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hat Came of It.

Boyle Fanning had all his life been 
too busy making money to bother 
much with politic». It flattered 
him, however, when one day 
•ne mentioned his name for the 
legislature. The suggestion spread 
with favor. AU agreed that he was 
rich, shrewd, benevolent, respect
able; his little cotton mill had fed 
many a wage-earning family;— why 
should he not represent the town in 
the halls ôf legislation ? True 
enough, the campaign would mean 
notoriety, but then again the office 
would be a great honor. When he 
considered the latter circumstance, 
Mr. Fanning reasoned to himself 
that it might also please his daugh
ter Agatha. He was long a widow- 

. or, and all the desires of bis heart 
were bound up in the happiness of 
his only child.

"You will get the nomination with 
a walk-over if you'll take it," Denis 
Holly assured him. Holly was one 
of the political grandees of the vi
cinity.

"Has anybody else been spoken of 
for the office?" inquired Mr. Fan-

"Well, there are two or three 
who have talked about putting up 
Sheriff Killowen."

"A very good man! Mr. Killowen 
is a first-class man."

•'Yes; Killowen is, as jmu say, a 
tiptop fellow. Politically, I haeve 
no use for Killowen. He belongs to 
the other wing of the party. Of 
course, he and I had that little 
squabble two years ago when he and 
I were pushing for sheriff; we haven’t 
spoken since. But still I will be 
fair enough and frank enough to say 
that Killowen is a capable person ; 
and that's more than Killowen 
would do for me. He is not a par
ticular friend oJ mine, but I'll say 
this of him, I think he’d favor your 
nomination just as much as I do 
myself."

•"Well, I wouldn't oppose Mr. Kil
lowen for the world. If I thought I 
was standing in his way I would—" 

"No, no. Mf. Fanning, you are 
not standing in his way. Why, Kil
lowen doesn't want the nomination; 
not one bit of it."

"And why not?"
"Why not? Because he’s got a 

better thing of it right where he is. 
Just think of what a sheriff's fees 
amount to in a year, in two, in 
thrtoe years. Killowen isn’t in poli
tics for his health; he isn't after 
honors; he wants the crumbs falling 
from the table, and he needs them.
A lawyer told me the other day that 
Killowen’s property was mortgaged 
within a year, and I think, Mr. Fan
ning, that you could tell who holds 
ttmt mortage if you wanted to."

"A lawyer told you ? Why, I 
thought that Mr. Killowen wanted 
that matter kept as a little secret 
between us."

That night Holly met one of the 
most Intimate friends of Miles Kil
lowen, and the two fell into conver
sation with reference to the politi
cal outlook.

"What do you think about the 
legislature?" Holly asked.

"Well, I've been hearing some 
mention of Boyle Fanning fo? the 
place. I don't suppose .it’s serious 
though."

"Serious? Why, of course it’s se
rious. I had a talk with him this 
afternoon, and he seemed to lil^e the 
idea of going in for it."

"But is n’t it Killowen’s turn? 
He’s been working hard right along 
for the party, and if hq wants the 
nomination, 1 think he ought to get 
it.. The promise was mode to him 
to nominate him this year, and the 
promise ought to be kept, that is, 
if he wants It."

"Wants it? Did you ever see any
thing that Killowen didn’t want ? 
As I look at things, he 's got more 
now than he really deserves and a 
great deal more than he 's taking 
proper care of. The idea of a man 
getting the salaries that he gets 
and yet being up to his neck jn 
debt! Where docs all his money go? 
He sports it; that 'e what he docs." 

"I do n't believe it!"
"You 're a friend of his. Does he 

tell you everything? You think he 
does, but I know better."

"But you speak of his being in 
-debt; it 's not so."

Holly laughed satirically. "Do n't 
be an innocent," he chuckled. "Why, 
Killowen’s property is tied up with 
mortgages to beat the band."

"Who told you so?"
"The man who holds one of thezm" 
"And his name is?"
"Boyle Fanning, our next repre

sentative in the legislature."
Half an hour later Sheriff Killo

wen was closeted with his friend.
"Yes," he said, mournfully, “'it is 

truc. I am In debt, but that docs 
not make me dishonest. A business 
Investment which I went into some 

ago has not turned out as I 
1 ft to, and then there 's the 
inse of my boy at the law 

, For his sake I did mort- 
' ’ ' ty. Boyle Fanning 

But fie gave 
that nothings 

i0ut it to any- 
less of him 

lust say that

there ’s more money In it for me, 
and the Lord knows I need all that 
is rightly coining my way. I intend
ed to help Mr. Fanning, I say, but 
it is different now. I see that he’s 
trying to injure me. Well, let him 
go on; he shall find out that others 
can strike back, and in an effective 
way. To-morrow I'll sendjt-lawyer 
and transfer it. Then off comes my 
coat, and if I don't make mince 
meat of Fanning's political hopes, 
then my name isn't Miles Killo
wen."

A disquieting rumor spread 
abroad. It was whispered insidu- 
ously that Boyle Fanning* had prac
tically purchased the nomination. A 
local paper took up the story and 
exploited It with'great notoriety. 
Then one night at the banquet of 
the Board of Trade, Sheriff Killo
wen, called upon to say a few 
words, delivered a notable address. 
What was the town coming to? he 
asked. Were the seats of highest 
dignity to be disposed of by bood- 
lers, and ringmen, and corruption
ist»? Was public office merely a 
prize for the'highest bidder? Next 
morning the local gazette headlined 
the speech, and in its main editorial 
it held Mr. Fanning up as an object 
of scurrilous jibing and caustic ridi- 
cdle. In emphatic language, more
over, the same newspaper called up
on the voting population of Haston- 
ville to do its bounden duty in an 
earnest, fearless way, to punish up
start presumption by visiting the 
pretender with clear and convincing 
defeat.

Boyle Fanning was deeply morti
fied to see his honored name made 
sport of. He at once withdrew from 
the contest. The speech of Sheriff 
Killowen wounded his proud and 
sensitive nature, and Funning knew 
in his heart that he had done noth
ing to deserve such treatment or 
bring upori himself terms of disre
spect and oj»probrium. He com
plained bitterly to his friends that 
he thought Killowen had gone out 
of the way needlessly to do him a 
great and unpardonable wrong, and 
those friends, pledging in turn their 
devotion to Fanning still, promised 
bhn forthwith that they would store 
up the remembrance of that wrong 
and revenge themselves against Kil
lowen if it took them until dooms
day.

The local journal chuckled with 
ghoulish hilarity next morning. The 
main great staring headliness read : 
"Triumph for Clean Politics. Fan
ning withdraws because beaten ?" 
This was an additional insult which 
Mr. Fanning laid at the door of the 
bheriff,and which besides he was lit
tle inclined to condone or forgive. 
The caucus took place a week later. 
It was largely attended, and a 
goodly fraction of the delegates 
seemed to cluster together as if in 
the conspiracy of some sullen, de
termined piyrpose. It soon develop- 
ed that their single, determined pur
pose was to prevent the nortination 
of Sheriff Killowen. Apart from 
him they were indifferent as to who 
carried off the honor. In the ultim
ate voting Denis Holly was nomi
nated. The nomination was later on 
crowned with success at the polls.

■tance he ; 
what c ■

II.
John Killowen had looked forward 

with great eagerness to the closing 
of his academic years, and his en
trance into active life. When, how
ever, the day came for his gradua
tion from the law school. It seemed 
as if the very bottom had fallen out 
of all his hopes and aspirations. 
Letters of compliment and congra
tulation crowded his student desk, 
but there was one little note he 
had been looking for which did not 
come. Praise sounded empty to him 
without that extra voice to sweeten 
it all. One line, one word, from 
Agatha Fanning was all he had hop
ed for; it did not materialize, and 
its absence seemed to depress him 
with a sadness which outweighed 
everything else. The merry hand
shakings of his devoted college 
chums and the proud godspeed of 
his own parents failed to brighten 
the triumphant moment of his 
young life with a substantial bene
diction.

Now that he thought of it, his 
youthful career was studded with 
bright memories of Agatha Fanning. 
Her name and her image figifred in 
some vague way in his earliest 
di earns and his loftiest ambitions. 
He remembered her so well; graceful 
in all she did, beautiful to look up
on, Mnd to everyone, a mind of 
high thoughts, a clear, glad count
enance, a voice of mellow richness. 
F/Verything around her or near her 
seemed to take on a phase of pecu
liar superiority. Killowen thought 
of the quiet stateliness of that man
sion home, the ever-mounting riches, 
their servants, thetyr carriages. 
"Ah." he murmured to himself, 
"those things mean nothing; they, 
show the distance between her and— 
yes, between her and a foolish, pen
niless lad like John Killowen. It 
w'as only distance before, but now 
there’s more than distance; there’s 
a chasm; yes, strange ns it seems, 
there’s enmity sepnrting us." He 
had heard of the unfortunate 
ble between her father and 
own, and in the letters of the 
ter he could gauge how 
and how virulent the

i young barrister t 
Die a

custom all through 
to pay the Fan- 
/ visit on retura- 
In the present ln- 

a dilemma as to 
pursue, but after 

the pros and cons he 
to" make the usual sail 

just as if nothing had transpired to 
alter the former relations.

His ring was answered' by Boyle 
Fanning in person. The rigid sol
emnity of the mill owner struck Kil
lowen as something altogether arti
ficial, and yet entirely Imposing.

"How do you do, Mr. Fanning ?" 
'he’said with natural joyousnese.

THe elder drew himself up In a 
way of unwonted coldness. "What is 
your business, sir?" he asked, very 
stuffly.

"Oh, I didn't come on business, 
Mr. Fanning;" answered Killowen, 
in his some natural tone, "I came 
to pay you a mere friendly visit,—• 
to see you and Miss Agatha."

"You might have spared us 'that 
humiliation. Have we, at least, no 
feelings which tyou can respect?"

"Mr. Fanning, I am afraid yod 
are doing me an injustice,"

"The injustice, I believe, sir, 
reaches much further back. The 
wrong and the injustice, yes, and 
the cruelty of it, aie of several 
months’ standing. I say the cruel
ty, because not only myself was 
made to suffer it. I never thought 
that m.V life could bring me an en
emy; least of all did I expect un
merited wrong from one I held a 
friend. It’s over now, so I Wish you 
good-day." With that he Closed 
the great door before the other 
could answer.

That night the sheriff lit a cigar 
and went , over to sit dt>wn and 
smoke it quietly in bis son’s room.

"Well, John," he asked, " what 
about hanging out your shingle?" 

"Oh, some day,—some day!?’ 
"Well, I've got a splendid office, 

for you,—two lino rooms up on 
High street. I had them saved for 
you. They’re beauties!"

"I don’t know; it doesn't seem to 
me that I’d like to set up in this

"Why, of course, you’ll set up 
here! Where else would you go ? 
You've got a magnificent prospect 
here,—a chanco in a thousand 1 Think 
of all your many friends ! Where 
could you find so splendid an open
ing? Then think of the political 
chances for you right here. The par
ty is badly split at present. But 
even that is to your advantage. 
We've got the numbers if we only 
had the unity. No matter! that will 
come; you can even be the agent to 
bring it about. Make harmony your 
one specialty. Devote all your ef
forts to harmonizing. It won't come 
in one year, nor in two years, but 
it'll come all fight in the end, and 
the day that your work in that line 
is accomplished, your whole politi
cal future is solid for the rest of 
your lifetime."

John shook his head. "I don’t im
agine I'll ever take to politics," he

"Why not?"
"Don’t like it; it’s slaves' work,— 

too servile."
"Servile! What are you talking 

about? It mokes one a servant, 
true enough, but a public servant; 
and there’s nothing more honorable 
than that."

"No, no," continued John, "I 
must break away from here, any-

"Whcre will you go?"
"New York."
"Why, New York is filled with 

young lawyers who are struggling 
and starving."

"But I won't starve; I’ll find 
work to do."

"Work? You needn't leave here to 
find work. • I’ll put plenty of work, 
whole barrels of work, in your path; 
never fear about that. J've got a 
dozen men now who are goiyg, to 
have you draw up their wills, and 
that's only a starter." 0'

'•'But I want to follow up a littlq, 
study of law, too."
'‘Can’t you do it right here?’* 
"Too much distraction for me

"Fudge! And you think of leaving 
Haatonville and going to New York 
to escape distractions! What logic 
is there in such an idea?"

"But the law libraries of a great 
big city have a host of incalculable 
advantages; I/m young, I've got 
plenty of lime."

The son Vus obstinate beyond all 
reason, and -at the end of the week 
he loft home to open an office in the 
great Metropolis.
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An opponent 
to be the sf

"Holly goes to an old duffer of a 
fellow, rich as Croesus, a mill own
er. owning half the town, and tolls 
him that everybody wants him to 
take the office: that turns ^he old 
fellow's head, and he starts in to 

iplay his curds. Holly, in the mean
time, keeps up his bluff; he goes and 
feives the sheriff's people a jolly 
about the mill owner, and then he 
comes ba^k and gives the mill own
er a jolly about the sheriff. The 
sheriff had a son off at college and 
he pinched himself to pay the boy's 
way through; he even had to mort
gage his property. Now, nobody 
knew about this mortgage except. 
the mill owner. Holly sniffed the 
matter out one day while quizzing a 
lawyer, he didn't mind it until he 
heard that the sheriff wanted . the 
whole thing kept quiet. Off goes 
Holly then and puts up the bluff 
that he heard it from the mill own
er. The sheriff gets riled up when 
he hears that. The cut was out of 
the bag, anyway, but it was a Kil
kenny cat all right, for the two of 
them, friends up to that, got quar
reling and slaughtering each other, 
and while they were settling it be
tween them, in walks Holly himself 
and takes the nomination, and gets 
elected."

" What a shame ! But ray," Con
tinued Bobby, in a whisper, " did 
you notice how that girl there turn
ed around and sized us up just a 
moment ago?"

"What girl?"
"Why, right there in the seat in 

front of us. Hallo! here's my sta
tion. Well, good-bye. Jack. I must 
get my traps together."

Fathêr Hannan was at the depot 
when Bobby stepped out. Just ahead 
of him passed a young lady whom 
the priest recognized with a grace
ful salutation.

"Is that ludy one of yiour peo
ple?" Bobby asked, as they went 
along.

"One of my best," answered Fa
ther Hannan. "That" is Mise Fan
ning, the mill owner's daughter."

"You don’t say! Then Jack has 
put his foot in it badly," and Bob
by recounted the story he had just 
learned.

getting married

IV.
It was Christmas eve.
The great towering church of St. 

Clare at Hastonville was a sublime 
scene in the uoonday of that mo
mentous night, its lofty Interior 
flooded with the splendor of a thorn- 
sand lights, its sanctuary redolent 
with the sweet fragrance of rising 
incense, its lofty arches reverberat
ing with the joyous re-echoing of 
the "Adeste Fidelis."

hi.
Bobby Lawrence was on his way 

to .spend Christmas with his former 
guardian, Father Hannan of Has- 
tonville. He had passed mofit of 
the journey playing a hand of pok
er in the smoking car, but as the 
train was beginning to approach his 
destination, Bobby left the party of 
players and went into a rear car to 
assemble his valises.

Hallo, Bobby!" exclaimed a voice 
to him from one of the seats In the 
latter.

•Oh, hallo, .Tnckl You up this

Yes; I’m everywhere. Sit down 
here; glad to see you; getl 
ain't .you? Dy Jove! you

At the close of the Midnight Mass 
Boyle Fanning, who had been pre
sent all through the solemn service, 
went over to kneel down in front of 
tthe little crib at the side altar, and 
make there an act of thanksgiving 
to Almighty God. Many fervent 
worshippers were grouped around in 
silent prayerfulness, but gradually, 
as tho moments fitted by, the group 
of kneeling ligures thinned out, and 
finally qf them all only two were 
left. One of these was the venerable 
white-haired owner of the cotton 
mill, and the other, the one further 
in toward the recesses of the Naz- 
orenc stable where the Divine Infant 
lay represented in a cradle of straw, 
was a man of much younger build 
and appearance. \\ hen Fanning hap
pened to look up he discovered, to 
his amazement, that the other Fi
lent worshipper was the young man 
of the law whom he had once re- 
pi lsed in scorn and hatred from his 
door. Three years had passed since 
that memorable day, and during tlic 
interval Mr. Fanning had not f=pt 
eyes jtgain upon the barrister. A 
deep-seated resentment had stifled' 
all other sentiments.

Suddenly now, however, as he 
glanced at John Killowen, Boyle 
Fanning seemed to feel that some
thing cold and dark was slipping 
away from his bosom. His eyes 
rested on the young man with some
thing like gladness, pride, admira
tion. From time to time in the 
last three years he had heard that 
lawyer .Killowen was achieving ex-

II* INTERESTED

If interested in children you 
are interested in Scott’s Emul
sion. As a remedy for con
sumption and other forms of 
lung and throat diseases Scott’s 
Emulsion has won such fame 
that its value as a children’s 
medicine is sometimes forgot
ten. It is worth remembering-

There is nothing like Scott's 
Emulsion for bringing strength 
andf health to drooping chil
dren. It alwayshas this general 
action.

Uat rovoIuUon. Yea; the old 
eyes had been opened; hia dau; 
Agatha, had {old Him all about a 
certain conversation between two 
young men; she had overheard ' 
a train only a few nights ! 
that. What she told Him had been a 
Veritable revelation, and hence it 
was that young John Killowen 
etood ns a very different person in 
Mr. Fanning’s regard.

He rose and walked tBward the 
great door of tho Church. In the 
dim twilight of the vestibule he dip
ped his finger-tip» into the holy 
water and then stood there,—think
ing—thinking—thinking.

"This is Christmas, the day of 
blessed reconciliation," murmured 
Fanning to himself, "and the least 
I owe that young man is to beg his 
pardon: yes, I owe him that much 
as a man.

The door swung out behind Mm as 
he etood there meditatively, and 
another figure stepped into the half- 
lit vestibule.

"Snqyving again!" exlciamed the 
second comer, "and I haven't even 
an umbrella!”

"Then have a share of mine, 
sir!" echoed Mr. Fanning cheerful
ly, and ho held out a friendly hand, 
"isn't this John Killowen?" he add
ed.

"\ÿhy, Mr. Fanning! You? Good- 
morning, sir, I wish you, yes, 
wish you a merry Christmas!"

"Thank you, many happy returns! 
And I believe, Mr. Killowen, that 
an old man must ask your pardon 
this morning. I did you a wrong, 
an injustice, a few years ago. I 
want you to know that I’m very 
sorry for it. My daughter and my
self were talking about you the 
other night. I’ve found out a thing 
or two which you ought to know; 
and which, too, your father ought 
to know. Could you spare us a tit
tle call sometime to-day? We would 
bo overjoyed to have you take din
ner with us."

"Well, we are to have a little fam
ily dinner ourselves, but if you in
sist—"

"No, I won’t be selfish. Select 
any hour you please, Mr. Killowen. 
We shall be at home all day."

V.

But notice!—that for rickets, 
scrofula, 
whboping tus’s

One rare day in June, two yëârsl 
Inter, Bobby Lawrence, finding him
self in the neighborhood of Hastonr 
ville, decided to run over and pay 
an unexj>ected visit to his old guar
dian. The morning was bright and I 
inviting so he sauntered on leisurely I 
afoot towards the rector’s home. He 
found Father Hannan standing 
front of the Church and looking I 
rigidly in through the wide-open 
vestibule. There was a blacl scowl 
on the clergyman's face, and BobÔy 
saw at once that here was a soul in 
torment.

"I've arrived at the wrong mo
ment," murmured Bobby to himself, 
"may the Lord preserve us from a 
good man’s wrath! It comes like 
the thunderbolt; but why, when and 
whence, no man may say. To be a 
near by-stander and merely a wit
ness is like getting crushed, and to 
be genuinely underneath and get 
the crushing must be actual annihi
lation. However, I'm here and I 
suppose I'm in for it,—so, here 
goes!" and so he walked up like a 
gladiator.

"How do you do. Father Han
nan?" he said.

"Oh, yôu surprised me. Good 
morning to you! Where did you 
come from?"

"Just blew In, .Father. You seem 
troubled."

"I have mighty good reason to be 
troubled. Just’ look at that
Churchl" and he threw out his left 
hand in a gesture of disgust. The 
fingers were parted like claws. Bob- 
b> looked as he was bidden, scru
tinizing chancel, ceiling, and win
dows, then he turned in vacant sir 
lence to the priest. J

I "I say, look at that Church," Fa
ther Hannon reprated, and again 
the hand went out in the emphatic, 
clawing gesticulation.

"What's'the matter with It, Fa
ther ITannan?" replied Bobby faints 
ly, for, do his best, Bobby, though 
he looked and looked, could discov
er nothing.

"The matter!" exclaimed the 
priest, "the matter Is one of those 
exasperating weddings. Just look at 
that floor!"

"Oh, yes, T see now what you 
mean: the rice!'"

"And to think that it was all 
swept out freshly only two days 
ago! Isn’t it a shame?"

"Oh, it is disgraceful! Yes,, in
deed. 1,‘m surprised that you permit 
it;" -.-y

"Permit it!" echoed the priest, 
and he threw up two quivering 
hands that wore set like grappling- 
irons. "I wish I had only caught 
the man who scattered that stuff 
around!"

"The man? Oh, Father, there 
must have been several, perhaps 
even the ladies took a share in it, 
and they do it so deliberately too. 
I’ve seen them In the city. It’s quite 
the style, in fact!1"

"There’ll be no such foolishness 
here!"

"Yes, Fathfer, tell them that."
"I have told them that; I've told 

them a hundred times over. Do they

"If they didn’t. Father, I would-"
••Yes—what would you do?"
"Well, I would,—that is to 

Father, don’t you know,—in a - 
|^<e that. I-why, I would raise

idea!1’
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’Goo»!- ejaculated Bobby, "Km,
,S,n -n„tUrn may tome!" —By 
>ixn Gorriinn nni,m i- -au. „ . *
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ALA8KA SEAL JACKETS.

Those we make so good that 
furrier in America can make better 
Genuine Alaska Seal, dyed by nice- 
ef London, England, goes in evCrJ 
garment, and each is lined with t|,’ 
highest grade silk or satin manu 
fiiCtyed. Any lady anticipating the 
purchase of a Seal Skin Coat wu! 
flud upon*investigation that she 
do better here than anywhere else ia 
America. Chas. Desjardins & Co 
the largest retail furriers In tlio 
world. Come and see our Grand Dis
play of Novelties for 19m 
1902, at our stores, 1623 to laii 
Ht. Catherine Street, Montreal

SURPRISE SOAP 
POINTS.

A pure hard soap 
which is economical in 
wearing qualities.

Entirely harmless to 
the hands.

Satisfactory in every 
way in results on the 
clothes. Sweet and clean, 
without damage to the 
finest fabrics.

Don’t forget that Sur
prise Soap is cheapest to 
buy.

St. Croix Soap Mfg. Co., 
st. STEMiBi, a. a

SURPRISE 
SOAP
A
Pure 
Hard 
5oap

FRANK J. CORRAK,
B.A..B.C Lee

...ADVOCA TE...
Savings Bank Chambers, 180 St. James

Street, Montreal.

ROOFERS
ASPHALTERS

Luxfer Prisma and 
Expanded Metal Work, 
Hot Blast Heating, etc.

GEO. W. BEID & CO.,
788-786 Grata Street,

SYMIMfiTON’S
60FFEE ESSENCE

' (M xaxmxi naa

C. A. MULL,
Accountant and Liquidator.

180 NT. JAMES STREET,

Fifteen yeadF experience In connu* I 
tton with the liquidation of Privets 
and Insolvent Estates. Auditing 
Books and preparing Annual Reports I 
for private firm», and publie corpora* | 
Mods a specialty.
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"Something stran, 
foon, I am sure. VI 
Nathan?"

"Like you, Sarah 
the strange unrest 
feared to speak of < 
I observed this me 
on the trees. Along 
winds through t! 
Nazareth to Bethlel 
that the buds on aJ 
swollen and ready 
Three times to-daj 
along that road am 
different trees, so a 
self I was not mistt 
it all mean? What 
ther?”

"On the road fro 
Bethlehem, say you' 
toad now! It is'al 
light! A man an 
traveling along tho 
man riding and tho 
side her and guidinj 
are journeying to B 
Sarah and Nathan, 
them, for my hear 
ward them. Can 

, long looked for Sa> 
that the prophecies 
filled, that, at last, 
glad welcomes to o.

Out from the littl 
hastened, Nathan d: 
shawl over hid shoul 
he emerged from the 
fire; but Sarah, in 
taking the lead tow 

"Look, look!" sai 
the trees!"

All along the side 
the trees had burst 
here and there the v 
In bloom.

All nature seemed 
clothing itself in he 
some great guest. r 
shone with added 1 
ranged themselves li 
mg ready to salute 
sonage.

Silently and mode 
travelers journeyed 
lehern. The flush on 
woman and the ha* 
sign that she saw 
•WoflBom, bird add } 
ing her a royal wel 
m the eyes of the h 
alted look which ovi 
made the beholders 1 
praise to Lord God 

The old shepherd 
keep up with the pa< 
<r members of the p 
glad tears that rol 
cheeks showed how 1 
Vas stirred.

As they arrived at 
travelers were just 
till, and they secdie< 
light which illumina 
*ay for a long die ta 

"Never before hav< 
ing hero such bea 
said Sarah. "The o 
flowers is also more 

[ the odors of tho rarc 
fumes which the to 
from the East! Hov 

ÿ world seem» to-night 
"Father, what Wtu 

you ^
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I*", new 1
'The old e 
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