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t Howe'er it be, it seemsto me
*T'is only noble to be good ;

Eind hearts are more than corone
And simple faith.than Norman

CHAPTER I

Four little boys; two of them had soft, fair hair,
and were dressed in the finest cloth ; theothertwo
had very bushy heads, and weredressed in whatever
they could get. It was early Christmas morning,
and the two rich boys were sitting by the window
of a handsome brown stone housq, apd they bhad
each a stocking plump full of dainties; the two
poor boys were calling the morning papers on the
stone-cold sidewalk, and if they had any stockings
at all, you may be very sure they were full of holes,

u An't he funny,” remarked the smaller of the
two in the house, looking at the larger of the two
inthe street ; “an't he foo fuony!” And betwecn
the laughing and eating little Fred came near
choking himself, ‘*See his old cuat, Josie, it trails
like Aunt Ellie’s blue dress! And such aqueerold
hat; don't it make you laugh, Josie ° .

#J have seen 5o many of ‘em,” explained Josie.

#What are you laughing at, Fred,” asked their
sister Mary, coming up to them. . .

“Those mewshoys,” he anawercd, and imitating
thelr @ Times, 'Erald, Tribune! Here’'s the ’Erald,
Pimes, Tribunc!" so perfecily that their father
thought it was o real newsboy calling, and cried
out to them from another room to * hurry up and
bring a Herald!” ot which command the children
rushed eagerly into the hall, and tugged with their
united strength 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 lake the paper
to their father. In the meantime, the two news-
boys had not been unmindful of the faces behind the
plated window,

81 gay Jim,” said the big boy, who was about
twolve or thirteen years old, “did you ever see the
beat of that young 'un there? Don't choke yerself,
youngster, f'fear you'd cheat a friend from doing
that same when youre growed up, Eres the
'Erald, Tribune, Times {—Georgel Jim, I wish to
thunder there’'d some new papers come up, An't
yer tired allers a hollerin' out them same old tunes ?
—Times! 'Erald! Tribune!—How d'ye s'posea fel-
ler'd feel to wage up some of these yere mornin's
in one of them big houses 2"

 Heered tell of stranger things 'n that, Dick.”
replied Jim, who read the weekly papers, ¢ {Turn
again Whittington, Lord Mayor of London,’ as the
cat said ! Tarned out true, too.”

¢ You'd better get a cat, Jim, you're such a stun-
nin' feller; shouldn't wonder if you'd turn out
alderman some of these days!" At which, for no
apparent reason, Dick laughed until every rag was
fluttering.

«They wants a paper; better 'tend to yer busi-
ness," answered Jim, at which the other newsboy
instantly grew grave, and shufiling his old shoes
across the street, mounted the steps where the
children were waiting and calling for him.

I want 8 New York Zflerald)” said Fred very
grandly.

“ Han't got no 'Erqlds"’ answered the newsboy.

Fred rushed into the house saying, ¢ His Heralds
are all gone.”

% Tribune)’ then, and don’t keep the door open,”
instructed the rough voice from some invisible spot.
Mary shut the doorall but a little crack., * Papa
wanted a Herald,” she said ; " you ought to have one
when my papa wants it.”

& Thought I had, but couldn't help it; "Erald: ol
a great speech to.day, and I've sold 'em all.”

“ Do you sell papers every day?” Mary asked.

The bushy head made a sort of bow, as the poor
newsboy looked at the fair haired little girl on the
stoop, who condescended to question him.

4Yes, miss,” he answered, “since ever I wasn't
biggern a grasshopper.”

“An't he funny ?" said Fred.

#Don't you get tired ?” asked Mary.

“Well, I can’t say I doosn't, ’specially some-
times”

“An't you glad it's Christmas,” Josic asked, as
questions scemed the fashion,

#T kioder am,” replied the newsboy.

“Did you bave many presents,” questioned Mary.

“Me? Bless you, who'd give 'em to me, miss?”’

' Didn't you hang up your stocking last night ?”
Fred asked.

The newsboy seemed much amused at the ques-
tion; forit was plain that he could hardly keep
from laughing rightout.

“Well, no, I didn't,” he answered. ‘“Don't
think that things would stickin one long, if I
did1” *

“Do you put your money in a savings bank?
By aund by you'd have enough to build a house may
be, if you were careful,” said Josie.

“Jim and me likes takin’it outin eatin’ best,”
answered Dick.

" Why don't you bring me that paper,”’ cried their
father's voice. And the two boys ran hastily into
the house.

“You may havemy candy,” said Mary in a state-
1y way. “I can have plenty more.” And she put
her store of dainty French candy into the boy's
band, and while he was still looking at her in
amazement, followed her brothers into the house
and shut the door,

“ Just you pinch me, Jim," Dick said, joining
his companion. ¥Drive in hearty, now. An't I
agleep !

“ Well, I dunno; what yer gotthero ?"

“She give it to me.”

# Who's that ?”

#Her on the steps ; didn’t you see her?”

“ You tell that to the marines! Guess you took
it

¢ No, I didn't,” Dick said indignantly. *I never
took nothin’ as warn’t mine yet.”

“ Let's have a look,” said Jim, reaching out his
hand for the package; but Dick would not let him
touch it. * I'm going to keep italways to remem-
ber her,” he said. ‘

¥ Guess you want ter eat it yerself,” Jem said. *I
wouldn't be 50 mean.?

“Tan't generally called mean,” Dick answered
with great dignity.

“Don't you wonder, Jim,” said Dick, as they
made friends and passed on—* don't it seem curi-
ous how some folks is rich and puriy like them
there, and others is poor and ugly like me and you
Jim "

“ George ! speak for yerself, if yer like.
I'd pass in a crowd, if I'd the fine fixin’s I

#S'posin’ me and you had dandified coats and
yeller gloves, and the fixin’s to match, &'pose any-
body’d know wo was newsboys?’ Dick asked
thoughtfully,

41 rayther think” gaid Jim, “we'd be a deal
sight’ bhandsomer'n some of them chaps as has’em
now.” .

“ Let's save our money and try it, Jim,"

“'Nuff said,” answered Jim, laughing., And the
newsboys in their queer garments, and with their
light hearts, passed out of sight of Mr. Branden’s

brown stone houge and fair-haired children,

Biit not out of.all remembrance: The . children
had-a party that Christinas. afternoon ; and when
they-were tired of romping, nda werc seated around
‘the room the girls playing with theirdolls; the Cath-
olic ones telling the others in Iow voicesabout the

ts ’
bfood."

Guess

7.
s
.

| flowera and ]
h::l'. seen at Mass that morning; and -the boys | yo

| light, and & strange joyousness had snrrounded her

just what to do to find the temple of Fortune. At

of which he did once or twice take into his # inner
consciousness,” and fully approve. In some way he

rough in all his answers, rcadier in all his 1e-

sponses to the call for papers, not always gently
called for ; and, though he knew not why, there

crrand-boy in a Look store, where he learned to be

lights, and the wonderfal misngerthey

eagerly listening to stories of far away lands, which
ot:ga ofy the older people was telling, little Mary
knelt in an arm chair, and gazed out of the window
at the people hurrying through the driving-raln and
snow, and all the street-lamps glaring through the
wet and cold. - Her kind little heart had been very

all day, makin her more gentle than ever, 8o that
she had not spoken one hasty Word, or onco hesi-
tated to take tho lewest part in'any of the playa.
Though she did not know it the little infant Jesus
had smiled on her that morning when she was kind
to the poor, homeless newsboy; and now she un-
derstood—for charity had enlarged hermind—more
distinctly than she had éver had before, that there
were many cold and desolate c_hildren for. whom
there were no earthly glad tidings that day, yet
who were as much God's own as the little one’s
grouped around her father's pleasant parlors. Then
just as she did the best she could, and prayed in
her heart for the children of the poor, she thaught
she saw tho newsboy to whoin 8hé had spoken in
the morning standing close to the .riliog. by. the
window ; but before the could be sure of it the
servant lighted the gas; she heard the children
calling her for a new game, snd she ran lightly
away. Butthere wasone crouched in the cold out-
side, who wondered at the sudden light and glow
within ; and as the bewildered newsboy saw her
dancing past the lighted windows, it scemed tohim
that it was not 50 far, nfter all, to the heaven and
the angels of whom hehad heard; for the “glad
tidings" had come to Dick, even Dick, and they
woke up the good, the will to do right, which is_m
every heart, and which did not sleep again in him
even when the little, uncared-for, outcast head reat-
ed on the stone steps that Christmas night.

CHAPTER II.

Very little idea had poor Dick of right or wreng.
No fond mother took him to her heart when he
was a toddling wee one, just big emough to half
understand, and between her kisses told him of an-
gels and saints, of heroes and martyrs, and of that
Queen Mother up iu heaven, dearer than them all,
who never forgot thoss who once had loved her, and
of the beautiful world with its flowers and fruits,
its great rivers and high mountains, its delicious
green and its glorious blue, which a good Father
had given to men for their enjoyment. No loving
sister, with bright eyes and tender voice, tossed him
in her strong young arms,and sang to him how
knights and warriors, the great and good of earth,
and loved of heaven, had all been children once
ltke him, only never half so sweet and dear.

No noble father, true in the midst of trials, ever
watched with anxious care that those little feet
should walk only in the straight and narrow path.
So it wasa bard thing for poor Dick, when he
rubbed his brown hands through his bnshy, un.
combed hair the pext morning, and pushed the
worn old hat over his still sleepy eyes, to know

times, though, he 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 had listened with a critical
air and slightly supercilious, from some dark cor-
ner near the door to the talking and the prayers
which be did not wholly understand, but portions

then seemed to feel that which made him less

were fewer wicked words on his lips that day than
for many a day before.

It happened that he kept his cyes open and grew
thoughtful, and did not forget bis wish to be bet-
ter ; so that, from being & newsboy he became an

honest and to tell the truth, which was a rapid ad-
vance in bis education ; for you know that it is
more than some people have learned who have
lived to be six times Dick's age. Sometime a little
Iady came to that very store to choose her picture-
books and Christmnas stories, and it was his place
to open the door for her; or, perhaps some onc
would call out, # Dick, a chair for this lady,” and
then he was as happy as a prince. Sometimes he
would be sent home with her purchases, and mouat-
cd the steps, entered herfather's house, and always
felt # zood” again ; for always the same picture of
the little girl in blue, with fair hair and her baods
full of dainty French candy, and a ragged newsboy,
dirty and amazed, would be there before him.
Christmas had come and gone more than once,
and it was coming again, when Dick torned up the
gas in & mere closet of a room, very high upina
dingy boarding-house, and made a ghost of a fire in
an old rusty stove. It wouldn't scem to us a very
enlivening prospect, for the room was but slightly
furnished, and the stove smoked, while the wind
beat at the not over clean windows, on which there
were no curtains to shut out the dark and cold.
But Dick scemed to think it something very luxu.
rious, for he rubbed his hands before the blue apo-
logy for a flame, 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 wallk. .
“ Christmas eve agnin,” he said to the fire, for it
was his only companion. # Let me look at you, R,
Coals, and sec what pictures you have for me to-
night. How many nights, worse nights than this,
1 have been glad to crouch under an old shed, or
in some alley, and now to think, thanks to the good
God, I have a fite of my own! Poorlittle bare
feet on the icy pavement to-night, I wish I had you
round my jolly old stove. When I am rich,I willl”
Then he laughed at theidea. * ButI won’t wait
until I amrich, or I would never deserve {o have
the chance” .

“How are you, Dick?’ said a cheery voice,
though deep and rough, af the door. And & man
came into the room, which either his figure, or his
coat, or his voice, or the flute under his arm, seemed
to fill to such an extent that the very corners were
crowded.

« How arc you, Dick? It's blowing a hurricane
outside, and you're as cold as Greenland here. Tt
may do for you, but not for me ; old blood is thin,
my boy, old blood is thin.” At which Dick laughed
heartily, while putting more coal on the fire ; for
Carl Stoffs was in thc prime of lifo, hale and
hearty, weighing at least two hundred pounds, I am
sure, and with o round face, very red, but also very
solemn, for Carl Stoffs was & German, every inch of
him. The stove grew very red also under his
vigorous hands, but whether from anger or by re-
flection, I will not attempt to say.  And now,”
he said, seating himself on the wooden chalr, Dick
baving given it up to his guest, while he occupied
a box instend—*and now, how uare yon, boy?
Ready for merry Christmas, eh? You'll come to
us to-motrow, so spys my wife. In Americs, you
all do mind your wives; mine tells meto bring

ou”
T Then I must, I know,” Dick said, looking at
the other, who Was near three times bis size. “I
would have a poor chance in opposing you” Bot
Carl Stoffs knew well how gratefully the friendless
boy accepted the thoughtful invitation.”

“Now, shall we have music ?”* he said as he drew
out his fiute, and without waiting an answer, put
it to his mouth, and brodght forth such rich, full
tones from the instrument, that Dick, as he stoed
at tho now bright fire, seemed in a lard of enchant-
ment: ) - '

"% You are the only man from the Queen of Eng-

land down, whom I really envy,” said Dick, in one

-musician went long journeys up and down his won-

music jost as it said to her go. I was not tired last
night.”

joyous “ Gloria in Excelsis” Rough captives of

glad tidings, the most glorious ever sung. Theold
sinners heard it, and thought of the strange days

convenient thing. You will come to ns after Mass

youth is better than the richest age,” said the Ger-
man, earnestly I shouldn’t wonder if Mr. Stoffe
had just found his first gray hair, and was speaking
under its influence. At all events, he did not con-

work. This waiting for it kills me.”

the German: “ Was it walting and doing nothing
that changed you from—"

to have been. Some day—some day I will get my
hand to the plough, you'll see! At least,” a little
ashamed of the secming conceit, * I hope you will.”

to be doing something,.
legacy my poor parents left me.
know nothing of them, that they were just the same
as other people, out of whom bitter poverty has
taken all pride and ambition ; but I cap't think it,
somehow.”

injunction on the outside of it that I am not to
open it until 1sm ot age, I don't know where X
first got it, or from whom it came. 1t may besome
trick to tease me for years, and to disappoint ms at
Iast, for all I koow; and still I have always kept it,
for it is all I have.
them.”

visitor, laughing. For it was easy for him to under-
stand that some young mother, who even in her
poverty had found the means of reading and believ-
ing stories of princes in disguise, and countesses in
cellars, disowned and disinherited, all for truclove's
sake, had made a mystery of leaving a lock of her
bair, aud perhaps a cheap wedding ring, to ker boy;
and ha could not forbear a little ridicule of the

it gives you possession of half of New York, don't

then, buttoned up to his chis, and with bis
cap covering half bis face, and Jooking just
like Saunta Claus, Car] Stoffs bundled his cherished
flute under his orin, and obediently went home to
his wife,

closing the door.
own ; but his companion had afather and a mother

of the' patses,  You! - ah hl;“m'ulo .wheneyer.
you “wish it; T am only ‘a’ beggar, grateful for
avery note thrown in ' my way. | Were, yon out, last
pighty?--. oL e e e
: ‘E‘Yea, all night in Fourt¢enth street at therich
Braddons.. Madame is very gay, this winter.”

4] wish I were a musiolan,” said Dick. “It
must be jolly to see all the dancing and the bright
dresses!® ; :

# And the pretty Iadies, eh ? who don't mind you
no more thanif you were a atick ora stone.
Indeed my Loy, you'd soon get tired of it ; it seems
so grand at first, the beautifnl picture all in mo.
tion-{ but your eyes—they ache after a little. Too
much light, myboy, too much light® And the

derful flute before he spoke agaln., “The'll go
music mad overjsome fool at the piano ; but you play
until your own music makes you wild, and never
one thinks or cares about you, Last night, I play-
ed only for ome. She was always dancing,
and she seemed to go on the wings of the

Awaliting no answer, he turned again to his flute,
and all through the dingy, crowded house, ranga

labor heard it and answered to it,knowing waell the

when even they were young and innocent.

# Finis,” cried the German, rising slowly,and put-
ting on his shaggy overcoat. I promised my wife
that I would be at home at nine, and as do all
the people here, I mind my wife; but it is one in.

to-morrow "

“You ard too good to me. When I amrich, per-
haps I sball know how to thank you.”

# You should think yourself rich now.
young; there is no riches like that.”

« I wish I were older, though,” sighed Dick.

“Never say that, never, never. The poorest

Yon are

vince Dick, who said, with equal earnestness and
moroe quickness:

¢ I must say it ; every day seems too long, every
hour goes too slowly, until I can get at my lifv's

4 My frieud, do you call this waiting 7" Jaughed

¢ But thiok,” interrupted Dick, * of what ought

« And what makes you caie 7°

« ] think it’s born in us all to like to be active—
Indeed, its about the only
It may be, for I

# Do you really know nothing of them ?7*
# Nothing. I have a little scaled box, withan

Aud I think it came f{rom

« It may tell you something wonderful,” said his

folly. ¢ It may tell you something wonderful, If

forget your friends, will you Dick?” And

Dick lingered a moment, after he left, before
The room was not wholly his

in New Jerscy, and he had gone home to them,
with something in his pockets for the children’s
Christmas; so for-that night Dick was in undis-
puted possession. The passages wera dark and cold ;
tho snow had got through scme of the broken win-
dows, and lay in several little hills on the cntry
floor ; the sash rattled and Dick shivered, as he
stood irresolute ut the door of bis room. But the
irresolution did not last long. He bundled up, as
well as kis scanty wardrobe permitted, closed the
door firmiy bebind him, and went down the creak-
ing, broken etairs, and through the dreary passages,
where he could see the snow huddling up to the
dark window.panes, as if it were a white bird try-
ing to get in and beating its wings against the
dirty glass. Dick had not far to walk aiter leaving
the bouse before he found that which he had come
out to find—somebody without a shelter from the
storm. And I should not wonder if any night,
however bitter and cold, that you or I should take
a notion to go out on the same errand, we should
not have to go far for equal success, and that even
if we started from the most delightful dwelling in
all New York.

Under the remains of some broken steps, or more
truly Ly the side of them, for they were toco broken
to shelter a kitten, two dark figures were lying
close together. In one of the pauses of the storm,
when the street lamp had a chance to shine a
little, Dick could see that the figures were those
of two boys asleep. He did not wait long to
rouse them, One woke up at once, cross, and, if I
must tell the trath, with some very wicked words
on his lips,

% Get up, and come with me,” said Dick.

% What yer want'long 'o me? I an't doing no-
thin'” he muttered.

“ T know that; but I will give you a better place
tosleep in. Come.”

“ Bad words again, *Ian’t'donc nothin’ to you.
Le’ mo 'lone.”

#] want you to come home with me. Did
you ever hear of 2 newsboy called Big Dick ? That's
me,”

“«] an't afeard o' nothin’, Here gocs!” And
the poor litte fellow, still believing the other
wng * chafling,” got on his feet. “ Do you want
gether? He an't worth nothin’, but he'll keep

ark.”

“Yes, both of you. Hurry him up; it isa ter-
rible night.”

“Come along, Joe.
afeard ‘o nothin'.”

“There's notbin’ to be afraid of,” said Dick, as
gently as the rvoaring storm would let him.

“ Don't talk now, but come on. I'lt take you to
a room with a fire in it added Dick, in spile ot
himself feeling that ho was don prinee to tho little
newsboys. .

“ Come on, Joe,” urged the other, dragging and
pushiog the little unewsboy, who was hardly more
than a baby, but who seemed to whimper, sleepy
and frightened, 8s no doubt be was, until, as
guietly as the old stairs would permit, and
almost holding their breath, they followed Dick to
his room. '

% An't this bully, now ?* said Jack, in an under-
tone, when he atood before the fire in the lighted
room, and Joe, with ronud, staring eyes, but nota

Where's your spunk ? I an't

b B -
e'm'a,'gl_'of¢‘u‘nnplaint or fear, had been put on the
wooden chair, “I gay, now, Joe an't much, but
he'll never blab; but I'se all right. What yer want
us to do now, sir?”
4To got warm,” answered Dick, “I was oncea
newsboy, and slept under stoops and sheds, like
the rest of them ; but now I've got a fire of my own
and I wanted company ; so I went out and got you
and Joe, and now make yourselves at home for to-
night., Here's some crackers and cheese, and when
ou‘ve had something to eat you can go to sleep

ere,

#Jt's better than out there, isn't it.”

The newsboy stared at Dick, and grunted some-
thing which sounded very much as if he did not
believe a word that his host had said. The other
sat silent, stolid, and seemingly ready to hear any-
thing. He ate his ghare of the crackers and cheese
greedily, but with a watchfal eye on the giver.
The warmth, however, soon proved too much for
his vigilance, and, though his eyes were etill fixed
on Dick’s face, they were heavy and expressionless.
At lasgt, Dick took him up, undressed him, and
laid bim in his bed in the corner ; and then, for the
first time, Joe's tongue was loosened. * There, now,”
he said, as he lay exactly a3 Dick had placed him,
4 I are dead and gone at last. "Twasn’t no lie about
Uother world ; they wasn't a foolin' on us, after ail.
Here an't no more Heraldsand Tridunes. 1 are dead
and gono at last!” And so rejoicing, Joe's eyes
closed securely, and it is likelyhe dreamt of angels,
if he dreamt at all, until morning came,

% He an't much,” gaid Jack, whom this act of
Dick’s together with the fire and the food, had
made less incredulous and more confidential. « He's
a soft ’an; he an't got the right pluck, He'll never
be nobody.”

4 Ig he your brotber 7” asked Dick.

4 Do yer think I'd bave him for my brother?
He's a youngster, come from nobody don't know
where. He was fetching up in my quarters last
winter, and didn't know his name nor wuothin’; so
we gives him a start, us fellars, and he’s stuck on to
me ever since.”

Then Dick asked moreabouthis new friend’s life,
and told him a little of bis own, and a story or two
that he thought suited to his understanding;
and, having won the child to believe a little in
his good intentions, had the satisfaction of seeing
him at his ease, and willlng to slecp with Joe ir
the corner.

When this was accomplished, Dick put out the
fire and the light, and lay down on the floor to
sleep soundly and well, uatil the joy bells from the
great city churches shonld wake himself and his
guests to the glad tidings that Christmas had come
again,

(TO BE CONTINCED IN OCR NEXT.)

THE POPE AND THE EMPEROR AT
CANOSSA.

In the exceptionally severe winter of 107¢-'7, on
a piercingly cold day of Jjanuary, a man,clad ina
penitential garh, humbly knocked at the gate of
the citadel of Canossa, begging permission to enter.,
Here the great Pope Hildebraud, St. Gregory VII,,
had sought ghelter from the violence of his enc-
mies with his friend, Matildu, Marchioness of
Tuscany. It was the most powerful, most un-
principled, and most treacherous of these enemies
that now thus humbly sought an audience of the
Pope, whom he had not long before braved, defied
and threatened to depose. Even on this occasion
it was only tho necessity created by circumstances
that forced the licentious and tyrannical Heory IV.
of Germany to lay aside the insigaia of royalty for
the garb of the penitent, Since his excommunica-
tion the year had well-nigh elapsed which would
see the end of his legal power, and confer upon his
oppressed subjects the privilege of choosing another
ruler, Gregory perfectly understood the man with
whom he had to deal, and therefore refused to see
the monarch before he had given an carnest of the
sincerity of his repentance. Having been admit-
ted to the courtyard of the castle, the haughty
Henry remained bare-footed and bare-headed in the
snow all day, subjecting himself to the same severe
discipline on thc two following days. Impatient
of delay, and despaidng of success, though with
tears in his eyes, he begged for the removal of the
sentence which weighed mors heavily upon his
temporal intcrests than upon his conscience, he
was about to retirs when he entered the neighbour-
iug chapel of St. Nicholas to pray. There he found
Matilda, and prevailed upon her to intercede for
him. The well.grounded reluctance of the Pontitl
finally yielded to persuasion, and on January 23th
Henry was admitted to an andience. He was ab-
solved on condition that he should appear before
the proposed assembly which was to bLe presided
over by the Pope, where an opportunity would be
given him to reply to the charges of his opponents.
It was also stipulated that this ¢ourt should have
the power of deciding as to his right to the royal
nuthority, and that in the menntime he should ob-
Berve no state, retain no mark of digaity, nor exer-
cise any acts of regal power. The violation of any
of these coaditions would subject him anew to all
former ccclesiastical penaltics, The proposed as-
sembly was never convened, but the event showed
only too clearly how well founded were Gregors's
fears and suspicions. Henry left Canossa only to
violate every cogagement he had made as soon as
Lie could muster strength enough among the dis-
contented princes and simoniacal bishops to whom
the great Pontiff was odious. 7The struggle be-
tween the Papacy and the Empire was continued
long after these two opponents had both died in
exile; the licentious emperor in absolute misery at
Liege, an outcast from society and from his own
fomily ; the great and good Pope at Salerno, as the
guest of bis friend and ally, Robert Guiscard, with
these memorable words on his dying lips: “1 have
10\.'led justice uud hated iniquity, therefore I die in
exile.”

It is the encroachment of the temporal on the
spiritual power, and not that of the Jatter on the
former, that has alwaye brought about a collision
betsween the two. No man understood the charac-
ter of the young Henry IV, better than did Cardi-
nal Hildebrand. When the former mouk of Cluny
and faithful adviser of so many Popes was raised to
the dignity of the Pontificate, he wrote ‘to the
young monarch, warniog him to desist from his
evil ways, for that his vices and tyranoy would
find in him a stern and relentless foe, By his very
office he was the guardian of the public morals, the
censor of kings a8 well as of the paople, and that he
would perform the duty reposed in bim by the con-
stitution itself, of preserving the libertice of the
latter against the tyranny of the former. The faith-
ful performance of this duty brought him into a':
struggle which ended for him only with his latest
breath, and which he Dbequeathed as a precivus
heritage to bhis successors. The perfidious Menty
also left an heir in the stronghold of Monnt Stau-
fen, who bequeathed to his family a bhatred agaiost
the Church and her Pontiffs, whose fire was
quenched only in the life-blood of the lnst member
of the House of Hohenstaufen in the middle of the
thirteenth century, No trace is left of these two
families of German tyrants, unless the memory of
their evil deeds. The victory vemained with the
Supremd Pontiffs, the succeszors of St, Peter, who
havo ever been the jealous and consistent defenders,
not only of their own prerogatives, but also of the
rights and liberties of the people.

The greatest and most disinterested guardisns
and apostlas of popular liberty have been the very
Pontiffs of the Middle Ages, who are so unsparingly
maligned and misrepresented by Protestant writers.
It is precisely such men as Gregory VII;, Innocent

I[L and Boniface VIIT, that are most vebemently.

sguinst whom these Pontigy
80 fierce, and sometimes 30 up.
equal a struggle, were some of the greatest tyrang,
whom the C world bas over seen. The
Franconian emperors bequeathed &ll their eyl
qualities to thelr kingmen of the Houss of Hohen.
staufen, until human wickedness-and depravity
were personified in Frederick II.  Yet Protestants
are never tired of lavishing enconiums on the
tyrants and loading their opponents with fnjury
and calumny. Whatever shred of liberty has been
preserved to the world owes its prescrvation to
thoge very Popes who are most maligned.: These
writers stem to be entirely regardless of the glaring
inoonsistency In their conduct. They cry ot
against the corruption of the Middle Ages, and i
the same breath aitack the wery men who were
most zealous in reforming tho abuses which were
then in existence and defended by the kings ang
emperors who drew upon themselves the bho-tility
of the Supreme Pontifis and the vensures of the
Churck. As without Christianity there would haye
been no civilization for the northern hordes that
buried the Roman empire in its own dust, so witk,.
out the Popes of the Middle Ages there would haye
been another invasion of that terrible corraption
which wasgnawing the very vitals not only out of
the Roman empire bot of soclety itself
when Christianity dawned upon the world
it¢> uwz huuunitzl f:o:rt perishing. But the world
3 most ungrateful to its men and human.
ity to its best l:eneil.l:mr:r“test e
Germany should have been the last State in
Europe to question the authority of ths Popes, for
to them it owed its national existence as truly ag
it owed its civilization to Christianity. The peo.
ple were indebted to both for whatever menta)
culture they posseseed. * Rome,” says the historian
Alzog, “was ata very early day the centre and
gource of all religious and political lifs, When the
various German tribes separated from each other
and nearly every muuicipality manifested an jn.
clination to break with every other Stateand muni.
clpality and setup independently for themselves
the Popes, and they alone, started the idea.of Catho.
lic unity, organized this heterogeneous mass of
peoples into one great Christian confederation, cap.
able of nndertaking and enccessfully prosecuting
vost and momentous enterprises, The practical
development of this idea was greatly facilitated by
te alliance between the Church and the empire—
between the Church of Christ and a thoroughly
Christian empire. So necessary and vital was this
alliance, and 30 extensive its operation, that all
Christian countries were aflected by it, and this
progress or decline depended upon cither the un.
ion or aliepation of the two powers” But with
power came corruption in this Chrsiian State, The
empcror who should have bren the protector of the
Church became its persecutor, by turningfthe auv.
thority thus reposed in him to the furtherance of
his own temporal ends and by assuming a power
which did not belong to him. He tried to corrupt
the Church which had rescued from barbarism the
people over whom he ruled and whom that Church
was dolag every thing to eave from the corruption
into which his powerand his example would dra:
them. The Protestant historians to whom we have
alluded are never tired of talking about the simony
and iocontinency of the clergy, anod cannot find
language strong enough to extol the princes who
would sell ecclesiastical rights or benefices to the
highest bidder, and nee them to reward their own
creatures; who would force upon the Church au
unchaste and dissolute clergy,and assume, without
aoy title of right, the oftice of administering ec-
clesinstival affaits, thus paralyzing the Church's
normal action and interfering with her legitimato
inﬂuenc:e. Such unwarrantable pretensicns were
personified in the man whose hypocrisy gave him
sufficient power of endurance to stand three whole
days bare-headed and bare.feoted in the smow in
the court.vard of the castle of Canossa in order to
obtain the removal of a censure which he was de-
termined to incur anew ns soon as the gates of that
rnstle again separated him from the Pontift before
whom he had perjured himse!f to conceal his villany.
The contest which Gregory VII, maintained against
the powerful Henry wns waged through motives of
duty, a duty forced upon him by the peculiar cir-
cumatances of his position, and as such crowned by
triumpl in the end, though not until long after he
had gone to his reward, 1lis first public act after
his nomiuation 1o the highest position in the Church
militant was to acquaint the young Henry with the
true mature of the relations between Popu snd em.
peror, und what tho latter might expect from the
former if he tnrned one step aside from his path of
duty, or dared to assume an oftice which did not be-
long 10 his position. 1°o; the Pope1s the censor
of the monls of kings as well a3 those of the peo-
ple. With him there is no distinction of persous
in this matter., He will be called upon to give an
account to God of the conduct of an emperor as
well as of the most obscure inthe humblest walks
of life, What the Middlg Ages would have been
without the Popes it is very hard to tell  “They
not only welcomed and sought,” says the historian
whom we have already quoted, “to give practical
espression io evervnoble thought and generous
aspiration of their age, but as u rule, had the mar-
vellous yond fortune to see their efforts crowned
with complete success. The term of years during
which the Popes exercised a direct infleence upon
society constitutesa grand epoch, filled with events
that will ever retain their hold on the memory of
man” The interview at Canossnis one of those
events, as i3 also every act of the Pontificate of
tl_n: great St. Gregory VII—{fironilyn Catholic Pe.
tiew,

attacked. The men
maintained so long,

A FACT WORTH PUBLISHING.

—

Jua book published in Dublin in 1875, on the
Irish Famine of 1847, is given the following extract
from qa letter to the author (Kev. John O'Rourke
P.P, MR.IA) from McCarthy Downing, Esq :
llilé.%:,dnted “ Prospect House, Co. Cork, August 31st,

[] Hood
. “lany subscriptions were sent to the Commiitee
In consequence. * * - Qnesnbscription of £1,-
000 came from another anouymous donor, and for
years the Committec knew not who these ;;euerous
and really charitnble partivs were; but I had al-
ways a suspicion that the giver of the £1,000 was
Lord Dufferin. The grounds of my suspicion were,
that darf- ¢ the height of the suffering of the people
I hear? tpat two noblemen had beern in thy neigh-
borhe J, visiting Bome of the lorcalitice. One was
Lot Dufterin, then a very voung man, who allud-
«ii subsequently in feeling terms to the wretched-
uess and suffering which he had witnessed : the
other I heard was Lnr+ John Manaers, Duriu’g the
passing of the Land Hill through the House of Com-
mons, in the year 1870, I proposed suvern]l amend-
ments, in consequence of which I received a letter
irom Lord Driturin, asking for an interview, which
subsequently took place at his houge, and Iasted
more than three heurs, When aboul to leave, I
said T had a question to put to His Lordship, which
I boped he wonld not refuse to. answer; and hav-
ing recoived his nsseat, I said, ¢ Lord Dufferin, ave
you the anonymous donor of a subscription of
£1,000 to the Relief Committee at Skibbereen
twenty.three years ago? Witk & smiloe ho simply
replied, ‘Tam, T left with feelings of high ad-

miration for the man.”
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