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THE SUPPER OF £T. GREGORY.

A tale for Roman guides to telf

To careless, sight-worn travellers atill,
Whao pause beside the narrow cell

Of Gregory onthe Ceelian Hill

One day before the monk’s door eame
A beogar, stretehivg empty palms,

Fainting and fast-sick. in the name
Of the Most Holy asking alms.

And the monk answered: ©* All | have
In this poor cellof mine [ give,
The silver enp my mother gave:
In Christ's name tuko thou it, and live.™

Years passed ¢ and, ealled at last to bear
The pastoral erook and keyvs of Rome,
The poor mank. in 8t. Peter's chair,
Sat the crowned lord of Christendom.

* Propare a feast.” S1, Gregory eried,

‘ And lot twelve begzars sit thereat,”™
The begears came. and one beside,

An unknoewn stranger, with them sat.,

“ I asked thee nnt.” the Pontiff spake.
“ O steanger s but i need be thine,
1 bid thee wele for ithe sake
Of Him who is Lied and mine.™

A grave. calin face the straveer raised.
dke Hiz whooon Grennesaret trad,

iz on whom the Chalideans gared,
furi was a5 the Sonef God,

Luve risen, und hloom
wers of heaven,

sneh whom

With his twelve
Prone antheir fhe
Their oyes -

He walks

And ai
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THE KISSING BRIDGE.

A LEGEND O ALBANY,

# We are coming to it soen,” said he.

“To what !’ satd the very mouse-like little
Puritan maiden at bis »ide, with a rising color
in her cheeks, and a dimming of the furtive
sparkle of hier watehfui, halt-scared eyes.

*“To the bridge,” said Le, composedly, but
with a slightly increased fiush to his cheek, and
a momentary resiraint in his off-hand gallant
manner,

“This is a bridge,” said she, innocently
enough, stopping «t the 1irst snow-covered
plank of it with a littie ook of hesitation.

“ Tivs is noibing,” said he, carelessly, stop-
ping bimself teo, and half turning round.
‘“They don’t count this one. Itis the other,
that we are just coming tn.”

““Why, whut then ¥ What about the other ?
Is it not safe 17

AL seid the tell yoang gallant, with a
meamug *nile, ““ that much depeuds on what
you mean by safi-. 1t is calied here the Kissing
Bridge. Do you pot krow of it? Are you
such a stranger here !’

1 think 1 will go back now,” she said, with
a little gasp asif for breath. ** Yes, I have
heard of 11, but I did not suppose that we should
have to cross it on our way.”

““My dear child,” he said, breaking at once
and for all through any thin sccial ice that
wight exist between their better understand.-
ing, and assuming a pgrand protecting air,
‘“the awijul toll on that particular bridge is not
like that on wiost bridges, where you have either
to pay it or else go back. In this case it is quite
optional : you pay or uct as you think best. To
tell the truth,” said he, becoming more reassur-
ing stil), ** I think it is ouly understoad to Le
a frolic between those wio are lovers, or at least
great friends ;" aud he began to move slowly
torward, as if he of course expected her to follow,
op those very liberal and xate terms.

The inouse-colered maiden crept slowly on
beside hum, with rather « hestiating and waver-
1ng step, gazing on anxiously ahead toward the
1nnoceut snow-covered little structure that bore
such au awful reputation. If he had called it
the ‘‘pallows-tree” w1 onee, it could scarcely
bave flnttered her tittle heart more,

And who was she, this little specimen of
slightly nutigated New England Puritanism ;
and what wus the doiug 1 roistering Albany, in
the sull Dutchified province of Yew York,
among the festivest of the festive, and in the
thick of the New Year junketings? She was
little Rushy Gray, from Piovidence, and she was
on a vizit to upcles, aunts, and cousing whom
her good people still loved, although they often
mourped 1o thiuk thas they were getting more
and more worldiy, and their ways were scarcely
BOW the ways of their grandfathers. Even Ruth
hergelf had, from a very child, shown strange
litte bits of waywardness and mutiny from the
Iron rule of her fathers. Her mother died when

‘she was achild, and ler father, a bluil sea.

captain, who, in moments of anger, had a way
af quoting Seripture to his crew that was in.
finitely more withering to them than the usual
maritime profanity, doted on this little lone
mouse of his in a way that often brought his
tenderness under the Lan of sermonizing from
his elders of the church., Ruth had no trouble
at all in getting her father's permission to goon
a visit to his worldlyish, easy-going, mouey-
making brother in Albany ; a friendly skipper
thither bound with a cargo of New England
rum took charge of her sale passage gludly.

Her auuts and cousius were deeply amused
at first with all her prim, staid little ways, and
with her still more prim and starched little cos.
tumes. No attempt, however, was made to add
a ribbon or a bit of lace to her dress, or to mo-
dify in any way her ideas of propricty ; rather
at tirst did the place take on a little of her sober
toue, though, truth to say, she did not crave it,

wishing to be good fellow with the rest, she al-

a lit’le wider, and the wutinous erinkle of her
gold-brown hair to relax from the swooth.as-it-
could-be-brushed parting down esch side of her
fair brow to now and then a little tendril of a
rebellions crrl that went as it listed,  The rigid

vot long after a ! .
stitehing around the hems,  She a'so took kind-
Iy toa stray pucker and frill about her staid,

tle

shees ; and as for the bewitching lit

{

ther, it wouid be flat {ousualt
inot to wear it 1 and she in
i fis o pair of gradly sarsenet
it A thesa lttle gradual

anst crielty to him
time even let them

i
;
i
iing to ihowe about ber,
i

jox, but her elder anuts and unchs
somewhat
If her goad futhar could

retarzed to her
aud his rigid friends.

yor

“ What a pity your father couldn’t ceme too !

wight ensue theretrom with & wistful smile, they
still frit that any wishes they might have about
the father’sipfluence did not mu«h alter the ac.
count they might be called on to render to him
for the taking on of unhallowed furbelows on
the part of the davghter,

Among Ruil's leiden cousins there were
some four or five mare or less engaged, some
otliers about to be engaged, one or two states of
affection that would puzzle an anxious parent
to put a nawe to, and in view of all this gush.
ing condition of the atfections, and the hilarious
season, there was such a general and unblush-
ing practice of good-uatured kissing that poor
Ruih, whose ideas of this art, or pastime, or
seisnce, or sin, whichever you choose to call it,
had gone from state to state of scandalization
and outraged proprictics until she had finally
acrepted the inevitable as best she could, so
long as she, barring female cousing, could be
lefr out.

The aunts and uncles, with a remnant of pro-
priety, bad made the thoughtless consins prom-
ise not to put Ruth in the way of the ordeal of
the Kissing Bridge, and they had so far kept the
promise well.  The proper uneles and aunts
meant that Ruth shoald fully enjoy herself,
but if there might be a line diawn anywhere,
their united consciences said it shonld be at the
first plauk of that bridge. She, poor girl, had
hcartrmnch of it, and after the first shock had
kindly accepted it as one of the customs of the
country ; and even when she somewhat severely
said that they didn’t do such things in Provi-
dence, she mentally tempered the severity by
vaguely wishing they could, now and then, if it
was as nice as the girls and boys made out. Of
kissing or being kissed, except in the way of
now and then a hearty smack from her father
in an expansive mood, or the careful emwbraces of
cousins or aunts, who seemed anxious not to
crumple her nicely starched pinner, poor Ruth
knew nothing except by reports, which at that
gushing season of the year, as we said before,
were rather loud and common.

And now she wassuddenly brought face to face,
if not with the actual thing, at least with the
possibilitics of it,

And the tall eavalier by Lier side in the snow ?
— Miles Foxeroft, so called. Not much was
kiown of him, except as a friend of one of the
*engaged” youths hovering about the youngest
and prettiest consin.

¢ My friend Miles,” was all the introduction
that Gerrit Schuler, the engaged youth, vouch-
safed, over a week previous to our introduction
10 him, and not much more was asked of Gerrit,
who, in good truth, had little more to tell.
They had met in New York, and having many
points not at all in common, had at once sworn
eternal friendship. Ono was the open vessel ;
the other was the wine that poured into it.
Wine? Well, scarcely that; it wus rather a
mixture, with little of the true grape in it; but
it satisfied the friendly thirst of Gerrit, He
loved a hero, and, according to many asccounts
—Foxeroft's most of all—this was the hero.
Under oaths of strict secrecy deeds were re.
counted, as they - untered about st midnight,

that thrilled the v ©y marrow of the eager list-
ener—dark hints -+ half-unwitting pirecy, quite

or even strongly ddesive it on the contrary,!

little white arrons had soon a little pocket, and |
little embroidery of whits |

severe black hood, and a wiler and a mare ag- !
greasively tied Low at the instep of ber nusset
mutl,
trimmed with mink that her good uncle bought |

Hows to each end of
changes or develop- |

Her vounger and more |
thouzhtless brood of cousius and .« cusins’ {riends
hailed vach new bow and ribben with hilarious !
thought :
Userieusly of the day when she would have to be !
strait Lieed father

be with her and follow her pliant ways with a !
like relaxation of bis rigidity, that wonld be an-
other thing ; but when they woull say 1o her,:

and she would look at the complications that !

excusable murder, and pardonable villainies of
every kind ; these, illustrated with narmatives of
hair-breadth escapes and thrilling adventures of
a more ordinary kiud by ilood and field, stories
of a weird and ghastly kind, were never want.
ing to till the porons natures whom he thought
likely to credit him. There was a happy scar,
au ugly welt across his temple, that would al-
ways be brought in as an indisputable proof of
combats with pirates, or with ludians, or with
anybody who at that moment figured ag the
| enemy.

Few doubted these stories, as he was very
! careful i the matter of his audience, but when
{ he did happen to mistske his man that man
| generally (roubt(-d him enormously, sear not.
i withstanding. Little dit he care; he knew
! that the world was wide, aud inquiring minds
jwero fow compared with the absorbent and
j trusting natures.
5
1]

Gerrit had told a certain few of hiy friend’s
eseapades, not enough to get him into serious
S trouble, but rather to increase the geseral
"maidens. Ruth had had a carefully vevised
i edition of his carcer retailed to her for Lier own
¢ personal admiration.  To her it was like o fuiry
tale ; it was the oue peep into enchanted laud
that her young eyes nad opened to. The il
grim’s Progress had hitherto been her ondy fuiry
tale, for 1o her, notwithstamling most vareful
s explanations, this peor Pilgrim was all the
i knights of romance rotled together. Te b sure,
{this was @ very ditferent kind of hers, this tall,
well-dressed, rosy-searred veuth walking besde
hier, 50 dly, so protective, so i therent from
auy one she had ever known,

lowed the parrow strings of her plain cap to run | hereic attitide in the exes of the youny men and |

¢ him go away and Jeave her,
were the laughing and chatting eondins and
lovers.  She il Leen mildiy seand dized to wee
ton the distant bridge some lightsame okir-
that looked  very mueh iike “taliuy

1 o

I She half feared him, yet did por wish wo bid
i

mishes

fluttered ke an imprisoned hind, bue e
followed meckly to the fatal bridge.

On the top rail ef the brat brdage, at which
our story begau, Buth pi-sed up a s
snow-talilett behind by sonie ot the me ey
gone before.  (Spow-halli: was alrmost the first

{
thing her riotous eousins bad taught her atur
her arrivad, by the way.y  She held the chslly
i missile in her gioved hano as she watked alony
beside this looming yourh, eld it in a very gin-
i gerly, inaifective way, tov, he voticed. She had
only a very dim notion of using it asa Weapon
of defense ; still, she kept it iu her hand as
something to fall back on in a mowent of
[.-(fY”.

* What are you going to do with your snow.
ball—throw it at some one when you get over
the bridge I’ obsetved he, with a hall amused
smile.

“I—no—1'm not sure that I shall cross the
bridge at all, and if 1 do I should not care w0
hurt any of my friends with this iy hall.” She
was care ful to tmply that the ball was very hard,
and rapable of serions dumage.

*“Don't you think you will be apt to wet your
gloves and spoil them with that dump suow 177
This was said with the same kindly, protecting
air, which he had now put on permanently, it
would seem.

“ 1 dow’t mind the gloves. Besides, the anow
is such a eold thing to hamlle without gloves,”
she sald to hiw; and to herself she wondered
what bis motives might be in wishing her to
give up her oue visibie weapon.

He was so much amused at the sifuation, at
her half fright and entire simplicity, that be
gave up all 1dea of thrilling her just then with
any wiid storivs of his past life.

The rest of the party had turned down the
lane over the bridge of kissing, and were in sight
only now and again between the tall trees on
vither side the road. They could be well heard,
though ; the ccreams and peals of laughter rang
through the frosty air.  Then all was suddenly
hushed ; they hid behind the trees to see what
would Wappen on the bridge to Ruth. The
elder awsd mure staid cousin wished to go back
to prevent the dire catastrophe that they had
Y weoeks ago been cautioned to avert.  She was
[ easily kept within hiding, however, Ly the assur.
ance that Ruth would readily take care of her-
self, and if not—good sukes alive t—what harm,
after all 1--only a bit ot frolic.

The timid mouse had, beneath that placid
exterior, & certain strong will of her own, and
between the two bridges she had pretty neatly
planned out a course of action,

When they came to the crucial tirst plank of
the dreadful crossing - place, Ruth suddeniy
sprang forward, and ran as if the spirit of Ata-
1.’“]1“%18(1 given to her her own fleet sandaly in
exchange far her ru-sel shoes, There was a
swish of a sad-coiored robe, o fturter of white
apron, a twinkle ot little gray fret—and she was
gone away and avor the bridge before Foxeroft
knew what had happened to break the quiet
thread of their conversation off so suldenly.

She stood with her face hull’ hidder by her
Jittle mutl, actually enjoying a wicked, roguish,
quite unpuritanical laugh at him, her checks
How xedJer than ripe cherries, and her rebel.
lious curl fluttering with excitement.

““] am not to pay now the toll, a8 you call
it. You should have been more watchful, 1
amn quite safe now.” This with her face still
behind her muff, and the threstening snow-ball
ready for action.

“You nced not have fled at that pace from
me at all,’”" said he, with rather & hurt intona-
ation, when he reached her side. *‘1 had neo
malice in my mind. Nay, Mistress Ruth, you

O abiead of them !
;

toll "5 her steps faltered semewhat, Lor heart

{
sully

s bath strangers, and were 1 po way

'

A
i
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do not know me at all. 1 should not have
claimed the usual toll agninst your will. We
are both strangers here, and why need we fvllow
their hoidenish customs #'

Poor Ruth felt that shie had herself been
somewhat guilty of hoidenism in a mild form ;
her swift scamper over the bridge from a purely
imaginary danger looked to her now as n nns.
tuke more unpardonable than certain fornis of
wicknoss,

The smiles had ceased to ripple aver her
cheeks, and the lnughing eyes were now sad and
wistful almost to tiars.

“You must have heard some awlul teles
about me, and, moreover, you must have well
believed iu them, to have l?w fear you show of
me”'

He said this with a desire to elear his tar-
uished reputation, if necd be, but it was really
offered ax the prelude to seme fow little staties
of his own valorous deeds, the offxpring of his
own fertile brain.  He was now beginnivy to
take an interest in the Hitle gray maiden, und
to think her worthy ol some of his choiest
Hes,

*never hike to think cvil of auy one soever,
wore espretally of one we sll hike”  Ruth was
not quite happy over her little speech 1 it told
too lttde of one thing and teo mach of another.

She could not then explain hetsel! better, ay
they scon fond thenselves wmong the laginng
revellers, who had been watehing the inciden:
of the race over the bridge, amd ity dénovement,
Noisy astonishunent was fieely exprossed at the
curios eantrafictory actions of ewch.  Rath
was the Inst pers noan the world that they wodd
have expected such spurited and exciting action
team, and Miles was the noxt st te have take
it eabiily.  They were both unmercitnily
teased abeut the ailair, as one way well .
ine  bat, to the further astonisbment of i,
th warmdy b fended Bim, and vven tock no
el of blagee upon berselts He maguammons
Blamed nobody in partentior st was ail the
Ganiz ol the strange custoss ftsedfs They wera
bound e

&0

1
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“8,
ssing the bryd

coonform tu .‘.U\'h li{)‘ll"i\r-i‘vv: 150y

COfeaurse i Bad Yeen e e
with a native I hould be w brate not tocanform
as gadlantdy as the best neas bever O, Baod cue
of vou palives here been ercssing with Misinosg
fiuth, then weuld he have leen within Ly
Pighits o have bad his oll 7 bt it woeuld
} Yoon orunk impadence in twn persans
to tie country and altnst to vach other
to tike wodiberty saelas that with vour stered
bridue and it honoted eustoms,

He spoke so tadtdy and with sucli serous beap-
ing that he sieneel the jeerers, and alinest
spailed the frodie for the nost of the walk,  As
for Linth, slie was losing her heart more and
more every moment,  He was soEfferent from
the othiers, so manly, so fuir, o peierous, and
withal se protecting ! It was impossihie that
the strange whisperings of his deels conld have
much truth in them—and yet she had alw
been taught to believe that the Desmon had vver
a fuir outside, and won souls to it by seemitng
poonlness.

“Do yom take—toll, sv you call i1, every
time yon cross that place, returaing as well us
golng ¢ asked Ruth of the younger cousin,
with less hesitation pow as shie was getting used
to the subjeat.

¢ Oh, that indead we do U sald thet spirited
damsel, with the air of one determin: d to stand
by every right of way,  “* And ] think it would
be n good thing to huve o chang of partners
going back, nud then there would be no steangrers
and no shirking.”  This was leveiled full at
Miles and Ruth,

She Jooked at Lim with one little mute ap-
pealing glance, and he, understanding, spoke
ap.

“ Let those change who will.  For my pare |
am well suited, and if Mistriss Ruth thinks she
may trust me thic time, we will go back as we
came, and Bnish our tulk togethier.  What say
you ¥’ gaid hie, Kindly, to her, and with cilim
directness.

She wag pressing u little pattern in the anow
with the point of her tiny shoe,  She brached
back the stray curl with her gloved haud, and
answered only with a smile and the faintes  of
nedds, but the smile and nod aud the silence
spoke many volumes of consent,

1 hope you do not dislike our quecr old
custom ; 1t is a5 old as the hills,’” «aid another
female consin, sy the beginning of a delense of
ir, to Mibes, in case be wished to *fargue it
out.”

¢4 Nuy, mistresy, | like the notion of it amaaz.
ingly, atid if [ und myself crossing it with those
to the conutry burn, I will practice it with the
best of ye.””  There was a g nerad Laugh at this
sally, in which even Ru b jomned 5 in fuct, she
way getting to laugh nore vasily now that the
thaw in her mauners had fairly set in. It was
like the ripple of a frozen brook set free in
spring-titie,

Whea the merry party set their fuces homo-
ward, Ruwh and Miles lingered beliind the
others again, much to the swnsentent of the
Justingly inclined.  “ We who are strangers
shouid stay Dehind, ro that you may show us
the way, amil, moreover, we can then the better
study the custons and behaviour of you all, so
s to be less strange in time,” spoke up Miles,
**So go you all on before, and try and bear your-
selves more seemingly.”

The mouse was no longer timid, as sho kept
more closely to hig side on the return saunter
slong the wnnw-covered road, 'There waa lere
aud thare « slide of glistening ice where little
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streams crossed the road, aud on these they




