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From the Catholic World for July.

THE CZAR'S HORSES.

It was after Plevna,

Not the Plevna of Todleben, that set
the bell-towers of Petersburg and the
Kremlia loe‘khhg. and n(n ::: brilliant

to passage o Balkans,

the Plevna that made Rumsian mothers
weep from the Arctic Sea to the Golden
Cherson and left the White Czar's
snnihilated bebind the
- of Roumania. Sy

'rom ttered briged: m|

ts, and obuuuudqhmliom 3

stream crept away towards Nikopolis.
The ambulances lumbered heavily, the
dying moaned orshrieked themselves si-
lent, the wounded mingled their blood
with the mud and water of the roads, and
the bravest could ecarcely repress their
cries of agony as the jaded horses made
frantic efforts to respond to the lash laid
on with cruel and experienced bands bﬂ
the panic-stricken drivers. The rain fe!
in torrents, and as evening came on the
wagon train entered Tzelemska, a small
hamlet, 80 called by its Russian settlers in
loving memory of the far away native
city on the oswift flowing Petchora. It
was & poor place at best, and its omne
strest was soon churned into an almost
impassable mass of mud; so otiff with
clay, so filled with holes, that progress was
slow, and every moment saw its stalled
wagon and foundered horse, The team-
oters swore and shouted, rending the
air with strident voices and .pnlli:ﬁ
Russian expletives ; the wounded moan
and bled upon the straw ; but the people,
with impassive faces, stared stolidly from
doors and windows, neither giving nor
being asked for aid. Wagon after wagon
olmﬂl:d through and wound away, but
the last was hopelesaly wrecked ; and the
driver, seeing a turban in every shadow,
hearing the shout of Sulieman’s victorious
hordes in every echo that answered his
comrades’ voices, cut the traces, mounted
the leader, and rode rapidiy off in the
wake of the vanishing train,

Then silence fell on the street, and the
wind came moaning down from Plevna
& if it, too, had got a mortal wound from
Moslem steel. It circled around the de-
serted wagon, stirring its cover and rattl.
ing its cut traces and dangling chains,
At the sound the canvas stirred again;
brown, nervous fingers pushed it aside,
ond & hc: surmounted by & bloody
hmhg:d and lighted by fierce gray eyes,
8]

* Vaeill, Dimitri | —a thousand devils!
why do you mot go on? Do you sup-
pose, you pige and sons of pigs, that I can
stand this much longerl Hurry, or you
shall be knouted within an inch of your
lives! "

But the miserable hovels sent back his
voice, and the wind tore it to tatters and
scattered it far and wide. Again he
looked, and when he saw what had hap-
pened he lashed himself into such & fury
that the wound in his head burst open
and his life would have ended then an
there but for—well, but for Katinka,

In one of the hovels near where he lay
swearing, like the Russian heathen he
was, there lived a girl who was stiangely
alien to the inbabitants of the village,
Her father was one of several soldiers
who drifted southward after Sebastopol,
and, finding Bulgaria a land of plenty,
had married and dwelt there. But the
young wife died ; he soon followed her;
the boy ran away, and only Katinka was
left.

“QOnly Katinka.” That’s what the
people said every day, half angrily among
themselves, half apologetically to strangers,
for they thought her almost half-witted,
she was 8o different from themselves, She
mever joined the merrymnkinﬁs, she had
no holiday attire, she had no lovers, she
never lingered during the hot summer
evenings to gossip with the girls, she
would not wear the native costume, but
clung to the ugly peasant dress of her
father’s province, and she worked—
worked incessantly, Her spinning wheel
was idle only when she embroidered or
when her loom rattled ; for her cloth was
always in demand, and her fillets, sara-
fans, and veils vied with the Moscow
work that the Jewish pedlars sometimes
orought among them., Indeed, they were
prettier, for she would gather flowers and
grasses from the plain beyond the villag
and imitate them in form and color unti
envy was loet in admiration.

She was pre-eminently a solitary na-
ture, and never sought or seemed to need
the companionship so dear to youth.’ And

ot she was neither ill-tempered nor ill-

avored. A Polish artist who wandered
across the Carpathians one summer, and
strayed into the village, had made many
sketches of her and had sald she looked
like a St, Cecilia; but even this was
against her, for their calendar admitted
no such saint, and artiste are counted mad
the world over. The girl was of medium
height, with a light, slender figure and
large, soft eyes whose quiet gaze held in
angry but complete check the rude love
and rough gallantries of the village lade.
Her skin was clear and colorless, but her
bair was & warm golden and hung in
wmassive braids far below her waist. Her
movements were tranquil and her voice
gweet and full,

On the day in guestion she sat as usual
at her wheel, looking up only when the
tumault in the street grew unusually loud,
but not going to stare, as her neighbors
did, at the train; and as she spun the

lanced row and then at the icon of Our
y of Kurzan that hung on the wall,
the aureola glittering in the light of the

clover.
A¥NIE J. FELLOWS.
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bave to gra I.Io for the unconscious man
(with the heavily in favor of Death),
she knelt beslde trying to stanch
the blood, but he t and threw his
arms about so wildly she could do nothing.

Oasimir clung to her skirts, his lnrgz
Hﬁ:'ihluo eyes popped with fright, an
i { ran to summon the help she asked.

ut he came back alone. The men were
loath to come out into the storm ; be-
sides, the man might bave a fover or die
on their hands, then who would pay for
their trouble and expense ! Casimir
reported that he wore no coat and had
no sign of rank about him, so, of course,
he was only a private, who would not
bave even kopecks, much less roubles, to
reward their care. Then, too, the “Little
Father” of Rusia bad millions of men
and would ba none the worse for the
lose of this one. Finally they would not
come. It was too much trouble.

Anger stirred Katinka’s breast. She
left the wagon, and, bare-headed and
drenched with the rain, she knoeked at
the door of Petrovitch, the blacksmith,
whose broad back and mighty arms
:vhould be sufficient help, if he would lend

em.,

The door swung to and Petrovitch stood
on the threshold,

“ A woman, and Katinka ! ” he growled
with an oath, * What do you want, little
fool, on such aday 1”

% Your help, Petrovitch the strong one,”
she answered.

"Sha smith grinned at this tribute, and
sald:

“My holg! Has the Czar sent you a
present of horses that you want me to
come shoe 7’

“Not horses, but a dying man to
nurse.”

Petrovitch whistled and ecratched his
big head.

* What's that to me 1”

“l want you to lift him from the
wagon yonder to my house. The other
men are afraid,” she added slyly ; but
you, Petrovitch, fear nothing, not even
the fever ; although he bhas not got that,”
she finished quickly, ior Petrovitch
changed color and shrank back within the

door,

‘ Tle is badly wounded and will die if
he bleeds much longer, Come, Petro-
vitch,” And she seized him by the arm
and actually dragged him into the street.

Petrovitch doubtless had humanity,
but it is no joke to be dragged from a
good fire, a black pipe, and a cup of
kwas into a storm of wind and rain (and
that by a woman who has no clalm on
you), just to help a soldier who is shot.

Whatif he was dying? He _enlisted
for that, that’s what he was paid for ; and
Petrovitch swore like the army in Fland-
ers that not another step would he go.

Then Katinka turned on him, white
with scorn, and witl:‘:sukling eyes.

“Coward ! ” she , and left bim. He
stood petrified. Coward! He, Petro.
vitch, who was born in the Oural and bad
wrestled with bears before this wench was
born? Who had fought the Eoglish at
the Alma and the Malakeff; who had
wrested at Nizhnee-Novgorod and had
thrown the best man they could bring
forward. Who did not fear, even in his
journeyman days, to hold and shoe the
wildest of the Ukraine ponies they
brought him i It was not to be borne !

And he waded after her, shaking his
fist and swearing he would break her
bones ; for in Bulgaria, as in holy Russian
and free England, women are beaten at
diseretion, and with community approval
on occasions, But when he reached the
wagon he found Katinka had dragged the
wounded man to the tail-board and was
about to jump down, She caught sight
of him, and, bringing her now blazing eyes
to bear upon him :

% Back,” she cried, “ back! I will have
none of your help, but I will bear him
on my own shoulders to my hut.”

¢ Hush, fool!” cried Petrovitch, and
laid his hand on the wagom floor; but
Katinka, whose anger, like that of moet
quiet people, was uncontrollable when
once aroused, lifted her arm and dealt his
fingers a blow, repeating :

“I will bave none of you ! ”

Of course it did him no hurt, but it was
dealt with good-will, and, knowing the
man’s savage temper, she might well have
feared the consequences, But it seemed
to amuse the giant mightily, for he roared
with laughter ; and, pushing her aside
like a child, he uuﬁht up the soldier and
had him under shelter before Katinka
recovered her breath. She followed him
slowly, her anger spent, and thanked him
in a shamefaced way, 80 in contrast to her
late fury that the smith shouted again,
and as he went out of the hut cried :

“ When the Czar sends you the horses I
must shoe them, Mind!"”

And Katinka was alone with her charge.

II.

He was not pleasant to look at,

His shirt wae torn and bloody, and his
face was covered with a two daye’ growth
of intensely black hair, which made his
pallor ghastly, His trousers were
smeared with clay, his face grimed with

g

smoke and blood, and the bandage about
his head dripped red. His lips were

ugh | matted fringe of bie bair,

THE CA1.

But the :l:'l bad coursge and common
sense, and her first care was to stanch the
blood which flowed from an ugly sabre
cut on his head, ber next to {‘o
the wagon for a fluk of vodki she
seon inthestraw, It was a bitter journey,
for the storm was now & tempest, and the
souls of the dead Turks might have been
abroad, so wild were the sounds and so
‘tl:nnltman: tluh ni; Bat l‘|l0 aouuliod
wn and fought her way alo ot her
pﬂn.udumod her hntbn:aﬁ-nd
almost blinded by the long, wet hair that
lashed her eyes and cheeks like whips.
8he poured some of its contents into &
pan, mixed it with water, and sat vip.l:,
the man’s lips with it and his temples
his hande. 2 lay Il: :‘. stupor till the
night was an hour old, then he began to
matter and toss on his let, The
shadows cast by the taper the feeb'e
I e % e
A m floor to ceiling,
lluonﬂn. h‘t’hd:hb‘ut folds the uncon-
scious figure, then suddenly shrivelling
away to crouch and quiverin the corners.
Buddenly bhe sat erect. Short, quick
orders rang from his lips, and his eyes,
wild with fever, glared from the blood-
fl sdly about in 1ml£l' ey tword
ung madly about in an Dary swo
plll;‘lnd gncc he made a8 th;’ngh he
would tear his bandages loose, but
iatinks caught his wristsa and spoke
loudly and commandingly to him, Per-
haps an instinct of soldierly obedience
moved him, perbaps the fever whim was
past ; but he decisted and fell back staring
at her until his eyes slid aimlessly again
and groaning heavily.
The day dawned pallid and wan, and
the girl could scarcely move from her
cramped position; but she plied her
simple remedies, bathed the face of her

had Ec ent, made him a thin, hot soup, ate
e

r own mess of tchi and tchay, and set
her bouse in order. The hours dragged
by. She could not use her wheel, for at
its first whir he started up. And the
night brought no help, The fever raged,
and the soldier’s struggles were inceseant.
He fought his battle over again, and
dashed himself about so violently that
Katinka did not dare to rest a moment.
Toward daybreak he grew silent, and as
soon as the chimneys smoked she went to
seek amsistance. But the people shrugged
their shoulders and eaid they could not or
would not come, and the Sage of the ham.
let quoted :

“The fool who sows thistles must not
look to reap corn in the harvest time.”

So she struggled through another dsy
and night, and her heart stirred with fear
lest her ignorance bad killed the man;
for by the light of the third morning he
appeared as pallid and still as a eorpse.
There is & tale these people have of
how Death glides into hovel and palace
and drags men to the grave. Some he
seizes by the feet, for they love life so
dearly and cling so desperately to it that
their grasp can scarcely be loosed. But
there are some who find living so sorrow-
ful that they greet him ,as a dear friend
and etretch glad hands to meet and clasp
him, even before their feet cease treading
in earth’s way, These he can take
quickly.

This Katinka had heard often, and
when she touched the soldier's hands and
found them warm, while his feet were
icy, she said, “ He wishes to live.” And
she built a fire, dragged his glllot. to it,
covered him high with cloth and wool,
forced raw vodki between his teeth, and
setto rub him. As she did it fatigue
overpowered her and she fell against the
chimney side and slept. The man grew
warmer, & moisture broke out on his fore.
head, his breathing became regular, and
hours passed by worth gold to nurse and
patient. The Iatter woke first. The
afternoon’s sun struck the dusty lattice,
falling full on the girl’s sleeping figure.
He stared ainazed.

The low, smoke-stained celling, the
rude walls, the straw pallet, the falr
young face, the peaceful icon, the silence
—all were new and strange to a man
whose last memory was of a wild sweep,
a hand-to-band grapple, a blow that split
his helmet, a flash, and then the crash of
his dying horse as it rolled on him, He
lifted bis hand, but his arm was nerve-
lese, and his head was as heavy as a
cannon ball. He tried to turn; a dull
ache down his side and a sharp throb in
his crown made him de:ist, and he lay
still while the light elid along the wall,
As its rays struck across the eyes of the
girl she opened them in a dazed way and
stared about her, Recollection came
quickly, aud, starting to her kuees, she
bent over her patient. His imperious
eyes fastened on her.

“ What place is this?”

% Tzelemska.”

% What house is thia 1 ”

% Mine.”

“ Who are you?”

“ Katinka, the daughter of Peter the
Russian.”

“ Where are my men ? ”

‘I do not know.”

¢ Where is the ambulance ? ”

“ Gone.”

“When {”

“Three days ago.”

“ How did I get here?”

“ We brought you.”

“Who?”

“ Petrovitch the Smith and I?”

“I must—"

what.”

had ever been told he ‘‘must”; and sae
;aid it so quietly, this peasant girl, and to
him |

“ Who has watched me ? "

“ l »

“Who else 1"

“None.”

“Why 1"

“The others were busy.”

“What others ?”

“The villagers,”

“ BuL_N

“I will talk no more.”

And she did not, but made him take
his oui) and brandy, and set herself to
spin. He watched her long, and fell
asleep with his eyes on the slight figure
and with the drone of the wheel in his
ears, After this he began to mend, and
he found a curious pleasure in watching
Katinka and hearing her talk,

Her simple life lay before him, her
swift feet and gentle hands waited on him

HOLIC

to
bad | Bari

“You must be silent and eat some- | was their habit. And Petroviteh, proud

He glanced away with a dry emile. It | must let him shee those horses when they
was perhaps the first time in his life he | came.

and tended bls aching vested on
bee teanquil aad z.ﬂnbilu
wounds bealed hee touch.
8be worked harder than ever, for there
were two mouthe to feed now, and he
ssked for many things she did not bave—
things that only the rich farmers and
nsused. But when he named them
she alwaye aaid, “ Yes, it is here,” and he
did not know until long afterward that
the sweet lips lied,
Of himeelf he told her little—he was
merely a sollier ; but of Ramia he told
Im'mmll,o,mlblnlhhcnmllhlmNioiolnl
saying only, ‘I am Nicholas, the son o
Ivan of the Bteppes.”

As the days r:d he grew s y
dependent on ber, be listened for her
footsteps, he was restloss in her
and when she passed to and fro about her
duties bis eyes followed her unweariedly.
At firt he laughed, for none of
beauties of Petersburg had so affested
him, snd this little peasant girl could not
be com to those t women,
"rhhn be felt annpyed, then angered,

.‘—

Bat I will tell you.

One day as dressed his wound,
bending over him, he suddenly seized her
wrist, drew her down to him, and kissed
her. S:o did not say & p:l‘l"d or make an
outery, but a strange Oor grew upon
Im'fzd she turned away and went out of
the hut.

Whoen she came in she silently finished
dressing the hurt and went to work at her
loom. What he asked for she gave him,
but with averted eye: and troubled look.
She was patient and gentle, but her
frank, sweet smile was gone and her eoft
speech was still. He fretted under the
change, and was eo fractious and exactiog
that ehe put aside her weaving in despair
and sat by the window to finish sewing
the coins on & bridal robe ordered from
her by a village belle, At first his face
brightened, but when he saw her down-
cast look and found the silence still un-
broken his eyebrows drew together and
he sharply bade her sit mear him. She
glanced up quickly st his tone, but did
as he asked.

He lay looking moodily at her, scarcely
knowing where or how to begin what he
wished to say, He had mever made an
spology in his life, and he was not sorry
he had kissed her, only sorry for the
effect. The village was sunk in its mid-
day cleep, the air was warm and the girl
exhausted,s0 in the long silence fatigue
again conquered. The busy hands dropped,
the lids fell, and the head, with its weight
of golden bair, dropped lower and lower.
One long braid swept the floor. Nicholas
reached out and softly drew it toward
him. Iteparkled in the sun like the
work of the Nizhneian goldsmiths, and
he idly untwisted it. As he drew it
across his fingers the rattling of sabres
and thud of hoofs came through the open
window, and the voice of his sargeant.
major shouted :

“ Now, good people, where am I to
find my illustrious master, Colonel Nich
olas Dolgoronki? No need to conceal it,
I will not barm you. Just the other way,
in fact; for whoever has nursed him
chall be well rewarded. He has an open
hand,”

Nicholas started.

How hatefully the soldier’s voice split
the air! Inetinctively he hissed for si-
lence, lest the girl ehould be disturbed.
She stirred, and he had only time to cut
one long, soft lock from the braid he held
before she woke and sprang to answer the
thunderous knock at the door.

She threwit open, A guard of soldiers
were grouped around an ambulance, and
the village people crowded about it.

“Well, pretty maid,” said the sergeant,
and would have chucked her under the
chin, but she drew back bautily, and he
fell into “ Attention !’ as his officer’s
voice rang out in its harshest tones,

“ Come here ! ”

Y es, excellency.”

“ What do you want 1”

“You, excellency.” And the man’s
eyes widened.

“I do very well here,”

“Oh! no excellency ; not this for a
noble, illustrious—"

“Ido, I tell you, and I will stay here
until { can join the regiment,”

¢ But, excellency, the general—"

“Oh! the general.”

““Yes, highness. The general said we
must bring you back, dead or alive, to
headquarters, and we have hunted for
three days, for he eatd the little Father—"

ot Hnsg! " And heglanced at Katinka,
Wh(l) stood gquietly aside, very white and
still,

So he was an officer, and, alas! a man
of consequence.

And the people thought the same
thing, but oh! so differently; for they
yearned for the reward, and she—she only
wished for her wounded scldier back
again,

But he must go, and quieklfy the pre-
arations were made. Skilful hands
ifted him into the ambulance, quick hoofs

danced to be off, the villagers thronged
obsequiously to help, and so there was
scarcely evem a moment for him to
whisper :

“ Wait, I will return,” And he was
gone,

Then how the village people flouted
and jeered ! And so she got nothing for
her trouble, afterall! That was always
the way with people who meddled. They
had told her how it would be. Yes, yes,
soldiers devoured and rode away, That

of his one joke, again called out that she

But she went silently among them,
answerlng nothing. And the summer
wore away, the frosts came, and Plevna
was down. One night she had a strange
dream, She thought she stood on tﬁe
Steppes. The sun was rising, and far off
was Nicholas, the son of Ivaa. From the
wouad in his head streamed a torrent of
blood that widened and spread until the
plain was full. It rose around her,
stifling her, for it was hot, and as the
cried out in agony she woke toa world
as red and stifling, Cinders fell on her,
smoke blinded her, and she had only
time to snatch up a cloak and fly into the
street, down which ran and rode amuck a
troop of Irregulars,

111,
The town was fired ! The flames leaped

rapidly from hut to hut; the thatches,
drod{ry the summer sun, went up in

fountains for « moment, thea floating off

into the night like ecomet tails
odrift ; th:‘t..fmmkld,m with the
roar of the flames mingled the sbrill
squealing of plqlh the cackle of fowl, and,
here and there, the bleating of a lamb or
the lowing of a frightened cow. These
were specdily silenced, for the Cossacks,
drunk with kwas and vodki, mad with
the brutal bumor of their kind, spitted
them with pike and sword as they ran
yelling the while like demons, And
they looked not unlike the sofnnlu idea
of devils; their toulonpes .d their
fur hats and ragged beards, elf-locks and
lmobﬂ)'l, miogling in & led
mat, little eyes burning with drunken
ll:‘md their wide mouths (furnished
with pointed teeth) yawning cavernous
a shouted. As they grew drunker
their udz:mnud into absolute fero-
city, and they began to fight mﬂ
themselves, to chase the ts and
them, and finally to rob them of such

r goods as bave saved from the
re.
bnrxm. had ltoo‘(ll silentl wsguu the

uts, silently wal 0 saVAge
nnll.nﬂc:‘?dy watching the slaughter of
the fowls animals, although her li
tightened and her eyes gleamed at the
moans of the dying beasts, But when a
great Don Cossack snatched the straw
litter from under old Anna, the pndluc,
and thrust it at his horses feet *to :'?
the darling warm,” she sprang forward,
wrenched the mi
dust, and gave the wretch & box that sent
him reeling, Then, turning, she lifted
the woman back on it, covered her with
her own cloak, and stood beside her. Her
white face and flashing eyes, her stream-
ing blonde hair, her white chemisette and
petticoats, made her look ghostly ia the
murky night, and the man, his hesd ring-
ing from the blow without and the fumes
within, shrank back alarmed.
“ St, Sergeus, save us!” he muttered.
“ It is an ice witch! "

And be would bave slunk away. But
his comrades jeered him, and, half in
sport, half in earnest, began to thrust at
the two women with their pikes, As
they lurched and stumbled the paralytic
set up a whining cry:

“For the love of God, my life, my
life! ”

Katinka enatched a billet of wood, and,
throwing herself before the woman,
struck the sp: aside until her hands
bled and her 'mails started from their
sockets, A crowd gathered about them.
The blows fell faster, the girl’s movements
grew more forced and desperate. The
spectators cheered—it was as good as &
bear baiting—aud though it rang ever the
shrill, whining cry :

“My life! For God’s sake, my life!”

Down the street came ﬂylng hoofs,
They bore straight on the crowd, but they
did not halt & eecond. The men fell
back, and, by the light of & newly-fired
thatch, the scene stood out in bold relief.

The woman, her eyes only alive, the
cords in her neck swollen with her effort
to move and her long-continued cry, her
features distorted with fright, The girl,
her white clothing rent and blood-stained,
one arm broken and useless, a cut across
her fair forehead. The circle of grinning
savages, the two lunging figures, one
with a pike, one with a knife (he had
snapped his lance in a drunken fall), and
the horses beyond with their shaggy manes
and wild, bright eyes,

The officer started, and then, with a cry
like & wounded boar, % Oat, hounds ! out,
devils! May the blight of God fall on
your heads and homes! Katinka, my
dove, my own ! ”

And Colonel Nicholas—for it was he—
cast himself like a bolt on one man, smit.
ing him to the earth with a dagger stroke,
and shooting the second as he thrust,

the crowd near him, he turned to the girl
and caught her in his arms.

in his face with tearful eyes, she omly
aaid :

sent thee.”

shalt come with me to my home.” And

sage and a gift, and—me”—
“ Nay, § }

of his speech that treated of

may I go to thy home with thee ?

have bad no son, wili iove thee ; and the
old father, who {)
pad no heir, will welcome thee ; and I—

the south, how I will love thee! ”
Tearing his cloak from his shoulders,

in his sword sash, and wrapping her in

she gladly res
dropped.

on her breast, She had a basin of brot.
which she put to the tired girl's lips an

and a dark, grave man entered—the regi-
mental surgeon.

her hand.

“Tha doctor has come to set thy arm,
Canst thou bear the pain ?”

“Will give her chloroform,” said the

Don’t understand women, Faint some.
times. Scares me,”
¢ Wilt thou take it, Katinka ? "
eyes to his, “ stay.”
eyes filled with tears of joy and tender-

knelt at her side while the doctor wrought

showers of sparks, playing like fiery

bis kindly cruel will Then ;

able pile from the ’

Then, flinging his revolver in the faces of | Goor. As m

“ As my wife, dearest and best! And
the old mother, who but for thee would | fajerate leader.

sh! white bird of my heart, sweet rose of

he cast it about her, slung her broken arm

the safe fold of his arm, led her through
the soldiery to the camp. Arrived there,
he put her in & small tent, where he bade
her wait, Di‘z:! with pain and emotion,

, and worn out, dozed on
the pile of blankets where she had

A gentle voice roused her, and, lookiqg
‘.q:“y'.:;:g:;;:t:'i:;d. :'.?1";::;:‘:“1'5 Protestant minister preached a bitter ser-

surgeon, & man of grudgingly few words.

nees at this mark of confidence, and he | Extract of

“ 1 give her to your uatil
h--ognw. whea—"' m mused si-
lently and gladly.

There was a metropolitan with the
corps of the army, but he wasat head.
quarters near the person of the archduke,
An archimandrite could be had from
Niko, but there was & Greek priest
with his own regiment, who could m
them jast as well, for he had the 0::'-
P.Tuhol:’ signed ':nd l:ulo(l, boh his
Joel w g ung about bis
ncck'ky the lon.,hn“:d lock be had
stolen from Katinke's tresses, and his
leave was with his general, So why wait
for state and ceremony ¢
And the next day saw the simple wed.
ding. The bridge was fine in attire
sl:dr.:ho czarina, who had heard the sto
ed she would send the village -3&
s wedding drem), and outside pranced
two horses—Orloffs—which the Czar had
sent to bride and m, with & message
of good-will and admiration for
beave girl who had saved him a friend
and Rumis a good officer.

Plunging and dancing, the horses filled
the air with neighing and rattling of
hoofs, and as they playfully lashed cut
with their heels & shoe flew off. The
driver swore, and the mujiks and the
soldiers groaned in sympathy, for Nich-
olas’ temper was known and !'ou-od ; and
who could shoe the darlings, the treas-
um t'ho Czar’s own horses, in this savage

Heavens! The btide and groom were
at the door. Nicholas’ black brows drew
together ominously and his right hand
clenched ; but gentle fingers closed on
his arm, and & voice, whose lowest tone
was music to his hot heart, said :
“Do not mind, but send for Petro-
vitch.”
¢ Petrovitch? Ah! yes.” And the
memory of Katinka’s battle with the
burly smith came to him, and he laughed
a8 he shouted for him. Hauled from his
temporary smithy among the soldiers,
where songs beat time with the sledge,
and kwas flowed freely all day long, and
vodki was not wanting, hurried along at
a pike’s point (for the soldiers found re-
lief in harrying him), the blacksmith
stood, uneasily shifting from one foot to
the other, without looking up.

“ Speak to him, galoubk,” sald Nich.

a8,

% Petroviteh ! 7

He stared wildly at the sound of the
familiar voice, but this grand lady he had
never seen.

% Petrovitch ”—and in her voice was
shadowy laughter—* once you did me a
service, and you asked en the Czar
sent me horses to let you shoe them for
payment. There they are. Shoe them
quickly, Petrovitch, for time is flying,”
Stupefied, he stared with open mouth,
His lips moved, but the exclamation,
“Katinka ! ” died away before the
splendid vision of blue and silver, with
itscrown and veil; and, stammering,
“Yes, yes, your highness ! ” he set him-
self to iin task,

—_——ae—————

Brave Joe Johnston.

“Carp’” 1n Cleveland Leader.

A slender, white whiskered, brave-eyed
maa sat near the fare box in the upper
end of an F street car (at Washington D,
C.) this afternoon. He wore a high white
Derby hat upon his head, and his clothes
were of black broadcloth. A high Henry
Clay collar grasped his neck, and a pair of
black-rimmed qﬁecmlu hung by a string
upon his vest He was chatting to a lad
at his side, and a most winning smile
beamed over his weather-beaten face as
the conversation went on. The car
stopped ; and I was surprised to see him
jump to his feet and walk rapidly to the
y eyes followed him the
rested upon a little fair faced hunchback
on crutches who was trying to get into the

ol

A low moan burst from her lips at the | car,  She had the face of a child and the
agony of the broken bone, so roughly, [ hody of a mature woman, but that body
though so tenderly, jarred ; but, looking | contorted and twisted and dwarfed out of

all human proportion, 1 saw this elender,
gray-whiskered, bronzed-face, dark-eye&

“Our Lady of Perpetual Succor has |y an bend over her and ask her where she

wanted to go. She told him and her face

“ My dove, my darling? These war|jishted up as he assured her that this car
bawks shall ﬁ"ﬁh“ﬂ thee no more. Thou | a5 the right one, Then, addressing her

with as much courtesy as though she had

he kissed her passionately. *The Czar|yeep the President’s new bride, he asked
knows of thee. He has sent thee & mes- | }ier jf hp might not help her into the car,

She thanked him and, putting his hands

icholas, son of Ivan,” she|ypger her arms, he lifted her up the steps,
answered, going, womurhkei to ‘h: part | and placed her crutches beside her, He
ove, ‘“How tip‘fed his bat and then resumed his seat

an

conversation. This old gentleman
was General Joe Johnston, the great Con-
Seventy-nine years old,
he was double the age of any man in the

ut for thee would bave | cor, His eyes were the fimt to see the

trouble of the little hunchback, and his
iron muscles were the first to come to her
assistance, He did this kindnes as
though it were nothing and as I saw the
unassuming way in which he bore him-
self I could not help thinking of the old
verse i—

“The bravest are the tenderest, the loving
are the daring.”

D e )
Rebuking a Bigot.

From the New York Star.
Some hitherto unheard-of Baltimore

mon on Sunday in that city denouncing
Roman Catholicism. Alluding to the in-

made her drink. Then she went away, stallation of Cardinal Gibbons, he angrily
but only to return in & few minutes with ggclared that :.merlvia wanted no °3"
a tin of hot water and rolls of lint and | 4inale, no red hats. It was a queer de-
linen. She bathed the wounded fore.|claration for & clergyman to make on
head and the bruised, torn hands, and, as | [ndependence day.
she tried to handle the broken arm., the | 15,0t that of religious toleration ; rather
tent flap was raised and Colonel Nicl;oln.s whatever creed hs has is sullied by the

is creed assuredly

silliest bigo'ry fraaginable, We will ven-
ture that Cardinal Gibbons is great enough

Coming to Katinka’s side, he bent upon 0 VOGS SRA T SROGEN S we. Jo Sy
her look so tender, and yet, 80 fiery, that kiader things of his wild critie.
she flushed through her pallor. e took

A lady writes: “I have used Ayer's
Sarsaparilla in my family for many years,
and could not keep house without it. For
the relief of the pains consequent upon
female weakness and irregularities, I con-
sider it without an equal.”

He Acted Wisely.
%] am 80 weak I can hardly move, all

I do not know what it is; but as thou | run down with a Chronic Summer Com-
willest. Only,” and she raised imploring | Plaint,” said one gentleman to another on

our atreet the other day. “Now,take my

He lm:ghed a low laugh, but his gray | 8dvice,” replied his friend, “go to your

Druggist and get a bottle of Dr, Fowler's
ild Strawberry. I have
never known it to fail in curing any kind
of Summer Complaints,

JULY 24, 1008
————
The Singer's Alms,

[The beautiful poem which follows |
quently been published without the a
name. It is from the pen of Heury

is included in & volume of that
w-] poems recently published at Ki,

In Lyons, in the mari of that Frenct
Years since, 8 woman leading a fai
Craved asmall alms of one who, w

n

The thoroughfare, caught the
glance and -mlfod

To see, behind his eyes, a noble sonl,

He pd-:l:ed. but found he bhad no ¢

His guardian angel warned him not
Th’l chance of pearl to do another
80 he waited, sorry to refuse
The asked-for peuny. There aside he
And with his hat held as by limb th:
He covered his kind face and sung hi

The sky was blue above, and all the ls
Of commerce where ‘ho singer sto

And m:n'y paused, and listening, |

To hear the voice that througl
through them thrilled,

I think the guardian angel helped alo;

The cry for pity woven in & song,

The ainger stood between the beggars
Before, a church, and overhead the

A slim perpetual finger in the air,
Held towards heaven, land of the

esire
As If an angel, pointing up, had said :
‘‘Yonder a crown awalts this singer’s

The h::, :l its stamped brood was er
Into the woman's lap, who drenche

tears
Her kiss upon the hand of help ; 'twas
And noon in her glad heart lcil’ov:'mr

The s! r leased, passed o
singer, (] A 0
L4 ”’- p n, and

“Men' ‘will not know by whom this
was wrought.”

But rh:: at night he came upo:

Ghoe‘:'r:tl:or cheer went up from that
ng,

And flowers rained on him, Naught
uage

ass!
The tumult of the weloome save the
That he had sweetly sung, with co

face,
For the two beggars in the market plac
—

A JESUIT NOVITIATE.

A PROTESTANT AMONG THE BONS O
IGNATIUS,

A npon-Catholic writer in the
York Mail says that to pass a few
in the ¥enoeiu1 quiet of a Catholic
itiate after the enervating influence
long struggle in the money-making
money-losing channels of the wor
much like the sensations one woul
perience were he to be suddenly tr
ported by magic from the bustle anc
citement of Broadway, with its bak
sounds, to a calm and sequestered v
tenanted only by timid birds and
ened solely by their simple lays. 1
would, indeed, marvel at the even,
eventful course of life which obtain
a novitiate, many would wonder
such an existence could be pos:ible,
others might experience an inclin
to commit suicide at the bare tho
of the unending monotony to be fc
within on old gray building whi
recently visited, How few would p
to consider that underneath the e:
ior tranquility there was a cons
struggle in progress, a fierce fight
the extinction of the novice’s bitte
enemy, an unending conflict with s

& war }mm which the victorious nc

comes forth a mere cipher, a crea

who has assigned his will to his su
ior’s keeping, and whose movement;
life, or at least so long as he rem
steadfast to his vows, are to ke gui
solely by that superior,
I had been invited by the maste
novices of a well-known Jesuit inst
tion, some distance from New York
spend a few days in the novitiate as
guest, The invitation was accey
with pleasure, mingled with a slight :
giving at the thought of the suppc
uninteresting solitude of the place I
going to, The misgiving was spee
allayed on arriving at my destinat
and the new sphere of life in whic
found myself proved interesting bey
measure. I met a hospitable welco
was politely escorted to one of
guest-chambers, and earnestly requel
to make myself as comfortable as )
sible. The apartment to which I
been allotted was marked by the s
plicity which characterizes every por
of the establishment. No carpet cove
the bare, immaculately clean floor,
the walls were innocent of paper,
furniture consisted of a stove, a d
three chairs, one of thema er, &
and a wardrobe, Over the head of
bed beamed ths mild countenance of
Vx;%i:i. an agoniug Chbr;n't faced it on
o) wall, and above the writ
dpesk. looking forth from a cheap fra
was the wrinkled face of St. Jerome,
his n(;ed hand he clasped a skull—pl
«'ﬁm fo{ meditation. Hardly ha
of my s and chattles, w
light knock oalled me $0 the deor,
opened it to admut a welcome friend
young man who had once been a pr
social favorite, the life of receptions
germans, and who had one day dis
peared from his usual haunts to sta:
his circle later with the surpris
intelligence that he had deci
to forsake the world and become
Jesuit, The pleasure of the meef
was mutual, and grew even greater w!
I discovered that my former chum |
been appointed chaperon to me dur
my visit. He wore the regular dres:
the Jesuits, a flowing black robe, bel
in at the waist, from the girdle of wh
hung a rosary of large brown beads.
say the robe was black, but I must qu
ify that remark by the statement tha
had been black originally, Long us
had transformed it into a decidedly fac
and shabby garment. My friend
dently noticed my scrutiny of his att
for he remarked Iaughingly :

“We do not get new garments ev
day. I received this one a year ago, ¢
I hardly think it came fresh from
maker even then, One thing certair
that I never felt happier than the
I donned it and during the entire tin
b e T wia

“Tell me,” I said, “how did ha
t0 come here 7 s b

He laughed again, the laugh of
amused boy, as he replied : “It was y
simple, I had been leading & use
sort of life, doiniu 1 pleuenf and go

retty much where my fancy led
sturally, my mother began to we
but she did not talk religion. One
I received a letter from a schoolfel
who had become a novice here, It
full of good advice, and contained,



