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g ‘(K it & subject to thank God for? Is it
lL hh h“‘l““hl’h \ not better to wear out than rust out ?

And is there not something in that

BY THE REV P. A. SHEEHAN, AUTHOR OF

oMy NEW CURATE,”  GEOFFREY ’:
AUBTIN & sTUDENT,”" ‘' THE
TRIUMPH  OF FAILURE,”
“ CITHARA MEA,"’ ETC. t

RACIAL CHARACTERISTICS.

Luke Delmege had passed through
the stages of primary education at a
pational school, of secondary education
at college ; he was DOW enrolled as
graduate in the great university of |1
the world. Books were his professors,
and men were his books.
were fairly cousistent in their tea_c,h-
ing ; tbe latter were forever puzzling
and troubling him with their strange
ineonsistencies. The fragments of the
best of human literatare that have es
caped the eorrosion of centuries could
be pieced togeter and m:de a harmon
jous whole ; and not even charity
itself, the best and most cunning of
artists, was able to reconcile with
themselves, or with any stancdard of
truth or principle, the ever-varying ec
centricities ol men. Hence came
Luke's final temptation to which he
snooumbed, a8 we shall see—namely, to 1
live in ideas, not in action ; aud heuee, | °
here in the Babylon of the world, he
yearned from time
iiberty of thought, free from action ;
for a little solitude to sooth weary
perves and a perplexed mind.

One of the many Weary things that
puziled Luke in these,
days, was the tremendous waste ol

wer, moral and intellectual—the out-
put ol energy and zeal in every parish
in England, and the infinitesimal re-
sults. He could not understand why
all England should not be gathered into
the fold, as sheep wounld flock to a
mountain refuge at the approach of a
storm. Here was Truth ; here was
Peace ; here was Grace | Why dwell
ye in the valleys of darkness when the
mountain of light is so near ? Why
perish in the storm when the shep
herd beckons to the safety of His fold ?
He took up the weekly papers. Yes !
Life, vitality, energy everywhere.
Sermons, exhortations, organizations—
sermons,
exhortations, pathetic and luminous ;
organizations, perfect and vital ; bat it
was plonghing the sea and casting seed
on the desert. The claims of the
Church were irrefragable and invinc-
ible, so Luke thought and felt. He
took up an Apglican paper. His eye
caught the lines :

« And whilst thus we can contem
plate with pride and satisfactlon the
history of our Church from the days
of Augustine until now® ; its purity of
doctrine, untouched by guperstition :
its consistency and comprehensiveness;
its beautiful ritual, that never degen-
erates into mummery ; and the vast
number of heroic souls it has given to
the world and the w( rld's most sacred
causes, we are gpeechless with aston
ishment at the insolence of this italian |
migsion, that has ur happily got a
foothold in our midst. It is as if a col
ony of hinds was sent to colonize aud
civilize & university.”

Luke read it over twice with blaz
ing eyes. Then he rolled the paper
into a knot ; and played Rugby foot
ball around his room for the next half
an hour, accompanying the amusement
with the following soliloquy : ** The
Engiish truthful? They are the great
est liars and hypoerites on the face of
the earth. They are t00 contemptuous
to stoop to lying in private lite. They
care too little about you to condescend
to lie. But in politics, commerce,
religion—whenever a point has to be
galned, they will lie like satan.”” He
ralsed the subject at dinner that day.
His confreres laughed. It was only
Celtic eflorvescence.

“ But you koow, Delmege,’’ said
Arthur, a bright young priest, ‘* if yon
want to practise a pas seul or an Irish
jig in future, please try the chapter-
room, and don't throw down my ceil-
{ng."’

A few days later, he Crosse d West-
minster B and doubling hither |
and thither through parrow streets, he |

|
|

idge,

stood before a med wval church. It |
looked like a plece ol Pompeii, dug |
from the dust of centuries. He |
entered. The beautil | stained glass E
almost blinded him with its colors i |
bat he only cast one curious look ;

around, said a short prayer, a 1d went
out. It was not art, but a man he was
in quest of. le knocked at the
presbytery door and was ushered into
& small, gloomy parlor. Its farniture
consisted of a round mahogany table,
two chairs, and a dilapidated sofa. The
day was dark, and the gloom so great
that Luke could not read Compline.
In a few minutes the door opened and
a priest entered. lHe was a tall, hand
some man, very dark, with thick black

hair, just turning to gray, and great |
glowivg eyes that gave one at once the |
idea of great penetration and strengtl |
The first quick view spoke unreser !

'his is a glant amongst |

vedly :
[} |

wan who will leave his mark oi
the ag But slas | it was as if a lay |
figure had its props suddedly loosed ~,
for after the first briefl salutrtion, the |
world-weary priest flung himself on yk.,-l
pofa with a gesture and an aspect of |
infinité weakness or pain.

Luke timidly put a few uestions
some theological subject, which were
courteously answered ; and then, pas- |
sing his hax d across his forehead, this |
great convert said :

| know you will excuse me Father,

when I tell you that I am not at all
well, and even conversation is painfal

and wearying. I am threatoned with
neurasthenia from overwork, and [ must
go abroad. Allow me (o say good
evening."’

Luke stammered an apology as he
took the proffered hand. Fie looked

up into the fAnely cut, worn face ; and
as he thought ** this man sacrificed a
thousand a year, and broke wevery
family tie for the gake of truth, and is
pow & martyr to work for Christ," his
heart repented of his rash judgments
on the race ; and with Celtic impul-
iveness, he stooped and kissed the
white hand that lay in his own, and de-
parted with strange sensations.

“ Nourasthenia | Thank God, we

And * omnia detrimentum feca, et arbi-

£ would you choose ? To
CHAPTER XL smooth and placid respectability to the
Canon’s stall foreshadowed for you by
the Canon, or to be utterly wrecked in
middle age like this martyr-priest, who
has now to go abroad and be supported
by charity for the remainder of his

The former | latter is the more heroic.
prudent ?
mon sense ?

another puzzle.
the philosophy of Christiavity was
altogether in favor of selt sacrifice and
suffering, on the other hand the ‘‘ com-
mon sense of all mapkind " was just as
emphatically against it.
right ?
enigma is life !
and furrowed face haunted Luke {for
wany & long day.

ally filled, and Luke determined to wail
to time for more | for Benediction.
the gas jets and took out his dinrnal to
finish compline.
ris'y ¢ ock tolled 7, the same wearied,
broken priest, preceded by 2 few aco
his novitiate lytes, emerged from the sacri-ty and
knelt before the high altar.
stooped and shaken, and his voice was
almost inaudible as he
rosary.
to our Blessed Lady ;
tired priest ascended with difficulty the
steps of the pulpit.

sald Luke.

intermission here, until the poor frame
sinks to rise no more.
from the grave.
mournful ; and the preacher seemed to
experience such trem .pdous difficulty
in seizing and arranging his fugitive
thonghts, that Luke every moment ex-
convincing and appealing ; pected
¢l ar that the faculties of the mind
were refusing to work.
driven too hard, and were in revolt.

iogular philosophy of St. Paul abont
gpending and veing spent for Christ?’

Which ot the two
pass on, in

ror, ut stercora 1

ife 2"

There is no doubt whatever that this
Bat is it
Is it cousistent with com-

Apnd Luke was confronted with
Apd if he felt that

And whieh is
Dear me | dear me | what an
Bat that weary figure

It was evening now. The lamps were
ighted, and he turned back into the
nnrch. The seats were bei g gradu

He sat nnder one of

Then, just as the sac-

He looked

recited the
There was ashort, sweet hymn
and then the

+ Surely he's not going to preach 2"’

Ah ! yes he was. No relaxation or

It was a voice
It sonnded so gentle

a bre:k down. It was quite

They had been
And so there were repetitions and very

inconsequential arguments, and a very
few words were mumbled and mouthed

out a cigarette, lighted it, looked long
at Luke, and spoke @

I believe, lor example, that we, vision, of all thought, of all anxiety,
Irish, are the coolest, most judi- | sat the man of mystery, silent, immov-
cious, most calculating, far seeing able, whilst auxious ministers looked

race on the face of the earth.
cunning is Ulyssean ; our wisdom is
Promethean, and, as for tenacity, no-
thing in all creation can beat us—but
an oyster |

gar Sguare, past the great

as it from a semi paralyzed tongue ;
nd a few veibs were misplaced and
mispronounced, and there was an agon-
ized look on the preacher's face, a3 if
he were 'ace to face with a trial whose
issue might be fearful and sucden.
Luke couldn't bear it. He looked away
and thought : only a few years ago
this man had won the Ireland scholar.
ghip and the Newdigate prize at
Oxford, and was in a fair way towards
a fellowship and a mitre. What a saeri-
flee | What a change ! Then the con
cluding words came ¢ €ar and solemn :

¢ You shall know the truth, and the
trath shall make you fres.'”” These
were the last public words of the

speaker, and Luke was perplexed to
hear them. During the solemn rite of
B pediction that succeeded, Luke saw
dnly bowed heads, nor was there even a
whispered 1rayer ; but at that most
touching prayer which is said just as
the monstrance is replaced upon the
throne, that prayer for the conver-
sion of England that takes one back
insensibly to Roman eatacombs and
pagan imperia ism, Luke thought he
heard the sound of sobbing.

“ It cannot be,’’ he said ; ‘' these
KEnglish are too stolid."”

But a few moments later he saw faces
of well dressed ladies wet and glisten-
ing with tears, which immediately
were wiped away ; for, you know, we
are Knglish, and, above all things else,
we must not yield to sentiment r de.
monstrative piety, and Luke thought—
racial characteristics are humbug.
The human heart is the same every-

| where.

fle pawed rapidly along the streets
on his way homewards. He was brought
to a sudden standstill on the sideway

of the Strand by a long queue of men,
two and twy, who, ranged on the outer
edge of the pavement, W vited in calm,

stolid silenee for something that was
slow in coming. There was quite room
enough on the inside path for pedes-
trians. What is it? A faneral ? No,
not at such an hour. It was only filty
or sixty men, waiting fora place in the
theatre close by, They were a8 silent
as mutes. ‘** Weat a laughiog, rollick-
ing, joking crowd they would have been
in Ireland !"’ thought Luke. * Verily,
they take their pleasures sadly! After
all, they are a stolid, unfeeling race !
And what mercurial being are we 1"

Ju«t then, an arm Was locked in his,
and a very marked Hibernian voice €Xx-
claimed :

+ Well, Lnke Delmege, who'd ever
think of sceing you here, waiting to
get into the Gaiety ? I'he world is

topsy-turvy enough ; but I never
| tho ght you conld turn such a somer-
sauit.

Luke laughed at the absurdity, as he
recognized an old college acquaintance,
who had *‘ cut ' in his physic year,
had then become a tuccessful journal
ist, and was now one of that famous

yn | band of matadores who were fretting
the flanks of John Ball.

« Come along.'’ said the ** Mimber,"’

¢ we'll have a cup of tea here at the
¢ Marguerite,’ and then you must come
to see a fleld night at the House. No!
no | no excuses | there's electricity in

the atmosphere, and sure to be a
thunderclap to-night.'
« Then why are yon not at your

post 2"’ sa'd Luke ;
open since 4 2"’

* Quite so, old man, if you allow me
to use such a familiarity with an old
chum, but we allow the animals to feed
from 7 to 8.30. Then, when well
gorged with meat and wine, they're an
easy proy."’

“And do you keep your heads cool 2"’
said Luke. His friend lifted up & cup
of tea, and nodded significantly.

“Tell me,’’ said Luke, ‘;and you can
tell me, for your have experience, do
you believe in ‘ racial characteristics ?'
The problem is puzzling me dreadfully.”

*“ {sn't the House

pever heard of that in Ireland. But is

The member laid down his cup, took

serried mass that thronged {he lowest |
benches on the left of the speaker's

++ Racial characteriste ? Ido, irmly.”’ | chair. And here,

Our | to him for asign or some articulate
utterance of what he was brooding
over and plotting there in the corner
geat just belo» the gangway. At last,
Come 1"’ one of his lieutenants rose, and woved
They walked rapidly down by Trafal- | the adjonrnm ot of the House.
Whitehall | The proposal was met with &
buildivgs, and, just as they spproached | shout of iudignant scorn. A divi
the Westminster Palace Yard, on a|sion was demanded, and Luke,
sudden the vast rush through the | with the rcst, was relegated to the
crowded thoroughfare stopped as if by | lobby. Ina few minutes it was over,
magic. Stately carriages, gaily dressed and they returned. The Government
pedestrians, cabs, horses—all stood had a sweeping majority. There was &
still, as if petrified.  The member | cheer of exultant triumph., The first
looked calmly at the imperial | lines of the enemy had beer repulsed.
demonstration in his honor for 8 moment, The debate went on. Then quietly, &
then moved across swiftly, and, un | second lientenant rose in his place,
locking his arm from that of the aston | and moved the adjournment of the
ished Luke, he said : house. This time a yel! broke from
“ You go around by the public en | the ministerial benches. The adjourn
trance. I shall meet you in the lobby | ment was flercely and angrily refosed.
in a moment."” A division was demanded, and another
Luke had mot long to wait in the | Pyrrhic victory gained. There was a
famous lobby, just long enough to see migh'y shout frcm the ministerial 1ists.
that, if there be on the face of the | Calm and immovable sat the Irisb
guerrilleros, whilst their opporvents,

earth a levelling, democratic spot,
where all dissinctions are fused down, | wild with passion, appeared to be Jash-
acd all human hopes concentrated and | ing themselves into [renzied madness
unified in one desire, it is here. That | 1The debate went ol : and just as the
desire is to see your OWd member. | hands of the clock pointed to twelve, a
Luke had not long toawait. Gaily and division was again demanded. With
happlly ab ease, dispensing smiles all | suppressed, but badly suppressed
round, yet maintaining a certain nn- | passion, the leader of the honse leaned
perturbed dignity, his friend appeared. forward on the despatch-buxes and
The policeman saluted and shouted : | hissed :—
¢ The Rey. Luke Midge.’ Luke ad- + If we have to remain in session lor
mitted the impeachment, and was led | forty-eight hours the Government is
determined that this measure shall

into the inner sanctuary through rows
of marble busts and stately pictures of | pass ; nor will the house adjourn until
that is accomplished.’

long-buried statesmen, whilst the dis-
appointed mob howled iu their hearts “The captain of the gnerrilleros sat
ontside. Into the inner lobby, sacrad | silent and grim. And then a peal of
to statesmen, mixing amongst nota- electric bells ; and then the solemn
pilitier, rubbing his shoulder against | march through the turnstiles ; another
Cabinet ministers, the wondering Luke Governmental victory, and the house
passed with his guide, who aceosted a | settled down to business again. Then
gorgeous cffieial and demanded a ticket | arose another of the lawless but discip-
llned phalanx, and moved the adjourn-

for his friend.
“ You can have a seat in the gallery, | ment of the house. There was another
sir,”’ said the official with awful defer | angry yell ; and again Agamemnon
spoke :—

ence, ** but I regret to say that all
the seats are taken in the gallery.” « | assure the honourable gentlemen
¢\ beg your pardon. There's one | at the other side of the house that the
vacant,’’ said the member. + I insist | Government has no intention of yield-
on having that seat.” ing on that point, and that the house
“That seat, sir, belongs to Lord | must remain in session until this meas-
Vavasour., He's just dining with the | ure is carried.”
Secretary for Home Affairs, and has Then the silent one arose, and eight
kept it engaged till his return.”’ hundred beings, the flower of English
-You should know the rules of the | intellect, hung breathless on his words.
house, sir,’’ said the member. *‘ No| They were few. Passing his hand be-
stranger can retain a seat, except he | hind his coat-collar, and then running
is in actual possession.’’ it down through his thick hair, he
spoke in the echo of a whisper ; but it

‘Quite true, gir,”” said the official.
« You must not consider me discourte- | was heard in every cranpy in the
building :—

ous ; I was trying to smooth matters.
Name please ?’’ “The Right Hon. gentleman refuses
to adjourn the house. I tell him the

ping aphori:ms at
the object of all |leisure dropping slices of lemon into
his glass. And then the burning shame
came back again,
into an uneasy slumber, he mattered :

istics after all.’

pext morning the spectres had vani-
shed.
future were all before him.
was & gray, blurred shadow of the
past.

¢ Inseparables,’’ and Father Tim drop-
Jeisure, and at

aud, as he dropped
+] believe there are racial character-
When he woke from uchappy dre ms

London, lile, ambition, s great
Lisnalee

CHAPTER XIV.
WEIGHING ANCHOR.

It was inevitable that an airy, im-
petuous, variable spirit like this should
under pressing circumstances, weigh
anchor and drift with the tide. Grad
ually, as his fine genius asserted itself,
he rose above all his confréres, both in
the excellence and the efficacy of his
work ard in his ucquestionable super-
jority of intellect. The Rev. Lauke
Delmege was beginniug to be noticed
tiis Bishop, who bad returned from |
Rome, and then from a long round l‘
visitations, appeared not to remailk
him particularly, which Luke in his
rising pride, set down to national pre-
judice. Once the Bishop said :(—

+ Delmege, you are not quite 8o mer-
curial as the generality of your COuD-
trymen. Don’t you like your surround
ings 2"’

Then Luke protested that he was
happy, very happy, and did pot seek a
change.

Quce, too, the old Viear said in his
rough, kindly way :(—

+ Here you are again, Delmege 1 It
is & bad thirg for a young man when
the papers notice him. You'll have as
much space soon as Madame Seigel's
Syrup.”

But the yourger men wore more ex-
plicit and geuerous. His name had
gone across the river, and he had becn
invited to preach at the Coxmercial
Road, and to lecture to workingmen at
the Mechanics' Hall in Holborn. He
bad pushed on his gcheols until the
Inspector wondered at his own report,
and the Diocessn Inspector had asked
for him as an assistant.

Meanwhile, and, of course, impercep
tibly, all this externation was aflect
ing his character deeply. His soul
was starved. All his energies went off
in enthusiastic work. He never per-
ceived thtat it was sheer materialism,
when the soul was absent. In the be-
ginning he consecrated his work and
put a soul into it. Ther, as vanity
assumed control and men's praises
echoed around him, he pushed forward
wildly., Work, work, work — here was
his ery | Too gentle perscnal love for
his Divine Master hallowed a: d sancti
fled his earlier efforts ; but by degrees
this evapcrated in favour of a Cause.

But the cause was an inpersonality,

“Delmege !'’ said thc member, as
house will adjourn, aud the sooner the

the official handed the ticket to Luke,

who, balf ashamed and almost terrified, | petter.’

pasted wondering up the narrow stairs, [t was a plain challenge to the omni-
and in 4 moment was in the « House.” | potewce of Hogland, and as such was

[t w's a wonder, a surprise, a digap- | accepted, This time there was no
pointment ; but we needn’t repeat the | shouting. The division bell rang.
o'd story here. Luke sat gtill on his | The members trooped through the

turnstile. Another vietory for the
Government ; but the leader of the
house again came forward, and leaning

parrow bench, and gape d.
“Pake cff your hat, please !"
Luke had forgotten his politeness

and his loyaity. The official said | his arms again on the despatch boxes,
qnietly and politely : ** It's likq a|he gaid, almost humbly :—
school, sir ; and, by- and-bye, you'l  There's no use in prolonging the

see some rough horseplay.’’ useless debate in the fase of such

+‘Does this— this — assembly control | obstruction. The- Houge stands ad
the destinies of 300,000,060 people 2 ' | journed.” The cfficials laughed. The
said Luke. ministerial following was bewildered.

“It thinks so !"’ said the man. Then, as they recognized their defeat,

Just then the supporters of the | they muttered curses on their leaders ;
Government began to drop in. Luke | and angry, shamed, disappointed, they
was on the Governmeut side of the | trooped from the House. The victors
house. There was but a low balus- | did not even cheer. Luke thought :
trade between him and them. In they | ¢ I'll never belicve in racial character-
came, flushed as 10 face, and very | istics again, I knew they were always
white as to capacious ehirt front. | hambugs !’ His friend, the Member,
They congregated in groups of three | came over.

or four, and began to exchange re- “ Wasn'c that pretty ? Crumpled up
marks. There was a pleassnt odour of | like a piece ol tissue-paper i

whiskey and patehouli in the afr, I ¢ Can you keep it up 2"’ queried
thought the E glish never drank | Luke. His friend looked long and

gpirits,”’ said Luke, “The racial char
acteristics are a puzzle.”

earnestly at him.
* Yes, till victory, which we, the de.

Yes, the air was olectrie. You | scendants of kings, shall then mist
couldn't tell why., There were no in- | royally throw away. ‘Did I really
dicatins. There was no great debate hurt you, poor old Ball ? I'm awlully
on. Members lounged and chatted | sorry. Get up, old man, and come
and lavghed, 'There was no drawing | have a drink.’ That's the finale to the
up and marshalling of forces, no organ- | comedy you have witnessed. Good-

izing of battalions, no arrang ment of
resorves. But the air was electrie.

You felt it tingling in your fingers
and running up along your spine. The
gervant felt it.

“There's something
gir !’ he said.

« Three feet away from where Luke
sat, close to ome of the pillarets that
sustained the gallery, a very little
man, with a very long coat, a bald
head, and a heavy mustache that
curled up to his ears, was engaged in
earnest consultation with a colleague.
« The leader of the house, sir,”’ woisp-
ered the servant

¢ At last. the honrs stole on to
eleven, and Liuke began to think it was
time to go home, His friend, the mem
ber, came over, Sat on the balustrade,
and began to chat galiy. Not a word
between him and the full dressed mob

night !’

The great clock of St. Stephen's was
chiming ‘‘ one ’ as Luke crossed
Westminster Bridge.

++Glad I have a latch key,’’ he mur
mured ; *‘ the old Vicar wouldn't like
it, and he sleeps with one eye open.”

A party of revellers was coming to-
wards him. They tried to jostle him
off the footpath. At another time he
would have yielded ; but the spell of
conquest was upon him. He resisted,
and came into personal contact with
one, who was almost intoxicated. It
was Louis Wilson. He, too, recog-
nized Luke; and turning away, he
said to his companions :—

“'Tis only a peasant priest from Ire-
land. 1 know a little of the fellow.
He hath a pretty sister.”

The next moment Luke's strong hand
was on his collar, and he swung him

on to-night,

around. They'd have torn him limb | rourd.
from limb it they dared. ¢ Now, gentlemen,'’ said one of the
¢ Going home ?'" he crled to Luke. | revellers, * this is Westminster and

You'll do nothing of the kind. The
Lord has given you a chance tbat will
never_occur again.”’

Just here, an old officer, gray headed
and gray-bearded, spoke to the mem-
ber. He was a suppliant — a humble,
abject, beseeching client. He begged
and entreated the member to bring on
some w etched thing about pensions, or
to promise to speak if the bill were
introduced.

“I shall 7o nothing of the kind,"
«ald the member, haughtily. *‘We
have other work be‘ore us to-night."’ There was no real sleep that night
The ofMcer slank away, cowed and dis- | for Luke. Amidst the agony and
comfited, Luke's opinion of his coun- shame and remorse that kept the wheels
try was rising steadily. of his brain burning and revolving, he

“ Now I must be off,”’ said the mem- thought of country and home. He saw

not Donnybrock. Keep quiet, or be-
dad, and begorra, you will find your
gelves in the lock-up."

“ Your names, gentlemen, please,’
said an officer, moving up.

Luke heard, as in a dream: Lo |
Albemarle Buildings, Victoria Street.”’

Wilson passed on.

¢« Never mind, sir,"”’ said the officer,
as Luke fumbled for a card; it will
rest here unless he prosecutes. But
take no notice of these fellows in
future.’’

ber. ‘¢ There is big wig in the chair. | the calm peace of Ireland resting as in
Now, sit fast, old man. And look | & cloud above and beyond this hateful
here | * Don’t let your feelings over- Tartarus. He wotld give worlds to be

If you cheer, or toss up at home—at home at Lisnalee, pencil-
they'll turn vou out, and | led in shadows above the misty be-
” loved sea. He would sacrifice a few
years of life to be in the midst of the
kindliest people on earth, away from
these horrible automatons ; and he saw
with tears the little parlour, and the

come you !
yonr hat,
you won't see a bull baiting again
And so Luke waited patiently, now
watching the confused, anxious crowd
at the ministerial side of the house,
and again fixing his eyes tn that silent,

though he called it “the Church.,”” Tf
he had identified the Ohurch with its
Divine Spouse, all would have beenr

well. But no! The honour of the
Charch, the advancement of the
Chureh, the glory of the Church-

words always on his lips, and of such

—God bless them !—are happily
cousciouns.
jzation here in the heart of the world
are too much engrossed with each oty o
to heed you.
Now, Delmege, old wan, can you bear
an operation 2 For I am going to dc
what my judgment calls the rashest and
maddest and most ungrateful thing—|
am going to pull a friend’s tooth. It is
quite true that tooth is aching. Neve £-
theless, man is an ungrateful animal, I
know you won't bite ; but promise 1ot
to say a cuss-word. Ican't bear that.”

every old dufferga Mentor. And re

The « ther elements « ( hf

I am alone with the

stars,

+* All right,” said L ke, *' go ahead |
I'm used to it. There never befor

was such a target for tho small shot of
gratuitous advice. I am as bad ag if |

nad the influenza., Every old w
at home made herself a Minerva, and
it is worse. It is quite clear the we
regards me as & complete and unu
gated fool I"  Which little speech
how far Luke had gone in the waj
the ** galled jade. )

“ Now, look here,”” said the ca
friend, ** all that's quite true—'

¢ 1 beg your pardon,’ said
stitlly.
#+ Ahem ! [ mean that—yon k

it may be quite true, you know
advice, very well meant—you &
does not always comprehend the e
gurroundings—look at that impuds
girl with that goldier !"’

“Oh! I thought you were alone w
the stars,”’ said Luke ; which a%
restored his friend's equilibrinm.

¢ Well, now, look here, Delueg
soams to me that you have two carecrs
before you. On the one hand a lile ¢
useluloess and labor, hidden, unsus ¢
ed, no storms, DO triumphs, but a r
ward exceeding great ; and on the
a life of blare acd brilliancy, thund
and lightnjng, houors and crosses,
then—"'

| understand,’’ said Luke.
have me choose the humbler and

path 2"’

+ Well,” said his friend, dub
 perhaps !"’

Y Let me tell youm,"” said

“ onee and forever, that I have deliber
ately chosen the other ; not becanse
its honors and emolnments—I des;
tpem ! but the Church require: it
Ours is not the Church of the
combs, but of Constantine g

«It's a truth and a fallacy,’’ said ihe
candid friend. ** Mesnwhile, allowiig
all that, and presupposing that you are
right in yuur‘declsion, I don’t admit
you know—""

« Don't admit what ?'’ said Luke.

¢ That the Church requires
brilliant men, or that the world is wuct
iv need of them."

« The world regards the Church as a
wolehill,”’ said Luke; ‘* & subterrancar
cryptie, coucealed system, burrow.ng
ander all the States and Governments
of the world—its conspirato-s blinking
and purblind in the light of day, &
with vision ecoough only to plot, and
delve, and undermine all the iostit
tious of civilization.”

« Out of which of the Infidel revic?
did you pick that rhodomontade 2"’ sa
the fr end.

* There now,"”

very

said Luke, *‘ you aI

s ! : :
aw.ul apd hallowed sign fleance,—c¢ o | losing temper, and the tooth iz not yet

veyed no meaning, no life to his actions

He would have been deeply ¢ fiended if
any one had hinted that be had degen

erated into a form of worship that is
generally veiled under a sacred guise
—and only labelled by the truthful
malice of the world, or the still more
tratnful revelaticos of humility—ego-
theism. Did not the ancient monks
say, Laborare est orare ? Arvd here
just now is not the sage of Chelsea
preaching the same divinity of work ?
And is not Stanley in Christ Church,
and Jowett in Balliol, stimulating the
flagging energies of Oxford under-
graduates by the same ? Work, work,
work, for it is the law of the universe,
—the laws of birth and death, of stars
and flowers | Work, because thereby
you are identified with Nature by
obeying its sacred laws, and thereby
alone is true happiness attainable | li
any one had whispered to Luke in
these days, when he thought he was
goaring on the highest altitudes of in-
gpiration : ‘* Come apart and rest a
little while 1'" he would bave seorned
the suggestion as atec ptation to abuse
of the highest instincts and betrayal of
the most sacred interests.

It was rather fortunate for Luke that,
amidst the inevitable jealousies arcused
by all this publiicty, he had jast strength
of mind enough to move steadily onward,
though not unbiased or undisturbed.
He had not yet had experience enough
to write on the tablets of his mind the
Pauline summing up of existence— itus
timores ; but his life was not lacking in
those external modifications which the
Apostle styles—the foris pugne. Un-
fair and unfavorable criticisms, little
hints of possible imprudences in publie
utterances, vague suggestions of sub
dued heresy, the complete suppression
of tome fine public lecture—these were
the drawbacks in a buoyant aud most
hopeful career. In the moments of
doabt and depression that followed—
and they were many—a memory of past
times, of the frugal banquots of the
* [nseparables,’” of Father Tim's droll-
eries and of Father Pat's kindness,
would recur to him ; and sowetimes
there would float across the unda irreme-
abilis a tiny letter from the cottage
above the sea at Lisnalee, or from the
library of Fasher Martin — hopefuly
cheerful, amusing, as & butterfly would
float in from spring meadows and lose
itscif in the horrors of some Lancashire
factory, or as & child would place a
flower ig the fingers of a bronze and un-
feeling statute. Then Luke had a
friend. And it needs not the sacred
endorsement of Holy Seripture, or the
expansive comments of that great in-
terpreter, Shakespecre, to be assured
that the best gift of the gods to man is
a true and truthful friend. Aod Luke's
friend was not afraid to tell the truth.
Witness this. They were walking on
the banks of the Serpentine.

w [ always choose this place for quiet
meditation,”” said the friend, in an ex-
planatory tone to Luke, who was rather
surprised to be suddenly introduced
into the m!ghty gangway of Lite Guards,
servant-maids, and babies ; * here you
are alone, as much alone as Werther
and his stars. You meet no one that
will trouble the rim cf your hat ; babies

drawn.’’

*¢ Quite true. But now for the oper
ation. I thiuk yon are going too fast
and will get derailed. All this news
paper notoriety, ‘able controversialist,
‘brilliant lecturer,’ ete., is quite enoug
to turn any head not well screwed o1
and yours, you know, ah—"'

* Go on,’”’ said Lake, ** go on.”
¢ I'm hurting yov,’’ sa.d the cand
friend.

« On! not at all,’” said Luke. "
rather like it. It is so ingenuous, ¥oT
waore saying something about my head.”’

“ | gee ['m hurting you,'’ said the
friend. ** Now, I'll put it in a better
way. Did you ever feel an impulse i
go down on your knees and kiss the
nem of the garment of some poor, half-
witted illiterate old duffer, who knev
just enough of Latin to spell throog!
his breviary, but who was doing,
sublime unconsciousness, the work £
his Master 2"’

Luke was struck dumb, These
almost his own words, expresse
enthusiasm not quite two years &g0.

* Once,”’ he said faintly ; ** bul
Lad no experience.””

+ And did you ever,’' said the friet d,
not noticing, ** did you ever feel irre-
sistible inclinaticn to get bebit de
great, intellectunal prodigy, who was
gweeping the whole world before him
apparently, and with one glorious coup
de main block his hat before all his ad-
mirers 2"’

 Never,” ‘said Luke, emphatically.
« 1 think that is narrow-minded and
illiberal."’

* Well,
dryly.

% Look here, now, Sheldon,” sald
Luke, ** once and forever let me &3Y
that I feel, and am sure, that the ui-
natural delry in the conversion of Eng-
land is primarily due to this cause.
You, Eoglish, are 8o narrow and cor
gorvative and petty in your views th A0
you'll uever appeal successfully to Uh€
broad human spirit of the age. L
don’t understand the Zeitgeist.
whole trend of human thought is to 1€
concile revelation with intellect ; and
out of the harmony to evolve & new
and hopefal instauration of human
blessedness. Now, we must take our
rightful place in this renascence. I
won't do to be silent. Or, rather, ¥©
must fpeak out boldiy and confidenti*
ally, with large, free interpretation® of
natural revelations, or hold our tongues
altogether, Falls er nicht schweigt !
¢ (3o0d heavens!’ said Father Shei-
don, ‘* where did you pick up that bn.“:
rible jargon? What in the name %
common sense, man, are you reading?

“Phere now, there tow,” said Luke,
“you don't read, my dear fello®.
There's the great drawback, There 8
no use in arguing further. We move
on different planes of thought. By the
way, you are coming over 0 Bermond-
sey to dine to-morrow?"’ 8

Father Sheldon said pothing. e
had failed to pull that tooth; and of all
botehes in creation, an unsuccessinl
dentist is the worst. i

“ Poor fellow, '’ he said in his oW
sanctum aiterwards, ‘‘he’s on the down

I did,” said the friend,

f\

grade, though he appears to be sky-
flying. That rash for Mass in the morp:
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