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"I wm even now thinking ol Ihoie 
word* ol yours," wm tha reply. “II 
la very étrange."

“Net to me," replied Dnpont. 
"God ean not fall te make good Hie 
everlMttng word. He bai given Hie

By Auha 0. Mmoeun promlia to the rlghteone that they
CHAPTER XXXV ihall prevail over their enemies.

_ „ ... That woman worked all her life to
w °LeZ,,P0Weü ,no?M?,.d a deilroy your father , happtne.e, and
N Mb villa, where he Joined General iDllgBd lbe WCOnght unutterable woe 
Morgen, who, oollectlng a few eol- lo hltlell. she brought lu a etranger 
diet, ol Me own and other commend., to lnhe,,t he, llol.n property, who 
proceeded to Riohmond. Onhle artiv belped to mBke her mieery
£ l,“ ®b8* 0,®y Mor«“ w“mtde lbe greater, more overwhelming."
idol of the day. For week, he war 8 ... , „___.„
the eity’e gaeet, and military and What ha. become ol Mlea Sear» ? 
civilian authority vied In doing him 1,ked 1 owe11,
honor. In the eprlng following he She 1» the wife ol Howard Dallai. 
Wae cent to eoathern Virginia to What brought about inch a union I 
take command ol the troop, etationed can not lay. Probably It wae inter- 
there. He egaln proved hii worth ae eet on her part, lonelineie on hie. 
a eoldler and a general, and eome ol Hii place il offered for «ale. He 
hie moil brilliant and daring exploite Intendi to leave Kentucky." 
were perlormed during there lait “ What ol the Toide ? " then Mked 
month, of hie life. Powell, and hii voice war muffled,

But the clore had eome. The man while a film hid the flee ol hii dark 
who had eicaped the bulletr ol gal eyer. lor the death of Hal wai, and 
lent enemler, who had pMeed danger would remain, an unhealed wound in 
in a thousand disguises, fell at length hii loyal heart, 
a victim ol treachery the blaokert “The Judge had to cell over half ol 
that can «tain a human heart— hie eetate to dear off the debt he 
treachery agalnet an uneurpecting had incurred during the war. He le 
guert. Marching come what in one of the few who made no profit 
advance ol hii command, which he out ol their patrlotirm. In the lari 
wae leading agalnet the Union loroee battle in which hii regiment wae en- 
at Bnll'i Gap, General Morgan, with gaged, Thomai wae wounded in per- 
Major Gaeeet, made his headquarter» terming a heroic act, Thlr wen him 
In the town oi Greenville. Under a Colonel', reek, and he war on the 
the cover ol darknere the younger etreight line lor promotion when our 
Mr.. William» hurried to the Union greM Robert Lee .topped thto fratri 
commander at Bull’. Gap, and to him oldal war. Thomai'i conduct, which 
betrayed her mother', guert and her had added new laureli to the name, 
eeuntry'i dauntleei defender. A body la the only ray of light that new llei 
ol cavalry, a hundred etreng, wae acron my poor old blend’, darkened 
eenl te obture the defenceleir man. path. Thomai intendi to eludy law, 
When at daybreak they dMhed into and ae he and BmiIb have made up 
light, a roldiar, who wae among the their diflerencM, in time I inppoee 
Bret to return to hii General in they will marry. My daughter in 
Naahvllle, eped toward the headquar- law lort all her wealth except her 
ten with the intelligence. A bullet landed property, and that you know 
teem the Union leader brought him u an expenie to her now inetead ol 
to the ground. He itaggered to hie a source of profit. But I vu for
int, and with almoit inperhuman lunate in inverting in the Willow- 
etrength ran on and rucoeeded in wild plantation. I think I ihall buy 
reaching the General’i apartment, the Dallaa estate. I love Kentucky.” 
Morgan, who had riien early that •- And—Mils Cartleton ?” asked 
morning, wm pacing hie imall room, colonel Powell, 
impatiently awaiting the hour set 
for him to .tart with his men for this 
battle, which, if victorious tor him, 
would break the strength ol the 
Federal forces in eait Tennessee.
The door was wrenched open, but on 
seeing his General the man stopped, 
drewhimself up and saluted. Morgan, 
who never forgot a face, alter the 
first glance recognized the soldier 
who had deierted bom the command 
during the first Kentucky raid sooner 
than asoept the punishment he had 
incurred for attempting to steaj Lucy 
Manatee's gray hone.

"Sit I" gasped the soldier, and the 
blood cams with the words from the 
blue llpi, “the enemy is coming !
Fly 1 Hide yourself I” With that he 
dropptd to the floor. Morgan was 
instantly beside him, and lilted the 
dying man's head, while Major 
Gaeeet cried

“For God'e lake, General, come onl 
There isn't a moment to be lost I"

Bven ae he epoke, the sound ol 
horses' galloping feet broke upon the 
morning stillness. The soldier made 
an effort to repeat Major Gasset's 
warning, but Mr voice failed him.
He lilted the General'! hand to hie 
lips, smiled and died. The humane 
Morgan laid the dead soldier gently 
on the floor and followed Major 
Gasset, who had leaped bom the 
window. But the garden and home 
were surrounded. Bscape was im
possible, resirtanoe vain, and Morgan 
surrendered. Then andasthiswae the 
work ol American soldiers all Ameri
cana must ever recall II with shame 
and eorrow—the Federal soldiers 
rlew the defenceless prisoner.
Breaking down the paling that sur
rounded the garden they dragged 
him into the street, and, while he 
was tos 
agonies,
and paraded his body about the town, 
shouting and screaming in savage 
exultation.

So died General Morgan, a man 
whose patriotism rose above the 
touch of sordid motives, whose integ
rity was never sullied by base con
niving! for place and power. Hii 
oourage and dauntless heroism set 
him among the first of American sol- 
dien, hii military genius gives him 
rank among the great army leaders 
ol the world, while hii goodness ol 
heart and hie nobility ol char ao 1er 
entitle him to the respect and admir
ation of mankind.

Seven month» later the cause for 
which Morgan and his men fought 
and died war lost, when, on the 9th 
ol April, General Lee gave up hii 
rlalnleii rword.
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“All lost I All lost I In rpile of 
our enthusiaam, our eourage, our 
hope, our determination, our laet 
mad reiletanoe that sprang out of 
despair—all, all lost 1"

“Nay, not lost I " rhe replied. 
"Never lost while one tongue will 
tell how well you leught, one pan re
late the glory ol your deeds."

the acrimonious, almost defiant, tone, 
pained him. Still, there wae a gleam 
of heps furnished, II not by the 
words, at least by the well-filled 
purse which Throllep drew forth 
bom his deek. So the Angel opened 
a long while rcroll and wailed ex
pectantly.

“Mr. Throllop," raid Pierre, a note 
of real appeal in hie. velvety voies, 
“since you are going ont, may I rpand 
the afternoon with my sistsr’i family, 
perhaps ? It's Christmas, you know, 
and with the servante away it will
be a bit lonesome------- "

“No," snapped Throllop. “I might 
change my mind and come back ; in 
which case I would want you here. 
Take a day off toll weak ; it will do 
as well."

At the door leading to the long hall 
Throllep paused and turned toward 
his valet, whs stood swayed with 
wrath and indignation. Perhaps a 
feeling akin to shame seized the 
yeung man, fir, drawing the purse 
from hii pocket, he crumpled a bill 
in hii hand and tossed the precious 
ball to hii servant.

“Merry Christmas I" he barked, and 
■lammed the door. And es he passed 
down the deserted corridor the 
Guardian Angel sorrowfully marked 
the scroll with one large, black cron.

The grinning elevator boy ol 
Throllop's fashionable apartment 
building displayed more than an 
ordinary array el teeth at sight el hii 
wealthy pm.anger. The Angel, ol 
course, paired without notice ; he 
carried no plutocratic purse.

“Merry Caristmas, Mr. Throllop I" 
laid the lad, instinctively unclMplng 
a capacious palm. The very enthu
siasm engendered in his youthful 
mercenary heart by the advent ol a 
possible Santa Claus caused him to 
drop the elevator with more than 
wonted velocity. His pettish pas
senger gasped for breath.

“You little rat ! Drop the elevator 
like that again and I'll have you dis
charged," he thundered at the offend
ing functionary.

In spite of the prevailing warmth 
ol the elevator shaft, the boy's grin 
froze as he saw his 85 gold 
piece dwindling into a possible 
deficit. At the ground floor he 
stopped the car within a sixteenth ol 
an inch of the floor level, and waited 
for Throllop and his angelic compan
ion to disembark. But the young 
man, standing In the open door of the 
elevator, mused:

“Il I don't give him something, the 
little imp will tell every maid and 
man in the building that I’m as close- 
fleted as a story book miser. I sup
pose in sell defense I’d better—and 
besides, the Christmas spirit demands 
some generosity."

So out ol his overcoat pocket he 
grudgingly drew his purse, and, 
while the lad’s eyes dilated lo an 
abnormal size at sight of the figure 
on the corner, thrust a bit ol crispy, 
crackling paper into his hand.

"Merry ChrlilmM," he muttered, 
absently, and pMsed on, while the 
Angel with a gentle sigh, registered 
on the scroll a second black cross.

Outside it was snowing slightly, 
just enough to furnish employment 
for an old negro who was brandish
ing a dilapidated broom with weak, 
purposeless strokes. When his eye 
caught sight ol Throllop'i gloomy 
face looking out through the door, 
a new dynamic energy stirred his 
whole frame and the snow fltd in 
panic flight before his flail like 
strokes.

" Merry Christmas 1" he called, 
stopping long enough to raise his 
woolen cap.

Had Throllop been aware that the 
sanctuary of his innermost soul was 
shared by a silent but vigilant vis a- 
vis, his communing! might not have 
been so ironical. But, retiring into 
the recesses of his own mind, he 
felt himsell safe, and mused cynical-

“III were to translate that 'Merry 
Christmas’ into the language of 
truth, it would express something 
like this : 'Hire comes an easy chap 
with lots of money ; I’ll wish him a 
Merry Christmas, not because I hope 
he has one, but because if I do he 
will probably pay for my greeting in 
good coin ol the realm.’ His ‘Merry 
Christmas’ is a prayer at the alter of 
Dives, whom I, thank you, represent 
with tolerable accuracy. Still, it's 
Christmas, and I suppose he could 
use a dollar very nicely."

Out came the purse for the third 
time, and as Throllop passed down 
the avenue the negro wae richer by 
one new paper dollar and the scroll 
poorer by one black cross.

Unfortunately for Throllop’i in
cipient charity, New York, outside ol 
the fashionable centers, was but 
vaguely known to him. Chauffeurs 
are paid to attend to matters of dir
ection and location for one. A 
hundred orphanages and refugee 
would have rung with Christmas 
merriment at the advent of Throllop 
and his well filled bill book ; a thou 
sand homes could have purchased 
Christmas joy with any one of the 
engraved sheets lying so neatly In 
hie purse. But he pushed on aim
lessly, disregarding, as usual, the 
suggestive directions ol his Guardian.

Charity, however, never strays far 
from home without finding a claim
ant ; and the particular claimant in 
this case was surely in need ol a 
benevolent Santa Clause. He was a 
tramp ol the meanest and most for
saken order. His coat would have 
shamed a sell respecting scarecrow. 
His feet were bound in rags and his 
poor, cold hands were thrust into the 
packets of almost translucent 
trousers. Throllop, the very incar
nation of Christmas charity, beamed 
benignly on the wayfarer.

"My man," he said, smiling like a 
prince on his subject, “may I offer 
you an invitation to Christmas din- 
nsr ?"

An expressive gulp ol surprise was And whiie the lights ol the cab 
sufficient answer. He had hoped for I were whirling away into tbs veil ol 
a coin or perhaps a hall smoked falling enow the Angel sadly marked 
cigar i but the vision ol possible gee-1 the scroll with another bleak cross, 
teonomto delights quite incapacitated i The remaining station» ol toll 

lpe , ; . .. . passage ol Christmas charity were
sÆMtta °.nS r i-Msssa
oaalad his surprise ae he led the i„ Tlkln „ WBi Throllop’i quest for 
young man and his disreputable Christmas joy. The tiny led at the 
protege, not to mention hie unob- news stand, the shivering girl selling 
tiasive Angel, to a secluded corner. wtlBlh|, the belated Sel vallon Arm? 
The ordering of the dinner-care outpost who stood guard at a windy 
fully bronzed turkey, succulent vega- Oorner, could not give it to this 
tables, nectarlous wines - brought Lhee.less searcher, though he paid 
Throllop for the first lime something fol their smile and Christmas greet- 
of the Christmas spirit, while an in 
ohoate smile eeemed to play about 
the features of his angelic oompan-

building hie Aogsl Guardian, trium
phant and radiant, held up, not in 
the light of Heaven, an Immaculate 
scroll. And aorois it in letters of 
gold was written the record of how 
Reginald Van Coover Throllop found 
in his own heart the happiness of 
Christmas that his wealth had failed 
to buy.—Denial A, Lord, S. J„ Ex
tension.

A BOMANCB OF KENTUCKY

I

But he shook his head, and said :
“Nothing gained I We sent forth 

the flower ol eus manhood ; we called 
together the valor ol our country ; 
we sacrificed home and wife and 
child ; we poured out our wealth and 
all we bad—and gained nothing."

“Yes, gained much I" she answered, 
“Gained what men hold dearest, the 
esteem of all who love Liberty. 
Were we defeated in our efforts ? 
It was not only we who suffered 
defeat, but Liberty with us. And the 
future shall learn this in a bitterness 
andhumlliation compared with which 
ours shall be as a passing shadow.

"Nothing is left us,” he went on 
sadly, notwithstanding her words. 
“Hope, courage, ambition, home, 
friends, fortune, and—oh I saddest, 
bitterest of all losses I—our country 
and her independence, all gone I 
Nothing Is left us I"

“Not so I" she crlsd. " Honor still 
remains, and in saving honor we 
have saved all I He who sleeps 
yonder, the boy resting by his 
mother’s side in Georgetown, and the 
thousands and tens of thousands of 
the South’! valiant sons, lying in 
their soldier-graves : you, and your 
hero-comrades, who laid down your 
arms only at the command ol your 
superior—these, living and dead, 
held this honor lor us, and now re
turn it to us, the brighter for the 
blood spilled lor il, the dearer for the 
loues suffered for it, the holier lor 
the defeat endured lor it I The 
honor of the South, in this hour, ir 
the whitest a nation ever lifted to 
the view ol the world. And con
quered, bleeding, crushed though she 
may be, she would not exchange this 
Jewel with which her sons, albeit 
with dying hands, have crowned her, 
for the shameful victory of her foe 1

"And life still remains," she added 
softly, brin gins her blue eyes from 
tha sky to his lace.

He took one of the small white 
hands that rested against her black 
drees.

;

THB NEW PHILOSOPHY 
OF UsSPAIR

ing with green crackling bills. “The vitality of the Church,” is the
At last the feeling of absolute fall- *1M* °® “ ““«le in the Bdaoetional

ure crushed his none too buoyant K*vi®w, b» George Hodges, Dean ol
„ . „ .. . , soul. He had felled miserable ,be “Plsoopal Theological Seminarynoer* creature *nfav ,Bi,ed' There wm no Christmas jo? 8® Cambridge. Massachusetts. It is

poer creature may be eome clever ,Q bg tounâ or purobBled j„ ,n New meBnt 88 B“ answer to certain
fellow gone to the dogs, but with * yotki Ai be cumbered into a taxi Br,ic,ee whloh recently have ob- 
Throllon^ad re^d nl'snih thin« ' Bnd 8ank bftok disgustedly, clouds of ««toed considerable notoriety by an- 
He biean toVeVt dlelded inUrf.t ,he deePe»‘ depression and gloom nounclng to the world, with solemn 
i \£e,î « ' j * “ de0,ded interest envelopgd bil drooping form. And ■■•ut»nce, the failure of organized
Ln.M* i mied.,nr,Viiirn .WhU1oPienB 0DB -«owf-l Angel Guardiai near lenity Mr. Hodge singles out
haps, a modern Villon, shielding u tbe oalblon, Bdded on the ,or Ml direct opponents, Mr. Lewis,
me^icRv -roll . sum of eïgit fresh bl«k Schoonmaker and Pref.s.or
mendlelty. „ „ orosses. Carver. Tne altitude ol the various

Sadly did the appearance ol the At ,b b , (ron( oJ hl, BpBtt. writers deserves consideration as
steaming dinner crush his flimsy t Thr.llop drew the last “ill representing different typical phMe. 
speculations. The wayfarer with- |rom hl, pat|op “to the ot religious thought "
°8® B *0,d' ,8AZBd k°},e B°d ®°rk' cabby. The purse recently the Mr’ Lewis. a former Cengrega-plying them with fine vigor in their b£ , n0w flipped “0DBl astonished the “ in-
particular offices. The dissonance o ,n , , p, tellectuals ” of hi, church by resign-
his masticationi caused a quiver of L lp,nt 10 mn“ h Bnd ln ret“ n ,n« “»■ Pastorate ot the King’s 
disgust to vibrate the patrician spine I galll6d nothing I For onee his We,«h Hou,e Church at Clapham,
of Reginald Van Coover Throllop. 8eellh hBd lplt ltg pnrohBllDg and announcing that he ceuld not
Alas, it wm only an uncouth, un power An reconcile his desire te be a “ men olhygienic tramp alter all, lacking the j£f#f ^ disappointment «« toe °od " with his position in the Ceu-

bmmotx el the picturesque. | tbat 0Brlied the gregatlonalist community. Toe sub-
Throllop, oMling a last disdainful * l t ,h shadowy street. i»°*ot hl" article, published in the
fond rose^* ener““0 d,,t,°,er °‘ » hkd been utterly lutlle to buy him ‘‘The FBl,ere

,-i’.I0,e' , . .. Christmas joy. °* the Church." Hie tenets are
Slay m long m you like," ha said, J ' those ol Modernism. Religion, he

averting his face. Your bill is ’ holds, is in a constant state of evolu-
pald, Marry ChrlilmM 1" And with Throllop, mounting the steps ol his tion. At its present stage these who 
a shudder ot abhorrence he left the fashionable apartment building, wm have the spirit ol Christ have to a 
cate. Another bill had pMsed from suddenly arrested by a sound as large extent worked themselves free 
the purse and another black cross | strange to his ears as the voice ol 0f dogmas and formularies. Chris-

prayer. It wm a cry rottly plaintive, tiantty evolved out ol Judaism, and 
yet unmistakably clear. Throllop out ol Christianity there now evolves 

In the shadow of the cafe, just out I ll‘ted h,B •J?1 Bnd dlml* *BW l“ the » " Beyond Christianity.” He him- 
of the reach ol the lights ol the 8ï“nit0 c°lu,m° sell, in common with the Modernists,
avenue, sat the quivering figure ot ®Bnktn8 ,ha .b*Bzln* ,door B bBekel' has reached this latest and most en- an old, broken woman. The ^ndle ‘ho.““b hB ,WB8’ .U rf ' lightened position. Tbe extent ol
of papers at her feet was hall 2 l b t.. instant for him to this enlightenment we may best
covered with enow, while the thin, îh! '.T “Î ladge trom the ,BC‘ thlt hs h»s die-
ragged shawl about her shoulders ï. du Ç, j h light shining through covered the germ of tbe failure cl
was fast becoming white with the dn0»^^BahSh‘k fM8d’ mtaM" the Chnr,h ®° ceneiat in ite eIcl°'
same cruel covering. Christmas | .!ll ,’-5/,s ?bBby' „ slon of paganism,
had certainly passed her by unheeded. I wbfg0BB'r1^‘le°bBp'.BB‘dTb*°1'°p: . Tba .TiBW lBken by Mt' Lewia iB 
Not so, however, the vigilant Angel 7h ? “Ù we o, flod!Dg “ dlffl?,uIt hopeful, however, compared with 
ot Reginald Van Coover Throllop, f,° ehape ‘hemsslvvs Into a cradle ; that presented to us in the Century 
who, by a mental nudge, called his ,bBB deBetted W on CbrlBt bY M[- Schoonmaker. Tbe former
charge's attention to this miserable 8, ' „ , sees the possibility ol the continued
outcast of womanhood. Throllop's His voice, usually so cold and re existence of “ the Church ” for thou- 
feminine acquaintances surely would !™!d’h ‘?°k “,tBrl0r tb“ ,',°°menttoa BBnds. °* Sears to come, though it 
hove been loath to recognize this B0“*7bBtag ° nd8 “. Lf: ’ ^l11,,ben’ be *b11b cb' fithec he en-
wretched creature ae one of their ^t*nB iZ tirely fossilized or no longer recog
Bex I naturally connecting those two mzable even in name. Mr. Sohoon-

A quick glance sufficed to place I “ortBlB ! b°lb ,wete BlonB Bnd un maker has other visions of her. His 
beyond question the fact that ‘he ha.ppyg,^n ®b"B,“Bi’ „ ... ears have teen deafened by the roar
woman swaying back and forth in a L. now’ y0?n8 ‘ello!r- iBfd of cannon in the great world war,
lethargic sleep was nearly frezan to I Tht^ °^,' Bwk*Btd BndBBV°r and he has marked the shattered 
death. Throllop s first impulse had ?ootbe ‘be bttby 8 oriBB' ”e rB bolh statues on the walls ol Reims Gath- 
been to pass with averted face ; but ?n Bbo,nt th« same fix. Christmas edral ; but he has waited in vain for 
the ohlvalrlo spirit of ancestors long ?B8n * brou8hl mocb ,0 nB’.hBB \ B cry of horror to arise proclaiming 
forgotten, conjured into action b‘ I m sorry lor you, youngster but that the hense of God has been at-the* sympathetic Angel, disputed his y°”yen,‘“‘J* hpbb' b“d,.'h * *BokBd- Tbeta ..°°imBB in8‘eBd “ 
advance I oer"a™*y can ■ be bothered with a outburst ot wrath from enlightened

"Manhood forbids you lo Pms her B‘l;?,,|e baby’flI „8aanP/°‘!n lBnd8-BB the smeke cleats away
by unaided,” cried the newly aroused 8 08b B“d BB?d yon ofl *° Bn Horn before his vision, telling him 
spirit orphanage. They’ll take care of you that " a work of art ’’ has suffered.

Throllop's features displayed the feh?Ee’»?nd—. . . , . . The Church therefore is dead. The
supreme loathing he felt for the tIn ‘?e midBt. ot, h!e BpBBch be stately shrine of devotion is regarded 
dirty old woman ft hi, feet. Bt°ppBd “d ,‘a"fbed BB„only « architectural marvel, a

“If you don’t," declared the spirit, ?ot 0 S oa“Z rBmB,°sd ln hle pooket relic of departed glory. The Chris- 
pressing herd, “do you think you pBy ,or ,be bfby B. •tan1'1®' BJen Han temple has taku- its place with 
can shirk responsibility for her bil pnr,e. lay the *lu8b 8 Harnack and the Parthenon. Such 
death ?" r8Bpo“,,DU,,J lor gloomy street. There was nothing u his message ol despair. But still

The impulsive step toward the 1° d°t b”‘1l\l^8Bî?e.Xî.n?mnne» 8 ‘bLrd w‘^f,ie r8mai“8' „ „„ 
womanbespokefearratherthanpity. TP k*. d 8 ' I® ‘ y What Ails the Church ?" asksIt was but a single step, for hi Z- ° Bend 1iP'0,B1BB0t ,c“VBr ln *bB Harvard 
most instantly turned away. He “f8 bya hbiv Theological Review. There was a
could not_ infantile phenomenon. The baby time, he says, whan it Btill preached

"What would your friends think ol ^inp‘ly ïb“ed 8 ole8f, and definite gospel of selva
one who feigned manhood and the tb® “"hf8 b,B t88Bt° tl0D- with damnation as the unat
virtues of manhood, deserting even 8‘lp "‘h lW°heîUrd,y “8tB trM®lTB; *bo“«b «ryingly empha-
thie disreputable woman ?" Reginald Van sized alternative ; now it is not con-

The spirit oi chivalry had called C°m th«e been other witnesses BldetBd Quite polite in the beet rellg- 
to hie aid the more modern spirits ioaB ciroleB ®° m6nti°n d8mn8‘iBn’
of sell esteem and human respect. ‘.hlm, m! l8S1, ,Borrowf,al Guardian and since there is nothing very defln- 
Beneath their combined BgPBult U8gel, Throllop s surprise and alarm ite to be saved from, salvation has 
Throllon faltered • and then the would have appeared extremely lu lost its meaning.” He sees there
fresh alfiee snatched a dishonest vio- “‘8 “8‘h?8 *“ b°b,d a <°rB “®bB ” 88,b8 8bb8ld
tory from a betrayed foe. baby 8°d q?l,B another for a baby to say, the churches, helplessly drifting

“It’S Christmas " muttered Thrnl attempt to hold you. And it must be with the current or " running lop, masking hie defeat under the Bald ®° ®he y°”D8atet'8 oredi® ®ha® be “°““d in 8 B‘rclB lB°kln8 tor some 
semblance of victory. "I’ll do it in trv °aUB? ’ «o,,88*»0?88-. Bt something
the snirit ot Christmas No You don *■ 8eld Throllop, try- vaguely called social service totoe spirit of Christmas. I ing to shake off the baby's grip with- perform.” He too has hie own sub.

out at the same time hurting him ; stltute, hie own " Beyond Christian- 
"you can’t hold on to me like that, ity,” which he calls the " Workbench 

hundred-year old name against him, I I'm a selfish old bachelor. There is Philosophy.”
Throllop's physical development was no room for you here.” For the intelligent Catholic there
quite equal to the unpleasant task of Once more he stopped abruptly, can be no difficulty in dispelling the 
lifting the haggard old woman from There was something so familar in illusions of this latest philosophy ol 
the door-step. A cabby slowly pas the words, “There was no room for despair, It is simple for him to 
sing was hailed by the strange figure you,” that he almost started, while prove, in answer to Mr. Lewis and 
ot a fashionably dressed young man the Angel Guardian looked sadder the Modernistic school, that Christ 
who bore a bundle of rags out of the I than ever. sustains and will sustain until the
dark alley. “There is no room for you here," end ot time the one and only Church

“Are you honest ?" was the ques- he repeated slowly. "Wasn't that whloh He founded, as He foretold 
lion which startled even the sophie- said—yes, by Jove, it was said to that He would remain with her and 
floated Jehu. Christ on the first Christmas 1 No,” send His Spirit to abide with her

“Sure," vowed the man with due he hurried on, in a sudden burst of forever. While the churches have 
solemnity. “ I wouldn’t take a self - reproach. " I've room for constantly changed, the Church is 
nickel from a blind man if I was nothing and no one but Reginald ever the same, because truth and the 
starvin'." Coover Throllop. How can a selfish Spirit ot Truth are immutable. For

“Then," said Throllop, as he laid creature like me hope to find Christ- this reason too she is adapted to 
hie burden on the musty cushions, mas happiness ? By Jove, I believe every age, as her unceMing vitality 
“take this woman lo the Providence if the Savior Himsell had been left shows. She may make use ol new 
Hospital. Drive as fast as you can here instead of this baby, I believe it methods suited to different periods, 
make your beast move. It's a matter I this baby were the Infant Christ, I hut cannot alter her doctrines. She 
of life and death, Tell the doctors would have told Him, ‘There is no may advance into fuller light oer- 
that Mr. Throllop wants her given ! room for you here 1’ tain truths always possessed by her,
the best possible care. Here," and “Youngster," he said, addressing but she cannot change them or in- 
he scribbled a few words on a card, the warm, squirming bundle in his vent new truths. Her mission is to 
“give them this. They will under- | arms, "I won’t rend you to the preach until the end ol time the doc-

orphanage. You’re not the Baby trine committed to her, sure of the 
The bill that accompanied the I Christ, but you're like Him. So to- promise of Christ that He will be 

card had a magic about it that made night at least you'll stay with me. wieh her “even to the consummation 
the cabby seize the latter in a man- | We'll keep Christmas together, you 0f the world.” (Matt, xxvlll, 20 ) It

and I ; and the world shall see that i, still easier for the Catholic to 
" I'll make it in 15 minutes, if I two poor, forsaken mortals can be convince Mr. Schoonmaker, even 

I have to do murder on me horse," happy. Youngster, I believe you’ve were it against his will, that the 
he said, and gathered up the reins. brought me the spirit ol Christmas. ” Catholic Church at least is not dead, 

Throllep stood, hie hand on the Yes, in very truth, from that little that she alone is now as over a vital, 
carriage door. vibrant body, so dose to his heart, energizing force throughout the

"Get in and take her to the bos- the spirit of Christmas, the spirit ot entire earth. No other argument 
pital yourself," pleaded the spirit ol Christllke charity, diffused itself would be needed than to point to the 
chivalry. The driver may be dis- throughout Throllep'e being. Joy, thousands In every land who, in the 
honest ; she may be refused at the supremely beautiful, lighted hie strength ot their invincible faith, 
hospital ; she may even die—" countenance. Joy. supremely satis- leave all the world holds dear to

“I could not do it," said Throllop, tying, throbbed through hii heart, dedicate their lives to God, and to 
shuddering, and slammed the door. | And M he stepped into the warm the service ol their neighbor tor love

ion.
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blotted the scroll.

At the name, the elder man sprang 
to hie feet, and said, with hie natural 
impetuosity :

“In other, happier days, men stood 
at the name ol Virginia Caetleton to 
pay homage to her they called 'The 
Fair.’ Now, I stand to pay roy 
tribute to her, ‘The Good.’ Other 
women deserve the reverence they 
receive. She commands it ot us. 
Through trials that sent men to their 
knees, she stood unmoved, immov
able. In the face of danger that 
made men's hearts quail, she held her 
woman’s weapon of steadfastness. 
In the hour ol despair, her presence 
was the voice of hope. When 
anguish shook men’s hearts and left 
them helpless, rhe was their succor, 
their solace, their strength. She has 
done for her friends what men would 
not do, and with them has sacrificed 
for her country all that she possessed. 
In this time ol horror, fully ae fear 
ful as war, smitten though her own 
heart ir with the sorrow we are be- 
weiltng, she utters no complaint, but 
gives herself for the help and allevi
ation ol others. She is indeed the 
valiant woman of Holy Writ, whose 
price is beyond measure !"

There wm a gleam on Clay Powell’s 
dark face, as, standing also, he 
listened to this outburst ol reverent 
affection and admiration. When 
Dupont ceMed, he Mked :

“Tell me where she is. I must see 
her once more."

"In Frankfort. She went over to 
the funeral and has not yet returned.
I forgot to tell you,” he added, “that 
the Judge had Phil McDowell’s body 
brought home. Phil sleeps his last 
sleep in the place he loved so well— 
the Frankfort cemetery. And some 
time," went on the old man, the light 
of prophecy on his face, “we will 
bring also to that hill-top, from hie 
unattended Southern grave, the 
sacred Mhee ol hie chief, that glori 
our hero of two ware. And to the 
stainless name and dauntless fame ol 
John Morgan, Kentucky will raise a 
monument to tell the future agea 
that she still nurtures sons who, 
when their country needs them, are 
ready to die in her service."

The spring day wm nearing its 
close when Clay Powell’s black horse 
bore him up the winding drive that 
leads to the Frankfort Cemetery. 
It did not need the furled flag of the 
Lost Cause to direct him to Phil Mc
Dowell'» new grave, lor hundreds ol 
feet had marked the path to it, over 
the young April grass. He went 
there first to visit his friend, and to 
Meure himself that they had given 
the poetic child ol nature the resting- 
place her favored son should have. 
As he wee replacing hie hat, after 
long meditation over the grave, he 
looked toward the west, and saw 
Virginia OMtleton standing alone on 
the cliff that overhangs the Ken
tucky River. Her face was turned 
partially toward him, and under the 
dying light it showed the transparent 
whiteness ol alabaster. Her hands 
were clasped before her, the tell 
figure was sorrowfully dropped, her 

„ _ .. . . ! eyes were fixed, with an expression
Depont, as Mr. Davidson, had pur- oJ despair, on the light rlowly dying 
chased to hold for the rightlul heir.
So to Willow-wild, the home uf the 
Powells for generations, their last 
descendant went, to be welcomed no 
longer by the stranger, but by his 
father. It wm a solemn but not an 
unhappy hour, and as be sat on the 
wide, many-eolumned veranda on the 
morning after his return he remem
bered the day that he and Mr. Devid- 
ren had ridden to the PMk, and the 
words ol the strange man recurred 
to him like a prophecy fulfilled.

"Did I not ear that God had not 
forgotten ?" Mked Mr. Dupont, join
ing the young man.

I would make this life of mine 
what you would wish it to become," 
he said, "Virginia, will you help me 
do this ?"

"Yes,” she answered.
And together they turned from the 

west, with its lost light, toward the 
east, over which another, perhaps a 
brighter, day would soon spread its 
glory.

The End.

THE MAN WHO FOUND 
HIS CHRISTMAS

Had Reginald Van Cooves Throllop 
been told that he was blessed with a 
Guardian Angel, no doubt he would 
have lifted his brows slightly and 
smiled an incredulous smile. Mr. 
Throllop, who always prided himself 
on being at least three months ahead 
ol the fashions, surely knew that it 
was faddish to be skeptical. So, as 
he drew on hie gloves impatiently 
and called with equal impatience for 
hie valet, it never occurred to him 
that a heavenly spirit etoed at hie 
elbow eyeing him with sorrowful dis
pleasure.

"Pierre," he said, as hie valet 
entered with the air ol a slave ap
proaching hii Rajah, "I'm going out 
for the afternoon.”

Pierre, despite nearly twenty years 
of body service to the longest pedi
grees and largest bank accounts in 
New York had need ot all hie powers 
ol dissimulation to hide an tnvolun 
tary expression ol relief. Mr. Throl
lop with justice could pride himself ly : 
on being possessed of a perfect valet.

“Shall I call your motor, sir?" 
Mked the man, as one would beg a 
rare privilege.

“Yes,—no, I’ll walk," was Throllop’s 
ultimatum.

“Shall I order dinner served at any 
particular hour ?”

“No,” growled Throllop, petulantly ;
“I may not come back until late.
The town must offer something 
more enticing to a man than a dinner 
all alone on Christmas day. Con
found it, Pierre, stop smirking I I'm 
in no humor for that frozen smile of 
yours. It makes me angry to see 
every one else smiling, when I'm per
fectly miserable. Confound it, every
one on earth is happy to day, while I 
haven't felt the slightest spark ol 
Christmas joy warming my heart."

The Guardian Angel, who all the 
while had been listening in melan
choly silence, looked more downcast 
than ever at the perversity ol his 
charge. In hie heart he could almost 
wish that he had been placed over 
eome poor little child ol the streets, 
some offspring of poverty and piety, 
rather than over this spoiled young 
man, whose lile had been a long 
drama ol wealth and pleasure and 
sad, sad disappointment.

Pierre, who, as a loyal servant, took 
the blame for everything and every
body, felt called upon by hie master’s 
petulance to preffer some apology.

“No doubt, sir, your family felt 
obliged to undertake a journey to 
England for the holidays. They
thought, perhaps------- ”

“Oh, I suppose so,” sneered Throl
lop. “It makes very little difference 
to them that I am home alone and 
miserable on Christmas. Well, I’m 
going out and see if I can’t find 
Christmas joy in doing good to some 
one. I've read that that’s the way 
to do the thing, and the Lord knows 
I’ve tried everything else.”

Strange to ray, despite this good 
resolution, the Aegel did not look at 
all plsMad. Perhaps something in

:

eing hii arms in hii dying 
threw him across a mule

With all the incubus of a three

With the rad remnant ol their once 
glorious command, Clay Powell re
turned to Kentucky.

He found that fortune had strange
ly enough turned on him a smiling 
face. Mrs. Powell was dead, but the 
will she had promised Clarisse had 
not been made, and her great 
property returned to Walter Powell. 
He had promptly disposed ol the 
Park and Its broad acres and bought 
back Willow wild, which hie friend

/

stand."
in the west. Ae thus she dawned 
upon hii vision he remembered how, 
listening to her words ol high cour 
age when they had parted four years 
ago, he had likened her to their well 
loved South. Ah ! a more eloquent 
picture ol their country was she now 
—standing there with day's depart
ing glory falling on her white face 
and black-rebed figure.

As he went forward, she turned at 
the round ef his footsteps. In silence 
they clMped hands, and, still In 
silence, moved their eyes from each 
othax'a face to the sadly fading light.

Then the man spoke :

ner almost enthusiastic.
■i
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