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Moments,

Only alittle moment !
Atiny fragment of [ife;
To be c¢rushed "neath the great yvears' foot
steps,
To be lost in centuries’ strife,

And yet, I remember a moment,
Just a tiny moment Hke this,
That held, in its heart, the giving
Of the gift of infinite bliss,

That won hack long years of darkness
To the Hght of the rar gri

And so glowed with the golden * Forgiven,”
That sin fded from the fash of 1is face,

Ah! life of that little moment,
You live through my length of day

And the grace that rell in your fleet
Will tall on all coming ways,

I never may s
Secin you ey
Since, all that t
In the touch of amoment was clasped,

For yments, so frall and fleeting,
Ye may bring our Hves, in your flight,
Up to the Day everlasting,

En.wn to the enless Night

Ah ! volee of the passing moments,
How I list as your cadences flow

For I know not which e he
Of cternal w rowe

JESSAMINE,

THE TWO BRIDES.

BY REV, BERNARD O'REILLY, L.D,

Throngh the lovely November weather,
however, uneasiness about her mother’s
health and the sweet care of alleviating
her acute sufferings, had almost ahsorbed
the heart and mind of Rose.  We say
“almost,” hecanse there was, in her part-
ing with Diego de Lelnija, very, very much
that raised him still more in her esteem, so |
much did he manifest of delicate and
chivalrous devotion to both her mother
and herself, and so genuine was his grief
at having to tear himself away from Seville,
at that moment especially.  Ana Rose’s |
innocent heart, in surrending itself to the |
yure sentiment that filled it for one she |
luul been o long acenstomed to think of
with tenderness; was following only the
bent of both duty and inclination,
Indeed, she thought much of her absent |
lover, and his image hecame inseparable in
her soul from that of her dear ones at
F;\II_\ Dell

As the end of November brought the
most alarming tidings from home, she ably
seconded  her  grandfather in his |
efforts  to keep all had news |
from Mrs. D’Arcy, and even from Viva
and Maud. The seclusion of their new |
residence allowed them to shut out as much |
of the world and its noisc as they chose. So |
their dear sufferer heard not a word of the
ordinences of secession,passed by the South
ern States, or of the arming of formidal
bodies of militia.

It had been the hope of Mr. DArey
and Dr. Shorecliffe that the balmy autumn |
and winter weather would abate the suf- |
ferings of Mrs. D’Arcy, and enable medi-
cal skill to arest the spread of the cancer.
It became evadent, however, as the winter |
advaneed, that nothing but an operation,
and an operation performed before Christ- |
mass, conld save the life of the patient,
Her fortitude and unmurmuring submis- |
sion to the Divine will were too well known |
to her father-in-law, to justify him i |
witholding from her the judgment of her |
physicians a moment longer than was |
necessary, or in delaying fora single day !
the eruel trial to which they were to put |
her strength of soul and body. He never-
theless besought the divine aid both for
himself, while imparting this intelligence,
and for his dear and most exemplary suf-
ferer, that she Hli;.]ll be l“\]mﬂ!‘ to ac-
cept the inevitable with perfect serenity
of soul.

He was assisted toward the performance
of this most painful task by an accident |
—by a providential occurrence, rather— |
that one might rightly deem to have been
a true answer to his prayer, \

It was a heavenly morning abont the |
middle of December, just an hour before |
noon. The windows onthe southeastern |
side of Mrs, D?Arey’s large and beautitul
room were thrown open to admit the sun- l

|
|

light, the golden heas of which came inzo
the apartment softened by the haze which
hung over city and country like a thick
veil of yellow glossamer, On the opposite,
or southwestern side, the lofty windows |
opened into the patio, allowing the eye to |
rest on myitles, palinettoes, orange trees,
and all the most beautifnl flowers of
Southhern Spain, while the splashing of |
the central fountain, and the song of birds, |
and the mingled fragrance of a thousand
|l]:|nl> were borne in on the morning ai
to the low couch on which onr patient lay. ‘
Viva and Mand were sitting on low stools
near their mother, Maud holding between |
her own the left hand that lay ou the
snowy bed; and Viva reading, in a sweet, |
low voice, a chapter from “'The Life of
St Teresa” (written by the Saint herself). |
Rose, in a pure white dress, without a
single ornmment, and relieved only by a |
narrow blue ribbon round the waist, and
a tiny band of blue sust ining the frill at
the neck, was busy at « writing-table be-
tween two of the inner windows, indict- |
ing a letter to her brother Chanles in Paris
from her mother.  The walls were inlaid
with Spanish marhle of a aichy rosy tiat, |
softened by age. A comice of 1ch old |
Andalusian oak, deeply carved,and reliev-
ed by gold and vermillion, ran all vound
the room; and from it depended heavy |
blue damask enrtains at the windows, The
ceiling was in sky-blue stavved with silver,
with a cirenlar fresco in the centre repre
senting St Ferdinand entering Seville as
a congueror, Opposite Mis. D’Arey’s
couch, and over the table at which Rose
was writing, hung a  picture of  the
Assumption of the Blessed Virgin Mary,-

a composition so life-like and sonl-<tiviing
that one could look forever on the trans
formed beauties of the Mother of Sorrows,
I, followed and sur-
rounded rather than borme by a clond of
augelic beings, her face lifted toward th
coming glovy of her Son, asif the yearning

11

t the fong-deni icht of Ih

as =he soured upwar

eyes s

doup-

,and her hands stret
ny oul transported

wards, like the
Ly divine love,

ne picture seemed
to impart to the beholder a glimpse of the
bright world abiove, and to then in the
heart the d W,

The furniture L Spanis]
houses of even the best class, was rather
simple than rvich: of the best material

however, elegant in its sin P
mirably suited to its smrow dings,  The
floor was of vich aznlejos, or dark-blueand
white tiles alternating, with a single red o
vellow flower in the middle of eachy and
connected hy nareow lines of hright Blue. |

A rich Pe |-i.‘mwm'|u-l,in \\hi-:hrml‘, yellow,
and blue predominate, covered the space
in front of Mrs. D’Arey’s couch, and

others were spread in front of the otto-

mans between the windows,  Onan inlni:l
ebony table at the foot of Mus, l)’A\lx“\ 8
conch was a large Sevres vase filled with
the rarest flowers which the duchess’s gar-
den could supply, and which she selected
every morning for her dear friend.  High
above the blended and delicate-scented
flowers of the Sierras, which Mrs, D’Arcy
loved so dearly, shone the rare exotics from
Madagascar,—thed ngracum S m and
the Augrecim quipeds li in themselves
a marvel of floral magnificence, that won
the admiration and praise of M
DArey.

As viva read and read of the protracte
and scemingly endless sufferings of the
heroic Teresa de Ahumada, she forgot hier
1 pangs in the « ontemplation ot what a
feeble, sickly, perseented could
achieve for the divine glory and the eleva-
tion of var common humanity to ahighe

wolan

level and -H’-«'I.u:n'HLII aims, And the |

of the sick woman wandered to the

_|’|‘,.. of her oldest girl as she was busied

the bright picture overhead, the Holy
Mother entering into the light unap-
proachable,  And she realized, sweetly,
line by line, the verse of a modern poet,
which she had taught her children to re-
peat to her:

*Soul, is it Faith, or Love,or Hope,

That lets me see her standing up

Where the light of the Throne is bright?

"nto the left, unto the right,

e cherublm, yed, co ir

Float inward t« Mden point,

And from between the seraphim
And glory issues fora hymn."”
Gradually and unconsciously Mrs, D*Arcy
raised her voice, as she gazed like one en-
tranced,  Viva stopped reading, and Rose
laying down her pen, litened at first, and
finally rose and approached the couch,

“You must not excite yourself, precious
mamma,” she said, kneeling down and
kissing the face <o beautiful in its heavenly
expression of love and rapture.
our dear
to-day!”

“Yes, darling, so much better!” was the
answer, while the speaker’s eyes stil
ed so full of the glorified figure the as-
cending Virgin Mother, as if the heaven
were really open to view.,

“Ob, mamma,” said Viva, who had now
taleen her place by Rose’s side, “you will
soon be able to go down with us all to the
Alcazar in the afternoon,
Just as lovely as the mouth of May at
Fairy Dell, or as February in Charleston.”

“Why did you stop reading,
dear?” said the fond mother, as she now

int

Lord, you are so much better

looked upon the three lovely faces fixed |

upon her own. “I was thinking how near
in glory St. Teresa must be to the Mother

of Sorrows, whom she so nearly resembled |

in suffering while on carth.”

At this moment Mr, D’Arey entered the
room, and was struck by the picture he-
fore him, of the gentle parent looking
with love-lit eyes on her three daughters
kneeling beside her—as  Deautiful as
angels sent to minister to the comfort of
the uncompiaining sufferer.

“Youare looking very bright and ha py,
dear Mary,” the old gentleman said, hend-

ing over and kissing his daughter-in-law’s |
forehead. “What have these little witches |
been doing to make youlook so radiant?” |

“Nothing but looking at her, graud- |
ui4‘ her check |

papa,” said Maund, as she
beside her mother’s,

“Yes, they, with you, dearest fatler, |

and our absent darlings, are altogether the
sun of my iife, and their looks of love
warm and brighten my sonl.

“You have beena most blessed mother,
dear Mary,” Mr. D’Arey said, seating him-
self on the other side of her couch, and
keeping her right hand i his own.

“80 blessed, indeed,” she answered,
“that I do not see how 1 resemble that
dear Mother of us all,” she continned, rais-
ing her eyes to the picture on the wall.

“Leave it to Him, who bove the cross
before lier, to create and vwmplvh- that re-
semblance,” he said, in a voice that scem-
ed to quiver with emotion.  “Rose,” he

[ added, “you and your sisters can take a

stroll in the patio, while I am tres
with your mother of nrgeut busines

“ We shall be quite near at hand, grand-
papa,” Rose replied, as all three givls ros
to quit the room. “Shall I tell the servant
that you must not be disturbed?”

“1 have done so myself,”” he answered.
“You can look in within a quarter of an
hour,  And you, Viva, gather me a tiny
fragrant bouquet for your mother

*Yes, (,_’I':llltllvnp.’l," said the «1!'“;_’]!1!'«\
gitl,  And off they went into the paradise

ng

of tree and shruband flower in the spaci- |

ous court,

“You have had no bad news from |

home, dear father 2
As soon as

Mus. D'Arey asked,
the girls had disappeared
through the open window,

“1 have had none of any kind this |

morning,” he replied.

“Iasked you this,” she went on say, to |

“hecanse 1 had such a sweet and consoling
dream about home last night.”

¢ Dreams are sometimes sent to us by
our good sure us in ow
auxieties or to prepare us for cowing
trials.”

“ 1 am sure mine came from the good
angel,” shesaid, “becanse it has filled my
Liert: with great peace and great strength,
Iudeed, it seems to me that eould endure
anything at present to be worthy of our
dear Lord and His most blessed Mother.
May 1 tell you my dream, dear father?
Or will younot think me superstitions”

*You shall tell me yourdream, my dear
child,)” he said with his warmest smile,
“And 1 shall not believe you superstiti
o=,

*You Kkunow, dear fatl
cighth of next 8

angels to re

r, that on the
prember falls the twenty
fitth anniversary  of my  umon  with
Louis,”? : ]

“ Y5 de rest A1 tenst we shall eele-
brate it all togetherin Faiev Dell.?

“Well, father dear,™ continued, “l
dreamed that morming had come, and that
Lowis and I stood again tocether before
our sweet little altir, as on the Llesse
mornin ne your dat
ter” i

A most Blessed morming to me, M
it gave me the deavest and b
ever a parent had,™

CALG T remember yet the tears 1 kissed

off your check, and you iold me atter-

vou first cal

ward they were tears of joy.  But, in my
dream, I thought Lonis wept and tried o
keep his tears hidden  from me, and 1

leaned on vour arm while we were wait-

[ ing for the \u‘h <t tocome forthand v ceive

the renewal of our marriage vows, Then,

quietly in her sisterly work, and then to |

“Thank |

ill seem- |

The weather is |

Viva |

methought, as the most delightful music
began to swell and fill the church with
harmonies such as mortal ear had never
heard, that in frout of the altar, and sur-
| younded with alight most intense and yet
| not dazzling,sto »d one whom 1 felt to be the
Blessed Mother, holding in her hand a
crown of exquisite flowers outside,
but with a erown offmost piercing thoins,
Beckoning us both, Louis and me, to her
feet, she |ll<'~-lni the v h on my hes
Ol the agonizing pangs that shot throngh
head and frame, and seemed to consume
the very substance of my soul! And then
| came over my whole heing like a wave
of bliss, s0 great, o ineonceivable, that 1
took the crown from off my own head and
placed it on that of Louis. hen shie, with
arms outstretched to bless and to beckon
us to follow, floated ard and faded
from our sight. But when 1 looked
aronnd for Loms he was gone, and with
1 great pang in my side and in my heart
[ awoke.”

| own satisfaction, offering, now and then, |
| to relieve her by writing in her stead, and |

r

clie ¢ her by his words of 1!«'3!(&‘](\
prai and hopefulness. .\'hv' insisted, |
however, in writing every word of this
etter herself,

' I"‘ llz dearest Louis, my own cherished |
husband,” she wrote, ‘‘this letter will |
bring you the first grief ever caused you
by vour little wife. The doctors here

| acree that [ must immediately submit to
8

“ It is a most gracious warning sent us, |

my dear Mary,” said her father
who had Fatened with moistened eyes to
this dream.
of suffering and sorrow is but a brief in-
stant as compared to the endless eternity
of blizs that follows and crowns it,.  QOur
blessed Mother endured with her
One all the bitterne
into one day—the
with thorus, the bearing the cross, the
dreadful agony of crucitixion—end then
came the glory, the repose, the bliss with-
out end or measure,’

m-iaw,

that could be pressed

«1 feel dear father,” the generous suf-
ferer said, * as if all my life had been one

long day-dream of purest happiness, so
much has God given me in your luve, in
| Louis, in my children, in all the members
if.t‘mn most united family. Surely T must

Adored |

“After all, the longest life |

nuging, the crowning |

have my share of suffering before 1 die, |

else how shall T be like Him, the Divine
Father of wy soul 7

“ And are you prepared, dearest Mary,”

| Mr. D’Arey said, with a voice full of the

tenderest emotion, “to see your dream ful-

filled; to be for a short hour with Christ

| om the Cross; to wear for a day Lis crown
of piercing thorns?”

“With Hisassistance, I am,” she replied,
lifting her ayes heavenward.  “And 1
know that my sweet Mother will be nea
| me, though unseen, to be my comforter.
But you have come to tell me something,
dearest  father?” she continued, looking
| into the face where she now read deep and
unnusual concern,

“1have, my child,” he answered, “The
doctors declared an operation necessary,
and only await yeur consent. Delay may
now be fatal.”

“Thank God !” she said.  “ T am ready.
This dream was indeed sent by Him,”
| And should fill your«oul with consola-
[ tion and strength,” L said.

[ “Itdoes; oh, it does!” she replied.  “If
| Louis could onl be here, and wmy little
M yy, and my darling hoys.”™
| “1 shall send a telegraph for Charles
immediately,” said Mr. D’Arey.

“Thank you, dearest and best  of
thers,” she said.  “ And I must write a
v letter to my own dear husband.”
LM I chall write it for vou, dear one,”
he said, “if you will only dictate it to me.
And now, my dear child, you must rest,
This has been a severe tr 1to you. You
must leave it to me to tell the girls,”

“1 leave everything to you, dear
father,” was the answer,  “You have ever
[ been to me, as well as to my darling hus-

n

wizdom,”

“Nay not o, Mary,” he said.  *“Ask
| only forme, that 1 be also tried by suffer-
ing eve the end comes”

“] am then to say nothing of this to
Rose and the other children 77 she asked.

“1 think that wouldl be best,” he
answered.  “May I now call them in 77

“Yes,” she sade *“ And, O my good
God, do Thou continue to be my strength
and my light 1" <he exclaimed, while M,
[ D’Arey went to beckon to Rose and her
| sisters to return to the sick-room.

“How do you like my nosegay, grand-
| ;-n\.a!" exclaimed Genevieve, running, de-

lighted up to Mr, D’Arey, and presenting
to him an exquisite bunch of \\'\Iil" Tose-
buds, mixed with heliotrope, mignonette,
and other delicately-scented flowers that
her mother loved so well.,

“Just what will please your mother, my
dear. Now, you must all be as cheerful
ax possible till Dr. Shorecliffe comes for
his noon-day visit,”

“We are just as merry as crickets,”
Maud said. “ For I have not scen dear
mamma look <o bright for several weeks,
| Oh, grandpapa, would not chis he glorious
weather to take mamma out into the
country for an afternoon drive?”

“Not to-day, my little Maud,” he said.
“Your mother is still in need of rest.

band, the living image of God’s love and |

| formed the boy of the

o1
| T shall hn!m for the 1

an operation. It is the only chance left

them. they say, of saving my 1 And

that 1 must try to save for you, my own

Louis,—for you and our darlings, and for

our dearest father, too, that we two may

continue to be to himi the same devoted |
and tenderly-loving children he says wi

have always been,

“Oh, my precious husband, why areyou
not with me in this hour! 1 have just
lifted my heart to our erucified Lord, and
begeed Him to aceept the bitterness of this
separation from the dear companion of my
life, chosen for me by His fatherly cave. |
Shall it be that I am never again to  sed
von. my own deaver self? that I can
never, in this life, look upon the face of
my Gaston, my own noble, noble boy? o1
that my little Mary is never again to he
laid on her mother's heart?

“(Oh, my baby-giil, how T yearn for
one kiss from vour lips! But, dearest |
nis, this is to be both my crossand my |
crown. So, 1 must try to repress iy
arief,

Z 4T dhall leave with dear father a few
notes for vou respecting my last wishes, in
s the worst should happen.  However,
t, !lli’l‘l“_’ hl_\ trust
in Him 1 whom alone we have bo ver
looked for all g and the deliveran
from all evil, I shall hope for it for
ke, Odear heart, 20 trne to God and to

me, as I know wel

CHAPTER XVIL
A MOTHER'S LOVE,

SWheretore cease,
Sweet father, and bid eall the ghostly man
Hither, and let me shrive e clean and die.”

Mr. D’Arey had, in truth, telegraphed
to Paris, bidding his grandson Charles to
loose mot one moment in hurrying to
Seville, In a previous letter he had in-
serions nature of
Mrs, D’Arey’s illuess, telling him to hold
himself in readiness to join his motherand
sisters, Chatles was in close conversation
with Dicago de Lebrija when the telegram
from his grandfather was handed to him,
and, as may be guessed, Diego was en-
deavoring to make Charles Lis ally in the
suit that his heart was set upon. The

| Spaniard, in spite of his stately presence

Rose,” the old gentleman said, “bid the |

servant feteh my little portable writing-
desk from my room. Your mother wants
to write to Fairy Dell by next mail.”

“What is the matter, dear grandpapal”
Rose asked, with a look of alarm and
almost fright at her grandfather.  “ Has
anything dreadful happened at home that
you don’t like to tell me?”

“ Nothing has happened, my love,” he
said, 1 have had no tidings from home
that you don’t know.  Ounly there ave
some business matters about which hoth
vour mother and myself have to write
home.”

And as Rose, half satisfied, twimed away
to do her crandfather’s bidding, the old
centleman could ot help nttenng a silent
prayer for this tendar daughterly heart
about to tried by themost terrible of sor-
rows,

Rose found Dr. Shorvecliffe waiting for
her grendfathier in the latter’s ante-cham-
ber, and immediately  sent the servant
to ask if her mother was veady for the
doctor’s vistt, while she went hersel
the writing desk in the study,
Murs, D?Avey answered, 1 <hould e

to see D, Shorechiffe whenever

vou like,

and winning manners, could not at first
overcome in the mind of the young Ameri-
can gentleman the strong prejudice, almost |
amounting to aversion, whic i tormer pro-
fessions of skepticism  had
together with the no
picion that his sister’s atliance
wight share the moral lax
found united to the intellects
of the French schools,

Dieago, howerer, since hiz return to |
Paris, had risen not a little in the estima-
tion of Charles D’Arcy.  Helhad studious- |
ly avoided the company of many of his old |
associates; the importance of the political
mission which he had accepted absorbed, |
he said, all his time, and thus d'spensed |
him in a very great measure from receiv-
ing or returning inmumerable visits,

To ¢ harles he frankly declared that he
had resolvea to make himself, by his own
deeds, and by an earnest search after re-
ligious truth, worthy of the preference
with which Rosc had honoved b, His
services in Mexico, and in the other fields
of diplomatie labor, must be the knightly
offering that he proposed to lay at the
feet of the woman lie loved.

The two young men were disconrsing |
on the state of Mexican affairs when the
message from Scville fell on the heart of
Charles like a death-knell.  Dieago was |
for accompanying his friend. But on that
very afternoon hie was to be present at a
most important conferrence to be held in
the Tuilleries, hetween the Freneh Minis
ter of Foreign Affairs, the Spanish Ambas-
sador, and the Mexican deputation.  So
he was compelled to limit himself to aiding
Charles in getting ready for his depar-
ture, and to writing to Mr. I)’Arcy a letter |
of heartfelt sympathies,  He also confined
to Charles respectful messages of devotion
and concern for Rose,

Charles arrived in Seville late on the
eve of the ‘ln_\' a r]millh'l] for the oppera- ‘
tion. Indeed, tHI' chief surgeon of the
Royal Hospital of Madrid joined his train |
at that capital, and was introduced on its
arvival in Seville to both Mr, D’Arcy and
his grandson, by Dr. Shorecliffe, who was |
anxionsly expecting his confrere, 1

Mrs, DArey w

Liegotten,
Sus-
hisband
too often
libertini=m |

unreasona

al ti |
also expecting her son, |

[ It was now two years since she had seen

him. He had grown as tall as Gaston, and
resembled his mother in feature and ex- |
pression as much as Gaston resembled his
father and graudfather, The good Duch-
ess wished  to spend near lher friend
every hour remaining before the event
which they all dreaded, and the two were
comversing most ple !

Mr, D’Avey and his
house,

Rose and her sisters were thus free to
reccive their brother first, It was a most
joyous meeting on the part of the girls,
for they did not know what the unexpect-
ed visit boded.  Charles, who had bheen
instructed by Ins grandfather, put on a
joyousness he was far from feeling,  Th
pleasant voices in the reception-room and
the sonnd of the younger girls’

lar

v at the moment
mdson entered the

mery
ter, had reacheq Mrs. D’Avey’s ear,
the fond motherly heart made a great

effort to be calm, and even joyous, when
her M.) stood hefore her,

as not 1
.vl"l\

lining, but seated in a
wdapted to the climat

of a sick person.  She

irresistable impulse, as

dear father,”  And so the physician was In an instant she was in
wet by Meo D*Arvey, who informed him | his arms and covered w Kisses,
of the happy disposition of the patient, “Oh, my own precious i
Po Lier D, Shorvecliffe expressed his deep would gasp eut in the ees f hi
atisfaction at seeing hev so | . ve,  “Ol, how 1 have 1 f
gned, so hopeful. They \ j or one | 'k a
CVEery precantio wd, t ¢ow t 1 I
peration as sl as deve for coad. mother darling, 1T let 1
aspossible,  Modem seienc co for mmonths anvhow, and 111 jnst
od the means of seenring both have n of livitg with you aud pet-
safety, while relieving the suf ting Just sit down, dear little
least all unnecessary pain. mother, and let me be here at your feet.”
Lhour were thus settled, and ) “PBut you have not said one word to
wished not to lose a moment in writing | owr deavest friend and benefactress, the
to her hushand, Duchiess of Medina,” said his mother, |
Her father-in-law would not leave her | when they could recolleet themselves a
I bedside till she had fulfilled this task to her 1 little, |

| fact, and smooth off prominent difficulties,

|

¢ A thousand pardons, Senora!” said
Charles, rising, and advancing to where
the noble lady stoed, near My, D’Arcy,

“] .-njnynl tos keenly the spe ctacle of
your mutnal bliss,” said  the

American cnstom,  “1 was asking myself
who was the happier, mother or son,” she |
continued, as Charles bent low and kissed |
the proflered hand. |

“The son is, 1 think, Senora,” he |
answered.  “For 1 have the d west of |
mothers,” he replicd, with a proud, fond |
look at the face all radiant with tender-
1135 " ‘

“ And T think I should be the happiest
of all mothers in Christendom,” the
Duchess said, earnestly, * If God had spar-
ed me such a son as you, N
friend,” she said to Mrs, D’ Arey, “1 must
not stay hear asa kill-joy. M. D’Arey
and myself have one or two hitle matters
to settle, and you can sununon meto you
side at any moment,*  And she swept |
out of the room.

“The three girls now surrounded theix
mother and brother,  Mrs, D’Arcy who
had kept up bravely while the Duchess
was present, now yielded to the bitter- |
sweet tears that were welling up in her
half anxious, half hopeful heart. Charles |
had drawn a low stool to her side, and she,
with herright arm round his neek, pressed
hime fondly to her, passing ker hand |
through the clustering curls, and allowing |
Lier tears to fall silently,  This was almost
too much for him, and he had to make a
mighty effort to repress his own feel

“Oh, mamma, you are going to im-

prove rapidly w that  Charley has
come,” sard Maud,  *Mamma, do you
know the people here will think you and
Charley arve sister and brother, when you

aet hack voure cain, and dress asthe |

Mis, D’Arey

iled  through her tears,

Vou do not believe mamma?’” continned
the irrepressible Maud; and off she ran for
a good-sized mirror that lay on the dress-
ing table.  “Now Charley,” said she, “do
vou come and put your head close to
mamma’s, and let her sce botl your faces
together in the glass,”

Charles obeyed his pet sister’s command
and the amused mother beheld her own
etherialized features reflected <ide by side
with the embrowned, manly face of her
boy. In truth, she could not help heing
struck by  Mand’s  correct  judgment.
Although her check had lost mueh of its |
roundness, and of late all of its color, the
superb beauty of her spring and summer
was still there, She might indeed be taken
for an elder sister of the handsome youth |
“' 'lill“(l'l‘]l.

“See how Tmight fit as a younger- sis-
teer,” exclaimed Rose, as she suddenly ap-
peared a thirdin the reflected picture; and
in thelovely young face that laughed and
sparkled near her own, Mrs. D'Arcy saw
her second self, the child who had been to
her companion and friend from childhood.
Shall you wonder, fair reader, that Mrs,
D’Arey again indulged in a few moments
more of delicious carresses

1O BE CONTINUED,
P
TRAITORS WITHIN THE CAMP,
A man’s greatest cnemies ave fre-
quently those of his own houschold.  The
Church has suffered most from her own

renegade, apostate, or deceitfu
obedient  children, In many cases the
vipers that she has warmed and nourished
in her own bosom have, by way of grati-
tude, turned their deadly fangs upon her
loving heart.

We have all met the “ liberal ” Catholie;
unfortunately he is by no
common individual.  We may hear his
idle babble in almost every assemlbly,
whether social, political or religions,  He
is by no mean- chary of
of airing lis own pe
pressions,  So large, broad, and lofty ave
his ideas, and projects, that the world-
wide Church Catholic, the gentle mother

and die-

means an un-

his presence, or
r views, aud im-

| of natioms, is altogether too small, and

narrow, and circumsenthed for hin,  He
feels “ ecabin’d, cribbed, confined ¥ within
the limits of the Church as it i, but hopes
by assiduous and ceaseless argnmentation |
to make it appear to outsiders agreeable ‘
to his own lotty ideal. He will tone you |
down a dogma, explain away an historical

until yvou fail to see the slightest difference
between the Catholic Church and any of
the Protestant scets.  The “liberal ”* Cath- |
olic is popnlar amongst Protestants and |
freethinkers, whose society he much af-
fects, and whose favorable opinion he
constantly courts, He is very anxious to |
keep priests in their proper places.  For |
instanee, he would have them say thei
Mass and office, attend to sick calls, and
preach sermons of which he strictly ap-
proves, on purely spiritual matters.  One
privilege hie will allow nnder no cireum-
stances, as he considers a priest has no
manner of right to it, and that is a free
political opinion.  He holds that this is
the secret of that unpopularity of the
Chureh, which he so sincerely deploves,
The priests will insist upon dabbling in
polities; they oecasionally have <ome-
thing to say on Public Edueation and
kindred subjects,  This is clearly wrong, |
they have no business i the matter what-
Cver, |
The conr<e taken by Holy Chureh with |
regard to seeret societies is unhesitatingly |
condemned by *“liberal ” Catholies, it is |
branded by them as an attack upon the
liberties of man,  Masomry for instauce, |
is in many places a sure means of tem- |
poral gaing aud why should the Church
forhid her children to avaal themselves of
such an exeellent opportunity of impov-
their worldly position. All |

nd superstition, two

e “liberal”  Catholic  sorely
dreads, aud is always by word and deed |

this is |

charges

el to rebut,  He is clearly free
f1 tion, he neva es to con-
i

eommunion, nor was he

ever seen upon his knees, except now and
] <5, which he oceasionally
sound, ]-xml‘h:‘-
oves, lonors and respects

then durine

ud evertvthing appertaining

: who is not ashiamed, but is proud,
ked upon by

o always and evervwhere un-

sticks to his  priveiples, and

yields not one inch of st nnhn;_: ‘

Protestants as a

ound to
the enemy, such an oneis an abomination
unto his liberal co-religionist, he stinks in |
his nostrils, and must he purdown when-

ever opportunity offers.—Bugily l'u[w._k

\ Smith was an estimable citizen.
| "’”"1“““, | with perfect resignation,
Wolding out her hand in conformity with | Yeen warried 1

be mor

Editors
receive visitors,

| Washington  was  the
| Conntry ? said Quilp with a snicker.

.\.’1). dear | ¢ 0
write.
his love letters

| xmall boy.
| sofa when Jack Horner was saying to our

HUMOROUS.

A recent obitnary notice says: “Mp,
He died
He had recently

Etiquette requires that a call should not
thau fifteen minutes,  This rule
loes not "'"l'l." to  newspaper oflices,
lon’t have anything to do but

‘What do they always put D. C. after

Washington for 2 asked Mrs, (l’ll”]rn[' Mr.

" TR \\'T.)-. my dear, don’t you know that
Daddy of his

A newly married lady

was telling
mother how nicely  her

husband could
‘Ol wou should just see some of
" “Yes, | know,” was the
freczing reply; ‘I've got a bushel of 'em
in my trunk.’

It |wih; claimed l'.\ one of the stermer
sex that a man was made first and lord of
creation, the question was asked by an
indignaut beanty how long he remained
lord of creation. “Till he got a wife,”

“Johm, did you take the note to Mr,
Jones?” “Yes, but I don’t think he can
read it.” “ Why, John?? * Because Le ia
blind, sir.  While T was in the room he
asked me twice where my hat was, and it
was on my head all the time.”

“How came these holes in your elbows?”
said the widew Smith to her irrepressible
“Oh, Mother, I hid under the

Tulia that he'd

her, even if you had

to be thrown in; and he didn’t know I

there, 20 I held in and langhed in my

s tili 1 hust ‘em,’

s.” You're

*Girls will be gi right.

| And lots of them that we know will be

old maids unless they mend their ways
and turn their attention to something else
besides gadding the streets and giggling at
every little male specimen of humanity in
a stylish suit of clothes for which he owes
the tailor.—Elmore Gazetts.

An officer, who was inspecting his come

pany one morning, spied one private
whose shirt was sadly begrnumed.  * Pat-

rick O'Flynn ! called out the captain,
*Here, your honor!” promptly responded
Patrick, with his had to his cap. “ How
long do you wear a shirt !’ thundered the
officer. * Twenty-eight inches I your honor.,

How the Darkey wmade Love,

Years ago a young planter was courting
a certain young lady in the sunny South.

One day he ordered his negro COACINAN
to drive down to the residence of his
mamorata.

The next morning Cuffee observed his
master and the young lady proceeding
arm in arm to a summer-honse, around
which vines had overspread, making it a
cool retreat from the sultry heat.

Be it known that Cuffee, on his arrival,
had fallen desperately in love with the
bony cook in the kitchen, but he was
dumbfounded in the presence of that
sable  woman, the art of love-making
being to him an almost unfathomable
mystery,  Cuffee, however, was bound te
learn, and he silently followed the pair to
the <hady bower,

Parting the vines with his hands, he
very cautiously peered within,  There on
the bench sat the youny lady, and, kneel-
ing on the ground was his master, who
was holding her hands ia his, uffes
heard these words:

“Oh, your eyes are like dove's eves!
Yonr alabaster neck is most beautiful.” Oh
Cupid

As quick as possible Cuffee disappeared
from the scene. He returned to the
kitchen, turned a kettle bottom side up,
seized the bewildered Dinah, and seated
her on the kettle,  Then getting down on
his knees he took both her hands in hig;
and, with upturned eyes, exclaimed, “ Oh,
vour eyes are like dog’s eyes!  Your yally
blasted neck is bow legged. Oh, glue
pot 1

The last seen of that unfortunate dar-
key e was fleeing from  the wrath to
come, followed by sundry stove-sticks,
propelled by the irate and very indignant
Dinah.

’

WHAT THEY THOUGHT OF
MAGE IN DUBLIN,

TAL-

From the Dublin Churceh Bells,

Dr. De Witt Talmage, the Yankee lec-
turer, has come and gone, and left behind
him an uwnsavory reputation. How such
crowds could be cellected  together to
listen to the garbage und disgusting vul-
ravity of this American baflles coinprehen-
m ! Heis thus painted in the Dublin
Frecman’s Journal:

“A tall man, with a stiff, ungiivlv
fignre, a hoarse, harsh, monotonous voi. ,
and a peenliarly ungraceful gesticulation.
He has a way, which is not pleasant, of
uttering the sentences hie intends to be
impressive in a long-drawn solemn drawl,
and of waiting at the end of a‘funny’
story with an encouraging smile on his
face, as it were to give the andience ‘a

‘ lead 7 at the langhter and applanse. He

a

s, besides, a happy knack of enlivening
his lectures with *catch phrases,’ such as
Mu. Brough's *That's the sort of man 1
am ! or Mr. Toole’s “Still T am not
happy.”  Dr. Talmage’s favorite phrase
last evering was, “ He wasn’t a gentleman
—never will he—you cannot make them
out of that stuff,’ which repeated at close
intervals, in every variety of intonation,
was found most
langhter.”
IHustrating the “wickedness” of men,
he told the following:  He was going down

effective in provoking

| the road when he met aman with a fiddle.

He said to the man, * Do you know you
are fiddle-faddling away your soul?”
And the man replied, “Go to grass, yvon
17 1t was with sueh deleet-
able anced as this Dr. Talmage edified
his audience in the Chvistian Union Build-
ings, and taught them how to laugh,

old spootey

. amr .
Gien, Grant is eastward hound. The
Rocky Mountains will bow their snow

pped summits @
to its centre shake,
K Boston Pharisce has notiticd Arvch-
hishop Williams that he will prosceute him
for gambling, if fe permits a fair to be
Lield in which money will he spent on
".H\.mw\." The man is willing to stul-
tity himself in order to apyeone famous,
but like the old Pharisee 1l lie is, he
thanks the Lord that he is w0t a- had a8
other people.

A high Olympus will

by
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