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2 for my digestion. Ruined my dlg< ation 

while I was in the army, you nee," 
he winked solemnly. 44 By the w;iy,” 
he continued, picking up the silver 
teaspoon from his sauver, “ have you 
any more of these ? They are as neat 
a pattern as I ever saw, and odd, too.
I should like to see the rest of 
dozen, if you have them.”

“ Mother has only eleven,” H:< <1 
Carrie, in her innocence, “ and she 
very proud of thorn ; but I will show 
them to you.”

Thcu she brought the little box with 
the precious table silver —cl■•ven tea
spoons, four tablespoons and an an <•( t 
cream jug—all pure silver, and shin ng 
brightly—and placed them belore I t , 
inquisitive visitor to admire.

lie bad finished his “ light lunch.” 
That is, the pie was demolished and 
tne teapot empty. As the little girl 
handi d him the treasures he an , 
took ihe box to the window, examined 
its contents with a critical eye lor i 
moment, and then, as if in joyful sur
prise, cried :
”1 am right. They are the v< r • 

up -oca ! The very same idem it t| 
spoons that, my friend "lost, when he \ 
a boy I How lucky it is that 1 h.t v.- 
found them at lastl”

With these words, and a very low 
bow, the rascal opened the door and 
slipped a*ay with the spoons and the 
silver cream pitcher down the path 
toward the gate.

For an instant Carrie stood moti< u- 
leiis, then, rushing after him, she 
shrieked :

" Give mo those spoons ! They are 
my mother's spoons, and you are trying 
to steal them 1 You are a thief, a 
thief! Bring them back, bring them !”

The man, however, paid no attention 
to the child's cries, hot r-tn rapidly 
down the path, carrying the box in his 
arms ; and the spoons would have beta 
lost forever if a new party had not 
appeared on the scene.

Old Dan was quietly nibbling the 
g rats near the gateway. Ileariug his 
little mistress' v.iice, he looked up at 
the very instant that the tramp passed. 
What tie saw about the man that dis
turbed him 1 don't know ; hut, erecting 
his head with a hoarse 44 Ban-a-a !” ho 
shot alter him like a cannon ball.

The man turned to receive him and 
defend himself, but the ram struck him 
fairly in front and knocked him, half 
senseless, Hat on his balk, scattering 
the silver in all directions.

For an instant the fellow remained 
sprawling in the dust, then he slowly 
arose, limping and groaning, and with
out a glance at his enemy, began to 
gather up his stoltn spoils.

llo had partly completed his task 
when old Dan, who all this time had 
been watching the proceeding Irotn 
beneath his shaggy eyebrows, shook his 
long beird, and with another tremend
ous 41 Baa-a-a !” dashed at him again, 
and over ho went a second time, his 
treasures Hying from his hands.

And low began a strange 
With cries of rage and pain, the man 
recovered his feet and turned upon the 
ram, kicking and st riking at him furious
ly, while D in, accust -tried to such war
fare from years of experience with the 
boys of the countryside, easily eluded 
him, and in rer,urn butted him to the 
oar»h again and again.

The spoons and cream pitcher were 
knocked hither and thither, as the com
batants struggled, the road was trampled 
into something like a race-course, the 
air was tilled with very bid language, 
very angry 41 baas ” and a great cloud 
of dust.

But after some five minutes, victory 
declared itself upon the side of the 
quidrudor ; and, bruised and bleeding, 
with cl >thes in rags, minus hat and 
shoes, the vanquished man suddenly 
turned away and ran limping down the 
road, leaving his antagonist in lull 
possession of the field and the stolen 
silver.

Old Dan remained motionless, gazing 
after his enemy until he disappeared 
around a distant turn in the road . 
thon, shaking the dust from his coarse 
wool, he gave utterance to a low 
grumble of satisfaction, and, wagging 
his tail, returned to his dinner in Iront 
of the house.

Half an hour later, as Carrie washed 
the coveted spoons and the bright 
little pitcher, and laid them carefully 
away once more, she told her brother 
the story, and how the robber was 
foiled ; and Nod, full of enthusiasm, 
cried :

44 We will not kill Dan at all, for I do 
not believe that father would shoot him 
now for $100.

And the ooy was right. The old 
ram won more than he knew when he 
fought the tramp.—Ex.

OLD DAN. don
circle of friends, 
name associated In
matoly than any other with 
of tho Catholic religion in England du 
inir the nineteenth century. When M 

wanted to illustra'e his co 
to Rome we

—the first of which was to be put into 
the stocks, hands and feet, and receive 
as many lashes on the bare back with a 
cat as might be thought proper ; the 
Horse was for less atrocious crimes, tor 
which the offender was made to stand 

bucket stool and was Hogged on the

“Can't yousaid I much disgusted, 
see a joke when 'ti* under your nose?” 

•* I’ve been carrying my nose In my 
to Mr. O’Rourke's 

came into the

-J, I had no intent to frighten you.'
I was the angry one now. 

nothing of your 
(jreach,” said I ; “I am only sure ol one 
thing, and that is, you did not and 
not frighten me. I have just enough 
money for us to get to Rome, and 
could not make a loan to y»<u or to any 
other were I ever so willing. So there 
the matter rests.”

The word* were barely out of my 
mouth before he rushed at mo.

in y guard, and, thro wing a chair in 
bis way, nearly upset aim; but he re
covered belore f could get at him, and 
in a minute more had me by the collar, 
sbiking the life out of me. I did my 
best to butt him with my head, but 
could not got room ; so I was kicking 
and striking and biting like 
making noise enough to bring the*, house 
d iwn, when the door How open, and in 
rushed Angus, llo never waited a 
ment, but attacked the (Japtain l 
catching his legs very cleverly ; where 
u >on I, g ving a sudden shove, down 

went, all three together, rolling over 
and over among the chairs and under 
the table.

Angus and I were both as strong as 
ponies, and such a fi^ht had no terrors 
lor us; and the Captiin, being a sin ill. 
min, wo were not so ve y unequal ; 
t us it was in a thiico wo had him fia', 
ou his hack, Angus on his two legs and 
1 straddling on his chest, with my 
knoesou his arms, doing my best to gM 
at my French knife, so 1 might cut his 
wicked throat, when in burst Mr. 
O'Rourke, who, catching my hand just 
as I had my knife tree, up-et, us both 
and dragged the Captain to his feet.

“ What’s all this jorrymahoo about, 
yot young savages?” ho shouted ; but 
I could not answer, as 1 was wild to get 
at the Captain again, now I had re
covered my wind ; and a good day's 
work it would have been for me and 
others had I done so. However, Mr. 
O Rourke held mo at arm’s length un oil 
1 quieted down, and, after sending 
away the inn people who were crowding 
through the door, now they saw all 
danger over, I panted out the story.

“ You damned scoundrel!” said Mr. 
O Rourke, though he was a most relig
ious man and almost as good as a priest. 
41 You scoundrel ; faith I’m sorry I 
didn't let this baby finish you ! But 
we'll tan your cowardly hide for this or 

name’s not O'Rourke l 
But look at the creature’s ears!”

andSPANISH JOHN. Farmer Henderson came in from the 
barn one morning with hii hai-ds and 
clothes wet and covered with mud, his 
face red and his eyes Hashing.

»• Ned ! ’ he shouted, as ho entered 
44 Where's Ned ?”

4 I know
intents, Captain

pocket, according 
direction, ever since 
country, and I don’t find > our joke so 
fine that I need take it out,” he re
turned, w th a silly air of conceit which 
angered me mightily.

“ See here, my lino fellow !” said Î, 
stopping short; 44 if you have a mind to 
try any of your Pres ter .John airs with 
me, you had best put your head where 
your nose is, or the one v. i 11 su m be as 
little use to you as the other.”

“Oil, gentlemen, gentleman!” cried 
Luigi at this, much distressed ; *‘ I 
ii iw not 4 ven yet begun my story !”

•• Don’t mind us, Luigi,” said Angus, 
quite cool; ‘goon with y >urstory.

inly getting the laJgh in at the 
I did not mean to ruff you,

. I, v I I |;M III COI 'INM- JOHN M OONICl.L.
HVANimi JOHN, ' WIIKN A 
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Gladstone
teutlon that the convert» 
drawn from the Low Church and u 

the High the name of VNilb* 
to conjure with. W

small of the legs.
Soon after our return from school a 

sent to Father Urbani,

the kitchen.
“ Here I am !” came a cheery voice 

in reply ; and an ins'aat after a bright, 
strong boy of some sixteen years 
entered the old-fashioned country 
kitchen from the adjoining woodshed, 
where he had been cutting potatoes for 
the day's planting. 44 Do you want 
anything ?”

I “I want# to toll you this,” said Mr. 
i lemio-hun, as ho wasited himself at the 
sink, and rubbed his weather-beaten 
l ice with the coarse towel until it was 
even more red than before, 
must bo killed. Just see the state I 
am in, and all from that worthless old 
rascal ! 1 won't have him around an
other d i.y. He's good for mthing but 
to make trouble, and ho must be shot 
belore night !” added the farmer, 
wishfully.

Ned was about to plead for his pet, 
when his little tinter came into the

theh NK i'll". HKOIMKNT lHI.ANIMA. IN THK 
-;|‘A1N OP Kit AT•KKl i VI". OK 

l.Ml IN MAl.V
I II K KINO ov from

force was one
Knew of "the Clapham soot,' and 

the diary of William Wilberloren.
which, if truth were told, h

message was 
giving an account of the crime com 
mittei by Giovinnini McDowell, 
was In duo course called for by the 
Superior, in presence of all my fellow 
c jllegioners, and aoeu-ed. Without 
hesitation I avowed itfy guilt, and was 
thereupon t 11 by the Superior I must 
undergo the punishment of the Mule. 

L’here was a dead silence at this, and 
all looked at mo and waited.

I write this as an old man who has 
lived through a life of action, not with
out his reverses| but as I write 
distinctly recall the wretched misery 
that chilled my blood and turned ray 
h art to witor as the Superior gave his 

No distress I hive ever gone

KY WILLIAM MLKNNAM.
butII.

1740.
How Anya MeDmuht of (Jlanranald 

,ni<l I .*<’ / out I or the. Scut* Colluje in 
Rome ; flute we /<•// in with Mr. 0 Rourke 

,\f in„< l tit' Jew, awl until the lutter 
in l.rfhoni ; huit 

drench, 
ut the I un 

l betel there

diary on
G Udstone seems at time, to have 
died hi» own? Three out ol tbo ft 
son» of the Emancipator were amc 
Home'» recruit» ; and their seen».! 
wa. the more ob»erved lna»much a, i 
remaining lagging brother became 
Bishop in the Ang loan ooumium 
But everybody in the Anglican Chu 

" Low," or was nothing, at 
beginning of the H»t een ury ; 
therein lay the Haw in the Uladwtou 
logic. But for the Oxford moverne 
certainly neither Robert Isaac Will 

Wilborlurce, wh » w 
orders, would,

tic slraiiije co up ni// 
i,v ice re iiresente.il to (it i/iliin 
“ ol the lteijiiiie.ii t Irlu ndtu, 

n,lente, uni t
Wo “Old Danan otter,

of A anal 
after.

In th ? oirly morning, accompanied 1 y 
Mr. O'Rourke, wo mido our way to the 
(Janal, wht re we fourni Manuel awaiting 
us by ' In* boat, soiih wliiit similar to the 

Coche d'Eau by which we had travelled 
to Auxorr with a b uket filled with 
fruit aud the sweetmeats wo must ad 
mirod. Ile I) -gged us not to forget him. 
and seemed so d >wu at parting that we 
could not r*lrain Iro n embracing him, 
though in Mr. O'Roark's presence, who 
behaved very handsomely himself in 
thanking Mmnel, which I thought the 
more of than our own action, a* wo were 
drawn to him and he was not. 
we movol slowly off, waving our adieux 
to the two best friends wo had so far 
mot in our travels.

It must have been M anuel who made 
the difference, for 1 remember but little 
of Pisa or the first part of our j raniey, 

that the open calèche wa* pleasant, 
much taken with

wrong
Shonaidh,” he added, very handsomely, 
for Angus could be quite tbo geutie- 

when ho desired.
“ I know yon didn't,” I returned, 

without offence ; 44 but you shou'dn t 
laugh at me when 1 am trying a joke. 
My temper is short.”

On this we made up without further 
v. irds, and both turned to Luigi, begg
ing him to continue wir.h his tale.

‘•Well, as I was saymg, ’twas in the 
days of Inn c rat the Eleventh, when a 
young Polish friar, ou his way towards 
Rome, was here arrested by two robbers, 
who, alter relieviug hi n of his purse, 
which they found much too light for 

of his comfortable appearance, 
threatened him with torturo unie is he 
revealed where the rest of his mon ay 

lie thereupon owned to 
having some gold pieces in the solas ot 
his shoes, on which they bade him sit 
down and startad to strip his feet. 
Now, he being very powerful, and 
marking the f ivorable positioa of his 
tormentors, seized his opportunity and 
the robbers at the same moment, and 

with so

:
behind,

m in

sentence.
through since has equalled the help! 
despair tint wrung my lonely, miser
able little ht a 11 ai ! stood there trombl 
log in every hmb before my judge. 1 

sick with toe shame and humilia 
tion ; I was indignant at the injustice ; 
I was overcome by my powerfulness, 
but I do uot think I was atrtid.

“ Sir,” said I, when I could speak, 
“I was falsely accused by a coward and 
a liar for his own dirty trick, and I did 
the only thing in my pover to right 
myself. Tf my way was wrong, I aui 

but I will not be tied up and

force nor Henry 
both in Angl' 
inanely speaking, have come into to 
with the Chnrcn of Rome.

Henry Wilberfoico was 
vi^*r whose conversion was immedia 
aided by an influx ol Irish hop picl 
to who n his charity was extended i 
iiig an epidemic ol fever. That del 
his was repaid a th >usaudf >1J, one 
say, by the multitudes of miss 
preached to the exiles of Ireland bj 

—the Father Bertrand Wilberl 
whose loss we now lament.

His funeral took place from 
Dominic in Priory at Woodcheste 
December 17, and his body was bi 
iu the graveyaid where his father 
mother rest.^ Father \ in cent M 
O. P., preached at the luneral Mass 

interesting reminiset

roo n.
” Why, papa, what is the matter ?” 

she cried, running to him in astonish
ment. 44 Did you fall into the creek ?”

44 I might as well,” ho said, half 
laughing. “ Old Dan butted me iuto 
the watering trough 1”

There was a shout of laughter from 
both the children, in which their 
mother joined.

“ Well, Jedediah,” said Mrs. Hen
derson, coming into the kitchen, and 
still shaking with mirth, 44 what could 
you have been thinking about to loc an 
old ram 'most twenty years old, knock 
you into the watering trough ?”

“ But,” explained her husband, 4‘ he 
took mo unawares. I had just filled one 
pail to carry to the barn, and was 
stooping to dip the other, when the 
old rascal came at me like the wind, 
and knocked me completely into the 
water !
before I c raid get out. 
had done mischief. Anyhow, he's only 
a nuisance, and I'll shoot him to night 
when we come back from town, if he's 
on the farm 1”

Two hours later, Mr. aud Mrs. Hen
derson drove away to be absent from 
home until night. As they rattled out 
of the yard Old Din suddenly appeared, 
close to tne gate, and wag ging his 
tail as if in derision, gave utterance 
to a hoarse “Ba-a- !”

The farmer turned, shook his whip at 
the fellow, and cried : "This is 
last day, my boy ;

Ned aud Carrio were the only chil
dren. Leaving Carrie in the house 
alone, atter they had considered awhile 
whether there was any way of averting 
Old Dan's sad fate, Nod shouldered his 
hoe and marched off to his work, plant 
iug potatoes with Bronson, the hired 
rn in, in the “back lot.”

But the little girl of thirteen had no 
thought of being afnid. She had the 
breakfast dishes to wash, some sweeping 
to do. and the dinner to got. all before 
12 o’clock.

Time Hed. The dishes stood in shin
ing rows upon the pantry shelves, the 
broom had performed its work, and 
Carrio was preparing the vegetables to 
be boiled, when there came a faint 
knock at the door. Supposing it to be 
the neighbors, the little girl did not 
rise, but called :

4,Come in.”
The door was slowly opened, and a 

man stepped within.
He wore a long, black coat buttoned 

to his chin, and very threadbare. His 
trousers, too, were black aud shiny, 
and much too short for him. On one 
foot was a boot, while the other was 
graced by a ragged sine. He carried a 
battered silk hat in his hand. * His face 
was long and solemn, but quite red, his 
eyes bleared, his hands very dirty, and 
altogether ho was a queer-looking visi
tor.

At last

sou
sorry,
punished like a soldier or a thief. I am 
a gentleman barn, sir, and I would 
rather die first !” Bat here I had to 
stop, for I could trust my voice no 
longer.

•• Well, well, my lad, wo won't talk 
of any such heroic* as dying yet,” said 
tho Superior, smiling ; whereupon my 
fellows, tatting heart joined in, vowing 
they w.rald rather leave the Collegio 
Romano aud go to the Propaganda than 
submit to such punishments. But the 
only result of their protest was that 
they were packed off to school, as 
usual, and I was kept at home.

After the others w. re g< ne, and I 
alone in my room, I had begun to won
der what was in store in me, when wo id 

brought that the Rector, Father 
Urbani, waited for me. I entered his 
presence with a heavy heart, for a boy 
iu disgrace sees a possible enemy in 
every one ; but that kind old man beck
oned mo to his side, and, instead of 
questions or reproaches, patted ray 
cheek, and, calling mo his 44 caro Gio- 

nini,” asked me it f would not like

hid.

save
and that wo were 
Luigi, our interpreter, who allowed 
neither postilions i or innkoo|>orM to get 
tho upper hand of him or us, and who 

always in good humor. The inns 
were mostly bad, and wo suffered 
cruelly from tlnas, which were nearly 
as many and as hard to get rid of as the 
beggars.

About noon, one day in December, 
we drove into a small town m >st 
utrocgly placed, called Aqua pendente, 
and there, before the d <or of the Tre 
Corone, wo caught sight of Mr. 
O'Rourke, standing head and shoulders 
above the crowd.

Wo wore so overjoyed to see him once 
that wo flow into his arms, and

tuotc some 
and chaiactor suggestions of tin 
parted priest, who, like Ilia eulu 

a brilliant writer as we!
wts brought their heads together 

happy a crack that he rendered 
them senseless. Seeing their state, 
he repeated his experiment with such 
success that he soon put an end to their 
rogueries forever. Rejoicing at h s 
good fortune, he took all their effects, 
piled them ou oue of his horses, and, 
mounted ou the other, made his wav 
into Rome with all the honors of war.

preacher ; n ,
“ The life that has just fled, 

iu its flight has brought us tog 
for a few moments ot common p 
and sympathy, was that of a prea 
Nature and God had fitted hi 
speak the word, to deliver a me> 
to enforce a truth. The very toi 
his voce, bell-like and silver- 
gave him sway over thousands, 
blood of Liberators filled his 

of masters of his mi

He scampered, 1 tell you.
He kuew he

However, wo saw no robb3rs, great or 
small, p3ihaps because were so well 
prepared, though wo went through a 
country full of woods and wild plac« a, 
well fitted for this class of geuiry. We 
c.ratiuuod our j mrney without further 
matter worth mention until, as we drove 
out of a littlo village called Baccano, 
Luigi jumped up in great excitement,

my
more
there was grmt laughing and outcry for 
a few moment*. At length he shook 
himself free and pretended to rate us. 
“Here I Here l You young ruffians ! 
Where are your manners ? Don't you 
seo I am talking to a gentleman, or was, 
until you two Highland catorans fell on 
me!

The tongue 
tongue spoke in his words. He o' 
to the stock from whence he cami 
ho ijved freedom, and that he fel 
self but liait-free and half-eiuda^ 
the sight of slavery. Nor was it 
out influence over his whole life t 
the land be trod again and again 
tireless zeal tho only slavery h 
was the most bitter to him becat 
mott painful to his Master, the * 
of sin. The sight of sin wo gl 
him like a disease. True, he ha 
to see it, emotions to feel it, a h< 
be saddened by it, and boldness 
it. He could not put it from sifi 
yield to it. To have b en blin 
or to have cowed before it h< 
have put an end to those intuitu 

which, in their tnU

he broke out of a sudden ; “ he has them 
as big as tho Prophet’s ass I And to 
think of me being taken in by tho 
animal !” Thereupon ho turned him 
round and bade us mark the way in 
which his ears stuck out from his shaven 
pate, now his wig was knocked off, while and, crying to the postilion to stop, 
ho roared with laughter. fairly shouted in his joy,44 Ecco Roma! ”

But this all went sadly against my And far away in the distance, over the 
grain, as I was all for punishing the rising mists of Luo moruing, wo saw the 
rogue then and there, and I knew Mr. cross of St. Petor twinkling line a star 
O Rourke would soon make this irapes- of gold.
siblo if ho went on with his j -sting. Wo wore all impatience now and 
ilo.vevcr, he pointed out that to such a longed tor no more adventures, but, 
man the disgrace would mean as much despite our longing, it was nearly 
as his punishment, and he would hand evening before wo drove iu by the Por.o 
him over to tho magistrate himself, del Popolo, and black night before we 
“The creature sets up to bo a gentle- passed our b iggages at the Dogana, and 
man, but if wo can get one of his Luigi deposited us in safety at the 
shoulders stamped with a hot iron, as is Scots College, in the via dolle Quattro 
their fashion hereabouts, ’twill take a Fol tarie, 
eighty (Inc coat to cover tnat samo,” 
he explained, much to our satisfaction.
So the innkeeper was called and bidden 
to lock him up securely ; and off marched 
the Captain with his white face, look
ing half dazed, but offering no wurds or 
apology wh itovor.

When we wore alone, Mr. O’Rourke 
burst out, blaming himself for leaving 
me alone with snch a man, calling him
self every name he could lay his tongue 
to for lining taken in with the first 
scoundrel he picked up. 
pretty ass I have made of myself, turn
ing lip my nose at your consorting with 
a poor, harmless Jew, and then to take 
up myself with a picaroon of a captain, 
and perhaps play second fiddle 
hangman ! Job no doubt had me in his 
eye when lie slid that 4 multitude of 
years should teach wisdom ’ (et annorum 
multi udo do3eret sapiential)), but my 
wisdom was a fool to your folly.”

However, after awhile we all cooled 
down, and by the time dinner was on 
tho table were iu our sober senses 
again. Then in comes Luigi, who must 
hear the whole story over, and sets us 
all laughing merrily with his antics, 
feigning to weep when wo told how Mr.
O’Rourke would not let ino slit the 
Captain’s throat ; but when ho hoard 
what wo had done with the scamp, he 
was off in a trice and back as soon, 
dragging tho innkeeper with him and 
bursting with anger. It was soon ex
plained. The Captain had escaped, 
uid Luigi was for haling the innkeeper 
before the judge ; but the poor man 
cried so piteoiuly, and so besought us 
not to undo him, that %ve took coin pas
su n and contented ourselves with

make the most of it!”
to accompany him in his coach and see 
some ot the sights of Rome.

I was so overcome I could not help 
bursting into tears, through which 1 
sobbed : 4* Dear, dear Father Urbani, 
I will go with you anywhere, but I will 
never take a Mule or a Horse !”

“—Now let me see what you have 
learned by your foreign travel,” he 
continui d.

‘•Captain 0reach,” -aid he, turning
lookinto tho gentleman who was 

aud laughing, but who, on being ad 
dressed, at once took an air of atten
tion, “this is Ian—or, in English, John 
—MoDonell of Scottos, of the mature 
sgo of twelve, the scion of an illustrious 
family, whoso ancestors have ruled in 
Kuoidarfc and parts artj tcenb from the 
days of Noah downwards.

“And this,” ho said, waving his hand 
towards Angus, “is Mr. Angus Mc
Donald of Clauranald, who confesses to 

whoso name is known

g on
“ My dear Giovanni ni,” said he,

“ tho only llor.ses we will think about 
aro those for the shafts of our coach. 
Be ready after the siesta, and let me 
see a more smiling face when next you 
meet me.”

So take me he did, and was so sum
ptuously received at all the groat 
houses he visited—and I as well—that 
I soon forgot my terrors.

Father Urbani was a gentleman of 
birth, connected with many of the 
highest families, and whatever his real 
name was, he well deserved that of his 
profession, far no one could be more 
• rbane than he, aud his softness of 

always brought my dear father 
before me. lie was full of drolleries, 
too, for, when we visited St. Peter’s he 
told me of the German in Rome who 
had never seen tho church, though he 
had s tarte i several tinns with that in 
view, but always found the suu too hot 
and the taverns too cool for the long 
walk, and so kept out of the one and in 
tho other until his day wa* done before 
his pilgrimage was accomnlished. At 
length, on being rallied by his friends, 
he niide a great effort and passed safely 
by his dangers, saw the greifc church, 
and returned 
41 But,” says ho, “ I think it strange 
that they should put St. 
horseback before the high altar !”—a 
speech which mightily piqued the curi
osity of his friends, until they dis
covered he had been no farther than 
the loggia, and had taken the statue of 
tho Roman Emperor Constantine for 
that of the Saint.

On the third day of 
went into tho Church of the Santi 
Apostoli, and there Father Urbani 
drew my attention to a mau kneeling in 
prayer before a tomb near the high 
altar. Though 1 saw nothing more 
than a dark velvet coat, the soles of 
his shoes, and part of his powdered 
head, I asked, with a sudden curiosity, 
who it might bo.

44 His enemio* call him The Pre-

battle.

energies 
strength, he owed to the roc 
whence ho was hewn ’ Add to 

manly selt-forgettulia certa u 
disregard for the comforts ot 
lack of solicitude for torn )rr« w 
viction that lilo is a duty rachoi 
pastime, aud it will be sees tlial 
Pad made him as it had made : 
ot hi» name, fitted in life aud 
to apeak the truth between ir
m3" Nor had God long delayed 
His gift» to tbo.e Ol nature. A 
he received tho priceless 1 
laith. lie used to look on the 
spent outside the Ciiureh with 
ot fear for all the ill that II 
wrought in him, and of «rut't 
all the good God had wrought 
them. Reception iuto the true 

to him the breaking ol 
passing from a storm swept sea 
safety and rest of a harbor, the 
of day after weary 
Later on in life he was given II 
ing privilege of the pviestho 
his wholeheartedne >a would 
the honor by itself. -- 
virtue» rather than the puw 
priest. Having received one 
sought God for the other, . 
Giver ol both, in a iswor to hi 
sent him the call to a life of 1 
sell sacrifice, lie came from to< 
the cloister to barn; in God - 

the world
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fourteen year 4,
with distinction in 'he Highlands, and 
with fear through tho countries toward*

Hoir, out of a school boy * «/itttrrei, it 
Hint I kissed the hands of llis

Majesty, James III. ; Hint / met with 
II. R. H. the Prince of Wales ami other 
com i ni ii y, both high and bar, untit, from 
one thing to another, I took leave of my 
Rooks to follow the Dr inn.

tho south.
** Fboy are traveling to Rome, there 

to complete their studies in the Scots 
College, and may afterwards enter into 
competition for tho higher offices in tho 
gift of llis Holiness, provided secular 
callings have not a greater charm. I 
have enjoyed the honour of travelling in 
their company, and can answer for their 
priiKvplo*, but not always for thoir 
discretion. . . .” And ■» > on, wit.n 
much more of his Irish balderdash, with
out sen40. or meaning, until Captain 
Creach, who was a small, genteol- 
appeaving man, with a very white face, 
dressed in a habit, half civil, half mil - 

try, cut him short aud t>h<> >k hands 
with us, stying he vas sure we would 
prove a credit to our names wherever 
we might go, though he would be sorry 
to soe two such line lads hiding their 
figures in black petticoats a senti
ment which warmed me to him at once ; 
and when I learned he had actually 
been in tho Regiment Irlandia, my de
light knew no bound* I questioned 
him at once, but found he did not re
member my Uncle Scottos he was too 
young for that - though he knew his 
natrt • well, which did not astonish me.

No sooner was our arrival announced 
than we were ushered into the recep
tion-room, where, in a moment, the 
Reelor, Father Urbani, came to moot 
us, giving us such a welcome that our 
hearts warmed to him at once.

Ho knew all about our people, and, 
indeed, had a knowledge of tho families 
as if he had been brought up iu the 
Highlands ; he enquired after one in 
turn, asking for news of good Father 
limes of Paris, and Bishop Hay of 
Edinburgh, both old friends ot his. 
Nor did he forget oven Luigi, but 
thanked him handsomely and paid him 
well for his care, bidding him return 
the next day to take his farewell of

“’Tis a

I
to the

“Is your ma at home, miss?” said he, 
in a half whine, as he glanced sharply 
ab rat the room.

No, sir,” replied Carrie, wondering 
why he a<ked ; “she has gone to Undcr- 

you wish to see her ?”

hours o
: of satisfaction.full

Peter on hill. Did Ho cot“Oh, no,” the man replied, “I only 
asked out of politeness you know,” and 
lie smiled solemnly on the littlo girl and 
winked one eye. “No, l came on busi-When ho bide us good-night ho said 

to mo . 44 You will be tho y.rangent 
boy iu tho College, and you have a face 
worthy of your holy na ne, John ; but I 
shall call you Little Ji.ho, Giovannini.” 
Aud by that name it was that 1 went 
when 1 was in Rome.

We were given a room together, and 
I, remembering my father’s word, 
looked at tho walls noir the bed*, but 
could find no 44 Sir Patrick Spens,” 
and so knew it was not his room, but 
resolved to ask the Rector tho next 

ordering our cal tv he and starting again day.
on our journey, Mr. O'Rourke promis- Then began our regular round ol 
ing to see us in U une. work. The Rector engaged a private

We arrived at Viterbo through a lino tutor to instruct us in Latin and 
stretch of country, more e pocially Italian, and before the winter was over 
about the Lake of Bolsena, but passed we were deemed reidy to go to the 
through no towns of importance. Wo sclnxds taught by the Jesuits in the 
had heard snch tales of robbers that we Collegio Romano ; for there w*as no 

'.iu after a here determined to bettor provide for teaching in the Scots College, only the 
our personal safety ; so wo sot ont fro n learning our tasks and subnission to 
the inn, and, with the help of Luigi, the discipline imposed, 
found an armourer, with whom wo bar- it was not long before we welcomed 
gained for a pair of pistols, and had Mr. O'Rourko again, for ho was now at 
them at a fair price. He had some tho Propaganda, and 
good blades as well, and, now we had where ho gained much credit for us by 
begun to have a hankering for weapons, publishing the st >ry of our adventure 
l desired one greatly, but was dis- with the Captain, which lost nothing, I 
su\dod by Luigi, who pointed out they can answer, in the telling, 
were much too long for mo to carry, At tho Roman College we met with 
and, further, that for young gentlemen lads from all parts of the world, and I 
going to college we had weapons enough made such progress before tho year was 
and to spare. out that \ was put into a higher class,

About a mile from the town we came and there, unfortunately, fell foul of a 
on a hill so steep wo wore forced to fellow in a way that nearly put an end 
dismount and climb on foot. “ At tho to ray studies.
top wo will find a guard of archers,” This was a swarthy Maronite, from 
said Luigi, “who have been there over near Mount Libanis, who attempted to 
since the days of Innocent theEleventh.” palm off a dirty trick on me in school 

“Not tho same ones, surely ?” said f, hours, 
quizzing him, after the manner of Mr. 

who O'Rourke.
44 I don't doubt it,” he returned, 

gravely ; “ most of thorn aro old and 
useless enough to have been since the 
days of Nero. But that is not my 
point ; that is in tho story, if you can 
find it.”

44 Go on with your tale, Luigi ; ho
knows nothing of history,” said Angus, vogue iu the Collegio Romano, styled, 

“History, indeed, you dunderhead 1” respectively, the Mule and the Horse

ness with your pa— 
businessl S’pose he 
uot. ?”

“ No, sir ; he wont to town with 
mother,” sai i ^Carrie.

44 Now, that’s too bad 1“ exclaimed the 
vi*itor, as he seated himsell; “and I’ve 
come so far to see him. Bat

particular, 
j's around,

urgent 
is he

our travels we
he was sent back to 
as one who being in the worl 
of it was thereby fitted to li 
wtrds with himself nearer 

the last gift ol al 
up thy cross ; and follow Me. 
an invita ion from Hi n from 

refuse to learn tl

Wo sportt. tho morning merrily, f pav
ing for a bottle of wine for him and Mr. 
O’Rourke, and Angus and I readily 
agreed t > wait over the day that wo 
might euj iy their company, as tho Cap
tain was on his way north and Mr, 
O’Rnirke was nut yet ready for Rome. 
Luigi we sent off to enjoy himsell after 
bis own fa-ihiun.

Whilst the dinner was preparing, 
■\ nuns and Mr O'Rourke sot off to see

perhaps
tr br ither or sister would do as well.”
‘I haven't any sister,” said the little 

hostess, laughing, “and my brother's 
over in tho back lot, He’ll bo in by- 
aud by, though, if he'll do.”

“Well, I don’t

Then cameyoi

They who are faithful in visiting the 
Blessed Sacrament as often as they can 
know, from their own experience, that 
there is no more sure aud easy means 
for obtaining from our Lord Jesus Christ 
everything we want, provided that wo 
ask Him for it with a reverer.t con li 
dence, both in the general assembly of 
the faithful, and also especially at 
certain hours of tho day when He is 
most seldom visited, or by very few 
persons ; but for this we must when wo 
approach Him in the church be filled 
with reverence, gratitude, confidence 
and love.

could not 
wisdom at its purest sonr 
though for a moment, per' 
fissh within shrank at the sig 
lay before him in the wal 
Crucified, never did his tr 

aside from the suII

hardly believe he will 
after all,” said tho man, shaking 
head thoughtfully, “and f can't wait to 
day, anyhow; I hain’t the time. But I’m 
terribly hungry. If I could I'd stay to 
dinner, miss. However, under tho cir
cumstances, perhaps you had better give 
mo a light lunch before 1 go ; a piece 
of pie, a cup of tea, and a little cold 
meat, or something of that sort.”

“ Oh, certainly ; only I can’t give 
you the meat, for we haven’t it in the 
house,” said Carrie, rising ; “ but I 
will find something.” And she brought 
from the pantry a whole apple pie, 
which she placed before him with a 
knife and fork.

“ If you’ll help yourself, I'll have 
the tea ready in three minutes.”

“ All right, my dear,” said the man, 
seizing the knife and drawing the pie 
toward him. “ I will act upon your 
advice. Tho last time I took dinner 
with General Grant,” he continued, as 
he cut a great piece to eat, “he said to 
me, 4 Governor, governor, said tie, 
never disregard a lady’s advice,’ and I 
have always remembered what 
said,” and he chuckled merrily, and 
nodded his head at the delicious look
ing p \stry before him.

Carrie wondered a little ab the table 
manners of the man who had dined with 
Grant, but she steeped his tea, flavored 
it with rich cream and sugar, and 
passed it to him.

“ I am not much of a hand for tea,” 
said the man, as he drained the cup, 
“ but my doctor says I must drink it

tender, his friend*, the Chevalier de 
8:. George, but many hold he is 
properly styled 1 its Majesty, James 
Third of England,” said Father Urbani 
quietly, but very dryly ; at which my 
heart broke into a rapid tattoo of 
loyalty in honor of tho House whose 
fortunes my family had always followed, 
and for whose sake my Uncle Scottos 
had sacri Iced himself.

We were for withdrawing quietly, 
and hid almost reached the door, when 
the King finished his devotions and 
came slowly down tho church—a thin, 
dark-visaged man, very grave and sad- 
looking, I thought, but his carriage 
was noble, and the broad riband on his 
brea*t looking in keeping, lie stopped 
when he reached us and spoke to 
Father Urbani, who, to my surprise, 
did not seem at all put out, and made 
no greater reverence to the King than 
he would to any noble of high rank, 
answering him in his soft, quiet voice, 
as though speaking to an ordinary man. 
I only remembered this afterwards, 

Not bains allowed to speak wh™ tolling Angus of the meeting, 
then, I bided my time until the boll At the time I stood like one enchanted, 
rang, when I made for the door, and dovol,rluS tho K"‘« “>y eyes,
the moment he came out gave him a At last he noticed my absorption, 
boy's puni*hment, swelling his upper an(* said, still in Italian. “ Ah 1 an 
lip aud sending him off holding his nose, English lad, I see?” 
which was blooding. All my fellows “ No, Your Majesty,” I made bold 
wore rej >iced at the outcome, and pro- to answer, 44 a Highlander.” At 
raised me thoir support. which ho smiled, gravely, and hold out

Now there were two punishments in his hand, which I knelt and kissed with
my heart on my lips.

his
the

will turn 
toil and patience that, in tn 
St. James, aro so needed for 
speak to sinful men of their s 

“ It is now many years aim 
him. He looked 

of death. Inde<

the fall vf water near by, but I re 
maim I in the upper room * itli my 
Iriend, as 1 had much > ot. to inquire con
cerning tho Regiment. 
lifccUt lie seemed to grow weary of my 
mention in.;, and su Mealy, without any 

if J had
cuno upon

introduction, asked uie a messenger 
his life something less pa 

And there were 
brotl

any
by

'1 Yes,” 1 am- * red, honestly enough. 
“Well, then, i'!l have t > accept a 

” ho said, carelessly, as 
had been long discussing I he mat-

Biovny
death.
have seen them, my 
under the weight of pain bis 
ancy flickered low. There 
too, when he thought he 
live, when he would have be 
die. But there never was a 
moment that we, his brot 

when ho was ready tc 
condition of not toilic 

On:e his disease was at. f 
that both sight and heaving 
away, and ho was left to tin 
his own thoughts, which ht 
untiring m raologues with 
he was thinking of and sp< 
God was made known in a 

to him in kindi

there and olse-

Mon of vulgar minds always pay 
greater tribute to money than they do 
to talent.

“I’m sorry Î cannot oblige you, sir,” 
‘ri ing from my place and bo-said I,

g.nuing to walk up and down, feeling 
mighty uncomfortable.

“Gome, come, my lad,” said he, in a 
voice ho tried to make very friendly, 
“we soldiers have our ups and downs, 
and always help each other. Your Uncle 
Scottos would be proud to help a brother 
officer.”

“That mav be, sir, but, according to 
yonr own showing, 
honour to know my Uncle Scottos, 
is not. hero to answer for himself.”

No Breakfast Table 
complete without

EPPS’S
An admirable food, with all 
its natural qualities intact, 
fitted to build up and maintain 
robust health, and to resist 
winter’s extreme cold

heoil never had they
very near 
pathy, to whdtn he wrote......... B VBMVUa. vw.w It is

a valuable diet for children-“Yon little puppy 1" ho roared. “Do 
yon know nothing of what should be 
between gentlemen ?”

Ho saw by my face he had made a 
mistake, and at" once wont on a now 
tack. “But there, there I —you must 
pardon my heat. I am only a rough 
soldier and slow to take a jest. Belelve

COCOA
The Most Nutritious 

and economical.TO BE CONTINUED.
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