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“Unele %e11”

How hot it wag that August day—-
how Intensely glorluusly hot! The
fields shimmered in the torrid glaie.
and the new tin roof oun the old vourt
house seemed a burnished reflector tu
1 e the general fort.

Something more than heat, however,
would be necessary to cause the ab-
esnce oi  ihe ever-inieasipg  crowd
that zince early morndfig had traveled
over the dusty white re «ds and having
tied thelr horses In the moss-sheltcred
apots. had gathered In groups in the
stores and on the court house atepa to
tolk over the sesion of Circult Court.
Excltement of any kind was scarce In
that Hitle inland town, and this semi-
arnual break in the monotony of
everyday life was a general holiday.
Men met te talk over crops and prices,
40 sell horses on tie public square, and
to hear and relate all the news of the
county,

The women, toa, gathered in to trade
eggs, butter and dried fruit for calico
and *trimming,” and incidentaily to
note the rtyles and prices in the one
millinery establishment  the  town
beasted,

Twive a year the diagy court houss
was filled to its utmost capacity to
hear the speeches nf opposing lawyers
and the summirg up of the judge.

The offenders themselves were n

y in
the case of relatives. and the various
sentences 40 Jall, or more frequently
the penitentiary, caused hut little com-
ment; nor did the white faces and de-
spairing lovks of the condemned eliclt
much compasaton.

Dull and heavy this inland com-
munity, undisturbed by momentous
events, apathetic to the great world of
unrest and sorrow and striving, lving
only In the present, carcless and Indif-
terent of others' Joy or sorrow.

The big waiting-room of the  Halli-

~ day House” is filled with the walting

crowd, which, while listening some-
what impatiently for the court house
bell to announce the opening of the
second day of court, employ the time
in of the p!

day's of the

judge, who had been newly elected,
and of the stranger who had accom-
panied him.

“Bome says his son,” remarked Bob
Halliday, the landiord, “but I know
he ain’t got a son that cld. Some Kin,
1 reckon, but they don't favor much.
And last night I heard—"

Clang! clang! The opening bell
caused n general rush for the most
avallable seats and what the landlord
heard was not told.

The first caxe is soon disposed of,
settied out of court the lawyers an-
nounce, to the great regret of the
ctowd,

The second promises to be of interest.
The jalier brought into the dock an old
resgro, heavily handeufted, who, with-
out & glance at the surrounding sea of
feoss, dAropped wearlly and  de-
spondently upon the bench and buried
his gray head between his manacled
bands.

A very old man he s, with face lined
desp with marks of suffering and care,
and forlorn wratchedness expreased In
the drooping attitude of the body.

Bven the judge, accustomed to mis-
ary, in every form, looks pitifully at
aim, and the young stranger, who sits
near, leans forward and gases long and
earnestly at the accused man. The
aharge is theft—of breaking into the
corn~crib of Willlam Hill, a wealthy
farmer, and stealing therefrom several
sscks of corn.

1 nee,” said the judge, glancing over
his papers, * your name here is given
as Benjamin Rout, or Roustte. Which
is it 2"

The old man drew himself up with
something akin to pride in the sunken
eyss.

My name, yo' Honah, Is Benjamin
Rouetle. I blong in Louisiana befo’
freedom.”

“ F¥ave you any one to represent you
in this oase—any lawyer, I mean?”
-« Yo' Hongh, I don’ need no lawyeh
seme's it T wuz guilty. I done nuthin
to ned a lawyeh for. T'd ruther, suh,
you jes look into this thing yo'self”

Ah audible laugh ran through the
court-room.

+Keep order, sheriff, or olear the

1o

Evidently Judge Willets
mood for trifilng.

The s'ranger here leancd forward and
spoke earnesily to the judge, who, evi~
aently surprised, turned to the pris-
oner And said:—

“'This lawyer will do all ha can for
you; you must have some ona to

t you before the court.”

8o the trial beman. The

is in 5o

address the court at all. For a few min-
utes he stood sflent then asked per-
miselm for his cliant to make A stare
menit in hWis own behalf. .

Thia was unusual. The crowd was
Algappolnted.  Suppese, after all, they
Bhad no #peech in this ase either

The subdued murmur died mic si-
Iehce as the old man sived up

Yo' Henah,” he began, - they is
very lttle T can say. but as the lawych
rays to tell how thinga is, I wili. Two
veah ago me and Chlos come up from
Tentessee  We wag alone i fhe woll
and poor, and all we wanted wus a 100f
avat our head and a place tu Work ie
eurn our livin'. We foun' an ole cabiz
on f plece of wad' lan’ vwhat Vieng i
Miriah Hill, the man what's leen
talkil’ agin me. It was wa’ tan' and
be hadn't no use for it, so him'n me
make o ’greement that if I cleah the
Lriar hushes off the groun' and work
the ciop, he would give the seed, an'
what wuz ralsed would be divided
‘tween us, share and shara aiike.

“I work the first yeah clearin’ off the
groun’ and I de 0dd fobs for the man
that kecps the stoah at the colinah,
and Chloe she helps thers, teo; so we
got ‘long pretty well. At the end of
the fus yeah Mistah Hill say I owes
him ten doliohe fcr the use of his horse,
to break up the groun® for fall plowin',
and so that i# to go out of the crop
when I raise it.

*The secon’ yeah I worked that
groun’ frithful. I has no crittur to
rloew with, an' Chloe ghe hired out an’
washed and took her pay In the use
of a mule for me. She’s proud, that
‘voman was, of the chance to make a
heme, ‘cause we'd been wanderin®
about for many a long day. So she
belp me day times all she could, an’ at
night when we conld see to work by
moonlight, By'm-by the crop com-
menced to show itcelf and the flel
lcoked fine, but Chloe she worked ioo
hard, I mistrusted, for sho got peeked
and low, and T he’ to nuas her ‘tween
timer the bew’ I could.

1 has no money, 8v 1 go to Miatah
HIl and tell him how things is, and he
say to come to him If I need meat or
hread twell the crap is gathered In.
“Yo' Honah' I got mighty little. I
got a ham for Chloc (she's too poorly
to eat middlin' meat), I got a couplz o'
sacks of flour for her, an’ dut's all, and
when tle crap’s mighty nigh ready to
bervest I had ter ask for a couple of
chickens an' ssme milk, “ut it wan't
no vse. She 4124, Chloe 418, wit not &
woul on the place but me an’ her, and
I know now she’s hungry and weak
lots of times, but she didn't tell e.
She's feared I'd take up too much of
the crap. I got credit with the man
on the cohnehs and Luried her, and
when the time came to ’vide up the
crap, Mistah Hill say I'm in his debt.
I dunno how he niske it dat way. I
rejse nigh ten acres ob cawn—fine
cawr, evty one say, and' I got a ham
an’ seme flour, and the chickens an’
milk, an’ den he say I owen him”

The quavering vcice stopped sud-
derly, chekingly—

"Yo' Honah, do Jes’ as you lke wif
me; T ain’t a thief. I'm ole an’ home-
less an’ hav'n't ohick or chile In the
worl, now't Chloe’s gone—'

And the big stears unnottced rolled
down the fwrrowed face. A dead sl-
lerce fell on the crowd; even the moet
callous feit the heartbisak in the old
man'a volce.

“The stillness wae broken by
prosecuting attorney.

He regretted, he 3ald, the age of the
prsoner and his apparent grief, but
justice could not be hampered by these
tLings.

He dwelt long on the fact that theft
wax becoming too prevalent through-
out the district, and the crime of the
priscner was all the more heltious be-
cause of his age. An example was
recded, sn outraged public required no
better onc than this old man robbing
1is berefactor, & man who had by his
own showing provided him and his
wife with the very necessaries of life.

The tide of feeling that for a fow
stort moments had turned toward the
Lrisoner now cbbed away, and the
crowd felt thai the votes had not been
wasted which had given the county
80 able & revresentative as the Com-
monwealth Aitorney.

The young luwyer slowly rose to his
feet, and for a few impressive mo-
ments looked over the room in silence.

He hegan his argument by saylng
that he, too, lik® his client, was &
stranger umong strangers, but justice
was ever an imyartial protector, and
the homeless poor as well a8 the {nflu-
ential and wealthy fuund safety in her
sheltering ayms. Trusting as he 41 In
the innocence of his client, he would
ask & patient hearing while placing be-
fcre them a few faota boaring indirect-
1y upon the case.

“Long ago,” he 8aid, “ befare war de-

the

witness told his story clearly and defi-
nitely. He had been cropping with -old
Uncle Ben for two seasons, on the
yrual terms, and it had happened in
ekl cases, when it came to & sttle-

sment, that there was nothing due the ©

i man, be baving taken it up in pro-
visions and fecessaries during  the
_ year. Then his corn-crib had béen an-

this fair ht of ours,
there mtood in the midst of fertile and
smiling flelds & home known fa¢ and
wide in Loulstans s ‘Glen Mary'"
At the first sound of his voice the old
man gazed long and e nestly at the
speaker, Tt sighed and shook his head
as  the effort to call him to memory

were unavaling.

“Qlen Mary was proverblal for its
hospitality and for thé lavish weslith
Alsplayed om every hand. The owner,
respected by all &4 » man of the high

recutd of fote and gradtiude burne In
“VEry untutored beart.

“Thery was amonz the slaves one
man wio hed in soms way incuried als
awner's Jasting disitke.  1fe had been
lashed most unmcrafully for a wining
offence and wlhille yet he suffered from
the first sastigatione a #econd  Was
wrdeped

= In yain the mistress pleaded--therse
wdF D mercy far him, x5 in ihe dead
of night 8h- freed him from his bonas
il previded hun with feed, 10ld him
1o Beek 16fuge in the Bwampa. A wen-
der heart was hers, teo pitying and
kind for the heavy welght of sorrow
she was cailed on to ondure.

© ¥or months thia man cluded pur-
sult, helped always by the mistress he
1dolized, untfl the iong-threatened war
hecame # reality. and  he left  his
refuge to fight for freedom.

“The war brought many changes to
tiat falr Southern home. The slaves
at the fhst whisper of liberty left it
ond made their way to other and more
hospitable States. The owner fell, ap
did many of his nelghbors, on the
bloody fleld of Autletam. Fire and pil-
lage reduced tFe stately home to
1lackened ruin, standing in the midst
of unenltivated flelds, and the home-
less widew sought sbelter and refuge
in the calin of the one falthtul slave—
the wife of the runaway soldler. Here
for months she lived dependent, as was
her anly son, a boy too young and
childish to understand on the exer-
tions of this woman whose only te to
her helpless guests was love and gratl-
tude. Away from the old home, the
one-time fugitive had gained praise
and honar for sourage on the fledd of
battle, but meeting by accldent one of
s former compahions he lparned the
sad fate of Glen Mary and its mis-
tress.

*“The records of the War Depart-
ment show that on a certaln day in
Aprll, 18—, this brave soldier turned
traitor to the flag that had sheltered
bhime and deserted from his post, but
they do not show how In the darkneas
of the night 10 came weary and foot-
wore to the door of the cabin that had
once been his home and falling on his
Knees by the slde of his mistress
showered kisses and tears upon the
handa thai once had ministered to him.
These records do niot tell now heand his
wife woiked and watched and thought’
until they found a way to convey her
and her Loy to friends who sheltered
and provided for them. They ocannot
tell, hecauso they do not know how
deep the strugle In that man's heart
between duty and honor on the cne
hand «nd gratitude and loyalty on the
other, or how tc repar 2 woman's tears
of sympathy ho resig =2 without a
thouzht of the future, all hope of hon-
orable distinction for all that he had
done,

* He himeelf doos not know that the
fdclized mistress is dead, and dying
¢ queathed to her 201i as & sacred duty
to seck out and provide for those faith-
ful friends who had come to her in the
dark how of her affliction at the utter
sacrifice of all the human heart holds
dear.

“And I, for I am that son, have
 Ught them for years untii at last, ai-
most  discouraged, I stumil~d by
clance upon a clue only to find my
brave eld Chive filling & pauper's grave
and Ben, my dead mo‘her's friend and
Irotector, gecused Lere in a felon's
dock for robbing & man who plundered
him. dentlemen of the jury, who i the
rohber 2%

The- whole scene was so unexpected,
30 dramatio, that during the closing
sertences the crowd had eyes only for
the Impassioned young speaker,

“Leok at Den!” whispered
one.

The ¢ld man stood In the dock, his
chalned hands clasped convulsively.

“'Fo Qod, 1f it ain’t ¢the young mar-
ster ! * he cried, his face lrradinte, and
leaning forward he fell into that mas-
ter’s outstretched arms.

TGhe Joy was too sudden, too over-
whelining. He bad joined Chioe~~
Terese F. Spencer, in the Midland Re-
view.
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Fra %}g&iﬁco

A Btory From * Tewpie Bar™”

Just ar I upened the hatl door 1o go
ot into the sireet, the house bell rang
apalogetically.

The douor was darkened by a figure
whom 1 had nu sort of wish to en-
counter, of whom I had perhaps a sort
of vague fear and dislike. Put 1 could
not new withdraw. This kind of figure
had become very familiar to me In
Tuscan sireetz.  All my life long I had
deen famallar with it in the world’s
heritage of religlous pictures. But 1
had never exchanged a word with such
figure, nor had I hitherta heard the
zounc of hwman epeech come Across
the }ipg of any of them.

1t wae o Francisean friar who humb-
1y darkened my door, and he had come
to ask an almw. As [ steod gazing
at him curlously, it seemed to me, by
one of those pay>hologleal freaks which
vislt ug at ail times, that I had enact-
ed this scene in another -exintence. But
I was: wnong. Reason and memory
came t=my ad. It was not ¥ who had
enacted this scone in another life, but
Laurence Sterne who had enacted it
in this, and he had described it for all
time in *“The Sentimental Journey.”
Blessed be Laurence Sterne, who, hav-
ing sinned the sin of discourtesy
against the most courteous of all man-
kind, has. by the moving confession ot
s crlme. made 1t jmpossible that any
gentleman should ever again treat a
monk wlth dlscourtesy. Leastwise he
saved me from the sin that day .

Pacifico was thie frirt’s name, and
“Fra" his deeignation, He was no
priest or father, but a simple lay
brother of the Franclecan Observan-
tins. His habit was of coarse brown
stuff, faded and threadbare; & knotted
cord was girded around his waist, his
mendaled feet were covened with fine,
white dust of a Tuscan highroad; at
my wppearance he had lifted the small
black ecull cap, wilch waa his wole pro-
tection against the flerce sun and stood
bareheaded, twisting it apologetically
between his fingers. The more I looked
at fitm the more ddd I wander back
in fancy 40 the room in Dessein’s Hotel
at Oalals, where Yorick met with
Father Lorenso. Here way the same
“attitude of entreaty,” the same’ thin,
spare form,” the same * mild, pale pen~
etrating face,” the same freedom from
all * commonplace jdeas of fat, conten-
ad ignorance.” And  his face, too,
*looked forward and looked as if it
looked t¢ something beyond this
world.”

The friar's embarrassment was groat
when he found the door thue suddenly
openied upon him by the signore of the
house, a manifest forelgner, too,

* Buon glorno, signore” he began,
with a quaintly demure courtesy. “I
demend a thousand pardons—"*

Hias volce was very musical, I looked
hto the m#id, biue eyes, and liked
him. Then I had never spoken to &
friar, and there was about this friar
23 about Father Lorenxo mo aimple &
grace, such an alr of deprecation in the
whole cast of bis look and figure that I
should have been bewlitched had I sent
him empty away,

“Pasel I sald, “come
you

Fra Pacifico held ‘back diffidently,
and his eyes iit up with « childilke
wondet.

“1 had but called o ask an aims of
your charity,” he answered.

* Passf, passl, prego! Let mo en-
treat you,” I sald, “to come in."

T held the Qoor open wider. The
friar fazde me & low obelsance, and
with a asmile that acknowledged my
powers of persussion, entered the hail,
and stood expectant on the door mat.

*“In there,”* I went ca, us I pushed
T betore me; “intd my study.”

“O quanti Hbri! What a lot of
hooks I he cried In unfelgned surprise,
“It almost reminds me of whet our
convent Hbrary used to be !

“Used to be?™ I asked, mightily
pleased at his pralse of my books.
“ Have you no ittrary now

 Alag, 0o, signore, not over forty odd
volumes of 0. They took our books
from us when we were and

in, won't

—— =

gazing he iurned to me, and %is bLlus
eyeés woere malat.

“The signore ia Catholle, then,” he

“that he has a pleture of our
founder.

=Your holy foundes,” I auswered, =it
ihe paaduct of one Church, if the tound-
or uf one order ia the Inheritancs of
the world, and the boloved of all man-
kind.”

Fro PacHico opened his syes wide in
surprige. “Is he s great as that ¢*
ne excigimed. * @0 great that wven
the Protestants frve hlm ? I had not
known it. Aaa® in my dear country,
#o changed from what it was, there
nre those wne revile bim and his ohil-
dren, as they revile the hniy faith he
rossessed 17

How musical his velce was, and how
innacent, how captivating s enthus-
fasm. T mads him =it down, and I made
im discuss a glass of vermouth, but
an English biscult, though it greatly
exelied his curlosity, he would not
tutich becaume i was the seuson of
Lent.

My mind wandered as he talked
cturteous commonplaces to me, and I
took instead to gazing at him, and
speculating about himi. What was he
before he put on that habit 7 What was
the rank of life from which he sprung
ere he had become transmuted by
the nlagic wand of St, Francis ? Was
he of patrician family, or was he a
peasant’s son ? Surely the son of 4
prince or duke, if gentle manneia are
an index of noble birth, It was a qual-
ity that might have been attained by
peer or peasant. hut not eastly elther
by one or the ather. Wor want of a
better wond T must call 1t spirituality.
And then a sudden explanation of it
all rushed Into my mind—thls was a
religious man, and I had never been
face to face with such a one before.

“Is your conwent far from home 7 I
asked presontly.

“ Hotne twelve miles or so along the

.

“And do you come into town often 1

“Bvery week or ten daeys, soccord-
ing to our necessitles, for we live en-
tirely by alms.’

““But there 18 no train on other con-
veyances along the coast,”

“1 walk,” answered Fra Pacifico,
simply. “If I stort at 4 in the morn-
e T am here by 8 o'clock, and have
the whole aay before me to disturb
(Incomodare) the good and kind” *

" And you-breakfest on the way

Fra Pacifico shrugmed hls shoulders.
* Broaktast is not a meal” he sald,
“but there are kind friends who give
me breakfast in the town.”

“*Then you walk here without have
ing eaten anything!” 1 cried. Fra
Pacifico blushed when he suw that I
had ¢ s act of mortl
“I hope,’ 1 resumed, *that you wil
sometimes do me the pleasure of break-
tasting in this house.'”

The frier rose from his seat, and
made me a bow. 1 shall indeed be
honotred, signore,” he replied.

“And may T come and pay you &
visit at the convemt ? I shall drive,
though, and not walk,” I added, laugh-
Ing,

Again the humbdle friar rone and bow-
ed to me “The father prior will be
honoured to welcome you, signore,” he
said. ‘ But our convent i & poor place,
and we have nelther plotures nor mas-
bles to show. It is the infirmary of
the order. The old fathers who are
past work g0 there to die; those who
are sick come to scek health from the
strong tonic breesen-of the Tyrrhenian
Hea” -

“1 wil certainly come,” I sald, *and
that very soon.”

¥Fra Pacifico rosé to g0, I came to
the front door with him, and held it
opon for him. * Expect me very soon,”
I safd. He smiled upon me, and bade
me & polite adleu. Then only Md &
occun to me. “ Why, santo clelo !’ '1
cried, “ I am sending you empty away.”

Fra Pacifico only smited again,

T produced my pocketbook, and of-
fered him two francs, He was covered
with confumion, and I afterwards learn-
ed that 1 had given ten or fifteen
times as much as any friar would ex-
pect.

Avout ten days later Fra Pacldco
called ogaip, and left with many mee-
sages for me, a mighty gift of vege-
tables grown upon the convent grounds

put them In the town library, where
nobody, says the prior, ever looks at
them because they ave all in latin
and treat on theciogy.”

*But how can you have been ‘sup-
prossed* when you dre still in ex-
Istence 7’ 1 asked, mughing.

The friar laughed, too, " We died,”
he answered, *and came to life again,
They turned us ot of our convent, and
put it up to auction. Two plous gentle-
men bought #t and gave it back to us.
But it 1s sgainst the law now for a
religious Hody to own property, so two
of the fthers hold it in thelr own
names ae thelr Own private and pec-
sonal possession.”

“Then if theee two fathers turned
traltor they could turn you sil out

4 agnin, and sell the convent.

It was en {nconpiderate remark,
drawn from me by curiosity, surprise,
and the study of Jaw books. Fre Pacl.
fico shuddered siighily. * Almighty God
*1il not pewalt so great a caiamity,”
he anewersd, devoully., Bimple soul |
1 had mesnt to be o conslderate, 100,
and avoid st Yorick's pitfulls, and yet
here I was, st the very outeet, sowing
new poisonces weeds in hiy mind that
might bear sil the bitter Traits of ﬁ;;

endive, fennel-
stalks, and the appetising salad knowd
as barba de'Capuccinl. Such a great
quantity, surely, 1 couid not bave
bought ii. Ao market-place for the dole
1 had given him in cburiky. My cook
told me that he always did his long
walk jnto town laden in thes way with
o aack of vegetables-as & thank-offer-
ing for those who had been Kind to
his convent, 8o difficult is it to do any.
thing for nothing In Tuscany. Do but
do « kind act, and the reciplent of It
straightway sets about seeking how he
may repey you. *

A fortnight afterwards Fre Paclfico

of dry bread. He would not sit dowa
10 it, he would take it nowhere hut in
the kitchen, acd off the bare deal
table, and insisted afterwsids on
washing up his cup asd platter. Per-
haps this custom is enjoined by the
rule of the order, Perhbaps 1t 13 parnt
of & private system of his own for at-
ining to the completest ssif-abnega-
tion and hwmility. I do not koow.
Fra Pacifico came agsin to " break-

picion and oFt, ForBRInc
they ¢ell upon wround 1E witich o
b weds would grow.

= s S
and tewporal, It represents the holy
faiher, Bt. Francis, In the cave &t wild
Ta Verns, where he recelved the stige
mata, in the act of glving his famoua
tripte Lenediction to poor, tempted Fra
Leone. The benediction s in the form
of a acroli, which Fre Leone was to
carry about hdm, and on the scrofl is
written s

i fignore to benedica © 11 custodisca;

T1 mostri 1a sua facels 6 abbla misericor-

ae;
Volga u te il suc ¥guardo e if dia pace.
Heaven forgive me I, There i3 super-
stition {n the air of Tuscany. it psne-
trates the velns of the most compla~
<ent Pyrnhonist, it stirs the soui of the
doughtlest Protestant, it puts to con-
fusion aven the most rabid anti-clerioal,
I do carcy the pl* ™2 about me, and
no grave ¢vil has befalen mo #ince,
true as it Is that no grave evil ever
befell me lefore, save onee.
1 go to bed late and lie abed late. Fra
Pacifico came in the early morning at
* breakfast " time, and so, wrapped in
aloth, I never chanced t¢ see him. Six
months went by. Either .c was hot or
it was wet, or it was windy, or I
fancied myself mighty busy, or. truth
to tell, not seeing bhim, hiz imags and
his Influence grew faint: but certain
it is I did not pay my visft to the con-
vent.
Twelve months passed or more, and
1 suddenly became aware that I waa
no longer having cardoons for dinner.
And thn, why of course, that monthly
lira was no longer flguring in my ac-
wounts, and it must now be quite a long
while since I recelved @ new santino,
Could the humble friar be offended be-
causo I had never paid my visit?
That was impossible in one who had
90 perfectly moulded his soul to anclent
Christian models. Like Father Lor-
enso, nature In him, tno, muat have
done with her resentments, Could he
be Jil then ? I ordered around Benia-
mino, my cabman, at once, and drove
off to the convent, twelve miles slong
the hot, white, dusty conet road.
The convent was no convent, but the
poorest kind of a house; the church
beelde R was barer than any conven-
ticle. But there was 2 crose upon the
1op of the chunch, and there was & mé~
Joloa Annuncistion over the door of
the house, and I you looked narrow.
ly enoush neither the one mnor the
other ¢ould have belonged to any but
the poor son of 8t. Francls, for above
the stone porch of the garden gate you
wowld have seen s rude, discoloured
fersco of & crose of Calvary traverssd
by two human arma in seltire, cue in
bend naked, representing the arm of
the Saviour, the other in bend waister,
clothed in the habit of Bt Francis, hoth
beanring the atigmata. I knooked st
the door. It wus opensd by the cheer-
fest of lay brothers. His face beamed
sike the sun at morning, sud his eyem
twinkled upon me &s if my presetice
had given him the one pleasure in life
he moat of all destred,
“Is Fra Pacifico in ¥ T asked,
‘Then that beaming tace all of A sud-
den grew woefully chapfallen; tiross
twinkling eyes started with tears, asd
at my heart there omme & soTe D ARE.
He need not bave spoken, B
“ Alas | he is dead, dear signore. He
et close uvon two months ago. We
are all distracted and suffer the morest
privations. He was such an excelent
beggar, was our dear brother, we
wanted for nothing. But ha never
wrnte down anything, We do not know
who his friends were in the 'big oity.
I, who am his unworthy succemsor, 3o
not know whom to go to, and have no
success. We are like to dle of hunger,
and our only hope is in God Almighty, R
and our holy father #t. Francle.”
“T was one of hia friends,’ I answer-
i “an  altogether unworthy one. -
Come to me when you come into the
city, and T whi doubie my alms for
the sake of his dear memory. In B
buried here 7' T continued, again re-
x;\lombenln‘ Yorick aud again blessing
e
“ Over yonder, signore,” replied the
Wy brother. indicating a tiny campo
Santo not a quarter of a mile dlstant.
His mute, astonished look mseemed <o -
ask, if it could be pomsitle, thet I, & :
signore, that 1, a  forastiere, Teally
wished to see the grave of a lay bro-
ther of 8t, Francis? But I did not
tell him, and bldding him cordially
adlen begged him to call upon me reg-
wlarly when he came over to the “ big
clty.” E
I found the grave for myaci, a movad

en erosa pomeity, beating thiw hnsorip-
tion :—

At the head of the grave, t00, thare
was something more, something
had 1o business 0 be there—s




