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BY NORMAN HAMPTON

" Copuright. 1901, by A. S Richardson

Ralph Bawn had made out a pretty
fair summer after all. Looking back
o the dread with which be had regard-
ed the seasom, he felt inclined to make
merry over his own pessimism.

To the fellow who is working his
way through coilege the vacation pe-
riod is veritable haying time. Then it
is he must lay up svmething for the
winter season pending the aryival at
college of some hopeless dubs {n need
of coaching. Many a young chap simi-
larly situated is grateful to secure a
post as waiter at a mountaln or sea-
glde resort but Bawn was more fortu-
pate. A knowledge of telegraphy had
given him the post of day operator at
the Prospect House, and his college
affiliations had recured a sacial stand-
ing which the ordinary member of the
army of telegraphers could not hope to
uttain.

Bawn bad been the star member of
the athletic association ut his “prep”
school and had won an enviable repu-
tation on the college grounds.  More-
over, he had a fine. muscular figure,
¢lear blue eyes and hair tbhat waved
just enough to create envy in the
breasts of more than ohe y@ung wom-
an subject to curling irons and kindred
devices.

He distributed his favors fairly until
Edith Cummiings arrived at the Pros-
pect House, after which the remainder
of the young women spent the time
once devoted to his soctety in wonder
ing what he saw in *‘that Cummings
girl”  Yet the Cummings girl was the
fort to cateb the fapey of any up to
date man.  Khe could ride, row, sall
and play golf. A mountain climb held
no terrors for her. and her erect car-
riage and clear. healthy complexion
were but the happy reflection of the
free, pure life she led.

The simplicity of her gowns und her
democratic  bearing decelved Bawn,
who never dreamed that her father
was & Chicago milllonaire many times
over. And. further, when she betrayed
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IT WAS BAWN, AND, LIXEX HERSELF, HE
WAS ALONE
an eager interest in telegraphy and
asked him to give her instructions, he
canght himself wondering if she wag
searching for some means of self sup-
port. Ralph’s office was located in a
cory corner of the hotel's sguare en-
trance, and here on his practice trans-
mitter she studied telegraphy on rainy
days with the same energy that she
put into athletics when the sun shone.
To be sure, gossips elevated their
shoulders and glanced knowingly to-
ward the handsome operator, who was
a willing instructor, but Miss Cum-
mings was gossip proof.

One aftermoon she stood at the desk
a8 he was preparing to turn it over to
the night operator. Bawn was chat-
ting by the Morse system with the
operator at Boston, and as he prepared
to shut off she caught the signal “Sey.
enty-three” and pricked up her ears.

"What was that ‘Seventy-three’ for?”

ne asked as they strolled down the
biz hall to;ether.

“‘Beventy-three,’ ” he replied, “ie the
universal greeting. It means pretty
nearly. everything from ‘Have a drink’
to an elaborate expression of good will,
You won't find ft in the books, but
every telegrapher knows the sign to be
one of greeting and regard.” Then
-the conversation turned to other
things, and the incident was tempo-
rarily closed.

Bawn had arranged to walit till the
hotel clogsed, but one afternoon in Sep-
tember there was trouble in the Bawn.
Cummings federation over Mamie Fel-
ton, and Miss Cummings expressed
certain opinions regarding the Felton
person with rather more directness
than was wholly necessary. This off
ker mind, she turned her attention to
Bawn himself and declared it to be her
beliet that & man who would take &
young womsan out rowing at § o’clock
and never return with her to the botel
ti1} after 1 was hardly sincere tn his
protestations of affection for a third
party

Blwn oflered as an explanation the
fact that he was stuck on a sand bar
and ¢onld not work off till after m;bnr
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this was rejected with fine scorn, and
as Edith moved away from the desk
she remarked that an engagement to
go rowing would be indefinitely post-
poned. Then, womanlike. she fled to
her room and spent the rest of the aft-
ernoon in tears.

That evening she went to the boat
landing alone and, selecting a light
boat, set out for a solitary row. S8he
paddled abdlit the lake for awhile,
thinking of the trips she and Ralph
pad enjoyed., then with a sudden de-
termination started away from shore.

Bawn had told her that he had stuck
on a sand bar at Plum island, in the
center of the lake and around the point
from the hotel Edith decided that she
would lvok at the Plum island sand
bar herself and make certain that there
was absolutely no foundation for
Bawn’'s tale,

8he found relief from her vexed feel-
ings in the ebxercise, and, setting her
course for the island, she pulled lusti-
ly. She did not realize what progress
she was making tiil she found that the
bout had stopped—on the same bank!

She reversed the oars, but the mo-
mentum had carried the boat well on
to the bank of mud., and her effort was
without result.  She removed her shoes
aud stockings to get out and push, but
a preliminary sounding with the oar,
an afterthought, proved tu her that
Bawn's contention had been correct
and that the mud wus too deep and
too soft for such a proceeding.

The twilight faded iuto dusk, and
with the darkness came a sense of ut-
ter desulation Once a faroff whistle
told of the approach of the nmight train,
but for the rest there were only the
sound of the crickets on the island and
the call of an owl somewhere on the
mainland. She laid her head on a seat,
and for a second time that day she en-
Joyed a good cry.

About 10 the moon rose, sllvering the
lake and deepening by
gloon of the shore. Across the lake
she ¢ould hear the regular squeak of
oars in their locks, and, straining her
eves, she could jurt make out a famil-
far form. It was Bawn, and, like her-
self, he was alone.

He was too far off to hear her cry.
S8he ratsed an oar and roughly imitat-
ed the Morse code. Bawn, amazed,
recognized the strokes. It sounded to
bim as if soine one were trying to hini-
tute the telegraph Instrument. It was
his eall, “R. B. -R. B.—R. B.”

(‘urious!ly he searched the water.
Edith stood up Her light dress,
bucked by the wooded island, caught
his eye. He raised his oar. Down it
came upon the gunwale. He was send-
ing the call "Beventy-three!” Then he
bent to hir oars and with long, steady
strohes forced the boat toward the is-
lund. He approached cautiounsly and
did not strike the bar.

“I am gilad to see you realize now
that I couldn’t help getting home late,”
was his greeting. Edith's spirit was
gone.

“Take me out of this horrible place,
Ralph." she sald, “and forgive me for
being cross. | take jt all back.”

There was a rope in the bottom of
his boat. and he threw her a line. Hlia
back heaved ns he tugged at the oars,
and soon she was In clear water. He
took her into hix boat and, towing the
other, made his way back to the land
ing.

What he sald and ber answer are not
recorded, but the conversation may be
tmagined from thelr talk on the land-
ing.

“Just one kigs,” he urged 8as she
stepped out of the boat.

“No."” she answered firmly, blushing
a3 she spoke, “‘but some day you may
have not one, but—seventy-three.”

The Midshipman of Today.

The mldshipinan who presents him-
self to most of us has a flavor of Mar-
ryat's immortal creation of Mr. Easy.
In Irish ports, where Mr. Midshipman
Easy 1s not so famillar a sight as in
England, our coming Nelsons have
sometimes a little difficulty in preserv-
ing their gruvity. A boat comes to the
stairs of a pier. The middy in charge
is possibly wmore vigorously got up
than usual, to lmpress the natives of
the savage land. Biddy is looking at
bim. *“Ho. mister sallor! Wil ye sell
that choild ¥

“In bow! Way 'nuff. Forward there!
Clear the stairs! Liberty men to land!”
8o hails young Nelson, but Biddy will
not let him have the dignity of his po-
sition. “Hand me up that pritty boy
wid the roses in his cheeks. 'Tis him
1 want to kiss. Away wid ye, brown
devils!] And me, Miss Kate Macart-
ney, attindint of this pler since George
IV. was king! You won't kiss me,
boy? Then you shall -not land.”

Midshipman Rodney Nelson Camper-
down has to submit to slights of this
kind. It is on record that one of the
good breed which makes our admirals
was once carried along the decks of &
flagship under the arms of a negrees,
who wished to complain to the captain
that this disgraceful boy had neot paid
his washing bill.—Navy and Army.

His Style of Writing.

The copy of a certain novelist is a
fearsome sight. On 'more than one oc-
casion the arrival of a batch of manu-
soript from this gentleman has led to
trouble in. the composing department.

Quite recently the novelist In ques-
tion fairly eclipsed himself. His copy
was indeed a puzzle.

“Confound the fellow!” growled one
of the “comps.” “He's enough to drive
a man to drink.”

“Have you never heard how be
writesn?' solemnly demanded a fellow
sufferer.

“No,” was the reply.

“Oh,” continued the other, “it's glm-
ple enough. Mr. Z. (the novelist) owns
a rough haired terrter. When he feels
like writing a story, he whistles to the
dog, dips his tail in the ink and plants
him down on a sheet of paper. Then
the novelist begins to think and tells
the
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REUNIOV WITH ROME

BARRIERS THAT RETARD CATHOLIC
PROGRESS IN ENGLAND.

The Dominant Note In Every Briten's
Expreasion of Dislike Fer acd Fear
of the Grand 0ld Church Foumded
»y Our Saviowr.

It is pleasing to witness the interest
taken in questions that regard the
great work of reunion among churches.
No fajlure, no rebuff, disheartens the
men who are laboring to remove frem
Christendom the scandals of heresy
and schism. Books, reviews, newspa- §
pers, never tire of the discussion, an
evident sign that they finG it suits the
taste of the reading public, and quite
lately two volumes have been issued
from the press which deserve attention
as showing how the matter stands to-
day. In each case the author is a cler
gvwman of the Charch of England. But
the views expressed are poles asunder.
One gentleman sets out to smooth the
path of his coreliglonists toward the
aceeptance of Catholic doctrine as the
only possible way of entering into un-
fon with the great Roman church. He
recognizes, to his credit be it said, that
Rome Ly the very necessity of her po-
sition as and her claim to be accepted
as an infallible church can never un-
der any circumstances yield one lota of
her traditional! doctrines. To do so
would be to disclaim her own princi-
ples, to weaken her power of asserting
her authority over men’s minds, to stul-
tify herrelf in the eyes of intelligent
Christendom. An infallible church can
never change, and if those outside her
toid wish to enter they must do so on
her conditions, not on their own. They
must aceept her as what ghe g and
what she claims to be. Where they
hold divergent doctrines from hers
they must abandon them and receive
her teaching. If they will not do so,
then they must perforce remaln out-
side, for to expect reunion an condition
that she will sacrifice her infallibility
is to expect rivers to flow back to their
source, and to walt for reunlion until
she consents to change 18 to sit starving
until the sky falls and kills larks for
food. 1t is a distinct gain to tind a cler-
gyman frankly accepting this clear and
undentable fact.

The writer of the other volume comes
nearer, perhaps, to the hagrt of the dif-
ficulty of reunlion, as certainly he more
nearly touches the true nature of that
prejudice which made disunion possi-
ble in the past and continues to sup-
port and uphold it in the present. He,
writing with a personal knowledge of
the question from both sides, lays down
his thesis that the Englisl. people will
never again be led into communion
with the papacy. He does not, of
course, desire that they should. But his
testimony, with which alone we are
concerned here, is that they will not.
While in no way inclined to allow
prophecy in these matters, we think
that he has found the kernel of the
question. It in drdad of Rome, hatred
of forelgn interference, which blinds
the English people to all the advan-
tages of reunlon with the holy see and
stops their ears to all pleadings to re-
trace the steps which thelir forefatbers
took over three centuries and a half
ago. As Cardipal Newman in a well
known work has ‘' po-‘rayed bim
the Englishman is peculiarly sensitive
to all exercise of power, even by those
whom he has elected to wield it in bis
stead and for his interest. Intensely
loyal to the monarch, he allows bhis
king to teign, but not to rule. The royal
prerogative is hedged round with end-
less restrictions. Proud of the aris-
tocracy, he makes ft sit in a glided
chamber while all business is trans-
acted in the house of commons. His
army and navy, on which he willingly
expends untold millions and on which
he confidently relles for bis own per-
sonal protection, he will not permit to
come under one executive. He divides
the commands, lest efther should im-
peril his liberties. In these and many
other ways he shows his jealousy of
thoee who exercise power. When, how-
ever, the wielder of any authority is a
foreigner, then at once the English-
man's fears are awake. His insular se-
curity seems to be threstened, and no
matter whether the clalm be secular
or spiritual he will consent to no dle-
cussion, but brushes away the whole
thing with a wave of his hand. Can
any good come from the continent? he
asks. There is nothing more to be
sald. That objsction is fatal.

If, therefore, we read the natures of
our countrymen aright, the greatest
and the first step to be taken is to con-
vert themn to more reasonable views of
the papal power. As leo XIII said
quite recently to an English priest.
‘““We must make the popes known.”
That is the task before us if England
i8 ever to be brought back to union
with the holy see. And Anglicans are
well aware of this fact. They have
of late years imsued a number of
Jearned books dealing with the papacy
which show how deep down is the feel-
ing that the see of Peter Is the key of
the position. And what schelars rec-
ognize the people quite tnrefiectingly
proclalm. Ask any ordinary English-
man to sum up his reasons for being
& Protestant. Would he proceed .to
give s list of erudite philosophical or
theologiesal doctrines in defense of his
faith? Would he not decide the whole
question in two words. “No popery?’
That éxclamation, be it'as unreasoned
and unreasonable as you will, is the
domipant note in every Englishman’s
expression of dislike for and fear of
Rome and the Catholic chureh, which
finds her center there. It in this preju-
dlce which we have to combat, and
wntfl we break it down it 'will remain
as & fence against all efforts to win
over the Engliski maswes to obedience
to the holy see and to. yeynion with the
Gutholtc church, — London . -
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‘MY CHO!

The crash of drums, th® trumpet's
this ory

Of hoarse volced plaudits, the loud
shouted name—

Are these the golden gifta that follow
fame,

This the keen fire that lights yon patriot's

eye

No; 'tis 1he soul's great deed that cannot

at

blare,

e,

Hath been discovered, and the mixt ao-
claim

Ot curious child, grimed mnu. shrilling
dame,

Beourges the hero as he paszes by,

Rather unherald.<, in thoughtful calm,

.ot me work deeds of love unto my
kind,

 Brighten thetr cheertul days, pour sooth-
ing balm

Into their wounds, nor ever fall to find

"Twixt studies’ rapt delight and whispered
psalm

Immortal hours among God's lamo anfl
blind. .

—Joseph R. Kenn i Avs Maria,

. THE TRAPPIST.

His Duties, Privatioms and Rigoroua
Routine of Toil.

The Trappist must be ready for what-
ever work may be assigned to him by
the abbot or by the cellarer, by which
name the steward is known. He may
have to tear himself away from the
library, where he Is copying beautiful
hymubooks, and go to sprinkle a clump
of trees or whittie shavipgs. He must
never rofuse a task, but ulways per-
form his work with eagerness by vir-
tue of the eterfial law which demands
that we toll; but by virtue of the law
of obedience he has not the right to
select his work.

A light repast, even poorer than the
morning meal, ends the day's work.
Then the Trappist, toward 5.80, reads
and meditates; inally, at 7 o'clock, this
long file of silent shadows wends ita
way fo the dormitory, which is common
to nll 1t is an immense room, entirely
buare. Small partitions not high enough
to reach the ceiling indieate the inclo-
sure of the cells. There are no doors In
front of the cells, a curtaln of gray
serge being the only protection. A camp
bed is the entire furniture, and on the
bed of straw mattress are a Straw
pillow and some blankets. Even when
fil the Trappist ls compelled to sleep
with his clothes on. He spends seveu
bours on this hard bed, and when, in
the middle of the night, the bel! rings
for the service, the Trappist, -up at
once, begins a new day rigorously simi-
lar to the preceding one.—Catholic
World Magazine,

The Catholic Summer Scheol.

The Catholic Summer School of Amer-
fca, near Plattsburg, will have several
pew bulidiags the coming msession,
which will extend from July 6 to Bept.
5. A special course in philosopbical
studies will be conducted by the Rev,
F. P. Slegfriecd of St. Charles sem-
fnary, Overbrook, Pa., ssaisted by the
Rev. Thomas O'Brien, B.J., 8t. Francis
Xavier's college. New York city, and
Dr. James J. Fox, from the Catholic
university, Washington, and special
studies In literature will be in charge
of Dr. Conde B, Pallen and the Rev.
Hugh T. Henry. On the middle ages
lectures will be given by the Rev. Wil-
liam Liviogston, New York; the Right
Rev. Mgr. Louglin, D. D.,, Phiiadelphia;
the Very Rev. D. J. Kennedy, O. P,
Somerset, O.; the Rev. Thomas I. Gas-
son, 8. J., Boston; Dr. Conde B. Pallen,
New York, and Dr. Charles P. Neill,
who holds the Banigan chair of polit-
ical economy at the Catbolic ubiver-
sity, Washington. Thomas A, Mullen
of Boston will speak on some notable
events in American history.

Rev. Dr. Henry A, Bramn.

Rev. Dr. Henory A. Brann, pastor of
Bt. Agnes’, New York, has just cele-
brated the fortieth anniversary of his
ordination to the priesthood. It was
one of the most joyous services ever
beld at the church and one in which
people from nearly every Roman Cath.
olic church in Manhattan took part.
The Rev. Dr. Brann is one of the most
popular priests o the archdiocese of
New York and is considered one of the
strongest defenders of the Roman
Oatholic faith. Some of his friends
think that he may be chosen to & bish.
opric if Bishop Farley or Bishop Mc-
Donnell becomes the successor of
Archbishop Corrigan. He is one of the
examiners of the clergy of th.e diocese,

On His Own Account,

One of a clergyman’s {llustrative sto-
rles was that of a man who used to say,
to his wife, “Mary, go to church and
pray for us both.” But the man
dreamed one night that when he and
his wife got to the gate of heaven Pe-
ter said, “Mary, go in for us both.” He
awoke and made up his mind it was

his own account.

Tokens of Lave.

They are oftentimes the little minis-
ters of love that show most devotion
and most intimate resolution of hesrt.
Peter's worldly a1l was & boat and a
net, and the alabaster box of otntfnént
had done what sha

becsuse “she

eould.”

SHORT SERMONS,

Whosoever thou meet improve or be
improved.

Love of one’s own family may be-
come a cause for blarne I it stFetchen
over into injustice to others.

When any calamity has been suf-
fered, the first thing to be rémembered
fs how much has been sicaped,

The love of iruth for its owx suke is
the love of God. Be not afraid to don-
template with unflinching eye sught
that {s. Truth is sbeolute; ley aré ac-
cfdental,

cut»dﬁi!eahﬂmww rwm

Odtholle

time for him to Lecome a Christian o
| vade him good evening, he tenlié

had a great testimomy of uccepmielf*

Though all 1 have dud strive mbt ‘

A BACHELOR'S
RONANCE

the Iamplight’ t iﬁd’w -
my young friend oved,.
aligiit, sltm boy, with s. peetty @ '
& winping way. I noble
smmall hande and- feet &

full particuinrs of hix:
mot aettlnd Qown on ¢ .

g 55 FEFYOUN mmm:é natd
1, toed. 1 had taken & 1
est in the lad, and it ne .
that I xbould luquire what he M
do when we resched Tﬁndﬂ," He

‘I am a respectable bachelor, and I
have respectable lodgings in London.
My landlord, my wvalet and my char-
woman will give wae m certificate of
character at & minute’s notice. While
my friends have not dubbed me a Misg
Nancy, th general opinfon im that 1
dld well not to attempt to be & man
about town. Iam considerod gulleless
and Innocent to a surprising degree;
and my valet has often taken it upon
Rimself to cantion me agalnst the gen-
eral wickedness of the world. Some
masters might think this absurdly pre-
sumptuous on the part of a valet, but I
simply take it that George has my
best interests at heart and feels it &
part of his duty to sce that I escape
the snares and pitfrils which entrap
s0 many confiding men.

During the firrt week of a certaln
June ten or twelve years ago I spent &

name of a single m;eet and
was {n fear of what might'h
when we reached the end of ~ouip
ney.

My lodgings were situatf‘d f
Bascomb street and wergover t‘he
of a very respeetable jeweler.
the whole floor and kept my owh i
Just at this time, however, he wag &
sent on a month's lexve, and
thought came into my head to tx
boy home with me for ® edup
weeks., Even before I knew his.
which fe gave as Tommy West,
made the offer, He ssamed relgt

siderable urging that be OOM

be my guest, as it were, and

had to promise that he should

my young-consin,. Next

fot A falr sight of the ixd by dﬂ
was somewhat mystified,

look a bit like a countxy b,un

at. His bair had been cut dn m;
awkward way, and he ltemd swke
ward in bis clothes, . .
I wanted Tommy to tomm

no cnrloqlty on the subjedt
only after dark that I got h
the house for dinner, That ev h&*
told Tommy of my intentionm ) ¢
ing a piace, and, though. be
me, he did not seein very enth
In the four days he wan with mewe
were out together only four times:.and:
then on!ytoﬂlnneut(modut
rant,” My demeanor toward -t i
1 was tathetly, an I 'wint wwi-

he dreadeX cony: ﬂomh
11t whenever pomibles
1 movning he had ﬁmppoiu
M | house, and for an bour
f mystified than ever. . ¥
1 been l6tt behind, and &

tew days with a relstive down in.ghe )
county of Kent. 1t was an event dering if 1 lhouldnt» “‘
my life to get away, and it was at thal,
time of the murder of Sir James Bar-
fileld, whose property was only two
miles from the farm where E visited.
Str James was 8 broken down gentle-
man. [ mean by that he was ffty
years old, in poor health, without mon-
ey and had led a fast and vicious life.
His reputation was so bad that his ex-
istence was ignored by all respectable
people. He had never married and
was now living in seclusion on the last
of his acres, with three or four servs
ants to attend him.

On the last evening but one of my
visit 1 filled my pipe and set out for &
walk to the grounds of Sir James Bar-
fleld. As 1 came near the gates I én-
countered a young woman who seemed
to be spying out the lay of the land I
poticed that she was young snd fait
looking and that she also seemed fo be
anxious, but I passed on without giv-
ing ber much attention. My friends|
insist that I ought to have halted & ‘2
entered into conversation with her a
thereby probably prevented what fol-|
lowed, but 1 argue to the contrary. I :
bad s right to believe that slie with one |
of the servants of the house. If nof]
that, then she was some farmer’
daughter keepliig fryst; asid WLt Xight
ad T to meddle with e }m‘mm 1
pessed on and left her, an
turned she wasno longer in dght.

Next evening at 8 o'clock I took. diced. 1 am '::PII’ .
téain from Beschenbrook for Lo ?“""‘" maz, and I st er
This A small country staiiin nnd "“W"-“wmw
about & mile from Barfield Eouse, It} s
was my owm cholce that [~walked to:
the station carrying my portxnlntuu. : IrngEy
Nhere was no one moving about &¢I | Beotch 'vﬂt'_ W
passed the gates of Sir James’ proper o shopa s
ty, but about a guarter of a mils far- mpoF
ther on 1 overtook & youth carcyibg | merchandise. Oycling.
baggage simflar to my own. .He.owas |and purchases ci‘ i'*g (
walkinz at & tast gait and seemingly | which he attempts y

to keep ahead of me.. When I |tor into’ gonyerin

don with a boy. .
lleved to be & woman in
was & woman's: band whie
Sir James to-death, 'Wha
with the boy? He bad:
leaving his suit behind. Al; b
But he had first changed tothe
apparel in the portmanteau,’an
speddily shown, and ke had go
in proper dress. I wai either
federate or the biggedt Lod1 1s
In either svént'l must go

cer. I was Jocked up £
then admitted to hﬂ

ER
one of
e, Bhe went

nervous manner and lookéd ae ’
would flee, but thé kindiieny’ o: y | toarks o
tones evidantly reauund bive, - fyou feel ir
“My detr boy” T sild 2y we wi
-side by aide, “you ‘mre: probn
on & journey:. Doew it s
you sfe colnx nn‘tb Tondon? *
But you on't stop ime?

in bféamna tones‘ “1 buvého %g’%f
i

N
)

1Iam mnmngmm tmm 8 ‘ol aoes-
e . Frn N 1
“It may wot: u = m:tep 1 satltf ?
Euwé Jogfed alomg, < but-L: shalleer m
taifily tiot Mterfase, mmhw -]
self when I was a 18d of ffteei, RDd 1}
don't know-but what ¥ :did the rlgbt
thing. How old xre yon?’ ) N
usutm’ .n.” ) ", ok %!
“You don’t seem au-ons’, nml it mnt :
be that you have any too much mon

pte

ey C Y. 3, ¢
“P've got about & poand, sir; Ob, iy
you would only help me whesi W
to the atation! Won't ~yon -puy
ticket for me? Won't you, lebime
to be & relative of yours: ‘
#MAnd this master:




