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"1 would nol raise my Iilttlefﬁ“nger in that direc-
tion," said Miss Ermdnie, with savapge intensity. Once

more a question, a surmise, flashed across Olive Led-

.yard's brain; Sutely there was no way-in which her
father and the little old maid could kpow eachother ?

The answer came sooncr than shé thought it would.

Mr. Ledyard, oversecing some ‘of the improvemenmts he
was having made about {he grounds of his new pur-
chase, was caught in a heavy shower and wet through.
~That night a slight cifll set in, and in the morning

he was in a raging fever.. The doctor, called immedi- -
ately, said that it was preumonia -in an exaggerated

form., He might recover, hLut— .

Olive almost despaired. To the loss of a kind and
indulgent father was addéd the fear of the loss of hig
immortal soul. With all ber strength she besought him
to see s priesl, but he turmed from her in  amger,
ke had lived without- them—he would die -without
them ! And {he words seemed but an echo .of
the little old maid had utiered a few days before.

There weré tirained nurses day and night, but Olive.-

could not leave the sick-room, Het every thought was

a prayer, and as the erisis approached her fears knew- .

no bounds. She sat with folded hands and- moving

lips at the foot of the bed, watching the dear face .

over which, it secemed 1o hLer, ihe grim shadow of
death was slowly siealing, Tears were in her eyes, sor-
row in hei heart.
hers save those who have seen a bheloved soud -pass
away wilhout the ministrations so necessary “lo recon-
cile it to a God whom it has ofiended. For death is

sad, bat when Mother Chur.h is with.us, €% is robbed
. - bt

of all its sting,

Anmd as she sat looking at bLim, her ears strained
for any word thai would show, ’
lips parted.

' Brminde,” he said. ¢ Ob, Erminie, Erminie I’ -

Olive sat holt upright, unable to speak, to move.

And again, in such tones of pleading as would touch.

the ‘%airdclgt heart :- . -
h, Erminle, Erminie Wakely, forgive, forgive 1’
As if the” name had power 13.0 5 b o
soul, he called it again and again.
lirium of his fever it lingered with- him, was ever on
his lips. Toward evening, Olive, wan, and with shad-
owed eyes, slole sofily. out of the Toom. There was

resolute expression on her face.

ting. 1
meeting her in the hall, © hi i
o gsmile. She loolre_d at’ him with 4
She‘Af_faerw‘a.Ecg-thcrg will be lots of thme 1o rest,’

he said, erwards, —nor i in

e ‘littrle ol oW s. And now—now I am poing to
And why 7" asl ruck i i

g ot %T’ he asled, struck with astonishment.

She pressed hepr hand to hLer hLeart, .- o

‘1, don’t know,” she faltered, °I feel +that my
f:itl-?;rgs }?::11 is- infher hamds. :He. knows her—he is

name, ¥rminie, Erminie ! Frmini

We hove toame, 1 ie, Erminie ! Krminie Wakely |
each other. She must belp me now=-she muyst.’
verne. ‘ This is a notion, pure and Simple. How i
wor‘ld tan such an idey ha,I:ve crossed ygur m-ind—31 the
. Jack, I shall- go—I shall, T shall I’ she sald, pas-
sionately, and when he heard the words he Imew that
she would. *My father's soul—it may he
of his soul I’

30, accompanied by ile Youny man, she maide - her
way to the qumint “cotiage with its quainfer ocou-
pant. She enttered. Tt was quite late, but the litile
old waid loleﬂ up from her roclkier wilh a smile of
greeting., =he had  migsed Olive Ledyard during the
past few davs—missed her more than she had imagined
she could rossibly miss any one. A seomd glance atb
her a.gwltat.ed face showed  that sometihing- was amiss,
and the little old maid rose to her feet hurriedly.

' My father is dying ! ° said Olive, in guivering ac-
cents. * Unreconciled to God, dyiny without the Sacra-
ments ! Calling for .no priest—only for Ermlinie Wake
ly and Erminie Walkelv's forgiveness ! Come, come . at
once ; come, forgive him, and -save his soul.  His ‘soul
:ssa. v;n igv?ur hands—yours, yours. Come with me, and

The little-oM maid graspéd at the corner .of her

Ittle old showcase to steady herself, Her face was
rhasily whiee,
“Go with you—to him ?' she shuddered. * No, a

thougand times no, not’. .
‘ Bul you must,' said the girl, in’the high, piercing
tones of one laboring umder’ frightful execitement. ° 1

don’t care whal he has done, what evil, what sorrow

he has brought upon you—nothing, nothing can equal

" Yeave my .father's House -

" people, the' pity of “my Iriends] 3
- out a sign. - And afferward—1 heard 1he truth. He

those -

None can know such desolation as -

“.t0 save his soul !
rh the slightest P Godt :
) ] U perhaps, the sli 5 :

turning toward his Saviour, the slightest ,contriticm-, his .

wrinrg His innermost -
Throagh all the de- }*

are tired—you must resi,’ said Jack Severne, -

- his reconpciliation with-the Church,
—all of us. My father and she know

‘ But, my.dear Olive, my dear girl,! said "Jack Se-

the saving -

the loss you will let him suffer: now.. Come,
ready the way for his reconciliation with God. For-
give him, you, forgive him—and he will see then that
God hast forgiveness, “too—" L g -
The sobs broke in her ilrgat. Jack Severne cast
his arm about -her shaking form. . .
‘In the name of humanity, of religion, come, Miss
Erminie,” he_said enbreatingly.” . .
The little old maid still clung to the show case; her
lips quivering, - - ~ .
‘He was Iy, promised hushband—I1 defied all for his
sake—gave up all to prove my love—was - willing fo
a beggar to show that I
that I—. And he—went away—deserted me, made me
3 laughing-stock, held me up to the. scorn of my towns-
Without a word, with-

make

wanted my father's money, not my heart, and on, the eve
of our wedding was enriched by a distant relative, sc
that he no longer had necd of mine—or me.? Sha
‘hurled the werds at the {wo young people, still eling-
ing to the case. 'And now—alter forty years—aftér
mmy wasted life—-after such—such—afler the conduct of a
dastard—you ask me io go to him—yoy ask me?
What right has he to call’ my name— =
With a low sob Olive slipped from Jack Severne's -

‘-eficircling arm and held out her hand beseechingly.

‘Yet he calls on you, he calls | Miss Krminie, come.
There must be something within his heart “that tor-
tures him. Oh, Miss Erminie, come—hé will listen * tc
you, amd he is—dying. In the presence of death every-
thing must. be left aside—azll thoughts of- reverge.,
Come to him now, Miss Erminie. God is waiting for
you—just think, perhaps waiting fcr your -presence there
How can you resist the call of

- . Miss Erminie slared al her.
dets and drew 1 " long breath. . For g few moments the
struggle raging in  her” licarl was visible in -her face.
Suddenly she sigled and passed her hand across her

She braced ler shoul-

_ eyes.

“I will go with you,’ she said. * Lebt us go—quickly.!
- » N
The next time the pgood Sisters .passed that way
they were told that the new master of Wakely, had
departed this life forlified by all the rites of the Cath-
nlic -Church. Olive met them, subdued and melancholy
in lLer..-mourning robes, but wilk a- peace in her soft
eyes that reflected the peace in her soul. .
;' Visit the little old maid on your way down, Sis-
ter,” she said. i !
- *We do always, my child, although it %y & fruitless

~erramsl. . But we pity her, and rememper her always in

our prayeis.’ . .

* Then your prayers are answered,’ said’ the girl, ‘For
slie, 100, has seen the eiror of lLer hardness of . heart.
My father and she were friends in youtlh, Sister, and
he behaved most cruelly, so that he felt he 'could 0%
ash forgiveness of God when she had never forgiven him.
But she dhd forgive him, and made ready the way for
And then she her-
self saw the folly of living apart from our dear rgli—
gion. Oh, how peacefully, how calmly he died, blessing
her and me, and thanking God, and asking His mercy.
I shall never cease to thank God myself, Sisier.’

¢ And she—poor Miss Erminie ? ’ asked the nun  in-
voluntarily, - ]

‘ She is not popr, Skster—she has just lived ~ that
way from cholce. I am going to close up Wakely—
this place was her old hone, and she is coming away -
with me wuniil—until we both forget a little.- And
after that, when Mr. Severne snd I marry, she. will
stay -with us until ~she dies.’ ‘

8o emdad the history of the litble old maid—'-Ben-
ziger's Magazihe.’ . ) :

ITis eves were red, his rose was blue, |
He couldn’t speak, he'd just say * Teloo !
. And evervbody round they Loew
And_pitted him, he had the_ ** flo,” .
At lasb he gasped ** What shall I do ? 7
And swifily came the answer, too, - -
For each cne cried ‘' Oh, fool ! procure
A Totlle of Woods® Great Peppermint Cure.”

HOW TO PAINT A HOUSE CHEAP. -

. H In White and Colors, Mixed Ready for
Carrara Paint Inside and Outside Use, P-CARRARA
retains ita Gllose and Lmatre for st least five yesrs, und will look
better in eight years than lesd and oil paints do in two, pur- USE
OARRARA, the firat cost of which is no greater than lead and oil
palnts, avd your paint bills will be reduced by over 50 per cent.
A besutifaliy-illnetrated booklet, entitled ‘ How ta Paint a Honee
Oheap,” will be forwarded free on application, .

K. RAMSAY & CO., 19 Vogel 8treet, Dunedin,



