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“uf this Hildegarde slept an Ldreume 1 that (4wl had mude a1l righ:.
And, in her dream, she knels av th: Ily T e, on the morning of
Christmag, with her father beside h-r.

The dostor came; he ordersd s week's quiet. At this the
children rejoiced ; th:y would have the little French girl with
them and there would be no school !

When the brown-eyed hostess returned she and the little Dick
were laden with packages - and more to come.”

“ A gifi for everybody—and for you, little girl, brought by the
Christmas angel,” she said to Olgn.

Energeticnlly zhe cleared the room, The children must go out,
while she and Jeff —Jeff was the hired boy-—arranged the tree. It
seemed the custom in the family to have the tree displayed on
Christmas eve, the gifts beins disteibnted the next morning. The
tres was 8 great spectacle and a foretaste of the hidden treasures
in brown paper parcels

#“My husband and our other guest, my father-in-law, who
comes for the first time,” the hosteas suid, with a slight flush, * will
be here for tea.”

Hildegarde had been placed in a big atm-chair, with her foot
on a stool, and she was prepared, as she said smiling, to give the
benefit of a Parizian taste to the arrangement of the tree.

Jeff steadied the big fir in a tub in the centre of the room, and
the hostess, mounted on a ladder, chatted as she tied on the
branches. candles and all manner of glistering things,

“ My father-in-law has never seen the children,” ghe said, * for
he wasg not pleased with our marriare, but lately he has changed ;
he hag become a Citholic, which was his wife's faith, and he is
coming to-night. “Well,” she added, “thec past is past; and God
has made it right.”

Hildegarde listened to the simple words and her faith was con-
firmed. God would make it right.

With deft hands the hostess raised a cardboard star to the
summit of the tree, and Jeff watehed it with open eyes and mouth,

# It’s awful cute,” he paid.

“On this star wag written in blue forget-me-nots the word
wHildegarde.”

# We put that on the tree every year for remembrance,” said the
hostess. “ God bless tht naome. We don't know where she is;
she is my husband's sister ; she saved e for those babies of mine.
Oh, I can’t tell you what we owe her—you are in pain! Let me
help you.”

And the quick little woman droppzd from the ladder as a
gparrow from a twig.

“No; no I am not in pain, oh, no,
girls are like Gilbert, I am Hildegarde!”

“And your little girl is like—like you.
wondered, And you are like Gilbert.”

The tree glowed and glittered and locked as if it had come
from fairyland. Lictle Ddick and the three sisters stood before it
entranced, so they did not notice the entrance of Gilbert Sefton
and his father. As for Olga. she stood with handa raised, and
mouth open, almost adoring all this splendour and her mother's
name at the top in blue forget-me-nots. and the little INilda near
her

I know now. The little

I wondered and

Martin Sefton hal azed ; Thldegarde's heart was pained as she
saw the witness of his halr and beard.  But as his look fell upon her
and the light leaped inte his eyes, and without a word he went to
her and kissed her fic-t. just a3 1f she had ocen always there, she
kuoew that his heart was younyg again.

There wus stlenwe as the oll man soatel himself  beside
Hildegarde's chair. Noboly onld speak for tears, The children,
led by Olga, began tosng in their shreill youny voeices, und to shout,
anl to dance, Marcin S:fron ros:and kissed his son anl danghter-
in-law.

“ God is God,” he said, reverently. And aften a pausc. © [ will
not disturb the little ones mow, I can wait for their greeting.  Ah,
dear hearts,” he added, * these words have been in my mind all day,
thinking of the past and of the joy of the children :

“+ Ah, when at last we lie with tranced breath,
Not vexing Thee in death,

And Thou rememberest of what toys

We made our jays,

How weakly understood.

Thy great commanding gool,

Then, fatherly not less

Than I whom Thou hast moulded from the clay.
Thou’lt lecave thy wrath, and say,

I will be sorry for their childishness.' "

THE KING AND THE LOCUSTS.
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A RTORY WITHOUT AN END.

(By MARTIN I'ETER KENNY,)
THERL was a certaan kainy, who, like many ca~tern king-. was very
tond of hearng storie- told.  To this amu~cment he yave ap all s
{ime, and yet he wa~ never satisfied. All the exertions ol all hi-
courtiers were in vain; the more he heand the wore he wanted to
hear, At last he made a proclamation that it any man would tell
him a story that should last ftor ever he woull make him his hewr
and give him the princess, bis daughter, in marriage ; butit any
one shoulid pretend that he had such a story amd should fail—that
i it the story should come to an end—he was to have his head
chopped off. For such a prize as a beautiful princess many candi-
dates appeared. and dreadfully long stories some of them told,
Some lasted a week, some a month, some six months ; poor fellows.
they all spun them out as long as they possibly could, you may he
sure, but ali in vain ; sooper or Jater they all came to an end. and
ono after another of the unlucky story-tellers had their head-
chopped off. At last came a man who said that he hwd a story
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which would last for ever. it his Majesty would be pleased to give
him a trial.

He was warned of his dangor 1 they told him hew rnany others
had tried and lost their heads; but he said he was not afraid, and so
he was brought before the king, He was a man of a very composed
and deliberate manner of speaking, and, after making all requisitc
stipulations for time for cating, drinking and sleeping. he began his
atory —

=0 king, therc was once a king who was a great tyrant, and.
desiring to incrense his riches, he seized upon all the corn and grain
in his kingdom. and put it into an immense granery, which he
built on purpose as kigh as a mountain. This he did for several
years, till the grannary was quite full up the top. He then stopped
up doors and windows, and closed it up fast on all sides. But the
hricklayers had, by accident, left a very small hole near the top of
the graunary, and there came a flight of locusts, who tried to wet at
the corn ; but the hole was so small that only one locust could pass
through at a time ; some one locust went in and carried off one
grain of corn, and then another locust went in and carried off
another grain of corn ; and then anqgther locust went in and carriel
off another grain of corn ; aml then another locust went in and
carried off another grain of corn ; and then another locust went in
and oarried off another prain of corn ; and then another locust went
in and carried off another grain of corn.,” He had pone on thus
from morning to night (except while he was asleep or engaged at his
meals) for about a month, when the king, though a very patient
king, began to be rather tired of the locusts, and interrupted his
story with “ Well, well, we have had enough of the locusts ; we
will supposc that they have helped themselves to all the corn they
wanted ; tell us what happened atterwards.” To which the story-
teller answered very deliberately— If it please your majesty, it is
impossible to tell you what happened afterwards, before I tell you
what happened first.” So he went on again : “ And then another
locust went in and carried off another grain of corn.” The king
listened with uncenguerable patience six months more when he
again interrupted him with—* 0 friend. I am weary of your locusts,
How soon do you think they will have done?' 'To which the story-
teller made answer, O king, who can tell ! At the time to which
my story has come the locusts have cleared away a small ~pace, it
may be a cubit cach way round the inside of the hole, and the air i-
still dark with locusts on all sides ; but let the king have patience.
and no doubt we shall come to the end of them in time.” Thus
engouraged, the king listened on for another full year. the atory-
teller still yoing on as before—" And then another loeust went in
and carried off another grain of cornm ;” till at last the poor king
could bear it no longer, and eried out. < ) man, that is enouph ! Take
my daughter—take my kingdomn— take anything —cverything .
only let me hicar no more of your abominable locusts.”

And o the story-teller was married to the king's daughter. and
declared heir to the throne, and nobody ever cxpressed a wish to
hear the rest of hiy story, for he said it was impossible to come to
the other partof it till he had done with the locusts, The unreason-
able caprice of the foolish king was thus over-nmuatched by the
imrenious Jdevice ol the wise man,

Diocese of Christchurch.

On Monday evenina. Neptember 210 the gquarterly meeting of St
Patrick ~ Braneh, No 82, ot the H A C BN, washeld, The president.
droc P Burke, oeeupiel the chair, There was o luree namber ol
members present and all the officers were in their place< except
Bro. Hayward. V.., who was ab-ent in Auckland.  The -ick
visitor= 1ceportel that there was only one member on the sick list,
The members undertook o assist the Sisters ot Our dady of
Mussioms with their concert, which will take place in the Oddfellows’
Hall, Lichfleld street, on Friduy evening, October 16, in aid of the
cottvent school prize fund. and to make the entertainment a success.
Ome brother was initiated durninge the evening and alarge junount
of busines~ was done. A committee wis appointad 1o wait upon the
very rev, chaplain of the branch and upon the Rev. Father Marnanc
re the tormation of juvenile branches, The chairuan then closed
the mecting in the usual torn,

DARFIELD.
{From an occasional corre~pondent.)

La~t ~unday his Lordship the Mot Rev. Dr, Grimes =aid the Mas«
of First Communion and preachsd to the happy children who wercatter
warils entertained in a tent which had been erected in the spaciou-
sroundds Lelonging to the church of Darfield. At eleven o'clock the
visitation wa~ made according to the rites prescribed by the Roman
Poutifical. aving cxplained the natureamd object of the epircopal
visitation, the whole congregation preceded the Bishop to the
cemetery adjoining the church. where the usual jrayers tor the
dead were recited by the Bishop and the attending clerpy, After
the Mass the Bishop examined the condnlates (twenty-tour in all)
tor Confirmution and spoke to them on the wreatne- ot the sacra-
ment they were about to receive,  After the admini-tration of the
sacrament. the Bishop again spoke to them on some of the chief
means of perseverance. and made ihem repeat after him a soleim
renovation ot their baptismal vows., It was truly a red-letter day
tor the Catholies of Darficid,

In the course of his visitation address the Bishop touched on
the important subject of @lucation, and expressed his own and the
deep regret of many in the parish that no Catholic school yet existul
in the district.  On the evennmy of the same day a deputation s aited
on hix Lordshippin the presbytery and earnestly besought Tum to do
all m hi- power to scenre tor them a proul school of their own under
the dhreetion of some of our deveted Sister~

Nvedless tosay that the Bishop was delighted at the request and
a~-ured the deputation that nothimg would give him more consolu-
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