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CHAPTER IX-—CONTINUED
THE OUTRAGE

g N
are the charges against him. lts‘
our business to arrest him."” |

“"Don't dar' to come near me,” |

said Shan. “If y' do y' may take
what y' get from me! When yez

know where to find me."”
The policemen conferred together, |
and agreed not to risk any further

| maltreatment of their own persons.

“It'll keep the people at home," |
said Shan.

“There'll be a lot o' things to see
to,” said Tom. " If I was a young
man I'd like to be in Parliament my
gelf. I could give them wrinkles. 1
picked up many's the thing in my
time, standin’ here, year in an’ year
out, an’' talkin' to everybody that
come past. I have plans of my own,
There'll be & lot o' nonsense to get
put out o’ ignorant peoples heads.

“You may say that,” said Shan ;
“but we'll know betther how to do it
for them, ourselvee, than to knock it |
out o' them with the batons o' the |
polis. We'll have the law in our
own han's. The Irish made good
laws in ancient days gone by, an
they’'ll do it again

When the talk that followed was
talked out, and the pipes were fin
ished, Tom walked a piece of the way
with Shan, and shook him by the
hand at parting.

“Well, my bey, good luck to you
an’ her, an’ maybe Killelagh won't
give Mary the big welcome !"

Shan walked away with his hands
in his pockets, looking up at the |
planet Venus which now hung in a
blaze of white glory above the dark
overtopping crag of Mangerton,
giving softness to the long shadows
of the more retiring mountains. |

It was not Venus he saw, however, |
nor the darkness it illumined &o ten-
derly, but Mary's flower-like face
ghining in sunlight. She was com
ing towards him ; she would be here
in & month. The spell was broken
that had kept them so long asunder,
He would see that face again with
his open eyes which he had been
looking at with his mind all these
toileome years ; that face which had
no equal for sweetness and beauty
“ag it was give in to her in all the
country round, let alone round the
rings o' Killelagh !

As he paesed along by
geparating his own farm from an |
other he returned to the conscious-
ness of things around him, and stood
gtill & minute looking at bit of
ground, in size about a square yard,
which had been long a cause of
quarrel between his father and the
neighbour.

“To think that anythin

8

a bank

a

the size |

of it could be made such a row
about!” he said to himself, " but
there's no knowin' what ould men
won't make fight for. Sure 1t

wouldn’t give one cow, no nor calf, a
meal in a week ! |
While he spoke he was aware of
dismal sounds coming from one of
the neighbour's fields, and the next
moment a loud bellow of pain

reached him,

“Seems like somethin’ wrong,” he
thought, _" Is anythin’ aildin’ Rorke's |
cattle ?” |

He sprang over the bank, and fol
lowed the moans which rose at in-
tervale on his ear. In the next field,
by the starlight, he could soon see
three cows lying near each other, |
and found that the lugubrious sounds
proceeded from these poor animals |
groaning and bellowing in chorus.

Shan approached them, and by the
crystal white rays of the planet |
Venus, mildly illuminating the dusk
of the fleld and showing the dense
dark forms of the cows, he inspected
the creatures, back and front, pass- |
ing his hand over their heads and
their bodies and limbs, trying to find |
the nature of their hurt or ailment,. |
All at once he staxted with an oath,
for his hand was wet, and he knew it
was with blood.

“What devil has done this?” he
said. " The beasts have been cut.”

At the same moment a yellow
light appeared moving towards him
across the fleld, soon discovering
itself to be a lantern ocarried by one
of two policemen who were hastening
on the scene.

“Here's cruel work!” said Shan,
“Here's somethin' for yez to do at
last. Whoever done this 'd deserve
to swing for it.” |

“Shan Sullivan! We've got our
man! said the policeman,
come with us. You needn't say
word. You're caught in the act.”

“An’ the knife!” said the other
policeman, picking up something
that glittered in the grass under the
lantern. He then turned the light
on Shan and surveyed him up and
down.

“There's blood
man !" he said.

on your han's,
Shan had stood aghast, sileny with
rage and horror. Now he was roused
to speech and action.
“Ye cowards, y' spalpeens!” he
shouted, and struck out with a strong
arm and a clenched fist.

man fell at his feet, and then the |
other. And then he walked off to
rouse Rorke's household and tell

them what had happened.

The policemen were soon on their
legs again and followed.

Rorke stood at his door, a manly
old fellow who had been an athlete in
his day. Overwhelmed by Shan's
news he was stepping forth to accom-
pany him to the fleld when the
policemen arrived, denouncing Sulli-
van ae the perpetrator of the out-
rage.

“Get out wid ye
roared the old man.
Sullivan ?”

“ Oaught red-handed, alone in the
fleld with the cattle. Assault on the
police in the discharge of their duty,”
gaid the first policeman. “ These

y' divils!”

“Is it Shan

at
|

| Shan

| angued them,

“You |
a |

First one |

After a little more excited altercation
they retired, assuring Shan of an
early vigit from o sufficient number
of the force on the morrow morning ;
and Sullivan and old Rorke proceed-
ed to see what could be done for the
unfortunate cattle,

The next morning there was wild
excitement in and about Killelagh
when & large force of police arrived
with handcuffs to arrest Shan Sulli
van. Old Owny " took a wakenees
when he heard of it. The neighbors
on all sides gathered round the
houge, exclaiming loudly against the
iniquity of the accusation.

* God Almighty ! is it Shan? The
best of a neighbor. An’' sure if the
two ould men would be skirmishin
each other wid their tongues
about the size o' my apron of a bit o’
land, what has that got to do wid it.
would be laughin’ at him
always, an' Pat Rorke and him was
friends.’'

Tom Donohoe v
his hammer in his hand, the
police looked uneasy while he har
The Dermody women
were there, all of them crying. Mrs.
Mulquin wae clapping her hands, as
grieved for another's trouble as her
own sorrow would allow her to be.
The excitement had reached 1ts
climax when Father Fahy came
hurrying to the spot.

“ Don't bother yoursell a ha'porth
about it, Father,” said Shan., " I'm
going to see it out. Let them put
me on my trial, since they have
accused me. Somebody be to have
done it, an' he's got to be found. I
suppose they'll keep me in jail till
the right man turns up.

The old priest, with tears in his
eyes, took the prisoner by the hand.

God bless you, Shan., I'm grieved

lked over with

and

for you. It'll be hard on your father
and
Don't, Father! Don't mention
her. She'll be comin’, an’ 1 gone.

e won't come 8o soon, maybe,
And we won't tell her. Keep up
your heart, my boy. You'll be
to us before long.’'

Vill write her & word,
to keep her back ? Make some
kind of an excuse for me, till all this
is over.”

“ I will, Shan. I will,

An, y'll look after the ould me

for he'll be bad with the throuble,
" You may trust me.
' Good-bye thin, an’' God bless yez,

Father,

Father, an’ all friends. Start now
(to the policemen I'm ready
for y'.

| have anythin' more to say to me, yez ‘ liner had been landed at Queens-
town.

CHAPTER X,

I'M MARY O'MURROUGH FROM
AMERIOA "
The pagsengers by an American

In the midst of the hustle, friends

meeting, travellers hurrying to cateh |

traine, hustling of porters and haul

ing of luggage, a young woman stood

apart, searching the crowd with
earnest eyes, eager to recognize |
some one who did not appear, {

back |

“1I'm going with you every step of |
g 3 3 P |

the way till 1 see you where
oughtn't to be,” said the priest.

The neighbors were of the same
mind, and a crowd of men, women,
and children (there are few of the
latter about Killelagh now) followed

you

the little band of Shan and the |

‘ polis and Father Fahy, as
moved forward and took the road to
Ballyorglin.

There was consternation in the
town when Shan Sullivan was
marched down the street between

the policemen, Father Fahy march-

| ing abreast with them, and followed

by as many of the Killelagh people
as had found themselves able to
tramp all the way. The towns-
people left their affairs and joined
the crowd that stood in front of the
barrack, cheering the prisoner, and
hissing his captors. The priest went
into the lockup with Shan, and
returned alone, and then a ringing
cheer was raised for the soggarth.
That night the polis were pelted
with mud in the street, an occur-
rence which, when known to the
world, was matter for grave scandal.
What would be done, it was asked,
for a people who sympathized with
the most cruel and dastardly out-
rages, led by priests who gave coun-
tenance and encouragement to crim-
inals ? This miscreant, taken with
the blood of the poor dumb animals
on his hands, and his knife at his
feet, having perpetrated a crime
more revolting than many a murder
of a human being, was applauded as
a hero, and his just punishment
would be regarded as a martyrdom.
Father Fahy said a few words to
the crowd.
“ Be quiet now, and go home, like
good people.
the bottom of this.”

resolving that when the priest was

gone they would pelt the polis.
| “You're bet out, yer reverence,
| said & man with a cart returning to
Killelagh., " Will y' take a
| Father ? Sure it isn’t good enough

for y’, sir, but the legs is dhroppin’

from undher y'."”

‘ * Something like it : something of
that indeed,” said the old man as he
clambered into the cart. " It's not
every day I have such a long walk
with such a sore heart.”

' Well, Father, when we get Home
Rule we'll catch all the ruffians, an’
let the good men alone,” said the
man of the cert, cracking his whip.

‘ Home Rule! Aye, when we get
| it, said the priest. " The cows in
| Connaught have long horns—you
know what that means, Barney. It's
in the distance still. You'll maybe
gee it, but I'm not likely—unless I
get a peep at it from another world !"

“ Deed an’ y'll see it here, Father.
Every bit o’ you 'll get the best of a
good view of it, all round Killelagh,
and Ballyorglin, an’' down to Killar-
ney. We'll have your blesgin’ on it,
an' God sees it couldn't have a better
blessin’ to start with nor that same.”

it

God is going to see to!

After an hour's waiting she sat on
her trunk etill, an image of patience,
until finding that she was attracting

attention she shook off her air of
intense expectation, and departed
like her {ellow-travellers for the

railway station,
“To Ballyorglin ?" said the porter.
" We can't send you all the way, but

you've just missed the train that
would take you nearest to it."”

I'm a long time out of this,” said
the woman, I thought you might

have a train to it by now.

She retired to the waiting room,
on her face still that look of endur
ing patience, her whole person indi
cating by movement and non-move
ment a steadfast energy of charac
ter. Her dress was neat and plain,
the black hat shaded a thin worn
countenance. After half-an hour's
perfect quietude she left the waiting
room and walked up and down the
platform, decision in her step, and
some pride in the carriage of her
head and shoulders.

Arrived at her station she hired a
car, and was driven the geven or
eight miles which had to be trav
elled still to reach Ballyorglin, gaz

ing intently at oge point after
another of the landscape, the joy of
recognition still overshadowed by
the failure of some one who had
been counted on to meet her.

The carman took her to a little
inn, where she was received by a
blooming young woman with a baby
in her arme. It was now dark, and
an oil lamp was burning in the small

parlor of the house of entertainment.
“Y'll never get on to Killelagh to

night,” said the mistress of the place.
We can give y'a bed an’ a cup o
tea. How far are y' afther comin’, if

I may be askin'?
"1 came from Queenstown to-day
said the stranger. " I've come from
America, too, but that tock me eight

or nine days.

So it would. An’ ye've come
over to see Ireland? Maybe yer
father an’ mother was Irish ?”

“They were,’' said the stranger,
gratefully accepting the tea set before
her by her hostess. "' How are the
people up there in Killelagh ?

“They're well enough, all that's
left o' them. A power o' them’'s emi
gratin' ivery month or so. An’ il's
that brings the sorra; to them that's
stayin' as well as them that's goin'.”

" Father Fahy is still the priest up
there, I believe ?

* Of course he is. Sure Killelagh
widout Father Fahy would be like a
face widout eves. Isn't he the com
fort in everythin Look

at

was took—

" Took where ?"

“To jail by the polis. Mother in
heaven, girl, what's the matther wid
y Yer gone ¢ white as my
apron |

“I'm tired,” said the stranger.
“ What did Shan Sullivan do

" Nothin',

Put down for an act
that he niver done.  The case was
made out dead against him. There

was no witnesses but the polie, an
his own word was not to be taken.
So there he is. Maybe yer father an
mother knew his people.”

“They did, said the stranger
faintly.
‘““An’ who might you be now. I

suppose it's no harm to ask, an’ you
comin’ to see us.”

“ My name is Mary O'Murrough.”

“Mary O'Murrough! Maybeyou're
some relation to Shan's sweetheart
that went to America, an' was always
comin’ home, an’ isn’'t come yet ?”

“I am,” said the stranger.

" See that now, how well I guessed
it. Maybe yer an aunt of hers,
though I niver heard she had any
one there before her. She wasn't a
bit like you, any way, except that
you have somethin' of the blue in
the eyes. Oh sure, Mary an’ me

were comrades at school, an’ she was |

the purtiest crature y' could clap
your eyes on. Did y' ever see the
blue on the side o' Mangerton?
That was her eyes.
as red as the holly berries at Christ

] mas, an’ her cheeks were as smooth
The people dispersed reluctantly, |

joult, |

as milk, an’ two dimples in them!
But sure yer dead bet wid the jour
ney, an’' y'd betther get to your bed.”

Next morning Mary O'Murrough
left her trunk at the inn to be called
for, and with a emall bundle in her
hand set out to walk te Killelagh.
The sad look on her face deepened
when she found herself alone on the
road, every turn of which was famil.
jar to her memory. Shan's failure
to keep his promise to meet her at
the boat, and the reason for it, had
been a hard blow, followed by one
harder still, and the words " she
wasn't a bit like you" had left a
sting of their own in her ears.
There was little change in her
school-fellow, the woman at the inn,
and Mary had shrunk from reveal
ing her own identity, not having be
fore thoroughly realised the chamge
that had been wrought in her own
personal appearance. Overwhelmed
by keen anxiety for Shan's unhappy
state, and a new dread that he, too,
if he saw her, would not recognmize

more entire forlornmess than had
ever been experienced by her when
. the ocean had separated her frem
her old home and kindied. But this

him |
the other day when Shan Sullivan |

An’ her lips was |

her, she struggled with a sense ef |

was soon controlled, and aided by a
habit of courage she gathered up her
energy, and her bundle, and proceed-
ed on her journey.

Arrived at Killelagh, she looked
eagerly around. There were the
long hills in their winter grey, and

minute, and I'll be going along with
you,"

Father Fahy seized hat and stick,
and he and Mary were soon thread-
ing the bog-paths and boreens made [
to carry feet to the little gables and
thatches that stand up against the |

the big mountain crage behind them. | mountain blue, or the green and
Here, the green pastures, and the | purple end dun.-brown of the low |
| little hedged flelde. A gleam of cold | woods crowning the Mopes and

sunlight touched the streams now | cushioning the hollows of Killelagh,

full and moving, and shone in the " Now, here's Mre, Dermody! It's |
pools of the brown bog that are like | many the time she talks about your
open eyes looking up to heaven.| mother," said the priest cheerily.

Over yonder were the homes, among The little farmhouse had & bare
them the ruined walls of the house | look, now that the elder -bushes were

in which she had been born. Fur-|out of flower and out of leaf, and
ther away was Shan Sullivan's farm. | there were no dahlias making a
The house was not visible, but she | column of color at either side of the

knew the clump of trees that hid it | lintel,

As the Father spoke, a head

from her view. |in a white frilled cap was thrust
The chapel with its croes was a from the door, and Mrs. Dermody
striking feature of the landscape; hastily put off the working apron

| and came forth to meet him.

You're welcome, yer reverence,
she said with a questioning glance at
the strauger,

" Now, Mrs.

close to it the cottage of the priest,
with its roof of thateh,

“Thank God for Father Faby! I
will go to him first!" was her con-
clusion after a wide look around the

Dermody, I've brought

: 1, | you an old frie s tha y're

scene, so familiar, yet from which | 1 ]“ " " friend, :““’ one that we're
poe zlng » have back 4 T

ghe had been 8o long estranged. The | & 5 we back among ue. Too

| many are going to America, and it's

fact that Shan was not there, and the
reason why, after years of separation
he could not receive her with joy,
seemed to set her still further aloot
from friends, to deny her any wel-
come from the well-remembered
homes of Killelagh.

too few that come back
one of the faithful ones.”
"T'm glad to see her, Father.
it Killarney or Ballyorglin, or furdher
out in Kerry belong to ?" said Mrs
Dermody, turning to the stranger.

But here's

Is

The priest's door was always open, | ‘1 belong to Killelagh,” said
a home to all; and with a vivid rec Mary '
ollection of a kind face bending over Well, well, hgl(l Mrs. Dermody
her dying mother, Mary O'Murrough looking puzzled I thought I re
hastened her steps to Father Fahy's | @embered everybody that ever
little garden wicket. ;..., nt out of Killelagh in my own
ime

T"he Father was just leaving his
house as she approached, and met
her appealing look with

“Well, my child, is there anything
I can do for you ?"

She paused and gazed in the face
of the new-comer inquiringly.
" My name is Mary O'Murrough
I only knew one of that name,

“Father Fahy! Do you not re- but she wae a beautiful girl, and
member me ? very young. Nobody could ever for

The old man adjusted his spec- | 8% her. She's comin’ home to
tacles on his nose and looked at her | ™&FFY Shan Sullivan as soon as he
attentively gets out o th-'tbroi.hu; God help

‘I do not child. Ought I to know him. Did y' see him lately, Father
you? Did I ever set eyes on you and how soon can we get a sight of
before ? “-"}‘\ o

“You did, Father. You christened | .. '° ry Vh“”". I\'f ry soon, said the
me. And you buried my mother, 0ld man uneasily, and Mary here is
I'm Mary O'Murrough from Amer the first that has the right. Shan
ica. u wrote for her to come home before

“God bleese my soul! Mary he knew w was going to :Mi‘P"":
O'Murrough ! But—but—I remem :' him - y you can see a bit of
ber Mary well, and you — and Shan's gable from here, just over
you ¢ i tm‘\urdH Mangerton.
i I know, Father! I'm changed. |. He pointed with his finger, direct
It's a good many years since I left ing Mary's eyes away from Mre. Der-
home. and I worked hard, and went | @°¢%Y & face that she might not see

the look of consternation and incre-

through trouble. I'm not the girl I
& ’ ’ dulity that had settled on it; a look

was when I said good-bye to Kille

lagh. which Mary, in spite of his kind en
The priest looked at her, astonished "“;’,‘“’P‘- saw too well,
I'm all that's left of the Mary

and compassionate.

*Well, my child, I'm sorry you've
come at the present moment,

* Shan wrote for me, Father.
bid me come at once, and no
puttin’ off

““So he did—so he did. But some

| thing happened. I promieed to write
to keep you back a bit. AndI wrote
But you started before the letter had
time to reach you

“1 came a8 fast as I

O’Murrough you remember
with a poor little smile.
Mrs. gave
and clapped her hends.
Ob my poor girsha, it's thrue, it's
thrue! For sure, now I look at y’, I
can gee y’ have a look of her in the
eyes Oh, God be good to y’, for yer
a8 big a ruin as yer old home over
there, wid the roof off o’ it !
Mary'e

she said

He Dermody a sharp cry

more

v

lip quivered ; a storm long

could come.

I know why Shan didn't come to |~ strained broke loose in her, and
meet me ae he said he would. I nt her head and wept tempetu
heard it in Ballyerglin, . :

* Come into the house till I talk to W, now, Maryl” cried the
Vot priest. Mre. Dermody, it's a shame
" He brought her into his little par for you. How can you expect a girl
lour, and seated her at the fire in hig | ¢O™IDg& oif her journey to look her
own old time-worn leather-lined ‘"'H' And w‘1t11 bad news to meet
arm. chair. her! She # just the same Mary

‘Now, Mary O'Murrough, my poor '\{ Murrough that went out of thie
child, you'll have to keep up your |’ one of us can be children always,

ag you ought to know, ma'am, that

Shan .
have reared your own daughters and

heart. You know where
spend his Christmas ?"

18

to

| “He's in the County Jail, Father. ”‘”“l;' women of them since Mary
er YAy
| It must have been villainy that put " ‘llu“Ll‘-\ ¢
him there. Shan would do nothin’ | 8 thrue for y', Father,” said
86 sncn 16> Mrs. Dermody penitently. A good
“Of course there was villiany, | ADY years has gone by, az' Amer

But who did the deed is the mystery, | 1°* 8 & hard place, whatever they say

Shan went into the field to look after
Rorke's cattle when he heard them
moaning, and guessed there was
something wrong; and the police
found him there, and arrested him
for maiming the animals. He was
hrought before the magistrate at
once, the assizes came on in a day or
two afterwards, and the case was
made out ageinet him, black enough,
His father and Rorke had been

rest yourself, an' have a cup o’ te
TO BR OONTINUED

e epistcts

FRA PACIFICO

M ==

A GENTLE TUSCAN BROTHER
OF ST. FRANCIS

Just as I opened the hall door to

quarreling about a bit of land, and | go out into the street, the house
Shan had been taken alone in the | hell rang apologetically.
| field with the cattle, and blood on his | It wae a Franciscan friar who

hands. So they made short work of ‘
| him, so they did, my poor child ; but |
God 'll put it right for us yet. Never |

had come to ask an alms.
Pacifico was the friar's name, and

| fear but the Almighty will make | Fpa » his designation. He was no |
| little «‘1.( their circumestantial evi- | priest or father, but a simple lay-
| dence brother of the Franciscans. His
Mary's face drooped, and two or | habit was of a coarse brown stuflf,
three heavy tears fell on her clasped | faded and threadbare; a knetl'ed

cord was girded round his waist
sandalled feet were cevered with the

hands. But she lifted her head ag
in half a minute,

1

| “ How long will they keep him in w flne white dust of a Tuecan high
| prison, Father " | road ; at my appearance ke had
| “Three years is the term, my child lifted the small blagk skull cap
—but 2 | which was his sole protection against
The Father broke down. What | the flerce sun, and stoed there, bare
comfort was mesnt to follow his | headed, twisting it apologetically
| “but " did not appear. | between his fingers.
1 “Will I be allowed to see him ? The friar'e embarrassment was
| agked Mary. great when he found the door thus
} “1 dare say. I dare say. We'll :‘i:::izl’\Ofm:;]“::dh“p‘,'}l m‘“.,hy‘([h.(;
| see about it,’ said the priest. " In e UL

foreigner, too.
“"Buon Giornc, Signore,
| day sir) he began, with a

the meantime, Mary, where will you |

- (G
be staying rood

quaintly

I don’t know, Father. I thought|demure courtesy—"1 demand a
you would tell me what to do. I8 | thousand pardons’—
there anyone about that would take His voice was very musical

me in ? 1 can pay my footing.”

" Won't they be fighting for which
of them will get you? There's Mre.
Dermody and her girls, and Mrs.
Mulquin ; and Tom Donohoe’'s wife,
only they have a lot of children, God
blese them, and few of the same
about Killelagh! Tom has got share
| for two or three. But we'll lodge
you among the neighbours, easy.
Why, not one that ever kmew you
has forgot you, my poor child. The
name of Mary O'Murrough is re-
membered by everybody. Stop =

looked imto the mild blue eyes and
liked him. Then 1 had never spoken
to a friar, and there was about this
friar so simple a grace, such an air
of deprecation in the whole cast of
his look and figure, that 1 should
have been bewitched had I sent him
empty away,

“Paasgi,” I said instead, ' come in,
won't you ?”

Fra Pacifico held back diffidently,
and his eyes lit up with a childlike
wonder.

“I had but called to ask an alms

about it. Come in, Mary dear, an’ |

humbly darkened my door, and he |

his |

Il

of your charity,” he answered.

" Paesi, passi, prego! Let me en-
treat you,'" Isaid, " to come in |”

I held the door open wider. The
friar made me a low obeisance, and |
with a smile that acknowledged my |

powers of persuasion entered the |
| ball and stood expectant on the
doormat

" In here,” I went on, as I pushed
him before me ; " into my study

"0 quanti libri! What a lot of
books !” he cried in unfeigned sur
prise. "It almost reminds
what our convent library
be !

Used to be?” I asked mightily
pleased at his praise of my
" Have you no library now

" Alasg, no, signore

of
to

me
used

books.

not above forty |

old volumes or so. They took our
books from us when we were sup
preegsed, and put them in the town
library, where mnobo« says the
guardian, ever looks at them, be

cause they are all ir
of theology.

" But how can you have been ‘sup
pressed,’ when you are still in exist

Latin and treat

ence ?’ I asked laughingly

The friar laughed, too. We
died,” he answered and came to
life again., They turned us out of
our convent and put it up at auctior
Two pious gentlemen bought it and
gave it back to us. But it is against
the law now for a religious b te
own property, so two of the fathers
hold it in their names a8 their own
private and personal possession

"Then if these two fathers turned
traitor, they could turn you all out
again and sell the convent

It wae an inconsiderate remark,
drawn from me by curiosity, surprise
and the study of law books. |
Pacifico shuddered slightly,
mighty God will not b
a calamity,” he answe 1tl
Simple soul | I m ) 80
considerate, too 11 pit
falls, and yet here I was, at the very
outeéet, sowing new poisonous seeds
in his mind ti might bear all the
bitter fruits of suspicion and dis
trust. Fortunately for me, they fell
upon ground in which no rank or

poisonous wee woul

' But sit down!"” 1
we had been star

He was about to exp
can fashion, when his eye caught a
picture on the wall, and in an in
stany he was before it with hands
clasped in strong emotion. It was
the " Death of St. Francis,” by Ghir
landaio, & colored reproduction of
the Arundel Socisty

When he had sd his hunger

for gazing, he turn
blue eyes were moi

d to me, and his
¢

The signore is a Catholie, then
he said, " that he has a picture of
our holy founder ?"

‘Your holy founder,” I answered,
' if the product of one Church, if the
founder of order, is the inherit
ance of all mankind.

Fra Pacifico opened his

oae

eyes wide
in

surprise, "'Is he ) great as
that ? he exclaimed. So great
that even the Protestants !

love him
! in my

I bad not known it. Alas!
dear country, so changed from what
it there those who revile
him and his children, as they revile
the holy faith he professed !
How musical
how innocent
enthusiasm,
My mind wandered as he talked
courteous commonplaces to me, and

WAas are

and

ptivating his

nis

how ca

voice was,

I took instead to gezing at him and
speculating about him. What was
he before he put on that habit?
What was his rank in life from

which he sprang ere he Lad become
tranemuted by the magic wand of St.
Frangie? Was he of patrician
family, or was he a peasant’s son ?
Surely the son of prince or duke, if
gentle manners are an index of
noble birth. These were gentle
manners, certainly, but there was a
| quality in them that could not be
| ascribed to mere gentility of birth.
| It was a quality that might have
been attained by peer or
| but not easily either by the one or
| the other. For want of a better
| word I must ecall it epirituality.
‘ And then a sudden explanation of it
| all rushed into my mind ; this was a

|
face to face
" Is your convent far from here ?

I asked presently.

| *“ Some twelve miles or so along
| the coast.”

“And do
oft

you come into town

Every week or ten days, accord
ing to our necessifies, for live
entirely on alms

“ But there is no train
conveyance along the coas
[ ‘1 walk,” answered Ira Pacifico,
| gimply, “If I start at 4 in the
morning I am here by S o'cleck, and
have the whole day before me to dis
turb the goed and kind.

Fra Pacifico shrugged his shoul
ders. ' Breakfast is not a meal,” he
said, " but there are kind friends
| who give me breakfast in the town.'
| " Then

we

8 or other

you walk here without
| having eaten anything!” I cried.
Fra Pacifico blushed when he saw

| that I had discovered his act of mor:-
tification. "I hope, I resumed,
“that you will sometimes do me the

pleasure of breakfasting in this
| house.”

| The friar rose
made me a bow.

“I ghall indeed be honored, sig
nore,” he replied.

*““And may I come and pay you a
vigit at the convent? I shall drive,
though, and not walk,” I added,
laughing.

Again the humble friar rose and
bowed to me. " The guardian will
be honored to welcome you, signore,”’
he said. " But our convent is a poor
place, and we have neither pictures
nor marbles to show., It is the

o R R R S AR

from his

seat and |
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