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handle of the door. That yielded easily to his touch. He
slipped into the darkness of the interior, breathing hanl.
A vertigo seized him. Near the altar, & mild bar of pebu-
lous nwontight streamed throogh a window and touched
the image of Mary. Padre Salvatore dipped his cold fingers
into the holy-water basin, crossed himaself, and bent his
knee. Then, fortified by this simpl ¥, head il
rm tread into the sacristy.

with bold earri: and As he
thnew n the door, appearing on the threshold as might
the black shade of an avenging power, & faint brightness

struck his eyes, confusing him for an instant. Then he re-
coiled, with an involuntary ¢ry of horror aod dismay.
Crouching on_the bm't_a Hoor beside the oaken chest and
gmpli{ug the golden chalien =0 that it §lintcd ia the light,
was Hosa, pale and terrified, while before her, holding an
aplifted candle whase fiickering tlame shed & dim brillisace
on Padre Nalvatore’s face, stood a stranger—a yonng man.
His frightened glance awept the priest, and he nttered an
exclamation of surprise. ’adre Salvatore had grown livid,
He stagpered back against the door, and the pistal fell
clattering to the floor. Presently he snmmoned courage to

9 .

m\'hat—whlb on do here, Rosa ¥ he msked, in hardl
andible tonea. * Why you distorb the relics? He seem
to gain conrage from the sound of his own voice. He drew
himself ap and erossed both hands over his chest. * Yoo
would steal—yon? he =aid, Ewionlbely. * An’ for what ?
For whom ¥ He pointed with one finger to her compauion.
His pallid face Hushed scarlet. *ls it—is it—for him,
Rosa ?

She buret into tears and did not answer.

“'Qw came you by the key? Answer me,” he said, im-
periuuslt

< I took it while yon slept. Ob, do not look at me like
that ! Forgive me. If you only kpew—'

Thegnnng man had lowered the candle and stood with
averted gaze, biting his lips until they bled, Padre Salva-
tore took no notice, He ¢ame forward, took the chalice
gently in his hands, put it back into the chest and turned
the key in the lock. He wheeled about nind strode out of
the sactiaty, holding his head aloft.

* Come back to the 'cnse—both,’ he said, briefly.

Dazed and ashamed, they followed bim throngh the
echoing aisle of the chnreh.  When they reachel the house,
Padre Salvatore was atanding in the reception-room, drawn
up to his foll height, his hand resting upon the bare centre-
table. He had lighted the kerosene lamp, and in ite wan
radisuce his featnres looked grey and rigid. He appeared
to have aged hotribly.

*Who 18 he—this person? he inguired, unsteadily, not
meeting Bosa's plance. .

She turned her eyes imploringly npon the young man,
who answered for her. Padre Salvatore listened like one
who only half onderstands.  He heard the miserable little
love story with compres-ed lips and fixed gaze. He com-
prehended as in & dream that the two had long desired to
warry, bat that Rosa's father had opposed the match be-
ennse the soitor had no money to establish himself in basi-
ness, and no prospect of getting any. So that was why

Kosa had been sent away to visit the priest. Her father
thought she wounld forget her foolieh attachment. But she
had not forgotten, nor, had her lover forgotten. He had

found out where she was, and had conte to the island to per-
suade her to run away and get married in St. Ipnace. She
had consented. They had met several times in the village,
and all their arrangements were made. Ulaly they had no
money ; merely a few dollars, which were insuflicient. She
had thonght of the relics which were worth a great deal,
and were of no ose to anybady, lying in the old chest in the
sacristy. That was all

A blush of shame dyed Padre Salvatore’s colourless
cheeks. For a Lrief space he could not speak. Then he
asked vaguely :

¢ There was no other objection to your marringe? Only
the mouney '

“ No, there was no other objection,’ they said.

Padre Salvatoere knit his brows.

<It is well,” he said, moving towards the door. * We can

talk to-morow ; now it is late.’

He ushered the young man with ceremonicus courtesy to
the portico without ; then he closed aond bolted the door.
His white lipa trembled.

No more was said, He motioned ta Kosa, and led the
way upstairs, carrying the lamp uplifted, so that the yellow
glimmer illamined one side of his face. He passed into
the study, and sinking upon & chair, leaned his head npon
his hands, He remained thus until the night was far spent,
struggling bitterly with himiself. A fearful blight seemed
to have fallen upon him and croshed hia buoyant spirit.
Rosa's sin resembled some bitter disgrace of hia own. Yet,
try as he would, he barbonred no anger against her ; he felt
naoght but a tender pity. The grey morning found him
still sitting there, but now a look of determination shone in
his gyes. By-und.bye he rose, and, appruaching the small
hair truak, that occupied one corner of the room, removed
therefrom s wooden box, that he opened almoat lovingly.
It contained five hundred dollars, that by dint of enforced
seli-denial he had saved since his residence iz America, and
that he had meant to send at Christmas to his mother—an
old, hard-working Neapolitan peasant. How much personal
sacrifice was involved in this handful of gold no one but
himszelf knew. Many a time be had gone withont meat and
clothes in order to save the money for his mother, Often,
as he sut alone during the long wintar evenings, warmed
only by the lamplight, he had pictured to himself her joy
when she should receive the gift. He imagined the tears of
happinesa courging down her brown withered cheeks. He
saw her calling to the neighbours to tell them who had sent
it, and how it had come &ll tle way from Aerica, a won-
derful country where the very streets were paved with

old. -
& Padre Salvatore's own eyes glistened ss he placed the
money on the table. Then, seelng that it was five o'clock,
he recited his oftice and made preparation for the early mass.
tHosa was waiting for hinn on his retarn from the church.
$She silently put the earthenware cap of strong coffea and
the plate of dry bread upon the table, but as she turned to
leave tha room he called her back. At the sight of his white,
quivering face she broke down, sobbing and iniploring his
rdon.
pnﬂc took ber hand in his, murmuring scothingly in Italian
a verse from the Gospel :
*“ Let him who is without sin among you cast the first
tone.™
" Alond he sail, trying to be caim:
*I am very sorry, Hoss, but [ do pot condemn. I, too,

_come out and tell us how

am sinner. I have offended God, an’ He punished me. Lo,
and sin no mora.*

Two tears overflowed upon hia cheeka, Then he took the
box and pressed it into her banda.

¢ Ses,” be said, forcing a amile. *‘Ere in money for you,
Rosa. You shall marry the man you love. %‘ell our
father that I make yoo present ; then it be all right.
go: [ moch oceapied.’

He almoat pushed her from the rocm. He sat down to
drink his coflee. A cheerful smile was on his lips.

When Koea had gone, the village peopls, in spite of their
vigilance, rarely saw him for days and days, except when
he appeared at mass or to hear confession. He began to
practice a desperate economy. The thought of his mother
tortured him night and morning. He felt as if he bad
robbed her in her old age, and he prayed for forgiveness.
He denied himself wine and macaroni, living on dry bread,
with now and then = little fish. He eold & few thinge he
did not need, and he saved nearly the whole of his meagre
salary. In this way be hoped to send her something sub-
atantial at Christmas. But he bad, in that short period,
grown haggard and pinched and broken. The people re-
marked bis ehanged sppearsace, and put their own con-
straction upon it.

* K¢ " they whispered among themselves.
It ia all on account of fr p'h’lei
and wha left so auddenly. He said she was his cousin, but
wea know better- Now, next week comes M sien " Eréque,
and then Je Pire Salvatore shall see that we are not so
blind and stupid as he thinks us. He shall be told every-
thing—AFsieu I'Evéqre.  The Curé Salvatore is 4 bad man.
He is not like the French priest we had last year.”

And when the bizhop came in the evening préceding the
ceremony of confirmation, the people a.ssembfed in & great
mass near Padre Salvatore’s door, hesitating as to whether
they shoald march boldly in and demand an andience, or
summon His Reverence ountside. While they waited amd
took counsel among themselves a Lright light shone all at
once in the tiny parlour, and on the old worn linen blind
were retlected the pale silhouettes of two figures—one tall
lmd‘}mrtly. that of the bishop, standing with cutstretehed
hands, as if granting benediction. The other figure was
smaller and appeared to be bowedl in supplication.

CQh, hé’' P Perr Salvatore, bhe is msfnng eonfession, as,
indeed, he onght,’ the people marmured. * The bishop will
ad be is.’

The door opened presently, and on the dark threshold
the bishops lorm and that of Padre Solvatore stood out

ainst the light. Something in the bishep's face caused
the people to fall back in dismay. Padre Salvatore was
white as death. and his shruonken limbs seemed lost in the
long, loose folda of the bishop's coat that he wore. The
sleeves hung down and hid his emaocipated hands, The
bishop waited for a mement before he spoke.

¢+ My friends,” hebegan,in vibrant tones, and with that he
extended one arm ; and placing it about Padre Salvatore’s
neck, gathered him to his side as he might a child in distress
—'my friende,’ he repeated, after a significant pause, *I
bring you your pastor, a worthy son of God. I commend
guu to his care and his teaching, the miore 8o, as lately you

ave condemned him unjustly in your hearts. For, venly,
in the pure soul of Padre Salvatore is reilected the divine
spirit of Jesus Christ, our Lord and Saviour.?

The hishop. made the sign of the cross. For an inatant
the people stood as if spell-bound. Then, without a word,
they slunk away, one by one.

By and bye only the bishop and Padre S8alvatore remained
standing on the cbili threshold of the illuminated deorway,
and the faces of both were wet with tears.

NOW

*We know !
e kept with him for so long

THE W00D-MAID.

Wny will ye bring me your bold, brown iaces,
Crowned with tﬁe leaves of vy plundered wood ?
Why will ye lurk in the low, leafy places,
Pecring and jeering, and wooing me rude ?

You frighten the bee from the linden blogsom,
The doe in the dell, and the shy wood-dove,

‘The hare in ite haunt, and the heart in my bosom,
With all your talking of love, love, lave.

Here T live merry untiil yon beset me ;
What the birds sow is the harvest I reap.

Here [ live merry till you evme to fret me :
The heart in my bosom 1 keep safe asleep.

With the wit of yonr worde to your will you would bind

nie,
As yoo bind the wings of the meek wood-dove ;
In a suare, like a hare, you would wound we and wind

me.
And bind e to the service of love, love, love.

Is love as sweet as the bloom the bee knoweth?
1e love as deep as the deep streams rnn ¥

Is love as pure as the wind when it bloweth *
Is love as true as the shining o' the sun?

I'll loose my locks to the free winds blowing,
I'll give my cheek to the sun and the rain,

1Nl give my image to the clear stream’ showing,
But I'll give nut my lips to the lips of a swain.

Go hunt the bee with the sweet spoil laden !
(io bung the hare, and the doe, and the dove !

Cowne not a-hunting a poor, werry maiden,
With all your mocking of love, love, love.

Come, Wind, kies me t kiss and forsake not [
Suiile to my swiling, thou constant Sun 't

Heatt in my m, wake not, wake not,
Till atreama in the forest forget to run !

Heres Toaver HuTonesox,

The Naw High Arm Davis Vertical Feed is acknowled
by experts 1o be the most perfect Sewlog Machine the World hax
Yot seen.—ADVT.

sORB® CORRUGATED TRON fs tho beet and cheapesn
In this or any other -uarket.—ADYT.

WAIFS AND STRAYS.

—— .

A RAGUGED cuat finds little credit.
What ‘we learn with pleasure we never forget.

* Whatever induced you to marry Fred
course.”

*Fred, of

Adam was perhaps the tirst man who deemed marriage a
failure.

It in remarkable ; bat the wnfair umpire was pever keown
to decide for our side.

It is all right for & mao to shine in society ; tutif bhis
clothex do it is quite a different matver.

It's a mighty little hammock that won't bold two sonls
with but & single thought.
Though theee isn’t mneh wit
In a <tatement like this,
Still A Db takes & hit
When he Mes e Miss,
Some men are burn great ; some achieve Erentneae. and
some couldn’t tell to save their necks how it happened.

Ax EXCEI'TION. —Bome men cannot keep their eyes off the
ladies unless, perhaps, they have seats in a horre-car and
the ladies are standing.

A Philadelphia surgecn has dissected mnd mounted the
complete nervouns system of a human being—somethiog
never beiore accomiplished.

Extremes, though contrary, have a like eifect ; extreme
heat meortiltes like extreme cold; extreme love Dbreeds
satiety, an well as extreme hatred.

AT A DISALWANTAGE,
She has changed her seat within the church
Hecause the sun shonc throug
The voloured window At her sule
Anc turned her nose sky bluc.

The smallest screws in the world are nsed in the mann-
faeture of watches. The ecrew in the fourth jewel wheel,
that appears to the naked eyes like & bit of duat, is so small
that a lady’s thimble would, it is stated, hold 1,000,000 of
them.

Among a multitude of good things Dr. Oliver Wendell
Holnes ﬁas said none better than this:—* The buman race
is divided into two classes—thuse who abead and do
something, and those who git still and inquire, ** Why
waso’t it done the other way "’ "

INCIDENT IN A PARISIAN CAFE.—There are people in
Iaris who will die willingly if unly they can die in poblic
and with éclaf.  Thns, at & Belleville haunt, an old soldier
ordered a repast, coolly enjoyed it, drank his colfee after-
wards, and then—blew out his brains. Oa searchiog his
note-book, the police discovered that the anicide had therein
recorded Lis impressions to the moment that he had sat
down to his last meal. It finished in these terms : * All the
eame : there are somne men who have no luck. I might have
remained an honest man, but I was not allowed. When 1
have linished drioking my petiz verre, 1 shall blow up the
powder magazine.’

AN ADAFTABLE yOEM.
They sood beside the open wrale
iFor suner, <ub-titnic a gate ;
Ehe was blomie (if you prefer
Why make a brunctte ont of her),
He spoke of love (they all do thath,
Anid shei Her hoart wemt Fit—wpall.
speed. why yYou Fourself can fix,
From seventy up to ninety-six.
She hung her head, she blushel
She laughed : or possibly she .
Juar take your choice ang have her do
Precisely as< you wish her to.
sShe did et cefera, unlil
Her George. or Jack, or Jim, vr Will.
Or any natne you like the best;
But why gooni You know Lhe rest,

SUxpay 18 THE OLDEX TIME-—The old Enplish Sun-
day in the North of England seemns to bave been characte:-
ized by some strange practices. Suonday announceinents of
fortheoming auction sales and other equally secular matters
were in some instances made Ly the parish clerk in the
chuerchiyard, or even in the church itsell. 1t seeme, more-
over, that at Wigton, in Cumbeiland, during the reigno of
Chartes Il., 2 Sunday meat market was held. Butchers
put their carcases of meat at the church door, and customers
actually took the joints they had bonght inside the build-
ing, and hung them on the backs of the seats till service
was finisherd.  The clergyman was, we are told, so disturbed
by this irreverent eustom that he maile a yourpey to London
on fout, and secured the change of market day to Tuesday.

SoLo Daxcisg.—Engaping dancinF ladies to display
their agility aL evening receptions, in London, now enablex
& great number of artistes to gain very hamldrome remunera.-
tion, The idea was, probably, sturted some months apo by
the 1)ueen commanding & very gracefnl young dancer, Mia«
Smith, Lo appear before her, to show her skill in her art ;
pod since then one or twa leading ladies of fashion have en-
gaywed her and other elever artistes in the * poetry of motion®
for the purpose named, the new sleparture ineeting with the
greatest suceess.  Je is thusguite Likely, frum a fad or erave
of the hour, this ooy neglecied art may again be brought
into repute; for kicking and plungiog viclently en the
stage, and tearing roumd like beinygs distranght in a ball-
room, can scarcely be termed dancing, which sheuld embaily
all the grace of which the humao form divioe is capable.

Heuxirer 18 OLp Ave.—Jackson Thomes married forty
-years ago A young woman, and after a jew yenrs they were
divoreed. Loth fuund new aml presuniably more suitahle
companions. Death robbed each in a short time of the
bappiness thus found. Each tried a thitd watrimenial ven-
ture, and the new relations continned until recently, when
apain, by a singular coineidence, the risitation of death left
each alone io the world. L' nrle Jack, as he is ealled, is
now eighty-one yeara old, the lady who waa hin first wife,
sixty-nine. Ot targets for {fupid, surely, Huot the tittie
archer knew that under the dend pshes of a double bereave-
ment in the old man’s heart there was ntill aomething in-
Hammahle, »o he mimed an arrow—a fiery arrow, su o
speak —at the Ancient Lremstwuorks, and the olil ame oi
forty years age burat forth again. 1 was carried by Uncle
Jack to the woman frem whom hie separated thitty-live
yeara ago. The flatne caught and spread, Now the lire un
t:ng houeeholii altar is burning sgmin, siter a briei courl-
ship.

she sighed.



