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‘The Little Red Lark

0 mustrol of mornng,
Th y gransy home scorning,
To welcomo the nismy day
0 sweet is thy singing
*Neath heaven's gato rivging
Out joy m thy gladsome lay.
0 greeter of brightuens
With wong full of hghtness,
No barp of the tuneful throng
Pcurs lays Jike thy pounug
1o the tirmament sourmg
Tz rapt -+ of love snd song

O cr thy homie i tho flowers

W Leto thy tendur mate cowers,
Sy v thy bridal lny ,

"Phro’ bright sunbeams” ghdng,

© e flecey eloud hading
Muke rad souls ot mortals gay

May thy lay last forever.

May the soulful ones never
Muss wusic from the sky,

Long. long mayst thou st it,

And from sunny air ring at,
BEuthroned m brip it clouds o high.

—Trapslated from the Irish by A. P.

Graves.

MADRE MARIA'S HOPE

BY MARGARET KERNA

A WAYSIDE CALVARY.

Three httle boys passed under the
orass, whioh stretched 1ts rude arms
accoes the burning sky of Italy, The
olimb to the mountain-top had tor-
tured a hot scarlet nto their oheeks,
taeir eyes had a wild brightness in the
sunshine, and the sweat dripged from
their taces to their breasts. They
could not speak for their beating
hesrts.

Luigi Rosoti ran back for little
Marghenta Ricarde, who stood in the
path with tears in her eyes. She
could not raake the marching-time the
boys did, but the tears only glistered
in her eyes, they did not fall. Luigi’s
strong little heart was thrilled at her
courage, for she was htile—so little
sho still wore the coarse white linen
slips of & baby. He was gorry she
was not as strong a8 he was, and, al-
though he was wearier than the others,
he ran back for her.

+ Qome, bumbino,” he oried, drag-
ging ber by the hand, 1t ie the hour.”

Margherita Jooked at him a moment,
wondering at the words, Lwigi looked
#t her too, wouderingly, for sho was
strange to his Southern eyes. Bhe
had the flaxen hair and the pallor
sthich make an angel in Italy.

Pietro Valdi was already olimbing
the oross when they reached the spot.

¢ No, Pletro,” said his brother
Nino, a_year older than Pietro and
then only seven, ** come down ; Luigl
is the oldest. He must bs orucified.”

+ Come down, Petro,” Linigi ealled.
o1 will be Jesus.”

Pietro oame down sadly. Nino
{wisted a wreath of green thorus and
Iaid it on Luigrs black ourls. Little
Margherita had heard the women
talking about the Passion Play the
night lf;eloma, and her mother had told
her that Josoph Meyer, who took the
pars of Ohrist, was not hurt, only
very tired for many days after. It
flashed over her uow what the boys
were doing.

] gan hang mysclf§@lh the orors,
Nino, but I cannot g e, 50 you
must come back for me Ylree,” said

Luigi softly.

e climbed the ocross with the
might and grace of his little hands
and bung himselt to it by & flax rope.
The boys looked up at him with eyes
blinded by the sun.

# Come down, Luigi,” said litile
Marghenita ; but Luigi did not speak.

+Come home now, Margherita.
Nino and I will cone back for Luigi
st three. We're only practising for
the Pagsion Play. Once, when Luigi
waa a baby, the fishing-boats did not
come home, and the village was starv-
ing, and an artist painted a pioture of
Luigi's mother as the Madonna, and
then Madre Maria bought bread for
the village. Luigi and Nino and I
will soon be men, If the village is in
need again, we oan bave the Passion
Play, and mauy people will come from
Rome to see it, and you, Margherits,
osn be the Madonna ; so come home
now, bambino.” »

He and Nino started down the
moantain, tut Margherita would not
follow. o

« Luigl,” she murmured, winding
her little arms around the foot of the
Jtoss, *are you thirsty 2" But the
boy hung there in ecatasy. A thorn
pressed into his temple and the blood
purled over his cheek, 5

« Madre Maria will bo orying for
you, Luigi!” }

The laghes fluttered over hix eyes at
hie motker’s name. K

+Come down, Luigi. _Madre Lucia
told me Iast night that Jesus died on
:lha cronls‘ to _r:;:ke us happy. Are you

8, uigi

‘3.' crosg did not tremble under his
frail figure and the earth was still.
The h%ld Margherita stayed, and the
birds gathered on the srms of the
eross and saug as if ain had never
touched the world, 3

Luigl never knew how it was that
his mother, paseing the wayside cross
on her way to the convent with the
auns' linens, saw him and took him
down from the oross and oarried bim
home on her gray donkey—he and
little Margherits and the convent
linens, & sorry weight for Giovannino.
It was many days befora he could go
with old Matio to the winepress. A
fever seized him, and he was content
%0 be carried out to the meadow every
morning in his mothers arms and fo

¢
|

lio in the grass and watoh the sheep.

“Madre min,” ho said one afior-
noon, * when I lio still and cloce my
oyes I can hear the birda snging as
thoy sang when I hung on the ercss
1¢ ia the musio of Good Friday.’

Maria laid her hand over his eyes
and sat_trembling and thrilled. She
goarce davod Inck at Luigi theso days,
lest tho village should seo in her eyes
the hope in hor heart. It was a
nghty hops to Maria's pure heart. It
made holooausts of her swmiles and
teara. Only Padre INilippo divinad at.
It wag her gecret and his, and 1t atood
between them hke an angel of Ged.

“Lwgy,"” she ssid to the ohild,
* you must net think so much about
the oroes and the birds, The orose of
Jesus is a gospsl of gladness to the
world it redeemed. You have a sad
nature, like mne. I want you to have
your fathor’s eoul. He was like the
sea, Linigi mio--rough some days, but
with the sun ever shining on Ins heart,
a9 1t does on the wild waves. Have
you not seen how httle Margherita and
her mother are always laughing in tha
fields? Yot Marghorita’s mother is a
saint, and Padre Iulippo—he is smil-
ing always and he so poor !”

* Luigi has » poet’s heart,” Padre
Filippo murmured, paueing whare the
mother sat with the boy’s head on her
kneces. ** He needs to watoh the flooks
and let that wild little Nino hght the
altar-condles. The scent of the fields,
the bleating of the lamps in the dawn,
tho salting of the shoep in the star-
hight, the drinking of the grape juice
from old Mario’s wine press—these are
what Luigi neede to make his body
grow as great as his svul 1”

“ Yes, padre,” aaid Maria, with a
glad emile

Luwigi looked out dreamily over the
meadow. The grass ran down to the
brook and finished with a fringe of
Iilies. He raised himself on his elbow
to watch old Mario leading the donkey
about, with little Margherita on its
woolly back, 1t was his mother's
donkey, and for her birth-day old
Madre Pellogini had woven him a gay
blue bridle to give to her, The leugh-
iog ohild and the donkey and Mario,
g0 black with sun-burn, wers o
wondrous pioture to Luigi, who had
the Italisn love of color. The lambs
were drinking in the brook, In the
moist air the splashing of their little
tongues made a murmur of muste, In
the distance the women were coming
home from the vineyard, singiug
snatohes of Vesper ohanta.

Maria saw Luigt watohing Marghe-
rita. The child was growing a8 beau-
tiful a8 a seraph. Already he loved
her vory dearly mn his little heart;
Maria loved her too, but ever a vision
rose before her eyes. The tapers were
aflame in the village chapol, the priest
wae_spesking to his people, 1t was
not Padre Filippo, Margherita would
g0 to a convent in Rome to be educated.
The Rioardos were wine-sellers and
oould well afford it, Perhaps she would
marry & prince, and Luigi—

* Madonna,” said the boy, ** I have
been thinking of what Padre Filippo
says, and 1 am going to be a
shepherd 1” .

LUIGI'S ANGEL.

*Margherita is comiug to-morrow
to sit for my statue of the Guardian
Angel,” murmured Luigi Rosseti to his
mother, ax he helped her up the long
flight of stairs to his studio in the old

palace.

¢ Yes ?—tho sweet ohild 1” gaid
Maria softly.

+ Madonna,” Luigi oriad, * are the
stairs oo wuch for you? You are so
pali, you look as if you had a veil of
some wonderful white tulle over you.”

+No, Luigi mio; I am very strong.”

But it was truo that Marin had
paled at Margherita’s name. BShe had
come to spend Holy Week witk Unigi.
He had not tended his flocks in vain ;
he was now a great young sculptor.
All Rome was beginning to praise hig
geniug, a8 it praised the Madonna for
whioh his mother had posed in the
long ago, and which hung in a cham-
ber of the Vatioan now, where men
snd women esme and prayed befors it,
and went awsy iaking the memory of
;g to ligls the dark places of their

ives,

Margherita Rioarde was st a con-
vent in Rome. One day the old
maestro heard her einging in the gar-
den. And now it was decided that
she ehould sing always—sing in opers,
if she would. But there was L\l;%l;
He eaw her geldom. Onoce and agi
he stopped at the convent door to leave
flowers for her, and to receive some
message from her from the lips of the
Iaughing little portress, He was not
afraid of not seeig her ofien. He
kuew his own fmithful heart and hors,
She had sent him a orucifix when he
was first in Rome, and he kissed it de-
voutly very often. Now ehe wag com-
ing, by Madre Maddalena’s consent,
+o pose a8 the angel for his atatne,

He went with his mother to Com-
munion, Holy Thursday.

« Madre,” he cried, “taka oare ! "ag 8
orowd whirled past them in the atroef,
and he esw a saintly old bishop pause
and gane at her. Luigi was very boy-
ish in his love sad he wanted the old
bishop to know ghe was his mother.

Her face was atill young in its shy-
ness, thongh fearless too, and with the
sad serenity which comes to saints
after scrrow. A trinity of dolors had
wrought this miracle of beauty upon
Maris, Luigi, the ssilor, had been
lost st sea when little Luigi was & baby
in her arms, and the sea was becom-
ing & grave-yard toher ; Padre Filippo
had died on'the obild’s First Commu.
nion day, and there wae another grief,

& sword of disappointmont, thrust into
ber heart nover to bo withdrawn.
Though the lips smiled, the black eyes
seemed to sing an aternal requiem. It
mattored not to Lugi that hor bodice
wasg of a brilliant blue and her skirts
shorter than Roman women wore,
Sho was lis mother, and he saw the
world gazo at her with Joy in lus
heart. I1e wanted her to come home
with him to lunch and then back again
to the ohuroh, so ho carvied a Little
flagon of wine to ber and made her
drink 1t 1 the porch,

Marghenita wae wailing for him
when he reached his studio,

“Where 18 Madre Maria?’ she
cricd when sho saw Luigi.

*3ho is still at chureh ” he said,
the spirit of the churoh Jingermg n
::is voice a8 he held out his hands to

or,

Ho stood looking at her, and she re-
turned his gaze, regarding him softly
with Ler blue eyes--eyes which did
not know the world, and yot oyes
which 1t would never dazzle.

“ 1 love you, Margherita,” he mue-
mured, bending and touching her brow
with his lips.

*Yes,” she feaid, just brushing
his curls with her fingers,

¢ The statae is nearly finished, It
i wrought from memory, Memory is
80 beautiful sometimes that one fears
to make it better,”

He drew tho sheet away. Margh-
erita olagped her hands as at a vision.
The studio was darkened ; the angel
seomed to stand in a twilight between
the worlds. The head hung low on
the breast, giving a beautiful dream-
iness to the etherealface, The strong
light wings swept down, as if a breeze
weora brushing them, in flight, and the
hands touched the shoulders of the
ohild playing in its shadow. It was
not & bare theme under Luigi’a ohigel.
1t was the angel fluttering between
time and oternity.

Luigi himeelf was thrilled, and yot
he stood trembling as ho waited for
hor to speak. 8he roseand wound her
arms around the angel’s throat and
lnid her oheek againgt the stone.
Luigi saw that out of the fire of his
heart he had made the marble breathe,
even as sho was breathing now,

 Luigi, how ocounld you muka it so
humaan and go divine? You aze the
new Angelo I”

« Perhaps Angelo’s shade was with
me a8 I worked, Ob, that old manti
He had more than a soulptor's chisel
——he had a soraph’s heart. But, Mar-
gherita, my angel is not f. fame. It
is a little votive-offering whioh I make
—not that the world may tremble at
the beautiful art of it, but that the
children may look up and smile as
they pase, even as I smile, because
God hag given me an Guardian Angel”
—he raised her handa to his lips.

Then he struck the angel’s face one
or two exquisite blows and the spirit
of & amile passed over the lipa.

¢ Tell me, Luigi, how is old Matio ?
Did not Madre Maria tell you of him 9"

+ Yes, he is wall, and Gicvannino—
ig it not strange that Mario must
always have a donkey, Giovannino, to
ride the babies about on, sirce the one
be gave my mother when we were
little? The present one ig wiser than
his ancestors, for he goes alone to
ocarry the vonvent linens, though you
must know he meels many on the
mountain-path to tempt bim from the
way of honor.”

* Has Madre Pellegini still her
rheumatism ¢”

*Yes; and Padre Filippo’s grave
bag just had a new sod laid on it, and
my mother has planted lilies and
passion-flowers there."”

A shade passed over the two young
faces and they looked up at the
orucifix,

“Is Ninos little brother tired of
being shepherd, in your place ?”

“1 do not know. My mother says
the lambs are beautiful thie year.”

She was still standing by the angel,
with her hands resting on its winga.
A breeze swept the hair over her brow,
and her young eyes looked out at
Luigi through & cobweb of gold.

Bhe was faintly consoioua of her own
charm. In the school the girls all
turned to her, but she tried to conoeal
her sovercignty. Alas for the veils
which human tenderness would draw !
A violet may be sorry for its own
beautiful blooming and may hide in
the deep grass, but the dow falls in its
little heart, tho sun lights up the dew-
drop, and the violet is betrayed!
Luigi smiled as he watohed her

+s In there nothing wonderful at the
convent now, Margherita ?"

¢ Yes, the quesn was thera yester-
dsy in her coach. I had sent her a
lace handkerchief for her festa, and
ghe brought me some red roses and
ssked Madre MacJlalena to let me go
on an errand of mersy with her. I
took my roses to the old woman. It
was o sacrifice, Linigi—I loved them
s0. Last night » package came to me
from the queen's jeweller. Fanoy,
Luigi mio! I trembled to open it. In
the purple velvet boxwas a poarl cross
on s ohain of gold, and in her
msjesty’s own hand writing the words:
To my little peazl, Mnshema. in
memory of & bouquet of red roses.”

Luigy’s eyes flashed gloriously.

s« The queen is like other women,
isn't she, Margherita ?”

+ Like A woman, like a queen, like
 saint,” the girl murmured. ¢ Madre
Maddalena was so hlpp& she ran all
around the oloister, with the chain

flung over her black veil and the pearl
oross shining ou the bluo serge, and
after her.
ere we not

the convent dog barkin
We called her worldly,

brave, Luigi ? Madre Maddalena
worldly! [t wag a_sweet day, and in
the evening we had a feast of straw
berrios 1”

There camo a paues after their aweet
laughter. The blue pated in the sky.
A flight of doves stormed the window
for the ovening orumbs. Ave Marin
sounded in one woment from all the
bolls in Rome.

Luugt started.

* Would you like to ke married in
the village church at home, Margh-
erita mia 2

Ag he spoke Madre Maria stood in
tho door

It was Good IKriday. Togother
Madre Musria and Margh and
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Luigi went to St, Peter's,

The day flong its sk:adow over tbe
iwo women, as they sicod waiting in
the throng. sfaria’s eyes were cast
down and _the laghes tremblad cn her
oheeks Her gnarled bhand olasped
her wooden rosary, There was a
prayer on her lipe for the world, That
wag ita only existence to her. In the
midst of it she abandoned hwrself to
God. Doside her Margherita wae but
a child. Rome had nothing to match
her white lovelmess, unless it be the
liliee waiting at yonder door of St.
Peter’s n tromendous battaliona for
the Enster bells.

At laet thoy were within the doors.
Was there a garment of death upon
the human race, or waa it but the
darkening of the sun in St. Peter'’s ?
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They wero almost hted in the
gloom. Soarlet and purple aud gold
were dimmed, the blue sky was for-
gotten, the multitude was as one
human heart throbbing befor. the
Presence whioh the altar fire betrayed.

Out of the silence, out of the dark-
ness, voices rose. ** Stabat Mater
Dolorosa,”

The Lamb was meeting & now
death. His blood wailed in the musio.

Night had fallen when Luigi and
Margherita left the oburoh, The
stroets were like srow in the moon-
light. Thoy had lost Madre Maria in
the crowd, and they paused by one of
the columns to wait.

Margherita spoke at last.

* Luigi, Padre Filippo’slittle donkey
i waiting to take you far and wide
across the mountaius, on missions of
love, There ig none to take his place
but you, Luigi—I know it now—jyou
are chosen "

“Yes, I will break the Bread of
Life to Padre Filippo's people.”

She lited his hand with sweet rev-
erence to ber lips, ag if his words had
already conseorated it. He looked
into her eyes.

* And I?” she marbitred— I will
ging for the world. Giod has given me
gong.”

They found Madre Maria sitting on
the ateps in the ligh Bhe had
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lost ker way, but she was not afraid,
In the ochurch she had confessed to her
own heart that she had sinned in her
tlind yearning to see Lunigi & priest of

od. Now a smile waited on hor wan
lips, to bless his betrothsl to Mar-
gherita.

+* Macre Maria,” the girl whispered ;
Jjust at that moment s breeze swept
the lilies at yonder door, and they
bent their heads— the shepherd is
going back to his lambs.”

At last Maria realized.
splashed on Margherita's hand.

* Madonna " Lugi oried, kneeling
for s mother's blessing,

——————————

St. Yincent de Paul Soclety,

Teara

M, A. Pages, presidont of tho Society
of 8%, Vinocent of Paul at Paris, sent a
copy ot the general report to the Holy
Father. The Pope has written him &
letter in reply, warmly expressing his
satisfaction with the ess of the
work, especially in England, and send.
ing his Apostolic Bonediction to the
members of the Council and to all
associates.

Rvery man watches
his balance in the bank,
and his balance 1n his
cash  account, pretty
closely, There is an.
other ledger accouat

is more important than a ‘‘ profit and loss
account, for its a “life and death " account.
It is a man’s duty to himself and family to
look up this account once every day and
3ee that the balance 1s on theight sude

1t doesn't pay to let this account run on,
and have it debited with indigestion, an
then unpure bloud, and finally nervous ex-
kaustion, or prostration, or deadly con-
sumption \V‘)m\ these diseases come it
meats a debit balance with death brought
down in the blood red ink of awother life
sacnificed on the altar of foolish overwurk
and neglect of health  Dr. Pierce’s Golden
Medical Discovery makes the appetite keen,
the digestion perfect, the liver active an
the blood pure. It the great blood maker,
flesh-builder and health-forger. It makes
firm, healthy flesh, but does not produce
corpulence or raise the weight above na-
ture’s normal. It cures oS per cent. of all
cases of consumption, bronchia!, throat an
catairhal affcctions. Honest dealers dou't
urge substitutes

“My wife had suffered for seven years with
d i 13 ** writes

!

Mr_ Alonzo D Jameson, of Dusbarton, Me-ri.
mack Co, N, H* “ We tricd many doctors and
many kinds of medicine, but a)l were of no avail,

e purchased six bottles of Dr Pierce’s Golden
edleat  Discovery, wiieh together. with the
*Pleasant Pellets ' has entirely restored my wife's
hiealth, We canniol <ay enough to you in thanks
for these valuable medicines ™

It may save a life. Send 31 one-cent
stamps, 1o cover cost of customs and mail.
ing only, to World’s Dh})enury Med. Asso-
clation, Buffalo, N YV, for a paper-corared
copy of Dr. Pierce’s Common Sense Mcai-
car Adviser; cloth binding 50 stamps.
Contains 1009 pages, over 300 filustrations—
& valuable medical library in one volume.

One of the most complote brewerles on
the eontinen&—oxmolti 65,000 barrels an.
nually-—equipped with the most modern
plant, includlag & De La Vergno refrigerat-
ing machine, 76 horugsowar, with water
tower in connection—a 35 horse-power elec.
tric dynamo for lighting brewery and run.
aing several motors—a lnrio water filter,
capacity 2000 gallona per hour, through
which water, after ing, Is absolutely

ure, aud is used in all brewings, sud our
mproved facilitios enable us to guarantee
our products, Europeau and American ex-
perts have promounced our establishment
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spective countries. Large mait hounse and
storage in connection.
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hole in the of his

—a shrieking hule just above the
knee. ‘*How is this 2" asked the
sire. And the boy replied: ** You

know I have iwo pairs, my best and
the other. I couldn’t tell them apart,
s0 Lcut & hole in the best, und now
I can teoll em and know whiok to put
on.

J. YOUNG,
THE LEADING
Undertaker & Embaime
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