Thursday, Deceniber 31, 1908

The young man did not answer.. . ;
"* FPather—is it to ‘be your version or minep’
The "old man’s lips ‘eurled once more. L L
- “1 have never had the pleasure of hearidg Fours, Heles. .
Let me have it ngw.’ - ) L :

‘1t will give you né pleasure.’ | e

‘Oh, go on, ‘go ol -What does it matter?’
: ¢ The Delaneys settled lere; as I
years ago,” began Helen abruptly. ‘T had just come.
back from 'college. = Pethaps it was in my honor —shé -
shrugged hér shoulders--~*that. father thought of enlarging

- Clifton and making ‘it ‘more modern.. " Madern! To pleaie
note ‘of unbelief in °

3

me!’  She laughed, and there was a
tlat laugh. - ‘The Delaneys Jdived this side: of the'bridge,
and father’s first idea had t6-.do . with the bridge. . : He

wanted to enlarge it; and-make a-grand pavilion or: garden

of some kind- just about ‘the spot where Delaney’s pretty -
- He gave Delaney notice to gquit.

little cottage "stood:

Delaney protested. - Father insisted. _ Ddlaney came to-

soe him, told him that the wife—a delicate, sickly, fragile .|
litile thing she was—had taken an overnowering. love tg
the place becausg it and the surroundings. remingded her
He begged and ‘begged, “day

of lor home in Ireland..
after day. He atked to stay until -the baby- was born—
a matter of three or four months. !
was an eternity ; father refused. Then the man, who had--

taken alease, made up his mind to fight. _Father found &
way to break the iease, and w

_them out altogether wlien they

priest whom they call Father Maurice. He says Mass,
I believe, when he visits here—which he doecs every. Christ-
mas eve—in the Delaney cabin. They built the small hut

you were in to-day, and there the baby was born, and there .| -

_ The wife lingered for |
On the anniversary of the little thing’s deatlh; ;|

path |

it died.
a year., -
she asked her hushand to carry her up the mountain

to the place which reminded her of her liome.’
back suddenly.

Died on CGuristmas eve.

Helen paused, and sat
sank a few notes lower.

‘Oh, it was a grand smot then—father's moﬁey had‘ i

transformed it. Tt is very beautiful still.
to seé it, Michael-“but I—I can nob stand
a shudder. In his strong aid loving arms ke carried her,
and no one darved bar his path, not even father. To that
spot he carried Ler. She lifted Ter head from his
to look out upon the mountains and the valleys.

You must go

She

heaved a little sigh of content, hreathed a prayer, they
whisvered her husband’s name, her child’s—aud .

told me;
died.” -

¢ Died !’ murmured Michael Jordan, - carried ou‘:f.-'of
himself by this recital. o T

Not another word hroke the silence, not another sound.’ .
It was a clear-cut summary of unkindness and harshness, -

No nete of emotion crept into her splendid voice—and -it’
was a splendid voice for the telling of such a tale. 0ld-
Mr. Michael’s pipe restad immovably between his lips; he
-stared into the five, listening, seeing visions-—unable to-
connect himself in any way with this statement of bare.
facts in the sweet tones of the dauzlter he loved well, arid-

loved. beiter for her frankness.
The moments slipped hy.
sounded the hour of. ten. \
up in a great shower.” "The brother turned his head. The
silence had become distressing, ’
*.'Was there no’ other. reason—mnone?.

of the grand pavilion only that father wanted Barney
Delaney’s home?? ~'. : BN - '

Helen Jordan smi_lod.r ‘

‘ Yes, oly, yes, indeed there. was. angther reason., Father .
and his heathenizh -

did not.like to have a Catholié priest
practiics so very close to him, cven if 'he only comes four
times a year! Father; you know, -is of the ancicib stock,
and still raves of Papistry-and the Scarlet Woman.’ . -

She laughed softly, lookirg ab the old man with affec-
tionate raillery in her eves. . :

~-“Ag if we had not oatgrown such superstition' in these - [

enlightened days!  As if we are not willing- to .acknowlédge

the divine vight of ali religiohs!  Even you or I, father,

or Michael here, can set up a little religion.

‘Who_is to. prevent it?’ . )
SBhe was mocking now—not at her father,

oven. when telling Barney Delaney’s story there

fectly: impartial-‘point- of ‘view, -atid "one that. made aar-
“casm -easy. . Yet ‘she was nob, cynical. Her - brother felt:
that she was .entitled to- the Iaurels she
ber very manner convineed him of this
and strength .and
knowledged them. . - © . S el
*Helenl' said old Mr. Michael, ‘T do nof- know what’
your scheols have taught you, but. I do not like to hear
sneering words on a woman’s lips. . T4 lowers her sex, he:

There was poyr -
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- digh'ity-.' L am what my fathers wers before me,

bave said, abotk A?ﬁfré., .

- pedple should hate us¥

Three or four months : [, Jave killed. 10 !
+Barney Delaney added to father’s debb by his- words: of
“SYvarning .’ ; L .

as on ‘the point of turnipg
‘ wént quietly—through -the.’ |
wife's influence and the inflnence of a missionary Catholic

Her voice | * with plensure.

. empty <hair hétweem theém, staring into the fire on - the
“hearth. C T ’ :

there without. -

shoulder " |-

Was it bocause °
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Why not? |-

Indeed, -
! was that- |-
in. ‘her voice which " precluded -all notion - of - disrespéct. .|
She seemed o stand aloof, to view mankind from = per-- ('

had ‘won abread— .

judgment - here, and me11tal]3;7‘:11é"kic~l R Lecturgs a'nd, Rephes.

 “Innisfail”? ...

/I kﬁgnv
The: Catholic. Church s an-. -abomination
T would: rather meet & crawlingg v’ipe'r:'-tha_n

what I believe.
i my sight!.

+ & Catholie priest!' =~ . :

_He - thundered :-oud the Last.;" words.”  Her- story. ‘had

out a tyrant. Perhiaps he wag

His ' son spoke :again,
- And there is no other resson now why the mountain-

““Th& enmity starts from that day.

has not.wet learned meekness.!
: It eulminated "to-night, then.
mednt to kill me? = - S

-.Do ‘you t]i'ink they
' -*No,' said Helen, a shac]mvﬁn,hér_ .fa.ce,- fto hurt you,

.perhaps—but, oh, net te kil !

Her brother shrugped his shoulders. - o
“How 'do you know?

_ Can any one ;fofeseé; thé ‘out-
come of “such an attack?

L -ift defence of my, 1ife, wotld
That:is a man’s right~to defend his ~life.

“Debt!’ cried the old man hofly. )

7.'Ok, sir, is it no debt to be :thé‘raﬁtl_l‘or of suech. a
‘memory in a fellow-being's  mind P

Is not ,sorrow- Lard
enough without niaking it cruel and-bitter and 1nkind o
‘recollect?  And is ‘M no debt that I sit here. whale and
sound of body—through this - poor fellow’s . warning®
Father, as you are a just and Jhonorable man, s that. no
debt ¥ L : . ae :

. The old man seid no word. He rose, without.a single
‘glance ab either of them, and walked out- of the room. A
nobls figure, proud and stately, and ong to be looked at
But Helen and her brothier sabl quist, Liv

‘Hlen,” said Michaél Jordan, his faco. working a
little, “I have something to tell “you that I think you

= will understand—something beantiful and. lovely and. holy.-

She inclined her head toward him  Bebwéen thess
two, so often separated, so long_ apart,” existed a perfe:t
commumion, as rare &s it was entire. o
“ T love a woman, and to-night, as you told that story
of ‘Barney Delaney’s, 1 seemed to. put mygelf into his 'place.

- Helen did not spealk, but her face and her syos began
to-ghine suddenly.. Not from the firelight, but because of

. somie’ strange and wonderful joy that seémed’tofu_'gll up
" from her very soul asid break through the onter covering of

flesh. - “He did not see this light as he leaned. forward
-across their father's emptby ckeir and took her hand. ‘It was

cold, although the finrers elung: to his tizinly.

- ‘Dreamer of beautiful dreams, they call you in your

»world; _mesr ;of strange visioms. I did Yot know why, until
. o i, 0 now, whén “you made that prosaic movintainéer 8 herqnc
The bhig dock in the hall. § - :
A log fell, ‘the sparks flying |.

Aigiire, « Tell me what. you see for ms.’ ) _ . .

. “Michael,” shé said slowly, -‘forgive me "if, as on
every other Christmas eve since ‘it lhappened, I can only
gee that one being—that sad, heart-broken, hzave fellow,
carrying a woman in his arms to the mountain-top. And
I wes—saddest of serrowful things!—that same™man with
a face like a mask of stone, bearing all that is left ‘of her

" (To be céncl.u.déd.).
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:, thrilled him ;. he: had been filled . with “pity “for the ‘maa
.. she’ pictnred, and he realised that he was condemiing him-
- s6lf;- that she had made him
- not d tyrant, but hé Was a bigot. . e
o Lis- voice comiing. evenly ‘upon -
..the angry atmosphere. = = - PO o ) o

Ié has not. abated
‘since. Give a 'deg = bad name—you know the rest; and
- bhey have--certainly made it uncomiortable for tather, . wh

'8Bhe,"too, is fragile, delicate, lovable, gentle. ‘Bhe is pact
- Jof my life, of my heart—and she, too, is i Catholic...



