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Ireland t My Treluad,

Fretaud, ob, Ireland ; centre of my long.

g,
Country of my fathiers, homo of my hoart |
Oversons you wall mo. \Woy an oxilo from
.

Whersfore  sca-scvorod, long  leagues
apart
A« tho shining salnion, homoless (n the sca
cpthe
lears tho river call hiw, scents out the
land,

1.0ap+ and rojoices in mesting of tho waters.
Lireasta weir and torront, unests hun an
the sand

Lives there and loves; yot with ¢
roturaiog,
Eunting in the river, pines fur the soa,
weeps baek agaln tu the npple of the
tidewsy,
Rowmer of the waters, vagabond nnid free.

yoars

Wanderer am 1 like tho salmon of the
TIVEeTR |
london 18 mny ocean, murmurous and

deop,
T.ssing and vast: yot through the roar of

Tundon
Lomes to mo thy summons, ralls me in

sleep.

Pearly sro tho skies in the country of my
fathors,

T'urplo are ti ~ mountaine, home of my
heart.

Mather of my yearning, lovo of my long-

oge,
Keop 1n remombrance, long loagues apart.
—Btephicu Gwynn, in The Spectator,

mo for o meddling fool. Ile said he
meant to blow his bralns ont *

“ Ia that ull ?°

“No, Only yostorday, when I
beggod him to tako somo toa, ho turn-
od away and said ho had no wish to
rogovor . he was & ruined man "

+ Woll, Mra. Danocourt, wo must
watoh him carefully. Tt is absolutely
necossary that wo got to tho bottom
of tho affair, as muoh for your soke ae
for his. To bo candid with you, un-
loss this systomatio poisoning ocaso,
he must in a very short timo die,
ond your positlon—"'

1 undorstand,” sho said calmly,
sgand realiso my danger. 1 have
thought over the mattor, and want
you to recommond o trained nurse to
tako my placo in the siok roowm.”

A “very sensiblo suggestion. I
know a trugt-worthy woman who is
freo and shall como round thia evon-
ing. 8ho is most vigilant, and will
acon find out if Mr, Davecourt is, ns
wo fear, lnmsel{ the powsoner.”

Nurse Dawkins was a tall, bony,
capable woman, whose sharp brown
oyes misged no detail. Yot at tho ond
of a wook sho was bound to confess
horself at fault. Tho poisoning atill
wont on, and the solution of the my-
stery was as far off as ever. Then
thoy engaged a night narse: so that
nover for ono moment was the dying

Y AN UNSHRN EAND,

~Who poisoned Goorge Dane-
court ?” was tho question that peoplo
wero oagetly asking thomaolves in tho
winter of 18—. The Danecourt oase
was tho criminal causs celebre of tho
day. DPublio interest bad not beon so
roused since tho murder of Mrs.
Pilkington, sixtcon years beforo.

To mako olear the details of the
strange affair wo must go back to that
ohill October day when Dr, Ewing's
guspioions were first aroused. For
woeks he had beon puzzled by the
lassitude, the siokness, the slow but
stoady decay of his patient's bodily
strength and mental faculties, For
ull these alarming symptoms he could
find no cause—not a trace of organio
digenso ; nothing, in fact, to acoount
for the rapid breakdown of a sourzd
man such as George Danccourt had
been until he contracted the slight
disorder which had led to such un-
usual complioations. At length he
could not ignoro the truth — his
patient was boing poisoned.

Dr. Ewing's face was vory grave as
ke gat cpposite Mrs. Daunccourt in the
big library of that gloomy mansion

man_left hed. At the end of
anothier weok, the poisoning still con-
tinning, both womon declared em-
phatically that Mr. Danccourt could
not possibly bave administered it to
bimself ; day and night the eyes of
ono of them had rested on him.

In their own minds the nurses had
fixed with certainty on Alice Dane-
court as the guilty poraon. Whatever
reasons the doctor might bave for
bolieving her innocent, thesa womon,
with their cat like vigilance, had none.
She was young, beautiful, sad. What,
thoy whispered, could be mors pro.
bablo? They made her life hard
onough. Sho was not even allowed
to kiss her husband; her back was
hardly turned bofore thoy bathed in
diginfeotants the skinny, omaciated
hand that she had held. So great
wore tho precautions they took and
all to no avail,

They could not even find out how
the fatal drug was given- Soma of
the food the sick man took—such as
beef toa—was prepared by the nurees;
gome wag dressed by tho cook. The

Publio intorest waa at its highost.
1t was the day on which Dr. Mwing
wan to take hia trial for the murdor of
Georgo Danecourt.

Tho principal witness against tho
prisonor was the day nurse, Dawking,
who had found the mediotno bettlo in
whibh was the poieonous scdiment.
Bhoe gavo in detail tho p i

sidod with Danccourt. 1In a fronzy of
rage I thiew down thoe carde. struck
him hoawily ncross tho face, and Yef
the room.

From that day I was socilly
ostracised.  Nono of my former friends
wouid asscoialo with me. I sank
lower and lower. Play I mast, so I
sought iong in a grade bencat!

which woro observed in tho sick room
during her stay in the Dancoourt
househiold, and 6aid that, in order to

me.
About thig time my fathor died.
On mvnaugx}tim.: hig afiairs wero found

provent all possibility of the
boing tampered with, Dr. Ewing was
in tho habit of bringing it with him
when ho visited tho patient. He gave
1t into the hands of the nursoe, who
administered the mediome, and in
whose p jon the bottles ined
till empty. They wero then takon
down to a cupbonrd 1n the bassment
and packed awav in company with
othors, Btill, thero seemed such an
utter lack of mative. Surely were ho
tho gutlty person, the dootor would not
lhave beon so zealous in trying totraco
tho criminal. Tho caso had been loft
ontirely in his hands. How much
eagior it would have been for him to
completo hie crime, 1o havo given the
death cortificato, to have lived on ab-
solutely unsuspooted.

This was a cirong pomt in lis
favour., But on thosecond day of tho
trial tho fact leaked out that, before
hor marriago, De. Ewing had been in
love with Mra. Danesourt—that noth-
ing but his poverly, and tho conse
quent rofusal of her friends to consent
to the mateh, had purted them, Hero
was an all aufiicient’ motive, and the
ongo againat the prisoner looked black
indeed.

In dofenco ho simply ead that all

to bo k y I was &
boggar. I had not taken my degreo,
and had small chanco of guccess in my

rofession.  Thig blow eobored mo.

ince the day of my fathor's death I
Laveonot touched a card , I havo tried
bard to keep my head above wator, but
it has boona bitter struggle the odds
woro against me,

Ono splendid shance I had, and
once agamn Qeorge Dancourte evil
influence suatohed 1t from rme.

A phyeiclan, an old friend of my
father's, and one who know well our
rad fpmnly Istory, promised, not only
to 8id mo in taking a degree, but
getting mo & practice when I was fully
quelified.

One day as I left this good
Samaritan's house, & man orossed
from the othor side of the street and
entered it. It was George Danecourt,

Ho was o raan who could nover
fqrglvo. tha sting of my fingers across
his faco would never be forgotten. So
my heart sank.

Ly fears woro not groundless. Next
morning camo a lotter from my bene-
factor, He simply said that, owing
to information he had reccived con-
cerning my past career, he muet with-
draw bis offer of help, Ho must also

mediomes wore made by his disp
—that he could in no way account for
the presence of the peison.

The dispenser swore that this was
not 80, Truo, ho was in the habit of
making up all medicines, But in the
Daneoourt cage, with its euspicious
fosturcs, Dr. Ewing bad allowed no
one to touch the drugs presoribed save
bhimeelf,

At the olose of this sccond day,
Alice Danecoart went back, ead at
heart, to ber lonely home. Her heart
was breaking, she thought, Georgo
was dead ; she had never loved him
ho had treated her brutally; still he
was ber husband, and his end had
boen terrible. On her firat love lay
the shnd'ovdv of ‘frimo, the prospect of &

kb ful death.

latter, Dr. Ewing dly analysed,
and found perfeotly pure.

+Yet Ioanuot holp doubting Ellen,”
9aid Mrs. Danecourt.

B8he and the dootor were again in
the librsry. She wag Jooking old and
haggard, he thought, ag the setting

d through the wind

which lay on the borders of Olapl
Common, It was sn old bouse. In
order to modernize it, a plaster face
covercd its honest ved briok walls,
and plate glass had taken the place of
the tiny panes which originally had
filled tho windows. Yot a modern
house it refused to be. Its old fa-
shioned rooms spoke of a vanished
past, the dead faces of its former
tenants peered through the gloom of
il winding oorridora.

At least, 80 Alice Danecourt thought
—fragile, fanciful creaturo !

Too young, too beautiful to be the
wifo of such & man ag he who was
lying upstairs—too young, too beauti.
ful, surely, to be guilty of such a
crime ag that whioh, even now, darkly
shadowed the old houge!

She lsy back in the wide-armed
ohair listening intently while Dr.
Lwing told her the real cause of her
husband's illness. All the color fled
from her softly rounded oheck, snd
her groat groy oyes dilated with hor-
ror, yet she was making violent efforts
to bo self-possessed.

+ It is too terrible to ba true,” she
gaid at last in a voice so changed
from its usual flexible riobness that
tho dootor started. * Who would do
such a thing? There is no one in
the house but the maids, _Surely you
cannot—no one would dare harbor
suoh a thoaght—think that I did 1t ?
Good heavens !" ehe cried, her voice
riging almost to a shriek; ** you sus-
pect mo! I gee it in your face.”

e wag only just in time to catch
the slender figure in his arms and
save her from falling, The rich
brown head lay against his shoulder
—the fair pale facs looked purc asan
angel's, Yot from faces just as sweot
have looked out the soul of a murder-
egg, and Alice Daneoourt had led a
bitter life since they had tied her, a
girl of twenty, to that wealthy, coarse
minded bully, George Dancaourt,

An hour later Dr, Lwing drove
home. A chill, autumn mist bad
gathered ovor the Common, and the
great house which stood on ite horder
was wrapped in droary grey. The
doctor thought of two bLoarts that
beat bencath that roof—the man in
whom lifo was fast cbbing; the wo-
wan, in whom youth and love and
lifo wero go strong.

“Can he be doing it himeelf?
What reason can he have? Ho was
s healthy 1oan in the prime of life.
His business, so I understand, is
Pprosp ; hLe Lias no anxieties.”

“You are mistaken,” Alice Dane-
court ssid, quietly. My husband's
aflairs are in great disorder. A shret
time ago he was on the vergo of
bankruploy. And—I tell you in groat
confidence—he tried to commit sui.
cide, I went auddenly into his dress
ing room one night and found s lcaded
rovolvor on the tahle, I took it awsy.
Then he went into one of his wild fits
~jyou lmow them well; and ocursed

sun g
snd glowed on her pinched, white (ace.
¢« Tho cook ?'

« Yos,"

+¢ Who is she ? Did you have a good
charaoter with her 2"

«J had none, I was in want of a
cook, and QGeorge insisted on my
engaging her. Ho know her well, and
said he wished to do her a good turn.”

“ Dipmiss both her and her fellow
sorvantaatonce, Pay thom s month's
wages and pack them all off. If this
will incouvenience you, I osn send
you a couple of yqung girls who will
take servioe till you ars suited.”

+ Thank you so much ; I will cer-
tainly do a8 you suggest.”

When the doctor had gone, Mra.
Danecourt told tho servants her deoi-
sion,

Noxt morning Dr. Ewing oalled
again. There was a strange, solemn
hush about the great house. Alice
Danecourt met him in the hali. She
had Leen weoping.

* Ho ig dead,” she said, in an awed
whiapor ; * ho died in the night, and
thoy nover called me to aay * good bye *
to my husband.”

So George Danecourt was dead, and
it looked as if the ghastly seoret of
hiow ho camo by his death would be
buried with biw,

An inquest, was held, and there

She walked up and down tho great,
dimly lit room ; her heavy black skirts
trailing behind her; fever in her wild
oyes and on hor sunken cheeks ; her
little hands clonched till the nails tore
the soft palms.

«Oh | what can I do to save Lim ?”
she cried.

Shie went up the wide staircaseinto
the room where her husband had
died. It was tonantless now, but the
gas was burning dimly. She wandered
about the room, taking up trifles and
putting them down again absently.
Her mind wag full of Harold Ewing
and his peril, She opened a d

daoline to with me in
suy way turther.

Then I swore to be rovenged. I
could eoe in it now the hand of Fate.
My father's destiny would be mine.
Bu:thls proy had oscaped ; mino should
not.

As 4 child 1 know no mother, She
was doad, they said. But the strango
looks which accomganied this infor-
mation roused suapicion in my childish
heart. Once I remember asking my
storn father about her. He flow into
such o furious rage that I was awed
and terrified. Ho goothed sud com-
forted mo, bidding me never to speak
of my mother again, She was dead.

As I grow older I understood all.
far better that gho had been dead !

My father livel but for one objest—
to be revenged on a false friend. For
years ho waited pationtly, At last the
opportunity camo but before he could
strike, death forestalled him—his
enomy was dead.

George Danecourt should not
oscapo me thus. Once more I was
thrown on my own resoucces, I saw
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hands,

when Dr. Mustbels in reach,

it.  The old remedy must be
cures,

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla must be.
take AYER’S Sarsoparlila.

and Musthbe.
e

You choose the oid dovtur before the young one.
Because you don‘t want to entrust your Jife In fnexperienced
True, the young doctor may be experienced.
the old doctor musst be. You take no chances with br. Maybe,

a,u:dlulue makers — the long-tricd remedy has your confldence.
You prefer experience to experiment— when you are concerned.
The uzw remedy may be good — but et soracbody else prave

Just one more reason for choosing AVER'S Sarsa~
parilla in preference 10 any other.
household sarsaparilla for half a century.
confidence — 5O yoars of cares. If others may be good,

CEGTSEES

’ 5 7 v

Why ?
But

Same with medicines as with

£00d — Judged on its record of

It bas been the standard
Its record inspires

You take no chances when you

INHASTE FOR |
THE GLORY OF GOD.

TFor Tng OatiioL RealsTr.)

Do you ses that pedestriaun, who o
moment ago was walking leisuroly up
tho streot ? Heo has seen that dark
olonds were obgouting the rays of the
sun, an’ from thoso clouds small
drops of rain woro beginning to fall,
a8 tho presage of a coming tompest,
Ho makes hasto to arrive home, where
he will find a shelter from the fury of
the wind and ram. The fiehermen,
who went out in the moming also
make hasto to regain the port, before
beavon and sea confounded in one
ongulf them forover. Hore, in the
field, the farmers also hurry to load in
their bay, and to look after their
vegotables and fruit, 80 as to protest
them aganst the violence of the
storm. Moreover. no matter where
you cast your eyes, north or south,
onat or weat, everywhere, you will sco
the same activity; everywhere iho
songs of joy has ceased at the ap-
proach of danger at tho first peal of
thunder. And we—what aro we do.
ing? Are we not strangers and
pedestrians on this earth ? Do we not
long to enter the paternal domain?
Who can say with certainty that he
has nothing to fear from the divine
wrath ? No one. We are nothiog
but human beings, and if we had been

Dr. Lwing's adverti ¢ in a news
paper, requiring a dispenser, and I wag
{9:tumto enough to obtain the situa-
ion.

Hardly had I been six weeks in my

new employmont when I found that
Qeorge Dangoourt. wag onoe of the

and there on the top shelf wasa bottle
of medicine unopened, still inita white
paper_ wrappi wag Iabell
@, Danecourt, Eaq,” iz the hand-
writing of De. Ewing'a deaponger.

The nurse identified it at once.
Hor evidence ran thus: Three days
before Mr. Danccourt's death, the
doctor, on payiog his customasy visit
liad neglected to bring the medicine.

He wrote a porsoription and gent
her to his surgery to have it made up,
he staying with the palient mean.
while.

It was mado up by the dispenser;
the presoription was enologed in the
wrapper, and tho nurse returncd home,

When she reacked the siok room,
the dootor, Jn axamining the patient,
hie decided not to give that particular
medicine, and had inatruoted her to
Eut it aside, whioh she did without

reaking the aeal.

The ocontents of the bottle were
analysed oand found to oontain s

wag & post at
which olear traces of the poison were
digcovered. It had been given in such
amall doges that the decay of the
viotim had been very gradual. Eve.y-
thicg pointed lo the theory that the
poisoner was no ignorant porson, un-
skilled in drugs, but one who had a
diabolically minute knowledge of the
deadly weapon he wielded. An open
verdiot was returned, and the police
diligently followed the fow faint clues
which offered, but without sucoess.

Meanwhile, Alice Danocourt spent
those fivat terzible weeks of her widow-
hood in the dreary home on the
Common.

Ono of the nurses still remained with
her, Plans for the future she had
nouo; she was thoroughly broken in
spirit. She had no intimate womsn
friend, and felt that even tho compan-
ionghip of this stranger, who hslf
thought her guilty, was preforablo to
solitude—solitude in that great, dark
homo which held the seorcts of her
wrotched married life.

Nurse Dawking oamo to her omo
morning with an  empty medicine
bottle in her band-—empty, that is,
8avo for & thisk whito-sediment af the
bottom.

« That gediment,” said the wowan,
trinmphantly, « is arseaic, the poison
which killed your husband. We are
on the track of the murderer. What

aworlditis! To think that heshounld
be tho last person we should bave
thought of—-Br. Cwing !

With & wild soream: Alice Dane-
ocourt balf rose from her ohair; thea
fell back swooning. .

prop of the aa1ae poison that had
killed George Danecourt. In every

other respect the ing! P
it tallied with those mentioned in the
proacription. So now the D. t

dooter's p t Here was my
opportunity. All the world knows
now how well I availed myself of it.
1 saw hira a8 he drove in his carriage,
{%ie mud from whose wheels splashed
my shabby olothes, I maked his
hollow cheek and sunken eye, and
gloated. The poison was doing its
work.

At last he died. Then I shrank
fruu the ocnsequences. I would have
let his fair wife to bear the punishment
I would have sllowed Dr. Ewing to
suffer in my stoad—for the gallows is
borrible.

* * * * *

That was the Danecourt case. Far
away in & sunnier cline than ours, two
of the principal figures, Dr. Ewing
snd his wife—she who wag once
unhappy Alice Danecourt—are doing
their beat to forget tho dark tragedy
Ehich 80 nearly ruined both their

ves,

THE MOST WONDERFUL GURE.

Ever Told ot Is Related In

0! Eplleptio Fits
the

myatery was golved and the orime hiad
beon brought home to the dispevser.
ted, an 1

K Swors |
Handreds Know the Caser

Samuel Dg;{]n, ‘Isrmor,'“'cst Missouri,

e was tried ,

to death. The day befors tho date
of oxeoution he was found strangled
in his cell, and on the table was bic
oconfegsion. It ran thus:—

It is ten years cince I first met
Goorge Danecourt. It was at the
cbambers of a common friend—a
bachelor—that we were introduced.

Danecourt was then a rising young
stock-broker, and I was a medical
gtudent at St. Botolph's Hospital.

At the timo I was leading a wild,
irregular lifo. [ was but nominally a
student. Tho greatoer part of tho day
I rested,to recover from the dissipation
of tho previous right, There must bea
mad strain in me, an hereditazy taint,
with the gloomy, morbid surroundings
of my boyhood strengthened. So that
when at Jast I found myself froo aud
in London I lost my hesd, and
plunged into ovory avaiiable gaioty.

) was a confirmed Y

county of wag subject to
opileptic fits since 1888, aud during the
past twowz rs theso fts visited him
overy week. 1fo had the bost medical
advico that mono{ could command, aad
gpent hundreds of dollars tr{iu;i to got
reltof, but all was of no avail. o had
to bo constantly watched, bhis nights
wero sicoploss, and lie felt that his lifo
was gradually cbbing away. His con-
dition could “not possibly” have beon
WOTSO,

Tho day on which ho bogan taking
Ryckman’s Kootenay Cure wasthioturn-
ivg point in his life, and with deop
gratitudo he uow adds his testi

ged, 88 we have outraged. God
¢very day, our wrath would know no
bounds. God is more patient than
we, but He does not wlfrgte t‘ha

only cave our goul, but our country ag
well.  To work then for tho glory of
God and we will ultimately triumph,
and our roward will bo a orown of
glory in heaven forover. We are
soldiera of the cross, let us be in hasto
to answer tho call of the chiof. In
haste, in haste, for the glory of God!
Apxen,
Salmon River, Digby Co., N.S., Sept.
Tith, 1805 "o
—_————————
TLOCESE OF KINGSTON.
Cormer Slone of o 7): Church  Latd at
Deseronto,

The members and friends of St.
Vincent de Paul Ohureh of Degeronto
looked expoctantly forward to Sunday
last, 20th inst., that being the date
set for the laying of the corner stone
of their new church. Graat prepara-
tions were made for the entortainment
of a large number of vigitors expected
from adjoining villages and towne.
Nor were they dissappointed, as the
town wasfairly filled with excursioniasts
by boat and train. The str. Varuns
ran from Trenton and bay ports. The
Bay of Quinte Railway ran a speoial
train from Tweed and points along
the line of that Railway.

Mass wag celebrated by tho psstor
of the congregation, Rev. Fathor
Hogan, at 10.30 a. m., in the Hall on
8t. George st.. which has been uged
temporarily for worship sgince the
destruction of the old ghureh by fira in
May last. This service was largely
attended. At its conclusion the pastor
and congreation procoeded to the site
of ,the new building, whero a large

rovolt of His N
Let us consider what will be the
tempest destined by Him for the
punisbment of g0 many blasphomies,
murders and other grievous ging,
You are the father of & family, and
robbers have carried away by stealth
your beloved ohild, What efforts
will you not make to recover it, and
to avenge yourself? More terrible
will be the of our H 1

had already agsembled. His
Qrace Archb:ahop Cleary, of Kingston,
who was to officiato at the ceremony,
arrived shortly after, accompanied by
Rev. Moneignor Farrelly, of Belleville,
and_Vicar-G Kelly, tary
to His Graco, they having driven from
A, A 1tahl 1a ¢ f¢ h d

P P Y
been erected, upon which the officiat.
ing clergy took their places, The

Father, at the loss of 80 many souls
caused by the scandals of His crea-
tures. R b e maledicti
and the anothemas pronounced against
thoae who dare to perseoute those who
are d to Him. id
the excorablo insolenco of ail those
apostates who openly affeot the most
grofound diedsin for the Divinity,
laspheming 1ts name.  And could wo
gupposo for 4 moment that that God
hears nothing, sees nothing ? He who
bag made our eyes would He be blind
and He who hiag made our ears would
Hebedeaf? \Whatfolly! When the
sins of thoge elevated in position be-
oome & scandal for the humbler, whon
their iniqui laws oan i
the loss of a multitude of souls, when
the fortifying element of the Word
of God is withheld from the child and
from the sclool xoom, as well as the
oross, the sign of our ion, Then

pastor p ted Hig Grace with a
giver trowel, the coremony was at
at once procecded with, the corner
stone being laid with appropriete
coremoanies a8 proscribed b the Ritual
of the church. The stone baving
been well and truly laid an adjourn-
ment was made to the hall where His
Graco addressed the congregation in
his usaal pleasiog manner, and com-
monded them highly for the good
work they were doing in erccting such
a handsome edifice for the celabration
of tho Holy Saurifice of the Mags, A
subscription list was thon opened, His
Grace heading the list with $200.

number of members of the congrege..
then contributed very liberally, and
about $1,700 was subsoribed in a very
ghort time. This amount will no
doubt be increased, a3 some prominont
citizens wero unatle to be present on
Sunday. and are only waiting for an

o gub

wo may be sure that God’s justico
will one day attain such scandalous
porseoutors, and if they do not repent
and make atonement for their sing
thoy will be swallowed up in the eter-
nal abyss. WWhy, then, are wo inact
ive? Lot us make every possible use of
fact to encourage pioty and to combat
ovil, Likethefarmers at the approach
of the storm, let ua cease our songs of
mirth, and lot us give our whole at-
tention to more serious things. Lot

pp y ibe to this cause.
The liberal subacription of His Grace
was much appreciated, as it was not
intended that he should be solicited to
contribute, and this voluntary act of
Hia (race ig but another of the many
evidences which have been shows in
the past of the good feeling existing
between His Grace and this congrega-
tion, and their loyalty to him as Arch.
bighop of the Diucese. Aftor a very
interesting sesgion, during which Hig

ugopen our hearts to that most subli

of virtues, charity. Let us make haste
to make amends for our sins. or we
wilt surely perish. Alas! indifference

under oath, to the wonderful powé'r
of tho medicine. The fits have ceased,
his appotito bas returucd aud ho sicops
woll.  Once or twice only since Lo com
monced the medicine he has fclt a sight
dizziness, but this lnshsoon passed off,
d a

His ontiro as

in religi tters is rapidly gaining
ground on the multitude, 1mpiety
ghows itgelf more und more sudacious,
and tbe vengeanoce of God snnounces
itself mora and more menacing. If
wo_protond that our efforts will be
feui to

Grage tendered some good advice to

the i and congregation, the

moeting was closed. His Graco re-

turncd to Napanee, after a short call

upon His Worshuip Mayor Rathbun.
THE NEW CHUR 1L,

The inecription on the corner stone
reads thus :

Hano S. Vincentii Ecolmn Novam,
Diro Incondic © Veteri,

noticoablo cuaugo, and hundroeds of peo-
lo in his vicinty can testify to the new
easo of lifo givon him.

N 'K:ho gpova facts aro givon in a sworn

One night at F—s rooms the play
rau high, and I won a large sum of
Danecourt, His brow lowered; his
oyes flashed ; ho denounced me us &
oard sharper. This waa falee, Heaven
is my witness that, doeply a8 the
passion of play had seized me, I was
po oheat. But the others would not
believea me. I could tell, by the
ominous silence which greeted my
indignant denial, that the others

made heforo C. G. Jarvis,
Notary Public, and dated Londou, Ont.,
April 15th, 1896,

An amnesty meeting was Lold at
Tipperary on Sundufy last, which was
notable from tho faot that Messrs,
Redmond, Dillon and Daly all spoke.
Thia is the first ocoasion since the
death of Mr. Parnell that the two
losders Lavo addressed an audionce
from the same platform.

and might be ):
the attompt of a ohild to_overturn a
pyramid, let us not be discouraged
There are souls that wo can reach,
gouls on whom after God, we bave all
authonity and for whom we are respon-
sible. To them let us mlke|hma to

Rmus Dowm. Jao. Vine. Cleary,
Archiopus Kingston. Jno T. Hogan
Aliisq.  Presb. Maltog  Popula
Comitatus, Solewniter Inchoavit XII
Ial. Octob. Anno MNCCCIVC, which
translated is: Tho Most Rev. Jas.
Vincent Cleary, Archbishop of King-

lead the way by an y Yfe.
Lot us think aleo of our own soul, so
often forgotten in the tumult of the
world, Lot us make for it at least
what the farmer makea for his orops.
Let us sheltor It against the divine
wrath in rendoring it as holy as we
possibly csn. Lt us gain our frionds
to join our ranks, and we will not

ton, by Jno. T. Hogan and
other priests, with a large number of
the faithful, soloranly laid the founda-
tion stone of this rew church of St.
Vincent do Paul, on the 20th day of
Septomber, in the year 1896, the old
ono haviog been destroyed by a
disastrous fire.



