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Josephine turned away ler head, and made a great
clatter with her cooking utensils. .
‘If he must go,'he must go,” she mid gruffly, ,° Per-

haps thou and I will not live to see him return; perhaps-’

he will not desire to-return when he has seen life. 1t is not
likely he would come back among old people in this loncly
place. We shall all be old together—thou and I, and
Michel and Jacques, ‘and even Menelik and Mimi—once the
boy has gone.’. : T

“Think how he will come back! So tall and straight,
and twirling his moustaches, as they do in the army,” Jean
Marie sald. ’ . :

Tt will not be the same,” Josephine murmurcd.
‘Things will never be the same. It has heon good for us
all while he has been here. ‘But the world will swallow
him as it gave him to us. Or he will come back to find
us dead, and he will have no heoxt for the farm. Taris will
call him. What is there here for the young?’ .

In her heart she had a thought that Jean Marie might
buy off the lad if he would. If the same idea had occurred
to Jean Marie, ho said nothing of it. To be sure, it would
be a wild thing to put down good gold to buy off a
foundling, a child of the Assistance Publique, from serving
with the army. Yet he had grown so dear to them, almost
like a son of the houso, and they were all so old; he had
brought youth into-their lives, and he would leave behind
only the sadness and woariness of old age.

The boy indeed showed mno. delight in the thought of
going, The othor lads wore often as cager to leave the
farms as the swallow is to go south on the edge of winter. .

‘T4 will be fine for thee, Plorre, to wear uniform and |

march to the music with the others,” Lthe Cure said one
day, meeting Pierre on the lovel road between the salt-
marshes and the sand-dunes. ‘To be sure, it is fiue to
be young. Yet, Pierre my child, come back io us, noil as
I have seen others return, but witli-an unspotted heart.
That will be my prayer for thce—that thou maysl be -un-
spotted from the world. -

‘T wisk I could stay,” Pierre replied, aund his lips
trembled a little. ‘I am not like the others, who go whist-
ling all day because the time is near for the yoars of sorvice
in
Josephine. How do I know that I shall sce them again?
And I have no love for towns.’

‘T have brought thee thy papers from the Assistance
Publigue,’ said the Cure. It will not be so long, thy three
years. They will wait for thy return. Be sure thou dost
return.’

‘T will surely return to youn, if I live,” Pierre said
seriously, taking the packet of papers the priest handed
Yo him.

They walked across the salt-marshes o the farm to-
gether, talking as thoy went. It had been a wet winter,
and Jeoan Marie's rheumatism had been. worse than ever
before. The green dawp lay in streaks on the statiue of
8t. Anthony. But spring was in the wind, and the Cure
who had the heart of a boy, though his curls were grizzling,
folt his heart lift as they stepped Tniskly along the read
tlial climbed to the farm. -

Jean Marie was within, Iaving laid down the packet
of papers before him, Pierre went out, leaving the two old
men together. Josephine was clatbering "her crockery in
some back region. Stretching his hands teo the warmth of

the fire, the Cure looked up and was struck by the cheetful

expression on Jean Marie's face. ]

‘T had made up my mind to my him off the ser-
vice,” he said, ‘It would bt too great a wrong to myseclf
and Josephino to lake the chances of the years. And—and
«—who knows what the camp and the town might do for
Piorre ?’

“Who knows?
Thon rememberest the wrock last winter—<how he was the
first %o offer to go? It is well, Joan Marie. "The lad
Lias grown very dear to thee.’ ’

“Like my own son.’

- And it-is not right the dne son of the old should-go.
Besides, the boy's heart is with thee.” T e

Joan Maric was carefully taking one document aficr
another”from the packed, and smootling it out to read it.
He looked ahout for his spectacles.

¢ Pormit me, Jean Marie,’ said the Cure, strotching
hLis hands for the papers. He held them near the window.

¢ Porhaps,’ said Jean Marie, in his slow, dreamy voice—
tperbaps it was so; the dear St. Anthony answered my
prayers. I am resigned to think that Gabriclle is dead,
that she will never return to the farm, that she is in
{the mercy of the good God. The groat world that took
hier from me has given me Picrre. 1 shall not be without
a soun in my old age.’

¢ Joan Maxie, my friend,’ said the Cure suddenly,-in a
voice of great agitation, ‘CGod’s ways are stranpe, and
more wonderful than we can imagine. What if Pierre were
your own son? TYou did not know, but see here it is written
down: “ The son of Jean Marie Malahiende and Gabrielle,

the army. Seest thou they are so old, Monsieur and:

He is a good lad and o brave lad.,

‘

his wife, born in the Hospilal of ithe Holy Pity, January
25, 1886.7

Jean Marie put his hand to his head with o trembling
gesture, as though he tried to understand.

‘What !’ he exclaimed. ‘Read it again. My son and
Gaobrielle’s!  That _wes four months after she left wus.
We never knéw, the mother and I, else the mother would
have ceased to seold her, or I would not have permitted it.
My son.and Gabrielle’sY - :

“*Bhe died in the Hospital of the Holy Pity
Good Nuns. 8he died in the arms of Mercy.”. )
» *I wani.my son,’ said Joan Marie, standing up and

stretching his arms as though they would close upon the

boy. ‘My son! I have a son! My heart melted on him

when I saw him first looking at me with Gabrielle’s eyes.’
‘He is as like thee as two peas,” said the Cure.

with the

‘ Where wore our oyes?’ - .

Jean Maric took = step or two toward the door. As
"o Iooked out his oye fell on St. Anthony.

‘Ah, there hie is,’ he said—°the dear saint who finds
that which is lost! He shall have a new coat. . There
is o mneh to do, now that the spring is ecoming. Jose-
phino, come here and lsten! I have a son. Pierre is my
son.  He will close my ayes and thine.’ :

Pierre came with a lagging siep through the gateway.
Jean Maric flew to him and caught him in his arms.

‘Thou art my son, Pierre,” he oried; ‘really my son—
the son of my hody as well as the son of my heart! Thou
wilt stay with us; wo have need of thee. Ah, Pierte, my
son! And thy mother is in heaven. We shall build an
allar, theu and I, to the dear St. Anthony.—Ave Maria

NEW BOOKS

- With the November nimber of the American Ecelesi-
asticul Review thore began what promises«to -be one of the

_ bost stories of Irish clerical life yet written by Canon
Shechan, of Doneraile. It is entitled The Blindness of
the Very Ttev. Dr. Gray, or The Final Low. All the verve
and chaim of Canon Sheehan’s style, and all the richness
of his malter, is_to be found in the instalments -of this
fine story that have appeared. The December issue is well
up to the customary standard. of that high-class ecclesiasti-
eal magazine. ‘A Review of Modernism.in-the Past Year '’
is continued, and there is (ameng other things) an illaminat-
ing and practical article on the new Apostolic Constitu-
tion of the Roman Curia. (W. P. Linehan, Australasian
agont, 309-11 Littls Colling street, Melbourne,) -

We have received from the Catholic Young Men’s So-
ciety, Dungarvan (Ireland), a neat brochure containing the
lecture on New Zealand delivered there during last Octo-
ber by the Very Rev. IPather Power, of Hawera. The lee-
ture (the leading feaiures of which appeared some time
ago 1n our columns) is entitled ¢ New Zealand: The Islands
of the Blest.’ It containg a description of the scenie
beauties of New Zoaland, couched in language of much
eloguence and poetic charm, a brief account of the native
race and its ways, of onr progressive legislation, and of the
honorable part which Catholics and Irishmen have played
in building up_ this Dominjen. On reading through this

. well-printed brochure we can well appreciate the remark
of the chairman (Very Rev. Uanon Power, P.P., V.G.) that
the” eloguent descriplions of the pastor of Hawera would
tend to manke all the young. people present emigrate to
New Zealand. The scocond part of the brochure containg
the addresses presented to Father Power by the Catholic
Young Men’s Society in Dungafvaun. -

*Whitcombe and Fombs desorve well of this Dominion
for the excellent sories of works with which they are en-
riching our country’s literature and illuminating its earlier
and later history. -The-latest of-their contributions to
loeal history is a second.edition -of. the Rev. H. 1. Pur-
chas’s Bishop Harper and the Canterbury Settlement. Thig
edition is revised and considerably emlarged, new chapters
writton and many old ones recast and enriched with new
material.  Our Catholic as well ag our Anglican readers
will. be interested in this woll-written record of & life that
played so importani a- part in the history of the Canterbury
Sottlement, of his relations wiith the founders, of the
diffienltiss of piloncer missionary travelling—of which the
Catholic counterpart has of late been appearing in our
pages—of the stirring times of the gold-fever in Otago,
and of many other imeidents by flood and field that go to
‘form an interesting history. Bishop Harper seems to have
been a man of real piety, and some of-the revelations of
his inner soul taken from his diary (pp. 12-13) show him
to have been strongly influenced by the Tractarian Move-

- ment. ‘Wednesday self-mortifieation’ and © Friday self-
mortification’ and meditation secom to have formed part
of the Bishop’s life. The book is ably written, and, so far
z3 our perusal of it has gone, written in a good spirit.
The hook-work iz excbllent. (Pp. x.-254.) S
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