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now to the left, and finally refused to go any farther.
" This looks suspicious’ thought Father molton; he dis-
mounted to investigate. Reaching the bridge he stooped
over the edge and peered into the darsness beiow.
*John,’ Le called out; but, as befors, no TCSPOnSC.
Just as he was turning, he espled ai ihe opposite angle
of the Dbridge evideul marks of a struggle in .Lhe
spow.  Undoubtedly, Prinee blinded by ths storm, had
fallen here and threwn Joln to the rocky bed below!
Quick as lightning Father Nolton hurried across the
bridge and was soon strugghing down the rough bank.
How his heart beat with expeetation ; hie hoped to find
Lis faithful John, but dreaded to see him cdead. But
what was that across the ice, against the rocky bank!
Lo! there lay Joln sileni iu death. .The wintry night
had covered himn with its pall of white. As Fatlier
Nolton raised the body, the moon passed from belind
a cloud as if to view the sad spoctachks below.  Those
eyes that greeted all with their genial ‘brightness, were
ciosed ; the liands that were so often extended in charity
wers now cold aud clenched in death. John had gone
to his reward. After a hearty prayer, Father Noilon
hastily prepared to remove tle body. With considerable
difficulty he bore Jobn upr the rugged bank ; tlen, plac-
ing him across the horse, be tock the reins, and the
homeward march was begun. What a dreary trip for
Father Nolton. Anxious thoughts weighed heavily upan
his soul. M2 had lost a dear friend, a kind benefactior.
How was he, moreover, to break the dreadful rews in
John’s wiic? Learn it she must, this very night: for
evidently sho was still awake and wailing for him.
One consolation cheered the pricst’s heart: John had
roceived Iloly Communion just on the previous merning
—the First Priday. These and similar thoughts, com-
ningled with an cecasional prayer, were the sole com-
panions of Tather Nolton, until at length he arrived
weary and feotsore ab his litile rectory.

X Bl W+ *® »
Across Lhe ucighboring field, aat

far from the
cliureh, 1

lay a little cottage. A youuy wother sat by
the fireside telling Lor beads.  Un her lap an oniy
child, a boy of tour years, was sleeping peacefuily.
Presently the child awoke, and finding his mother alone,
said in a whimpering tone: * Where is papa i’

“Oh, darling, be iy coming soon,” answered {he
mother.  * Shall I pul vou to bed ?
in the moruing, Juiius

Just then somenue was hoard ab the door stamping
the snow from his feet. Instantly the child glided
from his mother’s embrace and wont tripping to the
door. DIlrs. Gorman, following. opened, and there was
Father Nolton. For a moment the woman stood per-
plexed. Then she exclaimed anxiously : ‘ Father, where
is John ¥’

“John iz all right wheve be is,’ repoined the priest
as he entered the voom- — but Lie met with a mishap on
his return.”  After a series of ingenious answers and
questions, Father Nolton at last broke the terrible news
to her.  The poor widew clutclied her rosary o her
bosom, and falling on her knoes, wept bitterly. Little
Julius stood at her side crving piteously and looking
up at Father Nolion as if to reproach him for causing
his mamma to cry. The priest consoled Mrs. Gorman
with words of annclion, such ag anly religion can prompt,
Then she arose, saying: ‘ Father, T must sco John ta-
night.”  Throwing aver her a heavy shawl, she took the

You can see papa

clild in her arms with the words: ‘ Come, darline,
we shall go and sco papa.’
We may easily Imagine the scene that followed

when the bereaved moather saw her own dear hushand,

her foyal and Joving John, siretched out enld and life-
lTess.  She cried—she spoke with him— she praved.
Then, raising the ¢hild in her arms, she said: * Seo
papa, Julius, kiss him, won't voul'—and the chiid’s
little tears dropped ou his papa’s pallid brow as he bent,
over. ‘ Father, 1 wanld like to pray in clureh for a
few moments,” slic said turning to Father Noltan. The
permission was readily granted, and she passed oub into
the sanctuary. The fow moments, however, proved tn
be long minutes, so Father Noltan stepped cautiously
fo the sacrisiv. There through the window he beheld
hy the faint glimmer of {he sanctuary lamp the mother
and the child kneeling before the Lord and Master of

———

i;fe and. death. - Who can tell what, passed between thab
serickon mother and her God ! 'here in the little taber-
nacle was He Who had coenscled the poor widow of
Naim ; there was He Who cast Hig dying gaze from the
cross upon Ilis own dear Mother., Would He forsaio
the poor alflicted motker lving prostrate before 1lim
aow ¢ The pious woman arose alter some time, and as
she entered thie reom where her husband lay, she ex-
claimed: ‘ Father, 1 am resigned. 1 have placed all
in the hands of Almighty God. He will protect me
and my child ; may He also show mercy to my husband,’
And cut into the nighi she passed, along the path that
John had so often trodden.

ol * * 't *

1t was a glorious June morning. Many winters
Lad woaned over the iounely grave of John Gorman.
As many summers had matured bis only child and
adorned him with the flower of wanhood. Time had
wrotght wonders in and around Father Nolton's parish.
The modest littie mining town had growu to a busy and
flourishing city. An imposing  Gothie structure had
supplanted the quaint little trame church of yorc,
But what occasion had ealled forih this groat display of
banners ! Why were the bells voicing, their most, power-
ful melodies and prolonging their jubilant strain on
this bright snmmer morning? What celchration was
this that altracted the faithful from all parts of the
city towards the church? Let us cuter the sacred
edifice and see. The great tower clock strikes ten, and
all cyves turn towards the altar. Amid the Joyful peals
of the organ, ile little altar boys swarm into tho sanc-
tuary ; the larger boys in their varied colored cassocks ;
the clergy @ and there is good old Father Nolton, too,
with his venerable grey locks —then follows the young
celebrant—TFather Julius Gorman., A moiher’s heart
leaps for joy at sight of ler only son vested for the first
tiace i his vriestly garh. * Iutreibo ad ailave Del. all
present i the sanctuary answer—-except the aged Father
Nolion.  The sentiments of jov and graittude that
flooded s hieart, choked his voice and brought {ears
to his eves.  His long-clerished hepe had at tength been
realised, his pravers heard, and the solemn promvize he
had made on that fatal night beside the body of Johu
Gorman, was now fulfilled. Tle had protected the
child, provided for an educalisn, and finally led him
to the crowning peint of his life—to the fool of the
altar as priest to ihe Most High.---C. B., O.F.M., in
The Francicean Hevald.
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“T'm sorry, dear, but I don’t ses my way to it,”
said Mr. Lane, shaking his head vegretfully.

s ivon health had been failing. instcad of going
to his ofiice each day, Le was obliged to sit at liome,
Iis successful business had gone cuiirely into his part-
ner's hands; nothing mueh was left to him except his
family estate, which was not Iarge.

ITe had called Frances inlo the study after break-
fast to tell her snmething abons his affairs.  For her
i meant that her courso at the art school in 1le city
was over. She would not he able {o return in October
and get her diploma in February., She woutd have no
chance to cnter My, Harrington’s studie, the most
caveted privilege of budding artists.  Mr. Ilarrington
took cach year the two graduates of the school wiese
worle was the best, and Frances had hitherto heen a
promising candidate. Ier falher little appreciated
tho bitteviess of her disappointment as she kissed the
top of his head and hurried from the room withont
lotting him see her eyes.

When she gol nutside of the deor, she sat down
on the edge of the piazza and racked ta and fro in the
cfiott to control her emclions. Rhe wonld have folt
better if she had cried, but she was stoical on principle.

Trying lo make the best of the situation, she told
herself that sho needed only fifty dollars to complete
the course, and that as it was now only June, she
ought to be able te acquire it somchow before the
antumn.
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