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AN EASTER OFFERING &

&

By SARA TRAINER SMITH.
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HE prison wall is not unsightly
from without. It rises high
and smooth, of & dark, mottled

gray stone, with narrow buttresses al
regular intervals, and & square battle-
mented tower at each corner. The east-
ern wall is not parailel with the street,
and there lies between them a high
terrace, gradually widening as it runs
until the north end has expanded into &
Jovely stretch of sward, with here and
there a flourishing surub or rose-tree,

The street is & fine one, wide and
smooth. The opposite neighbors adzume
the care of this Lriangle of sweets, this
strip of garden to which the siunery
within have no claim. It ie s plessant
bit to face the windows of thiic highly
respectable homes, and the wall—well,
they are outside of it.

It has another side, however. Iuis
very, very thick and massive, connted by
feet instend of inches. but if it were u
thousand miles of Innd and sea, of forest
and farm, of mountain and valley,it could
not more etfeciualiy divide the opposite
neighbors from the in - ates.

At aunset on Gond Friday, the heavens
were all aglow. 1t had been an April
day of alternate shower and ann, buat
had cleared gloriously at night-fall.
The crimson and gold burned tiercelv at
firet, then mellowed into a pale warmth
of sky through which the evening s ar
shone brilliantly. Miss Leonard watch-
ed tt from her bedroom winiow, She
had spen! theday in chnrch. tusin his
most peaceful hour was “ only thinking”
in the gquiet af her own room.  Through
the vejlof holy sadness the day’s de vo-
tions had drawn between her and the
world, even the atar shone with a soften-
ed light that awoke a pure and tender
pity.

T'he poor creatures on the other side
ol the wall! What was this hioly nizht
to them? Would they remembior? Did
they even know 7 Would Eagler morn-
ing bring them any glad, sare hope?

She started.  Against the pale yelloy
of the sky was darkly silhouctted »
sudden change of outline. A smail.
enrions]y buddled masy roae <lowly oun
the hroad coping.  Thens bullet-shaped
huad waa lifted and cantionsly {she was
snre of 1) protended. The next instant
all had melted intn e shadows,

Mise Lecnard knew what had happen-
ad. A prisoner ba Leseaped.

- One etar led, perolesal hreath—the
next, she hod dectded,  Befiasabe vanld
hnve told her pureaose  abie was 8oty
opening the front door.

Except forthe conk, wha wae deep in
the mysleries of a fast-duy dioner shie
was alone in tie hense, and hor lght
arep was noiseless on the wtuivs, Prac
tieally, she was answerable to noone
for anvihing she might chaose oy,
and there were no witnesses she feared
within or withoent, unless the gnardiane
of the peace were where she had never
vet encnuntered them—within sivht.
She puuaed nn the tep step und [ooked
across the way.

I'helower part of the watl was already
black ns night, but the upper leaves of
the heavy ivy were shakencd and loos-
ened, and there was adry, sharp rustle
at irrevalar intervals, to a Fatening ear.
Misa Loonard ran swifttly across the
atreet, and lenned against the torence
wall.

“Teaw you,” she suid viry Iow, hnt
elearly and deliberately.  “Yon al
better come hotme with me, whoeveryon
are. | want to help you, and—there is
no one elre whowall”

Thete was & moment’s eilenee. Then,
with a faint, serambiing eaund, the ivy
shook Lo its cory roots, and out from its
fulling leaves and branches  stepped
slowly a small, small man, oddly dressed
(or undressed) in a metley garb,

He came down across thue smooth
diap grass wirh an nieertain tread, and
atoud hovering on the edge of the wall.
Miss Lo nard put up a resolute hand
and Jdrow him to the pavement beside
ner. Then she tarned instantly, pre
coded hinyacross the street, up the steps,
aud into the inll, where she waijted for
hint. e came so limpingly stumbling
ovir the steps amd on the ruy, that she
thone it he was hart.,

YAre rou Inme?
that o she asked,

Fle obkied ad ber dombly, aml ghook
nis head.

coan'tyonepeak ? 0 Areyon g nuter

tie lipe moved stitlle, o NoL L ean

Did yvour tall Jdo

rali, eaneay Dthank voe—ior what ?
Wil ven give me np "
Irwar sach o cnrioae volee —mnre [

(e voice of one wono conres (rom e
srave, k8 we world faney it His look.
too, an it nut Bors had something in it
she had nevorseerr before, o deadness
that was not death, and & ealmness that
wag nat peace. Her warm heart was
alirred o a g'rnee pity unlike anything
alie had ever telt hetore,

“Give yon up”  Why, no. why should
T-dothat? If you ean get away—how
long have you been there?"”

He hesitated. It was the year eipht
een Hxty—sisiy—1  don't remember.”

Miss Leonard turned pale  Under the
hall gns it was cusily seen, and the dull
eyen noticed i,

“8o long us that!” she c¢xclaimed
“Why. that is & Jonger time than I can
remember. Wag it murders. She agked
the question sharply, notwithstanding
the hesitation between the last word and
the other, and the answer was given ap
gharply.

‘“ No, never! IL was—stealing.”

The door be | rang close beside them,
slartling both. They looked at each
other, & long, steidy look. **Come up
stairs,”” said Miss Leonard, softly, **1
want to hear—and 1 will heax,”

She led the way, and he followed aa
quickly and as silently as be could.
There was no pause on the second floor,
but on the third, in the back hall she
opened the door of & small, dim room,
‘The sound of voices at the door Hoated
np as he passed in, :

* Listen!” she motioned, and stood
with a hand on the lock, the door half
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closrd, Thers wgs an altercation, a
denial, an insistance, and the door
slammed.

“Som- one will be here in a moment,”
she said  “Bat yon have only to keep
still The room ia mine. Sit there.”

She had struck a light, and he saw
that she had pointed to a large. soft-

ushioned chair over which was care-
lrgsly thrawn a large silken coverlet.
As he sank into its sheltering arms, she
tbrew the coverlet lightly over him.
“Cont= in!"” she answered the knock at
the door which came on the instant, and
turned with apparent unconcern from
the d- ek near her.

“There is a man at the door, Miss

Leonard,and he sez there was an egcaped
convic’ out here, and he thinks he cum
in this house. ‘‘ It wasa moat indignant
tone, and evidently pitched toconvey
anme intelligence to the ‘“man at the
donr.”
. ""'Well Ellen,tell the man that [ came
in but this instant. I went acrnas the
etreet to pick up something. He has
been dreaming

 An’ didn’t T tell him thit !” was the
trinmphant conclusion of the conversa.
tion. Miss Leonard listened asthe steps
dlpscended, and apoke the lirst instant of
gilence.

“ { am accountable to no living being
for what Ido, and I truat in God Iam
doing no wrong in this act. Tsaw you
get vver the wall, I don’t know who
youn are or where you are {rom, nr what
vout are expinting, but [ pity you—nh, I
pity you' This is Gond Friday, [ have
I en in churech all dav. [ have been
tanght pity and love and mercv. I can
nnt—I cannot let you ga without a werd
of svmpathy and cheer, I don’t care who
‘.{“l ’lr(\l’l

The ailken cover had been awept aside
when she began to speak. A very pale
fuce lonked up at her, still with that
arrange desdness that wag nat death nygs-
an it, bat, alao, with a gleam as of light
from snme faroff star of hope. Its
owner spread out a pair of thin, wern,
wrinkled hande, gtrangely helpless and
i theient loeking,

“You are doing no harm.” he said
feebly, = Iam an old ran. [ have not
It (o Hyve anyvwhere 1 thought 1
wonld like to die—somewhere olse?

He pressed his hoonde together and
Looked slowly and rari us!v aronnd.

“Thisi=a protty room,” he said -
ta rat like any room 1 evergsaw, Bnt 1
see i to have read of thines | ace horo,
Are there man —is this the way people
Yive now 7!
Rome people,
Sohave othiers

Soe was sbidving him earefully, 170
miust hve been a handsone mon, wirh
a delieate brighs tinted beaniy that siit-
ed hiv diminntive steure, He looked
Covel] fintshed 7 toos althongh his handa
wire slightly stained, and showed some
traees of Iabars But i that dopgeaiiog
dress in that altogether nnlovely gnise,
who could jidge of & man as he looked
frec. upright, fearloss before God and
man? The pricon tdnt wae on him.
wag in him, was of him. No human
bojng comld ever see him ag God made
him while time endured for hin, The
pocr poor sonl !

¢ How are vou to leave here?” asked
his bostess suddenty, breaking in on bis
wppvey of his eorconndings, “Whepe aree
you going 7 Whom have you togo ¢

He did not amswer.  He bad risen and
gtowal faeimr one corner of the room,
There was a tible there, with & picture
or two over it and on it a statiue onon
hracket on sitherside of it, and a kneel-
ing stonl betore it. The centre ot the
heantiful and contly gronp was an ivory
crucifix—a  magniticent, an exquisite
portraval of the Divior Redeemer 1nthe
supreme moment of divine love.

“ 1 know that ' he explained. ©1 have
szen that.  Where did you get it ?”°

It was iy Patbers” said Miss Leon-
ard simply. "It cenme to me on my
maother’s death. [tisa work of art, and
it ie most beawdtul, most wonderful., 1
have never seen anvihine as beantiful of
Onr Laord.”

1ie was seated again, amd looking at
her wondily. Something  in his eyes
moved her stranvely,

“14do not know who vou are* he said
presently, “You will tell me 7

s Surely, T am Marie Elizibeth Leon-
ard. b Uve here with friemis.”

“And von are rich?

“Jam rich. Tam very rich, I can heln
v and vou need not besite to allow it,
Vor §oahadl be very elad 1o do it

His gnze sottencd,  They have not
epoiled vou. Riches have nat harmed
voit If vou help me vou will never re-
vt i, 16 will be diflialt, T mast wait.
Moav [—ean I wait here?”

Mivs Leopard  tlaghed redly.  What
bhad she done?  Whar could she do?
She wag her own mistress, to be gure, in
an almost anhexrd of minner, but this—
ihis was o most unheard of charity, Or

I huve my own tast: =,

whim? Whaut would come of it ?
““The door of this room 18 ahways
locked. You ean stay here until iv is

gafe for yvou to leave. And I will do
whnt [ can.”

% Nisy Leonard, the mistregs says will
you please come to the libeary now.
There nre some ladies wishing to sec
you. DMiss Anthony is one of them.”

It was a pleasant volce without the
door. Mise Lieonard answered it pleas
antly, that sbe wouid be down in a
minube, and rose to go.

“Stay 1" said her strange guest, rising
also. “One thing. If you lind you
must give me up—and do not hesitate if
any trouble threatens you—come and
tell me yoursell I promise you 1 will
go without resistance. But I would like
to know it from you.”

A change had come to him since he
entered the room. He had another man-
ner, another voice, another air alto
gether. It puzzled Miss Leonard, yet it
seemed more real and natural than the
awful calm that had been his at first.
She nalf understood this brushing away
of prison cobwebs. She prumised bim
to do.ar asked, pointed out the comforls
of the tiny room, half studio, half morn

ing room—her own particular den—and
ghen went away, carefully locking the

oor. - ,

The escaped convict—still a prisoner
—sat & long time in the great chair
with his hands before his face. He was
indeed an old man: the white bair, the
wrinkled hands, the bowed shoulders,
the lean and shrunken frame, proved it.
But he would have been ten years
younger had his days been passed
among men and in honorable pursuits.
When at last he uncovered his face and
looked abdut him; there were Leaxra in
bis eyes, and their traces on his poor
fece. Tue gas flared up in the room
across the narrow strip.of yard, and out
‘of its darkness sprang into being for the
looker on a merry group of children
around their nurse.

*She has forgotten the curtains,’” be
sald with & faint and tender smile.
‘She is not such a schemer, after all.”

With trembling fingers he turned down
the flame in the globe beside his, and
then carefully shaded the windows, &l
though he lingered over the unfamiliar
and joyous sight of the light-hearted
little ones getting readv for bed. Then
he slowly, almost timidly, crossed the
room. and stood before the carven
crucitix. He bent low before the beauti:
ful, divinely patient face; he scanuned
closely the pierced hands and feet.
Then, with one heart broken groaa, he
sank on his knees before it.

O Thoun, my Lord! Do Thou forgive!
"Phese hands that wrought Thine Image
are helpless now—these feet that once
tollowed Thee afar off have gone astray
—his heart—'" ‘There was a long
silence. The puor head sank lower and
lower, the thin hands clasped convul-
sively the foot of the cross. A atrugele
began in that still hour between heaven
and hell.

It was late when Miss Leonard came

softly in, with a gentle warning sound.
The light was dim, but when she turned
it up her guest was sleeping beneath its
raya in the great chair,  He awoke with
a start, and a& bewildered look at her,
and, too, with a broken murmured
phrase, strangely like lier name Rs her
mother spoke it. It was her mother’s
name also.
« [ could not return hefore this” she
said, taking no notice of his bewilder-
ment. * We have had guests to dine—
airnngers in the citv.  Tam eorry | can
not provide yon with hetter fare than
wine and bread sl frait. bat fear to
cause remark and ingniry. [ have been
thinking of vou all the time."”

He smiled. but said nothing. She
rapidly set betore himeauch refreshments
as a tiny capboard in the room supplied.
T am often hosnitable to my own
specin! friemle” she explained, And
the children are fond of me. Ta morrow
you will have better cheer, Thope. I
five plunued youe escape fram herel”

“ Have you. indeed? That s overy
vood of von  Amd have s a djuenise
forme”? Tocre was almost amngement
in bis gue-tion.

“CThat s the most Jdidealt thing of
all 17 she said, 1 hove an immensely
long uleter that was v anele’s e
was about venr size Hlave yon far togo
when voir leave herr

He was silnt. .

S Iy tell me where Yonare o ing—
I dm't want to kneaw—- 1 hat better not
know. Oniv-—wiil it bhe far 27

Nop very far”

“ Phen it will be dark-—as dark as 1
pver ju—all the way, I r vor must go be

fore the fiest dawn, 1 ennnot get you
ot of the house otherwise, for everyone
will he going to choren.”

He wae  strangely  nditferent, qne
thunght. He was eating very little, and
there was “* no heart,” as her old nurse
would have saild, in anvthing he did,
He Inoked at her now for a long time,
holding his glass of wine before him on
the table,

“ Yo are not married ¥ he asked, not
abraptly.,

« N Miss Leonard felt  herself
blush ns she answered, Hesighed as he
wateied the eolor rise.  But he gaid no
more, and soon after she left him, to re

taurn at three o’cloek.

I, war not wonderful that he dld not
aleep at all that nighit.  When the house
breame still with the stitiness of sleep,
he went softly to and fro in the room,
touching tenderly—as with reversnce—
the dainty and beantiful things that
wdorned it.  Onee or twice, le bent and
softly kissed iriles distinctively the
¢irts own.  But he came back at last to
the fom, of the eracitix, and kneit there,
manfully and penitently.

< Yord, ag Thou wilt ! he brake forth.
“ 1 have sinned.  BueThou hast gnflvred
innoeent. | will go back., Thon ha<t
bheen hetter than a father to my child—I
Lknow it now—I have ecen it. 1 will go
back. [oflor Theeall that Iam. [Itis
all T have, bLord, it was not freedm 1
wanted ! It was to sit ‘clothed andin
my right mind* atTuy feet. 1 willgo
back.

When Miss Leonard canie 1n. he was
waiting, waketul and serene. She conld
not but notice that he spoke awl stood
and moved adifferent man, and her
sympathies were stirred to gr-ater inter-
est, thinking of the valne men sct on
liberty, since the mere prospect aronses
long dormant facnlties.  In his new life,
he wonkl beeome w different man, and,
in part at least, it would be her doing.

she had brought with hersuch clothing
as would serve fur a disguige until day-
light came, and he hastily asemed it.
Tagether they stole down the dark stairs
softly, she unlocked the d)or. and prer-
ing and listening, stood before him on
the threshold.

“There is no one within sight” she
whispered. * Take this— nd oh, I wish
yon a happy Easter! God bless you' ”

She put ont her hand with a balf
hesitating, half superior air, yet it was
winsome and pretty. Hetook it in both
of his—for a second only.

# God bless you ! ” he echoed faintly,
and added, tremulously and tenderly,
“ my—-child!” .

She was stactled. But he was gone in
an instant, melting away into the future
as suddenly, as noiselessly as he, had
come out of the past.

He went back. He was there at
the greatiron studded door on the south
when morning dawned and he coult be
seen. He had cast aside his disguise,
and stood shivering in the cold, raw sir
of April daybreak. Whers he had been.
or what he had doune, he never told. “IL
have come back,” was his only answer to

queation, command or taunt, From

that time forth, he went his way withid'
its narrow, sunless' limits, patiently,
silently, peacefully.
" Ivwaspot long. Beforethe papers had
quite forgotten Lo repeat the episode, be-
tore Miss Leopard had gathered courage
to tell the man she was to marry of her
daring charity, before the Easter lilies
had all faded, he was free; - .

And the offering be miade—is it not
among the fadeleza blossoms of thelilies
of Eternal Life ?”

THE IRSH BRIGADE

Was the Theme of an Eloquent Lec-
ture by Dr. Conan Doyle,

Before the Members of the Irish
Literary Society in Dublin-

fDublin Fieeman.]

Qa Saturday Dr. A. Conan Doyle de-
livered & most interesting lecture on
“he [rish Brigade” before the members
of the Irish Literary Society at the
Society of Arts Rooms, John street,
Adelphi. Mr. R. Barry O’Brien, BL,,
presided, and there was a large attend-
ance of prominent Irishmen in London.

Dr. Conan Doyle, who was most warm-
ly apptauded, said he was acquainted
with few more interesting incidents in
histury than those which led to the
formation and the existence for a hun-
dred years of the Irish Brigade in the
aervice of France. That so large a body
ol men sbould engage under the colors
of a foreign nation; tnat they should
fight ipainly against the Government
which claimed their ailegiance, and that
they should be able tor a period which®
exceeded three generstions tokeep them
salves well oflicered by Irish gentlemen
of the best Catholic families, and their
ranks filled with the best fighting ma-
terial of Ireland, was certainly

A MOST EXTRAORDINARY PHENOMENON.

The existence of a militury orgzanization
of this unnatural sort for solong a period
was unigque, he thought, in the world’s
history, und told more than words comld
dou of the abominable misguvernment of
Ireland by Great Britain in the 18th
century. During a century the history
of the Irish Brigades was entwined with
the military history of France. Their
lives were spent in tighting against
Great Britian or the allies of Great
Britain. He round in his notes 8t cn-
pagements in whieh they bad burned
powder. They helped the Freneh to
victory. They covered the French retreat
in three Continents.  They  fought
against thelr persceutors, Again and
sunin their presence turned deteal into
vietary tor their adopted conntry. The
easca of Cremona aud of Foutenoy were
admitted on all hands.  Asnd then at last
milder laws prevaited in Ireland. Same
limited measure of justice was due to the
nuive population, and instantly  the
Brizndes in France began to dwindle and
disappenr. Afr the raiging of the Siege
of Limerick in 1591 which terminnted
the Jucobite war in Lreland. 24,000 men,
all goud, trained soldicrs, of great cudur
ance and hardibood, with an experience
of severil cunvaiuns, passed out of Ire-
Jand—onut of Ireland but not out of his
tory—tor they went only frem a small
atage to & nc-er one, and excuanged the
ahsenre wartare of thelrlovely ialind tor
a service which filled the eyes ot Europe
and which had made their numes

TiE  MESTORY OF THE LAST
CENTIRY.

The War Minister of Louis the 14th, the
French mounnrch, seized upon the bady
of men with avidity, and proceeded to
break them up into 12 regiments to fit
them into the French military estab-
lishmont. Tnis was very hard upon
the ollicers of the old Irish regiments,
who found themselves deprived of their
commands, or very often, at any rate, re-
duced to a luwer rank. 1t was interest-
ing to look overthe names of the original
ollicers of the Irish Brigade. There were,
for example, the Prendergnasts, Butlers,
and Lacvs; but the vast mujorivy were
() 'Carrolls, ('Haras, Murphys DBurkes,
McCarthys, Powers, O'Neiltls. MeMahons,
and Mahonys, The waste of the men ot
the Brigade during the great campaigns
at the emd of the 17th and at the vpen-
ing of the 15'h centuries was made up
by having specinl recroiting agents in
Ireland, who were Hable to be hanged if
detected by the Government, but who
were well paid for their work., There
had always been n great smugeling in-
dastry carried on between the indented
coast of the West of Ircland und the
purts of France.

FAMoUs IN

THE ARBITRARY INTERFERENCE BY ENGLAND

with Irish woolen trade had inereased
this industry. numbers of houty were en-
gaged in carrying wool to France.  Few
of theae ever sailed without having on
hoard four or five strong Inds who wer:
ready Lo fighit under the lilies of France.
These boats brought back cliret and
bramly, lage and silks. I was on those
occnsiona when the atout young peasant
was missing and the big sail of the
amuggler was secn in the morning upon
the Southern horizon that word was
passed round that the **Wild Gonse
had flown. As to the language of the
Brigade, it was usually Gilic. So com-
mon was it in the ranks that those
ollicers who knew nothing of it were
compelled to learn it. The older lang-
unge had always been the one bond of
union between the [rish septs, and they
were passionately attached toit. The
uniform af the Irish regiments was a
red cont with different colored facings
and white knee breeches. This red coat
occnsionally deceived their English
enemies and occasionally their French
{riends. He ({the lecturer) only kuew
two occasions where armies composed
mainly of

BRITISH TROOT'S WERE DEFEATED

upon the cootinent last century—they
were Almanza in 1707 and Fontenoy in
1745—and o¢n each of those occasions
Irieh troops helped to turn the fight
against them. Sin would be punished in
this world, and it they sowed penal laws
in Ireland they would reap humiliations
abroad {applause). The British Govern-
ment of the day showed what they

thcught of the value of the Irish soldier

This is the complaint of Y 1
‘thousands st this season. Ea*
They bave no appetite; food @ ‘
doesnot relish. They need thetoning upot
the stomach end digestive organs, which
a course of Hood’s Sarsapariils will give
them. It also purifies and enriches the
blood, cures that distress after eating and
interna! misery only a dyspeptic cam
know, creates an appetite, overcomes thet
tired feeling snd builds up and sostains
the whole physical system. It so prompt-
Iy and efficiently relieves dyspepticsymp-
toms and cares nervous headaches, that it
geems to have almost ‘*a magic touch.”

Hoods

Sarsaparitla

Is the best—1in fact the One True ‘Biood Purifier.

. a.-re the best after-dluner
HOOd’S Pills pills, aid digesuon. 2.
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in the service of France by at once pass-
ing severe laws by which any recruit
leaving Ireland should lose all civil
rights and be liable to death if he re-
turned. George the Second was reported
to have cried out when the news of the
battle of Fontenoy reached him, ‘‘ Ac-
cursed be the laws which deprived me of
such subjects.” In 1316, when the
French king was restored to the throne
of his ancestors, the surviving ofticers of
the Irish Brigade assembled around
him. The Duke of Fitziames,
in presenting them, said:—" Sire,
I have the honour of presenting to your
majesty the survivors of the old Irish
Brigade, these gentlemen only asrk for
a sword and the privilege of dying at
the foot of your throne.” An attempt
was then made to reconstruct the Brig-
ade, but it must have failed, for the con-
ditions which produced the Brigade had
happily and finally passed away. With
Catbolic emancipation the struggle be-
tween Britain and lreland passed from
the camp to the Senate House, and
long succession of sucecessiul attacks
upan bigotry aad prejudice had at last
opened some prospect of an enduring and
natural bond hetween them (applauee).
Me. Justin McCarthy, M L', proposed
a vote of thanks to the lecturer,
_The motion was parsed with acelama-
tion.

THE ELECTIONS IN AUSTRIA

The Strugsie Boetween the Churceh andd
Sccularists,

The London Monitor says: There
ean be no doubl that, taking the good
with the ud  the Austrian elections
have regulted in & marvelleus vietory for
the Church. ‘The Reichsrath eontaing a
great number of Catholics.  And these
are all eurnest and devermined men.
They hayvestood on the hustings as de-
tenders of the Chureh; they have borne
the burden of abnse and seorn which the
Seculnrists bestow in plenuy upon their
professtd enemies; they would be 1ooiish
ae well s eriminal to o baek upon
their pledues, to uttempt to alter their
pulicy. They are absolutety and iree
vocably committed Lo the tusk oi better-
ing the eondition of the Churech inre
ward to the law.  All this s gond, and,
on the face of it, promises an i prove-
ment in the making and adminictration
of the laws. Then ag-in, the return ot
80
MANY DEFENDERS OF THE CHURC,

is good not only in itself, but also, and
more cepecially, a8 & sign ot the senti-
ment o! the preat bulk of the people.
The elections w.re fought on an ex
tended franchise; quite & new clags of
the people have recently been admitted
to the polling booths, This cluss—.he
porest, bitherto e juying few of the
rights of citizenabip —has long been
claimed by the scculurist party ng be-
longing to them and hesole Lo the
Church. Feor years no «tiurt has been
spared to instil the holy hutred ol the
priest int - their wminds: inhdel publica-
tions, godless edwention, the ranting of
local anti-clerical leaders, every oue of
the traditional methods of secnlarist
propaganda has been employved uneeas
ingly—and ineflectually,  Covnang on
thuse people to elect them as so0u ny
they exercisud the euflrage, the anti
Christian puty has been crueliy—and
most happity deceived.  The neweomers
HAVE PROVED THEMSELVES CHRINEIN,
and hive routed tie anti-Christian bat
telions, Buat emid all that is hopetud
in the rosulty, thoee comes alwiana the
great doubl; wili the new oo’ nunieri-
cally girong Catholic party prove to he
party, pulling together with tear unity
which adone can enable thow o ceson-
plish the work ol reform tpat los o
their hands, and to stay the procese of
anti-Chrigtinn legislation, Or wil) theyv
rather prove to be merely o erwniions
coltection ol politicluns—decinniiy G-
tholie in faith, but none the boss vacrl
in purpose and pursait 7 Hero lies the
danger. I'zobably no other Eueapean
Legislature deals
WITH 80 DIVERSIFTED A POPULATION

as does the Austriat Reizhera, Czochs,
Poles, Germans, Slivonians, Hnthenians,
Crontians, Roumaniang—usre Al repre-
genter, and all are mutunly jealous
striving afterall gorts of incompatible
ends. Only the late Premner, Count
Tanfle, who juggled with all, sud was in
the end juggled out of power an the direct
isgue o1 his ctlorts, only he could fully
describe the immense contritugal tarce
which is likely to be displayed by the
new Catholic “party " It i+ much tob.
fenred that there will be no uniiy of
action, no combination among the Cath
olic repregsentatives of these variousraces
and populations.

AUBREY BEARDSLEY, THE ARTIST,

RECEIVED INTO THE CATHOLIC C1TURCH,

Loxpox, April 12.—Aubrey Benrdsloy,
the artist, has been itormally reseived
into the Catholioc Chur ‘h. :

Mr. Beardsly is stili qunite » youny
man., He was born 1n 1874, th- son of

widow, whom he helj d © support cuw

ey

of bis slender wages as a clerk. He be.

gan drawing for his own amuse

his style was 80 grotesque ths.t.’i?:e;,b{rand
ed attention. Finally a few trieng g
duced him to study art, and took hi:nm.
Burne-Jones, & famouts painter, Thl_-o
artist encouraged young Beardsley 3‘;
told bim to study even if he hﬁdl:

starve. This advice was taken, ang tho
ambitious youngster took lessonn jp ae
art school. The first work that he oﬂ‘en
ed for sale was a success. His p, ri
achievement was an artistic oddity cg:]
ed ‘The Yellow Bouk,” publisheq b.
La};re,tthe Lolz;donbbookman. y

Fortune then began to smil

him, and his income from illusu?atgfgn
executed in the same weird mann:'
that characterized bhis early drawip y
was reported to exceed $20,000 s year,g"

HORRIBLE ACCIDENT,
SEAMAN ON THE U.8. STEAMSHIP Yanyg
BLOWS TO PEECES,

New Y(RK, Ajrd 15.—The Herald, th ¢
morning, printa Llﬁ following from jjg
correspondent at Montevideo, Ury
under date of March 9:— TRy,

le:!ile the United States steamship
Yantic was at stationary target practicg
at Chico Bapk, La Plata River, aboy
seventy-five miles a uthwest from Mcp.
tevideo, a sickeniog accident occurr d,
The three rquired shots had been fired
from the gixty-pounder rifle on the tore.
castle and the eight inch rifle forward,
Three shots had been fired from thie nine-
inch smooth bore muzzle-loader, ard
only one more shot was required from
this last gun to complete a very success-
tul target practice, The nine-inch gup
was then run in to be loaded. On ac-
count of the narrowness of the Yantig
and the smallness of the gunports it is
necessary for the man loading the gun
to lean out of the port, clasping one arm
about the chase of the gun, and
working the spopge and the ram-
ner with the otber arm, partly
expoging his body in front of .he
muzzle. The bore bad beenaponged vut
with the sponge, freshly dampencd at
the division tub in the rear of the gun
and she cbarge of eleven pounds of bluck
powder had been rammed home by
Patrick Murphy, a seaman, assisted by
0. Germanaen, another seaman, on the
other side. C. Hayden, the coxawain,
was holding his thumb on the vem, in
order to prevent the air frem reaching
any lighted fragments of the previously
expluded cartridge that might have re-
mained in the. chamber. Appurently
nove of the precautions extingnished
the burning buts of cloth, for the car-
tridge exploded while Muorphy was with.
drawing the rammer, and he was blown
overboard.  No trace of him was found
althougiy the boais were instantly lower-
ed wnd search was made. Germanasn
lost, one eye aud the other man was
geclously Injurad, one arm baing broken,
Hayden's bund wes badiy bamad by e
v ot and the upper halfspurt was «ha-
tered.  After the aeccident the Yantic
returned to Montevideg.

One reason why Scotts
Emulsion cures weak throats,
weak lungs, makes 1ich
blood, and strengthens puny:
and delicate children is be-
cause all its parts are mixed
in S0 sclentific a manner that
the feeblest digestion can
deal with it.  This experi-
ence has only come by duing
one thing for neariy -2 3 )'u;u.:.

This means, purot in-
gredents, most cvenly and
delicately mixed, bestadapred
for those whose streneth has
tatled or digcstia:n
would repel an uneven pro
duct. For . 8
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PROVINCE OF QUEBEC,
DIBTRICT OF MONTREAL,
No 295,

J—

SSUPERIOB COURT

Dame Charlotte Compbell, of the City and Dis-
irict of Montreal, wite of Michuel MeGrail, of the
gamo place, Gentleman, duly suthorised 4 em;&l
Fustice, Plaintifl, vs, Michael McQrail aforesald,
Dofendant. An action in scparation nsto proP=
orty has been this day institated in this cause.

Montrenl, 18th Mareh, 1897,
'R. MURPRY
ar-5 Do B torney Lo Phaintif.




