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ESPIRITU SANTO “‘Monseigneur Ianson,” said theabbe, | eyes?"’ And again he seemed to see | little recreation for 'his health, and

——— Grand Opera, who asks a service of | hands to Heaven.
By Henrletta Dans Skinner. ynu."

I bring the Chevalier Daretti of the | the prostrate figure lifting imploring | visit Sir Guy Ainsworth for some shoot-
ing: but you have no idea how deeply

Adriano began to explain ir his halt- | and Adriano assisted the monsignore to | has made him,

“ Do not be too sure! She loved | and has lots of friends, and b,
you dearly as a child, T acknowledge, | tinguished and sought aftep
but she is a ehild no longer, and yet not '
They wer> now at the carriage-door, | Adriano has felt this, and how sad it | quite a woman, Who can tell whether ladies were paying him th
the woman will love where the child | He is going to be a great sing

i
iy dig-

see by the attention all ll.' as I coylq

050 mciety
& othep day
BUry and he

SyNoPsis OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS. ing English, when to his relicl the big | enter first. “Yes, it would be likely to touch him | loved 2" =~ “"l,' and famous like Adrien ; j, will
Characters in the story.—Adrien and Theo. | MAN broke into excellent Italian, taking ‘ “ You will pray for my poor servant, | deeply,” said Madame Valorge. ‘Do | ‘' She will,”” said Teodoro, (-m‘lﬂdcn.t- have everything the world e, ko
dore Darebil—the former & young bsratone | him by both hands and giving him a | monsignore, will you not? A more | not be too anxious to divert his mind, | ly. ** She could not change. She will l“_'“- and “”“'“):4 that we can do \\1i \L‘
{,’,"o'l"nf.':”J,‘,‘-’;\f‘,'m(,f:‘ff“v",',“,.,?:f,l,‘.',',"u';“,'f;‘f;kﬂ:: hearty welcome. There was a charm | honest, faithtul fellow never lived.” | Theodore. To a man who sees so much love me, not because T am what I am—I | of any use to him or make Lin any
are supposed L0 have. Madame Hoitense el | about the monsignore's ch , manly ‘ “With all my heart, I will pray for | of life in its most brilliant phases, who | do not put my confidence in that—but | pier. Oh, I wish he were stil] 4 (o

epoule, th: elaer uf“:mur S:l)ﬂ-lnu.l‘l;lr."‘t .:l‘«;:t cordiality that was irresistible. He | him, and for his master too,"”" said
?:,’3,“‘;‘;.”,12’.‘3,132.,;,;.‘,“.‘.’,‘5..,ffl‘.;fffﬁ.wi’ii‘IuL.-xS understood the situation, and was on | Monsignore Ianson, with a peculiar |
Valorge. Agosiinl, & professor of macnemst- | the alert and ready for action before the | smile.
fos &t tho 1 oce Louls 1a Grande Carissimo 1 1 X half i

ica at the Lycce Louls Ia Grande ' words of explanation were half out of ) retti rugge is 8 e
Casimiro, & violinist from the Conserva.ory Ur- 1 . o I . 1 Lsim etti shi l”‘*"’f 1 his houlders.
chesira. Oreste, the Daretti beothers' valel daretti's mouth. | ““The worst of me is that I have no de-

Courcn of S¢. Thomss d Aquin, the pacish o P p Niiar, S A 14 4 “ 4
church of the historic Fabou,k 3alat-Germ sin, me my cane and cloak. Pray excuse, | lessly. I fear you will find me a

y At Pheadore Davetti the sing | me, chevalier, I am an old, broken-down | stubborn subject.”’
ers. The former mects Ramon Disdier and | war-horse, not of much use any longer, ***jp is hard for thee to kick against

" , Espiritu Santo, The : s ) 1
ﬂ',:h,"";‘l"f“fi:l‘ ,‘I’l‘l‘;‘:‘l:“",‘,’{mi;:’"'d‘.“ Jn:lc]m(:;h ‘u:", but delighted when any one will exer- | the goad,” quoted the prelate, with a

brother, the litle flower of the Holy Ghost, | cise him a little. I was a missionary in | kindly glanee, pressing Daretti's hand

after whicn she 18 named, Espiritu Santo, 1o | ¢ A1de r Maw . Y
Tneodore Darciti.  Through cue kind offices of he wilds of Texas for fifteen years | in both of his.

Madame Delepoule, & friend of the Disdiers, | #MONZ Indians and cowboys, and I have | Adriano flung himself back in the

and rhu u:ml‘;nuu LLhubumlu flat ordxn«;ll)l«éier borne away the marks of battle in the | carriage as they drove off. ‘‘What do
maansion, the Daretti brothers and their two Py el v e 2 | p "
bachelor feionds, are domiciled on the fourth shape of enronie rheumatism, caught | people want to meddle with my soul

floor of lh:i{lnp‘srunems. . : when I was exposed to a flood for eleven | for ?'"  he grumbled to himself.
Cnapter IL—Subsequent closer acqualnt- | qays anc ichts., Bu sty ioints | “* W J ’ 3 9
aeebet ¢ Uo Dreveding characte:s duvelops, ys and night . But the rusty joints Why cannot they let4 me alone ?
[ I inlimate a8 mem < av Yy b 0, as d L 2 18 C 0
until all becomo almosy a8 intimaie as me are at your service, as far us there is 'l‘hay would not t!nnk it right t
::;:gtb the uunulr.‘:xln:{.“Al; 1;1:. uu?r‘:.".:r(gl:: gn:ul in them, ; : pry into my lm'c. affairs or my bank ac-
thr:;ug:oiu‘x(i';:‘n:.:nduasd cis " atteq @ omtis, ‘I fear T am asking too much of yon, | count, and why is not my soul as much
Adrien to accompany him as the first baratone | INONsignore, said Daretti, ** but my | my own as my heart or my purse? I'll
AU an enormous salary. poor groom risked his life for me, and is | let him see that I am not to be inter-
D‘:’r':;}’.“’(f:‘l]: r('jt"l’.ll‘:f’[g{h’:“; l.l‘?f;(“’t‘,""f\d{.‘,‘l“:‘l‘r’ | seriously injured. Tt will give him | fered with.”
moeting with an old frieud of their deceased | greater comfort to see an English-speak- |  But little was said during the drive.
o l:l:: l)".}l&::esﬁ:“.llJ:{:ﬂ'f,u:u(?“y;‘.g“;:j | ing priest.” | Monsignore Ianson asked a few ques-
little sisters. *Certainly, certainly. It is most for- | tions about the accident, and congrat-
Upgi‘&"f”;“'-m1:1h00d?ru Roes Lo ;he Sl;nﬂri;n | tunate that I was at hand. Ab, Benja- | ulated Daretti on his escape. As they
lul\?u ‘:,';L’u l‘ﬁ‘{ l‘m,lul'l'lp;;:m::'):!sl‘;qp’:?xﬁx .-'!:u?m'f \I min !’ in !“1'(:nn-h, to @lm young serving- | drove up to the hm.pitnl door Teodoro
Chapter V—-Madame Delapoule speaks to | man. ‘Were you going to let your old | met them pale and disturbed.
Adrien Daretti and endeavors to persuade him | master go out into the streets without “Pray for him, Adriano!" he said,
agitatedly ; “the poor fellow died in

|

|

ne ought to marry. Sne lauds Catalina, Dis | |
out asa sultabls wife for Adrlen. Madame | about your civilized ways over here be- \ my arms not ten minutes ago !"'

|

|

dier s eldest duughter's, virtuss, and poiuts her [ his hat? You think I know nothing
'1321,‘.-‘,"?‘,',"’,.\’?.'.‘;?3,‘,‘,’.‘;"’" hor intention to leave | cause I hail from Texas! You see,” The groom's funeral took place from
Chapter VI-Thoodore is informsd of the | slyly, to Daretti, * Benjamin has had | the church of Saint Augustin. The

fast approaching time when he must o to his | to teach me a great deal. I have given | Requiem Mass of the obscure English
elder brother Bindo, in order to undergo the | : hlanket and feathers altogethe | aawvs o s larcely and fashionably
Drocess of boing - made & man.” Adrien aske | UP My blanket an eathers altogether | ser vant was as largely and fashionably
Ssnor Disdier’s permission to woo his daughter | since he took me in hand ! attended if had been that of some |
The lad giggled and helped the mon- | Bonapartist hero, for the story of his

Catalina, The father discountenances his pro

position, and seems to prefer his friend Casi " s 1 i . R 2 A
miro. Madame D:lepouls instructs Catalina | Signore to put on his cloak, and brought | rescuing the life of their favorite singer
for the stags. Theodore and KEspiritu’s part- | him his shovel-hat and stick. | was known all over Paris, and the enor-
mg. tor VII.—Af b {f ** Sosthenes, my child,”” to one of the | mous edifice was erowded with society |

hapter Aftar an absence of five yoears, i HE e Ay SR i . N » i anti sontains : 4

spent in Lon 100 and Brussels, Hortense Dola boys, ‘* direct the carriage to wait for | people ,dll(‘[.[.Ul[l, Bohemians, musi ans, |
| us at the great door of the church. Do | employes of the opera, and many from |

poule returns to Paris.  Catalina D.sdier's
». under her instruction. dsveloped into a | not, stop to take off your cassock.” | the English and American colonies.

Vol
beaatiful mezz) soprano  Madame Dalepoule | m . AR 3 m &

proposes to bring her out on the Paris ,,lf,“‘.._ | Then turning, to I‘);u'«-tu, - you will | l‘hc brothers Collas had volunteered to
Sn.»l AI."]K4 Adriea lml-n-'u's co o;;u'mli.m.I Hs | allow me. monsicur, we will pass | sing, and Teodoro took the tenor solo of
cordially responds and proposes to bring also a | & = i - % e 2 s - Ty

O e Ldos Denuartstn. Madame Dalsponle through the churc h to the front door, | the Dies Irae, and .\l‘.w sang the ln;,:}nn-
trys Loagsin rent her former apariments in which you will find pleasanver than go- | isco with Maxime Collas, whose rich,
the Disdier homestead  She is informed of the | ing round by the cold street,” and | flexible bass aeccorded well with the

Disdier’'s change of fortune—Madame Val bl .t ElE L . 2

orge’s blindaess; Ramon’s embarrassment |»u~|!m_; open the swinging door that | pure, high, pathetic tones of the phen-
Lolita Disdier tutoring some South Ameriean | led into the church he enterc d, followed | omenal young tenor. There was not a
R ﬂlln{ o :"O-;‘v.l:;"r“l!‘f“‘l; ,""-'."‘.“-':,'{‘;L’.‘.{‘,f" closely by Daretti. dry eye in the church when the last
B s oo of her blind grandmother at their | _The sanctuary of Notre Dames des | toneof the Pie Jesu Domine died away.

new and n

ieh less commodious home at | Vietoires is the most famous and popu- | At a prie-dieu, near the catafalque,
Passy. Adrien Daretti woites to ask Maidam

Dalapouls’s  permission to bring  with shrine of Paris. Half a century | knelt Adriano, in deep mourning, his
him to assist Catalina’s in  her debut re the parish had been the most ir- | head bowed between his hands. He
f bacie o o the resigm Jirlag tsnort” | religlons, the most neglscted in Parls, | nover changod, his posture thranghont
“The naw lyric lenor” turns ous to be Theo and its people the scandal of the city. | the entire service, but from time to time

Jore 8o transformed under his brother Bindo's | The chureh was almost deserted, and | his frame quivered with strong emotion.
care as 1 onigh all his former friends. | i ieg ey g v altars ts | The " e . 9 AW
Madame | pouls and Catalina s joy at the i L pE ts wept at lone I‘\‘ altars. It That he \.h”“hl weep for the sc Evant
turn of events. Their unuttered dissatisfac- | saintly curate prostrated himself on the | who had died for him only endeared him
‘.i“;. '.'1'“;"‘\';* '\'.“l""“‘ ’f"'f)" sto.e steps, and in anguish of mind | the more to the hearts of his admirers.
3 0l ] Mrs. ‘] ) : : \ : :
PR EENSy D sorgein her | gapad his life for the conversion of the The maimad body of the poor, heroic
& VIII.—Adrien and Theodore visit | sinful souls committed to his charge. | English groom was to laid rest in the
the Disdier’'s md st home at Passy. r i v i few about hir ; ] i p .
moeting with Madama Valorgs and Dalores He gathered a chosen lev bout him, | cc nv.l(xv\ of ,\lvmunnln. v stranger,
and Espiritn St Disdie I'ipir amazze- | 4'{“1 together they prayed night after | serving strangers and buried in astrange |
ment at the ‘flloxllu4'%1’l‘.x-w'i!m4“”,"!‘M JHapir | night for the sinners of the parish.  land. The horses he had cared for were
itn again presents Theodore with a flower P S p o 4 r WOre % 3 P y wi
and places & bouguet of flowers on the village | For the s",“,' .“l a fow "“\tﬂ many were | led [f, his grave ‘}l\“l stood by “l[.h
altar for Adrien. Adrien and Theodors in a | saved. Pheir tears, their prayers, | drooping heads, as if they knew their
ranaway accident, Tacy escape with their | their penances prevailed with the Most | kind friend was gone. The young

lives. wroom Thompson is severely in . \ . . )
jured. * Ths only son of his mother, s “f she | 'I!l:,:h. Conversion followed conversion. French staple-boy, who !mrl 'grnumcd ‘
a widow! Tho iunocent for the guiliy !’ | The church became a centre of pilgrim- | them under Thompson’s direction duar-

sm—— age, its parish a model. The answers | ing the past year, stood at their |

CIHHAPTER IX. | to prayer were the amazement even of | bridles and patted them, weeping bit- |

« Convorsion, that phenomenon of light to lhn; 1_lo\mut, :l‘|.l<l the \\:l”\ ‘,’l the vast | terly. ! y |
the intellect and persuasion to the heart. is | building ave literally lined fr« nd to “ You know just how he liked to have
not ordinarily prodnced in the way of sudden | gpd and from floor to roof with the | them treated, Jules,”” Daretti had |
illumination, llke a {1 wh of lightning in a dark | . T . : 7 , . W
night, but rather under the form of growing & P1OUS offerings of two generations of | said. You are very young to have
dnylight, 11ke that which precedes the sunrise,” | worshippers in gratitude for favors rve- | full charge, but I donot feel asif I

—Chocarne. | ceived. could let any one else touch them just
Daretti was sitting by his groom's | As Adriano and Monsignore Tanson | now.”
side, holding the bandaged hand in his, | passed through the church it was in the |  During these sad days Adriano had

when Thompson opened his eyes and | mysterious half-light, when day is not | seen no one outside of his immediate
looked about him from his little cot in | yet shut out and artificial light scarcely household except Monsignore Ianson,
the aceident ward. needed. From the right transept of | who had directed the funeral arrange-
“They think you will get well now, | the church, however, poured a flood of | ments, and had helped him write the
Thompson,”’ said Daretti, cheerfully ; brilliant illumination. There was the | necessary English letters and tele-
“hut is there anything I can do to make | centre of prayer, the shrine of the | grams to Thompson’s relatives. Though
you more comfortable 2" | Virgin Mother, lifting up in her arms | face to face with the stern realities of
“I should like to see a priest, sir,” | and holding out to the gaze of the | life and death, Adriano shrank from
replied the man, ‘“but I wish it might | multitude the Divine Infant, the |the view before him, afraid of the
be an English-speaking priest, siv, for I | Saviour of men, the Light of the world. | light that was finding its way into the
couldn't make myself understood in | The Child in her arms was represented | erevices of his heart and revealing its
French, outside of horses, sir," | bending downward with out-stretceed | sinand misery. The memories of other
“T will do my best to find one for you," ‘ arms and tender, pitying smile to those | years crowded back and increased his
said Daretti, kindly, as he rose to leave | kneeling at His feet. The altar was | bitterness of spirit—the memory of the
him. ‘ ablaze with lights, myriad lamps burned | fearless innocence of his boyhood, the
“You were the best, the kindest mas- | before it and pyramids of candles. | proud, untarnished virtue of his early
ter that groom or horse ever had,’’ | There was no service going on, but the | manhood. He came of a soldier race,
murmured the sick man, trying to take | church was half-filled with those who | and he weakly had fled before the battle
Daretti’s hand in his. *‘God bless you | had dropped in for private prayer. | of life. Cowardly and self-indulgent he |
sie, for your good heart! God love | Passing before the altar, Adriano | had laid down his arms, he had sold his
yoit, and make you one of His saints."’ \ glanced curviously up at the marble | birthright of virtue and heroism, he had
The tears rushed to Darvetti's eyes | group above. The large figures wd | parted with the pearl of great price—
and his voice choked in his throat. He | florid outlines pleased him little as a | for what 2 What profit had he in those
took the dying man's hands and bent | work of art, but the attitude of the | things of which he was now ashamed ?
over him with broken words. Mother and Child arrested his atten- The old torpor of conscience, the old
“You saved my life, Thompson, mine | tion. In it one read the story of the ‘ lethargy of will were disturbed forever,
and my dear brother's, and God grant shrine, the pitying face of the Mother | though in his weakness he would fain
that you may live to know how grateful holding out to the world its Saviour, ‘ have lulled them to rest again.
we can be. | have not given you the | Whose out-stretched hands would fain |
good example that I shouid, my poor | gather the children of Jerusalem to His |
tellow, God forgive me! but the life you | Heart !
have saved for me shall be a better one ‘ The monsignore knelt an instant be- \
from this moment. We shall never for- | fore the altar, then rose and passed on
get you and what you havedone for us.’” down the nave, Darretti following him ’
He dashed the tears away, and stooping, | with a strange sensation stirring in his |
in his impulsive, Italian way, kissed the \ heart. Those out-streteched Hands, they | these sad days toexercise the horses.
sick man's brow. Then he turned | recalled to him words that he heard be- ‘ He had little difticulty in finding an ob-
and hastily left the bedside. The “ tore. As he picked his way down the | jective point for the daily drive, and
| ‘
|
|

CHAPTER X.

* gpanding with reluctant feet,
Where the brook and river meet,
Womanhood and chilahood fleet.”

—Longfellow.

1t devolved upon Teodoro during

groom looked lovingly after him, the | dark aisle they flashed into his mem- | soon the gray ponies turned in of their
tears rolling down his sunken cheeks. | ory. their own accord at the gate of the
“He will be a saint some day,"" he said, ““All day long have I stretched out | modest little house at Passy.

to himself. I should like to live just to | My Hands to an unbelieving and re- ¢ Theodore, my dear child, it is very

see if he is not."”’ bellious people! “0O Jerusalem,
The scowling face of a communist who Jerusalem, be converted to the Lord
occupied the next cot grew thoughtful. | thy God!"”
“ They say that is a rich nobleman and | **1 promised him I would be a better | you used to in the old days."”
his servant,’” he reflected, *“*but one | man,” almost groaned Darretti within “ Dear Valorge, I hope you do not
would think they were brothers or dear | himse “put [ cannot, I have not the | think that I come to often— that I am
friends. I do not understand the lan- | strength. 1 do not believe that God | presuming in any way. Really, you
guage they spoke, but 1 know that no blames me, or that He expects me to be | know, 1 have had to come every day
employer I ever had would have nursed | any different. 1 did not wish to fall to | lately, for T knew you would have heard
and kissed me that way, nor would I do | this my low estate, but I was left so | of the accident, and would be anxious
the same to any apprentice under me,’ | terribly alone. I cannot believe it |to know all the details, and
wnd he made many other reflections that | was all my fault." i to know  about the Requiem
night on liberty, equality, and frater- | They had reached the great door of | Mass and funeral. To-day 1
|

pleasant to have our brother back again,
the same dear brother as ever, and
have you drop in on us every day, as

nity. | the church, and in another moment | should not have come for fear you
In the sacristy of the chureh of Notre | were in the fresh air outside with the | would think me indiscreet, or a bore,
Dame des Victoires a young priest was | hum of the busy strect below them. As | but Adriano wished me to pay his re-
talking over some arrangements for the | they stood on the stone steps there | spects to you and say for him that he
evening devotions with the beadle and | came before Adriano's mind the vision | would have ecalled, but this morning he
two young altar-boys. They were speak- | of the lonely, discouraged priest lying | has run over to England."
ing in unlertones, for the sacristy door | prostrate on these very steps before the | ** To England 2 Oh, you travellers !
hung in large letters the warning | closed doors of the church, and praying | You speak of running over to England
Silentium. Adrien Daretti, entering, | for the souls of sinful men. The sight | as I might speak of driving to La
advanced towards the abbe, and in a | of the active, eager, rostless erowd in | Muette. But what takes him over
low voice asked where he could find | the street seemed incongrous with such there at this season 2"
the English-speaking priest attached to \ memories, yet it was the same sight ““His own dear, kind heart,” cried
the charch. A big, powerful man, with | that had wrung to anguish the heart of | Thoodore, warmly. ‘‘He must go him-

i ¥

ashock of dark hair plentifally sprinkled | the saintly Abbe Desgenettes. self to carry Thompson's effects to the
with gray, stood near them, and Adriano “Where areall these going ?"' thought | mother, and see that she is comfortable

noticed that he wore with his soutane | Adriano. * Where do their footsteps | for life, and take a dying message to
the purple sash and stock of the Pope's | lead them? Is the purpose that hurries | the girl that the poor fellow was en-

ficis
to face with the sterner features of life
But, my dear child, | n thing to s
there is one thing I wish you to under-
Chapter L.—lue Fomst of Pontocost, The “Benjamin, Benjamin ! run and bring | sire to be converted,"” he said, care- | stand, and that is, you need make no
apologies for coming here often, or find
excuses to come again. Simply come,
and feel yoursell a dear sui @ind
sisters and friends, as it used to be.’

will do no harm,

is so constantly surrounded by the arti- b
and the frivolous, a few days face | love me always,

|

“ But it is so different,’”’ urged Theo-

dore. *We were children then, and

now we are—we are—so different,’”’ he
finished, helplessly.

She smiled, and it was so kindly and |
encouraging a smile that Teodoro took
heart. He glanced around, but tlmy’
were alone and the doors were all shut, |
Then he drew very near to her indeed. [

** Dear grandmother,”” he whispered,
“you cannot see me?"’

**No, my child, you may blush as |
much as you please."’ [

* And you will not tell 2"’ |

“ Not if you do not wish it."”

1 want to speak to you about some- |
thing,”” but suddenly he found that he |
could not speak. Words refused to pre- |
sent themselves., He grew very pink, |
then crimson, then he covered his face |
with his hands. **Oh, 1 cannot say it.
You know what it is. Say it for me!"’

She laughed, good-naturedly. **but
I just promised not to tell !"” |

“* Ah, it is not fair of you to tease
me! 1 feel so foolish trying to talk
about it, for you know as well as I how
it is with me. Ionly want to ask if you
have any objection to me—to it—to— |
you know what !’

* Dear Theodore, I have two serious
objections.”’

He looked up, and he was not quite
80 pink now.

“ It is very sudden, and you are both
too young."'

“Sudden !"”” he exclaimed. ** Why,
I have been thinking of nothing else for
five years! You know what she was to
me in my boyhood. You know how I
poured out my heart in my letters to
her until you stopped onr correspond-
ence. But that could not make me stop
thinking of her. I have not had a
thought, or planned a plan, or dreamed
a dream, or prayed a prayer that had
not her for its object. I counted the
months and weeks of my college course
that 1 might be free to return to her.
I grudged every day and hour of my
military service, because it was keep-
ing me longer away from her. I have
done my best to become fit for her, to
keep myself pure in word and deed. It
seemed as if I eould not do wrong with
her before my eyes. One must have a
high ideal to keep one’s self always up
to a high level of life, and the good God
has given me this holy love, and I am |
her knight forever !’

It was a pity that she could not see
how his beautiful face glowed, and his
eyes sparkled.

“ But, Theodore, are you sure that
the little girl is all you have dreamed
herto be 2 We who have lived with
her for sixteen years love her dearly,
and are too ready to think her worthy
of life's best. But in six days can you
judge fairly of the character of a young
girl you have not seen since childhood,
especially when you have hardly said a
word to each other even the six times
you have met 2"’

“ Qur hearts are too full,”’ he said,
laughing shyly. ‘‘ That is what is the
matter with us. We were talkative
enough when we were only children."

¢ But, seriously, I think you oughtto
wait a little longer, and see a little
more of the world before committing
yourself. You are mnot yet twenty-
one."’

“ Now, my dear grandmother,”’ said
Teodoro, coaxingly, ‘‘you know per-
fectly well that you think in your heart
that if I went all round the world and
lived to be a hundred, I could never
find a lovelier angel than your Es-
piritu !’

¢ Perhaps not,’’ she admitted, smil-
ing.

doro, ** she would not find any one who
has loved her so wholly and devotedly.
1 know I am not good enough for her,
but I am better than many fellows
would be. Iam strong and healthy, I
have no bad habits. I love my faith and
try to live up to its teachings, and I

My family is honorable, and, thanks to
my generous brothers, my patrimony
has never been touched, and has mount-
ed in all these years to enough to make
us perfectly comfortable in a modest
way, besides what I may earn with my
singing. Then, you know, you are all
fond of me and Adriano, and I should
take my place among you so naturally.”

¢ Dear Teodoro, we can have no ob-
jection to you personally, and I am
pleased with your confidence in our
affection for you."

« Of course I have confidence in it,”
hereplied ; *‘ of course you would not
let me come and go as I do, you would
not encourage me to come often, know-
ing how I feel, if you thought it unde-
girable in any way for her.”

The perfect simplicity and frankness
of the young man both amused and
pleased her. He was too clear-sighted
not to see his advantages, too simple
not to accept them in their truth, too
frank not to acknowledge them openly.
She must take a lesson from him and be
simple in her turn.

“ That is all true, Theodoro,"” she
said. ** It is the dearest wish of my
heart that you and Espiritu should be-

childish attachment, because prudence
and regard for her dignity required
that I should, but since you have been
faithful, I ask no greater blessing."’

“ Then it is all settled !"" he cried,
joyously.

“By no means,'"' she declared,
promptly. ** She shall have something
to say herself in the matter, I hope!”

¢ Oh, as for that—'' and Theodore
broke off with a laugh and a blush and a
light in his eyes that had a world of

domestic prelates. them on innocent or guilty in God's | gaged to. Afterwards he will take a

happy meaning in them.

come ! Did it not discourage you when
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pecause she is what she is. She will | less, delicate boy, so that w
kind to him and do him good a

“ But she is so shy with you, she has

room at the first excuse when you

she took flight this afternoon the mo-
ment you appeared ?"’
NG ed!l W

must let herself be wooed before she is

y to you, she leaves the | wish as that from my Espirigy
Madame Nalorge, gravely ; and K
felt very wicked and self-repron

only the selfishness in me,

A Irieng.
@ could he
A i
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y ™m
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“Spiritu
‘hiul,

** That jg
Ot Course,

It

** Nou really,” she said,

but she shook her head in reply her

A hy. that is a good | tor his sake, T am olad thae 1) .
sign, the surest possible sign!’ he ex- | so bright to him.” B
plained eagerly. ** Of course she isshy | **Ought I to tell her that he stj[) fee]
with me. She knows that I love her, ‘ the need of her, in spite of success . &
and a sweet instinct tells her that she i happiness 7'’ thought the ;_;r.uulu.uu‘,‘:.l,.

[
|
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be wooed." |'s

own questionings. Patience !
she would not be so afraid to stay and | child be a child a little long

Let the
rs The
would

light trial to her faith and loy

“ Theodore '’ exclaimed Madame Va- | make a better disciplined woman of lier

lorge in astonishment. ** Will you ex- | So she only said, aloud, ** Of ¢ourwe
plain to me how you understand a girl's | are glad for him, dear—glad that e
heart so well 2"’ . | has found other things to turn . -

“ Because I love her,”” he replied, | happiness than the company of

simply, ** and so I am in sympathy with |1

her and know intuitively just how she | she is. He must take a man’s

must be feeling."” 1

you

: : : silly
ittle child, kind-hearted and lovige as
h place in
ife, and make a name for himself, anq

“It may be that she loves you as you | you will stay at home and pray that

think, and yet, Theodore,I should coun- | ¢

vod will keep him without
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sel you to be very patient and go slow- | and try to fill your own humbl J' ‘,tl hl
ly in this affair. She is still half a i life. There are others yvou can J‘.- ,‘,I\i
child, and it will startle her if you | to, Espiritu.” g
speak too soon. For her sake, wait a 1 know ; I will try,"” said Espiritu
little. Believe me, she has not yet got | rather dolefully. Then the tai \‘.mf.
over the shock of finding her boy play- | face brightened, and she threy "n;
mate grown into a fine young man. You | her head with a gay laugh, “;
have thought of this marriage for years. | course! Now, for instance, | need pot
but to her mind you have been only her | let my dear grandmother sta when it
boy friend, and she is not yet accus- | is time for her cup of afternoon tea
tomed to the idea of a lover. Be con- | and I can see that she has a nice “"\.‘
tent to come and go familiarly, to see | cap to wear for Sunday, instead of wast-
her frequently for the present, but let | ing my time wishing I were a uscless
the question of betrothal rest for at | lictle girl again, Ah, ¢ dmamma
least a few months, say till her seven- | you were not disinterested W,:
teenth birthday. 1 ask the little sacri- | there was a little hunger and a little
fice for her sake.” vanity at the bottom ot y ugges-

“Of course, of course,’’ said Teodoro, | tion. Eh ?"’ merrily. i e
bravely, though her lip trembled some- * Certainly I am ‘not disinterested in
what. **I would not hurry her or ! liking to have you grow up,
startle her for the world. I ought to | are more useful to me eve eal
be content with the encouragement you | laughed the grandmother, i .
have given me, and the hope of seeing | pribly I should fare if 1 were
her often. It is not as if you were try |I\w;| such an irrc I
ing to separate us. In that case, I am | dreamer as you use A\nd
alraid yu would have to shut her up piritu kissed her lov v
very close if you wished to keep her | off to her womanly avo
out of reach,”” he added, threaten- happy song on he Wi
in he rose to take his departure. 10 BE CONTINU

** Open the door a moment, Theodore, . -
while I call the child to come and bid T TN ots
you good-bye, She must not be allowed AN ENDLE .
to forget her manners because you hap- me of our peoy 1
pen to be an old friend!” the approved !.-|'|\. f

Shyly, reluctantly, Espiritu appeared | phe found in their )
on the threshold. he would have | j d in a rather ¢ s ¢hair
eiven the world to hide herself, but her | j; or of St. Joseph. 1 Gest
corandmother was telling her to remem- | Directory thus feelingly ludes e
ber that she was now the hostess, and pious '«m.nw ol \.,1‘4.‘—“:. (
with a huge effort she came forward and | Jies engaged in this endless -ch war
murmured something about seeing his | ness: ** These circulating prayers g
horses at the gate.” like the wind everywhere ; encet ey

“Yes, I drove out with the poor
grays this afternoon,’ he said. ** They
seem to know everything and to feel
lonely."”

*1 thought they would,” she said,
“ 50 I went down to speak to them and
give them some sugar.”

“ Did you ?"’" exclaimed Teodoro, de-
lighted with her kindness. **Yes, of
course you would ; it is just like you.
Tell me,” he asked, as she walked hesi-
tatingly towards the outer door with
him, ** when are you coming into Paris
to see Catalina 2"’

“Jam going to Madame Delepoule’s
Friday evening tospend the night. We
are going to early Mass on Saturday
morning to pray for Catalina, who is to

| make her debut that evening."
| *“What church will you be at? I
will go there too."’
| *Oh, we'shall be too early for you,"”
she laughed. **We are going at7
o'clock to La Madeleine, but Adrien
| told me that you were never in your
| household till 11 o'clock mornings.”
| Let him speak for himself,”” an- |
swered Teodoro. ‘‘Hehas to be up late
11 nights at his profession, but I need not |
| follow his hours unless I choose.”’ They
| were now at the front door and she
| would go no farther so he could only
| bow low and say, ‘* A bientot !"’ |
She hid behind the curtain in the |
| little front drawing-room, for from therc
| she could watch unseen while he opened
| the gate and mounted the phaeton and
| took the reins from Jules. Before he
| touched up the horses he looked to-
| wards the house, even directly at the
| window where she was hiding. Then
she laughed softly to herself and hast-
| fly drew back a little, although she
| well knew that she could not be seen,
| for had she not taken the precaution
when she was below at the gate to ex-
| amine that very window? But he had
1 driven off now, and she came more bold-
|
|

ly forward and ever leaned her cheek
against the pane, and watched the road
as far as she could see, while a troubled
cloud settled over her sunny face. By-
and-by she stole back to her grand-
mother's side.

‘¢ Have you been watching him drive
off 2"’ asked the grandmother, gently.

“ Ye-yes,”' stammered Espiritu, color-
ing deeply and hanging her head.

** What is the matter, dear? Your
little voice sounds troubled !"’

¢“ N-nothing."’

‘“ Nothing ?”' And Madame Valorge
put out her hand to draw the young
face near to herself. To her surprise
| the cheek was wet.

\‘ ‘“ Why, Espiritu, darling! What is
|

making you ery ?'"’

“ Oh, grandmamma—it is not really
anything. I wasonly just a little bit
sad, because things change so—because

| things are so different! We never can
have the past again, and we are all
growing so old and changed !"’

““Why would you like to have the
| past again, dear ? Why would you like
| to be a little girl again 2"’

[ *“Why, grandmamma, don't you see
that I could be of some use then? You
see that he, Theodore, was a boy then,
| and sickly and shy, and a stranger, and
| we could be good to him and help him,
and do things for him to make him well
and happy. He was motherless, and
had no sisters and no home, and we
could be everything to him. But now
he is a grown man and well and strong,

|
|
|

come, no one knows; wl
who can tell ? But they come and
periodically like the measles, and they
are catching, too. Some well meanir
person-—woman, Wwe suppose not
tent with the beautiful prayer it

of St. Jeseph, composed an Indulgence
by our reigning Pope, strings together
a harmless number of words
and sends the composition afloat
from some lunatic asylum perhaps. Has

she wireless communieation with St
Joseph 7 What foundation for the re-
quests ? Why impose conditions and
attach to them infallible certainty?
Who is she, anyhow ? The r t
and conditions are the main thing, the
objectionable features, the rear-end
firecracker attachment that makes the
thing go. You must say the prayer

ts

| thirty days— twenty-nine or thirty-

one would not do —beginning the day
you receive it ; next day the charm is
gone. You may ask three requests —
four would spoil the business and two
would wreck the scheme ; but they
must be the same each day ;no fooling
here.  You must have five copies—to
extend the fraud—and give them to
persons within a week - while the
prayer is hot. To obtain your request
you must not neglect a day ; night does

| not count. When will Catholics be

satisfied with the heautiful prayers of

| the Church and cease chasing will-0'-

wisps 2''—Exchange.
—_—

Be Kind To-Day.

Do not keep the alabaster boxes of
your? love and tenderness sealed up
until your friends are dead. Fill their
lives with sweetness. Speak approv-
ing, cheering words while their ears
can hear them and while their hearts
can be thrilled and made happier by
them; the kind things you mean t0
say when they are gone, say before
they go. The flowers you mean t0
send for their coftins send to brighten
and sweeten their homes before they
leave them. If my friends have ala-
baster boxes laid away, full of frag:
rant perfumes of sympathy and affection,
which they intend to break over my
dead body. I would rather they would
bring them out in my weary and
troubled hours and open them, that !
may be refreshed and cheered by them
while I need them. I would rather
have a plain coffin without a flower, &
funeral without an eulogy, than & life
without the sweetness of love and sym
pathy. Let us learn to anoint our
friends beforehand for their burial.
Post-mortem kindness does not cheer
the burdened spirit. Flowers on the
coflin cast no fragrance backward over
the weary way.—Amber.

i R R,
Pope Leos Tribute.

The news of the death of A pehbishop
Corrigan was conveyed to the Pope by
his private secretary, Mgr. ¢ -f‘ ‘l‘
The Holy Father was greatly depresse
and said :

“It has been one :
bitterness of my long life to se¢ “"t
strongest champions of the Militan
Church claimed by death. /\r(-hl)hllt‘?
Corrigan was very affectionate to
We esteemed and loved him greatly:

of the greatest

| ee—
One of the greatest blessings ?
Mother Graves’ Worm hxmrmlml?nh s
effectually expels worms and gives hea
marvellous manner to the little one.
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