THE CA1HOLIC RECORD.

Christ to the Unfaithful Soul.

Oz
B e T 1 2
Thow callest me Master—and heedest not
Thou liest ms Light—and I shive not for
Thou 6411/t me the Way—snd dost follow
-u%..n-':: ‘mo the Life—and My name is
'g..':.'ﬁ?:.l me the Truth—and deflest thy
nnﬁ::;llfut. me Guide—and desplsest con-
no-ho.fn_n me Lovely—withholding thy

. eny
Thou callest me Rich—and desirest no part;
Thou c«llist me Eteroal—nor seekest my

truih ;
Thou o»{:..'nt me Mercifal—wastiug thy
on' H
Phou onliest me Noble—and draggest me
wni
Thou oullest me Al my
frown ;
Thou osliest w e Just--oh, if Jast then I be,
ti h thou

When Ishail mu thee, rep
noL me !

1aht or

FIDELIA.

A STORY OF THE FAR WEST.

@old Oity they had called it in it
palmy days, though even then it was o
eity in name only. It was known ss Go
morrsh now; and ita few inbabitants
gloried in the title, for Edverson had
struck s vein of gold there in the first
flush of the mining fever, and a erowd of
fortune bunters flicked to the plsce, only
to diecover, when it was too late, that the
first “Jucky find” was the last. Then the
tide of population ebbed away, leeving
behind it the refuse—those who were too
poor, too diecouraged, too suvk in idle-
mess or sin, to try for amything better.
The houses were no more than shanties,
which the women made no attempt to
keep tidy ; children lived and died there
who never heard God’s holy name except
in curses; to most of them even the day of
the week was unknown.

Three men ruled the place, one by fear,
one by kindness, one because he was
tavern-keeper, They were familiarly
known as the Lawyer, the Doctor, and the
Parson. One day, worthy to be marked
with red iuk joyfally in the sad annals of
@omorrah, the Lawyer—most evil soul
there, and most dreaded- announced his
intention of going to Eogland, and, when

* she next day dawned, he had departed
with no more warning and with no word
of farewell. Men, women, and children
drew a long bresta of ulle}, yet spoke of
him for weeks afterwards in whispers and
guarded words, as if they feared at any
moment to see his bated presence among
them once agsin, and feel his heel of iron
on their necks,

Oue afternoon, early in November, his
two associates st together in the door- way
of the tavern, the only decent dwelling
within gight. He who was known as the
Parson was a ehort, stout man, who
boated a collegiate and theologteal edu-
eation of some sort, no one knew what
and a pastoral charge of five years, no one
kvew where. Bat it was a fact nndie-
puted, either by himselt or others, that he
was uow the very minister of Satan. Both
he and the Lawyer kuew how to sln as
deeply as any oue, but kept a kind of
control over themeelves, The man who
was their boon eompanion, and yet hated
them buth with an impotent hatred, bad
ne such power.

Hoe was far superlor to them in most
reepects.  Gentle born, with wealthy sur
roundi gs, he had received a euperior
education, ard gave promise of superior
excellevce in bis profession, but had never
bern taught to curb a single passion.
From one level to another he fell, till in
G morrah he hid himself from all who
bad kuowa bim or his in brighter days
Yet uo man there was so liked and did so
much to help a5 be. The love of his pro.
fes<ion clung to him through everything,
and it was 1mpossible for ﬁlm to see dis
ense and accident without 1rying to alle
viate the trouble. Boys and girls playing
and quarrelliny in the streets would stop
the maddes. eport, the bitterest fight to
help the D etor home as he came recling
trow the tavern, or to cover his face from
the hot eun as he lay like a log by the
rordside; would do It with a grateful
remcmbrance of the time when ‘‘be nursed
me in the fever” or “he splintered my
broken leg ;" and often he was saved from
& mid-pight carousal by acall to some for-
lorn bedside, where he waited on filthy
wretches with as quick akill and attention
as once he had served the fineet ladies in
bis great city home. No one knew how
be hated the place in which he lived, and
abuve all the man with whom he sat that
autumn afternoon; but he had lost all
han- of better thinge,

Through their gloomy silence and the
elonds of tohiceo-emoke the Parscn and
the Doctor beheld a eight which had not
been teen in Gomorrah for mavy a day—
the white cover of an emigrant wagon,

“Tom To woeend, from High Bend,” ex-
elaimed Syles, “the Lawyer's old chum
thire  Wno's e got with him 1”

The D .ctor made no reply, but stepped
forward to meet the stravgers, Benind
the diiver sat & young man with a good,
¥iudly face, but lacking in practicality
and force. Ou his arm he supported a
woman, whose broad forehead, equare
chin, and firm mouth bespoke stron
sharacter, if one was able to think of that
{n noticiug the serene holinees of the ¢yes
aud expression. Her face was pale as
death,

“You’re wanted here, Doctor,” called
the driver. “Here's a case of chills and
fover that's not « common one, and I've
seen 'em by hundreds,”

‘*Are you the Doctor 1" the young man
asked with a look of rellef, as if he had
heard of him before; and together they
earricd {uto the tavern and laid upon the
setile the pawerless form of the woman,

“Not thia place!” the man exclaimed,
lifung his head when he had laid his pre-
eious bucden down, “Where s Mr, Dale
zell’s honee 97

“M-. D.lzgll 1 the Doctor repeated, “I
do nt kuow what you mean ”

“Why, surely—yes, we muat be right,
He came from here, he sald.”

“Who? What 1" his hearers asked, with |
a g im sucpicton in thelr hearts. “Where
sre you frow, sir 7"

“] am Reuhen Armstrong, from Suffolk,
Eoglaid. A Mr Dalzell sold me bis house
aud claim in Gold City, Where are
they 1"

T'he Doctor’s eyes fell, and Syles slunk
into the shadow of the door, It waslon,
before they could make him nndemns
the trutb; and when at last he compre-

bended it, Byles stole out of his presence
R
It befere, lea ostor ve
‘Jl'lon ::nb'::{:l ‘Q:llko' 'hh. “2 x.
¢ he knew how
3'..-”'" wb‘:::.np bravely for his wife's

.“1.' bat t to grasp the sad
t wae 00 easy
story. Armstrong had been s well to do
geardoer, with a pleasant little houew and &
snog sum of money in the bank; buw
the D ctor inferred even then, be ba
warried 8 women much his enperior in
character and station, whose friends
looked down upom bim, snd thought he
could never do anything worthy of her,
Wheu the Lawyer told his plau-ible story
and showed bis well-planned map—when
ho described his pos-eseions, to be sold st
s very low figure, because, as the evil
owner dared to aflirm, he must be with his
aged Iuwu fo Nottingbsmshire daring
their declining years—Reaben was only
too resdy to drop into the vet.
They told bis wife—bis “poor Either”
—pothing that pight. Indeed, she was
too ill to notice that they moved her from
the tavern to the cabin next door, which
was their home. Io tbat tavern Reuben
declared she should not stsy one hour.
That night the first snows fell, sbutting
of Gumorrsh f.r the winter from auy
irtercourse with the outer world, and for
weeks the Doctor strove sgaiust sll odde
to save Esther Armetrong’s life. Bat for
her Rueben would soon bave sunk to the
level of bis neighbors—not in sin, bat in
ivertls, He seemed to have no coursge
left to begin life over u ; he was sure
that Ether must die, then there would
be no use of bis living. Hespent his time
in watching beside her, doiny everytbing
about the house for her that was possible;
refusing all help save the physiciau’s and
only accepting that because he could not
avold it,
When the Doctor eame in to ses E«ther
on the morning sfter her arrival, Reuben
had made the Room as comfortable as he
could with the furuitare which they had
brought from home, and Esther was lying
in her bed, everything white about ber,
and she herself lookivg more pure and
white then even the falling snow without.
“Am [ very ill1” she asked calmly; and
hefore the grave eyes bent upon bim the
Doctor could return no answer but the
truth.
“You are a very sick woman, Mrs.
Armstrong,” he said, “but I hope we may
see wn pull throagh bravely yet.”
“Will you ask the priest to come to
me 1" she said.
The Doctor started to hls feet and
made a rapid stride acroes the room. It
brought bim face to face with a crucifix,
a piciure, and a rosary,
“Madam,” he esid reverently—she
ssemed to him like o saint as she lay thore
—*do you kuow what sort of a place you
are in] We have mo such beings as
prieats here.”
“Oh !" she replied serenely, “you must
mistake. Mr. Lazell certainly told ue
that there was one. We would never have
come else.”
The Doctor bit bis lip to keep back the
oath which rose. “Mr. Lezell, as you call
bim, lied, madam,’’
She asked no questions, but her search.
ing eyee drew the truth from him, Sooner
or later she must know all. Before that
holy calm a tempting desire cams over
bim to try how deep her religivus feeling
really was,
“Madam,” he said, “you call this place
Gold City, but we koow it as Gomorrah
There is no priest within miles of us, God
ien’t here at all,”
She pressed her hards hard against her
heart, He felt that she shrank from him
inwardly.
“I+ there any woman who will come to
me 1" she asked,
“There is not one who s fit to touch
you,” be replied—*not one. We do not
know what goodness is, You have been
deceived into cvming here, Now, if you
love your bucbsud, live for bim ; for
nothing else can keep him from bewg like
the rest of us.”
“You are mistaken,” she said gravely.
“You do not know my husband. But,
Ductor, if I muet die, will you promise
me to send in time for & priest §”
The D .ctor btd back an oath, If “Mr.
Lagell” bad been there at that mowent,
not even Esther's presence could have
saved him from the hatred of nine
wretched years kindled that day into re-
lentiess fury. The Dustor had known
enovgh of Catholics at home—@od help
him ! but bis bad been Catholic baptism
in his babyhood—to fear the «ffect on her
of what he had to eay. Had 1t been of
any uee, he would have lied to her; but
the ueXl nelglibur entering would nave
revealed all.
“There is no priest near us,” he replied.
“and it is imposible to get omein the
winter.”
Bhe put her hand quickly to her heart
again, “God’s will be done,” she said
slowly; “God’s will be done” over and
over and over again, They could mot
stop her. Reuben beggea her to hear
him, to rest, to grow caim, but it was of
no avall-  All day Jong, sud far into the
night, she toseed in fever, delirions always,
but her holy sclf even in her delirlum.
Now she sang suatches of hymns, aud now

g | su exquisite etrain of some old ebant,

which the Doctor had heard in great
cathedrals, rose upon Gomorrah’s tainted
air; but oftenest she called for a priest, or
said: “God’s will be dome.” te that
night the fever abated a little, and she
opened her eyes calmly; bat it was only
to hear the clamor upon the night air of
stamping feet, ringing souuds like tank-
arde dashed on table or fl,or, the twang
aud clash of nolsy instruments, seraps of
vile soug, brawls and oaths and blows,
“What is it?” she cried, “Where are
wel Ob! I know;” and then ssnk into
delirlum again,

So for a week it lasted; then the fever
died away, leaving her like a shadow. She
made no complaint, never asked again for
& priest, never spuke again of death ; yet
the Doctor knew, as well as if he had seen
it, that hers was & broken heart. Bat
another life was bound up with her life,
and for its sake, as well as for Reuben's,

i she tried and prayed to live, It was plain

that her affsction for her husband was
intenee; no matter what his wenkness and
Imprudence had made her suffer, no one
ever knew her fail in her honor and her
love, and he seldom eaw her otherwise
than outwa dly cheer/ul for his dear sake,
What she endured perbaps only the Dog-
tor truly fathomed, and his sounding line
was far too short, Reuben was too

tor judged
nd‘cu to bim, even in bis degraded
life. Fallen as be was, he loathed it from
the very bottom of his heart; still, with
every gentlemanly instinct that was left
io bim, heshrank from the outeaste whow
be lived with datly, though knowing hiw.
self 0 be failen yot lower than they, By
his own sufferiug, from which be did not
try to escape; by his own horror of the
it whose vileners sickened him while atill
o chose to sink even deeper ia it, he
kuew somethiug of what it must be to
Esther’s pure heart to live in Gomorrah.
Something—tbat was all.

He and Reuben strove to keep sight
and sound of evil from her; yet all their
care could not banish at times strange
vieitors from ber bedeide—baggerd
women, flsunudng women, all of them
with evil tovgues; no care ¢ uld keep the
children always from dour or window, and
often she suw, by frosty dawn or at bhigh
noon or in the early twilight, wild, wolf-
1sh eyes staring at bher, gount fiugers
puinting, sud heard children’s voices speak
of her fu terms wherewith oaths and low
epithets were mixed—not through malice,
but because they knew no other way.

No oue knew what hours she lay awake
by day sand nigbt in one sgony of inter.
cession; and sbe herself, praying often and
boping sgeinst bope for the sucraments to

repare her soul for death, never knew
Koro into what union with her Lord that
paesion of prayer for souls was bringing
her, as bour by hour the awful days wore

on,

The Doctor saw her face, as it grew
more sharp and thin, grow more holy, till
be often felt unworthy to look upon it,
and wondered how Reuben Armstrong bad
ever won o treasyre of which it seemed
to him no mortal Man was worthy.

A poor, weak soul was Recuben’s truly,
in mau’s sight. But God aud the angels
must bave loved it with & special love,
God knew how earnestly tha’ sorrowfu!
heart implored that the light of its eyes
wigkt be taken from it,if o Esther might
escape from sufforing and enter into
peace ; and when night shut him in with
her slone, the angels heard how he strove
to drown the rot next door by prayers
aud litanies beside her, till often he slept
exhaueted on the nard floor by her bed.

But the cbildren most of all weighea
beavily upon Esther’s soul Even when
she could not see them she hesrd their
voices ; ever When she could not hear
them, she fancied how their lives were
speut, though even her keen fancy did not
reach the whole of the painful truth ; and
as the birthday of the Holy Child drew
nearer, she felt more keenly their ignor.
ence of ali sacred thivgs, shudderivg to
thiuk of her owii child being born in such
an atmosphere, then came to love thoere
little ones as if they were her very own,
and to plead for them with a mother’s
ineatiable pleading.

E ght days before Christmas they lald
her baby in her arms and saw her smile a
bappy mother’s smile. E ght days they
hived in trembling hope, Ou Corfstiuss
morning the Doctor eaw the dreaded un-
mistekablesigu of fever. She had wakened
very bright, Reuben eaid, and very early,
with worde of Christmas j 'y, as it she had
forgotten where they were, and fancied it
was ho'ue  Then some tound from the
tavern had brought back the truth ; there
hsd come the quick psin at her heart, and
then delirum. All day long she talked—
there was no poseibility of silcucitg her.
She, s0 tender of others, now with no
control over herself, laid her whole beart
bare ; avd they, who thought they had
known and prized her well, knew ae if for
the first time what a eaint of God bad
been amorg them—prayers for ber hus
band and for ber baby, but not for them
alonb : prayers for every soul in that place
of death; people named by uame oi whom
they would bave rupposed she had never
heard, but for whom she pleaded as it for
ber own flesh and biood ; esger, loving
most frequent supplication for the little
children ; prayers for the very man who
bad lured them from their happy home ;
intencest pleading for pity and pardon for
his and all these souls,

“Didst Thou not die for them, Jesus,
my Jesue—for them as well as for mef
Save them with me, save them with me—
with me,my Jesue ! By Thy Sacred Heart
that broke for us, save us, have mercy on
ue!” And then, over and over, as if with
some peculiar, long sustained intention
or compict, “Remember, O most pions
Virgin Mary ! Remember, remember |”

And there was one frequent supplica
tlon in which no name was mentioned, as
if it were borne zo corstantly from ber
heart to the Sacred Heart that she had
ceased to need to speak the name : “Gain
thyeself that sou), my Jesns, By the Cross,
thyllgent. thy Mother, g:in thyself that
wou "

They heard only one petition for her.
self, but that so anguished, so desperate,
that the strong man broke into sobs to
hear it : one hungry cry for God's holy
sacraments, for God’s anointed priest, to
come to her before her death, yet never
uttered without a more intense prayer
atill—"My God, my God, Thy will be done,
Thy wilbe done;” and even that was
entirely merged at last in her prayers for
those who had made her life one long
agony at its close.

Suddenly she sat straight up in her bed,
her eyes blazing ae if with an uneartbly,
reflected lignt, her cheeks brilliant with
more than the fever fluesh,

“Hark, hork, hark |” she sald, with a
ring of ecstatic joy through every word.
Do you not hear the sacring bell ! Kueel,
all of you, The ?rien comes—comes with
my Lord at last.”

Her eyes were fixed upon the door that
no haud opened, yet she seemed to watch
some one enter, and to see some one draw
nearer, nearer to ber, and she folded her
hands reverently, and bent her head as if
in edoration, They understood: she
believed a priest was there; and they, see-
ing nothing, hearing nothing, of what she
evidently was eure she saw and heard—
they who watched her fell down upon
their knees and hid their faces as in some
divine presence, The next words that
broke the sullness were the words of a
dyiog penitent alone with a priest of God;
“I confess to Almighty God and to you,
my father,”

Steaoily, as if for weeks she had pre.
pared her soul for this in faith and pen.
ance, Either Armstrong made her dying
confession, with a con'rition sore as if «he

were the lowest slnner in Gomorrab’s
deptha of sin, and then craved absolution

bumbly sad in tears, When there was

aad they dared to look at her, she
was lyiog back smong ber whis-
pering, “Forgiven, forgiven 1”

They moved to give her nourlshment,
and the movement roused ber, though
not to recognition. Bhe started up onoe
more, liftivg ber band,

“Hark, bark 1" she sald sgain. “Do
you not hear him1 He issaying Mass, and
they sing sweetly as angels

All round the world, that Christmas
day, ove eong of praise was rising, ove
pure offering was offered up to Him who
was born aud given for us on that day.
Graud cathedrals were ablaze with lights
snd rich with bloom; far down the cholr
the a!tar tapers shone like stars through
clouds of incense waving upward to the
freited roof, and the full tide of chant
swelled bigh to join the chant of sngels;
in lowly cbapel as in great cathedral the
priest of Gud and the people of God
sdored the Holy Babe upon his Mother's
breast, In Gomorrab, in a decayin
chapel, whbile oath and brawl sound
without, one soul beard sersphie music
which no other ear could hear; one soul
bebeld & Priest whom no other eye could
sce—joined in his offeriug of the tre-
mendous Sascrifice. For an hour, upheld
by superbuman streugth, she kaelt up-
rn.;lnl rapt in an ecetasy of spiritual com-
munion that grew too deep for prayer.
Whean the clock struck tweive, she sald
slowly, *‘Ite misss est ; Doo gratias ;" then
with & long drawn, rapturous sigh, lay
down again, but not as if she knew or re-
membered husbaund or child or friend,

The Doctor lett her then, but at the
clese of the dl‘ he was summoned bastily,
to ses now without mistake that the battle
of her life was almoat ended.

“Stay with her, Doctor,” Reunben
pleaded. “It's a sore struggle. Try some-
thing mere.”

“] can't stay, man,” he anewered
“There §» no more to do. I'd give my
right band to save her ; but Ican’s see her
suffer and be unable to help her, She’s
the only white soul here, and now she is
H(ll’l!, »

He tarned to the bedside, and stood
silently looking at the face with the dread
shadowonit Suddenly opening her eyes,
ber gaze fell first on him, and, startled out
of her usual composure, she gave an irre-
preseible shudder. He understood what
it meant. Sbhe had treated him always
with perfect courtesy and coufidence as
her phyeician and true friend ; he knew—
for there had not been wanting those to
tell bim of it—tbat she had silenced with
diguified rebuke the evil tales that more
thban vne bad tried to tell her of him, not
because tbey disliked him, but because
they loved to talk. But he knew also,
what they did not, that in her pure hears
she shirank from bim, that bis very pree-
ence was loathsome to her ; and there bad
beeu times when, in her bodily weakneess,
she had been unable to eontrol her aver-
eion to hisslightest touch. He had borne
it quietly, humbling as it was, but it was
doubly bitter to bear at the verv last.

“I will bid you goed-night, Mre, Arm-
strong,” he said, trying hard to steady his
voice. “You will not want me any more
this evening, I think.”

“Good bye, Doctor,” she said, and he
suw that she knew all,

“You wiil not want me,” he repeated
mechanically,

“lL want you—there,” che answered with
a greateffort, “P.owlse me that you will
be there

He did not speak.

*Promire,” she repeated, and the tone
brought bsck the memory of her prayers
that morping. “lam dying—dyicg ; and
yet I cannot die, Night and day I prayed
it: ‘Gsin Thyeelf thai soul, my Jesus, By
thy Cross, Tny Mother, Thy broken
Heart, gain Thyself that soul.’ I prayed
aud prayed it ; I am worn out with the
praying, and yet I caunot die, Promise
we to be there.”

The sweat stood on his forehead in
great drops. “You do not know what
you ask,”” he cried. “There are sine
evough upon me withont adding that of
» broken vow to you, and here there is no
saving a soul like mine,”

She did not answer him. She lifted up
her eyes, away from him, away from earth,
to God.

“Sacred Heart of my Jesus,” she prayed
in agony, “win this soul, aud let me die.”

For weeke he had kept himeself sober
snd decent for her sake; nmow he had
thought to rush out from her presence, to
drown his grief in viler sin than ever;
and, lo! she was sill holding him, was
binding eternal chains upon him, to draw
bim away from corruption uato God. As
s physician he knew that it was a case
where & mighty wili alone was keeping
life in a body nearly dead ; it would have
been an awful sight to see, even had he ne
interest in it. She was living only to win
him untoimmortal iife. Angelsand devils
may well have stood still before that
ttruggle, where one dauntless soul at the
point of death held Satan’s power at bay.

“I promise,” he said at last, as if the
worde were wraung from him: “Bat pray
for me always,”

“The Mother of God prays for you,” she
eald with etrange emphasis. “Call upon
Jewus and Mary night and day., You will
not need me,"”

And then he eaw that she needed him
no longer, thought of him no longer, and
he went away.

Reuben Armstrong shut and locked the
door behind him. There was no more
that sclence or ekill could do. Now, for
one brief-hour, Esther was his alone. The
eyes which the Doctor had seen grow dim
to bim lit up with untired affection as
Reuben drew near the bed; a look of rest
came over her, and she signed to him to
lay ber baby on her arm.

My baby, my little Christmas baby,”
she murmured tenderly. “Did the priest
baptize her this morning, Reuben? Oh!
how could you overlook it, dear? Then
you must doit. Now—now!”

There was an exci:ed ring in her voice,
and Reuben hastened to do at once what
he had felt from the first must eoon be
done; for the baby’s life evidently hung
upon a thread. A few drops of water, a
few divice words, and Esther's eyes shone
exultingly upon her child,

“8he will never be anything but God’s
child,” she said. *“Oh! I am glad she can-
not live. It is the other children, that
are n’o: his, that you muet care for, Reu-
ben,’ 5

“No, no !” he crled. “No, Esther, I
cannot live without you.”

“Listen, Reuben,” she said. Lyin’
there with her child upon her arm, sh

He wants 15.’ You must live and not die

—for Him
“0O Edther!” he sobbed, “not without
you——not without you.”
“Yes, Rouben, without me—all slone.
My darling, my dnlln:, save these liitle
ohi(l)dnn'n souls ::r“ Guh.” ‘ P
e ter she e, on that |
holy nI:::,‘ through mﬂ'. lips, and
touched and won her husband’s wounded

beart, .

“] will, Estber,” he sobbed, “I will try
hard ;” avd even then, upon that solemn
parting, aif to stamp the promise with an
swful seal, the tavern clamor broke shrill
snd vile upon the Christmas alr,

How long it was that she spoke mo
word—wrapped for the last time in her
pascion - of intercession—Reunben did not
notice; he only kmelt on beside her, living
upon every breath she draw. Bat, at the
turn of the night, she looked fall at him,
clasped both bands in hers, spoke s0
that the voice and the words rang in his
heart through all his after life—spoke not
to him, but for him, and her words were
those of the Memorare. Then, like one
who has laid down for ever in most safe
and tender keeping's heavy hurdea burne
long and painfully, she crossed her hands
upon laer beart, but not now as if io pain ;
a 100k of glad surprise came upon her face.

“Hark !"” she said. “He s coming agan.
My Lord and my God !”

hen the Doctor entered Reuben’s
cabin next morning, he found it in perfect
order—:he baby asieep in its cradle beside
the hearth ; Esther lyivg n & sort of
faveral state, all done for her that could
be done; wd beside her knelt Reuben,
whom the Doctor scarcely recoguized at
firet for the change upon bim In that
night he had become an old man, aud his
friend believed that but for the baby’s
sake he would have died ; yet two days
later, the baby died, and st1l! Reuben lived.

“A poor fool I people called him, He
had lost all interest in temporal matters,
seemed hardly to koow the use of money,
and barely supporied himself by the odd
bits of work which he did for the idle
women from hounse to house, Soomn, how
ever, they discovered that he had one
talent, and that was for mensging chil-
dren. A woman one day suggested to
him that he should “bide at home, and
mind some babies for ’em to keep ’em
out of harm’s way ; and he might teach
the five.year-olds their letters, too—briog
fit for naught elee,” she adoed in a tone ss
clear as that she used for the otaer words;
but Reuben did not mind.

The propossl met with general favor ;
the women promised to supply him with
meals from their own poor tables, *‘better
than he’d get hieself, anyhow,” they said ;
and that was all he needed to keep him
through the winter,

It seemed at first sight a very forlorn
life, Where others less carelees and
simple could bave lived in comfort, he
lived in cold snd hubger; one by one
everything which be had brough: from his
distant home dieappeared—given away to
people in distrees, or yielded without

uestion to exorbitant and unfounded
gumlndc. Yet that bare, poverty stricken
room grew to be the one fair place in
Gomorrah, There, for long boure of the
winter days, might be seen a cluster of
children gathered about & man who seemed
in some respects as much a child as sny
of them, aud who taught them to ba tidy
and affectionate and good, A few learned
their letters, but many learned their
prayers,and the babies often eaid for their
first word the name of Jesue, and all came
te gaze lovingly upon the erucifix, and
touch with pitying reverence the wourded
bands and feet. Oiten the parents heard
feom childish lips the story of the Infant
Saviour. No home now with a child in
it where Sunday was not knewn. Men
and women, large boys and girle, swore
aud fought in the streets still, but it
souon became a rare sight to see a little
child so forget itself ; it wou'd make Mas.
ter Rewuben sorry, and he sald that it made
the Heart of Jesus bleed. No one stopped
him at such work ; he waa too poor & fool
for them to mind bim.

But he bad another work with which
they meddled much. The prowmise which
the Doctor had made by Esther's death
bed was not forgotten by him who made
it, bat it was broken again and sgein. His
own lower nature which had ruled him
all his life would have been enough, and
more than emough, for such & man to
struggle agesinst ; but, beeides that, the
fiends in human shape who peopled
Gomorrah seemed leagued with invisible
evii ones t0 work his utter rain, They
ecoffed at his feeble ¢fforts to do right;
they lured him or they maddened bim—it
waa all one to them—iuto the old hannta
of temptations; and the very efforts which
he made to escape, the very memory of
Esther’s words and holy lpoke, the very
thought of Eurlty and self control, seemed
to make the evil deadlier and grosser,
when, after sore struggle, he gave way.

And be did struggle, be did pray, poor
eul! There were hours when he lay
upon the earth in seme cold hut or in the
open air, fighting, it seemed te bim, with
no less than Satan’s self. But he had
been & elave to self too long and too delib-
erately to be able to gain freedom eaaily.
Scenes of the past rose before him; he
knew himself in his true degradation,
8ins about which a kind of larid fascina-
tlon can be thrown in books or real life for
& time he saw more and more plainly in
their astual shape and color, nns it drove
bim mad with diegust and shame., Fow
were daring enough that winter to trust
their sick folk to his skill. For days
together he would join in riot and
carousal, till delirium tremens follow
;I‘ld then strong men fled in fear before

m

But when that time came, and houses
were locked tight and no one clse dared
face him as he went raging about the
town, falling on the uneven sireets, bruis.
ing and wounding himeelf, there was one
who did go out to meet him. A tottering,
feeble creature weut meekly forth, stood
in his path, took blowsand carses withont
resistance, and presently—no one knew
by wbat magic spell—led him to his own
poor cabin and locked himeelf in with
him alone.

That was the reason why Master Reuben
never did what his tender and lonely
heart yearned to do—to make a home for
the orpban children of Gomorrah. No

was there; no one eles must be exposed b0
the dangers he had to meet. But the
room where they had watched the mye
terious jy of Etber's Christmas feast
saw far other sights and ecboed to far
other sounds than sngel music as the win-
ter wore awsy, There were mornisge
when no children eame to Rvuben's house,
when some woman more piiful, some men
more brave than the others, crept near
and laid food on the threshoid, then fled
away to tell in trembling of the orice m&
bad heard as of some wild beast mad wil
fury, or some lost eoul shricking in the
torment of despair. Sometimes, tvo, tw
tuld of blows or nolses like a heavy fall;
and often, when Rcuben ceme smeng
them again, he bore marks that proved the
stories true, but they never learned the
cause from him,

Aud he—as the winter passed, the only
traly bappy faces that Gomorrah saw were
Reuben Acmeteong's snd little children's,
By aud by they heard hiwm siug sweet
caols aud hymus snd cbante; he taught
the children to sing with him, and nox o
lead them down the etrecss, aud inte the
suowy ficlds, and to visit Either's rave,
to the sound of holy sovg. People
stopped in many an evil deed or word to
listen; then left the word unsaid, the deed
uundone. It csme to be a fashiom in
Gomorrah te stroll to Reuben's cabin of &
Sauday to see bow joyfully the chiidren
kept the day, Nay, it was even kuowm
that once & whole party at the tavern bad
left their drinking cups, to stand for sn
hour at the next duor, listening to the
music. Tiuly, good and evil were ia
strange coutrasi that winter in the almost
forgotten place which had no intercousse
with ithe outer world, There was &
world, unseen, in which it was remem-
bered night and day.

At leugth they asked Reaben why he
looked s0 happy, and he answered: *It
fs almost spilng Then the priest wiil
come,” Aud when they laughed and
asked him how he koew, he answered
smoly : “God will send bim.”

When the snow began to melt and the
streams ran gaily down the hiliside, aud
grsse was green, one week, remembered
for years after in that region, the whele
nlace rang with the astory of & carousal
which even Gomorrah wondered at; the
whole place waited to see whethef the
Doctor or Rsuben would ever come forth
alive from thelr sclf.imposed prison,
"When Reuben opened his door again, and
gathered his childrem round him, there
was a look of peculisr expeciation on his
face. He greeted each child with spesial
gladnees, aud told one of the mothers that
he was quite sure the priest was eomio
very soon, “for we need him a good d
now,” he said.

That afternoon there came into Gomor-
rah a man wearing the religious babit, aad
a:ked at the tavern if a Mrs. Armstrong
was living 1n that place

Sylesstared at him blankly, “Whatdo
you know of her 1’ he eaid.

“l met some one,” the priest answered,
“while on my way to the States, who
begged me, if [ ever came this way, to fiad
such & woman and yive her a message from
himm.  Is ehe hera 7"’

“Dead,” said Syles briefly,

“She had & busband. Where is he 1"

“Next door with & madman. We leave
bim aloune ench times.”

*No, no, Parson,” said & lounger near
by. “Where've ye been that ye haven’t
heard 1 Ductor’s out of his fit to-day, and
Reuben’s got his school sgsin. I'il take
yethere, etranger. It’s a sight we’re prond
of in Gomorrah ”

Ouat of the tavern into the filthy street,
followed by a dczen or more wretches, the
priest went radly with & load upon his
heart. The horrors he had eeen already
were enough to sicken him ; he wondered
what new evils he would meet with now
of which Gemorrah was proud.

“Toey’re ueed to epectators,” eald Ms
guide, “We watch ’em as we like. Doer
or wicdow—"taint no difference to them ;
we ain'c particular bere.”

It was a bare, small room, with a table
and some benches, an empty fireplace,
beside i:a powerfully built man trembit
and orying by bimeelf, like one nanerv
by some long illness ; on one wall was &
print of the Blessed Babe and the Holy
Mother, and below this was a crucifix.
Pacing these was a bazd of twenty little
children in sofled and ragged garmenmts,
but with clean bands and faces, tee
absorbed by what was being said to them
to heed what passed without. All eyes
were fixed on a small man with & great
fresh cut across his forehead and a brufsed
and very simple face,

“Yes, children,” he was saying, “it was
the blessed Child Jesus who was bora em
Christmas night. He loves us all very
much indeed, and of course we all want te
love Him. Some time He is going te
send His priest here to baptise you ; them
what will you all be 1"

“God’s little children.” The amswer
rose rweetly and with a kind of merrimeat
from every lip, and Reuben’s face shome,

“Surely, surely,” he esaid. “Now we
will sing, because we love Him and want
to thank Him. Yes, [ know the song you
want—‘Fhe Three Poor Shepherds,’

*“We were but three poor shepherds,
All keeplng our flocks by night,
When Monseigner tue blessed angel

Came suddeniy into sight—

““Cams suddenly through the darkaess,
While a glory roand him fell ;

1 wou not 17 it were Michael
Or the Angel Gabriel.

“But his voloe waslike a trampet,
™o fail, aud glad. and true;

‘Listen,’ he said, ‘my children :
There is govd mews for you =

“Good news for men and maidens,
A great, giad gift for tnem ;

For the faire Sire Curist, the blessed,
1s boru in Bethlenem.’

0‘, Then & Gloria in Ezecelsis

They suug with glad accord ;
Peace and good- wiil to sll mankind
From the Sire uarist the Lord.

And unto a lowly stable
Silenuly went we three,

Ana there the kine, eash in its siall,
Was on a benued knee-

““And there was Messire 8t. Josepk;
And Mary the mother lay,

With the Holy Child,in swaddling bands,
All on & cushlon of hay,

“Ench dumb beast 1o0ked in our fases,
Our swooh L iy she ratced b
ar adye she ralse ar eyes
Andsmiled rr’mt.undorly. ot

“!Ah | faire Sire Ghrist,’ all hamb!
We orled with urgent 'plu, bl

‘Anueal us now of thy great mersie,
For that we are 80 glad of thee.

one but bimeelf must be allowed to see
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“Bo o.ytally and with gladness
Al{ s0flly we wentour wsv,
And with mauy an ols T's Deum

We tell the tale to-day.”

Then once more, like a ch
even the childzen juet begiun!
seemed to know in part :

«For that we are gla: and joyful

Thaet gOOU ¢ ay s ure beguu,
That! the great God for u biessing

Huth sent us His falre Coiide &

The door opened slowly &
which all ears could hear eaid
“Pas vobiscum”’ The good da

gun.

Strenge how calmly they ¢
him ! Recuben never ssked b
eame there; he bad looked fu
prayed for bim a long while,
there at lsst. Gud, of cours
bim. One by one hebrought ¢
te rpeak with him, and $0 bav
nounce on their fitness to be
chiléren; snd the tears stood ix
e)es as heo listened to their #im
avawers, that witnersed to wh
werk of faith bad been. Whe

yme away to their homes, wh

et homes to them than Re
wae, Reuben came to the prie
a8 a1y one of them had com
to be sliowed to make confes

#You'll stay here and be go
he esid roothingly. “I ebail
the other room, and I've loc]
hard.”

The Doctor made a tort
sesent,

“He’s juet bad & very sa
plained R-uben, “and he nee
much, father. By axd by p
speak toyou.” ‘

How wonderful to listen, |
of revenge and murder, to Re
beief confersion—n0 compisi
mets, 10 apger, except that fo
had felt hatred toward scme
whom, bowever, be brougk
tlon, snd for this ein be feit
teition,

“] met lately,” the prieet
when the confession was |
marking with care the «ff:
would bave, a man known
Lesell,” :

Reuben gave a start as of jo
snd would have spuken, b
sontinued :

] saw him die a felon’sd
gallowe,”

“No, no !” cried Reuben
one might bave tuppoeed be
of & bhorher’s shametul deat
fitker”

“It was & just punichme:
replied,

“No,no !" erled Reuben,
knew this place, They do
here )Jike other people, or )
but Gud +aved his poor 8oV

“He spoke to me,” raid 1}
wemesn nemed Esther 2
whbcm be bad done a great
zot that true §”

“He did not understand
with rorrowful compaesior
he did not understand wha
besaure, you know, be coul
her. Ard he did not see
here ; they have such ba

poor things.”

“He said he could not fo
something alwaye reminde
Hebegged me to find her o
to forgive bim.”

+She died,” sald Reuben
fergsvebim. She prayed |
dea), I thivk,”

“God auswered ber, th
said, “I trust that be rep

A great ight of joy we
ben’s face, “Then be will
he exclaimed triumpbant;

“But you,” the priest s
forgive bim 7

11" repeated Reuben
losk. “O father! it wae
me; I was ungr{ with hix
it was my fault, reslly,
pever blamed me; I wi
fatker, or I pever shoul

Ber here.”

Avd e0 Reuben Armi

himeelf bis lifelovg title b

a fool, indced, that he ba

he bad anything to forgive

The next day Reuben
floek of little ones gathere

Shepberd’s fold; and ther

fice was ctlered up,and R

strerg hened by the Divi

The Doctor bad sullen
presest. Reuben found
turp, lying face downwa
fleor, the picture of derp
~ “There is no hope,” he

%en kpelt by him, sand

have recourse to confes

drink—notbiog but drin
it. I cannot eave myeelf

“That's true enough,
“You ecsn’t, and I can
You keep saying tbat
everything about you, ¢
deersard that God will n
But he hae sent His pries
need pot be afraid to
bim. You mues not b
he bas the power to hea
what @od says.”

Like one driven to
Doctor turned to the w
Reuben in the next roon

rayed, while in the pl

‘Id made her last conl

who was Indeed of “the

made his firet.

Truly, the Sacramen
divine and awful thing,
they who vilify and ¢
sent it know not whi
burden of rouls which ¢
in the far West bas to t
slonsl is & tremendous o
been in prison-bhulke
through all the minin,
fornia and Arizons, yet
eaee 80 desperate as tha
where hope reemed so b
for better things so
But the poor penitent, |
eut reserve he revesled
kept recret, as well o

known of men md |

keen relief through al
pted somewhat of the
sacrament of bless



