
"Hello! Who goes there?" was the query of the sentrypatrolling deck,musket in hand, as Manus, laying hold of a littleskiff resting among the bulrushes, paddled himself out with hishands."
A friend!" said Manus boldly."
A friend! What in theplague's name brings a friend here atthis hour of thenight ?" aßked the sentinel, with thenasal twang ofaScripture-qnoter,sadly at variance withhis profane talk. " What doyou want?"

L "To sell my goods," saidManus.
[" "We don't wantyour goods, youlubber. What should we wantwithgoods at this hour of the night ? Avast 1 Come nonearer,orIshall fire.""' Hold you peace,soldier ?" cried tho weaver. The stuffs Isellare fit for allhours. They warm the blood,stir the heart, aadmakethe cowardly manbrave."

"What stuffs are they?" asked the sentinel, pausing in his
walk."Brandy 1" said Manus, in a whisper. "Brandy I The best inthe wine stores from Bordeaux,"

11Come aboard!
"

cried the weary and cold soldier. " Come
aboard. There is the ladder. Take care. Don't lose a rung, or missyour footstep. Brandy I—ltI

—
It was an angel sent you. Take care.Your own life isa't worthmuch, but that liquor is preciousbeyondall telling. Come aboard. There now."

Manasclimbed ondeck,withhispreciouscargosecurely strappedto bis b*ck. The sentinelpatted the caskaffectionately,as thongh
it wa« some human thing for which he had a more than ordinaryregard, and diligently assisted to unstrap it aid place it on the
deck.

The noise of the boat and the consequent conversation attracted
the attentionof someof themea below,who, coming on desk, weredelighted to find what the visitant brought. Newa soon went
through thevessel;the cask was takenbelow,and wassoon broached.No bargainwas made with Manus;the idea of paying him anythingfor it was lookedupon as good fun;and despite his protestations
against its being opened until be was paid for it, the acceptableliquor was soonpasting from handto handin profusion. The plead-ing for payment by Mauus was tha caueeof uproarious hugtiter, itwas so evidently absurd aad hopeless, and joined with the high
spiritsproduced by the drink, made the ship a sceneof great fes-
tivity. After some time, however, it was noticeable that some ofthemore noisy and high-spirited began to grow quiet and drowsy;one after another fell back in their bunks agaiost the sides of theship insodden sleep,until the only one remaining alert and watch-ful was the disappointedand cheated trader. Even he did not stirfor a long time, but inhis anger andimpatience dashedevery mug
that wasused inhia despoilment on the fljor,breaking them withnamuch imprecation andnoiseaspossible— indeed withevenmorethana reasonable degree of anger wouldjustify. But it did not make
much matter, the sailors ware insensible to his tauntsand insults,
andslept soundly on, tbeir stertorous breathing baanng undoubtedtestimony to the strength of the liquors he vended.

Finding that there was but slight chance ot their being rou9edfrom their repose by anything much short of abroadside, Manus
started from his place, paced the upper deck, descendeda short ladder
to the next, and, openingtne door of an inner cabin, presentedhim-
"elf before Maurice O'Connor!

The latter had been immersed in thought. Inthe midat of bis
reveries the door opened, dimly disclosing the face and form of theweaver. The dwarf bringing the light bitter before his face, soma
peculiarity therein caught tne prisoaer's remembrance.

11You ? IthinkIknow you. You're tha weaver from Arras,
areyounot ?""

The same," said Manus."
Who works in the nook in the castle wall ?

""'
Yes."

"I remember. What brings yoa here?
""

To tree you, Mannce O'Connor."
A smile passed over the prisoner's face in Bpite of himself.There were many men on board, lusty ani full of strength

—
he hid

heard the noise of toeir carjusal aniroys enng— ready to fight tothe dea'h to keephim prisoner, ami toe idea of theddf^rmed andpany figurebefore him essaaig to relievo him lookei in the highest
degree ridiculous andabsurd."

Ifancy thedays of fairy knigh'-jrrantry are over," he saiirather sarcastically.
"

The days woen good genii relieve >
imprisoned damsels and pining prisoners arenot of our time.""'

Maurice O'Connor," sud the weaver,angrily, '■Ididnot comehere ov my own m >tin to relieva you. 1keen because [ wa9 askniby wan that wouldn'tlike to see abair ov y.mr heal injured. Ifyouwish to escape, the way is free fjr you;if you don't say the word,
an'iwon't troubleyou,but— Miss Mordauot will

"
"Who?

'
asked Maurice, perfectly assured from his visitor's

earnest and angry manner thathis words wire true, and startled bythe introduction of her name."
Miss Mordannc."''
Sh« sent yoa1

"
"Ay; theru'a ugly tim;s instora for you an' she'd rather youwere clear ov them. Sir Obarle* Coote has a hard baniwhen helikes— an thu's mostly always. Toe men are sound asleep abjve,an' they won't waken in time, I'm thinkm1,to stop you."
Maurice saw the wholeplot at themoment ; there was no needfor e'«&borate explanation,nor, indeed,now that he was certain of theweaver's mission, was there any inclination onhis pare for it."Haste id necessary ifyou would save your life," said the dwarf,sharply. "

There.l beothers here verysoon that won't be glad to seeyou goin'. Letme loose these bonds."" Thanks," said Maurice. "These irons are locked. See, thekey is hangine yonder— thera. Carefully cut these cords— there.Free again 1 1hanks, my friend ;andMiss Mordauntis
'

Whatever he was about to say remained unsaid, or was changed
lmtoa startled exclamation, for at the moment the door opened, and

Inan Encyclical Letter of Hie Holiness Leo XIII. to the bishops
clergy, and people of Italy, the Popesadly depicts thapresent state
of that conntry.

Beloved Brethren, Health and Apostolic Benediction:— From
theheight of this Apostolic See, where Divine Providence has placed
Us to watch over the salvation of all nations,Our survey oftenrests
upon Italy, in the bosom of which God, by asingular act of pre-
dilection, has placed the See of His Vicar,and from which, neverthe-
less, there come to Us at present multitudinous and deeply felt
sorrows. Itis not personaloffences which saddenUs,nor thepriva-
tions and the sacrifices which the actual condition of things imposes
upon Us,nor is it the insults'and the contempt which aninßolent
press has unbridled license to.launch against Us everyday. Ifit
wereonly a questionof Our ownperson, andnot of theuniversalrain,
towards which We see Italy going forward, threatenedin its faith,
We wouldsilently bear offences, gladieven We to repeat daily what
oneof Our most illustrious predecessorssaid of himself : "Ifmy
captivity upon this earth did not aggravate the weight of daily
burdens,Iwould willingly be silent regarding the contempt and
mockery of which lam the object."(St.Gregory the Great: Letter
to theEmperor Mauritius. Regist. 5.) But without speaking of the
independenceanddignity of theHoly See,it is a questionof religion
itself andof the salvation of a whole nation, and of such a nation
that from the first days opened its heart to the Catholic faith,and
preserves itever since with a jealous care. That seems incredible,
and yet it is true;We have come to this point in Italy for
having to fear the loss of faith for this Italyof Ours. On several
occasions We havegiven the alarm in order that noteshould ba
taken of the danger, and yet We do not believe that We have done
enough.

la presence of theunceasing attacks,ever increasing in ferocity,
We feelmore powerfully the voice of duty whichurges Us tospeak
again to you, Venerable Brothers, to your clergy and to the ItaliaD
people. As the enemy makesno trues, so it is not fitting that either
We or you be silent and inactive,aa by the Divine grace We were
constituted guardians and defenders of the religion of the people con-
fided to Our charge, thepastors and vigilant sentinels of the flock of
Christ, for which We should be ready ,if needed were, to sacrifice all,
even Our life.

We will not say new things, for the facts, such as they have
occurred, donotchange;and of these We have had tospeakonother
occasions, according aa toe opportunities arose. But here We propose
to recapitulate these facts, to group them as in one single picture,
and to draw from them for the common instruction the consequences
derived fromthem. These areundisputed facts, whichhavehappened
in the tull light of day;not isolated, but connected amongst them-
selves in such a way tbat, in their totihty, they reveal with evidence
a whole systemof which they arebut the apr.lication andthe develop-
ment. The system is not new, but what is new is the audacity, the
fury, the rapidity with which it is n>w applied. It is the planof the
sees which is n>w unfolded \a Italy, especially in that which
touches the Church and tne Cathjlic religion; wicti the final and
n>toriouß aim of reducing it, it taat were possible, to iiithtngneis.
Nowit is superfluous to draw up the indictment of the sects which
declare themselves Maso lie;judgmsnt has been passed upon them
already; their aims, means, doctrines, actions, all is known with
indisputablecertainty.

Aaimatedby the spiritof Satan, whose instrument they are, they
are cornumud, like their inspirar with a mortal and implacable
hatred against Jesus Corist and His work, and they do their utmost
to overthrow or enchain it. Tbis war at present is waged in Italy
more than elsewhere,— in Italy where the Catholic religion has laid
the deepest roots, and especially in Rome, where is the centreof
C*iholic unity and the Seeof the universal Pastor and Master of the
Church.

It is advantageous to trace the various phases of this war from
its origin. Itbegan with the destruction, under a political guise, of
the civil principality of the Popes;but the fall of this, in the secret
intentions of the real chiefs,— afterwards openly declared,— should
serve to destroy,or at least tohold inservitude, the supreme spiritual
power of theRomanPontiffs. And in order that no doubt should
remain upon the real scope they aiaaeril at, immediately came the
suppressionof the religiousorders, whichgreatly reduced the number
of evangelical labourers for the sacred ministry and for the assistance
of ihefaithful, as likewise for the propagationof the faith amongst
infidels. Later they desired likewise that to .clerics should be
exteuded the obligationof military service, with the necessary con-
sequence of graveandmultitudinous obstacles placed to the recruiting
and tothe suitable formation of the secular clergy. They put their
hands upon the ecclesiastical patrimony, confiscating absolutely part
of it, and burdening part of it witb the most enormouscharges, in
order to impoverish the clergy and the Church, and to deprive the
latter of themeansof which it had need in this world to live aad to
promoteinstitutions and worksivaid of its divine Apostolate. The
sectaries themselves have openly declared:"Todiminisb theinfluence
of the clergy and of the clerical associations, one sole efficacious
means is to be employed ;to despoil them of all their possessions and
to reduce them to complete poverty."

On the other band, the action of the State by itself is wholly
directedtocancel the imprint of religion and Christianity from the
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outside the littlecircle of illuminationcast by the feeblelight a form
appeared— a woman's form ;a form wet with travelling through
reedy pathsand moist tall bulrushes, draggled with wandering in
miry ways;andas Manas, in the start occasioned by the opening of
the door, turned the light of the lamp on the pale and frighteaed
features of the unceremonious intrnder, it disclosed the face of

—
Oai rieMordaunt.

POPE LEO XIII. TO THE ITALIAN BISHOPS.

(Special Correspondent of thePilot.')
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