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"HOW PIERRE CHAUTARD

areied tthro;\‘x Unto Death

Cagene Lavmont i The Moo )
the Knoyedd Heart

~Not far from tho vouorablo sanotu-
uy of Vals, tho birthplaco of the
\postloship of Drayor, on & gray,
(agped and moss-coverod rook, rigos
he anciont castlo of Pulignne, tho
.nowned manor of the princes of
that namo, who, for many & century,
torded it ovor tho surrounding coun-
uy. It is now but a pilo of noble
cuns : ite ohattorod walls and orum
‘ling towors, tonsnted by bm'ls gt'
pray, londly proclaim hat nothing is
ymmortal whioh is raizod by mortal
hands.

Around thoso timo-worn rolica of
‘onper aplondor clustor tho low, rod
iled nnd stono-wollod dwollings of n
awurdy raoe of dooply Catholio farmera,
<een from o distanco, tho village of
Polignao presouts to the tourist a
wost picturesquo scone. Perohed on
every fow gquaroe yards of projecling
rook, tho houses rigo up tho shagged
cidos of tho noblo castle liko ohildren
climbing up the rugged lege of =
mighty giaut.

Polignae is tho contro of a large
parish, which numbers not lega than
(wolve villuges, scattored over tho
rocky ond woody mountaing whioch
bound the horizon on ovory sido. Tho
ohurch is aun old etone structuro,
renovated and enlarged of late years,
with threo lofty naves and a rod-tiled
spiro.  Three pricsts are hardly sufli
ciont to attend to tho spiritual wants
of & ity so widely tocod

It was on Tucsday of Holy Weok,
somo twonty yoara ago, that what wo
o nbout to narrato took place. Tho

atron? you oan triflo with your
health,”

“Tho ono who first oarried the
Orosy,” solemnly answored our horo,
**did not reason in tlhig way, Louigo.
o, good-byo: 1 will bo baok in losr
than an hour. Aunyhow, [ would
havo to go out at half past soven to
ring the Angolus and I may as well
kil two birds with ono tone,”

8o aaying. Plorro strodo out lnto
tho nort Dlizzard ag it riotously
oharged down the doserted atrects.
The air was donss with oddying
wreaths of anowflakes which the
stu-m-ppiritg flung by handfuls over
withored grasa-plots, leafless trecs,
bleak roofs and frozen eldowalke.
The cold was biting aund the way
uncertain, for tho wind which played
and whirled in nooks and cornors
seomod over on the wateh to fling &
snowy spray at tho faco of tho poor
benumbed wayfaror. But Pierro kept
on, hig gait somowhat slower and
moro irregular than became bis ago,
yob not dismayed at the fury of the
cloments. Ilo know tho road by
beart, aud hie mind was just then far
too decply engaged in arrauging the
arguments which wore to furthor his
anuso with M. le Oura to heed tho
misshiovous feathory boings that
danced about him,

Ag Prorro with his head bent low
wag thua proozeding on his way, his
namo was carried to his ear on the
winga of the howling storm. Ile look-
od about and bohind him but saw no-
thing; vo_thick was the falling snow.
Again ho lieard eomo one calling him,
and this time he discovered dimly on
tha thresh old of a houso on the right
the tall figurs of Jean Balasis the
tailor, his cousin, and with him the
boll-ringer and grave digges of the
parish, Ifo stopped his burried walk
and shouted back: *Hello! Jean!"

+ Whero are you bound, l’iorrg. in

day was oold, vory cold, at Polig
Ovor the black hillside and through
leafloss troes, n biting north wind
whisled songs of sufforing and misery,
whilo it moanod dolefully in tho ruin.
ed hialls and dismantied towers of tho
castle above. A sullon oanopy of
grayish clouds ovorsproad the sky.
Birds had not yet returoed from their
wore ganial gouthorn liomes, snd
wolves still held sovercign sway over
tho degolate and frozen mountain-
gides. Tho cattlo wore enug in the
stalls, the harvest garnered in tho
barns, and the farmer sat by his cosy
iiro, amoking his pipe and listlessly
looking through wmat!m of bluo smoke
at tho desolation which roignod su-
p:ome without.

Oa tho northera side of the voleanic
pillar upon which stood the castle was
the hut of Pierre Chautard. It wasa
low, thatohed an T o
structure. It consisted of only one
room, whioh gerved at parlor, bed-
room and kitoben. In a word, pov-
erty throughout her vast kingd
could not have made choice of & more
suitablo abode. DBut under this very
roof thore breathed a soul which
possessed a nobility wanting to many
who boast of a lino of glorious ances-
try. By dint of hard labor Pierre
managed to keep the wolf from tho
door and to give bread to two puny
boys snd a sickly wife. And evon
then, had it not boen for the Chris-
tian oharity of neighbors, tho dreary
aud bittor winter of theso mountaing
would have long ago seut the inmates
of thig poor dwelling to & cclder and
drearier home.  Yet nevet wag a word

of complaint heard to esoape tho poor’

man'a lipr. Wiater days and sutamer
days did not alter his sentimonts and
Providence was ever to him a kind
mother.

Piorro Chautard wag & stonccutior
by profeasion, but he was alyays vynll-
iog to do sny odd job which might
bring bread and wood to his home.
Ho divided morcover the dutica of
gravo-digger and bell-ringor of the
parish with two other mon of the
placo, At the time of our narrative
ho was about fifty years of age, but he
weg hale and strong. Inured from
childhood to the hard labors oconse-
fquent on povery, bo was reckoned the
strongest man of the villago, Reck-
loss whore duty called him, fearless
when others would have trembled,
svor ready to do u good tura to &

ighbour, Joudly proolai a8 his
only political tonats that ha cared not
who ruled, provided freedom sud pro-
tection were granted to rotigion.
Such wag Pierre Ohautard ss he sat
that Holy Tussday’a wintry afternoon
beforo o cheerless fire, with his two
hoys on his knees and his wifo hid in
the ohimney corner, mending one_ of
tho two paira of stockings vyberoynth
Piorra kopt his foot from boing bitten
by the frost. R

It was about six o'clook in the
evening when Dierro rose from his
seat, placed one of tho boys at the
dgo of tho hearth-gtone, tho other on
the chair whero he had been sitting
and put on his boots,

**Whore are yon goiug now " in-
Juirod his wife,

“I am going to seo M. lo Cure,”
repted Pierre,

1t iy $00 oold, dear, to go out.”

“ No, no, I have.to see lim to-
oight, Louise. Holy 'Thursday is at
1’!ml and I have to find out wbgcl
will have to do in the procession.
Last yoar I oarried the oross and I
meen to do the same this yoar.”

“A unowatorm is coming, Dierro,
and, it I am ot mistaken,” satd Lowso
looking out, * it is on tho wouataing
now, Thuraday, from presont ap-
Pearanoos, will bo a very cold day.
You imagine that because you are

such froezing weathor ?” inq his
friend.

“To geo M. lo Oure,” camo tho
answor.

« Come in and take supper with us.
My wifo says that when there is
enough for threo thore ig onough for
four.”

«] baven’t time, Jean, Louiso
would Do uneasy at home if 1 were
gone too long.”

* It's not & banquet I invite you to,
Pierre, and it won't keep you till md-
mght.”

o Woll  said Piorro at last, * I'll
just step in for a few minutoa.”

Aftor having ghaken the snow from
his boots, de entered and was welcom-
ed by tho whole family. A warm
supper wag already laid on tho table
ond our poor quarrymsn felt his ap-
petite to be of the beat.

« it down, Pierre,” said Jean.
« Ig somo ouno siok at home that you
havo to call on M. le Cure at suck an
hour 2"

*¢ No, Jean, but Thursday is coming.
Last yoar I carried tho cross in the
procossion, and I want to do the samo
thia year,”

«(Oh, I seo, Ihave been assigned
to oarry the chalics: M. le fure told
me 8o this morning. As for tho cross
I think some one has seoured it.”

¢ Who 9" asked Pierro in a tone of
surprise and disappointment.

¢ Thomas Platte,” roplied Jeat.

«P'he idea! Well, I'll not get angry
with him, but I won't give up my
vigit. I'll ace M. lo Cureand g0 many
and so poworful are tho reasons I have
to give him that he will have to ylold
to my demands, or I won't ring s bell
for him, and the dead will have to go
unburied, as faras I am concerned.'”

v Don't loss your temper, Pierre;
what 1 told you was only a rumor *

Our horo dispatched tho hot supper
which had been placed bofore Lim
with the hurry of & man who bae
pressing buginoss cn hand,

« Excuse me, Jean, if I leave you
g0 abruptly,” he said, hastening to the

door, * thero is nothing like besieging’

a oity when the storm is raging,
Your ‘aupper wag most weloome, and
my poor wife and children would have
looked upon it in the light of a Chriat-
mas divner. Good-bye. The way I
ring the Angolus to night will tol) you
whether I gainad my point or not.”

And Pierre ventured again into the
cold, stormy, winter night. A fow
momeats aftor ke was knooking at the
presbytery-door. It was immediately
opened by a venerable pricst with a
crown of white flowing hair and a face
where kindness had stamped itself.

« Good evening, M. lo Cure,” said
Dierre as Lio stopped into the dimly
lighted hall, . .

' Ob, it is you, Pierre” gaid the
good priest,  what brings you here s0
lato and in such a storm 2’

« [ cawe horo to aco your Reverence
on important business,” said Pierre.

They were tow in & small parlor,
where simplicity joined hands with
neatness and tidiness,

«Take o seat,” eaid the pricst ag
ho placed a ohsir for. Pierro beforo tho
firo place. ** Well, what ig your ita-

nt business 2"
pof‘l‘Wall—wnll. M. 1o Cure, I'll out
with it without more ado.”

* What igit

w1 have to carry the orocs next
Thursday.” .

 You must carry your oross q.\ly.
my friend,” put in_the prieat with a
morry twinkle in his oye.

o Your Reverence i8 josting; you
know the oross [ mean.”

 Well, but did you not have that
privilego last year 2"

w1 did, M. 1o Oure, but—-"

« But other peoplo may like to have
 chanco a$ it.”

+ Kxeuso meo, your Revetence, but
1 havo to oxpress my viewa on the
matter. 1 havo my likings 08 woll a8
other people, and on this subject I
havo made up my mind.”

» But Jook hero, you have to ring
tho bells ducing the procession ™

# Your Revorenoco,” said Diorro
with a mischiovons smile playing over
hig honost face, * Your Roverenco
forgots that our bella go to Iomo as
far o8 thoir ringing is concerned on
Thuarsday morning and do not como
back until you sing out tho Glorin on
Saturday.”

« 1 intonded to give tho oross to
Thomag Platte to carry.”

¢ Did ho ask for it 2"

“ NO-"

+ Woll, then, look here M, lo Quro,
1 om strongor and healthier than
Thomas, He would faint vnder the
load, T om suroc As for mysolf, I
know how to go about it, and last
year, after tho procession, I folt strong
enough to begln again,"

« But, Pierre, if you got sick Thurs-
day, then you will blamo mo and so
will overybody olso.”

wIf [ got sick. I know who sends
sickness. If thoy blame you. AL le
Curo, gond thom to rae, and I'll give
them a fow cloar ideas about the ways
of Frovideneo in tho world."

« Your ressons are peatty good.'

“ So good that Revoronco has no
objeotion nnd sayg yos.”

“ Not go fast, Plorra.
ono objestion.”

« Lot ug hear it.”

« The other day | saw you doing
somothing whioh [ did not like, and I
have a mind to punish you for it *

«You may punish me alter the
prooession, M. lo Cure: what what
was it ?”

«1 saw you when you knocked
down poor Richard Brisson in front
of the churck near the Mission Cross.”

“ Yeos, and I'll do it again if ho ever
dores to ropent in my presonce what
he oaid then.”

+ And what did ho eay?"

« Ho agsorted thas processions and
and suoh religious things are mere
nongonse and ought to "be done away
with.”

¢ And what did you reply ?"

* Your Roverence saw how I argued
with the villain. He belongs to that
soeloty you mentioned in ono of your
gormons.”

“Woell, it i3 not so bad a8 I
thought.”

It ig not bad at all, and I deserve
{o carry tho oross for that.

“Very woll, Piorre. And how is
everything at home ?”

«Protty cold and hungey, M, lo
Oure. But the good God knows what
He is about. Ho will straighten
overything in the other world and not
forget T oarried His cross.”

“You are right, Piarre: courege
aud confidenco. Life is short and
henven awaita you.”

« And excuse me, M. le Oure,” said
Pierre looking at tho olock on the
mantel-piece, * but I have to go and
ring the Angelus, A thousand thanks
to your Reveronce for the favor grant
ed. Qood night.”

And Piorre, witk: joy thrilling every
part of his sturdy frame, dashed out,
and, it is said that the Angelus bell
nevor gavo forth such joyous notes as
it did that night, Jean Balasis men-
tioning the fact to Pierre next day,
remarked that it seemed as though
angols wore in the steeplo.

*The only angel there wag myself,"
9aid Pierre, ““ and a very poor one at
that ; but thanks for the compliment.”

As 800D a8 tho Angelus was rung,
Piorre hastened bome to announce the
glad tiding. But bis fatherly Leart
wag still more rejoiced when he saw hig
wife and two children in the very act of
bolping themselves to s warm and plen
tiful supper sent by his cousin Jean.

Next.day the atorm had abated. To
waxds noon & southerly wind having
sprung up, the clouds whioh canopied
the sky, were torn asunder aud the
shreds flung to the four quarters of
heaven. Then the winter sun revealed
itelf to the eye in all its dazzling
splendor. I[ts hol rays soon begau to
piay bavoo amid the gems and radisnt
pearls with whioh King Frost had
decked the snowy mantle whioh tho
storm had thrown over the naked
shoulders of poor mother earth. The
snow ished b th the b g
darts of the mighty warrior of heaven,
and towards night the battle field wa3
but a dark scene of muddy roads and
troacherous waterpools,  When the
moon rose she saw nothing to gladden
her eyes buta fow heroes in whita who
had withstood the fray and were am-
bushed in nooks and cornors waiting
for a ronowal of the atruggle.

T havo still

{rom tho eimple faith and forvent proty
whiok ammato both actors and speo-
tators,

Towarda four o'olook in the aftor
noon threo or four boys wero called
biy M. lo Ouro, given loud sounding
clappors and told to go around the
wllago and summon tho poople to the
procedsson.  Tho little follows, follow
cd by an ovor incrensing crowd of
their plagmates, wont thelr round and
fulfilied tho duty laid upon thom with
all the solommity and zest of mon in-
trusted with an importaut offico.

Just s the sun was sinking in tho
wegt and its dying rays wero gilding
the barron summits of tho noighboring
mountaing, o mighty throng of chil
dres, men and womon with rustic
lanterng in their hands might have
beon seen entoring tho paric™ churoh,
Within all was silenco anu prayer.
The baro altars, the veiled statues, the
gloom of the twilight pervading the
aigles, evorything, in a word, voiced
gontimants of religlous eadness, Each
one felt aa il ho woro about to assiat
at & scono of doath, the doath of a
dear and ohorished friond,

Buddenly the solemn notes of the
Vexilla Reyis burst forth through tho
silent naves ; the sad pageant ig on the
march, Soon through the wide open
portals 163ues with majostic troad tho
vorger of tho churck, dressed in a
bright uniform, with a broad crape
tasefully knotted around his arm and
one hanging trom his long silver
headed halbord. He is followed by
threo acolytos in black soutanes and
lace surplices ; tho middle one oarry.
ing tho cross and the other two bear-
ing flaming torches. Behind them
walk with measured ateps and in tho
most re]ngloua spirit two long lines of
boys, girls, women and men bolding
in their bands lighted lanterns of all
sizes and doseriptions.

Now botwecn two lines of red robed
acolytes holding high in the air bright
ly colored flsmboaux advances the
most dramatio and at the samo time
the most religious part of the proces-
sion. We mean the Whito Penitents,
who conetitute ona of the most im.
portant of the sodalitics of the parish
of Polignac, and which is mainly com.
posed of married men. The costumes
1 which they appear in the drama of
the night consiats of a long hooded
white robo and of a long veil of the
sawse color hanging over tho face 8o
as to hide the identity of the actora.

In the lead of this mysterious band
s man walke bareloot holding in his
hand a ohalice, whioh is meant to ro-
osll the ano our diviae Saviour begged
g0 carneatly His Father to remove
from His lips, but which He drank so
deoply for our sslvation. On either
side of Jean Balais, for it is ho, ag our
readors alveady know, walk the penti-
tents whose duty is hat akip to

But what has happ ned down st tho
orosaing of tho ruad ?» Nothing tn
alarra, bat much to edify you. Thers
havo gathored tho men who are too
old to tako part m tho pracession, the
women whom matornal duties have
kopt &t homo, tho oclildron whose ago
aud woaknoss provonted from oxpoging
themselvos o the fatigues of & long
maroh. They are waiting their tuen
to kiga, and pasa under tho cross which
Pierro Chautard  holde up for the
purpose.

Wo road in the annals of ancient
Romo that when thoy wanted to 2s-
honor a soldior publicly thoy forood
him in prosonco of his assombled
comrades to bend low and pass undor
tho yoke. DBut the inbabitants of
Polignac seo no shame in the porform
anco of a eimilar aot, they rather seo
in it an aet of faith; tho meaning of
which thoy themselves do not fully
realizo. Al they know is that, in
this lioly kiss add in this uot of bend-
ing low under tho ghadow of the oross,
they find untold consolations and
inoroaged atrongth for the trials of life.

Now tho p i again

« Bo quiet, Prwores,” 3atd Louige,
gently roplacng tho wick raan'z hoad
on tho pilow.  * Bo quet, it 32 onlg
M. lo Cura, who hiag come 7 3co you.”

“Don't you know me, Puerre?’
said the priest, taking hold of onc of
s haads,

Tho sick man oot °d at han for a
while, then roplied :

** Yea—I earried the crozs—I1 felt
very tired, but I wanted to carry 1t to
tho last.

* Yes. gard the priest, **and God
will bless you for it.  But, my friend,
you aro very sick . wonld you hke to
mako your coufossion

Wil I not carry tho blessed oross
RguIn >

*Oh. yes,  roplied the priest,
“ but it ia prudent to settlo our affairs
with God in caso of danger.”

“I went to confeasion Jast night,
for wag I not to carey the L.owd's
oroes " said Piorre, winle a heavonly
smile apread over hia face.

Just then the wifo of Jean Balaig
came in loaded with all that sho had
been gblo to prooura in the way of

its slow and solemn march to stop
again ~nd allow a repetition of the
touching acons above d d. Fu.
ally, aftor $wo long years thua spont in
tho cold air of a wintry night, tho
procession cnters the chureh, whare
in glowing words, which fall on well-
propared hoarts, the pricat tells his
flook the old but ever now atory of tho
sufforings nnd death of our Saviour on
Calvary.,

When the scrmon was over the
{mmenso orowd which bad filled the
olurch to overflowing and Lad so
religiously attended all the servicos of
the ovening, was at last freo to return
hor:m and aeek in sleep a much needed
rest.

‘The Whito Penitonts roparred in a
body to tho prosbytery, where, undor
the dirootion of M. lo Curo, something
had boen prepared to restore to them
the heat aod strongth lost by them
during the long and ohilty march of
the ovening. Whon all apparently
wero assembled, the kind priest ro-
marked that Pierre Chautard was
absent, and he asked Jean Balais
whether Piorro was pregent at tho
sermon or not,

 He was thore at the beginning,”
Jean angwered, * but soon he whisp-
ered in my oar that he felt unwell,
and bo went out.”

T hope it was but a passiog epell
of dizziness,” said the priest, ** and be
may be bere soon.” )

“ I don't know,” put in one of the
Ponitents, * far he looked to me to be
vory tived. Did not your Reverence
observe during the Way of the Cross
how painfully he raised himself after
each genuflection 2

* Why dida't he tell me aftor the

that of the angel in the grotto of
Gethgomani : namely to sustain him
in the arduous duty of holding the
saored symbo! high in the air.

Behind them como other mombers
of the coufratuenity each in chargo of
ons of the many emblems of the
Saviour's dolorous passion. Thero
you may 826 the iadder of the Cruci-
fixion, the cclumn of the flagellation,
the nailg, the hammers, the crown of
thorng, in & word s facsimilo of all the
instrumeonts which figure in the awful
tragedy enacted nearly twenty oen-
turies agy., You may even remark a
cack, to recall the one which crowed
and thus called Poter, the renegade,
to tho thougbt of a deeply wronged
Master and caused him to shed tears
of bitter repentance.

But hero comes a tall man oarrying
on his broad shouldera & heavy cross.
He is barefooted and his veiled faco
would hide his name from all but our
readers. To-night our friend Pierre
Ohautard's individuality seems to the
oyo of the beholder to have totally
merged itself into that of the divine
Being he had begged 8o earnestly to
impersonate. The cross which weighs
heavily on his shoulders deserves here
a word of desaription. In longth it
measures from ten to twelve foet,with
arms In proportion. It iz made of
long planks of about a foot in width.
In 1tself it is a heavy load, but this is
nothiog when you think of the amount
of enargy needed in the qross bearor,
being required by custom to genuflect
at overy siep hotakes. The length of
oross might also be a diftioulty, but
this is partly obviated by tho fact that
another barefooted penitent holds up
the base of the cross aud preventsit
from dragging aloog the ground.

On oithér side of Pierre are two
other men carrying also on the shoul.
dors swall orosses ; they are the two
historioal thieves. Their load is such
that, compared to that on Picrro's
Loulders, the di :

Holy Thuraday began as
days do, with bright and glad

( o disprop i3 80 great
1(.!::'.‘ it doos not fail to bring to the

The sun pursued his relentless con
quests and when he disappeared be-
hind the hills be had in part ropaired
the sad of his victori

mind the faot that the
Saviour wag far more ocnelly treated
than tho eriminals who died with Him.

oloses with tho choir

and dried up the tears of his ocon-
quored foes. But he left still bohind
bim the oold and damp atmosphere of
death.

In the morning, the whole parisk
turncd oud to agsist at the imposing
ceremonies which were held in the
churcli and then returned io their
Liomes, their minds engaged with the
still sadder memories to ba reealled by
the procession a¢ nightfall.

The procession whioh takes place
overy yoar in the parish of Polignas
at sunset of Holy Thuradsy is one of
the nyosi ‘touohing and rcnllsgio Boones

Tho p
and the clergy. M. le Oure holds in
his hauds a  reliquary containing a
particle of the wood of the true Crose.
Let us watoh this long serpent of
lights a8 it winds through the natrow
and unpaved streets of the village,now
asoending s rooky steep, now descond-
ing through a muddy lane. It is a
grand gpoctacle, and one whiol never
lozes its novelty. The stars above
twinkle aud seem to whisper o one
ther words of admiration for the
faith of theso simaple people. Now
and then the voicea of the choir break
upea tho stillness of night with tho
ful notes of & song, which tells

ut its g and
deamatic effeat sre chiefly derived

of the sufferings of & God-man,

p that hie was tired 2" said
the priest, comewhay displeaged.

« Ob, Plorre would nover have done
that,” said Jean, “I know bim.
When he undertakes to do a thing ho
will do it ware he oven to die in the
attempt.”

The absenoe of Piszro somewhat
dsmpened the happy feelings of the
company, and, contrary to custom,
the meeting was a short one, As the
men wero going away, M. lo Cure
took Jean aside and said :

** Jean, what do you say to our going
to Pierre's house and sceing what s
the matter with him

“ Lot ug go,” said Jean.

They went, and sooun reached the
poor hut Pierre called his home.
They knocked at the door: it was
opened by the poor wife in toars.

“ Where is Pierro ?" inquired the
prieat.

 In bed, your Reverence, with high
fever, He is delirious and I dou't
know what to do. I bave nothing to
givehim. Come in.”

Jean Balais hearing how malters
stood look the priest aside and in a
whispor said to bim:

“1'l] go bome to tell my wife to
comeo here sud help; then I'll take
my horse and burry to the ity for &
doctor.”

* Qo, Jean,"” said the priest, '"may
God reward you for your charity.

While Jean was away on his or.
rand, the priest approached the low,
miserablo pallel upon whioh Pierre
tossed about restl : hi ful

The priest, secing that
Piorro was delirious, and that for the
prosent it was impossible to have him
make his confession, hiaving adoor.
tained that wiiat he had said was
true, withdraw and lolt tho poor man
to the affectionate care of the iwo
women with (ho promise of a visit
early next day.

Towardy three o'clock in the morn.
ing Jean Balais, followed by tho doc.
tor, rusbod into the sick-room. Aflter
a long and careful examination of the
patient’s condition, the physician
called Joan aside, and in whispered
words informed him that the stale of
hig friend was such that no humau aré
could atay tho ravages of the malady,
and that if tho delitium lasted il
noon all hopo of recovery was to be
givon up, Having written a few
dircotions, tho doctor went away, fol-
lowed by Jean.

Barly in the morning of Good
Friday M. le Care mado ng promised
visit.  He found Pierre in s vory low
state. The fover wag raging ss fierce-
1y 88 ever, but the sick man, haviog
just gono through a fearful fit of
delirium, was now luokily in his right
genses, Ho thorefore mado bis ocon.
fession with all the signs of the sin.
cerest sorrow and repentence. When
it was over, tho pricsl bogan to tell
him of the scriousness of hig case, but
Pierro stopped him, saying :

« M, 1o Curo, I know it all.  When
I went to bec after the services, I
know I would not rise again; but
God's will be done. X have ever tried
to do what 1 thought right And
during the procession I had a pre.
sentiment that it wag the last timel
was to carry the croge.

“Yes,” @aaid the pricst, sadly,
“ Jean told me that the doctor had
given you up, Don't wonder if I
speak {0 you plainly ; you are & Chris.
tian and for you doath hias no terrors.”

« T care not for myself, AL. le Oure,
but my poor heart breaks at the
thought of parting from my wifo and
wy two little bogs. What will be.
come of them with no one to give
ther bread to eat?” And tears be.
gan to roll down his flushed cheeks,

« Don't bo unessy, my desr friend,”
replied tho priest. ** God is a kind
Father and they will be taken care of.

Picrre began to make an appropri-
ato answer, but soon his incoberent
words and wild geatures told but too
plainly that he wag delirious agait.
Ho was to remain in this same state
till bis death; but even in hisdelirium
words were spoken which clearly
showed how ho vatued the privilege of
carrying our Liord’s cross. .

When the bells vang out thaic
*blithe alleluias on Holy Saturday, the
soul of Piorro Chautard Lad winged
its flight to a better world, to tha feet
of Rim whose cr033 he had o gener-
ously carried and in whom he had so
Jovingly trusted all his life,

T'ho news of his death spread con-
sternation and sorrow among the

coplo of the parish, and his sudden
SBpnturo was a torriblo blow to hia
many friends. X

Though Piorro lived and died a poor
man, hig faneral surpassed in magni-
ficen2e and attendaunce thoge of many
more favored sons of fortune, But
the sympathy of the people did not
confino itsolf to a mero ovtward show

: his p
framo struggled with tho fiery foe
which had gained admittanoe within,
his oyes sparkled with the wild lustre
which bespeaks a mind no longer
master of its operations, hig lips were
parched by a foverish thirst, and his
burnivg lbands vainly sought a cool
spot ovar the bed. In a word, Pierre
Chautard was seriously sick with a
fover of tho most malignant kind,
which threatened to carry him away
before long, unless beaven and earth
should come and stay the fearful pro-
gress of un enemy, who became fiercer
as o met with groater resistance in
his antagonist.

At the foot of the bed wore his two
littlo hoys, with eyes wide oponed,
sosrcely realizing the dsvger they
wera in of losing their father. The
wifs, on the other hond, with big
tears rolliug down ber pallid cheek,
was bathing the forchoad of her dear
husband with the utter despair of an
aftectionate heart.

When Piorre saw the priest ap.
proaching, ha sat bolt upright on the
bed, and, with eyes flashing fire and
clonchied fists, cried out : ** Ab, it is
you? Wuat did you say? Say it
agaiu and I'll seach you to respect

religion sud the priesis when you
speak tc me.”

of app! tion and esteem. Rierre
had lefc behind him a poor sickly wife
and two very young boys. .

The day after the funcral, the White
Penitents held a special meeting, in
which it was unanimously resolved
that tho family of their deceased mem-
ber should be supported at the expenso
of tho coafratornity, aud that a Mass
should be fonuded for the repose of
of the soul of himn who carried the
oross unto death.

—_———————

Wo know whercof wo afliems when we
stato that Ayer's Pills, takou promptly,
at tho first symptows of colds and fovers,
arrest further progross of theso disordors,
and speodily restoro tho stowach, liver
aud bowels” to thoir normal and regular
action,

A protty good thing occurred in the
oxperionco and opivions aof De. Pal-
mor Hulbort's seven-year-old, ** 3am.
ma,” he said, ¢ those boys ont there
abusemo. They say 1l am an aniwal.”
The mother asked 1n surprise : ** \What
do thoy mean ?” *Ohb, I don't kaow
what ‘they moan. I supposs it is
somo more of that Higher Criticiem. '

In mauy cases, tho first work of Ayer's
Sarsaparilla i3 to expol tho effects of tho
othor medicives that have boeu tried in
vain. It would bo & saviug of timo and

mouoy if oxparinionters ook Ayer's Sax.
sapsrilla af first instoad of « lase



