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| T am well enough—say 1 want | the manner in whic
“Well, then, dear Florence, afte
1 of painful thoug
the conclosion that I must end my stay

hiful as it is to be with y g
g0 to Mrs. Denners, and that I must write
to Mr, Mallaby to that efle d

“ Agnes Hammond !

her amazement, indignation, grief | 1501
and dismay, at such an announcement
Florence conld say nothing elge, and for- | hoth
gotting ber dizzine, ]

to “Come in,” he sz

the
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the thought of our sep-

aration, is almost making me sick,” her | And ti

white face seemed to confirm her asser- | o uld
ould not remain with any
yon, and any re-
vhere I am
olerated as I am by

regard for your uncle and

W W W

, how ¢ 3
a mixed marria

be suspicious of

but | o
not at that
instant have trusted herself to do so.
orence resumed :

“ Tell me, dearest, that you will retract
this determination of yours.

“ 1 cannot, Florence,
the matter well and my heart, my con-
science and my judgment tell me that I
Consequently, 1 must and
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I have weighed

Wher Miss Hammond spoke in that
decisive tone her friend
little use in attempting to con

¢ 3 St. Jol 8 Park hac i x: 00!
she threw herself back on the pillow, ber | . t. John "‘l uk had "" wty and bloom
in those days ; its neatly-kept walks were

knew there was
ibat her, and

head beginning to ache again, and
eyes filling with tears of vexation.

she said, “then
wait for that

her

me to London, and who has arranged not
for two months
Uncle Sydney to eng

I shall get
pagsage for me
¢ Can place me in care
he can | Del, | Without regard to

disagreeable

was

yping that
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con-
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Sydney put it there yesterday
morning.”

! / s enireated, Agnes donned her bon-
went fort

4 A Keen Bel

Somehow, though
e of suflering in her
was algo mingled with it a

.d consciousness of
p

i Florence, Leedless alike of her headache

f its first
ness that made her

that bad returned with much
violence | |

1d ol
na chia
robed her
) ,'[‘.Im.“ Lher

» while she dresse

Lropin

& was obliged t
ster and wall) tc

support herse
her uncle's st

and then geeing how really ill she looked,
nmped up from a reading-stand before
which he had been idly sitting, and placed
a chair for her.

“ Why Florence, child, how sick you

look,” he continued, real alarm in his
voice, “ and your hands,) king them
n his own, “ are very
I had better send for the doctor for both

& | you and Deb.
re|”

“Never mind me,” she replied, but just
help me to do something about Agnes.”
:n she told him as nearly as she
remember, every word of Miss
Hammond’s ex pressed reason for wishing
to go, and how she had mancuvred in
order to get this opportunity of telling

ar | him about it.

He set his teeth together as he listened
and when s nished there was in hie
eyes and abont his mouth such a look
upon three occagions in whole life
had turned upon his sis
as ghe met it

'

I'lorence felt

were well Aun

h, for } A not g
1 A\ I s :
1 1 1onaa 851 V 1
“] ) l¢ me to go ther
i | I 1 ind endea
tor 1 her ol olish deter
minat o 181 not be |
“Oh, thar { 1
= | you would d of the
And € e d
106z 18 In ¢

pressure recalied hin

u are muc
than yon wish to appear, and I think even
before I seek Miss Hammond I had bet-
ter digpatch Anne for a doctor for you.”

“ Please, do not; only bring me word
that you have dissuaded Agnes from

going, and it will be the very best medi-
cine for me.”

And she looked up at him laughing
quite cheerfuily.

He went out, pansing only to take his
hat from the stand in the hall; then hav-
ing heard him close the hall-door softly,
I'lorence dragged herself up the stair, and
threw herself dressed as she was upon the
bed, feeling happy despite her own physi-
cal pain and weakness in the thought
that Uncle Sydney might be able to avert
the threatened separation.

bordered with flowering shrubbery, and
patches of grass were smooth and green.

and the circular walk about the fountain
made a ple
who wanted to walk without aim, and
arent progress. The
ridly by ag 1

park was guarded f
man who never admitted to it by e
accident, or good mnature, any one ne
longing in some way to the ow

key; and as he knew w
owners, and their respect
was not l'.l":\ 1o A!I'I""'.v
On this “andav  aft vhiel

Wilbur wended his way

» owners had seeme

of their priv 4
nore than a half

ut the

en r fir ]
\ \ r e
wr 1 y
11 18t at
Vi
ted r brow
\ k, a8 were
rimson.
“ You are surpris

Wt my appearance.
Florence songht me as soon as she had
ent you out here, in order to tell me
yvour startling announcement to her, and
o tell me from what it proceeded. Now,
mond,” he drew her
1 his own while he
“ you must permit me as the uncle
r friend, to have a little authority
1 3 Imatle
He spoke } but at the same time
tone of determination that both
and awed Agnes

ing more, he led |

1 then with-

r unresistin . 4

of the vacant benches in a retired

1 am not going t in any spir

t
of revenge,” she sai mulously, and
v

being so disconcerted by his penetratiy
look as to know hardly what she an
swered.

Ihen why go? he persisted. “ As
Florence told me that she said to yon, 1
am master of our house, and what my
sister wishes, or does not wish, is of little

he could, and

id to her gentle knock,

I'hen the fountain played daily, attracting
) ) to it the few children whose parents were

do others v 18 10 chaperon . 1

1 of my mother’s who At s rich or aristocratic enough to own a key,

ant sort of treadmill for one

moment so that T wish and will it. And
I wish yon to stay, Miss Hammond.”
She made a desperate effort to recall
her resolution and she succeed
ently to say with a firmness that!
hanced his admiration and iner
determination to have her rei
“1 thank y

03 L mu

d suffie-

ain,
1, Mr. Wilbur, but I must
n as I have writt

him of my depart-

1ed to avoid ti
@ most ru
i

of his eyes

) )
away irom him, and began to toy
with the chain of her watch.

t was beating t«
ood was sur
3ks to |

Iocation, and
violently from her

her brow.

He waited a moment, then caught
her hands with a grasp from which she
could not free them, and compelled her to
turn to him ; but she did not, would not
look him.

“1 have read your secret, Miss Ilam-
mond: you would flee from me.,"

In shame-gtricken surprise ghe lifted
her eyes then, to meet in his a ten-
derness that thrilled her through. e
reling hed his grasp and stood before
her :

“ Agnes!

It was the first time he had called her
by her Christian name, and she thrilled
again as she had done under his look.

“ Become my wife, and thus make my
house always your home.’

He extended his hands to her, and for
one wild instant she yearned to place her
own in them, to tell him that as he
loved 8o was he loved in return ; but she
remembered her recent struoggle and her
regolution ; she remembered tl but
she forgot to make even an instant’s
prayer, and so she hal only her own
etrength upon which to rely.

“ 1 cannot, Mr. Wilbur ; you forget that
[ am a Catholic
And then she rose also, looking
nght, more beautiful in her atte

s#, than ever she had looked

Catholics do marry Protestants,
persisted, be reasona @,
W nt 1T Té 1

aven ¢ 1 our marr by one
( clergyi
Her temptat s great ved

tten to pray, 8
er forces to i

, for he felt so certain of

But a sudden thought came to her
she burst out with it
had it tosay :

“ Do youknow that T am quite poor, Mr.

Vilbur ? my guardian says that my in-

come i8 only six hundred A

“Do you know that I am quite rich,
Miss Hammond ?” playfully mimicing
her manner, “ rich enough to care noth-
ing about your income — rich enough
even, to live away from my sharp-voiced
gister !

“Oh, Agnes !"' his voice taking an ex-
quisite tenderness, * it is you I want, only
you, beloved."”

He took her hands unregistingly then,
and held them, knowing that though she
had not spoken, she had accepted him.

And, alas ! she yielded to all the fascin-
ation of those fatal moments. [t was 8o
sweet to be thus loved, thus protected, as
again he drew her arm within his ow
and she felt its supporting pressure—
who never known a father's,
mother's, or even brother's affection—and
she walked with him through the tlower-
bordered paths silent from very happi-
ness. He also was too happy to care to
interrupt the silence.

\gnes Hammond, with her beautiful
», her charming modesty, her simple
y, and even her piety, which—
though produced by a religion, that he
had been taught to abhor—he still felt
muet spring from her own innocence and
elevation of soul, won him as never one

f had won him before. Occs

hile abroad a female face 1

Nimee

, as if glad that she

, but it was only to find on a
tance that the

exquisite
feat
virtues which alone make woman
and lova es, brief as w
time he had known her, he fancied he
had discovered not alone the virtues al-
ready enumerated—but an admirable
ness without which—ed

y adhere to

womar
M \ n in the little
ar I a wmd r-
e i ( t 1 1at
! it the
l 11 \
( I 1 for vhd
lent wa 1 ne path and « 1 a
ther ' 1 $ R t
whole earth | h strange an ]
ite loveli I'he very odor from t
flowers to become part of her
hapj ng itself in such a

with her strange and blissful feelings
inthe mysterious future when her happi-
ness was but a shadow of the past, it
needed only the faintest waft of thatsame
scent to bring before her the se
which she now so delightedly 1 s
But no suspicion of the clouds that
were one day to darken her horizon, en-
tered her mind now—no thought but of
her pregent happiness., Ier recent
ales, the Confessor's connsel, her own
resolution, were all forgotten, and when,
after every path had been twice trav-
ersed, and sunset was not far distant Syd-
ney again repaired to a vacant bench, he
read in her eves when they met his, con-
vincing testimony of the return of his
aflection,

“Before we return to the house,” he

ting his arm on the back of the
: er er shonlders
. LT r hard wood
( 5} )

yrent ng t

1 y W | t " =

1 \r 0 1 think

\ ) juite approve of y
1 think he will in

“1 am of

23 eighteen  last month. |
e has no ri )

t to object.”

|
“ Well, I shall call upon him to-morrow, |
»my intentions, and ask his appro- |
leing your guardian, Agnes, he has |
ny warm regard, as any one, or anything
must have, that belongs to you dearest.
She blushed prettily, looked down, and
edged away from his hand which from
forming a support for her shoulders, had
becoma bold enough to touch her hair, |
Her action alarnied him lest he had done
anything to shock that feminine delicacy

you mentioned, re- | sl

which he 8o admired in her, and he hast-
ened to withdraw his arm from the bench,
at which action she looked relieved.

And as you have no home but that

e
owner shrank from Agnes in
speechless horror,

I'hen, for the first time, owing to the
evidently sl

a sort of

ocked amazement of ¥Flop.
Mre, Denner's boarding house of whi ence, there struck throngh | happiness
vou told me, I think our marriage had | a chord of keen reproach — \pting
better take place as speedily as Wilbur, no matter how to'erant | m’.
and in the meantime during o ised to be, she was breaki ‘
ments, suppos the Church—she who wa -
good Mr. Ma pr ‘|H‘- pious, go firm in the per {
| congent to ! Ar Inty. Bat she was not going or
gojourn in Mrs. Denner's hot p ow her couscience o
afraid it wonld not be pleas for either strove to say very pla g
of you to be under one roof with Deborah vou 8o nnwilling to 1 L
when I tell her what I intend to do. thoug sl
“Oh ! Mr. Wilbur ! that will be just de- 8 deeper tl ’

lightful. Mpre. Denuer is a real mother

woman, and I know she will take I
ence right to her heart,

Mr. Wilbur had heard nothing but that
formal pronouncing of his name, an
termined to correct that instantly, he sai
with an assumption of sternness :

“Mr, Wilbur will listen to 1
cept from Miss Hammond., When Agnes
desires to be heard, she will please ad-
dress Sydney,

“Then that arrangement will be de-
lightful—Sydney,”” making an absurd
pause before she pronounced the name,
and blushing so shamefacedly but at
the same time so charmi when she
did pronounce it, that i
could do to avoid snatching her to his
heart, and telling her that never had Ins
name sounded so sweetly.

By this time it was sunset, and the old
park-keeper was approaching for the pur-
pose of requesting them to depart, as he
had already requested everybody
and they, divining his intention, roseto
do so before he had quite reached them.

“ Do not write to Mr, Mallaby, until I
have seen him,” requested Wilbur, as
they walked very slowly home,

“ But supposing he should be absent—
he often is for weeks at a time.’

“In that case, I shall see Mra. Denner,

) srly woman yon re-
will take in the sit-

ne an im-

can reaq

“prepared for any emerg-
I'obe sure! did ever lover woo fair

lady without being full of

N having arr

as shie was about to leay

T'ell Flor

y. I think it will have the effect of mak-
her quite well.

He watched

up the stair, a e fi

standing as had left him peepe

archly dowr him from over the bal

ter. He sy, smiling face set

the dark color of her surroundings, 1

an exquisite picture—a picture thatin

future was to come to him unbidden and

nnwished.

rence all about 1t mmediaie-

X1,

Florence was asleep, just as she had

thrown herself when she had come up

from her uncle's study — so soundly
asleep that she did not hear her friend’s
entrance, nor even her own name when
Agnes bending over her repeated it softly
two or three times,

“ Poor child!” said Miss Hammond,
“ her head must have ached dreadfully.

Her forehead is hot yet, and so are her

hands,”” fondling the latter, and then
pressing them to her lips.

“I ought not to disturb her; but I shall
have a fever myself if I do not tell her.

And it would seem so from the way her
own cheeks and hands were burning.

“ Florence,"” shejcalled with increasing
londness. “ Dearest Florence ! I am so
sorry to disturh you but won’t you please
awake—I have something very important
to tell you.”

Becoming desperate, she gave the
sleeper a little shake! it had the effect of
making the latter stir but nothing more.

“

Florence! will nothing arouse yon?
[ am going to be married to your Uncle
>_\'.1|t.~\'

Whether it waa that the words wers

spoken more into the sle
their sgignificance, b

strangeness, had more power to arouse

per's ear or that

ause of its

Miss Wilbur awoke a second after
eir utterance, and awoke s
and so entirely that she ope
very wide, and sat up in the bed.

er eyes

Yon here, Agnes I must have
he most ¢
wwoke I tho

ed at a
] And I declar
1e, and my d )

t er 1 er head,
ing t ‘You I g right en

d you ; 1t did give m
( \nd o n
t 1 Te( whicl 1 culmix
ated in Ag o her for the parl

*did yon go to St |

3 n’s, and did Unecle
Sydney find you, and did he tell yon what
I told him, and did he persnade you to
recall your determination ?’

And as if she were glad of an excuse
not to listen quietly to what she feared
might be an undesirable answer, she was
bustling about the room, pretending to
look for hairpins, ribbons, and other ac-
cessories of the feminine toilet.

Though Agnes had been so anxious to
pour into the ear of Florence what had
occurred, now that Florence was ready to
listen, she found it absurdly difficult even
to speak, and Miss Wilbur, wondering at
length at the protracted silence, pau n
her search for hairpins, and looked at
Miss Hammond, inquiringly :

“ What is the matter? Is it that Uncle
Sydney wasnot able to persuade you,and
that you are really going 2" .

Miss Hammond recovered her voice.

“We are
Denner's—your uncle th

8 it well that

1 bot e away

om your aunt.”
' 1z Uncle Sydney !
ted Florence in her it tl
and s 1 er,
he w 1l 1€ i
3 ra 1 \ re on e

he exuberance of her own joy,
11 5
\Mliss Hammond and gave

wly a very hearty, not to say

violent embrace, her arms continuing to
linger about Miss Hammond’s neck, even
after her kisses had ceased,

“Yens A delighted, but there is
something more to be told. That which
you fancied you dreamed, was no dream,

| T whispered into your ear the words that

awoke you., Iam going to marry your
Uncle Sydney. He asked me in the park
to become his wife,”

The arms twined around her neck
dropped away as if that which they held
had suddenly become tire or ice,and their

iing ex-

it was all her lover

it represents tha nutritive proparties ot
wheat, oats, and barley, and is therefore a re
construe and sue-former of emi
value t X
I
erad digestible and capable of replacing the
wastes of the body. This is Nature's own
method. Try Maltine with Cod Liver Oil.

going—you and I, to Mrs, |

Oh! Agneg! how can yon
even in jest of such a thought. It is not
as you know, but he is a Protestant
yon are 8o good, 8o fervent a Catho.
lic. llow can vou be willi |
the Church ? You, whom I thought s
good—you to do such a thing and hut
week from the convent, and oaly t
morning at Communion)| Oh
Lord ! surely our love for Thee
The repro: 8 were entting M
mond to the quick ; then, her v:
wounded at having fallen from the pedes-
tal on which her friend formerly 1
placed her ; also, her envy was ar
by a very secret, but a very strong {

WCeuse me

that poor little, plain, commonplace Flor-
ence was capable of greater heroism i
spiritnal things than she herself was; und,

irritated by these various emotion
rose from her seat, and said with u 14
sharpness, as she began to pace the room
“ 1 do not know why you make such a
time, Florence; 1 am sure very good Cath-
olic women have married Protestants he-
fora my day,and many of them, no donht
have done good service to the Church by
converting their husban d bringing
up their children ics, Your
uncle has promised to be most reasona
In matters
being marri

ven to the extent of

18 he gaid Floren !
| just then, kr od
| | a4 Mes 1 Mr, Wilbnr
y how M I \ nd w
, as | ad b waiting 4
fell him I am muc tter, Anne,
prefer te L r 1 1
\ Hai 1w 1 1
ly
\Miss Hamn to k
Florence' r
i yonny ta
messa should take still ling-

118N, \gnes; gc down

3 4\‘ ur 1}
Don't be ridiculous, Florence ;
n with me and have yours.”

But Florence was in no mood to =it at
able with the lovers,and finding that Agnes
was firmin her refusal to go down wit
her, she bade Anne bring up tea for bot
of them.

In a few minutes Anne returned bear.
ing a tray containing alone Miss Flor-
ence'’s tea.  “ Mr. Wilbur told me not to
bring Miss Hammond’s as he wanted
to come down in order to tell him |
Miss Florence was.

“There! you wilful girl ; you see what
you have brought upon yourself. Now
you must go,” and she absolutely pushed
Agnes from the room ; then, in a wild
burst of grief she threw herself upon her
knees. Never had idol been more rudely
or ruthlessly shattered that was Ilor-
ence’s. She would have staked her life
upon Agnes’ firm refusa! to do anythin
that the Catholic Church did not
tion, and now to find herself go
ly, 8o cruelly mistaken, was like rece
ing some painful wound. She blan
herself for having thrown the temptat
into her friend’s way and altogether s
felt very miserable.

yper.

“ But it i8 not yet too late, dear Lord,’
she prayed, rai
Btreaming eyc
with Your gra
promise. Oh,
whomn &

1g her clasped hands and
“ Only touch hLer heart
will recall her
1 Mother! you t
has been hitherto so devoted

do not forsake her now. Oh,my God! do

before this one temptation.’

who knows but the heart-sp
wre heard and a
rrous, loving fervor of that
on won for the
she had not endeavo

\ 1
ered

rely-t
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SAINT AUGUSTINE.
A Man Who s Moulded the Mind of

= rears. ' ~By Vory

ope for 1,500 Years u.g
:i::.l;)r. pPrior, Vice-Rector English
College, Rome.

—

New York Freeman's Jourual,

PART [L—AUGUSTINE AT HOME,

In these days of keen interest in
autobiography, when su_uleum of hm‘
tory are ransacking libraries anc
archives to present the past to us in it
own circumstances and qoloring. wher
a farspread psychological schm')l. 0
romance seeks to probe the inner life o
man and reveal its dt_zep currents o
religious thought and feeling, it mus
be interesting to study that
MASTER SPIRIT OF RELIGIOUS THOUGH
§. Augustine, of whose life and charac
ter we have such nbundam'materin]
in the voluminous works which he ha
left to posterity. To Catholics th
theme should appear wnh. pmzum
force, for it may be said without fea
of exaggeration that there has not bee
since the time of the ;\pf)nllu& a greate
champion of the Christian cause.

And there are few great men of ar

period of whom we have such an oppo
tunity of forming an intimate ar
persdnnl knowledge as of the Gire
Doctor of the Western Church. Heh
bequeathed to us a faithful picture
himself in his writings. In his lin
of Confession he traces the story of |
life from the first opening of his mi
to the beginning of his episcopate.

is not a mere narrative of events, |

a vivid likeness of his soul, with all

hidden depths, its yearnings and

pirations, its waywardness, its shan

ful falls, its noble rise to a higher a

purer life. He unburdens his mind

its teeming memories and throws th
on the page without reserve.
AUGUSTINE OPENS HIS SOUI

He was a saint when he wrote,
no doubt his sensitive conscience g
too deep & shade to the recital of
wrong doing, but the note of since:
marks his work throughout. His er
and sinful wanderings, his talents.
achievements, are spoken of with
simplicity and candor. :

It is a pilgrim’s progress, but in
Augustine's pages Hypocrisy, Mo
love, the Valley of the Shadow of De

the Giant Daspair, were not mere :
gory, but the stern realities of his |
individual experience. He recor
in bitterness the wasted years, and
bare his soul in the white light |
the throne of God, in Whose pres
he writes, and in Whom in the co
of his narrative he is ever lifting
his heart in adoration, thanksgi
and love.

“To whom tell I this?" he writi
the secopd book of his confess
““Not to Thee, my God, but by
Thee to my own kind, even to
small portion of mankind as may
upon these writings of mine. A
what purpose ? That whosoever |
this,maythink notof what depths w
to ery unto Thee. For what is n
to Thy ears than a confessing
and a life of faith?”’ This sponta:
outpouring of his heart presents
a picture of the saint, which is
thing more than a p(n‘tmit‘ itds
ing counterpart, as superior to.
trait as are the delicate hues
blossom instinct with the fresh |
the plant to the muddy colors ¢
flower on the painter’s canvas.

SPEAKS TO FRIENDS,

His strong individuality shine
too, in other works, where hg is
got purpose writing autobiog
Ho has left us more than two hi
ietters, inauy of them to iu
friends, where he unveils his
heart, and unconsciously revea
gelf as he pours out without re
his views, impressions, convi
feelings, his sorrows, burden:
anxieties, Some of his spec
treatises were written in the f
form of dialogue : others are
of conversations between S. Au|
and hic friends, and are inter
with details of his daily life.

A FAMILY PARTY,

‘ De Beata Vita,” or the tre
“ True Happiness,” is a record
vergations which he had w
friends on the occasion of hi
third birthday. There were
his mother, St. Monica, and his
Navigius, his two cousing La
and Rusticus, his pupils Licen
Tryetius and his little son A
— "t the least of all” as the st
seribes him, ‘ but whose taier
love does not deceive me, giv
ise of great things.” Their {
which lasted three days, was
feast of the mind than of tb

Augustine draws alively pictu

gcene. He tells how as

threatened, they sought a rvt‘1
sheltered spot in the publi

He directed the course of U

sion, which flows on with una

terest, sparkling here and tl
playful humor.
TRYGETIUS TRAPPED,

All were free to express the
but one rule of the debate, wi
as a wholesome check on th
autg, was that every remark
reported on the tablets. T
who was somewhat obstinate,
in his argument, and tries
the relentless logic of Augqm
piece of pleasant irony, deliv
a smothered laugh.

““The thing is quite clear,
“that man is happy who he
what he wants,”

“«Write it down,’’ said Au

1 never said it,” he excl

‘¢ Write that down as wel
the Saint.

¢ Yes, I said it,"” Tryg
fessed.,

Later on S. Monica brea
debate with a plump deman:
mation ;




