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It wag a wild, torrible night. The
winds sobbed and wailed through the
Joafloss branoh - of the treoa like the
mournings of a lost spirit, whoso
tears, mingled with tho rain of Ieaven,
Qrenohed the shuddering carth and
sont a thrill of torror througls its stony
heart, Mon, who had braved in many
.atages tha inolemonoy of the weathor,
+azmg into tho black awful depth: of
Jhe night ere they closcly barred their
cottage daor, breathed a prayer of
thankagiving to God for the roof that
sheltered them from tho raging stormn,

In only cno home are the inmates
oblivious to the tempeat without, for
through tho halls of that mansion
Death stalksin funereal garmonts, and
laaghs in hidoous glee at tho thought
thav, ero many hours another will bo
added to his ghastly phantom train,
Within the sick room the night lamp
flickers sadly, as though in sympathy
for the lifo 80 soon to bo ended No
gound is heard save the painful breath-
ings of the sufferer, or the monotonous
tioking of the little olock that counts
away the last fow moments of lifo
with merciless acourasy, Oa a lux.
urious couch, awaiting tho oall of his
Croator, lies the almost lifeless body
of Edgar Churchill. Eugland owned
him as a shining light, his parlia
mentary oareor wag one of the most
brilliant recorded in history, and Ing
Jand’s Queen amid tho unanimous

raise of bor subjeots had crowned
Eis brow with laurels, Searce forty
years had marked his life, and, with
such brilliant prospecis before him,
what wonder that he found it hard to
resign tho lifo that had been lent bim.

He siirs uneasily and a little kneol.
ing form whioh lad hitherto been
unobserved rises and approaches the
bed. The oyes of the dying man,
now almost glassy in death, glow with
unwonted tenderness as he gazes on
tho pale young faoe of the ohild Le
loves so doarly. 'SlmAia 8 aweet-faced

Entoring tho room ho is visibly
moved at tho sight that moots his
azo. Tho little Iilaa, whom he had
ast soon 28 an infant in hor mother's
arms, and whom Lie now hardly recog-
nizea in the tall rirlisl: figuro belore
him, kneels in all tho abandonmont
of frantio grief by tho couch of tha
fathor sho 80 fondly loves, 8he calls
iteouely to him to send mamma back
f ho cannot stay himsolf; but—can
that really bo his brother, the loved
gompanion of his boyhood? A mist
dime tho oyes of tho wanderor as ho
advances slowly to the bedgido of the
sufforor, Words fail him, Ho mutely
preysos the iey hand and in sobg sinks
on his knces. There, with hia atm
around il shivering ohild, ho pledges
bia word that he will proteet hor and
nover let lior feol the want of a fathor's
caro, The dying man hoarsoly gasps,
«1 thank Theo, Lord 1" and, with &
aigh of infinite gratitude, resigus to
his Creator the life that had beon lent
him, The last sight that mects his
earhily gazo is tho kneeling forms of
his orphan child and latoly-found
brother. Tho olock tolla **eloven,” hig
oyes olose forever, and one mors noble
hoaxt is at rest for aye. .

Roy Ohurohill rises from his knees,
and, gently lifting the little _hcarb-
brokon child, he leads hor silently
from the obambor of death, wl}lle her
wild, ploading crics wrung hig very
heart. Never bofore did human words
sound 8o sad, so mournful, ag that ory
of tho orphan, ** Oh!1 Dapa, dear, do
not go yet| If you love me slay &
little Tonger with your Llea !"

Such is life! Every day the samo
sad drama is enacted in the palace
and ‘ho cotlage, shd yet 'tis some-
thing to whioh we san never become
acoustomed. Oh! death, how strange
and awful ig thy power ! Just when
life seems brightest for us thy cold,
icy hand, waves over the scene m.d
the flower most tonderly chexished is
torn from the spot in whioh it nestled,
«'Tig the old, old fashion. Old, yet
ever new,” and we ask each time in
frightened whispers, **Oan this be
doath ?* Theo answer comes mn the

king foar that fills our hearts when

little ture of
the only human tie that binds her
father's heart to earth ; and in her ho
ever boheld the loving image of the
wife ho loved so dearly and whom,
@'en now, he can soe on the banks of
that beautiful river strolohing forth
hor angel hands to belp him o'er its
rolling tide.

The ohild's face bears evidenco of
intense suffering, a8 with brimming
eyes she gently strokes thy clammy
looks, and, bending tenderly, imprints
a kiss upon the dampening brow.

¢ Dear papa,” sho murmurs,  do
you feel any essier >

« My darling Elsh,” the dying man
gasps, “my hours of puffering sre
almost ended; already I hear the
heavenly murmurings of barp-strings
touched by angel fingers. My barque
almost touches the blessed shore and
the soft welcoming echoes cf the
silver-voiced band have fallen as balm
on my weery spirit and bidden me
rejoice. DBut, my derling, what will
beoomse of you when I sm no more ?”

With a heart-rending sob she throws
herself on her knees while her wail of
anguish eoclices through the silent
halls. ¢ Oh! papa, papas, dearest
papa, do not leave mo alone. Take
me with you to Heaven and msmms, I
oan not live here when you are gone !’

A nuree, with noiseless tread, ap-
proaches the little kneeling form and
20ftly reminds her that ** papa’ must
not be excited.

The dying man feebly raises his
band with an unspoken petition not
to disturb her. He agks the hour,

¢ Ten o'slock," the woman answors.

« Ten o'clock § and he has not yet
come! God grant I may see him ers
I die and entrust my darling to his
care.”

While yet he speaks the rumble of
wheels is heard as & oarriage rolls o'er
the gravelled path. From out it
springs & mao_olosely mufiled, get,
withal drenched to the skin. Bid.
ding the driver seo to the lLiorses, he
enters the building just as a deafeni

wo roflect that 'tis inevitable and one
day wo too must share the same fate.

1L,

Two years later. In a littlo quiet
town on tho banks of the Rbine a
stately old convent rears its massive
wallss Large groves of majeatio trees
ghade it from the outside world and
give to it an air of charming svolusion.
A crowd of young girls stand togethor
in one of the garden walks, their
happy, rippling laughter, floating like
& rofreshing breeze through tha sultry
heat of the Summer day. Wo recog-

.nize among them our friend Kles, now

a oharming malden of sixteon—the
life and sunshine of that vonvent
home.

«Oh! Elsa,” one of her companions
ories. * What glorious fun 'twill be!
Just think of a whole long day to
roam at will through the woods; and
Sister Alphonse says that we will all
slesp to-night at the Chatoau so that
there msy be no delay in the morning.
I am going to gather enough nuts to
last till Christmas, and —"

¢+ Yes," excitedly broke in another,
“and I know a spot far up oun the
mountain side where the most beauti-
fal wild flowers grow in profusion.
We will gather enough to make a
orown, and Elsa, as our queen, shall
wear it

©“Oh! Yes, 'tis a grand idea!"
came in ohorus from the rest, while
Elsa modestly demurs and begs that
another more worthy might wear it in
her atead,

ot 4o

soarohing for soma paesago by which
to eseapo the awfl doath that stared
them in the faco, In tbo enstorn
wing of the building, whore tho firo
started, lilsa and two of hor com.
panions slopt. In tho frenzy that
soized all thoy were forgotion until a
Kmting crowd atood rafoly outside the
urning building and realized with
horror that their three deareat ones
wore muasing, and with no possibility
of vescna; for all the huilding was in
flames and sure death awaited any
one who ontered. Some of tho
peasonts, who by this time had arrived
on the scone, sorambled by means of
o laddor to the castern window and
oama down bearing one fainting form;
but_bofore the ascent could again bo
mado the floor had falten, and, with a
wail of anguish, tho torrified girls
realized that * their queen™ and ber

or. Daya longthencd Into weoks be-
foro the fover spents fus fury and loft a
wasted littlo form as a remnant of itg
pitiless ravagea,

Ono bright morning Elsa (for it
was no othor than sha) again opened
hor oyos to earthly obijcots. Her eyes
wandored  onquivingly avound the
room and at lust rested on the kneol-
ing form of tho peasant woman, but
all seomed strange, and, try as sho
would, sho could not remembor the
place. Tho woman rose from her
knees to find tho large lustrous oyes
fixed on her with & rute guastioning
gazo, and the tender lips struggling to
framo tho words that searco would
como.

*Yos, my doar,” the woman oried,
“I know what you would ask me,
You havo been ill 2 long, time, but I
teust m God that tho dangor now is

companions would bo crowned in [ over. Do not “‘f"o think of it, You

Heaven inatead of on the in | will ber all through timo, and

sido. . bo ablo then to tell us whero wa may
Morning slowly dawned, and the | find your friends.”

sun gazod down on as ghastly o sight
a3 over marrod thig faic carth, IJud.
dled togother in horror-stricken sitenco
tha light-hoarted girla of yesterday
beheld their beautiful mountain home
a mass of smokiug ruins, with not
timbor left to remind them of what
had boen but one short day before.

Boon began the frighéful task of
searohing for tho dead, and ’'mid
moand of anguish thero were brought
forth the charred remains of what all
supposed to he the two unfortunate
girla,

It wag with sad and woary hearts
the happy crowd of yestorday slowly
wonded thoir way baok to the Convent,
weeping bitter tears of grief for the
dear companions whose faces in death
no eyo could seo, A ghastly-looking
pall ‘covered the. fow bones’ that ro.
mained of what but a fow short hours
before was all life and vivacity ; and
moans filled the hearts where once
mirth and laughter reigned supreme.
At the Convent, where the news of
tho disaster had precedod tliem, the
slstors moved along with white soarod
faces, scarcely trusting thomselves to
speak of the dread catastrophe that
had overtaken their merey band ; and
when the mournful cortege roached its
destination the hour of aflliotion was
iudeed 8 bitter one,

*“Oh! [secoitall again I the sick
gl gasped. That awful fire! Iow
was [‘r.esoucd 2 Are the others safo ?
Oh! Sister Alphonso, when will you
come ?"

The strain was too much for her,
an'd wn’h'a quivering sigh she again

nto i , just a3

psed i
the dootor ontered the door.,

The woman repeated to him the
words of the girl and her call for
Sister Alphonse.

."Why," he said, “some of her
friends wust be in a convent—tho
neatost is ten miles away, Send at
once and ascortain if there is o Sister
Alphonse among them, and if so, bid
bor come at onge, for at the most 'tis
but a matter of & few days with our
patient. Thig last shook, I fear, has
been too much for her, and I ¢an sce
no hopo of her recovery,”

With all gpeed a messenger was
despatchied to the Convent of the Sia.
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Wala's Ilustrated Hagazine,

Walshv's Tustrated Monthly Magazino

s a new clamant for favor among the
Catholic publications of the Dominioi.
In  tho publisher's announcement the
magasine 19 described as*t epecially
intended for tho Catholic people,” but
unlikothe Amnerican Cathohe magazines,
tho outside cover is withont any ditine.
tive roligious mark or dcclaration
of Catholio principles. The intention,
theroforo, is tho launching of an cuter
prise into tho field of periodical litera.
turo not sirictly confined to Catholic
discussions and thix is & praiseworthy
feature.  We heartily welcorae the now
comer, aud bespeak support for it on tho
broad grovtud that ovory fresh ovidence
of tho capacity of our peoplo for good
literaturc dese ves, and should recave,
cncouragement. Wo aro well pleased
too, with the initial number which
tai b its two
articles of merit and intercst. Reov, Dr,
‘I'reacy contributes a paper on the
subject of ** Christian Umty ** which has
engrossed tho world of religion sinco tho
publication of tho Holy Father's Letter
to tho English people, and which is
certain to dovelop more and muro
earnest, intolligent and Promablo at-
tention in the fature until tho happy day
when all Christiang shall onco moro ac-
knowlego onofold and universal Church.
Dr. Treacy looks to the pressand pul'pu'

P tonnd the hfo 1od by these peoplo wan
w0 thorough anl sincere [ grew to bo
very fond of thera, and to give you sotue
dea of how it wtluonced my after lifo |
sent two ol my dsters to” this place,
whero there was s very fino girls sehiool
hept by the nans, and thoy becamo
Catholice,  Yet, through all these years
the old pricst nover asked mie: to beeomo
n Catholic, though the Archbishop of
Rauen oncs vent for me and asked :
Aro not yonr peoplc niraid of your bo-
coming & Catholic >
Revlen of Merie .,

The October Reviow  of  Reviews
throws morc light than the ordinary
reader may bo able to puccivo upon tho
influcuco of religious journalan, The
article, which in written by Mr. Georgs
P. Morriv, vhows how far religious jour.
nalism lopy i ional courtesy
and interracial brotherhood — Subscrib.
crs m forcign landy look with confidence
to what the religious journal says, and
the printed pago penctrates where the
preacher and the doctor caunot go.
“acts indicato that the persuasive force
of religious journalism i lovolling the
baxrier of race, religion, casto, and poli-
tical tyranny, and has its sharo in has.
teuing” the “re-union of Christendom,
"This 18 what has been repeated again
aud again at recent Catholic congresses
aud by leading prelates of the Church,
The October ntunber of the Reviow of
Reviows 18 as usual very interesting,
ono of tho articles boing a roviow of the
Manitol by Mr, Clifford

ters of Mercy, and Sister Alpk

informed tiat a dying girl asked for
her, adding an urgent request to come
and mako happy her laat hours, The
kind sistors were somewhat puzzled at
thoe strangely delivered mesaage, but,
faithful to the voice of duty they set
forth—Sister Alphonse and the Su.
perioress of the Order, and lost no
time in roaching the bedside of the

A telog brought Roy Churchill,
the uncle and guardian of Elsa, in a
frenzy to the spot, wildly calling
on the Liord to take bis life in ropara.
tion a8 he oursed bimself for being
the evil cause of Elsa's fatal death.
The poor dharred bones, that no oue
could possibly identify, were quietly
1aid to rest ‘neath the shadow of their
Convent home, aud bitler briny tears
stoeped the n0ld {urf above them,
while forvent prayers rose like incense
from the depths of pure innocent
hearts. Roy Ohurohill, after the last
sad rites were over, rus to Paris
and there plunged into the wildest
oareer of diesipation, thinking to ob-
tain relief from the sickeni

They entered the room, and Sister
Alphonse, with a low ory of terrcr,
sank on Ler knees as she recognized in
the emaciatod form before her Elsa,
the treasured darling of hor heart.

The dying girl moved not. No sign
of consoiousness was visible in the set,
expressionless fave, but the lips of the
Sister's moved in silent preyer while
the ‘doclor tried every means in his
power (o restore evon a few moments’
consciousness. The pessant woman,
seoing that the girl was rocognized,
proceeded to relate the ociroumsiances
which led to ber being there, and b«:}im

for tho furtl of tho great proj

union, declaring that: * whero connnent
can and should bo made; where praso
aud blame should be freely meoted oud
and without disparagement to tho cir-
stances; whero un-Christian motives
roveal themsel in tho tinued
actions of individuals or socicties, and
whero not to denounco botrays at least
negativo co-operation in what'is profesa-
edly opposad to Christian charity, hero
is the placo for the newspaper to cry out
and spare not, and to_show itself not so
much tho scrvant of the public mind as
tho leader and modeler of publicopinion.”
This is strong and refreshing writing,
and it may be added that the writer
takes occasion oven now to complimont
the Globo and World nowspapers for
what they have alrcady done in this
regard. The other articlo i3 contributed
by Mre, W. H. Higgius a _veteran jour-
nalist, who writes somo “ Persondl Rem.
inlscences of Thomas D'Arcy McGee."
This is a very rcadable and deeply
sympathetic skotch of McGeo's character
a8 a patriot and a kind hearted loveable
man. Mr, Higgius writes with easo and
graco, and he will bo welcomed back by
many admirers among the literary
whero for so many ycars ho

tinding of her y
beneath the iron while the

g terror
that was guawiog aven to hig heart's
core, We loave him and trace our
stops to & humble cottage—the home
of s German peasant and his family,

1L

In & tiuy room sorupulously neat
and clean, stands a snowy bed where-
on a youug girl tosses in the height of
a raging fever. Her delirious inco-
herent ravings and the deathly glare
of the sightless eyes fill the heart of
the old German housewife with a
tender passion, and she

Siaters listened with blanched faces to
the tale of her loug siege of suffering
when they mourned her as dead, and
resting calmly in the quiet convent
churchysrd.

The night dragged slowly along,
and towards morning the girl slowly

was a famitiar figure.

Walsh's Magazine contains sixty
pages of letter press or about 40 nows.
paper columes and is issued at §1,00 a
ear. The Canadlan Magazine.

Tas  Canadian Magazine, which has
now climbed into an assured place
among tho periodicals of America,

opened her eyes with the raptured ery
of «“Mams, Paps, I am coming.
Wait for me)? The swift relurn to
oonsoiousness was but of short dura-

to show g
with overy issue of tho cstimation in
which itis heldin Canada. The October
number is as bulky and almost as well
illustrated and readable as any of the

tion, A grateful glance of recog
she beamed on Sister Alphonse, and

‘“poor lamb 1" as she amoothes the
pillow and gently soothes the burning
brow of the sufferer, A physician
stepa lessly in, and, in » whisper,

Their lively chatter is p
by the approach of Bister Alphonse,
who bida them prepare for their
pleasute trip, as the carriages will be
there in an hour to convey them to
the Chateau.

Such merry shouts, and lappy,
playfal words, ring through the air
a8 thoy gaily trip towards the couvent,
and suchhurrying and breathing before
all are comfortably seated within the
apaoious vehioles! A drive of three

orach of thunder almost shakes it to
its foundation. Haatily flinging aside
his dripping garments he bids a ser-
vant conduot him to the roown of his
master.

But—s word concerning this man,
He was of medium stature, rather
thiokly built, dark bair and eyes, and
skin tanned to almost an olive hue
from exposure to Southern suns. At
a glance it oan be seen thal he is a
brother to the dying men, for the
resemblance between them iz too
strong to admit of more distant rela-
tionship. Yet his face lacks some-
thing. Where in the one is plainly
read determination and h of
charaoter, Roy Churchill, our new
soquaintance impresses one at once as
s good natured man, bus of no forse
or resolution; weak, {00 easily led.

miles the most delightful
German scencry did not, we may be
sure, dampen the exuberance of their
youthful spirits; and, when at last,
the Obatoau sppesred in view, their
excitement had resched Much a pitch
that even the gentle voice of Bister
Alphonse could not reduce them to
quietude. A ringlng shout rent the
air, and their happy hearts overflowed
with keen enjoyment of the delightfal
holiasy that had been them.

“ The Chateau,” as they all fami.
linrly called it, was an old buildivg of’
quaintand unique design. The former
ower, dying childless, bud willed it to
the Sisters of Meroy, und hers, on
special occasions, the pupils of the
convent were treated to & rural
holiday.

Thia time the old hcusekeeper had
called forth all her skill and & tompting
supper awaited the Lungry erowd of
girls on their arrival thare, to which,

{0 say, they did more than
justios. The ea of night fell f.o‘:
? P

menial gare
head thet
oblivions of the awful fate

shat awaited them.
A smothered ory of “ Fire” a fow

houre later broke abrupily on their
repose snd struck terror to the hearts
of all; and ghastly frightened fases
rushed frantioally to and fro, madly

enquires if any change is disoernible.

¢ Nous whatover,” the womsn re-
plies, * She raves incessantly and
uothing oan be gathered from what
she saya but ¢ uncle Roy ' and ¢ Eng-
land' If I knew to whom the poc:
lamb belonged I would gladly fiad her
her people; but, as it is, I must be
faithful to the trust the Liord has
placed in me, and tend her carefully
#ill she herself can tell me her story.”

+And you do not hor ?” the doctor
questioned in visible surprize, * How
then came sho here aud in your oare 9"

« Well! *Tis rather strange how it
all came about. My husband, who

has been workiug in the stone quarries |

of E—h' m onbhi;diw:th the
mountains, a buil that had
been lately burned, for :8 few faint
wroaths of smoke still hovered over
ona oorner of the ruined pile. About
the only thing that tha fire had left
was a large iron box—a sort of ward-
robe, aund this at onoe atiracted his
attention. Apsrouhing it, he ex-
smined the rude workmanehip and,
putting forth all his strength, he lifted
one corne: and beheld the unconseious
form of a girl beneath, No house
was in sight, aud help was far from
him, 8o he just lifted the poor young
thing into his oact, and broughs her to
me, knowing she would be well cared
for here.

« Bat,” inhm:%:.dxl the dootor,
 have no enqairies made? Has
0o one nearched for the girl 9

“No! Nordows even know who
owned the place where she was found ;
bat, use your utmost power, Doctor,
and Jare her ae 000 as oan, for I
know she is mourned by some one,
and, till she herself can tell us, I fear
her name will be untold.”

Through days and nights of intense

woman watched

Iay back peacofully in Ezer arms, while

vow 4 dard of dlgnit?',
combined with that intercst which only
belongs St t topicsofd i

1 1), hout the

asmile of calm. 1 s
settled on her marble brow, now damp
with the dews of death.

Fow words wore uttered. the scene
being too holy to be marred by
language. Elsa lay like a beautiful
vision approaching the ¢ Great White
Throne,"” her confessor on one side
and Sister Alpbonse on the other.
They had found her but to lose her—
yeot not for aye. In the happy home
to which her spirit journeyed they
would meet again and parting pangs
no more they would suffer. She
sank, slowly sank, and when the rays
of the sun beamed upon the cotiage
window she had opened her eyes in
the bright laud beyond.

The pews of her death reached Roy
Churohill on lns arrival at the Hotel
~——, Paris, aftor leaving the greater
part of his fortune in & n‘otoriouu

en. y R
why, he packed a faw articles of
apparel and set out for F——, his
heart full of remorse for his sinful
dedds. The mystery attending the
diseovery of Elsa had beon explained
to him, and as he journeyed along he
folt & thrill of repentance steal through
his hesrt, and to this inspiration of
graos he gave heed,

Knealing humbly by the bier of the
dead maiden he bitterly thought of
the &ruat his dead brother bad reposed
in him, and asked pardon of the Liord
for the aimless, reckless life he .lmz

18
The leading articlo is from the pen of
%‘Ir. Goldwin Sn‘:i}h who deals with

Py is disapy
gmund}aken that Canadian

hool g
Sifton which is not abovo criticisz.
The Catholic World,

_T'ho Luropean ancestress of our Cana.
dian shrine of Ste. Anne de Beaupro is
tho subject of an na<i;med articlo in the
October Catholic World. Readers of
Tur Rrc1sTeER aro not withont kuow-
1:dgo of the shrino of Ste. Anno d
Auray in Brittany, tho story of which
has xcccntlf' been told in theso colunns
by our well-known contributor, * Didy-
mus.” Ths, however, is all the more
reason why our readers will cnjoy tho
journey which tho writer in tho Catholic
World takes s upon through Brittany
to Auray,the Mccca of overy ﬁoly Breton,
to whiclt ho must go onco’ it not in {|
life in the other :

¢ Cest Notre Mere a tons ;
Mort au vivant dit-on,

A Sainte Aune, use folsdolt
Aller tout Braton.”

Always in tho lead of our Catholic
periodical litorature the Catholic World
this month maintaing its place with
papers that havo all tho value of belong.
ing to what the world is thinking on.

The Atlantic Moutkly,

Tho broad cultured ind of the late
Mr. Honry Oscar Houglton cleared for
tho Atlantic Monthly a distinct place in
literature, not in America ouly, but in
the old world as woll. This position it
easily continues to hold, aud thero is an

tt feas about the magazine alto.
gether which Causdians cannot help
recognizing,if for uo other reuson that the
Atlantic has invaded the Cauadian field
in & 100re intelligent way thav any other
periodical wo know of. The October
number isrich and variod in its contonts,
a particularly instructivo articlo having
the titly “Tho Genius of Japanese
Civilization,” by Lafcadio Hearn.
A Studyof Exploration in Now France"
i3 an article alsoof special intor st based
on Mr. Justin Winsor's rewent book
* Cartier to Frontenac." On tho stage
of Now Frauce is described tho rowantie
drama of the French regimo showing “‘a

to sco the series of tableau, which for lifo and
claims to a P go- | color and d forco have not elso.
ment is & prepost proposit As | wherel qualedin Awerican history."
woll, says ‘Slr. Smith, might a single Naered Heart Mussenger.

state of tho Union claima copyright law
as Cauada_to placo herself on a lovel
with Great Britain, If Canadiau authors
and pudlishers had any standing in tho
Euglsh market this argument would not
Lo without considerable force ; but when,
in fact, the Euglish reading public are
denied access to Canadian thought by
reason of tho unfortunato view taken by
English writors of all that is colonial,
the caso is without weight. Tho ritua-
tion must bo viewed iu the concrete

,Tho Sacred Heart Mcssenger pub-
lishes & most interesting and valuable
number for October.  The beat article is
Father Gazot's deseription of missionar
lifo iu Madagascar., The Jesuits, indeed,
scem to bo trained journalists, and the
stylo of this paper, like so wany we
have already mot in the same magazine,
is admirable for the practical value, tho
fuud of information and religioud lessons
that are combined in gr:welul aud enter.
taining 1 Iad, is_a

aspect, and asall €
depend moro or less upon the growth of
our literature, Canadians would bo
pusillanimous indced did they accopt
tho oxclusion forced upon them by
Rritish authors, who apparcatly aro uot
only without sympathy for their
Colonial cousing, but.’in‘well defined
autagonism to them, It is all very well
to say ¢that ‘there is nothing local i
copyright.” Mr. Goldwin Swmith does
not howover shut his eyes to the plain
truth, aud he urges at least that
Canadian authors,publishersand printers
must be heard before anything is finally
decided.
‘The Strand Magazing,

Mr.J Forbes Robertsou, the eminent
actor who played Laucalot in Siv Henry
Irving's King Arthur, is tho subject of
tho illustrated_interview in the October
Strand Magazive. It is ioterestivg to
learn that whilo Mr. Robertson is not &
Catholic, i liatoly over the mantel.

been leading. With what
of his once princely fortune he settled
down in » quiet corner of the old
German town where ha might daily
visit Elsa’s grave; and there he spent
his life in performing deeds of charity
and laying up storss of good works,
by which he won the fervent prayers
and gratitade of all the puor and
afflieted, As he grow old and death
drew near, loving haods were ready o
miaister to his wants and “ God b

the kind Englisk and reet his soul

suffering the patient
by the bedside of the sick girl, bat no
words paseed the parchied lipa save the
ravings of a fevered brain—no glance
of recoguition grested the tired watch.

in Heaven " was the prayer that sped
him onhis vvxo o the other shore
where Elea , with Papa aud
Mams, 40 weloome ¢ Uncle Roy.”

picee of his studio hange a crucifix, and
the crucifix is alss promiuent in nearly
ovory room of his house. Mr, Robertson
explaing this by saying that many years
of his childhood were spent with ax old
priest near Ronon. He says: *Ilearnt
to love M, le Cure do Bou-Secours; he
was almost & saint ; Lo spent nes-ly all
his money on the charch, aud [ was
happier than when with him. I

country knowledge of which s very de.

sirablo at the present time, and Cas{lolic
readers hiavo 10 reason to complain that
their publications arc behind the times.

Catholle 1lome Ananal, 1596,

Messrs. Bouziger Brothers have just
})ubhshod their Catholic Home Auaual
or 1896 which should flad a welcome it
ovory Catholic family, A book of this
kind' is & nccessity in tho home, and
when publishers succeed in producing
an aunnal that is worthy of commenda.
tion Catholics ought to know it. Beuzi-
ger's is descrving of overy praisc, and is
far ahead of its predocessors. This
year it appears in an entively new form
with now cover, new features, and in.
creased reading ruatter, cmbracing at.
tractivo illustrated siories by the beat
Catholic writers of the coutinont, such
as Dr.‘ Maurico l-‘n‘ncis Egu!. historical
an tive ) ) b1
and reading for the young. It contains
also seven full pago iﬁu-tnﬁom on
beavy tonod paper aud over seventy-five
other iltustrations. It isin every sonso
& delightful aunval for Catholics.

The Cosmepelitan,
Rudyard Kipling makos his last ap.
co a3 a teller of Jungle Storios
or October, :I“!)‘(‘owgli

P

“The Cosmopalitan £
Loaves tho Jungle Forover." Cos.
mospolitan announces that it will ba%:
t‘lwv publication in January of X

p s M2 oani
be fully the equal of The Comxopouh::
but containing from wixleen o twenty
pux by the ablest agricultoral writers
-'of the world, upon sub, of im,

t0 the agriculturist, ulturist and
stock-growing interesls.




