- Miraﬁores in the autumn of 1

spondents being over,

N“?

é-the down by the sea,
& the veil of rin on the down:
& she came through the mist and the ruin to

me
From the safe, warm 1izhts of the town.

Fhe rain shone in her hnir,
4 And her face gleamed in the rain:
“And only the nixht and the rain were there

* As she came to me out jr 'thfx ns i
rthur Symon

‘A HAUNTED MO MONASTERY

" After the battles of Chor:llos ané
81,
which ended the war between Chili
and Peru, our duties as war corre
LLewis Alten
and I determined to take in lkce.ador
and to spend the balance of the cdry
season in visiting the country where
twenty volcanoes can by a little
stretch be seen at once. We visited
Chimborazo, Cotopaxi, Imbabura and
others and went to see the wonderful
lava bed of Cayambi. ten miles long
and five hundred feet deep.

While there I learned of an old
monastery, the Gesu. which so tradi-
tion has it, was deserted at the time

of the eruption of Cayambi, in 1691,
I determined to see 1t. It lies away
uE the mountainside, 14,010 feet

ove sea level and 9,000 above the
little village where we were staying.

The prospect of the tortuous mule
«climb, the high altitude and the
other difficulties deterred Allen, who
preferred the rest and thessooiety of
gome dark-eyed senoritas,’and I, with
& guide started on the two day’s as-
cent, which was made successfully.

My tired mule turned the last bend
in the steep mountain path, and there
before me were the old ruins of the
.convent toward which I had been
climbing for two days. The sun was
sinking into the Pacific, which I
could just make out miles away. It
sedmed more like a hazy blue sky
than the ocean. Never have | in all
my journeyings beneath the wonder-
ful blue dome seen such a panorama.

~ The tropical sun had used his finest
brush with his choicest tints, and the
delicate tracings seemed reflected
back upon the Andes top, making a
landscape which would have sent
Salvator Rosa to his knees, while his
artist’s soul would have ehanted the
Te Deum of his life in grateful
thanksgiving for the sight. Not to
miss one moment of the glorious
picture I dismounted and sent my
servant forward with the beasts.

When I reached the convent gate
my guide was talking to an old man.
He made place for me. The old fellow
must have been 100 years old. He
was bent and wrinkled; the skin of
his face was like an -old piece of
crumpled hide which-had been put
aside after a fruitless attempt to
smooth it out. °

I asked him if I could spend the
night there, after telling him the ob-
jeot with which I made the journey.
He pointed to a little adobe shanty
about six by seven feet, the door of
which stood open, and mumbled
something which I imperfectly made
out to mean that his hospitality could
be but scanty. Rather than stay in
that wretched hovel over night= 1
determined to sleep under the trees.

I pointed to the ivy-covered, low-
lying, long one-story building some
distance beyond, and asked if I might
not sleep there. He replied that no
one had lived' in the convent for
nearly two hundred years, but that
about twenty years before two travel-
ers had visited there and had re-
mained a few weeks sketching and

- hunting, and that they had occupied
the room at the south end, which
then was in better condition than the
rest of the rooms. All the other
rooms had long since become roofiéss
except that one, which was under the
bell-tower. 1f I would ltke to see ib
he would go with me, but he bad not
been in the building for sixty years.

I cannot describe the feeling which
such utter indifference to surround-
ings produced in me. While this
conversation had taken place my
Indian had turned the mules out to
graze, had wrapped his blanket
around him, and, so far as I could
judge, was already enjoying his well-
-earned rest, with no roofsave a large
oleander bush. The old man went
in his hut and brought out a rude
wax taper and without a word led
the way to the north end of the
building, where I made out a mas-
give black door, which opened in-
wards. Entering he lighted his
primitive candle, turned to the left
_and led the way down a stone floor
corridor. The cobwebs made it
almost impassable. On the one side
there was not an opening, while on
the other every few feet there was a
place where a door had been, and in
some casés there were the remains
of a door almost gone from dry rot.

In the small cell-like rooms were
heaps of rubbish from the fallen roofs
and walle’ This corridor must have
been-at least 150 feet J6ng. I passed
down its Iength .bringing up the rear
of the procession of two, until my
pilot came’to a halt at the last door-
‘way, the door standing half open.
As we entered a monster bat whisked
by my head, then another. Doubt-
less they had been interrupied in
their nocturnal forage.

Inside the little room there was a
.rude rustic cot-frame made of poles
with the bark still on. The window,
& gmall square hole, was closed with
two-inch iron bars almost rusted away.

. 'Instegad of panes of glass the spider

hssﬁ ‘substituted a network which
' Imosh shut out the stars. [ told the

”ﬁms old monk’s room. He looxed
++ ine a moment and said: ‘Alonef”
plied, «Yes.” He shook his old
nanﬁ muttered something which

: «God keep you safe.”
ee that he marveled’

He gave me the can-
: ¥-was not until his

_way'an& the big | ¢
ot s

4 ’ﬁx

raverberating among the hills that I
realized the sensation of being utterly
tonely. However, I had been so

much alone in my many travels that
I did not at first mind it, but this
was quite unlike anything ever
before experienced.

I began to feel very uncomfortable
and was almost sorry that I had not
camped out with the Indian. How-
ever, determined to make the best

the door, which creaked on its dld
rusty hinges witk a noise that seempd
unearthb’z.

1t would not entirely close, sl‘)l
worked it back and forth until all the
rust dropped off and it shut quite
easgily, ma ting scarcely a sound. I
shot the bly bolt. taking no notice in
the feeble lizht whether or not there
was a bolt-loop I felt much easier
that the door was fast, and filled my
brier, that unfailing companion that
never goes back on a friend. 1 lay
down, drew ny blanket around me,

from habit than from any notion that
I shoula need it. 1 don't remember
how or when but I fell asleep, for I
was a8 tired as ever before in my life.

dream! To this day. eight years
later, I canrecall every incident of it
I saw clearly a long procession of
brown-clad, cowled me¢nks, each

sickly, phosphorescent light. I was
lying ina dungeon-like room, and as
each passed me he turned his face to
me, and while he looked at me the
living countenance gradually faded,

everything save the eyes,
were oscillating balls of kaleido-
scopic coloring, which seemed to
dance in their cavities.
one passed me [ awoke. I sat up.
There was no light save a.-gray
streak from the window. The door
stood open. My blood reemed to
freeze in my veins;

that [ could scarcely breathe. [ re-
membered all and where ] was. 1 had
surely closed the door, yet there it
was open.

for my pistol.
isfaction ih feeling its
barrel,
riveted on the open door.

. There was some sat-
smooth, cool

brave man, but [ did think thatl had

unimpeded. However, here I was, as
frightened and helpless as a chicken
Finally I mustered up sutlicient
strength to say <“Who's there?’ The
sound of my own voice reassured me,
even though it was taken up and re-
ported back, echoing through the
dark corridor, ending, it seemed to
me, in a blood-curdling laugh. Then
all was quiet, and as the cooling
sweat broke out at every pore |l real-
ized that [ had been thoroughly scared.
I jumped up and looked for the candle.
It was burned out. [ once more closed
the door, pulled back the bolt and-shot
it into its place. I then wrapped my-
self up in my blanket.

again asleep. While waiting for
happy, relieving unconsciousness I
struck a match, took a pull at my
flask-—the first that night, but a
good one—filled my pipe, and oh,how

in the old black bowl!

in company with the
amidst the ashes.
time was more pleasant only an In-
dian about to clutch my throat with
ope hand, while the
long knife.

I fell asleep
last spark

ly teeling the jar.

There was no Indian,
hear » low rumbling sound, seeming
to come from the other end of the
building. This time [ was at my wits’
end. I was crazed with terror. Icould

-ment longer. I made up my mind to
get out of the horrid place, but in
doing so I must go down that corridor.
I threw my blanket over my left arm,
took my pistol in my right hand and
braced myself for the passage.

The spirit of action and fight gave
me some sort of spunk. I struck a
match, stepped out of the door, when
—whniff! with a current of air some-
thing passed my head.

one mad rush down the hall, stumb-
ling over rubbish. The open cell
doors seemed to fly by me. Ifancied
that in each of them :stood one of the
horrid cowled skulls, while the echo
of my own footsteps seemed to sound
as though from each doorway passed
a skeleton which joined in the chase.
I could cértainly detect the follow-
ing bony footsteps bringing up the
stampede of which 1 was the foremost
figure. I felt as though [ were going
gtark, raving mad when something
hit me full in front and all the way
up and down from face to toe. 1 fell
back partially stunned, but it
brought me back to a realization of
what I was, and that .I had collided
with the wall end of the corridor. I
looked over my shoulder, almost hop-
ing to see something, anythidg, but
all was blackness. In a tremble I
got up, fumbled around for the door,
found-it and threw my whole weight
against it, but it would not open.

I felt something cold on my face,
opened my eyes, saw my guide with &
gourd about to throw more water in
my face, and the old Spaniard standing
by with a rush light in his hand. I was
lying on a bed in his but. Iwas told
that I had scream®s, which had awak-
ened the Indian,and h: found me sense-
less at the door of the old building.

I told them of the mysterious open-
ing of the cell door, and that I had
run up against the wall in my effort
to get out, and that I could not open
the door outwards, which was alil
. remembered. The old man mutterudl
E&rthquake open ze door.™ Phxl&-

of the job, which was bad enough, 1 !
spread my blanket on the cot, closed |

 PLAYING

i were leisurely crocheting and
. siping, emphasizing
- with the movement of the whiteivory

and put my revolver by my side more -

., Durses,

And then I dreamed — such a .

. face was one of rare sweetne s.
mouth fresh as ,

holding a laump which threw out a black eyes |

leaving instead a fleshlesg skull in
which

As the last
. died soon after.
. velous

my heart stood °
gtill: then it started to beat so fast -

musical studie«
. su-Mer was

| instinctively reached

I sat there motionless, eyes .

I had never imagined that I was & Ja50ua06.

a fair amount of courage —enough, at |
any rate, to enable my will to work

But it was some time before I was |

cheerful was the little red ball of tire !
» and the group

My dream this |

. being alone,

' to Bay.
other held a |

In reaching for me his
foot struck me and I awoke, distinct-

but that

door was again opened and I could . . A
W I . season, he had silently admired Mine.

ir-

not-stand the horrible mystery a mo- .
{ When

i laugh with her or

I could not
think—my senses left me and I made |

| garture ,,f_rom& ;ﬂorwv"iy . that Mma. “obhged to-

LOVE UNCRITICAL,

When first I ‘gan to know thee, dear,
Thy faults I did espy

And ‘Sure this i3 a blemish here,
And that's a vice,'' said L

But since that hour I did resign
My judgement 1o my fat=3,
Thou art no more than only mine,

To iove and vindicaty

Henceforth thy champion am I vow'q,
And stultify myv sense,

Not owninz what I pruved, yet proud
To dle in it8 defense.

9'ne kerchief that thou gav'st I'll wear
Upon my eyelids bound
And every man I mmeet 111 dare
To tind the faults I found
- The Spectator

WITH FIRE.

It was tive o'clock of a hot August
afternoon at l.uc-sur-Mer.

ensconsed
Women, rosy

in cozy,
pink

sheltered spots.
with the heat,
Z08-
their remarks

Brirht-eved meun, their
traced hiero-

needles.
smiling listeners, idly
glyphics on the -and. Happy chll-
dren. watched over by white-capped
made mud-pies to their
hearts’ content.

Over one ~mull group of loungers
presided a younyg woman. whose pen-
sively  graceful, delicate featured
Her
hajr was blonde, her

a child’'s, while in her

- quivared lights and shadows, as on a |
A crowd of young men :

placid lake.
were gathered about her, each one
anxious to claim part of her atten-
tion by some trivial little speech
Now and then
drop a word und every one stopped
talking to hear and applaud her.
Marguerite Helin was a Norwegian
She had married for love a country-
man of hers, a painter, but he had

voice, she had resolved to
make it her means of support
Going to Paris, she had shut herself
up for a year, with her grief and her
Her stay at Luc-
the first dissipation of
her widowhood.
Just now the

using French idioms All her ad-
mirers seized the opportunity to com-
pliment her on her proficience in the

*(rentlemen.' she said, suddenly,
«you shall each tell me which word
in all your language you prefer.”

After a moment’s
contest began. To the men it was a
pretext for new gallantries.

«Marguerite,” sighed one.

“«“Norway,” murmured another.

**Love,”
nndeveloped voice
dergoing a change.

The word was so impulsively ut-
tered that everybody started  Mar-

a voice just un-

guerite herself bent forward to see

the speaker.

a& mere boy
beauty.  His
straight nose, with its sensitive nos-
trils, his slender,
betokened good blood.

[t was Jacques Lespar,
of almost girlish

His pene-

trating eyes fixed themselves upon’

those of Mme. Helm; hers were filled
with a sweet indulgent curiosity.
+Well, there really
children. Make way for the young!”
were the remarks heard from the men
Happily the dinner hour was near,
dispersed.
and Mme. Helm remained together.
They both felt a little embarrassed at
and neither knew what
Finally they began to talk of
the weather, of the superb days and
warm evenings. Then the boy es-
corted Marpuerite to her hotel, and
went howe.
Ever sinco

the beginnine of the

Helm. A subtle fascination
resintibly attracted him to her
When she took her morning stroll,
he instinctively walked behind her,
like a dog following his master.
she sat down on the beach
amid her admirers, he furtively
slipped in amony thewm, envying,with |
all the strength of his ingenuous ,
yvouth, the young men who could
the old pentleman
who called her ¢« Decar c¢hild.”
often he had tried to speak to her!
But the g¢reat sadness rising in his
heart at his utter
would choke the words in his throat.

An orphan from his cradle, he was
entirely alone in the world. A dis-

tant relative had become his guardian |

and directed his c¢ducation. He
grudgingly manaced Jacques’
finances and bestowed only a scant
affection upon his ward. The boy's
generous nature was starved in this
atmosphere of indiference, and he
at once loved Marguerite with all
the energy of long-suppressed feel-
iny. It was his first passion, and,
like a rich spendthrift, he laid at her
feet all the treasures of his heart.
As to being paid in return, he never
dared to think of that He would
have been satisfied if, like a priest at
God's altar, he might be allowed to
worship Marguerite all his life.

After that August afternoon,
Jacques and Mme. Helm were frequent-
ly together. 'T'hey talked over their
plans, and being mutually attracted,
learned to know each other well
Every day after breakfast, they
walked on the quay, and the boy
made the yvoung woman his confidant.
Marguerite heard his grave speeches
with a smile, and reciprocated by
giving good advice with almost
motherly tenderness.

Time passed on, and often, when
returning from their walk, the day
died with the setting sun. The
women, coming home, would greesg
them with some half-audible, jesting
remark; the ragamuffins would
giggle at them on the road; and the
men bow, with 8 sort of pleased boor-
ish politeness.

It wag the first time since her de~

\‘; B
B A [
g?‘ L
|
i'

‘The bath-
' ors were roaming over the beach or

she would quietlyl

Gifted with a mar-

conversation had :
' turned on a foreigner’s dittculty in

hesitation the

suddenly exclaimed a boy’s

white forehead, his |

retined hands—all ,

are no more

Jacques .

How |

insigniticance !

Helzﬁ forgot her sorrow. Shke lhiked
ber role of -tender mamma, and put

an unconscious coquetry into her
conduct. She would often prelude
her remarks with: «I, M. Jacques,
who am an old woman——" and she
smiled to think of her three and
twenty years.

She did not dream how this child
adored her. Only once did a slight
doubt enter her mind, but Jacques’
conduct quickly dispelled it. He
treated her like an elder sister, and
did not mind appearing ridiculous in
her eyes. To her this was sufficient
nroof that he was not inlove. Anxious
to warn him against life's snares, she
continued to show him a calm moth-
, erly affection, and the thought of
having for Jacques any other senti-
"ment would have shocked her.
| After spending the greater part of
‘an exceedingly hot day indoors, they

went one evening for their accus-
{ tomed after-dinner stroll in the fields.
I The setting sun poured its purple
' rays over tne country. tingeing sky
'and meadows, houses and trees with
fire. The ocean was mottled with
red spots, forming bloody streaks.

1 Hard by, a haystack’s irregular
i cone stood out in melancholy protile
against the sky.

(A2}

sLet’'s climb it!” said Jacques.

Marguerite gleefully clapped her
hands. Jacques went on to recon-
' noiter. The road was deserted: no
one was to be seen in the neighbor-
i hood.
She begao the ascent with great
difficulty.  Her feet would slip,
- her fingers lore their hold, while
! the bits of dry hay scratched her
face. Her more sturdy companion
followed and helped heralong. Reach-
. ing the top, they sat down and looked
: at each other, then burst out laugh-
ing, like school boys stealing fruit or
gerious persons caught in a foolish
act

The descent was more easily accom-
plished. Their gayety had passed,
and both opened books they had
brought.  Jacjues lay flat on the
ground, resting upon his elbows.
\lazguente was stretched on a pile of
'hay which formed a sort of chaise-
. iongue. Her tiny feet just peeped
from under the hem of her gown.
The thin cloth shoes perfectly out-
lined her arched instep and delicate
anltla-
. lhe country around wassresting
after the day's heat. In the far-off
field~ kneeling women were gather-
- ing potatoes, and near them little
boys threw clods of earth at each
other. From time to time, the cows
lying on the grass would low and
: turp their heads toward the setting
. sun, as toward a departing friend.
* Suddenly through the silent fields
. rang the cries of an angry voice.
( +The field-guard!" exclaimed Mar-
i
|

)
1
!

guerite.

In the distance a man was gesticu-

lating threateningly at this couple,
who had pulled down his carefully
. stacked hay.
Like two guilty children, their
'first thought was to fly from the
‘ ruined haystack.
| with one bound. But in her haste,
Marguerite lost her balance and fell.
| He caught her in his arms and
‘ righted her.

The\ ran across the field; for an
instant they hid behind a large
mound of earth, then made straight
"for the beach. Here they sought
sheiter in a hut used only by the
~customs officers, and kept very still,
fearing to give their pursuer the
alarm.

Seated on the narrow bench, Mme.
Helm leaned against Jacques. She
had never seemend so beautiful. Out
of breath from the run, her cheeks
were red. her nostrils quivered.
With bended neck and wide-open
eyes, she listened, in laughing anx-
iety, for the steps outside.

His ecstacy was complete.
+his arm

Putting

around her waist, he drew
closer to her. Turnins to him in

"childish glee, she said: ‘Jacques,

[ we are saved!”

I It was the first time she had called
him simply Jacques, and the boy lost
"his head. With a brusque movement
"he reized Marguerite's hand and im-

I printed on her wrist a passionate

kiss.

Very pale, she rose, not knowing
what to say or think. A great re-
morse struck her like a knife. Had
| she shown too much affection for
rJacques? Had she bheen guilty of
icwquvtry toward him? The days of
- their intercourse Hlashed throucsh her
‘memory—and she found  herself’
Juilty.

Instantly she resolved, by some
cruelty which Jacques could not for-
give, to kill the love she had in-
spired. She rcast upon the hoy one
last look of infinite tenderness, then,
gathering all her strength for the
, death-blow, she said, in her -cold,
beautiful voice:

“You little fool!”—Argonaut.

The Nea Horse.

The sea horse is built upon a pecu-
liar plan. It has the head of a horse,
the wings of a bird and the tail of a
snake. In swimming it assumes a
vertical position and when wishing
to rest it attaches itself to a con-
venient stalk of seaweed by means of
its tail

A Conch Shell on the Mountain Top.

A conch shell was picked up re-
cently by & herder on one of the
hizhest buttes in the John Day
mountains, Ore., some 5,000 feet
above the level of the sea and far
trom human habitation.

While an Andover student was
sketching the Phelps homestead not
long ago, a lady who was walking
near him pa.used and pleasantly re-
ferred to his task. He replied with
enthusiasm and explained that with
his mother at home he had read all of
Miss Phelps’ writings and was anxious
to get a pictureof thatanthor’s place
of residence. The lady smiled and
made him a little bow.
yonr- mbother®
* “Will

The boy was up .

“I ammuch }
She ’Sa-)ﬁ;‘"z
‘be&?hol oute}’l !}ersoirom;y
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Liquor, Morphine and Tobacco Hahits
ARE RELIABLE

They not only have no bad effects on the system, either
during treatment or after its completion; but on the contrary the
general health is improved from almost the first treatment.

Garten Gold Cure Co,,

411 & 412 Ellwanger & Barry Bldgs. ROCHESTERN. }.

Hollister Lumber Co, rLiMm.

LLUMBER

and COATL,

106 North Goodman Street, next to N. Y. C. & H. R. R. R. Telephone 63.

The Delaware & Hudsonr Canal Co.,

LACEAWARNKA DAL

W. C. DICKINSON, AGENT,

13 East Main Street,

and 69 Clarissa Street.

Maguire

Brothers, |

Coal bealéfé

Try our Mine Pea Coal for domestic use.

Price $1.00 per ton less than regular sizes.
Up-Town Ofhce, Brewster Bldg. 187 E. Main

Yard and Office, 281 Lyell Ave.

Telephone 18a.

GEO ENGERT. BT

<CO.A Tp

XTOUR A. F. SCHLICK.

Of GEO. ENGERT & CO.,

Principal Office and Yard, 308 Exchange Street. Downtown Office, Ed. McSweeney’s, East Main
¥4

corner South St. Paul street.

Telephone 257.

BERNHARD & CASEY,

peaters(iglebrated Lehigh Valley Coa

Baltimore
Vein.

And also in the Helvetia Mines, Reynoldsville Basin Steam Coal,
YARD AND OFFICE, 1532 ORCHARD STREET, ROCHESTER, N. Y.

Hack, Coupe and Livery Stables.

Fine Carryalls and Moving Vans on Hand.

City Baggage and Hack Line,

Walker S. Lee & Son,

296 and 298 Gentral Ave.

Telephone 534a

CHAS BRADSHAW,

Dealer in

Our Pea Coal is the largest and best.

SCRANRTONCORL,,

$1.00 per ton less than regular size.
Office, 48 South Fitzhugh St.

Yard and
Telephone 148.

LQU IS ED.ELM AN,
snoiesiesnd i et i AHrACHtE and Bituminous GOAL,

Cumberland and Mt. Vernon Smithing Coals.

TeLerHONE 576.

40 North Avenue,

JOHN M. REDDINGTON,

Wholesale and Retail Dealer in

TELEPHONE 390.

COAL

17 " NWEST MAIIT ST

Send Your Book and Job Printing

A

TO THE

Catholic Journal CGffice,

327 East MAIN STREET.

Byrne
J.P.BYRNE,

Sells a Ladies’ Tan Goat Blacher at #2.00.
Boots and Shoes of all kinds 25¢ t6 $1.50 below uptown

See them

408 Stafe Streef, ™

JUST NORTH OF BROWN S8T.

Ashton. Jas. Malley.

ASHTON & MALLEY,

TIRE INSURAINCE,
Old, Tried and Reliable Companies.

Losses Promptly Paid ~Rates Beasonable

OFFICE—i10 Ellwanger & B Building,
Entrance 39 State St a‘ﬂ%oclu.’,st.er N.Y.

John H

» W ooD CUTsS, !

AND PHOTO ENGRAVINGS.

L. HIGINBOTHAM, !
f
Rochester, N. Y.?

24 State Street,

Gaieats Trada marks. Design Paten!s Copyrights,
4nd ali Patent business conducted for
MODERATE FEES.

Information and advice glven to lnventorswithogd
clisrge. Address

PRESS CLAIMS CO.,
JOHN WEDDERBURNM,
Managing Attorney,
P. 0. Box 463.

WF"This Company is mansged by a combination of
the largest and most influentisl newspapers'in the
United States, for the express purpose of protects

WasaIxGgTox, D, C,

i ing their subscribers against unacrnpuiow«_

and incompetent Patent Agents, end eath paper

'~prlntinxtb:sadvertisemeutvouchen:urtheresmm SO
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