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man eating spaghetts on tho lower floor, and of his neighbor
sipping a glass of somothing green. She folt that she was
indeed in & new and romnntic sphero. Thore were strange
odors from tho food, and & swarthy waiter appearing at the
bond of the stnirs comploted tho foroign air.

The threo were ushered into o long room sot around with
small tables, each with a carafe of waler and a corrugated
match-stand.  Men and women were sitting at various tables,
with here and thero s small child or two. Esther decided nt
once that the people were not dressed with fine knowledge of
the prevathng mode which distinguishes the New Yorker of
the lughest caste.  Mary, however, was rather uwed by what
struck hor a8 the brilliaucy of the ussembly. She shuddored
a8 sho saw ono mntronly-looking woman in the act of encour-
aging u small girl to sip some red wine; and the appearance
of soveral longnecked bottles, wicker-covored, and filled with
the wine of Cluanti, convinced her that the Italians wero no
better than they should be.

Tho room wus very bright, very light, very warm. Some
people were just at their dessert, with oranges, nuts, and
little cups of coffeo before them ; others—true Italians, and
not Amerieaus from the neighboring boarding-louses,— wero
eating spaghetti, artistically curled uround their forks. Esthier
closed her cyes ecstatically. If the hand-organ in the streot
had only been playing * Santa Lucia,” instead of one of the
Harrigun & Hurt melodies, Esther could have imagined horself
by the Bay of Naples.

By and by Vespucci appeared, darker and handsomer than
any of the Ituhan tenors, and with moustaches almost ag
long s Victor Emanuel's. Miles showed the most delightful
familiarity with this imposing creature, who, with o sweeping
bow, presently left them. Some salty littlo fish were served,
and then Miles, who did not take soup, said solemnly to tho
waiter ¢ Dui ! .

The waiter looked incomprehending. Mary glanced at
Esther,—she had no idea dear Miles could speak Italinn.

** Dui I"" ropeated the young man, in a voice that made the
accupants of the seats near him turn.  The waiter still smiled
the smile of the inane.

* Ihe ! Don't you understand 2”* cried Miles, growing red.
* You ought to know your own language, you fool! Dui
suppt,~—two soups, I mean 1"

The water shook lus hiead despurringly, muttered Corpo
di Bucco’* to himself, and took away the little fish dishes.
Miles bad no time to dwell on thie failure of his Uingqua Toscana,
for two men had laken possession of the table opposite them.
One was Arthur Fitzgerald, the other Rudolph Bastien.

Fitzgerald half rose, perceiving them after ke hiad sat down.
Buy Mary’s cool nod and Esther's slight inclmation effectually
checked lus mtension to go over to their table.

Miles” hieart sauk.  If these silly girls were bent on keeping
up the cooluess how could he get a grasp on Fitzgerald ® Ap
east wind suddenly struck him; he looked contemptuously
around.

* I can’t eat in this hole. Let's hurry up and get away."”

Esther puid no attention to this speccl,—Mary hoped that
she did not hear it.

Fitzgerald resmned his conversation with Bastien. Miles
sat 1 moody silence. How long could he sit there and sce
that dude pratthng away as if he did not know the secret ]

When the roast came on, Miles made up his mind to break
the 1ce. Ho crossed over to Fitzgerald's table; he shook
bands ; he was introduced to Bastien, wko looked at him and
then at his sisters with lively interest.

¢ We can't smoke up here,” observed Miles.
Vespucci won't allow it.”

** You forget the ladies," said Fitzgerald.

‘; Ob, women don't mind 1t now ! They ought to get used

to it.
-~ Bastien sbrugged his shoulders, and looked at Miles in a
way that made that young person long to punch his head.
He lost his temper, and, forgetting his prudence, said, lean-
ing his olbow on the table near Fitzgerald :

* By the way, what do you know about the murder of John
Longworthy 2"

Fitzgerald's startled look answered Miles; but Bastien
struck in, with a slight German accent :

* Nothing, deax friend.” And tben headded, in a sarcastic

** It’s o pity

voice, with a mocking lnugh in it: « Suppose I should say
that I wnade nway with the eatimablo Longworthy ?*

To be continued,

MONTREAL LETTER.

The Mumsterial Association m its recent sitting at Mont-
real, as usunl, drew from its nrmoury that someswhat rusty
weapon of o tuck against the Catholic Chrurch, ¢ the dovices
of thoe Jesuits.”” In the order of the assault, it never por-
ceives the pitaful contrast offered by the work of such nsso-
clutions as itself the world over, to that accomplished by tho
Jeswmts. It runs its yearly course, insulting its Catholic
fellow-citizens, patclung tho rents in the various systems of
belief represonted by its members, and advocating, perhaps,
some needed socinl or religious roform. But what does it
accomplish ?  And what are its mothods? Meanwhile the
Jesmit, oevorywhere tho target for the arrows of the unbeliover,
pursues lus wondrous career of warfaro upon the ungodly, of
herculean missionary labors, ag limitless as they are heroie,
of scientific exploration, following the course of the stars and
penetrating to the depths of the carth, of education, training
the master nnnds of every country. By their fruits yo shall
know them. Tho progress of the Society through Burope,
for the past three centurics, Father Prout wittily compures
to tho ** Retreat of tho Ten Thousand.” *I'hat knightly
company,” says Cardinal Newman, “and its founder, that
princely patriarch, the royal minded Ignatius, the St. George
of the modern world, with his chivalrous lance run through
tho writhing foe.”

*¢That magmficient Society,” exclaims Father Tom Burke,
the great Domuucan orator, ** which overywhere and always
receives upon its outstretched arm, the first blow directed
against the Church.”

By the way, de Catholics of the more careless sort, always
recogmzo the first blow when it falls, or ave they too ready to
let the Jesuits ward it off as best they can?

Moutreal has had, m the last days of February, the Re-
treat for women at the Gesu. Every year this Retreat 15 bot-
ter and better attended. Despile the dreadful weather, the
attendance was extraordinarily large. In all its detuils it
was a perfect success, according to the unanimous verdict.
The preacher was Father Kenny, 8.J., known throughout
Canada and the Umted States for his finished oratory. ¢ The
sermons,” as some one enthusiastically expressed it, -* grew
more beautiful to the very end.”

A Retreat for men was given the smme week at St. Pat-
rick's, and with the result of crowded houses at every service.
Such events call attention to the marked growth of the Eng-
lish-speaking population of Montreal. Father James Callag-
han conducted the morning exercises, and Futher McCallan
preached overy evening.

At Notre Dame the celebrated Dominican, Father Bam-

bonuean, from France, is attracting attention at the High

Mass on the Lenten Sundays by a remarkable series of ser-
mons on * Socinlism,” with which are interwoven many of
the principle topics of the day.

The modifications in the Lenten rules has been gratefully
received by many just recovering from the * grippe,” by which
Montreal was severely visited, despite her bracing airs.
Special services have been nnnounced, in consequence, at the
Cathedral, at Notre Dame, and the other parish chur&&l‘les.

A T.S.

The Catiroric WeekLy Review of Toronto last week issued
a beautiful 1llugtrated number m honour of its entranco upon
its fourth volume. Tue Review if one of our most highly
prized exchanges. It is ably edited, at all times dignified in
toue, and thoroughly Catholic. 'We hope that our esteemed
contemporary may continue for maay years the noble work
in which it 18 now engaged.—Churck Nezws, Washington.

The Torouto Catnoric WersLy Review, which is taking
rank as the ablest Canadian Catholic journal, comes to our
table this week with marked typographical 1mprovements.—
Miliwaukee Catholic Citizen.




