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transported tosomo far-nway Utopia ot simplo content
which has slept for couturies an onchanted slocp, and
awales isolated indeed from the Juggernaut of pro-
gress. Tho handsome chuveh, sole token of modern
: onterprise, arises like a new Aladdin’s tower from
amid the group ot quaint, almost medinval, dwollings.
-« In the spring and summor-time St. Anne’s awales
% {rom a lethargy in which it has been plungad during
4" the long winter, and, as the city of some Arabian
: Nights' tale, is suddenly agiow with lifc and animation,
Pilgrims of evory rank and condition of lifs fill its
street ; matron and maiden, priest and layman, tho
voung and the uld, the grave and the gay, come thi-
ther, an eager, but silent and recollected throng, to the
-feet of the good St. Anne. Prayers go up, hymns ring
out on the stilly evening or ut tranguil morn, and the
pilgrims take their homeward way, with a vision of
the calm, restiul loveliness uf nature there in that
favored spot to haunt them for many days. They
remember Nuture at St. Anne's, with her dim aid
night-empurpled hills, amongst which linger the me-
mories of hundreds of yeurs, with her flowing sunlit
streams, the waving of trees and grass, the dreamy
village-lite, aud above all, a sumething indeseribable.
- That something is not, lLowever, of natare, but is
beyond and above naturo--the solemn spectacle of
hundreds of bslievivg svuls setting the cold cncers af
- aninfidel world at detiance, aud praying heart-prayers
that as surely a:ise to the throne of God as the sun
that gilds their courss mounts at morning to the
moumtain-tops. The chant, aud the organ-tone, and
the murmur of pilgrim voices fado into a Jdistant me-
mory, but the voyager down that sa{)phiro stroam, the
- @S¢, Lawrence, to that hill-shadowed sanctoary, Teeps
“for.a lifetime the impression of what he has seen and
> heard.—(From the ¢ Catholic World "),
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