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THE FORTUNES OF A NEWSBOY.

"Howa'er I be, it seems to me
'Tis only noble to be good ;

Kind heats are more thau coronets
And simple faillt.an Norman bood."

CHAPTER I. .

Pour little boys; two of them had soft, fair hait
and were dressed in the finest cloth; dte otitehtw
had very bushy heads, and were dressed linviteve:
they could get. It was early Christmas moring
and the two nich boys were sitting by b the indew
of a handsome brown atone bouse, and they bha
each a stocking plump full of dainties ; the w
poor boys were calling the morning papers on the
stone.cold sidewalk, and if they had any stockinga
at al, yo m oy beer' msure Ibm>'xe fulofhotles

Il An't ho funu>'," renisrkmd tIb m aiaer ef the
twoal ita bouse, looking at the larger of the two
in the street; "an' hle too fu h nny!" And between
the laughing and eating little Fred came nea
chk Anhirnlif. "See bisold cuat, Josiet I l
11kmAunt Ellie' bine dresi i ud such aquear aid
kat; don't it make you laugh, Josiea?.

" I have aen so many of 'em," explained Joie.
" What are you laughing at, Fred," asked their

uliter Mary, cening up le theni.
IlThose newsboys" he answered, and imitating

their" Times, 'Erald, Tribune / Here's the 'Erald,
2 ne builne se perfectly that their father
thou hteit was a roal newsboy calling, and cried
out teteom frointanotber ronzatole "iurrj rap and
bing at erI a vtintr cnmand the children
rushed agerly into the hall, and t eggd with their
united atrengtli to open the doors, each anxious to
be the first to speak to the odd-looking newsboys,
and also to be the fortunate one to take the paper
to their father. lthe meantime, the two news-
boys had not been unmindful of the faces behind the
plated window.

"I say Jim," said the big boy, who was about
twelve or thirteen years old, "did you ever see the
beat of that young 'un there? Don't choke yerself,
youngster, ffear you'd cheant a friend from doing
that sane when you're growed up. Ere' lthe
'Brald, Tribune, Times /-George I Jim, I wish to
thunder there'd sorne new papers come up. An't
yer tired allers a hollerin'out thentsame old tunes?
-ime I 'Erald Tlbune -. How d'ye s'pose a fel-
ler'd feel to wage up some of these yere mornin's
in one of them big bouses ?"

" Heered tell of stranger things 'n that, Dick."
replied Jim, who read the weekly papers. ' Turn
again Whittington, Lord 3Mayor of London,' as the
cat said I Turned out true, too."

" You'd better get a cat, Jhim you're such a stun.
in' feller; shouldn't wonder if you'd turn out

alderman some of these days 1" At which, for no
apparent reason, Dick laughed until every rag was
fiuttering.

11 They wanta a paper; better 'tend to yer busi-
ness," answered Jim, at which the other newsboy
instantly grew grave, and shuftiing his old shoes
acros the street, mounted the stops where the
cildren were waiting and calling for him.

1 want a New York lerad,," said Fred very
grandly.

" Han't got no 'Eralda" answered the newsboy.
Fred rashed Into the bouse saying, "His Eeraldi

are ail gone."
"l Tribune," thon, and don't keep the door open,"

instructed the rough voice from some invisible spot.
Mary shut the door all but a little crack. "Papa
wanted a ferald,"she said; "you onght to have one
when my npapa wants it."

"I Thought I had, but couldn't help it; 'Eraldcot
a great speech to-day, and ve sold 'em all."

"Do you sell papers every day " Mary asked.
The busby head mada a sort of bow, as the poor

newsboy looked at the fair haired little girl on the
stoop, who condescended to question hinm.

l Yes, miss," ha answored, "since ever I wasn't
bigger'n a giassehopper."

" A't ho funny ?" said Fred.
"Don't yon get tired?" asked Mary.
l'Weil, I can't say I docn't, 'specially some-

times."
"Au't you glad it's Christmas," Josie asked, as

questions seemed the fashion.
"I kinder am," replied the newshoy.
"Did you have many presents," questioned Mary.
"Me? Bless you, who'd givo 'em to me, miss ?"
Il Didn't you bang up your stocking last nightI ?"

Fred asked.
The newsboy seemed much amused aut the ques.

tion ; for it was plain that h could hardly keep
from laughing rightîont.

a Well, no, I didn'lt" he answered. "Don't
think that things woud stick in one long, if I
did" '1,

I Do you put your monoy in a savings bank ?
By and by you'd have enough to build a bouse may
be, if you were careful," said Josie.

" Jim and me likes takin' it out in atin' best,"
answered Dick.

" Why don't you bring me that paper," cried their
father's voice. And the two boys rau hastily into
the bouse.

"You may havemy candy," said Mary in a state-
,y wayet. "I can have plenty more." And sha put
har stor of d'inty French candy into the boy's
band, nd wtile ha was stil looking at herain
amazement, followed ber brethera into the bouse
and shut lise door.

4"Juit yen pinchs me, Jimt," Dlick said, joining
bis companion. " Drive iu hcarty', now. An't I
asleep ?"

" Well, I dunno; whtal yen gel tisera ?"'
"Site give it te me."'
" Wbo's taI ?"
" Her on te steps ; didn't yeu see tar ?"
" Yen tli thall tobte marines![ Gueais yen tookS

it."
" No, I didn't," Dickt said indignantly'. " I nover

teek notin' as warn'I mine yet."'
"t Let's hava a hook," said Jim, reacing ouI bis

band for tise package ; but Dlick would net lot him
louait il. " I'm going to keep it always te rreem-
ban her," ho saidi.

"~ Guess you vaut ter eat it yerself," Jemi said. " I
wouldn't be se meanu"'

"I un't geunally' called mean," Dlick answered
with great dignity'.

"Don't yeu wonder, Jimi," saidi Dick, as lthe>'
made friands and passed on-" don'I il seem ourl-
ous bow saome folks is rich. and punI>' like them
lthera, andi others la poor sud ugly' liSe nia anti jeu
Jim?7"

" George i speak for yerself, if yen like. Guessi
I'd pais ian acrowd, if I'd Ibm fine fixln's !"

" S'pesin' me and yen htad daudifiedi cona and
yeiler gloves, sud tise fixin's te match, s'pese auny-
body'd know vo was newsboys?7" Dlick akedi
thoughtfully.

"I rayther think," said Jim, " we'd be a deal
sight handsomera'n some of tham chape as has 'em
now."'

" Let's save our mone'y and try it, Jim."
"'Nuff said," answared Jim, laughing. And the

newsboys in their queer garments, sud with their
light hearts, passed out of sight of Mr. Brandon's
brown stone house and fair-haired children.'

Bt nt ont of,all remembrance. The children
had-a party thàt Christmas afternoon and when
they-weretired of rônping, ndawere seated around
the roomthe girls playing withtheir dolisj the Cath-
olio ones telling the others in low voices about the

TRE WITNESS ,
fiwers and ligits, and the wonderfa manger th
had seen at Masth11 moeaf ; a d wth i boy
eagerli' lstenig te atonies of f y awa> lande bia
ouef the older people was lelIlng,f t1 wMmry
knelt in au arm chair, and gazed eut of Itevindow
at the people hurrying throught lb.drivlng n d
suow, and al lta atreot-lampi glanni tromgli tie

a anncold. tHe kin tt e he ad been very
light, and a strange joyosumasbad sunrroudedar
ail day, makin bas more gentie lton ever, seoltaI
siebaty nat speken one gasty word, orionce hesi-
tated to take the lowest npart lany of the plays.
Thugb sie did not kno it the litt .Infant Jesas
had umiled on ber that morning whn ah. wukludn.
to the poor, homeles newsboy; ani nov-site u-

, derstood-for chait'ad elargd befrntad-ttere
o distincly than shela èver aidbefere, lr hter
r were many cold and desolte c altdren foi, vbem

thwea re no earthly glad tidings lita oday, e
who were as much God' own as lite 1 e h'

d grouped around er father'a pleaunt padons. Tane
just as sie did the best she couid, andt prayed l

e ber heart for the children of !the poon, .b teougbl
s he saw the newsboyto wiio6 it bat spoknt l

the mrnonnng staning close hi lthe raillng. by. the
window; but hefore she could he sure of iL the

0 servant lighted the gai; she beard the children
E calling her for a new game, and she rau ligtt>
r away. But there was one crouched in the cold out-
a aide, who vonderet a t e sutden ligit aud giev
d ititin; and as Ibm bevildered nevabe>' sav ber

dancing past the lighted windows, it seemed tohmbn
ithat it was not se far, after al], ta the beaven ad

the angels of whor e ha d heard; for .the d"gla
tidings" had coaeme taDlck, cya Dck, snd Ibm>'
voke np bte god, the Dwi ,Iede drigt, whici la in
every heart, and which did net sleep agala In him
even when the little, uncared-for,outcast head sest-
ed on the stomne sts that Christmas night.

CHAPTER Il.

Very little idea bad poor Dick of right or wrong.
No fond mother took him to ber heart when he
vas a toddling wee one, just big enough to half
understand, and between her kisses told him of an-
gals and saints, of! eroes and martyrs, and of that
Queen Mother up in heaven, dearer thn them al,
who never forgot those who once had loved her, and
of the beautiful world vithits favers and fruits,
its greant riverasand high mountains, Its delicous
green and Its glorious blue, which a good Father
had given ta men for their enjoynent. No loving
sister, with bright eyes and tender voice, tossedhim
In ber strong young arms, and sang to bi how
knights and warriorns, the great and good of earth,

ad loved et heaven, had all been children once
like him, only never half s asweet and dear.

No noble father, tru. in the midat of trials, ever
watched with anxious care that those little feet
should walk only in the straight and narrow path.
So it was a bard thing for poor Dick, when hea
rubbed his brown band &through bis bushy, un-
combed hair the next morning, and pusbed the
worn old bat over bis still sleepy eyes, to know
just what to do ta find the temple of Fortune. At
tiues, thoug, hie had followed the crowd of noisy
boys and girls whom you may find around the door
of any Catholic church at about nine o'clock on
Sunday morning, and hadi listened with a critical
air and slightly supercilious, from soma dark cor-
ner near the door to the talking and the prayers
which he did not wholly understand, but portions
of which be did once or twice take !ito bis Iinner
consclousnessand fully approve. lunsome way he
then seemed to feel that which made him less
rough lu al his answers, readier In all bis re.
sponses te the call for papers, not always gently
called for ; and, though h knew not why, there
were fewer wicked words on bis lips that day than
for many a day before.

It happened that ho kept bis »yes open and grew
thoughtful, and did not forget bis wish tbe obat-
ter; se that, from being a newsboy hea became an
errand-boy in a book store, wiere ha learned te be
honest and te tell the truth, which was a rapid ad-
vance in bis education; for you know that it ii
more than soma people bava learned who bave
lived t be six times Dick's age. Sometime a little
lady came te that very store t choose ber picture-
books and Christmas stories, and it was bis place
to open the door for ber; or, perhaps soma one
would call ont, "Dick, a chair for this lady," and
then he was as happy as a prince. Sometimes he
would be sent home with ber purchases, and mount-
ed the steps, entered her father'a bouse, and always
felt "good" again ifor always the sanme picture of
the little girl la blue, with fair hair and ber bands
full of dainty French candy, and a ramgged newsboy,
dirty and amazed, would be there before him.

Christmas tad ceme and gone more than once,
and it was coming again, wheu Dick turned up the
gas in a mere closet of a room, very high up in a
dingy boarding-house, and made a ghost of a fire in
un old ruisty stove. It wouldn't semc te us a very
enlivening prospect. for the reno was but slightly
furnished, and the 'stov asmoked, while the wind
beat tithe not over clean windows, on which there
were no curtains te shut out the dark and cold.
But Dick seemed to think it something very luxu.
rious, for le rubbed bis bands before the blue apo-
logy for a fame, and sat down on the broken
wooden stool with as much zest as that with which
I have seen grand people sink into a great arm-
chair after a walk.

"Christmas eve agmin," lie said to the fire, for it
was his only companion. "Leti me look at you, Mr.
Coals, and se what pictures you have for me t.
night. How many nights, worse nights than this,
I Lave been gladi te crouch undean o ld shied, or
in sanie aile>', andi now te think, thsanks te lise good
God, I bave a fiet ofimy own! Poor litle bare
feet on lise icy pavement to.nightl, I wis I Lad joua
round muy joilly old steve. When I amn rich,l I ill"
Then ha laugised aI lise ides. " But I won't wait
uil I arn rich, or I wouldi nover deserve te bave

lthe chance." '
"fHow une yen, Dick?" said a chcery' roice,

though deep sud rougis, at lise door. And a mn
cama iet Ihe room, whsichs either his figure, on iss
ceat, or bis veice ,or lthe finte uder bis arim, seemed
ta fille nob uan extont ltaI tise very' corners were
crovded,

" How are yen, Ilick ? It's blowing a hurricane
outside, anti you're as coldi as Grcenland haro. Itb
mu>' do for yeu, but not for ana; eldi bloodi is taiin,
my> bey, oldi bloodi is tisin." At vwhichi Dick iaugbed
heartily', whsile putting mare coul on Ihe fine ; for
Carl Stoffs was in tire primaeto lite, bale and
haerty, welghing at leat two hundredi poundis, I amn
auna, rand wiith a round face, ver>' red, but also ver>'
solemn, for Carl Stoffs was a German, aven>' inch oft
hlm. Thte store grew very' red aise under hisa
vigorous hands, but wheother from anger or by' re-
flection, I will net attempt to say. " Anti nov,"
he sali, seuting bimiself on tte wvooden chair, DlickS
having given it up le bis guest, vwhile ha occupied
s box insteadi-" anti now, boy aure yen, bey ?
Read>' for merry Chitamas, eh ? You'll coma toe
ns to.morrov, se saya my vite. In Amnerica, youa
all do mind yonr vives; mine telis maeo bring
you."'

" Then I must, I now," Dick said, looking at
the other, wi was near three times bis size. "l I
would have a poor chance in opposing yo." But
Carl Stoffs knew wall how gratefully the friendless
boy accepted the thoughtful invitation."

"Now, shall we have music ?' hm lsaid as he drew
out bis liute, and without vaiting an answer, put
Il te is mouth, and broiight forth such rich, full
tones from the instrument, that Dick, as he stood
at the now bright fire, seemed in a land of enchant-
ment:

" Yen are the only man from the Queen of Eng.
land down, whom I really envy," said Dick, in onel
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yCf t.10 pIdIOS You " ih y, iU5O forv,
i youw it; amn as beèr' gatefl for
ivery note thrown la my ay Weme yon,ont, lat
ulghtr I

"Yes, ail night in PourtOenth street at the rich
Braddons.. Madame la very tgy,bis winter.ý"

" I wish I were a muallan,' sald DIck. "It
must be jollyto see allthe dancing and the brIght
dresses!'

L And the pretty ladies, eh? who don't mi d yen
no more than If yen were a stick or a tone.
Indeed my'boy,you'd soou get tired of it; it sems
so grand at firIt, the beautiful picture all in mo.
tionL but your eyes-they ache after a little. Too
much ligbt, my boy, teo much light." And the
musacian went long jounemys up and downb is won.
derful flute before ho spoke agal. "The'll go
music madoverisome fool at the piano; but you play
until your own music makes yen wild, and never
one thinka or cares about yen. Lat night, I play.
ed only for one. She was always dancing,
and she seemed te go on the wings of the
music just as i aid toher go. I was not tired lat
night."

Awalting no answer, he turned again t bis flute,
and all through the dingy, crowded bouse, rang a
joyous "lGloriai lExcelss." Rough captives of
labor heard l and answered to itknowing well the
glad tidings, the most glorlous ever suang. The old
&inners heard It, and thought of the strange days
vben eveu Ibm>' vere yeung sud Innocent.

"Finis," crlm ithe Germsn, rlalng aiowly, and put-
ting on bis shaggy overcoat. "I promisedmy wife
that I would be at home at nine, and as do all
the people here, I mind my wife; but it is one ln.
convenient thing. Yen will come to us after Mas
to-morrow?"

"You are too good to me. When I amrich, per.
haps I shall know how to thank yen."

" You sbould think yourself rich now. Yeu are
young; there is no riches like that."

" wish I were older, though," sighed DIck.
"Nover say that, never, never. The poorest

youth is botter than the richest age," raid the Ger-
amn, earnestly I ahouldn'lt wonder if Mr. Stoffà

had just found his first gray hair, and was speaking
under its influence. At al events, he did not con.1
vince Dick, who said, with equal earnestness and
more quickness:

I I must say it; every day seems too long, every1
heur goes too slowly, until I can get at My life's1
work. This walting for it kils me.»

"My friend, do yen call this waiting ?" laughed1
the Germa: "Was it waliiung and doing nothingE
that changed yen from-"

I But think,' interrupted Dick, " of what oughto
to bave beau. Some day-some day I will get my i
hand to the plough, you'll see i At least,» a little
ashamed of the seeming conceit, " I hope yen will."

"And what makes yen case T'
"I think it's bora mn us all to like teobe active-

to be doing something. Indeed, its about the only
legacy my poor parents left me. It may be, for I
know nothing of them, that they were just the same
as other people, out of whon bitter poverty has
taken all pride and ambition; but I can't think i,
somehow."

"Do you really know nothing of them ?"'
"Nothing. I have a little suated box, with au

injunction on the outaide of it that I am not te
open It until I am of age. I don't know where I
first got il, or from whom it came. It may be some
trick te tease me for years, and to disappoint me at
last, for all I know; and still I bave a ways kept Il,1
for It is all I have. And I think it came front
them." .

" It may tell yen something wonderlul," said bist
visiter, laughing. For it was easy for Aim te under.-
stand that some young mother, who even in bert
poverty had found the means of reading and bellev.t
ing atories of princes in disguise, and countesses in
cellars, disowned and dislnherlted, all for truelove's(
sake, had made a mystery of leaving a lock of berr
hair, and perhaps a cheap wedding ring, te ber boy;1
and ha could not forbear a little ridicule of the t
folly. "It may tell you something wonderful. Il
lt gives yeu possession of half of New York, don'tt
forget your friends, will you Dick ?" And1
then, buttoned up te bis chia, and with bisa
cap covering half bis face, and looking just
like Santa Claus, Carl Stoffs bundled bis cherished
tlute under bis arm, and obediently went home te
bis wife.E

Dick lingered a moment, after he left, beforet
closing the door. The room was not wholly bisi
own; but bis companion had a father and a motheri
in New Jersey, and ha bad gone home to them,1
with something inb is pockets for the children's1
Christmas; so for-that night Dick was in undis.-
puted possession. The passages were dark and cold ;1
the snow ad got through sme of the broken win-8
dows, and lay in several little hills on the entry 
floor; the ash rattled and Dick shivered, as hec
stood irresolute at the door of his room. But the 
irresolution did not last long. fe bundled up, asI
well as his scanty wardrobe permitted, closed thet
door firmiy behind him, and went down the creak.
ing, broken stairs, and through the dreary passages,a
where he could sea the snow huddling up to the
dark window.panes, as if il were a wbite bird try.-
ing te get in and beating its vings against thef
dirty glass. Dick iad not far to walk after leavings
the bouse before ho found that which he had comeo
out to find-somebody without a shelter froin thef
storm. And I should net wonder if any night,v
however bitter and cold, that you or I should take
a notion to go out on the same errand, we should,
not have te go far for eqal success, and that even
if we started from tie most delightful dwelling int
all New York.

Under lthe remains et somne broken steps, or more
truly b>' tise aide of them, for tise>' vere toc brokena
te abriter a kibten, two dark figures were lying :
close togethser. In ona of lte pauses ef Ibm sltrm, !
whsen tise street lamp had a chance te shsine a
litl, Dicis could see thsat tise figures were thsee
ef two beys asleep. Hie did net wait long toe
rouse them. One woke up at once, cross, and, if I
must telilthe truth, with sema very' wicked words
on htis lips.

" Gel up, snd corne witht me," said Dlick.
" What yen waut 'long 'o nie? I an't doing no.-

tIn'," ha munttered.
" I know thsat; but I will giva you a baller place

te alcaep in. Ce."
"Badi words again. " I an't donc nethin' to yen.

Le' me 'lone."
" I waut yen te comne borna with me. Did

yen ever hear of a newsboy called Big Dick ? That's
me."

"I an't afeard o' nothsin'. Hare goes !" And
tise poor hlte fellow, sill balieviug tisa othser
was "chsaffing," gel on bis feet. " Do yen want
t'other ? He an't 'worth nothin', but he'll keep
dark."

"Yes, botha of yen. Hunrry him up ;il is a ter-
rible nighst."

"Cerne along, Jee. Where's your spunk ? I an't
afeard 'o nothsin'."

SThere's nothin' to be afraid of," said Dick, as
gently as tie roaring storm would let him.q

Il Dont talk now, but come on. P'il take you to
a room with a ftire in it," added Dick, in spite of
himself feeling that ha was bon prince to the littlef
newsboys.

" Come on, Joe," urged the other, dragging and
pushing the little newsboy, who was hardly moreb
than a baby, but who seemed to whimper, sleepyn
and fightened, as no doubt be was, until, asÈ
quietly as the old stairs would permit, tand
aimost holding thair breath, they followed Dick to
his room.F

" An't this bully, no '?" said Jack, in an under-n
tone, when he stood before the fire lu the lightedI
room, and Joe, with round, staring eyes, but not aI

ý_ d% cf niDmplaint or far, bd been put en the
wooden chair. "I say, nov, Joe aut much, bu
hes'll nover blab; but l'se ali right. What yer want
ns te do nowsir?"

"To get warmn," answered Dick. Il I was once a
newsboy, and ulept under stoops and sheds, like
the rest of them; but now I've got a aore f my own
and 1 wanted company ; soI went ont and got you
a n J, and now maie yourelve at home for to-
night. Here's smosecrackers and cheese, and when
jou've ad something to eat you ea go to sleep
here.

"II's better than out there, lsn't It."
The newboy stared at Dick, and granted some-

thing which sounded very much as if he did not
believe a word that bis hoat had said. The other
ost slent, stofld, and seemingly ready to hear any-
thlng. He ate bis share of the crackers and chease
greedily, but with a watchfül oye on the giver.
The warmth, however, son proved too much for
his vigilance, and, though bis eyes were still fixed
on Dick's face, they were heary and expressionless.
At last, Dick took him up, undressed him, and
laid him in his bed in the corner; and then, for the
firet time, Joe's tongue was loosemed. "There, now,"
h said, as ha lay exactly as Dick had placed hlm,
" I are desad and gone ait lat. 'Twasn't no lie about
t'other world; they wsun't a foolin' on us, after all.
Here an't no more HeraMs and buns. I are dead
and gone at lat1" And so rejoicing, Joes eyes
iet securel> and l liklhe dre t of angels,
If lie dresmnt at ail, nutli momxing came.

U He an't muchi," said Jackt, wbon this act of
Dick's together with the fire and the food, hatd
matde les uncredulous and more confidential. ' Re's
a soft'un; te an't got the right pluck. He'll never
he nobody.

"l sthe your brother?" asked Dick.
Do yer think I'd bave him for my brother?

He's a youngster, coma from nobody don't know
where. He was fetching up l amy quarters last
winter, and didn't know bis name nor nothin'; so
we gives him a start, us fellars, and he's stuck on to
me ever slnce,

Then Dick asked more about tis new friend's life,
and told him a little of is own, and a story or two
that te tihought suited to bis understanding;
and, baving won the child t ebelieve a little in
bis good Intentions, bad the satisfaction of seing
him at bis case, and willing te sleep wlth Joe Ir.
the corner.

When this was accomplished, Dick put out the
fire and the light, and lay down on the floor to
sloep soundly and well, until the joy bells from the
great city churches shouild wake himself and bis
guests to the glad tidings that Christmas had come
again.

(ro s coc.varxu IN oca Uxv.)

THE POPE A!ND TEE EMPEROR AT
CANOSSA.

l the exceptionally severe winter of 10ï0-'7, on
a piercingly cold day of January, a man, clad in a
peultential garb, humbly knocked at the gate of
the citadel of Canossa, begging permission to enter.
Hee tihe great Pope Hildebrand, St. Gregory VIL.,
had sought shelter from the violence of bis eue-
mies with is friend, Matilda, Marchiones of
Tuscany. It was the most powerful, most un.
principled, and most treacherous of these enemles
that now thus humbly sought an audience of the
Pope, whom he ha not long before braved, defied
and threatened te depose. Even on this occasion
it was o 'ly the necessity created by circumstances
that forced the licentious and tyrannical Heury IV.
of Germany to lay aside the insignia of royalty for
the garb of the penitent. Sinc his excommunica-
tion the year bad well-nigh elapsed which would
see the end of bis legal power, and confer upon bis
oppresaed subjects the privilege of choosing another
ruler. Gregory perfectly understood the i an with
whom he had to deal, and therefore refused to see
the monarch before he Lad given an carnest of the

incerity of bis repentance. laving been admit-
ted to the courtyard of the castle, the haughty
Henry remamed bare-footed and bare-headed in the
snow ail day, subjecting himself to the same severe
discipline on the two following days. Impatient
of delay, and despaidlng f success, though with
tears lu his eyes, ho begged for the removal of the
sentence whici weighed more hcavily upon his
temporal interests than upon bis conscience, Se
was about to retire when lie ontered the iineighbour-
iug chapel ot St. Nicholas to pray. Tiete ihefound
Matilda. and prevailed upon ber to intercede for
him. The weil-grounded reluctance of the Pontiff
finally yielded to persuasion, and on January 28th
Henvry was admitted to an audience. He vas ab-
solved on condition that ha should appear before
the proposed assembly which was to be presided
over bythe Pope, where an opportunity would be
given iim to reply to the charges of bis opponeuts.
It was also stipulated that this court should have
the power of deciding as to his right to the royal
authority, and that in the meantime he should ob-
serve no state, retain no mark of dignity, nor exer-
cise any acta of regal power. The violation of any
of these conditions would subject him anew to ail
former ecclesiastical penalties. The proposed as-
sembly was never convened, but the event showed
only too clearly how well founded were Gregory's
fears and suspicions. Henry left Canossa ouly to
violate every engagement he had iade as soon as
he could muster strength enough among the dis-
contented princes and simoniacal biahops to whom
the greatl Pontil was odious. The struggle bc-
tween the Papacy and the Empire was continued
long after these tivo opponents had both died in
exile; the licentious emperor in absolute misery at
Liege, an outcast froma society and from bis own
amily; tise grat anti good Pope at Salerno, as lse
guest of his friendl and ally, Robent Guiscard, wilh
tbsese memorable words ou bis dying lips: "I Lava
lovedi justice and hsatedi iniquity', thesreforo I dia in
exil e."

It is thre encroachsment et lthe temporal on tise
spiritual paver, anti net btat of tise latter oni tise,
fermer, tisat bas alwaye brougitt about a collision
between lthe two. No man understoodt tise chsarac.-
ber of the youîng Heur>' IV. better lisan dit Cardi-
nal Hildebrand. Whten lte former monk et Cluny
and faiitful adiviser ef se many' Popes vas raisedi toe
thre dignity' cf tise Pontificate, te wrate ·te btae
young mounchi, warning him te desist fromi his
evil ways, far tisat bis vices andi lyranny' would
findi lint a stern and relenless tee. B>' hie ver>'
office ho vas tise guardian et lthe puablic morale, thea
ceuser ef Singe as vell as et te people, andi thsat Se
would parfonm lte dut>' reposedi lu him b>' lise con-
stitutbion ibself, ef preserving tise libenties et tisa
latter against tise tyrannuy cf lise former. TIre failli-
fui performancaet oftis dut>' broughtt him int a
struggle whtich enîded fer him ounly vilS bis latest
breaths, anti whichs ho bequeathedi us a precieas
hseritage te bus successors. The perfidious Henry'
aise left an tain lu lise strongholdt et Monnît Stan-
fan, vite bequeathed lo bis ftait>' a hatredi against
tira Churcht anti her Pentiffs, whsose fire wvas
quencitedonl>' lu tise life.bloodocf thie laîst membter
et lte Hlousaet flohenstaufen in liae mitdle ef the
thirteenth century. No trace is left of thiese two
families of German tyrants, unless the memory of
their evil deeds. The victory remained with the
Supreme Pontifis, the successors of St. Peter, who
have ever been the jealous and consistent defenders,
not only of their own proerogatives, but also of the
rights and liberties of the people.

The .greatest and most disinterested guardians
and apostles of popular liberty bave been the very
Pentiffs of the Middle Ages, who are so unsparingly
maligned and misrapresented by Protestant writers.
It is precisely such men as Gregory Vfl., Innocent
I[I. and Boniface VIII, that are must veheimently

e attacked. The men against whom these Ponti
t maintained s long, so terce, and sometimes &o un.
t equal a strngg wroe some of the gratest tyrantswhom the C tian world bas ever se.. The

FrnEconian empers bequeathed t theïir vil
quauties t their kimen of the Houi. of oean.
staufen, until human wlckedness-ad depravity

rwer personlfied in Frederick Il. Yet Protstats
are nover tired of laihlng enconiums on the
lyrants and loading their oppounts with injury
and calumay. Whatever shred of liberty has been
proeserved to the world owes its reservaion. to
those very Popes wbo am momtaigned.: These
writer sem to be entirely regardlebof the gliarng
inconsistency la thoir conduct. Tbey cry out

pinalst the corruption of the Middle Ages, and in
the mae breath attack the very men who were

most zealous ln reforming the abuses which were
thon la existence and defended by the kings and
emperors who drew upon themselves the ho.tility
of the Supreme Pontiffs and the censures of the
Church. As without ChrIslIanity there wouid have
been no civilization for the northorn hordes that
buried the Roman empire ln Its own dust,so with.
out the Popes of the Middle Agus there would have
beeu another invasion of that terrible corruption
which was gnawing the very vitals not only out of
the Roman empire but of society itself,
when Christianity dawned upon the world
to save humanity from perishing. But the world
ls Most unagraeful tels groatest men and human.
lty le Its best benofactors.

Germany ahould bave been the last State inEurope to question the authority cf ithe Popes, for
lo themi it owed its national existence as trulv asit owed its civilization to Christianity. The peo.
ple were indebted te both for whatever mental
culture they possessed. "Rome," says the historian
Alzog, "was at a very early day the centre and
source of all religious and political life. When the
various G erman tribes separated from each other
and nearly every miunicipality manifested an in.
clination to break with every other State and muni.
cipality and set up irdependently for themselveo,
the Popes, and theyalonestarted the ideaof Catho-
lic unity, organized this heterogeneous mass of
peoples into one great Christian confederation, cap.
able of imndertaking and successfally prosecuting
vast and momentous enterprises. The practical
development of this idea was greatly facilitated by
the alliance between the Church and the empire.-
between the Church of Christ and a thoroughly
Christian empire. So necessary and vital was this
alliance, ant so extensive its operation, that all
Christian countries were affected by it, and this
progress or decline depended tupon àither the un.
ion or alienation of the two powers." But with
power came corruption in this Chriatan State. The
emperor who should have bren the protector of the
Church became its persecutor, by turningîhe au.
thorityfi ths reposed in biu to the furtherance ofbis own temporal ends and by assuming a power
wbich did not belong te him. He tried to corrupt
the Church which baid rescued front barbarien the
people over whom he ruled and whom tiat Church
was doing every thing te sare from the corruption
into which his power and his example would drag
them. The Protestant historians to whom we have
alluded are never tired of talking about the simony
and incontinency of the clergy, and cannot find
language strong enough te extol the princes who
would seil ecclesiastical rights or benefices to the
highest bidder, and ase them to reward their own
creatures; who would force upon the Church au
unchaste and dissolute clergy,and assume, without
any title of right, the oflice of administering ec-
clesiastical affaire, thus paralyzing the Church's
normal action and interfering with her legitimato
influence. Such unwarrantable pretensions were
personified in the man whose hypocrisy gave hLim
sufficient power of endurance to stand iree whole
days bare-headed and biare.fcoted in the snow in
the court-yard of the castle of Canossa la order to
obtain the removal of a censure which he was de-
termined to incur anew as soon as the gates of that
castle again separated him from the Pontiff before
whom he bad perjured himself to concealb is villany.
The contest which Gregory VII. maintained against
the powerful Henry was waged through motives of
duty, a duty forced upon him by the peculiar cir-
cumstances of bis position, and as such crowned by
trumhli in the end, thoug nlot untit long after he
bail gone to his reward. Iis first public act after
bis nominationtIothe highEst position in the Church
militant was te acquaint the young Henry with the
true nature of the relations between Popu and cm-
peror, and what the latter might expect froi the
former if he tnrned one step aside from iis path of
duty, or dared to assume an offlice which did not be-
long to his position. Po.: the Pope is the censor
of the morals of kings as well as those of the peo-
ple. With hiam there is no distinction of persons
in this inatter. He wili be called upou to give an
accotunt to God of the conduct of an emperor as
weil as of the most obscure in the humblest walks
of life. What the Middle Ages would have been
without the Popes it is very hard to tell 'They
not only velcomned and souight,"says the istorian
wiomi wc have aiready i uoted, Ilto give practical
expression to every noble thou:ght and generous
aspiration of their age, but as a rule, had the mnar-
vellons good fortune to see their efforts crowned
with complete succes. The term of years duing
whici the Popes exercised a direct influence upon
society constitutes a grund epoch, filled witb events
that will ever retain their hoid on the memory of
mai. " The interview at Canossa is ore of thowc
events, as is also every act of the Pontificate of
the great St. Gregory VII -- oolyn Catholir Re.
Vie w.

A FACT WORTII PUBLISITNG.

Iu a bock published mi jubhin in 18?5, on the
IrtishFamine of 1847,isagiven thse following extract
Lrom a letter to the authtor (R~ev. John O'Rouarke,
P.P., Md.R.I.A.) fromi McCarthy Downing, Esq.,
!a-P., dated' Prospect House, Coi. Cork, Auguast 31st,
1874:-

"Ilany suabscriptions were sent to the Committee
in consequence. •••One subscription of £1 -
000 came fronm another anonymtous donor, and for
y eara thse Committee knew nul who these generous
and reailly charitable parties were ; but I had ai..
ways a suspicaon thtat thec giver of bte £,000 wvas
Lord Dufferin. Thse grounds of my suspicion venre
that durf g theiheighst of lthe suffering ofthe people
I head itnat twro noblmnen badi been in thet neigh-.
bor' J, visiting somne ef lthe loc'alities. One was
Lcr I Dudlerin, then a v'ery young mana, who ailud-
'i suabsequently in feeling terms le the wretched..
ness andi suffering which he bad witanessed ;the
other I heard was Lord~ John Manners. During the
passing cf tise Land Bil1 throuagh the Hlouse cf Comn-
maous, ln the year 1870, I proposedi several amend-
menîts, in con'nquience cf which I received a letter
from Lord Dmfierinu, nsking for au interview, whichs
subsequently took place at bis house, and' Iasted
more titan three hours. When about to leave, I
said I had a question te put te His Lordship, which
I hoped be wouald not refuse to answer ; and hav-
ing r"ceived his assent, I said, 'Lord Dufferin, are
you the anonymous donor of a subscription of
£1,000 to the Relief Conmittee at Skibbereen
twenty-thrce years ago?' With a smilo ho simply
replied, 'I am.' I loft with feelings of high aci.
miration for the man.y
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