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Long ago the good peopie of Brier Hill had decided
that Mrs. Archer, the most corupetent dressmaker in
the place, was a very peculiar womun.

She had lived among them since Elaine was a litile
child, but so reticent was she tliat none knew aught of
her past life. She professed no religious belief, and
never entered a church, but she had reaved her daughter
In the Catholic faith, and though it cost her days and
nights of extra toil she had Elaine educated at the
Convent of the Moly Angels, a beautiful spot seme
miles distant.

When Elaine returned home, with the mien of a
gracious princess, her mother would not permit lLer to
share her oftlimes arduons tasks.

But the greatest wonder was her objeciion to Gerald
Neville, the gifted young artist who aspired 1o Elaiue’s
hand.  The widow was criticised, of course, Lut few
ventured to penetrate behiud the harvier of reserve with
which she met all proffers of advive.

When Elaine entered the room after parting with
Gerald she found bher mother at the window bending
over a dainty gatment desizned for an Baster hride.
Her pale face brightened at her daughter's approach.

‘Tlow tired you lock, mother ! said Elaine.
let me finish that work,” and she {ook it ventiv from
the half-relucliant hands.  For ouce, Mrs. Archer sut
in perfect idleness, leaning back 1o her chaiv and look-
ing at her child’s exquisite profile. stlhouetted agains
the window 1n the fast waning fiehi, and watchine the
slender white lumds moving swittiy over the silken
fabrie.

“ Elaine.”

“Yes, mother.’

“Mother!” A spasn of the pade Tice.
as Mrs. Avcher repeated the word, “O000 0 hoar
vour lips pronovnee that vame T vy dved for eiziiteen
vears with my soul in jeopardy !
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dearly, and e oone where we lived knew 1l VO W
woi my oown child. [nothe wenntie vour o ’
health confinued dedieate, and VO e NS rennened
abroad. A ovear wriel came swddenly upon wme. In
one week 1 oway widowed and childiess. 3w binslood
was killed oo radiway accident and my Btile Hllen
died of diphtheria. You, too, had the disease, bt ve-
coverad. Almost Leartheoken, for | krew fnab when
vour parents returned they would ¢laim vou, | l\'ivi(‘u-d
to templation, and wrote. teiling thom thelr ehild was
dead.  The fitile grave beside the waters of the Polo-
mae in vour native Slate s maocked by g stone on wlich
is inseribed,  Elaine Norwood: aved twn veirs,
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‘I don't know.
gsoon after their rveturn from abroad.
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“And what will vou dn ¥
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‘I have decided to see Father Curran and ask

- him to make inquiries,’
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*No,' Mrso Archer aunswered.  * Your father was
not a member of any chirel, and your mother, T be-
lieve, was an Ipiscopalian.’

CLU seenns strance then,” said Elaine, *that you
reared e a Catholic '

A deep Hush rose fo Mrs. Archer’s face. T was
anee a Calbisiie, aud when you were very il T had you
baplised. Trowas perhaps wnwise, for T know that your

)
parvents would have oliected if they had known. But
vou don't renret i, do you, Blaine?
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tradut. =She orose and went to where Mrs, Archer sat
sl weeping. Mle knelt beside her and took one
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praver s thiat Goad sy vestors 1o vou peace of con-

Now you know
wive vou the best educa-
Vel parents, with all their wealth,

doanve dore hetter, You kiow, too, why T
P T Auesioms b heeone engared. Tt was

Pomlenb oo torl) Neville, for T esteem
Sedorovony cwa vocd. 1 wanted to
S bwi e 0 your pareuts, i oever I

svwen oo late)” said Elaine, the

W iv dveing lwer faee as she rose

(I fonnin s shodeny toome that his image
SUoncad sty heart U

Bowne o olv vy Toter s annd f inconstant Aprid,

was uzhering in another
b tie North, seine miles
irrer THIN three strangers, a
deneliter . were engaged in
dues ol interest they visited
SErenane piclure to another
untih they cane to a paint-
o breathless silence. Tt
ST dark background
‘ e spward, until a light
[ STt U IR SUD e Irrightencd

. - et ehearly catlined, stood a
ol snowy white fell from
v st a cluster of Fuster lilies
I e o e . The farr face was
st Godaen Dar wavvedl badk from a broad,
e Lol ©oBlue as Lhe fringed seniian,

o linie v

nusna U

satd the yonng oivl,

e Lardy, S is wonderiully like
o e, the same eves, hair of the

icn s diflerent. This face

I+ it not marvellous,

VoL anawered.

aut tne artist’s wame, then we
ive. This pieture shall he
Pionew eas nieelese 117 said the lady.

o1 qies

vii-i = sbadio inoa lavee, cloomy
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Geralis Taee valed as Yo vead on the card presented
i Ui o Sileebert Clitton Norwood.’
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CMuess Nerwasd aod omy daughter, Mr. Neville,”
Te saidd pleasantiv. ©We hiave seen vour paiuting, ““An
Toister Litv, 7 and wisio to know 1f 1t 1s for sale 7

Tt seemed to Geralde ag e Iooked from one eager
faee to the otlier, that all e held dear in life was
What a labor of love had been the

sler Lily,” hut then hope was high
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