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And a mute vm sorrow rankies in
We -%‘.1'1‘ :a”.l'y " e'obn bim=we shall

hm‘mm‘“”' satraps of adas-

Wm‘:lznm .l.u our voloes riug along

“On o | ln.!nu Lfoun ever—'‘unward 1"
our marching ory !

.

Onward throngh his ghastly dnurom—on-
ward o'er his scaffoide grim

Onward through the wrecks sud rulns, and
the deseris mude by bim !

Onward throuch his fierce batallion—break-
1ng through each armed zone

With the coursge of our faubers battiing
boldl‘y for our own !

Wiling siaves are blexched sepulohres; 1ife
sLaris from the mariyr's gruve;

Berfdom’s uuprd:n ia oppression—it were

wiker 10 be brave,
Brave to face his knavish birelings—brave
0 nﬂm when danger's nigh : S
“Onward " be our moito ever— ‘Onward !
be our marching ery.

I

Progress, like a sweeping torrert, runs to
meet the rising sun:

Kuoowlege, like Apollo’s ardour, rends the
vapors dim aud aua,

Flings the cloudlets from the heavens, robes

?ho wicies in azure blue,

Olothes the earth in smiles resplondent as a
dream'and’s fairy hue !

Lot lh:n dend pust 116 behind us, Lo! the

s be
nou{'.".. ::uélnl :ah-:'d'l -'promlu that shall
Forward, ihen, 10 grest the sunshine that
filumines the spheres on hl'b:
“Onward I” be our motto ever—"0Onward !"
be our marching ory !

Iv.
Lift the banner proudly over all our town
d towers old !

sud towers o

Let our hearts entwine the tendrills; lie the
vy, round each fuld !

ta ove oss em'rald be the aymbol

of u fal

True unto the noblest lessous, though devo-
tion means but death !

Onward — on 'meath that banner,
massed and serried file on file,

For the pure, untarnished honor and the

freedom of our iste |

Porward—forward; though our ocherished
aims and dreams may droop aond die:

“Onward !” be our motto ever—'‘Onward 1"
be our marcolog cry !

V.

Though the path be rough and rugged, and
the cross be uard 10 bear,

Hope will lighten with its baisam every bur-
den thut we share ;

nongh the fight be long and weary, and our

ravest champions fall,

And I'I}. chalices we're quafling be but cups

o

eadly gail,
Let us ll-rn(llenbuldly forward, linked to-
gether hand in hand,
bravely—batling ever for our suf-
fering motheriand !
Onward, then, the dawn 1is breaking, and
the hour of trinmph’s nigh :
“Onward !” be our moito ever—‘‘Onward!”
our marching cry!

—Eugene Davis.

THE POWER OF PRAYER.

A TRUE INCIDENT IN THE LIFE OF A CATH-
OLIC GOVERNESS IN EUROPE.

Little Messenger of the Sacred Heart,

“Y>u are & Roman Catholic "

“Yen, sir.”

A middle-aged gentleman, stern and
proud-looking, addressed this quostion to
alady who presented herself as applicant
for the position of governess to his three
motberless girls,

“Madam,” said the gentleman, “your
letter of introduction, without these
papers, is quite sufficient.”

50 banded her back the testimonials
she had placed in his hands,

“] would he glad to secure your services
for my children,” he continued, “but
there is one condition.”

He besitated, and looked long and search-
ingly into her face.

“Please name it,” she said at length;
for his earnest and questioning gaze
seemeod to ask that permission,

“That you never, under any circum-
stances, name the sabject of religion to
them,”

It was her turn to hesitate now.

“Will you give me till to morrow, at
this time, to think about it

%QCertainly,”

# * * *

“You will find it difficalt,” said Father
L———, the good priest whose advice she
sought, “but try to let your every word
and actlon speak for your holy faith,
though religlon be the ome forbidden
tople, Exsmple s better than precept.”

So she accepted the condition and be.
came governess in the family,

He who made this condition was the
descendant of a long line of Oatholic an.
ceators. He had never renounced their
faith except (alas, what a terrible excep-
tlon!) by marrying aledy of another faith,
and binding himeelf by oath to bring up
thalr childzep, sheald there Ls any, in
thelr mother’s religion. Not a pious
woman herself, she nad cared very little
abous their religious tralning. So they
were not Catholics, that was enough, All
<lse was a maitor of indifference to her,
and to him, too, since he mneither abjared
his own, nor followed that or any other
roliglon.

He was honorable, high principled, not
ungenerous, but cold and silent always,

Not in good health either; though he
strove not to allow that to interfere with
his watctful care for his children’s tem
poral welfare, at least.

The governess kept her word for many
yeare, trying always by earnest devotion
to her duty aod the strict observance of
her religion, to show that her silence on
that mo:t important subjeot was no% in.
diffsrence, She learned afier a time that
the father of her pupils ought to have
been a Catholic himself; so, when some
poor creatute was in dire distress aud
she could not find other aid, ehe ven-
tured to appeal to him—never in vain,
Though no words might bespoken by him,
he listened always and the help was given.

At Christmas and Easter, when the very
poor throng about our church doors, her
purse was heavier for dietributing its con-
tents among them, thanks to his open
hand. So these poor prayed for him, for
ghe tcld them :

“Pray for the giver, thls money is not

n ‘”

His health falled in these years, and he
waa obliged to leave his children often in
her care and seek medical help in other
conutries. All was in vain, The best
medical skill in Earope failed to help him,
Her heulth failed, too, and she went away
to her own land and people.

She had not been long gone when letters
came to ask her to return, Her puplls

loved her tenderly, and had been exceed-
ingly kind and generous to her nearly

could inseri
all sho loved, that they might benefit by
its prayers and Masees.
“You Xnow,” ssid Mis§ A, the
kind friend who had firet interested her in
it, “thatyon might become & Zelatrice for
that nnhupry land, How much good you
might do.’
So she had visited the noble institation,
bad become scquainted with its inmates,
its objects aud the world-wide good it was
doing in many ways, She had seen the
bundreds of children gathered into ite safe
shelter. Kneellng in its quiet chapel she
had prayed that she mighc become & wor
thy member of the Union, sud do some
good to those loved ones who koew no
faith, acknowledged no God, and had mo
thought or wish or hope beyond the nar-
row limits of this world.

Once more far from her own home, by

the side of those yvung girls, so s0on to be
orpbans indeed, she found the cold, silent
was dying, as bhe had ssid. His eyes

brightened as she approached to salute
bim. The satisfaction of seeing bis well-
beloved children rejoice at her coming
lent this tranelent brightness to his aspect.
It wasa question of days, the medical
men eaid—there was no hope for. him,

“Must he die thus,” she asked herself,
“without one thought of eternity—with-
out the least preparation to go before the
judgment seat 7"

“Has he seen & priest I” she ssked of
his sister. This slster bad been, like her
brother, indifferent os far as she herself
was concerned; but, baving married &
Catholic, their children bad been brought
up in their father's faith, She was &
kindly woman snd had been from her
first coming much attached to the gover:
ness of her leces, and this gave the gov-
ernes: courage to ssk the all-important
question,

“Has Monsieur seen s priest 1”

“No,” was the reply, “he has not, and
I dare not mention the suhject to him
without the consent of my nephew and
niece.”

“Speak to them,” urged the governees,

“Only think of the danger of dying with-
out the Sacraments.” .
“It {s no use, they will not hear of it,”
was all the sister could bring forward in
answer to that earnest prayer, A second
appeal obtained an angry and positive re-
fusal and put an end to the other’s timid
efforts.

A few daysafter this last fraitlees at-
tempt, the poor juvalld asked to be
carried into the garden. It was aglozious
midsummer day and they were all
gathered around his chair, His son paced
up snd dowa near him, his daughters were
grouped around their governess just be-
side him,

The girls were quiet and silent. The
invalid propped up with cushions, looked
from one to anothers No one spoke for
20 long that the silence became painful.
Then, quite without gremodiution, as if
the words and the subject were put into
her moutb, the governess began to describe
to her puplls St. Joseph’s Home for
Homeless Children, Shespoke of the five
bundred she had seen gathered there, the
admirable arrangements for their heaith
and comfort and training. She spoke of
their singing and the effect of their young
voices as they praised God in that lovely
chapel and prayed for their benefactors.

She told them how they were supported
by subscription, and the benefit of the
Masses said for subscribers, and she added:
“Toose who ara too ill to go to church
share in the benefit of these Masses by
becomitig subscribers to the “Homeless
Child,”

She was silent. No one had inter
rupted her by word or motion. The sick
man’s large earnest eyes were looking
steadly at her as she spoke. When she
ceased, he raiscd his feeble hand to com.
maad attention aud after a brief pause
said slowly and in a loud, clear tone:

“Be eo good, Madam, as to inecribe my
name,”

Then to his eldest daughters:

“Give Madam the money for this.””

Madsm bad only bowed her head in
gratitude for a little space, then timidly
she asked:

“Will you allow me to inscribe your
children’s namea also 1"

She thaught he wonld not answar at all,
the reply was so long in coming. Then
as before, loud and clear: *I beg you, be
80 good a8 to inecribe them. See that
M:dam bas the money for this, my child.”

And sn, thank God! he had the benefit
of the Masses and the orphans’ prayers for
a few days.

Then the doctors sald the last day bad
come, he could not poseibly eurvive
another rvight. So the relatives were all
summoned,

One near relation, an atheist, reminded
the son that Christian burial was not per.
mitted noless a clergyman were called in,
Why not call one? There was no danger
now. There was no Catholic priest nearer
than twenty.five miles. One must be
called to eave auppearances and fulfil the
law, but he would come too late.

This geuﬂemun approached the gover-
ness : “Madam, you are, I know, a Cath
olic. Might [ Leg of you a very great
favor! We would like to invite a clergy-
man to see Monsieur—a Catholic priest.”

“There is no priest in this place—none
nearer than X——,” gaid Madam,

“Is it poesible? Well, tc-morrow will
do quite well, if you will be good enough
to invite a clergyman of your faith,”

“Have I the permission of his children "

“YG!."

She walted for no more,

“Tell the coachman to harness up
quickly,” she told a servant as she hurried
to her room.

Her eldest pupll entered as ehe was
hastily dressing.

“Where are you going in such haste,
dear Madam {”’

“Please do not ask me, love,”

The young lady frowned.

“Ask Mr, ===, he will tell you,”

“No, no ! please tell me yourseif, I beg,
I inslst; please, you must tellme!”

be upon its nlla’th names of |

She did not know who else to inguire
for., Sbe bethougbt herself of & relative
of the dying man, who would help her,
Another bour lost to seek him and
bring him with ber !

Once more at the convent gate. They
enter.

Yes, Father B———— would go. He
knew the invalid well,
Then back to the station once more,
They were jast & few minutes too late
for a train and muet wait sun hour,
Father B. walked up and down.
The governess seated herself in & gniet
corner of the nearly deserted waiting
room, That hour seemed long to both,
but it passed at last, the train started—
one more hour would bring them there !
“Yes,” mused Father _ f
aloud, “they do this, call & priest when
the men is speechleds, They have fal-
filled the law of man; the priest was there,
the man was alive, his body is safe,
that can go into consecrated ground, bat
the soul, the soul, for what ground is thet

nrnd ”
’ e coaschman was waiting for them.
The sister met Madam at the gate.

“I have mot hai the coursge to tell
ﬂﬁ:: she whispered, “and no one else

She placed herself alm®st as if she
wished to bar the entrance, The gover-
ness made way for the vriest to enter.

“But you will tell h“?,]: she pleaded,
“gou will try to save soul, now!”

'hree times the puor lady entered her
brother’s room to announce the priest’s
arrival, three times her conrage failed ?

Father B———— was robed to perform
his sacred office, ready to be conducted to
the sick man’s side. At this lat failure
the governess threw herself on her knees,
oblivious of all aroucd. At lesst she
might say & prayer for the pasing soul,
With hesitating steps the loving but weax
slster wentonce more to the sick chamber;
this time she found courage to eay »

riest was in the house—‘Father
= —, & friend of the governess,
Would her brotber see him 7”

He world and did, As the priest en-
tered he raised his bead, esluted him,
kissed his haud and presented him to his
slster, asking pardon at the ssme time for
not rising to do him honor ashe would
fain bave done.

They were left alone. The last solemn
rites were administered, and absolution
given. Humbly he had confessed bis sins
and prepared bhimself for kis passge to
eternity. Gratefully he had kissed the
hand that bad absolved him; aud, calling
his children to his side, bad blessed thew
and given them his last, his dying counsel
He called his sister, too, and thanked her
for the service she had just rendered him.

The solemn morning broke—and he
etill lingered—lingered and suffered, lin-
gered for three day«; prayed for by the
good Fathers at the convent, prayed for
by the poor governess, but, above all,
prayed for by the little children gathered
iu that far off Chapel in the New World,
.the Chapel of the Mission of the Immac-
ulate Virgin, May they pray for us now
and at the hour of our death,

—_————ste———

A JOYOUS REUNION.

TWO BROTHERS SUPPOSED TO HAVE BEEN
KILLED IN THE WaR,

In 1861 when the war broke out there
were living in Cincinnati, O,, two orphasn
brothers named George and William
Thomas, The first named had just
reached the years of manhood, waile
William was but nineteen, Both re-
sponded to the call of their country, the
elder inlisting in the 13th Ohio infantry,
aud the younger entering the ranks of the
23rd Kentucky, The regiments ot both
men were in time assigned to the same
division, and during the campaigns about
Chattanooga in 1863, the brochers had
meany opportunities of associatiom, At
last the aitack on Misslonary Ridge was
planned and the boys went forth with
their commands. The history of that
bloody sssault is familiar eo all, Wheu
the rolls of the 18th Ohio and the 234
Kentucky were called after the battie,
neither of the benthers responded, and
like Ls Tour D’Anvergne, the first grena.
dier of France under the great N apoleon,
were accounted for as “Mort sur le champ
d'honneur,” But it happeued that botn
were made prisoners by the Confederates;
George was sent to Libby prison, while
William was placed in tho pen at Ander-
sonville, The war ended, and upon in-
vestigation of the records each brother
learned that the other had been killed in
the engagement at Missionary Ridge.
George drifted to Mendocino county, in
this State, where he became a successful
stock raiser, while William, strange to say,
efter many vicissitudes, became a promin-
ent fruit-grower in Los Angeles county.

Yesterday both brothers, whose exlst:
ence was unknown to the other, were in
this city, and recalling the events of
twenty-four years ago, visited the pano-
rama of Missionary Ridge, at the corner
of Market and Tenth streets, and while
each was enjoying the faithful painting of
the assauit their identity was established,
and rushing Into each other’s arms, and
affecting scene took place, which brought
tears to the eyes of hundreds of visitors
who happened to be present to witness
the joyous reunion of two brethers long
thought to be resting quietly 'neath the
sod on the field of battle.—Alta California,

e

$500 Reward.

The former proprietor of Dr. Sage's
Catarrh Remedy, for years made a stand.
ing, pubiic offer in all American news-
papers of $500 reward for a case of catarth
that he could not cure. The present pro.

rietors have renewed this offer. All the
rugglats sell this Remedy, together with
the “Douche,” and all other appliances

arms, when some ladies came in to look

for a glrl,

She saw them glance at ber, and heard

vh:: the woman who kept the office was

saying.

"‘A‘vldow—hmbund died of ship fever

coming over—will work for very small

w-gu—nnu to k"i.ﬂ." child with ber.”
be could not help hearing this for every

sense wae alert and strained, nor the com-

ments of oue of the ladies.

“She looks strong enough to do my

work, but the child is a nulsance; can’t sbe

give itaway 1"

8he heard, and clasped the little one to

her in & more esger embrace.

“You might try her,” the woman was

raying, “she is not young or giddy, and

loring her husband so lately, and having

the care of her child, will keep her

steady.”

“Y-es! I've a great mind to try her,

There's & little room off the kitchen where

she could keep the child, What did you

say her name was §”

“Norah !”

“Norah, would you like to try a place

with me 1”

The lady’s voice was pleasant, She had

s llghtk.ehulinl face, was young, snd

looked rpy and prosperous.

“] would, ma'sm, indeed, and I'll try to

keep little Mary as quiet as I can, so she

wo.’cdistueb you.”

“You see, ] have children of my own,

Norah—three of them—and you will bave

to help take care of them.”

*[ will, ma’am ; only try me,”

80 pretty Mts, Weeks took home the

strange womsn who had come such a lorg

way only to find a home with strangers in

a strange land,

Norah was deeply thankfal for this
opportanity. A home for nerself and that
poor unwelcome baby, who had no friend
in the world but its mother.

The new girl did her work well, and
Mra, Weeks declered that she had found &
treasure,

“But,” ehe added, ‘‘we must get rid of
the baby.”

Forit crled niyhts and disturbed Mr.
Weeks,

And several times Norah bad been
obliged to leave what she was doing snd
hush it to sleep.

Mrs. Weeks never touched it.

““Its father died of ship fever,” she said:
“‘there’s no knowing but some contagion
may cling to it.

For that reason the did not allow her
own children to play with the litile
stranger,

A scheme was maturing in her mind;
the was & -woman with benevolent pro-
pensities—public ones, that got into the
newspapers oocn!oullg.

“I'm going to send Norah’s baby to the
children’s hospital, and pay for its keep,”
she said, much as if che was announcing
that she was designing a new world.
Norah heard her. She was esinging
under her breath a sad bit of & song, the
refrain of which was: “When the sea
gives up its dead.”

She went into the catch all of & room,
where her baby was asleep in a clothes
basket.

“She is like our bleesed Lord,” she said
as the tears dropped upon the sleepiog
face, ‘“He had not where to lay his head.”

She made no outcry when Meres. Wecks
told her of her plan ; indeed, how could

she?

The child would be well cared for there,
batter than she could do for it, aud after
she went to the place and saw the pretty
white cots, the pictures on the walls of
Christ blessing little children and the kind
nurees, she tried to be content. “Perhaps
He will suffer her to come to him, she
thought,” arranging in her own mind & text
she eaw there,

My own opinion is that a child is better
off in a kennel with its mother, if she loves
it, than alone in a palace of comfort.

Norah could do twice as much without
her baby, and sbe did it. She was neat,
diligent, and obliging, snd she never went
out except on the day she was permitted to
visit the Jittle hospital,

It was a hot summer. The baby faded
like a plucked lily. Norah herself was
faint and weak from the excessive het
unlike anything in that cool, green isle
which we are told is “fair as the smile of
God.” It wassll she could do to cook and
work and take care of the children us well
a8 bear her own burdens.

She dietinguished herself by excellence.
“They also sarve who only stand and wait.”
Whatever the did was well done, The
family soon leaned on, her as a sure and
safe prop.

Oae afternoon she appeared before Mrs.
Weeks with a harried request to go out.

“This is not your afternoon out,” said
that lady, quietly, She was making a lace
cap for her youngest child, a sweet little
girly snd poised on her hand it looked a
dainty thing. “You kuow, Norah, one of
the reasons why I keep youis that you are
not alwaye wanting to run out. I hope
you are not going to disappoint me,”

“No, ma’am,” answered her girl, respect.
fully, “I will not; but they've sent me
word from the hoepital that little Mary is
worse, and my work is all done up.”

“Nonceure,” answered her mistress,
shortly; ‘I saw her yesterday, and she was
as bright aa she could be. Besides, I am
golog out myself. I expect my sister every
moment, and we will not be home until
evening.”

Norah's head drooped. Her fingers
clutched her apron to etill the agony in her
heart, Mrs, Weeks was getting ready now
to go.

“You mnust not leave the children a
moment, Norab,” she sald as she went ;
*“little Arthur {s quite feverish. I would
not truat him with sny one but you. And
I'll tell you, Norah—jyou can go and see
your baby the fiist thing in the morning.”

So she did. There wae a white cloth
spread over the littlecot. When she turnad
it back with frantic haste, she looked on
the face of an angel !

All thishappened some time sgo, Norah
1s stlll with Mrs. Weeke, still the patient,
faithful drudye, who is “so faithful’” and
“pever goes out,”

When the day is over, end her work is

advised to be used in connection with it.

at
“Will you be calm if I do? And try
to remember that I do not go without

No catarrh patient s longer able to say “I
cannot be cured.” You get $500 do!hn
in case of failure,

done she goes into her little room and
closes the door,
It is her Gethsemane —Mrs, M, L.

and inbaling the fragrance of the flowers,
I saw & man at a little distance before me,
who seemed to be engeged in the same
occupation, Hewould pause before some
beantiful rose and look at it long and
carefully, as if he were drinking in its
heauty; then his face would light up with
a gratified smile, and leaning forward, he
would eagerly pluck something from the
heart of the rose, or from ita green leaves,
and drop it into a well filled beg that he
carried on his shoulders. <

He was very persistent in bis
If he could not find what he desired at
once, he would linged before the plant
and e¢xamioe it mioutely, turning over
leaf and forcing open the buds that he
might peer into thetr fragrant bearte,

I wondered much what it wes he was
searching for so diligently and at last I
quickened my steps and overtook him.
¢You, t10, are admiring these beautiful
flowers,” I said to bim, ss he glanced up
ot my approach. “What a beautiful gar-
den this is, and how carefully tended the
fluwers in it must be to bloom in such
perfection snd luxurisnce.” An evil
smile was in the man’s face as he listened
to my worda,

“So you think they are beau'iful, do
you!” "he asked scornfully. “That fis
becanse you have not examined them.
All of them, even the ones that make the
most pretensions to besuty, bave a
blighted leaf somewhere, or harbor some
ugly worm orslug. ILsuppose you would

I this lily fair and pure, would you
pot? Wait s moment, and I will show
you what it harbors.”

The man searched patiently and at Last
drew from beneath the broad green leaves
» little worm which had sought shelter
there,

With an expression of delighted tri.
umph the man dropped it into his bag,
and as he opened it for the purpose, 1
saw that 1t was nearly full of crawling
worms and slugs and other loathsome
things, .

“See sll I have discovered,” eaid the
man, “It pleases me wheu I find these
ugly thinge biding about the flowera that
every one edmires so much. And there
is not one that is perfect; they all have
their faults somewhere,”

He went on to the next flower and be-
gan his search while I looked after him in
asmazement., Was it possible that any
one could find greater bhappiness in de-
tecting and treasuring the loathsome in-
sects that in admiring the beauty and
fragrance of the flowers ?

Sarely this is a strange story, you
think, but is it not a true omel Are
there not people in the world who search
for the faults and blemishes in the most
besutiful characters instead of admiring
their excellencies

There are many people who go about
this beautifnl world which God bas wade
for us, llke this man with his bag only
enjoying thelr discoveries when they find
something that is hurtful or wicked, and
exulting when they find good people in-
dulgiog in some secret fault. All the
goodness and beauty of their characters is
as nothing when & single imperfection can
be found.

Do not begin this habit of unkind eriti-
clsm. [t will grow upon you till all that
you will be able to see and enjoy will be
the faults and imperfections of your
neighbors, instead of the beauty of their
characters.

Written for the CATHOLIC RECORD
CHRISTMAN,

The ineffable blessing that Almighty
God bestowed upon mankind one thous
and eight hundred and eighty seven
years ago, when He sent His Beloved
Son to redeem the world from sin, is
acknowledged by our holy Church, not
only as a holy festival, but as a peculi
arly happy one, and all over the Catho-
lic world a mimic scene of what took
place in Bethlehem nearly two thoueand
years ago is presented to the faithful,
And what a merciful God we feel we
have, as our minds are carried back to
the reality of the manger of old! ©ur
Holy Mother, with loving tenderness
claeping the Divine Child to her pure
breast; St, Joseph, overcome with holy
love for the beautiful babe that has found
a reating place on the lap of her, Mary,
the pure and beautiful ! Mary ! whom to
look upon was to reverence. Ah!whata
bappy scene inat was | How sweet the
sound of those augel voices on the calm
air! And the poor stable—ah! for a
peep into that holy spot made brighter
than though paved with diamonds. Aye,
a8 we kneel before the crib we feel how
much “good will” was given umto man
by that greatest of all God’s blessings,
With good Cathohies the good-will per-
meates the whole system, and they teel
that one act of goodness 18 the lever
by which all good hearts ar¢ moved to
deeds of charity, mercy and love. So
let 1t be; let every reader remember
some good “turn’” he may do to hie
neighbor and on that sweetest of days
have no “‘sin of omission” to lay to his
charge, For those on the sea, & prayer;
the sick and dying donot forget; the wid.
ows and orphans, the hospital patients,
for those who are not in the fold—the
stray sheep who are wandering over the
earth looking for the one fold and one
Shepherd—forget them not. The good-
will of the writer extends to all,

M. W.
e —
$40,000 Lost.

“I lost forty thousand dollars by a
periodical attack of nervous sick head
ache,” said a Chicago capitalist to a corres-
Eondent, polnting acroess the street to a

andsome corner lot. “That lot was sold
for ten thousand dollars at public auction

but was too sick with headache to attend
the sale, and it 1a now worth fifty thou-
sand dollars.” If he had known of Dr,
Plerce’s Pleasant Purgative Pellets the
would have removed the cause of
headaches—billousness—and he would
have made the money. Dr, Plerce’s
Pleasant Purgative Pelleta cure sick head-
ache, billofis headache, dizziness, constipa-
tion, indigestion, and bilious attacks; 256

five years ago, and I intended to buy it, bie
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oL A STRAYGE QUEST. THE LIGEXD OF TWOBACKS.
y the “Woman" Magasine.
Sho was eltting dejocted sod tired-look. | The moming was fine, as, walking n..'":uuumu.umum
the walks in &
:u-thhu:b:’::o!ﬁ:.h::km ""!w:'" Wlllthlo L | 88 0ld man who was umuum‘i

from place to with
behind bis bl:;“:'nd 'not.lm in
front of bim.

What do {ou think these sacks ware
for! Well, I will tell you,
In the one behind him he tossed all the
kiud deeds of his friends, where they were
quite bid from view; aud he soon forgot
all about them.
In the one hanging round bis nerk,
under his chin, he popped all the sing
which the people he knew committed;
and theeo he wae in the habit of turning
over and lovkiug at as he walked along,
day by day.
Que day, to his surprise, he met 8 man
wearing, jast like himself, a eack in front
and one behind, He went up to him and
began feeling his sack.
“What have you got here, my friend]”
he asked, giving the sack in front a good
vke,

“Stop, don’t do that!” cried the other,
“you'll spoil my @vod thing.”
“What things 1”” asked namber one.
“Why, my good deeds,” aucswered
pumber two, “I keep them all in froat
of me, where [ can always see them, and
take them out and airthem, See, here is
the half-crown I put in the plate on Sun-
day; and the shawl I gave to the beggar
girl; and the mittens I gave to the
crippled boy; and the peuny I gave to the
organ grinder; and here is even the ben-
evolent amile I bestowed on the crossing
sweeper at my door; and——"
“And what's in the sack behind youi”
asked the first traveler, who thought his
companion’s good deeds would never
come to an end,

“Tut, tut,” said number two, “there is
nothing I care to look at in there! That
sack bolds what I call my little mis.
takes,”

“It seems to me that your sack of

mistakes is fuller than the other,” said
number one,
N rtwo frowned, He had never
tho! t, although he had put what
he called his “mistake” out of his sight,
every ons else could see them still. An
angry reply was on his lips, when
happily a third tiaz¢le’, also carrying
two sacks, as they were, overtook
them,

The first two men at once pounced on
the stranger.

“What cargo do you carry in your
aacks!” oried one,

“Let’s see your goods,” said the other,

“With all my heart,” quoth the
stranger; “for I have a goodly assortment,
and I like to show them,  This sack,”
said he, pointing to the one hanging in
front of him, “is full of the good deeds
of others,”

“Your sack looks nearly touching the
ground. It must be a pretty heavy
weight to carry,” observed number one.

“There your mistaken,” replied the
stranger; “the weight is only such as
sails are to a ship, or wings are to an
eagle, It helps me onward.”

“Well, your sack behind can be of
little use to you,” said number two, *for
it appears to be empty; and I see it has
a great hole in the bottom of it.”

“I did it on purpose,” said the stran-
ger; “for all the evil 1 hear of people I
put in there, and it falls through and is
lost. 8o, you see, I have no weight to
drag me down backwards.”

——— B o

SILLY BIGUTRY REBUKED.

The following from the New York
Catholic Review might with advantage be
studied by the editor of the Mail and
the ministers who “run’ the “popular”
churches in Toronto :

“In striking contrast with the body oi
Congregational ministers of Boston, who
recently invited that crazy bigot, J. D,
Fulton, to address them on the subject
of Catholic parochial schools, it is pleas-
ant to note that the Boston ministers
are not all of that stripe,
At a union meeting of Conrge.
gationalists and Baptists on Thanks.
giving day, at the First Baptist church,
of which the Rev, J. T. Duryea, D, D, is
pastor, that gentleman preached the
sermon, and the topic chosen was “The
Immediate Duty of the Qitizen of this
City,” Atter alluding to and comment-
ing upon certain evils which were said
to exist in their midst, such as loss of
reverence, the evils of a partisan press,
and the waning of integrity, honor and
fidelity, public and private, he gave utter-
ance to the following manly, independ-
ent and praireworthy sentimantg whish
do honor to his head as well as his heart,

“Itis alleged, also, that our public
school system is in dange: from attack
from Roman Catholics, Let no man say
the Oatholics are Hypocrites. We have
invited the Roman Catholic Church here
and given it a fair field, Let it beat us
if it can; it ought to, The speaker
argued that he was more secure to-day
in his property, and his daughters were
safer because of the Catholic Church.
So much in the way of fairness, If he
wasin the Roman directory, he would
urge the same measures they do. He
wished we had in our American QGovern-
ment anything like such maguificent
statesmanship as is exhibited in the
Papacy. We should have order, proa-
perity, happiness.”

Three Great Truths.

Theee two are from the New York
Sun :

A great truth : Lager beer is a better
drink than whiskey on a hot day.

Another great truth : Ice water 1s a
3etur drink than lsger beer on that same

ay.

Still another great truth :  Hot tea or
coffee, or better still, buctermilk, is  bet-
ter drink than ice water any day.—Catho-
ic Puamainer,

—l
Seott’s Emulsion of Cod Liver 01l and

Hypophosphites
Is very palatable and much better than
plain oil. Dr, W. H. Cameron, of
Halifax, N, 8., says: “I have presoribed
Scott's Emulsion of Cod Liver Oil with
Hypophosphites for the past two years and
found it more agreeable to the stomach,
and have better results from its use than

« Rayne s Detroit Fress Press,

oents a vial, by drogglats,

any other preparation of the kind I have
ever tried.” Put upin 500, and $1 sise.

DEO 2, 1800,
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SAINT TERESA, of

qhe Falrest Flowers of Carmel and the | an
Wisest of Women.—The Kyentfal | fe
Period that Witnessed Her Birth, w

EARLY TRIALS AND EARLY SANCTITY—GRAND | ey
RESULTS OF HER WONDROUS ZEAL AND | gl

ABILITY—THE EXALTED MERITS OF HER
WRITINGS,

Saturday, October 15th, was the feaet | v

of St. Teress, the fullowing extract from
stketch of her life Las o epecial interest.
Tt is from the pen of “J. M, an occa-
slonal contributor to the Beltimwore Mirror,
It is deemed no exaggeration to say that
88, Tereea has impreeced her genius upon
the world’s history iv a most striking and
Iasting manner, aud bas left bebind her a
gecora of eplendid deeds that have never
been surpaesed. It wae at the beginning
of the sixteenth centurv, aud it pro-
cemsion of civil and rehigions movements,
Fravcig I. was on the throne of France;
Charled V. was twining together the
crown of Spein and the dndfm of a
Roman emperor; Americy was just open-
ipg wide to the counquests of tpe Church
‘Elch Luther was shortly to trouble o
profoundly, when there ¢ame iuto the
worid st Avils, & city of Castile the child
whem God destined to succor his Chu:ch,
to immortalize Spain and protect France,
The ssme day she was born into the life
of grace and received in baptiem the name
of Tereen, which, in the lavguage cf boly
Scripture; eignifies “beantiful beyond all,”
or pre-eminently beautiful, Likeall the
reat ssints of the Cburch, Teresa was
enced with Christian parents who loved
virtue and led exemplary livee.  Alonzo
Sanchez de Cepeda and Dora Beatrix de
Abumaba were models of exalted piety.
They took evety poseible care to instil
into the minde and bearte of their children
the ealutary lessons which their piety and
love for virtue dictated; and their efforts
were abundantly rewarded, especially in
the csse of the young Tercss, who ad
vanced 18pidly in virtue, ae we learn from
her bicgrapber. At an caily sge the gave
proof of eolid virtue, aud her desire for
martyrdom and plens for its accomplish
ment manifested the presence of that
wonderful bercism which afterwards be
comue 50 promicent a traitin her character.
There is, bowever, 8 martyrdom which
implies greater sacrifice avd demsnds
greater courage than even that of laylvg
down one’s life for a cause. It is the
patient endurance of great trials and the
heroic submistsion to

LONG CONTINUED SUFFERINGS
which daily sttest our fidelity aud prove
our devoteduess in the service of God,
o these ihe esint was rigorouely subjec-
ted, as we ehall see. At the age of 12 she
was depilved of the care of a lovig
mother., Possessed of an ardent aud
affcctionate pature, her hearl was over-
whelmed with ¢fll ction, She mourned
over the death of her mother, whom she
loved tevderly, aud felt as though her
heart would break under the weight of
ber bereavement, Iu this diecoveolate
condition ebe bad rccourse to one who is
justly etyled “Covsoler ot thesfilicted.” Tt
is whilet receiving her education under
the Augustivi'n nups that the founda
tion of her religious vocation wes laid,
Having srrivea at an age when it was
permissible and proper to make choice of
a state of life, ehe selected the order of
‘ Mount Carmel, and after due preparation
entered upon ber noviiiste in that order.
In separativg from her father the loving
hesrt of Teresa was put to a severe test.
Sbe hereelf tell us that the experlencec
the feclings of maityrdom But grac
triumphed over nature, sud encbled her 1
achieve a victory which otherwite wouic
be impoeeible. Nor did she find muc)
coneolation within the cloister for a con
siderable time, It pleazed God to permi
her to endure many irials and privationt
8till, she remeined firm, sustained by Hi
grace and carried onward by the fmpel
ling force of Hia love. He was preparin
her for a preat misrion, of which, howeve
she was not aware, and so had allowe
her beart to be tried in the furnace o
affliction that she might grow in gracean
increace in strength and develop might
energy for the nccomplishment of hig
purposee and holy ends. It wes not unt
THE CLOSE OF EER NOVITIATE
that she began to experience those cons
laiions which brought peace and joy t
her troubled soul, They were but tl
pressge or pledge of the etill more prec
ous gifts to_be conferred upon her at
later period when God revealed to h
His wonders sud made koown mo
plaixly His designa in her regard. B
even these were not to be unsitended wi
anxiety, Teresa, miodful of her ur
worthinese of such great favors, and, |
her humility, distrustful of the sour
whence the favors emanated, found !
their posseeslon cause for the grave
apprehentions, - She feared that she mig
be decelved by the ememy of her so
Hence her revelations occasioned her pr
found anxiety. At lergth she had !
course to holy men, With whom ebe co
forred regarding her doubts, From !
lips of that marvel of eanctity St. P
of Alcantars, she heard the consoli
assurance that God was the author a
source of her inspiration. Father B
thazar Alvarez, whom she extols for
rare wisdom and holiness of life, aleo o
firmed the judgment of St Peter
Alcantara, Thus the soul of Teresa 1
restored to tranquility by the coar
of thorse saintly men. But her peace
of short duration, Still other ¢
greater trials were in_store for her, |
zight soon was she called upon to end
them. This time the triale did not co
from herself or from God, though
doubtler mitted them for the 800
Hinfaithful and devoted servant,
order of Carmel, whose welfare and p
::hy!m dear to the heart of Tez



