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He was the blacksmith of the county, a poweriul,
brawny man, with a terrible temper, they said, one who
was feared by all who would avoid a fight.

He was on the very outskirt of the crowd, but began
now to push his way right and left.

' liave you become cravens, men ?’ he cried,, and
then he hurled his words at the Padre in a voice of
thunder.

* Styand aside, old man! ' he said.
been enough of this delay.
hnock you down.’

‘ Nover ! ' answered Padre Paul.

The men swayed back and forth, the smith tricd to
reach uyhe Padre, but the crowd was now ton closely
packed for mim 1o lforce an opening. With a tlernible
oath the man railsed his right hand high in the air, and
Just as I, who had heard that the men were now beycnd
the Padre’'s control, and who had got out of the tower
through the door leading into the Padre’s study, dash-
ed into the church, the smith let fly his iron beliows at
the Padre's head.

There was onty one second of pain, the doctor after-
ward told me, one moment ondy of agoay, my hitlle
one, and then all was over. ‘Lhe good Padre had been
struck on the right temple and fell to the ground like a
stone,

I knew when I knelt by him that he was deaxl.

That put an end to the lynching. The men disper-
sed ; all bui the smuth, whom | took into custofy and
handed over to ine sheriff, who ariived at the churen
with his men a second after the Padre died. ‘The smith
wad tried and paid the penalty with hus hife, wwenty
years ago, my little one, but we have never had another
Ignching since then.,

We  laid all that was mortal of the powor Padre be-
side his mother in the little burying-ground up on tihe
hill.

Such a Iuneral as il was ! 1lis people turned oul
for miles around to follow him 1o the grave, and {fe¢
Archbishop from tihe distant cily said the Reauiem
Mass. e preached Lo usz from the hill after the burial
so0 tnat all might hear,

' 'I'his man has not deed in vain,” he said. ‘To many
it will seemn a poor exchange, the Ihife of a great and
good priest to he given for the life ol an unknown, -
norant negro, but such was ihe teachmmg of {he Mas-
ter.  None were too poor or too low for Ilim, Who
recogised in man the unwversal hrotherhood 1n the uni-
versal fatherhood of God, and what the Christ beliesed
and taught, that alse Father Paul sought to ifollow
with all his heart. My brethron, let us retlirn  thanks
for such an example and pray God to grant bim eteinil
rest.’

That was all, lttie one; but how we missed hiny,
alas ' alas!

What became of the negre, you say ? 1 let him out
ol the tower after dark and gave him mwoney {g leave
the country.

It was some comfort to me that afterward the real
erimimnal was caught and confessed lns guilt and that the
dean- Padre tad  not died in yaimn Por the poor soul,
around whom he ftung the mantle of his divine charity.
—" Messanger of lhe Sacred lleart.

‘ There  has
Cpen that door or I will

JEAN-VICTOR,

The voung Duke de Thardimon{ had just breakfasted
at ‘his holel at Ai1x, where he was sojourning to  lake
the water to remove the eflects of a cold caught at the
races. Before leaving the {fable he casl a careless
glance at a mornmg paper and read there the news of
the French defeat at  Reichsholfen. He  thereuapon
drained his glass of Chartreuse, ordered his valet (o
pack his boxzes, and {wo hours later was gn his way lo
Paris.  On reaching that city he went at once to a
recruiting office and enlisted as a prwale in a regiment
that was to gao te the {ront.

From the time be was sixteen the Duke had led a
useless life, dividing his time betiween racing staides and
opera singers ; bul the had never for a moment forgoi-
tem that ene De Hardimont had died of the plague  at
Tumss gn the same day as St. Louis, that Jean de IHa--
dimont had commanded the Urands Compagnies under
D Guesciin, and that Francois de IPardimont had beep
killed at ' the charge of Wentenoy.

I'nervated as he was by his dissipations, when the
young Dhike read that the KFremeh army had been defeat-
ed on Krench soil, the hot blood Iushed to his  head
and he felt as if  bhe should smother. This ewplains
why, in the fi-st days of November, 1870, havine re-
turnod fio Paris with his regiment, Tlemry de Hardimont,
private in the Secomd, was stationed with his company
in Iront of the redoubt of Hautes-Bruyeres, a position
hasitily fortiiad to protect the guns ol Fort Bicetre.

It was a simister spot. 'The road wag ohsbructed by

young saplings and decp ruts; Dbeside it stwod an
abandondd tavern, and here the soldiers bad taken guar-
ters. ‘Ihere thad been fighting here spme days before ;
mamy of the trees had been broken off tj shells, and
all were scarred by shot. As for the hore, the mere
sight ©of it would make one shiver ; th¢ ‘himney had
been stvot away and the moss-grown wals seemed dyed
m blogd. Balterod wine casks, the rolving ropes of
an old swing, the sign above the doot—a rabbit over a
pair of biiliard cues tsed togebher with a ribbom in the
shape of a cross—suggested with cruel irony festal joys
of Syndays w the past. Over the whole scene hung a
wintry shy overcast with leaden clougs—a lowering,
Uireateming siky, that seemed 1n sympatny with dhe foe.

The yourng Duke stood in the doorway of the old
tal-ern; stuvering under his sheepsian yaoket. His  cap
was pulled down over his eyes and his hands were
thrust deep into the pockels of his red trousers. He was
aiprey fio the gloomiest of throughts, and he glanced
wilh an expressiol of poignant sorrow toward the line
of hills where at every insbant he could see white
clouds of smwoke belch forth from the great Krupp guns.

He spdden!y remembered that he was hungry. He
knelt down and took from his sack a large piece ol aniny
bread. As he hail no kmife to cut it, he munched 1t as
best he rcould. After a few mouthfuls he had had
anough.  I'he bread was old and had a bitter taste ; he
hknew he would get mo better until the morrow’s distri-
bution—perliaps not then. He reflected that a sobdier's
liie wasl a pretty rough one. He remembered how in
tha past, alter a late droner, he had oftan orderad what
he termed a ' hygienic 7 breakfast—cutlels, new-laid eggs,
a hottle of delicious wine—which he ate sibting th front
of a window of the Cale Anglais. Ah, those were in-
deed goiod days, and he felt that he ocould never learn
to cat this bread of mwery ! Wil a gesture of im-
jpatience, he tossad the rest of the loaf 1nto the road.

Just as he did this a private like himself came out
of the 1nn. ‘Tde man stooped down, picked up the
bread, wiped it off wilh his sleeve, and, withdrawing a
siiort wistance, hegan to devour it gieedily. The young
Duke was already ashamed of his conduet, amd he
watched the poor fellow with pity as he gave proof of
sitch an excelient appetite  Ie was a tall and lank,
shamblmg and loose-jointed man, whose hollow eyes de-
notled recent illness, abd who was so emaciated that his
sionider-blades seemed aboul to project through  his
strabby Jacket,

' ATe you sio very hungry, comrade ? ° said the Duke,
approaching the soldier.

*You can see for yourself, answerad {hc yvoung man,
s nyouth fuil.

*1f I had thopght you wanled the bread, I wouldn's
hatve thrown 1% mto the dirt.’

* That d:dn’t hurt it any,” was the calm reply.

‘It wasn't  the right tmng to do, and I feproach
myscll for 1, said the Dnke. I don't want vou to
think hadly of me. I have some old brandy in my
canteen : we will take a drop together.’

The two men then tovk a swallow of the liguor and
their acguaintance was made.

‘ What’s your name?’ asked the hungry one.

. “ Hardiment,’ answered the Duke, pumposely suppres-
sing his {itle. * And yours ¢

" Jean-Victor. I've just been sent back fo the com-
pany from the hospital. 1 was hit at Chatillon. 1t
was all right in the hospital ; 1 got good soup made of
horse meat. Dwi I had only a scratch: the nmajor
signed my dismissal, and here I am, starving again. Be-
heve 1L or mot, aomrade, but I tell you I've been hungry
all my life.’

This statemant astounded the voluptuary who but a
moment before had been longing for the cuisine of the Cafe
Anglais to tempt his appetite. He looked at his com~
panion with undoncealed surprise.

Tho soldier smiled sadly, showing his woll-like teeth,
wihich were even whiter than his blanched face . then
contipued, as if he felt that an explanation of his ex-
traordimary statement was expectlet :

" Let us walk up and down the road tw keep our feet
warm, gnd ULl tell you some things that you probably
never ‘heard of before. My name is Jean-Victor, as 1
told you; ihere 1s no more o it, for ! am a found-
ling.  'T'he only happy remembrance I have is of the
days of my earliest childhood when I was at the hospi-
lal where | was brought uwp. One Sister im particular
was ltke a mother to me  When I was tweive years old
andd had made my First Communion my misery began.
I was then apprenticed to a manufacturer of cane-bot-
tomed dhairs. It isn't a good trade, you know, and a
man can’'t J)osns‘lhly carn a living at it. It was then
that I began to Suffer from hanger. My master angd his
wife were utter misers. ‘The bread was kept locked
except at mealtime ; then they used to cuf w©off little
pieces as we ate them. You should have heard the
mistress sigh each time she gave us a spoonful of broth.
1 tned many ways to make a living and failed every
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