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jimbs agsin writhed in agony before
her eyes ; shudder after shudder shook
the poor girl's frame, till she was at
Jeogth awakened to a sense of hsr own
misery.

Msuper sa® all that had happened
He thought he might turn the sad
geene in favor of uis own dark _osigus.
A poor, harmless youn: girl, dooned
to borrible treatment ; a new case of
the dreaded plague while the remem
brance of its late ravages was still
fresh. An heroic act to achieve ; a
great danger to brave. Bav if she
should go alous ? Sae dare not ! then
some une may ald her in the risk. To
morrow there will oe a festival kept in
the monastery ; the offise, music. Let
a cbiid go through the crowd, throw
hersc!!{ at the feet of the queen ; the
queen is touched with pity, overcome ;
the devil will do the rest. Such were
the thoughts that pasiad through
Mauper's mind ; they were too valu-
able for such a generons soul as Miup-
er tv keep them long shut up within
himseil,

Ths crowd had closed in Julie with
her ¢cad mother, and then moved away
Lurriedly from the spot. All were
afraid to go back to their own houses.
Some wore appalled at the thought of
the poor orphan burled alive ; Lie
greaisr part strove to eucipe the in
fectica by using strong perfumes, and
by burning scented fag:ots bofore
their houses. When Mauper, who haa
kept aloof from the crowd, thouzht
the street was abandoned, he went into
it, and descried a little girl sobbiog
in the doorway of Jalie'sdismal prison.

““Who are you?'’ asked Mauper.

“The friend of Julie, whom they are
killing.”

*“You love her very much?"

“I do.""

“Why 2"’

“‘Becanse she loves me."

“And would you save her?”’

“Look,” said the girl; ‘“see my
fingers bleeding. I have broken my
nalls trying to tear down the stones
and the mortar.”

“That is not the way to save Jalie.”

“What way, then ?"

“Do you know the queen?"’

¢ The queen! no,’”" replied the
ohild.

“Would you have the counrage to
speak to her ?"’

“Is it I? Never!”

“Ryen to save Julie from dying of
hunger and the plague?”’

“Ob, for her—"'

“Yon would dare anything?’’

“I will try. Whbat is to be done?"’

“Do you koow the church of the
monks ?"'

“They have often given me alms at
the wonastery."

“Well, go there to-morrow morning ;
wait in the archway."

1 will.”

“The bells will ring, and the priests
will leave the sacristy to begin the
ceremonies. A lady, richly dressed,
with swoet eyes, and bounteous hand,
will pass along the line of poor people.
You will say nothing, you will ask
nothing ; watch everything. When
the ceremonies are over, when this
lady leaves the church, throw yoursell
at ber feet, join your hands, and say
to her, *Justice and mercy.’ "’

s justice and mercy,”’ repeated the
shild.

“The Queen will as¥ for whom, and

has nothing to do with the story.

The party consisted of Me. Morti
mer, an Hoglish gentleman : his two
elder danghte:s, Evavgelice and Doris,
and two younger children, Grace and
'‘arold ; the young girl who was
afllvnced to his son Arnold, expected
that evening, and two young men Who
were friends of Arnold s—Michael
Bream, a sculptor, and Alex Ross, an
eonglneer,

[t is snowing now,"’ sai’ Harold.

The blinds were not dea®n and they
could see the white flakes as they
pressed against the panes, slide down
and fall,

“ Wise Arnold "' said Evangeline.

“ Wise Arnold !"" echoed the bride-
elect.

Mr. Mortimer was glad that they
had taken Arnold’'s wisdom for granted.
He was as aLxious now that his son should
not have set out as he had formerly
been anxious that he had. Bat now,
a8 formerly, he allowed none of his
anxiety to be seen.

“ Why there are two vacant places
at table ?"' said the bride-elect, sud-
denly. She iooked at the place ab ber
side, then at a vacant place at the
other side of the table, between Grace
and Harold.

Both children colered.

o That is Grace's and Harold's
aflair,” said Mre. Mortimer, smiling.
“ Sigee thay were tiny children they
have observed the old cusrom snd kept
a place for the Corist Child—or any
Heo might send.”’

All turoed toward the empty place
by the window. Unconsciously they
bowed.

“ We told the landlord and he did
pot mind,” whispered Grace to the
bride-elect.

The young girl smiled ; her eyes
were very bright.

All were served and they began to
talk. Michael Breaw, urged by gentle
glances, related that legend which had
fnspired him to attempt his statue of
the repentant Magdalene. The work
had made him famous, but ol that the
young man said nothing. When his
voice ceased the company heard for a
few moments no sound but the thud
thud of the snow on the windows and
the dripping of the Magdalene's tears.

¢ Tas gentleman has arrived slr,”’
said the landlord's trinmphant volce.
He shut the door, smiling, and with-
drew.

For a moment the stranger did not
advanee into the room. He stood ir-
resolute by the dark portiere curtains.
His head was bent, his face in the
shadow, the light fell upon his young,
slim form. His band, woich hung by
his side, was long and delicate. After
a moment he advanced further, still
with his head haoging.

“ Why, it is pot Arnold at all 1"
cried Grace. She bezan to laugh at
the mistake.

The face of the bride-elect was full
of disappointment.

¢ Whoever you are, you are very
wel-ome, sir,’’ said Mr. Mortimer.

The young man looked round the
table. His eye fell upon the two
vacant places. He glanced at that by
the side of the bride elect, for a
moment his eyes rested on her bright
hair and downecast lids ; thea it passed
on to the empty chair by the window.
Without uttering any word of greeting
or apology he went forward and

you will tell her how they closed in Julie
with the corpse of her mother; and
that, if she does not die of the plague,

slipped into that chair.
The company looked at one another.
Mr. Mortimer cleared his throat

she will surely die of hunger and
misery."’

¢« And will the queen save her?" |

“The queen is an angel.”

“I will go then."

“you will forget nothing?"

“Nothiong."

Mauper, giving a piece of money to
the little girl, left her. Instead of
going home, he returned to Hatto, and
toid nim all he had witnessed and all
he had done. The night was not yet
80 far advanced that the favorite might
nct yet find a pretext for asking speech
with the king. Having heard Mauper
tot.a end, Hatte could not hide his
joy. *“Come what may,”’ said he, ‘‘she
is sare to fall into disgrace with the
king."

¢« Bat have you still time to act?”

“‘Before an hour I shall have every-
thing roady.”

“But the king?"’

“] am commanded to gee him in bis
cabinet.’’

“Thon let the saints guard the
quoen,’’ said Mauper, smiling ; and he
went f~om Hatto's room, leaving to his
patron the care of completing what
seemed to him so cleverly planned.

T0 BE OONTINUED.

THE CHRISTMAS GUEST.

The landlord had served the dinner,
and from various points of the room
they drew together toward the table.

+'Aynold is not coming to-night. We
have waited nearly an hour for him ;
he cannot be coming to-night,’’ said
the host.

« He has seen that there is enow in
the sky, he is sensible ; he will not at-
tempt a s'range journey under such
conditions, ’ said Evangeiine.

The bride-elect sighed.

I shon'd have thought that Arnold
would come : in any case, as 8Soon Aas
he knew that we were here,”’ said little
Grace, Arnola’s sister, pouting.

A glance from her father arrested
her. Bhe colored and hung her head.
The bride-elect sighed again.

¢ arpold i3 too wise to attempt &
difficult, perhaps a dangerous journey,
more especially when be ix on the eve
of takiog great responsibllities upon
himself,”’ said the host, with a glance
at the bright haired girl who was to be
his daughter. ** Come, let us sit
down."”

They seated themselves, and a more
cheerful atmosphere pervaded the
room, The smoking viands on the
table, the blaze of the logs, the stead-
fast glow of the lamp—all these com-
bined with Mr. Mortimer's sensible
words to raise the spirits of the party.
Their faces cleared.

How they came to be stranded there
in a wayside inn, in a strange country,
on Ohristmas Eve, matters nothing.
The explanation is very simple ; but it

| ¢ Youn will dine with us, that is well,”’

he said. He lifted a warm plate and
began to fill it.

in response. With a feeling of gentle
glances from his lace for some moments.

They need not have feared to cause him
embarrassment. When they looked at

stone.
clear features showed an unbroken im
passivity.

when he is i1l of deadly fear.
bring it to the stranger.

mine ; we kept this chair tree tor you,’
he whispered.

to his soul and touched it.

seat.
¢ The snow is molting on your coat

aren't you wet‘ Christmas Guest ?

asked Grace.

question. The tired lids raised them

selves again,

it sparkling with shining drops.
to eat.

coat.
It was of a dark color,

peared paler than before.
silence.

were telling 8 story,’
Michael Bream,
Won't you go on?

gilence—ob, so tired 1"’
Iofinite weariness was in his voice

a sense of mystery,
him, held him silent.

Ross, hastily. * It was the legend o
the repentant Magdalene.
as strange to tell.
After a moment :
the repentance of Cain,’’ he said.

drank.
slender stem with fingera of marble.
*¢ 8ir, you are cold ; come nearer b
the fire,” sald the host.
Bat the stranger shrank.

The strangsr merely bowed Lis head

delicacy, the little company kept their

last, they found a young, still face,
with stiff lips and dropped eye, that
swemed as if it had been carved from
The young man’s straight,

His form appeared hardly
to breathe, his skin showed in the light
whitely gray, as a wan's skin turns

Harold ran to seize the plate and

« You are our guest : Gracie's and

The stranger's eyelids flicker. 2. For
a moment he raised them ; the boy bad
a glimpse of eyes that he never forgot.
His face turned pale under the strees
of that glance. The agony of it reached
With a
trembling lip the ohild crept into his

He turned at the fantastio childish

the pale lips almost
smiled. Then the man looked at his
coat in wonder, as if surprised to find

& Oh, It snowed 1" he said, wonder-
ing. Lifting kmife acd fork stifly, he

The sculptor rose silently, went to
his room, and returned with a dry

and the
stranger’s face, rising from it, ap-

There were a few moments of deep

Suddenly the guest turned. * Yon
he said to
¢ when I came in.
I am tired of

a8 he spoke a shiver ran through him.
Both the young men looked away. The
seolptor could not speak, fmagination,
tragedy, selzed

«'Bream has finished his story,” said
I have one
T will tell it now.'’
¢ It is a legend of

The stranger lifted his glass and
His hand clasped round the | I,”’ he said.

¢ No, no,

I am not cold.
warmer,
said,
The engineer bagan to tell it. His
voice, with its swaet 8 sottish oadonces,
oould rise to passion and sink to harsh
despair. His strong face burned with
the fire of tne story he told, it paled
with the direness of the tragedy. Hver
and ano' he struck oat and opened
hard, bony hands, These hands see med
to mesmerize the stranger ; he could
not take his glance from them. |
¢ Thus he sought for, and neveri
foand, forgetfulness,’” concluded the |
Scotsman.

¢ o was a weakling,” cried the
stranger. His face flashed with sudden
fire ; he half rose in his seat. Then he |
sank back, * He hbhad comamitted & |
dastardly act,”” he muttered.

While they looked at him & knook
came again to the door,

“ A knoek at ths end of the first
story, & knock at the end of the ses
ond 1" eried Harold. ** Perhaps it is
Arnold !"" Hea clapped his hands.

The landlord stood again in the door
way. There were signs of perturba
tion on his face, mingled with a fine
contempt. Movieg -~sid:, he made
way for the two mea »Dh: stood behind

Presently I shall be
Let us have the stery,"” he

nim. They faced the <ouwpany within
the room with blinking e v« The snow
lay thick upon their coats. Their eyes
ran round the room wity o dall disap
pointment, as sharp and ciu .~ as those |

of rats,

“ There, what did I tell yon?'' cried
the Jandlord, ** You see he is not here
—your criminal. There they all are,
as [ told yon—Mre. Mortimer and the
two yoang ladies, his son and his son's
fiancee, the two young gentlemen
friends, and the children. Iiave I told |
you anything other than what you |
see 7"’

The men growled something, the ]\
reply was unintelligible. |
* You seek some one ?'' said Mr. Mor- |
timer. His voice was suddenly cold, it |
gsoundad varsh, srbitrary. :
twisted as he faced the men. |
They reflacted how he was “like all |
those Knglish,'" jealouns of Lis privacy, |
impatient of intrusion. |
¢ We seek a criminal, sir,”’ said one |
in a grating voice. i
!

|

His brows

¢ A murderer,’’ said the other.
“ A poor lad who killed the fiend who
tormented him!'' cried the landlord,
botly ; ** that is to say, they say he has
killed him. Shut two men up there
alone on the hills, and what will you
expect to happen, all the more so when \
one has the temper and the viciousness |
of a flend from hell "' |
The men sarugged their shoulders. |
“ Yyur spirits are in your head, land-
lord, that yon espouse so bad a cause
Would you have men muider any who
displease them? Bah d
¢ [ never saw the lad—but T have
heard of him—and of his partner,”’ said |
the landlord. ¢' But that is not here
nor there, Are yon satisfled that you'
have seen all to be as I said 2"’
“We are satlsfled,’”’ said one. He l
looked again round the table, round the
room.
“ The devil of a night to be out?"
said the other, watching the snow upon
the panes.
“ [,oes it still snow 2’ asked Michael
Bream. ‘I think not.'” He went to
the window and looked out. ‘‘I csn
see nothing.” He drew the lamp a
little aside on the table and looked
ag

ain,

“t Yes, it falls,”’ he said ; ‘‘ but notso
fast.”’

The stranger's face was no» in the
«hadow, His hand was upon his glass ;
it lay abont it like stone.

The men at the door turned, half
hesitated. *° You have none here
but your family and your guests, sir 2"’
Mr. Mortimer pushed back his chair.
“That is all,” he said, quietly, ** my
family—and my guests.’’

“Then we must fare further,”’ saic
the man.

They turned away. Then the othor
maa spoke, guickly, sharply. “ There
is a vacant place at the table,’’ he sald.
The Scotsman lifted the decanter and
began to pour out a glass of wine ; he
watched it trickle into his glass, a
sinuous yellow s'ream: the officers
watched it, too.

*Bah! Is not that the whim of the
children ?'’ cried the landlord. His
tone was full of a tolerant tenderness.

With a half emile he began to tell
the tale of the Christmas Guest.

His tale was so obviously true that
tbe men listened. Their hard faces
softened ; they, too, had half a smile
for the ** Christmas Guest."

But Harold and Gracie sat with hot
cheeks and hotter hearts. The Christ
, | mas Guest had come. Why did father
' | speak as il he were not there, why did
he look at them as if they must not

speak ?

+¢ The story is true, little one?"

The question was put to Harold. He
looked away from the stranger, and
tears were not far from his eyes “Yes,
it is true.” he said. * We have waited
for him every year."

“ M.y he come some day,"” said the
oficer, quietly, almost with reverence.

The men withdrew. The landlord
closed the door.

“[ have a story to tell,”” sald the
bride-slect. ** It is the legend of the
Repentant Prodigal. But this legend
is true,"”

She began to tell the tale, softly,
gently, her volce shaken with teunder-
ness, her eyes fixed upon the great fern
upon the table. They all listeaed, and
without the snow still fell.

And while the sweet voice went on,
they heard the two officers mount their
; | horses and ride away through the night.

“‘They have gone back,’’ said Michael
Bream, and the stcry teller paused for
a moment.

“Yes, they have gone back,”” sald
Mr. Mortimer.

‘** They have gone back,’’ said Evan-
f | geline.

‘¢ They are afrald,’ said the stranger,
“to take the journey through tne
wood."’

After a moment.

“ They do not know the silences, as

His eyes dropped again, agaln his
0 | tace paled,
' He went home,"" pursued the bride:

“*He has chosen a good night to
make his escape, poor lad,"” said he
‘There are none know these parts well

| enough to follow—on such a night."”

W hen he reached the door, the kindly
follow turned.

* Pray God, he don't lie dead in the
snow,” he said, ** And yet that might
bhe the better fate. If he be caught,
there be saant jastice in these parts.'

| they turped away.

| it, it vanished from sight.

| Areplace it showed faces that changed

out to meet him,”” She went on with

the tale,
When it was flaished, and the table
was clear, the landlord threw a fresh |

load of fue! upon the fire, and red
gparks flaw oot in a fume,

“Pray God he isn’c eaught," sald
Kvangeline

And her lips did not twist over the
strangeness of the prayer.

When the sound of the landlord’s
steps had faded the stranger arose.

“ Nt yet,” said the host. His face
was oddly agitated, oddly pitiful.

The boy—Ifor he was little more—
stiffened his back. **Yes, I must go
pow,’” he said,

I'hey pressed a flask and food upon
him ; the senlptor wonld not have his
coat returned to him ; the girls were ‘
pale faced ; the children wept. i

“ What can we give you?"” they
pleaded. There was awe, fear and mis
giving in the tone, e was joung and l
desperate ; his life was in his hands,
and he must go alone.

Bat he would only take a lantern.
They give it to him, a swinging lantern

with a sheltered light. He took it in
his hand.

“ Good-by,"" he said

They gathered round him; then

quickly, abruptly, to hide their tears,

They did not hear him descend the
stairs and go from the house, but pres
ently, as they stood looking from the
windows, they saw a dancing woth upon
the snow.

* My lantern, which is his now,”’
said Harold, proudly.

“[¢ is going to guide him home—the
Christmas Guest,'’ sald Grace.

It moved onward, the snowflakes hid

They were very quiet when it was
gone.
When the sparks Jew out from the

often to thoughtiulness. And aoon a
head turned and looked at the window
and watched the snow.

When Arnold ajp ared, late that
night, they had given up worrying over
him, and were full of wonder and dis
may that ne had attempled the journey
after all.

“1 was lost in the wood, and wan
dered there for hours,’”” he said. **I
had given up sll idea of seeing you
sgain, any of you, when I spied some
fellow with a lantern, and, following
him, got upon the high road.”’

« But I never caught him up,”” he
added. **T don’t kao® who he was."

¢ The Christmas Guest!’ breathed

Harold to Grace. They twined their
arms about each other's necks, and
looked toward the chair that again was
empty.
And the others turned, and with
tender eyes looked there, t00,— A gnes
Crozier Herbertson, in Black and
White.

NO ** CONVERSIONS ° FROM
EITHER SIDE.
What he considzred to be a singular
fact or aspect of the situation as to
conversions and perversiongs among
Catholies and Protestants in Ireland
was noted by Chief Secretary Birrell
in a speech recently at Belfast. Talk
ing of *‘religions difficulties and dis- |
putes '’ between Irishmen, which, he
said, were at one time more fierce than
they are now, he remarked, that they
are being diminished and show 8ywmp-
toms cf disappearing al ocether, and he
expressed the belief that the Catholic
population of Ireland would be found
extremely ready and willing in its pres-
ent (rame of mind to show its perfect
good faith in this matter to secure to
the Protestants of the North every
kind of protection, more, perhaps, than
strictly speaking, they would be en
titled to, and do everything, in fact,
in order to show that they were anxiouns
as any Protestant to join together in
the great work of the regeneration of
lreland.
In these words reference is made to
the professed fear of Protestants that
under Home Rule they would =5 per
secuted or unjustly treated oy the
majority in the Irish Parliament, which
woald naturally be Oatholic, &z are
three-fourths of the population of the
country. Mr. Birreil hasno such idea.
He believes that there would be no in-
justice whatever by Oatholic to Prot-
estant and he has another interesting
belief which perhaps was not very pleas-
ing to some if not many smong his Bel-
fast andlence. ** You will never in this
country ( said he ) turn many Protest-
ants into Catholics or many Catholics
into Protestants. Nothing amazes me
more a8 an Englishman that has always
been aocustomed to regard these differ-
ences as what you may oall intellectual
differences—differences of tem perament,
differences of study and the like—
nothing amazes me more that the relig-
fous difficulties that prevail so largely
in this ocourtry. 1 have known in my
day ( Mr. BEirrell continued ) many o’
my Protestant friends who have become
Catholios, and 1 have known one or
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beth had in founding Trinity College ‘ "
in Dablin, after robbing the Catholies
of their colleges, and thus planting in
of the trouble Mr. |
Birrell now has in hand in the settle-
ment of the Irish University question ?
It is gratifying to know that Mr. Bir
rell has this gaestion in hand and that
he promises by a bill in the next ses
sion of Parliament
satisfaction of the Irish people.
Freenan's Journal. |
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An Edifying Custom.

They have an edifying enstom in
Canadian Catholic chu'ches which
might well be adopted in this harry up
land. After Mass is finished and the
blessing has been given, the congrega-
tion arises and remains standing until
the priest has left the sanctuary, then
the people kneel, make the sign of the
eross and disperse, bnt not a person
jeaves & pew aatil all this has n cob
ser od. Here, before the priest has
time to say the final * Amen," there
is a wild seramble for the doors. It is
a deplorable habit and one that should
be done away with,—Catholic Union
and Times.

A PROCESSION WITHOUT A
PRIEST

[t is not often that a procession of
the Blessed Sacrament takes place with
out the assistance of a priest. A short
time ago, at the little village of Felines,
in a reun ote and mountainous distriet of
France, a landslip carried away several
woods, flelds, and dwellings, and & eon-
siderable portion of the parish
church. The part of the church
which was left standing, was already
tottering to its fall, and the villagers
gathered around it in great anxiety, as
tne Blessed Sacrament was still in the
Tabernacle, and likely to be buried in
the ruins. There was no priest to re-
move it, as the Care had been called
away to Lyons for the thirteen days'
service. It was only at the peril of life
that the sanotuary could be approached,
and every one, moreover, felt a relig
jous difidence at presuming to touch
the Blessed Sacrawent. Finally, a

A Boston
weak and sickly.

two Oatholics, th v Tadmit it I8 rare,
to ceawe their ( wiets~ aod become
Protestante. These things in Eogland
are regarded as matters ior intellectual
digcnssion and religgions consideration.
Bat here in Ireland 1 find your differ
ences are regarded very muoh as it
they were d!{fsrences between different
natural beings. <No Catholic ever
dreams of becoming a Protestant; no
Protestant ever dreams of becoming a
Oatholie. The idea of conversion from
one side to the other seems entirely
to hiave hean overlooked here.’

Hardly ** overlocked,' for has there
not been an ‘* Irish Church Mission '
Institution for generations in Ireland
having the idea, and doing its best
through the agencies of soup, blankets
and other creature comforts, to win
over the native Irish from the ‘‘errors
of popery '’ which was, indeed, the

eleat, *‘ and his father—his father ran

main object the pervert Queen Eliza-

entire body.
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villager, known for his virtuous life and
piety was chosen. A large piece of
pure white linen was put into his hands,
and he made his way amid the falling
stone and mortar, to the cancel ; Gpeasd
the Tabernac'e, wrapped his hands in
the liren and took forth the pyx, and
folding it in the linen, brought it safely
ont of the chureh. The whole building
collspsed a short time afterwards. A
procession was then organized, aud the
faithful laymen carried the B essed
Sacrament to the Mairie, where the
great Salle was used as a chapel of re.
pose, until a priest could be found to
remove it to a neighboring church.

Sam Lover in one of his novels tells
the story of an apostate whose soul
was vexoed because his father’'s tomb-
stone, bearing the inscription “ Pray
for the soul of Deunis Sweeney,’’ was
iv full view from the road aloag which

he had to pass every day. He ex-
pressed a willlngness to give £5
to any one who would remove

the Popery from the tombstone. A
waggish lellow went te the graveyard
cut in rude letters the single word
“ Don't "’ above the inscription, and

then came to claim the reward.—
Casket.

A good deal of plety is only a game
of trying to dodge the Almighty.
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schoolboy was tall,

His arms were soft and flabby.
He didn’t have a strong muscle in his

The physician who had attended
the family for thirty years prescribed
Scotrt's Emulsion.
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To feel that boy’s arm you
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