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berance of the young betrothed sleeping
under the Southern pines. But Dido
in heaven wanted her little namesake
with her, and with aching hearts we had
to let her go.

[ have remembered my old friend
Major Haliburton in a sturdy John
Oharles Fremont, who is old enough to
read about the exploits of the Pathfinder,
and to be fircd with zeal to emulate his
example. There is a Rode rie, too, in
the young generation, Roderie-Eugene
1o Manarty chel has in-

HEART AND SOUL.
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CHAPTER X XXIIL

[ must record one more seene hefore 1
close. 1t was in 1873, two years alter
the ghastly tragedy at Paris, and the
eity was once more smiling and pros-
perous, though with here and there a
rain to tell of the destroetion of those
days. My grandfather, now in his
ninetieth year, was very feeble in body,
but wentally keen and fuli ot interest
in public affairs, He seemed to have
received a new lease of life in these
days, for had not the itepublie rallied
to the monarchy, and was not President
Phiers on his way to meet the Count de
Chambord asd offer to him the crown of
the Bourbons in the name of the French
pation ? [t was a glorious day for my
grandfather, his old Legitimist friends
tad come about him to drink the health
of Henri V. standing, and to crown all,
1 came towards evening to lay in his
arms my little first-born son.

“ Ktienette and I both feel that there

i s | rty tanad  who
herited, if one may say so of such
things, the vocation that I lost in my
boyhood days., He ;was the flower of
our fiock, the darhing of our hearts,
handsome, intelllgent, loving, and just
a bit headstrong. 1 worried more over
him in his childhood than over the
others, he was so {ull of restless young
lite, and one could not tell whether it
would be good or evil that would take
him at the flood; but now I am most at
peace about him, for our dear Rory is a
young Kunight of the Cross, vowed to
God forever,  When we go up the lakes
in summer and sojourn on lovely Tra-
verse Bay, we over to the old
is but uame for the child who is Indian Mission at Harbor Sprivgs, and

:  barrack-like buildings of the |

born on such a day,’”’ Isaid. * Pepe, from the barrack-like buiddings ol 1 ‘
|

|

Cross

one

. . 1 Francisean convent there comes tomeest
you shall hold him in your hands when : :
" bl . p €4 R v | us a tall, square figure in brown ser,
he is ehristencd * Henri Dicudonne. i et :
e robe' with bare feet thrust in sand:
My grandfather’s lips moved, and [

Sy

4 4 and he takes us over the wor kshops and
eould hear him muremur, Lord, now
lottest Thou Thy servant depart in

farm and tells us of his brown parish-

" Wi i mers, how he camps with themin their
peaco | o was trembling from emo-
tion and excitement, and, after he had

fo ‘est homes in summer, and in winter
blessed it, I the child from him,

walks twenty mil
and, laying it by its mother's s de, 1

in  snow-shoes

took

through the forest trails and over lho\

vozen lake ysacraments
led the old man to his room and tender- “'/, 9 .l”“\' to carry the FAPRA nts to
1 rsuaded him to rest 3t hi their sick and dying. ilis hardy, ex-
y rsiad e i o rest. 3 ) t ¢
‘3. h“ 1 1 . hold my hand and talk a poscd life has burned him almost as |
isnec O 1010 i G anc ALK ¢

brown as his Indian charges, and I can
never see this wy son at his work with-
out a theill of youthful enthusiasm
stirring at my heart.

Once more has God called to my re-
membrance the parting words of Pere
Lacordaire, **Never forget that yon are
a follower of Him died for His 1
moemies | There was one boy especi- [
ally dear to my heart, for he had his
mother's black eyes, her mental gifts

while longer.
“You have sacrificed much for me,
Roderic, my boy, but the
. You will return to
and take up your
again, when you have laid me to restin
my native France. You will br up
this boy and those who may come alter
to all that is best and highest in Amer
ican citizenship, and let them ever
hold in affectionate esteem and friend-

end is now
the United

profession

who

o

" tr N . o i ) . i S
ship France and Ireland, the countries I!“lhlx “ l' m'“.‘“l“ (ll“l““\\(; l\‘\(.,l\l"‘ A  Jas
vizhtee her y war w Spa
{rom which they sprang, and remember i ; e 16 al ith Spain
g e 4 ; broke out, and he longed to go,
how the blood of Frenchmen and Irish- 1s
could not enlist 3

wmen has been poured out on American
soil for American prineiples and libezs-
ties, Rory, L think the child already
looks like you!”

At the present
eareer 1 eould only
doubtful compliment, but I said brave-
ly, *“I trust he does, for that will please

The poople our country was befriending
were the people who had murdered wy
parents and twice made waste the home
of my infancy; our foe was a people
whom 1 loved and whose blood ran in
my veins. I thought I had learned my
lesson of forgiveness when I gave my
services to my country in the Civil War

|

but

without my consent.
|

stage of my son's

receive this as a

foolish Jittle mother.” . \ :
h o ”.'” h, . .l o p . for the emancipation of the negroes
Ah, this is a great day for rance, ¢ e 3
¢ ’ but thirty-six years later my heart was

and a glorious birthday for my great-
grandson. I could not have desirved a
wore auspicious day for his entrance
jnto the world than that in which
France greets her lawful sovereign. I
have sometimes regretted lingering so

ywus and revengeful as ever, I
was the same stroggls over again, only
more severe, far it is harder to give the
life of a child than one's own life. 1
do not know how I made the sacrifice.
[ only kuew that my black-eyed, brilli-

as rebell

o B mew it detained you ar 1y $ ¢ .

ong, “.l. knew it deta A goni & 1 my ant Stephien lies in an unmarked grave

little Ktienette from founding your on the hills about Santiago, and that
h - ; » i g BSantiago, ant g

home in the Ne World ; but now I =Y '

my hair, which till then had havdly a

thank God that He has preserved me

"o, T thread of gray, turned in one short
for this day. : BT i ¢
» month to the whiteness of snow. God

He seemed weary, very weary aftes
all the joy and excitement, and the
pext morning his mind and memory
wore confused and clouded, and he grew
alarmingly fecble, so that 1 dared not

have merey on me, but I am not recon-
ciled yet !

Hamtramek is no longer my home,
for though my professional work is still

tell him the news that the mnl'llin;:: Iargely '“._'h" beloved lakes ““‘l. my
papers contained—that Thiers had been | summers chiefly --pum on their familiar
wnable to come to an unie \(.uu(iu;i“‘l""""‘- yet  Detroit was too full of
with the Count de Chambord, who had | ghosts of the past for me to care to
refused the erown under the conditions | settle there permanently, and my head- |
on which it was offered. ‘* My family | quarters have been at Washington ever l
have suffered too mach from the tri- | since our return from France. But 1
color and the doctrines for which it | fien revisit the city, and when I see
stands,’”’ he had said. [ cannot ac- ‘ the many changes that have befallen it !
cept it as my flag. 1 can give up the | I know it is well that our days are |

< { numberel and that the dear grand-

1 caunot give up | e
| father is no longer here to be saddened |

|
by them. Could he but sce the ugly ‘
things that frown on the beautiful river, ‘
the ungainly docks, the hideous factor- |
ios and grain elevators, the steam rail-
roads and freight-yards, the tall chim-
neys belching forth black smoke and
soot that haog like a pall over the fair
city-—could he but see these necessar

vrown of Franee, but
wy principles.”
And so the dream aund hope of the
Legitimists was destroyed, and  when
the feeble old man, whose pillow 1 was
watching, raised his glass and drank
for the first and last time to ** Henri
V., gloriously reigning over the I"rench
wonarchy,” I could only turn my head
away to hide the tears, and hope that

he might never have to learn the excrose ‘“""*lﬂf progress 5xv)(l civiliza-
sruth. [ tion displacing the old French farms,

And he never knew. Ilis memory | with  their neat flower-gardens  and
was soon lost to the things of the pres stately trees, that ran from the blue

waters of the straits back to the forest
primeval, then indeed he would thkink
that the curse of the Nian Roage had
fallen on the doomed eity. Could he

ent, and he was speaking of his wite, of
Pelice de Belancour, for he thought she
was in tienette's room, and that our |
infant was his little Felice, my mother. |
The priest who was m nistering to him
Chuareh in his

and Atwater

the youth, \\‘nul)n'}\!;v

the consolations of

last hours was to him the tfriend of his | Streots, up to warehouses and
vouth, the patriot ere Richard.  And tenements, ¢ electrie-cars and

so his end was painless and happy in

the fancied presence of his deavly be- | |m\_«wl Jeflerson  Avenue to l;l-.m“‘
wod., Nay, who knows but they whom | Pointe Varms, }‘11;:|~ mercantile houses
0 was 50 soon to meet in the hettan | cOvering the site of old Ste. Anne's
world were actually with him there, | Churceh : could he see the ruthless de-
and that in his af ,n‘v'ru‘ wanderings he | 81 tion of every historic landmark

blocked the path of pr
submoersion  of

ess, the

secing  with clearer eyes | thi
) [ partial
The ment, the total

was really

than ours ?

Ahl, me! davs of which 1 have elimination of the In-

writton at such lengih were the daysof | dian ; could he see the little farms of
vouth and strength. My hair “and the French habitans displaced by the
mustache are snow-white “now: and I | Polish quarter, the German guarter,
walk with a slow, deliberate tread the italian quarter, the Russian Jew
which my fNatterers are pleased o | quarter, then indeed would the poor
oall ‘‘statoly.’” And Hticnette is|old wan lift protesting hands  to
M M:ul:nu--"‘ Fremont, to distinguish heaven ! It was well tor his loyal

heart and sentimental conservatism that

her from my eldest son's wile, though |
in my eves she has scarcely aged. It is | he passed away belore the change
teue that her curly haiv is now a solt R0 ¥

and that her figure is somewhat But 1 must not give way to sadness

| in reflecting on memories that
me, borne on the Night
Past. I have yet a future before me,
in all probahility, for | am as hale and
hearty at sixty-one as my grandfathe
the

come to

Wind of the

wlied,

she

more matronly and dig but
tas preserved the brillancy of eyes and
gomplexion, her features have retainoed
he delicaey and spirit of outline that
ve distinguished them, h

|
|
|
|

dress is

| was before

dainty and tasteful, and she is , and ider 1 grow |
. | ) A,

evor the same Btienette, trusty, loyal, | the keener and more sympathetic is my

lovable, companionn and  the best | interest in the varied events of life,

nd sweetest friend that ev stood by whether of tho family, of the nation, or

of 1kin e The a11
an through rain and shinoe, mankind at large 'he present, at
. 8ot | any rate, is my own, to clas) O mv
There is an Etienette in the younger | |\ ¢ A p o my)
yosom and  rejoice over—honor, affec-

generation (for we have an old-fashioned

« 1, and contentment in my modest
French family), not a black-cyed Ktien J
. voung lives turn

e household, promisi
but one ol sixteen years, v

etlo, hom we

for guidance, and at my sideo

and friend ol
ul, whose arms are
s 1 write,

| Stephanie, to distinguish _her from g 4
1 best heart

me even

wnd flafly
She already

other, with gray e

: vhout
ir and soft pink ehe ‘

iwart Oanadian now and lay down my pen
a stalward Capadian lover, and as | 1 3 v
! ; | io smil up into her black eyes a |
eV her in her fi long skirts | ot eyes and
wrmur
Kitenette and [ sometim rlance Iy alongiemps que jo taims
& eaeh olher with moist oyes and Jamnie je ne t oublisrai !”
hispor, ““She should have been named THE END.
11y here is another little danghter, | =% e — - —
: 3 & | Tue Cri IN THE Baok 'O touch of
youn l‘\l.'“-i“\\"‘ for my mother, 1 nature makos the whole world kin,” sings the
lieoe, and a tiny graven arl s the rost ‘ no t what abou  thos toushof rheumat-
\ t ' | ism ond lumbego, which 18 so common now !
».11a006 0 v first-b oir ( ) m " Y ¥
g-place of oul first-horn givl, t > WhOm | Phera js no poetry in that touch foe iy renders
sweet wife, r Ling the unspoken ll_f.-mw; ybe. Yoethow delightfuolis the sense
sh of my heart, gave the name of of ro'tef whon an application of Der. Thrmas'

[ vlectrie Oll drives pain away,
cquals it.

There is noth

S Mary Virginia,”" in loving remem-

By Amadeus, 0. 8. F, in Dacembor Donahoa’s.

story begins there was mourning in one

Jerasalen

lating.

| get no trace of him.
sesvants in every direction ; Malchus

|
|
|
|
|
;| hurriedly.
I
|

but see the fashionable quarter of his | son, my son !

automobiles rushing through an asphalt- |

the French cle- |

THE GUEST DIVINE,

For Christ make room within your hearts ;
Digpel the gloom that 8in imparls §

Let Truth and Grace,

And Ligot effico
The workiogs of the tompter's arts !

‘Noroom ' for Him, was once the cry
Of thoss whi knew not Ang 18 nigh ;
And 81 the Guest,
Wi h Mary biest,
Aud Josepn, gricving pagsed them by !

1o you a resting p'ace prepare
For Him who comes your var,s to share ;
A iy and neacs

Find full incr.oase,
Avd Chris. ab.oe forever there !

a—— P ————
iitus, a Comrade of the Cross
A TALE OF THE CHRIST FOR THE

('HI:IS’J‘M;\H-'l‘ll)ld.

BY FLORENCE M. KINGSLEY.

CHAPIER L
About seventeen years before this
peautiful of the homes of
In the court of the house-
hold the servants were gathered about
vhe great entral fot ain, some weep-

ing loudly, some talking and gesticu

of the most

““\We shall never, never see him
again ! said an elderly woman, wring-
ing her hands.

“ He was such a darling—so sweet i
sobbed another ‘*and so beautiful, with
with his lovely eyes,and his cheeks red
as a pomegranate.’

“ Oh, my Dbavid, my
wailed a fourth, sitting flat upon
ground, with her head apon the edge of
the fountain, and her tears mingling
with its waters-—**who could have the
heart to tale thee from thy mother b

“ His mother will die!” said the
woman who kad spoken first. ‘1 have
it frem Reba, ber waiting woman, that
she hath gone from one tainting fit int«
another since she was told the child
had been stolen.””

¢ And Prisca gone
she stole the little one?
woman ! Prisea

David !
the

dost think

too ;

¢ Nay, loved the
lad as her own life; she would never
harm a hair of his head,””

1 know that she loved him, but

y that she Joved that beggarly
Gireek better. Dost think the Greek
carried them both i

“ How could he ?"" broke in another.
“There was no way,had he been so
minded.”’

“Phou knowest not everything,”
said an old woman, who had not spoken
belore. * I have it from master’s own
body-servant, Malehus, that the master
caught the Greek talking to Prisca in
tho gateway once, and bade him begone.
The man auswered something in an
unknown tongue, but with a bold look
withal : the master gave command to
have him seized and scourged, which
was done forthwith. And a heavy
scourging it was too, for he was a gen
tile. That wasten days since, and now
Prisca and the little David have both
disappeared.”

[ fancy

Here all the women broke out afresh |

into loud wailling and lamenting.

In the meauntime a far more painful |

scene was passing in the interior of the
palace, The sunshine was
through the branches of the trees, mak-

volvet sward. Roses, lilies and olean-

ders glowed in rich masses aroand the

basins of marble fountains. Birds
singing sweetly flitted here and there.
Yot everything seemed sad and for-
saken, for the mistress of all this
beauty and splendor lay, white and
grief-exhausted, on her couch in a
shaded chamber. Near her, his
buried in his hands, sat her husband.

¢ No, Anna,”’ he groaned. *' I can
I have sent the

hath searched the city since early dawn ;
I myself sought all night. Yet will
I find him !" he continued fiercely,
sprir

‘It were too

thing to endure patiently. May

can be my enemy ?
steal David, the only son of Caiphas ¥

‘Pis some plot to make me pay moneys
Yet would I pay—
Oh, my

for his redemption.
to the whole of my fortune.
1" And the unhappy fatl

vent his garments, and lifting up his

voice wept bitterly.
ay, my husband, do not de

spoke tie soft voive of Anua.
it yet hope ;
| since yoster-eve.'’

|  Yet as she ke,

| her thi ld ¢

3-you

| her, and she fancied him wailing for his
and lonely in
the eity ; perhaps
And her courage failed her, and
she too wept bitterly, smothering her
add  to

1 mother : siek
some e

dead.

perhaps
den of

woman-like, lest she

her husband's anguish.

| sobs,

Aud so the hours, heavy with sorrow,

lengthened into days ; and no tidin

of the lest child, The days became . ; :

| weoks : still no word of hope. So wares, which were displayed in flat
passed away months ; and the months, vaskets; .th“l.‘n were cakes made with
leaden - footed, became in their turn honey, dried figs and dates, small chees

years. The wailing in the servants
quarters ceased ; the symbols of mourn

l

the anguished look in the eyes of the
mother told of the hidden sorrow-—
sorrow more bitter than death.

Anna became sad in
the master

| while the gentle
deed, and silent, Caiphas,

trifled with
and happy
r be lilted
Once at feast time, Anna fancied tha
she caught a glimpse of the
The woman held by

not to be

f a temper
| Over the home once so g
lay a pall which could neve

| Prisca,
[

[ two had disappeared in the erowd, an

| could never be found, though Jerusalem

| was searched from wall to
grims encamped there.
*Perl
said Anna sadly to Caiphas, as they sa
in the garden at twilight. ** I did no
see her face, by reason of her veil,  Bu
the boy!

filtering

ing wavering spots of brightness on the

face

ging up and pacing the chamber
horrible a
the
God of Abraham witness that 1 will be
avenged of this wrong ! And yet who
Who would dare to

]

he hath only been gone

the vision of

ne rose hofora
ng r

y | ot goat's milk, and varvious sweetmeats
) ’

ing were laid aside; and nothing but

missing |
the hand
of & boy of about ten years, dark-eyed,
| dark-haired, and with the color of a
| ripe pomegranatein hislipsand cheeks
But before she could eall a servant; the

wall; and
| outside the walls also, among the pil-

ys afterall it was not Prisea,”

Oh, my husband, he was so

beautiful !"’
she hid her face on his arm.

“ Nay, my brave wife, weep not. Am
I not better to thee than many sons 2"’
And so he strove to comfort her sore
heart.

Andagain the empty years rolled on.

CHAPTER IL
The day was closing; and night,
doubly welcome in an almost tropical

And bursting into tears, | nets upon the ground, he crossed the
court, now plainly revealed by the
moonlight which flooded the heavens.

peared a dark opening from which was
looped
Stooping a little, Titus cntered,
- immediately came out again bearing in 1 nights,

his arms a figure, which he tenderly

stars which even its full-orbed splendor
could not quench. A light breeze from
the lake blew gently over the city
Behind loomed up the dark masg [
the hills.

“Ah, my Titus!" sighed the hoy
“1 eould not live were it not for the
I loathe the days, down ther
behind that hateful eurtain, with nothing

At one side of the little yard ap-

ses of

curtain,
and

back a leathern

deposited ona pile of nets. to do, and often noone totalk to. And

“ There, Stephen boy, see the|when father is here—""  The ‘lm“
moon, how bright it is; and hers is | stopped and shuddered slightly, '|'.“.'.'
water, albeit not so fresh and cool as | another thougns sfruck him. = ".l-l-‘illi“

climate, was close at hand. Over the

£ 4he lalo olowed a thonsand

tender colors, constantly shifting and
welting the one into the other—gold,
erimson, rose, and rave purples in the
sky above, and again in the glassy
water beneath, which reflected also the
distant shores embowered in trees ;
while hore and there the eariy lights

in a white-walled villa, or distant vil-
lage, twinkled starlike through the |

dark masses of foliage. |

The surface of the water was alive
with eraft of wvarious kinds ; some,
standing ont at a distance from the
Jand with white and parti-colored sails,
seemed endeavoring to cateh the light
breeze, which as yet scarcely rafiled
the surface of the water ; others, pro-

pelled by the oar, skimmed lightly
about nearer the land., One standing
on the shore could ecateh melodious |

snatches of song floating over the
water, and the calls of the fishermen as
they prepared to set forth for their
night's work. In trath it wasa fair
spot, this lake of Gennesaret, And a
fair city was Capernaum. Standing as
it did near the head of this miniature
soa, it carried on a busy trade with its
neighbors. Ample warehouses, with |
wharves and clustered shipping, occu-
pied the waterfront ; while behind lay |
the town with its great synagogue,
built of white and tinted marble,
its public buildings, squares and |
streets, stretehing up to tho hase of a
high range of mountainons hills, which
swept like an amphitheatre about the
lake.

On this particular evening a solitary
fisherman was engaged in fastening his |
eraft to the bank of a little ecreek,
which empticd into the lake about hait |
a mile from the city. The scene was a
familiar one to him, and even the flash-
ing glories of the sunset, now dying
into a dim twilight, scarcely awakened
more than an undefined seunse of happi-

oSt

ness. He was thinking chiefly of the
fact that he was hungry. Stooping,

the rude fastening to

see that it was secure, then took from

| thoe bottom of the boat his net, and a |
number of fine fish 1ich he proceeded

to string upon a g plucked from a

convenient tree.

-As he walked quickly away, carrying

his net over his shoulder, the fish

swinging from his hand, he seemed
rather more than a boy—a well-grown
lad of perhaps nineteen years, well
built, strong and muscalar. A skin
browned by exposure, black eyes under
level black brows, jetty hair slightly
curling, a nose curved like the beak ol
an eagle, and well-cut lips, made up a
countenance of unusual strepgth and
beauty. lMHe was clothed in a single
| sleeveless garment of coarse white lineu
reaching to the knee; this was hound
sbout at the waist with a girdle of some
searlet stuff, and from the girdle de-
pended a primitive kind of pouch or
wallet.

Ten minutes of brisk walking hrought
the lad to the outer wall of the ecity,
where he found the watchman about to
close the gates for the night. As he
passed hurriedly through, one of the
men hailed him :

“Ho, lad! Thou wert like to
thy night outside the walils.”

Y And that were no matter,”” shouted

he hastily shook

pass

the boy in retarn. *‘*Many a night
have I passed on the lake, as thou

way to get in save through thy gate
here.”” And he darted laughing away
as one of tho men made a motion as
though to seize him.

“Dost know the lad 2"’ said one of
the men to his comrade, who had joined
in the boy's laugh with a low chuckle.

fishers—'' Here the man stopped and
shruggedl his shoulders.

¢ What meanest thou ?
other idly.

But the gate-keeper was fastening
the hy loeks—with mueh pufling and
g, anl many a smothered groan

"

said the

strainin

ly forgot that he had asked the ques-

tion.

way through the narrow streets (quite
dark now by reason of the lofsy walls
on either side, Oceasionally he would
come out into a paved square or open
space, where numerous small booths,
lighted by flaming torches, proclaimed
a market-place. At one of these booths
he paused a moment and looked at its

together with nuts and fresh fruits ot
many kinds. After a moment's delib-
eration, he selected some delicate little
cakes, which—wrapped in fresh green
leaves by the obliging huckster —he be-
stowed in his wallet, paying for his pur-

!

J o childre ) \ i ) . s .
: No Hll‘_H‘ ‘lll dren ‘l ”"l* t‘|’ fill the | .} ase with a copper coin taken from a
ca W K A ba i 4
house with play an aughter; and | oopjep of the same receptacle. Then

turning and making his way through
g

| 4 . i v | the crowd which nearly filled the square, |
| srew by degrees gloomy, taciturn and

he plunged into a Jahyrinth of streets
* | leading apparently into the meaner por-
y | tion of the eity, for the open spaces be-

« | came smaller and less frequent, and the |

t | walls lower and more closely erowded
pether. inally pausing belore what
dimly appeared as a doorway in the
rough wall, he entered, and carefully
¢losed the door behind him.

. 15 that you, mother 2"’ asked a feeble
| voice from the gloom within,
1 “No, Stephen boy; it is I. Where is
the mother 2"’
“ Nay, I know not,"”" answered the

voice querulously. **She went to the
fountain for water, a long time ago, it
goemeth to me, and [ am parched with
t | thirst and so hungry ! Canst thou bring
t | me out into the court, Titus 2"

t “Aye, lad, that can [, and give thee
to drink also.”” And laying his fish and

| aureole about the brow, from heneath | Tha darling!

| ened my throat, and that isa blessing. |
| T am glad that thou art com?, Titus, for

knowest ; and mayhap I know another |

“Yes, I know him. His name is
Titus—a bold fellow. He dwells near
to the fish market with his father |
Dumachus, They call themselves

—and did not hear him ; at least he did |
not answer: and his companion prescit- |

Meanwhile the lad was threading his |

tho mnthew will fateh thee presently.”
And Titus poured out, from a small
skin bott e or gurglet, water intoa cup,
which he handed to the lad on the nets.
The latter seemed scarcely more than
a child, so small and shranken was his | roof said :
figure ; and as he he moved paintu'ly * Here he is!"" lifting, as she spoke
to take the water, it appeared that he | over the low parapet whieh divided the

himself on «Ihow, he
gentle voice, ** Gogo, her
Gogo!"

A little gurgle of delighted lauzshter
and a woman's voice from the :m_}--i;..nl

one called in

y's Stephen |

|
|
|
[

was cruelly deformed and misshapen. | two buildings, a small naked
But his face, as the bright moonlight | which toddled unsteadily on it
foll upen it, was, despite its pallor and | dimpled feet, to the spob where $ p
emaciztion, beautiful, for the featur hon was ing, watching his approach
were delicately shapen, while the light | with delighted smiles, ?
golden hair, fine and curling, made an | Titas, how well
Come here to Stephe

| Gogo; I have some ¢akes for thee,”
At this magic word, the bal
and moist- | into a staggering run, whic
have ended disastrously had not Tt
who was watehing the scene, cau
g the voof. This day | him up and conveyed him with a
hath been a heavy one, and my back | gtride to the would-be haven. >
hath hurt me cruelly.” he nestled down beside Steplien wit

gure,

tiny

HSeo

he wall

which shone wonderful dark eyes.
o Tealy the water hath a foul taste,
but it hath wet my tongue

now I can go upon

While the siek boy was speaking in | cooing, unintelligible words, wh
Lis weak, fretful voice, Titus had been | ceemed to afford the lad the greates
busily engaged in building a small fire ; | satisfaction.
and presently the fish hanging froma | The little beggar 1" gaid Titus
stick : to splutter in the heat, | © He is thinking of cakes.”

while an appetizing odor stole out upon |
the air. S dainties in question, somewhat dama

¢ (heer up, Stephen lad!" Titus | hy the heat, it is tri but
was saying, as he made his preparations | with tokens of a lively joy by the t

Opening his wallet, he produced t!

receive

for the simple meal. “1 have fine | on the rug.
treat for thee in my wallet here “Is thy mother with thee ?" ag
Stephen's eyes 1 ened, a y lay | spoke Zh.u woman from the adjoinin
quietly watching the flickering flames, | roof.
“ Is it something that 1 can give to the “ Not yet, good neighbor,”
baby ?"" he asked presently. | Titus. * But she will come soon,
It will suit the baby rarely,” said | she hath put things to rights beloy
| Titus, langhing. ** I had him in mind liven as he spoke the tall figure
when 1 picked oat this particular | Prisea was ><~«-;| comiug up the ta
dainty at the good Justin's stall. But | way. ‘
thon must not give it all to the baby “ Good evening to thee, neighbo
thou must thyself eat."” | she said, spying the figure of the ot
“ Yes, I will eat,” replied Stephen | woman.  Come over and I will te
coutentedly. ** But, Titus, I love to | thee the tale which I heard at the
see the little one when I give him a | fountain.’

cake. He is sweeter than the sweetest
of Justin's dainties. Hark ! I thiok I
hear him now !""  And raising himsell
on one elbow, the lad listened intently.
Titus likewise paused a moment in
his culinary operations, and the so Then the wting  thems
of a baby's gurgling langhter, and s with their backs against the paraj
broken talk, floated down from a neigh- | prepared for a comfortable gossip.
boring housetop.
* Ah, the young raseal !"’
“ jle waxeth a bold fellow, |
** Yes, truly,”’ said Stephen eagerly. |
Last night he clambered over the |

* Meanest thou of the wonder-wo
ing Stranger who hath cone to ourci
[ too have heard of Him,”” replied
other, stepping over the low boundar
between the roofs.

TWO, §¢

'O BE CONTINUED.

said Titus. |

- G

AN OFFENSIVE POEM.

parapet between our two roofs, and The Century Magazine has an offc
came rauning quite alone to me. He sive poem by Bliss Carm [t de
loves me,'’ he added in a tone expressive | clares that the poet must heed a wh

per of the Holy Ghost before the doc
trine of any reli lato's, Swader
borg's, or Rome That implies :
I'hat the poet has received a whispe
from the Holy Ghost, which he know
2, That that whisper con
tradicts some teaching of religion.
Let others speak for themse
The Catholic Church never has taug
and never will teach anything contrary
to the Holy Ghost. To has the divine
promise of Christ that the Holy Spiri

of deep conviction. |

“ He loves sweets, that is certain,”
answered Titus, laughing. ** But here
is the mother at last,”” he added, look- |
ing toward the doorway.

gion, *

A tall figure, heavily draped, and to be such;

bearing on her head a water-pot, at this
moment entered the <'ulll'|y;\l‘t|. |
“ Where hast thou been, mother ?'
demanded Stephen, **Thou did
| me at sunset, and 1 had been dead ol
thirst by this time, but for my Titus,

1
eave

: : shall teach it all truth and that Ie
who gave me a sorry dranght mdeed Himself will abide with it forever. [
but better than none at all—from the Peslnipouibns :

el wn none at all—from tic | therefore, Bliss Carman has any helief

gurglet. | contrary to that of the Church, it did

not from the lioly Ghost, but
from the devil.
His sneers at ‘‘ superstition’ and a
“ bigot's hood " are equally gratuitou
““Nay, thou shouldst not chide thy | If The Century will not print any-
mother child; 'tis unseemly. But the | thing in favor of religion, surely I
time at the fountain did pass swiftly | should not further outrage its Christian

The woman let down the jae {rom off

her head, and hastily poured a cap of

| water for the child, saying in a sooth-
ing tone as she did so:

come

enough, by reason of the marvelous | readers with articles obnoxious to re
things which I heard. There was a | ligion.—Catholic Columbian.

great crowd there, and I had to wait |

| my turn. The cood Jocunda, our
neighbor, had the tale from her hus- | THE MYSTERY' OF THE INCARNA-
band ; he heard it in the market-place. | TION.
All Capernaum is ringing with the won- \ The great m\sL:)r—\_-f this Tadasnati
der of | L e ystery of the Incarnation
| ¢ Let us have supper first,”’ inter- } }\l\l(rh underlies all Christian teaching,
rupted Titus, *‘for the child is faint | fﬂlli\” t:m.tl'.“”“r“]‘“ cru-.(:t{ ‘u,n “m‘"l“”“'
with hunger, and T am well-nigh starv- | ] ;AI i t l""_‘"“"'“ bl
| We will have that marvelous tale | " y and truly bcth God and man.

ing.
| of thine later.

So saying he took the fish from the fire,
while Prisca—for such was the woman’s
pname—hastened to bring the thin eakes
of bread which served tne treble use of
dishes, napkins and food. For tearing
the tough, thin cake into large frag-
ments, she gave toeach aliberal portion,
while Titus broke up and distributed
the broiled fish in the same way.
Laying the fish on the piece of bread,
eachi of the humble party proceeded to

" The mystery of the Incarnation teaches
that the two natures were so united in
Josus as to form one person. [Unitar-
ianism denies this common belief of
Christians and places Jesns in the sawe
with other men. As viewed
from the texts guoted by the local re-
presentative of that ereed, they appro-
priate to themselves all the sacred
language of the Bible, and utter the
foulest blasphemy in the term of faith
and piety against the Saviour of the

eatopory

or ode g 4 1
break and eat alternately from the fish world, the Redeemer of the human
and the bread, finishing by wiping their 13(‘1‘. ey " . §
fingers upon the bread, and tossing the | Christ’s humanity is carefully de-

picted by Unitarians, but all reference
to His divinity is not only excluded but
actually denied, yet any person care
fully reading sacred scriptures and an-
\lyzing every instance where Christ’s
humanity manifests itself — will find,
simultaneously, reference to His divine
character.

fragments to the dog, which made short
work of the clearing up.

Titus ate heartily, with appetite
sharpened by youthand long abstinence,
finishing his meal with a draaght of
water from the jar which stood close ab
hand.

““ Now, Stephen lad,”” he execlaimed
“T1 feel like a new man. Would that
thou couldst eat more than a bird; but
thou shalt have the cakes now.”

e y, Titus, carry me up first. I
will have my cakes on the roof.
“Wait, lad, till T take up thy bed ;
thou'lt sleep better wup there in the
cool air.”’  Saying which, Titus dis- |
appeared again into the dark interior
of the house, emerging presently there-
from, bearing on his shoulder a small

voll.

“ T will feteh thee when T have sproad
down thy rug,’”’ he said, as he rapidly
!"lm‘\'mll-tl a rude ladder-like stairway,
| which led from the courtyard up the
outside of the house to the roof.

Down again he came quickly, whist-

The most pronounced French infidels
could find no human standard to com-
pare with Jesus. Rousseau and Renau
c¢ould not find words to express the
peauty, grandeur and superhuman
character of Jesus, but like modern in-
fielity, which assumes the sacred name
of Christianity, they studied the art ol
poisoning the wells by wmingling blas-
phemy with great praises.

The great and grand central point
from which all faith arises is the In
carnation, which means, according to
John, *the word made flesh.”
Any denial of this sublime mystery—
namely, the Word was made flesh and
dwelt among us—is a denial of the first
prineiples of Christianity. Bubt the

St.

ling gayly, and lifting the helpless | ** Word made flesh ' was Jesus Christ.
Stephen carefully from the pile of nets, | Seviptural testimony makes this as
on which he still lay, bore him steadily | clear as the ev have that

dence we
George Washington was the father of
of | our country. The very name, Chris-

up the stairs on to the flat top of the
| roof. IHere in the shelter

| the rade parapet which surrounded the l tianity, confirms that testimony. Jesus,
edge, he laid his burden down on the | being its principle, is the beginning
lllv.‘ln pallet. and end and the author of our faith.

he boy drew a long breath .as he | St. Peter says: * There is no other

gazed into the glorious sky now fully
spread out above him. The moon was | whereby we can be saved, neither is
sailing high in the heavens, while here | there salvation in any other."'—New
and theve glowed dimly certain bright | World,

name given uander heaven among men
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CARDINAL SPEAKS IN
FRIARS' BEHALF.

§HOULD BE JUDGED BY THE CHARACTE
AND WORK OF THEIR BRETHREN
HER

Oardinal Gibbons raised his voice i
behalf of the much-talked-of friars i
the Philippine Islands at the Hig
Mass in the Cathedral yesterday mworn
ing. His sermon was replete with in
teresting anecdotes and came as a sui
plih(,‘ to the large congregation, whic
listened in rapt attention from first t
last.

His text was from the Gospel for th
day : ** ‘I'he bind see, the iane Wali
the lepers are cleanscd, the deaf heal
the dead r agaiu, the poor have th
Gospel preached to them.” (Mat
xi., 2-10.)

The sermon of His Eminence was |
part as follows:

** Much has

been said and writte
within the past two years about ti
riars in the Philippine Islands. The
have been praised and abused in tur
Perbaps the best way to judge of tho
mach-maligned men in the far Mast is
consider the character of their co
geerated brethren and sisters here
Baltimore. Thisinvestigation will
us an opportunity of ascertaining h
far the religious men and women of tl
city are the example
Christ as presented in to day's Gos)
in the sacred cause of charity.

‘[t is an old and a true saying th
ove hall of the world knows little
nothing as to how the other half liv
"Phis truth eminently applies to |
apostolic men and women ol this el
How many men o
wowien without have no knowled
the private lives of the inmates of th
institutions! How many who ge!
glimpse of our devoted Sisters as t
walk in the streets have no idea of th
private lives, except what the)
in novels and prejudiced ublicatio

emulating

thousands ol our

il

LIFTING THE VEIL.

ho are the:e re
and what is
Let us

“ Let us now
jous men and women
spirit that animates them.
the veil and give the public an insi
into the private lives of the deve
gservants of God. Their example
cheer and ipspire us.
themselves to God by vows of relig
gel{-denial and works., 1
spend several hours each day in |

see W

They consec

good

and meditation and othe dutie
piety. They occupy more time e
day in religious exe » than the a

does on dun

indulging i

Christian

y, aftey

age devout
They
much sleep as is barely
the wants of natare. They do not

rise ear

necessary

sumptuously, but eat of the pla
and simplest  food. They are
dressed in elegant apparel, but in
ments of the cheapest nd. One |
of a fashiouable lady costs more
would clothe a whole community

When they die there is no
and r

year.
or display at their
is any panegyric pr
¢ Their lite is hidden
God.'

funeral,
nouncedover
Chris

with
SAVE THE sTATE $500,000.

‘.'ll\(' l!l‘
occupied in t« whing and ip Ve
works of charity and benevol
Phere are in the Diocese of Balt
upward of 20,000 puj Is under
charge, who do rot cost a cent t
eity or Slate. I'he annual ex
of teaching each popil in the |
schools is about 220, If we ad
outlay inscnool buildings ind fur

voted reli us are «

the per capita cost of school ¢h
5 Consequentl

amounts to .
religious teachers save the
millon of dollars a year. N
to their pupils a sound
istian eduecation, so
tanght to be enl htened c¢itiz
well as edifying Christians.

“ There is 1o phase ol human
reli

State

secula

that the

fous ¢o
rem
in this

known for which oar

ities do not provide some

alleviation. We

infant asylom, under the cha

Sisters of Charity, for the
b

abes who have been

have

homeless
abandoned hy their unh wtural |
or have been bereft ¢f parent
teetion in the mysterious dispe

of Providence helore they wer
capable of kuowing a mother
These little waifs, floating ¢
waters of life like the infant
drifting in the turbid waters
Nile, are rescued by one of the
ters of the Great king from t

and spiritual death, and are t
raised by this consec rated vir
3 « moether to th

becones a Bursi]
FrnoM « RADLE TO GRANVYE

“Ag the Catholic Church inB
provides a howe jor those wh
the threshold of life, =0
a retreat for those who
threshold of death. From th
to the grave she 1s a provident
She rocks her children in the
infancy and she lull them to
the couch of death. The Littl
of the Poor have charge of a
and women fit
the

doos sh

are

where aged men
same time a refuge irom
lite and a novitiate to prepare
a happy eternity. In this as
welcomed not only the e mbe
Catholie Ct urch, but also t
\ith at all, Th
ction of e

»oof e

prcfess no

make no di
nationa ity, of 1
ereed, MTrue charity embrace:
kind.
the applicant for she lter
you a vietim of nge and pe
come to us and we will prov 1d

g

“We have in this city ol
geveral orphan asylums, supt
by religious men and WO

boys and girls are brought
useful and worthy members |
Many of them become in aft
valuable acquisition to the
commonwealth.
WAR INCTDENTS,
“Mhe Catholic Church in
has Sisters of various order:
of hospitals for the treatmen
form of disease, where pa
tenderly mnursed by thes
women and attended by kil
jans. She sends her da
eharity and of mercy to the
and even to the leper-stric!
ment. And when they co
abode of death they can




