“nights

* chisms at school,” she said, ina

‘ oﬂ, hmmother in

ﬂen:y-xhird Ym, No. &

Statm’s Ba{egmsm w&é’&ﬁt D Mede oe ey Tthus dnos, gt |

Contineed from  last week

!
There was g ¢ollision.

I R ]
" The little hook leaped ints the@ll theother fellows “ont of it,
air, and Austin just saved the 20d he had beaten Howard.

little girl from falling.

**I beg your }i»:xrdon. I was notiictory,

minding. D3d1 hust you?”
*“Oh, no, not &Pall It was my:
faulk; i was read m%
Austin was very fond of chil
dren, and Statia was a_particu-

larly engagang child. He pickedroom. his hard-won position inpowerful her childish -pmyff

up the little book, and its fam.
jiar title brought a host of mem-
ories to his mind,

**Wasit something interesting?,

A storxy, perhaps?’

‘Statis looked up smiling; Shelbefore.and better still. he pray.’

was not at all shy *It wasn't a_
story, “she sald, "‘but it was very|’
interesting all the same. You see,
we are having an examination in
catechism, @nd there is a beauti-

| was reading over some ha.rd

I judge's danghter. - Ve, chat will dgf, i;hauk Vo,
que S o ' The path was teo clear, pitiless-My name is Austin Mu‘rra
Is\fd.a,v 1 look through? lly clear. { ‘nogget my Haﬂlsemm‘&h )
**Y es, of course.” He recogrnized his own power- any one-else’s e la
He read down a_page. HOWllessges& o, his rehgxonsputram- “*Nosand I will 8oy one fo)

well he remenbered it all.

*“Which
reading?”’

Statia turned over the leaves/Wwith confidence in God's mercy, Wl

and put her finger on the place.
He read: ““Can persons who deny
outwardly the true religion, in
which they inwardly believe, ex-
Rct salvation while in that state’,

ey who deny outwardly the
tru:d!l-ghgletin, in which they in-
w, reve, cannot expect
aalvatmn, for Christ has said;

"‘Whosogver shall deny Me be-
fore my Father, who is in heav-
en' (Matr. x. 38).”°

ful picture fot the best one, anaway from the judge and themany. Will that do2*

question _ were ..you 'nothi

-—v—-—

TE

‘of prizeday: all the others werclgrown very careless abow
considere@ only secondary. Herg *Qn.by g admgtha,‘ :
and Howard conzested for thema itand, aveat
medal that year. They had lefttcgmsed h!s n to the churgh
**Oh, did é ”iams glacl )
e Noigo giad?”* Statia exclaimad, ad
case"he had won since had'clapped her hands. Thativas |
given him such pleasure as thabfse betrer than Wmﬂgng gh
ture,
““And 1am glad,. too. He
eat friend of mme." .
Austin looked i
honest eves, and the

And now.

The Bishop,the boys,the sahm
'the past faded, away, and he
'awoke to  his riehly furnished:

!

‘his profession, and the presenn must be: for her heart was
Aud thelittle green-covered book|~she was one of the. “ht.tl e
was lying on his table, thinkingiypes.” PO

tthe present with the past. “Do you pray for man; mgle
, During that week Austjn re*lStaha‘?”hepasged. & ‘
flected more than in all his life h, yes;lots,®

m;!d you add ' me to 1he
him; the path lay clear and ‘
stralght befere him. But he want.| » Statia answered sl b
ed a great deal of moral eourage-me‘iy_- “But Tonly say s Hall
Jto set outon it, for it led rightjMary for each one~~there

. He knew what was reqmred’

‘ing came to his aid H% could do fmex;{d wgoreag ﬂtm m‘z"h
hut er can do every-l ‘'Yes, do ustin said,
e g:ged ‘humbly andlsmile, nid raised ll‘h _ hen
was:a lgrown-up lady.’{ ';Stnm mass wi!i be celahm&d
mentally remarked, _. |Brst-time on the: ouonot
Oneday the postraan’ htjsolemn dedicats
nobon rown pqperparcef edifice
oo It wassdd ‘

lthing.

and his prayers were heard,

He interviewed the jndgeand
knew at once that he was wear-a
ing the black cap®’ as far as hislto

céase w%s gncemed ut he went% w
hrou. & O
thoughit was worse than a thous- BIeued Lady. wﬁb 2

and deaths, and he kept his tem- ing face, and robee o
per down, thgngh his biood bm)e ahtdes of blue ¥nd golﬂ I
in h’a veins. . fir tiful than N

What cold. cutting wop

Austin closed the book hastlly
The words disturbed him, for his
life wasa denlal of Him before
men, and he could not expec
salvation.

Statis gazed in wonder at th
changre in the man’s face, and heji
slightly at the surprise in

her wide-open, blue eyes.

“Yey, little girl;, it is an inter-

esting book ; Ishould like to read
it t.brough for old acquaintance
sake.”’

For one brief second Statia hes-
itated. She Qid not know all one
“hard chapter.” She had meant
to it that night—the last,

ut,” of course, since ﬂns]
gentleman evinced a wish for the
book ‘she must offer it to him.

The beautiful framed picturejof the sveetsshop was tempting-

of Qur Blessed Lady =zeemed fad-

ing away. Nellie 0’ Dwyer wouldlnot took at it. Oh! if only she

be sure to winit. Then a happy
thought chased the wistful look!
look out of Statia’s eyes. Sup’po@
her-catechistn were to do thi
man some good, some spiritual
good, it would be all through her.

“Keep the book, sir, if you
would like to read it.”’

the examination?
“Ohlthere are lots . of cate-

vague way.

“You are very kind, little girl;
but you may want to study to-
night.*’ Austin said.

it.Iwill not study tonight/tell down her cheeks

at her side—a man’s voice with
a young,
gazed up through ber tears,

_ clairned. “What has 'h ned ia
“And how will you study ‘for{Have you missed your laégggns"

edge the cause of her tears, but

judge uttered‘ Austin fe
sting for da rds

ted when they met hnn at Masa ’
Sunday! Their: eyesQ if not: their)8
hpS, said pla you are a|p!

Catholic! {}ou have lectj8h
mgz'I your religion dngr:eefmv'
e bore it patiently, and felt itl™ :
. “To thmE ** Birdie .
was a penance, that made upin that the man should

for his former denial o The of
f.-: brought back totheCh PRk
throggh Statis’s cabachi "’ «% 'wi dered by

Statig did not win the plct'ure. e and -
Neliie 0'Dwyer came firat, but ,;ﬁég?‘é;fﬁ“%},‘i‘“ },ﬁfg dd

Sister praised Statia for her im.{& R ;

ptuvedpanswenng. A week Iate: ed, reverenitly. —The" Ange 1”’
she was sorrowfully
wiy_-homeshere
for that gay Nellie(llmé taken ﬁ“ﬁ
picture home, an tati a

wanted it so much. The v:indow purity and fullg

[from the pen of i ﬁard

were taking home the picture! %"gﬁ;f’ ﬂzewef ca‘

e ning withil

Hullo! Statia, not mindinglg matmee (mdayv Thxs g]ny isAnd

agam' said a.man 's.voice closeleptehing the po ¢y, andbs an

everywhere it-i ﬁﬁ:g»—«endomd Ylﬁeﬁl

boyish ring in it. Shelpy Catholic clerzy.and Qt.hei%, anid dust-
who do notmakea practiceof ap.(ConE

¢
Founded upon an em‘ble

ng capaed
tmdred andininuty-?:g :

ly arrayed, as usual, hut she

“What' Crying!”’ Anstin ex- o :

are abso %r deserving’
*irich approv H syev
thmg ﬁne is hear

SL'

“N-no, but—""- .
“But wm?" P .
Statiawas ashamed toacknowl-

ery gen-

Austin qu (}destnoned her very en-

ndlir and at list
didn’t.

Kelly. in :rm exe

,.N% really. I would Jike  you| ture,"énd afresbshowerof?:ears ﬁnan » o

and theexarrxination is tomorrow;
sol w:ll hot want it then. Please.
keep lt
“*Very well, ’t]ian‘k you; 'T will, |
! hope you will be suecessful and|
win the picture. What is your
ame‘?”

“Ansstatia Mary _Cleary; butfirrpen™ >’ of pictures, but no

they callme Statia for short.” .

“Well, good-by, Statiu. Many|Describe it to me.’

thanks for the catechism, an

good Yuck for the exsmmatwn

e raised his hat, and Statm

watehed him walk away, ‘"Thehe

picture is gome,” she said, aloud,

as he disappeared round tine next

bend in the road.
Austin found a bitter sweetness

1t reminded

80 many
things of long ago—

st confes-

firmation.

He had wona medal for Chris-
tian Doctrine once-— ten, twelve,
thirteen yearsago, How preud

e had felt when the Bishop|the air-
pinned it on khis coat,and the boys|

cheereddHe c:]n;lld Blllsh ﬂ‘g
now, and see the op,
and the hall gd with vist

Ve

hoping you would wm 1t. Nev

of more pxcturea in the ctty,
know.*

Ibrightening, and the last drop of|
the shower of tears

had a.real looki

rmlmd xt—-xéot those bright, b
olors som
inreading throﬁgh the little book. ‘t!here were lLili

was solovely!” sghe finished,

regretful sigh; but
gion, first coxnmunion and con-ﬁaoﬁgrd lixeaplgkms% el fa

shower.

front tpw.ijoyful

xeeption
bnﬂxaﬁbmannét;@thew:“» el
cast who help the production md 1
1ts successfu engagements areW.

s Barbara i) ‘lhal-

oy Miss Cathryn Clark, Robt|
“Yes,” she said, dully. Th Del;:gr,ChudeN%ne,J Fragﬁ;uqm
es,” she sai y. ThereDillon, an , ety ;
"l ' uction of“*“Thié - Rosary: s
Whatkind of e o Clifors qﬂ?ﬁ it
“Whatkind ietu it ?{Rowland an
» G Spicuire vas high extent. Special matmeg :
Thanksgmng day. - yol

Concert fax thq Blm!

**Oh!that is too bad.’ 1 was®

“Oh!it'was lovely,”’ she said,

rélled down
r cheeks. “‘Qur fBlesseddLgldy
ace, and her -
5 Edward .Bame ‘ evm
es8 was pale-blue with i!ld brated bilul d%
ictures hve, And 8'“793 ano ;.
tion h esday evening,
Bes all about. Oh! ztl d’er the. aUSDléQ&y Y

pperati
tion f hbhnd 'ﬁck
atera w,‘;:o%:m :

R

“*Whatsize was it?”

“Wen,"” she answered
and her eves. buzhme&g“ Mglklg
expectancy.
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