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we're doing, Our nephew, Jemmy Birt, who weni to
Australia years ago, has sent home his daughier on a
visit to us. And, oh, it seems only yesterday ihat e
was a mere lad, going off 1o a new country ; and herc
is his daughter, as tall as  he was then ! She rcame
last night, jusi as Hannah was putling up the shutlers,
and Clara was tahiug out her beads, ready for Ifannah
to come in to Rosary. And—DLut I musin't keep you
to chatter away lihe this. Must you go 7 Well, vou'll
come again soon—or I'th come lo you. She's so pretiy,
Sister, and so nice ' You will he charmed witn  hel,
And she and darhing Clara have very much in common.
She plays beautifully, and will be able io accompany
her aunmt, which is delightlul. They lLave just Gbeen
trying " Cleansing Fires "'-—practising, you know, for
the concert.’

‘Does :he sing ”’ ashed Sister Agnes, a
reasonable hope flashing upon her mind.

‘Oh, no! She only plays. It 15 vice Lo have her.
But such a surprise ! O Sister, won't you stay ? No?
Well, then, if you must go, | won’t hinder you. Say a
prayer for us, Sister, won't vou ? and for our bonnie
girl, Jem’s child 7’

Sister Agnes went away, smiling at Iiss Biit's de-
liﬁhtful unconsciousmess that it was not Sister Agnes
who was tco busy to  stay—smiling, and then feelinz
sorry, and yet ln a scuse relicsed atl having had to 0
without saying one word of what had cost her so much
to prepare.

Sara Birt—Lknown io her family, and se, of course,
to the great-aunis, as Sadie—was in the Little wood at
the bottom of the garden, watching the irds, strange
to her as a Colontal , and  watching 1he insects, and
the play of light and shadow on ihe leares.  Sope-
times she hummed o herseif a few bars of a song
then suddenly she would stop. ‘No, T muste't,
mostn’t ! They are not to know 1 can sing.’

She thought of their warm welcome of the unexpec-
ted guest ; of the rapid preparation of the pretiy
spare-roem , cf their quick assumption that she would
mahe their home hers for a long lime | o their CXpPTCS-
stons of affeetion fer her falher. They had made ler
love them al once, as they bad heen drawn to love ber
And then had come that funny, patiictic Jittle srene at
the piano, when Aunl Clara had sung and Auvnt lLaura
had rapturcusly applauded. And she had heard all
about the club, and how Aunt Clua loved to sing for
the girls, and how she was 1o help them wilh their con-
cert, ‘It's God's beauttful 2ift 1o Aunt Clara,” Laura
ha# sajd < * and she loves to use il for him.’

Sadie had realised 1t all, and quickly @ ang, though
her good sense told her il was a mity the dear, sweorl
old ladies should so deceive {hemselves, she could ot
but feel that 1t was not her part to undeccive them |
and she made up her mind that neither of them <lould
know, at least during lier visil—perhaps they need never
know—thal the could sing.

So went by the neat few days—Sister Agnes anxiong
and the clnb girls fidgety and and discontentied But
1he Sister was quite sure thal sPe ought o g
and speak 1o Miss Birl.  So she ealled, ant found (hat
lady happy and calm as was hier wont.  After a  fow
words about a girl whom the Bitts Led relped to pluce
at a irafming home, Sister Agues began :

" Dear Miss Bird, I am going lo say somelhing that
I fear must  give vou pain, but I think 1f will sase
you from pain in the end. Dem't you tlnnk 1t would he
better if dear Miss Clara were o cive up inging ?°

Miss Laura almost jumped, <o startled was she.

‘(lara give wp singing ' Sister ' Why ? She iy
anite well and streng, and she loves it so! Indeed,
deat Sister, she does b in as good a spirit as even a
holy woman lile vou might do jt.’

‘1 never thought of anvthing else,” said the Sister,
‘ only—only—dear Miss  Birt, has it never struck you
that even Miss Clara cannot always go on? You see,
the voice, the singing veice, stays with up only 3 part
of our lives; 1t is a lovely gift, but not a lifelong
one ; and—' she hesilated.

‘You mean that my darling Clara is losing acr
voice 7’

Sister Agnes said simply, * Yes,”

“Uh, no,'no ! It cannot be ! She someiimes has g
cold, amd then it may be husly ; hut surely, surcly,
her voice is, on the whole, quile—auile good.’

Tears were very near the old !ady’s eves. Sisler
Agned took her hand—a kind, wrinkled, miit(‘nwi_hﬁnd.

*You krow 1 would not pain you unnecessarily,’ she
said ; ‘and T am grateful to vou for listening {n me
I am afraid that we all feel it is not kind to Miss C'lara
to 1ot her sing now. You ser, the girls—and others—
—notice that—that she is ¢lder than she uced te be, anil
that her voice has failed.’

‘ Her vaice has {ailed !
Clara! And she is only—' .

She stopped short. * Only sixiy-five,’ .wht::! had be[’_n
golng to say. Sixily-five was not vety old in compari-

wild, un-

O Sister, my poor, poer

sen 1o Miss  Birt's own age—more by over a decade.
But what was it absolutely and uncompared 7

In one moment Miss Mirt saw it all; and she kpew
that, just as Clara’s age had been unrealised by her, so
also bat she heen determinedly lgnorant of the failure
in her voree; bhad put aside Certam warnngs, as 1f to
heed hem were bul unfaithiulness. Iow often had she
had ocrasicn {o say to herself - ¢ Clara must be morg
careful  of her beautiful soice !’ Or to ber sister :
“Aly daibmg, you really must noil eat nuts : they are
sety Lad fur the sowe?  Or: ¢ Clara, love,  you
musita’t take cofice hefore you sing.’

Latra Bul went throwgh much pain in those few
minpites of silence.

‘it is all myifanlt—my fauit ! she said at  last.
"We have matde fools of ourselves ; but it has been
my doing, not my dear sister's, Oh, my darling Clara
—iny darling Clara !’

" Dearest dMiss  Lawa, you have always been good
and kind, and-and—you ar¢ both such dear good women
that you will-understand.’

‘T will tell my  Clara,” said the old lady. ‘'We
must have no more of a Fools' Paradise.’

Swister Agnes' tender heart was very sore when she
wenl away.

Miss Birt sat there, sceing and understanding as she
thought over past things. Iow strange it seemed to
her that 1t was only now shie tead the meaning of that
hesitumcy in Father Lyoms’ manner when music was
mentioned in connection with (Yara : only now that she
uvnderstood olher people's reserve i praise ; only now
that she knew why the comie sougs had been suggested;
only now that she saw how it was that it hal seemed
a difficulty to Sisler Agnes 10 heep Lhe gitls quiet while
“Clara. was singing ' I{ was haid {or them to check the
little bursis of laughter that came when the 5ONgS, Wete
not comie and tie neles were high. Clara was an old
womatt ! Clara was an old woman wha had lost her
voice ! Al cld women did not lose their voices, oI pet
them quite spoilled ' ¢ But Clara '—0 my poor, poor
darhng ' If 1 mght only bear the pain for you !’

That evening Claza hesilated when Sadic opened the
piano

‘T am not swe—" she said, and stopped.

Then she went over and began to sing  * Cleansing
Fites,'  which Sadie  bad opened. The veice sounded
hishy as well as thin, and on ihe high note it broke,
Then Sadie played  ihe accompaniment in a lower key.
But the song would nol go, and Miss Clarg stopped.

‘T cannot sing ' 7 ghe sand, pitifolly.

‘Clata, my darling, you iad belter rest ! ' phserved
Laura

Clara leoled round,

"Yes, T must—iest. T am frighlened, Taura, I
heard something of whal Sister Agnes said. I couldn't
help 1t 0 the window was open and 1 heard. Then I
went on, but st seemed to paralyse me. I thigk it took
away my \oice.’

She did nel wait for a word, but  went quickly
awav , and the ethers heard her door shut.

"Will you go to her, Aunt Laura ? ' said Sadie,
full of pity and ready to weep,

"N, omy child, she would rather be alone. By and
by We have always arcustomed ourselves not to give
way before each other, #f we could help iL: for wvour
grandmotlher—I  mean your great-grandmofher, Sadie—
taught vs to be self-controlled. She thHought hysteries
were o disgrace, and  sbe faught us (g keep back our
tears as much as possible. 1 will go by and by, bub
not now  And yet, Sadie, we hate shared each other's
love and sorrows all our lives—all Clara’s life, I mean,
of conrse, for 1 am very much older than she.’

Sadie was Just crossing the room o tidy the music
ard shut the piaro, when (Mlara came back,

“ Than's you, my lave '’ she said, quietly, ¢ Liaura,
dearest, it is time to ring for IHannah, is it not 7’

“ Will you ring, love 7’

Miss (‘tara rang. And it
Rosary thal evening.

The sisters had said * Good-night * to ihe niece, and
' Good-night ' 1o each olher, and shut their doors.
Lawa could not sleep.  She was suwic Clata was sufipr-
inm—had she heard somelhing like a soh? She listeped,
There were light, rustling metements—then something
liie a sigh—~then silence.

Clara’s room was inside Laura's and sbe could sce
the light under the door. Was the light from (lara’s
candle notl vet put out; or was it from 1he little vo-
tive famp that burned hefore the statue of our Tady?
The hours went by, and the fensencss of the hush grew
painful to Laura. She got up and put on her dressing
gown, and very, very softly hnocked. There was no
answer, and she  gently opened the door. (Mara was
dneeling before the statue, and her face was lifted wp,
Was the light on her face from the Iittle lamp, or wads
it the shining of that which is given when the Will
which is our peace has clasped our will and made it one

was she who led the
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