. Thursday, April 25, 1907

NEW ZEALAND TABLET . 5

‘I do not know--poor Bliss Erminie, they aall her,
But I saw npothing poor. aboul her, Her place is as
antiguated as herself, but it has ils charms and is irre-
proachably neat.’ ) .

¢ Poor Miss Erminie ! * repeated Mr. Ledyard.
Severne looked up quickly, wondering if his ears de-
ceived him. Was there not an odd nole in his em-
plover’s voice—a graling harshmess ¢ * Some typicol,
countryish old maid, I'll Le boungd,’

¢ No,” said Severne gravely,-¢ she isn’t that,

‘I-T' like fo see her,’ said Mr. Ledyard.

* Oh, father—you're not interested in old ivory, or in
old-fashioned paintings,’ cried Olive teasingly. ‘You know
what vou said when Llhat dealer wanted to  sell

Ou___ll‘—

Yo A genuine Van Dycl—yes, I know,” said Mr. Led-
yard grimly. *Probably Mr. Severne's discovery is to
be classed with that painting.’ - ]

‘A forgery ? Oh, no,’ said Severpe laughingly. *1
assure you she is real. Not that I thins you will see
anything ir the little old lady, but there seemed such
—well, she looks as if she has had a history, and
human wnature is always intensely interesting to me.’

“You may fnd a new type, Mr. Severme,” said Olive
eagerly. ¢ Won’lL that be Jdelightful ! 1t is possitle, too
—how often it happens—'"

*.-Nonsense, nonsense ! ' pub in Mr,
‘The life of a litfle’ old maid in a God-forsaken vil-
lage ! Types, indeed ! - You wion't find any iypes worilh
stwdying in L-—, Mr. Severne,’

Jack shrugged his shoulders.

' On that point we canrol agree,’ he said,
precisely where we will be able to find them.’ .

He was a little surprised the next day -to find
that Mr. Ledyard was ready to accompany him and
Olive on his visil te the little old maid's. In fact,
he would much rather the gentleman stayed at home,
for Olive and he were approaching that state of ap-
preciation in which two are company and three a crowd.
1 Mr. Ledyard nofed tihe growing abtachment hetween
them he did no${ say anything in disapproval. -Jack

Jack

¢ This is

Severne was nol rvich, by any manner of means, but |
Ledyard .

he was clever and well-connected, and Mr.
knew he would mot seek to win Olive unless he could
offer her as many advsnlages as her father possessed.

Poor Miss lurminie, tLhe day previous, had
agreeably impressed by the fair-haired, bright-eyed,
handsome young fellow who had spoken to her so cour-
teously, and asked her permission to remain indoors
a few minules to escape from the blinding heat. He
had utterly ignoved her reticence, and kept up a fire of
conversation—so pleasantly worded and so free from
idle curiosily or desire to pry into her affairs that she
felt herself thawing under his geniality.

Tt was with a distincet sense of pleasure that

looked up irom her low, rocker and saw his  smiling

heen -

Ledyard gruffy.

she .

face enter her curious little shop the next morning, He -

beamed upom her as iI she were an old friend.

‘I was deseribing your place t0 my Iriends,” e
said, ‘apnd I told thém how kind vou were {0 me.
They have come to see you too—¥ou won't mind, will
vou, or consider it a liberty 7!

Miss Erminie, in her guaint gown, dropped a quaint
curtsy—which  somehow did pot seem a bit ridiculous,
but part of her. -

‘Indoed mot,” she said, in her slow, drawling,
Southern voice. *If you can [nd anything to interest
you in—’

She lifted her eyes.
holding it open, his eyes riveted upon the creamy old
face under the snow-white hair,
longer a_ young girl-she had outgrown the timddity of
youth. Now the hahbilual softness went out of her eves;
the hard lines about he mouth grew harder, and into
her pale cheeks there stole a tinpe of pink—like the
flush of a rcse. She met Mr. Ledyard's glance but
an instant before she turned her head away—prim, pre-
oise as ever, with an added coldness and haughtiness
that robbed her of the delicate pretiiness of which
Jack Severne had spoken. .

Mr, Ledyard withdrew immediately, and went down to
the gate and out into the road. He was painfully
Wlxit«e and. his nerves were greatly shaken—so shaken
that he had to stand “under the. sheller of the oak at
the gate and rest against it. After = little, and
without waiting for his daughter and Jack Severne, he
moved -slowly in the direction of- his home. Strange
48 it may seem, a peculiar’ friendship sprang up he-
tween Olive and Jack and ihe little old maid. They
were earnest young people, good young peoble, and. de-
vout Cuatholics. Olive, in particular, was filled with
great pl'g-y: for ihe lonely . woman, who was spending
Ler- declining years in such -isclafion, whg had neither
friend nor foe, neilher love nor dislike. Of whom g
one knew enough to care, and for whom mo one exist-

r

Mr. Ledyard stood at the door, |

Miss Frminie was ng - -

-asylum, stopped at the quaint shop.”

_brought uwp a good Catholic.

ted. Jack Severne was loo busy 10 psy many wisits
to the cubious cotliage, bul Olive went often,~ and be-
gan to feel, tco, after 4 short while, that her atten-
lions were not unappredaled. Bui Miss Erminie said
nothing of her pasl or ‘present, would not dwell on
her future. She was well-iead—indeed, clever. She
could enterfain if she chosé;, ~ and once.in & great
while she did choose, to Olive's great delight. R

The first inkling Olive got inlo her pest came ab-.
out by merest ‘thance. "Two religions passing through-
L--— on a house visitation, collecdng for their orphan

um, Olive chanced to
be inside, and lifted her sweet young face 'with a
charming smile of welcome. . E )

* Why, how do you do, Sisters?’ she said, ‘with the
gentle familiarity we children of one Mother are per-
mitted tcward each other—and ~then she poticed the
small black salchel. * Collecting? You hsave been to
my father—Mr. Ledyard ¥ At ihe old ‘Waiiely place,
you know, You have nct passed him by 2 - C

‘Oh, no,” said the older nun, smiling into the ear-
nest face. “lle has been most Lind—we are very
grateful.’ ‘ C . ;

Olive turncd the contents ‘of her purse intc the lit-
tle bag, and” waved tihe nun's thanks aside. Miss
Erminie stood, a straight liltle figure, at Uhe end of
her 1iny showcase. The £ister loaked at her am Ane
stant—she wore a most forbidding  expression, and
then, with something like a sigh, turned away. Olive
glanged with some™surprise at the little old maid,

S Aren’t you—a Catholic ? 7 she asked, ‘I thought—
I imagined—'

‘1 was once,’” said Miss Erminie, gho-tly.
come here often. I will have nothing to do with them,
56l they come. They think, perhaps, that in theend
I will gb back—go back.” She clasped her fingers to-
gether tightly. * I pever £0 back-—mever, mever
never ! * ghe said. © I’ve lived without God- ;
forty years—I'li live lhe rest
, ‘Ch, Miss Ermdinie, Miss Erminie ! ’ said Glive, in a
pained voice. ' How ‘teriible, how horrible ! Whst will
you say to God when Fle sends for you? My father
too ! FHe iIs exacily as you are—he will nof s “to
church, he will not go to Mass or to ccnfession. And

¢ They

of my life without Him.’

ke, like you, is growing old. Growing old ! And with-
out God ! Sometimes the thought almost breaks my
heart,’

Miss Frminie locked at her kecnly,

: _ There weae
tears tn the young girl's eyes and her voice trambled. -
: gour father is a Catholic 7’
es—hut only in name, not .in deed,' said the girl
mournfully, ‘He has never practised his religious gclu-
ties—no, not since I can remember, although he pro-
mised my mother that he would see I was trained and-
Miss Erminie, th
:}nny gﬁg.t%svt_ sg;-r%\:r?somebh‘ing which 1 cannot a:it\aweil?
. nav is it that keeps people i
fronﬁ,r.'i‘on%jrming to God’spwiql ?p’ otherwise s good
185 [Drminie did not speak at opee—hut her' eyes
We}"e_ fastex}eld searchingly on t{he young girl, 'I‘hyen
tum;n]gg aside, ]\she sald very quietly ’
o you k :
mansb, ?y, now why your father bought the Wakely
sur‘ ‘_TlucaI Viflal'tely mansion—our
priscd,- for she had not expected so uick a change
g}f}in?‘_uyject. "It was offered to him by gome agent, EI

‘(Do you like L——? Doges he ?°
¢ Oo—very much. I seems a homelike
place ; to me a restivl place.’ ’
“And your father ?°? . -
. ‘He must like it or .he would .m0t stay here. Hi
Is wealthy enough 1o leave il le wanted o, and

A
home? No,* said Olive,

sort  of

yet—'

CAnd yet 7

‘I <do nob think my-father is very happy,’ said the
girl. * There is something—a shadow—which 1 have

never seen: until he came here. No, I am sure he is
nct happy, and 1 pray often that it may be his con-
science troubling him, apd that in a short while his

[faith—

She paused, shocked iuto silence by a ladgh which
see%od almost cerie-like on the lips of the little old
mad. -

¢ His conscience;!~’ she said. 'Oh, my dear young
lady, his -conscence?! Some men are borp without
hearis or consdlences or principies, Some men—' She
paused at the expression on Olive's face! ‘' Pardon me.
Qur conversation scemed to lead me back to a past
that I had thought forgolten. I will not betray my-
self again—or trouble you.’

¢ Miss Erminie--ifvleed, it is no trouble,’ said the
girl.” ¢ And if only you would let me talk. somelimes of
my father and his utter neglect of religion ! Somehow
I can not feel that you are -like—like that. You are
so gentle and gquiet—no, I will not believe it.?
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