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CHAPTER XXXVIII—CONTINUED

He paused ae if to note the effect
of his announcement, and he tancied
that pale as his listenexr Was already,
she became still paler, which fact
gave a maliciows motive to his next
words. He would wring her hears if
he could, since ite preference Wwas
not for himself, With this objeoct in
view, he detailed every circumsgtance
of Gerald's departure with such
length and minuteness that Mildred
felt like begging him to stop. But
ghe braced herselt with a strength of
which he litle dreamed, not even
flinching when the greenish eyes#
were fixed most firmly and gignif-
cantly upen her face :

“] guess The Castle has seen the
last of Gerald. He couldn’t tell |
where he was going, more than he'd
made up his mind to travel, and he's
withdrawn all his connections with
the tactory. He didn't care to 8ay |
good-bye %0 anybody, which I reckon
is & litsle strange, being as you're
here and knowed him so long. But
Gerald’'s queer at times ; I reckon he
never got over all that excitement
about his father's death.”

He paused again ae if he expected
some gquestion, but his listener re
mained mute.

“ well, now we'll come to Chester.
Being as Gerald's gone, and being as
I intend to give up the factory pooty
soon, and as the search arter Chester
ain't in no way-a-gettiog down here,
I've been a-thinking of putting him
in Gerald's place in the factory. ot
course he can't fill the place right
away, but I can teach him, so he
won't be long out of it. Then Ches-
ter's got smart business waye. I
knowed that of old, and I reckon
Eastbury's about the safest place for
him. Everybody knows that there
wan't the kindest feelings between
us, and they'd never suspect me of
sheltering hin. He can keep up the
name he goes under now atb Hogan's,
and if he's known as a friend of yours,
why no harm can come ot it. Hecan
live here at The Castle, and if he don’t
want to make himself known to Cora,
why nobody'll tell on him. Now, it |
he's willing to coms te these terms, |
why [ am his man, and I swear to
Mozes that I'll stand by him, and that
he'll never ba arrested in my house, |
por in the factory either. What do
you say to the plan, Miss Burchbill?”

She could not reply that it found |
no tavor with her, for there were two ‘
advantages to give it sgpecial recom- |
mendation : the one, that Cora to
whom she was so warmly attached, \
and whose affection the consuinma- |
tion of her sacrifice would render ‘
more necessary to her than ever, |
would not be separated from her; the |
other, that in the event of any future |
adverse fate overtaking Hortor, she |
could be indeed & mother and pro
tector to bis daughter. Robinson
seemed to augur favorably for his |
gcheme from her hesitation to |
answer, and he waited as it to give
her ample opportunity for delibera-
tion. She eaid, at lepghh:

* I shall not conceal from you, Mr.
Robinson, that the prospect of having
my uncle live with me is a very
pleasant one ; particularly so since it
assures to me no eeparation from
Cora, and were 1 certain ihat he
would incur no further risk of re-
arrest by socepting your offer than
by fleeing to some retired epot abroad,
I should beg him to agree to your
proposal.”

“Why the caee is jist this,” warmly |
answered the factory owner, who
was bent on the plan because he |
thought it would involve the leagt
delay of his marriage. "The track |
that the detectives are arter is nlli
wrong. Iain't been squandering the |
time since you promised to marry |
me; I've jist been posting mysel! on |
all the doings about Chester, and I
tell you, Miss Burchill, that [ don't |
think there's a spot in the hull world
where he'd be safer than living here |
and seeing to things at the factory; |
and then I'll alwaye keep posted, and
the minute I get wind of any sus-
picion being turned down here I'll
ship him off like lightnirg. I've got
money and influence, and I 11 use 'em
both. Are you satisfled?

“ Yes, go far as I am concerned; but
I must consult him.”

“Oh certainly. I calculated that
you'd do that, and I've wrote it all
cut in a letter that I want you to give
him. He'll be mighty surprised, con-
gidering the way we used to meet
and part long ago; but when he hears
you're going to be my wite, maybe he
won’t wonder 8o much.”

He took an unsealed letter from hie
pocket as he spoke, and placed it in
her hand.

“I want his
posgible.
now?"

“ Yeg, if you wish it."”

She turned to depart, but he was
gpeaking again :

“There's another thing, Miss Bur
chill—" He hesitated, as if doubtful
how to make this further communi-
pation. She waited, not even helping
bis hesitation by a question. " Do
you intend to tell Chester how'it was
that you came to give your consent
to marry me?”

Scorn, which she could naot repress,
flaghed into her face and marked her
tones as she answered :

“I gha!l not tell him, Mr. Robin
gon : for I feel that if I did, rather
tban allow me to sacrifice myself for
him, he would voluntarily and
immediately give himself up to
justice.”

The factory owner was secretly
relieved; that had been also hise
unpleasant conviction.

\.
\

answer A8 soon 88
Can't you go to see him

E

Again she turned to leave the room.
He called her, and by her Chyistian
pame, 1t sounded so unfamiliar pro-
nounced by bis lipe, that it gave her
a sort of shock ; she etopped suddenly
and turned to him.

“Don't look so skeered,” he said, |
approaching her. “1 ain't going to
harm you, I only want you to be &
little cheery like, just ghow that
you'll {ry to love me & little.”

“ Love you!" she said, recoiling
from him, while even the faint trace
of color in her lipe fled. "I thought
you understood the terms of my eon-
tract with you. I promised you no
love, and I consented to marry you
only to save my uncle. I neither l
love you now, Mr. Robingon, nor shall {
I ever be able to love you. My duty |
as your wife, when I have become
guch, I ghall try to perform. More I |
do not promige, nor have you any \I
right to claim Had you a heart you |
would not have used your knowledge |
of my uncle's escape in such n way &,
to demand from me the sacrifice
which you do. And now ''—she drew |
herselt up with an air before which |
Rabingon involuntarily quailed—"1I |
must insist that until the mnrriuge‘
takes place you will never again
allude to the subject of affection be- |
tween ue.” She walked calmly by ‘
him, and out into the hall, closing |
the door gently behind her. \

" Methueala !
“ She's as tichy a8 Gerald; but wait |
till the marriage takes place, a8 she l

says, and won’t I crush that proud
spirit of her'n? Yes, she'll take her
turn with you,” shaking his flet at
the corner of the room at which he
always gazed when subjected to his
nightly terror.

He was interrupted by a knock at
the door, and immediately after Mra,
Phillips thrust in her bright face :

“Won't you come to one of the
parlors, Mr. Robinson? You know
I've not been in here since the even-
ing you gave me such & tright, and I
really am afraid to enter now."” \

“Nonsense,” said Robinson going
to the door, and flinging it back.
“ Nothing to be afeared of now; it |
ain’t the hour for me to have my |
spells. I never have them when the
sun is shining.”

Thus saesured, she entered and
seated herself where an opening in
the heavy winter curtains disclosed a
view of the grounde. Robinson took
a chair in front of her. Though with
all her beauty she had not made the |
conquest of his heart which Mildred, |
all upknown to and undesired by
herself, had done, there was to hxs‘
coarse, sensuous nature an iut.enae‘
pleasure in watching the play of Mrs.
Phillips’ exquigsite featuree, and he
fastened his eyes upon her in a way
which disquieted for the moment
even her brazen indifference. ‘

‘ What's the news ?" he asked. ‘

“] have come for yours,
answered, with her little silvery |
laugh. "I thought to keep away |
trom The Castle,—for some time at |
least,—but my impatience to know |
how your suit was progreesing with !
Miss Burchill would not let me |
rest.”

“Oh, as to that, its famous,” he |
replied, with a chuckle ; and then he
detailed his plan for Chester Horton,
keeping back, however, that Gerald
had left.

She clapped her hands with 1
delight : {

“How splendid! And Mildred will |
really marry you, and then, dear Mr.
Robingon, will you allow me to come
to The Castle even it your wife does
not wish me to come!"” ‘

A lock from

she |

which even Helen |
shrank came into his face as he
anewered, ' My wife ghall do just ah'l
I want her to de, for I shall be herl
master,” and he chuckled again,—a |
little low, vici shuckle that Helen \
geemed to he even after it had |
ceased. |

“ And does Gerald know that Mil- \‘
dred is going to marry you? and |
what did he say about it ?” |

The factory owner did not chuckle |
this time, he laughed,—laughed till ‘\
the very gums over his yellow tusks |
were visible. Anticipation of the |
wrench be fe!t his reply would guvn"
to Mre. Phillips’ heart oaused his |
mirth, for the agony of the widow
would be o sort of balm to his own
wounded vanity at the rejection uf‘
his love by Mildred :

“] guess Gerald was a good deal
cut up by Mies Burchill's engagement
to me, for right away that he heard
it he gave up all connections with
the factory, and next day he went
away for good.”

“ For good!” She gasped the
words, while the color died out of
her face.

“ Yes ; couldn't tell even where he
was bound for, more than he was
going to travel, and he went off in a
mighty hurry. But Methueala !
Mreg. Phillips ; you needn't be cut up
about his going.”

“Oh, Mr. Robinson, he was my
stepson, you know, and I had hoped
to be always near him,” She broke
down into real tears.

“Well, I reckon you'd better take
somebody else to your heart. Look
out for & husband, Mrs, Phillipe, and
let your stepson go. He'd mnever
have cared for you,"

The tone of the last words mado
her dry her eyes and summon her
pride to her aid. It stung her to be
told by such a creature as Robinson,
of Gerald's lack of regard for her.

“] am so emotional,” she said,
readily assuming her pretty air of
childish dependence, "' and I give my
affections for duty's sake.”

At which praiseworthy speech the
factory owner elevated his eyebrows
a little and smiled cynically.

“Then you sssure me,” she con.
tinued, rising to depart, "' that I shall
be permitted to visit The Castle atier
your marringe ?"

‘““Not & doubt on

that,” he

answered. ' I shall be maater.”

At the door to which he
accompanied her, she paused to ask
something which seemed to have
come suddenly to her mind:

“Did Miss Burchill question how
you obtained all the knowledge you
bave of Mr. Horton's whereabouts ?
Do you think she might have any
suspicion that I had aught to do with
in?"

* She hae asked nothing about it,"”
was the reply. "I reckon she
thought it she asked that I wouldn't
tell, and so she jist kept whatever
guspicions she might bave to her-
gelf. But as for thinking you'd have
done such a thing as open a sealed
letter, I could swear that Mies Bur-
chill would as goon think you'd burn
yourself. She ain't like you, Mrs.
Phillips, and she don't know the
thinge that eome people can do.”
At which words Mrs. Phillips winced,
and felt her heart swell with more
malicious rege than ever against
Mildred.

TO BE CONTINUED
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MRS. MORAN'S ROOM

|
|

toot was still sensitive to the touch
of the hard floor.

“Only & little corner, bub they be
grudge it to me!" she murmured in
great bitternese, as she paused in
front of her beloved oriel. "What
harm, but I'm willing to pay twice
what they're asking! But no! And
me 80 happy here, and g0 well taken
oare of."”

A knock broke in on her sore ru.
miniations ; and she looked around,
startled ; a swits look of fear settling
like pallor on her old face. 1t was
this look that met Sister Martha's
eyes a8 she entered, and her heart
melted within her.

“Don't losk so frightened, Mre.
Moran dear !" she exclaimed cheer-
tully. I'm not going to turn you out.
See, I just came in fer @ little chat
with you this morning."”

Mre. Moran’s cane elipped to the
floor and she sank intc the nearest
chair,

“I know you came to talk abgnt the
room,’ she faltered. " 1—1 don't
want you to think I'm stubborn or
mean, Sieter; but I hate to leave ir.
Oh" (as Sister Martha started (o
speak,) ‘'‘you don't
Sure, it's the first bit of home I've
tasted in more than thirty yeare.”

Dr, Harding had stepped into the | Tears came to her eyes and over

superior's office for & moment of con-
sultation.
“ What's the matter,

|

noticing a cloud on her usually open \

countenance. ' You look put out.”

“I am,” Sister Martha admitted
trankly. ' It's Mrs. Moran,” —laugh-
ing a little. " That woman will be
the death of me yet.”

“What's the trouble now ?”

“I oan't get her to go home,’'—in
sn exasperated tonme. " There's
nothing in the world the matter
with her now, but the minute any-
thing is said to her about going hom
she begins to cry and takes to her
bed. I had Sister Benedict talk to
her yesterday, Result: she had the
purse dancing attendance on her all
night.”

Dr. Harding nodded and laughed.

“Y know. You simply can't pry
Her loose from St. Monica's. Youn've
been too good to her, Sister.”

“I haven't been lately. I'm

|

|

|

ashamed of myself sometimes that I |
have so little patience with her,” |

and the worried look
Sister Martha's face. ' She's all
alone in the world—I know that;
and I'm sorry for her. Still it isn't
as if she didn't have a fine home of
her own:; and, anyhow, St. Monica's

returned to |

is & hospital and not an old ladies’ |

homse,"”
“Don’t worry, Sister. Lt
stay.’ The Doctor laughed again as
he opened the door.
“But that's it!
Martha retlurned.

I can't!”
‘It she would

Sister |

her |

l

take another room ; but she won't. |

And I must have that room for three
monthe, at least.”

“How's that?’ And Dr. Harding
checked his steps at the serious tone.

“It's this way,’ the superior ex- |

plained. “That room 18 partially
endowed. You remember Mre.
Grooe ? She left an endowment for

it with one provision : that for three |

months out of every year it is to be
occupied free of charge by some
woman of refinement or one who
has seen better days and who would
not be able otherwise to secure such
accommodatione. You and I know
how many such there are."”

“But can't you make use
another room ?" the Doctor inquired.
“f ghould think it would be the
same thing."”

Sister Martha ehook her head.

“No ; it is expressly stated that it
must be the Oriel Room. And I
must keep to my part of the bargain,
or I shouldn't feel right about taking
the endowment. That's the reason I

| must get Mrs. Moran out of the

room.”
The Doctor looked thoughtful.
“Why not explain it all to her ?
he suggested. "I don't believe you
will get her out any other w ay."
“I've never told any one,”

pose of the bequest is defeated it the
facts about it come out.”

‘“ I teel sure she will respect your
confldence.

despite her cold exterior, she is very
kind-hearted.”

“She ie,” Sistec assented heartily.
‘Really, we all love her ; that's why
this contention about the room has
upset me 8o, And she's been &0
gtubborn about it! You'd think she
and not I was running the place,”
—breaking into an amused laugh.
“She actually told Sister Benedict
last night that we would have to set

|
|
|
|
|
|

|
|
|

1
\

| me give it up,” |
of | lougly, the tears again threatening to

| ing

|
1

\
1

And I really think the | little while longer ?
matter will appeal to her, too; for, | strong enough yet to go home to |

her out on the street bag and bag |

gage,—she would not leave of her
own accord.”

“You builded better than you knew
when you made that room o atiract-
ive, Sister,” observed the Doctor,
after they had laughed together over
the situation.

“Better —or worse " Sister Martha
murmured resignedly, as she turned
her reluctant steps towards Mre.
Moran's room.

Mre. Moran's room, as it had come
to be oalled—she was there now

flowed onto the wrinkled cheeks.
“I'm very glad if we have given

' : . | Sister ?" he | you even a slight taste of home,” the
exclaimed Robinson. | nsked a8 he was about to leave, | gnperior said gently.

“Don't you
know that it makes us happy to
think we have ? And it isn't that we
want you to go, you understand. As
long as you feel that you need hospi-
tal treatment you are welcome to
stay ; but I shall have to give you
another room—'

“But why ?” Mre. Moran broke in,
trowning tretfully. " Why can't |
have this room as well as any other ?
I have plenty of money ; [ am willing

@ | to pay anything you ask—"

Something in Sister Martha's look
made her pause. Mre. Moran’s
ability “to psy’ bad an unhappy
tashion of obtruding itself on all
occasions.

“It's nice to have plenty, Mra.
Moran’' (Sister's voice was very aven
when she spoke); ‘but it can't buy
everythiog, as 1 dare Bay youve
found ous by this time.”

Ab, I bave that!”
Moran's head dropped dejectedly.
Sigter Martha relented again.

“For instance,” she went on cheer
ily, "'no amount of money could buy
the friendship you have won gince
you came %o the Lospital. Why,
isn't Mre. Moran's room the gather-
ing place for the Sisters as well as
the nurses when they have a moment
of leisure "

“I¢'s the room they're fond of, jast
ags ] am,” the old lady looked up to
say eagerly, ' Don't I know ? The
.isters always say, = Ob, how pleas
ant your room 18, Mrs. Moran ! And
isn't the view wonderful ?” And the

girls say there's mo such couch as |

mine in the whole hospital.”
Sister Martha laughed
“ Well, they can't talk to couches,

| however comfortable ; and 1've never

heard that windows tell storiee, no
matter how many they may haarthem-
gelves. Come, Mrs, Moiaa !
too modest. The real drawing power
of a room is the one who lives in it."”

Mre. Moran cast a helplese, des
pairing look ground the charmed
abode.

“1 know you are going to maka
she began

overflow.

Sister Martha felt her patience
fleeing before this most perverse of
old women. After all, it would do
no good to tell her the story of the
endowment ; she was too seb in her
intention not to move ; and a sense
of the feilure of the mission made
her more stern than usual.

“ I¢'s late in the day you'ras learn
the lespon of giving up, Mre.
Moran,” she said coldly.

The cld wemen star
at Sister Martha sbre
moment.

d and locked
ngely for a long

Then she spcke in an

v 3 ¥ the | altered tone :
| euperior replied glowly. "The pur: |

Sister,” she said
meekly. ‘' Some lessons are ha d
enough to learn, You'll- you'll give
me another room, won't you, for a
I don’t feel

“Trne for you,

that Jonely houss."”

The qaick capitulation and the
supp!icating tones were almost too
much for the superior.

“ Of course I will, Mrs. Moran "
ghe replied hurriedly. " And some

day I'll tell you why I have to ask |

you to give up this room. God will
blese you for being 80 generous, I
know."”

Mrs. Moran only looked at her
mutely, her old face fallen into such
sad lines that, once outside the door,
Sister Martha allowed herself a deep,
almost audible sigh.

‘The poor soul!" she thought
remorgefully. ‘' After all,she's only a
lonely old weman. I hope I wasn't
too cross with her. God help me!—"
a smile curving her lips at her own
weakneese. I wish I could go back
and tell her she might stay there 1"

Meanwhile Mre. Moran sat, a stony
figure, staring with dry eyes into

eight months—was without doubt the | space.

pleasantest room in the whole hospi-
tal. It was a long room on the
gouthwest corner. It was full of
windows ; and the oriel, that gave
the room its name, was cozy with a
big couch and many cushione. Here
one could lie and look out onto the
park, and catch through the trees
the distant silver on the lake. A
couple of restful pictures on the pale-
tinted walls, books on the low man-
tle, ensy-chairs—Muye. Moran glanced
about her as ghe took her morning
constitutional back and forth across
the polished floor, anchoring her
lame step by means of a stout cane.
Her rheumatism was gone, but one

1

What, after all, were rooms to her,
or anything else? Only that they
gerved sometimes to maike her forget

—no, not forget, bub to cloud awhile
the unhappy memories and thoughts
of other days. Give up, did she say?
Aba! how can Sisters know the hard
lessons that the world teaches?
Hadn't she given up everything?
And still she bed to live on, solitary,
lonely, alone. Everythiog had been
wrenched from her, - everything, ex
ceph juet the one thing alone, and
that she would never give up; the
hope that was the one bit of bright-
ness in her miserable existence. It
was the sole prayer of her life, the

Apd Mre. |

you are |

queru- |

very breath of her body. God knows |
it was little enough o ask, after all
she had suffered!

She bowed her head in her hands
a8 memories of other days came |
thronging about her,—memories of
her ehildhood in Dublin, of her girl-
hood, of the very day she met Peter
Moran., She remembered, with a
swift pang, how the giclé envied her
the devotion of so gallant a swain,
and how she innocently revelled in
it. Her marriage, the long journey to
Melbourne, disenchantmente, broken
illugions, — they all came over her
with the ssme poignant misery. Then
unbelievable joy in the midst of it
all, ber baby,—her little wee girleen !
Often she woke at night with the feel
of her little head in the crook of her
arm. Yes, thiety years since she held
bex in ber arme,—thirty years since l
he stole her child away in the night, |
leaving the mother alone in astrange |
land. Thirty yeare, and she had not
died of the loneliness and the agony! |
Ah, what did Sisters know of such |
things? Give up? Had she not |
learned something of it in all theee |
years of search and wandering, up and |

understand! | jown the world, and across and over | al

| it,—firsh in Aumstralia, then in Amer. |
ion; never finding trace or tidings of \
Peter Moran or her child ?

1 ‘No, you're right, Sister,” she mut-
tered aloud; ''all the money my
mother left me—God be good to her |
| in heaven!—couldn's find me my little |
] girl ; couldn't buy me peace of mind |
nor rest for my poor heart. 1 was
movre content here these last months
than I have been in years. Not that
I forgot you, my little share of the
world,’ she groaned, with tears, |
‘wherever you are in all this wide |
creation. May the Lord and Hie
blessed angels guard you, since your
mother can't!”

|
Mre. Moran's room on the next |
| floor was found to be not less pleas- \
| ant than its more famous rival, the |
| Oriel Room below; andshe herselfreal- |
| ized this as the days went on. The |

Sisters kept to their kind way of |
dropping in fo see her, always bring- |
| ing & book or & magazine or & little |
| story to cbeer her; and, so far as |
the couch was concerned, it appeared
| to suit the nurses equally a8 well for
halt an hour's merry chat or giclish
| confidence. She had no lack of |
| pompany; oend if she was a iyi&‘l
quieter, a little more subdued than
tormerly, no one noticsd it,—except
hersslf, that is ; and she knew that
{ ehe had changed in some subtle way |
| since the day Sister Martha had |
| spoken the fatetul words nbout‘
“ giving up.” They had struck home |
in gome intangible way, piurciugl‘
| through the eelfish introspection |
that had encased her for so many
| years ; showing her, a8 nothing else |
| bad been able to do, with whut}
| blinded eyes she bad walked through |
| the world, seeking always, vainly |
enougb, for that which she thought |
would make her own happiness ; and |
yet touchirg happinese, and leaving
it. on all sides. Always she had |
walked alone, reastlese, embittered, |
| disatisfied ; flinging away in a mad, |
hopeless semrch the money that |
might have given comfort or relief, 1
or even life itsel to some of God's |
poor creatures. What if, by her |
| gelfish absorption, she had missed
| her own bealing? |

“ Maybe,” she though® in a nuw,]
sad spirit of humility, “God doesn't |
want me to find her : it's not worthy |
I am of so greal a blessing. Well, |
His holy will be done !"

Dreerily enough she contemplated |
lite without this supporting hope;
but as the days went on she began to
find a certain comfort in her resign
ation. Gradually the restless light
and the yearning faded from her |
eyes, and a peace came to her that
gshe had 'not experienced in years
| Then to her one day came ter
Martha, s smile on ber lips, to tell
her that in a few days the Oriel

Room would be vacsnt, and she |
could go back there if she wik hed.

Mre. Moran's pale tace flushed.

“ Ob, Sieter, how kind of you!
ghe exclaimed., ' To let me go
back " (she began to laugh shame
tacedly) ' after all the fuss 1 raised |
about leaving it! Aren't we the |
queer creafures the way we hold on
to foolish things ?”

| “We are,” the superior ngreul'l
| henrtily. ' And I'm glad to see you 1
| have found out shat, after all, a|
rcom is just one of those foolish
things. But what have you here ?”
—_ag she saw a miscellaneous lot of |
things scattered around on bed and |
tablee. '-0ld pictures, is it ?"

“Yes, and a few things that I
always carry with me that belonged
to my mother. See, here's a pioture.
Waen't she the grand-looking woman ?
And this is my father ; and here—"
| “Who's this?" Sister Martha
| broke, seizing the picture of a young
| girl. * Why, it looks exactly like--"
|
|
|
|

|

Mrg. Movan srailed.

“That's mysell, Sister dear,
you mean to say you
recognize me ?"

Sigter Martha was still
oddly at the photograph.
up absently.

“Oh, yes, 1 see |’ she gald slowly.
“] do see the resemblance now.l
Bat it's strange, this picture looks
exaoctly like Miss—like Miss—'" She
| paused and gave Mrs. Moran a
| strange, intent look. ‘'And, now I

come to notice it, you look like her

too. That's the resemblance that
| has always puzzled me. Why, you
| look enough like her to be her
| mother 1"

| To the superior's gurprise Mre.
| Moran grew deadly pale.

“ And who is Miss—?'' she ssked,
almost in a whisper. “ Whers is she ?
Tell me, Sisker!” She reached out
imploring, trembling hande.

Sister Martha felt herself curiously
affected by the older woman's agite-

| tion, and she experienced & reluct:

do
wouldn't

staring
She locked

| and deeply moved Sisters stole out
| of the room | -

' | entered the place where 1
|

ance to answer her questione. There
was something setrange here; and| -
the similarity of names, too,—though M, P. McDONAGH
of course that might be only a , BOLICITOR, N(
coincidence, (

“There, Mre. Moran dear !” she had
just begun soothingly, when on the
door came & soth, interrupting knook.
It was Sister Benedict's bright face
that appeared in the opening.

' Here we are, Sister Martha ! she
oalled gaidy. "I have brought Mise
Mor-an to see Mre. Mo ran, a8 you
bade me. They pronounce their
names differently, but they may be
some relation—"

She got no farther ; for Mes. Moran
bad crossed the room with incredible
swiftness and took the young girl by
the shoulders.

“Your name's Maureen,” she stated
hoarsely, breathlessly: “‘Maureen
Catherine, for my mother | A

The young woman, trembling too, | ’
looked back into the haggard, bsseech-
ing, agonizicg eyes. |

“Yes,” she made answer softly, "I
am Maureen ; and you—I know it!—
you are my mother "

“God is good,—God is good!” wase “

1 Mre. Moran could eay between |
sobs, a8 ehe held her recovered child
in her hungry arms, while two silent
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It was not strange that ever after i

the Oriel Room at St. Monica's was |
known ns ''Mre. Moran's Room ;" for | BAS
before she lett, pathetically happy in ‘

the possession of her long-lost |
dasughter, she gave to Sister Martha i

that which enabled the big-hearted |
superior to dispense more of the
charity so dear to her to the derelicts |
along life's way. The sun came into ‘

the room, and the birde’ song, and ‘
the#moon’s pale light, and peace to‘
tired bodies and to world-weary |
souls.—Helen Moriarity in the Ave |
Maria, i
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I was on my way to lecture be- |
fore the boys of a large correctional |
institution situated neaxr New York
City. I had lett the train and was
wending, my way salong the narrow
path that wandered through the
green flelds and over the wooded hill
to my destination. I was to lecture
on patriotiem and, as I walked, I|
tried to gather my thoughts together.
But the charm of the May evening
was too strong. To the right, afer
off, dimly the outline of New York
City rose golden on the horizor
About me were the sweet scents of
spring. Arobin twittered in a nearby
tree and accentuated the silence of
the quiet-place.

My thoughts turned away from
pairiotism to things deeper. My |
eyes saw the far-c{f city and my soul
knew the meaning of those shining
minarets and what they eymbolized, |
the clanging bruit, the heartles
gtruggle, the sweaty, fearful strain
ing after material gain. A wearied,
I turned to the peaceful fields and in
their soothing benediction, I thought
of Tannyson’'s words :
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I wondered at the futility of mar |
To live, to die, with a toilsome in ‘
terim of worldly strivings, was this
all ? Why, then the race, the contest,
it such the prize ? My heart grew
gaddened but the message of 3
trees, the birde, the flowers
back to me and gave me & D
a girocger courage, and o fr
of joytulnese. In the ge ntlen
His messengere, I saw ;
humanity and His me e
more strongly there that
alone by bread does man live

I'hese were my Ghoug
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ture. My step was light and spring)y
for my heart had been refr shed. As
I walked up the steps of the dbuilding |
I was glad in the poeseesicn of & |
gpiritual truth newly redisc overed
The building iteelt was a handsome
structure overlcoking a broad stretch |
ot country. I passed down the corri-
dor and after a moment's greeting |
with the superintendent, was facing |
my audience.

And what an aundience it was | The |
boys numbsred about 800 and not cne |
over fifteen years of age And evun'\
then crime and depravivy had marke d|
most of them for their owr. The|
gharp, cunning face of the boy “ o LA
criminal looked up at me, alert, keer, | .
resourceful—a bright boy misled. |
Alongside of him was the vacant
staring face of the perverf, numb to | Hallowe'en, Birthday avd Xmsa Postcards to sell
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hold up man, at best a liability to| T
gociety. Each wore the mark of sin |
g0 that even he who ran could re d ,,]
Each Eve
s Val /
Accurately
.
Fitted

it
As I stood looking out upon thoee |
The
il lens for each eye i8 a

Simplex Litt'e Giant Typewriter

comma
iron body. C(an
sing envelopes,

all letters, figures, pe
t SLrong anJd aura
or writing letters, ac
ds, tags, et
$ d us yrur name and address and we will
send 1 thirty packeges of our lovely embossed

d e

boyish facee, anguish fil ed my heart
[nfante, mere babies were these in |
years, yet learned in depravity. I
thought of the green fislde outside, |
and the message they had brought
me and in the midst of it all was
this terrible spectacle of sir |
When the lecture was finighed, I |
spoke of these boys with the super-
intendent. Ha told me a story, €0
ghocking that it seemed incredible.
He said that the boya were truants
and were senbt there for absence iron
school. In practically every case,
investigation showed that the boy | l N - At .
was o moral pervert flrat and then a | Ol Ol \t\) ( )}Wt 1c1ans

M
truant | LIMITED

I left that institutionlin sadness, I l 6 Bloor St. East, Toronto
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