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NARRA, THE NIHILIST.

By KaTnLeeN O'MEARA.

CHAPTER XXVIL—Continued.

Ivan Gorfl had not spoken, except that
short parley improvised to screen Narka
when she had nearly betrayed herself.
e rose now, and said he had something
to communicate before they separated.
There was a general assent, and Le pro-
ceeded to read out, in his deep, metallic
voice, Basil's pampllet translated. The
effect was electric. The language had
seemed inepiring to Narka when she read
it alone ; but, declaimed by Ivan to this
excited and responsive audience, its elo-
quence was like fire and dancing flames.
The reading was all along punctuated by
“hravos ' and soppressed cheers; the
meeting could hardly restrain its enthusi
asm within bounds, and the moment Ivan
had done, the applause burst out like a
torrent let loose. The pamphlets were
geized upon as if they had been loaves of
bread thrown to starving men; the com-
pany embraced one another ; they kisse
the pamphlet ; they made every demon-
stration of wild delight.

Under cover of the general hubbub
Ivan said to Narka, “ Let us slip away.”

Schenk, who was before her, moved on
at once, and Olga Borzidofl, whose eyes
had never left the group, pushed qnickly
toward the door and met them.

“ Present us to one another,” she said
to Schenk, patting her band on his arm ;
but Schenk moved on as if he had not
heard. “ Let us introduce ourselves,”
gaid Olga. “ 1 am Olga Borzidoff, What
is our new sister'’s name 7"’

“ Narka Larik," replied the new sister,
coldly.

Ivan pushed her gently on, remarking
that it was later than he thought. It was
pitch-dark on the stairs. Schenk struck
a match, and nursed the little flame, that
Narka might see where to step; but the
light, after a moment, went out.

“Take my arm,’ said Schenk. “1I
know the way. I willguide you.”

They were groping their way, Ivan fol-
lowing, when a hand was laid on his
shoulder, and a woman's voice said, " 1
want a word with you.,” He stood at her
bidding.

Narka got safe down, thanks to
Schenk’s steady guidance. When they
emerged into the court below, the moon
was high and the dark blue heaven was
tull of stars.

“Tere we are, a riveder le stelle !
gaid, drawing a deep breath.

In spite of the horror with which his
speech had so lately inspired her, Narka
for a moment felt in sympathy with him;
the beautiful guotation seemed to strike
a sursum corda that litted her spirit out
of the dense atmosphere in which she
had been morally and physically stifling.

They stood and looked back, expecting
Ivan to follow ; but he did not appear, and
the others were hurrying down.

“ We had better not wait here,” said
Schienk. *Come on, and 1 will put yon
into a cab.”

They went out, and he hailed one. As
he was closing the door upon Narka, he
said, “ It is very late for you to go snch a
long drive alone; you had better let me
see youn home.””  And withont waiting
for her answer, he jumped in beside her.

Neither of them broke silence until they
alighted at Narka's door. Then Schenk
wished her good.night, and walked back
alone in the starlight.

' he

CHAPTER XXVIIIL

The meeting in the Quartier Latin had
one good effect on Narka: it forced her
thoughts into a new channel and made
it easier for her to obey the doctor’s in-
junction of thinking as little as possible
about her lost voice. That extraorlinary
scene, and the sudden and dangerous cur-
rent it had introduced into her life, ab-
sorbed her so completely that all other
thoughts were for the moment crowded
out of sight. But she felt more alone
since her solitude had become peopled by
this multitude of unbidden presences. A
new sense of loneliness, of islolation,
came to her with the longing to discount
these too vivid emotions, to silence these
haunting revelations and shadowy pres-
entments by sharing them with some one
whom she could trust, and who would
understand, whose sympathy or whose
contradiction, whose indignant denuncia-
tion even, might help her to adjust the
balance of things, and bring them to their
true proportion, 1t is so much harder to
battle through these spectral crowds
alone

Narka tried to escape from her beleag-

uered solitude by occupying herself, and
being as much as possible out-of-doors.,
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the dead painter in being so deeply
moved by his inspired renderings. She
lingered “long betore them to-day, and
though tired physically from standing
about 8o many hours, she felt refreshed
and rested in spirit when she left the
place.

She was turning into the Tuileries gar-
dens when a gentleman, hurrying out,
met her. It was Dr.8chenk., Narka had
not seen either him or Ivan Gorfl since
the meeting.

“ 1 am so glad to aeet you !” he said,
cordially., “ Shall we sit down and chat
for a moment 7"’

There was a bench close by, under the
broad shade of a chestnut-tree, Narka
was not sorry tosit down and rest a little.

“1 need not ask what you thonght of
the company the other evening,” Schenk
said, entering at once on the subjeet.

Narka's level brows went up expres
gively. “ It was not so much the com-
pany, even, as the doctrines, that took me
by surprise,” she answered.

“ You were not prepared to find them
so advanced ? Ivan ought to have been
more outspoken and explicit with you.
You were hardly strong enoogh to bear
the shock of being brought in contact
with the reality so suddenly. 1 took for
granted that you had come there with
your eyes open, and 1 was sarprised to
see you, I confess. However,as you have
been taken behind the curtain, yon must
just accept the fact that there is an ugly
side to putriotism when it has to work in
But though the patriotism that
goes forth to the roll of drums and the
braying of trumpets looks a more respect-
able thing, it is far less worthy in reality
than ours, that gets no reward but scorn
and stripes ; we at least despise the con-
ventional fallacy that goes by the name
of honor ; we trample that cant and the
rest of the world’s jugglery and caricatur-
ing under our feet, and we bring on our-
selves the odium of the result for a purely
impersonal gain, I perceive you have a
great deal to learn as to our principle of
action,” he added, reagling, with his hab-
itnal intuition, on Nwrka's features the
conflict between utter revulsion and re-
luctant admiration that he was exciting
in her ; “ you have taken a perilons step
in joining us, but you will trust me and
let me be your friend—"

“ I hope our new sister will trust us all
as friends, ' said a woman’s voice behind
them.

Before turning round to see who it was,
Narka had recognized Olga Borzidofl.
She started and colored.

Schenk stool up.  *“ What brings you
here ?” he said, in a low tone that had
something dangerounsly fierce 1n it.

“ Prec:sely what brings you here,”” she
replied, in a high, insolent key : * the de-
sire to converse with Mademoiselle Lar-
ik.”

“1 had business to discuss with
demoiselle.”

“ 8o have I.  Perhaps you won't mind
our discussing it together 2"’

“ GGoud-morning, monsieur,” said Nar-
ka and quivering with anger and wound-
ed pride, she walked away.

That bold, bad woman’s stare was like
the touch of an uncleanthing. She counld
not forgive Ivan Gorfl' for subjecting her
to the humiliation of such a contact.
Why had he entrapped her so treacher-
ously into this secret congregation of dis-
reputable men and women ? What sort
of good were such people capable of efiect-
ing for their country > And Basil was
working in common with them !

All the way to La Villette, as the om-
nibus rolled along, Narka protested in-
wardly egainst this unworthy comrade-
ship, aud upbraided Ivan Gorfl,  But on
reaching home she found that Ivan had
called and left a sealed parcel for her.
She opened it and saw Basil's handwrit-
ing. In an instant all her anger van-
ished, and she conld feel nothing but
gratitude toward the man who had
brought this joy into her life,

She sat down and devoured the manu-
seript. It was just what she wanted to
restore her bruised self-respect and recon-
cile her to the irreconcilable. The
article was a powerful and impassioned
piece of writing ; but it remained, like the
preceding one, 1n the abstract, dealing
with principles, and enlarging on the de-
grading effect of tyranny upon the moral
nature of a people. Here was the wis-
dom, the sagacity, the courage, the dom-
inant mind of the true patriot. This was
the gold in the dross. Narka set to work
at once on the translation, happy in the
consciousness that she was putting her
hand to the plongh with Basil, and driv-
ing the share through the smoking soil,
while he cast the seed into the furrow.

secret.

mas-

CHAPTER XXIX,

Narka had not been to see Margunerite

since the meeting. 1 any one had asked
her why, she, would have said it was be-
canse she had been busy, or ent at
Marguerite's convenient hours for sceing
her. Dut the true thot unacknowl-
edged reason was the hrank from
t contact. Marg te's pure and un-
compromising orthodoxies someliow
always rebuked her like a living con-
science ; and now ti her mind had be-
come tainted with guilty knowledge, and
was tacitly, half-consciously, couniving

at it, she did not dare intrude herself on
a life that was filled from morning till
pight with placid sanctities, sweet and
common as daisies in the grass, and
wholesome as a tield of new-mown hay,
She was afraid to meet those true, inno-
cent eves that were bubbling up with
happiness and trust in God and man, like

clear fountains in the sunlight. She
aveided Marguerite ginee she had set her
foot upon the downward path. ‘or Nar-

ka knew that it was a downward path.
Those articles of Basil's had fanned the
flame of her love and fired her imagina-
tion, but they had notblinded her reason.
She saw clearly enough the logical link
between those blood-stirring appeals and
the doctrines enunciated at the mesting,

Marguerite, meantime, was too busy to

oo to ple whio were able to come 10
her, ie heard from Madame Blaguette
that Narka was well and out every day,
and this was enough. =he had, more-

over, heavier cares than usual pressing on
her for the moment. La Villette was
“nervous ;’ in other words, it was mak-
ing ready for a revolution. The elders of
the community, enlightened by past ex-
periences, recognized signs and symbols
which Marguerite’s quick intuition could
not have failed, even without this warn-
ing, to notice.  The district echoed with
gounds and silences that were not to be
mistaken. The wine-shops were crowded
late and early, and through their closed
doors there came reverberations of that
aleoholic oratory which to the Parisian
ouvrier is like a lighted match put to pow-
der. A more significant sign to Marguer-

ite was that the orators avoided her, She

noticed that men who habitually et her
with a bright kindly word now turned
round the corner when they saw her in
the distance, or, if they came up with her
unexpectedly, hurried on with a curt sal-
utation. Clearly they were fighting shy
of her, and she read the reason in their
sullen averted faces and in the troubled
eyes of the women.

Madame Blaquette, whom Narka fre-
quently met coming in and out, seemed
much alarmed, and hinted at some great
impending catastrophe ; but Madame
Biaquette was so well known as a croaker
and au alarmist that no one paid any
heed to what she said. One afternoon
she came against Narka in the entry, and
clutched her arm in great excitzment:
“Oh, mademoiselle, we have had the nar-
rowest escape | Just think ! The house
opposite is watched by the police, and
such odd-looking people have been hang-
ing about ! Three days ago a box was
brought io a man who lodged there a
month back. They wouldn't take it in,
s0 the porter carried it over here, and
said if 1 kent it for a couple of days it
would be called for. I, never suspecting
anything, took it into my room, and this
morning it suddenly occurred to me that
it might be an infernal machine !

“Oh !” eried Narka, with a gesture of
dismay.

“ I went ofl'at once to the commissaire
de police, and he went to the Prefecture,
and three men came just now and carried
it into the back yard, and took all sorts of
precautions in opening, for if it had ex-
ploded, you know, the whole street wouk
have blown up!’

“ But it didn’t explode "

“Oh, no; it was a sewing-machine.
But only think if it had been the other!”

“But it wasn't the other,” said Narka,
half amused, and half vexed at having
been so taken in.

“All the same, we have been most mer-
cifully preserved,” insisted Madame Bla-
quette, “for it might have been the other,
and [ might have been buried at this mo-
ment under the rnins of my own roof.
We ought to be on our knees thanking
God.”

Narka, with an impatient shrog, passed
on, laughing, into her room. As she took
off her things she looked out at the house
opposite. It was a dingy, disreputable-
looking house, with a battered face, and
windows so crusted with dirt you could
not have seen throngh them — a house
that looked as if it might want watching;
but probably there was as much founda-
tion for its bad character as for the provi-
dential escape from the sewing-machine.

She was turning from the window, when
she observed as unusual movement ont-
side; a number of gamins were rushing
to stare at something ; presently an open
carriaze with liveried servants drew up
before her door. Tlushed aud excited,
she went to receive Sibyl.

“Oh, my darling, what a funny place
yon have come to!” exclaimed Sibyl,
looking round her like a person bewil-
dered.

“ Yes,” said Narka, with a constrained
laugh, “it is a funny place for you tocome
to pay a visit. I wonder what your serv-
ants think of it ?”

“My servants > 1should as soon think
of wondering what my horses thought of
it!"

Narka langhed again. *“Yes,” she said
to herself, * horses and servants are the
same sort of cattle to you, only with dif-
ferent prices.”

They sat down, Sibyl glancing roand
herwith a kind of half-alarmed curiosity.

“ Do you know, I am. very angry with
vou,” she said. * What business had you
to steal 2 march on me and come off’ to
this outlandish place the moment my
back was turned "

“ 1 was obliged to come away ; I could
not remain where I was."

“ You might have gone down to Beau-
crillon and waited there. Have yon
made a vow never to come and stay with
me "

Narka made no answer for a moment.
Then looking at Sibyl with an expression
half grave, half comieal, *“ Do you remem-
ber,” ghe said, “ how we langhed over
that remark of Mademe de Stael's, that a
woman who was unhappy with her hus-
band ought never to leave him for a day,
becanse it made it so much worse for her
when she had to come back to him ?”

“ Where is the bad husband here ?"
said Sibyl, glancing round as if she halt
expected to see him hiding somewhere.
“Have you gone and married unbeknown
to me?”

“The husband is only a figure,” replied
Narka. “The fact is, the contrast be-
tween my life and yours is too great, the
charm and splendor of your home make
the hurry-scurry and sordid vulgarities
of my own look worse to me. I have
made up my mind not to risk it, not to

try to snatch at what has been so com-
pletely taken from me. Itis much better
for me to stay in my own corner and toil
and moil, and never try to escape, and

put on my silk gown and sit idle like a
lady. [ feel such a sham when I go to
you and play the lady !

“What nonsense youn are talking! Yon
are a sham when you try not to play the
lady you call it.  Your ladyhood is as
inalienable the shape of your eyes or
the color of your hair. I don’t know
what you mean by sordid vulgarity ; a
life of intellectnal labor is not sordid or
vulgar. It has always seemed to me a
grand thing to owe everything to one's
self. 1should have been very proud if I
could have earned my own living.”

The sentiment was sublimely absurd
in Sibyl's mouth, and yet it did Narka
good to hear her speak so, It raised her
in her own eyes to hear Sibyl say that
working for bread was a grand thing.
There was still a virtue in Sibyl's touch
that was like nothing else.

They talked about other things, and
then Sibyl said : “And Marguerite ? You
see her often 7' How is she ?”

“ 1 hope she is well, for she works like
a little pony. She is goodness itself to
me.”

“] am so glad, darling !
ite is an angel.”

“I knew that already ; but I have dis-
covered here that she is a genius. She
would have made a first-rate queen.
has a genius for governing. 1f you could
gsee how she manages the roughs and the
druankards! The people positively wor-
ship her; there are all sorts of stories
abroad about the miracles Sceur Marguer-
ite works; how she multiplies the soup
and the rations beyond all natural ex-
planation. Where she gets the money
{or all she gives away in food and cloth-
ing is certainly a kind of miracle.’

“Oh, she is not a bad beggar!” said
Sibyl, langhing ; “ her genius extends in
that direction too. 1 must go in and see
her on may way home.” Then, tuking
Narka's hand in her own, “ But tell me

But Marguer-

o make him scowl.

about your voice, dearest?" she said,
anxiously ; * 1 have been haunted by the
thought ever since I heard from Marguer-
ite that you had lost it. How I did long
to fly to you that moment and hold your
hand while you were passing through that
terrible anguish of the first discovery!
Bat it is snre to come back. Have you
tried it since then ?”

Before Narka could answer, there was
a quick tap at the window, which was
only a few feet from the ground outside,
and something like a great white wing
fluttered past.

“ It is Marguerite,” said Narka ; and,
doubly glad of the interruption, she went
to let her in, -

The coruette seemed to bring in the
sunshine with it.

“] guessed who was responsible for the
scandal of a powdered {lunky in this re-
spectable neighborhood,”” said Marguer-
ite. * Who ever thought of your lady-
ship's beinyg in town at this time of year?
Business? Well, Narka is not 8o badly
off, yon see 7" and she glanced admiring-
ly round the room, to which, in spite of
its tiled floor and whitewashed walls, the
grand piano under its rich embroidered
cover, and flowers and books about, gave
a gracious, home-like air.

“If the outside were only a8 good as the

inside. But what an awful neighborhood
itis?” said Sibyl, lifting up her hands

“As I drove up here tne wickedness of
the people's faces, the way they scowled
at me, made me shudder.”

“Yon need not have shoddered,” said
Marguerite, with a little toss of her head.
“ The worst of our people up here is they
are not hypocrites; they wear their
wickedness oatside iustead of in; but 1.1f
the time it is pain that makes them
scowl, poor creatures! When hunger is
griping a man's inside, it is enough to
I’m sure it would me.”

“ You always stand up for your people
here,” said bdibyl, “but you know very
well, dear, they are the scum of the ecity.”

“ | know nothing of the sort; they may
be the dregs, but they certainly are not
the scum—the scum is at the top.  You
must look to our monde for that.’

“ We don't get drunk, at any rate.”

“ Humph!” Marguerite remembered
certain traits de mours she had heard at
Yrakow, and admired Sibyl’s impudence.

“ Perhaps it would be better for them if

they did,” she said, defiantly, “I1 know
a few respectable Pharisces whom 1
should love to make so drunk that they
would roll under the table. That might
take the pride out of them, and send
them up to the Temple to strike their
breasts and get justified.

Narka burst out laughing. “The Phar-
isees get no (uarter from Marguerite,”" she
Hﬁill.

Sibyl looked half inclined to be angry.
“Well,if she is fond of publicans, I should
think she is satisfied up here. The
shouts and yells from the wine-shops as I
came along were perfectly awful, It re-
minded me of the shrieks of the
damned.”

“That can’t be a pleasant noise,” said
Marguerite; “but 1 would rather hear
that than the langhter of the damned.

“1 did not know they ever langhed in
hell”

“1fancy they do now and then; 1
fancy that when the DPharisees are
stripped of their shams and shown up
naked at the judgment-seat, their conn-
tenances on finding themselves in that
predicament must be a sight to make
even the poor devils laugh.”

“The poor devils? Well, if you are
going to stand up for the devils |”

“1t would be a good thing for us if we
had their zeal and their perseverance,”’
retorted Marguerite.

“You need not envy them their spirit
of contradiction, at any rate,” said Sibyl,
good-humoredly, feeling that she hadl
made a hit.

“ Give it up, Sibyl — give it up,” said
Narka, triumphiong with Marguerite, who
had had the best of it up to this.

But Marguerite had not thought of
triumphing ; she only thought of defend-
ing her poor people. “ What news have
vou from St Petersburg?” she asked,
turni ng the conversation.

Sibyl slowly lifted her shoulders, and

with a sigh slowly let them down., “I'm
afraid my father is growing weak., Basil

has persuaded him to wait and give him
time to live down his foolish passion. |1
fear Dasil has entangled himself deeper,
and in more ways than we suspected.
And he has broken through all restraint
with my father, and rails against the
tyranny of the emperor and the miserable
eondition of the people, and goes on like
a lunatic. The wonder is that my father
bears it.  But the wonder of all is that
any one 8o clever as Basil can be such a

fopl!  As it our monjiks wanted to be
free ! Asif they would know what to do
with themselves if they were sent adrift
to-morrow like English or French peas-

ants! Togive them perfect freedom would
be to make them miserable.”

“My dear Sibyl,” Narka protested, with

a ringing la , “ would a lark be niser-
able if you opened its cage and set it
free?
“Yes, it would, if it had been born in a
e, That is what you and Basil don’t
consider.”  (ITow that “ you and Basil’
made Narka's heart leap !) * Human
beings, like animals, are only happy in the
conditions thev are born to. A savage is
happy in savage conditions; our civilized
ways would be misery to him. Fancy a
red Indian, roaming through his forests
in a bead necklace, suddenly trapped, and
his free limbs packed into pantaloons and
top-boots !’

“We Russians are not quite red In-
dians,”” said Narka.” “We have been
slowly educated up to top-boots these fifty
years past.” 5

“Unfortunately !” said Sibyl, with in-
tense emphasis. “Our people were much
happier before they ever heard of top-
boots. They were content with their lot,
just as the camel that toils all his life
through the desert is content ; but if you

She |

bring a camel up as a pet to eat and drink
and lie in the shade, and then load him
and turn him cut into the desert to tramp
without waterunder a verticalsun, do you
think he would be content?” A

“He would be a great fool if he were.
But what does that prove ?—that the ma-
Jjority of human heings ought to be treated
like camels ?”

“They ought not to be unfitted for their
allotted work.”

“Allotted? Who allotted it? When
God created the world did e allot the
millions as camels to the tens? Did lle
authorize you to treat the people as
cattle " :

“I don’t think we ever treated our
people as cattle,” said Sibyl, surprised and
resentful.

“ You did not; but others around you

e—
don’t believe God ever meant to place t},
majority of His children in jeopardy
that choice.” y

There was a passionate vibration iy
Narka's voice that reminded Siby| },oy
cruelly the choice had been used againg
her kindred. The remembrance sy
Sibyl's heart, if not her conscience
There was an awkward silence, ey
Marguerite exclaimed : ** Good gracioys
ig that 3 o'clock ? I had only meuny ¢
say ten minutes, and you have begnileq
me into wasting twenty | Dear =il y
will be interested to hear that |
poor a8 a rat, and ready for any
cash you may want to get rid of,”
mention it in case you should not |
ask me. Now I must be ofl'l"" Sje |
her and hurried away.

“Where is she going in such a Lurr
ingqnired Sibyl, whea Narka returie]
after having closed the door.

“She 18 gone to dress the wour
carter whose leg was smashed undoer
stone, and then amputated. |
frightful case.  Marguerite dress
wound twice a day."”

Sibylshuddered, “ It i8 extraor r
how hard Marguerite has grown;
stand by without wineing, and lo
those horrors, while the very sichit of
blood makes me sick! DBut 1|
better for one's self and others 1
80 tender-hearted. 1 should
atmosphere of this place, with suel y
all about as Marguerite describe St
be very bad for you, Narka, it is
pressing? And you want to be cheered
up. Now I look at you, my darlis
seem very tired. laim sure you are over.
working yourself. You want rest.
ought to be lying down this minute, |
wish I could stay and put you on the
and read to you for an hour.  Huve
any nice books ?"—she glanced r
the table. * When 1 come back |
sist on your letting me take care (
She stood up, and looked into

to
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great pathetic blue-black eyes, and then
opened her arms.

Narka let herself sink into the loved
embrace which had so long been her

haven of sweetest rest, but sudde:
recollected how that soft little hai
clatched an imaginary knout 1
open in desire the flesh of the w
whom Basilloved. Therecollectio \
her blood run cold, and she drew Ler
away from the clasping arms,

Afl this time a crowd of gaming
collected at the door outsi
the grand equipage and chaffing tl
flanky. When the ownerof thiss|
came out they ceased their chaflio
stood in silence, watching the cere
of her getting into the carriage an
ing back on the cushions, wh
flunky arranged her silken
glossy thorough-breds meantin
their heads and pawing the gro
giving every sizn of impatience

gust. Finally they moved on, spurning
the stones contemptuously, and striking
sparks with their steel hoofs—a comica

parody on human impudence and
admirably performed by well bred

As the carriage with its liveries
emblazoned panels jolted lightly downt
roughly-paved street, the pagear
gazers to doors and windows
again passed under the fire of t
glances which to her betokened the e
of wickedness. Clearly these
needed to be held down with a han
iron.

Narka watched the carriage ont of sight
from the door-step. As she was tu
in she saw Madame Blaquette stand
in the middle of the street, and earnestly
gazing into the palm of her hand.

“God direct me!” ejaculated the land-
lady, in a voice evidently intended to
reach Narka. Then,looking up. “Oh! it
is you, mademoiselle! 1 was jost consid-
ering whether 1 ought to bestow an alms
on this poor woman or not; she looks de-
serving, but I may be deceived.”

“As you have taken out the penny, |
think I would bestow it,” replied Narka.

“ That is precisely what | feel about it.
Then, in God’s name, I will risk it!” She
presented the penny to the begrar, who
had been patiently waiting while her fate
was discussed.

Narka glanced at her and noticed that
she wore green spectacle, and a bandage
over one side of her surprisingly red f.
“ 1 should not have said that she looked
deserving,  was Narka's reflection as she
turned indoor; “but I don’t
Madame Blaquette’'s penny will do her
much harm.”

TO BE CONTINUED, *
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Friendly to Catholicism,

Dispatches trom England state that
staunch Protestants are  greatly
alarmed by the claim put forward by
a leading Catholic journal that (ueen
Victoria was baptized 2 Roman Cathe
lic. It maintains that the Queen cer
tainly was not baptized in the A
can church ; that the Duchess ol
her mother), whose Catholic
cies were well known, had her
tized by a Catholic priest ; and that at
the coronation both baptism and con
firmation were conferred as the easicst
way out of a difficulty.

The Queen herself is certainly
friepdly to Catholicism, and jast now
she has given striking proof of her re-
gard for the Catholic religion. The
Rev. Jacob Primmer,a fierce anti-Catho-
lic preacher, sent the Queen a copy of
book he had just published, giving a
characteristic account of a visit he
made to Rome. The Queen returned
the volume immediately, with a curt
intimation that she could, not possibly
accept it. Mr. Primmer thereupon
made a violent, insulting attack upoi
her from a Scotch pulpii, accusing her
of Roman tendencies. The Queen, of
course, has ignored the onslaught.
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After a Severe Cold.

*Hood’s Sarsaparilla has cured me of
serofula. | was weak and debilitated and
Hood’s Sarsaprilla built me up and made me
strong and well. After a severe cold I had
catarrhal fever. I again resorted to Hood’s
Sarsaparilla which accomplished a complete
cure,” SARAH E, DEVAY, Annapolis,
Nova Scotia,

Hood’s Pills are the favorite family cathar-
tic, easy to take, easy to operate.
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did, and you might if you had chosen, I i For Table and Dairy, Purest and Best
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