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A Lovers’ Quarrel,
1 might have passed it by, my love,
As if 1 saw it not—
A& if I could not feel your hand
Was tremulous and hot §
Nor knew the drink flend on yoursoul
A cruel hold had got.

I might have chid you gently, dear,
With words of playful blame,

And you had not been angry then,
But loved me still the same §

Nor sald these words of hasty pride
The pride that springs from shime,

Ah, no! the love is selfishness,
That cannot bear some paing

If mine were mute, what other lips
Would warn him of his bane?

None others, truly—mine the loss,
But his will be the gain,

[ am glad 1 spoke—and yet, and yel—
S0 near—now severed quite

Come in. A letter, und from him!
“# My darling, you were right §

No more until we meet but this:
1 sign the pledge to-night.”

ErueL TANE.
—Tllustrated Catholiec American.

WESTMINSTER ABBEY.

At the close of my last letter T merely
wrote of my visit to Westminster Abbey
— the most ancient shrine of England
begun more than twelve hundred years
ago upon the ruins of a heathen temple
which the conquering Romans built upon
the Isle of ‘Thorney.  The Catholic Saxon,
faithful children of St. Augustine, up-
rooted every stone of heathen workman-
ship, and reared to the honor of the
Prince of the Apostles the corner-stone
upon which jthe Man-God built tl
mortal chiurch, a temiple that utlived
the Saxon ll«]»l.’\lw‘f!}', the dynasty of
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ness of modern marble, no richness of
cedar wood, embellished with foliage and
monograms, 1o nosaie e tures, however
gracefully  wrought, can hide or even
diminish.  The stone pavement of the
lovely devastated chancel re-cehoes the
curse of the Charter of gentle Edward, The
blackness of that curse has settled every-
where, never to disappear until heresy
vives back what it stole with viotence and
craelty, until Eugland  beecomes again
“Our Ladv’s Dower,” when Jesus, Mar -,
and Joseph shall dwell of old with her peo
ple again. In the enlargement of the

| with such noble gestures; or whose minds |

Abbey, Henry IIL built a chapel to the |

Blessed Virging but no trace of it now re-
mains.  During the wars of the Roses it
fell into decay. When Henry VIL first
of the Tudor line winning his ciown on
Bosworth field, ascended the throne, one

of the first acts of his reign wasto re- |

build, on the same site, a more beautiful
chapel to the Queen of Heaven,  Of the
nine chapels forming a part of the Abbey
it is by far the most beautiful. By a de-
cree of the kingly founder none but those
of blood royal can be bhuried there,  You
enter this church, latest and most elabor-
ate specimen of the Gothic style in Eng

v!lmul from the east end of the Abbey.

The gates, like the one of the Jewish Tem-
ple at which the beggar sat might well be
called beautiful. They are of brass, most
wonderfully wrought, the panels filled

with the armorial bearings of the Duke of |

tichmond—three fleur de lis—and the
white and red Roses of York and Lancas-
ter intertwined emblematic of the peace

”l‘l - | that followed the victory of Bosworth.

On the threshold you look up to the loity
ceiling, and are lost in wonder over not so

Danish Vikings, the turbulent days of the | yyuch at its loftiness, but at the groups of

Norsemen, the long illustrions line

of | figures, so many and so various that they

Plantagenets, the absolution of the Tudors, | }cwilder the eve and bafile all deseription.

the weakness of the Stuarts, the stupidity
of the transplanted Hanoverians, It has
survived the wreck of countless changes—
the ruin of numberless political wars—
and now stands in the mi'ﬁq of a modern
city, surrounded by the short-lived splen-
dor and show of the nineteenth century,
an emblem of an imperishable faith in its
age, in its beauty as imperishable as the
stones which the art of the sculptor has
literally glorified. What strange memor-
ies, what holy thoughts, and, alas! what
sad feelings the sight of this cloister of
cloisters, this fairest of ministers awakens!
It speaks to you, as you stand before the

tomb of Sebert, King of the East Saxous, |

who Dbegan this wonderons house of
worship and died in 616, of the
whole history of the mation, which,
more than any other, has swayed
the destiny of the world. Tt tells of the
l‘u)’:\] and ]vli!n'wly saints of the Saxon
line without number, whose sacred relies
make this Abbey doubly venerable, pro-
claiming even in the dust of death the
holiness of the faith that
madly cast away. You move down the
aisles where so many Catholic generations
of the past have trodden, and expect to
hear from the oaken, dust-covered stalls
the chant of the monk, filling, as it filled
through centuries, that glorious church.
But the monk is gone—his blood, which
heresy shed, is heard in heaven asking
mercy for unhappy England. The alta
has been torn down, the ligm of the sanc-
“tuary extinguished, the faith of Edward
the Confessor expelled, and poor, shame-
less Protestantisin mocks with its presence
this stolen, desecrated Abbey. The change
has been so terrible. the sacrilege so heart-
rending, the national misfortune whnich
this Abbey reveals has been so measure-
less, that you can understand, here, and
here alone, the touching request of Ade-
laide Proctor for her native island.  The
whole length of the great cloister, which 1
walked again and again, unwilling tu quit
it, is three hundred and seventy-five feet,
it< breadth two hundred. From the pave-
ment to the roof, where the carving is, 1
am told, as exquisite as the finest lace,
visible only to God and His saints in
whose honor it was done, is over one hun-
dred feet.  But the length to me seemed
far greater; perhaps this deception, which
others have noticed, is due to the admir-
able proportions of the whole building,
from nave to the western entrance. The
building as it now stands was the work of
different periods. It owes, however, most
of its arc\nitvcluml grace and beauty to
Edward the Confessor. His intense love
or the faith, and the purity of his life,
made it a congenial occupation to con-
tinue and perfect what the rude but pious
Sebert had begun six centuries before. To
its construction he devoted all the wealth
he could gather—and when the great
work was done, he tried to secure its pre-
gervation by a royal charter which con-
tains the most solemn denunciations
against all who would dare to defuce or
destroy any part of the building. The
charter is still preserved in the Chapter
House of the A{bcy, where the Commons
of England long held their Sessions. 1
wonder if the free-thinking Dean Stanley,
or any of his associates in the sacrilegious
occupation of the Abbey, ever read
it. r)id the first Reformers think of it
when they sent its cowled occupants
to the Tower of Tyburn, and trampled
under foot the Holy of Holies?
Does the fear of Divine vengence
ever enter the hearts of those who
to-day enter the chancel where long ago
royal hands built an altar for the awful
mystery of Calvary ?  When 1 thought
of that polluted sanctuary from which
God was driven, and when 1 heard the
voices of the choristers performing in that
place an heretical service, I thou Mt of the
imprecation of the Jews around Pilates’
Hall—His blood be upon us and upon
our children.”  Yes, they have put in the
place of the altar a new reredos of rare
workmanship, of colored alabaster; but
infinitely more precious to the souls of
men was the altar which for six centuries
was colored with the blood of a Divine
Victim. Now, where Edward the Con-
“fessor and his believing people once knelt
to receive the Bread of Life, stands a desk
from which Dean Stanley preaches pol-
ished infidelity, and a table of black and
green marble, but there is no Living Bread
to quicken the famishing souls of the
ﬁllil({l't‘ll of Catholic ancestors into ever-
lasting life. Heresy has tried to make
ap for the absence of the altar and
Vietim, without which the Abbu{
Westminster would never have existed,
by a di:i]vla{ of wealth in bronze and mar-

ble. But this only makes the desecration
appear more hideous—the poverty, the
hollowness of Protestantism is the more
painfully revealed, and the erime of the
sacrilege here perpetrated is blacker.
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| mean as the clod of the valley.

Under your feet is a pavement of black
and white marble that vies with the arched
ceiling in its richness,  Though called a
chapel of the abbey, it is over one hundred
feet in length, filled with slats of brown
wainscot with Gothic canopies upon which
the caryed devices are most
elaborate,  On every side are tombs of
men and women famous or infamous in
England’s history. All are of royal kith
and kin.  Henry IIL has a maguificent
tomb in the body of the chapel, surrounded
by a most curious chantry of brass,
are buried the hanghty, crime-stained
lizabeth, and her uufortunate innocent
victim, Mary Queen of Scots.  Death has
reduced to the same earthly level the
proud persecuton who died vomiting the
execrations of the damned, and the persecn-

strange and |

Here |

. borough, the late Earl of Derby, and the

ted who drew {rom the crucifix the silently |
kissed as she laid her head upon the block, |

the first state of sweet eternal rest.  Also
side by side lie Richard of Gloster whoin
wragedy has painted in such hideous
colors, and the princess whom he mur-
dered. Everywhere is royal dust; the
splendid towbs tell the visitor, but the
lowly, helpless, silent dust for all that,

He
Gireat
Cwsar, dead and turned to clay, stops a
hole and keeps the wind away. Every
glowing tomb is a pulpit preaching the
nothingness of human life in itself,
whether it be crowned in gold or clad in
rags. Have I not already more than
wearied your nerves with the remem-
brance of Westminster? Well T will try,
for the remaining time, to atone for my
offence by brevity of description. There
are eight other n;?m]wl‘ in l\w Abbey, all
containing special objects of interest to
the lovers of antiquity or of history.
Scattered through all of them are sacred
treasured mementoes of Catholic ages,
tombs ot bishops, canons, priests, whose
learning and virtues adorned the history
of the Chureh, facing the tomb of so-called
bishops, deans, and dignitaries, who have
stolen a place in desth from a Church
whose possessions supported them during
worse than worthless lives. In St. Bene-
dict’s Chapel, for t‘\mnlvlt‘ is the tomb of
Langton, one of the many great primates

&
[ of Canterbury, and near it is a preten-

tions monnment of Dr. Bill, if you please,
one of Stanley’s predecessors as Dean of
W estminster, a servile tool of Queen Bess,
This strange relation is repeated again
and again, and the Catholic visitor almost
wonders that the stone crozier on the
episcopal tombs, and scatter the dust, of
these defenders of sacrilege. The only
chapel free from this intrusion of Protes-
tantism is the one erected by Henry IIL
in honor of Edward the Confesscr. It
was built as a reliquary to receive the hal-
lowed dust of England’s King after Rome
had enrolled his name upon her Dyptics.
The words of the bull of canonization which
Alexander 111 issued are partly fulfitled.
“His soul is glorified in Heaven, but,
alas ! his body is no longer honored upon
earth.” In that grand Abbey petitions
are no longer afforded to the saints of
God, and no prayers are said for England’s
dead. Here lie six kings, five queens,
two princesses and one bishop; but they
were buried when the Requiem Mass was
said and the Dies Irae was daily sung in
the royal chapel centuries ago. In the
north and south transepts are found the
tombs or monumental records of war o1
literature. Most of the names are modern,
and most of them deserve some recogni-
tion of the services they have rendered
their native land, but their epitaphs seem
sodly out of place in a Catholic cloister.
Here hundreds of historic names appear.
Here is told in statues of warriors, states-
men, poets, historians, scientists, the
source of the greatness of the British
Empire. From the statue of Sir Robert
Peel addressing the House of Commons
till you reach the Poets’ Corner there is a
continuous record of the power and ver-
satility of the English mind, the depth
and richness of English thought, which
make the English race masters in every
walk of literature. Unsurpassed intellec-
tual as well as material wealth is exhibited.
With just pride England takes the
stranger to Westminster Abbey, and
silently points to those tombs as so many
pages upon which are written the greatest
deeds u} men. From many of those here
entomed it might be truly said, on ac-
count of their achievements, that sculp-
ture borrowed from them immortality
instead of best wing it. But mere
human greatness should be enshrined and
commemorated elsewhere; the Church of

A PROTENTANT CRITIC ON FATHER ' (

BURKE, 0. P,
On Su iy, tl H\,\\ it was known to
few, i of the first of living Eng
orators  was

speaking in  Live
Father Tom Burke, as he is commonly
called, has a great reputation in his oWl
Church, and especiallv among the Irish |
people.  Aud he deserves it. There are
few who ean declaim as he can declaim

so gracefully, so calmly, =0 deliberately, |

in suppleness and ereativeness are as well |
Wble s his to meet the demands of such |
clocutionary powers,  He would be a
great man even 1f he were ouly reciting |
the thoughts of others.  But his own |
thought provides, and zeems to provide |
extemporancously, the material \\'\xiv-h his
voice and action so nobly employ, ‘

In appearimee Father Burke is essenti- |
ally the Dominican friar. Most people |
have some notion of this type. The |
preaching  Dominicans  have  stamped
themselves on the graphic literature of all
ages as burly men, from whose massive
heads and boldly hewn faces the tonsure
and fashion of their order have abstracted |
anything that in appearance makes for
gentleness and refinement.  Open Dore’s
“Contes Drolatiques” and in a page or |
two you will stumble on a likeuess of a
friar  which, allowing for exaggeration,
might be the likeness of Father Tom
Burke himself. In a ecrowd and in
common costume you might perhaps pass |
him by, for the grandeur of his head is |

nd t f nt s

very rude, and the r rubi
cund nose, and ilu-‘tvlli protruding under |
lip, though they t Il of latent power, tell |
of it in unattractive symbols, Standing
in the pulpit in the habit of his order,
Father Burke’s aspect needs no interpre-
ter. He is o great Dominican preacher,
and you feel it before he opens his lips.
In broad, deep characters there are in-
scribed upon his countenance unction and
power,

Many people indentify oratory with
great speed of speech and much flourish
of gesture. Yet, of the great orators of
our time—yperhaps of all time—-there have |
been few who answer to this popular idea.
When people hear Mr. Bright for the first
time they always wonder he speaks so
slowly. ~M’Neile was always majestic.
Mr. Gladstone, the Bishop of Peter-

Duke of Argyll fulfil much more nearly
the common preconception of oratory ;
but not one of thew, with all their great-
ness, has attainea that combination of
simplicity, majesty, and finish which is the
perfection of oratory, and of which Bright,
M’Neile, and Father Tom Burke are in
their several ways examples. Father
Burke is neverin a hurry, and never im-
sines his audience can be. Gracefully,
il without slips or trips, does he roll

| forth his splendid sentences—then pauses

1

| the tonsure towards the latter part of his

St. Peter, the Abbey of Westminster, is |

God’s own house, and was not built to be

anational mausoleun.—Catholic Telograph.

Burvock Broop BirTers cures all dis-
eases of the blood, and kidneys, female
complaints, nervous and general debility,
and builds up the entire system when

There is a blackness here which no white- l broken down by disease,

| how, even where faith had vanished and

| easily, and resumes at Jeisure his oration,

which seems to need this regal calmness
to do Justice to its lml»lll!y of vnnm-lniun
and expression.  We of this later geuera-
tion must suppose it was somewhat thus
that O’Connellspoke.  If so, it is not diffi-
cult to understand his mastery over his
susceptible and imaginative countrymen.

The great Dominican’s voice has a rare
range without break of deficiency in auy
yart of the compass. In the portions of
his speeches which are more easily deliv-
ered it is a mellow bass, heard without
effort, over the area of a large building,
In the passages which are delivered with
rising energy Father Burke’s voice is a
very fine rich alto with a slightly nasal
tumbre, such as is often observed 1 great
tragedians. Aud having mentioned great
tragedians it may be permitted us to add
that if the late G. V. Brooke had suffered

life and donned the black and white habit
of the Dominicans he would have been
very much such a man as Father Burke
is; but Father Burke’s bass is never sepul-
chral or artificial as Brooke's wus apt to
be.

Passing to the interesting border region
where in all natural orators the qualities
physique and manner co-operate with
those of mind, we notice in Father Burke
as one of his most essential peculiarities
a gliding sequence of connection, It were
as alien from his style to exhibit a close
and explicit logical scheme as to indulge
in mere unconnected bursts of emotional
exuberance. There is a reason for every-
thing Futher Burke says, and for its being
said when he says it; but he trusts for the
feeling of sequence somewhat to the im-
agination of his hearers and to his own
success in exciting and feeding that imagi-
natiou.

Thus in his sermon yesterday morning,
which was preached to aid in_ freeing St.
Joseph’s Church from debt, the text and
the leading idea were skilfully used to
associate the houselessness and shelterless-
ness of our Saviour with the Catholic
duty of building and sustaining houses
for His worship.  With this the preacher
began; with this he ended; and the whole
sermon kept alive the practical and affect-
ing analogy. That our Lord may dwell
in a house and on an altar that He may
really call His own.” A beautiful and
daring idea; and it was beautifully and
daringly carried out. From many sources
of ancient Scriptural nurrative and allu-
sion were brought illustrations of the
sacredness of the abodes of God, metaphor
and fact being resorted to with equal con-
fidence and impressiveness. The price-
lessness of these same abodes of the Divin-
ity as shelters and resting-places of weary
and troubled human spirits was brought
out with equal sweetness and beauty.
And then, in a succession of eloquent,
mellow word-pictures, was told the story
of church building in every age, and of

civilisation had disappeared in her train,
the sacred edifices erected by early Chris-

[ in the least, but we could see how thou-

tians still remained to tell of their love
and devotion,

This sketch must not be lengthened by |
specimens, but it is impossible not to bear
witness to the incidental evidence yielded |
by Father Burke’s discourse of his power |
of using lauguage at once to conjure up |
various images, to express mceaning in |
such ripeness as only great and well-re-
strained oratorical power can produce,
and to dignify the purport of what is
<aid by grace and majesty in delivering it.

Under this deseription must come the |
vivid picture of the Virgin holding the
Savionr dead upon her knees while she
drew from his brow the thorns and washed
away the blood. So also the description
of the Church emerging from her cata-

bs to build up agam laboriously th

Russia and Germany the Papacy to-day i

¢ ition of the Pagan world which the ceeivit wre respeetful treatmment  tha
! had just destroyed, 8o again | it received five vears ago,
wagntficent patriotic deseription of = its opposition to Socialism, \ |

I the contrasted duration of | to be ditlicult for the

) ; . | Protestant bo
viy chureh buildings with the pre- | excel it in this 1
\

We have

\‘l W t of the lnll in the heart of Mid tndy and o teach Bible i

leathy once ecrowned with the glory of | throw around the rty of every ma
| king So again a fine ture, | the sanction of diy .

] ted with a sweeping but luminous According to the general rem tatio
brush, of the ris L fall of civilisation, | of the sectarvian p rs, the | wrans of
where the slopes of the Audes sweep down | Germany  have pen | before
to the sweet Pacific.  In these and many | them, while among the Catholic Gen
ther y wsng :w!‘\‘m!_\ a fine and unex- | the sacred volum 0 osealed ! K, wrap- |
aggerated eulogy of the solemn sweet | ped up in chains, W
statel of the chureh itself in which | have seen in n ral
the sermo « was delivered—the great ora- | And yet Socialisin hy
tor exemplitied that wealth of chaste de- | and the destructi

t
fostered in the Ln
the Catholie district

and expends, im

cription which denot
na lv and almost tl

a ugh not quite

reatively, some of the highest intellectual [ “Romanism er poverty One cn
powers that can be illustrated in elogu- | not pass from England to Ireland with
becoming convineed of thi But, on th
Aud almost alwavs, without passing ther hand, Rome does much for the poo
into the dangerous region of pantomime, | Whose poverty she create Her vast
the action of the preacher’s hands and | come of money i made up of their mite
s appropriately heighten the effect. Her cathedrals, her churches, her hish
Sometimes the varieties of gesture were | her priests; exist for them, and they
exceedingly significant, as when Father | governed and divected with as much ecard
Burk id he could never banish for a | as that which is bestowed on the rich and

ingle day from his mind ov trom Lis eyes the great I'he vast majority of ma
(with a delicate variation of the move- | willalways be poor, and that Chinreh will
ment of the hand to the forehead at each | have the love of the vast majority whicl
of the two words) the horrors of the lrish | takes the most interest in its fortu 1
famine.  And only oceasionly did his ges- | misfortune The Protest
ture fail, asit certainly did when a picture | tlons are in- sonu danger of standiy

of the Catholic Chureh springing fl‘, into | far from the hod-carrier.  We may b
prosperity was accompuinied by a curi- | sun that Rome will exist and flonrisl
ou ly weakened fluttering motion of the row mighty if we permi
hands, | those offices to the poor whicl

The eloguent friar, it must be owned, | to perform

lives in a simple word.,  He calls the nine “We are not apprel
teenth o contemptible century; and it vigilance is the price «

nd

nsive But e¢ternal
f liberty, whether of

must have almost provoked a smile even | the body or the =oul,  Thuas far in its |
among his own countrymen to hear him | tory, Prote tism | proved, t
say and prove that Irvishmen are the peo- whole, infinitely better for manKkind tha
ple most after God’sown heart.  Frobably | Romanism. Wi v,  on the whol
the relations and speculations of a preach- There are some places where it seems o
ll.gnlwlu.hw\\v\-x great he may h\'. are us to have lost it uperien ud wher

eldom very profound. DBut it is not by | Romanism is better. There arve plac

profundity that oratory must I Jml,..‘l, where it 18 a mere name with which to
Oratory is great when we can attribute to | cover infidelity, immorality, Socialism,
it strength, grace, unction supply accuracy | ¢ telty.  Let us beware lest it sink iy

of expression, chastened
tion,

plendor of di other places to the same low level
And when to these characters are | When it does
added charms of voice, power or presence, | will trinmph.”
simple majesty of aelivery, and constant
unconscious elegance of action, we have | much in Ireland as Protestantism does in
to admit that the orator is worthy of his | any of the impoverished Southern State
oratory.—Liverpool Daily Post. ; The carpet-hag roguery, which nearly filel
y ed all that was left in the Southern Statq
for several vears, was but a very feeble e
production of the centuries of robbery per
etrated by her Protestant rulers in In
Under the above caption a Boston Bap- | land.
tist paper, The Watchman, expresses song Otherwise, the Catholic Church foster
rational ideas in a roundabout way in re- | the poor, and takes them in her sacred
gard to the perpetuity of the Catholic | keeping. The Watchman bears reluctant
Church, and the failure of every «:her | testimony to other of her great conserva
form of Christianity. He thinks Roman- | tive powers and virtug Catholic Mirror.
ism, the name bigots wish to give to the
Catholic Church, may some day get pos-
session of the nations, as she had in the fif- |
teenth century, not by strategy or m.v.-,‘
|

h wanse + Protesta 8 1 v <
I'll‘[r\n‘nl 1“1111 m l\»llllw :‘l [u:m‘ul‘l.” to “l!:l‘]..l ]:xlx\ul the office of All the Year Kound, making
Sian: his wa, through the mass of papers that
It is not impossible, he says, for the Pro- lay on his table, was attracted and sur-
Yeatant dehominiations to bacome 8o dead | ]nnjwl by the singular merit ut‘wlm- lines
that Rome will be aceepted by the world which had been sent him.  Such a dis-
as its ruler. Let us suppose, for example, \ covery isalways arefreshment to an editor,
that those Protestants who see no inspira- as he wades among the \luugh‘ of manu-
tion in the Bible, who find nothing super- seripts which surround |1llll,.‘|lu{ he glamced
natural in Christianity, who |l.~]u1|\ﬂ- man- | 48 ‘l]-\. at the nume with which ,‘I“. b o
kind of all infallible guidance and all com- | ¥4 signed. 1t was “Mary Benwick
munion with God, shoull succeed in dis- l)“'k“"\‘l"“l never hefore, to his know-
seminating their views throughout the ledge, cither heard this name or seen it in

, need we fear that Ron

Romanism  creat poverty about a

o .or o -
HOW RO..E MAY SUCCEED,

ADELAIDE PROCTER.

One day Charles Dickens, as he sat i

churches, - What would happen? There print, lzu( \Ih..u- was ,»Il“; ring of true
could be no question that Romanism poetry in Mary Benwick’s lines, De she
would triwmph. ~ The human mind craves whom she might, and so they were insert-
assurance; the human heart crave ed in the next number of the magazine.
: ance; f ¢ aves ¢

Months went on, and Al the Year Round
had frequent contributions of Miss Mary
Jerwick among its coutents,  Dickens,
however, knew simply nothiug about her,
except that she wrote a legible hand, that
he always, by ber own wish, addressed all
communications to her to a certain circu-
lating library in the west of London, and
that, when he sent her a check, she acknowl
edged it promptly, but in a very short.
matter-of-fact way. At lengthy one winter

repose.

He is right: the mind and heart of man
need something to direct them, some infal-
lible guidance. Without it they drift
away into the fullness of Protestantism,
that is, into total unbelief.

The tendencies to lax views of inspira-
tion, says the Watchman, which are mani-
fested in various Protestant denominations,
particularly among Lutherans and Broad
Church Episcopalians, render the attitude 3 : .
of the Baptists doubly important. Never v\'r-n‘.,n;,:, when Dickens went to dnu-‘ \\ubh
was it more necessary to lift the Bible Ligh the Proctors, he happened .l”_ put in his
as the infallible guide of souls. ]mckl'!, to va\" ﬂn-l:x, the ( hl_lwllll.'b nuni-

The Watchman seems to forget here that wer '.‘f All the Year l.uum’v. which was just
the Lutherans and Broad Episcopalions are coming out. He m”',"l their attention espe-
quite as conversant with the ’.ll‘xh- as the cially to wl}nt he ""“} was & Very pretty

.’l[lli,~1>, and find their gl\illmw(' ﬂ\’n\\'l'ql]y 1""::“‘," y ]\,h”y?lm'y Berwick, ‘l he m”.]“'r
in 1ts sacred pages. of “Pickwick” remarked, to his astouish-

Let us suppose again, says the Watchman, ment, that these simple wn_uh nf: his were
that Protestantism should cease to protect received by the }"l"'l“ family with "”“}"
the family with adequate care. The suppressed merriment. He c.unhl not in
world would turn to Rome for deliverance the least make out what was in the wind,
from domestic anarchy, and the social vices ?nn he took it ;;umlqntn}wlly, supposing
which domestic anarchy produces. it to be some home (3|}||<lnms joke, and

He is referring to the ﬂmmv of divorces, | asked no questions.  Next day, the mys-
Luther, Mahomet, Henry VIIL and Joc | tery of the unaccountable mirth of last
Smith approved of the pleurality of wives, night was (‘lrmrwl upinaletter h-un_l Barry
which divorces make casy. Cornwall to Dickens.  Mary Berwick was

“When we look at the statistics of di- Adelaide Proctor.  And, from that time
voree from Massachusetts and Connecticnt, forward, Miss Procter took an acknowl-
to say nothing of those from Illinois and edged place among English poetesses,
Indiana, we begin to question whether the
extreme rigidity of the Papacy will not
soon begin to be accepted as a relief from
the mischief of such excessive indifference, There are few instances of devotion that
A year or two ago we were present in the l{)ruvo the existence of love in a higher
Presbyterian
resolution was before the House declaring
Rome to be not a Church of Christ. and
her baptism not valid. Those who oppos-
ed the resolution pleaded fervently for a
certain degree of peace with Rome, be-
cause of the need of unity among all
Christians who desire to protect the house-
hold from the disorganizing efforts of its
foes. The speakers seemed to admit the
criminal indifference of the great Protes-
tant denomination, and with a certain de-
gree of admiration to the doctrtne o
Rome concerning marriage and divorce.
In this we did not sympathize with them

AN INDIAN BRIDE'S DEVOTION.

Indian wife to her brave and manly lover.
While mining in the West he married an
Indian girl with whom e lived very
happily.  When he was taken ill, a long
way from home, word was sent to his wife,
who mounted a fleet mustang pony and
travelled hundreds of miles to reach him.
Night and day he continued her journey,

prairie, flying on her wonderful  little
steed as soon as she could gather up her
forces anew. She forded rivers, she scaled
rocky passes, she waded through morasses,
and finally arrived, just alive, to find the
husband better.  But the exposure and
exertion killed her.  She was
pneumonia and died within a brief space
in her husband’s arms,  The shock killed
Kit Carson, the rugged miner.  He broke
a blood vessel,and they are both buriedin
one grave,

sands of men and women all over the
world might be led to look to Rome as a
refuge from domestic anarchy and vice if
Protestantism should fail to provide them
a refuge.”

But, neighbor, Protestantism is liberty;
its great hoast is in making people free to i :
believe what they please, and, in short, to BE YE LIKE FOOLISH.
do what they please, and not to be govern- “For ten years my wife was confined to
ed by “Papal \]mmlu;.;u”' which insists upon 1 her bed with such complication of ailiments
keeping married people for life in the sa- | that no doctor could tell what was the mat-
cred bonds of matrimony, even when the | ter or cure her, and [used upa small for-
parties, he or she, think he or she would | tune in humbug stuff. Six months ago |
find it more agreeable to have another wife | saw a U, S, flag with Hop Bitters on i,
or another husband, | and I thought I would be a fool once more.

I'he Pope opposes Socialism,  “In Ger- | 1 tried it, but my folly proved to be wis
many, where Socialism is rife, the Romish | dom. Two bottles cured her, she is now as
((‘.’lt‘luli\') districts are free from it, while | well and strong as any m.'n.i~ \\ifl-‘, and it
Je ve likewise

the Lutherans are more apt to harbor the | cost me only two dollars,
infection,  There is no doubt that both in | foolish.”—H. W., Mich.

— ]

“WIPED oUr.”

A STORY OF THE PLAINS,

Iy the 1) t Free Pre

What is that

Look I you will sec that it s a
wint, grim wolf, creey out of the little
grove of cottonwoods towards a buflfalo

calf gambli vound its mother
Ra \ v it more and yon
. th l praivie bevond is alive with
buflal Count  them. You might as
well try to count the leaves on a wiant
ma moving foot by foot as
they crog reass, and living waves
rise and fi va. vly creep on,
Afar o nd left—mere specks
ntl \ \ the flankers, brave old
buffaloes, which catch a bite of grass and
then snifl the air and scan the horizon fop
intimation of danger I'hey are the sentis

nels of the hend, a
be trasted

it well can they

Ihe wolf « Cps nea .

ALl the afternd the great herd has fed
1 peace, and as 1 W WIV 1move o=
ward the " ver i Ul unconsclious
that danger near Kk vou well and
watcel wolf, for you a Lo see

wch asight as not one man in ten thousand
has ever | Id

Cree) raw kull ] l a
k1 now drawing | \ (BT}

W ora head above a to
wk the loeality of its victim | 3
i ki volf, la il
(WY lie W nded
15 been left alone to on a
may, and | recn eyesl up with tiex

wer and  nearer

1 15 prey

| I No, he is vet too far away,
Creep, creep, cree Now he i \\\-\1{\'
feet away, now fifteen, now ten.  He hugs
the carth; gathers his feet under him, and
he bounds throngh the aiv as if shot from a

He s rolling the calf over and over

n the gra n three scconds after he
pring Now wateh!

\ cry ol
bellow fron

pain from the calf—a furious
1 the mother as she whe

tartled
from a dozen of the near

lsand
movement
t animals, anda
ne wolt s magnified into
v hundred, the hundred into a thousand.
Short, sharp, bellows; snorts of alarm, a
rush and in fifty muds after the wolt has
wet his fangs with blood that living mass

in motion to getaway from an unknown

terron e waves rise higher and higher
as the confusion -preads. One instant it
eemsas if 10,000 solid acres of prairie were
moving bodily awav: again waves rise and

fall as the cowards behind rush upon those
in front, who wait suifl’ the air and learn
the danger,  Inone minute the alar runs
down the herd to the leaders—further than
the eye can see—and the entive her
ing off at a wmad gallop, heads down, eves

| rolling, and no thought but that of « cape,

| wall th

| would meet it.

|

|

General Assembly when a u-;,irm- than that given by Kit Carson’s |

resting only a few hours on the open |

cized with |

| If lake Eric

were to dash itself against a
hock would be no greater than
the awiful erash with which this mass of
rattling hoofs, sharp horns and hairy dobies
I'he elatter of hoofs and
rattle of horns would drown the noise of a
brigade of cavalry galloping over a stone-
paved rvoad.

Ride out on their trail. - Here where the
stampede began the ground is torn and fur-
rowed as if a thousand cannon had been
firing solid shot at targets,  Heveand there
are calves which have been gorved or erush-
cd—lhiere and there older animals with
broken legs and disabling wounds,  Here,
were the herd was fairly off you might as
well hunt tor a vold dollar as a blade of
grass, You look for three miles as you
vok across it It is a trail of dirt, and
dust, and ruts, and furrows, where half an
hour ago was acarpet of green grass and
miling lowers, The most dreadful cyclone
known to man could not have left more
horrible seares behind,

Miles away, on the banks of the winding
growling river, are three  white-toppe

i A camp-fire blazes nll»

crsrant wagons
to boil the kettles; men, women, and chi
dren stand about, peering over the setting
sun at the distant wmountaius and *,;I.'ul that
their Jowrney is almost done. Butterflies
come and go on lazy wing, the erickets
chirp cheerily on the grass, and the eagles
sailing in the blue evening air have no
warning to give,

Hark ! is that thunder !

Men and women turn in their tracks as
they look in vain for a clond in the sky.
That rumble comes again, as they look into
cach other’s faces, It grows louder as
women turn pale and men reach for their
trusty vifles.  The ground trembles and
afar off comes a pin whic h strikes tervor to
the heart.  “Indians!” they whisper.  No!
A thousand times better for them if savage
Pawnee daved ride down where these long-
barrelled rifles could speak adefence of the
peaceful camp.

“ A stampede of buffaloes! “gasps one of
the wen as he catches sight of the advances
vuard under the awful cloud of dust.
Rifles are ready for ashot, and the children
climb up on the heavy wagon-wheels to see
the strange procession ga lop by.

Here they come!  Orack! erack! crack!
from three rles, and shout as each bullet
tells, Next instant a shaggy head, followed
by a dust-browned hody, rushed through
the camp.  Then another, and another,
The men shout and wave their arms; the
women and children turm paler yet.

The roar and din shut out every other
ound, and the wagons jar and tremble
with the conenssion,  Now another shaggy
head—another-—half-a-dozen—a score—a
hundred-—a great living wave which sweeps
aloug with the power of a tornado, followed
by others more fierce and strong, and the
camp is blotted off the face of the carth
more completely than by any power of
Heaven.,  Nothing to be seen—no shout to
be heard.  Wave followed wave ACTOSS,
the spot—over the bank—into the stream
and across, and when the last of the herd
had lv;\~~ml. the keenest hunter can find
nothing on that spot_of iron, or wood or
cloth or bone or flesh to prove that a
dozen men, women, and ('*lillll"ll were
wiped out of existence, and veduced to
hrep and dust.

- . wor o .
YOU (AN BE HAPPY

If you will stop all your extravagant and
wrong notions in doctoring yourself and
families with expensive doctors or humbug
cure-alls, that do harm always, and use onl
nature’s simple remedies tor all your ail):
ments—you will be wise, well and happy,
and save great expense.  The greatest
remedy for this, the great, wise and good
will tell you, is Hop Bitters—believe it.
See “Proverbs in another column,
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