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LORD EDWARD FITZGERALD

An Historical Romance.

BY M. M'D. BODKIN, Q. C.

CHAPTER XVIL
‘SAVES TWE THIEF.”
~-Cymbeline.
* 1 owe thee much. Within this wall of flesh
‘I'here 18 a soul counts thee her creditos,
Aund with advantage means to pay.”’
~King Jobhn.

On the afternoon of the second day, as
he rode forward at an easy canter on the
grasgy margin of the roadside, he heard,
at some little distance in front, the
gounds of a fierce struggle, shouts, and
the clang of weapons. Then a pistolshot,
then a volley, and then the clatter of
hoofs apparently in swift flight and pur-
snit.  He just tickled with the spur the
gides of his horse, who in an instant
leaped forward with a bound like a deer.
At a turn of the road he came upon a
horse lying dead, and a yeoman, with
many curses, dragging himself out from
under the carcass. A glance to'd Maur-
ice that the man was unhurt. In front
some hundred yards off, he saw a dozen
of hig fellows lumbering forward, their
heavy horses in an awkward gallop.
Further still, there was a single horseman
apparently in full flight.  The thought
tashed throngh his mind that here
donbtless was some wretched Papist
whom the law had given over to the ten-
der mercies of these true Christians, to
be converted by pitcheap and halter,
bullet or sword.

e resolved to lend a helping hand, if
need be, to their vietim.

Shakivg Phooka’s bridle rein, and keep-
ing still on the strip of sward, he flew for-
ward noiselessly, and was safely through
the hunting troop of yeomen before they
Were aware.,

It was no such easy matter to overtake
the fugitive in front, who had increased
hig lead to a quarter of a mile. Even
I’hooka, at full stretch, gained on him at
first only by inches. So they sp-d along
for a conple of miles, and the space be-
tween seemed scarcely lessened,  His
bloo1 began to tingle with the excitement
of this strange race. While the air
which ha roghed whiagtled past
hig ears in a hurricane of his own crea
tion, he leant forward over I'hooka’s neck,
and with caressing hand urged him to
redoubled speed.

It was not needed. The pace had told.
The gallant horse in front began toslacken
in his stride.  The pursuer was gaining
rapidly.

A hundred yards, ninety, eighty, seven-
ty, sixty, only fifty yards off now ; as he
closed 1n, Maorice noted the horse in

thronoh

front was a dapple grey, of splendid sym-
metry. A broad streak of red down its
flank told the secret of the slackening

speed.  The red stream still oozing from
thoe bullet wound drained the poor brute's
e away.

The rider was a tall, strong man, but
hig right arm hung limo and useless by
hig side, and slung backwards and (-
wards like a pendulum with the swift
motion of the horse.  His left hand held
the reins,

He heard the sound of guick hoofs be-

hind hi, and turning, shouted some
words which Maurice Blake could not
catch

Maurice shouted back “a friend.” DBat
his voice, too, was lost in the clatter of
the galloping horses

The race was nearly over. The grey
still struggled forward gallantly, but one
of the hind legs began to drag a little in
the stride.  With swift, easy stretches
the black crept closer and closer.  They
are scarce twenty yards apart now, ar
that narrow space is closing rapidly

I'he man in front flung the reins on his
horse's neck. His left hand went down to
his holster.  He wheeled half round in
his saddle. Maurice Plake saw the gleam
of a pistol-barrel-levelled at his head.
There was a crack and {l: and a bullet

hustled by so close that he felt the rush
of the air it almost brushed his cheek.
\t the same moment the gallant gray,

wounded, exhansted, and no longer sus-
tained by a strong hand on the bridle,
stumbled, staggered f a moment, and

then came heavily down, flinging its
rider forward on the road half stunned by
the fall. ’

Maurice ke was going too fast to
stop. Right ] the fallen man

and horse lay
to be

horse’s hoofs.

fumbled ampled under §
Bat he lifted Phooka with
I'he gallant steed rose lightly
as a bird and lit as lightly. )

Maurice, turned him in his length, and

the rein.

was beside the fallen man and horse in a
N ot

I'he groy horse lay gnite motionless
where he had | . The riders leg w
( rhit rits body, and he strug
with his left arm to free himself,
right d see was broken
a e sleeve drenched
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‘u he saw him approach. He writhed

i
heart had been caught on the rebound by

like a beast caught in a trap that sees the
trapper coming through the woods.

“I'll not be taken alive,” he growled
out. *“ You are not one of those hell-
hounds. Have some pity in you. Shoot
me right off and have done with me, If
I conld only reach my own pistol I—"'

With a violent effort he moved the
wounded limb, and then lay quite still,
groaning with the agony of it.

Muurice Blake was full of pity., His
guess, then, was right. Ilere was a hunted
and persecuted 'apist; he mustsave him
at any cost. "

““ I'am a friend,” he said gently.

The other seemed more startled with
the gentle tone of his voice, than if a
pistol shot had been fired ofl’ close to his
ear.

He looked quickly in Maurice's face to
find the meaning of it. He seemed sat-
isfied with what he saw there. His wan
face brightened., Maurice noted that it
was a wild but hardly an evil face. One
restless eye alone lit its pale expanse,
But the tangle of bright red hair and
beard gave it a kind of light of their own.

Without another word Maurice drew
him from under the horse's body and set
bim on his feet on the road, when he
shook himself like a dog, testing the
goundness of his limbs,

“Hurt?” asked Maurice.

“Only this,” replied the other, touch-
ing the disabled right arm with his left
hand.

At that instant the trained ear of Maur-
ice, which rivalled that of the wild beasts
or the Indians in its acuteness, canght
the sound of the hoofs of the yeomanry
horges clattering over the road, afar off
no louder yet than the feet of mice in the
wainscotting.

There was no time to be lost.

“Can you ride ?” he asked the stranger
abruptly,

“1f I had a horse,” was the reply, “but
this one never again. In all Ireland
there was not a better an hour ago. Con-
found the cowards who killed him.”" He
bentover the motionless body of the gray,
as he spoke, and touched the shapely
head quietly with his left hand.

“ You shall ride with me,"" said Maur-
ice hastily ; “if yon can hold on. It is
not the first time that Phooka has car-
ried double weight. Tle will get us to

Mullingar yet — it is but a few miles ofl
1 o thaon K 1 - .y 41
befor ; oodhounds can catch

us. If not — well, we have our pistols.

You have shown me you can shoot with
theleft hand. T can shoot with both, and
use a sword, too, at a pinch.

“ Not to Mullingar,” groaned the other,
his helpless right arm slinging loose while
Maurice lifted him to his horse. “Not to
Mullingar. If you will carry me to that
clump of trees yonder,” pointing to a
clump a mile farther on the road, * 1 wiii
be quite safe, and need not burden
nor your he further.’

Gallantly Phooka stretchied forward
with his double load, and the sound of
the horse's hoofs, which had grown more
distinet behind them, again died away.
A mile further on, Maurice drew rein at
the clump of larch stretching np the side
of a steep hill.

The stranger slipped quickly to the
road.

vou

“You have saved me,” he said ab-
ruptly, “ from death, and worse than
death. If my thanks were worth having
you should have them. They are not

worth  having.
get the chance-

Here Lie broke off  “ You must tell me
your name and where you live,” he add-
ed very earnestly.

“ Maurice Blake is my name,
ent I am bound for Dublin,
yours.

“ No," returned
know my n¢
know it. Y
bad as he is, is not ungratefal.
you may never know more of m
else, know me only when you need :
help.”

He climbed the high wall with an agil-
ity that was almost miraculous remem-
bering his disabled arm, and plunge

X 1y

But I may sometime

At pres-
Now tell me

the other, “ You will
ne too soon, if you ever

ou have saved a man who,
Pray God
Oy

amongst the trees 3
rough and rocky. Maurice saw him
spring from boulder to boulder, until he
had reached more than half-way up the
ascent. Then suddenly, as if the ground
devoured him, he disappeared.

Ilven Phooka was a bitblown with that
Jast burst under double weight, so Maur-
ica dropped the reing on his neck, and let
him walk, while nearer and nearer came
the tramp of the galloping yoemen be-
hind.

I'hey came up to him at last, men and
horses completely blown.

“ Hallo, yon fellow !”

@ oronnd

shouted their

flicer ; but something in Maurice's \p-
pearance checked his insolence in full
career. " Your pardon, sir,”" he went on,

awkwardly., ** Have yon seen a man on

the road—a tall fellow, with one eye and

red hair Yon could not mistake him.
‘ Certainly,” replied Maurice, with a
quiet smile.  * He introduced himselt
with a pistol shot.’
“The very man,” cried the officer:
“well

“ e misged his aim and his footing,

and I, or rather he,” patting his horse's
neck, “leaped over both, as they lay
sprawling on the road together, thats
all.”

“ It's apity,” said the other, “ you did
not waste a bullet on him when he was
down at vour mercy. You would have
been well paid in good gold for that ounce
of lead I'here is g price on that fel-

vOn ) TR ) 'y

\ Wl LU sl bl Wl Lioise Dy
the road s but the fox had stolen
away. Ile must have got to earth close
at hand. They saw he has one of hig

caves somewhere reabouts.
“ Back ! he shouted to hi

men, “ we
will try close round wher

e the horse lies,
he cannot have gone far from the spot on

“Stay,” cried Maurice, as the officer

was whirling round to follow his party,
who went clattering back the way they
had come. ** Who is the man yon hunt |

o hard

Freeny,” replied the other, “ the no- |

torions robber, You bave not
travelled much in Ireland, sir, or von
: p

would know I'reeny when you saw him.

Freeny.

CHAPTER XVIII.
LOVE'S LABOR 1L.OS1T

I'he venom whispers of a jealous woman
P'owson more deadly than a mad dog's tooth

Comedy of Ervors,
Father nd in name doth Nature
speak

that

l'imon of Athens,

Many startling things Maurice Blake
heard on his return to Dublin,  The play-
ful prophecy which he had uttered to
Lord Edward Fitzgerald when they had
last met and parted had come true.” 1lis

| there are

a fair maiden of France, whose beaut;
was the theme of the gay Irish capital,
and in whose veins it was rumoured
coursed the royal blood of the Bourbons.
Pamela, Lord KEdward's fair young
wife, was at Carton, the ancestral seat of
the Leinster family, when Maurice ar-
rived, but her husband welcomed his
friend back with bright eyes and beam-
ing smile, which told that happiness had
found him out at last, and that his bitter
love trials of the old days were dead and
buried deeper than ever plummet sound-
(

@

The organization of the United Irish-
men meanwhile went bravely on. The
Government were already beginning to re-
spect its power ; they would soon learn to
fear it. It was even hoped that all the
patriots songht for might be effected by
fear without fighting, and refcrm, not re-
volution, give Ireland Ler liberty.

In return for this good news Maurice
Blake had to tell his friend of a wide-
spread revival of spirit in the West, and
of tens of thousands determined men
maddened with misery, and eager to
strike a brave blow for freedom when the
call to arms should sound. But Maurice
Blake had not lost his old hatred for war,
and he prayed heartily that the battle
might be won without slaughter,

Lord Edward, though a little dazzled at
the glorious prospect of leading the forces
of Irish patriotism to victory against the
arms of Great Britain, shared the gentler
hope.

In truth, Muiurice Blake's thoughts
were at this time turned quite away from
warand slanghter. It may be that the
sight of his friend's happiness softened
his own heart with a kindred hope, of
which he was but vaguely conscious.
Certain it is that desire ever carried him
gaily to Dr. Denver's door, and duty—
even duty to Ireland—carried himn reluct-
antly away.

So Norah Denver and Maurice Blake
lived in a blissful dream. Only they two
in all the world were real to each other ;
all else seemed vague and far off. Every
thought, look, or word, however glight or
playtal, which love touched, became a de-
light.  Only once to man or woman (and
not to all) comes the rapture of true love,
that joy 1o which all others life holds are
weak and colorless.  Better be born blind
than miss that ecsiasy.
I'hey floated pleas ntly together, those

two, down the s}

3 ream, with no
thought or care where it shounld lead.
I'hey lived in the present only,and never
wearied of its delights. Love to be per-
fect, must be unconscious, and theirs was
pertect.

A fortnight had flown like a day.
Earth and water were still locked in hard
frost. To them pure air made mere liv-
ing a delight. To Maurice it was a pleas-
ant reminder of Canadian winters. He
taxed the skill ¢f Dablin artizans for a
Canadian sleigh,

and beautiful Norah looked
side him in the sleigh, cosily
mufiled in a suit of sables (of his provid
ing), which closely wrapped slim i
and slender throat, and nestled softly
the soft, rounded cheek, bright with
health and happiness.

Merrily the ponies pranced along, jan z-
ling their silver bells as the sleigh sped
over the frozen ground, aud merriest of
all was the sweet music Love sang in
their hearts.

The time flew swifter than the sleigh,
and, with a start of surprise, they fonnd
their journey done. They had reached
the broad lake, seven miles from Dublin,
where skaters in those days did most re-
sort, &and found the youth and fashion of
Dublin gathered on its shores or scattered
over 18 frozen water.

In a few moments they, too, joined the
flying skaters on the shining surface of
the lake. The gentle confiding pressure
of those little hands he held so softly in
his own, sent the blood leaping through
his veing with a wild rapture that was
akin to pain. Like birds on the wing,
they flew over the lake, whirling and
circling as birds do in sheer delight of the
gmooth and easy motion.

I'he grace and swiftness of their move-
ments challenged the admirat f the
crowd. A low buzz of admiration fol-
lowed as they swept past, lightly as the
wind, and as swift. Norah noticed it
with a blush that deepened the roses the
keen air had made to bloom in her
cheeks.

“We will go in, Maurice,” she said.
“ How strangely those people stare as we
pass.”’

Swiftly and smoothly they wheeled
round on the outer edge, and glided in,
hand-in-hand, to where seat stood in-
itingly vacant, a little on the outskirts of
y crowd.
ain the

Ag thought came to Maunrice
with a thrill, half excitement, half fear,
that here was his chance to bring his
wooing to a close; to whisper, as he
hoped, in willi ears, the question on
whose answer the happiness or misery of
his life depended.

His earnestness made him awkward.
He could not find the words he wanted,
nor the time to speak them.
vorah, by the look in his eyes, or the
trembling in his voice, or by that subtle
power by which souls that love speak to
each other without word or look, guessed
what was coming,

Iis heart was all in a tumult at the
thought ; with joy or fear she could not
tell, so wild the whirl of emotion. Over-
mastering all else, came the womanly in-
stinct of flight.

All her facultivs were

on the alert to
escape, for the time, from the avowal of
love which she longed for, yet feared.
She was a true woman. She trembled in-
wardlv. but her voice was calm as she
smil€ {Ad chatted more gaily than her
wontgne

With delicate tact she made their talk
play upon lightly and lively topics. A
dozen times Maurice tried to lead it, a
dozen times it slipped from his clumsy
control under her deft control.

He had seated himself dangerously
close to her, leaving an empty space on
the seat.

“ How kind vou are,” she said artless-
ly. “ You have left room for another. 1
ghould never have thought of that; and
many people who must be

| tired.”

He moved back on the vacant space,

| with a giance that certainly was not an

invitation to passers-by,

Then there was a silence ;
first they had known when they were
alone together.  Norah broke it before it
grew dangerous.

“ How beautifuily the soft, rosy light of
the sunset plays upon the shining lake
and moving figures. Look, Maurice! see
how the rich glow settles upon the sum-
mit of the hill yonder. lave you ever
geen anything more beautiful 2

“ Yes,"” he answered, “far more beauti-

almost the |

ful.”” His eyes were upon her own fair
face, and the color deepened upon her
cheek under the passionate intensity of
his gaze. Butshe kept her eyes resolute-
ly away from his. ;

“Oh, 1 see," she cried lightly, glancing
aside, * you, too, are an adorer of Lady
Dulwich'; even the sunset is less bril-
liant.”

Maurice followed her gaze, and saw
Lady Dulwich approaching in all the
glory of her resplendent beanty. A
young, soft-eyed, dark-haired girl was hp-
gide her. [t seemed as if her ladyship
was coming straight up to speak to
Norah. Her lips wore a welcoming smile
that had a touch of patronage in it. Her
hand was half extended. But there was
no answering sign in Norah's face. Their
eyes met, questioned and answered each
other, then, with a scornful movement of
her lovely head, which was half a salute,
half defiance, Lady Dulwich swept by
with her companion and seated herself
some little distance away.

“You know her?” Norah whispered to
Maurice, delighted to find any topic for-
eign to themselves. “Poor Lord Edward
has told you, I am sure. Ihave not seen
her since until to-day. How he suflered,
poor fellow, for a lovely face aad a hard
heart, and now he has forgotten all about
her. What a foolish thing is love!”

Not very encouraging this to a man
that wanted to speak of love, and nothing
but love.

There was no help for it. e felt he
must dash straight to the subject. He
was conscious that he was talking like a
stage bero; but he could not help it.

“ Norah,” he said faltering, “ can youn
love 2

“ What ?” she asked, looking him inno-
cently in the face with such childlike sim-
plicity that he could not for the lile of
him say “ Me.’

“ Anything,” he answered foolishly.

“ Almost everything. There never yet
was anyone more given to love. Dat
why do you ask 7"

There was a mocking light in her eye,
the humor of thesituation had conquered
her fear.

The longing was strong on him to catch
her in his arms and answer ler with a
shower of kisses. Perhaps she gnessed
this new danger, for she spoke again
quickly.

“ Look, look,”” she cried, “ how beauti-

£i11

graceiu

It was not all artifice, there was genn-

ine admiration in her voice. Looking
where she pointed, right out over the
lake, Maurice shared her admiration. A

beautiful boy was flying over the ice in
bend and whirl and carve with inimitable
grace, while all eyes watched him from
lake and shore,

With a boy’s love of peril he songht the
corner of the lake where alone it was pos-
sible to meet it. A pole and board with
the ominous word * dangerou on it
stuck upfrom the ice. Round and round
this pole he circled with whirls and turns
as fantastic and graceful as a tumbler
pigeon in mid air.

The murmur of admiration changed to
a cry of warning, Norah's face grew
pale, her lips parted, and her heart beat
quickly with the excitement and fear of it,

“Is there any danger, Maurice 7'
whispered.

“Troth, an’ there is that, ma'am,” said
one of the keepers of the mud, who
came up at the moment; “great danger,
intirely. The ducks and the swans have
been boring holes in the ice out there
with their bussnmes, just fornint the place
where he is sliding. The frost has put a
skin over the holes, but 3 no thicker in
parts than an egg shell, I he were
weightier than a bird, bedad, he'd be
through long ago. Glory be to God
dancing poulkas he is on it now.

she

1t 18

The keeper's cry was eclioed by the
crowd. The reckless boy was figure-skat-
ing on the thin shell of ice that stretched
between him and forty feet of black water
with chill death lurking there.

Heretofore the speed he went at saved
him. Though the ice might creak and
crack, it had not time to break as he flaw
overit. Now with a short quick rash on
the outer edge he leapad clean iato the
air, spun like a ballet dancer, and lit
rain on the sharp edge of a sin
He struck right over one of the death
traps the birds had made. Crash throngh
the thin ice the skate went, and the skat-
er alter it.

I'liere was a cr;
ing crowd as he dis

But in a moment

e skate,

of horror from the gaz-
appeared,

he blue cloth cap and
the yellow curls showed over the level
surface. The brave boy held fast to the
thick edges of the hole throngh which he
had fallen, and so kept himsel( afloat. A
shout went up for ropes and ladders and
lifsbuoys, and the crowd surged and scat-
tered wildly in noisy excitement, hut
none ventured down to the treacherons
hole, where the chill water was freezing
warm young life out. A keen eye could
see the small hands, blue and red with
the cold, on the slippery ice's edge—conld
gee the agony of intense cold on the piti-
ful tace,

The boy had uttered no cry from the
first. But there was a lady in black on
the ice, screaming and struggling violent-
ly, with half-a-dozen people holding her.
It was the boy’s mother,straining to {ly to
him and perish with him. .

‘“ It cannot last long unl s help comes,”
whispered Manrice to Norah, who was
looking out over the lake with pale face
and wide openeyes. “Thecold isenough
to freeze the very blood in his veine. He
cannot hold ont. Great Gad ! it ia tan
horrible.  There is one chance, a narrow
one, but I'll risk it.

“ Good-bye, my darling,' he whis-
pered so softly she did not hear the last
words. “ If 8o be we meet no more, good-
bye for ever.”

I'hen he stumbled awkwardly, but rap-

with his steel-bound feet to the
‘t;‘ﬂl«_:p_ and shot out like lightning
over its surface. The crowd parted as he
came. Like a hawk on the wing he
swooped straight for the boy. It seemed
that he was going crash into the same
trap. But as he neared it lie swerved a
little and planted both feet firmly on the
ice. Then as be swept by with lightning
gpeed at the very verge of the death trap,
he stooped, grasped the golden hair that
floated like a spreading weed on the sur-

face, and, with one tremendous eflort of

his strength, lifted the light body clean
from the water, and so held his course,
with two small feet trailing after him on
the ice. The ice cracked with a loud re-
port under the sundden strain and the
double weight. The hole from which the
body was snatched spouted and bubbled,
as if greedy for life. Buat the wild speed
saved both. Before the great shoutof ap-
plause had time to break from the lips
of the excited crowd, Maurice had
flashed outside the circle of danger, and

————
sped alongsecurely where the ice was fir,
as granite pavement under his skates,

TO BE CONTINUED,
PRSIEIES. S

THE ROYAL HOUSE OF DAvIp,

Know Pop Mandelbaum ? Why
everybody in the teeming lower pagt
side of the metropolis koew honegt
Aaron, the pawnbroker, and public
opinion stamped him a man of sterling
honesty and perfect fair dealing, o

No man could say that Pop ever took
advantage of his extremity, Plunqep.
ers, seeking for a place to pledge thej,
booty, avoided Pop's shop, because he
wasd on excellent terms with the police
and a hurried message from him to the
nearby station house had brought
many & wrong doer to justice, g

His shop was in a tumble down,
quaint, old world looking building iy
a dark narrow street near Chatham
Square. Inits many paned little show
window were dusty and dilapidateq
articles of clothing, guns, swordsg,
musical instruments, tarnished plateq
ware, the regalia and jawels of a long
defunct lodge, old fashioned watches
and chains, and a thousand and one
articles, nearly every one of which,
had it a voica, could tell a sad tale of
its former owner's weakness, vice o
adversity.

Passing under the weather-beaten,
time-honored emblem of the proprietor's
calling, the visitor entered through
swinging, baize-covered doors and
found himself in a musty smelling
interior, its murkiness but dimly
lighted by the two gas jets in the show
window and the single jet ahove the
long counter, the end of which was
lost in the gloom at the rear of the
shop. Shelves everywhere were laden
with unredeemed pledges.

Every evening, when business was
dull, Aaron seated himeelf in his arm
chair, under the gas jot, and read the
“* Naw Yorker Herald " or the Talmud,
and his great shock of gray hair, long
gray beard and strongly marked face
reminded one of his ideal of a prophet
of old.

Every night when the wheezy, dust
choked old clock in the show window
hammered out the closing hour Aaron
put aside his book or paper and taking
nis most valuable articles from the
show window placed them in the pond
erous old safe and swung to the heavy
door with a clang that shook the place,
Then the lights in the show window
were extinguished and he walked to
th& door to look what kind of weather
the heavens above promised for the
morrow and to see what the confineg of
the narrow street revealed of what was
transpiring on the earth beneath, and,
mayhap, to chat a moment with a

{ neighbor.

Oae night, in early Novembar,
Aaron swung open his doors before
closing for the night. A fog partially

obscured the outlines of the houses
opposite and the falling rain had
formed inky little pools in the uneven
pavement of the street. Thesidewalks
gleamed like polished ebony, on which
the gaslights in the store windows
shot beams of golden yellow. There
was ouly one pedestrian visible—a
dripping figure, which approached,
carrying a large and seemingly heavy
bundle

““Am [ too late?” the stranger
asked as he approached the door,

“No, my friend, it’'s never too late
to do business,” replied Aaron as he
led the way into the shop

‘1 feared 1 was too late,” said the
stranger, as he placed his burden on
the counter and proceeded to strip it of
the oilcloth that covered it. The cover
ing removed, a beautifully carved
statue of the Blessed Virgin stood re
vealed. Aaron gazed spell-bound at
the majastic beauty of the face raised
heavenward. It reminded him of
Esther, Judith, Rachel, Rebecca, Sara
—of all the immortal women of his
ancient race,

‘‘1 want ten dollars on this marble
for about a month,"” said the stranger,
recalling Aaron to the present

‘* Whom does it represent?” asked
Aron,
‘““The Virgin Mary,” replied the

stranger

**The Virgin Mary ?" queried Aaron

‘“Yes; and I hope your Jewish pre
jadies won't prevent you from loan
ing the money—God knows I need it
badly—badly ! Why, man, she was of
the iine of your royal prophet ! Mary
of the royal house of David !

**Of the royal house of David," re

peated Aaron, “I'll make you the
loan ; but although I'm no judge of

art, this, my friend, seems to me to be
the work of a genius, How comes it
that you are driven to pawn it ?"

‘‘ By hunger, old man, by hunger.
If I came to New York with a Euro-
pean reputation I might find purchas-
ers for my work, I am only a young,
unkunown American artisan, therefore
[ starve! Do you know what it is to
starve, old man? No, no, you don't;
and Gied keep you from the experience.
Come, let me have the money. Iam
cold and wet—and weak from hunger.

As Aaron busied himself making out
the pawn ticket he stole a look, now
and again, at the delicate, emaciated
face of the artist—at his dark eyes
blazing with fever, the drawn look
about the mouth, and he doubted if he
would ever redeem the pledge. As he
counted the bills out on the counter,
the artist snatched them up eagerly
and hurrying to the door, cried :

‘“God bless you!" Take good care
of my statua. Luack will turn and I'll
redeem it,"”

When his footsteps had died away
down the street, Aaron locked and
bolted the heavy outer doors, and when
that was done emptied a compartment
of the shelves of its contents. He
lifted the status to the empty place.
[non he drew back to note the effect.

| The light was poor, and rummaging
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under the counter he drew forth .
bright, silvered glass reflector. I
fastened it to the gas fixture and .
stream of light was thrown on th
statue.

** Mary, of the royal houss of David !
he murmered, as he sank into his arm
chair and gazed on the marble. Th
flickering of the 1ight changed the ex
pression on the beautiful face of th
statue and produced the effect of life
The old man’s mind wandered back t
the days of the founder of the roys
line of Israel and followed the destinie
of the chosen people through the ages
He was recalled from his meditation
by the voice of Rachel, bhis wife, wh
alarmed by his long sojourn in the shoj
had descended from the living roon
above to seek him.

Aaron Mandelbaum was an officer
the Synagogue and Rabbi Jacobs we
a frequent caller on this pillar of Jud:
He entered the little shop a few day
after the artist’s visit and his eyes i
stantly rested on the statue,

¢“Ho, Aaron Mandelbaum, whs
graven image is this thou hast set u
under thy orthodox roof 7' demande
the Rabbi, pursing his lips and . tern!
regarding Aaron.

o That,” replied Aaron, ''is Mar;
of the royal house of David.”

“Vae!" cried the Rabbi, *‘ knowe
thou not she was the mother of Hi
whom the Gentiles call the Christ
Surely such a graven thing should n
have room in the house ot a Jew."

¢ | neither adore nor serve it,” e3
claimed Aaron, ‘it is a pledge broug
here by a starving artist.”

“(Get rid of it, Aaron. Give it n
house room,” advised the Rabbi.

“* Never will I part with it until i
owner demands it,” resolutely repli
Aaron. *“‘Is it not beautiful? 1T
beauty of purity and goodness is
the face and, moreover, Rabbi, th
knowest she was of the Royal ’salmis
line, theretore shall her image r¢
gecurely here. I have saidit !

The ‘l::mm, knowing well Aaror
gtrength of will, and fearing a breg
with the best friend and most genero
caupporter of the Synagogue, nev
again referred to the statue

Time passed and the sculptor nev
returned to redeemn his pledge. Ma
of the evening hours that had forme:
been given to the perusal of the new
papers or the study of the law of Isrs
were now passed gazing at the stat
and meditating on the fortunes of t
chosen peog Aaron had often not
the effect that the beautiful statue p
duced on many of his customers, 'l

loud and rancous voices of the braz
and viclous were hushed
a whisper when rested
the pure v e figure. Many tin

the weak and unfortunate had revere
iy made the
brushed awsy a tear and had de part
to return no more. Memory
ried them back to better ar
days and had awakened 1
amendment.,

When little Rachel
\aron's grandchildren,
ghop they eat at the old
reverently regarded the beaut
statue and listened to his tales of Jud
and Esther and Sara While thus
gaged one day the entrance of a por
stranger interrupted the old ma
story.

“'Mr. Mandelbaum, I presun
Some time ago, Mr. Mandelbaum,
artist pledged a statue,—ah, ther

sign of the cross,

had e:
1 hapy

olutions

and Dav
vicited

man s I¢

is! 1'd know cur poor dear Browni
work anywhere, Poor fellow ! T
man was the greatest sculptor

country has produced, sir. He di
gir, in Bellevue Hospital, of a compli
tion of diseases, resulting from star
tion, The miserable part of it 1
that we, his friends, who would h
given the coats off our backs toh
him, never guessed his poverty.
was another case of post mortem far
Mr. Mandelbaum. After he had b
laid away in his grave the connoisse
discovered that he was a genius D
to business. A friend of mine, a
tective, told me of the beautiful mai
in your poseession and I determine
look it up. It is undoubtedly a ve
able specimen of Browning's geni
The time for redeeming the pledge |
I suppose, long eince passed, but I
prepared to pay you a good round ¢
for it.”

*“The staque would have been de
ered to its owner at any time,
friend,” replied Aaron, ‘‘but as h
dead I will never sell it. It is mil
No inducement that the stranger
fered could induce Aaron to change
resolution.

On that evening the green b:
doors swung open with a crash ai
woman entered. She was young
vears, scarcely out of her teens,
her face had the dry, parched loo
age., Its dead pallor was heighte
by the rouge carelessly daubed on
cheeks, A battered hat rested on
masges of dishevelled black bair
great eyes had a hunted, hopeless
pression.

*“There, Pop, that's the last of
old belongings,” she cried, throwir
small gold medal, with a faded
soiled blue ribbon attached, on
counter. ‘‘The relics of former |
tility,” she added, and the light, fo
laugh that followed had little of m
in it,

* Now, you miserable old skinf
you, I want enough ion’ to hit
pipe just once more and then-
then, when the tide is near the fl
'l just slip off the dock and that'll
the whole miserable story,” and t
wag a sigh and a catching of
breath that sounded like a sob. Al
picked up the medal and as he
amined it the girl continued: “
fallen,—fallen so low that there i
hope for me in this life or in the
her eyes, that had been wande
restlessly around the shop, had re:
when she paused, on the calm, |
face of the statue of the Mother




