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A STORY OF

A STRING OF BEADS.
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Th, whirr of a lathe fell upon the 
I, hot air of the narrow Venc- 
[jy, 'street, the Via Bardo, while 

sharp click of hammer on chisel 
jked a stronger note in the indus- 

rial symphony.
jAway toward the Grand Canal a 
Lue bloused fisherman cried his 
Lares, and Mere Ricordo’e shrill and 

hdly chatter rose and fell as chil- 
stopped and bought her cher- 

LjeS and apricots.
“The mother is in good spirits/'

*jd Pietro in the carpenter's shop,
3 he deftly inserted his sharp chisel 

.jneath a cupld’s wing, and carved 
’ shred away to moke the feathers 
till more downy.

[ Tfce lathe hummed on, for Nello, 
i comrade, worked by the piece, 

jid wanted to earn enough to buy 
hose corals which hung in Zeno's 

little shop across the bridge; he did 
tot care to stop his wheel and gos- 
pP*

“She is in good spirits," continued 
Pietro, "because the American sjg- 
lora has taken a fancy to the little 

and declares she will take her 
> Paris and train her as her maid."

| The lathe ceased turning so sud- 
lenly that the bannister which was 
jeing carved was almost jerked out;

with a touch on the iron 
tlamp to see all was right, Nello 

int to his work again.
“Little Rosa herself is delighted ;

» was to have been put to the Ve
netian lace school, but prefers to see 
;he world.”

“The child is but sixteen," said 
inother worker. "The signora will 

icarce have a maid so young 
tat."
"Have I not told you," said Pie

tro, getting up and strolling toward 
the door, "that the signera has tak- 
i a fancy to Rosa?—and when these 
mericans take ideas into their 

|»eads they carry them through.
, has a pretty face, and the 

|>andsome eyes of the true Vene- 
He rolled a cigarette with 

the air of a connoisseur. "Madame 
|ikes handsome faces about her, 
herefore the pretty Rosa is to ac- 
:ompany the signora to Paris."

"How soon?" It was Nello who 
ipoke now.
“In a foitniglit—in a week — in 

days—I do not know ! Bah !
hat does it matter? There is the 

Lock of San Marco striking! Good 
Light, Nello! You work as if the 

fcvil one turned your wheel."
I The merry Pietro passed out into 

street. Other workers rose, 
tretched their wearried arms, shook 

their blue-washed blouses free of 
hips, and turned homeward. Only 

^fello worked on, his lathe humming 
teadily now that no disturbing 

tongue voiced news which interrupt- 
the regularity of the guiding

* Then followed two days when the 
turn of the lathe sounded for longer 
pours in succession than ever be
fore. Bare he offer the gift^ But he 
pad not bought it yet—could not, 
intil the four liras were saved out 

pf the scanty wage. A fortnight—a j had come to him.

OfCome out on to the canal? 
course she would !

Her laughter sounded softly as an 
accompaniment to the swish of the 
oar in the water. Nello, from his 
place as gondolier on the graceful 
craft, looked down on the little fig
ure enveloped in the thin, black 
fringed Venetian shawl. The night 
was warm, tyid she tossed it aside.

"1 shall have done with this when 
I am in Paris with the signora. ' ' 

"Nothing will become you S3 well, 
Rosa, as your shawl."

Her laughter rippled again.
"No, it is black and ugly; 1 love 

bright colors."
They had reached the Rio Santa 

Maria della Salute. He guided the 
gondola to the low steps, and came 
down from the poppe.

"See, Rosa," he repeated, dang
ling the corals before her eyes, 
"they are the color of your lips; and 
you will wear them as a pledge." 

She held out her hand.
"Si, I will wear them”-----
Her eyes were sparking. But had 

Nello been less in love himself he 
would have questioned the light 
that shone there.

He gave the beads to her, mur
muring again:

"As a pledge. And you will come 
to me when I write that your home 
is ready for you?"

"Yes, yes."
She leaned over the boat's side to 

see the effect in the reflecting water.
It was evidently satisfactory, for 

fcftie turned to him with adorable 
candor.

" I shall wear them often," she 
said; "that is, if the signora will al
low me. And if she will not I shall 
take them out of my little trunk, 
and look at them when I am alone, 
because"-----

"Because?" said Nello hungrily. 
"Because," she added airily, “tlvy 

are so pretty."
He was sitting by her side now on 

the great black leather cushioned

me a share in the carpenter’s shop 
me a share in th? carpenter’s shop 
when I am twenty-five," he said; 
"and then I shall write. And wi>’ 
you come to me, little one?"

"Yes, yes!" she assented eagerly. 
She longed to be alone with lire 

now treasure. His insistence ann«>y-

The short, sharp Venetian winter 
came and passed; the months sped 
on, rounded their circle, and com
menced another year. The year that 
was born was to be full of happi
ness for Nello Liscouraz. Was n.>t 
his uncle dead, and he the owner of 
his shop, the employer of three 
workmen? But more than all was 
he not even now awaiting the crown 
of his joy, Rosa Ricordo?

For once the hum of his busy 
lathe was silent; the merry Pietro 
nudged his fellow, and whispered 
that the master was moonstruck, his 
head turned since the good fortune

ly and late. Had Nello, then, the 
making of a miser in him?

Lizette Ricordo looked at Mm 
with tender, blue Venetian eyes.

They reminded him of another pair 
that had laughed into his own in 
the moonlight on the canal, but 
they woke no tender light in his 
own. He waited and trusted. Rosa 
must write soon.

Every morning he rose expectant, 
every night he looked for the mor
row with unquenched hope.

Pietro stood in the doorway, roll
ing a cigarette in his strong, brown 
fingers. His merry heart was sad
dened, for he alone of all the work
ers guessed the secret that hung 
heavy on Nello's heart, the cloud 
that cast its shadow on his gentle 
face.

"The American signora has turned 
the child's head; she will not re
turn," he sighed.

And as he sighed the cry of "La 
posta!" sounded hoarse and long 
drawn out above the babel of voices. 
The letter had come; he handed it 
to Nello, and left him.

Nello turned into the darkness of 
the shop. The flimsy pink enevelope 
bore a number of postmarks. He 
tore it apart, and it fell unheeded 
to the floor.

No one heard the cry that was 
wrung from his heart. They had left 
him alone with sorrow! She wrote 
lightly. He had thought too much 
of a moonlight night on the canal. 
There were maidens in plenty in the 
Call to solace him; as for her, she 
was in no haste to return to dull 
Venice.

The chatter of Mere Ricordo 
she bartered her fruits to the brown 
eyed urchins floated in and cut his

Rosa and he had played out there 
together, and one day he had bought 
her promise to be his little wife 
with a handful of cherries, he 
thought bitterly, as later he had 
bought it with a string of brightly 
colored beads.

He bent his head on his arms 
across the rough table, and two 
large tears fell down and mingled 
with the shavings and the sawdust.

Now suddenly his house of cards 
had fallen!

He would forget—he must forget— 
but the dry sob that racked him 
showed that the wound would be ill 
to heal. It drowned the sound of a 
light, soft step. He did not see the 
girl who entered and picked up the 
envelope, its gayness marred with 
the delaying postmarks. The first 
he knew of her presence was the 
pressure of a soft, warm arm, a 
whisper that was a caress.

" 'Tis I, thy naughty Rosa. Cans! 
forgive me, Nello? I did not know 
my heart! "

And Nello’s joy was crowned!

II

Father ” J ’s 
Work Among the Poor.

Prayer to St. Anthony

ik—three days—which? The idle 
kordB were full of torturing uncer
tainty.

"The little Rosa will come back a 
Hch woman; her wages will be a 
thousand liras, I hear," said the 
fossiping Pietro. "She will save a 

i dot while away, and come back 
*en she is thirty."
"Thirty! When a woman is not 

Lorth looking at!
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Nello heeded them not; he was 
looking out toward the Grand <'an
al, and listening with love sharpen
ed ears for a sound above tho'livcly 
chatter of Mere Ricordo, for the cvy 
of the postman who was to bring 
him the answer from the girl ho lov
ed.

It was a sound that came but sel
dom in that narrow way. The sim
ple folk, whose horizon was bounded 
by those sunbaked walls, held little 
commerce with the outside world, 
whose messages of love, or life, 
death were flashed cross wide seas, 
or carried in the bosoms of snorting 
trains. .• „v

She had written to him once— a 
gay, careless letter—to tell him how 
happy she was, what brave sights 
she saw! The signora was kind to 
her, she herself was becoming a slg- 

, nora, she wore a hat! 
when Now her answer tarried. He hard- 

1 • • - to think how many ——
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to the paler beauties of 
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On last Monday evening Mrs. 
Katherine King, a widow, lost her 
pocket-book, containing $13, the 
savings of weeks, and a rent re
ceipt, on* 3rd Avenue, New York, 
says the American "Herald." The 
loss was a severe one to her, for 
she earns but a scant livelihood by 
taking in washing in her rooms at 
No. 304 East 34th street. Mrs. 
King searched thoroughly for the 
lost purse, but all in vain.

Mrs. King went home, and, as she 
is a firm believer in St. Anthony, 
she prayed fervently that ho would 
aid her in securing her. lost pro-

About 7 o’clock Tuesday evening 
a knock came at Mrs. King’s door. 
Opening it, she saW a shabbily 
dressed young man, who asked her 
if she had lost anything. When she 
told him, the young man handed her 
the pocketbook. There was the mo
ney and the receipt for the rent.

Mrs. King took a dollar from the 
bills and offered it to the young 
man, saying:

"You are an honest man, and you 
look hungry; here’s a reward."

More astonished than at first was 
Mrs. King when the man refused the 
money. "That was a lucky find for 
me," he said, "and I wouldn’t touch 
a cent. I’ve been out of work for 
two months, and was nearly starv
ing. I was on my way this after
noon to see a man and ask him for 
work when I found your pocketbook. 
The money was tempting. I saw the 
receipt and your name on it. I put 
it in my pocket and walked along, 
thinking whether I would ^return it
of not. I finally made up my i
to be

place near here, 
•ee Mm.

and return the t 
to ace

in to 
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From his beautiful church in Farm 
Street, one of the best residential 
sections of London, Rev. Bernard 
Vaughan, S.J., has gone to the 
"slums” of that great city and is 
there engaged in a grand and noble 
work amongst their inhabitants. He 
has rented a room in the Commer
cial Road district, in which he lives, 
a poor man amongst the poor. For 
years, it is said, the reverend Fa
ther has thought over such a meth
od of reaching the submerged 
masses, and now he has achieved his 
desire and is laboring with excellent 
results.

His unique methods are described 
in the following excerpt from a re
port in the London "Monitor and 
New Era" :—

"Father Bernard Vaughan, S. J., 
in continuation of his slum crusade, 
spoke at 4 o’clock on Sunday in a 
dark, grimy court off Periwinkle 
Street and within hailing distance of 
the Stepney Railway Station. As on 
previous Sundays, the Sisters of the 
Little Company of Mary acted as 
bell-ringers and collectors, and be
fore the meeting Father Vaughan 
himself made a tour of the neighbor
ing courts and alleys, ringing his 
huge bell and coaxing and exhorting 
all and every one to come to hear 
the Word of God. And in the driz
zling rain what a grimy, woeful as
pect everything in this desolate 
neighborhood seemed to wear. Many 
of the mothers and children looked 
miserable and hungry and dirty; the 
houses are small and mean; the 
streets and courts are ill-kept and 
narrow, and the only sign of pros
perity is in the palatial public 
houses here and there looking down 
contemptuously on the tiny abodes, 
from which they derive their sus
tenance and wealth. The East End 
poverty and want are at present 
very acute, but at the bottom it is 
in many cases but another phase of 
the drink question.

Day by day hundreds of men, wo
men and little children are going 
without ‘anyfink for dinner,’ and-the 
last of the pots and pans, furniture 
and spare clothes—trivial treasuy; 
in which they took such pride—have 
gone the usual way of such things— 
to the sign of the three balls. The 
men are out of work, the women are 
heart-broken and ill and the chil
dren starve. All this is perfectly, 
bitterly true of tthe thousands who 
by force of circumstances dwell in 
those dreary, crime laden dens 
known as ’London’s slums.’ The peo
ple are totally unable to proxide the 
things necessary to keep alive the 
body. Then what can be said of 
their spiritual welfare? Is it at all 
likely that the generality of these 
starving, miserable mortals will feel 
inclined, on the Sunday, for in
stance, to go to church, be it Cath
olic or Protestant? Is it likely that 
their spiritual life is being properly 
tittei/dcd to, considering the horrible 
neglect of their poor, half frozen, 
emaciated bodies? These are the 
questious which, presumably, the 
learned Jesuit, Father Bernard 
Vaughan—always the friend of the 
poor and needy—has been asking 
himself.

"The court in which he preached 
is about fifty yards long, four yards 
wide, and the single-story little 
houses were all barred and shutter
ed externally and in friendly com
munication by a series of clothes 
lines extending across the street and 
not more than six feet high. The 
sermon was a simple, eloquent pica 
calling on all to go to confession 
and Holy Communion for Christmas.
The court was packed and all listen
ed with reverence to the beautiful 
moving words which again told the 
story of man’s redemption and the 

•love of our Lord for the poor. Sev
eral hymns were sung and the Lit
any of Our Lady recited before the 
meeting broke up."

Father Setters was seventy-three 
years old. He was born near Ant- 
werp, Belgium, Dec. 7. 1880. He came 
to America when a youih and enter
ed the Jesuit novitiate at Fieri»- 
saxrt, Mo., fn 1858, as a novfce.

He took his final vows as a priest 
in 1856, and had planned to cele
brate his golden jubilee in the min
istry next fall.

WESTMINSTER CATHEDRAL. — 
The new Cathedral of Westminster, 
begun 1 seven and a half years ago. 
has just been completed by the fix
ing of a gilt cross ten feet high on 
the top of the campanile. Before 
the raising of the cross to its posi
tion Cardinal Vaughan placed in a 
cavity in the centre of it a frag
ment of the true Cross, which has 
been in England for several hundred 
years.
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SBRVTCES ON STEAMERS.—The 
Cunard and White Star steamship 
companies, at the request of the 
Catholic Bishops of Ireland, have 
consented to the following arrange
ment in regard to the observance of 
religious ceremonies for Catholics on 
board of their steamers:—

"That a Catholic priest crossing 
by an Atlantic steamer be permit
ted to give morning service between 
10 and 11 o’clock to the steerage 
passengers.

"That in the event of there being 
two Catholic priests on board, and 
be permitted to do so in the read
ing room or some other suitable 
place, on Sundays and holidays.

"That a priest may visit the steer
age passengers, and, in the case of 
serious sickness, administer to them 
the rites of their religion.

"That in case a Catholic passen
ger should die during the voyage, a 
Catholic priest may perform the fu
neral service."

BUILT WITHOUT DEBT.—A fea
ture in modern church building is 
presented by the imposing structure 
which the four thousand Catholics 
of Ansonia, Conn., have been rear
ing for the last thirteen years, and 
which is now nearly completed. The 
building itself is one of the largest 
and most stately church edifices in 
all New England, but the struc
ture’s most promiffent claim to dis
tinction is the pay-as-you-go princi
pal upon which it was built. When 
the Rev. Joseph Synnctt, who has 
one may wish to celebrate Moss, he 
been the pastor of the parish since 
1886, bought a site for a new 
church in August, 1888; it was with 
the resolve that not a shox'clful of 
earth should be dug and not a stone 
laid in place for which the parish 
did not have the money to pay. 
Thus it has taken thirteen years to 
realize an ambition which could have 
been gratified a decade earlier but 
for the unselfish determination of 
the debt-loathing pastor.

The exterior is practically finished, 
and the interior will be complete 
and the church ready for occupancy 
in two years, it is thought. In all 
$120,000 has been spent on the 
building, and it is estimated that 
the further cost will be between 
$40,000 and $50,000.
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An important agricultural meeting 
was held in Carleton County last 
week at Bell’s Corners, under the 
auspices of the Ontario Farmers’ In
stitute. The meeting was presided 
over by J. G. Clarke of Woodroffe 
Farm, president of the local organiz
ation and the speakers were T. C. 
Raynor of Rosehall and Dr. Reid of 
Georgetown, delegates who have 
gone over nearly all the counties in 
Eastern Ontario. Mr. McNeil, act
ing chief of the Dominion Farm In
spection Department, was another 
important speaker.

The subjects taken up were of 
particular interest, and the numer
ous questions put to the travelling 
instructors testified that a keen in
terest was taken in the addresses. 
Mr. Raynor gave valuable informa
tion on practical farming and advis
ed the farmers on what grains and 
fodders would be most profitable.

He said: The land in this part of 
the country is better adapted for 
growing qloycr lb*n corn. In order 

of corn it is 
! good seed. If 
•d from your.

wards give the land a stroke with 
the weeder. When the corn is 
about three inches high go over the 
field again with a light harrow. 
There is no lose sustained by taking 
out a few plants. The more we ab
use the corn plant the better it will 
grow. It is not advisable to culti
vate too deep, but every twro or 
three days. Better results are ob
tained when the corn is planted in 
hills, for we get the weigtht and qua- 
tity if not the quantity.

How long corn should be cultivat
ed is a question hard to decide, but 
prominent agriculturists are of the 
opinion that it should be cultivated 
until after it is in tassel. The last 
cultivation is certainly the best, for 
the ground is generally dry un«l re
quires molsrture to set the ear.

The com should be cut about the 
middle of September, and put in ibe 
silo. In filling the silo it ie u good 
idea to pour water on thé silage a& 
it is being cut.

Corn is not & perfect food, as the 
capacity of the cow is not sufficient 
to deal with enough of it. Corn 
meal will not produce very much 
milk and dairymen should mix it 
with wheat bran or chopped feed.

Protem produces muscle food and 
milk, while carbohydrates produces 
fat and heat.

Clover gives the best results when 
fed to cattle and the manure return
ed to the soil. The seed sown should 
be free from noxious weed seed.

At the present time the best seed 
produced in this country is sent a- 
cross the ocean and the ,farmers of 
Canâda are purchasing seed of sec
ond or third quality.

At the next session of Parliament 
a bill will be introduced to make a 
standard of quality and to protect 
farmers from this fraudulent prac-

The probabilities are that clover 
seed will be scarce this year, conse
quently higher prices will rule and 
the very best s.*ed should be pur
chased.

If cultivator teeth are used the 
seed should be sou a from behind on 
the other hand if the grain is being 
drilled in sow the seed from a box 
in front of the drill, for if sown 
from behind it drops in grooves and 
as a result is not sown evenly.

When clover has reached the 
blooming stage it has reached its 
growth. It is advisable to cut it in 
the forenoon and coil it up in the 
afternoon. Leave it in the field for 
two or three days, when the coils 
should be sot up and drawn in the

Another way to save the clover 
hay is to rake it tip in a win'd row 
after it has been cut with the mow
er and put it in the barn the next 
day.

Mr. Raynor recommended this me
thod for curing clover and timothy.
It is advisable to sprinkle the hay 
as it is being put in the mow with 
salt and lime. This is a good way 
to salt stock, although they should 
receive more during the winter. In 
concluding his remarks. Mr. Raynor 
said that clover contains a great 
deal of protein. It is nature’s all
round and perfect balance food. The 
points to be kept in mind is that it 
wants to be cut in blooming stage 
and in its own sap and put in the 

barn before all gets wet. ;•

God never makes ns fcdl our weak
ness except to lead us to seek, 
strength from Him.
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