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éCures talk ” in favor m
of llood’s Sarsaparilla, a
as for no other medi-

Its great cures recorded in lru{hfu',
convineing language of grateful men and
women, constitute its most effective ad-
vertising Many of these cures are mar«
velous, They have won the confidence of
the people; have given Hood’s Sarsapa=-
rilla the largest sales in the world, and
have made necessary for its manufacture
the greatest laboratory on earth. IHood’s
Sarsaparilla is known by the cures it has
made—cures of scrofula, salt rheum and
eczema, cures of rheumatism, neuralgia
and weak nerves, cures of dyspepsia, liver
troubles, catarrh —cures which prove
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A WOMAN OF FORTUNE
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CHAPTER 11T, -

AN OCEAN ACQUAINTANCE

‘ Now,”’
lightful ?
alr 'u;ul)‘ i

She epoke to a lady who leaned on
her arm as they stepped together on
the deck of the great ccean steamer,
which, with wings spread to the favor-
ing brerzs, was cleaving her way
thmugh the outepread liquid plain to-
ward the O!d World., The long dacks
were filled with people, for the smooth
sea and bright sunshine had brought

| out ali but the most incorrigible in sea-
sickness. Apparently, however, Miss

Lorimer’s companion was of the latter
order ; for as they emerged, she put up

i her haud to shut out the sight of the
dancing, glittering waves, which Cecil
| found so exhilarating.

I **Oh,” she said, ‘I really cannot

"stand it! You must let me go down
again.”

“No, no,” said Cecil, inflexibly.
‘Now that you are hem, you must
stay. I will make you very comfort-
and you need not look at the
But where is
He ought to be here to

said Cecil, “*is not this de
And do you not feel better

Mr. Marriott ?

jarrange your chair,”

She looked around,
whom she sought was not in sight—
neither among the energetic prome
naders of the deck, nor the loiterers at
the taffrail. As sho hesitated au in
stant, a gdentleman standing
stepped forward,

Can I be of any assistance ?
asked, courteously,

“*Thanke, yes—if
kind,” Cecil replied.

but the person

near
2

you will be so

‘*Please look among those deck
{ chairs "—pointing to a row folded up,

standing on end—* for one that has
‘Marriott’ or ‘Lorimer’ written on the
back, and place it for this young
la'l \,.n

My dear Cecil, I can never stay !"
remonstrated the latter,

**Oh, yes, you can!” Cecil an-
swered, with a cheerful p(\smvuu'w
““ That is one of our chairs,” she added

as the gentleman who had volunteered
services drew one from the ranks.
Now if you will kindly open it ?"

He not only opeuned, but found a
secure, sheltered position for it ; and
when a maid came up with her arms
full of rugs and wraps, he assisted
very deftly in arranging them for the
pale girl, who, finding remonstrance
useless, resizned herself, and sank into
tha seat provided for her.

“Now I am sure that in a little
while you will feel better,” said Cecil,
covering her up. ‘‘If you do not, of
courss we must submit to let you be
miserable in your own way ; but even
for misery I think this is better than
that close state room.”

Then, having folded the soft wraps
passive figure, she
turned to the gentleman who had come
to their assistance.

h

‘*We are very much obliged,” she
aid tously.  ** You have bheen

‘I am happy to
uss,” he answered, lifting his hat.
v\~ he walked away, he smiled a little

mile that was for Misg Lovimer's
princess-like tone. It was neither
uaughty nor patronizing, but simply
that of one who condescended a little
in addressing her fellow-creatures—a
tone that might have bhe offensive

have bheen of

{ had it not been so evidently unconsci

ous.  But, recognizing
sciousness, the man whom she had
just addressed thought that the
manner suited her appearance—the
appearance which he had admired
during the two or three days
they had been on shipboard together,

He was alone, and not very sociabl y
inclined, so he had the more leisura to
observe the beautiful, stately girl, who
[ had indead been followed by
eyes beside his own, as she v
deck during the first day

this uncon

many

vlked up

i and down th

{ or two out, when she was alnost the
only lady visible,
Ha was himself a man at whom m
women ¢ 1 have glancad t y, and
vhom they migl baen u
in 1 i t {a 1 m aril’
Fall and wder, with a firmly-k
1l ) "o m ire
} W v ook ot thou
him vas q takabl
Che imp of race was set upnn
from the top of his well-carri

f his slander yet musen
Under favorable cir
cumstances he would have been a hand
some man, but just now he looked worn
and ill ; his refined features

sharply outlined, tha pallor of his

hands

were
kin

was perceptible  even lhmu'h the
hronza which the eun A laid 1 upon it,

and there was a shadow of sadness or
cara in his dark, sombre eyes.

Ha found his own chair, and estab-
ished h If with a beok in a quiat
nney it was impossible not to
lane wnd then f rd \

\ v 1 l 1o lish
ing, and the gracoeful, ic flgare

that hovered around

then taking

a
turn or two on the deck : but \\hwh.-l
gitting, mding, or \\el|‘.;l|]‘:‘, ever

full of life, movement, ease and grace.
In truth, as Cocil was at that time re-

marking, the air of the ocean had upon
her a stimul y effect.
“Icvis so 120 to see you lying

there pale and indifferent,” she said to
her friend. “This air acts upon me

| like a divine nectar and tonie. I do

not feel as if

world.”
“Do you mnot?" observed her

listener, languidly. “Then 1 only

pain could exist in the

wish I could give you my sensations
for a time,’

“* Poor Grace !
them,” was the quick answer. *If ]
only could, you would bte on your feet
i 1 enjoying all this
and scene.”

0 lying here? 1

I an 1
g ¢ ‘-‘r\l,,]l to over-
3 stomach,”

b I !,m;hf-l. “You are getting
better,” she said, * Until I brought
you up on deck you had not energy
enough to be sarcastic, But indeed I
always felt great sympathy with the
character in one of the eerie stories of
Poe, with which I used to curdle my
blood when I was a child, who declared
that ‘ man does not yield himself to
death save through the weakness of
his own feeble will,’”

“Then I shall expect you to be a
female Wandering Jew,"

“Am I 8o very strong in will?
Every one accuses me of it ; but it is
not an amiable or a desxrable char-
acteristic.”

‘It is not unamiable—in you,”
said Grace Marriott. ‘‘Most wilful
people are very selfish, but I do not
think you would insist upon having
your own way if it would injure any
one else.’

‘*1 hope not,” said Cecil, seriously.

“ But one cannot be sure. One is
always lmblu to bs betrayed by the
defects of one’s qualities. I suppose I
ought to cultivate humility and defer-
ence to the opinious of others, but
nature is very strong in me,”

‘“Nature is strong in most of us,’
said Grace; ‘‘but perhaps"—with a
glance at the spirited prefile beside

ynger in you than in mos
¢ If it is true that we
happiness and peace

nature, I am

Cecil ¢
startle .1

foreme? Iam not
subdue my natural in |pu
as they (lb no
should [ ?’

*“The answer to that would 1«‘ ad us
very far,” said her compauion, ‘*and
[ am hardly in condition either to
argue or expound. You remind me of
an untried soldier, my dear Cecil—all
bravery, ardor, and self-confidence.
[ am afraid the last, at least, must be
a little shaken. But here comes John
—in time to put & stop to my prophe-
cies,”

There was a great contrast between
the pale, delicate speaker and the
stout, good-looking man on the sunny
side of middle-age, with his general
air of prosperity and satisfaction with
life, who now came up. But they
were brother and sister, m*vcnhwlu‘
thongh with a wide fflht of years b.-
ween them—one being the e'd2st and
he other the youngest of a large family
—and a wider gulf of different tastes
and sympathies. Sensitive, in-
tellectual, artistic to her finger-
tips, Grace Marriott was now
on her way to Karops to complete
her studies in art, while her brother
wag crossing over to visit his family—
his wife finding it more entertaining
to liva abroad than in America, and

ha e an excellent excuse in the edu

So h.
harm to others, why

i1
n

cation of ti lren ; while Mr. Mar-
viott was himself one of the oblig ging
hushands who spend their d in the
accumulation of means to support an
establishment in Paris or Dre

where
or twice
S,

)y are received as guests once

you are out at last, are
ou?”  he said as he came up. ¢ 1
hope you are feeling better? I knew
you would once you were on deck
You ought to have let me bring you up
yesterday."”

“Y«-s:mwlny was too rough,” said
Cecil. ‘ She would not haw (m]nv(-d
it. DBut 1 am sure she is better for be-
ing out to-day.”

**You brought her up, did you?"
said  Mr. Marriott, regarding the
speaker with an admiring smile,  ¢“]
would have been on hand if I had
known ; but I fancy you were the best
on, after all, You were made to

everything before you, Miss

4 So Grace has just been t
aid Cecil.  ‘*But I look
v ame on decl [
y the ch and
I )t leave )
) it, and Maria has 6 got I sea
A
)| 1ld think not AL
) 1 a langh—fi liss
Loti s ma had 1 1
i ly helpl ‘1 went to

r-room, and I stayed a
than I intended,” he added:
‘*but of course you had no difficulty in
finding somebody to arrange things
for you,"

**Oh, not the least !" said Cecil care-

legslv

““There is alwave a o do

such things ; but one prefers not to

accept services from strangers.”
‘That depends on the strange

observed Grace. ‘‘This one was v

ind, and evidently ¢

itieman,’

Cezil ; ‘‘“but
1 A1ICH. N W,
what do \-vn ') ink of a
turn up # vn the dc

Mr. Mariott replied that lu-, would be
delighted, having the usual restlessnegs
of ma v;xlmu lumanity on Imnll ship,
and not at all averse to the
such a companion, So,
v enquiring if there was anything
o wanted, or was likely to want,
and having received an assurance in
the negative, Miss Lorimer walked
away with him,

They had not been
beforo a pair

gone very long
of observaut eyes per-
ceived that Grace's position had be-

ma less pleasant.  Her chair had at
first been placed in shadow, but the
sun in travelling towards the meridian

I wish I could take ‘

upon her with uncomfortable bright-
ness.  She looked around when she
beeame consceious of this, but neither
her brother nor Cecil w in sight.
Then she pulled a veil over her face,
but the was still dicag
l'o rise, hos

could not hav

reeabls,

g

trusted herself on hor
feet for an instant without support,
apart from the fact that sho was
wrapped like a mummy in folds from
which she could not have disembar-
racsed herself without assistance. She
closed her eyes, therefore, and resigned
herseif to the position—but only to be
startled the next moment by a pleas-
antly-modulated voice saying over Ler
head :

‘‘ Pardon me, but I think you are
uncomfortable. Shall I not move your
chair ?”

She looked up to see the same dark,
clear-but face that bent over her be
fore. Its kindness and courtesy were
alike unmistakable.

““You are very good, ' she said. ‘I
do find the glare disagreeable ; but it
is so troublesome to rise, and my
friends will be here in a short time.”

* There is no reason why you should
rise,” said the gentleman. *‘‘I can
draw your chair into the shade without
disturbing you.”

He laid his hand on the back as he
spoke, and drew it, evidently with
case, a few feet towards the shaded
par} of the deck.

“[ hope tha
yo u. hl' sal d

did not discompose
s he paused.
swered Miss Me

riott,

smiling, ¢ Ih.. is va
ant Chank you very
kiod of you to have ot

sun had found m

““Oh, I felt myself respon
I had arra
fter & brief pause, and ¢
her pleasaut m inver,
€ ‘m r better 2’

y replied. ‘I must ac

knowledge that being on deck bhas
helped me. I fought against coming,
b..L my friend brought me up whether
[ would or no.”

The stranger smiled a little, as he
had smiled at Cecil’s tone in thanking
him. He was not surprised by this
report of her arbitrary proceedings,
but he made no comment—ounly re
marked that it was always best in case
of sea sickness to remain on deck as
much as possible. ‘¢ Kspecially when
the weather is fine,” he added ; ** for
in what sailors call ‘dirty weather,’
ladies at least, must stay below. "

‘“l hope we shall have no such
weather, " said Miss Marriott, anxious-
y.

*“Oh, the Atlantic is certain to give
us at least one rough tossing before it
lets us go,”he answered. ‘¢ At this
season we are certain of nothing but
umcl" in weather, you know.”

‘ Andicebergs. All our friends had
something cheering to say about them

before we started.”

ible for
d it,”
peour
“I hope

your position since

‘1t is too early for any serious dan

ger from ice, I think. The bergs have

ardly set out on their travels from the
Arctic regions yet.”

‘“Apart from the danger, I should
like to see some of them, ' said Grace,
with the artist shining in her e]

“They really 1

eeing,” answered her companion,

‘except in extraordinary cases. If
you ask our captain, I am sure he will
tell you that there is nothing Ae would
not rather gee,”

*¢ Oh, of course !"
a laugh.

By such easy and commonplace steps
these two were advancing toward ac-
quaintance, when Cecil and Mr. Mar-
riott returned. They were astonished
to find that Gracae’s chair had shifted
its position, until they perceived the
young man who stood talking to her.
As they approached, Grace said :

‘Are you surprised to see that a
mummy can move? But the sun in-
vaded my corner, and this gentleman
came to my assistance a w-umd time,
and drew me into the

“ Very kind of you, d Mr. Mar
riott, turning to the stranger, who on
hig part Iww.".l and walke l away. He
7 tl

she replied, with

people to f

l to ma heir acquaintance,
r lowed him, *‘My
sbtad to vou,”’

d an exchang
1

[ere is my name ; will you i

3 was impossible to resist this fr
friendliness, and indeed the other
no wish to do so. te indicated his
name, and Mr, Marriott read it aloud,

*‘Tyrconnel, Ah, yes! A fine
name-— historical association and all
that. Proves Irish descent.”

“ Naturally,” was the reply. *‘I
i | an.”
““ Ah, yes!" said Mr, Marriott
i “Curimu this thing of na
'he went on the next mo-
80 nOwW that you could not

» al

poiitan in h kuoowledge, can geuner-
'1'1\ tell nationality at a glance,” he
said. ** I haveobserved that man s
eral times—there's a remarkable dis
tinction about him—and I could not
quite decide what he was. He has a
foreign look, but I saw that he did not
belong to the Continent, and he has
too much grace and fire about him for
an Englishman, But the matter is
plain now —he is an Irishman, and
every one knows that thers is no
type of gentleman in Eurcpe than the
Irish unmtlt‘nmn. 5

Mr. Marrviott cultivated his new ac-

o finer

quaintance after this, and when Cecil
came on deck in the afternoon, for a

r, was impossible : she |

 His pr

. |

When he rejoined his ster and Ce- |
cil, he exy d his meaning more
fully LAY ¢ one who is at all cosmo

{ tha peo
{ honor this devotion,

| ing heard Mass and
had found her out, and shone down ' promenade hefore, dinner, he had

e,

. | ”
further information respecting bhim to | sweetness and modesty of demeanor

give,

‘T advise you to talk to that man,
he said. ** I think he would int y
you. He is very cultivated, and has
cen a great deal of the world : he is
on nis way from

now

Then our voyage is ounly the end |

of a long journey for him,” observed
Cecil.  ** Batone caunot talk toa man
who does not give one the opportunity
to do so.”

““T'll provide the opportunity,” said
Mr. Marriott,

Not many minutes later he per-
ceived the man of whom they spoke
standing by the taffrail, looking west-
ward, where the sun was going down
in the tossing waves with a good deal
of sunget pomp, and the long track of
foam which the vessel left behind her
was gilded with its parting rays. He
started a little when Mr. Marriott, with
Cecil on his arm, suddenly drew up
near him,

*‘ Promise of many more charming
days in that,” said the former, with an
easy nod toward the sunset.

“*1 am not sure of it,” answered the
other, lifting his hat to the young
lady. ‘It is not exactly a sky that
sailors like, and I observe that the
breeze is freshening in the northeast
Ifeer we shall have bad weather soon.”

“You seem to be something of a
sailor yourself,” said Cecil, looking at
him.

“Oh, no,” he replied. ‘‘I have
only the familiarity \\ixh the sea of
one who has been on it a good deal.

“ 1 have never been on it for a long
y before,” « "}'[]vn
t feel now asif 1 co .ml ev
content to be away from it.
want to ts

worth doing
with remarked their
new acquai ““One should
take two or three years for
jou irney as that.”

“Two or thres years !" repeated
NIr, Marriott. ‘¢ Well, if you wanted
to take out naturalization papers in
every country on your route, perhaps
s0. But I could do the thing—"

“In eighty days?” asked Cecil,
smiling.

‘I should not care to attempt that,
but in ten months with ease.”

‘“ I suppose it would be very easy to
put a girdle around the earth in ten
rx:nuth>. she said. ‘* Buat, you sea
my delight would be in the voyage,
not in the end of it ; so I would like to
prolong it as much as possible. I
wish there was some way to prolong
this voyage! Why are people so
anxious to reach the shore, where all
their cares lie in wait for them? I
should think that every one would be
glad of the respite of being at gea, and
would like to prolong such a period of
rest.”

“You forget that some of have
people on the shore whom we are very
anxious to see,” said Mr. Marriott ;
‘“ and the rest are in a fever to take
up again those cares of which you

talk, as if you could know
about them !”

Cecil lifted her head with the
haughtiness which was always a
natural impulse with her. What did

this man kuow of her, that he should
venture to take s
iliar tone?

*If I knew nothing of human cares
I should be a very extraordinary per
son,” she said, coldly. ‘' DBut here
come the sailors to shift the sails. It
s all a mystery to me, but I like to
watch it.”

While she watched it, the man lean-

uch an easy and fam

ing against the side of the ship
watched her—the changing expres-
sions of the beautiful, noble face—

and wondered a little what the cares
could be which she was anxious to pro-
long her voyage to escape,

TO BE CONTINUED,

PRSIt L

LEGENDS AND STORIES OF
HOLY CHILD JESUS.

THE

Il Santo Bambino Dell’ Ara Cwli,

rinen

I‘-uml
lom of h

In the

iore i

tedeems
which is t €
all devout Christians, For numerous
favors have been obtained through in

1g our blessed Lord in this holy
spot, especially among the sick and in
firm, and among the dear children of
Him who had net whereon to lay Hig
head—the poor,

Every year at Christmas-tide Il Santo
Bambino dell’ Ara Celi is honored by
processions, e
offerings ; and inasmy uh as He C'illl'\l
the little children unto Him and
blessed them in honor of His childhood,
little children sing to Him and speak
aises at this festive season before
y Santo Bambino,

For

devotiong, and vo

in the

villages love
and at Christmas
tide flock to Rome to obtain grace and
blessing from their Infant Redeemer.

In a little village saveral miles from
Rome, called Sant’ Antonio dell’ Allier-
monte, lived a little boy with his
grandmother. He was a good little
boy, gentle and pious, and most un-
selfish—-poor little Todo. Many and
many a time he gave up his play-time
to run messages for his grandmother,

| to go out into the woods and pick up

icks for the fire, or to fetch water, or

| to run messages for the richer neigh-
| bors to ¢

iin a few soldi for his Nonua.
He never went to school without hav-
paid a visit to the
chapel of the Blessed Virgin, and his

"\
|

Australia to Ireland !

unless |

sucn a j

one daughter only, who,

cemet
then return to the emp
drag out the remainder of her life in
solitude ? But it was Christmas Eve,

sheepekin cloak ¢

was white and daz

some places it

'ound the Eternal City, | with ot}
and |

wast a poor child also.
bring me safe home to the Nonna, my
own Gesu, I beg of Thee.”

lights seemed to mock at him for

and in a

gobbed :

| won the love of all hearts for il piccolo
Todo.

One winter, however, when ho wag
nine years old, Todo fell ve i
his grandmother was obli
him to bed and call in the d
child was ring, and )
hot. He could hardly br
racki cough gave him no rest. The
doctor gave him some medicine and
the grandmother did all she could 1o
keep him quiet and help him to get
well 3 but on Christmas Eve, Todo
lying slill as a mouse, the grandmothey
and the doctor (hnufrht he was aslecp,
and Todo heard the doctor tell the poor
old woman that he would not be able
to save her darling ; that he could not
last many days longer. The old
woman cried and begged the holy
Child Jesus to spare her litttle grand-
son, but as the hours went by there
was no change for the better, and she
could not believe there was the least
hope of Todo's recovery.

Now Todo lay in bed thinking, and
he was very sad. He loved his grand-
mother very dearly, He had meant to
work very hard for her when he grew
up, and had decided that when he
grew rich she should have a pretty
house, nice clothes, and rest all the
time and amuse herself while he
worked for her.

““ Nonua,' he called g
she came near the bedside,
you cry irg ?

‘“Ah, G
tears runt

Vi

1
Kl
to
L

tl\ to he

‘why are

Is it truve I am goill?

Maria !” she cried, the
down her cheel

ve you are indeed ill,

Phe doct

uto Bambino,”
grandmother. ** Ah,

could go to Rome

cried the
truly, il
And now since t
wicked woman to whom it was carried
when she was ill stole it, Il Santo Bam
bino is no more carried to the sick at
their own homes.”

Y Perhaps if we prayed He would
come to us,” said little Tcdo, his eyes
full of tears. *‘ Dear Nonna, He loves
us, s0 we will pray with all our heart
and who knows ?"”

The old woman ecried bitterly
Little Todo was her all. She had had
dying, had
left her the little dark-eyed baby to
comfort her, and the old woman loved
the sweet little grandson better than
aught else in the wor Now she was
going to lose him ; and the thought of
her lonely life pierced her heart like a
sharp sword. Her little Todo, with
his winning ways, his loving thought

was he ing to leave her?
he see him carried out to the
ry and laid in the ground, mui

cottage, and

fulness,
Must

and she must now go to confession to
prepare for the great feast day, and
drying her eyes she put little T
comfortab and promising to hur
back from church, she went out into
the cold night
As soon as
up in bed, bre

gone, Todo sat

from the

prayer

depth of his } and at| slipped
fi T 1 with a great deal of

d gasping for breath, he

dressed himself, put his little bed tidy,
1aki heap in the middle to pre
tend t e was lyi ed covered

with his clothes, and wrapping a

ound him, he opened

the door of the little cottage and looked

out.
It had been snow

ng, and the ground
ing in the bright
moonlight ; many golden stars were
twinkling in the deep bluesky. They
smiled upon him as the angels of God,
poor Todo thought. The cold night

air brought on a terrible fit of cough

ing which nearly cost him his life, and
for a moment he stood deliberating on
tep, thinking he could not
out his heroic plan.
lown in the village he saw the
church shining through
windows, and he remem
dfure on the window over

the door

he ar of Jasus ssing little chil
dren Th ught of his grand
m ar i ural
I ), &
o

now
crisp and |

I

it was a very hs ‘rost.  Todo knew
the way perfectly well, for in the sum-
mer he came very often to sell flowers

or fruit from his grandmother’s garden

in the city, and his gentle manners
and pretty face with its large wistful
eyes brought him many customers.
But it was very different trudging
along the hard, slippery snow, the
uorth wind blowing against him and
making him cough at almost every
step, to running along in the bright
summer morninge¢, now and then rid-
ing in the cart of ono of the market
Y, now walking in company
it boys when the air was coc
rant, and the sun was j
ginning to dry the dew on the
I\ the w'\\ side.
£ 0 Gesu," cried little Todo, ‘‘ Thou
Daoar Gesu,

gardeners

grass

Todo had to sit down many times by
the wayside, until a fit of coughing
had left him. But after two or three
hours’ walking he fourd that his
strength was h“'mnnm‘ to fail him,
and when at I.as he came in sight of
the great city, and the twinkling

woeakness, he sank down on the ground
agony of grief and pain

‘“Ah, Gesu! mu:t I die and leave
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the Nonna all alone ?
Maria! by the love
loved each other, help
He crawled on his |
for a little while, and
ward on his face, utte
go on, His breath se
his eyes closed, a chil
over him, e had a
ing that this was deat
“Thy will ba done,
“Lord Gesu, recei
Gentle arms raiged |
sweet fragrance revi
boy. He was able to
look at his deliverer,
‘¢ Ah, dear Gesu,” h
hast heard my praye
thank thee with all m

For he was in the |
ful angel with robes o
ness, on whose count
smile of celestial swe
passion which comfor

Swiftly and noise
passed on through 1t
great city., The bel
for midnight Mass
through the windo
the faithful were hur
with joy and than}
the Saviour of the
passed on with I
Church of Santa Mar|
entering, he laid th
in the place of hea
right before the Divi

With the deespes
Todo thanked the de
heard his prayer, an
made quite well for
sake.

Oh, marvel of 1
strength was infuse
aching little body
Todo stood up — y¢
strong ; he could ni
cracklings in his
breathed, his poor,
to ache, the fever na
his veins,

Then as he kuelt
prayer o
our compassionate
took his hand, led |
whom the littie hoy |
ot Vel C {
by as.a wi
And the p
holy table
Mass, and
altar and tl
the most holv Comm
the lit
rounds §
his heart almost br
and love

And when he had

into his soul he was
vine love, and he k
to heart with Jesus i
and ) Y.

3ut as the day b

the voice of the joy
heaven, calling an
brate the birth o
thought him of his
he left the church a
homeward. Is w
heart so lig anc
reached home as his
out of the six o'c
not missed n
a heap in the cent
she had fancied tl
and the doc ha
long, refreshiz ]
ful for the sick b
him come dancing
street, she cried ou
the ground.

¢ Ah, Todo,"” sh
want to kill thyse
thou dance, thou v
ter even 2

‘“ Nonna mia,"
singing for very j
the Santo Bambi
cured—I am cured

The neighbors f
Todo told them of
had borne him in
and laid him at t
Bambino in Santa

““ Ah, Gesu!”
mother—she was
is the little childre
that Thou dost lov

Amid cries and
tions Todo was bo
to tell the Fra At
minican monk, W
boys of the villagt

¢ And,"said T
estness, clasping |
cifix in his hand,
First Communion
yes, I promised
when 1 grow up I
teach other little |
trust in Him, the

Todo kept his
Christmas Day he
was not working
in study or pri
generosity, he
that pleased him
neighbor. He
priest, and obta
superiors to begi
at his heart since
day. Hetook a
established a ret
most ignorant bo
they spent three
their First Comm
game time some

he was obliged |
make room for
sought among t
to apprentice the
never lost sight
once been under
father and the f

little boys who

word of kindnes
the cares and ha
was overburden
old age and wa

saint by all w

and many a hol

tion to the influ

Poveri, *as he 1




