
(By MauriceF.Egan in the AyeMaria)
VI."Tou say thephenomenon 1mentioned inmy last letter, dear Kidisnot uncommon, and that catholicyoung ladies are frequently asdevoted to their religious duties as the oneIhave mentioned. Per-hapsso. Itstrikes me as siranee in this mocking nineteenth cen-tury that anybody can take religion seriously. Itmakes me uneasy.Ihave seen the oldgentleman. The amiable Isadlady cameupand asked me if Icould play whist. Isaid Icould,and, as hisdaughter has gone toNew york fop a few d j.Q intQ his roomfor a game occasionally.Itwill amazeyou wneQ:lay that he is themanIpulled from vnder'the borgeg, feet oa Broadway, The young

w7w
7 lbt7Jnk"oon.wn. His name is Veinon. He is good-tempered,but rather sad and reUc Something aeems to weighonhis mindHis daughters name isAoJta

looks hk
W<lS

0^ ttiat last *me s^ie came nome *n tne coach—it
V P

au am ance— which brings passengers from the station.a". ",w,w.eu own-stairs with a newspaper in my hand. 1 hadpromised togive it to Mr# VcrMOllf As \ v£ a3 aboiu' tokllock at hia
wa°B there

a ht rustle rear me'aQdIturQed- The y°ung lad7

t _. °- want to see father ?' She asked, lookingatme franklytrom a pair of ye t

"'Icatat
-v earnest eves-

« ghec^iour lye Mr< Vu>rDon this newspaper,'Isaid.
newsDaoer to mcd slig'atly and hesitated. " Will you pease give the,. » ju , c? Ialways look over any newspaper intended for
&1&

1!d 'said -6 l^at 'oo'ie(^ surpiised;sbe coloured more vividly,
dreadful shoek ou uo doubt lhink tbis BUaDSe- My father had a

,, frum a newspaper once,audIamalways very careful

f hrnfaV6 er tDe newspaper, andshe thanked me. Shehadanair°r c. ,-. ing digmiy, aid of—l don't exactly know what to call it,
butH

"
very pic i-,ant tj lojlcat her."

VII.
"Youaccuse me, A.nita Yernon, of having forgotten you, Anna

Arthur. How unreasonable 1 Ihave thought of you everyday, and
Iam sure I've written m.iro letters to you than you have written to
me since we left the convent. We have been at this dear,delightful
place for over five weeks. At first the wind was awful; thebky was
the grimmest expanse ot gray clouds 1ever saw,and the sea roared
like a monster. Iassure youIhave often come back from early
Mass dieuched with the spray, which was fluogalmost in to the very
city itself."

Itold you that the only guest at the cottage is a young man
from NewYork, Mr.Weston Lee, whois a writer, It turns out that
he is tue gentleman who saved father's life on that awful day in
Broadway. He plays whist with p.ipa,andIhave acquired a habit
of sitting with them. He certainly is nice, but hopeless. Itis the
saddest thing tohtar him speak of the weariness of life. He has high
viewir, too;and, in speakiug of the journalistic life yesterday, he

€he hadnever writtena liae that he would want to blot. It isa
it thing to say. Father—you know how he lovesme, and thinks
, everybody else should be in love with me,—warned me to-day

that Iwas becoming too friendly with Mr. Lee. Hr says that I
ought not to encouragehim. Tnis warning was foundedon the fact
that Ilet him walk to Mass with me four morniDgs last week. How
queer of father 1" p.S.—As Iwas going to the post-office tomail this, Imet Mr.
Lee. He isgenerally veryself-possessed. He seemed nervous,aud he
asked me if he might walk back with me to the office. Iwas glad
to say jes, for Ido like him. He said he was about to leave, the
office wanted him, and he would have to go to-morrow. Ifelt all of
a sudden thatIshould niiss him very much. Returning alung the
beach we were both silent. We seemed to be walking oj a glass
floor coloured with the glow of a million rubies. The &uns°.t was
magnificent, and the wet beach reflectedit untilboth earth andsky
were on fiie.—Well, my dear, he asked me to be hit- W/f 1 told
him that Iwould never marry a man outside the Catflcltz,Church.
He tried toaigue, and thenItold him that Iwould ii^armarry at
all, that—and you how ha.d that was—my fathers ijaine was
tarnished in the eyes of the vvoild, and that his daughter was too
proud to take to her husband a tarnished name as her only dowry.
0Anna !how sad and astonished he looked, and how wretched I
felt 1 Ibegan tosob inspite otmyself, andrauahead of him, though
1heard his vo.ee asking me to pause. Don't try to comfort me,
Anna;Ican find comfort only at the foot of the Tabernacle. Ab,
Anna, itis baid todo one's duty sometimed.

"Youknow thitIhavenot knownhim long auditmay surprise
you that Ishould suddenly have become conscious of so great a re-
gard for him. He has been so very kind tomy father,and so reverent
when any Fubject connected with our holy religion was brought
up. Icould have cut out my tongue for having spokenof my father's
misfortunes, butIfelt as ifImust tell him the truth. He naturally
cantiot comprehendmy reasons for refusing tomarry anon-Catholic.
Hemight persist in his attentions if he did not know there were
other reasons for my refusing him, Aa it was he joined menear the
cottage. '

Let me add one word Misa Vernon,' he said.
"
I

will even" join your Church for your sake. Forms make little
difference.'"'

JSo,' Ieaid, 'you must not think of such a step. The barrier
that separates us is* no mere form. Your conversion for my sake
would neither satisfy God, yourself, norme. It would be the most
empty ot iorms. Good-bye.'

"
VIII."Well, my dear Redmond, you know all that occurred during

my last day at Atlantic City from my last letter, Ihave been,
deeply impressedeversince by the thought that there must be some-
thingunder all your Catholic ceremonies when a younggirl can act
as Miss Vernon has acted. Igiveno weight whatever to her words
about her father's

'
tarnished name.' Ifind out that Mr. Vernon

failed in business because of bad debts, and that he honorably dis-
charged his obligations as far as possible. Ido not imagine that I
shp.llever meet her again, but Iwill never cease to remember her
sweet womanliness, her patience,her regard for duty,andtheserenity
which seemed to emanate from a heart filled

—
yes, Iwill say it,

though many of my friends would call it cant— with the love of
God. Oblige me,my dear boy, by sending somebooks to me,

—
books

that will answer why Catholics believe so firmly in these days of
doubt. Icannot get rid of the influence of Miss V^rnon's daily
example."

IX.
"Dear Lee -.—There is anacquaintance of yours on a visit to

my mother. Itis Miss Vernon. Will yourundown to Sawmpscott
with me ? Meet me at the Grand Central Station oa Saturday."Redmond O'Connor."

X."
Dear Redmond:— With pleasure. Ex-Governor Jinks is

there just now, too. Iwillmix pleasure with business,and interview
himat the same time. lamto be baptisedconditionally to-morrow.
Itis sudden,but, yousee,Ibad preparedmyself for ituncousciously.
Itmay amuse you when Isay that Mallock's

'
New Republic'had as

much to do with it as anything, except Miss Vernon's beautiful
example,and,aboveall, God's grace! Ihavealways worn thatmedal
since Ireceived it. Ican't understand why the author of 'The
New Republic'does not enter the Church Ican say honestly that
the hopeof one day marrying Miss Vernon has had nothing to do
with this change inmy belief

—
or, rather, my adoption of the only

belief possibletor a logical mind;but, as Ihave said, her example
wasmy first impetus towards theFaith."

XI."Dear Anna:
—

Father and Iwere surprised to meet him
"

("him
"

is scratched out ia the original letter, and"Mr.Lee
"

written
over it) "at Mrs. O'Connor's. He looked happier,and Isoon dis-
covered the leason. He has become a Catholic. He told me so as
we stood in the little parlour waiting for the others to come down.
And thenIhad to listen to a new proposal. Itoldhim that,although

I itmade me happy to hear that he had entered the Church (and you
|know,Anna,Iprayed for it very hard), Icould not be his wife. I

jepeatedthat we were under a cloiid. My father had been branded
as worse thana thief ina publicprint. We hadsought refuge fromthe'
sneersof the world in quiet places,and thatIwouldnevermarryany

j man witha load of disgrace on my father and me."He seemed amazedat my vehemence."'Iknow all about it. The world does not sneer at your father.
I He is much respected,notwithstanding his misfortunes.'

'"You don'tknow,'Ianswered, wishing from my heart that I
could have been saved from this cruel ordeal;and thenIdrew from
my pocket-bookth3t cruel, cruel article, the sight of which in aNew
Yorkpaper gave papahis first stroke of paralysis.

'
Iwill show you,

Mr. Lee, what the world says of my father. And thenIwill ask
whether you can marry a girl whosenamehas been dragged into the

j mire, and whose father you would have to call father.'
"He started at thisand turned paler. Igave him that heart-

crushing paragraph. He started to read,and turneditover. 'Ithink
Iknow this type,' he said, 'it's a bit out of our paper '; and then he
readsotto vnce:" " Mr.Vernon

—
carelessness— criminal toreduce working-men to

despair by taking the bread out of their months
— '

"' Tnat wassaid of my father— myfather, who reduced himself
to poverty, who knew ihem all, who never refused to help them!' I
interrupted, tears coming to my eyes. '0 Mr. Lee 1 why did you
force me to show you this ?— why did you1 Lookin his face andsea'
whether he is capable of defrauding labourers of their wages. He
failed, it is true;but he has left no man worse by his failure. My
mother's property has gone to pay bis debts. His creditors have

1 shown theirappreciationof this, andallowed him enough for li "» m [

! age. But tellme, Mr. Lee, if you wouldmarry the dauevitjr '>" » m.i i

whose name was tarnished by such astain ? Hehas-ulr.n -dsih ntly :
for when he recovered from the blow that those cruel wowls gave In ■■
it was too late to meet the charge. Letus say no more of marriage,
Mr. Lee.'

"He tried to takemy hand,bui ■ would not let h'm.
'Yuii can-

nut comfort me ivany way. Imu^oear my burden.'
"Heread the paragraph to the end,colouring up to the eyes. I

couldnot help thinking that menarenot like u-.— constant to those
I we love in all darkness andstorm. I,in Ln place,would not have
1 Llushed for the womanIloved
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constitutional machinery loan the branches of th* National League.
He couldnot pioicsa 10 uoiu tae same opinion on the Irish question
that he did a year ago. lie was not ashamed to confess that the
generous teachiugof ihe English democracy, its desire for friendship
with the democracy of the dister Isle, and the way in which that
desire for friendship was being reciprocated, has greatly influenced
his opinion of what waspossible and what was desirable." This is
the fiist recoid made of the educativeeffect of the results already
attained by Mr. Gladstone's proposals. It shows how completely
barren of result has been the campaign of slander, fhat campaign
has been defeated by the promptness of Ireland's response to the
concessions of the British statesman;and to the temporarily unsuc-
cessful effort of the British democracy. Mr. Mauderegisters by this
acknowledgment the help which the cause has received from the
magnificent self-restraint, determination, and spirit of conciliation
stiown by the Irish people. Itwill be an encouragement to the
people topersevere on their old lines, now that they kDOW that the
lessons of theiraction in the present hour acenot lost, but that they
are potent factors of enlighteument.

THAT WICKED PARAGRAPH.
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