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MOTHERS

and those about to
become mothers,
should know that
Dr. Pierce's Fa-
3 vorite l‘rcscri‘)tion
robs childbirth of
its torture, terrors
and dangers to
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face was covertly laughing at him.

oung lady with her grave, attentive do not care to know him,” when Sibyl
spoke :
‘*M. d'Antignac is a man who has

gomething in sympathy with every

w

“You are surely aware,” he said,
‘that we do not believe in immortal-

in the open air, strolling along the

alk down the Boulevard together. "

A few minues later they were

ity for the individual, but only for the one, and his friends—or at least his | Boulevard Malesherbse toward the
_— race. 1 acquaintances—seem to belong to all | Madeleine, Both were silent for some | li
APTER XLV ¢ Yes," she said, ‘I am aware of it, shades of opinion. I do not think you | who spoke :
CHA R XLV, but I really cannot understand why | will find yourself at all out of place in | time, and it was presently Winter

¢If you should meet Miss Bertram,

v

ou should deny what the world has his salon, Mr. Winter : and if you

* What a beautiful woman Miss Ber-

time.

you can do is to collect the other boys
and all of vou go over to see him this
evening.
larly while 1 was with him,” the priest
added, ** And I know that he would

He spoke of you particu-

ke to see you as s0on as you have

"

The boy's eyes filled with tears at

the priest's words, but, holding his

i both mother and | will you tell her how much better | believed for ages with regard to the |take my  advice you will certainly | tram is! and as clever as she is beauti- | head down for a moment, he made a
[ child, by aiding Nature in preparing the | Raoul is, and that he will be gvl’ad to | one, and assert what it has denied with | allow Mr. Egerton to present you next | ful ! Iam tempted to wish that my | great effort and Xkept them back.
system for \"m“”%“’l‘" ‘.T‘l""’f"h)_'" f::”::re see her whenever ?h" can come ? o regard to the r.)thur, unless you hl\VP‘ Sunday . '\\'e always go there on Sun- | aunt had come to Paris a little earlier; | When he had gained control of his
and also_the Lo 1 (1?" Deomotes A8 It was Mile. d’Antignac who said | had some new light upon the matter.” | day, if he is able to receive. " vet [ know that things are best as they | feelings again he looked up at the

flrﬁ::ll)z’u:th(:%rl:‘{;on of E:x:\)mshmcnt for | this to Iigerton as he was taking leave, ‘* We have had the light of positive | The ** we ' conquered. The student | are. Ishould only have singed my | priest and said :

:Cre e 9 i d i i 3 > o " aat Ti . " . .
the child. During pregnancy, it pre- and the words lingered in bis m.c,mn;y L said Winter. : l of Oriental literature, who had been | wings to no purpose.” ¢ guess I'll take a run over to Mul-
|vents “morning sickness’ and those when he found mmsult.n‘glam lupl l(i And has positive science ’dm.()-ow |dragged against his will out of his «You cannot tell that,"said Egerton | berry street and git a little Eyetalian
. % distressing nervous  symptoms from | streets. Indeed, as t}e clos»gd lhq ont | ered anylhmg about nm‘nnrmh.t_\' g | | Bohemian retirement in the Quarticr | somewhat absently. to sell me papers fer me, and den I can
which so many suffer. du Carrousel he said to himself that thought thatit was a suh]ecl.wmch lay | Latin, felt that he should like to meet The other glanced at him quickly | go 'round to see poor Johnnie right

{ o e they were in fact a message Whlt:h it engrely outside of its domain—that it | again those brilliant eyes and hear|and, as it seemed, a little indignantly. | away."
| Tunks, Cottle Co., Texas. | would be well to deliver at once, since | refused to advance one step beyond the | that charming voice. i “Don't tempt me to kunock you “'No, don't do that,” remonstrated
D'}‘;,’;‘,-‘k,-f'_";“ﬁ‘;(,’Q“gﬁ‘d}' §‘13mkmc~ pre. | he had nothing else to do, :_“d"hf’ lr:q grﬁ\'q.’ ;) “I shall follow your advice with |down!" he said. ¢ As if I could not | the priest.  “If you do I shall feel
scription "’ previous to confinement aid .".-mm.r(.,,‘j it ﬂu@denly——\ is was the True ; but thers is no grave for pleasure, r.nademowelle.” he said, *‘if | see how she changed color when you | sorry that I spoke to you at all. 1
, CEI0 S |never did so, well in my life. It " ;mly Bertrams' reception-day. A mllnul'e humanity. That is the point. i Egerton will present me.” cameup! Well, there are some things have already made you lose one sale
D | two weeks since my confinement and 1am § ater he had stopped a passing Jiacre ¢ It does not seem to me a point 1 shall be delighted,” said Eger- | that noteven Socialistn can set straight. | and I don't want to do any more dam-
sble to do my work. 1 feel stronger than I s Arivi toward the Parc Mon- | ve well made,” said she, smiling % o 4 e ‘ A
ever did in six weeks before. and was driving tow f VEEY Wi a0, aid she, smiling. | ton, ‘‘ to have an opportunity to re- | We can never give all men an equal | age.”

ceaux. “ If you will not recognize any power | pay your kind offices. I have not for- | chance with a woman.” A man hurrying by noticed the boy

Yours truly,
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A MOTHER’S EXPERIENCE.
South Bend, Pacific Co., Wash.
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month of preg-
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| DR. R. V. PIERCE, Bu
Dear Sir—1 began
jte Prescription’ the first 1
nancy, and have con-
tinued taking it since
confinement. I did not
experience the nausea
or any of the ailmeunts
due to pregnancy, after
1 began taking your
“prescription.” 1 was
only in labor a short/y
time, and the physician 5
said 1 got along un-
asually well,

m

si

p

a

Ve
MRS. BAKER. g

Yours truly,
Mrs. W. C. BAKER,
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Course comprises every

he

he entered when the door of th

flowers filling the air, sunshine stream-
ing on the pretty,

voices were talking,

familiar scene on which
e Ber
d — a fragrance of

It was a very
am salon opene

fantastic appoint
while half a dozen

ents of the room,
and the clatter

i

outside of nature,

of decay
everything that we know.
had a beginning must have an end—

I am unable to see | gotten that I owe my introduction to

where you find ground for believing | Duchesne to vou.” ) Egerton, smiling, yet effectually
that anything is exempt from the law *¢ Ah, poor Duchesne !" said Winter. | startled. * But, my dear Winter, if

and death which governs
Whatever

¢ He was your enthusiasm for a time.
But I never exp-cted you to be a
serious convert to Socialism, and I was
therefore surprised that you should

V
!

s it not so? Or if you believe in the

you imagine that I have any chance

dislikes, and I am always sure that shs

“ Nor with many other things,” said

vith Miss Bertram you are greatly
nistaken. Sometimes I think that she

with the
under his arm, and giving him a sharp
pull about, exclaimed :

of teadpoons indicate
paniment of thes

several greetings

P !
standing near one of the windows of | of all ages?”
the salon, talking to a man who turned As she asked the question, with her

think it saved me . - <4 d

ggvgeeat d‘:al ‘of suffering. 1 was troubleda ¢« Ah! Egerton, is it you ? he said | that he had never seen her look more

Bt deal with leucorrhiea also, and it has | cheerfully. ‘‘You are in Paris yet, | beautiful, and the same fact probably
ne a world of good for me. then ?" made Winter hesitate before saying :

“ Why should you imagin
not ?"

d the usual accom-
e informal social occa-
erton knew most of those
fter he had exchanged
he found himself ap
rtram. She was

immortality of the race, for which you
have no warrant in nature, why not
believe in the immortality of the in-
dividual soul, aad a heaven that will
not be only for some distant mortal
generations, but for the immortal hosts

ons. EgZ
resent, and a

roaching Miss Be
eyes full of the brilliant light that

always came into them when anything
roused her interest, Egerton thought

s she said, ‘‘How do you do, Ml:
zerton 7" and revealed, to Egerton's
reat surprise, the face of Winter.

¢ Ah ! that old dream of heaven—
what a fascination it exerts over the
human mind !”

¢ Yes," said Egerton. ‘‘One may
ba permitted to doubt whether: your

S0 it appears,” answered Egerton.
e that I was

¢ called to see you a few weeks
go, and the concierge told me you had

have been going to Brussels with him
when he was killed.” -

hardly know what, but certainly not
conviction — which was taking me,”
said Egerton.
escape from death, and yet—I am and
always shall be deeply indebted to you
for having enabled me to know Du-
chesne.”

keenly as Winter said :

B

scorns, me—though, honestly, 1 do not
know why."”

¢ Because you are so stupid, I pre-
sume, " said Winter drily.

“You must be uncommonly stupid if
you believe that. It ever I saw a
womaun's eyes speak—but why should
I enlighten you? You don't deserve
such luck !”

Egerton could not restrain a laugh.
« T never knew before that imagina
tion was your strong point,” he said.
¢ The idea of Miss Bertram—who is a
veritable Lady Disdain—regarding me
with favor is absolutely ludicrous,
though I don't mind confessing that |
have never at any time needed more
than a grain of encouragement to pre-
cipitate me into a grand passion for

“1t was curiosity, idleness — I

‘It was a narrow

Miss Bertram glanced at him a little

‘*He was a wonderful man and a
oreat loss to his cause. We could
have better spared many who are more
famous. If he could mot convert you,
no one ever will.”

“] am quite sure of that,” said
Egerton. ‘‘No one ever will —to

1

ain't fer sale.

left.

natural,”
Then he turned t

i y 2 == | think,” he said, * you have heard me

WB“STER‘S“}:“}TIU\\RY ﬂpe:\k of my Red Republican friend of

' ). 1 the Quartier Latin, who gave me my

The C&mﬁhﬁ ReGOrd fm‘ 0“0 Yem first impulse toward Socialism. Be-
hold him."

1 57 $4.00. “«Mr. Winter !" said Sibyl. “ You

surprise me.
fancied him a

said Winter ; ‘* but [ may be permitted
to ask why you would not have fancied
that I held them.”

perfect righ

minutes,
strange that I should hav

1 thought it very natural, con-
idering your experiences just at that
ime.”
“Yes, it would have been quite
said Egerton a little dryly.
o Miss Bertram. ‘I

I should never have
Red Republican.”
has betrayed

"

¢ Now that KEzerton
ne it is too late to deny my opinions,

She smiled a little. ‘‘You have a
t to ask,"” she said, ' since
we have only talked together for ten
and it is therefore rather
e formed any

opinion concerning you. But, in

ideal of human progress will ever
exert a like fascination.”

+¢ Perhaps not,” said Winter.
that ideal at least is tangible.”
¢ §p far from it—but youand I have
been over this ground before without
appreciable result, so we will not in-
flict a fresh discussion on Miss Ber-
tram.”

] agsure you that it interests me
very much,” said Miss Bertram.
¢ There is nothing I like more—you
ought to know that, Mr. Egerton.”

¢ I know how delighted you always
look at the D’Antignacs’,” said Eger-
ton, smiling.

“Yes,” said she, smiling in turn,
¢ and that reminds me : why have you
never taken Mr. Winter to the D'An-
tignacs? It would be just the place
for him."”
¢ I really never thought of it,’ said
Egerton, ‘‘but I fear Winter would
not agree with you. He would not
think it the place for him.”

“Yet

point of tact, do we not conceive an
idea of a person as soon as wo hear of
him? If your aunt’—she glanced
across the room at an elderly lady
talking to Mrs. Bortram—** had said,
‘[ want to bring my nephew, who isa
student of the Quartier Latin, to see
you,” I should immediately have
imagined Red - tepublicanism of the
most furious type. But what she
did say was, ‘lIwant to bring
my nephew, who is a great Oriental
scholar, to see you,’ and how could 1
imagine anything so incongruous as
Orientalism and Red-Republicanism g

Egerton laughed at the expression
of Winter's face. *‘ Theoldest and the
newest ideas of the world brought into
contact—the Avesta, the Veda, and the
Philosophic Positive! Confess, Win-
ter, that it is incongruous!” he said.

But Winter was far from confessing
anything of the kind. “I am very
sorry,” he said, *' that Miss Bertram
should have been led to believe that I
am ‘a great Ociental scholar,” who am
merely a student of Oriental languages
and literature ; but I fail to perceive
that there is the faintest incongruity
in studying the oldest myths of the
world aud believing in its latest creed
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of progress. On the contrary, the one
naturally leads to the other, as child-
hood leads to manhood.”

« And so the Philosophic Positive
marks the manhood of the human
race ! said Miss Bertram, ‘' But may
it not—I merely throw out the sugges
tion — mark its

of decay.

how are we to tell that it is not the
downward instead
path ?"

¢ Humanity
Postivist very positively.
no fdownward path for it.

is immortal,” said the

until—"
““Yes,
young lady as he,
«Until we attain soc
perfection, " said he, boldly .

until — what?" asked th

paused.

¢« And then?" said Miss Bertram.
« Fxcuse me, but this is very interest-

ing, and 1 always like to press thing

to their ultimate conclusion.

fection—what then ?"
*“Why, then we—or if not we, for

fear there is no hope that we shall ever

|see it, but those who do see it—wi
enjoy it," said Winter, smiling.
[
|

|

It began to occur to him that th

gecond childhood ?
With the idea of gradual development
there must be connected also the idea
And since we do not know
the length of life allottod to the race,

of the upward

““There is
The race
will constantly advance in kuowledge
and the application of knowledge

¢« T cannot give him credit for such
bad taste,” said she. 1 cannotim-
agine any one not enjoying M. d'An-
tignac and the atmosphere which he
creates. 1 wonder” — she paused a
moment, and her face as well as her
tone changed—** if we shall ever en-
joy that atmosphere again! Do you
know, have you heard, how heis?"”

“1 am just from there,” Egerton
answered, ‘‘and I found him very
much better—so much better that I
talked to him for half an hour—aund
when I was leaving Mlle. d'Antignac
asked me to tell you of his improve-
ment, and to add that she knew he
would be glad to see you whenever you
cared to come.”

‘«How good of her!"” said Sibyl.
¢ And how good of you to bring me
the message at once. It makes me
happy to think of seeing M. d’Antig-
nac again !"

¢ You will be terribly shocked when
you see him,” said Egerton. ‘‘He
looks more like a spirit than a man.”
¢« He always looked like that.”

“«Oh ! he looks as much so again
now. He has evidently passed through
the most horrible suffering possible ;
but he puts it aside, like a thing of no
importance, and begins to talk about
the affairs of the person visiting him.
It was a way he always had, youknow,
and of course one’s egotism falls easily
into the trap. I am always disgusted,
when 1 go away, to remember how

Socialism. Though I am ready to
acknowledge that Socialism has an
ideal which is noble and generous com-
pared to the selfish materialism of the
society which it revolts. 1t is, in fact,
the reaction against this materialism ;
and it cannot be long before the two
forces come to open war. There isa
terrible judgment approaching for the
world which has made Mammon its
god and prosperity its supreme excel-
lence.”

Winter regarded the speaker curi-
ously.

«'What a singular person you are !"
he said. * You are neither fish nor
flesh. You acknowledge that material-
ism is crushing society, and yet you
will not join the forces that fight
against it.”

«“How do you know that ?” asked
Egerton tranquilly. ¢ There are
other forces besides Socialism which
fight against it. It was not Socialism
which said, ‘ Woe unto ye rich,’ and
¢ Blessed are ye poor."”
«Oh !" said the Positivist, with con-
tempt, ‘‘ the great Founder of Chris-
tianity may indeed have said that, but
you know as well as I that the so-called
Churches have long since aban-
doned such doctrines and made a com-
plete and lasting alliance with Mam-
mon. "

«1 grant you that the human so-
called Churches, founded by men whose
first act was to seize the heritage of
the poor and to obliterate from men’s
minds the counsels of perfection, have
done so,” Egerton answered ; ‘“ but
we may put them aside. They have
indeed upheld the worship of material
prosperity which now curses the
world ; but their day is over. Every
man who thinks recognizes now their
want of logical basis, their absolute
incapacity to teach or lead human
society. But the Church — the one,
majestic Church of all ages— which
taught them all that they know, re-
peats for ever the words that 1 have
uttered, and for ever proves her right
to utter them by being continually
slandered, peisecuted, and led to Cal-
vary like her Lord.”

Winter stared for a moment. Then
he said : I told you how it would be |
I am not surprised! When people
have reactionary sympathies one never
kuows where they will end.”

¢ Op. rather, one knows very well
where they will end, if they have any

much 1 have talked about myself."”

Miss Bertram laughed. * T know
very well what you-mean,” she said,
“ phut on such oceasions I am not dis-
gusted with myself, because I am sure
that M. d’Antignac’s interest has not

> | been pretended.”

O |\
Winter.

themselves and make

of worldly tact.”

e “*Yes, " said Miss Bertram; ‘ ‘but world

“This M. d'Antignac must be an
accomplished man of the world,” said
“ To set people to talking of
them believe
that they are thereby immensely in-
teresting him—that is the perfection

logie,” said Egerton. ** Unfortun-
ately a great number of worthy and
excellent people have mnone at all.
And we ace all more or less prone to
the amusement of setting up a man of
straw in order to knock him down.
We do not care toinvestigate doctrines
which we do mnot wish to believe true
The history of the perpetuation of
error lies in that.” :
«Some things one scorns too much
to think them worth examination, '
said the other.
Egerton shoo
cher," he said,
scorn, else you would nov forget

k his head. ‘‘Ah, mon
“ithere is fear as well as
all

ial and political

After w
have attained social and political per-

“ And become immortal?” asked she.

ly tact is only the imitation of something
better—of real self-forgetfuluess—and
that M. d'Antignac possesses. To put
others before one's self—that is what
gpiritual perfection and good-breeding
both demand. But one is to the other
what gold is to paper currency. Some-
body long ago said that.”

‘ Well, one must admit that paper
currency is more convenient,” said
Winter, ‘‘ but one likes now and then
to tonch gold. I think ‘I should like
this M. d’Antignac. *Who is he ?”

Egerton gave his history in few ! should be talking a
words ; then he said : ‘“You see he is  ique, the fashions,
a person with whom you have littie in | do us justice, we W

scholarly and
would not look at t

£

e 1 must apologize.

not as M. d'Antignac’s.

l grave discussions.”

“

I

11

i and the races.
is
Mr.
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sympathy, but if you really care to 'duty in that line—were We not,
goe him 1 am sure that he would be | Winter, when you came up ?’
willing to receive you.”

Winter hesitated. A Papal soldier,
a passionate Catholic—certainly he
had little in sympathy with the man |
who was these things. He was about

asmile.

philosophical rules. You
he most stupendous
fact of human history solely by the
light of partisan testimony. But—he
turned to Miss Bertram—*‘I am afraid
1 forgot that I was
In a salon
like this one should not fall into such

No,” said Miss Bertram, with a
slight air of disdain—whether for him
or the salon it was difficult to tell ; ‘‘we
bout the Opera Com-
To
ere discharging our

« Then there only remains for me to
| take myself away,” said Egerton with

«Wait a moment,” said Winter.
« My aunt, I see, is rising, and after I

her. But the grain of encouragement
has never come.”
¢« Nor never will,” said Winter, with
a scorn equal to that of Miss Bertram.
“ Encouragement ! Bah ! does one
look for a queen to smile like a grisette.
The man who wins Miss Bertram must
win her without encouragement—he
must win her in spite of herself ! And
I only wish’'— with an honest sigh —
‘' that I were the man !"

CONCLUSION NEXT WFFK.
LI
HOW A NEW YORK NEWSBOY
DIED.

BY
‘Extry !

REV. B. J. REILLY.

Extry ! Terrible loss of

life! Big fire in a East Side tene-
ment! Seventeen people burned to
death ! Oh de extry!”

A small boy, with one hand pressed
agaipst his flushed cheek, as is the
custom with street criers, came with a
wild rush around the corner of Riving-
ton street, on his way up the Bowery.
It was late in the afternoon in the first
week of November. The sun had
gwung over to the southwest and in its
shine the white steam from the chim-
neys of factories looked like silver
feathers tossed about by the breeze.
There was just the hint of winter in
the air, making the setting sun in its
gplendid frame of gold and red seem a
little cold. The city's toilers who
leave their work early were beginning
to dodge the wagons and the clanging
cable cars in their mad rush across the
broad avenue. Groups of moisy
““ micawbers "’ encircled the telegraph
and electric light poles and argued
about the coming election somewhat in
this manner :
‘‘ Why d'yer want to vote for him ?
He ain’t no good.”
v Ain't he a friend to the poor
man ?"
“ No he ain't."”
“Yes, he is.”
And thus the matter rested antil the
day for the casting of ballots should
arrive.
As the excited newsboy rounded the
corner, colliding with several persons
and squirming through the press of
men with all the agility of a ‘¢ half-
back " on a foot-ball team, he was sud-
denly stopped by hearing his own
name called. Turning about he saw
a priest standing mnear the curbstone
and beckoning to him. He raised his
hat in a respectful manner and came
over smilingly to where the priest
stood.
«] have just been to see Johnnie,”
gaid the priest, resting his hand
affectionately on  the newsboy's
shoulder, ‘‘and I found him very ill.
In fact I should not be surprised if he
‘were to die to-night, he looks 80
badly.”
The boy's face grew serious when he
heard the news, and the color left his
cheek, which a moment before had
been flaming from his mad racing.
He hung his head for a moment and
looked sad and bewildered. At the
same time, on the opposite corner, a
man was gesticulating wildly in the
hope of attracting the newsboy 's atten-
tion, g0 as to get an evening paper
and be ready to board a fast-approach-
ing car. The priest was the first to
notice the man’s distress and called the
attention of the boy to it that he might
not lose a chance of making a sale.
The lad looked across the street ina
listless fashion and shook his head
negatively at the astonished man, who
barely escaped losing his car.
“Don't yer t'ink, Fadder, dat John-
nie can ever get better ?” the newsboy
asked, turning back to the priest and
giving the heavy load of papers a
hitch under his arm to prevent them
from falling.
‘No, " replied the priest; ‘‘thatisim
possible now. I was with him a few

moments ago and a great change has

bundle of evening papers

¢ Here, boy, let me havea paper.”
The newsboy looked at him half

angrily and half disdainfully, and tak-

ng a firmer hold on his bundle, re-

plied :

* Naw, yer can’t have one.
See ?”
¢« Are not for sale ?"" the man asked

Dey

in astonishment, drawing in the penny
which he had extended.

*Naw,"” the boy answered with a

sneer, ‘‘ dey ain't fer sale, dat's wad I
said.
better dan interrupt two gentlemen
wen dey're speakin’ ain’t got no right
to read a paper.
de country, ain't yer

Any man wad don't know no

I guess you're from

b
The man seemed bewildered for a
moment, and then putting back his
money into his pocket, angrily ex-
claimed : *‘ Impertinent puppy !" and
hurried down the avenue. The priest
had moved away a few paces at the
beginning of the discourse, so as to
give the boy a chance to sell his papers
without any distraction. When he
caught the angry exclamation of the
man and saw him hurrying down the
street without a paper, he inquired in
wonder from the boy what had bap-
pened.

«Oh, I ain’tin no humor," the boy

explained, ‘‘to have a man pull me

coat half off me, an’ yell in me ear asif

I was deef—* paper ! "

The priest finally persuaded the

newshoy to give up his intention of
going over to Mulberry street by assur-

ing him that it would be soon enough

to visit his sick friend after the eve-

ning's work was over.

 Run along now quickly and sell

your papers,”’ were the priest's parting
words as he started down Rivington
street.

“Extry ! Extry!" listlessly cried
the boy, making his way slowly up the
avenue and suppressing all mention
of the terrible conflagration and the
seventeen lives which had been sacri-
ficed in it. Several people who were
passing stood and looked at him for a
moment, struck by the sadness in his
cry. The boy continued running on
slowly a little longer until he caught
sight of an acquaintance who was buy-
ing a paper bag full of roasted chest-
nuts from an Italian street vendor. A
few hurried words passed between them
and in a moment the boy with the
pocketful of chestnuts had the evening
papers under his arm and was rushing
after a car, crying at the top of his
voice, ‘‘Extry! Extry ! Terrible fire
on de East Side ! Seventy lives lost !”
A smile passed over the sad face of the
newsboy as he heard the cry of his
friend increasing the number of the
dead, which in reality was ‘‘Seven in
all,” as Wordsworth’s little cottage
maiden persisted in saying :

About 9 o'clook that evening the
game small boy ascended the steps of a
rectory not far from the Bowery and
asked to see one of the priests, men-
tioning him by name. The priest who
came down stairs in answer to his bell
was the one who had been attending to
the dying newsboy.

“Well,” he asked, as he stood on
the lowest steps of the stairs, swinging
his biretta in one hand, ‘* what's the
news about Johnnie ?”

The boy twirled his hat for a moment
and then nervously answered :

¢ guess, Fadder, he's a goner.”

Then his head dropped on his breast
and for the first time in his life, per-
hops, he broke down completely. His
little body shook with the violence of
his abandoned grief, and sob followed
sob in the uncontrollable sorrow. It
was more like the reluctant bursting
forth of grief in a man than in a boy.
The priest, recognizing this, remained
silent for a few moments, watching
the boy with admiration. He knew
how wild a lad he had been before he
came under the influence of the dying
newsboy, whom he loved as a brother.
How many a night he had slept in
hallways or on trucks, under the sum-
mer stars. Taken according to his
years he was a boy, it was true, but
measured according to his experience
of life, he was almost a man. When
the first violence of the boy's grief had
passed away, the priest spoke a few
gympathetic words to him, bidding him
to have more courage, and especially
not to give way to his sorrow when he
returned to Johnnie's house, as that
would increase the sadness of the dying
boy’s sisters.

“‘Dere’s no fear o' dat,” he answered,
drying his eyes with an old soft hat ;
v dis is de foyst time I ever did the
goyle act, and its me last.”

To prove his words, he immediately
brightened up and delivered his mes-
sage :

“ Johnnie ast me ter come an’ tell

1| come over him,
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to say, ** No, thanks; on the whole I have put her in her carriage wo wil

The best thing that

yer he'd like ter say good-bye ter yer,




