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Josiah Allen's W{/e, in Petersen’s Magasine.
They have been huvin’ & female lecturer
bere to Jonesville, as pretty a girl as I ever
see in my life; and it wus 8 pretty lacture,
too—dretful pretty. The name of the lec-
tare was “Wedlook’s Perfect and Peaceful

B. ."

K pretty name, I think. And it wus a
beaatsfal lecture—very, and flowory. It
affeoted some of the hearers nwfullg; they
was all carried away with it, Josiah Allen

like & child durin' the rehearsiu’ of it.
1 myself didn't weep, but I enjoyed it, some of
it, fust-rate.

I san't begin to tell it at sll asshe did, in
such & lovely flowery w:{. but [ can probable

ve a few of tho beads of it. It ain’t no ways

koly that I can give the heads halt tbe
stylish eloquent look that nbe did aa she beld
*em up; but I can jest give the bare heads.
8he said there had beeus effort made in
some directions to speak agaivst the holy
state of matrimony, and she felt it to be her
daty a3 well as her privilege to speak in its

I

I liked it fust rate, I can tell you, when
ahe went on like that; for no livin’ soul can
uphold marriage with s better urace than
oan she whose name was once Smith.

I love Josiab; I am glad I married him.

But, at the same limo, my almost devoted
love doesn't make me blind, 1 can sco on
every side of & subject; and although, ss 1
aaid heretofore and prior, I love Josiuh Allon,
I also love mejamness, and I could not fully
agroe with every word she said,

But she went on perfectly beautiful—1
didn’t wonder it brought the school-house
down—about the holy calm und perfect rest
of marringe, and how that heaven was never
invaded by any rude cares—how mau watched
over the woman he loved—how he shielded
her from avery trouble; kep' labor and sorrow
tar,fur from her—how wimmen's maiden life
was like a oneasy, roarin’, rushin’ river that
awept along disconteated and onsatisfied,
moanin’ ng lonesome, until it swept into the
oalm sea of repose—melted into union with
the grand ocean of rest—marriage.

And then, oh! how calm, and holy, and
sheltered was that state! How peaceful, how
oaruffiad by any changes. Happiness, peace,
ealm, Ohi how sweet, how deep, was the
ocesn of true love in which happy united
souls bathed in blhissful repose.

It was dretfal pretty talk—middlin’
affectin’. There wasn't a dry eye in Josiah
Allen’s head; and I didn’t make no objections
to it; I was willin’ he should give vent to his
foolin's Only whou I see him bu'st out a
weepin’, 1 josu slipped a pocket-handkerchiof
round his neck, and pinned it behind, not
kuowin' whether be had one with bim or nor,
and knowin’ that salt water spots black satin
awfully; for he had on a new vest.

I myself didn’t shed any tears, as I said
heretofore, And what kep' me calmer was,
I knew— . knew from the bottom of my heart
—that she went too fur; she wasn’t mejum
enough.

Aud then she went on to draw up illustra-
tions comparin’ married lifoand single—jest
as gaod illustrations as I ever see brung ur,
oaly they every one of 'em had this fault:
whea she got to drawin’ 'em, she drawed 'em
too fur; and though they brought the school-
house down, they didn't convince me,

Onco she compared single life to a lonely
white goose travellin’ alone acrost the coun-
try, "cross lots, lonesome and deepairin’,
travellin’ along over a thorn{ way and
desolate, weighed down by melancholy and
gloomy forebodin’s, and takin’ a occasional
reat by standin’ on one cold foot and puttin’
its weary head under its wing, with one
round eye lookin’ out for dangers that men-
aoced it, and lookin’ also, Porhnps, for a

ssible mate—for the comin’ gander—rest-
wobblin’, oneasy, miserable,
Why, ehe brought the hull school-bouse
down, and got the audience all wrought up
with pity and sympathy; and then she went
on and compared that lonesome voyager to
two wedded ones—a pair of white swans
floatin’ down the waveless calm, bathed in
silvery light—floatin’ down a shinin’ strenm
that was never broken by rough waves,
bathed in a sunshine that was never darkened
by a cloud,
Aud then she went cn te bring up lots of
other things to compare the two states to—
flowery things, and sweet and eloquent. She
compared single life to quantities of things

—atrange, weird, melancholy things—and

ourious, but powerful. Why, they was so

powerful that every one of 'em brought the
school-house down.

And then she compared married life to two
apple-blossoms, hangin’ together on one
loufy bough, in the perfumed May air, floatin’
back and forth under the peaceful benediction
of summer skies. And she compared it to
two white lambs gambolin’ on the hillside—
to two strains of music meltin’ into one
dulcet harmony, perfect divine harmony,

-with no discordant notes.

Josiah hunched me; he wanted me to or

there, at that place, but I wouldn’t, He did;

he cried like a infant babe, and I looked close

and searchin’ to see if my haudkerchief
eovered up all his vest. He didn’t seem to

take no notice of his clothes at all, he was a-

weepin'so. Why, the hull school-house wept

——wept like a babe.

But I didn't. I see it was a eloquont and
powerfal effort; I see it was beautifal as
anything could be; but it lacked that one
thing I have mentioned prior and before
this time—it lacked mejumness.

I knew they was all powerful and besuti-

fal illustrations. I could not deny it, and 1

didn't want to deny it. But I knew in my

heart that the lonely white goose that she
bad talked so eloquent about—I knew that
though its path might be tejus the
most of the time, yet occasionally it stepped
upon velvet grass and blossomin’ daisios; and
though the happy swans floated considerable

|

thunder storms, sudden squalls, and etcetery,
etcetery.

wedded love, though it was the sweetest that
earth afforded—I knew that, and my Josinh
knew it—the very sweetest and happiest
strains that oarthlgo

knew that it was
divinely sad, blended discord snd harmony.

a8 major,
hsrmony
with the pure melody of the immortals, my
Josish and me. But I am eppisodin’, and to
continue and resoom.

fomale after the lectare was over, to
introduced to her, and talk it over. She was
the minister’s wife's eousi
wife told me lhie wuldro . ) .
my opinion on it. I’ she wanted to
u.! op % in of go
day;
that
such things bein’ said about me all round
Jonosville, and as far as Loontown and Shack-
ville. Andso I ¢’
a-holt of my opinion.

hands with her, and kissed her on bath cheeks,
for she was a sweet girl, and 1 liked her looks.

mental, but she had a sweet confidin’ innocent
look to ber, and I give her a good kissin’,
and I mesnt it.

son mustn't be stron
my principles.
ber sweet axcents “how I liked her lecture,
and if 1 could see any faults wn it?” I told her
I liked it fust-rate, but I couldn’t agree with
every word of it.

my head clear off, if looks could behead any-
body. But they can't. And I kep’ right on,
culm and serene, and says 1:

as a rose-bush is full of sweetness in June.
But,” says I, “If T spenk at all, I must tell
the truth; and [ must say that while your
lecture is as sweet and beautiful a effort as I

and eloquence, still I must say that in my
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And says she: ‘I have heerd that you and | b
your husband were jest devoted to each other.’
And I told her that ‘our love for each other
was like two rocky pillows that couldn’t be
moved,’

And she suys : ‘On them very two accounts
she fairly hankered sfter my advice and
criticism.’

She said she hado’t never lived in any
house where there was & man livin’, her
father havin' died several months before she
was born, and she hadn't had the experience
that I had, and she persumed that I could
give her some idees that she badn’t thought

And I knew that the divine harmony of

lips could sing—yet I
v.hp-houvenly sweet and

knew there was minor chords in it as well
I knew we must await love's full
in Heaven, There shall we sing it

And I told her calmly ‘that I persumed I
could.'

It seemed that her father died two months
after marriage, right in the midst of the
honeywoon, before he bad time to drop the
oxtatic sweetness of ooumhif and newly-
married bliss, and come down into the ordin-
ary every-day good and bad demeanors of
men.

And she bad lived always with her mother
and three sentimental maiden aunts, who
had drawed all their knowledge of mankind
from Moore's poems and Solomon's Song. So
her idees of men and married life was s thin
and jest about as well suited to stand the weer
and teer of actual experience with ‘em as &
gauze dress would be to face a Greenland
winter. Aund so after considerable urgin’ on
ber side—for I kinder hung back, and hated
to tackle the job—but not knowin’ but it was
duty’s call, I finally consented, and it was
arranged this way :

She was to come down to our house some
day, early in the mornin’, and stay all day;
and she was to stand up in front of me, and
rehearse the lecture over to me, and I was to
set and hear it; and when she came toaplace
where I didn’t agree with her, I was to lift
my right hand, and she was to stop rehear-
sin’, and we was to argue with each other
back and forth,

Aud when we got it all arranged, we set
out for home—I calm in my mind, though
dreadin’ the job some,

Bat Josiah Allen was jest crazy over that
lecture—crazy as a loon. He raved about it
all the way home, and he would repeat over
lots of it to me—about how a man’s love was
the firm anchor that held a woman’s happi-

Wal, we was invited to meet the yom;g

and the minister’s

| anxious to get

inion of ome of the first wimmen

r though I am tar from bein’ the one
ht to mention it, I have heerd of

she was anxious to get

Wal, I was introduced to her, and I shook
I could see that she was very, very senti-

When I like & person, I do
ike ’em, and visey versey. :

Bat at the same time, my likin’ for a per-
enough to overthrow

And when she asked me in

Hero Josiah gave me a look enough to take

«It was full ot beautitul idees—as full of 'em

ever see tackled, full of beautiful thoughts

opinion it lacked one thing—it wasn’t mean

enough.” ness steady—how his calm and peaceful
“Mean enough 7" says she. “Idon’t under- influence bOld her mind in a serene calm, a
stand you.” waveless repose—how tender men was of .the

s0 didI. Anditrun slon
before she come.
was in a dreadful bad time—seems a8
couldn’t have come in 8 much worse time.

nine o'clock. ;
spell of weather, onexpected, and Josiah was
a-bringin’ in the stove from the summer-
kitchen, when she come,

out of a world full of men; but his .
such a time are violent, and his demeanor 18
not the demeanor I would like to have showed
off to the
too. Hehad got the stove wedged
eutry way door,
w

ay.
tolghim 80, and he see

could not get into the kitchen himself without
ﬁottin' over the stove; and I, in the cause of

my cider .Eplo sass in the big csuldron
kettle, but I he

a-runpin’ in, I thought I heerd a little rappin’
at the sittin’-room door; butI didn’t notice
it muoh, I was that agitated to see the way | P
the stove and Josiah was set and wedged in.

door-way, perfectly set there, There was
sut all over the floor, and there stood Josiah
Allen on tne wood-house gide, with his coat
off, his shirt all covered with black, and
streaks of black all over his face. And oh!
how wild and almost frenzied his attitude
was a3 he stood there, as if he couldn’t move,
nor be moved, no more than the stove could.
And ob! the violence »f the language he

Josish Allen, and pullit in from this side.’

‘How in thunder he was a-goin to get in?

“Why,” eay I, “mean—mean temperature,
you know; middlin’ness, mejumness, or what-
ever you may call it. You go too fur.”
She said, with a modest look, “that she
guessed she didn’t—she guessed she didn’t go
too fur.”
And Josiah spoke up, cross as a bear, and
says he: “Sho didn’t go an inch too fur; she
didn’t say a word that wasn’t Gospel truth.”
Saye I: “Married life is the bhappiest lite,
in my opinion; that is,when it is huppy. Some

nin't happy. But at the same time, the
happiest of 'em ain't all happiness.”

“It is,” says Josiah, cross and surly; “it is,
m ”

too.

Aud she said, gently, “that she thought I

was mistaken—she thought it was.”
And Josiah joined right in with ber, and
said: “He knew it was, and he would take
his oath to it.”
But I went right on, and says I: “It is,
mebby, in one sense, the most peaceful; that
is,when the affections are firm set and stabled;
it makes 'em more peaceful than when they
are a trapezin’ round and a-wanderin’, But,”
says I, “marriage ain’t all peace.”
Says Josiah: “It is, and I'll swear to it.”
Says I, goin’ right on cool and serene:
“The sunshine of true love gilds the pathway
with the brightest radiance we know any-
thing about, but it ain’t all radiance.”
“Yeos, itis,” says Josiab, firmly. “It is,
every mile of it.”
And she says, tenderly and amiably : “Yes,
ma'um, I think Mr. Allen is right; I think it
is.”
“Wal,” says I, in meanin’ axents—awtul
meanin'—“when you are married, you will
change your opinion, you mark my word.”
And she said, gently but persistently, *‘that
she guessed she shouldn't; she guessed she
was in the right of it.”
Says1: “You think when anybody is mar-
ried they have got beyond all earthly trouble,
and nothin’ but perfect peace and rest re-
mains.”

And she says, gently : “Yes, ma’am.”

“Why,” says I, “I am married, and have
been for above twenty years,and I think I
ought to know sumthin’ about it; and how
can it be called a state of perfect rest, when
some days I have to pass through as many
changes as a comet, and every change a tejus
one? I have to wobble round and be a little
of everything, and change sudden, too.”

“I have to be a cook, a stepmother, a house-
maid, a church-woman, a wet-nurse—lots of
times I have to wade out 1n the wet grass, to
take care of wet chickens and lambs—a tail-
oress, a dairy maid,a literary soarer,a visitor,
a fruit-canner, an adviser,a dressmaker, a
hostess, & milliner, a gardener, a painter, a
surjin, a carpenter, 8 woman, and more than
forty other things. Marriage is & fust.rate
state, and agreeable, a good deal of the timo,
but it ain’t & state of perfect peace and rest,
aud you'll find out it ain’t, if you are ever
married.”

But she said, mildly, “that she thought I
was mistaken—she thought it was.”

“You do ?” says L.

“Yes, ma’am,” says she.

I got up, and says: “Come, Josiah, I guess
we had better be a-goin’.”

I thought it wouldn’t do any good to argue
any more with her. And Josiah started off
Siter the horse; he had hitched it on the barn-

oor.,

She didn’t seem to be willin' to have me
go. Shesaid she would give anything almost
if she could rehearse the hull lecture over to
me, and have me criticise it. She says: ‘I
have heerd so much about you—about what

fair sect—how they watched over 'em, and
held 'em in their hearts.

over heerd of.
good and pious, but I never realized how
dumb pious they was till to-night.’

—not 80 dry axents as I keep by me, but

{nbor.’

holdin’ you back from workin’?’

You are as good,’ says I, firmly, ‘full as good
as the common run of men, and I think a

‘Ob,’ says he, ‘it went beyond anythicg I
I always knew men was

‘She said,’ says I,in considerable dry axents

retty dry—‘she said that no true man woald
et & woman perform any manuel labor.’

‘Wal, they won’t. There ain’t no need ot
our liftin’ your little finger in emanuel

‘Manuel, Josiah.’
‘Wal, I said 85, didn’t I? Ain’t I always

‘Yes,’ says I, ‘you often speak of it, Josiah.,

little better. But there are things that have
to bedone. A married woman that has a
houxe and fumily to see to, and don't keep a
hired girl, can’t get along without some work
and care.’
‘Wal, I say,’ says he, ‘that there ain’t no
need of your havin’' a care—not a single care.
Not as longas I live. Ifit wasn’t for me, you
might have oares, and most probably would,
but not while I live.
I didw’t say nothin’ back, for I don’t want
to hurt his feelin’s, and won’t, not if I can
help it. And he broke out again, anon, or
nearly anon.
‘Oh, what a lecture that was! Did you
notice when she was a-goin’ on about tho
waveless sea of married life ? Did you notice
how it took the school-house down? And I
was almost perfectly mortified to see you
didn’t clap your hands.’
‘Wal,’ suys I, ‘when I clap, I clap on the
side of truth, and I can’t see things as she
does. Ihave been a-sailin’ oun that sea she
depictured for over twenty years, and have
never wauted to leave it for any other waters,
But, as I told her, and tell you' now, it ain’t
always a smooth sea. It has its ups and
downs jest like other human states.’
Says I, soarin’ up a very little ways—not
fur, tor it was too cold, and I was too tired :
‘There ain't but one sea, Josiah Allen, that is
calm forever., And one day we will float
upon it, Josiah Allen, you and me. It is the
sea by which angels walk and look down into
its crystal deptbs and behold their blessed
faces. It is the sea on whose banks the fade-
less lilies blow, and that mirrors the soft
cloudless sky of the happy mornin’. Itisthe
sea of eternal repose, that rude blasts can
never blow up into billows. But our sea, the
sea of married life, is not like that; it is oft—
times billowy and rough.’
‘I say it ain’t,’ suys he, for he was jest car-
ried away with the lecture, and enthused.
‘We have had a happy time together,Josiah

of life always been perfeotly smooth ¥
‘Yes it has—smooth as glass.’
‘Hain’t there never been & cloud in our
sky ?'
‘No, there hain’t—not a dumb cloud.’
Says I, sternly: ‘There has in mine. Your
wicked and profane swearin’ has cast many
and many a cloud over my sky, and I'd try
to curb in my tongue, if I was in your place.’
He didu’t say nothin’ back, only anon, or
rearly at that time, he broke out again, and
says he:
‘Never, never did [ hear or seo eloquence
till to-night. I will have that girl down to
our house to stay a week, if I am a livin’
Josiah Allen,’
‘All right,’ says I, ‘I'd love to have her stay
a week or ten days, and I'll invite her to, when

a happy home you have.’

easy a good deal of the time, yet occasionally
they had their wings rumpled by storms—

‘Yes,' says I, ‘itis as happy as the average
of happy homes, anyway.’

she comes down to rehearse her lecture.’

ad lots of work come on, the next day, and
for over & Wee!

And when she did come it
if she

in the mornin’, not waore than

It was earl
J There had come on & cold

my choice

Josiah Allen i man—heis
osia en is 8 good Ao 4

He was at the worst place,
in the
and couldn’t get it either
He bad soted onFnlnly with it,and I

t whea it was too late,
it fixed in such & way that he

ublie,

Heo had got

uty, thought it right to tell him if he had

heard to me he wouldn’t have been in such & &
fix, Ohl the violonce and frenzy of his
demeanor as he stood there a-hollerin’.

1 was out in the wood-house shed, a-bilin’

erd the katouse, and asI come

There the stove was wedged firm into the

hurled at me acrost the stove.
‘Why, eays I, ‘you must come in here,

And then he hollered at me, and asked:

And then he wanted toknow if 1 wanted
him squashed into jelly by comin’ in by the
side of it—or if I thought he was & crane,
that he could step over it, or a stream of
water, that he could run in under it—or
what did I think ? he hollered wildly.

‘Wal, says I, ‘you hadn’t ought to got it
fixed in that shape. I told you what end to
move first.” Says I: ‘You moved it in side-
ways. It would go in all right if you had
started it the other way.'

‘Oh, yes, it would have been all right. You
love to see me, Samanthy, with a stoye in
my arme, you loveit dearly. I believe you
would be perfectly happy it you could see me
a-luggin’ round stoves every day. But I'll
tell you one thing: if this dumb stove is
moved either way out of this door—ifI ever
get it into a room again, it never shall be
stirred again so much as & hair’s breadth—
not while I've got the breath of life in me.’
Says I: ‘Hush! I hear somebody a-knockin’
at the door.’

‘T won't hush! It is nothing but dumb fool-
ishness a-movin’ round stoves, and if anybody
don’t believe it, let 'em look at me—and let
‘em look at that stove, set right here in the
door as firm as a rock.’

Says I again, in a whisper: ‘Do be still,
and I'll let ’em in. I don’t want 'em to ketch
you a-talkin’ so and a-actin’,

‘Wal, I want ’em to ketch me—that is jest
what I want 'em to do.
say every word I say is Gospel truth—and if
itis & woman, it will make her perfectly
happy to see me a-swelterin’ in the job,
Seven times & year do I have to move this
stove back and forth. And I say it is high
time that I said 8 word. So you can let 'em
in jest as quick as you are a-mind to.’

Says I, whisperin’ and puttin’ my finger
on my lip: ‘Won't you be still?’

‘No, I wou't bo still,’ he yelled out, louder
than ever. ‘And you may go through all
the motions you want to, and you cau’t stop
me. All you have to do is to walk round
and let folks in, happy as & king, nothin’
under the heavens ever made a woman 80
happy as tosee some man a-breakin’ his
neck a-luggin’ round & stove.’

I see he wouldn’t stop, 8o I had to go and
open the door, and there stood the aithor
of ‘Wedlock'’s Peaceful Repose.’ I felt like a
fool, for I knew she had heard every word—
Isee it by her looks. She looked skairt,
and as surprised as if she had seen & ghost.
———g O

SENSUALISK.

18 AFFLICTED.
Michigan Catholie.

ing, The sermon was preached by the Rev,
Father McGinnis, 8, J., late Protessor of Rhetoric
in 8t, Xavier's Oollei'e,

of the pastors of 83, Pe

the pulpit, and after reading the ousto
announcements for the week, in clear, musi
tones, spoke substantially as follows :

resistance.

advancing columns of a mighty army olosin
vpon us from all the points of the compass. The
name of this vast array is tens of thousands.
Againstitare levelled the denunciations contained
in the Epistle and Gospel of the present Sunday,

tically wrought characters of the wor
“‘SENSUALISM.”

. This great concourse of over-whelming numbers

is threatening to overrun the kingdom of God on

Wal, we got home middlin’ tired, and the
subject kinder dropped down. And Josiah

are milder means. Their wea

k ':l.."‘:‘m'l pons are the
8D

the fi o

problem that annoys the majority of them, iy

attainment of the greatest amount
gratification with the least expen?iit:rre

ol
is the indulgence of tem,
sgreeable method of whiling aw,
ence. Their only solicitude is

m eat and what they shall drink, and what they

m
tem of morality are not of Christ ;

it is consolin,
E“"l“um’ormm r‘l:ti::hk

natural
material civilize

P
movre powerful agency

If itis a man, he'll | 8

BOME OF THE EVILS WITH WHICE MODERN SOCIETY

Rev. Cornelius Sullivan, 8. J,, was the celebrant
of the High Mass at the well-known church of the
Jesuit Fathers in Detroit, on last Sunday morn-

Cincinnati, and now one
ter and Paul’s church, and
Professor of Rhetoric in the Detroit Ooflegc.
After the first Gospel, Father McGinnis ascended

" LU .
Allen, for over twenty years; but has our sea v'lhfal' all these things do the heathens seek.”"—~MAT?

Beloved brethren :—It is the sacred duty of the
ministers of the new dispensation to stand as sen-
tinels upon the watch-towers of the City of God,
to keep a constant lookout over the surrounding
prospect, and upon discovering the approach or
presence of the enemy, to sound the tocsin of
And now as we scan the horizon of
the Church militant, our eyes fall upon the
in

It numbers i its ranks hundreds of the so-called
great ones of the earth; and upon its silken ban-
ners you behold, glinting to the sun, the fantas-

earth, and to entice the followers of Christ from
the standard of the Cross to the standard of sen-
sualism, But its members are not bent upon
schemes of violence and bloodshed. Their means

SEPT. 26, 1 g5,

manners, the bhndhhm.‘,}l:“'

e influence of glit
ascinations of luxurious 'e:.‘:,““%ﬂ,?'l’" A
the
8enaugy,
of exep.

the least waste of vital tissue, The 80vereigy

in their way of thinking,
THE END AND AIM OF THEIR BEING,

ral pleasure,—tne Mot

9Y & weary exigt.

about what they

put on,
Far be it from me to wish toincludein the

I ain describing, any of those who now listen to

y words, The apostles of this degrading sy,

and 0, their

People whon'y

!ﬁvﬂu‘. of addressing, l')l‘hnyhal

evelopment of our muoh-uunu:

& s pilarkoton s A o ook e

ambition, do the I?um'om u::?h .
But yet the evil I speak of is ocon

and spreads by the magnetism of exam.

;and you know, dear brethren, there i %)

ve the

THAN THRE FORCE OF BAD EXANPLE,

We are 0 much the slaves of exte;
ance, that it is quite possible for mm.'lu;'ﬁ.m
amongst us to be lured into the toils of senguy]
ism by the attractive cbaracter of its dmitfui

leasurea, Add to this the prevalence of licen.
tious habits, the downward tendency of humag
pature since the fall, the fact that the purest
nature with all the support of grace still gravitates
to sensual indulgence, and you will readily grant
that an oocasional word of warning can never come
.m'll‘l.:. li irit of the different di

e ruling spirit of the different divisions

host of Sybarites we are considering, is ndi:r;ltr;
essentially, one and the same, But it is su-cepﬁ.'
ble in its outward manifestations of a variety of
accidental forms. In onelarge divisiou it betrays
itself in Epicurean tastes and habits, in another
it is & weakness for ostentatious and prodigal dis.
play,in a third it is an insatiable fondness for
amusement and revelry. After the excessive
indulgence of these various delights do the heath.
ens seek.

The first class are solicitous only about what
they shall eat and what they shall drink. They
are eonoer_ned solely about the enjoyment of &
m_ condition of body, and the avoidance of all

y discomfort,
. THEIR MORALITY AND RELIGION

are an inferior reproduction of the old Epicurean
ethics, the swinish philosophy of gross sense,
They will have no gods betore them but their
own animal persons. If there is any moderation
discernable in their conduct, it is & mere precau-
tionary measure against the evil consequences of
over indulgence. cannot look beyond the
domain of self ; there is no sacrifice to be made
for poor suffering, struggling humanity ; they can
see nothing on the horison but their own colossl
shadows in the midst of visions of good cheer.
Their first and last principle is to love their pam-
pered personality with their whole heart and with
their whole soul and with all their mind and with
al} their strength ; and their neighbor on acoount
of themselves.

Beloved brethren, I am not exaggeratiog. The
gﬂnelplo of self-love which I have enunciated is

eclared by one of the great masters of the mod-
ern transcendental philosophy to be the very fint
principle of the science ot morality. And his
theory is carried out to the letter

IN THE LIVES AND PRACTICE OF THOUSANDS
with whom circumstances bring us in contactand
communication. The doctrine of Epicurean
sensuality is openly eulogized by voluptuous
demagogues in our public lecture halls and assem:
bly rooms, It crops out here and there in those
popular literary productions of non-Catholic
authorship, that sometimes go by the nameof
sermons. It colors the works of the writer of
domestic novels, who nevor tires of giving us gor-
eous descriptions of banquetings and revelling
on a scale of magnificence and extravagance such
as would empty the coffers of Cramsus. You
the sccounts our novelist gives of repastsand
symposia of more than Oriental luxury, and you
imagine perhaps, that you have beheld all thst
is iouihle of earthly splendor, Not so, A little
sickly sentimentality in the shape of dialogue or
soliloquy follows, and then you are introduced %
scenes of far greater gastronomic elegance.
*“Esch followfiig da;

y
Beoomes the next day’s master, till the 1ast
Makes former wondgl e

he

Meanwhile as we gaze upon all this besotti
profusion, we are forced to admit that, after
the picture is not 80 much overdrawn, and we r-
collect the woads of the Psalmist : “Man, when be
was in honor, did not understand ; he hath been
compared to senseless beasts, and made like t
them.”

The second form of sensualism is that of those
who are solicitous only about what they shall put
on, To them life is worth living only in s0 far s
it farnishes an oocasion for display. There is 00
higher beatitude than finery of dress and gaynes
of apr Asa quence, the sole lm )
the almost constant employment of this »
class is to make themselves up to the best advan*
tage, Lavish outlay, precious time, and eves
bodily conveniences are forgotten in the pursuit
of this all-engrossing ambition.  All the conceis
of fancy, all the resources of art, all the shxde
and tints of color, all the graces of figure, &%
gronod into the service of nal adornment.

here is money enough sacriticed on pagan show
to relieve half the misery of mankind, Men ad
women throw away fortunes on the tawdry trap
pings of vanity, while their fellow-creatures aroun!
them are wasting away for bread,  Thereis
for wholesome refiection in the common spectsd
of garish abundance and windowed raggedness
jostling each other on the orowded thoroughfareh

have nothing but praise for the reasonable ele-
o6 of good taste, and nothing but censure Or
e absurdity of the human phessants ‘
WH(SE BOBROWED PLUMAGE MAKES THE VERY
ANGELS WEEP, "
There has always been plenty of these farcioal
characters on the world’s stage, but never were
there more than there are to-day, There lls:
larger supply of the article now than when
Paul wrote to the Galatians and St, John Ch%:"_'
tom denounced the frivolities of luxurious L% ih
stantinople. “The world is still deceived 'tlho
ornament ;" beauty is still “purchased by -
weight,” The votaries of tinsel deoonhont b
counted by the thousands; but they are not o ,
spirit of Christ ; for after such things do the

ens seek, Jes of

There is still another division of the apost on
sensuslism, They are solicitous only about only
they should amuse themselves,  They live B
to wreathe the fleeting hours with pleasur®. '
motto is, “Let us drink, and make merr{i,b‘“ i
to-morrow we die 1" To relieve the tediua ¢
useless existence, to stave off the threate rt
1nroads of serious thought, and smooth 8%y 1.
wrinkles of care, are the only principles \n 3o
philosophy. They leave no stone unturne: e

p at every straw of a means to save L'I‘hel
selves the necessity of life’s sterner d‘m"'.h‘rl of
live, or desire to live, in an incessant "%
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frolic and gaiety. The playand the gs
uuuhhogl:nduu tour and the
carouse are the only laudable obje
of interestor ambition,

And here again we find time .
money and taxed to their utm
o8 fty to satisfy the demands of a i
bid craving for pleasure, And wha
the frequent, if not ordinary, result of
p!ensum-leeker’n insensate care
7ime flies without any yield of use
ness to individual or society, fortu
are squandered, health is undermin
homes are ruined, obaracter is lost.
ever, hope is no more,
brooding over the wreck of early prom
How often are we reminded of the I
phet's lamentation :—%How is the g
become dim, the finest color is chang
They that were fed delicately have
in the streets ; they that were brou
up in scarlet have embraced the dus
Bretbren, the cardinal error of th
various classes of sensualists is & 1
understanding of the end and mean
of life, According to their theory .
practice, man’s ultimate end is the
enjoyment of the passing mome
Their defective vision reaches not

d the shadows of the tomb. T
m to recognize the fact that this fl
ing life is but a term of preparation
the interminable life that is to be; t
this world whereon we are and live
little while, is but the stairway and
vestibule of the house of our eternit;
gHEY HEAR NOT OR HEED NOT THE V(

OF RIGHT REASON

proclaiming that to center our affecti
on the present is to unfit ourselves for
future ; that to bhanker after short-li
carnal consolation is to render ourse
unworthy of the lupernll reward
virtuous endeavor, They realize
that the present time is in
ded to be a period of work,
not a season of mere play
pleasure, Burning with that desire
bappiness which is common and nat
to all human kind, they go to slake t
thirst ata poisoned fountain, They v
ly imagine that they may come by I
iness in the gratifications of flesh

lood, only to find in the end that
happiness is of a finer texture than
coarte indulgence of the senses. 'T
seek for ;t. in ]t.he parade of exte

mp, only to learn that happines
ggt clad in the flashy hnbilgmentl
vanity, They deem they may sei:
amid sounds of midnight revelry o
the glase of splendid society, onl;
see that happiness shuns the di
rout and riot and giddy gayety. 'I
will drown all care in the flowing b
but they will discover when too
that there is gall and poison in
cup ; that while the fruit of sin ma)
fair to look upon, it is bitter and
wholesome at the core; that ther
nothing sweet but heaven ; that “vi
me is happiness below ;" that

e

and sorrow

CAN SATISFY THE CRAVINGS OF TH
HUMAN HEART.

They learn perchance—and God g
it be not too late—that there is n
genuine happiness in one hour spen
the foot of the altar, more solid cont
ment in the contrite soul that rises f
confession with God’s benediction v
it, than struts in marble halls, or1
on monarch’s pillow,

My dear brethren, let us try to 1
this lesson well ; that the real valu
life consists in the opportunities it
fords for the achievement of good
the attainment thereby of the bles
ness ot a glorious Lereafter. Man’s
diguityis bound up, not with the pu
of sensual instinct, but with the pr
cution of the sublime aspirations of
soul. And if, dear brethren, you f
fully pursue after this one thing ne
sary—if you are true to the nobilit;
your nature—then you are more
mere men, verily “ye are gods.” I
are solicitous first and chiefly a
God’s grace and love, all things else
be added unto you. But by this
shall we know of what spirit we
“They who are Christ’s have cruc
their flesh with the vices and conc
cences.”

Girls, Learn to Cook.

Yes, yes, learn how to cook, girls
learn how to cook well. What righ
a girl to marry and go into a house c
own unless she knows how to superir
every branch of housekeeping, and
cannot properly superintend unless
has some practical knowledge hersel
is sometimes asked, eneeringly, *
kind of a man is he who would ma
cook 7"—The fact is that men do not |
enongh of this ; indeed, most men t
without thinking whether the wom
his cholce is capable of cookinz b
meal, and it is & pity he is s0 shortsig
as his health, his cheerfulness, and, in
his success in life, depend in a very
degree on the kind of food he -eat:
fact, the whole household is influsuc
the diet, Feed them on fried cakes,
meats, hot bread and other indige
viands, day after day, and they will
medicines to make them well.

. Let all girls have a share in housel
ing at home before they marry ; let
superintend some department by |
It need not ooccupy balf the time
that the house has been properly &
dusted, and put in order, to prepare
dings and make dishes, that many }

es spend in reading novels which
vate both mind and body and unfit
for every day life. Women do not
genaral ml:l get pale faces doinq ]
work. Their sedentary habits, in
heated rooms, combined with ill ¢
food, are to blame for bad health.
mothers used to pride themselves on
housekeeping and fine needlework.
the present generation add to its
real |oeom}> shments the art of
Ppreparing food for the human bo

. — e ———

_ A Man of Nerve.

We all admire & man of nerve, T
cool-headed and equal to any emer
but nervous debility is the pre
weakness of mols)soople. Burdock
Bitters is & good nervine and ¢
tonic, which regulates and strength
whole system, imparting bodil)
mental vigor,

Scott’s Emulsion of Pure Cod
Oil with Hypophosphites, for Pul
Troubles, J, T. McKFall, M. D,, An
8.C,, saya: “I comsider Scott’s Ep
one of the best arations in the:
for Pulmonary Troubles,



