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1t is altogether admirable
when a man, by dint of
sheer will, wrings a for-
tune from niggardly
circumstances,  The
~, world is full
of instances
where men
have done this,
but mnever in
history was this
accomplished
by a weak and

\ ;h unhealthy man
[11-health  not

~° g
only weakens
K every physical

o -

e \ n ntal fac
@ n ; ty and
‘A moral quality.
3 If a man will
~ stop and reason

function but ev
for a moment,

he does not

have to a physician to understand the
canses of impure blood, or its far-reaching
effects. When a man 'stion is disor

dered, his liver sluggi his bowels inac
tive, the blood is d 1 of the oper
food elements, and luggish N and
bowel u in their place, the foulest
of poisons 1e blood 1s the life-stream,
When it is full of foul poisons, it carnes
and deposits them in every organ and tis-
sue of the body. Bone le, and
fle Liss the brain cells and the nerve
fib fed upon bad, poisonous food
Serie 11-1 I1th is bound to result. The
man i 1k in every fiber of his body

Fie physically, mentally and
mor suffers from k headache
dietress in stomach after meals, giddiness
and drowsine loss of wnd sleep,
bad taste in the mouth ikine in the
morning, and dullne throughout the day,

and lassitude and an indisposition to work
Sooner or later the conditions develop
consumption, nervous pr wstration, malaria,
sheumatism, or some blood or skin disease.
Dr. Pierce's Golden Medical
the best of all known medicines for ambi-
tious, hard working men and women. Itis
the great blood-maker and flesh-builder
It makes the appetite keen and hearty and

Discovery is

the digestion and assimilation perfect, the
liver active, the blood pure and rich, the
nerves steady, the body vigorou ind the
brain alert. Where there is also constipa-
tion Dr. Pierce's Pleasant Pellets should be

used. Both of these
for sale by
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great medicines are
11 medicine dealers.

Dr. Ward's Blood and ¢ Pills have
dc 1 n eulable wount of good
| the 1 the best, surest nd
q ne cure for nervousness,
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tr In justice I
cannot . f this wonderful
medicine Sigrned, Miss N, Millward,
Walton St., t Hope, Ont

Dr, \ s Blood and Nerve Pills are
sold at goc. per box, 5 boxes for $2.00 at
drugygists, or mailed on receipt of price
by THE DOCTOR WARD CO. Limited,
=1 Victoria Street, Toronto, Bo vk of in-

formation free.

Cobbett's ** Reformation.”

Juat 1ggued, a new edition ot
Reformation, by Wm. Cobbett
Notes and Preface by Very Rev. 'rancis Aidar
Gasquet, D. D, O.8. P I'he book i8 printed
fn large, clear type. As it is published at anet
price of 25 cents per copy in the U nited states
30 cents will have to be charged in Canada. It
will be rent to any address on ceceiptot that
sum, in stamps I'hos.
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A STORY OF THE ST, LAWRENCE,

By John Talbot
Azarias,” A Woman
Houor the Mayor,’

Smith, author of * Brother
of Culture,” His
aranac,” eLe.
CHAPTER VIL

“There's only one thing lacking,” said
Peter—* it’s raiherdry.”’  And betwirled
h's thumbs and laugbed at his own anda-
city. Florian began at once to under-
stand his visitor, and without further cere-
mony placed wine and brandy convenient
to Peter's elbow.

«Shall 1 help you to some wine?” he
said politely.

“Wine!” eaid Peter, with a cough.
“ Ah, bother, man! what d’ye think 1'm
made of? Well, yes, I think I will, if ye
gay 80, he added, seeing that Ilorian
had poured it out quietly. *“I dunno,
though. IHad I better, Paul? Panl, the
pensive and poetical, with his long face
and yellow hair! 1 don’t think I will, 1
won't. IUs late, an’ it isn't good to be
drinkin’ before goin’ to bed "

Florian, amused, assisted Paul to some
wine, and drank without saying more to
Peter, who sat with his thumbs crossed
and a gloomy expression on hia spongy
face.

‘1 am glad to have met you,” raid
Florian. * Press of business only pre-
vented me from introducing myself long
ago. 1 beard so often of our peculiar re-
semblance that I was curious to see you,
and no doubt yon had similar feelings.”

“ Yeg, indeed,” said Paul ;" and I often
thought it strange we ghould have been
months in the same house without meet-
ing.”

“There's a wide distance between the
sarret and the best parlor,” Peter broke
in; “au’ seeing ye haven't the politeness
to ask the old fellow, I'll take on my own
account a mouthfal. I hold a middle
place,” he added, as he held up his glass
to the light and eyed it tenderly. “I'm
the ground, as it were, on which ye two
meet and exchange views of each other.
Well, here’s to your future joys an’ sor-
rows; may the wan strangle the other
—m!

The last sonnd was the expression of
Peter's satisfaction as the fiery liquid,
swelling in his throat, bulged his round
eyes outward ; he shook his legs once or
twice and then burst into a roar of laugh-
ier. Iis rough good-ht
went very far to put the young men on an
instant and happy level of confidence. It
was impossible to 8it 80 near a tire and
not get warm, and in a very short time
all stiflness was gone and they were talk-
ing with the freedom and assurance of old
friends. Meanwhile Peter fell asleep.

“Since our friend i8 gone the way of
glumber, ' said Florian, “ would you mind
taking a walk before bedtime?

“With all my heart,” Paul answere 1
et Peter stay just where he is till we
return. He's an odd old fellow, isn't he ?
And yet so kindly and jolly that you will
forget annoying oddities and fanlts for the
8 of his company.

had an animated talk from toe
hoarding-house to the Battery, and came

nor and odditieg

They

quite nunexpectedly on the open space out
on the bay—so suddenly that an abrupt
pauge in the flow of talk passed unob-
orved, and in an instant the minds of
bothh were far away from each other and
the scene. Whatever laul’s thoughts
might have been, Florian at least found
himself looking with inward eye over Lhe
St Lawrence on such a night as this with
feelings of sorrow for the “ might-have-
yeen. I'he waters of the bay were

¢ abont in rude, irregular fashion,
like boys at pl and across them floated
spectra ls and dark shadows. At
this hour the same moon was shining on
a waste of ice and snow in Clayburgh.
he lights twinkled among the snow-
covered houses, and far away the islands
gtood dark and ghostly. Scott was there
in his loneliness, reading in his cabin, or
spearing pickerel by the light of afire; and
KRuth, the dear girl! well, it was a little
toolish, perhaps, to rankle the old wound
for the sake of reminiscence.

I'hey returned howe still talking, and
parted at Mlorian’s door.  “Tam noy here
oune-third of my time,” said he to Paul as
he bade him good-night. “My library is
exceptionally good, and it you will take
advantage of it the |>rr|n'\l~l('.ﬂ are yours
every day while I am absent.”

Panl, thanking him warmly, accepted
the kindness. On the second floor he
met Peter with a lamp in his hand and a
handful of coppers.

ves

“Yeo asked me for live dollars, by,
said Peter sleepil “would ye mind
taking it in coppers

CHAPTER VIII
i A !
In ria | V| '
o wd
) 1 Lher

1 L mn

|
( i r

found. on con
yund, on com

Dr. A. W. CHASE

COMES 10 THE AID UF

Catarrh=—

o v JH !
osuirerers

rice 25 cents per box

ing here and plunging into politics, that it
would be uuﬁll to be acquainted with all
literature as well as the Catholic purely,
and that our enemies had a side to the
argument which might be worth know-
ing. So I bought everything that came
in my way, and read it merely for the
sake of knowing personally thestrong and
weak points of an opponent. I can tell
you it is a great help, and particularly in
politics and society.”

“ But wouldn’t you be afraid a little to
handle sach posons? Our faith, after all,
is a8 much an object of temptation as our
purity, and must be well guarded. Noth-
ing 80 easy to lose, nothing 8o hard to re-
cover, a8 faith.”

“[f this is the best argument the ene-
mies of our faith have,” waving his hand
toward the bookcase, *“ I shall never lose
it. Of course I would not recommend the
reading of such books toevery one, but in
political life it is almost a necessity to
know these things if you expect to rise.”

“And you expect, of course,” laughed
Paul.

“Some day,”” said Florian,“1 shall be
—well, never mind what, but yon shall
write my epic, and like Achilles, I shall
go down to posterity embalmed in verses
nnmortal.”’

Nevertheless, the poet would have been
more pleased with a library less danger-
ous, for Florian's sake. As it was none
of his business, he continued to enjoy the
fine quarters of the lawyer during his
absence at court and office, and was able
to forzet the garret a few hours every day.
A boarder in a garret was a strange sight
at a house so exclusive as Madame
Lynch's. All the stranger that the poet
was rarely able to pay his small dues in
full or on time, He managed cleverly to
keep in madame’s good graces, and to
to keep out of her way. But he could not
escape an explanation once the madame
sent up her card with a request for an in-
terview. She was a large woman physi-
cally, and, as far as fashionable disposi-
tion would allow, large - hearted. She
liked the yellow-haired poet, and was not
at all anxious that he should pay his
weekly dues. But Paul, though airy in
his disposition, was retiring in his pres-
ent circumstances and could not be forced
into a tete-a-tete with a female while his
clothes looked poorly ; therefore she pre-
tended a feeling of nervousness that he
would run away without making pay-
ment for the attic,and was favoredin con-
geqnence with many ceremonious visits
and many insights into Paul’s character
and circumstances which he never
dreamed of giving her. Ile regarded her
as a stouf, hard-fisted old lady with a soft
spot in her heart, which periodically he
was bound to find ; and congratulated him-
gelf on finding it regularly andsucceeding
thereby in keeping a respectable shelter
over his unlucky head. Then Frances,
her daughter, had a very sweet face and
a bright disposition, and was not unwill-
ing, with all his poverty, to talk literaturé
occasionally and let him play on ber
piano when strangers were uot preseit
I'he hoarding-house was extremely select.
Panl wondered that he ever had the au-
dacity to apply for the garret at a place
where presumably a garret would not
exist : but in the first setting out on a lit-
erary life he had thought the time would
be short unlit his means would more than
match the best parlor in the house.

« () Mr. Rossiter!”" was madame's first
remark one day, when he entered in re-
ynse to the usnal invitation, * here I
have waited ancther three days over the
time, and vet I have to ask for another
imterview.

“ And I am always
said Paul reverent
else to give.”

“Well, well, well " and she tapped her
pencil on the desk, and put on her ey
olagses to examine the account for the
twentieth time.

“ 1 have taught all the gentlemen 8o to
remember the right day that it ceems
hard to fail with you. Four weeks, Mr,
Rossiter, and twenty dollars due.”

« I'm gure I did my best,” said he.
“ Bat these people don’t appreciate gen-
ius. If you were the publisher, now, ma-
dame, I would have no hesitation. Yon
understand me, I think, and you would
make others understand me, But in
these hard matter-of-fact days poets will
gtarve somewhat easier than in Queen
Anne’s time. [ think of giving it up and
coing back to the country.”

“1t would be best,” said madame,
“but then there is no hurry. If you
conld oblige me with what is owing-

Panl shook his head mournfally.

“How can you expect it,”” said he,

willing to give it,”
‘ for | have nothing
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Not having any reason to offer, she

stopped short and looked at Paul to con-
tinue. She was a 6-\1n1\lwluw\rlml girl,
with remarkably bright soft eyes, and
her character clearly pictured in her

frank face, which Paul in his weaker mo-
ments often allowed to weave itse!f into

his fancies. He was young, however,
and faces of this kind were apt to haunt

m.

* Bat then,” added she, * what will you
do without your poet ?"

“ Has he ever been of any earthly use
to us " said madame with unusual sever-
ity. “ Have we ever seen anything from
his muse to justify his reputation ?"’

“1 have,’ said Frances—* just the
sweetest things,”” But Paul was sudden-
ly downcast even under this criticism ;
for madame looked portentous, and “just
the sweetest” was not the kind of poetry
he looked upon as worthy of his genius.

“ Well, I am not disposed to be too
hard,” said madame ; “ but if yon ask
favors, Mr. Rossiter, you must expect to
grant them in tarn.”

“ Certainly,” said Le, “ that is not to be
doubted.”

“ 1 ghall permit you to retain the room,
then, but I shall ask a favor of you soon—
a reasonable one, mind, which I expect to
have granted immediately.”

Mr, Rossiter was missed thenceforward
from the table, and, in addition to cold,
want of light, and stinted means, he had
now to undergo the daily martyrdom of a
cheap lunch in cheap quarters, and
among the cheapest sort of a crowd.
Florian’s rooms and library made his
hardships light, however, and he reveled
in the luxury and elegance that was
really 8o only by contrast with the bare
garret,

Among the pictures which hung on the
walls was one that brought a sudden
surge of feeling to the poe's heart; a
sketch of Clayburgh bay and the distant
islands under the sun of a spring morn-
ing. A boat was putting off from the
shore. A young man stood at the bow
arranging some ropes, while in the stern
were two girls in yachting costume. whose
sweet faces seemed to be looking e 1iling-
i‘y into one's own. The dark haired,

ark-eyed witch in white was waving a
handkerchief coquettishly at an unseen
observer ; her companion, hands clasped
over one knee, was looking dreamily in
the same direction. With this face the
poet was captivated, and recognized it in
a more animated description of a face,
which, hanging over the bookcase, had
already won his heart and begun to
trouble his dreams. Ie mused over it
often and wove fancies concerning the
maid.

A few months of companionship placed
him and the politician on a footing of in-
timacy, and started ihose confidences be-
tween the friends which make such an
intimacy so delightful.  Soon Florian
looked on Paul as a young man of postic
talent, perhaps genius, with delicate sen-
timents and fondness for the ideal-—a man
who would make a good friend, but not a
very useful one, since he was of that sort
which expects every one to be usefal to
them, and who indeed reflect 2 glory on
their helpers. That idea of utility was
gotting to be a very powerful one with
him. As to the past life of ’aul he never
thought but once, and his conclugion was
that the youth had come up as a flower,
cared for tenderly, withont much experi-
ence, doomed to make no impression on
world except to add to its momentary
beanty. Ile had no past, in fact, that
could have left any Dbitter traces on his
soul.

Paul thought Florian a genins of a bigh
order and looked up to him; a man with
a powerful array of statistics in his head ;
who could get up at a moment's notice,
and cool, self-possessed, clear-headed, talk
sonnd sense for an hour; whose aim was
iready the presidency, if he never said

much, and who was beginning in the
right way to reach it; who was clearly a
gentleman of the very highest order, in-
as much as adherence to principle and
religion was added to outward cour-
esy of a superior kind. It pleased
the poet to discover that Ilorian
had a past of which he did not like to
speak, and of which there were many
traces in his character. When he looked
at the yachting picture Paul saw two ex-
pressions in his face that were eloquent
of a misery somewhat softened by ume.
When his gaze rested on the portrait on
the bookcase he saw the same look of pain
succeeded by oneof resignation, and even
of hope. ! kly and justly the youth
usions.

}
1

formed his con I'here was a re-
gsemblance in Florian to the girl whostood
in the yacht waving her handkerchief, and
probably she was a relative whom some
misfortune bad snatched from him for-
ever. Butas to the other, who had no re-
gemblance to him, she was perhaps his
affianced, and circomstances which he
hoped to overcome kept them apart. Paul
Janghed a little at his own inferences and
the pain which the last one in particalar
gave him.

He was right in judging that Florian's

hopes still centered on the girl whose
picture hung over the book-case. Politics
and the women he had met were as '\'vl‘
ung y disturb the gentle sway of he r,i
W truth's 8 ad put aside her |

error as to
'v\u'wil

whil less

thongt 1that it wou Jl"

g been » dropped that |
mdit love, and to have

marrie and converted }wr;!ln'r—i

wards ;t yart from its unfairness to her, |

he had laid down the principle that mixed |
marriages were hurtful and he would not

what e now that there was an |
opportunity ot renewing their former re- |
Jations, and Ruth was yet obstinate in her |
belief, would he not be unwise to lose—
what Florian saw that he was stumbl- |
ing against the rocks of conscience, and |
ookea up ab liose faces in the l‘
yacht, while the tears came into his eyes |
and his heart gave a great throb of ]»:Lin.l
One was dead and the other worse than |
dead to him unless—what? {

f1is relations with Ruth, he had to ad-
mit, were not of the most hopeful kind. |
[n two years he had not exchanged words
or letters with her, and from the various
reports which acquaintances from ('lay-
burgh incidentally gave him he could see

\at she had settled down to the new life
with her nsaal good sense and determin-
ation to forget the past. It appeared, too
that she had become literary in her tastes,
and was a welcome contributor to many
publications. As far as his hopes were
concerned it seemed ridiculous, yet ab-
gence might have done considerable for
lsim. He knew she once held him dear,
and Ruth was not quick to forget. 1If he
had kept her image in his heart through
all the blandishments of society, through
all the turmoil of political life and the
hard study of his profession, was it not
more likely that in the noble solitude of
the north, amid scenes the more dear be-
cause he had once lived amongst them,
with Linda's grave on the hillside to re-

Supp

ERLEL

! hig image would fade

mind her of the child's fondest wishes,
more slowly {rom

! stormed.

her mind, and the old love die harder in
her heart? Perhaps she was entertain-
ing them with thesame hopes that shared
his loneliness, and the quiet study and
prayer of those years of separation might
have led her so near to the fold that to
marry her would bring her safely in. On
the other hand, Le remembered, with a
gigh, Ruth’s rigid conscientiousnegs,which
would make it a dnty to dismiss every
thought of him from her mind until time
would allow her to look upon him merely
as a friend. She had no claim on him,
and that was enough., The dead heart of
Linda would not beat more coldly than
hers when they met again if this last sap-
position was correct, and yet he prayed
Linda’s prayer the more fervently as all
these doubts crowded on bhim, “that we
may meet again.'’

At all events, Florian was beginning to
foel that to marry was becoming for him
a political necessity. Social prominence,
he thought, required an immediate and
advantageous marriage, e cared very
little for wealth, and his bride need have
for her dower no more than the graces
which make a woman popular—beauty,
fine carriage, a mind above the average,
and respectable birth, Ruth had all
these, and what a joy to him if his ambi-
tion could follow whither his heart led!
But if not, what was he to do? There
were other women in the world with some
of the necessary qualifications, and
Frances Lynch was one of them. Her
mother had been a noted belle in her
time, and enjoyed the friendship of re-
markable men and women. A De Pon-
sonby keeping a boarding-house was a
little irregular, but such a boarding-honse !
Only the lights of society and intellect
gained admittance withinits portals ; and
madame, although guilty of a blunder in
marrying an Irishman with some brains,
good birth, and moderate fortune, never
lost her power in_the world of society on
that account. Yrances inherited her
mother's wit and beauty. Now that she
appeared to him in the light of a possible
wife, he began to perceive that she had
made a deep impression on him. She
was slight and willowy in form, with a
woman’s full height, and a quiet grace of
manner, He remembered how trans-
parent her face was, and how delicate its
outline ; how the sunlight gleamed through
her yellow hair; the sweetness of her
voice ; the beauty of her mouth, teeth, and
smile; the gentleness and womanliness of
her disposition, and her winning and can-
did ways. Iie had to admit that beside
her Ruth seemed quite plain. And,
moreover, Frances was a Catholic and
very devout, to all appearances. What
her faults were he did not know, as he
never looked for them. Itseemed a little
odd, even to his present changed condi-
tions of thought, that before the old hopes
died he should thus be looking for an ob-
ject on which to found now ones, but it
was an old trick with his calculating
nature, which political habits had intensi-

If any one noticed the few gpecial at
tentions he paid to I'rances afier t
meditations, no comment was
Yet Peter (arter was filled

1 wit
sugpicion over them, and as soon as
might rushed in to madame with unbe-
coming haste and fury.

“1 told ye," said Deter, as
familiarly in madame’s easy , “ that
ye never would know how to bring up a
child, and that ye never deserved to have
one, with your curls an’ pomade, an

yoke-bonnets, an’ furb’lows, an’ trim-
mings, an’ nonsense. 1 told ye, and now
you are goin' to reap the reward o’ your
sins.”

he sat down

“What is the matter now said
madame calmly.
« Matter now | grunted Peter.  * Mod-

esty was a quality of most women [
knew, but your danghter hasn’t any—a
mere bundle of fashions; an” I won't
stand it any longer. Am I going to see
herdamned and not say a word \’

“ \What difference will it make to you?”
said madame sneeringly.

* Sporting with that lawyer below, the
witch, He making faces at her an’ she
softening him with music. He that has
no more heart than a stone. It's a giz-
zard he has! An’ he won’t be a Catholic

-+

ten years

he's such 2 poor one

I tell ye I won't stand it!"

«yidently yon have a grievance of
gome kind,”’ 'said madame : “ pray, what
isit? And, if you can, speak plainly.”

“T've geen through ye, ma’am ;’ and
Poter leered at the elegant lady. * I've
geen through your daughter too; an’ I
know you are just dying to get the lawver
into the family. But [ swear if she tries
it I'll blow on you! And TI'll goto him
myself an’ tell him the whole thing’

“ Wait a minute,’ said madame stern-
y.

“Wait a minute !

" gnapped Peter, but

he recognizad the tone which madame

used, and kept growling in a prudent

minor key. Wait ! TI'll be hanged If 1
wait one second,

“There's a little f yours jnst sent

ning, madame, “ 14

le ther it would be

p it out of your

“ And, then,
morning to tell me ner
cant, and I thought it \
ghould remove yourself there, for y
getting too coarse for this elegance."”

“ Ilegance be hanged ! said
warmly.

gance ?

'ater

“\What do1 care for your ele-
I'll go to Mra. tBrown’s, if ye
| wish me to, or to the devil.”

“ Don’t hurry,”’ said madame gracious-
ly ; “youwll meet your old friend soon
enongin’

“ Bat 1'll ruin ye, I'il ruin ye!” he
“1'll tell the whole story to the
lawyers, poets, and greatnesses, I will,
and end your fine plotting.”

“There are some papers here,” said
madame, “ which I will read for you.
You need quieting, you foolish man,

And if it is necessary to remove you from
Mrs. Brown’s front room, your next jour-
ney, I fear will be to prison. ’

“ Oh!” said Peter, collapeing snddenly.

But sure you are not goin’ to send me to
Mre. Brown's; ye wouldn’t turn out an
old man from such comfortable quar-
ters !’

“You are so boisterous when you
drink,” said madame: * you make 8o
many threats, yon interfere so unwarrant-
ably in the aflairs of strangers, that
really—'

“1'm not boisterous,”’
“and 1 never in my
threats to any one. Did I make threats?”’
he added, innocently. *’Pon my honor I
was dreaming, an’ had no more idea of
the meaning’ o what I said than the
man in the moon. I'llsay nothing. Dl

Poter asserted,
whole lite made

It was Paul I was thinking of, for I knew
he was in love with Frances; and he's
such a beautiful creature, an’it isn’t fair
that the lawyer should have everything

as ye must admit yerself when ye come
to think of it.”

“ Did Paul tell you as much ?” said ma-
dame indifferently, plunging into some
papers.

“ Of course he did!" said Peter vehe-
mently. “Well—I won't say he did

after all ; but his actions said it, and then
he's a poet an’' couldn’t help falling in
love with such a little beauty. No, I
don’t think he did say anything. 1 need-
n’t mind going to Mrs. Brown’s 7"

“Not yet,”” said madame slowly, * but
1 shall keep this debt out of your monthly
allowance.”’ ¥

“Don’t!"” said Pater, with gloomy earn-
nestness ; but the ledy was inexorable,
and he went off convinced that whatever
he turned his hand to, whether for good
or evil to himself or others, was sure (o
end in a mass of chaotic bitter ruin.

TO BE CONTINUED,
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AT THE CRIB OF ASSISI

MARIE DONEGAN WALSH IN THE CATIO«
LIC WORLD MAGAZINE

The last rays of a gloriously setting
Dacember sun are pouring down in
erimson waves of splendor on the hill
side of Assisi, and striking direct
through the high windows of the
“Sagro Convento,” ths home and last
earthly resting-place of the great St
Francis of Assisi. In the dim Lower
Church, where the tomb of St. Francis
lies deep in darkness, the twilight
shadows of a short winter's day have
already settled ; but in the Upper
Caurch daylight still shines clear and
rosy, throwing into bold relief the ex
quisitely frescoed walls and the mar-
vellous wood-carving of the choir.

This lofty church of Assisi, now in
possession of the Itallan government
and disused and dismantled, has a
desolate and forsaken aspect, and is no
longer used by the Franciscans as a
place of worship. 'Thechoir is deserted
by its brown-robed occupants, and the

sweet sound of the chanting
of the Divine Office no more
resounds through the iong alsles au
soars to the vaulted Gothic roof ; whi

in the empty Tabernacle over the dis

mantled altar the peaceful and serene
presence of the Prisoner of Love no
longer lingers with His tender bone

daletion,

Bat a certain melancholy grandeu
lingers in the aucient shrine ; and th
grand old frescoes on the walls are fu
of the simple faith and piety of thos
ages when religious scenes were
strong and living reality to the artist
heart, and not & mere picturecque a
cessory of the craftman’s skill, as it so
often is in our days

All around the walls, in a
frescoes, the whole history of the life of
3t. Francls is painted in detail, more
curious than beautiful in their unf
ished drawing, lack of parspective, ar
crude coloring ; yet instinet with d
religious feeling, and full of inter
on account of their associations.

A pair of strangers wore wandering
through the church, lost in admiration
of its solemn beauty : pausing every
now and then to linger hefore some
fresco that aroused their speclal inter
est. They are two ladies, evidently
American strangers ; ona elderly, the
other young and strikingly handsome
—the pale, aristocratic beauty of her
face, with its small, delicate features,
being distinctively of an American
type.

Aonv one, in fact, who had been in
Naw York society two or three seasons
ago would have recognized that sweet
face as a familiar one, in spite of its
exproession of settled sadness and tne
deep mourning she wore, which instead
of marring only enhanced the girls
fair beauty.

Avis Leigh was universaliy acknowl-
edged as one of the most beautiful
débutantes in an exclusive circle ot
society : and now she is travelling with
her aunt through Europe, and Christ-
mas live has found them at Assisi,
that far-off spot in the mountains ot
Umbria where poets and artists love to
linger, drinking in the many beauties
of a land most favored by nature and
by art

Oane fresco of all the others in
church attracted our travellers’
tion, not only for the tender piety ot
the master- hand who wrought it, bu
for its appropriateness to the time and
place—Christmas Eve at Assisi.

It depicts the t representation
the Crib of Bathlehem, which took place
at Assisi in the twelfth century, and is
g0 tender and touching an incident in
the life of the great I'ranciscan found
er.

In the simple language of the ** Fio
retti ' (Little Flowers) his historian
narrates of St. F'rancis of Assisi that,
being consumed with such ardent love
of the Babe of Bethlehem at Christmas-
tide, his apostolic heart was inflamed
to make all hearts join with him in his
worship of the Infant King.

And as the saint humbly prayed that
he might ba able to compass hi- desire,
an iuspiration came to him ; and on
Christmas Eve, taking two of his breth
ren &part to aid him, St. Francis set
about preparing a copy of the Crib
First, with the work of his own hands,
he made the semblance of a cave or
grotto with its rough manger of straw:
and then persuaded a ‘*contadina’
(peasant woman) of Assisi, with her
husband and tiny baby, to come and
represent the characters of Oar Lady,
S:. Joseph, and the Infant Saviour.

Finally the dear saint of the gentle
heart, who so tenderly loved all God's
dumb creatures, brought in an ox trom
the hill-side and the little ass which had
carried him so safely on his many
mountain-journeys, and yoking them
together, he placed them at the head of

garies

the
atten

be quiet as a lamb., T won’t open my
mouth good or bad, if ye say so
course ye'll excuse my anxiety for Paul.

But of |

the Crib, docile and obedient to his

slightest bidding. At last, when all
was complets, St. Francis, over-
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whelmed by love and devotion, sankl
down on his knees at the foot of the |
manger, and, weeping and praying
with joy and ccstasy, spent the whole
night in contemplation beside the rude
representation which was the work of
his own patient hands.

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

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

The burning zeal of St Franci
pouring out the overflowing love of hi
seraphic heart at theCrib of Bathleher
had gained the favor for which he ha
50 humbly begged ; and in his wak
the ‘* Poverello " (poor man ) of Assi
drew many an erring and world-wear
heart to his Master's teet that Christms
Eve.

Crude and simple, perhape, as S
Francis’' Crib had been, the fresco
Giotto representing the incident
none the less so; but Avis Leigh au
her aunt lingered near it, loving to r
call its story—for the pilgrim to Assi
learns to live again in the life of ©
Francis and to treasure every paint
or written record of hislife. High
on a scaffolding an artist was paintin
making a copy of the fresco, reprodt
ing the quaint outlines line by line a
bit by bit

He seemed absorbed in his work, &
never even glanced at the passi
strangers below him, for tourists
the rule and not the exception
Asgisi. Then the ladies passed on
admire one and another of the fresco
slowly making the round of |
church : but still the artist painted
till the rosy sunset light faded : and
last, with a start, as if realizing
the first time that the painted figu
on the wall before him were fading

to gloom, he put aside the brushes &
prepared to make his degcent.

At the sound of the opening door
which the two travellers were |
going out the painter turned his he
and that instant's glance was enot
for the girl. Avis Leigh clutched
astonished aunt’s arm tightly,
drawing her rapidly after her, hur
out and down the staircase, ne
pausing for breath till they had gal
the door of thelr hotel once m
which was only a short distance 1
the church.

‘“ My dear Avis, what has come (
you? You must be ill or bewitche
ejaculated ths bewildered old lady
goon as she recovered her bre
“ You nearly killed me dragging
down those stairs so fast; but oh'
dear, you are as white as deatb,
look as if you had seen a ghost.”

Oace inside the safe shelter of t
own rooms the girl tried, but not
gether successfully, to laugh away
aunt'’s fears, explaining that she
felt suddenly faint and weary (W
was indeed the caso

** Indeed, dear auatie, you mus
trouble about :ine,” she said at le
tenderly ; ‘‘1 was very stupid
fanciful to frighten you fo, but I
be all right to-morrow. It is only
I have bezen doing too much sigh
ing, and have becoms tired and o
sorts.”

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

afterwards Avis's thoughts
strangely disturbed ; and tk
she held a book before
eyes, it was but a pre

of reading, for her mind w
away in the dreamland to mem
recalling all the incidents of tt
three years which this Christma
in Aseisi had summoned up! I
indeed a ghost that poor chil
geen in the Upper Church a few
hours ago—the ghost of a dead an
ied love she never thought would
again ; for in the mysterious p
of the fresco Avis Leigh had

nized Herbert Carlton, the m
whom her girlish love was once |
and to whom she had been en
two years ago! It was a sad
story and full of bitter-sweet

lections to the girl, and Avi
jocked it up, as weo lock up se m
our deepest thoughts and fe
deep in the inmost recesses (
hearts, even from those neare
dearest to us, and she had str
forget it utterly.

But on Christmas Ive, the ve
of their engagement, it alway
to coniront her, and on this one
ially, in the face of that chanci
ing, the memory refused to be
away, {and bit by bit in her
vigil Avis had to goover it all

How happy she bad been that
mas l.ve when Herbert first told
loved her; and her parents h
sented to the engagement, on
ulating thatshe should wait a
fore she married, as she was 8
—too young to know her owr
they said. Then all the happy
that followed ; Avigsorich in he
and love and sweet faith in he
which he amply repaid with
manly affcction, But just be
time appointed for their m
early in the next December, t
blow came which was to ru
happiness. For a long time
Carlton became grave and




