.

CATHOLIC RECORD

SEPTEMBER 27, 1918

PRETTY MISS NEVILLE

RN LI
BY B. M. CROKER
i A
CHAPTER XXV
il e A
1 DISTINGUISH MYSELF WITH THE
MULKAPORE HOUNDS

“To turn and wind a flery Pegasus,
And witch the world with noble
horsemanship.”—Henry 1V.

The reading-room at the club was
a general lounge and rendezvogs.
When it was too dark to play tennis,
and too early to go home to dinner,
people flocked in, ostensibly to select
novels and read the papers, but in
reality to chat, gossip and flirt.

One evening Ellen Fox and I were
turning over the newly arrived qu-
lish mail, and discussing the merits
and demerits of some fashions in the
Queen (a paper much aﬁ’ecw@ by us
both). The round table at which we
were seated was pretty full ; at least
twenty chairs were occupied. Close
to us sat my cousin Maurice, en-
grossed in the Field, but occasionally
raising his eyes, and glancing in onr
direction with open amusement, as
he could not fail to overhear a warm
argument as to whether a certain
costume, which had mutually fascin-
ated us, would look best made up in

ts or checks.
.pelhane checks!” I exclaimed em-
phatically. ‘' Have you seen Mrs.
Fleming's new foulard! 1t makes
her back look like a draught-board.”

“It is too large a pattern; and then
ghe is stout. Now, a small pattern
on you—"

“Would be hideous. I have a
rooted objection to checks!" I in-
terrupted briskly. !

* Well, they are going to be_ phe
rage,” returned Ellen, with dec}slon.
“Look at Mrs. St. Ubes. She is al-
ways in the height of the fashion,
and studies the becoming more than
any one I know."” J

To look at Mrs. St. Ubes was easier
gaid than donme. She and Colonel
Gore were almost completely con-
cealed behind the broad pages of
a mutual Times. ) 4
Gower came in, and sinking into a
place beside me, drew a paper toward

her with what I am sure she deemed

an indolent grace. After listlessly
turning over the pages, she glanced
round the table, and having taken a
mental photograph of all the party,
moved her chair a quarter of an inch
toward me, and asked, in aloud stage
whisper : e

“ Who is the woman opposite in
the filthy white dress ?”

I had a perfect horror of Mrs.
Gower's sotto voce remarks—especi-
ally in the reading room—and hunch-
ing up my shoulders, shook my head
violently as a token of complete
ignorance. Seeing that there was

nothing to be had from me in ‘the
way of information or convergatnon.
Mrs. Gower turned her attention to
the general company.

“ Who is going out with the hounds

to-morrow ?"’ she asked, raising her
voice, and casting a comprqhenswe
glance round the table. * First dgy
of the season. Meet at Lungay pil-
lay, and chotah-hazree at the gun-
ners' mess.”

“ I'm going, of course,” returned
Mrs. St. Ubes, raising her eyes above
the edge of the paper. “ And I!"
“And I!"” “AndI!” chorused vari-
ous treble and bass voices.

* You are not going, Miss Neville,
are you ?” said Mrs. St. Ubes, ad-
dressing me pointedly. T

“ Yes, I hope so, if Colonel Keith
can take me. My uncle has an en-
gagement for to-morrow morniqg."

** But, my dear girl," she exclaimed,
with an air of affectionate patronage,
 you have never ridden to hounds,
and you won't be able to keep up on
that titupping old gray of yours.”

*“ Oh, I dare say I shall,” I an-
swered, with rising color. “ He is
much better than he looks.”

“ Your uncle really ought to get you
something a lectle younger,” said
Mrs. St. Ubes, with the air of a per-
son who was giving a piece of
friendly advice. "I believe your old
animal was all through the Mutiny,
and probably present at the battles
of Assaye and Plassy !”

A general smile was the result of
this polite witticism.

“Then he must be quite a veter-
an,” said Mrs. Vane, coming to the
table, regardless of the cavalier she
had suddenly deserted in an adjoin-
ing window-seat. " Age is to be re-
spected, is it not, Mrs. Stubbs? I
beg your pardon—s3t. Ubes, I mean.”

“ Now the weak point in Mrs. St.
Ubes's armor was her age. She was
keenly alive to any allusion to years,
and dreaded the census .no less than
the Black Plague.

“[n horses, certainly,” she an-
swered boldly, laying down the paper
and facing her antagonist. * But
Miss Neville's old Bucephalus is per-
haps entering on his second child-
hood, and that is the reason he ap-
pears to be a reliable mount. Any-
way, he is perfectly quiet, which is
the chief desideratum. He goes in
double and single harness, carries a
lady, gentleman, or child; in fact,
does everything but wait at table.”

Hear her! Oh ye shades of the
Darefield Hunt!

A rash rejoinder was on the tip of
my tongue : but fortunately I caught
Maurice's eyes fastened on my crim-
son face with a look of mingled in-
quiry and amusement, Before 1
could make a more moderate reply,
Mrs. Vane (who had evidently taken
the matter into her own hands) ob
gerved :

* Miss Neville is too modest to
speak for herself, but [ l)clim_'e she
is a very fair horsewoman; quite up
to the average of lady riders, and no
more afraid of a filgety mount than
you are yourself, Mrs. St. Ubes.”

Presently Mrs. '

“Can you ride, Miss Neville ?"
asked Mrs, St, Ubes almost turning
her back to Mrs. Vane, and speaking
as if she were putting me on my
oath,

*“ Of course I can,” I replied, con-
fidently.

After a pause of a few seconds,
during which she and Colonel Gore
were engaged in an animated collo-
quy behind the newspaper, Colonel
Gore's head abruptly emerged, and
said :

“ I can lend you a gee for to-mor-
row, Miss Neville, if you like. A
little hot-tempered or so, but—"

“Oh !" interrupted Mrs. Ubes, with
a sneer ! " if Miss Neville can really
ride as she says she can, she won't
mind ‘ Promotion.’ "

“ Well, at any rate, he has no vice ;
and if Miss Neville does not want a
yery quiet mount, and will honor me
by riding him, I am sure I shall be
only too delighted,” added Colonel
Gore, meekly.

“Thanks, very much,” I murmured;
“ but my uncle does not like my rid-
ing other people's horses.”

A glance of unspeakable signifi-
cance was here thrown round the
company by Mrs. St. Ubes ; it said
most distinetly : * She is afraid "

"1 will be surety for your uncle's
consent,” said Mrs. Vane, nodding
towards me; ‘8o you can accept
Colonel Gore's kind offer. In fact, I
myself shall ride your despised old
Methuselah, though I am no great
equestrian. I too will come out and
see this wonderful hunt. 1 shall, of
course, provide myself with a pair of
fleld-glasses; and I dare say, with
their assistance and if the old horse
can gallop at all, I may be able to
keep the stragglers in sight.”

* Very well, then, Miss Neville; it
is settled that you ride my horse to-
morrow, and Mrs. Vane rides yours,”
said Colonel Gore, politely ; * I will
send down for your saddle this even-
ing.”

“Thank you,” I replied, feeling a
good deal of apprehension touching
Uncle Jim’s views of the arrange-
ment.

“ What is the name of your vener-
able animal ?” asked Mrs. St. Ubes,
with an air of affectionate interest.

“ Oxford Gray,” I answered, bare-
ly raising my eyes from my paper,
and speaking in my chilliest tone.

* Oxford Gray!" shrieked Mrs. St.
Ubes; “what a name! Why not
‘Turkey Red' or ‘Green Baize,' or
‘ Navy Blue,’ at once ?"

“ Come, come, come,” expostulated
Mrs. Vane, gayly, ‘1 am sure you
have all laughed at him quite
enough; you have had a board on
him, in military parlance, and he
has been cast. What is the good of
pouring water on a drowned rat ?
Are there any arrangements to be
made about this hunt to-morrow ?”

After some discussion, it was
settled that we were all to assemble
at the club, and to go to the meet in
a body, it being three miles from
Mulkapore.

As we drove home Mrs. Vane said,
“I had no idea of letting that woman
trample on you: what a spiteful
little wretch it is! She has no
special ill will toward- you ; merely
dislikes you in common with the
whole of her sex. But she hates me
with all her heart; and knowing
that you arc my friend, and no match
for her, she pays you oubt for my
sins: you are my scapegoat.’

Next morning, by dimmest day-
light, a tall. rakish-looking chestnut
horse awaited me at the mounting
block, with * Colonel's Gore's com-
pliments.” I did not like the look of
his eye, nor the way he laid back
his ears, but I had no time to take
these details into consideration, as
Mrs. Vane was mounted, and we
were already late.

" Now, Noah,” she said impres-
sively, as we sallied forth from the
compound, “ mind you distinguish
yourself; you look as if you could
hold your own, and if you don’t ride
the head off Mrs. St. Ubes—in the
vulgar idiom—I'll never speak to you
again ; so mind that !”

We then indulged in a mild trot,
which brought us to the club in-
closure, where nearly all the party
were already assembled; Mrs. St.
Ubes, on a pretty bay Arab, was the
center of attraction to a laughing
circle, Their mirth ceased with
omindus abruptness as we ap-
proached.

* So you really have come,” ex-
claimed Mrs. St. Ubes. " We began
to think you had cried off—changed
your mind at the eleventh hour!
However, so far so good,” she added
with an air of supreme condescen-
sion, as she looked me over with a
keen and critical eye. Happily there
was nothing that even she could
cavil at in my well-cut dark blue
Wolmerhausen and ‘‘ Terai’ hat.
“ You are quite sure that you feel up
to it? You are not nervous, are
you ?” she asked, with a smile in-
tended to be sweetly solicitous.

* Not in the smallest degree,” I re-
torted composedly. * Very many
thanks, but you need not be anxious
on my account,” I concluded, with a
spice of temper on my tongue.

* Well, recollect that3Colonel Gore
does not hold himself responsible for
any accident that may occur.”

This was certainly cheering intelli-
gence. And with this parting thrust,
Mrs. St. Ubes turned and trotted her
horse away.

Maurice, who had been listening
attentively to our conversation, now
ranged up alongside on a fine gray
Australian.

" Give him his head, Miss Neville,
and he'll go all right, I dare say. At
any rate, I shall keep near you and
look atter you.”

" That won't be of mych use, un-
less you think you can catch me
when 1 tumble off,” was my ungrate-
ful rejoinder.

A sudden move was now made, and
we all found ourselves out on the
green plain surrounding the club.
No sooner had we set foot on the
grass, than Mrs, St. Ubes and Miss
Hudson passed me at a furious gal-
lop, expressly with the intention of
setting off my horse. Of this I am
firmly persuaded. It answered the
purpose admirably.

He immediately shook his great
fiddle head, gave a loud snort and a
squeal, and made some extraordin-
ary evolution impossible to describe;
his head had totally disappeared be-
tween his forelegs, and I seemed to
beridinga headless animal. Another
acrobatic feat, and I still remained;
but at a third I felt confident that 1
must go. Luckily for me he con-
tented himself with these two awful
buck jumps, and settled down into a
tearing gallop.

"“You sat him splendidly, Miss
Neville,” shouted Maurice, whose
horse was stretching away alongside
of mine. “He only wants a good
breather now, and he will be all
right. But he is by no means a
mount for a timid elderly gentleman,
and anything but a lady's horse. If
Mrs. St. Ubes had been on his back
just now, he, would have ‘promoted’
her, to a dead certainty.”

At the liberal pace at which we
were traveling we soon distanced the
others, and were among the first ar-
rivals at the meet—a clump of toddy-
trees at the side of a road. The
hounds—poor exiles from their
native land and drafts from many
celebrated English kennels — were
grouped round Verasawney, the Black
Kennel huntsman; and the M. F. H.
himself, a most popular man—"A
rare good sporting sort,” to quote
Maurice, was in the act of descend-
ing from his dog-cart as we rode up.
The meet was not a lengthy proceed-
ing. Soon we moved on to draw a
favorite cover—the bed of a river,
where we beat for a “Jack,” and he
was almost immediately viewed away,
nonchalantly cantering up the op-
posite bank as much as to say:
“Don’t you wish you may catch me?"

We lost no time in fording the
shallow water, and in a very few
seconds were speeding away across a
flat open country, as fast as our
horses could carry us, not an obstacle
to be seen, there was nothing to stop
us. I let Promotion go his best, and
rode him at the very tail of the
hounds, a little in advance of Mrs.
St. Ubes, who was riding, very
jealous, I could see, and disputing
every inch of ground with almost
vicious emulation.

After about two miles of plain sail-
ing the country became more in-
tricate—paddy-fields were disagree-
ably frequent, and, when we got
among stony ground, Mrs. St. Ubes's
cat-like Arab had decidedly the ad-
vantage of my big blundering horse.

After this, again open country, and
the pace and distance now began to
tell; and to keep the leading hounds
in view was quite as much as most
of us could manage; while many of
the stragglers began to tail off,
About a dozen still held gallantly on,
including Mrs. St. Ubes, Miss Hudson,
Maurice and myself; but he and I
were gradually outpacing the Arabs
of the party, and I was putting Pro-
motion along at a pace that I flatter
myself considerably astonished that
ill-tempered, rawboned gentleman.

I was slightly in advance of
Maurice when a shout from behind
of “Hold hard—'ware nullah!” gave
me a sudden start. Sure enough,
right in front, at a distance of about
thirty yards, a huge, yawning nullah,
with ragged, broken sides, gaped be-
fore us. It was either in or over.
To refuse it would have been to lose
the rest of the run.

“For heaven's sake, Miss Neville!"
shouted some one. I heard nomore.
My Irish blood was most thoroughly
up, and I would have ridden at a
stone quarryunder the circumstances.
With a tremendous cut of my whip I
rushed Promotion at it, and landed
safe and sound on the other side. 1
was instantly followed by Maurice,
the master, and a little, well-known
sporting major, and that was alll 1
had—oh, ecstatic thought!—pounded
Mrs. St. Ubes, and cut down the rest
of the field, I did not care for that so
much; but to have left my rival
planted on the other side—and that
the wrong side—was indeed a most
blissful reflection.

There was no going round possible
nearer than half a mile, so we had an
immense lead, a lead which we took
good care to keep. The Jack was
now nearly dead beat; but so were
the unacclimatized English hounds,
and although Ganymede and Gover-
ness were within twenty yards of his
brush, he made good his escape,
popping into a hole among some
rocks, almost under their disappoint-
ed noses. We had been running for
nearly forty minutes, and were not
sorry to turn our horses’ heads in the
direction of a small breeze off a
neighboring tank, and to fan our
heated faces with our handkerchiefs.
As we moved off slowly toward home,
Mrs. St. Ubes and the rest of the
crowd came galloping up and the
party, to my great astonishment, in-
cluded Mrs. Vane.

"Killed of course!” cried Mrs. St.
Ubes. "My stupid Arab would not
jump that nullah, and that threw me
out completely. Yow would not have
been up” (turning to me) “if you had
not been so splendidly mounted.”

This remark was evidently in-
tended to repress any undue elation
on my part.

“There I can't agree with you,”
exclaimed the master; “Miss Neville's
riding is quite sufficient to warrant
her being with the hounds in any
country, and 1 never saw a more
awkward brute to ride than that
hard - mouthed old steeple-chaser.
Honor to whom honor is due. IPray”

(turning to me gallantly)—"pray,
Miss Neville, where did you learn to
witch the world with matchless
horsemanship?” :

Could T say, “In the fields about
Gallow, and with the Darefleld
hounds?” Most emphatically not,
wnlt.h Maurice among the audience,

‘At home long ago; all Irish girls
can ride,” I returned evasively,
endeavoring to change the conversa-
tion, to which Mrs, 8t. Ubes had been
listening in disdainful silence, and
with a face expressive of the deepest
mortification she could not conceal,
She was certainly in a very bad
humor, and no wonder; she had in-
tended (if I did not break my neck)
that I should furnish forth excellent
sport for the Philistines; and behold, I
had cut her out completely, and, in
spite of my rough-and-ready mount,
the honors of the day were mine.
We rode slowly back toward the can-
tonments as the sun was rising and
the day was getting hot. Maurice
had constituted himself my escort,
and kept at my side until a long ex-
panse of wet paddy-fields compelled
us to move in single file (like a string
of ducks) along the very slippery
causeway or bund, that was the only
visible pathway,

Not one European out of a hun-
dred has seen an Indian paddy-field;
truly no very lovely sight, especially
at the time of year to which I am re-
ferring. The young grain was
buried in at least a foot of muddy
water, which had been turned on to
irrigate the coming crop. Here and
there, the muddy expanse was crossed
and recrossed by narrow little banks
of slippery gray mud, whose use was
twofold, as a means of keeping in the
water and as a mode of transit.
Along the very narrowest of these
the whole hunting party were cau-
tiously navigating their horses. One
was literally between Scylla and
Charybdis; a slip on either side
would entail the most unpleasant
consequence.

Our procession was headed by Col-
onel Gore, followed by Mrs. St. Ubes;
then came Miss Hudson (whose face
was flushed to a rich beet root color),
then I came, then Maurice.

The two ladies in front were dis-
coursing and laughingin a very high
and scornful key, and comparing the
late run to various former ones (much
to its disadvantage), when, unluckily
Miss Hudson's horse made a stumble
and, on recovering himself, carromed
violently against Mrs. St. Ubes's
Arab, who, in spite of frantic exer-
tions to keep his footing, slipped off
the narrow causeway and fell back
into the muddy, greasy, paddy.
What a scene of excitement ensued,
although there was no danger what-
ever incurred by the unfortunate
rider, beyond a muddy habit. The
horse persisted in making the most
valiant efforts to right himself, and
dashed up the mud in a manner fear-
ful to witness, much less experience
and for once, his mistress had a com-
plete ducking. First, she was fished
out; then her steed. What a spec-
tacle she presented! 1 could com-
pare her to nothing but myself on
the day of my disastrous drive in the
mule cart.

How angry she was! though too
much a woman of the world to give
full expressicn to her feelings. Her
eyes were' actually blazing and 1
think she favored Miss Hudson with
a few private but pungent remarks
of anything but an agreeable nature.
As we emerged into the road once
more, we left Mrs. St. Ubes standing
under a toddy-tree, with two syces in
attendance, busily rubbing her down
with wisps of grass, while Colonel
Gore stood by, superintending the
performance with grave solicitude.
We walked our horses slowly on, to
enable them to overtake us, and
Maurice again resumed his place be-
side me, and took up the thread of
our late discourse.

What adifference there was in our
relative positions since we had last
ridden together (at Gallow)! Then
I, the ugly little hoyden, was deeply
penetrated by the very honor my
cousin did me in permitting me to
accompany him; and I eagerly picked
up any stray crumbs of conversa-
tion that my reluctant escort con-
descended to throw me. Now, the
position was reversed. 1, the grown
up young lady, the Diana of the day,
was good enough to allow Captain
Beresford to ride at my right hand,
and he bore himself as became the
grateful recipient of a considerable
favor. We were not altogether
alone; Mrs. Vane completed our trio.
Radiant with satisfaction, she tapped
me on the shoulder with her whip.

“That's what 1 call swift poetical
justice,” she exclaimed, indicating
with a backward jerk of her head
the deplorable figure under the
toddy-tree. “she wished to make
you ridiculous on that great raw-
boned brute,” glancing contemptu-
ously at my mount, “and instead of
that she has been ‘cut down,' to use
a hunting-phrase, and after her ex-
periences in the paddy, she will cer
tainly have to be ‘hung up to dry.
She has been ‘hoist with her own
petardi—ha, ha, ha!” Here Mrs.
Vane's joy was so exuberant that she
lost all recollection of where she was
and clapped her hands, in maneuver
that had the effect of starting off Ox.
ford Gray at a round canter. Seeing
that “forward” was the order now
passed on, we immediately followed
her example, and were soon scatter-
ed over the plain, racing and chasing
in the direction of our well-earned
chotahhazree. We found our goal,
iaid out under an immense banyan-
tree, in the Artillery mess compound.
A snowy table, covered with fruit,
flowers, cold fowl, ham, and game

pies, was a welcome sight to many;
a dozen busy servants came swarm-
ing round with hot dishes, tea, coffee
and cold iced drinks. Most people were

‘

thirsty, and the latter were in great
demand. Maurice waited on Mrs. Vane
and me most assiduously, and did
the honors well. In vain he pressed
us to take some claret and water;
we both declared”for a good strong
cup of Neilgherry tea, but 1 saw
Mrs. St. Ubes, who sat immediately
opposite, consoling herself with an
iced brandy and soda. Having sup-
plied our wants, Maurice had leis-
ure to satisfy his own. “I'm dying
of thirst,” he observed, taking up a
long tumbler and quaffing its con-
tents. “Ah!” hé explained, putting
down his glass reluctantly; “‘on such
a hot morning as this I'm inclined
to agree with an old poacher at home
who used to wish ‘that his throat was
half a mile long, that he might taste
the drink all the way down.”

A roar of laughter greeted this
reminiscence, and, completely off my
guard, I muttered, "Poor Gilligan!"

“What did you say, Miss Neville?”
asked Maurice ,eagerly.

“Oh, nothing—mnothing at all!” I
returned, greatly confused, and as-
suming a sudden dnd energetic
search for my whip and gloves.

“Nothing!"” he echoed, looking at
me steadily. “Oh, well, I really
thought I heard you mention the
fellow's name. But of course it
must have been imagination,” he
added still looking intently at me,
with his earnest dark gray eyes.
I think it was his eyes with
their thick black lashes and
straight well-marked eyebrows, that
lent the great charm to Maurice's
face. A chiseled nose and heavy
mustache are not an uncommon
sight; but such eyes as Maurice's
were certainly not to be met with
every day.

“Do you know, Miss Neville, that I
have only seen one girl ride like you
in all my life. I did not think she
had her equal until now. She was a
little cousin of mine, and you re-
mind me of her in other ways besides
your riding,”

“What was she like?” I asked,
audaciously; “was she pretty?”

“No—o, certainly not pretty,” he
answered, slowly; “but you know
that plain people do resemble pretty
people sometimes,” he concluded, im-
pressively.

“In what way do I resemble her?”
I inquired, with bold persistence;
“admitting that wetare both plain.”

“There ie a look in your eyes when
you are excited or amused—"'

"I declare,” interrupted Mrs. Vane,
impatiently, “you have a regular
monomania on the subject of family
likenesses.”” (She was seated at the
other side of Maurice.) “First, Miss
Neville is like your grandmother!
Now it is a little cousin. The next
time it will be some one nearer and
dearer—your lost fiancée, for in-
stance,”” lowering her voice to a
whisper.

At this remark my cheeks outriv-
aled the traditional cherry. I bent
my head, and busied myself intently
on peeling a plantain- and Mrs. Vane
having assumed the reins of conser-
vation, gayly drove away in quite
another direction, thus avoiding all
dangerous topics and delicate
ground.

TO BE CONTINUED

THE IRISHMAN IN THE
MILL

A TRUE STORY
By Rev. Richard W. Alexander.

Flaming posters were visible all
over the little town. At the corners,
small boys with bags strung across
their shoulders were thrusting big-
lettered dodgers into the unwilling
hands of the passers-by. Some looked
at them curiously, and put them in
their pockets; some flung them into
the gutter after tearing them to
shreds. They were of the style of the
Menace of to-day : " Escaped Nun will
give a Lecture ! Horrors of Convents
Told! Wickedness of Priests Ex-
posed !"

Such was the purport [of the post-
ers and dodgers that flooded the little
borough of M'K———, one autumn day
in the year 19—,

Many of the townsfolk were dis-
gusted, but many more, through cur-
iosity, went to the lecture, and lis.
tened to the fraud-in-woman's-clothes
who dared to utter the nameless
falsehoods that over and over again
have been relegated to the dwelling
of the father of lies. Among them
was a curious married woman who
had been persuaded by a friend to
hear what the creature would say ;
it would pass an evening anyway, as
amusements in the place were rare.
She listened, aghast and open-
mouthed, to the lecture, and, of
course,broughthome one of the sland-
erous pamphlets always on sale at
such gatherings. Next day the so-
called " escaped nun " had vanished,
but the husband of the woman we
have mentioned, hearing his wife
speak in horror of the iniquitous
priests, and the Catholic Church in
general, took the pamphlet and read
it as far as his disgust permitted.
Flinging it down, he cried out :

" 1t is all a darned lie—a base lie!"

“Why, how do you know ?" said his
wife.

“Know ? I know this. In our
mill I have worked for years beside
a man, a Catholic Irishman, 1 know
him intimately. He is aclean, honest,
industrious, upright man. Iknow all
his opinions, and I know if he thought
the Catholic Church was like this
filthy trash he would not stay in it
one hour. He hasn't a great amount
of education, but he has a lot/ of

keen, common sense, he has good |

ability, and is a sober, pure, religious
man, Itell you I have watched him all
day long for years, and I know it! If
the Roman Catholic Church was what
is represented herehe would not hesi-

tate a minute to stand up and de.
nounce it, aye, and leave it instantly,
That's what I kuow;” said the excited
man,

“ Perhaps,” argued his wife, * he
does not know all the inside work in
his Church ; you know the priests
are very clever, and it is their busi-
ness to keep the people in ignorance.”

“ Well, they would not keep me in
ignorance long,” thundered her hus.
band, “I'd get it all out of them ;and
now I think I'll try it. I'll go to that
Catholicpriest and take him unawares,
and if he and the Irishman are right,
I'll give in to them. Where does the
priest live ?”

" Good gracious!” said the wife,
you wouldn't speak to a popish
priest ?”

“That's just what I'm going to
do,” said her husband. * I don't be-
lieve a word that she.devil said, and
no decent people would believe her
book. I am going to headquarters to
find out a few things for myself, I
can soon see where they pull the
wool over your eyes.”

“ Do think about it first, and be
careful,” said the%wife regretfully,
knowing by experience that arguing
with her spouse was a fruitless effort;
*“ people wili think you are turning
Catholic, if they see you.”

“People be hanged! Let them
think what they please. I believe in
a square deal; I bet on my Irishman
every time,” he finished smiling
grimly. So he went that night to the
Rectory of the Catholic priest, He
told the priest the circumstances of
thé morning, of his argument with
his wife, of his disgust with the ** es-
caped nun"” pamphlet, and of his
friend the Irishman in the mill, On
mentioning his name the priest
smiled and said, “ I know that man.”

* His example has taught me more
than twenty sermons could have
done, sir.”

‘“He is just a consistent Catholic,”
returned the priest, * but I am glad
to see you, will answer every ques-
tion, and will put all the information
you wish in your hands. There
is no inside track in the Cath-
olic Church. Priest and people
are bound by the same laws. They
are an open book to all, and no effort
is made to keep the people in ignor-
ance. Suppose you come to my
office. There are two good men
there who visit me regularly in the
evening for the purpose of being in-
structed, preparatory to their ad-
mission to the Catholic Church.”

“ But,” quickly said the visitor,
‘ you must not misunderstand me—
I have not the slightest desire or in-
tention of being a Roman Catholic—
in fact uothing would induce me to
be one. I am simply alover of truth,
and I want to know if those things I
mentioned are false, and if my friend
at the mill is deluded.” * Just as
you say,” said the priest. It is not
at all necessary for you to come, but
I thought you might take a seat and
listen to their questions being an-
swered for this evening. Afterwards
we could talk it over. You see I have
an appointment with them just at
this time.”

" That is another side of the mat-
ter,” said his visitor, “ I have no
objection to listening to them, for
perhaps they have the same ques-
tions to ask that I have, and I don't
forget that I am asking a favor. 1
will go with you, sir, for this even-
ing.” And so the priest led the way
to a smaller room where two respect-
able men were seated at a little
table. The priest gave a kindly nod
to them, handed a chair to the vis-
itor, and going to the table sat down
with the two men. In a short time
all three became oblivious of the
stranger, who, however, had become
extremely interested in the instruc-
tions of the priest and listened to
every word. After about an hour
the priest arose, appointed another
meeting, and dismissed the two men.

" Now, sir,” he said pleasantly,
“let us have our little talk.” * Not
to-night, Father,” said the man. * I
have heard enough to think about
for a while. I will thank you if you
will allow me to come back the even
ing you appointed for those two men,
and if you will also allow me to put
some questions, and join in their
controversy.”

" With the greatest pleasure,” re-
turned the priest. " I was going to
suggest that very thing.”

"1 wish you would let me buy one
of these little pamphlets,” he said,
pointing to a pile of catechisms on a
table near by.

" Please accept one,” said the
Father, “I would not think of sell-
ing you a catechism. This is the
first book of information about the
Catholic Church—although you say
you never intend to be a Catholic.”

" You are right,” said the visitor,
* A Roman Catholic would have no
show in my house."”

* Well, you are honest and square,”
said the priest, * and I admire those
virtues heartily. But come the next
evening without fail, and prime your-
self with all the objections and ques-
tions you can hold. We'll answer
them all. Good evening.”

The priest pleasantly showed the
visitor out, and he went away quite
satisfled that he was going to be
treated squarely, and no effort would
be made to ‘' turn " him,

His wife was curious, but she had
to be satisfied with his answer that
he was going to sift the thing to the
bottom, and was going again, as he
wasn't through. He dropped the sub-
ject, and nothing was said about it,
until at last his wife forgot it com-
pletely. He left the house certain
evenings of the week, but always re-
turned in an hour or so. His home
life became pleasanter than before.
" Where did he go ?” For three
months he went to that rectory, He
listened to the priest, he joined in
the questions asked by the two men

“

who were always there, he started
objections, he pointed out parts of
catechism that he wished explained,
and when the priest said to the two
men that he thought they were suf-
ficiently instructed in the faith, they
answered that they were fully con-
vinced, and were ready for the next
step. " Then,” said the priest, *I
will baptize both of you next Sunday,
and may God bless you and give you
perseverance !"

They rose and said, "' Good night.”
But the visitor lingered. When the
two men left he said :

" Father, why didn't you ask me
what you asked them ?"

" You ?” said the priest in assumed
surprise; why you told me you would
never be a Catholle. That was the
positive understanding. You came
simply out of curiosity to learn the
truth—not to join the Church,”

L “1 must join it now,” said the man
since I am convinced it is the only
true Church.” ‘

Needless to say he was gladly wel-
comed to the Church, was baptised,
and received the sacraments,
His changed appearance could not
keep the secret long, and when his
wife heard he had really become a
Catholic, her indignation, and even
fury, knew no bounds. Not content
with upbraiding him, she brought
the elders of her Church to expose to
her poor, benighted husband the aw-
ful errors of Romanism, and to re-
move the spell the priest had laid
upon him. They came and surround-
ed his chair when he sat down to
rest after his hard day's work in the
mill. Kneeling on the floor they
lifted up their hands and voices in
most piteous appeals to the Heavenly
Father to break the shackles of Pop-
ery that bound him, and * peel the
scales” from hiseyes. Their efforts
were entirely unsuccessful. The
good man went his way, happy in
his new found faith, and more than
ever friendly to the good Irishman
at the mill, who bad not the least
idea that he was in any way the
cause of this remarkable conversion.
At home he parried the ridicule, and
then the distress of his wife, so pleas-
antly that she stopped allusions to
the matter for she was really devout-
edly attached to him. She was
watching him closely, however, and
saw how his new religion had made
him abetter man. Asno remarkable
excitement occurred in her own place
of worship, in fact, after a week the
“defection ” was not noticed even—
she began to take courage: and she
realized that a Roman Catholic es-
pecially when he was one's husband,
was just as noble and devoted a man
as any one else.

A year passed by. The husband
was a feryent convert, and all words
about religion had ceased between
him and his wife. He prayed as he
waited, but he said nothing. One
Sunday afternoon they passed along
the streets taking a walk together,
and found themselves in the vicinity
of the church of his baptism.

" You have never shown me the in-
side of a Catholic Church yet,” said
the wife, * are you afraid ?”

“ Why, my dear,” said her husband
in surprise. ‘It never occurred to
me that you would be interested.
Will you come now ?"

"To be sure,” was the answer; ‘ as
well now as any time !”

They crossed the street, and en-
tered the vestibule of the church
where they found the pastor in cas-
sock and biretta, walking up and
down reading his breviary., He
stopped, held out his hand to the
lady, and welcomed her cordially ;
they were evidently well acquainted.

On seeing the amazed look of the
man, both laughed, and the wife said
joyously: " Do you think you are
going to heaven without me ?”
Don't you think the example of your
Catholic life has had some influence
on me ? Still the man stared, with-
out a word. The priest explained:
" Mr, X——, this is an appointment
with your wife. I have been instruct-
ing her for some months, and as she
begged me to keep it secret to sur-
prise you, I complied with her wish.
She is to be baptized this afternoon,
and be received into the Church.
Everything is ready ; come let us go
into the Church.” The delighted
husband was almost moved to tears.
He could only look his happiness ;
words seemed to be denied him. Sil-
ently he followed ; and surely that
day there was joy in heaven when
husband and wife knelt before the
altar—now one in faith, and love, and
one in heart. Their children—and
the family was large—followed t hem
after some time, and soon all were
baptized Catholics.

Such was the story of the whole-
some conversion told me by a brother-
priest a few months ago. He was the
one whoinstructed and baptized these
several converts. And then he said :
* Now what was the primary cause of
all these conversions? Was it some
well written book dealing with Cath-
olic doctrine? No! For the miser-
able " escaped nun” pamphlet was
the first book that started the in-
quiry. Was it a powerful sermon—a
series of lectures, eloquent and con-
vincing? Was it even the instruc-
tions of the priest? No! For some-
thing had gone before, silently, pow
erfully—day by day ! What was this
influence ? It was the good example
of that poor Irishman in the mill, in
his greasy overalls and his grimy
hands and face. Had you asked him
to give you a definition of the Infalli-
bility of the Pope, or the Indefectibil-
ity ®f the Church he might not have
given you a classic answer, but he
was a past-master in the most import-
ant of all sciences—the science of
good example.”

He is dead now—that honest, pure,
sober, clean-speaking religious man,
But his example of what the true

faith produces in a man who has to




