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10 the bed, glares at 1t, and rises slowly to ita.

| January mights, these are old and weli-known

1 elad in Tags—this has been the life of this
' girl of twelve, the only lite ehe can ever re-

. coach and n yair of glass slippera? Bhe

8 have been better if Giles Bleaford had left her
b to starvein the gutter ten yve=rs ago, iustead

M done. e makes a great deal of that far-off
B city gutter in his grumbling way, for she is
B! ot his daughter, this barelimbed anfortunate;
¥l she iz nobody's daughter, so far as she can
ik fnd.

: ghe was born, he tells her, and slaves early
8 and late to give Per & home, and this s her
4 thanks, dosh her!

; —dash her! double-dash everything aund

§ a oosmopolitan now; has tramped over the

rough sort of plenty always at thelr house.

' heavily. He ig a bit ot a prize-fighter, a little
‘4 of a gambler, a dark sud dangerous fellow nl-
A ways.

4 and magoate of the place.

Ml rage and hatred, her shoulders red and weltsd

1 po doubt, and handsome young princesses, but

E 5 cinder-sifter she must dlie.

g - bors. ‘
@ ‘farm, and yet he {s in undisturbed possession
¥ He doss not work; he fishes, shoots, prowls,
4 drinks ; fighta; 18 a worthless brate general-

o,

feet. Olga's heart has stopped beating, she
has no volce to:cry out, all ‘her faculties are
absorbéd . in onme—seeing, = The appatition.
gpeaks in & mufflad whisper.to itself j— .

«I'l do it1 L'l do it it they kill me—if they
whip me till I'm dead . T hate her; 1 elways
pated her, I hate ’eni"all, but -her:most. 1
gever ‘thonght 1'd have:the chanos, and now
she’s here and asleep, and I'll.do it, I'll do It,
rildo it ! e

She tiptoes to"the bed, there iga gleam of
pluesteed,” Is it & knife? Bhe Is close—she
gtratohes out one long, thin hand, clutches &
handfol of falr, floating hair. The malig-
pant face, theElesming eyes, the wild hair,
are within vhree Inches of Olga. Then with
a shock the cbild leaps from the bed, rushes
frantically across the room, her shrieks rend-
jng the stillness, filngs open the door, and
falis headlong in the passage.

CHAPTER VI1.
SLEAFORD'S JOANNA,

ocr in the moonlight five hours before tke
child Josnns hath flad, pale with paesion,
paln; defianca, ablsze with wrath agaiust all
the world. 1t is a customary mood encugh
with-this elfish child, twelve onlyin years—
a score if hatred, envy, malice, and jll-will
can age & child. To beflogged likea houad,
to be sent supperless to bed, to be starved in
attlc or celiar, to-swelter in fierce August
noontides, or ehiver among the rate on bitter

experiences ln Joanna'slife. To be forced to
Tabor from day-dawn until midnight, with
gvery bone aching, fo go barefoot through
slush and snow, to sleep and Iive worse than
the dogs—~ior they are cared for—to hear only
prutal words, and still more brutal oaths, from
her taskmaster's lips, to be jeered at, to go

member., Lora and Liz are well, gayly clad
fndeed ; theysing, they dance, they idle, work
or let it nlone as they cbhoose. 18 not Joanna
thers, the housebold drudge, the homsly, red-
halred, Tustic Olnderells, with never god-
mother or other mother, in fairy land or out
of it, to come to the rescue witha pumpkin

knows that lovely legend of happy childhood,
this most unhappy little outcast, and sighs
pitterly sometimes as ghe looka at the big
golden globes she cuts up for the cows and
igs. :
pgI‘hare are fairy godmothers in the world,
they never, oh never come near Sleaford's
Farm. And whoever conceived & Cinderella
with fiery-red hair, freckles, and long mot-
tled shins! A cinder-sifter she has been born,

She has these thoughts sometimes, formleis
and vague mostly, bat bitter always, It would

of fishing her out ot it, as he says he has

He hao taken her out of the slime where

Her mother afore hor was
good-for-nothin’, dash her—what can be ex-
pected from the malicked cab of such a dam

everybody, his own eyes and limbs inclnda:_i.
Giles Sleaford was an Englishman once, he is

world in & vagabond sort of way, 1§ & man nn-
der a cloud, banned and shunned by his neigh-
He bas nelther bought nor rented his

ly. Yet he has plenty of money, bis daugk-
tera dress in exponsive finery, and there is a

He is of horges horsey, and bets and loses

Some mystery shrouds him; he
throw out vague hinis now and then of the
power he holds over a certaln very rich man

Heis brutal to all

-—to his own sons and daughters, but most of

all to the hapless creatnreknown aa Sloaford’s

Josnna, That he bas not killed her outright
in one ot his fits of fury is not due to him, one
of the Sleaford boys or girlsgenerally interfer-

ing in bate nick of time. Thelr drudge is

usefu’, they do not want ber beaten to death,
or the prylng eyes of the law brought to bear
on their rustic household. - So -Joanna is
gtill alive to scour the woods, and terrify small
fair-haired helresses into fits.

The moon i shining brilliantly as she
leaves the house. She looks np at if, her
hands locked together in a teuse clench, her
teeth set, her eyes aflame with the fires of

with the stinglng blows of the whip. Itie a
mate appesl to Heaven against the brutality
and cruelty of earth—that Heaven of wiich
she knews nothing except that1t 18 a word to
swear by,

She wanders slowly on, not cryiog--she
bardly ever cries. ‘The silence, the coolness,
the beauty of the night calms her; she does
not mind spending it among the dewy clover,
or under & tres ; she sleeps thers oftener in
summer than anywhere else. She takes a
path well known to her bare feet--it loads to
her favorite sulking place, as the Sleaford
girls call it, and is perhaps the ugliest apot
within a radins of twenty miles.

It i3 cailed Black's Dam. An old disuged
mili falling to pleces stands there, the water
in the stagnant pond is muddy and toul. It
is o desolate spot in Lroad day, it 1s utterly
dismal and dark by night. Some fellow-
fesling draws her to it—it, too, is lonely, is
ugly, is shunned. Black's Dam {8 her one
friond, The ruiped mill js hauntad, of
course; corpse candles burn there, ghricksare
heard there, it 13 peopled by a whole colony
of bogles. But Joanna i8 not afrald of ghosta.
Gbosts never horsewhip, uever awear, never
throw sticks of hickory at people's heads—do
nothlag, in fact, but go about in white sheets
after nightfall, and .6queal to acare people.
The only corpse-lights she bas ever seen are
lightning-bugs, the only supernatural screams
the whoo-whoo of the belated owl,: The.
sheeted spectres never appasred to ber; when
she {s exceptionally - Jonsly eometimes she
would rather ba glad of the company of ona
or two. But ghosta ‘are not sociable, they
never ‘seem to have muok to say. for’them-
selves, 6o perbapa it ia &8 well. On rainy
nights she sleeps In the old mill; after no-
ususlly bad beatings she has atayed thers for
days, feeding on berries, and being-found and‘
foroed- back'agaln ot last, ‘a gaunt skeleton.:
Hors than once she has cat and stared at.the
green slimy water until the desire to epring
in and end 1¢ all grows, almost more thaa ske

can resiat, " « Only old Biles Sleatord will bb |

glad of it she'thinks ; 4 I'll Kespalivojust to
spite him.” Axid, sad to say, it is this mo-
tive that actually holds.the oreature back
from gelf-destruction many a time, | =~
The tempter 13'very strong within ber ‘to-
night, but:Gllés Sleaford:ls not:theiobject: of

her vindictive, suppresasd wrath. . It; i8 Olga |

beriby the sight of the beautiful golden hair-
ed richly-robed child'~ This is the sort to
whom fairy godmothers comé, for whom magilo
wauds - are struck, who go to balls and dance
with the handsome prince, and marry him, and
live happy forever after. Tbis I8 what sbe
might have been, but never can be. All the
beanty, and the riches, and:the fairy gifts are
for thia little curled darling of the gods; for
her—the the lash, the feeding of the pigs, the
ragg, the rye bread, the ugly red kafrl * - -

She has reached the dam, and sits down on
a-flat stone on the brink. It is unspeakably
lonely ; the moan ehines in a cloudless mid-
aight sky ; the water lies Liack, solemn, still;
the-old mill stands sinister, myaterious, cast-
fog' long ehadows. Hardly a breath stirs;
some frogs croak dismally inthe green depths
—that is all. . .

She sits in her favorite attitude, her knees
drawn up, her chin in her palms, and stares
vacantly before her, One thought, one only,
possesses her—her hatred of this delicate lit-
tle beauty and helress, with ber pearl-fair face
and loog light hair. She would kill ber if she
could; she bas all the will in the world at
this moment tfo be u little murderess.
Shocking —unresll Well, no!l think how
she has been brought up—thiank of the records
of juvenile depravity you read and ehudder at
in the newapaper overy day. The demon of
envy liolds her—a passionate outery against
the injustice of her fate, that has given the
golden apples of life to this one, the scourings
of the pig trough to her, ¢« Unjust! unjust?!’
something within her cries. ¢ Why has she
all—I nothing ?’ It is the spirit that has
hurled kings from thrones, wrought revolun-
tions, filled the world with Communism—
that will beat the air Impotently to the end of
time, No savage could bes more untaught
than this child. There wasn Power up there
who had created ber, but who lcoked down on
this and made no sign. There was & heaven
{for well-dressed, reepectable ladles and gantle-
men, aud litile helresses. There wasa hell
for guch ag she, wicked and poor, where they
would go when they died and burn in tor-
ment for ever. This muchshe believes—it
comprises her whole theory of religion.

She gits a long time brooding, broodiug.
$he meant to have done something to that
girl that would mark her for life—s, oil her
teanty in soms way—but she had been pre-
ventsd. No doubt by this time Frank Liv.
ingston has come and fetched her home, and
her chance is gone forever. Frank Living-
ston, too,is a lily of the field, a handsome
dandy, bat he awakens noune of this slamber-
ing gall and bitterness within her. He is
simply something to be silently admired, re~
vered, and wondered at, a balng of brightnees
and besuty, of splendia raiment, lacquered
boots, diamond studs, and a general odor of
103¢8 and Ess. Bongquet. Heis the princes to
be worshipped at a distance, and not to be
slightly touched or spoken to. She wonders
sometimes to behold him pulling Lora about
in a very unprincely fashion, and to see that
buxom damsel slap Lis face, and froweel his
silky chestnut hair. For him he takes no
more notice of this uncanny-looking child,
with the eldritch red locks, than of one of the
half-dozen 1l1-condition dogs that yelp about
the premises. That ke is the object of her
silent ldolatry would have tickled Rlaster
Frank beyond everything-

She rises at last, shivering in the bleak
night wind. Bhe i3 as nearly nude as it is
possible to be in a state of civilization, and
the chill damp pierceg through her tatters,
Why she does not go into the mill until the
morning, ehe never knows ; she turns Instead,
and walks slowly back to the farm.

The house id ail dark and silent. The dogs
fly at her, but a word quiets them ; they, oo,
know Josnna's witch-like ways. Jud Slea-
ford ewears she : pends half her nights riding
the air on & broomstick—she comes and goes
like the night-wind, where she listeth.

“She goes to the parlor window, and flattens

Jer nosd against the pame. Her eyes are

keen ng any ferret's. Yes, there she 18—she
has not gone home—asleep—alone |—in her
power! The gltl’s oyes light; they glitterin
the dark, There she is, asleep, alone,in her
power! :

She goes round to a side window, opens it,
and enters! Dogs, guus, and men are plenti-
ful at Sleatord’s; bolts are scarce ; there lano
fear of burglars. She enters, drops lightly
to'thé ground, goes straight to a shelf in the
kitchen, takes down something bright and
stasly, and steals inte the patlor:without a
soand, lnstesd of going straight tothe bed,
she crouches in her corner, to brood, perhaps,
over the deed of darkness she is about to do,
or it may be to count the cost. Bhe will be
blamed in the morning, no doubt-- I8 sho not
blamed for everything that goes wrong ?---8he
will be boaten nearly to deoth, quite to destb, !
perhaps, by Giles Slsaford.

* (To be continued.)
e~ e

SATISFACTORY RESULTS IN MONT-
: REAL.

Whilst Montreal is 8 model city in many
rospects, it i8 not exactly a quarter section of
Paradise, a5 Capt. George Murphy, Chief of
Government Police, can testify, A reporter
of a Montreal journal waited upon this gen-
tleman a short time ago, and pat to him the
following query :

«Chief, do you fiad the duties irksome and
dangercus in your strange calllng 7°

uIrkgome,” replied Mr. Murphy, «1 seldom
find them ; but that they are attended with
danger 1§ very true. There i3 danger to be
faced, of courge, from wind, weather and
criminale, and thoe least of these dangers is
not thuse of exposure and bad weatber. The
heavy, moist atmosphere that gathors over
the water i8 very condutive to rhenmatism,
and many of my men suffer from that com-
plaint more or less. I believe that our
danger from exposare from this time forward
is past, as 8t. Jacobs Oll, if applied in time in
cases of rhenmatlem, has a wonderful way of
knocking that maludy out of people. It
cortainly relieved mo of a severe pain in my
ehoulders.”

w0 R r—

THE LATE MR, McCONVILLE, M.P.

Thko many friends ot the late Mr, McCon-
ville, M.P, will regret to learn of his death,
which took placs at Jollette on Tuesday even-
ing. The deceased member returned home
but a few weeks ago from the capital to
undérgo medlieal’ treatment. = He ~wadbut
thirty.three yearsot sge when the hand of death
had fallen on him. He was  well-known
among our French Cauadian journalists,

‘Lavink' been ' vonnected with the  editorial

gfaft’ of the Nowveau Monde snd other papers,
11n-1880-he was elocted member of Partiament
for Jolistta County in the place of the Hom.
‘Mr. Baby, who left the Cablnet to becomse s
‘Judge. Mr. McOonville was fast gaining
'distinction’ in the House of :Commous, the
members of which held him in high esteem.
THE ISLE OF SEYx CROFTERS.
. Loxpo¥ May 10.—8ix Liberal membars of
Parliament have signed a protest agalnst the
trial before a judge, withont a jory, of the
[ RSl T

torcing the eberiffs officer. -

Ventnor, - Bhe has grown 6o uged:to his oaths.
aud . blows that sho ‘looks for “nothing elde;

" Bingular fact: If the good dle young, how
do'you ecoount for bald-headed editora? =
TV e - i i .

but a hundred.demong sesun- aroused within - -

Orofters on the Tsle of Skye sccused of de-
|+ Loxpox, May 12—~The people of an catire

PRV o b N e 2

E i

—

RV SN SIS S U A0 T P
. DGAR ALLAN POE.

HOW TEE UNFOBTUSATE POET CAME BY HIS ?sun.
. De. Joha J. Moran, of Falls Church, Fuir-
{ax couanty, Va , who was resident physiclan
at the Washington University Hospital, nLow
the!Church Home snd Infirmary on North
Broadway,  from March, 1849, to Octorer,
1855, visited the Institution the other day for
the first time slnce the dissolntion of his
oficial connection therewith. Dr Moran
pointed ont the room occupled by Edgur
Allan Poe, and related the circumstincas of
bis death, which occurred October Tth, 1849.
The doctor states that on the Sth of October
Mr, Poo wag brought to the hospital in o
hack driven by an Irishman. who said that he
bad found bis passenger on Light street
wharf. Iuoreply to an enquiry whether the
gentleman was intoxicated, the hackman
stated that there was nosmell of liquor about
him, and that he bhad lifted him
into the carriage like a child. Dr. Moran
did wot recognizo his patient until the
hackwman presented a card buaring Poe's
nsme. Mr, Pos was umcouscions and very
pale. He was placed in the third-storey
rooma of the turret st the south-west
corner of the building, about 7x10 feet iu
size. A nurso was stationed at the door with
iostructions to cell Dr. Moran when his
patient ewoke, waich occurred in twenty
minutes, Thedoctor, being much interested
in his patient, went at once to hisside. A
glance sufficed to show that Mr. Poo was ex-
tremely i, and he was s0 informed. In
reply to a question, be said he did not know
how long hs had been sick, and could give no
account of himself. He was much surprised
when informed that he wad in a hospital. He
stated that he had stopped at a hotel on
Pratt stroet, where a trunk containing his
papors and manuscripts had been loft. The
trunk was sent for, bui the owner made no
further reference to it. Dr. Moran proceeded
to make a diagnosis of the case, The patient
was very weak, bul there was no tremor of
limbs, no agitation of the body, no smeli
of liquor on the breath or person, nor any
symptom of Intoxicatlon. Owing to the
weak condition of his patient, Dr. Moran de-
clded to adminster a stimulant, and so in-
formed him. Mr, Poe safd :——#If 1 thought
its potency would transport me to the Elyslan
bowera of the undiscovered spirlt world, I
would not touchit.” Dr. Moran then pro-
posed an anodyne, when Mr, Poe rejoined : —
«Twin slster to the doomed and crazed in
perdition.” Mr. Poe continued to counverse
most despondingly, but was relieved by short
intervals of sleep. As his body grew weaker
his mind retained its force, aou conscions
moments were marked by vivid flashes of his
characteristic genlus. Nearing the end, Mr.
Poo became as gentls ag a child. He died an
hour past midnight, sixtesn hours after his
arrival at the hospital. The cause ot death
wes exhaustion of the nervous flaids, the re-
salt of exposure, hunger, and other causes
acting upon o sepsitive organization. The
remaing were laid in state in the large recep-
tion room of the rotunds of the college,
where they were viewsd by inany per-
sons. Fally fifty ladles secured locks of the
dead post’s halr, which fell in jet black ring-
lets nbout his brow. The funera! took place
on the sfternoon of October 8, 1849, the re~
mains being interred in the burying ground
of the Westminster Presbyterian church,
where the monument has gince been
erected. Dr. Moran unhesitatiogly and
emphatically pronouuaces false the stories
that. have been published of Poe's
doath having been caused by drink.
In complisnce with requests from Poe's
mother-in-law and Mre, Barah E. Shelton, of
Richmond, Va. the original of Anabel Lee,
Dr. Moran made careful inquiry imto Mr.
Pov's moveéments previous to his errival
at the  hospital. It was ascertained
that be left Richmond on the 4th
of October for. Philadelphia and New
York, and arrived in Baltimore by
boat on the 5th. He registered
at Bradshaw's hotel, which stood on the site
of the present Maltby house. After a short
stay there, he took a train at the depot, then
standing on the opposite slde of the street,
for Philadelphias. The frain proceeded to
Bavre-de-Grace, where the passengers were
then transferred by ferry across the
Buequehanna, The river, however, Was &0
turbulent that Mr. Poe declined to cross
and retorned to Baltimore, arriving in the
evening, This was tha last seen of him byJ
his frlends. He was attirel in a sait of
broadcloth, as was his custom, and the neat-
ness which marked his person is supposed to
have aroused the cupidity of certaln low
characters who infested the nelghborhood
of Light street wharf. The theory is that
he was selzed and dragged into gome resort
for thieves, where he was dragged and
stripped of his clotbing, cast-off apparel being
substituted for it. He was then disposed of
by being placed on the wharf, where he re-
malned sll nlght in a stupor. Dr. Moran,
from his knewledge of the subsequent con-
dition of Mr, Poe, firmly believes that he
was drugged. Mr,Yoe himsel{ was unable
to account for the events of the night, and de-
clared repeatedly that his condition was the
result of no conscious act of hisown. The
story of Poe having been made druok by poli.
ticiang and forced to vote repeatedly at an
election, Dr. Moran states, is absurd, as ths
election took place on the 3rd of Jctober,
and Mr. Poe did not leave Bichmond until

the 4th.
B e —
THE ASSASSINATION IN DUBLIN.

At a meetiog of the 5t. Patrick’s Boclety
of Bherbrooke, held on Wedpesday evening,
the fnllowing resclutions were passed :—

That this Soclety has learned with regret
and sbhorrence of the dastardly murder of
Lord Frederick Cavendish, Obief Sacretary for
Ireland, and Mr. Burke, the Under-Secretary,
which took place at Dublin on Satarday last.

That we hope that the ruffians who, in de-
fianco of all human and divine lawr, have 8o
brutally murdered two distinguished men
who were, from the patare of their mission,
evidently disposed to do their utmost to ad-
vance the Juet cause of Ireland, wil! be
speedily brought to account for their fisndish
act, and receivo the punishment 'they.so
rlobly degerve. o

That the bereaved families of the murdered
gentiemen bave our deep and heartfelt sym-
patby in the great affliction cast upon them
in such a Budden and terrible manner.

That Ireland and the patrio:ic Irish repre~
gentatives who were go earnestly and effoct-

ively working for their couatry's fntcraste,
‘have our Finciro eympathy oo this occasion,

‘and that we trust that the z3al aod courage
which has sustained them amid so many triala,
will carry. them sucocessfully tbmug_h to the
sccomplishment of their noble object—the
amelloration of thelr country’s position by

constitational means.
H

s &

¢ P, M, Markell, West Jeddore, N.B,, writea:
I wish to inform you of the wonderfal quali-
tles of Dr. Thomas' Ecleotric Oil. I had a
borge go lame that he' could scarcely walk ;
the trouble was in the knee ; and two or three
applications completely; cared him. .

township on the Islé of Bkye, numbering one

-broken.

THE "LATE POPE 'PIUS IX.|#

criticlsm *"of his life and -character, his’

Substwnuce of a sermon preached by the Rev.
@avin Laog in  8t.' Andrew’s Church,
Montreal, oa '10th February, 1875. tbo
first Sunday after the death of thclate
Pope, from the text: ¢ There are, it muy
be, g0 many kinds of volces in the world,
and none of them is withoutslganification™
-l Carlnth, 14.20,. - . '

This declaration ot $t. Paul 18 eminently
applicable to these days of ours. Wellve in
solemn and critical times, Wars and ru-
mors of wars, plague snd farcine, death and
destiny are sll busy, weaviay end workiog
cat problems which, to us, are both painfal
and perplexing., Events march with scrange
and startling rapldity. We rcarce know
when or where troubles are to begin,
and we as little know when or where
they shall end. No one of us can
snfaly predict” what is fo come “next and
next,” All of which we are quite certain
is, that the coenfasion which, at uvery step, be
romes more confounded is not the result of
any wild eeme of chavece, and that the in-
teresis, publiciand private alike, In which we
are bound up are not the sport of every wind
that blows arcund us, KEverything that is
and bappens is under the.eye and control of
Him who holds, in the hollow of His divine
hand, a!ll His creatures and all creation—
« Man proposes but God disposes.” Does not
this sublime truth invest each movement and
occurrence in the history of nations or per-
sons with a most real and profound meaning ?
Every beat, every throb in the puise of bu-
manlty is weighted with momentouns 1ssucs—
4 thero are so many kinds of volces iz the
world, and none of them 18 without significa-
tion.”

But there are voloes which spesk more
loudly, and to a larger number, than others—
of some it may even be eaid that ¢ there is no
speech nor languago where their voice is not
heard ; thelr line is gono out through all the
earth and thelr words to the end of the
world.” I will not be misanderatood by you
if, tor our consideration this morning, I
single out one euch, which, in the death of
the acknowledged Head of the Church of
Rome, has been lately sounding far and near,
It seems almost impossible that we could
have read without nnusual notice, without
something more than the npotice we give
to ordinary items of pnews, the anncunce-
ment that he who hss, for upwards of
30 years, filled the Papol chalr has, at last
and at long length, passed away. His dia-
appenrance has pot sgitatated, to the extent
it would a quarter of 8 century ago, the
Bouree or Exchange, and the question of his
succossor may not arrest the same univerzal
or absorbing attention as it did on former
and similar occaelons. DBat, as the foremost
British Journal has gaid, “ nothing can altor
the fact that the Roman Catholic Church s
the most powerful and most venerable of
Christian communities, ar d its government is
s matter of concorn to sll of them. There
ate forces still active in {t, and perhaps even
groater forces latent within it, which must
oxert o pofent inflaence on thought and civi-
lization ; and neither slatesman nor philo-
sopher can look with indifference upon the
election ot the principal Blshop in the Chris-
tian world. Such anestimate of the influence
of the Pope,” the Zimes emphbatically adds,
uwill be recognized a8 much by intelligent
Protestants a8 by Romnn Catholics. The day
is long past when wa could shut ourselves
up in our Pcotestant antagonism, aud treat
the Romsan Catholic world as if it were some-
thing boyond the pale of our sympathies.”
Weo cannot refuse to enter into and, more or
lese, share the desp emolion with which the
great mejority of our fellow-cltizens in this
city, aod {ellow-subjects in this Province,
regard the circumstance, that the most
prominent actor on the Ecoleslastical stage
anywhere has now ceased to play bis part
avd accomplished his day. Last waek he
was “the moet important personage in the
Christlan Chareb,” and recelved the homasge
of more than 200,000,000 of people; to.day
he owns no earthly portion eave  the paste
and cover to his bones,” His career, fall of
stirring incident, has come to a close, and
never agaln will he speak to men. Thespell
which lingered around his sayings, and made
many o! them sall but oracular, has besn
New and ambitious echemes will,
doubtless, be raised upon his ashes, but hels
powerless to unmask them. He bas gone
beyond both work and warfare, end the hands,
which he was wont to warm by
his own simple and artless con.
trivance, are cold and rigid as the
clay. Hls has been a tremendons struggle
between nature and natural decay, but, to
use his own expressive words while {n the
finul agony, ¥ Death wins thia time.” The
King ot Terrots is King over even him, as he
is over nll. No one can withstand the sp-
proach snd summons of the last enemy. He
takes the lifoe of th= loftiest as well ag the
lowliest—the pessant or the potentate, the
palace or the cottage, it {8 nothing te him1
He can hurry a Pope iato the eternsl realities,
as easily as the babe from bis cot or cradle.
The sentinel at the pate of the Vatican,
during the last deys of fits Ilustrious
occupsnt, barred the entrance of all but
a favoursd few, but, when g0 commis-
sloned, no bolts or gmaras could bar bis
entrance, who, with or without leave, comes
eventually to every man and woman In every
rank and clime. He i8 no respecter of per-
sons ! Not many weeks bave elapsed since he
gtrack down, in that same city, ancther
man—plocking him from his throne and the
crown from his brow. Notcontent with that
trophy, he now deals a blow at one no less
powerful in his own sphere, and flings his
mitre and tiara among a crowd of aspirants,
Both King and Pontiff he wraps in a slumber,
from whick nothing but the trumpet call of
the resurrection can awake them. What
mockery does death stamp upon mere human
greatness !  Vanity ot vanities, all is vanity”
when It comea to that mysterions wind.up of
mortal life—« all are of dast, and sall tarn to
dostagein”

Bat, as Christinnr, it behoves us to give
t oed to, to try to clearly tnderstand the volce
which, for our instraction, God addresses fo
us in the removal of this highest priest from
the ranks of . tbe visible church. I,
for ome, think that muzh can be
learned by our regarding him in his in-
dividnal capacity. 'That, a8 an man, he was
remarkable for the possession of good quali-
tles, none but the hopeleasly intolerant ;will
refass tp conceds. Whatever may be.our idea
a8 to tho system of which he was the chlef
tepresentative and embodiment, we can-

not -deny him personally ' tho respect|.

which is always due +to Iindomltable
energy and uoewerving consistency. If be
was, scoording to our vlew, erroneons in
some of hia opintons aad principles, {tis
surely something, and more than we often
care to own where our prejudices are strongly

eniisted, that he was singularly blameless In |

‘his work and conversation,and scrupuloasly
‘honest n his adherence to word and convic—
tion. Ina world eo foll -of shams and in-

.| clncerity among even loud professors of re-

ligton, who could withhold admiration from
the man who, duting a ‘prolenged aund most’
eventful Pontifioate, has 8o administered the

hundred, have detlded to emigrateto Osneda,

1ofty and'arduous. trust committed to him as

‘ '

~— ¥
- digarm;

t at its conclusion, bostils
vergclty and etraichtforwardness. His officinl
claims and ttterances we cannot, :of gouree,
-altogether endorse, buat his purlty and coo-
sclentiovsness we dare not qaestion. From
our standpoint, we are fain to protest against
a part of the interpretation of truth and tho
presentation. of doctrine, with which he was

| identified, but why should we not give him
| credit for singleness of aim and purposs in

his bwn line of things? We believe that we
ate right and he was wrong, but he also be-
Jieved that he was right and we are wrong.
Ho has already, and we will by and bLye,
come to the full and perfect knowledge of
who and which are right, and who and which
ere wrong, Meanwhile, agreelng to differon
debateable subjects, let us appreciate all in
him that was lovely and of geod report, aud
tejolce that « jhe memory of the just is
blessed. "

But we cannot hear a volce auch as that to
which wa have been llatening to-day without
nlao hearing the Master's voice behind and
above {t. Ho who lies in Roms, in cold and
gilent stats, was known ag and called Vicarof
Cbrist—even that oftico gave him a place
lower than that of the 8aviour who died, not
at Rome but at Jerusalem, There be many
voices in the world’'s history, and nous of
them without signification, but there never
wag & voice, there never shall be, llke that
which was proclaimed from the Cross of
Jesus. The virtue and value of a Pope's
death may, at the time of its occurrence, bs
ereat and saintary, but the virtue and
valus of the death of Chrlst are
fur all time. The signification which attaches
to the transaction ot Calvary s as
real ‘o day s it was 1845 years ago. Not
many years, and even the good Pins 1X will
by many be forgotten—Jesus shall bo held
in everlasting Temembrance! The blessinga
proncunced with great fervour and kinduess
by #the old-man-eloquert” at the Vatican,
can no more be repeated. But the blessings
of the precious snd adorable Redeemer are
perennial and endless—day by day they drop
like dew upoo human hearts. Let our closing
thoughts this morning be fixed upon Him
Who was crucified for ns, and Whose name fs
above every mname! Without Him we
cannot be sgaved—without His death ang re-
surrection there could bhave been no
salvation iz anywise. If we do not accept
Him offered to us in the Holy Gospel, it will
be an aggravation of our sin that He wag €0
willing to save us, when it happens fto us
ne {t hag happened {0 him of whose denth I
have spoken this morning. Nay! overy
moment spent without Hia fellowship and
the light of His counfenance and presence is
a cruel loss to our souls—a loss for which
crowne and thrones, treasures and posses.
sions could not compensate. Losing Him,
wo lose everything. Haviog Him, we have
overything ; for « all thinge are onra if wo are
Christ’'s.”

THE ORANGE EXTERDS THE HAND OF

BROTHERHOUD TO THE GRLIEN.

The following epeech was dolivered by
Mr. . Miller at Faneuil Hall, Boston, on the
occesion of the mass meeting to denounce
the Pbeenix Park murder:—

Mr CaalRMAN AKD LADIES AND GENTLEMEN,
—Ad hag been stated I came here to~-night as
a delepate from the Orange Liodge to offer to
you in this hour of eorrow an Irish heart and
its follow sympathy, and to stretch to you an
Irigh hand, loyal and true (grest applanse
and cheers). In the past the oronge and the
green have been apart, there has been discord
between the North and South, but uuder the
shadow of this calamity of a natlon has not
the time now corac when, like true sons of
Erin, we should stand abresst as brothers, and
uphold ber fair fame (cheera,) In making
this overture of the orange, please uunder-
stand that I am. come not spenk~
ing myself alone, but. representiog the
Orangemen of Bostom, and 1 trost of
the couutry (A volce, “Thank God”).
Let us bury now =nud  here  the dia-
cord which has been the curse of our land
and stalped our country's record with the
blood of noble men. Can we not unite our-
selves like a phalunx, hand in band, shoulder
to shoulder, for the redemptlon of our native
land and the resurrection of & nation's hopo ?
(applause). I tell you that with the orange
and green blending harmonlously on our
atandard, there {8 no English power ou earth
that can Beparate us in the struggle for
liberty (applange). No; nor can the kaile
of the assasein divide ue, for equslly we

1 bave no doubt bnt what the majority of
those before me belong to an organizatlon,
the might and extent of which, though I have
bsen In this country but ten months, I recog-
nize and appreclate, I refer to the Land
Liengue of America, whose noble efforts In the
cauge of justice clalm my admiration and
sympathy., With you, the wearers of the
green, 1 may Join tha volce of the orange
in the declaration of the belief that it
was not Irishmen who committed thatghastly
murder (loud and contlnued spplanse)
I eny that act was done by an enemy of Ire-
land's best hopes. Right well was Willlam
Ewart Gladstone aware that bis pollcy to-
ward Ireland had fuiled. He had resolved to
redeem the errors of centuries past. Hesent
across the water Lord Frederick Cavendish.
A few hours had passed, and a murdered torm
lay on the green sward of Phewrix Park, a
sacrifice to what bideous passions we know
not. Mnngled and bleeding on the grass of
Phoalx Park, I say, a staln on the Irish soll
that must be effaced. On Piooenix Park—Is
there not a slgnificance in the name? May
we, the sons of Erln, not arize again like s
pheenix from the imputed shame to cast baok
the reproach and guilt to where it belongs?
Quickened to a new life by the blood of the
alanghtered lord, may not the orange and
green sink their mutual distreat in oblivion ?
(cheers and cries of “ We will.”) The irue
question to ask 13 not whether I am an
Orangeman jor # wearer of the greeo,
but whether I am an Irishman (ap-
plause). Here we wmay pledge onr
mutual support. Over thls grave we
may rear the Irish eacutcheon, and on fts
field of green and yellow wrife the motto for
united Ireland, s Resnrgam' (applause). I trust
that our next meeting we may celsbrate our
unlon, end henceforth gide by slde be fore-
most in the vau in the struggle for the glory.
and welfere of Erin, The men of the yellow
extond the hand. of fellowship and brother-
'hood to the men of the green, and wmay the
graap ho hearty the world around.” (greatap.
plause). - S

Oramps are immediately relieved by taking
a traspoonful of Perry Davie’ Pain Killer in
a little milk snd sugar; it takes about. two
minntes to relleve the worst oages. - '
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LAND.LIAGUI Bong3, by Fauny Parnell, fs
publirhed by the Pilot Publishing Oompany,

soms very inApirlog verkes- from the'ready
‘pen of this:talented young lady. -The beok

and {9 sold for tén Lents. - -

. Oool snd collgots2:= A pald 10 bil,

1

abbor and condemn its foul uvee (applause.) |.

597 Washington streot, Boston, and contsiug’

18 ‘dedlcated toi' William:Buackshot Forster,”
© 77 "] 'Physiciane and eufferera can try it free.
' ¥ep.Full particolars sent frea‘and Instrae
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THE ASSASSINATION IN PHENIX
T PARK, .. . o

A NEW.THEORY- OF.THE TR4(SDY

The Dablin ‘Gofrebpondrn ' »n NS ¥
Siur cables as follows 1= SR

Dustiy, Mond v night.—"Tu- 1t 1 laaraed
the following intevepting n-d iwn.. -+ sat facts
in relation to the crime, which ei-ticate the

basis of the thuory on. whtun the . rulice ere
working. Two Boglishmes are #i-i 4 to have '
dogged ‘Lord Froderick Cnvendi 0 almogt

gince the hour of his app-olatm=.n. They
wera ovidently © o getora i . akit tully laid
plot for his n-asmsination Th. - dogged

his steps from White's Club, 1o %:, James
street, London, near the old - palsce, -
and followed. bim to the [Euston Bquare
Station, where - they purchased tickets
and took the same train as his Lordship.
They sléo took passage on the steomer whieh
bore bim from Holyhead to Kingstown. ©Om
artiving in Dablin they were joined by twe
confederates, end Lord Cavendish was cea-
stantly under their surveillanco. On Saturday
afternoon, » short timo before the tragedy oe.
curred, one ot tha men—a well-dressed and
gentlemanly-appesring individual, apparont.
ly the leader in the effsir—stepped ioto the
Chief Secretary’s Lodge in Phaaix Park aod
inqokred of the servants whether Lord Fred-
erick Cavendleh was within. He was im-
fosmed that he was engaged at that moment,
but was expected 1o be down presently, as he
wad going over to the Vice-rogal Lodge. The
visitor then departed in tho direotlon of the
Semicircle, a favorite walk, being situated
almost in front of the Vice-regal mansion
and near the Secretary's Lodge, in the nelgh.
borhood of which he probably rejoined hig
asgociates, who had been awaiting the result
of his inqniries.

Lord Cavendish, nfter a short interval,
emerged from the Lodge. On golng dewn
the steps he observed Mr. Burke, who was
coming up by the Porters’ Lodge, and whe
turned and accompanied him. They strolled
off together toward the Phoiulx monument.
The murder occurred within the next twonly
miputes, It is evident from all the ciromm-
stances that tho assanlt was fintended fer
Lord Cavoundish alone, and that Burke’s deatle
had never been contemplated by tho com~
spirators. Flinding bim in the company of
the peer, they concluded to finlsh him sles.
That he made a desporate defence of Locd
Cavendish seema certain, for belug a man of
fine athletic build, he was capable of making
a strong resistance-—and did so. His body
wag literally carved and the Lthroat horriblg
mangled by knife thrusts. )

The fact that the murder was committed
in Dublin and not fu London, where there
wes ample opportunity, leads the investi-
gators now to boelleve that the purpose was
to throw tho odium of the crime upon Xrish
agitators and cover tho real naturse of ¢he pled
and the tracks ot the assassins.

—————— - AE——— e
THE IRISH ABSASSINATIONS.

To Toe Epitor or Ter N. Y, BoN.—8r ;=
It 18 my hope, nay, it Is my belief, that it wHE
be found tunt no Irish band was concerned In
the murder of the two Innocent men whe
perished in lreland last Baturday. ‘Phe
deed could only have emanated from persens
who felt an equai hatred to Mr. Gladsteme
aad to Mr. Parnell, to the present Goveem—
ment o Kngland and to the Land League.
Only two clasred of persona {ill this bill. One
is the Iriech Tory landiords; the other is am
oxtremely small section of Irish NihHlate,
nsing the term Nihilist in ita worst sense, as
mern'ng the political assassin.

Tho crime, however, was so un-irish ia the
manner of its execution that I oannot believe
the last-named clnss wae guilty of it.

It 1 no wonder, thougb, that tho guitt
should be imprted to Irish- Americans by pes-
ple who are not #behind the scenes.” Wheever
roads the pages of tho United Irishman, pub-—
lished fn this country, would think, if &
stranger, that Irish-Amerlcans werp capnble of
all the fouleat crimes under the sun, We, whe -
Hve here, know that the bark of ¢hees
advocates of political masaraination i
worse than thefr bite; we know that the
owner of tkis particular paper has beem
driven to fronzy by the atroclous cruelties
practised om him by his British jallers, ond
that writing and talking are the only means
he has by which to vent his too natural and--
moslty; wo know that ho does England me
real barm-—that England has nothing te fess
from him or his party. Uafortunatly {t is te
1reland thot he doea the harm. It is our ea~
cred national canee that sufferas from him and
the rest of his Imresponsible friends,
In the nome of that onuse, I om-
treat Irish-Americans no fonger to
dally with thia evil thing. Crime 18 orime
and there is never any good to bo expestedt
from}it. We lrish are no assassing, and it ig
time that we should no looger allow amy
would-be Nihilists, on paper, to take away the
falr ropufation of our motherland.

I remain, :
Yours falthfully,
Farny PansmLr,
Bordentownp, May 9.

-~

Brilliant Scientific Triumph

IN FRANOE AND ENGLAND

It is now recoguized by the leading medieal
men that Cr. M, Souvielle's Bpirometer 1s tive
most wonderful invention ot the age for the
cure of Oatarrb, Asthma, Bronchitls, and o2 -
lung diseases. After baving been ueed im - -
the Isading hospitals, it was proved that'¥s
per cent. of these diseases, by many called
incurable, can be curud by the Spirometer
an fonstrumeut wnich conveys medioinad
properties direct to the parts affected. This
discovery iz proving a blessing to mankind:
and » credit to his name, Many porsons I
ihe city of Montreal, and sli over the Domfn-
jon, have boen cured of the above dlacasss.
Betow are a fow of the many hundreds:—

Mr0. Hi.t, Montrea!, catarrh and bronehitis. -

Mr, DeBoucuerviiig, of the Indian De-
partment, Ottawa, catarth of many years;
now cared.

Mr. Geo. Agzr, Ottawa, catarrh and lang
diseaser; cured.

Mrg. 8wsrn, London, wife of Medical Paas
tective, oured of catarrh. : '

Geo. Macume, Toronto, 482 Adelaide.
strest West ; daughter cured of asthma.

Gro. Wruuis, Exster, Unt, catarrh’ and
bronchitie, ’ C ' '

Jous Duxy, 8 Robert strest, Torontoe, bregw
chitle. - : : oben
J. D. ArustRONG, 186 Yonge street, Toromes -
to, catarrh and catarrbal deafness, < ¢ -

Tooxas Teurxr, 13 Melinda strest, Toron=
to, ssthma; oured. '~ ¢

Mr. Bess. A. Deaxx, 8t. Urbein' streety -
Moatreal, for mpny years sofferiog fromx
bronchitis and asthms, Is now cored.’ - -

Beversl of my friends have been onred of
Bronchitir, Aethmn end OCatarrh, alse =
member of iy famlly, by using the spirom-. '
oter.—Jno. P WarriN, Hunager Tux’ Pose -
and Tros Wirnesg, Montreal, © = - < -0 0w
. Thonsinds more could be ‘given, bt the:-
‘mbove ia suficleat to convidoe the publfc ef -
the me:its of the Bptrometer.  Qall’ or wrribeY’’
Inclosing atamp, {0- M.’ Bouvielle, ex-Atdd- -
surgeon of the Fromoh Army, - 13" Pilltips

Bqusre, Montreal,

menis expressed, to any address. -
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