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by a grave. It was that of a iall, slight person, ares- * But who could blame her ? It is nalural that we
sed in black, amd with a black veil covering the lead. srieve over the death of our dear oues.’ .
"The face of the unknown was turned toward him, <and in ¢ That is true. But we should do it in the spirit

the dim light he could see tbat it was that of 5 young
woman, of about twenty-four. She was pale. and thin, -
with-an expression of extreme satness in her lal\';;e dark
eyes. She -returned his- gaze steadily, repeating . the
Same words in the same low, clear voice: -

" * You should nésver call back the dead, never
l.ack- the _degd !’ .

Mastering his feelings, Mr. Elton asked :

Who are you? Are you-a spirit of g Hving per-
scn ?’ T

‘T'm a ghost, of course. Don't vou see that I'm  a
ghosi?’ she answered complainingly. And pdinting {o
the morument at lhe head of the grave: ' Don’t you see
that I am buried here ? This is my grave.) -

Mr. Elton strained his sight to read by the lght of
the flictering candles. * Qur beloved daughter, Lilliin.
Aped 17, -

‘1 have to, wander here now, always, always,” con-
tinved 1he wofman. ‘ My mother called me back, and 1
came. Oh, I'm so tired of wandering here, while my ho-
dy lies in the grave. 1f 1 could only get back-!'

And she covered her face with her hands and wept.

Mr. Eltopn was stupefied. Was this weird cxperience
a reality or was it only a dream ?

Appronching fcobtsteps bro' e the spell. Two men were
at band. He half expceted to see the woman  vanish i
ghosi-like [ashion, but with a low try she started to
e away. She had not gone far hefore one of tlie—new
comers overtook her and laid a firm hand on her arm.

 Lillian,” he sadd, not umnkindly, * come home. You
Inow the docior bas forhidden vow to come here.’ And
lurning to his companion he added : ‘It is all right; I
hknew I should find her here.’

The young woman, finding resisiance useless, walked
guietly away with the yovmgzer man. Mr, Elton now
+veropnised the elder as Mr. Bo't, {he superinterdent of
ike cemetery.

¢ Tsn't it o pity 77 guericd the latter. * You obscrved -
that she is not right here,’ tapping his forehead, didn't
you ¥

f Oh, she is insene, is she 7" rephed MMr.
was inclined o take her for a ghost.’ -

¢ No wend-r—meeting her in this place at n'eht. The
sttange part of it is that she believes hersell to he a
ghost. Peculiar Qelusion, dsn't it'? "Well, <he Lizs passed
through rather recul'ar ex;eriences. Have voua ever
heard her story ?' '

‘ No, I have never scen the girl, *nor. heard of her
te‘ore to-night. But fell me her history as we walk
down.’ —

‘ There om the tombstope is her name, and under it
what were supposed io be her remains were buried some
saven or cight years azo. She was s very prelty gifl,_
fond of pleasure, and with a passion for the stage. Her
father was dead, and she was always besieging her mo-
ther with petitions that she~ might hecome an actress.
The mother, of course, would not hear of such & 1hing.’

‘ Lillian went to Chicago to visit a friendi and while
there seized every chance to attend the theatré.,  One
aflernoon, when there was no one ready to accompany
her she set out alone for the matinee. It was on that
fateful day when the Iroquois Theatre, where she had
s*id she would go, was burned to the ground. Tho Eitl
never relurnsd to her friend's house, and it was laken
for pranted that she was amonzst those who had per-
ished in the fzemes. Whon the news reached her relatives
her brother—hg who came for her to-night—went ~ to

call.

Blion. ‘1
.

Chicamo and broucht tack what he thousht he identified _

I?Y some pieces of clothing as her remains, to be buried
ere, .

The mother never recovered from the shock. She
lingered a few months, then. dird of griel. Two . days
after her burial Tdlhan returned home. She had not
gore 1o the theatre on the sfterncon of her disanpear-
ance, but hwd taken a train {0 New York with the in-
tention of going on tp the stage. She e idently had hzid
no suecess in her rhosen career, for she was ecarewgrn
and sad and in i1l health. [earnine of all that had hap-
pened and 1hat her mother H-d grieved herséll to death
over her supposad fa‘e, she was so deebly nafected that
she became insame, Now she helieves herself to he her
own gh-st, ard whenever she is not watched she comes
here to the cemelery.’ ’
Flt‘ What , tragical and pathetic story !' exclaimed Mr,
Llten. -

‘ Tragical, indeed !' renlicd Mr., Bolt. * Yet, does it~
Not aecur 10 yom  that this mother mieht Have Saved
herself and the Hiehter she loved so well much misery
if she had resigned hersdll to the will of the Lord in‘her
supposcd hereavement 7 -

-

of a ‘Christian. I sce s6 "much grief displayed and = s0

-many sad incidents come to my knowlgdge that b feel
strensly the necessity of resi_nation. God claims - His
“0oan wh.n He calls one L.om this wo:ld, and the soul
goes home {o its Ma.er. No matter how much they

- may. liwe clung te life, 1 do not thiit that any of these
silent sleepers who. died in the Lord would be wiling to
come laek to continue their existence in this life of
siruggies. Dogs it not, therefore; seem line purc sclilsh-
ness on our parl to wish that they should > If the sMr-
its of the deceased can obhserve us, do you think it will
add 1o their happiness to sec us vainly longing, when
we should be working oul ous salvation ? Their task
is done, ours is yeb to ba accomplished. All that wé
czn do for thom is to give them our prayers. That- is
the way to show {hif their memory is sacred.” -

They had reathed the entrance of the cemetery. Mr.
Biton streiched out his hand to give a hearty pressure
to 1th.t of his companicn.

‘ You have pi.en- me sometling to think of to-night.
I thank you, Mr. Bolt. Good night.' -

He was deeply impressed™by the events of tlhe even-
in-. Cn his way home he passed the chapel of , monas-
tery, znd halted to listen to the office for the .dead,
wheoh was be'ng chanted by the monbks. .

* Re uiescant in pace,” they sang, and their listener
murmurcd, this time with full resignation™ * May Ter
soul and all the souls of ihe failhfal, departed rest for
ever in reace. ‘ The Magznificat.’ -

ALWAYS GOD

v

“it is no use,! Madeleine said, ‘¥ capnot see any
"way out of it. *‘ihefe’s;one thing,’ -she added, with a
hrezk in her voice, ‘ that I will not have—1 will ~nor
la e futher ¢r mother blamed !’ - -
‘1 am not tlaminz anybcdy,’ “answered Mark, his
face white wath pain. * And 1 honestiy- believe, Made-
- lene, that 1f you were not inclined to blame them in
Yeur heart, you'd not be so fierce in your denundiation.’-
He tried to lawgh—it was no use. It.is not easy %o -
lau b when cne, yo.nz and strong, wilth shpoting pains
in oae’s muscles, is forced 1o lic on the lounge all day,
and with no hope of relicf.
Madeleine colored. - ..
‘Ch, T wish ihat we had besn madé more practicgl.”
‘My dear g'rl, fathers and mothers can’t make chil-
dren anything they pléase nowadays. How. could fzther
have re’iztd that I should be laid up with this horvi-
ble rheumatism, or that Grace’s voice would nobt be ‘'z
£T at voi e, but cnly a litlle, mezzo-soprano; or that we
should all ha'e to earn our living earlier than he expee-
td? I kelieve that God.krows best; we are -always
sayinz so. but few of us act as if we believe it.’
‘ But, it s awiully hojelss !® Madeleine hent
lead on the curved arm of the old sofa, and-begin 1o
ery. Mark turn-d his face to the wall, and a big lump
came into his throat. There was 5 silence broken only
by the November ra'n againsi. ths window panes of their
apartment in the Swansmere. The sounds' of whesls
Came faintly up to the temih story. The - city noises
seemed to isclate them from the world, apnd at thati-ano-

her~

humt they ‘holhr felt terribly alone. Thetr father and
mother, in a very plessant town .of the middle Wesy,
h 4 died within a month: of each obher. There-

. ) wele
,1<h1:re children. Mark, just out of a-Western Jesuit Jol-
“ege ; Madele’n:, & year Voumrer than her brother,

and
Grace, vho was just tweniy-one. They were on the.
threshold of life, all doors scemed oven to them, the
eih rted garden of youlh Loy before them—when sud-

denly a,l} the gates scemed to close, Mortear~es, uvnpaid
not'$. and other liabilitdes, which a man in the prime
Ol li'e may incur, abe up nearly all- their fathrr's  Bife
Imsurance. Mark had intonded to bewin the study of
liw | he was clever, serious, strong—the createst vault-
Eg of }%ns c;:ldeg;i] avd the pride o«fl intercollemiate athlet-
ic mects. e fhred came to Washington. Thev &k i
:f"ewalrr, who had heem their:"fa.’ﬁher’f friend. Iger:e‘fva;
- mence,’ it meant 5 nlace in $he departments  for
Mark ¢nd Madeliime, and Grace's chance to have her
voice enlbivated., The fam‘ly and the good nuns had a
firm belief in~Grace's voce. . .

" Phe Senator was ill at the Arlington Hotel | tog 1M1
10 see anv one. At the end of three weeks, he pasgdd a-
Way., Mark's twinves of rheumatism developed into- n
lind of paralysis of the lers.. He eold not walk. The
greal. Florr Teufelsfisch, tn whom Grace wenb, with a

. letter from Sister Hyacinthe, said that she had a ‘sweet
- e'ntral*o drawing-reom voiee,' hut that 1t would not
vay-to cultivate it for the concert stage, Madeleine



