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HEART AND SOUL.

BY HENRIETTA DANA EKINNER, AUTHOR OF
Y ESPIRITU BANTO "

CHAPTER XXXI.
We landed upon the shores of France
turmoil and frenzy. War
had been declared with Prussia, the
troops had already started for the
frontier, and the populace of Paris was
at  fever-heast of excitement, My
.t ] H +

in a time of

Braiaiaviod 11 of

forebodings for the future of the Em-
pire. )

“ Napoleon will be punished for his
treachery, and France will suller with
him,"" he declared. ** He was false to
the Republie, false to Maximilian,
false to Pius IX. What can you ex-
pect 2"’

But for all his prophecies the enorm-
ity of the catastrophe that crushed
France appalled him, ‘' May her sor-
rows only bring her to the feet of Henvi
V.!" he cjaculated, as the news ol
fresh disasters poured in upon us dar-
ing that historical summer. For
while, I think, he feared that I might,
through chivalrous
offer my services to the afllicted coun
try, but I felt that it was not for me
ever to take life—I1 must rather
it. 1Idid, indeed, offer my services to
the country, but not in warfare, The
devotion and heroism of the Arch-
bishop of Parvis, Mgr. Georges Darboy,
during that disastrous year ol war and
Commune, rallied round him
cheice spirits in organizing relief lor
the d and starving, and it was
through them that I inspired to
place mysell at his disposal, and was

to ambulance both

SOme impulse,

save

many

wounnd
wias

appuinted work

during the war and afterwards during
the famine of eige and the slaugh
ter of the Commune, For we did not

n hour of need. My
could not be made to be
Germans could ever
ally invest the city until their hombs
ace aally fell in its streets, The defeat
A urrender of D

leave Paris in its
grandlather
lieve that the

at Sedan, the
the flight ol t
tion ol hird
things he had for
ment of the vanity

Fmpress, the pr
Republie
'seen as the punish
wid treachery of th

Second Empir but he believed that ‘
France was destined to triumph in the
end, and t the Count of Chambor
would lead it banners to vietor)
Kiven with e German  armies  sur- |
rounding t doomed eity, refug

from the provinces, when

pouring in 1

the horrors ol famine were our portion
and the th lers of the bombardment
dealened ears, he still belicved
that the of reli would march
from the 5 i, that Maurice de Mae
Mahon, a Franco-Hibernian like him

self, was destined to save France and

to 1y coptre of the Bourbons in
the conseerated hands of  Henri V.
Nothing but the eatry of the trium
phant Germans, on tho Ist of Mareh,
1871, served to convinee him of the |
final defeat of France. In the con
fusion of that day, when the Prussian
armies  wore entering  through the
gates of the homiliated city and its |
National Guard were huerying ofl the
the French guns to  the heights of

Belleville a Miontmartre, my grand-
father, overcome with griet and shame,
bowed his head in his hands and mur
mured a ** De Profandis.” The air
was filled with threat ol insurree
tion, the G

Mmings

mans retired to the forts

on the right ot the Seine, the govern-
ment troops were concentrated in the
forts on the left, while President
Thiers vainly tried to control the situa
tion wit the unfortunate city. Wo
might easily have fled then, but I could

not, and my grandfather would not. |1
say that I could for,
of us fore plainly the advancing re
volution L the horrors ol
muane, one of my
in the work

not,

the Com

yoet

companions in
blanched or
I'ne Archibishop,

ambulance

failed from his post.

his clergy, h assistants in the amba
lance corps, the Christian Brothers, the |
ons, the nurses, all had had |
timely warning and abuadant oppor
tunity of escape, and not one availe:
themsel v of it. How, then, could 1
be the only one to seeck salety in
MNight ? Obviously I could not, nor
could my grandfather ask it ol me.
Dr. Chabert was in the same position.
Whnen the war broke out the preceding
spring h vl hastened trom Cairvo, |
where he had spent the winter months |
with Eticnctte, and offered his services

to the hospitals of Paris. Through the
siege he had remained at his post, and
should he be the only one on the hos
pital stall to retire before coming
danger 2 It was as impossible for him
to do so as lor me, and with me re

wained my grandtather, while by her

father's side stood Ktienetto.

Ifor in the valley of the shadow of
death Etienotte and I had met vin.
When 1, returning weary, dusty, and
blood-stained from ficld-work with the

army, tothe Hotel Dieu, saw Ktienette
in the sombre the and
apron of a hospital nurse, standing by
lier father in the operating-room, it was
the tirst time had I had
scen her fainting form slowly ascending
in the cage trom the the Re-
doubtable Mine. It wureely two

robo, cape

we mot since
heart of

Was  s(

the ambulance corps bringing us in
frequent contact with the hospital
corps of nurses and surgeons, while the
room that my grandfather and 1 shared
was in the same modest hotel with Dr.
Chabert's apartment, and our evenings
were [requently spent togethier.  Their
presence was a godsend to my grand-
father, the doctor's cheery manlin
and good-sense and Etienette’s indomit-
able French_courage and gayety sustain-
ing his feebleness and diverting his
melancholy.  She, who had been so
crushed by domesiic  Loubie,
buoyant above the waters ol publie
adversity, earrying sunshine and
sympathy on her rounds in the wards,
lending a quick wit and steady hand in
the operating room, joking over the
grewsome delicacies of the famins bill
of fare, singing her clear, sweet French
cantiques and chansons as  the bombs
burst in the air above us to strike we
knew not where. When the triumph of
the Commune seat the government
flecing to Versailles, Dr. Chabert would
fain have persuaded his daughter to
seize the opportunity to escape from
the eity to Kngland with friends, and I
tried to beg my grandfather to do the
same, but with no success,

* France stood by us in our day of
need and saved the United States,”” he
declared.  ** She gave an asylum to the

IREEIE)

[ Trish refugees and heaped rewards and

honors on their heads in the days of
persecution. As American citizens, as
descendants of an Irish refugee, weowe
I'rance more than we can ever repay.
You and I will stay right here, Roderic,
and if need be we can die here. For
me leath is a small thing, for you it is
preferable to dishonor or ingratitude.
Let us be together in the few days that
may yet reiain to me. I cannot bear
separation now."’

‘' Well, Erie,”” asked the doctor,
* what success have you had with your
grandfather 2"

* He will not budge, sir. Ilave you
persuaded Etienette to leave 2"

“ Women are such infernal idiots !"’
growled the doctor. ‘' Between you
and me, 1 believe they they think we
can't live withont them. Itienette
won’t mind one word 1 say ! She has
growin as obstinate as a mule."”

“ That is no new characteristic of

remarked
that the

hors,"’ |
enough, seeir
tion was witl

discourteously

lady in ques

litienette lo vith a sparkle in
her eye. )h, Erie,”" sha exclaimed,
| **it i3 good to hear you grumble at me
gain ! It you will only ive me a
regular scolding it would bring me back

| youth if

vthough all |

my yout!

'ne doctor 1 begun an argument
ith my grandfather, and their bacl
were turned to us, 1 moved a little

nearer to Etienette,
“ And it would

I had the

give me back my

right to scold you,"”

| I said, significantly.
| 1 saw Ktienette start a little and
| tremble.  Her sweet dainty mouth

juivered and tears dimmed the magnifi-
| cen :

»of her black eyes.
I had a host ol words on my tongue's

end, here was everything in the
world to be said, and 1 longed to say it.
| Such a situation as ours should have
| made me eloguent, but for the life of me
| T could utter nothing of what I had
prepared. 1 grew very red and held

out my hands to her, and there danced
through my head the old refrain of ** A
la Claire Fontaine,” and no other words
would pass my lips but those:

Il y alongtemps gue jo t'aime,
Famais j 1 ne toublierai !

A moment later the
| and saw me holding
tightly clasped in

| been scant

loetor turned round

Etienotte's hands
mine. If T had
f speech she had been abso-

lutely dumh, but it needed no words to

Wl by

ght us
or w

if ( ilive out of this
| reign of te y could talk unceasing-

ly tor the rest of days. I do not
what  there suspicious
wtitude, but I heard the doe-
puzzled *‘Eh?"" and a
cough from my grandfather.

1 have persnaded Etienette to leave
| you, after all, doetor,” I explained.

| “Thedevil you have!"" heejaculated.

our
know
| about out

was SO

| tor's discreet

| “Then the guicker she is about it the

| better. There is not a moment to be
lost.”’
T agres with you,”” I said. The
quicker the better in such perilous
mes as these. With your consent |

will arrange it for to-morrow."”'

ochoed the doctor
crazy ? Why,
this instant! The
started already.”’

““ What have the Gowers to do with
| it 2" asked I, quietly, putting my arm
| about Etienette and drawing her close
to my side. ** Nita is going to leave
you, but not for England, only for me.
However, if 1 can arrange a marriage
for to-da of to-morrow I will
| ghwdly carry out your suggestion of in-
| stant departure, for in these times we
know not what the next hour may bring
forth, and it is bost that 1 should have
the right to protect her in danger, and
that she should have the right to come
o my side if anything happens to me."”’

“The lad knows what he is talking
about. Ktienette, you will not stand

“To-morrow 27
‘‘Are you
NOW

she must go

|
| Gowers have
|

instead

on ceremony with Roderie ?"" pleaded

| my grandlather.

years since her husband had been low
ered into his watery grave in the
Northern seas, less than that since 1|
had left my young betrothed sleeping
under the Southern pines. The past

No, she would not stand on ceremony

I\\1(\1 me, She was whispering some
| thing that I had to bend my head to
hear, something about being glad that

alone lived helore us then, as our
hands e in the long ¢ of sym- |
pathy. But in the months of |
hardship and terror that follov
when in  every day wo seemed |
to live a yeary whon we  part
ed in the morning not knowing if
we should meet in the evening, wh

ve met in

10 avening or to drea

what the night might bring tor:h, then
the presont hecame very real, very
intense. We were slow to admit it to

our hearts in so many words, yet |1
think that felt instinetively that
our paths would not be scparated much

cach

longer,
This
tinge of
to our rela

very slight, for the times
serious for convontionalitics
and men's hearts were too deeply tried
for concealments. I saw her daily,
often many times a day-—my work in

point of union.
gave a slight
roserve -lll\l cmbarrassment
tions, but
were o

an inevitable
COnsScIousness

| & little s

| you!

but were tending suroly towards |

God was so good to her, that He would
give her the power to make up to me in
v measure for all I had suffered through
her

and hers.

For Heavea's sake!" 1 eried, draw
her nearer to the wihdow that 1
better read her face in the
ng light, Ktienette ! you are not
g vlrr_; to marry me lrom any mistaken
a that you owe me reparation 2"
**No, no !"" shesaid, impatiently, with
unp of vexation, ‘‘no such
love you, I love you, | love
I have loved you ever since the
day I was born! T will marry you be-
cause I want you, because I feel as if 1
couldn't live without you. Is that
enough ?  Areyousatistied, sir? Then
she laid her cheek against mine and be-
gan to whisper again,  ** You made
mo suffer since because you did not care
as much for me as 1 did for you, and
you would not speak or write when |
gave you every encouragement. I was

I the

thing! 1

8o wicked and foolish as to think I could
hurt you, and I fancied that T could
love some one else and forget you,
Erie, you, the love of my whole life! 1
deserved every bit of the punishment
that came to me, yet it seemed more
than I could bear when I saw that it
involved you, too. 1 tried to do my
duty and endare, but it used to be so
hard sometimes, so hard ! I will speak
of it just this once, Erie, and we will
never mention it again. 1 loved you
through all !’

Nital I exciaimed, biokeniy,
holding her very close. * Thank God,
I can take you in my arms now to com-
fort and proteet yon ! How I longed to
be able to do this in the days when it
was wrong even to think of you, and
when I had to leave it to others to do

you the smallest courtesies! 1, too,
loved through all!”
* Hush !"" she said, softly. *‘It is

over now, and it has all been for the
best.  We will forget the past, except
tor the lessons it has taught us and that
I needed so badly. Remember that but
for our misunderstandings and disap-
pointments your life would have missed
its crowning blessing, its chiefest
good, the beautitul love that came to
glority it for a while. 1 am not worthy
to stand in her place, Erie, but I know
that you do not put me there. 1 am
only little Etienette, the friend of your
childhood, whom you have always been
fond of and quarrelled with, who
has been dear to you even when you most
found fault with her, and who, with all
her shortcomings, loves you with
whole heart and soul, and will go on

hew

loving you till you are a deerepit old
gentleman and she is wrinkled and
gray!"

The streets below us were full of

surging, shouting erowds. The evening
sky was lurid with smoke and flames.
The Commune was in full triumph, mad
with suceess and murder. The demor-
ized government troops had evacuated
the forts on the left ol the Seine, the
Germans still held those on the right
from St. Denis to Charenton, our last
chanece of escape was gone and with th
the thunder of guns from Mont Vale-
rien the s nd ra of Paris had be-
gun. It was a strange time to talk of
marryving and giving in marriage, bat I

| pushed my wayldown to the Avchbishop's

\

|

tell me that 1 had her promise true, and |

palace, for 1 felt that women needed al

vhe protection they could get in these

troublous times, and even her nurs
upiform and Red Cross ba 1
not always insure to Ktienette

respect of the irreponsible, red-shirte
I found the Archbishep surrounded
v men in

You are our prisoner!’’ they were

mob,

by ar

blouses.

saying. “* We hold you as a hostag
If Thier's troops tire on us, t! it
at yoar peril !’

1op bowed his manly head.

The Archl

|

\
1

|

A GIFT FROM THE CZAR.

A True Story of the Life of Paul Welon-
ski, the Noted Sculptor.
WM. ORDWAY PARTRIDGE IN SUCCESS.
Two brothers, Paul and Frederick
Welonski, had lived alone in an obscure |
quarter of St. Petersburg since their
tather, a Polish wood-carver, had gone
on his long journey to Siber Their
home was an old stone hoyse, hidden
from the street by massive iron gates
that shut out intruders at night and
screened from view those who dwelt |
within the precincts of the inclosure, |
Little Paul was eight years old. His |
fatner had left him on his fourth birth-
day. He remembered the four candles
set in a large white cake, made for him
by Madame Grevy, who kept the gates,
and knew not only the people who came
and went, but all about their lives as
well, Paul was a great favorite with
lier. There were, in fact, only three |
things in the world she cared for: her
green parrot, her little woolly lmn.(llu
called Micce, and this fair-haired child.
Two nights in every week she came in |
to see the boy, after he had climbed |
into his high-posted bed in the small
room, with its one little barred window |
looking out upon the stars. 'The other
nights the boy was allowed to sit up |
until 9 o'eloek, and, on Sundry, even
until 10. He was always glad to see |
Mother Grevy, as he called her, but he |
Joved most the other nights which he |
spent with his brother, who was a wood- |
carver. The boy liked to watch him at
work in the evenings, putting together |
the parts of some dainty piece of carved
bric

v-brac.,

cderick Welonski had narrowed his

life down to two loves. The surpassing |
one was for his little brother, Paul.

The other love was known only to a few

were never

entered the

companions whose faces

seen in dayvlight, for they
inclosure at night with a special key.
Not even Madame Grevy knew they |
came.

It had been Frederick's ambition to

do more than carve wood, as his father

and grandiather had done belore him,

He had wished to build statues, and
| had samed of doing so ever since he
| was Paul's ag but all that had to be

given over when the care and support

of the child fell upon his shoulders.

|

> | his father,

Their mother had died when Paul was

i'rederick often taiked about

and Paul always asked when

he was coming back from his long jour-
ney; but the elder brother had never
mentioned the name ol that far-off coun-

iy, 8o Paul had never heard of Siberia.
On Tuaesdays and Fridays Paul was

taken to bed soon after finishing his

bowl of goat's milk and the large piece

| of brown bread which his brother cut
v him. Over the child's bed Lung a
erucifix, for the Welonskis were Catho-

|
|
|
|
|

vith you willingly,”" he

( ve France! My life is hers!

He was not alone to go. Of those
about him many were arrested, both
priestsand laymen. *'The more hostages
we hold the better,”" they said. Then
they laid their hands on me.

I am an American citizen,” I de- |

me.*

clared. **Y

* Your name and passport 2"’

“Fremout. I have not my passport
with me.”’

** Tt isa French name, and your speech
but if you ean prove your
American citizenship so mueh thebetter.
Lot the United Sta‘es interven

event Thiers from firing us. (
Fremont, you are our hostage.
ance is useless.”’

1 will not resist, but I protest.”

“Cry ‘Vive la Commune!'’ called
out a red-shirted by stander.

“Vive la France!' 1 shouted,
flantly, but whether n contumacy
roused insult or not 1
judge, for the guards hurried me along

was dark night, save
shot quivering into the smoky atmos-
The little band of hostages was
constantly aungmented
wddition of bands recuited {rom
the Jesuit chapel in the rue de Sevres,
from the Dominican convent in the rue
du Faubourg Saint Honore, and other
establishments. Nor were the hostages
all @ e President Bouj
and other civil magistrates were recog
nized among them, the editors of
ing journals, and many prominent lay-
men and civilians. We marchad
in detachments to the prison of La
Force at Mazas, and with a loud clang
its heavy portals closed behind us,

meannot arrest

is French

and
tizen
Resist-

de-

was unable to

where red flames

'!'\i(‘l'lH
being by the

other

wsiasties.

lead-

were

o BE CONTINUED.

POPE LEO AND THE PILGRIM WITH
THE SOUR FACE.

A big Hungari

wn pilgrimage was pre-

sented to the Pope not long ago.
Among the visitors was one with a

crabbed and discontented countenance.
For a moment, it looked as though
his purpose could not be other than a
sinister one, for just as the Holy Father
came to where he was standing he put
his hand iuside his coat and drew forth

a pair of spectacles. The Pope’s hand
was being passed fromone to another of
the pilgrims and kissed fervently by
each, but he made no effort to take it
when it came to his turn. He just
looked at His Holiness with the same
sour look he had worn all the time, and
the hand was passed on to the person
on the other side. But suddenly the
Holy Father made a motion backward.
‘No, no! he exelaimed. Then he laid
his hand on the little man's head and
stroked his face tenderly several times.
Perhaps not more than a dozen persons
altogether beheld what was passing, but
whea the Pope's chair had moved on,
they could no longer see the crabbed

little man of a few moments before., In
his place stood another being, with tears
in his eyes, and a rapt look of surprise
and reverence on his visage.” The
Rome correspondent of the Tablet—
who tells the story - says that like in-
stances of the Pontiffi's tenderness could
be cited without number.

A Capital Cure for Sore Throat,

I8 to use ns a gargle fow drops of Polson’s
Nerviline in swectened wa'er, and fore re
tiring _rub the throat and chest vigorously
with Norviline. By morning the soreness and
infliammation will have disappeared enirely.
Neevidine deives away the pain and cures sore
throat and hoarseness qaickly, simply boeanso
that's what it's made for, Buy a 252, bottle
from your druggist to-day.

DR HAMILTON'S PILLS STIMULATE THR LIVER,

|

|
|

While t! boy said his evening
prayer, the brother kept his eyes fixed

is, as if seeking a solution of

on the
the problem of the fate of

|;-.-op\,..

Cros
his exiled

The days slipped away with the mono-

tony of lives that are within them-
selves, The elder brother had never
known the other inmates of the in-

and had  speecially cautioned
he boy not to speak to any ol them.
As there were no other children in the
place, he was lelt alone many hours.
On the nights when his brother led
him to bed so early, and Mother Grevy
did not come (for her occupations were
numerous in caring for all the inmates
of her little circle), the
[riends with a star that shone
through the little barred window.

closure,
1

made
down

hoy

He would move in his bed so that the
iron bar would prevent his see
il of the star, and he would lie there
awake until it climbed high up into the
y and out of sight of the window. lle
told all his troubles to the star, for he

not

sk

bad no one to whom he could speak
about these strange nights when his
brother left him alone. The star

seemed to understand it all, and to
shine so brightly that the child would |
often smile and fall asleep quite joyous-
ly. He wondered how he could live
without the star, and perchanee the
star had some such thought, for it |
seemed to shine especially for that
window, and the curly, flaxen head that
lay on the coarse, hand-woven pillow.

One day the child made up his mind |
to ask something more about his father
for he had been dreaming of him. |
While he was eating his brown bread, :
| 1 ) € 11

y nd 1
e ana

Al |

) asked if it
were not time for his father to come |
home. Something startled the elder
brother, and tears rose in his eyes.

“No, Paul, it vet timae,
we must be very, very patient, for it
such a long way, and the travelir
very slow."”

“ But why did he go away and leave
us ?"’

This time the
mo;t severely :

** Paul, you must never ask me that,
nor anyone,—remember, never.,'’

The little heart quivered, but the
mouth tightened, and the tears were
kept baek.

*“ And, Paul,’’ the elder brother con-
tinued, **I am thinking of going on a
long journey myself, and perhaps I can
help father to come home.”’

The child's heart sank, yet the
thought of his father's coming bright-
ened the pain.

“Did he go away quite alone ?"” he
asked.

*“Oh, no,”" answered the brother, 1
forgot to tell you that some soldiers
like those you have seen in the Great
Plaza came to take him in the train,
and he was so happy to think that his
friends had come for him that he did
not wait to take anything with him; he
went away quite suddenly ; of course, |
lie expected to come back before this.
He did not know how far
country is."’

““ What country ?"" asked the child,

““Oh, this place where he was going
to get some-—some—rare old ‘i(-\\'uf»
which belonged to our family years ago.
He expected to sell them so that you
and myself and Mother Grovy and Foo
chad, the schoolmaster, might have
more fine things. Do you understand
what T mean by all this, Paul 2"’

The boy was silent, and Frederick
continued :—

‘“ And, Paul, when I start out on

is not

Sa
18 |
|

s s

brother answered al-

away this

| was preparing the child for the long

| seemed to

as father did. Think of it, I may not
have time even to come in and wake
you and kiss vou good-by- but you will
understand,’” and, with an affectionate
impulse, he threw bis arm round the

child and kissed him,
¢ And, Paul, you did not know that
I, too, have some very good friends who
are soldiers, and they may come for me
very soon. They are noisy fellows,
with great boots and heavy guns, and,
if you hear them shouting in the night,
you must not get up and come to me,
i 1 + +\ + 0

they have wakened you. If you should
hear a gun go off as these merry fellows
hurry me away, you must not be
frighteved, but always remember that |
will come back. 1 hope our dear
father will come to me, and that I shall
help him along the road, lor vou know
he was quite lame when he went away.
Do you remember him, Paul 2" The
eyes of the elder brother scarched the
tace of the c¢hild.

“Oh, yes, | remember him. I re-
member how straight his eyes were, and

liow deep under his long hair. Tt was

such a kind face, and not at all like
Foochad's."
So, little by little, the brother

journey he might be compelled to take
at any time,
There were strange meetings in that

lower Back room on the nights when
Paul was sent to bed so early. At
times, the child was awakened by voices,
and be thought people were quarreling.
But, when he asked his brother about
them, he was told that he must have
been dreaming, and that, perhaps, some
stray rat had got into the
chased by Mother Grevy's little Miece.
Buat the c¢hild began to wonder more and
more about these stran
asked himself why his brother's face
stern, as they over their
He would have liked to
ask Mother Grevy, but his brother had
forbidden him to speak to anyone about
the happenings in the house. A
and again he would k the star why,
but the star snone a gl
steadily that at lengti
quited, and would fall
as was his wont.
Another year had
his last birthday his elder

e nights, and he

WwWas so y sat

evening meal,

1ys so b

g

the ¢

asleep

passed away. On
hrother had
carving tools, and

given the boy some

had taught him how to use them; bu
somehow the tools would not go in the
places the boy wished them to go, and
e would complain about it to the s
vished he could push throu th
wod as the star pushed through the
clouds that scemed to yield it rose ;
wnd he would ery out with impatience
against the stubborn material. The
brother, studying him from day to day,
frequently said to himse *This boy

was born to be

v wood-carver,"’

sometning greater than

On holidays he would take the child
up to the great square and show him
statues, Paul always wished to walk

taround them, and he called them real
men, not mere |v'\'lm'l s ol mwen sue
as hesaw in the gallery, and he dreamed
that they came down for their stone

pedestals and wilked with him,

I'he afternoon
birthday, Paul,
dislike

before his  brothe

notwithstanding

his
tor the stubborn wood, was at

work a little book-rack, his
The old schoolmaster
him the wood and

the small nails, and was to share their

upon
for the morrow.
bou

wilt

Foochao had

evening meal, and perhaps Mother
Grevy would drop in, between the
knocks at the outer gate. She, too,

had been let into the seeret of the book
rack, and shown the work from time to
time as it Unfortunately, the
birthday came on Friday, and the hoy
had to go early to bed; but they had
their birthday meal an hour earlier, so
they could enjoy it leisurely.

That night Paul went to bed more
happy than he had been for many days,
had read in his brotner's
face his delight in the book-rack. Al-
though roughly done, it was ecarved
with that touch which to the skilled
artisan reveals the mystery of genius.

His joy and delight he told to the
star he could not sleep for a certain
cestacy that possessed him., The star
sparkle with delight ; at
least, so it seemed to the happy child
watching it darting its beams through

grew,

because he

the sky. At last, Nature, that old
nurse who gathers her children so

tenderly to hersell, touched the heavy
fringes of his eyelids with the wand of

T, FEa1
| ieallllil iorgoliuiiess,

The hours ed, and the boy was
suddeuly awakened by the report of a
gun and a sharp cry of warning uttered,

1

too late.

to jump out of bed and run to
brother. But the instiuet of ohedience
was so strong in him that he drew the
covers over his little head and said to
himself, ** I am dreaming, for it is only
a rat Miece has chased into the house.”
But, even through the covers, he could
hear the sounds of scuflling, and now
and again a heavy thud, as if some
large piece of furniture had fallen.
Then all was quiet again. He pushed
the covers away and looked out of the
window to be comforted by the star,
bat it had long ago soared out of sight,
and was looking calmly down upon the
chimney-pots. Somehow the stillness
seemed to trouble him more than the
noise. He turned his eyes from the
heavens down to the inclosure, and
surely he saw a gleam of the moonlight
on the muskets of the soldiers who were
his brother's friends. It was all
indistinet, for the moon was young and
the shadows deep in the inclosure, but
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the boy was filled with forebodings and |

crept nack to bed, fearful as he never
had been bhefore. There he eried him
self to sleep in that agony of ehildhood
which is no less awful because it is loss
thoughtful than the dread which comes
with years.

The next day he was awakened by
Madame Grevy standing by his bed
and holding his hand, which had reached
up over the pillow. She smiled at him,
and yet he could not understand why
there were tears in her eyes, for he had
dreamed such a happy dream in which
his father came home and they all sat
down together at the deal table, with
their brown bread and milk. He did
not know why she called him * poor
Paul,"" and wept whenever she said so,
but he jumped out of bed, dressed him-

this journey, I may have to go just

self, and went out to eat his morning

house, |

meal,
Mother Grevy had added
baked in the coals,

she could, after the disorder of th
sudden departure in the
The

brother had not done so, but s

kept him trom asking the reason,
did
dreams.

tool, when he heard someone o

the
talked excitedly with Mother

speak

To soften his grief, the good
a coarse cake

i
She had arranged the room

a3 well gy

. at
still mornipe
g

brother was accustomed to o
away to his work belore Paul wys ,,‘u
and Paul felt sure that he must ,I",
home that night, that it was only 4 i:,.l:l
dream, and that the glintings of (),
moon in the inclesure were mepo)y re-
!‘1-ulinn\ in the little panes of giass ot
in the wir s of the gray sioue houge

At school, he wondered why Fooch “l-
was 80 very kind to him, and, 41t wh
he failed in his spelling and coulq ,:‘l
make up the sum given to Ly the
teacher seemwed to help him s he
never had done before. e g wﬂ‘.l
in the late afternoon, passing by (i,
big square so as to see the
They always quicted the |y o
scemed to free something s lit
within him, just as when he loo), ‘_,I
the star at night.

Wien he reached home, he mnd
Mother Grevy setting the tabl m
and he thought it strange it his

not wish her to know of

He had gone into his room

it nd
voice of the schoolmast

**So they took him away la
“Yes,""answered Mother Gy
that

low so the c¢hil
hear you,"
Something erept over Pau rt

like an icy hand, and yet | robhed

and throbbed as if it would s

that clasp. *** Took him aw the
child repeated to himself.

dreaming, too?  Have the

a rat chased into the |

naughty Micce?  What

Gre sobbing about 7'"  He r

her quite plainly, as he listene

*Will he ever come back

denly ed.

** Has the father ever «
the schoolmaster asked
* Few come ba I

journey.

Long journey !"' the ¢
Then they mentioned

he could not cateh its
how he associated it v
which had seemed to g
le him shiver. He e
wished to hide from the
d he erept up into
pulled the great d n o«
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was ! It had passed t

nis  hirst
there it
point of the window, and
{ art out, 1 se
** Ol ! happy ir, do vy

'* he asked. ** No, i
yvou could not shine and ri

you would fall down and be

ned, for

areams

under t

the

Suddenly he seemed to A A
consciousness of all that had | «

!" was ll(l\~ “\4'vl |I~.' One
intuitions of childhood whicl
a liash things for which wi «
in vain.

e was han and went out
other room, w ‘o was wor |
dining room combined, and there s L

his bowl of
which the
But he
wnd

hear

milk and his brow
gatekeeper had left f
saw no place set for
felt a

a swimming sen

gain he nambness ab
and

head, as when he had

been

swing at the fair.

He looked around him. The $
the book-rack, but who had broke
and put it together so clumsily 7
was cruel of the sel 18 f he |
done it ; and, if it were Micce or ti

rat, he was resolved to
guilty one forit.

He opened the door of

{ room where his brother slept, for
beliecved he must see his face there
But all  was white, clean, nd
untouched, and above the bed
hung the crucifix, 3] ould
not stand it, and flew back to his owm
room, and kneeling at the little barred
window, put his arms around the bar and

looked into the very heart of the sta
The iron bar felt cold against I
nanas. ‘1here he knelt as the star rose

| steadily, sparkling more brightly tl

his |

lie had ev
this child of
to be
come,

ilo did not sleep again that night.
With the help of the star he gathered
his best clothes, that he wore only on
festas, and tied them together in a
great red handkerchief Mother Grevy
had given him at the last Christ-com-
ing, as he had seen peasants do in the
market place.

The dawn was beginning to creep
over the shadows and to blow
streaks of gray through the inclosure.
At length all was reaay for his depart-
ure. The third and last of the
Welonskis, the wood-carvers of St
Petersburg, was making ready to leave
the old, gray stone house with its
tilel roofs covered with lichen and
mellowed with age.

tle lonzed to sce the parrot and little
Miece once more before he left, and he
crept softly out in his stocking-feet
e knew the door of the gatekeeper's
lodge would be open, and he stole soft:
ly in, shaking his finger at the parrot
s0 as not to have her ery out, and then
he c¢losed the door of the inner room
where Mother Grevy slept,—slept =0
soundly that her snoring startled the
child.

He said good-by to the parrot
quieted Miece with a bit of
which he had kept in his pocket for
him. But Miece did not understand,
and the child thought how little dogs

seen it, and there
ten made his vow, nt
forgotten in the

before

long years t

and

bread,

know about long journeys and the
promises a boy malkes to himself and his

star; and he patted him and caught
him up with a childish impulse, and
kissed him again and again, and, giving
him another piece of brown bread,
softly closed the door and left.

It was hard to draw the great bolts
of the vuter gate softly, but he accom-
plished it, for carving in wood gives the

DECEMBER 18, 18

hand and wrist the streng
.noldl“‘ person.

The key was In the
tarned it, swung the ga
poiselessly drew it afte
Mother Grevy! He im
down his hl.nullo, re-opel
stole softly into the gate
and kissed the hand han
the coverlet.

A moment later he was
a street ina f|u:trl,~-r of |
where those live who ar
nor rieh, and where .1|
find that order of thinkin
Western World we call
reward with success, but
Wastern World, is calle
finds its reward in  the
Siberia, or a political di
other kingdom no l_(eq\ te

Paul walked until he g
and was almost overcon
the sleep he should h};\w
gtar ¢limbed out of |1
Jooked about for some p
and clcse at hand, next
pouse, he saw a ~I|t-(! wi
wheeled cart in which
were hauled for the strect
the rough wheels, droppe
and soon fell asleep.

He awakened  wit h a
jzed that the cart was)
with an u\ul:nn:n‘im!, ]u:
up and took hold of itssi

“Holy Mother, pro
els 'mwl.thn laborer Gr
walking beside the hors
Child has come to bless

Put Paul eried out, *

“ Hungry "' repea
# then, little one, we sh
He swung the big, da
around, and went hack
to the stone house the
beside the shed where t

“ Here, old woman
called loudly, ** come
child in, and

ve him a
When she came, he saic
very gently with the
believe it is the Chri
come to us."

It was a superstition
gince they had lost 1
ealled Pio, named for
they had cherished tl
some time the Christ ¢
to them and tell the
with their littie one.
eyes filled with tears,

led the little boy in,
eyes with her great 1|

royal guest was ever
reater gentleness tl
Paul Welonski met wit
these laborers.

After two days, the

to tell these Kkind I
promise and his jour
stinctive dread kept

had a feelinz that sor
interfere with his br
his return with their
kissed them all good
next morning crept

same way he had slipy
closure,

He wanted to leave
but he had nothing ; ti
his new
and placed them on
where he had slept.
hard travelling barefo
them to
ness to him.

On and on
afternoon.
reached the
made a
noise of the
and the passing of pec

He was
sight of a rude image
men were at work in |
house,—strange to t
roof was made of glas:
great door in the
door within the big o

shoes, and

|

know he care

he walk
His feet w
suburbs
rendezyvol
town, ti

stopped

door had swung op
watched these men

rough-looking statue,
must be
ing of a statue's grow
stoné to the finished
the small doorway he
white figure of Ch
men saw him look]
eager  expression,
master'saway, my hoy
a good look for yo
away soon ; and it
ished.”

‘ Going away,'’ |
then he asked, *“V
heaven, it seemed t
be fit for such a lLea
led on by the kind 1
man, he stenped th
and stood betore ti
Christ with arms ext
** Suffer little ehilc
Me,”

Slowly the little le
and he fell upon hi
clasped tightly to
his eyes lifted to th
to possess all the
ever dreamed of, an
the problems that |
He thought that th
the face the star wa
it rose so steadily a
80 h'lppily.

He had been kneel
when the master
entor the studio, st
way, struck by ti
of the child, and by
the feeling that s
ecstacy of his vision

*“Oh, how 1 wis
as the Christ this ¢
claimed. In truth
very Christ Child ¢
an inspiration for a
the master. Surel
until T model his f
graceful figure."’

Stepping throug!
spoke kindly to I'a
awakened from s
the benignant fac
he was comforted.

** My boy, do you
that T have just fin

The child turne
lighted with the,
‘It seems the v
It is more beauti
The master led the
until he had hea

star, studying all t

contour of the face

beginners, |




