el ——

_—T

-
{5

-time in dressing it."’
some jongleur or wandering mins.
trel might have sung past her cellin

1 L]
IThe Miracle
' {25 summer nights, and but for this and
0f St. Cecelia, |tus soice of ber priest, she had never

yoa are not tiring ' he asked he:
many times, and this simple courtesy

“ Remember that thou hast but one Pu{?]:zlﬂtlhher. S S
jpoul, that thou canst die but once: n Lhe morrow again he spoke to

7 5 h ®
that thou hast but one life, which is | pireqs - (O moR Way, but she re

2 ok
thort, and peculiar to thyself, and “ Our Mother Prioress has ordain-
:here is bul one blessedness, and that|€d that we keep silent from compline

' : . to the end of sexte—which is at noon
or ever; and thou wilt despise many b :

. our bell. Yesterday I d i
things.””—S, Teresa. : - 51 Ut IR L LR

alas| I had forgotlen.”
From the convent they could easily

S0 he worked silently on, and left
liscern the long white road to St. Pri- her at noon But when it came that
rat. From thence, in

; he had finished his sketches and was

, the morning, | ,.iniing from his ladder, and she saf

they might remark a peasani woman|in the little railed gallery, he walked

n a scarlet cloak, or a priest with a|the  woods in the mornings, and Lhe

itaff, or two travelling nuns with bas-|8ittings came ahout after the chant
i " yof Angelus at noon. .

rets, or a weary pedlar with a pack “A grand lady” once he remark-

wiling the sun-baked roads Lo thﬂled, “would expect to he paid for

o te. E;hiﬂ' :l;*nuh]ﬁ ti_]rj gl‘inﬂﬂ rﬂmq]im%nt.hﬁn

F : . . | mig Lt te er t_ 1t to strive [or her

rom its high windows they could picture were futile. For such cupid

»e¢ the sun flash on the sea; and the lips and enchanted eves were not for

gulls quiver on the wing; and the canvas. DBut, as you are but a little
srown [fishing boats roll lIazily nverift"h’?‘h- [ will tell you none of these
et i . . ;  things."”

the water; and in the silent mght.a' “If they nre mot true things,” she

sear the breakers roar over the heach.| asked, gravely, * why do youn tell
Now, the sisters of St. Ceciiia were| them ever?”

rery poor. And though they talked| - OD h:IH [mlt_ztta fhE wns mixing anl-
md prayed and kept long vigil their :h:t.nn sighing for the u:Enttmnn e

roverty was still hitter upon them.  jnen he laid his palette Iﬂsida, and
Bare, unlovely walls in their chapel;' took a flower from his coat.

ittle to give in charity, and even a| “Tn reply,” he answered, gravely,

yroken or in thei —dtheoiy 0o, "1 nffer yon a white rose, which,
BA DAL oratory lhmr,‘lilﬂ& hird, is quite a true thing.”

:up indeed seemed full. j In doubt she asked:
Their Father Illias only was hope-| * Is this necessary 1"
“T assure you." he replied, and toss-

ml. !
“ TORT " ec the {lower with a ery of " Pardon I”
I have been meditating,” once he into her lap. And she took the rose

told the prioress with a little smile and idled with it, but heing a summer
»f pleasure, “ of a means of mercy in! rose and in bloom. it fell away in many
pur perplexity. An organ, for iis cost,  Pieces which littered her habit, She
we know is not possible. But in Paris ?Il;t:'[r]r::fr the leaves, and they fell to the
[ have a friend who is a painter nf'} “Ts there-no wvalue in what I give
beautiful things. I will ask him to! yon?" he said. =
come to us, and, by the holy grace, She Inn%md nt him' Wﬂnﬂfﬁring]y: ‘
print on our bare ceiling a picture of | . God BAYEH Lhe n'i‘ms which fade in
great joy.” the field,” she said, " and roses, which-
) : . 3 ever hand may pluek them, do ihey
_Fﬂrthnﬂth he wrote to his friend, ' not fade too ¥
ynd the artist, sated with the city’s| He made a little gesture of depre-|

pleasure, welcomed a diversion sp no-| ¢atlon; but no ”'F]-"': 5 .
There were heantiful stained win-

vel. He ltmlzz-ed his doors and kﬁpt'tha:dfm,s which softened the garish sun-
secret of h's retreat that he might'light as it settled on the sitter; and
not be troubled. Assuredly he would at her feet the sprightly. sun-motes|
paint on their ceiling, and it should d7mced and cavered on the floor.

b t . * . | In this and later times they talked
tzfr:. Sayao him. for: & greatar P | much together; and he told her many

| thines as one come from a far coun-

Thus, thT{}E-. d-Fl}'E later, the famous M | try. " She despised the world, but as|
Rochemont, a.member of the French one unacquainted with it, for she had!

Academy, arrived at the convent, and Seen no life beyond the woods. And
he spoke to her so gently as one who

In the woods. | Once, when he was putting soma|

-.On his way thither he p:}.sséd the | Inst touches to his work, they .-apnliei

sisters in the garden, and some won- .'-E"E faith.

dered at his fine city clothes. He was “ My faith is such that [ would]

Lt ; ; : a1 s imyt]
no ordinnire of nature's handiwork; gc:'nnynhen?]. wa}}mut_ ff‘”" 51]'“3 %md._
Yet would you, little lamb, dare|

but a great man in Pari: - j
ad ﬂmgng. thgngrﬂrr?t. BT1R) SN0 Aonor | to Eee*thas world and not be anxious®
Moreover, in .a time he threw off hE;,?EII’iEd‘ ¥ Fan ) .
- his modish graces and came to the cha-| ,, ., @¢ not lear,” she sald.
“ But would you go and return sec-

Peltin bl talfered. skefohing: jacket. relly,” he suid, * that you might trust

He would paint their ceili “T s
wo paint on their ceiling, ** The but to the angels for protection

ssumpti f the Virgin,” i
Assumption of the Virgin,” and he She rose from the wooden seat,

e And go a8 be wished.  .land stood before him, child that she
] | Wns.

painter to his friend. s "
“ From the convent?® asked the To prove to you,” she answered,
i “who believe moihing, they ' say, I

oriest in perturbation. | :
“ From the convent,” said the pain- would venture, for I say again I do.
: not fear.”

ter, f’ﬁ'd we must find a face—rare, | "7, Come then from your cell at mid-
poctie, beautiful, the face uf the Ma- night,” he ‘whispered,” * and meet me

donna.” . :
S0 th sagt ¢ , prioress | P¥ the wood, and I will show you the
2 e B suble. to.Ton Diigven, | world, and you shall prove all things to

and she, the mother, was. in grave; - o
guenosry.. hore wad. no precedentin|~'my ¢ s did right or wrong: he did

Ehu order, no referenca in the nnnsti-i not stay to consider, He would care
ti t 29¢.- : ) |
ntion, Lo ANCH. A Fequest. Ang to HIE]-IG‘I‘ her and protect her; she should see |

fati}%r she confided her doubts. | the world, as sounds and figures in a|
T s 1-_ } = ) T .‘_ 2 1 F:
B m RoETEnL DR ter, s AnANeted dream, and for herself she should

the priest, * and he is my friend.’ And; ¢
15 he noticed her distress, he added,|judge. He heard her say as she left

“ And nttending si hir :
that it r:ua?n;];uﬁimﬂr;ﬁfs Bha_ll be by ‘“It is not sin to prove—even with-

In this way they won her assent out permission, and so I will come, to]

H i
ind on the morrow the painter stood! ¥YOU !0 secret nt that hr{ur, :*_‘ur I“m:n-

nuns singly passed him:; and as they : .
courtesied the ack : : The day passed, and he waited for
SiT e ed, shey, Qrowibadk: therr ixedls, her in a light which seemed to helong!

that he might clearly see their faces. :
P Filiave _ to her own world of childhood. He hop-!
Thus they passed himi; some in the ed she wouald come soon. He had never|

black habit of sisterhood, and ;
3 & SOMAB | yofore met & woman who for no tan-!

in the grey of their novitiate. . 1: '
R e R e : gible renson made him feel ashamed of |
mothes, t0 he bent his head to the|;pye)f a5 he talked to her. Perhaps!
* Madam,” he said, “T mwould wish | at this moment he rather doubted the|
Tk iy .'iIf:'ting' the 1;!!.13' ﬁas.tsing nﬂ-;v ‘ﬂfdn’tmh ?fhhm leinn[{&:a;ﬂda 'ilf'ﬁtt}r]t 1»':1:;;
Hor: fce -t _ ; . ‘1 only that he wished to wa rough
er face lo my sense, is nearest mi tha rooms with her and wateh Ilm%

fancy to thnt of Your Lady.” : |
, : : : | d her eves. She was but a;

And the M _ ; o Pwonder 1n € el Y u H;
e Mother Prioress tmmhﬂﬂ'atudf, he tried to persuade himself,

i judges in procession, the dancers were

+ ful.” ‘

the arm of a novice and whispared
that the choice had fallen to her.

Hochemont commenced his task in
the early morning. At the last the
attending sister was dispensed with;:
for othor eyes, he said, were distracting
to, his work. ¥r. Elias he saw scarce-
Iy ever, for he, being but a visiting
sriest, was often awey.

She stole in by the private door near
the: altar, and stood by the ruode wood-
'n 8sat he had prepared for her. In a
while she sank to her seat, as he sign-
vd her, but with no blush, for of this
the had no understanding.

She sat as he sketeched har. The
warse linen coif was talzen back that
10 migh!|tha better ‘see her face. Her
wir was olose and only. littla eurls
grews about it, and she, the youngest
mong them, appeared but a child.

He worked on and wondered if her
yes would ever be lifted to him. She
lad drawn in her soft sandals under
e habit, and was looking towards the
itar of her Lady. He was glancing
way that she might sit without feel-
ng nny eyes upon her. At last she
Ifted her face and looked full at him:
hen dropped her eyes and turned
way her head.

“Could you, little lady, seem less
ad " he said at length. “ Iat your
houghts he solemm, if you wish, but
p not frame your face go woefully.
md your beautiful hair, what of|
hat " i :

"My hair is so arranged,” she an-
wered simply, " that I may lose no°

and so memre a child; and he was a
great man, honored in achievement.
Besides, wins not adventure a privilege
of genina? _
Seating himeelf on a fallen tree, he
considered the order ef his adventure.
Ha would drive her to the ball-masque
ot the opara house—she a3 a novice to
sisterhood, himself in the velvet jacket
of a working painter. Simply, then, he
would walk through the rooms with

this girl spirit by his side., and =ha
should return to the convent without
harm or remark by daybreak. Father
FElias, he knew, was asleep in his hut,

and he had telegraphed his earriage to|

meet them here. Even now he heard
the horses pawing in the road; and
thirty minutes’ drive away past the
trees, heckoned the lichts of Paris.

Behind was the convent, with its
rreat glanting aslate roof, and its gates
and arches and terrarces all sunk in
A dreamless sleep, and the trees that
nestled near seemed asleep ton. A
vollow harvest moon poised a full face
in the heavens, and now he might
hear a lamb bleat, or an ewe tweak
its bell, or an ox below in its stall.

On her soft hemp sandals the girl
moved down the great steps, passed
the iron gate, and made her way to the
wood. Those still woods to her were

full of sweet sighs and whispers.
Therein she thonght were elfs at their |
gamhbols and sylphs and fairies danec-!

ing in the glory of the night. Shef

turned her face upward. Myriads of | banter nor warning—"mind your trust | Illustration showing Buller’s Fourth Advance for the Ralief of Lnﬂ;r;ﬁ;ﬁh

stars sparkled blue in the great o'er !

hanging firmament. It was so beau
tiful Lhat she was afraid, ' 'How great
is God,” she whispered awefully, * who
has made this world so wonderful I

It was at this time that Rochemont
came to her side.

" Come, child I'" he exclaimed, " we'll !

not dream now. We must hurry to
return before meorning.”

Toegther ihey ithreaded their way
through the path Lo the road. It was
broken here and there by dark brush-
wood, so that it seemed that morsels
of white colton had dropped that they
might not lose their way.

So they came to the waiting earriage
with the two silent men in the driving
seat; and to her it seemed a great toy.
She took the seat beside him, facing
the horses. The hood of the landau
was thrown back, and they flew
through the night. He was one who
sought sirange pleasures, and he ex-
ulted in this new sensation. He tried
to discern her face, but it was turned
from him. He could only see her chin,
exquisite in sontour and outline, rest-
ing on the snowy wimple.

“You are vvery silent,” he said at
length. * Won't youi talk te me as you
u<ed to? You still have no fear, litile
one ¢’

“I am not afraid,” she replied with
4’ queer touch of pedantry, “because 1
am possessed of nothing earthly, and
love nothing earthly, and fear Lo lose
nothing earthly. Therefore, I am se-
cure in all places.”™’

They were rocking over rough places
and she touched his arm ; but he quiet-
ed her with a smile. They looked back
at the convent above them. [Ie could
see Lhe moonlight along the walley,
flashing a dancing ladder fo the stars,
And in the convent, 1oo, a wanderers’
light was burning, and it glittered
.Ihllﬁ a spangle in the ecrutehes of the

11k

She knew the nuns were praying in
their separate cells, and she knew the
night flowers had opened their lips,
and she believed the two would rise
in praise together.

sSoon the carriage wheels rattled in-
to the city, and passed the closed shops
in the heavy streeis, and came to Lhe
opera house. TTheir door was flung
wide open, and over the strip of pur-
ple cloth, they passed through a crowd
of idle watchers. Many carriages had
stopped thnt evening to discharge
their freight of hooded women and
lacquered men; and at the doorway
they heard the jumble of street calls
laughter, and the cheery call of rec
ogmlion., ;

Under Venetian masts they passed
the portals and were swept on in the
swim of the crowd.

A blaze of color, lights, and spark-
ling music fell on their senses. Fes-
toons of roses hung from {he roof,
and all along their path were bunches
of white blossom and great blocks of
ice done in [antaslic shapes.

Princess of blood walked” with tbe
peasantg of many nations, and stale-
ly heroes of fable jostled figures in-
famous in history.

Zulus and Spanish Hidalgo, and the
cloaks and ruffles of the Louis passed
them asthey stood; and Cleopatra on

black-robed public
tbis they saw.

One—it was a jester in tiny silver
bells and (wo shades of gooseberry
green—iouched her with some laugh-
ing remark; but she stood as one in
a dream.

It was the Ball of the Summer Roses,
and at midnight as they passed the

all unmasked. Many nodded to the
painter, and wondered at the lady by
his side.

She wore a habit of gray freize, and
the sandals of hemp, and a while cord
at her waist, and the spotiess wimple
at ber neclk.

He turned to her: "™ Well,” he said
gently, " what think you of the
world 7"

*“In this,” she said, “is no love;in
this there Is no joy; it is sorrow-

Suddenly there was commotion at
one end of the hall, and a liveried
man crossed to them; in his hand he
‘had a folded paper. He handed the
painter the paper. “To the sweetest
picture of all—our Lady of the Angels
—the Madonna,” it was written.

“‘By the shade of Velasquez,” he
eried; " you aré the very hazard of
angels, for you have won the gold prize
of the president.” ‘

She looked at him, and her eves were
full of questioning. :

“It only means, little one, that
anything you ask foriio ten thousand
francs is yours; that is all, simiply.”

“Why, is this great gift " she ask-
ed.

“To not question—sufficient that it
is yours.”

*“Bui to you nothiug has been giv-
ﬂnlil

“T have already posseasions-—which
you have not.” .«'

“We are poor, truly, and want mdn
things. God hna given this to me?”
she asked.

“It mey ba 80, he answered gent-
ly.

“I do not understand,” she said. "'Tt
ia wonderful. But, as'anything I ask
for is mina, say 1 would wish a new
orgnn—in the convent of St. Cecilia at
Grimont—will you tell them that 7"

Thig he wrote on‘a ecard, and break-
ing from the crowd that pressed to
them with felicitations, they left the
hall.

They came to the carriage, and shook
off the city and mounted the chalk
road along the hill, 'but neither broke
the silence. She wwas silent, thinking
in joy of the gift that was to come,
and he was silent that her pleasure
might be perfect. When they aame to
the green Inshes of the wood he gave
her his hand and helped her to alight,
Next they came to the front gate of
the convent. She lifted the great key
from her girdle, whereon were the
knota of the vews, and she fitted the'
key in the gate. ' .

He made to leave her; but ha turn-
ed: :

Isiruck poecfectly
| have been able to peneirate the ribs

4! l2ast-a month, and it is more th%n a
'month ago they
the arm of a frosted hiue devil; and a |black ox-hide.
sprightly vivandiere consorted witha

dEspntioner . ALl up Lheir dend King in such' a ekin and

" Mind,” he paid—and there was a
shade in his voiee that was neither!

in the angels, and you say no word
to any sowl of what has passed to-
night.”

But he only saw her mount the
steps and pass the little wicker-gate,
2nd he never saw her more.

And the sister went back ta her
rloister, and the painler to his Paris.
And it is reckoned now a miranle that
on a certain morning a great van drew
to the Convent at Grimont, and silent
men fitted in their oratory a new gold-
loned organ from the famous maker
at Versailles. :

Yet for ever of this miracle there
2Teé fwo interpretations. One is writ-
ten in grave characters by the Molh-

~Saved Their Child,

MR. T. W. DOXTATER, EXPRESSES
A FATHER'S GRATITUDE,

s Little Chilii Was Attacked With eart
Trouble and Locters sald 2he Coanld
Mot Becover—Dr. v i llams’ &k iy
Ba.e Made Her Sound aad Lively as o
Cricket. '
From the Sun, Belleville, Ont.
In a comiortable -farm LuLome in

er Prioress of the time; but the other, | Sydney, near Bellevilie, lives wmr. T.

and the earthly reading, i8 here set
forth. -

. - |
BORE LIKE GIMLETS.
Lee-YWetford RBollet ¢ould 4Go Throuczh

Ent're Company of 81d ers,

The Lee-Metford bullet is about four
{imas as long as it is thizk, and to keep

| W. Doxtater, a prosperous farmer and

most respected citizen. In fbnis p.oa-
sant home the heart of - a father and
mother beats with gratitude to Dr.
Williams® Fink FPills, because they
firmly believe they saved the life of
their little daughter. A reporter of
the Sun bhaving heard of the casa
drove out to &lr. Doxtater's for the
purpose of getting at the facts, and
found both father and mother of the

it straight in its flight it has to e (little girl very enthusiastic in ‘their

made to rotate at a tremendous rate
by the rifling of the gun. Obviously

| praise of Lhe medicine (hat has une
'questionably done so much to. relieve
| suffering in this country. Said Mr,

this long, narrow bullet meets with | Doxtater: * Yes, we have good rea-

muech lass resis‘ance from the air than
the old spherical ball of the smiooth-

bore mu-ket. . ‘ :

But th= swift rotation has another
ef ect, 'When th: bullet strikes a man
it bores its way in like a gimlet, and
nothing can stop it,

i‘he.a.ll;h}r child. The
As the bullet | shown were fainling spslls, and these

son for praising Dr. Williams® Pink
i Pills.,

1 tLink they are worith ten
times their weight in gold. When our
little daughter Clara was about eight
years old she was siricken with what

| the doctors said was heart trouble.

| Up to that time she had been a strong
first symptoms

eaves (he muzzle it is twisting on its [ would attack her without a moment’s

axis 133,200 times per minute. This is
the rate with ordinary powder. When
cordite is used the bullet is made to
revolve no less than 144,000 times per
minute, or 2,40) limes per second.
Scimetimes, however, this rapid re-
volution brings about curious re-
sults. If it gets the least bit cut of
the siraight line it has a tendency, to

glance off when it strikes a hard or
teugh objset. This accounts for Lhose
miraculcus escapes one hears of in all
battles,

A Lee-Metford bullet striking a iuult- [

ton or a soldier's belt or noteboolk or
a coin in tha pocket, when it{ has the
slighiest deilection from a siraight
liziz, is pretty sure to glance off with-
out doing any harm.

It may even penetrate the skin of
tha chest, and on meeting with a rib
turn aside without doing further mis-
chisf. TYet if this saine bullet had
straight it wouald

¢ o whole company one after another.
- —~
THE SWAZIE CHIET DEAD,
Thiz Swazie Chiei Bunu musi be
dead. 'The Swazies have {he habit of
keeping such news to themsalves for

were looking for a
Th=ir eusiom is to sew

place himn at the foot of a Lkopje.
Thizir chief Geneml is usually killed
al the same time, and his corpse left

wilh that 'of ths King. to keep it com-
pany. Bafore the body of the King
can be interred it has to remain for a
month at the Royal Kraal, where
meat i3 constantly burned to neutral-
1z2 the Inevilmble odor. It is also ru-
mored (hat Bunu's mother and t(he
heir to the threne have both been pois-
oned ; but Lhis is not conilirmed.

DOING THE IMPOSSIBLE,

There's no use trying 'to doithe 1m-
posible, said the discouraged religi-
ous editor. \

Oh, I don't: know, replied the society
reporter, It has been done. I was at
the: meeting of a literary club yester-
day, and one lady there who read an
original poem made bon mot rhyme
with have gaot. (

A MFEAN MAN.

But 158 your uncle, so very
Bertie? AeAnsr _
Mean! Why, hang it all, he's left
orders that when he-dies hig door-
plate is to be taken off his front door
and screwed on his coffin, to savel buy-

mean,

warning. We consulled a declor, un-
der whose care she was for a time, but
the treatment did her no good—in fact
she was growing worse. ’hen we call-
ed in another deoctor and he frankly
told us that he could hold out but
little hope for her recovery. DBy this
time she wns confined te bed, and
for (hree mwonths was as helpless as
an inlant. In some of the fainting
spzlls she was attacked with convul-
sions. Her appelite seemed enlirely
gone and she was reduced to a living
cskeleton. At this time I read the
pariiculars of .a cure through the use
of Dr. Willlams’® Pink Pills, which
gave me hope, and I delermined that
cur little g.rl should try them. I
first got one box, and when they
were wsed she scemed brighler. 'Then
I got five more boxes, and by iLhe
time she had {inished thsm she was
as sound a child as you could find in
the neighborhood, bright and lively
as acricksi., She has been going to
school for the past eighteen months,
and has shown absclucely no symp-
Loms of the ¢ld trouble, I attribute
her cure entirely to the use of Dr.
Willlams' Pink Pills, and if anyons
doubts the truih of this statement
you can refer them eiither to myself
or my wile.”

Dr. Willl'ams® Pink Pills are jusi as
valuable in the case of children as
with adults, and puny litile ones
woulld sooun thrive and grow f{at under
this treatment, which has no egqual for
building up the blood and giving re-
newed strength toe brain, body and
nerves, Scold by all dealers or sent
post paid at 50¢. a box or &ix boxes for
$2.20, by addressing ths Dr. Williams’
Medicine Co., Brockville, Ont. Do not
be persuaded to try scmething else
said to be “just as good.”

B+ e
CAUTION.

Young man, said Uncle (Jerry Peeb-
les, how do you proaounce|ithat?

Tawbbldy hote, sir, replied’ the wait-
ﬂl‘,kﬂ recent importation from Sked-
unlk,

Correct, rejoined Uncle Jerry, nod-
ding his approval. Bring me ithat.

T T T ey

A SHREWD PHOTOGRAPHIR.

Lhotographer, to young lady. There
18 mo nead of telling, you to look pleas-
ant, miss, Such aface can not bea
otharwize than pleasant, !

Young Lady, graciously. I will takes
Lwey dozen, sir, instead: of one dozan,

HIS NEW-GRAFT, . |

Wickhwire—Look here, This Is the
fourth time this miorning yon have
beeni in here asking for the price of
a meal.

Dismal Dawson—Yep., T am thel ab-

g oma from the umderinker..

sent-minded beggar, don't ye kuow.
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