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THE END OF THE STORY.

(Catholle Firestde.)

‘Epe wind sighed gontly Whrcugh the
~cypress and magnolin trees,  sendiug
Hittle showers of starry orango blos-
soms lko snowflukes to tho ground.

1'he moon was rising sotemnly in the
4ark biue sky, and {u the distance tho
80ft lappin  of the lazy Meditorranean
agalnst the shors sounded musically.
1t was an ovenlng for love, grace, and
beauty—ap evening when every heate
pulss ie stlrred by the exquisite joy
ot llving for the young. «But for
thowy whose youth was but o memory
ot the past It must hold sad thoughts
—~perhiaps bitter ones, Perhlips it in
to them tho mirage of lovely evemugs
long ago, whon they lved In the happy
future and had no bitter-gweet past
to haunt them.

To the two atanding on the moonlit
path thero was no past, ho future—
only a glorlous, joyful present.

The girl's face wea ke a lovely
blossom. The large Spanish eyes, un-
der their drooping Mlds, were Hko
atars; tho black lace mantilla threw up
the white skin which she had Inherit-
ed from a Northsrn mother the sltin
figure, in its plnk dress, had all the
undulatory grace of & Spanlsh senorita.

Ho was of the usual type of a haud-
some young Englishman—sunny brown
hatr, blue eyes, and tall, broad-shoul-
dored sigure. Presently he unclasped
ker arma and looked down carnestly in-
to her dark eyes.

** Lucia,” he sald, gravely, * we are
very happy, are we not 2"

Bhe gazed at him half startled.

**Yes, Hugh, ot course we are.”

“ Would you be content to go llke
this 7

** I—I think s0.”

“ Well, I would not.”

“You are very hard to please, it
seeins,” she retorted with a little of-
fended alr. * You told me once that
it X loved you that was all the world
to you—"

** And so it 1s, my darling,’ he inter-
rupled, * but—""

* But, what >

“'Well, when do you mean to be my
wite 7"

Bhe turned her head away 10 where,
thrcmgh the trees, the mnonbeams
Highted up the aseresne, mild tace of the
statue of the Virgin Mother.

“Don't ask tne to-night, Hugh,” she
8a{d, with a algh. “JUlve mo time”

“Time 1" he repuated. “Burely I
have not hurried you, Luctn. What I8
there to watt for 2 You have no par-
ents and your grandmother is, yon
tell me, very stern and unloving.
Lucis, Msten. My regimemt goes back
to Bagland tho day after to-morrow.
Wil you come with me as my wife
or am I to go alona ? Choose now.'”

There was a silence. Lucla twisted
and untwisted her slim fingers nervous-
1y.

“ Choose," he repeated. “ It you love
me, why do you hesltate 2"

At length she mot his passlonate

Kase,

“My religlon~—"
fagntly,

His face cleared.
~™Ob; Is thRE &1 2 Ko revlled, cheer-
fulty. “Taat need not stand fn the
way. I won't Interfere with it at alt,
dardlog.  Indeed, 1 think tt is a pretty
:elmon for a girl—as tanciful and ple-
turmue as you are. It's all the same
to me whether you pray with beads
or without them, or whether your
mm wear cope and alb and—all that
et ot mm-—"

» 'Bu .,  Hugh,' sho interrupted,
smathering & nmlle at his vagueness,
“you don't understand. ‘To me it is
wore ‘than & pretty fancy. It is very
sorious indeed.”

"I don't care it it is," he protested.
It is as good as any other religion,
1 suppose—for a gir!; though I cer-
taialy should not care for my sons,
1t I had any, to belleve in It

Bho turned very pale and looked
away, -

“God help me!" she murmured.
“‘'Why did I not think of this. It must
Aot be’

' Lucis, what are you saying? It

* 18 indeed a pity you did not think c2

1t hefore 2"

*Yes,” ahe said, wildly. * Why aid
I not think of it beforo ? I Qid—but
I pushed the thought away, I was
80 happy &nd tried to forget my duty !
"I knew I must face the truth some
4ay, but I was & coward—and I loved
you, Hugh'

*''That ls enough, darling,” he said,

“ No, no—it ls not enough! Hugh,
Usten! 12 you do not mind my re-
ll‘ln, why should you mind any son
ot yours owning it

He did not answer, and for some mo-
'ments stared thoughtfilly at the treca.

‘Why should he tell her the reason

+ now ? He would take her to England
and In & Protestant country she would
forgot’ her relltion. YAl 18 fafr in
iovo and war.”

810 murmured,

Y Lacia,” ho sald at length, “it shall.

. be as you wish. I submit to.you as
_regards rellgion.”

the

womun Who sits besldo the fire, resting
her pule taco on hier hands,

A tiny tame tickors up  presontly
and lights up a palr of large, durk
ayes which toars hinve robbed of their
brilllancy, but added a sweelness of
thetr own  Tho nalr, waving classicul-
Jy at each stde of Vhw fluely shaped
head, 18 48 DIack ns night.  Thoe figure
i3 sllm and gracotu) in N8 gray dress
~—tho figure of a woman who might
bo thirly-cight, but jooks thirty.

Presently footateps sound on the
criep, hard anow, ard ohrill, childish
volces take up the cheery Christmos
corols, telling of peace, goodwlll, and
Soy.

Opening the window, the woman in
gray throw somo coppora to the waifs,
and stood for some WMOmMents gazing
up luto tho cloar, ataccy sky.

The mémury uf another night i up-
on her now—a night twenty-two years
ago~a night glowing with the beauty
of a Southern clime, when she stood,
A gIrl of geventeen, her lover by her
alde.

Closing tho window she resumed her
seat by tho fire.

“What a long time he 18 coming,”
she #ald, half aloud. “Surcly he will
be in time for midnight Mass., Ah!
that  sounds llke Lis step.  Why,
Hughle I

A few hurrled steps, then the door
wns dashed open and a tall, athictic
young fellow threw Mmsolz down be-
sido her,

8he started as he raiced his tuce (o
kiss her. It was so lke, so very itke
another faco—another who had been
dead necarly twenty-two-yecars.

* Hughte," she sald, playing with his
chestnut curls, I thought you had
forgotten me and  meant to spond
Christmas with your college friends in-

stead of with your dnll lfttle mo-
ther.”

He kissed her hand tenderly.

“ What nongense, mother ! As if you

wero not worth all the frlends in the
world 1" he exclaimed.

The words were sincere enough, but
sho noticed that he spoke witd an ef-
tort—that the dbright blue eyes dld not
meet hers.

Then she led him on to tell her of
his studies, of his {riends, ot his plans,
but through ail sho feit rather than
saw that his heart wns not in his
words.

“Hughle,” she sald, at length, ns
thero was a miserablo silence, *you
have always fold me everything in your
schooldays of the quarrels you had und
the games you won. Don't keep any-
thing from me now. Caa I help you,
dear 2

‘Tha young fellow burled hie head in
her lap.

“‘Oh, mother,” he almost sobbed, "I am
80 wretched, 3o miserable ! What have
1 done that I should be so wretched 2"

Sho bent over him tenderly.

* Hughle, my darling,” she sald,
“ whatever the troubls Is, trust in God.
Whatever he has ordained s just.”

" Bul this 1s not just I" he interrupt-
ed, passionately. "It is not just that
money aryd position should be placed
before honesty and hard work."

“What 4 you wean, iny boy ?”

“That X nav2 just been having a
quarret with Mr. D'Artford."”

* What abeut 7"

* Oh, because I had the impudence to
sny that I loved his daughter “—bitter-
lye 1t was a crime not to be forgive
en. He called me a presumptuous fool
and a fortune-hunter, Mother, you even
cannot help me this time. Only money
and position can do that, and you can
not give me that, drar)

The hands playing with the boy's
curls trembled vielbly, and the ;ale
face grew paler than evor.

“The ttme has come,” she murmured
to herselt.
strong, that he may be strong, too '

* Hughle,” she sald, **1 had hoped
that nc thought of love was in your
mind. You are so young, Hughie~not
twenty-one yet.”

“You were only sixteen when you
were married, mother."

“Yes," she sald, slowly, “only six-
teen. Perhups It T had been older I
might have been stronger—braver."

“Thero was « shott sllence. Then shg
went on, not heeding his Yook of sur-
prise. 1 am golug to tell you aatory
to-nikht, Hughic, which I wilt teave
for you to complete,” she satd. * You
alone shall decide ita end, and T shail
only pray that you mauy fintsh it aright.
Iisten to me carefully, The Mass bell

| will not ring for another hour.”

Iugh took up both his wmother's
hands {n his and looked up gravely.

“T am lstening, mother,"” he sald.

“ Twenty-two years ago there jived
in Glbraltar a younk Spanish girl called
Lucia Zamora. Her parents belng
dead, she Hved with her grandmother,
a woman who troudled herself very
little about the orphan beyond sending
her to a convent school and having her
to spend the holldays with her. One

day, during the summer holidays, she’

tnet n young Eng'ish officer. They fell
in love with each other. After mcet-
ing several times at' friends’ houses,
they met by appointment [n the plan-

Lucia sighed and looked
" whllo statue,

A gust of wind shook the starry
blumm over {ts head, and they fel]
& riln of snowy petals over the love-
y -oarved featurcs.

I8 seemed to Lucls as it they were
(e«n. But she tzied to forget ber fan-

‘16 ~le ‘hopes and plans with boating
heart. They wandered on throukh the
trees tur fromn the #ill, white figure
-} ang” Lucuo lut tean vun\shed.

3 m room i8 & c)xeertul one, b\n now
nut the bright fames hove melted in-

10 Flowing embers & sadness acems 1o

rood over it.

e skdness Iz in accordanco with the

cles $n' her lovet's arms, and Mstoned.

“tation to the gitl's grand-
mother. One night the English ofeor
told the girl he must go with his regij-
wment back to England, and begged her
to marry him the next day, as ho must
atart the day after. She hesitated, te-
cause ot her religion, tor he was a Pro-
testant and she a Catholic. After some
ditficulty, he promised that not only
would he not Interfere with her rell-
Rlen, but that should they have any
shildren thoy should be Catholies. At

‘| length sho stited her scruples and

thoy whre marrled the next day, He
put her in the care of a brothor ofeer's
wifo, and they satlied for England to-
gother,

“*For three morths they were very
happy. He got leave of absence, .and

*Oh, God, help me to be.

they travelied about, ail over France,
One day he got 1 telegtam at which he
oked very upseg,  Ile told his wite
that ft was trom hia fathes, who was
dying, and who had zent far him.

* Bidding her & hurrled good-bye, he
started off. «An hour later he was
brought buck to her~dying, The horse
whieh was taking him to the atatlon
haa teken fright and thrown hlm out.

*He opaned hig cyves an his wife
pent aver hha,

“*hucia) he eadd, falnQly, * forglve—
1 decetved yon.”

“7Then he died. Hhe at onee teles
graphed to the address on the telegram.
8he wus then In Parls,

*The noxt day a gentieman  was
shown into the roam at the hoted she
was ataying at.

“ He introduced himeelt as the fame
1y Jawyer, and told her that her hus-
band’s father had died the day before.
Ho then asked to #ee the certificrte of
marringe, as {t appeared that her hus-
band bad kept Wis father In lgnorance
of  his  murrlage—{or reasons  best
known to himeel(.

“ After the funcral was over the wid-
ow wnas prevalled upon to returit to
Encland and Hve at her husband’s
home, as she was expecting 2 child to
be born to her, who would be the heir
to the famlly eatates,

“ She was very kindly treated by her
husband’s uunt, wha had been house-
keeper there for many years, Oue day,
when the young widow was sitting In
her bedroom, she heard hes name men-
tioned Ly someone in the next room,
which was her dressing-room. Bhe re-
cognized the volce of her mald and that
of one of the parlourmalds,

! Yes, Jane,’ one of them was say-
ing, ‘1 must say as the misals ls very
g20d, though she do follow ant that
Popery.'

¢ Well,’ replfed the other, * 1 should-
n't care ff she were a Mohamimedan
ay long as she acted falr by me. Be-
sldes, I dare say as ‘ow shie will turn
Protestant some day.'

‘I dare say—but do you know what
Barton told me thls morning ?'~in &
inysterious whisper,

“*Why, .that when the miosis’ child
i8 born It would have to be brought up
a Protestant, as no Catholic could in-
nerit the estata of title.

“‘I suppore the missls knows.'

**In course she does. 1 don't fancy
she wilt lke (t, though.’

“Then tho two servants went down
stalrs, and the silent lietener stood es
1t stunned by the news.

* A few minutes after the aunt came
n to see it the young widow were coms
fortable, and the !atter asked her point
blank it the story she had just heard
were true.

*The old lady appesred very sure
prised, and said that certalnly it was,
‘Thereupon Lucla made up her mind as
to what she would do. The child
should not be bora at Rexford Chase.
Heartbroken at her dead husband’s de-
ceit, she packed up & few necessaties
and took the next train to a viilage a
good many miles away, where an old
nurse of hers lived. Bhe knew they
would never find her there. There the
child was born—a boy. After sume
time she heard that her grandmother
had died and left her just enough to
Uve upon. She returned with the child
to 8pain, and for some time iived
quietly at Madrid. Then, as the boy
grew older, she felt that he must be
educated in England. He must have
an  education fitting his station—a
sound Cathollc education. When he
came of age she would tell him all and
he should chcose betwcen his faith and
worldly estate. With the ald and influ-
onice of a.priest she knew, the boy was
sent to Stonyhurst College. and she
took rooms mear there that he might
spena his holldays with her.

" Night and day she prayed that he
might grow strong for the comlag bat-
tle. 8he will never infuence him, Hugh
~he must look to Bomeone higher for
that. My part of the story 1s finished.
Hugh—my own Hugh t*

There was a long siience. Then the
hero of the story looked up.

“I am not Hugh Zamora, then.?"” he
suld, in a dazed volee.

* No. Zamora vas my maiden name.
Your name is Sir Hugh Rextord, of
Rexford Chase, and posacssor of an
income of six thousand a year.”

Hugh leaped to his feet.

“ Six thousangd & year 1" he exclalm-
ed, “and an estate. Oh, mother, you

hands ln an agony of prayor—a prayer
for maioy on hin weaKoess !n the
ateengih of Wi Lemptatlon, At lonsth
the Mass Was over and the cholr aang
the curotz--careds old as  the  faith
which hnd given them blrth.

The walk home was sifent.

Then, as ey regained the sitting-
room they hnd teft, Hugh kneit at his
mother's feet,

“ Where Ato the papers which prove
wy right to the property 7' he sald,
quietly.

T Wil get them, Hugh”

UHe took them to the Nkht us she re-
turned with them,

* They are all there,” ahe sald, softly:
. (hu cerddficate of your birth and ail.
'l‘hny beloug ta you now.'

For eome moments thelr new owner
stood undecided, the papers which were
the proof of Wis birthright held tghtly
in his hand. 7Then he quietly walked
to the fire, and, throwing there in the
wmidat o the glowlng conls, watched
thew slowly bura,

A uelghbouring clock YHetokened the
birth of another day and roused hhm
trom hlg reverie

** Mother,” he safd,
tinished your story.
the right ending

huskily, * ¥ have
Have § given It

COVENTRY PATMORE AS A CATIH-
OLIC POET.

The reaction ngainst the Reforma-
tlor. which fs now mauifesting !'seif
80 kcenly, not only In the religious
world, but in the world of art and let-
ters, hes had for its orlglnators New-
man, Pugin, and one who perchanco
has been less recognised than the
others—Coventry Patmore.

Patmore, liko the others, was a con-
vert to C and

Two Facts worthy of attention
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B) . lGroccrs.

#ung at the cathedeat at five o'clock
Addreses were presented to s Lord-
ehlp by the Catuotlc rocieties of the
city

AN AUDACIOUS WBASEL.

John Burroughs has rome troublo In
orotecting his chickens from the wea-
acle that turk In the woods around his
slab-slded cabin necar Weat Park, on
the Mudson. In tho August Century,
in “ GHimpses of Wild Lite About My
Cabln,”” he thus describes an encounter
with an especially pertinacious robber
of his roosti—

T was standing fn my porch with my
dog, talking with my nelghbour and
his wite, wlp, with thelr dog, Wero
standing in the road a few yards in
front of me. A chicken

growing.” ** Arc thoy the front logs 2
arked Bab,  * No the hind fegs appear
frst,” sald Aunt  Follle, “and then,

atier a tme, the front legs.” " They
nwst look quer with legs and a long
tafl,” sald Bee  ** They gradually be-
£in 1o look more Itke ilttle  frogs,”
tald Aunt Pollte, “the shape of the
head changes, und very scon the long
sall begins to get shorter. As soon
18 the four lege have grown, it Is as
well to move them {nto shallower wa-
ter, and put small pleces of pumice-
Slere Into the water.”” * For the tad-*

pote to eat 7' sail Bee. They all
latghed.  * No, to slt upoa,” sald Aunt
Peille. “for as soon as the tadpole

becames a frog he cannot Jive entirely
In the water—he has to come up to
breathe.”

sereamed In the bushes up behind the
vacks just beyond my friends. Then
it came rushing down over the rocks
paat them, fiylng and screaming, cloge~
Iy a by a long, silm red animal,

it was the gplrit of lam, which
finds its real home {n the Catholic
Church, that first drow bim to her
bosony, and finslly taught him religion
and obedlence. Aubrey de Vare, writ~
ing to Father Hecker when he sent
him a copy of the Unknown Eros, says
that * many parts of the book seem to
me both to ascend higher and de-
sceud deeper than almost anything we
have Xad for a long time."

Patmore's second masriege was with
o Catholle woman of large forture and
bigh virtue, and it was stated that it
was she who made him a Catholic.
Father O'Keeffe, of the Pauiist Fa-
thers, {u hic thoughttul review of the
influence of Patmore, In the Catholic
World Magazine for August, refutes
this statement, and says i—

“ Patmore in quite another fashion
has uncarthed from tho tomb our an-
cient glories and taught us that the
blood of saints flows in our velns: that
that apirituel power {s not to be dis-
xexa.x'dcd which created the poetry,

and of
mediaeval Europe. Wa have no de-
talls of Patmore’a conversion to Catho-
Uclsm, but {t is easy to sce bhow the
Restheticlsm of that religlon coutd pro-
voxe from him not ouly -love but
Obedlence. Yet he was philosopher
enough to know that culture is but a
faint manifestation of the high spirit
that dwells within—that beauty is but
the splendor of the true, . .

* Patmore's second wife relleved him
of all financial difficultics, and some
have aald that it was she who made
him a Catholle. This cannot be true,
for his mystical aspirations had al-
ready and unconyclously made him a
Catholle. e was of too independent
and candid 2 mind to be influenced
elther by Puritaniam because his firat
wite was & Puritan, or by Cathollciam
because his second wi.¢ was a Catho.
He.  Yet It weuld be wrong to deny
that these women must hase indirectly
mellowed his  heart and moul—how
could so sunceptible a character as his
resist them 7 Father Cardells, the
Italian Jesuit, who is Xnown as belng
something of a philosopher and the-
ologian, is rumoured to nave sald, after
mect. g with Patmore, in Ronte, that
ho was Catholiclsm itselt before he
was  recefved  formally into  the
Church."

e
THE ANGLICAN CHURCH CRISIS,

‘The Weekly Register observes that
the joint meeting of the Anglican Con~

w the ot
Feclesiastlcal  Courts has  had—as
might have been anticipated—no prac-
tical yesult. Though the proceedlings
\vcle Trivate it has leaked out that the

and I are 8ix thousund a
year!™

* 8Ix thousand & year ot your faith,
Hugh,” was the grave reply.

The happy lght dled out of his eyes.

*My God !"”* he sald, "I had forgot-
ten. Oh, why &€ you tell me, 1mother ?
Do you know what that money meuns
to me ?"'—almost flercely.

“* It means the fulfilment of my great-
est hopes and desires. It means that
Mrrgaret would be my wife, T can't—
T won't give her up !"

Suddenty the silence rvound was
broken by the-sound of & bell—it was
the midnight Mass bell,

Mrs. Zamora—or, to give her her
proper title, Lady, Roxford—took up &
leng cloak trom ths chalr beside her.
*Come with me, Hugh,” she sald.
*Pray aod think over what you wlll
. do."

Together they walked across the
hard, crisp rouds to the little Catholie
chapel near by,

Al inslde sgoke of the Christ child.
Some rays from the Divine Babe scem-
¢d to be abining on the faces of those
nssembled: The ** Glorla™ rose higher
and higher along the nave In one long
succession of exuttant stralns,

1.ady Rext 4 the

flict

ing emotions paasing across her son's
face, and she prayed on.

Presontly a boy's sweot treble began
Ahe “ Agnus Def.” Sir Hugh clasped his

on the d
to the meeting was very warm and ve-
vealed serious alﬂmnce’ in minclplo.
p&j1 y it was agreed
to shelve the question for the present
anad leave it to be brought before the
Convocations next year. The ditficulty
13, ot course, {he Final Court of Ap-
peal. The Bishops propose to give the
Final Court of Appeal a reu! power
to revise the decisions ot the Ecclesias-
tleal Coutts, and in this they are sup-
ported by all Broad and Low Church-
men, and some of tha ' Moderaty
High" School. But the Lower House
of Convocation, ia which High Church
men predominate, would only give the
Court of Appeal power to vemit the
case to tho Provincial Court, and
would make the deciston of the Blshopa
final on a polnt of ritual or doctrine,
In otuor words the Lower Houre pro-
poses to do away with the Royal 8u-
PIEmMACY.

MGR. CLOUTIER'S CONSECRATION,

Three Rivers, Que, July S6.—After &
short rest at the palace yesterday, tal-
lowing the consecealion ceremontes,
Mgr, Cloutter, accompanicd by his dis-
tinguished visltors, procecded to the
City hail &1id partook ot a suporb ban-
Quet preparec by the 1adles of the city.
His Lordahip rade a courteous Rfters

that seemed to slide over the rocks ltke
a serpent, 1ts legs were s0 short

one saw only the switt, gliding motion,
of its body. Across the road into the
garden, witbin & yard of my friends,
went the pursued and the pursuer, snd
Into the garden rushed I and my dog.
Tho wensel seized the chicken by the
wing, and was being dragged along by
tho latter in its effort to escape, when
T arrived upon the scene, With a save
age glee T had not felt tor many & day
I planted my foot upon the weasel
The soft muck underneath ylelded, and
T held him witbput hurting Fim. He let
g0 his old upon the chicken and seized
the sole of my shoe in his teeth, Then
I reached down and gripped him with
my thumb and forefinger just back of
the ears, and lfted him up, and look2d
his fmpotent rage in the face, What
gleaming eyes, what on array of
threatening teeth, what reaching of
viclous claws, what a wriggling and
convulsed body ! But I had him firmly.
He could only scratch my hand and
aart fire from his electric, bead-like
eycs. In the meantime my dog was
bounding up, begging to be allowed to
have hls way with the weasel. But I
knew what he dld not: I knew that in
anything 11ke a falr encounter the wea-
el would get the first hold, would draw
the first blood, and henco probabdly
effect his eecape., So 1 carrled him,
writhipg and scratching, to a place in
the road removed from any near cover,

The Coranation Oath
The tfollowing resolution has been
put on record dby St. Mary's branch
of the Toronto Catholic Truth So-
clety i~
Moved by Rev. Wm. McCann, sec-
onded by W. E. Blake—It {3 heredy
resolved that this soclety place on tece
ord {ts entive approval of the resolu-
tion passed by the St. Joseph's branch
of the *Cathollc Truth Soclety " of
Ottawa, ot the 16th day of February
last past. (n regard to the Cotona-
tion Oath, and its accompanylug ob-
Jectionable declaration againat several
d 1 Catholic Ang,
turthermore, that thia society is of the
opinlon that the movement thug begun
by the Ottawa soclety should be taken
up by all the Catholic socleties
througbout tho British Empire, and
an agitation carried on in a legal
manner untit such Toronation Oath
ond Declaration arc amended 80 a9 0
do away with the objectlonable fea-
tures referred to in the said resolution
of the Ottawa soclety, belleving as we
do that the fair-mindedness of the
members of both Houses of the Imper-
fal Parllament of Great Britain will

| cause them to see that it {& in the in-

terests of the Emplre, and (n sccord-
ance with Britlsh justice and falr play
that the Coronatiori Oath and Dectar-
atlon aforesald should de so amended,
and that the same will be accomplished
at an early date. This soclety pledges
1taclt to do all in its power by legal
means to accomplish that most desired
object.

And it 13 further resolved that the

and threw him lently upon the
ground, hoping treredy 50 to atun and
bewlider )im that the terrier could
rush in ana crush him befcre he re-
covered his wits, But I had miscal-
culated; the blow 21a Indeed stun and
confusa him, but h2 was stiil too quick
for the deg, and had him by the lip
1ike an electric trap. Nip lifted up his
head and swong the weasel violently
about ib the air, trying to shake him
off, uttering & cry of rage and pain,
but did not succeed in loosentox the
animel’s hold for some moments.
When he had done %0, and attempted
10 seize him & second time, the weasel
was first ageln, but quickly released
his hold and darted about this way and
that, seeking aver. Threa or four
times the dog was upon him, dut found
him each time too bot to be held, See-
ing that the creature was likely to es-
cape, T sat my foot upon him again,
and made a finish of hita.

e

HOW TADPOLES GROW.

“ Aunt Pollte” (in the person of
Miss Maggie Browne) commences &
fascinating series of srticles in the
August number of Cassell's Little
Folks on the management of pe(s Tad-
poles are flest dealt With ;—* Daes the
water have to be changed 7" sald Ber-
tle. “I thought frogs lived in dlety
water.”  “The water in a pond gets
changed by the raln, doesn't 1t, Aunt
Pollle 7 seld Desste. ' Very often
there ia & stream running Into the
pond,” aald Bob. *Amnd there Is only
a lttle water in the bowl,'” sald Bee.
“ 1t has to be changed to give the tad-
poles fresh alr” sald Aunt Polile, “and
for thnt reason it must be changed
every tew days.”” " But don't the tad~
poles get away whilst the water is be-
ing changed ** asked HBertle. “We
used to ladle out our tadpoles with
the soun-ladla into o small basin,'
said Aunt Polile, ** 80 that the tadpoles
Bee. 1 should love to do that” “ Of
course !t must be done carefully,”
531a Aunt Poille, ** 30 that the tadpols
have always & little water to swim
in* «One day,” whispered Grannie,
“Uncle Wil chopped rff a tadpole’s
1aft when he was changing the water.”
*Did it mind 1" osked Bessle. T ex-
pect it thought it way » help,” sald
Sce, * bechuse Jt-has to get TIQ of its
tail."”
it waa & help.t'sald Aunt Pollle; “bdut
jou remember to change the water
caretully when you have tadpoles.”
*Welt, they gtow and grow, and what
'ﬁ(!" sald Bertle. ' Two

Qinner speech, and then visited the | small: legB-aypear.” sald Aunt Polile,

Sw»iers of Providenco, A Te Deum was

*and vou can see them gradually

“T dor'ythink it quite thought-

secretary do forward a copy
o: these resolutions to the secretary of
8t. Jozeph's branch of the * Cathollc
Truth Soctety " ot Ottawa, and to the

“ Catholic Register” and “Catholic
Record ” tor publication.
of consurpiion 80 far

Mmedthnnm’nhu-wwn
care, bat nove
ve reliel, l'n mah,

Sm!;wm ok

———————
HUGH JOHN AND THE SCHOOL
QUESTION.

Winnipeg, Man., July 26—Hon. Hugh
John Macdonald, Opposition leader,
opened the Manitoba election campaign
At Minnedosa last night. 1In the course
of his speech, Mr. Macdonald statcd
that he togk atraight issue with the
veformers, He held himaelf free to
attack the pollcy of the Greenway
Government. That was the reasor he
was present and also because an elec-
tlon was now in sight. On this oc-
caslon the Government would be forced
to appeal to the people on thefr policy.
The question of disallowance is now
settled and & dead Issue. Mr. Green-
way aad Sir Wiltrld Laurier haveitin
thelr power to dispose of the school
question as a politleal issue. They
have settled ft. The scttleraent a»-
rived at was not one which he would
huve made, becausc he consider:d It
senseless and not satisfylng to any
cne.  However, he was willing to sc-
cept it as a settiement and allow that
matter to remaln as it is, though it
thels opponents choose to drag the
question forwurd agaln he would ba
willing to meet them.  Vtherwlise he
was prepared to allow this queation
10 be a dead issuc. The boast had
been made by at least three members
of the Greenwny UJovernment that
they Lad been returned by Conserva-
tive votes, The boast would not bo
made again.

Polnt of Resemblance.— Don't you
thiak daby is llke mamma, George 2"
asked Mrya Honeyton, “Very. He
tatks ati the timo ann never says Any-
thing.”

Tas Bsst Pizis.—Mr, Wm. Vandee
yoord, Sydney Crossing, Out, writes: *We
bave naing Parmelee’s Pils, and
and thcn by faz thy bcn:g{)
osed.” Delicate »

ulhﬁhn-thueylllam!&oam
Taken i small doses, the effect is
a toufo snd & -llmuhnt. mlldal{ oxcith(
{be secre the body,
snd vigor.
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