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RECORD.

Alice Cary’s Sweetest Poem,

Of all the beautiful pictures
That hang on Memory's wall
Is one of a dim old forest,
That seemeth best ofall;
Not for its gnarled oaks olden,
Dark with the mistletoe;
Not for the violets golden
That sprinkle the vale below;
Not for the milk white iilies
That lean fromn toe fragrant hedge,
Coquetting all day with the sanbeams, |
And stealing their golden age;
Not for the vimeson the upland
Where the bright, red berries rest;
Not the pinks nor the pale, sweet cowslips,
It seemed to me the best,

I once had a little brother,
With eyes that were dark and deep-

In the lap of that olden forest
He lieth in peace asleep;

Light as the down on the thistle,
Free as the winds that blow;

We roved there the beautiful summers,
The summers of long ago;

But his feet on the hills grew weary,
And one of the autumn eves

1 made for my little brother
A bed of the yellow leaves,

Sweet his pale arms folded
My neck In a meck embrace,
Asthe hght of immortal beauty
Rilently covered his fnece; .
And when the arrows of sunset
Lodged In thytree-tops bright,
He fell, In his saint-like beauty,
Asleep by the gates of light,
Theretore of all the pictures
That hang on Memory’s wal
The one of the dim old for
Seemeth the best of all, |
|

From the Catholic World, ;

THE REPUBLICAN'S DAUGH-

|
Laad 0
TER. |

The picturesque little town of X |
in Brittany is situated on the brow of a Lill |
surrounded by fine old trees, bounded by |
an extensive march, The town is com- ‘
posed of a long, irregular street of white- |
washed houses;, in the centre of \\]m‘lxl

|
|

stands the ancient church built of gray
stone.

In the year 1794 . 1e proprietor of the
castle of Rieux, about half a leaguc from
Xe——, was Monsignor Vander, a quiet, |
reserved man of fifty years of age. It wa
thought by some that he was a republic- |
an because of the haste with which he be- |
came the possessor of the estate to the ex
clusion of the Dowager Marchioness d’
Ouessant, the last lady of Ricux, a refuge
in England. But others declared that he
was a secret partisan of the exiled princes, |
and that the castle was only in his hands |
on trust, that he might preserve the value-
able property for the rightful owuners, |
And the latter opinion, being more gener- |
ally received, secured to Monsignor Van-
der considerable respect, for the prasant |
Bretons were strongly opposed to the re- |
publican government, 1

Monsignor Vander received no one at |
the castle, and visited no one unless it was |
sometimes Jean Martin, formerly beadle of
X when the church was open, and |
Dr. Chambert, the surgeon of the town. |

|

Citizen Chambert had several points of |
resemblance to Monsigunor Vander. He
was cold, stern, aud severe,  His republic- |
an principles wereso well known to every
one that, as the Bretons had given to the |
goldiers of the Convention, the title .J!
Blues, he was usually called the Dlue
Doctor. Ihs political opinions rendered
him very unpopular, but his skill in his |
prefession saved him from public hatred, |

There was also another which
greatly softened the ill-feeling of his |
neighbors towards him ; he had a daugh- |
ter who was lovud and respected by every-
body. IHer name was Celestine. She
was only fifteen years of age, but her
childlike smile and the angelic candor of |
her brow made her appear even younger. |

At times, however when she was alone |
and gave herself up to the dreams of soli-
tude, her great blue eyes, her finely-arched
eyebrows, her graceful head, her rosy lips
half concealing her ivory teeth, her whole
features so delicately formed, gave the
impression of a more muture age,  From
her infancy the precocious melancholy
which often clouded her radiant brow had
geemed to many of her neighbors to for-
bode her early death, and when she passed
they took off their hats and ¢ t % Good
morning to our demoizelle.”  Then, turn-
ing round, they looked with admiration
at the elegant elasticity of her walk, and,
crossing themselves devoutly, exclaimed :
“Ciod bless her ! There will soon be an
angel more in heaven,”

n the meantime she was an angel on
earth, There was not a poor cottage in
the neighborhood which she had not en-
tered, Everywhereshe went carrying aid
and consolation. Suffering seemed almost
to disappear under the aspect of her sweet,
gentle countenance, and the eric
changed before her presence t
of joy and blessing.

Celestine had a young friend, the dangh-
ter of the former beadle of X- «
Louise Martin, Louise, as beautiful, per-
hn]m as her «'ulnlvfﬂ;inl!. had a ‘rjnull heart
but a bad head, Ier great pride would
have been ridiculous in the daughter of a
simple peasant, if she had not been better
educated than her companions,  She had
not lived more than four years with Jean
Martin, who, being a widower, had hrought
her one day from a distance, he said, with-
out further explanation.

During the fist few months after
Louise’s arrival Celestine and she became
very intimate. They confided to each
other their joys, their childish griefs, and
all their secret hopes for the future,

Citizen Chambert regarded this intim-
acy at first without objection. DBut after
the rising of the royalists in 1791 Jean
Martin was suspected of having taken
part with them, and Celestine was forbid-
den to seeher friend again, which cost her
many tears, but she quictly obeyed,

Celestine was not the doctor’s only
child ; shehad a brother, who had left her
father’s roof two years previously, Pierre
Chambert was a tall, strong, distinguished |

[
|

cause

arief
murmurs

looking young man, with a high beari
which made him from childhood a favorite
with the doctor, who resolved to make a
soldier of him.  About five years before
our story commences the little town of |
X presented a rural picture full of |
life and happine There was an excel-
lent cure at the preshyte :
of the manor was as compassionate a y
was wealthy, and anxious that there should |
be no unhappy ones in her domain,

There was in the neighborhood also a
dozen country houses inhabited by Dreton |

squires whose hearts were loyal though |t

their heads might be weak, Madame de
Rieux, widow of the Marquis d’Ouessant
ruled all this plebeian nobility, and Pierre
Chambert was admitted to her house.
Monsieur Vander, a distant relative of the
family of Rieux, was the steward of the

| cannot love i

castle,
(iozon, then cure of X , formed a
little circle to themselves. The worthy
cure took charge of the religious education
of Pierre and Celestine, whom he loved as
his own children,  Monsignor Vander,
formeriy a military man, taught Pierre
the use of arms, At sixteen he was a
simple-hearted, fervent Christian youth,
devoted to those whom he considered his
benefactors, robust, brave to excess,

skilful in the use of arms, and so good a |

hunter that his equal was not known for
ten leagues round,

The Kevolution came, when the good
cure was obliged to fly ; the family of
Rieux crossed the sea, and the dozen or
fifteen country squires joined the army of
Conde,  Only Monsieur Vander had re-
mained at X .

As to Pierre, the flight of his compan-
ions, and above all the cure, had filled his
Leart with sorrow.  Accustomed to live

in the midst of the humble squires, who |

were loyal as their swords, and only able
to judge the new government by its deeds,
he began to hate 1t.  His father, sincerely
imbued with republican ideas, often tried
to win him to their side ; but the youth
would listen gravely and reply :

“The republic has torced away the
family from the castle, who were the ben-
efactors of the country, and has deprived

| us of our friend the cure, whose whole

life was but a long series of beneficent ac-
tions, Have we not lost by the repub i
all that was noble and good among us ! 1

So one day he took his gun and went
away without saying adieu to his father,
Celestine, who was then about thirteen,
wept and begged her brother not to leave
Lome, but he was intlexible in his re-
s0lve,

“(felestine,” said he, embracing her ten-
derly, “you know that ina few months
the conseription will come, and they will
force me to be a Republican soldier ; but
I prefer to die for God and the king.,  Is
that not a nobler cause, sister 1

Celestine did not reply, In the depths
of her heart his words found an echo, but
she did not wish to acknowledge that her

| father was in the wrong.

“eister,” urged Pierre, “other motives
al There are things
happening here that you do not see and
thit you could not understand. Monsieur
Vander iz mot Wwhat he appears ; Jean
Martin doesnot remnain at home at nights;
and the hour is coming when the woods
of N——— will resound with fire-arms,
but it will not be the joyous sound of the
chase.”

“What do you mean?” exclaimed Celes-
tine.

“One day—it was the last time I saw
our good cure—in bidding me adien he
embraced me fondly and I felt a tear roll
down my cheek, ‘Pierre,” whispered he
in my ear, “unhappy times are coming.
Civil war and its {hrl‘llrl\ often break the
ties of family.
remember the divine precept, and do not

y oblige me to go.

{ make an enemy of vonr father.,” This

counsel I wish to follow, aud so [ must
Il n
5 I. . .
Celestine bowed her head sorrowfully.
“You, dear sister, who know so well
how to give blessings and consolation to

the unhappy, you will remain with my | cate, coft,
| father and be his comfort and protection.

He, Dr. Chambert, and the Albe i\ Degin now, dear child, your part asa

woman, and  be, in  the midst of our in-
ternal dizorders, the angel of reconciliation
and of pity.”

Before Celestine had time to reply the
cure of X bowed before the cross
of his church and disappeared behind the
vew-trees of the cemetery,

Celestine, though still very sad, felt her

strength and courage renewed,
| which the priest had just traced for hex
was that which she herself had chosen as
she began to understand the troubles of
the time. Chounans (the nawme given to
the royalists) and Blues were equally her
\hrn:tlu'vn. “I will be on the side of the
vanquished,” said she, “and God will re-
ward me in granting that one day my
father and brother may meet and embrace
each other,”

The news of the departure of his son
| was a terrible blow to Dr. Chambert.
Until now he had conw ted on bringing him
to his own opinions, but all hope for the
} future was lost.
|

“Have I lived,” cried he, “to sce my
son become the tool of tyrants?”?

Celestine did not attempt at that mo-
ment to defend her brother, It was essen-
tial in the task of reconciler which she had
imposed on herself that she should exer-
cise great prudence and cantion : there-
fore she waited fora favoravle moment.

That evening the disappointed parent
refused to taste the supper which Celes-
tine had carefully prepared for him, He
retived early to hisroom, and passed the
nighta prey to anguish of mind, The
flight of Pierre had doubled 1is hatred of
the partisans of the exiled princes, He
accused the Chourans of having seduced
Lis son and drawn him into their dark de-
s, This suspicion was not without
| fonndation, i

Pierre, unknown to his father, had fre-
gquently visited Jean Martin’s cottage.
Jean was too prudent to influence the
youth himself, but he had under his roof
an advocate who had no little power over
Pierre’s heart., Louise Martin was a
royalist, and gave her opinions with all
the ardent impetuosity of her character,
When she spoke of the death of Louis
X VI, or of the innumerable massacres by
which the Convention had dishonored its
cause, her eyes flashed and her childlike
voice vibrated with almost manly tones.
Prerre listenied eagerly to the young
enthusiastic. His own indignation was
strengthencd by Louise, and he mentally
vowed to wage war against the tri-colored
cockade, notremembering that these were
his father’s colors,

Celestine was ignorant of all this. She
had strictly obeyed her father, and had
ceased for a long time to see Louise, The
latter, though she dwelt in the humble
cottage of Jean Martin, had habits which
were ill-suited to a peasant’s daughter,
She was dressed as a young lady, and was
often seen in the forest paths mounted on
a splendid horse, holding in her hand a

But whatever happens, | small gun richly ornamented with silver,

| But his conduct excited little surprise
among the peasantry around. “Jean
Martin,” they used to say, “does what he
likes, and his danghter also ; that is all.”
And Dr. Chambert, in speaking to Celes-
tine of Louise one day, said: “There is
in the blue veins which variegate the deli-
white skin of her beautiful
haud the blood of an aristoerat.,” Awud he

As for me, better that I should forsake | shook his head.

him than be forced to fight against him.” |

The two years which followed the depar-

“(io 17 eried Celestine, who trembled at | ture of Pierre tlowed on sadly with Celes-

ths idea—“oh ! go guickly, brother.”

Pierre gave her a last embrace and dis-
appeared by the road to Vannes, It was
getting Jate,  Celestine took the road to
her father’s house. In passing the church,
which was shut and t{ rted, she knelt
upon the threshold and iz a low voice
cried :

“Almighty God! permit not this horrible
fear to be n'nli/m{. Both of them are
¢ood and are following the voice of their
conscience. If one or the other is deceiv-
fng himself and is doing wrong in thy
sight, take ‘my life in expiation, O God !
but permit not that an impions fight
should bring them together, and that—"
here her voice was choked by sobs,

“May God hear your prayer, my
child I said a grave, sad voice close to
her,

Celestine rose up instantly, A man

with a large cloak around him was kneel- |

ing at her side ; she recognized the Abbe
Giozon,

He was a fine ¢ld man,
sion of his countenance was both firm and
geutle,  He was bare-headed ; the moon-
light, shining upon his bald head, seemed
to surround his ‘white locks almost like a
transparent haio.  Celestine was calm by
this unexpected apparation, and knelt be-
fore the priest according to her former
custom, imploring hisblessing, which hav-

The expres-

&
ing pronounced upon her, he said :

“My child, what I feared is, I suppose,
taking place. Your father, whom I regard
always as my friend, although an abyss
now separates us, could not stitle Pierre’s

conviction ; their opiuions wound each
other, and perhaps—"
“But Pierre has just gone away,

father,”

“(iod be praised ! One cannot say to a
man, Change your belief, though one can
command him in the name of religion to
fly when he is surrounded by tvm\vlmiuu.-
to erime, I wished to see your brother,
Celestine; that was the rea on of my being
where I am interdicted.”

“(‘annot you remain ashort time among
us !’ answered the young girl. “We
sorely need you, father, and the country
is quict at present,”

“Quiet ! replied the venerable priest,

shaking his head. “Would to God it were |

o! Dutsigns that you could not per-

ceive announce a coming tempest to my
MOTC «'\I,uimm 1 eyes, |

tay, even if wy pers
ared,

al safety were se-
Duty

1 11
I conldn

)t remain longer,
a ]

of a priest is only a lot
voice of duty.”

He took Celestine’s hand and pressed it
between his own. “You are a good child,”
ntinued he.  “l may say it, for I read
into your young heart asin an open book.
[f the political storms could be exorcised
by the influence of a pure soul, your father

No, 1 cannot | pified. Celestine trem

1s me elsewhere, my child, and the life |
long obedience to the |

wmd all who are dear to you would be |

; but alas ! it is a mad and furi-
{hatred which sets one against the other,
children of the same country. Itis a
deadly hatred which hardens the heart and

ciieraed

tine 1 useless efforts to soften by degree
the bitter hatred of her father. 1€
sought on every occasion to say a word in
favor of the absent, but in vain : for the
bitterness of the doctor seemed to increase
rather than diminish, He was in the
midst of his loyal countrymen like a spy

once he had been the means of bringing
the army of the Blues across the marsh
close to the castle.

The peasantry were indeed very indig-
nant with him, but his daughter softened
his wrath, How often had she taken in
and succored the unfortunate wounded
Chourans ! How many of the wives of
those who were in the 1anks owed to her
generosity the daily food of their family !
IHer father never attempted to hinder her
benevolence, for he a'ored his child, and
often turned from his bitter purty feelings
to delight himself in the perfection of Cel-
esune.

One morning in September the doctor
and his daughter set out on foot to take a
walk in the forest of Rieux. Except
when carried away by his politics, Citizen
Chambert was an excellent man, rather
stern, but frank and honest. Celestine
was leaning on her father’s arm as they
proceeded slowly. Insensibly, after hav-
ing touched upon various subjects, they
began to speak of the Abbe Gozon, The
doctor, drawn by past memories, dwelt
warmly on the nwmerous and disinterested
services that the good priest had formerly
rendered him, Celestine listened wiL{l
pleasure,thinking that this justice,rendered
to one whem the republie had banished,
was a proof that the opinions of her
father were becoming more moderate; hut
the subject soon brought the doctor back
to his favorite declarations,

“He was good,” continued he, ‘“and
virtuous, and his presence was a blessing
to the neighborhood. 1 loved him as a
brother, DBut ought we to regret his loss
when the blow which has struck him has
thrown down at the same time thousands
of villains and tyrants?”

They had reacned the centre of the for-
est near the fcastle, when Celestine, wish-
ing to change the conversation, pointed by
chance to an ohject she saw at the end of
their path,

"\\Hnn is that, father?

I ne doctor, raising his ey
d and Dbitterly
s (uestion,
re four roads met

n cross, which,
fleur-d :
wes, who had

By

asked.

L repented of her th

| At the centre wl

d formerly a
being ornamented

: proved offensive to

| ince brok own and replaced it
[ T A EE A ol CYaal
nim up S il 1\ ‘A\ a Lrl'eeK
Jut now it was the republican post t
on the ground, and the Cl
| marked the centre of the cross-p \t

[ the top was a white {lag, and in the hand
o 1 1 1 1

| of the Christ was a paper with the words

| in large letters : “Giod and the King.

| “God and the King ! cried the doctor,

{ wtth a malignant scowl,  “Sacrilegious

closes it to all the feelings of nature, Pray [ alliance of good and evil, of the sublime

to God, Celestine, pray ecarnestly ; but [ and the ridiculous !’

They must think

work also, and remember that in these un- | themselves very strong to dare to carry

nataral conflictions the mission of a Chris-
tian woman is all charity, peace and mercy.

their insolence to this poiut, :
“They are unhappy, father,” said Celes-

The |n.’|lh |

of the republican army, and more than |

stood stu- |

tine in a gentle voice. “Cannot we pity
them instead of hating them 1” ;

“Pity them !"” replied the doctor, with
contracted brows. “Do you pity the ser-
pent who plunges into one’s heart his ven-
omous sting 7 Can you pity the wild
Loar who sharpens his teeth at the
trunk of the oaks, or of the wolf who
waits in the dark to devour his prey ?”
Then he stopped, and, endeavoring to re-
| strain his anger, continued :
| “But I must not frighten you, poor
child ; you are too young yet to under-
stand the sacreduess of the holy cause I
have embraced— to see how odious and
abominable are the principles they have to
defend. The cowards ! they have robbed
me of my son’s heart, May misfortune
befall them 17

Celestine’s eyes filled with tears,

“Poor Pierre !” murmured she,
two years since we heard of him.”

“May we mnever—" The doctor was
going to add, “sec him again,” but his
heart gave the lie instantly to his plasphe
mous wish, and he stopped. “(Celestine,”
continued he in a calmer tone, letting go
her arm, “this cross and this writing are
clear and sad warnings. Another insur-
rection must be going to break out. I
have been expecting it. The brigands of
La Vandee, vanquished at the Loire, are
coming lere to seek shelter and proselytes.
Return home directly and prepare my
travelling-bag : 1T will start to-night for
| Redon.”
| “But will it not be hateful to you dear
| father, to bring the republican army again
into this unfortunate country I’ asked
Celestine,

“Itis necessary ; but I will go first to
the castle and make an explanation with
Vander, and vou must go straight
home.”

Poor Celestine obeyed without reply,
overcome with grief at the thought of the
new contest and of all the misery which it
| would certainly cause. As she turned the
corner of the road she heard the sound of
a horse approaching at full gallop. She
stood still in alarm. Her father was
already out of sight. Presently she saw
the horse approaching rapidly, and on it a
young girl clothed in full riding costume ;
it was her old friend, Louise Martin.

She passed on without stopping, merely
waving her hand in a haughty way. Cel-
estine returned Louise’s cold salutation
by a cordial “Bon jour!” She had never
seen Louise arrayed in such a costume,
and thought her perfectly beautiful. On
looking again at her old friend after she
had passed she remarked the double-bar-
relled gun attached by a silken cord to
her shoalder, and the white cockade that
ornamented her velvet hat. “Where can
she be going 7’ thought Celestine, calling
to mim" the hint her father had expressed
about her; *and who can she be I
wonder 7"

“It is

The castle of Rieux had not been sub-
jected to any dismantling, thanks to the
purchase of it by Monsieur Vander,
Above the great door the escutcheon, the

the hour when Celestine was returning
home alene three persons were assembled
in the great saloon. Seated in a large
arm-chair by the chimney-place, Martin,
in peasant costume, was conversing with
Mensignor Vander in a low vo The
| rich man and the poor cottager seemed on
| terms of equality, though the opinions of
| th former were often rudely repulsed by

he | the latter.

The third person wore a long hat pulled
down over his forehead, and a large cloak
which covered him entirely., Taking no
part in the conversation, he occupied him-
self in looking at the old family portraits
which still graced the walls,

Suddenly a knock was hea:d at the door
of the salcon. “That can only be the
doctor,”  hastily whispered Monsieur
Vander.

“I wish he were far enough,” cried Jean
Martin, rising instantly and taking a more
humble posture, The man in the cloak
pulled his hat further down over his fore-
head and retired to a corner,

At the same instaut, and before Mon-
sieur Vander had time to say “Come in,”
the door opened and the doctor appeared.
Citizen Chambert had always remained on
the former friendly terms with Monsieur
Vander; he could enter the castle at anv
hour, and no quarrel had ever occurred
between them, Dut any one could per-
ceive that under this outward friendliness
of manner there existed a mutual cool-
ness,

On entering the room the doctor cast

alone, citizen ; perhaps I interrupt you ;”
adding to himself, on perceiving Jean
Martin, “That fellow always here,”

“Good-day, Mounsieur le Docteur,” said
Martin in a surly tone, and stood further
aside,

“Far from interrupting me, dear doc-
tor,” said Monsieur Vander, “your visit
gives me much pleasure, ! Lad intenled
calling upon you this morning.”

“Oh ! indeed,” exclaimed Chambert,

“Yes ; I had a favor to ask again.”

“l am at your orders. I also had a
favor to ask of you.”

“That is fortunate,” cried
Vander.

“Fortunate truly !” cried Chambert.
“Can 1 know—"

“Oh! it is a very simple matter, Jean
Martin is obliged to fly from home, and I
am on the point of undertaking a journey
which niay perhaps be long—"

“Ah ! cried the doctor, with a sarcastic
smile,

“And T wished to beg of you,” contin.
| ued Vander, “during our absence to re-
ceive into your house—"

“The young citizen Louis
| interrupted the doctor,
| “Miss Louise,” said Martin emphati
caly.

“You have gu

Monsieur

) 1 ~:|Iv1m-a~,”

ssed rightly ; it is Louise

S —

his eyes around and said, “You are not |

only signs which the republicans had left |
upon it, had been whitewashed over. At |

|
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his eyes down and .~tuu{»ing in a careless
way : but when excited by any mqir[y
feeling he threw back his head, and his
flashing eyes and fierce expression made
him appear a formidable foe.

However, in approaching the doctor on
this occasion, he merely fixed on him a
defiant look. “Monsieur Chambert,”
said he—*%or citizen, as it is your wish to
be called so—I should like to give you a
Jittle advice,”

“] give you permission,” replied the doe-
tor with disdain,

“My idea is] that you are treading on
\l(lll\,{\'l‘ulh' gl‘nlllld, ‘,;uu«l master,”

“] am not your master, Martin, If I
were, my first command would be, Go
away.”

“Then you would make a mistake, m{
good sir, ~ As for me, on the contrary,
say to you, .\.llly »

“What does this wretch mean?” ex-
claimed Chambert, addressing himself to
M. Vander.

The latter only replied by an impatient
gesture,

“It means,” continued Jean Martin,
drawing himself up to his full height,
“that you speak to a captainin the service
of his Majesty the King of France ; that,
in fact, you are not my master, because 1
am yours ; that you have too long played
the part of spy of the n-{;ul»lic in this
country, and that your deeds of this kind
are at an end and’you are my prisoner.”

In those days of strife every one carried
arms, Chambert seized his pistol, but
Jean Martin stopped him by thrusting one
of his against his breast,

“No bloodshed,” cried the man with the
cloak, who thrust himself between them
and separated them. “Martin, why this
violence ? Chambert, give me your arms,
and I give you my word that he will do
you no harm.” )

He who spoke thus raised his hat at these
words and held out his hands to the doe-
tor, “Abbe Gozon !” exclaimed the latter,
“] ought to have guessed it; I am in a
nest of Chourans,”

“Friend,” answered the priest, “you are
in fact between a servant of God and a de-
fender of the throne ; therefore you are
safe.” He made a sign and Jean Martin
returned his pistol to his belt.

Vander had remained a passive specta-
tor of the scene, but now, coming for-
ward, said : “My dear Chambert, I beg
your pardon for what has happened, but
what Martin says is true; you are his
prisoner.”

“What, you also against me 1"

“Yes, I more than any one,” continued
Vander. “I have not changed my calling.
I am, as formerly, the servant of the house
of Rieux—nothing more.”

“By what right am I a prisoner 1"

]

THE CHURCH AND THE SLAVE.

Buffalo Union,

The Chureh was the first to proclaim that
all men are equal.  Christ died, she taught,
for all men equally; God is no respecter
of persons; all men are brethren and He
their common Father, holding the poor
slave-child as precious as the son of the
king. Such doctrines grated harshly on
the ears of the mighty aristocracy of the
Roman empire. They had never heard
the like before, It had never entered even
into the dreams of their best men and
wisest. The old, infirm, and helpless poor
were to them but rubbish, cumbering to
the earth, aud to be similarly gotten rid of.
Slaves were property a little more valuable
than horses or cattle, of course, but
almost equally remote from any equality
with their lords, Slaves might be mal.
treated or killed, or forced to butcher each
other in the amphitheatre “to make a
Roman holiday,” and no protest would be
uttered, because no public opinion would
be outraged.

The Church began to change all this,
Hence the world hated her. It was not
for her “one God, one Faith, one Baptism.”
The powers of Rome cared little whether
men worshipped one God or one hundred,
The gods were but part of the political
machinery—and of little consequence
otherwise to those who swore loudest by
them. Political, far more than religious,
zeal inspired the persecution of the Church
during ]hur first three centuries of exist-
ence. (Has any subsequent persecntion
lacked similar motive?)

This “subversive’” doctrine of the equal-
ity of man, implying new views of the
duties of man to man, was the root of all
the troable. The empire rich and power-
ful as it was, feared the Church even more
than it hated her. There were sixty
million slaves in the Roman dominions,
1f this singularly attractive doctrine, mean-
ing temporal as well as spiritnal regenera-
tion, should spread among them! The
bare thought rllwnk the Golden Palace of
the Ciwesars, and the towered and tu
dwellings of the nobles,

“They are encmies of the State,
preach sedition, and stir up the pe
was the accusation aga nst the Christ
The same had been brought by the jealous
Jews against Christ Himself

Centuries rolled on.  De
onslaughtz of earth and hell, the Church
the Church of the poorand the enslaved—
triumphed; and risen from the Catacom}
reigned and ruled in imperiai Rowme,
There and everywhere she was the hope
of the down-trodden, There and every-
where master and slave, prince and pauper,
polished Greek and rough barbarian, met

ie the fier

“Excuse me, the law is positive, Mar-
tin has pronounced a sentence painful but

true : you occupy among us the oftice of a |

spy, my dear doctor.”
“] acknowledge it,” interrupted Cham-
bert. “I do more, I glory init.”

“Each one takes glory to himself ; but,
in all conscience, your confession sullici-
ently justifies Captain Martin :
for your excellent cure, who chose to
throw aside his disguise rather than per-
mit—"

“Do you think me base enough to de- |

nounce him

“I do not say that,
vou wish to be free ?”

“What are your conditions ?

“Oh! a very little thing ; you will
render me the little service that I asked of
you at the beginning of the interview.”

“That is to say-

“You will receive into your house
Louise Martin, promising on oath—I be-
lieve in your word—promising to treat
her as your daughter, and, above all, not
to go to Redon.”

Chambert began to reflect, At this
moment the outer gate of the castle was
heard to open, and the sound of a horse’s
tred in the courtyard.

The hesitation of the doctor was at an
end.  “Neither one nor the other will 1
promise,” replied he. “Inleaving here my
first act will be to set out for Redon: and,
more than that, 1 will not suffer that my
roof, which shelters my daughter, be sul-
lied by—"

“Silence!” eried Martin in a threatening
voice.

“Silence indeed, Monsieur Chambert,”
said M. Vander, suddenly dropping his
formal toune. “If I have guessed that

But never miud ;

”

| which you were going to say, you will do

well to recommend your soul to God be-
fore finishing aloud your thought.”

The Abbe Gozon approached the doc-
tor again.  “Doctor Chambert,” said he,
“we were formerly friends, and I hope
that you still retain your esteem for me.”

“My esteem and my friendship, Citizen
Gozon,” said the doctor, giving his hand.

“Well, then,” replied the cure, “listen to
my prayer, Consent to remain neuter in
this contest and give a howme to Louise
Martin,”

Before the doctor could reply there was
a slight noise at the door, but no one
noticed it. “Never!” exclaimed Cham-
bert. “I am a republican, and 1 will serve
the republic until death.”

“Then you refuse once more to receive
Louise 7”7 said Vander in a slow, stern
voice.

TO BE CONTINUED,
—ete
Brevity in Speech—Sweetness in Musie.

Some one has said that short speeches are
most impressive, and simple, sweet music
the most touching. If there be anything
in the idea, certainly the following from
C. C. De Zouche, of De Zouche & Co.,
Piano and Organ Dealers 233 St. James
street, Montreal, is to the point and con-
vincing : “St. Jacolb’s Oil has proved of
incalculable value to me in a case of rheu-
matism, having given me almost instant
relief,”  In the same strain of expressive

Martin,in whom I am interested more than |

I can say
“Citizen,” coldly replied Chambert, “I
must refuse, and you will understand my
tives ; for 1 myself inten ) leave
me this evening, and I came to beg you
heltor t ] i

to give shelter to my danghter till my re-

turn,”

Jean Martin 7 crossed the salocn
and came in front he doctor, - e was
a remarkable-looking person, this Jean
Martin, He was under middle size, but
he made up in breadth what he lost in
height.  His broad shoulders would have
been well fitted to a man of six feet, and his

| whole appearance was a model of muscu-
| lar strength,  He had a habit of casting

brevity writes Mr. John C. Fleming, editor
in chief of the Montreal Post: “I
haye much pleasure in_stating that, from
the use of St. Jacobs Oil, I find it excellent
and I think it a good medicine,”

How Women Would Vote,

Vere women allowed to vote, every
one in the land who has used Dr. Pierce’s
“Favorite Prescription” would vote it to
be an unfailing remedy for the disea
peculiar to her sex. By druggists,

15¢

J. R. Bond, Druggist, &e., Schomberg, |

writes, “I have sold medicines for over
twenty years, and no medicine could give
hetter satisfaction than your Dr. Fowler’s
Extract of Wild Strawberry.” This med-
icine is the old reliable cure for Cholera
Morbus, Dysentery, and all Summer Com-
plaints,

and but |

as children of one family « t her altars,
| She was ever the cham; (

| against cruel or oppressive 1
wuxwm]rl in her rebuke of a The
|

ruler of a worldwide domain, as
{u-l:.\' feudal lord, terrorizing over t

ess vassals of his baro Wher 1e
could, she struck the fetters from the slave,
| opened her schools and her hospices to
poor; and though she could not wh
hinder “man’s inhumanity to man, 3
rywhere mitigated both it and its con-
sequences,

As in earlier days and old
our own day aund in our own «
Albeit a quiet influence, there
| stronger or more act t )
{ Catholic Church in the work of reg
ating the colored race., ILven in
times, she was the slave’s unfaili
She softened his hard lot by her
teaching of his dignity in Heaven
and the reward in store for him through
Christ’s merits and his cown fidelity to
God’slaw. Nor did she forbear to sternly
| reprove the master when he forgot his
\\1\11)' to those whose cruel lot had left

them at his mercy—reminding him of that
| judgment when he might yet be humbled

1:\11-1 cast down before those whom her
|

eV

r lands, s

below he had despised and trampled on.
Long before the act of emancipation,
many ugood priest spent himself amor
the slaves, Since then, with the recogni-
tion of the negroes’ civil rights, and in-
creased freedom of action for the Church,
schools and charitable institutions for them
have sprung up all over the South, particu-
larly in the large cities, whither the negroes
flocked after the war, in quest of the good
things to come to them with the elec
franchise. Native-born priests, mission-
aries from ‘u‘)'ulu‘\ toe s as, bevies of gentle
nuns, have cut loose from all other possible
labors, to give themselves to the temporal
and spiritual well-being

of the negroes,

Nor does the Church stop here,  She i
no respecter of persons, The Papal
Throne itself, first filled by the poor

fisherman of Galilee, has often since had

incumbents of not less lowly origin,  She
lets no barriers of mere race or easte stand
between her sons and the sanctuary,

To keep the more favored race ever in
the position of patron and ivstructor of
the less favored, would imply the latter’s
necessary inferiority,  Now she would
have the colored race self-clevating; and
provide it in part, at least, with mission-
aries and teachers out of its own ranks,
Ages ago, the Church practically recog-
nized the spiritual equality of all races,
Now, as then—granted vocation, virtue,
and the requisite talent—the sanctuary
gates open as readily to the negro as to
the caucusian,

Thereare now in the Propagandaseveral
negro students for the priesthood from the
United States, Convents of negro nuns
exist in the South, and are accomplishing
a world of good among the negro I\U]vlll.’;.-
ticn,  The oldest of these isin Baltimore,
where for many decades it has been an
cdification to citizens of every class and
creed,  In New Orleans, the colored Sisters
have charge of schools, orphan asylum and
hospital for their own race, Two repres
entatives of the community are at present
among us, Elsewhere we make fuller
mention of them and of the purport of
their visit. Let us give them cordial
welcome and what aid we can ia their
beneficent  work.  Their poor, sick,
orphaned or ignorant, are, for the most
part, our brethren in the faith, and of any
good we render them Christ will say in
the last day, “Ye did it unto me.”

A -—n-s .

Robert A. Wilson, Dispensing Chemist,
Brockville, says under date of June 5th,
'82:  “I have not the slightest hesitation
| in saying that Dr. Fowler’s Extract of
Wild Strawberry has given my customers
more satisfaction than any medicine in
my store for the cure of Summer C(lom-
plaints, Diarrhaa, Dysentery, Pain in the
Stomach, Sea Sickness, Piles, etc., you
can use my name, ete,”

=
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Man's Mi

BY SPERA

Muman livesare silent t
Be they earnest, mild,
Noble deeds are noblest
From the consecrated
Poet-Priests their anthe
Hero-sword on corslet r
When Truth's banner
Youthful pr: hers, gen
Pouring forth the souls
Till thelr preaching st

Each must work as (iod
Hero hand or poet 501
Work isduty while we |
This weird world of si
Gentle spirits, lu\\'li' ki
To the Throne of Hea
Stronger natures, culm!
In great actions incarn:
What another can bu
111
Pure and meck-eyed as
We must strive—mus|
We must preach the sa
Ere we claim the sain
Work for all, for work
We fulfil onr mission s¢
When, like Heaven's
Blend our souls in one
And the social diapasol
Sounds the perfect ck
1y
Life is combat, life is s
Such our destiny bels
Like a seythed chariot
Through an onward
Deepest sorrow, scorn,
Will but teach us self-
Like the alechymists
Pass the ore through ¢!
If our spirits would as
To be God's refined g
v
We are struggling int
With the spiritof th
But we trample on it
Lo! the eastern sky
We must wateh, The
Soon, like Memnon's
With the sunrise int
We shall ralse our vol
Chant a hymn for col
Seize the palin, nor
:

We must bend our the
We would strike the
With a purpose of thi
Take the Cross, and
Sufferings human lifc
Suflerings lead to Goc
Meekly bear, but ne
Like a man with soft
Like a God with cong
S0 to love, and wor

THE KING
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The Rev, A. Mo
mina, on the Gold
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found of much int
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