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into the thoughts that had possessedhim all the afternoon. Howsingular it was that after thehourshehad given to hischildhood'snone that day he should now be on bis way to the vicinity inwhioh that home was J How twistedare the threads of life, hemused.
He bought his ticket and passed out through the guards.Beating himself comfortably in hisseat,he gave himselfup to thecongenialmemoriesand thewords of Father Ryan. He was goingtoa town calledBrassville,and if this town was near Hartforditwasnot far fromwherehehimselfhadpassed his early days. He,however,oould nob recollect auy euoh place. His own town boretheoldIndian name ofHattafcuck. But as he did not rememberthenamesof alltheplaceshe onoe knew, hid inability to recall the

▼erv modernname ofBrassville didn't cause him much uneasiness.Sohe told the conductor tonotifyhimshould hebe asleep when thetrainarrivedathis destination,and closinghis eyes he leanedbackin theseat, the servant of alternatenapsanddreams." " "
It was theprettiest plaoein the town, this charminghome ofMrs.Sayton. Setback on abroad lawn and surrounded by walksthatpansiesand nasturtiums bordered all through the summertime, the old-fashioned white house stoodat the top of the long,

high village street. Down below the busy manufacturing com-munity spread itself out,and along the river thateeemed to cut the
distant northern hills apart the familiar New England sceneofnumerous clustering factories met one's eye. In front, two tall
buttonballtreesstood likegiant sentinels,and on the side arow of
elms formeda boundary between the lawn and a narrow countrylane. Rosebushes climbedover thehouseand ranaround the win-dows,and ahoneysuckle vine curtainedthelong verandah. Itwasthe beginning of spring, and everything had begun to feel the■eason's influenoe. The buds wereswellingon the shrubberies andtrees,and the fragrance of fresh earthupturned in the gardens
mingled with the invigorating odor thatcame fromfieldsand near-
by woods.

Peoplepassingby on this April evening, however, missed the
senseof serenity that had Btemed to belong to theplace. Littlegroups of womenhadbeencoming andgoingall theafternoon,and
the anxiety expressed by their audible sighs seemed to hoveraround and attack whomsoeverchanced topass the gate. A fight
for life wasgoing onin one of therooms around whose windowsarosebushhad wound itself. Mary Sayton, the only child of herwidowedmother, was slowly dying, about to fadeaway when thebeautiful springtime that she lovedso much wasbringing baok the
days of sunshine and flowers and thepleasuresshe deemed so sweet.Besideher bedside the poor mother, wornout by Bleeplesß nights
aad the terrible strain, struggled to keep back the feeling thatthreatened to overcomeher.

A fortnight ago andMaryhadbeen full of life andhappiness.
Her charity litup andcheeredseveral poor homes,andMrs Malone,
4alwaysailin',' daily declared that the sweet girl's visits made her
forgether pains. It was therefore fit thata deedof mercy shouldhaveoccasioned theaccident whichnowit seemed was to result in
her untimely death.

A recklessdriver would have run overlittleTommy Rafferty,
whosemother w«s too busy to keephim from playing in themiddle
of thepublic street,had not Mary run out in time to snatch the
littlefellowup. But asshe liftedhim from under thehorse's feet
aprojecting piece of wood in the swiftly-moving waggon struck
her on the head,leaving her senseless with the soared youngster
safe in her arms, Tommy's father and some fellow-laborersin the
near-by mill hadseen the accident, and rushing out they lifted theyoung lady they all admired,and tenderly bore her to thehouse onthe top of thehill. Her brain had sustained a graveinjury, and
since then theperiodsof consciousness had been few andbiief.

The kindold family doctormoved aroundadministering sooth-
ing medicines. The case puzzled him and the fellow-physician
whomhehadcalled into consultation. And nowas he turned to-wards the heart-broken parent, who already felt the awful loneli-nessand desolation of death,his own eyes werefull of sufferingand
pity. He also loved the pure, bright girl, and it painedhim, who.was so used to bereavement, to see the fair young creature of
scarcely two-and-twenty years leave the world inher bloom,andhe
utterly powerless tohelp her. His voice was almost broken as hetoldthestricken mother toresignherself to theinevitable.

The poor womancould no longer restrain her pent-npemotion,
andsheBobbed out:

'Oh,Icannot lose myMary and be left alone
inthe world1 Oh,my darling girl! Bpeak to me, Mary ? Oh, letmehave the consolationof talkingwithyouoncemoreI'

But no response came. There was no intelligence in those
iweet blue eyes,and the beautiful face that lay on the pillow,
shrined inluxuriantbrownhair, wasvacant of all knowledgeofita
surroundings. Then themother Bank down and buried her face in
thebedclothes.

The deliriumseemed to increase,and some of Mary's friendsinthe adjoining room could hear wild,incoherent sentences utteredwithappalling vigor. How long her nerves could have withstoodit wasdoubtful, and all were glad when they heard the assuring
voiceof the kind old parish priestbelow. Some person was withhim,andas they passed through into the sick girl's ohamber the
girls noticed the stranger's youthfulappearance.

When the old family physician was told by the priest that his
young confrere was one of the ablest men in the profession, he
lookedupon him somewhat sceptically. And who would blamethis experienced practitioner of thirty years' standing for thus
lookingonone whoseemed hardly ofas great an age as that. Thedean-shaven faceand thecrisp, dark-brownhair that clusteredonthehigh foreheadindeed were almost typicalof aboy ;but theex-perienoethat showedin those serious eyes,and the movements ofhitalender,well-knitbody marked him as onewho wellknew hispurposeandpursuedit totheendalways. Graduallytheolder man

AUSTRIA.— AII Saints' DayinVienna-— All Saints'Day
wascelebratedinViennamore generally than inanypreviousyew.One-half of thepopulationseemed fsaya theDailyNetotcorrespon-dent)busy in making wreaths and floral offerings, theotherhalfinbuying them and transporting them to theCentralCemetery,sixmiles distant,and to thenumerous leeser churchyards. TheCentralCemetery, with ita 200,000 graves and many monuments, attracted
most visitors. Inthe afternoon, with a wintry sun casting itaraysover this almost endless city of the dead,the enormous wealthofflowersplacedon the graves made the place look likea beautifulgarden inspringtime.

BELGIUM.— Sunday inBrussels.— SirLangdonBonython,
writing from Berlin, after having visited France and Belgium,
says:

'
Iwasdelighted with Brussels. Are wenot told thatRomanCatholicism is losing itsholdof thepeople? On Bunday (October

21)Ivisited two big churches in Brussels. Both were orowded,
and the congregations were largely made upof men.'

ENQLAND.-The Other Side of the Picture.— A good
dealof irresponsible rubbish still finds its way into thecolumnsofthe daily Press (says theLondon Tablet) about the alleged intoler-ance and bigotry of Catholics. We invite the attention of ourreaders to the following paragraph from theEnglithChurchman;"
Lord EdmundTalbot has decidedto retain his seat,if possible,asmember for the Chichester Division of Sussex. As heis a RomanCatholic,Itrust everyProtestantvoter in the constituency willdohis best toreturn aProtestant instead,though, atpresent,Idonotknow thenameof anyrivalcandidate. Protestant votersshoulddotheirveryutmost in that neighborhood.' We will not stay tocon-Bider thesomewhat oomic condition of these poor bigots, consumedwith a desire to voteagainstLord Edmundandyet havingno rivalcandidatetovote for. Butaote that the single fact of his religion

is held to disqualify the candidate for a seat in Parliament.Happily Lord Edmund Talbot is known in the constituency andthatsuffices.
An Appointment at Oxford.— Father John O'FallonPope,S.J., has been appointed temporary bead of Clarke's Hall, Oxford,

until such time as hemay be appointedpermanent head, insucoes*sion to the late lamented FatherRicbard F.Clarke, SJ. FatherPope, whois an old Christ Church man, is principally known to
recent generations of Beaumont boys in hia capacity as spiritualFather, whichoffice hedischarged from 181)1till1899.

The Catholic Truth Society.— Few are the assooiatiotis
whichcanpoint to such unbrokensuocess as the Catholic TruthSociety. At the half-yearly meeting Mr. Britten recalled theefforts made to found the society 16 years ago. Duringthe long period which has elapsed since that date thesocietyhas invariably met with favor year by year. It has beendevelopingina remarkableway. In theUnitedSteteitheCatholicTruthSocietyiibecoming a powerful public force. Awayat the
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foundhimselfadmiring the manner inwhich he inquired theoir-cumstanoes,and the firmness and decisionwithwhichheexaminedthepatient.

Thegirl wasstillina delirium,which,instead of abating,grewmuch worse. Something:had tobe done immediately, for itseemedas tnouffn the end was approaching:. First, the young doctorpre-railed uponthe distractedmother to leavethe room,and so shewasledout and the girls took her incharge. Then, seeing theurgencyof the case,he considered what was best to be done. Tohismindthere was only one thing, and that was to change the delirium toBorne state of mind in which pleasant ideas might predominate,Soon thepatientshowed the success of the young doctor's skilfultreatment. Gradually the stormy fits subsided, andacalmermoodcameon. And nowshe began to speak on something that mustnavebeen verydear toher. To the doctor it was nothingbut the
comingback of memories that had for years laindormantinbrain

irr listenedbecause he wasevera student.Whatshe said wouldhardly offer food for scientific oonsidera-turn, buthis attention wasundividedas shewassaying:'Willie,let's go downby the stone wall andgather flowers fortheMay alter. Father Berkely says he's going to have a pretty$! r̂ ln
I.^onoro* Mary. Queen of May.' 'Are you going to be adoctor hke your father, WillieT

'
'Oh, won't you be happy onyour

first-communion day! Iknow you'll be a good man like yourfather,and have the priest say of you,as FatherBerkely saysofyour father, that he's aChristianCatholic gentleman.1 "
Don'tcryso, Willie;yourpapa is in heaven,andIloveyou.'Thus she wanderedon ina happystate of mind,saying thingsthat made the young doctor start. His own namewasWilliam"

his fatherhad been a doctor, and he hada dim recollectionof onoehaving heard the words she had spoken,and surely the lastonesweresomewhereoncesaid tohim. But now there was no time tospare for such thoughts. Consulting awhilewithhisolder associate,heprepared for a delicateoperation,upon the suocess of whichhecould not be certain. But risks wereequal. Then in thatohamberagallant fight those two men made against death,and finally thelight of hope came into both their eyes. The young doctor hadtriumphed, and the older man grasped his handinone whosepres-sure conveyeda glad testimony tohis genius. And as themorningcameheinstructed theolder doctor inwhat wastobedonethereafter,andashe wasrequiredat homeas goon as possiblehehurriedfromthehouse, barelyhaving time to assure the overjoyedmotherthatall might Boon be well, and with her blessings in his earshegotinto acarriage and wasdriven to the morning train.
{To be concluded inour next istue).
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