. the crucifix in his hand, I could no longer comrol myself, and I

. The little fellow took my hand and pressed it against himself,
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BROTHER CELESTINE ]

{forget that, Oh, I wish I could die for Him, too.”
“Who has told you about Him, then?”

)
(From the Portiolio of a Tourist,) ]

gbout Him. See, there she comes to get me,” he added, pointmg‘

Translated by J. H. LEUCK from the German of t) a young woman who was hurriediy approaching us. She had |
NeYON URRIFEER IS {heard that her liftle son had happened into a street rabble, and|

2 : £1e now thanked God to find her child in peaceful conversation |

It was in Paris, in 18 I was strolling about the Place Ven- « yh me  Wae exchan ged a greeting and a few words, and I with- |
dome, when a curicus mob that had gathered in the vicinity of . ¢rew, while she with her little boy, who turned round a few times |
the famous pillar attracted my attention. Loud and boisterous | ..¢ 4 190k after me, walked towards the house. ‘
screaming, Intermingled with voices of protest, gave evidence “r; I got into an omnibus, and during the half-hour drive that|
a little riot. I hastened to enter, in order to ascertain the cause | . my thoughts reverted again and again to the scene I
of the trouble, The scene that presented itself to my.view was , , just witnessed. What aay have become of the child after;
disgusting In the highest degtee, and, although my religious en to twenty years from now? How much will he have retain-

opinions and sentiments at that time were far from being satis-
factory, I was offended to my innermost soul. In the midst of |
the rabble stood a poorly covered cart, on which, in wild disorder,
lay a number of crucifixes,” Ag I found out later,”these had, by |
of the municipality, been removed from the public schools
of the capital city, Nearest the cart were gseveral wanton school- |
boys, who danced about, shouting and laughing, thus giving vent

¢d of the dispositions and sentiments which he today in such an |
{inembarrassed manner displayed before the eyes of the world"i

A Parisian actor’s child!—Did not this word seem to give |

he answer to my question, while at the same time lowering the |
ntire coloring of the pirture which had lost half its charm sincei

| he child had so praised his father's art to me? How much in-
lerent talent for mimicry and dramatic display may already‘

order

he nockery of » gy f our holy religion. Four or
to their mockery of the :llml ,', .';r I.Vl il- S ctoda, tankt unconsciously, have been in play at this occurence, Whi(h at:
ive men in worl z jack ude (eg and exclan mns b i :
BIE atiin NOVRIRG JNenely, By 1) At r e | irst charmed me 80? And even if there had been no such in-|
their support to the evil doings of the boys. To complete the |

|
r th fist ¢ Paris had thwnu- in the incident, and the child’s feelings had been ever 80|
Bt ] u erwvomen o a A
””“Il iy, el g . true, would they be more vital than the tender winter hlossoms
raiged lively protests

whom
A that I had seen in the florigts’ shows?
crucifixes, while others

added their presence, some of

against the implous g ; :
lk ¢ on laug ;1' ng cynically. | Behind one of these show windows now appeared a woman’s
00k¢ on ! (14 £

Although the official gervant repeatedly tried to continue on | ace that bowed down, in care and nursing, to an opening rose-
his way with the cart, the boisterous mob prevented his doing |Pud. It nearly resembled the face of my little Ar istide’s mother, ‘
80. ;,.},,g aware that interference on the part of a stranger |and into my pessimistic thom_,htf r,:‘me the remembrance of her|
promised little success, 1 was about to proceed on my way, when Vho “could relate so nicely of Him.

Although I remained at Paris for six weeks at the time and

From a large, elegant house a young boy eight years of age, (/ten came across the Vendome, I did not get to see my little
with highly flushed face and flying hair, came rushing out. De- | riend again. In the course of time I had nearly forgotten all
gpite the winter's cold the lad came dut without hat or overcoat, #bout him, th'"v "1“‘_'? al;()}xt' t“”'“‘!{ y{‘,arS', I was'lmexpe?‘!edly
dressed only in a light-brown velvet suit., His dress and appear- reminded of him again. While at Naples .”‘ the fall of 18—, I
ance seemed evidently to indicate that he belonged to the better Tr2ceived orders from the director of a transient Passion Play Co

5 to make photographs of some of the groups of his play. In
With great agility he pressed through the crowd and man- «rder to be able better to judge and to select the respective in-
aged to get near the cart. Here he halted, turned with a fhreaten- | tances, I decided first to attend the performances of an evening,
ing motion towards the bystanders, and, trembling with indigna- [0f which I had heard that they were among the best of their kind‘
“Vous etes des mechants!” (You are scoun- 1Toduced. They differed materially from the Oberammergau and
drels!) Then, seizing a crucifix and with childlike tenderness ¢(ther Passion Plays ‘.“5”““' as tﬂhr‘y yere performed .wlthout
enfolding it in his arms, he repeated over and over again: “0 |there being any speaking done. The entire representation took
my Jesus, 1 love Thee; 1 will never do anything wrong against Place in pantomimic pictures, while choirs of angels located on
Thee.” The quick daring of his action, the pathetic charm of his | ide stages, now in lyric, now reciting, at(’ompamed the course
being, had for a moment put a stop to the game. But already the | {of the transaction.
next moment curses and imprecations rained down on the Htt'e The Pgssion Play had already begun when I entered The
one's head: “Calotin! mouchard, espece de reptile!” (Hypocrite, |Washing of the Feet was over and the scene of the Last Supper
Spy! Reptile!), in short, the whole repertory of a French street ]2gan, by which the leading actor evidently had been inspired by
rabble. A broad-shouldered Socialist had just seized the boy by‘ he painting of Leonardo da Vinci. What the master, by wonder-
his coat collar and raised him from the graund when policemen } ul art in his painting, lets one see as having gone before or as yet
appeared, who liberated the little fellow and allowed the by- ‘ 0 come was now all displayed before our eyes, with a dignity,
1nspimtmn and rnajeqty that caused the soul of the spectator at
His appear- [ mee to sink into de épest recollection. The decoration was most
the choirs that sang the text of the/Gospel to

\
treatment of the

a new apparition made its appearance on the scene.

class

tion, exclaimed:

gtanders to depart
I now
ance on the scene and his manly action had aroused not a little ] appily chosen;

seru Hnuml the little hero more closely.

interest in me. Everything about this child was unusual. His | his scene—a text so beautiful and sublime that word of man can-
dress, which clothed the neat little figure most becomingly, was 1ot describe it-—were masterfully distributed and schooled; and
not cul, according to modern fashion, but hore the marks of Nu'l et, I was but half conscious of all this, so intensely was my at-
old H[r:l‘ili,%ll costume, Ilis face was framed by fong blond curls, | entjon drawn to the person who acted the part of Christ. Yes:

which produced a vivid contrast to his dark e
features

eyes and brows. His | ust so He must have appeared among men, who had fascinated
were of perfect fineness and regularity, his nmwmtm‘sl he multitudes, at whose lips they hung, and whom, forgetting
of Infmitable gracefulnes, 1 asked myself, how this apparition, | inger and thirst, they followed into the desert and withersoever
which seemed to have stepped forth from the frame of an znl('ivnﬂ le went. Just so that mysterious love-feast must have been
princely family painting, had got out upon this modern street, | elebrated.
when the little one turned to me,

looked at me questioningly, and | | ppe Christ stood erect in the middle of the hall, illuminated
then laid his he “-‘1/'“‘" mine, which I had smilingly stretched out \}y the 1ight of andneient hanging lamp suspended from the ceil-
to him. ing. His eyesAvere raised up on high, his hands held up the

“You are good,” he said, “you would not have done anything | bread in an offering manner, and his lips moved in silent prayer.
like that . ... Oh, I am glad that the policemen drove those (At this moment the orchestra stopped playing, the angels knelt
horrid people away." ‘ n silent adoration, and not a sound was audible in the spacious
’ oom. But more'distinctly than any human voice could have pro-
rounced it, the up-raised countenance, as though transfigured in

i : ecstasy, spoke the prayer of sacrifice and of éxpiation.
disgust, how beawed in sunny friendliness. ’ Quickly now the music again began. . . .Christ sat at table,
\\\l :v“‘l:w‘::“-‘.””r apne. ¢isclosing to his devoutly attentive disciples the mystery of his
gl Yucharistic love-feast. Joyfully surprised, with tears of emotion,
he apostles understood him. Next he blessed the bread, and
hen, with an indescribable motion, which was all love, all re-
\ ignation, he extended his arm and handed a.morsel to each one
«f them. A solo voice sang: “This is My body.”

The beauty of this moment was so overwhelming that the
“Why, epectators, who up to now, with bated breath, had remained
gilent, could no longer control their feelings. From all sides
hands were raised up with a motion of longing and love, and
quiet, suppressed calls of “0O Signor! O Gesu dolcissimo!” (0
Lord! O sweetest Jesus!) became perceptible. I saw strong men
who, sobbing, bowed under the power of interior emotion. .

Now the instruments began a gleomy lamentat.ion A
hadow of unspeakable Sadness fell on the pale countenance
ransfigured in love. . With a look full of fear, Christ glanced
over his disciples; his breast rose and sank under the weight
of a-deadly secret. At last the disclosure escaped his lips. “One of
you will betray Me.”—1In cutting tones, which pierced to the mar-
row, the words had been sung by a tenor; then, t:eeplng and sobb-
ng, the voice of the orchestra again fell in.

The little face, which in quick succession had worn the ex
deepest indignation, overflowing tenderness, and
by coming in contact with the Socialist, that of fright
and disgust,

pressions of
at last,

I asked.
is Aristide Blanchard,” said the child, at which
the little figure raised itself with just a little touch of self-con-
sciousness. “See there”-—he pointed to the elegant house from
which he had stepped forth—-“there lives papa. Have you seen
papa already?"” he continued, chatting with dw perfect liveliness |
and unrestrainedness of a Parisian child.

“No, 1 do not know your papa.”

I replied.
he asked, much astonished.
you must come some evening when
papa wears his beautiful royal garments and stands on the stage
Then he is at one time Emperor Augustus, at another, King Mac-
beth, and everybody claps his hands.”

“So your father is an actor?”

“Yes, papa is a renowned actor, and when I grow big I want
to be one, too.”

“You don't know papa?”
everybody knows him. Oh,

I was somewhat disappointed. The mobility of his spirit
had, within a few minutes, brought us far away from the scene
which had just fascinated me so. But how came this actor’s child
to the religious sentiments he had displayed with such great fer-
vency? This puzzle I would have solved.

“Tell me, how did you happen to get amongst those wild
people?” I questioned.

“Oh, I was standing at the window,” chatted the lad, while
his little face suddenly again grew very sober,
thing they did.

I do not wish to describe the course of the Last Supper
gcene any farther, but will limit my description to saying that
and I saw every-|the entire scene, till to the end, was performed in the same
When that red*haired boy began to dance with golemn, most touching manner. When the curtain was lowered
'( hrist stood ready to depart: courage, that fears not death, and

rushed down the stairs.” ldetermlnation in every line of his countenance. It was a picture
“No doubt, you love the Saviour very much?” I continued. of sublime majesty.

How wonderfully those little eyes beamed at this question. :
) e 2 b e 1 After a minute's pause, applause broke forth from all sides

Although I had observed them all the time, only now did I become
conscious of the fact that the greatest charm of this face lay in of the hall. Not, however, a passionate applause, as would have

the large, dark-brown eyes, with their mellow glance and their teen :; l::ccordance wl:h Nieapolltaﬂn character, but as though

playful lights. In rapid changes they threw the veil of sorrow or subdu Y the power of a divine influence. The moderate, half-

the sunshine of transfiguration on the little, quickly moving suppressed exclamations of enthusiasm wete a E‘“um victory
e

features. Now a rich treasure of joy and tenderness lay in them. of the religious moment, and gave evidence to character of
the impression received. .

while he answered: " To be continued.

“That mama did. Oh, she s so good; she can relate so nicely | Gal

—

" wWhether I love Him?! Why, He died for me. I shall nevertSUITS DRY CLEANED Wheﬂ lﬂﬂklﬂg for LAND
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CALL IN TO MY SHOWROOM ﬂ
and look over the New

BRISCOE SPECIAL

the Car with the Half Million Dollar Motor.

The Price is within reach of everybody
wanting an up-to-date Car, ~

1 WILL GIVE YOU A DEMONSTRATION ANY TIME

Let me know your requirements
and I can supply your wants in anything for the Farm.

My Morto: A°SQUARE DEAL and SERVICE
at all times, DAY OR NIGHT.

E.D. LELACHEUR
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7 in fact everything to brighten things up and make

¢ Have A Full Line Of PAINT

House paint —Implement paint—<Floor paint—Wall paint— }
¢ Kalsomine— Floor Varnish—Einoleum Varnish—¥loor Wax
and all colours of Automobile Paint and Varnish
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Call and see, and get colout cards.

A full line of Drugs, Chemicals and Patent Medicines.
Marlatt’s Gall Stone Cure always on hand, also Ad-ler-i-ka.

School Books and School Supplies in any Quantity.
Large Assortment of Gramophones & Records

Send us a trial order.

them look like new.
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Fullness of Tone! Adaptibility! Beauty!

Let us explain, why these three outstanding qualities pro-
duce new and increased pleasure when you listen to the

MELOTONE

With the Melotone, the music of any Record  is expressed most
harmoniously. Delicate upper tones which formerly were lost,
are now made audible by the sounding chamber, which is con-
structed of wood on the principle of the violin. The Melotone
ig able to play all kinds of Records BETTER than other

honographs. The Melotone Factory in Winnipeg is the only one
in Western Canada. | This Instrument is fast taking the lead
over all other phonographs and, as to construction, “durability
and low price, it is now excelled by none. It offers the largest
selection of Records in Western Canada, at from 20 cts. upward.
All instruments are guaranteed, and you get your money batk
if not everything is as represented.

M. 1 usvms * Jeweller and Opuénn HUMBOLDT
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You are safe in a threéfold way, if you bring your pres- i
cription to us: '1) We use for the prescription exactly what
the doctor prescribed, every article being of standard strength,
freahandpure 2) We examine and reexamine the prescrip-
tion, whereby _every, error as to drug or quantity is excluded;
3) Weuemmﬁe&?thsmbhm and charge the
lowest prices for beatxnﬁty Thaemthreereasoﬂs
whyyou should b

G. R. WATSON, HUMBOLDT SASK.
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