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After a long and tedious illness her mother died ; and Evodia
would gladly have Inin down beside her and stified the aching pain
st her heart forever. But her time had not come ; she had atill her
lonely old father to console and care for. This she did bravely ; and
for four years they led a pesceful life together, going out a little,
seelng a few intimate friends in a quiet, unpretentious fashion, and
gpending months at a time touring in Italy or wintering in the
south of France.

Deeply grateful to his danghter for her love and dovetion, Mr,
Mayne was, nevertheless, most anxious that she should marry, and
frequently urged her to do so.

¥ When I'am gone you will be lonely and desolate, Evodia.”

“ Yon are not going yet, dearest,” she would reply, smiling.
“You are hale and hearty ; and—and I am happier as 1 am.”

But life, alas | is uncertain, and when she least expected it, he
was taken from her. His last illness was short; his death sudden,
and it was long before the girl eonld realise that he was gone.

Mr. Mayne had now besn dead three weeks ; and truly, as he
had said, Evodia was desolate. All her old sorrows scemed reneswed
a hundredfold, There was no one now to consider, no necessity to
keep cheerful or speak brightly ; and she broke dawn completely
The very life scemed taken outb of ber, and she wonld sit for hours:
brooding over the past —wecping, sighing, lamenting for the happi-
ness that she ha'l lost

The docter who had attended Me. Mayne in his last moments.
alarmed at the girl's morbid grief and prostration, urged her to sce
her friends, and seek change of nir and scene, Dut she only smiled
sadly, and shut herself up vhe mare. ‘Then, as she sat absorbed and
miserable, poor Lanra came to her, and the story she told rouzed and
interested her. Upon hearing that Bdgar had spoken well of her,
and bad advised thie woman to seek her help, she shed many tears,
Then all at once her heart grew lighter ; a feeling of hope—an
almost namelrss expectation—took possession of her.

“ Xt may be that God has heard my prayers at last; And, oh,
how I have prayed | We may never meet. But, if it is the will of
God, Itruet we may,” she eried.  “ And he shali not be disappointed
in me: T will help Laura. 1f he never sees me, he shall at least
hear pood of me. And—who knows?—our Blessed Lady may have
sent this good women and her children tr me. God loves the pooe
and the fatherless. To help them wilt comfort me, make me forpet
mpyself.”

80 Laura was sent off with a hamper of groi things for her
little omes, and the next morniny Fvodia climbed up the narxow
stair to the dismal garret in which they lived. llorritied at the rize
and closeness of the room, she insisted wpon removing to a lodging
in o better end more airy situntion. Laura was u tuir dreswaker
80 Evodia bought her a sewing-maching and helpad ber to get work,
and very soon the little family was in & fourishine condition,

Buy all this time, though she heard of him iriquently, Evodia
never came across Edgar Bruce.

* He cannot, forgive ; he avoids me,” she would say, with a sigh,
“ Well, I was foolish to expect anything else.”

Then Laura’s youngest child feil ill; and Tivodia, whe had
come to love the little fellow dearly. rpent many hour- of the day
beside his bed. And Edgar Bruce visited and losked after the boy.
she knew : yeb, whether by design or accident. L never came to the
sick-room when Evodia wos there.

But one afternoon. as she went up the stairs canying sone jells
to the little invalid, 2 ipen came dowun, rendine o leteer T gird
did not look at hin t:1l he was close beside licr, aod theu <he recog-
nised him with a vtart. She stopped short, gased at lun, Wy was
unable to articulate a word, Ie stood unside to let her pu-s, aud as
he raised his head sheir eyes met. e took a gquick step forward,
just touched her haud and then leb it drop.

“ Miss Mayne, I hope you are well 17

ITe spoke slowly anl without emotion.
indifferent.

* Yes, thank you!” she replied quictly.
doing well

“ Bplendidly. Good-day 1"
passed on.

Evodia leant heavily agninst the wall.
to suffocation ; she trembled in every Limb,

“Qh 1" she murmured. = Oh, how cokd, how indifferent !
what else could I expect? It is naturul.”
way upstairs.

After this they often met—ir the sick-room or on the sinira
But never for lony ; and beyond a hurried remark aboui the hitle
patient or the weather, not a word passed between them. Evodia's
manner was eold and dignified ; his, distant aud rigi.ily polite,

“ How changed he1s! How old and stiff and unpleasant | she
would ery, pacing her room with rapid footsteps. 1 am sorry we
met again ; and yet no” (blushing deeply)q Y1t is o juy to see—to
speak to him—eaven for a moment,”

On Christrons Lve Jackic was better, and was able to join his
brothers and some little friends, for whom Kvodia had prepared a
good tez and a beantiful Christmas-tree in hivmother's sitting-room.
The party was o lively and o nolsy oue ; and as l5vodia stood upon a
chair, cutting off the toys from the tree, and distributing them to a
number of wildly excited. clamorous boys and girls, the door vpened
and Edpar Bruce waltked in.

“May I help you ! he a-ked.
much for you,"”

“Thauks ! I ghall be glad if you will,” she waid : {hen hent low,
as with heightened colour and trembling fingers, she cul w pretty
doll from a hrauch.

The tree stripped of its trensures, and tea dispestd of, dancing
began, Evodia huad hired a piano and a lady to play 1. awd the
children were in high dehight.  Waltzes. polka= and rames followod
one another in quick sueee-sion, and Edp e Bruge took part 1z themn
all. He and Evedia marshalled the chudren, joined haunds m
“ Oranges and lemons,” and curtsied and danced up and down
the room together, to the cheeriul strains of “Bir Hoger do
Coverly.”

Ilis voice was cold and
“ I hope our patient is
And, raising his Lab sl'ghtly, he
H >r heart was heating

Lut
And =hie coutinued her

“ These youny weorle are too

But when at last oll was over, and even the little Sawyers
had been carried off to bed by their mother Evodia turned to
thank him for his kindness; he merely bowed coldly and hurried
awWay.

With a heavy sigh the girl sank upon the sofa.

“I must say a word to Laura before I go,” she murmaured,
wearily ; then lay back and closed her eyes.

As she lay thus the door opened, and Edaar Bruee entered and
stole quietly across the floor, Ag he reached ithe sofa Evodia started
np. A bright blush erimsoued her pale cheeks ; then faded, leaving
her paler than bafore,

“You are tired,” he said, pently,

“0h, no! Tt was only for & moment,” she answered, walking
over and leaning her clbow on the mantlepicce. “1 have guite
enjoyed it all,

“ You are se good to these people.”

"1t is & pleasure to me. You see, I want gomething to do.”

“Indeed? You used to have s greas deal to ocoupy you in the
old days.”

“Y¥es.” Tears rose to her eyes and her colour despened. * But
—but 1 have lost everyone—I loved,”

“I know : and, helieve me, I was iruly sorry for your trouble,
Your father snd mother were very dear to me,”

Evodia clazpel hor hauds tightly together. A sob rose in her
throat ; she choked it back with en effort and tried to speak. But
her lips trembled, and she turned quickly away.

* Evodia,"—he came close to her side—* do you ever think of
thosc Lappy days long ago 1"

" Think ot them!™ aud she sighed. *Thcy are never oub of
my thoughts”

“Then,”—ho grew white and his veice shook with emotion—
*then you dd care, afler all 1"

“Care! O God, if you only knew! But, Edgar,” she cried, im-
pulsively, ¥ T behaved badly ; it was all my fzult. Yet I have
longed to tell you so—to—"

“And you cared nothing fur Captain Dean?  They spoke falsely
who told me you were woing to mavry him 7

b eoved nothing for huin, and 1 have never spen him or spoken
to him since that fatal day upen the river.”

“My God, what o fonl T wae ! 18But T wos mad with jealousy ; 1
lo~t eontiod over wy temper . Can you ever forgive me, Evodia 7"

" Yue, freely. Dt we were both ta blame,” she said, softly.

“ When [ left you thut nighr of Maidenhead "—he srught her
hand— T wus wild with eriet. The next day I was very ill ; and
wh n I dowly recovered T was sent rhroad, Then I heard you were
engaged, seon to be married £0 Dean; and T believed it.  After that
l'asked no more. I was wretched—miserable; bus I threw myself
into my work, and—and strugplcd en. T never saw you, pever met
you, till—and then, ton late, 1 learned that you were free.”

“ Not too—late,” shie whispored, © if—

" Evodia I "—he drew her townrd him,  * Is it possible I—may
I—dare I hope that you conld <hil love me, be my wife !>

The girl raised her e ad and looked straight into his eyes.

“ You may hope i1—"

1le eyt and presel her hand, '

“If whnt cweetlieoit ) O my love —my only love—don't make
the cond trons ton hard 17

vl—oely meant 5L opon Twe mens T lave you,” she whispered.
Then Avewiivrg aud blushirg, <e tained avoy, covering her face
with her Landas,
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BELGIUIL—Lounise Latean.~!ew fhan {wenty ycarsago the
little village of Bois d'Hauaue, in tlie Gioeee of Tournzi, was familiar
to vory many Cathaolicy ns the heme of Lonise Latean, the saintly
maklen in whore person was repeated the miracle of the saered stiy-
mata, with it~ aceompaoyineg macy clous phenomena.  She died on
vhe 25th Auend, Tanloat the ape of thicty-three, and since then on
the anniser-ary of her death oosolemn fivgeo m service is celebrated
in her parish chareh. Thor memery i- holil fu venerntion 1 all the
vountry round. smd Luse monbers flock to attend the ANIVErsary
Mar. €22 the 25th Gotebor the customary revice was held, and as
usual the churelt was derecly crowded.  Louise Lateaa is buried
hehind the choir of tho c¢huch, aud vt the conclusion of the sacred
funetion ail who were present paid a visit to the lomb where her
remains repose.  Her modest monuinent is encircled with some fifty
wreaths ot swhich one of the most beautiful is that offered by the
well-known Pere Delcourt on the 2ith Augrast, 1886,

ERGLAND —Cardinal Vaughar and Trades Unionists.
—A repre~entative of the FHerpiinghan Dadly Mail woited on Car-
dinal Vaughan at St. Mary's College, Oscott, on Tuesday, Septem-
ber 7, aud his Eminence then connmunicated the following message
to the Trades Congrews now sitting in Birmingham —* 1t is neces-
sary that individuals shenld unite together so as to bring forward
in a7 influeneial and power ful manuer those matters which pertains
to their mghts and to thelr inlerests. Thus reason and common-
sensc ought to prevail aver thar deliberations. When men depart
frem reason and commpn-sense — well, of course, license, and
tyranny, perhaps, take place, when there is power to back them,
God has given to all wen reason, and practical common-sense is
eepecially a gift of Engli-hwen ; =o one naturally hopes that bodies
of practical men i Lugland will be guided by the dictates of reason
and common-sence¢——1n faet, that is prudence, OF course, the
danger 1w that two or three vion con cary away a whole multi-
tutde—so much depenls upon the lewders; and these men very otten
think they must be svery extreae 1 order to win the confidence of
thewmultitude,  Thuese louders, above all .require reasen and common-
gense_and prudence and tact.”

“QET ON THE SMI, YOUNG MAX  GUT XN THE § (1.7

P L U N D 0 N “PHENIX CHAMBERS, AVENUE, WANGANUL Land, Fstate, Insuranco and Finencial Agente
”A"'.' ! v Valnator, Genera) Comminiou Agapt. Lebour Duresu. Hotol Broker, Cook's Tourigh Ageus,
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