
If you had asked anybody in Deepdean who was theone indispensable person in the little parish, he or she
would ha\e answered immediately: 'Mrs. Pennywell.'
Mrs. Pennywell was the only 'character ' worth while,
they would have told you, and although her fhstcousm
Father De\ine, who w«.s pastor of the church of St.Michael, called her

'
Mrs. Pennywise,' half-jokingly, it

was well tor him that she was true to the name hegave
her so facetiously. She was not

'
pound-foolisii' either ;as careful with the none too plentiful resources of therectory as it1 they had been her own— more careful, in

fact.
She had been old Father Devine's housekeeper for

eighteen years. Some said that in her girlhood and
early womanhoodgreat trouble had been her portion, and
it was known that her two children were buried side by
"ide in the 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 nnore than one
lusty little fellow owed his life to her knowledge and her
care.

She did not set aside the older folks— "but her ten-
derness seemed all for the children, and there was no
waif too poor to claim that tenderness, let his creedor
color be what it might. Father Devine ralliedher more
than once on her

'
young army,' and she gave him word

for word, merrily and otten wittily.'
What a mother Susan Pennywell would be,' said

people often.
'

What a pity her children were not spar-
ed to her.'

A strange light shone m Ihe honest gray eyes whenshe heard tnis— not sorrow, rather the light of purpose
and earnestness. They did not know how cheeifully and
with what motive Susan Pennywell had laid her chil-
dren side by side in the grave when the epidemic swept
through the town a score of years before

The C-atholic church at Deepdean was a model of
cleanliness, in which fact Mrs. Pennywell seemed to take
a satisfaction amounting to pride. Often, when she
was sitting in the back porch of the priest's cottage,
she would lay aside her knitting or her sewing to

'run
over ' to the church for a look around, to see that no-
thing was awiy. And generally nothing was. A \il-
lager or two, perhaps, would be kneeling foi a few bncf
moments befoie the tabernacle, for Father Devine kept
the little church open, that, those wno so desired might
rest fiom the world's care a little while and conveisc
with God.

It happened one Maich afternoon that Mrs Penny-
well had vist taken from the oven one oi the fine'
batches

'
of home-made biscuits which stamped her, m

her opinion and that of her neighbors, the finest 'baker
in the town She set the brown rolls on the table to
cool, and surveyed them with silent satisfaction, her
hands on her hips. Drawn perhaps by the savmy odor—
Father Domic was as bad as one of her

'
young army

on baking-day— the priest appeared suddenly from the
dining-room

'I'll take h% biscuit for my supper, Susan Penny-
well,' he announced, chuckling.'

And be< telling me what a fool lam to give you
such things to-moirow,' she said, half-laughmg. ' At
your age, Cousin Luke, I'd be ashamed to ask for hot
bread.'

1I've been eating yours a good many years now,' he
answered. '

And I'm pretty sound
''

Did you go to see Mis Daly ? ' asked Susan, irre-
levantly.'

I'did— the poor soul She won't be living much
longer.''

And little Joe * '
The priest smiled'

We'll do something for little Joe, Ru<>an,' he said.
Then looking back as he left the room, he added, qui/-
7ically. 'On one condition. hot biscuits

— '
Susan nodded. Then she slipped her apron off and

put on her hat'
God make iti easy for the poor thing,' she said

under her breath.
'The poor thing !

'
Something cho-

ked her.
'
Poor thing, poor thing ' '

She knelt befoTe the tabernacle, her kind heart sore
for the woman who was dying, and for the little foui-
vear-old boy who was being left motherless-, an-d worse
than fatherless. A shadow lay heavy on her forehead,
and the lines about her mouth were set more deeply as
she rose. Pas^slng through the church, she noticed a
man bending half o\er the top of the pew in front of

him, hi« gray head hidden in his hands. He did notlook up he tiid not hear her. The attitude of the bodywas that of a man exhausted either by fatigue or men-tal distress. When Mrs. Pennywell reached the door sheturned, looking over the lounging figure with disapprov-
ing eyes. cv

'He don't belong to Deepdean,' she thought. ' Some
umlcome in to sleep in the quietness of God's house.'She hesitated— then shook her head and went back to thecottage.

Jiul, although she had much lo do, and althoughshetried very hard, she could not get the memory of thatt)ovu.d head and drinking figure irorn her thoughts.Perhaps he was hungry,' she imagined.
'

Queer ifan ordinary tramp would come into St. Michael's. Andii lie wanted to sleep, why didn't ne stretch himselfouton one of the benches
— '

Father Umine was sitting down to supper when wordcame that Mrs. Daly was dead. Susan Pennywell look-ed at her cousin with gloomy eyes.'
There's some strange feeling hanging overme,Luke, she said.

'
I'll g0 down and bring little Joebac* with me. There was a poor old soul in churchto-day who I thought was a tramp, an<l it seems to menow as if Iought to have spoken to him. Idon'tknow why Ifeel this strange. If he's there when yougo o.cr to lock the door after supper, ask him if youcan do anything for him. He's tormenting me, some-how.'

° '
v,! Vthv' Susan you're getting fanciful,' said*«iUiei De.iue,. '

Dan t be letting such things bother'
I'd hate to ha\e a creature hungry near me,' saidSusan '

I— l was hungry mysell— once— before you—.lhats past, Luke, but Ican't forget it.'Father Luke frowned.' (io'id gracious, woman, you talk as if Iweren't inyour debt a thousand times o\ er ' Susan Pennywell isthe strong right aim of this parish. I'd like to knowwhat I—'
Bit Susan was gone, and Father Devine left to finishhis sentence to his untasted supper. He frowned por-tentously several times— Susan's allusions to the earlyyears of her unhappy life always disturbed him.She went down to Mrs Daly's, wheie the neighborswere already engaged m the last kindLy offices they coulderne Ihe dead woman There was nothing for her to doso j.he staved only a few minutes, and bundling up thefrightened four-ydar-iold child, she took him in her strongarms, comforting him with promises of the good things

that wete to he his when he reached Father Devine'shouse Her v.ay led past the church, and here shepaused. The priest had not yet come to lock it up andthe lights £ lOrn the two tiny lamps in the wall brackets'hone dimly through the gloom'
We'll go into the church, Joe,' she said tenderly

And well say a prayer that God may be good to poormamma, dear Remember, if you pray hard andaA (rod with gteat love, lie will listen to you '
Th« little child nodded several times, and holding herhawi, he walked fearlessly up to the plain woodenaltar-lailing Susan peered about her anxiously, but shecould .see nothing, and she bicathed a quick sigh of re-lief She was glaS that the man had disappeared Shesaid the 'De Piofuntiis/ and whispered the '

EternalRest
'

1o the little fellow, making him reoeat it afterher, and then she bade him asic the Loid to be mercifulto his mother and take her straight to hea\en
Whifoh she has desened, God knows,' thought thegood soul, as she left the altar-rail with the chiiy 'Ifsuffering can cam it

'
And then her eves, sharper now than when she hadentered, saw an indistinct something in the corner of thepew nearest, the door She stopped.
-What are you doing here?' she asked, sharply.Who are you ?

'
The figuie did not move'Come, come ' ' she said, more sharply still, al-though there was a tremor in her voice. 'Come' wakeup ' 'What is the matter with you *> ' '
She was a bra\e woman indeed— she entered the pew—the child following. The man leaned forward andgrasped at her dress, turning his head painfully.'
It's Susan,' he said. '

Suisan— and little Jem.Ah, Susan, don't be hard on a dying man
—

don't be.'
Something in the ashen face made her blood run cold.Her hand slipped from his shoulder, and she fell intothe seat with a groan.
1John Pennywell !

'
she said.*

He tried to see her face, but he could not He
p-ras-r-ed the back of the pew in front of him, his eyes
straining pitifully towaid her. Her hands coAered herface in the pain, the shock of that recognition. At lastshe drew them away and rose to her feet.
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