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poverty has left us as a sacred heritage. We tell our-
selves soothingly that we are poor in spirit, knowing
not the meaning of the term.

“As I looked about your city the other day—for
I am a stranger in your midét—1 could not but note
what-magnificent temples you have erected to Mammon,
Verily, -Solomon in all his glory never dreamed of such
buildings. How they tower towards the skies and
spread themselves out, as if to boast of the milljons
they cast! Their massive pillars, their marble floors,
their sculptured walis and ceilings, shriek of moeney.
And there are many concerned in their erection who
scoff and sneer wheu approsched in regard to some
simple adormment for the honse of the King of Heaven
and earth, T could not but think of these things rs
I measared iy pigmy leight against those gigantic

piles. Ok, 1 could not but think in comparisen of
the patient lives of the poor of the city's
uncownted  pocr, of their unspeakable hovels,
their  season-changed  distresses,  their  unutter-

able suffering! T felt like crying out to God ta spare
this city lest its magmificence fall wpon it and crush
it. .

‘Tt was while I was crossine one of the streets,
thinking these things, that my eves fell upon cne of
the most pitiful sights T have ever seen. At the esrner
of one of the creat buildings that stretehed almost a
black in its tuwering splendor, there sat an old woman
whose wvears wmuxst have totalled al ieast seventy-five,
Wrinkled and grev-haired and poorly elad, there she
was in the piereing wintry wind, offering her papers
for sale. OFf thexe who pased by many glanced at
her casually, as it havdened to siely sights, others pity-
mgly, hurrving on as if to foreei, Perhaps, poor
sonls, thore wis nothing else they eould da. Some
stopped to buyv o paper, and [ was <lad to see, several
refused the chanee fron the lareer coin they wave in
Dpavinent.

"But, sreat Godoothe pity of it! Semeone within
that maguificent hoilding thought he was doing a very
fine thine 1w permitting the poor old woman te sell
Ler papers so near the door of his great tempie of trade.
e had a meethier, st man. Perhiaps she's dead, but
dead or [iving, o mother e mnst have had, and for her
sake hie uiglt lave plassd that poor old tottering
woman in comtort for her few remaining vears.  Bal
the paor ave proad, and it vy be that she preferred
her independence thus ohtained to Leing caved for by
a stranger, o owe will absolve the man who gave her
permission to <t near s temple gate. But 1 found
that theve was within that creat buildivg o man with
a heart -go hurd. s black, so utterlv without human
feeling, that it seemns alinost impossible to believe that.
there is such a liewrt beating in the world to-day.
Ol:, T hope that Lnay never meet that man' 1 would
net like to toweir his hand, the band that is lifted up
to strike vne of Christ’s poor o bitter blow. 1 hope
he does not pretend to belong to the Church of Jesus
Christ. No, that s 1o abhorrent a thought; that
could not be, that vne whe had ever iasted the sweet-
ness of the Sacramental God could sink g0 low.  Yet
Judas was al the first Suered Banguet '—the tense
voice had sunk to a soft, sorrowful musing, but his
breathless heavers didd not miss a word.

In cne of the front pews & white-faced man shrank
and cowered, waiting for the lash to full, and presently
it fell.

P Would you Dbelieve it. my [riends, that man found
this poor old papbroseiler so repulsive a sight that he
had the privilege ol selling Lier papers in that place
taken away from her, Slie wus an eyesore to this
fine gentleman who would have only clegant, money-
begotten cbjects about him. She told me with the
scant tears of the aged in her dimmed cyes,  She had
greeted me with the reverent little courtesy of the
older Irish born for the priest.  In answer to my few
questions the simple story was laid bare, the death of
her hushband, of her children, the story of her long

struggle, her poverty, and her desire to be of use, to.

support herself.  And she had managed well enough
with her meagre earnings to keep lier one room, to buy

the little food and clothing she required. Now the
assurance of that little was to be taken from her.

“UBut surely,” 1 said, “‘this man will provide
other means for your support; will send you to some
good home. It cannct be that he can stand to see you
turned adrift after cutting you off from this vlace where
you huve establisled a small trade|” Sadly she shook
her head. That day and the next, which was Saturday,
she might remain, but after that she could come back
no more. I thought it a simple matter to find ancther
place, but she smiled at my credality. ‘“The places were
all taken by those younger and more active,’’ she said,
and indeed T found, as I went along afterwards, that
that was true.

"I gave the woman a hope of help, though I could
not promise mueh, being « stranger, But oh! I think
that as long as T live tie name of your wanderful eity
will conjure up for me the pathetic sight of that bent
old figure in the faded grey shawl against the back-
ground of the great building that looked so pitilessly
cold and grim.  And I ask that in your charity you
will pray for that man to whose sight the poor old paper-
seller was so offensive, for indead lLie has need of prayers.
1f such as he Lhad goue to the Crib of the Infant Saviour,
had vemained Jong enongh to take in its unparalleled
lesson, what a different world i1 would be. He would
have seen, then, with that clearver, highev vision, that
that poor old weman, strugeling so courageously for
independence at lier advanced age, was an infinitely
-more beautiful sight than all the man-construeted build-
ings in the world.  [Te would have seen the sweet,
kind soul that looked wut of her brave old eyes, growing
dim to the things of earih because they were se soon
to glow brightly in eternity.

“Ab, that seermiz a hard lesson for us ta learn, my
iriends, that the poor are perhaps more beautiful in
the sight of the Almighty God than our immaculate,
well-clad selves. We lonk npon them as evesores, as
blots on creation, to e patronized and snubhed and
lovked down upon.  We give them the things we ne
longer want and hoast of our charity, O, will we
ever auceeed In remembering when we lock upon them
that, i seorning s poorer brethren. we scorn and con-
demn the Son of Gud, who so Loved and onored poverty
as to deliberateiv eliose it as the condition of His
carthly sejourn, who wus horn {noa stable, lived a life
of lowhness and lubor and died the death of the poor
and abandouned

During the rest of the Mass, to Lis wife's surprise,
Tow Fordlhiam remamned on his knees, There was some-
thing about him that made her fear he was ill, but there
was something, too, that made lLer refrain from ques-
tioning im.  On the way home and at lunch he was
abstracted and «llent.  Mrs. Fordham missed his de-
cidedly expressed views ou the topics of the day. None
that she tried to bring up for disvussion seemed to
interest him. Early in the afternocon, with no adequate
explanation, he went out. -

Fuatlier Stanley, over at St. Mariin’s rectory, was
sturprised when a caller was aunounced, for he knew no
oue in the city.  The man who awaited him in the
little veception room was a total stranger.  The young
priest went forward, however, wilh cutstretched hand,
for lie felt lonely and the other priests in the house were
busy.  But the man’s hand did net go out to meet
his.

‘ You said very recently that you would not like to
touch 1y hand,” was his odd greeting. ‘I am the un-
speakable wreteh vou described in the yulpit this morn-
ing)

Father Stauley started a little, hut his eyes did not
flinch from the challenging eyes of the man before him.

‘Yes? le said, and there was no apology in his
tone nor in his look.

‘T don’t know why T have come to vou,” Fordham
went on when the priest said nothing further. ‘ Some-
how it seemed as if I was compelled to come.’

‘Yes? Father Stanley said again, but the magic
voice was hopeful.

‘T—T have heen mfed up with pride and self-
satisfaction. 1 have blinded mysell with wealth until
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