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i . words. The great Uzar went

slowly throv
smile seawed

gray eyes

pess of his mind.
The rounds had

where he B

restless; be

{ some jmpending
cushioned chair,
and unhappy

rested he K
was called
light touch
peri i
you, sire.

glance at v

he slipped away.

Outside i
feront. L€
siages and
the ending

od impatinetly

snow; and
their great
protec(ing

Far off in the west wing of the pal-
ace there was but little sigm of fes-
The great massive building

tivity.
loomed, a

window was lighted, and the slender

gay that s
most swall

ures passed repeatedly before it, and

the drivers
Inside of
its height;

od through the long suites of rooms;
foreign ambassadors, stately nobles,

young and

fiftle groups,

beauty,

through the grand rooms.

Long sin
away, not
ful eyes of

who sat apart from the orowd,

marked i
through a

hidden by hanging curtains,
through dark, narrow corridors

long flight

room to the left wing, where the so-

litary ligh
noss.

His Majesty was expected, matters
of state had called
the gay scene
<ouncil chambers. As he stepped into

the room

Wwhen he had acknowledged the cus-
tomary salutation, a sigh of relief

passed fro:

flors as they proceeded to their places
@round the central table. They were
all old men, silver-haired nobles of
great learning, “men eminemtly wor-

thy of the
One alone
‘councillor;
and broad
®f Bolkhev

his position as captain of the Czar's

bodyguard,

*oyal master and the dangers of
socret enamies.

Whispered

delt the room and took his stand in
he dark hallway.

Nihilists

- #he pale young nobleman who  sat
Apart from the crowd in the gny fa~

lon, wag

&l the socialists the most powerful,
feazless and dreaded. ’ ?
%ild, unnatural

and candles,
ol divan Was unge>ipied.

Great had
the

woft bis mask of
oved among

Ui

ng voice of his page: “They await

wof o thous

the walls wera beal4
Yeter
for the evening thrown
gbern authority, and
the guests with couwrt-

all with kind avd

coloved tapestrics.

gh the room. "The auiet
to have erased the lines

been made, Fvery-
ad been met With expris-
ble submission and tho-
will; but his mind was
had a dim foreboding of
vil, and sank into a
a prey to uneasiness
thoughts. How long he
new not, but presently he
pack to his situation by e
on his knee and the whis-

And with a hurried
he scene of gaioty amd joy

n the avenue all was dif
ong lines of heavy car
graceful sleighs awaited
of the ball; horses stamp-
on the crisp, hard
weary drivers muffled ia
fur coats, huddled in the
shelter of their carriages

tower of black. One singl

truggled forth seemad . al-
owed in the darkmess. Fig-

noted it and wondered.
the palace the ball was at
soft strains of music float-

dashing officers, chatted in
danced with Russian
or wandered aimlessly
ce the Czar had slipped
unnoticed, for the watch-

a pale young nobleman,
had
t. The Czar had gone
small door to the left, half
and
up
s of stairs to the little

t peered out into the dark-
him away from
in the salon to the

every Knee was bent, and

m the lips of the council-

high offices they occupied.
if the room was not a
young and hamdsome, tall

of shoulder, the Count
Was* there, by right | of

» to stand between his

And after a ' few
words from the Czar, he

Were strong in Russia, and)

the Count of Kharkov, of

There was a
in his 2

{captain of the guard rings from its
'scabbard, and & starn, commanding

kneels low and Iinges at the dim

hands of these furious men—amnd therg

Started down the ' long,
Il that had so lately echoed
footfalls of the Czar. Up the
and down  another hall; up
the steivs agein, and still no sound.

Suddenly the sword of the watchful

“Halt !"" echoes through the narrow
passageway. For a moment all is
still. . Then the sound of quick foot-
step, and that dreaded yell of the
Nihilists— Down  with the Czar!”
With a loud warning cry the captain

figure that is almost upon him, amd
with a wild cry the Count of Khar-
kov staggers and falls,

But the fight is not ended. Scarce-
ly has he raised his steel, when the
hall is  crowded with armed men.
With his back against the door, he
lunges once again with a grim deter-
mination to save 'tie Czar from the

is one less to fight. Again ard again
he strikes. Fate scems to favor him
in that umequal strife, for the brave

 shame and grief he mutters m

d man rest for A moment on  the
kindly face, and | with a groasd
-
choked whisper, ‘‘The Abbe Nonnory,’ |
“‘‘Aye, my son,’”’ answers the priest,
and with a .uick sign he motions to
his attendants to withdraw, and he
is alone with the dying man.
“Father,’’ the pale soldier whispers,
“you know my sin 2"’

*“Aye, my ‘child,” the old priest
answers, ‘‘nor is it too late to re-
pent.. Some unknown cause has
brought you, wounded and dying, to
the door of a hunted apd despised
priest of God. Ah, it grieved me
greatly to hear that you had pre-
ferred the honors of the world to the
true faith; but repentance car make
you omce more a friend of the all-
loving Father.””

The stricken man was silent for a
lodg time. A great struggle was|
going on in his soul; grace was fght-
ing for mastery. The old man saw
it and said nothing, The mirtutes
crept on. Then slowly the young
soldier raised himself off his knees,
and with a contrition born of newly
awakened love, he made a ‘true and
fervent. confession at the feet of the
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old priest,

Therefore we can give you for

soldier- holds his own/in the dark
hallway. There is no nervousness in
the steady parries and quick thrusts;
death looks him in the eyes, and he
dreads it not, Already there is
blood on the rich uniform, and a
half-met thrust has laid open the
broad forehead. His strength cannot
stand the furious onslaught
longer.

Suddenly there is a signal from the
room, it tells him that his master
has escaped; and with a rapid thrust
he clears g momentary passage
through the circle of swords and is
gone. Down the long hall, down the
stairs, out into the chill hight air
he flees, with two of the baffled
swordsmen at his heels. A sad smile
passes over his bleeding face as he
hears the hoarse cries of rage and
disappointment from the room above,
The Czar is safe and he is content.

Down the deserted streets the death
chase continues, the stricken bleeding
man who colors the fresh white snow
with his life-blood at every step, and
the two furious pursuers, Through
Street after street he flies. He can-
not last lorg; his eyes are growing
dim, but with a final effort he dashes
down a narrow side street and turns
to meet his death. He listens. Near-
er afld nearer come the pursuing foot-
steps. He shrinks into the darkest
shadow of ithe houses. For a mo-
ment he scarcely dares breathe. Two
panting men dash past and arq gone.
His mind becomes a blank; he reels
and falls heavily upon the pavement.

II.

The clock in the church in fhe great
public square has struck three, amd
the city slumbers on, unconscious of
the great tragedy that has heem so
narrowly averted. The salon in the
palace is empty and dark, ‘the festive
guests have gone to their homes, all
in ignorance of the fierce contest that
had occurred in that very building
an hour ere their departure.

In front of a plain, unimposing
house in a quiet streat of the city,
a dark figure lies prome in the snow.
It is the body of the Count of Bolle
hev, captairt of the royal guards the
firm hand  still grasps the trusty
sword; thero is a crimson blot on the
snow at his head, buf he is alive.

And a dream comes to him as he
lies there bleeding and unconscious,
He is no longer the stern captain of
the finest troop of warriors in Rus-
sin. He is a little curly-headed lad,
lisping soft prayers at his mother's
knge. It is Christmas eve, and he is
imploring with innocent lips the sa~
cred Infant to watch and _guide his
steps through life,

'The drgam changes. Now in
vigor of early
with downcast head before the throne
of the great Czar. Peter is\speaking:
“‘Count; Bolkhev, consider’ well what
‘thou sayest. I offer thee' the captain-
¢y of my guards; accept, and it shall
be thing—on one condition; thou shalt

much

the

utters® *‘Sire,

manhood, he kneels|

renourice  thy ‘foolish' fancies of Ro-'
‘maniem

Then with trembling
thy will ' is

,j living, ome in Forbes, and “‘my other

The stramge pair, the white-haired
man and the handsome, dying officer,
talked on through the night. They
talked of the deadly assault at the
palace, of other and happier days, of
the great festivity of the morrow and
of the heaven that seemed so near to
both.

Death hovered over the little room,
and as the first bright
sun peered

rays of
in through the
pames, the head ot the poor
officer drooped, the weak hand
and his noble forth
spend a jovous and a happy eterni-
ty in a holier land.

Days passext;

the
frosty
young
fell,
to

soul went

there was a great

funeral, for all Moscow had turned

out to honor the remains of the
Count. of Bolkhev, captain of the
royal guard. Strange stories were

told of his death; the people couplad
it with the slaying of the Nihilist
leaders who had been killed, but for
political reasons Russia never knew
the real story of his bravery, And
of all the people that followed him to
his grave, only one, a grayv-haired
man, could tell of the brave acfs and
the braver death of the dead hero.—
The Dial.

A SYDNEY CENTE

ARIAN.

There is at present in the home
conducted by the Littlg Sisters of the
Poor, Randwigk, Australia, a hale
and hearty old man who has passed
his 103rd birthday. He was born
on St. Patrick’s Day, in 1802. His
name is Patrick McGann, a native oi
Galway, and he is in possession of
all his faculties. He has a wonder-
fully good memory, and speaks of
events that happened when he was a
boy as if they had.occurred only yes-
terday. He was apprentived in Gal-
way to the tailormg trade, and re-
members perfectly’ the day the news
of the Battle of
that city, and the
created. He was working in Bolton
(Lancashire) when George 1V. diod,
and can speak intelligently of mat-
ters that ocourred when Victoria as-
cended the throne.

Waterloo reached
excitement it

He has a most distinct recollection
of Damicl O'Connell, and proudly re-
fers to the fact that he attended se-
veral of his great meetings. McGann
arrived in Australia thirty-seven
years ago, and was one of the first
who entered the home of the Little
Sisters. He has been an inmate over
nineteen years. = He speaks in  the
most glowing terms of the devoted
Sisters, and his appearance, as also
that of the other aged inmates, bears
eloquent testimony to the care and
attention bestowed upon them by the
noble and self-sacrificing women who
have left the world to ministar to
God's poor.  ‘“We want for nothing
here,’’ said the old man. “‘We get
‘everything that is necessary for our
welfare.’ ; ¢

He ‘ascribes his longevity to a ro-
bust constitution and to his taking
.care of mmself. His wife died saven-
teen years ago.  They had a family
of five children, two sons are now

boy is in Sydney,” said the old man,

your money

MAGNIFICENT CHARITY.

(Catholic Union and Times, Bufifalo.)
JPhiladelphia has her Mother Katha-
rine—Miss New York and
Richmond Mrs. Thomas F.
Ryan, and Buffale has her Sister of
Charity—Mary
at the

Drexelg
their

Rose—Sister Servant
“Providence Retreat,” whao/
have startled the money-greedy \\'urm}
by the colossal sums they have given
to charity.

Banker Drexel's
known as Mother

daughter—now

Katharine—as is |
well known, is devoting her life nn.d‘l
fortune to the education and care

of the negrovs and Indians; and even

a heartless, callous world cannot
withhold their wonder and admira-
tion.

Mrs. Thomas F. Ryan is rivalling

the P’hiladelphia heroine in her mag-
nificer’t donations to the'same sacred
cause; and avaricious little souls
are astounded.

comes Buffalo’s Sister of
Charity—Mary

$1,000,000

And now
Rose—who is giving
has in-

bro-
thers, to the sublime charity to which
she is devoting her life.

the which she

herited from her two wealthy

the
Sister
Mary Rose for thus heralding the se-
which we have accidentally
heard, of the noble way in which shg

We much fear we shall incur

deep displeasure of = humble

cret,

is disposing of her family inheritance.
But we do so thoughtfully, because
we believe her munificence will
dound to ‘the honor of religion
may prove an inspiration to
hearts to detach themseclves

re-
and
other
from
the love of money that so abounds in
these covetous days.

The noted ceremony ‘that occurred
at the “Providence Retreat’’ last Sa-
turday afternoon, on the occasion ofl
blessing and placing in position the!
corner-stone of the new and much en-
larged building of that institution,
wals kev to the secret of how - Sister
Mary Rose intends to spend her for-
tune. The new building, or rather
series of buildings, with all their va-
rious up-to-date improvements, will

ter Mary Rose; and judging from the
architectural plans and_from what
we could learn of the details, the new
institution will not be second to any
in the land.

We have heard  incidentally from
Bishop Colton that the O'Donnell
brothers, of New York, who De-
queathed their fortung to their sister
in Buffalo, were in life most generous
in their charities; and he particularly
mentioned their frequent gifts to the
late Father Drumgoole, for the great
work of charity which he hed estah-
lished, So that charity comes to

would have recognized that it
not the

be erected at the sole expemse of Sis—‘ finally eause serious

one of the functions which he attend~
ed, neither one of them would have
thought that His Sereme Highmess,
nephew of the King of England and

brother-in-law to the Czar of Russia,
had demeaned himself

by so doing.
Not a word would they have said
about degradation or tdolatry. They
was
in himself, nor the
piece of bronze upon his breast which
the Prince and his oflicers were hon-
oring but the Sovereign whose will it
is that the gift by which he chooses
to marks his appreciation of
heroism in his

butler

special
soldiers
should be thus saluted.

or sailors
But when a
Catholic drops on his knees at
passing of a

the

priest carrying the

{ Blessed Sacrament. which that Ca-
i tholic believes to be the Body of our

Lord, to be honored as the Apostles

honored Him when they saw Him
in the flesh, he is told by the Rev.
Dr. Mowatt that this is “not devo-
tion but degradation.”’ The real
quarrel which these gentlemen have
with us is that we continue to  be-

lieve in transubstantiation and thoy
Martin Luther and®
Calvin couldnever entirely tear thegr
sclves away

do not. John

from the plain meaning

of our Lord's word, but there are
many at the present day who profess
to vegard these heresiarchs as
the faith, de-
parted very far from the Lutheran
and Calvanistic theology concerning

the Eucharist.—The Casket.

their

fathers in who have
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A VETERAN PRIEST.

The correspondent of a Los Angeles
paper, in his account of a round of
the hospitals of San Dicgo after the
horrible accident to the gunpoat ‘‘Ben-
ningtom,”’ speaks feclingly of a man
whom many visitors to Southern Ca~
lifornia. have learned and
love, as do his parishioners—Father
Ulbach, pastor of St. Joseph's Church
San Diego :

A man turngd 1n at ‘the driveway
and walked quickly across the lawn,

to admire

He wore a long beard of iron grey
and his hair was flecked with white.
vet the brown eyes were young, and
|the grasp of his hand had all the vi-

?g()'r of yvouth. It was Father An-
|lhr)xfy D. Ubach.

| “He was here almost all last
mgnt,” said the policemamn. “There is
not a language on earth that he
don’t speak, and he goes about im
there cowforting every man in  hig

mother tongue, Ic'll do 'em good if
Ca~
good
an®l Father

preacher can. I'm not a

but 1

see

any

tholic myself, know a

man when T one,
Ubach will "do for mine.”’
from
the

nurses with the sick, and now drop-

And so the aged priest went

room to room now helping
words

He

word over

ping a few into a conscious
sufferer’s ecar.
the last the dying sailor,
and the soft, Andalusion murmur was

was there to say

tha last thing that many a dying ear
heard that night.

Father Ubach, despite his Germad
name, is purely Spanish in every
respect; in his bearing and masner,
every inch the grandee and the sol-

dier; in his character and goodness,
every inch the minister of God's al-

tar,

If the world despiscs you because
you do not follow its ways, pay mne
heed to it way
is right.

But be sure your

A man about towr, who is fond of
good corn-pone and honey, visited o

Sho’’ recently, and at one of the o~
tels he was served with some delici-
ous corn-bread and honey. He en-
joyed it so much that hq told his
wife all about it when he returned
home.

On his next tripto the country she
accompanied him., They visited the
same hotel, and when the noon meal
was being served he said to his wife
that honey. It did not appear, how-
to a waiter and said:
“‘Say, Sambo, where is my honey?”
Ho was almost paralyzed when that
oy i

neighboring town om the ‘‘Easterm -

that he hoped they had some mord of |

over, and the man thercfore beckoned
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