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- CHAPTER XXV.

¥ 1 understand all that well, but
¥ou as a youngin society,should con-
hider more omrefully your associates
fand if the other churches are too far
fyou havea carriage to drive to shem,”’
4 ‘I prefes walking to Mass. The
dittle exereise is 8o refreshing. The
tchapel pleases me,and as for the dear
fold priest who celebrates Mass there,
the very sight of his hdly fervor is
fenough to make one feel better all
hrough the day.”

This is only an example of the
comments the girl's Washington
friends puseed upon her actions; but
28 long as her mother did not interfere
with her she did not care; bat on the
advice of asthers her mother did at
last interfere, telling her thas her
convent school days were mow over,
and as a young lady of the world, she
should take mere interestin society
and less in the church.

‘‘But mother,” was her reply, “I
nothing for the fpolishness of
e world; everything is buta vain
how which will soon pass away, and

want to go back 10 the convent
here I can do something to save my
oul.”’

“Child, your mind is still too full
f the ideas which your education has
nstilled into you. You have formed
false idea of the world in which
there is to be found much good, and
when you are a little obder you will
find that you can save your soul out-
side as well a8 in the convent.”’

“] fear not, mother, there is too
much deoeit and vanity to be found
everywhere in she world and I really
want to go back.”

Mre. Mayburn lookefl sadly at the
beautiful girl whem she was proud to
know was already greatly admired;
but being & woman of great faith she
dared .not too strongly oppose God's
will as manifested in her children.
Sadly she thought:

“‘God has taken one of my girls
and if itbe His will to take the other
I maet submit to it; but it will be
hard to part with her. I will not
give her up,however, without a strug-
gle, and if she is really called to a
religiouns life the trial will do her no
hum- 1

‘“‘Magdelene, you are far too young
to know your own mind."’

“I think not, mother, for I am al-
most pineteen and can understand
how shallow are the vanities of this
world.”’

“You will have time enough to
think of that when you area little
older. I wamt you to see something
more of the world, and then in two
years, if your mind is still unchanged
you may go; but one condition I im-
pose upon you is that you will never
mention that to me again in the mean
time.”’

Pwo years seemed & long time to
her to wait and be exposed to the
dangem of & wicked world,and in the
impetumity of her youth she felt like
begging her mother to shorten the
time; but she had never known her
mother to break a promise, and since
she had so easily won this much she
thought best to leave well enough
alone.

**Yes, mother I promise you what
you ask, but I firmly believe that my
mind wil} be unchanged.’’

4

The two years passed quickly enough

i for mother and daughter, and twe
i eventful years they were tothe latter.
i Both in Washington and Philadedphia
i Where the senator retéred on the close
¥ of his term of office, Magaelene found
8 herself an adored queen of seciety.
3 Ardent admirers of both sexes con—
¢ stantly hovered around her and com-
§ mented upon her behuty and accom-
§ plishments, but she held hersed as

much as possible aloot faom them all,
often suffering mental agany #rem
what was mtended te give her plesa-
ure, Her very dignity wem for her
admiration from womse, while others
called her proud siad cold. Her selsice
was found in the hope that she wonld

§ atill be young when the two years of

probation had passed.
On her twenty-first birthday she

. § reminded her mother of her promise,
4 tolling her that her mind was still
-§ wunchanged, and with a heavy heart
8 the womm bowed her head fo the
4 will of the Almighty as she had done
& when the other damghter was iakan
§ away. In this case she cherished one
{ fond hepe; there is ne retarn from
i the
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grave and Agnes was gone frem (Bister Cecelia, had gledly

trisl of the religisus life might find
as many others did, that it was not
her vecation and come back.
The choics which socisty looked
upon as the heighth of folly in one
80 young and aocomplished, much
more 50 beonuse here they could find
no story of disappeointed love to
make a romance of the aflair, was
much commented upon. It went from
the gomipers to the papers and it was
one of these which had fallen into
the hande of Beatrice Suow in an
isclated little summer resort many
miles away in New York. Fortu-
natelyin she seclurion of the convent
none of these ever came to disturb
the perfect peace of the young postu-
lant. The first time her motheroall-
ed on her the Reverend Mother said:

‘‘Mrs. Mayburn, your daughter is
very happy here, and I think her
m¢ther cannod receive too much
pratise for giving back so willingly
ber child and sreasure to God. You
shall have your reward a hundred
fold and I hope shat God widl send
you another true asd loving daughter
to be your comfort in your old age.’’

These words setmed to mean but
little to her them, but as her son
grew to manhood she began to hope
that through bhim the promise of hav-
ing a good daughter might be fulfill-
ed. She hoped that after he grada-
ated he would remain at home and
marry soon some good, piousgirl who
would bring back lifo and mirth to
her home;but here, too,she was doom-
ed to a little disppoinkment. No
sooner had Eugene returned from
college than he declared his intention
of going to Eurog to study medicine.
Bhe suggested that if he wished to
become a physician he conld stady
near home, but his mind was set on
going to Europe,so after much reluc-
tance ltis parents consented.

It was very lonely with both chil-
dren gone and the great house was
not so often open #0 entertain guests
as formerly; but at the time we are
introduced to Mrs. Mayburn she is
emtertaining bright hopes that her
son will soon be home, forin a few
weeka he is to graduate. Her husband
and herself are preparing to go to
Europe to be present at the event,
and with one important exception,
most of the preparafions for the
journey have been made. Mra. May-
burn wishes a lady traveling compan-
ion and as yet has been wholly unable
to secare one accomling to her own
tastes. She glances sadly at the
pioture of her darling daughter who
nad 80 wilingly thrown aside her
robe of silk and costly lace to don
the course durk babit of the religious
and a sigh escapes her lips.

‘‘My dear child,if you had but re-
mained with me I would care for no
other companien but—* she paused
as she gazed steadily upon the sweet
Madonoa face, *‘perbaps it is betber
for you as it is. God knows beat and
you may bave escaped many a bitter
care.”’
8he then bowed her head in silence
and the thought occurred to her that
perhaps Msgpdalene might be able to
secure s euitable compenion for hes:
She wanted some one who was educ-
cated and refined,and knew well that
o our convent boarding schoels are to
be found not enly the daughters of
the rich, but companatively poor girls
who are obliged to go out into the
world snd sesk & means of support.
Such a young lady would be just
what she wanted, and Magdalene
would be the best one to find a com-
panion for her after her own hoart,
for no one knew her tastes better
than her own child. Bhe intendpd to
make & short visit to the convent be-
fore her departure, but thought best
to write at once in hopes that before
her arrival the proper person might
be foundu

It was a long and loving letter, as
her messages to the loved one always
were, but what gave the young siver
mos$ pleasure, was the favor she had
asked, for she felt that she could easily
grantit by givingher dear mother a
fit companion who would be all she
wished, and at the same time accom—~
plish a desire she had mever dared
put into werds.-

CUHAPTER XXVI. -

“Whe was Bister Cecelia?’ This
was & question whick many times had
arisen in the mind of Bestrice, and
her eager curiosity could mot be sub-
dued. Among the bearders no one
seemed te know,or ifthéy did, the
secrot was safe, and she felt tempted
sometimes $0 ask the young nup her-
solf, but she knew that it was too
delicate a question and perhaps if she
might as well have inquired of one of
she silent statues in the halls. For
given uj

{ her forever, but Magdelene afior aiher place intke world, smd with it

Wil

given up that woble aame of which
the would have had veason to be
proud. To the love of Chriat ahe hed
ancrificed far more than many of her
friends suspected. Of one thing Bea-
trice was oertain, that Stster Cocilia
had once belonged to the higher class
of soviety, for in spite of her humility
she betrayed the fact in man

that Magdalene Mayburn had often
stoocd as & vision before the ments)
gaze of our heroine when thinking
about her fricud’s family; for the
account she had read se long ago of
the young lady’s renouncing the
world bad left a lasting impression
upon her meémory. She believed thas
her friend must have belonged toa
good family, but she never dremmed
that her two ideals weré the same
pereon. On one occasion she had even
brought from the secret recesses of her
trunk the article ou( from the paper
and showed it to her, The Sister had
blushed deeply as she read the acoount
for the first time, and changed the
subiect a8 quickly as possible, The
marked embarrassment had not been
lcat on Beatrice who was surprissd
by it at the time, but it was soon for-
gotten.

If the two friends had been dear to
each other from the beginning of their
acquaintanee, they were far more o
this year, when they were so closely
associated in their work.As a teacher
of music Beatrice proved most eMoient
and many were the hours of toil and
anxiety her talemé helped her save
the hard working nun.  After the
lonely year in tie country she felt
likre & retusned exils,and had been so0
happy in the perfect enjoyment of
religious freedom among those of hes
own claes, that the months had glided
rapidly away until it was mow almost
the close of school. Her old ambi.
tions to be great asa lady in society
were gone forevexr, and now she onl
lived for the present,with little thought
of the future, while memories of sbhe
past were too iad to entertain, Her
first wild ambifion to become a reli-
giaus, wnich hed seized her ina mo.
ment of sorzow, when forsaken by her
mother, had long since ngyg
for much as she admired the holy life
of her friends, she felt that such a
blessing was not for her.

There peenained but little over two
w more of school when one after-
noou during rehearssl for the closin
exerciees,a work whioh was left mostly
in the hands of thetwo friends, Sister
Cecelia was called to the parlor b
the anpouncement that her mother
was there.

“‘Please tell mother that I am en-
gagedyand if she willexcuse me I will
be down in & few minute,” she said
gazing at the clock which told that
her work would ocoupy anothes half
hour.

As soon asthe rehearsal was over
Beatrice was sent for to join Sister
Cecelia in the parlon,and hersurprise
was great when the handsomely dress-
ed lady was introduced to her as,
“My mother, Mrs. Mayburn,’’ and
still more s0 when she heard the
daughter addressed by the old familiar
name of Magdelene. Sister Cecilia
was soon cadled to attend to pressing
daties and Beatrice was left to enter-
#ain the lady mother with whom she
was most favorably impressed.

“Magdelene Mayburn, '’ repeated
Bestrice to herself when she was alone
that evening, and she brought again
from hexr trunk the newspaper clipping
she bad strangely treasured so long,
“Magdelene Mayburn,and how strange
I never suspeocted it before,’’but how
would she feel when her friend’s
identity had bben s0 chosely covered:

The religious in the meantime,after
having mademany enquires about
her own family, of interest only to
herself, had turned the subject, first
to her mother's proposed trip, then
to Beatrice, of whom she spokein the
most glowing terms, finally asking ktow
she would like her s & companion.
“The young lady impressed me
very favorably at first. Little as I
have seen of her I think she wounld
be just the person I would like, and
what you have teld me of her noble
sacrifices makes me like her better
sild”’

“Iam glad to hear you say so,
mother, both for her own sake amd
yours, for to know Bestrice 8vow is
to love her,and if you can secure her
As a companion you will never have
cause to regret it.”’

‘““Have you sxohn to Mis Bnow
about my wish?

*'No mother,I have not,as X thonght
beat to wait and see if you were favor-
ably impressed with her.”

(T'o be comtinued.)
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By The Shaughraugn,

The late Earl of Kimberley at a
Bquet given shoztly before his
deatn at the Hotel Uncil, Lendon, in
honor of the Inizh gememis who had
stood Bngland in such heroio stead
during the grest Boes war said: **No
one can havelived in freland or come
in wach with ber brilliant sons, with.
outbeing infected with the magnetiam
of her s0il and race.’’ Ihe sardenio
Kdtchener, one of the gueate of honor
st thet banquet, & Kerry man by
birth, though an Englishman by
blood, confeassed that “No place on
earth dsomed 0 largely in his heart’s
affeotions as that little spot in Kerry
where he first saw the light.”

And s it is with ail who hail from
the green iale,or whose fathess bailed
therefrom, or who have ever vigited
its shores with an o
know her is to love her, Forages
her sons have sacrificed everything
for her they bheld dear, family tiss,
worldly prospects and even life, She
oan challenge any ocountry in the
warld €0 produce so lung, so glorious,
20 immortal aroll of patriots, ssis
her privilege to poesess. She hasthe
faculty of attaching to her with bonds
ofiron allin whose veins courses s
drop of Irish blood,andeven enlistin

the admiration of the *‘stranger’’if he
will bat invoke that spell of touching
with his feet her "ho{; sod.”

In this great country of ours they
are to be reckoned by hundreds of
thousands whoee dearest and proudest
recollection is the scene of sheir early
childhood in¢‘the Green Isle of Erin”
and whaee bitterest is that when

y |standing on the deck of the great

“liner’’ which was carrying them to
the great Ba;i:blic of the Weat they
watocbed the beloved shores of their
native land fade from wight. Thers
are still & more numerous class who
thouglirrurhtpo ““more Irish" than
rtheir Irish fathers themselves, have
not set eyes on the land whidh evem
at this distance has s0 powerful
fasoination for them, All that is
besutiful in the land they live in the
transplant in mind to Ireland; but if

g|they only knew the utter futility of

comparing Ireland to anything else
bnthoroeFf. Hills and vs{leyn,gluku

y | and rivers, abound the world over,—

bat Killarney is Ireland’s own, so is
the Blackwater, so agsin ape the
Golden Bpearsof Wicklow, the*Meet-
ing of the Waters,”’Holy Cross Abbay,
the Fill of Tare and, “frongh Meagh's
baoks where the fisherman strays,
when the clesr,0old eve’s declining. "’

“‘Great is the land we tread, but yet

Fay greater is our own.”

says the poet, and in the sense we
accept the term this is ttue. She is
‘‘great” to us in her historic past,
her martyred dead, her ruined shrines,
aye, and ‘‘great’’ i her shamrock
stsewn hillades, her shielings and

banshees and leprechauns, her dances,
her wakes and her fhirs. Ina word
she is _ .
‘Demyr old Ireland, grand
Ireland boys, hu;‘:a.hl” 0ld Ireland
Well now the writer is back in
Rochester fresh from a trip to the
“‘old land’’ —indeed reader, were you
near me as I write, I verily believe
you would be overcome by the sham.
rock, oum-turf,cum-kelpy aroma per.
meating my whole person. The breezes
of the Atlantic did not diepel half of
it. Could I only reteinit forever.
The editor of *The Journal” is
good enough to ask meto go back
again over this trip ‘tlmough Esin'e
Isle,”’ and to take you with me *‘to
sport awhile.” I am sure it will be a
keen delight for me to do 80, and I
hope such things and placesas I have
seen and how I've sden them,willalso
interest you. The course I mapped
out for myself was a rather zig-2ag
one, beginning with Queenstown ;
possibly I may have missed the town
where you first breathed the puze sir
of *Holy Ireland’’—and maybe 1
;:n%hed it--bnlt inany evend you will
BPPY te learn '‘how is poer old
Ireland snd how does she mn’g " To
give an snswer to this question right
now, let me say that the political and
economic elouds awe lifting, after all
thess centuries of seuselens Oppremsion
andthe time does mét sesm far distant
when from every standpoint Trishe
men will find it a8 mueh to their jn.
ferest, asto their desivs, to remain at
home. Bven now the emigration
figures are appaling, and were they to|

“‘deserted £

’would

misd, Toi}:

oabins, her‘forts” and her fairies, her
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be maintained at $his rais, to eonjure] .
up Irelsad 100 mggfm':ﬁ,:’f:

howavers srious; bona idn!og:

may await developments with confid.
snce. * New to the journey. -
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of goo timen whoad and they 3

their bright eyes,
regret to methat they had«os hands)

not kiow a word or two of
even the unmelodions Angelo-Saxon

d of Shamrocks’? towsrds which:

heading: _ ‘ \

Ailmt however through the bixe
it "up out of the coen=3''tha
EmeraM gem of the westerti waeld.

which awept over me .
had pamed over my hedd aihob I quit.

sensation in. the Inchrymal glundy,

sbafla of light and warmth over the
scene, dispelling the gausy mantle of
mist with which Erin is wont to
clothe herself, I oalled to mind those
words of Tom Moore when descxib.

“Thy suns with doubtfukglesm,
Weep while they rise.” A
Thenearer we ap
the, demser grew the flock of gulls
which hovered all abons .the ship;:
tawn haebor, they. flaw aud awam
around usliterally in battalions,some
screaming, others 8ghting,snd othars
again floating gracefully on thewater
preening their teathersafter thedr

s soa of upftim before” ber,
hills of emerald behind her, - “H

mouth of the harbor has s o&ﬁ})}g
watch dogsiti the shiape of forte, Th
are eloqtent evidenoe of the power of
“‘the man' in

week we will get into ““Rebel Qork"’
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At last the ?fht s over,
Pope Leé is rio more,

All sovérigtis estecmed him - -
A truesnd neblefriend, .-

And fo.his gentle.counse] . - ..
A to:ﬁ'qnins«g:;mould lend.. ,:.,-z,f,;,ggg
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On Whe thind morning atter hﬁgkg '
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days before sightlog the green kills}

Cork-vo ad the advance| -
guard of the Lrish gialia with ua.” g3
06 thewe elagant hirda ware biitbingers | *

tail fenthers, X did not fail to note} 08"
the distinotly: Bibexnian twinkle in] **"
My beaxt went| -
out to them and it wan s mwaiter of}

that I could ahake or that they did | >
isorf

tongue, 10 that they could have whis |}
tome the state of that :‘desr

our huge modern ‘‘bark’* was rapidly
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ted hen shores and memories ©f that/| o
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Xt was early morning and the'king | thn:
Elof day’’ was derting out his first
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until whem we anghored in Quesns- |, ;
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flight.. They were the firat  ore tm%
Irish to greet momnd as I bonrded the/ ¢
tender to- make the landing, I tock
7 | my farewellof them with somexegret.

I bad plensy dftime #0-take in all}a!
the beauties of Queanstown haxbor ay | the
viewed from the decks of the limer| %8R
and the xmall tender, and the panora-| js. oy
ma must be voted & sharmimgone, | jria :
even to other than Irish eyes: Injtrex
the brilliant morning sun wiih' ité| feigt
whiﬁabaildln%nd g tu'r’;:g'mw-
panes, Queenstown resembled nothing |t
so much as & Iustrous dismond iwitE hands of-
.ii, - -

some residences wereto be dissovered] o
here and:theve amongthe trees oxi the | 't
hillide, and the usus! comoomitixité |«
of seaside vesorts, boathoues ‘of -all}lbiit ¥
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found very mych awake, . The Cuth.

olic Cathedral, e of the finest jn | pee:
Irelsnd, in the most oongpﬁnom.fgg‘if v 8
ture in the bird’seye view of QGuesny~} Father.
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