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OHAPTER XL
FATHER HANNIGAN'S SERMON,
It is right that we should follow the

two gentlemen with whom we pa
some hours ago on their way back from
the old castle, Maews was nearly over
when they arrived at the cottege; and
Richard qafeted his consclence for losing
it, by persusdiog bimeelf that his absence
Was & case of necessity,

A table in the ball, raleed to a sufliclent
height by means of two chairs, upon the
backs of which it rested, served the pur-
pose of an altar,

Me. Lowe was egain otruck by the
fervor of the people, who filled the ball
and kitchen, while not & fow kanelt on the
frozen ground outslde the hall-door. He
‘was not a little surprised to see Hugh
Kearney, officionsly sssisted by Phil
Lshy, “Iil'lnﬁ‘ Mase,”

Piloted by Kichard, be got into the hall,
the people making way for them ss they
went on, into the parlor, where Father
O’Nelll was still hearing confessions.

Mr Lowe sat in the window.seat next
the door, where he could see the altar snd
the cficlating clergyman. He saw that
be was too late for the sermon he was s0
anxlous to hear, as Father Hannigan was
in the act of taking off his vestments.

But thoggh Father Hsonigan had

delivered ;Engnln disconrse after the
fiest gospel, it was his habit to addres o
few homely words to the people, at the
conclusion of the Muss, npon whet we
may call local and {ndividusl toples. He
now turned round and began, in hls deep
big woice, with :
"b'l ow, what’s this T was going to say to
°
. He premed the fore finger of his left
band sgainst his temple, as if teying to re-
csll something that bad escaped his
memory, Mer. Lowe thonght he was
about glving up the attempt in despalr,
when he suddenly jerked up his head, ex-
cl.lﬂ‘lllnlu_- D* 1 \i

“ ay! ay! ye glve up steallp
the turf in the name o' Gl:‘od ! g .

“Everyone,” he continusd after a paure,
“‘must steal turf such weather as this that
baw’t it of thelr own. Bat eure if ye
didn’t know it was wrong, ye wouldn’t
ba telling it to the priest. And ye think
it would be more diegracefal to heg than
to steal it. That's a great mistake. No
dacent man would refuse a neighbor a
bamper of tuif euch weather as thls,
And a poor man Is not & beggar for acking
& hamper of tarf ruch weather as this
when he can’t get & day’s work, and the
Eastor water botties burstlng. Bat ye sll
know that stealing fs bad, and ye ought
fitter make your cases known to the priest,
aund maybe something might be done for
ye. Pride is & good thing—1lacent, manly
pride—and ’twill often keep & maa from
dolng & mane act even when he’s sorely
tempted. Fperit 1s a good thing, Bat,
take my word for it, there’s nothing Itke
HONESTY. And poverty, so long as 1t is
not brought on by auy fault of his own,
need never hiing a blush to any man's
cheek. Bo, in the name o'Gad, d’ya give
up stealing the tuxf,”

Here he paused, and Phll Lshy, sup.
poelag the discourse ended,advanced with
a bowl of holy water with & kind of brash
laid acrces it, for the purpose of e riovkling
the congregation before they Hispersed.
But Father Hannlgan motioned him back
and proceeded :

“Father O'Nelll s agaiost the beagles.
He says ’tls a shamo to hear the horn
souvding, and see ye scampering over
ditches and hedges on the Loxd’s Day,
Well, I don’t know what to say to thet.
’Tis the only day ye have for diversion of
any sort. And as long 23 ye are sure not
to lose Mass, I won't eay anything agalnst
the besgles. The farmers toll me they
don’t mind the loss to them to let thelr
aons keep K dog or two, And If ye meet
after Mass —mind, I say, after divine ser
vice—I don’t sce much harm In 1t. I'm
told, too, the gentlemen of the neighbor
hocd—that s, sach of them as are gentle-
mer—Jon’t object to it, as ye are honor-
able sportemen and spare the hares. But
then thore’s the hurling. There's a deal
of bad blood when ye hurl the two eldes
of the river. If there’s any more of the
work that was carrled on at the last
match, ye'll be the dlegeace of the country,
Instead of being, as ye are, the pride of
the barony. 'Tis glven up to the Knock-
nagow boys to be as apirited and well.
conducted s any In the county. Didn’t
I point ye out to the Liberator himself
the day of the Meeting, and he eald a
finer body of men he never laid hls eyes
on. Such men, sald he, are the bone and
slnew of the country. Some of the best
boys ye bad are gone since that tlme,
short as it 1:—"

Hore there was & murmur amongst the
women ; and a low, suppressed wail from
two or three whoss sone had but lately
emigrated, made bim pause for a moment.

“Well,” he continued, shaking his head
a8 the low wall dled away—“thank God
the crowbar brigade didn’t pay ye a visit
like other places ; and I hope there is no
daaoger of it, as the landlords here are not
exterminators like some I could mentlon,
I was in Cloonbeg the other day at a
funeral—I was curate there six years ago
—'twaa the fitst parleh I was sent to after
being ordained, and it broke my heart to
see the change. I could bardly belleve
’twas the same place. The people swept
away out of a whole elde of a country,
Jjust as 1f ’twas a flood that was after pae-
eing over it. I married some of ’em my-.
self and christened their children, and left
’em happy and comfortable. 'Tis little I
thought I'd ever pass the same road and
not find a human face to welcoms me.
Well, please God, there's no danger of ye
that way, at any rate. Aud yet, sure, 'tle
Nitle security ye have—but I won’t say
anything that might discourage ye.”

Father Hannigan turned toward the
altar, and Phil Lahy was again advancing
with the holy water ; but after takinga
ploch of enuff he resumed his address :

“I want you to keep up the good name
ye have, And talking of fuverals reminds
me of your conduct at the berrin’ of that

oor man ye brought to Kilree the week

fore last. 'T'was a charitable thing to
carey him thirteen long miles through the
teeming rain, and I know ye had pains in
our shoulders next morning after him,
;l‘wn a.charitable thlnﬁo lay his poor
old bones alongsde of wife and chil-

dren, as It was bis last whib—tho be
hadn't o chlck or ebild living belonglog to
him, I eay that was & charitable, Chrias
Irish aet—aad may God reward ye
forit. But th:i wﬁu excuse for :
way yo bebav o pasish priest o
Kll'uz sald such a set never came into his
luhl.
0e

And ould Peg Naughton, tbat
the sbeboen house at tbe church,
declared to myself that, thonqh she o

rted | there goin’ on fifty two years, 'twas the

drunkenest little funeral she ever laid her
eyeaon, In’t that & nice cha.rac.ter ye're
siruing for yourselves? Butl hope now

o'll remember my words. And now
Ln one request to ask of you. I want

e to promise me that ye'll dig the Widow
{(uung’l stubbles for ber. She hasn’t
sowl to do & band’s turn for her since her
boy lost bis health. Will ye promise me
now that as soon as the weather is fitting
ye'll dig the Widdow Keating's stubbles?
"Tls short ’twill take yo 1if ye all join
togotlm."

‘We'll do 1d, elr,”” “we will, sir, never
fear,” waa answered all round.

“i’ht'l right, boys. And now any of
ye that’s very badly off, come to Father
M’Mshon or myself and tell your story,
and don’t be ssbamed. There's a little
woney collected for cases of distress in
the town. And as the Msjor has sub-
scribed ten pounds, and we’re writing to
Sir Garret Butler for a subseription—and
"tlen’t easy to know to where to write to
him”—glancing towards the parlor window
—*tis only f
thelr own property sLould be looked after.
I may as well tell ye, too, the Major sent
Father M'Mahon o quarter of beef for
Chrlstmas. There's not a finer quarter of
beef in Munster this minute. "T'wouid do
your heart good to look at it.”

And abruptly selzing the brusb, he
dipped it in the holy water, and swarg bis
arm roucd so vigorously and dexterously
in all directions that even the gentleman
at the parlor window came In for a share.

The people now dispersed, and Mr
Lowe was conducted to the breakfast
room, ard formally intreduced to the
three clergymen,

CHAPTER XII.
MATRIMONY AND “MABRRIAGE MONEY,”
THE WIDOW'S LAST WISH.

In the matter of breakfast, Mrs,
Kearney came out in full force on the
occsslon of a Statlon, Even Mr, Lowe
could not help taking notice of the die
plsy on the table. The antique ellver
coffse pot was particularly conspicuous,
and it was quite affecting to eee the
reverential gentleness with which the
good woman haniled this relic of the
O'Oarrolls, Her fingers would sometimes
plsy softly on the lid fu a mauner that
caused her husbaud vislble anxiety ; for
the coffee: pot had been her grandmother’s,
and was presented to herself at the time
of hor marrlage by her Uncle Dan., A
tall urn was equally an objsct of dread to
honest Maurice ; and when she was heord
to ask Father M’Mahon did he remember
the day long ago, when he wasa young
student, that the urn was upset by Annie
Cleary’s eleeve belog caught by the deer’s
horns oa tha lid, a full and true hlstory of
Billydunmore wae looked upon s insvit
able, But, fortunatsly, the houeekeeper
whispered into bher ear that a certaln
cream jug, which, by ight, should have
attended the coffee pot, was forgotten ;
and the announcement so startled Mrs
Kearney ae for the time to pat Ballydun.
more and the tea-urn completely out of
ber head. Father M'Mahon spoke little,
and seemed to the stranger reserved, and
even haughty.

The reserve of the young curate was of
a different sort, and evidently arose from
bachfulnees,

Bat Father Hannlgan had something to
eay to every one ; and Mr, Lowe was not
long In discovering that, with all hia
pecu'arities, Father Hannigan was a
scholar and a gentloeman.

Oa finding that the strarger had taken
his degree In one of the Euglish univer-
sltles, Father Hannigan engsged him upon
some knotty points of classical learning,
aud the young A. B. eoon began to feel
not quite at his eass with so able an an-
tagouist,

Grace pald great attention to this learned
encounter, and looked so exceedingly
wise with her elbow on the table and ior
chin resting on the little finger of her left
band, that Mary was in doabt whether she
did not really understand every word,

‘“Really, Grace,” sald she, speaklng so
low as not to be heard by the gentlemen,
‘'one would tt.ink you are as familiar with
Homer and Virgll and the rest of them as
you are with Longfellow and Siduey
Smy"t.h, to say nothing of Robinson Cru:
80e,

“Indeed, no,” she replied, with a half-
dlspleased look, and dropping her hand on
the table ; “but I was remarkiog that Mcr,
Lowe pronounces Latin like paps, and
Father Hannigan like the ‘Brehon.’

“He picked up that in Trinity Oollege,”
said Father Haunigan, who sat next her,
and heard part of her remark. “That's
not the way he pronounced it when he
snd I read Virgll together in Larry
O'Rourke’s mud-wall seminary in Glou
namuckadhee,”

“Ob, perhaps 80,” replled Grace, not at
all pleased that her papa had read Virgll
{n a mud-wall seminary, and in a place
with such & name as Glounamuckadhee,

‘‘Ay, then,” continued the priest, with
o twinkle in his eye, as if he took pleasure
in teaslog her; “and every one of us
brought a sod of turf under his arm to
echool daring the winter.”

Grace looked quite offended, and made
no reply.

“l am told,” eald Mr, Lowe, “that
Doctor Kiely s at present writlng & work
on Irish antiquites,”

The eyes of |the offended young lady
sparkled with plessure as she fixed them
with a look of pleased surprise on the
speaker,

“Yes,” sald ehe, In & softened tone, “he
devotes nearly all the time he can spare
from his professlonal dutlea to it.”

“[t 1a a very interesting subject,” he
added. “I have heard Dr, Kiely's articles
spoken highly of.”

Grace was 80 delighted that Larry
O'Rourke’s mud-wall seminary and the
sods of turf vanished from her mind and
lefc not a trace behind,

“Will you bave many weddings this
shrove {" Maurice Kearney asked, turnin,
to the parish priest, who was so absorb,
in thought that this sudden address made
him start,

“‘Well,” he replied, In his clear, sllvery

volcs, “I fear not. All my boys sesm

that cases of hardsbip on | d

bent upon going elsewbere for wives, I
bave already given balf a-dosen oertifi.
oates, while as yot I have beard of no one
returnivg the compliment.”

“Ned Brophy is gettinvg s fine fortune,”
sid Mr, Kearpey.

“S80 I'm told,” replied Father M'Ma-
bon ; and Mary thought she could see a
look of displeasure iu his face, which she
could not belp coumecting with the tear
she noticed on Nancy Hogan's pale cheek
as sho was leaving the drawing room after
confession an hour or two before.

“Two_bundred gold sovere'gns,” con-
tinned Mr, Kearney, “out of an ould
saucepan.”

Thin plecs of information regarding
Ned Brophy’s good luck caused a general
laugh ; the more readily, perhaps, because
1t was glven with a look of perfect gravity.

“And you would not miss it out of it,"
be continued, sceming quite uncouseious
of thelr mizth,

“Oat of what, eizr ”” Richard asked,

“The eaucepan,” replied his father;
“Ned himself tc11 me s0,”

“Do you approve of this fortune.hunt-
ing, Mis Kearney I” Father M’Mihon
asked, tarnicg to Mory,

“No, sir,” she replied, blusbing deeply,
“I don’t like it at all”

“And what do you say, Mies Kiely 1"

“1 really have not thought much on the
subject,” Grace replied. *Bat 1t is by no
msans unpleasant to be rich. And I'm
rather iuclined to think thers la a good
eal cf truth in the proverb: ‘When
poverty enters the door, love flles out at
the window.’”

Father M'Mahon lent back in his arm.
chair, and laughed a low and somewhst
satirical laugh

“I fear,” he sald, “there s not much
love 1o some of these cases. I aw as much
opposed as apybody to imprudect mar.
ringes, But this buying aud selling isa
bad business.”

“Sure you doun’t want them to be like
the Protestants 1” Mrs. Kearney observed
reproachfally.

“The Protestants |” Father M'Mahon
replied with surprise. “How is that 1’

“I never kuew a Protestant,” she re.
plied, “‘that would not live with a husband
on a lough of water,”

Father M Mshon opened his eyes and
seemed to want wore enlightenment.

“‘There are the three Miss Armetrongs,”
continued Mrs, Kearney ; “the youngest,
to be sure, made a very gcod match—
though she badn’t a penny—ior they were
after loeing the property before her mar.
risge. But the two eldest g'rls, with thelr
fine fortunes, married poor men—:hough
they were respectable, I know, and sen-
sibletoo, One of them, I'm told, 1s doing
well in Dublio ; and Mr, Armstrong tells
me Fanoy cald in her last letter from
Australia that they expected to come
howme and purckase an estate in Ireland
yet, tkey are making a fortune eo
rapidly ”

“Mr, Lowe,” said Mary, “you ought to
mske mamma & bow. She has compli-
mented both the ladles and geutlemen of
yoaur religlon at our expenss.”

“And look at the Miss O'Dwyers,” con-
tinued Mrs. Kenrney, not heeding the in
terruption ; “the fact is, I belisve they’ll
never get wmarried, as they can fiad no
snitable matches ”

“It might be better for them to be
deing well in Dublln, or even makicg
a fortune in Australls,” said Father
M’Mahen.

“ls 1t a fact,” Mr Mr Lowe asked,
turning to Hugh, “chat Protestents are
less hard to be pleased in the cholce of
wives and husbands than Catholles in Ire
land 17

“It does really seem they take the
plunge more courageously,” replied Hugh,
“I bave noticed instances of it even among
the humbler clasees.”

“Yee,” sald bis mother, “there Is Gouorge
Hertford, who gave hia dangbter to Henry
Johuson, the pensioner's eon, though he
hedo’t & trade or anything, Took him
into his house and kept him till he got a
sltuation in the jail,”

“Ab, that throws some light upon the
matter,” said Father M’Mabon ; “sltua.
tlone of all kinds, high snd low, are re
served for the professors of the favored
creed ; landlords, too, will give farms at
iowe’f ronts to Protestants than to Catho-
lcs

“And leases,” eald Mr. Kearney., *I
don’t know a Protestant that hasn’t a
good lease ”

“Yes,” Father M'Mahon rejolned, and
it would seem the rule will soon be that
Catholics will have no leases. And it is
this state of dependencs, this uncertaint:
of being able to keep a roof over their
heads, that has made marrisges the mercen-
ary bargains they ofien are among us.”

“It was not alwaye s0,” Father Hannl
gan remarked. “I remember a time, my-
self, when the man looked more to the
women and less to the fortune than
now."”

“That ls true,” eald Father M'Mahon.
‘‘Lenses were general then, and the people
were consequently more independent
Emancipation has done us harm in this
respect, The eacrifice of the Forty shill
lvg Freeholders was a great injury to the
country,”

TO BE CONTINUED,

Never Nay Die!

Scourged with uloers, bolls and tetter,

Weak of limb and sore of eye,
Hoveless now of growing better,
Surely one must die.

Not at all, poor, discouraged sufferer
from disordered blood and sorofulous
trouble. Take Dr, Pierce's Golden Medi-
cal Discovery, the great blood- purifyer and
life-saver of modern days. All those un-
wholesome gores and blood disovders may
be curad, and the victim will look and feel
like & new man. It is WARRANTED to hene-
or cure or money paid for it promptly re-
turned,

Perfection is attained in Dr. Sage’s
Catarrah Remedy, It cures the worst
CaBes,

Death Dealing Drugs
Such as Calomel, Morphire, eto., are re-
medies better left alone. 'hey often
weaken even strong constitutions, This
Burdock Blood Bitters never does, it con-
tains no mineral or other poison, and cures
all diseases of the stemach, liver, kidneys,
bowels, and bioud by unlocking the secre-
tions and removing all impaurities,

A New Element

Maust be infused into the blood of the weak
and debilitated, who suffer from disease of
the stomach, liver, bowels, kidneys or
blood, This revitalizing constituent is
supplied by Burdock Blood Bitters which
repairs waste, drives out all impurities and
restores health to the entire system.

THE OLD CLOAK,

L

At the top of the church stesple the
Bells were talking together. The two
youogest were crosms, and sald to each
other ;

“Isft not time to sleep? Mldnight s
nosr at band, and twice we have been
shaken; we bave been firced to ralse our
volces in the ‘darkoess just as if it were
broad daylight and ssif we had toring for
the Bundsy Maw, There are men fusing
in the church down there ; are they golog
to worry us agalu 7 Csnnot we be lef: in
peace 1" ~

The oldest of the Bslle grunted lngri'l‘y
snd in & deep though choaked voice ¢ d
to the others ;

“Be silint, children! You are talking
nonsense. hen you wentto R me to be
blassed you were consecrated to do your
duty ; do you not know that the first min
ute of Chelatmas Day is golng to strike
and that you must now celebrate the birth
of Him for whose resurrection you have
sung 1"

A young Bell then sald piteoualy :

“It’s 00 cold!”

The old one replied sternly :

“D> you think that He was vot cold
when He csme Into the world, frafl,
paked avd cryiog? Did He not suffer on
the helghts of Bethlehem, when the ox and
the asa warmed His poor frczsn imbs with
theiz breath 7 Iostead of grambling and
complsining put forth your sweetest tones
in memory of the hymn which His Mother
sang to put Him te sleep, Make ready ; I
soe they are lighting the candles ; near the
altar of the Lady Clugol they bavemadea
orib ; the banner has been taken out of its
sheatb ; the beadle {s hurrylng about ; be
hasa bad cold and {e sneezin ;oh, fie |now
he is snuffing a candle with hia fingers!
Monsteur le Oure has put on his best
embroidered alb; I hear a clattering of
wooden shoes, the peseants are coming to
pray ; now the clock s golng to strike—
the houris come! Yaule, Yule! ring now,
ring a full peal, that no one may say we
have not summoned Christians to the mid-
night Mawm !”

11,

It bad been enowing heavily for thrae
days ; the aky wes dark almost to black
pess, the earth was white, the north wind
moaned in the trees, the large pond wes
frozom, and the little birde were very
bungry, Women, folded in large brown
cloaks edged with black velvet, and men
well wrapped in thelr warm outer gar.
ment slowly entered the church. Kueel-
fng, with bent heads, they repeated the
reeponses to the Scripture words of good
tidings uttered by the priest. The Incense
barned ; before the aitar, lighted up with
candles, were a few Christmae trees ”

At the entrance to the church, bebind a
column beariog the holy water font, a
child was kneeling, barefooted, for he had
taken off hls wooden ehoes to avold mak.
ing & nolse. He was dressod in & thin
blouse of blue cotton stuff, notwithstand.
Ing the cold ; his cap lay before him on the
pavement of the church, and with clasped
hands he prayed :

“For the soul of my father who s gone,
for the life of my mother who is eo ill,
and aleo for me, for Thy poor litile
Jacques, who loves Thee so much—ob, my
Fatber in heaven, I pray to Thee I”

The child wept as ke prayed ; he seemed
lost in the fervor of his supplication ; he
remained kneeling daring the whole Mass,
end only rafsed his bent head when the
priest uttered the final words, “Ita missa
est,” (G, you are dlsmissed.”)

The crowd gathered under the pozch of
the church ; each worshipper lit & lactern ;
the women drew thelr mantles round
them, the men ralsed the collara of their
cloaks, end all shivered,

“How cold 1t 1 ! & boy said to Jacques,
“Are you com!ng with us ?”

But he snswered “No, I have no time,”
end begsn to run.

From afar he heard the villsgers sing
ing, as they went on thelr way home, the
old French hymn “Il est ne {e divia En-
fant,” (“For us & Chi!d isborn,”)

I1L

Jacques reached his mother’s cottage,
which uestled in & hollow at the foot of
the Lill at the end of the village, He
gently opened the door, and felt bis way
through the room, where there was no fire
or light.

“Ig that you, little one 1"

%“Yes, mother.”

“I bave prayed while you were praying,
as I could not go to church. You must
be sleepy ; go to bed, my child. Do not
worry about me, I want nothing ; if I get
thiraty, there 1s & jug of water within
reach.”

In a corner of the room near Marguer.
ite’s bed Jacques shook up a heap of dried
grasses and ferns ; he then lay down, drew
a rag of a counterpane over him, lald his
head on hls arm, and went to sleep. But
Mnriuerite remalned awake; she was
thin |n§ deeply, and weeplng, though
trying hard to make no sound, lest she
should rouse the child. She clasped her
hands despalringly, and thought to her.
self, “What will become of us ? Here am
I, unable to leave this bed ; I cannot even
go out charlng to earn a fow sous. We

ave not pald the year’s taxes ; the baker's
tally is covered with notches, and credit
will be refased to us. Jacques ia willing,
but he is too young and too weak to earn
much, Ob, what will become of us? Ob,
if my poor good man were not dead ! He
took all our happiness away with him !”
Then, hiding her face in her poor plllow,
aa she felt the tears ran down her cheeks,
emaciated and burniog with fever, she
thought of the happy days gone by, and
cried still more.

Her husband had been a steady, hard-
working, honest man, who had won the
good-will of all except the landlords of
thllc houses, where he never went.

hen he wes called for the conscription
he was employed to drive the military
baggage wuggonl, for he drove well and
was kind to h!s horees, never going to his
own rest till he had made them comfort.
able. He was proud of the time when he
bad ‘‘gone to the war with tha army,”
and said, laughingly, “I have carted the
flory of the wars in the Crimea and

taly.” When he returned to his-native
village ke found Marguerite still free.
He had known her from childhood, and
loved her. They married without sy
provislon but their industry ; Marguorite’s
only adornment on her wedding day was
& new cap, costing three framcs, The

boase lived in was thelr own ; it was
very |, very shabby, and out of ze-
pair ; but they weze happy there, for they
were bard working and bonest, and they
loved each other. 8o the nelghbore sald:

“La Margaerite was, efter all, not so
silly when she married Grand Plerre ; he
is & good end stzong workman, who {s at
his work esrly and late, who s thzifty, and
does not drink.”

Yes, Grand-Plerre was a good workman
—active, ponctusl, talkiog little, but toll.
fog bard. He was employed ina stone:
quarry, and drove a cart loaded with large
blocks of stone, dragged by four powerful
horses. Plerre excelled in the manage
ment of the crane ; he knew well how to
load and balance the hoge etones, and
bow to bring them safely down the steep-
est declivities leading to the plain. When
his day’s taek wasdone Plerre came home ;
his bowl of soup was ready for bim, with
bis jog of cider; he then bung up his
homespun carter’s closk on a nall, put his
whip down in a corner, and, taking off his
woolen cap, sald to Masgaerite :

“Come, mistress, ot down and let us
bave supper, for it 1s time to feel very

Ty

bungry.’

ATI seemed bright and cheerful in the
youcrg couple’s humbie home, where soon
Was seen & wicker cradle, made by Pierre
in the evenings, for little Jucques was
just born.

But bapplness {s not lasting in this
world ; an Arablan proverbsays : “When
thou bast painted thy house rose color,
then fate comes to turn it black. “For
eleven yoars Plerre snd Marguerite had
lived joyfully, without anxiety for the
fature, when misfortune crossed the thres.
ho!d, took up 1ts abode in the house, and
would not leave it. Oae dark, dreary win.
ter day Grand:Plerre set out early in the
morning for the mountain quarry. After
bavivg londed his cart carefully and
brought his horses, holding them by the
bridle, through the most difficult defiles,
he felt tired, and sat down on the cart,
leaning against & huge block of granite,
Unconsclouely bis eyes closed, and, lalled
by the motlon of the vebicle and the
monotonous tinkle of the bells, he feil
sleep and woke no more in this world.
One of the wheels paseed over a thick
bough which lay across the road; there
was a sharp shock, and Plerre was thrown
down. Before he could move or rise, the
the wheel of the heavy cart had crushed
his chest,

The horses went on thelr way, uncon-

fous that thelr driver, their old friend,
ay dead behind them. They came t»
where lived tbe master of the quarry and
stopped before his door, “Where 1 Grand-
Plerre 1” Scarch was made ; they went
to his houee ; he was not there, and Mar-
guerite was getting anxlous, Night had
come. They took lanterns, they lighted
torches, they followed the mountain road,
calling out “Ho, Grand-Plerre i No
one apswered. At last they found him,
poor fellow ! lylug scross the roed, with
outstretched arms, his chest crushed im.
The wheel had torn his cartsr’s cloak,
which was stained with blocd.

All the villagers followed the fumeral
to the church snd to the graveyard ; all
came to press Marguerite’s hand as she
stood, white as wax only her lips moving,
for sbe prayed ; but she could only say :

“Lord, bave mercy upon me! Oh!
Lord, have mercy upon me !”

Jacques bad jast reached his tenth year,
He dia not, he could zot, understand the
extent of the calamity which had fallen
upon them ; but he ciled when he saw his
mother shed tears, and so he often cried.
Since the day when Grand Pierre had been
80 suddenly overtaken by death misfor-
tune had marked that cottage which had
been 80 happy ; now it witaessed more
than poverty—eheer wretchedness and
misery, So this fs why Marguerite sob
bed eo bitterly on Christmas night,

IV,

When the first struggling rags of the
Winter dawn awakened him J acquea rose ;
he shook cff the bits of dry grass which
had got Into bis halr, and looked at his
mother. She was lying with half-shut
eyee, pale lips and the red fever spots on
her cheeks. 8till ehe smiled, and nodded
to her son.

“Have yonu slept well, mother ?”

“Oh, yes, little one, well enough. I feel
better, but I am rather cold ; you had
better light the fire.”

Jacques looked in all the corners ¢ f the
room, opened a cupboard, went into the
little cellar, where formerly provisions
were kept, and then eald ruefully :

“There {8 no wood.”

Marguerite looked up to heaven.

“What Is to be done " Then, trylng to
emile, she sald : “Never mind, little one, I
don’t feel #o cold now.”

Jacques had eat down on a large stone
which served him for a seat ; with a peb-
ble, used as & hammer, he was driving a
nall to faaten a strap on his wooden shoe,
He elipped it on, drew bis cap over his
ears, and sald to his mother : “I willgo on
the mountain and look for dry sticks,”

“Bat it 1s Christmas Day.’

““Thls is needful work, and Monaieur le
Cure will not be angry.”

““Little one, but you will be transgress-
ing rules, the sticks are only allowed to be
gathered on Saturdays.”

“Never mind, mother ; the gards cham.

etre won't see me, I will ba back directly.
eanwhile draw your blanket over your
thoulders and try to kesp warm.”

Marguerite stiil hesitated, but at last she
sald : “Go, then, dear ehlli ! God will
bless you because you take care of your
mother,”

Little Jacques put a knife in his pocket,
threw a plece of rope over his shoulder to
tle the fagots that he hoped to gather, and
opened the door. A tremendous gust of
wind and snow pushed him back and
filled the room.

‘What weather !” sald Jacques,

“Oh! mon Dien !” cried M arguerite, “It
{s llke a white flood! Listen, little one;
you are only thinly clad, and you are not
fit to meet the blast, Open yonder chest,
in which I put away the clothes of m
poor good man till you should be tall
eno “F to wear them, glve me his cloak—
the cloak in which they brought bim back
to me on that dreadful day—you will
wrap it around you, and the cold will not
hurt you. We must have no more sick
people in the houee.”

Jacques took the cloak, which was eare
fully folded in the chest ; on the top lay
eprig of onr%uen which had lain upon
the coffin, The cloak was one of those
large wraps in thick woolen stuff, striped
black and white, used by shepherds and

drivers; it had a black velvet collar and
was fastened with & brass clasp. It was
torp, and the rent had dark stains of red,
Jacques drew the cloak around him, bat
it was too long, and trailed on the ground
bebind bim, Marguerite made a large
fold inelde, and looked everywhere for
pins to fasten it ; but they were so poor
that no pins could be fourd. Jacques,
who was lnfonloul. picked up some long
thorns, which had belonged to & burnt
fagot ; the thorns were used instead of

ins, and then Jacques put on the cloak.
5 ust ae he was going out, with his hand on
the door.latch, Marguerite called him
back

“f you see the Cruclfix of Treves,
don’t forget to say & prayer.”

V.

Jacques trudged on the road; mo
humau belng could be seen far or near;
all was sad and desolate ; the snow fell
fast, and scemed to fall horizonlally, belng
driven so violently by the north wind ; a
crow, perched on the highest branch of a
poplar, crosked as he passed. From time
to time little Jacques was obliged to sto
and stamp bis feet, for the snow h
gathered under bis wooden shoer. He was
not cold, but the cloak seemed very
heavy ; nevertheless he trudged on bravely
through the storm ; for he was a good
little fellow, with plenty of spirit and a
firm will to do bis duty. He had walked
a long way, and was jaet reaching the first
shoulder of the mounutain where the forest
begen, when he stopped short, greatly
frightened, for there was ghe garde cham -
petre, with bis cocked hat and his sword,
smoking his pipe.

He was greatly feared by all the young-
sters, grutt‘‘Pere Monbache,” who, bofore
being raised to the diguity of garde.
champetre, had been in the army, as sapeur
w0 a regiment of grenadiers, and who so
often talked of his sxe, which he un.
grammatically called “mon bache,” that
his surname stuck to him, and he was
known as “Pere Monhache.” Woe to
the urchins who were caught trespassing,
orstealing apples, or shaking plum trees !
he caught them by the ear, growling
terrifically ; and dragged them straight
to Monsieur la Maire, who, after a solemn
reprimand, bad them taken to their
fathers, with the announcement that
personal chastisement was expected by
the authoritios,

Jacques was consequently extremely
frightened, when he tound himself sud-
denly face toface with the merciless arm
of the law,

‘Waere are you going, Jacques, my
boy, in the devil’s own weather "

Jacques was tempted to seek some ex-
cuse or equivocation; but he remem-
bered that his father had told him that
he must always speak the truth, and
though bis heart throbbed fast he an.
swered bravely :

“I am going to the mountain, Father
Monhache, to gather dry sticks, because
we have none, and mother is ill and very
cold,”

The gerde champetre uttered an expletive
that e would have done better 10 keep
to himeelf ; his moustache quivered,
then he rubbed his eyes and eaid grufily :
“This north wind Lurts one’s eyes and
makes them water.”

Then, looking at Jacques, not at all
croaely, he added :

“8o, little Jacques, you are going on
the mountsin? Well, we must part
company, for I am going toward the
plain, 80 we shan’t meet ; and when you
come back, if I come across you—well, I
won't look that way, I was a friend of
Grand- Pierre ; he wasa good, honest fel-
low who never did anybody any harm,
and I am sorry to find that his widow is
in trouble, To day, on account of
Cbristmas, we have made rome nice
eoup at home; never fear Marguerite
shall have some, and I will take it to her.
These are bad times to go through, Jac-
ques, boy—but I bave ceen worse, when
1 used to carry mon hache at the head of
the regiment. Keep a good heart, and
8sy notbing about what I have just told
you, or I will pull your ears.”

The garde champetre walked off, shrug.
ging his shoulders, half-sorrowfully, half-
crossly, A few paces further he sud-
denly turned round and called out:
“Ho ! Jacques, boy, go to the underwood
of La Prevote ; you will find more dry
sticks there than anywhere else,”

VI,

“Well, sfter all, he s not so cross as
they say, Pere Monhache,” thought little
Jacques, as he went on his way. The
mountain path was very steep for his
little legs, and the enow made it worse,
He stopped to take breath, and, notwith-
standing the cold and the biting wind, he
wiped the drops off his forehead before he
went on, Every now and then, in the
dreary sllence, & sort of groaning sound
was heard ; it was some branch giving way
under its load of snow. No birds flew
about the trees, but a few aparrows
speckled the anow seeking thelr food and
looked like dark stalns on the white
ground. Asif to help bis ateps and gen
lrh'lt as he went on, Jacques began to
[ nq the Christmas hymn *Il est ne le
dll{ ne Iiixhnt Jigd

¢ walked, bending forward, strugglin
slipping, sinking up to his knees !nggnog:
but i“ keeping up a brave heart, and even
laughing, when his foot caught in some
impediment and he rolled overin the snow,
Come, one effort more! There Is La Pre.
vote's wood, where Father Monhache sald
there would be dry sticks, And, in truth,
they were plentiful.

Above the withered heather, above the
balf-burled thorns, the snow traced fur-
rows where the ends of the sticks could be
seen. Little Jacques set to work ; oh, how
hard it was! He had taken off his cloak,
because it prevented him from moving
his arme freely ; his legs were burled o
the snow, bis hands, his arms werenumbed
with cold, and yet the hot drops rolled
doﬁn hll- {‘Acl:.

e ralsed himself up to look proudi
at the blg fagot now gathered tggetlury,
thinking joyfally of the bright blazs that
would warm his mother when he got

He wished very much to gather a
few ferns to make his bed eofter, but he
was afrald that it might be wrorg to take
them ; then, too, it was time to g0 home ;
mother was shiverlug under her thin
blanket, while the stormy wind howled
ngund the he%muc.

acques had gathered up as many dr
sticks as he had strength to arry', bnyt
still be could not resiat adding two or
three more nice arlap branches ; with the

oy
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rope he ticd bis bundle carefully, le
sbould lose a twig on his way ; the
threw bis cloak around him, ard, les
on & stick he took the shortest cut
led to the village. Hie loq- shook a
o8 he trudged on, for the Joad was h
and the enow deep ; often he was ob
to stop and take breath, lesnlog agai;
tree.

VIL

Walking on bravely, though wearl):
come to au open place where several
zoads met ; it was the Treves, Form
in the days of the Romans, it had
called Teivium, for there were three 1
branching cff ; the Latin word has |
corrupted into the French word
Treve. Formerly there had been an
dedicated to Mercury, the protector o
roadside, the god snd frlend of ped
and thieves. The Christiaus threw ¢
the pagen altar and erected in its ste
large crucifix of granite ; on the bacen
worn awsy by ecreeping plants, may
be read: An, Dom. 1314, Darin
Hundred Years' War the image of
was broken, and its remains strewes
ground, but when the victories of Jos
Arc had restored the Kingdom of Fr
to “the little King Boarges,” the st
had been put back in its origin place,
was much treasured In the nelghborh

On the pedestal, with extended
palled to the cress the figure of C
seemed to summon all sinners to
refuge in His embrace. The image
of large size, and in the folds of the g
birds had made thelr nests, which had
been disturbed, The face was turned
ward the eaat ; the eyes, opened wide
intenelty of enffering, were ralsed toy
Heaven, as If they sought for the
which guided the wise men, and appe
to the shepherds of Bathlehem. By
elde of the great crucifix had been pla:
mountainash trees, Waose red be
recalled the memory of the drops of b
which foll from the Saviour’s brow.

Marguerite loved to pray at the foo
the great crucifix of Treves because
men who had brougbt back her husba
body, sad and weary, had rested there
had prayed for the soul which had so
denly been taken by death. This fs
she had sald to her boy: “When you
before the crucifix of Treves stop and
s prayer.”

VIIL

Jacques bad not forgotten his motl
destre ; he put down his ioad of wood
began to eay his prayers, while the v
mosaned dremily rou:d him, Herepe
the prayers which he bad been taug}
the village Catechism, held by Mons
le Cure, and other words aleo which ¢
naturally to his lips fir they spravg f
bis heart. As he prayed he looked at
face of the Saviour on which the dri
snow was falling ; he gezed at the pa
lips, the upturned eyes, with their
pression of lufinite suffering, the i
convulsed by the last death struggle,

Jacques bad been well taught ; be ki
that what he saw was only a represe
tion of that terrible ecene on Mount (
vary which had been relsted to bim ;
the memories it recalled were so v
that he could not bear to look at it ;
seemed to be witnessiog tbe death of
Redeemer, and he was mlserable ;
longed to do somethirg to comfort
Divine Sufferer, When he had finls

{s prayers he tock up his load of w
and moved away. But after walkin
few paces he turned and agaln gazed
the image of the Saviour. A guit
wind covered the figure with an
Jacques thought cf Calvary, and the «
suffered there, In addition to all the o!
tortures aud estopped. “Ab, poor
Diev ! how cold you were!’ and he c
back to the crucifix, unwittingly etan
on the very spot where his dead fal
had been lald. J

He took off his cloak, and, by cling
to the stone girdle, he managed a
climbing the pedestal, to reach
shoulders of the figure eo as to throw
cloak over them ; he took out the tha
which bad looped it up, and spread i
such wiae as to cover the_bgure, He
down, stepped back to judge of the
sult of his efforts, and was_pleased, ¢
ing in his childish simplicity, “:\’Iow,
least, He does not look g0 cold,’

Jacques ran off, while the biting w
blew round bhim and through his p
little cotton blouse. He flew down
bill like a young colt, feeling meanw!
the hard wood shaking up and down ¢
bruising bis shoulders, Breathless,
stopped at the foot of the hill nes
ravine sheltered by fir trees from
enow and wind, Oh, how tired he w

He got down into the ravine i
thought he would rest—only fo:
minute—before going home to
mother. He pusbed the wood under
head and stretched his limbs, say
meanwhile, “I must not go to sleep
must not go tosleep!” But, as he spc
he fell aslé®p.

IX.

When little Jacques awoke he loo
sround and was greatly astonisk
Where was the ravine, the snow,
forest, the mountain, the dark sky,
jcy wind? All gone ; and where was
precious fagot of wood 1 That was g
too; he thought he was dreaming,
rubbed his eyes, He had never seen
place where he was, nor bad it ever by
desoribed to him. In vain he look
he could understand nplhmg;‘ but
was inconoeivably beautiful, The ait
breathed was soft and warm, and seen
to vibrate with delicious music.

Jacques rose, but he could not feel
hard ground under his feet ; he seen
to float on somethirg soft which b
bim up, and all his weariness had
appeared. A bright balo of light seen
to surround him. But what a beaut
cloak was thrown over his shoulde
Who could heve given him such a cloe
He had never seen any one like it ;
stuft seemed all luminocus, yet pluel
the sky and us if spangled with st
His hands—his poor little hand
cracked with cold, swollen with ¢
blains, hardened by rough work—w
they were as white end soft as the |
of swan's wings! Jacques was ast

i but he was not frightened ; he
1::;;1," or anxiety ; not only was
ful and hapt_py, rblflﬁ their[eb;n;

1 sense of relief, as
‘g'::?-i‘;t‘;f .a heavy bm:d’en which |
weighed him down hitherto, and
whioh he thought no more, being nov




