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CHAPTFR XXV~CONTINUED

‘" As a matter purely of curiosity,”
ghe said, "1 ghould like to know
what you think you have to gain by
these threats."”

“I have nothing to gain,—noth-
ing!” he returned. ' But you have
maddened me—you have played with
me, fooled me, led me on to profes-
sional failure—"

* Shall I repeat that your charges
are as absurd as they are unfounded?”
gshe said. ' 1 have not played with
you, I have not fooled you,—your
own vanity alone hes done that ; and
I have certainly not caused your pro
tesgional fsilure, That wans inevi-
table. Whoever came here on such
an errand as yours would fail.”

He bowed ironica!ly.

* Whoever was so unfortunate as
to find Migs Rivers opposed to him
would certainly be likely to do g0 ;
for 1 see now that we have all been
in your hands like puppets pulled by
wires. You kept Thornton from en
tering my employ, while you sent
Lloyd to warn the Santa Cruz, and
probably also to induce Randolph to
desert my eervice. It has been as
good as a play.’ He laughed the
harsh, mirthless laugh which is the
extreme expression of intense anger,
“And Lloyd—Lloyd !"—has been
cast for the part ot hero! Your friends
in San Francisco will be interested to
hear of this ; they will flnd a spice
of the charming inconsistency for
which Miss Rivers is famous in the
fact that while posing as the cham-
pion of Trafford's divorced Indian
wife, your most intimate associate
and favored admirer has been a
ruined, discredited, divorced man!"

““How dare you!

White to the lips with indignation,
Isabel could only utter these worde.
For the first time in her sheltered
lite she found herself face to face

ing the wisdom of prudence and other
admirable qualities of which one has
fancied oneself possessed, one hae
displayed just the opposite of sll
these—well, then disguet sets in with
dendly earnestnes¢, and even the
Sierra ceases to have power fo
charm."

“But why should you feel this
disgust ?” Victoria asked. "What
bas happened to make you think
such thinge of yourself ?”

‘You know what has happened. |

You know of the vieit of that detest-
able man. "

“I know you have not been the
same since he was here, but I do not
know why his visit should have
affected you so much. "

“It is rather hardto tel),” snid Migs
Rivere, after a pauce “In the first
place, it made me feel that I had
interfered with matters which
not concern me, and had—as we say

in English—made a fool of myself."” |

That,” said Victoria, with convic

tion,” you eould not do.”

“0Ob, yee, 1 could—Ican
completeness ! 1 have

with great
laid myselt

open to misapprehension—not that |

I mind that at all,—I bave found out

how odiousa man's admiration can |

become; I have lesrned that one
should
interested in mysteries, for they are
likely to prove commonplace and
disgasting ; and
that the Santa Cruz could have got

on very well without my aid, and

that I should be much more comfort-

able it I had let it alone. "

‘I don’t understand all that you
mean,” said Vietorie, who was indeed
very much puzzled; “but I am sure
that you are mistaken about the
Santa Oruz There can be no doubt
that you eaved the mine whén you
sent Mr. Lloyd to warn ug—"

And nearly caused his death,
said Isabel, with a somewhat hyster-
ical laugb.
Ob, I am tired—tired of it all!” she
cried suddenly, passionately in
Englisk. ''And I feel as if it were

not over—as if trouble, tragedy wera |

yet to come."”

She arose with an
movement and walked to the edge ot
the corridor, where, leaning against

with the unveiled brutality of alq pillar, she looked out over the

man’s passion, and for the firet time
gelf-possession and readinees of
speech deserted her Her

But his last words had contained
more than an insult: they carried
aleo a shock, from which ghe felt
herself trembling from head to foot,
and under the effect of which move
ment and speech seemed to becoms
impossible. She wuae conscious of
wor ll-,rlne',: if there was no eecape
it he must stand
more of these insulte,—when a hand
was suddenly slipped into her arm,
and a voice, cold and cutting es steel,
spoke begide her

“ Senor,” said Victoria; " you will
instantly leave the lands of Las Joy
ae. | tolerated your presence here
when I thought that you came as the
friend of the senorita ; but gince you
have coms to annoy and insult her—
for your voice bas told me that,
though I have not understocd your
worde,—you must go, or I shall call
my men yonder''—she pointed to
some laborers in a fleld not far off—
* to make you go.”

There was an instant’'s pause,
filled with the soft ruetle of the
leaves over their heade. Nothing
could have enraged Armistead more
than this climax to an interview
which already mortifled him beyond
endurance. To obey Victoria's com
mand was intolerable. Yet to dis-
regard it was only to bring on him
se!f woree humiliation ; for the de-
termination in the dark eyes wasas
unmistakable as their command. He
seized the bridle of his horse and
turned to Miss Rivere.

“ The intervention of your savage
friend was unnecessary,” he said.
“1 was about to take my departure.
I believe there is nothing else for me
to say except to offer my congratula-
tions on the success of your efforts,
and to hope that you will be pleased
with their final result.”

Then he mounted and rode away,
leaving the girls standing together
under the arching shade. beside the
crystal water,

CHAPTER
LLOYD BRINGS

XXVI
A WARNING

“1 am afraid that you are tired of
Las Joyae, senorita. "’

Miss Ruvers started and looked
around. She was seated on the
corridor of the casa grande—the
great, white -arched corridor which
ran along the front of the house and
commanded guch a wide view of the
valley and mountaine,—and she had
been so absorbed in thought, with
ber gaze fixed on the sunset fires
burning above the great hille, that
she had not heard Victoria's approach
which indeed had been silent. Now
she found the girl sitting beside her
on the bench where she was seated.

“Tired!” she repeated quickly.
“ Why do you think such a thing!
How could I be tired of Las Joyas?
It is the most beautiful place I have
ever seen’

“But it must bs dull to you,”
Victoria said; “and it has seemed to
me that for the last few days you
have been triste—sad, do you not eay?
—ng if you were tired.”

“I am not tired, but disgusted,”
Miss Rivers replied.

“Disgusted I” Victoria repeated,
opaning her dark eyee

“With myself, not with Las Joyae,"”
Isabel explained. ' And there is
nothing more disagreeable than to
be disgusted with oneself. One can
support things with philosophy when
one is disgusted only with others or
with the world in general ; but when
one’s self-esteem has received a shock,
and one feels that instead of display-
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darkening landscape. The
solemnity of the plain and hills and

€Ye8 | honding sky failed f noe to it t
. . . | g sky failed for once to impar
blazed as she looked at Armistead. | 4} oin tranquillity to her.

She was
filled with a restlessness which she
did not understand, as well as the
disgust of which she had spoken to
Victoria. A3 a matter of fact, what
she was tasting was that bitter sense
of the uneaticfactoriness of all things
which few persons are so fortunate
as to go through life without know-
ing, but which had never assailed
her before. For there could be no
doubt that she had heretofore lived
very much on the surface of existence

in an atmoephere of admiration, of
acknowledged queenship, whichmade
life seem & very roseate and eatis-
tactory thing indeed. And now
suddenly, the shielding veil was torn
aside and she saw life as it was,—felt
rather than perceived its ugly depthe,
its hardnese and its pain. Armistead’s
abrupt change from the flattering
deference which is the
attitude of many men toward women,
to the coarse brutality which in their
inward attitude, had enlightened her
even more than it angered her
Anger was reserved for another man,
—~for one who had ventured to
approach her—to rouse her pity, her
sympathy, her interest, while having
upon him a stigma from which of
all things she shrank most; against
which, as ghe had once said, her taste
revolted as much as her faith con-
demned.
remind her how carefully he had
abstained from apy attempt to rouse
this interest ; but just now she was
only conscious of the unreasonable
anger and the deep seated disgust.

Meanwhile Victoria, who had come
again to her side with silent tread.
was listening to a sound which,
though still far off, was momentarily
diawing nearer;
spoke.

“Some oneis ridiog fast,” she said.
“That is not common in the Sierra.”

Isabel glanced abt the speaker |

quickly. She had not heard the
sound ; but this did not surprise her,
for she had learned the difference
between Victoria's ear and her own

“Is the riders coming from the
mine ?" she asked.

“No,” Victoria answered :
the other direction—from Urbelejo.”

“Ah ! Isabel knew that at
Urbeleja was the one telegraph office
—eetablished in a cave—in this part
of the Sierrs, and her thoughts
leaped at once to a conclusion "I
is a dispatch, perhape.”

" Perhape,” Victoria responded, but
doubtfully and without any trace of
anxiety. Dispatches were inofre-
quent and meant little at Las Joyas.

Then the sound reached Isabel's
earg, and to her the rapid beat of the
horse's hoofs as he galloped along
the valley seemed filled with the
suggestion of haste, of trouble, of all
the wearing cares of life and civiliza-
tion which even the great hills could
not keep back. She found herself
listening intently, the same question
in her mind as in Victoria's—would
the rider pass the gate of Las Joyas
or would he enter ?

t was & question soon answered.
The rapid hoof-beats ceased—that
was for the opening of the gate,—
and then were heard again, advane-
ing across the valley toward the
house. And now, too, the figure of
a horse and rider could be perceived
even through the gatbering dusk.

Isabel turned to her com-
panion, as sure of the keenness of
her glance as of her ear.

“ Who is it ?"' she asked.

But Victoria did not answer ab
once Indeed the twilight made

did |

not suffer oneself to grow |

altogether I feel |

“Don't let us forget that. |

abrupt :

wide |

outward |

Justice after a while would 1

and she suddenly |

" from |

identification difficult even for her
vigion, 8o that it wae not until the
horgeman rode up before the cor-
ridor that she exclaimed :

1t is the Senor Lloyd|”

It was a joyful exclamation—so
joyful that even her quick ear did
not cateh the sharp indrawing of her
companion's breath. At this mom-
ent Miss Rivers would have given
much if & way of retreat had been
open to her. Buf, consistent with
dignity, there was none. So she
stood silent—a quiet, dignified figure
in the dusk,—as Lloyd dismounted
and came forward. He shook hands
with Vietoria, whose eager, cordial
| welcome left nothing to be desired;
| and thep, as he took the hand which
Miss Rivers extended, something like
a shock passed over him. He could
not see her face very distinctly, and
there had been nothing to warn him
of any change in her feeling toward
him ; but when he felt the cool, light
touch of her flogers—go reluctantly
given, so hastily withdrawn, so en
tirely without the magnetic cordial
ity which is felt in the hand clasp of
friende, - he knew that a change had
ccourred. For the briet instant that
he held ber hand he glanced at her |
questioniogly ‘

* How do you de, Mr. Lloyd ?" she |
said ‘This ia very unexpected, gee ‘
ing you at Las Joyae |

he anewered. Then he turned to |
Victoria ‘Is Don Mariano here ?” |
he agked |
| No,” she replied. " He is at the"
hacienda de beneficio. The conducta
for Culiacan started today, and there
has been much business needing
attention.”

‘“Ah! the conducta started today !"
gaid Lloyd. He was silent for a
| moment, as if reflecting “Don
| Arturo, then?—he is here?’ he
asked

“Yep, Arturo is here,” said Vie-
toria with evident surprise, her voice
indicating what her next words ex-
pressed plainly. " What do you
want with Don Mariano or with
| Arturo that I can not do?”
“I only want to say a few words

to one or the other of them,” Lloyd
answered “Indeed I think I will
aek Don Arturo to ride on with me |
to the hacienda de beneficio. |

" Something is the matter,” said |

Victoria quickly. " Whatisit? You ‘
have no right to withhold from me ‘l
any news about the mine.” |

“I am not'sure that anything is |

the matter,’ Lloyd replied; " and it |
is because I am not sure that I did

not want to disturb or annoy you. I |
have had g which may |
amount to nothing—"

“ A warning that the mine is to be |

attached ?

(t is really hardly more than a
rumor; but I wish to be sure that |
Don Marianois on his guard. So ifI |
may agk you to call Arturo; we will |
ride on—

‘You must come in,” Vigtoria in-
| terposed peremptorily. * Arturo can |
go immediately. But you must rest
and take refreshments ; for you have
been riding hard to reach here—"

He laughed a little.

“How do you know that?" he
asked. ' But for the sake of my
horee ~yer, you can take him, |
Paucho,—1 will wait a little, if |
Arturo goes on at once."”

‘“ He shall go,” the girl said; and
turniong hastily, entered the houee.

There was an instant's pause of
gilence with the two left together on
the corridor. Then Miss Rivers eaid
in a voice which she strove to make
a8 usual, but in which to Lloyd's ear
there was a suggesiions of delicate
ice:

* What is the meaning of this?
How did the warning reach you? I
ask because & day or two ago I—I|
heard that Mr. Armistead had aban-
doned his intentions of taking the
‘ mine by force and had left the|
| Sierra.” |

“So you have heard that?" said |
Lloyd. He glanced at her quickly |
and keenly, as she stood, a graceful, |
white clad figure in the dusk. "I,
too, heard something of the kind;l
| but there is reason to believe that |
we were misinformed or that Armi-
stead has changed his mind.”

“I was not misinformed,” eaid
| Ieabel; " but it is possible that Mr.

Armistead may have changed his |
mind. Please tell me what you |
know."”

“Really not very much,” Lloyd |
| answered. " Perhaps I should begin
by telling you that when I left you
| in the Sierra and went back to the |
| Quebrada Onda, I found that the |

party there was Randolph’s—that ie, |
| Armistead’s—on its way to attempt
the surprise of the Santa Cruz.” ‘

“Ahl’ she exclaimed ' quickly. |
| “ Then he never meant to keep his |
i promise to me'! I am glad of that.” l

Lloyd did not ask why she was |

glad ; he only went on quietly: }

“I told Randolph that he would |
| find the mine thoroughly pmpuredl
| to resist attack ; and he—acting to a |

certain degree on his own responsi ‘
| bility, and knowing that he could
not count on his men in such an event

- decidad to turn back and await
direct orders from Armistead.

Even the twilight could not hide
the flash in Miss Rivers’ eyes. The
ice seemed to be thawing as she said
eagerly :

‘ And then—?"

* Well, then we rode together back
to Canelas,” said Lloyd. He hesi
tated a moment,—it seemed difficult
for bim to go on. "I think I told
you that I thought it possible I knew
the man—Randolpb, I mean,” he
continued, with an effort which was
plain to her, " Ifound that it was he
| —the man I had known many years

sgo, and who was connected with
certain passages in my life, At that
time he had been very much under
my influence—until he fell under

|
\

the influence ot another person—and
perhaps the old feeling revived. At
all events, he decided after hearing
my opinion of thie matter, to resign
his service with Armistead. It was
after this that Armistead made up
bis mind to abandon any further
attempt against the Santa Cruz”

"1 see!” She did not tell him
what she saw, as she gazed across
the night.shadowed valley toward
the forest clad heights which over-
hung the gleeping pools; but he
divined that it was something that
had to do with her own information
of Armistead’'s intentione. " And
now,” she went on guickly, as her
glance returned to his and he felt
again the dilating flash of her bril.
liant eyee, ' what reason have you
for thinking that be has changed his
mind again ?"

“The reaton of a dispatch from
Randolph, who is still in ()nnelu?.l
which reached me at Urbeleja today
When I returned to the Sierra 1 told \
him to advise me of anything he |
heard

|

“Yer, yer. And he has heard—?" |
‘That Armistead has wired ui
certain unscrupulous Mexican—Ped. |
ro Sanchez—to collect the men al-
ready employed and bring them to |
him in the Sierra. It looks as if he ‘
intends to make an attempt, after all, |
to seiza the Santa Cruz; probably |

My coming is unexpected to me,” | counting on the fact of his intention | ing ?"

to abandon any such attempt being
known at the mine and eo putting |
them off guard I am more inclined |
to believe this since | hear that the |
conducta has lett today—oarrying, of
course, & number of the beet men |
with it."” |
“Iam gure that you are right,” |
said Isabel. "It is all perfectly l
plain. He came here a few days ago |
—ob, ye¢, he ventured even that!|
—to tell me that he was leaving the |
Sierre, having given up all intention
of trying to take the Santa Cruz
Perhape this was really his intention |
when he came ; but afterward he de- |
termined for many reasons that he‘
would not go away defeated ; that he |
weculd take advantage of the news of
his withdrawal being known at the
mine—of guard being, therefore,

| probably reloxed—to eurprise and |

geiza it. In his anger he permitted
himself to say something before he
left—to make a threat which should |
have prepared me for some such |
action on his part.” |
‘This settles it,” said Lloyd I|
haven't the least doubt now that he |
hopes to find the mine unguarded, |
and so surprise it—probably tonight
“But if you have just had your |
dispatch from Canelar, the men can |
not bave reeched him-—" |
“Thet dispateb, unfortunately
hss been lying at Urbeleja for two |
or three daye. I only reached there |
today.”
“Then the danger is pressing ?
Very pressing. I think I had better |

| see why Arturo delays.”

He turned toward the open door of
the house a8 he spoke, but at that
moment Victorin appeared in it

“Don Felipe,” ghe said, my |
mother wishes to speak to you.” |

| Then she extended her hand to Isa-

be! “You will come toc. senorita
ehe added.

TO BE CONTINUED
BLESSINGS

The last straggling gleams of sun- |
light had bade farewell to the win
dows of mill and shop, which a few |
minutes before they had playfully |
gilded. The curling riogs and tun- |
nels of smoke that now rose from |
the tall chimneys of theese hives of |
industry told of a day that was
gpent.

Within the office of the Doyle &
Benson shop, where the daylight had |
not long vanished, Dan Doyle, one of ‘
the proprietore, leaned his fat elbow |
on his desk and listened while Jean |
Larochelle, his cleck, talked in his |
soft, liquid tonee. |

“ Fine thing Jean! Nice custom!" |
Dan remarked. ‘

“ Yer. Well, good might, Mr.
Doyle!” Jean's dark,expreesive eyes i
flashed and his tall, lithe figure |
swung out of the door. |

“ Good night, boy."”
roge and ventured into an inner
office. " Hello, boss!”
cheerily as he entered.

Tom Beneon looked up. Gray was |
the color of hair and eyes. But the |
eyes were bright, sharp, and revealed
a mind, keen and alert.

Dan Doyle |

Wake up, old man! The heliday |
didn't hit you hard like Jean!" his |
chubby-faced partner continued. ‘

“ Darn it! Masesachusettsa didn't |
need another holiday—until some |
fool decided we ought to start the |
New Year — loafing !” Benson ex
claimed. |

Dan Doyle whistled ~the other's
ire made little impression on him.

“ Perhape.” Dan thrust his hands [
into his coat pockete. " Kind of a
nice thing—Jean Larochelle was just
now telling me. 'Tis a French cus-
tom for the young people to go back
home on New Year's Day—all the
sons and daughters—and koeel down
and ask for their fathers and
mother's blessing !’

“Um,” Banson grunted but
tened.

“ Yer. Jsan epent the day in
Brentville, and they had a family re.
union—all journeying back home on
that day to get the old folk’s blessing.

t is a French or a French-Canadian
custom !"

* One of their good ones ! Benson
admitted with another grunt.

“ Say,” Dan glanced at the pile of
papers on the desk. * Going to
work all night, Tom ? I can’t. The
wife is waiting. Your New Year's
resolution must have sounded like
the poet Hood ‘Work, work, work'!"”
With a laugh, Dan vanished.

lig-

' | did it find him ?

| hunger

were my own faith
the trust and promise given

| back

| againet God

| with
| chose Him— God— yer, the God who

| since you

Benson settled himself back in his
chair and took up his papers again.
An instant Iater he dropped them
from his long, lean fingere.

" Blessinge, blessinge,” he repeat:
ed, and a quick pain shot through his
heart. " Confound these French and
Irvish with their customs and their
lingo "

But his quarrel was not with either
he had mentioned, but with his own
thoughts and himself.

He liked Dan Doyle, his cheerful,
bhonest friend for twenty years.
When they had but little and now
much success they had stood together
and stood the testing well. No, it
was with himself that Tom Benson
argued. l

He drewdown his deek, locked it |
and walked out of the cffice,

But his inner disturbance had not
abated when he reached home.

“ You're late sgain tonight, Dad,”

| chided the dark eyed girl who met

him in the hall and
cheek with a light kiee.
fine night, Dad ?"

‘ Yer, Bab,” he assented, but his |
voice lacked vim |

Elf like, eager-syed Barbara viewed |
all the world as happy. Hurry to
dinper, Dad! We are going to a|
party, you know !’ |

‘Oh, I forgot!” He usually for- |
got such incidentale

brushed his |
"Ien't it & |

Tomw, Anne and 1."”
All hande,” he commented
Yer. We told you all about it
the Allens are giving it.” |
A comfortable fireeide and home“
lights had not ceased the aching iu‘
Tom Benson's heart. He threw |
actide the newspaper that he had |
made a pretense of reading when a
few minutes before the trio compris-
ing his family had come to say a
merry word of parting. There was |
Tom, his only son—a good, manly
chap—the lavghing, little Bab and
the more demure and staid Anne— |
all off for an evening's pleasure
And he was alone !
“I'm blue!” he pondered aloud
Dan Doyle’'s nonsense about the
blessings —'’ he paused and a swift
memory came of a girl who had
pleaded with him Send me away
with your bleesing, Dad. itterly
he had refused. “ I'm an old fool !
he sigh¢ d aloud
But, like an on-rushing current, |
memory would not be stemmed, and ‘
Tom Benson sank back in his chuiri
with half-closed eyee. ‘
Yeg, another year had begun. How |
Lacking in many
thinge. The wife bhe loved, dead |
thees ten yeare, yet whose preeence
wae a8 real as it they had parted but |
yesterday. Death had snatched her
away before she could enjoy the pro- |
fits his children held so lightly He |
was lonely tonight; it was heart |
Then his retrospective |
called back another face. With a |
ery of pain and bitterness the man |
turned away from the image of his |
gwort faced eldest daughter i
I did my part, God,” he mur }
muted aloud. Yer, it was all this
Church | I haven't bated it. I heldl
my children to it—dearer than if it |
I was true m"
but—" |
Tom Benson paused sgain and re 1
flected. He had even sought to em- |
brace this faith—when Gol took |
from him what he loved most—his |
wife, and bads him enter with a sac-
rifice in his hand, in anger he drew |
He waited. Then under the |
influence of his own dear child Lilly,
he was ready again to accept the |
grace when once more God and this |
Church had robbed him. His Lilly |
bad let bim to become a nun. Then |
in his bitterness he had cried out |
Yer, three years had |
since dragged by end found him in |
sullen anger with himself and the |

world ‘

He groaned and pondered " God, |
you might have taken Tom. He's a |
good boy, and as a priest—I'd }mvel
been secretly proud of him. But|
Lilly I wanted for myself. True, I|
love them all—little Bab and Anne. |
They are all my childrer, but Lilly‘
wonld not have left me alone tonight I
in my agony of regrets! Yes, (;adl

[

| you asked too much from me!”

His thoughts turned to his wife. |
“ Alice.” lovingly his lips framed her |

he called i name, a8 if be thought ber lictening | unvarying thoughtfulness for those [

presence was there. “ Alice, I've|
never spoken Lilly’s name for three |
yeare. I've been angry with her and |

Ged! Why? Because she |
took you from me, too! Alice, the
days and years have come and gons
left me, and the fature
days and years—where will they find
me ? With you ? Heaven is with |
you! God!" He leaned forward,
his eyes wide open, staring, and his

 lips parted.

He rose and strode the floor

He could almost hear his name
spoken by men : ' Benson's not here
He's gone — dead.” They would
soften itand eay : ' Benson's passed
on.” The men's lips twitched with
agony. Not yet, he pondered, but
the year must come and the day
must come when they would say it
His work swept away—nothing would
remain to him in that hour.

Then swiltly the man remembered
the certainty of the Church which he
had never doubted.

He turned into the hall, pulled on
his coat and went ont into the moon-
light.

The snow glistened, and patches of
silvery whitenese lay along the dark
road. He gazed upward toward the
heavens jeweled with stare. " 'Tis
some place far beyond there,” he
murmured. ‘' [ must go to mest yov,
Alice. How do I get there ? I must
find the way !"

On he walked in the clear, still
night until he reached the dark
shadow of the church. He hesitated,

Who is go- ‘ :

| on his cheeke

| even democratic manner

then entered. In the inner gloom he
distinguished the shadowy forms of
o few people. His eyes sought the
orimson flame that marked the
earthly throne of the heavenly
prisoner.

He stole into a pew and waited
Soon he discerned two figures— Dan
Doyle and his wife kneeling side by
side.

How pleased Alice would have
been to bave knelt thus with him !
Truly he had waited too long. A
tear trickled dowp, and the poignancy |
of memory thrilled him. Now he re- |
called his wife's half stifled sighs as ‘
she bad gone on her way through |

, lite—holding on alone to that which |

her beart held dearest

Dan Doyle and his wife were going
out now. Tom Benson shrank back
and hid hie face in his havde. Un.
recognized they passed him by Still
the man knelt and waited—his eyes
on the throbbing flame that echoed
the pulee of his bheart

Father Eagan, small, bent and
whitehaired, quitted his confessiona!
Tom Benton rose and followed the
old pastor into the sacristy. He
stumbled in the darknese

The priest turned and hurriedly
switched on the light : " Ob, 'tis you
Tom Benson !”

Fathgr,” the man began huskily. |
You married me and baptized my
children—I want your help

My help, Tom, you eurely will
have,” replied the priest kindly

And then Tom Beneon related his
long story and pledged his new reso- |
lution.

When he had finished Father
Eagan ssid : " Yours was one of the
hundredth casee, sop. You have
been & Catholic at heart for yeare, |
yet you lacked—" |

‘I tried to fight it out with God
the man interrupted

' With grace—"

Buat it wor, Father.”

' Grace always trinmphs if it gets |
but half & chance with a soul,” the
old priest commented gently |

An bour later as Tom Benson
threaded his way through the still
splendor of the starlit, wintry night
he pondered and recalled a line :
" What is the fulness of joy but
peace ?"’

He porsessed peace at last. To
morrow he would go and see Lilly |
and tell her what her sacrifice had
accomplished, and that her prayers
were answered. Even now, how Le
longed to see her, to feel her arms
around bis neck and her warm tears
Now he would give
her the blessing so long deferred !

Suddenly he paused and the tears |
gathered in his eyes Does Alice
know ? But surely her hands have
sent this to me, the best of all God's
blegsinge, faith.” — Mary Hayden
Harkins in The Mitsionary |

THE TRAITS OF
BENEDICT

VT LI

POPE

ARCHBISHOP CERETTI PAYS
TRIBUTE TO PRESENT
PONTIFF

Extraordinary charity, unvarying |
thoughtfulness for thoge about him |
and eaffability are among the out
standing traits of His Holiness Bene
dict XV., who always charms with |
his gracious democratic manner |
those who have the happiness of an |
audience, the most Rev. Bonaventure |
Ceretti, D. D., Under-Secretary of |
State, declared recently in Wasghing- |
tor, D. C., while attending the cele-
bration of the episcopal golden
jubilee of Cardinal Gibbones. His
Excellency, who journeyed from the
Eternal City to this country to con
vey the personal felicitations of the |
Sovereign Pontiff to the venerable |
Archbishop of Baltimore, gave some |
personal glimpses of the Holy Father
a8 he has seen Lim day after day |
busied by his many caree.

‘ The Holy Father,” His Excellency |
said, * is tall and strong—despite the |
fact that he rarely permits himself
as much recreation as a walk in the
garden—and his hair is black despite |
his sixty-six years.

UNVARYING THOUGHTFULNESS

“ Among the outstanding traits of |
his character are his affability \llﬂ!

about him and his extraordinary |
charity. Those who have the happi- ]
ness of an audience with him are |
always charmed with his graciour. |
A touch
ing instance of his thoughtfulness is
the fact that on tue birthday or feast |

| day of one of his secretaries, his are |
| the

firat greetirgs to reach the|
prelate, accompanied with a token of |
His Holiness esteen (On my birsh
day 1ist year I received from him a |
handsome Crucifix.) When, ‘oo, any |
little delicacy, for example bonbons |
or consecver, are sent him, he shares
them with a)l

‘ as for the Holy Father's charity, |
you can have no idea how great it ie
For example, if a poor womean in
Rome writes to him for help, at once
he sends her a sum of money ; to any
appeal that comes to hiw, bhe re
sponds without a question. On one
oceasion & priest of France wrote
him, telling him of an aseociation
which had been formed to work for
the rebuilding of the ruined churches |
of Northern France and asking that
he send the membars his blessing
and encouragement. [ spoke to His
Holiness and asked if he would send
his blessing. ' You are very simple,’
he said to me, 'we must not ouly |
gend him our blessing and encour
agement—we must send him money,’
and he handed me §4,000. At
another time he received a letter tell
ing him of the sad condition of the
Syriane, that they had no food and no
clother, anddat the same time thank- ‘
ing him for previous help given them. ‘
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