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Heart Lougings,

Awtres Moxnor,

1 the pleasure of ity and rountey
And the grins of earth and res

Were miney they ould M no, never,
This awful vold In mie.

Vor tlossnn.¢ and floves m would wither
And palaces crumbla to dust

The glare of the joncle weary me,
And the « Iver and galu wonld rust,

1 the tove of counttema thausanda
Of heart< uhich thin world contalus
Was milne, I8 wonld bring ne nothing
Unt hiart aches arsd weary patns
At 1 at this ahtine wight worship
For ycars in one slngle day
To Aind all my bright hapes vanished
And fallen my 1401 to lay,

Take the shiell from the sea and Jisten !
Do yon hear it mean and sigh ?
Pluck the flon er I 1 tho fledd, tho' tended,
“Twill droop and wither and die,
An the shell belonge to the ocean,
Al on b little Hower tn the sod,
8o tho saul b lopgs to Heaven
Aud tho heart to tts maker - Gol.

8o my soul may be filled witli longings
And yoarnirm tor thinge to bo;

But Gl £ nd his dear love only,
Can L this » ol In mac,

Yes safe (mm the world and its tuimel),
1and my hoart may Lo,

Forever aut eser tn Jesus,
And Jesus forever in tne

Legend of Mald of Orivaus,

“Gato of Heaven,” prayed the young
girls of Laguy.

They kuelt iu the Lady chapel, wear-
ing white gowns and while veils, as on
the day of their First Qommunion.
Thero wero lights on the altar, and
tiers on tieras of April flowers, tall
spires of white and yellow broom, and
boughs of piuk almond blossom., In
frontof the nitar lay a little dead child,
8 babe whoso life had only been meas-
ured by days. His tiny fingers wore
orosved rigidly on his breast. Tha
aftervoon sunshine could not change
tho groy pallor of his small, set face,

“* Gato of Heaven,” whispered the
young girls. * Queen of Sorrows, have
compagrion on the sorrow of a mother
whose child has died without baptism,”

Threo days the babe bad lain thero
in the little linon gown that his mother
had spun bofore he was born, his dark,
downy hittle head never moving oz the
small pillow of home-wwade lace, Threa
days tho youung girls had prayed,

The church door opened.  Another
white-roved bevy cutered aoftly to re.
lisve their companions, who had prayed
since noon. A shafe of sunlight and
frosh air followed them tbrough the
open door. With it camo a breath, a
whisper that passed in a second to
those 'round the altar: *Tuo moid is
in Lagny."”

Each rose from her knees, There
was o wurmur, a rustle, and moved as
it were by one impulse, the young
girls all streamed into the green
churchyard like a flock of white doves.
They pulled off their little wooden
shoes tbat they might run the faster
down the long street of the littlo town
and over the bridge that crossed the
Marne, till thoy camo in sight of the
broad space of meadow land, where
the troops were preparing to encamp
for the night. The men were busy
pitching tho two or thres tents they
bad with them, watering their horses
at tho river, or leading them back
ngain towords the camp.  Not one of-
fored a light word to the young girla or
lifted disrespectful oyes as they passed,
their long veilr fluttering bebind them
in tho soft spring wind like wings of
silver ; for these wero the soldiers to
whom tho waid had said

“No man shall follow my banner
who has not been first to confession,”

Beforo tho gate of a farm-houso close
by, a milk whito churger stood, from
whose high pecked saddle, one, clad in
white armor inlaid with gold, was
about to alight. Hor head was bare.
The Westering sun touched as with
gold the brown, curly hair cut short
liko a boy's. Sho bad already thrown
aside tho clinking, cumbersome gannt-
lets, Hor little sunburnt hands lay

light a8 a leaf on tho arched, glossy
neck of tho tall chergor as she leaned
forward in bor snddle to careas him,
A fow stops off hor standard bearer,
the Siro d'Aulon, just dismouated, still
hold her bannor, its sheening folds
spreading and dreopiug and spreading
agaiu on tho warw, flower.scented
breezo—the whito-silk bannor, with
tho lilies of Franco embroidored in
gold, snd above thom ber motto:
**Jesus Marin.”

Tho youog girls gazed upon her
with a wonder that was woll-nigh wor-
ship. No nced to toll them that they
stood in tho preaence of tho maid, the
maid who saw the visions, tho maid
who heard the voicoe, tho shephord
girl of Dowmromi,

Thronging 'round about her thoy
made known to her whence they came,
entreating hor to return with thom and
pray beside tho Lody of the little one,
that so the Lord God might restoro
him to life and permit him to receive
baptiem.

8ho looked at them with hor deep,
clear cycs, that, for aught they knew,
bad seon that day, though no other
oycs had seen, thoglorious St. Michael
riding by her side.

“My sisters,” she answered in the
gentle, girlish voice thet the Lord de
Laval has doscribed so prottily in his
letter to his motaer,  your prayersare
as good #8 mine. In the namo of God,
go you and pray.”

But they kirsed her bands and the
scabbard of ber sword and tho hous.
ioge of the charger till she put back
into the stirrup the foot sho bad with-
drawn, and, gathering up the reins
again, turned the borse's head and
weat across the bridge with them and
between the murmuring poplars into
Lagny.

A ruwmour reached the pastor, pac-
ing the quiot presbytery garden while
ho said his office, that all the towns-
folks who were not at work in the
tiolds bad gatheredia the church, He
went thero also and saw Jeanne kneel-
ing in tho midst of the wmaidens,
Through a window above her head a
ladder of light, colored with the firat
flush of sunset, floated down upon ber
and made her white armor glisten like
mystic silver, powdered with gold dust.
Her young, pure, steadfast face was
upturned to the tall statue of the
Mother of God. Hoe knew in an
instant that this was La Pucelle.

She seemed unconscious of every-
thing around her. Thoso nearest her
fancicd they heard her whisper the
names of her great patron, St. Michael,
of “ Madame St. Jatharine,” and
“ Nadame St. Margnerite.”

As she prayed the rigid littlo body
at tho altar stirred wslmost insper-
ceptiblv. The color of life crept back
into tho ashen cheeks, The dark-
fringed lids flickcred. The dark eyes
opened.

Quickly the priest went into tha
sacristy, and returned in cotta aud
stole. Quickly he stepped in among
tho kneeling people, and, lifting the
little ono from the altar steps, laid bim
warm and living in the mailed arms of
the maid.

Cries of “e mirncle! a miracle!”
began among the people, cnd died
away the next moment beforo the bent
brows of tho maid. Even the porch
was full as she stood in the church
door, while the priest, laying the end
of bis stolo upon the babe *bade him
enter into the temple of QGod.” She
held biw while the swest and solomn
tito was gone througb, In his name
she begged baptism, in bis stoad she
reccived the lighted candle.

*“ Qo in peace,” said tho pricat to the
iufant, concluding the ceremony.

The little one, iying restfuily on
Jeanvo’'s arm, yawned tbres times,
Then his dark eyes clozed again for-
ever,

Sho stooped and kissed his pretty
head, wet with chriam water,

“ Already,” sho whispered, he bo

holds God.”

Humtiy as any littlo villsgo child
Jeanne:knolt down to stk the priest's
blessing boforo sho turned to leave tho
church. She hoped do slip nway quiotly
without notive, but alresdy the path
was thronged with people.

Mothers beld out their little ones
that sho wight lay her hands on thom,
I'to aged and tho cripples pressod for-
ward to touch hor.

“ La Pucelle ! La Pucello |” tha ory
want ovorywhere, * Tho miraclo | the
miraclo1”

“Ia the namo of God,” said Joanne
with hor wonted encrgy, and usiug the
formula that was habitual with her
whon she spoko earncstly, ** good peo-
plo do not pleaso me. Pleaso Jesus
aud Mary. I am only tho poor cerv
ing maid of the gentlo king, my Lord
of France.”

Thoy foll on the grouad before her,
embracing her kuces kiesing ber feet.
Sue drew ber purse from beneath hor
armor, and distributing all its gold
piecos among them, made her way gen-
tly through their midst and eprang to
tho hi ree again,

Tho children ran and pushed thair
offerings up % her, long stems of broom
flower, the white and tho gelden, the
branches of red and white horse-cheat.
nut flowers, She heaped thow in front
of hor acrossths saddle how, a sheaf
of blasgon, and &0 she rode away as she
bad ceme, bareheaded,

Tho people of Lagny stood and look-
ed ufter her as she rode on beneath the
rustling poplars till she seented hut a
wmoving speck againat the sunset—the
rcd, flaming sunset, faiut presage, as it
were, of the dreadful day thal waited
for hor at Rouen, presage, too, perbaps,
of another day stil! to come, wken, at
the voice of the Supreme Pont:ff the
altare of the Ohurch shall burst into a
sudden blies of lights and blood-red
flowers, and the maid's fair, stainless
name be found in the calendar of canon
ized eainte.—Jlay Probyn in the Catholic
Fireside,

VWinter Care of Trees.

Thoro is no hetter time than the
present to examine groves and groups
of trees in order to determine whether
they are hecoming overcrowded, and to
designate those which should be remov-
ed to make room for the rest. Theaxe
is the only remedy for crowding among
trees, and when this heroic treatment
is neceasary, no consideration of senti-
ment should be allowed to interfere
with its use. At this season, too, it is
casior to find where branches are grow-
ing too thickly on a tree, whore they
are rubbing each other, then it is when
they are in full foliage, and in the
warm days of midwinter pruving can
bo done to advantage, When it is
necessary to remove large branches
they s+hnu'd be sawed close to the trunk
aud the edges cut smooth with a sharp
knife. Coal tar applicd to the wound
will keep out moisture and fungi, and
thus prevents decay. Any kind of
ochreous paint will answer almost as
good a purpose, and it can be easily
applied with an ordinary brush, All
sprouts shoud be cut from the trank
and ali suckers from its base, but the
dead twigs in the headsof the trees can
be wore easily detected in the summer.
—G@arden and Forest.

I have used Ayor's Hair Vigor for a
numbsr of years, and it bas alwaya glvon mo
satisfaction. It is an excollent dressing,
provents tto kalr from torning gray, insures
1ta vigorous growth,and keops the scalp white
and clean.” - Mary A. Jackson, Salem, Mass.

Wo regrot to have to announce, also, the
carly death of Miss Apastatia Tobin, daugh-
ter of Mr, Johzr, Tobin, and principal teacher
in Cooluasmear National School. She was
a geveral favorito with all those who had the
pleasure of ber acquaintance. For some
timo past hor health was not tho best ; but
her death, which took place on February
10th, though not altogether unoxpected,
camo as a surprisc upon all who heard it.
On tho 12th tha funeral took place, and was
one of the largest that has been seen in tho
peighborhood for somotime, Deocased was

about six yeurs teaching in Coolnasmear,
and waa about 26 yoars of age.

CANNED

GOODS.

TOMATOEN
Pk

CORN,

BEANS. §
$1.00 per duz,
3 Tins for 250,

JAMESGNOD & Co

220 YONGRH 8T.

'‘PIIONE $24.

Good BUTTER
b 8 Xpeclalty,

SHORTHAND COLLEGE.

Buperior facilitics in each of its
FIVE GREAT DEPARTMENTS :
BUSINESS,
SHORTHAND,
ENGLISH,
TELEGRAPHY,
PEN ART.

This Is an old aud reliable College, enjoying the
oonfldenco of business mon, and an e Orous patron.
sge. Its graduates aro succesaful. Individusl in.
struction  Enter any tiwue, Rates reasonable,

8end for Ciroular,

W. ADDISON WARR:NER,
143 dUT AR AT Cein.and Mar.

Delsarte Cullege of Oratory,

FRANCIS JOSEPH BROWN, Pre:ident.

(Prosidentof the Eloctionfsts’ A sociation ofCanada,
Largest and most advanced School of Onatoryla

Canaca.
DEPARTMENTS -School of Voice Culture.
School of Physical Culture,
Scheol of Drsmatic Art.
8chool of Lelles Lettres.
Pupils can ento rat any timo.
Por Cataloguo sddress Francis Joeeph Brown,
Toronto, Ont.

HUCH BRIMSTIN

LOCKSMITH and BELLHANGER,

Razors, Sciesors and all Kinds of Catlery
Ground and Repaired,

Lawn Mowers Ground & Repaired.
696 YONGE STREET,

Eatablishead IRGS TORONTQ

Iaving secured tho Canadian agency of the
LARGEST PUBLISHERS OF

CATHOLIC MUSIC

Wao shall be pleased to forward Catalogues on ap-
pliration, and should {:u require anything in the
wuvlo Uno, whether 1t bo Sheet Muslc, Music Books
cr Musial Inctruments, Remember wo are Manufec~
turers, Publisticrs and Genera! Dealars §n evesything
pertaining to a Firut-Class Music Supply House.

Catalogues freo on application,

Mentton goods required.

WEHALRY, ROYCE & Co..
158 Yonge 8t., Toronto, Oat.

FLEXIBLE BRIDLED

OFCKH OVA\..ROUND.RAT
S ey ThEm
MADE IN EVERY SIZE READY FCR USE
PAINT USH

"DUNN'S
BAKING
POWDER

THECCOK'SBEST FRIEND

RGEST SALE 16 CANADA.




