THE CATHOLIC RECORD

MARCH 5, 1898,

b4
k8 "
i f f
1 i H
a7 Y \
it
| P

¥

Life

By Mg

Cloth I

CA

E

TORONT

And 1«

CART

NnaAD
CARLD

hey ha

A VALUABLE WIRK

Imitat on

D,

123 Ch

ARFRRe;

leaps blindfold
through the air,
the women
spectators  usu
ally think it is a
terribly risky
thing to do, and
wonder how she

When a
L’/ﬂ-mnlv gvmnast
77

ever has the
hardihood ; yet
the leap istaken
with perfect

confidence b

cause she knows

that st g and

d ) hands

ire ready to e

ceive her, She

would never

take such

chances 1t the

hands of any but a trained killful ath
t 18 where she 1s really more pru-

of h X
would shudder at the risks

performar

{ take vastly

chan )y trusting their
th ome ncom
ited pe hen y arc
ke T 15
X1 I in is
' 1 fiy T
)y e 1l
1d tmost
'
F ce, chief
ian of tl 1s' Hotel
Tstith falo, N. ¥
[ t I
\ 1
\ particu
I 1 cured
' wwes than
14 t
u ng

taking si

A!...:...»:‘;x you

Mde. IMYouviile,

Foundress of the
Grey Nuns......

Ramsay.

llustrated, - - 790

Cloth, (Without Ill.) B50c

NDLES

For Candlemas Day.

Our SANCTUARY OIL is the

Jost in the Market.

§ J. SADLIER & €0,
CATHOLIC PUBLISHERS,

Not Dame St
MONTREAL, QUF

ireh St 1464
0, ONT

Preserve « Your - Teeth

el i » do 80 by usit

('A’\‘l,VI".’R"IﬂS
WAL TOOTH POWDER

i1,1-,16,&11b. 5

18, OF

AVOID IMITATIONS, wrich ar

F.C.C

MREER

NUMEROUS & UNRELIABLE
ALVERT & CO., Manchester

RENINERARR HENEEERR
. ‘t-"\ﬂ'{ﬁ"ﬁ;::i:\t\'l D,

o
el e~

¥ READY
" DRI
A utl
¢ ‘\t
\ \:.‘-v‘\ \ 1
" \
LASEE 3 L
" S vy T
VAN SMALLER NG F
:’ The Only Desirable Substitute for W
MR Whaicbone Obtainable. LR
WERERNAAENEREEANSED AR DO RS

BPECIALY

THE DIGITE AEWERY (0, 9F TOROATH

€S

ited.)

High-class English and Bavarlan Hopped Ales

Pllse
B O'Kxx

XXX, Porter and Stout
ner Lager of World-wido Reputatiom.
s W
Prasidend

Hawxe,

.-
UNDERTAKING
FERGUSON & SONS

IB0O KINQ STREET

" Leading Undertakers and Embaimers.  Opeg

Balsrihomn-Hanse A3l Fortare nas.

DR
ASTHM

Night and Day,

FAL'S

\LKNE, giv

need not it

breach for A

= tlon. Unre

Vice-Prosulass |

LORD EDWARD FITZGERALD

An Historical Romance.

—_—

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

CHAPTER XVIL—CoNTINUED,

“ There is a man outside in the hall,”
the butler eaid, “ with a message from
Master Mark, which he'll give to no one,
he says, except into your honor's own
hand.”

« Lot him in at once,” cried Sir Miles
eagerly, and he had scarcely spoken when
a tall thin man with red hair, who had
apparently been waiting at the door,
walked into the room, straight up to
where Sir Miles sat at the head of the
table, and put a thick, formal-looking doc-
ument into his hand.

“Yrom your son,” he said with a leer
# g kind remembrance. Excuse me,”" he
went on, rapidly drawing a second docu-
ment from his pocket, “ that is the copv
and this is the original, and I don’t think
| ever done a neater service.”

He was gone from the room like a
flash, but not before the experienced eye
and ear of the butler took in the sitna-
tion.

Natural instinet in the Irish follower
proved stronger than acquired propriety.
I'he staid butler sprang after the bailiff
like hound after fox, and a coat tail came
away in his grip as the other fled through
the open door,

But the butler's ecry of “ Bailiff'!
bailifl " brought half a dozsn men who
were working about the grounds on the
track. In a minute, the red-headed man
was flying down the avenue with the
posse comitatus in full chase after him,
Tuady leading the van, yelling with de-
light.

If the King's writ did not always run
in the West of Ireland in those days, the
man that served it did.

Bat no sound of the shrill shouting
reached the dull, cold ear of the owner of
that stat mansion and wide demesne

Sir Miles Blake lay on his back on the
thick carpet, with the over-turned chair
close beside, and the fire's ruddy glow fell
on the cold, pale face, it could not lighten
There was a slight foam on
the blue, half-closed lips, and the glazed
eyes stared blankly upwards.  ( lutched
tight and crumpled in his right hand was
the document that had slain him, a8
gurely and swiftly as knife or poigon.

Startled by the strange manner of the
man, but not catching his words,
Miles had opened the paper anxiousl)
when the bailifi handed 1t to him, fear-
ing bad news of gon. He saw at once

that it was a legal document. The words
of Chancery," ** Bill of Dis-

or warm

“ High Conrt

covery,” * Mark Dl plaintifl’; Sir
Miles Dlake, Bart., defendant,’”’ caught
hig eye. He read on eagerly, not

able to catch the drift of the lejal

as he read. The phrase “S

the prevention of the further growth of

Popery 7 occurred half-a-dozen
the body of the paper,

t he did not quite real’ze what it all
meanrt until he came to the words—"The

times 1n

gaid Mark Blake, the plaintifl, has dualy
conformed to the Protestant religion 8
by established. I'nen it flashed

t

m he had

basely aposta-

m that | only son, wh
trusted, had

ad and
from the old faith, and claimed the
iis Catho

estates of father as the legal

price of his ¢
The ol

reeled under the
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sl ]
ories ha!f formed themselves in his brain,
then whirled together in maddening con-
fusion. I'e blood surged through |
veius.  1is forehead throbbed painfull
Iis heart, where death had so |
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would

lurk beat tumultuonsly, as if it

burst his bosom; then it8 beating fell
away to a fleeble flntter then ceased.
Darkness w closing fast upon him
I'he bright, sunlit casement became a
glmmering square. SW fer
the shadow fellow. Wi con-
vuisive strugygle the @
feeble body out into the life that stretches

dimly beyond Death's portal. hie body
fell back, overturnin o chair in i*s fall,
and lay with ontstretched hands on the
carpet itestill,

ilalf an honr passed, and there was no

80 I in the room.
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figure, with ghastly face and dishevelled
white hair. One glance was enongh—he
had seen death too often in all forms to
mistakeit now. He knew it wasa corpse
on which he gazed. He took the paper
from the clenched right band, and
glanced at it, and read there that the son
had slain the father.

It was & dismal day in Cloonlara. The
news spread all over the estate that the
old muster was gone. The grief with
which the news was heard wus his high-
est praise.

“(iod be with bim,"” “The hLeaven be
his bed this night,”" * It's a long day till
we see the likes of him again,”” “It’s hard
times that's coming on us now,” “ Glory
be to God ! were the phirases heard on
all sides, mingled with prayers, deep and
fervent, for the repose of the dead man's
goul.

Early next morning Maurice roused
himself from the stupor into which the
gnddenness of the blow had thrown him.
He remembered to have heard Sir Miles
more than once express the wish that,
when death came, Father O'Carroll
might be present at his bedside and his
grave, But he had no notion of the
priest's whereabonts.

Christy Culkin was #8 ignorant on the
subject as himself., Thady O'Flynn, the
one person sure to know, was nowhere to
be found. At length, by mere accident,
Christy mentioned his perplexity to
Peggy Heflernan, and from her learned
the priest's whereabouts, at a village
twelves Irish miles away.

Within a quarter of an hour the saddle
was on Phooka, and Christy rode at a
hand gallop down the avenne. An hour
brought him to the villege. He found the
cottage where the priest lodged, ostensibly
as servant to the farmer. Working
cheerily in the fields with plough or reap-
ing-hook, he batiled the keen scent of the
priest-hunters,

With scme trouble Christy got the
farmer's wife to trust him, and tell him
what she knew Thady O Flynn had
been with the priest three hours before.
She caught the words, the “ old master,
and *“ Cloonlara,” spoken between them,
and then his reverence had ordered the
horge to be saddled and set off at full
"“Q'i‘ll‘

“ He must have been at the gate of the
big house ten minutes after you left it
BLe bl

id o Cluristy.

Pleased that his task was fulfiled, yet
half vexed that he had his p-nrnm‘.l'«rr
nothing, Christy only waited to give a
drink of “ white water " to 'hooka, and
then turned him for home.

The gallant hora
by the twelve miles quic urney. His
skin shone like black satin. He was
fresher than when he started, and arched

s had not a hair turned

his neck and tossed his head with
sprightly impatience, and danced along
the road when Christy, tightening the

reins, forced him
return ; for Chri

ace on their
ad learned in a hard
school in which life was the premium and
leath the punishment, that borse power
should never be wast
never tell when it me

ecanse on

eeded,

can

) sty
AImne 100l—that eyes
be sentinels for ever ¢
which lesson he now
lected, 1le rode withb
in thought

y was suddenly warshl
his reverie. iort turn 1
brought him 1p into the centre

either side.
his body. \
him with a sav

Christy's prese
to him in an i
hand had gone
But the |
hig folly

dozen musket
volee comman
e curse todi
e of mind came back

Instinctively his
lown to his sword-hilt.
scious thou rebuked
1 told him that resistance

hoarse

stant.
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, Al
meant death.
He noted with
IHemy and
the party.
Lord Dulwich stood a li

men I

gingle look
Lora 1

1t both

mstal were of

i1lwich

Hempenstal pr
ith a h ree ni

forward
ird

o\
delighted at the
eager for his death.
“Will you come down,
fiercely, “ or must 1 send
senger to fetch you down !
Christy eyed him contemptuounsly. “1
want a word with your m S

ca

of liis old enemy,

he shouted
a leaden mes-

wster,’” he said,
18 quietly as if death were not peering at

him out of the muzzles of a score of

muase-

kets and p

stols on

priso
) 1 H
* Let him first throw
nswered Lord Dalwich
Christy plucked
i th a 118 p
i em
et 1 striy {
ride.
Weil 1L

Approu

wthority am I stopped u

demanded Christy,

firn

ous glance ]
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gly.
We
2ded
ded
-
‘No, it d ¢ ther
o8 the 181 \ ind 1 1 f
! tier it’ mn a
mirin at t .
11 8 ) i for tr We
W Yyou, went on
leer, " we know where ¢
wnd where you are goir 1

¢
t I'here are

are about. I ]
that tell us vour secrets. n
have a word or two ourselves with

reverence, But we would sooner speak with
him in pri We would not have him
disturbed for the world,  We don't want
any messenger going before to mal
ready for our reception, We are goi
take pot at Cloonlara., As fo
man whom you call master—"
“Silence,”  shouted Lord  Dalwich
“ Hempenstal, you will still be

1
CK

sharply.

prating.

I e o e i8]
If the power of the kingis resisted, on the
traitor's own head be it."

“Rut the horse ?" persisted Christy. !

“The horse is mine,” said Lord Dal-
wich,

He dismounted as he spoke, and sprang
into Phooka'sempty saddle. =« .

“Yon may be trudging on foot. Bu
take my advice and keep clear of Cloon-
Jara. Stay !” he cried, for Christy, a8 if in
humble compliance with his command,
was moving submissively back the road
he had come, “Stay ! you are a stickler
for the law ; we may as well have all legal
formalities complied with, The horse is
worth paying for. You are a Papist 7"

“ [ am aCatholic,” said Christy, firmly,
and the troop laughed uproariously, Hem-
penstal leading the chorus.

“ (Callit what you will," retorted Lord
Dulwich, * the thing is the same., Yon
know the law. Five pounds is the price
of the best horse a Papist can ride.
There's your money, my good man, and
the horse is mine.”

He tock five sovereigns from his pocket
and flung them in the dust of the road at
Christy's feet.

Without a word the other stooped,
picked the gold up out of the dust, and
quietly put it in his pocket. Tbere was
still the carious half smile on his face
which it had worn from the moment
Lord Dalwich took possession of his
horse,

“ Any message for Cloonlara, my lord?”
he asked, with perfect coolness.

“I'{l be my own messenger,” said |
Dualwich, “and I doubt if the m g
I bri likely to please your master.
I'll take his opinion on my last bargain of
horse-flesh.’

“ Perhaps,”’ muttered Christy between
ig teeth. Ile said no more, but turning
at right angles to the road he climbed a
five-toot coped and dashed wall that
bounded it, and fled quic across the
tields, in a direction almost straightaway
from Cloonlara.

“ There goes a coward, cried Lord Dul-
wich, pointing after him the finger of
scorn ; * there goes @ mean and cowardly
dog, Hempenstal. Did you notice how
ecgerly he picked the gold out of the

T

dirt 7~ See how eagerly he makes ofl
with his life and his booty. Yet his
muster woull swear to his courage aud

fidelivy."”
ot

h W v deliohte
that to be
yrave, proved a dastard in an emergency,
was specially pleasant to him.

“ 1 wish you would let me gend a mes-
anger to stop him,” grumbled the surly
“1'd have p him for the horse
1, not gold, if I had my way. lle's
n rang I

1

The thoug man believed

ge yet,” he added, glancing at
iftly-retreating figure and should-
enstal, no, I cried
ord 1 . “The dog's not
powder and ball. We have other gan
to hunt. We've caught the priest and the
rebel this time in the same trap. If they
8irt it is their own look-out, not
We we them safe, dead or alive.
your men o motion.”
it forward at a
loonlara.
» minutes in mo-
cry pierced the
> clang of 1 3

le of men's ac

say,”

wortl

onrs.

Lord Dalwich stopped shortin the road,
and his men halted with him.

Again the

like the cry of so

hoeka

Lord Dulwicl
v right angles

it tl

+

()

e solid

was

wall that fenced it,

built tive foot
over like

a bird.

[he troopers could just see the two pol-
»«1 shoes on his hind feet shining for a
at the top of the wall
1most

I'he snd the thirg took away
Lord Dulwich’s breath and nerve.

tised horsema

s he was, the deep

ot 1 flung }

dron

forward half out of the sad«
As the horse tossed back bis head it
struck the riderin the face and stunned
bhim. 1lis nose and mouth spurted blood
with the blow. Ile lost one stirrup.
For a moment it »d he must have
fallen, but with a desperate effort he re-
cained his seat in the gaddle and clung
.
Ihe horse held hi
ward as the crow
Lord Dalwich was
but a wild rush.

on the far side «

1n

seen

course straight for-

es

ous of nothing
lew over a
ed through a quick-
» branches almost tore

I'he blood strear

I1is eyes were blinded
tly from the sharp blow he
ly from the quick rush of

COLS(

ious

deep stream, twenty

bank.

Fifty paces further Phooka checked his
arply that Lord Dalwich
t last, and tumbled in a
the ground.

I'he horse had

he had started, ur
)

stopped as suddenly
lter of a
unt

8
ge-

man, who

eside a

3pine time st

and
unt-

» quickly

lver-m

juietly divested him of 1
ed pistol and sword.

1 left mine by the road side at your
p's request,” he explained ; i ox-

is no robber

ire not to murder me
f jord Dulw . 1lis face,streaked
d like an Ind in his war
yaint, wore a look of such comical terror
hat Christy laughed outright
I'he whter reassured L

and restored hias insolence.

“You will smart for this, fellow,” he
broke out furiously.

But Christy stopped him with a look.
“ Yon had best remember it is my turn
now, my lord, and my temper is not
always the best.”

His lordshi

s mood changed again in

i an instant.

“1f it is money you want,'’ he began.

“ It is not money 1 want,” broke in
Christy sharply. * Five pounds you
gave me for the horse and [mean tokeep

You, fellow,"" he added, 1
scornfully to Christy, * be grateful th (
you are let ofl with a whole skin.
on the King's business to Cloonlar
want no

rebel warni

vg there hefore vs

it. If you got tired of your bargain and
him back it is no ailair of mine,
[ will turn your gold to steel, my lord, It

gly
Nialeeiny wans naot ioft .‘“lvr inli
do ho the man was, ‘
“ Get up,'” said Christy Culkin, }>'?\‘.vi'!}.f!
the prostrate body with his foot. At t 5 |

{
(
!
\
!
I

“8o he would buy you for £5, my
beauty,” he broke off, addressing the
horse, which had dropped its nose into
his hand, ineisting on notice. * Pity he
could not buy that true heart, and that
quick ear of youra that hears a friend's
cry miles away and brings you straight
to him."”

He sprang into the gaddle, patting the
arched neck of the horse, which turned
its head round playfully as if to bite his
fingers.

Lord Dalwich still stood stock still, a
pitiable spectacle. 1

“ Any message to my master ” ine
quired Christy smiling grimly. “ You
gee I am likely to meet him first after
all, and you will not have a chance a
showing off your bargain in horseflesh.
Anyhow, I will have a welcoms ready for
your lordship.”

Lord Dulwich strangled a curse be-
tween his teeth, only a hoarse mutter
came from his pale lirs.

“Good bye, my lord,” cried Christy
gaily, for Pnooka grew impatient.

He leaned slightly forward, gripped the
gaddle with his knees, and with a light
shake of the reins gave the impatient
horse leave to be off.  In a swift swing-
inggallop they swept across the field, tlew
over the diteh and gripe that bounded it,
and disappeared.

flowly and sulkily Lord Dalwich set
out on his return journey. It took him a
full half hour to retrace the distance it
had taken him five minutes to come. He
fonnd his men awaiting impatiently on
the road, cooped in between the two hig!
walls, where he had left them. Their
amazement and curiosity can scarcely be
well imagined when they eaw the be-
dragglel and mud-spattered figure of
their captain, scrambling across the wall
over which he had tlown so jauntily half
an hour before.

But he gave their curiosity no fair play.
Something he muttered about being set
upon by a party of rebels, and robbed of
his horse and weapons. That was all.

“We waste time here,” he broke in
hazarded
men in

abruptly, when Hempenstal
the

further question. ** Get

at once,

r Cloonlara 2" said H
No,”" answered Lord Du

“ for barracks.”

So the b

home discons:

ed bloodhound
ely to the kennels,

The morning after the funeral Maurice
Blake bade a cordial good-bye to Father
('Carroll, and scarcely less cordial to ti
)Id steward who had taken over the sole
management on Sir Miles's death, with
gloomy ft of dismal changes
when the new master should arrive.

Ch ] elf to Ballin-
asloe to catch ’ that plied
to Dublin, it * tlew

[ five and a-

the avenue he
again on the ris

1m on entering

rode down
Jorge

ined

hite in the winter sunsliine, that
oar lrost on th

d cold an

rieaine

homes,

scattered over the wide 1
scape, 8 t

one white in the sun

the pity
to the
hearted father.

For the first time Maurice Blake's
heart rebelled hotly against hi
wanton exile as he turned back, he
believed for ever, on his father's ances
tral home, now passed to such unworthy
hands.

He locked round no more until
swift, free siride of his steed had car
him many mi e, and an

g view,

wh

ather’s

nhis

the
Ad
1
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*ECCE HOMO.”

BY D. CARROLL,

A letter from an old friend and fel
ow artist in Florence brings tidings
of the total destruction by fire of the
Church of Santa Lucia, together with
the priceless paintings and ornaments
which had adorned this edifice; and
the commeuuication makes

i church is intimse

1

the litile ]
ciated in my mind with the purest soul
noblest man I
Awati, whose
of the ‘‘Ecce
upon
ration and devotion of many souls
zed upon it.  With the de
this ork of must
ain the romance, if I
it, attached to the pai
; and though it is familiar tom
ang, yet to you, I am sure, the
ry will be altogether new, albeit I
shall prove a peor chronicler

aver met

art

may 80 C¢

[t must be at least twenty

that I first et Rafaello
ing my time ‘‘copying,” as he was,
gsome gems in oil in the academy, His
hea first attracted me, for
2 have 1 seen a

man g«

wed, 80 p
ically perf as. His
were the typicel Italian, but his hair
was a wonderful brown with strange
golden lights in it, that curled closely
about his small head, and prosented 2
most pleasing contrast to his dark
brows and olive complexion,

A few words, which he addresscd to
me in the purest Englich, vet with the

htest {¢ accent (his mother
was an glishwoman, he afterwards
told me) led to our becoming better ac

quainted ; and it was not many
months before we had declded, as we
were both alone in the world, to rent a
studio and share our good or evil for-
tune with each other. Rafaello had
many friends,but to none of his fellow-
countrymen had he ever shown the
strong liking that he evinced for me,
whom the jealous hearted Italiaus
called ** the stupid Englishman.”

Oar studio was & large airy piace

two apartments, one of which belonged

to him and the other to myself. Here,

will comfort you to know that it will pay | day after day, we would labor upon

for three score pikes,’

gome work which monepolized our

o sad, for |

whole attention ; and though neither
was obliged to work for his daily
bread, yet the sale of a picture was
hailed with as much joy as it would
have been by any starving wielder of
the brush. In the summer when the
green fields lured us from our eagels,
wa would seek some pleasant retreat to
dream, and to pass away the hours in
Converse,

I remember as distinetly as though
it had been but to day, one afternoon
we had spent in the valley. It wasa
glorious day, warm and beautiful, and
Rataello, lying prone upon the earth,
had spoken of his dream, the one long-
ing of his life—the desire to paint an
¢« Fiece Homo " such as had never beey
painted since the days of the old
masters.

The sun shone on his face as he
spoke, and that face comes between
me and the pages as I write, 1t was so
full of light and resolution.

“ No one at the present time hag
painted that divine Face ag it really
looked when the time of His agony had
come—when they led Him to be cruci-
fied. No one can, and vet—my God !
we can only imagine what a divine
Being would suffer, for He was divine
the most perfect Being that ever trod
the earth. And how they mocked
Him ! How they scorned Him! How
they crucified Him !”

Rafaello, when he spoke like this,
was something to wonder at and ad
mire, although I knew he was most de
vout, and sometimes, to my slow im-
agination, rather an extremist in his
religlous tendencies

He would often talk to me of the
beauties of the Catholic belief, and try
to persude me, who acknowledged ne
Church whatever, that this was the
fold which 1 sbould enter. In those
days [ did not agree with him, although
[ never failed to accornpany him to his
devotions within the sacred portal,

The ceremonies, the ornaments, the
rich vesunents of gold, and white, and
purple, the lights, the soft monotons of

tha offiziating priest, all pleased my
artistic senso ; but [ refused th tn
look at it in any other way ths ha

» embellicaments were intended
to app to the eyes and imaginatious
of the unwary, like the glittering
candle light which proves the funeral
pyre of the deluded moth.

“ The Catholic religion is all sent
ment,” I would say to my companion,
and the eloquent words of decial would
fall rapidly from his lips.

That afternoon he spoke of the ** Icce
Homo,” as I have i, and continued

1e strain as he had begun

all thes

VO 82

“You
Sacred

rememoer

Heart which

that statue of ti

church 7 Do you think -
a Divine Being? 1+ 10—1no, it do
u The face is not what 1 would pi
ture it to be The sculptor who
wrought that was Peroneili, the famed

The

| the

P’erone
bent a knee in

wonderful Peronelli —
man who never

prayer ; who never unde the
story of thy Via Cruocis, and whomn
have heard many a time blaspheme His
name ! But euougn of P i

‘¢ Peronelli is dead—let him rest in
peace,” 1 said, and Raifaelio did not
answer a3 he smoothed a spray of deli
cate iris lilies in his fingers. Tae
sculptor whose work we were discuss
ing had died shortly befora my coming
to Florence, but [ had heard that there
had been a slight diffizulty between
nim and my friend, arising from an

incident which happened a

ch ry doors. Paronelli, blind
lv wd, trying to force hisa way
| intotha shurch, was e¢jacted by Rataello,

during the religious service. Rafaello
had never spoken to me, but I
could imagine how shocked he was to
see that reeling form in God's temple,
and how gently and yet firmly }
tim out.

of it

“Did you ever wish,” he c« imed,
‘‘but then you didn’t, I am sure--but

[ have wished it many a time—that I
had lived in those days when the
| Saviour walked the earth and taugh

and healed. How and it would have

been to have followed Him abou,
listening to His wvoice, and then
here Rafasllo sat upright, his beauti

ful, changing face shadowed by the
intensity of his 1‘:mughts—":‘f
shared in that terrible journey to
Hill of Sacrifice ; and those barbarians,
I can ses them all thers, jeering Him
{ with their foul tongues, striking Him
with their leprous hands, and lastly
nailing Him to that infamous gibbet!
[ can hear the thud of those fearfal
hammers driving the heavy nails
through the delicate bones “of His
hands ; and then, in a little while to
hear Him, speaking in a voice full of

have

which we curtained off, thus making |

anguish: *My Godi! MyGod! Why
| hast thou forsaken Me?'’
; LOW iBvVYE, i daid calmly aua with

cynicism ; but I remember even now
how my heart

| words, His f )
i«m"hi;; expression of his fs
evinced such great love for
moved me against my will.

beat at friend's
the un-
6 which
his God,

my
lashing eyes

zot myself some-
imes,” he said gently, ** and I must
'y you poor, fellow

No, he did not weary
i me, for ho was too much in earnest,and
| I knew he spoke from his hear:. He
{ was gifted with fextraordinary elo
quence, and it was a positive delight
,t» listen to the sound of his voice,
which was soft, caressing and full of
| pathos, breaking of music: yet,
| strange to say, the gift of gong was not
| his. It seemed odd to me at the time
:‘Lha' he should love, should speak
180 tenderly of a Person he had
’ never seen, and be so filled with this
i'p"l"‘ﬂt‘ love of the Saviour, that all
human affection was artificial begide iv
““T want to paint a picture of tho
| thorn crowed Iead, one which will
‘.‘ m';,'lf.“ men pause and think of all He
guffered for them, and perhaps movs
them to make some reparation, I

¥

l “Forgive me, I fo
t

i

|

|

|

1
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bave wasted too much time already, |
1 ehall begin to-morrow, aud you wi
help me.”

= ¢t Help you,” 1 eaid, and Rafael
laughed the liquid laugh of his race,
he linked his arm in mine and togoth
we went home.

That evening we sat in the purp
twilight, musing, while the soft tink
of a mandolin and the echo of a mar
voice singing an amorous [talian etra
came to ug, mellowed by the distance
and a crowd of merry-makers passii
beneath our casement saw the face
Rafaello framed by the jasmine flowe
and called to him ; while a dusky-ey
ereature flaung up to him the pomeg:
nate flower she had worn at her thro

Rafrello smiled, a smile bhalf scor
fu), halt tender, and left the blots
lying neglected where it had fallen;
no woman's face or smile, among t
beautiful women of Florence, had ey
moved his pure serenity of hea
thongh many admired him, and b
plainly shown their admiration.

I spoke that night on this very su
jeet, and I remember, ho answered
hig characteristic fashion.

“ There is but one woman in t
world that I have ever loved, and tl
woman, peerlesely beautiful with a f
English beauty, as pure as an lag
lily, was my mother. When she |
dying she commended me to the care
tbat other Mother, the Virgin Ma
and mede me promise never to for
her, nor cease to love her, the Spot]
One. 1 have not forgotten that pre
ise, and prefer the divine love to t
gelfish, vain attachment which men
human love.”

I have gaid before that he was v
devout, and our conversation, no n
ter where or when it would take pls
if we two were alone together, we
inevitably turn upon religion.
gome people my companiou would h
been deemed a fanatic, but every
who has come in contact with tl
knows that the Italians are an inna

pug people.

Rafaello and myself, stand
with nneovered heads (Cha ingisted u
my complying) while the bells rang
Angelus hour might have, nay, w
hﬂ\'(',. l'?ll\('(l comment 1n any o
country, but passed unnoticed in |
ence,

The days that followed were |
oneg for him, and kuowing tha
wished to bs undisturbed, I went q
ly about my own affairs during w

ing hours. Our ovenings we w
spend at church or reading, for

fellow artist would never work by
ficial light, and laid aside his b
aud colors when gun sank be
the hills.

In the still church, with its
lamp which swung before the t
nacle, I would feel
while he knelt betore the small all
the Sacred Heart, !tke a figure ca
in stone, so still, so rapt was he

Now at this d

strangely

tant date, now
the Church calls me herchbild, The
that God designed our friendsh

the means of turning me fre
of blindness, &s the instruwent (
conversion : and surely no man 1
fairer example than had I in th
of my {riend, a creature whose
gifts, had they not been united
pure a soul, would have prove
own destruction.

Oane evening,

ym the

when we came
the shadowy church, Rataello said
* I will show you my work to-1
It is finished, but I am not satis
He entered the studio first, au
cured a light, then took up his b
and tubes of paint

You may bo atlo to suggest
improvement, ow look.”

He lifted up the curtain which
before it, and I stepped a little f
back.

I was amazed.

There was the ‘* Fece Homo, -
was the masterpiece, and to my
seemed a marvellous thing. It
out like some beautiful unset {
work far beyond what I had ims
it would be, and so I told Rafa
he stood looking upon it, witha s
expression upon his face

He did not answer. He pois
blender, heavy with burnt sien1
withcut warning, and before I
prevent the action, had swept it
that peerless picture, and a me
less daub blotted out the sacred
ments,

“ Rafaello !" 1 cried, in horro

He dropped the curtain over h
and faced moe. His own face wi
beneath its olive tint, and the !
snapped beneath the fierce gras
slender brown fingers.

“You mock me! The pict
failure ! 1 saw it all now ! It is
—a daub ! And I found fault +
face of Peronelli’s statue !”

He laughed bitterly, a laugl
golt scorn and humiiation, whi
not pleasant to hear, and I saw
despair in his eyes.

“ 1t was fine,” 1 aflirmed
would have looked even better
light. That execrable light
outlines so.”

This last, I saw as soon a
spoken, was the most foolish r
could have made, but men hav
heen credited with heing tactl
1 was no exception to the rule.

I say this was a foolish rem
by it my companion though
pitied him, and pity sting
scorpion when one is injsuch
as he was at that moment.

“You knew it was a fail
gaid, hotly, *‘ you knew it,
stood therejlaughing in your
the picture,born of my mad
I was mad! That— pointing
draped pictura—that is the
dream—Rafaello’s dream !”

“ My dear boy, you are s
you do not know what you ar
The picture was a gem — &
piece. I told you the truth

B




