
"Mrs.Lee,Iam just stepping intobed," washer answer.Itwas
certainly true, for she hadput out herlight, and stood in her night
dresF,in the moonlight,in themiddle of thefloor.

"My dear Miss May," came back to her through the keyhole,
(!youwillnot object to an old woman's sitting at your bedside for
anhour ?

"
May saw that she was conquered. She opened herdoor, and

retreated to her bed, where Mrs. Lee lollowedher, and sat down
before her like a nightmare. Mrs.Leehad ona Jarge whitenight-
cap, and even the moonlighthad nopower to make her look like
aspiritof night ot mysterious angel visitant."My dear," began Mrs. Lee, '"

Ishould not torment you with
my complaints if Ihad anyone else to go to for sympathy."

This was saidin accents oc such real sadness tnat May gavjup
her impatience,and became attentive."I'm verysorryif you arein trouble, Mrs. L?e," she said."

Thankyou, my dear," sad Mrs.Lee,"and trulyIam in sore
trouble. Love has always been a mischief-maker, they say, but
youngmen usedsometimes to iake advioe frum their mothers. My
son used, but now he willnot listen to a word that Ispeak. My
dear, Iwant you to say a few words to the lady."

In the earnestnessof Mrs. Lee'd afflictionshe had forgotten the
formality of herusual style of address. May's patience, however,
wasnot proof against this speech. She sat up and spoke out her
miint."Now, Mrs.Lee,Ishould like toshow reßpect toall yousay;
but 1findit very haid to pity what you seem to feel. Ithink
nothing couldbe more fitting than the match;and asfor your eon,
Ithink Miss Archboldonly too good for him,if therebe any differ-
encebetween them.""' That's what she thinks herself,Idare say," said Mrs. Lee,
beginning to weep;"andIdo declare Ibelieve thereis nokind-
heartednessleft among you womennowadays;but if she does think
so, why does she not tell him so,andsendhim away2"" Sendhim away!

"
echoed May ;"Idon'tunderstand you at

all,Mrs.Lee.""Isee thatplain enough, my dear, andIwill tellyou all about
it. You think that MissArchbold is going tomarry my son?"

"Of courseIthink so," said May.
"

What else couldIthink V"What else, indeed ? Butshe is not going to marry him, and
she isgoing toruinhim for life.""Oh,noI Icould not believe it.""That willnot alter thematterat all,"said Mrs.Lee crossly."That's true;but Imean

—
you know,even werebhe capable"'—

May paused. *' Inthat case,Mrs. Lee, she wouM not be worth
thinking of. Your son would not bo ruined for life,Idare say.""" You know nothing about thematterwhenyonsay so," retorted
thedistressed lady. "Mydear ma'am, Icame here to tell you the
whole story. Isuppose you have heard my sonspokenofas a man
of wealth?

"
May admitted that shehad heardhim so spokenof."Well," said Mrs. Lee, grimly, "Ihave three hundred a year

whichmy husband left me. Itwas all be had to leave. And he
said: (The childis a boy,lethim work.'

"

CHAPTER XVI.
MBS. LEE INSISTSUPON TELLING HEB STORY.

May soon foundherself domesticated pleasantly enough with the in-
matesof the Castles of Catnlough. Just at first she fell somewhat
oppressedby attentions; from Lady Archbold, who prided herself
onbeing anexcellenthostess ;from Sir John, who was desirous that
his specialguest should not find herself neglected; from Mrs. Lee,
who had lookedupon thisgirl as a windfall' which fatehadsent to
herself; from Katherine, who was resolved to dazzle and to pat-
ronise;and from Christopher, whowas butbent upon pleasing his
love. May accepted the treatment as quietly as though shehad been
used toitall her life;but onceor twiceshe got tired of being asked
if she weresure she wouldrather go out than remain in-doors,if she
j33re quitesure she would not like this chair better than that sofa,0a& if abe werevery sure indeed thatshe would not prefer another
game of chessbefore going tobed. Ig crossed her mind that tilings
werepleasanter at home, at Monasturlea, where people came and
wentas they liked, without questioning or ceremony. Very scon,
however,she fittedherself to the place, and thepeople got used to
herandgave her peace.

Mre.Leehad taken possessionof Mayasher ownpropertysince
their first meeting on themountain. Shehad chosenher a placeby
her ownsideat the dinner-table, chiefly addressedher conversation
toher, andafter dinner,untilthe moment whenshe, Mrs. Lee, fell
asleepinher easy-chair, related to her the principal eventsof her
life. Mrs.Leein the drawing-room wasnot so alarming aperson as
Mrs. Lee lost onthe heather;but,in abrown-velvetrobe andscarlet
turban, she lookedsufficiently imposing. Her sad looks at her son,
andher bitter looks at Katherine,caused much amusement to May,
who didnotpity herin theleast. If a mother could not be content
with & bridelikeMiss Archboldfor her son, why a mother ought not
tobe encouragedinher folly.

Some days passedbefore the stormof Mrs. Lee's fullconfidencebroke,ashadbeen threatened, upon May's devotedhead. She had
severaltimesseenitcoming, buthad takentimely shelterunder the
wingof some third person. Mrs.Lee required leisure and privacy
for her story;and though the people of the housecould hardly be
said todoanything allday,nor yet tobe particularly sociable, still,
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Catholicalso,must believe, whois to pronounce between the merits
of the AuthorisedVersion and that whichhas beenrevised ? Surely
the young theologian should, forexample,know that it is open to
him tomethe word"sheol" when he would name "hell," if ever
he should feel inclined tomake use in any way of words not suited
toearspolite, and that there are several otheralternat ives tha tit
wouldbe within his province toconsider. To with-holdthe"unaided
Word," from the youthfulmindis one thing,but tosubmit" toit the
Word not only unaidedbutpositively impeded by a false translation
is quite another, and until the youthful mind is fitted to
distinguish the evil from the good, it might te as well not
to impose upon it the necessity of making the choice,
Meantime we fear thatitis but too true, as Mr. Turnbull suggests,
that the youthful theologian is a character which grows scarcer and
yet more scarce in Protestanthouseholds.

—
Protestant children, he

said,were growingupin ignorance of religion, whileCatholics werc
being diligently taught. And herein— let us remark inpassing

—
wemaydiscern the natureof the faith that is in Protestant parents,
whocertainly donotconsider it worth while to make those sacri-
fices for thepreservationoftheirchildren's religion that aremade by
Catholic parents. And who Bhallreprovethem if theydonotconsider
thereligion they profess worth preservingfor their children? Perhaps
theyunderstanditsnaturebetter than wedo. But,atleast, any form
ofChristianity appears tousinfinitelypreferabletoablank atheismor
toany of those systems which atbottom are pretty much the same
thing.— And even if the Catholics of Auckland, as Mr. Thomson
says,haveavailed themselves largely of thegodless echoolß, thatis
no reasoa that they are to be held up as an exampletoall the
Catholic world. Their case is not an example of any rule, in fact,
but anexception thatproves a rule, for noother Catholiccommunity
can be brought forward in any such connection, and we arenot
inclined to forsake the custom of the Catholic worldgenerally to
follow the vagaries of one exceptional community. According to
the testimony of theirBishop,moreover,asgivenbefore aParliamen-
tary Committee, the Catholicsof Auckland haveseen onegeneration
of their youngmenlost to the Catholic Church, and the Catholics
who, withsucha terrible fact before their eyes, risk the faith of a
second generation, occcupy neither an enviablenor apraiseworthy
position

—
much less an exemplary one. It is, on the contrary,

because Catholics are determined to keep their children Catholic
that they support the Catholic schools absolutely necessary for the
purpose.

—
We Catholics elsewhere, then, are rather warned than

temptedby what weareso repeatedly told of Auckland.— We have
little moTe tosay on this subject,at least for thepresent,for wemay
return to it on receiving Hansard with the full report of the
speeches,someof which appear tohave been lively,if not brilliant
or amusing.

—
But we may add- that a motionfor the impositionof

anadditionalinjustice has been well defeated.
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THE WILD BIRDS OFKILLEEVY," JBTC.

io theirhabits within doors, there was little privacy or leisure at
Camlougb. May wasinvited to join the loversinall their walks and

'rides, andit often fell to her share to feel herself one too many.
She learned a trick of letting herhorse lagbehindthe others, andof
losingherself in the dingles in questof wild -strawberries. Some-
times Sir John Archbold made a fourthin the rides, andpaid her
old-fashioned compliments, and told her of thenew improvements
which he meant to make abDut the place— a ru9tic bridge here, a
plantation there;and May cheerfully studied the points of view,
and faithfally gavehim her opinion on these matters. But quiteas
often she was entirely left to her own reflections. This did not
trouble her;for she had a vast loveof beauty, anda turn fornoting
characters;andthenew imagesthat crowdedher ownmindmade a
constant entertainmentfor her frommorning tillnight. The lovers
wereanunfailingsourceof delight to her. Her heart leanedtowards
theminquite a motherly fashion. She had read about lovers, but
she hadnever behelda real pair. She followedia their wake,,ad-
miring, in her simplicity, what she conceived tobe an example of
the greatest happinessof life. She spent long, dreamy days think-
ing over the matter,down among the lilies and sedges under the
bridge, or wandering through mazy and shimmering dingles. The
world was very glorious, thought May,in her maiden meditation j
andhumanlife wasverybeautiful andrichlyblest.

Mrs. Lee and May andKatherine wereall lodged in the same
wing of the castle, and their windows all opened upon a great
balcony. May was rather afraid to trust herself on the balcony
alone, lest Mrs.Lee should loom forth and' take possessionof her.
Mrs. Leehad ahandsome sitting-roomofi her bedroom,andit often
pleased her tospend the day in solitude. May, a less important
persoD,hadonlya prettylittledres9ing-room, furnished with writing-
table,books and pictures;but she, too, liked to spend anhour id:
her retreat. This sitting-room and thisdressiner-room adjoined one"'
another,the wallbetweenbeingbut apartition. When Mrs.Lseheard
May stirring in her nest,she was apt to leave her own and come
knocking atMay's door. When May heard Mrs.Lee leaveher room,
she wasapt tofly to the balcony, and thence escape to the gardens.
Upon the strengthof many disappointmentsMrs.Leebuilt a theory
that the dressing-roomwashaunted."" My dear ma'am," she would confide to May, " E heard some
onemove init quiteplainly,but whenIentered there was1 nobody
to beseen!

"
AndMay would answer slyly :

"Indeed,madam, Idon'tbelieve
itia hauntedby anythingmore mischievous than myselfI

"
Thiswasall very well;and, for a time, shekept the ponderous

lady at a distance. The hour of her defeat was at hand, however 5
and one night she heardMrs. Lee's gentleknock uponher bedroom
Uoor. For a moment May thought of making no answer, and
pretending tobe asleep ;but ""it would be quiteuseless," Bhe de-
cidedthe next moment,

"
for she wouldcoma in and wake me,1

believe."
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