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THE THIRD JURYMAN'S TALE

THE KNIGHT WITHOUT REPROACH

CHAPTER 1

At the time when Franeis L, of heroic
memory, was marching ogeinst the
united forces of the Itelian states, and
that sovereign who was in those daye
emphaticslly styled the Emperor, he
was suddenly recalled to Fiance, by
the revolt snd deserticn of the constable
of Bourbon. Accordingly he returned
homeward, reliuquishing with regret his
dream of conflicts, leaving the Milanese,
which was already overrun by his
troops, in the hands of the Admiral
Bondivet, who so far from adding any-
thing to what his msster had siready
won, found it more than he could

accomplish to retain possession of what | mas

the latter had acquired with so much
ease and rapidity. His aray, composed
_of the flower of the French chivalry,
was found far less eficient when the
ardour of the men was restricted to
purely defensive measures, than it had
been when they roee trlumphant on the
very ridge of conquest, with the daunt-
lees Francis at their head.

It was while the camp remained in
this ssate of insctivity, that s knight, tall
and well-buils, snd baving that in his

pect and d r which immedi-
ately sttracted the attenticn and re
gard of the beholder, ssuntered idlyy
towards a tent, the shady interior of
whieh looked cool and inviting im the
glare of an Italian mid dsy sun. The
heat had thinoed the camp ; the greater
portion of the officers and men having
retired within the tents. The fleld in
which they stood, a few days before a
grassy plsin, was now beaten into a
parched and dusy level, by the con-
tinual tzamp of men and horses. Bsn-
ners drooping in the noon-tide air, and
revealing but psrtial glimpses of some
device renowned in history and somg,
disticgulshed the tents of the admirsl
of La Palice, of Suffolk, of Lorraine,
D'Aubigni Chabanes, and others, whese
names shed a lustre on the French
nobility. In front cf these s sentinal

aced slowly to and fro, broiling in his
geavy armour and arquebus, and ococa-
sionally giviog the salute to a small
body of horsemen as they galloped
hastily by on some mission from the ad
miral, half obscured by the gray cloud
which sarose from the h: raes’ feet as
they proceeded. At intervsls ome or
two soldiers of the|Black Bands, that in-
fantry renowned throughout il Europe,
were seen pacing leisurely along, dis-
couarsing, in quietly |murmured tones,
of their past victories and the compara-
tive merits of their leaders. Ocoasion-
slly too, the shrill pipe of a vivandiere.
complaining of some real or feigned in-
justice sufi-red in the disposal of his

grandee upon his lence, and in the next,
fetch him & confessor.”

“Thou woulds't have him put the
steel through body and eoul together if
it were possible,”

“It is doubtful which of the two feel-
ings predominate in his mind, his con-
tewpt for the cuirass and helmet of an
srmed enemy, or his veneration for the
bald head snd hempen girdle of & mendi-
cant friar.”

“Why, I wonder whom thou meaneat,
for there are few such that I know of in
the camp, much less at court. But let
us see & little of the shade it thou have
it, for the picture begins to grow oppres-
sive with all its light. Remember we
are in Italy, and it is » summer moon.”

“Ah, there my pallet fails me,” re-
plied the écuyer.

“What, has this paragon no faul$ ?"

“Bat one, that I can speak of.”

“And what is that ?”

“That he sometimes bears too hard a
band upon the errors of a devoted fol-
lower who would die to serve him.”
And the écuyer bowed 7low to his

ter.
% Ohut-chat-chut-chut-chut ; thou
wert spesking of mysell all this while,”
sald the chevalier, neither oftended nor
gratified by the flattery of his follower,
“thou talkest of one tended fault,

“In good truth, my lord, I will take no
pains about it. A poor écuyer hath a
body acd a #oul to save as well as 8
chevalier, and I have heard too wuch
good counsel in your worship’s excel-
lent service to be ready to fling mine
away, for no'better hire perchance than
s round half hour's lecture for my
psins.”

“Tush,” said the knight, “I was in
the sour vein that morning, I had been
with the admiral, who hes the flattering
knack of slways soliciting another's
counsel, and always following his own;
and his fears and his wavering, and his
shitsing to this side and to that, light-
ing on every messure, and resting upon
pone— neither bold enough to be vie-
torious, nor cautious enough to be
secure, were such that it soured my
spiris to speak with him, snd as he was
commanderin-chiel, and thou wert bus
the éouyer of an insignificant chevalier,
I made thee compliment of the full
measure of chagrin which it were more
just than seemly to bestow upon the
admirel.”

The ésuyer acknowledged the prefer-
ence by a grateful bow.

“Therefore dost thou heer?—prose-
oute this metter, and s of it no
more unless 8o tell me thou hast suc-

snd I could bave turn you with a
bundred resl ones, the lesst of which
were enough to incapacitate him, though
be had no other, for the high trust of
whioh we speak. But s truce with sueh
folly, and set sthy wils to work to an-
swer my first question—how are we to
consume these broiling hours ?”

“What say you to tennis ?”

“Is this weather ?”

“Or » quiet jue de boule?”

“Worse and worse.”

“Thea there remains but one resource
whioh I have learned too much discre-
tion in my good master’s service to
name without permission.”

“What is i3, Le Jay? Thou hasé it.’’

“And yes it wes but yesterdsy morn-

ded; I trust all to thy disoretion; ot
thy genius I have had proofs in many
ways, 50 I doubt not of ite eficlency in
this, and the sooner thoun hast executed
thy commiseion the better.

The third Juror here paused to replen-+
ish his tumbler, which had insemsibly
become exbausted since he commenced
speaking. Wc will take advaatege of
the pause 10 close this first chespter of
his narrstive.

CHAPTER II

Le Jay required no more. As the
:hy declined, he left the compsny and

ing I received a pointed chiding for the
mention of ' it,” replied the éouyer.

“Oh, ho! L' Amour?” said the chevs-
lier, yet withous displeasure.

Years—ages have rolled by since the
gallant knight in question, in common
with his other brother chivalier,
ceased to do or to speak, either good or
evil for this world:

The Koights are dust,
Their good swords are rust,
Their souls are with the saints, we trust.

The hand snd tongue that were his in-
struments either for the one or the
other, have been for centuries resolved
to dust. In the words of one of bis own
historians, this “chevalier sans re-
proache” was not st all times “un
chretien sans defaut.” The truth must
be spoken, but lec 1t be enough to speak
the truth. Let us add no censure
Far be it from us to extenuste the
fauits which history has ascribed to
him; still farther to suffer that they
should obscure the unfading lustre,

goods, interrupted the summer stillness
of the camp.

“What sayest thou, Le Jay ?” ex-
clsimed the knight already spoken of,
as he entered the tent in which a single
equerry was ocoupied in arrangiog his
master s armour, “how are we to d

hich his heroic virtues have shed up-
on the history of his times, aud of his
country.

At this period when the heroism of
the youthtul Francis had revived the
sinking chivalry of France, and brought
back the days of Coariemagne in all but

these scorching days in which our
cautions admiral will not allow us to re-
treat or to advance ?’

“It is & heavy time indeed, my lord,”
replied the scuyer, with a modest air.

“] may spesk freely with thee, Le
Jay,” said tbe chevalier. “It will, I
doubt, and worse than it has begun.
The men are disheartened, and the con-
federates, as they loiter in our rere,
seem to p ck up the spirit which along
with other more substantial good things,
we are compelled to leave behind us.
Francis and Bonnivet | —Fire and snow.
The one by his excess of energy hurries
us into the very midst of danger, and
then he leaves us in the hands of the
other, who by his lack of that]quslity
is unable to take us out of it. These
two extremes meet very punctually, and
I tear to our grevious loss.”

“] could name one,”’said the equerry,*to
whom it is agreed on all hauds, the post
of commander-in-chief might have been
instructed on this occasion with better
advantage.”

“And who is that Le Jay ?” inquired
the knight.

“Why, my lord,” replied tke retainer,
“I do not consider it safe to name him,
and it is no easy matter to describe
him.”

“That’s a strange speech for thee,”
interposed tke chevalier. *“I never yet
found thee at a loss for words, whatever
other deficiencies thou hast to answer
for. Is it Francis de Lorraine ?”

“NO.”

“No ;—Le Tremoullle, then ?”

“No.”

“De Suffolk 2"

“No.”

“Chabanes ?—or La Palice ?”

“No.”

“8till no ! D’'Aubigne, then ?
What, thou shakest that knavish head
of thine again. Nay, then, thou must
perforce do thy endeavor at word-paint-
ing, for my guesses are run out.

“Why, eir,” said the écuyer, smooth-
ing his neatly-trimmed beard for an
instant with his hand, “it is a difficult
task you set me, but it is my duty to
obey. Were his temper tinged with
ever 80 slight a hue of malice, it were
easy enoagh to sketch his portrait ; but
the subject is without even so much
shade as might serve the purposes of
contrast, without which I need not tell
my gifted master, both the poet and the
painter are as much at fanlt, as one of
our Black Band would be without his
arms.’”

“Thou art right; any dauber may
paint s devil, but not all the srt of
ftaly hath ever furnished the world
with“even & poor ides of an angel.”

“Imprimis,” ssid the écuyer, “since
thou talkest of angels, he is most re-
ligious.”

I like him not the worse for that, if
he wear it modestly, and it be sincere
in him.”

vSincere ? 'He holdeth a swearer and

a poltroom at equal distance. In the
day of battle, he is not simply the
boldest chevalier under arms, but the
most moving ghostly counsellor; two
parate beings incl d in the same
suit of armour ; halfjknight—half friar ;
the one demolishing bodies like a tem-
t ; the other rescuing souls ; he will
f:.tho same instant, spit s Spanish

the mate prud which usually
direoted the enterprise of that imperial
hero of song and tale, there were few
names, even at this brilliant period,
which might bear comparison with that
of the gallaut knight wbom for the
presen: it shall suflice to .designste as
the chevalier. It has been remsrked
indeed, chat the court never intrusted
him with the importsnt function of com-
mander-in-chief, and even on this disas-
trous expecition, all his fame and his
services had not prevented his being over-
looked in favour of the feeble Bonnivet.
The chevalier, however, had a spirit in-
capable of resentment or of jealousy. He
could not avoid seeing and lamenting
the incapacity of the admiral, but he
never thought of murmuring against
the free choice of his king, for whom he
entertained a pure and disinterested
loyalty worthy of the eariy days of
chivalry. Even in those courts where
merit is most highly favoured, it is not
slways independent of intrigue, and as
those were means which the chevalier
did not desire to use, it happened that
at the hands of the great Francis him-
self, he merited honours more frequent-
ly than he received them. The enter-
prises in cinsequence, which were in-
trusted to his management were often
of that kind which rather demands
ability than confers distinction: and in
these he displayed a quick and well-
governed genius, and an intrepidity of
mind which nothing could distarb.
From the age of seventeen years,
at which he for the first time carried
arms, to the close of his glorious career,
his fame as a soldier and s knight con-
tinued to extend from day to day, until
it filled » space in individual history
fully equal to that of the chivalrous
monsarch whom he served with so disin-
terested a fidelity of his latest breath.
But his portrait is to be sought in his-
tory, and enough has been already
sketched to answer the purposes of my
narrative.

A few days before that on which the
foregoing dialogue took place, the two
individuals between whom it passed
were walking together at a short dis-
tance from the camp when the chevalier
complained of thirst. A cottage, ap-
parently belonging to a farmer of the
very humblest class, stood with the
door invitingly open. A middle-aged
country-woman, meanly clad, and a
young girl, whose beauty, hoth of form
and festures received additional grace
from the modest gentleness of her de-
meanour, were the only persons whom
they found within.. The elderly woman
complaimed much of the ruin which the
continuance of the war had brought
upon the country, while her daughter lis-
tened with a grieved and downeast look.
It was this picture which came before
the mind of the chevalier {not for the
firgt time since he had looked upon it),
on the remote suggeation of his attend-
ant.

“Hast thoun learned anything further,
Le Jay,” he asked after a pause, “of
thoee people; that querulous mother and
her well-shaped daughter 2"’

“I have not, my lord,” replied the
écuyer, “nor sought it.”

“And wherefore, tell me, good Le
Jay? Thou knowest wh't a time I have
spent since I entered that cottage.”

\

£

teped in the direction of the cottage
of Francesca Pacheco. Thesound of &
voice high in anger made him panse,
as he drew nigh, and remain for a time
concealed by some intervening shrube,
as one might wait the passing of a
shower.

“Don't tell me—don't tell me!” ex-
clalmed a voloe tremulous with passion;
“it is little wonder we should be poor
and bungry and needy. At thy rosary,
truly? And I must drodge like a
plougb-horse while thonm ars chapel-
bunsing, What with Masses and rosaries
tbere is nothing done in the house, from
sunrise to sunses, as it should be, ex-
cept what T am obliged to do mysel, to
the sacrifice of the little remsins of
health that old sge and care have left

we.’’

*I thonght I had left nothing undone,
mother.”

“What hast thou to do with Masses
and roesries, and plous sodalisies? It
is for those who are at their esase, and
have a heavy purse and a well-atocked
cellar, to spend so much fime upon the
ooncerns of their soul, and not for poor
wretches like us, who know not when we
rise in she morning where we are to
provide the means of subsisting until
nightfall.”

“I was wrong, I know, mother.”

“Thou art ever 80 when we differ. I
ask thyself, had I ever to reprove thee
yet, that in the end thou hads$ not to
make the same confession? Is it not
the invariable termination of all our
disputes, that in the end thon art com-
pelled thus to enswine thy bands to-
gether, and cry bitterly, and say, ‘I was
wrong mother ?’ Is it not, I ask thee?”

“] believe it is indeed, mother."”

“Do—cry away—didst thou ever once
hear me make such an acknowledg-
ment?”

“Never indeed, that I remember.”

“To thee, or to anyone else?”

“Never, I believe.”

“Didst thon ever see me thus fold my
hands together and burst out s-crying,
and say ‘I was wrong, daughter?” No,
1 warrant you, nor anyone else in the
parish. [am four-and-thirty years old
come next A ption (Dame Fra

%I thought so. O this art ! I could
forgive snythiog but art and eunning.
Bat I promise thee, clever as thou art,
snd simpleton as thou thinkest me, thou
shalt not find me simple enough to be
thy dupe.”

Rosalia, who was the last person in
the world to make a dupe of anybody,
could only weep sfresh at this new
charge.

“And who was this person with whom
you had the heart to remain idly gos-
sipping, while you knew that your
poor, feeble, widowed parent was wear-
ing out her existence to find the meens
of prolonging yours at home?"

“It was Maria Peccblo.”

“ Umph! I might have guessed as
much., Aud what was the important
subject of your conversation? No arsi-
fice! no hiding of the truthl Thou
mightest as well speak plainly, for I
shall be sure to find it out. Thou
knowest that when I omce have got
fairly a-foot to $rack a secret, there is
not » hole in the Duchy of Milan in
which it can escape me.”

* Indeed, dear mother, I have no de-
sire to hide i§ from you. She did but
stop me on the bye path near Rencio
Oerl’s vineyard, to tell me that—that—
Jasopo had returned,” she added blush-
iog and looking down at her sandals.

“S0 — 80—80 — 80— bis after bis, the
whole plot is coming forth. I see the
whole as length—Maris Pacchioli came
to tell thee that Jacopo had returned,
and thou and Maria wens togesher by
the vineyard to Pacchbicli's bouse, ard
thou remainedst talking with Jaoopo,
while I supposed thou wert piously
jolning in the Angelus ”

“Me, mother! I remain talking with
Jesopo! I go to Jacopo's house! In-
deed I did not—I scarcely stopped to
hear Maria say he had arrived, when I
hurried back.”

“Umph! And you did not go to Pac-
chioll's?”

“Me? Notl, indeed.”

“Well, in thas part at least thom
didss xight for once in thy lite. This
Jacopo might very well have remained
where he was. ,We are poor enough in
oarselves withous tying his poverry to
our own. But we will talk of this bere
sfser, go in and try to make up by a
listlo exersion before nighs closes, for
the shamefal indolence and =artifiee
with which thou hast disgraced the
day.”

Rosalia entered the cottage without
reply, and Dame Fraucescs remained
wishout, dellberating some matber silent-
ly in her own mind. She was notso
blind to her daughter's merits, as %0
suppose that apart from all which had
relatioa to hersell, Rosalls, wes already
destitute of aay clsim to esteem or ad-
mirstion. Her besusy spoke for iteelf s0
plainly, that it was 00$ to be ealled i
question, like her unseen graces of char
acter and disposition. It is trve there
were few young men of their rask in the
neighborhood, who could sfford in the
choioce of a.wife to be iufluenced by or-
namental, rather than useful qualities,
but the case might do otherwise, when
bosh were combined as they sactually
were in Rosalia, in a suffclent degree
to render her worthy the esteem of any
individual, with the exception of so nas-
parslleled » mother. These reflestions
which had their weight with even
Dame Francescs herself, had led her $o
louk with less approving eyes than hith-
erto, upon the long projeeted union be-
tween Jacopo Pacchioli, one of the
many younger sons of a neighboring
tarmer, snd her dsughter! Whatever
proepect Jacopo had a year before of be
ing able to provide for a wife and fam-
ily, was now entirely sunibilated, in
Francesca's eyes at least, by the sudden
irruption on the ccuntry, of conflicting
armies,and she had accordingly in her own
mind determined to see whether Ros-
alia’s good qualities, both of mind
and person, might succeed in ob-
taining for her a settlement more con-
ductive to their common advantage. It
was true Jacopo had been their friend
from childhood, and at all times regarded
Francesca with the feelings of » son.

had come to a halt at four-and-thirty,
for fifteen years past at least), and no
one can say that since I firs learned the
use of my tongue, I ever yet was heard
to acknowledge my self on the wrong side
in a dispute—never.”

There was a brief pause, as if intended
to allow this triumphant assertion to
make s due impressivn.

“Bat thou art ever in the wrong,” the
volce continued, “and the proof of it is,
that thou art always thyself compelled
to acknowledge it. Aye, cry—it may do
thee good—though I cannot say that it
ever hath produced that effect upon thee
yet, any more than anything else. But
it is no fault of mine. I am sure I say
enough to thee. Do I not? Do I sufter
a'day to pass without talking myself
hoarse in striving to make thee sensible
of thy misconduct? Do I?”

There was an answer in the negative,
almost inaudible for timidity.

“And what is my return, the rewsrd
for all my counsels? To find thee day
after day repeating the same scene,
listening without & word to say in thy
defence, and in the end bursting out a-
orying and acknowledging thy fauit.
But I canuot help it—I can but give my
counsel; it thou wilt not follow it, the
guilt be upon your own head. Yes—
thou addest the black crime of ingrati-
tude to all thy other offences, for I do
think that never was 50 pains taking a
mother sl cted with so disobedient, so
idle, so self-willed a daughter.”

Dame Francesca Pacheco.had by the
force of continual iteration, asserted
herself into the conviction that she was
indeed the very paragorr of mothers, and
the young Rosalia anything but the
paragon of daughters—nay, such is the
power of eloquence, that she had by the
same persevering strength of assevera-
tion, persnaded her daugher likewise
into the full belief that her mother was
a very model of gooduess as & mother
and that she was herself one of the most
worthless and disobedient and incorrig-
ible daughters in all Milan. So in
answer to the foregoing invective, she
could only multiply her penitent tears,

“But didst thou tell me all?"” the
louder of the two voices resumed. *“Hast
thou been nowhere else than to the
convent?”

“Nowhere indeed, mother. I did but
wait until the Angelus had ended.”

“Nor staid to gossip or ask questions
by the way?”

“J—oh, yes—I spoke for a few mo-

ments, with one person only."”

Bat cir t had changed, and
one’s feelings must not be put in the bal-
ance against an imperstive necessity.
There were several comfortable young
farmers in the neighbcurhood, who
when they should understand that Ros-
alia was at liberty, and—

Francesca had proceeded so far in her
train of thought, when it was suddenly
interrupted by a voice so near, that she
started as if her silent reflections were
liable to observation. In justice to the
good lady, it should be stated that the
tone of severe animadversion, in which
she conceived it ber duty almost invar-
iably to address her danghter, was not ex-
tended indiscriminately to sll who had
the happiness of enjoying her acquaint-
ance. She could upon occasion be graci-
ous sndafiable to an extreme, more espec-
ially when the individual she addressed
was one wholly beyond the sphere of her
authority, and who, either by superior
renk or wealth, or an inflnential interest
with those who possessed either, might
possibly have it in his power to gratify
her taste for some of the good things of
this life, for which Francesca was said
to entertain a fonduess, that sometimes
interfered psinfully with her stricter
notions of morality. Such an individual
was he, who now stood before her, for
she had little hesitation in recognizing
the esquire of the cavalier whom she
had the houor of receiving in her cot-
tage & few days before. Accordingly,
the close-knit eyebrows relaxed, the con-
temptuons curve, described by the pro
traded lips, making them resemble those
of & frog emerging from his pond, and
prudently reconnoitering the country
before he will venture ashore, or thearch
of a lofty bridge spanning a very narrow
stream, now became smilingly inverted
to a semblance of the same arch, reflected
in the glassy stream benesth ; the like-
pess of a battered dollar vanished from
the chin, and Dame Francesca returned
the Parisian greetiog of the écuyer with
one of her most condescending courtes-
ies.

* Ah, signor, you are welcome !
you pleasé to come in ?”

Le Jay had lost nothing of his confi-
denoe. by the conversation which he
had overbeard. Determined to make
the most of his time, he politeiy declined
the invitation, and signified to Frap-
cesoca that he had a icati

Wwill

% A messoge for me ?”  Francescs ex-
claimed, overflowing with sudden curios-
ity, as she led the écuyer to a little
distance from the house.

# In the first place,” said Le Jay, “ the
cavalier presents his respeots to you and
to the charming donzells, and begs that
you will acoept the inclosed, as a trifling
mark of his esteem.”

“ Me, signor! me acoept money from
the noble — the generous ‘cavslier |
Never | never | It shall not be said
that Franceaca Pacheco receives money
in return for the ordinary offices of hos-
pitality.”

As she uttered these words, by way of
evincing her determination, she turned
herback directly on the ambassador, plac-
ing one band behind it, in order to add
to the dignity of ber movements.

“ But as » mark of esteem, merely,
signors,” sald the écuyer. *Surely
you would not oceasion my master so
wuch pain, as he must feel when he
hesrs that you have retused him ?”’ And
saylog this in his most insinuating tones,
be ventured to slip the purse into the
hand just spoken of, and with a gestle
violence to olose the fingers on the
tressure.

“ In that case indeed, signor,” said
Franoescs, slowly withdrawing the hand
ss she turned gradeally round, “as &
mark of esteern as you say, and te avoid
wounding the feelings of the dear, noble
cavalier—'" here she shod a dowaward
glanee at the purse, ere she plusged it
into her capscious side pocket. * And
yes, signor, to lay pride apart,” abe eon-
tinued in & mourntul volee, “ if you did
‘bas know the miserable state of mind in
which the war has left me at Shis mo-
menb, not kndéwing how sooa this eotéage
ia whioh I spent the happiess years of
my life,” here she 3ood lady laid bold of
the eorner of her apron, * may pass iato
otter hands, snd I mey be cast upoa the
world without & home or s resting-
place.”

As she zald theee words, she lifted
the apron tq her eyes and surmed her
hesd aside, to indulge her griel without
restraint.

“ Tnis cottage! What s pity !’ ex-
olaimed Le Jay, with a commiseresing
air, “and where ss you observe, signora,
the happlest days of your life were
spent! Alas! and can nothisg be done
to prevent such s mistortune ?”

This imprudent guestion drew trom
the old lady a coplous history of s whole
catalogue of grievances and cppressions,
complainws of creditors, who were hard-
hearied esough #0 eome looking for their
wooey, aud sundry other uamerited
sflietions, which notwithstanding all
the pradanee and foresight and indwitry
whieh it was metaphysically possible
for human beings to use, and a degres of
beavenly peti sad geatl of eon-
daet, which were quite astomishieg un-
der the cirenmstanees, had brought her
daughter and hersell to the very verge
of rala.

“ Bat I ought to ask yoar pardon,
signor,” she said, when the torrem$ had
flowed by, *for troubling you abous our
grievances—but you and the good cav-
alier are so compassionate, that it en-
oourages one to be over bold. You must
find the cavalier an excellent master,
signor.

“ The kindest in the world."”

*He is rieh too, I doubt not ?"

Le Jay nodded his head in assent.

“ Long may he live to emjoy i#, and
happy were it for the world, if all the
rich were inclined to make as good an
use of their wealth, Bat, my poor head |
I had forgot. You told me that the cav-
slier had entrasted you with a private
message. Will it please you tostep this
way for a moment ?"

She led the way to a small gate, and
Le Jay followed her into a little garden
where, now sufficiently master of the
ground on which be trod, he proceeded
to unfold his proposition. The poor
woman, though no saint, was honest, and
when she was made to understand the
views of the profligate messenger, was
for some moments really horror-stricken.
The thought of extricating herselt from
her distresses by delivering her dsughter
up to infamy, had, in her moments of
wildest impatience, never yet entered
her imagination. Rage first, then grief,
rendered her incspable of utterisg her
thoughts with any coherence, and for a
lorg time both teelings alternately
governed her mind and speech. Le Jay,
however, though somewhat stunned by
the first burst of indignation, had his
confidence in some degree restored, by
observing that her reproaches were
vented with a degree of superflucus
vehemence, and that in the tumult of
her anger, the simple process which he
at first expected at every instant, of
showing him to the other side of the gate
seemed totally to have escaped her
recollection. Accordingly he awaited,
in apparent humility, the passing of the
storm, and suffered the old lady to
exhaust the whole stock cf lnveotive,
without attempting to interpose a word
by way of apology. \

“Alas,” she continued, as her passion
graduslly subsided into grlef—*there
was 8 time when I could not be insulted
—but there is no one to stand up for
the poor widow. Ah, villian, that thou
art, if my poor Fornaso Pacheco were
alive, he would teach thee to come of
such errands to ‘this house—but well
thou knowest that he is where my voice
cannot reach him, or thou durst not, for
thine head, have spoken so0.”

The artful emizsary did not think it
prudent to make any reply.

“Bat I will see whether there is
justice to be had in your camp,” said
Francescs, “the admiral shall hear of
it.”

“The admirall” Le Jay exclaimed
with & careless laugh, “you know not
who my master is, signora, when you
menace him with the displeasure of the
admiral? "

“And who may he be then, Sigoor
Impudence?”

The écuyer mentioned the name of
the knight snd had the satisfaction to
observe that it produced its full effect
upon the mind of the angry widow.

“What! he?” she exclaimed, ‘‘he send
thee on such an errand? Impossible!”

“Thou wilt find it true, however.”

“Why, they say, he has more of the
monk about him, than the soldier,
although he be as brave a knight as
ever mounted steed. Thou wilt never
persuade me that he gave thee such a

to
make to her from the * chevalier,” his
master, which he bad rather deliver in
some place where they might not be
liable to interruption.

commissi He bears too high and too
fair a name to soi! it with such a deed as
this. They say he is a very father
to the poor, and will go disguised about
the streets in his own country in order

to discover those who are ashamed to
beg, sud to scatter his gold amongit
them without being recoguized.”

“They may say what they will,
signora, and thou mayest imagine what
thou wilt, but I sesure thee iu was he
sud no other who spoke with thee in
this cottage some days since, and who
this day commissioned me to make on
his behalf & proposal, which'any ration-
sl mother in Karope would have re-
celved a8 one of the highest honours
which fortune could bestow.”

Francesca paused. Had the tempter
been less estimsble, she would in all
probability have continued to spurn the
guilty proposition of his ambassador,
but the high reputation of the chevalier
eflected with sll the arts of a known
profligate might have failed to sccom-
pliah. The horror of the offence became
diminished to ber eyes, when she found
it recommended by so admirabie an
exsmple. Ste did not, however, shink
it proper immediately to sllow the
alterstion in ber sentiments to become
spparent. She oontented hersell for
the present, with uttering a new volley
of reproashes in a somewhst less angry
tone, and expressing her determination
to asoertain, without. loss of tima,
whether the unprincipled écuyer were
not sudaeiously calumoissing one of the
poblest and most exemplary knights in
Christendom. Le Jay sook his depard-
ure, it belng understood that he was to
retarn on the following day, merely for
the purpote of ascerteining whether
Fraoceses had satisfled herself as to the
truth of his mission, and Fraucescs con-
senting to sllow him another interview
with the same harmless object.

TO BB CONTINUED

A TRUB BTORY

By Rev. Richard Alexander in The Missionary

It was a trying day. The chaplain of
8 great hoepital in one of our Western
cities had just finished his rounds. It
was & task of several ncurs. Often he
returoed to his rooms gladdened by some
special evidenoe of she mercy and love
of the Master, bus to-day he was sad-
dened. A womsn had cast away the
graces offered, and deliberately turned
her back. Ill and suffering she surely
was, and paiu and sche were tothing new
to the ehaplain, but defiance of God in
the face of death was a phase of feeling
not often mes with, even in his experi-
ence. The woman had not thought of
her soul—*"did she bave cne ?” was her
query. And was she to die this way ?
Thae chaplain was sorely tronbled. And
yet, what was to be doue ? He could not
foroe salvadion on her poor weak brain.
Only prayer remained, and she was
placed among $hose for whom was asked
forgiveness, becsuse she knew not what
she did. There was something strange
and repelling about her, too, that
strained the foroes of Christian charity
to minister to her.

The days passed on, and yet she did
not die. Nay she rallied, she improved,
she convalesced, and finally recovered.
She left the hospital snd was swallowed
up in the great stream of life that ever
rushes onward. Perhaps the angels of
the hoepital, the prayers of the nuns,
the ssceifice of the altar, followed her—
who knows.

Sammer came, snd with it the chap-
lain's rest snd vacation. This time it
was “home,” wany miles away, among
his native hills, where his father and
mother lay in their quiet graves,
where the remuoant of his family
welcomed him with warm greeting. 1t
was 3 glad rest indeed, after all the sad-
denivg sights amid which his life was
spent. One fair morning he wandered
out toward the little churchyard, where
the graves of his kindred lay. He
paused there and whispered a requiem,
with uncovered head. The winds stirred
the branches of the old trees around
him, and the birds twittered softly,
hidden among the waving leaves. All
was pesce and serenity. How blessed
are those who die in the Lord, he
thought, as he turned and slowly wended
his way down the grassy path that led
to the cemetery gate.

There a8 woman met him “Father,” she
said (for who does not recognize a Cath-
olic priest), “the warden of the jail over
there begged me to look for a priest—
one of the prisoners is dying and is call-
ing for a priest.”” Instantly the mission-
ary inatinct arose in the priest’s heart.

“Is there a short way to the jail ?” he
asked,

“Yes, father,” said she, “I'll show it to
you.”

He did not guestion who or what
manner of human beiog needed him. A
soul was callingior the priest, and he
went at once. He entered the jail and
the warden greeted him heartily.

“I'm glad you came Father, she has
been calling for you all night.”

“She ?” So it was a woman.
matter.

“Take me to her,” said the priest.

.Down the long stone corridors, past
the iron bars, in the dim stern silence,
the warden led the way. In a 100m
larger than a cell, and somewhat apart
from the prisoners lay a woman on an
iron bed, gasping for breath. Her face
was drawn and white, her black hair
hung down on the pillow. A uniformed
purse was in the room. As the priest
approached the bed, the sick woman
turned her face full upon him, and gave
a startled cry. The priest aiso started.
It was a matual recognition. She was
the woman who had left that hospital so
many miles away so many weeks before,
unconverted, and apparently hardened—
the woman every faithful soul had
grieved for, snd prayed for. Ang she
had despised all prayers and spiritual
comfort and now she was in a jail dying!

“Oh, Father !” she cried, *“is it too
late 2"

“No, my child,” said the hospital
chaplain, *“it is never teo late where
God’s love aud mercy are concerned 1"

He motioned the nurse to leave, and
the woman poured out between gasps
her sad life story. It is not to be told.
But she had never been baptised, she
had never been instructed, she had no
religion. What she saw and heard at
that Catholic hospital had haunted her
and she had had uo peace. Oatoast as
she was, low as she had fallen, the gen-
tle faces of the Sisters, the wonderfal
hospitable chapel, the impressive words
of the Catholio priest, the peace and the
purity, the elevating influence of all she

No

saw wouald not leave her memory. And
when she went deeper into her siuful
ways and was picked up a disgusting
inebriate, thrown iuto jail, and devel-
oped pneumonia, her first conscious cry
was for the priest—the Catholie priest !
And here he was | The very chaplain of
that hospital miles distant, whom God
had sent to her in her extremity., Oh !
the boundiess love of God |

With gentle consoling words the
priest soothed her, and explained the
faith she was longing for. She pleaded
for baptism. He soon saw she had not
long to live, and as be slways carried
his stole, he took a cup of water from the
table beside the bed and baptised her
on the spot.

Oh | the peace that came into those
troubled dark eyes ! The restful change
that came on that frightened face !
The priest had called the nurse, who was
s Oatholic, as sponsor, and promised to
return in the evening and instract the
dying woman for the last sacraments.
Her faith seemed miraculous, she in-
stinotively knew at once, and believed.
He left = little crucifix in her
hands and departed.

He had scarcely arrived at the ree-
tory when a messenger came flying down
the street. The warden hsd sent the
boy. He spologized for troubling the
priest the second sime but the woman
was worse, evidently dying and begged
80 pitifully for the last sacraments that
the nurse insisted on the second mes-
sage, sssuring the warden the priest
would gladly come.

Taking out his oil stock and entering
the church td place the Biessed Sacra
ment in his pyx was the work of a
moment, and onoe more the priest went
to the jeil. Yes she was dying, but at
sight of tbe priest she rallied and beld
ous her hauds. A little teble was ready
in & moment and the nurse lighted the
blessed candles the priest brought.
The prisoner was anoioted and made her
First Communion. Her faith aud hope
and love were miraculous.

Must we not feel that those prison
walls of stone, those iron gratings lined
with curious, bard, sin stained faces,
were softened by the presenoce of unseen
angels, mellowed by the choirs of blessed
spirits that invisibly attend the pres-
ence of Jesus in the Holy Eacharist ?
The ceremonies were over, aud the end
was nesr.

The woman had clasped her hands, and
only ofe word trembled on her lips.
“Saviour |” Yes, her, Saviour. Had not
the Good Shepherd followed her over
stony paths, thecugh briars and thorns
—this oune, poor, fallen, wandering
sheep. She was dying in a jail—she
would sleep in a pauper’s grave but she
was saved. Yes, saved ! Oh | blessed
word |—Salvation !

Aud so with her glazing eyes fixed on
the cross the outcast passed away.
Within a few hours she had been bap-
tised, had been anointed, had received
ber Lord in Holy Communion,aud with
the last absolution trembling on the air
had passed into the presence of God,
'saved for all eternity ! Whence came
all these graces ? Who knows ?

As the heavy iron doors closed on the
hospital chaplain, a great chokivg
breath rose in his throatand a swift
thanksgiviog went up to the geutle,
vearning heart of Christ that had
brought about this wondrous return of
the prodigal.

-

THE CATHOLIC CHURCH THE
SALVATION OF SOCIETY

————t

[Delivered in the church of St. Charles Borromeo,
Brooklyn, by Rev. Thos. N. Burke, O. P., in 1872 im
aid of the hospital in charge of the Sisters of the
Good Shepherd.]

My friends : The subject which, as
you know, has been announced to you,
and which I purpose to treat before you
this evening, is the proposition that
* The Catholic Church is the Salvation
of Society.” Perhaps there are some
amongst you who think I am an un-
wontedly courageous man to make so
wild and so rash an assertion. And it
must be ackaowledged, indeed, that for
the past eighteen hundred years that
the Catholic Church has existed, society
has always endeavored to get away from
her grasp, and to live without her.
People who admit the action of the
Chureh, who allow it to influence their
history, who let it influence their lives
—it they rise to the height of their
Christian elevation, if they conform
themselves to the teachings of what is
true, if they avail themselves of the
graces of the Church—they are very
often scoffed at, and called a priest-
ridden and besotted pecple. Now-a-
days, it is the fashion to look upon that
man as the best of his class who has sue-
ceeded the most completely in emanci-
pating himsell from every control of re-
ligion, or of the Catholic Church. In
one sense, it i3 a great advantage to a
man to have no religion—to shake off
the ivflaence of the Church. Such a
man remains without a conscience, and
without remorse. He saves himself from
those moments of uneasiness and self-
reproach that come to most men until
they completely lose all reverence for
God ; and the consequence is, that if he
is & sinner, and in the way of sin, he en-
joys it all the more; and he can make
the more use of his tie in every path-
way of iniquity, if he has no obstacles of
conscience or of religion to fetter him.
So far, it ie au advantage to be without
religion. The robter, for instance, can
rob more confidently if he can msnage
to forget that there is a God above him.
The murderer can wash his hands more
complacently, no matter how deeply he
stains them, if there is no condemning
record, no accusing voice,np ear to hear
the voice of the blood that cries out
against bim for veongesnce. He can
pursue his misdeeds all the more at his
own ease. And so, for this, amongst
many other reasons, the worid is con-
stantly trying to emancipate itself from
the dominion of God, aud from the con-
trol of the Church—the messenger of the
Saviour of the world. It would seem,
therefore, at first sight, rather a hazard-
ous thing to stand up in the face of the
world, and in the face of society to day
—this boasted society—and say to them :
¢ You eannot live—youv cannot get on
without the Catholic Church | 8he can
do without you! A coterie here! A
tribe there ! A nation elsewhere! A
few millions more or less, is, humanly
speaking, of little account to her. She
can do without you. But you, at your
peril, must let her in, because you ean-
not do without her !” Now, this is the




