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Josephine turned aAvay her head, and made a great
clatter withher cooking utensils.

'If he must go,'he must go,' she said gruffly. „'Per-
haps thou andIavlll not live to see him return; perhaps'
he willnot desire to-refcurn wlionhe has seenlife. Itis not
likely he Avould come back among bid people in this lonely
place. We shall all be old together— thou and I, arid
Michol and Jacques, and evenMenelik andMimi

—
once the

boy has gone.'.'
Think how he willcome back! So tall and straight,

and twirling his moustaches, as they do in the army,' Jean
Marie said.

.'It Avill not be the same,' Josephine murmured.'Things Avill never be the same. It has been good for us
all Avhile he has "been hero. 'But the world will swalloAV
him as it gave him to us. Or he Avill come back to find
us dead, andho Avill have no heart for the farm. Paris will
call him. What is there here for the young?'

In her heart she had a thought that Jean Mariemight
buy off the lad if he would. If the same ideahad occurred
to Jean Marie,he saidnothing of it. To bo sure, it would
be a Avild thing to put down good gold to buy off a
foundling, a child of the Assistance Publique, from serving
with the army. Yet ho had grown so dear to them, almost
like a son of the house, and they were all so oldj he had
brought youth into their lives, andho would loave behind
only the sadness and weariness of old age.

The boy indeed shoAved no.delight in the thought of
going. The other lads wore often as eager to leave the
farms as the sAvalloiv is to go south on the edge of Avinter..'

It Avill be fine for thee, Pierre, to wear uniform and
march to tho music Avith the others,' the Cure said one
day, meeting Pierre on the level road between tho salt-
marshes and ths sand-dunes. 'To be sure, it is fine to
be young. Yet, Pierre my child, come back to us,' not us
Ihave seen others return, but Avitlr~an unspotted" heart.
That Avill be my prayer for thee— that thou mayst be-un-
spotted from tho world.''IAvish Icould stay,' Pierre replied, and his lip
trembleda little. 'Iam not like the others, avlio go whist-
ling all day becaiise the timeis near for the years of sorvice
in the army. Seest thou they are so old, Monsieur and'
Josephine. Hoav doIknoAv thatIshall see them again?
And Ihave no lore for toAA-ns.''

Ihave brought thee thy papers from the Assistance
Publique,' said the Cure. 'ItAvillnot be so long, thy three
years. They Avill vait for thy return. Be sure thou dost
return.''I-will surely roturn to you, if IHa^c,' Pierre said
seriously, taking the packet of papers the priest handed
to him.

They AA'alked across the salt-marshes to the farm to-
gether, talking as thoy Avent. It had been a Avet Avinter,
and Joan Mario's rheumatism had been- worse than ever
before. The green damp lay in streaks on the statue of
St. Anthony. But spring Avas in the AA'ind, and the Cure
Avhohad the heart of aboy, though his cxirls Avere grizzling,
felt his heart lift as they stepped briskly along the road
that climbed to the farm.

Jean Marie AAas Avithin. Having laid down the packet
of papers beforehim, Pierre went out, leaving the tAA*o old
men together. Josephine was clattering 'her crockery m
some back region. Stretching his hands to the Avarmth of
the fire, the Cure looked up and Avas struck by the cheerful_
expression on Jean Marie's face.'

Ihad made up my mind to buy him off the ser-
Arice,' ho said. 'It AA'ould be too great a Avrong to myself
and Josephine to take tho chances of the years. And

—
and— avlio knoAvs Avhat the camp and the toAA'ii might do for

Pierre?''Who knoAvs ? Ho is a good lad and a brave lad..
Thou roineinberesi the wrock last winter—=?lioav he Avas the
first to offer to go ? It is avoll, Joan Marie.'The lad
has groAvn very dear to thee.''Like my own son.'

"And it~is not right the one son of the old should-go.
Besides, the boy's heart is Avith thee.�

"* "
Jean Marie Avas carefully taking one document after

another'from tlie packet, and smoothing it out to read it.
He looked about for his spectacles.'

Pormit mo, Jean Marie,' said the Cure, stretching
hishands for the papers. He held them near the windoAV.'Porhaps,'said JeanMarie, in his sloav,dreamy A'oice—'perhaps it was so; the dear St. Anthony ansAvered my
prayers. Iam resigned to think that Gabriclle is dead,
that she Avill never return to the farm, that she is in
the mercy of the good God. The groat Avorld that took
her from me has given me Pierre. Ishall not be without
a son inmy old age.'

'Jean Marie, my friend,' said the Cure suddenly, in a
voice of great agitation, 'God's Avays are strange, and
more Avonderful than Aye can imagine. What if Pierre were
your OAvn son? You did not knoAV, but see hereit is written
doAvn: "The sou of Jean Marie Malahionde and Gabrielle,

With the November number of the American Ecclesi-astical Beview there began AA'hat promises~:±"o" be one of the
best stories of Irish clerical life yet written by

'
CanonSheohan, of Doneraile. It is entitled The Blindness ofthe Very llev.Dr. Gray, or The Final Law. All the verveand chaim of Canon Sheehan's style, and all the richness

of his matter, is to be found in .the instalments of thisfine story that have appeared. The December issue is well
up to the customary standard,of- that high-class ecclesiasti-
cal magazine. '"A ReAdeAV of Modernism-in-the Past Year

'
iscontinued, and there is (among other things) an illuminat-
ing and practical article on the neAV Apostolic Constitu-
tion of the Roman Curia. (W. P. Linehan, Australasian
agent, 309-11 Little Collins street, Melbourne.) "

We have received from the Catholic Young Men's So-
ciety, Dungarvan (Ireland), a neat brochure containing thelecture on New Zealand delivered there during last Octo-ber by the Very Rev. Father Power, of Hawera. The lec-
ture (the leading features of which appeared some timo
ago in our columns) is entitled

'
New Zealand': The Islandsof the Blest.' It centains a description of the scenic

beauties of NeAV Zealand, couched in language of much
eloquence and poetic charm, a brief account of the nativo
race and its Avays, of our progressive legislation, and of the
honorable part which Catholics and Irishmen have played
in bxuldiiig up,this Dominion. On reading through this
Avell-prmted brochure we can Avell appreciate the remark
of the chairman (Very Rev. Canon Power, P.P., V.G.) that
the"eloquent descriptions of the pastor of Hawera would
tend to make all the young,people present emigrate to
NeAv Zealand. The second part of the brochure contains
the addresses presented to Father Power by the Catholic
Young Men's Society iv Dungarvan. '

Whitcombe and Tombs dosorve well of this Dominion
for the excellent scries 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
local history is a second.edition of. the-Rev. H. T. Pur-
chas's BishopHarper andzth'e Canterbury Settlement. This
edition is revised and considerably enlarged, new chapters
written and many old ones recast and enriched with new
material. Our Catholic as Avell as our Anglican, readers
will,be interested in -this well-writtenrecord of a" life "that
played so important a,part in thehistory of the Canterbury
Settlement, of his relations with the founders, of the
difficulties of pioneer 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 iticidonts 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. lWednesday self-mortification1' and 'Friday self-
mortification' and meditation seem to have formed part
of tho Bishoxi's life. The book is ably written, and, so far
as our perusal of it has gone, written in a good spirit.
The book-work is excellent. (Pp. X.-254.) - __
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his Avife, born in the Hospital of the Holy Pity, January
25, 1886."

'
JeanMarie put his hand to his head with a trembling

gesture, as though he tried to understand.
'What!' he exclaimed. 'Read it again. My son and

Gabrielle's! That four months after she left us.
We never knew, the mother and I, else the mother would
have ceased to scoldher, orIwouldnot have permitted it.
My son.ancl Gabriello's!'~' She died in the Hospital-of the Holy Pity with the
Good Nuns. She diediai the arms of Mercy.'.
"I wjuit-rny son,' said Joan Marie, standing up and

stretching his arms as -though they Avould close upon theboy. 'My son!Ihave a son! My heart melted on him
whenIsaw him first looiing at me withGabrielle's eyes.'

j 'He is as like th.cc as two peas,' said the Cure.'Where wero our eyes?'
Jean Mario took a step or two toward the door. As"he lookedout his eye fell onSt. Anthony.'Ah, there ho is,' lie said— '

the dear saint who findsthat which is lost! He shall have a new coat. ■ Thereis so much to do, now that the spring is coming. Jose-
phine, come hero and listen! Ihave a son. Pierre is my
son. He will close my eyes and thine.'

Pierre camp with a lagging step through the gateway.
Joan Mario flew to him and caught him in his arms.

'Thou art my son, Pierre,' he cried; 'really my son—
the son of my body as well as the son of. my heart! Thouwilt stay withus; wo liave need of thee. Ah, Pierre, my
son! And thy mother is in heaven. We shall build analtar, thou and I, to the dear St. Anthony.'— Aye Maria-.
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