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THE LITTLE BROTHER

The haciends was s dark continent
fixed in » ses of pearl, s vast, flustuating
ocesn of moonlight that flooded the
plain up to the very walls of the silent
dwelling. Oa sn outlying isle of shadow
Senorits Ross was saying s briel good
night to Pnilip Northcott from . her
unocle’s great ranch in the valley.

She lingered but s moment ; her years
of Eastern schooling snd of Earopean
travel had :not divorced her from the
decorous customs of her mothers.
Northoott, to put it mildly, liked this

He was glad that the sophisti-
cation which made her desirable, snd
indeed, possible to him, had nelther
given her her charm nor could take it
sway. She was North and Kast and
West to him, and all that made the
Southwest bearable.

“ Good night,” he said, because he
must.

# Yes,” she snswered playfully, “a
sod beautiful night.”

They looked at the fireflies that
streamed across the dark ar
low house. The insacts were invisible
in the outside brightness, but there
the bslustrade snd the water jars
showed faintly in their glow.

“ They're floating stars,” Ohiquits
said ; snd her white flogers twinkled,
mocking their undulating flight.

“ Yes, Chiquits, my star,” he whis-
pered, 8ollyiog, delaying.

¢ Ohiquita, thy cricket,” she proved
him ligatly. * Hear the crickets, my
litsle sisters, how they sing.” Present-
ly she added gravely : * There is no
mausic that voices our mortality so well
as that sweet, hopeless, all-night ory.
It is the voice of the dust—oer dust.”’

Northeott stirred in vague dissatis-
faction.

« 1 am tired of earthlings and earthli-
ness,” he said, * all day long at the
ranch I weary of it. Oat of sunshine
and dust storm alike they swarm about
me—men of the earth, earthy. Chinks,
greasers, or cowboys, they are dusty sll;
browner than the alkali, dust on their
sombreros. Chiquits, [ am sick to death
of all the South—save you.”

« Greasers.” Ohiquita said the vﬁrd
slowly, with ineffable softness and with
absolutely no suggestion of reproach.

“ Chiquita,” he cried, *you are &
Castilian.”

« | am thy cricket ; the lonely night
flies are my sisters. Are not the dasty
greasers and cowboy your little brothers
Senor Norvheott ?”

“ No," Pnilip Northeott gently bred
gentieman that he was, answered some-
what cartly, * No. Bisnco here is my

. only brotner.” And turaing he called
into the shadow : * Come old fellow.”

A magatficent collie, slender and per-
feccly formed, but like & heavy plume
for snowy whiteness, rose snd came at
the words. He bridled the collar of
golden fawn about his throat, and
swayed his tail from side toside. His
feet were set lightly on the moonlit soil
as though ready to move st the man's
command, but his head was proudly held,
and his eyes alert.

The girl psused as she moved house-
ward.

+ Are there, then, no men worthy to
be your friends in the valley 2 What
of—Manuel ?"

She hesitated before speaking the
name, and lingered on the sound of it
when she did so.

« Which Manuel 2" jested Northcott.
% There are probably as many as ten or
fifteen of the name of Manuel.”

From yet a little further off Chiquits
answered :

“Why, the dark-eyed, broad-shoul-
dered Manuel; the very young Manuel,
with the soft, low voice.”

« That describes accurately any one
of the fiteen,” laughed Northeott.
“ No, Blanco is their better. Good-
night, my star.”

Oae of the many Manuels presented
himself at the superintendent’s desk
pext morning at 8 somewhat inauspici-
ous moment, Senor Northcott was lost
in thought of the Senorita Rosas; but,
then, there were few moments of the
day when he was not. * How ingenuous
she is!” he was thinking, “ How in-
nocently she said * thy cricket ’ when
she would have repudiated the posses-
sion flercely enough had 1 presumed to

"

« Senor Northeott.” The very young,
soft voiced, and somber-eyed Manuel
stood erect and dusty before his super-
jor. He spread his sensitive fingers
deprecating upon the sombrero he

lasped to his b t. * Senor North-
cott,” he said.

“ And yet, Chiquits,” the other wan
thinking, “is ss clever as she is in-
genuous.”

“ Whaat now 2"

asked Northcott, turn-

.

“1 am Manuel,” answered the young
Mexican. “ I am to be sent out to-
morrow to the lower mesa with & lot of
sheep—especially chosen ones ; super-
fine.”

“ Yes 2"

« Yon have heard, senor, of the
rumored panther of the terrible moun-
tain lion that has been driven to prey
upon us by this long-continued drought
and famine ?”

“Tho man-eater, as they call him ?
Why, yes, I have heard of him. And
are you afraid, Manuel, of being eaten?”

“No,” replied the other, without the
rancor a suspicuous nature would have
shown. * It is from discretion, and not
from fear, that I speak. I may be taken
unaware, being alone with the sheep
when all my thought must be for them,
Two men are better than one in such &
case. May I take Bianco with me "

« Bianco ! cried Philip Northeott,
startled from his indifference. “ Why,
Bianco belongs to me.”

“ Yes, senor, for some months you
have been his master, and he has been
your dog. Before that, I had the care
of the collies, and Blanco was my com-
panion, my brother. I have known him,
in fact, since he was 8 child.”

Bianco rose from where he sat, un-
furled his plume, bridled his ruff, shook
ont his frills, and stood light-footed be-

" fore them., His attitude was impartial,
- attentive, and his golden eyes beamed
love upon both his brothers. The very
young Manuel clenched his hand to

vances towards friendship on your
srrival.”

Northoott was both surprised snd
smused.

I have not noticed,” he replied.

“ Yes,” said the other, 1 did many
little kindnesses and courtesies to win
yon to be my friend.”

» Well, I had no particalar need of
friends then—snd since—I have had
Blanco. He is » splecdid fellow, sud
certainly does credit to your training.”

“Yes, yeo!"’ eqerli. ¢ I trained him
all in sll. Now may Lnot take him for
» while ?”

The superintendent's mood changed.

« Msnuel,” he remsrked, * It is time
for us both to be sbout our business
I want Bianco. You must take snothed
dog, sud train him to your needs, Good

Yo

The Mexican dropped his hat from
his bosom, and straightened his bosom,
snd straightened his shoulders as he
turned toward the door.

“ Stay here, Bisnco,” ssid Northeott,
in s low tone to the collie, which was
moving restlessly.

And the dug went no {arther than the
door sill, though he sat there for » long
time looking out into the sunshine.

After the obstrusive Manuel was
goue, the superintendent found that he
obtruded still in memory. His glance,
his bearing, the musical monotone of his
voice, were continuslly present in the
other's thought. Could this be the
Manuel, he wondered, of whom Chiquits
had spoken the night betore ; st first
with reluctance, then with growing en-
thusiasm ?

He pusbed his own work and that of
others with avidity that dsy. Philip
Northoott was nou the msn to slight &
duty, come what might. Early atter-
noon found bhim with time firee snd
hesvy upon his hands. The day was
hot, even as days went in that furnace
of sun flame. The cflices and bunk
houses were deserted, snd most of the
corrals empty, the drought having
driven sheep and shepherds to the lower

mesa.

Scrolling idly, with Bianco at his heels
Northoott decided to walk toward the
Needle Rocks in the Upper Canon, &
place geaerally conceded to be the most
desolate in the whole barien prospect.
The only man he saw as he went was
the Manuel of the morning interview.
The young shepherd was busying him-
self about the flock with which he was
to fare forth upon the morrow.

At the moment when Northcott came
upon him, Bianco bhad bounded forward
in joy at sight of the flock and Manuel.
Northcott did not see their greeting,
but he did see Manuel begin to put the
dog through the movements he bad
taught him with such painstaking,
months before, and in which the splen-
did snirsl bad had so little practice of
late. The superintendent paused to
watoh them, not wholly pleased.

Munuel’s directions to the collie were
in soft-spoken Span:sh, caresses rather
than commands.

»Go to the head!” he said, snd Bi-
anco plonged forward ; or * Back and
follow I” snd the graceful collie obeyed
at the ‘word. He curveted and leaped
about the snowy ewes in pleasure that
was beautiful to see.

As he spied Northcott’s spproach, he
stood silent and saddened. Acthe word
however, he iollowed him again. There
was something he loved, but did not
understand in chis man, He served un-
hesitatingly the voice of either master,
for such was his store of faithfulness
that he could serve two who lived as
truly as he could one.

M.anuel was troubled. He walked to
the edge of the corral, and called after
the two with a tremor of some emotion in
his tone.

« Senor Northcott,” he said, “‘are you
walking tothe Valley of Dry Bones 2"

« Phat sandy hollow between the
Needle Rocks ? Yes, I was making that
way.”’

Do not I beg of you |” cried Manuel
earnestly. “R ber the th
that cruel, creeping beast.”

Northeott laughed.

“ You are too solicitcus, my man.
Even if that beast exists outside of your
imagination, it will hardly venture so
near to the houses in the broad day-
light.”

“ Heed me,” insisted Manuel, in &
lowered voice. * She has been seen
there. She is s mother, and she is
crazed for drink and food since the
drying up of the waters. Her daring is
probably beyond our conception.”

* Stay close, then,” answered the
other. *I think that she, like many an-
other terror, is upon the'tracks only of
those who fear her.”

Northcott strolled on, and the young
shepherd went back to his duties. He
had chosen no other collie for a com-
psoion, and now, a8 he worked, his
shoulders convuleed occasionally as with
fear or loneliness, and more than once
he muttered the name of Bianco.

Northoott sat down in the Valley of
Dry Bones when he reached it. He
leaned against the base of one of the
pinnacles of rock, and looked out across
the little shaded hollow into the inter-
minable sunlit plain beyond. The burn-
ing; golden light of afternoon fairly
swamped the scene ; and by its intens-
ity brought forth its complimentary
color to relieve it here and there. Blue,
deep ultramarine, and violet-blue lay in
pools of shadow among the rocks, and
danced in a mirage on the distant hor-
izon.

The man gazed at the riot of color till
he was dazed, then brought his glance
down to things near at hand, to heaps of
bleached bones from an old slaughter
pen which had stood upon the spot, and
to some bits of crumbling wood beside
him. One heap still kept a semblance
of form ; some faithful buoro had shaken
off its last burden there, and laid down
to rise no more. Northeott turned from
the sight with & sigh.

« Poor faitbful friend!” he thought.
% They are our‘brothers, as she said;
brothers of a sharp, short day.”

Tarning he was brought face to face
with the dog that sat upright at his side.

« Good Bianco !” he sald impulsively;
and Bianco answered by lifting his paw
courteously, and laying it upon his
master’s knee.

4

keep it from reaching out in &
He smiled a sweet but Yorced smile at
Northoott.

% [ have wanted for a long time to be
your triend,'Senior Northeott, because
you loved Bianco. I made many ad-

Had Bi been a dog of a different
breed and temper, he would have sensed
then, before the man did, what was to
happen to disturb their tranquility ; but
he was a friend of shepherds and of
gentle sheep—a dog of peace.

As Northoott zaised his eyes after »
momen$ from the. eollie’s face, he saw &
sight that paralysed him with terror.
Over their hesds some fifteen feet [n air,
on s plonacle of rook-orouched the great
panther that had for & week terrorized
the ranchmen by its dering.

Io the moment Northoott reslized his
peril to the full. He was absolutely
helpless, without weapon of sny o
He noted the snimsl's poise, the rhyth-
mic swing of the shoulders, the set of
the merciless jaw, the satisfaction in the
eye of the monster cat that marked him
ss her own. He saw that he had one
moment for strategy,and only one. One
more ocrouching swing, one more oscille-
tion of the burning eyes, and that last
ohance was gone.’

What Northeott did then, he did
without further peuse for thought.
Lesning from where he sat he chose 8
piece of the crumbling wood by his side.
and balanced it in his hand.

Fixing the unsuspecting eyes of the
collie with & masterful glance, * Bisn-
co,” he said.

Bianco stood st attention, loyslly
ready for work or plsy, whichever it
might be.

“ Get it 1” Northoott cried, in s low,
tense tone, and tossed the bit of wood
from bim to the open.

Bisnco went sfter it like s flash. He
bad retrieved for Northoott before in
en id'e hour, The movement distracted
the panther's gaze, a8 the man meant
that it should. She settled lower on
her hsunches for & mnew sighting and
snother sim ; she was famished, and in-
different to the sort of prey.

The dog had caught the fragment in
his teeth, sod turned.

«wStand!” Northcott commsnded.
“Stay where you srel” He knew he
must keep the dog in the open till he
could shrink to the deeper cover him-
self. He would try tactics of trsining,
pew to him but familiar to the dog ; the
shepherd’'s calls. * Put it down 1” he
commanded. *To the head!
foot mow ! Now to the hesd !”

Bianco took to the game as 8 child
might have done, proud to show that be
too, could fancy s bit of wood to bes
naughty lamb.

As Northcott spoke guardedly, he
moved, silently snd more quickly than
it osn be told—and so gained the trail
in the shelter of a shoulder of the rock.
From that vantage point, he turned to
look at Bisnco, scapegoat that he was,
dancing faithful snd gsy upon the
shining sand, and at the peril on the
pionscle above.

Even as he looked, he saw the panther
lsunch into the sir with & birdlike
swoop, her great claws spread.

Then, when it was too late, herealized
in a frenzy of re the despicabl
thing that he had done ; the craven
thing that he had done voluatarily, be-
cause at the moment when the chance
of choice befell, his better self had not
held sway.

« Bianco !” he cried, and rushed for-
ward.

The fated dog cowered to earth, and
did not heed.

The sharp report of s gun reverber-
sted smong the rocks. From midway in
air, the panther hurlled heavily to the

To the

ground, a dying borror that had been a |.

living mensce. It missed its prey by s
few feet, and lay pawing the air in the
agony of its desth wound.

Northoott saw then that a man st ood
between the two animals, It was Man-
uel, who, reversing his gun, leaped upon
the lion and clubbed it, while its flanks
heaved and its jaws stiffened in death.

When it was over, he stoo and wiped
his brow, and seemed not to heed at first,
Bianco, who was bowing before him in
adoration. But when the dog's nose
touched his hand, the Mexican fell upon
the sand snd buried his face in the
faithful white breast.

It was some time
presumed to venture nesr and spesk.
When he did, he took off his hat, and
said in a broken voice:

« Manuel, I desire to ask pardon, to
make some sort of reparation for the
thing I have just done.”

The younger man looked at him, bat
tarned agsain to the dog.

+ Manuel, I am a craven and & coward
—TI'confess it.” Then yet more halting-
ly: “ A worse dog than Bianco wounld
make a better friend, 1 know ; but I
want your friendship. I want you to
want mine.”

+1 cannot withhold my friendship
from the lowest,” the boy replied grave-
ly. “Many a worse dog enjoys it.”

They turned to leave the place to-
gether presently.

« Oome, Bianco,” said Manuel, and
his ownership was undisputed by any of
the three.

Northeott looked at the young Mexi-
can a8 they walked silently side by side.
His tread was regal, his mien gentle,
and his beauty shone forth through the
dust of conflict and through his servile

before Northeott

arb.
P When they parted a little later, he
proved that he could give royally the
roysl gift oflove. At the corral he held
out his hand.

« Senor Northeott,” he said, “ag I
told you this morning, 1 have long want-
ed your friendship. Could you like me
for a friend, do you think . Jid

“Oh, for a brother!” oried North-
cott. * For a dear brother "

“ Then,” laughed the boy, * ride with
me this evening to my own house—a
place up the valley called * The Fig
Tree.” Ohiquita will be glad, 1 think,
to see us come in together.”

« Chiquita ?” Al the love, and long-
ing, and uncertainty that the day had
held welled in that name. “ Ohiquita,
do you say ?”

“] am,” said the other,
uel Placide Jose!Rosas, more honored in
being the brother of Chiquita than in
snything else.”

“ Rosas,” said Northcott, compre-
hending but slowly, “ Manuel Rosas.
So you are the owner of this ranch—of
the whole valley, in fact : i

“ No,” snswered Manuel, *the heir
only, the owner to be in case my good
and old uncle wills it so. I am now, at
his wish, learning the business from the
—what do you say ?—from the dust up.
Will you ride with me, then, to-night up
to my house ?”

“ Rosas I cried Northoott impulsive-
iy. *Iam 80 placed that I can sue for
Chiquita’s favor, which is my life,
through you—and ion alone., I will sue
for that favor, humbly confessing my un-
worthiness to day snd your generosity.
Take me to her at once.”

slowly, “Man-

Blsnco bad believed before that all
men were brothers, but sowething in
that sunset scene confirmed his faith ;
sud he kissed first the hand of one snd
then of the other of his masster.—FLAVIA
Rossgr in Ainslee's.

e

HIS LAST MISSION

e

Rev. Richard W, Alexander in the Missionary

All day long, the heavy train rolled
westward under the August pky. The
sun beat down flercely, snd the pas-
sengers counted the hours until they
sbould resch the “Golden Gate.” Over
the flat prairies, over the mountains,

rest. I will explain more of it to you
Iater It you are not . We Oatho-
lies love our beads; sud we lay these
prayers ss s orown of roses st the
Throne in Hesven, being sssured that
where the Son of God is King His
Mother is Queen. Not one jot or tittle
of honor do we take from the Almighty.
We praise Him for the noble, splendid,
tender gitt of His Mother to us. She
i s Wordsworth says:

“Our tainted nature's solitary boast.”

Here Father Doyle paused. The lady
looked thoughtful. A new expression
was on her face, the dawning of grace.
She took the well-worn rosary from the
priest’s tl;sndu. held‘ it for s moment, and

through towns and oitles, with p
st the quaint Spsnish stations, south
through the Sante Fe route until the
wGreat Divide” was reached, and the
train plunged into the mission-country,
the land of the old Franciscan padres.
Some days back the angels were
watohing » scene in one of the parlor

cars on this particular train. A young'

woman was travelling alo She was
refined in appesrance, evidently intelli-
gent snd educated. There was not
much to interest her when she threw
aside her novel, but it happened on one
weary, long dey her eyes fell on s
fell P ger, gul had re.
He was » man of splendid bulld and
handsome appesrance, who was seated
some distance off in oae of the chairs,
His head rested on the back of the
ohair, sud bis eyes were closed. His
face wes strikingly pesceful, but there
was a pallor on it, snd lines were vis-
ible on the high brow and around the
mouth that told s tale of ill health. He
wore s Roman collar, and the stmos-
phere of purity that seemed to hover
sround him spoke eloquently of the
Ostuolic priest. The lady looked at
him attentively for some time, for she
thought he was sleeping. But she fin-
ally noticed bis lips were moving. His
hands stirred, and she saw with surprise
he was passing s string of beads through
his fiogers. They were plain, small,
yellowish wooden beads strang on a
steel chain, with a little cross attached
and asmall rcund medsl.

She was not a Catholic, and had heard
of the “Romanists and their Rosary,”
and that they prayed to “the Virgin”
ia preference to God. A feeling of dis-
sppointment surged up in her heart, that
this splendid man, this intellectual look
ing gentleman, should be a slave to such
superstition. She was filled with indig-
nant pity. That moment Father Dojyle
opened his eyes. He was a reader of
men’s minds, and he read her soul. In-
stantly the apostolic instinct rose in his
heart and he went to the chair opposife
hers, with his beads still in his hands.

“You are wondering what I am do-

ing?" he said, with that winning smile
snd indescribable magnetism that was
always his own. The lady could not re-
sist his attractive personslity.
* «Well, I confess I was wondering how
s man of your spparent intelligence and
education could find time for such
superstition as praying on beads,” she
replied.

Father Doyle laughed.

“Do you know anything about these
beads ?" hesaid.
+Not e thing, except they look ex-
tremely childish to me.”

“Well, will you allow me to explain
their meaning ? It is very momnotonous
on the train. This journey is long, for
Ip you are bound for San Fran-
cisco like we are (pointing to two Nuns
who were seated some distance off), and
anything is better than counting the
miles till we get there. Shall I explain
the beads ?"

Who oould resist Father Doyle!

“Why, I will be deligbted if you take
the trouble,” said the lady, “but don't
try to make a Roman Catholic of me,
for you will fail ignomimous)y.”

Father Doyle held up his rosary with
both hands; his face was reverent, snd
his rich voice very gentle.

“These beads are a sort of Bible to
me,” he said; “they contain the Life of
the Saviour from His Birth until His
death. You believe in the Bible, do you
not?"”

“Assuredly,” was the prompt reply.
“It is my religion!”

“Thep,” ssid Father Doyle, “you be-
lieve in the Rosary. We are all human,
impressionable bejogs. Things we see
appeal to us. e are spt when we
pray to have our minds carried away by
other thoughts. If we have something
to touch and draw us back, we pray
better. Hence we finger our Rosary.
We Oatholics belleve that the Redemp-
tion of the world was effected by Christ
becoming man, while still remaining
God. It He became man, He was
human, and had 8 human mother. The
Rosary is powerful with Christ as an in-
tercessory prayer, because He is the
Son of this blessed Mother, and we ask
her to plead with Him for us, because
He is God as well as Man., See these
beads! There are five divisions of ten
beads; each division marks part of His
Life olosely connected with hers. Inthe
first and second chapters of St. Luke
you will find each of these parts or
‘mysteries'—and we think of them as we
pray. There is the Incarnation; the
visit of Mary to Elizabeth; the Nativ-
ity; the Presentation of the Child in
the old Jewish temple; His Dispute
with the Doctors. You have seen Hoff
man's picture of  that scene, haven't
you ?”

“Why, yes,” replied the lady, much
interested. “You say you thiok of
these Bible scenes while you pray?
Why, that is beantiful 1”

“Yes,” said Father Doyle, still hold-
ing out his rosary. “We say on each
bead the heaven-born prayer the
angel first uttered, ‘Hail Mary full of
grace!' You will find that in the same
chapter of St. Luke. We say firat the
Lord’s Prayer, Our Father who art in
Heaven. Then the Hail Mary, ten
times at each Mpystery to make our
prayer more earnest and emphatic, as a
child who begs its mother for a favor
never ceases to ory out—please ! please!
please! We love this blessed Mother,
Christ’s Mother, and we know éhe will
plead for us who are sinners !

“But this is not all. These beads of
mine have only five divisions. There are
three times five in the whole Rosary. The
pext five are the Sorrowlul mysteries, as
those 1 have described are the Joyful
ones. The sorrowful part tells of
Ohrist’s sufferings and death; all to be
found in the Bible. The last part is
oalled Glorious, because it tells of the

Resurrection from the Dead and all the

reve y t.

With » besutiful smile Father Doyle
rose, kissed his beads, pisced them in
his poocket, and in leaving said:

“We shall meet later. Think over
what I have said. I have more to tell
you if you wish it. May the blessed
Mother have you in her keeping!”

There was & new look on the lady's
face, a softened light in her eyes. The
train rolled on. Father Doyle bad
given his last mission. Less than & week
Iatter he 1ay desd in the church of his
Psulish brethren in San Francisco.
God rest his precious soul !
- . . s * @ * »

If these lines ever meet the eyes of her
to whom he spoke on the Santa Fe train,
may her heart melt at the remembrance
of the zesl of this dying Apostle of
Ohrist, and may her ransomed soul add
to the burning glories that crown the
works of this noble missionary of the
Faith, whose heart-cry was ever the
conversion of America.

WHAT THE MONKS DID

There was once s professor who used
to close his lectures with the pathetic
words : “Priests and monks are good
for vothing ; they always hated science,
art and progress ; their schools are poor
and all the books publisked by Catho-
lics are ot no value, and when a young
man cannot become anything else, he
studies for the priesthood.”

One day, sfter school, 8 student by
the name of Sepp called on the pro-
fessor. Sepp was s bright and intelli-
gent young fellow and could not be
easily bluffed. He went to the profes-
sor's room and said gently : “Professor,
1 have some difficulties that worry me
ever since 1 attended your I o
Will you kindly help me to remove
taem ?”

“Why not,
greatest of
will.”

“QOnly some questions, professor. Who
preserved for us the classics ? How is
it possible that those valuable writings
of the Greeks and Romsans did not get
lost during the barbarism of the Dark
Ages ?”

“Monks copied them, and thus they
have been saved.”

“What, professor ? Monks, you say,
copied them ?”

“Yes, my friend,
Benedictines.”

8o, monks copied the old codes and
saved them for us. Indeed, that must
bhave been a very troublesome work.
Was it not ? And probably many &
monk csught consumption from the
library dust ? Well, { am surprised.
Strange times and curious monks to
spend their lives copying letter after
letter from Livy, Caesar, Cicero,! Virgil,
Ovid, Homer, Demosthenes, ete. And
how those codes look! OCarefully writ-
ten just like painted snd the initials
are in fact a fine piece of art. Ob,
these monks |  Wait, professor, is it
true that without the priests we would
pot have a Columbus and a Vasco de
Gama ? A monk, Fra Mauro, history
tells us, made that costly map which
gave Columbus the first impulse to the
discovery of the New World,?”

“[¢ is true, but somebody else could
have drawn such a map, too.”

wOf course. Why should the monks
and priests alone, have those great
ideas ? Listen professor. I also read
that » Pope introduced the grateful
Arabic figures in arithmetic and abol-
ished those clumsy Roman char-
acters.”

“Well, my hoy, Pope Sylvester Il
introduced them, but somebody else
could have done the same thing if the
Popes were not always so ambitious.”

»Again, history teaches that a monk
invented the telescope and the micro-
scope, but this hardly can be true?
The monks want to olsim all inven-
tions.”

“Well, my boy, it is believed by many
authorities that the theory of both the
tel pe, and mi pe was known
to the Franciscan Roger Bacon, but re-
member, he was an exception and what
we style a modern Franciscan, and not
one of those bigots and cowl bear-

dear friend, with the
pleasure. Certainly I

and especially the

ers.”

“He died in 1202.”

“He, then, was up-to date very early,
wasn't he ? Besides this, professor, not
long ago I read of the man who first
taught that the sun is stationsry and
that the earth resolves about the sun,
and even you, professor, do not know
whom I mean.”

“Qopernicus, I suppose.”

“No, sir. Copernicus was not the
first one. Before him the Bishop of
Ratisbon, Regimontanus, was teaching
that theory of phauetary revolution.”

“That may be possible.”

“Exouse me, professor, why do we
call the age in which literature arts and
soience flourished the golden age of
Leo X ?"

“Why ? Because Leo X. was an
ardent admirer of classic literature and
a magnamimous patron of the arts and
sciences.”

“You don’t say | Leo, a Pope, and at

the same time took a great interest in
fine arts. Well, I declare ind

“[t seems to me, fellow, you are fool-
ing me 2"

“Not at all! Those are only doubts,
intolerable doubts I would kick against
the monks if I bhad reasons, but these
doubts do not let me rest. Now, pro-
fessor, is it true that the first free schools
were opened by De la Salle?”

“Yes, by the Frenchman,
Salle.”

“] understand yon mean to say by
the Catholic priest De la Salle. And
the first monk who cared for the deaf
mutes was not that Spaniard Pedro de-
Ponce snd after him the priest
L'Bpee ?”

De la

+Yes, snd now stop, you blockhead ! ”

“Don't get hot professor. It is not
our feult that history is full of these
‘black devils.” Moreover, [ read that
s monk by the name of Bchwartz in-
vented gunpowder ; the monk Guido
a'Arezzo the gamut and lald down the
foundstion for h y ; » monk from
Bavaris the process for glass painting ;
the Jesuit Seochi is especislly distin-
guished for his discoveries in spectrc-
scopic snalysis snd in solar snd stellar
physics ; the Jesuit——"

“Shat up | You sre guyiog me. Do
not take me for a lightening rod.”

“Yon're right, you're right, profes-
sor. The fiest lightning rod was not
made by Franklin, but it was invented
by the Premonstratensian monk Di-
visch. You can read that in any up-to-
date encyclcpedia.

“For heaven’s sake, hold your tongue.
You are too talkstive.”

“Ah, the greatest polyglot of modern
times was Osrdinal Mezzofanti. He
was s talker | He knew only seventy-
eight languages and dislects, and talked
fifty six.”

“That'll do, you silly goose.
of here.”

“In what direction? The deacon
Fiavis Giojs, who improved the compass
lbo:lt the year 1300, could certainly tell
me.”

¢ What's the matter ¥ You're getting
the brain fever, fellow.”

“What, if I bave the brain fever, go
and get the fire engines which were first
{ntroduced by the Cistercian monks,
and the Oapuchins were down to the
seventeenth century the first firemen of
Paris.”

If you don't shut up now, you'll fiy
out the window, you infernal rascal.

«In serisl heights. Oh, truly. The
first balloon was made by the monk
Barthold Gusmac sixty years before
Montgolfieri, and in 1720 this monk
ascended with his balloon in the pres-
ence of all the lords and courtiers of
Portugsl. What do you clesn your
eyeglasses for professor ? They are
also an invention of the black devils’
and were invented in the thirteenth
century by the Dominican Alexander
Spins. Are you in 8 hurry, that you
look at your watch? You shouldn't do
that, because it is an invention of the
priests. The first clock is from the
ecclesiastical writer Cassiodorus (509).
but his inveation was improved up n
by Sylvester I, whom I mentioned be-
fore. The first astronomical clock was
made by the Abbot Wallingford in 1316
Now I'll go. I see you're hot professor,
and the gas lights down town are torned
on. Oh, yes, professor, I almost forgot
to tell you that the Jesuits invented
the gas light, the Jesuits thls natio
lucifugs.’ Without any doubt the
Jesuits invented and introduced it in
1794 at Stonyhurst, Eogland, and the
Jesuit- Dumm established the first gas
company in 1815 in Preston. Now,
goodby, professer. Kindly excuse. Oh,
I see you bought & mew bicycle ? By
the way, the first bicycle was built by
the priest Pianton in 1845. Good night,
professor.””—Selected.

Get on’

PSP

THE IMPORTANCE OF
RELIGIOUS TEACHING

A grest Roman empress, says Bishop
Oleary of Auckland, N. Z, in one of his
addresses, was once asked by her guests
to exhibit to them her jewels. She con-
sented, and immediately she led in and
presented to them her children—trained
in every art and grace suited to their
age and time. * These,” said she,
ware my jewels.” The children are
also the lhving jewels of Christ our
Lord. He blesses them ; He set them
up as the models of all that would
aspire to the kingdom of heaven ; He
proclaimed the Magna Charta of the
little ones. One of the most popular
pictures of our day represents Curist
blessing little children. One of the
mothers is there depicted as gently
pushing her child up to receive a bless
ing from the Saviour's willing hands.
Tnat is what the Church of Christ is do-
iog with her crown jewels, with the be-
loved little ones of her flock—gently
pushing them to the Sacred Heart snd
the blessing hands of their dear Lord.
He is the incomparably perfeot

little ones, the highest inspiration to
poble thought and endeavor. Around
wthe personality of Ohrist she centers the
training of tke child. Heis the Teacher
of all teachers; He stands upon sn
eminence which no other has reached ;
His educationsl influence has been the
most far-reaching, the most profound,
the most sbiding, the most vital and
ereative, that this old world has ever
known. The wealth of trath and love
revealed in Christ—that is what :has
transformed the world, ennobled men,
raised woman to her proper sphere,
brought the ohildren into their own,
and given us all that is best and sweet-
est in our |civilization. The knowledge
and love of Christ are, indeed, the most
precious and educative possessions of
race. They are the basis of true cul-
ture, of real intellectual and moral pro-
gress.
«Let knowledge grow from more to more,
Bat mere of reverence in us dwell ;
That mind and soul, according well,
May make one music, a8 before,
But vaster.” ;
WHAT THE CHURCH TRIES TO DO

This knowledge and love of Christ,
our faith tries—in the home, the church,
the school—to instil into the mind and
heart of every child that her holy hand
has bl d with bapti | grace. As
Christ took His stand beside the child,
8o does she. At every stege of their ex-
istence, she stands beside Christ's little
ones—she stands beside them like an
archangel with s flaming sword, pro-
tecting born and unborn life against the
assassin’s hand, sheltering the outcast

in her peaceful homes, educativg them
in the knowledge and love of God,
guerding them, as far as she may,
against the philosophies and the danger-
ous school systems that would imperil
the precious grace with which heaven
has endawed them.

It is in ohildhood and youth—that is,
in the school period—that the more im-
portant stage of human development
take place. The school-period is, then,
a time of tremendons importance in the
training of the child. In the home and
the school we do the winter seeding and
the spring seeding of life ; and that kind

jdeal that she ever places before the |-

RAILROAD MAN
HAD TO LAY OFF

Until He Took 6IN PILLS

Buffalo, N.V.

I have been a Pullman conductor on
the C. P.R. and Michigan Central for
the last three years.

About four years ago, I was laid up
with intense pain in the groin, a very
sore back, and suffered most severely
when I tried to urinate.

1 treated with my family physician
for two months for Gravel In The
Bladder but did not receive any benefit,
About that time, I met another railroad
man who Had been similarly affected
and who had been cured by GIN PILLS,
after having been given up by a pro-
mipent physicians who treal him for
Diabetes. He is now running on the
road and is perfectly cured. He strongly
advised me to try GIN PILLS which I
did—with the result that the pains left
me entirely.”

FRANK S. IDE.
soc. a box, 6 for $2.50. Sample free
if you write National Drug and Chemical
Co. of Canada Limited, Toronto, 137

This book
will be sent
free to those
interested.
It will show
Just how
the cost
of a range
ought to be
estimated.

T HE cost of a range

is not the price

of a range.

Many a range cheap in
price becomes expensive in
cost as the years go by.

Heavy drain on the coal
cellar, and repairs every
now and then, make an
originally cheap stove a
very dear one indeed.

Before laying in your coal
for the winter — Before
patching up the old range—
Before buying a new one
—INVEST A CENT and
get our new booklet. “THE
COST OF A RANGE."”

A post-card brings it to you
Send one to-day.
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