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him good to see that by his „
Me Visitor was moved to tours ° H 

P»or grandmother," ,he mu
«»„ -how sad the ending 0( her 1 
me." nirloung

"Yen, child, but it was well
she died when she did, 
alter X left her, for she

that
a few day,

hhd a happy death Yd 1
what-might have beçn many 
suffering -anid remorse for hi 
ant of "youthful folly. But you /* 
not told me are there any other ^ 
d«n to your family besides your^ft 

am the only ow living. tw 
were three more, but they died be(or.
I was bore." or* I

"The last of the family; llui y 
father I suppose, has great hop» 
you ?” 1 01

-He had," Said Cecelia, drop, 
plug her eyes, "but to me he sej, 
doomed to disappointment, lor un 
ure seems to attend my underlain»," 
in making, a choice of work for life...

“How so ? You need not fear to 
tell me, for I am deeply interested in 
the welfare of a descendant of 
vorite cousin."

In a few brief words she told him 
of her two unsuceeestui efforts ( 
become settled in life and of the life 
ness which had braught her here.

You have had a strange expert, 
ence, and I suppose that now yoe 
will return home und marry this 
young man ?”

"No, your Grace. I have given u, 
all thoughts of marriage, and I ear- 
really feel that God has called you 
ed my answering the marriage vow."

•What, then, do you intend to 
do ?"

"I do not know; remain at home,
.1 suppose, and settle down to be 
vhat is called an old maid.'. ’ ’

The old man laughed.
“Not a bad idea," he said, "ifyou 

really feel that God hos called you 
to it, for many of our despised old 
maids are doing a far nobler work 
in -life than some of their married 
sisters. But it seems to me that you 
are called to a still higher mission.”

“Will you please tell me what you 
mean?" she asked, her face brtghto- 
ing.

“Have you, ever thought of return, 
ing to the convent ?"

“It would hardly seem right after 
all I have gone through. If I had a 
true vocation, why could I not have 
remained when I first entered ? And, 
besides, what would people think if 
I were to, enter tihe Convent again af
ter failing in an attempt to lie mar
ried ?"

"What should you caire what the
world might think ? We are all ot 
us what we are in the eyes of God, 
and no more. The world seldon 
judges us aright. You have told me 
that you cannot marry. T>o you 
think that you ever cared enough 
for this young gentleman to marry 
him ?"

"I always loved and respected him 
as a friend, but had it not been for 
the wishes of my parents and the ad
vice of my confessor, who told nae 
that perhaps It Aght be best for 
me to marry, I should never have 
consented. I thought 1 might learn 
to love him as a husband should be 
loved."

"You are a good' girl, and God re
warded your obedience by setting you 
free at the last moment. Now, do 
you not think you would be happier 
in some religious order ?’

“Yes, your Grace, I do; but it 
might be hard to gain admission now-

"Nothing, child, is impossible to 
God, and such a great blessing- is 
wort'll a little labor. So do- not be 
disdburaged."

Cecelia's face grew bright, and there 
was a heavenly light in her dark 
eyes which proved that his words 
encouragement were very sweet.

Fifty long years of separation bad 
not wholly effaced from the oW 
man's memory the sweet countenance 
of one he had once loved, and he now 
saw the ^semblance more strongly 
than before, for Agnes Conlin bad 
looked like this when happy.

"Cecelia," he said sadly., "there wai 
a time when I hoped that my coueio 
Agnes would one day be a happy ^ 
mate of some convent, and I believe 
such would have been her blessed Ic1 
had not the straqger token her away. 
What could be more fitting nox* 
than to have ’the last of her family 
become a religious ? Who knows but 
that the blessings of the vocation.**»

............ hour of foolish prtw
to the child of tW

said

CHAPTER XIH,

’“'How well our Cecelia lo 
‘said Mrs. Daton when the tgir 
rived home.

“I am feeling real well, mot) 
trip did me a wonderful amot 
good."

"You show it in your face, 
■pleased Maurice will be when 
'how you have improved. He 
often inquired for you during 
•absence."

The bright smile faded frot 
Ha's face.

"Maurice," she said, "I see 
®on why he should take such 
terest in me."

"He does," said Mrs. Dato 
fit does not seem strange to i 

"Mother, I told you before 
away that it was all over bet 
I meant it, and I wish you w< 
Ver refer to thalt again."

4'Stubborn as ever, Cecelia, 
cannot,last, and when the r- 
June are in bloom, I shoult 
■uiphsed to see you wearing 
bridal wreath."

"If I do, mother, it will b< 
bride of Christ."

‘"Cecelia, do you mean tl 
»till cling to tftie hope of ônb 
convent, after once leaving it 

Cecelia did not answer. H< 
came in just then, and she c 
*ceeP from him the wonder! 
which h* eagerness to tell h 
her homeward Journey so loi 

With the deepest attention 
*ened to every word of the si 
when she had finished it we 
dent that he was deeply imj 

Cecelia, this seems too gt 
true''* Said her mother. “Ar 
an honor to find a relative 
celebrated Archbishop of A- 
Ï would like to meet Mm. 
■fringe to learn that my hu 
***** Catholic baptism."

fmm «it to 
to tv* t'

,j, sha hi 
^ beautiful 1 
"ead i» A" ’

1, which had i 
found this new i 
u honored r "
Church and being----- —y
t Catholic ancestry, or to b
l that her proper place »»
lent So absorbed wan 
"e d,d not hear him 
,om, and wan unaware ol 

c until he spoke to her- 
, roy child,” he said. '» 
eepsake which I have tree 

my youth. But an oM 
near the grave cannot, 
it much longer, while 
hM , better right to It

jd in her hand to» old lee 
praver book, the pagan 
were yellowed with e«e. 
it reverently, and found 
crnl of golden hair tied w 
jlue ribbon.

he said, "is one of 
)ther's curls which 8hS

Uzxr rtwn little

«What a pretty golden shade,"

Agnes wan always proul 
„ 0Sir; but take them to y<»ur 
lther with my blessing, and tel 
j^t it was his mother a dying 
tot he should be . Catholic
Cecelia could not find words 

him. but she looked her 
lercet gratitude and knelt to F 
,|, blessing. A tear fell upo 
imd as she raised it to her lip 
da hie ring.
"God bless you again, dear cl 

„ repeated, as he said got* 
[hen he returned to his own : 
eeling that one of the great « 
de life had 'teen accomplished, 
jdia's presence had been like 
if summer sunshine, having re 
o vividly the days of youth 
igops and he had spent so 
inppy hours together. ....
Impatient with waiting, 

Cullen stood in the door of thé 
thedrul and when she saw her , 
wining out of the house hastei 
met her, laying :

‘-Cecelia!, what in the worl 
kept vou so long ? I was beg 
to fear that the Archbishop 
locked you up and that I shot 
ver see you again.”

"No fear of that.. Agnee, thi 
lave had a most delightful vii

"Really. Cecelia, is it true ? 
tell me about it."

As they walked towards the 
Cecelia told the story.

"Well," said Agnes, "it soun 
a novel. How wonderful !"

"Wonderful, yes, but far betti 
anything that could lie told il

PART SECOND,

CHAPTER XII.—Continued.

For five long years the woman had 
suffered from a cancer under, her right 
am, and twice had she, undergone 
operations only to have th* terrible 
malady return. Given up by her phy
sicians, who found her too weak foe 
a third application, of the knife, she 
hfKi travelfed several hundred miles 
under poor circumstances to seek 
the only aid that remained. Tired 
out after her long Journey, ' aha 
sought accommodations at a poor 
hotel, to which she had been taken 
by one of the many agents who in
fested the depots of «ich places. 9d 
long ae the man could secure another 
boarder it mattered, not that the 
hotel was full, and she had been gi
ven a poor room in a hot attic. C^ 
celia, who was seldom deceived in 
those who were worthy of help, felt 
very sorry for her and took her to 
her own boarding house, where she 
was taken to a pleasant and airy 
room.

Agnes was a little displeased with 
£his, for she did not think It proper 
to take up too readily with strangers 
and she did not like the woman1® ap
pearance.

"Cecelia," she said when they were 
alone, "where did you pick her up ?"

• -"On the Church steps," was the re
ply. "The poor woman is madly affl
icted and needs some one to take 
an interest in her."

"I think you would do better to 
be a little more careful in associat
ing with strangers in a place iike 
this. Do you think your mothes 
would approve ?"

' "I had not thought of that, but l 
know of no reason why she should 
object to my showing a littie kind
ness where it is needed. If you 4® 
not care to associate with the wo
man, I see no reason why you should.

Agnes changed the subject at once 
by telling of the drtve they hau 
planned for the morrow, and asked 
Cecelia if she would go.

"I should like to," said Cecelia, 
"but there is a large pilgrimage ex
pected to-morrow, and there are t0 
be special devotions which I do not 
care to *miss. Con you not postpone 
your drive ?’

"I suppose so, but the day after 
to-morrow will be Sunday and we 
cannot go then, as there would be 
too little time between dinner and 
Vespers."

"Make it Monday..’
"Very well, if you wish; but I am 

somewhat disappointed and I know 
the others will be, for our plans were 
all made."

VThen why not go without me?"
"I could not think of such a thing* 

Cecelia."
The next day, not a little to the 

displeasure of Agnee, Cecelia gava 
much of her time to the stranger, 
acting in the capacity of guide and 
explaining to her the common devo
tions of the pilgrims. At sunset Ce
celia took her to a hill called Calva
ry, there to make the Way of the 
Cross, but she was obliged to as
cend the hill alone, while her weak
ened companion sat ot the footy Sun
day evening they were together again 
and Cecelia was sorry to find the 
woman suffering more intensely than 
ever. The following forenoon she 
must go back to her home, as her 
time had expired, and her case seem
ed utterly hopeless. But still she did 
not despair. At daybreak Monday 
Agnes awoke to see her cousin dress
ed and ready to go out.

"Where are you going, Cecelia ?" 
she asked.

"There is to be a Mais tot Mrs. L. 
at half past five, anx^I aim .goin^g.;

"Go if you wish, but I pr-»tji* to 
rest for two hours. The 3 o’clock 
Mass is early enough for me. 1 wish 
you well, but her case is hopeless 
sad she would better he thinking of 
he* funeral Mass.

"Agnes, you should be ashamed to 
talk like that. Nothing is impose! 
Me to God, and far greater miracles 
have beea performed here." But 
Agnes heeded her not, for she was 
tailing asleep.

Mrs. I»----- had been almost too
weak to arise in tin® morning ami the 
journey to the Church quite exhaust 
ed her. Once inside, she could no! 
kneel until it was almost time foi 
the consecration, then Cecelia had to 
watch her clbsdy, fear * that she 
would faint. Borne mysterious pow- 
sr seemed to sustain her, however, 
and she even gained sufficient strength

to go forward and receive the bread 
of life. As she returned to her place 
her face was much brighter. She 
remained on hefc- knees without sup
port for nearly half an hour. then 
ae she arose she took Cecelia's arm, 
whispering;

"It is gome; I am cured !.**'
"(Thank God," murmured Cecelia, 

"your faith has been rewarded."
In silence they returned to the 

boarding house, for tihe hearts of 
both were too full to speak. It was 
Cecelia who whispered the good news 
to Agnee, who had just asisen, but 
she refused to believe it until -she 
saw the woman. The cure was al
ready being rumored about, and by 
the time Cecelia and the woman had 
finished their breakfaht and were
ready to return to the church for 
their thanksgiving many were talking 
of tihe great miracle, and many curi
ous glances were cast upon the two. 
Her heart overflowing with gratitude 
to Almighty God, and showering 
blessings upon Cecelia for her kind- 

the woman left on an early
train.

"Well, Cecelia," said Agnes, when 
the former returned from the depot, 
"now that your charge is gone per
haps you will be willing to give your 
cousin a little of your time by ac
companying us on our drive in the 
country."

"I shall be delighted to go, but, 
Agnes, the miracle I have hud the 
happiness of witnessing doubly re- 
wards me for the little trouble I 
have had. It was worth coming all 
the distance from home to see."

"I suppose that but for your kind
ness in instructing her what to do 
she would probably have gone home 
uncured, so you should be happy."

"Agnes Cullen, you ought to ,be 
ashamed to moke such a remark ae 
that. It is I who have been great
ly privileged in '«ing permitted to 
be with her when she received so 
great a blessirig."

Just then one of the ladies came 
in to announce that the carriage 
would be ready at 1 o'clock.

The drive, which extended along 
the river road, was a most delightful 
one. The scenery was such as would 
have enraptured the heart of an ar
tist. They stopped a half an hour 
at a place where a narrow stream 
leaped over a rocky precipice about 
two hundred- feet high and /ell into a 
broad basin of clear water. Gradu
ally the basin narrowed into a stready 
Following the course of the stream, 
they came to a pretty park of small 
cedars which surpassed in beauty any
thing that could have been laid out 
by human hands. They next visited 
a little village nearby,, but no impos
ing structure met their view here, for 
everything spoke ot poverty. Some 
of the old white stone farmhouses 
had stood over a hundred years and 
had once been occupied by the grand 
parents and great-grandparents of the 
present generation. These simple 
people cared for nothing better than 
what had been tihe earthly1 posses
sions of those who for many years 
had slept beneath the shadow of1 the 
rude wooden crosses in the church
yard. The old church itself, said 
to have withstood the storms of 
nearly two centuries, was next visit
ed, and then they were again on the 
road to the main object of Agnes’ 
interest.

The foot of the mountain _was 
reached at last, and the carriage 
halted at a gate where they read the 
sign "No admittance."

'To where does this road lead ?" 
asked Cecelia.

‘This is the summer home of the 
Jesuits," said the driver, "and there 
is a chapel over a hundred years old 
on the other side of the woods."

"How I would like to visit it, 
said Agnes, looking wistfully at the 
sign; "but I see we can go no fur
ther.v

"You may," said the driver.
‘«’But the sign says "No admit

tance,' " said Agnes. ^
"That means that we are not al

lowed to drive in; hut you have the 
privilege of going in and walking 
through the grounds."

In perfect confidence the four youi^g 
ladies, with the assurance so charac
teristic of Americans, walked up the 
long drive, which was bounded on 
one side by fields of golden grain ex
tending to tihe river banks and 
the other side by a dense forest 
which hid the pretty spot beyond, 
After walking fully a quarter of 
mile, Agnes halted and looked around 
saying :

"I believe that driver was fooling

us, and,.that there is nothing to be 
seen in this wild country. Let us go 
back."

"There must be something beyond 
this wood," said Cecelia, " for the 
road shows signs of much travel; be
sides, what object could he have in 
deceiving us ?"

A little further on they came upon 
a clearing and saw » long, low? build
ing of the same white stone used so 
much in that section, and just be
yond, on the edge ot a forest of toll 
evergreen», stood a little chapel. 
There was nothing of beauty about 
the buildings, but their antiquity 
made them interesting, and to> • add 
to the attractiveness wjts a row of 
old-fashioned cannon beside the chtu- 
pel, a reminder of war long past. 
They had scarcely reached the house 
when two nuns attired in pure white 
came out and, without noticing the 
strangers, went to the chapel, which 
they entered. Just then an elderly 
man in a black cassock and wearing 
a scarlet cap, with a line of red 
showing just beneath his Roman col
lar, emerged from the chapel, and for 
a fen* moments gazed in silence on 
the intruders, then without a word 
he entered the house.

•Undaunted, the ladies followed the 
nuns into the chapel’, where their de
votion, I fear, was surpassed by their 
curiosity. On coming out, Agnes ex
pressed a desire to see tihe interior 
of the house. She rapped several 
times at the side of an open door, 
and, receiving no 'repjly, stepped in. 
followed by one companion. Just, as 
the ecclesiastic they had seen came 
to meet them, with something like a 
frown on his face, which was, how
ever, too kind to show much anger.

“Do you know these were strictly 
private grounds ?" he asked, trying 
to be stern.

Agnes stammered an apology, re
peating what they had been told by 
their driver. She was asked if she 
had not read the sign at the gate.

"Yes, father," was the reply, “but 
we were told that it was meant for 
carriages, not for pedestrians.”

VYour driver had no right to send 
you here. No one is allowed inside* 
these grounds without special per
mission from the superior."

So saying he abruptly left the room 
before anyone could qffer a further 
apology.

Cecelia would have made a hasty 
retreait, but the others lingered, and 

jtiie reverend gentleman, as if regret
ting having shown discourtesy to 
strangers who were here through no 
fault of their own, returned and 
said :

"Since you are here, ladies, I will 
show you through the grounds."

The party gratefully accepted the 
offer and followed their guide, who 
led them past the chapel, stopping to 
call their attention to tihe cannon, 
relics of a war of a century and a 
quarter back, which had been pre
sented to the Bishop as a slight re
compense for valiant services render
ed by seminarions who had suspend
ed their eccletiastical studies to 
aid their country in her hour of trial 
At the end of a long walk, through 
the park he pointed out a pretty 
shrine of the Blessed Virgin,, but took 
them to it through another wlndir^g 
path., explaining that each evening 
at 6 the priests commenced the reci
tation of the Rosary at Mary’s shrine 
walking through the different paths 
and finishing at a similar shrine of 
St. Joseph which he pointed out in 
the distance. •

How -beautiful!" exclaimed Ce
celia, and she wished that she might 
remai/n forever in such a holy spot 

this ; the very air seemed to 
breathe nothing but sweetness and 
the pure love of God.

Almost at their feet the squirrels 
peered curiously at them, evidencing 
little or no fear, and the birds were 
singing merrily In the trees. They 
had now Reached a clearing at the 
bank of the river, und here they met 
a young priest devoutly reading his 
office. He respectfully raised his bi- 
retta bo the elder clergyman and 
passed on, while the -ladies paused 
to view this beautiful scene. Only a 
rustic railing separated them from 
-thé edge of a rocky cliff .extending 
down to the waters of the mighty ri
ver which at that point assumed fihd 
proportions of a lake. Directly in 
front of them was the end of a long, 
narrow island, dotted with golden 
fields and forests just beginning to 
take on the autumn hue». lijtt more 
than , a quarter of a mile 
mountain which had 
to this spot descended
nHHL.

the stream, and the late afternoon 
sun shining, over it all sent a long 
ray of golden light across the river 
and gave the whole scene a moot 
beautiful aspect.

“Oh, earth how like to heaven, If 
not preferred more justly," murmur
ed Ceceha, forgetful for the moment 
that she was not alone.

The clergyman smiled and. inquired; 
"Do you mean to compare this to 
the Garden of Eden ?"

"It gives me some faint idea of 
what it might have been."

"A truly noble soul, whoever she 
is,*» thought the clergyman.. But 
there was something else in her that 
strangely attracted him; now he had 
made a discovery of something unseen 
before. Her hand was resting on the 
railing, and he saw entwined around 
her finger a. serpent with emerald eyes 
which glittered in the sunlight. Her 
face at the first glance bad been 
strangely familiar to hfm in every 
feature excepting the dark eyes and 
hair, but he had thought little of It 
until his eyes fell upon the ring, the 
like of which he had seen but once 
before.

"Pardon me, miss." he said, "but 
what a strange design for a ring. 
A cousin of mine, had one like it 
when I wias a young man."

“It is verw old," said CeceMa; " 
grandmother’s engagement ring."

He looked at her face, and again 
at the ring.

"Do not consider me too inquisitive 
if I ask if it is an American rinfe) ?"

"Grandfather brought it from 
Egypt to Ireland and gave t it to 
grandmother."

"May I see It, please ?"
"Certainly, father," and removing 

it she put in in his hand.
He looked inside and read, "From 

Edward to Agnes," and she felt that 
his hand was very cold when he band 
ed it back with thanks.

As they moved on he seemed to be 
thinking deeply, and she felt that his 
eyes were constantly upon her. But 
few words were spoken until they re
turned to the entrance of the grounds 
A party of happy young seminarians 
were singing merrily to an accompa
niment on a piano in Che house. They 
ceased long enough to pay their re
spects to the ladies’ venerable guide, 
but he scarcely noticed them. After 
the ladies had thanked him for his 
kindness he turned to Cecelia, re
marking.

"May I ask your name and resi
dence ?’*

"Cecelia Daton, of Boston," was 
the reply.

"Pardon my unseemly curiosity, 
but I would like to know the madden 
name of your grandmother, whose 
ring you wear."

"Agnes Conlin," replied Cecelia, 
greatly puzzled to know why this 
stranger whom she had never before 
seen or heard of, should be so inter
ested.

"Do you expect to remain long in 
this section. Miss Daton ?"

"About two weeks; then we intend 
to spend a few days in the city of
A-------- on our way home. We. have
heard so much about the grand 
churches and convents that wé can
not return without seeing them."

He smiled, for she had referred to 
the pride Df his heart.

Taking from his pocket a card, he , 
wrote on it a few words of Latin and 
handed it to her, saying.

"When you come to A-----  I wish
to have, you call a€ the Archbishop’s 
palace and present tl6s card. I pre
fer to see you alone, as I have some
thing of Importance to tell you."

"Well, Cecelia," said Agnes, on 
their way back to the carriage, "it 
Is wonderful how you can make 
friends among those people. I would 
like to know why that strange priest 
wishes to see you, and alone, too."

“I cannot imagine," said Cecelia, 
"but he undoubtedly has some good 
reason, and as for his being only a 
priest, I have my doubts."

"Why, CeceHa ?"
"Because priests are not supposed 

to. wear scarlet."
“Who do you suppose he can be?" 
"Some high dignitary of the 

Church, no doubt. I should not be 
surprised it he were the Archbishop 
himself."

"How highly -honored you are to 
be favored with a private interview • 
I am very curious to know the mean
ing of it."

"I must admit I am myself; but 
time will tell."

Cecelia's first act on arriving in 
the city was to report at the resi
dence of the Archbishop, and Ague»,

.

who would not be left entirely behind 
accompanied her as far as the palace 
and then went into the Cathedral to 
wait for her. On looking at the 
card the porter showed her into a 
small, but prettily furnished ftarlor, 
and she was given fully ten minutes 
to admire a few large and beautiful 
works of sacred art orr<he woZle, 
She knew well that she was in no 
public reception room and was wish» 
ing that Agnes, who was also a lovet 
of beauty, was with her, when the 
door softly opened anh she found 
herself in the presence of tihe digni
tary for whom she had been waiting. 
He smiled kindly upon her, but she 
was a little awed when she saw her 
suspicions confirmed by his ccssofik 
purplish red and the seal- ring sag 
pectoral cross he wore.

"Well, chtitt," he said, after giving 
her a kindly, greeting, "you. did not 
come here, I suppose, with expecta
tions of meeting Archbishop Conlin 
himself."

"I could not have hoped for such 
an honor, your Grace," she said, 
humbly.

He smiled again,. a kind smile 
which seemed to melt all of the stern 
dignity of his lofty position and 
made her feel that she had found a 
friend.

"No doubt you «re very anxious to 
know why I wished you to call. When 
you told me that you were Cecelia 
Daton, the granddaughter of Agnee 
Conlin, I became interested in you, 
and wished to know about your fami
ly. Do yon know anything about 
your grandmother or her family ?’ ’ 

"Very little, your Grace, for grand
mother died when father was an in
fant and he had no one to tell him 
much about her." ’

“Ah, I see/* -was the sad reply, “It 
is what I might have expected. Your 
father, like yourself.. I suppose, is a 
Catholic ?"

"I ana sorry to say that he Is not.’ 
"What church does he attend ?" 
"He was brought up a Presbyterian 

but js now a member of no church."
The old man bowed his head sadly 

and Cecelia thought she saw a tear 
in his eye as he said, motre to him
self than her: "I might have expect
ed it/’ then added : "How came 
you to. be a Catholic ?"

"My mother is a Catholic, your 
Grace."

"And your father should be, for he 
had a Catholic mother and was him
self baptized in Infancy."

She looked at him in surprise.
"I never heard of it."
"I am not surprised at that, for 

the secret went to the grave with 
your grandmother.-"

"My father baptized a Catholic 1 
Can it be possible ?”

"It is the truth, for 1 myself hap« 
tized him when I prepared his young 
mother for death over fifty years 
Ugo."

"You/' she said reverently, 
knew my grandmother, then T 

"Your grandmother and 
were first cousins, but more 
brother and sister when we 
young."

Cecelia tried to speak but she 
could not; ,the revelation had made 
her heart too full of joy. Only one 
thing was necessary to complete her 
happiness and that was the pre
sence of her father, whom she felt 
were he here now could easily be won 
to his true place in the Catholic 
Church.

"You are surprised, my child, 1 

see," said the prelate kindly 
"Yes, and a Joyful surprise it is 

to me, but oh, if father were only 
here. How happy he would be to 
learn about his own mother."

"For fifty years, uecewa, I have Dis
membered your father in my daily 
Mass, and earth could - give me «no 
greater pleasure than to see him and 
know* that he is a good Catholic be
fore I die. But you, dear child, I 
know that I can trust you to carry 
him my messages with my blessing."

"I will most gladly do it, and per
haps when I tell him about you he 
may come to see you."

"If he only would it would greatly 
cheer the heart of an old man who 
may be very near to his grave."

Knowing from her sincere. open 
countenance that she was one to be 
trusted, the1 aged ecclesiastic told 
Cecelia the whole story of the early 
life, unfortunate marriage end death 
of her grandmother, explaining in 
every detail the so 
room when .the youi

ofrt hw

"You

like


