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NM:BS OF TilE POPES|

SIXTY-SEVEN PONTIFFS ARE BURIED
IN ST. PETER'S.

Pops Leo XIIL, It Is Beliecved, Has
Selected ms His Last Resting Piace
2he Splendid Basilics Just Outside

' ohe Walls of Rome.

X frequently see a paragraph floating
arounnd in the pewspapers about a mag-
nigicent tombd which Pope Leo XIIL
has erected for himself of Carrara mar
bie, with a lon updn the lid whose
paws protect the pontifical tiara. On
the right is a statue of Faith bearing a
cendle and the loly Reriptures, on the
left a figure of Truth bearing the coat
of arms of Leo XIl1I. upon a shield.
Upon the pedestal is this inscription:
«Ediec Jacet Leo XI1II, Pontifex Max-
imus. _Pulvels est.” (“Here lies Leo
X I1l, sovereign pontiff. He is dust.”)

The prelites at the Vatican who have
ckrarge of the private affairs of the holy
tather say that there is not the slight-
est particle of truth in it and they
never heard of the story before. They
assure me, writes Willlam E. Curtis,
thaat his boliness has made no prepara-
tioons whatever for his burial, although
he may have imndicated in “!s will
w here he would like to lle. TIhat is,
however, 4« mattexr of speculation. Itis
stipposed that his preference-is the
splendid new basilica erected during
thhe last fifty years outside the walls
of the city upon the spot where Bt.
Paul, the apostle, is supposed to have
been buried. Pius 1X. raised most of
the money and did most of the work,
amnd the church is belng completed and
decorated under the direction of the
present pope, although, strange to say,
he bas never seen: it.

1t was sspposed that Pius IX. would
be buried in the new Basilica of St
Praul, in which he took so great an in-
terest, but to the surprise of everybody
he selected the old Church of 8t. Lo
renzo, in the most disreputable part of
the city, near by the principal ceme-
tery. He has been provided with a
beautiful tomb in a subterranean cham-
ber, which 18 lined with the finest mod-
ern mosalce in the world. The sar-
¢ plagus is a very plain piece of mar-
ble, severe in ity simplicity, but its
sarroundings are superb. There was a
disgraceful row when his body was
moved fromn St. Peter’'s in 1882, The
procession marched at midnight, after
a solemn mass, and, to the eternal
shame of the municipal authorities, no
police protection was given. It was
followed by a mob which stoned the
privsts and threatened to seize the
cofin and throw the body into the
T iber.

When a pope dies, the cardinal cham-
berlain, attended by all of the cardi-
nals, archbishops, bishops. monsignori
and other prelates in Rome and all of
the high officlals of the Vatican, pro-
ceeds through the corridors gvith great
solemnity to the door of his chamber
2 ud knoeks three times. Then he calls
the officinl name of the pope three
times, then his baptismal name three
t imes and the name of his family, and,
t here belng no answer, he turns, faces
l»is followers and announces:

“Dunque e morto."”

The three senlor cardinals present
t hen enter the chamber, take the fish-
erman’s ring from the finger of the
Aead and break it in the presence of
the whole compauny, which marches sol-
emnly back to the main audience cham-
ber, where a proclamation is made and
t be conclave for the election of a suc-
c-essor nine days later is announced.
The bells of St. Peter’s then begin to
tall and are answered by those of ev-
ery other church in Rome.

This ceremony has been observed up-
on the death of every pope for several
bundred years.

For 400 years the popes were buried
{:m the catacomba. St. Peter’s began to
be the official mausoleum with Leo L
in 461, and for two centuries and a
Bhalt the coffins of dead popes were laid
side by side in the crypt until every
tnich of space was occupied, the graves
being under the floor and marked by
plain slabs, with Latin epitaphs. But
in the sixteenth century, when the
cathedral was rebuilt, the tombs of
eighty-seven popes were buried be-
peath the bullding material, and the
greater number of them were dese-
crated. Only two monuments were
considered of sutficient value to be re-
placed in the new basilica—those of
Sixtus IV, and Innocent VIII, who ex-
cited the indignation of Savanparola.
The rest have entirely disappeared,

Sixty-seven popes have since been
Suried in 8t. Peter’'s, and there are
three empty tombs. ‘The first is known
as the Memento Mori, a sarcophagus

"in which the body of every pope is de-

posited until his permanent fomb is
prepared. The second is that of Alex-
ander VI. (Roderigo Borgia, 1492-1503).
¥e was originaliy entombed in a beau-
tiful marble sarcophagus, surmounted
by a superb figure. Julius II. removed
his body to a Spanish chureh, for Al
exander VI. was a Spaniard, but it
was allowed to remain there only a
few years and finally found a perma-
nent resting place in a little chapel,
called Santa Maria di Monserrato, be-

* Longing to ihe Jesuits, in which Loyola

preached for several years. Here Ro-
clerigo Borgia’s bones were placed in

£he tombd of hig uncle, Pope Calixtus |

X1I,and are unmarked by any epitaph.
The tomb of Urban VL is also emp-
ty. It is a magnificent piece of marble
and bears his figure of herofc size, Up-
©n the slde of the sarcophagus is a
besautital bas-relief representing Urban
W1 receiving the keys from 8t. Peter.
Nobody seems_ to know when or why
his remains were removed, but it is
ssald that the sarcophagus was used to
xnix mortar in by the workmen who
wrere engaged iw building St. Peter's.

Xt wan afterward cleaned and placed.

Nrliere it now utands.u-Rome Letter in }

| ping her firmly at the back of the

‘keep him. She had now two cats and a

‘mfl, my hands were washed last nighi}
before I went.to bed, and ny wtheym‘,
‘C‘t" 015 3

Three little maids going to the moon,
As pretty and sweet as roses in June,
Tucked tn a bazket. no fear have they shown,
Traveling av-ay to a country unknown.
-——R becca Bos.wvell in Louisville CourlerJournal.

ZIP AND NANCY

True Story of the Lifelong Friend-
ship of a Cat ana a Dog.

Zfp was a pug dog, with eyes as
green as emernlds. His constant com-
panion was a cat called Naney. They
had been sincere friends for over
twel¥e years, Zip was growing deaf,
and his eyesight was beginning to fall
him, while Naney had lost the major-
ity of berdteeth, and a few gray hairs
were becoming noticeable in her soft
black fur.

When a very small kitten, Nancy
was carried about by the dog, he grip-

neck. In return she would wash him
as he lay before \he fire, stroking him
with her little tongue. They ate from
the same dish at meaitime, and what-
ever Nancy had she willlngly surren-
dered to the dog.

Zip aiways ran after the cats, and if
in mistake he chased Nahcy he would
run into the House thoroughly ashamed
of himself. One day 'a half starved
looking cat appeared on the fence.
Mrs. Webster, the lady ownlng Zip and
Nancy, loved animals very much, and
she took pity on the starved cat. As
the day was Friday she had some fish
in the house, which she gave to the
cat. He greedily gulped it down and
looked for more, wmc\l he received.
When he was at last satisfled, he real-
ized that he had found & good home
and refused to go away. Mrs. Wehster
felt sorry for the cat and declded to

dog. The strange cat was called Tom,

It was an ever to be remembered day
when Tom eutered that peaceable fam-
ily. Quarrels followed, “and poor Zip
generally had a seratch on his nose
given by the ever ready claw of Tom.
The dog was very much afraid of this
new ciat and avoided him whenever it
was possible. At last Zlp died from
old age. He went to his cozy little bed
one night and never woke agnin. Tem
seemed glad to be rid of the dog, but
poor Nancy worried all the time. She
would eat nothing and was slowly dy-
ing from sorrow. A little grave was
dug in the back of the yard, and Zip
was laid there to rest. Nancy often
stole out and lay down beside the little
mound.

One day Mrs. Webster could not find
Nancey in the house and.went into the
back yard to look for her. There, by
Zip's resting place, Nancy had stretch-
ed herself and died. That day another
little grave was dug for Nancy, and
there she and Zip rest together. Tom
seems very much satisfied and {s mon-
arch of the household. — Josephine
Church in New York Herald.

A Four-year-cid Golfer.
Though only four years, Matthew S.
Pierce of Pleasantville, N. J., has is-
sued a challenge te any other child in]
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MATTHEW 8§ PIERCE.

the world six years old or less for a
golf game over a regulation elighteen
hole course, L

The youthful challenger is the son of
Stephenn D. Pierce, superintendent of
the Atlantie City Country club grounds.
. Beginning to play ouly last summer.
ke has developed a marveleus profi-
ciency at the game. Each day he prac
tices with a set of small clubs whichj
he uses with surprising dexterity.

Myntery of ithe Diriy Haunds.
Alden, seven years old, woke up the
other morning and remarked: “Mam-

dirty.  The mx mut
them.

A BOX OF GATORS.

story of the Strange Exgs Littie Ciay
Found on the Beach.

Little Clay Reess lived {n Florida,
and he bad fine times on the beach
near his home. One day he was dig-
ging In the sand, when up came a
queer little object. It was long and
narrow and had a tough shell that bent
and dented in Clay's fingers. He could
not make out what it was. So he ran
to Ciinda, hils black nurse, and showed
it to her. Clinda laughed.

“Lawsy. honey,” she said, “that air
am er gator's algg. Dig erway, an’
yer’ll done in’ ef heap meo'.”

8o Clay dug away lustily, and, sure
enough, up came more eggs with every
shovelful of sand. Five times he filled
his little bucket and carrled them
home to his mother until twenty-five
eggs lay in the box she gave him to
put them in. That night when Clay
was in his white “nightle’” and having
his “loving time"” with his mother he
asked, "How came the eggs in the
sand?’

“The motbher gutor hid them there,”
answeread his mother as she rocked and
cuddled her little bny.

“Doesn’t the mother gator cuddle her
®ggs like the mother hen?’ asked Clay.

“No., dear. She leaves them in the
sand for the hot sun to hateh out.”

“Well, 1 fink the mother gator is 4
very selfish thing,” eried Clay, sitting
up in his indignation.

*Oh, no,” said his meother, smiling.
“That {8 her way of taking care of
them, the way God taught her. She
can't cuddle her eggs like the mother
hen. She hans no soft featheps, and her
hard skin would break the egga if she
sat on them. The nice warm sand cud-
dles them, and the sun helps to hatebh
them out. She takes good care of them.
She often comes to look after her ba- 4
bies, and when they hatch out she finds
food for them and will not let anything
hurt taem.”

“Will she go to look at her egga to-
morrow day?' asked Clay.

“I think she will,” sald his mother.

“Then I'll take them all back,” mur-
mured the sleepy little fellow,

The box of eggs was put in a closet,
and neither Clay nor his mother
thought of them again. A week later
Clay went to the closet for some toys
and heard a strange, rustling noise.
He looked up and saw a box on & shelf,
with the cover daneing up and down.

“0Oh, mother,” cried Clay. dancing up
and down himself in excitement, “come
here, quick! Here {s a box—all alive!”

His mother eame running in, and
there were & dozen tiny black snouts
peeping under the box cover. Before
she could even scream out popped a
swarm of baby ailigators and dropped
down to the floor, where they scamper-
ed off in every direction. All the éggs
had hatched, for the closet was behind
a stove and the box lo a warm place.

Such a tlme as there was! Clay
jumped up and down, screaming with
glee, but his mother climbed on top of
a table to get out of the way of the
alligators, who went running about as
if in a hurry to investigate this new,
strange world In which they fouud
themselves. Black Clinda came run-
ning in to see what was the matter,

Then for o hunt! The baby alliga-
tors hid under the furniture and bur-
rowed under the carpets, popping out
of every bole and corner. It was near.
ly a week before the last one was
caught, Father Reess shook three out
of his boot one morning, and Mother
Reess pulled on her stocking and found
one in the toe.

Cldy thought they were the cun-

ningest playfellows and begged hard to
1 keep them. But when his mother told

him that the mother gator would want
her babies he consented to have them
taken to the beaeh, His father let him
keep six and made a pen for them in
the back yard, with & small tapk of
water in it. Here Clay played with
them, and they became very tame and
#eemed to know their little master.” He
was often seen with the whole lot

swarming afl over him. His mother |

cpuld not bear to touch the creatures,

- though Clay assured her that thelr way

of running up his arm and poking
their bleck snouts into his fiace Syas|

théir way of loving him. He kept his |

pets for a year. Then sharp white |
teeth began to come in their big
mouths, and his father thouight they |
might become dangerous playfellows,

80 one hight they all disappearéd, and }

Clay never saw them again, If he Had'

bien on the bench next day, he niight |

bave goslx young afligators
. it nsjt :

-of & one ring circus that showed that
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By Bumn Arnold
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»as Harrizon, three miles down thel
North river road. Harrison, which took}
ro itself alrs and graces owing to the
fuct that it was on the railroad, while
Ridgévale was not, had bad a celebra:
tion in the morning, {n which the town|
parade had merged with the procession

atternoon and evening. ‘There had beer
a *real® Goddess of “Liberty robed in
the stars and stripes, who had read the
Declaration of Independence In the
grove and had ridden on top of the
Hons' den in the parade.

The Harrisonites had neover ceased

to take its revenge. Harrison wsas it
birthday celebration congerning whick

all facta were refused. Biit when Setk
Haskins drove over to Burden's grocery

vited over to witness & Washington's|

Ridgdvale was all excltement, and ao] oo ]

R declmé Telot

and in & capy hook:

to crow over the good people of Ridgef " "
vale, and now Ridgevale was preparing]

 |-but could not lpeate the

wedding ring

after much chafing, w

kmx & naly of
Danny MeKedter

mmms ‘A pair of ig
gliztenedt almmt ki effi
Pawing & monentto &
Harrisoulan - loughter 1o I
aeplor Wayhdngton approached:ld

ob bis hopeful olfspring &
After this he retited %o
youngster to chop: down £l

on mgtx. With 8, m

ed patch of bprk.
with instractiens,
ing crash, with & leude
hopeof the ¥Washin
great spitit an unreh
upon his left foot qnly
with ove hand a°
brandished ‘with his.
of bis hatchet, .
Harrimon thouted
waxed Indignant. A hurried exp
ton showsd thit & bar o
been carefully D! 3
at the poiut ,mam '
that this unexpected
ed the breaking
which in falling h { &
foot. and effectualy stopped. the- ﬂ?*
formance,. . <t
The vistors tx:om Hart"

vallang, The latter cim

do-say, though, at B
Blanche Burden, in,
ran high, became. ¢
Brousoy, - the nm
that evening. 4
was the first ]

HI8 OFFSPRING A TOY HATCHRT,

vale wus preparing au intellectusl treat
that woulu eauge such.a commonpjucé

ties toward home.

Washington.

trooped into the schoolhouse yard tc:
find the benchea and some extra chuir&
arranged in rows in front of the buila’
ing.

cut evergreens maski
fence boards, and in the géometrieu!
center of the cleared rectaugle a ﬂnﬂc
small evergreen was firnily planted; -
Around the lowet part of the trée.a

through.

when the boys were ‘over 1n Huskios'
lot for the evergreens that, with the toy
hatchet furnished yoiung Husking, the
demolition of thd tree would, rejulre
gomething like an hour a;n! & half,
This would bave grestly retarded the
crispness of the perfortaance, A piege
of white cloth fastened on the side fa]x%
thest from the audience showed
little fellow where to make the lnitinl
attaek,

Most of the Ridgevale people had al-|
ready gathered in the fhclosure when
the guests from Harrison begin to ar-
rive, But seats had been saved for thel
visitors. When the last sleighlogd find ;. |

“professor” in Ridgevale and ' plaip
“Greg” over in Harrison, opened the

otiginally appeared ag an edtfofial i
Silas Hopkins followed with an extem.

and “as I was saylig” The First
Reader class sang an ode to ashmgé
‘{0 composed by Kinsman and et te
the tune of “Bringing In-the Sheaves,”.
Hila Garrison, who was knowhn to xp,igﬁ
as a child elocutionist; recited & m

Reader.

evesnt of the afternoon,

strofled Master Hasking in 4. gorgeﬁm
Continental -costums, ‘A bag.: vig. of
cotton batting ‘was surmonted ?Im{ﬁ
 Sunday hat of black feilt, caretully. nigi
fied fnto an imitation of cocked. l
gear, while he wore the mteﬁt}eg@éi
puitips that the previous June had hesi|
the admiration of all on thé odcasfon

9"— ,_"-?.u-

THE 8ENIOB WASKI“G’L‘O?N RESTOWED URON "

store for the mailbag he loftily snform:” man
ed the crowd of loungers that Ridge SThey

thing as a clrcus parade to.resemble i :thaugh wive
stranded nilnstyet troupe conntlng the "

, 7
The secret was protty weu Kept, bul ¢o
toward the end oll Harvlson knew that g
Gregory Kinsman, the schoolmaster ! avides
had written a little play to be 1=ert'orm with o

“ed in the schoolboust yurd, George] pe
Haskins, Soth's youngest sot. was i, yingy
impergonate the Father of His Country,
while Dan Bmith was to be the elder’ ng

For this renson they were not: surprl& ’
od on the morning of the 22d when they'

4 New York paper two years before,|

of ‘the annual achool “commmceniem |

At the farther end the snow ‘had bi'lde ;

forming a gort of atdge. anchex ol i the mp
- the bave brown

band of bark, wired on, showed where| -
the sbrgb ,had been nearly chopped] .
It had been denohistrkted|

driven up, Kinsman, who was called;

proceedings with an oration which had| ;

poraneous address punctusted by “et|.

on Washington from Spellman’s Fousth|.i,
There wns & quartet by the} -

choir of the First M. E. church, andl

then the stage was cleared for thefy

Around the corner of the w‘oodshed 2

musiclan

nesduy ovenlng*  hie
ering o4

i ;
the reat; halfaved
ran ditactly fropie i

tlmt ﬁngen Wik ¥
wlth thy !




