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The Wine of Paradise.
BY GEURGE W. BUNGAY.

\Vould 7e have cheeks llke flowers ”
tWould yo have sparkling eyes ?
Roses drink from tho showers,
And go do all the flowers;
And every bird that flles
Drinks wine ot Paradise.

Would yc have voices clear
As the blithe bird that files ?
In the bright fountaln near,
Reflacting the soft skles,
It dips its bIl. We hear
Its praise ot Paradise.

Would ye be loved by all,
And true to honour rise,
And be sun-crowned and tall,
In knowledge just and wisé ?
Drink crystal drops that fall,
The wine of Paradise.

THE TALE OF 8T. BARTHOLOMEW.®

In this voiume Major Henty takes up
anocher of the great historleal epochs of
European history. He weaves into th¢
worid-shsking events of that period th.
personal story of a sturdy English lad,
and thus brings the human and personal
interest of the event home to the hearts
of his readers. The young hero crosses
the channel to take part in the splendic
struggle for freedom known as the
Huguenot wars. He, of course, sldes
with the Protestaunts, and receives rapid
promotion for his zeal and daring. He
is entrapped in Paris with others on that
earful St. Bartholomew's eve whep the
wecsin gave the signal for the massacre
w begin. It is a thrilllng story, and the
<hapter which deals with the adventures
ol the young hero in making his escape
s one which all boys will read with
intense fascination. Numerous excellent
engravings are given and a map of
France of the period.

No historic record presents features of
more tragic and pathetic interest than
that of French Protestantism. Its chiet
tncjdents may be thus summarized :

In 1621, the very year of Luther’s trial
at ‘Worms, the New Testament was pub-
lisked in Freach, but the new doctrines
foll under the ban of the Catholic clergy.
The persecution spread throughout the
“fpnfected ” provinces, and some of the
fairest reglons of France wore turned
into & desert. But like the Israelites in
Egypt, the Reformed, *the more they
were vexed, the more they multiplied and
grew.” Before the death of
Francls 1. it was estimated that
one-sixth of the population of
France, and these its ost Intelli-
gent artisans and craftsmen,
were adherents of ‘“the Te-
ligion.”

Coligny was a sclon of one
of tho greatest families In
France, While prisoner at Ant-
werp he lay il with a fever for
many weeks, and profoundly
stadied the Scriptures. He dbold-
ly cast in his Iot with this de-
spised and hated Protestant
choosing, 1tke Moses.
rather to suffer affiictions witk
lke people of God than to enjoy
the pleasures of sin for a sea-
son.

Civil wer for thirty fong years
rent the unhappy kingdom  As
Coligny pondered in his bed by
aight the awial Yssue before him.
he heard his wife sobbing by his
side. * Sound your consclence,”
ae sald, “are you prepared to
2co confiscation, exile, shame,
aakednegs, hunger, for yourseilf
and children, and death at the
hands of the headsman after

» « St Bartholomew's Eve: A
Tale of the Huguenot Wars.”
Crown 8vo. By . A. Henty.
With twalve full-page {illustra-
tions by H. J. Draper.  Blackie
& Son. london, and Methodist
Book Rooms, Toronto, Montreal.
ind Halifax, Prioce, $2.00.

that of your husband, I givc you three
weeks to decide.” ‘ They are gone al-
ready,” the brave soul replied. “ Do not
delay, or I myself will bear witness
agaiast you before the bar of Goa.”
Domestic bereavements one after an-
other now bDefell Coligny. His two
brothers—* his right and left hand,” he
sald—died, not without « suspiclion of
poison; and in swift succession, hig wi-
his first-horn son, and nis beloved daugh-

ter Renee; and hls chateau was pillaged.

ASSASSINATIOX OF COLIOXY,

Sti}] ke waged, though with heavy heart,
the unequal confiict with his foes. At
Moncontour a pistol shot shattered hlis
Jaw, yet ho kept his saddle and brought
off his army. although with the loss of
six thousand men. Still kis high cour-
age faltered not, and by a decislve victory

.he won a full toleration for the long-per-

secuted Huguenots. Tho perfidious Cath-
arine plied her subtlest craft, and fawned
and smiled, and “ murdered whilo she
smiled.”

On the eve of the blackest crime of the
age “ all went merr7 as a marrlaxo Dol
Under the ples of protection the Hugue
nots were lodged in one quarter of I'arle.
around which was drawn a cordan of
guaids. Tho awful eve of St Barthelo-
mew, August 24th, 1572, arrived. The
King sat Iate in the Louvre, pale, trem-
bling, and agitated, his unwomanad
mother urging him to give the signal of
death. * Craven,” she hissed, as tho
cold sweat broko out on his bow. ‘' Be-
gin, then,” ho cried, and a pistol sh.t
rang out on tho sill mixht alr.  Ho
would havo recalled the slgmal, but the
* royal tigress ** reminded him it was too
Jato; and “oven as thoy spoke the bell
of St. Germain I Aaxerrois tolled heavy
and booming through the darkuess,” and
the tocsin of dcath was caught up and
echoed from belfry to belfry over the
slesplog town. Then the parro™ streets
became filled with armed men, shoutlog.
* For God aud the king.” Tho chiet of
the assassing, with threo hunded soldlers.
rushed to the lodgings of the Admiral
Its duors were furced. Coligns, wakefu:
from & recent wound, had heard the
tumult and was at prayer with his chap-
Jain. * 1 havo lopg been prepared to
die,” said the brave old man, “I com-
mend my soul to God.” *Art thou
Coltgny 7" demanded a bravo of Gulse's,
bursting in. *I am,” said the hero soui
The soldiers rushing {n despatched him
with daggors. **Is it done " domanded
Guise, from the courtyard below, It
13 done, my lord,” was the answer, and
they tkrew ths dead bedy from the win-
dow to the stone pavement. By the fit-
ful lght ot a torch, Guise wiped the
blood from tho venerablo face. *“1
know it,” he cried joytully, “it {s he,”
and he spurned the dead body with his
foot, and ordered the hoary hcad to be
smitten off, tbat tho unsexed Medlels
might gloat upon it 10 her boudolr. The
dishonoured body, after belng dragged
for two days through the streets, wgs
hung on & gibbet.

Through the narrvw streets rusaed the
midnight assassins, shouting, “Kili!
kiil! Blood-letting {s good in August.
Death to the Huguenots. Lot not one
escapo.” Candiee burned In all the win-
dows of the Cathollc houses, lightiog the
human hyenas to the work of slaughter
The sign of peace, tho holy croas, was
made th:e assassin’s badge of recognition
Tho Huguenot houses wero marked, and
thelr inmates, men and womepn, maids
and matrons, old age and infancy. were
glven up to indiscrimizato msssacre
For a week the carnival of death con-
tinued. The scenes of slaughter were
repeated till France had im-
molated, in the name o religion.,
100,000 ot her noblest sons.

Throughout Protestant Chris
tendom & thrill of horror curdied
the blood about men’'s hearts.
They looked at their wives and
babes, then clasped them closer
to their breasts, and swore
cternal enmity to Rome. For
once the cold Isongusge of
diplomacy caoght fire and
glowed with the white heat of
indignation. At lendon, Eliza
beih, robed In decpest mourning.
and in & chamber draped with
biack, recelved the Fronch am
bassadur .and Sternly rebuked
this outrage on humanity Ber
munister &t Paria, in the very
focus of gulit and danger, foar-
lezsly deavunced the crime.

Ere loes a dreadfus doom over
took the wretched Charles, the
gulity author, or at lcast jostru-
ment, of thia crime. Within
twenty months ho lay tossing
upon bis death cuuch at Paris
His midoight e.uwbers were
bagnted by hideoua dreams
“ Tho darkncss °~ w0 quctes fro
Froudo—" was poopled  with
ghosts, which were mocking
and mowing at bim, and be
wonld start out of bis slecp to
find bimself in a pool of blood,
blood—ever blood.” The night
he died, his nurse, & Hugucnotl,
heard his scif-accusations, 1
am lost,” he muttered; “Z know
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