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peace of God, how much more was she a Christian than

me, who, without perceiving the beam in my own eye, have

trctteJ round operating on the motes of other people. And

once I had to make an effort to kiss her in fellowship.

Rome! Rome! How parochial you make my youth!"

The last exclamation was uttered aloud.

"Meditating upon the decline and fall of the Roman Em-

pire?" said a voice.

A man in a black cloak was speaking.

"No; I was thinking of the pettiness of youthful

tragedies," said Michael.

"There is only one tragedy lor youth."

"And that is?"

"Age," said the stranger.

"And what is the tragedy of age?"

"There is no tragedy of age," said the stranger.
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