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;» keep good time as long as 
£> it is well used. For *2.00 
j we will mail it to any ad- 
e dress in Canada.
S THE SUPPLY COMPANY 
tt NIAGARA FALLS, ONTARIO

We have now in stock a very large 
and beautiful assortment of Prayer 
Hooks, ranging in price from 25c. to 
$4 00. There are amongst the lot some 
specially imported for Presentation 
purposes. Orders frem a distance 
promptly attended to. We will make 
a nice selection for any given sum 
that may bi sent us, and if book is 
not entirely satisfactory, it may be 
re-mat led to us, and money will be

T110 s7 Co F F F Y,

Catholic Record Office, 
London, Ont.

BEES WAX CANDLES.
We have in stock a large consign
ât of Pure Bees Wax Candles, for 

. Orders from the rev. clergy 
promntly attended to.
TH08. COFFEY,

Catholic Record Office, 
London, Ont.

alti
will be

POST & HOLMES,
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es — Rooms 28 and 29, Manning House, 
King st. west, Toronto. Also In the 

Gerrle Block, Whitby.
A. A. Port, R. A. A. W. Holmkr.
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Should be used, if it is desired to make the 
Finest Claes of «eme—Rolls, Biscuit, Pan
cakes, Johnny Cakes, Pie Crust, Boiled 
Paste, etc. Light, sweet, snow-white and di
gestible food results from the use of Cook's 
Friend. Guaranteed free from alum. Ask ■ 
grocer for MeLaren’e Cook's Friend.'

your

PRATER BOOKS . .

TRY THAT
MOST DELICIOUS

TEA 4 CIREE
MOLD ONLY BY

James Wilson & Co.
398 Blehmond Street, London.

Telephone 650.

CONCORDIA VINEYARDS
SANDWICH, ONT.

ERNEST GÏRAD0T& CP
Altar Wine a Specialty.

Our Altar Wine is extensively used ana 
recommended by the Clergy, and our Claret 
will compare favorably with the best im
ported Bordeaux.

For prices and information address,
E. GIRADOT A CO.

Handwlu* 'w*

despiseth Him that sent Me.' Let 
these men have a care lest a curse not 
of Rome, but a curse of an offended 
God come upon them. Know-Nothlng- 
ism was trampled down in its own in
famy, and in its incipiency, and these 
men who are the most radical of ex
tremists, are traitors to their country. 
They are un-American. Destruction 
will surely come to all who set them 
selves up against God’s messengers. ”

For Scrofula
" After suffering for about twcnty-fiye years 

from scrofulous sores on the legs and arms, 
trying various medical courses without benefit. 
1 began to use Ayer's Sarsaparilla, 
wonderful cure was the result. Five bottles 
sufficed to restore me to health."—Bonifacia 
Lopez, 337 E. Commerce st., San Antonio, 
Texas.

Catarrh
“ My daughter was afflicted for nearly a year 

with catarrh. The physicians being unable to 
help her. my pastor recommended Ayer’s 
Sarsaparilla. I followed his advice. Three 
months of regular treatment with Ayer's 
Sarsaparilla and Ayer's Pills completely 
restored my daughters health."—Mrs. Louise 
Kiellc, Little Canada, Ware, Mass.

Rheumatism
“ For several years, I was troubled with 

inflammatory rheumatism, being so had at 
times as to lx? entirely helpless. For the last 
two years, whenever I felt the effects of the 
disease, I began to take Ayer's Sarsaparilla, 
and have not had a spell fi.r a long time."— 
E. T. llansbrough, Elk Run, Va.

For all blood diseases, the 
best remedy Is

AVER’S
Sarsaparilla

Prepared by Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass. 
Sold by all Druggists, Price $1 ; six bottles, $5.

Cures others, will cure you
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ment ; followed by a second equally She realized that something had come 
dolorous hymn and prayer ; and a ser- , to her for which she had longed all 
mon full of harsh, uncompromising through her life. She only felt and 
doctrine, respecting the absolute hope- ' knew that at last she could render to 
lessness of salvation to the unpredes- God the adoration which she so 
tinated — a sermon In which the yearned to offer, 
preacher's object might have been to When Benediction was over, Jessie 
inspire his hearers with profound looked round for Mabel, and saw her 
terror of the Deity, without so much as kneeling, with her face buried in her 
one allusion to the love of God made hands, some way behind her. Jessie 
man, so hard, so cold, so wearying did touched her twice, the third time shak- 
it sound to those who listened to it for ing her gently, before Mabel lifted her 
one hour and twenty minutes. After head, 
the sermon came a third hymn, a third 
prayer—shorter, but quite as dreary as 
the preceding two ; after which the 
depressed congregation arose, and re
turned to their respective homes and 
duties, unconsoled, unrefreshed, un
strengthened by any heavenly food, 
yet upheld—let no one doubt it—by 
the Good God, who must have had com
passion on the starving state of their 
desolate souls.

Mabel, who during two hours and a 
quarter bad been suffering from the 
heaviest lit of depression she ever re
membered to have experienced, left 
the temple with a firm resolve that 
never again, under any circumstances, 
would she set foot inside its walls. If 
the Roman Church were a corrupt one, 
at least its corruptions could not exceed 
those of the French Protestants. Now, 
indeed, Mabel could understand why 
(as she once heard from Mr. Vaughan, 
only she forgot It unfortunately when she 
came to Vrananches) there was in 
Franco no true Church except the 
Roman Catholic Church, for unless 
every teaching and instinct of faith 
were wrong, that dull, icy sepulchral 
temple could not be a Christian 
Church ?

“Oh ! Mamma, I never want to 
go to church again !" exclaimed little 
Eva, as, hot and weary after the long 
drive, she came in to luncheon, fol
lowed by her brother and Mabel.

“ Don’t say that, Eva," interrupted 
Wilfred, with an air oi superiority ;
“ of course wo shall like to go to church 
at El van lee, when we go back there.
You know Aunt Mabel told you this 
was not a church at all. "

“I told you so, Mabel," laughed 
Jessie. “ You had much better have 
taken my advice. I knew you would 
hate it."

and not to be Influenced by others. 
I think my reason will go from me, for 
It will never let me put faith in the 
English Church any more. If I use 
my judgment, I don't known what to 
do, for my judgment tells me there 
must be a visible Church somewhere, 
but where ?—oh ! where ? Not the 
Roman Church—not thecorrupt Church 
of Rome ! I cannot, I will not believe 
that ; but then I must have no faith— 
none ; and there is nothing to comfort, 
no one to speak to. Hugh, why did 
you leave me ? There is no sense in 
my belief. Hugh calls it ‘ridiculous 
Puseyism.’ Why don’t I believe him ? 
He is a priest of the Church, he must 
have authority. 0 God, why cannot I 
submit to it ?" She checked herself as 
the advancing line of white foam came 
nearer to her as each wave broke with 
a louder splash upon the sandy beach.

Very relucantly Mabel rose to retrace 
her steps, lor it would not have been 
safe to continue longer in the cavern. 
As It was, she was obliged to use all 
speed in order to gain the little bay of 
La Plage Ste. Anne, lest she should be 
cut off by the incoming tide. As she 
walked back to the Chiiteau, she be
thought herself of the little pocketBible, 
which she usually carried about with 
her.

HOW THE LIGHT CAME.

The Pathetic Story of a Poor Blind 
<Mrl at the Shrine of Ste. Anne du 

Bennpre,

An exquisite paper in the November 
Lippincott'* is that by J Armoy 
Knox, “ How the Light Came.” 
The writer tells of a visit to 
the Canadian shrine of Ste. Anne de 
Beaupre, at the time of a pilgrimage. 
He relates the case of a poor blind 
girl, almost at the point of death 
with consumption, who had come to 
the holy shrine to pray for relief from 
her sufferings. Mr. Knox writes :

“I got a seat near the altar. The 
pilgrims kneel during the whole ser
vice. They certainly are in earnest. 
Above the monotony of the priests 
arises ever and anon the audible 
prayer of some miserable cripple, some 
human wreck, crying in an anguish : 
‘O good St. Anne, help us !'

‘ On her knees, and kneeling 
against the altar rail, is the little girl 
with the halo of golden hair. The 
blue veins on her temples are more 
distinct, and the spots on her hollow 
cheeks are a deeper red. Her clasped 
hands are stretched out toward the 
altar, and her great blue eyes seem to 
be gazing on something far beyond it. 
Her attitude is that of earnest suppli
cation. She is praying the good Ste. 
Anne to bring the light. Her father, 
close beside her, has his arm around 
her. The expression of his face is very 
sad, shadows of doubt and despair are 
there, and tears fill his eyes. But 
there is no sadness on the face of the 
child. It is radiant with expectancy 
and bright with the brightness that 
hope and faith bring.

“ The priest now turns to the people 
while holding somothing aloft in his 
hands, and all the people bow rever
ently ; while a wave of whispered sup
plication, like the sound of a summer 
breeze passing over a field of ripened 
grain, fills the aisles and spreads out 
among the multitude beyond the 
church’s walls.

“Suddenly the child at the altar 
rail rises to her feet, and throwing her 
arms above her head, as if reaching 
for something above, cries : ‘Oh, 
father, father ! the light is coming, 
father !’

“ The father catches her as she falls 
faint and limp into his arms, and 
hurredly pushing his way through the 
throng, bears her out into the church
yard and tenderly lays her on a grassy 
mound under the trees. Water from 
the holy well is poured on her face by 
a young priest. For a moment she 
revives. She clasps her arms around 
the neck of her father, who is bending 
over her. A smile of peace and joy 
illumes her pallid face as she kisses 
him. Her arms relax and fall on her 
breast, and her head sinks back on her 
father’s arm,

“ The light has come.”

“ Did you go to sleep, Mabel ?" in 
qui red Lady Forrester, while they were 
walking home. “The music was 
rather sleepy. All gregorian too. I 
got so tired."

“ I was not asleep. I did not notice 
the music much, Jessie ; but, oh ! 
what a delicious place it is to say one's 
prayers in !”

On the Sunday following, Mabel in
stead of repeating her visit to the 
temple, betook herself, with her bible 
and prayer-book, to the Convent 
Chapel. It was very quiet—she had it 
all to herself—for most of the inhabit
ants of Vrananches were gone to 
High Mass. In the little chapel Mabel 
accordingly spent a very happy 
Sunday morning, so happy, indeed, 
that she was glad on other occasions 
to renew her visit. The chapel was 
always open, and from that time forth, 
Mabel never failed to go there for her 
morning and evening devotions. 
Gradually, almost imperceptibly to 
herself, the unknown influence which 
from the first had so powerfully attract
ed her, obtained complete possession of 
her heart.

She surrendered herself to its enjoy
ment. Lulled into a temporary delu
sion, she continued to cherish the idea 
that this beautiful, this comforting 
doctrine of the Real Presence, was in
deed the faith of the Anglican Church. 
With all the powers of her 
son she resisted, as she believed, 
the so called corruptions of the 
Roman Church, olten arguing 
fiercely with her French friends in de
fence of her own Anglican tenets, 
trying hard to prove to them, and to 
herself, that in the Anglican Com
munion she could find all her heart 
desired.

For a while there was a positive 
bitterness in the animosity she dis
played towards devotion to the Blessed 
Virgin, for the transient gleam of 
comprehension which had come to her 
respecting it had fade! away. Nor 
was Mabel at all prepossessed by what 
she saw of Catholic worship — she 
strongly objected to the use of Latin in 
the churches, rather disliked the music 
than otherwise, misunderstood the cere 
monies, and contrasted them unfavor
ably with her own Church’s more 
simple, and, as she chose to think, far 
purer ritual. All this helped to delude 
her into the belief that her residence at 
Vrananches was strongthing rather 
than weakening her devotion to the 
Anglican Church.

“She is Protestante! — oh! how 
Protestante !" Marie de St. Laurent 
despondingly remarked to Genevieve, 
after a discussion on devotion to the 
Blessed Virgin which had taken place 
betwixt herself and Mabel ; “ and yet 
when one sees her before the Blessed 
Sacrament, it is hard to believe she is 
not Catholic. "

‘ ‘ Leave her

“I know what Hugh would say,” 
mused Mabel ; “ he would tell me that 
my faith must be founded upon what I 
find here. But it is all so contradic
tory—everyone explains it differently ; 
and, besides, the Bible, more than any 
book I know, points to a Church pos
sessed of authority to teach. There 
must be some foundation for the 
authority of the Church of England.
I wonder what it is. Whom shall I 
ask ? Hugh is so far away ; and I 
must know at once.

Mabel, before she reached the 
Château, had come to a conclusion 
which, at any rate, consoled her for a 
time : this was that she would write 
immediately to the clergyman doing 
duty at Elvanlee during Hugh’s 
absence. She was not personally well 
acquainted with Mr. Stanley, but he 
was a particular friend of Hugh’s, and 
stood, Mabel knew, very high in 
Hugh's opinion. To him, therefore, 
she determined to refer her doubts, her 
troubles, her views upon Church 
authority, begging him to be very ex
plicit in his answer ; and asking him 
at the same time to furnish her with 
books which would contain what was 
necessary to meet the Catholic line of 
argument which had strongly im
pressed her.

The letter was a difficult one to write, 
and it took Mabel a long time to ac
complish. Her head ached sadly when 
at last, really completed, it lay ready 
for the post before her, she herself too 
tired out to take it there, yet not choos
ing to put it with the other letters, 
which must pass through Jessie's hand. ******

“ Father, I cannot bear it! ex
claimed Geneviève, vehemently, some 
two or three hours later. She had just 
returned from a visit to Mabel, who, 
on the plea of a bad headache, had 
kept her room that evening, and who 
had cried herself to sleep in Gene- 
viève’s presence—“I cannot bear to 
see Mabel breaking her heart—my 
poor little darling Mabel ! I know 
something has happened to day which 
has opened her eyes a good deal. She 
is beginning to feel all the pain of the 
struggle, but without the consolation 
of our holy religion. "

“How? What do you mean ?" in
quired Mr. Vaughan, anxiously. 
“ What has she said ?”

“ Nothing, father, absolutely noth
ing ; but she looked so terribly un
happy ; and she gave me a letter to 
post to Mr. Stanley at Elvanlee.”

“Ah, poor child ! poor child !" mut
tered Mr. Vaughan. “ I have seen 
these last few days that she is any
thing but satisfied with her position ; 
seen it in her persistent efforts to per
suade everyone that she satisfied. ”

“Cannot you help her, father ? An 
hour’s conversation with you would 
clear up all.”

But Mr. Vaughan only shook his 
head.

“ No, Genevieve, not yet, not yet. 
Be patient for a little longer. Let us 
pray and wait."

rea-

“ It was shocking," replied Mabel, 
indignantly. “I could not have be
lieved that there could exist a place so 
heartless, so—”

“ There now, don’t get into a state, 
Mabel. You have evidently never 
been into a Dissenting chapel," re
marked Jessie, coolly : “and French 
Calvinists are not likely to suit you. 
1 can't think why you did not go to the 
Cathedral of St. Anne."

“ Suit me ! Do they suit anybody, 
I wonder ?”

“ That depends upon circumstances. 
I was brought up in the Kirk, 
Mabel ; and John Knox and Calvin 
have a family likeness to eacli other. 
I don't object to French services, if 
the Pasteur be an eloquent man — 
of course all depends on that."

“ Well, I should be sorry to belong 
to a Church whoso merits depend on 
the preacher,” said Mabel emphatic
ally.

AN EPISCOPAL DIVINE’S CON- 
DBMNATION.

Rev. G. A. Carstenson, rector of St. 
Paul’s Episcopal Church, Indianapolis, 
delivered a sermon on a Sunday in 
which he paid a manly tribute to Cath
olicism. During the course of a scath
ing denunciation of the A. P. A.’s 
Rev. Carstenson said :

“I firmly believe there are Protest
ants who would rather see the city 
flooded with reeking dens of the vilest 
iniquity than witness the work done 
by the Little Sisters of the Poor ; I be
lieve their are Protestants who would 
rather see the city given up to the 
rankest corruption than to hear of 
these Daughters of the Divine Love 
performing daily deeds of charity. 
Can any one tell me that the grand 
men who minister to the Roman Catho
lic congregations in this city are the 
foul personages depicted by this 
underhand and backbiting society of 
cowards, or that they are endeavoring 
to sap the foundations of society ? 
Never ! They are noble minds, pure 
hearts and great souls, incapable of 
such deeds, and even a suspicion of 
them.

“Charges and invectives like those 
of the A. P. A. are no new thing for 
the Roman Church. She has borne 
them for centuries. The Roman Cath
olic Church, exultant, exalted and 
triumphant will live and bless the 
world in spite of these cowardly enem
ies and assassins, on and ever dissemi
nating the Gospel of Jesus Christ. 
These harmless little pellets emitted 
with venomious purpose will fall back 
flattened and harmless as homeopathic 
pills against the rocks of Gibraltar, 
and the Roman Catholic Church will 
go on praying for those who despite
ful ly abused and persecuted her and 
will firmly establish her claim to the 
blessing of Him who said the Church 
should be blessed when all things 
would be said against it for His sake. 
‘ He that despiseth you, despiseth Me,

“ Oh ! you little humbug!"answered 
Jessie quickly. “Just as if your de
votion to your own beloved Anglican 
Church did not depend entirely on 
whose parish you were in !"

“ What do you mean, Jessie ?”
“Mean, Mabel ? Why, just this : 

of course you believed Mr. Vaughan 
to be worthy of your allegiance, and 
so you looked upon him as the Voice 
of the Church ; but as for poor Mr. 
Selby, in the adjoining parish, he 
quite set aside, and though he got his 
authority from the same source as Mr. 
Vaughan, do you remember how you 
abused the man, and called him a 
‘wolf in sheep's clothing, ’ because ho 
upheld the Thirty-nine Articles, and 
animadverted

leave her alone, ’ 
interposed Mr. Vaughan, who hap
pened to be present ; she is not the ob 
stinate Protestant you take her for. 
Her very vehemence is but fresh proof, 
in my eyes, of her loyal devotion to 
the Church. Only pray for her, my 
children. There is a sharp conflict 
before her, and any day now she may 
open her eyes and see it coming. Do 
not go beforehand with God, or you 
will wake her up perhaps too soon. ”

Acting under her father’s guidance, 
Genevieve avoided all discussion with 
Mabel ; nor did Mabel, after the first, 
seem to be very keen about it. As the 
time wore on, she grew apparently 
more satisfied with her own position, 
depending less on the opinions of her 
friend ; though with the inmates of the 
St. Laurent family she was always 
getting into disputes. Mabel soon be
came very fond of the girls—especially 
of Marie ; they in their turn attached 
themselves to her with enthusiastic 
affection.

That October afternoon upon which 
Mabel received her Australian letter 
was a distinct epoch in her life. After 
the perusal of the long-expected letter, 
a sudden Hash of light, revealing to 
her her own false position, awakened at 
the same moment in her bosom serious 
misgivings and forebodings concern
ing the future. For nearly half an 
hour she remained passive, resting her 
head against the hard rock, listening 
with closed eyes to the dashing waves 
of the rapidly advancing tide. The 
wind was rising, the sea becoming 
momentarily more boisterous, and a 
low moaning in the distance heralded 
an approaching storm.

“Hugh,” she said presently, in a 
low, exceedingly constrained voice— 
“Hugh, what have you done?” Then 
she sat bolt upright, crying out with 
the sharp throb of pain which shot 
through her heart.

was

pretty strongly upon 
the Popish practices at Elvanlee, eh, 
Mabel ? But, there, don’t let us 
quarrel about these stupid absurdities. 
Will you come to Vespers at the Cathe
dral ? We shall hear 
music there, at least. "

Mabel went with Jessie to the Cathe
dral, and though she did not 
try to understand a word of what was 
going on from the very moment she 
entered the sacred edifice, a feeling 
of perfect rest and homeliness 
over her.

some pretty

even

TO BE CONTINUED.

Shingling His Own Roof.
Captain McCable tells the story of a 

drinking man who, being in a saloon 
late at night, heard the wife of the

came

Jessie seated herself comfortably, 
where she could botli hear and 
well ; but Mabel no sooner crossed 
the threshold of the holy place than 
she again fell under the influence 
which had already. In the little Con
vent chapel, so powerfully attracted 
her. For a few moments she sought, 
with all the strength of her lately- 
formed resolution, to resist it, but 
once

see
saloon keeper say to her husband, 
“ Send that fellow home ; it is late.” 
“No, never mind,” replied her hus
band ; “ he is shingling our roof for 
us." This idea lodged in the mind of 
the drunkard, and he did not return to 
the saloon for six months. When pass
ing the saloon keeper In the street the 
latter said, “ Why don’t you come 
round to my place any more ?” 
“Thank you for your kind hospital
ity," replied his former victim ; “I 
have been shingling my own roof 
lately.” The industrial aspect of the 
temperance reform is embodied in this 
illustration.—Union Signal.

more overcome by its excessive 
she withdrew a littlesweetness, 

way behind Jessie, and knelt down 
where she knew she would bo 
cea'.od by one of the massive pillars.

Thinking nothing of the music, the 
service, the gorgeous splendor of the 
sanctuary, forgetting the crowd of 
worshippers by whom she 
rounded, Mabel was sensible of 
feeling only : tho Real Presence of the 
God Whom she adored. In that 
Divine Presence she had found all that 
her heart could desire. All troubles, 
all doubts, all misgivings as to tho 
future, wore hushed into instan- 

That she was in a 
Roman Church Mabel no longer cared 
to remember. She did not occupy her 
mind in contrasting the afternoon 
service with tho one at which she had 
in the morning assisted. Neither did 
she trouble herself with useless striv
ings to understand the merits of tho 
Anglican versus the Roman Church.

con-
" LOOK UP, 

and not down,” if you’re a suffer
ing woman. Every 
bodily troubles that 
women only has a guaranteed 
cure in Dr. Pierce’s Favorite Pre
scription. That will bring you 
safe and certain help.

It’s a powerful general, as well 
as uterine, tonic and nervine, and 
it builds up and invigorates the 
entire female system. It regu
lates and promotes all the proper 
functions, improves digestion, 
enriches the blood, brings refresh
ing sleep, and restores health and 
strength.

For ulcerations, displacements, bearing- 
down sensations, periodical pains, and; all 
•• female complaints” and weaknesses, “Fa
vorite Prescription ” is the only guaranteed 
remedy. If it ever fails to benefit or cure, 
you have your money back.

i
one of the 

come to
tvas sur- 

one
Another long 

silence, after which he spoke again, 
with her eyes fixed, as though she saw 
before her him to whom she spoke. 
“ Do you know what you have done ? 
You have put the finishing stroke to 
tho destruction of my faith in the 
Church of England. Veva is right, 
my Church is an ideal ; and for yours 
—God help me, I cannot believe in it, 
do what I will. Oh ! why did I not die 
before this came upon me ? There is 
no such thing as authority in the 
Church of England—it is all a miser
able mockery ! What shall I do, Hugh ? 

j —what shall I do ? Why did you ever 
c. _ , „ | leave me?" said Mabel, beginning to
She was conscious of nothing, save sob piteously, and wailing forth her 

th»F> in the holy place, an aching void sad complaint. “ You tell me to use 
within her heart was completely filled, my own reason, my own judgment,

With many clergymen, public 
speakers, singers, and actors, Ayer’s 
Cheery Pectoral is the favorite remedy 
for hoarseness and all affections ot the 
vocal organs, throat, and lungs. Its 
anodyne and expectorant effects are 
promptly realized.

Tel! the Deaf.—Mr. J. F. Kellock, Drug
gist, Perth, writes : “A customer of mine 
having been cured of deafness by the 
of Dr. Thomas’ Eclectric Oil, wrote to 
Ireland, telling his friends there of the cure. 
In consequence I received an order to send 
half a dozen by express to Wexford, Ireland, 
this week."

The Best Cough Cure.
Dr. Wood's Norway Pine Syrup is the 

safest and best cure for coughs, colds, 
asthma, bronchitis, sore throat, and all throat 
and lung troubles. Price 25c. and 50c.
Keep Minant e Liniment In the Henee,

taneous rest.

Ill every case of Catarrh that seems 
hopeless, you can depend upon Doctor 
Base’s Catarrh Remedy for 
... .„Pr°Prietors are so sure of it that
££ M,MaÛ1£«ÎMr lneurible

a cure.
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LINKED LIVES.
My Lady Gertrude Douglas.

CHAPTER XXIII.
THE IDEAL SHAKEN TO ITS FOUNDATION.

“ Farewell, O dream of mine !
I dare not siiy ;

The hour Is come, and tnno 
Will not delay :

Nhe stands the future dim,
And draws

And shows me dearer Joys,
Hut though art gone V'

—(Adelaide Proctoer.)

Mabel had passed nearly two months 
at Vrananches before she received her 
first Australian letter. Hugh wrote in 
good spirits ; he had had a prosperous 
journey, and hoped to be able to wind 
up his affairs so as to be free early in 
the coming year.

“ Not by Christmas, I fear, but cer
tainly by Easter,darling Mabel, I shall, 
D, v., be with you. The future some
times seems to me almost too happy ; I 
can scarcely believe it will really be 
ours, and there are days when I feel 
very desponding ; but God will surely 
reward you for the generous sacrifice 
you have already made, and this con
soles mo, when I get into my low fits. 
Oh ! Mabel, I have had much sorrow 
in my life, but your love Is the sun
shine that has more than made up for 
all.”

Hugh Was not one to talk, still less 
to write, lengthily about his own feel
ings ; the rest of the letter was very 
matter-of-fact ; telling her of his work, 
the mission, and its future chances of 
success. There was a good deal about 
Elvanlee parish ; messages were sent 
to soma of his parishioners, and many 
questions asked regarding Mabel's own 
daily life. He had of course, when he 
wrote, not heard of the emigration to 
France, but the latter part of his letter 
startled Mabel exceedingly, opening 
her eyes to the way in which he would 
receive the tidings when they should 
reach him. Hugh wrote •

“Tell mo what you hear of the 
Vaughans ; but I cannot help hoping, 
my Mabel, that you will care less for 
them now. This may sound selfish— 
I cannot help it. I am almost glad 
that a barrier has arisen between you, 
for shall I own to you that I dread the 
influence they formerly exercised over 
you ? As I always warned you, that 
ridiculous aping of Romanism gen
erally ends in one way only—that is, 
if those who profess it bo honest ! 
Romanism and Puseyism are utterly 
contrary to the Evangelical doctrine 
of tho Bible. I want to see you actu
ated by sound, healthy principles of 
religion. I always tremble for the 
possible consequences of so much lean
ing to Puseyism. In tho end, if you 
were not careful, my beloved Mabel, 
you would bo led astray, as tho 
Vaughans have been ; and I tell you 
candidly, 1 would rather see you in 
your collln than belonging to that 
corrupt and idolatrous sect.

“ These are strong words, but they 
come, you know, my own darling, 
from the depths of a very deep, true 
affection. Yet why need I dwell 
this subject ? I hope and believe that 
now, removed from such dangerous 
influence, you are comparatively sife. ’

Mabel laid the letter down upon her 
lap ; she had wandered a mile along 
the sea shore, in order to be quite 
alone, to enjoy it quietly, and she was 
now sitting under the shadow of a deep 
cavern ill the rocks, into which the 
entered at high tide, but which was 
then perfectly dry, and carpeted with 
beautiful Hue sand, besprinkled with 
tiny shells of pink and soft groy pearl.

Three times already had Mabel read 
Hugh’s letter from the beginning to 
the end, and with each reading the 
load upon Iter heart grew more unbear- 

This fourth time she stopped 
short in Iter perusal of the precious 
document ; tears wore blinding her, 
and sick at heart, she leant her head 
against the rock, closed her eyes, and 
remained silently thinking.

In accordance with her resolution, 
taken on tho first night of her first day 
at Vrananches, Mabel It ad begun bv 
trying to lay aside her High Church 
principles, and to accept in their place 
those of Evangelical Protestantism.

She soon found, however, that such 
a resolution was beyond her power to 
fulfil. For a few days site struggled 
hard for victory, but if she believed 
herself to have made any progress, she 
was undeceived on the first Sunday.

“Shall you go to St. Anne, Mabel ?" 
inquired Jessie while they were at 
break fast on that morning. “ For my 
part I shall remain at home. The Pro
testant *

mi

sea

able.

temple ’ here is a very hope-i*
less affair.

“Still perhaps I had better go, ’’ said 
Mabel, reluctantly. “ I suppose Hugh 
would wish it. And I will take the 
children with 
people will think us terrible heathens 
if we stay at homo all day. ’’

“You will not go a second time, 
Mabel, I promise you. You will hate 
it. I should not object to it if there 
was anyone who could preach decently; 
but Heaven defend me from Pasteur 
Laud riot’s sermons !"

"I will go," returned Mabel, decid
edly ; and a carriage was accordingly 
ordered for the long five miles' drive 
to the nearest town, whore, once in 
eight days, a handful of depressed- 
looking Protestants met together in the 
dreariest of temples, in order to be yet 
further depressed by the dismal Cal 
vinistlc discourses of Monsieur lo Pas
teur Laud riot.

Tho service consisted of a psalm, 
drawled out to an interminable length 
by a sleepy clerk, and taken up feebly 
by the scanty congregation ; a prayer 
that seemed ns though it would never 
end, and which sounded to Mabel's ears 
more like a denunciation of humanity 
in general than a supplication ad" 
dresfwd to the most Merciful of Fathers; 
a lone chapter out of the Old Testa-
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FOR LOVE AN]
Ah. me! what matter ? The t 
And bliss and bale are but out 
I can never lose what in him 
Though love be sorrow with h 
And if love fllen when we are i 
Why life Is still not long—not

“My heart’s set in 
prize, and it will take sot 
than that weak creatur 
ehene to carry it oil’ fri 
was a splendid creature 
these words, a magnil 
with a wealth of light i 
hair, large gray eyes t! 
blazing and her itushe 
crimsoned lips seemed I 
lire that burned in he 
soul. She was the d« 
Mary’s Academy and the 
of a group of four level) 
who were seated on the 
the bank of the river It 
them flowed the river, sp 
sunlight of a fair June 
them, arose the white wa 
celebrated Academy for 
The Academy was a v< 
expensive school, and its 
mostly daughters of ric 
quartette of four gi rls w 
Bellesof the Academy. Tl 
been belles anywhere ; b, 
being endowed with moi 
ary physical beauty, t 
daughters of wealthy and 
men. Alma Covert, fi 
grace and intellect, wai 
magnificent creature, 
only child of Senator Cov 
sin. Her companions w 
Gordon, daughter of an - 
dian physician; Miss Wil 
and Miss Dora Duncan, o 

“ Do you know what I 
Professor say to Sister 
other day ?” asked Tess 

“ Sister Elizabeth, wl 
gela Inchene to win thep 
she is a Catholic I suppoi 
the Professor what he
it.”

“ Why, Miss Covert w 
of course, ” he replied, “r 
has a finer voice 
Inchene—for she has not 
Miss Covert has the confii 
possession to do her just 
other girl, unfortunai 
lacks. ” Alma flushed 
then pointed, while th 
broke out in indignant 
“ The professor must ha 
ing," said Dora Dune 
yawn. “ I really nev 
anything in that girl’s 
is physically a fright.

draped like that c< 
prize with our Alma." 
her pretty head towards 
faced girl, who sat alor 
bench deeply absorbed i 
was reading. " She wo 
uniform of the scheol—pi 
lin, for it was the anni 
ment of the college. I 
white dress contrasted 
with the dainty, lace tri 
her companions. “ The 
very attractive about An 
interposed the gentle Mit 
she certainly has a ve 
You know she is rather 
vantage here. Perhap 
favorable circumstances 
pear to better advantagi

“ I think that rich old 
must be frightfully mi 
Tess Gordon, or he won 
the girl an outfit when 
here and not let her be 
the school with her shab

“Yes, he certainly m 
eccentric old man," resu 
cot. “ 1 understand thf 
ised to send her to Nee 
her voice cultivated if 
prize for dramatic read 
he is very unreasonable 
anything like failure, 
will consider his duty 
charged, as she gradual 
must be very hard to 1 
one’s own way in this ui 
world, at only ninetee 
petted child of fortune t 
imagined herself in tin 
position.

“There goes the bel 
Gordon, and the four g 
retraced their steps town 
buildings. Many of the 
pupils had arrived, but 
allowed to see their chat 
the ceremonies. Alma’ 
there eager to catch 
their darling as she t 
on the platform. But J 
usually :so bright and bi 
very thoughtful as she 
seat after having kisse 
her parents in recogn 
smile of joy ; and had 
closely into the sweet g 
would have seen tears in 
all the people who cro 
there was not one who 
in the dark eyed gi 
compete with the sena 
for a prize that meant s 
At length came the reac 
the two girls. Alma, not 
Angela, white as death 
like a leaf, came forwai 
form. Alma was to r 
she looked so bright and 
stood there, that a murr 
tion went through the a 
girls were to read the 
and Julia Drer’s “ Vasl 
chosen. Surely that 
Covert’s voice that fell i 
on the silent, eager a 
girls looked at each othi 
amazement. What w 
with Alma ? She was 
ing the piece. It was a 
body when her voice dit 
very faint applause foil 
looked like a dethroned 
took her place in the rai 
son cheeks, and great

one
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