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Western Fair Attractions Sept. 10-8.

Programmes containing list of attractio
Western Fair have just been issued, 1t
them will soon be scattered throughout t
A glance over 1t will satisfy the most ske
It announces the best programme ever prest
Western Fair audience. Almost every p¢
seeing well trained animals, of which !
plenty this year. Herzog's Stallions, siX
lack Horses, will perform twice daily on the t
» the Grand Stand. Herbert's D
se both amusing and instructive. ©
\nd Bears will show what patic
S8 C do in training wild animals
“Toddles " will amuse the childre
night Horse “ Mazeppa " is the wo!

of

ce the almost human performance of this
Horse "he Holmans, the De Monic
2 the Flying Dordens, anc e

irnish a programme t
, music will be
London, and t

Regiment nadian Highlanders,

strong, under the leadership of M b
FEach evening there will be a magn 1 I
fireworks by Hand & Co,, fifty t separal
distinct pieces, concluding with that thrilling

technic Marvel, “ The Battle of “the No th
Programmes and all information sent on app
to the Secretary, A, M. Hunt, London, Ontario.
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TO-DAY,

To-day is the time for laughter,
To-morrow the time for tears,
Whatever may come hereafter,
Whatever of woe with years :
To-day is the time to borrow
The best that the Gods can give.
We ean sorrow, if need be, to-morrow,
But to-day is the vime to live.

—_————
WHAT IT IS.

Education in its completest sense, as

understood by the true ed 1cationist, is

the full and harmonious development of

all the faculties, It is not merely in-
struetion nor communication of know-
ledge.
ledge, though it necess wrily acecompanies
any right system, is but a secondary
result of education.
instrument of eduncation, not theouteome,
Its outcome is culture, mental and moral ;
and such studies, sciences or languages,

In fact, the acquisition of know-

Learning is the

should be chosen as will most effective-
ly further this end. Hence the prefer-
ence given by many to the clagsics over
all other subjacts, as the fittest instru-
ments in this intellectual and moral
But this preference should not
be exclusive.

growth.
'he importance of mathe-
maties and the natural sciences, as in-
struments of education, must not be
under-estimated. They should be given
due recognition ; and progress, as well
as thoroughness, in these branches, is a
very neecessary req iisite for

to be

SUCCess.
that
the
present day is almost entirely in the
]

It is, however, remarked

though the edacational trend of

direction of

the natural sciences, we
must not allow ourselves to be undt
influenced by this tendency, as it is
one dangerous to the best interests
education, and with all disint

eduecationists, who have ol late yes

treated of this breaking a
traditional methods, we see in 1t not
mly the ruin of genuine culture, but
the mental the
that is subjected to such

deterioration of race
diselpline.
The present prestige which this system
enjoys is only that which everything
and startling at first
The true system of education aims at

novel obtains.
developing, side by side, the moral and
intellectual faculties of the student, and
thus sending forth into the world, not
men who have acquired superfleial in-
¢ ormation on a great variety of subjects,
but educated men—men of sound judg-
ment, of keen and vigorous intellect, of

upright and manly conscience.

A MISTAKE.

We often hear the ag r advice

to the young. Let the advice be given
the old, for we are t ipt to find
hat it is the old man who has gone
wrong and not the young one. And the
pe of this fair land of ours lies in our

and tears

for if

have any influence in this

young men, prayers

world, their
For

s should prove their eflicacy.

hat desires are visited upon them ?
See the fond mother bending over the
cradle, dresming of the time when the
tender fragile fingers will be strong,
sturdy hands—ready, nay anxious, to
their way in
world, She instills the principles of
faith into his ycung heart, for without
religion how can there be morality ?
She guides his eager, willing feet along
the path of righteousness—she traches
him the * King-becoming graces,” as
truth, temperance, kindness, justice,
fortitude, endurance, and courage to
help him on his path to honor. And
when at last he stands on the threshold
of manhood and looks about him, what
does he hear? What words of
cheer are held out to him?
He will be told by those wh) think they
know it all, that graft and greed and
gain and the accumulation of wealth
are now engaging the attention of all
men ; that polities are debased, that
courtesy is a lost art, that commercial
life is corrupt, that the press panders to
the lowest instinects, that truth is an
unknown quantity, and that justice and
honor between man and man is not to
be found in these modern and progres-
sive days. Let us give up this cynical
snarling, this perpetual eriticism of men
and methods; let us say before the
world what we must believe in our
hearts, if we are not totally blinded by
prejudice, that there is good left in
humanity ; let us continue to assail the
wrong and the wrong doer—but not to
condemn all becaunse some are Wrong.

——————

A WORD ONLY.

It often requires courage to be natural
—a higher form of courage than thab

carve this bewildering

way from lh--l

gun, Moral courage, which is not de-
pendent on appearance or intimidated
by custom, is a finer quality than the
daring of the speculator or the unflinch-
ing nerve of the soldier exposed to the
fire of an enemy. It takes the best
stamp of bravery to be true to one's self,
and he who is loyal to the irner voice,
who keeps faith with himself and
maintains self respect, wins a victory in
the great battle of life ;
daunted by the demands of unworthy
conventionalism is not to live in vain.

]

To live un-

THE ALASKAN MISSIONS.

Some idea of the need of laborers in
this vineyard and of the need, too, of

material help in which those already

there stand, may be gathered from the

following details:

The valley of the Yukon and its

tributaries, which is the section under
eare of the Jesuit missionaries, contains
176,715 square miles, being second only
In this
vast region there are estimated to be
about 45,000 inhabitants. Howmany of
these are Indians it is impossible to say.
The Indians, who live principally along

to the State of Texas in area.

the coast and the rivers, from which
they derive their food supplies for the
most part, are very docile and simple ;
and where they have not come into con-
tact with the whites they are very free
from vice. The missionaries are very
The

obstacle to their work is found in the

hopeful in econsequence. great

opposition of the Russian schis natics or

the one hand and of the Protestant
missicnaries on the other. Both of
these are liberally subsidized by their
governments or by missionary socie-
ties, whereas the Catholic mis-

aries are dependent on alms.

»d the ery among non-Catholics

these times is the o« alonc
f Alaska, but of the world —a very
praiseworthy ambition and one that

s | they are working hard to accomplish,

and

We may wonder at their enthusi

sinile atl theis PORE

3ang
tions, but we must admire their generos-
ity, which only last year cont ributed
nearly £9,000,000 for their foreign mis-
We think we hear the old, well-
worn remark, * Protestants have the
1t might he replied that Cath-
olies also have the money but are minus
the good will to give—at least many of
the wealthy are, and it may be stated,
in all truth, that from the poor comes
our largest support, perhaps because

sions.

money."”

they know what suffering and poverty
mean., There are some generous souls
among the wealthy, but the burden of
support rests upon the men and women
of ordinary means; not alone this work
for souls, but every charity can testify
that the united offerings, the mites of
the poor, have been the sustaining foree.
Alaska, the
ylies, Russians,

It for the

Moreover, in conflieting
claims of all three, Cath
and Protestants, m ke it diflie
Indians to decide where

[However, here as elsewhere, the cour-

age aund disintereste lness of the Fathers
and the fact that they have 1 either wile
por family, are slowly disposing the
Indians in their favor. The
God the rest. *
body is needed in the missionaries who

grace of
will do Strepgth of
come here,” writes one of those actually
working in Alaska, * and steadiness and
strength of mind to face the difliculties
and dangers of this kind of life.” The
further north the missionary goes the
greater become the dangers and difli-
culties. The cold is intense during
the winter months, marking on an
average from 30 to 10 degrees helow zeros
and on the coldest days ranging as low as
60 and 70 degrees. The snow, which
covers the low ground, and even a good
portion of the mountain sides during
eight months of the year, makes the
earth so soft and swampy that travel-
ling by land, except in the depths of
winter, is never easy or agreeable ; and
then the danger of being frozen to death
is one the missionary must count on.
Travel is by sledges drawn by dogs, or
{n summer by canoes on the rivers,
which are the natural roads of the
country. In summer the heat causes a
rapid growth of grasses and weeds, and
these send up swarms of mosquitoes and
black flies whose bites are as annoying
as they are dangerous. The food is of
the plainest, consisting of flour and salt
meat for the most part, with a frozen fish
thrown in occasionally, or a wild goose

feom time to time, or the tail of a young
whale. Hverything is to be done. The
Russian priests, who have long been in
possession, have done little for the In-
dians save baptize them and collect
from their government the bounty
allowed for every soul baptized. Of
religious instruction they have had
practically nothing—some of the bap-

tized natives rarely know even how to

which marches behind the safe end of & | make the sign of the cross. With their

natural disposition, however, there is
little doubt that before long our relig-
jou will secure new and glorious tri-
umphs in Alaska.

ELIOT’S NEW RELIGION.

When we come to consider it on its
negative side we get a clearer concep-
tion of how far Eliot's new religion is re-
moved fromwhat most men have hitherto
considered religion to be.lt makes no pre-
tense to be a divine message. Itisa pro-
duct of human speculation, and may
change with the years. Notwithstanding
this,Dr. Eliot announces it with a eertain
airof finality—a characteristie inconsist-
ency of the “anti-dogmatic” type of mind.
On its principles, however, the new
religion is merely tentative and tempor-
ary. There is no divine revelation (the
phrase “Christ's revelation” can hardly
be taken in the theological sense) and
no divinely constituted religious

uthority; n golntion on I-i.qh of
riddles of existence, no mysteries,
no faith, no ereeds, no priests, no sacra-
ments, no means of forgiveness—no sins
to forgive, so far as one can see. The
doetrine of original sin isstated in terms
of Calvinism. New England thinkers of
the advanced type, by the way seem
never togphave heard of any theology
except that of Calvinism, Dr. Eliot re-
jects the fall of man and with a note of
scorn, as if he had some private sources
of enlightenment on the mystery of evil
which are denied to the rest of us. No
form of worship is suggested. Dr. Eliot
confesses that sacrifice has been con-
nected with religion in the past; but he
considers it unworthy in any form.
Incidentally, his remark about incense
as the form of sacrifice in the Christian
chureh shows how seandalously uniformed
is this university president with regard
to the older religions which he sets
aside in such summary fashion. Even
prayer seems to have no place in the
new scheme. “I believe, he says, “that
in the new religion there will be no
s ‘;u-;'u:n'\lr‘nl element; it will place no
reliance on anything but the laws of
nature.” Considering the harsh evolu-
t ry philosophy of survival of the

which is back of the

of these laws of g
surpassing to find him ac
that his rel

from

on

fittest,
view

modern
e, it is not
knowledging
on “eannot supply con-

lation as offered by the old religion.”
Nor is there any word of salvation,
whether from sin in this world or from
annihilation in the nexb
God's justice is denounced as unworthy;
but no moral sanction is offered in its
place. And, as noted above, the ideal
of holiness which has attracted the
highest type of religious character among
Jews, Buddhists and Mohammedans, as
well as among Christians, seems to be
altogether beyond Dr. Eiiot's religious
horizon.

At the outset, our confidence in Dr.
Fliot as a prophet is somewhat dimin-
ished by the discovery that the new
religion which he announces is, in its
main tenets, a fairly old religion, as Pro-
testant seets go, and one in which his son
is a minister. What he offers as the
religion of the future is a watered down
Unitarianism, with the addition, as one
eritic remarks, of a dash of Esculapian-

1 1 ¢
Uicaa Oi

ism, i. e, the cult of physical well-
being. The fact that the proposed
scheme of religious thought resembles

1 form of Unitaris
for gauging Dr. Eliot's trustw yrthiness
as a prophet. It would appear that the

ism gives us a basis |

present situation in the intellectual
Pt world is most favorable to
Unitarianism. For men who have lost

of in positive authoritative religion,
3 striving to retain some belief it
G vith reverence for Christ as a

moral guide, it would seem to offer an
inviting haven. Yet it is confessed by
its friends that it has failed to grasp
{he situation. A number of eminent
and worthy men have found satisfaetion
in its simple creed ; but it shows no
mark of being one of the world religious.
It is no suflicient answer to say that
Unitarianism is contented to spread
itself as a spirit, and is comparatively
indifferent to success as a religious or-
ganization, 1f it were destined to be a
prominent factor in the religious
future of the race it would
already have developed along the
lines both of organization and of pros
elytism. Such has always the
story of dominant ideas. In nature,
flabby, undeveloped organisms and lack
of fecundity do not lead us to expect
cither the dominance or the perman-
ence of a species.

Dr. Eliot's type of religion is not
stronger than Dr. Martineau's, It is

been

need of a divinely constituted auth-
ority to repel its ravages.

The fate of religion depends (humanly
speaking) on religivus men. It is not a
matter to be settled by the leisure spec-
ulations of a retired professor. 1t de-
pends on men of religious enthusiasm
like St. Paul, men of simplieity of heart
like St. Francis, men of meditative piety
like Newman. It matters not how dark
the clouds of unbelief may lower, or that
there be but one prophet left that has

not bowed the knee to Baal. What pro-
fessor in Antioch or Athens in the first
ce ryv of our era believed that an ob-
scure Jewish seet would in three cen-

turies dominate the Empire ? The in-
eipient rationalistie spiritof the twelfth

century was met and overcome by the
religious revival of the mendicant friars
who finally, in the persons of Aquinas
and Bonaventure, took possession of the
universities. Inthe days of Shaftesbury
and Toland it would have seemed an
easy prophecy that a form of Deism not

unlike Eliotism was destined to control
the stream of Engii

) Lhoug If there

were such a seer, he failed to see the
depths of the human soul, or to loresee
John Wesley.

ew kind of re-

Dr. Eliot predicts 8
ligion—what he should be able to pro-
mise first is a new kind of man. The
old zenus homo, as we meet it in history

books or on the street, is not of a sort
to worship a multiplieation of infinities
or look on surgeons as sacred ministers
performing holy rites. Maunkind will
ha a real religion, or none at all. It
wants a God to love and fear and pray
to. Its religion must be a message

from on high, which will give light in
dark places and strength in temptation
and consolation in the trials and losses
of this life. And it will have its dogmas
too. A creedless religion isa thoughtless

religion. The only valuable religious
element in Dr. Eliot’'s plan are dogmas.
His Pantheistic God is a dogma, his
id { progress is a dogma, his law of
love is a dogma. Even his denials are

but these are not valuable. It

, as Chesterton says, that “the

( n world is filled with men who
he logmas so ly that they do
no en know they are dogmas.”

It is not the dogmas we object to. S
lo: e advances positive dogmas he
is, to some degree, helpful. But the
bulk of his message is too commonplace
and too worldly to deserve the sacred
name of religion. How can it fulfill the

Will it

functions of the ancient faith ?
satisfy the mystic lon rg of the s
for ymunion with God ?  Woulc A
man be willing to die for its prineiples ?
Is it a religion for the world-weary and
the disconsolate? Does it afford any
curb for passion or help in time of temp-

vints

tation ? Has it any future as a popular
religion — with its devotion to abstract

ideals and its academic regard for anci-
ent customs 2 What kind of hymns will
it produce ? How far will it fulfill the
soeial service rendered by older religions
of holding in check the brute passions of
humanity ? We fear that the pontifl of
the lecture hall would find to his con-
sternation that the conclusions drawn
from his careful utterances by the rough
practieal logie of the mob is that there
is an end to moral sanction ; there is no
God, at least none worth troubling
about, and, in the expressive phrase of
the day, * Toe lid is off.”

The new religion will neither satisfy
the needs of rel natures nor hold
the allegiance who through

arious causes are forsaking the ancient

rious

those

iths, It is house built hall-way
own on a stecp and slippery hillside
nd belo t lie the quagmires ol agnos-
icism and pessimism. Those who would
escape to solid ground must rise on the

wings of faith.

Dr. Eliot attempts to speak in the role
of Isaias. But his voice is the voice of
Jeremias. 1lisblessings are dooms. He
sings of the vietories over this world,
but the discerning ear detects the minor
chords which sound the passing of every
hope that has sustained the noblest and
best of human kind. Like Matthew
Arnold on Dover Beach one hears “ the
oternal note of sadness.” Is this man of
books—five-foot shelf or Harvard library
of books—is he the seer who perceives
in vision the hopes, the aspirations, the
destinies of humanity ? Or have we a
retarn of the ancient days “ when the
word of the Lord was precious, and
there was no manifest vision ?”

He quotes from St. Paul's speech at
the Areopagus. Is he with St. Paul or
with those to whom he spoke—those who
derided his message of faith, who prided

hemselves in their knowledge of phil-
osophy and life, who saw in themselves

weaker in every peint which gives
strength to religion. We do not find in
the programme of the American thinker
any insistence on the * spiritual and
mystical type’ which was so important
in the religion of his English brother.
On the contrary, the more recent set of
views marks a step further towards the
definite abandonment of religious beliefs.
Men whose cultivation has consisted
largely in the development of the eriti-
cal faculty are prone to the mistake that
the modicum of religion which they
choose to retain after critical analysis
is going 'i" persist as the religion of the
future. But they began wrong by ex-
eluding from theirinvestigation the very
olements which constitute the religi-
ous nature in them—awe and reverence,
and humility and simplieity, and the
sense of sin and the instinet for prayer.
As a result of their methods, the residue
of religion grows less and legs, until it
threatens to vanish into thin air. The
gold of revelation, piled in huge ingots
in the church's treasury, has been beaten
and rebeaten under the mallets of Pro-
testant private judgment and rational-
istic eriticism until nothing is left but
the glitter. No wonder that Newman
speaks of “ the all-corroding, all-dis-
solving scepticism of the intellect in

the teachers of the world, but whose
eign was to be so short, whose wisdom
was to be overthrown by the gospel of
his Jewish zealot ?

History repeats itself. Many things
change, but the mind of God and the
nature of man remain. Macaulay, in a
passage too well known to require cita-
tion, speaks of the wonderful vitality of
the Catholic Church. Newman presents
the same idea with his usual reticence
of statement.

There is only one religion in the
world which tends to fulfill the aspira-
tions, needs and foreshadowings of
natural faith and devotion. It alone
has a definite message addressed to all
mankind. . . . Christianity is in its
idea an announcement, a preaching ; it is
the depository of truths beyond human
diseovery, momentous, practical, main-
tained one and the same in substar
overy age from the first and addr
to all mankind. And it has actoally

races in all ranks of society, under
every degree of civilization from barbar-
ism to the highest cultivation of mind.
Coming to set right and to govern the
world, it has ever been, as it ought to be

religious inquiries,” and announces the

in conflict with large masses of men with
the civil power, with vhysical force,

1909

has had
reverses ; but it

with adverse philosophies ; it
successes, it has had
has had a grand history, and has effected
great things and is as vigorous in its
age as in its youth. Iun all these re-

spects it has a distinetion in the world
and a pre-eminence of its own; it has
upon it prima facie signs of divinity: I

be advanced by

prerogatives so

do not know what can
rival religions of

special.

I have stated that mankind will have |

a real religion, or none at all. Here is
a real religion, a strong religion. It
teaches, not as the ancient or modern
scribes, but as having authority. Its

doctrines and ideals are based on divine
revelation, on the spiritual
of the saints, on the wisdom ace
its dealings with all classes
of men for nineteen hundr
formulated by men of giant intel
true spirit, It is a
vhich answers every need and gives
room and play forall sane
of the religious e

religious

developments
ement in man

nhoeer he in order, then o1
| v pee
vhich men 1
of the future

Tk o

And i pr
every
discernment

hasis

y take for the
divine ora

cles, the lessons of history, the law of
survival of the fittest, the conelusior
the

always the same religion of the
future is—the reli of the past,
Francis P, Dufiy, D. D,, in the (
lic World.

itho-

e e .

DID THEY REGRET IT.

HOW THREE GREAT CONVERT WERE

A RTOCK CALUMNY.

The former associates of those who
join the Catholie Church are fond of
asserting that the converts keenly re-
gret their course, that if their foreknowl
edee had been as complete as their after-
knowledge they never would have taken
the step, that they suffer great distress

of mind when they see at last just what
they have let themselves in for. \ con
temporary quotes the statements of the

three most prominent converts ol the
last century, Cardinal Manning, Cardi-
nal Newman and Orestes Brownson, in
which this ealumny is disposed of with

a fervor and strength of faith that leav
no doubt of how these great luminaries
recarded the grace of conversion.  They
have been reproduced many times, but
continue to make edifying and instruc-
tive reading.

To the author of “ Recolleetions of
Cardinal  Wiseman,” Manning wrote
under date of April 16, 1841 (he was
then Dr. Manning, of St. Mary's, Bays
water) :

“ 1t (your telling me of my expected
return to Protestantism) gives me the
joy of saying that, from the hour that I
submitted to the Divine Voice that
speaks through the one only Catholice
and Roman Church, I have never known
so much as a momentary shadow of doubt
pass over my reason ormy conscience,
I could as soon believe that two and two
make five as that the Catholic faith is
false or Anglicanism true.”

In a postseript to his famous * Letter
to the Du'e of Norfolk,” published in
April, 1875, Newman says :

« From the day I became a Catholie
to this day (now close upon thirty years),
I have never had a moment’s misgiving
that the communion of Rome is that
Church which the Apostles set up at
Pentecost. . . . Norhavel ever for
a mol hesitated in my conviction,
sinee 1815, that it was my clear duty to
join that Catholie’Chureh as 1 did then
join it, which in my own conscieunce I
felt to be divine. Moreover,
never for a moment have I wished my-
self baek : never have I ceased to thank
my Maker for His merey in enabling me
to make the great change ; and never
has He let me feel forsaken by Him, or
in distress of any kind of religious
trouble.”

With like vehemence of sonlwrote Dr.
Browuson, at the close of the same year,
in announcing the discontinuance of the
Review, which bears so much of his
personal character and is so completely
the expression of his mind :

“1 have recently received a letter
signed ‘A Catholie,” telling me that the
Bishops and clergy have no confidence
in me, and, when they can no longer use
me, they will repudiate me, knowing
that 1 am too independent, when brought
to the test, to submit to their tyranny.
The letter goes on and exhorts me to
open a correspondence with Dr. Dolling-
er, to repudiate the Couneil of the Vati-
can, and to turn the Review to the de-
fense of the ‘Old Catholics.” By so
doing, it assures me I may become im
mensely popular, and gain for the Re-
view an almost unlimited circulation—
and, it might have added, belie all my
convietions and the whole Catholie faith,
and damn my own soul. If suggestions
guch as this could ever have moved me,
I should never have become a Catholic.
[ did not seek admission into the Church
for the sake of wealth, honors or popu-
larity. If I am—as I know I am—meas-
urably unpopular even with Catholies, |
can say truly that I have never sought
popularity, but have rather despised it.
Yet 1 have received more marks of con-
fidence from our venerable Bishops and
clergy than I have deserved, more honor
than | desired, and have been even more
popular with Catholies than I ever ex-
pected to be. Speak of wealth 2 Why,

Necorn,

Catholic my Surname.)—St. Paclan, 4th Century.

————
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Daisles for the Living Feet.
living 1 roses for the
Crowned with burning i s of dream
while the blood bes r
Lilies for the g hands, blossoms for
the qu
Laughter * th amps of life warning
duty’s :
Yhav wi { . . " g
I'hey wh ed esterday sleep as
God t i
Daisies for t x roses for
their rest
Comfort f t ing ha lossoms
for fo
Weary in 1 { il and
oet
I
Lila 1 id no
rms of child t« ne, little lip
to kiss
Little mother-heart to cheer, till her
homely woes
Vanish where the lip { love lean to
beauty's rose.
Daisies f trew th
I with b
Where the I stumble
through the ¢ '
Violets for the sacred dead ; for the liv-
ing, too,
Velvet in their amaran 1 n their
dew
Music for the mourning rt singingon
the 1
Till the « ying voice of love reaches
mart and mill !
Roses for + mother heart, burdened

with its care

Roses for the lips of love singing on the

stair ;

Daisies in the ecommon way for the feet
of strife

Toiling in the steam and heat for the
rose of 1if¢

Memory blossoms for the dead where
the the while

Daisies for the living feet, song for
them, and smile

- —

CATHOLIC NOTES.

The lioness sent to the Pope by Em-
peror Meaelix of Abyssinia in 1907 has
The Pope has decided to send
two of them t» President Taft, two to
the Kaiser and two to Kmperor Franeis

h.

six cubs

Jose

1 by wireloess Father Dooley
of Fordham University, New York,
rushed to the pier to meet the steam-
ship Minnetonka, from London, on Tues-
day to administer the last rites of the
Church to Mrs. Robert Potts, wife of
Rear Admiral Potts, U, S. N,, retired.

Finding that the Vatican gardens
were not extensive enough to permit of
motoring, Pope Pius has presented his
automobile to Cardinal Merry del Val,
the P’apal Seeretary of State. The car
is a handsome one, with luxurious fit-
tings, and was presented to the 1'ope
by wealthy Americans.

A book prepared by Catholie hands is
beyond doubt the most heautiful velume
among the 500,000 in the Congressional
Library at Washington. It is a Bible
which was transeribed by a monk in the
sixteenth century. It could not be
matched to-day in the printing
in the world,

best

ol

Remarkable as the

Huysmans, sen sualist

conversion of de
furned mystie, is

that of Adolphe Rette, reddest of the
“ Reds ” among the anarchists of 'rance
and now, after a pedestrian pilgrimage

to Lourdes, the humblest and happiest
of the diseiples of the rule of obedience
as a Benedietine noviece.

Reeently, the Holy Father said to an
Australian Irish Bishop: * Iam well
aware of the perpetual fidelity of the
Irish people to the See of Peter. And
I well know the great share which they
bave had in building up the Catholic
Chureh bothin Australia and the United
States of America. This great fidelity
and missionary zeal of the Irish race I
feel most anxious to acknowledg

Among the list of recent converts to
the Catholic Church is Mrs. Julia Pal-
mer Stevens, of Bloomington, T11., widow
of a Methodist minister, who was pre-
siding elder of different conferences for
many years, and youngoest sister of Gen-
oral John M. Palmer, former Governor
of Ilinois, United States Senator of the
game State and candidate for the Presi-
deney.

In the class of 111 which was con-
firmed by Bishop O'Connor, of the New-
ark diocese, in St. Rose of Lima's
Church, Short Hills, recently, was J.
Ellis Butler, a former Methodist min-
ister., Mr. Butler vas formerly pastor
of churches in Colorado and Calitornia.
He came Bast several years ago and not
long ago was received into the Catholic
Church.

The next Kucharistic Congress will
take place in Montreal, beginning on
September 4, 1910, and it is « vpected to
be on a very large scale. Preparations
for it are already in progress. One of
the leading features of that congress
will be High Mass celebrated in the
open air, and it is probable that the
delogates will have the opportunity of
attending midniglw Mass in the Church

what could I do with it, standing as I do

on the brink of my grave ? The gener-

heen embraced and is found in all |v:|rt~«|
of the world in all elimates, among all |

osity of Catholics, in an annuity reason-
ably secure, has provided for my few
personal wants. . . . What do 1 want

of wealth?  What do I eare for popular-
ity, which I never sought, and on which
[ turned my back when not yet of age ?
I have, and I desire to have, no home
out of the Catholiec Church, with which
I am more than satisfled, and which I
love as the dearest, tenderest and most
affectionate mother, My only ambition
is to live and die in her communion,”

of Notre Dame during the congress,

Dispatches from Rome state that 1*

Pius is aboub to issue an encyclical
pealing to the faithful to come to
aid of the foreiin missions which
badly in need of funds,  Vatican

pont ont that the contributions for this
work amount to only $2 000,000 yearly,
as compared with $5,000,000 and 000-

{ 000 contributed in Kngland and America
for the Protestant missionaries. It has
been known for some time that a new
encyeclical was being prepared, but this
is the first bint as to its nature,
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IN TREATY WITH HONOR

A Romance of Old Quebec,

MARY CATHARINE CROWLEY.
Author of “A Da
H

eroine of '

France,” “The
ve Thrives

of New

CHAPTER XXI CONTINUED,

After a drive of an hour with my
friend, we stopped the horse at a farm
among the hills, The Tarmer had just
gone out to his barn in the early light
to feed his cattle and ponies. Monsieur
Droulet briefly told him who 1 was and
he agreed to keep me in hiding. Here
the young man left me. As he drove
away 1 noticed with satisfaction that the
light snow which was beginning to fall
would ~oon cover all tracks of his car-
riage wheels.  There would be no
means of tracing me to this retreat.
Half an hour later I was sleeping sound-
ly amid the fragrant new hay in the
mow. The next day the farmer brought
me food. ln the afternoon M. Droulet
returned to give me the news.

“ Ma foi, but there has been a to-do
over your escape, Major Adair,” he sald.
“ The commandant, Sir James Maedon-
ald, raved like a madman when it was
repozted to him. Ile says the de'il may
take care of the Yankee prisoners; he
has had enongh of you. But, for the
disgrace brought upon him, every man
whose negligence abetted the carrylng
out of your plot shall sup sorrow. The
whole garrison is under arms, the town
gates are trebly guarded, sentinels are
posted in every street, alley, and lane
with: orders to permit no one to pass
without being examined. The houses of
the Freuch are heing searched, and
many people have been hurried to the
guard-house, Pascal among the rest.
His ignorance of English wus declared
by the watch to be ‘a d—— suspicious
circumstance.’ "

“ Have you heard anything of my
companions 2" T inquired anxiously.

Droulet hesitated, but geeing that I
would not be put off, finally answered,
“ Captain Rycerski is still at liberty,
but the others have been retaken.”

“ My God!” 1 broke out. * Where ?"'

“ [{ull in a tavern where he went to
get food and drink for himself and Cul-
ver who, disabled, was hiding in a
patriot's house. The landlord suspected
Hull and went out to warn the soldiers.
A sorvant-maid tried to aid our friend.
Unluckily ere he got off a party of sol-
diers came in and recognized him. He
was immedia cly handeuffed and led
back to the garrison under a guard of at
least a hundred men. Of course he de-
nied all knowledge of the whereabouts
of any of you, but Culver was soon found
and returned to prison also.”

“ Poor, poor fellows,” I sighed. “Well
what has happened to them may be our
fate before long. What reward is cifered
for the capture of Rycerski and myself?’

* The regiment has offered a thousand
pounds and Lord Durham five hundred,”
answered Droulet, reluctantly. “It was
one of the men whom you met in the
stroot who betrayed you. He pretends
that but. for the lady's pleading he would
not have let you go. 'The soldiers have
even forced their way into the convents
to search for you, and they would have
it that a middle-aged, mascaline-looking
sister waé yourself in disguise.”

“ Ho, ho, ho | to think of any one ex-
pecting to find my face under a nun's
hood,” I laughed. * But what is to be
done now ?"

“ Remain quiet for the day, major,
since your feot is so much worse. To-
night we shall try to take you off in &
boat."”

Early in the evening Droulet came
onee more, bringing a French doctor,
who bathed my injured ankle, rubbed it
with a liniment which, he maintained,
possessed marvellous curative power,
and bandaged it again. Then they
helped me to a carriage and we started
for the Beauport shore. The roads be
ing all guarded, we had to take a round-
about route. Through the fields and
woods and over sloughs we went, follow-
ing by-roads perhaps never before tra-
versed by so light a vehicle as a gig.
After much trouble and scveral break-
downs, we reached the st rand at the
point agread upon, namely, near the
house of the curé. But alack, here,
where we ex ected to find the boat,
there was neit er friend nor skiff to
meet us.

“3ome aceident must have happened,”
declared Droulet in distress. * 'he
boat was here this morning ; the troops
must have taken it.”

Leaving me with the doetor, he posted
off to ascertain it the boatmen were any-
where about the village. He was gono
an hour, and on his return admitted
gadly thas he could learn not hing of
them. We must go back, but how ?
The way by which we had come was s0
bad that we could not hope to reach the
farm again before daylight. We began
t» meet people on the road going to
market with the produce of their rardens
and farms. To avoid them, we turned
into the woods, Here we reached the
climax of our difficultios. The axletree
of the carriago broke down.

“ There is no help for it,” said Drou-
Jet, “ we must ask shelter from M.
Gudbout, who lives near here. e isa
magistrate, but he will not be so in-
human as to turn @ sick man from his
door, nor so base as to beiray one who
lias lost all in an efiort to help his coun-
trymen,'

I he

¢ man and the doctor drew
the g ¢thar into the wood, unnar
sed the horse, an 1 mounted me upon

his back. Then we started once more,
they walking beside me.
How my wesry limbs and aching ankle

were tortured by the ride on that hard
trotting steed! Dressod as a French
Canad in a blue surtout and toque, &

I sash anod deorskin  moccasing,
with my faco slightly browned by wa!

thial picture of *un

woolen

nut jnice, L was a |
1 habitar

When we came to the place, the doetor
waited in the road while Droulet and 1
turned in at the gate leading to Gud-
bout's  house. My f{riend's knock
brought to the door a short,
pompous, stout little man, Gud-
bout himself. Taking him aside, Drou-
let told him who [ was and what we

in a trepidation that I should have
found laughable under other circum-
stances. * My oath of office forbids ; it
would be against my honor, and what
have we, monsieur, so dear as honor?
Still, I will tell you what I will do,” he
went ou, darting a keen glance at me.
“ About a mile back in the woods there
is a hut which is used only in the spring
at the time of the sugar boiling. No
one ever goes that way. Your friend
will be entirely safe there and may stay
a8 long as he pleases. Stay, I will give
you a loaf of bread for him.”

While he was gone I begged the others
to obtain from him minute directions
how to get to the sugar camp. Present-
ly he reappesred, bringing a large loaf
which he handed to Droulet.

“Go now,” he said. “Take the path
through the woods, the one yonder by
the big maple. “Ciel messieurs, go!"”
Opening my lips for the first time
during the interview, I thanked him pro-
fusedly, We took the way he pointed
out, but as soon as we got fairly into the
wood agsin, | reined in the horse.

Sacre, I see myself going to the sugar
camp,” I cried. “That fellow would lead
the searching party straight there be-
fore noon. Gentlemen, it is now broad
day. You are only compromising your-
selves by coming with me. You would
botter go back to the city. I can shift
for myself. The magistrate's loat may
not be very palatable, but it will keep
me from hunger, snd aay ditch will
supply me with water. I will remain
heresbouts all duy and come out by the
house of the curé to-night again.
Perhaps by that time you will be able
to get a boat to take me across to the
Ile @' Orleans.”

The doctor, after some demur, went
back, taking his horse with him, but,
Droulet would not leave me. KEager to
got me away from the neighborhood, he
hailed a market cart and offered the
habitant who drove it half a crown to
bring us to a farm he named. Between
them they lifted me into the cart.

“I am taking you to friends of whom I
did not think until now,” said my guide.
“The man is timid, but his heart is with
us. His wife is a true patriot and she
will presently have half a hundred plans
for keeping you safe, for the time, while
I go and inquire why the boat was not at
hand this morning.”

When we reached the house we found
that the master had gone to town on
business Madame welcomed us with
great cordiality, however, gave us a sub-
stantial breakfast, and concealed me in
the garret of the mansion, where,
thoroughly tired out, I'slept a good part
of the day. Droulet returned in the
afternoon with much news.

“Ha, ha!"” he laughed, as we sat on a
chest in the loft, making ourselves as
comfortable as circumstances would
permit. “This morning old Gudbout
went straight to the town major and told
tho wholo story of our eall upon him last
night, just as you predicted he would.
He even declared you were at the mo-
ment in the hut at the sugsr eamp and
demanded that a posse of soldiers be
sent out to ospture you. Luckily for
you though, Adair, so many stories about
you are current in the city, and so many
people claim to have seen you and have
lod the searchers on a wild-goose chase,
that the old fool was not believed. I
will not deny, however, that the govern-
ment are vigilantly taking their own
way to secure your capture. No vehicle
is allowed to pass the gates without
being thoroughly examined. The
bakers' carts bave been stopped in the
streets by the guards, and all the loaves
thrown out, in the hope of finding you
hidden under them. Loads of hay, grain,
and even of manure have been over-
hauled, and 1 myself saw a soldier thrust
his bayonet iuto a wagon full of straw,
with the design of finishing you, if you
shou'd happen to be concealed beneath
it. To cap the climax, a funeral pro-
cession slowly winding its way toward
the cemetery was halted by the military
and the coffin was opened to see if, per-
chance, you might be trying to get away
by passing yourself off as a corpse.”

“Surely this wae unnecessary,” said I,
grimly. “Had they followed the coflin
and seen it duly buried they might bave
safely concluded I was then done for,
dead or alive. But what of the boat?
Can 1 get off to-night?”

“Our frieuds were here with the canoe
last night, as they promised, but the
tide being low they were foreed to keep
out from the shor:. The boats of the
man-of-war at anchor in the river kept
cruising around, and as we did not come
on time, our boat-men feared to remain
waiting longer, lest thus they might
cause you to be captured. To-night
they will try again, When they have
taken you into the canoe they will keep
along the shore until they are able to
elude the sentinel beats in the darkness.
Then they will make straight across to
the island. You will not be suspected
of beirg in that vieinity, and once there
you can remain or not as you like.
They will so disguise you that you will
be able to take all the exercise neces-
sary for yeur health.”

“How do they mean to disguise me?"”

“Have you any objection to wesring a
gown?"'

“Decidedly, Rather than don petti-
coate I would aimost rather be taken ”

Forgetting that I was in hiding he
broke into a peal of merriment, but
quickly controlled his mirth.

“And how sbout a priest’s gown?”

“That is better, though 1 fear I should
make a sorry curd.”

“You shall have a chanee to play the
role. Our men will be here at seven
o'clock. Until then, au revoir.”

I made ready to go, but when Droulet
returned he looked exceedingly down-
cast,

“Our plan to get you to the Ile '
Orloeans is discovered, Adair,” he said
dejoctedly. “This neighborhood will be
searched to-morrow. The only thing to
be done Is to boldly take you back into
town."

Phe project seemed the acme of rash-
news, yet there was no choice. Besides,
for anything like “bearding the lion in
his den,” 1 was always especially ready.
Danger invariably aroused in me a
spirit of elation and bravado.

The young man had brought me the
dress of a curé, which Inow put on. At

wanted,
% What! Shelter an escaped prisoner
in my house " exclaimed the magistrate

nine o'cloek, stealing down from the
garret, 1 made my adieus to my good
{ hostess, and was assisted into the French

ly we drove over the rough Beauport
road and onward until we came to the
little River St. Charles. Between the
bridge and the Marine Hospital, Droulet
reined in his pony.

“The boys ought to be here,” he said,
“and other friends have arranged to be
crossing the bridge at this time, so as to
deaden the sound of the oars.”

Almost as he spoke two men emerged
from the shadow of a building and came
toward us. 1 drew my cloak tighter
around me, so as to somewhat conceal
my features. Droulet leaned forward.
“Soyez pret,” one of the strangers
said softly.

My guide breathed a sigh of relief.
“I¢ is all right,” said he.

Phe men, after grasping my hand in
token of thair friendliness, lifted me out
of the cart and carried me between
them to a boat a few yards distant.
They waited until by the challenge of
the sentinel we knew our friends were
on the bridge. Then, assured that the
sound of their horses’ feet and of the
carriage wheels would prevent him
from hearing our boat, dipping their
oars with as little noise as might be, they
rowed across the river. On the opposite
side 8 man had led his horse to the
water's edge as though to let him drink.
“Soyes pret,” he said as we 8p-
proached.

“Soyez pret,” answered Droulet.

The men lifted me on to the horse’s
baek,

“Take these,” said my friend, thrust-
ing a brace of pistols upon me. “1 will
walk shead at some distance and.you
must ride after alone, until you see me
stop at the door of a certain house.
Rein in your horse then, also. I have
arrauged that you shall be sheltered
there for the night.”

With one of the pistols in my hand,
and the other in my belt, I rode after the
carriage which had just crossed the
bridge, and onward along the very
streets through which so rigorous a
search was being made for me.

CHAPTER XXIL
OFF FOR THE BORDER,

It was nearly morning when we stopped
at a house in the St. John suburb. Here
we found a supper prepared, and much
kindness, but just as we were sitting
down to the meal a messenger, who
proved to be none other than Pascal,
came runuing in.

“ It is not safe for m'sieur to remain
here,” he cried in French. “ The
goldiers have been through the Faubourg
St. Roch and on the Cote St. Genevieve.
As 1 came along I sawa band of them
overturning the flower-pots in the
window of an old bourgeoise near here.
They thought m'sieur might be under
them, I suppose,” added the old fellow
with a grin. * But the woman valiantly
defended her posies with a broomstick
and, by Ste. Anne, I'll wager more than
one clown got & broken head.”

Further mquiry led us to the discov-
ery that a party were searching the
houises in the very street whers we had
taken refuge.

The cars had been brought around
over the bridge, and Pascal now con-
trived to get it to the door at the rear
of the house. Having been lifted into
it, [ drove away, Madame St. Germain's
nephew going on afoot as previously.

In my character of curé, I proceeded
slowly once more, following my condue-
tor through many lanes and by-ways.
Thus more than an hour passed. I was
tardy in realizing that there was a
reason for these many detours besides
the necessity of avoiding the searching
party. At last, however, the truth
dawned upon we. Drouletdid not know
where to take me. He dared not ven-
ture to ask any one to harbor me ; and
yet, brave and true friend that he was,
he would not desert me.

The sun had risen two hours belore,
and my hunger, sharpened by the fact
that we had been forced to go supper-
less, told me it was breakfast time,
Driving a little faster 1 caught up with
Droulet and told him the plan that
oceurred to me.

“1 will go to Devereux,” 1 said.
“ Although a government official he is a
countryman of mine and he will not
give me up.”

My friend protested; but I was re-
solved, and he finally agreed to take
me to the house, since nothing else
offered. We soon came to it. With
dificulty 1 got down from the cart and
he took my pluce therein.

“1f you will come for me to night,
most faithful of friends, perbaps 1 can
get away,” | said.

He promised, and after nodding an
au revoir to him, I limped around a cor-
ner of the residence of the man into
whose keeping 1 was about to entrust
my life. Climbing the steps of a ver-
andah [ found myself before a door.
Should 1 knoek ?  No, that would be (oo
ereat a risk, The servant who micht
respond to the summons might suspect
who | was and give the alarm, Or per-
haps a poor country curé would be
denied an interview with the master,
Turning the knob, I pushed open the
door and walked into the hall. As I
stood for a seeond, undecided which way
to turn, the sound of a girl's gay voioe
floated out from the room beyond, and
prosently aman's rich baritone answered
in a bantering fashion.

« Come well, come ill, here goes, I said
to myself, and striding forward, [ entered
the parlor.

Here ot breakfast were seated a
middle-aged man, a handsome matron,
and two young ladies, one of them a
pretty little m.id in her early teene.

For a moment the party were unconsci-
ous of my intrusion. 1f any one among
them heard the noise of the opening of
the door, it was evidently supposed to
have been made by the servant who
waited upon them,

The older girl, whose merry laugh had
been my guide, was seated facing the
hall and therefore was the first to
catch sight of me, as she turned her
bright eyes from the master of the
house who had evidently been playtully
teasing her. When her glance fell on
me she started in alarm, and 1 in turn
stared at her in incredulous astonish-
ment ; for this lady whom I encountered
thus so unexpectedly was Phabe Fos-
ter. The sweet English girl, who had
twice aleady befriended me, now

charrette which was in readiness, Slow-

“ Mr., Devereux, here is a French
curé who apparently wishes to speak to
you,” she said.
Devereux turned abruptly and, per-
ceiving me, said to the other girl, whom
I recognized by her resemblance to him
to be his daughter, * Alleen, sinee you
are our French scholar, tell the good
man to come to my office later. Or if
he is collecting for a church ora hos-
pice, I'll give him a dollar and let him
g(l.
Rising from her place, Aileen came
toward me and repeated what he had
said,
“ Thank you, mademoiselle,” I replied
in the same language. * Money I have
managed for several days to do without,
but 1 am sadly in need of food and
shelter.”
Then approaching her father I added
resolutely in English, *“Sir, as a country-
man of yours 1 come to you for aid
trusting in your honor. 1 am a pre-
scribed and hunted man; my name is
Nial Adair.”
Before he could answer Pha:be turned
to her host. *Oh, Mr, Devereux, you will
protect him?" she cried eagerly. “1
have—met Mr. Adair before.”
Aileen, meanwhile, hastened to set &
chair for me.
“Sir, be seated,” she said with pretty
dignity, “we bid you welcome if my
father does not.”
Devereux, aroused from his blank
astonishment by her independence,
lcaned back in his chair and laughed.
“Ha, ha, traitress,” he protested, * do
you not know this gentleman has been
convicted of high treason and it is a
great risk to harbor him?"”
“Nevertheless, I feel sure my . hus-
band will not refuse hospitality,” inter-
posed Mrs. Devereux, serenely.
Devereux exchanged a glanoce with
her, rose, locked the door o the room,
and wheeling about stretched out his
hand to me, saying, “Sir, since you are
here, you may rely on me. 1 cannot
shut my eyes to the injustice of many of
the men now prominent in affairs in the
province, nor my heart to the appeal of
one from my own country who needs my
help. Draw mnearer to the table, sir,
you have not breakfasted.”

Mrs. Devereux now poured coflee for
me, and Aileen busied herself in waiting
upon me, while Pheebe smiled in friend-
ly econtent.

When I had amply testified to my ap-
preciation of the comfortable meal, my
host conducted me upstairs to a little
suite of apartments kept for his own use
and, pointing to a couch, said, “Mr.
Adair, you need rest. After you have
slept, your luncheon will be served in
the adjoining study, and my wife, my
daughter, and their guest will assist
you, with their chatter, to while away
the afternoon. I must hasten to my
affairs but I shall be at home again by
six o'clock.”

When he had gone I threw myself on
the divan and for some hours knew the
blissful unconsciousness of slumber.
Awaking at last, I bathed, dressed with
more neatness than I had been able to
do for some days, and passing into the
study took up a book in an endeavor to
divert my mind from its anxieties.

Before long a pleasanter distraction
presented itself. There was a light tap
on the door. I opened it, and beheld
pretty Aileen standing before me hold-
ing a well-laden tray. Taking it from
her, I laid it upon the table. Mrs.
Devereux and Phwbe now appeared
also, and the three ladies set themselves
to entertain me while I lunched.

Phwbe had, clearly, told her hostess
and Aileen something of the circum-
staneces of our acquaintance. I now
gave them my version of the story, re-
lating with enthusiasm and thankful
ness how she had aided my escape to
American soil and how, ouce again, she
had helped we with her kindly sympathy
at the Strait.

“Ah, Phaebe dear, [ always knew you
were a heroine,” exclaimed little Miss
Devereux, embracing her friend.

Later, mother and daughter slipped
away for a few moments, leaving me to a
tete-a-tete with their charming young
visitor. It was then I learned how she
happened to be in Quebec.

“My father, having finished his round
of inspection of the forts, came here to
make his report to the government, and
I jbegged him to bring me with him,"
Phwebe said. “He and Mr. Devereux
have long been friends”

After some beating about the bush I
asked for Captain Weston. The dear
girl's answer was a deep flush, which
led me to rally her a little on the sub-
jeet of the handsome captain, She
finally admitted to me, with a fascinat-
ing confusion, that she had given her
troth to the worthy officer, atd they
planned to be married during the com-
ing winter. Thereat I, on my part,
told her of Jacquette, and my hope that
before long I might claim my darling.

After this Aileen came back. She
and Phebe had been at a party on the
evening of my escape from the citadel,
and the lively demoiselle now described
for my benefit the consternation of the
young subalterns who were their danoc-
ing pertners, when the flight of the
American prisoners became known.

“The dusk of the October day was
gathering when Mrs. Devereux, entcr-
ing the room quickly, said, “Mer. Adair,
a man is lingering about the house; 1
think he must be one of your friends.”

“If it is some one for me, he will re-
peat the watchword, soye: pret,” 1
answered, starting to my feet.

Aileen flitted away and soon returned
accompanied by Droulet.

“I have brought you a new disguise,”
he said hastily addressing me. “We
must be off at once.”

1 went into the chamber, changed my
clothes, snd came back, again dressed
as a habitant. The ladieslaughed when
they saw me thas ready for my new
role. I thanked them with profound
gratitude for their goodness, expressed
to Phahe my best wishes that she
might soon be a happy bride, and
begged Mrs. Devereux to tell her hus-
band 1 would never forget his gener-
osity in harboring me. Then, alter en-
trusting to pretty Aileen a letter
which she promised to deliver safe to
Jacquette, I took leave of these true
friends. 3

Straightway I again realized that I
was a hu?ed man. For a second time
was the Doat in whioh I hoped to get
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oulet in desperation knocked at the | Thus silenced, the smuggler apre
:l)urur of a 1.~re£chman. who took me to | to go. He and Rawon ulﬁf[ ““'”»“'l*‘:ltil
his stable. our horses, As 1 was securing py
“hhere is & hollow under the floor of | pistols and covering them with n)
the horse's stall, sir,” said the babitant. | closk lv)‘:"“l"t' came up close to me ang
+If you wish to lie concealed there you :;:i(;l—“"ce trembling  with emotioy,
will be safe.” oy A g /

“Danger makes strange bedfellows. d1 Adair, farewell, we may never mect

. rain,. G S
have no echoice but to try it,” [ replied, g";ulr:elf ]‘:.l l::::«:? -\l“’“ih‘l;“k llzut lot
syince the soldiers are upon my rack shall be tempted to throw mysel] _I-Mx)

The horse was already bedded down | the river.”

for the night, but we took him from the “Oh, 1o, no, whatever happens, ro.
stall, cleared out the straw, and raised | member I shall feel to the end that
the planks of the floor. left no opportunity untried in o
“T'here!”, said my new host, pointing help me to my freedom. No harm ‘“\t‘
to a cavity like a grave. come to you, my friend. But 1'll 1
I had no time to hesitate, for, from hanged, if lllt'"; them take me! Ay,
the door of the stable, we conld hear | vOir, au revotr.

the voices of the searchers and see the Ramon in turn took leave of him, ang
lighc of their lanterns, While the meu sad to part with so true a friend, we
fastened it, Droulet threw down a rode away. Never, indeed, did I weet
buffalo robe, and I cast myself prone in | Proulet again, but even now, after (i
the tollow. He and the owner of the lapse of many years, the very mention
barn then replaced the boards above of his name stirs my pulses with 4
me, brought back the horse, and left warmth of gratitude for the services b
me, for the nonce, to the solitude of my rendered me, and the risks he ran to
living grave. save my life, during those days when |
Luckily for me the stable was built of was o fugitive. This self-sacrificing
squared logs and upon a rising ground. generosity I appreciated all the more
The earth was consequently dry. The because, later, I learned he & ted as he
floor was also raised about sixteen inches, did not only through friendship for me,
and through the chinks between the | but because he loved Jacquette, Find.
logs, as well as in places where the | iDg it vain to woo her for himself, he, with
plaster of the foundation wall had worn the spirit of which heroes are made,
away, the wind blew, making a current devoted all his energies to insure her
of air. Notwithstanding my rest at the happiness, even though his success
home of Mr. Devereux, I was so fatigued would give her to a rival. Ab, there
by my many wanderings 1 found the | 3re no mnobler men than this :

buffalo robe comfortable enough. Feel- Canadian patriot! 2
ing that my pursuers would never think | When we had ridden some miles our
to seek me beneath the floor of a horse's guide, the inkeeper, again essayed t, o
stall, I soon feel asleep, and rested as | Pack, but I showed him the purs h
comfortebly as though I were already which Droulet had supplied me and
across the border and had found repose offered to give him two golden cagles at
upon a bed of down. the end of the journcy. The pro i

this reward kept him silent for ar g

Late that night Droulet and my host Shpc e et T
came to the stl:;lblv, disinterred me, and = mn'r(. Then .h‘ again faltered.
brought me into the house. As I en- It is now plain enough to us t
tered the living-room 1 saw a habitant knew who we were and feared arr i
standing before the fire with his back to | he were found conducting us. 1
me. At the sound of my footsteps he | ! my horse, so that Ramon involu
wheeled around and came toward me ly rode ahead, I thus got betwes
with outstretched hands and a smiling and the. tavern-keeper and, tur
face. quiekly in my saddle, levelled my | 1

It was Ramon disguised, like myself at the wan who would have so | 3
With what joy I greeted him 1 need not ‘1““""""1 us,
say. While we supped he told me of his * You will guard us to the States,” I
many and perilous adventures since we said peremptorily, with my finger on the
were parted. Gladly I would set them trigger. ¥
down in these pages, but they form “ Oh yes, sir, yes, yes, I will,
another story. put up your weapon, I beg of y« e

The night we passed in the house, but | stammered in a tremor of fear. * Re-
in the morning, before the children and member 1 have a wife and family. I
servants of the family were awake, our had no idea you were in such a desper-
host took us to the stable. We made ate strait, sir, Of ccurse I will ¢
the hollow under the floor larger, and you. "
my comrade shared with me the shallow, Wasting no words further, I motioned
subterranean chamber. to him to ride before me, which he

Here we remained for days, being tened to do. Pistol in hand I followe
brought out at night, but returning to but we had no more trouble with hin.
our tomb at dawn taking with us a loaf Thus Ramon and I pressed on through
of bread and a battle of water. Droulet | the darkness, laughing in our sleeve
ocould no longer come to speak to us in the guarded bridges, passes and Larri-
the daytime and not always at night, | caded posts which we were able & suc-
for a sentinel was posted at the house | cessfuliy to avoid. We Lad jourueyed
of Madame St. Germain, and two others | about ninety miles when, on the s cond
were in the neighborhood. At last, he | morning from the time we set out from
brought us word that for the third time Quebec, a little after dawn, our guide
a boat was ready to take us across the | said, pointing to a frame building a
river to Point Levis, and arrangements | short distance before us on the
had been made to start us on the|* You see that hquse sirs >"
Kennebec road for Maine. “ Yes, what of 1t ?"" 1 answered care-

It was the third of November. At losaly.
seven o'clock in the evening we ventur- “It is the frontier inn, and is built
ed forth. Ramon still wore the blouse right on the boundary line.”
of s habitant, I a long overcost and As we rode up to the door he directed
broad-brimmed hat, the costume of the | Our attention to the signboard swinging
prieste of the seminary of St. Sulpice. 1 from a post before it. On one side of
was now able to walk fairly well with this sign were painted the lion and the
the aid of a cane and, as | leaned upon unicorn, snd beneath them the words
my stafl and upon the arm of our host. 1 “ Lower Canada.” On the other side
sought to maintain the diguity of the | Was an esgle with outspread wings,
role I assumed. above him a cirelet of stars, and below,

My comrade walked on the opposite in large letters, * The State of Maine.”
side of the way. Several of our friends When in this wild spot we looked
were designedly in the street to lend us [ UPOH the emblem of our adopted country
their aid if necessity should arise, | OUF hearts leaped with joy, and we
But, slthough we passed several soldiers, | che ered %0 lustily that the guests of
we reached the beach near the Queen's the tavern must have been startled
woodyard without adventure. There, [ from their slumbers. Putting spurs to
indeed, was the boat manued by two [ OUr horses, we galloped on.
sturdy rowers. With joy we took our Half an hour earlier we had been so
places in the little craft. Gathered fatigued we could hardly sit erect in
about a boatload of hay next to us were | OUr saadles. Now we were so jubilant
three carters. at being at last wpon American soil we

“Do you know, sir, what has become could have cantered on for half the
of the man who owns this hay ?"* one of | forenoon. Several miles farther abead,
them called out to me, however, we came to a long low log-

“ It has just changed owners and the Louse.
men have gone to the auberge to drin “ The people here will provide you
to the bargain,” I answered, pointing to with refreshments and you can rest if
a cabaret near by. you choose,” said our guide.

The master of our boat now stepped I paid him the gold pieces and
aboard ; the boatmen shoved off, and at thanked him for his trouble, although
last we were away from Quebec. We | he had served us sullenly. The clink
dared not hasten however, for we were | of the coins restored his good-humor.
ostensibly, a band of habitants coming “ Well, sirs, you are all right u
from market. We kept down the river | he cried. * Good-day and good-luck
outside the ptace where the men from | 0 you.” He then rode back, but
the man-of-war were accustomed to |l heard afterwards that poor Droulet
row, and thus, under cover of the dark- never got his horse again.
ness, were able to land at Levis, near | When we entered the house we found
the little church. an elderly man, two young fellows,

Having drawn the boat on the strand whom we rightly took to be his sons,
our friend and the boatmen led the way | and his wife, who was preparing breaks
up the ascent. At the top of the height fast.

I waited while the others weat to get | * You are from Quebec ?" asked the
the horses that had been ordered for us, | father as he invi ed us to take our
Within a few minutes one of the party | places at the pine table,

brought my horse. 1 mounted and, rid-| ‘' Yes,” I sd tersely.

ing down the road, joined Ramon and| * Perhaps,’ put in one of the boys
the owner of the boat, who was to go “you can tell us something of the Amer-
with us for some distance. 5 ican prisoners who so boldly escaped

Through all $he night we rode, and at from the citadel., Were they cap-
daylight arrived at a clearing in the tured " N
woods. Here was a tavern almost as * They were still at liberty when we
rude as the trappers' hut at which the left Quebec on Saturday,” declared my
courcurs de bois were wont to stop in | comrade.
the old days. The master of the inn—a| * God be praised |” exclaimed the
smuggler whom Droulet, who was a mother’ pausing in her work of frying
young sdvocate, had once saved from griddle-cakes over the fue. * Muy He
imprisonment—had a meal prepared for guard and lead them out of danger.”
us. The impression had been conveyed | ~* They are friends of yours, madame ?
to him that we were gentlemen pecuni- | I asked with a smile.
arily embarrased who must get away “ No, sir, I never saw them,” but 1
from Canada. " | hope they will not try to come to the

Scarcely had we breakfasted when we | States by this road.”
saw a horseman riding up to the place “ Why, would they not be safe if they
Ramon and I made a hasty retreat to | were here, for instance i
the woods, but were presently sought “ As safe as three good rifles could
out by our guide. The newcomer was make them,” interrupted the youngel o
Deoulet, who brought us a change of the boys with enthusiasm. MY
disguise and money. mother means they could hardly get

1t had been arranged that the keeper | here, the roads are so closely gnm'nllvd‘.ﬂ
of the auberge should conduct us to the “ Do you know where they are, sir ?
border, but toward evening he began to | queried the old man.
make excuses, adding as a final argu- “ They are now in the State of
ment that he had no horse. Maine,” announced Ramon.

“You will be back to-morrow, and you The woman raised her eyes to heaven
may take my pony,” replied Droulet. | and murmured a prayer of thankfuluess.
“If you do not go with these gentlemen | * Did they cross at Houlton ?" 10°

road,
"

you may swing for it before I help you ] quired the older son.

quiokly recovered her self-possession,

away captured by the authorities.

“ No, below ; quite near here,” said
«in fact this gentleman and I 8r°

out of any difficulty with the govern-
ment officers again.” ' &
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, no, whatever happer Qe
shall feel to the (1:(} Ilil:l\l. \l‘
portunity untried in order .
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you, my friend. But I'll |
1 let them take me! A,
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in turn took leave of him, ang
art with s0 true a fl'i\'[u'l. e
. Never, indeed, did I meet
again, but even now, after (he
many years, the very mention
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f gratitude for the services b
me, and the risks he rap u
life, during those days when |
lugitive. This self-sacrificing
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nly through friendship for me
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orse, so that Ramon involum
~ahead, I thus got between
e  tavern-keeper and, t
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wan who would have so |
d us.

1 will guard us to the States” [
remptorily, with my finger the

yes, sir, yes, ves, I will,
your weapon, I beg of y

red in a tremor of fear. * [e-
r 1 have a wife and fam [
idea you were in such a desper-
ait, sir, Of ccurse I will go with

ting no words further, I motioned
to ride before me, which he has-
to do. Pistol in hand I followed,
» had no more trouble with him. «

s Ramon and I pressed on through
rkness, laughing in our sleeves at
jarded bridges, passes and Larri
posts which we were able &0 su
liy Lo avuid, We Lad jourueyed
ninety miles when, on the second
ng from the time we set out from
¢, & little after dawu, our guide
pointing to a frame building a
distance before us on the rcad,
see that h(ﬁusv sirs 2" -
es, what of 1t ?"" I answered care-
is the frontier inn, and is built
on the boundary line.”
we rode up to the door he directed
itention to the signboard swinging
a post before it. On one side of
ign were painted the lion and the
rn, snd beneath them the words
ver Canada.” On the other side
an eagle with outspread wings,
» him a cirelet of stars, and below,
ge letters, * The State of Maine.”
len in this wild spot we looked
the emblem of our adopted country
hearts leaped with joy, and we
red s0 lustily that the guests of
tavern must have been startled
their slumbers. Putting spurs to
orses, we galloped on.
If an hour earlier we had been so
ued we could hardly sit erect in
aadles. Now we were so jubilant
eing at last wpon Awmerican soil we
1 have cantered on for half the
won. Several miles farther abead,
wver, we came to a long low log-
e,
l'he people here will provide you
refreshments and you can rest if
boose,” said our guide.
paid him the gold pieces and
ked him for his trouble, although
d served us sullenly. The clink
he coins restored his good-humor.
Well, sirs, you are all right now,”

cried. * Good-day and good-luck
you.” He then rode back, but

sard afterwards that poor Droulet
er got his horse again.

'hen we entered the house we found
elderly man, two young fellows,
m we rightly took to be his &
his wife, who was preparing Lreaks

S,

You are from Quebec ?" asked the
er as he invi ed us to take our
ves ot the pine table,
Yes,” I ssid tersely.
Perbaps,” put in one of the boys
u can tell us something of the Amer-
1 prisoners who so boldly escaped
n the citadel. Were they cap-
ed 2" .
They were still at liberty when #¢
. Quebec on Saturday,” declared my
irade.
'God be praised!” exclaimed the
ther’ pausing in her work of frying
ddle-cakes over the fhe. * May He
yrd and lead them out of danger.”
' They are friends of yours, madame ?
sked with a smile.
¢ No, sir, I never saw them,” * but 1
pe they will not try to come to the
ates by this road.”
* Why, would they not be safe if they
re here, for instance 2"
‘ As safe as three good rifles could
ke them,” interrupted the younger of
o boys with enthusiasm. * Ly
ther means they could hardly L’"_t'
re, the roads are so closely gmmlln-nl‘.ﬂ
“ Do you know where they are, SIF &
eried the old man.
“ They are mow in the State of
aine,” announced Ramon.
The woman raised her eyes to he
d murmured a prayer of thankfuluess:
“ Did they cross at Houlton ¢ 107
lired the older son. o aid
“ No, below ; quite near here,”’ 831
; “in fact this gentleman and I are
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the men for whom the whole province
has been searching.”

The mother threw up her hands with
an exclamation of astonishment ; the
boys cast their arms about us, the
father shook us by the hands. All of
this good family appeared as happy
over our deliverance as though we wero
their friends and neighbors. Never
have I had a better breakfast than the
meal the kind woman presently set be
fore us. Never have I rested so peace-
fully as we did during all the first day
that we were again really free,

T0 BE CONTINUED,

—— s
WAS I1' AN EXCEPTIONAL CASE ?

A REMARKABLE STORY
PACT.
Catholic 1

Elsie A. M

FOUNDED ON

for the

Wridten

The Pardows were Louisianians of
French descent and before the war
lived in New Orleans, occasionally visit-
ing their plantation on the Red River,
But Anthony Pardow was killed in the
battle of Vieksburg and after the sur-
render, Mrs. Pardow sold the Red River
plantations for about half their value,
placed her New Orleans property in the
hands of a lawyer, gathered up some of
her household stuffsand with her daugh-
ter Madeline and one old negro who had
spent his life in the service of the Par-
dows, removed to Marietta, Ga.

Those were days of change and great
confasion, and she disappearegd from New
Orleans and the knowledge of old friends
without eailing forth counent or ques-
tion, and she was received into the social
life of Marietta in the same way.

From a planter who had wished to
gell out and go west to recuperate his
broken fortunes, Agnes Pardow bought
a house and lot on the northeast side of
the town, and with her small famity
sottled quietly down, It was apictures-
que old hoase, built after the colonial
fashion, and set back from the street in
the seclusion of an old oak grove, In
the early spring the graveled walks
were bordered with jouquils and moun-
tain pink, and from April to December

the roses bloomed along the garden
fence and around the piasza.

The tumalt following the war died
iway. 1eople ceased to go about with

a helpless, bewildered look as they
learned to adjust themselves to the new
conditions of life and realized that the

rabid
read in the papers that they were rabid.

abolitionists—at least she had
lly smiled, broke off a bit of laurel,
pink and fragrant and offered it to her,
* What do they say, Miss Pardow ?”

*That they are equal—that we should
recognize them, Oh, I hardly know how
to explain it,” breaking off with a little
laugh, not earing ‘o tread too boldly on

wounded. k

“ We respect them where they deserve
it, just as we do all men,” he said
ealmly,

“Regardless of color?”

“Yes, what has the color ¢’ a man's
skin to do with the question of his
worth?”

“Everything, if he is a negro. Could
you—I beg your pardon for asking the
question—sit at a tab.e with a negro,
ctually break bread with him as your
equal?” s

“If he were a gentleman, yes,” firmly, |
his blue eyes meeting hers fearlessly. a

“Oh! oh! how could you? 1 eannot
understand it. | am fond of some
negroes, | loved Uncle Sam, I like |t
Aunt Dilsey, and I'm sorry for them as
a race, but meet them on common | g
ground 1 could not.” I

And then they drifted away from the
dangerous topiz. He walked with her
and her mother to the train that even
ing, and Mrs. Pardow invited him warm-
ly to eall upon them when he came to
Marietta again. I

From that day it was a clear case of
strong mutual attraction. What though | f
had been differently trained and

ik opialons clashoed 18 ¢
They came out of wordy cortroversies
firmer friends than ever. There was
never-ending interest in their combats,
and the lightest jost or banter
fascination keen as the br.
He ealled Madeline a
illiberal provincial for holding such
flerce prejudices sagainst the colored
people, and she retorted that a negro
had beeome a sentiment to the North, |}
and that if they the Yankees, would
give some of their attention and pity to
the poor white people crowding their
large cities, the South wonld solve its |
own great problem. Sometimes they
parted in anger; but it was short-lived,

held a |y
Zhilest wit,
narrow-minded

negro could no e r be regarded
as a slave but a free citi-
., with all th citi-
zenship, The laws ) vde
white and black eq t » was
some triumph in the consciousuess that
the unwritten social laws would hold
them forever apart, two distinct races, | (I
me degraded by color and past se r\A-l
tude. \
But the years passed quietl) ugh
over the Pardows I'ne were  so
strongly fixed in their pride and pre-
judices against social equalit that they
pursued their own gentle, even way un-
touchod hy the eonvileinnean nnd them

Their servants were treated with Kind-
and when the
old man who had eclung to them with
unbroken faith through slavery and free-
dom died, they wept over him and felt
that a noble friend had been lost, though
also a negro and a servant, 4
And Madeline developed into woman-
hood, beginning her education at her
mother's knee and finishing it at a col-
lege of Virginia. She was gifted above
the average girl in wit and beanty and
possessed not ouly fascinating, lovely
manners, but the tenderest heart and
the finest sympathies. She was a girl of
ardent temperament, refined and deli-
cate in all her tastes, and pure in
thought and aspirations. She had a
strong eonvietion and opinion of her
own and loved music passionately. In
person she was slight!y above the medi-
um height and held her head with an
imperial grace not at all unsuitable to
her youth and her French ancestry.
Her hair was burnished brown, with a
crisp wave in it, her eyes blue-gray and
brilliant ; but lacked the clear,
thin, transparent, skin usually accom-
panying such hair and eyes, the blood
pulsing through it pink as a rose. Hers
was soft as velvet with an opaque
creamy tint, and only the faintest sug-
costion  of color ordinarily. She had
scores of friends and in her own small
family circle was looked upon as the
most lovable girl in the world. In
Agnes Pardow's love for this fair daugh-
ter there was a passionate protective
tenderness, a subtle quality one would
have ealled pity, had not such a thing
soemed absurd in connection with Made-
line. While not betraying an undne
anxiety over her marriage and settle-
ment in life, she studied each suitor
that appeared on the scene and if elig-
ible, gave him a gracious welcome.

But Madeline's heart remained in her
own possession until she met Roger
Everett. He was one of the first New
England men to find his way to Marietta
and to invest- in the Pickens county
marble works. He belonged to the
Hveretts of Massachusetts, a family of
strong abolitionists, and possessed his
share of the traditional New Eugland
reserve and the deeply-rooted New
England pride. He and Madeline met
at one of the picnics, danced together
once at one of the parties, but their
acquaintance really began the day a
large party went up the new railroad to
the marble works.

It fell to Bverett to play the part of
circerone, and though Madeline shrieked
less and asked fewer questions ttan the
other girls, there was an intelligent
comprehension in her eyes when he ex-
plained the process of getting out the
marble from the quaries and the machine
used for cutting it into blocks, that
made him feel that he was talkinz
directly tq her, They lunched on the
bauk of the Long Swamp Creek, then
Madeline and the young Northerner
strolled away down the stream together
for maidenhair ferns. They talked at
first on general topies and then the girl
asked some questions about the North,
drawing in her breath |with little
quivering slghs as he told her of frozen
rivers, of snows so deep one could
scarcely walk through them, of sleighing
and skating.

“ And—and is it true what they say
about the negroes ?” she questioned
hesitatingly, curious to hear with her

ness and consideratiog

she

Madeline eon-
r. The mother

lad happily.,
wre glad, mamma; why sare you
s0 glad I'm to be married?”

o[ am longing to see you safe, my
darling,” drooping her teasing tone and
speaking with sudden agitation.

“Am I not safe with you?" lifting her
head and looking into the delicate face
above her.

“Bat I am not strong, dear, and I
may be called suddenly from you some
day, and it is not good for girls to be
alone. It will be eomforting to leave
you in such hands. He is noble and
good and will love you faithfully.”

Mrs. Pardow, then laughed and kissed
her. “Tell ma all about it,” she said
softly. They talked antil the hands of
the elock pointed to twelve. “We have
no seerets—no secrets from each other,
have me, mamma?’ said Madeline with
a laugh.

“No secrets, sweet? No, no; there
should be no secrets between mother
and child,” said the elder woman; but
her eyes fell; a paleness swept over her
face. It was a swift, subtle change un-
noticed by the girl in the absorption of
her thoughts.

“You

That wa3 a winter to be remembered
by those lovers as long as they lived.
Every one of the swiftly flying days
seemed to have its owa special joy and
experience. When apart, there were
long letters written out of the tullness
of their hearts; when together, long
talks or silence in which it seemed
enough that they could be togother.

Mrs. Pardow spent those winter days
sewing on fine linen, cambric, sheer
muslin and lace, stitching many loving
thoughts into the dainty garments in-
tended for Madeline's wardroba. Im-
perceptibly, as it were, she had grown
very fragile and the least excitement
caused her to palpitate and tremble
with flushed face and hand pressed upon
her heart.

She had been a devout Catholie, and
though distant from her church, she
still attended Mass in Atlanta and
went to confession. But as the winter
passed her thoughts turned longingly
to the near Father Vincent, her old
father confessor, and one day in the
spring she received a letter from him.
He would in & short time pass through
Marietta on his way to the North.
Could he stop for a day with them? It
seemed such a direct answer to her
secrot desire for his counsel that she
joyfully hastened to reply telling him
how she needed his advice and his bless-
ing.

It was the afternoon of his srrival
that Madeline went out to make some
calls, but atter one visit changed her
mind and returned home. She did not
at once go to her mother, knowing that
she and Father Vinocent would probably
have much to say to each other, but re-
turned into the parlor, cool, dusky and
deserted, and went to the little alcove
where she had left her embroidery and
the last letter from her lover. [t was
gimply a corner of the big room, furn-
jshed with a lounge and a small table
and shut in by soft silk curtains. Iow
long «he had been there re-reading the
letter, dreaming over ver work, she
could not tell when roused by footsteps
and voices in the room—her mother and
the priest.

“You hinted at some special cause
for trouble in your letter,” he said, as
they sat in close proximity to those

own ears the opinion of one of these

curtains and Madeline's retreat.

had been settled.
ri
and [ am growing doubtful of the honor
of my course in regard to this marri-
age.,

delicate ground for fear he should feel | Vv

she said with deep emotion, “for 1 love
her so well that I'd gladly give my tife
to know that pure unmixed blood flowed
in her veins.”
drew it a little nearer hers; his voice
sauk to & low key.

in a trembling voice,

now?"
fear the very walls would betray the

proud child.”
priest gently, but with authority.

You

'
wil

his death he wrote to Anthony, begging
him to look after the welfare of a ghild, a

attachment to a beautiful quadroon in
New Orleans.
slave, but this girl had been born free,
received a very good education and grew
up superior to her class,

and died at the birth of their child.”

at length upon the beauty and intelli-
gence of the child.

for love drew them with irresistible | qujetly and, before going to our own
force, and if they disagreed on a few | house or betraying our presence to
questions, how many ‘“ pes, thoughts | ayen intimate friends, we sought her
and desires they had in common, what out, and the moment | t ok her in my
t m";- and sympathy. : arms, looked into her eyes Lawrence's
\rs. Pardow 1\}..1\”\‘.‘\"‘ S and | ywn beauiiful gray eyes, smiling with
smiled, but waited in silence 1 ade- | innocent fearlessness straight into my
ling confidence. And one evening| gwn—my heart went out to her in such
she came in, knelt at her mother's knees | 4 onsh of love, pity and tenderness, 1did
put her arms around her and pressed|not feel that 1 could everl » parted from
ushed, tremulous, radiant face | per, We adopted her, we made her our

¥ her boso M Pardow | very own, and no one hat she had
flus and trembled herselt and gath- | 15t peally been born to us abroad. Not
ered that proud young he ad closer to | ayen to .\',”,,“ Iather, did we coufess the
truth. The war came then and Anthony

3 . but I eould no ol
. . ) utterly alone, bereft, while | had Made-
ain this evening, I|line. 1 made plaus for her. I said

that she should never know that she was
not truly my own child.
her
interest o
the war I thought it best for her sake to
leave New Orleans, to scek a new and
more
friends, old ties.
she might in some

knowing where to find us; 1 have brought
her up most carefully.
beautful, accomplished and innocent as
a young girl should be, but you can see
for yourself what she is.
strongest race prejudices into her mind.

an inferior creature,a servant ofservants,
to be treated with kindness,but never to
be considered an equal; for a morbid
fear that her mother's blood would be-
tray itself in some course or degraded

afraid of her. Have I acted with wisdom?

il 3

“Yes; it concerns Madeline.”

“What of her? I thought her future
Is she not to be mar-
ed in a short time?” 74

“Yes; but, Father she is not my child,

"

“Not your child!” exclaimed ather
incent in surprise, for he thought he
new all the Pardow's secrets,

“No, I would to God that she were,”

His chair creaked as he

“You do not mean—"
“Yeg; her mother was a quadroon,”

Did he hear that strange gasping
igh, as of a dumb cresture struck by s
wrtal blow, that he so quickly snd
bruptly exclaimed: *“Where is she

“Out calling.

ol
I did not dare speak of
his while she

was in the house, for
ecret. She must never know it, never,
t would ruin her life, kill her, my poor,
Her voiee broke in tears.
“Tell me the whole story,” said the
“Yes, yes; that I am longing to do,
remember my husband's brother,
awrence Pardow?”

“Well, very well; a handsome young
cllow, but rather wild.”
“And lovable with it all
ile my husbaund and I w

—~we were there three years

He

yaby, and giving the history of his

Her mother had been a

She had loved

iim with the rare faith and tenderness
“They were not married, of course?”
“Afarried? Oh, no; but he had really

yeen quite fond of her and he dwelt

Ve came home very

lied at Vicksburg;

Her training,
became the absorbing
life. After the close of

education,
f my

obscure home, away from old
If we remained there
way learn the truth.

We came here, you and my lawyer alone

She is refined,

I instilled the

I impressed it upon her that the negro is

taste haunted me. But I am no longer

Have I done well to lift her up?”
“Assuredly, only"—he reflected a mo-

been hurled down into a black :nhysnl
where she must grovel and suffer until
death set her free. Presently the
stunned feeling passed, and she rose to
her feet again snd walked about the
room. On the bed and chairs were
strewn the pretty things belonging to
her wedding outft, Half unconsciously
she folded and put them away; she
would not need them now. Once she
went to the mirror and, leaning close to
it, looked at herself, sceking for traces
of that race she had been taught to re-
r.rd as the lowest on earth. Did the
soft, fulness of lip, that erisp wave in her
hair, that velvety, opaque skin come
from her mother? A momentary savage
rage thrilled her, She struck the glass
80 flerce a blow with her closed hand
that it cracked from bottom to
Then her eyes fell on her lover's picture
and she paled and shuddered. She did
not toueh it, though a hundred times it

top.

had been pressed to heart and lip, but
gazod at it with that intense parting
look we give the dead before they are
hidden from us forever; then she leaned
over the bureau, her head bowed upon
her folded arms.

'he afternoon passed; twilight erept
into the room, Faint sounds of life
came up from the lower part of the

house, the tea-bell rang at last, someone

came slowly, heavily up the stalrs,
shuflled aeross the hall and knocked on
her door.

“Miss Mad'line!” She opened the
door and found Aunt Dilsey standing
there, a big coffee-colored mulatto
woman, panting from the exertion of
monnting the steps.

Mrs., Agnese an’ de prie - air
waitin’ fo' yo' to ecome down to supper,
honey, an’ Mrs. Agnes« y hurry, de
cakes gwine git cold,” s 1l in a full,

voice; but Madeline only caught

* by the shoulder and stared at her

thi brown skin, her coarse erinkled

ha yd protruding lips and ghre wld
figure.

30 her grandmother wmight have
1ooked

‘ 1o’ mercy sake, honey, what's de

' criedd Aunt Dilsey in a fright-

anxious tone; but the girl only
turned from her and fell upon the bed
with & moan of despair. She heard the

old negress hurrying down stairs, and

then her mother's light, swift steps, and

tried to compose herself,

darling, what

Pardow, bending
“ It

‘ My
eried Mrs.

a 1sly over her.

matter 2"
tenderly,
\

is the

15 Oonly a \
1 1 * gaid Madeline, glad that the
t id her face from those loving
searching eye
stooped to arr and
t her, and Mad > IS {
uj il threw her arms around her.

“My own good, sweet mamma, mj
dea 51 murmured,
o ing for my comfort and
h 1088, would not hurt wme
f he world, would y

Hurt you,

I know you d not. I—I like to
te vou a little, Kiss me good night
and zo. Poor mamma " she murmured
uuder her breath, as they dd each
otier in a love no hand of flesh and

blood could have made stronger.

“ How can 1 tell her that I know ?
How can I!" Madeline moaned when
again left alone.

But she did not have that cruel task,
for sometime during that night, while
she turned wakefully on her bed or paced
softly about the room, Agnes Pardow
received the summons she had been so
long expecting. Next morning only her
fragile body lay between the white
sheets of her bed, the life, the spirit,
gone, Madeline was strangely calm
through all the excitement and confusion
following and went herself to select a
sunny open spot in the neglected little
cemetery for her mother

e,

ment—*“only your extreme course in re-

gard to color prejudices would make the

truth a hundredfold harder to bear

shounld she discover it.”

«But she shall not discover it. In
two weeks she will be married to this
young Northerner, her life merged into
his, her very name lost. Is it right, is it
cheating him?"”

“If you cannot tell her, then you must
not tell him, for it would only be to
raise a barrier of secrecy between them.”

“Tell me there isno dishonesty, nosin
in it, and my heart will be at rest.”

“Agcording to my understanding,
Agunes Pardow, there is none, but the
highest humsn understanding is at best
but poor authority. You have rescued
the ohild from the common fate of her
class, elevated ber, thrown avound her
love, proteetion, the honor of a good
neme. You saved her from the conse-
quenoce of her tather's sin. Be contented
with your work. Ior marriage will be
the crowning of it and if she is noble,
neither origin nor birth can ma!e her
less precious to her husband. I only
wish there were more women like you
in this country.”

She drew a long breath of relief, but
humbly said: “Do not eredit me with
being @ humanitarian. It was simply
for love of her I did it all and lately I
have craved your blessing on it, for I
have developed the heart-disease here
ditary in my family, and look any hour
to be called hence.”

A little!longer they talked, and then
went away, Mrs. Pardow to seek some
repose after the excitement of the in-
torview, and the priest to stro!l around
the grounds in prayer or meditat ioa.

When the last sound of their footsteps
and voices dled away, the curtains were
drawn aside and Madeline cams out of
her retreat. She looked wan and
ghastly and groped her way across the
room and up to her owa apartment as
though stricken with sudden blindness.

She elosed and locked the door, then
flung herself prone upon the floor. She
folt like writhing and screaming aloud
instead of lying there like a senseless
log, only her tongue geemed paralyzed,
her body numbed. And yet she could
not think with burning, agonizing in-
tensity. Could it be true or only a
hideous nightmare out of which she
would presently awake? * Her mother a
quadreon, her grandfather a slave! She
wondered that the very thought of it
did not kill her. Her name, her pride,
everything that she had cherished had
been torn from her, and she—she had

“ She loved sunshine,” sho said to
Everett, “ and she wished to be buried
here.”

She preserved the same stony quiet
through the funeral and burial and

friends commented and wondered, and
Roger watched her anxiously. He felt
an indefinable change in her, but aturi-
buted it to the shock of her mother’s
sudden death. Father Vincent studied
him with keen eyes, but could find no
fault. He was a manly man and a ten-
der, considerate lover.

It was the third evening after her
mother's burisl that Madeline called
Wather Vinceut into the little study
adjoining the parlor. The New Orleans
lawyer had come ap, held a private in
t«pr'en with her and had gone away

Kellogg’s
Weans Baby

Every Mother dreads
weaning Baby. Any old
food was formerly good
enough—so long as it was
an inducement—regardless
of iis Food-value.

But now—the age of
Kellogg’'s Toasted Corn
Flakes—weaning is a
tri_Lial matter.

Kellogg's is pure, sweet
and wholesome—it’s
Nature's Own Food.

That's why Children love
and thrive on Kellogg's.
Givk Baby Kellogg’s when-

ever he wishes—it will do
him good, but be sure it's

again, and she had sent off her weddlng
trousseau to a young girl in a distant
town, and certain things belonging to
her mother she had ecarefully colleeted
and put together. So much Dilsey, the
priest and a kind old lady who had pro-
pesed to stay with her a few days knew,
but she offered no explanation and gave
no clue to her plans for the future.

Father Vincent felt some curiosity,
too, and went into the little room rather
eagerly. She sat before her mother's
desk with a lot of papers open before
her. 1t cameupon him with the foree of
surprise that she had changed greatly |
in a fow days. Herfeatures were sharp
ened, her eyes had purplish
under them and the dull black

hollows
gown she |
wore only brought out the intense pallor ‘
ol her face, |

“ My child, where did you get those |
papers ? l
them. |
wished

must let
There are

destroved,”

You me examine
some

vid

your wther
the |

hastily. |
¢ 1 know, fathdr ; 1 know," she «..|w;
a dull tone,

“ Have vou 1
“ Read them ? No |
that she told you that da}
“ Ah,” he exclaimed
why she I hanged, at
rested pitying upon her. A fic
burned her throat and face v moment,
leaving her paler than e

ceded,

ver when 1t r

[ know," she
her hands together o1
will you tell Mr, Everett 2"

“ But

“ 1 cannot do it ; help me, will you ?”
It was a piteous appeal and his heart |
melted at the sight of her :mmmhml’
n-}l‘\.

“ You think he ought to know it

“ e must, of course,” she said. and he
felt satisfled that had not,
moment even, been tempted to ke«
truth from him.

* He is in the parler,” she continued

“Yes sald, and clasped

* Father

TN T AT

her

for a

p the

she

after a slight paunse ; * tell him all,
spare nothing,” her tensely drawn lips
quivering, her hands tightly clenched,

“ My child, you take it too har L
laying his hand on her head. “] am

grieved for
YOUr peac

you, but do not let it spoil

“ How can I help it, father, with the i
traini I have had ? [ cannot change |
my beliefs in a day. Oh, you know ho |
my friends would shrink from me if the |
mew the truth, and I--I can not blan o |
ther I should do the same.”

“ But hear your lover before you de
cide your future. He hag a right to it
remember.”’ 1

* Tell him Father, tell hin |

e went awa turning the light

le Jower, she vted