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FELICITA AND HER SONS.
BY ANNETTE L. NOBLE.

MaNY: stories of saints and martyrs are
Fux:qu‘le%f:dary, but there isreason to be-
iove the history of Felicita a truo record.

In the rei
Marcus, Aurelius Antoninus, thero was a
great persecution of Christians.  There
was living at the time in Rome a widow
who had seven sons. She was a woman of
devoted piety, and her sons were trawned
in virtue and true Cliristian manli-
ness. She spent her life mn their 1n-
struction at home, or iu works of
charity among the pour and afilicted.
Living so simply in that age of splend-
our, she might have passed her years
in ;peace and died among her loved
ones ; but, unfortunatoly, she was very
rich. There were in Rome those who
shared in the spoil of the martyrs
whom they accused, and soon they
found out the piety and the wealth of
this noble lady. She was cited beforo
the tribunal of Publius, the Profect
ofiRome, who first mildly, then stern-
ly;ibade hier deny Christ Jesus and
sacrifice o the false gods. She firmly
rofused. He said then : *“If thou hast
no pity for thysclf, have it for thy sons,
aud tell them to yield to the law,”

She replied that her sons would

know how to choose between overlast-
ing life and death. The Profect sum-
m?ncd them to *‘abjure Christ on pain
of ‘tormynts and death.”
Tho -mother cried to them: “My
sons, be strong in heart. Look up
to heaven where Christ and his saints
await you ! Defy this tyrant boldly.”

The angry Prefect had her smitten
ont the mouth, but she continued to
exhort,them to die rather than to yield.

Accordingly, one after another of
the seven were tortured and put to
death before her eyes; not one of
them, from the oldest, who were mon
growngto the tender stripling, flinch-
ing from suffering. The eldest, Jan-
uarius, was scourged to death. TFelix
and Philip were beaten with clube.
Syivanus was flung from a rock, while
Alexamder, Vitatis, and Martial had
their heads cut off.

The mother saw it all. During their
agonies she nover ceased her comfort,
encouragement, and prayer. When
the soven were laid dead bhefore her
she lifted up her voice and blessed the
Lord that she *‘had borne seven sons
worthy to be saints in Paradise.”
Her hopo was to be slain with them,
but perceiving this, tho Prefect im-
prisoned her for four months, thinkin,
that & course of daily torture wonlg
subdue her spirit; but meekly and
persistently she ““ kept the faith.” At
Iast she was dragged from prison,

tortured unto death, then, some day,

separate legends frum facts, but this we do
know : that scorcs of noblo women and
brave mon endured agonies untold for
love of the Lord who redcemed them.
Their names may be forgotten here, but
they suffer no loss. They are forever with

of the Roman Emperor, ¢he Lord, and glorious is their reward.
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PERSEVERANCE.
Tae following story is told of a manufac-

place? Not in those rags, my lad, you
would'disgrace tho house.”
The boy hesitated a moment, and thon
went out without a word. Six months
before he returned, decently clothed
in coarse but new garments. Mr. Blank's
interest was roused. For the first time ho
looked at the boy attentively. His thin,
bloodless face showed that he had stinted
himself of food for months in order to buy
these clothes. The manufacturer now
questioned the boy clusely, and found to

take mino if he made up his mind to do it
Mon riso slowly in Scotch buainocashouses,
but hoe is now our chief foreman.”

THE FIVE PEACHES.

Tuis old story, tranalated from the Ger-
man, 18 worth reading again and again.

A countryman, on returning from the
city, took home with him five as fine
poaches as une could desire tosee  As his
children had nevor beheld tho fruit be-
fore, they rejoiced over them oxcesd
ingly, calling them the fino apples with
rusy checks, and soft plum liko skin
Tho fathor diwided them among his
four children, and retained one for
their mother In the evening, ere the
children retired 4. their chamber. the
father questivned them by asking

‘How did you like the soft, rosy
apples "

“*Very much, indeed, dear father,”
said theeldest boy  ** Tt 19 a beauti
ful fruit- - #» acid, and yet so nice and
soft to the taste T have preserved
a stono that T may cultivate a treo.”

*Right and bravely dune,” said
the father  **'I'hat speaks well for
regarding the future with care, and is
becoming in young husbandman ™

“T have eatenn mino and thrown
the stono away,” said the youngust;
** besides which, mother gave mo half
of hers. Oh! it tasted so sweet and
melted in my mouth.”

“Indeed,” answered the father;
“thou hast not been prudent. How
ever it was very natural and child like,
and displays wisdom enough fur you

rs.ll

T have picked up the stone,” suid
tho second son, *‘‘which my brother
threw away, cracked it and eaten the
kernel , it was as sweet as a nut to my
tasto ; but my peach I have sold for so
much oney that when I go to the city
I can buy twelve of them.”

*“The parent shook his head re
proachfully, saying -

‘“Beware, iny boy, of avarice: pru
dence is all very well, but such conduct
as yours is unchildlike and unnatural.
Heaven guard thee, my child, from
the fato of a miser.”

“And you, Edmund?” asked the
father, turning to his third son, who
frankly replied :

“T have %iven_ my peach to the s
of our nesghilmur, the sick George, wh -
has the fever. He would not take
it, 80 I left it on the bed, and have
just come away.”

= Now,” snd the father. ** who has
dane the best with his peach 7"

* Brother Edmund !"* the three cx
claimed aloud.

Edmund was still silent, and the
mother kissed him with the tears of

beheaded, others say flung into a
caldron of boiling oil. The date is
given in old chronicles as November
23, A.D. 173. There is a curious old
fresco. of Felicita -and her sons (now
in the Vatican), which was taken from
the Catacombs. She stands praying for
them, and the name of each spn is
written under his figure. 1t was during
this samo persecution of the Christians
that Polycarp was slain in the East and
Justin in the West.

There are Roman Catholic churches,
both in Florence and Rome, dedicated to
St. Felicitas, and Rapbasl, and also lesser

inters, have painted representations of

er martyrdom.

In the second book of Maccabues is a
story of a Jewish mother with seven mar-
tyred sons, and picturea of thess are often
confured with ﬁnu of Felicite and her
soma, this

FXLICITA AXD HER SONB.

turing firm in Glasgow. Thirty years ago
a barefoot, ragged urchin presented him-
self before the desk of tho principal part-
ner and asked for work as errand boy.

“Thoro's a deal o' rinning to be
duuno,” said Mr. Blank, jestingly, affecting
a broad Scotch accent. ¢ Your first quali-
fication wid-be.a pair o’ shoon.”

The boy, with &-grave nod, disappeared.
He livod by doing odd jobs in the market,
and slept under one of the stalls. Two
months passed before hio saved onough to
buy tho shoes. Then he presented himself
before 3r. Blank ono morning, and held
out a packago. )

T hao the shoon, sir,” ho said quictly.

*Oh!” Mr. Blank with di ty re-

his regret that he could neither read nor
write.

Tt is necessary that you should do beth
before we employ you in carrying pack
ages,” ho said. ‘*We have no place for
you,”

Tho Iad’s faco grow paler, but without a
word of complaint he disappeared. Jle
now went fiftcen miles nto the cmtry
and found work in stables near to a night
school. At tho end of a year heagam pre
sented himself before the same praraier.
Mr. Blank.

*¢] can read and write,” ho asid, brietly.

“I gavo him the place.” the cmployer
gaid, in telliug the anviaent the vtz day
to an Amencan friend, ° with tho cun.

day it is fmpossible to ealled the circamsiances. *“ Yoo want a viction thad ln procest of ims be would

joy in her oyes.

A SINGULAR BOOK.

Ture most curicus book in the world
nethier written nor pninted.  Every letter
of the text 18 cut into the leaf, and as the
alternato leaves aro of blue paper it i~
as casily read as tho best prnt. Every
character-was made by hand.  The book
entitled ¢ Tho Passion of Christ.” Tt wax
n curiosity as long ago as the year 1640
It now belongs to the family of the Prince
de Ligne, and 13 kopt in a muscum
Frauce.—Selected.

Tie muro time me spond in ariticiuuyg
othors thoe loss time we will have to ever
come our own faulls.



