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Ged be With Thee®

God be with thee! thou must wander
Tarough s world of toll and care ;

God be with thee ! sin and slander
$Soon may cloud thy dawning fair.

God bs with til:u! friends may fail thee,
chery thy bosom rend ;
Gon e with thee | whon asail thee
Heartless foe, or faithless friend.

God be with thee ! youth and beauty
Pass ke dew at early duy ;

God be with thee ! love and duty
Guard thy path, and gulde (hy way.

God be with thee ! vice may snare thee,
Death and so1row wring thy heart ;

God be with thee ! pardon, spare thee,
Atrength from Heaven 1o Lree impart.

God be with thee! guide and bless thee,
Lead thes where such comforts dweil ;

God be with thee ! earth caress thee,
Heaven receive thee—fare thee well !

e
THE DEATH AND LETTERS OF
D’ARCY McGEE.

By the Editor in Irish Monthly.
There is & certsin fitness in opening
our teventeenth yearly volume with &
further contribution to that department
of Irish literature in which the kindness
of some distinguished friends has en-
abled this Magszive to do reslly import.
snt work, Perlodicals of much grester
dignity might be proud of the privilege
of being the first to give to the wor
O'Connell’'s youtbful diary sud & vast
number of letters addressed to him by
Cobbett, Jeremy Bentham, Broughsm,
and other distinguished men ; or, agato, of
publishing, for the first time, many in.
terestig letters of Thomas Dayls and
other brilliant and patriotic Irlshmen,

One of the most varlously endowed
members of the Young Ireland Party was
Thomas D'Arcy McGee. His friend, the
Rev. C. P. Meehan, bas been good enough
to place in our bands the last letters which
he wrote just before his death, We have
already printed rome of his correspond-
ence in our “Second Batch of Youog Ire-
land Letters,” which we are surprised to
find appesred to far back as September,
1883. Blographers are wont to offer an
account of the Life and Letters of their
heroes : the heading of the present paper
on McGee confiaes usto his Death and
Letters. But it may be well to prefixa
few dates and facts from his life.

The first date, that of his birth, was
April 13th, 1825  His mother was the
dsughter of & Dublin bookseller named
Morgan; his fatber was in the comst-
guard service, and, at the time of his
birth, was stationed at Carlingford—the
birth-place of another Irlshman of letters,
Jobn Cashel Hoep. We suspect that to
the place of his birth McGee owes the
surname prefixed to his patronymic : for
Carlingford was then the home of the
D’Arcys, and the adjicenttown of Newry
has not yet ceased to mourn the too early
death of a valuedl member of this old
Carlingford family, s man of great ability
and great public spirit, Thomas D’Arcy
Hoey, brother of the publicist mentioned
o the precediog sentence. Probably,
however, the latter was vot drawn into
the sphere of The Nation through sny
connection with the older Nation writer
who had the same birthplace : for, when
D'Arcy McGee was eight years old, bis

arents removed from Carlingford to

exford. He was always, after he bai
once learned his letters, an insatiable
reader ; and his insatiable reading was his
chief education.

His seventeeth year found him in the
United States; and on the Fourth of
July, 1842, he made his debut ae an
orator at a gatheriog of his countrymen
Before he was nineteen he was practically
editor of the Boston Pilot, The fame of
his Repeal speeches travelled back across
the Atlantic, and O’Connell referred to
them a3 “‘the lnepired utterances of a
young exiled Irish boy in Amerlca ” He
accepted an offer from the conductors of
the Freeman's Journal ; but he was not
long in Dublin before he transfered his
alleglance to Gavan Duffy, and the more
congenlal Nation. When the '48 rleing
took place, he was in Scotland., Crossing
over to Ireland, he was concealed for
some time by Dr. Edward Maginn, the
eloquent young Blshop of Derry, and
escaped to America in the dieguise of a
priest. The letters which we have
published, about page 490 of our
eleventh volume, refer to hls journa
Nstic work as the founder of the
New York Nation. Finally he settled in
Canada and earned there the only name
that Mr. Alfred Webb gives him—not
journalist, or poet, or historian, though
he was all three—but eimply “Thomas
D’Arcy McGee, statesman.” The letters,
which are now to be printed for the first
time, lead on to his death,

“Tae Flight of the Earls” is not only a
fine subj-ct, but a fine name for a book.
I wonder that Father Mochan did not
glve this a8 a first quotable name to the
great work which bears the title, “The
Fate and Fortunes of Huagh O'Nelll, Earl
of Tyrone, aud of Rorv O'Donnell, Karl
of Tryconnell ; their Fllght from Ireland,
thelr Vicissitudes abroad, aud their Death
In Exie” The dedication to Lord
O'Hagan (then “the Right Honorable
Thomas O'[Hagan, one of the Judges of
Her Majusty's Uourt of Common Pieas in
Ireland”’) is dated December, 1567, The
book reached D’Arcy McGee iu Fobruary,
and was welcomed by the following
letter:—

“Montreal, Feb, 27, 1868,

“My DeArR MegaaN—Your book has
reached me at last, and after nearly three
daye’ steady reading, I have gone through
it from cover to cover. I cannot tell you

the fascination I found in its pages; it {s
a tragoedy, but a most noble and herole
one. Although I was sorry to part with
Cahir O D)herty, who turns out to be a
poor tool, still one is compensated by
the herole firmness of the main figures—
and above all, of Tyrone himeelf. Con-
sldering the obsequlousness of that age,
which even Bicon and Ralelgh bent to, 1
was afraid that the altered fortuues of the
great Hugh might have brokeu his epirit,
and tempted him to sowe declaration
unworthy of his great place In history ;
but, thauk God, there {8 nothing of the
kind—and these cloelng ecenes are roally
amoong the fairest and worthiest of his
whole life.  The picture of the old man,
warmed by wine, boasting of dyiug yet in

Ireland, and going to his rest with the

sword of Balla-ua buldh by his bedeide, ls

most affecting.

] send you the first draft of some verees
your book drew from me as I read it :
they are supposed to speak the eentiments

ne—
i

of & clansmen of Tyrone s year or two
after thelr flight—when there still was
dally bope and nightly prsyer for thelr
retarn. You may do as you please with
the verses. \

“James Duffy has donse his part nobly,
not only ss to the typograpby, but those
sdmirable portraits, How [ wish you
yon may be so cheered on as to take up
Owen Roe! What an admirsble sequel
it would make to this volume, which, save
and except Prendergast’s, I hold to be
far and away the most valusble contribu-
tion to our bistorical literature for many
a long day, If you never put pen to
paper again, you msy rest your renown
on this book: it will send your name
dowa to posterity with the heroes whose
closing scenes it so plously records,

“Now for my boon : when you bave
another edition, credit in a footnote the
uotation on page X, Preface—McGee—
nes on thedeath of K. D. Williame,” I
bave the vanity to desire to furnish you
with at least one footnote.
%[ hope you got the Tablet matter I sent
two or three mails ago.
“[ am very sorry for O'Sullivan, but I
told him years ago he was going too Yar
in the Fenian direction, I hope it will
not lead to the suppression of the Nation
“] recast the verses so as to express the
state of Ulster feeling ‘after the flight.’
“Yours very truly,
“T. D. McGEE,
“Rev, C, P. Meehan, M. R. L. A,
Dablin.”
The lines quoted in Father Meekan’s
preface, and which McGee wishes very
properly to be livked with his own name
ss thelr author, are these, referring no
doubt to the Young Ireland Party :

They were a band of brethren, richly graced
With all that most exalts the sous of men—
Youth, courage, honor, genius, wit well

placed —
When shall we see their parallels again ?
The very flower and fruitage of thelir age,
Destined for Duty’s cross or Glory’s page,

Of this ssme baud of Young Irelanders
the account given in & recent lwportant
publication, “Two Centuries of Irish His.
tory,” «dited by James Bryce, M. P,
concludes with the following remark :—
“In other countries many of thelr number
proved that they had talents, which a
wise administration would bave known
how to conciliate or to use for the service
of the State at home,” This observation
appplies with special force to T. D.
McGee
The Tablet spoken of in his letter was
the New York Tablet; and the articles,
no doubt, were reviews of Father
Meehan’s book, which had reached New
York somewhat earller. We should have
given the followlng letter first, according
to {te date :—
Montreal, Feb, 8th, 1868,
“My Dear MerHAN—So0 the great
book is out, thougn [ have not yet seen
it. Tt has reached New York (as I learn
from the enclsed capital article, by my
dear and gifted frlend, Mrs Sadlier,) avd
I have written for a Dablin copy—if it is
to be had. You will also perceive that
an American edition {salresdy announced.
In & paper on the tombs of the Irish at
Rome, some months ¢go, 1 gave you a
blast preliminary ; I hope you got the
Tablet contalning ft.
“If it ever comes in your way to return
Mps. Sadller in kind for this article, I am
sure you will not fall to do so ; you can
also, when opportunity eerves, do me a
friendly turn in soclety, as the Reverend
Meeers. aud have heen of
late trying thelr best to elander my private
life in order to lpjure my public useful-
ness. You will meet thls siander in
society and put your foot on it wherever
it turps out, Though I was not, until
last year, a teetotaler, I never could have
done the things I have dome, or eur-
mounted the obstacles I did overcome in
this country, if I had been the wretched
thing these unecrupulous gentlemen, stig
matize me as being.  Of course with my
temperament I must have enemies, but I
feel that I should outlive the malice, if
not the men
“So soon as the ‘Flight’ arrives here I
shall review it in one of our papers, and
send you what appears, In Ireland I
trust you will be at length appreciated as
you ought to be.
“For the pact four months I have been
confined to my room with varlcose ulcer-
ation of the leg, but [ am rapldly getting
well, and hope within a few weeks to
recover my locomotion,
“With best remembrances to sy
mutual friends who are left,
“Believe me, my dear Meehan,
Yours aiways,
T. D. McGrE
“Rev. C. P, Meehan, Datlin.
“My wife and the girls are all well—
the former desires her special remem-
brance to you,

“Although I left my napoleons at St.
Isidore's, I never got the photographs es
promised, eXcept the very poor one 1
took with me of Waddiug and Colgaa in
the Library ”

Two months later he writes a letter
which he marks private, bat it 1s all to his
credit, aud tha: 13 now twenly yeas
ﬂgu —

“Ottawa, April 6th, 18GS,

“My Drar Faraer MepaaN—Y jur
very kind note reached me day before
vesterday, and our mail goes nut to-day
You will see in the Catholic World Mit.
chel’s article, and assoon as the New York
edition reaches me I will write a news.
paper notice and publish it cither here
or at Montreal,'which you shall have by
Mayday (I hope) Next week we have
a few days’ recess from Parltamentary
labor, and 1 will try my hand at a baliad
a8 you suguest,

“The ‘lona to Erin’ In the Catholic
World 1s mine, If Sullivan reprinte,
‘blend’ ¢hould be ‘blent’ in one of the
middle stanzas. I hope this fall to {ssue a
volume of ballads at New York. What
eay you to this title : ‘Celtic Ballads and
Funeral Songs’? You know I am an ¢ld
keener, ad half my lays are lamentations,
It could not well be otherwise in this age
with an Iidoh bard, 1f I am worthy to be
called a Bard ot Erln,

*“You will baglad to know that for now
nearly twelve mouths I have been a firm
teetotaler, and with God’s blessing 1
intend to remain so for life. I also attend
to other and more sacred dutiee—monthly
—this strictly for your own comfort. I
want data for an article on M’Carthy for
the Catholic World, and if 1 thought there
was any slmilar office to Fergueon’s to be
had for him I would try if the professions
made to me by imperial statesmen of both

partios bad anythlog in them, Csn you
put me on the track of serving, or
teying to serve, that giftel old friend of
both of ue?

“] send you a copy of & letter [ wrote
by this mail to Lord Mayo. It may serve
Ireland to make it public. If you prefer
to give it to The Nation, do #0 ; or to any
daily Dablin paper, with some such para.
graph, by way of preface, as the enclosed
elip, marked (A). I think I have earned
the right to speak with suthority on the
Canedisn view of Irish misrule, and I bave
endeavoured to do so plalnly and to the

ur
¥ "L it nottad—this insane neg'ect of our
native literature, by this disintegrated
generation ! James Duffy slone s doing
more for us and our descendants, single-
hauded, than all your magnates, May
God bless him, and l'ghten the load of life
to bim, Is my sincers prayer !

“If the publication of my letter to Lord
Mayo can be so timed as to bit the re-
sumption of the Irlsh question in Parlia-
ment, sll the better.
“Belicve me, my desr friend,
“Yours always truly,
“T. D. McGEE,
“Rev, Father Meehan, Dablin:
“My eldest girl (living), now seventeen,
and a good student,has thisweek announced
to me her intention to joln the order
1o which she has been ¢ducated—ournative
(Teaching) Order ot N. D, de Congregation.
If it turns out a true vocation, Gud rorbid
that I should demur, nor even if ocur only
other child, a sister, should share her
bappiness.”
The letter we have just printed, ending
with an expression of his readiness to
consecrate both bis daughters to God’s
special servica in the religious state, was
the last that D’Arcy McGee ever wrote.
He was a vigorous, energetic, ambitious
man of forty, looking forward to practi-
cally another forty years of life, with very
many plans for the future ; but in rea'ity
the remnant of his life was to be eounted
pot by years but by hours, Twenty years
before, the Irish Confederation organized
s meetirg in the Music Hall of Belfast,
which was somewbat disturbed by the
bull dogs of Hercules street. But fine
speeches at any rate appeared in the next
number of The Nation, and among them
T. D. McGee's, from which a small boy of
that remote date picked up only this
phrase :— “To-morrow is the old man’e
bope, but the young man's promise.”
The phrase ravkled in his memory, and
long afterward:, ewlorlng the volumes of
The Nation which Willlam Elllot Hudeon
gave to the Roysl Irlsh Academy, the cl-
devant emall boy examined with interest
the report of the Belfast meeting, and was
pleased to find that bis remembrance of
McGee’s words was quite accurate, And
s0 the old moral of the uncertalnty of
bhuman life and the instability of human
things was, on a certaln twenty first of
June, feast of St, Aloysius, at Clongowes,
in the County Kildare, enforced, in the
College chapel, in some such terms as
these : —
“Many years ago an eloquent young
Irishman said in a public speech: ‘To-
morrow is the old man’s hope, but the
y ‘ung man's promise.’ A fine, striking
purase it seemed to me at the time, and
it alone out of many columns of eloquent
phrases has lived in my memory ever
since. A striking sentiment, but it has
the disadvantage of being false, It is
false that to morrow is the young man’s
promise, for no one has promised
10 morrow to the youngest amongst
you, The only One who could
make and keep such a prom
ise has, on the contrary, expressly
warned us to be alwaye ready, for that
we know not the day nor the hour, and
death will come like a thief in the night
at the hour thst he is least expected,
Nay, the very man who uttered the
sentence I have quoted was himself an
sppalling proof of the uncertainty of
lite, It was Thomas D’Arcy McGee,
who, after the failure of the Young Ire-
land Movement in 1848, emigrated to
America, and raised himself, before his
foriieth year, to the highest position in
the government ot Canada, when sud-
denly, in the middle of what seemed
certain to be a long and distinguished
political career, he was struck down
dead in an 1nstant by the hand of an
assassin,”

The last letter we have given was
written on the Gth of April, Palm Sun.
day, in 1868, fell on April 5. D’Arcy
McGee received Holy Communion on
that morning, and he had taken care to
fulfil bis “Easter Duty” before leaving
home for his parliamentary duties. In
Holy Week, three years before, President
Lincoln had been assassinated in a
Washington theatre, Mr, McGee had
come irom his home in Montreal, of
which he was one of the representatives
in the Parlisment of the Dominion of
Canada at Otiawa, the seat of the federal
legislature, in the foundation of which
he had bad the most prommnent part,
After tiat last letter was written, he
“went down to the House” (probably
Ottawa copies the idioms of Wesimins
ter) and took part in the discu:sions, he
little dreamed for the last time, They
broke up st two hours after midnight,
Mr McGee walked down the street with
ons of the door keepers, from whom he
parted a few yards from the door of the
bouse at wnich he bosrded. While
opening the door, he was shot through
the neck from bebind aond died almost
inctantly  Toe murderer was caught
and hanged. He was the mere tool of
secret societies which McGre had bit-
terly denounced ever gince he had writ

ten in & public letier to Thomas Francis
Mengoer, not very loog after his Ameri.
oan career bepan, even belore coming
from the United States to Canada; “It
is the highest dury of a Catholic man to
R0 over cheerfully, besrtily, and at onoe,

to the side of Christendom, to the €
olic g1de—and ta resisy with all his wmigot
the consplintors who, under tne

wth-

Christian institutions ”

fore his death, he called himself an old
keener, and said that halt of bis ays were
lamoutations, His very last |,m;~m was
an elepy an the death of his friepd Laur.
ence Devany, More than once the line
ocours ;—

‘'Nought can avail him now but prayer "

The Month’s Miod of this good [risbman
had but passed when the Dirge became
appropriate for the keener himself :—

'Mlghty our Holy Chureh’s will
To hield her parting souls from ili,

srds them still.
Jealous of Death, she ‘“lmren s/

The dearest friend will turn away

And leave the clav to keep Lhe clay—

Ever and ever She will 9'sv. !
Miserere Domine!

When for us sinners at our need

That Mother’s voice {s raised to plead,

The frontier hosts of heaven take heed,
Mserere Domine !

‘| Mother of Love! Mother of Fear

And holy Hope and Wisdom desr!
Behold we bring thy supp'isnt here,
Miserere Domine!

His laming heart 18 still for aye
That held fast by thy clemency—
Oh ! look on him with loving eye.
Miserere Domine!

His faith was as the tested gold,
His hope nssured, not overbold,
His charities past count, nntold.
Miserere Domine!

Well may thag grieve who latd him there.

Where shall they find his equal? Where ?

Nought «aa avall him now but prayer.
Miserere Domine !

Friend of my soul, farewell to thee,
Thy trath, thby trust, thy coivalry !
As thine, 50 may my last end be.
Miserere Domine !

These triplets were published in the
New York 7Tablet of March 28, just a week
before the sudden, but, as we are bappily
assured, the not unprovided death, in
bis forty.thirty year, of Thomas D'Arcy
McGee. O Lord, have mercy !

INTERESTING MISCELLANY.

IMPOSSIBLE.

Werner, the great German dramatist,
at the ege of forty-five became a Catho-
lic, and afterward a priest, His writings
prove that he regarded the faith as the
chief bleeeing ot his life, and that he
clung to it as the anchor of his soul. In
reply toa rumor that he intended re-
turning to Protestantism, be eaid ; “It
is ms impoesible that a eoul in bliss
should return into the grave, as that s
man who like me, atter a lifo of error
and sesrch, has found the priceless
jewel of truth, should, I will not say give
up vhe eame, but hesitate to sacrifice for
it blood and life.”

TOO MUCH TOP.

A farmer once planted some potatoes
on a piece of ground not properly pre-
pared, The tops grew thickly, with
branches long and green, spreading
around and covering the ground. But
when one of the farmer’s sons went one
day with his hoe to dig potatoes for
dicner, he found that the plants had
‘“un to top.” The potatoes were about
the size of marbles, and “few in a hill ”

When we see a young person making
a great outward show and conceited ex-
hibition of himself, smoking, talkiog
largely, dressing vulgarly, reading trash,
working little and tnifling much, we may
be quite sure that such a person is
“running to top,” and will not be apt to
add much to the world’s store of good
ness, wealth, wit or wisdom. He will
ever remain & “small potato.”

HAPPY MARRIAGES.

Why 18 it that the world hears so
much about unhappy marriages and so
little about bappy ones? Is it not
merely from the tact that the untoward
things ot life are generally brought into
disagreeable prominence? Whenever
troubles arise and eorrows and perplexi
ties invade, men count the passing
moments a8 Robinson Crusoe counted
the lagging days of exile by notches on
his stick, Of guch the daily press has
no list ; all the newepapers in the land
could not contain even their initials. But
whenever cccur Josees, accidents and
crimee, forthwith they are trumpted all
over the land, And so it is with un
happy marriages. Divorces, separation
and desertion are noised abroad through
a morbid and greedy curiosity, while the
tens of happy marital relations go
unheralded. And the superficial
observer, noting the first and unot the
last, is apt to spend his breath in de.
claiming against the prevalence of dom-
estic intelicity.

Do these croakers and cynics demand
a perfect tie between two imperfect
heingg 7 A littla yeflagtion, whila it
shows the absurdity of such expectation
also shows that there is more sunshine
than storm, more light than darkness
and more good than evil. The marriage
tie takes care of itself, spite of those
iconoclasts who forget there is no place
in the universe waere duty and attrac.
tion do not sometimes clash,

THE TREE OF THE CRO 38,

There is a pretty legend connected
with the tree of which the Cross of our
Saviour was formed, On Adam’s death,
three seeds from the Tree of Lite were
allowed by the Archangel to be placed
under Adam, which grew inio a cadar, a
cypress, avd a pine, in the Vale ot
Hebron, Of these were formed the
rudder of the ark, and the rod with
which Moses smote the rook, Solomon
cut down one ot the trees, and fashionted
it into a beam for his tempie; on the
despoilment of which it was thrown into
the Pool of Bettsada, and at the tine of
the Orucifixion fl ated up, and was
selected by the high.priest for the Cross,
Whoen discovered by the Ewpress, 8t

Helena, she despatched one portion to
Constantinople, where it was gt upon a
marble pillar in the market.  Vhe other
was kept at Jerusalem, in a “copher of
silver,” She aleo found the inseription,
which was brought to Rowe, and de
posited in the Buasilica of Santa Croce,
where 11 was hidoen in the time of

Valentinien lest it ghouid be stolen by
the Gothe ; but it was seeu in or about
570 by Anptoninus, Martyr, after whose
tume it dsappeared, 10 ba dicovered
again bwit up in an sreh near the roof,
vl in & leaden box, ou the cover

name ot uberty, make was upon sl |

In the ietter written a few hours be-. |

of which these words were engraved:
| Hw est titwus vere Crucis—" Mhis 18 the
e of the true Cross,” It was fonr d
| to be & httle boara about a  ha d’s
breatn and a half much decayed covered

| with & partially lepible inceription in
Latin savd Greek, the wrineg boing
from right to lef Hehrew fagnon A
hoe of writing bas been brok n oft the
upper parte, but poroons of a few letiers

whnich remuin may have bheen the He.
brew title,
THE R'SARY OF VOLNEY.
Voluey, the wstuguished  French
philosopher, asuthor, sco traveller, who
died In the early psre of the present
century, was one ol the most noted

scoffers of the modern school of false
philosophy. He wrote several works
which are a compound of impiety and
revolting cyniciem ; in these he calle
prayer & depravity of morals ; faith and
bope, the virtues of dupes ; and charity,
an sbsurdity. After the Reign of Terror
in France, Voluey went to the United
Statee, where be lived for more than two
years, 1t was duriog his residence in
that country tbat the following striking
incident in his hfe to k place:

He was eailing one day with some
friends slopg the coast of Cuesapeake
Bay, The wind rose suddenly, and the
little yacht, which bore some notorious
unbelievers of the Old World and the
New, was twenty times at the point of
going down. Everyone began to pray,
and Volney prayed like the rest; the
famous philosopher was even seen with
a rosary in his hands, and he recited
“Hail Marys” as long as the danger
lasted.

One of his companions afierwards
approached him and said, with a sneer:
“Sir, to whom have you been addressing
prayers, and what sort of & thing were
you passing through your fingers1” As
Voloey remained dumb, one of his
friends remarked in French: *'A msan
msy be a philosopher and unbeliever in
his library, but not in a tempest.”

Learned philosopher and ignorant
peasant are alike human, and bumsn
pature is pretty much the same all the
world over. While life goes smoothly,
it is easy enough to lisp blasphemies,
and say, “There is no God ;” but when
calamity comes, let it take what shape
it will—tempest, disease, or sorrow—then
the would be blasphemer is inclined to
think that there i1s a God, or, at any
rate, something very like Him,

A BTORY OF TWO POPES.

At the opening of the jubilee in 1775
there was a splendid procession got up
in the little town of Osimo, near Loretto,
in which all the pupils of the colleges
and seminaries took part, The rich
silver chandeliers which accompanied
the cross were carried by two young
seminarists about fifteen years of age,
and whose names were Della Genga and
Castiglione ; both were of noble and
illustrious families, I know not what
was the cause, but the two acolytes be-
gan to quarre), and, carried away by their
anger, passed from words to blows, and
for want of arms they used their chande-
liers. Notwithstanding the promptitude
with wnich they were separated, poor
Della Genga received a blow which dis.
abled him,

Fifty years afterwards, at the jubilee
in 1825, Della Fenga—who had become
Pope under the celebrated and venerable
name of Leo XII -—came down from the
Vatican, surrounded by the whole Roman
Court, to preside at the opening of the
Porte Sainte, This is the name of cne of
the doors in the Basilica of St. Peter’s,
which is always walled up except during
a jubilee year. The Pope having received
from the Cardinal Grand Penitencier a
silver hammer, struck the first blow on
the wall of the gate, which was after-
wards levelled to the ground, and thus
gave the signal for the opening of the
holy year of jubilee,

Castiglone, having become bishop and
cardinal, was promoted to the oflice of
Grand Penitencier of the Roman Caurch,
and as such the honor of presenting the
Pope with the silver jubilee bammer
belonged to him. In giving it back Leo
XII eaid in & whisper, and with a know-
ing emile ;

“Monsieur le Cardinal, fifty years ago
this very day, 2nd on & similar occasion,
you offered me another silver instrument,
but notin such a graceful manner.”

“I remember it, Most Holy Father,”
replied the Cardinal, a little embar-
rassed ; “and I bope your Holiness has
long ago pardoned me.”

Four yesrs later, afier, alaz! a too
short reign, X!I died, and Cardinal Cas-
tiglione,as Pius VIIL, succeeded him

The public witness of the procession
aud quarrel in 1775 would have been
very much astonished indeed if he could
have foreseen the future. Those who
commenoe hadly csn finish wel), and
should never despair of doing so,

THE ORPHANS.

“Look at this! For God’s sake look at
thie !”

It was a thiog to look at. The three
children close together, and two of them
relying solely on the third ; and the third
80 young, and yet with an air of age and
steadiness that sat so strargely on the
childish figure

“Uhal-y, Caarley !” said my guardian,
“How cld are you ?”

“Over thirteea, sir,” replied the child.

! What a great age,” sald my guar
dian, “What a great age, Charley,”

I cannot deecribe the tenderness with
which he epoke to her, half playfully, yet
ail the more compassionately and mourn-
fully

“Aund do yon live alone here with these
bahies, Charley ? 84id my guardian,

“Yes sir,” returned the cbild, lnoking
up into his face with perfect confidence,
“sinee father died ”

“And how do you live, Charley? 0!
Coarley,” said my guardien, turning his
face away for a moment, “how do you
live,”

“Since father dled, elr, I've gone out to
work. I'm out washing to day.”

“God help yon, Chaarley, you are not
tall enouga t0 reach the tub” Sald my
goardian,

“In pattens I am, sir,” she saldjquickly,
“I’ve got a high pair as belovged to
mother ”

“Aund when did mother dle? Poor
maother !”

“Mother died jast after Emma was
born !” raild the child, glancing at the face
upon her bosm, “Then father sald I
was t0 be a8 grod a mother to her as I
conld. And so Itrled, And so I worked
at homs and did cleaning, and nursing,
and washing, for a long time bafore I
beyan to go out  Aud that'show I know
how  D.n’t you see, gir §”

“And do you ofren go ont 9"

“As cften as [ ean,” sald Charley, open-
lng her eyesand smiling, “becanse of earn-
ing sixpences and shillings.”

“Aud do you always lock the hubies up
when you go out ?”

Vo keep ’em safe, sir, don't you see ¢
said Obarley, “Mrs Blinder comes up
now and then, and Mr, Gridiey comes up
sometimes, and perhaps I can run in
sometimes ; and they can play, you

know, and Tom ain’t afraid of being
locked up, are you, Tom 1"

#No.o !" said Tom, stoutly.

“When it comes on dark, the lamps
are lighted down in the court, and they
show up here quite bright—almost quite
bright. Don't they, Tom ?”

“Yes, Charley,” said Tom, “almost
quite bright.”

“Then he’s as good as gold,” eaid the
Jittle creature—0Q ! in euch a motherly,
womanly way! *“And when Emma's
tired he puts her to bed, And when
he's tired he goes to bed himself. And
when I come home and light the candle,
and has a bit of supper, he eits up agsin
und has it with me. Don’t you, Tom }”
“Q yes Charley,” said Tom, “that I do!
%And either in thie glimpse of the pleas.
ure of his life or in gratitude and love
for Charley, who was all in all to him, he
laid his face smong the scanty folds of
ber frock, and psssed from laughing into
crying,

It was the first time since our entry
that a tear had been shed among these
children, The little orphan girl had
spoken of their father and their mother,
as if all that sorrow were subdued by the
necessity of taking courage, and by her
childish importance in being able to
work, and by her bustling, busy way,
But now, when Tom cried, although she
sat quite tranquil, looking quietly at us,
and did not, by any movement disturb
a hair of the bead of either of her little
charges, I saw two silent tears fall down
her tace,— Dickens' Bleak House, Chap 15,

Croup, whooping cough, sore throat,
sudden cold, and the lung troubles
peculiar to children, are easily controlled
by promptlv administering Ayer’s Cherry
Pectoral, This remedy 13 safe to take
and certain in its action,

“Did n’t Know 't was‘
Loaded”

May do for a stupid boy's excuse ; bhut
what can be said for the parent w!
sees his child languishing daily and fails
to recognize the want of a tonic ar
blood-purifier? Formerly, a course o
bitters, or sulphur and molasses, was tl
rule in well-regulated families ; bn

all intelligent households keep Ayer’s
Sarsaparilla, which is at once plea

1o the taste, and the most searching ax
effective blood medicine ever discovered
an 8, Cleveland, 27 E. Canton s

: My daughter, now 2
1s in perfect health n
r ago when she began to con
headache t «

Aver's Sarsa)y
restored  her
healthy action

time."”

astright, Drooklyn Power
N. Y., says: ‘“As a 8y

, I find a splendid s 1

v the old-time componnds in Ayer's

illa, with a few doses of Ave

ir use, I feel fre
go through the suun

rouger .
Ayer’s Sarsaparilla,
PREPARED BY
Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass.

Price §1; six bottles, $5. Worth §5 a bott

Mone>,

CATARR

H " You wiil save
&

&

Time,

Pain,
Trouble,

: AND WILL CURE

A particle is applied into eash nostril and is sgreeable
Price 80 cants wt druggists; by mail, registered, 60 cents
ELY BROTHERS, 56 Warren street, New York.
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- & B

IN BRONZE
on EACH PLUG and PACKAGE.

THE DOMINION

Savings & Invesument Society
LONDON, ONT. i
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To Farmers, Mechanics and others wishing
to borrow mouey upon the Security
it ‘ of Real Estate: ‘
ng alarge amount of money on hand
we have decided, * for a short pgrlcd?" |3
make 'oans at a very low rate, according t¢
the security offered, principal payable at
the end of term, with privilege to borrower
10 pay back a purtion of the principal, witk
nnl; instalment of interest, if he so desires
ersons wishing to borrow money will
consult their own interests by applying
personally or by letter to

F. B. LEYS, Manager.
OFFIOR — Opposite Of y
Street, Lon do‘n’:‘.’%‘n “0?1 Hall, Richmond
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