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] 1‘ Milly, Milly, don't !’ pleaded the mother despair-
mgly. )

* You won't mind hearing it now,’ continued the sick
hirl. ‘ Long agh, when I was a child, I used to steal
off to the httle chapel at home—St. Margaret’s, I
knew that father would be angry, he used to say such
dreadful things about Catholics, so I never told. It
was so beautiful, mother—the lights, the flowers, the
musiz, the Little boys in their red and white ,owns, the
priest i+  his shining robes! Once [ saw old Aunt
Norine knecling near the altar, and I stole up vo her ;
she rattad my curly head and made me kreel dawn at
her side.  Then sha took me home with her, and gave
me ¢h>r:ies {rom the tree that shaded her porch. Oh,
what a beautiful porch 1t was, with the red roses climhb-
mg over its white pulars, and the cool breeze blowing
up from the river helow,’

And the speaker sank back ameong her pillows with a
long, wistiul sigh

the mother set her sirong lips tegeller in a  hard,
thin Ime. She eould have cricd out m her pain as Milly
spoke.  The told porch, the old home, the beautiful,
blessed life that had fwen hers in the lens agp, for which
her child was hungermg, body and sout © Al night
long the memory llnjgered, risimg like the desert mirage
before tho dying traveller's despairing eyes. Al night
long, while Milly Lossed restlessly in delirium, raving of
flowiny  waters amd waving trees, the sword secmed
turning in the mother's heart.

The lamp mmuined low in the close hitile chamber
ihe hoarse cries of drenken revellers came from  the
streett below. 1In the strange, dead hour 1hat follows
midnight, Milly, started up, panting and wide-eyed,
struggling for breath.

“1 am afraid,” came the prteous, gasping cry—' T am
afraid %o go out in the darhness ! Help me, mother—
help me—to die !’

And then, at {asi, BMarian Morton called her Little
boy from his wreiched pallet and Bade hum go find a
priest,

Father Maurice came at once—a white-haired old
man, with kind. dim: eyes and gentle voice

My child 15 dying !’ was the greeting of the hap-
gard woman who mel him at the threshold. It g
God’s just jedgment on  me I have robbed her  of
faith, of hope, ol beaven. She 1s dying unbhaptised '

* May God forgive you, my daughier '’ was the
pitying answer , and Father Maurice stepped io the hed
where the dymg girl lay strugeling in fear aml agony,
took her ey band, nnd whispered woids of combort anl
hope. £
In a Little while the walers of remeneration  were
poured upomr Mitly's pale brew |, aml whon the grey dawn
irembled in the narrow window, the voung woul went
forth, spotless in (s baptismal innocence, into the radi-
ance of Iflernal Light.

111,

tive davs later a crushed and huntblod pemiieni knelt
hefore Father Mauriee's ajtar Penmitess,  homeless,
heart-bhroken Manan  Morton bowed at last in sorrow
antt suboussion at  the feel of her God

Her Little household goods had heen taken hy  her
creditors |, her boys were 1o go lo the asylum on the
morrow ; Mully tav, her weaty hands  foldwd on her
breast, in a nameless grave ; yet for the first time
long, Wtter years her molher’s prowd, restless  heart
was at peace

The * Stations  had heen the penamee fitly nnpoesod
by  her confessor, and. with lunl Noiine's praver-
boolk—ihat had been cast oul from the burcau drawer
when her furmiture  was sevd—Marian Morton preparocd
ta mahke the Way of the Cross.

The tarmished clasp of the cld pravei-hook was stiff
with rust , butl, once unfastened, the pages, sludl stamed
with Aunt Norine's tears, feil open al a {ouch. Pressed
close within the vellow leaves, as if marking the old
laxly’s favorite devoton, was a folded sheel of paper

' My beloved nicce and  coddavehtier, Maran Morton,'
were bhie words that startodd oul befere the maurner's
tear-dinnmed eves . bunging with them itfer, remorse-
ful memvortes ©fF that summier eiening long awn when the
old prayerfweeh had been flunz aside, wnopencd, searned,
all jts lessons of farth amd hope and love forgntien.

Womnleving, she read on, even thete at the feol of
the altar, bewnldervd, confused, breathless What «did
they mean, these cramped lines, withessed, altesiedd,
signed the week hefare Aunt Notine's death ?

That by tis late deed of mfl the old home was
hers ; that pordh anmd roses. frees and rver, all  that
her dying child had craved, all that would have ginven
health and life, had been withm her Told, her touch
these lowg, eruel years; -that all that the paslor of
St. Margarel’s held 1in arust, this yellowing bit ot
paper nvade her own.  And Milly, whose childlike {ouch
had woftened the old woman's heart—Milly had  dod

parcing for cool waters, pining for the breeze and bloomt
held in the old prayer-book’s rusting clasp,

Gasping and panting, the wretched mother started
to her feet in remorsetul agony., But aisle amd pillar
seemad 1o reel around her, and she fell fainting  amd

senseless, Aunt Norine's legacy clasped at last in  her
icy hand.
-

A gentie, white-haired woman sits on the rose-wrea-
thed porch, and listens to the rippling flow of the wil-
low-girdled river. The shoul of her happy hoys comes
o meadow and stream, and the wide halls of Aunt
Norine's old home echo with song and music and laugh-
ter. Life s still full of duly and love to the mis-
tress of ihe great house, whose doors are open to the
needy, the sorrowful, the sinful of every rank and age
aml race,

But one spot  on Mrs.  Morton's wide beawtiful
grounds  is kept sacred from all intrusion. A high
trellis covered by clambering roses guards its approach.
And far down by the river-shore the drooping willows
sweep & spotless pedestal, on which a slender marble
figure is poised as if for upward flight. The inscrip-
tion helow reads simply :

Milly,
Who Died August 4, 18—,
Mea Maxima Culpa.

And the low ripple of the river scems always to
echo the pemitent words that are the burden of Marian
Morton's prayer by night and day : Mea Culpa, mea
culpa, mea nraxima culpa '.—° Ave Maria.’ o
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ENGLAND ~Father David Fieming

The Ceneral of the Franciscans has received a com-
munieation from {le IHoly Faiher to the ciiect, that the
Very Rev. Fatlier David Flenumg, although absent from
Home for the time bemyg, 15 sull lo remain, by  the
oy Father's special wish, a Consulior of the Holy
Oigee.  The loly Ollice 15 the must unportant of the
Roman Congregations, the president of whick 15 the
Holy Father humsell.

Catholic Successes at Oxford

Mr. Cyrid Martindale, S J., of Pope's Iall, Oxfond,
has cempleted his triumphant career at the Unnversity
by securing a first class m the Final Classical School.
The honots oblainedd by Mi. Maitindale (who 13 an old
Parrow toy, and a comvert 1o the Catlholic Church)
lncluke o fir-t class n Moderatioms and * Greats,” the
Hertford amd Craven C(lassical Scholarships, the Chan-
cellor’s Lalin Verse tiwe, and the Garsford Prize  for
Greek Verse, Otbher Cathohe suctesses at the final exani-
nations mclude secomd classes wn * Greats ' obtaimsd by
Mr Butler, 5 J , and Mr. Devas, of Corpus (sow of bhe
well hrown writer on political ecomomy), and  second
clagses L Moders lhstory obtamed by Nr. Nolan, of
New Colloge, and Mr. B, Newll, of Iunter Blair's Flail.

FRANCE —Reaping the Whirlwind

The French Repuhhie {(writes & Paris correspondent)
15 reapiny the whirlwind which 1t has sown in education-
al matters. In ils cfforts to ‘ emancipate ’ the young
from all religious inthzences, it bas expelled those nat-.
ural ctueationalists, the Religlous Congregations, ‘from
the sclinols, amnd has replaced them by men whose prin-
ciples and methods coubd never be too * advanced.’ The
resull 15 that the Fremeh schooimaster has become a
byword. s ¢ sovialistic’ and “internationalistic ’ ten-
dencres aml the way in which he rontempluously brushes
astde the past and abuses Lhe tloties of France have
been giving a good «deal of troude, not only to par-
ents, but {o the educational authordies a5 well The
Mimistere de Uinstroction Publige lias harl Lo intervens
i the matler of the Schoolmaslers'  Association  of
Brittany, to address sosere rempnsirances o some of
the members, amd to  dismiss thers.  And the ten-
deney moliceble  1n Boiltany ® maling 1tsell felt in
other patrts of Franee as well. M. Rouvier’'s Cabmet
1 endeavoring {o connterach as muech as possible the
effect of the unwise encouragemert given to these pec-
ple by B Comies, hut the fight '1s Jikely to be a long
gne _and g scandalows one  One of {he first steps of
M Ronager has bieent fo prohibit tie use in the schogls of
a ‘Manual of Mistory ' by Profcisor Herve, who ig an
advanced Soclalist, and who male himself famous by
his propaganda against what he calls * the fetish of
fatherlamd.’
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