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‘ Clear out!” growled a rough voice from the bed,
‘and go to Mass yourself.’

"T'm goin’ wiv my Gran.’
door. ' Bad daddy!
pattered away again.

‘Gran s a good coach,” John admitted. * Bad
daddy !  Bad, lazy mou! The kid got that straight.
Now for the surprise of their lives. Get up, oo lazy
mon.’

At exactly ten minutes of eight John walked up
the steps of his parish chureh.  Dan Casey met him at
the deor. ‘1've been locking dor you, John, he said
briskly. “‘This way.’

CDon’t bother abhout wme, Dan: T'1 ust stay here
by the door.’ i

"My seetion is up front,” Dan told him, and led the
way. .

John never foreot that walk up the aisle. There
were many men from the works. Thev lkuew well
what he had been. There was Joe, for instance,  John
couldn’t count the tinmes he had sworn at the clumsy
bay. And there was the *Tloss® e, too, had
suffered under John's profane tengue T a nice
Ioly Name man,” John muttered. They wifl think
me a sham and a fraud’ For a moment he planned to

Baby retreated to the
Bad, lazy men,’ she scolded, and

csrape. But he contidn’t faca down 1he aisle and Dan
Bad fallen back and was walkine aboeast of him, A Tiat,
impulse of aneer acainst Dan came npen hin, and s

characteristic expressinn rose to his tipse but i some
wexplicable wav changed to * Bless Dan (Casov!

“1'm not fit to be hiere, Dan. he witispered.

" Nme of ws oarel sald Dau, and gentlv puszhing
John into a pew. he took the ouiside seat hinself, i

John Manniur had made his Inst ctand against
grave.  As the subliue AMass went on, hiz surrender was
complete. No more contrite heart received its God
that 1lolvy Name sSunday.

At the ¢lose of the servies the mtoned the
By, It was then e snneiuney
el ey Newaan wis Leatinnl,
gleaming vellow bair and vadinut Face.
kid For von to awy ol Mannina”
prourdly. Y es 1t s vour had dadidy The hov was
staring at the | davk wan o wlhio fooked <o ke iz
father, bu! his fathier never want in Mass,

John winued solenly at tne Ltule
much as toosave c ItUs ol vigho, bov

o
Jonn saw bas oo

Jokin witis his

CNome anoed

thee Tofhier thinzh

chiorister, as
picked up s

hymn card, snd the voiees o father al som rose, with
a thousind wores in o Holy Godd, owe praise Thy Name.

I the meanmtiine, there wais consternation 1 the
Manning howe, when M=o Manuing  dizcaovered  her
bugband = ab=cuee . - Ob, mother ! she cried.  Where
is John !

“Don't ask e, vetorted Gran. “1T've svashed
my hands of Lum, He's a black, wieked mon. ife

l'fJ'llf_‘h tonene.
('Ellll!)itll{OH.‘} the

with Lis
\k‘ilh hir- ].wn:;

drove that Dlessed haby oo
Where would e he bt
drunken, profane pack.”’

CBut lina black olothes are miothers and his
Best shirt o and e was shaved Sasi onicht, and had has
Bae eudy and wot g dreop of drink did Tie have a0 hi,
Sea here's his pay nntonched ! )
foel, nn
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bowas hapine
Fhe board walk, and
the ehildren twabled anto the roon, cach one strivine
to be the first to tell the good news.

“Oh, ma, daddy’s been (o oly Mass !’
garet Ellen.

“Oh, ma, daddy’s heen {o
chimed 1n Janet.

"Me and him sang
John Heury Newman,
now,’

Gran raised her eves to heaven,  * Holvy God, we
praise Thy Name,” she said : then, emining hack to earth
and its affairs, in her old, sharp wav, she commanded :

* Het your father’s place, Margarvet Ellen: and put
down four eggs witlh a slice of bacon.  Sinner or saint,
John Manning is a rough, hearty mon.’--Noua Tyons,
in the Saecred Ieart Revicw.

Theve was 6 orush nf

cried Mar-
Holy  Chmmunien,’

“Holy God" together,” said
“Don't ery, ma, daddy’s gnod

¥ Wlen shopping with our advertisers, say—
#'T say your advertisement in the Tablet.’

CLARINDA’S DECEPTION

“10 T were only rich and had money to spend just
as L pleased,” cried Clarinda Uttley, ' and becoming
hats and dresses for cvery possible occasion, I'd be as:
happy as a queen, and wouldu’t care a pin for friend.
or relation.” And tossing her head, she danced gaily
round the rcom on the tips of her toes.

" Yon deceive yourself. You have niore heart than
that,” said a young man who, a cigarette between his
lips, stood near the open window watching the girl
with armusement and admiration.

Ot you fhink so? gaily. ‘But it's you who
deceive yourself.  You fancy all kinds of absurd things
about me.. And Just because I'm a little hit prettier
than the other girls you know——-’

“A little bit! There isn’t one in the place fit to
Lold a candle to you.’

She blushed brightly.

“1t’s kind of you to say so. But they are all far
Lettar, 1 feel sure.  And really, you know, Ernest, I—
T am not at all inclined to be a peor man’s wife.’

“I pet oul” he eried eagerly, and some day
we'll talke a prettv cottage, and when we're married
vou'll e ose happy----'

“Tneafraid net I Clarinda gvew grave. 71 want
more than that, | must get out of this village, sce the
warld | and gel vieh

“But hew!  Oh! Clarinda, vow're ant going {o
marry atd Poselthwaite ! He's voiling in menay, and
would o to the end of the earth I you asked him.
But - -7

Clarinda Taughed merrily.

"The buwt" is very bir. No, Eruest, I'll never

marey Poseithwaite.  Don't be alarmed. Poverty may
be trving, but Poselihwaite would be—maddening. [
mist dnink of a better place than that—only get away
Towillo My dife here sostavnation pure’ with a wave
of Berarises aned shople stacnation. 1noan ambitious
and mnst s=ee the world”
Eroest Lancton sivhed. He loved Clarinda with
all the strength of his honest heart and longed for
nathiae so ardentiv as (o make her lus wife. But he
wis pror, o strugeilng eountry solieitor, with little to
offer Ders and as he watched hier vlide gracefuliv round
her stepmotler’s parlor. and listened to her remarks,
he kvew it was nseless®to press his suit.

L oshe Toved me. T mivzht have a chance, for she's
nof - —-

Clarinda threw npen the plano, and dashing hLer
fingers over the keys, hurst into a lively song. Leaving
the window, Errest approached and stond hanging over
the plang, eutranced.

A loud brilliant ehord brought the song fo a close,
and the girl started to her feet as though seized with
a sucden inspiratien,

“You are in wonderful spivits, Clarinda, and in
splendid  volee.'

“Yes,o lso'toabowonderful? o Ohl Ernest,” growing
suddenly grave, it b could but help them all '~—tears
cathered in her eves - " my poar stepnother aud her
three hittle oolden-headed darlings.  Sometimes [ fancy
that 1f T got away. my voive micht be a means—but,

syl

oh! T've got an ides,  You know my mother's auut,
Mre. Golding ¥

‘I’ve heard of Ler.’

*8he’s rich. T'll go tn her, and thea——

CWill she have you?’

Tra la! We'll see. T wrile suclh a sweet
letier.”

“Bul gven if sho did bid you ta enme, she would
not. perhaps, allow yvou to help your friends here. And
you'd never be happy away from these you love’

“So oyon think.  But—well, at least, my step-
mother wonld not have tn keep me, and T'd have fun
and amusement and dress.  Oh, T'd get on very well
if T never,” with an arch glance and a wave of her hand,
“saw nne of you apain.

‘T don't believo it.’

“IWait awhile, and then you’ll belicve. T'm off {n
write my letter, so good-bye,” and she flashed out of
the room, taking all the sunshine with her.

———
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