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e TOVE AND SCORN—A BALLAD,
i‘};.‘}\ ma’den stands at her futher's gato,
P4 At her father's gato in the ovening
R gioom,

L L All eatth is fair, and everywlere
5. %% The roses are in bloom.

f"; 7o,
%"‘“‘;IA knight rides up on a milk-white
Fohhs o steed,
6’3‘5 07 A milk-white steud, his lance at
<L rest.
v Careless his song: as he rides along
3, ° ¢ Sparkles his golden crest,
PN
‘diniring his glance as he gallantly
' stoops.
toups to speak to the lady fair,
t cold was she as a maid can be,
Fven when no one is theret

he knight  he smiled and  he 10de
p away,

Rode away to a maid moic sweet.
the lady right/—ahl never o
knight

B Again did the lady meet!

~lirnest S.lioles,

/A Modern
44:  Martyrdom
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"It was a summer’s day strayed into
ate October. The whistle of the
wo big mills in Whitefields had
lown the after-dinner recall but half
Bn hour ago. “Che sunshine that flood-
d the little sitting-room of the ree-
vy was still of o midday potency
5 excuse the shirtsleeves of stout,
hassive Scth Milier, the mason and
uilder, and his constant mopping of
s flushed face and bald head as he
t in conference with the slender,
e young priest of the parish, Fath-
Nir Motris, as the Irish portion of his
Bock and Protestant Whiteflelds call-
' him, The two were alone in the
Gom, *and Father Morris was strug-
ling to comptess wito uniformity and
gymmetry a fat sheaf of bank bills he
tdad ‘just counted over twice under
he eyes of his companion, the second
i$ime before the latter had declined to
tnumerate them himself.
Ll“lt is a good job done,’
orris said, as he shpped

B

Father
clastic

% and slid it across the table to the
B, overhicated  gant, “and I hope it's
ipne for the next fifty years. In that
’»'g’asc Holy Souls’ parish needn't
KX frudge the twenty-one hupdred  dol-
ars its new cemetery has cost, though
know the people find fault that it
as planned on so large a scale, and
fo-all know that its been a lJong pull
l:e hard pull to raise the money.
I ithankful to give it to you at last
Tull, and I cannot say how grateful
both my predecessor, Father Nugent,
#d 1 have felt for your patience in
aiting for your payment. I lope
Siyon haven't been too patient, for you
Uknow you could have had a few fun-
¥dred on account almost any time you
shad wished them,"
““Yes,, yes, I knew that. Father
Nugent told e that at the start,
but” from the first 1'd kind of ‘set)tlcd
fFiin my mind that 'd*do without Ahis
‘tnoney if I could and have it at the
2rd in a lump, You sce, 1 knew "Lwas
safc to wait, and I've been carning
Sther monsy straight along, Lecauss
Father Nugent @nd you've let e
“ ¢ my time over the job and put
&9 men and teams on it between
#icils of other jobs that had to be
astled. I guess the accommodatin’
in’t been all on my side. And new
ft expect it would scem pretty myster-
bus to anybody that just knows me
45 - public so to say and that I must
§ave carned a good deal of money in
iy time, and that I'm a very plain
‘yan without expensive labits, to be
(old that this sum that I'm going
o take straight to the bank is the
ery first I could cver deposit  cal-
ulatin’ to have it stay, and not fore-
asting any occasion to draw upot it
feitler for my family or wy husiness.
ixty-five's rather old to be puttin’
way the first st egg of savin's,
but I don’t Anow as I could do much
ctter, sct me back forty years. It
cost a good deal to scttle my father’s
WEcstate and  keep the old homdstead,
B T've had cight children to rear
7d see 't they should have the
choolin’ and some advantages I iniss-
1 and have always hankered atter.
B can't give them fortunes, but they're
. children, not a bleck sheep am-
_ them, and except my blind
ghter they’re all doin’ weil for
elves.'
gu've given them better than
,»  Father Morris anzwered,
¥. “According to what I've
1d, you're trained your child-
"be o blessing in any commun-
s for vour old homestead, it's
w-place of the town for its
and flowers.™
swn I've taken a heap of com-
Kerin® at it,"* Br. Miller said.
Fiwife declares sometimes that
Bénd my last dollar for a new
a shrub fromt Japan, 13ut. she
llow anybody else to tay it.
| her figurin' it out to one of
ws onc day that father never
1ass of spirits, nor smoked,
a vacition, not took a trip
unless 'twas on business;
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itics-and that shé was thankiul
) d:got somothin' outside.of his work
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wasn't much of a hand for

e m e

10 take such an fntetest in,  Welll
Welllm pising slowly, “I'm only hin-
dering you, and I mmnst bo getting
down to the bank. T lope your
church folk!ll get reconciled to  the
size of thefr cametery. 'Twop't be any
too big, give it time enought Good-
day, Father Morris.*

“Good afternoon,** Yather Morris
answered, and then, his eye catching
the packet of bills held uncovered in
the contractor’s hand: *‘Why, surcly,
Mr. Miller, you're not going to carry
your money like that? Wait a mo-
ment and I'1l find a wrapper for at,"
and, springing up, the priest turned
toward his desk near the window.

“No, no; never nund, father,” NMr.
Miller interposed, hastily, “at’s  all
nght, There! 'l fold it in this
newspaper and slip it into my coat.
At thns time o' day T shan’t meet
anvhodv between liete and the baunk,
and if I do, nobody’d guess Seth Mil-

ler's got his savin's of a hie time
slung over lus arm!"  And with an-
other friendly “Good-day’ he wwas

out of the room, and presently Fatner
Mornis saw him  walking down the
narrow boardwalk to the street, go-
ine cirewmspeetly, with characteristic
care not to bruise a flower or tendril
from the borders of gay annuals that
overflowered 1 tasses upon ke walk.

It was but little more thaa a  half
hour later when Fatlier Morris was
roused from work at his desl” by the
sound of heavy running along the
quiet road, the violent bursting open
of the rectory gate and the crash of
its closing, flung from the impatient
hand of some one plunging reckless
footed up the walk. The contractor
back again! and such a figure of maz-
ed haste that the priest himsclf went
hutriedly to the door to let him i
Miller did not speik, but strode for-
ward into the sitting room, glanced
swiftly about it, then dropped, spent,
unon a seat, The priest looked at
him and went into his dining-room,
whence he quickly returned with a
glass of water. **You aré not built
for racing in such heat as this, Mr.
Miller,** he said, as the latter drank
from the glass.

“No," Miller said, bricfly; then, af-
ter a minute, “‘that’s hetter I didn't
run very far. My money, Father Mor-
ris. You haven't found it here? When
I gol to the bank anl unfolded my
coat and opened the newspaper, the
bundle of bills was gone! I hadn't
met a creaturc between this and the
pank nor seen a Hv.ve soul anywlere
except old Dan Powers, asleep in his
hammock, so I made sure that if I
came straight back on v tracks I'd
find the bundle on the sidewalk,
where it had worked out of the paper
and coat with the motion as I walk-
ed and dropped, but not a sign of itl
1 didn’t meet anybody as I came back
and old Dan is still asleep, so I hop-
ed the packet had slipped out here
before I got ont of the louse and that
it would he the first thing my eyes
would light on,in this room, and it
floored me when I saw that it wasn't
lere.and that you kuew nothing about.
nit'li

I sat down at my desk when you
left," Father Morris said, “and only
rose from it to let you in, and no one
else has been in the room. You must
have overlooked the package along
the road sontewlerc. How could it
really disappear in such a short time,
when apparently you have been the
only person stirrine? There are only
four houses the whole distance, onc
of them empty now, and nobody's at
home at this hour except the mothers
of the families, the balies and old
Dan, wlo but just hobbles about
with a cruteh, and he was asleep, you
say. If you've got your breath, I'll
go back with you and we'll scarch
the ground thovoughly.”

Miller rosc at once, and they passed
out of the house, the priest throwing
wide open the outer door so that cv-
ery inch of the small hall could be
serutinized at a glance.

“Jet us begin right licre at the
steps,” he said: *'vou take one side of
ths walk and I'll take the other, and
we'll hunt these flower-beds careful-
Iv " They reached the gate—nothing—
and turned down the walk the con-

posite side of the road from the four
houses. The houses were well scpar-
ated from cach other by orchards and
bits of garden ground. Not a depres-
sion, not a guily, not a tuit of grass,
not a patch of weeds, not a bush at
cither hand  of the uncared for walk
that escaped keen inquiry; but no bun-
dle of bank bills, o little fortune in
country reckonine was forthcoming.
In the first two houses they caine to
the solitary woman in each had been
too busv to, take any note of the road..
The third swas vacant, having been
sold within the month for debt. It
had belonged to Dennis Powers, old
Dan's drinking, disrcputable oldest
son, and was bwilt with the money of
the young fellow's wife, The wife,
happily for herself, died at the birth
of her firet child, a toddler between
two and three ycars.  They found
him fast asleep in the hammock at
the next house, old Dav's. The grand-
father, oo, old from diseasc and de-
crepituds ruther than years, was there
smoking his pipe in & chair alongude.
fhe old man had seen no-one going, by
in the foad, but-“‘shure a procession
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tractor had goue, the onc on the op-’

ight have wint, for he'd tuk more:
than his forty winks trying to read
the paper in the hammick just after
dinner.”

Searching cvery foot of the way the
two men reached the entrance of the
bank bullding, and the earth might
have opened and swallo' .d the hun-
dle of notes for all *race they could
find, They talked with sympathiziug
bank oifsictals, old, warm friends of
Miller's, and it was at the sugges-
tion of one of these that the con-
tractor had the constable called, and,
remforced by I, the two retraced
what was becoming, for Miller, at
any rate, a sman-traveled  road,”
scekig the fost packet over a preposs
terous width  of arca titl the quest
ended  {rumtlessiv and in utter per-
pleaity at the sitting-room of the
1cctory.  The constable exanuned this
latter carciully, ashing only: *Js ev-
erytlung heie exactlv as it was when
Mr. Miller left the first time, Father
Morris?'!

“Preascly,’ returned Father
ris, “except that now iy desk
open.”’

“I was sorry you asked that ques-
tion of Father Morris,’ Mr. Miller
said to the constable as they waiked
back to the main striect. “The money's
gone through my fool trick of carry-
ing 1t as I did, but Father Moxris
knows no more where 1t went than I
do. He went to get me a  proper
envelope, but I wouldn't have it."

“1Well, T hope hie's all right, Lut you
know there’s some folka “will think
this business might have casily an
ugly look for him," the constable rv
plicd.

“I supposc $0, bt they needn't ad-
vance auy such theory to me,' Mil-
fer said, with some cmphasis. “I'm
no detective, but if there's a better
man in this town than that young fel-
low, I'n as much out as I cver-was
in my life”

The news of Seth Miller’s loss was
all over Whiteliclds Lefore sunset, and
for many days was the subject of hot
discussion wherever a knot of people
gathered. To have lost even fifty dol-
fars wotld have been an event in the
country village, where everybody
knew cverybody else by sight, name or
repute, i{ not personaily, and where
scrious crime and criminals were un-
hieard of, but for = Jum like that
which vanished froin Miller's slack
geardianship to disappear, leaving
so faintest clue, Whitefields was lost
over the puzile. And it was not
strange that in a New England vil-
lage, even in the earliest talks over
Jthe mysterv, there should he  some
darkly that the Catholic priest could
clear it up if he would, for in the,
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age have been dropped, to evade al-
most instantancous search, save in
the house? Had Father Nugent been
the priest involved, his years of life
and labor in Whiteficlds would have
shiclded him from suspicion in many’
minds, but who knew anything rease
surtag about his lately instulled suc-
cessor? Irom cvil hint to open re-
mark, “‘Guess the new priest up there
knows pretty well where Miller's
money is!* was not long, and as
weeks, months passed, and the prob-
femn was still unsolved, the sinister
fmpression spread, decpened, and Fa-
ther Morris was practically boycotted
by Protestant Whitefields. Ie was
omitted from cvery meeting and funce
tion wherein his predecessor had been
mvited to take part; not a social
courtesy was extended him. Most of
the people with whom he came in
business contact tade the contact
brief and treated him with cool or
scant ceremony, the ruder sort, in-
deed, with rank incivility. One sweet
drop there was in his bitter cup —
Scth Miller could never be brought to
admit a doubt of his innocence and
never let slip an  accasion to show
hur respect or do him a kindness. As
for his parishioners, while they in-
dignantly resented the Protestant be-
tef 1 his guilt and the obliquy with
whichk lic was treated, Father MMorris
was too recent a comer amongst them
for tics of familiar affection to bind
priest and people together, and he
was so shy with youth and ale terri-
ble cloud upon him that their faith

in and sympathy for him were ne-
¢ ssarily mute.
Iate in the following sping ol

Dar Powers sickened in a  grip epr-
demic, e weathered the lirst at-
tack, but a relapse found him so weak
that the doctor advised him to set his
alfairs in order.

“"Bring the priest,” was his first
injunction when the doctor had gone,
“and bring ham to wanstlM—a pinus
haste as surprising as comforting to
his wife and daughter, for old Dan
had ever been of those readier to bray
and fight for their religion than to
practice it, though he had never givea
‘any flagrant scandal. Father Morris
returned with the envoy, and the fam-
ily were banished from the room. Old
Dan before he began the confession of
his sins had something to say to Fa-
thet Morris. His breath was short
‘and thete were many pauses. There
was evidently a matter of weyghty
nature’ 6n his mind, concerning. which
he wanted some advice. IHis strengtit
was ‘hardly sufficient to bear hitn
through the ordeal. ¥e.began lus
story in a hesitating fashioa, tut’ it
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circunstances where could the pack- |-
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awvas not long before the weakness of”

the sickness overcame hinn

Father Morris waited.  He Jooked
at the sick  man; the bloo!l scemed
rcady to burst through the wrinkled
old face, wiithing with same teinble
emotion,

At last, 'No more to-day, father; I
can't,"” old Dan said famtly, and when
the pricst would have urged him  to
finish his story if possible, he torned
aimsell  silently  and obstinately  to
the wall.

Hie was obliged to stop 7 Father
Morris said to the anxicu., wisting
women he summonad. U'Send Lor aue
again the moment he will Wt vou or
if he tahes a turn dor "o wee o

Two davs passed and the pus.uiger
was sent agam  Could Father Morrns
comme dircetly? The sk wran hal had
a bad mght and waz in a hurry  tor
him. Father Morns went at  otce,
but when the moment ¢acie 10 1esuane
the intarrupted conversation the haste

seemed over and there was a lonz
silence,
“Begn where  you left off,* the

priest said, gently.

“IUs no use, ather,’’ Dan burst
out; "I can nevér tell you. T must
have another pricst—any priest but
YOII;"

““You are toa sick tn wait,”* Father
Morns ancwered “Put me or any
man out of vour thougits.”

“Lord help me, I'in a lost nan ene
tirely!” “hc old man groaned. *“It
was me, father, that got Mr. dMller's
money," Father Morris neither mov-
ed nor spoke. “It was tlus way, fa-
ther. I was mindiny the baby—Den’
nis® little Hugh-—the afterncon the
moncey. was lost. I fell asleep in the
hammick, and when I woke up he'd
slipped out of the yard into the road.
He came back wlin I called with a
parcel hugged up n his arm. I tuk it
away from him, thinking 'twas some
advertising book, and sent him in to
granny; but when I saw ’twas bank-
notes, and a power of ‘em, I fell back
in hammick wake and all in a cowld
sweat. The notes were old, so I
knew they were good, and I hid 'em
to see what U'd do with 'em. I mis-
doubted something when you came
witlt Mr. Miller, and whent we heerd
that mght that he'd lost money, I
knew I'd got it, though I did not get
a chanst to count it till next day, for
I didn't want the *vomen to know
anything about 1.

vAnd whv did vou not restore it to
its owner at once?'! the priest asked.
“You know petfectly well that you
were committing a mortal sin in
keeping 1t, and that your soul would
be damned if you died before giving
it badk.,” »”

“Y¢s, father, but *twas an awful
temptation!  Here was I past work,
v old, bones murdered wid earning
.this place and trying to put by a bit
for the time when we'd need it—the
women.and me—cverything going out,
nothing coming in, and little Hugh
to be’reared, for his father’s good.
JAnd nobody would ever think of that
baby finding ‘it, and him too young
to know what it was or to remimber
two minutes that he'd had it.”

“Do you mean to tell e that
.you've used anv of that money?” de-
manded Father Morris, sharply.

‘'No, father, that I haven't. The
bundle's just the same as whin I got
it.»

*And you are sorry that you ever
concealed it?"

“That 1 am. I've had no ind of
trouble about it."

“And you will return it at once to
its owner?"

“I can't, fatherr don't ask mel
Think of the disgrace to my family
wid my name and thicf in everybody's
mouth!*

‘UThe wisuey can be returned with-
out your name or any detail. but
bazk it must go, and by your own
wll, or there 1s no hope for you."

+0h, it’s hard, father, mortal hard!
I'd give it up, but there’s reasons 1

can't. I haven’t told you il I'm
too wake to talk anv nore. You'll

have to go away now, Iluiacr, and
I'lt sind for you as my strength comrs
back a little

That force ¢ f mind or body should
over anitnate again that exhausted
figure scemed hopeless. *‘I'ray that
om Lord will give him a little morc
time,” Father Morris enjoined the
women, and slipping nto the church
on his way home he spent a long
hour there in supplication for a soul
in peril. e was roused a little after
midnight that night by the third sum-
mons.

“As quick as you can, father,® the
messenger said.  “He's calling  you,
and he's going fast.”

In his burning anxicty to amihilate
the distance, not to be oo late for
that passing soul, Father Morris ran
all the way. Wlen he reached Pow-
ers' house it was lighted up and fill-
ed with relatives and village iricnds.

** Tis the third time the old man's
sent for his clergy," he overheard one
man murmur to another in'the group
lingering just outside the door '*Sure
he's making a terrible pious end at
lastl™

The sick man:had-his eyes fixed on
the door, all the lile in him sceming

to be in their gaze,
“Jock-the door, fathier," “he said,

weight of helplesstiess in his

withont waste of a word in greetiug,
tand hang something over the key-
hole. Hang something over tho win-
dow, too. Dennis is here spying
about, Dennis knowrs about the mon
ey,” he went on, as Father Morris
sat down at the bedside  “fle was
hiere the day ¥ugh found it and was
loohing out of the window wher I
tuk it from the child, though he never
mistrusted anvtbing ull he heard Mr,
Miller's monev was in such a bundle.
Since then he's threatened cvurything
if I didn't share it with him, savs he
should have 1t by all nights  hecanse
Hugh found 1t But T couldn't somc-
how break into Mr. Miller's moncy,
and just in these fow months Dennis
has made me diaw mne hundred dol-
lars from the biteen hundred I had m
the bank—al!l T had mn the world en-
copt the place here--to hecp hun et
I hnow ‘'twas my own jault he got
the hould on me. and 'm kit swid re-
mumberin' how I've let him rob s
ould mother and s sister.  Twas
thinking how thcy’d manage without
money, and the child to provide for,
and fear of Denms that kept me amet
and hanging on to the package, and
may the Iord forgive me my swss!
You'll send the money back, father—
I've no one to trust wid it~and see-
ret, for the sake of them that's immo-
cent. It's in the cupboard, the third
shelf from the top, under some papers.
This is the key to the cupboard,”
fecbly drawing a bunch of keys from
heneath the bedcovers,  “Quick, now,
father, and then I can make my con-
fession and be forgiven and die in
peace.’’

Needless to exhort Father D -..l ¢~
haste—a glance at his penitent was
cnough — und carcfully separating the
indicated key from the bunch, he
speedily had it in the ward and the
door open, but his heart sank as he
saw the crammed curiosity shop ex-
poied. **The third shelf,” right, and
tunder some papers;” ‘‘but what pa-
pers?" he moaned to himself as he
felt here and there among the old day
books, almanacs and bundles of yel-
low bills and papers and nowhere
came upon the package sought, his
‘heart bursting with the anguish of
delay. Then with the sime anguish,
the sick man rose to & sitting pos-
ture: **Take me over there, father,"
he pleaded; '‘shure I weigh nothing
now, and I 'l get it at once.”

Was there any other? *But I'm
aftaid  you can't bear it,* Father
Mornis said, coming back to the bed.

o'l bear it," the old man said.
“What does it matter now? Lift me
upl E

Cold with the horror of the thing
the young pricst gathered the dead-
anns,
bore it to the cupboard and lheld it
there through an age that old Dan
himself fumbled in vain amongst the
shelf’s collection. "*Ahl™ he breathed
at last, with feeble triumpl, “I  re-
mimber, ‘twas in this I put it,"
drawing out an old bill-book, *‘now
tak~ me back.*

Father Morris felt the collapse of
the old mnan's last spurt of cnergy as
he staggered with, him to the bed,
but life, understandiig the vivid be-

“sceching shone still in the eyes that

that looked at him from the pillow,
and not till the priestly hand was
tifted in blessing and the full confes-
sior made ard the absolution utteted
to its last words did their light fade,
and the faint *“Jesus, mercy!* escape
with the last sobbung breaths.

Whiteficlds was stirred with another
great sensation when Mr.  Miller's
monny, in its onginal package, was
returncd to him by ecxpress, with no
hint of its expericnces—just a type-
written slip accompanying it, “From
a repentant man.” Old discussions of
the mystery were waged anew, but
any truc clucidation of it was as re-
mote as at’first, Nor did the cloud
of suspicion lift from Father Morris.
Not much reference was ahade to him,
put the mostly unexpressed opinion
was New Englaud's own implacabili-
ty: ‘“Twas a mercy, of course, that
he revented stealing the mouey, but
to steat it in the first place. And
just us stexnly as before he was ignor-
ed on all possible occasions,

Ouce Father Morris appealed to his
Bishop to station him clsewhere, ex-
plaining the situation. **You think
sotne other cross would be easier to
carry?" his chief asked.

The young man reddencd ‘‘Perhaps
that, a little,” hc sawd; “but might
not it be better for the parish in
Whiteficlds that its priest should be
unsuspected of fclony?

“That I must determine with such
wisdom as is given to me," the Bish-
op replied, and Father Morris redden-
ed more decply stitl. *There! there!™
the Bishop added, putting & kind hand
on the priest's shoulder, **I do not in
the least  belicve you would really
throw away such a chance for onme
of the little martyrdoms we're” Te-
‘duced to nowadays."

The years wore on, ten, twelve of
them, and still Father Morris  was
stationed in Whitefields, though with
the coming of new industries and,
workpeople into the village and its
_mear vicinity his parish and labors
‘Wwere so grown that there were rums.
ors of o curate to come to his ald
_He had not ceased to feel. his ostra.’
cism by his Protcstent neighbors, He
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lboro It, ot afl cvents, with cheerinl
serenity, and in his own parish he
had accomplished that difficult fcat
of winning in great und cqual degric
the love and loyalty of all classes of
parishtoners e had spent himsell in
their service without stint, and <o
sclf-denying was his hfe, so fervent
lus faith and zcal that his people be-
leved him  far on the road toward
saintliness. One persistent, malignant
enciny he had—Denms Powers, who di-
vined bv what agency Mr  Miller's
money had cscaped lus near grasp.
Dentiis could not let his real gricvance
be suspected, but he never lost an op-
portumty to relate to a newcomer
tiic story of the money's loss and ru-
turn and the Protestant conviction as
to its thuf, he opposed the sullenest
of froate to  the priest’s advanues,
ancered at what he did and said, led
off the weakhngs of the flock uto
tarbulence or wickedness when he could
and was m all ways a luading worker
of ewsl 1 the pansh, He stil made
his mother's home his  headquarters,
much against her will; but in the m-
terval of lis drunken bouts he worked
wore than he had been obliged to do
in his father's lifctime, heiping for
miles about in the rough, heavy labor
that was his forte. So it did not
surprise Father Morris when stopped,
once day thut he was driving sevent or
cight miles from Whitefields, by an
excited Irishman with the news that
a well that was beinyg dug at a house
nearby m the ficlds caved in, to find
that the victim at the bottom was
Dennis Powers.

“II¢ was begging for a priest a
while ago, for tire's no chance for
him, poor fellow! But no priest could
get near lim now. We lowered Tim
Doran part way a while ago, and
they could hear one another, but the
sand's sifted some since then and ye
can't trust it."

uCan I drive over there?'' Father
Morris asked. '

“'¥es, sir, turning in the bar way
yonder.”

“Jump in,
reins,"

A dozen or more ‘neh were gathered
around the well's mouth, paralyzed by
the calamity., “'Is he living still?”
Father Morris asked as he sprang
from the carriage.

"'He was, sir, when I came up, ten
minutes ago, hut the sand's closed
down some.”

s there any hope that he can be
got out alive?"

“None, sir, that I ean see The saud
moves from such a wide space round
that we'll have to rig up some boxing
before we dare strike down a shovel.
fle knows he's got to die”

“H{e wap asking fura pricst2t?

Gyes, sir, and he spoke of you,
sir,"” :

“Can you lower me down 'to the
point where you were?" :

“Indeed, sir, you can't go. The sind
shifts if you breathie, almost. You'd
be going te your death for certain.™

uJt {s mv duty to go if T can, and
I'Il be as carcful as I can, Help-me
to get into the bueket. Keep your
hiand on the rope. Stop when I ‘pull
on it; at the sccond pull, draw me
up. Readyl”

They lowered him with anxious
care, agony n their hearts. At last
there came a pull, then they waited—
waited so long that they knew Deénnis
must be living and that the two were
speaking to cach other, Would they
never stop? And vet the pause was
but five tminutes before the second pult
trembled along the rope. .

“Easy, easyl' Exhorted Tim as the
windlass began' to turny but it had
scarcely made u revolution when “3ly
God!" he cried as the whole earth
about the well scemed to break at
once and be slipping away beneath-
them,

“Jump for your lives, boyst' and
it was by a miracle that the two at
the windlass cscaped  being swept
away into the pit.

How the alarm flew, how the whole
aroused vicinity toiled at rescue need
not be told, for it was all/in vain,
Father Morris had lived his life and
done his work., He and his long-tirce
cnemy and final costly penitent had
a common funcral—the greatest funer-
al, the most sorrowiul yet joyous,
trinmphant [funcral cver known in
Whiteficlds. The Bishop himself eame
to take patt in the offices, and priests
from ncar and far crowded the sanctus
ary. The three Protestant clergymen
of Whiteficlds wete in a front pew,
and scarcely a prowminent lay digni-
tary was missing from the seats aes
served for them. Not even half the
Catholics could get into the uhirch,
and they, with the Protestaat villag-
crs, Jaronged  the cevmet ot too

large for this time! Nn one there iwill
ever forget the arotion when the two
hearses drove slowly 1, the Bishop,
tite double line of priests and the in-
vited gucsts marching at the head of
the long procession following after.

The entire_village joined to erect
the monument to Father Maurice de
Luyster that is the pride and place of
pilgrimage of Holy Souls"Ccmetery
A beautiful  figure of charity crowns
it. One one side of the pedestal one
reads that the memorial is the tribute
of Whitelields; one the other are briel-
ly recited the important facts of his
1{{0 end the storv of his heroic déath,
and below, “Greater love hath no
mon than this." .

The boycott 1s broken, the martyr.
dom . glotioysly ended. — Catholic
World.
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