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whole, the performance was a decided mmproveneut on
those of lormer occasims,  Mr. Tuckwell
way of his own of instilling  confidence into the members
of his choruses.

seems to iave a

Those who were uoable to be present Wednesday even-
ing had an opportimty of attending hwsday evening,
when the progranmme was repeated.
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In St. Stephen’s Clurdh, Escanaba, Mach., un Toesday
i Baster Week, thie Bishop of Marquette adwmitted John
Edward Relly, D.D., to 1he saaed order of deacons.
The sermon was preached by the Bishop, and the candidate
presented by the Rev. J. E. Cuizon.  The Rev. Jos.
McConnell, of Menominer, assisted in the services.  The
Rev, Dr. Reilly has I.u(.l\ come to the Church from the
Congregationalists, and for the past four months, his been
acting as lay-reacer m St Stephen’s puish.  One of the
many good results of lis work i Escanaba s a class ot 26
persons for Confirmation, the largest wn the history of the
parish.
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The Story of St. John de Malta
or The Legend of the Red, White and Blue Mantgle.

A great many years ago, when half of Europe was still
wrapt in heathendom, there lived in France a very good
and holy man called John de Maka.  He was a monk, but
though filled with zeal for the salvation of the many souls
conumitted to his charge, his spirit was often sadly troubled
by the tidings which reached him from countries in the
Far East.  Palestine had been again taken possession of by
Mahommedans and a great number of Christian people led
away captive into distant lands, notably the kingdoms in
the north of Aftica.

John often pondered over this sad news, till one day, so
the legend 1uns, an Angel appeared unto him and bade him
devote his life to the rescuing of these same Christian cap-
tives. ¢ This shall be your token,” said the heavenly visitor
and forthwith dropped his mautie on the shoulders of John
de Malta.  The cloak was white, and embroidered on it in
blue and red was the sign of our Redemption, the Cross.

The monk, cager to perform the Angel’s bidding, trave
clled through all the land of France and begged both from
peasant and from lord for funds to carry out his mission.
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At last, after many years of paticnt toid, the good pricst was
cuabled w0 parchase the vessel and tieeossaties for his
arduous expedition,

He satled to "Tunis, ransomed nearly one hundied aud fifty
Christian captives and with this predions freight on board
smiled once more for the beautful shores of France.  You
can mage with what joy the poor prisonces hailed their
freedom and the thought of seeing home again; to most,
in fact nearly all of them, home was but a sweet memory of
the past, a thing to e spohen of in whispas when the
shades of mght tell Kingdom and
the shinves were fice to st thar weary Inabs, For the
fist few hours they scemed alle to Wik of hude cdse, but
alas, the Moors were not contented o b thus theny form
er shives, Galieys pursued them lar on thest setura Joutney
Atdast, when
they hnaly made therr vaeape, it was dissoretad that the

over the  Mounsh

and the good French vessel was sorely tited.

saus bung mowattens o the niggng wud the taddeor baving
been swept away, the buat was at the meacy of the wand
and ude.

“God save us,” cried the Captain, **for now we are
indeed lost. 1 we fall not into the hands of the Moors,
we perish in a watery grave.”’

“Not su,” 1eplicd the goud muik. * God's wurands
With that, Le touk off Lis hieayen sent Jdoak

“ Make thou of this a

never ful”
and gave it to the captain saying,
sail.”’

‘They raised the cross-wrought mantle, and at the same
wmoment, so the legend 1uns, a favorable brecze sprang up,

so that the gallant ship, though sailling nght betme the
wind, yet l\q)l ont of harm's way.

At the dannof the third motuning, thiough the gray
twibight, they caught a ghimpse of the g
Osuia.  Their ship of mercy with its holy s1ign was seen by
the watchers on the city walls and soon brought safely into
port.  The bells in all the churches rang out glad peals in
hotor of the ransomed slaves who once more landed on
Christian soil.

e tuing tuwets of

St John's heart was filled waith gladoess, Lut not even
then did he quit lis noble work,  Hle hived to a good old
age and undertook several other expediions of a ke
sacred character.

Ever after, his followers wore as 4 part of their uniform
the large white mande with the sacred red and bhue cross.
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Tutluence.

There's never a 10s¢ 10 all the world,

But makes some  green spray, sweeter,
There's never a wind in all the sky.

But makes some bird’s wing, flecter ;
There's never a star but brings to heaven

Some silver radiance tender:
To crown the sunset splendor;

Nor bird bt may thrill some heart,
This dawnlight gladness voicing.

God gives us «ll some small sweet way
"T'o set the world rejoicing.

Anon,



