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o writing its uhrun.ﬂ matter, under this
supposed editorship, — ©One day, the then
sub-editor asked Father Bayley to read, or
hear read, the editorial matter, ready to go

to press. Father Bayley was well pleased |
The sub-editor, wishing to ""I

with it all,
open-hearted, drew Father Bayley's attens
tion to the fact that thivteen parties, ealling
themselves Catholies, v
pumber of the Freomin's
some of them would howt !

Rowan orthos

doxy was not then reeognized, as it is now, '

mong Catholics of the United States, o
Jocose mood we suggested to Father Bayley
that he had better get ready for caplanis
tions ! And so, at the foot of the fifth p.u_m
of that issue of the #eocnman's Jowinal, “
quiet joke, we agreed that the line ~I|uuld
be put: *Apwlogics wert weck” The Capolos
gies " were worse than the first slaps. — But |
the points then made jn o the  Foecman's
Jowrnal are no longer open to eontroversy,*

Bishop Huzhes and Father Bayley were
convineed that in Me, MeMaster they had
the man they wanted,  §le was precisely of
that ueedin) combative nature, and when !
e had stirred up matters he showed that
bhe was able to take care of himself, Ae
cordingly, in IS, the Frooman's Jowronal
was transferred to im, and he beeame sole
editor and proprictor.
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For the Cavielite Boview,

Swiftly the tide of tite isonward fowing
[nto the tearless land sofar away,

And on its rippling waves are ever going
Some loved and loving spirits day by day,

wPheymrerobusast

Low ‘neath the shady trees are dear ones
lying
Springs o'er their graves the daisy.
sprinkled ygrass;

Al, how the years, unmindful of our sigh,

ing,

Glide ever on and “rob us as they pasi,”
Yes! but the ties they seem to rudely sever,
Bind us in Him to whom no spirit dies;
Deep in His loving Heart they live furvvnr,

There in His blissful home beyond the

skies,
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CHARACTER §s what a man is in his in-
most thought.—CARDINAL NEWMAN,

shitin that one !
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“ 1 queen month of the year is
upon s, and theclirming days
of the delicious Indian Sunmer
are near,  'The aitis perteetly
transpareut, and  the clouds
which tloat i a <Xy of purest
v dzire are  gorgeous ju their
draperies o erimson  and  gold,  "Fhe
: thouzht of God as a ben nt hoing seems
casafiest principle among all the natims of
the earth, and so this exquisitely beautitul
! time of the Indian Summer takes its name
+from the belief of certain tribes in @ south
i west wind blowing direet from the ¢court of
‘ their great and benevolent god, Coutantows
wit—the south-western god,  Little Xnew
they! poor children of nature, of the south
wind which in very truth blew through the
garden of God, where the aromatical spices
filled the air with a perfume as it from
Araly, luring many to follow the heloved
into His Garden, there to feed and gather
lilies,  Nature and grace are ever in syne
pathy: so we tind the holy ehurch quick to
recognize and appropriate the bheauty of the
one as adower for the other,  May belongs
'm every right and title to Mary, gracious
Queen of the Spring, and now October
twines its wroath of autumu leaves for the
Queen of the Holy Rosary, graci mis mistress
and patroness of the harvest home,

Many and varied were the delights of the
happy summer, and its twilights found us
in the full enjoyment of its hours of resg
i and perfect abandonment,  Now come the
Pmellowing influences of the autumn, when

the twilight is filled with a certain soft
| melancholy, and the memories of other days
flit before eyesd that are closing our fast
| gathering tears.

The last, the last, the last!

Oh! by that little word how many
thoughts are stirred.

That sister of the past.

The autumn seems like a reminder of the
eleventh hour to many of us, and as with
bated breath and fast beating heart we




