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THE GOLDEN CROSS
Br M. II. S.

About the 
war, a man

beginning of the late 
bent on weighty business, 

and bearing important despatches 
and a large sum ot money about his 
person, found himself belated at 
night in one of the wildest and most 
thinly-populated parte of a Southern 
State.

He wae in the heart of a dense 
wood, and not far from a deadly and 
treacherous swamp. To lie down to 
rest would have been simply suicide1 
yet he wae worn with fatigue, and 
no habitation appeared in eight. 
Dismounting, he led his horse by the 
bridle and tried in vain to discover 
by the sense of touch the road he 
ebould follow.

“I mint find some shelter for the 
night," he said . “The people here
abouts have not a very good rcputa- 
tioin ; hut I am not afraid of men, and 
I do tear swamp fever and scorpions. 
Ill call; there may bo some one 
wnhm hearing.” On this he sent up 
a shout that proved bis lungs to he 
in good condition, and followed it by 
another and another. After this 
third he paused and listened. A faint 
“hallo" seemed to echo his, and in a 
moment more there appeared among 
tbe trees the figure of an old man 
who held a lantern in one hand and 
shaded his eyes with the other.

“Who in that /" cried this person- 
age ; “one of the boys ?"

“A stranger,” said the traveller. 
‘1 m lost in this confounded place 

Can you tell mo whore I can got 
shelter?"

“Who are you, and where do 
come from ?"

“I come from farther north ; trav
elling on business; my name is 
Ilogan. ] can pay ,01. aiiythin , -, 
ask, nnd shall ho thankful, too.”

“All right. Como along. My ho 
ain't far t II." And turning he tot
tered awry into the darkness.

The traveller put his band upon 
the pistol at his holt and followed 
him. A few steps forward, 
amid a dense mass of foliage they 
made th< ir way to tho door of a hut. 
Within, a fire burnt upon a rude
•a6,”7!*1" i ®ver a 8ir* crouched, 
idly looking into the embers.

“That’s my darter,” said the old 
man, “we’re all alone here, and it’s a 
poor place, and you’re welcome. 
Walk in ; III see your horse is cared 
for.”

The girl looked up sharply, and 
looked down again with a flush on 
her face. The old man drew a 
broken chair toward the blaze and 
lit a pine torch.

‘A fire is comfortable those damp 
Bights if it is warm," ho said. “Make 
some coffee and ash cake for us, Nun 
nie. The gentleman’s hungry 
douht.” 6 J
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“J confess I am," said Hogan, talc- 
ing (he proffered chair, 
not know what I should have done 
to-night witboil your hospitality."

Meanwhile the gill, a handsome 
creature of seventeen,lazily prepared 
a meal. She moved slowly, but she 
did not do her work badly. The 
coffee smelt well, and the ash-cake 
Was brown.

When it was done, she sat apart 
and watched tho men as they ate, 
and listened to the old man’s ques
tions and the stranget’s answers. 
Afterwards she spread upon tbe floor 

a bed of straw and a blanket, and 
glided eat ot the room.

“I.hope you’ll sleep well," said the 
old man. “Good night, sir.”

“Good n gbt," said Ilngan, hut he 
bought at the same time—
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“You seem to be a very hospitable 
old gentleman, but you have the face 
of a rascal."

Throwing ofThis coat, he stretched 
himself upon the bed, nnd in five 
minutes found himself fast sinking 
into slumber. The pine torch flick
ered on the wall, the embers died out 
in the grate, when suddenly a hand 
rested on his arm and a voice whis
pered in his ear—

“Stranger, I’ve got something to 
tellyou.”

Ilogan started up. The girl knelt 
beside him, with her finger on her

cloak. He wae seen afterwards by 
several other sentries, who wondered 
why a mao who might sleep did 
not.

Protestant mind, end we will hall it as a 
happy omen that this Protestant preacher 
he» bo elsarly «et forth the truth on a 
lubj -et which hai been more eoneteutly 
falnbrd then elan it eny other cuitom of 
Uetholic Church. Thai—one by one— 
the prope ere being knocked from under 
Pio'eitsDt pr. juries end men of many 
nationi ere bsgiuniug to tee that Catholic- 
ily it not the foul aud forbidding infamy 
wb’ch fraudt and fanatic, would try to 
make it.—-San Francisco Monitor.

THE 8ÜBL11E M1WI0S OF ST. 
JOSEPH.

That day she knelt once more for hours 
before the Lady alter in earneet prayer 
for her husband's conversion. In theeven. 
ingot the tame day the writer teeeived a 
second visit from the young man. “1 
come,” be «aid, “lo apologize for the ab. 
ruptnese of my manner last evening,but I 
do not retract any of my sentiments with 
regard to religion.’’ The writer,tddreising 
him, «aid : “1 have learned that in your 
boyhood you were at school in a Catholic 
college. You there muet have heard of 
the Blessed Virgin.” “Oh, yes," he 
replied, “and I remember when we 
wanted any particular favor from what 
you call Qod, we ueed to ask her to 
obtain it for ui, and what we used to 
pray to her for ueed to come to paae, but 
that waa all chance.” “No, it wa« not 
all chance,’’ the writer «aid, “hut it wa« 
the real granting by Almighty God of 
favors asked through the intercession of 
the Blessed Virgin, G id wishing thereby 
to ioetill into your young heart devotion 
to her.” When the writer had been 
called to see this gentleman that even
ing, he was preparing to inveet a devout 
person with the scapular of the Immac
ulate Conception, He had the scapular 
in his hand during the interview. Feel
ing it wae useless to argue further with 
this avowed young atheist, and remem
bering how earnestly his wile had been 
praying to our Lady for him, he felt 
moved to ask tbe young man, as a per
sonal favor, to allow him to put him 
under the protection of the Blessed Vir
gin by placing the scapular of the Im
maculate Conception upon his neck. 
The latter replied : “Tnough it would 
appear to be a eacriti :e of my principles 
to permit you to do so, yet as you 
ask it ss a favor, I will not ob
ject.” The scapular of the Immacu- 

Conception had scarcely been 
placed upon him when bia countenance 
bespoke tbe fact that an extriordinary 
change had been suddenly wrought in 
bia mind. His looks became subdued 
and thoughtful—so much so that the 
writer ventured to propose to him to 
kneel without further delay and begin 
hie confession. This he at once consen
ted to do. The next evening he 
returned to visit the writer, and as he 
entered his first words were : “Now I 
come of my own free accord to moke a 
good confession." It was not by halves 
that divine grace accomplished the 
work of his conversion ; in the instant it 
banished all doubts from his mind, and 
gave to him the disposition of a 
Believer, without the invention of a 
single word of controversy or discussion. 
At the same time it awakened in his 
heart tbe sentiments of a true penitent 
He himself wae convinced that he had 
received all those favors through the 
intercession of the Blessed Virgin. In 
the last interview the writer had with 
him, he repeatedly used these words, 
whilst tears of contrition rolled down 
his manly countenance : “It is to her"— 
meaning the Blessed Virgin—“l owe it. 
It is to her I owe my conversion.” On 
the occasion of that last interview he 
begged of the writer to introduce him to 
the local priest, as he wished to place 
himself in his hands and under his direc
tion, to give such assistance as a layman 
might give in connedion with the ser
vices of the Church He desired partic
ularly to be allowed to teach catechism 
lessons to children, in view of making 
reparation for all the impious words he 
had spoken against religion. (’•‘Sketches 
of the Life of Mgr. DeMazenod, Bishop of 
Marseilles and Founder of the Ublates of 
Mary Immaculate,” by Rev. Robert 
Cooke, O. M. I. Vul. II.)

Ammxkdale, Md.

A Primrose Fi
BY THE REV. N. BALLEI3, OF ST. FRANCIS1 

CHURCH, BROOKLYN.It was dawn. At sunrise they had 
brought the spy out to tie shot—a 
large muscular man with black hair. 
A bandage was about hia eyes and 
his hands wore bound behind him. 
He kept his head down, striving, it 
seemed, to hide his face.

“I didn’t think he was so hand
some when I saw him before," said 
one officer to another. He looked 
like a sneak, I thought. Who is ho 
like ?"

“I donti know," said the other. 
“Some one I have seen certainly,"

Meanwhile tbe mon who were to 
put un end to the spy’slife formed into 
line. The chaplain read tho prayer 
for the occasion. The order was 
given—”

“Fire !"
Fur a moment the air was filled 

with smoke; then it lifted. A man 
lay upon his face before them, dead.

It was Jack Hogan.
He had kept bis oath. Tho spy 

had fled’ tbe camp, dressed in his 
uniform tho night before, 
pnid for his life with his life at las’. 
New York Daily News

WILL1AI

Aprlrorose from an 
Tbe gift aulilHü

A withered leaf at i 
The old

How well I know tl 
Wherein ll blo**o

Beside the ishaliow,
it* non;

The tangled foliage 
Of hazel branches

Save where cartelu 
A me.lowed ll*bi

The modest violet p 
•Midst flowers tL 

rill
A cowslip here, or l 

ALd here the gold
Through glen and g 

The kweet seel inlet
And near the white 

The more stcludei
How fair the landsc 

Of wood aud mead
To where the i 

The pulstles

To St. Joseph wae given the tublime 
mission of announcing Jesus Christ, and 
bearing testimony of His divinity before 
men. To Joseph, Christ was intrusted, 
that be might rear Him up and watch 
over Him from Hie infancy. John wae 
the precursor of our Rideemer, and 
Joseph wae Hi* adopted father, being the 
spouse of tbe B*es«ed Virgin.

We know nothing of St. Joseph except 
what the Holy Ghost has been pleased to 
commuricste to us in the inspired writ
ings. He descended in a right line from 
the greatest kings of Judea and the most 
illustrious of the ancient patiiarchs. But 
he has far grandir titles than those con
ferred by birth or lineage—bis transcend
ent vir ues. and, above all, h s f iith and his 
humility. This faith and humility mani
fested them-elves in him irom the earliest 
moment of the union that he had 
tracted with her who wae chosen to be the 
Mother of God. This same Joseph 
poor carpenter who worked at hie trade, 
although he descended from the royal 
house of David. This man was not a 
com ni) n Jew. He was wholly apart 
from that by re'son of the semi divinity 
with which he had been invested.

-When Mary was about to give to the 
world the heaven sent Child who was to 
save mankind, by delivering us from the 
servitude of sin, Augustus Cro ar public bed 
an edictordainiig a census of the inhabit
ants of all the c untries then subject to 
the R man empire. According to this 
edict, every person was to be registered 
in his own town. Joseph, in obedi
ence to the impeiitl m ml ate, set 
out immediately from the city 
of Nfz ireth ; and, as he was of the house 
of David, he went to Bethlemen, the city 
of David, in Judea, to be there enrolled 
with Mary his spouse. God permitted 
that they should not find a lodging in the 
inn, then crowded with people who had 
come to be registered, and they were 
sequently obliged to seek shelter in a sort 
of cavern that served for a stable. Such 
w&s the place in which the Saviour chose 
to be born. Mary wrapped the divine 
Infant in poor, scanty clothing, and laid 
Him In a manger. Soon afterwards, 
while the angels were singing, “Glory to 
Gjd in the higbeit, a- d peace on earth 
and good will to men/’ the shepherds of 
the neighborhood, being admonished by 
celestial messenger, repaired to Bethlehem 
to witness what had 
that which the Lord ! 
them

' Although he descended from the ancient 
kings of J udea, he was fully satisfied with 
the lowly condition of hie life—a condi
tion despised by the rich and the great_
and his only ambition wae to supply, by 
the labor of hie hands, the common wants 
of the Holy Family, His life teaches us 
the grandness of labor—aye, its dignity— 
and teaches likewise some very applicable 
lessons on humility. St. Joseph waa 
humble, notwithstanding that he was the 
saviour of man, by reason of keeping the 
Infant from Herod’s hands. We ought to 
be humble; not hypocritically so, which 
consists only in words and in a mere show 
of our own debasement.
) ourself either for your riches, rank, 
beauty, or qualifications. Tne pride one 
takes in these things is mean and foolish. 
It is a sure mark of a weak and vain 
mind. Never value yourself for your 
talents, ingenuity, wit, or learning ; these 
are the gifts of God, and you insult Him 
when you seek your own glory in Hie 
gifts.

Yon offer a greater insult to Qod when 
you value yourself for your virtue, inas
much as it is no merit of yours. To 
boast of it is to destroy it. To believe 
that we are virtuous is to be destitute 
of the chief virtue, which is humility, 
\ ou pride yourself on some qualifications 
which you think you possess, while at 
the same time you have reason to trem
ble at the sight of virtue which you do 
not possess.

Be humble towards Qod. in considera
tion of Hie incomprehensible greatness, 
before whom you are as nothing. Hum
ble yourself before His power. Regard 
not those exteror objects which 
round you. The wealth that you pos
sess, the splendid dress which adorns 
you, the beauty of which you are so rain, 
those friends who flatter you, that office 
and reputation which raise you above 
others—all that is not of yourself ; it does 
not come from you : nor will it make you 
a better or more honest man.

Far be it from you to seek applause ; 
rather hide yourself in your confusion 
and think much more upon bewailing 
y our miseries, your nothingness and your 
sins than seeking the vain applause of 
the world. Be humble, therefore, in all 
things, placing your trust in the mercy 
of the heavenly Father.—BaUimon 
Mtrror.
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A CONVERSION 111 THE BLESSED 
VIRtilN.

lip. BY J 11.
“Get up," she eflid, “and put on 

your coat. Tbe sooner you are off 
tbe better. * Tbe old man lied when 
be said I was his daughter; ho Las 
gone for the boys. He said to me 
just now, ‘I’ve found out his busi
ness. He mu«t have 
with him.’ And I 
means. There will be four of them 
here in half an hour, and you 
dead man if you don’t go now."

Hogan started to his feet. Stitched 
in his belt were several thousand 
dollars, and he remembered that lie 
had chattered away most indis
creetly, fancying tho old man would 
know no more than be chdoso to 
tell.

Catholic Mirror.
That Jesus Cariet does admit His ser

vant! on earth to co operate with Him 
in tbe great work of saving souls la an 
admitted fact. He a’eo employa His 
servants in heaven—His angels and 
saints—a. co opetatora in the same work. 
Those blessed ones who are nearest to 
Him. by r ason of their more exalted 
holiness, ar# those who share most fully 
with Him in all which He ia ceaselessly 
doing for the salvation of soula. There 
is one who stands alone in her pre emi
nent proximity to Jesus; who baa done 
for Jesus more than all suinta and angels 
together have done for Him; for whom 
Jetus baa wrought greatei wondera than 
for any or all of them combined. She 
was His chosen associate in saving soula 
in Bethlehem, in Nsziretb, on Calvary, 
aud is such now in heaven. She was 
not His associate in preaching or in 
working miracles, but she 
united lo Him in preying and in suffering 
for the salvation ot all men. For thirty 
long years before apostle or disciple 
came to Him to be formed to the
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“I’m a fool,” lie muttered, starting 
to his feet. “This is no silly jest, 
girl ?" J J ’

"God’s truth,” said the girl. “I’ve 
seen sights that would make 
move faster than you’re doing 
if you had scon them. There—get
your horse and come. I'll show you 
which way to take. They’ll kill 
if they suspect me ; but 1 reckon I’ll 
ward them off. Come."

As in a dream Ilogan followed 
her. She led him by the hand 
through thick woods until they 
to a wide opening.

“Mount," she said, “and ride that 
way. Make all the speed you 
I’ve done all I 
Jack Hogan.”

“God bless you ! ’ said he. “You 
know my name, I see. If the time 
should ever come when I can do as 
much for you, I will."

“Perhaps," she said doubtfully.”
“You have saved my life, child !" 

lie said, as he mounted his horse, “It 
is a debt a man don't forget in 
burry—listen ! I swear that if I 
ever do anything for you I will—! 
swear on this.” He drew a little 
golden cross from his breast and 
kissed it. “Keep it to remind me of 
the oath if I should forget it," he said, 
and put it into her hand. Then 
man rides for his life he rode away 
and reached his destination in 
safety.

Two years from that night Cap
tain Jack Hogan sat alone in his tent 
writing a letter home. There 
some one at home who waited for 
these letters anxiously, and who 
wore them fondly in her bosom. 
Thoughts of her softened the soldier’s 
heart. Glad, indeed would he have 
been to leave war and all its cruel 
scenes for home and peace—home 
and her. Half the sentence in which 
he told her so was written, when his 
servant’s voice sounded in his

A PROTESTANT MINISTER’S QBSER-
V moss.

The haunts of h~
Again I be*r___

Thanks, thunks, fut 
This prlmro.e froj 

— Cork Examiner,
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Fifty yiars ago almost nine out of every 
ten nou-Uatholics in America actually 
believed tbit Catholics were sternly pro
hibited—under pain of eternal damnation 
—from reading the Bible. Bat this cal
umny has generally rtc ived its quietm 
iu consequence cf intelligenci having 
replaced prej idice in the Protertant mind, 
as well as from the fact that millions of 
Protestants have emancipated themselves 
from the serfdom of secretarian preachers, 
who purposely implanted prejudice in 
the mind of non Catholic youth in order 
to kill off effectually and forever the 
much-hated Catholic Church I

But—despite the despicable schemes of 
sectarian preachers—the Catholic Church 
has far outgrown even its most inveterate 
and influential enemies among the sects, 
aud now that it has assumed vast propor
tions in this part of the Christian world, 
prejudice againet it basin a great measure 
been obliterated, and even Protestant 
preachers themselves are among those 
who bear witness to the falsity of the 
fundamental charges which their anti- 
Catholic ancestors brought against the 
Church of G ,d.

A non-Catbolic minister who manipu 
lutes one of the multitudinous sects 
by which the world is mide sorrowful 
has given his experience concerning 
Catholics and the Bible during his long 
residence in Europe, and as there may 
bo a few back woo Is bigots still left who 
harbor the opinion that European Catho 
lice are not permitted to read the Bible, 
we print the voluntary evidence of this 
evangelical individual eo that the readers 
of the Monitor may be able to undeceive 
such pnj diced people—should any of 
them happen t • rX'st in any community 
on this cast.

Here is what this candid Protestant 
clergyman says on this subject, and bis 
opinions should close forever the months 

calumniously charge th i 
Catholic Church with withholding the 
sacred Scriptures from her children ?

“I have resided for s'tne years In 
Roman Catholic countries, and made 
many observations as to the state of their 
religious principle! and practices. In 
Belgium, in the Catholic cantons of 
SwitzT'and, in France, and Italy, the 
Roman Catholic verrions of the" Holy 
Scriptures may be easily obtained. The 
circulation and reading of this edition 
is authorized and recommended by the 
t cclesiastlcul authorities, I have in my 
possession an Italian Testament which f 
purchised without the slightest difficulty 
at Milan. A friend, who was desirous of 
presenting a prisoner in the j dl at L g- 
hurn with a copy of the New Testament, 
requested permission of the governor to 
do so. ‘Certainly,’ he replied; “it is a 
book which I read daily.”

Tne Pope and Catholic clergy do indeed 
prohibit and discourage the circulation of 
the Protestant versions of the Bible; and 
in doing eo they are perfectly consistent, 
aud in my op'nion, perfectly right. Were 
1 on the continent again I would never 
give away any other than an authoiized 
Catholic translation of the Bible, as I 
should much prefer it to the multilated 
Protestant versions.....................................

“The Protestant versions of the Bible 
are to my certain knowledge circulated 
ab-oad with political and revolutionary 
designs. One of the most bitter infidels 
I have ever known said he would cordially 
co-operate in the circulation of the Bible 
in I——, as he believed it would tend 
to subvert the existing political system.

“It was abiut the beginning of the pre 
sent century that the Italian translation 
of the whole Bible by Antonio Martini, 
Archbishop of Florence wae published, 
together with valuable notes with a 
gratulatory note from the Pope, in which 
the perusal of the Holy Scriptures was 
strongly and devoutly recommended. 
This may be obtained in any bookseller’s 
shop iu Italy. A Catholic Bishop in Italy 
once said lo me : ‘I read the H >Iy Scrip, 
tures daily upon my knees.' I have 
found the Bible in cells of monks, in the 
libraries of literati aud in the open book
stalls iu the street ; aud many of those 
who imagine the children in 
R ovan Catholic Countries to be 
brought up ill profound ignorance of the 
Word of God 
at the Scriptural knowledge which is 
evinced by their answers iu the infant 
schools of l’isi and Florence ; by the re
plies which they would receive to their 
interrogatories on such subjects from 
peasant boys among the Apennines, and 
the process of catechising by the priest in 
the vestry, which Eng't-h-speakitig resi
dents in Paris may observe f ir themselves.

“These remarks fall immeasurably short 
of what might be silducd to the" same 
i lf.,ct by those who have hud opportunities 
of making more minute investigations.”

It is indeed ft happy day when the 
light of truth is thus brought to dawn 
upon the daiknesa of prejudice in the

you
now great

ministry cf saving souls in co operation 
with Him, Mary waa His co ojipratrix in 
that sublime work A-‘d when Apostles 
and diacip'c • fled from Him, as He waa iu 
the act of saving the world upon the cross, 
Mary was present co opsratii g with Him 
as the world's Saviour, It was ther and 
there, in the hour of His crucifixion upon 
Ca'vary’a heights, that He gave to feer the 
office that she was in perpetuity to exer
cise in the divine plin of the world's re
demption—it was the office of the Mother. 
That august office was to be raised from 
the natural into the supernatural order in 
Mary 'a person. The mother, according to 
the fl sh, is a marvelous creation of God. 
The Mother, according to the spirit, is a 
being beyond all meaenre more wonderful 
still. Such i« Mary now in heaven. God 
is ever employing her in doing a mother’s 
work for souls. The sonl. even as the 
body, needs the mother’s kindly fostering 
care. In the infancy of its life it needs 
the mother. It needs the mother’s con
tinued action still through the varying 
stages of its passages upon eaith, amidst its 
trials, and its sorrows, and its dangers, and 
when it stumbles and falls, and is bruised 
and wounded. Oh, how great its consola
tion at such times'to open the eye of faith 
and behold in Mary a Mother—a Mother 
full of tenderness and sympathy, aud also 
full of power ! It is the privilege of Gad’s 
priests to echo the words of Jesus into tbe 
ears of souls, and to say to them what He 
Himself said to John : “Behold thy 
Moi her.” What price1, is there who has not 
been a witness of wonders wrought through 
Mary’s maternal intervention on behalf 
of souls. The irriter selec's the following 
oat of many eimilir instances as an illua 
tratlon of these remarks ;

During a Mission which wasbeirg given 
by the Ublates of Maty in one of the 
la-geet manufacturing towns in England, 
a lady presented herself to the writer for 
instruction in the doctrines of the Catho
lic Church, in view of becoming a Catho
lic. He found that she had been attend- 
ing the exercises of the Mission, and that 
she wae quite convinced of the truth of 
the Catholic religion. After she had re
ceived the amount of instruction which 
was considered necessary in her case, she 
was admitted into the Church. Ou the 
day she became a Catholic she expressed 
her great gratitude to God for the immense 
favor conferred upon her. “One thing 
alone,” she said, to the writer, “interferes 
with the great j iy I now experience—it is 
the unbelief of my husband. He professes 
himself an atheist. In hia early boyhood 
he lost his parent-, who were Catholics. 
He spent a few months in a Catholic col
lege after their death ; unfortunately, he 
was removed from thence, and was 
brought up among associates who were of 
an infidel turn of mind, and he has 
adopted their views and principles.” She 
then asked the writer what means she 
ought to employ in order, if possible, to 
secure for him a share in her own bappi- 
neas of being a Catholic. He recom
mended her to invoke on her husband’s 
behalf the intercession of tho Blessed 
Virgin. He also said that he would be 
happy to have an interview with him. 
Acting upon the counsel given to her, this 
good lady knelt before the altar of the 
Blessed Virgin, where she remained that 
day for houre, praying for the conver
sion of her husband. The writer, who 
witnessed her fervor on that occasion, 
felt that God would not refuse to hear 
prayers that were offered to Him with 
such earnestness by thie devoted woman. 
That evening she succeeded in bringing 
about an interview between her husband 
and the writer, in the aacristy of the 
church. The latter found him to be a 
young man of gentlemanly manners and 
well educated. He commenced the con
versation by saying to the writer : “You 
Lave been doing a very useless piece of 
work by receiving my wile as a member 
of your religion. 1 do not desire to in
terfere with her wishes in this matter, 
but I must tell you that I look upon re- 
ligion ot every kind as being, possibly, 
useful in keeping a check on the vulgar 
crowd, but unworthy of the serious 
thought of men of mind and education.” 
The writer brought the conversation to a 
close by saying to him. That he would 
piay to Qod for him The other re
plied haughtily, as he retired : “Yes 
you will pray to tiod, as if there were a 
God.” The next day his wife presented 
herself in great affliction to the writer, 
to say t hat her husband had never shown 
worse dispositions with regard to religion 
than he bad done since the interview of 
the previous evening. She then said: 
“Am I to give up all hope of my hue. 
band's conversion ?” Tne writer said : 
“No; go on still praying to our Blessed 
Lady to make intercession with her 
divine Son in his behalf, and say to him 
that I shall be happy to see him again,”

late
THE SECOj

WM. O’BRIEN’,inv

Mr. Gladstone, v 
moved the second 
latin g to the futu: 
land was fulluwei 
Hartingtvn, who p 
hoist. Mr. Gladsl 
to say, was compli 
Marquis of llarli 
contrary, eingulary 
Wm. O'Brien thei 
speech, like a N 
striking a cluster ■ 
lets, scattered ever 
foes to the winds. ( 
of tbe hjn. mernb. 
taken from thj Du 

Mr. Wm. U’Brit 
with loud Irish che 
I thick that most i 
are disposed to a 
the oppoeition of : 
manly aud a strai 
(hear, heai). To a 
perament 11 stems 
sions such as he su 
occur; but we cm 
much the tame kir 
anxiety weighed u 
in reference to oth 
cheert), even so r 
exteneion of the f 
tion of the full col 
bers in this house, 
that his doubts c 
not prevail even w 
prev ent the passin 
now admit, the h» 
reforms (Irish cht 
that there is a sinj 
century as to whicl 
aed terrors just a? 
raised (hear, hear) 
is this—will any m 
even the noble ma 
here and declare t 
reforms which so 
they were being pai 
that any of these 
pealed (cheers). I 
the noble marquis 
irritating topics th 
We are deter mint 
whether there is a • 
and putting an eut 
an end, to this acet 
Irish and the Engli 
If trouble and txt 
again, we are deter 
it is not on our sidi 
lie (Irish cheers), i 
responsibility on 
(Irish cheetb). Tl 
quoted what the I 
years ago, »ud he 
ately, I believ«.) fr 
by my hon. friend 
quotations all inte 
comparatively rtc 
people were not pt 
towards English rt 
were said. Well, I 
but they were said 
(Irish end Miuiste 
we were to go digj 
the past we ni'gn 
retort even more i 
up unpleasant m 
After all, where is 
end ? 1 think I c< 
for the others wb 
that the noble mi 
may spare the hou 
for one admit unt 
of this new P. 
great measure a 
zjn, that I wo 
might aud all my 
rule in Ireland 
I must candidly si 
was that my abilit 
my power iu the 
ingly limited (Iris 
The qutstiun after 
and what we did 
and what we do 
rather what the Ir 
say if by a free vo 
people of Great 1 
are made rulers in 
up to this they w< 
often of gentlem 
(cheers). There is 
of feeling up to th 
two countries wa 
could be. Why, 
Ireland is the reast 
this bill, and 1 say 
at present the grei 
the bill ; and it wi 
bill if it should su 
feeling, and in re 
the present rancot

con-
camo

can.
can to save your life,

true
a

l come to pass, and 
had made Known to

a
car

as a

Value not
was

of those who

in Endless Hell.

ear.
“Beg pardon, captain. There’s 

girl outaidc. Can she
BY CARDINAL NEWMAX.

A century ago the G xi of Christianity 
was called a God of mere benevolence. 
That could not long be maintained, firat, 
because he waa a God of the Old Testa
ment aa well as of the N ew, and next 
and specially because the New Testa
ment opened upon the woe thrice 
uttered by the Judge Himself, the woe 
unquenchably denounced upon the 
transgressors. But the instinct of mod
ern civilization denies the very idea of 
such a doom in the face of a progressive 
future. Yet consider—is there not now 

undeniable fact, a vast aggregate of 
intense weary pain, bodily and mental, 
which has existed through an untold 
length of centuries all round the earth ? 
Consider only the long pain and anguish 
which arc the ordinary accompaniments 
of death. Supposing manhood has lasted 
many thousand years, the suffering has 
lasted just as long ; there haa been no 
interval of reek But you will say it has 
an end, and is comparatively brief, to 
each mortal man : then you mean to say 
that your objection to future «uttering 
would cease were it only for a thousand 
year» and not forever? Considering 
what ia told to us of the punishment of 
Dives, would that alleviation really con
tent you ? I do not believe it ; you 
would not be satisfied with the curtail
ment of auch punishment even to a hun
dred years, nay, not to twenty, not to a 
dozen. In spite of the word of Scripture 
your imagination would carry you away, 
you would shrink from the idea of a 
course of suffering altogether ; death, 
indeed, you could not deny, but “after 
death the judgment” aud a trial before 
it, would cease to be a reality to you. It 
is a subject beyond you ; it is not dura
tion which you revolt from, but rather 
the pain. Indeed, are we sure that long 
duration intensifies pain 7 We have no 
positive notion of suffering in relation to 
duration. Punishment is not, therefore, 
infinite, because it has no end. What 
alone we know about eternity is nega
tively, that there is no future when it 
will be otherwise. All that is necessary 
tor. us to be told is that the state of 
good and evil is irreversible.

Horsronl’s Arid Phosphate.
Si’ecivij Virtues in Dyspepsia.

Dr. A. Jenkins, Gieat Falls, N. H., 
sayi : “1 can testify to its seemingly
almost specific virtues in cases of dyspep
sia, nervousness and morbid vigilance or 
wakefulness.”

Cure fur Sore Throat.
A prompt and efficient remedy for sore 

throat as well as croup, asthma, pain in 
the side, ear ache, dearness ana many 
other common and painful complaints, 
is found in Hagyard’e Yellow Oil.

a
aeo you?"

“A girl !" said the captain. “Yes; 
send her in. Some poor, starving 
creature, I suppose, for orders for 
rations.”

And then ho started to his feet and 
stood amazed and silent ; tor the fig
ure that glided in was that of the 
girl who had saved hia life two yoai-s 
ago that night. She, for her part, 
drew from her bosom a little gold 
cross and held it towards him.

“Do you remember your oath ?" 
she said.

He answered “I do."
“Then save my Dan’s life as I 

saved yours two years ago.”
“Your Dan ?” he asked.
“Yes. Dan Barton. Ho is to be 

shot to-morrow. ’’
Dan Barton, tho spy, lay well 

guarded not far away. It was Cap
tain Hogan who had delected him. 
On the morrow his life would pay tho 
forfeit.

aur

as an

‘ And he is your D in, poor girl ?" 
said Captain Hogan. “Sit down ; try 
to ho calm. Do you not understand 
that it is out of my power lo 
him ?”

Scott's Emulsion of Pure
Cod Liver Oil, with Hypophosphiies 
In General Debility, Emaciation, Consump

tion and Wasting in Children,
Is a most valuable fool and medicine. It 
creates an appetite for food, strengthens 
the nervous system and builds up the 
body. It is prepared in a palatable form 
prescribed universally by Physicians. 
Take no other.

A Heavy Burden.
Mr George Russell, of Aurora, Out., says 

he was a great sufferer from a running 
sore of tne worst description, which 
baffled the best medical skill, and his 
litewasa burden. He was cured by B. 
B, B., to his great joy and the surprise 
of his friends.

Mr. John Magwood, Victoria Road, 
writes: "Northrop & Lyman's Vegetable 
Discovery and Dyspeptic Cure is a splen
did medicine. My customers say they 
never used anything so effectuai. Good 
results immediately follow its use. I 
know Its value from personal experience, 
having been troubled for 9 or 10 years 
with Dyspepsia, and since using it diges
tion goes on without that depressing feel
ing so well known to dyspeptics. 1 have 
no hesitation in recommending it in any 
case of Indigestion, Constipation, Heart
burn, ot troubles arising from a disordered 
stomach.”

As Sweet as Honey Is Dr. Low’s Plea
sant Worm Syrup, yet sure to destroy and 
expel worm».

save

“No," she answered. “1 under
stand you do not moan to keen your 
oath.” r

“You mistake me. If I could 1 
would."

At flint moment n thought flashed 
into his mind. His face turned 
pale.

con-

“Perhaps I can," ho said. “If 1 
can I will."

“You promise ?" she cried.
“I will keep my oath," said lie.
She knelt and kissed his hand, lie 

drew it from her.
“There are no thanks to he given 

for tho keeping of an oath," said ho,
Then she departed.
When she was gone lie tore to 

pieces the letter ho had written. 
Wrote on another page those words :

“My Darling,—When you read 
those lines 1 shall bo dead. It is very 
hard lo leave you Remember poor 

“Jack Hogan.”
"1 must sec this spy," lie said to 

the sentry, who saluted and let him 
pass. Hull an hour after tho sentry 
saw him pass out, well muffled in his

would be astonished


