
"Itmay be that God has heard myprayers at last.' And, oh,
howIhaveprayed1 We maynever meet. But,if itis the will ofGod,Itrust wemay," she cried. "Andhe shallnot be disappointed
in me :Iwill help Laura. If he never sees me, he shall at least
hear good of me. And— who knows?— our Blessed Lady may have
sent this good womanand her children to me. God loves the poor
andthe fatherless. To help them will comfort me,make me forget
myself."

Butall this time, though she heardof him irtquently, Evodia
nevercame acrossEdgar Bruce.

So Laura was sent off with a hamper of g'ol things for her
little ones, and the next morning Evodia climbed up the narrow
stair to the dismal garret in which they lived. Horrilio.i at the size
andcloseness of the room,she insisted upon removing to a lutl»ing
in a better and more airy situation. Laura was a lair dressmaker;
soEvodiabought her a sewing-machine and helpedher to get work,
and verysoon the little family was in a fourishmg condition.

"
Hecannot forgive;he avoids me," she would say,witha sigh"Well,Iwas foolish to expect anything else."

Then Laura's youngest child fell ill;and Evodia, who had
come to love the little fellow dearly,spent many hour-,of the day
beside his bed. And Edgar Bruce visitedand looked after the boy.
she knew;yet, whetherby design or accident, he never came to the
sick-room when Evodia wn*there.

Butoneafternoon,as she went up the stair?ranying*ono jell*
to the little invalid,aman came down, reading a lttur 'llu- j;iri
didnot look at him till he was close beside htr,aud iln-u slio rec< io-nisedhim witha start. She stopped short, yazod at him, but \\a^
unable toarticulate a word. He stood aside to let her pa-s, and as
heraised his head their eyes met. He took a quick step forward,
just touchedher handand then let itdrop."

Miss Mayne, Ihope you are well /"'
He spoke slowly and withoutemotion. His voice wascold and

indifferent.

"
Splendidly. Good-day I" And, raising his hat sl'glitly, he

passed on.

" Yes, thank you!" she replied quietly.
'"
Ihope our patient is

doing well ?"

Evodialeant heavily against the wall. II>r heart was beating
tosuffocation;she trembled inevery limb.

"Oh1" she murmured. "Oh. how cold, how indifferent ! But
whatelse could Iexpect ? Itis natural." And she continued her
wayupstairs.

After this they often met
— in- the sick-room or on the stairs.

Butnever for long ;and beyond ahurriedremark about the little
patient or the weather,not a wordpassed between them. Evodu's
manner was cold anddignified ;his, distant aud rigidly polite."

How changed he is ! How old and stiff and unpleasant I" she
would cry,pacingher room with rapid footsteps. '" 1am sorry we
met again;andyet no" (blushingdeeply)* "it is a joy to tee

— to
speak tohim— even for a moment." *

On Christmas Eve Jackie was better,and was able to join his
brothers and somelittle friends, for whom Evodia had prepared a
good teaand abeautiful Christma,s-tree in hismother's sitting-room.
The party was a lively anda noisy oue ;and as E%-odia stoodupona
chair, cutting off the toys from the tree, and distributing them to a
number of wildly excited, clamorous boys and girls, the door opened
and Edgar Bruce walked in.'"

MayIhelp you ?
"

he asked. "
These young people are too

much for you.""Thauks 1 Ishall be glad if you will," she said; then bentlow,
as with heightened colour and trembling lingers, she cuta pretty
doll from a brauch.

The treestripped of its treasures,and tea disposed Of, dancing
began. Evodia hud hired a piano and a lady to play it. and the
ohildren were in high delight. Waltzc-*. polk,i«. andgo-mrs followed
oneanother in quirk succession, an.l Edg ir Bruce took p.ut in lhe>u
all. He and Evodia marshalled the children, joined liuud-. m"

Oranges and lemons," and curtsied and danced up and dow n
the room together, to the cheerful strains of '" Sir lioger de
Coverly."

BELG-lULL— Louise Lateau.— Le^s than iwei.ty years ago the
little village of I'ois d'Haiuc,in the diouc-e of Tournai,was familiar
to varymany Catholics as the home of Louise Lateau, the saintly
maiden in whos-eperson was repeated themiracle of the sacred stig-
mata, with its accompanyiiig liiandlous phenomena. She died on
the 25th /ugn-t, 1.5.51. at the ;ig.j of thirty-three,and eince thenon
the ai.nivotary oiher death "i solemn L'tquum service is celebrated
in her pur^h cluueli. IKr memory i-held in venerationmall the
eountiy round, and l.uj-e nuinbeis ilock to attend the anniversary
Man.-. On the 2~>th Octobir the eiwomary tci vice was held,and as
usual the church w.is dei'-'Jy crowded. Louise Lateau is buried
behind the choir of the chuich, and ft the conclusion of the sacred
function all who were present paida \isit to the tomb where her
remains repose. Her modest monument is encircled withsome fiftywreath*, ot which oneof the most beautiful is that offered by the
well-known Pere Dolcourt on the L'."Jth August, 1860.

ENGLAND —Cardinal Vaughanand Trades Unionists.— A reprc-entative of the Jiirniuit/lium Daily Mall waited oh Car-
dinal Vaughan at bt. Mary's College, Oseott, on Tuesday, Septem-
ber 7, and his Eminence tben communicated the following message
to the Trades Congress,now sitting in Birmingham :—":

— "
Itis neces-

sary that individuals should unite together so as to bring forward
in an influential andpoweiful manner those matters whichpertains
to their rights and to their interests. Thus reason and common-
senseought to prevailover their deliberations. When men depart
from reason and common-dense

— well, of course, license, and
tyranny, perhaps, takeplace, when there is power to back them.
■God has given to all men reason, and practical common-sense is
especially v gift of Englishmen ; so onenaturally hopes that bodies
of practical men m lju»luid will be guidedby the dictates of reason
iand eominon-sen'-o

— m fact, that is prudence. Of course, the
.danger is that two or three mm can eairy away a whole multi-
tude—

somuch depend-,upon the leaders;and these men veryoften
think they must bo \erj c^trciie in order to win the confidence oil
themultitude. These It adoi>, aboveaIJ.requirereasonandcommon-
sens<\and prudenceand taut."
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But when at last all was over, and even the little Sawyers

had been carried off to bed by their mother Evodia turned tothank him for his kindness;he merely bowed coldly andhurriedaway.
With, a heavy sigh the girl sank upon the sofa.';Imust say a word to Laura before Igo," she murmured,

wearily;then lay backand closed her eyes.
As she lay thus the door opened,and Edgar Bruce enteredandstole quietly across the floor. As he reached the sofa Evodiastarted

up. A brightblush crimsoned herpalecheeks; then faded, leaving
her paler than before."

Youare tired," he said,gently."Oh, no! Itwasonly for a moment," she answered,walking
over and leaning her elbow on the mantlepiece. "Ihave quite
enjoyedit all."

Youare so good to thesepeople."
"Itisa pleasure tome. You see,Iwantsomething todo.""Indeed1 You used tohaveagreat deal tooccupy you inthe

olddays.""
Yes." Tears rose toher eyesand her colour deepened. "But—

but1havelost everyone— Iloved.'1
"Iknow:and, believe me,Iwas truly sorry for your trouble.Your father and mo'hfr wereverydear to me."
Evodia claspe1 her hands tightly together. A sob rose in her

throat;she chokedit back with an effort and tried to speak. But
her lips trembled, andshe turned quickly away."'Evodia,"— he came close to her side— '" doyou ever think of
thosehappy days long ago ?

"
"Think ot them/" and she sighed.

"
They are never out of

my thoughts."" Then,"— he grew white and his voice shook withemotion
—

'" then you didcare,after all ?
"

'■Care ! O God, if you only knew! But, Edgar,"she cried, im-pulsively, "
Ibehaved badly ; it was all my fault. YetIhave

longed to tell you ssto
— to

— "'"
And youcared nothing f.,r Captain Dean ? Thf y spokefalsely

who told me you -were eroirg to mm-ry him ?
"'"

Ic.u-eii nothing tor lum. r.nd Iiiave never seenhim or spokentohim cince that fatal clay upon the mer.""' My God, whata i'o<»l 1was! illut Iwas mad with jealousy ;I
10-t ontto] (.virmy temper .Can you c\er forgiveme, Evodia?

"
'" Yi'P.ireely. But we w ere bmh to blame,"she paid, softly."

When Ileft you that ni»lv tit Maidenhead"— he ocught herhand—
-
Iwas wild with uriei. The nrxt dayIwas veryill;andwhnIslowly recoveredIw a-- sent r broad. ThenIheard you were

engaged, soon to be married to l>c>u ; andIbelieved it. After that
Iasked no more. Iwas wretched— miserable;butIthrewmyselfinto my work,and

—
andstruggled on. Inever saw you,never metyou,till— and then, too late, 1 learned that you were free."'" Not too— late,'1 she whispered, '"

if— "'"
Evodia!

"— he drew her towardhim. "IsitpossibleI
—

mayI— dareIhope that youcould <-tiil love me, be my wife?
"

The yirl ra<\cd her It- ad andlookulstraight into his eyes.
'■ You may hop"if— "
liebfi,t and pvo-^cl her hand.
"If vhat. '■Wbeih'viL

' Omy lo\c —my only love— don'tmake
the coiul tio:1^ toohard!

"
"I— >"ly meant li yo-i 1ny >ne R.-Ilore you,"she whispered.Th< n.Irc-nibiii'g and blu->hirg, m:g turnedaway,coveringher facewith her hands.
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After a long and tedious illness her motherdied;and Evodiawould gladly havelain down beside her and stifled the aching pain
ather heart forever. Buther time hadnot come;she hadstill her
lonely old father toconsoleand care for. Thig she did bravely;andfor fouryears they leda peacefullife together, going outa little,
seeing a few intimate friends in a quiet, unpretentiousfashion, and
spending months at a time touring in Italyor wintering in the
Bouthof France.

Deeply grateful tohis daughter for her loveanddevotion, Mr.
Mayne was, nevertheless, most anxious that she should marry, and
frequently urgedher todo so."

WhenIamgone youwill be lonely anddesolate,Evodia."" ifon are not going yet, dearest," she would reply, smiling."You arehale andhearty ;and— andIam happieras 1am."'
But life,alas ! is uncertain, and when she least ezpeotedit, he

"was takenfrom her. His last illness was phort; his death 6udden,
andit waslong beforethe girl could realise thathe was gone.

Mr. Mayne had nowbeendead three weeks;and truly,as he
hadsaid,Evodia wasdesolate. All her oldsorrows soemed renewed
ahundredfold. There wasno onenow to consider, no necessity to
keepcheerful or speak brightly ;andshe brokedown completely
The verylife seemed takenout of her, andshe would sit for hours-
brooding over thepast— weeping, sighing, lamenting for the happi-
ness that shehad lost

The doctor who had attended Mr. Mayne in his last momenta.
alarmed at the girl's morbid grief and prostration, urgedher to see
her friends, andseek change of air andscene. Butshe only smiled
sadly, and shut herself up the more. Then,as she sat absorbed and
miserable,poor Laura came toher. and the story she toldroutedand
interestedher. Upon hearing that Edgar had spoken well of' her,
and hadadvised this woman to seek her help,she ehed many tears.
Then all at once her heart grew lighter ;a feelingof hope—

an
almost nameless expectation

—
took possession of her.
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"GET ON THE KOIL, YOUNG MAX;HET ON THE S^fL."
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