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Away.
BY JLMES WHITCOMB BILEY,

1 canpot sry, and I will not say
‘hat he is ayo'm—no 18 just away.

‘With a cherry smile and & wave of the hand

He has wondered into un unknown land,

us dreaming how very fair
ﬁ".’.’.l?u" must be, nn'u he licgers there.

- on, who the wildest yearn
ﬂ;’ ti‘;noh?- me step and the glad retarn—

f him faring on, as dear
Tn“zﬂ'.‘ fovc of Thore as the love of Here H

d gentle, as he was hrave—
%‘l‘g:u\n-' swectent Jove of his life he gave

mple things. Where the violeis grew
mr.: u'nu u-‘thoy are likened to,

The fouchen of his hand have strayed
As reverently as his 1ips have prayed ;

When the little brown thrush that harshly
Wu‘:uur to him as the mocking bird ;

d he pitied as much as man in pain
:nwnl.h ng honey bee wet witn raln.—

f bim still as the same, I say;
glo"lllk noot dead—he i5 just away. '

INTERESTING MISCELLANY.

WHAT TO TEACH OUR DAUGHTERS.

A mother writes to me: “ Woat shall
I teach my daughtersi” This one im-
portant and tremendous fact, my sister
—That there is no happiness in this
world for an idle woman, It may
be with hand, it may be with
brain, it may be with foot; but
work she must, or be wretched forever,
Tae little girls of our family must be
started with that idea. Tne curse of our
American society is that our young
women are taught that the first, second,
third, fourtb, fifth, sixth, seventh, tentb,
fiftieth, thounndlil thing in their life is
1o get somebody to take care of them

buman life ; and Catholics in general feel
themselves to bave drawn not only thelr
religlon from the Cburch, but they feel
themselves to bave drawn, from hez, too,
thelr art and poetry and culture,

“If there is a thing specislly allen to
religlon, it Is diviefons ; If there Is & thing
specially native to religlon it is peace sud
unfon. Hence the originel attraction to
wards unity In Rome, and hence the great
charns and power for men's minds of that
unity when once attalned,

“I persist in thinking that Catholiclsm
bas, from this euperlority, a great future
before it ; that it will endure while all
the Protestant sects dissnlve and perish.’
From Various Essays of Matthew Arnold,

“In spite of all the ehocks which the
feelings of a good Cathollc have, in this
Protestant country, inevitably to under

o, In spite of the contemptuous iusensl.

lity to the grandeur of Rome, which he
finds so general and so hard to bear, how
much has he to console him, how mapy
acts of homage to the greatness of hi
religion may he see If he has bis eyes
open! I will tell him of one of them,
Lot him go ia London to that delightful
spot, that happy lsland in Bloomsbury,
tEo reading-room of the British Museum,
I am almost afrald to say what he will
ficd there, for fear Mr. Spurgeon, like a
second Caliph Omar, should give the
library to the flames, He will find an
immense Catholic work, the collection of
of the Abbe Migne, lording, 1t over that
whole rellgion, reduclng to insignifizance
the feeblo Protestant forces which hang
upon ite ekirts, Majestic in its blee acd
gold unity, this fills shelf after shelf, and
compartment after compartineat, ite right
mounting up iato heaven among the
white follcs of the Acta Sanctorum, 1t left
lunglog down into hell, smong the yel-
ow octaves of the ‘ Law Digest,” Every.
thing Is there—rellglon, philosophy, history,

Iostead of that the first ] hould
be how, under God, they msy take care
of themselves, The simple fact is that
& msjority of themselves, and that, too,
after having, through the false notions ot
their parents, wasted the years in which
they cught to have learned how success
fully to maintain themselves, It is ic-
bumen snd cruel for any father or
mother who pass their daughters into
womanhood having given them no facil
ity for earning their livelihood. Madame
de Stael said : * It is not these writings
that I am proud of, but the fact that I
bave facility in ten ocoupations, in any
one of which I could make a livelihood.”
We should teach our daughters that
work of any kind, when necessary, is a
credit and honor to them. It is a shatae
for a young woman, belonging to a large
family, to be inefficient when the father
and mother toil their lives away for her
support, Itis a shame for a daughter
to be idle while her mother toils at the
wash- tub, It is as honorable to sweep
house, make beds, or trim hats, as it 18
to tmist a watch-chain or embroider a
slipper.—Ladies’ Home Journal,

IGNORANT OF OATHOLIC DOOTRINES,

Speaking of the ignorance of Catholic
dootrine on the part of usually well.
informed Protestants, Father Dowling,
S, J., says:

i ’i‘hey are well instructed in all other
matters but religion. In politics they
would be ashamed of such ignorance as
they display about our faith, they would
blush if they had to contess that they
were unacquainted with the historical
fact, and yet the Oatholic Church is cer-
tainly an historical fact, and aun ethical
factor worthy of consideration as fully as
the civilization of the Aztees or the char-
acter of the Mound-builders, as esoteric
Buddhism or the doctrines ot Confucius,

“ Whea any unusual Oatholic event
occurs, such as a synod or councll, or a
dedication or confirmation service, they
will enquire the eignificance of these
things. An lntelligent explanation from
a Catholic might be the eeed of falth for
them, and yet how few Oathollcs go out
of their way to speak that opportune
word.

% I it not a shame that Catholles, other
wise well informed In matters of business,
politice, history, literature, soclal forme,
take so little trouble to prepare them.
selves for giving an account of the faith
that {s in them ? How many would ba
able to give a satlafactory account of the
fufallibility of the Pope, the meaning of
the temporal power, the Immacalate Con.
ceptlon or the difforence between the
Cathollc and the Presbyterlan doctrine of
justification 7 They possess the fa!th and
are satlefied to keep It to themselves,
This 1s not surprisiog when excellent
books of fpatruction are not even known
by many. l'here is a beautifully gotten
up bovk lying on the centre table, A
Oatholle vieitor takee it in her haad en-
thuslastically, with the exclamation,
*What book s this? ‘That s Oar
Chrletlan Herltage, by Csrdinal Gibbons.’
She flings it down again, ‘ Ob, pshaw! 1
though it was Bellamy’s Looking Back
ward or Howell’s A Hazard of Naw
Fortunes' She throws it aslde to take
up the dally paper. What does she turn
to? It le the latest scandal, the latest
brilllant attack on Chrletlanity. She
takes in the poison and lberalizes her
mind and undermines her faith, but never
an antidote, What wonder that Catho.
llee’ fuflaence 1a eo little and their efforts
to communicate the truth so unsatisfac-
tory, when zeal ls wanting, when some
show such a palnful aoxiety to be as
neatly like Protestants as possible, so that
those Intimately mcqualnted with them
for many years do not know that they are
Oatholics. They forget thelr misslonary
character, that they are to be leaven
which s to ferment the entire mas,
They minimiza, they surrender, they
make concessions, they glve way to human
respect and they are ashamed ; and
ashamed of what? Of the noblest history
that was ever written, of the grandest
tradition that was ever handed down, of
the most magnificent linesge, golng back
to the time of the Apostles and the mar.
tyrs, of a Church fruitful in grand and

glorlous deeds,”

MATTHEW ARNOLD ON CATHOLICITY.

“This {s why the men of imagination,
pay, and the philosopher, too, will always
have a weaknees for the Cathollc Church ;
because of the rich treasures of human
life which have been stored within her

le,
l”"'Wm:' has seen the poor in other
churches as ““Yl are seen in Catholic
churches ; Oatholiclsm, bseides, envelopes

biography, arts, sclences, biblicgraphy,
gomsip, The work embraces the whole
range of human Interests ; like one of the
great middle age cathedrals, it {s in itself
astudy for a lite.—Passages from Prose Writ
ings of Matthew Arnold,

—
DEATH IN A TREE TOP,

A BAD TRAGEDY THAT HAPPENED IN THE
REDWQOD FORESTS OF MENDOCINO,

W. 8. Mills and Henry E:kbart, of
Colura county, who recently returned
from & camping hunt smong the coast
mountains of Mendoclno, tell of a re-
marksble fiad nmon, the great redwood
forta of that part of the State, a story
which, for thrilllng, welrd, woodland
tragedy, excels,

0 the north-western part of the county,
late one afteroon, just before sunset,
while the hunters were making their way
to camp, they noticed that the rays of the
sun in the tree tops of a dense grove fell
on aad lighted up a white objact high up
among the branches of a large madrona
tree,

Approaching the foot of the tree for the
purpose of getting & nearer view of the
white obj:ct, they were astonished to fiad,
lying on the ground at the foot of the tree,
the remains of an old Kntucky rifls
barrel, with part of a mucn-decayed stock
still clinging to it.

The barrel and lock were cavered with
rust, indicating 1t had lain for years in its
position. While they were examlaing the
anclent gun, and looking for farther evi-
dence around the fiot ot the tree, the sun
had eo far declined as to throw the white
object In the branches In & deep shade,
meking it impossible to make out what it
was,
A3 It was somewhat d'flizult to climb
the tzee, they concluded to return in the
moruing aud make further investigation,
Markiog it by placlog poles and fallea
limbs agalnet the trank, they returaed to
camp.
Next morning they returned to the
tree, and in the bright moralog light had
no Alﬂicnlty In making out the white ob-
ject to be the skeleton of & human belng.
Mills climbed the tree and found the
skelton to be that of quite a large man,
resting across two large limbs, and ti-d
near the thigh bones to the eame,
There was not a particle of flash on the
bones, and but few dangliog raga, Near
the skeleton, and lylog acroes one of the
limbs, was the frayed remains of an old
coat.
Throwlog the coat to the ground Mills
deacended, 1t baving been decided to leave
the bones where they lay in the tree,
rather than throw them to the ground to
be ecatterad by wild animals.
There was nothing to indicate how the
man had met hls death, or why his gun
shou'd be on the ground and his skeleton
in the tree,
They covjectured that the hunter might
have been chased by a bear aud had
climbed the tree, and had accldentally
dropped his guo, which, striking the
ground, had exploded and wounded the
man mortally ; that era he dled he had
tled himeelf to the Jimbs of the tree to
Envent the animals from destroying his
ody., This, they thought, would
account for the broken stock of the gun,
A search was then made in the remalns
of the old coat, which was molded and
matted together in a masr,
Aun old moldy notebock was found.
In the book was pencll writing, which
leaves were moldy and much Injured by
long exposure to the weather, Oa the
first page there was part of a name end-
log with the letters —— !ngton ; all the
balance of the name was obliterated by
mold and stain,
There was writing on the next two or
three pages, but it could not be deciphered.
The next few pages were comparatively
clean and the writing perfectly legible,
It was a record of his last daysin the tree,
and read :
“He {s gone agalp, but she sits at the
foot of the tree. . . , How long will
this last? KFor three days I bave been
kept up In this tree and 1 am dyirg with
huoger and thirst. One of the bears
alwaye remains while the other goes away
forhours. . ., . Willthey never leave
the tree ? Sball I die here, and then fall
to be eaten by them? , ., ., IfI oml
had my rifls sgaln or a drink of water.
have eaten nothing but the leaves of the
tree, and they areso bitter. . . , The
sun {s nearly down and the male bear has
returned. They will both remain all
night, ., . , It’s morning agaln. I
though I was eating in the slight dreams
last night, No; I am dylog of hunger
and thirst. I am growlog weaker. . ,

got out of the tree lsst might, but
the bears growled and I came t my
senses, ., . ., Thebearsareunde the
tree, The ground is covered with them,
There are hundreds of them, ] have
been eating leaves and do not feel
bungry now. I think I'll get oat of this
yet if those bears will go away, ., . .
The sun is going down again, ] won't
write any more.”

The following was probably wrtten
the same day, or it might have been
written the following day ; he writes his
last few lines, and they are incoherent :

“1 had hard work to get the book out
of my coat. I have tied coat over mb ;
tied my legs to limb with suspenders,

+ + + Wwon't write any more soon, 88
it will be two weeks to-morrow—

“ Tilly—Ilast night, Tilly—was hero—
She nere all time now—as I will be too
weak in the morning—Ilsst night she—
Tilly—so are the bears, So many—find
me—find me—only—to think—where
are they—I will put—put—put the book
in pocket god night ill not be gone—
love—Tilly—""

Here ended the writing, of which the
above is a correct copy. There were no
dates to the pages, and nothing to in.
dicate that the writing might not have
been done all on the same day and at
the same time,

The writer retained the writing for
some weeks before he gave it for publi-
cation, seriously doubting its autheatic-
ity.—8an Francisco Examiner

OUR BOYS AND GIRLS.
THE LAST PAINTING.

There dwelt once in a stately cmtle &
beautiful, dark.eyed boy, the last of &
noble race, and a fair, golden. haired lady,
his mother. Far and near was this lady
known for her gentle goodness, her sweet
charity, and hardly a peaiant beat his
knee st eveuing beneath the shadow of
the great castle but asked God's blesing
on her head, Many years before, when
the boy was but a little todd!ing thing,
the grim call of war had taken from her
the lord of the castle—her husband, She
uttered no complalnt, sha made no moan,
when in the great wide doors he stooped
and with white lips kissed her aund the
boy, then sprang uponm hls horse acd
dashed away, not darlog to look back at
the plcture of silent anguish the great
doors framed, And the young wi'e took
up her burden of suspense, dread, and
weary walting, and bore it with gentle
patlence, though the rose faded from her
cheek and her blue eyes grew sad and
wistful. Then one day the walting came
to an end, when, through the gates of the
castle, they bore its dead lord wrapped in
a blood-stalned flag, under whose standard
he bad bravely fought and fell, And the
young wife knelt beslde the cold, dead
form and gnyed heaven to glve her
strength to bear her trial ; and, as though
in answer to that prayer, a lMttle child
atole to her side and slipped its baby hand
In hers, and that touch brought something
of peace even there beside the newly dead,
and, clasping the small form closely to her,
she murmured another prayer : ¢ Uy, God,
take my little one in Thy care ; never let
bim stray from Taee ; keep him ever pure
and true to the falth of his fathers,”

The years went on, and the young lord
of the castle grew from childhood to boy-
hood, environed by a mother’s tender
love, guarded by & mother's prayers,
taught all that is purest and best from a
mothet’s gentle lips. He was beautiful,
with the dark beauty of his father’s race ;
he was proud, impetuous, darlog ; but he
wae innocent and pure of heart. Harly in
him the fire of genius bzgan to glow, aud,
ritting at his mother’s feet, his dark curly
head resting against her shoulder, he
would tell her of the ambltious dreams
which filled bis young miund ; of how some
day, in the years to comse, he would be a
great artisi, whose fame would ring
taroughout the world and whose pictares
would live forever. And the mother, as
she llstened and watched the flashed
cheek and sparkling eyes, would some.
ttmes sigh and answer thus: ¢ Dear,
always remember thit the truest great
ness {s first to be noble and pure of heart ;
aad no matter how we may appear before
the world, how great, how high, it will
avall us nothing if we are not pleasing in
the sight of heaven.” And the boy
llatened patiently and reverently, some
times bendlng his proud, young head to

iss the white, jewelled hand lald so
teuderly on his arm, Then came a time
when & first great sorrow darkened
bhls young life and grief and
gloom hung over the cartle, for
its sweet and gentle lady lay ill unto
death, Just before death came she lald
her hand on the dark, bowed head of the
boy, as he knelt in speechless woe beside
her, and sald to him : * My child, live
so that we may be reunited in heaven,
where there 1s no more parting ; do not
forget what 1 have tried to teach you—
to be noble and pure aad good, and always
remember I am walting for you there,”

The years had passed, the boy had be-
come & man, and the ambitious dreams of
hie boyhood bal all come to pass: no
greater artlet ever lived ; his pictares were
the wonder of the age; hls name rang
throughout the land. Buthad he remem
bered, through all the flattery and hom.
age of the world, the teachings of that
dead mother? Alae, no ; it was an age of
unballef, and in the whirlpaol of skepti.
clem regiog round him his faith was en.
gulfed. Hoe still cherlshed tenderly and
reverently the memory of that loved
mother, but he belleved no longer in the
Goad she had taught him to love in his in-
rocent boyhood, nor in the heaven where
she had sald she would walt for him. Oae
day, when a great church was belng
bullt, they came and acked him to paiat a
plcture to bhaog there. But when they
told him the picture they wanted was &
thorn-crowned head of Jesus Chrlst, he
very reluctantly promieed to paint it ;
for all his great pictures had been painted
under that Inlpfntlon which lights the
road to genlus, and he felt no {nspiration
would come to him where he had no be-
lef. It was some days before he could
bring himselt to begin, but at length he
stood before the easel on which was the
bare canvas, brush in hand, and, listlessly,
with a frown on his brow, began to palnt.
It was early morning ; the soft summer
alr came through the wide open windows
and gently lifted the raven halr from his
coatracted brows ; it was the fresh, quict

I bave wept till there ave no more

tears,. I found myself trylog to

hour when inspiration had always come to
his woolng. And in & Iittle while his
band begen to move more rapidly, his

:{u lighted from am inward fire, bis dark
eek flushed hotly, his breath came quick
and fast, The bours pased by, but he
otlll labored on; no food had that day

aesed his lips, but he was unconscious of

unger, A strange, enrapt feeling held
bim, a stranger power seemed to guide
bis band, and the picture grew with mar.
vellous rapldity upon the canves. The
long summer day drew to its close, the
artist's face grew whiter and whiter, the
sweat of exhaustion stood thick upon his
brow. Then, as twilight crept into the
room, and its dusky shadows bid the long
day’s strange work, his haod fell heavily
to bis slde; with & cigh of complete ex-
baustion he sank npon the soft rug at the
foot of the easel and sank Into profound
slumber. For hours he slept ; darkness
fell, then the moon rose higher until its
light poured through the window upon
the picture on the easel. And as it stood,
bathed fn esilvery light, the artist awoke
with & great start acd locked upon ft,
Had he gone msd, or was he dreaming,
for surely bis brain never concelved nor
bis band executed that picture. A face
infinitely pathetically beautifn), with
grest, mournful, patient eyes, in which lay
8 worll of sadnesy and mute reproach,
The soft, brocz.tinted hair was pushed
back from the brows, and about them was
pressed s crown of sharp thorns, while
the blood trickled slowly over the
marble pallor of cheek and brow, Tae
artist rose slowly, with fascinated gaze
still bent upon the picture, The beau-
tiful, pathetic eyes seemed to bs looking
their ead reproach right into his very
soul, and his heart began to beat with a
strange pain. Again he was a little
child sitting at the feet of that sweet,
dead mother listening to the sad story
of how Jesus suffered and died, Bah'!
he was only a credulous child then, and
now he is a man able to reason and to
think ; and how beautiful and how sad
that facs, how patient, how reproachful
the mournful eyes ; and those sharp and
cruel thorns—what pitiless hand had
pressed them into the delicate flash 1
Sin bad fashioned them and unbelief
pressed them there, Bah! what
thoughts were thosé? Had this face,
which had grown so strangely under his
band, made a weak fool of him? Ha
will blot it and his we akness out forever,
He caught up a brush and raised his
hand to dash it across the face, but his
band fell again heavily to his s:de, No,
no, he could not while those eyes looked
up into his. Ah? beautiful, sad eyes,
dark with the shadow of the cross,
beneath the crown of cruel, mock-.
ing thorne, you have melted the fce about
one heart. With a great sob, down on
his knees the artist sank, and the tears fell
heavily on bis hands as he ralsed them,
clasped, to the pictured face. * Jesar,”
bhe murmured, “Thou hsst eonquered ;
forgive, have mercy.” There the words
dted on his lips; be sank back acd
lay still and motlonless beneath the
pictured head.

And thus they found him {a the morn
ing, and thought at first he slept, for
there was a smile on thelips and a strange
peace on the face; but when they tried
to rouse him they found that he was
dead.

There hangs in & certaln great church a
plcture whoee fame has spread all over
tize world—a thorn crowned head of Jesus
Christ palnted a3 no band ever has, or
ever will agaln, paint {8, From the
shadow of the altar the beautiful, sad eyes
look dowa upon kneellng thousands
The name of him who palated it will live
forever; and though long years have
passed since they found bim dead beneath
the plcture, totterlng old men and women
still tell why it is called “ The Last Paint-
log.”"—Emina Howard Wight in Baltimore
Murror,

A LITTLE WHITE HEARSE,

From the Detroit Free Press.

The funeral processlon comes slowly
along the street. Drawn by two milk
whiie ponies, the little white plumes
moves on, Upon its snowy, sllken cur-
ta'ng, barled beneath great masses of
lMlics, aud pale rose-buds, rests a tiny
white coffia. All is white: as purely
white a3 the 1lttle soul that has flitted for-
ever away from the waxen baby form
lying within the coffin,

At the street corner stands a crowd of
nolsy boys, tosslog the ball back and
forth among them., The crush of the
paselug wheels falls upon thelr ears, and
looking up, the ball {s dropped, the loud
shouts bushed, as each boy doffs his cap
aud stands o mute reverence while the
little white hearse passes by,

A street car comes rumbling along the
track, the bell upon the horse’s mneck
Jjanglicg acd clanging upon the ale, The
driver sees before him the little hearse
with its flower.stzewa burden and feels his
strong heart throb beneath his rough
jacket, The brakes are down, the beil
bangs silent upon the horse’s neck, while
the driver with bowed head, thinks of his
baby boy, whose ruddy lips he kissed to-
day at parting, and thanks God tbat no
flower-decked coffia 1id hldes away his
laughing face, Tne passengers look out
and the womea whisper with a eigh:
““Soms mother’s eyes have looked the
last upon her baby,”

Amid the grime and duat of the street,
a long row of laborers delve with bent
forms in the earth beneath. The roll of
wheels is heard, the weary bodies are
Jifted in vague curlosity, and esch toil-
hardened face softens as the little white
bearae goes by on Its way to the grave,

S0 on by merry gitls who check their
gay laughter, by stern browed men, who
forget for a moment the mighty problems
of money and trade and smbiiion, and
glve a flaeting thought to that world
where the baby has gone, and where this
remorseless struggle for wealth and faae
any power will count for naught; on,
on through the ranks of the weary and
toll-laden, who gsz3 and sigh for the rest
the baby has fouud, the little white h

CATHOLIC PRESS,

—
Catholic Review,

The Toronto Ozangeman who emigrated
from Canada to the United States to edit
the journal called America, is deeply con-
cerned sbout bis fellow foreigners who
bave not ss vet endeavored to put a fence
sround the Unfted States and clsim it as
thelr own. According to his statements
about eighty Hune have immigrated to
this country since 1880, “ who are indeed
the lowest ¢lsment under the sceptre of
Francis Joseph, a clase who can only be
controlled by the club.” If they are any
worse than the Toronto Orangemen they
must ba indeed a pitable set, but we
should not like to lmst thelr cbaracter
as portrayed by the editor of America,
who, ia bis life, has never yet been
able to speak the truth concerning
soything Irish or Catholle,. With him,
it is a conestitutional imposibiiity to
see a thing, connected with Catho.
licity, in its true light. It is unneces-
sary to argue with him, but we would
point out for his benefit, that it was not
the Catholic Church which brousht the
Huns here; in fact, she has never
deported any nationality, They were
brought here by American and Eaglish
capitalists who thought to get a band of
slaves to work in the mines, and instead
found that they had caught Tartars. If
the Huns are good Catholics, as America
says, we would not be afraid to defend
their character as good citizens ; cer.
tainly they have shown themselves men
in refusing to act as slaves of rascally,
civilizad, non Catholic capitalists,

The Freach-Canadians are snother
source of anxlety to thls gentleman,
Thelr recent victory over the O:ange
spirit leads him to belleve that there will
be a bitter struggle between Cathollcs and
Protestants in the Dominion of Canada
and that it will end efther in the dla-
ruption of the confederation or fa the
annexation of Caoada to the United
Statee. The wish in this case is father to
the thougbht. The Orangemen would be
glad to see Canada ruined, if raln would
ba necessary to destroy Cathollclty ; that le,
the Ozangewmen fashioned after the idea of
the cditor of America, Many of them have
still some eense left, But there will be no
trouble in Canada over religlous lssues.
The Equal Rights party has been smashed,
It never had any footing in Oanada until
Mr. Meredith thought to uee it as & help
to secure office. It dldn’t secure him an
extra vote, Oa the contrary, it ruined
bim, and in his fall,down went the Equal
Rights Aesoclation to depths that the
fsmous McGioty never reached. Hence,
dieruption and annexation, however pleas.
ing to the mind of this gentleman, will
not tske place in Canads ; and if in time
the French aucceed in abeorblng the Eag-
lish-speaking element and make them-
selves mnaters of the northern domain, it
will only be a matter of historlc justice,

Pittaburg Catholic.

While a few Eplscopallan clergymean,
here and there, may bs skeptical, and hold
ing doctrines and views fatally at variance
with each other, it 1s gratifylog to us,
Catholics, to observe a growing tendency
among the members of the  high” wing
of the same Charch, to go back more and
movre, t) what wa hope will be the fiaal
sdoption—not the mere imitation—of all
the ceremounies and doctrlnes of the
Mother Church, Aun lustance of th's
occurred 1 the Asconslon day servicas In
Trlolty Caarch, New York, {a which all
the clergy, including the Blshops, wore
white stoles; and the chasuble worn by
the celebrant, the Bishop of Albany, was
“a beautiful white slik vestment,”
embroldered In gold and crimson.

—— D O,

They Speak for Themselves.

Pictow, Feb. 17,—This is to certify that
I have used Polson’s Nerviline for rheu-
matism, and have found it a valuable
remedy for all internal pain, and would
greatly recommend it to the public. —N. T.
Kinasuey,

Leeps Couxty, Jan. 9 —We are not in
the habit of puffiag patent medicines, bat
we cannot withhold our testimony as to
the great value of Nerviline as a remedy
for pain, We have pleasure in recom-
mending i8 as a never-failing remedy.—
Rev. H. J. AuLeN, Besxs. Diurox, and
many others. Sold by druggists.

Party Politics.

When pat’y politics run high bad fee'ing
and bad blood are often caused, but all
parties agree that when bad blood arices
from ordinary causes the only satisfactory
cure is Burdock Blood Bitters, nature's

blocd puiifier. Recommended by the
medical profession.

The Root of Fvil.

Dyspepsia and constipation are the
sources of various diseases, but roet amd
branch may be removed by using Burdock
Blood Bitters according to directions. It
is endorsed by the press, the public and
the profession, and cannot be excelled for
the oure of constipation, dyspepsia and al
diseases arising therefrom.,

Trouble at Melita,

Mrs. W, H. Brown of Melita, Man.,
states that two of her children and two
others belonging to a neighbor, were cured
of the worst form of summer complaint by
one bottle of Dr. Fowler's Extract of Wild
Strawberry, nature’s specific for all sum.
mer complaiats,

Messrs, Mitchell & Piatt, druggists,
London, Ont., write Dec., 1851: We have
sold Dr. Thomas' Eclectric Uil since its
first introduction, and we can safely say,
no medicine on our shelves has had &
larger sale, or gives better satisfaction,

We always feel sufe in recommending it to
our customers,

MITH BROTHERS,

PLUMBERS, GAS & STEAM FITTERS

Plnmbln}?o 5?‘0 B thio oy
Tk done on the 3
od El.:fuu{.y %lnollple;. SV pLOY:
mates furnished on )|
Telepnone No. 538, SERIORECE,

goes, teaching its lessona of love, of pity
and of rest, ;
—— .

FREEMAN'S WoRM PowDERS destroy and
remove worms without injury to adult or
infant,

RecuraTe THE 11vER and Bowels by the
judicious use of National Pills, they are
purely vegetable.

As A HEALING, s0OTHING application for
cuts, wounds, bruises and sores, there is
nothing better than Victoria Carbolic Salve,

MILBURN'S AROMATIC QUININE WINE s
distinctly superior to any other as an

appetising tonic aud fortifier,

“THE FRASER HOUSE,”

PORT STANLEY,

—

HIS FAVORITE SUMMER H

has pot passed out of the hands tgrl%rrf
William Fraser (who has conduoted 1t for 19
years). as has been rumored. He is suill at
the helm, and will be pleased to meet all old
friends and s many new ones as
it convenient to call. The house has been
thoroughly renovated for the reception of
uests. Fine sandy beach, good bathing,
oating, fishing and driving, Beautifu]
scenery, excellent table and the com forts of

& city hotel, Sanitary arr,
All modern convenienoes, 5 °RU berfeol.

W. FRASER, Proprietor.

NATIONAL
0 01:&!! tzno‘ pltroonlg oy the Rev.
Father Labelle,
Established in 1884, under the Act of Quebec,
82 Vict., Chap. 86, for the benefit of the
Diocesan feties of C
of the Province of Quebec.,

CLASS D.
The 37th Monthly Drawing will take place

WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 20, '80

At 2 o’olock p. m,

PRIZES VALUE . . 950,000,
CAPITAL PRIZE:

One Real Estate worth . 808,000,
LIST OF PRIZES.

1 Real Estate worth...... $5,000,00 5.000,00

1 o « 200000 2,000.00

1 -t 1,000.00 1,000.00

4 o . 600 0v  2,100.00

10 Real Estates ... 300,00  8,000.60

80 Furniture Nets. 200.00  8,000.00

60 e 10000 6,000 00

200 Gold Watches 50.00 10,000.00

1000 8{lver Watche 10.00 10,000.00

1000 Tollet He 5.00 5,000.00

PﬂanYonh giiger $50,000.00

TS, - $L.00.

It 18 offered to redesm all prizes in cash,
less & commiasion of 10 p. ¢.

Winners' names not published unless
specially suthorised.

Drawings on the Third Wednesday o3
every month.

A. A. AUDET, Secre 3

Offices: 19 Bt. James Bireey, Montreal, Can

I8 “;'#a
.sﬁ. 1
AL
N

BENNET FURNISHING COMPANY,
LONDON, ONTARIO.

Manufacturers of
CHURCH,
SCHOOL
AND HALL

FURNITURE.

Write for Illus‘rated
Catalogue and prices.

BENNET FUANISHING C6'Y,

London, Ont , Can.

P, J. WATT,

131 DUNDAS ST, & 12 MARKET S0,

GROCER,

IMPORTER : WINES & LIQUORS
Wholesale and Retail,

I have a large assortment of the finest
brands of Champagne, Claret and Sjtearn
Wine, which I am selling at Reduced Prices
for Bummer Trade.

Letter orders recelve special attention.

TELEPHONE 415.

CRAMFS, PAIRS 18 THE STCEEACH

Bowel Complaints, Diarrhoea

—AND ALL—

I SUMMERCOMPLAINTS {{
;4 KEEP A BOTTLE IN

&

s HOUSE.
: R i
SGLER BY ALL DEALE

Unlocks all the elogped avenues of the
Bowels, Kldneg's and Liver, carrying

off gradually without weakening the syse
tem, all the impurities and foul humorg
of the secretions; at the same time Copre
recting Acidity of the Stomach,
curing  Biliousness, Dyspepsia,
Headaches, Dizziness, Heartburn,
Constipation, Dryness of the Skin,
Dropssv. Dimness of Vision, Jaun-
dice, Salt Rheum, Epysi elas, Scro-
fula, Flutterinz of tKe eart, Ner-
yousness, and General Debility ;all
ﬂ'wl?tmt(ll n}?.ny other similar Cnmyﬂuints
ield to the happy influence of BUR

BLOOD BITTERS. e

For Sale by all Dealers,

T. MILBURN & C0.. Prootietors. Toronto:

THE DOMINION

Sav.ugs and Investment Soc’ety
LONDON. ONT.
To Farmars, Mechanics and “thers w
' {shin
19 borrow n b %
Rt .Latn":m €y upon tae security of

Having a large amount of movey o h

we have decided, * for a short ;vinr!n?d."'"::
make loans i a Very 10v rate accordl: g to
the mecurity offered, pPrinelpal pavab w at
the ead of term wita privilegs to borrower
to pay back & poriion of the principal, with
any Instalment of interest, if Y

F. B LEYS, Manager.
OFFICE — Opposite C i 4
Street, L\udnﬁ?()m:r‘rt:.u Hall, Riohmond

McShane Bell Foundry.

est Grade of Be
ghhnel and Peals for Cl!lgl:.nl.
OLLEGES, TowER OLOCKS, eto,
1y warranted ; eatisfaction guare
anteed. Bend for grlee and catalogue,
HY. McSHANE & 00., BALTIMORE,
.U, 8, Mention this paper.

; BUCKEYE BELL FOUNDRY.
11‘. hrP”i:-?»(x\l”w“\“:l Tin for C) rches,
WARRANTED, “‘(":‘.:Axl..zl{.‘:‘.-f‘:.lzo il

VANDUZEN & TIFT, Cincinnati, 0.

MENEELY & COMPANY
WEST TROY, N, Y., BEL P&

Favorabiy known to the pm

1826. Churck, O 1 0
and other b::!llA S o

80, Chimes and i

AUGUST 2, 1890,

_ In Glad Weather.

1 do not know what skies there were,
Nor if the wind was high or low ;
1think I heard the branches stir
A Mitle, when we turned to go;
I think I saw the grasses sway
As if they tried to kiss your feet—
And yet it seems l1ke yesterday,
That day together, sweet !

Ithink it must have been in May ;
1 1bink the sunlight must bave shone ;
1 know a #cent of springtime lay
Acroes the flelds ; we were alone,
We went together, youand I ;
How could 1 look beyond your eyes ?
If you were only standing by
1did not miss the skies !

1 could not tell if evening glowed,

Or noonday heat lay white and still
Beyond the shadows of the road ;

1 only watched your face, untif
I knew it was the gladdest day,

The sweetest day thut summer knew—
The time when we Lwo stole away

And 1 suw only yon!

= Charles B, Going in July Seribner,

FIVE-MINUTE SERMONS
FOR EARLY MASSES,

BY THE PAULIST FATHERS,
reached in their Church of 8t, Paul the
" Apostle, Fifty-ninth street and Ninth
avenue, New York City.

New York Catholic Review.
EIGHTH SUNDAY AFTER PENTECOST,

How much dost thou owe{” (Gospel
of the day, 8t, Luke xvi, 1-9)

We sll love justice, to question our
love of justice would be a gross insult to
us, There is no human soul so morally
dead as not to feel eome sentiment of
justice dwellirg up within it: and the

ublic opinion of mapkind has never
ailed in tbe end to condemn manifest
ijustice, But all this is in the abstract !
When we come 10 examine the matter
in its concrete and pereonal aspecte we
at once find good reason to doubt
whetber the love of justice is £0 sincere
sed univeresl ae it seems, for we find
that in a world which everlastingl:
prates about justice there is a vast deal
of the most cryirg irjustice, and we
begin to fear that the lotty sentiment so
leudly procleimed from pole to pole is
relative rather than absolute, We all
want to bhave justice dcne to ourselves
#s we apprebend it, but are we equally
inclined to do justice to others, accord-
ig to the golden rule? I venture to
sstert that there is rot a single persen
in the congregation who doee not con-
demn the fragrant injustice set forth in
this day’s Goepel ; but how many of us
are there who look within, who apply
the parable to ourselves, condemn the
unjust transactions in our own lives, end
retolve to repair them to the best of our
ability 7 ’

“How much dost thou owe?’ is a
mighty awkwsrd question for eome of
us {0 meet, not that there ere no honest
debtors wheee debts are their misfor-
tunee, not their faults. Many such there
ucdoubtedly are. Dut are there not
hosts of dishcnest debtors whoee debts
sre tke result of their extravagance or
diseipation 7 and who twist and turn and
quibble in every possible way in order to
escape their obligations. Yet these
people, too, take up the cry of juetice,
#nd would feign pass for upright Chris-
tians and honorable men. Now we
might as well face the certain fact once
for all. Noone can be an honest man,
much less a sincere Christian, who does
not make every reasonable cffort to pay
his lawful debte,

The mean or the woman who is in debt
snd who does pot conscientiouly en.
deavor to pay the last farthing is little
lees than a fraud and a bypocrite, acd

shall not enter the kingdom of heaven,
Do you mesn to say that the man who
owes his butcher, or his baker, or his
grocer a bill, and who refuses payment,
when he hes money to epend for drinks
and cigars and excursions acd perhaps
s trip 1o Long Branch or Saratogs, is an
bonest man? Would you consider that
women honest who constantly buys new
dresses and bonnets while she is in debt
for the old ones? What sense of justice
bas the person who borrows five or ten
or filty dollars from a neighbor in a

inch and afterwards neglects to pay it
Eack though requested 10 do £0 again
and again ? ;

But what is one bound to do in order
to pay one’s debta! You are not bound
to strave yourself or your family, but
you are bound to live on the very verge
of poverty, until your Jawiul debts are
paid, The moet rigid retrenchment
must be observed and all superfluities
even the least ehould be cut cft,

“I’J| pay you as soon as I am able,”
tald a fatblonably dressed man stepping
cut of aealoon with an Havana cigsr in
bis mouth, to the undertsker who burled
bis mother three years before on credit.

Yes there are stylleh people who owe fcr

the ccflins that are rotting for years in

Greenwood sxd Calvary, and there are

mean corntemptible men who put fifty

cents or a dollar’s worth of drink in their
stcmachs every day In the week aud they
owe for the winding theets that en-
wrapped thelr dead.

Jﬁrtlca in the abstract Js a grand thirg
to talk about, but common honesty 1s the
real thing to practice. ¢ How much doat
thou owe? and when are yougolng to pay
are the practical gnestions that every
debtor shounld put to his own coneclerce.

Remember that there that there is a

supreme day of reckoning appuinted for

all debtore, tnd if you sppear before that
dread tribunal with the burden of debt
upon your eoul “you ehall be cast Into
ptieon’;” end, In the words of the Lord
Jeeus, “Amen, I eay to you, thou shalt
not go out from thence until thou repay

the last farthing.”

The viciesitudes of climate are trying
to most constitutions, eepecially to
For all

people having impure bloed. For
fuch (and they constitute the majority)
the best eafeguerd is Ayer's Sarsaparille

the use of which cleanses the blood ana

strengthens and invigorates the system
Only A Nister.
« My sister and I each tried a bottle o

cck Blood Bitters with great success
A We recommend | Th

for bilious headache.
it to all as a specific headache.”

Miss CARRIE ScHERER, Baden, Ont,
History of 15 Years,

For fifteen years we have used Dr

Fowler's Extract of Wild Strawberry as &
tamily medicine for summer complaints
and diarrhoea, and we never had anything

to equal it. We highly recommend it.
3 ann? zn8, Corbett, Ont.
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Minardyr Jhiment relieves Neura'gla.
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