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8
HAVER FROM THE SEA. Patrick Egan, latu treasurer i.f the Lind

SprfflpTifWxiafsssitosBSto^s
funds from falling mtc the Land. „f the 
lintnh Government. He had. un over to 
Normandy to give his wife and children 
a taate of salt a r and a plunge in the
. f.li.?B,fXp.ertswiulmer- If he had 
eft Duhlm in 1881, the very day he did, 

the money sent over from this country to 
keep the life in the famishing peasants 
would have gone into Johnny Bull’s private 
exchequer; for nothing suits the British 
policy in Ireland better than famine, since 
it carries off the peasantry and lets the 
farms be turned over to the cattle.

1 beheve Egan has not stated what 
«bip he came across on. I should not 
be surprised, from his prowess in water 
that day, if he swam the whole way.”

|At these words the good priest 
out.'. f.or, *lc hul also looked up, ( _____
ver ms ,m,bimc YT Uun,z,'? d,l> Whv **rol«Excluded the Hooka «erous position; but he Would not
have the tenth part of the time necet. 
i-arv to climb up the mountain. lie ! 
lushed to the door, and in Joint; 
of the Sacred Hosts

mua toi:vran IS assassination )\\III THE IIOOK AGENTS.An Interest I » g Episode In the Life of 
Patrick Egan, Late Treasurer of 

the Land League. From the New York World.
I Mr. Lowell ha* been r .lher otlicioudv

home of our (hutch of England neigh- than ollicully informing an Englidi cor- 
hors are beginning to find out tlmt the poration with which he ha- dined that 
Catholic ( hutch was, after all, in the light Americans do not believe tint ‘•assassina- 
about there being a Purgatory, but while tion is war, or that dynamite is the 
they practically accept the Catholic doc- material of policy.” The latter part of 
trine on the subject yet they at the same this saying is somewhat dark, but the pur- 
tune try to make themselves and other* pose of the American Minister was plainly 
believe that there is in the Catholic doc- enough to express disapproval of homicide 
trine of Purgatory something which justi- in Ireland and of explosions in England as 
lied the so-called Reformers in rejecting it. a mean* of political agitation. And it is 
If the subject were not of too giave a na- by no means certain that his countrymen 
ture to be made fun of, there would be will go with him in this proposition, 
something very amusing in the assurance If one country gained another by the 
with which a small number of Anglicans sword six hundred years ago, and has made 
give out as ductiines of the Church of so little progress in conciliating it since 
England what all the world knows to be that it holds it by the sword to-day ; if the 
mere mi vale opinions of their own which conquerors despised the conquered and 
the Church of England barely tolerates, the conquered detested and loathed the 
Their attempts to claim for their sect the conquerors ; if the conquerors paid so little 
true doctrine of Purgatory are as ridicu- attention to the wishes or opinion of the 
lous as those which Mr. Olcott makes to conquered that they took special measures 
credit Buddhism with true geography and to prevent the representatives of the 
astronomy, while all the world knows that quervd from even making known to the 
Buddhism has irrevocably committed it- legislature of the conquerors what those 
self to a cosmogony which modern science w ishes and opinions were -would anybody 
proves to be preposterously false. How- pretend that the connection between these 
ever much a few Anglicans may now try two countries could be to the advantage 
to make out that their sect has always ap- of either ? Would anybody imagine that 
proved of prayers for the dead, that sect the conquered people were to blame for the 
stands so irre\ ocably committed ti* the incompatibility of temper between them - 
condemnation of the practice as Buddhism selves and their 
does to the denial of the sphericity' of the 
earth and of the heliocentric solar system.

Many Protestants ignorantly imagine 
that the reason why the so-called reformers 
rejected the doctrine of Purgatory was be
cause it could not be found in Scripture, 
but the truth is that the Reformation peo
ple, on the contrary, first denied Purgatory 
and the correlative doctrine of prayers for 
the dead, and then excluded from 
Bible the Books of Machabees for too 
plainly proving the doctrine which they 
denied. The real reasons why the first 
Protestants denied the existence of Pur
gatory was, not because they could not see 
it in the Bible had they had a mind to 
it there but because it was inconsistent 
with their doctrine of justification of faith 
alone. The following quotation from Dr.
Moehler will show that this is 
gratuitous assertion of our own :

“To these principles of the Catholic 
Church Protestants oppose but mere 
empty negations, and a dead criticism.
In the first place, as regards Purgatory,
Luther, at the outset, denied the doctrine, 
as little as that of prayers for the dead.
But, as soon as he obtained a clear appre
hension of his own theory of justification, 
he recognized the necessity of giving way 
here likewise to the spirit of negation. In 
the Smalcald Articles, composed by him, 
he expressed himself in the strongest man
ner against the doctrines of Purgatory, 
and characterizes it as a diabolic d 
tion. Calvin also, with the most furious 
violence, declares against this dogma, and 
the symbolical writings of his party coin
cide with him on this subject. At the 
same time with the clearest conviction, 
they avow the motive which incited them 
on to this violent opposition, and disguise 
not the feeling that tne adoption, or even 
the toleration of the doctrines of Purga
tory, in their religious system, would admit 
a principle destructive to the whole.”

So long as Protestants held the doctrine 
of justification by faith alone, which 
meant in other words that there could be 
no sin except unbelief, they made it a 
matter of necessity to deny the existence 
of Purgatory, because if there were no sin 
except unbelief, there could obviously be 
no room for purification of the soul after 
death. As tne Protestant heresiarchs had 
been Catholics, they were better logicians 
than their modern disciples generally are, 
and that they did not end in blank infidel
ity was only because they did not live 
long enough to perceive that the denial of 
any one article of the Catholic faith neces
sarily leads on to the denial of the whole.
All modern Protestants having practically 
abandoned the impious doctrine of justifi
cation by faith alone, as it was held by 
their early masters, there is now no reason 
why they should not go back to the 
Catholic doctrine of Purgatory ; but if 
they have intelligence enough to perceive 
this, they have not the candor to acknowl
edge it.

Hence the attempt of some Anglican 
ministers to credit their sect with the doc
trine of Purgatory, and at the same time 
to make out that their doctrine 
subject,
Catholic one.

How One of the Profession Took all the 
Courage out of a Bandit

Brown, Junes and Robinson, three of a* 
good fellows as ever melted the heart of 
a country trader to the merry music of 
the pliant chin, sat one evening last week 
in the smoking compartment of a chair 
car on the E. and T. 11. Western mil- 
road. \\ ith them was a tall, thin/dyspep- 
tic nian with sandy hair, dressed in a rusty 
suit of black. Nature had endowed him 
with long legs and his tailor with short 
pants. Ilis coat collar was rich enough 
in accumulated grease to keep a soap 
factory going for a month. His mouth 
was of brass and his cheek a- hard as last 
year’s cider. He was a book agent. 
Already had he gobbled up the drummers 
for a “Life of Christ” and a “Pocket 
Encyclopedia” of 216 numbers wl.ea sud
denly a real Jesse Janies— like a train ban
dit opened the door and stood pistol in 
hand, before the quartet.

Brown s soul sank into the heels of liis 
boots. Beads of perspiration, big as snow 
nails, stood on Jones’ classic brow, while 
his hair lifted his hat two solid inches 
from the crown of his head. Robinson 
murmured the first verse of “Ever of

h‘‘p I’m fondly Dreaming,” and thought 
But the book agent 

seat with a gla<l smile 
and a “How do, strange: / Delighted to 

Do lei me show you my superb
History of Boone County,” a perfect 

bonanza of domestic peace and happiness 
to every householder who is fortunate 
enough to possess one. Three hundred 
pages of elegant letter press, printed 
toned paper ami embellished with 
steel engravings and official map of 
the state. A carefully compiled correct 
topographical and historical—”

“Shut up!” roared the bandit.
“Shut up? You bet it will, and fasten 

itself with a double-action brass clasp—my 
own invention—and from its simplicity 
of design and beauty of construction, 
worth half the price of the book, (liven 
away, sir; literally given away, for .$;* in 
hoards or 5*1.50 in morocco with bevelled 
edges.”

“If yer say—”
“1 do say it, sir. Look at this exquisite 

title page with a vignette portrait of the 
gifted author. Here you see a genvalogi• 
cal abstract chart, in which you can write 
the names of your illustrious ancestors 
and beloved iainilv—births, marriages, 
deaths and—”

“Stop!” shrieked the bandit, as the 
agent grasped him by the buttonhole.

“You may well eav, ‘stop’ sir; I've said 
enough to make you ache to possess _the 
beautiful volume, but I haven’t yet begun 
to—”

“Sit down!” the robber roared in a voice 
that made the puffs of the engine sound 
like the sighs of a sick zephyr and loosened 
all the joints of Jones’ limbs.

of the .11 uehtihecs.

From The Chicago Herald.
“1 recognized a face in your 

yesterday,” said an Americanized French
man to a Herald writer. “There are a 
few cities in which one is sure to see the 
same faces—Paris, London, New York 
and Chicago. You come across gentlemen 
and ladies in the four with no likelihood 
of meeting them elsewhere. They are 
the cosmopolitan cities of the world.

“But I was going to say,” the French
man went on, “that the face I saw yester
day was one I had good 
ber. I was in Paris last summer, and, 
like the most of those who are not tied 
down there, 1 ran out of it to a watering 
place when the atmosphere became too 
intolerable—for Paris, like New York, is 
frightfully hot after the dead heat fastens 
on its tall buildings and dry pavements. 
The place I went to was a little resort on 
the coast of Normandy, where the long 
arm of land runs sharply out into the sea. 
It has a beautiful name ; it would be very 
impolite to mention it in English. Did 
you ever hear of Petit d’Enfer? No? So 

stopped at a quaiut little inn called 
Hotel retit d’Eufer, and it was aot at all 
suggestive of the locality alluded to. On 
the contrary, the delicious sea breeze rip
pled over its dainty table linen, and tne 

had to be careful lest the dish iu 
hand should be knocked out of 

the hazardous equilibrium at which he 
poised it jauntily over his head. Out on 
the water, tossing vivaciously on the 
breakers, you could see the white fleet 
of pleasure boats, craft of all kinds im
aginable, floating like feathers, and with 
strong glass, the islands rose from the 
bosom of the deep—Alderney and Guern
sey. The bathing is delightful there, and 
many families flock to it from the entire 
country. Of course, the majority are 
from Paris.

“I bathed one day, with no little an
noyance from the undertow, which, at 
times, is so strong as to endanger life, 
and was walking on the beach with two 
other friends. The surf was full of

so one
.. . „ltl -J got out of theciborium. Lltl »m perceived it. “Glory 

be to the bather ! glory be to the Son ! 
glory be to the Holy Ghost!” said she, 
with erveut joy. The priest was in great 
trouble; he was looking fur the Host on 
the ground, and could not find it.

1 he Host did not go down, but it 
up. Our dear Lord 
Eltlam’s heart 
Guutz’s heart

streets sea.
not

went
was going where 

sending Him, where 
. . »'»s calling Him. The

Host, raised up by a mysterious breeze, 
was lying upward. It flitted in the air 
as a ilake of snow towards heaven. “We 
uraise Thee, 0 Jesus!” said the priest,
TOV.W1SP '?tn£u,eyes the motion of the 
White Host. 0, Lord, we confess thee ’” 
murmured Elllaui falling hack on her 
couch, dead for joy. And a wav up, away 
above, Guntz cried out, opening his 
mouth to receive the Bread of Angels :
° Eternal lather, the whole universe 

worships Thee ?”
His nands let

was

reason to remem-

FLIGHT OF A SACRED HOST.

A lluuter, Hanging over Eternity on 
lu Mountain, Visited by the Blessed 
Host.

New Orleans Morning Star.
On the highest of the Silberherg (silver) 

mountains in Tyrol, there is a large rock, 
shaped like a table, which overhangs a 
deep gulf, and on the rock then: stands a 
large cross, called the “miraculous 
Its legend is as follows :

A long time ago, when there were still 
large numbers of deer in the mountains, 
Guntz, a hunter, came one day into the 
hut of a poor woman living a 
daughter Efflam at the foot of th 
tain. He was very poor and he could no 
longer hunt the deer on account of fever, 
which caused his limbs to tiemble. As he 
was hungry he asked fur bread, and the old 
woman replied :

“Boy, I have only my daughter Eftlam’s 
share left ; she will soon be back from the 
fields, where she is watching sheep for 
other people.” At this moment a sweet 
voice was heard at the open door, saying : 
“Mother, I have just returned.” And the 
voung girl Efflam entered, poorly clad, 
but crowned with her golden curls. She 
crossed the room to get her bread, and hav
ing broken it, she presented half of it to 
the hunter, saying : “I give it to you with 
a good heart.” Guntz, after taking the 
bread,sick as he[was,climbed the mountain, 
saying : “Lord grant that I may gain 
enough to pay for that piece of bread, 
given with a good heart. ”

This time he met with success in hunt
ing ; he took the deer he had killed on his 
shoulders, sold.it, and with the proceeds 
purchased a beautiful bouquet of flowers, 
lie offered it to the old woman saying: “I 
dare not speak to your child Efflam, but I 
am inspired wûth'the thought of asking 
you to give her to me as a wife, and thus 
you will have a son.” They were married, 
Efflam and Guntz, by the good priest 
had baptized them both. Thus they 
made nappy and they loved each other 
with ull the purity of pious souls. Guntz 
recovered his strength, and all alone, lie 
supported his old mother and young wife, 
and the good priest who had no longer 
any means of living.

The fever, which was then raging, had 
desolated the castle of princes ana ravished 
the houses of the laborers. The people 
were all moving away from that part of 
the country. Efflam’s old mother died 
from the i fleets of weeping over these 
misfortunes.

Then Guntz said: “Let us go far away 
where there is no war.” Efflam was quite 
willing, but the priest refused, saying: 
“When my children come back here they 
must find their father.” And Efflam said 
to Guntz: “Let us not leave him; for 
what could he do all alone?”

On Sundays, since the old mother had 
been laid in the grave,there were only three 
persons in the church: the priest who 
said Mass, and Guntz and Efflam to hear 
it. At the Communion the couple knelt 
together at the altar; and when they had 
gone back to their places, the Father

, 8° their hold, and when 
the priest climbed up, found him lying 
at the foot of the precipice, as if he "had 
softly lain down to sleep on the gras*. 
I he priest carried away the body, and 
buried his two beloved children iu one 
grave. Later, with his own hand*, he 
erected the black cross which is still called 
the miraculous

1

cross.” ne wa* proving, 
bounded from hi*conqueror*, or that it 

made any practical difference in such a 
state of fact* and of feeling on which side 
the blame lay ? The presumption, it must 
be admitted, a* to the origin of the discon
tent of the conquered is rather against the 
conqueror.

garçon 
his see you.

with her “Mickey” Sheridan as a Devil.

t \ear9aüd years *X° there walked into 
Judge fcheward’s printing office in the 
little town of Somerset, Ohio, a ragged 
but bright and mischievous looking boy. 
He^ walked boldly up to the Judge and

“I want to learn to be a printer in your 
office.”

“You want to be a devil, do you ?” in
quired the Judge.

“\V ell, they say ^am a devil at home, 
but I don’t care what you call it, so I can 
get a chance to learn to be a printer.”

“What is your name my son ?”
“My name is ‘Mickey’ Sheridan.”

AlII right,” said the Judge, “I will try

The Judge took “Mickey” out inti the 
composing room and turned him over to 
the foreman. Tiraelrolled on and “Mickey” 
learned rapidly, but was a terror to every
body in the office. There was no mischief 
that could be thought of that “Mickey” 
was not up to. He was eternally playing 
tricks on everybody in the office, even the 
Judge.

After he had been in

e moun-
Now this is precisely the condition of 

Ireland. I he whole Irish people abhor 
the British connection and long to be fiee 
from it. They have no chance against 
the con juerors in open war, but a smoth
ered war has been the immemorial condi
tion of things between them. When a 
general insurrection is hopeless, assassina
tion is war, Mr. Lowell to the contrary 
notwithstanding, and it i* the only mode 
of warfare possible. To deny the right of 
a people who consider themselves op- 
pressed to resort to “outrages” is to say 
that when an oppressed people are so weak 
in numbers as to he unable to take the 
field they must submit to what they regard 
a* oppression or trust to the ameliorating 
influences of time and peaceable agita
tion.

To Irishmen it is a mere mockery to 
talk of time and peaceable agitation. 
Ireland has been trying time and peace
able agitation, varied by outrages, for five 
or six hundred years, and hates England 
as much as ever. Not a single concession 
has been won from England during all 
these centuries by Irish appeals to English 
sense of justice. Whatever concessions 
have been made have been extorted 
by outrages, and so have not hail 
any effect in allaying Irish discontent 
or in mitigating Irish hatred of 
England. This lesson of history has been 
faithfully learned by Irish agitators, that 
if they want anything from England their 
readiest way to get it i» by killing Eng
lishmen, or houghing the cattle of Eng
lishmen, or in s, me other way destroying 
the property and disquieting the lives of 
Englishmen.

It is perfectly natural that Englishmen 
should object to these modes of political 
agitation uud should prefer moral suasion 
which they cun stop by summary measure» 
whenever it becomes tiresome. It may be 
natural that they should also desire to 
enlist all foreign governments as police to 
help them keep the peace iu Ireland. But 
it is not in the least natural that they 
should expect foreign governments to 
accede to their desires. So far as foreign 
governments are concerned, Ireland is part 
of England and the Government of Eng 
land is responsible for the condition of 
Ireland, which has been produced by the 
Government of England. That they should 
call upon foreign governments to pass 
special laws in older to enable them to 
suppress disturbances in their own domin
ions argues an assurance not, perhaps, un- 
English, but that they should expect such 
a call to be answered Is not easily credible. 
If the English cannot govern Ireland 
without calling on all mankind to help 
them suppress Irish resentment of the 
process, there is clearly nothing for them 
to do but to allow Ireland to govern her
self.

on
line

the

no mere
boisterous people, young and old, chil
dren and bonnes, and tneir gayety was 
unbounded. The children in France feel
no especial restraint under any circum
stances. They are not drilled into the 
decorum of sergeants before they have laid 
their pinafores off, as is the case with well 
brought up infants in America. The 
French children are kept in the nursery 
and romp into health; or go out with the 
bonne, who does not attempt to give 
them society manners and unenild them, 
as it were. In this country, they are let 
run all over the house and occupy the 
apartments of the entire family^ and of 
course they must be straight-jacketed. 
The tiny wads of humanity that were 
playing hide-and-go-seek in the breakers 
that day were as pink as cupids and as fat; 
roly-poly midgets that laughed merrily 
enough to spread the infection over the 
gravest of the gathering. Suddenly above 
the chorus of innocent pleasure a shrill 
cry arose; then another and another; and 
in an instant the air was rent with shouts 
of terror and a clamor for ropes and vol
unteers. At the bathing places in Nor
mandy none of the life-saving precau
tions are observed which are universal 
in other parts of the world. There are 
no buoys, no ropes extending out into 
the deep water, no life-boats to rescue 
those whom recklessness of the undertow 
may carry out. All eyes were riveted on 
two struggling forms whose long hair 
floated dismally on the soapy suds as they 

being carried swiftly to sea, beyond 
the possibility of self-help. The cowardly 
attendants, who were paid for protecting 
the inexperienced and the weak, stood 
stolidly on the sand, arms folded, shaking 
their craven heads even when men thrust 
purses under their mean little noses.

“Suddenly two foims dashed into the 
waves and gallantly swam toward the fast 
disappearing women. There were shrieks 
of anguish as they wildly cleaved the 
water with their strong arms ; and saw 
the wife of one clutch two little children 
to her breast, and suppress the agony 
rose to her lips, tine began to pray, in 
fervent English, with a slight Irish accent. 
The other won. an was w’eeping almost 
hysterically, for one of the drowning vic
tims was her daughter, a pretty Swiss frau- 
lein that I had seen accompanying the 
aged lady towards the bathing houses. 
Who the second victim was I could not 
learn, except that she was Spanish and 
and was accompanied by a maid who faint
ed as her mistress went out of reach. 
The swimmers swam as only men can who 
are resolved to succeed on thiir errand 
and come back to those who are dear to 
them. But what a fight they had with 
the sea. The huge waves met them with 
terrific force and hurled them back like 
autumn leaves down a mountain side. Up 
to the pinnacle of some huge wave they 
would mount and into its depths disap
pear, while the ciowd on shore caught 
their breath, and only breathed again when 
the two valiant fellows rose once more to 
breast and conquer the sea. Now they 
are near the women—now the unfortu
nates, benumbed and helpless, are swept 
away from them as if with demon fingers. 
On they go, rising, sinking, plunging, dash
ing the thick, gray foam away from their 
faces and out of their almost blinded eyes, 
and a second time they clutch the women. 
They hold limp fingers like vises, and, 
with a few magnificent strokes, ‘tuin’ the 
breakers as the Russians did the Balkan, 
and now they are coming in. Great God, 
did we not cheer ! At last they reach the 
sand, and many are ready to relieve them 
of their dripping burdens. The Spanish 
lady was resuscitated easily. The young 
Swiss girl was all but dead, aud in a short 
time expired. She had sunk twice before 
the gallant rescuer reached her.

“The lady, who had clasped her two 
little ones and begun praying as the swim
mers went out, ran into the arms of one 
of the two men, who, the brine salting 
his entire body, lavished kisses on her and 
the children. They quickly w'ent into 
the hotel. I saw the man on the street 
yesterday, none the worse for the splendid 
risk he took for a pair of strangers, of 
whom, in all probability, he knew absol
utely nothing. But a woman in danger 
moves the hcait of a man as no other 
motive can. I did not appreciate before 
how small in stature he is, for I toll you 
we thought him a giant that day. It was

the office for two 
years the Judge concluded to put him at 
school. He had been in school more than 
two months when the teacher sent him 
home with a note to his father and the 
Judge that he was too bad for any use ; 
that he was the terror of the whole school; 
that he kept every other scholar from 
learning.

The Judge and “Mickey’s” father called 
the teacher and begged him to take 

“Mickey” back. The teacher said to them 
that if he came back he would treat him 
well, but he would be pleased if he would 
stay away—he was too bad for 
pose.

mven-

who
were

“Biographical sketches of eminent men, 
glowing obituary, with an original poem 
on death, agricultural statistics, tablets of 
mortality, valuable notes on immigration, 
trade report, all the geological—”

“Lemme go, or I’ll blow the roof of 
yer head off,” shrieked the robber, 
wrested himself from the agent’s grasp 
and dropped ofl the rear of the car into 
the gathering gloom of the coming night.

Then Robinson drew from his pocket hia 
faithful revolver and looked big. Jones 
rolled his sleeves up and asked where the 
villain was gone to. Brown fished from 
under the spittoon a roll of bills and hoped 
that they didn’t think he’d been scared. 
But the agent *ank wearily to hia seat 
and for the first time in all that long jour
ney was silent for nearly four 
live minutes.

any pur-

Mickey” went back, however, and 
from there to West Point. Now, who do 
you suppose, gentle reader, “Mickey” 
Sheridan was ! Who do you suppose he 
is ? The Critic will tell you. He is 
Lieutenant-General Phil Sheridan, the 
General of the United States Army upon 
the retirement of General Sherman.— 
Washington Critic.wire consent -

Gossip Rebuked.
Anecdote of Sheridan.

Sheridan and Kelly were one day in 
earnest conversation close to the gate of 
the path which was then open to the public, 
leading across the churchyard of St. Paul’s, 
Co vent Garden, from King street to 
Henrietta street, when Mr. Holloway, 
who was a creditor of Sheridan’s to a con
siderable amount, came up to them on 
horseback, and accosted Sheridan in a tone 
of something more like anger than 
and (:omplained that he never could get 
admittance when he called, vowing 
geanceagainst the infernal Swiss, Monsieur 
Francois, if he did not let him in the next 
time he went to Hertford street.

Holloway was really in a passion. 
Sheridan knew that he was vain of his 
judgment in horseflesh, and without taking 
any notice of the violence ul his manner, 
hurst into an exclamation upon the beauty 
of the horse which he rode—he struck the 
right chord,

“Why,” said Holloway, “I think 1 may 
say there never was a prettier creature 
than this. You were speaking to me, 
when I last saw you, about a horse for 
Mrs. Sheridan ; now this would be a treas
ure for a lady.”

“Does she canter well ?” askerl Sheri-

An exchange gives an incident that may 
prove a suggestion to all of

One day the conversation at dinner in a 
family well known to the writer turned 
upon a lady who was so unfortunate as to 
have incurred the dislike of certain mem
bers of the household because of some lit
tle peculiarities. After several had ex
pressed their views in no gentle terms, the 
married sister added :

“I can’t endure her, and I believe I will 
not return her call if she comes here 
again.”

Her husband who had hitherto remained 
silent, replied.

“She will not trouble you again, nay 
dear, as she died an hour ago,”

“You don’t mean it ? Surely you are 
only teasing us for onr uncharitablenes1».”

“She is really dead. I learned it on my 
wav to dinner.”

Overwhelmed

us.

preached them a sermon full of tears, 
which their tears listened to.

One Sunday Guntz came to Mass alone 
and all alone knelt to receive Holy Com
munion. A slow sickness had seized 
Efflam, and she ha 1 no longer strength to 
go to church.

On the following Sunday no one came. 
After Mass, the priest took the ciborium, 
and carried it to the hut of Guntz, where 
Efflam lay dying. The priest expected 
to find Guntz kneeling by the bedside; 
but Efflam was alone. Where then was

that
sorrow.

viri
on the

is something different from the Joseph liman, Percy, writes : “1 was 
induced to try Dr. Thomas’ Eclectric Oil 
fora lameness which troubled me for three 
or four years, and I found it the best 
article 1 ever used. It has been a great 
blessing for me.” Frauds may imitate 
Dr. Thomas’ Eclectric Oil in appearance 
and name, but in everything else they 
dead failures.

We not long ago repro
duced an article by the “Aquinas of Ire
land,” Dr. Murray, of Mavnooth, aud it is 
not necessary to repeat what was therein 
so plainly set forth. Purgatory simply 
means a place of purification, and it will 
have been seen from the article referred 
to that all that the Catholic Church has 
ever defined about it is that there ù a 
Purgatory and that the souls there detained 
are assisted by the prayers of the living. 
Whether it be situated in the centre of the 
earth or iu another planet; what sort of a 
place it is, and whether it he any partic
ular place at all, are matters about which 
the Church has never defined anything, so 
that, if prayers for the dead are admitted, 
there is in the Catholic doctrine of Purga
tory, so far at least ns the authoritative 
and infallible definitions of the 
are concerned, really nothing to deny. 
Protestant ministers can therefore approve 
of prayers for the dead and at the 
time profess to hold a doctrine on Purga
tory different from the Roman one only 
by either confounding with articles of the 
Catholic faith the mere individual opin
ions of Catholic theologians, or—what is 
more likely—by attributing to the Catho
lic Chun h doctrines which are neither 
articles of the faith nor theological opin
ions, but only the unfounded inventions 
of Protestants.—Ceylon Catholic Mvssen- 
ger.

he?
“Father, 1 had a longing for some milk, 

and Guntz went out Before daylight to 
get me some.” It was true, and at the 
very moment when our Lord was coming 
to visit Efflam in the hut, Guntz was pur
suing the deer on the top of the mountain. 
“Fear nothing,” said he to the deer, with
out knowing that he was talking, “give 
only a drop of thy milk for her wh 
all my joy on earth.” And raising his 
eyes to heaven, he added: “0 Jesus! 0 
Jesus! O Virgin Mother! Do not, I beg 
you, leave me in the house where she 
soon will be no more! grant that we may 
go together, with the Sacred Host 
lips, to meet again in never ending happi
ness!”

Guntz w’as running on the level rock 
where now stands the large black 
On it there was snow which after throwing 
the day before had become hardened by 
the morning frost. J ust as he was going 
to lay hold of the leer, she leaped away, 
and his foot slipped. He fell over the 
table of the rock, and had just time enough 
to catch hold of the edge with both hands; 
he thus remained suspended over the 
precipice. In this position he could 
the steeple of the church and the window 
of his little hut. “0 Jesus!” thought he, 
Thou hast heard me; I am going first. 
I thank Thee; but dearest Lord, who will 
bring me, away up here, the Sacred Host, 
my Viaticum?”

Below', the priest had prepared every
thing for the last communion of i fflam. 
When the prayers were over, Efflam, with 
an angelic smile, opened her pale lips and 
received the Divine Viaticum. At that 
moment she raised her eyes towards the 
mountain. She uttered a loud cry ! 
The mountain was bright with the rays of 
the sun. If Guntz could see the hut, he 
could also be seen from the hut. Efllam, 
with on effort sat up in the bed, and raised 
up to God her icy-cold hands. “0 sweet
est Jesus !” she cried, “ho is going to die 
without Thee ! 0 clearest Saviour ! go to 
him as Thou hast come to me !”

w’ith shame, the little 
group realized for the first time the sol- 
enmity of such sinful conversation. Let 
us take warning and speak of these about 
us as we will wish wre had done when 
‘‘Death sweeps their faults with heavy 
As sweeps the sea the trampled sand.”

“Grunt it Out.”
The above is an old saw as savage as it 

is senseless. You can’t “grunt out” 
dyspepsia nor liver complaint, nor ner
vousness if they once get a good hold. 
They don’t remove themselves in that 
way. The taking a few closes of Burdock 
Blood Bitters is better than “grunting it 
out.” What we can cure let’s not en
dure.

Every Person to be a Ileal Success 
In this life must have a specialty; that is, 
must concentrate the abilities of body and 
mind on some one pursuit. Burdock 
Blood Bitters has its specialty 
plete and radical cure of dyspepsia, liver 
and kidney complaints, and all impurities 
of the blood.

The base burner stove, the telephone 
and other improvements of a like kind 
have worked a domestic and social revolu
tion within the last few year*. Among 
the improvements it is not unfair to in
clude the “Myrtle Navy” tobacco. The 
great majority of men smoke tobacco ; 
have, done m for centuries past and will 
continue to do so. It is important, there
fore. that' they should smoke the be t 
quality c11 the article. That is what they 
are supplied with in the “Myrtle Navy.” 
All -lookers who have used it know that 
its flavor cannot be surpassed, that its 
quality is always uniform and that the 
only care they have to exercise in its 
purchase is to see that the trade mark T. 
«.v B. is stamped on the plug.

Burdock Blood Billers 
Cures scrofula, erysipelas, salt rheum, 
pile*, and all humors of the blood. Cures 
dyspepsia, liver complaint, biliousness, 
constipation, dropsy, kidney complaints, 
headache, nervousness, female weakness 
and general debility, when used in time.

o was

“Became Sonnd and Well,”
II. V. Pierce, M. D.: Dear Sir—My 

wife, who had been ill for over two years, 
and had tried many other medicines, be
came sound and well by using your “Fav
orite Prescription.” My niece was also 
cured by its use, after several physicians 
had failed to do her any good.

Yours truly, Thomas J. Methvin, 
Hatcher’s Station, Ga. 

FLIES, roaches, ants, bed-lmgs, rata, mice, 
crows, chipmunks, cleared cut l.y “ Roucli 
on Rats.” 15c.

As a superb hair dressing and renovator 
Ayer’s Hair Vigor is universally com
mended. It eradicates scurf and dandruff, 
cuus all eruptions and itchings of the 
scalp, promotes the renewed growth of 
the hair, and surely prevents its fading or 
turning gray.

Mr. II. McCaw, Custom House, Toronto, 
writes: “My wife was troubled with Dys
pepsia and Rheumatism for a long time; 
she tried many different medicines, but 
did not get any relief until she used 
Northrop & Lyman’s Vegetable Discovery 
and Dyspeptic Cure. She has taken two 
bottles of it, and now finds herself in 
better health than she has been for years, 
tiuld by Darkness & Co., Druggists, Dun- 
das St.

“Beautifully,” replied Holloway.
“If that’s the case, Holloway,” said 

Sheridan, “1 really should not mind 
stretching a point for him. Will you have 
the kindness to let me see his paces.”

“To he sure,” said the lawyer; and put
ting himself into a graceful attitude, he 
throw his nag into a canter along the 
market.

The moment hi back was turned, 
Sheridan wished Kelly g uod-morning, and 
went oil through the churchyard where 
no horse could follow, into Bedford street 
laughing immoderately, as, indeed, did 
several of the staiulers-hy. The only per
son not entertained by this practical joke 
was Mr. Ilol

Dr. W. Armstrong, Toronto, writes. 
“1 have been using Nuithrop & Lyman’s 
E aulsion of Cod Liver Oil and Hypophos- 
phites of Lime and Soda fur Chronic Bron
chitis with the best results. I believe it is, 
the best Emulsion in the market. Having 
tested the different kinds, I unhesitatingly 
give it the preference when prescribing 
for my consumptive patient*, or for 
Throat. anJ Lung affections.

Headache.
Headache is one of those distressing 

complaints that depends upon nervous 
irritation, had circulation, or i disordered 
state of the stomach, liver, bowels, etc. 
The editor and proprietor of the Canada 
Presbyterian was cured after years of suf
fering with headache, and now testifies to 
the virtue of Burdock Blood Bitters.

on our

Church

cross.

a* a com-

oway.

Kalamazoo, Mich , Feb. 2, 188<>. 
o\v Hop Bitters will bear recoin-l kn

inondation honestly. All who use them 
confer upon them the highest encomiums 
and give them credit for making cures— 
all the proprietors daim for them. I have 
kept them since they were first offered to 
the public. They took high rank from the 
first, and maintained it, and are 
called for than all others combined. 
So long as they keep up their high repu
tation fur purity and usefulness, I shall 
continue to recommend them—something 
I have never before done with any other 
patent medicine. J. J. Baiicock, M, 1).
“ ROUGH ON RATS,” Clenrs out rats, 
mice, flic, roaches, bed-hugs, ants, vermin, 
chipmunks. 15c.

Thousands upon Thousands
Of dollars have been spent in advertising 
the celebrated Burdock Blood Bitters, but 
this fact accounts only in part for its 
enormous sale. Its merit has made it what 
it is—the best blood medicine ever devised 
by man.
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