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THE MILLENNIUM AT
COFFINVILLE

A Christmas Story by Mary F.
Nixon-Roulet.

[Le priest at Holy Family was feel-
tnat low in his mind,” as s
cheeper expressed it, ‘‘that he)
't cat, sleep nor rcad lis beev .-[
in peace.”” The good woman
whed over
ue firm and comforting beliel thav
*nelever might ‘be the sanclity of his)
1‘}., the temporal wellare of tue]
oy N, kdward Jones would be null
Ve without her.
~he as very
out him.
Leen left a widow wivk a little
care for, Father Jones had -bheen
r pastor, and he had installed her
| the position of his housekeeper,
jucating  Her daughter out of his
ender stipend until the brown-eyed
o111 had taken her sweet face 1o
ploom in the garden of the Sacred
Heart, in which order she had been
cducated. Mrs. Hansey stayed on!
with Father Jones. He couldn’t get
alung without her, she was sure, and
even when he went on a mission &
ielt a call to go also, her Martha-like
nature “expeuding itself in faithiul
scrvice for the servant of God.
Father Jones was a kindly, jovial
soul, & man about sixty, with a
pleasant face, somewhat reddened and
roughened with wind and weather, for
10 be a ‘‘missioner’”’ priest in south-
west  Missouri means to be at the
veck and call of every one from Dan
to Beersheba, and Father Jones was
no exception to the rule. He had a
church at Coflinville, apd two mis-|
sions to look after on alternate Sun-
days, so the day was to him scarcely
the traditional ‘‘day of rest'’ which
the early Puritans demanded (or]
their “Sawbuth.” Every Sunday
he said Mass' at Coffinville at six,
then rode to Ozark, ten miles away |
over the worst of Missouri roads, to
say another at nine, reaching home |
again at tweive for Catechism and
Benediction, only to start out at‘
three o'clock to give Benediction at
Sparta.  The next Sunday was like,
unto the first, save that he said Mass |
at Sparta and gave Benediction at
Ozark. During the weck he was oc-i
cupied with gerish'work and sick calls !
without number; hurried calls into|
the mountains 'neath the summer s
blazing sun, or through the

winter's
irigid blasts, when snow whirled over
the carriage and the wiwd biew a re-
quiem for a departed soul. at

Through all  his trals Fother
Jones' good

'
-

{

nature was proverbia',
and yet a physiognhomist wpuld nave
declared it a freak of nature. Fal
people are accustoiicu 1o arrogate to
themselves all the good natate \hvl
world, while thin pcople ave supposed
to be upamiable. DBut Father Jones’
spare form had not >
erflous flesh upon it, and he was ami-|
ability itsell, except upon occasions
of flagrant dereliction of duty on the
part of those under his charge. 1lis

o

face was so thin the cheek hones
> 2 ’

protruded like an Indian’s, and

there were those among the Camp-,

bellites, which sect abounded in Cof-
finville, who said they knew that
he didn't get enough to eat. It s
diflicult to be sleek and well fed when
you are poor and troubled with that
unpleasant guest, a conscience, and
you have eyes to see that plenty of
people are poorer than you are, and
Father Jones’ chapacter and his life
in  Coffinville fill§l these conditions
admirably.  When jpeople complained
of “bad times” ayd that the ‘‘craps!
was jes' spiled with the dry drought,”
the priest gathered his threadbare
cassock about him with a  haughty
indifierence _to its scandalous appear-
ance and Mrs. Hansey's ‘‘Sure, 18
fringed like the old Shanghai roos-
ter's  legs all 'round the bottom!’’ |
To this he ouly answered blandly, I
am surprised that such an elegant
woman as you are, Mrs. Hansey, |
shouldn't know that fringe is all the|
stvle now. It said so in the last
‘(atholic Advance.’ " '

To this Mrs. Hansey in-|
dignant snifi, coupled with a smoth-
ered laugh as she wended her way to
the kitchen, murmuring softly, ““Him/
notice the styles, indeed; he'll laugh
at his own funeral, bless him.",

As a rule the inhabitants of Coffin-
ville did not trouble themselves much
about the Catholic priest. He at-|
tended to his own business and never
interfered . with anyone. Moreover,!
he was very handy to have around|
in case of a  fight between his par-
ishioners, which performance Wwas,
not an infrequent occurrenceé. This
was not because his pcoplc were any

rave. an

about ev any partialit lo:;
who might show ll‘n’l of the

cloven hoef, and who was certainly
persona
faithiul flock,

Casey, the storekeeper, “‘a real Mis-
sourh peach, red-checked and sound
all through.

wuch . distressed That (
Years ago when-she had' pabiies, leastwise, things
girl don’t want.

| what ever you call it?

non grata to many of his
“I say he's a peach,” declared Dan

They say he's got ¢
pneumony, too.” 4

“Let's give bim a donation party/” | ly ask you to relieve his dificulties line wants, would fit the priest, and | and

suggested Jim Detts,

A group of Yyoung men, lounging '

his Lares and Pedates @bout the village store, looked mildly  you will not think me ungrateful for his Hock could pravided

inlerested at this novel idea, and one
of them drawled: |

“Say, Jim, you all can't donate to/
a priest, What does he want with/
things other folks ain't no use foah? |
That's what folks give at donation|
as they
An’ s®ose you all gave
Fathelr Jones a lot of things to cat,
do you know waht he'd do with 'em?
H'd call up all the squattehs in the|
outskulits and st p every f(reighteh's |
team goin' pas’ aug 61 'em full, even|
to the clothes hoss and the yallér-|
dawg undeh the wagon. That's the
kind he is."”

“Well, let’s give him the things he

does want,” persisted Mr. Betts, and |
! at. par-|
he ticular treasurer should be laid at thei good ladies:
there's
nothing like practical piety to appeal | proceeding, and'at the tops of

discussion waxed hot as to
shrine of the new saint, for

to the unearned, and Father Jones
had delighted these rough men by his
luck, his grit, and his genuine kind-
iness,

“I'll give him a sick-shooter,”” be-
gan Jim Betts, when his words were

"met with derisive shouts of laughter

fromthe group, ;

““His Riverence with a six-shooted,
amakin’ a hump in his hassack,"”
shouted Dan Case{, gleefully. “Sure,
you might as well give him a ham-
mer and anvil for all he'd use it.”

“I'd just as soon use it on you,"

growled the blacksmith, significantly, .

and a little difficuity easily settled
with a gun seemed about to disturb
the meeting, when the Rev. ¥phraim
spoke up:

“] move we give him a vote of
hanks."

“A vote of nawthin'!” cried Dan,
now thoroughly ‘aroused, his hig Irish
blue eyes flashing fire. ‘“‘Will a vote
of thanks buy him a hassock, or
Will it buy
and the bhest Robinson
County? Will it get him kickshaws
to eat and warm blankets and coal
and all the things this God-forsaken
place doesn’'t hold for a white man
to live decent with? And 1 tell you

him wine

he'll die if he don't have ’em. Ile
saved my little girl and your boy—
darn " the brat—="" (big rough Dan

rhoked) ‘“‘and now he's lyin’ up there

with pneumony fever, an’ the doctor|

says he orter be having good nursin’
an’ luxuries. Good Lord. Luxuries
in Coffinville!"

And then a strange thing happened.
The Rev. FEphraim suddenly

unpleasant manner an organ of which

he had really forgotten the use, lo!|

He had a heart,

these many years.
hut poverty and hard k_and the|
continued strain of dealing always

with the worst side of life had so|

encrusted it that he was seldom con-
scious of its existence. Nbw, how-
ever, he
and urging him to a speech to which
he scarcely felt himsell equal.  Dut
the good in the -little man was only
encrusted with doctrine and dormant,
no
in a great wave.

“1 tell you what I'll do, boys,’” he
began, “I'll write to the Board 1tb
send himemy box.”

“Good for vou, Parson,’’ cried Dan,
(
comfortable
the ham-like hand, - “‘Bully for you!
The
it?

“They send me one every year, and
i
have mine.’
away.

Noue. of the

men who applauded him

'so londly had even an inkling of what

the sacrifice meant, 2
The Rev. Ephraim Jones had been
blessed under his vine and fig tree
with a wife and eleven olive branches.
There had heen a Vaker's dozen, but
two had succumbed to malaria,
he had tucked their little yellow

faces away in the ground with ming-|

led pain and reliefy relief that they
were ont of Jheir misery, and pain,
the wringing anguish of the parent's
heart at parting vith its second self.

Eleven children to feed and clothe,!

educate and generally equip for the
hard tustle of life means care ’and
anxiety untold. The Rev. Ephraim
looked each winter for clothing for
rest of the seasen to the lar

|

\ tholie,” said Mrs. Bonham, the vice-

.ry
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Then followed a stirring account of for, . Lemme open
Father Jones' lile and character, his ywﬁ A ol
good work in Cominville, his ponﬂ” Father Jones looked on bewildered
and his braverescue of the two chil-/as the box was opened. Within it
dren. The Rev. Ephraim finished his! was warm clothing of every size and
astonishing epistle aiter this fashion:' deseription; blankets, underwear and
““He bhas given away everything he hose, all of which by strange good
has; he has saved life Lo lose his own. | foriune, considering that the men's
Ibough not~one in doctrine, he is a’ apparel was selected by feminine |
better man than 1 am, and 1 earnest-' hands with a view fo filling mascu- |

| rather than give any thought to me.! these he could keep with a clear con- | what fun!

loping to hear from you, and that scicuce since the wauts of so many of
for out |
' e contents of the
lhox. There were oranges, lemons,
dates, hgs, dried apricels, prunes,
luxuries indeed, and several bottles

all your kindness to me and mine, L of the rest of
am,
“Your servant in Christ,

“EPHRAIM JONES.”

“P.S —~Send the box to Rev, Ed- of fine wine, and all these Mrs. Han-
ward Jones, Collinville, Mo. - T did sey promptly seized and bore away |
not mention that the one tentioned to hiding lest the rector give them
is a Catholic priest. . He is not any away aud lose the benefit of = them

relation of ‘mine, for there are Joneses’ hiuisell. There were candies and
who are not. : 12.J." |toys and at the very bottom of the

This was the*letter which fell like box a letter. |
a bomhshell into the midst of the La-| Father Jones adjusted _his specta- |
dies’ Home Missionary Society of the!cles with trembling fingers. This |
Queen Street M.E. Church, which edi-| would explain all.  He read eagerly!
fice, in stone, exquisite with Gothic|—hut such a letter! He could scarce|
carvings, graced the largest street of | believe his. eves. It contained the!
an important Eastern city. warmest expressions of interest in|
* An anarchistic souvenir -could not|his welfare and admiration for his |
have more effectually excited the|character and—strangest of all— it|
All were talking at|closed with asking him ‘‘to accept!

not an uncommon|the accompanying as a testimonial of
their | the apprecfation felt for his excellent

re-| work in spreading the gospel in Col-
finville and bringing the people to the
faith of Christ,” and the letter was
signed ‘‘Louise Tracey, Secretary,
Woman’s Home, Missionary Society,
Queen Street Methodist Episcopal
Church.”

Father Jones could not understand
it, but with the simpk sturdy faith
that marked him, he faid it all to the
special gooduess of God and thanked
the sweet Christ Child for the Christ-
mas blessing. -

If Father Jones was astonished with
his box, not less so was the Rev.
Ephraim Jones with the ue
which fluttered from a letter receiv-
ed the day before Christmas.

He had been dreading to tell his
wile they were to have no box that
year. 'n fact he had been afflicted
with that deadly and devouring ter-
ror, known only to the fond husband
when concealing something that has
eventually to be told the wife gf his
bosom, Armed with the mighty
cheque and the exceedingly graceful
letter of the secretary, he sought the
partner of his joys and sorrows,
principally the latter, with a more
sprightly step and a less hang-dog
air than that which he had of late
disported.

As her husband came into the sit-

onee—this w
voices—but at last the president
stored order.

/“The simplicity of this letter goes
to my heart,”’ said Mrs. Leader, a
tall, handsome woman. ‘‘The spirit
of the man is perfectly beautiful. We
canuot deprive him of his box.”

“Of course not. It's half done,
and. all the children’s clothes are
readv. And we can’t let that poor
soul starve out there if be is a Ca-
president, a millignaire in her own
right several ti over.

“Christmas is coming, and 1 sup-
pose Catholics have as much right to
celebrate Christmas as we have,”
| said swret little crippled Miss Gray.
|  “Christ died for the ungodly,” said
| Mrs. Fitz-Simmons Blake tentatively.

“] always thought it must be as
hard for Catholics to starve as for
the elect,”” said brisk little Miss
Bland, a wicked twinkle in her gray
eyes. ‘“‘But you wouldn’t thisk it
right to do anything for a Catholic
priest, would you, Mrs. Leader?"’

The president looked uncomiortable,
then a bright thought-came '

““Not as a priest, of course; nor
as coming trom a church, but from
individuals, as a token of our respect,
for a man who is fine and manly and
virtuous. 1 will head a subscription

. ! . felt |
e of sup- throbbing against his sides in a very |

felt it throbbing painfully |

t dead, and it rose to the surface

lapping him on the back with an un-|
friendliness which made
the Rev. Epbraim Jones wince from,
t's the very thing! Will they do
1] |

{f they wont send two thg priest can|
And with this he strode)

and |

with dne hundred dollars, ladies. Who
' will follow?”’

| Where Mrs. Leader proposed, all]
Those

ting room, little Mrs. Joues raised a
pair of fine, dark eyes, window-lights
of a soul as strong and hrave as on-
ly a woman’s can be from the twen-
ty-third sock she had darned that
morning.

“Any mail, dear?”’ she asked.

“Yes,” hg answered. ‘‘There
this, but 1 guess I'd better not tell
you that we'll get no box this year.”

“No box!" then her eye glanced
from the latter to the cheque in her
husband’s hand. ‘““Ephraim Jones,

{ were glad enough to concur.
| W ho were her social equals so honest-
lly loved her that they thought every-
i tling she did correct, and those who
were below her in the social scale so
wished to be associated wi*h her even
in charities; that they gladly followed
her examgple. “That will turn a wind-
mill, and in a fgw moments the as-
tonished secretary was empowered to
send #he box, a finer one than " ever,! they have sent us five humired dolk
to the Rev. Ephraim Jones, and a|ars instead of the box!'™ Her voice
check for five hundred dollars to the raised to a shrill staccato in excite-
Rev. Fdward Jones. ment.

“Make it plain how well we think| «Yes dear, but you can buy what
'of Mr. Jones’ work as a missionar?,lyon want, you needn't mind—" He
Miss Tracey,” said the president,’ stopped short, for his wife had inter-
“and show the other, in a tactiul| yypted him with an ecstatic,
manner, ihat the gift is ‘to a brave,| <Mind! - Well, 1 guess not!’” And
good man.” to his horror she first flung her arms

“1  will try to couch it properly,|around his nevk, sqtieezing him till
Mrs. Leader,” said the secretarv,and|je gasped for breath and then per-

the meeting broke up, the ladies gn-; formed a pas seul in the middle .. of
ing on their way rejoicing, with & {he floor, a wild dance of jov, which
proud consciousness of virtue. lended in a fit of hysterics in which

Christmas was at hand, the blessed she alternately laughed and cried and
season of kind thoughts and gentle|said:
deeds to warm the hearts of giver! *“l can go to mother!
and receiver, and prove as balm to/mother!” until' poor

I can go to
Mr. Jones

the wounded Sacred Heart which!thought she had gone crazy and sat
|gave itsell. for men, and giving— and looked at her helplessly.
| broke. ' At last she calmed down, and see-

Christmas with its joys, its merri-! ing his dazed face, said:

ment, its sorrow, too, as remory | - ‘Oh, vou old goose, don’t you see
|gives a_backward glance tb those what this money means? We can go
faces long gone, that once graced the to St. Louis—to mother—I haven’t
Yule tide hoard -with the bloom of seen mother for ten years and she's
their sweet radiance. Christmas in|never seen hall the children. You
happy homes seasdn “of jollity and|can go to Ministers’ Meeting and Con-
even in humble ones a time of bless-| ference and buy some new books, and
ing, since their _ seli-denial often|I can choose a dress for myself.
'waits as handmaid upon giving and | I've tried to be grateful for the boxes
and things, but I'm so tired of wear-
“Who gives gift|ing other people’s clothes il they are
feeds tliree, good as new and 1'm tired, tired of
| Himself, his hungry neighbor, making over frocks for my children,
= me."’ and I'm just tiredest of all of never
! . having a cent to buy the babies a
In Coffinvilie the snow lay white up-, stick of candy with—don’t you dare
oi the ground and the rough branches | say a word about the heathen, Eph-
of the scrub oaks and sturdy hickory|raim Jomes; 1I'm going to have ten
trees were powderpd with its feath-| dollars of that blessed money just to
ery flakes. It had been @ Dbitterly | frivol with, so there!’' and little Mrs.

cold winter and snowlay heavy upon Jones looked radiant with delight.
; “But how did it all“happen?’’ she

himsel{ with his

and

e giv i than other  the _sea many hearts. 4
" :ln::'ltlerg“i:“ﬂtl: 3}:&:2? bu‘t because and abundant missionary box sent out | potner Jones sat in his old arm|asked; “What do the ladies say?"
in that highly civilized rméitnn the l\:"‘:wh‘l: chg\:‘r':'(l‘lm“s ladies of a richlopair peside the big box stoye in| And her hushand read:
motto “‘Shoot fust, talk afte’'wa'as,| Waste v ‘ which crackled the fire af hickory :
him who kin,”’ has been handed down' Ilad Mrs. Jones been at home, per-|jogs. It was his one luxury, this{Rev. Ephraim Jones,

from father to son as carefully
old rifle and the carved powde ,
of bygone days. But' when Father
Jones dashed into the flood at Millers
Creek when the ‘‘crick had riz"’ an

Ho!
L)

saved from drowning Dan Casey's lit-
tle. girl and Jim Jones, the Methodist
minister’'s very objectionable young
4 Mdlm to this exploit by riding,
ﬂmg 11, the worst horse in the
seetion, ten miles to Ozark for a doc-|
tor, the people thought it was time
ta notice his existence. -1
‘He's a Jim-dandy,” said Jim
Betts, a bright and st ;g» in
the Campbellite Church on undu{:
and a blacksmith, somewhat given t
Lt during the week. ‘‘He's
best priest %hey's ever had at
Family."”
Family!" snified Joe Smith,
ummer over from Springfield.
ily is good and holy, juﬂ;—

some of parishioners.
' ' A d Dan
poli-'

“R . _:sh't\&.
: . “You're a
tan, but it strikes me
the

't enough

u.
g2

“bad
the

d 1 have had

asithe haps he woald have stified his gener- roaring
r horn  ous impulse, for she was a wise little yooanse

soul who kept her hushand in excel-
lent orvder, but the worthy woman

d| was away for a two day’s visit to aful eve saw that the priest’s

missionary meeting in Greene Coun-
ty, and Mr.<Jones flourished
like the proverbial green bay. ‘tree.
Nine little hoys—ranging from fif-
teen to six—held high carnival at the
arsonage, the two youngest ol.ildren

ving gone with their mother; so,
the cat being away, the mouse was
playing with all his might.

The glow of the minister’s euthusi-
asm never dimmed; indeed his trouble-
some heart gave him no rest until he
had written his letter. He meant to
write to the “Board,” that far-away
refuge of troubled 1aissionaries, but a
notice of its pecuniary difficulties met
his eye in the church paper, so he de-
cided  to take the watter into his
own hands and write directly to the
chureh  which  had always supplied

¢ Muo(ﬂn
Chm' he begar, “'1 hope you will
mm‘Mylmnnnx
' you, but T am now - -ﬁi’
clothes—I mean those you sent me—
e
not send

alone |

&

Street| yojces

Zion Church, Coflinville, Mo.:

My Dear Sir,~The ladies of the
Queen St. M. E. Church beg you to
t the accompanying, hoping you
wood- may find it sufficient to fill all your

| needs. We much appreciate your

generous spirit and desire to express

thus our admiration of vour charac-

ter, rich in all those qualities that go

to make the. man.
Very trulv vouts,

LOUISE TRACEY.

Secretary, Woman's Home Missionary
Society, Queen St. M. E. Chureh.

fire, and it was his only|
of the zeal of a devoted!
| parishioner who brought him a load|
(from his wood-lot whenever his wateh- accep

| pile was diminishing.

The father had changed tcrribl;'
the weeks following his illness. Pneu-
monia is not an easy foe to fight,
hut he had battled with it manful-
ly, finding the convalescence almost
harder to ‘bear than the sickness it-
self. He needed tonics and delicacies
and soft warm clothes, and none of
these were to obtained in Coffiin-
ville, or for miles around, even had
the wherewithal to obtain them been
forthcoming.  He felt ill, tired and|
discouraged. leaned his head
wearily on his hand, pondering how
he could provide some Christmas
treat for the poor of a parish where
all, priest and people al

er. As he
‘the

in

“It's a nice letter, but a ‘stunje

zled; “‘I should have thought they
would have sent it to you bhecause
you are a minister of the Gospel.”

Mr.. Jones looked t tiul.

“Perhaps,” he said, “they think
it's more important to he a man
than even a minister. Well, I'm glad
1 am one."

“Which?" demanded his wile. -
“Roth,"” said the minister Kkissirg
the to which excitement had

brought a fair, unwonted color,
Great was

1

stir.in the Ladies'

is |

one,”’ said Mrs. Jones, looking puz-|

fons of thanks for his box there was
a bhorrified silence. This was speed-
ily broken by a rapturous giggle
from naughty Kitty bland, a spright-
ly witch with a tongue of fire, but
a heart ol gold.

“You mixed those babies up
quoted wickedly. “Louise
you are a secretary after
heart! h'l'he priest got«the
the

. She

Tracey,
my own

clothes
parson got the cash—Oh
1 wish 1 had séen His
Reverence when he unpacked the
loug-haired doll and the ratije!”

“It is a disgraceful mistake and a
just  judgment upon us. We should
never have eucouraged this follower

of the Scarlet Woman,” said Mrs.
Fitz-Simmons Blake, majestically

Kitty's eyves flashed fire, and her
mouth opened—then closed with a
clieck iike .a mouse irap as Mrs.
Leader laid a warning hand upon
her arm

‘It i§ a mistake, but I am sure

you will feel that it is a blessed cne
when you listen to the closing words
of this letter,” she said.

“Everything in the box has been
put to immediate use. The articles
intended for myself are all warmly
appreciated; the garments have all
been distributed among the poor of
my poor parish, the toys and can-
dies have made happy the hearts of
those to whose homes the warmth
of Christmas joys seldom extend theig
fires of glowing love, little children
of whom the great Christmas Guest
said 'Of such is the Kingdom of
Heaven.” More than all 1 thank you
for the kind words which accompan-
ied your generous gifts; words which
went to my heart and gave me abun-
dant Christmas joy, since they show
me that your generous deeds spring
from hearts as generous, and that we
are one in the love of our God and
the Blessed Christ Child whomn we
serve.

“Gratefully yours,
“EDWARD JONES.”

There was a hush over the assem-
bly as she read the gentle words and
there was not a dissenting voice to
the vote to let the mistake go uncor-
rected.

‘“‘It's as broad as its long, any-
how,” said Kitty Bland to her cho-
sen crony, Miss Gray. “Both priest
and parson are satisfied, and why
shouldn't we be? Mrs. Fitz-Sim-
mons Blake hates a Catholic worse
{than she does His Satanic majesty,
but she didn’t dare object wl{::n Mrs.
Leader said we should all feel proud
{to have aided such a man. But
lisn’t it a joke? T suppose Father
Jones thinks it's the Millennium in
Coffinville,”’—Messenger of the Sa-
cred Heart.

The Writer of the
Fly.

Father Matthew Russell is at
best in a sketch 0} Mary Howitt,
Quakeress and Catholic The title
| should 1mention- ‘“Poetess,” also, for
which she was, ranked by Mrs.
| Barret Browning, with Wordsworth
and Tennyson. The personal note
jpever egotistic in Father Russell
. quickens the interest of this article.
“For instance," he tells us,
;“re\'irwing in The Irish Monthly for
August, 1903, “The Quaker Poets
'of Great Britain ‘apd Ireland,” by
Armitage, I noticed

| Evelyn Noble

that Mrs. Armitage very properly
included in her collection some who
had severed their connection with
the Soriety of Friends, and I thanked
her for the amiable glimpse she gave
of the last Catholic decade of Mrs.
Howitt's life. *“‘But (I added) the
representative extracts from the
works. of this childhood are not
quite happily chosen, we think.
Mary Howitt must always be remem-
bered by the imgortal dialogue, of
which the opening line has become
a proverb, often quoted without any
notion that it is verse at all:

“I'Will vou walk into my parlor?

said the.spider to the fly.”

“Spider to the

his

Strange to say, Mrs. Armitage was
surprised to learn that Mary Howitt
had written these famous lines. To
‘make sure, 1 questioned Miss Mar-
! garct- Howitt on the subject, and she
replied as follows:

“My Dbeloved mother was, as you
suppose, the author of ‘The Spider
{and the Fly.” It came about in this
| manner: She had always an ip-
! tense love of old ballad poetry and of
folk-lore. This made her, when a
Lyoung woman, collect the cheap,
rudely-printed sheets of songs hawked
in fairs and markets. She thus
chanced upon a ditty, probably of
the early part of the eighteenth
! century, narrating a love entangle-
ment and aptly comparing the poor
| silly female victim to a fly caught in
{a spider’s web. With this idea run-
njng in her head, and being given to
compose hastily sketches of natural
{ his erse for her elder children
which later found their way into
print, she wrote ‘The Spider and the
Fiy.’ Its touch oi human nature
gained for it great popularity, and
my mother's tender conscience was
often troubled by its fame, feeling
that she was more praised for it
than she aeserved, although she had
{ from the first entitled those prover-
| bial verses ‘A New Version of an
' Old Ditty.' ™

]

|

Young men soon give and soon for-
get affronts; old age is slow in both.
{ 1t is impossible 1) 1iake people un-
derstand their iruaranee, lor 1l ro-
quires knowledge to pesceive 1t

An idea, like a ghost, must be
to a little before it will ex-
itself. o
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