Y'hursday, November 10, 1904,

NEW ZEALAND TABLET 23

‘The Stgrytellef

AN ATLANTIC EPISODE

It was e st ocean voyage of mother and daughter
and Miss Waldion, aged twenty-five, found 1L no  whit
harder to restram  her exceilement than Mrs. waldron,
sevelileen yeals her semior.  ‘lhus trip to ldurope nadl
been  the dream of hoth their lives, and the expenses
thercof had becn saved by many sacrifices.  Indeed, ey
had not dared to let thewr dream come true too  soan,
but tor a friend with intflucnee m high places, who  as-
sured the Wald-ons that Matilda wouid, withoul doubti,
secure a speedy promotion from grammar school {o high
school teacher 11, 1o addivion ip certain special courses
which she had been taking during the past few vgars,
she would spend her summer vacation in studious visits
to uropean educalional centres.

As datida would not go without her mother, Papa
Waldron had magranimousty offercd to close the litile
house 1n the Thghiands and boaid n town with Auni
Maria during the ten weeks’ absence of his wife and daugh-
ter,  So, wilh his urgency, and all scruples dissipated
by the prospect of speedily betiered fortunes, mother
and daughter fared forth hhke lwo children on 3 holiday.
As a family the Waldrons  wete singulally unworldly,
with kindily hearls to cvery creature, and unexpectant of
any measure save that whuh they would mete.

The intending trasvellers had talked thewr trip over
many tuues, and piepared themselves for the pleasant
things which might happen. They had icsolved to be
$0 ‘ natural ’ ihat 1he ot penetrating would not sus-
pect how awfully new and strange were (he beoad
ocean and the Iuxuries of o fiist-class passage.  DBul
after papa had left thewm, with a lottle of champagne
discrectly covered with fiesh fruit o ithe bottom of a
baskel, as a preservalive against scasichness, and they
had sent back to mm a loving letler from Misol’s Light,
they soon hegan io jealise 1hat theiwr actual or possible
expericnees were of no moment to the gay and siylish
family groups and parties of triends who crowded the
decks ol the * Celumbia.’

Two slight, snepiy dressed and timid womep whose
strastened circumstances and unfanmibarity with the
ways of the world * stood oul all prver them,’ as a rich
and slangy girl who vouchsafed 1hem a passing glance,
phrased 1t, were more than Lilkely lo be lelt severcly fo
themselves | though VMatilda would resign with aanculty
some dreamis too voung for her years, ol pleasant [ricnd-
ships made an shiphoard, and a more mleresting log-
book for her father than the record of mere rounds  of
meals aud dech promenades, the oceasional sighting of a
steamer, and the entertamment for the Sailors’ Orphang’
Home, on ihe second last evening out

I hey were Lingering 1a the dehight of a glornous sunset,
after most of their fellew-passengers had cone down to
dinner, when Matilda noticed an clderly and infirm-look-
ing man sittimg quite alone, a few vards away irom
them, and gasang absently out 1o sea She atiracted
her mother s attention. ' Poor old gentleman ! He
seems to be of as little account as ourselves among all
these rich pecple,” she said softly, fand he certainly
does not Jook fit 1o travel alone.’

The mother echoed her daughter's compassionate sigh,
“ But he might resent our sympathy,” she sad, with
characieristic dithdence. So, for delicacy, they went by
on  Lhc other side.

But the followinz moreing, as lhey were {aking a
turn on deck before breakfast, they saw him again, in
ihe same place, and i lhe same dejected attitude They
Iingered tins fime with sympathetic eyes on the old man,
who secmed oblivious to all about Inm.

* You speak 1o hun, Matiuda,’ urged Mrs. Waldron.

¢ O, mother, you know best what to say.’

* There, iike a gocd girt ' Young people can do any-
thing." And thus adiured, Mathilda crossed the deck.

‘Good mormng, str,’ she said, genlly. ‘1i you are
alone, as we @ve, perhaps we mighttall go down 1o
breakfast togelher,)’

He turned quickly.
deep-sunken eves ?

*I will be"bad company ; 1 am rather hard of hear-
ing,” he answered, ' and nonc too well, bat—if I dor'i
bore you—’

* Nonsense ' *  exelaimed  the voung weman, cheer-
fully. *We also are strangevs in this crowd, and we’ll
be delighted to have you with us.” Then, * let me pre-
sent my mother, Mrs. Waldron.’

His bow was perfect 1 its old-Tashiondd courtesy.
¢ Mr. Maloney,’” he responded to the unspoken auestion.
In the saloon, the head waiter assipned {hese three ob-
scure people who wished henceforth to sit together to
the end of a tar fable; and hetween her kindly atten-
tions to thc Igrely old invalid, and the satisfaction of

Were there tears in his dim and

her own healthy appetite, Miss Waldron epjoyed  the
distant ginnpses of  elegant people at tables adorned
with ae costly flotal oflerings of the friends who had
seen Lhoa off

On 1he scven succecding days she devoted herself
whole-heariedly 1o the entertamment of their nfirm
feltow-{iraveller, giving him her stiong young arm as he
<lowly paced 1he deck with her, reading, betusics, 1o
Lhiny and ber motlher irom sowe amusing booh, and anon,
doverting his mind with stories ol her llebrew and Daltan
school children, now an the most intetesting phase ol
thenr ek anlo Alclicals, Somclimes, too, becanse
he was o0 sypipatietic, she would talk to um of  the
pulpose ol ler Liip, aud her bwpe soon to wake e
caster for her tather,

ile toid the Waldrens he would leave them at (Queens-
town  No one would meet him there. e meant 1o
take his relatives by surprise, he added. A sad  sur-
pose, thought the kindly woman, to those who  lhad
Lnown tim n happy days.

‘They wete on deck at six o'clock io bid him fare-
well anl enjoy their firsy sight of the "heautiful lrish
shoies.,

ths eyes were misty as he pressed ihe hands  of
mother and daughier at parting.

“You'll never lack the friend in need, my child,” he
sald 1o Matilda ; and she reverentiy bent her pgraceful
head at his feivent ' Ged bless you ! ?

When the tug was beyond their farcwell signals, she
reached for the card he had shpped into her mother’s
hands.

©Mro Alichacl Malcney,” she read, adding @ ¢ Just a
roor iond old Inshman gomg home to die.’

S 1guessed that from. the first,” rejoined {he mother,
* but he must have been a long time in America ; for he
has no acecht, and seems laminar with every part  of
e country s time 18 shott, I fear, but you can
llve the salisfasticn of baowing that you brightened a
lonely week for him.'

In the subsequent excitement of travel and study,
he conscientions ellorl to make every moment and every
penuy yield their utnost to the ambitious young teacher,
the sad old relurming exile was forgotten,

September saw  the travellers at home again, with
role-hooks and memories erammed and strength renewed.
But, atas ' louds are wont to folow fast on  hie's
gleams of sunshine, and they found the husband and
tulher setiously 11, of a disease which lor many months
demanded wiuemtiing care and expensive modical treat-
ment  The promise of ihe infiuential ziend failed thew,
and {he coveted promotien weni 1o a yvoung lady who
boasted among her mtimates that she had pno need to
worh tor her  living, her schiool meant just pocket
mouey ! Oh, for the ease with which good foriune 1s
bettcreg !

Giten dupng the hard and ansicus winter following,
Matilda and her molher sighed lor the 500 dollars seo
rechlessty lost, as 1t now seemed, in that loo confident-
ly venlured frip to Lurope.

the balmy June days had come before DMr. Waldron's
danger was past, but the physrcians protested againsi
s resuming work without a few months’ change of aiwn.

*Poor papa never fad a vacalion i s life,” sighed
Matilda, 'and lto think of his toilimg i the city  all
last sumuner lohg while we were off on that unlucky
trin.’

IThewr small  savings had leng ago been exhausted.
The younrg leacher's salary was always spent hefore it
was eatned . and there were debts—a trouble unknown
belote.

The comalescent was <ad and listless He was ten
years older than his wile, and nearly thirty years  of
monotonnis and poerly pawd elerical work had fold on
hin Ararnst s unseifish wiull, he craved ihe change
whi 11 would be hard i{o hring about.

CWe might Taise something on the house,’ suggested
Ars Waldren, 1n a conference on ways and means with
her daughter  We must get enough to pay off our «..\e
debls and  make your Iather comiortable at Crescent
Bicach for fhe symmer.)’

The tinkle of the hell broke on their planping and
Malilda roze to answer it.

Tier parents, silting in the long twilight, wondered at
her delay.  The front doov closed af last on the de-
parting caller and Matilda retuined to the dining-room
and Ut the lamp.

¢ Kead +1." she spid, extending a paper to her mother.
Her eyes shone but her voice Lrembled.

It was an excerpt from the will of the Tate Michael
Maloney, of Cork, licland, hequenathing to Miss Malilda
Wald on, of FPosten, 200 shares of stock in the OV,
Railroad, a total of 20,000 dellars at 6 per cent. * in re-
membrance of her hindness to an old and uninteresting
slranger, and to help her carry out her plans for the
comfort of ler father in his dechning years.’

“ The gentleman who just called, and who will  re-
turn to meet you both to-merrow, is the lawyer in
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