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The wedding day drew near. Now amnl
then visions of the old home would rise up
before her. She would picture her motlier.
sad-faced and weary, going about her endless
And then she pietured
how she would look when she knew all.  She
would recall the little altar in Granny's
bedroom, with the piciure of the Sacred

Heart hanging over it, pleading lor  Tlis
child’s veturn.  Sheuld she go back®  Bul

it meant giving up this mwan and that she
could not do.

Tho wedding morning came ot Iust,
rose early. Tt wag a heavenly day.
was deep blue without a cloud. She put on
her best white costume, and tucked into her
Lelt a Tittle bunch of roses he had oiven her
the night hefare,

sheila

The sky

She took extra paing with

her hair. Yes, she was preily. she said,

gaging i the mirror.  And then she sad-

dendy paased- -lier hand on hey Leart,
What was it that almoest made it =top

beating? Why, that Foar —that siranze wun-

easiness” What voice whispered: “You et
give up this man; xou cannet marry him ¥
Was it her Ansel Guardian?  Was it the

Sacred Heart ?
“You, a Catholir, will not bhe married if

vou go before a civil judee. You

commencing n lile of
The Saered leart!

those bright, happy dove. The mornines she

had received Him inio ber Peart, owd hovoedd

her head down and worshipned 1

will o

“in.”
Memery hrpneht bk

s

now thase fair pramives of hejne ai

faithful handmaid 2
word ?

B 71:3\
ITad she wot breton her
What Bessing con®d rosult fram s h
a marriage owl=ide the Charel 2 T wan g
grievous sin to he followed Gy ow lite of oo -
for o Catholic. to lave o valid
must be warried hefere the priest and two
witnesses.

“But I have promised.”” she said,
cannot break from him now.”

Bright sunshine sireamed inta the
but it failed fo cheer her.  Her heart
heavy. Slhe went downstairs and ate her
breakfast without any appetite. On a small
table in the window was a cupe. with o
canary hopping ahout, The little erentire
suddenly hurst inio loud song,
and approached it.

“Ah! that is my Dickie!’ eried the land-
Iady, suddently bustling in.  “He alwaxs
sings best in bright weather. But it wasen'i
always so, Miss Follard,”” she went on, cam-
ing to the window. “Dickic

THTT ey,

Cana T

roont
was

Sheila rose

Witk & pont
singer till T put him in the dark. They sav
it's & grand way to teach little hirds. Give

them darkness and solitude, and they make
fine singers.’’

“Was it not so with me?” Sheila’s heart
whispered to her. “Once upon a time, not
so long ago, Jesus put me in the dark, so
to speak. He sent me many trials: iy life
was a hard one—bhut 1 was at peance, for T
loved Him, and my heart song for joy when
I knew He was necar, cheering me.  And am
I now going to forsake Flim for this wan 3"

She turned away and gazed sadly out of
the window. She was sorely troubled. The
landlady, thinking she had a headache, with-
drew. She knew nothing of the proposed
marriage.

A heavy stormreloud swept aver the sonl of

Sheila. It was the conflict. But the sun

vas hidden hehind the cloud, waiting to

sbite down on her, &le lLegan 1o pray.

“Dear Sacred Heart, forgive me; I have
dene wreng, and now I am in tereible dis-
tress. Send me grace to do my duty., Help
me

As if in answer, there came o lond ringing
at the street hell. A few moments later the
fndlady announced 2 visitor.

“She savs she wishes to spenk 1o vou. She
would not give her name, Aliss.”

My omother*”7 Sheila asked herself, Aloud
shie satd, “Show her in”

A stranae woman, middie-aved, coarse-fen-
tured, shabhbily attired, came into the room.
She gased at the girl with contracted hrows,
tHer eves were heavy and sad-looking ; she
secmoed 1n trouhle,

“Yeu wish to speak to me?” Sheila asked.
:.\'(“’-H

SWHE veu b oseated 2

There was a short,
Then she sard, i a hard voice :
i lave heard from an acquaintance of
that he marrvied this
murniine, hefore the judee ”

vixitor conmplicd,
tonse sileen,

e Hlowsaon 15 to he

a1

S0 he had arranged
fatlnrd.””

.

T Mss
1w she.

Toany sorey (e have te tell yon that ihis
torerinoee eannok the
am Mr, Tlowson's Taw-
san show von miy marriage cer-

possibly tike place;
rercoa heing fhar

RERRIE VIS PR

The chicel of Shetla did not flush, nor torm
Paies nor was she areatly shocked.  But sho
surpeised-—and thankful,  Plere was an

vasr way cnt of the diffienlty, She had no love
1

WS

Do e wan vow, no desire to marry him.
The Racred Fearl had relieved her of her
lenmiation, awd pearce nossessed hor soul,
hoan most gradeful that veu have hrowchi
Hie she sadd quietly, 0 need
Loediv tell von ihat 1 keew absolntely noth-
ine af Mro Tlowson's previcus marriaze— nntil
ey

s news,

[ hank you for opening my eves to
his tre chavacter. T thank God for it My
only reoret s that 1 did nol know it sooner.”

“I also regret it,”” Mrs. Howson answered
in her same hard voice. “I am sorry that
vou have beenr so deceived. Mr., Howson and
I have been married over six vears. For the
last eighteen months 1 have seen and heard
nothing of him. Yesterday I managed to
discover his whereuboutls, from a person ac-
guainted with him, who informed me of his
intended—so called—marriage.

“To prolong my visit is unnecessary, I

think, So 1 wish you good morning.” She
smilecl, “I shall see Mr., Howson at the

courthouse, at the hour he has arranged 1o
meet you.  Good-day.”

She withdrew, and Sheiia laid her lead
down on the table and shed {ears of joy.

“Dear Jesus,” she said. “how little do 1
deserve Thy kindness!”

Late that night Sheila arrived home, where
she received a warm weleome from her family.
She humbly confided to her mother the story
of her engazement to her false suitor—and
how it was broken off.  She expressed her
deep  sorrow for ber past folly, and was
veadily forgiven.

#0h, Sheila, my darling,” ergoned the olil
prandmother, “I am sp glad you have come
hack! 1 have missed vou terribly. 1 have
heen praying and praving for vour return.
Ian net long for this world, and T wish yon
near, when the Lord inkes me.™”

She lifted her wrinkled hands above the
eirl’s head.

Sheila was happy—afier making a sineere
contriate Confession and a fervent Holy Com-
mition.  She eraved no other lessings than
those wiich Gur Lord sent her. Very often
ithex were Blessings in disgnise.  Ward work,
saerifice, the ups-and-dowis of 1ife she looked
upon as flecting clouds, dimming her soul’s
horizon.  She knew that the heavens heyond
were beight and elear.

Geeasionally  she obtained a
vavemoent

musical on-
home. which  pleased  her
greatly; and she was thankful to ile Sacred
Heart, But shove all she thanked 1lim for
the lesson she had learned, namely,
that the way of the Cross is best.—essenger
wf the Secred FHewrf.

neav

wise

Observations of a Retreatant

(Contributed.)

“Tar from the madding erowd,” the at-
tractions wnd distractions of human life, there
only can we pause to meditale upon  the
emptiness of life and 1he fullness of Clrist's
Tove-—then only can we {think on the wondrous
merey of God and realise the hitterness of the
dregs ol life's feeting pleasures.

“Come unto Me, said Qur Blessed Lord,
“all we that lahor aud ave burdened and I
will refresh you.”

With these words in mind the men of Wa-
nganut set out determinedly to hold o Re-
treat. It scemed rather a precarious move,
for apparently no otler parish, with tle
exceptinn of those which possessed the neces-
sary facilities, had yel embarked npon so ex-
cellent o scheme.

Nevertheless an energetic committee was
formed whose motio was “Work not talk.”
T'he parish priest, and chairman of ihe com-
mittee, Rev. Father Mahony, readily offered

the nse of two parish buildings—8t. Joseph's
Hall and the Villa Maria.

silies there were none.

As for other neces-
But little daunted
the committee immediately set about raising
funds and staried io
naterial.

its own
Fertunately a few enrpenters were
among the committee’s ranks and the re-
matader made excellent apprentices.  The
main committee divided itself inte sub-com-
mittees and the work began.

Night after night sounds of industry pro-
ceeded from St. Joseph's 1all.  The neigh-
borhood echoed to the sounds of hammers,
and the clieery voices of men who labored in
a labor of love.

[nside the building all was noise but not
confusion.  Ilere =a wivlded scissors
and ancther sawed battens, while
ancther party seized upon the cut and sawed
articles and tacked and hammered vigor-
ously till after a fertnight of hard work, lo!

manutactire

gronp
canvas,
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