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ta interior happiness. 'On the first the thorns prick us as wve journey
along, but their wourids -are iihïiidiately soothed wvhen we reach
aur destination; on the second, the thorn is feit anly after we have
seized the flower, and ail its sweethess cannot allay the suffering it
imposes. Let us choose, then, let us "act in -the living present,

Heart within and God o'erhead."

etusfollow the Path of ýhonor and viitte; à place iii the rà.nks
awaits ùÈr, and if We wauld gain the victôry "»let uis -buckle dir
armaur,"? sally forth -to bàttle, arid "becôme 'herôes i the strife."
Each littie skirmiish will be a victôry in fa-vor of seif-impravêment,
the ýdevelopment,'cf our character, and our »moral pirôgfres, and -by
triùmphing over ýthe enemhy, one -by one, the» oùtcÔn1ié 61 the là9t
great *bâttle wviI1 be aissured and the laurels will be ours; 'ie ýhalI
have won oiîr way ta Heaven.

"The winged day can ne 'er he chain-ed by man's endeavor,
LiTfe and tîme shall fade away,
While Heaven and virtue blooam f orever."

T. J. CALLAGI-AN.

So thoroughly is the average Englishman persuaded that the
.pun is the very quintessence of liumor, that we are surprised that a.
Tirneç reviewer should have failed ta mention Father Tabb's élever-
ness in productions of this sort. Ag fine a specimen as we have seefi
of his whimsical ingenu-ity, is the poet-priest's acknowledgrnent of a
warm eulagy by Andre-w Lang,, who, howvever, misspelled his name
"Tab"

O why should OId Lang Sign
A compliment ta me

(If it indeed is mine),
And filch rny final b ?

To him as ta the D'ane
In his soliloquy,

This question camnes again-
<2b or not 2h?"

The Cashet.


