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bli iword end digger, and so remained 
totally unarmed ; then turning to hi. 
comrai'ee, be aald :

i. Mind, come what will, let there bo 
(air play I he’« a brave fellow, this 
Fleming I'1

"Are you ready ? " cried Breydel. 
n Itoadyl ” was the answer.
Tne word wae given, and the cum ba

tata advanced upon one another, their 
heads thrown back, their eyes (lulling, 
their brow» knit, their llpa and teeth 
forcibly pressed together ; like two 
furiuus bulls they rushed upon each 
other.

A heavy blow resounded upon either 
fo-eant, as of hammer upon au avil, aod 
b ,th reeled backwards from the shock, 
wfcicb, however, did but inflame their 
rage the more. A short deep growl 
mingled with their heavy breathing, 
and with their arms they seized each 
other round the body as in a vice of 
steel. Kvory limb wae strained to the 
uttermost, every nerve quivered, every 
mnaclw was in play ; their veins swelled, 
their eyes became bloodshot, their 
brown from red grew purple, and from 
purple livid; but neither could win upon 
the other by an inch of ground; one 
would have said their feet were rooted 
vhere they stood.

After some time spent iu tuls desper
ate struggle, the Frenchman suddenly 
o)&de a step backwards, twined bis arms 
round Breydel's neck, and taking a 
Arm purchase forced the Fleming s 
bead forward and downwards so au in 
Dome degree to disturb bis balance ; 
then, following up his advantage with
out the loss of a moment, Leroux made 
y ut another effort with increased energy, 
and Breydel sank on one knee beneath 
the overpowering attack.

“The Lion is on his knees already!” 
cried the French champion, triumph 
antly, dealing at the same time a blow 
cn the bead of the butcher that might 
have felled an ox, and well nigh laid 
him prostrate on the ground. But to 
do this wich effect, he had been obliged 
to release Breydel with one hand, and, 
at the very moment that he was raising 
his flet to repeat the blow, the latter 
extricated himself from the single grasp 
which held him, rose from the ground, 
and retreated some few paces ; then 
rnafHng upon his adversary with the 
speed of lightning, he seized binqrouud 
the body with a hvg like that of a 
forest bpar, eo that every rib cracked 
again. The Frenchman, in his turn, 
wound his limbi ab ut his foe with a 
terrible vigour, strengthened by 
practice and directed by skill, so that, 
the Fleming felt his knees bend beneath 
him, and again they nearly touched 
the ground.

An unwonted sensation stole into 
BicydeVa heart, as though for the first 
time in bin life it had begun to fail him. 
Tfce thought was madness ; but, even 
like madness, it gave him strength ; 
suddenly loosing his hold, and again re 
treating, at the same time lowering 
his head, like a furious bull he rushed 
upon Leroux, and butted him in the 
chest, before the Frenchman could 
foresee, much less provide against this 
new attack. Reeling under tho shock, 
blued burst from bis nose, mouth and 
ears ; while at the same moment, like a 
stone from a catapult, the Fleming’s 
fist descended upon his skull ; with a 
long cry he fell heavily to tho tarth, 
acd all was over.

“ Now you feel the Lion’s claws 1 ” 
cried Brejdel.

The soldiers who had b en witnesses 
of the conflict had indeed encouraged 
the French champion by the:r shouts ; 
but had rigorously abstained from any 
further interfertnee. They now crowd
ed about their dying comrade, and 
raised Lira in their arms ; while Beeydel, 
with slow and deliberate step*, retired 

1 from the ground, and nndo his way 
back to the renm where the quarrel 
had begun. Here he called for another 
Btoupcf beer, which he hastily and 
repeatedly drank to q-tench hi* burn
ing thlrfct.

He had cow been sitting there some 
tine, 'and was beginning to recover 
himself from the fatigue of the combat, 
when the door opened behind him ; and 
before he could turn his head, he was 
prized by four pair of powerful bands, 
and roughly thrown np n tho ground, 
while in a moment after the room was 
2lied by armed soldiers For some 
time he maintained a fruitless struggle 
against numbers ; but at last, exhausted 
with this new conflict, be ceased to 
resist, and lay still, regarding the 
Frenchman with one of those terrible 
looks that precede a death blow given 
or received. Not a few bf the soldiers 
looked on tho Fleming, as he lay, with 
hearts ill at eate, so fiercely and 
threateningly did his flaming eyes glare 
tipon them.

A WOMAN 8 WAÏ gum,

TO BE CONTINUED.

EFFECTS OF IRRELIGION.

According to the (Romo correspond 
snt o$ the Linden Morning Fosfc, there 
were no fewer than five thousand 
-oicides in Romo last year. An Italian 
paper supplements this by saying that 
~5 per cent, of those suicides wore buys 
a d girls under twenty years of age 
The explanation offered for this shock
ing state ut affairs is that the horribly 
obscene and blasphemous papers and 
: amphlets which an anti Fapal govern
ment and an anti Christian municipality 
allows to be freely circulated have c >r 
ïupted the Roman youth to such an ex
tent that they are worn out with vice 
before they reach manhood, and bo 
iieving iu no hereafter, they seek relief 
in death.

Commenting on the above shocking 
lesnlts of war on religion, the Lamp 
[Anglican) says ;

Several months ago we quoted from 
cQicial documents to show that simlliar 
results were takkg place In France 
owing to the same causes. 4 'Oar houses 
of correction are gorged with hoys and 
girls;” the young criminals spring up 
;ike weeds between tho cracks of the 
pavement;” “our prisons are crowded 
and too small ;” and yet certain of our 
jading Church periodicals continue to 
feaow very plainly that they have more 
sympathy with the anti-Christian 
governments of Italy and Trance than 
they entertain for the Roman curia and 
the Holy Father of Christendom. If 
only our Protestantism would commit

THK PATHETIC STORY OF A WOMAN 
WHO LOVED TOO WELL.

With considerable difficulty Lewis 
Ivors persuaded Annie D akson to 
marry him. If she had loved him less 
he never would have succeeded. Nor 
does the fact that she loved him 
dearly prove that his pleading was 
unnecessary. There is a type of wo 
man who sets out ii life with her mind 
made up to marriage iu the abstract, 
marriage to almost any oue rather than 
to no one. There is another type 
whose love annihilates doubt and hésit
ation, who flies to her lover when he 
appears like the approved heroine in 
the last chapter. But there is a third 
type of which the romancers are less 
o.ignizant—tho woman who has no de 
sire whatever to marry, and in whom 
even strong affection does not over
come her repugnance to merging her 
identity in one whom she instinctively 
frels will be her matter as well as her 
lover.

Of the last named was Annie, not 
from independence nor strong-minded 
ness, for she was the least self abor
tive of beings, hat because she was 
thus by nature bent. Lew I vers—all 
his acquaintance called him Lew—had 
all tho trsits that Annie lacked. He 
was brown-e> cd ; her eyes were dark 
blue, as soft as his were flashing. He 
was full of talk and laughter : she was 
quiet, and laughed inwardly more often 
than audib’y. He made acquaintances, 
whom ho called friends, wherever he 
went ; she cared far but few, and 
rarely added a new friend bo the old 
ones, but theee few were de r to her, 
as she to them, beyond tho need of 
naming.

So all the traits that Annie lacked, 
Lew had. But when one went to turn 
the sta'ement about. Low came out less 
well, for not all the virtues that Arnie 
had, Low poBvested. In the matter of 
unselfishness, for Instance, in a oapa 
city for entire devotion, in sweetness 
of temper and in patience Annie was 
rich, while Lew — well Lew rarely 
thought of other people except as 
accessories, and he was far too jovial 
abroad to be always amiable at home 
while patience is less a virtue in a 
woman than it is her business

And so they were married,” as the 
story books say, ending at the begin 
ning.

As if to atone for her reluctance to 
be a wife. Annie became a rapturously 
happy one. She threw all her single
ness of heart, all her strength of love 
and devotion, into the scale to weight 
it cn tbeefli mative side of the question 
as to whether marriage is a success 
and .carriage, plus these qualities in 
the bride, could not be a failure. Lew 
was so pleasant, so droll, so easy going, 
that housekeeping was a pastime, the 
most difficult of its tasks light—at first, 

Annie surprised herself by learning 
to laugh at nothing, even by making 
her own j^sts as she made her own 
bread, by singing as she ran out and in 
and up and down. She bad been 
rather a demure little creature, but she 
was expanding into liveliness under the 
the inspiration of Lew's merriment 
Content had taught her heretofore, 
now active happiness wai arousing her 
into activity of wit as well as hands.

Tho first quarter of a year went thus 
winged like Mercury who brings the 
messages of the gods. Then the d.-tys 
moved slower ; Annie wondered if the 
domestic cares which had been so easy 
could be tiling her.

Lew began to go out more—without 
her, but Annie persuaded herself that 
she was glad that bo could er,j >y him 
self—and she was so happily kept at 
home ! She could not quite persuade 
herself that she liked to have him fl.i “ 
fault with small things when he was 
with her, and this he did. However 
fee accomplished the next best delusion 
—she persuaded herself that she was 
invariably in tho wrong, which com 
(orbs a truly wcnnnly woman.

The baby that was born died. Lew 
was very kind, then. Ho was atten 
tive to tho poor little mother, who 
barely lived herself, and he told her 
not to grieve ; that if the baby bad 
lived it would have come discordantly 
into their duet of happiness.

4 Ah, you don’t mean that, dear 1 
It is good of yon, but you don’t mean it.
1 grieve for ycur bitter disappointment 
in the loss of your son. 1 am more 
sorry for you than myself, poor Low 1 ’ 
Annie cried

You needn't be then 1” Lew do 
dared fervently. “ 1 was ready enough 
to accept tho ba’vy, but I am just as 
ready to go on without one. Truly, 
Annie, I can’t mourn deeply for a youug 
person whom I did not know. L) >n’t 
you fret about mey little girl ? Now 
when I feared you were going—that was 
different I”

Annie tried to smile, but it was a 
wan failure. He was good to try to 
comfort her, but this waa not tie way 
to do it. Rather the heartache for him 
than to know ho was outside her grief, 
For Lew prided himself on his oaudvr, 
and his words rang sincerely. They 
fell on her empty, disappointed heart 
almost as if some one had struck a blow 
at tho tin> face which had slipped 
away from hrr when she bad so long 
counted on pressing it to that empty 
h*art.

Teen she instantly reproached her 
self. A mother was a mother from the 
first hour’s thought of the child—nay 
from her childhood, when sbo held her 
dolls and planned the names of her 
future children. But a man was dif 
forent. Paternity had to be practiced 
to bo perfected. M m were not usually 
Intel os tod profoundly In their cff-ipiiug 
until their intelligence dawned ; oven 
Annie had discovered that, most of all 
things, the average man likes to be 
entertained. So she tried to rest on 
Law's expression of the supremo im
portance of her own life, and as the 
Mother of mothers hid in her heart 
the words of her Son, this little mother 
hid in her heart her longing ft* the 
son who would never speak to her.

It was after this, long enough for 
Annie to seem herself again, while »he 
felt conscious of being altogether an
other and leas strong seif, that Lew fell 
into the habit of constant fault-finding, 

11 Did you move that chair? Well, I

ever to find anything as 1 leave it. 
Why will you always mash potatoes 

hen jou know I prefer them baked? 
Lamb again ? Beef is the only meat fit 

oat. You were out to-day when I 
came home ; I detest oomiug in to an 
empty house. You want me to go out 
with jou? Isn't the d*y 1 >ng enough 
for you to go out in without dragging 
roe about at night ? Yes, I am going 
ut, but not.to walk—th re is some one 
want to see. Annie, I f rand a button 

off this morning. Are you going to bo 
he sort of woman that neglects her 

mon'ling ? Annie, how often m<is‘ I 
tell you that 1 abominate socks that 
are over-darned. For whom are you 
saving? Wueu my socks are worn out, 
throw them away. I won’t stand for 
pilgrimages with p'Hh in my shoes.
Buy a new set ot shirts ? Not much 
D ) you think I am made of money ?
You have time ; put in new bosoms. ” 

Annie listened to the Ctiaseless flow 
of complaint, at fi st making the mis 
taken effort to explain, to apologize 
eagerly to promise better, then listen
ing in silence, realizing that it was not 
a real grievance that Lew was voicing 
each time, not a distinct and individual 
error of which she was guilty, but that 
he win 4 finding fault ” in the literal 
meaning of tho word:; soaking for it 
and so finding it, out of his new afcti 
tade and habit of mind.

When a loving woman discovers this 
she has traveled far on the road to 
complete misery. The blindest, the 
most adherent, must understand that 
love does not thas express itself Sue 
is conscious of the mute pleading of 
her sorrowiul eyes for mercy, and not 
receiving it, she knows that she is not 
loved, and to deprive the Annies of 
this world of love is taking from them 
the oxygen of the air they breathe.

If A unie had had a temper, if she 
bad ever retorted with sharp strength 
to her hm-band’s reproaches, perhaps 
they would have ceased. Tne re is a 
temper that is exasperated by meek 
ness, that is inturiated by kicking 
something soft and yielding.

A mild answer breaketh wrath,* 
says Solomon, but it is not always true, 
for the mildness of the victim of a bad 
temper emphasizes the wrong of the 
wrathful, and It is not soothing to the 
disposition to know one's self in tho 
wrong.

44 I'm truly sorry that you don't like 
it ; I try to please you, L*w,” little 
A unie said each time, and because he 
unew that this was true L^w grumbled 
more and oftener. Tne Retie wife, 
growing thinner, wi;h pathetic pati
ence deeper engraved on her worn face, 
tried to smile at the man, who still 
gay and debrnnair among his acquaint 
ancee, fast becoming a nagging
brute at home. His wife s silent, un 
complaining pathos irritated him ; he 
worked himself up into the daily furies 
of fault finding to drown the voice of 
self-reproach, to numb the pangs of 
conscience as ho looked at her.

Iu the meantime the little house was 
the model of the neighborhood, spot
lessly clean, perfectly in order— no 
o'her child had come to disturb that 
order, nor to fill the lonely woman's 
heart—i: was also the headquarters for 
cooking recipes at once the desire and 
the despair of the housewives ot Annie’s 
acquaintance, No one, not her nearest 
and doaiest friend, ever lie.*rd a syll
able from Annie that should reveal the 
tragedy of her humdrum life, bat women 
an quick to read one another, and the 
merest acquaintance knew that little 
Mrs. Ivors was roherablo. There were 
some who said that “ L was a shame 
for such a charming, entertaining, 
merry, big hearted creature a* L*w 
(vers to bo tied to that dull, lifeless 
woman.” But there were others who 
guessed that Lew’s charm was left at 
his door, kept In his jard, like hi- 
bicycle, to be taken and to take him 
abroad, and they condemned him. It 
cost him friends, and the day came 
when he needed friends

For when the mainspring of a life is 
broken, It may run on for a time—the 
only mechanism that will run under 
those conditions — bat not forever. 
Annie died. The priest who knew 
her heart, knew her sanctity, knew 
her sorrow, her patience under a bur 
den more wearh g than the wife of 
many an actual criminal bears, looked 
on her, dead, with infinite pity, and a 
certain triumph.

This time she has answered his re
proaches, and at last he will listen I” 
he thought.

He was quite right. Lew was be 
wlldered by the havoc in his home that 
Annie wrought with her folded, waxen 
bauds. He•had never read Coventry 
P.tmore, but he thought it “ was uot 
like her great and gracious ways to 
leave him thus.” He was lost, he’p 
less and worse, he was overwhelmed 
with a contrition, imperfect enough, 
since it had its roots in selfishness, but 
still contrition for his cruelty.

Not a corner, not an object in the 
house that did not cry aloud to him 
declaring her devotion. Ho lacked 
her, he needed her ; before he had 
buried her he had soen how her 
patience, her goodness had borne with 
him, wrought for him, but he saw it in 
tho midst of despair, as a man buried 
under an earthquake looks back at the 
light. The woman who had been 
Annie’s playmate, schoolmate, life-long 
friend, stood long and tc-arlessly look 
ing down into the casket. She had 
put a palm branch into Annie's hand, 
but had strewn her pillow with white 
rosebuds,

“ I'm glad yon have won the palm, 
dear,” she whispered. 44 He was not 
worth it, but it earned you the palm at 
last. Curious,” she thought, straight 
eutng herself as she prepared to go. 
44 Uukindness, cruelty, selfishness, 
neglect, but made her more faithful ! 
D pth against shallowness, nobility 
opposed to meanness, the rich nature 
lav'shed on the poor one—it's the old 
story : A woman’s way!” — Marion 
Ames Taggart.

THE EVANGELINE OF REALITY.

Spend the time of such dull and dry 
prayer in saying to God such things as 
tl ese : “O my God, I love Thee, O my 
G ;d, I offer my mind and body to Tnee; 
take me, O my God, I give up my will 
to Thy will.—I submit to this dryi

Tho Chicago Now World 
K very body knows the story of Evan

geline, a* told by Longfellow. Many, 
too, know the story of her people.

famous Americai poet himself 
gives us glimpsts of their history, bat 
l’/trkman and B incroft do better still.
T jero are facts connected with the 
life of Evangeline which tho poet does 
not give ns, and which aro more pa‘h- 
elle than the denouement furnished by 
him. The real is often more tragic 
than the imaginary, only there is no 
magician present to throw over it the 
glamor of poetry and romance. As oue 
who has traversed the ground where 
Evangeline first saw the light of heaven 
in tho northern harbor of Grand 're, 
and who has also stood on the banks of 
tho languid T che, where the old town 
of St. Martinsville dreams amid the 
stillness that lies upon 41 the Eden of 
Louisiana,” perhaps I may claim to 
*peak fr./ra knowledge of things seen 
and heard.

Tue expulsion of the Acadians of 
Canada was an act of consummate 
cruelty and injustice that has no parai 
loi in history. 44 Wives were torn from 
their husbands, and mothers too late 
saw their children left on land extend 
ing their arms In wildest entreaties.’4 
Evangeline BRlefontatne (who-.o real 
name was Emmeline Lab che), just 
seventeen years of a^e and the pride 
of the village, was UlLuced to Gabriel 
La jeunesse (Louis Arceneau), the son 
ol Basil the blacksmith. Longfellow 
thus describes Evangeline :
" Fair waa ehe to behold, that maidtn of 

seventh en summers
H nek were her eyes as t ho 1» rry that grows on 

the thorn by 'he wayside,
Black, yet bow sof.lj they gleam d beneath 

the brown.shade cf her tresses !
Sweet w ie her breath as the breath of kino 

that feed in the meadows.
When in the hat wsl heat Bhetnre to the reap 

ers at. noontide.
Flagons of hom brewed ale, ah 1 fair in sooth 

waa the maiden
F tirer was ehe wh -u, on Sunday morn, while 

the b 11 from its turret
Sprinkled with liuly sounds the air, ae the 

priest with hiahyaop
Sprinkles the congregation, and scatters bless

ings upo.. them
Down roe lu6g s'roe? she pa s- d with her chap 

let cf beads and her missal 
Wearing h r Norman cap and klrllo of blue, 

and the earrings,
Drought in the olden time from Franco, and 

-inco, ae an heirloom
Il.tr.ded down f cm mother to child, through 

long g coratirne,
Hu a celestial brightness—a more ethereal

Shone on her fica and encircled her form 
when, after confession,

Homeward serenely she walk"d with God’s 
b nediciion upon her.

When she hid passed it seemed like the ceas 
ing of exquisite music."

Site and Gabriel were carried away 
on separate ships. Tne efforts of 
Evangeline, accompanied by Father 
Felician (Father Felix Palm,) her 
friend aod lather confessor, to find the 
whereabouts of her fiance, their wan
derings troiu town to town and through 
the wilderness to Louisiana, is a story 
that touches the heart as no other 
ever could.

It was the latter part of a very cold 
winter that I visited the land of the 
iive oak, jasmine and magnolia for the 
first time. When I left ray northern 
home the whole face of nature was 
locked iu fetters of ice and m >w, but
as I j ■ urneyed southward ind.oatioos 
of verdure grew more perceptible and 
when 1 reached the Gulf of Mexico tho 
duds had burst forth and the flower 
were ab oom with all their glorious 
beauty and fragrance All the 
beauties of a perfect morning in that 
matchless clime were abroad when I 
took the boat at New Orleans for the 
habitat of Evangeline at the old town 
of St Martinsville, on Bayou T.tche, 
From the cl ek ot tho steamer, as she 
majestically moved down tho bayou, 
scene of raro beauty was witnessed, the 
bright rays of the sun glinting through 
tropical foliage and cas'ing shadows 
of wonderful beauty upon the water 
the hedge fences of wild roses, abloom 
!®ich pink and white blossom. T ie 
plantations of rice and sugar that lac 
upon either side of the bayou and tho 
beautiful residences with their wide 
verandas, which were so close to each 
other as to appear as the steamer 
glided along to be a continuous vil 
I age, the atmosphere surcharged with 
the sweet, pungent odor oi the jasmine 
and magnolia, charmed my senses with 
inexpressible delight.

The twilight of thfs region Is very 
brief, and the moon was rising above 
the moss-covered trees as we approach 
ed the quaint old town, As tho orb of 
night majestically arose in a faultless 
sky and gilded the cross of the little 
Catho’ic church with a splendor all its 
own, I was filled with mute wonder 
beauties felt, but neither questioned 
nor understood, and for the moment I 
imagined that I was in another world 
it seemsd so strange, so beautiful, so 
bright.

The ancient live oak known 
“Evangeline’s tree.” upon which was 
fastened a shrine of the Blessed Mother, 
threw its vivid on time upon th* sur 
face of the Teche and was perfectly 
mirrored in its moonlit waters. Ah I 
gazed upon the sleeping town which 
the Acadians of Louisiana have built, 
my thoughts went back to the village 
of Grand Pro, Weymouth, Nova Scotia, 
which 1 had visited years ago, and it 
seemed to mo that one was a reproduc
tion of the other.

From tho Acadians themselves I 
learned the true story of Evangeline, 
about whoso life and character Lo g- 
I’ollow has written so beautifully, bit 
strangely enough from tho latter part 
of whoso career ho has entirely do 
parted, leaving untold the mo't path 
etic portion of her unhappy existence.

The poet’s version of her life was 
that when she arrived at the old town 
in Louisiana, where Gabriel and his 
family had taken reloge that he had 
gone to tho Far West, and after seek 
ing him for years without avail, she 
had become a Sister of Mercy, and 
Anally found him in old age, djing a* a 
Philadelphia alms-house. This is not 
true. She was never a Sister of 
Mercy Neither faded nor old was she, 
when her long journey from Grand Pro 
to Sfc. Martinsville ended in a disap 
pointaient unspeakably more bitter 
than death.

than a year the spirit of Emmeline 
Labiche was summoned by the heavenly 
marriage bells to meet the bridegroom 
of the forsaken. She was laid to rest 
by a little band of exiles iu the Cath
olic graveyard, and tho same noble 
priest who had shielded her in girlhood 
blessed her lowly grave. The only 
trace to day of her grave is a slight 
depression in the earth ; nothing but 
the stump of the tall oak which once 
stood sentinel over it remains. There 
Is not a tree nearer to It than the live 
oak which stands within the church 
yard inclosure, and its leaves are 
carried away by tourist as souvenirs of 
their visit.

Gabriel, I was told, alter Evangeline’s 
arrival, loft for the interior ol the 
state and never returned, but his des 
cendants, the Arcenas, are living in the 
parish of St. Martin to-day. The 
number of Acadians in Nova Scotia 
before the expulsion was 17 000 and 
the number who returned after the 
amnesty in 1771 was 2,000. Present 
number of Acadians in Canada 1110,000 
and the present number in Louisi.ua 
is 81.000.

As tho historical story of Napoleon’s 
career from the Isle of Corsica, where 
he was born, to tho Isle of St. Helena, 
where he closed his eyes in death, is 
the most thrilling in the annals of the 
world, so is the historical story of

vangelme from the little Acadian 
village of Grand Pre in Nova S »otia, 
where sbo was born, to the sunny 
southern hamlet of St. Martinsville,

a., where she died, the saddest and 
the sweetest. Neither of these stories, 
which are so dissimilar in character, 
ever lose their interest, but on the 
contrary, as the years roll on, constant 

challenge the admiration of the 
world.

Jose ru W. Fowlfr.

WHY D0UB1I

HE KARTII ITSELF IS CONSTANTLY 
Fi FINISHING PROOFS OF THK KFSl R.
KKC riON.
Why are there any doubters in the 

resurrection of our bodies from the 
(Had ? We look in March on the leaf 
less trees: iu May they aro alive with 
leaf F-nd bud and bloom Wo put the 
ard, sm»U teed of corn into the hard, 

dark ground ; that seed springs up int 
beauty and fragrant l'fo ; we grind tho 
wheat in tho mill and che 11 rai is made 
from it, and bread is made from the 
flour and wo eat it and grow strong. 
A’l about us, in many ways of our 
ordinary every day i xlutenco, life comes 
from death, strength comes from weak 
ness, and we prove, over and over 
again, the gain that comes through 
loss

Why, then, should it even a;.pear to 
us strange, let alone incredible, that 
our bodies shall rise again? Has the 
God who gives life to the tiny seed, 
the fros.-bound branches the >-no v-clad 
earth, less power to raise tho dead, and 
to make of that clay-cold body a ma-

<£ intentional,
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College cr Arl a course—préparai Ion for degreei 
and seminaries. Natural Science course — 
thoroughly equipp'd experimental labora 
tories Critical English Literature receivee 
special attention. Fust-clasn b »ard and tulLloe 
only $150.00 per annum. Bend for catalogue 
giving full particulars.
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j'stlo and glorious body, forever free 
from pain or loss?

Why, too, should wo not meat again, 
and talk again and abide in holy love 
forever? What, after all, Is death but 
a curtain behind which our friends are 
waiting for us to come Î We part here, 
while living; one goes to Alaska an
other to Australis; the seas, the 
rivers, the oceans divide us but love 
abides. Well, the river of death may 
separate us, the unknown paths of an- 
other.world than this may be trodden by 
those we love ; but as on earth we 
write, we pray, we love, though absent 
by many miles from one another, so we 
may pray and love, and meet in God, 
though sundered by death’s power.

41 One never loses, ” said 8b. Augus
tine, “one never loses those whom one 
loves iu Him Whom we can never lose.”

The L )id watches over all of us. 
That child, that parent, that friend, 
whom He takes from us, shill w i grudge 
them to Him Who loves them best ? 
Shall wo act as though all was lost, 
and life was blasted, because one we 
love has g me to Him Who should be 
our first and truest love? By and by, 
it will be 44 laco to face” L-r us ; not 
face to face with God only but with all 
who aro ILs own.—-Sacre < 11 >art 
ltiview.

Sometimes it so happens that both 
the Imagination and the reason teem to 
be paralyzed, so that after faithfully 
trying to #go on with our meditation 
for a little whllv, the soul finds itself so 
dull and stupid as to bo able to imagine 
cr reason upon nothing. Lit her uot 
bo discouraged. L«t her make simple 
acts of the will, however hard they may 
seem to be.
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MADE TO MEASURE
IN K

LONDON.
i « i n • » mu i m 1111 in 11 » 111 mi m i h « i •

| HALF USUAL COST]
Industry and thrift go hand-in-hand, and 

man who wants to prosper must practise 
both. There's neither sense nor reason in 
paying twice over for anything. “ Money 
saved is money earned,” end if you save 
50 ccnis in the dollar, you are 
doubling your spt tiding rapacity or increasing 
your I kink balance. There's not a Liner 
crossing the Atlantic to-day which

Ii
carry our Suits. Our 
itself, and thousands'of 
seas are availing thvmselv: 
afforded by us io secure 
the old country. Our 
describing cur b" a ness i 
the perusal of v a me wil 
that we arc a ‘ live,” “ ig

not 
■ non

th<

imight bus
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Believing that they were separated
fnrnvAi* fVia flahriol of hor lnvo hurl
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's of the opportunity 
heir clothing from 
Catalogue - 1 look let 
worth getting, and 
at once convince 

-to-date ”.firm with 
ss principles1? Our 

Mail Older Tailoring is simple, 
rely on obtaining the latest 
t Home Fashions oi American 
nd unequalled finish, at prices 

of any demanded in 
ich inferior goods. The process 
le roly fill m a postcard, and 
t > our 1 kstributing Agents for 

flit 1 )i reel otic s Ltd.— asking 
f mate rials. By return you 

will leeeive cur latest assort merit 
of patterns, t • < ilm with latest 
ILc/ivUon and New York fashion 
pintes, instructions for ac. urate self- 

un, ah Free and 
To measure yourself 

is so simple that we guarantee—an official 
form of guarantee is enclosed with each 

Booklet—to refund your money in full if tho goods do not 
fit and are not to your thorough satisfaction. We dispatch 
your order within 7 days from receipt, and if you don’t 
approve return the goods, and we will refund your money.

OUR GUARANTEE : 50 cents in each
dollar put back in your pocket.

The World's 
Measure Tailors

(Dept. .58A ), 60 62 CITY ROAD, FINSBURY, LONDON, ENGLAND.
Address for Patterns : — p

CURZON BROS., o o Might Directories Ltd. ‘ e 
(Dept.'SSAj, 74/76 Church Street, TORONTO, ONTARIO.
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Sü!

brains and 
method of 
and you can
styles, rid
cut, cornd .
miles in
Canada lorm

fo

Carriage

Mi

, tape me;
Paid.


