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(Continued from last week.)

CHAPTER XVIIL 4

“] regret to say that I have mo

diploma.’’

«Bat [ understood you to eay that

youhad finished at the Beminary.””

] did, but for a reason which had
nothing to do with my studies, my

diploma was witheld.”

The man looked at her in amaze-
ment, for certainly in those clear biue
oyes of her's there could be nothing
but truth and honor and he almost
felt that the young lady had been

wronged in some way,
“There must have

wery soul of henor.”’
Beatrice made no repl

it from her.

With wonds of encouragement bo
dismissed hex,telling her to call sgain
in two days. He proceeded at oncs
to the seminary where he was met by
the smiling face of the principal
whoss countenance did not change

antil Bestrice's name was mentioned.

*‘Ah,”" said the woman in & tone of
sarcastic triumph, ‘then the nuns
have remlly turned her out, afier her
giving ap her mother and home for
them, and the proud daughwer of one
of the best families in New York has
been obliged to look for a position as
couantry school teacher as & means of
support- I thoughtit would be %0
when they learued she had no money
to give them. Perhaps before my fine
has been so delioately
brooght mpy dies, she may be glad

lady, who

enongh to work in somebody’s kitch
en for support.”’

«But Mies Van Horn, I dp not
That is
I do not know what Miss S8now has
done to incur your diepleasure, and it

comprehend your meaning.

wras to kearn that I calied here.”

«Pamdon me for talking to you in
riddles, when I think how angrateful
that girl has been, after all her kind
mother and ourselves have done to
make a lady of her, I sometimes for-
get the precaution we have shown in
trying to hide the disgrace she has

brought upen us.’”’

“She appears to be a perfect lady

and everything that could be expect

~ ed by the most critical mother, and 1
aould not have believed she would be
gailty of disgracing anyone,but wha

did you say about the nuns?”’

In tones calculated to arouse the
gympathy of the man for herself and
to embitter him towards Beatrice, she
told him the story of what she called
the girl’s base folly. I never had
sacha disgraceful thing happen in
my school befere,”” she said in con:
clusion, “and Beatrice 8now is the
last one | would have suspected of
She came from suoh a
good famdy too, but you never can
It grieves me
morethan I can explain to be obliged
to confess to you that through my
negligencosuch, & thing was permitted

such a thing.

tell whom to trust.

to goon.”

The gentleman arose to go, having
thanked Miss Van Horn for her in-
formation and as he was leaving she

said:

«“My advice to you as a friend
would be to bave nothing whatever
to do with Miss 8now, for a person
who would give up her friends and
all for Romanism, as she has done, is
wholly unfit to be entrusted with the
I am sorry to
say that I had once planned a some-

education of youth.

whiat brillians career for her, but m

hopes are all shaitered now fer she
is fit enly to be imprisoned in the

olodater.”

<“Thank you, I will ssnsider what
you my->’

«‘Pleasc do, but one request I have
te make is thatfor she good of our
sehool you premite to keep this as
quietas possible. We have used such
precautiens that hardly ome of our
pupils, even her own classmates, know
thas she was expelled.”’

That might » meeting of the board
was held and though the president
gtill held in his memery a picture of
the alear, honest face of Beatrice and
s ecret admiration for her courage
in Zeaving all to embrace a new form
of weligion, he knew himself to be

been mﬁe mis- yo
take,”’ he said more to Bimself than
to her, “for Mise Van Horn is the

y, for, alas,
her keen instinot had discovered more
than one tirait in the woman’s charac.
ter whioh sesmed out of place ina
person to Whom is entrusted the eda-
cation of youth, The deceitful man.
ner in which she had witheld the di-
ploma was alone enough to shake the
confidence of any truly honest person,
but the president should never knaw

mmake o hire her againet thedeciion
of the majority, Buides ifhe tried.
in making himself anpopulsr.

It was decided to follow Malam
Van Horn’ssdvice in hawing nothing
to do with the Rommnist, and a note
was sent to Beatrice telding hox that
her sexvices wers not needed, but no
explanation wasgiven,

It was a cruel blow, for ahe had
fally expected to be hired and she
could not keep back the tesrs whem
she hastened to find her cnfident,
Sister QOecilia, and tell her the newe,

“‘Poor,child?] am indeed very sorry
for you,” said her kind friend, ‘*for
you havedost a good pogition, besiden
we wished to keep you nesr us, but
do not be discouraged for perhaps
God has something bettex instoxe for
u'l’

“I hope so Sister, forit is very hard
to be dependent apon otherias [ am
and have no means of support.'>

“‘Do not worry about that, foryon

us, but I do admire youir spirit of
independence.” ‘

Two weeks later, vhem lops was
begioning to fail, Beatrice wis offred
& position in & mm=ll country district
school several miles distant. She
dreaded to: leave herfriends and go
so far away among strangers, but
having already begun to larxn that
the oannotalways choose their
work, she accepted the ocffer. When
the morning of her depmrture came
having fortified hemelf with the
Sacraments and recommended herself
to the speoial protection of the Imma-
culate Mother of God, she started to
take up the new woxk,

CHAPTER XIX.

After five long dreary hours’ride
on the cars Beatrics found herself
alone on the platioim of & small
depot. Mr. Snell, the txustse of the
echool with whom sho was 0 bogrd,
bad promised to meet her, butlooking
around, there wasno oarriageinmight.
She walked to the back of the build-
ing as if half expecting to find m hotel,
where she might stop, butthe mly
vitible habitations were & fow farm
houses in the distance. She looked
in the direction the train bhmd gone
as if she fain would follow,buta Forest
\hed hidden from sight¢hat only ¢on-
necting link with ¢he great world be-
yond and only a line of smoke show-
ed above the trees.

“Perhaps,’’ she thought“therehas
been some mistake, and I willrespa
little while and then try to find Mr.
Smell's home whisch Ism sure can not
be very far away,”’

It was just past noon and the lunch
which thegood Sistern hmd given her
being untouched,she sat down under
a tree and tried to ext,but a feeling of
homesickness stole over her and even
the sight of the repast loving kands
had prepared made her mor lonely
so she could not keep back the tears.
The sound of a rumbling farmer's
wagon attracted her attention, but
she only gazed atit for a moment as
it passed her, then retarned toher
own sad thoughts, but could not eat.

“Motker,”’ she murmured sloud to
herself, *if you only kmew where
your daughter is now, but God ie just
and I will put my coufidencein Him
foxr whom I have formaken all.’?

shadow fell acrom her,and look-
ing up,she beheld a boy of about
fifteen gazing intently at her with
wide open eyes. Ho wores pair of
blue overails and a shirt of the same
color, both of which were much the
worse for wear but had been momded
several times. His head wascovered
by a great straw hat beneath the rim
of which beamed a psir of intelligent
daxk eyesin which she irnaginedshe
saw a tear.
For fally a minute the two gazed
at each other in silen o, Bestrice won-
dering what the bey could want of
her and she was abeut to aek him
when he said:
¢Is this Miss Snow,0ur new sehool
tescher who was to come on the
train?’
“Yes,”'was the reply, ‘“and I have
been waiting for Mr. Bnell wvho was
te moes me. Cua you tell mo where
ho lives?’’

~ *‘Ho liven six miles fromm here, but
I'm Willie @arrity, whe lires with
hisn and he seni me te brisg yon
home.’’

A foeling of welief canne over her

.

this exterior was, there was something
in the Ronest faes of the youth she
liked, and willingly fillowed hima to
the heavy lumber wagon which had
been left on the other sideof the de.
pot: Bhe was nota litle surprised
when on handing the youth hercheck
he Booked at it and said: '

&

to defend her he would only sncoeed | hand

are only too welcpometo m home with |

at thh smnouncement, for rough ss}

chuxch is $he only one. I have mever
been to Mass or scen s priest since E
came here over four years ago, but I
ssy the Rosary éfery day and sesd
my prayer hook and the prayers for

A ™ 5

<That is the check for my travk,"
she replied, disxppointed that the boy

had suepected, and she Bald out her
hand to take the lit\le piece of bram

the varions offices abont the depot:

given employment to seversl mem.
With Willie's sssintence her trunk
was moon in the wagon and she was

Daring the drive, which the extreme
heat of the noonday sun sud the
slow gait ot the horse made anything
but plessant, she learnsd something
about her compasion and the new
home she was going €0, The boy was
proud to answer her questions,xa well
as imparting much nnsolicited infore
mation, and she soon found that he
was far from beipg as dull as she had

med' :

Like herself, Willie had been horn
and had spent his eaxly days in the
great metropolin of New York and
this when she informed. him that the
city had beer her omn home ingress-

them. When he told her where his
home had been she remembered it
well a2 & wvery poor loeality which

She did not inform her ocompanion
where she had lived, but if ahe had
it would have mattered littie for .he
was but eight years old, when, on his
mother's death, Bo had bean removed
to & Catholic orphan asylum outside
the city and bad naver heard of the
sristogmtic partof thecity wherethe
Snow mansion was. Two-years later
he had beentaken ons some-
where in southern New York by »
distant relative of Mr. Snell with
whom be remsined but six months,
when death again robbed himofs
home and he was: transfered £o his
e o a cao

of being & Oatholic, and ho
th{t her new friends would be ofﬁ:
same faith, but refrained from askin
until they bad aliiost reach
destination when she said:
family nte‘x;de'd?" ‘
«They- don't go snywhere ve
often, but when they 5: they gog
the Methodist churoh at Clinton,
This is eight miles from here and the
only cburch snywhere around, Some-|
times during the winter they have

qugea once or twice a week and then
nearly everybody goes,”’

“Do you sttend the prayer mest—
ing?’ ‘ -

g“I went once, but"—he hesitated
and his clear blae eyeslooked search-
ingly into bers &s if asking if he dar-
ed say more.

“But what, Willie? Don’t you like
to go to prayer meoting?’

*‘Maybe it's wrong, Miss Snow,and
I don’t mean to hurt your feelings
by saying so, but I don’t beliave in
their prayer meetings, and I don’t
like to go.”’

“Thatis a good meason for your
staying away, but why do you not
believe in them? Weshould all be-
lieve in prayer’’

“I do believe in prayer and I pray
every night for my mother and father
who are dead. I promised mother I
would when she wasdyingand I have
keep my word, but they don’t believe
in praying for the dead because Mrs,
Suell told me so once and said that I
would have enough to do if I prayed
for myself and the living, whom my
prayers could do some good.”

*“You are right, Willie,in keeping
your promire to yourmether,for your
prayers do help the dead, and God
will reward you.’'

'The boy’s face brightened and she
long remembered the smile of grati—
tude he cast upon as he said:

¢“Are you a Cathelic, Miss Snow?”?
«“Yer, Willie, Iam.”’
‘I am so giad for it has been hard
not to have « friend mesr ms who be-
lieved the same ssmy methes and
the good Sisters at the asyluri, and
now we can pray together,” o

“Are there no Omtholies in thia

-

neighborhond?” and a feeling of sad-
ness filled her heart as she waited
the answer. .
“There are none vary near,”’
“Then there is nochurch?’

“No,I told you the Methedist

was g0 much more ignorant thap she | (3

he willingly gave up, then weut o] NN
find the solitary individn.:l who held| i3

whichina lsrger place would hawa| 'R

on her wey to her now field of daboz,

eod the bond of sympathy betweem |

she bad always been taught to shun.|

Beatrioe suspeoted the |

ed their|
«What church does Mr, Snell’s

rayer meetings at the diffarent farm|

e
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BISHOP M(C
‘The thirty-fifth anpiverssry of the
enthroning of Rt.Rev.Bemard J. Mo-
Quaid as Bishop of the diocese of
Rochester, was cclebrated st 82, Pat-
rick’s Cathedral, cornef of Frank snd
Platt streots, Jast Sunday.” It was s
joyous,and at the 8ame time a zoltmn
occasion.
through with great pomp, being jm-
pressive in the extreme. Bithop Me-
Quaid, the venermblesnd scholarly
gead of the diocere, was the. central
0‘ * b

at New York city on July 12, 1488,
snd although heis mow in hin eight-

snd is ableto attend porvemily sothe
maltifarions duties of his ofice, -

I

oit at the Oathedral at 10:30 o’cliek |y,
by Bishey' MeQuaid - Li

‘withilarge quantitien of palins, 3
and flewars, The Istge wudi
“’J‘ndo ) Y
Miny visitivy priests were §
sitendance, smopg them being siewr.s
Iy all the Rochester clorgy. Thess
united in their. iribute of love and>
respect for their apiritual superi
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The exercises were eaxried | cé

Bishop McQusid was consecrsted |
isth yenz,he enjoys the best of heplils!

Pontifies! Nigh musm -was celebrat-| 1
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