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simple facts. About 

unusually tired ui 
busy day's 
and retired about 10 «> 
a sound sleep. Sudd** 
wl by a knock at m> 
wide awake. It wa 
called out: “ Come 1 
light in th 
tiuct enough to see a 
lug. lie closed the 
around, and I recognl 
friend of mine who w; 
priesthood. 1 had in 
months, but knew he 
ary, a most pious a 
fellow. 1 noticed hit 
aud it occurred to m 
to town and arrived 
had disturbed no on

bows, and strains of joy aud light clouds 
out of the cups of roses. All at 
there was a stillness in the whole of 
immeasurable space, as if Nature were 
dying of ecstasy—a broad gleam, as if 
The Endless One was going through 
Creation, spread over the suns, ami 
over the abysses, aud over the pale rain­
bow of the milky way—and all nature 
thrilled in delicioustransport, as a man's 
heart thrills when it is about to forgive. 
And thereupon ills innermost soul 
opened itsell before the mortal, as if it 
were a lofty temple, and in the temple 
was a Heaven, and in the Heaven 
man's form which looked down on him, 
with an eye like a snu full of immeasur­
able love. The Form appeared to him, 
and said, “I am Eternal Love; thou 
canst not pas-s away." And the Form 
strengthened the trembling child who 
thought to die of wonder, aud then the 
mortal saw through the hot tears of his 
joy, darkly, the nameless Form—ami a 
warm thrill dissolved his heart, which 
overflowed in pure, in boundless 
love; creation pressed languishly, but 
close against bis breast, aud his exist­
ence, and all existences were one love, 
and through the tears of his love Nature 
glistened like a blooming meadow- 
ground, and the seas lay there like dark- 
green rains, and the suns like fiery dew, 
and before the sunllre of the Almighty 
there stood the world of spirits as a rain­
bow, aud the spirit broke its light into 
all colours, as from century to century, 
they dropped, and the rainbow did not 
change; the drops only changed, not the 
colours.

The All loving Father looked forth on 
His full creation, and said, “I love you 
all from Eternity—I love the worm in 
the sea, the child upon the earth, and 
the angel on the sun. Why hast thou 
trembled? Did I not give thee the first 
Life, and Love, aud .Toy, and Truth? 
Am I not in thy heart?" And then tin- 
worlds passed with their death-bells, but 
it was as the church-ringing of harmoni- 
cal bells for a higher temple; and all 
chasms were filled with strength, and 
Death with bliss.

He wound up triumphantly, aud with a 
brave, rhetorical flourish.

“Is that all?” said the pastor grimly.
“Oh, no!" sairt Henry airily. “There 

are hundreds of pages equal to this."
“ ’Tis euoughl" said the grim man. 

“But, Fath« r Liston," he said gravely, 
“I'd advise you now, as your pastor, and 
as one that has the care of souls, to take 
all that rubbish out into your yard, and 
burn every bit of it to ashes. And then, 
take up the penny Catechism and study 
it. It will be better for you, ami better 
for the poor people in the long run than 
your rhapsodies and rubbish, and your:

Roslein, Koslein, Roslein roth, 
Roslein auf dor Heideu."

And with these words he vanished, 
leaving a sad heart behind him.

TO HE CONTINUED

‘•Good God 1" he said at length, “and 
is the Irish Church come to this ? And 
what in the name of heaven are the 
superiors of colleges doing 
this outrageous nonsense?" m

“it wasn't in college I studied Goethe," 
said lleury. “They knew nothing about 
Goethe there. It was in England."

“Of course! There's what I'm telling 
the bishop this many a day. ‘You're 
sending our young priests over there,' 
I said, ‘to become half heretics. In the 
name of God keep them at home; and 
let them learn their Moral Theology!"

“It’s never any harm to become an 
educated mau!" said his curate,stung by

up for it he added with the* most invin­
cible determination :

“ But only one, mind 1"
“ Very well, sir 1" she said.
He remained inside doors all day, al­

though he had some business at the 
schools and elsewhere ; but he carefully 
kept away from the dining-room where 
Delano was working, although bis ears 
were alert to catch every sound. At 
first, that is immediately after dinner, 
Delane was gay, and musical. lie sang 
“ My Pretty Jane," probably out of 
gratitude to Katie, aud evidently in 
tended for her ears, for Katie seemed to 
hear more knocks at the front door that 
day, aud to linger on more various 
duties in the hall, than ever before. 
But at 2 o’clock there was silence ; aud 
Henry knew the tragedy had begun. 
There were four hours yet to the time 
of release aud refreshment, aud it was 
difficult to say whether tne artist or 
the priest suffered more during that 
time. For the latter's senses were on 
the rack the whole time, he had been 
so penetrated by the reasoning of the 
artist ; aud his imagination, like that 
of all sensitive and kindly people, ran 
far ahead of reason, and conjured up all 
kinds of doleful poaslbiVties. Would 
Delaue collapse ? Would he break 
down physically, and fall off the 
the ladder ? Or would the fagged and 
jaded brain give way, without the ac­
customed stimulant, and the fellow be­
come delirious ? And then, what would 
the public say ? They'd say, that fur 
the sake of the price of a bottle of por­
ter, the life of that poor tradesman had 
been sacrificed. It was a melancholy 
reflection, or rather anticipation ; and 
when 4 o’clock atruck, and his own din­
ner was placed on the table, be asked in 
a tone of pretended vase, concealing 

real agitation, whether Delaae 
working steadily in the diniog- 

Katie seemed unable to reply. He

“ If you come into the kitchen, aud 
rest yourself," sain Katie, quite uuheed­
ing her master, or his dinner, “ maybe 
you’d be able to go home all right !"

“ Thauks, my angel !" «aid the artist, 
rising up wearily, aud stumbling a little. 
“ Let me lean on thee ! There ! Now, 
I shall be able to recuperate."

lleury Liston sat down to a cold 
dinner, heated only by a mental debate : 
Is this fellow a consummate humbug aud 
blackguard, or a fallen angel ?

He decided to submit the matter to 
the superior judgment of his pastor, as all 
good and inexperienced curates should 
do ; aud he wrote a short note to the 
effect that things were not progressing 
rapidly, and that if the contractor could 
take back the child of genius and send 
au ordinary worker, it would be better 
for the progress of the work aud event­
ually for the pastor's purse.

The result was a pastoral visit next 
morning. About 1)o'clock, Dr. William 
Gray drove up, and entered the curate's

• The boy flushed crimson with anger ; at a quarter past past six the familiar 
and a deep frown came down on hla fore- knock was heard : and she watched 
head. He closed his book, put it aside, : eagerly as Anne marshalled the boys 
and rose up. | into the room. Then, after some vigor-

“ Come, Dion," he said, “we have ous efforts to control her emotions, she 
been trespassing here, 1 perceive, and came in softly, and it was then that the 
are not expected to remain any longer." peace-offering and scented symbol of 

Then turning to the bewildered girl, humility caught her senses, and her face 
he said : flushed with delight. She took up the

“ Would you kiudly thank your uncle j beautiful flowers, and gazed at them ad- 
for bis courtesy toward us—" miriugly. Then, burying her face in

Gradually, and as it were tentatively, I “ What—what's the matter ?" said them, she said gently :
the people of the parishs at Doonvarragh Annie, now quite frightened. “ I have “To wrhlchot you am I Indebted lor 
and Atbboy came back to their senses j said nothing—done nothing—" j these ?" „
after the fevered feeling at Christmas- She was now standing, and was nearly “Jack, of course, said Dion, grm- 
tide ; and when the schools reopened as tall as the elder boy. Whilst a deep ning. And Jack kicked Dion under the 
after the holidays, they were speedily flush of anger covered his pale face, she j table. „ „
filled. A few hung back, waiting to see ; was pale and concerned. She did not “To neither of us, Miss < Farrell,
how the tide would turn, for that terri- know what had happened ; or what had said Jack, “ but to i’apa.
ble taint of moral cowardice, and total given occasion to such feeling. Then, “To Dr. Wycber.y ? “aid Annie, not 
lack of individuality, is almost universal in a moment recovering herself, and re- too well pleased. She had been hoping 
in the Ireland of to-day. Then, when (numbering the fatal word, she said that it was a penitential offering from 
after the first few days’ filtering, the , hastily : himself. . . , ,
crowds of children began to flock to the “One moment, please, and I shall ex- | “'les!, said Jack. The fact is, 1
schools, the remnant thronged after ; plain." told Papa all that happened He said
and Carmody, the assistant, took his ; And going over to the bookcase she was an awfully stupid fellow, but that 1 
place every day, and assumed his right- took down a ponderous Latin dictionary; should apologize and make amends, 
ful command over the pupils committed and, opening it, she showed the two lads He then gathered these, and ordered me 
to his care. the word “ puppis ;" and its meaning— I to bring them and to say how sorry 1

Nevertheless, and although in other “ the stern of a ship ; hence the ship it- j am for what occurred last night!
•• i bey are very beautiful, said Annie, 

still not too well pleased with Dr. 
Wycherly. "These must be costly, and 
hard to get just now!"

• Oh, not at all," said Dion. “Why, 
we have a whole acre under them."

“An acre!" said Annie. “How much
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CHAPTER XV

A PEACE OFFERING

bis sarcasm.
“Nol But what is education? Do 

call that rubbish—and I suspect
there's some double meaning beneath 
that fellow’s verses—education—

Roslein, Roslein, Roslein roth, 
Roslein auf der Heiden.

Have you any more of that German 
rubbish here? Here! Who’s this 
fellow? Richter. Who’s he? What did 
he write?"

• Oh! He's the great author of Titan 
aud Fruit, Flower anil

to my room, 
bis remark which fo 
want to go to confefc 
I said, and 1 sprang 

ick aud took my 
“ There was a srnal 

prie-dieu, and a ch 
motioned him tuwi 
seated myself 1 look 
face, and then 1 noil 
blauce to the young 
seemed to come aud 
uut a little.

“ I heard his conf< 
absolution, aud alth

“ Well ! This fellow is doing nothing? 
J list what 1 expected. Where is he ?"

Henry pointed to the door of the 
dining-room The pastor strode over,
walked in unceremoniously and glanced
around.

“ How long have you been here ?" he 
said to the artist.

" Par'n ?" said the artist, pretending 
to be very busy,

“ I say how long have you been here ? 
When did your master send you here ?"

The artist rau his fingers through his 
hair, aud said, meditatively :

“ 1 think this is the third—nay the 
fourth day of my labor on these 
premises."

“ And the last !" said the pastor. 
“ Put on your coat, and leave the house 
at once !"

and Hesperus,
Thorn Piece», etc., etc.," said Henry.

“Anything like
Roslein, Koslein, Roslein roth, 

Roslein auf der Heiden?"
‘ No!" said Henry, going over and 

taking down a volume. “Jean Paul 
wrote only prose; or rather poetry in 
the form of prose!"

“Who's Jean Paul?"
“Why, Richter! It is a pet name for 

the favourite of all German scholars."
••Very good! I jet's bear what that 

fellow has to say for himself."
And the poor curate had to roll out 

the seven-footed words of the mighty 
a most unsympathetic

ways victory remained with the pastor, self." 
he still kept his house open to the young The boy murmured an apology, 
Wycherly s for their daily tuition in pleaded ignorance, asked pardon. All 
Latin. It was terribly irksome to a in vain. The girl’s vanity and temper 
solitary man ; and many a time, when were touched ; and she remained silent 
bending over his Suarez or St. Thomas, i duriug the remainder of the lesson, 
he telt his attention engaged and called When the boys were departing, they 
away by the necessary supervision of the held out their hands shyly. She touched 
studies of these boys, he repented that , Dion's hand gently ; but put down her 
lie had been so hasty ; and would gladly hands by her side, when Jack offered 
welcome the time when their matricule- his. And, looking him straight in the 
tion studies would eud. And now there face, she said :

in the fresh complication of his “ I wish you to remember that, what- 
How was he to combine the ever be the custom amougst rude boys, 

it is not usual for ladies to use offensive 
expressions, especially 
no provocation."

Aud she did not accompany them to 
the doo;. So the first lesson was not a

cu install ce was umis 
to in y room and at 1 
thing more and dise 
usual * God bless ; 
the door 1 heard tin 

strike 2 ; its t< 
looked a

is that?"
“Oh, as much as all these grounds put 

together. But, I say. Miss O Farrell, 
you must come up and see them your­
self, and let us show you Rohira, and 
the old castle, and the gypsies."

She looked at Jack, as if asking if he 
would second the request.

“ Father said," he replied iu answer 
her look, “ that it would be a great 
pleasure if you could come to see us. I 
mean some fine day."

“ And if you can pull a boat, you 
know," said Di< n. “ we can let you have 
one, and it is great fun."

“ But girls don’t row,” said Annie, 
who was au inland-bred young lady, aud 
had never seen the sea, until "he put her

vibrant, 
pointed at 2 o'cluel 

“ I s mght my pi 
immediately, 
and said my Mass w 
occurrence. Short 
met one of the oth« 

“ ‘ It was unfurtu 
he said.

What about it

education of those Protestant lads and 
Was he running risks ?

dreamer to 
listener.

“Very good!" said the latter. “Now, 
what doua it mean?"

And Henry read falteringly:
Ottomar asked, “Who annihilates 

them, then?" “I," said the Form, and it 
drove him among the armies of corpses 
into the masked world of annihilated 
men; and as the Form passed before a 
mask with a soul, there spurted a bloody 
drop from its dull eye, such as a corpse 
sheds when the murderer approaches it. 
Aud be was led ou unceasingly, by the 
mute funeral procession of the past, by 
the rotten chains of existence, aud by 
the conflicts of the spirits. There saw 
he first of all the ashy brethren of his 
heart pass by, and in their countenances 
there still stood the blighted hope of 
reward: he saw thousands of poor chil­
dren with smooth rosy cheeks, and with 
their first smile stiffened, and thousands 
of mothers with their uncoffined babes 
in their arms; and there he saw the 
dumb sages of all nations with extin­
guished souls, and with the extinguished 
light of Truth, and they were dumb 
under the great pall, like singing birds 
whose cage is darkened with a covering; 
and there he saw the strong eudurers of 
life, the numberless, who had suffered 
till they died, and the others who were 
lacerated by horror; and there he saw 
the countenances of those who had died 
of joy, aud the deathly tear of Joy was 
still hanging in their eyes; and there he 
saw all the lives of earth standing with 
stifled hearts, in which no Heaven, no 
God no Conscience, dwelt any more; and 
there he saw again a world fall, and its 
wail passed by him. “Ob! how vain, how 
nothingly is the groaning and struggl­
ing, and the Truth and the Virtue of the 
world!" And there at last appeared his 
father with the iron ball-globe which 
sinks the corpses of that ocean, and then 
as he pressed a tear of blood out of the 
white eyelid, his heart, which ran cold 
with horror, exclaimed, “Form of Hell, 
crush me speedily; annihilation is 
eternal, there live none but mortals and 
thou. Am I alive Form?"

when there washis niece ?
Again, be felt that the more he lied from 
Fate, the more relentlessly did Fate 
pursue him. Clearly, his old age was 
not to be, what he so often dreamed great success, 
it would be, a period of imruMed seren- Wbeu she narrated the little circum- 
ity preluding the eternal calm. stances to her uncle at tea, he smiled,

The first evening that these home- that is, he said, “ H’m !" twice, and 
classes opened after the Christmas boll- then said :
days, Dr. William Gray said to his niece ! “ It was a most awkward expression,
after his dinner : And really, Annie, you cannot be sur-

Those boys will be coming down this prised the lad resented it. Remember, 
evening, Annie. They are nice, well- that he has hardly any knowledge of 
conducted lads, although they have uot Latin ; and the similarity of the words 
had the guidance of a mother's hand ; is certainly very striking." 
and you must be kind with them." “ But,” she said, “he should have

These words, “ the guidance of a known that I—that no young Catholic 
mother's hand," touched the heart of girl, would use an offensive word like 
the young girl, who had just learned the that."
pang of a bereavement similar to theirs. “ They know nothing of Catholics, ex­
it softened her toward them, although cept what they have seen of us through 
her prejudices were very great. stable boys and rough servants," said

“ I'll do my best, Uncle," she said. her uncle. “ But, do you know, I rather 
“ You see," èaid her uncle, “ you are like the lad's spirit. It's just what I'd 

very much advanced in your studies ; so have done had 1 been in his place." 
much so indeed, that you have surprised “ Really, uncle," she said, “ is that 
me. And you will be able to sunerin- I so ?" 
tend their studies for a while, aud direct “Quite so. 1 only hope that your ex- 
them. I am so busy about other things." planation will be accepted, and that the 

“ But, Uncle, you must let them know lads won’t stay away.” 
that I'll uot stand any nonsense. If I “But, if these misunderstandings arise 
am to direct their studies, they must be too often," said his niece, “it will be 
prepared to obey." rather awkward."

" I think you'll find that all right," “ No danger," said her uncle. “ You'll 
said her uncle. “ Get your books down, always find that when a mistake has 
and I'll show you how to commence." been made, it is generally a security 

The first evening's experiment was not against a second. And then," he added, 
a success. The two boys were actually “ after all, it will brighten life a little 
alarmed when they found that they were for you ; and a presbytery in Ireland is 
to be guided and taught by a particular- not the most cheerful place in the world 
ly beautiful youug girl, no older than for a young girl."
themselves. Jack's face flushed with As the two young lads wended their 
nervous excitement, as he took his seat way homeward, the elder got an un­
opposite Annie O'Farrell. Dion stared, merciful chaffing from his brother, 
aud stared, as if he saw an apparition. “ Well, Jack, you did put your foot in 

“ Now," she said, “get your books, it, this time, and no mistake. By Jove, 
You," she said, looking at Jack Wyoher- but wasn't she grand though for a little 
ly, whose eyes fell under her glance, Yankee girl."
“ must commence Ciesar at once simul- “ I don't think I'll 
taneously with your Latin Grammar, said Jack, sulkily.
And you—what are you staring at ?" want to boss us out and out."

“ I can't help it !" said Dion. “ You're right," said Dion, with a
*• Can't help what ?" said Annie smile. “ We won't go there again. I’ll

severely. tell Pap what she said ; and we won't
“ Can't help looking at you l" said say a word about the L *tin for 4 ships'." 

Dion candidly. “ But would that be fair?" said Jack.
“ If you can't find your books more at- “ After all, it was I who made the abs­

tractive than me, I guess the sooner you take."
leave here the better." “ Well, you see, the whole thing is

And Dion pretended to be very much this," replied Dion. “If you say you
engrossed in Henry’s First Latin Book, don’t want to go again, there's an easy 

Jack was toiling slowly at his exercise : way out of the trouble. Just let me tell 
" Balbus mu rum aediflcat !" the dreaded Pap,
Ciesar lying before him. Occasionally, ‘Puppies’; and there’s an end of it." 
aud very timidly, he stole a glance at “ Yes ! But would that be true ?" said 
the fair face that was bent over her own Jack.
studies ; but instantly dropped his eyes “Of course it is," said Dion. “ 
again. Aud for some time there was 
silence in the room.

“ What ? This is an outrage I" said 
the artist grandly. “ It's a libel on my 
profession—it's an—”

“ Put—on — your 
pastor more impressively, “ and be quick 
about it !"

The artist put on his coat.
“ Are these your paints and brushes, 

ur master's ?"

repeated the question. And Katie

“ I think he is, 
may be 'lying," and burst into tears, 
and fled from the room.

Then, deeply agitated, the young cur­
ate rose up from his untasted dinner, 
and going over to the dining room, be 
knocked. There was mo reply. He 
opened the door trembling, aud found 
the artist in a heap on the floor, which 
was splashed all around with paint. He 
rang the bell violently, and Katie came 
in, and flew at once into hysterics. 
Then he flung a pail 
the prostrate artist. It had no effect 
beyond a convulsive shudder which at 
least showed that he was alive. Be­
wildered and terrified, the young priest 
looked around, and his eye caught the 
stately row of porter bottles that 
ranged on the sideboard. A happy, but 
sacrilegious thought struck him. He 
rushed from the room, brought back a 
corkscrew and a long, deep, crystalline 
tumbler, drew the cork, and filled the 
glass with the foaming liquor to the 
brim. Holding it to the artist's lips, he 
held up his head with the other arm.
A convulsive shudder passed through 
the frame of the prostrate man. The 
next moment, he had flung the whole of 
the liquor down his throat ; and hold­
ing up the tumbler, he said, in a sepul­
chral voice :

*• Quick ! Again :"
Henry drew another cork, and filled 

the tumbler. The artist flung the con­
tents down his throat again, and held 
out the empty glass,

“ Once more !"
Once more the glass was filled and 

emptied ; 
said in a dramatic undertone :

“ Richard is himself again ! But," he 
continued, regarding the young priest 
with a severe look, “ 'twas touch and 
go ! Never, never, never, attempt such 
au experiment again !"

“ Are you better ?" said Henry Lis­
ton, in lieu of something more appro­
priate.

“ Better ? Yes. If you mean, am I 
snatched from an early and premature 
grave ? Yes. I am. But I shall carry 
the marks of this experiment to my 
tomb."

“ You must be an awfully delicate fel­
low," said the young priest, “ that you 
cannot go for a couple of hours without 
drink !"

“ Delicate ? Physically ? No. I am 
as strong a man as there’s in Ireland. 
Mentally ? Yes. 'Tis the fagged and 
weary brain.

And, as if to support the fagged and 
weary brain, he leaned his head ou his 
hands, and seemed to weep.

“ At J o’clock," he said, “ 
was near the fatal collapse ; 
honorable man. I had given my word ; 
and I meant t<: keep it, if it cost me 
my life. At half-past 3, I became de­
lirious. My senses swam. My brain 
reeled. My intellect tottered to its 
foundation. I was out ou a lonely des- 

nothiug but glistening sands 
all around, ami :> pitiless—pitiless—sky 
overhead.
I knew the instinct of the beast would 
scent{water from afar. In vain ! Nothing 
but sand, sand, pitiless sand every- 

Ab last, my beast raised his

call,'coat' !" said the
sir ! But—but—he “ ‘Why, the poor 

we got there.’
“ 1 looked at him
“ ‘ Who was it ?’ 
“ * Why, Mr. X- 

tritis in twelve 
brother of young ) 
for the priesthood 
am afraid he was i 
fellow.'

“ ‘ What time dii

“ 1 have no master," said the artist 
grandly. “ That day is gone !"

“ Well, your employer ? Are these 
your paints, or your employer’s ?"

“ If you mean the person who pays me 
stipulated wages for my Art—yes,they’re 
his !"

“ Then, leave them here, and quit at

And because the pastor looked 
threatening, and was, moreover, a stal­
wart mau, the artist obeyed muttering 

“ I shall consult my lawyer about this 
outrage on myself, aud the profession I 
represent l"

The pastor slammed the door behind 
the expelled artist. There was a sound
cf weeping afar off from the depths of 
the kitchen.

“A most consummate blackguard!" said 
the pastor, entering Henry's room. “I'll 
send down a message to C---- this even­
ing, that will make his ears tingle. It 
seems impossible to get a decent or 
honest tradesman to-day. Rights of 
labor ! The down-trodden laboring 
man ! We are coming to a strange pass 
in the history of things."

From which Henry Liston, with some 
perturbation of spirit, conjectured that 
his pastor was now in oue of his angry 
aud sarcastic moods. He was hoping, 
silently hoping, that the great mau would 
speedily depart. He almost regretted 
having sent that letter.

The pastor turned around, and sur­
veyed the room.

“ He did nothing here, I suppose ?"
“ Nothing !" said Henry.
“ What’s that ?" pointing to a piano.
“ A piano," said Henry. “ A Collard 

and Collard !"
“ A what ?"
“ A Collard and Collard," shouted 

Henry. “ The best makers."
“ And what do you want it for ? Surely, 

you can't play I"
“Ob, dear, yes," said Henry Liston, 

who thought it well to use a little bluff. 
He went over aud sat down, and rau his 
fingers up and down the keys. Theu he 
stopped.

“ What do you call that ?"
“ The first part of a prelude by Bach."
“ Bach ? Who was he ?"
“ A great composer. You have often 

heard of Bach, I suppose !"
“ Never, thank God. And how long 

now were you learning that rubbish ?"
“ Oh, it took years upon years," said 

Henry. “ That part is not acquired in 
a day."

“ L should say not ! That leaves you 
without a notion of your Moral Theology,
I suppose !"

He had gone over to the bookcase ; 
and with his dim, gray eyes close to the 
glass, he was peering along the rows of 
books. Henry's heart was beating rather 
wildly.

“ li'm ! Goethe ! Is that the Ger­
man infidel and profligate ?"

“ Well," said lleury, “ he wasn't ex­
actly a saint."

“ I should say not. What is Sammt- 
licltc Werke ?"

“ His entire works—Opera Omnia !" 
said Henry.

“ Let me see one of them !" said the 
old man.

And Henry was reluctantly obliged 
to find the key, and he handed down a 
volume of Goethe at random.

“ Can you read this ? Or, is it all the 
usual humbug and pretence of young 
men nowadays ?"

“ I know a little German," said his 
curate, modestly. “ 
though I cannot speak it 1"

“ H’m,” said the incredulous pastor. 
“ I U bet you can’t read a line of it.

verse !"
And Henry took the book, and read 

In his best West-phalian accent the 
“ Heiden roslein."

“ H’m 1" said the pastor. “ Can you 
translate it ?"

“ Of course," said Henry, giving the 
free translation.

“ How is that the chorus runs ?" said 
his pastor, holding his head down in an 
air of listening attention.

Roslein, Roslein, Roselin roth, 
Roslein auf der Heiden.

foot on the steamer.
“Oh, dear, yes," said Dion. “Why, 

Cora can turn Jack or me."
“ And who is Cora ?" asked the girl 

whose curiosity was much piqued.
“ Why, she's the gypsy girl down at 

the castle on our grounds. She’s 
awfully ugly, but she cau do everything 
almost. If you saw her fighting with 
her old grandmother, Jude the Witch, 
and giving her jaw, you'd kill yourself 
laughing."

“ Sh !"
dreading another explosion, 
not speak of these things, Dion. Miss 
O'Farrell doesn’t care to hear of them."

But Miss O’Farrell did; and was 
dying to know all about the gypsies and 
their ways, and whether they told for­
tunes as she had read in books, and 
whether they were as handsome as they 
were said to be. But her sense of dignity 
would not allow her to ask questions, un­
til the happy Dion came to her aid, al­
though his vocabulary and method of ex­
pression were not too choice.

“Some day you must tell me all about 
them," she said, opening her Virgil. 
“ Do you know that at one time people 
used to read their fortunes in opening

“ ‘ Why betweei 
morning.'

“ Instantly my 
wish to

of cold water on

ever you 
and I told the 
brother-priest, a l si 
the young cleric 
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By Rev. Richard W. Alexam'
During the past summer 1 had the 

privilege of meeting a brother priest, 
whose delightful personality and high 
culture, as well as his eminently unob­
trusive goodness, impressed me iu a 
most striking manner.

He was one whose words carried con 
viction iu the simplest conversation, and 
I had many delightful chats with him 
the week we spent together. The con­
versation turned oue evening on the 

of God towards sinners and the 
At this

was the

this book.
The boy stared at her with open eyes.
“ Yes !" she said, with professional 

pride. “ In the Middle Ages Virgil 
supposed to bo a sorcerer, or magician, 
you know ; and people used to open 
these pages and guess their futures 
from the page that first opened to 
them."

“Jude searches your hands," said 
Dion eagerly. “ Of course it is all rot 
—humbug, I mean ; although she km w 
all about you, Miss O'Farrell."

Here Jack nudged his talkative 
brother.

“ About me?" said Annie.
« Yes !" said Dion. “ Of course, 'tis 

nothing. She only knew that you had 
been in America, aud had come over to 
your uncle, and—"

A pretty violent kick from Jack shut 
him up.

“ You’ll come up some day. Miss 
O Farrell," said Jack, interfering, “and 
see all our wonders. 1 know I'ap would 

j be awfully pleased ; and you can take 
You away as many violets as you please." 

asked her another name for a ship, be- i “ And we have lilies-of-the-valley, 
sides mm's, and she called us ‘ Puppies.' " j too," put in the irrepressible Dion, 

The girl's thoughts were so engrossed “ But she didn't," said Jack. “and primulas, and snow drops. iou
with lier novel position of teacher in “ Now, look here, Jack," said Dion, 1 know lather is a botanist, and he^sends
classics, that she never noticed how the “ what’s the use of humbugging ? You packets of these early flowers to Co veut 
boys looked, or whether there was any- ' want to go, so do I. 1 think I’m first in j Garden, London, and everywhere. ^ 
thing attractive about them. But once j the running too. She shook hands with It must be a delightful place, said 
or twice, as she pointed in a dictatorial ! me, and she refused to touch your hand. Annie, musingly. “ How do you call 
manner to some error iu his primitive | My! But, hut wasn't she grand?" it?"
Latinjcom position, she noticed that Jack “ In any case, wo must tell Pap," said i “Rohira.
had silky flaxen hair, a very broad white Jack. “I'll keep nothing back from j Father was in India, you know, and he
brow, aud very pale hectic cheeks. | him." ! has all manner of snake-skins, cobras,
Then, she thought she would see what 1 constrictors, rattlers, ugh I the ugly
color were his eyes ; and she questioned ' The result was that, when Miss Annie i things. And he has Indian knives, and 
him. He looked up. They were deep O' Farrell entered the room of studies swords, and funny old guns ; but some 
blue, and, in the lamp-light, dark and the following evening, she found the are mounted in gold and silver, and 
lustrous. Her eyes fell before his. And j two young gentlemen before her ; and, j queer old heathen gods, the ugliest 
she Wondered at herself. i as she took her seat, she was aware that devils—"

After a quarter of an hour, Dion be- 1 a huge bouquet of the most delicious i 
ca:"c rest I ••• 'J. He was struggling with | white and purple violets, daintily placed ting yourself, 
a difficult declension, and a new word , in a pretty vase of crimson glass, was | where you are ?

It was a horrible declension, ! neatly arranged between her books, j And .lacks remark conjured up a
but the meaning of the word lit up the This time she flushed with pleasure, very unusual blushou the brazen cheek 
whole place, because it revealed the | until her face ams as crimson as the , of his brother, who, however, speedily 
shilling seas, and the stately vessel, full- glass ; and a glad smile of delight crept j recovered himself and asked Miss 
bosomed and straining to the wind ; and i over her features. For she, too, had had ( V Farrell’s pardon very nicely. And 
be saw th1» white foam curling around j her anxious thoughts after the events of that young lady seemed to have fallen 
her prow and in her wake ; and he | the previous night. Had she been pre- | Into a reverie ; and altogether, there 
smelled the t tr of the ropes and the odor | cipitate? Was there any cause for her was not much serious work (done that 
of the bitter brime together. i curtness and stiffness toward these lads, night. But at parting, Annie was very

“ [ say, Miss O’Farrell," he said, look- j who were so well-conducted, although ; gracious ; and this time she did not put
ing up, •• is nai'is the Latin for ship ?" 1 motherless ? She recalled with a pang i her hands stiffiy bv her side.

" Yes !" she said curtly. “ I low do 1 the flushed face of the angry hoy—then I
i decline it ?" his tone of remorse and penitence for a !
Saris lutrin navi, mimn," said Dion, very natural mistake—then his down- CHAPTER XVI

and stopped there. cast eyes, and the shy advance toward roslein rotu.
“ Go on," she said. reconciliation that he made, and that
“ It has no vocative," said Dion. she had rudely repulsed. She was angry With something very like fear and
“ Why ?" said Annie. i with herself for having been angry with trembling, Henry Liston watched and
“ Because you can’t call a ship !" said them ; and finally, she thought, that, waited the result of the next day s ex- 

Dion. “ It’s neither man or woman. | supposing they would not come again, périment. He hml little hopes that 
It’s a thing !" would it mean a certain desolation in I Delano would keep his engagement.

“ Then why do the sailors always her life ? The hoys were good-looking, And these hopes almost faded away, 
apeak of a ship as ‘she’?" said Annie. Jack positively handsome. They were j when, at half past twelve, tne little 
“ She tosses, she heaves, she tacks, she i nicely-mannered ; and it would be a | maid came iu aud asked that the artist 
goes before the wind ! Is that so ?" i rare pleasure, although she did not deem might have a second bottle of porter at 

“ Bs Jove, Miss O'Farrell," said Diou it. such at first, to train their young his dinner. „
enthusiastically, “ your a born sailor, minds even ns hers had been trained. “ He does not cat as much as a child,
Where did you pick up all that ? And llow would it be now, if shyness or some said Katie 
you're right. Then l am to call navis in other feeling kept them away forever ? he says he 
the vocative case ?" She passed that day in a kind of fevered the day."

« Yes !" said Annie curtly. anxiety, wondering, whether, when Henry Liston paused. It was a crisis
“ Is there any other Latin name for a 0 o’clock struck, she should hoar in his life. W ould ne ie equa o t

ahin, besides navis, Miss O'Farrell ?" their knock. At last the hour came. “Yes! you may KIV© lnm another
Raid Jack, somewhat shyly. Six o’clock struck. Five minutes after bottle," ho said at last, conscious of

“ Yes 1" she said promptly, “ puppis !" six. No knock. Her heart sank. Then great

murmu S :

value of intercessory prayer, 
point he stopped and with a smile said :

“I should like to tell you of an ex­
perience of mine, but it is so unusual 
and so liable to he disbelieved by many, 

very rarely mention it. Of its 
truth, however, I am as firmly convinced 
as l am of the fact that we are sitting 
together conversing."

It Is needless to say that I urged him 
strongly to continue, and after some 
hesitancy he consented, with this re-

“ I km w, Father Alexander, that you 
will find it an extraordinary story, but I 
want to state in the most emphatic 
manner that it is entirely true, and there 

at least three living who will testify 
to the circumstances having occurred.

“ All things sre possible where 
mercy to sinners is involved," I replied. 
“ You make me more anxious to hear tin-

and then the artist rose, and

go there again," 
“ That girl would that

“Tre Form led him gently to the edge 
of the ever-freezing field of ice; in the 
abyss he saw the fragments of the stifled 
souls of animals, and on high were 
numberless tracts of ice, with the anni­
hilated of higher worlds, and the bodies 
of the dead angels were for the most 
part of Sun's light, or of long sounds, or 

fragrancy. But tin 
over the chasm, near to the realm of the 
dead of the Earth, stood a veiled Being are 
on a clod of ice; ani as the white Form 
passed, the Being raised ils veil; it was 
the dead Christ, without resurrection, 
with His crucifixion wounds, which all 
flowed afresh on the approach of the 
white Form.”

“ Horrible !” said the old man. “And 
almost blasphemous. Did that fellow 
believe in anything ?"

“ He was the greatest apologist for 
the existence of God and the immortal­
ity of the soul that ever existed," said 
Henry. “ I am afraid, sir, you think 
there have been no defenders of tie 
common faith outside the ranks of Theo­
logians."

“And I think rightly," said his pastor, 
emphatically. “ What right have these 
fellows to be tampering with such ques­
tions at all ?"

“ Yet, St. Paul said in the Areopagus :
‘ Hath not oue of your own poets said 
—?’ "

“That's a different thing altogether," 
said Dr. Gray. “ I must be going.
But, just a moment—how does that 
fellow treat the question of immortal­
ity ?"

2Vnd Henry looked up aud down across 
the page, and hither and over, and 
turned off many barren and unintelli­
gible rhapsodies, and looked confused, 
so that his pastor said :

“ Never mind ! 'Tis not worth look- 1 
can read it al- ing for ! The fellow is bad enough ; 

but not as bad as :
Roselin, Roslein, Roslein roth,

Roslein auf der Heiden !"
“ Just wait a moment," said Henry. 

And then he said viciously :
“ See, is there anything like this in ; 

the Salmanticenses and Emmanuel Sa ?" 
Aud he went on reading :
The sunny mist was floating down­

wards far away in the ether like a 1 
brilliant snow-cloud, but the mortal was 
retained in that blue Heaven by a long 
sound of music coming over the waves; 
the sound re-echoed suddenly through 
the whole boundless ether, as if the 
Almighty Hand was running over the 
clouds of Creation. And in all the orbs 
there was an echo as of jubilee; invisible 
springs floated by iu streams of frag­
rancy; blessed worlds passed by unseen 
with the whispering of ineffable joy; 
fresh flames gleamed in the Suns. The 
sea of life swelled as if its unfathomable 
bottom was rising, and a warm blast 
came to shake the sun-rays and rain-
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head and sniffed the air. 4 Ha,’ said I.
‘ At last ! At last !' I looked ! Alas ! 
’twas only the desert mirage—the mock- 
vrv *.f Nature ox it its dying child ! ’

The artist paused for a moment and 
then continued :

Four o'clock struck ! The scene was 
changed. I was out on the desert 
ocean ! It was 4 water, water, every­
where, but not a drop to drink.' 
slimy things did crawl with legs over 
a gslimy sea.’ It |was awful. Again, 
the pitiless sea, the brackish water, the 
sun looking down and laughing with his 
pitiless state. The albatross ! I shot 
it ! It hung around my neck ! I 
stroked its plumage ! The Ancient 
Mariner ! The ribbed sea-sands ! The 
wedding guest ! Why dost thou hold 
me with thy glistening eye ! My God ! 
my mind is wandering again ! Quick ! 
Quick ! Quick 1 Your reverence 1 Or 
you’ll have a hopeless maniac on your 
hands !"

Henry opened a new bottle, which 
went the way of its predecessors. He 
wished this child of genius was far

“ You’re forget* 
Do you know

“ Sh !” said Jack.
Dion.
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verse a

away.
“ Ha !" said the child of genius, 

The mental equilibrium is repeated Henry.
“ And it means ?"

Little Rose, Little Rose, Little Rose so 
red,

Little Rose upon the heath !
The pastor poised a pinch of snuff be­

tween his fingers, aud looked sadly 
through the window.

44 There l 
restored again. But what a dream !

He was plunged in a deep reverie. A 
faint knock was heard, and Katie put iu 
her hand.

“ Is he—be—better ?" she blubbered.
“ My pretty one," said the artist. 

“ Yes 1 He is better. Weep no more ! ”

, with tears in her eyes, 14 and 
fears he’ll never get’through
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