Thursday, June 15, 1905

NEW ZEALAND TABLET 23

The Storytelier

FOR THE SAKE OF A SOUL

If you had asked anybody in Decpdean who was the
one indispensable person n the little parish, he or she
would hate answered immediately : - Mrs., Pennywell.’
Mrs. Pennywell was the only - characler ' worth while,
they would have told you, and although her first cousin
Favher Devine, who was pastor of the church of St
Michael, called her ¢ Mrs. Dennywise,’ half-jokingly, it
was well for him that she was true to the name he gave
her so facetiously. She was not * pound-foolisiy’ either ;
as careful with the none too plentiful resources of the
rectory as if they bad been her own—more careful, in
fact.

She had been old Father Devine's housekeeper for
eiphteen years. Some saild that 1n her girlhood and
early womanhood great trouble had been her portion, and
it was known that her two children were buried side by
side i #be little churchyard, She never spoke of them
to any one. But if a child were ill or neglected Susan
Pennywell’s ready hands were there, and her sharp ton-
gue also. She was a born nurse, and mwore than one
Iusty Little fellow owed his life ig her hnowledge and her
care.

She did not <et aside the older folks—bui her ten-
derness seemed all for the children, and there was no
waif too poor 1o claiim that tenderness, let his creed or
color be what it mught. Father Devine rallied her inore
than once on her * young army,’ and she gave himy werd
for word, mernly and otten witlly. .

‘What a mather Susan Pennywell would be,’ said
people often. ‘ What a pity her children were not spar-
ed to her.

A strange light shone in The honest gray eves when
she heard tnis—not sorrow, rather the hight of purpose
and earnestness. They did noi know how cheerfully and
with what motive Susan Penaywell had laid her c<hil-
dren side by sude in the grave when the epidemie pwept
through the town a score of years hefore

The Catholic church  at Deepdean was a moedel  of
cleanliness, 1n which fact Mrs. Pennywell seemed to tahe
a satisfaction  amounting to pride. Oftcn, when  she
was sitting in the back porch of the priest's cottage,
sha would lay aside her hnitting or her sewing to *run
over ' to the church ifor a lool around, {o sce that no-
thing was  awry. And generally nothing was, A vil-
lager or two, perhaps, would he hneching for a few bref
moments helote the tabernacle, for ¥ather Devine hept
the Little church open, that those wno so desired nught
rest from the world’s care o Little while and conseise
with God.

It happened one Maich afternoon thal Mrs  Penny-
well had st taken [rom the oven one o1 the  fine
“halches ' of home-made biscurls which stamped her,
her opimion and that of her neighbors, the finest ‘haher’
in the town  She set the hrown rolis on the 1able 1o
cool, and surieyed them with silent satisfaction, her
hands on her hups.  Drawn perhaps by the savoery edor—
Father Devine was as bad as one of her ' voung armv
on baking-day-—the priest appeared suddenly from  the
dimng-room

“T'll tahe HEE biscust for my supper, Susan
weil,” he announeed, chuckirne.

“And b telling me what 2 ool T am 1o give  Tou
such things to-moirow,” she said, hali-laughing. CAl
your age, Coustn Luhe, T'd be ashamed (o ask for hot
hread.’

“I'e heen caling yours a good many years now,’ he

Penny-

answered.  * And I'm preity sound * )
‘Did you go fo see Mrs Daly ?° ashed Susan, irre-
levantly.
*1 dig—1ihe poor soul She won't be lining much
longer.’

CAnd litile Joe 7’

The priest smiled

fWe'll do somethine for Tiitle Joe, Susan,’ he said.
Then looking hack as he left the room, he adaed, quis-
rically. * On one coendition . hot hiscuits—'

Snsan nodded.  Then she shipped her apron off and
put on her hat

‘ God make it easv for the poor thing,' she said
under her breath. * The poor thing '’ Something cho-
ked her. * PPoor thing, poor thing '’

She knelt bhefore the {abernacle, her kind heart sore
for the woman who was dyving, and for the Iittle four-
vear-olit bov who was heing left motherless. and worse
than fatherless. A shadow lay keavy on her iorchead,
and 1he lines alont her mouth were set more deeplv as
she rtose. Passing through the church, she noticed a
ruan bending half over the top of the pew in front of

him, his gray head hidden in his hands. He did not
look up, he did not heat her. The attifude of the body
was that of a man exhausted either by fatigue or men-
tal distress. When Mrs. Pennywell reached the doogr she
turned, looking over the lounging figure with disapprov-
ing eyes.

‘e don't belong to Deopdean,” she thought. ¢ Some
tramp come in to sleep in the quictuess of God's hause.’
She hesitated—then shook her head and went back to the
cottage.

_ but, aithough she had much 1o do, and although she
tried very hard, she could not get the memory of that
bowid head and <hrinsang hgure trom her thoughts.

‘Perhaps he was hungrv,’ she imagined. ¢ Quecr if
an ordinary tramp would come mto St. Michael’'s. And
I he wanted to sleep, why didn't ne stretch himself out
on one of Lhe benches—*

Father Devine was sibling down to supper when word
came that Mrs. Daly was dead. Susan Pennywell look-
ed at ]'mr cousin with gloomy eyes.

"%‘.mre’s some  vtrange feeling hanging over me,
Luke, she said, *I'll  go down and bring little Joa
bach with me. There Was a poor old soul in church
to-day who I thought was a tramp, and it seems to me
now as if [ ought to have spoken to him. T don't
hnow why [ fecl this strange. If he's there when you
20 oJer to lock the door after supper, ask him if you
;;an do anything for him. He's tormenting me, some-

ow.'

_ “Why, Susan woman, you're getting fanciful,”  said
Falher De.ipe,.

: ‘Dont be leléing suck things  bother

Y )—
“I'd hale to have a creature hungry near me,’' said
Susan ‘-1 was  hungry myscli—once—before you—.

That's past, T.uke, bhut 1 can't forget it

Father Luke frowned.

“Gond gracioms, woman, you talk as if I weren't in
Your debt a thousand times over! Susan Pennywell is
the strong right a:ri of {his parish. I'd like to know
what I—'

Bat Susan was gone, and Father Devine left o finish
s sentence to his untasted supper. He frowned por-
tentously seieral times—Susan’s ailusions to the early
years of her unhappy hife alwavs disturbed him.

she went down to Mrs Daly’s, whele the neighbors
were already engaged n the last kindly offices they could
aive the dead woman  There was nothing for her to do,
so <he staved only a few minutes. and bundling up the
friightened four-year-old child, she tool Lim in her strong
arws, comforting lim with promises of the gopd things
that were to Le s when he reached Father Devine’s
ronse  IHer way  led past the church, and here she
paused.  The priest had not vet come to lock it up, and
the Iights from the two Liny lamps 1n the wall brackets
“hone dimly through the gloom

“We'll o indo the church, Joe,” she said tenderly,
And well say a praver that (God may be good to poor
manima, dear  Remember. 1f you pray sery hard and
a-h Crod with greut Tove, Tle will histen to vou.'

The little ciuld nodded several times, and -holding her
hamd, he walked fearlesslv up to the plain wooden altar-
tailing  Susan  peered about her anxiously, but she
eruld ser nothing. and she hieathed a quicR sigh of re-
liel She was gladl 1hat the man had disappeared. She
said the “ De  rofuniis,” and whispered the * Iiternal
Rest ” 1o the hittie fellow, mahing him reneat it after
her, and then she hade him asi the Lotd to be merciful
in his mother and {ake her straight to heasen

Whith she has deserved, (iod knows. thought  the
good soul, as she left the altar-rail with the child, ‘If
snifering can carn 1’

And then her eves, sharper now ihan when she had
entered, sgw an jndistinet somelhing 1n the corner of the
rew nearcvt the door  She stopped.

“What are vou  doing here 7' she asked, sharply.
‘Who are you '

The figuie ¢id nol move

*Come, come !’ she said, more sharply  still, al-
Though Lhere was a lremor 1n her voice. * Come, wake
up ' ‘What is the matter with vou?’

She was a brave woman indeed—she entered the pew
—~the cluld  following. The man leaned forward and
grasped at her dress, turning his head painfully.

“Tt's  Susan,” he said. ¢ Susan—and  Iit{le Jem.
Al, Susan, don’t be hard on a dving man—don't be.’

Sometinng 1n the ashen face made lLier blood run cold,
Fler bhand siipped from his sheuider, and she fell into
the seat with a groan.

*John Pennywell ! ' she said.

*

He tried to see her  face, but he could nat He
rrasred the hack of the pew 1n front of him, his eves
straimng pitifully toward her. Eer hands covered her
face in the pain, the shock of that recognition. At lasy
she drew them away and rose {o her Ieet,
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