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THE RETURN OF MARY |!
O'MURROUGH

time comes.”

" What does he want me to do ?"
asked Mary, after another silent ap
peal to her courage.

for the Nativity we find this beautitul
prayer:
Impart to Thy servants, we beseech |

ittle y'll be wantin' me whin the | The chang, in her appearance and
her health gave an added touch of

" Now y've done it. my boy !" said ' pathos to the gituation, and, spite of

s I the blackemith, lifting his hammer, | good natured efforts to conceal it, " He wants you to amuse yourself | Thee, O Lord, the gift of Thy heaven- [
BY ROBA MULHOLLAND ] ' Take her away for a walk y' great | the general impression of dismay|and be happy, so he does, poor |ly grace; so that we, for whom the
Author of " The Tragedy of Chris,” * Nanno,” | bosthoon, an’ make up for yer impu [ was visible in every countenance. Shan.” et | bringing furl!l of her Divine Child by |
“Onora,” ete, dence | | Mary eaw it all with a pale emile, | "“Amusge mysell, an hxm‘ in | the Blessed Virgin was the beginning |
- " Come on, Bess,” said Milee. 5 | uruu;fﬁl for, but uncomforted by the | prison ? Is it a foolish young girl he | of salvation, may, on this the joyful |
. A know well I didn’t mean it. Y' know’| w / voming that was | thinks me still, Father ?" festival of her nativity, be blessed |
CHAPTER XI | warmth of the welcoming that was g Masry . B I & 4 -
: I'd want y' if yer two eyes was put | poured out on her. Tom Donohue | You never were that, Mary. ut | with an increase in peace of heart.
PRAT KRFE OF REB out. I only want to say that I'd | ghe blacksmith and his gentle | he wants you to make thu best of it. b o |
Mrs. Dermody left the stranger | rather have y' as y' are,” | motherly wife sat one on each side | AR’ when he meets you, it'll be in his

resting on her own bed, and went |
out to meet her daughters, who had |}
been atiending to the animals in the |
yard, and driving home the hens
from the fleld.

straw that still
and her pillow stuffed with the down |
of the bog-blogsoms, sleep did not |

| own clothes and walkin’ in the flelds
of Killelagh. That's about what he
| means in it, and if I know you at all
you're not the girl to contrary him.”
“"What am 1 to do with myself
here in the meantime ?"

When Mary lay down that night in
1er little loft on her bed of fresh |
smelt of the wheat,

of her, and talked to her about Shan,

“There isn't such a man in the
county of Kerry,” said Tom ; " clever
at his business, an’ keepin' a hould
on everything, an’' a good son, with

DOLCE FAR NIENTE

Anna Blanche McGill in Rosary Magazine

If the melodious phrase, “dole far

niente, were not in existence, it
she

her at tired

"You'd never guess who's in the . cOme to once, a8 8 the blessin’ of his dyin' mother ; g B s 1d | #ould have been invented for Tony
house,” she said. "Y' often heard | W88. Her senses were keenly alive | humourin' that quare ould father o Well now, one thing JOu 00uia | iy enico's idenl of life. Sitting
tell of Mary O'Murrough. Well, she's | 0 the presence of things long un his, an’ never as much as lookin’ the | 40, lf‘ }'U“';"‘l’ the angel -\;3‘""“"“““" outside his delicatessen shop beside
home, an’ Father Fahy hLas brought known to ““‘_”1« but  familiar 10 | way a girl went, because she wasn't | 790 ‘m‘,. : aere s PU(I’F D‘l)~ ']_“U)d« his truit stand—row on row of golden
her to us for a lodgin ‘ memory. Resting in body and with Mary, an' her in America! D'ye | hlnxxl{s father, a H'lilnl rab 'j :,AJ ' m; oranges, lemons, Sabanii hane

“It'll be hard on her. the way closed eyes, she h:_eu.r'l the murmur | ming. Meg, the way he used to talk | #orry old man, and one tha 1fn1 lu | apples, crisp green edibles arranged
ghe'll find Shan” said Bess., “ I | of subdued talk rising from the fire- ‘ to you an’' me about his Mary O'Mur- | blame for the long separation o 1F ,:‘, with the consummate art of the
thought she wasn't to come for | #ide of the kitchen below. A little | rough ? pmir of _\'“u“l ldlesvg(l)uﬂ vm.alz;r hbm‘t Italian fruit-vender—he might have
another while.” ‘lxgh!. from the turf blaze shone up- "Sure I do that!” said Meg. "“‘'I|80DA near “_‘ “l“d““ll l: “; served as a model for the spirit of

" She’s here, anyway. An’it'll be | Ward between the chinks of the |]ove the ground she walks on, Mre, | Shan's misfortune, an Sl CGOW'S| ook and plenty. His face and
hard on Shan, too, to see her | slightly-boarded floor, The smell of | onohue, he says to me, ' though it's | ROt taking him v-w!’ ;‘?d hvu . lllune‘l)‘ figure added to the impression—well
—what's left of her. It her own | the burning turf, the intonation even | Aynariean ground, to my sorra !” |and every way un m‘pp‘\. yOu | sovered bones and flesh betokening
mother was to come back out o' the | it murmur of the old sweet brogue, “‘Wait a bit, Shan, says L. ‘It would set your mind {o it and look

other world to meet her, she would

and many another small sound con

the abundant presence of olive oil

p, It W 3 at .
after him a little, it would be as gre | and succulents 1n his diet, If there

won't be always American ground.

n't know her. All the beauty is | tributed to the assurance of home, * *It's true for you, Mrs. Donohoe,’ | ® churlty‘ a8 ever a woman put her were any doubt that he loved his
wore out of her, an' she's gone ould. | In_such a loft she had slept as a says he, 'for she’'ll be coming with l"ﬂl."lll("l : I for him." | ©a#e, that doubt would have been die
That's yer America for y', that yer ; child, with a bmtv_r who was taken | ghe spring flowers, says he, ‘an’| v]l 1 u: anything I can for him, | sipated by his leisurely mode of
talkin' about goin’ to. out of it by angels, in a hungry year. | ne'er a one o’ them same to compare | 88id Mary, | serving his customers, chiefly

“Idon't want to go to America,’

So had ghe lain on the fresh straw | with her,’ says Shan, says he.” God bless you, and do. T'll go up | ers of the neigh

‘ n \ | | students and teach
said Bess, “not unless I go with ‘ and the bog-blossoms, listening o | A Jigtle faint rose grew on Mary's | Bnd speak to him, and tell him | boring university., Then, too, there
Miles. I'm sorry for poor Mary | the murmurs of the talk of her elders | gheek listening, and she gathered up | You're coming to see him. : | were his avowals :
O'Murrough, if that's the way with | from the fireside below. Were they | these and other sweet words re peat- | Long accustomed to p}tlenc.:.i “These-n New York-a people, they
her.” i ‘ really all gone, and had she ever | ed to her, and hid them in her heart | Mary ""“"“, no further (:(.)lnltlﬂlllt. It | g0 too fast! “Prestamente,’ always
Mrs. Dermody was too much |been in America? Which was the | with fear and gladness. & mesting in prison, theix first meet. | ! prestamente !

shocked to take any notice of the ‘
mention of Miles. The tragedy of
the parting of lovers had taken life |
and shape before her eyés, for the |
moment.

"Don't take any notice when you |
see her,” she said. Her long white
face is not what anyone expected to
see with her name to it, an’' every
body praisin’ the beauty of her when

they mentioned her. You mustn't |
be lookin' at her strange, as if y
were missin’ the round cheeks an

the rosy colour of her, an’ the laugh
in' mouth an’ the dimples. She's
down enough, poor crature, without
seein’ the whole of her loss in other
people’s faces !

Anne Bridget had been listening
attentively, and the stranger's case
appealed to her even more forcibly
than it did to Bess. Happiness fore-
gone had taken the light out of her
own eyes early, and it moved her to
hear that the much-lauded Mary
O’'Murrough had come home at last
to her lover, and was beautiful
longer.
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bher eyees.
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knowed
Bess wou

m 14 ) oil
she’'s a good deal younger.
you're not 80 much cha .
that you're a bit thin, and
lookin'!
An no wondher, with the
throuble that's before y' on Shan,

said Bess,

" Now, don't be talkin’' about that,
said Mrs, Dermody. ‘' Sure it'll all
be over afther a while, .An’ Mary 'l
be as happy as a cricket here wid
ourselves, an’ goin’' to see him, an
watchin’ for him to come out.”

So did the kind creatures strive to |
salve the wounds in a heart that the
return wave of an ever outgoing
ocean had washed over their thres-
hold,

It was agreed that Mary could be |
lodged in the little loft over the
kitchen, which was accordingly pre
pared for her ; and Bess went down
to the forge in the evening to see if
there was " e’er a passin’ cart would
call at the inn at Ballyorglin" for
her trunk. Miles was there to meet [
her, and Bess announced her news.

" Mary O'Murrough’s come home,
an’ nobody would know her, Her |
good looks is all wrecked, an’' ghe's
nothin’ but a shadda.”

The men were silent and shocked
at the girl's words and her tone of |
calamity. [

“1 was fearin’ that,” said Tom.
“I knew Mary would come the min- |
ute she was bid. Pity it wasn't
sooner. I'm sorry for her looks. A
woman has beauty, an' so has a |
flower. It won't stan’ time and
roughnees. Y' betther take warnin
yerself, my girl, an’' marry before it
happens to y'.

" Aye, Bess | gaid Miles, watching |
the changes in her usually bright ‘
face as the red light of the forge
shone on it.

" What will Shan say? How will
ba bear it? He was always talkin’ |
of the beauty of Mary, whinever he
mentioned her. It'll break her to
pieces if he doesn't be glad to see
her.”

“If he's a man, he won't mind.’
said Tom, " Look at my Meg. D'ye
think she's the same girl that she
was whin I courted her ? Why need

I care if her beauty's gone? Was
she a8 wise a woman, an’' as good a
wife, in the beginnin’ as she is at the
end ?"

Shan will care,” said Miles. “ A
young man will care. It's a differ of
a thing with you, father, that has
your wife through all the changes.”

" Oh,” said Bess with sudden tears,
it we have to wait long enough, it's

Knock-a you down,
knock-a each other down—"perche?”
then nobody get-a there so quick

dream, past or present, each looking
80 like the other as they hurg round
her, hand in hand, winged, and with

ing after so many years, would fill
his cup of bitterness to overflowing,
then she must not think of seeing

CHAPTER XII

. [ o i - JOMFORT | Sk ‘h ald ot least £ after all! Shove and poosh and
loving faces. Father, x_nuthvr. WHY WOI l"'f I IT BE A (“‘.\H IR Shan., She muet wait at least for noise—particular’' down-town. So, [
brothers and sisters, were wu}} her TO HIM TO SEE HER? some change in his mood, and mean | come up here where not so much
now. Shan had no part in this ex In a gleam of wintry sunshine while let her faithful letters and her noise and poosh.”

perience of the life of the child "9"! Mary walked across the flelds and
wonderingly convicced of ancient

’ e through the gaps, to the ruin of the
things, undoubtingly satisfied with | oottage where she had been born.
the security of visible surroundings

Scarcely a bit of the old roof re

messages through the priest assure
him of her nearness and her sympa
thy.

0ld Owny was sitting in his straw

Onpe might have wondered why he
chose to remain within the precincts
of a city so unregenerate in manners,
80 benighted in philosophy of com

Wfalli sneficent | 3 £ ) 2 when Mary came in
and the infallible and h““““‘“t | mained, only wrecked walls, broken tl“""r at the fire whe ye | fortable living. Meanwhile it was
o 3 A | m.
power of lm,rl,ul‘ protectors. As the window sockets and an entrance 0‘.‘; n it M Father Fahy not for me to regret his presence in
: slow cease - i ou, Mary X r Fahy
sounds from below ceased, and sil without a door. Nettles were grow 8 you ry * | the wretched place—his fruit was so

ence fell on the little household, the ing beside the hearthstone e black | 88id you would come, but I thought
g stone g

delicious, his prices were reasonable

hours were still full of life for Mary, stain behind it showing where the | YOU wouldn't, We kep' you away Moreover, | half agreed with him
and rustling with intelligle whispers | home fire had warmed father, | 100 long, waitin' for the best, an often after a day downtown in the
as they flitted past her. | mother, and children ; a little crowd, | 2OW 8ll's at the worst. Come a bit conditions he so aptly described I
After midnight a rising wind start with laughter and prattle, song and neardher to me, for I'm that blind 1 found his comments hmumng and
led her with other suggestions, be prayer, gathered round it can only see a sketch ot you that refreshing Criticisms of local
: T , gat ) ; 1 £ g
got of moaning and threatening 1 She :‘u on a fallen fragment of | ™ight be anybody at all, an' the wuses and affairs alternated with
rain fell on her earas like the sound the wall and closed } eves. and shape of some kind of a face is all reterences to his bella Italia. That
of her mother’'s weeping. Outof the | }ived in the old scer seing the | that's plain to me dear land divided his ardor with
storm came Shan’s face, lighting up | taces and hearin g the voic Sarely " I'm gled to see you—I'm glad to | gpnogher subject—his son, thus in
the world; and then the clouds ‘the loving spirits would come round | be home again,” said Mary, (G0d'8 | formally introduced to me one day
again, and the separating sea, and her now, here: years of heaven | good, an things 'll be better by and You not-a know my boy. Guilic
the years among strangers, some of would not make them forgether., Time | by Good boy Not live here since you
w “‘“”‘ had grown to be f_"!"‘“" 804 | was nothing where they were, nor Oh, that Mary that said it come—he down in Pennsylvani
were "',[[ behind now and {orever place, nor were there any conditions | said the old man ghtedly. Sure Here another customer interrupted
As the early hours of morning of limitation. Of all that she had | I'd know our voice anywhere | my " uc asintance-by-hearsay” with
wore on, present (ll(‘\ll!lr.ll!ylli’:. re been well te d long | acushl ot a bit ol i8. | Guilio ut I had visualized him
assertéd themselve in :.r“ their | qosured. If t 3 forgot- | * Mary's voice is the bl n the | immediately, His father's glowing
realism and cruelt [he hurtling | o her, had not her prayers to God 8DY rning bef t's in | wérds and expression had jured a
of the v Ind the crv of the moor |, tu 3ir name forged links to nd | the Si used y to me. | tall, stz likely holding a good
i1 were as ¢ J88 | their t \n 3 Bt Mary, an’ it's good | position some lexre 1n the neighbor
fal thoug Once she got ¢ ) 1 to | min’ t he li 18 Sta el log she good for
€ gh t mall | g1 s rily I rs tu hat often aw
A( vhe murky ht | them W's long f rl vion i
lands € direction of Shan's I 4 1 in
farm, which, in the darkness, was not ti vav 1 would
no Vo | i
b
1 in
i under t
- ~ will
American tr t
" b to d
rip for three i,
earnings for S} 4
? | *'711 ‘ha
futur ellare auty yuldn't but come to see 1 ! y l“ v ‘I \ M
1 utlive fter X X > Il not
her youth outlived. After- | wn vour reve rence. " W p f] %
all other thoughts were Now, 1 now ! Isn’t heaven ol : ' “1> ;
. =, . . 9 y I er |
in rreat 11 round you wnd why can't yo - "
t W 1 & nvy minute everywher you don ee 1l ¢
. . J B » < + } o s
nce, through 1d 1ds, t coming to br your heart, | 90 C SFAW € ‘\1
22 4 ) - T ) e A 4 ' | get *a betther view fr
il lds and hills A OVer | and their heart on |3 Bordiiee rk
of her youth in his prisc fering | troubles that the ay | P8 YOE youre sorry i
1k 10t 3 ¢ g £ ed r br
for some other man's dness, | jong aga ? iver done, Owr o
N 8 1€ long ago? arir ar sickness well,’ says he, | 26r bl arted e » her fore
and dreaming of the you sweet ‘Yoo never tanght us to think | Pe®rin yer sick . . i ) SOERT S R ? t )
heart he was never aln to set eyes utd aE ,.L’» 1 t e "an’ the Lord wanis no more than | bead, ehe reminded me of the models
vV 10 was neve - u JE the uid break eir hearts 1n X f the ) X 1
ADoN ;t ’I‘ ( roRk 1 that, for He dona the rest Himself | for some ef the Madon painted in
3 " ) leaven, ravher | ) mid g e her native land, The Madonna was
When grief had so risen to. its ' v, don't catch me up, Mary | long ago,’ says his reverence, s25ba Kas ‘\ itly hos : i 3 e
s R may s Bridge ; L P, S K. indeed her devoutly houored patron
cllmax sleep took pity. Anne Bridget 'yoy know what I mean. I'hey y St I had noted tke silver medal worn on
eping ¢ ittle ladder ; ¢ ) “I'm gle re that ¢ : bt rébony g 1B .
creeping up the little lll,id.t r to ‘Lhu { wouldn't like to see you fretting. “I'm gl ud you's B 10t comforted a bright risbon around her neck,
loft, found Mary in a sound slumber, “When am I to go to see Shan, | 88id Mary in her sweet mellow tones, | * :
h o an g 0 Bee ! R 2 1 symbolizing her piety—a very differ
and went creeping down again. | Father ?' answering, tearfully and heartfully, ent thing from Tony's. Ihad never
“ 14 1 ¢ | y ' : ) . AL wver
[ wouldn't say butit’s in her first | “0 ut of this, child, and I'll | to Shan's lover-like words about . . 5 -
ome out of 8, d, “ q . _ credited Tony with much piety ; as a
sleep she is, was her remark ; and them. It's Father Fahy who d s

walk across the flelds with you.”

matter of fact, he never seemed far
Mary obeyed.

mother and daughters moved abou
e " ght ot out | remote from the care-free pagan of

knows how to put hope and heart

uietly, fearing scall " the crs oW 2 i ’ in nto a body, A’ ’'twas him that sent -
quies ,m" LO.NLM e i When are you going to see him, | It 9 v i ! | antique Italian daye. For all the
ture, God help her!” too soon to her Father 7' | me here to talk to y', an’ nurse y' up . s
S0XTOW ather ¢ " a bit.’ | iking he inspired, there was no
Shie had SoARSEIY eaten her breal: [ have been to see him, Mary. | * . e denying his materialistic strain ; he
fast, when Fathe r} Fahy appeared L‘() h(l"b SERVS BOG Well. i Aye, aye, Mary, an' 'twas you| goy one to whom the things of this
e " el When am I to go ? | was the good nurse to your own | .d are very dear—yet who was I

tell Mary that he was on his way to
see Shan, to inform him her
arrival, and endeavour to make
arrangements for a vigit from her to

mother ;
to hould
| back,

and God bless you, an’' thry
me together till Shan comes
for, if it was plazin’ to His
| Majesty, I wouldn't like to die with

"You're in a great hurry child.
Why are you in such a hurry ?"

“1lam in a hurry. I want to see
Shan.”

to censure him severely, I who had
frequently and luxuriously
upon his toothsome fruits ?

of

: . Pagan, however, as I mentally
the prison at the first available " Of course, of course. And you | out settin’ my two eyes on my little ;A‘nt:d?fuwd }:im, Be had cerdais \_!(m\“
opportunity. will see him—after a while.” | bos's face wanst more. Notthat I| Gpictian sfliations. as I Wb 0

“"Mayn't I go with you now,” " Does he not want to see me ?"' | can see a dale of features in anyone | lobrn ‘:‘h e ]”B.' «illB ‘nnr;:; g
Father ?" pleaded Mary. said Mary, with a sudden chill of the | now, but I'd know it was himself | tuz‘x ed to the MVI{, ect of his sm'/

"No child, you're too tired, and heart. | whin he'd say, ‘ Father, won't y' give “You nm‘.'r sho f{]\, DR —Bn He
besides, Shan isn't expecting to see " Well now, Mary, be does want to | us yer blessin a priest, you know. You see hlxﬁ
you. We must prepare him for a see you. But he's proud, the poor | 53 %

gurprise.”

f | TO BR CONTINUED some day when he come ; maybe hear
oy : & ik fellow, and he can’'t bear to think of
Surprise enough !"” muttered Mrs,

i him preach—he preach five English
you seeing him in the prison. " s e | - and Italian, too, if they want.”

Mulquin, who had come early E() see “Oh, Father! He couldn't me THE BLESSED VIRGIN'S [ nearly dropped my bag of fruit,
the returned exile, and whose bitter it! Am I to wait all that time ? 'HE BLESSE {GIN'E el g Héd by Alevloantis
thoughts about America were not | After comin’ from America. an’ him | BIRTHDAY Bl SEERER NETalaR DY (IADIORENSe
sweetened by the sight bf the ray. | : er (,tum At: \I )\xr - ,(,’, .l .\\“”vv.m, - at my faulty deductions. I had
8 made Iw\’ time and rough toil in ll“,,\.t.r, ”‘ M‘l {l):i .U.A n Y{\,‘]“,“ I ‘:\d'mt R . " “,““e‘l the youth as a clerk in a
the person of Mary O'Murrough. | I care :]""1 ] 1@ priso ¢ | On Sunday, Sept. ~ lh\u ( |.I’l“‘}1- wholesale fruit store, as head per
Mrs. Dermody frowned &t her. & | 1“:'\‘“ Shan ¢ s Bl O iy irs celebrates the feast n'fudnv Nativity of i haps (.»( a fruit-stand of his own,
ihe Safts morhaht shouting at an in- |} ou ru\ “l ‘;r:‘,\(,‘ “lllly d-A-lr‘l t‘""] the Blessed Virg ['he u:\.l‘.h gtdoc | but I had never suspected him of
trusive hen, in order to drown has ' ff'" ";J i 4 l'“ he “’“‘v : n . L‘H“ ument commsemorating this feast | occupying so exalted an nIH: as ti
neighbour’s thoughtless murmuring. | =i ‘ = : ;s «h.[i” \\‘ml\\ xlnxl!l-‘\.%x..;’ 1.l comes fro u_ the sixth century: St. | his fathe r had mentioned. Meantime
Mary was obedient, and when the ‘ LL“""”‘\\l-t;*- H“b‘ n; 1‘(':\ "‘ € I\l X z“ “" Romanus, t 10 Rreat 1‘1"\')wv|;mh(‘nl 1 my gurprice had not been noticed by
yriest went his way, she sat down at | things like that. "'i ““““’ DIb °C . | lyrist of “\lnl“\xs(wl\ Church, composed | Tony, who, when launched upon the
I A AR | praise he gave you was -only that a hymn for it. This saint was a nat- | tide of his garrulity, usually proceed
| the “!v'l"]d(". DA king up a halt knitted | you were an angel. Bul we must | iv u' of Syrie, and wrote his hymns | ed, his Latin urbanity assuming the
stocking which Mrs. Dermody had | . .

allow that Shan’s a little proud and | hatween
stubborn when he takes a "“l‘i““"C\‘.')()ptulln te

636-656. The Catholic En- | interest of his hearers.

us that the feast may "Yes, a priest, and a good priest, 1
And he's full sure that it would only | yave originated in Syria or Palestine | tell you! And smart, everybody sav.
make him ten times more miserable |, the beginning of the sixth cen- | And he's lucky boy., too—have-a it
if you were to see him first, atter all [ tury, when devotion to the Mother of | fine down there in Pennsylvani; big

laid down, and making the needles
| fly between her fingers.
[ Can't y' be at peace, an’ rest yer- |
self ?"” protested her hostess, looking
on with admiration.

\
|
[

“You'll have to give me work.” the .\_L‘"l‘l‘-r 'i“ “"?, “:':"'5“ and in the | God was ;:vrrull_vmtvnsiﬂvd, St. And- | mines there and he chief priest.
said Mary. “ I'm used to it and I IN‘:IU(‘}I U, :l C")l“l\lb( b ki AT Bsaeti rew of (,l‘c;tla pl:e:‘u'hnd Nuv.ﬂru_l ser- | Little town it is, but plou(y) rich men
couldn’t live without it.” -h'“) was sllent unde “ 51 | mons on this feast,in L?).e hum_unm gof they like him fine; make his
D 2 ’ ,, | blow. Her lips were paler than ever | tjq eighth century. There is a leg- | church over new; build him nice
oo o2 Oh, L!mu,vwe can give y plenty,” | when ghe said at last: ‘' It's hard, end in Angers, France, that the feast | house. I show you picture some
| said Anne Bridget. [ wisn I could | Father." was instituted there by St. Maurilius, | day, and you see how fine he have it.

| knit as fast as you do.” “It is hard, Mary. I don’t deny

in consequence of a revelation made
But we've got a man to deal with

Many friends dropped in that even- | it.

about 430. On the night of Sept. 8, a | garden—flowers and vegetables. All
| ing to see if it was true that Mary | who has a good share of trouble on | yan heard angels singing, and asking | turn out just like I say when he
O’Murrough had come home to Kille- | his back, and we must humour him, why they sang, he was told that |leetle boy. I say: 'Piccolino, when
lagh. That, after all the years, she | You can write to him, and I'll take they were rejoicing because the | you grow up, you be priest and have |
should have returned to find Shan | your messages. You have come Blessed Virgin had been born on | nice house and nice time—everybody

in prison was recognised as a pain.! through plenty that has taught you
ful fatality, a tragic chapter in a) patience, and you've only got to be
story of patience and constancy. | patient a little longer.”

that night.
The feast is a double of the second
clags, with an octave. In the Mass

think you-a fine.”
“But he like it ennyhow' bein’
priest—pious boy he was, like his

-

feasted |

Nice grassy yard;and baeck casa, a |

l mother. Isee he was going to church ]

much, acolyte long time—I say
‘That's right, Guiliolino, be priest
and have good life and not work so

| hard like your papa and mama.' |
Long years we work verra hard |
signorina; up early in the sunrise |
many years. Hard, sure, it was in

early days when we bave first one |

| cart, then two cart, then after while

a little stand, then this big one and
the shop. Th more children we
had beeides Guilio—the girls—and
they eat much and wear much before
they marry. Now they got nice
leetle—what you call—flats ? Marry
well, the three girls—but Guilio he
do best of all; he only one with real

house, real home all his own. Do as
please there—say his Maee, sit in
garden and smoke good cigar. Ever

body like him,
bile some day.

Maybe have automo
Me and Maria, we go

down see him next week. 1 tell him
about you learnin’ to speak Italian
out of book, Maybe I bring new

picture of him—he look better now
than when he was studying so hard
to learn to be priest—he learn
books before they say can be
priest. He still learn books—always
bring e in sultcase when he come
home to see us; but he not-a have to
work so hard to learn 8o much now ;
he know s0 muck he jus’ sit on porti
co and réad newspaper and book

many

he

m

Another customer appeared
was glad, for I was
shocked by Tony's
Scarcely a word about
Guilio's career except the physical
comforts secured! How accurate
my analysis of Tony as a pagan !
Yet as he happened to be living in a
Christian era and country, where had
he acquired such noticns of a priest's
life? To do him a little justice, per
haps in some small Old World town
or countryside he had observed a
venerable padre passing his days in a
routine apparently idyllic, yet doubt
lees composed of diligent labors, con
stant solicitude about his

and 1
thoroughly
materialism,
any side of

terities unims: ed by sucl l'ony
What disproval Guilio would teel—at
least I sincerely hoped so! 1 walked

along in distinct impatience with
easy-going, hedonistic Tony.

As I walked, a few of his country
women and their bambini crossed my

path, and gradually my wrath began
to subside for, after nll 1y'8
point of view ¢ not f
from that of 1a0Yy gh-minded
fathers and mothers of 1 more inti
mate acquainta 1nbe upon ti
well-being of their children, I
dream of a happy life for one’s child
was it not a natural human desix
I'he most sophisticated of us are 1
to bave our dear omnes ple d
noble and e ing € 18

wisfaction to k v that th I
enougn to eav and o ' ne
a luxury or W Epect, cc

no hari Per |
| Lo feel €
for ( t
< t
1 1 his r
1 nNe pirl I
of the f ng
W to T (
vir |
har
1 el And
i ‘ ear
Gu t !
(
C H
y Voice ¢C la
I said T
I iorno, Tonio, glad to €
A Al
giorno, signorina! Come
sta ?

"You must tell me all about your
visit. I'm sure you and Maria en
joyed every day of it

‘Si ' vresponded Tony, but
somehow with less conviction and
expansiveness than I had expected.
What had happened to leave any
shadow—was not Guilio as comfort
able as the father had said? Were

the front porch and the garden, after
all, not 80 beguiling? 1 actually be
gan to have sharp
werenot-—somehow I, too,now wanted
the youth to have a good home and
good food so he could go forth
a8 a young David every day to slay
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regrets if they |

the Philistines. Was his charge
difficult ? All along I had had sus-
picions that his path was not all
roses, even if he did have a gooed bed
to rest in and wholesome food and
the support of the worthy people of
his neighborhood. I became deeply
concerned ; I must hear the wor
"And Padre Guili he is
And wasn't he glad to have you
"Si, 8i; yer, verra glad
This simplicity of the statement,
this lack of elaboration was so unlike
Tony—just what was the lnw
Relentless analysis pressed for the
facts.
And his home is nice and.com
fortable, all you told me
At last I had struck
Si, comfortable hc but what |
yood it do Guilio? Eat there, sleep
there—non, not always eat there and
sleep there! Peoples gettin' sick
and hurt in middle of night, cal
lin' him out to go see them ! All day
ever' day he go here, go there—what
good nice home to him Nice porch
ves; filne garden—m as well be
somebody else’.’
I drew a deep breath of satisfac-
tion. .
"So his flock keeps him busy
| “Busy? So busy, Maria and me
don't half the time see him when we
go down-a visit him’
| “Well, now, that's too bad!” The |

tone of sympathy provoked further
| confidences :
“We get there Saturday afternoon,

Iyou know ; Guilio, he meet us-all
| verra nice—he look fine, Maria and
me fix ourself for nice visit. He

carry us home, we have fine lunch—

|
|
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pense —you will stay with
it until you reach its sur-
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