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Longfellow’s Finest Sonnet.

& a fond mother, when the day is o'er

L(A'a'dﬁ by the hand her little child to bed,

Half willingly, half reluctant to be led,

And leaves his broken playthings on the
floor,

Still gazing at them through the open door,

Nor wholly reassured and comforts d

By promises of others in thelr stead,

Which, though more splendid, may not
please him more;

Ko nature deals with us, and takes away

Our playthings one by one, and by the hand

L«uxfn us 1o rest so gently that we go

Searce knowing iIf we wish to go or stay,

Being too full of sleep 1o understand

How far the unknown transcends the what
we know."

gara T. Smith in the Catholle World.
It was a cry from next door. The
tacking had ceased, I now remembered,

soon after John came in, and there hul! shawl,

been steps in the 1 Hardly had
the cry died away when our bell rang vio-
lently.
gun, and I hurried after him to the head
of the stairs. A breathless and agitated
voice came floating to me, and then John's
voice :

“Mother, you are wanted at once!
Don’t stop for anything.”

I ran down instantly a
next house the motl
yered, *‘He thinks she 1s
‘w frightened ! 1 will wait

He had led me to the
dimly lighted by th
front room on the second foor.
in at onee.

It was ¢

oo,

ut into the

stairs,

|

o] il
1p burning i the |
I went |

white, bare room, with
out carp without curtains, without
chairs. A bed od in the centre of it, |
and there was a chest of d
black, between the windoy
thing !

Except the motionless,
haired figure on ti
d, despairing creature
it, and the poor young fell
ing to raise her in his trembling a

[ wentover to her side a
in my usnal voic m
“My dear, y

L

please. Let me to your mother to
bring her to. She has fair i

She gave a wild ery an to her
feet. Can you do anything? D he

live ! O mother, mother!
her.”

“Indeed vou have woneno thing
I said decisively; for, whether her mother
lived or died, 1 knew the poor dear thing
was innocent of any share in her fate. |
¢Just take vour sister away, will you,
please 7 John, call the girls and bring me |
gome brandyv.

i
h

atile or camphor at hand 7’ [

“We have nothing,”

hopeless, passionless way that almost =ic k-
ened me, 1t revealed such depths of mis.
ery. He had taken his sister in his arm
in the window-seat, and they =at, two for.
lorn images of utter despair, neither mov
ing or speaking, although at int rvals a
strong, convulsive shudder shook her

slender frame. My girls came in and |

John went for the doctor. We did all
that we could, and I was soon convincead
the poor lady was not dead, but it wa
something more than a fainting
The doctor, arriving, at once pronounced
it stupor resulting from sowe narcotic.
“What has she taken ?” he asked, look-
g round on the waiting group.
Maddie 7 questioned the boy.
¢ gave her some coffee.  There was
nothing else,” answered the giil.

“Coffec ! Impossible! nat was i
How was it made ! You must tell me the
exact truth, or I cannot save her.”

“There was nothing in it
the water on it from the hydrant, and 1
got the coffee from the store. We had
no milk.  Oh!I know it was coffie,” she
cried with a sudden terrible earnestness,
“] made it myself, and I pounded every
grain almost separately, because I wanted
it to be nice.”

“Pounded !” exclaimed the doctor with
evident satisfaction. “Give me what you
pounded it in.”

She went into the mnext room and
brought him a small and dingy looking
mortar and pestle, evidently a relic of the
druggist father.

“This has been used in the preparation
of some narcotic drug,” said the doctor

in

\

after a moment’s inspection. “I had a

case of the same kind once before. 1
think we can pull through now. Just
clear the room, my dear madam, of all
who cannot help us,  There is no time to
10"‘\”

There was none lost. Mabel and Dessie
were admirable assistants, while John car-
ried off the brother and sister to the par-
lor below.
saw the poor lady restored to her best es-
tate—and poor enough it was—the doctor
went home, and 1 prepared to spend the
rest of the night withher. Bessie, too, re-
mained, but Mabel went down to the
weiting trio, relieved their fears, and took
yoor Maddie into sleep with her.  When
} went home at nine o’clock the next
morning she was still in bed, She had
broken down at last, and lay, weak and
helpless, among the pillows hardly whiter
than her delicate face.

“Your mother is quite comfortable, my
dear,” I said, kissing her.  “It gave you a
great shock and you must take time to
We will nurse you both.”

She smiled faintly and tiied in vain to
utter thanks with trembling lips. T went
away at once and left her to quiet rest.
That evening 1 was sitting alone with her
when suddenly she began to ery—mnot
loud nor hysterically, but in a pitiful
way that wrung my neart.

“What is it, dear child 77 T asked her
getting my arms around her and gather-
g her close to me, she seeme d s0 alon
lese,  “There, there! Tell mq

1 The worst is over

‘Oh t y plea « me if 1 wa
Wrol I thought it v 1 — t
tell t mplain—and so did R
[t was nob ta t fa
Her v 1 i vered h

id sl
word, 1 wa d

her closer ton fore-
head under its s {
“You have been a brave, good child ;

vou have both done nobly. But the
time bas come for you to rest a little

while on the kindness of those who m‘v"

glad to help you. You must not be self-
1sh and forbid the blessedness of helping
to those who have known what care and

i

sorrow is. We know. We have been
very, very poor in our lives.”

ing up at me.
you ever—hungry 1” |

softly.
wother, too !
for her, and she did not know it all until |
we took the chairs out of her room—to
sell, you know,” seeing my look of won-

er.,
“Tell me all about it,” I said, making |

all over once, and then forget it as much
as you can.
John was off like a flash of a | vears ago you were very well off, I think. |

We lived on Fanshawe Street then, and 1
| used to see you very often,

happy little gcose I was.”

down ag
self. But I knew it would do her good.
Presently | i
ally and almost

iarder lor me when

le used to— I
away at school as much as sh
[ had never been at home lon
find out anythn

used to wonder why Robert was so

wst move, if you | way

[ have killed | }

the very sunlight chang
And have you any sal-vol- | then, before very long, they seized the |
store, and father was taken to prison for |
answered the hoy | something about ‘false pretensions.’—I

and it—and mother |

(he was not more than eighteer) in a dull, | never could under

we u

I poured |

After a long, long time we |

simply she had told her heroic t
patient suffering, but I could fill in the
outlines,
ing, enforced idleness ; the failing mother,
fretting, she knew not why, and uncon-
sciously adding pang to pang in those

e e R
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“Have you ?” she asked eagerly, looks
“As poor as we are! Were i

Oh !, the unutterable meaning of that |
And this

“My poor, poor child !” was all I could

say, answering the revelation not the
11\\(‘*‘]!7“.

.
“It was very, very terrible!” she said
“And poor Robert ! ul poor
But it was not quite so bad |

[
}
self comfortable with a pillow and a |
“It will do yon good to talk it {
When did it begin ? Two |
"

Oh!did you ? Oh! what a silly, silly, |

k and nervous she brol
n at the memory of her former

She was 50 we

Iy she began to ite natur

“I am glad you used to me then,
1¢ a silly little thing, and that mude it
rything change |

rot all |

But even the s

fault. No one ta t me better,
nd 1 did not know about—about father
Irink. Mother kept

Hess N

; until that

and

had been h
If. Itl

| had a stroke of some kind, and there was | hous
| only Robert and I to do everything. Aud

young and so foolish!”’
She looked at me with pleading eyes,
“And what did you do?” ] 1
“Jt was a vear ag

Ked,

There was noth-

g
ing—not one cent. We sent for my
uncles—mother’s brothers.
no relative-.
here, and they ar: not very well off, so
only one of them came. He was astranger |
to us, and of course he di

| Robert or me, but he tried to be kind, He

| said if we would go home with him he

Father has
They live a long way from

not care tor

do the best he could for
it could go on a farm and [ could
Lielp about the house for a while, But

[ he told us we must first promise never, |

never to have anythieg to do with fath
He would not be

went it must be so understood. We
could not promise.  For, after all, he was

father, and he was always fond of us,

poor fellow !
give him up that way, and, of course,
said so too. It seemed dreadful. And

mother—yor know mother had nothing to | in the same tone.

say ¥

T did indeed know it. Their poor

1 color! And |

|
|
|
. | thorns are not all gone.
disgraced by any jail- |
A ' < ; 3 |
bird claiming kin with him, and it we |

ome; the never-ending repression of
every youthful fancy—what a long agony
it had been! Poor Sweetbrier ! Surely
the pruning had stripped her of her thorns
as well as Sher blussoms, and the ruyged

question ; the horror in her young eyes, | uprooting had been the forerunner of a
the quiver of her young lips !
had been going on under our very roof !

rare transplanting, The silliness, the pet-
tishness, the whunsical caprice were all
gone, and in their stead a patient sweet-
ness, au unselfish self-denial, an unques-
tionable submission ! 1 had to find Jobn
and tell him all about it,

“Old Trexle !” he exclaimed suddenly,
after we had talked it over. “Now who
would have suspected him of such deli-
cate generosity ! That's the reason he
never comes for his rent any more, Don't
you remember, mother, the queer little
notes he has sent us several times, making
some excuse for having it sent to him/
He has been keeping out of their way, 1
will look him up to-morrow and see if
we can’t it on something for Robert be-
tween us.  And he can tell us all about
the father, I have no doubt. Dear little

| thing ! How we used to laugh at her on

Fanshawe Strec
“I declave it will be a lesson to me all
life,” aid,  “And 1 ought to

be learning it now,
s & wol

cipiine of lite

R ITR T

Slasiel
tarning from 1

tl with
| t ! 1 in all to each
rrow, and forg
That worn old praye fl
tell us where they 1
. | their silent, patient endurance.”
He was very much moved and we 18

Just | tily away 1nto the I
jave a good time all my life, like the hol- | night, I sat in the
lays had always been ; but it only lasted |  He did up
a few mounths, n the dreadful trouble re
he best
vay ol te excuse it, | 1L,
was mderstand » warmed to t t,
it @ % bert’s modest 1
had a little glimpse of somethir unflinch wdat I
had seen f ronce ortw ] minatior \ 1 o make good at
ange, but neither mother nor | all sacrifi 1 t S eIrors, yhn
ny thing d I tried not to | hasa way annot resist,
Bat one night he was brought | and he fc letk for t
ome all cut and bleeding, and not know- | boy before the week was out i
ng anything be said, and saying such | had ¢ 1 X
dreadful things.  After that I never knew | quite reir f
| what it was to be happy. It seemed to me | building up shattered he utl

needs only hope and love as tonic
it is youth unspoiled by an evil wozl
After that things went on very fairl
well with our next neighbors,
as . economical a pair as ever
»? for they bad had a sharp
ter lesson.  With some one to
ta:k over things Maddie developed
| for house furnishing and decoration that
worked wonders with trifles, and all her
wild-rose sweetness and beauty came |
| to her! "
but

‘ as the time drew near for Lis 1

| we saw a change in her that wasnota

l a sad one.  She was quieter, perhaps, but
stronger and more tender. 1 asked J
| one day what he thought they we
| with him when he came out.

“Take him home aud make much of
him,” said John promptly.
hide all his past with her love,
one who tries to put it aside
glance beyond will find t

She is as true as
teel rood as bread.”

steel and s g
It was a

| Maddie came in quietly, as she often did.

| 8 ¢ T, Y ‘

| “Mrs. Bryce,” she said as naturally as

possible, “I thought you might like to

John said. One

Robert said he would never | know that father has come home. He is

very glad to be with us.”

“And you are glad to have him,” I said
“How is your
mother "’

“Quite happy and very comfortable.

mother, still a young woman as to years, | Father knows how to amuse her and to

was helplessly imbecile and crippled. She | interest her.
had not even known the change of nurses | once.”

during the last few hours,
“Then uncle went away angry.

I think she knew him at

| Whether she did that or not, she soon

He | placed him in his rightful niche and was

gave mother ten dollars, and that was all | never so pleased and content as when he

we had,  Robert tried to get work, bat
he never had auy success worth counting.

was with her. It suited very well in all
respects, He was not strong, and he

We had to leave the house on Fanshawe | shrank from the world and its contact. He
Street, and we went into rooms away up | devoted himself to her and to his pen,

town. We sold the furniture little by

little, and our clothes, and the best of the | to his good children

books, and things got worse and worse.
One day old Mr. Trexle came to see us.

he used to know my grandfather—and
offered us this house rent free,

and, in a quiet way, proved most helpful

g
| him than any one else did, aud we Jiked
| him very much as time slivped on.

By the time Johm brought his Maddie

He did | to me in the fit ending of our little ro-

not behave as though he was doing us a | mance we had come to live as one family
kindness, but 1 think now he must have | with tbhe people of the next house. b

been real good.
house going to ruin because he could not

He pretended it was a |

Now, I have told my simple story with

1 a purpose, of course. It is so simple, so

rent it, and asked us just to take care of | eventful, so unvarnished, it needs syme

it for him. We have never seen him
since, and when we came we found it so
nice. We had scarcely anything to put
in it, but oh ! it was so nice not to think
of the awful rent. It wassuch a rest at
first ! But still things grew worse and
worse.  Robert could not do some work
Mr, Trexle got for him, because he was
not strong enough, and he could only get
some light jobs at a notion-store to do at
home. So he walked about all day, look-
ing for a place, and then came home and
made the boxes and wall-pockets at night,
and I helped him when 1 could. At last
—that day, you know—we had only ten

cents to our name, and nothing in the |

house but bread—oune loaf. Mother cried
for some coffee, and I could not bear it
I went down to the store and bought a

quarter of a pound and a_little sugar, and |

I was ashamed to ask them to grind it,
it was so little. T pounded it upin the

[ slipped away from 1.‘ r and sat d
n my own room to think, — Quietly

of

Those days and nights of wear-

| excuse in the shape of a moral. The other
‘ day I overheard the young people of a
friend’s honse
mysterious  “goings-on” at’ the house
across the way. 'They told of the gradual
change in its general aspect, of the altered
routine of the day, of the removal, piece
by piece, of the furniture, ete., etc.
“Why, they used to hvein swell style,”
said one of the \,na)'~. “Had a colored
servant-man, went out to drive with a
[ double teawm, and the girls dressed like
| lowers in May.”
| “And what has happened to change all
| this 77 T asked.
“Oh | we don’t know, They are strang-
| ers to us—only came a few months ago.
[ We don’t even know theirnames.”
“Some adventurers,” said my friend
coldly, “Children, I wish you would not

)
inking merty  over the

| watch the people around us. It is so

vulgar

old mortar we never geould sell because it “Mamma,” said one of the ui feel
was broken, and mother drank it and said | really. sorry for them. That yo es
it was I, When she went to sleep | one looks s0/sad.” :
\ [ never thought there was ‘Nonser 1
wbont the sleep until 1 } 8
it her before 1 cor )
{ with xes  he
] { )« now 1t 1
I o1 v ] W I' to W | 1 her
0 y Ly 1 ) )
\ Now lie down aud ta l Pt i n K
i T Robert is with your mo \ the house acre way. 1
e has been home all , you know.” | { dirty and neglected.  There was

adowy outline of a bowed head
2 moving

1
1

| tacking, tacking that had once stood be-
tween three people and death—only that.
Waa there here a Sweetbriar losing its

thorne ? or a lily taking a stain on its pure '

=

Kr}ur young hearts ; the slowly-dismantled tell me? Who could unve

ever be sure of the life beating out the
slow days in the next b
we echo with a laugh what may be the
rattle of an endless death.

rave talent and integrity. At the same
period the parish of St Germain, in the
quarter of the Rue
its cure a kind vener:
whole life was spen
both the souls a 1
creatures, at

dignifi

She never mentioned her father, |

stranger (he was
bowing to the cure, led hQim t

evening |

i

eautiful

for the comforts of
vestigation possible,
creature declared her
rible oath to conceal her name
she knew not in what place she was,

cable.
enemies, as [ trast
Pray for me.”

We saw more of

blood.

already
wAas care

the priest. He unrolled th
lowed the blood to flow, st
kerchief in it, then r
concealed the stained handker
his vest, and whispered

{ r hand on the linen blind of an | 1
upstairs room. 1 thought of the tacking, | prevent it.
daybreak, every carriage
in the inner angle of one of them will be
found a blood-stained handkerchief. The
blood is that of a young female, whose

THE END,
THE CURE'S ADVENTURE.

Previously tu the year 1780, but at
what precise date T cannot say, the city of
Paris possessed as guardian of its eafety, |

chief minister of police, a man of

Antoine, had for |
. whose

hand, he as
the wide s

rooms were traversed in silence. Atlengtl

ther door was opened the guid
aud the cure felt 1 a 1 v
They were in a g L
ber ; nea L by 1
usk eurtai tabi 1) rung
two wax lig which { s tminated
[ the cold death-like a Ti

back the curtain, and said In a

calling

and

“I am,’ said, “the victim of a secret

familv tribunal, whose sentence is irrevo-
I forgive my

ot tell.

Grod will

More I cam

forgive me,

The min

sleeve of her robe was stained with

y child,” said 1
“what is th
ather, it is the vein

hich they have
,and the bandage, no doubt,

ly put on.”

At these words a

len thought struck
» dressing, al

ed his hand-
nlaced the bandage
ief within

“Farewell, my daughter, take courage,

and have confidence in God!”

The half hour had expired, and the step

of his terrible conductor was heard ap-
proaching.

“I am ready,” said the cure, and having

allowed his eves to be covered, he took the
arm of the Dul
awful room, praying meanwhile with se-
cret fer

3 Je=———and left the

T,

Arrive

ght.  Finding himself in the car-
ate-way, he managed to stumble
fall, with both hands forwar
uwk corner, " Dul :

owar ;~
ied to

s r, 1 1 vty the

ble deed will speedily be

you are not in time to
Let your agents visit,
<-way in Paris;

petals never to be effaced? Ab! who could murder, already begun, has been miracu.

P»

hours.
"
"na

the minister of poli
feriority, you are able
expedients,”

nto tears, |

time

| the express order from the King, the Duke |
([ P——

removed from Paris, and ¢
the fom,

f bound by a ter-

: besides,

| nounced that, as for him, he had pr
| his support to the Princ

ter of religion invoked the
sublime promis

of the Gospel to soothe
her troubled sot

and he succeeded, Her
countenance after a time became composed
she clasped her han
and then extended

s in fervent prayer,
them toward her con-

she did so, the care perceived that

with a trembliag

deCinise ;
| 1t « L2orehibusanta was

NOV, 24 1882,

il the possible ‘ lously suspended, Her family have con-
tragedies within those walls? Who cau | demned their victim to have her veins

| opened one by one, and thus to perish
ouse ! How dare | slowly iu expiation of a fault, already
more than punished by her mortal agony.
Courage, my friend, youhave already some

v

That same morni

entered the cure's
won,
Y

“daved ! cried the old man, bursting l

“Suved,” said the minister, “and rescued |

from the power of her cruel relations. Bat |
the next time, dear Abbe, that you want |
[
|

{stance in a benevolent enterprise,
»you would give me a little more
!uy‘:i-h 1t.”’ |
Vithin the next twentv-four hours, by

nd his accomplices were secretly |
nveyed out of

The voung woman received all the car

; and

1 pred ) tat uirea
1 n vel retired to a
country vili where the royal
assured 1 fety, It i
cly 1 ay. that next to her
I @ ( . G w the ob- |
£ 1 ra 1 filial
f y man
{ ful leng
1 . Never
a ftl wvsterion
()
v 1 d
¢ i
.o
\ POLITI( {E.

] e of N Hoiomey ol
the Qutcome of Lous
\nimosities.

f
( ( 1 are
1 I
St. ] ! A
Al
\ (
I
( I f Ad ]
1 X vy th
Char 1 a L
1 1 ys t
( v \ yusly
1 \ N 1 ir 1
i v W ibout
V It w n her
) Se A
fall 12 a snar
\ ti 1 1 lie wr

5 30
part for th
1
1 M. Ar
i olg not
1 y. Mi (
S
(B A |
D I
ERATE Y N ENCE

time obtain

her empire wi 1t trot

tion of the war was agitat
' 7

cil, the king, the queen-mo

Duke of Anjou being pres

in vain explained his de

of Orange
he would give it to him; then, turning
towards the ren-mother:  ‘Madame,’
said he, ‘the king gi up entering ona

war. . . . God grant another may

| not come upon him, whi ‘h, without doubt

)

it will not be easy for him to renounce,
The queen couid see in these imprudent
words the threat of a civil war; she held
her enemy in Paris, where all was being
prepared for the marriage of the King of
vavarre. (ruise was the burning with
»d for his father’s enemy. Weknow

| what followed, and how the attempt at |

assassination committed against the ad-
miral was the first act of

[HE MOST SAVAGE TRAGEDY OF THE SIX-

TEENTH CENTURY,

Micheli makes the queen bear all respon-
sibility,  ‘They have,” he writes, “impu-
ted the arquebuse shot to the orders of M,
he has had nothing to do with
arranged by M. d’-
Anjou and the queen.” And elsewhere he
writes, ‘Let Your Serenity know that all
this action, from the beginning to the end,
has been the work of the queen—a work
combined, plotted and directed by her,
with the sole participation of Monsieg-
neur d’Anjon, her son.  The queen had
conceived this project a long time ago.’
The queen-mother, we know, went to
feast her eyes with the sight of the ad-

| miral’s body hanging to the gibbet at Mont-
] | faucon, and she brought there her son,
1 at the foot of the staircase, the |
old man succeelded without his guide’
knowledge, in slightly displacing the thick
bandage so as to admit a partial ray of |

her daughter Marguerite, and her son-in-

{ law. After the fatal event,

THE QUEEN,
writing to M. du Ferrier, ambassador at
Venice, on the 1st Octobe
following langnage: ‘I hav

me have that what has been exe-
¢ person of the admiral, and
» of his adherents, has )

1 and that of my son the Duke
11 4}

which ¢

at my in

f , with » speeches they hav
1 vou 1 I t}
\ 1t by 1 I 1
( y &a W L 0-
t 1 \( \ | e
¢ '
tom | n that

l ]

s 1

1 1 f {
" p

wl " 1)
1 who caased the

r-—(Philip 11.) She

by the ill donel
¥ 1 » 1
death of my dat

duty and frivmh‘hip 8
children,” have commanded her, She
shows

THE ADMIRAL TROUBLING THE STATE
since the death of Henry II,, working to

e ————

My friend,” said he, “I confess my in- | belonged to his faction,
i to instruct me in | other people of their religion have been
killed by the Catholics who revenged
themselves for infinite evils, robberies,
murders, and other wicked acts, which
they had committed against them during
the troubles’
clear, continues the writer, ‘atherine
avows the State erime; she had the admiral
wid those of his party killed, as Henry I11.

| Guise, the Duke of Montpensier, Sipierre,
| Charles the Oth’s governor, San
| finally.
| her children’s lives menace

| to dispateh us
nothing to do with the massacre of St,

1572, held the | £ :
een what you | manufacture is conducted.

have written me concerning the opinion |

| enqui
‘ adds that ‘she had counscled or permitted |
nothing except what the honor of God, the 1
bears to her |

take the crown away from her sons, re.
bellious, holding and guarding towns
against the authority of the king, deliver-
ing battles, and causing the death of a
great number of her subjects; she assures
him that ‘the admiral, being so strong and
VMay Goad assist you—I can only | powerful in this kingdom as he was,
i : | could not otherwise be punished for his
, at eight o’clock, | rebellion and disobedience than by the
way which they were constrained to
exercise as well 1n his person as those who

Several

Nothing could be more

1o afterwards was to have the Duke of

Guise killed, as Louis XIIL let Concini be

She claimed right of life and death

over her subjects become a danger for the
State; as to the massacre properly so called

WAS THE EFFECT OF A POPULAR IM-
PULSE,

one of those anonymous crimes such as

e found in the history of every people.
The quc aid to Cumiga: ‘I

he matter well enough done?  Am I
retie, as some Frenchmen have said?’

wniga, the Spani 1bassador, did not
lieve 1n premed h wly
rrive "ran I fu
fen we mist note h
1 1
1 at
W r tl
nal tto bel
it W au
thems=elve
tl ipal Hu
W e of En

f Giern
El I It
to her son-in-law, King of Spai
/ | | 1 you {
es { G 1
t 1 on 1 ) tl !
my fg fl bjects 1
1 {
1 1l i W
blen 1 ( ring
\ W 1 timc
who' ik lawful t rid of m
nemy by a natiol vined
nd  planne beforel . f
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‘There,
madame, is how this good man, who say
1¢ does nothing except for religion, wishes
> Religion, then, had

She believes, or fe

Bartholomew, which was, as we said, the

| result only of Queen Catherine’s determin-

ation to get rid of Coligni, whom she
knew to be her enemy, and whom she at
least believed to be actually guilty of the
murder of the Duke de Guise—for there
is no reason whatever to suspect herletter
to Marguerite of France to contain any
falsehood or mis-representation. -
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One of Father MeSperrit’s Cares,

The Fersus News.Record, a Protestant
paper published in Wellington county,
says:—he age of miracles is said to be

| past, but that of wonders never ceases,

The latest illustration of this is a cure of
a stiff knee from which a young lady in
Nichol has suffered for some time, and
which her medical attendants declared
next to incurable. She heard of the won-
derful curative powers of the Rev. Father
MeSperrit, of Adjala, went to see him,
and returned home completely rid of her
trouble. The rev. gentleman merely
touched the knee and offered up a prayer,
Faith did the rest, and to-day she can
walk as readily and as free from pain as
in the days before there was any weak-
ness of the joint. Such is the fact. Who
can explain it?
—— e

Dr. Pierce’s “Pellets”—little liver pills
(sugar-coated) —purify the blood, speedily
correct all disorders of the liver, stomach
and bowels. By druggists. i

The “Myrtle Navy plug” correctly re
presents the whole plan upon which its
There is not
a fractional part of a cent expended upon
t for mere appearance. It is neither
wrapped in tin foil nor worked into fancy
hapes, nor put in any fancy cases, n 3
1 ted to any kind of expense merely
tivate the fancy
vightly Dbelieved tha
rchased for ornament,

and therefore all e

vided and added

he to 20.  The public

t its case that they i»l\f.-T

1) ey for a high quality of
article 1 of place.

A. D. Noyes, Mi , writes : ‘1 have
«l at the drug stores for Dr. Thom-
as’ Eclectric Oil, but have failed to find
it.  We brought a bottle with us from
Quebee, but it is nearly gone and we do
not want to be without it, as my wife is
troubled with a pain in the shoulder, and
nothing else gives relief, Can you send
us some ¥ ¢

NOV. 24, 1883,
An Irish Summer.

[WRITTEN IN FRANCE,]

wandering steps have brought me |
from my Ireland of the shamrocks,

To this larger home of freedom, whe
sun shines on the land;

But my thoughus will wander ever b
where the Fergus looks on

sSmiling valleys 1t with glory, flowes
waves and emerald strand,

Shapes of beauty robed in v irgin and i
ulate demeanor,

il and vineyard, grove delicious
thelr incense on my soul;

Yet, still, there are visions whoso §
seraph splendor

Puts to shame those bright rich trea
Irish hill, and vale and knoll!

"ris summer in old Ireland, blushing
like a malden,

When love first opes her heart in the
ing of her years,

And tree and {tower and streamlet, W
smiles and glory laden,

Greet her raptured eye and fancy, tl
the springtide’s falling tears

Now my heart is full of holy caln
swoeel emotions,

Thrilling in my bosom ever like the «
of a4 song,

Once heard within the pillars of a el
mute devotions

Full of love and pe:
the praying throng

andglory,asit¢

Blue Mount Carlin, in her vest

ids extended

namelled footstool
God she ¢ ndores

And the fir-clad hiils of Burren robed
Iy |} d

00Mm now

from their shor

Oh! God be pra er, for havin
toour and

Hill and ) wen a {

'x’.;:‘m roubled bosoms wl

from holy Ireland,

We pine in exile’s durance nd are oy
by tyraa wr

But we've n 1 yrdair
righteo Ith

And the ner tide in Erin shadoy
our faith and love

For, nor vineyard nor sierra, nor ¢

scenie glory,
Can rival in their beaut
and grove!

[ . g
y Irish vale, &

Oh, beauteous sy Ireland! land
and bardic 3

What vistas of rare beauty in the
ope inthee!

When the forest aisles are throbbi
the raths of olden story,

With the hymn of God’s ereation
Te Deum of thy seal

O my Ireland of the shamrocks, K
fair as vestal virgin

At the shrine of loving Nature, W
summer on thy brow,

What land, in God’s creation—thot
less, friendless nation—

Can bear the palm of beauty from
thou lookest now

No! thy loveliness is rare st, darlin
hopes and passion,

Wearing ever in our sorrow the s
God above

For, as the summer beameth on the
shackled nation,

A crown is weaving for thee in the

right and love!

FATHLR BURKE, O.P., AT
CHESTER.

On Sunday, Oct, 15, sermuol
preached at St. John'’s Cathedral,
by the Very R Thomas Burks
in aid of the schools. High )
sung by Rev. Father Hennes
Father Derrix being Deacon,
Father Maguire Sub-deacon.
under the direction of Mr, I A,
sang Weber’s Massin G in excelle
and the Offertorv piece was the tri
{gamus, from Rossini’s Messe S
Father Burke, founding his disc
the Gospel for the Sunday, obser
it was full of instruction bearing 1
great subject thut was uppermost
minds that day. The ruler of 1
had just read to them, whose son
at Capharnaum, had gone to Our
of anxiety, weighed down Wi
beseeching Our Lord to come and
son, who “was at the point of
the Lord had answered with wha
like a reproach, “If I donot w
acles, you will not believe in Me.’
areat anxiety, the afilicted fathe
to take no notice ot Teproac
repeated his prayer and said, “(
fore my son dies.” lHow peau
the gift of the true father; how
type of the duty which, as a f
parents owed to their children
the instinet of faith and paternal
man went to Him who had said
little children to come unto Mea
them not, for of such is the ki
Heaven.” His prayer was heard
gave him back his son. 'l“‘“x‘ <
aspirations, and prayers of thetr
and mother

WERE ALWAYS SUCCESSFUL WIT
"1f there was one truth promin
Gospel it was this, aud it shoul
parents with the 1mportance
duties, to encourage them, and t
wpon them the performance
duties.

Almighty God had comma
child, saying, “Honor thy fathe
mother,” and on the other hand
of parents to theiv offspricg wi
and essentially great; it was thei
see them properly educated,
principal thing was to sce that
cerved a true, solid, Catholic edu
A WATCHFUL CARE SHOULD BE ]

OVER THE CHILDREN,
they should be kept from sin, -
rupted “and destroyed their s
there should be a bright exam
mestic piety and faith at hon
what was learned at school i
lost, as was often the ez , by th
of the scenes with Which the yc
familiar in their houses. Wha
read of the lives of any one of
the sanctity and love which m
such true cervants of God were a
to the example of the father an

it was a most interesting study i
of the saints ; their sanc
home.

This was the source from W
derived all their distinctive
Christian parents oug to recc
exercise the magic power the)
God. But alas! that power oft
known, nnused, and precions
lost through the ne alect of thos
hands their salvation was place

§T. LOUIS, THE KING OF FR
was distinguished by his Gelicat
conscience. e wasa great end
and a great soldier, and 1

ne v
man. At the head of his am
his conscience as pure and unsul
of an angel of God. His mot!
Blanche of Castile, from the d
was capable of understanding
was always repeating this to hin
one day be king of France, ¢
leader on the earth.

“The hopes of a people and
centred in you, but [ would rat
dead at my feet than know tha
live to commit one mortal tin,’




