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tod Torbid that I should glory, save in t!ic"l?ros\' of o-ur—L"ux;x-IJtsus ghrist; by whem the world is Cracified fo m(:, and 11o
' the worldo—S8L Paul, Galvi. i,
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~—Snunday— 6th after Pentecost.  Vespers of the day.
.—Monday—Vig. St John Neopmugene, Mariyr.
.——'I:ucsd:x,v—.\'at. St. John, Bapust.

— Wednesday— 8t Galicianus, Martyr.
.—Thursday—S8  Johu and Paul, Martrr

.~ rriday—St. Withiam, Abbot.

~—Saturday -- Vig. St Leo 11, Pope and Confessor.
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THE QUEBEC SUFFLRERS.

The Collection at the Masses on Sunday is to be
appropriated to the relief of the poor sufferers at
Quebec. Eight Gentlemen have charitably con-
sented, to aid the Collectors already acting, in order
6 render the collection more c¢fhicient.  Four Col-
lectors will thus be in attendance at each Mass.

. AuL the Collectors will have the kindness to meet
in the Vestry before last Mass, to make srrange-
ments for that Mass.

LITERATURE.
VI4 CRUSIS, VIA LUCIS.

Niour turns fo day:
When sullen darkoess lowers,
And hearen and carth aro hid {rom sight,
Cheer up, cheer up ?
1.re Jong the op'ning flowers,
With dowy eyes, shall shino in hght.

Siorms dio in calms :—
hen ores iand and ocean
Roll the load chariots of the wind,
Cheer up, chear up !

‘1he voice of wild commotion
Proclaims tranauil:ty behind.
<

Winter wahes spring *
When acy biasts are blowmg,
O'er frozen lakes, through nahed irses,
Cheer up, cheer up!
All beautifol and glowing,
May ficats in fragranco on tby breoze.

War ends in peaco *
Though dread artillery rattio,
And gh.s:ly corpsos load the ground,
Checr up, chcg fpt .
Whero groan'd &oifield of battle, 24
Tho song, the dance, the feast go round.

Totl brings reposo :
With noontide’s fervours beating,
Whea droop tby torapios o'cr thy broast,
Cheer up, cheer up!
Grey twilight, cool and flecting,
Wafis oa its wing the hour of rest.

Death springs to lifo :
Though brief and sad thy story.
Thy years all spent in caro and gloom,
Look up, look np!
Eternity and glory
Dawa through tho portals of tho tomb. .
James Montgomery.

Without the love of God, no outwurd work avails;
but evéry work that is done for the love of Gud,
however slight and worthless it may seem, brings
forth fruit. For God thinks more of a man's means
than of the work which he does.——Tnowvis 2
Kexris. :



