- for the Catholic Church; but you do not know how I have [
I made a vow>
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rose’ obediently to go in search of the surplice .
with me, Jack,’ she=said; . .
Hand in hiand the brother and sister wenf. oubt to the
little “Episcopal church next door. Mildred was sufli-
ciently familia¥ with the place to be able to find the sur-
plice in the moonlight, and Jack seated himself at the
organ while she went to the sacristy in search of it. The
youth struck a few minor chords and improvised a plain-
tive }tlelody. Then voice and organ swelled in the © Mise-
rere,

fervor of two young hearts was poured forth while their

Come

reverent tones filled the little church with pathetic, ear-

nest prayer. _ - ~ .

* Sprinkle me with hyssop and I shall be élean; -wash
me and I shall be whiter than, smow.’

‘We must first congquer the Indians that- are within
ourselves, Milly-dear,’ the brother said as they went home
together; ‘and if -we- have patience and do that well, all
the rest will come.’ . .

The brother returned next day %o the theological
seminary, and the sister resumed ler ordinary duties with
a slight sense of relief that no heroic sacrifice was deman-
ded of her as yet. She was ease-loving by nature and
there seemed to be no present reason why she should not
indulge- in all that it eraved. If, as occasionally hap-
pened, the longing for higher things grew so intense as to

be troublesome, she would try to triumph over conscience -

by assuring herself that since her mother had forbidden
her to talk of entering a Sisterhood, there was nothing
better to be done than to make the most of the charming
country life, to entertain and be entertained by congenial
friends, and to give to the little Episcopal church next
door such service as it reguired. So she made herself »
dainty little housekeeper, and fillad any leisure -that re-
mained with desultory reading.

Ordinatily, when conscience wag stirred it was due to -
But -

a letter from Jack—Jack was so terribly in earnest.
perhaps Mildred's letters were not- guite satisfactory to
him, for as the months wore on his religious enthusiasm
found freer vent in his letters to his mother. She treas-
ured these letters as only mothers can treasure the epistles
of the boy who is closest~to their hearts, and she did not
always share them, even with her daughter. Thus it hap-
pened that Mildred was quite unprepared for the news she
was to receive when hér mother called her from the lawn
where she was enjoying’ a novel while revelling in the de-
Jights of & perfect autumn day. The odor of ripened

fruit ,the singing of birds, the chirping of insects were 1|

thereafter associated in her mind with the event of that
hour. R -

When Mildred had obeyed the unwelcome summons
ghe fouud her mother bowed over an open letter in her

brother’s handwriting, weeping with unconirollable grief. |

Mildred could recall having séen her mother weep but once
before in her life.  That had bheen when she had coms
from a neighboring town where she had seem a poor.

widow with six little children suffering for want both of

bread and of fire—a thing happily unknown in her own
prosperous little village. -

‘ Mother!’ gasped Mildred. Was her brother dead?
No, for there was his letter. The mother pointed to it,
unable to speak. Mildred tock it up and read:

¢ My dear Mother,—I have hefore me to-day the har-
dest task I ever had, one the very thought of which has
taken the life all out of me for the past two months. Tt
is to tell you that I was this inorning received into the
Roman Catholic Church. God knows how I have prayed,
and do pray, that He~will soften the grief to yon. You
know how from a child I have had an instinctive lofiging

struggled and fought down that longing.
gome time ago that .nothing but the convietion that I
could -not otherwise be saved would make me leave the
Angliean Church for Rome. 1 never went near Catholic

churches, never saw Catholics, priests or lay; but the .

difficulties I had put away were only growing steadily.
Apainst my own will 1 have had to do what I have done,
or have a bad conscience for the rest of my life. It s
a velief to be rid of my only seeret from you—though I
know how much it will grieve the dear ones at home.
‘ Lovingly your only son,
‘JOHN.
. Mildred was at first too stunned to speak, but her
mother’s grief aroused her from her stupefaction. She

-

put her arms around. her and tried io soothe her with -

caresses_and loving words. ]
¢ Do not grieve so, dearest. We know that our Jack
would do nothing but what he thought was, right. Who
knows but.what he may be as neasly” right as we areP’
¢ Mildred 1’ said her mother in a tone of stern reproof.
¢ Well, said Mildred doubtfully, ‘when I told our
rector a short time fgo that I believe Our Lord is pre-
in the Blessed Sacrament,” he asked me for my
authority; and I could not answer him, I heard him

When his aister joined him she knelt; and all the °

_ with Mildred: -

- what the matter ls with me, Mr. Richards.
interests me, and life no longer seems worth while.

1~ 6ur Sisters there, but mother objests.

"

admit that he had always felt a great drawing towards
. the Church of Rome, and that he never allowed himself
to read any woiks of controversy lest his peace. should he
disturbed. 1 cannot see why we should-fear to lock ot
- both sides, if we are certain- that we a¥e in the right. I
do mot like the idea of lopking at .but one side .of a

-question.’ s W . .
“Am I to Jose both” my children?’ wailed the -poor
mother. And Mildred plit. her arms around- her and

kissed and comforted her as best she could: Do
The long loving letters which came to her from her

boy did ‘much to soothe the mdthei’s grief, and time, the

. great consoler, Lelped with the. work; but it _was different
. She had taken the change more philoko-
phically -in _the_heginning, .hut - as ‘the months’ and” years
wore on _it was she. who suffered most. She had always—
looked -to her brother for guidance™and she was like a .
ship without a rudder now that she could no longer_spply
to him for direction. She lost her cheerfulness- and,went
about® her ordinary _duties so listlessly tllat her mother
became -seriously alarmed. . S
The girl was seated ‘on the portico alone one evening
when the rector came to call, Neoting her dejected
attitude, he seated himself beside ler, asking, .

¢ What is the matter, Miss Mildred?’ -

‘There is nothing the matter, thank you; I ani quite

well.’ - -

t Are you grieving dver your brother's delinquency?’

‘Not at all,’ said Mildred proudly.” = ‘John 1=
thoroughly ¢onscientious, and I should be sorry to object -
to his following-his conscience. .I know there are people
in this village,” she addéd with a #ouch of bitterness,
- who would be glad to revive Puritan metheds and foree
.all to revolve within their two-inch limit,’

‘T am not one of them,” said the rector gently.

‘1 know it,’ replied Mildred, somewhat softened hy
the ready sympathy. I am not quite sure that I know
Nothing

There was silence
girl coatinued:
‘T wanted

for o few moments, and then the

to go to Baltimore to try working with
Of gourse 1 could.
not leave here -unless” she were willing mow.” .

Would she objeet to a compromise?’' asked the rector.
¢1 have heen thinking for some time of the great mneed
of trained nurses which exists in this diccese. It "1s
usually impossible- to obtain even a very peor nurse. Now,
if you were to enter a training school in one of onr large
cities and teke a thorough course, you might perhaps be
able to satisfy your religious longings a little later by
founding an Order of nursing Sisters who would be pre-
pared to care for the sick in their own _ homes at the eall
of the Bishep. I ean think of no more unseful Iife for -
women or of one that would be more pleasing to Him

 ¥Who commanded His apostles to heal the sick.’ .
Y - Mildred. had brightened perceptibly- while the rector
palked. -

She was now an entirely-different person n_
appearance s well as in mental ailitnde. from the girl of
half an hour ago. . .

¢ My iife would be perfectly happy if I could do that,’
she sald gently. T

“Well, think of-it, and pray for light. I _am going
in to have a talk with your parents now,” and the rector
sought the little sitting-room where Ixe was quite at home,
leaving Mildred to think  and pray and dream in the old-
time fashion. .Only Jack could nofi share her life now!

The subject was not mentioned: o her by her parents
that evening, and much, as Mildred longed to discuss ib
ghe could not hear to wound them by broaching it. But

..gshe had not long to wait. Her mother joined her the
next day in her favorite retreat in the orchard, and after
a little desultory conversation asked. . -

"¢ Are you anxious to leave home, dear, to carry out

—

. the rector’s plan?’

« Mother ! ' " gasped Mildred, springing to hér feet.

¢ Then you, may go,’ the mother said quietly.  And
Mildred mobbed out her bhanks in‘her mother’s arms.

O incomparalple depths of mother’s love! ~—Mildred
felt its full force in the convulsive sobs her mother coutd
not suppress as she clasped her in her arms on the mern-
ing of her departure. It was vory hard to go,” and ounly
pride prevented her from ahandoning her project. She

xhad overbeard Der father attempting to console Her mother.
He had said:

¢ Don't he troubled, Tt is only one of Milly’s whims.
She will be back in a month and more satisfied than ever
before to remain in the dear home nest.’ .- -

But, save for an occasional vacation, Mildred was
never to know the.dear old home again. _

H L 3
Tt was twilight in the old pavilion of one of our large
city hospitals, Mildred had just been left on duty alone,-

Sho stopd at gne end of the long ward and looked _down



