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Would'st Thon Dwell?

Would’st thou dwell in a land of light,
Free from shadow of coming night;
Would’st thou dwell in acity fair,

Free from SOrrow and free from care;
Would'st thoudwell where n river flows,
Pure as the God whose Jove It shows;
Would'st then dwell with the angels
Would’st thou thy Father's glory see?
Then use ye this world for Him who gave
Promise of mansions beyond the grave.

IN THE NEXT HOUSE.
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gara T. Smith in the Catholic World.
When we came to live here the house
next door was vacant, and had been for a
long time. It looked so. Not that it bad
been neglected or needed repairs, for the
paint_was fresh, the shutters carefully
closed, the gate locked, aud even the
vines against the small front porch were
trimmed if not thriving ; but the whole
place wore a withered, shrunken, hollow
aspect, betraying the long want of the
warmth and yigor of human life. An
impalpabie, grim foriornness had settled
down upon it, as the thin shadow of dark
green mould had formed along the edges
of the brick gutters under the rain-spouts.

Our own yard presented quite a jovial |

and enlivening contrast of scattercd wrap-
ping papers, wisps of straw and cast-off
hats, Muddy footprints, large and small,
went up the worn front steps before us
and led us on cheerfully through the bare,
‘sunshiny rooms.
in strange yet welcome voices lingered
the entries aud lurked in empty

Three days before this had been

al

closets.

the home of a large family, and no haunt- |

ing idea of a loneliness like unto that the
same 10of sheltered was possible. We
were glad of it.  Weare a cheerful family
from principle, baving worked it out asa
soul-trying problem through trials when
cheerfuluess was a triumph,  Consequent-
ly, gloom and dreariness are the most dis-
tasteful in that they are the reminders of
a past we have happily surmounted but
find it impossible to forget. “Only the
sorrows of others cast their shadows
over” us nowadays, but we are sensitiy
to them. This voiceless, fireless, lampless
house was an oppression, and the dirt und
litter with which we had to contend in
“settling down” greeted us like a smile
on a freckled face beside the blank beauty
of a Llind and sullen one.

Naturally it came about that we made
a joke among ‘ourselves of our dislike to
our quiet neighbor, ~ Where there are a
number of kindred souls, lively, impres-
sionable, communicative, there is a vast
amount of talk which 1s often chatter,
harmless and even inspiriting. Over our
breakfast-table we let that house to all

sorts of people, we fitted it to all sorts of
“wants” in the daily papers, we conjured

up all sorts of horrors in its past, and pic-
tured all sorts of futures for its occupants
who surely must come, sooner or ‘

Amid all the chatf and

thought and fancy we knew how to value.

They were part of the daily bread of life,

sweetening and strengthening its dry crus-
tiness.
subject of interest, and still stood, empty

and forlorn, greener as to the walks and

gutters, more withered and shrunken as t¢

its general aspect, when the second yearof |

our stay came 1.,
“Ig the house haunted, Mr. Trexle ?

we asked the landlord during one of his “And her blue silk and white feather
My, Trexle was “‘a

monthly settlements.
study.”” We aiways contrived to form ar
admiring and appreciative
around him.

“Well, no,” he answered, unmoved and

deliberate ; “there’s uulhillg _ﬂlk‘ matte

he paused. We blrightened into expec
tancy and waited.
nobody seem to

mornin’, ma’am !”’

“You see, there don’

come furrard.

He slid away, as was his custom, back-

The echo of last words |

But it wore itself out at last asa

i
‘ 1
with the house, but—you see—" Then | brother.
l
|

Good

speculate long, but hand-in hand with the
consciousness that we had neighbors at
Jast came the assurance that they needed
help and comfort of some kind: that how-
ever young they might be, “the trail of | d
the serpent” had marred their Bden. | th
fell into confused dreams, during which | 1a
I was present, in some unaccountable |

next room, and from which I was only | av
roused by the sharp click of a gate-lateli,

“John, of course !
as | sprang to the window. Butno. A lra
pale and slender young fellow was Jeaning
| over the next gate, fastening the stifl bolt, | It
He was very young and very sad lookir g, | pe
and he walked away, when hehad accom

| plished his aim, with a weary, heavy step | a
that fell on my heart. i
and 1 went on with my toilet, while sounds | o1
of awakening life began to make them |1
selves evident through the rooms ; but 1| W
could not get rid cf the idea that there | T
was keen suffering very near us. It quite | o)
dulled the lovely sunshiny morning, as it | h
always must to those who bave suflered 1l
themselves and are the better for i, The

1
|
|
\
i

stanthod, and

manner, at all sorts of tragedies in the | Im
was wy first thought | 1o

unweleon

It was six o’clock, | sl @
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down as to

of weleom
d Hispeetion
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am very g
1 band

Lo ever Woit

¢ oAl t vary wmuch at home
here wis a sudden

3/ i =1 sentence

r bnght look, as

w pmbor 5 bat
her best

hode of color flared into
ber ehecks when she saw who had rung
the bell
“1 am your next-door neighbor, my
and cordially, for
cethivge e her face that war- |
1 thought |w|]m|:~ yvon might
cel a little
and  not  quite
p face, o I came in.”
She opened the door with a quick,
suceveding her ewbare
“She is used to
guests,” T thought, “and has |
v, n flectually, to guard her

eagel

d." she said, holding out |
and brightening into a
poshily pretty as any face of sev-

) “I think T was lonely,
i 1 band v have time to feel anything.

vet.)

falling of her voice | ( I
and a darkening of | I went on, as he settled himself at his ease
: led the way into l
“he struggled with both |
1o seem uncon-

| .
| vealed to her that she was bountifully re-
| compensed in heaven, less for her good

tie of brotherhood is never loosened by the | scic- of the bare and forlorn room. There
1 chastening hand of God. vas 1o earpet and o cartains, two old and |
But, again, the claims of my own suf- | faded ot one style, three old and |
| ficed to exclude Kkindly fancies. There | worn chaiis of another, and a shabby table |
| was a great deal to do which met me at | with a ~habhy cover, strewn with hooks, |
the very threshold of my roowm, and there | an ol ortfolio, a handsome old silver
| was a h‘lt',.;lmu from John on the bre ak inkstand, nd me  closely  written
| fast-table. “Home on Saturday” it said : | pajier ]
and this was Wednesday, and I needed | = ©W \ room constantly,”
him for consultation over matters I must | she said, “as we must keep a fire here for
attend to. Altogether I pushed aside my | my mother’soom over i‘.‘l If you don’t |
\’ midnight revelations, my dicaiis, and iy i i plea-e”--hesitating, and
pale ghost of youth in the dawning, only | the v pulling herself te rether
| to take a burried, wistful glance at them | aga wav | had mnoticed before and |
I“when an occasional remark from one ol usly o owi Le had to do—
| the girls proved their interest had received | “motha ever able to see any visitors. |
l the added iml»l\lw of a dizcovery of somme [ am1 ¢ “the person of the house.” And |
| sort. John came home on Saturday al | I am very glad o see you,” with a little |
| noon, and we opened our budget to hitm. | questioning k ; [
‘1 “She is such a pretty little thing, Johu, “Lam M ! e |
and they seem so fon 1 of each other,” said | lived here fo a vear and like
\ Mabel wken we had reached thenext | the place very mi Our only objection |
| house in our journalizing. ‘B is | was thi= emp'y house, and now that is re- |
| awfully shabby. I think she hates 1o be | move I hope vou will like it well |
‘1‘ geen, lsn’t it too bad we can’t be neigh- | ¢ ol 1o stay with us as neighbors.” |
\ bors after nll." : : “Yes,” was all <h answered—a quiet |
“Why not ! questioned our lord and | little “ye hat meant volumes, It was
| master Serenely.  ““Mother, haven’t you | rather a curious vist, | thought
called on them {” wards.  She certainly seemed glad to see
[ “No, not yet. They seem =0 shy.” me, and did 1ot want me to shorten the
“ “And well they might seem shy !” he | call, but she was not quite at her ease and

exclaimed indignantly.

thinking of—all of you ? Where are your

“What were you | we hod =on
All the tiue
country manners to allow two poor young | sound o1 =0 m

difficulty m “making talk.”
of my stay there wasnot a
‘b as a movement in any

as empty as a grave.

said as 1

strangers to struggle through the horrors | part of 1l house. All was as silent and,
of such a home-coming! lamashamed of | T could not but fo el

\ you'!” PR i | “Now, you must be very sociable and
‘. (0 John, everything is so different here. | come into us very often,” 1

One does not know what to think of peo- | made my adicux.

)

ple,” remonstrated Dessie.

forward. “I never found them anything |

but men and women, whether you added | as
ater. \ saint or sinner.

dust of this there

were often ripe and perfect grains of

Aud how on

“There she is now ! broke in Mabel
who faced the window. Jobhn looked over
his shoulder, rose, walked straight to 1t,

and gave a low whistle of surprise. We | ¢
\lm-klﬁll at him in very much the same |
) | state.

“Why, mother,” he said, “that’s Pal-
grave's daughter.  Don’t you remt mber
| Tu'l' cn Fanshawe Street 1

cried Mabel. ‘
1 “And her lazy little ways with those |

audience | boy-beaux of hers,” cried Bessie. “] won-

| der if she has married one of them " |
“No : I remember iiim now,” 1said, en- |
ightened as the others, “That is her
He used to be in the store, John. |
But where are the others 1" |
John had returned to his easy-chair. He
changed the subject: “Mother—just
while I think of it-—Thompson, Reynolds
& Cc. would like you to send down that |

r

t

ing through a crack of the door and bob- | tin box of papers when their boy comes |

bing out of sight, placid, wrinkled, dry |
and shabby, as though he had no past or | list of the papers.

lot in anything beautiful, generous, o
gracious, here or hereafter.
at each other and burst into a laugh.
“] was s disappointed !”
Mabel.
about to say something,”
“He did,” remarked John.

truth.”

Before his next call some one had “com
furrard.” The house was taken.

I had been out to our old home in th
country for several days, and, comin
back in the serene, sweet calm of a lat
spring evening, it was a pleasant surpris
to me to find the windows open and th
gate swinging hospitably on the latch, /

faint yeliow glow from an inner room

struck  through the lon
blackness of the hall-door lights, 1 coul
scarcely believe my eyes. But our ow
hall-door flew open and 1 was taken int
the bosom of my family with a rush.

%0 mamma, the spell is broken ! The

lLouse is taken !”” were the first intelligibl
4 (-]
Words,

“It was the
‘yea and nay’ of Scripture—the literal

-accustomed

up to-night. And you had better take a |
Whereisit. It s cur-

¢ | ious you did mnot recognize poor little |

We looked | Sweetbricr, Mabel. That is what the fel-

lows used to call her down there, 1 never

exclaimed | knew her, but I used to hear them talking
“1 was so perfectly sure he was

and they said she was sharp enough when
it was necessary, for all her wild-rose pret- |
tiness and lazy, careless way. 1 remem- |
ber now the father came to some kind of |
grief,  Never was much of a man, any- |
how. Mother, here! What does this |
mean 1’ And we left our gossiping idle- ‘
ness for the time, while I explained, sor-
ted out, and numbered the papers John |
When he had finished |
we were alone, 1\
“Palgrave’s daughter !” he exclaimed |
softly, leaning back in his chair and !
slowly shuflling his memoranda like a pack 1
of cards. “Mother, the old man is a speci-
men of total depravity, they say—brought |
| his family into all sorts of straits, and got
| himself into prison somewhere, May be
it is as well you and the girls have not
called 7 He looked at me with a ques- |
e | tion lurking in his brown eyes which the |
words did not express, |

@

€ \
e ~ had before him.
:|
¢
|
|
|
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480 1 see!” 1 responded as eagerly. “] am very glad we found out some: |

“Po tell me about it!

Who are they
When did they come ?”

“They are, not ‘seven,’ but two appar:

ently—very young, very “hiftles
should judge, and not very happy. Au

they came night before last and last

night.”
“Came at
puzzled.
Y es, mamma, at night. It was nearl
ten o'clock on Tuesday night when w

night 1?1

heard the wagons drive up, and in a little |
while one of the men came to borrow our |
Later a pale, |

kl'_\\ to open the gate.
young fellow, a mere boy, came to retur

ihem and to ask something about the kit |
It was easy to see they had |
taken the house without even looking at | could
it Yesterday and to-day we have seen |
She looks | had

chen range.

s going in and out.
Another

the mistre
younger than Mabel.
came late last night.”

wago

\llltxlhln«-vl,

7| thing about them before we called,” T ]
| answered. “It might have been awkward.
But I think [ had better go this after-
d | “That is a good mother " he assnted
heartily, “Poor little thing ! she looks a |
| very wilted blossom now.’
She did indeed. While I was getting
| ready to make my call, and waiting on the
Y| little porch before the dumb brown door,
¢ | a vision of two years ago was vividly
{'hw nt to me.  We had then made har-
ess little jokes among ourselves on the
pretty girl who passed and repassed the
n | house half a dozen times, brave with rib-
bons and cheap yet tasteful adomments,
fresh, child-like, whimsical, as any one
see, and the “adored object” of
some half-dozen callow youths.,  There
never been anything about her t
n | ohject to, and we only knew of her as the
| daughter of the druggist on the next cor-

“Well,” 1 said am glad the spell s | ner, just come home from school and en-
broken.  Where is John 77 joying her givlish triumphs as any light-

«Gone to New York., They sent for | hearted irl has a right.  But now! She
Lim the day you left. [Te will be home | opened the door herself. She was pal
to-morrow. Oh! have you had yow aud thin, with heavy shadows under her
Lea.” hv, sweet, sad eyes, that oked half
*Phe little vipple in the quiet tide of our | frightenc ] at her sorrowful experience of
lives had died upon it urface It was | a life she had believed so different Her
not until 1 awoke in the middle of he | dress was worn and faded, but she had

night that my thoughts reverted to the | ma
Some one was moving rest-
thie room ﬂll“llihlll'

next house,
1

lessly to and fro in

mine ; the despairing tones of one youth- |

le it neat as far as her pocr means al-
lowed, and she had added a touch of bra-
verv in 1ibbons—pretty, richly-tinted,
carefully-cleaned  ribbons, tied at her

B

ful yoice and the tender replies of another \ throat and on her soft hair in the old cun- |

were distinetly audible 1n the profoun
stillness, 1 was too tired and sleepy t

d | ning bows we used to think she had sucha |
o | knack for making.  She looked a little |

“Nonsense ! cried John, the straight- | fond of company.

earth are | mot

at the la

entreating,

bHack

Vi cannot

o say  you

, when

{erly, raised herself on t

daring little

“My girls are older
| thau you, but they are very lively and
It will make it pleas-
anter for you to have friends at hand, and
leave

your

| you to find out what you ought to “Yes" she said again—that qui

i think, shut away from them like royal | be-gainsaid, but very unaflirmative “yes.”
,‘ mumiies {” I felt that she would not come, although
|

I gave her my hand, she
held it warmly for a moment, and theu, appeared on one oceasion to the
quite impulsively, all gracefully aud ten-
: tips of her toes
and kissed me on the cheek. 1t was a shy, | are:
caress, She
blushed overit, but looked me full in the

eyes silently, and I knew she was holding

tears, 1

rose mus have passed to be o torn loose | favo

was never more moved,
Through what fierce storms the little wild | this,”

from all shelter and support, so beaten
down under sunshine, so flutteriug and

wasted !
lovely still

Yet how sweet it was :uql how | passed in suffering is preferable to a hun-
I went home quite in love | dred years devoted to all other spiritual

with this blossom, and poured out my

whole treasure of enthusiasm for—John !
My son is certaizly ea i

Yes, I did.

sler to

confide in than my daughters, and easier

to get

think him

less “sensible.”

on with, although many people
He listened

quietly to all I said and made no remark

| : ¥ 3

of any moment, but he did not forget it.
I was right in my conjecture as to her

not coming. She never came.
her quite often after a little.

one 1
early dawn until dusk,
errands or outside
attend to herseif.

But I saw
She was

the house with her mother from
and any
calls she was forced to

We used to meet on

little

the pavement and hold interviews over

the fences,back and front.

She was very

bright usually, and strove so earnestly to

hide all the miseries 11

the background

that I could only help hier by accepting
the views they set forth formy inspec-

tion,

I never saw a braver spirit, a more

determined fight against adversity. ~ She
grew paler and thinner day by day, shab-

bier and shabbier,

and the lght in her

great eyes was pitiable, it was so despair-
ing. No one ever came to see them,

nothing was ever sent to

them.

Then

there commenced each night a noise of
tacking, which continued until the dawn

was close upon the darkest hour.

At first

we were quite delighted withit.  “Some

one has come t

their aid and given them

some comforts!” Mabel exclaimed the first

evening
]u'l."
found.

ing of what was behind it and the shadow

over all, it awoke dismal

coflin-making and sculpture-hewing. One

nicht John came into my room, looking

more worn ¢
him for veais,
aud the tacking had j
had located itsome time
story front, next to Jo
was just over mine
“Mother,” he said,

| manner that God has treated Iis belo

. | of your companions.’
after- | (he appeared to one of her Sisters, and re-

“What are we to do 1" 1 asked my son,

pride, that brave reserve which would not | WHAT I}
complain,

«You will have to go in and ask them,” |y oo ogting Chapter ongEnglish Literas

| he said steadily, looking at me gravely

and even commandingly in the eyes with |
his father’s dear brown eyes “Mother, |
there comes a time when we must risk
being disagreeable,  Those poor young
things bave striven to face the inevitable
and deceive even it, if possible. They
cannot exist without lelp of some kind,
and they must submit to {
“Very well,” 1 <aid quietly.

1 must

my own hands and makes himself respon-
«ible for me. 1 have been a lone woman
for twenty years, and have done well for
myself, but 1do not like it. k
master is necessary to my happiness, sice

The correspond
we (Antigonish A

weeks
the Eng
A lord and | one might almost say” i—

And now I will mention a

Catholic
say 1 like it when John takes me out of | this happened
Newman whom the 1

ture.

e

BY CARDINAL NEWM AN,

rcentur ;
ated with anti-

ent of the Mail, whom
urora) quoted last week
on the subject of “Marmion,” remarked
that “English literature, for
has been heavily impregn

s back,

sentiments and calumnies,” How

is thus told by Cardinal
sondon Times, a few
ago, styled ‘the greatest master of

lish language, living or even dead

distinet ve-

freedom brings two cares to cvery privil- | hicle of the Protestant tradition in Eng-

ege.

éand all that 1 could do

to consult me ; ld
in the way of fruits and fancy, nourishing

] have been afraid of this very thing,” | tune, greater than its or
yossibly bave anticipated
>rotestantism be
tion of law and of good soci

land, which was an instance
iginators could

or contrived.
came not only the tradi-

adishes sent to the mother 1 have done as | tradition of literature also.

often as | could. But you know I dare
not—what is that 1"’
10 BE CONTINUED.
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A FEW DROPS OF HONEY FROM | day.

THE CHALICE OF SUFFERING.

DRAWN FROM SAINT LIGUORI, BY ELEANOR C.

DONNELLY.

hole life of Je

with pains

| cns Christ was filled
and sgorrows In the same
Son, He still treats those whom He loves
and whom He receives as His children.
Our Lord s once to St. Teresa:
“Know, my daughter, that the ouls which
are the most dear to My Father, are those |
who suffer mo=t on the earth.” So, when |
the Saint beheld herself in the midst of |
sufferings, she declared that she woula not |
+ for all the happiness of the |

exchange t
world; and she used to say to her relig-
ious: “Endeavor to suffer something for
the love of Jesus, without the knowledge

werks (and we must remember dear |
eader, that St. Teresa has converted as |
nany souls as St. Francis Xavier did in

|

T
1
his gigantic labors in _the Indi than for
the pains which she had suffeved with resyna-
tuon _fn‘ the love of God during her life; and

she added, that'if she could have a desire
to return to the earth, it would only be
that she might suffer somsthing more for
God.

Saint Francis of Assisionany day when
he suffered nothing feared that God had
nearly forgotten him.

Saint Chrysostom declared that when

etnot-to- | God gives any one the grace to_suffer, He

|
|
\
gives him a greater gift than if He had |
endowed him with the power of raising |
the dead to life. Aud, indeed, our Lord
Bleszed »
Varani, and told her that the greatest |
favors He grauted t) those who love Him |

1st. Not to commit sin.

ond. To do good, which is a still greater
favor.

al. To suffer for love of Him; “and
id He, “is the greatest of .\‘,_V
Vietoria Angelini, another faithful |

l servant of God, assures us that one day

exercises.

One “Blessed be God !’ when things go
wrong, is worth a thousand T Deums for
things that please us.

You cannot, perhaps, pray: that is, you
cannot attend, as you would wish, to
meditation. But can you not perform
acts of resignation to God’s will? And
what more meritorious prayer can you
offer to God than to embrace with resig-
nation and love this cross which your
Heavenly Father sends you? By this you
will imitate St. Vincent de Paul, who,
when dangerously ill, endeavored 1o
place himself in the presence of God, and,
without troubling himself about any one

time acts of love, confilence, thanksgiving,
and, particularly, of resignation, when-
ever lis disease Dbecame more violent,
He might well assure us that if we knew
the precious treasures contained in sick-
ness and pain we would endure them
with as much satisfaction as we receive
the greatest favors And he was ac-
customed to say that it was a great mis-
fortune to suffer nothing in this world,
adding, that a society or iudividual that
suffers nothing is in danger of falling from
grace.

You cannot pray ? Oh! what more ac-
ceptable prayer can be said than to cast
your eyes oceasionally upon your cruci-
fix, and to offer all your pains in union

] “They are putting down a car- | with the many and cruel sufferings en-
Put no, it could not be that, we | qured by your Redeemer while expiring
1t went on and on, until, think-

upon the Cross !
St. Lidwina was afllicted in many ways

fancies of | for the space of thirty.eight years—con-

sumed by burning fevers, by disease of
the throat, by agonizing gout in the hands

1 o 'Atsa X o Y ¥
d anxious tl 'm»l ]m-‘l seen | and feet; but as she had continually be-
[t was about nine o’clock, | fore her

eves the sufferings of her cruci-

t commenced. We | fied Saviour, she was always gay and
orein the third
room, which

cheerful,
The pious Father Alvarez once beheld
in a vision the glory and happiness pre-

coming to my writ- } pared for a certain religious person in re-

mg e and "‘“ gianing once to move ‘ compense for the patience and sulmission
its many trifles restlessly to and fro— | with which she had suffered for a long
‘mother. 1 can’t stand this any longer. T time a severe illness; and (attend to
believe they arc starving to athin there, ‘ what follows, gentle reader, as it is most
Have you seen her lately ! ; | wonderful and consoling), at the same
) I answered, stopping to | time, Father Alvarez lesrned from God
), ROV SINCE & cfore yester- | Himself, that, during eight months of
. el Only:as she WINAO W jﬂﬂ'unng, that patient invalid had ac-
I _have I saw b to-night. | quired more merit than all the religious
L stopped there opened the doer, | of her community had cained in several
¢ ds ly I could | years I—Ave Maria. k
make xeuse—I be- | ° P RR——
[ said you sent me, mother—and Fits, Fits, Fits,
AWRY, AEWL It ‘.‘] dreadful ! I| cuccessfully treated by World’s Dispensary
d in with the brotl this morning | Nedica) Association, “ Address, with stamp
Ly 10008, &t aud he has | for paphlet, Bufalo, N. Y.
1 ‘1“‘ g L'(:(H” l‘ X “‘ ‘\::l“'\\ 1“.'1‘1;" g Make yowr old thing Iwu‘nv like
o tev said he was v when | new by using the Diamond Dyes, and you
nd him and brought him to the will be happy. Any ol the fashionable
pite [ could not speak,  Thought colors for 10 cents,
was too I believed John was right, | A Cure for Croup. There is no better
for some f of the kind had been busy | remedy for Croup than Hagyard’s Yellow

within me during many

racked my brain in the vain endeavor to
offer them “a good square meal” without

woundig that  wonderfully

sonsitive

days, and 1 had ‘ 0il taken internally and :\{v]‘hw\ according

to special directions, This is the great
houschold panacea for Rheumatism, Stiff
Joints, Pain, Inflammation, &c.

particular point, repeated from time to |
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English lite
beth but wi
begins that succession 0
which conti

of good for-

ety, but the
There is no

rature before the age of Eliza-
th the latter years of her reign
f great authors
nues to flow on down to this

8o it was, that about the commence-

ment of t
vived ; ou the taking o
by the Turk
imperial city,
sequence, its libraries, became
of the West. Schools were opened
of studies which had made

r the nations in

caltivation
Greece as renowned among
ved | the gift of intellect, as Judea had been in
The various perfections
the treasures of
| taste of Greek
t upon the
rariuth,

| its gfts of grace.
of the Greek language,
Greek thought, the life and
art, after the sleep of ages, burs
European mind.

| and nobl
tonishment the radiance, anc
| neath the glow of a genius un

went

very nacular t

i

»f winter frost-work.

»  After her death, | the intellectual firmament.
ideas, transcendent in beauty and en
in fertility, flooded th
scholar and the poet.

a classical

ment and the elegance of the

and Alexander.
(atholic Italy ;

testant England.
the grave of the ancient world as :
and keen as of a living teacher ; and it

thrilled into the heart of the people to

The

It was like the w
the cheerfulness, and the hues of sprii
succeeding to the sublime,
forms «
i he sternness,untowardness of the hi
e medieval school, eyed with as-
1 melted be-
rivalled in | injunctions of good taste, or the propriet
A world of |ies of
1less
e imagination of the the
The fine arts under
development, and the
ongues caught the refine- | OF

revival
it advanced into Catholic
France ; at length it showed itself in Pro-
A voice came forth from
articulate

he sixteenth century learning re-
f Constantinople
the meny of letters of the
and what was of more con-

the property
for the

age of Pericles cles are

began it

whom it came and taught them to responc

| to it in their own tongue,—and that
teaching was coincident in this country
with the first preaching of Protestantism.
It was surely a most lucky accident for
the new religion, that, while the English

lap.ruage was coming to the birth with it

speciai attributes of nerve, simplicity and

vigor, at its very first breathings Protes
BYL b

tantism was at hand to form it upon its
own theological patois, and to educate it
as the mouth-piece of its own tradition.

So, however, it was to be ; and soon,

taking, the trans

s in
blest things find vilest using,"”

the new religion employed the new
guage for its purpotes, in a great und

l'nlinn of its own Bible ;
| a work which, by the purity of its diction,

this bad world below

and the strength and harmony of its style
hes deservedly become the very model

good English, and the standard of the |
language to all future times,
age, which saw this great literary achieve-
ment, gave birth to some of the
masters of thought and compos
distinet g
Shakespeare, Spenser, Sidney, Raleig
Bacon, and Hooker are itsown ; and the
were, withal, more or less the panegyrists
of 1'izabeth and Her Religion, and more-
over, at least the majority of them
ents of her creed, because already, clients
The Mother of the Refor-
mation is, in the verses of Shakespeare, | which stands still and supports a huge
“a fair vestal throned by the west ;” in
the poem of Spenser
Queen, Gloriana and the fair huntress,
Belphebe, while the militant Christians
rescued from the seductions of Popery,

of her throne.

departments  of

authorshi

she is the ]"ﬂ\‘l‘_\'

Duessa, by Una, the True Church, or Prc

testant Religion.

this,

Nor was it court poets alone, as time
went on, who swelled the torrent of the
Protestant Tradition.
middle class, and Bunyan from among
the populace, exerted an influence super-
ior to Shakespeare himself, whose great
mind did not condescend to the direct in-
culeation of a private or a sectarian creed.
Their phrases, their sentiments, are the
bousehiold words of the nation, they have
become its interpreters of Seripture, and,
I may say, its 1.1(11|ll\-1>,~sllcl|i~ the mag-
ical eloquence of their compositions, so
much so, that Ireally shall not be far from |
the mark in saying of them, and this is
true of Shakespeare also, that the ordin-
ary run of me. find it ditficult to deter- |
mine, in respect to the ]m:\«-xlx\, instan-
ces, maxims, and half sentences, which are
| in the nation’s mouth, which and how
and how much
from the authors [ have mentioned, There |
is a saying

of

| What
| against the rush and vehemence of such a | |
| Tradition, which has grown fuller and |
| fuller and more and more impetucus, with |
| every successive quarter of a century! |
Clarendon and the statesmen, Locke and
yhilosophers, Addison and the essay-
Tume, Robertson, and the historians,

1sts

much, is from

the bible,

and i

its literature,

the
.1(,}

indeed, counld

Milton

The works of these cel-
ebrated men have been but the beginning
of a long series of creations of the highest
order of literary merit, of which Protes-
tantism is the intellectual basis, and Pro-
testant institutions the informing object.
What was wanting to lead the national
mind a willing captive to the pretensions
of Protestantism, beyond the fascination
of genius so manifold and so various {
What need of controversy to refute the
claims of Catholicism, what need of close-
ness of reasoning, or research into facts,
when under a Queen’s smile this vast and aoibent
continuous Tradition had been unrolled
before the eyes of men, luminous with the
most dazzling colors, and musical with
the most subduing strains?
the lion’s artists, even had they had tbe | beautiful in its origin, easy in its us
fairest play could have set up no rival ex-
bibition as original and as brilliant as

from tl

, “Give me the framing of a |
nation’s proverhs, and ]
its laws;”

may fran

s proverbs are the produce

possibly star

)
but fantastic,

The barbar- )
gh | sumptions are among the elements of

The same

atest

y @ dher-

Certainly
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Cowper and the minor poets, the reviews
and magazines of the present century, all
proceed upon the hypothesis, which they
think too self-evident for proof, that Pro-
testantism is synonomous with good sense,
and Catholicism, with weakness of mind,
fanaticism or some unaccountable persua-
sion or fﬂlll'_\'. Verse nn-l prose, grave
and gay, the scientific and the practical,
iistory and fable, all is animated spon-
taneously, or imperiously “subdued,” by
the spirit of Henry and Elizabeth, 1 say,
“imperiously subdued,” because the radi-
tion of Protestantism is strong enough, not
only to recommend, but to force, its re-
ception on cach successive generation of
authors, It compels when it cannot per-
suade. There is Alexander Pope, a Cath-
olic, and who would discover it from the
run of his poems! There is Samuel
Johnson, born a Protestant, yearning for
the Catholic Church, and bursting out
into fitful defences of portions of her
doctrine and discipline, yet professing to
the last that very Protestantism which
could neither command his affections, nor
cure his infirmities. And, in our own
time there was Walter Scott, ashamed of
his own Catholic tendencies, and cowering
before the jealous frown of the tyraut
Tradition. There was Wordsworth, ob-
liged to do penance for Catholic sonnets
by auti-Catholic compliments to them,
Scott, forsooth, must plead antiquarianisi
in extenuation of his prevarication,
Wordsworth must plead Pantheism ; and
Burke, again, must plead political neces-
sity,  Liberalism, scepticism, infidelity
these must be venial errors, under plea of
which a writer escapes reprobation for the
enormity of feeling tenderly towards the
teligion of his fathers, and of his neigh-
bors around him. That Religion labors
under a proseription of three centuries
and it is outlawed by memorial custom.
No wonder, then, that Protestantism
being the religion of our literature, has
become the Tradition of civil intercourse
and lmli!i(al life ; no wonder that its as-

knowledge, unchangeable as the moods of
logic, ot the idioms of language, or the

good manners,  Eliza yeth’s
reign is “golden,” Mary is “bloody,”
Church of England is pure and
“apostolical,” the Reformers are “judici-

» The Prayer Book is “incomparable,”

“heautiful,” the Thirty Arti-
“moderate.””  “P and
\ | “pagan” go together, and the Pope,

the Devil and the Pretender.” The anti-
Catholic rancour is carried into your
marts of commerce, London is burned
down, and forthwith your greatest archi-
tect is instructed to set up a tall pillar to
perpetuate the lie, that the Papists were
1 | incendiaries, Take your —controversy
with you when you sit down to
cards, and let the taunting name Pope
Joan be the title of your game, Run a
horse the coming year, and among your
sorcerers, Lamp-lighters, Milibrans, and
s | Priams, you will find Crucifix a striking,
{wﬂx:\p a lucky name for your beast: itis
jut the emblem of an extinet superstition.
Dress up for fancy ball, or morris-dance,
and let the Grand T'urk jump about on
one side of you, and the Pope with cross,
the beads, and triple crown, upon the
other. Go to the stage of Mountebank,
andfteach him, when he displays his sleight

lan- | of hand, to give effect to his tricks by the

most sacred words of the Catholic ritual.
into your vocabulary let Frotestantism
enter; let priest, and mass, and mass priest,
., | and masshouse have an {fensive savor on
f | your palate, let monk be a word of re-

]»rn:u'{x: let Jesuitism and Jesuitical, in
their first invention, stand for what is dis-
honorable and vile. What chance hasa
Catholic against so multitudinous, =0
n | elementary a Tradition 7 Here is the
. | Tradition of the Court, and of the Law,
, | and of Society, and of Literature, strong
in themselves, and acting on a willing
people, and the willing people acting on
them, the whole edifice stands self-sup-
ported, reminding one of some vast arch
(as at times may be seen,) from which the
supports have crumbled away by age, but

mass of brick-work which lies above it, by
the simple coesion of parts which that
same age has effected. My brothers of
the Oratory, you see what I meant whe
I spoke of the tradition of the Pharisees,
- | and said that it might be powerful in
influence though it was argumentatively
weak. You see why it is that the fair
form of Catholicism, as it exists, in the
east, west and south, never crosses the
retina of a Protestant’s imagination:—It
is the incubus of this Tradition which
cumbers the land, and opposes an ium-
pregnable barrier between us and each in-
dividual Protestant whom we happen t0
address.  Whoever he is, he thinks he
knows all about our religion before speak-
ing to us,—nay, perhaps much better than
we know it ourselves.

The Holy Rosary.

“It is a most powerful form of prayen

efficacious in its results, Jesus will bein
the midst of that home in which all the
family unite once each day to recite the
Rosary. They will be blessed who neve:
fail daily to recite the Rosary. We beg
of vou then—each and everyone—i
make it a practice to say the Rosary witl
attention and devotion each day withow
fail. It will be your consolation during
life; it will be an earnest of a happy
death; and when you stand before the
judgment-seat of God, you will thes
realize how beneficial, how salutary it W&t
to have repeated so often, *“Holy Mary,
Mother of God, pray for us sinners 1oV
and in the hour of our death.”

1e

Mr. Alexander Robinson, of Exetfer, !

writing about one of the most popuw#
articles, and one that has done more go%
to the afllicted than any other medicid
lias during the short time it has been !
existence, says : “I have used four bott#
of Northrop & Lyman’s Vegetable 1
| covery and Dyspeptic Cure, and have bet”
cured of Dyspepsia that troubled me f
over ten years. Part of that time [ he
| it very bad, and I was at ¢ msiderable €
| pense trying to get r¢ lief ; but this e
lent medicine was the first and only
received.” Sold by Harkness & C
Druggists, Dundas St.

(i, A Dixon, rankville, Ont.,lsays
was cured of chronic bronchitis that t
Jed him for seventeen years, by the use®
Dr. Thomas’ Eclectric Oil’.

1
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Poet and Priest,

BY REV. ABRAM J RYAN,
The songs of the Poet pass
Chaunted in many keys,
They may or may not please;
But when the Priest says Mass,
("T'is the poem of Christ’s love
The very Heavens aboye
Bend listening to each tone;

r
tear drops often glisten.
That musie is unheard!

The words of the priest ard the tea
priest,
These are the Poems of the Altar's f
These remain
When e’en the Poet’s grandest s
Passes from hearts away;
These remain, not an echo vain
That is born and diesin aday;
The Poet’s songs pass, but the Priest
stay.

A PHILOSOPHER GIVES OUR
ERS THE BENEFIT OF I
MUSIN(

Ounly in the Church—God’s ow
dom on earth—can we find the tr
point whence to measure the me:
the farness of the kingloms of m
from the Kingdom of God on hig
Catholic temyple, be it grand catl
chapel lowliest, is a lofty Obser
Faith—and each of the same altit

The spiritual dimensions of
chapel, far in the wilderness w
Indian worships, are the same a
the vast temple ot 8t. Peter’s i

Within the rough logs of th
chapel, as within the marble
columned temple, the same Faitl
the same height,sees as farand as ¢
through all the heavens, and
the same Credo.  So, anywhere i
Kingdom on earth, where the alt
and the Chasubled priest, ther
gtandpoint, materially touching
mystically touching the highest s
grace, whence to measure the
ascensions and declinations of the
their peoples towards or from G
now stand the Kingdoms of this
wards the Church, and therefore
God?

Are they in alliance with Go
dom here below?

No; not a single one of them,

Have they risen (or rather
revolt?

Yes, every one of them.

Then between the Church |
there is hostility.

Yes; each of them is at war
Kingdom of Christ.

Then they are anti-Christian,
no doubt of it.

Then theirs is the spirit of a
As plain asit is certain, An
that spirit they call themselves
Yes, the angel of darkness some
on a garment of light.

In revolt against Christ they
colors and still call their camp
is a Lie.

Then they have committed
of crimes, apostacy. Yes, and
done so consciously, deliberate
fiantly. Then oursis the age ¢
Apostacies. It is evident. An
tacies of governments?  Yes ;.
where.

Races and nations are punish
crimes and national prevaricat
world 7 Always.

Then the malediction that fo
or sudden, but always sure,
crimes, will fall on the trangre
doubt of it! ’Tis a law withot
tion unless the revolted repent
to the allegiance of God. Or
answers the prayers of the
Bride.

Will they repent?  Hardly.
curse will crush them ? Sure?
how? We are nota prophet.

But this is exaggeration. I
why look out of your solitude,
all the world. Wedolook., W
ful prosperity 7 Yes, we see i
If we do not go out into th
comes right here to us, Itsbo
records of some of this cent:
and its journals with the think
doings of its every day.

Yes, in sooth it 1s prospering
the benediction of matter oftti
ediction of spirit ?

Do you not see the grow
human reason !

We do. Jut does not toc
blind just as darkness does !
you not the advance of the i
We mark it very closely.

1s the advance upwards or
forwards or backwards? D
darkwards ! Godwards or
Is not the advantage of all ac
judged by the term towards
tending and the end which i
Undoubtedly ; simplest cot
proclaims that. But this gen
all its families of nations, is a
it not ?

1t is. DBut listen ! Whith
me that. What the term?
end? That will settle the
that outward, material, mag
perity has no spirituai
Grand dwellings do not m
and give it character. The
\ll),

Men can build monumen
lies ; and rich mausoleums sk
ashes.

This age hath robed ma
ignominy with glory’s garm

Call the roll of all the go
the world to-day—the we
strong, the rich as well as tl
those with Pagan subjects ai
Christian citizens. Do the
They laugh at the question?
one another? More or less;
dering to one another the
they refuse to God. Why f
or less each other? Because
faith in one another. W
answer: Loss of faith in
leads to loss of faith in man.

What then is the elemen
on which they rest? Tor
foreed 1t is a brutal, barbar
for )»l'in(‘iplc. [t is the 1i1_
wait for his prey and read)
sprin What is the spirit o
interest.  What is self-int
adoration. What a terrible
how degrading from faith a
God down to faith and w
Only one fell farther and su

You know his name—Sat

Say we then that the g
the world tc-day are Godl
50 ?




