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HOME PIETY.

to the tloor. KEven then she smiled as she remembered the
curse, for what could happen to Franz ! . .

“Alas ! and yet why alan? lc was but the fruitage of their
seedtime—the turnble ending was near for them all. Evaa
then the Emperor Adolphe was collecting bis forces to put a
stup to the barbarous cruelties of Reicheustein, and before
many days had clap<ed the castle was razed to the ground
Richmodis escaprd, but her guilty husband and all the rest of
tho fearful band were hunyg upon the selfsame trees, on the
which they had formerly hung thew inno -ent victims.

“The voung wother clung to her bahon the days which
succeeded this fearful event ; but her cup of misery was not
yet full. A distant relative, one who was of high standwg in
the religions world, interfered with the youny widow’s plans,
and argued so much of the curse which would descend upon
the chuld’s head if his hfe were not dedicated to God, that
Richmodis at length gave him up—but only in the bitterness
of her heart—to the abbess of a convent near to where the
herst1i had settled to live. The boy was very young, and
the good puns strove faithfrlly to teach him their crecd 5 and
in time he alvo learnt, as the records say, to despire his
mother for the cruel life she and hers had led. Then Rich-
modis closed her heart entirely to earthly love, and souuht
that of heaven alone ; she entered another holy howe. saying
in all hamility, ¢ Thus I atone for the past,’ and by and by, it
is said, that prace came to her. She craved oue lovk at her
boy in his dying momente, but when a shorn priest witha
stern, bard face stood before her, she ouly shivered, and
closing her eycs, put all thoughts away save those of heaven.”

¢ 1s that all 27" inquired Johann.

¢ Yes, all—only this boy, hard as he seemed in the eyes of
Richmodis, was the sweet musician. He had his ear tutored
at an caily age, you sce ; but Johann, my boy, I would he
had tutored his heart to a little softness as well ; still I have
heard, although the old parchments say naught to that effect.
that cn his death-bed he sang a glorious song of praise to God
—the God who, as he believed, had given him the great gift
of musc and song, both as & token of the forgiveness of the
ains of his foretathers, and also as a pledge of His Iathedly
Jove towards himself.”

¢ And was it 8o, grandfather?”

¢ Johann, my boy, every goud gift, and every perfect gift,
comes from above, and if we use them aright, they are, we
may be sure, pledges of our Gud’s luve, and so long as the
world lasts, so long will His gifts be showered upon us;
therefore, so long as time and love endure, ‘1t is never tou
late to amend.’

HOME PIETY.

T is in the fanuly life that a maun’s piety gets tested. Let
the husband be cross and surly, giving aslap here and a
cuff there, and see how out of sorts everything gets! The
wife grows cold and unamable too. Both are turned on one
key. They vibrate in unison, giving tone for tone, rising in
barmony or discord together. The cluldren grow up saucy
and savage as young bears. The father becomes callous,
eevisb, hard—a kind of two-legged brute with clothes on.
‘he wife bristles in self-defence. They develope an unnatural
growth and sharpness of teeth, and the house is haunted by
ughiness and domestic Lrawls. Is that what God meant the
famnly to be—He who made it a place for Love to build her
nest 1, and where kindness and sweet courtesy might come
to their inest mamfestations 2 The divine can be realized.
There is sunshine enough in the waild to warmali. Why
will not men come vut of their caves to enjoy it? Sume men
make 1t & point to treat every other man's family well but
their own--have suales for all but thar kindred.  Strange,
patiable preture of human weakness, when those we love best
are treated worst ; when courtesy s shown to all save our
friends ! 1f one must be rude to any, let it be some one he
does 1ot love—not to wife, sister, bruther, or parent. Let
one of our loved cues Le taken away, aud memary recalls a
thousand sayings to regret. Death quickeus recollections
pamfully. ‘Jhe grave caunot hide the wbite faves of those
who sleep.  The coffin and the green ground are cruel mag-
nates. They draw us farther than wo would go. They force
us to remember. A man uever sces so tar into humaun hife 28
when he looks over a wife or mither's grare. His cyes get
woudrous clear then, and he sees as never before what it is
;.o lo&r'e and be loved ; what it is to injure the feclings of the
oved.
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'I‘HE proverbs of Solomon have furnished a theme for
many books, but the author of the work before us (i)
has utihsed them in a method quite bis own. We are nos
greatly pleased with the title, but the buok itself is all that
cau be desired. A hundred proverbs have been selected, and
with these as texts, Mr. Smith gives us as many plain, short,
yet telling sermons, addreesed more especiully to those just
beginning their battle with the world. Catholic aud straght.
forward in the extreme, and hterally crammed with anecdotes,
this volume is well worthy of attention, and we hape, infuture
numbers, to give our readers some specimens of its quality.

The story of Robert Dawson () who, by perseverance and
steady iudustry rose from a farwer's boy to be a well-knuwn
publisher, should be thoronghly appreciated by the yonnger
ones. A companion book (3) telhing lovingly what a luttle
country maidendid for her Savivur,and how patiently and sdi-
sacrificingly she labcured for the temporal and cternal
welfare of those around her, is a perfect little gem. These
two booksare thelatest of the ‘‘ Conference Shilling Series,”
well printed, plentifully illustrated, and sttractively bound,
and we can unhesitatingly commend them.

Next webave three volumes of history (4—6) condevsed and
popularised. The youngsterswillbedelighted with thesebooks;
interesting in their style, full of pictures, and pleasantly
instructive, they are just the thing to put in the hauds of cur
children, who will learn more fromn them than from a whole
roomful of dry and unwieldy historical works.

Mr. M:Owan's little book (7) is just what was wanted.
Concise, yet overflowing with promises, it will bring sweet
comfort to many sorrowing ones “bowed down with weight
of grief

We have just finished Mary Higham's new buok (8). and
hardly know how to express ourselves concermmgit. Thure
is a delicious atmosphere of simplicity about the whole st iy ;
it bears about the same relation to the ordinary every-day
novels that a quaint old farmhouse, with its trailing ivy and
its peacefully sweet surroundings, does to 2 luxurionsly fur-
nished house in the high-toned quarter of cur metropohs. It
is a book to think over and to live ; simply an account of the
doings of afew people in a quict country village, yet full of
heart-workings, self-abnegation, and love that svems almoss
glorified in its intensity. The feelings with which we read
this bouk seem almost akin to thuse with which we first
luoked at Doré’s great masterpicce, admiring the genius of
the painter, fecling that his conceptions were too etheral fur
our every-day money-grabbing world, and yet recogmsing m
many details the one touch of human nature that msdeit a
rea}lliviug thing. Such is this book, and we are glad to have
read it.

Little Folks (9) is as bright aud sparkling as ever. Every-
thiug that cau be said of this ivimitable magazine for the
young has been said long ago, and all we can do i8 to express
our unqualified adwmiration, and beartily rccommend tv all
our young friends this prince of magazines. The chromo
frontispiece is & masterpicce.

¢ Mr. Pritcbard has told the story of ‘Pomare’as no one
elee could have told it.” So runs Dr. Allon’s preface to this
httle buok (10). Heis undoubtedly right, and many will be
glad to have this trustworthv memorial of the Christian
Queen of a savage land,



