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‘could only get her to kneel there for him—perhaps Father
Bouchard could persuade her—but what woman could
keep or assume snch an expression to order. No, he
must ;got it distinetly into his memory and conjure #f
again with_the #aid of his 1marindtion. He lin-
gered till Masst was over then he hwried home like
mad and gathered what things he needed. He was at
work in a short time. That day more of the old glow of
his first efforts in art's service was upon him than he
had known for a long time.

The next few mornings he went to Mass. One morn-
ing, he met Father Mclean, who said to him : "You
don't get to work this early, do you? You know Mus.g
is being celebrated just now.’ ‘1 am geoing to Muacs,
answered Foster, with a twinkle in his cye that baflled
the young priest, “Arn't vou afraid we'll make n
Catholic of you it you do such things ?’ ‘ Not much
afraid, wish you could,' said Foster. R .

There in the same place when he went in, was his un-
conscious medel. There was a great charm about her
face ; simpliaity and purity were its keynotes, o spiritu~
ality he had never seen before illuminating it, and add-
ing to it a certain intelluctuality he had not hitherto
known, though his {riendships hnd been with women
whose mental calibre had undeniable distinction. That
was the thing that first set him thinking—her unmistak~
able, cool intelligence about what she was doing and
about, what was aboui going forward on the altar, =

What a strange thing it was that the persuasien to
which Agnes had been a martyr in that old, far-off time
still endured, still had its supporters ! As he walches
his ‘ little Saint Agnes ' praying at the Consccration, he
knew her devotion would not flinch from the severest or-
deal for what she was worshipping there on the altar. It
wasa the first ray athwart the darkness—what then did
happen in Galilee ? over and over he began thinking. It
lent a grave quality to his work as he conlinued finish-
ing the shrine, a reverence to his presentation of what
he was just beginning to comprehend.

When the shrine was completed and Father Bouchard
was grateful beyond his expectations, he was aiso haf-
fled beyond comprehension at how a man with ideas such
as Gerard IFoster had honestly confessed, had been able
to grasp and depicit with his brush that impalpable
spiritual benuty born only of an exaltationh which he had
felt sure was an unknown quality to Gerarvd Fosten:. Yet
there was a quality in his kght and tone thal Father
Bouchard knew only too well came not irom mere artis-
tic composition, But from an innate spi ituality——]{aphac}
and others in ‘' the day-spring of art so fresh and dewy
had worked in it with theil; pigments.

About_a wyear alter this Foster returned to Pleasant
Valley. He had been abroad again, but had come back
to Father Bouchard to be baptised, The morning of his
First Communion he lingered in thie church after cvery-
one else had gone. As he stayed there making a long
thanksgiving, wrapped in the comfort and the jov of it,
the sacristan came out to drape the church—there wos to
be a funeral. i i

After a few minutes the funeral procession came into
the church. Very sweetly the organist was piavine the
Chopin march. Across the aisle and pews was borne to
him the fragrance of flowers. It was the first service for
the departed he had ever attended, and the beauty of it
made a profound impression upon him. 1li¢ said to bim-
gelf 1 “ you've come to the best port, old man. whenee to
embark for eternity.” Ad the Mass ‘vent +1 he grew a
little exhausted, having had no hreakfast, bus ne aud pot
like to leave. As his attention flagged a litlie he glanced
about the church, his eyes falling” upon his own work,
and he lived again some of his old life ; then his coming
to Pleasant Valley and his conversion came hefore  his
mental vision. As his eves rested on the shrine of St
Agnes, spontaneously they passed to the pew Wllcnc'c he
had received his inspiration—the °* little St Arnes ' was
not there. He thought again of how she had Teen not
only his inspiration, but the sweet instrument., ns it
wera, ofthis conversion, first revealing to hum a fakth he
had not realised hefore. He felt that he would hike to
sce her apain. She was probably some gitl of the vil-
lare, but no matier he felt he would like to seo her,
perhaps know her, Once again the tones of the Morche
Tunabre came plaintively from ithe organ loft, distractime
his thought. He glanced at the cortege. T was appar-
ently a young person therc borne out under all the white

wers, rhaps—she ? .
flo One :ffgerngon later he straved into the church, think-
ing he would look over his work critically. Tt had been
finished long enough for him 1o get the right perspee-

ive.

¢ eAs he entered the church he snw an old man and
woman standing in front of the shrine he had decorated,
As he drew nean, looking intensely at what power he bad
ut into it. ‘T sweish some of the fellows could see it : T
elicve it would convert them !’ As he drew closer he
observed the aged couple. The woman was crving . he
heard her Say : * Isn't it like her ? T feel a=s if T could

just come here every day and almost have her back
again.' . ]
Foster bent his head and passed into a pew. 0,

little St. Agnes, thank Ged that onece at least my brush
has been true, thank Mun that wou led me Lo ITis feet '—
‘ Donahoe's Magazine '
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THE GREAT BLACK WHEEL.

Jane Barden sat in her wattle ‘ shanty ' on the main
Quartz Gully-road, gazing out gloomily at her bit of
garden, where the few cabhages and beds of onions and
other vegetables struggled down to the bare patch of
ground, where a I8rdly rooster aud his harem picked a
precarious livelihood. The front fence was not in tho
best state of repair, and several feathered truants wera
enjoying full liberty out on the public way, where also a
pet zoat and her kid wandered at will. However, as fow
people passed along, and those who did were too much
accustomed o goats (Quartz Gully being a happy hunt-
g -lground for those climbing animals), it didn’tl matiter
much.

Mrs Barden was reckoned a * bit daft ' by the inhabi-
tants of Quartz Gully. *“ She’s had her troubles, poor
woman ! * said the more sympathetic ; ‘ her man’s sud-
den death unhinged her mind.” * And it was a terrible
shock when her son was killed,” observed others. Whilae
the cynical declared : “She's an idiot to mounn over one
?nlrll’s' loss  when the other has descrted her go shame-
ully.

Indeed, it was of this son, of whom report spoke so
badlv she was thinking as she let her plance wander to
the gurgling creek and the opposite highh mountaing—
which nearly shut out all sign of sky—and her dark brow
grew darker, and her sombre eyes more sombre as she
lifted an open letter from her lap and groped her slow
way through it once again. ‘ Dear mother,” it ran, * you
will be troubled when you know I have lost m+ billet, I
was never a success at business, and was one of the first
to be put off when the depression set in. I've been ex-
pecting dismissal for some time, so it was not a sur-
prise to me, but I kept it from vou as long as I could,
because I knew vou would worry, Since I left I have
been trying to get work elsewhere, but have not succeed-
ed, so I've resolved to zo back to Quarta Gully and start
mining again,” When she read this Mrs Barden groaned
and_ clenched her hands fiercely. ‘T understand battery
work, and perhaps will get taken on at the' T.one Star.’’
I will be home Tuesday.” And this was Tuesday.

The woman laid the letter down, and covering her
face with her hands, rocked her bodv to and fro fin bit-
ter anguish. Only she could tell the pain those written
words gave her, bringing back as thev did the memory
of all her pasi troubles with terrible force. " He must
not ! He sbhall not ! ' she exclaimed at lagt, starting up
and walking about excitedly. Dut after a while her agi-
tation ecalmed somewhat, and taking hen sewing, she
drew a chair towards the open door, and, sitting down,
worked away feverishly, as if to drown the remembrances
called up by her son’s letter.

In spite of her efforts, however, her thoughts would
wander, and every now and then she let her work drop
inte her lap, and gazed abstractedly across the road and
creek, and half way up the side of the mountain, to the
discharged droppings of mixed yellow clay and stones
which told where the great ° Lone Star’ mine was. A
little nearer to her was the Nnclined tramway, down

which werc rolled the trucks filled with aquartz for the
battery, and the battery itself stood just in front of Jane
Banden's own door.

{ Whenever she looked out her eyes
fell on the hig black water-wheel which swirled round
and round in nerpetual motion as the volume of water
fromn _the race above it rushed on to it. The great black
wheel was no novelty to her. Year in, vear out, it spun
round and round, keeping the massive machiner- ~aing,
and putling power into the mighty stampers to do their
proper work, And as the thud, and the crash, and the
roar went on unccasingly day and night, she was used to
the poise, and would have felt lonely without it Indeed,
the hig blaclkk wheel had bhecome a friend and companijon
to lier, living alone as she did, and being of an imagina-
tive temperament, also much given to gloomy brooding :
and in the quiet cvenings when the twilight was stealing
oven the surronnding ranges, ithe noise of the battery
Look the sound of the human voice, and spoke strango
words to her. Now, as she sat  with firml-clasped
hands, letting her mind dwell on those dean to her who
had passed awav, and thinking of this son who wanted
to follow in their footsteps—to work as they worked, and
perchance die as thev died—tihe battery scemed to her
faneiful mind to fale a tone of warnine, and the thud
and roar of the stampers said prophetically : * e will bo
killed t Just Like the others | It is his fato ! ’

An hour later Stephen Barden arrived Tle was a tall
swwell set un Jvoun~ fellow, with palish checks and dark
cves, like his mother's. They were not demonstrative
these two, and grected ench other quictlv, yet a keen

: would have seen there was o large ‘store of ai-
feetion '!Jetweon them. Stfeve was as the annle of his
mother's eve—and she nead everv thought of his, and an-
Licipated every wish, and hor hard face softened wonder-
fullv ag she pazed on him.

After the meal was over, the ev
the living room close, Mrs.
the doorway, while her
talked 1o her.

‘The life didn't agree with me
ways felt ill and out of sorts’ ITis mother sighed com-
passionately, noting his pale face and dull eves and Te-
calhng het hov as she cnsw him last, three years ago—
when he was plump and his checks were rosv = ¢ I'd never
et much wages bv my pen. Clerks are as nlentiful as
g‘o_osebm*r:es in Melbourne, and are usually badiv paid :
thirty bob a weok ig a fair averape, and thev have to
dress decontly. So I'vo determived to po back to my old
work, .Education was wasted on me. I wasn’'t made to
live with white hands—much as you would like (t.’

ening heing warm and
Barden moved her chair - tio
son lounged on the step and

a hit. mother : T al-
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