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away, tired and peacefully content, back to Ter own small
Lhome in exile. “Maman, will you alwavs Liss me so much
each time I go to Holy Communion® Because it will uls
ways be just as heautiful.”

But while we were glad with ihe olild, we did not
forget the old toilwern life that was ebbing out in the
lane at the foot of the garden; and, when the litde oane
had driven away in her hridal white, we et again in the
oratory to pray for the passing soul.

Bhe was not of our Faith, and we canld nol Lknecl
about her bed and see the solemu rites’ administored which
are the consoluticn of the tlock of Peter in (heir last aLony.
But while we said our own pravers, we knew we were in
communion with the mourning familv in the poor room,
for their helief as as fervent and guileless as litile Fléline's
own; and their fove and sorrow sueh ihat we. who so well
Inow what love and sorrew mean, could not bt be Huaked
Lhit them in their trial,

We had known AMrs. Heatler ever sivee wo hought
the house on the Lillside; and we had seen with eoncern
how in a few wyears illness changed her lvom a stalwart
buxom matren to a dwindied old woman. Valian! te the
very last, she would erawl out of hed to carry on her work:
and we would find lher, panting, heside a pile of the most
SNOWY linen, heing ene who “would not [ike to miss my
washing dav.”” Tt was nor that there were noi plenwe of
willing hands to help her: Tor never have we seen mete
tender, affection lavished npen anvone: aud from her tall,
handsome, greybeard husband te the vounwest crandehitd,
she was the single thought of thai Taunble home. B she
had all her life “put ont her hand to steone thines' o she
could not give in to weakness. ‘

A two-storied cottuge, Mcing the preat sweep of nnor,
this home attracted our attention on the frot walk we ook
down the lune. The little place was o hright, so tidy,
so well tended.  Fhe very stvip of turl that ran aleng the
road, outside the elipped laurel hedge, was as smooth and
close-mown as a colleze green: the curden had plots of
flowers, all through the different seasons, which we nover
ceased to envyi o clp of lilies, sheaves of carnations,
the biggest paunsios, ineredible sweelwilliams:  but  the
sweotest flowers that Dloomed  there  were  of sparitial
growth: Faith, Tove, Devotion. aud, whon the tine cane,
a most fragrant Hesignation.

“I am quite prepared, my dears.” she told her daughe
ters, when 1t grew clear that the long strugele was pearing
the end, and the “Reverend™ had heen sont for 4o Frend’”
beside her hed. g

She died the day of little Helene's Fiest Comnunion,
gurrounded by her family, exeept a soldior son, il in lios
pital; died, lying against her old hushand's hoart, siitling,
and, as shoe said hersolf, SOuite content.” Just hefura
drawing her last hreath she looked at cach of her ehildren
in turn and lovingly spoke theiv names: CAMilly, Bessie,
Tom,” and the rest, .

When she had smiled upon the last guivering face she
said, with a little sigh, “MHewven at last.” and S0, guite
certainly we helirve, went there.

Old Mr. Heather, the Broom Squire as we eall him,
since he lives by the trade he plies with heather-hbrovms
from the moor, was heart-broken: in this instance ihe
phrase, often so idly uttered, applies in its uinost sym-
bolic meaning, They had nvver. heen soeparated.  He wasg
forlorn as a lost clild; he monrned passionately as 4 Hrido-
groom mourns his bride. When be eame ong from heliind
his stack of broom twigs to zrasp our hands the day afier
the funeral, his fine ald fuce worked: be could not spealk.
He went hack to his task, the Ltears nouring into his ureat
grey heard. .

“You mwust have been a very handsome conple.” we
snid to Mrs. Heather one dax, admiving the undinmed
vivacity of her hrown eves,

Mrs. Heather had a little sell-conscions smile and con-
ceded. “Well, Mr. Heather way counted very fascinating !

Weo are glad to think new that we lind made sueh
friends. 1n those last wecks, when she lav propped up on
the narrow little black horse-hair sofu, fully dressed, with,
always, a spotless apron just tied on, she would he cheered
when we visited her; and the Broom Squire nsed to watch
for us down the lane and rush in to tell her wo were

coming.  We only knew afterwards what store she used to
set. by these visits. And how she used to say: *'There’s
our young lady,” when the child of the Villino went by.
Never would any of ns have gone by without geing in,
had we known,

The soldier son, knotted abiout with so much red tape
that the official wniying of it successfully prevented him
from heing able te receive his mother's death-hed blessing,
arrived in time For the funeral. 1t was Lis hands which
wsed to keep the little garden so exquisitely neat and gay.
A silent, carnest, steady, hard-working lad, Le enlisted
early in the war, and, unwiling to give in when the
oxposire of eamping out brought on the first illness of
his lile—a vielent attack of hronehitis—he struggled to
drill and march with the rest, until, literally, his heart
mave way, (It is perhaps irrelevant to thege pages to state
that, discharged from the Army & confirmed invalid, the
War Office dees net consider his case one deserving a pen-
Kton.)

Tt was a very grand ceremony, that Funeral.

“T'd like her 1o have everything of the hest,” ~aid
Ao Heather many times, and his wishes were earried out.

The soldier slept with his father that night, to keep
him company, and fought thirough a heart attack unaided
rather than disturh the old man from his uneasy slumber,

[t is pitiful to see the poor fellow crawl about the
reads, searce able to draw a breath; but Mr, Heather and
the Family have accepted this further trial with the un-
complaining and uncomprehending stoicism of their class.
It 12 mueh to he feared that, sueh as these (the real salt
el onr Bnglish arth), hear many hardships and the in-
mstice which causes them in too fine a spirit.

Old Tleather finds comfort in his toll of d
worle,  Despite his are his figure remaing us straight as a
sapling,  He wonld he o splendid model for a painter as
he stands Ly the stack of purple broom-twigs. There is
something of an antigue and forgotten nobilits about the
severe lines of his face, in contrast with the childlike sim-
plicity of hix kind bilue cves. He is one of a generation
Fast passing awav, and he can neither read nor write,

“T never had any book-learning,” said he to us, the
nther day.

And T dontr

sild we,

eily strenuous

think you seem the worse for that,”

NS e agreed; and then, “It's not the learning
that connts,”" e added, eund with g great gesture struck
his heart. “Lt's what o man bias here.”

S -
Our Irish History Competitions

Our readers will remember that our annual Irish History
Coempetitions will take pluce this year in October. The
period to he studied is from the coming of 8t. Patrick to
the Battle of Clontarf, Special stress ought to be lajd on
Uie lives of &8, Patrick, Brigid, and Columeille, and on
ihe greas schoels and the great missionaries of the era of
Ireland’s Golden Age. With o view to helping the pupils
wo have secured a large number of copies of Irish History
for Primury Sehools, by Rev. P, Carey. Every teacher
ouzht to order a suiicient number of these little books as
carly as possible. The chapters on *“The Threa Great Patron
Saints of Ireland,” “Ireland’s Schoals,” *‘Ireland's Mis-
sionary Euterprises,” “Iprish Monks on the Continent,” and
USte Columbanus” will be very helpful. As a moare ex.
haunstive worlk, for the assistance of teachers who want to
supplement the lessons, we recommend O'Kelly’s volume
o early Treland, 1t is a mine of information concerning
the period with which we are dealing this year. Matter
for secular and national aspects of the history may be col-
lected from standard works, such as Sullivan’s .Ston',r of -

frelund. The Brothers' frish Histery Reader has some
excellent ehapters also, -
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