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Memory’s Picture,

JOAQUIN MILLER,

I 880 her now, the falrest thing
Thatever mocked man's pleturing.

I pletare her us one thut drew

Axide life's eurtuin and Inoked through
The mists of all life's mystery,

As one S0u0 the open sea,

The st wida eyes of wonderment

¥ looked you through and
gh;

rened mouth, a bow not bent,
Laove's airows swill avd true,

Thatwweet arched mouth ! The Orient
O Dol such pearis io all her stores ;
Not ail | orstoried, spice-set shores
Hath [ragrance such a8 1t hath spent,

I pleture her as one who knew
How rare 18 truth to be untrue;
As one who knew the awful sign
Of death, of life, of the divine
Bweel pliy of all loves, «)l hates
Beneatn the fron-footed fates.

I pletare her as seeking peace,
And ollve leaves and vine-set land ;
While strife stood by on elther hand,
And wroog the tears lke rosaries,
1] ire her in pussivg rhyme,
F yetnot a part of these,
A woman bora sbove her time
A wom4in ting In her place,
With patlent pity on her face,

Her face, her earnest, youthfal facs,
Her youny face 80 uncommon wise ;
Tae tender love light iu her eyes,

Two stars of heaven out ef place,

Two rtars that sang as stars of gold
helr slienl elogueace of sonyg,
Inskies of glory and of gold,
Whners God on purple passed along ;
That patieat, youthfal tace of hers
That won a thousand worshipers !

sllent, pleading face, among
housand faces Just Lthe one
‘hat I shall love whep all is done,
\ud life lies by, harp unstrung,
; 4 § —Roston Transcript
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PIQUETTE.
——

AN TDYL OF THE COAST,

BY J, K. P,
Far down in coutheastorn Louisiana is
» stroteh of land extendiog from Lake

to the cea, For leagues around
5 upon vistas of swaying

pir e, I
Sou
beau

sbaps, might say there is no
in the scene becsuse they see
not nature’s usual glorious suftusion of
color there, Yet the vivid, life fravght
green of the trees and the dszaling white
below, are 10 me grander, in their
] wlation and stillness, than the
bappy murmur of leafy forests throbbing

ihh the echo of bird and insect life,
Here, by day, only the note of the cicada
s upon toe still air,  The sun’s rays
down all their fervid heat upon the

land vntil the very sand seems on fire,
Duat at mudnight a calm like that of
the de sts upon the motionless for.

est. Sira svem the soft, cool beams
of the moon, sleeping on the sand, when
we think of the glowing lire of the day.
Lver and anon ove heurs the plaintive

of the

i the pines in answer to its mate,
The waves, crested with light, which
break so restlessly on the beach, have
the souud Of a uever-euding sigh, with
which now and again the voices of the
pines blend in solt swelling cadence,

Not very far from the lake, in a space
cleared of trees, stands a house of primi
live architecture. It is built of rough
pine logs, the interstices filled with
stuceo, Within it is rather small, yet
something of home comfort is there, for
the place is tidy, and the occupants of
the room are seated, in & contented
fashion, at their work,

One 18 & woman whom, tolook on, you
would cali old, bul whose movements
aro youthful in their quickness, There
1 nothing remarkable in her face but
the decp pession of her eyes. She is
seatod in 4 rush bottomed chair mending
a seine, Back and forth she works her
te through the meshes of the net,
while she sings a bymn to the
d Virgin of which the refrain,
’ lingers on

. cours dans lovage
the v ant air,

By a wooden table is seated Jacquee,
ber son, about thirty, we should eay,
from 1} trong, determined face, Heis
busy waking [loats for his tishing tackle,
Fhough tue adept might smile at his
olumey countrivances, which are only
cork with feathers from the
wing of the wild duck to serve as sails,
yoi they will do better service for him
than all the supply of patent {lies and
floats which the gentlemsn.nngler brings
irom the city,

One might think that there was some
shindow botween the heart of mother and
son, for no word is uttered by either.
L strange coincidence that these
lers 1o the solitude learn silence
from the forest, and refrain from speech

pleces

#8 1l Lhey judged it & profanation of the | over him all the day,

calm
A ladder in one corner leads toa room
above, under the sloping roof, where you
can stand erect only in the centre, Most
fthe available space 18 occupied by a
1io which a child lies sleeping, A
little thing who had played on the beach
r ten long, happy summers; in a bright
nursery, among dainty and refined chil.
dren, nurtured in home comfort, this
little one would have been unhappy, for
she was wild and shy, loving forest and
rea, but most of all Our Lady., Beside
ner on the pillow lay & statue of the
Jlessed Mother; a little, sun.burnt haud
forth to touch the treasure,

ion,
atue had been given to her by
Pere Marignier, the circuit.rider, who
had knocked at their door and asked
shelter for the night atout two years
before, b ¢
had received their guest, thanking God
in their hearts for leading him to their
home, 3 ® s

ln the early morning light Piquette

rom a gleaming sea of sand, | just made,

about s0 often,” And the child walked
elowly toward the image, her little heart
overflowing with love,

Turning to the priest, she asked :

“Will the Blessed Mother mind it I
just kies her dress 1" !

Surprised by the queetion Pere Marig
nier did pot enewer for & moment, See
ing the grieved and anxious lcok on the
little face, he said :

“No, little oue; the Bleased Mather
loves to bave little children like you kiss
her robe ; but, better still, she loves to
have you call ber Mother,”

Soon Jacques came to tell the Pere
that his breaklast was waiting, Left
alone wilh the etatue, Piquette reached
up & timid little hand to touch the flow-
ing folds of the marble robe, She spoke
to Our Lady with trusting faith, never
doubtiog that she would be heard, That
ehe might be the better able to see the
statue she mounted & low bench, and
resting her arms on the top of the
dresser, lovked with her heart in her
eyes into the sweet face of the Virgin
Mother,

When the morning meal was con
cluded Pere Marignier commenced his
preparations for the journey, His brevi.
ary, crucifix and roeary were, one by one,
eafely stowed away in his valise, Piquatte
watched his every movement, her little
heart agitated at the thought tbat the
precious statue was about to disappear
forever from Ler gazs, But #s the good
priest bent over the child to bless her he
took the image in his hand, and extend
ing it towards her he said, with & benevol
ent emile :

“I leave the Blessed Mother with thee,
little one, for thou knowest how to love
her better then I ; cherish hor always as
tenderly as now, and she will watch over
thee in life and death,”

Teare shone in the dark, solemn eyes
of the child, instead of the bright and
happy swile one would have locked for,
Qae word, “Merci!” she uttered in an
almost inaudible tone, as she clasped the
treazure to her heart,

Piquette little suspeected the greatness
of the eacrilice that Pere Marigaier had
During all the years of his
priesthood Yhis irnage had been bis com.
panion iu his journeys amoong the dwel
lers of the forest, Befors the eyes of the
dying, imploring Mary’s help, it had
thone s a sweet vision, Near by the
altar it had rested when he offered the
Holy Sacrifice of the Muss beneath the
waving pices, Again, when he had

joimed thege simple folks in merrisge,

the betrothed bad knelt belore the
statue and prayed in unisen to Qur
Lady.

After he had left the fisherman’s home
& doubt oceurred to bim—perhaps the
child would tire of the precious gift; she
was 80 yourg and simple she could not
appreciate its beauty and its value; and
it had been so dear to him! But then,
the love and devotion expressed in that

whippoorwill as it echoes | pure, child face se she had pressed the

!mage to her heart—that tearful
“Marei!” No; he could not have been
mistaken; so he putaway the distrustful
waought,

Down to the beach Piquette wandered,
clasping her statue, and now and then
murmuring ;

“I love you &0 much, Bleszed Mother!”

She fashioned & shrine with patient
care, by heaping up the sand snd moist
ening it with sea-water, In ashort time
the sun had rendered thelittle grotto as
hard as if built of rock, As the waves
dashed on the beach she ran down to
meet the rippling water and despoil it of
its burden ot sea.weed, With the choice
of nature she laid sprays of red and
yellow upon the white sand, with here
and there a fragment of brown sea.
Eraes,

After several hours of busy toil she
lay down on the beach begide the littie
altar to rest her tired limbs, and gazeel
in sweet contentment upon the placid
face above her, fancying that it emiled
upon her the approval of her Mother in
heaven, In imiiation of old Susapne
she softly entoned: “Soyz notre secours
dans lorage™  When the sweet words
had died away on her lips, she said :

“That is for Jacques, Mother, when it
is stormy on the lake, Girandmere told
me to ging it every day.”

During all the summer day, with its
burniog heat did the child lie there on
the sands, the waves often dashing the
spray over the graceful ilitle form and
kiesing the brown, soulful face, with its
dreamy eyes and heavy hair,

As the sun sank, quenching its fire in
the gently.swelling tide, she saw Jacques
sailing homeward, his boat laden with
fish, Higb above her head she raised
the statue that he might see it and
thank the Virgin Mother for watchine
A eurprized look
was on the fisherman’s face g8 his eye
rested on the little figure holding aloft
the shining imnge, the strong sea brecze
tossing her long, dark hair about her
face, and the last, lingering beams of day
casting a ghmmor of gold over land and
sea,  His freight of fish gleamed in the
dying light like the glittering hoard from
a goblin’s den. He was loath to mar the
stilluess and stood there by his moored
boat, drinking in the rare picture with
all its glowing beauty.

Soon Piquette turned to him and said:

“I am going to bring my Blessed Lady
here every day, Jacques, so that she can
wetch over you when your boat is far

| there in sweet consciousness | out on the lake.”

Then they walked homeward through
the broad aisles of pines, They met
Susanne coming down the path,” Fol.
lowing her gaze, they turned their faces
towards the glowing west, where the

Willingly these humble folk | sun was just setting beneath the waters,

As their eyes mirrored the last faint
beams shooting upward from their ocean
tomb, they sank upon their knees, Hera
in the wilderness, far from chapel and

cxme (o tell the priest that “Grandmere | convent, the dawn and twilight were

Susanne wanted to know if he liked
surimp, because Jacques was going to
catch rome for his breakfast,”

the siguals for prayer, The beautiful
words of the Angelus fell eoftly on the

evening air, and their echo lingered long

Pare Marignier in a kindly voice bade | after the prayer was ended,

the child come in,

Half afraid, Piquette entered the room.
Her childish eyes dilated with wonder
as ehe beheld on the top of the dreseser,

The three turned and entered the low.
roofed cabin, An expression was on the

faces of the old woman, the little child
and the strong man, as if an angel’s wing

in which Jacques kept his treasures, a | overshadowed them,

gtatue of our Blessed Mother fashioned
of purest marble,

Awhile they lingered over their even-

For a few moments ing meal; then the sombre eyes of the

she stood motionless, overpowered by | child grew weary and she climbed the

its beauty; then clasping her hands, she | ladder to thexonm above,
y tore her statue, Piquette poured out the

“On, 1 koow ! itis the beautiful Bleesed | simple longings of her heart,
Mother that Grandmoare has told me

exclaimed :

Kueeling be-

mere Susanne, watch over Jacques, and
be her Mother instead of the mother
she had never kuown,

Poor little ove !  Sucanne was very
kird, but sbe wae old end could not sym
pathize with her in all her hopes and
pleasores,  Isolated from all childish
friendehips, she turned to the Blessed
Virgin and made of her a friend as rep) ps
if she lived end walked beside her. To
her she told all her eorrow for dying birde
and withering pines, forgetting her gricf
almoet as goon as uttered, in the thought
that “Blessed Motber would be 80IIy,
too.”

———

1L,

Two years of calm, sweet exlstence
came aud went, flowlng into the past as
gently 26 the ebbing tide. Except when the
rain poured down into the eeething, toe-
ting leke, and the breakers lashid the
chore, Piquette wae generally found on
the bzach iying beslde the altar of sand
wbich she fasbioned anew esch morning

Sometimes Jacques would take Pi.
quette with bim iu his fiching boat, In
the early morning the child would ran
eagerly along the beah to s:e what the
‘‘sand fiddlers were dcivg.” If she conld
ficd a tiny musician gally ecraping ove
claw over the other, the would call out to
Jacques :

“It's fair weather, for the fildiers are
playing ”

But if she fourd them buslly diggivg
bolesin the sand, she knew that they were
burying themselves to avoid belng washed
away by the storm that would be sure
to come before night.  Then ghe would
return to Jacques with a grave counten.
ance and beg him not to go out on the
weter that day,

When the plue and pelmetto lifted their
dewy heads to greet the rising sun they
would embark; the child draggleg the
tawney yelluw seine down t) the water's
edge, and Jaughlng with glee because sho
wos helping,  For four or five hours
Jacques busded himself about bis craft;
then as the sun seemed to stay his course
In the very zenith, he would lower the
queer sa'l uutil the echooner was entlrely
over shadowed by it,  Lyingtherein the
shade upon a pile of nets, hls face lost
something of iis weary expression while
he listened with restful satisfaction to the
happy prattle of the little girl,

Ag he Jay there one day idly dream.
Ing, be heard Piquette talking, as she so
often did, to ber statue ;

“Why is Jacques always so sai1?” she
eald, “He uever smiles as you do,
Motker; and sometimes ho takes me in
his arms and looks at me so that his eyes
barn my face. I am afriad of him then,
M sther, and run away,”

The funocent words brought back the
one great sorrow of his life, which he had
trled so hard to forget, A sob of agouy
shook the glgantic frame of the mean, and
one hand ficrcely locked itself in the
meshes of the selne, Piquette Jumped
up to show him a star fish of faint, pluk
hue, which she had found in his crabuet,
Seeing the Intense suffering in his face,
bot half bidden by his wsather-beatew
hat, the child crept back to her playthings,
her eyes full of terror.

In a few moments he rose aud began
holsting the satl. The quiet and rest were
now intolerable. He must do something.
Percelving Piquette’s anxious expressions,
he called her to him, She obeyed with
apparent reluctance,

In his usual tender tone, he eaid :

“What did you want to show me, hitle
one? You are afreid of me sometimes,
you say., Well, T promisa Blessed Mother
you chall never have reason to fear me
again,”

Reascured by Oar Lads’s name, she
took hold of his great, strong hand, and
answered :

“l wont run away auy more Jacques,
for [ know you wont hurt me,”

At eventide, when they were sailing
homewerd, the white caps breaking in
delicate foam over the boat’s elde, Jac
ques, with his baud on the tiller-rope,
asked :

“Did Grandmere ever tell you of your
father, Piguette ?”

*No, Jacques,” ehe responded; “I asked
her ove day, but she only wiped her oyes
with her apron,”

“l will tell you about him, then,”
resumed Jacques. “He was my ouly
brother, and the fishermen said they could
never tell whether it was Raoul or mysolf
they had bargained with for the day’s
cateh, we were s0o much alike, (ge
morning as we were baiting our hooks
before setting sail, he asked what | had
done with the sllver which I Fad recelved
the night before for my fish. I refused to
tell, for I had given it to old Louls, who
lived farther up the comst and was only
able to earn a few sous a day by basket.
weaviog. I was afrald he would laugh at
me for being so soft hearted. Finding I
would not speak, he accused me of lostng
it all, gamblivg with Claude D'Arpay, It
roused my passion to think that he
believed I would break my oath to the
mere to gain a false pleayune, I struck
Lim a blow in the face, and then walked
off towards the cabin,”

A look of agony swept over his coun
tenance. He paused a moment and then
controlilng himself with an e¢ffort, he con.
tinued,

“Raoul sailed alone that monm ing
About noounday a fearful equall spraug up
on the lake, I waiched for the echooner.
sail until dackness fell, As the night wore
on the storm grew worse, but at daybreak
it lulled, As I wandered along the shore,
strewn with timbers from founderod
vessels, 1 saw a plece of our own little
craft, with the tiller.-rope still attached,
Then I kuew that my brother, who had
helped me to all the good of my wayward
life, was lost to me on earth forever.
Little one, may you never know the grief
that came over me when I remembered’
that my last act towards him had been a
blow,”

Jacques’ eyes were wet with tears that
five years of bitter sufferltg had never
drawn from him, Putting her arme
around him Piquette tried to comfort him,
After a while she sald :

“I will ask Blessed Mother to be good
to you as she {s to me, Tell her you will
love her, Jacques ; then she will take care
of you.”

As the child sald this she lifted the
statue for Lim to kiss, In a spirit of
slmple faith, *his lips reverently touched
the garment of Our Lady, the Mother of
Sorrows, while in the depths of his heart

She only

asked of Our Lady to take care of Grand.

he begged her to ease hie grief.
The wind was blowlng In fitful gusts

which porteuded a gale; so Jucques spread
the canvess to the breeze, and as it
filled, the graceful echooner sped home-
ward as if she spurned the water,

On laadiog it took him but a few mo
meuts to haul the boat high on the beach
beyord the reach of the waves.  His car-
go of fish was soon sold, Taen they
stacted toward the cabln, Plquette laden
with shells and sea weed which had bean
entergled in theseine, After thetr frugal
supper was fini hed she crept off to bed
Like w tived bird eecking its nest,

Oue day Piquette was on the beach
weaviug baskels of the faint green Quianier
stripe from the piny wouds near by,
Suddenly the great mass of black clonds
which covered the wectern horizn surged
upward, obscuring the eutire beaveus as if
envious of the day fiself, Susanuve, who
was far up the beach gathering drift-wood,
called out to her ;

“Meke haste, Piquette, or the storm will
break before you reach the houss, Don't
walt for me, for I shail come through the
wood,”

The white, foam-crested waves, dashing
ou the shore, reminded the child of Jac.
ques far out on the lake, 50 shy stopped to
say to Ouar Lady ;

“Dear Mother, I wiil leave you here to
take care of Jacques; I kuow you will
gusrd him and 'riog him boms safe,”

Then she rped toward the log-house,
the angry raindrops falling faster at cvery
step. Despite her loiterivg she reached
the cabin before Grandmere Sasaune.

Soon the earth was shrouded in black-
ened night, The lake was etirred to its
profoundest depths and the waters beat
with sullen roar upon theshingles, Crash
upon crash of thunder, echoed by the
noise of falling pives, followed cloe upon
forked gleams of lighting

Pignette, not afraid but awed by the
tempest, knelt obediently beside Susanne
anud told her beads that Jacques might be
saved, She wasapxlous and restlecs, wish.
ing she had not left her statue on the
beach, for she knew “Blessed Lady would
» lonely out there in the storm with no
one near to love her”

The tempest luiled for awhiie, but the
owinous stillness was like the quietude of
& uger concentrat'ng all his strength hefore
be eprings upon his prey.

Piquette thought that the storm had
epent itself and stole out fnto the dark
nees feaiiog lest Sugaune would call her
back, The thought never entered her
wind that the waves wight wash her
treasure out to rer, She believed her
Blecsed Mother was waitiz g for her, so she
bastened onward,

Thoe coxflet of the elements wes again
revewed with tenfold fury, Blinded by
the rain and beaten back by the hurricane,
she was abont to reliz (uish her gearch,
when a flash of blazing light rendered the
devasted coas’ visible for an {nsiant, Just
before her she saw the statue lylng ina
taugle of sea weed, the grotto swept away
by the {nvadicg waters; it was only the
welght of the marble which kad prevented
it from being washed out to sea,

Joyfully she seiz:d her treasure and
with renewed conrace hattlod —isn

Vhwlibe Wil Lub
tempest. The crashing of the thunder was
not so terrible now that she had her dear
Moher to protect her. She made her way
elowly, guided by the Hght from the cabln
window. She &trove to keep near the
tall pines, imagining they would shelter
her from the storm ; but her greatest peril
was in these forest monarchs, After a
long struggle she grew weary, and
despair filled her frightened heart. In
pleading accents ehe begged for Mary :

“Motner, dear Blessed Mother, please
teke me homs |

Like the wondrous words of the saluts,
her prayer was answered in an instant. A
train of ecathing lightning leapt out of the
denee, fmpenetrable blackness of the
heavens, rendiug the darkness in twain
with its flaching five,

Like an arrow sped from the bow, it

darted from heaven to earth, striking, in

acco:dance with the alm of an unerring
vidence, a monarch pine that {n sylvan
bad raised its lofty head above its

grc'hreu. A prayer broke from the child’s
cart :

O Mother ! eave Jacques |”

As this stricken king of the forest fell,
it crushed out the lifo of the little human
flywer beneath it. She who bad been to
Piquette traly a “Msther of love and of
knowledge and of holy hope” had taken
her child home forever,

The same forked lightning which had
felled the tree and st free the pure soul
of the child bad saved Jacques. It de.
ficed the outline of the famillar cost to
him In his sinking schooner, Kuowing he
was near the shore he plunged fearlessly
into the angry waters and by the mighty
strokes of his powerful arms he galned the
beach. The Virgin Mother had, besides
taken Piguette home, answered her last
prayer aud saved Jacques,

““The Naked Truth,”

Whilst Truth was one day bathing in
& limpid river, Falsehood happened to
pass, and noticing the garments of Truth
on the bank of the stream, conceived
the idea of exchanging his clething for
that of the bather, who came from the
bath and mourned the loss sustained,
but disdaining Falsehood’s garb, has
since gone naked through the world.
Whether the origin ot the expression—
‘‘the naked truth’—is mythical or other.
wise, it is universally known to be the
“naked truth” that Dr, Pierce’s (Golden
Medical Discovery has no equal as a
curative agent for consumiption (lung.
scrofula), bronchitis, chronic nasal
catarrh, asthma, and kindred diseases of
the throat and lungs,

For Rickets, Marasmus, and all Waste
ing Disorders of Children
Scott's Emulsion of Pure Cod Liver Oil
with Hypophosphites, is unequaled. The
rapidity with which children gain flesh and
strength upon it is very wonderful, *[
have used Scott's Emulsion in cases of
Rickets and Marasmus of long standing,
In every case the improvement was
marked.”-—J, M. Mai~n, M, D,, New York,

Put up in 50c and $1 size,

A Helping Hand

is most appreciated where it is most
needed, and thus it is that Burdock Blood
Bitters gains more favor yearly by lending
the weakened system valuable assistance
in removing all impurities and building up
a strong, healthy body,

Do not delay in getting relief for the
little folks. Mother Graves’ Worm Exter-
minator is a pleasant and sure cure, 1f
you love your child why do you let it suffer

when a remedy is so near at hand ?

A PRETIY KETTLE OF FIsH.

United Ireland, Sept, 8th,

The Coercionists nre crying out fora
war with the United Siates to viudicate
the reputation of Mr. Chamberlain ns 8
diplomatiet and the wisdora of the Gov
ernment that gent him to America as the
nccredited apostle of [rish Coercion, The
Standuard, the « fli.ial organ of the Salis.
bury-cum- Balfour Governwent, treats ite
nal{m to & prose version of the Great
M'Dermott’s war song :

“We don’t want to fight, but, by Jingo, if we
Wu'v‘--“'gu'_ the men, we've got the ehlps,

we’ve gel the money, too,”

aud threatens with England’s self-sinking
iron clads the audacious Yankees who
bave dared to flout the heaven eent diplo-
matist, Mr. Chambeslain.  Of conree, this
itall bunkum, The Coercion Government
has quite enough on its bands to coerce
Irelaud without ettempting to conquer
America, The British Army s not ltkely
for some thme Lo be engeged inany more
hazaxdous enterprise than besleging the
thatched cablne of Clanricade’s tenants
The eristocratic Coerclenists may be anx-
ious enough for a slap at the Republle, but
the notion that the Eoglish people would
tolerate such a war for such a parpoge is
too fautastically absurd, The Yenkees
are not by any means the people to be ter-
rified by tall talk or to tolerate the attempt
or even the threat to yun Mr, Chamber
lain’s Fisbery Treaty down their throats
with cannon balls ~When the Cercion.
ista cool down a bit they will back cut of
the ludicrous positton  they  have
assumed.  Their frrltation s natural
They had bragged so much of
Mr, Cramberlain’s diplomatic trinmph
a3 conclosive evidemce that Irish ip.
fluence wae non existent in the States that
they ehare to the fullest in the humlilia.
tion of bis failnre, The treaty wae flsur-
irhed in ovr faces as a Oserclon trophy,
and bebold it fs torn in pieces and tram.
pled on by Irish feor, We were very
willlog to assume that the Treaty was but
a botched plece of business at best,
and that its rejection wae the bappls:
thing for all partfes concerned. Buy this
fa mot Mr, Chamberlein’s rotlon nor his
friends’ notion, They maintaln some
what flloglcally (bat when was anger
logical 7) that its rejection was golely due
to that [rish ivfluence which for the Jast
slx montbs he was vever doze declaring
was non.cxletent in America, It was the
Irish- American whose etrong foot kicked
over his pretty kettle of fish and ccalded
him with the hot water. 8o be it, The
r jection of Mr, Chamberlaln’s treaty then,
if they will have it so, was the Irish.
American answer to the coerclon for Ire-
land, How does E:glavd Jike the
answer? Is the hatred of the I:iish race
=t home and abroad worth the big price
they are acked to pay for it, when their
friendship can bs had so cheaply? Can
the paw of the British lion be put to no
better purpoee than plucking the rack-
vents of Ivish landlords out of the fire
aud getting sorely scorched in the process
A0 eveiy duau tbe Coercion policy drives
out of Ireland a foe to Eugland and Eng
land’s policy lands In America or Austra
lis hungering for reverge. Is that noble
avimal, the Irich landlord, worth the
sacrifices we make for him }—the sacrifice,
not mercly of Irelend’s freedom and
bappiness, but the sacrifice of England’
treasure, of Englaud’s public business, of
Eogland’a tranquillity, of Eogland’s fair
fame, and it way well be of Englaud’s
safety In the hour of danger? The other
day there was a meeting in London to do
honour to fighting Pail, Sheridan, the
[rich Amerfcan General, by whom, more
than ony other man, the American Uon-
stitution was preserved. The “Forger,”
in its ostrich like wirdom, suppressed all
alluslon to Fis Irlsh  origin in its
reports of the epeeches, But the world
did not. ueed the “Forger” to tell it that
Irish blood ran in Phil Sheridaa's veigs,
Lord Wolseley dec'ared that he was as
proud of the Irish American General as if
he had held the Qaeen’s Commission. We
may beg leave to doubt the pride would
be reciprocal. The Marchal Ney of the
American army, who evoked victery so
often from the very jaws of defeat, was
an Irishman to his heart’s core, “Ameri.
ean by birth,” he was won’t to exclaim,
“I love Itberty, Irish by descent, I hate
oppresson,  In Ireland 1 would ba a
Fenlan.,” For England the words are
worth pondering on, She needs friends
outside her own shores,  The friendship
of Ireland and of Irishmen in America is
to be had for the asking. It is not from
the United States omly or chiefly that
danger threatens, Europe is one vast
powder magszine, A spark may produce
an exploslon in which England will be
involved. Now Is the time to declde
Whether the sympathy and help of Irish
men the wide world over, but most of all
of Irishmen at her own door, should be
with her or agalnst her in the supreme
hour wheu her fate hangs in the balance
Now is the time to stamp out that fatal
policy which would have made the Irish
general who in America fought for the
Constltution a rebel in his own land,
When all Earope bristles with bayonets
the friendship of a warm-hearted and war.
Iike race is surely worth having,

AP

Baldness may be prevented, and a
thick growth of hair stimulated, by the
use of Ayer’s Hair Vigor, This prepara.
tion also restore the natural color to gray
hair, and renders it soft, pliant, and
glossy.

Highly Valued.

“Last enmmer our children were very
bad with summer complaint and the only
remady that did them any good was Dr,
Fowler's Extract of Wild Btrawberry, We
used 12 bottles during the warm weather
and would not be without it at five times
the cost, considering it to have no superior
for diarrhwa.” Mrs. Jumes Healy, Now
Edinburgh, Ont.

Mr, G W, Macully, Pavilion Mountain,
B. C., writes: “Dr, Thomas’ Eclectric Oil
is the best medicine I ever used for Rheu-
matism. Nearly every winter I am laid up
with Rheumatisin, and have tried nearly
every kind of medicine without getting any
benefit, until I used Dr, Thomas Eclectric
Oil. It has worked wondars for me, and I
want another supply for my friends, ete,”

Is Cholera Coming ?
When symptoms of cholera appear,
prompt remedies should be resorted to,
Miss Mary E. Davis, of Luskville, Ont,,
says—*My brother was bad with cholera
morbus and after using one bottle of Dr,

Fowler's Extract of Wild Strawberry, it
cured him entirely,”
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The Beunett ¥urnleh 18 Co,, of Londor
Ont.,, make & spoo 5 mauuaciering the
latlest designs v ren and Secuoo) Farn.
ture., Tho Catholle ( lergy of Canada are
11y invited to serd for ca
efore awarding contr
1Lin a comploie
Ontholic Chy
8L have he
) & 1 er

’
101, Of Fowa 1:
teh, and frop
favored with
the Clorgy in
), i Kl cases (hg
otion having boen ex.
egard to quality of Y

quickuess of ¢ x¢ 10
the incronse of busine % in

other parts
most eutir

of
hay been
8

r&ulc)_,
thie
elal ne thet we found 1t NOCOLLArY BOme
thne sines Lo astavlish a branch offiee in

!eolland, and we aro DOW engaged

taring Pews for new Churches in

conntry spa 'reland A QD roaF—

SBENNET FURNISHING COM'Y
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Paliamentary Party,

Tie undersigned wisghes 1o announce Lo the
Irish People. and other Patrons of Lib.
erly, that he Las for ssle tne only

COMPLETS GROUP PICTURE

— OF —

THE IRISH PARLIAMENTARY PRR'Y

IN THE WORLD,

It 18 without doubt the finest work ever
ssued on this subject, and 18 executed by
Messrs, Wm, Notman & Son, Montreal,

PRICE $5.00 PER COPY.

Sent free (o any part of the Dominion,
Correspondence soli

1 from Newsdeals
ers or lus LA

X cles,
For further particulars apply to

C. L. MOLLOY,
27 8T. SACRAMENT STREET,
MONTRE-IiL. QUE,

LCTB OF TH K-

ATHOLIC AGENCY

] M this Agency 18 to en pl
1lar dealers’ prices any klnd -',; vﬂu:}l&
rled or mannfuctured In the United
ALOY,

The advaningss and conve 116208 Of this
Agency are many, 8 few of wiish s

1st, 1t is situated in the hoart - f the who e~
euwleirade of Lthe metropolis, and has coim-
pleted such arrangements with the leading
mapufactarers and Importers as enable it
to purchase in any quantity, at the lowest
wholesale rates, thus gelting s profits or
commissions from the Imaporters or mann
facturers, and hence-—

4nd. No extra cowmmissions aro coarged
il8 bAlrins on purehases ma le for them,and
giving them besides, ths benefit of my ex.
perience and faciiiiles in the actusl prices
charged. M

3rd. Bhonld a patron want saveral different
articles, embracing as mADy separate trades
or lines of goods, the writing of only one
letter to thia A car ¢y will insure the srompt
and correet fiiling of such orders osides,
lgnre will be oaly one €xpress or freight
charge.

éth, Persons ontsids of New York, who
MAay not know the wddress of Houses solling
a Yﬂr!lculur line of goods, ean gel such goode
all the same by senSin 10 this Agency,

Hth, Clergymen and ﬁuugmus Ingtitations
and the trade buyling from this Agency are
allowed the regular or usnal discount.

Any business matters, outside of buying
and selling goods, entrusted to the a‘tention
or management of this Agency, will he
strictly and conselentiously attended o by
your giving me Aauthority to act as your
ageut. Whenever you want tobuy anything,
seud your orders to

THOMAS D. EGAN,

Oatbolie Ageucey, 42 Barc.ay 5L, New York,
N 7 YORK.

myv ] 5 T NG T & ~
EYE, EAR, NOSH axp THROAT
Dofactive vision, impalired hearing, naaal
eaiarrn, troublesc taroats, and iho ade-
Justment of gin
Always at home rept on Fridays
185 Quesn’s Ave., Srd door east, of Postoflice,
LONDON, ONTARIO.

R, F. LACEY & CO'Y

Manufacturers and Wholesale Dealers =
in Every Variely of

BOOT AND “HOE UPPERS

398 CLARENCE STREET.
LONDON, ONT.

ST. CATHARINE':

A purely Corimer . Full conrses in Book keeping
Bhorthand a elegraphy  Young men. don't waste your
time with studies that will do You no good. Prepare for
business. Send card for our Cata 3

W. H. ANGER, B.A., Principal.

ONTARID STAIAED GLASS WORKS,

Stained €lass for Churches, Pub-
lic and Private Buildiugs
Furnished in the best style and atthprlcol

L]

low enough to bring it within
reach of all,

Works: 484 RIOHMOND St.
R. LEWIS.

T —
MANUFACTURING

UNDERTAKERS,

; Wholesale and retall. Outside the com-
bine. Always cpen.

R. DRISCOLL & co.
424 Richmond-st., - London, Ont.

SRBTRTRY
WILLIAM HINTON,

From London, England,

TND BRTARKER, ETO.

The enly house in the oity having a
Children’s Mourning Carriage, Flirat-
class Hearses for hire. 203 Kin street
London. Private resldence, di King
street, London, Ontario,

CARRIAGES AND SLEIGHS,
W. J. THOMPSON & SON,

Opposite Revere House, London,
Han always in stock a large assortment of
every style of Carriages and Slelghs. This
is one of the largest establishments of the
kind in the Dominion. None but first-class

work turned out. Prices always moderate.
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Written for CATHC

OATHOLICS OF

BY THE REV. ENEAS M
LL. D, F. R
PART |

Bishop Challoner, pot
application that had be
kindly interested hims
the Uiet Catholics, ¢
the memorial that had
fully stating their case,
of it, had it printed at |
and presented to the B
a8 well a8 to his own
friends, All sympathis
secuted people of the
tions were made at the
Catholic ambassadors in
considerable sum of mo
which facilitated the scl
tion, Hesring of this g
Grant wrote in reply
December 16th, 1771 :
witk Bishop Challoner
haviour, I pray God to
all his charivy, You'll r
him about the beginni
year, 1 beg complimen
most respectful and af
ner.” Bishop Hay also
Abate Grant of Rome to
thanke addressed to B
for his great zeal in f
Glenaladale hed purchat
in St John's (Prince E
to which he progosed to1
ous colony of Highlanc
furtherance of his plan
Island of Uist along wit
MacDorald, Matters w
factory there as be expe
the families were g0 poo
able to contribute gs mu
for toward the expenses
Glenaladale was not to |
repaired to Edinburgh, a
senting the state of thin,
£500 of the memorial m
sum required being £150
enabled to proceed ; and
sailed in the ship he ha
St. John's Island, 100 fro
from the mainianud, The
panied by the Reveren
donald, a missionary p
faculties from Rume unti
them renewed by the Bi
Clan Ranald now interpos
that his cousin, Boisdale,
religious toleration to t
remained. The Abhate (
translation of the memor
Father, who brought it u
of the young Duke of Gl
time resident i Rome,
secure his interference ir
persecuted Highlanders,
for them liberty of g
Prince generously promis
most vigorous endeavors
to Boisduies’s cruelty,
charged the Nuncio at P
attention of the British
the same subject,

It was now manifest {
landlorde, and by proofs
Boisdale could not shut hi
Catholics bad powerful fi
tance, and that it would x
to drive them to extren
and pergeculing meusure
MacDonald, the Priest ¢
witness, in a letter to Bis!
is well worth quoting, h
religious persecution was
in the Highlands, by me.
ceedings above related,

To Bishop Hay, September 2

« + s+ “Siuce our )
persecution, Boisdule is ¢
and is himself, to all aj
person who repents the
former doings, He grant
most unlimited toleratio
teachers, welcomes our cl
bis family, uses them wit
civility and with the defe
entitled to, His condesc
times so great, that we ¢
perform eome of cur fur
the precincts of his pal.
serious, he has built st
house as I never expectec
Long Island (Uiet) Th
that God oftentimes pe
order to draw good from i
ous manner veritied with 1
dale’s former unaccount
for, his anti- Christian stt
unsucceesful, notwithsta
interest and riches, has
terred others, actuated b
scrupulous principles, fron
ing the like undertaking,
general live now in good
us, and upon better term
fore. They no longer lool
set of execrahle wretches
friends ana the abomin
and Government; &0 tha
quences of Boisdale’s fo
had, in the end, proved
beneficial to religion, and
continue to do go,” |, ,

The emigrants arrived
John's after a fine pass
weeks, It was not long ur
to prosper in their new he
Hay, writing to Mr, Gedde
Uist people are doing ext:
John's Islund, coming fas
ing already much better t}
Such accounts were enc
were followed, in 1778, b
emigration from Glengarr
grants were 300 in numbe
all Catholics, including th
ot the country gentlemen
minded Glenaladale sold
Scotland and went to shar
of his fellow countrymen
80 generously and succes:
in their emigration to 8, .
His departure from Scotls
regretted by Bishop Hay
friends, “He 18 sacrificit
Bishop, “fortune and pes
good of those poor suftere;
a loss to us that he stouid

It has just been remark
often permitted in order t
result. This indeed, appe
way of Providence: “Fren
oft educing good, and 1
better still, in intinite prog

The scheme of emigrati
by a few benevolent ind
only put an end toa cruel




