5

s e i e st
e S o S - R 70 ST s 8

o

THE CATHOLIC RECORD.

RRBRUARY 24, 1894,

A WOMAN’S BURDENS

are lightened when she turns to the right
medicine, The chronic weaknesses, delicate
derangements, and painful disorders ﬂn‘t
afflict her sex, are cured by Dr. Pierce's
Favorite Preatl,'rl ‘Moln, 'In WIto.:o'l':
sensations, periodical pains, ulceraf -
ﬂunmmou.pennd every kindred lllmml. it's
& positive remedy.

o Madisonville, Hopkins |
N County, Ky.{

) - Dn. R,V

Buffaio, N. Y.: Dear 8ir
— Please accept my
thanks gr the wood your
medigines have done for
me, 1 truly believe the
* Favorite Prescription’
saved my life; it is a suro
Baving. porfoct héalth 1
avin, erfect health ;
) . A ;lfmv uudk can do all
. my housework.
f 'se® Evary invalid lady
" should take Dr. Plerce's
Miss F l"“":‘l'_ Favorite Prescriptionand
Medical Discovery.
- LYou ROZZIE FUGATE.
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OR MONEY RATURNED,

CHU RCH WINDOWS

CATHEDBAL WINDOWS.
Hobbs Manufacturing Co., London, Can.

cﬂmgmﬂgn METAL (COPTER l.mf 5
MeSHANE BELL FOUNDRY. BALTINOKE, MD

FAVORABLY KNOW
NAYE FURN/SI

. L]
EST, BEST,
&CO.1SENI/NE

CHIMES, Eve. c%l’e'nﬁ’a‘u‘e‘h'fam
™ Sy,

\© A,
¥ accorprons §

FLUTES, FIFES, PICCCLOS,
AND OTHER MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS

We send them everyw . We guaran-
tee pri lo than ¢ ceal dealer can
give—(Vic from $1.00 cach up). We
ship them with privilege of examination
before paying for them,  Send your name

Idress on o, postal .. R EE
card, anc will ,-,.,.‘]T F :

our wholesale price list of Musical In-
struments.  Address

TS CUPPLY CO., Niacara FaLLs, ONTARIO

DR. WOOD'S
« A

Syrup.

Rich in the lung-healing virtues ofthe Pine
combined with the soothing and expectorant
properties of other pectoral herbs and barks,

A PERFECT CURE FOR
COUGHS AND COLDS

Hoarseness, Asthma, Bronchitis, Sore Throat,
Croup and all THROAT, BRONCHIAL and
LUNG DISEASES, Obstinate coughs which
resist other remedies yield pronptfy to this
pleasant piny syrup.
PRICE 256C. AND 80O

SOTTLE.
SOLO BY ALL DAV ..

,gqulmw GLASS

RILLIANT CUT. BEVELEDS
& lll}.VEED.BEN PLATE &,

THE KEY TO HEALTH,

Unlocks all the clogged avenues of th
Bowels, Kldneg's and Liver, carrying

off gradually without weakening the sys.
tem, all the impurities and foul humorg
of the secretions; at the same time Cope
recting Acidity of .he Stomach,
curing _ Biliousness, Dyspepsia,
Headaches, Dizziness, Heartburn,
Constipation, Dryness of the Skin,
Dropssy. Dimness of Vision, Jaun-
dice, Salt Rheum, Erysipelas, Scro-
fula, Flutteﬂns of the Heart, Ner-
Yousness, and General Debility ;ali
th:ls: mn}l m}:my o:her similar gﬁrﬁ lainte
yield to the happy influenca of 0CK
8LOOD BITTERS,

For Sale by all Doalers,

T.MILBURN & CO.. Provrietors. Torante

ONTARIO STAINED GLASS WORK

BTAINED GLASS FOR CHURCHES,
PUBLIO AND PRIVATE BUILDING:
Furnished {u the best style and at prices lov
enough to bring it within the reach of all,
WORKS: 484 RICEIMOND STREE?D
R. LEWIS,

PLUMBING WORK

In operation, can be seen &t our wareroom

Opp. Masonic Temple.

SMITH BROS.

Banitary Plumbers and Heating Englneera
sondon, Ont. Telephone 538,
[ale Agenta for Peerlake Watar Hontere

B“\\‘ IF YOU ARE INTELLIGENT
L) and energetic enough to sell goods,
and honest enough to make prompt returns, ad.
dress J J. HAZELTON, Guelph ({]m.. and send
15 centa for a sample of the fastest selling
novelty in Caneda.  Big Profits.

LINKED LIVES.

By Ludy Gertrude Douglas.

CHAPTER XXXIL

TOO LATE.
* Late, late, g0 Iate ! and dark the night and
chill !

Late, Iate, 80 late ! but we can enter atill !
Too Iate !—too late!
Ye cannot enter now !

—TENNYSON,

Some of my readers are probably
acquainted with that part of the old
town which is called, in Edinburgh,
the Cowgate, and they will bear me
out in my statement that it is one of
the most wretched, as well as one of the
poorest of city districts ; I feel certain,
however, that the majority of those who
peruse this story can form but a faint
idea of the miserable dwellings in this
locality, whose very existence is a dis-
grace to this soi disant enlightened
nineteenth century, and it is for their
benefit that I am about to briefly
describe the Cowgate, towards which
Mabel and Katie, on leaving Carlton
Terrace, directed their steps in the
golden sunlight of that July evening,
which is destined to be a turning-point
in the lives of both.

The Cowgate consists of a long, close,
dirty street, in some parts 80 narrow
that opposite neighbors could almost
shake hands with each other out of their
respective windows — if, by the way,
those miserable apertures, stuffed
with straw, rags, rarely enough with
broken panes of glass, can rightly be
termed windows. Such as they are,
they nevertheless furnish all the access
for light or air to the dwellings within,
and through them the sun darts a few
cheering rays, aslant loug lines of cord
or twine, which, fastened acrosss from
window to window, on the upper
stories, are substituted for a drying-
ground by the poverty-stricken in-
mates, and on which hang their scanty
garments when taken from the wash-
tub.

They' have no other resource.
What, then, can they do but farthur
diminish their chance of sunlight and
fresh air by thus turning to account
the only unrented space allowed them,
poor creatures? 1know nothing more
depressing than, on a fine summer
day, to pass down that street, under
the melancholy canopy of ragged
shirts, tawdry short-gowns, half-
washed linen, tattered dresses, and
other garments, which almost shuts
out the blue sky, created by God alike
for the enjoyment of rich and poor.

There are no shops worth naming in
this street, though bread, and the
cheapest and worst groceries, can be
purchased in one or two tumble-down,
dirty rooms. I mean, of course, with
the exception of whiskey-houses and
pawn-shops. These, at least, drive in
the Cowgate a flourishing trade, and
are very numerous.

As for the inhabitants ! — O God !
what perverted specimens of hmmanity
they seem to be! Men, women and
children, all alike depraved, as they
stand idly lounging around the doors
of public houses, brawling, swearing,
too often using foul, obscene language,
and bearing on their countenances the
brand of poverty, the worst, most
shameful form of poverty—the poverty
that results from drink and gross im-
morality.

But even yet you cannot conceive
the squalid misery of the Cowgate, un-
less you turn aside with me, out of the
main street, into one or other of those
side wynds and closes, dark and dis-
gusting to behold, where human beings
are hideous and repulsive, crowded
together like ants in an anthill.

Human life—left to itself—grovell-
ing in the midst of vice, starvation
and dirt, surpassing all description !
Great God in Heaven, is there no
remedy for so much evil ?

Down into one of these wynds,
through a low, dark archway, and
from thence along a narrow alley
(where, gather her petticoats around
her tightly as she may, Mabel cannot
altogether avoid contact with the slimy
wall on either side of her), Katie
silently leads the way. She had pushed
on in front of Mabel, who, by this time
well inured to unpleasant smells, is
quite_prepared for the efluvium which
meets her at the entrance of the pas-
sage.

A group of half-clothed, sickly-look-
ing children are amusing themselves
in the alley ; the eldest of them, a girl
not yet seven years old, has withdrawn
a few yards apart from her compan-
ions, and crouches in a heap up
against the wall, draiming the last
drops out of her mother's whiskey-
bottle, which she has been sent out to
refill at the nearest ‘“ publie.”

‘“If ye please, mem, cud ye tell us
whaur a lassie they ca’ Maggie Mac-
kay's bidin'?" inquires Katie, stop-
ping at many doors, and repeating the
same juestion several times without
obtaining any information. At last,
at the far end of the wynd, an untidy,
red-headed girl, staring out of an
upper window, calls out—

‘* There's nae sic lassie in the Close.
Maybe it's Maggie Anderson ye're
wantin'."

‘* Ay, ay — they'll jist be Maggie.
Whaur's the hoose? Cud ye be sae
guid as to direct us til't?” answers
Katie, eagerly.

**Gang straucht forvet,
hoose at the far en’ o
D've see whaur it turns ?
miss yer way."”

‘* Thank' ye kindly," replies Katie.
‘“Eh, Miss Mabel,” she adds, turning
anxiously to Mabel, “‘will ye no let me
gang mv ain lane? I ken the hoose
noo. It's no a fit place for ye, Miss
Mabel.”

‘“Never mind, Katie ; go on. Iam
not going to leave you,” said Mabel,

It's the
yon corner.
Ye canna

with decision which Katie knows it will
be useless to dispute.

She accordingly walks on, Mabel fol- | Katie a preferable evil to utter soli-

lowing ; two minutes more bring them
to their destination. Whatever char-
acter the house bore when Katie last
heard of it, it certainly seems empty
and deserted now. No amount of
knocking elicits any response from
within, and after some hesitation Katie
tries the door itself. Finding it un-
locked, she pushes it wide open.

‘“Mrs. White, are ye there?” she
calls—then pauses to listen,

Ne answer, only a good deal of loud
barking from some imprisoned dogs.

““They’ll be oot. Maybe the hoose
doesna belang till them noo. Maggie,
Maggie, are ye there, lassie ?"”

‘“ Hush ! Listen, Katie. Did you
mot hear a groan? There—again;
it’s this room to the right. Try the

door.”

Katie opens it cautiously and peeps
in. but instantly withdraws her head,
and half closing the door exclaims,

‘“ Miss Mabel, the stench is jist awfu'!
Ye'll no be able to stan’ it."”

*‘ Nonsense, Katie ! Go in directly.”
Katie reluctantly obeys. Once more
she turns the handle, and pushes the
door ajar. Involuntarily Mabel falls
back for a brief moment, almost
‘‘knocked down" by the shocking
smell emitted from the room. Three
or four dogs rush forward, barking
and yelping furiomsly, bent on making
their exit through the open doorway,
which they accomplish with the excep
tion of one.

‘ Dinna let them oot, for the love of
God! He'll blue murder me gin ye
let the wee doggies oot !"” moans forth
a weak voice from a dark corner of the
room.

‘‘ Mercy on us, they are gone ?—all
but shis one. What shall we do,
Katie ?"” says Mabel, in a bewildered
tone.

‘* Hoot, let them gang, Miss Mabel
—dinna heed them, they're a' stolen.
I doot the room would do better wantin’
them. O Lord, wull you be Maggie?"”
exclaims Katie, staring with a fright-
ened gaze at a spectral apparition in
the corner, which, owing to the gloom
pervading the apartment, neither she
nor Mabel had been able at first to dis-
tinguish.

They can see it now—every moment
more plainly. A horrible sight it is !
—One that makes their blood run cold,
and that is likely to haunt their mem-
ory for many a long day tocome. An
emaciated woman lies, or rather
crouches, upon a heap of dirty straw ;
she is almost entirely without clothing,
for the strip of torn blanket thrown
across her feet, and the ragged rem-
nants of a plaid shawl cast around her
shoulders, are quite insufficient to con-
ceal the skeleton of skin and bone to
which she is reduced. Besides the
shawl and blanket, she has no cover-
ing. A wild fever glare burns in her
sumken eyes; her black hair hangs
matted round her ghastly face, giving
her the appearance of a savage rather
than of a civilized being. Katie never-
theless recognizes her at once.

‘‘ Maggie !" she ejaculates, an over-
whelming rush of pity driving forever
all hatred from her heart.

‘‘Ay, ay, noo’s yer time, Katie
Mackay! Ye cudna lat me dee in
peace : ye maun hae yer revenge ; ye
maun curse me— "

‘‘Eh, Maggie, whisht ye ! — haud
yer tongue! It's no to reproach ye
we've come the nicht!” cries Katie,
flinging herself down on the floor
beside her sister ; and taking off her
own shawl she wraps it round Maggie's
shrunken form.

‘‘1s any doctor attending you ?"
inquires Mabel, anxiously— *is there
no one here to take care of you?"

** Doctor ! — 'deed no. What sud
gar the doctor atten’ sic as me? I
dinna want doctors.”

‘‘Eh, Maggie, ye're awfu' sick —
what ails ye? Whaur hae ye been
hidin’ sae lang?  Wha's this ye're
livin’ wi”?" asks Katie rapidly, mak-
ing one qubstion succeed another in
her excitement.

“Ye needna come speirin’ efter
me,” responds Maggie, suspiciously.
‘“‘Ye can just min' yer aim affairs.
I'll be deid sune an’ oot o' yer way."”

‘‘Katie,” interrupts Mabel ; ** she
is dying fast — go, fetch ome of the
priests. I will stay with her and try
what T can do.”

*Och! dinna fash yersel's! Nae
priests for me!" groams Maggie, fall-
ing backwards exhausted upon her
pallet—*‘I's gaein’ te hell, it's owre
late for repentance !"”

‘‘Katie, Katie!” implores Mabel
again, for Katie hesitates. She is
very unwilling to leave Mabel all
alone in so doubtful a locality. She
shrewdly suspects that Maggie must
have taken up with some thief—prob-
ably a dog-stealer. What if during
her absence he should return and find
Mabel there, alone? No wonder
Katie hesitates : but Mabel overrules
all her misgivings. ‘‘ Katie, you
must go. Send one of the children
outside for the dostor ; but go yourself
for the priest.  Take a fly, child!—
run !—be quick! If I am not mis-
taken, this is turning into brain-fever.
She will be past all help soon. See,
here’s my purse. Bring some lemons
with you, to make her a cooling drink:
and call at the house for some linen,
and anything else you can think of
to be useful on your way. Now go ;
you have not a moment to lose."

Katle hesitates no longer ; a volley
of excited oaths from her dying sister
reminds her that hell must indeed be
gaping beneath her feot. At al]
risks Maggie's soul must be first con-
sidered ; 8o off darts Katie, leaving
Mabel alone with the raving woman,

At the mouth of the wynd Katie
encounters Jeanie Kerr, who at any
other time is the last person she
would wish to have seen near Mabel,
In her present distress of mind, how-

ever, even Jeanie's presence seems to

tude in that lonely house for Mabel.
She accordingly entreats Jeanie to go
on, and remain there until her return,
which Jeanle good-naturedly enough
promiges to do, thereby relieving
Katie'’s mind of a great burden.

Meanwhile Mabel, left with Maggie,
proceeds, in the first place, to look
about the house for some cold water.
After some trouble, she discovers a
large stone pitcher (not in Maggie's
room, but in one of the ethers); it is
about half full of water — not very
fresh, certainly, but better than noth-
ing ; so Mabel pours some of it into a
broken cup, the only one she can find
in any of the cupboards, and adding
thereto a few drops of aromatic vin-
egar, which she has brought in her
bag, she applies herself to bathing
Maggie's scorching brow and temples
with the refreshing lotion.

‘* Wha's yon ?" asks the wretched
woman, opening her eyes ; for, after
her cenversation with Katie, she had
relapsed into a heavy stupor.

‘““Don't be frightened,” whispers
Mabel, soothingly—**it's a friend."”

*I's gaein' to hell!" responds
Maggie, with frightful composure.

‘*Oh, hush, hush ! — poor Maggie,
don’t say that. God will forgive you,
if you will only turn to Him even
now.”

“I'sgaein’ to the deevil! Och, it'll be
gey hot in hell this weather, I'm think-
in’,"” pursues Maggie, with a bitter
laugh ; then suddenly checking herself
she stares hard at Mabel. *‘‘ Whaur's
Katie ?” she inquires. ‘‘She needna
fash hersel’ to bring the police to me ;
the deevil wull hae me afore they
come."”

‘* Katie is gone to fetch some things
to make you comfortable ; she is not
gone for the police,” says Mabel, lay-
ing her cool hand upon Maggie's burn-
ing fingers.

*1 dinna ken wha ye'll be,” re-
sumes Maggie, in a low, stifled voice ;
‘* but gin ye'll haud yer heid doon a
wee, I'll lippen something til ye ye'll
maybe glad to hear. 1 maun say't oot
afore I dee, ye ken "

‘‘Say it to the priest, then, when he
comes ; if it's any sin, Maggie, I can’t
give you absolution, as he can.”

Maggie answers by an oath which
makes Mabel shiver. Befere she has
time to add another word the door
opens, and Jeanie enters, somewhat
fearfully, for she has a great dread of
death, and she knows that Maggie can-
not be far from it. Whatever it is
that Maggie has to say, she becomes
suddenly dumb as soon as she perceives
Jeanie. She grows, too, within the
next half-hour considerably worse,
and is soon raving madly—now calling
out for drink, now cursing; at one
moment daring Heaven to do its worst,
again shuddering, and screaming to
the devils to spare her. Jeanie, terri-
fied out of her senses, retires into the
most distant corner of the room ; while
Mabel, down upon her knees beside
the sufferer, tries to cool her fevered
lips with cold water, bathes her brow,
her face, her hands, striving her ut-
most thus to alleviate her bodily tor-
ments, while with solemn, soothing
words she seeks to point the poor soul
to the foot of the cross.

But all in vain! It is, to use
Maggie's own words, repeated at least
a hundred times during that awful
night, ‘‘owre late, owre late!" The
hour of grace has passed for her ; she
cannot, and she will not repens ; she
will not even listen to Mabel's assur-
ances of pardon being yet possible,
but calls out in mad despair that for
her all hope is over.

Sick at heart, and discouraged at
last, Mabel leaves her for a few mo-
ments, and goes over to where Jeanie,
pale and terrified, is crouching. From
her she learns something of Maggie's
present circumstances. She had only
recently returned to Edinburgh, in
company with a man called Joe Ander-
son. She had but lately recovered
from gastic fever, and had been for
some weeks in a hospital in England.

Jeanie had herself been absent from
idinburgh ; she had returned only
during the last week, and missing
Maggie from her usual place of resort,
had gone in search of her. She had
discovered her that very morning.
Maggie told her she had been ill for
several days, and that noone had been
near her. Joe Anderson had not made
his appearance since last Saturday
night—he was locked up, Jeanie sur-
mised—and as no one just them inhab-
ited the house where Maggie was
lodging, noone had noticed her disap-
pearance.

By-and-by Katie comes back ; the
parish doctor follows almost immedi-
ately, and the priest is not far behind
him. The doctor, after a rapid but
careful examimation of his patient,
pronounces the case hopeless. The
fever is not ccntagious.

‘“ But,” adds the doctor, *‘the girl
has been completely prostrated with
gastric fever ; some sudden excitement
has brought on this attack on the
brain ; she is quite past recovery. "

Katie bursts into tears, while Mabel,
almost paralysed with horror, finds
voice toinquire—

‘‘How long ? Will she be conscious
again ?"

‘‘She cannot last long. She will
probably go about the turn of the
night. She may have a lucid interval,
but she is more likely to go off in a fit
of frenzy. I suspect drink has a good
deal to do with this,” says the doctor,
shaking his head.

The doctor hasdone his part ; he has
stood for half an hour applying iced
bandages to the fevered head. With
difficulty, too, he has succeeded in ad-
ministering some medicine, but he is
evidently hopeless as to the result.
After awhile he goes away, promising

to return early next morning, by

Mlnn;d:- l:l]nhu;;; cures B“rn"._

which time, however, he thinks all will
he over.

The priest, too, can do but little for
the dying woman, who cannot now be
made even conscious of his presence.
He remains, however, lest he shonld be
wanted later, and meanwhile solemnly
begins the prayers for the Agonizing,
in which Mabel and even poor Katie
joins,

The evening wears on; the long
twilight has changed into darkness.
Some neighbor has brought a candle.
There is no table in the room whereon
it can be placed, so Mabel beckons
Jeanie forward, and gives it her to
hold.

Very unwillingly Jeanie advances
to the bed. She cannot bear the sight
of Maggie's distorted face, and she
turns her head in terror, so as to shut
out the ghastly spectacle from her
eyes.

The mad raving gradually abates.
A little before 9 o'clock there comes a
sharp rasping sound in Maggie's
throat, after which the unhappy girl
draws her breath more slowly with
deep, gasping groans, that are very
harrowing to the ear.

““OGod! is there no hope ?" mur-
murs Mabel. ‘‘Is this the dreadful
end of this dreadful life ?"

Yes, the end !—it has come at length
for Maggie; as, sooner or later, it
must come for every child of mortality.

O children of poverty, children of
misfortune, can you not take to heart
this lesson ? Life is very short, it has
but one ending, and that is death. It
is all over now for Maggie. Her
thirty-four years are gomne for ever.
Recklessly she has sold her soul to the
devil, and the devil has come to claim
his own! She has taken her fill of
such sinful pleasures as came in her
way ; she has madly cast from her all
love and practice of virtue; she has
trampled upon every opportunity of
grace—for Maggie has had opportun-
ities. God is not unjust, He does not
seek to reap where He has not sown ;
but all has been lost on Maggie. She
has defied her God when she was young
and full of the life He gave her, and
now, at the eleventh hour, the final
grace of repentance is not vouchsafed
to her. Look at her, you who think
you can live without God, and remem-
ber that, if you live without Him, so
must yeu also die !

Nine strikes from a neighboring
clock. There is silence in the cham-
ber of death—save for those gasping
moans, growing every moment more
faint. From the noisy, wicked streets
comes the echo of ribald mirth, some-
times of uproarious fighting ; but
within all is very still.

The priest has finished the prayers,
and is now kneeling, saying his Brev-
iary by the light of yon miserable
candle, still held by Jeanie. Mabel,
wearied out, has sunk down upon the
floor, where she sits with her head
bowed in prayer for the dying girl :
while Katie, pale with terror, leams
over her sister's bed, anxiously watch-
ing for the last sign of returning con-
sciousness.

Ten o'clock. They are still there.
A wan, purple hue has begun to spread
itself over Maggie's face ; her eyes,
closed for the last hour, now re-open
widely, and stare all round the room.

‘*Eh, Maggie,” whispers Katie, ‘‘ er
ye comin’ til’ yersel'? Jist mak’ ae
guid act o' contrition.”

Maggie's features become terribly
distorted. She gives a wild spring
forward, pointing with glaring eyes
to the door.

‘‘Div ye no see him?" she cries ;
‘‘it's the deevil — he's come to seek
me."”

Katie sprinkles some holy water
over the bed, but Maggie shivers and
turns away with horror.

**Dinna! dinna!" she gasps; ‘‘it
burns ! it burns!”

‘Eh, Maggie, say a wee prayer til
oor Blessit Lord! He wunna misheed
ye,” pleads poor Katie; but Maggie
only laughs wildly, and falls into
another fit of frenzy, more terrible
than the last. For nearly am hour it
rejuires the joint strength of all pres-
ent to hold the unfortunate creature in
her bed, from which she would throw
hersclf in her despair ; and all the
while she is cursing in a manner so
awful as to blanch with horror every
face in the room.

At eleven she again becomes quiet,
and sinks into a state of semi-uncon-
sciousness, from which no one expects
her to recover. Just as the clock
strikes twelve, however, they all
become aware that the last change is
at hand. Once more Maggie opens
her eyes. She is no longer insensible,
she is perfectly conscious, and knows
what she is saying.

‘‘Katie !"” she gasps, seizing her
sister's hand, ‘‘ Katie ye'll sune be rid

o'me. I'm gaein’to hell !”

Here the priest interposes, but
Maggie motions him peremptorily
aside.

‘‘I'm gaein' to hell !" she repeats.
‘“Er ye satisfied noo, Katie Mackay ?"

‘‘Eh dear soul, repent yve,"” sobs
Katie.  *“Dinna speak sic fearsome
words! Wull ye no confess yer sins,
Maggie? See, I hae broucht his
reverence to see ye. While there's
life there's pardon, ye ken."

‘“ Ay, ay, 1 dosoken. Butit's no
pardon ['s wantin'—it's' owre late, it's
owre late. Katie, ye've gotten yer
revenge for the bairn's deith. It was
me that kilt it.”

‘“Kh Maggie, niver heed revenge
noo! Say ye're sorry. Do say ye're
sorry, Maggie, an' ye'll maybe win
intil heeven yet."

‘It was me that kilt the bairn !"
shrieks Maggie, with a final burst of
passionate vehemence.

‘*‘Iaye hatit ye, Katie. Div ye no

min' yon nicht in Mistress Logie's
hoese? Itelt ye ye wad repent yer

conduct, an’ that maybe ’twad be

better for ye gin ye hadna sae muckle
pluck in ye. Weel then, lassie, it's
beyon' yer pooer to hairm me noo—
ye canna fetch the magistrate to hang
me—ha! ha! it's owre late for that,
alang wi'a’ the rest. Sae there's the
truth to ye. It was me that kilt the
bairn—1I gied it a smell o’ chlorotorm
when ye war sleepin’! Div ye hear
me, lassie ?”

‘Eh, Maggie, Maggie !
ve, whisht ye!

Whisht,
The puir bairn's in

heeven. God forgie ye. Gin it's the
truth ye're speakin', ye war awfu’
cruel. But dinna beed it noo. Mind

yersel', Maggie; think on yer ain puir
soul, lassie.”

‘“ My soul is damned ! Och ! I's no
heedin’. Ay, ay, Katie, I's gotten my
revenge on ye. Gin ye hadna wakent
up sae sudden, maybe the wee bairn
wad hae died afore ye droont it.  Ab,
ye droont it, ye ken, and ye thoucht
it war deid, did ye! Ha, ha! I telt
ye I wad hae my revenge ane o' they

days! What for did they no hang ye,
Katie? I was that mad they didna
hang ye. Och! curse ye a'! It'sto

hell I's gaein"!"

Like a candle flaring in its socket
ere it finally expires, Maggie, while
raving forth her last terrible speech,
starts from her reclining posture.
With clenched fists she tries to strike
cut at her sister, but in the act of so
doing falls back with a frightful
groan.  There follows a gurgling
sound in her throat, and with an oath
which she has no longer power to
utter trembling on her lips, Maggie
goes forth out of life into the presence
of the God she has defied —goes forth to
judgment, from which there is no
escape and no return.

TO BE CONTINUE

—

The Laity and the Bible.

Some of our Protestant neighbors
are disturbed because the Pope, in his
recent letter on the Bible, appeared to
urge only clerics to make a clerical
study of theSacred Scriptures, and they
complain because he did not encourage
the laity also to search Holy Writ.
One thing at a time. It is the business
of the clergy to know the Word of God,
and it is their duty to defend it from
the attacks of heretic or infidel — how
can they fulfil these functions unless
they explore the whole field of text,
oriental languages, interpretation,
variations, commentaries, and modern
criticism ? Besides, they can make no
advance and put the proof in print,
without benefit to the laity. More-
over, Pope after Pope has already re
commended the faithtul to read the two
testaments. And our own Bishops, at
the Third Plemary Council of Balti
more, wrote : *‘[t can bardly be neces
sary for us to remind you, beloved
brethren. that the most highly-valued
treasure ot every family library, and
the most frequently and lovingly made
use of, should be the Holy Scriptures.”
Need the Pope paint the lily or refine
gold that is already pure ? The people
have always been taught by the Church
to treasure the Bible, and at every
Mass they have heard extracts from it
read. Many of them know its most
edifying chapters by heart, and all of
them know, or at least it is the effort
of the Church that they should know,
all of it that is necessary for salvation
for them to know. There was no call,
therefore, for the Holy Father to per-
suade them to read it.—N. Y. Catholic
Review.

PRSI

*‘Converted” Priests.

“wp

teformed” or ‘‘ converted " priests,
as they are variously termed, are
always in high favor with our separ-
ated brethren. No questions are asked ;
they are taken at their own valuation,
and the extraordinary tales that they
are usually provided with are swal-
lowed eagerly by men who are too
keen and clever to be imposed upon in
any other way. Last week a clever
swindler, finding this such an inviting
field for an unscrupulous actor, cut a
wide swath in New York, taking in,
among others, the more or less distin-
guished Rev. Dr. Parkhurst. Could
he have controlled his thievish in-
stincts he might be still luxuriating in
the fat pastures afforded for such
rascals by our simple but bitterly pre-
judiced opponents. But it wus soon
observed that in addition to the usual
‘‘loans " levied upon them, unpro-
tected overcoats, umbrellas, and such
small deer disappeared with the re
tiring footsteps of the alleged ex-priest
from the halls of his evangelical ad-
mirers with unfailing regularity. His
downfall speedily followed, and he
hastily departed between two suns.
The moral to this true incident,
however, is wasted on our friends the
enemy, for the mnext slick swindler
that comes along armed with the
ttock denunciations of the Church will
be welcomed with open arms even by
those who have been sufferers from his

predecessors.
—_————

Not Crude Matorial,

Scott’s Emulsion is Cod Liver Oil perfected
and is prepared upon the principle of its
digestion and assimilation in the human 8Yys-
tem ; hence it is given without disturbing the
stomach.

Fagged Out.—~Noune but those who have
become fagged out, know what a depressed,
miserable feeling itis. All strength is gone,
and despondency has taken ﬁuld of the
sufferers. They feel as though there is
nothing to live for. There, however, is a
cure—one box of Parmelee’s Vegetable Pills
will do wonders in restoring health and
strength. Mandrake and I)nnﬂe]ion are two
of the articles entering into the composition
of Parmelee's Pills,

The Pine Forests

The Pine forests yield up their healing vir-
tues for the cure of conghs, colds, asthma,
bronchitis and sore throat in the pleasant
preparation known as Dr. Wood's Norway
Pine Syrup. 25 and 50 c. at druggists.

IN STRENGTH-GIVING and healing power
l\{‘lllburn's Cod Liver Oil Emulsion excels all
others.

Minard's Liniment for sale cvery®
where,
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FATHER SHERMAN

A Magnificent Defence
by the Jesult Son o
sSoldier.

The audience that ass
tral Music Hall last Mo
regponse to the anno
Rev. Thomas Sherman,
of ** Old Tecum,” was t
subject *‘ Thoe Jesuit of
Jesuit of Fact,” was on
ever seon within a
Chicago. livery seat i
the immense hall wis
many hundreds of pe
well as gentlemen, wer
standing-room. And if
Chicago audience, well
tive, appreciative an
It was a splendid testin
of the respect in which
great old General is u
in this country, but als
tion in which the Jes
over the country are
desire of the people to
order vindicated and
the calumnies which the
Church have heaped up

As the lecture was g
auspices of the Youny
ot Holy Family (th:
Iather Sherman was
Father Corbley, the |
Sodality. The lecture
was the signal for on
enthusiastic bursts of
heard in Chicago. It
possible, without a com
the lecture, to give a t

character of the discou
full and verbatim r
would fail to carry to
reader a true concepti
acter of the discourse.
was cenfined to those
fortunate as to be pres
Father Sherman is of m
about similar in statur
father,—slender, and
but he has a voice whi
from stentorian, re:
effort on his part, ev
hall. Not a word, not
lost, not merely becau
was intensely attentiv
cause Father Sherman
art of careful enuncia
lowing few passages,
at haphazard, may 1}
faint idea of the char
ture :

The lecturer began
the success of the Worl
beamty and harmony ¢
and he revived the sce
of Honor, picturing it
July, as he stood with
great peristyle, the
Liberty in the foreg
great basin and court |

Liberty is the divi
colossal in  proporti
straight from the bro
soul’s essence, overaw
myths that adorn frie
and minaret and con
to the level of natu
away, your court of ho
less ; diminish her,
honor is not human:
secresy, or slander, o
ing, and she is the op)
touch her little finger,
of outrage ; cut off her
are a villain ; stab at
traitor.

America is built
when I say liberty I n
libety to worship G
the dictates of my cor
is no other liberty wc
If my rights are in
ished ; nay, if they
because 1 worship God
of Christianity rathe
then America is a di
like the White City,
point the finger of sc
no, America is true
her traditions. She
is over you, your rig
in my court ot honor |
against you. La Rat

s0 is the Santa Maris
get my cradle. Yonc
your best emblem
security, fellow Cat
rades in Loyola's banc

And yet as recen
1894, threats of banis
uttered against our ¢
periodical. The issu
of the burning Peri
Hall. It is a haj
Burn the Peristyle, b
The two propositions
the writer imagined.

Speaking of St. Ig1
founder of the Jesu
said :

"Twas he that conc
plan of forging the
back the reformati
fervor in tepid souls,
gations decayed an
ones fitted to do th
Christian charity thro
"T'was he that forme
Xavier, Iit the lamp
Suarez, scattered col
as our army scatte
across the prairie, gi
writers to the cause
aud the arts, revive
ing, reformed real a
his little company a
wise that they still r
wisdom to the learne
to the enemies of the

I say a scarecrow
must regard those
the Jesuit painted e
writers as Bulwer
Makepeace Thacker:

He then referréd
given to the world ¢
by Bulwer, Thacker
all living and acting
attributed to the Or

lic fictionists —that '
the means.” This




