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Fpore ATS SOFTORH MUTe bitter than
i aud soparation more cruot than
eave T hnve loied pad host: to

,l{m, i{:\,lg when overy quiver of the
wart 1 frauglit with the conselous-

« ne tht She jove 18 unhaliowed s to
:um by day aid to He 2t night
wresilini? WILH A POWEY Juch threat-
ens to Kill tho pody or unseat tho rea-
N‘m‘ wiilst o ghve up the wtrugsio

. i imporit the soul . such, now, wag
i Irvings sod lot. But her brave,
ok -pRIt aid not faiter, thomh

.1 body Brow wink, nad fur  mAny
fays she did pttlo more thua strive
sor e, Finafly, howrvers her young
and vigorous constitution asterted
Swelf qng won for bach slowly and
Immhally from thw portals ul doath
hen shie saw the path of iuty, along
whwh in her grent angulsn she hod
Lhndly yet porststently groped, iying
~grapht before fier, and the Chureh
was near by. And many & weary
witle pigrima o did she mako toseok
At Gails aitar for nid ta bear ler
penty burden pationtly. And nawshe
prayed the peaco of God stole inte
por heart and duiled the keenness of
humar pain: aad nil hor beanty cawme
vack to lier, goftencd and wtensified
by sutiorue and §orrow.

Walter Courtney. in obedienee  to
nor will, wont out from the haven of
nappiness, bearing with him the re
membranco of o sweetness and no-
bility of soul at which hie could ouly
marvel. Utterly shakon by the ruin
ne had thoughtlessly though not ln-
tentionally wrought, loving this wo-
man, who at duty's cail had driven
wim from her side, with o ton-fold
jovo sanctifled late roveronco as for
something holy. he resoived that his
miserable life should be as noble a8
he could make It, for her sake. Ue,
therefore. bent all tho cnergles of
anture to the pursuit of hls art, and
as the years weot by his name &tood
higher a1 higher on the acroil of
fame. But in afl things he oheyed
Nellie's final Instructions mnever to
geek or write toher, unless ghe grant-
od him pormission. And this was the
georet of hig labora and success. 1t
was tho one way In which he could
speak to hor by speaking to the cyes
and minds of & whole people.

And Frank Neville—youug and inex-
perlenced n the ways and passlong of
the world, he felt that his life wasa
tatlure, For & timo he forgot to
pmyandallowed himselt to drift with
the tide, e had sought to do what wag
right, but his efforts sumehow seam-
ed to be fruitiess and productive only
of misery—misery for himself and for
one dearer to him than life itself.

The pathos and hopolessncss of Nel-
le Trviog's lot almost drove him mad.
Ho blamed himself for having spoken,
and, although Nellio assured him of
lier apprecintion of his motive andac-
tlons, he felt ns though he lnd been
Instrumental fu killing her sapplness.

Then, after & year, ylelding to her
step-mothar's well-futentlned « _vices,
he merried o fafr and noble-henrted

ir], Kate Kavanagh, and 10c 8 time
£i ifc pawsed along more even ana
placld ways. But not for long were
tho home bonds powerful enough to
hold him. Tustend of gnthering the
strands of hig itfe in his hands and
twinlug them Into o cable strong

h to biind him to duty, he al-
Jowed them to liang loose and ureven,
80 that oue by ore, under the strain
of temptation, they snapped, aud he
was adrltt on the seething ocean of
in before he realleed tnat he had
Jett the harbor of safety.

His south’s training, his manhood
and the wholesome influence of the
Cathoite religlon preserved him, as
4hey have proserved willions, from the
grosser vices, but they wore notsvi-
flclent without God's grace o keep
fim from stiding down the seductive
path of Intemperance. He was mis-
arable, and he drank to drown his
misery. He was remorseful, and he
drank to ki)l tho demon. Ho kuew uls
sin, and he drank to hide 1t Irom
himselt, Slowly and insidiously this
dreadful enemy of man was asserting
ity sway over hlm, and, a8 years went

e

by, he grow more and moro powerless

to_resist.

The wenry t:me wens o, and Frank,
pecoming more deadened in soul and
weakened In hady, no longer saw the
gad havoe he was workieg In the ife
of hig faithful wife.

Kute bore hor lot patiently. andns
bocame a4 true woman. She schemed,
struggled, acted, praved, and laughed
whea lier heart was like lead, to win
her husband from his evil ways; Lbut
o valn. Her pationce 9t length gave
way, and the sarely tried spirlt could
endure no longer. PBut why lngor
over the palnful gecene ? The woman-
hood within her rose up In self-defence.
Hot, burning words were uttered, to
which Frank at {irst lstened in be-
wildered silence. But, as the torrent
of reproach rushed round and through
‘him, e bent hig head in dull, stupid

agooys

“You have made my life a mleery.”
Kate onded vehemently, “and wreck-
ed your own. God forgive me, but I
wistt T were & Protestant—an Infidel
—anythlug before a Catholle, and iiv-
ed in a State where ths law would
free me from the bondage and degra-

_dation of beiny linked for life with—a

drunkard.”
She swept out of the room Jikean
red queen, leaving her hushand
stricken with shame and remorse. In
ler o va chamber the poor wife flung
herselt on her knees, and with tears
and sobs besought God to forglve her
the vehement words she had spokea.
But the barbed arrow, polsoned as
waa, llt the mark and killed the de-
‘mott it the man,

In the grey of the morning Frank
atols noiselessly from his home, and
down the qulet stroet. Suddenly the
deep tonoe of & great bell smote upon
hiw ears, and he stopped. It was the
Angelus rung fiom tha steeplo of St.
Mary's. He entered the charch with
the early worshippers. The sweet,
far-away tones came to him, as the

isat murmured the words of the
gl.. and & chord within him, long
gilens, cesponded to She music. He
Sowed his hoad and liz frame shook

emotion. How loug he remained

THE CATHOLIC REGISTER,

thus he never kaew. A kindly hand
touched hin whoulder. He looked up
amd met the  gaze of & priest.
For & womont he thought he must
be sdrenmitog . Lut he could not mtstuko
tha voice.

“Why. Fronk, my dear tollow, i8it
you?® saul the prinst. -~ You have
been here so long nidd wero 8o &l
1 thought thero syus pusity somothing
the matter.

Oh, Hugh, deur oid flagh, 1 am
o gind to et ou,”  esdlaimed
Frank, cluspiag  and  prossing  the
priest’s warm dand tu bl lipso “Aud
there 18 something tho mattor. Take
mie whore wo ean talk freely. 1 am
in troublo.”

Sy Fastor fagh Parker led the way
up the alsle and through the vestry,
aad uever gpoke tatdi b and s old
rotlege frieni wite sented in hisoven
rone.  Then e turned and @ his
torse way arked,—

Nsw Frask? and Cravk told him
his wretched story.

Thes Frank rose and dropped  on
his knees, with tho priest s sheitering
arm about fum, just ne it had been
maay a day m therr boylivos lays
Thero was 4 soft murmuring of voices,
one humble aud vontrite, the other
tonder and conscling. Then the
priest’s right hand was rawed s3er
the bowud neasd. and Frauk rose  and
walked over 3 the windows to hide
his emotion.

Father Hugh ncecompaned his {rieud
home, and from that day pesce and
happiness ontered the hiomo and Liearts
of Frank Neville and hig wifo.

~Hugh,* sawd Fraak, one evening s
month f=tor. “Do you remember the
story of the *Threo Paths?' I have
thought of 1t much lately. But there
18 one othor path that leads to—perdi-
tlon.”

“Miere are many by-ways leading
from the highwags, Frank, and the
darkest Is that which you allude to.
1 boliove It fg tho most hopeless path
upow which human foot ever trod. It
was not known to the auclent people
of eastern lands, but on this contln-
ent it is broad enough to be reckoun-
o1 a highway. Let us beseech Al
migt ty God to keep ug both straight
in the path of duty, whoso ond s

and congolatie= Befora the altar o

gother they kneit, one ia wne {alth,

bat the prayer of thoir bearts 18

known ouly vo thomselyes and God.
THE FND.
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THE 1SLAND OF THE INNMCENT.
(B3 KEia W. Peattics

1 bad just buried my treasars

FTo was thy mosl smportant e
in wy o up ta that tiwe—more im-
portent by far than the mers nequire-
ment of the treasure, Many boys of
eight—1 was clghi— well as dber
nersvia. haro treasuses, but 1ew, sineo
tho t-me of Capwein hidd, have had
tho charmiug sense to bury them

Weo wern leaving om) and golug to
A far-off prave. It wWas not at my “ug-
gostion for eyiu 1l ey approvad i
perantting it Twas mert Iy inWEng
w whom of 1y futher and mothcr. ut,
as o provision agaiuat fature pover-
3, tho sensible thing for we to do was
to bury my treasure.

This treasiiio wag interesting It von-
st of thres siver doilars, Zivricus-
iy large, of [ty vnnmng il dirges,
of & gold bracelot mude v sumilrnco
of & serpeiit. and nit spring wpinwork
£0 that It neaviy »scaved m- to death
when 1put it about my ari, because
1t seemed to leap and gotl and cling ,
and n stivor snuff-box, set with red and
Dluo garnets in milation of the Ao
erienn flag.

Huding o troasure ls not a thing to
bo done in open duyiighit. Nu. 10-no0,
nol It should bo done ut the mester-
tous hours. I know that. 1 slept at
jittio bafore the wight of my great nel-
dent, Therp were reasons.

On ordipary occasions two brown
earth urching camo trudging down out
of tho Hiils of Nilence and sat them-
solves hard upon my lids and stayed
thore immosably the might through.
But on the eve of great events, such
as Christmns or the Fourth of July
or my birthday, these ilttlo frlends of
wtne had, apparently, to go off about
thelr own business, and they sent to
we, in thelr ilcu, two fluttering, ncon-
gtant eisters from the world of opens
ing and ing Nowers, and theso

peacs,” sald Father Hugh sol ly.
“I had a strangoe experlence re-
cently,” went on the priest. “1 was
summoned to the bedslde of a dying
woman—not a_Catholic. She was the
faithless and divorced wife ot an ar-
tist.” Frauk sterted. “Sho had left
the foul haven of the divorce court
and drifted to her doom. ‘The husband

protty Sreatures seemed no goofier to
polse upon my eyes than they were off
agaln and my naughty livtlo lids flew
open with ns much encrgy as the cover
of my beautiful sneff-box. /The com-
fort of all thiy was that I became ne
quainted with the gay thoughts that
come hooded Uit tho night, and the curl-
o \ER) dwarfs called fears

had but

formed a unfon with a beautiful Cath-
olle girl who, upon discovering that
he was a divorced man, at the cail
of duty, gave him up and hasnoever
gean him since. The poor creature Jdo-
slred to be recelved into the Church,
and to see the man she lnd called
husband, that she might obtaln his
forgiveness. There was no difficulty
in finding him, for ho is well-known
to fame. He came at once, and lo!
he had become a Catholle—won by
the oxample anti herolsm bf this
Cathollr malden. He hod sought in
vain for the errlng woman who lay
dylag before him jutending to do
whatever duty should claim of him.
She dled repentant and at peace.”

WPhe name of the man—of this ar-
tist 7 asked Frank excltedly.

“Mp. Walter Courtney,” answered
Father Hugh.

#God I8 gaod,” exclalmed Frank. “I
know the girl and then he told
Father Hugh the pnthetic story of
Nellle Irving’s unfortunate love,

“God's ways are inscrutable,” sald
the priest.

—

CHAPTER V.

Oue day towards the end of Septem-
ber Neilie Irving, now & ‘heautiful
woman, was standing under the plnes
on the cilff that overlooked Alling
Bay, and contrary to her wont had
all unconsclousfy aliowed her thoughts
to drift into u mow forbidden channel.
All the misery of the past for &
moment was forgotten, aud she was
standlug with his dear arm around
her and her head leaning on his
breast. ‘The sweet low toues of love
were in her ear and she was once
more the happy wife—of a doyt

“Nellie {* she started at thesound.
She turned aud saw Walter Courtney
atanding & few paces from haer.

“Waitor,” sho gasped, and the love-
light i her eyes gave place to fear.
“Oh, why are you here? You should
not have come.”

“I am here, Neliie, because both
Jove and duty have brought me.”

She looked 8t him inquiringly.

“I am free—to come to you. She
who stood botween us Is dead—dend,
and the past repented of. I have
como to clalm you as my true wife”

For o few moments the trees and
sky scemed to spin round, and Nellle
reeled and would have failea, had not
Walter caught her in hls arms. She
lay there like a child at rest. Her
weary pilgrimage was at an end, the
past obliterated, the present every-
thing. Yot, woman-like, she strove
agalust happiness iteelf.

"I was beginning to be at peace,
looking forward to the land where
there shal: be ‘neither marrying unor
giving In marriage/ - you not
live withoat me, Walter? You have
grown famous. Art is your mistress,
and—you have the world to choose
from. I Ad wrong once to uvite my-
gell to one who 18 not of my own
taith, and God punished me mercifully
in this world, and—"

Walter bent quickly and sealed her
quiveriag lips with & Kilss.

“I am & Catholic, Nellie, and under
God's grace, I owe my conversion to
your noble and herole example.”

“You—are—a Catholic?” Nellle ins
quired, putting him from her 1o amaze-

ment.

“Oh, Walter, you have made me
very happy. ‘Out of sorrow cometh
Joy, and after the darkness coraeth
the light,”

And a light, Jiko the flvet
tluek In the morniug sky, spread
her features and deepened into
rich etfvigence of a hew and tender
beauty, which, springing from the
sunshine of the sonl within, banished
fear and rested there for aye.

“Come, Walter,” she sald, taking

his arm.

She lod Alm up the hill and they
entered the Nttle church to
had so often

over
the

falnt |

us

that scurry about the bed of o child
who sleeps alcne.  Morever, I had
been enabled to seo tho sky la theearly
dvwn when it was iike one of my mam-
ma'y Japanocee printe—gray ke u
doves® dark breast, with two broken
bars of palo pink marking it, It seem-
ed to mo that Nature was often very
Japanese.

The morning of the treasurc-hiding I
arose &t four, Thay l¢ what theclock
said—four, Thore Wero some 5tars outs
and o large, low, yellow one in the
Weat looked at mo verv bard. I ran
out my tonguo at It. No star could
scure me. i [

The apple trees had been in bloom
& trifle the day before, bub something
had happered over nigit—I had heard
.the wind calling to we Hke & boy In
the dark—aud now the orchard was all
pink and white, As the warm aircame
creeping up from around tho earth 1
sew the white veils of the blossoms
part and the pink fages look out.
There was perfume all about me and
the wind keps blowing It to and{fro.

1 cannot tell what mado mo do 1t
vat I sat my troasure—it was in a
pretty tin box—down on the ground
and ran up and down the orchard as
pard ag [ could, and Ilaughed so loud-
1y that a number of birds advanced to
the utmost twig of their home-trees
and reminded me thut the sun was not
yet up.

But m the yery thick of these re-
proaches the suwn advauced & ruddy
face above the hills und shamed them,
and reminded me that it was time to
be at work.

1 ciimbed a tree which stood, by act-
ual count, exactly In the centre of the
orchard, aud crept out ou the longest
branch $iil 1 got to a certain  hollow

knob,

“Tt will bo ensy to remember that
hollow knob,” I sald to myself, “and
when 1 am old and poor I shall come
back here and climb out on that branch
—I shall be all in rags, witn a long
white Veard—aud drop my lead and
find my treasure.”

1 sat still for soveral seconds think-
Ing about this, tii & squirrel camo
from his hole and guestioned me from
a nelghvoring tree, Then I sank my
plummot, let fall my ling, and drop-
ping alter it recklessly, I dug and dvg
tiit I had au impressively decp hole.

“Then I buried my treasure and scat-
tered twigs and leaves and biosscms
over it refraining, with a wood-crafd
which commended e marvelously to
my own appreval, from overdo'ng it.
hen I wenb back to my liome, and, by
the exercise of all of my wiil forced
myself to eat breakfast as if my life
were the samo open book it had been
only yesterday.

Tho mext week I and wmy parents
moved away. We went very far and
sottled In a place where I could no
tonger hear the sea. Nelther could 1
sco apple trees in bloom, nor hills
fiushed with green. There were hills,
it {8 true, but the smoke of meany smel.
ters—bite and green smoke, corrosive
and evii—quenched the glory of the
Lills and forbado the traee 30 grow:.

T loarned many now things and be-
camo acquatntod with some new boys,.
and, almoat before I knew what was
happening, I grew up.

drowing up has its penitics. 1 was
sent away from home tu eollege, but in-
stead of golng East, us 1 ex pd T
wonld, T went West and studied at the
uglversity nearest tho sunset. I met
a dJdear glrl there whom 1 fed Jat-

Jight 18 not toa bright, wo cati play
that the travenre voustate of “pleces of
olght’ and Spaidsh doubloons.”

“No, no!* cried my dear. It i not
necestry 1o pretend auything, Thigla
ono of the finest Lmes oy dife n
which Luare found overgthing xo de
lghtial that I a0 oot nod to pre
tomd,”

“Yery welly I laughwd, “then whag
wo #wuil find wiii be a red tin box
containing  threo  dollars, glorlously
@rge ity cuanung JdikA, o serpent of
gotd that riings and volls and olings,
sl & slier sH-boX set With blue
and red gamiets b the pattern of oo
American fing~

My dear juaug wife dled before our
long WATTLARE-oRrney Wi completad,
and I, dreading to go back te the town
where th raipiureus smue kit the
groen tiings st polsoned the air. de-
torniiud 1o brgilt aerioid th sork
for whith I L emdoavors<d to [t my-
sulf at college.

Motaliurzy had been my study, and
now I turned all my attention to it,
and, hecrse my energies Wero so Lon-
contrated, I poewntly  made rome-
thing of & mark for myseil. I bepanto
rocelve commassions from iwtiiutions
of oho surt an i anethor, and <0 1 came
about that, i the course of the neat
thirty years, 1 veavelled much.

I got ito u founish way—becnunse my
lifo was 80 nomadiz, I suppuse—of
thinking « great deal about the tima
whon I was a boy and really hod o
home. I had entered 4 formuia in the
first notebook which & ever posaessed,
of the plice of the buried treasure,
and I never got @ new notebook
witliont devoting the top of the first
pago to thiw entry,—

“Centre tree of apple orchard—long
1.mb politing to tho Fouth—directly un-
dor holtow knob—seven paces from tho
troe.”

1 planned to go some time and for-
got all the kuowledge that burdened
mo and the people I knew and  tho
work I bad to do, and follow thoso il
rectlons explicitly amd dig tiil I eame
to my treasure. It secmed to me
that when I found it tho labor and
pain of the years woald slip away ke
a river thai flowy to the sea.

Tho time came at lagt, I had two
months for a vacatlon bofore sctting
off for the Andes. So I went to the
old town znd up the dusty road—it was
lato In tho ummer and _tho grapes
were ripe—to the house, It looked lu-
dlerously mean. I laughed aloud when
I saw it. I went in and told the wor
man who lived thero who I was,

“You are quite welcome, Mr. Bur-
ton,” she said. "You must stay right
here with us, of course.”

“1 wieh Imight have the room I
usod to have when I was a boy, Mrs.
Edqwards. It was the room with the
Jouble gable-window.”

It i3 my son’s room, but you may
sleep in it

*You have & son?"

~He ln back of the house, Sec him
yonder, He 1s marching up anddown
‘ith a wooden gun over his shoulder.”

“] am golng out to speak to him,”

sald L.

When. tho lad saw me he touchedthe
kepl of his jittle military cap. T ra-
turned the saiute, He presented arma
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slor hollow Knob--seven paces frem the
fu this vrchard?” querted Ted.
1 tha anl nene other”

Ho begas o run and I foilowrd nm.
Bug when we hnd got o tue heart
of the orpard I had o god deal of
trouble i jdentify ing my tree. ~omo
of tho sdead trees had been cut stuwn
ard the ceatte of the oratiard Wwas no
tonger a thag to bo definitely Jeter
mined. 1 desided upon my tree with
hesitaton, for the long branch W hich
1 had expected to find had been brok-

with ita

weoight of fruit.

1 fear we shall hiave great troublo
In finding our tremsure, ' 1 sald, Ttook
goven paces from the tree, and then 1
rememberod that my presend pacing
must bo at least o third greater than
the pacing of my short legs in that un
forgotten dawn.

wrped,” § directed, Cyou pace’

Ho dist and we drove n stake.

“But we must not think of making
our wearch by daylight!”

+ O, no, sirl”

«Arrange for m? to sleep In your
room to-night and we will ereep out
by woonlight.”

We were too oselted to sy more. Wo
waited for the night. We were vlever
wour ingenuity and cunning were re-
ally utsurpassed. We seourcd perm's-
slon to sloep in the samo room, Iim
the bed, Ted on a cot.

At four I fgroso and put on my
clothes,

“Come, Ted, comel!
high, the tide rising.
gone.”

Ted sprang out of bed dizz.ily and 1
helped him into iis cioths. Tassing the
micrors the briglit moonlightt afford:
ol ma a glimpse of my whitened head.

»Out upon iti1” I muttered. “Can
# man never forget ¥’

1 erawled out upoun the woodshed. Ted
followed me. 1 had desired the sensa
tlon of an awful drop, but my foot
touched the ground when I let my-

“No sound of a koel grating upon
the beach, messmate?”

*No, slr."

‘No hoot-boats on tho highway ?”

“No.*

We went on to the place, By my dt-

2 Ted had ht his wooden

The moon 19
We must

wlith his wooden gun, “L
what 18 your namoe?” 11osked. Ho

.grinned, delighted.
“od," sa

id he.

“Nol” I cried, “It can't bel”

“Why not, sir 2"

“Because that i¢ my name. At least
it used to be I thought of how it
tooked now, Edward Thomas Burton,
with a lot of joyless tities strung af-
ter it, and sighed. Times hadl dbeen
much better In the days when Ihad
been called Ted.

“Come, walk in the orchard,” I urg-

ed.

“ho orchard l¥ no good sny more,”
sald he, "It Is too old.”

“But I am a¢ old as the orchard, Ted.
yot T hope T am some good.”

He wa¥ shy and sald nothing, and ¥
felt that he was thinking that he had
not yet made up hiz mind,

“Did you «ver search for buried
treavures 2 I inquired,

A light camo into his eyes, “No,” he
exclaimed,

“1 know where there lv some,” 1
sald.

“Where ™ Iie Lialf whisperad, Iopen-
ed my notebook and read,—

“Centre treo of apple orchard—long
1imb ing to the Soutth—dl 1y un-

Tt isn't the bodily sickniess that hurts s
man, He could stand that fairly well if hia
mind were easy., But Americansare busy.
They have work to do—plans to make
—schemes to execute, ‘Theyare * plung-
ers.”” They line up their incomes assoon
as they receive them or re:invest them
with the idea of increase, They cannot
afford to besick, Sicknessisa,
afinaacial calamity
as well a8 a phys- Z=
ical one, So the Y22
sick man worries,
and the more he

¥,

worries, the
sicker he

grows.

Worry is &
fie ‘rignt

e ri

time. %he z \
minute  you SH- =
feel a symptom of sickness—-worry sbout
jt—do something about it—cure yourself. «
‘When you beE:‘n 'to feel run-down—when

a twinge of jsm tells you plainly
that ;ﬁr ‘blood is lmpairedlthn you

are losing flesh and vitality, go to the
nearest drug store and get 8 bottle of Dr.
Pierce's Golden Medical Discovery. It
is the greatest blood purifier and tssue
builder on earth, It cures rheumatism
and all other blood diseases by curing the
gluse. It purifies lhe'b:god and e:ls&he
m ns into good Y
working ou‘!‘gr it tones ng the st )
stirs up the liver, helps the kidneys in
their work and puts suffering n\lrves at
rest. 1t contalns no whisky, alcohol
opium or other dangerous drugs a
does not, , create & craving for

or, and, a8 Ilhad no wander-year after
my college course, I and my young
wife started around the world togeth-

er,

I told her about the treawure one
night when we were salling up the
Yang-tse-Klang. -She clapped her
hands gayly.

. "We wlll go dig It up together,” she
i, “We will do It by moonlight. Can
rohard,

olve
repaired for streugth

i::yhprthonrr from the o
'ﬂ.mMIMHmm

or
B ey

Bad rheumatisms for three
e P YRIK they i e 5o oot
ook three l)r,hgem‘o oolm -
ol it nie sound. I came
‘;’m to uxd there hyie] three :-g
use De. which they aud
all were T have s0ld over one ﬁmd

puchaes OF thin adventure

gon.
~Pace you hevei” I commtued. “The
deponde - up.
on your watuhfulnees.” 1 dug for ten
minutes. Then I relieved tho sentry.

“I will watch and you muy dlg” 1
gald, I put the gun over my shoulder
and began my beat. Suddenly there
self over the Jowest end of the shed.

Weo started for the orchard, stopping
every few steps to lsten.

Was & Ccry.

“The Lox, sir "

1 no longer had need to felgn an in.
terest. I dashed to the spot.

“Qive me the shovel,” I commanded.
earnestly this time.

“Must I go on guard? asked my Mt
tle friend wistfully.

“No, no! We may both be needed to
exhame this mighty treasure.”

We did, indeed, together 1ift the tiny
box Irom iig resting place. I pried
back the rusted Ild, We bent our heads
together in our eager curiostty. With-
in wero three dollars, glorlously large,
fitty cunniug dimes, a enake ot gold
that leapt and colled and clung, and &
sliver snaff box set with blue and red
garnots in the pagtern of the Amerl-
can flag.

“Who does it belong to?” whispered
Ted. It scemed great riches—a king's
‘bounty.

wHalf and bair,” I repiled. “It ls
ours by halt and halt” We divided
with amicsble agreement. * Then we
crept through the orchard, past the
pump, past the chopplng block, to the
shed. I paused there. .

“No kecl grating the boaches?”

“No, #r!”

"I}:o hool-beats on the road 2

“No.t

«Qur~ treasure s saved!” I crled de-
voutly.

1 ifted my mossmate to the roof and
climbed up after him.

The next day I left to ~isit my peo-
ple in Montana. I might have stayed
longer In the shadow of the orchard.
But somethlng warned me to hasten
away while the dew was fresh on. my
dellght.—Saturday Evening Post.

PN
WIT AND HUMOR.

Passenger to Old 8alt,—~Cau you tell
me, my good man, tho name of that
tlne bird hovering about? Old Salt—
That's & halbatross, slr, Passonger,
—Dea: mal quite & rara avis, is it nok?
old Salt—~Dunno, sir; I've always
heard it called a halbatross. Passen.
gor,—~Yes, yes, my good fellow; but I
call that a rara avis just the samoas
{ call you a geuus homo, Old 8alt, in-
diginntly.~Oh, then, I calls that a
hnlbatross Just tho samo as I call you
a stupld Idiot.

Tall.—~A Yankee who hnd travelled
in Switzerland was asked If he had
crossed the Alps. “Wal,” sald he, “now
you call mv attention to the fact, I
guees I Qi pasy over some rising
ground.” .

——
Ol Lady—I want a Wwatch thats
#o loud, Clerk~They all
tick like this, ma'am; there's no otb.

A WHISTLE SINTY-TIVE MILES
LUNuU.

Miwauke Sentimel—in odil o
dent ovcuired o the Chlaage  and
Northwestert:  Bailway  reecnitly  at

Highiand + uk, Bl As the snglneer
of the train which reaches Milwaukeo
at 11 o'cluda W the whistio she valve
proke wiwl b Way wiavle to thut off
the steam from tie nose maker. From
Highland Park to Midswauked, 8 dis-
tanco of abuit xixts-fise miles, thero
was not a moment when the whistlo
was not seunding Ol strength, It
eould bo heard for miles away as the
train cam? on w4 long eontinuous
chriil sound, and at every city and il
1age people ran to iheir doors 10 learn
what was lappening.  White the
whistie was blowing the fireman was
straluing every nerve to Kkep tho
steam up to the rumning point, and
suceoeledd 1 brmging the train Juto the
station on time,

REVIEWS,

THE ATLANTIC MONTHLY,

The Atiantic Monthly for May opens
with o thougitful paper, Natlons and
tho Decatogue, by Henry Sedgwlck, Jr.,
who dliscusses tlie grounds vl national
morlity. Mr. Gosse writes about the
history of Tho Milton Mas, which he
cla‘ms to be tie most preclous manu~
scoipt of English  literature in  the
world, “Tho Debut of Patricla” s a
sparkling London sketch by Mrs. Kate
PDouglas. Ellot Gregory writes an
amusing and ironical paper, A Natlon
in a Hurry,” in satirizing the Amerl
caus for thelr habit of haste. Mr.

his A 1

s
C. Hanford diseu-ses The Experimental
Life in & paper which might perhaps
2lso be ealied The Higher Life, contain-
ing inspiration towards highes ideals
of living and thinking. The Atlamtic
Monthiy deals largely with purely Am-
erlcan subjects of a serions and wolid
charncter and deals with them remark-
ably well

THE CATHOLIC WORLD.

Tho Tatholle World Muagazine for
May devotes its edltorial page to but
one idea, and that Is the relation of the

‘Washingi to the
Catholle Churcli In our new poeses-
glona, Particular note should be tak-
on-about. what 1t ko¥x.0f the mal
contract in Cuba, Rev. Dr. Fox,’ol
Cathollc University of Awerlea, re.
views the Dudlelan jccture for 1899,
Judge Dudley founded at Harvard a
gourse of lectures “for the purpose of
dewecting, correcting, and exposing the
errorg of the llumwsh*Chureh,” ete. Dr.
Toy, lecturer for '09, sct about to 1ind
out the truth, making a careful study
of the Encyclical letters of Leo XIIL
Dr. Fox discusses this point with him.
There i# an excellent sketch of the late
Father Young, the cminent Paulist Fa.
ther: au exhaustive article ireatlng
ol the seope of the Soclal Settlement
work from a Catholic point of view;a
character sketch of the famuous bloio-
glst, Theodor Schwann; an exocellent
article entitled, ~Is Profit-sharing Jus.
tiflable?” and a continuation of Min-
nle Gilmore's story, “The Song of the
Lond,” somo charming sketches of life
amld old worid scenes, and a paper
by P. L. Conncilom, replete with his
torleal references about Vilia Santa Ca-
terlna at Castel Gandolfo,

[oamndakduhcmmhirie

An Engllsh ovchange says.—"There
would réally seem to be mno
limit to commerclal prosperity ia Eng-
land. For the last six years (we
have noticed annually that the pap-
ers, when chronicling the gains of the
year just conciuded, have invariably
warned us that the high-water mark
bad at leagth been reached, and
that the year to follow would wonld
necessarily witness a considerable
talllng-off fu our reivenue. Yales
prophets! Year after year there has
been a sustalned increase, until we
now reach & limit undreamt of pre-
viously. Thlnk of what It means,
and that during & time of wars when
every trade 1s supposed to be in a
state of depression. A year aluce
the estimated revenue for 1899-1900
was put down at £111,000,000.
month ago only tho sum had reached
£116,010,000, and now thirty days
later we are Informed that the acs-
ual revenue for the year has reached
the enormous {igure of £119,800,000,
This 1s really “stupendous,” a® the
Dominle used to say, and opers up &
vista for future devalopment limitless
inits extent. 0

Bridegrovm after the ceremony,—
“Maud, yoit and I are now one. xt'gmly
rematns to be dnelded which s the‘one,

1 tried to win you, diin’t I?" Bride,— :i

“Yes, Harold,” “And I won.
ssems 10 settle 1t “Not quite,
You tried to win me. You succeed-
e, Then you arc the winuer, are you
not?* “Yes, dear”” "And 1.sam the
won,”

i

Bs Taers o WinL Wispox Poinrs TR

‘War,—The sick m for
beh bo disikes sending Pi:'unmm:
which means boltles of drugs mever




