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kospital close by. There, gentle
nuns laid him in a ncat, white ¢ot to
fight ihe batile Detween death and
life. When lody spoke again, only
wild, incoherent words escaped his
lips. There was a strange, unearthly
lustre in his hine eves, his pale
cheeks were (lushed like secarlet, and
the fair, unkempt curls tossed rest-
lessly from side to side.

‘I hear them, they are coming,
coming, nearer and nearer—they are
erying ‘ Stop thief ! ' and I can 1
no farther ! he would wail.

It was all an vain that genlle Sie-
ter Winifred strove Lo quiet his fear-
ful fancies—he only moaned thosc
sad words louder, until it seemed as
if he must die of the very grief and
fear,

At last, however, the plaintive cry
grew lower and lower, and then died
away altogether, The fever had
gone, and weak, white, and wasted
Rody lay, his great bluc cyes wan-
dering from bed to bed, vainly try-
ing to recollect himself and guess
when they came to his bed, and said
that the child might linger some
timme, but that want and exposure
had done their work—he could never
recover.

Meanwhile Rody had grown very
patient and quict. The comfort and
kindness which surrounded his cot
puzzled his little brain—it was so
different to the misery to which
he was accustomed ! He o lis-
tened wonderingly to Sister Wini-
fred’s gentle voice telling of the love
of the Sacred Heart for nLitile chil-
dren, and how Jesus used to itake
them in His arms and Dbless them,
and say . ‘ Suffer little children 1o
come Lo Me, for of such 1y the kng-
dom of heaven.'

Gradually Tlody began to lose lus
sense of loncliness. He Lknew God
cared for him und walched over hi
even more tenderly than s own long
lost mother,

One day, when Sister Winifred
asked him where she should send for
hig father and mother, he replied,
raising his cyves to Swster Winfred's
swaet face 1m amazement : F They are
dead long ago ' ° he saud, sobbingly.
"1 have been working for myself cver
so long.’

f Poor little mite ' 7 murmured the
nun, ' God ifoves you ull Lhe beiter
for being poor aud lounclv—3ou wie
one of Hig own favorite Littic one< v

As  she spoke o farni flush  stole
into Lhe c¢childl's  cheehks, for thosc
words aWwahened in his clnldish heart
pangs of keen remorse, and he felt a
greal tearvless =ob 1mse to his Lthroat,
The sad recolleclion, lithe a pamiul
picture, rose before hin, that he had
been a bad hoy—he had forgotien
God, he had stolen— mnnd, oh ' swhat
would mother say if she knew all ?
And as the thoughts crowded on himn
Rody covered his head  with  the
blankel Lo hide his prief

Necdless 1o say, Sister Wimilred's
visits to Rody's bed weore yvery fre-
quent. ITe was ‘such a friendless
and forlorn mite ’ she fell strangely
drawn toward himm  ¥e was alwayvs
very shy and reserved when she spoke
to him, and wvet she was convineed
he regarded her as a great friend. It
wag very (ruc that Sister Winifred
had not speni 310 years nursing little
hoys ih wvain. Litlle Ly hitile v
grew on her thal Rody was restless,
some sceret trouble must he weighing
on hisg mind  She must win his con-
fidence and bring hun rehef

Oue wild ciemng, when Lhe wind
was sobhing and moaning pitifully
around 1he cily  hospital, Tlody
secimed more disturbed than usual

~Are you weary and iLied of the
bed, darling ?° asked Sisler Wini-
fred, layving her hand genily on the
child’s throbhbing forehead. TFor =n
moment Rody was silent, while tho
wind oulside mercilessly heat against
the window panes, and  shricked
through the keyhole Al ! it remin-
ded him so much of his last  night
in the streets and that stolen shil-
ling ! X

1 Sister Winifred,” he cried, in hro-
ken accents. * Sister Winifred, T want
to ask you, to ask you so many

things that my bead is aching with
the thoughts of them !’

"I am hstening, Rody,” the nun
answered, gently,

“Eister Winifred,” he eried, * swhoro
am 17 Ifas the place anyihing Lo do
with a prison ?  You know I should
be 1n prison !’

“No, Ttody, no! wyou are m the
hospital—a place for good Little boys
who are sick,” answered the nun.
Rody at once raased  his confiding
eyeq to the Sister's sweet face, while
his cherhs glowed like scarlet, and
his hips quivered, as he said, hur-
riedly
"1 am glad it is not a prison, but,
Sister Winifred, 1 +am not o good
boy. I stole a shilling the night I
camo hare. Oh!' 1 was so sick and
tired that evening ! and the money
tempted me ! I've been thinking of
it cver since, and to-night '—hut
Rody did not finish the sentence ; he
bumed his face m his little wasted
hands, and he sobbed aloud,

‘ Don't ¢y, my poor litlle Rody,'

whispered the nun, softly. * You arc
very sorry for stealing the shilliug,
and Jesus  will forgive you. Ie

knew Himself what it was Lo be
poor and lonely, Rody—pray Lo
Hoan, and Ie will comfort you, and
He will have merey on yon 1

‘Dovs ile know how hard 1 tried
Lo be honest 2 How hadly 1 wanted
maney when [ ostole 27 asked Rody.
CoIndeed, Huoe does,” angwered Sister
Winifred  © Our good Jesus is always
watching  over  us, and He knows
cyvery thung °

“Then L won't find 1t so hard io

ash Thsa  pardon,” the child said,
el vemember  how  hungry  and
sieck T wasg 7

Ioor Rody ! Had he been ever so
cloguent he could never have descri-
bed half he went through since s
mother's death, aud yet he felt very
pwilly indeed.  ITe hoad beea temptled
sorely, Tt all he seemed to remem-
ber was that he had stolen.

By deprees Sister Winifred learned
from Nody the slory of his life, how
happy he had been for those first few
years with his wlolised wether, then
hi~ sorrow and loneliness in the cily
wenenent-house, and fastiy his bitter
strugeic to o enrn u hving o the
stieets, 14 was a sad tale, hut it as
the tale of many of our cities and
towns, for, as o rule, there are many
darle dayvs aud heavy vainfalls in the
Iinves of our city wafs,

fSrster Winifrid, 1’11 never forget
Lo Tove Clod agam, not even if I e
Lo he over =0 old,’ the chld  would
cry. With his eyes full of tears and
wilth clasped hands.

*Would you find 1t very hard Lo
de, Rody %7 Sister Wimfrid asked
one  day Rody looked startled.
“Toodic ? 7’ he ropeated.

' Yos, Rody.’

The tears trickled down tho chuld's
chueks as he saad sobbingly :

* 1 never thought of dying. Sister,’
he sand, and turned his face Lo the
wall,  An hour latler, when Sister
Winifred came to her little favorie’s
cot, he took her huand, and drawing
her over to him, he whispered :

I woen't be sorry to die f Cod
wishes 1L, only, only I uscd to thiuk
of lnving and beoing very good, 1o
pav hack the «hilhing, and 1o mahke
ap for all the tumie 1 was bad

C I understand, Iody, darbmg,” ihe
nun  answered, as she wiped away
her own tears. © You wish whatever
CGod wishes

" Yes, Saister,” the child answered,
firmly “Ihat 1s what I mean.’

e bright morning, when Lthe sun-
beams  fell  softly acress the neat
white col in the children’'s ward,
Rody received his tast Floly  Com-
munIon During his lingering  il-
ness the kind Sister had prepared
him for Confession, and he received
s Blessed Lord mony times.  Flis
Lordship the Bishop, who took a
arcal interest in the child, when he
learned his touching story, kindly
came and eonfivined him, A ieander-
hearted lady visitor had given him a
heautiful  picture of  the Sacred
Heart, which he always kepi{ near
him and kissed over and over. Dur-

ing several hours on this morning he
lay, with his hands joined and his
faca Hghted up with an undesecrib-
ably look of ‘peace and happiness. *
Ouce, when Risler Winfrid bent over
his bed, he murniured :

“Jesus will soon come to take me
home to Huuvself 1 heaven,’

Before  the evening shadows  fell
[l,\)]‘f)“:‘:h hits Iittle bed, Nody said :
o t-:mter, 1 am gomg to Jesus now.
Don’t be long uhtil vou come up to
me, suro you won't 7' The words
wora followed by o sweel, grateful
smile—and all was over. ITis while
9111](1—s0u1 had gone howme’ to God—
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CANADA.—A Cure.

The “ Ave Marin ’ learns that the
tase of Sister Aldeponda, of the Sis-
ters of Mercy, who after a visit to
the shring of Ste. Annc de Beaupre,
was mstantly cured of an mfirmily
which had nccessitated the wse of
c_rutuhes for 13 years, is still puzz-
ling the physicians who are familiar
with it. There is no getting over
the fact that whereas for a long
tine the Sister was a cripple, unable
to touch one of lher feet Lo the
ground, on returning from Canada
she walked as well as any one. Here
we have a very striking fact which
can mot  he questioned ; a marvel
which the unbeliever can never hope
Lo explain, seccing that supernaiural
curesd arve  quite  impossible  even
though they actually occur

ENGLAND.—A Jubilarian.

The Very Tiev, Canon Keatinge, of
SL. George's Cathedral, Southwark,
celebrated, during the last week in
Febrnary, the silver jubilee of his
ordination Lo the priesthood.

Death of a Redemptorist.

The death 19 announced of the Rev,
John Gibson, .88 T., one of the
best-known  Enghsh  Redemplorist
nIsSonaries. e cexpired at St
Alary’s Clapham, on Ash Wednesday,
having reached bis 80th year,

Getting his Deserts.

Within the post 12 months the
ranks of ante-Cathohe lecturers n
freat Dritaon have been rveduced by
four, all of whow are now chjoyving
the hospiltality of s Majesiy’s pri-
“0014 The mpestor Widdows  has
hoen the latest to recenve the atlen-
{Lion of the anthorities Tios fellow,
notwithstainling o crmunal record of
SOOI JLars, has  heen  lecluring
apainst the Church in England  and
Ireiand for o consuderable time past,
the violence of  his  language  and
rechlessness of s stalewents col-
leeting  avouwnd him a number  of
Ligols ad fanatics, w ha were ready
Lo shut ther eves to his misdeerds
provided Dis vilibcation  of  the
Catholie Church was Lo their taste.
TTe was indieted at the Okl Bailey,
London, for lhe comnussion of an
offence  against  public deceney, of
which he was found guity. On the
verdiet being given, Inspeclov _I{uno
informed the Court that Lhe prisoner
had beer born al Norwich awd had
passed nearly 30 years as Al GxX-
monk, and as such had been going
all  over the sountry lecturing
agnmst  the Cathotic Church. He
hod o lurge [ollowing of persons who
hielieved that ho was a persecutcd.cx-
member of lhe Catholic communion;
but, in fact, the prisoner was an
arrant jmpostor, In 1875 he went
10 America. Fle was a man of some
musical and vocal powers, and gol
inte the choir of a church at
Toronte, but was expelled and sent
to gaol for misconduct there. Ho
came hack to Norwich, and even-
tnally, in 1888, al this court he was
senlenced by the late Mr. Justice ™,
L. Smith Lo 10 years' penal scrvi-
tude in conjunclion with a man
named DBurleigh Fart, sentenced to
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having had 20 years' experience of the district are in a position to give reliable
information as fo the Grazing and Dairying capabilities of Propert in the

Manawata and sorrounding districts,



