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TAKING CARRE ON BIM.
“I'm goin’ wi’ my ds, to tak’ care
oa him.”
The tiny speaker was a true t;
of s mtty’ Lar.oashire lase, tho:gp:
the words spoken in a peculiar dia-

" leot ot that home of coal-mines and

Tactories sounded very quaint, com-
‘ing from such baby lips.

8She had a rosy little face, with
yollow hairlying in soft curls on the

- ohildish brow, and shading a pair of

‘big blue eyes. But as she made the
above remark to the man lighting
his pipe at the cottage fire, there
‘Was a grave, puzzled look in the blue
z“. strap out of keeping with

0 age of their owner, who had not
reached her fourth year.

At a glance, one could see that the
“other ocoupant of the “front place”
‘of the cot was & collier, and the
little girl’s father.

In some respects James Daws
vanked amongst the worst of his
‘class, In dog-racing, pigeon-flying,
and boosing with his mates in the
tap-rovm, he sought recreation for
his leisure hours, and found pleasure
in little else. But violent and abus-
ive when in drink, yet when sober,or
even after having had “a gluss or
two,” he was one of the mildest of
men. Thies, and the love he had for
thia little Liszy, showed that the man
had nota bad heart. But of how
‘many bud .nen may not the same be
eaid !

Lizzy had managed to array her-
wol! in an old red cape; and bravely
strugzling with the strings of a bat-
tered hat through which the yellow
ouris had already made their way,
she trotted by her father’s side out of
the cottege. Mrs. Duws stood at the
door, but she made no remark as her
hasband and child passed into the
lang; only stopping to tie Lizzy’s hat,
and to give a straightened tug to the
little cape. Perhaps the fresh bruise
on her cheek accounted for her sil-
ence; she was not on speaking terms
With “her measter.” The neighbors,
hﬁwever, with whom she stood, were
not slow in making their comments
as the pair went off together.

“Aw wonder, Margit,” said one,
“as th’ll let the little thing go wi’
Jem that road of a neet ; Saturday
neet, teo, i'ch bargain!  Aw should
be feart.”

“Th’ chila’s reet 'nough. A’mnoan
Teart o’ that ; but aw do wonder my-
een what's put it in her little 'ead to
80 wi' 'im toneet. Ioo wasallusa
queer little wench.” And the mother
sighed, as sho turned to look after
!.h_em, wondering, perhaps uncon-
seiously, what would become of the
“little wench” if her father did not
change his ways and thut speedily.

Meanwhile, Daws suuntered on,
K!_pe in mouth, Lizzy trotting beside

im, his rough finger tightly clasped
4a her tiny hand.” He did not turn
Anto the brightly-lighted streets, as

the child seemed to have expected ;
but on, on, up the cindery lane,
Where custom led him so often, he
%ook his way now, without any set—
Vied purpose in his mind. Ho was
used to it, that was all,

Here the last glimmer of twilight
was loa_l iu the dense smoke of count-
less chimveys, which to Lizay's eyes,
familiar as they wero with the spot
by day, now looked like great black
Wpectres spitting fire, and coming
‘earer and nearer every step they
Took. A solitary gas lamp here and
there only kerved 1o show how dark
the night had grown,

:l‘ha little feet began to fulter.

2 ‘Dal” Twice was the word ro-
apeated hefore the man heard it.
_ “Da,I'm tired I”  The voice had
« A {uiyering sound, for the lips were
trombling.  In spite of her brave

*“efforts to bo a “big girl,” Lizzy was

‘@otting frightened in the darkne.s.
The futher stooped, and took her in
his arme

“Why did you’ coom wi’ me then?"

© asked, not unkindly,

“Mammy said ax yo wanted takin’
©are on,” answered the child inno-
cently, as she nestled her curly head
‘against his rough cheek,

.. Daws started. These wore almost
:l.xo very words his wife had said to
aim, scarcely an hour ago. “When
tha'rt away fro' thy work, tha'rt no
better nor a child,” wantin’ someone
1o tak’ care on thee.”  More words
Iymd followed, and he had struck her,
"Sulthough the little one hud been
';;:' fent when the dispute began, she
bud not seen the blow. Ilo was
?{)ll;‘l' enough now to be glad of
1at,

Poor Margaret did not often up-
braid him when he had “had a drop;”
tessons enforced by a fist aa heavy as
aer “measter’s” were quickly learnt;

_yet still, sometimer; when cupboard
aad purse were alikeo empty, her tem-
per would fuil her, and she would
‘wield the weapon of her sex, heed-
less of consequences.

.. At was one of these outbursts that
dizny had overheard, and her moth-
©r's words had made a deep impres-
8ih on ‘her childish mind. This,
‘then, was her reason for sharing her
fathor's walk,

“Why, da,” she went on, nestling
‘closerto him, but full of ber thought,

“poee'bigl Yu're noan feart o' bog-

’ll‘tﬂ Ap' then,” she added in s
oubttul tone, “Sister says as there
is noan.,” And she bid her face away
from the darkness on her father's
shoulder.
Daws saw at once how Lizzy had
misunderstood her mother's mean-
ing, and he was both ashamed and
angry. His wife had “made a foo’
on him” with his own child | His
little wench \.honfht him & coward !
 Him feart! him as could foight
ony mon !"” And bhe walked on more
quickly, in his vexation. Then shame
got the better of his anger. He
thought of his wretchod home, of the
money epent in drink and play,
which could have made it so differ-
ent, of his many resolutions, always
broken, too feeble to stand the light-
ost tast. “Aye! Mag wor reet, he
wor no better nor a child,” The
little one’s vpice again broke the sil-
ence. “Let's go whoam now,” sbo
was murmuring, sleepily.
Should he take her home? What
had brought him there at all ? Noth-
ing but habit. The child was shiv-
erinﬁ; through her worn shoes and
stockings he could feel how cold her
little limbs bad grown. Yes, he
would turn back. “Poor little lass !”
At that moment the lights of the
public-house shone on his path, and

his mates, lolling around the door.
“Hullo, Jem Daws ! coom in, an’
hev a pint!” cried one lusty voice.
“Aye, coom in w1’ thee,” echoed
another, seeing him hesitate.

“Not to-neet, mates,” was the sur-
rising answer. “I've getten th’
ittle un wi’ me."”

Bat they insisted. The old weak

only the moment before, Jem was
about to turn at the familiar door-
way, when Lizzy cried piteously :
“Da, da! dunno’ go in theer ! Lets
go whoam—dunno’ go in theer !”
“Hush’st wi’ thee!” he answered
in &, low tone ; “they’ll hear thee.”
The child raised her head, and
gazed at each of the men in turn,
giving a second and longer look at
one particular grimy-looking fellow,
the one who had spoken first.
“Which on 'em art tho’ feart on, du?
Is it Bryce?” she whispered, the
clinging arms drawn close round his
neck.

“I'm feart o' no one,” muttered the
man testily, and this time he turned
deliberately away.

“Not to-neet, mates !” he repeated
as he went, “I tell ye, th’ little un
wants to go whoam.” Then, despite
the laughter of some and the renewed

walked steadily away.

fire, and gszed into it.

think about,

his pocket, threw them on the table,

him. Peace for one night!

1L
UP STREET,

paid weekly. They have “areckon
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kitchen

doorway, covered wit

her father, despite some annoyance

good humor was restored.

he was hailed by some half-dozen of | purchases.

ness overcoming the resolution of atly free to praetize none at all. He

invitations of the others, James Daws

For the first Saturday night for
many a long year, he returned sober
to his home, With the now sleeping
child in his arms he sat down by the
He could
think to-night, and he had muach to

Half-conscious that he was being
furtively watched by his anxious
wife, he presently turned to her, and
taking two or three shillings out of

“Get us some supper, lass!” This
was all, but it was kindly eaid ; and
Marjory hastened joyfully to obey

The following week passed on as
usual, bringingSaturday night round
again. Colliers, in that part, are not

ing” once a fortnight or so, and this
&urli(: ular Suturday was a “pay-day.”

Her cottage, one of the
poorest of a row, all more or less

She was careful, too, to have
her work done before her husband’s
return, and a “comfortable corner”
waiting for him. All was “tidied
up,” and the kettle singing on the
Little
Lizzy ran to her father to give him
He stooped
down and kissed her, This was noth-
ing new; for, drunk or sober, he
never had a cross word for his *“little
But his wife, glancing up to
see what her greeting was to be, saw
to her surprise that he was perfectly
He had, in fact, avoided his

their jeers at his late refusal to join

The three satdown to their tea, the
wife with a lightened heart, and the
child chatting mermly. But as soun
as it wus finished, Jem lit his pipe
Margarev’s

ted it, sho thought, sadly; was it
likely that he would stop at home
and keep sober, on a Saturday night

He was scarcely at the door, when
cheer-

I'll be ready in a
minit !” and at the same moment
Lizzy's rosy face appeared in the
soap, which
she was hastily wiping off, while
tucked under the unoccupied arm,
were ber hat and cape: At the sight
of the comical little igure before him,

at being caught, burst into a hearty
laugh, in which Margaret joined, and

It was useless now to think of go- ever on

ing without her; more useless still to
attempt the old way with her, after
bhis recent experience. Dawe made
a poor feint of looking through the
window, while be considered the
matter over, He ';::“d long. Somo-
how,remorse had been busy with him
lately, and while sitting at that
ohe;?' tea just finished, his eye had
rested on the half-healed bruise on
the thin fuce, which he remembered,
ears before, as plump and rosy as
izzy’s own, Suddenly turning
round, he asked her, roughly enough,
if she'd like to go up street.”

Now, to the workingman’s wife, “ap
street” has a world of meaning. The
market, the shops, the passing word
with acquaintancos, and much more,
not easy totell, are all comprehended
in that one phrase. Many a long day
was it, since Margaret had been in-
dulged in such an expedition, least of
all on a pay-night.

The trio set off together. Jem's
gruffoess, craftily assumed to keep
up his dignity, quickly wore away.
Not a tew mach-needed articles
were that evening added to the poor
home’s treasures. But, to Marjory,
the best part of the treat was the
fact of being seen abroad with “her
man” by her side, and each consnlt-
ing the other over these important

It was after dark when the three
came laden home. Lizzy was sleepy,
but after supper roused herself and
knelt down as usual, to say her
rayers by her mother's knee. Mar-
jory was a Catholic, Jem professed
the slip shod opinion that one relig -
jon is just as good as another, because
he thus considered himself comfort-

listened now, however, with secret
pride and pleasure, to his little lass,
as she lisped the sweet evening pray-
ers; and he thought how well she
said them. When they were ended,
she added, “Please, mammy, gi’ me
yo'r blessin’.” Then she glanced
wistfally at her father, crossed the
hearth, and kneeling before him
lcoked up lovingly into his face.

“Please, da, give me yo'r bless-
in’!”

James Daws dimly felt that the sit-
uation had suddenly become very
embarrassing. Awkardly enough,
he laid bis hand on the curly head,
and, to his own amszement, felt the
tears start to his eyesas he said, fal-
tering with earnestness, ‘‘God bless
thee, my lassie ! God bless thee !”
Lizzy was quite satisfied ; and, fol-
lowed by her mother, trotted off to
bed.

When, after the “tucking up” and
good-night kiss, Marjory returned to
the kitchen, she fouud Jem sitting as
she had left him, smoking reflect-
ively and in silence. Presently he
asked, with an air of affected uncon-
cern, “Wheer did hoo pick 'om up,
Mag ?—the prayers, [ mean. Who
learnt 'em her?”

“Th’ Sisters, where hoo gets her
schoolin’.” Then she bent over her
knitting; there wasa mist before her
eyes, and her hands trembled. After
.| & few more whiffs of his pipe, Jem
rose, and laying his bhand on her
shoulder, asked tenderly, “What ails
thee, my lass ?”

It was the old tone again! the
kindly touch of bygone days. The
woman dropped her work, and with
a cry which told the fullness of her
heart, hid her streaming eyes upon
her husband’s breast. “Oh, Jem,
Jem !" she sobbed, “if things had
always gone this road, how ditferent
we'd ha’ been !”
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word sank deeply into his mind.
Only, when the weary wanderin
brain perplexed itself over some hal
forgotten lesson, and the unfinished
sentence was feverishly repeated
over and over again, the poor fellow,
to whom & book was an unmeaninr,
blank would groan aloud, in his in-
ability to help his poor lassie out of
her trouble.

Consciousness returned at last, but
the fever had done its work ; Lizzy
gradually grew weaker.

One evening, while the mother was
out, Daws, wearied out by grief and
watching, fell asleep. He soon awoke
again with a start, to find Lizzy gaz.
ing earnestly at him. In the blue
eyes was the same puzzled troubled
expression that had dimmed their
merry twinkle on the night when
she first prepared to go “wi’ her da to
tak’ care on him.”

He rose from his chair, and sitting
beside her, drew the little thing into
bis arms. “What is it, L'z?” he
asked fondly. “Tell thy da what ails
thee.”

The wan face, once so round and
vosy, was pressed closer to his
breast.

“Da,” whispered the child (oh so
feebly !), “Mammy says as I'm goin’
to Heaven.”

The poor father for a moment
could not answer. Then, with an
effort, “Th’ll be happy theer, my
lass,” he said, simply, drawing
largely on his new store of knowl.
edge to console his dying child.
“Aye, there's no pain theer, an' nowt
to be larnt anymore. It's like th’
garden o' Eden, Lizzy, love, aw filled
with green trees, an’sun allus shinin’;
an’ there’s big green fields wi’ ne’er
a chimbly nigh ’em, wheer yo can
pick posios all th’ day long.”

Lizzy listened gravely. The cloud
vanished. “Aye, an’ God’s theer too,
an’ our Blessed Mother, au’ shinin’
angels wi’ wings—golden wings,”
added the child, to complete the pic-
tare.

“But oh,” she sighed, after a
moment, the old thought returning,
“Who'le tak’ care on yo, da, if yo'r
little lass goes up theer ?"”

This was too much for the poor
fellow ; he fairly broke down, and
wept as he had never wept before.

Suddenly the little face brightened
again, “Da,” she whispered—he had
to bend still lower to catch the fal-
tering accents—“Godlll give me
wings too, waint He ?”

What did he answer ?

Hush ! Radiant spirits hover near,
and over the dying child bends her
own guardian angel. Does not he
whisper the answer to the loving
little heart ?

The golden rings of hair lie damp
in the death dew on Lizzie's brow ;
but a sweet smile lights her face
with & brightness which wiil never
fade from James Daws’ memory.

Time passed on—minutes or hours
the father could not tell. When his
wife entered, the glow of sunset
filled the dingy room, gilding the
poor bed, and resting like a glory on
father and child.

She spoke to her husband ; but he
i did not answer. Then she raised the
little head, sunk low upon his breast.
A smile yet lingered on the parted
lips, but the blue eyes were closed,
never more to open in this world.
Lizzy had gone home with the
angels:

James Daws is sturdy yet. He and
his Margaret are well known to the
i writer of this simple true story. But
grandchildren, already bigger than
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GOING HOME,
The first step was taken; and
t| though there were many siips in the
upward path, still, from that night,
James Daws gradually became a
changed man,

His old comrades, finding their
jeers disregarded, dropped off, and he
began to make friends of another
stamp. One of these, who was about
to become a Catholic, went for
instruction at stated times to the
priest’s house; and Daws, wishing to
know something about his wife’s re-
ligion, but too proud to ask her him-
self, soon began to accompany him.

It began to be noticed in the mines
that Jem, who had been wont to
f | curse and swear over every trifle, was
no longer heard to utter an oath,

But a dark day was about to dawn
for the poor collier and his wife.
Fever broke out in the town, and its

worst rav were in the densely-
populated rict in which they
lived. One afternoun, Lizzy came

- | back from school with sore throat and
aching head. Before night, the
flushed face told its own story. The
mother, in alarm, sent for the doctor
and wanted to carry the child to bed;
but, brave as ever in her childish
way, she persisted in mounting by
, | herself the rickety old stairs, though
wearily enough. Before long her
mind began to wander, and it was a
sad home to which poorJem returned
that evening. Day by day, he sat by
the bed of his child, or wandered
aimlessly about, unable to leave hor
for his work. Mis Lizzy was going
from him. In this one thought,
which nearly broke his heart, every
other was absorbed.

Fragments of hittle songs, or pray-
ers or hymns, or catechism, were
er baby lips, and every

Lizzy of old, now cluster round their
knees. Yet the child, whose love for
l“her da” first turned him from the
path of evil, still resis in the tender-
est place in his memory and his
heart. He loves to ponder on her
last words, and mnever doubts that
until he sees her face again in Hea-
ven, his little lass is “wi her da to
¢ tak’ care on him,”

i

God’s Loye For Us.
Bishop Keaue.

God loves the world, loves it perpetu.
ally with that love of which Our Lord
has testified : *‘So God hath loved the
world as to give His only begotten Son
* % % that the world may be saved by
Him.” But, alas! how far the world is
from responding as it ought to this won-
drouslove! How many hearts give God
little or no place in them because they
are choked up with worldliness and sin.
Aud even they who do not wholly forget
God and neglect the end of their creation,
too often love and serve Him with a luke-
warmuess entirely unworthy of Him,
And yet it is only in the love of God,
offered to us through Jesus Christ our
Saviour, that human nature can find its
perfection and the htman heart its happi.
ness. Every theory of human welfare
that has not the love of God for its chief
and ruling element, is defective, delusive
and pernicious.

Mrs. A. Nelson, Brantford, writes: “I
was a sufferer from Chronic Dyspepsia for
eleven years, Always after eating, an
intense burning teneation in the stomach,
at times very distressing, caused a droop-
ing and languid feeling, which would last
for several hours after eating. I was re.
commended by Mr, Pop{olewell, Chemist,
of our city, to try Nortbrop & Lyman's
Vegetable biuovery aud D lpeIptic Care,
and I am thankful to say '.Lt have not
been better for Xun ; that burning sensa-
tion and languid feeling has all gone, and
food does not lie heavy on my stomach.
Others of my family have ueed it with
best results.” Sold by Harkness & Co.,
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fow who really know themselves, and the
best knowledge we poesess of ourselves is
poor com with that which we
know and which we ought to know,
WEXTLY, THE HEART OF MAN I8 A CHEAT,
Sivagrebangtag. —Josss haous s wars
ways g Just as thesea is always
nlo:lln the sky above it, either its bright.
ness or its cloud, so are we continually
changing with society, that is, with those
who are about us, tio circumstances of
our lot, and the strong temptations that
come upon us, How few people there
are who are always the same. Btability
and evenness is to be found only in those
matured in the spiritaal life. 1t is an old
saying that no man is known uatil heis
tried, and it is equally true that no
man knows himself until be has been put
in & place of trust and responsibility ; and
we find men who promise in every way to
ill well a certain office, but when once
placed in that position they fail alto.
gether, The heart is a great flatterer,
and a flatterer is of all enemies, the most
dangerous, and the heart is one that we
can never get rid of. The heart exagger-
ates eV lshing wa do good, little enough
chough.znt is, If we give an alms, if we
say a long prayer, or if we forgive an
cffence, we fnow how our hearts will u{,
“QOh, y ou have done well ; it is excellently
done.” In that way every little con.
temptible thing we do right is elevated and
made into an heroic act, and everything
we do amiss we diminish ard take off,
All the tints and colours are marked out
as we chose to think it ought to be, till we
reduce it at iast to a neutral tint as if
there was no evil ia it at all ; and all this
because we dream agreat deal., All pious
people are in the habit of reading the
lives of the saints, and become so familiac
with what these sainte said aud did, until,
by an intellectual simulation, we appro-
priate them to ourselves, The intellect
of man has a power of simalation. Weso
entirely admire, we bcw down before these
examples with such an intense desire to
be like them, that at last we begin to
think, “Oh, well, [ am not so unlike.”
Everything we do good our deceitful
heart glorifies, and thus deludes us; and
THERE 18 NO DELUSION WORSE THAN A REL-

CATHOLIC INTELLIGENCE.
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CARDINAL MANNING ON THE PERVBRSITY

OF THE HEART.
His Eminence the Cardinal Archbishop
of Westminster continued his course of
Lenten sermons ¢ High #as on Sundsy
at the Pro-Cathedral, Kensington, when
there was & numerous con, tion pre-
sent. Taking for bis textthe 9:h verse of
the J7th chapter of the prophet Jeremias :
“The Freart verse above all thin
and unsearchable ; who can know it 1”
Cardira! proceeded to say: We have
already dwelt on self-knowledge,
and eelf knowlodro has a parasite,
and that is self-deccit. This fis &
very unpalatable snd very dicquieting
subject, but nevertheless one that is very
necessary for those who desire to know
themselves, Let us therefore think for
a little while on this point to day. Self-
knowledge ﬂgrovu gradually ; it not
come as & flash of lightning, but rather
increases like the light of day. A travel-
Jer who rises in the morning before the
sun is up sees little in his path, he can
bardly see even the trees by the roadside ;
but when day begins to dawn be sees the
larger otjects, at least in outline. Ina
lmﬁe while as the light grows stronger he
sees more distinctly the objects of a lesser
magnitude ; and when the day is well up,
in some degree he can see everything,
until when the noontide comes he can see
even the motes that float in the rays of
the sun. Our self knowledge grows in
like manner little by little. At first we
can see ounly, and that indistinctly, our
greater offences against God, little by little
in outline and in number; and then in
detail gradually with more and more dis-
tinctness, till at Jast we discover a multi-
tude of sins ard faults where we never
expected them before. Nevertheless, all
this while there is a denger of self deceit,
because there are shadows that flit across
the light, cross lights that confuse ft, films
over the eye, and therefore there is dan-
ger, both lyrom within and without. We
saw before how the prodigal issaid to
have come to himself—that is, he had
been out of himeelf aud did not know
himself. The Pharisee who went up into 1GIOUS DELUSION,
the Temple to pray thanked God that he | Some people think they are full of sor-
wae row for the Passion of our Lord, and for
NOT LIKE THE REST OF MEN., their own eins, if they shed tears over
How was it possible for him to come to | the meditation of the three Hours’ Agony
such a state of self-deception? Wae have | on Good Friday. How many times have
no reason to belleve that the Pharisees | they shed tears over a novel, a romance,
taken as & body were wicked men; but we | or atale! Therefore we must take care
do know that they were very strict and | our heart does not deceive us. There aro
rigorous in the observance of their law. | those who never shed a tear in their life,
They gave tithes, they gave alme, and | whose lives are governed by the memory
made long prayers; they did all those | of the passion of our Lord, in thought,
external acts which constitute the appear- | word, and deed. In concludinrg His emi-
ances of a good life, but they were | nence made an appeal on bebalf of the
simply  self-deceivers,. ~ What they | mission of St. Paul at Wood Green,
did was for a wrong motive and a | founded by the Rev. George Cox at Christ-
wrong end, and they  deceived | masiide, 1882, The first Mass cffered
themselves, ~They were therefore | there was on Christmas eve of that year,
in the sight of God that which they did | when there were only eighteen people
not know, and in their own sight that | preseut. The following Easter, when
which they were not. There was a decep- | Holy Mass was cffered up in a stable
tion in their heart which was deceiving | which bad been fitted up, there were
them, and they counld not fathom it, The | ninety persons present. Since then, in
heart in man  is perverse, and it 1s un- | November, 1883, aniron school chapel had
searchable. Why { Because there is noth- | been erected, and at the present moment
ing eo like to God Himself as the heart— | there were seventy children in echool, and
that i, the soul—in man. There are two | the congregation had increased from the
great things man cannot fathom, The | eighteen who first met for Mase to some
one is the knowledge of God and the [ 700 All this was due eimply to the mis-
other the knowledge of himself until the | sionary zeal of a true priest of God who,
light of the Holy Ghost shows him to be | in epite of the great discouragement, had
what he is. The unsearchableness of the | thrown himself heart and eoul into the
heart is this: God is unsearchable ; He is | work which bas succeeded so well, because
beyond the reach of our underrtanding, | it is God’s work, and God’s blessing is
and the soul is made to the image of | upon it. After going into syme of the
Almighty Gud. God ls a apirit, and there- | details of the expenses about to be in-
fore unsearchable and unfathomable to | curred on the new school buildings, the
us except by the light and guidauce of the | Cardinal said in concludiog : “Now I urge
God who has created ums. Is this not | you that enjoy the blessings here of this
wonderfully proved by the men of ecience | cathedral church, remember in your
who can weigh the weight of the earth, | eharity those that are out in the wilder-
who can calculate the wonderful velocity | ness.”
of light, who can control electricity and Afier Mass the Rev. Father George Cox
make it the minister and servant of their | stood at the church door aud received
intelligence? With all this capability | offerings for his mission schools as the
when they come to study the question of | congregation passed out.
spiritual matters — e

ALL THEIR SCIENCE GOES BLIND,
There is a wonderful accordance—most Deaying the Fatth,
miserable of facts—amongst men of the
highest intellectual science, that they
poseess & most profound spiritual dark-
ness, and the world imagines they are
witness against the reality of spiritual
things, Not so. All the eclences of the
worid are within the reach of the
ordinary intellect, which, with sense
can master all the physical sciences.
Tutellectual  things are seen by
the intellect, and the objecis of sense can
be measured by the senses,but in spiritual
things the apostle says that the animal or
natural man cannot perceive the things of
the spirit of God, for they are foolishness
unto Him ; neither can he know them,
bacause they are epiritually discerned ; and
our Lord foretold that this should be so
when He said, “The Spirit of Trath whom
the world cannot receive,” and there are
two reasons because “it seeth Him not.”
He s not an object of sense, “neitherjknow-
eth Him,” because the world knoweth
only that which is fouuded on seunse, un-
less by faith, It;is a spiritual discernment
to understand spiritual things, Therefore
the heart being spiritual, like to the
nature of God Himself, can only be dis-
cerned by aspiritual insight. The heart is
behind the eye ; it is an enemy in the rear.
Our eyes look out and our sense is con-
tinually watching the conduct of other
men. The heart %s in a perpetual motion,
the rapidity of whose movement makes
it become invisible; there is not a momant
of time in which the heart is still. All
through the day we know we are think-
ing; and through the hours of the night,
we no sooner begin to wake than we are
conecions of our thoughts, We have no
reason to think that durlng sle:g the in-
tellect or intelligence is suepended though
our consciousness of it is not sustained,
We think up to the moment we fall
asleep, and agaln in the moment when
sleep begins to pass away, There heart
therefore fs in continual motion like
a flywheel whose motion is so rapid
that it conceals itself, This means that
our thoughts are like unto the flights
of birds in mid-air, like to the fall of
leaves in autumn, which in their multi-
tudes we cannot follow; our tempers are .
like to the undulations of the sea which | £ays : “After having used Scott's Emul-
never rests, and our evolutions, our |#on with decided benefit upon myself,
actions of the will, are like the perpetual | have takes great pleasure in recommend-
movement of the alr, where there is never | i0g it since in the various conditions of
a perpect stillness, How, then, can we | Wasting in which it is indicated.”
know, mark, and reglster this etual | NaTioNaL PILLs avesugar coated, mild
motlon? Therefore there is no doubt the | but thorough, aud are the best S

It is under any circumstance a despic-
able thing to deny, from motives of false
shame, the convictions which we honestly
hold. 1f this be eo, even with regard to
matters of purely worldly concern, and of
temporal importance only,how much more
despicable is such cowardice, when shown
in matters of spiritual, hence supremest,
importance, and of eternal consequence ?

5o ii is base ingratitude, indeed, to deny,
in auy case, the father or mother from
whom we have taken our merely natural
life. But how ivfinitely more abominable
it is for Ch:istian believers, to deny the
God from whom they have everything,
not only of what is mortal and perishable,
but of that which is immortal, as well, and
imperishable !

Catholics believe that God instituted
His one and only Church, and placed her
among men, as His represeuntative to rule
and govern the Spiritual Kingdom upon
earth, When, therefore, a Catholic denies
the Church, he denies, at the same time,
her Divine Principal, God Himself,

Nor is it the less a crime to deny God,
or His Holy Church, from motives of
false shame, than from motives of fear or
of supposed temporal interest, Our
Saviour, Himself, has expressly said :—
“For whosoever shall be ashamed of Me,
and of My words, of him shall the Son of
Man be ashamed, when He shall come in
His majesty, and of His Father,and of the
holy Angels,” (Luke ix., 26).

Those Catholics, therefore, who, when
questioned by neighbors or associates not
of the Faith, deng that they are Catholics,
or who protest that they do not believe
in all the Cathollc dogmas—-all such com-
mit the same crime as waz committed by
those weak Christians, who, in earlier
ages of the Faith, in order to escape fire
or the sword, denied their beliefin Christ.
—The Holy Family.

Scott’s Emulsion of Pare
Cop Liver Orn, witH HYPOPHOSPHITES.
Very Falatable and Efficacious in Wasting
Discases

Dr. C. T. Bromszr, Rochester, N, Y,

Druggists, Dundaa stroet.

heart is unsearchable, and there are very | and Liver Pill in use,
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Written for the Catholic Record.
IN MEMORIAM
OfVery Rev.Jd. H.Tabaret, 0.M.1.,D D,

BY A FORMER PUPIL.

0, saintly man, Succeasor true
t atles’ band,
L J“:;l"]::l.n:mudlnu lad,"”

True be and.

fair C inadian

- tm;:r-";lu wise, who could discern,
Amid tte noblest heights of fame ;

The tab'et clear whe e ange) bande, ;

Inscribe each faithful hero’s name:

14 you gave without a sigh,
YTI: ;l.:.l "u’n ol?orlng glad and free; ~
To serve where glory s worthy prize,
Is endless immortality.
Bright garden of our mother dear

'l'!ll noble lily-bloom of grace
8oon found within thy peaceful portals
His truly fair and Aitting place.

He entered here a Samuel vowed,
To teruple seryice ever blest ;
‘With ~*boliuess unto the Lord,
Plataly marked within his breast.
Aud when to toll the Master called
As quickly rang his glad reply
Where'er must turn his herald steps §
My God ! My Kiog! lo, there am I.

" then the food De Mazenod,

rﬂ'&-m well our hero’s worth ;

Sent, him here to help his frlowers, 2

Tc plant the cross in the ‘frozen north. i
ow far away (rom his *‘ sunny France
Amid those stranger lauds be sought
A'riciiest harvest of ransomed souls,

'And wondrous works he wrought.

Y s and snow-1ad hills
e ,'rll':\’:luwlnl heart this toller trod ;
And here beside the forest streams,
He fouad full many & flower of God.
The hardy ‘‘bushmen’’ gathered rounc

m
To hear the gentle words he spoke
Thelr evil ways they soon degerted
And bent their neoks to Christ’s swee
yoks3.

Northward now ! Ds M zenod shouted
And swift his sons obeyed the call,
Those savage lanas and men more savage,
Thelr faithful hearts could net a pall.
Bat here th.s band of trusty soldlers,
Would ever need 8 yme new recruits
To spread among those roving Red-mex
God’a truly sweel and saving truths.

But who will train thoss needed soldlers
To face the battie’s raging heat,
To swell our 8aviour’s conquering legions
To spread His Gospel pure and sweet.
"Twas on the youthful Tabaret
The leader fixed his kindly glance,
And for this arduous task was chosen ;
This Heavenly-gifted son of France.

ow he fulfilled this weighty charge
Hﬂlu children teil with loving prlge
By pointing to that stately structure
By the ‘Rideau’s” murmuring side.
‘Ah yes ; 'I'was here this geatle shephe:
Inspired his flock with zeal and love
To go among those eavage Redmen
To conquer souls for God above.

To face the world as Christ's Apostles
‘1o go with crucifixin hand 3
To spread abroad the * laddest tidings
To conquer in & pagan land,
To guide the ‘Red men'’ of the prairie
Now steeped in vice and &ick to deat
For he who sins fsels mortal anguish,
And never draws a happy breata.

To teash those sayage tribes who Ww

shi
A “lregt spirit,” it is true,
But who, the God of revelation
And His great love they never knew.
And in the holy bath of baptism
To wash their souls as white as SnOW
Uastained by sin forever keep them
And live like angels here pelow.

To those poor dusky sou’s alone
Our hero’s zeal was not confined,
Another cause around his heart
By firmest bands of love wais twined,
A youthful nation needed men
Both strong in hand and true in hel
To guide her in her ouward course,
In Counecil halls to tuke & part,

es. men of sc'ence, men of will,
’Wllh men of virtue—firm in t'uth;
To shield her in her every darger;
To train the fruitful hearts of youth.
'Fis in this noble cause our hero
Has spent his truly usefui life;
Nor was he ever known to falter
Until he fell amid the strife.

g, urging on his nob’e legions,
Yeﬁé Ielgl m'uld vhe battle’s heat
No more shall ring his warning call ;
No moresball he the foe defeat. |
Ah, yes; his works of toil are o’er
And God has called His faithful g
To thatsweet hnp%y home above
To there receive his earned reward

© warders who succeed him now,
Keep watch around, above, below,
O hands; that grasp his sword of power,
Be strong 1o check the daring fos,
O dearest ones who miss him now
He waits for you in that home of pe
Fiaht well, your day ere long will ¢
Fight till ye win the g'ad release.

fallen chief fame’s clarion voice
onum spread thy n:lme h;om East to
sun-set sea thy glory sings
Th:nd all give thee their homage blest
When tidings of thy loss ar® borne
In wailing tones across the wave,
Our grief doth rise, our gpirits mou!
A loving friend ; a leader brave.

ough fatrest garlands deck the shrin
ﬂ'll.‘hngl. holds thee, treasure of the East
May I not add this wreath of mine,
Sincere. slthough ia worth the least,
Ah, kindest friend! my simple rhy?
In vain I know attempts to trace,
The record of thy hero life,
Of ever blest, supernal grace,
Thy history is oitly told,
By seraph scribea alone t
'n{y deeus they write in loving 1igh
O'er loves eternal happy throve,

PP

Newspaper Law.

1. A postmaster is required to
notice by letter (returning the pnie
not anewer the law) when a eubscribe
not take his paper out of the offic
state the reasons for its not being !
Any neglect to doso makes the post:
responsible to the publisher for pay

2, If any person - orders his pap
continued, he must pay ail arreara
the publisher may continue to
until payment is made, and coll
whole amount whether it is take!
the office or not. There can ben
discontinuance until the payment i:

3. Any persdn who takes a pape

the post-office, whether directed
name or another, or whether he h
scribed or not, is responeible for t

4, If a subscriber orders his p:
be stopped at a certain time, a

ublisher continues to send, the su'

is bound to pay for it if he takes i
the post-office.  This proceeds u
ground that a man must pay for v
uses. :

5. The courts have decided that
to take newspapers and periodice
the post office, or removirg snd
them uncalled for, is prima facte ¢
of intentional fraud.

H ’s Acid P phe
ADMIRABLE RESULTS IN FEV
DRr. J. J. Ryan, St. Louis, M
] invariably prescribe it in fev
in convalescence from wasting an
tating diseases, with admirable re
also find it & tomic to an enfee
dition of the genital organs.”
One Dollar againrt Five Hu
Isaac Brown, of Bothwell, |
afilicted with Chronic humor in t
He says one dollar hottle of
Blood Bitters was worth m
$500.00 paid for other medicing
reliable blood purifier,




