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“CONQUEST BY DEFEAT.

By Thomas Switte
CILAPTER 1,

FRTTRR RS T ITUA A e YWrdis O
e Dyt Ay Al aaur 10-al st 2
J o avie dulh
Al @ BT HBU BUodiy  cfialinel ol
pLnGaBH LRl sl 2ir Hepiy Peane-
Logl BMN-CHL, GNG Oy D FAG AU ALl
towdDE VI HET 1016 5 KDty Lady Fv
uie Wit L0e Buovd KIIBNLR ouncee
Lative WOTe an amused capiduon and
hed HE MHERAT Lontant o lual Loaar
wile, Whore Reverely shaKung e
aud flushed €Oceks gave o¥bhce of
anuv) dhce and thwalied will. 4 wuiln
o tolg, e ord anid lady of Stanelags
Loplle were holuing u vouri-uiarild,
1he ulpilt Dellig noae otack than tneir
dauphter, Isabels
Hall and tair the aaides stoud b
fore her seltsappointed Jjudies  her
drooping face VYIng With the Proven-
£at rose In her toying hands. The
(harge upon which she was arraigned
at the parental tripunal was saifici-
ently scrioas In lsell 1o sulluse the
cheekis of any modest marden Wil
Viushes, ior, her moth v in plan fun=
gligh, had uecused  her of belng @
Lreaker of honest men’s hoearts.

“For my mart, I cannot divit  what
men see In the wayward weneh 1o
drive them to folly and despair,” Lady
Hetta had said in & warm and con-
flding moment.

And, Sir Hemy, taking his wife's
face between his hands, had repiied:

“ can, sweet wife. They see in her
what I sww in thee, when thou werl
Hetta ue Verney, and the lovellest
maid In northern England.”

But though thls courtly —answer
soothed the wife's little vanity, it did
not blind the mother to her sense ot
duty and propriety, and so, poor Isa-
pel had been summoned to Judgment

“Ar, thou not ashamed, Tsabel,” said
Tady Hetta, “'thus to play with honest
men's affections 7"

“Nay, what now, mother, mine "
parried fsabel, ralsing her Qark shin-
ng eyes, till they rested upon her mo-
ther's gevere countenance.

“Comes the news to-day—and strange
it hath not reached thine cars-—~that
Sir Gilbert Standlsh, who was oren
sultor for thy hand, hath been driven
to despair by thy rejection of his sult.
He hath come to blows with Lionel
Rawstorne, whom thou affectedest o
tavor, and having wounded that gal-
Tant almost to death—"

“Op, say not so, sweet
claimed Isabel
wBut so It i3, child,” continued Lady
Hetta, perceptivly softening at her
daughter's dlstress,” and now Sir Gil-
“hert—a braver Knight than whom nev-
er drew sword, nor goodlier to view—"
“Peace, peace, dame!” interrupted
Bir Henry.

“fIave you forgotten Tlsbury tour-
nament, when Sir Giibert  Standtsh
went down twice before my lance? One
would think you were in love with the
“knight yourself." .

There was a twinkle in Sir Henry's
eye that dld more to allay his lady's
jrritation than anything that couid
‘have happenedi tor, belng herself the

mother 17" ex=

and prowess.
under the clreumstances,
at this diversion,
a dlscreet silemce.

knight should allow his
aeeds to speak for thmselves,” return<
od Lady Hetta, with fine spirit.

“it fs sald, however,” she continued,
turning agaln to her daughter, “that
Sir Gilbert hath turned his back upon
his native land and sought death In
troubled France.”
Igabel caught her father's smile and
took courage. »jt grieveth me thn.,t_.
these gentlemen have been S0 foolish,’
-ghe sald, with & sigh, and the petals
of the rose she was now plucking flut-
fered to her mother's teet.

3

ruthless with thy lov=
art with that
with a return
“Thou gatherest but to

ors,

rose,” sald

ot severlty.

destroy.”

“Tts petals have

returned Isabel,

unsteady.

wphey teach me the way of repent-
)

fallen at your feet,”
with volee slightly

e

"cOh. mother,” and she flung Therself
at Lady Hetta's knees, the tears brim-
ming In her lovely eves. “T have an-
gered you; forgive me.”

This actlon was totally unexpected
by Lady Hetta, whose soverity was at
once disarmed, vexation glving place
to mother love.

Her hand fell gently
+ead lylng on her 1ap, and smoothed
the shining tresses. Sir Henry sat sl-
lent, but the tear ‘stood in his kindly

eye.

y"comr\e. my Isabel,” sald Lady Hetta

soothingly, “I did not speak in malice,

but for thine cwn good.”

“Men in love are ever apt to

fo0ls,” quoth Sir Henry W“mm}f’“ﬂ"‘i
8

on the dark

it needs fAght and brawl
ax she were a village wench.*

Thix pretty <bullition of raaldenly
Qisdain soited Sir Henry's purpose exe
actly, and ko continued "It would be
a severe weeneh gor thy saother and
me tu part with our child; yet would
wa see thee happlly mrated. These are
factions tinies, and I foreree trouble.
The day will be—und that ere long—
when, in this air fand, thy svord will
flarh 1 hindred strite, and 1t ochooves
us to stremzthen our house by noble
Alllance.  What woullst thou 8y to
the princely Harl of Weatmorelund a3
a sultor 2

1 1abol atarted, and her fiee gres sud-
dnly pale, o8 she began to reallze har
fath t s varnestness of purpa .

“Ho 1 of the royn) house of Tancas-
tor. in tho fulness of his manhood, nad
strong to protect in an sefl Jay Siv
Yonry continued. “and he hath moude
advanecs for thy band, He is the une
man 1 would name for thy hushand
and <hall T never mentlon another: and
ho hath ever ateod friend. fhem and
true to thy athor

sAnd T 1ove and reversmce my father
amave Al men,” Jaebel repiied affee-
tlonately.

Then with a « il she added” “Me-
thinks 1f Twid not to please avself 1t
were beut to wad to Please him ™
“rhat shall never be child: oy will
shall never averrule ihine own cholee,
Such marrlage were a uancKerv.” safd
Sir Henry, warmly ~Rut. I thou
shouldst come to look with favorable
eve upon the nobie Westmoreland's
auit. then should T he content—not
clan

over her,

U——
CHAPTER IL

About n week after the Interview
already  recorded, Isabel  walked
amidst the flowers in the cnstle gar-
dens. 'The scent of roses and the
drowsy hum of bees were I the air,
and the yellow sanded paths gleamed
in the sunshine, between thelr varie-
gated borders. At 2 turn in  the
walk, where Brew two magnificent
rose trees, one ved, the other white,
she paused. For o few moments she
stnod gazing alternately at the rivai
Deautics, a tender light in her beau-
L] eyes and tho softest tint ot color
in her cheeks. 'hen, with much care
in the sclection, she plucked & rose
from elther tree, and, after inhaling
their perfume separately agd together,
flsed them side by side in tho bozom
of her gown, and with firm and state-
iy steps left the garden.

& few minutes afterwards she rode
across the drawbridge and down the
white, winding road to the great ab-
bey, whose massive towers gleamed
above the approaching trees.

Abbot Ambrose, tall and stately, in
his white Cistercian habit, received
her in the court yard. As his ecyes
fell upon the innocent rival flowers,
lying n loving upon

Hex head lay on his breast.

* Chouse,” e mote She bieathed
n low, tenso tones, ‘or luae me fur-
nyer!

w\egey of God 1 he eaclulmed In
agonized tones, “1 canmot”  And his
lipr just fouched the durk halr 8O
neayr them.

Her clinging arms svlaxed and fell
to her side, and, with averted face,
Isabel, «llding fromi him, sclzed her
snnocent rital.  For a moment whe
held it boefore her, ity dazzling whites
niers gleaming in the suns rays, and
then flupe It In rcorn at Sic John
Stunlo¥'s fect. ond, with head eret,
and slow, stately steps. glided down
the parden path and through the door
which vielded to her hand, but never
ooy losked baek.

Abboef Awhros . who sas walking to
and fro in The courtyard, advanced o
weet her, apd his glanee was direeteld
to the woeliGuy ded po=e i o by ome
It w9 xdgn of deteat, and his noble
countenace fell.

Isabcl uttered the one word “Fail-
«d,” and, mountinz her palirey, rode
homewards  She reached the castle,
and without a word or sign, refired to
her owp apartment, and fung horscdd
in an agony uf tears on her couch

Within o month the Barl of West-
moreland came to Stanelagn Castle,
wooed, and aon his bride, They were
wed at the Abbey Church, but it was
a matter for much gossip that Abbot
Ambrose refused to propounce the nup-
tlal blessing As the oridal couple
passed Jdown the nave a stalwart
knight, standing by a plliar, atiracted
tae attention of the bride, who secog-
nized the pals face and sad, reproach-
ful eyes of Sir John Stanley. ‘The
faintest color tinged her cheek, as
eye met cye; and soul, soul, but she
passed on without turther sign, out
of the church and, a3 It seemed to
the knight, out of hls life foreyer-

Later in the day, & page brought
to Isabel in her own boudolr a little
parcel. In It were three things, each
of whi‘h had its own peculiar effect
gpon the young brde=a wissive, &
faded silken scarf, and the pressed
petals of a white rose. The rose
loaves she Kissed, which was not o
good beginning for o newly-wed wife;
the scarf she tenderly folded aond
thrust within tane bosom of her gOW?,
which nugured Wl for the peace of her
heart: ine missive, she read, and blot-
ted with her tears, walch was the
avorst sign of all

Summoning her pride and courage to
ner ald, she recovered fortitude
enough to take her place in the mar-
riage festivities, and, three davs lat-
er surrounded by Ther Jords seml-
regal retinue, the Countess of West-~
moreland journeyed te her new and
splendid home in the morth, and

her breast, hiz eyes ligated up Wwith
2 smile of mingled humor and earn-
eatness. He led her to a door in the
gh garden wall and, with his hand
upon the lateh, sald:

“ My blessing g0 with thee,
daughter. and may thy purposs
tuifilled,

Isabel, blushing at the warm words,
passed through the portal into gar-
dens 08 fair as those she had lett.

A young man of courtly micn and
richly attired turned at the sound
of the closing door and advanced to
meet her. ile stooped, reverently
kisscd her hand, and led her forward
to an open rustic arbor. For a brief
space they stodd silently regarding
one another, and a more nobly-match-
ed pair never looked love into cach
other's eyes.

The rich blood mounted into Isa-
bel’s fair cheeks as she sald.

“it i3 pleasing to know that my
once sworn knight has not renounced
nis fealty to his lady.”

A word from Isabel Stanelagh
would bring John Staniey from the
furthest bounds of the carth,” replied
the young knight, gullantly.

«I pray you may not have cause to
think more lightly of me ¢re we part,”
Isabel sald gravely.

«On, Isabel, dearest one” broke
forth Sir Johm, “why this coldness and
ceremony hetween hearts that love?”
And he advanced a step with nrms
outstretched and face glowing Wwith
1il.suppressed passion.

Isabel's face paled, her form quiver-
cd, and then was still,

*Then, thou lovest me still, John?"

Phe words were spoken softly, ten-
derly, and rather as the expression of

my
be

Castle knew her no mord
for many a long day.

e
CHAPDER IIL

Six years passed—six years of blood-
shud and madness, and “Merrle Eng
1and” had become the slaughter-house
ot ner bravest sons.

In December, 1460, the Lancastrians,
under the inspiration of thelr martial
Queen, Margaret of Anjou, won the
bloody battle of WWakeflcld Green, at
which Richard of Yorx was slain. At-
ter setting the gory head of her arch=
enemy on the gray walls of his own
capltal, Margaret, with a portion ot
aer victorlous army, marched into
loyal Lancashire to make a short so-
journ at Stanelagh  Castle, bringlng
With her the more illustrious ot her
prisoners, amongst whom — was Sir
John Staniey. The Earl of West-
modeland had fallen bravely on the

fleld ot Nor and
1sabel, nis widowed countess, had re-
turned to Stanelagh Castle, as aftord-
ing greater security in such perllous
times, N

The pale, watery Hght ot the winter
sun fell upon a strange, unusual scene
in the great hall of Stanelagh Castie.

ded by a goodiy of
nobles snd warrlors, sat Margaret of
anjou. By her side stood the grace=
ful form of ner youthful son, and near
the royal chalr was a group of noble
ladles, amongst whom avere Lady
Hetta and her daughter, Isabel. The
vody of the hall was filled wWith
knights and men-at-arms

In the clear space in tront of the
dals, calm and disnifled, as 1f a dis-

hed tator of th fant

the
scene, and not & knight attaint, ~tood

a truth than as &

“ love thee, Isabel,” was the fer-
vent response.

“And thou wouldst choose me for
thy wite, betore nil other women 7"
asked Isabel, in low, steady tones.

“Thou art the one woman I have
ever loved, or shall love, Isabel,” And
:ho knight selzed her hand and kissed
t 1

“And wnmel:. o ously
Tady Hetca mischlevously.
Is:bel arpso and dried her eyes,
which only jooked the brighter, ke
o sunlit landscape after & shower.
met”  sighed Lady Hetta,
bo difterently nﬂocteddh;'osnt
what they were in my young days:
‘But, surel(y, avr had malden more
or truer xas}:gn‘tﬁ worshipping than
hou, Isabel.
1m‘"sl:(:vera in plenty were wont to sigh
aronnd o certain Hetta de Verney, 1t
I remember arlgl; ) slyly observed
Sir Henry. E
Ay, but never dld T favor but neeo
Harry,” Lady Hetta rejoined warmiy.
“And that one was the King of gal-
1ant gentlemen, then, as he is to-day.
«rhere be none like hlm, sweet Mo~
one,” sald Tsabel, fervently.
Anis dellcately diplomatic
malden perched herselt on the stout
arm of Sir Henry's chalr and sitpped
her own around the good knight's
neck. Tsabel was master of tho sltu-
ation, Her ohiid’s tender loyalty to
her own heart’s lord completely van.
quished Lady Hetta, who rose Aan
quit the field.
Sir Henry placed his amm about his
daughter’s walst and laughingly press-
ed her to his side.
“And thou !avon;f:’
A substance, Isabel,
::‘t the sults of youth; methinks T may
be able to find thee o ford atter thine
own heart,” said Sir Henry lghtly, but
tively.
t:-‘r‘\gx;:h l{ wrk vou @0, dear father. to
ed? Nay, then, wil 1;
nnery; for, certes, a
get me to a nu ertes, o
“s mald
but another
they

a man of years
and dlsregard-

wmay not look at & gailant,
. his throat; and then

Gently withdrawing her hand, she
took the white rose from her breast
and, stepping _to the railing of the
arbor, placed it upon a rustic pillar.
Then standing by the piliar, the red
rose gleaming on her bosom, her cyes
flushing with love and the haif-con-
cealed feellng of cxpectancy, she
turred and said, “Choose, John, be-
tween the white rose and the maid
that laves thee.”

The Knight's face grew pale. his fea-
tures set In anguish and he nelther
awoliz mar maved, but his eyes were
fixed now on the maiden, standing n
all her warm, inviting loveliness, and
then in the pale, Innocent flower by
her side. He knew Jsabel Stanelagh,
and what threo_steps forward meant.

On the one side were beauty, love
and the full frultion of his fondest
hopes: on the other—what? A white
ross that grew Into a borrld phan-
tom, smeared with blood, blackened
with tho hatred of men, and clad In
the hueless garb of loss aud despalr.
On the right was a living, pulsing,
joving woman, on the left tho grim
speetre of faction and the strife of
kindred, and yet—he could not choose.

And thus they stood for moments,
counted hours. in sllent, immovable
confllct; then the woman was close to
wim, teuching him. her hands upon
his breast, her eyes looking into his
for sign or token of ylelding.

“Choose,” she said, but he did not
move.

Hor hands lay on his shoulders, her
compelling eyes fascinating hhm ilke
those of a basllisk. * Choose, John.”
#he whispered.

1t is not only beautiful women who

fang over the imirror in the morning.

Anxious women who are waltching the wast.

{ng of their beauty, stand bel'oredthe tairror
an

t the progress of the cure, marked
eyes, reddening cheeks,

g‘mid:‘_‘vmnw

and rounding form
Woman's general health depends largely

spon the local heaith of the organs dis.
tinctively feminine.  Irregular periods in
mardenhood, followed after marriage by
debilitating drains, and the comuion con-
sequences of motherhood, inflammation,
ulceration, and displaced o i
general healtlt These conditions are en.
tirely removed by ' Favorite Prescription,”
the body blossoms in a new beauty, and the
wind 18 entire}‘y freed from &hom and de-
spondency. “Favorite Presc ption”isnots
stimulant, containing no alcotol or whisky.
“In October 18% 1 gave birth loa baby and the
reatment I received at the hands of the midwife
ness, =] rs.
- d Co.. Ky, "I
for three years. "L had
by which was the third child. My
4 T had &3

:ﬁ'dlttll Xh‘:ke':l‘lf:lf rpse walkl bout.
e & corpse walking abeu
I cammegneed to take Dr. Pierce's Goldekn
ry,* Ravorite Prescription, and * Pel-
en @ well

Tl 4y Shecks are red and
DR Rheer s Teitow a6 sudivon.

yle Johm Staniey,  Slownly and feax-
Londy Dty Gedin, eleal epes med il
shining orbs of the victorfous yuten,
mwopt the sonl-Uide of  hostite  wr
wpoowllng Taces, lingerdd momentlarily
on the Arcuping hoad ot hia ok frlend
and nulehbor, Sy Henry  Stanclagh,
fell upon he pale but beautlful Tace
of Isabel, and thece, with & soft and
tender DEhY, rested

wglpe John Stanhy,” began the Duke
of Qometret, “Thowch thy Hfe and
tandg are Justly forfolt, yet, ix 3t the
pleasure of her Graclous Majesty, ot
the prayer of her old and teled Gilend,
gir Menry Stanelagh, to ofter Ches
Mge and frvdon—on  viee conditi
whica, In tieg ol the lost cause of
york, shauld not prase difffealt of oe-
coptane ™

Ahe Duke pauscd.  Sir John's gaze
rested upon bim with reapeeiful at-
tention, 3+u he dld not Imtacdistely
praceed

“pna condition,  nobly
asked Sir John, I clewr, quict tones.

wft §2,” procuded Sorersel, “that
thoy return to thy allaglanen to King
e niry of England,

Jomersc L

wne afternative. noble sir®' onc®
more que-tiontd the prisoner.
A grofter s death’” reptiel  the

Duka, sternly

gir John smiled and évery «as Was
pent to ~atch his Gnal words

©8o, it 13 a chuice betwecn the red
rose dnd—death.” He might have
been speaking to himeelf, aa tnough
welghing the question: but hie plerc-
ing eyes mere looking italght anl
fixedly into those of Isabel, who st
with parted lips and marble features,
from which had gone every visible
trace of emotion.  “Once had T to
cnooxe between the white rese and—
the falrest malden in England’” he
went on, his eves never leaving those
of Tsabel, whose features, beneath the
rosy tint ereeping into them, grew
warm, life-llke and tender- *I chose—
not—the—noman* he conclnded, iu
glow, contemptuous tones, his _ eves
Aashlng with scorn. N

Tsabel lowered her eyes, her face
grew deadly pale again. and her frame
shivered as though an ley blast had
swept through her very soul, every
gust of which was a word that numb-
ed her heart into despair.

Fhen, turning ever so slightly to-
wards the Duke, and drawing himselt
up to his full helght, Sir John sald:

“Noble Somerset, I cannot accept
your conditlon. I choose—death; and
~God save Edward of York.'

As the last treasonable words rang
through the great hall, a hundred
hands were lalu to sword and fifty
gwords leaped from their scabbards-
There was 2 roar of angry iolces,
which grew louder and more ominous,
as swells the nearing roll of thunder.

The outraged Queen sprang to her
feet, and with darkened brow and
oyes. flashing fire crled:

“Selze the traltor! and God save
King Henry of Lancaster!”

The ery was taken up and repeat-
ed, until the vavlted chamber trembl-
ed with the sound; and Sir John Stan-
tey was led away a doomed man,

(To be concluded in our next)

SOUTH AFRICA.

Rev. Father Sinnett, R. C. chaplain
of our second contingent, writes the
following letter to the Dominton,
Ridgetown:

De Aar, Cape Colony, S.A.,
April 19, 1900.

Here, in now famous De Aar, under
the flerce sun of South Afrlca, I sit
writing you a few lines, using a small
board as o table. We arrived Satur-
day, April 14th, as the rain simply
was pouring down. We had camped
just outside the town on Good Fri-
day evening after a long and tiresome
tramp of over five weeks. We camped,
1 say, just outside of De Aar, and as
1 advanced to the top of the hill and
beheld De Aar for the first time I
could hardly belleve my eyes—that T,
from Canada, was gazing upon the
small viflage of De Aar, yet such was
the case. Behind a lofty hill, nestled
on all stdes by hills, Hes De Aar—a
ing. We had marched the entire day
from 4.30 in the morning until & in the
small place of about £00 people when
the soldlers are removed—now Indeed
the scene of great activity. Ibte hills
form o valley about five miles in
length by ome in width. It Is a rail-
way junction, the main line coming
up from Cape Town and running up
north, branches leading to Kimberley,
Bloemfontein and other piaces, There
1s no apparent reason why it should
be o place of importance in other
times. The war makes it an import-
ant distributing polnt, Now, shortly
after we halted and the men had not
yet galned n glimpse of De Aar, cheers
were heard behind the hill, and our
brave boys, although tired after the
day's march sent forth an answering
cheer, because it reminded them of
other days and other scenes In another
ctime. This was Good Friday even-
had 2 hard-tack supper I gathered
evening. After they (the men) had
13y own people around me, and there
in the light of heaven's moon we held
our Good Friday services. Oh, how
strange and how diffcrent from past
years! Here, in the moonlight on the
hillaide In o  forelgn  country;
here on a ferce expedition, we
colebrate the  Qeath of Him
whe cefme %o save souls and
whose mission was peace. He taught
us the valuo of a soul, and the sol-
dler, how little he thinks of the value
of o soul. War, oh, cruet wart When
I see the poor soldfers tired out, sick,
weary and faint, how I should tike
to see those responsible for wars
marching as the trooper marches, en-
during the hardships and standing in
the front rank as the poor troopers
stand. How I should rejolee. 1 say,
to see those responsible for wars in
the front ranks. No—I fancy, sir, it
they had to ilve on “Bully beef,”
pard-tack and water dignified by the
pame of coffee, then we should hear
Jess of wars. To glve you one ex=
amples

That same Good Friday evening our
exceltent Col. Drury decided to camp
for the night outslde of De Arf. In
order that we might enjoy a good
rest und look well upon entering the
town on the morrow. But he had not

counted on the elements. That even-
ing about ten o’clock it ‘began to rain

and Ratehe
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We are under ovders
Bloemfontein, where ¢re you can read
these words a great battle shall prob-
ably be fought.
gathering around him 100,000 men to

look for victory.
gotten that the Bocrs are good soldlers
and the more

home, there will be seme
gles before the Boers

they are khiled,

of woe and of sufferings
be described.
one wish and pray

what awaits us.

out safe and return
Canada, who are now,
anxious about them.
Personally,
God for it-
friends and se¢

less charges was shown
mens of intelerance which the author
gave In support of
Such Instances are,
piored, happening every day.
Ouest Eclate

ed by a relladle correspondent.
Jforbihan there was o prefect and an
inspector who are proving themselves
worthy licutenants of & persecuting

ccllege at Vannes.
prived he was told that “the govern-
ment 41 not pay him to manufacture
Such facts s

and rained all night and Saturdey
Now every man slept on the

tents—and when the light-

ning and thunder came. with rain in
torrents, faney

tho poor soldler walk-
and water all night and in

the morning eating his hard-tack In
That is making Canadina his~
tory If you will, but 18 also making
splendid preparation for ‘proken-down
Constitutions, consumption,
et me write the words In golden iet-
ters, our Canadian ofilcers

ete. Yet,
have done
thelr power to render
Hight as possible.
slr, the fortunes of war
the necessary adjuncts ot

in

ar.
Sunday—glorious Easter Sunday, we

it as carnest soldlers only

can celebrate it. It wasa grand sight
to see the mien from
of the globe asseml

the four quarters
ble to celebrate
South Africa and to offer
to God for
to the present and to pre-
struggle soon to

to set out for

General Roberts is

spread death and devasta-
1 sides, and aill hope and
1t must not be fur-

1 see of the hospitals
hear of the fighting quall-
enemy. The thought comes
awtul struge
are beaten.
resist to the death, and If
they, too, will Kill.

the numerous hospltals of
ther places—they tell tales
that cannot
To vislt them makes
that this cruel war
y be called off and settled

In some wWay.
This afternoon we shall be moving
towards the Free State

capital, where,
ul of old, we do not know
T do hope our Cana-
that they have given com=

plete testimony to the world that they

do and dle, may come
to their friends in
with good reas

to

1 am well, and thank
£ often think of my oid
In spirit Ridgetown.
Yours faithtully,
J. C. SINNET,
Chap. Second C.C.

all

— e
THE GHURCH IN FRANCE.

R

3. Bodley has sald severe words in

the French conception of

The principles of the revolus
tion are the subject of dally Up ser-
yice, but M. Bodley assures us tnat
#5 Frenchman's conception ot liberty
is lNberty for ideas in accordance with
his own,~ and So the anti-clerical idea
of lberty “does not include the ~njoy=
ment of treedom by

their adv:rsar-
these were no mere base-
by the specl-

his conclustons.
it is to be de~
and the
has lately published sev-
have been furnish-
At

which

A short time ago a cus-

toins offlcer was summoned to the pre=
fecture and compelled
from the college of St
and send him to &

to take his son
Francls Xavier
Jycee. A school

threatened with the loss of
his son continued to tollow
of sea chart-making with
s at Vannes, whilst anoth-

or was ordered to reserve his son
from the petit seminalre.

At Taupont, near Ploermel, an eX+
gerndarme Wwas deprived of his tobacco
which was handed over 10 2
pelitical supporter of the ex-Abbe
and the mayor of the town.

fellow's offence seems to

have been that, ilke a good Christian,
pereisted in going regularly to
which was held to bo a slgn of

His eldest son had gona

1o study for the forelgn misstons, and

one was at St. Xavier's
When he was des

thess throw
t on the government which

professes to be one for tho defence of
republican institutions, and for the
conciliation of the divisions amongst
Fienchmen, Who can wonder it
Frenchmen fatl to love and support
a reglme under which such fnjustice
13 suffered to grind the faces of the
peor with Impunity. What a com-
mentary on the hili dozen revolutions
and the torrents of blood which have
Leen shad tor freedom! No one will
be inclined to disagree with the re-
mark of the Ouest Eclalr that it is
high time for a change of some sort
to be made, when the republican prin-
ciples of justice, equality and tolere
ance are set at naught by the very
men who are patd to ensure them be-
ing respected —London Tablet,
[

For INFLAMMATION OF THE EYES.——
Among the many good qualitios which
Parmelees’s Vegotablo Pills poasess, be-
sides regulating the digostive orgaus, is
their efiicacy in reducing inflammation
of tho oyes. 1& has called forth wmany
letters of recommendation from those
who were afilicted with this complaiut,
and found a ouve in the pills. They
affect the nerve centres and the blood 1n.
a.nurpming\y active way, and the result
i almost Jmmediately seen.

PR———

1IN MEMORIAM.

Margaret, beloved wife of Anthony
Madden, who dled at her residence In
Corn Hill, on Wednesday, May 23cd, in
her 52nd year. Muay her soul rest In
peace.

Dark sorrow deepens round our home
to-day,

The mother we loved so well
passed away;

The tender guardldn of our childhood
years

Is dead and knoweth mnot our bitter
tears;

I>w patiently, how calm midst slck-
ness SOre=-

How silently her sufferings she bore;

And smiled when God did call in sweel
content

That spirit of a long life nobly spent.

hath

Oh, mother, dear, our happiness hath

flown,
For thuu hast left us tearful, sad and

Tone;

No more at morn we'll greet thy lov-
ing face,

Nor sec thee in thy old accustomed

place;

spwill bring fresh grief to view thine
empty chalr,

For, mother, thou will neves more be
there;

Cold death hath filled our hearts with
deepest gloom,

And all is dreary on this slde the
tomb. R

Dear mother, In they home thy chil-
dren mourn,

But theu shalt ne‘er again to earth
return;

Thy loved ones whom thou cradled
from thy breast,

Hath followed thee unto thy
rest;

That ‘volce that soothed our fears In
griet and paln,

On carth shall never more be heard

lowly

agaln:

But God ong solace to our grief hath
given,

That we may see thy loving face In
heaven.

On earth obedlent to God's holy
will,

15 heaven thou will be a mother sl

Then look upon thy children from

above, .

YWhom thou didst guard on earth with
tender love:

And when this lfe of weariness is
oer,

Oh, clasp us to your bosom as o2 yore;

For though thy grave doth hide thee,
mother, dear,

Fresh shall we keep thy loving mem-=
ory here.

Stayner, May 28, 1300 W, W C.

e

Trgy Drovr Piseres AwAY.—A face
coversd with pimples is unsightly. T§
tolls of internal ‘rregularitics which
should long sinco have L corrected.
‘The liver and tho kidnoys are not per-
forming thow functious in the healthy
wa{ they should, and theso pimples are
10 Jet you know that the blood ?rotcah.
Parmeloe's Vegotable Pilla will dcive
them all away, snd will leave the skin
cloar and clean, Try them, sud thero

olber wituess fo

will he anl theiz.exoel.
Jenos.




