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whelmed by love and devotion, sank!
down on his knees at the foot of the |
manger, and, weeping and praying
with joy and ccstasy, spent the whoh-.!
night in contemplation beside the rude |
representation which was the work of
his own patient hands.

What a picture it must bave been,
on that Christmas Kve at Assisl long
centuries ago ! The manger, poor in
its bare simplicity and Franciscan
poverty, yet rich in the gloriously
simple faith of the saint and ecstatic ;
the group of brown-robed attendant
monks, full of sympathy and reverence
for their dearly loved master ; and the
gaping, curious crowd of the townsfolk
of Assisl, who had come to gaze, more
in curlosity perhaps than in devotion,
at this new pious fancy of old Iietro
Bernadone's visionary son.

Softened and subdued in spite of
themselves into reverence by the child-
like faith of S:. Francis, they too re-
mained to pray by the Crib ; and won-
dering, they locked with awe unspeak-
able at the slender figure of the saint
kneeling so motionless, 80 absorbed,
with a look of unearthly rapture and
ecstasy ehining on his pure, ethereal
features.

The burning zeal of St. Francis
pouring out the overfl ywing love of his

seraphic heart at theCrib of Bathlehem
had gained the favor for which he had
50 humbly begged ; and in his wake
the ‘* Poverello " (poor man ) of Assisi
drew many an erring and world -weary
heart to his Master's teet that Christmas
Eve.

Crude and simple, perhaps, as St.
Francis’' Crib had been, the fresco of
Giotto representing the incident is
none the less so; but Avis Leigh and
her aunt lingered near it, loving to re
call its story—for the pilgrim to Assisi
learns to live again in the life of St
Francis and to treasure every painted
or written record of hislife. High up
on a scaffolding an artist was painting,
making a copy of the fresco, reproduc-
ing the quaint outlines line by line and
bit by bit

He seemed absorbed in his work, and
never even glanced at the passing
strangers below him, for tourists are
the rule and not the exception at
Asgisi. Then the ladies passed on to
admire oue and another of the frescoes,
slowly making the round of the
church : but still the artist painted on
till the rosy sunset light faded : and at
last, with a start, as if realizing for
the first time that the painted figures
on the wall before him were fading in
to gloom, he put aside the brushes and
prepared to make his descent.

At the sound of the opening door by
which the two travellers were juet
going out the painter turned his head,
and that instant's glance was enough
for the girl. Avis Leigh clutched her
astonished aunt’s arm tightly, and
drawing her rapidly after her, hurried
out and down the staircase, mnever
pausing for breath till they had gained
the door of thelr hotel once more,
which was only a short distance from
the church.

‘“ My dear Avis, what has come over
you? You must be ill or bewitched !”
ejaculated ths bewildere d old lady, as
goon as she recovered her breath
“ You nearly killed me dragging me
down those stairs so fast; but oh ' my
dear, you are as white as death, and
look as if you had seen a ghost.”

Oance inside the safe shelter of their
own rooms the girl tried, but not alto
gether successfully, to laugh away her
aunt's fears, explaining that she had
felt suddenly faint and weary (which
was indeed the caso

** Indeed, dear auatie, you must not
trouble about :ine,” she said at length
tenderly ; ‘1 was very stupid and
fanciful to frighten you o, but I shall
be all right to-morrow. It is only that
I have bezen doing too much sight-see-
ing, and have becoms tired and out of
sorts.”

All thrcugh the long, tiresome table
d'hote and in the quiet of her room

afierwards Avis's thoughts were
strangely disturbed ; and though
she held a book before her
eyes, it was but a pretence

of reading, for her mind wae far
away in the dreamland to memories,
recalling all the incidents of the last
three years which this Christmas Eve
in Assisi had summoned up! It was
indeed a ghost that poor child had
geen in the Upper Church a few short
hours ago—the ghost of a dead and bur-
ied love she never thought would revive
again ; for in the mysterious painter
of the fresco Avis Leigh had reccg-
nized Herbert Carlton, the man to
whom her girlish love was once given,
and to whom she had been engaged
two years ago! It was a sad little
story and full of bitter-sweet recol-
lections to the girl, and Avis had
iocked it up, as wo lock up 8¢ ny of
our deepest thoughts and feelings,
deep in the inmost recesses of our
hearts, even from those nearest and
dearest to us, and she had striven to
forget it utterly.

But on Christmas 1ive, the very day
of their engagement, it always arose
to coniront her, and on this one espec
ially, in the face of that chance meet
ing, the memory refused to be thrust
away, {and bit by bit in her lonely
vigil Avis had to goover it all again,

How happy she bad been that Christ
mas I.ve when Herbert first told her he
loved her; and her parents had con
sented to the engagement, only stip-
ulating thatshe should wait a year be
fore she married, as she was 8o young
—too young to know her own mind,
they said. Then all the happy months
that followed ; Avis sorich in her youth
and love and sweet faith in her lover,
which he amply repaid with honest,
manly affcction. But just before the
time appointed for their marriage,
early in the next December, the cruel
blow came which was to ruin their

and seemed comstantly preoccupied |
and worried, though tender and loving
to his fiancee as of cld: but Avig' |
quick eyes noticing the change and
tearing he had ceased to love her, sum
moned up her courage after many
doubts and fears to ack him what was |
the matter,

Ha told her the truth—that he was
about to become a Catholic, and feared
her and her parents' digpleasure,
knowing that they came of a family
strong in its Protestant convictions,
who could see no good in any one be
longing to the ‘' Romish Church,”
and would look with horror upon an
alliance with a member of that creed,
more especially one who had left the
‘‘faith of his fathers” to become a
‘‘pervert " (as they called it). Carl
ton had been perfectly right in his
apprehensions. Avis begged, prayed
and interceded with him to give itup;
using every loving art and persuasion
and reproaching him that he cared for
her no longer, tiil his heart was almost
torn asunder in the struggle between
love and duty. The blood of Paritan
ancestors ran in Avis's velns, and at
last, weary of importuning and dash
ing herselt in vain against the golld
rock ot her lover’s convictions, she de
clared passionately : **1 will never
marry you, Herbert, never, if vou are
a Catholic, much as I love you!" And
s0 they parted.

His religion cost Herbert Carlton, as
it cost many others, the supreme sac
rifice, not in this case of worldly honors
and goods, but the one love of his life ;
and in the first darkness after the
struggle can he not be forgiven if he
thought his lot was hard, and that the
Master had asked too much from him
in return for the gifc of faith ?

4 stili worked on hard at his pro
fession ; steadily, doggedly painting
his way to fame, and plunging heart
and soul into the art which wasto take
the place of happiness to himin the
future.

Herbert Carlton never saw Avis
again after their bitter parting, for he
went abroad immediately to paint,
and the only reminder of the man she
had loved so dearly were occasional

tainments, was a very different per
gon to the society girl they used to
know ; 80 our young heroine found out
bitterly the value of worldly friend
ghips and acqueintsnces in times of
trouble |
Wholly disillusioned of the world
Avis tried to find comfort in her relis
fon ; but the church ned
cold and formal, altogether coovea
tional and utterly Incking what she |
had hoped to find, inally, passiog a
Cathoite church one day, the girl had
the curiosity to enter it Sna did it |
balf shamefacedly and feelivg quite
reprehensible io 8o doing.  Alter that
she began to be attracted and interest
ed in soite of herself. It is the first
step that cos's in religion as 1n any
thing else, and roon Avis Lalgh be
came a frequent visitor to the quiet
little church, sitting there for Lours in
the peace of that Presencs  which
makes every Catholic church so truly
the ** House of God "

The sequel to this is not hard to sur
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mise [t was only the old, old
story, new in every heart of
the trinmph of Divine grace, and

after many a struggle with her preju

dice and pride Avis gave way to the
overwhelming conviction which mas

tered her : and in return for her sac

rifice found the peace and comfort she
had never hoped to find again on earth,
at the foot of the Cross

After her conversion, which caused a
nine-days’ wonder among her friends,
Avis Leigh went abroad with her aunt,
bound for a pilgrimage to Rome and
the Holy Laiuod: and the good old
Father who had received her into the
Cnurch begged her to stop on a visit to
Assisl on her way, and see the home of
dear St. Francis, of whom he had
spoken to her so often. And it is thus
ghe came to be found at Assisi this cold
Christmas Eve, in company with her
good aunt, who, though not having
the least leaning towards Cataiolicity
herself, looked with leuiency on the
religion which seemed to give her
dearly -loved niece so much comfort and
resignation ; for, afler ail her i yubles,
Avis was slowly gaining strength and
courage once more. Amid new gcenes

rumors of his whereabout abroad and
the success of his pictures. Avis on
her part plunged wildly into all the dis
gipation of society, for her one desire
was to forget—to bury the past and
shut her eyes resolutely to the preju
dice that bhad blinded her : and 1
vain she fought against her own sense
of self-reproach, and the fact that she
had acted cruelly and foolishl

The loving, impulsive girl, whose
gweet girlish gaiety and innocence of
heart had first won Herbert Carlton’s
love, was fast turning into a woman
of the world ; brilliant and sparkling
when she chose, but with an under
current of sadness and sorrow. Her
contact with the world, however, did
Avlis Leigh good in one way : it made
her more tolerant and broad minded,
and since the bitter outburst of foolish
prejudice which cost her her life's
happiness many of her dear and trusted
friends had become practical members
of the Church she had despised and
hated.

Now
usuaily bitter

and again a more than
half hour came to
Avis, as with a gay party
of friends she wandered through
some gallery or exhibition of pictures
where Herbert Carlton’s name figured
at the foot of many a gem of art—a
gorgeous sunset in Algiers, a moonlit
river scene on the Nile, a Moorish
mosque in all its wealth of Eastern
coloring--and every one g
terms of highest praise of the artist
whose exhibits were so well known &
feature of every art exhibition, not
only in America but in the capitals of
Europe.

Time went on, and Avis, brilliant
and beautitul as ever, continued her
series of society triumphs, cutwardly
successful, inwardly disappointed and
disillusioned, till in the dark days of
January another blow struck the girl’s
already aching heart. One after the
other her parents fell ill with typhoid
fever, and within three short weeks
Avis was left an orphan, lonely and
desolate in the beautiful home where
she had reigned so long as queen,

Fate had indeed been cruel to her,
she thought bitterly : all had gone
which n ade life worth living ; first
her lover, then her parents and her
home, for the empty riches of her soli-
tary abode seemed home no longer
without her dear ones. Her mother’s
sister, Aunt Ruth, came from her quiet
home in the Quaker City to keep her
niece company ; but even her gentle
companionship failed to rouse the girl
from her grief, and she passed day
after day in a complete apathy, far
more painful than demonstrative sor
, Vean after some time had
elapsed since her loss and the first
grief had grown less keen, it seemed
impossible for Avis to interest hersel
in anything, and she went nowhere
and saw no one.

One day her aunt, trying to divert
her by telling the news which some
callers had brought, happened to men
tion Herbert Carlton's name, and spoke
incidenta'ly of the report of his mar-
riage. *‘He had married the daugh-
ter of a French count,” the visitors
gaid : and they wondered if he was
ever coming home, or would take up
his residence abroad with his French
bride.

Poor Avis! it seemed as if another
blow had been dealt her ; not in the
fact of Carltoo’s marriage, for any
thougnt of a reconciliation with him
was as far from her mind as ever ; but
the thought that he too had forgotten
her utterly and completely, and that
she had passed out of his life forever.

spoke in

and taces the dull misery passed from
her young face, and, in spite of the
mourning the wore and the inefface
able memories of troubles past, sh
seemed more like her old self again —
more like she was as Herbert Carlton’s
girl love than the brilliant, worldly
woman of those hollow society days

But &s she sat by the fireside in the
Assisi hotel on this Christmas Lve all
the trouble seemed to have come back
to the beautiful face: for that ovne
glimpse of the artist in the Lower
Church revived all the dormant mem
ories and made them doubly keeo.

He was so little changed,she thought,
since the Christmas Eve ghe saw him
last, standing at the door of her fath-
er’s drawing room with that grave,
questioning look on his face as he said
S it is to be good-bye, Avis?" as il
giving her a last chance. And in her
childish resentmentshe had never even
answered him.

And now, when it is too late, Avis
acknowledged to herself what she had
never even dared to dwell on, even in
her secret thoughts, that the love of
her youth was not dead and buried, as
she thought, but had endured throngh
all her gay life and through all her
trouble.

Then the poor girl pulled herseif to-
gether with a powerful effort avd with
her accustomed courage. It was only
a temptation, to be met and conquered
as she had already conquered others,
and she reproached herselt for tue
momentary weakness, What business
had she, Avis Leigh, to be stirred so
gtrangely by the face of a person she
had known and loved long ago, but
who was nothing to her now? Why,
worse than nothing when he was an-
other woman's husband, and should
not even want to recogniza her : for
in that momentary glimpse of Herbert
Carlton'’s face Avis had seen that no
gleam of recognition rested in his
grave eyes. No: they had met as
strangers, and as strangers they must
remain : though the longing to see
him, to speak to him, if only once
again, seemed to grow stronger and
stronger.

* We must leave Assisi to morrow,”
Avis thought to herself, ‘‘for in a
small place like this these meetings
are always liable to take place, and I
could not stand them—could not go
through another.”

A few minutes after, when she had
roused herself finally from her
thoughts, the girl stepped softly into
her aunt’s room adjoining, to call the
old lady ; but no one answered. Aunt
Ruth, having found her niece but poor
company in her abstracted mood, had
gone down-stairs to the ‘‘salon’ to
talk to some ol the guests at the hovsl
and presently she returned full of the
information some one had been giving
her about the beautiful representation
of the Crib of Bathlehem arranged in
the Lower Church of San Irancesco,
which was to be lighted up this even
ing.

At first Avis refused to accompany
her, alleging as an excuse that sho
was very tired and weary. ‘‘Iam g0
tired of it all, the sight seeing and the
gtrange country, and I feel homesick
to-night, and wish we were on our
way homeward ! Do:ar auntie, let us
leave Assist to-morrow,’”’ she said,

“T,eave on Christmas Day 7" asked
the old lady, surprised. ‘‘Why, you
were 80 anxious to spend Christmas
here ; but do as you like, my dear, if
you are 8o anxious to go,” she con
tinued good naturedly, ‘*‘for I am
ready to start again when you wish,

All the butterfly friends of her gay
goclety life dropped off one by one,

happiness. For a long time Herbert
Carlton became grave and serious,

mourning, silent and quiet, and no
longer giving receptions and enter-

too; for Avis Leigh in her heavy |

But I should like to go and see the

warded by the beautiful scene thav met
their view as they passed through the

arched cloisters in the mooulight and |
entered the dim precincets  of the |
chureh, i
Gloriously beautiful at any timeisthat |
[Lower Church of Assisl : tor even in
tull daylight the suu's rays only fall
witl subdued and me v radiance
throngh the varrow windows and cast
shadows, purple, goid, srd crimson,
on the marble pavement Within

|
|
|
|
|
|
this dim Gothic sanctuary the ever ‘
lasting calm of eternity seems to dwell,
as if the gentle spirit of St. Francis
still hovered over it and around it
but on Christmmas Ive it 18 traoe |
formed from & shrine of media .'Ml
piety to a living representation of the '
Stable of Bsthlehem on that Night of
Nights, nineteen centuries ago, when
Mary and Joseph knelt by the side ot

their vew-porn KNing and worshipped
Him

The great Gothic arches of the
church, stretching away iuto gloom,
geem to frame as a picture the lowly
manger of straw with its figure of the

Babe of Bethlehem, surrounded by
:\XU'

His
er and foster tather aud the koeel
ing shepherds, while numbers of starry
lights cast their radiance on the s
Childish aund simple this representation

ene

mig it appear to & mere on-looker,
but, oh ! how touching in its teuder
devotion to one who looks below the
mere surface of things, and thinks of

the great mystery it so graphically
pictures.

Around the Crib kneels many a sil
ent, motionless figure in the Francis
can habit, £o still that one might fancy
the living friars part of the painted re
presentation, and in the deep myster
ious awe of the piace, in the stilluess of
the Christmas midnight, o1e feels it
would cause no wonder if the brown
robed figure and pale, ecstatic face of

St. F'rancis would reveal itgelf to come
and knpeel once again, as he did on
earth, by his well loved representation
of the Crib of Bathlehem : for, though
not present to our bodily eyes, the spirit
af the .y SQaint of Povertv is very

near Assisi on Christmas Eve

Avis and her aunt gaz-d spell-bound
on sight before them, but with
widely varying emotions Aunt Ruth
with curlosity pot unmixed with won
cer 1t with an involuntary soliening
of | heart towards the religion which
cou'd produce a scene so deeply relig
fousin its childlike simplicit] Bless
ed are the pure in he ' murmured
the dear old lady softly, as she gazed

from the Crib to the face of an old Fran
eigcan friar, bowed with the weight of
years, wno knelt with « ed hands in
an attitude of deep devotion, his aged
face lit up with a light of tenderest love
and devotion.

She turned around to look for Avis
but the girl had fallen on her knees
not far away, her face buried in her
hande, as she laid toe burden of her
sorrows at the feet of the Babe of Beth
lehem, there to seek strength and com
fort : for the struggle going on in her
heart was bitter, and stronger than it
had been for years rose up the love she
thought she had put behind long ago.

It swept over her in a tide the girl
felt powerless to resist—the poor human
longing for the happiness she had for-
feited, and which could be hers no
longer. Bitter tears rolled down her
face and sobs shook her slight frame as
she knelt, unheeding all around. The
simple peisants noar glanced at her
in pity, and with a compassionate ex
clamation of * Poveretta!" applied
themselves to their rosaries again, for
in these Umbrian hill-sides, alas sorrow

LiC

AD0 wani abd sulioring em hut the
common heritage of every-day lite, to
be borne with patiently. Aud

Avis prayed on, patiently, almost hope
lessly, fighting the struggle with her
thoughts, till at last /ight seemed to
dawn through the darkness, giving
her strength to banish all thoughts of
the love which from a blessing had
come to be the torment of her life.
With the coming of the Infant King of
Peace comfort flowed in to her sorely
tried heart, and she felt that, come
what would, now she had more strenght
to endure, and if happiness was to be
denied her, peace would at least be
hers. The old priest in New York had
been right when he begged his young
friend to visit Assisi, for the unfailing
peace of the home of St. I'rancis had
done its work and brought balm to an
other wounded heart

When Avis rose at last to join her
aunt near the door they turned back
on the threshold to take a last look at
the Crib, and another figure took its
place in the group there, a familiar
figure which, in spite of its bowed head
Avis recognized as Herbert Carlton’s !
He was standing quletly not far from

the manger, his eyes fixed upon it
thoughtfully with an earnest ¢ ¢
sion on i trong ia he kn

well, and in the bright |
candles shining
gaw he had changed greatly and grown
older, thinner, and graver It was
no means the faca of a happy or suc
cesstul man, brilliantly successful
though she knew hi to have
been : but of one who had straggled
and suffered but conquered in the end
and who yet hore the marks of the trial
Suddenly Carlton raised his head
and looked utuconsciously straight in
the direction where Avis stood apart in
the dim shadow, and in that glance he
too 1ecognized the face of his old love !
Their eyes met for a second, his won
dering and almost incredulous,
deep with unutterable sadness.
tiful and unapproachable as a 80
ing angel Avis appeared to him in her
fair young beauty, the shadows but
gerving to whiten the fairness of her
gkin and lighten the gold of her shin-

ight of the

around the Crib Avis

)y

career

hers

Beau

Crib to-night ; they say it isso very
‘ lovely.”

So Avis bravely put aside her own
feelings and accompanied her aunt to
the church ; and they were well re-

ing hair ; and as he looked at her al-
most speilbound the girl turned to go,
| unable to bear the tension of the mom-
ent. Carlton's first impulse was to
spring to her side and break the spell,

for even vet he thought his eyes must Jark figure in the shadow
huve deceived him, and tha WaS 1 was beyond word: ra
wh and-blood Avis who stood t} z ! Zht
the shadows, but the drean isio 1 hea
of a Christmas ateht ¢ 1] 1 enee
I own thot pd tt Al
tions of th \ vval u
n he tnr Ly he re ol 1
fully, for she i | 4 had ¢ the
when sl urned from ¢! f and at the
Christmas Eve in New Yo years | H18h! Her culd
ago, and in the tion  he epted ‘ nd er, ntroi
renewal of her dis sal, aud once more | Hew t r wild stihle
seemed to hear the bitter words that \ intiaence ewmpt his fate )y more
had rung so often in his ears ‘] er biin 18, 1 my
will ner marry yvou, Herber \‘1“-"‘4 he pleadid, the whi inten-
as long as yvou are a Cacholic, much as | ity ob b i inging in hie
[ love you.” Hope died torever with ‘.H we ¢ g all t 1asd
in him now, aud Carlton tred to 5] alne ! I your
away his thonghts and 1esolutely cru :x\ ate : torgt he | rget the pre
down his trouble, as he bad done idice an a 1 0N that Areary
months past hristmas , and take m , dear,
The softening which had cor ] | Cath A ), for ye o alone and
his face at the sight of Avis p 1!""“'" a you w ne C
quickly away again ving it evel ; AR ( ! \ me
parder and sterner than it was before, | & Httie or isten to me thi
for a bitter wd of auguish over ‘YJ ¢ ¢ t to t and
whelmed the strong man at tl 1 | I ! ubio more
ment Ha had been true to Avis all i Iy I ¢ hard-{ w
these vears, bu:c the fir orrow of | ha hese two y ol
their parting had becom passive, | meke it harde y r¢ el
and iv was bard, hard t her ain | 006 Kind w part
and to be odliged to renew the struggle | H v ) led abrupt he
of two years ago—a liery furna ‘ LRgo1 ner, and n
had hoped never to pass through|® 1 wol A\l 1ast DY
again w and tre I'he
He tried to pray, but words failed Ssl0nale ling of LI mun  she
him in the face of his misery, and he d had iched her 1 , but
could only kneel there silent .‘rH,l: hope he fatal me ! marr oge up
less but surely the compassi a l1ke a sp b re her Was he de
heart of the Babe of Bethlehem could | clving her and himse avd was bl
pity and forgive the poor human weak- | 10Ve but a passing GLmHLHONR o oked
ness, for he too knew the bitterness of from a sudden impulse of pity for her
the cup of seli-sacrifice loneliness and the memories of ** anld
Another trial, another struggle, was | 1aDg syne
going on in the place where Avis had ‘ Forgive me, Herbert ; | was wrong
laid down her burden of sorrow, and wrong that Christmas Ive, and
Herbert Carlton prayed not for | Wrong to-night They
strength to resist were marricd long ag

temptation, for thavk
(iod ! that had been met and conquered
long ago, and the thoughtof giving up
his religion for his love never entered

his steadfast heart, but for forgetful
ness—that he might be able to forget
the love ol his lite and lesrn Lo give 1t
up willingly and freely : above that
he might nex ea Avis again to dis
turb the pezce which bad been
hardly won I'ne sweet face ol th
Christ Child smiled upon him from th
manger, and he seemed to hear the
words ““ He that loveth father and
mother, brother and sister more thai
Mag, is 1 worthy of Me And Her
bert Carlton raised his face to the

above, where St. Francis's
mystic wedding with his Lady "overty
is painted in Giotto's glorious fresco
and the deep peace of the spot
gradually over his while for a
few brief moments the joy of renuncia

tion was his

The storm had passed and the calm
came after it, and, strengthened and
consoled, Herbert Carlton rose from his
knees and passed out of the church
softly into the glorious moonlight which
was flooding the picturesque town of
Assisi with its silvery light. As he
stood there a sudden desire reized him
to make his way to the Upper Church
and visit his beloved Glovio frescoes in
the moonlight, to mark the effects of
its mellow lights and shadows on their
quaint beauty, and perhaps to banist
for a time the present in the art he
loved and which was to be the only
companion of his life's loneliness. The
moonlight poured through the church
as he entered it, and in the pale, ethe
real light the pictures on the wall as
sumed almost an appearance of lite
and the spiritual featmies of St. I'ran
oia and hie companions shone with 2
gtrange, clear radiance like faces in &
vision.

Slowly Carlton wandered through the
sanctuary, pausing every now and
then to admire his special favorites,
and finally stopping before the fresc
he was copying, ** The Crib of Assisi.’
The artist had just stooped to lifc the
draperies from his copy when a faint
sound, like & suppressed sigh, met his
ear, and turning sharply towards the
doorway whence the sound proceeded,
he just caught a glimpse of a shadowy
figure disappearing. In a gecond he
was at the entrance, and in his haste
almost stumbled up against a black
robed figure on the greensward in front
of the church,

Surely the golden hair, the tall
slender figure were the same he had
gseen by the Crib, and, forgetting all
his resolutions never to see her again,
he cried out, ‘‘Avis, is it you?" the
sudden shock and effort for self contro
making his voice almos harsh as he
gpoke

T'he girl drew back
shadow with an i
movement and,
the brusqueness of his manner by the

arched rool

stole

EONSEE,

sw fly into the

luntary cowering

ag i made aware ol

action, he force himsell t peal

wddress her by h

Aud whe

he v
nam
it was more in the calm and
manner of a chanca acquaintance

Miss Lieigh,” he began again, very
thig time, rgive me
startled you just now. 1
realize it was really you
naturally astonished to fi
remote corner of Italy.” His self-p
segsion was returning now and he got

quietly
could
and 1 am
d you in thi

not

on bravely, but the evident trouble of
his compauviom unnecved him, [ am
gorry to find you alone and in trouble

you perhaps have lost your way down
to the hotel ; your friends
He came to a full stop, he

the task of making convers

for

tion alone
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Over hill alley, from every
burch and iastery on th nbrian
hil side, the peal of Christmas bells
softly echoed and re echoed with a
rhythmic chime aud b in the
vailey the ligk **Oar Lady of the
Angels throug the
daikness. | ng down over thebroad
of the SpAces rolling Umbrian
plains and the  vast eXpPanse
of the starlit sky, they thought of

another plain near Bethlet e n, where
shepherds watch thelr flocks by night,
and the lightof the heavanly hoet shone
in the dark blue sky while their angel-

ic chorus fell on earth’s llstening ears,
bringing its divinest message of
peace and lon. Upon this scene
St. Francis looked on a Ch mag mid-
night long ago, and its inspiration
caused the representation of tha Crib
f Bathlehem : which after all these
centuries, when the tender heart of
the Seraph of Assisi has long « ed to
beat on earth, 1s still so faithtully
carried out by his F'ranciscan thren
in his early home, and over the place

where his relics now rest in the ever
iastiug prace ol the saint
I'he Winter Cough of Children

is often 4 source of anxiety to parents, and
properly so. for if naglected the sesds of con

snmphion or brong hitis may taka root, Congh
madicines are objsctionable owing to their
tendency to upset the stomach and to impair
the appetite, thus reducing the nutritive
power of the body and adding to the emacia-
tion and incidentally to the pulmonary irri-
tation. It 15 of importance to koow that
Maltine with Cod Liver Oil is admirably
suited to these cases, not only hocause of its
afficient action. but none the less on account
of its palatability, for ehildren soon grow fond
of it.  The remedial action of the oil is forti-
fiad by the nutritiva value of wheat, oats, and
harley of the maltine, and further ts ac-—
tion upon starchy foods, which are renderad
soluble, and thereby becomes fitted to atford
that at undance of nourishment which after

all is the essential medicine in these cases,
11

Nourish well and the congh will cedse, Malt
ine, with Cs Liver Oil, for thess reasons
possesses ten timex the remedial value ot any
emulsion.

Every houselold should have on hand a
box of Dr, Chase’s Ointment. The diversity
of uses to which it can be put a the many
doetor’s bills it savas warrar takivg
first place in the family medicir 1
dealers sell and racon nd i
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Could Not Rest.

I take gre n re ndir
Hood's 8 P € 18 been
the 1 re r {
health ! 9 ken d AL
a ck of ne tra n o suf-

es and h 3
She became
al {
N ut 1
appetite was poor, and being 8o

he could not get the proper rest at nigk
§ jecided to trv Hood’s Sarsaparilla, as
we had heard it highly pra yand I am
;f\il\‘ﬁ‘v‘r(“!‘!w.'.w.;. a has
perfectly cured all her il it 1
BELLAMY, 321 Hannah St., West, ] i1«
ton, Ontario. Remember

(3% -
H ) o Sarsa
@0 S parilla

Is the Best—in fact the One True Blood Part-
flor. All druggists. §1, six for §5. Get Hood's,

are tasteless, m\ld.eﬂaono
tive. All drugglsta. 256,

Hood’s Pills
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