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CHAPTER 1V,—CONTINUED.

« But he must have been,” persisted
Hardman with a smile ; * aiv’t yonr
pame Miss Rachel Mintnrn because your
mother's nams Was Mintarn—ego his
pame mnst be Mr. Tom Cheller if his
mother’s name was Cheller,”’ forgetting
in the earnestness of his argument that
Mrs. Cheller might be Mis, Cheller by &
second mArringo, while her son Tom
might belony to a former marriage.

Bat Rachel shook her Lead, * No, he
wasn't Tom Coeller, he was just Tom ; 1
guess he w asn’t like anybody else,” and
then a bell in the hauds of Sarah Sinnott
riczing loudly from the kitchen door
ended the argument, for Jim said :

“ Sarah wants me for gomething ; she
ringe like that when ghe does,

Rachel pulled him just a8 he was leav-
ing her:

% You won't gay anything to anybody
about what I told yon—yon know 1t just
belongs to me all that ahont Tom, and 1
told it to yon becanse you looked kind.”

Toached more than he kuew how to
express by the ( Jild'sgimplicity and con-
fidence in him, he gaid in & solemn way
that made her more counfident of his trast-
worthiness than ever :

“ 1 promise yonm, Miss ; 1 gha'n't tell
any one & word of what you told me.”

And true to his promise, when Sarab,
having digcove rod that Miss Rachel had
visited the carriage house, plied him with
vplﬂ(fll'n 8 aboul her, Jim, who was gen-
erally not entirely uncommanicative, had
little or nothing to Bay; not even as to
his own impreasions ahoal the little new-
comer, or what thought 8ue might have |
in regard to her being that kira at of
all strange things, a Caarge f
ram's,

Sarah thought his reticance vary queer,
and she had her own op nion aboat the
matter, an opinion which she that eve-
ning expressed over & teacup out of
which she was pretending to tell a for-
tane to Mrs, McElvain, & woman who
lived in tha village with her crippled
daughter, and who came every dav to
help Sarah with the rongh work of Miss
Barram’s house.

W [ ""—meaning Jim, Sarah said, as
phe tur the cop to get another view of
the struggling tea leaves — “don't see
things #traight, you Know; and this thing
about M gs Burram haviug & Cuarge, he
can't ges round nohow that’s the reasou
I couldn't get pothing out of him to-day
when he conldn't deny how ghe'd been
with him in the carriage houde ; iU'8 &=
puzz!in’ him, and between you and me,
Mrs, McE vain, it's enough to | uzzle any
one—to have a child like that comin’
here without note or warnin’, and Miss
Burram heraelf thet parprised when 1
told her there was & child a8 eaid she
had come to live with her, that allshe
could say for & minate was, ¢ Oh, and
then, Mra, McE vain, anybody conld ses
the child wasn't welcome ; 8t the lunch,
and at the dinner this eveuing, all the
time that I waitedon the table, Miss Bar-

wam navar enske to her, and to @ee the
two of them kiud of glaring at each other
made me feel as if I nad the ¢chills. You
gee, the girl is jist as proud in her way
as Miss Darram is, aud she eat up at that
table ae if sha had a poker down her
back, and ghe jast asked me for what she
wanted as if ehe had a born right to

gpeak 80 ; but, there | toss that enp agalng
there's too many tears dowu there at the
bottom.”’

And stont Mrs. McElvain obediently
tossed the cup, taking care to drain it
well 80 that no ** tears’’ might be left this
time, and she ! anded it back, saying ina
very hoarse, thick voice:

«Thers's no denyin’, Sarah, but it's

jueer ; but them rich families sometimes |
has great mysteries. I don't tuppose,
though, that 1t'll make muach diff«rence to
ue, only that this little girl 'll make more
work—and now, Sarah, tell me what's 1n
the cup—will 1 get & letter soon i

Sarah bent to the cup :

« Yea Mrs, McE vain ; you'll get a let-
ter, and I think there'll be good newsin
it—gee for yourself—thera's the bird tly-
ing with it, but I can’t say jnst how 8oon
you'll get 1t You'll be vexed about
gomething

with 8o

uro a8 long a8 1 get the let.
ter,"” Mrs, McE.vain, “for I'm get-
ting very anxiona about john, It's four

montha gince 1 had & line from 1 .
“ And where was he i asked
Sarah
ther side of the world en-

“Oh, on the

where near where the nagurs
\frica, I think it is,”’

he bell of the upper en-
vd, and Sarah went 1n haste
vimitting Mr. Herrick.

Phat gentleman had made occasional
vigits to Miss Barram’s house when he
wonld 8 v her the unusual courtesy of
bringing in person for her inspection
samples of goods that she required, and
}is errand o-night was on the same
business. He had amply prov ided him-
gelf with fashion plates and gamples, all
of which hedisplayed on the table in the
room adjoining the parlor into which he
was ushered by Sarah to await the ¢com-
ing of Migs Darram. Through the open
loor of the parlor he saw Rachel, or
rather Rachel's back, for she was stand-
ing with her back to him, jast nnder &
hanging lamp, and looking at a stufled
bird that she held. Sne was either much

interestt

in her inspsction or she had

little cariosity, for she did not even turn
her head, thongh she must have heard
him enter, nud afterward, she muat also
have heard the rustle of his paper de-

ma 88 he spread them on the table.
\Mr. Herrick's cariosity was not 8o limit
ad, and t having Miss D 1rram's pres
ence t ain him he looked with all
h g oven craning his neck to get a
better view ; but he cou d sre no more
han he { and the back of her plamp

alght e fignre. When Mss Bar-

ram enter , ufter ¢ reell o gtorekeep
or € e door tha I i into
PAr

X 3L Lm JALU
@ array « designe and

1 8 N
« W romptness, a8 y know, Miss
rram e of my mottoes, and 1 wenlt
recLly t 1 got your order, to the cily.

buy a8 you desled

sha took
\rop 08 of 181 N

r casiiin ) & £
yelvet. " You have excellent tasie;

)

e, age, place of birth,

did h
et A . ber immediate pro-

He did not eay 8o,
t she might be sent to

mention his fear tha
a boarding school

Miss Barram, he felt sh
other strange hol

word from the coachman of what the
child eaid to him,

him toss his cups &t his

must I give credid to Mrea. He
directing yon how ho

“ Mr, Herrick bowe

« 1 am fortunate in my wife,
ram ; both her taste and her
are of great assista
appreciated the
asking me to hav

and though she made
meals, which he

Marie Dongan Walsh in
hnwmor her, an !

d ae he replied : re was no difficalty,
» was inscribed ‘o
book in Miss Ash-
ble hand; but

Rachel's auswer to the ne

With the name the
« Rachel Mintarn
Jim's fature fortune, Jim only langhed.

m was not unaware of

onor you did her in
e her exercise Ler taste school till to-morro
on, * and come and
came down last night.
Toat invitation di
about the school
light,she danced by
was reached where,
a stake driven deep in
was floatingin the shall
fal looking little white
Several feet away.
little pier adjacent
moored Miss Barram
boat,and a8 it awayed
the water, the sunligh
gilt letters of the n
Rachel never ha
nor at the same time I
forbidden to enter it, b
goon have thought of going in
ram’s private apartmenis ai
her foot into Miss Barram’e boat.
had for his own use
le of holding himself,
becauge he wanted U
to give her thepleas:
he water, that he had
f having this second

gee the little boat; it
d not interfere; it seemed
lan to let the child severe-
and beyond the

pointing with his long thin finger to
d make her forget
for a time ; fall of de-
hig side till the beach
fastened by a rope to
the sand, there
ow water a grace-
boat with locked
at the foot ofa
to & boathouse, was
's much larger row-
with the motion of
t flashed vpon the

two months and
days by 6 o'cl
answered promp
do you give your
asked the Principal
Rachel did not
without mentioning
the favorable impres:

table.

“ Well, these wil
well indeed ; you
have them all made up jus
arrangod here and sent to me as soon as

1 do, Mr. Herrick, very
can give the order to

d to Mrs. McElvain, not &
d more than Was necessary
and an occagional meeting in the corri-
dors of the house, or on t
Barram and her Coar
each other than when the latter w
“Tom " and his blind mother.

On Sanday when
had the same stai
city, Rachel was forbi
or, and on those days 8
supped at an ea
gione, however, 8

keeper bowed again and pro-
ceeded to fold
samples and to place
bag ; nor did he spea:
1shed and was ready to go.

“Tom,” and, despite
sion the lady made
e how any com-
" would be re-
o issue of Miss Dar-
nd mever to men
he child seemed to

¢® 8aW DO more of
them in his carpet
k till he had fin- S S x
Miea Burram always munication about
m wee d company from the
Tnen he 8aid with an air dden to enter the
t he had utterly for-
gotten what he was about to communi=

ag if till that instan d baen invited into that

at ghe would as | never to name him t

he unwittingly met the
he beach—a lar
looking mar, & yoaupger
te looking one, and a
ery preciee Appearing

Miss Barram waé
d a cold stare at

w1 made time while I was in the city
to call at the real estate auction rooms
where Renton's agents
chases, and what
ed, Miss Barram ?"

Migs Burram simply lifted ber eye-
brows and waited to be

“Phat the flaw in the

aid again very kindly :
heard any little girl tell
have you 8ome reason
o the months and

aged, pompong-
have made recent /
do you think I her age like thak;

very 8
oy Siosh s, for being 80 exact ast

middle-aged lady-
with them, but beyon
Rachel she gave no sign of
Rachel hurried on,
son half from chil
balf from shams,
guests, wondering
Thanks to Sarab,
was talking abon
and as soon a8 Mr. Herrick hal
himaelf of most of the gossip,
way laid it before Migs Burram,
"Ag I said to Mrs. Horrick,
it is no use for paople to be actu-
dednees and inde-

how old I am,” answered
Rachel desperately,
» with & vehement

Rachel torow, and
ure of aepin upon t
gone toths expense O

title to Peargon’s
a8 owing to old Pearson having
giving half to his

dish indignation and emphasis on the

while Miss Barram's
much, said nothing.
nearly all Rentonville
t Miss Barram's Charge,

made a second will,
younger daughter,
that spendturift,
the foolish trust o
will into the keeping
with a promise from her thal
attend to it all after !
the old man relented
want her to know it whi

Ha intended also, when he ispate the mat-

certain that it woull give no offe

“Well, we shall not d
Labec, and then, with paid Miss Ashton §
f an old man, giving the L
of the elder sister then she asked wi
tress to send her Charge to sck
echool wag tobe at a distacce,
scheme of any boating p'easare
He felt sorely disappoint
od, yet he hal some compen
he nheard her exclamatio
ghe canght of the g
Hardman bogau to pu

1essed down at Cove.Cove beiug
ghe bad lived with
Cove wae, or whether 1t

1is death ; 1t geems
to E!sie but didn't but i hat S

le he lived. What yut in what State U
ated by the high-min was in a Sate at all, Racuel w

danghter Catharine probates the will— | pendence which e
his first will which gives I
and the other day,
arine T'e1 s m gellst
one of lLentou’s agents ;
ghe falls sick, and now it ¢
r delirinm she tells the story,
ners the will can be
as just fool enough
Some one in the house
the will and send.
know she and her
ice the the mar-

ather's Caristian name,
' asked {Miss Ashior,
to get some beariugs on this 8

common herd, give
They're saying all
hat Miss Barram's
tion of her family

her no credit for it Il the boat into the

through Rentonville t
Charge is some connec
that she is obliged to suppor”
the reason the child is kept 8o 8
lest she shonld tell gomething,’

what I told Mrs, Herrick; but I tell you
Miss Barram, they are putting up
bets down at the post-offic
dare to let your Charge go to echoo

he whole proper y to > 9
immediately after yteach yon how torow.

e.

She drew back, the glad, look fading & 31t Rachel ghook her head.
littleout of her face.
“]can't,’ she 8aic
boat because Miss B
she only said, you ko
firat that I could
beach or the grounds.
water; soit wounldr
it wonld'nt please
Hardman scratc

ohn, or Richard, or
' —thinking, in the heat of‘
r. that it might |

1, “1 can'tgointo the
irram  didn't say 805
ow, when I came here

gives particalars W

her desire to gel an &uswe
be as weill to mt
tives; the Blrange cl
them belter than the

not to destroy it.
lost no time in gelting
ing word to Elgie—you
gister haven't spoken Bii
riage—and Elsie and he
to take measures o secure
at was left by the gecond wil
there is going to be & big 4

Miss Barram's face g
rrick continued his ace
r took her eyes from hig, nor
ont when he had |
11, and he noticed
lid speak, which was

‘e that you won't ; ; - ¢

y : She didn’t say the | vild might recognize
V't be right for me to go—
Tom, you know."”

Migs Dutsam peotes hed his head,and said

d her lips together
but made no reply.

Herrick continued: To have that name men

« Blegs my ribs!”
Then he said alotd:

‘ Begaie,' said 1, h & passion that &
of Miss Barram’e and one w
noble rectitude

this gossip before her—she ou

4t is my duty a8 a friend

v ler d
it g o I didn't know what his

d I don't know.”
involuntary show of tem-
ghe sank into the chair again
hung her head.

of her character, )
doesn’t geem that

wouldn't mind g0
ghe never says any
coming to the carriage ho

way to me Miss Burram
long as ’'m with you;
thing against your |

did she make any comm abaghed by ber
The lady bowed &

rick did not continne, ghe said :

lightly ; then, a8 Her-
also that when she « : )
- | did not say what sbe
ghe calmly put the next
) little hiope of any more

srence between & carriage house
and a boat; that what's sal
beeaid inthe oth
Bat Rachelshoo
~Jean't do it, Jim
it, B Bat let me see YO

thonght; instead,
question, but witk
saceess than heretofore:

¢ Wnat was your motber
Rachel shook her head,
gentle way, a8 if ehe were ver

| gt {I'sr, harder, harsher voice than he had
ever heard her before.
He laughed softly w!
closed behind him, ant
to the gate, his long,
an almost interm
moonlight, he sai

“That is the worst, Miss Barram ;
other and minor things
but that ia the very W
1 have acqitted myse
And he bowed very low.
Miss Barram said
day |” and swept ouf
her head more erect

have been said,
jen the door had

”
it of my daty. Tom wonldn't like

lank form making O sake $he bost
ake the boal

ghadow in the
d to himself with great to her buggy with
than ever and her
Hardman, who

d to note these signs,

| asked no more; instead,

0.
Without ancther word he steppad into
e to Miss Barram, telling

kiff and pushed cff rowing two
or three huadred feet away.
tarned Rachel seemed
conld have been had
but she was concerne

she wrote a not
her it was the rale of tb
ls were entered, to record their age,
f birth, and names of parents ; and
ge her charge was utterly
ut her name and
nt on Misa Bar-
ary information,

gealed, aud ad-

hat story about Dzar-
t her; but it did—
on don’t get them

“[ had no idea t
gon wae going to hi
women are alike; if y
at one point yon can &
Migs Barram CAn no moere con
the mystery ehe
Rentonville cou
ing, onoe it was beg

he been with him;

he's heard somethiug.” e hite disappoluets

Herrick was somewhat disappointed ;
cted his communication
hat silent manner; he
it would at least elicit
f his patron's feelings,
ght strengthed his
1 that he fancied he was
ont who Miss Bur-
His curiosity regard-
s at white heat. i
n produced an

ignorant of everything b
age, it woald be incumbe!
ram to supply the necees
Aud having signed,

dressed the note, she gave i
keeping to deliver whe
at noon; then ehe proce

's been, than thid tow
ld have kept from grow-
an; it'll all come ont;
f hers is going to help
And Herrick, being yet on
d that led to the

he had not expe
to be received in t
| had presumed that
gome expreasion 0
an expression t
geent foe the trai
now on, of finding
ram's Cnarge was,

that emall person wa
Bat his communicatio

¢h 2" ghe asked, *
if you had a little gi
t her todoanythingyon

cause you know,
yon wouldn't wan!
didn't jast tell her to do,

Jim laughed, and his laugh reassured

the lonely, eecluded roa % P e
tion was short,
nirements beyond inability
to read and write a very \
mainly of fairy-lore le
and stories of the sea
and it resnlted in placin
to the very lowest grac
if there were many 1
younger than she
who were older, an
old encugh to conc!

her.

«(h,it's all right, Miss,” h
« and besides, we can fix the t
Miss Barram—you ask her,
otty sureshe won't 8ay nothin

Barram had seated I
yosure, which, trath to say,
1 by the story of cid

S1e knew his dangh-
ile, ram-drinking
all been pointed out to
ther by Hardman,

had been disturbec
’earson's property.
she knew even ic
Labec; they had
her at one time or ano
when she had driven thr
ville, but she had nev
and she rememberec
{ been impressed by the firm,
prond bearing of Ca
young woman of twer
gee even yet the glitte
cold handsome face, &
trast to fragile, gentle
1/lsie, two years younger.

At that point Miss
ghook herself as if to 8
pleasant thoughts, anc
(Charge had been in th
ghe opened the door;
there still but seated,
Jdaning on Ler hand ir

told by Hardman,

during her ride home she .
g her in the next

erect, and she looked 80
fant that she seemed to
ation than usnal.

«I couldn’t ask her,
her anything 1 can he

Jim; I never ask

haughty and de lp, and I couldn’t

attract more atte
“ Jim,” ehe said, a8 B
alighted at ber own door,
riage ready promptly at

there were also some
d as there were none
arn themselves about
ore than that the
and as the teacher was a
t young woman, the little
t for the second time a8 if
school were not 8o bad &
At noon Rachel found, not
as ghe had hoped &
for her, but solemn
her inevitable apro
down to her a
ghort, scanty b
gingham san-bonne
of the pupils €
they eaid a8 t
Rachel's surprige:
“How do you di
Sarah " and a8 t
broad, new road which I
the school, Rachel overheard one
s of the school say to her com-
tone of great wonder :
at mus; be Miss Barram’s
Sarah Sinnott,” and
d, also in a tone of

er spoken to any of
CHAPTER V1.

9 o'clock the car-
and Sarah and

9 o'clock to-mor-
The next morning at

riage wan at the door,
Mrs. McElvair, watching
windows of the lowe
Miss Barram and her
the steps together.
working women
going to school,
objact of the journey,
was taken, both conc
pep would not b
concluded too, and
than ever, till jast

about to follow Rach
ghe pansed a momen'

Jim answered, “ Yes, ‘ma’am,”’
but he whistled as he
he always whistled
but only suspsct-

ring black eyes and
1l in startling con-
looking, blue-eyed

respectful way,
drove to the stable;
when he didn't koow,
od the canse of untoward events, especi-
cage of his mistress ; when-
of the cause his whistle
e exclamatior,

r apartmente, 8aw
Charge come down
A3 neither of the
ad heard about Rachel
neither could guess the
but, a8 no baggage
laded that the jour-
and so Hardman
he was more perplexed
as Miss Barram was
el into the carriage
t to tell him to drive
He nearly let the
prise and in his satis-
chool wonld not
boarding school

nd expected, wa
.looking Sarah, with
n covering her dress
nkles, on her sh
lack silk cape, and ajbig
t on her head. Many
d to know her, and
hey passed her, much to

jurram roge, and
hake away her un-
] remembering her
e adjHining room
her Charge was
nd with her head
1 & listless, drowsy

ever he was sure
was superseded by th
“ Blegs my ribs!”

too, and you'll have words |
Yo »

a confilential com-
s naturally a silent

geemed the place of
munication, for he wa
despite the stup
accradited him with, a8
tecting mean character.
'g character in the
of his mistress’ acquai

“Yon can go to bed,” she gaid in the

o, Sarah?” or "Oh, it's
hey walked along the
ed directly from

He had divined

reins fall in his sur
faction algo; the public 8
remove the little girl as &

yade Herricg “

Good night,’—"1 shall
ring for Sarah to attend you."

tance with the
disliked him accord-
Harrick long unaware of
rised wae Miss Ashton, the
o department of the
ablic school in Ran-
Burram announced
Miss Barram had been too
have been heard of

Principal of the femal

regpoctful answers, alwa
new and handsome P

a solemn, searching look
made that gentleman un-
hat the wiles he 8o

\e fine, well-made clothes y8 accompanied
ordering, her Cnarge i
1ifferent little girl; in-
o her first visit in
clothes to the carriage house,
It as if the fine dress had pat
4 gort or barrier between t
conld hardly talk wit
being restrained by w

Charge that is with

of Miss Barram’s : .
her companion B8al

looked like & very « !
easantly aware t .
then both hurried 8o a8 to

end when they did
h tarned and saluted
| knew that the greeting
ght get & good

much talked of not to

by Miss Ashton. overtake Rachel,

overtake her, bo
Sarah, but Rache
was given that they mi

wonld be utterly useless w
gervant though
day Rachel came to
possible ealight
to school,” she said with
a perplexed, troub
ram told me that

the deor to-morrow m

ht my Charge, Rachel
d in'her haugnty way,
shing forward her shy

“to be entered as a
assign her to a class, let
and I shall attend to

h his old ease to her, him for comfort and
hat he felt to be his
n the matter of
to her Charge, now that it
he Cnarge was to be fitted
| station a8 his mistress
tachel herself had no
and her manner to Jim
was the same in her elezant &
that it had been in her plain little cotton

and sligntly pu
little companior,

TO BE CONTINUED.

the carriage would be | her know the ruleg,

S

THE LIVING FAITE.

for the same socia
Miss Ashton, a very comfortable look-
“ W here ?"’ agked Jim.
# 1 don't know,8he d
and then she went out of the rc
never was to 8c
know what it's like, anc
anything about 8¢
She leaned weari
that formed part of the
carriage house, and lookec
the sea in & way that told Ha
had learned to interpretthe
of her face, how passionately 8
“Tom,” that he might help
Asg for simple, sympa
iz'ng Hardman, he did not ku
say, baing perp'exad as to what
school Rachel was to be sent ; w
gchool at a distance, or to &

smiled elightly; then she
turned a muc
Kachel, but Rachel had dropped her eyes.
Miss Barram continued :

ome to lunch?”’

ire to do 8o are permit-

lidn’t say only that, Long centuries havec
hool you know,

| Tom didn't 88y through many revolutions.

things are cha
but eternity stan

When she found, after many conversa-
tions, that Ilardman had onc
pailor her delight was inten
a new bond between them,
tell her everything he knew
Sne never tired of hearin
forecastle, quarter-
topsails, and even the
geemed o comprehenc
quickness his homely exp

ds still, and thusamid
perpetual change, Faith, which is the
representative of eternity on earth, re-
mains and is at rest, and its unchange-
ableness is our repose.
hem of that night has never passed
It lives not only in the memory
aith’s actual realities
It lives a real, unbroken,un
guspended life, not in history only, or
in art, or in postry, or even in the

¢These who des

ly against the upright

ones of the Principal,
in such agreeable contrast {
cold voice of Miss I

ly to look up, and
airly flashed upon her a
chool might not

1 with wonderfal
that made her feel s
be such an unhappy

“Then ["—a m
on the I, * desire my

of faith, butin f
oat marked emphasis
Charge,” an empha-
o legs marked on the last two

Tom be surprised,’” she said
“ when he hears how much
v and she wrote all tne teams that

=,

THE SCULPTOR'S 8TORY,

C ic W
or August, atholic Worlg

The world i growing a small place

nowadays; for with thelr disc

they are bringing together ::Zetr&?
thermost parts of the earth ; and we { .
the old, old city, which has seen thn
birth of countless nations and kip X
doms, feel the change most of all, E
have come indeed, throughout
ages, to gaze on the wonders of eterna]
Rome and pray by the Tomb of the
Apostles; but not in their thousande, ss
they do now, from lands uuhm.r& of
and unknown to our grandfatherg
These strangers lloger by our art.
treasures; then carry away coplies to
thelr distant homes, where they learg
to love and appreciate them heiter
perhaps, than our own people. whr)u;
:ncestors fashloned them and who
ave grown up amon B .
childhood. ' "t

Men
the

And not only do [ speak of the “‘capi.

lavoil;" of our Raffaello, our Michelay.
gelo, and our Fra Aungelico; but of our
modern statues and paintings, poor
and inferior as are the best of them
compared with those of the golden age,
Bat to those eager northern eyes, keen
with the enthusiasm of nations still
their youth and promise, our art is
touched with all the ineffable charm
and romanca of an Italian eky. Even
when they have come to my studlo
down there in the Via Margutta, thelr
admiration for my poor efforts has
shamed me into wishing it had been
bestowed on a more worthy objac

Oace, indeed (& dsy I mustever oy
member, for the incldent lod me to the
decision of putting this all too true
story on paper ) the shame was more
than momentery. I was passing

through the Sculpture Gallery of the
Palazz) Moroginl, on my return from
au ‘nterview with Cardinsl Morosini,
who had called me to consult about
goma statuary. A group of strangers
stood there before wy statue of St.

Barnard; and as they turned awaya

young girl with a gpirituslle face (who

needed bub the lamb to render her a
perfect copy of Carlo Dolet's Sant
Agnese ) sald enthuslastically to her
father, in Kaglish ( I know the lan-
guage falrly well, so 1 understood all
they wers eaylng): ‘' Father, it must
have been not only a great buta good
man ®ho carved that statue, don’t you
think s0? Sarely he gave the world a
littlo of his own goodness in co nplet-
ing such a work."” My God ! what &
mockery ! I great, I good ! Poor child,
if gho had only known the truth, and the
history of the man who passed beside
her, she would have shrunk from me
and from my statua as a thing pollnted.
Batno ! perhaps I wrong her; forin
thelr unspottcd innocence the angels
pity and weep over earth's sinners ;
and this maiden surely carried the
mark of the childlike purity of beart.
But in the sense of guilt and utter un-
worthiness with which the comment leit
me, and the consclonsness that this,
perhaps, was the impression I gave the
world, the idsa took complete posses:
glon of me that I owed it to myself and
to my neighbor, as some feeble repar-
ation, to put my story in writing and
leave it after ma, 60 that at least my
memory may not be like the living
man—a hypocrite acting & deception,
pretending to be what I am not.

I know what men would say—men
who have never known the white heat
of passlon amd its life long remorse:
that if gullty of a crims, it shou d have
beer proclaimed long &go in a court of
justice ! But human nature g weak ;
and now in my old age, when my little
world has learned to know me as 8D
honest man, I am not equal to divulg-
ing my secret for the few short years
that remain, especially as by its revel-
ation no human atonement can be made
for the sin of long ago. Itisan effort
aven to write of it ; for though its re-
membrance hes burnt into my mind
like a searing iron; though youth and
manhood and failing years, time—oné
of God's mercies to the aged—has soft-
ened the spot; and though the scar re:
mains, the wound has healed ; only to
be reopened as I write these momories
witn a sting of keenest pain. . .
They say every statue has its story ;
but I trust few possess & record like
the status which critics are pleaged to
call my finest work (in which criticism
I entirely agree with them; for though
the work of my chisel, it was tho il
spiration of another, a purer and more
gifted soul and genius than mine could
ever have been, even if undefiled by
crime) I ghall try to write it all calm-
ly; not softening, exculpating, or eX*
aggerating ; for God knows, I would
not appear worse in the eyes of my-
fellow men than I am, for the reality 18
bad enough, But the taek is difficult.
Now and then my feelings overcom®
me, and the pen is all too slow for my
thoughts, which ran like lightning t0
accomplish the hateful task of nnearth
ing & past laid underground for yesrs:
It seems strange to think that my hand
conld be slow and feeble—I, Who al-
ways had such a contemptuous pity for
weakness, and whose vigorous strengt
was & by-word, in the days of the
youth I am avout to record, There aré
few, perhaps none, of the old comrades
now, who remsmber me in my youth—

ome home to lanch, and to-
ah orJim will eall for yon,”
‘at noon. Good morn-

sive her in her cramped
helped in the spalling to the
, by the ex-sailor, and
couldn't help her wit
| (ation in orthography be
| ing out herself, till

amusing specimen of

Hardmat ool § energotic worship and hearts of the
faithfal, but in tne worshipful reality
of the Blessed Sacrament,
tabernacle, which is our abiding Beth
laham, goss on the same world of beaun
tifal devotion which surrounded the

Rentonville; consequently ‘
he was gilent till Rachelspoke ax !
“D.d yon ever goto school, J1

P
She had ewept from the platform before
Miss Ashton, who was no
v | this sudden and
ing!"” could rep
geamed to be al
her surprige at R

ng very limitad), + my paopla wera too

gummary ‘‘Good morn-
ly, and for a momeny she
\le to do nothing but look

y tone into his voice in
rder to ¢chearup, " gchool &
f: why, it's right nice cvery
t to gpeak of the ho yk-learn
Right here in Rentony
g schoolthey's got, I jast
the little girla and the youug lad
and coming—ihey're
they're always a-lang
at'd make anybody
ain't likely,” he thought to himself,
“ that you'll go to that gchool.”

and for the rest of the
barticnlar time Rachel hi
yeither care nor thought,

torconrae was in
y carriage house; never
t take place befora
ugh that pacaliar woman
\ diacovering that there was
friendghip between
learned nothing
None of her wiles could extra

Sare Qure for Sea Slokness, Nausea,
Maladies of this typ? yield instantly to
if you suffar period-
plaints, just keep Ner-
taw drops in sweetened
iaf, and in the course

Rischel did not appear to min
least Miss Burr
she stood, jnst a8

Polson’s Nerviline, ¢

am’'s abrupt departare; | o !
ically from these co

she had besn standing
the time of her entranc
now her eyes were
with a look of &

water gives instant ral
of half an hour the cure is complete,
bottle of Nerviline in the house
1sctor bills, and a vast amount of

to the Principal’s
nxious expectation. | large 252
ered herself and | will save ¢
a—the business of ! saffering every year,

hing and talkingin &

! ad { and . A
- proceoded ,to busines

the wildest, maddest lad who ever
plagued the art schools, but whose pAas
glonate tempor was over near the gur-
face, surging under the reckless gelcty
like & whirlpool, There was never &
pleca of daring or of folly t00 wild for
me, never an adventure that gmacked
of enterprige or danger but that [ must
be in it; and Guido Guidi was another
name for deviltry samong all my artist
comrades. Dut wos to the mai who
1oused my evil jealougy or vindictive
passion ! for then I was indend the
¢ dlavola" they called me in gport.
These, howover, wers the merry,
carelese days, before the real stress 0

life had begun; and so far my explotts
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had been but boylsh follles with no
rave coneequences. Afterwards
things began to look more serious,
when I had set up my owo studio to
pegin work a8 & gculptor in earnest (if
the work I did then could be said to
pave anything earnest about it). True
I had & certain abllity—great ability,
friends told mo (if 1 had ouoly chosen
to uee it ; and 1 knew within myseif 1
wag born for & genlptor and nothing
else; for from & baby I done naught but
model, in gand, in clay, in whatever
could be fonnd. Bul Iwuold only work
when the spirit moved me¢; now faver-
{shly, then lazily; then not for weeks
at a time; for in a fit of irritation I
would often destroy the work of
months, As time went on the natural
result of my {li-regulated life followed.
I drank, I gambled with the money
earned by an occasional fit of hard
work; and little by little I fell into bad
company and the way of a thoroughly
digsipated life. Roaligion I had lost
long g0 the tendencies of atheism
found & ready reception in my proud
brain and overwhelmingly arrogant
will, {mpatient of all control and self-
restralnt. I fully agreed with the
demagogues who preached the doctrine
that no men of brain and spirit ehould
pe under the guidance of priest or
church. Casting off every restraint, I
went as far as the worst of them, reck-
legs and tmpulsive in this as in every
thing, without belief in God, a future,
or anything elee pure and noble and
holy. Gradually the mode of life be-
gan to tell on me and on my art; un-
certainty clouded the power of ability,
and 1 knew myself, what I never would
have acknowledged to others ( for 1
hold —what many people do not—that a
culptor or artist, {f not deluded by toc
much modesty, i8 the best judge of hi
own efforts) that the quality of my
work was going down. [t was & falth
ful reflection of myeelf; wayward, un
certain, doubtful; now apparently ful
of strength and power, then feebl
and fuille as & girl's first efforts
Good people, nay, even respectabl
people, began to look askance at m;
wild doings and my idlenees, bhut wors
of all (to me at that time ) eculptor
friends would iook at one of my gess
models crisically; then turn away frot
it without the joking, yet often fran
and true, criticism of its badness or th
tribute ol jealous praise for its perfec
tion. It was a bad sign, for 1 kne
the fraternity and what that silenc
meant—utter dieappointment, an 1 ma
be pity for my inability. . . .
Only one man of the better set hs
until now no blame but encourageme
for me always—a man who had be
my friend from boyhood, and who hi
first started me on an artistic caree
Every one knows the sculptor Franc
o Lorenz! and his work. His sple
did statues have gone over the wor
farand wide; and his name was alrea
celebrated when he lent & hand to
passionate, headstrong boy, whom
always declared ‘' not only had the i
tistic face, but stili woise, the artis
temperament—all ups and downt
“Figlio mio, it 18 mnot good, but y
can do better,” he was wont to 8ay
first, when my failures were only
result of boyish carelessness Or neg
gence; for his faith in my talent ¥
as unbounded &s his generosity.
when he saw my life was going fi
bad to worse, my art in conseque
following its footsteps, Lorenzl &p
to me seriously, and rebuked
blamed me unsparingly for the wi
losing of talent and soul. Arrog
always, [ brooked control or ad
from no man, even my life-long fri
First contemptuous, then pasgiona
angered by his plain gpeaking, 1
bim to leave my studio ; that I va
no saints or preachers there, and
he could keep his wisdom for pries
old women, instead of wasting i
men of the world, who had throw
the trammels of consclence once
forever,
After my curt dismissal Fran
Lorenz! never caine to my studio a
An estrangement arose betwee!
and we seldom met ; for his way C
and his companions were very d
entto mine, Indeed, I tried to.
him, for somehow or other I dr
the full, honest glance of the kind
and with the capacity of an
nature to corrupt good into
1 was beginning to hate the sci
as much as I had loved k.lm fore
Oa the rare cccasions on which W
he had looked at me wsth a gray
most pitying look which mad
me, Then poor blind fool that
I would redouble my reckless
ing, and pile on all the bitter,
ing cynicism I was capable of
tent if I could, as I fondly ima
shock him into turning away,
,nd serious. But now I know
‘Maestro ! you with your
great-hearted knowledge of the
of men and things, were not sh
20r even yet impressed, with m
rotlike puerilities, but you
heart yearned with unavallin
for a foolish lad who, like s
other young idiots, was rull
men believing themselves T
atom of the foul doctrines they
yet leading others to the brink
nation. Certain it is that
friends did little for me in ret
my devotion to their cause:
one commission 1 obtained fro
tavorably known as a promisir
ber of the advanced anti religi
came like a thing accursed !
:fe: bringing me, through |
lind jealousy, to the deed w
repentance can blot out fror
avenging record.
My firat laige commission
monument for a public squ
an important one for & young
Jjust beginning his career. !
tnation for its execution cau
ﬁouslderable amount of grat
or {t showed a confidence in

tles I had begun to lack sadly




