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THE CATHOLIC RECORD

JANUARY 31,

MOONDYNE.

BOOK BECOND.
THE SANDALWOOD TRADE,

3y Joun Bovie O'REILLY.
—
X —CoNTINUED,

“You speak in paradcxes now, slr,”
sfd Lord Somers, lnteresied in aplte of
bimeelf,

1 take arlstocracy as the cfllorescene
of the socisl snd political evil,” sald Me,
Wyville, now deeply moved by his theme.
¢ [1 presupposes the morality of hereditary
classes.  Men would not, in a jastly
ordered state, be born either to luxury,
poverty, disease, or crime, 1 do not know
where or how menkind began to do the
soclal sum wrorg; but I do know, for I
ser, that the result is appallilog, — that
misiions have evil for a heritsge, as truly
as vou, my Loxd, kave your entalled
estate.”

“ But how cap this be changed or
bettered, my dear Me. Wyville, except by
the spresd of charity and religion among
the wealthy ?” arked the peer.

% Ab, pardon me; I copslder these
things from another etaudpolnt. Charity
among the rich simply means the propriety
of the poor being miserable,—that poverly
is unfortuncte, bat not wrong. Bat God
pever meaut tosend the mejority of man.
kind into existence to exerciee the charity
aad religlon of the minority, He sent
them all iuto the world to be happy and
virtuous, if zot equsl ; and men have gen
erated thelr evile by thelr own bliud and
seifish rules.”

“Sarely, Mr. Wyvlile,” interrupted
Hamerton, *you do not believe in the
American absurdity that meun are born
equal 7"

“1 do not think the Americana mean
that la your senee,” answered \Wyville
“1 do believe that every geocrauon of
men shonld have a falr start, and let the
best lives win,”

“ But it never can be done,” sald Lo:d
Somers.

“ It bas pever been tiled, I think, ex-
cept by fanatize or philanthropic charlty-
mongers, who have done more harm than
good, 'The good shall not coms from the
stooping of the rlch, but from the ral:ing
of the poor; and the poor had bstter
remsin poor for auother cycle than be
raleed by charity, and so pauperizad aod
degreded.”

“How wouid vou hagin the improve-
ment, had you sbeolute power?” acked
Mr. Hamertoa,

AMr. Wyvllle checked hlmself with an
effors, as ha was about t) speak

“You have led mo to utier latent
thonghts rather thsa opintons,” he rald,
smiling, and looking toward the noble-
man, ‘1 fear my upas roots have led me
out of hounds.”

Mr, Hamerton scemel annoyed at the
check, and strode across the roem im-
patiently.

* Counfound it, Somers,” he cried, “throw
off your offizlal airs, and take au futerest
in princtples, as you ueed to. Mr. Wyvlille,
I begof you to contlnue ; you abould not
only telk frecely here, but I wish to
Heaven you could presch these things in
Westmlinster Abbey.”

“ Lzt me recall the question cof this ex-
cliable percon, Mr. Wyvllle,” eald his
lordship ; * he asked how you would be.
gin the reform of soclety, had you abso-
lute power 1’

* By burning the law books,”

¢ Splendid ! crled Hamerton,

“ And then !’ ssked Lord Somers,

* By buralog the title deeds.”

“ Magoificont !” «jsculated Hamerton,

“Oould eoclety exist without law 1"
asked the nobleman,

*Not jast yet; but it could have a
better exietence with better laws, At
present the laws of civilization, especlally
of Eagiand, are based on and framed by
propeity—a depraved and uvjust founda
tHHn, Human law shocld be founded on
God’s law aod human right, and not on
the nsrrow lutereets of land and gold.”

“ What do you propose to eff:ct by such
law 9 asked Lord Somers

“To raise all men above Ineecurlty,
which 1s the hot bed of lawlessnese,”
anawercd Me, Wyvllle,

“DBuai by what means can law make
poor men rich ?” asked the nobleman.

“ By sllowlog no one to hold uaproduc-
tive land while a single man 1s hangry.
By encouraglug smail farmers, till every
acre of laud n Eoglaud is teemlog with
food.”

*“Buat men do not live by bread alone,
Eoglishmen cannot all bs farmers, What
then 1"

“ By developlng a system of technical
education tiat would enable the town
snd clty populations to manufacture to
advaniege the prodact of the fields and
mines ”

“ Adm!rable ! crled ITamerton.

“DBuat this ts revelution,” said the
@an eman,

“[ Tnow not what it may be called, my
Lord,” responded Me, \V_vvlllg fmpress
ively 5 “bov It 1s lawfal and right.
P'his can a!l ba achleved by legal refurm
—ay, even under present lawa’

“ Lot me not misundexstand yon, Mr.
Wyvilie,” eald the nobleman serlously.
Y Would you propose that the estates of
wealthy wen be wrested from them by
law 77

** Not without compeneation, my [yrd ;
and uot at all unless they refused to culu.
vate the eoll or to pay the heavy tax
neceseary to insure culilvatlon. I would
do ny wrong to meske a right. No
inherited nor purchased land should be
taken for the benefit of the people with-
out glving a falr recompense to the arlsto.
erat,”

“ Well, and having done all this, where
should we be 1" asked Liord Somers,

‘At the ctarting-polat,” avawered
Mr. Wyville, with a sad emlile;
' only at the startlng-poiat, At preseat,
the level of soclety 8 insecurity, poverty,
misery, from which epriag fear, tgnorance,
discase, and crime, Uader a better sys-
tam, the lowest polnt would be at least
sufficlency, emough for all the human
belugs 1n the conutry ; and this, in time,
would eradicate much of the evil, perhaps
most of it.”

“Do you thlnk, if there were enough
for all, there would not still be some who
wonld steal 1" atked Hamerton,

“ For a time there would be,” anawered
Wyvllle, gravely ; “ perhaps for a thou-
taud years or more we should have rem-
nant: of common crime, Men have been

thousands of years lesrning to steal, and
cringe, and lle ; at least give them one
thoussnd to unlearn.”

%But If 1t take so loog,” eald Lord
Somers, laughing, * we may as well go as
we sre,”

% Not so, my Lord,” snewered Wyville ;
and’ as he spoke bis face was lighted with
sn exaltation of spirit that made it mar-
vellonsly beautiful and powerful ; * no
man who sces truth, however distant, can
conscientiously go on as if it were not
there. Thoueaods of yesrs are vast
perlods ; but the love of buman liberty
and happinese sha!l reach out and cling to
the eternal. Let every man who believes,
faitbfully do bis sbare, sow the seed that
he has recelved, aud in God’s time the
glorlous harvest will come of a pure and
truthful people, whose aristocrsts shall be
elevated by intelligence and virtue, and
the love of bumanity, aud not by accldent
of birth aud superiority in vice and
pride.”

The three who heard were deeply moved
by the earnestness of the speaker, whose
whole being seemed filled with the splendid
prophecy.  Lord Somers was the first to
speak, returnlnr to the subject of the
Pensl Reform Bl

“ And yet, Mr, Wyville, with all your
enthueiaem for soclal reform, you bave
given us & bill which is filled with practi-
cal attention to exlsting fnstitutions,”

¢ Ah, it 1s too soon to begin ; eud the
beginning will not be at that point,” sald
M. Wyville, “The real evil fs outelde
the prison, and at present our legal moral
ity calla it good. Until soclety ls changed
by the new common sense of abstract jas-
tice, we must temporize with ourcriminal
codes,”

There was a pauee ; no one seemed will-
ing to break the fliating possibllities of
the fature.

“You are golog to Australia with the
vext convict ship, are you noti” Mr.
Hamerton at length acked Mr. Wyvlile

¢ Yes; | wish to see the machinery of
the new system put in motlon, Besldes,
I bave pereonal matters to attend to in
the Colony.”

Sherldan had started so sudden at the
question that now all three turned thelr
eyes ou him,

“I have thonght,” he sald, looking at
Lord Somers, “ that I also should like to
raturn to Australia on that ship.”

“ Wonld you not vrefer to go o my
yacht, Me, Sherldan ?” asked Mr, Wyville,
“She will eatl for Australla about the
rame time, and you shall command her
for a voyage.”

“1 ghould prefer the shlp,” sald Sherl-
dan. Then, thinking he had rudely re-
fused, he added : “ I desire very keenly to
have this experlence,”

“You shall have vour wish, slr,” sald
the Secretary, “and ! envy you the com-
panlonship of your voyage.”

EOOK THIRD.
ALICE WALMBLEY,

L
MISERERE !

0, Splrits of Uorest aud Pain, that
grleve for the sorrow dealt out to weak
humanity, sweep from my heart the dull
veil of indlviduality, and let my being
vibrate wlih the profound pulsation of
those who mourn fu the depths, Spirits
of Sorrow and Sympathy, twin sisters of
the twilight, touch the trembling ehords
that sound the symphony of wrong, and
desolation, and despalr !

Almighty God, in Thy wisdom, and
surely also in Thy love, Thou layest Thine
awful fioger on & poor human soul, and
it Is withered In Thy sight even to agony
and death., Tay ways, far seelng, our
eyes may not discover, In those supreme
moments of trial, when that which we see
is black as night, teach us to truet in Thy
guldance, glve us light to deny the fesrful
temptation of Chance, and faith to belleve
that all who labor and are heavy laden
may briog thelr heavy burden trustingly
to Three !

With a prayer, we enter the cell of Allce
Walm:ley—a cell where no prayer had
been uttered, woeful to say, for the first
five years of her life thereln, We look
upon the calm white face and the down.
cast eyes that durlng the hopeless perlod
had never been ralsed to Heaven—except
once, and then only In defisnce and im-
precatlon,

God's hand had eaught her up from the
happy plaln, to fling her {oto the darkest
furrows of sffliction ; and from these
deptha the stricken soul had upbralded the
judge and rebelled agalnst the sentence,

Allce Walmsley had been born with a
heart all klnduces and sympathy, From
her very {nfancy she had loved Intensely
the kfndly, the unselfish, and the beautl-
ful. She had lived through her glrlhood
as bappy, healthy and pure as the prim-
roses beneath her mother’s hedgerows,
She had approached womanhood as a sil-
ver stream ripples to the sea, yearnlog for
{ts greatness aud Its troubles and its joys
—hurrylog from the calm delights of the
meadow banks to the mighty maln of
gtrongth, and saltness, and sweetness,

The moment of communion was reached
at 1sst, when her girllsh life plunged with
dellcions expestation into the deep — and
fn ove hideous instant she knew that for-
ever she had parted from the pure and
beaatifal, and wes buried {n an ocean of
corruption snd dlsappointment, rolled
over by waves of unimaginable and {nevit.
able sufferlng and wrorg,

From the first deep plunge, etiflad,
agonized, appalled, she rose to the surface,
only to behold the lacd receding from her
view—the sweet fields of her lunocent and
joyous girlhood fadlng in the distance.

She ralsed her eyes, and eaw the heaven
calm and beautiful above her, sprinkled
with gem-like starsa— and she cried, she
screamed to God for help in her helplees-
ness. The answer did not come—the lips
of God were dumb—1t seemed as {f Ho dtd
not heed nor see the rain of one puny
life, The eky was as beautiful and serene
a8 before, and the stars were as bright.

Then, from the crest of the wave, ae she
felt herself slipplng back into the dreadfal
depths sgaiv, and for ever, che raleed her
face to heaven, and shrleked reproach and
disbellef and execration !

Oa the very day of her marriage, before
the solemn woids of the ceremony had
left her memory, she had looked for cne
dread moment beneath the maek of him
who had won her love and trust — some
old letters of her husband relatieg to Will
Sheridan had fallen into her hands — and
she shrank within bereelf, affcighted at the

knowledge of decelt and habitual false-
hood that the glimpee bad brougbt ber.
It was her first gelef and secret, and she
bid 1t in her soul for months before she
dared look upon it agaln.

But s single grief, even though a heavy
one, could not crush the light out of e
joyous snd faithful a heart, She still

omsessed the woman's angelis gifis of
Eopo and faith, B8he had, too, the
woman's blessed quality of mercy, She
forgave — trustiog that her fosglveness
would bring a changs. She prayed, and
walted, and hoped — in secret confidence
with ber own heart. Another fuflnence
would be added to hers ere long. Whaen
she gave his child fnto his arme, and jolned
ite supp!ication to hers, sbe belioved, nay,
she knoew, ihat her happinees would be
returned .0 her,

But before that day came, she was left
alone. Her hueband, from the hour she
had given herself iuto his power, bad fol
lowed one carelees, selfish, aud cynlcsl
course, She would not, could not, belleve
that this was his nataral life, but only a
temporary mood,

hen firast he spoke of golng to eea
again, on a long voyage, she was plessed,
and thought giadly of the change for her,
who had never seen the great world.
When he coldly sald that she was to re-
main, ehe became alarmed—:2bo could not
be left alone—she {mplored, she prayed
to go with bim,

Theu came the snear, the brutal refusal,
the master’s command, the indelible {nsult
of expreesed wearlness aod dislike, She
heid her peace.

When the day came, he would have
left her, for years of absence, without a
kiss ; but the poor soul, hungerlng aud
walting for & lovieg word or look, un-
able to belleve her great affaction power-
less to win a returp, cou'd not bear this
blightieg memory. Sne clung to him,
sobbiog her full heart on his breast ; ¢he
kissed bim aod prayed for him, with her
hands on his shoulders, and her streaming
eyes on hls ; she blamed hereelf, and told
him she would be happy tll he returned,
—the thought of her coming joy would
bless her life, aud bless and preserve him
on the sca. WIth such words, she let him

go-

Firmly and falthfally the loving heart
kept this last promlse. Months passed,
and ber lonely home grew very dear to
her, Her young heart refused to remem
Ler the paln of the past, and would recall
day after day, untiringly, the few poor
pleasures of her wedded life. She would
not allow herself to think how much even

of these pleasures was due to othera than
her busba.. ' —to her mother and har old
frlende,

Bat all her sorrow dled, and ber doubt
and fear fled away on the day when she
took to her yearnlug breast the sweet
baby that was hers aud hls, God’s eye
scemed too fall of love that day. Thae
herveet of her young life was the bursting
of a flower of exquielte joy, Her baby
was a prayer—God had come mnear to ber,
and bad sent her an angelic present, Her
life for many days waa a ceaseless croon-
ing melody of soft happiness, mingled
with prayeras for her husband absent on
the sea,

Then came the lightnlog, ard blasted her
fabric of joy, and ehrivelled her future
lifeinto hopelessness before her face. One
moment it rose falr and slghtly and
eplendld ; the next, it was scattered at her
scorched fect, s plle of blackened and
Emful ruln. O, day of sorrow, would it

ed been of death !

It was a bright and happy morning, and
she sat in her pleasant llitle room, with
the baby in her arms, She had been
dream!ng awake. She was full of peacs
and thaunkfalness f>r her exceeding joy.

Suddenly, a shadow fell upon her —
some one bad entered the room, She
locked up, and met a terrible fice —a
woman’s face, glaring at her and at her
child. She could not ecream —she was
paralyzed with terror. The faca was
crowded with paseion — every dreadful
line seemed to posscss 8 voice of wrath
and hatred.

Alice had no power to defend herse!f;
but she folded her baby closer to her
breest, and looked straight at the dread:
fal face,

“You think you are hils wife!” cried
che woman, with a laugh of hideous
derlelon. “You think he loves you!
You lle! Youlle! He s my hushaad !
He never was youra! He ls mine, mine!
And he lled to you !”

More wes sald by the womean —much
more ; but it all resolved ftself nty this in
Allce’s confused memory. Papers the
stranger produced, and held before Alice’s
eyes She read the wrltten words — they
wero transferred to her bzain in letters of
fire, Nearer and nearer came the dread.
ful women, and more threatening the
{nsulte she bissed lato Alice’s fece. She
laid her hacd on the baby’s shoulder, and
crushed It, curelng it,

Stll Alice could nct scream, Her
heart gave {rregular throbs — her braln
was beginnlng to reel.  Nearer, still
nearer, the hatefal face—the wurds strack
he like misslles — they sprang like kaives
at her heart — her body grew weak — tha
baby fell from her knees
ellent sgony—the terzible stran
ee'rzad the child —the mother
fatled — the sunlight grew dark — the suf
ferar fell nnconsclons at her enemyv's feet.

When eho ralsed her head, afier hours of
a wmerciful blank, she was alone, — her
baby lay dead before her, — aud the love
and trust of her lfe lay stark and strangled
by its slde,

What more? Nay, there was no more
to be borne. The worst had come. The
flaming rocket had spent its last epark In
the dark eky-—the useless stlek was fall.
Ing to the earth to be forgotten for ever.

Friends? What had they to say?
Kindness was dead, Shame had no exlat
ence, Sorrow, diegrace, Infamy, what
had she to do with these? Bat they had
taken her, had selzad her as thelr prey,
and she wonld make no reelstance,

With bonds of faith and love and trust
and hope, Alice Walmsley’s life had been
firmly bound to all that was good and
happy. The destroyer's knife had severed
all these at one merciless sweep ; and the
separated and desolated heart esank like
lead into the abyss of despair,

Thelr followed a blank — Intermixed
with turmoll of formal evidence and legal
speeches, and volces of cllnglug friends,
who implored her to speak and clear her-.
self of the dreadful charge. At this word,
her mind cleared — she looked at and
understood her position—and she refused

to speak — ahe would not plead “mnot!

gollty” when charged with killing her
own cbild. Her mother, broken with
years and with this affliction, tottered
from the ralls of the dock, sgainet which
she had leant, and sank heart broken on
the flyor of the court, She wes carrled
to the open sir by weeping strangers —
carried past Allce, who never looked
upon her dear face again,

Still sbe stood ellent, tearless, but con-
scious of every act snd relation,
Angulsh had chavged her in one day from
a glrl Into a etrong, eeif-reliant woman,
To her own soul she sald : “My life is in
ruln—nothing can mow incrense the bue
den, If Ispeak, suother will staud bere
— another who has been wronged as I
have been, She was wretched before she
became guilty, Let me undergo—let me
pever see the face of ome who knew me,
to remind me of the paet. Between free-
dor and memory, aud imprisonwent and
forgetfuloess—I chooee the latter.”

These thoughts vever became words In
Alice’s mind ; but this was the mentsl
process which resulted in her silence in
the dock, The trlal was short—she was
found gulity. Then came the solitude
and silence of the great prison,

Four white walls, & stone floor, & black
fron door, a heavily barred window,
through which she loo{ed up at the moon
and sturs st night—and, enclosed within
these walls, & young and beautifal girl, a
tender heart that never throbb:d witha
lawlees desire, a consclence so sersitive
aod a mind so pure that angels might
bave communed with her.

Shall not this prisoner find peace In
solitude, and golden sermones in the waves
of psin ?

She had been ome day and night in
Millbank. The severe matron or warder
of the pentagon opened her cell door in
the morning, and handed her two books,
s Bible and prayer-book.

The window of the cell, outelde the bars,
was open, Without a word to the warder,
the prisoner threw the books out of the
open window,

“Thbey are not true ; I shall pray no
more,” she sald, not fiercely, but firmly,
as they feli into the yard witkia the pean
tagon,

She was reported to the autborities,
Tohey cent the Blble render to pray with
her, in the cell, according to the rule lald
down for the convict prisons; but she
remeiued silent. They punished her—for
the dreadfal word *‘ murder”” was printed
on her door card ; they shut ber upin a
dark cell for daye and weeks, till her eyes
dilated and body shrank under the mesgre
food, Remember, a faw weeks before,
she was a simple, God fearing country-glrl.
Neither prayer nor punichment could
bring her into relentivg, but only deep.
ened the earnestness of her dally answer :

I shall pray no more.”

Her case was brought before the Chlef
Director, Sir Joshua IH»obb, Thia dis.
clplinarian visited her dark cell, and, with
a bareh “Ho, there !” flashed a brilliant
lamp on the entombed wretch. She sat
on o low seat in the centre of the dark
cell, her face bowed into her hands, per-
baps to shut out the painfully eudden
glare,

“ She won't pray, eh1” sald the great
reformer, looking at the slight figure that
did not move, “We'll see.” He evl.
dently took a special interest in this case.

An hour later, the prisoner was taken
from her cell, and dragged or pushed by
two strong female warders till she stood
in an arched passage beneath the prison,
Her clothing was rudely torn from her
shoulders to the waist; her wrlsts were
strapped to staples in the wall ; and, be
fore her weakened and benumbed brain
had reallzed the unspeakabls outrage, the
lash had swept ber deilcate flesh futo
livid stripes,

Then, for one weak moment, her
womanhood covquered, aud ehe shrieked,
as if in supplicstion, the name of Him she
had s0 bitterly refused to worship

But the scream of her sfillctlon wae not
a prayer,—Iit was tho anful utterance of a
partiog epirlt, the cry of a wrecked and
tortured soul, an imprecation born of such
agony as was only utterable in a curse.
Msy G)d plty and blot out the sin !

They carrled her seuseless body to the
hogpltal, where unconsclonsness befriended
her for many weeks. A brafn.fever
racked her; she llved the terrors of the
past every hour; a weaker body would
have sunk under the strain : but ker time
had not yet come.

The fever left her at last, — her con-
sclousne:s returned ; the austere, philan.
throplc women and hackeyed preachers
labored by her bedside in rigid charity and
sonoroua peeyer, dariog which her eyes
remained closed and her lips motionless,

As her strength returned, she moved
about the ward, feellng a pleasant relief
when ehe could do a kindness to another
fomate weaker taan herself. She would
warm the drinks, smooth the piliowe, or
carefully give the mediclnes as prescribed,
to her unfortunate slsters. And all this
sie performed tilently, She neversmiled,
and no one but her own heart knew that
her lahor for others gave her comfort,

When her health was quite restored
ghe had become valuable to the phyeiclans
end warders, She was asked to remain
in the hospital rather than to go back and
work In the cells,

3he chose the hospltal, and entered at
once on her regulsr daties as & vurse.

Why did ehe choose the busy hospltal,
fosterd of the eolitary coll ? Because she
was still & woman, Trost In God bad
been taken from her ; but she ramained
uaselfish, or, rather, her lifs bad assumed
an exalted selfishness, poseible only io
bighly organlzed natures. Though God
wrg deaf, she could not belleve thas good
was dead, for she still felt sympathy for
her fellow eufforera, God had made the
world, but had forgotten it, and the aplrit
of evil had taken His place,

“They say you don’t belleve In re-
liglon 1” sald & dylpg woman to her one
day ; *then maybe you don’t belleve that
God has punished me like this for my evil
ways 1"

Alice Walmsley looked at the unfortu-
nate—then eesrched her own heart before
answerlng. Her sfflictlon was her own ;

Ask Your Friends
Who have taken Hood's Sarsaparilla what
they think of it, and the replies will he
positive in its favor. One has been onred
of indigestion and dyspepsia, another finds
it indispensable for sick headache, cthers
report remarkable cares of scrofula, salt
rheum, eto, Truly, the best advertising
which Hood’s Sarsaparilla receives is the
hearty endorsement of its army of friende,

God had deserted hn;'—hnd He alio de¢e
ted thie poor wretc!

M“God nf ot ponished yon,” sbe sn-

swerad ; “ you have brought on your oWn

punishment.”

“Then Gd will glve me my child in
the other world §” cried the woman with
pitiful earnestness; “ O, say He will, and
I shall dle happy !"”

Allce dld uot spawer ; bat the iron of
the guestion plerced her soul. There
lived beneath all the burden of ber suffer-
iog » love that thrilled her day and night,
a yearning that never slept, s memory
and pity of unspeakable tenderness for
her dead child. It was grief fn love and
love in grief. She had tried to resson it
away, but in valn, God, who had tor
tared her, or allowed ber torture, had
seized her babe for rancom, While she
was wrovged before Him, He held a
hostage for her sllence. 3

How should she answer thls dyiog
wowan's question ?

S-e waiked from the ward straight to
the matron’s oftize, and asked to be eent
to the cells—she could work po more in
the hospital.

Expostulation, argument, threate, bad
no effect on ber determination. Her
resolution troubled every one in the
hospital, f>r her services were highly
prizad. Bat she had settled the question.
The mind msy delsy in eolving a problem,
but the soul’s solution is instantaneous
and upalterable, She was sent to the
cell,

TO BB CONTINUED.

The Fire Bells

Ring out an alarm and it is heeded. This
is to notify you that base substitution is
practised when the great sure-pop corn
cure is asked for. Putnam'’s Painless Corn
Extractor never fails to take corns off. It
makes no sore spots and gives no pain,
Be sure and get ** Putnam’s.”

e A O e .
IS LIFE WORTH LIVING?

The greatest frequency with which pale,
sallow and enfeebled glrls are met now a-
days Is cause for genulae alarm. The
young glrls of the present generatlon are
not the healtby, robust, roey lacsles thelr
mothers and grandmothers were before
tbem. Taelr complexion is pale and sal
low or wexy in appearance, sud they are
the victims of heart palpitation, ringlog
nolees in the head, cold bands aund fset,
ofien falnting spalle, racklog headaches,
backaches, shortuess of breath, and other
distressiog symptoms, Ail these batoken
chlorisls or-anwmia—or fn other words a
watery or impoverlshed condition of th«
blood, whick {s thus nuable to peiform ite
pormal fancilone, and unless speedily
enriched with those natural remedies which
glve richness to the blood corpuscles,
organie disease and an early grave s the
lnevitabla result, Is not tbls prospect
eufli-ient to cause the gravest alarm?
Mothers are your daughters euffering from
any of the eymptomas fndicated above, or
fcom any of the rregularities {ucident to
a critical perlod in thelr lives? If they
are, as you value their lives do not delay
in procuring a remedy that will save them.
Dalaye In such cases are not only darger
ous, but positively criminal. D: Wil
llame’ Pink Pills for Pasle People s a
remedy compounded especlally to meet
such cases, These pills are not a patent
medicine, but a remedy prepared with the
greatest care from the formula of am ex.
perlenced physician, who has used it for
yoars la his dally practice with nnvary-
ing euccess. These pills are especlally rick
in thoee constituents which stimulate the
blood and give it that rich color necesary
to preserve health aad life, They are in
ail cases & never falllog biood-builder
and nerve tonic, actiuz upon the system
in a natural manner and restoring health
and etrength to all who suffer from o
watery or depraved condition of the blood
or from any of thcee weaknesses pecullar
to femsles. Dz Willlame’ Pink Pilis are
eoid by all dealers, or will be seut post
paid on receipt of prica’(50 cents a box)
by addreselng the Dr, Williams’ Mediclne
Co., Brockville, Uat.

A church is soon to be erected in Pene-
targuishene in memory of the Jesalt
martyrs, Fathers Bret e if and Lallemaut,
who preached among the Haron Indtans
and were put to death by the Iroquols in
1640

The Oathedral of Salt Lake City,
which is to be begun early in the spring,
will be a very handsome structure, the
cost of which will be about 75 000 It
will be 105 feet in length and 92 in
width,

Medical Hints.

The quickest, surest and best remedy
for rheumatism, neuralgia, lumbago. sore
throat, soreness and lameness, is Hag-
yard's Yellow Oil. It quickly cures
sprains, bruires, burns, frostbites, chil.
blains, ete, For oroup, colds, quinsy, ete.,
take 10 to 30 drops on sugar, and apply the
oil externally also, when immediate relief
will result,

Do not delay in getting reliet for the
Itttle folks. Mother Graves’ Worm FExter.
minator is & pleasaut and sure cure, If
you love your child why do you let it suffer
when a remedy is 80 near ai hand ?

Keep off the Chaps.

Wet wintry weather causzes chapped
hands, sore throat, croup, colds, psin in
the chest, swellinge, eto,, for which a
certain cure exists in Hagyard's Yellow
Oil, the Lest pain expeller for internsl or
external use Keep it on hand in case of
emergencies, Every bottle is a little
giant in curative power,

Milburn's Beef, Iron and Wine is pre-
from fresh beef, soluble iren, and pure
sherry wine, combined with choice aroma-
tios,

Coming Evente,

Coming consumption is forshadowed by
a hacking cough, night sweats, pain in the
chest, etc. Arrest its progress at once by
taking Hagyard's Peotoral Balsam, which
never fails to oure coughs, oolds, bronchitis,
hoarseness, etc., and even in confirmed
consumption affords great relief,

There is no Better remedy for worms 0]
any kind in childrea or adults than Dr,
Low’s Worm Syrup.

Bardock Pilla cure sick headache by
regulating the stomach, liver and bowels
Minard’s Liniment is the best.

ean he earned at our NEW line of work,
rapidly and honorably, by those of

either sex, young or old, and in their

own localities,wherever they live. Any

one can do the work. _Easy to learn.
‘We furnish everything. We start you. No risk. You ean devote
your spare moments, or all your time to the work. Thisis an
entirely new lead,and brings wonderful success to every worker.
Iu-smmr- are carning from $25 to 850 per week and upwards,
and more afier a little experience, We can furnish you the em-
ployment and teach you FREE. No space to Q?I in here. Full
{uformation FRES: TIRUE & GO, AUSUNTA, HAINE,

REV, DAVID SCOLLARD

ORDAINED AT ENNISMORE BY BISHOP
O'CONNOR.

AN IMPRESSIVE COEREMONY AT BT MAR-
TIN'S CHURCH — DESCRIPTION OF THE
ORDINATION RITES—REV. PATHER 8001 .
LARD'S ORDINATION—HIS FIRS? BLRAS-
ING—PBESENTATION TO HIS LORDsBYI
— AN ADMIRABLE BEEMON BY RREvV,
FATHER KIELTY,

Sunday was & memorable day in tho
hietory of the parish of Ennlsmore. It
saw the ordination to the priesthood of
the Uathollc Church of a young man who
had been born and bred in the parith,
had grown up, and received bls early edu-
catlon and religlous tralning smongst the
people, and was known to them for his
tety, zesl and manly qualities, Ray,
avid Ssollard—for such he pow le—ls a
son of Mr, John Scollard, of Ennlemore,
After leaviog the local echool, and resolv-
ing to take holy orders, he went so St,
Michael's College, where he learned his
classics, and thence to the Graund Semin-
ary, Montreal, to complete his theologica!
course, He has but recently fialshed his
studles, and on Sarday be was recelved
foto the Catholic Church as one of her
priests.
St Martin’s church, inelde and out
brightened with wreaths and arches of
evergreens, was crowded with the good
people of Einlsmore, and some from
neighboring psrishes, who felt proud and
pleased that one of thelr number was to
recelveeuch & high and holy cflize. The
occasion was one of speclal importance on
account of the presence of ihe beloved
Bishop of the dlocese. who, in persor,
ordained Rev. Father S:ollaxd, and thus
cemented the bonds of love and respect
between himself and his parishloners.
Shortly after half past 10 o’c'o:k the
eacredotal processlon left the manse and
entered the chnrch, the scolytes preceding,
followed by the prlests and the Bisnop
His L>rdshlp Bishop O'Connor ordained
the pilest, and was asslsted by Rav. Father
Laurent, V. G, Lindeay, archdeacon ;
Rav. Father D O Connell, parish priest,
deacon ; Rav. Father Connolly, Emily,
eub deacon ; Rev., Father Ruadkius, St
Peter’s cathedral, master of ceremonies ;
and Rev. Father Kellty, ¢f Douro (e
former pastor of St, Martla’s), who
preached the sermon.

REGINNING OF THE CEREMONY

The ordivation of a priest {8 ove of the
most solemn and {mpressive ceremonles
of the Catholic Church, The ceremeny
was cenducted in Litln, bat printed
E-glish forms were clstiionted amongst
the congregation, so that they could fol-
low the observances closely thoughout.
Bshop O'Connor celebrated Mass clothed
in fall pontificals—amlice, alb, cluctare,
croes, tunle, dalmatic, maniple, stole and
chasuble, These are emblematie of the
sacred power, which, in obedience to the
Divine commiesion, he conferred upon the
suppliant for crdivation. Having previ-
ously recelved toneure, the four miner
orders — porter, lector, exorclst and
acolyte—-also the sacred orders of emb-
deaconship and deaconehip, end after
belog duly examlned coneerning his con-
duct and morals, hls knowledge of the
Sacred Scripture, theology, ete, the can-
dldate was arrayed in the vestments of a
deacon. The Bishop proceeded with the
Mass, as far as Tract, wher, having taken
his seat, the ordlnation commenced.,

He who wes to be promoted to the
order of priesthood was then presented,
holding on his left arm a folded chueuble,
in bis right hand a taper, and ia his left a
purifisator for binding his hande.

The Archdeacon, in answer to the
Bishop’s question: “ D) you know him
to be worthy ?” replies that as far as
homan frailty permtited him to judge, he
kuew and atteeted that he was worthy of
this sublime office

The Bishop then addrewed the assem.
bled clergy and people, {mpreestog upon
the candidate for holy orders and the con
gregaticn the importance of the position,
and demendirg {f any man koew enythlog
agalnst his promotion to come forward
and speak.

After a moment's unlaterrupted pause
the Bishop proceeded to addreas the can-
didate upon the dignity and holiness of
the offics he was about to assume. Then
the candidate prostrated him:elf before
the Blshop and the Litany of the Saimts
was chanted, duriog which the Blebop,
standing with crosler and mitre, blessed
the prostrate candidate thrice, After the
concluslon of the Litany the imposition
of hands was performed by the Blshop
and the clergy in stols, followed by an in-
vocation for Divine assistance and grace
for the candidate. The Bishop then ex-.
tended his bands and prayed as in the pre-
face of the Mass and supplicated for God’s
favor upon the candidate. Risuming his
seat, the Bishop, removing the stole from
the candidate’s left shoulder, crossed it on
bis breast, saylng : ** R:calve thou the yoke
of the Lord, for His yoke Is aweet and
His burden light.” Then the candldate
was invested wita the chasable, folded on
his ehoulders, and the Bishop. taking off
ble miire, uttered a prayer. Thaen the

AKOINTING WITH HOLY OIL
took placs. The Bishop made the eign of
the cross with the oll on the hauds of tha
ordalued, and, alter praying, he bound
them together ; then, to eignify the confer
rlog of the power to offer eacrifice to God
aad cffer Muss for the living as well as
for the dead, {a the name of the Lord, the
ordalned was presented by the Blshop
with a chalice cintalning wine and water,
end patena with & hest. Having arrived
at this stage of the ceremony, the Blehop
continued Mase, and, attor the offertory,
proceeded to the middle of the aliar,
where he was presented with the taper
which the newly.ordalned priest earried.
The Blshop gave the priest Communion,
after which he washed the priest’s haads
and read an admonition., Then the
Bishop, with mitre on, tarnei to the
ordained, who, standing bsfore the altar,
wade & profes-ion of hia faith by reelting
the Creed. He then knelt before the
Blshop, who, placing both hande upon his
head, sald : ¢ Reccive the Holy Ghost;
whose elos you shall forgive they are for-
given them, and whoee sine you shall
rotaln they are retalned.” Then the
chasuble is unfolded and the prieet clothed
entlrely with {t, aud the Bishop, taking his
hande between his own, sald: * Do you
promise to me and my successors revereuce
and obedience?” “I promiss” was the

reply ; and the Blshop gave him the kiss
of peace, and sald ; * The peace of the Lozd
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