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by a grave. It was that of a tall, slight person,dres-
sed in> blacK, and with a black veil covering, the head.
Ihe face of the unknown was turned towardhim, in
thedim light he could see that it was that of a young
woman, of about twenty-four. She was pale,and thin, -
with■ an' expression of extreme sadness lin her lar^o dark
eyes1. She "returned his- gaze steadily, repeating .the^same words in the same low, clear voice :_''You should ne^er call back the dead, never call,

Lack' the,dead!
'

Mastering his feelings, Mr. Elton asked:
Who are you? Are you- a spirit oi a living per-

scn ?' . -'
I'm a ghost, of course. Don't you see thatI'm a

ghost'?' she answered complainingly. And painting tothe monument at the head of the grave:
'
Don't you see

that Iam buriedhere ? This is my grave.'
-

Mr. Elton strained his sight to read by the light of
the flickering candles. :Our beloved daughter, Lillian.
Aged 17.' /'I have to wander here now, always, always,' con-ttinued the woman. 'My mother called me back, and 1
came. Oh, I'm so tired of wanderinghere, while my bo-dy lies in the grave. If 1 could only get back-!'

And she covered her face with her hands and wept.
Mr. Elton was stupefied. Was this weird experience

a reality or was it only a dream?
Approaching footstepsbro1c the spell. Twomen wereat hand. He half expected to see the woman vanish iir£host-like fashion, but with a low cry she started torr>n away. She had not gone far before one of the-newcomers overtook her and lard.a firm hand on her arm.'Lillian,' he Said, not _uoikind'ly, 'come home. YouInow the d'odor has forbidden you to come here.' Andturning to his companion he added:

'
It is alt"rirht " iknew Ishould find her here.'

° '
The young woman, finding resistance useless, walked

quietly away with the younger man. Mr. Elton now,
"recop;n>:sed the elder as 'Mr. Bolt, the superintendent ofthe cemetery.'

Isn't it a Pity ?' queried thelatter. " You observed "

that ste is not right here,' tapping his forehead, didn't
you ?' _^'Oh, she is insane, is she ?' replied ?»Ti\. Elton.

'
I

was inclined to take her for a ghost.' . v'
No wonder— meeting her in this nlace at n'eht. The

strange part of it is that she believes herself to be a
phost. Peculiar delusion, isn't it'? "Well, the li?.s passed
through rather recul'ar experiences. Have you ever
heard her story ?'

"

1No, Ihave never seen the girl, 'nor. heard of her
le'ore to-night. But tell me her history as we walk
dawn.''

There o<n the toimib<3tD;ne is her name, and under it
what were supposed to be her remains were buriedsome
ssvrn or eight years a-ro. She was a very pretty gill,,
fond of pleasure, and with a passion for the stage. Her
father was dead, and sho was always besieging her mo-
ther with petKions that she-*' might become an actress.
The mother, of course, would not hear of such a thing.'''LilJlan went to CMcago to visit a friendi and while
there seized every chance ta attend the theatre. One
afternoon, when there was no one ready to accompany
her she set out alone for the matinee. It was on that-fateful flay when the Iroquois Theatre, where she had
SMd she would go, was burnei to the ground. Thn"*girlnever returned to her friend's house, and it was takenfor granted that she was amongst those who had per-
ished in the fl?.mes. Whan the news reached her relativesher brother— he who came for her to-night— went -toChicaio and brought back .what he thought he identified
by some pieces of clothing as her remains, to be buriedHere.

'
What a tragiical and pathetic story'!' exclaimed MrEltcn.

.The mother nsver recovered from the shock. Shelingered a few months, theh-dipd of grief. Two - daysafter her burial Ldllaan returned home. She had not
go)e to the theatre on the afternoon of her disanpear-
ance. but hM taken a train to New York with the in-tention of jroin-s on t0 the sta.sie. She evidently had hadno success in hor rhosen career, for she was carewornand sad ami in ill health. learning of all thjftt had hap-
pened and Itoat her mother h" d grieved herself to doathover her supposed fa'e, she was so d'eenly affected tha<"she became insane. Now she believes herself to be herown gh-st, ard whenever she is not watched she comeshere to the cemetery.'

'Tragical, indeed !' renliod Mr. Bolt. 'Yet, does it'nnot occur 1o yon that this mother misrht Have jsavedherself and Hie ffiujrhtor she loved so well much miseryif she had resigned herself to the will of the Lord in'hersupposed 'bereavement ?' - i

'it is no use,!^ Madeleine said, 'Icannot see any'
way out of it. ''1here's<one thing,' -she added/ with a
break in her voice, 'that Iwill not have— l' will "not
1a c father or mother blamed!

''
1 am not tlamini* anybody,' ""answered Marie, hisface white with pain.

''
And I honestly-believe, Made-

■ l&ne, that if you were not inclined to blame them in
ycuL- heart, you'd not be so fierce in your denunciation" '-
He tried to laugh— it was rio use. It.is not easy to

~
laurh when one, yo.n^ and strong, with shooting pains
in one's muscles, is forced to lie on the lounge all day,
and with no hope of relief.

Madeleine colored.'
(h, Iwish that we had been made more practical.''

1My dear g!rl, fathers and mothers can't make chil-dren anything they please nowadays. How- could fatherha\e ire.:i3t:d that Ishould be laid up with this horri-ble rheumatism, or that Grace's voice wouldnot be 'a
f-r at voi c, fouti enly a Mttle, mezzo-soprano;or that weshould all ha-© to earn our living earlier than he expec-
td? Ib<lieve that God..knows best; we are always
saying so., but few of us act as if we believe it.'

* -
'But, its awfully hojekss!' Madeleine bent herlead on the curved-arm of the old sofa, and be^an 1ocry. Mark turn-d- his face to the wall, and a big- lumpcame into his throat. There was a silence broken only

by the November ra"n against the window panes of theirapartment in the Swansmere. -The sounds- of wheelscame faintly up to the tenth story. The- city noises
seemed to isolate them from the world, and at that-tno^nitnt they 'both felt terribly alone. Their father andmother, m a very pleasant town .of the middle West,« d died within a month- of each other. There- werethree ch-ldrm. Mark, just out of a -Western Jesuit Col-lege;Madele-'m, & year younger than her brother and5l'act' ho w,as st twenty-one. They were on thethreshold of life, all doors seemixl open to them, the2 i n f,arden

A
of y°ulk Ir.ybefore them-when sud-aen'y all the gates sormed to close. Mortca-es unpaidnot-s, and other liabilities, which a man in the primeoi Ire may incur, ate up nearly all their father's lireinsurance. Mark had Jnt-nded to beein the study ofluv he was clever serious, strowg-the rrcatest vatilt-r-r of bs college, a*d the pride o<f intercollegiate athlet-ic meets. The three came to Washington. They knew i:/W-r, who had be* theirfather'?8 friead Here wa!- n -uenco -it meant a Place in the 'departments forMark r-rd Madeha-e, and Grace's' chance to l,ave her

firm
ehSl;iVat-n- T^ fam':ly aml the nuns had amm belief m Grace s voice.
The Senator was ill at the -Arlington Hotel , too illto see any one. At the end of three weeks, he passed a-w.-.y. Mary's twwires of rheumatism developed into- aland of paralysis of the le:rs...He co ild not walk. ThegTai. FHerr Teufelsfisch, tn whom Grace went, with a

� letter frbrn Sister Hyacinthe, said that she had a 'sweet. c^ntrfPo drawin-r-rrom voice,' but that it would notpay-to cultivate it for, the concert stage. Madeleine
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'
But who could blame her ? It is natural that we

grieve over the death of our dear ones.''
That is true. But we should do it in the spdrit

oi_a 'Christian. Isee so much grief displayed and 'so- many sad incidents come to my knowledge that I feel
strongly the necessity of res>ionation. t*od claims

-
Hrs

"OAn wh.n He calls one Lam this woikl, and the soul
goes home to its Mtuer. No matter how much they
may. li.i<ve clung to life, 1 do not thi'iu that any of these
silent sleepers who.died in the Lord would be wAling to
Come lac'< to continue thieir existence in this life of
snuggles. Does it not, therefor-fty seem l'Ue pure selfish-
ness on our part to wish that they should ?- If the spir-
its of the deceased can observe us, do you think itrwii'l
add to their happiness to see us vainly longing, when
w e should be working out ou* salvation? Their task
is done, ours is yet to bo accomplished. All that we
cpn do for ih.Tn is to give them our prayers. That- is
ths "way to show that their memoryis sacred.' -

They bad reached the entrance of the cemetery. Mr.
Eiton stretched out has hand to give a hearty pressure
to tlut of his companion.'

You have p,i.en-me sometlrlns; to think of to-night.
Ithank you, Mr. Bolt. Good night.'

He was deeply impressed"by the events of "the even-in ". Cn Ms way home he passed the- chapel of n monas-
ti-ry, and halted to listen to the office for the .dead,
whoh was be:ng chanted by the monks.

_
1Re |uiescant in pace,' they sang, and their listenermurmured, this time with full resignation": 'May her

soul and all the souls of the faithfal, departed rest forever in re&ce.
'The Magnificat.'
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