
Moreplaudits, more flowers, yet she heeds nothing but those
strangely familiareyes. Suddenly her mind flashes to her father's
portrait in the locket. Ah. that is the face she is so strongly
reminded of! GreatGod,how like! Can itbe? Butthe intensity
of the thought chases theblood fromher face, leaving it whitebb
marble.

Bowing to the loud-applauding house she disappears swiftly
behind the stage.'Come, Meredith,' excitedly whisperedMajorDenison;'Imust
see thatgirl atonce.'

Meredithgot up, and thetwo men made their wayout of the
hall. The coucerfc was but half over,and their departure excited
somenotice.

Outside the door theMajorpaused.
'Her name?' he asked anxiously. .'I forgot to look at the

programme.'
llt is Miss Rose Vestris. It maynot be her real name, you

know.'" Rose— did you say Rose? Why, that was the child's name,
Rose Agatha. Comequickly, Meredith,Ifeel itis she.'

Hastily they crossed to the back of the building. The atten-
dant shookher head when they inquired for Miss Vestris.

1Miss Vestris wasill,butshe would take up theircards.'
Ina few minutesshe returned saying Miss Vestris would see

them in themanager's room.
Rosie,still inher white dress, wasseatedina low chair when

the two gentlemen entered. With a visible effort she rose and
bowed.

Her pale face worean anxiouslook as she waited for them to
speak.

ButMajor Denison suddenly felt the delicacy of his task. It
wasnot so easy amatter ashe had thought toquestionagirl whom
he had nevermet before as to her parentage, and his friendfelt
equally uncomfortable.

However, theMajor at lastmustered up courage.
41crave your pardon, Miss Vestris, for thusintruding on you,

batIfeel compelled to put to youa few questions whichIam sure
youwillanswer frankly whenImakemyself known to you. lam
the Major Denison who has figured so conspicuously in the papers
lately.''

Yes?' said Rosie inquiringly. She was tremblingnow. The
thought that had been lurking doubtfully inher mindbecame at
these words almosta conviction. Weak withemotion she sank into
her chair.

"Youknow,'continuedtheMajor, 'thatlamtrying to findmy
wife and daughter. Your voiceis startlingly like my wife's, and
ColonelMeredithsays,andIcannothelpagreeing withhim, that you
bear astriking resemblance tomyself. We may beonly jumping at
wrong conclusions,of course,but youcan sec us right at once. Is
RoseVesttis your realname?'

The girl was so agitated that for a moment she could not
speak.'Idon't know,' she saidat length ina tremulous voice, 'butI
haveneverknownanother.'

1But you are not sure about it. You have a doubt as to its
reality?'

Rosie paused; then said quietly:'Iwill tell youhow it is. My mother died whenIwasbuta
tiny child. Her name was Madame Vestris Isometimes doubt
that thename washer real one. Iknowof no relative— no friend
evenof my parents. But oh!'

—
with a sudden change of manner

—
'if you think lam yourchild

—
andIfeel lamI— did you eversee

this V and with swift fingers she drew forth from her dress the
locket which hadbeen her mother's.

Atsight of ithe uttered anexclamation of recognition.'Why. itis thelocketIgaveIsabelbefore our marriage.'
Isabel!

' repeated Rosie. 'And your name, sir ?
'

she asked
excitedly.'Henry. "From Harry to Isabel

"
was inscribedon the back,

and inside
''

Isyourphotograph,' she paidslowly,disclosing theminiature.'How like,'criedColonelMeredith.
'Denison, youhave found

your daughter.''Thank God,'said Denisonreverently, ashe foldedthe weeping
Rosie to his breast and imparteda kiss on her brow.'But thebitter is mingled with the sweet,' Major Denison said
afterashort silence, during which father and daughter gazed on
each other withloving eves. 'Ihad hoped to find my Isabel also.
Child, tellme of her andof your own life. My poor little one,' he
added, tenderly stroking the dark hair, "

without a single friend,
whatmast your lothave been ?

'
The three sat down, and,her hand claspedin her father's,Rosie

related the circumstances of her mother's death, as she had been
told by tbe nuns and Mrs.Griffith. Her father wasdeeply shocked;
his tears flowed unrestrainedly Colonel Meredith was astonished
to hear that the unfortunatesinger whose sad end hadso attracted
his noticeat the time wasnone other than the wifeof his friend.
Ifhe hadonly knownit the child wouldnot have been friendless
alltheseyears.

Then Rosie told the simple story of her own life
—

how the
nunshad adopted and educated her

—
how Rev. Motherhad care-

fully kepteverything whichhadbelonged to her motherthatmight
be a help in discovering her relative— how she had now at her
lodgings thepacketof letters and her own littlegarments marked
1RosieD.'

4 RosieDenison,asIknownow,' she concludedhappily.
At thispoint the manager lookedin,butseeing tbe room still

occupied he told them not to disturb themselves, as he would
leaveorderswith theporternot to look thedoors tillthey left.'Oh,don't trouble yourself,sir,' said the Major, rising. "We
aregoing now,Meredith. Will youoalla cab ?

'
'
ButIhaven'c yet changedmydress,' exclaimedRosie. 'Well,

whatmatter,Ican puton my cloak overit.'
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Meredithhad the cab in waiting for them. At the Major's

request he accompanied them to Rosie's lodgings. Half an hourlater, withagrateful yetaching^ heart,Major Denison was looking
at thepacketof letters pennedby himself nearly-18 years before.The chainof proofs seemed complete as it-was,yet the morning's
post,in the shape of the Rev. Mother's letter,added still stronger
links. Shelittle thouarht thatßosie would have foundher fatherbeforethatletter reachedhim.

CHAPTER V.
Major Denison had no trouble,in proving legally for onaccount of his estatessuchproof was necessary—that Rome washisdaughter.

"
J .

Thepublic grew enthusiastic when toldthat the youngsinger
whohad made suchahitonher first appearance had turnedout tobe thechild so earnestlysought for. �,*..

"

Here was a romance in real life at last' Hundredsof senti-mental maidens enviedRoeie her good fortune, and wished.thatthey hadsoldier fathers come back fromthe savages to find themgrownintobeautiful, dark-eyedsirenft, withbewitohing voices,andtotake them away to apicturesque Welsh mansion, thereto liveasits mistress.
Inspiteof the laudatory comments whichher beautyand hervoiceexcited,Rosie wasveryhumble under her changed fortunes,

veryhappy too, as the Rev. Mother and Sister Angela knew,forfrom them shekept baok nothing.
They knew thatshe wasonly too glad to givenp thelifeof aprofessional singer, notwithstanding the brilliant future which"seemedinstore for her. She neverhadany real liking foi the life,butHerrScheren'epersuasions,and the necessity she wasunderofearninga livelihood,hadpointedit out as theone for whichnature

hadbest fittedher. And nowshehad givenitallup withalightheart, though Herr Scheren's disappointment pained her not alittle.
Poor man! Itwas a great blowtohim, yet not without itsconsolations,for he had sharedinRosie'srenown,andasthemaster

whohad trainedher hehadreceivedmuch favourablenoticein thePress, a fact which had determinedhim tosettledown in Londonand( take the ballat the hop,'touseacommonphrase,and,Imayadd,that hehadnever reasontoregret this change.
Rosie took kindly to her newsituation. She learned to loveher father tenderly, while his affection for her was apparent ineverylookand tone. Deprivedof loveduring thebest partof bismanhoodhe seemed to liveonitentirelynow.
Itwasbutnaturalthat Rosieshouldhavemany suitorsforherhand
—

she wasabeautifulheiress— butnonesucceededin touching
her heart. Sometimes she wonderedat this herself,and oneday it
flashedonher that she hadnoheart togive

—
thatit wasin her oldhome in the keeping of St. Angela for One who wouldsome day

claim it. This conviction grewonher daily. Her father noticed
her new-borngravity and gently inquired its canse. Hesitatingly
she told him. His face blanched as he listened, and a look ofintense sadness crept into his eyes. Buthe was a true Catholic,
and bade her go andfind out God's Will. So she baredher heart toGod's minister, whoclearly saw that to her was given the Bpeoial
graceofacall to the religious life.

And she had thought that she would neverbeanun1 But
thatwas before she had been tried— whenthere would havebeenno
sacrifice to make. Now she had to sacrifice her father. Her poor
father! How shouldshe leavehim 7 Thenshe pictured toherself
the delight ofRev. Mother whensheshouldhear thenews.

To Major Denison it was sorrowful news, but he bore it
like aChristian anda soldier. The sacrifice which God demanded
he made with fortitude,nor thought Him hard to take awaywhat
He had so lately given. Heoften visits the convent, which is now
in very truth his daughter's home, and when at Benediction he
hears her glorious voice fill the chapelhe feels thatGodhas been
good to him, and with a grateful heart inwardly joiua in the'

Laudate.'
—

Catholic Fireside.

CURIOUS OLD CUSTOM.

InBelfastthere wasuntilquiterecently acurious oldcustomdating
from quite twocenturies ago. In the town there are twohalls for
selling linen,one of whichis nowused as offlceß, eto. This one is
the Linen Hallproper,orWhite LinenHali,inwhich thelinen used
tobe soldunbleached,%hile bleachedlinenwassent to the former.
A verylong timeago somepatrioticmanendowed thia BrownLinenHall,so thatitcannot be sold;and it wasstipulatedthata market
was tobe heldevery Friday. But whencompanies took up selling
thelinen,no onecame to theoldhall, so that it is nowno longer ofany use. Regularly, however, everyFriday morning an old man
openedthe gates andput asingle bale of unbleached linen up to
auction. Itwasalways the same oldman, the linen wasalways thesamebale,the time always the same, butnoone ever came to bay,
andvery fewpeopleknewabout it.
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MR.P. LUNDON,Phoßnix Chambers, Wanganui, is stillbuaj
Iputting people on the soil. He has also hotels in town and
ooixntry For Sale and To Lease Write to him.— /.

London Dental Institute.— £looo has been depositedby
the principal with the Bank of Australasia at Dunedin as m
guaranteeof our worth. See advertisements. Complete sets from
£3 3s;gas,2s 6d;extractions, 2s 6d and Is. Absolutelypainless
All work guaranteed 10 years. Money refunded if not found
satisfactory.— m
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