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after thé Egyptian until he was con.
ducted out of tent.

“Sheik Ilderim,” said Ben.Hur then,
41 have heard strange things to might.
Give me leave, 1 pray, to walk by the
lake that I may think of them.”

“‘Go; and I will come after you.”

They washed their hands again; after
which, at a sign from the master, a ser-
vant brought Ben.-Hur his shoes, and
directly he went out.

CHAPTER XVII,
A REVERIE,

Up a little way from the dowar there
was a cluster of palms, which threw its
shade balf in the water, balf on the land,
A bulbul sang from the branches a song
of invitation. Ben Hur stopped beneath
to listen, At any other time the notes of
ey th e shoey o ts Rappiine e
away; but story of the P was
s bu’rdono( womlllehr, nndh:.::::hr:ur
carryingit, and, li r rs, there
was ::' hitl'n :3 m in the sweetest
musioc until mind and body were happily
attuned by rest. 1

The t was quiet. Not a ripple
broke upon the shore. The old stars of
the old East were all out, each in its
accustomed place; and there was sum-
mer everywhere—on land, on lake, in
the sky.,

Ben-Hur’s imagination was heated, his
feelings aroused, his will all unsettled,

So the , the sky, the air, seemed
to him of the far south zone into which
Balthasar had been driven by despair for
men ; the lake, with its motionless sur-
face, was a suggestion of the Nilotic
modm by which the good man stood
praying when the Spirit made its radiant
appearance. Had all these ancessories
of the miracle come to Ben-Hur ? or had
he been transferred to them 7 And what
if the miracle should be repeated—and
to him? He feared, yet wished, and
even waited for the vision. When at
last his feverish mood was cooled, per.

WHAT SHOULD BE DONE.

IN AND FOR IRELAND--A LONDON EDI-
TOR'S PLAIN BPOKEN OPINIONS.

I admit to the full all that may be urged
sgainst the right of any Englishman to
eay what should be done in lreland, avers
the Pall Mall Gazette special commis-
sioner, now studyiug the Irish problem on
Irish s0il. No Epghsbman would venture
to set forth what sbould be done in Scot
land—although in Scotland be would be
prescribing for & people who far more
closely resemble his own folk than do the
Catholic Celts of Ireland., If asked what
should be done, he replies: “ihat is & mat-
ter for the Scotch to settle, What shoald
be done in Bcotlaud is what the Scotch
want to be done.” If Englishmen had
been equally modest in their prescriptions
for Ireland, there would be no question
w-d.lglot that home rale which our long
and inveterate pemistence in governing
Ireland in our own fashion has now ren-
dered inevitable. Hence the true answer
to the question. *“What should be done
in Ireland,” is, that which the Irish wish
to be done in Ireland. The Irish may be
decelved in the choice of an object, but as,
Burke said long sgo, we could “scarcely
conceive any choice they could make to be
80 mischievous as the existence of any
buman force capable of resisting it.” In
endeavoring to interpret the wishes of
the Irish people to the Englsh public, I
am fortunate in possessing

ONE SUPRFME QUALIFICATICN,

Twelve months ago to-day, L was re.
leased from one of her majesty’s prisons
to which I bad been sentenced as a
criminal convict some two or three
months before, for an inadvertent ille-
gality committed in an attempt toamend
the law of my country, Until you have
been sent to jail in what you believe to
be a good cause, you find it difficult fully
to understand the Irish question, or
entirely to sympathize with the Irish

1 lishmen for centuries have

mittiog him to become himself, he was
able to think,

His schemeof life has been explained,
In all reflection about it heretofore there
had been one hiatus which he bad not
been sble to bridge or fill up—one so
broad he could see but vaguely to the
other side of it, When, finally, he was
graduated a captain as well as a soldier,
to what object should he address his
efforts? Revolution he contemplated,
of course; but the processes of
revolution have always been the
same, and to lead men into them
there have always been required, first, a
cause or pretence to enlist adherents;
second, an end, or something as a prac-
tical achievement, As a rule he fights
well who has wrongs to redress; but
vastly better fights he who, with wrongs
a8 a spur, has also steadily before him a
glorious result in prospect—a result in
which he cau discern balm for wounds,
compensation for valour, remembrance
and gratitude in the event of death.

To determine the sufficiency of either
the cause or the end, 1t was needful that
Ben-Hur should study the adherents to
whom he looked when all was ready for
action. Very naturally, they were his
countrymen, The wrongs of Israel were
to every son of Abraham, and each one
was a cause vastly holy, vastly inspiring.

Ay, the cause was there ; but the end
~—what should it be ?

The hours and days he had given this
branch of his scheme were past calcula
tion—all with the same conclusion—a
dim, uncertain, general idea of national
liberty, Was it sufficient? He could
not say no, for that would have been the
death of his hope; he shrank from saying

es, because his judgment taught him
zot'.er. He could not assure himself
even that Israel was able single-handed
to successfully combat Rome, He knew
the resources of that great enemy; he
knew her art was superior to her re.
sources. A universal alliance might
suffice, but, alas ! that was impossible,
exupL-md upon the exception how
long and earnestly he had dwelt!—ex-
cept a hero would come from one of the
suffering nations, and by martial successes
accomplish a renown to fill the whole
earth. What glory to Judea counld she
prove the Macedonia of the new Alex-
ander! Alas, ! Under the rabbis
valour was p but not discipline,
And then the taunt of Messals in the gar-
den of Herod—*All you couquer in the
six days, you lose on the seventh,”

So t.iuppened henever approached the
chasm thinking to surmount it, but he waa
beaten back; and so incessantly had he
failed in the object that he had about

ven it over, except as a thing of chance,

'he hero might be discovered in hie day,
or he might not, God only knew. Such
his state of mind, there need be no linger-
ing upon the effect of Malluch’s skeleton
recital of the story of Balthasar, He
heard it with a bewildering satisfaction—
a feeling that here was the solution of the
trouble—here was the rezuinlte hero found
at last;and he a son of the Lion tribe,and
King of the Jewa! Behind the hero, lo!
the world in arms. ;

The King implied a kingdom ; He was
to be a warrior glorious as David, a Ruler
wise and magnificent as Solomon; the
kingdom was to be & power agalnst which
Rome was to dash itself to pieces. There
would be corossal war, and the agonies of
death and birth—then peace, meaning, of
course, Judean dominion for ever,

Ben Hur’s heart beat hard as for an
instant he had a vision of Jerusalem the
capital of the world, and Zion, the site of
the throne of the Universal Master.

1t seemed to the enthusiast rare fortune
that the man who had seen the King was
at the tent to which he was going, He
could see him there, and hear him, and
learn of him all he knew of the coming
change, especially all he knew of the time
of its happening. If it were at hand, the
campaign with Maxentius should be aban-
doned; and he would go and set about
organizing and arming the tribes, that
Tsradl might be ready when the great day
of the restoration began to break.

Now, as we have seen, from Balthasar
himself, Ben Hur had the marvellousstory.
‘Was he satisfied 1

TO BE CONTINUED,

It is a good rule to accept only such
medicines as, after long trial, have proved
worthy of confidence, This is & case
where other geople'- experience may be
of service, and it has been the experience
of thousands that Aén’l Cherry Pectoral
1s the best cough medicine ever wsed,

lived under laws of their own making,
have been tried by juries of their own
choosing and sentenced by judges of their
own appointment, It is only by
a great effort of the imagination
that an Englishman can conceive
the existence of a state of things in
Which the whole improving machinery of
the law, from the scarlet-robed judge on
the bench down to the humble turnkey
who ¢ite by the prisoner in the dock, can
be employed to crush any but malefactors
aud enemies of the human race. Law and
justice areto him convertible terms, and
all his sympathies are on the side of the
authorities. In Ireland all this is reversed.
For centuries injustice has been con-
secrated by laws framed in a foreign land,
and imposed by military conquest. The
Irishman bas been tried by packed juries
and sentenced
BY JUDICIAL HIRELINGS,

who were the mere creatures of the crown.
As a natural and inevitable result he is
disposed to regard all offenders against the
law as innocent victims of legalized
oppression, and his sympathies go out not
to the judge, but to the prisomer. This
order of ideas is so complete an inversion
of all the normal conceptions of law and
order that fill the Eoglish mind, that it is
to most of us simply incomprehensible.
An Eoglishman cannot realize the mental
atmosphere in which an Irishman lives—
it is the atmosphere of a jail, Hence the
key that locked me in my solitary cell at
Coldbath Fields, my plank bed, my oakum
and my ekilly opened for me a free
entrance into the reglon in which genera-
tion after gemeration of Liishmen have
bzen doomed to live and to die. No one
who has not belonged to the brotherhood
of the plank bed can understand the
revolution that is effected in all one’s con-
ceptions of government and police when,
instead of regarding them as your ser-
vants, ready to “run in” your enemies,
you diecover that they are your enemies,
anxious to run you in. Ans 00 one who
has not stood in the dock to meet &
criminal cln:ga that would never have
been perferred against him had he been
callous to the cry of the despairing, and
indifferent to the sorrows of the poor, can
realize the mental attitude of the lrish
Nationalists. If the Irish youth is en.
thusisstic and daring in his

DEVOTION TO THE IDEALS
which in evor{‘ age stir most deeply the
heart of man, he is certain to find himeelf
before long in the hands of the police, and
sooner or ﬂm to stand as the criminal in
the dock. Hence the flower of the youth
of Ireland generation after gemeration
finds its way to the dungeon and to the
gallows. That is the use which England
makes of her noblest Irish subjects. So it
bas beep, #o it is, and eo it will be while
she remains in her present false position,
The Irish race will not fail to yield itslo
sucoeasion of martyrsto the cause of Ir
nationality until we have learnt to har-
monize the national aspirations with im-
perial unity. No onein England can have
any idea how thoroughly the Irish mind
is penetrated with the gloom of the jail.
The c&don voice which roused to fresh
vigor the siumbering genius of the nation
was uttered from the dock. Of all the
Nationalist literature which contributed so
largely to the creation of the present
crisis the lord mayor of Dublin told me
that he put in the foremost place the col-
lection of “Speeches from the Dock.” The
criminal dock is, indeed, the sacred ros.
trum of Irish patriotism, Most of her
Nationalist worthies have been hanged or
transported, or at lesst imprisoned. The
men to whom the Irish common people
rear statues as heroes are those whom our
judges brand as felons, There is hardly a
man

WHOSE NAME IS CHERISHED

as & household word in Ireland who has
not been the victim of a government pros-
ecution, and this not because judged by
the light of our present Eonglish wisdom
they did anything wrong, but because they
struggled for rights to which we had not
then discovered they were entitled, and
against laws which we only recently dis-
covered were unjust, The most reaction.
ary Englishman now admits that the Irish
were but struggling for common justice
and for the natural birthright of every self-
governing people when they got up the agi-
tations nmf concocted the conspiracies for
which we sent them to the hulksand to
the gallows, We were in the wrong, and
we know it. They were in the right, but
we crushed them i the strong arm of our
lzgerior might, and now we are confron.
ted with the consequences, Do not let us
imagine that this relates only to the bad

old times of the penal laws—it is equally
true to-day. bere is bardly a chosen
leader of the Irish race, from Mr. Parnell
downwards, who has been at least once
in jail. Only last mesizes packed
juries condemned and a ruthless
Judge sentenced to efghteen months’ im-
prisonment peasants whoee only fault was
a theatrical protest against wholesale rob
bery committed in the name of the law.
A government prosecution is at this
moment pending against the only men in
Ireland who bad the courage to step into
the breach and save the luckless tenants
from that ruin of which our Legislature
was forewarned, but sgainst which our
Legialature, being
ALIEN AND IGNORANT,

and prejudiced withal, nlnmi. to pro-
vide, The Lrisbman is therefore neces-
sarily and properly “agin the govern.
ment,” because whenever he tries to
exercise any of those rights and liberties
which are as common to us as the air we
breathe, some constable bas him by the
throat. The Irish are an imaginative race
and the horrer of a single unjust sentence
haunts the minds of the dwellers in a
whole countryside, I can never forget the
chill which struck me when first 1 read
the Irish national anthem—you hear it
everywhere—it is the marching music of
the Irish race. But how few are familiar
with the words? It is founded on the
death cry of the men whom we hanged at
Manchester. Mr. Stead then :}uotel two
stanzas of “God Save Irelsnd,” and pro-
ceeds : That is Ireland all over—there
rings the true note of Irish sentiment, a
gruesome note, as if they hal made a
tuning fork from a link of their fetters—
anote that reverberates over sea and land
aye, and that will never cease to reverber-
ate until Ireland is like Scotland, a mis-
tress in her own house, instead of being a
whonu ic bonds in an imperial jail.

hat ehould be dome in Ireland? = The
firet thing, surely, that should be done is
to open the prison doors, to cease to regu
late Ireland from without and above as if
we were some celestially commissioned
turnkey regulating some criminal convict
committed to our eafe keeping.

THE BLESSED SACRAMENT.

THE HOUR OF BENEDICTION A TIME FOR
AN ACT OF REPARATION,

Catholic Columbian,

How often do we think of the happi-
ness of those living at the time our Lord
took upon Himeelf human nature, and
dwelt among men. We think of those
whom He blessed, and of the comoling
words addressed to them that received an
believed what He raid. We would like
tobe of that crowd which followed our
Lord in His public ministry,

This thought occuples, at some time or
other, the minds of those who teriously
consider eternity, We turn (for consols-
tion) from the dread which eternity
awakens, to the charity of Jesus Christ
towards penitent sinners, Magdalen at
the feet of Jesus tells us what His love
willdo for us, Ah! we wish the voice to
break in upon our sighs:  “Thy sins are
forgiven thee.” St, Luke vii, 45,

Again, we think of the centurion, his
faith, his charity, and of how our Lord
rewarded his appeal for the cure of the
sick servant, “I will come and heal him,”
The answer of the centurion : “Lord, I
am not worthy that Thou shouldst enter
under my roof ; say only the word, and my
servant shall be healed.” The word was
;uid, and the eervant was healed at that

our,

We thitk of Jesus coming into the
house of Martha and Mary, and of the joy
of these two sisters. Their hearts were
filled with reverence, respect and gratitude.
With complacent love our Lord receives
their attentions. M"H takes her place at
His feet ; Martha is all eagerness to serve
Him, They have one object in view ; but
Mary hath chosen the better part,

Oar choice must bs that of Mary, Like
ber, have we need of God's mercy ; like
her, our place must be at the feet of Jesus,
They received our Lord in person; we
receive Him in the Blessed Sacrament,

Now comes a truth which faith con.
fesses and love must enshrine; the
%lhc:ter testimony of the love of Jesus

ist is with us, He visited the house
where Mary and Martha dwelt, and spoke
to them, and received their hospitality,
but in the Blemed Sacrament, He comes
into our bodies, and is the food of our
souls,

When we receive Holy Communion, we
are tabernacles of the Blessed Sacrament,
God is with us more truly than He was
with Mary and Marths. Mary’s life, we
sald, was at the feet of Jesus,  8kc is our
model for reconciliation, repentance, and
atonement., Let us bear in mind “Bat
one thing s necusui."

From the time of her conversion, Mary
never departed from a life of penanse and
atonement, Were we ever truly con-
verted? Where are the signs? What
have become of our promises and resolu-
tlons? These are questions which startle
and confuse! What atonement did we
ever make? We promised and thought
not, resolved and remembered not,

L{ny atoned for many sins by much
love, This love was expressed at the feet
of Jesus, Humility brought her there;
and our Lord blessed and forgave her,
Oar Lord shows Himself to us, in the
hands of the priest, at the Benediction of
the Most Blessed Sacrament. Let us, like
Mary, the penitent, place ourselves at His
feet. He comes to bless us, and we how
down our heads to the ground to receive
this blessing.

Our hearts must be in unison with our
bodies. A contrite and humble heart,
O God! Thou wilt not despise, We must
offer the only atonement we can make,
His own mont precious blood, shed for our
sins; and a most fitting time is when the
priest makes the sign of the cross over us
with the Blessed Sacrament. S, S, M,

Napoleon the Great
(there was only one great Napoleon)
wished the word impossible banished from
the dictionary., In many a case where
leading physicians have pronounced a cure
vmpossible, consumptives and victims of
other fell diseases have been restored to
health by using Dr. R, V., Pierce’s
“Golden Medical Discovery.” Soothing
ond healing in its nature its power over
scrofulous and pulmonary diseases is
simply marvelous, Far more nutritive
than cod liver oil, s powerful invigorating

tonic and barmless as it is powerfal.”

CATHOLICITY AND CATHOLICS,

Catholie Review,

“By that ein fell the angels,” eaid
Shakespeare, speaking of the sin of pride.
Shakespeare was a Catholic, Eungland
was maioly Catholic when Shakespeare
wrote his plays, What is now called
Protestantism—a convenient word to-day
to cover a multitude of heresies against
Christian doctrine—was in Shakespeare's
time in embryo, A bad king exerted all
his power and Lis POWer was very great,
to get the Poupe, the head of the Catholic
Church, the Vicar of the Divine Founder
of Christianity and of the Christian
Church, to divorce him from his good
wife, in order that he might be able, with
the sanction of the Church of God to
marry & bad woman, Because the Church
of God, through fits infallible volce,
relused to consent to such an infamy, the
English State—not the English people—
broke away from the centre of Christen-
dom and Protestantized itself. What
became of the king and of his appetites
Eoglich history tells, Through pride and
lower passions he fell, and dragged down
with him a great State. The Chancellor
of the Kingdom and the foremost Church-
man of the Kingdom, were beheaded for
refusing to consent to the heresy of the
monarch, however much they might blink
at other weaknesees in his character,
Many other Churchmen and women were
put to death on the ground of denying
royal supremacy—the supremacy of Henry
VIIL c- Queen Victoria—in matters of
conecience, of faith, and spiritual doc-
trine, Their faith was Catholic, not
national. They would fight to death for
thelr country,” They would give to it
their hearts, their minds, their whole
being. But their religion they did not
and would not take from any passing
monparch, but from the undyiog head of
the uuaying Church, from the successor
of the fi-herman of Galilee, from Peter,
whom Christ made the Rock on which
He built His Church. In the worst
and declining days of pagan Rome,
while the arenas were reeking with the
blood of Christian martyrs, Catholics like
Sebastian, like the famous “thundering
legion,” were fighting most loyally and
nobly for the preservation of tge State,
If that great State went down, asit did in
corruption and blood, and utter disaster
and disappearance, it was not for lack of
Catholic soldiers and Catholie loyalty, It
was impregnated with the eln of pride,
“Roms Xterna”—Eternal Rome—was on
its banners and in the hearts of its people,

Where is eternal Rome to.day? De-
voted archwologists now and then interest
the literary md8 artlstic world by discover
ing some estray fragment of a ruin of that
mgghtiest of powers and peoples, Eternal
Rome, with its pomp and power and cir-
cumstance, has gone down into the dust
of ages, after having refused the gift of
knowledge and of faith that was offered it
at the bands of the first Vicar of Chrlst.
It crucified Peter, as the Jews, with the
combined eanction of Pilate and of Herod,
crucified Him who made Peter the fisher.
man the first Pope. Andis{t not a stand-
ing miracle, a sign appealing to all honest
eyes, that after the disappearance of all
the dxnutles and empires which have
played their part for better or worse in
the world, the everlasting Rock should
still stand, complete as ever, the seamless
%lrment of Christ, with the succeseor of

eter at its head 7 Pilot and Herod may
watch him, persecute him, and wash their
hands over him to.day as they did over
the Son of Man, whom they condemned
to be crucified. They have repeatcd the
performance oftentimes in history, They
drop out; but Chbrist, His Vicar, His
Church, His doctrine, live and reign in the
hearts of men of all nations, races, peoples.
Hereln lies the surface difference between
a national and a Catholic Church,

People must not identify Catholiclty
with Catholics ; they must not charge the
sins of Catholics, who are human and weak
as are all other people, on Catholic doc-
trine, They might as well charge the
crimes of criminals against the laws of the
State, Catholics very often give scandal
and bad example ; priest or layman, the
ecandal and bad example are the same,
But when these scandals come, they do not
come through Catholicity, througg Catho.
lic doctrine and practice, 'l‘hey come from
the vetI opposite ; departure, for the time
being, from the doctrine and practice of
the Catholic Church. The Church, in the
mercy of God, does not shut them out be-
cause they have fallen, because they are
sinners, Rather it gathers them in to the
Heart of Him, who came, as He sald, “not
to call the juet but sinners to repentance.”

Just now there is much loose talk and
gossip afloat about the Catholic Charch
aud its relations with citizens of the State,
The relations of the Catholic Church are
essentlally the same with citizans of all
States to-day as in the days of pagsn
Rome, The Church changes not, however
States may change. It teaches with unerr-
ing voice the doctrines of Christ, Many
men presume to speak for it, but it is as
well to “beware of false propiiets” to-day
83 in earlier days, If every man is
to be his own Pope and his own Church
then there is an end of Christianity, an
all its chaos. It is said truly that “Rome
moves wit" leaden feet,” It does notpro-
nounce on the gossip and the chatter of
the hour, It was not created for that
poor purpose. The personal grievances
of individuals, their private matters, may
seem to be and really be of the greatest
moment to them,  For matters of that
nature the Catholic Church has a recog-
nized and an admirably recognized code.
Tosit down solemnly and pronounce upon
every crack-brained or feather-brained
theorist or writer who happens to turn
up, like Aladdin and his wonderful lamp,
aeliing “old lamps for new,” is not the
office of the Catholic Church. The Cath-
olic Church did not wait until to-day for
its doctrine, its morals, and its order.
Now and then the leaden foot may press
heavily upon somebody’s pet corn, The
effect is painful for the moment, but to &
sensible man it {s very wholesome. It is
a hint to get rid of the corn, Some of us
take much pride in our corms, but they
are corns all the same,

Horsford’s Acid Phosphate
FOR DYSPEPRIA.

Dr. J. C. WEBsTER, Chicago, cays: “I
consider it valuable in many forms of
dyspepeia,”

Dr. Low’s WorM Syrup will remove
Worms and Oause, quicker than any other

“DOMINION DAY,” ¢CARACTACUS,”
“MALCOLM AND MARGARET.”

POEMS BY THE REV JYEAS M'DONELL
DAWSON, LL D, F R. 8, OITAWA,

The Free Press of Ottawa, anncuncing
the above named poems, says : “Tae Rev,
Father /1 seae McDonell Dawson has done
a service by gathering together in one
volume his three poems entitled “Domin-
fon Day,” “Caractacus,”’ and “Malcolm
and Margaret,” The two last-nemed poems
were much aimired at the time of their
being read before the Rn{):l Society of
Canada, and the same may be said of that
on Dominfon Day, which has obtained
considerable publicity, The merits of
those three poems are generally recognized,
and though Canadian in their origin, rank
high when judged by the standard of
literature. ‘I'ne volume is an addition
to Canadian literature which should be
treasured and obtain wide circulation,”
The “Dumfries and Gillaway Standard
and Advertiser,” of Scotland, speaking of
the well known cde “Duminion Day,”
saye: ¢ This isa spirited little puem written
by Rev. & McD. Daweon, LL. D, F. R,
S., Ottawa, to celebrate Dominion Day,
the honored anniversary of our Canadian
fellow-subj:cts, He bas obviously taken
Collins for his model, though treating his
theme with originality and freshness, At
the upening, the genine of Canada is seen
mourning in her primeval eolitudes, and
then a representative red man tenders
coneolation to her, and at his instance a
council of Chiefz ie held, from which bene-
ficial results are expected to flow. But
these tribal warriors are dom!mtm{
by turbulent passions, With the view of
subduing them the tuneful muse it in-
voked with success, Not, however, until
the white man makes his appearance on
the ecene is peace restored, and the aspira-
tion of the guardian spirit realized. She
rejoices beyond measure on at length be-
holding the general pro-?emy of the
Dominior, the harmony of its races and
the steady development of its industry
and enterprise.” ¢
When the storm of passion is at its
height, it is resolved to invoke the sooth.
ing power harmony:

“Let music's sound
Aloud resound !
It conquered Baul
And soothed his soul,
Whnen flew the dart
In fury to the shepherd’s heart.

Boft pity to infase,

Invoke the tuneful muse.

The Persian Victor owned its power,

To sorrows moved, his fury o’er,

Stern fortune’s fickle mood he mourned,
His burning rage to sighs he turned,
And grieving o’er maa’s 11/ below,

The gushing tears began to flow.

8ing, Perl, sing, R
Bweet peace and hope and mercy's
power,

Let forests ring,

And o’er the boiling wave

Diftuse the soothing strain.

Tbe song of hope shall save,

When powerless all beside

To stem wild passion’s tide.

O, for Timotheus’ strain !
Or.thine, Cecilia divine !
In holiest rapture’s vein,
In harmony sublime,
Let both combine,
The spheres conjoin,
As echo 10 the cascade’s chime
Thy tones, divinest maid,
That “drew an angel down;"”
Or thine, upon the sounding lyre that made
Those master lays that mortals bore
In ecstacy to Heaven !
In songs all new be given,
On hill and plain,
Hope's cheering strain !
I,o! in ecstatic measures,
Tells she of promised pleasures !
Touched I:iy her magic hand the chords re-
soun

Louder and londer still she pours along
Her sweelest notes; the cavern’s echo round;
The charmed dryads warble to the song,
Earth’s lovellest scenes the entrancing
musie hail,
And voeal are the woods, the hills, the vale.
Now as her softest, holiest themes she chose,
‘Were heard responsive, murmuring at each

close
Celestial volees round the listening shore:

“Let joy prevall ! be hate and war no more !
The choral nalads sang. The red man

Bmi'e
His soul with pleasure thrilled and he threw
down

His gory tomahawk ! No more deflled
Bhall be his hand to seek in blood the
victor crown.

There is now a complete change of
scene, and an idea ls given of the pleasure
which it affords to the cultivated traveller :

Beeks cholce delight
A traveller wight.
From distant clime
Earnest he roams
Charmed with the chime
Of the rushing tide that foams
Fhreugh varied scenes and new.
By Ottawa's shelving shore,
Bursts on his gladdened view,
Men's happiest homes before
&10 wigwam’s curling smoke.
bat rapture to his soul the scene.
Is this the conquered red man’s yoke
Free as the winds to roam through forests

The poem concluded, the Dumfries’
paper adde, with a glowing tribute to the
ower that watches over and protects this
Elppy state of things,
CARACTACUS,

The British hero, after a nine year’s
struggle, together with his warlike Brit-
ons, in defence of national independence,
against the conquering leglons of Rome,
is defeated at last, and led captive on
board the fleet of the victoeious Procon-
sul, Ostorins Scapula.  The haught
Roman official, although flashed wit
victory, disdains not to converse with his
captive enemy. As is to be expected, the
Romean defends the religlon and eocial
customs of his country, The Briton, on
the other hand, insista that everything at
Rome is more barbarous than the prac-
tices of the people whom they styled
“barbarians,” The Proconsul endeavors
to console the vanquished Briton by
promising him the advantages and happi-
ness of Roman civilization, The latter
can see nothing good in such civilization,
The Religion of Rome is an irrational and
degrading superstition, Egypt, even,
whose idolatry was sufficlenty gross, did
not descend so low as ancient Rome,
There was some show of reason in its
creed and worship. The Briton, addrees.
Ing the Proconsul, thus contrasts the
theology of Egypt with that of Rome :

“Xgypt your jest, gods in whose gardens
row!
Whar”e’er a gorm of 11fe this earth can show,
A8 Aizypt deems, divinity there dwells,

More strange the myriad crowd that endless

swells

The Roman Heaven. Like noxious vermin
BWArm

Rome’s deities; 10st virtues hath no charm ;

Relgns vice triumphant, crime the Roman’s

ride,
His z?ory all that mortals seek to hide.”
As the Druidical system which ad-

mitted only the belief and worship of
one God, prevalled in Britain, the gross

Medicine,

superstition of Rome co not but

appesr in a very odious light. Its soclal

customs are alike condemned :
“Buch crooked ways you dare refinement

name,

Whilst others deem you glory In your
shame.

Your soclal system s a slavish slate;

The like to us would be a direfal fute.

Liberty our glory, free rule our pride,

Rome's sluvishness we never could abide,

The noblest of your nobles is a slave,

Abjret, indeed, though bravest of the brave,

Whoat toough Patriclan he be proadly
named,

And conqueror in fislds of war wide-famed,

Bosh life and 1iborty are at the feet of iyrant

power.

The JI"l.l pest in each homestead ever

wells,
The ‘"“lllllﬂl slave, in vain, the Master
quells,
Ne'er peace can be, where robbed of all
that's dear,
Crushed mortals must s rigid tyrant fear.
Paidon, great Roman, if »0 founl a blot
With you to share it neyer be our lot.”

The games and sports of the Romans

are equally detestable in the eyes of the

simple Briton :

To us are odious even the Roman’s ganes,

Beasts of the forest studiously he tames,

That in the arena he behold them fizns,

l‘:nchd oltlh‘l’xrt tear, their pain the crowd's

elight.

'Tis pnlarm&:g stiange that pleasure sheuld
Affor

Buch scenes of wild beast strife, such mad
discord

Of eruel mind the people we must deem

Who see with joy the fatal gory stream,

As maddened Ligers furiously rush,

Or elephants their forest foes to crush.”

This {s not all,
farther still ;

“Nor yet suffice such fights the thirst for
blood

Roman cruelty goes

In Rome to gnench; must low a richer flood;

Such free bestow the gladiato, shows:

A victim felled by fratricidal blows,

Tharo“ lln'llu the warrlor, born for homor's
eld,

His destluy the country’s fame to shield.

To certaln death each swordsman is ooms

signed,

Whilst o’er his ruin thrills the eruel mind

Witn mad delight. Ne hope to soothe his

fate,

Despairing dies each victim of the State,

To crown his woe, a slave, in abject mood,

To the hard tyrant thirsting for his blood,

He bows obsequious. Ere in death laid low,

Ciesar he halls and walls the fateful blow.

Such ways the free-born British mind appall;

Roman’s meanwhile civilization eall

This bsrbarous soclal state from whiech

recolls

Humanity, Wonder not warllke tollx

We've gladly met, the mighty power o stay,

Buch 1lls could bring eur liberty away.”

The Romans cling with blind and
bigoted obstinacy, to their superetitions
practices and have no tolerance for any-
thing of a more rational and exalted
nature,

Rome born for war, its lot I'll not galnsay;

But, why, on earth, such cruel narrow way

That Rome no generous tolerance can show

To those who cannot superstitions bow

To all the feebled delties that crowd

The u«l\m:‘n heaven? Such nation brings a
clou

Of gods all new, your gates are open thrown

And superstitious worship promptly shown.

Some people reasoning more, one God

supreme

Make bold to honor : 100 sublime the theme;

The grand philosophy you treat witn soorn,

Asif mankind your gods to own were born.,'

In consequence of this intolerance, the
Jewish people and the christians, Althonﬁh
Roman citizens, together with some of the
best philosophers of Rome, such as Seneca,
were cruelly persecuted and put to death.
The Briton contraets this barbarity with
the milder and more enlightened prac-
tice of his fellow-countrymen.

‘“‘Britannia’s boast,—a purer worship onrs

Than rites that joalous guard the Roman

poOwers.

To our convictions true, we fear not change:

Let God be worshipped, forms, however
strange,

We tolerate. The Christian we allow,

And dread not other sects thai midst us

grow.
To the one Deity, as God alone,
By all within our land is honor shown,
The rites, though varied, have no other aim
Than high to glorify the sovereign Name.
Our brethren of the North, with sage fore-

sight,
Have welcomed to their land the Christian

g
And Druid temples wisely have been amn
That Northerns all may seek the Chriatisr’s
Heaven.”

The Briton marvels greatly at the
blindness and obstinacy of the Roman
people :

'Tis strange you have not learned opinion’s
power

May not be crushed, it reigns the Empire
o'er

By foroe and torture long you've tried 1o siay
TZO Christian thought, yet wider sproad its
BWAY.

In nomo’-cnrcs yot its half a century old,
Aud, yon must own, both firm and sure its

0
To root n,'from the land all power is vain.
The rushing tide to stem the more yon

train

The x.nnrlel 1t speeds, like the wild ocean’s
swe|

As onward driven by some resistiess spell.

As they converse, a sudden storm arises
and disperses the fleet. On the returm
of calm weather and whilst the Proeonsul
and his captive are reporing on the lsland,
now known as Malta, the British hero is
favored with a vision which greatly eon-
soles him ;

*"Came, a8 he calmly slept. & yision bright
Dur hero's soul to cheer, a glorions sight.
Britannia, in grand triumphal mood,
Before the astonished dazsled Briton stood.
n her right hand a trident huge she bore
That seemed to nod o'er the surrounding

e
‘Well.‘l]x‘;.:!. thou fought, my noblest patriot

(38
come for Britain’s battle qnne,
‘Vl;l.llllyl.v? thy warrior name, nor e're will
cease
11 won praise; thy valor will increase
'(l;lrl{ir'lt'.nln'l ml:m the wurl:lk:o t:;:;ot:z fame
cite them As they OnWAr
X]ud Empire !pl’h{l. By this great trident
sh

aa 1 n
All round the midland sea, her mighty w
Bhall |lYe command, and passions all be
sull,'”
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Our Brave Volanteers
Endured the severe marching of the
North. west campaign with admirable for.
titude, The Government should have
supplied them with a quantity of the cele-
brated Patnam’s Painless Corn Extractor,
It never fails to remove corns painlessly,
and the volunteers and everybody else
should have it, Beware of substitates,
(}t;: Putnam’s Extractor and take no
other. i

THE Sort oF Broob from which the
constituents of v?sorom bone, brain and
muscle are derived is not manufactured
by a stomach which is bilious or weak.
Uninterrupted, thorough digestion may be
insuzed, the secretive activity of the l{ut
restored, and the system efficiently nour-
iched b{ the aid of Northrop & Lyman’s
Vegetable Discovery and Dyspeptic Cure,
It 1s the greatest blood purifier ever intro.
duced into Canada,

Do not delay in getting relief for the
little folks. Mother Graves' Worm Ex-
terminator is a pleasant and sure cure, If
you love your child why do you let it

vuffer when a remedy is 20 near at band
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