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BERNARD PENDREL’S SACRIFICE

{Concluded from last week.)

‘I am dying !’ he repeated.
Bernard—' :

* Ask Bernard whal 7’ she said, abandoning her well-
meant bul fubile, foolish attempy to decerve han as w
his condilion.

‘OF s chanity, to pray for my soul,’ gasped An-
thony.

He spoke no more, a little while, and he had been
called to render an account of his stewardship.

There had been some delay in sending for Mrs. Pen-
drel ; and when she arnved, all was over.

To the inmates of the manor, indeed, the

‘ Hiida, will you -ask

death

secmed to have happened guite a long {ime ago. Mrs, .

Pendirel found the young widow and her mother occu-
picd with milhiners and dressmakers ; Mrs. Denison
trying to setlle the vital gquestion whether the children’s
mourning  should be all black, or whether, considering
their youth, a little wlute might not he introduced by
way of ‘*reliel’; whilst the mother submitied to the
polsing of a sceries of crape and hsse bonneis on her
farr hatir, finding a difficully in selecting one that really
dui become her, Locked moa roem upsians, lthe dead
man lay alone; and the world—his httle world where
ke had been supreme master—went sinooihly on without
him.

* Bid Anthony menlion me 7 Mis. Pendrel inquired,
in a pause of {he voluble modiste’s discourse,

“Oh, yes ' osard Ehilda sweelly. * And Bernard too.’

“What did he say abont Beropard ?°

tSay 7 Oh, that we were 10 ask Bewnard {o pray
for his soul! So unitke poor Anthony, wasn't it 7!

C A osick faney. e was wandening n lus miad, poor
man !’ obscived Mrs, Demison, apologetceafly for  An-
thony.

¢ Was {he reclor with hm 7’ MMrs, Pendrel asked
iilda.
fN-no. Anthony  didw’t ask for hin,  We hadn't

time {o send for ham It was all so sudden, we never
thought—' she had recourse to her handherehief.

CDon't distress the poor cluld with guestions, dear
Mrs. Pendrel '’ said Mrs Demison. ‘' ITave vou ordered
your moutrning vel ” I s quite & mercy that we must
attend to those melancholy duties, wsn’t 1t % They pre-
vent us from giving outsches up te useless cuef, don't
they ?  So unchrnistian to fret, {oo, 1 thiek’

Mry Tendrel sought the nurse, who had uwol vel
leit the manor.

“You were with Sir Anthony when he qied, T be-
heve 77 she sawd, P Possibly you heard lnm mention his
nephew Dernard.  3if se, what wele lns exacl words ??

The nurse repeated 1hem They wete ninging in Mrs
Pendiel’s vars as she gased on the rigil Tace of  the
dead Lew Tess than notlung were the thimes of earih
to him now ' How Loitle any thing mattered  bhut Lo
bave sought fizst the hingdom of God and Ihs justice !

*

In a mean street of 2 populous ity was a humble
church with the preshytery beside 1t. Day and  mght
there were nolse amnd Jdamor about 1t—the dang ot
hammers i Joundry and workshop, the rear ot furnaces,
the shrud] eres of olnbdeen, the sealdimg, of wiangling
houscewives, the hoarse lavghter of men 1 the ghticimg
drink shop al the cotner  Smobe antd soot and  dust
contended Jor supremacy |, odors of fish and hol grease
issued frony the tall, dingy  model” lodging-house tower-
ing ahove the grine.

The chmrch doors were open, and {he poor congrega-
fion were stiedintug in—poarty-clad, toit-tined men  and
women, ragged childien, O the wandeome begear weary-
foot ” | all smts and condiltons hut the well-lo-de and
richly clotbed, with one cveepiion.

This was a lady who entered with the crowd, sn the
hesttatime manner of one to whom all {he suyrouindiues
were slrange  She {ook refuge behmd a pillan, whencee,
however, she could see the altar, on which nranv candles
were hurnimg. The seiviee began, bhut she was like a
person who hae nol Jearned 1o read looking ot a prin-
ted hook  She did not understond ; shie hiew nol what
meant that (ahing down and raisoe up of the gleanung
monstrance, whilst the whole people bent 1 oawe  and
devotion. Dot near her was a pictuie of Ahe Bdlater
Dolorosa, and et «<he hd undersfand |, hnowine thatl 1
represented a Mother who had Joved her Son oas never
other mother did, whe had given Thim up (o dealb dor
the hife of 1he world

Then a voice that she knew and that thrilled her to
her heart rang'through the church in the divine praises:
‘ Blessed be God ! Blessed be His holy Name 1 °*

Gradually the congregation melted away, and the
cdifice was almost deserted. The priest reappeared, no
longer in his vestments, but wearing a worn and faded
cassock. He came down the aisle to the confessional ;
and the unseen watcher distinetly saw the refined, beau-
tiful’ [ace, ibe sensitive mmouth, the touches of grey in
the clustering hair, the slight droop of the shoulders
telling of faligue,

e was intercepted first by a woman with a shawl
over her head, aud a ‘ Could ye spare a minute, yer
reverence, plaze 7’ then by a crippled lad; to whom
succeeded a sullen-looking man with two dirty children,
whe was at length swept aside by a fussy elderly
matden.  To each tale of woe or want or gricvance the
priest listened with unchanging patience and interest :
comtorting, counselling, warning. He retired then to
the confessional, round which 2 few penilents were wait-
ing,

50, 10 dwell in a stifling slum, surrcunded by sin
and sorrow, poverty and care, at the beck and call of
the lame, the halt, and the blind, the uncouth and un-
cultured, he had given up wealth and ease and leisure,,
social pleasures, sweet sights and sounds, sof speech,
and wilhing service ' ! What religion but that truly of
God could enable a man so far to cenquer human nat-
ure, {o make and 1o persevere in such a sacrifice ?

’I.‘hc last penttent departed ; and the priess emerged,
tumning out ihe lighis as he agvanced, untll none were
left but one that glimmered redly before the Tabernacle.
There he hnelt with arms extended in the form of a
cross, the rays of the sancluary lamp falling on hig
face, “which then was as an angel’s.’

At the sacristy door the sirange lady awaited him,

¢ Bernavd 1

‘ Mother '

He drew her info the little room, and they wept in
cach other’s arms,

* Bless me, though I would not bicss you'!’' she
schibed.  * Bless and forgive ! For now I know God's
will, and I come to you, His priest, to learn how T
may save my soul.’

‘ My own dearest mother I’ he murmured, in his
heart a very rapture of thanksgiving for this answer to
lus daily praver for her.

“ Anthony is dead,” she told him al length ; and his
last words were : ** Agk Bernard of his charity to pray
for my soul.”?

*God Grant hom elernal rest ' exclaimed the priest
decply moved —* Ave Mana.' '

WORTH WHILE

—-

It was only a Cinderella dance, not a brilliant, gath-
cimg Tihe that for wlhich an invitation lay  on llelen
Langfon’s table, only a homely party of sowme twenty
cotiples of boye and mils, who would dance and be
Nappy under the nudd chaperonage of Mrs Lave, ilad it
been the g hall for whieh lelen had sent an uncom.
promising tefusal, instead of to this homely entertain-
ment that she was bound, she could not have heen more
patlicuiar over her tolette ; yet 4! last oven she her
sttt eonid thinks of no further mprovements, and Brid-
vt pronounced her perfect

Tler diess was snowy while, so simply made as to
b almost severe, and hex hatr, parted and drawn
seftly back from her tace, made her look more like an
Itahan mavden of olden times 1han an American girl of
to-day  Yeb there was no lack of ammation in  ber
face 1t was avlow with lide: and 1m0 her eve wag ihe
dawning ol a great hapmines..  To-might 1t was but the
dawning . to-morrow the fulfihment might be there, if—
and therem lay the  seael ol her aceeptance of ’Mrs.
Lane’s smvitation rather than that of the Van Buren’s.

To-nrght there would he  at Mr¢ Lane's a guest,
who had vet to win or hunseit enfree (o such houses
as the Van Hotew’s  Some day he would be an honored
sitest oal such receptions, but now he had his name 1o
male,and, although he was trane Taprdly in lus pro-
frsspon, e was il too voung to fake o place amongst
the toremost doctors of lhe cily—a place which in the
future would most surely bhe his.

Mro Langlon  knew and approved of the friendship
that had sprune up helween the voung doelor and his
mntherless  daughter, Thines had gone happily  with
them from the first, and  telen guessed with unerring
tsfiet Alhat the words just wanting {o eomplete her
happiness would be spoben {o-mght,

She was ready adf an hour oo s00n, wiaiting with
H-cancealed mpatienee for the varriage, when  Brideet
Lrought her a note, so sodled and crumpled that for a

Hancock’s Imperial ALE and STOUT.

GOLD MEDAL ST, LOUIS EXIITRITION,
Bottled in Auckland,




