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Long before the war the appended simple
but eharming verses appeared in a short-
lived paper at Little Hock, Ark., without
signature or address, As lhe?' have a tone
and sentiment in keeping with the last of
the summer months, their present revival Is
at least seasonable; and it 1s possible that
their restoration to eurrent print may elicit
gome tardy sign from the unkvown bard
who need never have felt ashamed to own
himself a singer.

Where the rocks are gray and the shore 18
stee

And the waters below look dark and dee

Where the rugged pine, in its lonely pride,

Leans gloomily over the murky tide;

Where the reeds and rushes are long and

rank,
And the weeds grow thick on the winding

hank;

Where the shadow Is heavy the whole day
through

There lies at its moorings the old canoe,

The useless paddles are idly dropped,

Like a sea-bird’s wings that the siorm has
lopped,

And crossed on the railing, one o'er one,

Like the folded hands when the work is done;

‘While busily back and forth between

The A{)ldur stretehes his silyery sereen,

And the solemn owl, with his dull *"toe hoo,"”

Settles down on theside of the old canoe,

The stern half sunk in the slimy wave,
Rots slowly away in its living grave,
And the green moss creeps o'er its dull de-

cay,
Hiding its mouldering dust away,
Like the hand that plants o’er the tomb a
flower,
Or theivy that mantles the falling tower;
While many a blossom of loveliest hue
Springs o’er the stern of the old canoe.

The currentless waters are dead and still—
But the light wind plays with the boat at
11

will,
And lazily in and out again
It floats the length of the rusl{' chain,
Likethe \vn-m‘l)' march of the hands of time,
That meet and part at the noontide chime,
And the shore is kissed at each turning
anew,
By thedripping bow of the old canoe.

Oh, many a time, with a careless hand

I have pushed it away from the pebbly
strand,

And paddied it down where the stream runs

quick,
Where the whirls are wild and the eddies are
And lx'mgl;ml as 1 leaned o'er the rocking

side,
And looked below in the broken tide,

To see that the faces and boats were two,
That were mirrored back from the old canoe,

PBut now as I lean o’er the erumbling side,

And look below in the sluggish tide,

The face that I see there is graver grown,

And the laugh that I hear has asoberer tone,

And the hands that lent to the light skifl
wings,

Have grown familiar with sterner things;

But I love to think of the hours that sped

As I rocked where the whirls their white
spray shed,

Ere the blossom waved, or the green grass

grew,
O’er the mouldering stern of the old canoe.

THE MARTYR CHILD.

BY C. M. BRAME,

CHAPTER 1.

You all know that many years ago there
reigned in Englaud a king called Henry
VIII. When hLe was young he was good
and handsome, ani all the people loved
him very much.  He married a princess
called Katharine of Arragon.  But when
he grew older he became very wicked ; he
sent his kind and gentle queen away.
There was a new religion men had just in-
vented, which would allow hLim to do as
he pleased. He gave up by degrees all
the doetrines of the Catholic faith, and not
only became a Protestant himself, but
tried to make all his people do the =ame,
I could never tell you all the sorrow and
wrong he caused when he found that the
people would not give up their faith to
please him.  One of the most cruel and
unjust things this bad king did was to de-
stroy all the convents and monaste ries, He
spent a great deal of money and found
he mu-t have a great deal more.  When
he thought any convent or monastery was
vich, and had money or altar vessels, he
would send a band of rough soldiers, who
took possession of all the valuables in the
convent 1o satizfy the covetous king. They
were hard, bitter times; and no one was
happy.

n the south of England, in the fertile
county of Kent, stood Vere Court, the
seat of a nobleman whom we shall call
Lord De Vere,  He was a young Catholic
nobleman, exceeding good, and beloved
alike by rich and poor; and his wife, Lady
de Vere, was no less o,

Lord and Lady de Vere were as good
and happy as it was possible to be.

Lady de Vere had been one of Queen
Katherine’s maids of honor, and she w
much attached to her roval mistress, She
loved her so much for her goodness and
herfsorrows, and she would have given
her life for her.  The queen was very
sorry to lose her favorite attendant, but
she told Lord de Vere he must often bring
his lml)‘ to see her.

They had one little girl, and as Lady de
Vere loved the queen so much, she gave
Tier little baby the same name—XKatherine,
or, as every one called her, Katrine de
Vere.

They were very happy in their beautiful
home : no shadow of trouble had ever
darkened their lives,  They had every-
thing to make them contented and satis-
fied.

There was a beautiful chapel at Vere
Court, of which Father Cuthbert was the
chaplain. When Katrine was only four
years old, he instructed her in her religton
and taught her to love our Lord and His
Blessed  Mother and the holy angels.
Katrine grew in goodness; and it soon be-
came her greatest delight to join in the
services of the Church, to gather flowers
for the altar, and help her mamma inadorn-
ing the church.

But a sad time was coming for this
happy, loving family. The wicked King
Henry wanted to send away his queen ;
and all the good Catholics in England
were very angry, and much opposed to it;
and no one felt more grieved than Lord
and Lady de Vere. They went up to
London to see the queen, and try what
they could do to help her. It wasa woe-
ful journey for them, King Henry wa
so angry at any one daring to oppose his
wishes that he made excuses for putting
many people, who did so, to death. Some
of his spies told him ull Lord de Vere had
said, and Henry was in a great rag He
bhad him scized and thrown into the
Tower, His judges were as bad as Hemy
himself; and after a cruel and unjust trial,
they declared Lord de Vere had been
:Jui'Ily of high treason, and he was con-
demned to death, There were many people

who knew that this was wicked and un- |

true, but no one had the courag
fere to take his part.

tyrant, few dared oppose him, do what he |

would ; he killed friends and foes alike.
Not satisfied with taking Lord de Vere’s

Henry was such a |

(¢ to inter- |

l

life, his estates were forfeited, and King
Henry took all bis mouey and lands, while
his poor wife and child were left without
a shilling,

Little they thought, on the bright
morning they left their beautiful home,
that none of them would ever see it again,
The sun shone, the birds sang, the trees
and flowers gave forth a thousand pur-
fumes, There was no shadow of the dark
prison or the red scaffold ; but both were
to come, Lady de Vere went daily to see
ber dear husband while he lay in that
gloomy tower. Katrine went with her
mother ; she was too young to know why
her poor father liyed in that dark narrow
room, and would not come back to Vere
Court,  “I am sure the chestnuts are all
in bloom, papa,” she would say ; “when
shall we go home 1” She would clasp her
arms round his neck, little thinking, poor
child, that her father would never see
chestnuts bloom or sunrise again,

The day dawned that was the {last Lord
de Vere was tosee on earth. His poor
wife came to bLid him farewell. Even
angels bow their heads before grief such
as hers, Katrine wondered why her papa
held her in his arms, and kissed her with
streaming eyes and burning lips, Shesaw
her mother carried white and senseless out
of the cell ; she heard the heavy booming
of the bell ; and then they told her that
Ler father she loved so dearly was dead.

Poor Katrine was soon doubly
orphaned, for Lady de Vere did not many
days survive the tragical scene. She soon
rejoined her beloved husband. Katrine,
lately a ]m,l,py, blooming child, heiress to
great wealth, and the petted darling of her
parents, was now alone in the world, pen-
niless and almost friendless,  Then came
to her aid one of those friends who seem
always at hand to succor and console. The
good Father Cuthbert, who had hurried
up to London when he first heard
of the imprisonment of Lord de Vere, took
the child under his protection. It might
have been, if he had not removed her
quickly from notice, the vengeance of the
ruthless king might have fallen upon her
defenceless head.  But Father Cuthbert
travelled with her day and uight and
never left her until he had placed her
safely under the charge of the Rev.
Mother of St. Mary’s Convent, at Hils-
gate, in Yorkshire, England,

CHAPTER 11

A new life began now forlittle Katrine.
The memory of her beautifil, gentle
mother, and her dear father, never left
her ; but she gradually forgot Vere Court
and the golden hours she had spent there.
She was the oniy little onein the con-
vent, The Sisters thought it better to
keep her name a secret until she was old
enough to hear all the sad story ; so she
was known by the name of “the Convent
Child.” She had a little room to herself
and one of the Sisters had the charge of
her. She was very happy after a time,
and was much loved by the good nuns.
Father Cuthbert, too, went over once or
twice in the yearto see her,

As Katrine became older, she was re-
markable for her great love and devotion
to our Lord in the blessed Sacrament. It
seemed to her o wonderful a mystery, she
could think of nothing else. She liked to
hear about the crib at Bethlehem ; that
however was past wmany years ago, but
Jesus was with us sti'l upon the altar, No
grown-up Saint thought more of this
sweet Mystery than did little Kathrine.
She often wondered that with such a great
miracle daily and hourly going on, men
and women could be so idifferent,

The nuns had told her ubout the Dom-
nican saint Imelda, who, though she was a
child, loved Jesus so much in the blessed
Sacrament, that she died because her love
was s0 great. Katrine longed to be like
her. Sue had no father on earth ; but
when she went into the convent chapel,
she never felt sal or lonely, A soft Jight
came through thestained windows, a large
crucifix hung over the altar, and under-
neath that was the altar-piece representing
our Lady holding her dead son in her
arms.  Katrine used to gaze upon our
Lord’s calm face, all marked with cruel
wounds, until her heart ached ; and then
came the comforting thought, “But He
still lives, and I will love him to make up
forit.” The time Katrine loved best was
the twilight, when the sanctuary lamp
shone brightly, before the tapers were lit.
It was a beautiful picture to see that
angel-child  kneeling then before the
altar.

Whenever she knew there was no one
clse there, she would hasten, and sit or
kneel by the altar-rails until others came.
I do not think she was praying all the
time, but her mind was full of brilliant
thoughts and ideas, and her heart was full
of the dear Lord she was with,

Ah! dear children, what a different
world it would be if men loved our Lord
more.  Even you, whom he loves so
learly, His chosen liitle nnes, often forget
that He is upon the altar, and laugh and
talk even in His holy presence,

While all was peaceful and calm in the
quiet convent, dreadful things were hap-
pening i England, The good Queen
Katharine was driven from her palace ;
and the king, now that his pious wife was
away, set no bounds to his cvil deeds, All
the convents round London had been pil-
aged, and, most of them destroyed.  The
soldiers Were 1avaging the north, and the
nuns of St, Mary’s began to fear,  They
had many costly things in their chapel,
among others, the tabernacle, which had
been given to the chapel many years be-
fore by a lady who died in their house, It
was a thank offering she bad made on ac-
count of her w-h])‘ son who had \‘\n‘;l)»wl
great dangers, and at last became a Jesuit
priest. The sacred vessels, too, were all
of gold, and studded with precic
stones,

When the soldiers robbed the churches

aud convents, they treated these holy |
things with such dreadful irreverance that |
any good Catholic would sooner have died
defending them than have yielded them
into such wicked hands,

“My dear Mother,” said little Katrine

one

it makes you look sad ;

You never smile now ; and all the Sisters
look sad too.”

“We are all grieved, Katrine ; the king
is putting so many good Catho to
death,”

S\ ]l\ does he do that?”

“Because he has been wicked and good
men will not take his side ; he has taken a
great hatred to nuns and monks, and is
turning them out of their homes.”

“Will he hurt us, Rev, Mother 1’

“I bope not, my child ; we are so far ,

away, they may not think of Hilsgate,”
p “" ut if he does send, what shall we
0.

“Trust in God Katrine, we have no
hope.”

“But I would run to the chapel if they
came near,” said Katrine, kiudling up,
“and would let them kill me a thousand
times over, sooner than they should touch
any holy thing.”

Rev. Mother smiled as she caressed the
little head and kissed the eager little face.
“My dear child,” she said, “they would
not care much forsuch a'little girl as
yuu.”

“I should like, though,” answered Kat-
rine, slowly, “to die for our Lord,”

Rev. Mother raised the child in her
arms, and looked at her.

“Tell me, Katrine”, she said, “if these
soldiers come, and want you to go away
with them and give up your religioz,
would you sooner die than say ‘Yes,””

“Sooner, ten thousand times, dear
Mother,”

“But it would be a crugl death ; and if
you do as they wished you, you would be
taken care of, and have money and fine
clothes ; perhaps even the king would give
you back you own home.”

“Not if they would give we the whole
world, Why Rev, Mother,” she continued,
cagerly, “do you remember St. Agnes in
the picture ! She was quite a child like
me, only a little older, perhaps; and
sooner then deny our Lord«pghe died a
martyr’s death,”

“Would you like to imita¥} her?”

“Oh yes!” and Katrine clasped her
hands joyously,  “Why, dear Mother 1
would give anything to go to heaven with
a palm branch in my hand like that St.
Agnes carried, Think, think, how pleased
our Lord would be.”

tev. Mothersighed, aud told Katrine it
was time to leave her.  When the child
had gone, she krelt and prayed. She shed
bitter tears, for her heart was wrung with
grief and anxiety for the little flock under
Ler charge.

She was provided against the worst,
Underneath the vaults of the convent was
a subterranean passage that led to a small
room ; it had been constructed during the
Wars of the Roses, and was so safe that it
defied discovery,  Even if the walls and
vaults were all destroyed, no trace of it
could be found ; only Rev. Mother and
four sisters knew the secret of the en-
trance, In the room wasa large recess,
and there Rev, Mother determined to hide
the treasures of the convent, if it should
be attacked. Every preparation was
made, so that after the first alarm all
might be secured. But they heard no
more evil news; thore seemed to bga

calm. The cloud, however, hung dark
and heavy above their heads, ready to
burst suddenly and violently upon
them,

CHAPTERIII.

It was just the end of Benediction; Ves-
pers and Compline had been sung,
the fragrance of the incense filled the
little chapel, the tapers gleamed like stars
upon the altar, the priest had pronounced
the blessing, when all at once a violent
tumult was heard outside the convent
walls, A terrified lay Sister rushed iuto
the chapel, and, running to the Superior-
ess, cried, “They are come, Rev. Mother ;
the soldiers are here.” A cry of A1i>mny
raug through the place. The Rev, Mother
with a pale but calm face said :

“Delay opening the outer gates as long
as you can.,”

She went quickly to the altar, and by
the aid of the Sisters and the priest, the
sacred vessels were ll\fnll_\' all n]r]l'l»ilwl 1
their hiding place before she was sum-
moned to the commanding officer’s pres-
cne

Sister Francis disappeared down the
dark vault with the last part of her pre-
cious burden as the heavy clanging steps
of the soldiers were heard coming towards
the chapel.  The Rev. Mother had time
to whisper to her. “Do not fail to let me
know when all is fizished, and send me
the key,” when she went to confront the
men who were thirsting for plunder.

“We hear you have some valuable
treasures, Madam,” said the oflicer. “We
do not want any trouble; give them up
quietly, and no harm will be done.”

“By whose authority ” said the Rev,
Mother.

“By that of our Sovereign Lord the
King. We have ridden hard, for money
is wanted ; and that golden treasury of
yours must be changed into the coin of
the realm. Lead the way, if you please,
to the chape! and the sacristy ; let us see
what we can find.”

With a din and uproar indescribable,
the unruly band entered the chapel, where
so lately the blessing of Jesus had been
pronounced. Atone glance they saw the
altar had been stripped.  Rage and fury
seized npon them,

“Fly, my Sisters,” said Rev. Mother,
“and save yourselves.”

Some were caught, and killed in the
cloisters ; some found refuge in the neigh-
boring houses ; others were wounded, and
left to the mercy of the ruffians. The
Superioress remained firm ; they dragged
her from the churchy to make her show
them all the rooms where they thought it
likely the treasures might be hidden. The
soldiers all followed ; no one remained in
the chapel save little Katrine, who, with
pale cheeks alid quivering lips,had watched
the frightful scene. She clung to the
altar rails, and no one had noticed ker.

As soon as the last footsteps died away,
Sister Francis came out of the vault. She
saw the little child and ran to her.

“Katrine,” she said, “l am so glad you
are here, I have heard all that has passed.
I am quite sure those men will not let me
speak to our Mother again.  Will you
take this little key and tell her all is well?
If they kill her they will not hurt yow
l{\‘\-]v the Key, then, and give it to some
good priest:—Father Cuthbert, or oar own
Father, if he be still alive.

“1 willy” said Katrine,

“Hide it here,”
dress; mind no one sees it.

After a time of dreadful saspense, the
soldiers returned, forcing the Rev. Mother
with them.  They saw the entrance to
the vaults ; and, with a shout of triumph,
lighted their torches and went down.

They found nothing there, Their fury
became ungovernable, and after in vain
interrogating the Rev. Mother, one of the
troop struck her down with a fearful

blow. ~ She fell on the threshold of the
little chapel ske had so long loved.

said the Sister, “in your |
| is a splendid remedy.
13 T 5

| left hand and wrist for rhewmatism, and

| less a personage
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Sister Francis took the trembling child
in her arms, She thought it possible they
might escape together.

“Sister,” whispered Katrine, “tell me
what key this is 7"

“It is the key of the hiding-place where
we have putall thesacred vessels and holy
things.  Dear child, you had better per-
haps return it to me.” !
“Please, dear Sister, let me keep it;
they will rot think of searching me.”

The soldiers returncd, resolved to i»u_]l

the whole place down in order to find their
booty.  With many dreadful oaths and
curses, they assailed the Sister and the
child, who answered not a word.
One of the men, a little less brutal than
the rest, pushed the good nun out of the
chapel, and bade her go while she had
time, for they would burn the place
down,

“The child !”” she cried, “give me the
child. r

Then, for the first time, they noticed the
little one.

“Halloa,” said one, “we may discover
something now,” and he raised the child
in his rough arms.

“I say, my little one,” he began, ‘“do
you know where they have hidden all
those precious things " 1

“Put her down,” said another ; “what I
should a child like that know ?”

“Let me tell you, comrade, children
often know a great deal ; little eyes are

very sharp.” )

“We did not come here to make war
upon children,” said a third. ~ “Put her
down.”

“I shall not. Do you know where Rev.,
Mother hid all her fine things?” he con-
tinued,

“Shall you make me a martyr like St
Agnes if I do not tell " asked the child,
without any sign of fear.

“Then you do know,” shouted the man
in triumph.,  “I say,
knows something.”

The captain, a fierce, dark-looking man
came up to them.

“Do you know where these things are
bidden?” he said, with a savage oath.

Katrine made no answer. He shook
her \'iuluhll)’ ; and as he did 80, the Lq"\'
fell from her dress,

but the soldiers thrust her back, and clsed
the door. Katrine stood like a meek,
defenceless lamb before her cruel
m

ene-

Now,” said the captain, fiercely, “no
nonsense ; tell me what key this is ?”

“] cannot,” said Katrine.

“You shall. If we return empty-hand-
ded we shall be disgraced. 1 know there
are rich treasures here, and 1 will have
them. If you do not tell me what key
this is, and show me to what door it be-
longs, you shall be killed.”

She clasped herlittle hands, She looked
so fair and gentle, standing there in tl
midst of thos
heart, in spite of himself, was touched.

“Now,” he said, “decide quickly ; will
you tell me about the key ?”

“No,” said Katrine firmly,

everything that can make you happy. If

dark vaalt, and there you shall die.

The child’s lips turned white ; but her
little voice did not falter as she said, I
will not, if you kill me twice over.”

Out of himself with rage, the ruffian
struck her a violent blow over the head:
and as the child fell, her temple struck
.’lg.’\i]wl the sharp corner of one of the
benches, It wasa violent blow ; it opened
the gate of heaven to Katrine and gave
her a martyr’s crown,

The men, sav as they were, turned
away from the pitiful sight of that mur-
cered child,  One took the key from the
little hand, which clasped it tightly ; an-
other raised the head, and placed a cush-
ion underneath it. They murmured
among themselves, for they thought it a
cruel deed to take that young life.

“Come my men,” said the captain, “I
was rather too rough, certainly.

the door that this key opens, Iere you,”
he said roughly to Sister Frances, “go in-
side, and sce if you can help that child.”

The sister, who was weeping Ditterly,
entered, She sat down, and, taking Kat-
rine in her arms, pillowed the little head
upon her kind heart.

“My child, my darling,” she cried, “I
have done this. 1 ought not to have
given you the key ; but I did it for the
best,
you.”

The dying eyes opened slowly,

“Dear Sister, I am so glad. It is all
over now, aud I shall soon be with our
Lord in heaven.’

“Yes, my darling, you will

indeed.

for the honor of Jesus. I
fate.”

A loying smile lit up the sweet face;
the lips murmured the sacred names of
“Jesus” and ‘“Mary;” and before Sister
Frances could speak again, the loving
soul had gone home. Holding that dead
child in her arms, Sister Frances made her
escape,  She found refuge in the house
of a Catholic widow lady, who lived near
the convent.

Not even her own mother could have
mourned for Katrine more than did the
good Sister, She washed the blood from
those golden curls Lady de Vere had
loved so much., She crossed the little
white hands on the breast : she placed a
lily between them ; and then tney laid
the little martyr in her grave,

Years afterwards, when those of the
nuns who had escaped the persecution met
in one of their houses abroad, they spoke

envy your

their dear “Convent Child
tI has Entered the Capitol Buildings.
It has finally gained 1its point and no
than the Sergeant-at

Arms of the House of Commons, Mr., D,
W. McDonnell, Ottawa, thus indorses the
Great Crerman Remedy: “St. Jacobs Oil

found it all that it is claimed to be. Murs,
McDonnell used it for a most severely
sprained ankle; by steady use of the
article for a few days a complete cure was
cffected,  St. Jacobs O1l does its work
very satisfactorily and also rapidly; such
at least is my opinion.

STINGING irritation, inflamation,all Kid-
ney Complaints, cured by “Buchupaiba,”
$1 per bottle.
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SLAVERY.

With God All Men are Free and Equal,

Detroit Home Journal,

On last Sunday evening Rev. James G,
Walshe, S, J., delivered the fourth lecture
of the course of Sunday evening lectures
on “The Churchand Civilization,” at the
old Cathedral, corner of Jefferson avenue
and St, Antoine street,

The Rev, lecturer confined his remark s
exclusively to the subject of slavery, and
showed how the Church had, from the
dawn of Christianity, exerted herself to
improve the condition of the slave, and
how after years of continuous rlr.ugglc
she succeeded in gradually lifting himup
from the degraded state in which he was
placed and protected him from the merciless
cruelties of his pagan task-master,

We stopped last evening, said the lec-
turer in commencing his discourse, by say-
ing that the action of the Church in deal-
ing with slavery was worthy of one who
was influenced in what she did by the
spirit of God. Had she been a fanatic,
were not her prudence as great as her sanc-
tity, were not her zeal for the good of
lh(.).w‘ confided to her care lclnln'l'wl ".\'
moderation and a sense of the strictest
justice, incalculable misfortunes would
have come upon the world, one evil would
replace another, the abominations of pa-
gauism would have been succeeded by
social am.ug'u). Th hiurch was too wise
to pursue a course entailing such comse- |
quences, No one detested human slavery
more than she did. She desired most
earnestly to eradicate it but she wouald
proceed to remove it cautiously, she would
proceed in such a way as to make eman-
cipation when it did come all the more

|

Her first efforts, then, towards helping
the slave was to undeceive the world re-

| garding his very nature. The doctors of

paganism blushed not to teach that

NATURE PRODUCED TWO KINDS MEN,
| one born for slavery, the other for free-
dom. The ideas of men were formed
| from such teaching; the bondsman was

d upon as adegraded, inferior being,
ich he was treated, he was regarded as
haviag been born only to minister to the
gratification of his master. The first
| thing, therefore, the Church had to do was
| to givea correct idea of the nature of the
‘ to teach people that the doctrines of

1

| slav
antiquity were lies, that nature formed
not two classes of human beings, that all
men w.thout any single exception came
| from a common father, that all were equal-
ly children of God, brothers of God’s only
Som, co-heirs of Jesus Christ,

t would be diflicult for us now to form
anything like a correct notion of what joy it
brought to the miilions of poor down-
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THE FIRST STEP TOWARDS COMPLETE EMAN.

CIPATON WAS TAKEN BY THE CHURCH,
Bloodlessly the slave’s condition was alle.
viated; he was no longer treated with the
merciless severity of paganism, but with
the considerate mildness of the gospel.

The ideas regarding slavery existing
amongst such numbers as made up the
Christian community, reacted even upon
the pagans; they could not help beiug
influenced by \\’})mt they heard on all sides
of them, by the sentiment so constantly
given utterance to, and thus gradually a
most wonderful social revolution was ac-
complished.

But whilst the Church was thus laboring
earnestly to better the condition of the
slave, most prudent was she in the efforts
she employed.  She preached not whole-
sale emancipation, she was very careful
not to wonnd susceptibilities, or to do
anything that would prejudice the world
against her.  Whilst she taught the mas-
ter the slave was his brother, and that as
such he should treat him, she told the
slave at the same time that he was bound
to obey his master not through fear or
punishment, but for conscience’s sake.
There iz in the human heart, said the
speaker, a feeling of independence which
makes it diflicult for man to bow to the
will of another; this feeling exists in the
heart of the bondsman, asin that of the
freeman,  Previous to Christianity there

were no motives for such submission
except the lash, except that a domineering
master sustained by cruel laws obliged

Lim to it.  Hence the various outbreaks
that so frequently burst forth; human
endurance goes not beyond a certain
point, and the slaves driven to desperation
often and often revenged in the blood of
those that ground them down the injuries
they had received; the reason why the
slave had to obey under paganism made
lis obedience all the more trying.
CHRISTIANITY SHED A NEW LIGHT UPON THE
SOUL OF THE BONDSMAN,
gave him other reasons than those of
paganisi for obedience, teaching him that
authority represents a higher power, and
for the sake of that power he should be

subject.,  When the poor slave then heard
that in obeying his master he was obeying
God, his service became pleasant, his

bonds became lighter, life for him had
new charms, every moment of his exist-
ence le might lay up treasures that
veither moth nor rust could consume,
the world held him in bondage uurepin-
ingly, for love of God he would bear his
chains.

Upon the conclusion of the lecture,
which was listened to with marked inter-
est by the large cong tion present,
benediction with the Most Dlessed Sacra-
meut was given. The subject of the
lecture on next Sunday evening will be
“The Church and Society.”

trodden slaves throughout the world

| WHEN THE CHEERING WORDS OF CHRISTI-

ANITY FIRST BROKE UPON THEIR
ASTONISHED HE!

: |
when they heard itsaid that the founder of

Christianity, a religion that from its
| commencement made its mighty influence
felt, would have all men address God in

RN A
| Newark Priests Swindled,

During the past few days three Newark
priests have lost by a sharper who travels
under the aliases of “Kane,” “King"” and
“Keenan,” He called on one of the

Heaven as “Our Father”—when they
heard that (God being our common Father,
all were brothers, that all humanity was
ennobled by God's Son  becoming the

Brother of all. The oracles of pagani<m |

priests, and enquired for the Rector, The
| housekeeper informel him that the Rec-
| tor was absent, but would return at a cer-
| tain hour. The sharper then said

“Oh, I will just step up to Father So-

forged stronger fetters for the poor slave, | :m|l-~r-'~‘xmm. aud await his :1‘111\':\},“

the oracles of Chiristianity would ra s| ]n'»? short time he returned, saying he
hopes, would give Lim 1eans of would retire for a while. The Rector,
tion, a tal L Wble

ness and peace of
him to bear his chains with j
tee him just treatment fro

St. Paul, great instructor
Gentiles, develops the teaching «
in the sublime prayer taught

rist,  If Christ would have us

ir FPather, the great apostle, |
BURNING WITH LOVE FOR ALL, WHETHER

BLACK OR WHIT
would ceaselessly inculcate the consequen
ces deductible therefrom, In one spirit
he would declare all are baptised, for all
are children of God, all baptized have put
on Christ, There must no v be any
difference, he repeats, bet v
Greek, there is no longer bord or free,
for all are one in Christ Jesus,

Here, then, no exception for the fiest

IND OR

| time in the history of the world is made |
between individuals; master and servant
| are put upon a par. St. Paul is very
emphatic in repeating that all men are

one; “all” is his constant expression, to
impress upon his heavers the doctrine of
the new dispensation.,Slavery had become
such an institution, men

|

|

| had become so
| habituated to it, they were

| i

8 fluence
that it was

aul doing, to

by the teaching of ¢
necessary, as we
repeat constantly to them.
IHAT ALL ARE BROTHERS, CHILDREN OF A
COMMON FATHER,
| The bondsman could henceforth raise
his eyes to Heaven, he conld look
his fellowman in the face, he no longer
felt himself the degraded being pagamsm
had made him, he was the son of a king,
and no matter in what state he would
pass his pilgrimage here below, whether
in fetters or free, he had now a meavs of
sanctifying his chains; and when he must
quit this mortal life a brighter eternity, if
he only willed it, he knew was before him,
His fellow Christians would no longer
look down upon him, The Church has
lLier huthan as well as her divine element;
we shall till the end of time sce members
of that Church acting in a manner not in
accord with its teaching, but there will
ever be in it many sons and daughters
| worthy of such a mother, and they would
kiss the bonds borne for love of Jesus,
they would glory in making themselves
| the brothers and sisters of the outcast,
and thus a source of consolation hitherto
unknown to the poor slave would arise
for himj; the charity of his brethren in
Christ would be a source of the greatest
happiness for him, with it the weizht of
his bonds would bec
of his task-master less cutting, |
| The teaching of the Church conld not
| help producing such results; it could not |
help changing the ideas of men regarding J
the slave; and necessarily with a chance |
| of ideas regarding him, his lot would e
bettered considerably. Once he was looked
upon as a brother, very different
{ treatment would he receive from that to
which he had been accustomed when
he was looked upon not as a child of a
common Father, but as an inferior |
being. [
And gradually a great change was |
wrought by this teaching of Christian-
ity. ‘

[
|
|
\
i

e lighter, the stripes |

\ | remember 1

’ | value were missing

n his return, was told that Father King
| had called to see him, but the priest could
such acquaintance. On
1is room he found that the
burean drawers had been ransacked, and

a small sum of money was missing,
The sharper next visited a church in th
| Eastern part of the cit 1 yed the
ame game there. He was caught by an-
| other priest rummaging in a room,$ and
m bemng asked what he wanted, he an-
| swered,—
“l am Father so-and-so’s friend, and
while waiting for him, I thought best to

| read my office.”

rolng  to

|  Thereupon he took a breviary, and be-
| gan to read. He was told to wait in the
{ parlor for his friend. He left suddenly,

and after he had gone several articles of
- New York Star.
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A Lawyer Without His Wig.

[
{  Inthecourt, or in the camp—at the bar,
| or on the rostrum—it made no odds to
| O’Counell; he wasat home anywhere where
wit and intelligence were required; and if
| keen repartee could come in play, he was
| never found wanting. Never was there
a mor: dangerous man to attack. The
following shows the man’s ready wit, and
is certainly worth telling ’

It was when O’Connell was contesting
the city of Dublin with Mr, West for a
seat in Parliament, and the two candidates
were before their constituents in the great
hall or rotunda of the Court House. ,As

ight be supposed, the announcement of
two such speakers on such an occasion filled
the house well nigh to suffocation, Both
were in the best of humor, suffering noth-
ing to drag. i
_In the course of his remarks 0’Connell,
in a humorous manner, alluded to his op-
ponent’s personal appearance, declaring
that Hogarth’s line of beauty didn’t touch
his face anywhere, if it touched his head
at all. It was not co much what he said
as the manner in which he said it that
convulsed the people.

When Mr, West’s turn came he attempt.
ed to pay his friend off for this; and, after
a funny prelude, he exclaimed: *It is
all very well for Mr. O'Connell to attack
me upon my personal appearance; but let
me tell you that if you saw Daniel 0’Con.-
nell with his wig off, he would show a face
or head not much to boast of.”

Before the ]-t'u]\]q‘ could find time to
laugh, and to the surprise of everybody,
[ Mr. O'Connell stepped quickly upon the

tostim, close by Mr, West’sside, and with

| a flourish pulled off his wig, at the same

time exclaiming: “There! Now my wig
is off; which of us two is the better look-
ing?”?

The effect was electric.  The giant form,
with the grandest head in Il'rlnllll, by the
gide of the diminutive person of the other
showed to wonderful advantage; and who
shall say how much the (quaint passage
coming so unexpectedly, may have had in
returning the Great Agitator to Parlia-
ment.

g Hoods, scarfs, ribbons and any
fancy articles can be made any color wan-
ted with the Diamond Dyes, All the
popular colors,

R
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Au Irish Summer.

[Written in France.]
BY GOUGANE BARRA.

ng steps have brought me thi

an;;:;:ngmy Igelnnd of the shamrocks,

To this larger home of freedom, where
sun shines on the land;

But my thoughts will wander ever bac
where the Fergus looks on

Smiling valleys 1it with glory, flowers
waves and emerald strand.

Shapes of beauty robed in virginand im
ulate demeanor,

Hill and viueyard, grove dellcious,
their incense on my soul;

Yet, still, there are visions whose &pc
seraph splendor

Putsto shame those bright rich grcnuu
1rish hill and vale and knoll!

Pis summer in old Ireland, blughing t
ke a maiden,
wm-:’;‘an first opes her heartin the n
f her years,
And ::‘&F«r((,md Ilu’wer and streamlet, wit|
» smilesand glory laden, il
Greet her raptured eye and mnc) , thro
springtide’s fall mf tears!
Now my heartis full of holy calm, and :
smotions
Thl’ﬂll:llll: 111(1)11);' bosom ever like the ea
sONE,
Un('(-“lrnf'lﬂrd \‘\"llhlu the pillars ofa c¢hy
: mute devotions,
Full of love and peace and glory as it sw
the praying throng.

Jlue Mount Callin, in her vestments,

" ing up with hands extended,

Neath the star-enamelled footstool
God she e'er adores;

and the fir-clad hills of Burren rob

) hues so sweetly blended,

Loom now upon my vision and salu
from their shores

Oh! God be praised forever, for having
to our island

Hill and vale so richly woven and strea
full of song,

To soothe our troubled bosoms whe
from holy Ireland,

We pine ie exile’s durance andare opp
by tyrant wrong!

But we've hope in God's ordainings{
righteous and the holy,

And the summer tide in Erin shadow
our fatth and lov .

For, nor vineyard nor slerra, nor Cam
scenie glory

Can rival in their beauty Irish vale a
and grove!

Oh, beauteous, hely Ireland! land o
and bardic glory,

What vistas of rare beauty in the su
ope’ in thee )

When the forest aisles are throbbin
the raths of olden story,

With the hymn of God’s ereation and
Deum of thy sea

O my Ireland of the shamrocks, k1
fair as vestal virgin ‘

At {he shrine of loving Nature, wi

; summer on thy brow,

Wwhat land, in God's creation—thou:
less, torn nation—

(‘an bear the palm of beauty from 1
thov lookest now! §

No! thy loveliness is rarest, darling
hopes and passion,

Wearing ever in our sorrow the sn
God above!

For, as the summer beameth on thee
shackled nation,

A crown is weaving for thee in the

ht and love!

A GREAT PRELATE.
The Successor of Cardinal Wis

(By J.MC. inthe Ave Maria

“Who is to succeed?”’ was the q
on every tongue when, on Febru
1865, Cardinal Wiseman passed awa,
question was an_important one; 1
archdiocese of Westminster, crea
and under Cardinal Wiseman, had
one of the leading sees waj the \\‘nll.ll
man’s great heart, his wisdom, his
ity, his wide knowledge 'A’f nmen
evants, his zeal and charity had
him to live down the storm of clan
oreeted his accession to bis title a
The England that then hated him
insane hatred came to love and
the man whose efligies had been
throughout the country only fifte
before. It was Christianity enterl
into the heart of paganism—the p
of the nineteenth century, the gr
vlon, as its own citizens call Lond
taking possession, by virtue of th
of Christ, of the seat of the pos
glory of this world.

It was natural that men—FPrc
no less than Catholics—should
speculate about the vrobable suc
<uch asee. Several names were
<ed abroad, The Cardinal had
work well, and gathered in a7
vest during the time of his service
land was not without men fittec
the position left vacant by the des
oreat a man, Among the nam
tioned as likely to succeed was
Provost Manning, pastor of the C
St. Mary and St. Helen, Bayswa
don, and one to whom at one t
highest dignity in the Anglican
lay open. To this his old frie
Gladstone, testified not long sin
touching public testimonial to b
as he said, had gone out from
them to follow the dictates of hi:
ence, and find elsewhere that emi
had hoped to see him oceupy in t
communion.

Manning at this time was not
ceneral phrase would be called
Tar candidate.” He was thoung
100 severe and austere a man t
after the warm and genial pre
Cardinal Wiseman. It was like
an icicle in place of a smﬂ’vumx
again, he was “a reformery” an
reform may be a very desirable
itself, easy-going people find
uncomfortable persons to have
pecially in positions of autho
had taken for his model St. Ch
romeo, that great reformer o
teenth century; had himself b
Oblate of St. Charles, and estal
his parish a community of Oblate

he was the head. He and his bz
ed with great zeal, especially in
of temperance and education;
<hort time the parish became ki
model, Verymany conversions w
The Provost’s advice was sou

quarters, Astory 13 told of a

who pestered him for a long tim

Jdoubts and difficultics, He wa

to enter the Catholic Church, b

very moment of entering some.

culty would start up and stand i

Onemorning, after attending the

Mass, he followed him into th

«Well,” said Father Mannin
“] hope you have come at last

“Yes, I have Father.”

“Thank God for that!” was
response.

“But— but—Father, there i
thing I want explained”; and tl
repetition of the old story.

Father Manning, after liste:
dered a moment, doubtless seeki
tion from God; and then, taki
sently by the arm, said: “Com
T see there is only one way to
doubts,” And so saying, he
tonished captive to the confess
“Now kneel down and make y¢
sion,” was the command. The




