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At tho Tomb of King Arthnr,
By AvBRey be Vine

Thiough Glastenbury’y olofater dim
The midaight wiuls wore alyhing ,
Chanting a low funeral hymn
For thoso In eflenco lying,
Death s gentle floc ., 'mid shiadows grim
Fast bound, and uoroplylnz.

Hard by tho monke thelr Mass woro saying;
The organ ovormors

118 navo th alteration awayiny
Un that emooth sw il upbore

Iho voice uf their mcladious praying
‘Tuward heavon‘a otornal ahoro.

ke tong & priocoly muititudo
Moved on through arches groy,
s\ hich yot, thougn shattered, stood whore
atood
ioa grant they stand for oye 1)
~t. Josophs Church of woven wood
On Lingland'e baptinm day.

The gravo thoy found ; their swifs strukes
tell,
Tuorcing dull oarth and stono.
T hey reacned ero long an osken cell,
And cross of cak, whercon
“\as graved, * Hero slcops King Arthur
woll,
In tho isle of Avalon.”
Ine mail on overy kuightly breast,
The ateel at cach man’s aido,
Sent torth a suddon gleam ; oach crest
Bowed low 1ts plumed prido;
i:own o'or the cotlin stooped a priest —
Hut first the monarch cried :

~~uireat king ! in youth 1 made n vow,
arth's mighticst son to geeot ;

il1s nand to worship ; on Jus Lrow
To gaze ; his graco ontreat

‘L horefore, though dead, tilt noontide then
Shall fill any royal scat !

Away tho massive Jid they roll'd—
Alss . what found thoy there?
No kingly brow, no shapely mould ;

But dust where such things woro,
Ashes o'er aslics, fold oo fold—
And ono bright wreath of hair,

«.cnevea's hair ! like gold it lsy
For Time, though stern, ia just,

Aud humblor things fecl last his away,
And Denth reveres his trust.—

They touched that wreath ; it sank away
From sunshiae into dust !

1heo Hency lifted 1rom his head
The Conqueror’s iron crown ;

That crown upon that dust he laid,
And kaelt {o reverence down,

Aund raiscd both hauds to hicaven, and said,
** Thou God, srt King alono !

him curvo, and now I want to learn
myso'f, but father is doad, and mother
cannot buy me a knife."

« Will thia do?" And the kaiser
drow a magnificent) many bladed one
from his pookot.

The hot oolor rushed into the boy's
faco aud ono ocould almosu seo his
beart beat with joy through the conrse,
torn shart.

““Yea, yes,” ho stammored, ‘it I8
splendid 1”

+ It 18 yours,
sald tho Kaisor,

Hauoe took it timidly, + Thank you,
very, very much,’ was all ho could say,
but's bright firo glowed in tho dark
eyes that showered sparks of love and
gratitnde upon the Koigor.

** Now you oan go to Nuremborg,’

+ I ghould love to go there to Dure’s,
for I will novor carve plates. I can't
bear such flat work. 1 mean te carve
figures that aro natural and that ono
oan tako hold of.”

*'The genuino aoulptor,” oxelaimed
tho kaiser. * You arc right, Hang
Liofrink. Hold to what ia natural,
and you will never fail.” He drow a
leatbern purse from his doublet, and
handing it to tbe lad said - * Only
have patience, Faus. Keep these
guldens until you are old onough to
travel, then go to Nurer and tell him
that o8 his sister once held the ladder
for him so shall ho hold it now for
you, to mount ag_high as he. Will
you promiso me all thia ?”

“Yes, dear Horr Kaisor,” oried
Hans enthusiastically, and he took
the kaiser's hand and kissed it in his
sudden joy, * It I ever carve the
image of Ohriet,” he oxclaimed, I
will mako Him look just like you.”

* Farowell,” laughod the Kaiser as
ho strode down the mountain with
his companion.

The boy stood as in a dream, while
Mailie chewed a hole in her apron.
A maid came in gearch of her, and to
her Mailio told the story of the kaiser
and the knife. It soon became the
gossip of all Breisach. * Hang Lie-
frink was such a bold fellow. It was
no warvel that he should have been
prattling to the kaiser”—and everyone
wanted to see tho wonderful knife and
the contents of the leathorn purse.

Bo diligent with it,"

¢ Maille, toll mo that you do not
think mo such a worthless fellow ?*

Hor blue oyes looked full into s
brown ones, and a smile of love and
trust orept over her face.

* No, Hans, indeod 1 do not. No
ono shall over mako me think that.
They do not know youns Ido. You
have taught mo all that I know that
is groat and beautiful. You haveo
molded me and mado me what I am.
oven &8 your arlist hand forms an
imago from a shapeless piece of wood.’
And sho took his strong hand and
prossed it to her soft warm lips, then
folded his white fingers over his
brown ones and added, ** I will believe
in you always, for you honor God with
your art, and whoover doos that
cannot bo evil.”

“ And will you bo truo fo me,
Malig, tili I have brovght my art and
mysoelf to honor, and till I como back
to claim you for my bride?”

** Yos, [Ians, I will nover leave my
father's hougo but to go to you—or to
the ocloister. And if I should die
bofore you come I will agk them to
bury mo here under tho kaiser's tree,
where we have been so happy, Then,
if you come back and lie hero in the
sunshine to reat you from your toil and
sorrow, every roso leal that falls upon
you shall be a kigs from me,” and she
wopt on hia breast, their tired hesrls
beating agamst each other in the pain
of parting, while the prowiee of spring
—of buds and roses—pulsed and
throbbed in the rose tree with tho
rising sap.

 Don't ory, Mailio,” Hane said,
trying to be atrong.  *'I am going to
Duror's, and when I have learned to
do something of worth I will seck the
kaiger and ask hum to uso bis influence
with your father.”

¢ Oh, yes, if the doar kaiser would
but comet"

‘“He will certainly come, my love,”
said Hana, * for we will pray the good
God to bring him tous—or me to bim.”
They knelt together in the cool, damp
grass, and it soemed to their trusting
bearts that God must work a miracle
and ohange the kaiser’s tree iuto his
own prosence.

Suddenly the sound of tho great
minster bell smoto upon their ears—
full of forebodi fully, elowly

But the latter Hans waa prud
enough to show to no one.

* * * =

Yoars passed. Hawvs Liefrink lost
his mother, Mailie hers, and the
orphan children were drawn closer
togetk In the ing after work

The Kaiser’s Tree.

It was in the year of grace 1511.
Two men wore crossing the turf of the

Hans would break through the hedge
that separated the gardens and would
oarve lovely figures of Mailie, such as
no ohild in all Breisach possessed,
and she listened in open-eyed wonder
and admiration while he told her of
I Farful v

uiet mineter square in B

ne was somewhat advanced in years,
with fine aquiline nose, full blonde
beard verging on gray. aud long hair
that escaped in heavy looks from
under a red velvet beretta, He walked
with so majestic & treed that it was
very ovident ho was no common man,
but ono on whbose brosd shoulders
reated an invisible world, Handsome,
tall and noble, he was indeed a king
among men—sa kaiger—a German
kaiger from orown to toe. A poet, too,
he wag, and a hero in the true sense
of the word—AnastasiusGrun's ** Last
Kaight,” Msximillian I.

Hore in Breisach—his oity, as he
oalled it—the kaiser esoaped from all
affaira of stste, and here he wrote
those tender letters to his daughter
Margaret in the Netherlands. But in
1511 throatening clouds hung low and
shadowed the kaiser's brow, for they

a storm that was to carry
bim awsy forever from the quiet spot
of earth he loved so well. His oyes
swept sadly over the bright landsos)
that lay a¢ his fest. And sudddenly
turning $o his companion he asked :

¢ Whoseohildren are those ?"" point-
ing a9 he apoke to a niche in the wall
where & boy and girl l:-;:}: and with

t industry were p! g & rone-
grn?h. Tho‘;’iﬂ was about 8 years old
and the boy some four years her senior,
and so absorbed were they in their
work that they did not hear the kaiser's
spproach. '\zlhen he stood beside
them, the boy lookedup and exclaimed.

“ Why, it is the keiser 1" R

“ What are you doing there?
asked Maximillian, his ardist vye
foeding the while upon the obarming
tittle pair,

' We are planting » rose tree to the
doar God,” said the Iad fearleasly.

¢ Aud do you think the dear God
will be much pleased 2" X

h“ Itis th:hhu‘:. 13 bave,” he said,
shiruggin| shoulders.

'J.‘Iﬁas kfisor smiled as he asked,
“ What is your name ¢

* Hans Liefrink.” X

¢ And is the little girl your sister?”

* No; she is our little neighbour.
Councillor Ruppacher's Mailie.”

« Ab, indeed! And you love each
other very much "

‘h:':_,. wheo I grow ‘:p—ua hhov.o
s knife—I am going to marry her.”
The kaiser looked satonished,

* Must you have a knife to get
married 9

d thelad.

h. | the P and wood oarv
ing he had seen in the Frieburg
Cathedral.  Whenever they ooul

they ran up to the minster and water-
ed the rose tree—the kaiser's tree,
Hans had named it—and where they
loved to linger, hoping always that
their kind friend might come again.
Often they called aloud, * Hore Kaiser,
dear lerr Kaiser, come again,” but
the ohildish voices cohoed and re.
echoed in vain under the blue sky,
and the kaiser came no mcre.

The little ones grew up, and the
kaiser's tree grew with them, and
they seomed more and more drawn to
it and to each other, as though its
tender roots had reached out silver
thresds of love into esoh heart and
bound them olose with ties that beld
them fast. But, alas! this one true
friend wae not strong enough to hold
togother what men would keep apart.

The lovely, stately Ruppacherin,
the ocourcillor's daughter, dared no
longer be friendly with the poor wood-
osrver. Her father strongly forbade
it snd put & high wall between the
two gardens, so that Hang and Mailie
lost all chance of meeting save at the
¢ keisor's treo,” and here but rarely
when the minster was deserted.

But this only made the stream of
love that coursed in their hearts over-
flow their lips, and one evening when
Mallie had long been absent from the
« kniser's tvoo,” Hang sang his fiest
love song under her window that
overlooked the Jittle garden:

My heart ie inine no longer,
'Tle atalen quite away,
By & maiden awest and lovely,
Who listens to my lay.
There grows a slender roeo tree,
Within che miaster’s shads,
And underneath its branches
A sigo of love Is lald.

Estly next morning Mailie came to
the rose tree and found a tiny golden
hesrt hidden in the moist grass. She
listened with sparkling eyes and burn.
ing oheeks to Hans' words of love and
1aid the tiny golden heart on her own
fast beating one_and swore never to
1ot it go, while Hang, half mad with
joy, ctied, ¢ Ah, If only the keiser
would oome now [” but the kaiser
came 1o more,

The fall oed, winh; o:hm. and
the young people saw each other more

y than ever, but Bans often sang
the song of the rose tree and many
ther, all telling of his love for

“ Yeu ly,
« Without & knife 1 cannot eat, snd if
1 eannot outs I cannot earn money, and

I must have o ¢t deal to merry
Mailie, bounu‘:l.i: is a counoillor's
daughter.”

* Bat what will you cut ?”

T will out )

« Ah, I understand now, you want
tobea carver. Was that your
Zather’s art 1"

+Yeos. When I waslittle, I watched

Mailie, till at last her father noticed
t and od her with his curse if
she did not etop all intercourse with
the ** good for nothing artist.”

80 one day Hans and Mailie stood
for the last time _beside the rose tree
they had planted many years before.
Muille told Hans of her father's
threat, and now she stood silent, her
hand resting in his, while tears cours.
od slowly down ber cheeks.

1t tolled. I’eopfo began to climb the
ull that led to the church,and Hans
ran to them with eager inquiry.

“ Where have you been? Have
you not heard that our kaiser fg dead?'

The kaiger dead ! Poor Hans stood
a8 if turned to stone, Where woreall
his hopea now ¢ He rested his burn-
ing brow against the_cool stem of the
rogo tree and groaned aloud.

The knell had cessed, and all of
nature was us atill and dead it seemed
a8 though epring and life could naver
oome again. A light hand rosted on
his bowed head. Mailie had come to
be his comforter,

 Oh, Mailie, the kaiser will never
come again |"

¢ But God is with us," said Mailie,
softly. As she stood before Ians in
her maiden purity and besuty the light
of inspiration overapread his face, and
he whispered low :

 Mailie, God is traly with us.
He shows 1ne now, as in a vision, the
Queen of Heaven, surrounded by holy
angels, and if [ can but carve all that
he shows me I shall be great myself
and need a kaiser's help no louger.”

Next morniog at daybreak Hans
set out. As he passed Ruppacher's
hmtm loud and olear his voice rang
out :

My heart is mins no lon,
‘Tﬁ stolen Juite away, o

Boftly one of the lower windows
was raisod, and a white bandkerohief
waved & Iast favewell through the
dusky light, tke song went on, hut

. 8gain.

long in silont embrance, for true love
noeds mo words to toll its doptha.
Hana waa tho first to spoak,

“ How palo you are, sweet heart!
Aro you ill **

8ha-shook hor head, with & happy
laugh. Oh, no, not now! But you
Woro gono vo long.  Why did you not
60omo sooner 2

‘T oould not, hittlo ono. If I had
come baok a poor, unknown follow,
your fathor would Lave dismlissed mo
Ho I atayed and feasted my
oyos on all the art treasuros of tho
groat oities and worked in Durers
studio till my namo was mentioned
with honour amobg the pugils, and 1
said to mysolf, *Now you may woo
lovely Mao, And when I heard
there wag to be & now altar P“" in our
mister T h d hern to ppli
tion, and if I am foud worthy to do
the work what oan your fathor have
8gainst me then »*

Mailio shook hor head doubtfully,
but Hans was full of joy,

+* How the kaisor's troo has grownl”
bo cried in wonder, It seems to
bave taken al) tho warm blood out of
your cheoks, its roses are go red,
Give my love's roses back to her,” ho
said, playfully brushing her check
with a flower, but they were all pale
and whito. *That 18'not good psint.
Liet us try this,” snd he proased a kiss
on her oheck. * Ayo, that is better,”
be laughed, and laid her blughing face
againet biy breast, ** Bloom out, my
littlo ros~. Tho spring is almost hero ™

. The next morning the usher of the
high-gabled town hall came into the
opuncil chamber with hesitati
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wore the knife and the purse from
Kaiser Max and those I did not beg—
ho gave them to a poor boy in whom
he recognised an aspiration for better
things. I have worked hard with the
knifo and educated ryself with the
money, and both have yielded me good
interest. I am no beggar, Herr Coun-
clllor, and for the next two years tho
igsion I have just received will

g stops.

* Your honorable body will be gragL
ously pleased to pardon, but there i
cne without who insists upon coming
into your presence,”

“Who is it ? asked tle burgo-
magter,

“It is Hane Liofrink,’ said the
usher, ** but so much changed I nard-
ly knew him.  Ho wants to compete
for the new altar and submit his
plans.”

** What would we have to do with
such a soapegrace as he? Lot hiw
go back where ho came from,” was
the decision. ' We want no such
bunglers as he.”

The kindly old messenger loft the
room with a somewhal crestfallen air,
but returned almost immediately,
bringing u papoer of drafting with bim,
which he presented with many bows
and apologies.

¢ Liefrink begs you will examine
these, your worships, and you can
inquire of Durer, in Nuremberg, as to
hia ability,”

“ 1 the follow don’t take himaelf off
we will have the gaoler after him,”
oried Ruppaoher, in a rage.

** Sofcly, softly, Master Ruppacher,
the drafc represents the coming of the
Mother of God in heaven, and is right
fancifully thought out, it seems to
me,

* But to imsgine a thing is much
easier than to do it.  Juefrink never
could dosuch a thing,” said one of the
councilore, Besides, it was elmply
ridioulous to give suoh a work into
the hands of a Breisacher child, whom
sowae bad even looked askance upon.
So Mans was summarily dismigsed.

The authorities finally decided to
send their plans to Albreoht Durer and
to let him be their judge. And at the
same time with the letter from the
oouncil went & letter from Hans to his
great teacher and good friend,

Weeks slipped by in alternate
anxiety and sweet stolen happiness for
the lovers, They met ad formely at
the kalser's tree, for the strugglos of
1524 drew Ruppacher’s sttention from
his daughter, and Mailie grew bright
and rosy in the springtime of love, At
lsst Duret's answer came, but who can
desorib of the counil

thevoice grew ¢

g and

—{all of unshed teara—then ceased,
ln% all was still once ;nore.

ears passed, and nothing was
heard of Hans Liefrink, and no one
thought of him save Mailie, in whoge
gentle loving heart he was ever present
and ever dear, and who watohed for
him till at lnst hope was almost dead,
and the roses faded in her cheeks, and
» dumb sorrrow looked out of the
swoet blue eyes, Breisach was frem-
bling for its old faith, and Duke
Ferdinand, Kaiser  Maximilian'a
nephew and successor, counseled her
children to do all they oculd fo
strengihen the Oatholic faith by
means of volive offerings and idesl
painting and sculptures in their
churches. The minster had long
lacked » high altar worthy of it, and
notioces were sent broadoast bidding all
Gorman artists to send in their plans,
that the best might be ohosen and the
work begun.

Mailie heard but little of all this,
for she never went sbout among tue
people and lived alone in her little
bay windowed room waiting for Hans
to come, But she was growing weak
and weary with waiting, and the eyes
she turned toward the Ohrist that
Hans had carved for her were often
full of tears. kive long yesrs had
pessed sinoe she had seen him, when
one evening

‘There arows a slender rose

Within the mineter’s shade
echoed softly » summer soph;r under
her window. She sprang to iLe case-
ment and looked out, but eould see no
one in the darkness. Love lent wi
to her feet, and, Iike an escaped bird,
she flow up the mountain side o the
kaiser’s tres, where two strong arms
olasped ber and held her olose, whila
her head swam, and it seemed as if
the waters of the Rhine were closing
in about her. They held ench other

)
when it was found that the letter con-
teined Hans Liefrink's desgized plan
ond these words, 1 can recommead
nothing more beautiful than this plan
of my friend and pupil, Haus Liefrink,
whose ability to exeoute it I fully
guarantee.”

A half hour later a orowd of people
prossed up the narrow street snd
stopped before Hans Liefrink's little
house. He came to the door, and to
his sstonish saw & deputati
from the council, one of whom stepped
up and told him with great pomp that
his plan hed been spproved by Durer,
and he had been chosen by the counoil
to exeoute the high altar for the
minster.

Hans olapped his hands for

en;ble me to abundantly provide for a
wife.”

“Two years, and what then?2”
sneered Ruppacher.
“Then now

oome !

«* Oh, you think you are something
fino, no doubt, but you belong to a
raco of star gazers and loafers, who do
nothiog but spin dreams and are too
lazy to work.”

Hang was burning with indignation,
but be controlled himself for Mailie's
sake and only eaid :

“* A kaisor held the ladder for Al
brecht Durer—the ladder on whioh ho
painted—and & town counoillor of
Breisach, whose dust will soon be
scattered to the winds, insults his best
loved pupil. Thers I tasted all the
honour of my reputation, Here 1
must be insulted and trampled upon I"

«Then, go back to your honour,

P .
commissions  will

Whay did you come here with your { s

silly art 2"

 Baoauas I love your daughter so
truly that no ssorifice is too geeat to
be mada for her, and because I want
her for my wife.”

 Well, then, I will teil you that you
are as likely to marry a wife as far
above you as my daughter is as yon
are to build an altar in the minster
ngher than the minster itself.”

¢ Is that all you have to suy, Herr
Counallor **

Helaughed contemptuously. *Carve
analtar that ig bigher than the church
in which 1t stands and you shall have
my daughter—not before—so help me
God!"

A piteous ory came from the next
room. Ruppacher opened the door.
Mailie lay uusonscious before the
oraciix. Hans hastened to her, but
the angry man raised his hand against
him. For a moment it seemed to him
that the sacred knife must leap from
hia pocket, but he struggled with hinm.
self and rushed out of the house, up
the hill to the minster, to his friend,
the * kaisor's-tree.”

It was & perfoot noondsy. A cloud-
less sky arohed the shadowless earth.
The onstle of Sponeck was outlined
against a background of gold, like
some fairy palace, and the Rhine
broke in fosming surf on her steep
rooks. He conld never win Mailie
now, no oue could help him, not even
Kaiser Max, if he should come baock
from the grave, for had not Rappach-
er aworn a terrible oath that he should
never bave her till he had made an
altar higher than the church.

Suddenly something strack him
sharply on the baok, He started and
turned quickly, but it was only the
little rode tree that had at last, by its
own strength, broken forth from the
niche where Mailie's hand hsd bound
it, and in esoaping had struck him as
if in greeting. There it stood tall and
straight, and he saw for the first time
how much muoch higher it was than
the niche in which 1t grew, _ Quick

the excitement, and that morning an
| crowd of worabnppers climbed
the minster ill. The doors were
opened, the crowd streamed in and a
cry of rurprise, wonder and admira.
tion echoed through the church., The
altar lay in tho full raya of the morn.
ing sun, and the whole glorious vision
stood out beforo thoir eyes in porfeot
rounded forms. In the centre was
the blessed Mother, with her arms
crossed ovar her bosom and hesd
meekly bowed to receive the erown
that God the Father and God the Son
held above her. A storm of joy seem-
od sweeping through heaven ths{
stirred the locks and garments of the
celestial chioir chanting  Alleluiah.”
Wae it possiblo that this could be
bard, unyielding wood? And the
simple country folk, who had never
before seen anything so beautiful,
stood in ohildlike awe and silent won.
dor. When the service was over, all
pressed forward to see the master of
the great work., Ie camy from be.
bind the altar, modest and dee})nl]y
moved, but so handsome and so full
of unconsoious pride tuat every eye
hung on him i admiration, One {
one the members of tho council shool
him heartily by the hand, all but
Ruppacher, who leaned gloweris
st & pillar. Mailie was wil
him. 8he had left the vonvent for
this festival, and stood besde him, a
holy light in her sweet, pale face.

* Is nov the Ruppacherin like the
bldssed Mother of God?"* whispered
one in the erowd.

¢ And God the Father is like Kais-
ox Max,” aaid an old man. ¢+ 'Tis his
face exaotly.”

Like a train of fire, it ran through
tho arowd that Liefrink had pus Mailie
Rupkpleher and Kaiser Max in his
wock,

* Yes, dear friends,” said Hans,
quietly, ** you ave right, and I have
done it beeause I know of nothing in
the world more beautifal and good
than the Ruppacherin and our desd
Kaiser.”

¢ Well saidl Ho is right,” wus
heard oa all sides. Now Hans went
fearlessly to where Rupp in atood.

“ Herr Ruppacherin,” ke said,
““two yosrs ago you promised me
your daughter for my wife ~hen [
shonld have fulfilled a strang, condi-
tion made Ly you. I was to build an
altar highar than the ohurch—an
inyj 'ibfe thing you thought—but
look up, Master Ruppacher, the altar
is & foot higher than the p in
which it stands. 1 have only bent
the top.”

The coancillor !30ked up and grew
pate. He had not thought of that.
a & of appl ran throngt

the house.

I have done my part, Herr Coun-
cillor. Now do yours and give me
your daughter for my wife.”

Ruppacher tottered as if struck by
» heavy blow. Hans had taken him
a¢ his word, and he was not the man
to trifle with his oath. He tock
Mailie’s hand and placed it in her
lover's.

Threo weeks later Hans and Mailie
wore betrothed before the aliar.
Briesach had never seen 8o maguifi-
cent an affair, and Father Ruppacher
was uo longer 80 testy as one might
think, for he had now more reapect
for the worthlers art of his son-i

joy.
Vias itn.‘lilitrueotonly ab tal
dream ? hen the deputation had
departed, he hastened over to RuE-
paoher’s, for this washis time to spesk.

Mailie opened the door for him—a
low ory of happy fright, a quick kiss
—and she disappeared into her own
room, where, with beating hoart, she
ssnk before her crucifix and implored
tho Bloased Virgin's help. Heus
stoppod fearleasly into Ruppscher's
prescuce, who oried, with flaming
oyes :

« What do you want "

+ Herr Ruppacher, Xknow an honest
man who loves your daughter and who
would mavry ber, and I want to briug
him o you,"

** Bo—and who may he be 2"

« Myself, Horr Counsillor.”

“You! Didanyone ever hesr such
impudence ? The Leggar

¢ Herr Counoillor,” Hangs oried out,
I never was n beggar. . My father
'waa poor, bat he lupmrtd ua with his
woomvium and sfter his death my
mother took care of herself and me by
the honeat labour of her hands, The
only things I ever received in my lite

="

L) ht shot

a8 g! g!
his tired brain. A moment of reflec
tion—a &ty of triumph-—then he fell
on his kneea in joyfal thanksgiving.
« Lord God, thou art great, even in
thy small things, and thy wonders
never cease I  What was it that the
little tree had taught him? What
was it that made him kiss its rough
bark in & wild teansport of joy ?

¥ * * * *

Hans saw Mailie no more. Heor
father had sout her to the convent st
Marioneau, yet her prison walls were
not 8o strong but that a song, a greet-
ing from Hans sometimes reached
her. He, too, lived like » hormit in
his cell, working from early dawn till
the last faint stieaks of light tlnged
the wistern sky, COurloeity ran high,
but every request to see kis work
roosived the same answer: ** That
was not included in the oontract.
They must wait.” At last, after two
yoars of patient labor, he declared the
work dome, and three days later, on
the Feast of the Assumption, the new
altar was 10 be dedicated, v, Great waa

AN ASTONISHING CURE.

George Baker, fur dyer, 14 Stayner St.,
Toronto, Ont., was cured by Ryckman's
‘' Kootonay Cure” of ivtlammatory
Rboumatism, which he had for over &
yoar 80 badly that ho was barely abloto
walk. He now walks 10 wiles without
{atigue, is freo from all pain, acd an all
round healthy man. Ho makos sworn
statement o the above facts before J,
W. Seymour Corloy, Notary Public,July
10,

), 3

Plaoe yoursell ouge morein harmony
with the universal law: accept the
will of God ; make a ieligiouy. use ¥
life ; work while it in yet dag’; be.st
onge serious and cheorfuc; know how
to repeat with the Apostie: »J have
loarned in whatsoever state I am
therewith to be content.”

A hacking cough keeps the broachial
tubes in & stale of coustant irritation,
which, if uot speedily removed, may lead
to chronic bronchitia. No promplor
rowedy oan be fonod than Ayer's Cherr:
Pectoral. Iia affect is immediate an
Ahe result, pormanent,



