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1y Bev. dvnes B Dollard @i
men) 1 bonah for Maich,
Buk o’ the hitta | hurrled honge
Aver my boding soeul waeuld sy
sher and aater bli thee come
Long, tow lenk, s beon thy sty

Staa sheae oute but the moon wax

pale, |
']‘um hx’(l vy a black  eloud'y 1agiel

‘3 wall,

Aud l-n l eard the Baushe
or  Thees

Whete  Malma's ware
win.

Quick 1 wirode
Pawed the giove
Mound
Gloumy the ot
moped,
searcely breathing, I glanced around.

avyoax the slope.
and  the Faivy
Viind

where awiR

thera xhe 23

Moth r of wercy *
in a xnuw-\\hlto

A woman  clad
shroud,
Ntreamed her g to the damp mosss

matt,
White the faca on her bosom bawed.

Sspiin of Woe” T eaper crled,
“Tell me  wone  that 1 love has
wone,”
e fa the grave P-my aceents died—
The Rawshee Jifted her face wo wan.

and W an AR the Wanag mosi
auneapears  heratt

Pal
Seen \\hon the
ul.n

-|| ‘sudden ner dreary croun,

T ..n sy own her wild ayes shone.

Burned and seared my Inmost soul,
When shail sorrow depart from ine? 19

Black-winged tercor upon me *tole,
Bhadly gaptng, 1 urned to flee,

B k h\' he  srove and  haunted
n‘.r lh., I“"" road I know not haw,

Hearkened afar my  baying I.lolll\d.
3lome at last at the low hill's brow.

Tone the cotlage—tihe door  Hung

Four JEhts burned—oh, sight of
dread!

3reathing A praver, 1 rushea inside.

“ Mercy, God !™ ‘twas my mother,

dead !

Dead and white as the tallen leat
(Knocling, my sister prayed near by)
Wild as I wrestled with my griel,
Far and faint came the Bansheo's
'

cry !
O

“SHE ,\L\\'AYS MADE
POYS

HOME

In an old churchyard stood a stone.
Weather-marked and stained;
The hand of time had crumbled it,
So only part remalned
Uron one side 1 could Just trace,
“In memory of our mother
“She always made home happy ! tals
Was chiscled on the other.

1 gazed on monwuents of (nmo
lllxh tow'ring *2 the skies
1 saw fhe sculptured nmrhk- atonc
Where n great hero Hes;
But by this oplmph I m\uscd.
And read ft o'er and o’
For I had never seen lmurllm\
Such words, as thege before.
“s$he nlways made home happy 1"
‘What
A noble rccord left!
A legacy of mom'rles sweet
To thuse whom death hereft
What textlmony to her worth
By those who knew her best,
Isngraven va trix crumbling atone
That marked their mother's rest.

It was a narrow resting place
Among the humble poot.

But they had seen thelt mother tol

And patiently endure,

They mmkul her \\'llllng sacrmco
As, one by one, she

er cms«llke burdens up lhc hin,
THL all her tol) way o'er.

So when Godd stilled her weary heart,
Folded her hands 3o whitc,

And she was carrled from the home
&he always made so Lright,

Her chitdren reared n monument
That riches could not buy,

“The witness of & noblc 'l(e,
\Whose record is on

(Susan Teall Perry, in Chrlsllan Intel-

ligencer.)
——————

TO A BIRTHDAY.

What boots it If our natal day
Has not forever come to stay,
But year by year elips one away ¥

What odds it here and there appears
A strand of sllver fromn the years,
And little creases where ti: tears

Havo flowed In bitterness ? Although
ra are not always, since we know
. T)ut. smiles to Httle wrinkles grow,

H

v’hat difterence it the ycars go dy
Asg avhite clouds In a windy sky,
1t those we love are ever nigh ?

The years are very kind. They pass
=Wiih equal apecd for 1ad and lass,
Prom christ'ning song to requiemn mass.

d though they bring us age, for-
th,

@00l
i must be happy as our youth
we may know In llving truth,

at hand In hand, in smiles or tears,
th those we love we meet the years,
nd always hear the volce that clhigers,

? M always look into the eyes
t see for us the ®luest skics,
at find for us the dearest prize.

What boots it {f our naml day
filas not dorever come y
ince, passing sith it un time ends,
Bre ull the birthdaya of our friends.
—The Criterion.

-
THE DUOMO.

(Florence.)

lllfht the Qmur. How doubly twi-

nr\v \v\vm are roof and archls

a ev'n she Elance of uoonday is aul-

ere !
v, what reverbemntlons filt the car,
though commingling atorm and tor-
rent gave

e waste pl meech, or propbet

of "u.- sounds, beyond the altar
high.

mlnx monk.
its :

iGesu e’ Cristo " How his acorntx

HIis burden he re-

thrill,
in the wild, the first evangel cry !
atill T hear them, midst the mur-

muring atreets,
twll!um Florence, mediaeval still.
Bdith M. Thomas, In March Century.

PERE VIDELLE.

Womph Sebastion Bogess W Four
Bl k)

Thioughout the whele provinee thae
vas ot a4 more bearned diviae than
Poere Videlle, Hia beoks on donmatie
theology had wmade bim famows, and
hia schontific and litevary lectiiea had
¥on for Him many an adinfier among
the thinking cheses of a cultwied oty

In these days the geod man Joved
to while away an eveming with the
Marquis de v Rocher in profound dise
soriation upon the tmmortality of the
weul, or with the Comte and Cowiteds
Doranty, elaclduting the mystery of
the Tilnlty , wr with M. Gr'chaid, vas
g fleree war upon theosephlsw,

Then camw the fever, Tt deft Per:
Videlle veak and worn, shattered in
body and mind.

The st Jday he happened abroad
after his dlners he  encountered the
reXton diFging a stave,

“What bean do you plant there, my
sood man 7 he asked, having in mind
the doctrine of Pythagores.  But ibe
Acxton, NOT CoMmprelending, was sruck
with arm, none the lesy by Pero Vi-
delle’s words than Ly the unnatural
Hght {n his eyes.

S0 he Invok lamact to the Bishop.

“The Pete Viddlle aald he, *“Is
not well—is ot right,” and he tapped
his damp brow with ay earthecovered
finger.

Mongefgneur, a Jovial sou, laughed
fustily, and bade the rozton ga back
to his wotk, But monsieur le medecin
was called fn next day and advised
that Pere Videlle be glven a parish in
the country, where the contemplation
of natury would leave no room in his
mind for abstract and intricate
thought.

Hence 1t came about that as soon
us Pere Videlle was stronger he was
sent to the parish of Nazarine.

Certalnly the place was well sclecte
ed es far as qulet went. Situaied ten
miles from any town, Le Nazarine was
merely a cluster of houses. The
church and the rectoty overlooked the
rlver, & pleasing stream that would
rerpentine between the green banks of
a fertile country.

Tho entire population of the coin-
munity numbered not more than two
hundred. These, for fthe most part,
werp pegsants—gcod,  simple  souls—
whosge sum total of kiiowledge embruce
cd the culture of potatoes, the locul
folk-lore and the rudiments of Chris-
t'an doctrine.

For a week the Pere Videlle was de-
lighted.  Sitting at case on tho broad
veranda, with a bottle of cognac by
his side, the Impressions of the city
were quite lost In the contemplation
of the glittering river, the cool, green
banks and the torest beyond.

It was tho second day whon Jean
Soule, the miller, the rich man of the
town and, as It was toll with awe, the
owner of one hundred acres of rrable
land, called with hls wife. The wea-
ther, the cropy, the sick, and the lame,
and the dead, were dlscussed untit
finally the pere slghed  heavily and
stretched himself In his chalr,

“ Yes, yes,” sald he, looking dream:
Hy upon the river—they saf upon the
veranda—"a thousand centurles axo,
and this spot was the bottom of the
ocean—the abyss of chaos. Fiat lux,
and Hght was mace. Then began the
era of strange avatars, You have, f
course, read Lamacck, and marked |
dare say with keen interest his theory
of the evolution of all animals?” he
went on, looking the miller, whose face
had now assumed a startled expres-
slon, tull In the eyes.

“The roul alone is not evolved. The
man—the mere animal man—mAy have
sreung from silmy |wrolon|aam. but do
yeu hold—can you, as

versitton, protound  dissertation
rubfects abRituse

Heig lopesonie ofi
Victor, the stable boy.

“Hee. Vietor, T have new proofs. of
the tmamottabiy, the >prituaity and
siinplcity of the sovl. Fhatl [ egin
my thoses 27

And forthuith he Lenan i long sertes
of syllogiamr, but Aconk Vie'or was
dumb—

“Why don't jou deny, aftinm, pass
over the maja o minor 7 3th yours
selfe man ! b exdclanaca

Vietor might have been the aphiux
or Talleyrand, whercupoa  tie good
nan teok both the atinmative and the
nexative of his thosew, wand a0 heated
dlxputation ensued,

Tris manna o dixQang questions
soon bLecame 2 halbit with him,

Plere Bouver, the groey boy, Gune
to solielt an order.  He r1duped scee
eral tines, Lut obtalidng e response
wandeied en the povch untll he was
arrested by the sound of Pere Vi-
drlle's volee, Glanang  cauttously
within he beheld the holy man stand«
ing in the middle of the Huor converss
Ing with some one whom Plerre could
noewheve slscover.

Shortly after this It wWes 1umored that
Pere Videlle was In league with tho
devil, and conversed with him the lve-
long day. Thenceforth the  rectory
was without a visltor. The goud peos
Ile came to Mass on Sunday, but ale
most with the Jast gospel the church
Wwould be cleared.

Soon a long ralny spell sct . The
Pcrg Vidglle, now forced to forego the
broad veranda where formerly nature
had cheered h grew lanxuld and
sick at heart. The most distressing
melancholy took possession of him. It
found in many a solil

on

day he cathed

he Saw w Lace, postly man in clealaal
xarh bustling alout the station,

“Towant 4 waggon=l auunt hine n
veblcle of ®ome kind to carev me to Lo

" he Wan aaying.

By the time Vietor areived at the rec-
tory the 1ain had ccas) and the sun
wan xhining brightly. Pere Videllle waa
standing at tha gate.

“Bun garcon! ben garcon ! he ex-
claimed, teking the popers aad patting
the boy on the ahouldcrs. Then he hur
ried (nto the study and glanced eagerly
at one of the papers. On the firat page
waa the heading :—

DEATH OF A LEARNED PRELATE,

FOR MANY YBEARS THE FAVOUK-
TR OF THI ELITE OF THIS
CITY.

The Author of Num-rous Worka on
‘Theology.

PollowIng was an eulogy full of high-
suunding prafees for tha * dead * priest,
‘The good man'a face ghwed with the
keenest vloasure,

** Victor, cognan-~cognae 1" he called;
“T am stll Qfve

Paper after paper he read. Bach cope-
1ained & long account of hix eventtul
Nee and bemovtred hix sudden duath,

On: wecounte t the profound grief into
which the Marquls was pluoxcd; an
cthier, how M. Grichard, upon hearlng
the sad tidings, had shut himself up
and refuxed o see any one; @ third
gav.s e particulars of the  funeral
The remainz of the derellet clergyman
would be bronght to  the city, and
would Mg I state for two days at the
cathedral, ete, te. Iiven the names
of the pall-bearers were given—namnes
prominent throughout the country.

Ad the Pere Videlle read. his eyes
llled with tears.

A loud at he front

in which he drew striking
between his past and his present life.
“The 1dea that hs former friends carcd
no moro for him soon took deep root
in his feverish mind.

One gloomy day, when the rain was
beasing dismally upon tie roof, Pere
Vidella thus made lament :=—

“1 am forgotten by all mankind.
Such I8 the constancy of human nas
ture—po svon A’ we arc lost to sight
then we s lost o mind. It seems

door. Pere Videlfe started and looked
around in a dazed fashion, He was
qulte surprised to find hie was still tn
the land of the lving. Arising hasuly
Ite went to the window. He could not
s8¢ who was at the window, but in
front of ‘the gate stood a waggon, and
fa It a long wooden box, such as gen-
erally encase cofiing. By the side of
the team 4 man dressed In sober black,
and wearing a decorous expresslon of

weans since [ talked with the
and us for the last discuseion [ had
with Monsl-m  Grichard, that must
have been In another world centurles
ago. Unnotlced, neglected, forgotten,
burfed all Truly, I might as well
be dead ! Ah, better; for then If uny
frionds I have they would weep over
mv demlse.’”

ero he fell Into & deep study. What
it he should dle 2 Would his frlends
mourn hira 2 What wuld Monscigneur
think 7 What would the papers say 7
Would the world give him hix just de-
sert, or would his friends’ estimate of
him be expresscd in @ netvspaper paras
graph somathing like the following :

* ‘Tho death of Pere Videlle, which
occurred at Le Nazarine, & small, half-
uncivilized parish forty miler north of
this city, will occasion conslderable re-
gret to thoge who knew bim.”

“ Conslderable regret ! Pere Videlle
shuddered, He arose and began walk-
ing the floor. “ What -vould they
think  What would they say ?” he
kept repeating to himself. *“Have 1
any frlends ? If s0, would they b«.‘
grieved at my deatl.? I am 1

on his was

foltering.

Agaln the knooklng was repeated—
this time somewhat louder than before.
Pere Videlle went out into the hall, and
with a certain tremor of tha nerves
flung open the door. There stood Mon-
Aelgneur.

*God be with us! Why—whom~
what, do--do I sce v he cried, starting
back and rapldly making the slgn of
the cross,

* Ahd God forgive me for my lack of
charlty I crled Pere Vddella embrac-
ing his good Blshoy:

“1 decmed [ wag forgotten—dead to
the world, but sec,’” dragging Monselg-
neur into the atudy and rapidly show-
Ing him the ardloles, “ sce this tribute,
this eulogy, this encomimn, this panec:
gyvic, and—greater still—yourself com*
4ug all this didtance, und even bringing
a cfin! It Is 100 much, Monselgneur;
I am unworthy."

Compasasionately Monselgneur regard-
ed the priest. ‘ The sexton was right,”
he muttered, and his eyes grew molst.
But when he thought of the elaborate

ly dead. Why not notify Monseigneur ?
Why not notity Monselgneur 7* he re-
peated, a new lght of interest breaking
over his worn face. Then he sat down
and wrote a telgram to Monselgneur.
1t sald =

“M. Vidello dled
Funeral Mondny.”

To this he slgned the mlller's name.
He rang the bell for Victor and thrust
the message Into the boy's hand.

“Qet tho horse—ride to town, and

th's  morning.

thinking man, for an lnstam. hold that
the soul was likowlse evolved from
atate to state ?"

The witler'a wite moved close to her
husband, and began nudging htn vehe-
mently with her fan,

“1—-I th'nk I never heaid of it he-
tore,” the miller faltered, arlsing snd
looking longingly toward the front
Rute.

“What, what!" sald- Pere Videlle,
also getting up. *“Then I will lend
you the ¢ Review,’ which contalns a tull
and coniplete resume of alt the works
on the subject,”” and he darted into
his atudy,

*Come, curse,” whispercd tho wo-
man, pulling her halt stupefled hus-
band by the wleeve. They tripped
across the porch and out the gate.

2end this You can apend the
night there with your family. To-mor-
row morning, before you start, get the
papers, and come Iwme quickly."

When the geplng-mouthed Victor
had gonn Pere Vidells fell back Into
a chair, He was In a fever of expect-
ancy.

** T\O-MOrFoW==t0*MOrToW 1 wilt
know I" he would exclaim, clapping
hin hands. Verlty, had ¢he sexton seen
him then he wouldd have had gvod ren-
son to tap his forehead and run to
Monselgneur.

Meanwhile Victor pursued his way
through the mud and tha raln. Ar-
rlvng at the village he sent the mes-
sage, and the next morning repaired to
the station, where he se. ‘red the pa-
perz, which had just arrived on the
carly traln, As he mounted the horse

funeral ar he had made, the
newgpaper storfes, and, lastly, the cof-
fin he hed brought and the good pere
stlil alive, a keen sense of the rldicu.
lousness of the whole situation flashed
upvn him, and he dropped into a chair
And burst into one of hia Jowal laughs
that made the house ring to the echo.

“ Mor. pare, mon cher pere, you do
not Jike this country, I see,” he mail.
* Aye, the cognac--such a fright you
Kwe me! You may fill my glass, and
then you shall go back with me.”

"“But not In the coffin, Monselg-
neur

“ God be praized, not yet In the cof-
fin," murmured Monselgneur; and as
Victer passed by the window he heard
Pere /idelle

“ Now my new proofs of fnunortallty,
the eplrizuality, tha shmplislity of the
roul. Shall T begin my thesce

" Bagin,” suld the Moagelgneur, wip-
g the xewn\ from his eyes.

-—

THE O‘DONNEL OF TYRCONNEL.

Senor Dr. Carlog Tuero O'Donnell,
commander of the regiment of Infantry
of the King and nephew of the Duke ot
Tituan, late Minister of Foreign Affairs
in the Canovas Cabinet, and cousin tao
of his Lordskip the ever revered and

“ Wrong, wrong ! 3 the mil-
ler, tapping his forehead as they hur-
ried up the road.

The next day a plous peasant wo-
man brought the pastor a busket of
apples.

“ How good Pomona Is to you,” vx-
claimed Pere Videlle, * glving you such
lovely fruit.””

“ Pomona 2" questioned the woman,
vacantly. * He never gave me any*
thing. 1 do not even know hiwm.”

*'What, what ! Pomona—the ‘anclent
godders of frult, the protectreas of nur.
serles, the gentle guardlan of rcol
grovea~you should know her, my good
woman.” -

The woman #hoSk her head, grasped
the basket and quickly venished.

80 a week pasacd, Scarcely a soul
row darkened Pere Videlle's door.

Time began to lag heavily with the
®ood priest. He longed for the broad
avenue fllled with glittering equipages:
the beautiful parks whene he was wont
to take his evening constifutional arm
in arm with somc man of title; for the

*Why 1a it that genluses arc nearly
7° “Tsguess it must

ways eocentric
be):.‘n‘.;‘u (hnll about the only way

xenlus cnn abtaln  recog-

salons of the Marguis, the
grand old oathedral, the wida halle of
Monscigneur’s residence, a&nu oven
Monselgneur himeell.

Most of all he feit the need of core

Raised . . .
From a Bed of
Sickness . . .

Siucos, Jaa, abih, 1897,
Messcs, Edmanson, Dates & Co., Toroato.

Gcmlou-n.—l-‘or over five months J was
bed, not being able to move,

prelate of Raphoe, Ircland.was
married on the 11th inat., in the private
chaml of the palace of Stn Estatem

he princely of the
bride's uncle--to Senorita Donna Soll-
dad Seminario, onc of the most beautl-
ful an daccomplished senoritas of Na-
varra’s aristocratic soclety. Dr. Don
Isidoro Bengoechea the revered pAr-
ish priest ofthe church of Santa Maria
8an Sebastlan, performed the nuptiat
ceremony. The happy pair In the even-
ing proceeded {o Blarritz and from
thence to Paris and the South of Eu-
rope to ajend thelr honeymoon. The
uncle of the bride, in his anclent palace
Kave a succession of carnlval fetes and

;Iim..u?“ to my ,.‘Lp::' u‘ :H," ,..' “'“’: feasta in Lenour of the occaslon, to
:gabnaﬁubhplﬁl:u‘uﬁod.ho‘:ﬁd ‘h(ih:h!‘."l which the most distingulshed c:( Ma-
N ‘dﬂ‘ iver : paing me drid. Saragossa, and 8an Sabastlan so-
day, ite has been fully restored. 1 con-
‘m-%" i iy s fod ”s"“ | ctety were invited,
young woman, alt! “m
odatp 1....|m‘{?$«-. no%t am| Fover M Agua and Biliocs D-uqo—
a8 ubcbnmémckm Have used only muhmmn. w«lby the use of
three bores of Dr. Chase's Kidney.Liver Pills, cleanse
d two baxes of Dr. Chase's Ca 1 | the stomach and Jl Dilions
can do my house work as unal. 1am positive makler, h.
hat uy'mm cure (which I think it nluhdus J h
WW o 'S A 'd’ w
used. 1 can honestly the same to | effusions from , the bowels
any persons suffedng from imilar to { afber whiok throwa
ing you every suoceas, out by Ahe natural pasage of ihe bod
Yours uls, They are ueed as tamily medl:
Mas. Axi Cvurcuict, 3. | cine with ibe best resalis.

HON. JOHN COSTIGAN A8 A

HUNTER.

S Haiaus cuk coge
Yuorh San. the

seeples ko fores

Vbl sayRoa
mposd BU of the Now
Hon. Juhy Costipan
mest sk anrnyg € wdtin paolicde bans,
Fe scoqually a hor in o trapplog o
bear o an ottar in the dep ths of the
New Brunsw ik wildern-ss, or guiding
A bark «enoc on th - trtful surfacs of
the bl forext lahes  Nearly every aae
T e eacapo+ from the presence of
the lebbyiat and the afllce-aceker, and
vith e, pa K, znd birchen =RHE i s
wothe uppel wat-re of the THblque,
wWhers, on the woodid whotes of the
witd snountam lakes, he  pltches his
tent and sets bix QAP foe ben, otier,
fox. and intnk.

Under the admind>u ation of Sir Juhn
Macdonald he has held with credit the
Important offlecs of Seoretary of State
and Minlster of Castoms.  Since Mr,
Lautkr avsuined the reina of power
Mr Costigan has had letsure to recllne
i the ¢ o! ng shadex of Oppesition, but
such I« the eateem fn which he 2 held
“ven by his political ensmies that his
I8 jorhaps the only Conservative seag
In Canada which the Liberal jeaders
have no wish to <apture.  The popula-
ffon of the county of Victoria 13 come
pexed almost entinely of English Pro-
testanta and Freach Catholles. As an
Irlxhman, My, Costigan revms 1o have
been accepted as o desirable compro-
mise by rthese rival factions,

In hig youth Mr. Costlgan recefved a
Hberal education, but his heart was in
the wade, and trapping and hunting
formed his chiet occupation. Beaver
were plantiful Jn those days on the
tributary strvams of Green River and
Salmon River, and Mr. Costlgan re-
calls that In one winter he caught no
fe ver than seveaty-five of the valuable
antmals, besides a largq amount of
peltry, He was noted far and wide In
those days for fimmense personal
swrength, and among the stalwart logs
gers and river men, to whom fighting
and wrestling form:d the chlef joy of
Iite, fewv could be fouad who cared to
measure muscles with Costigan. Even
now at the age of 64, Mr, Costigan
think nothing of carrylng a mixty-
pound puck, with a birch canoe on top
of that, over the carry from Mud to
Trowera lake. He is the most daring
and skilful canoeman to be found any-
where In the Toblque country, and whil
venture In his frall bark upon the
white-capped waves of Trowsers lake
when the loggers are afrald to launch
a hatteat

In his long experience as a toapper
and hunter, Mr. Costlgan has had
many exciting adventuces. He was
once paddling up the east side of Is-
1tnd lake, accompanied by a frlend,
when a ritle bullet wus accldentally
uischarged, the bullet narrowly missing
r. Costigan, and ploughing a big hole
i the cance. It was only by desper-
ate exertlong that they wore able to
reach the shore Irefore the canoe sank
beneath them. On another occasion he
had walked on snowshoes many miles
from camp When o snowstorm set in,
tollov-ed by a gale of wind and bitter
cold. Thinking to shorten his return
to camp, Mr. Costigan struck out on a
beeline across the ridges. The travel-
Ung was very heavy, and the falling
8now 30 obscured the natural land-
marks that he Jost his way and fcund
himself at mightfall totaly exhaustad
and without food or fire, He was on
the polat of giving himselt up for lost
when he happened to find u sable Lait
in his pocket. This he ate, and It
scomed to glve him renewed strength
and courage. fle made another ate
tempt to face the blaet, and was fore
tunate enough to find a humber road,
by which he reached the camp. Mr.
Costigan says that it was the sable
batt that saved hls life.

Mr. Costiran lhas had some very
Uvely experiences with the bull moose
that Infest his trapping grounds, e
was once paddling up Long Lake with
an Indlan named Tom Bear, when a
mammoth moose, either seelng the
caroe from the open ridge on which
he stood, or else attracted by the
nplughing  of thu paddles, charged
straight down into the lake and swam
for the canoe. The Indlan, who wasfn
the stern, hecame 30 confused that the
cange simply turned round and round
as the moose drew swiftly near. Mr.
Costigan  did not wish to shoot the
moose, as It would be difMcult to
handle the carcass so far from shore.
He whcoped and shouted to alarm the
unimal, and when within a few yards
of the canog the moose turned about.
The approach of the animal had total.
1y demoraiized Mr. Bear, and that val-
lant redskin suddealy sprang up in the
cunoe, Jurrped overboard on the oppo-
slte slde from the moose, and started
to swim ashore.

The splash seemod to attract the no-
tice of the moose, for he at once Jooked
urvund, snorted, and headed falr for
the Indian. The situation was now
really serlous, as the moose would sovn
vvertake the "ndian, and doubtless dis-
able him with & single stroke of his
lancellke hoofs, Xr. Costigen at once
selzed the paddle, and with a few powe
viful shoves interposed the cance bLe-
tween the moose and the red man, at
the fame time shoutlng with all his
might to Induce the moose to change
his course. The savage moneter mere-
ly responded with & roar, and mtruok
at tha canve with hiz foot. He was
unabdle, huwever, o ralse his foot hlxh
wiough to do any damagze, but as hia
homa colliGed with the uplifted bow of
the cenoc the danger of a capsize was
imminent.

By this time the Indian had opined
out u long tead In his Jsperate efforts
to galn the shore. In passing the bow
of the canoe the monse again caught
sght of hite. Mr Costigan knew the
1ndlan was R fine switamer, and could

Bot bedp Ldghdig of 1 huiorous foas
tures of the AUation, het as Uy
fatte 4 3 phih, and womed to e beat
apon mtschief, ho 2uddenly obgerved
tiaat e conld not snoot the 1ocge with
cut aonning a gieat R of stekiog the
(ndian  Mr, Ouostigan then of ked up
the pad e, and falely Ufted he bork
wut of ths water aa he hurried to the
reseue. A% he hauled up alongride of
the moce the latter was whihin a fewn
feot of the Inddan Tuere was not even
thre to ¢ & nud level the fifls, ga Mr
Costigan®: suck the o aerovs the
toae Ml the blade of his po Kdle This
divest for the thivd tmw, the postil:
purpyas of tha moor-. Just then the
onimal struck vottom and startd tor
the xhore, when Mr  Costigan fired
Thes anlmal was vounded morally, and
he felt ns he left the water. Mr, Bear
then ga3ping piccinimed  the moving
purpose of his flight :

© By tunders, John, I'm not wo nond
Cat'ollc as you, Sty § t'ought if one
Kot to Lo you was de bes’ nan

————

FIRESIoK FPUN.
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The Story of a Sled.

My pa got & Aled fer me,

* Now, be careful, wn." says he.
Pas |y awfyl funny men,
Gives yo thinga to play with, nen
says, “ Be careful, now, my 80
Lauces pas never has no fun,
Scared eyl fall an’ lose ur hats—
Pas s awful fraidy-cats !

Took my sled, an' ma sald, “ Dear,
Don’t go ta1 away, now, hear 7
Aln't mas awful ‘ticular

‘Bout a feller goln' far ?

Liko to know why I can't go

Jus’ a huanerd miles er so
Wouldn't do ft, (housh-—my laws !
Mas 18 nervouser 'en pas,

Went down on the hill an’ towy’
biog’ly ev'ry hoy In town.

Dobby Jones he laffed an® said:

" \WWhere you git 'at funny sled ?

“ Boys,” says he, " an't it immense ?
Bet it coat your pa ten cents !

Nen I sald to Tom McPhee,

** Jus' you hold my sled fer me !”

Nen 1 stood up an’ I sald
: You jus' leave alone my aled "
Nen I biceded Bobby's no‘e,
Pulled his halr an’ u\rcd clothes;
Nen he called hir brother Jlm.
Jim {5 olderer ‘en him,
So 1 tovk my s'ed an’ run—
‘Cause pa satd, * Be careful, my son t”

Nen, when

She Jus’ loolkeg&) l‘!:o:‘l:. zmny s

‘At my sleeve was ripped, an’ she

Got the brush an' beated me.

Mag ‘ey trler Lard, but, my lu,v.sl

'Ey can't hurt as much as

Tied my sled out In the yard—

Standin’ up to conat ‘s hard.
—Hobart,

‘I suppose you lald the foundation
for your success by taking time by the
forelock?” ‘* No’* answered the polle
ticlan. It was by taking the Legis-
lature by the deadlock.”~~Washington
Star.

An enterprising South London undeys
taker dlsplays in hiy windox this no-
tice: “ Why walk about in misery Vchen
you can be decently burled for 8087 '—
Tit-Bits.

“ Coppage, you always come in when
I'm busy.” “ No, you always get busy
when you see ine come n’"—Chlcago
Record.

‘Watts=Did yon aver know a doctor
who would take his own, medicine?
Potts—I think I did, cnce, an old back-
woods fellow who prescribed whiskey
for nearly every possible comptaint.—
Indlanapolls Journal.

Winks—\What did your wite say to
you when you got home at 4 o'clock
this morning? Blinks (wearlly)—Say,
0ld man, I've got same work to do to-
day.~Somerville Journal,

It was the beautiful young wife, -
provingly. * Oh, Havold, you do have
such awfully expensive tastes.”s And
the extravagant young “usband, * Yes,
dear, that i3 why I am so fond of you.*

“What kind of an alarm clock have
you?" was asked of a Third avehus
baker, whose work demands his pres-
ence In the wee hours. *Two years
old, fat, chubby, full of ginger, and
with lungs llke a fire gong."—Detrolt
Free Press,

She—Have you left your lzat board-
ing-place? ** Oh, no; there are several
more In town that I haven't tried yet."
—Yonkers Statesman.

Spiffins~Is your wife jealous of your
type-writer, Snaggs? Snaggs—S8he
doesn't know 1 have one. * How is
that?" * She asked me about my type-
writer one day, und I told her I man-
aged to get along with a stationery en-
glneer.”

Mrs. Homespun  susplclousty)—I
wonder why Hennery's college diplom:u
s writ in Latin, Josta? Mr. Homespun
(grimly)—Wal, Sarah, to tell you the
truth, I think the perfessers have got
suthin’ tc say about Henry in that i-
ploma they don't want us to know
about.—Puck.

“The Tubbses must have had a qua
rel.” *What makes you think 507"
“‘fubs has gone back to wearing that
button portralt of hix first wife."~De-
troit Free Press,

“Isn’t that man teavelling incognl-
to?” *“S-h! Yes. Don't apeak of it!”
“Why? Is he In danger? °‘In great
danger.” ‘S-s-h! Whisper it. He Is
the weather man,”—~Chlcago I'ost.

* Who captured that prisoner? ask-
ed one officer. " That's not the ques-
tion,” nns\\"‘ed the cther, who had ab-
sorbed acme exaggerated impressions
from recent avents, * What we're walt-
Ing to find out is who captures the
glory."—Washington Star.

‘rbm are 50 wany cough medicioes
in the matket, is sometimes diff.
onlt to tell which to buy ; but if we bad

m h. & cold or any affl ol

e e e B ronld 2y Dickles
w

bave used it lnkitmklnh.doldl

other pnmutloa recommended £
such complaints. The liktle folks llh it
is as pleasant sa ayrup.



