Technical and Bibliographic Notes / Notes techniques et bibliographiques

The Institute has attempted to obtain the best original copy L'Institut a numérisé le meilleur exemplaire qu'il lui a été
available for scanning. Features of this copy which may be possible de se procurer. Les détails de cet exemplaire qui
bibliographically unique, which may alter any of the images sont peut-étre uniques du point de vue bibliographique, qui
in the reproduction, or which may significantly change the peuvent modifier une image reproduite, ou qui peuvent
usual method of scanning are checked below. exiger une modification dans la méthode normale de

numeérisation sont indiqués ci-dessous.

Coloured covers /
Couverture de couleur

Covers damaged /
Couverture endommagée

Covers restored and/or laminated /
Couverture restaurée et/ou pelliculée

Cover title missing / \/
Le titre de couverture manque

Coloured maps /
Cartes géographiques en couleur

Coloured ink (i.e. other than blue or black) /
Encre de couleur (i.e. autre que bleue ou noire)

Coloured plates and/or illustrations /
Planches et/ou illustrations en couleur

Bound with other material /
Relié avec d'autres documents

Only edition available /
Seule édition disponible

Tight binding may cause shadows or distortion
along interior margin / La reliure serrée peut
causer de 'ombre ou de Ia distorsion le long de la
marge intérieure.

Additional comments / Continuous pagination.
Commentaires supplémentaires:

Coloured pages / Pages de couleur

Pages damaged / Pages endommagées

Pages restored and/or laminated /
Pages restaurées et/ou pelliculées

Pages discoloured, stained or foxed/
Pages décolorées, tachetées ou piquées

Pages detached / Pages détachées
Showthrough / Transparence

Quality of print varies /
Qualité inégale de I'impression

Includes supplementary materials /
Comprend du matériel supplémentaire

Blank leaves added during restorations may
appear within the text. Whenever possible, these
have been omitted from scanning / Il se peut que
certaines pages blanches ajoutées lors d'une
restauration apparaissent dans le texte, mais,
lorsque cela était possible, ces pages n'ont pas
été numérisées.



Vor. vI. MONTREAL, AUGUST, 1881. No. 10.

THE GREAT ARCHBISHOP.*

BY FANNY V! PARNELL.

We said, each man, within his sad and bitter heari: « Behold, we stand alone ;

and they who flons us now shanll gathier where we strewed, and reap where we bave sown.
The priestand seribe,the learned and great, they pass us by with. coldly-turming eyes ;
While, inch by inch, and step by step, we push the fight that yields for.us no prize.

Ave! they who prated londest, once, of love for justice, liberty, and man,

Wag snake-like tongues, and spit against us now the venom of their pious bau.

Allmen,” we gronned, ““are beasts of burden or of prey, and only weare left

To carch the <fropped threads that our sires let fall Yrom Freedom’s torn and bloody weft.”

Al sorely erred we then : . for,—even as we fung onr fretinl moans and eries

Right up,n bitter unbelief, against the dum® face of the pntient skies,—

Out from the bosom of the heaving South a lustre blossomed o’er the land,
’I‘hatbrox}ul(mling, whitening, brightening grew—a great white rose held fast in God’s  own
. wnd j— - :

Grew over all the stormy heaven, and opened wide for all its glorious breast ,

Till, as the exiled Jew his Zion’s fanes, so Cashel’s sacred ground we blessed!

Al High-priest of our noblest dreams! before that dreadful altar shines thy face,

Beneath which sob and eall the souls of those who died—in vain—to save their race,—
“How long, O God ! how long ere Thou avenge our sacrifice of blood and pain 7

And still the awful answer murmurs back : < Not vet, till all. God wills oe slain 1*

Thy feevare drenched in scarlet wine, the sacramental flood that pours

Erom England’s wine-press when she treads the yearly vintage of our mangled shores;
And Bngland’s thunders threai thy conseerated head, and Christian bosoms E)ine

To hunt once more the unresisting hriest, and break the sanctuaried shrine

Yo, brighter still forstorm and night thy face shall glow, and tell the herd arouad,

That upon Sinai’s tempest blackened peak, thy soul the light of God has-found ;

With Him whose holiest word is Love, thy soul has talked, and back to earth has brought.
The radiance by 'th' Immortals sealed upon the brow that wenrs o God-given thonght, —
L‘\ke Moses to the people, where, fear-stricken, “mid the wilds they doubt and quail,

Thy prophet-voice, peals forth again : ¢ Thus saith the Lord ; thistime ye shall not fail.”
And on the heights, like Moscs, too, of yore, thy hands are raised for us in might,

While through tlie shadowed valleys atthy feet n hundred Joshuas lead the fight.

Lift stil) thy hands; and weary not, for shining armies fill the lurid air;
Lift still thy hands, and leave us not, for vietory waits at last upon thy prayer:
And *mid the elamor and the heat; thy warning voice breathes calm and low,—
“ Be true, O children, and be pure; be bold, yet strike no fool's or rufiian’s blow.”
Thine e a loftier task than sainted Patrick wrought in'splendid years long past, - -
When from our shores—as legends tell—the erawling snale and skulking wolf he cast.
Be thine the mission to uproot from human breasts, the bestinl, false and vile, - ‘
And give to us.once more, purged clean with tears and fire, our long-lost Holy Isle.
. —Boston Pilot. RS ‘ ‘ o DR

j’ “#Most Rey. T. W, Croke :\rch\;ishoﬁ of Cashel, -
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THE HEIR OF LONGWORTH.

CHAPTER XXXIL—(Continued.)

“TLove Leoxce!" she repeats, dreami-
ly. “Yes; I canreeall no time when'l
did notlove Leonee. I wassuch alittle
creature when I went to Rouen—mam-
ma was always ailing, and she said 1
tormented her; and aunt Denise, so gentle
and so good to every one, took me home.
Leonce was a little fellow then, such a
pretty boy ; so gay, so loving, so good
to me. We grew up together there in
the dear old house. We went wander-
mg together through the dear old town,
we explored all the beautiful churches,
and life was like one long sunny sum-
mer day, There never was one so kind
as Leonee in those days, or so happy as
I. Tused to go aboutsinging the whole
day long, for the very joy of living,
But change came, and Lieonce. went, and
death came, and dear aunt Denise went,
and then followed the war;and Iithought
T had lost my brother for ever. I went
to London ; so cold, and cheerless, and
dark, and bleak it seemed after my Nor-
mandy—my dear, dear Normandy that
I will never see again.’ Aod then Leonce

was laken prisoner by those vile Prus-’

sians.

and 1.” v
u“ Marie 1" Miss Haviott says, sceptic-
ally. :

She is’ touched and. interested. The

* girl hds never spoken like this of her old
home or friends before ; ‘but she is not
prepared to accept tho tears of the elder
Mdile. Landelle.

“ Do you think Marie did not know
and care for him 7" Reine says, quickly,
a slight flush passing over her face. “Do
you think she has no heart ?*

“Well,” Miss Hariott responds, “ an-
atomically considered, we all have
hearts, and we all have lachrymal
glands ;. but in the light of a damsel in
distress I really cannot picture your
calm, white, heautiful sister.. Pardon
me, Reine, but I really cannot.”

“Tiast of all,. worst of all; goes on
Reine,  papadied—my dear, handsome,
noble father~—so : patient, so tender, so
silent, so sad, -always working, mnever
complaining, and loving Marie, and me

How we wept that day, Mavie

so well, Then:we came here, and of all
the sorrowful things of my life I am
sorriest for that.” .

“Denr child-—sorriest 2" :

“Sorry, sorry, sorry to the heart?
Ol ! if Marie had but listened to me, and
stayed in London! We knew 1)00))10
there, we. could have got pupils, we
could have worked and Tived indepen-
dently ; but she was resolved Lo come
—it was owr right, she said, and 1-]
loved her and 1 listened and yielded. If
Tonly had been firm and refused to
come!” ‘

¢ Reine, this is wicked, this is ungrate-
ful, this is unkind—it is what 1 never
expected to hear from you. At first,
granted you, when all were strangers

15

 And what are they now? What
fiiend have I but you ? '

“You have your grandmother, whois
good to you after her faghion. You have
a safe and secure home——"

“] have a house tolive in. Buta
home l—ah ! four walls are not enough
for that.: -Qur. heart makes our home.”

“ And,” pursues the elder lady, “you
have the man youare going to marry

11

But Reine lifts ber hand and " stops
her, The warmth which the firelight
and Candace’s tea have brought into her
face dies slowly out. )

“Say no more,” she interposes. “Yos,
I am unkind and ungrateful. Bug when
T think of the past, and the old home
lost for ever. of my -heloved France,
which 1 shall never sce again, I forget
to be grateful, - Heaven is good ; hut
life is long—so long—and things happen
that ave so hard to bear, ' Itry not to
thinl, I try nottogo back to the life that
is gone ; but sometimes I sit, and this
dull town and these quiet streets: fade
away, and T am in the old garden on the
hill just abovo Rouen,” and the grapes
and apricots shine on the white, sunny
wall, and Jeanneton is gathering  veget-
ables in the kitchen. garden, and aunt
Denise is knitting in the porch, and
Leonce comes up, singing as he '‘comes,
and then—I wake with a start, and it is
Baymouth not. Rouen ; Massachusetts,
not Normandy ; Madame Windsor; not
aunt Donise, and -*Leonce—oh! yes

Leonce is here, hut not the Leonce of

those days.’ Nine!” She rises abruptly.. -
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‘How long I have stayed, and how
mueh L have talled | Did I ever talk
so much before 27
“ Never, Little Queen I Miss Hariott
answers. ¢ Dear Little Queen, you are
nat looking well. . You are pale and thin
as o shadow,  What is the trouble ?”
“Nothing you ean holp— nothing I do
not deserve. I must go at' once, and
you must not come with me, nor Can-
dace either. 1 can go very woll alone.”
“No doubt; but Candace will accom-
pany youfor all that. Como to-morrow
little one, and let ns talk it out. I wish
1 could help you. 1 wish L could make
you happy. I'am your fairy godmother,
you know, and the littlo princess always
goes for help to her Marraine.”
“ Dear Marraine, there never was such
A fairy -godmother. You have helped
me.  Only to come here and talk non-
sense us [ have done for the past honr
is a help.”
“And you will return to-morrow ?”
“Bo 1 not always retarn?  Yes, I
will come.  To-morrow T will be indeed
alone.”
@\ Ta 31 . . 1
back\,\?’l’mn'la Monsicur Durand coming
“ Nover "
“Indeed? = When does Laurence
Longworth return 2
“[ do not know.” : ‘
“You donot know? Does ho. not
write to you then ?”
“No—why should he? Do not let us
talk of him, please.  And 1 wish you
would not ingist upon sonding Candace.”
'But; Miss Hartott does insist, .and
Candace holds the umbrella, and goes
through the rain to the Stone House.
Black‘and rayless, buried in funereal
trees, it stands like some zoblin castle
sodark a contrast to the  little white
cottage that ‘even Candace végards it
with eyes of distrust and disfavour.
| “A mighty dull place for a young
“ﬂd}’ like you, Miss Reine,” she! says.
And Mrs. Windsor must be a mighty
dull Iady to live with. I wish you bo-
lox:ged to Miss Iester and me, Honey.”
“I'wish I did, Candace. Thank you
for coming, and good night.” "
Candace departs. - Cathorine answers

the knock, talkes her young lady’s wet

buter garments, to the kitchen, and
eine, fecling oppressed and “wretched,
gocs upstairs to “her own room. . How

silent the old house is, such a lonesome,
rambling old house for four women to
oceupy. .

She opens her grandmother's door

noisclessly : the night light buns: dim-~

ly, the night drink is on a stand by her
bedside. . Mrs. Windsor is deeply asleep.
She shuts the door and returns to her
own room, which is directly opposite.
She can hear rain beating against the
glass, the wind making a dull, ceaseless
surge among the trees, and farther off,
mingling with both, the deeper and
more awful voice of the ocean.

What o wild nightit is ! Shewonders
with a shiver of apprehension if Marie
is tossing about in the frail yacht along
the coast of Maine. Ilow miscrabily

sho will be, and Maric abhors illness,’

and pain, and annoyance of any kind,
and shrinks. from the very shadow of
hie's lightest trouble.

«If L could only help her,”” Reine
thinks, “Iwould take her share and
my own too. But 1 cannot. I may
sufter for her, but she must suftfer for
herself as well. - Oh, if Leonee follows
her! and in his face this evening'T saw
the foreshadowing of some. desperate
resolve. She will never yield—she is
inexorable as fate, and he is passionate
and jealous, and reckless. The. truth
will come out, and all -she desires most
on earth will be lost for ever. And then
—what then ?”

_ 8he sits down, her head resting weari-
ly against the buck of the chaiv, silent
and motionless for along time. Her
head aches ; .or is it only her heart 7 A
sense of foreboding fills her ; but,
stranger - than all, a sense of faligue

weighs hor down. She rises prosently -

g the loud-voiced clock in the hall
striles ten, and slowly and wearily pre-
pares fov bed. Her heavy eyelids sway
and fall almost immediately, and she is
half asleep before: hor head is well on
the pillow. Once she starts awalke again
at some noise ; but it is only Jane and
Catherine going up to the bedrvooms on
the floor above. . Then profound still-
ness {alls, and Reine-is soundly asleep.

- She sleeps long and dreamlessly, but

sho awukes suddenly, broad awake fnan -

instant, tho heart beating fast and havd,

and she sits upright in bed.” What was -
that ? - Was it only the old cight-day,

clock tolling two ?- The last wiry vibras
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tion yet moves the quivering air, but
surely there was something else—surely
she has heard & cry—a  sharp, sudden,
piereing cry of mortal pain or fear,

~ Her heart throbs so frantically as” she
sits up ercet'in the darkness, that for a
moment she can hear nothing else. She
listens and waits, her eyes dilated and
wild ; but no other cry follows—all is
profoundly still. The very rain has
ceased, anda wan glimmer of moonlight
pierces the window curtains, and falls
upon her white, terrified face.

She can cateh a glimpse of the writh-
ing trees outside, of the black, wind-
blown night sliy. Has shedreamed that
sharp quick, agonized scream ?  Ias she
had nightmare and sereamed out her-
self? It had seemed to herto come
from across the hall, from Ars. Wind-
sor’s room. Ias the sick woman grown
worse in the night and called out for
help ?

Instantly Reineis out of bed, trying
to dress herself with trembling fingers
and shaking nerves.. She trust her feot
into little velvetslippers, opens the door
without noise, and looks across in terror
at that oppositedoor. Then she tip-toes
towards'it; it is closed as she has left
it ; the dull light shines through key-
hole and crevice, and Greatheaven ?

- what is that ? Who is in the room. For-

there is a sound—the sound of stealthy
footsteps ; there is another; sound—the
sound of. a key . fitting cautionsly in a
lock. In asecond she knows it all—
robbers are at work behind that closed
door, murderers it may be; and that
- shrielk—that one wild, horrorsiricken
shrick, the death-cry, perhaps, of her
. grandmother ?

A panic of mortal terror seized the
girl. - In amoment it may be that door
will open and she will share hor grand-
mother’s fate. There is a table close to
whevre she stands ;: she. holds to it with
both hands to keep' from falling. The
floor scems to heave beneath her. feet,
and without sound or word she sinks
upon it; and half-lies, half-crouches, in a
heayp. ' s

“One or two broad rays-of moonlight
. gleam fitfully into the dark hall; but
where ~she "has fallen is in. decpost
gloom:  So crouching, she strains every
nevve to listen. . She feels no - sense of
faintness ; every faculty seems preter-

naturally sharpened. The grating koy
has evidently not fitted. She hears the
sharp, metallic sound of steel instru-
ments at work. Tick, tick, tick, she
can hear, too, from the clocl down stairs
—how weirdly loud is the beating of its
brazen pulse; it scoms to drown oven
the horrid click of those tools that are
forcing tho locks. Then there is an
interval—an hour it scems—one minule,
perhaps, in reality, and then, oh heaven!
the door “slowly and softly opens, a
white hand  stretches forth, and so
lolds it one listening second. lerdilat-
ing eyes ave fixed on thal hand; surely
the gleam of the large, flashing ring it
wears is familiar to her. A stealthy step
follows, then the thief stands on the
threshold and casts one quick glance up
and down the hall.  She crouches not
three feel from where he stands; but
he only looks before him, and sees noth-

ing. She sees him, however ; the palid
gleam  of the  moonlight falls full
on his  face. ~He crosses the hail

noiselessly, twrns  down  the stairs
and disappears. , . -
Ong, two, three, four, five, six; lying
there in the chill gallery, Reine counts
the sonorous ticking of the noisy Dutch
clock ; ‘or perhaps 1t is not the clock so0
much as the siclening heavy throbs of
her own heart. . She counts on :md_on;
it scems to hor as if it must continuc
for ever, asif she mustsit huddled here
in the'darkness and cold, and the min-
utes of this ghastly night go on eterir
ally, Mours scem to pass, and then, all
at once, with a mighty rushing sound,
the clock strikes three. )
Shesprings toher:feet, the spell is
broken, and almost screams aloud, so
jarring, so discordant seem the strokes
to heroverstrained nerves.: Only three
o’clocl ; just one hour since that ery
for help ran through the house, and the
hours she has. heen here are only one
hour after all. )
"She puis her hand o her head in a
dazed sort of way. Something must be
done, and at once; but what can shedo?
She 'looks in awful terror at the half
open-door of her grandmother’s room:
Ifshe goes in there, what will she seo ?
Will her oyes rest on some frightful
sight on the bed yonder, and he stricken
blind" with the horrov of it ‘for cver?
She stands for a- while, there slowly, -
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with wide-staring cyes, moves forward.
In the door-way she lingers.

The light in burning a little more
brightly than whon she Jooked in last, a
few.small oys lie on the carpet, the
drawers of the Japanese cabinet stand
open—this she takes in at tho firs!
glanee.  Then slowly and roluctanily
her eyes turn to the bed. No blood-
stained sight of horror meets her. Mrs.
Windsor lies there, her fice calm and
still, her breathing deep and heavy, un-
hurt and asleep.

T'he revulsion of feeling is so groat, so
unutterable, that Reine drops inlo the
neavost chair, sick and faint.  The
money is gone, but no murder has been
done. Her head falls heavily ugainst
the chairback, but she rallies almost
directly, sits up, and now for the first
time becomes conscious of something
that has hitherto escaped her. A curious
smell fills the room—a faint, sweet, fetid
penetrating odour. She has never in-
haled it before ; and now, too, she sees
-2 sponge lying on the breast of theslecp-
“ing woman. What a curious thing to
be there. :

She goes over tothe bed, lifts the
sponge, and holds it to her face. Faugh!
the smell is almost intolerable—this
sponge has been impregnated. with it.
Then she knows—she has never inhaled
it before, but she knows—it is chloro-
form that fills the room,

Fully aroused' now, Reine can act.
Her first actis fo throw the window
opeu and lot in a rush of fresh pure air;
her next to put the sponge and seatiered
keys in her pocket. In a very fow
minutes the atmosphere is again endur-

_ able, and the oppression that scomed to
overpower Mrs, Windsor's slumber is
gone. There is no need to linger longor.
She closes the window, moves thesleeper
gently into an easier position ; then she

- leaves the chamber and goes back to her
own.

She does not return to bed ; she sinks
down on her knees by the bedside, agony
in the upturned face, agony beyond all
telling in the desolate ‘heart. . She has

" but one. ery, and it ascends strong
enough in its anguish to pierce hoaven,

. “THave mercy on him | Heaven, havo
mercy on him!” - . » L

) CHAPTER XXXIIL
ANOTHER DAY.

Mg. LongworrH returns to Baymouth
very carly in iho afternoon of the day
following that stormy October night.
The storm has not interfered ith his
jowrney. He has slept all night in a
palace car, lulled by the rocking motion
and the beating of the rain on the glass.
o hastens to his boarding-house at
onco, finds himselfin time for luncheon,
and also for thedish of gossip and detrac-
tion daily served up with that midday
rofection.

tMiss Marie Landelle is away with
the Dexters, mother and son—has spent
a woelk with them in Boston, and is
cruising about now upon the high seas
in her namesake, the Marie. A pleasant
night thoy must have had}of it too. It
is to be hoped Mr. Prank has secured a
competent skipper and pilot and crew.
His affair may be loolked upon as settled.
Lucky young dog, Mr. Frank, prospee- -
tive possessor of a princely fortune and
a peerless wife.”

This says Mr. Beckwlth, going into
the edibles with the energy of a consti-
tutionally bungry man..

« Miss Hariott has returned, Mr.
Longworth will be rojoiced to hear,”
says Mrs, Beclowith.

«Monsieur Leonce Durand has pacled
his belongings, and departs to-day,"” says
Mrs. Shoeldon, languidly regretful; “and
thay all expect to miss him so much.”

«And whatis odd about it,” chimes in
mamma Longworth, sharply, ¢ is, that
Mr. Durand has not been in all night,
his bed has not heen slept . in, and no-
body seems to know what has become
of him.” ‘

All this Mr. Liongworth lisiens to in
cold; unsympathetic silence, . Duarand’s
going is nothing to him—nothing what-
over. With these people he has done
for ever. A storn,intense anger against
Reine fills him—intense scorn for
himself mingles with it.” How easy a
dupe'she has found him. -He, calling
himsclf a man of the world, knowing
that guilt can look at you with open and
foarless face, while innocoence shrinks
and shivers, had yet taken this girl into
his heart almost at sight, and fallen ‘in
love with those bonnie brown eyes, and
that franlk and fearless smile. . : :
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Why, in his experience as a New York
reporter he had once stood faco to face
with a murderess—a liitle blue-eyed,
soft-fuced woman—and had sworn in his
heart neverto trust one of her kind
again, And thisis how he has kept that
vow. Shehasled him on and Janghed
at him, and from first tolast was Dur-
and’s™ wife. She has looked up with
those truthful eyes, and lied in his face.
In the first hours of his passion he could
understand how men killed such women;
but that is all past now. Hoe has learned
his lesson, and learned it well, He will
think the worse of all women for the
sake of this ono:  Intense, pitiless anger
£lls bim. e would not lift a finger, it
seems to him, to save her from death.

The Hindoos, who leave the female
children to perish in the Ganges, have
something to say on this side of the
question, after all. " If a fow thousand
of the surplus female children born into
the world every year were made into
one grand suttee, mankind and morality
would profit.

The-editor of the Phenix goes to busi-
ness in-a temper eminently suited to
tackle his enemy of the Herald, and rout
him with immense slanghter.

Mr. O'Sullivan looks up from work to
greet his chief with the office news of
the last few days.. Ie also adds an
item not office news. :

“ Here's a queer caper of Durand’s,”
hesays. - “May ‘I never, if he hasn't
eloped!”

« Eloped " i :

“Withhimself, faith,” says O’Sullivan,
“Peters was at the sta-
tion this morning at* six—he ‘expected
a paveel from the  conductor—and: who
does he see jumping aboard but our
friend Robert the Devil. He was out all
night—gambling, you may take your
oath. ~Faith, it’s one of the honourable
profession of blacklegs heis, or I'm
mistaken in him. That's the end of the
captivating Leonce, and its many's the
dry eye he leaves behind him 1”

Longworth passes on, seats himself at

“his' desk, and peruses with lowering

brow yesterday’s leader in the - Herald,
Then hedraws a sheet of paper before

‘him, dips his pen viciously in the ink-

stand, and is-fairly immersed in his con-
genial task, when a tap at the door in-
terrupts him. S

¢ Qh, como in, and ho hanged to you!”

“Sure, it's not me, chiel)”’ says tho
deprecating tones of his second ; “it's
one of Mrs. Windsor's womon. = She's
below, aud she wants ye.”

“ What doesshe want?
here.”

Catherine enters, her face pale, her
oyes excited.

¢ Oh, Mr. Longworth, plenase, sir, such
a dreadful thing! Missus is almost
murdered, and we don't none of us know
what to do. Miss Reinedon’t seem like
herself, and she sent me hore.”

¢ Miss Reine sont you here ?”

“No, sir; Mrs., Windsor. Robbers ~
broke in last night and took away all
her money—hundreds and hundreds of
pounds—and gave her chloroform, and
nearly killed her ? The doctor’s there,
and ho says her nerves are dreadful.
Sho sent me hoere for you at once.  And
please do come, sir, for we don’t none of
us know what to do.””

Longworth listens in silent concern.
He has often warned Mrs. Windsor
against her habit of keeping large sums
of money in the house ; but Baymouth
is honestly disposed, burglaries are rare,
and she has not heeded.” That she has
been robbed at last does not greatly
astonish him. It has only been a ques-
tion of time. * -

“ T will go immediately,” he answers;
“ran in and tell Mrs. Windsor so. But
I am afraid there is nothing I can do.”

Still, he knows, with the usual incon-
sequence of women, his very presence
will be a relief and reassurance, Rob-
bed! 'Who can be the robber? - Somo:
one who knows her habit and knows the
house. No stranger has done the deed.

He reaches the house, and is conduct-
ed to Mrs. Windsor's room. He expeets
to-find Reine in attendance ; but the
invalid is alone. - She lies among her
pillows as white as they, a terrified look
in  her ‘usnally. calm  cold eyes.
Evidently the shock has been very
great.

“ My doar Mrs Windsor,” Longworth
says, taking "a'seat by the bedside and
the hand she gives him, “I am very
sorry for this.  You ave looking dread-
ful. Why, you arein a fever | How has
a]l this happened 7" »

“ Daurence,” Mrs. Windsor says, in a

Send hor
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tonse tone, hor eyes glittoring. “Lknow
the man!”

“Tndeed | He was not masked, then ?
Some one of the town ? Do I know
him 7 ‘ ;

“1t was the Frenchman, Durand 1”

1o drops her hand, and stares at hor
in consternation.

“1t was my granddaughters’ relation
—it was the Frenchman, Durand—and
I helieve Reine Landelle told him of the
money and admitted him here last
night 1" :

But Longworth only sits, perfectly
dumb with the shoelk of the announce
- ment, staring at her.

“1 saw his face as plainly as I sece
yours now,” she' goes onm, excitedly.
“ 1 was asleep, I suppose, when he en
tered ; but some slight noise” he made
awoke me, A man was fitting n koy in
- that cabinot yonder behind you. T

slarted up in bed, and screamed out.
Like 0 flash ho turned, and I saw his
fuce.  Before I could cry out again he
had put his hand over my mouth, and
‘held a sponge saturated with chloroform
under mypnostrils, Tremember no nore.
This morning Iawolke from my drugged
sleep to find the room in perfect order,
the cabinet as usual, the money gone,
and myself sick as death from the over-
dose of the drug!”

“This is horrible!” Liongworth = says,
finding his voice ;. “ I cannot realize it.
But why should you suspect Mademois-
elle Roine ? - Surely she knows nothing
of this 1" .

“She was the only one who know of
this money. When M. Martin, left he
saw her whispering to him across the
gate, - e was here this morning, and
told mo.” i Co

*Stll—" i :

“Liook here, Lawrence”—she holds up
a handkerchief, marked with the name
in full, “ Reine Liandelle ” —*¢ Catherine
found this at my bedside this morning,.
It was not there last night.”

“Stll—" '

“ Look here! look here”—in a state
of feverish excitement she holds up to
view a:sponge and two or three small

- keys— Catherino found these in. her
room this morning ; they fell out of her
dress pocket, - The woman'is her friend
—she . would not -have told if sho had
thought it.could. hurt her. : Smell that

sponge. Has it been soaked in chloro-
form ? - 1tell you sho let him in, and
wasg with him last mnight. His keys
would not fit; ho had to piclk the lock.
Laurence, you have had an eseape. T
nover liked her—ILalwaysknew she was
bad, bad, bad to the core. You must
give her up, and at once 1"

He rises from his seat and walks to
the window. -He has given her up—he
belioves her false and treacherous—but
it wrings his heart to hear this.

“Iave you asked her ?”” hasays; com-
ing back. It is not fair to condemn
her unheard.  Your evidence is circum-
stantial evidence, the most unreliable in
the world. It may only be a combina-
tion of circumstances; she may be in-
nocent in the face of it all.”

“You do not helieve one word of what
you are saying. -Ican see it in your
face. No, I have not seen her—I never
want tosce her again. Catherine tells me
she has kept her room, that she looks
dazed with terror—guilt would be the
better word.  Well she may! - She is
guilty of something worse than a crime
—she is guilty of being found out.”

“What do you intend to do?” -

“7T intend to turn her out. Yes, this
very day. Notanother night shall she
sleep under this roof; it hasnever been
a shelter for thieves. Let her go aud
join her robber lover, for he is herlover -
and followed her here. What he has
stolen from me will keep them for a
while ; when that is gone, she can help
him to steal more.”

“Madam! you .are merciless. You
must - not act in this reckless way for
your awn sake. . Remomber, she is your
granddanghter—your child’s child.”

“ My curse on them both—the mother
who fled from me, the danghter who has
disgraced me! The name. of Windsor
has been dishonoured by them hoth.
How dare you plead for her? But for
you these girls never would have set foot
in this house!" ¢ - Sl

“ No need to remind me of that. I
regrot my:, ill-starred advice as deeply as
you do. Still justice is justice, Condemn
her if you like; but hear her—send . for
hov, and ask her to tell you  the truth.”

She seizes the bell-rope, and pulls it
before he has tairly spoken -the words.
In all the years he has known her,
Longworth :has never “seen her proud
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self-control even in intense anger desert
her before. ‘

“Not now !” heerics; “not before
me ! T will not stay 1"

“ I say you shall stay !" she crics, pas-
sionately, * You have pleaded for her
—you shall stay and hear her plead for
herself. If you leave me now, I will
hate you as long as Ilive!”

He falls back. -Catherine enters,
looking flurried and scared. She, too,
has never seen hor mistress like this.

“Where is Miss Reine ?”

“In her own room, ma’am,”

“Tell herto come here.”

The girl goes. Once more Longworth
starts to his feet,

“ Mrs. Windsor, it will be in the very
worst possible taste for me to remain.
Consider——" '

I will consider nothing. Remain
you must and shall, and confront her in
her guilt,”

The door opens on the moment—re-
treat is impossible—and Reine enters.
Her dreary eyes fall upon him, then
turn to-the figure sitting upright in the
bed.  She slowly advances. '

:“You sent for me madame ?”

She is pale, and cold, and miserable ;
but the mastering expression of her face
is one of utter weariness. She looks
worn out, as though to speak or move
were unulterable labour and pain.. And
once again Longworth thinks, as he
gazes gloomily at her—

“If guilt can look with such eyes as
these, how is mortal man to know in-
nocence or truth in this world ?’

“1 sent for you,” Mvs. Windsor
answers, with suppressed vehemence.
“You expected to be sent for, did - you
not ? Isent for you to ask you a few
questions. Were you, or were you not
in this‘room between two and three this
morning ?” :

Reine stands mute.

HWill you answer 7’ ,

I cannot,” - she says, in a stifled
voice. v

“You hear!” cries Mrs. Windsor
turning in a dreadfulsort of triumph to
her friend. “She cannot! = Arc’ you,
then; afraid totell a lie, mademoiselie?
I have heard that there is honour among
thieves, but I never heard it was so
nice.”

- “Madame,” Reine says; but there is

no defiance in her tone, no flagh in her
eye, “Lam no thief.” » .

“No? Nor the aider nor abettor of
onc? You did not tell the Frenchman,
Durand, Iast night, across my gate,
whero I forbade him cver to come, of
this stolen money ?”

Silence,

“You did admit him lastnight into
this house ?"

“ Madamo, no, I did not.”

“You were not with him in this room
between two and threo in the morning?
You did not hide in your pocket tho
sponge with which he stupefied me?
You do not even know, perhaps, that
he stole the money ?  Answer me! Mr.
Longworth believes in your innocence
—1I want you to prove it with your own
lips. Answer!”

She throws her hands up over her
face, and thereis a cry that goes through
Longworth's heaat like a knife.

“Oh, .heaven " sho says, *“I am a
sinner; but what have I done to deserve:
this ?”

¢ Mrs. Windsor,” Longworth exclaims
passionately, “this must cease. - Reine,”
{10 takes her hand and almost crushes it
in the unconscious intensity . of his
grasp, “ come with me. - I must speak
one word to you alone.”

.She lets bim lead her out. = In' the®
passage he stops, still grasping her hand.

« Reine,” he says, “for the honour of
all women, tell me that youknow noth-
ing of thisrobbery. : It was through me
you first came here—in some way I feel
answerable for you through that.”

¢«T wish,” she criesout, and wronches
her hand free, “that I had been . dead
before I ever came 1” :

“There are worse things in the world
than death. But tell me—you know
nothing of this ?”

She stands silent. In theeyes thab
meet - his there is the look of a hunted
animal at bay, with tho knife at its
throat. : : ‘

“I willtell younothing,” she answors,.
looking at him steadily; ‘“not one
word.” ‘ ‘ ‘

They stand for a moment face to face.
He is deadly pale, but something that is
almost & flash of scorn, ef defiance,  has
risen over the gray pallorof her face.

“ITam answercd,” he. says, slowly ;
“as Mrs. Windsor says, you were in the:
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room this morning with the thief Dur-
and. Then, heaven holp you, and help me
who ance believed in you. 1thought you
almost an angel of light—truthful, noble,
innocent as 4 very ohild. And you are
the wife of a gambler and a burglar, his
aider and helper.  Go tohim! Youare
well fitted for each other! From this
hour I shall have only one hopo in con-
ncetion with you, and that I may never
look upon your face again!”

e turns and leaves her in the hall.
Below ho meets Catherine.

“ Tell Myrs. Windsor I will como again
to-night,” he says “ L am busy now,”
and 0 goes. ‘ ‘

“The girl runs up stairs. In the upper
hall Reine still stands as he has left her,
her hands locked to gether, her eyes,
fixed, her face stony. Something in
that frozen agony of face and attitude
frichtens the servant, and she bursts out
erying—

“ Oh, Miss Reine, Miss Reine! . You
were always so gentle and land, and to
think that it was me found thesponge! If
Td-known, I'd have cut my hand oft be-
fore I ever took them to- missis.  I'll
never believe you knew a thing .about
the robbery to the day of my death P

Slowly Reine seems to walke, and after
asecond’s blank stare holds out her hand.

“Thank you, Catherine,” she says,
drearily ; “ and thank you again before
T'go away for all the attention you have
paid me since I have been here.”

“Oh! miss, are you going ? Oh'!
what will Miss Marie say when she
comes back 7" o

A sort of shudder passes over the
listener.  She turns from her, and opens
once move her grandmother'sdoor. Mys,
Windsor. has fallen back among the
pillows, panting from her recent exeite-
ment, but exeited still,

“What ! you againl” she. ‘exclaims,
“You dare to enter here!: Is there any-
thing Monsicur Durand forgot last night
thart;, you would lilee to secure before you
1{¢] K

“Madame,” Reine says, and ap-
proaches the bed, “do not say any
more. One day you may be sorry for
having said so: much. L want nothing
—I have taken nothing. -I thank you
for.all you have given me, ‘and T am
- going away, and will come back no
more,” L :

The woman before her, who has al
ways disliked her, who has reigned in
that dislike, lets the rago that consumes
her have uncontrollable vent now.

“Go!" she eries. “ Yes, go, you viper,
you thief! You duaughter of a thief!
Your beggarly futlier cameand stole
my “child, your beggarly lover comes
and steals my money ! Go! the sight
of you is hateful to my eyes. Go I say
—o atoncol”

“At once,” the girl dreamily repeats.

“This hour, this moment, and never
return. - Al the disgrace that hasever
touched me hus come upon me through
you and yours. You shall disgrace me
by your presence no longer. Last
night's booty will keep you in comfort
for a while, and when it is gone you
know well how to get more. Go, and,
living or dead, never let me see you
agnin.”

Without a  word, Reine turns and
goes. ‘ '

In her own room, hers no longer, she
stands for a little, her hand to her head,
trying to steady herself and reeall -her
dazed thoughts.

She is to go, and at once.. Yes, that
is easily understood. ~ She glances
around ; her preparations need not take
long. All she brought with her is still
in her .old French trunk. The few
things necessary to take immediately
she puts in a bag, not one article that
Mrs. Windsor's abhorred money has
bought among them. Her purse with
the last quarter allowance is in her
rocket; she cannot do without " that.
}Joug\\'orth’s diamond is on bher hand ;
she sees it, takes it oft) and lays it on
the table. Thenshe puts onher hatand
Jjacket and is ready. , ‘

. She does not meet cither of the women

sorvants ns she goes down stairs. She.

opens the house door and stands. for a
moment taking a farewell “look at all
about her, s

The evening is dull and overcast,
clouds hwrry across the sky—last night's
storm’ has not ontirely stormed. itself
oul—it intends. to rain again betore
morning. But on the train the. rain
will not interfere with to-night's journey.

She is going to New York. ., .

It is a lavge city, and she has been in
it for'a brief timo; she has mno othor

object in selecting it. What she will do
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when she gets there she does not yet
know.

The night train leaves at seven; it is
not much past five now. What will she
do in the interval? Then she remem-
bers she has promised to call and sco
Miss Hariott this evening, . and she
will keep her word. Surely Miss
Hariott has mnot' heard the vile
news yet; she cannot, unless Long-
worth has gone and told her, and she
does not think he is capable of doing
that. Yes, she will see Miss Hariott
once more for the last time. How very
sorry she is to lose Miss Hariott's
esteem, so good 4 woman, whose respect
and affection ave well worth having.

She shuts the door and walks slowly
away. At the gates she pauses and
looks back for amoment. The sombre
Stone House seems to stare back at her.
frowningly out of its many glimmering
eyes, a- scowl seems to darken its dull
gray front. Oh, illomened home into
which- she had been forced—out of
which she is driven, a eriminal und an
outcast. One great heart-wrung sob
breaks from her, then she hurries away,
homeless friendless, into the darkening
night. ’

CHAPTER XXXIV.
REINE'S KNIGHT.

Miss Hariorr sits alone over a book.
She is an inveterate -bookworm, and
heavy or light literature according to

. her mood, is alike devoured and digest-

ed. Her book this evening is a novel,
a new and popular one, well and spirit-
edly writien, and the thoughtful interest
of the story absorbs her.. She lays it
down at last with a musing face.

“ T know what: Longworth will say
about this book—that, looked upon
simply as a story to while away an idle
hour, it is well told, and fulfils its mis-
sion that, looked upon as the teacher of
any particular truth, itis a failure; and
that he who reads.willrise from its per-
usal neither sadder nor wiser than when
he sat'down. Well, why should: he?

"The story is strictly moral, though it

inculeate no . especial moral; and my
experience is; that the novelist who sets
ont to preach a-sermon through the
mouths of half a dozen fictitious charac-

ters spoils-two good things—a sermon

and astory. In the main, story-writers
scem to understand that their mission
is us much ‘to amuse as to instruet, to
show us life as it is or might bo, and
for the rost say to us tacitly, as Vivgil
to Dante, ‘TLet us not talk of these
things—Ilet us look and pass onl' "

The litilo cottage parlour is, as it
always is, couxy, homchkc, warm,; and
bright. The shine of the fire glints an
the picture-frames, sparkles on the keys
of the open piano, and -flashes on the
protty womanly knick-knacks seattered
carclessly everywherc. She gets up,
pushing aside books and workbasket,
walks to the window, and looks out at
the dark and gusty evening.

“I wonder if my Little Queen is
coming ?” she thinks. * She promised,
and she invariably keeps. her: word—
rare and precious quality in young lady-
hood. Something is the matter with the
child, something ‘more than ordinarily
serious, something more than the going
of this young Frenchman. Canshe and
Larry have quarrelled ? - She cares
more for him thanshe is willing to own
even to herself, and he, perhaps, is:ex-
acting. Ah, Tknow she would not fail !
Here she is?” :

She hurries to the door and: holds it
open. . Reine closes the gate and comes
slowly ‘up the»path, carrying a large
handbag, her face so pale, her step so
lagging and weary, that Miss Hariolt
knits her brows in anxious perplexity.

“What on earth is the matter with
the girl ?” she thinks,  “ Has that Gor-
gon of a grandmother been nagging the
life out of her, or is it only tho departure
of Durand ?” ‘ ‘

She takes Reine in her arms, and
kisses her cordially, looking searching-
ly into her face. o

«¢Oh, rare pale Margaret! You
come gliding. like a ghost out of the
gloaming. How. white, and cold, .and
wretched you look! Are you sielk?
Are you wortied ? What is it that
troubles my Queen? - Tell your fairy
godmother.” )

- But Reine only sinksin silence into a
chair, and lays her head in a . tired,
spiritless way against the cushion.

« Are you in trouble, dear? T wishl
could help you=Iwish you could tell me.
Is it your grandmother ? Has she bheen
annoying you ?” '
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“She would Lell you I have been an-
noying her—somothing more than an-
noying hor. Oh, Miss Iariott dear and
true friend, I am introuble. Yos, my
heart is almost broken, but I cannot tell
you.  Where would be the use?  You
could not help me—no one in the world
can. A little while ago, and it would
have been difterent. A few words might
have cleared all up. Now it is too Jate
—too late forever. There are things
one may forgive, but never, nover for-
got. No,do notlook at me like that, I
cannot tell you, indeed, and you could
not helpme if I did. There are some
sorrows 1o one can help us to bear. We
must endure them alone. To-morrow
you will know—every one in the town
will know what has happened , but to-
night I do not want to speak or think
of it. Letme sit here and listen to you,
and forget for littloif I can,”

Miss Ilariott looks at her, and listens
to her in wonder and silence. Ier
words falter as she spealks them, her
eyes are haggard—a white, spent look
blanches her face, At last the [ady of
the house speaks, and the strong, prac-
tical common sense that is her leading
characteristic marks every word.

“ My dear child,” she snys, briskly,
there is an exhausted loolk in your face
that I have seen before, and recognize,
and don't like,  Have you had tea?”

“Tea?” Reine vepeats, faintly ;

£ no' ”
“J thought not. Dinner ?”
“No."

Miss Hariott stares. '

“No dinner| Brealkfast?”

“Yes—no—1I forget,’” the girl ans-
wers, and puts her hand to her head.
* No, I believe I have eaten nothing to-
day.” ’ ‘

“ Girncious  powers | cries Miss
Hariott, and sits bolt upright- in blank
consternation ; “no dinner—no—break-
fagt—no—-—""" a

She springs to her feet, opens the door
and calls loudly for Candace.

That yellow familiar appears.

“ Candaco is the tea nearly ready ?”

“ All ready, missis—table and every-
thing.” - : '

“ Set the table for two, and, look here,
broil some steak—not .too rare, mind—
Just slightly underdone. And malke
coffece—she prefers. coffec. And don't

be five minutes about it. Miss Reine is
here, and has had no dinner.”

Candace disappears. Miss Hariott
returns, draws her chair close, and takes
both tho girl’s hands in hor own.

“ Dear,” she softly says, “are you

sure there is nothing I can do for you?

I want to do something so much. I am
veory fond of you, my little one. I sup-

pose 1 was never meunt Lo be a wife, but
I surely must have been meant for a
mother. IfI had adaughter, I do not
know 1 could be fonder of her than T am
of you, and I would wish her to be ex-
actly like you. Reine, if you are un-
happy at your grandmother's—and [
know you are~—leave her, and come
and live with me. Nothing would make
me so happy. T have a thousand things to
be . thankful for; but I am a woman
alono all the same, and I am lonely
often "enough. Be my daughter, my
sister, anything you please. You know
I love yon, and I think you are a little
—just a little—fond of your old maid
friend.”

“My friend! my friend I” Reine re-

peats, and leans forward: with filling:

eyes to kiss her. ¢ What would my life
have been here but for you ? - Do not
say any. more to me—my heart is so
full T cannot bear it. I wish I might
come, but I may not; to-morrow you
will know why. And when you hear
all, do not think too hardly—obh { do not,
for indeed I'am not guilty ! Could1
speak and betray my brother 7 It is all
vory bitter—bitterer than death ; ‘but
the very worst of it all has been  the
thought that you may believe what they
say, and think' me the despicable and
guilty creature that they do.” ‘

“Is hor mind wandoring ?” ' thinks
Miss Hariott, in dismay. ‘

- But, no ; dark, deop trouble looksa
her out of those large, melancholy eyes,
but not a delirious mind. =

. %I do not understand,” she say, per-
plexedly. “What do youmean by guilt?
What is it they accuse-you of, and who
are ¢ they '?” _ ,

«“Ah |l Iforgot. Youdo notknow, of
course. Madame Windsor and Monsieur
TLongworth.” [

“Longworth I eries the other, indig-

nantly. " “Do you mean to 'say Long-

any wrong ?"

worth accuses you, believes you guiltyof -

T e e e
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“Do not blame him,” Reine says,
wearily. “Mow canhe help it ? Every-
thing is against me, and I can say noth-
ing, do nothing. Yes, he believes me
guilty, and you like him so well that I
fear, I fear he will make you believe me
guilty too.”

“ 1f he was an angel instead of a man,
with his full share of man’s blind sel-
fishness, I would not believe one word
against yow. Believe! I would not
listen! Have I not cyes—have I not
judgment I-~do I not know you well ? 1
would stake my life on your goodness
and truth, though all the gossips of Bay-
mouth stood up with one mouth and
condemned you! Oh! Little Queen,
my friendship is worth more than that;
one word from Longworth will not
shake it. I see your ring is gone; can
it Le possible that all is at anend be-
tween you 7"

« All 1 is the dreary echo.

“ Since when has this been ? < Did it
happen to-day ?”

“The breaking of our engagement ?
Oh'! "no, a week ago,- before he went
away.” - v

“And I knew nothing of it from either
of you! Welll and what was' it all
about ? * Is Laurence Longworth going
out of his senses ?’

“ Coming into his senses he might tell
you. There is a Spanish proverb, ‘A
wise -man changes his mind--a  fool
never,’ Monsieur Longworth has simp-
ly * shown himself a wise man, and
changed his mind. Do not let us talk of
it, madame. I amso weary and heart-
sick of it all.” |

There is & heart sob.in every -word.
Miss Hariott starts up. .

“You shall not say one other word,
you poor, famished child. = Oh! what
brutes, what blind, stupid idiots even
the cleverest and best men canbe! - To
think of Longworth’s doubting you-—"

“ Supper, misses,” says Candace, and
Miss Hariott seizes her guest and leads
her to the dining-room. :

Reine is famished and does not know
it until the fragrance of the coffee and
waflles grects her.: In the centre of the

- table the soft drop light burns; meats,

sweetmeats, tea and coffee,’ cakes and
pies, Candace's masterpieces, were
spread in tempting array.” .~ .

' Now,” exclaims the hostess, ** you

are to eat every wmorsel of this bit of’
steak, and these fried potatoes. - Can-
dace’s fried potatoes are things to dream
of. And you aveto drink two cups .of
coffee, and by the time that is done you
will be a living, breathing being once
more. No brenkfust, nodinner, no sup-
perl Here, youshall have a toast—
Here’s a health to all those that we love!
Here’s o health toall those that love us !
Here's o health toall those that love them
that love those that love them that love
those that love us I

A quaint laugh rewards the quotation.
Hearts may break, but mouths must
cat, and Reine really feels the need of
food for the first time to day. Still her
performance is eminently unsatisfactory
to the giver of the feast, who frowns as
she sees her most tempting dainties
pushed aside almost untasted.

“ A wilful girl must have her way
way ; but if you want to come off' vie-
torious in any struggle of life, the first
ingredient is-a good appetite. Reine, I
wish you would remain with me. That
big, uncanny house .and the oppressive
majesty of its mistress are killing you
by inches. Stay with me to-night at
least.” : ‘ L

“T cannot, indeed. T am. staying
longer than I ought now. Will you
pardon me if I say good night at once ?
I feel like a ndw being, strengthened
and refreshed since I came here.  You
always do me good, I cannot say what
I fecl, but indeed I am most; grateful.”

“There can be no’ question of grati-
tude between those who love, dear child
—it is more blessed to give thun to re-
ceive 'in such ecases. - Will you indeed -
go ?ll N

#I'must. I have no choice in the
matter.. If 1 had T would stay—oh!
how gladly—with you for ever.’

She rises and resumes her hat and
jacket. Miss Hariott stands silent,
watching her wistfully. She goes with
her, still silent, troubled, and perplexed,
to the door,. It is quite dark now,
windless and warm, with the weight of
coming rain in the airy; How Reine,
pauses, holds out both hands, and looks
up into the face of her friend. ‘

“What shall I say toyou, dearest,
truest, best friend, of all that isin my
heart ? - I love you, I thank you, and

even if in spite of yourself they make
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you thnk hardly of me, I will never
Jove you nor thank you the less. Good
night, good-bye—T1 like the - Hnglish
word good-bye. Good-bye, JMarraine.”

“But only until to-morrow,” Miss
Hariott says, in vague doubt and alarm,
“Comeo and spend o long day with me
fo-morrow, and sing for me your pet
song ¢ Normandie, mn Novmundie!

“ Ak, ma Normandie. “Je vais revoir
ma Normandie.” 1t is o long time since
1 have sung that. Good-bye; it is time
1 was gone.” ‘

And then there is 2 kiss, and a mo-
ment Iater Miss Ilaviott stands on her
doorstep alone.

She is puzzled and annoyed, indignant
with Longworth and Mrs. Windsor,
without quite knowing why. What does
it all mean ? Some great trouble has
surely befallen her little friend. There
is a look in her face to-night she has
never seon there before.  Is it any-
thing connected with Durand ? Hashe
not gone ¢ She has foigotten to ask,
To-movrrow she will “know all. All
what 7 And where is the girl going in
such haste now ?° "Will Longworthcall
to-night ?  She hopes so; he will clear
up this mystery, and she will be able to
give him a piece of her mind.  Just at
present Miss - Hariott feels it would be

. an_unspeakable comfort to scold some-
body. Dissatisfied, curious, troubled, she
shuts the door and goes back to solitude
and her cheerful sitting-room.

Reine - moantime hurries on. Hor
way to the station takes her past her
church—n pale light glimmers inside,
and she turns and goes in. . One light
only burns—the light of the “overlasting
lamp”—and by its tiny ray, she socs
half” adozen knecling figures hore and
there. But no one looks up, all are
absorbed, and she .glides without noise
into. a pew and kneels down. . Her
prayer. is wordless, but none the less
cloquent. " The ery of & tortured, hum-
bled, agonized heart needs no words.
One is there who reads hearts. Aisercre/
Aiserere ! is the burden of that voicoless
cry. Allother helpis unavailing. e
who listens .here alone can help, and
heal, and have merey. L

In the office of the Baymouth Pheniz
gas is flaring at five o'clock this dull
afternoon, and the tide of business and

printing flows on rapidly and cease-

[
lessly. In his room the sub-editor,
rather overworked during his chief’s
absence, is preparing to take an early
departure, and moves about putting on
his hat and coat, singing 2 cheerful
though subdued stave as he does so. This
is what Mr, O'Sullivan sings .—
 Oh ! whistle, danghter, whistle, and you
shall have a cow.”
¢ Inever whistled in my life and I can’t
whistle now.” .
¢t Oh ¢ whistle, daughter, whistle, and you
shall havea man.”
“1 never whistled in my life—but ' whistle
if Fean”

“It's well to be seen;” says Mr, O'Sul-
livan, in sollioquy, it isn't in- the pre-
sent day she lived, orit’s the cow she'd
have whistled for, not the man. If all
T hear be true—and it's little I know of
them excopt by hearsay—it’s more and
more mercenary the women are grow-
ing. There is Mrs. Beckwith—sure she
makes no sceret of what she married
Beckwithfor.  There is Mrs. Sheldon—
doesn't all the world know she threw
Longworth to the dogs for Sheldon be-
cansc—oh ! faith, it's the cow they'd
have whistled for, both of them -

Mr. O'Sullivan sallies forth, goes to
dinner, at which meal Mr. Longworth

does not appear. After dinner, and a -

moderate amount of time spent peace-
fully smoking to aid - digeston, the sub-

editor of the Phenix starts off, for his .

habitual constitutional.  One - of the
prottiest walks,and that which he most
affeets, is the road that leads to the sta-
tion,

As he draws near the church he espies
in’ tho "obscurity a figure that has a
vaguely " familiar air. - In & moment
ho recognizes it—it is Midemoiselle
Reine Landelle.. JIs- she going to
church at this hour ?.- "There 1s nothing
out of the common or “surprising - to
O'Sullivan if she is; he goes himself
sometimes. But as the light of the
street lamp, burning in' front of the
building, falls full on herface, he pauses
suddenly, Its deadly paleness strikes
oven him. Obeying an impulse, he
follows her in, and takes his place in g
pow near the door, where ‘he can watch

er, himself unseen..” = - ,

He sces her  kneel, bury her face” in
her- hands, “and -so_remain rigid- and
motionless a long time. ‘Other- people

are praying arvound him, but their atti
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tude is not hers.  Hers suggests some
decp trouble or suffering. Then she
rises, and the next moment she has pas-
sed the pew where he sits, and is gone,

He gets upand follows her out, still
obeying that uncontrollable impulse. It
is too late for her to be out alone, the
night is dark, the way lonely, and
drunken men from North Baymouth
are sometimes about.

But she does not turn back to town,
She goes straight on, to his surprise, in
the direction of the station. e, too
goes on, with some curiosity in his
mind, but with the still stronger instinet
that she is unprotected, and that it is
his place, unobserved to take care of her,

She reaches the station, lighted, and
filled with staring loafers. " Many oyes
turn upon her, and O'Sullivan can see
her shrink and tremble in sudden terror,

Instantly he is by her side.

¢t Mademoiselle,” he says, taking off
his hat, *“can I be of any service to you

“here? It's mot a pleasant place for a

lady to be here alone.”

She turns to him and catches his arm
with a look he never forgets—a look of
infinite trust, and welcome, and relief,

<« Oh !" she says, “ isit you monsicur ?
Yes, I want a ticket for New York. I
am going away.”

Tor an instant he stands mute with
amaze, looking at her. She sees the look
and answering it, aspasm of pain cross.
ing hercolourless face. -

“Qh, it seems strange,}1 know, alone
at night ; but T cannot helpit. = Some-
thing very unpleasant, monsieur, and I
must go. Do get the ticket; it is aimost
time for the train to stavt.’ '

The porceptive faculties of the man

are keen: Instantly he knows that she
is fiying from her grandmother’s house

‘to return no more. Instantly, also, his

resolve is taken—she shall not go alone:

“Sure, isn't it the most footunate
thing in the world,” he says, cheerfully
“ that business is taking me up, too, hot
foot, this very night! Lt will give me
the grearest pleasure in life to be of use
t0 you on the journey, and ye know me
long enough, mademoiselle, and will do
me the honour, I'm sure, to command

me in any way Lean be of service to you.

TIt's proud and happy T'll be if ye'll only

my life.””

~trust. me just as if ye had known me all

She looks up in his fico, and with
sudden, swift emotion, liftsihis hand to
her lips.

The dark, upraised eyes are full of
tears ; and the tears and thelight touch
of the lips move him greatly. They
stand by themselves, 1o one near to
wonder ov sce.

“ Monsteur, I think the Almighty has
sent you Lo me in my trouble. Ior [ am
in trouble, and I tremble at the thought
of this night journey alone. Now Iam
not’afraid ; you are with me, and allis
well.”

“Stay here,” O'Sullivan says, “and 1
will get the tickets. Oh, then,” he adds,
inwardly, “ may the cursc of the crows
fall on whoever has brought. the tears
and the trouble to that sweet face!
Didw’t T ever and always distrust that
soft-spolan young Durand—and don't |
know that -it's some devilment of his
that has bronght the trouble upon her!
Wasn't it the lucky thing all out thatl
followed her into the chapol this even-
mg.

Ho procures two tickets, writes outa
brief tolegram for the office, to be des-
patehed next morning—

“ Called away unexpectedly. Backina
few days.”

Then he turns to Reine; and has just
time to put her ina palace car before
the train starts. ‘ C

She is very tired.  The fatigue of the
])mcending night, the mental strain, the
long fast, have uttorly exhansted her,
She sinks into ond of the large, softly-
cushioned chairs, and folls asleep almost
instantly. ‘

O’Sullivan sits near, ostensibly read-
ing; but he dvops  his paper and
looks at her in pity and wonder as
she sleeps deeply and quietly, .like a
spent child. The small, dusk face looks
singlarly childish in sleep. Now and -
then a sob catches her breath, as if the
sorrows of her waking hours followed
her even into dreamland. Whnatis il
all about? e wonders. Does Long-
worth know ? O'Sullivan likes his chief;
but he has never liked him less than as
Reine Landefle’s lover.  His strongest
feeling, as he sits here near her, is ono of
intense - pleasure and pride that she
trusts in- him. asimplicitly as though
he were her brother; and that fate. has
choson him to be. a friend to her.
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If nature . had added six or soven
inches to My, _O'Sullivan’s stature, and
shown better taste in the selection of .a
set of feature, this nareative might nover
has been writton, The soul of a knight
dwelb in this gentleman’s body ; his
possibilities were infinite, his oppor-
tunities few. A woman in . distress
invariably appealed to his sympathics,
no matter how old or ugly that woman
might be.

In his character of a New York re-
porter how often had he nearly got his
head broken by interforing. botween
quarrelling  husbands and wives—the
wives, be itis said, being generally the
first to turn upon the peacemaker.
Before beauty in distress, need it be
said, that risk of limb, or - life would
have been the merest bagatelle.

Yes, tho possibilitics of heroism were
strong in the O'Sullivan ; but how is a
little whiskerless man, with a rubicund
complexion and a turn-up nose, to - be
heroic? If Sir Galahad had been so
blighted, would he ever set forth in
search. of the Holy Grail ? If Sir
Tiauncelot had - been so- marred, would
all his chivalry and tho brilliant bravery
have given King Avthur ground for the
D.C.? "The chivalry that is sublimein
your tall, your stately, your handsome
cavalier sinks to the ridiculousin a sub-
editor of five feet five. The instinet
was there, but nature and destiny. waore
alike against it. :

“IWhereis the good of thinking abont
it,” more than once had thought Mr.
O'Sullivan, with an impatient sigh. “If
I were wrecked on a desert island with
her, like Charles Reade's transcendental
omadhaun, and we - lived there together
for twenty years, suve I'd be not neaver
her caring for me at the end than at the
beginning, She would let me gather the
coconnuts, and fry: the fish, and build
hor a hut, and smile upon'me with that
beautiful smile of hers overy time; and
say, ¢ Merci, monsicur,’ ‘in that sweet
voice—and by tho samo lokon it's the
sweetest L ever heard at homeor abroad
—Dbut fall in love with me—oh,. faith
no b Still I think the. life would be
pleasant, and upon me conseience ' I'd
exchange the Pheniz office for it any
day. . )
Neither by inclination nor constitu-
- tion wag the O'Sullivan a sentimental or

romantic man ; very much the reverse
indeed ; but- Reine ~ Landelle's dark,
lustrous Norman eyes had got a way
somehow of floating before him and dis-
turbing his peace of mind, after a
fashion quite without precedent in his
experience of ladies’ eyes. ‘Was he fall-
ing inlove ? ,

e did not know ; his appetite and
spirits were not impared to any serious
extent, and these he had always undet-
stood were the symptoms. Nevertheless
she was something ditferent to him from
all the rest of the world. ,

There was a strong bond of friendship
between him and Longworth. He ad-
mired prodigiously the suporior talents
of his c]hiof‘. There avere few of life’s good.
gifts ho would have grudged him ; but
when his engagement to Reine was
made known he came very near it
What the feeling was in O'Sullivan’s
case, who is to say ? It would have
been love, deep and true, strong and
tonder, in a taller, handsomer, more
dignified man.

For Reine—ah, well; Reine liked him
cordially, and trusted him implicitly by
instinet,. and without. knowing why.
She had always a frank smile of wel-
como, for the good-humoured, round-
faced, rathor clderly young man, whose
bald forehead she - looked down - upon
every Sunday frrom the choir, and who
usually walled home, with her after
servico.  That he could fall in love with
her, that he could fall in love with any
ono, was a funny idea that never center-
ed her head. :

She slept all night. The train flow
on, and in his seat O’Sullivan dozed fit-
fully, and at intervals. . His. profession
had vendered night work of any sovt
second nature—owls and newspaper
men being always at their briskest when
the rest of the world virtually sleeps. It.
was only when the train went thunder-
ing into the station that the hubbub
around her, fully awoke Reine. . -Shesat
up with “astartled look, to meet the

friendly, reassuring. face of her com- -
Y g . .

panion. e .
“Whero are we ?” she agks. . ¢ Have
I been asleep ?”

©%\We ave . in New York, and it is.a -

beauntiful “sleep ye have -had -of it.all’
night,” replies Mr, O'Sullivau, and rises
and proffers: his arm.: Reine, talkes -it,
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and steps out into the noisy station, stiil
half bowildered. . “ This way ma’amselle.
We'll find a hack, and it's lugky we have
no irunk to detain us. ‘Is: there any
particular pince 7"

# No," Reine says, in a distressed
voice, “TI do not know where to go. Ob,
what would I ever have done, monsicur,
if T had not met you ?”

“Then 'L just take you to an hotel
for the present, and when we have had
breakfast in comfort and quiet we'll step
out and look abony us. If youn could only
make up your mind to let me know
what you mean to do, maybe I could be
more useful to you. Ifit’s Mr, Durand
ye want to find "

“No, no,” Reine interrupts. . ¢ Oh,
no | I never want tosce Leonce again.
Monsicur, how very strange all this
must seem to you, I know ; and you
have been so good a friend to me—
heavens, how good {—that I must tell
you why I have run away, Foar you
know I have run away,do younot? No
one in the world knows I am here.. Ob,
I fear, I fear, you must think very badly
of me for this.” :

“ Mademoiselle,” responds Mr. O'Sul-
livan, brusquely, ¢ that is nonsense. I
could not think badly of you, or of any-
thing you might do, if I tried. I don't
want to know why vou have come—
only T know what it must be ke living
with that high and mighty old Juno,your
grandmother. *Tonly wonder you have
stood it so long. - Don't say one word,
Ma’amselle Reine. Can I not see that it
distresses you, and  am I not ready to
take your word for it when yousay you

“had to come ?”

“You are generous,” she says, broken-
ly, and she thinks with a pang how dif-
ferent all might have been if the ‘man
who professed to love her had: trusted
her like this; “butI muststill tell you.
Madame Windsor, as you know, always
disliked Monsieur Durand.”

“More betoken some others of us did
the same,” says, inwardly, Mr. O'Sul-
divan. :

“The night before last,” - pursues

Reine, still in -that - agitated  voice,

“gome “one—some man forced an en-
trance into the house and stole a large
sum of money. My grandmother sus-

-pects and accuses Lieonce’; she -accuses

me of being his- accomplice. She said

some very bitter and cruel things tome
—things so bitter and cruel that I can
never forget them—1I do not know that
I ean ever forgive—and so I cameaway,
[ could notstay., I was ealled a thief,
My father, my dear, dead father was
called O, she was cruel, cruel,
cruel I” :

She burics her face in her hands, and
breaks down for the fivst time in a very
passion of sobs, O'Sullivan listens in
fiery wrath.

“The old eatamaran | the old Witch
of Endor I Oh, then, may it come back
hot and heavy on herself, and may 1
live to see it ] But, Mademoiselle Reine,
sure ye'll pavdon me for naming .him,
wasn't there Longworth, and as ye are
engaged ought you not to have seen him
and told him before you left ? e would
have taken your part against her——="

He stops as Reine looks up, a flash of
scorn drying the tears in her oyes.

“He tako my part! He my friend !

May -heaven protect me from - such
friends | Monsieur, he knew, and took
sides with her agninst me. - He helieves
me to be a liar and a thief. . One dayl
may learn to forgive her—she is old and
prejudiced, and never liked me.  But
bim! Monsieur, I will never forgive
your {riend my whole life long.”
. “Now, by the Lord Harry !” cries
O'Sullivan, with flashing eyes, “if any
one clso of all the world had told me
this of Longworth I couldn’t have be-
lieved it. Isthe man mad to doubt you?
Oh, upon my conscience, this is a burn-
ing shame all oug {” '

But Reine is growing calm again, the
tears are dried, and the fierce indigna-
tion has died in slow, sadness out of her
oyes. : ‘

“No,” sho says, earnestly, “ no, mon-
sicur, you must not quarrel with your
friend for me.. You must not tell him
you know anything of me-—— Why do
you langh ?"

“ Truly, mademoiselle, that would be
a difficult” matter. Tell him I know
nothing of you! Sure wasn't there
twenty, if theré was one, on the plat-
form when we left, and won't it be over
the town before noon to-day ? The man
or women who can keep a secret in

Baymouth will bave something to do,
upon me faith.” ~ N .
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She looks at him in silonce, wistful,
distressed, porploxed.

“ Was it wrong for you to cowmne with
me ?" she asks. '

“Wrong!t If it was, I would like
somebody to tell me what is vight.” If I
had a sister,” says O'Sullivan, with
rather a heightened colour, * circum-
stanced as you wore, and obliged to run
for it, wouldn’t I be proud and thanlful
if any friend of hers or mine would stop
1o the fore and take chargeof her ? It's
not the things that set the tongues of
gossip wagging most that are niost
wrong—you'll find that out if you live
long enough. DBut thisis alla waste of
time, and we ave close upon the hotel.
Just tell me what you plans are, made-
moisello ; there isn't an, inch of New
York Idon't know beller than my pray-
ers, and there’s no telling’ the sérvice T
may beof to you, Isityour intention
to remain here ?”

“Can I do better, monsicur ¢ Itisa
great city ; and in a great city it isal-
ways easiest to earn one’s living - is it
not 2. And I have come to earn my
living.”

He'looks at her in pity. Iarn her
own living! So young, so fricndless, so
ignovant of the world she has come to
face and fight! Oh, for the power to
win her from them all, to shield her for
ever from life's cares, and struggles and
work. - It is a moment before he spolke.
“ Your mind is fully made up ?”. he
asks. “You donotintend to roturn to
Baymouth ?” ‘

“ Never, monsiewr. I will die first!”

¢ Not even if Longworth——"."

¢ Do not name him!” she cries, her
eyes lighting passionately.  “L never
want to hear his name, orsce his: face,
as long asIlive [” S

“ T beg your pardon.” Yes, it is guite
true that up to the present O'Sullivan
has alwaysliked hischief; but the glow
that fills his heart as he listens to this
outburst against him is not one of re-
sentment. *“Then may I ask what you
propose to do "

“I could teach Fronch,” she says, the
- anxions tone returning, “or Gorman, I
could teach vocal or instrumental musie.
. T could be a governess.”

; M. O’Sullivan looks, more than doubt-
ful, ‘ ‘

«I do not think governesses ave groatly

in demand in New York, and the market
is drugged with male and fomale teach-
ers of Ifrench, and German, and music,
And then, under the most favourable
circumstances, it takes time to get
pupils. I+ have thought of something
——" He pauges, and eyes her doubtful-
ly. “But maybe you may think it de-
rogatory.”

«Pell me whatit is; do not hesitate.
I will do anything—anything that is
safe, and honest, and respectable—for a
living."”

“1 admire your spirit, mademoiselle,
it's the sort get to along with ; but then,
sure, you're proud, if' you'll pardon
my saying so——"

She smiles faintly.

“T am not proud about work. Try
me and see. . And any plan you propose
will be good, I am sure. What is it?”

"« Well, then, 'tis this,” says Mr.
O'Sullivan. T haveafriend. Sheisa
townswoman of my own, and she keeps
a millinery establishment "in. Grand-
street. Itis not a fashionable locality,
and she’s not a fashionable woman, but
a hetter creature never drew the breath
of life. She'd be good to you, and that's
what ye want; she'd let youlive with
hor, and take care of you, and be ecom-
pany for you, and keep you from dying
of loneliness in this big city. You could
advertise for the pupils if you liked, and
meantime you. woald have a home, a
salary, and - something to do, and sure
that same is a blessing when we're mis-
erable. If you like, ma'amselle, I'll go
around and see her -after breakfast, and
hear what she says.” ’

Reine clasps ber hands-gratefully.

- Monsieur, itis the very thing. Oh,
how kind and thoughtful you are ; and
what have I done to deserve=-how can
Iprove my gratitude 7 -

« That you trust me is all T ask. Here
we are, mademoiselle, and I’'m not sorry,
for a long night's ride makes a man's.
appotite mighty painful.”. S

eine is shown toa room where she
can batho her face and arrange her hair,
Then comes" breakfast, and as. she sits
opposite bright little Mr. O'Sullivan she
thinlks:of that last hotel breakfast five
moaths ago, and her heart swells' with
bitterness and indignation. How, cruel,
how mereiles. he had beon—how unlike
this man who sits beside har.
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He bas asked her to marry him, but
he is roady to distrust her cvery word,
to place the worst construetion on her
every action. " e hasrefused to believe
in her—he has said things to her never
to be forgotten or forgiven. And on that
night when he had come and cast her
off with scornand insult, she had sat and
thought him noble, generous, und good.
Aund hewas to all the rest of the world
—to her alone he could be harsh, and
unjust, and without pity. ,

Immedintely after  breakfast Mr.
O'Sullivan sallies forth, and rides down
to Grand-sireet to the fashionable estab-
lishment of Mys. M. Murphy. The M
stands for Michael, 8 good cuphonious
baptismal, but Michael has depurted, and
his relict rather sinks it. Murphy and
millinery, taken in conjunction, go badly
enongh—the * Michael,” if forced upon
the customers, would damn the business
altogether, - ‘

“I havecome to aks a favour of ye,
Mis. M., suys the O'Sullivan, after the
preliminaries of friendly greeting. L
want ye to take an apprentice. - She's a
French young lady—from Parisall the
way, and sure that is an offer'ye ought
to jump at. ‘Mes. M, Murphy, associat-
ed with the elegant and recherche young
Parisienne, Mademoiselle Reine Land-
‘elle”  Wouldn't that sound well nowon
the half-yearly circulars 2 But then, I
forgot,  The name mustn't appear. 1t's
a great secret, Mrs. Murphy. . She’s of
one of the very first families in the land.
Her' relations are worth a mint of
money, but she has an old witch of a
grandmother that a saint couldn’t put
up with, and the end of it is she hashad
to run away. She wanted to go, and
teach French and music—there’s not a
language nor accomplishment going she
hasn't got ; but says T toher, ‘There's
Mrs: Murphy, she 4 friend and compat-
riot of my own, and it'sa French young
lady of taste and clegance she’ has been
looking for this many a day. It's de-
lighted she'll be to getye. = I'll go. to
her; says I; ¢this very minute’ And
here I am, and such a chance you'll

" pever. get again while your name is|

"Mary Murphy.” ) ‘
. #Well; now, but you're -the quare

“man Mr. O/Sullivan,” says Mys. Marphy,

" folding her hands across the couuter,

‘and -looking : at bim shrewdly, with

twinkling cyes. “I[s this some devil-
ment ye'reup te 2 I'd not put il past
ye. Oris there a young lady in the
case ? If there is, none of your nonsense
now, but tell me all about her.”

# May 1 nover, Mrs. Murphy, if its
not the gospel truth,” assevorates Mr,
O'Sullivan, with earnestnoss, and there-
vpon beging and relates, so far as he
may, the history of Aldlle. Reine Land-
elle’s tlight from friends and home.

That Mr. O'Sullivan does not uncon-
seiously ombellish we are not prepared
to say; is not judicious embeHishing
naked facts his trade 2 That he nap-
rates dramatically and eloquently thore

an be no doubt: - Mrs. Murphy's sym-
pathies are aroused as a great many
interjected ¢« Oh, the crayture!” ¢ See
that now " “ Ah, then, the Lord look
down on her |’ betray.

Mrs, M. Murphy is a lady of tender
heart and boundless good naturc. She
owes Mr. O’'Sullivan, ag she owns,
“many's 2 good turn,” and s well dis
posed tooblige him. That Mdlle. Lan-
delle. knows absolutely nothing of the
art of millinery isa drawback. . “ But
sure, then, French ladies doalways have
the height of taste,” is what she adds
reflectively. ~ And nntil madomoiselle
has acquired the rudiments it will not
be faivr to ask Mrs. Murphy to remunor-
ate her, and immediatelly a pecuniary
transaction passes between the fricads,
which elicits from the lady the admir-
ing remark— '

“ Sure, then, Mr, O'Sullivan, it's your-
gelf hasn't a stingy bone in your body,
and faith I'll bite my tongue out before
1 ever drop the laste hintof it. Mayhe
then * tis somethin’ more than a  friend
this same young lady is to ye ?"

Nothing  of the kind, : Mrs. M,, says
O’Sullivan, hastily, “Don’t even hreathe
a word like that in her hearing.. Mind,
ghe’s none of your common-sort, but a
lady born and bred, and only under a
cloud for the present.  Take cave of her
as if she were your own daughter, and
I'll nevor forget your good nature in
thisag I live.” E .

They shake hands across the counter,

and hodeparts, Mvs. Murphy looks after

him until he is out of gight. - * ’
“Its o better world it would be if

there were more of your:sort, Mr, O'Sul-

livan,” she soliloquizes. “You're a short
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man but may Lnever if you havin'tal

heart the size of bushel basket.”

O'Sullivan returns to Reino jubilant

with success, Mrs. Murphy is only too
delighted 1o receive a lFrench assistant;
she will pay her a stipend of thirty
shitlings por weel for the present, and
more as she bocomes proficient in the
profession.  She has a spare bedroom
that will do admirably for the young
lady, and she isto goto her new home
this very day.
“I know her woll,” says Mr. O’Sul-
livan. - No botter creature lives. She
is neither educated nor polished, but a
truer friend and protector, a safer and
happier home, yon could not find.”

“ITow good you are! how good you
are!" is all Reine’ ean say, her heart.
Almost too full of gratitude. and thapk-
fulness for words, 1 will - thank y%u,
T will think of you, I will pray for
you always.” )

Mr. O'Sullivan sighs. ~ Prayers. are
very good, so are thanks, but they are
not quite the roturn he longs for most.
That, however, il is no use thinkingof.
When we cannot have groat, we must
learn to be thankful for small mercics.

An hour lager and Reine is taken to
Grand-street, and the broad maternal
bosom of Mrs, Murphy. ‘

“When do you return to Baymouth 7
she aslks; 65 the O'Sullivan is about to
to take his departure. .

“Not for a fow days, I think: I do
not often get a holiday, and now that I
have taken onel ‘intend to make the
most of it.. I
acquaintances in Now York than I could
hunt up in & month of Sundays. And
than I don’t want to go wntil I see you

quite settled and contont in your new
home.” ‘

She gives him a grateful look.

“ Ahl monsieur, your goodness is too
great. When you go back tell no one
where T am, or what I am doing. ~ Say
to Miss Hariott, whon you see her, that
T am woll and safe, and send her always
my dearest love.. Marie I will write to
—and, for the rest; I have no friend.” -

“1 will do everything you say,

mademoiselle,” he answers quietly and
departs. e ‘

have more friends and:

CHAPTER XXXV,
MARIE SPEAKS.

Ar the window of aprivate parlour of
a Boston hotel, Mdlle, Marie Landelle
sits gazing out ut the throng passing and
repassing uninterruptedly up and down
Promont street. She is dressed in white
her abundant yellow-red hair fallsin-a
crimped glistening shower to her slend-
er waist, Sho looks fair enough, lovely
enough, serene enough for some white
Greuze goddess as she sits. So thinks
Prank Dexter, coming hastily in with a
bundle of papers and letters, pausing in
the doorway to gaze and. admire:

See her as often as he may, her fresh,
fair [oveliness comes ever upon himasa
surprise. At a little distance Mrs;
Dexter reclines on a lounge, halfasleep.

The yachting trip has been incontin-
ently cut short by the sea-sickness of
Miss Tiandelle.  On the second -day out
she declared pathetieally she must be
brought back todie. The trip to Georgia
by sea :was- therefore given up, to
Frank’s profound regret, but whether
by sea or Jand, so long as Marie was his
travelling comFanion, earth  was ely-
sium, and she the most beautiful mortal
in it.

“ Letters, Frank ?” says Mrs. Dexter,
rising on her elbow. “ Any for me, my
dear ?” :

“Qne ‘from Baymouth, from  Miss
Hariott, I opine. - None for you, Miss
Marie. A paper for me, in Totty Shel- -
don’s writing —a Pheniz, I suppose. 'As
if any one safely out of Baymouth ever
cared to hear of it again.” :

“T carc agreat deal,” says Marie,
with one of her. faint smiles. - * Read us
the Pheniz news, Mr. Frank.” ‘

- “With pleasuve,” says Frank, briskly,
and - taking aseat near, tewrs off the
wrapper and opens the sheet. ““ Yes, a
Phenze.  And what is this marked in
characters of blood ?" o

“Blood!" -repeats Miss Landelle,
startled. .

“Well, red ink then. What ! Listen
to this mademoiselle. Tisten to -this,
madre mio. - ¢ Dastardly Housebreaking |
A Bold: Burglary!"—they: spare’ uno
capitals - in " the  Phenix office~— The
Mansion of Mvs.” Windsor Broken Into
Robbed ! By-Jove " i !

© Marie starts upright with a faint cry.
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Mrs. Dexter, also with a startled look,
glances up from her letter. Frank ex-
citedly reads on—

4 0ne of the boldest and most daring
outrages ever perpetrated in ourusnally
peacetul and law abiding town was last

“night committed, The mansion of the
well-known and most - esteemed lady,
Mres. Windsor, was feloniously broken
into at the hour of two this morning,
and robbed of necarly two thousand
pounds. The money had only been paid
Mrs. Windsor on the preceding even-
ing, and how the burglar obtained his
knowledge of its whereabouts remains a
mystery. Anopen back window show-
ed how he entered and escaped. Iis
entrance aroused Mrs. Windsor from
-slnmber, when, with a daving brutality
~which shows he came prepaved for any
emergency, he immediately applied a
sponge - saturated with chlorotorm to
her nostrils and stupefied her. 1le then
secured his booty and fled. Suspicion
has fallen upon a young foreigner, who

_of late has been creating somewhat of a

sensation :in our quiettown, as on the

morning following the robbery he ab-
sconded by the earlist train, and has not
since been heard of. It is hoped our
police will use every vigilance in pursu-
ing the perpetrator of this audacious
robbery and bring him to summary
justice.!” ) oo ‘
The paper drops from Frank's hand
in dismay. He looks at Marie and sees
her sitting in her chair, white as ashes,
staring at him in stony silence while he
reads, = : o
“This is horrible !” he says, in a agitat-
ed voice. * There must be some strange
mistake. They can’t mean Durand.”
“QOh, dear me,” says Mrs. Dexter,
sitting suddenly upright, and gazing at
her letter ; “ this is most distressing, I
must read you this, my dear Miss

Landelle, for she tells me to, and it is’

really quite shocking. Listen—
* (To be continued.)

Though' everything is mnot right and
perfect in the world, e cannot help
- thinking - that, -if we took {he pleasure
in: seeking ‘out. good things that we do
:in ‘the  search: for evil, we should find
ourselves better men, and discover much
hidden treasure whichiwe tread daily
‘under-foot. T S

CANADIAN BSSAYS.

“« PHE O'SCOLAIDIE MONUMENT?

BY JOSEPH K. FORAN.

Tugre- are, in Irveland, many places
of great interest, whother from the
beauty of their surroundings, the
antiquity of their monuments or the
historical memories that. eling to and
linger about them. There are also
many places the names of which are
well known to the publie, but the real
history, and true description of which
ave not sufficiently within the reach of
the general reading public. . Of these
perhaps the town of Cashel is one of the
most famous and. most inieresting.
The portrait of the Archbishop of
Cashel which appeared in the last num-
ber of Tur Harp recalled o owr mind
gaveral works of great interest which
have been written upon the subject. Of
these works oncof the truest and richest
is ¢ Cashel of the Kings " by John Davis
White, the patriotic and learned” editor
ot the ¢ Cashel Gazette.”  Mr. White
has also written a work called “a guide
to the Rock of Cashel.” This was pub-
lished in 1877 and is in pamphlet form.
His worlk upon “ Cashel of the Kings,”
speaks of the antiquity of the place, of
the Bishops, Abbots, Kings and of the
different familics that are recorded as
belonging - to the. ancient line of
monarchs that once held sway in the
old town. In these works there ave
things told that might be of great in-
terest to many of the Irish people in
Canada, and it is with a view {o present
to them some’ of - the fruits- of M.
White’s labors in the old town of
Cashel, and to give to the public on this
side of the Atlantic, the story of certain
records  and monuments which they
could never be able to find published in
America, that we have changed, the.
groove of poetry in which we ran along
for some time back and turned upon
another track. They say that too much
of a good thing is good-for nothing and
most certainly the public as well as the
individual can get tired of poelry and
the.poets, if they chance to got an over-
dose of them. o ’
‘We headed this  .essay, - “The
O’Scolaidhe monument '’ and we purpose
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hero giving a short synopsis of the de-
seription of this monumont and -the
Cross of Cashel as talen from the pen
of Mr. White. The Cross of Cashel was
erecled in 1870 and placed on the
0'Scolaidhe monument.  M'he lattor was
buily in 1867, It stands on St. Patrick’s
Rock 150 feet above the surrounding
plain.  “Beyond the ruins of King
Cormac’s Chapel is the old Cross of
Cashel, of an antique shape, represent-
ing on one side the Crncifixion of Our
Lord, and on the other an Episcopal
figure of St. Patrick. The eross consists
of one block of sandstone, placed upon
another huge monolith of unknown an-
tiquity, commonly supposed to have
been & Drnidical altar and Coronation
stone of the Munster Iings. After
King /Bngus had been baptized by St.
Patrick A, D. 448 close to that agan
Altarstone, it was long known as Leac
Phatruie, or Patrick’s stone, at which
the Cain Phatruic, or Pavrick's tiibute
was paid to the Archbishops of Armagh
down to the Anglo-Normon invasion.”
The new cross contrasts with the old
one. : There is no metal either in the
monument, the vault under it or in the
cross. - They were built not for an age,
but to last for centuries. The materia)
is the best sandstone from near Thurles.
The whole is styled O'Scolaidhe monu-
ment, beeanse the family vaunlt of that
race is beneath the monument. Mr
White gives the dimmensions of cross
and monument and vault but it would be
too lengthy to enterinto them and they
would not be of as much interost as the
record of the inscriptions and sculptur-
ings.  We will give the latter details in
full from the work we hold in hand and
in the words of the author.  Some vory
interesting and very instructive histori-
cal facts are hererocorded upon the cold
stone of the monument and cross and
there they will remain, in all likelihood
for many ages yet to come. ‘
. “On alight grey sandstone, above the
. enfrance door.of the vault,.is the name
“(’Scolaidhe,” in ancient Irish. charac-
tors, surmounting ‘the - monument, but
below the motto stone and the seulptur-

ed :pcdestal of the cross, is ‘the inscrip-

tion stone, in front of which stone is the
following:— -

IN MEMORIAM
Latris Preclari
Dioxysit Sevny O'Seolaidhe
Neenon Matris Amatae
CATHARINE ScuLLy orfu [Byre
Hoc Sepulchrum statuit
ViNcENTUS SCULLY
A.D, MDCCCLXVII.

On the sonthern aspeet of the inscrip-
tion stone . facing towards numerous
family tombs, is the following:

Juxta JacenT DE GENTE
O'SCOLAIDHE

(Here the anthor gives a whole series of
family names with dates of births and
deaths. - As they can be of no great in-
terest we will pass them over—the
other two faces of the monument are
yet uninseribed). ~

“In front of the shaft arc three
panels, each 3 feet 6 inches high, repre-
senting legendary incidents in the life
of St. Patrick : as« a captive, as a shep-
herd and as the Apostle of Ireland.—

First—A young Roman Patrician.

Patricius, named Sucecat(/Mt 16—A.D.
405), as a_captive before King Nial of
the nine Hostages:

Next:—A shepherd (/Bt. 23. AD
412), meditating, at break of day, an
escape from his captivity.,

Thirdly :— A Bishop (Xt 59 AD
448), baptising Angus, King of Mun-
ster, whose crown rests on the Leac
Phatruic : - and .inadvertently piercing
the King's foot with the spike of his
pastoral stafl, known as his Bachal Tosa
or staft of Jesus.” ‘ y
- Having deseribed the ornaments up-
on the angles and corners:of the cross
the author continues to spealk of the
different  pieces of sculpture that most
attract the attention of tho artist’s eye,
“on the back of the cross is Christ sit-
ting in Judgment, with the good souls
to his right and the bad souls to his left,
surmounted by a winged angel blewing
two trumpets, and overhead the Divine

Monasterboice.  Below: Christ is.the
Archangel Michael, calling -up unjust
souls from beneath his feet.” :

5

Hand, copied from a casting of that at.
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He then deseribes several symbolic
piecos of work as for example a lamb
and cross to represent FFaith and an an-
chor to represent Hope and a pierced
heart to represent Charity, several small
specimens of old Irish crosses are hero
and there scattered over the monument
and cross.  On one panel is tho mono-
gram VSS, composed of swords and ser-
pents. to  symbolize Prudence and
Valor.

The Ascension of our Lord and As-
sumption of the Blessed Virgin are vo-
presented on the other side of the large
cross.

“In the small panels, at tho extreme
ends of the arms, there are (on thesouth
side ) two crossed fishes, with the let-
ters J. . S.—Jesus Hominum Salvator;
and (on the north side) Alpha, Omegn,
with an ornament composed of Greck
letters X. P. L.; originally signifying
the first three letters in the name of,
Christ; but more recently inverted into
the Roman letters PIX, and in that
form adapted by the order of Passionists,
$0 as to signify Pasio Jesu Christi.”

After going around the cross to the
south'side and having spoken: of the
different minor ornaments he thus con-
tinues:—

« In the centre panpel, on the south
side, there is an erect fignre of the cele-
brated Cormac Mac Cullinan, King-
Archbishop - of Cashel with mitered
crown and sword.  Also the Crozier of
" 'Cashel, said to have been discovered in
his own sarcophagus, and holding in
his left hand Cormac's Glossary, with
his Psalter of Cashel. . In a correspond-
ing panel on ‘the ‘north side, is an
archiepiscopal figure of St. Patrick
(Zt. 100, AD 490), supposed to be ex-

elling venemous reptiles from Ireland.”

Ir. White then refors to the circular
ring or halo so characteristic of the
ancient Irish crosses. ,

“In the front panel of the pedestal is
a Pheenix, enveloped by flames; spring-
ing out of an Irish erown, with a rising
sun in the background, and undernecath
the motto—Sine lube resurges.

The Pheenix is an ancient emblem of
the resurrection, frequently found in
~the catacombs of the early christians.-
' The other designs relate to family
"subjects and several figures are taken
" from original portraits or photographs.

On the south panel, which faces the
tomb of Denys Seully, that distinguish.
od writer, (/L 37 A.D. 1811), appears
seated in his study, composing his cele.
brated “Statemont of the Ponal Laws,"
which was first published in 1812, and
who was honored with a state trial in
February 1813, Underneath this panel
are the words, Pater Praclarus, on the
north panel is a death-bed scene with
the words—Aater Amata. on the back
panel is a family group of six, looking
with amazement at day-break at the new
Cross of Cashel, supposed to have been
supernaturally built during the night. In
the far distance is a rising sun imme-
diately bohind the cress, and under is
the motto In ffoc Signo Vincent.”
Such-is the accurate discription of the
new cross of Cashel as given by one whe
has made a life study of Irish Antiqui
ties and above all of the stones, logends,
monuments &c, conticeted with the his

‘toric old rock that rises itself sublimely

from the plains of Tipperary, and with
the majestic stamp of a_ glorious anti-
quity upon its brow, looks down upon
the land of the silver streams and gold-
en_ vales. v ‘
Having vead the above description
one, even here-across the vast Atlantic
can form an idea of how truly grand

cand beautiful must be that new monu-

ment; and how forcibly and yet strange-
ly it' must contrast with these olden
relics of buried ages that raise their
heads beside it. - Within a very short
distance of Cashel are some of the oldest
and most cherished monuments of' Irish
antiquity. - How: wonderful it is, that
around that old rock,  within a certain
cirele, all these ruins and abbeys and
towers &e, should be found and - that - to-
day, after the band of Time had vainly
striven to overthrow them, they live to
amile with a fatherly smile upon this
new-born monument this gorgeous work -
of the present time.

From the rock of Cashel you can see
Hoar Abbey, called —once the ¢St
Mary's Abbey of the rock of Cashel,”
and it is yel in a good state of preserva-
tion. -.We ~“have ‘mnear’ Cashel, - St

Dominick’s Abbey, that :dates. from -

1480. . Again there is St.John’s Abbey, |
on the churchyard walls of which: are
the statues of four knights, one of which
was Sir William Hacleett, who built the
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Francisean Abbey, the site of which is
now occupied by the modern Roman
Catholic Church.  And St. Nicholas’
Abbey or Chancery is still there mnear
the old- military barracks—while about
a quarter of a mile from the town on
the right hand side of the Cahir road
stands the Leper Hospital.

About seven miles from Cashel on the
way to Thurles stands the grand old ab-
bey of Iolycross. Between four and
five miles from the town about three
quarters of a mile beyond the villago of
Golden is the ancient abbey of Athassel.
The old Chureh of Donoughmore is not,
far from Clerihan on the way to Clon-
mel, one of the most ancient churches
in the conntry. About seven miles from
Cashel is the island of Derrynarlown, in
Lurgoe, the burial place of Ireland’s
famous Gobawn Saer—further on about
seventeen miles from  the town s
Kileooley Abbey. .

What a place of interest this litile
town must be, and what a centroe of real
attraction it must have ever been for
those who love to study the ‘antiquities
of that olden land. Ttis with the ob-
ject of bringing some of those historical
scenes into notice and of doing honor
and giving eredit to such men as John
Davis White that we purpose dedicating
a fow 6ssays 1o those subjects. And
sincerely we hope that they may prove
of some interest to the.public and above
alt to the descendants of Irish people
upon Canadian soil, :

Green Park, Aylmer, P.Q.

CHIT-CHAT.

—When will Englishmen of education
and even culture be logical when writ-
ing of Ireland ? The  Spectator of June
11th is wrathy that the Irish -mombers
should have the spirit to resent lies and
libels. wpon - their country. . Colonel
Tottenham in the House of Commons
askced r question of which he had given
no previous-notice, as toa story which
turned out ‘to befalse, that Myr.  Daly,
son of Lord Dunsandle had boen shot at
Loughrea in  the county Galway; and

“taking tho question for  granted he at-
tributed the crime to the Land League,
that béte noir. of insane, old Bnglish “wo:

men of both genders. . ‘As the story was,

only another of My, Forster’s “ outrages
made to order,” Mr. O'Conner very pro-
perly and very truly charged the Colonel
with “mendaciously” attributing these

murders or 'nmem’pts to. murder to the -

Land League.  We say “ very properly
and very truly,” because to ask a ques-
tion, and before - it is answered, to take
it for granted as true, ismendacious, and
to attribute n crime taken for granted
before proved, to the Land League is
“mendacionsly to attribute it. Here
upon ¢ Yo Gentlemen of England,” with
that characteristic love of fair play
which they boast so much of, and prac-
tice so little, declared this language so
true and sographic “ unparliamentary "
and Mr. Q'Connor had to substitute a
less accurate and less truth-telling term,
stung to the quick by this fresh outrage
—this insult added to injury; M.

O'Kelly rose to demand of the House;.

whether there was no protection to be

had against - gentlemen  making state- -

ments *‘ which were calumnious and ly-
ing;” wherenpon. the speaker named
Mr.-O'Kelly, and-he was suspended by
the House on My, Gladstone’s motion by
188 against 14. ' ,

—Now in reading this,- we beg our
readers to bear-carefully in mind, that
all this oceurred, not in - the Lime Kiln
Club, not a in senate of niggers butin an
assembly of the first gentlemen of Eng-
land, the British House of Commons . to
wit. . It may be all very neecessary to
keep the British House of Parlinment
free from Billingsgate; but surely the
proper way to do that is to. keep  the
British Housé of Parliament free from
those acts, which evoke Billingsgate. A

poet does not order his' horse in blank -

verse—a preacher does not preach to a
congregation of clod-hoppers in sesqui-
pedalian “words. . It is necessary for
every man to adapt his language to the
society in which he finds | himself -and
if ¢ yo Gentlemen of England ” swill ‘ut-
ter lies, they. .can:only be met with
words, which expresss moendacity. = It
is Colonel Tottenham . that ought. to
have' been suspended 'by a. vote of 188
against 14, not Mr. O'Kelly. Butit hus
been ever thus in England’s conduct to-

wards Ireland. - In every school the fag
is flogged for the mis-deeds of the *big .
bully.” Mr. Speaker was only emulating
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the conduet. of a weak minded peda-
gogue, when he named Mr, O'XKoelly ;
and tho gallant. Colonel, and My,
Gladstone was only carrying out the
policy of centurjos, when he as Prime
Minister lent himself to the dirty work.
And yet we are expected to be enamour-
ed of English justice! and fair play!
Well ! we will try to become so—please
the pigs !

~It is these petty injustices, which
show most clearly the absolute necessity
of Home Rule for Ireland. If men will
be unjust, when the temptation is light,
as in small things, what will they not be
when the temptation is grievous, as in
great things, If they do this in the
green wood what will they not doin the
dry, morcover; they show the utter in-
compatability of temper in the parties
joined ,—these petly injustices.

—* But'they are joined and you would
riot surely favor divorce,” Well ! we don't
know.. 1t is related of a certain French
Curé that, like dr. Freeman of historian
renown, -he could not answer without a
‘““distingno ” (I distingnish).. On one
occasion his hishop in order to try him,
thinking to put a question to  him, to
to which there could be no “distingno
(I distinguish) asked : M. le Curé, would
it be lawful to baptize in soup? Mon.

seigneur! answers the Curé distinguo.:

(1 distinguish) . In such episcopalsoup
as we are now enjoying negative, (no).
In such innocent soup -as-is generally
the lot of a Curé affirmative, (yes) .

Now on this question of favouring di-
vorce, distinguo.: There are divorces
and divorces. . Whom God bath joined
let-no man put asunder; but whom- the
devilhas joined let cvery man seck to
part, :

—Spealking of his Satanic Majesty, it
i astonishing how oftenin the popular
mind “the devil is an ass.”” ~Ag Sta-

*.velst-in the Ardennes, so the popular le-

gend goes, one Remaelius, a holy man,

bad determined to build an abbey in

order ‘to overthrow the power of the
Prince of Darkness, who had full sway

‘in those parts. Satan having come to the

knowledge of this attack by an outsider
upon oneof 'hig strongholds, naturally

did bis best to hinder the good work.

Many but vain wore his attempls. At
longth as a dernfer resort for Satandom
he detormined to heave o great block of
quartz at the roof of the abbey in the
middle of Mass, Remaclius, ocither
through the vigilance of his subordinate,
or by defections from Satandom, (we
know not which) hecame aware of this
design, and heard that the Prince of ail
the devils, Satan to wit, was even then
on the road at no great distance with a
huge rock as big as Mount Blane upon
his back, Things looked stormy for
Stavelst. But the good Remuclius was
cqual to the occasion. Hastily eansing
all the old shoes and sandals of the dis-
trict to he collected and stufied into a
sack, he sent “the most saintly of the
brethron” (sinners should Jkeep out of
bad company) with this precious bur-
den upon his shoulders 1o meet the
enemy. With such ammunition it might
be supposed that this. “ most sainily of
the brethren™ -was about to engage
single handed - ( but multitudinously
shod) with the evilone: No such thing,
TRemaclius either by personal acquaint-
taince, ot the tongues of others, kuew
his customer. In due time “the most
gnintly of the brethren ” met * theleast
saintly of sinners (ouphuisms eame in,
with Queen Bess) toiling up a hill

-groaning and,perspiring under his load

of quartz. - How far my good man!”
quoth Satan wiping the sweat from his
brow with a kerchief of asbestos,” is it
to Stavelst? Without speaking * the
most saintly " emptied out his cargo of
old shoes and sandals upon the plain and
pointed to them as a whole eventually
singling out certain of the worst speci-
mens -in’ the pack for his majesty’s
minute inspection. This was enough
for Satan, “What!worn all these out on
the. road since you. left there? eh?”
queried he, and like Colonel Tottenham
without waiting for a reply; he throw
down hig burden and disappeared in a
smoke smelling villanously of brimstone
and saltpetre. - Stavelst was freed from
the machinations of the evil-ono by the
sharp practice of the most saintly, and
the ass-ishness of the evil one. " Surcly
“the devil is an ass.” S
Moral: . Always wait, your  satanic
majesty and Colouel Tottenham my dear

sirs | for a: reply, when you have asked a
question, . e :
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- —In the matter of history Mr. Free-
man is 80 well informed that like the
French Curé in -theology, he ecannot
answer you a question without one or
iwo qualifications. = Grofit Britain is
generally considered an island, My, Free-
man, secing that Great Britain includes
the Isle of Wight, tho Channel Islands
and the Scilly Islands, insists that it is
“a group of islands.” You must be-
ware of Mr. Freeman, when you speak
of Bngland as an {stand. For an Ruagligh-
man -to speak of Duteh Willinm as
William TIL is bavely tolerable in M.
TPreeman’s eyes.  With a Scotchman he
should be William IT; with an Irishman
William 1. If you venture an opinion
that Napoleon Bonaparte was “a greas
man,” Mr. Freeman will remind you he
was barely five feet four. We do not
like Mr. ¥reeman ! H.B.

- THE IRISH LAND QUESTION.*

We have received  from - the pub-
lishers a copy of this very remarkable
and very interesting ‘treatise: on the
great question—the burning question
now agitating Ireland and engaging so
much of the attention of the thoughtful
and civilized - people of the world—
espeially those of Buropean countries
where the requirements of a large popu-
lation press heavily and constantly upon
limited agricultural resources.

Mr. George treats the subject from a
philosophic and philanthropic point of
view and does not confine himself to the
present Lrish phase of it; but regards it
us the gorat question of the future which
he hopes to see settled not by the reme-
dies at present proposed—such as'the
Tvish Tand Bill, which he considers to-
tally inadequate,—but by the abolition
of all private property in land and ' the
assumption of the same by the State for
the general benefit of the community.

Mr. Goorge's method of applying this
remedy would not involve any compen-
Sation to landlords, as they nover had,
n his opinion, any legitimate claim to
the land,—it was always the property
of the people, represented. by the state.
He would simply abolish all kinds of
taxes—Customs, Bxcise,Jncome, License,

*Tre Trisu LAND QUESTION; by Henry
George ; D.yAppleton & Co., New York.

and all other taxes, and impose, in their
stead, & tax on the value of land exclu-
sive = of improvements—this  would
“gaddlo all public cxpenses on- the

landlords "—place upon the holders of”

land the burden of supporting the State.
In other words, land would be leased
from the State and tho rent would go
into the goneral coffer.. This is the

theory propounded by Mr, George inan:

earnest, bold and brilliant style warm

with the eloquence which ~enthusiastic

thought and large. human sympathy
impart.

Novertheless, wo do not agree with
the principles of the writor; we consider

them fallacious and they scem to us to-

savor too much of modern socialism and
communism. His theory like many
others propounded - by philosophical
dreamers with large hopes and benevo-
lent designs in favor of the least fortu-
nate of this world, has a fascinating
appearance to  those who have every-
thing to expect; but, we fear, it would
net work outso well in practice.

There have been examples of its oper- -

ation in semi-barbarous times; but: as.
civilization advanced, it disappeared,
and the State found it best to disposs-
ess itself of the direct ownership of the
soil, while, at the same time,” maintain-
ing such ultimate control” of it as the
genoral interests  of -the community

should nccessitale,  -The author malkes -

no attempt to enter into details and show
how his theory would operate. He

merely flings it out in afrankand strik-

ing way.. He lectured in this city some
little time agro, on the samo- theme and
we went to hear him, expecting an il-
lustration of how tlus tax upon the bare
value of land and upow nothing else
would = practically. operate—preforr-
ing to have it oxplained to us than to
think it out for ourselves; but we were
disappointed—there wasno illustration
of the scheme vouchsafed. e
It is generally recognized, we believe,
that property in land is different from
all other kinds, of property and must be
made subordinate to the interest of the
State.. - There. is. no absolute private
ownership of land any more than there
is absolute private ownership: of - water
stretehes, but we fail to -see that . duly
restricted private ‘ownership of land is
such a wrong or such a folly as to call

'
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for general confiscation. We are not
aware that such a principle as Mr.
Goorge advances can be based upon any

- sound philosephical or moral ground.
John Stuart Mill says—

“ The principle of property -gives land-
owners a right to ' compensation for what-
ever {:oﬂion of their interest in the land it
may be the policy of the State to deprive
them of. }'o that their claim is indefeas-
able. . . L - . -

“The Legislature,which ifit pleased might
convert the whole body of landlords into
fundholders or pensioners, might, a fortiori,
commute the average receipts of Irish land
owners into a fixed rent charge and raise the
tenants into proprietors, supposing always
(without which t}xcse acts would be nothing
better ihan robbery) that the full market
value of the land was tendered to the land-
lords, in case they preferred that to accepting
the conditions proposed.”

n
.

The Irish agitatators and the Land
League do not nphold such a principle
as Mr. George inculeates.

The Irish people having suffered by
confiscation do not call for the applica-
tion of ‘the ‘homeopathic principle in
their own behalf now—*that lile cures
like.” They do not want injustice cured
by injustice.- The Irish tenant farmers
do not want the land from the landlords
without compeusation—they donot call
for the application of any communistic,
remedy. T

Their claims are built upon the irre-
fragable foundations of universal justico
and upon such - principles of political
economy as.those laid down by Mill]
and they demand, “in the gencral in-
terests of the community,” which have,
been so shamefully and " systematically
violated by landlords in Ireland, that
the State shall exercise its sovereign
control of the land, 50 as to give them
fixity of tenure, fair vents, just compen-
sation for their labor; free and facile
methods of sale and transfer, the re-

" moval of entails and other restrictions
to purchase, so that the people who
cultivate the soil and make it productive
may, in time, and upon fair ‘compensa:
tion to the present proprietors, become
its owners, and the curse “of large “pro-
prietorship by grasping absentees repre-
sented " by -exacling  tyrannical ‘and

- inhuman agents, may -be' withdrawn
from”the starving victims it has crushed
so long.: R S

ARCIBISHOP BOURGET.

In the present number weo prosont our
readers with a faithful woodeut of Iis
Grace Ignaco Bourget, Archbishop of
Martianapolis.  We have no intention
of giving anything more than the
merest outline of the carcer of this ew.
‘inent prelate.. To write his life and
times would occupy fur moroe space than
we can give and to dotho subject justice
would require a narrative of the trials
and trinmphs,the joys and the sorrows of
the Catholic Church in this Province
during the last halfcentury. The Ven-
erable Archbishop has now atlained his
eighty-second ycar, having been born on
the 30th of October, 1799, in the Parish
of Point Lovis, in the District of Quebee.
His - early cducation was received
in - the " College of . Nicolet, and at
the Seminary of Quebec. In - 1821
he came to the city of Montrea]
as secretary  to the late Monseignour
Lartique, Bishop of this diocese. 1In the
year. 1837 he was appointed qo'zxtl‘]uton-
Bishop of Mantreal; under the -title of
Bishop of Telmosse, and was conseerated
on the 25th of July of that year. In
1840 he became Bishop -of Montreal on
the decease of the [amented Monscignour
Lartique, and in 1854 was - further
honored by the appoinfmentof Assistant
at the Pontifical Throne; on his retirve-
ment from the Bishopric of Montreal he
was named Archbishop of Martianapolis,
on the 10th of July, 1876. e is now
the Dean of - the British American
Episcopacy and of the - clergy of the
ceclesiastical Provinee of Quebee.
During his pontificate he introduced
into the diocose of Montreal the follow-
ing orders o ‘ .
The Ovder of the Sisters of Charity
of the Providence. )
St Anne  Sisters.
Sisters of the Misrecorde. o
Sisters of the Toly Namesof Jesus and
Mary. : ‘
Sisters of the Holy Cross.
‘Sisters of the Sacred ILeart.
Christian Brothers.
- Brothers of Charity.
Jesuits. ' ' e
- It would be nextto impossible to give
an idea of the vast extent of his . labous
in the cause.of charity and education.

He- made - five visits - to the Sce of ’
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Rome, each time on some mission of
great importance to- the Church. - In
1872 the golden wedding of His Graco
was celebrated with pomp and rejoicing
throughout. the diocese. Abont thab
time the corner stone of the new St.
Peter's Cathedral -built ‘on the exaet
model of St, Peter's at Rome was laid—
unfortunately the crisis in the  business
community which wrecked so many
fortunes has " seriously interfered” with
the progress of the building which is as
yet far from being totally orected. - On:
the appointment of Monseigneur Fabroe
as Bishop of Montreal, His Graco vetired
with the title of Archbishop of Mar-
tianpolis - to' the Sault-au-Recollet, there
to'spend the remainder - of- hig “saintly
‘days in prayer and preparing for his

heavenly seat. Of late however, the
question of a Catholic University for
the diocese of Montreal which is being
strenuously opposed by the anthorities.
of -the Laval University of Quebee, has
called him agnin from ‘his vetirement..
The University question has - been de--
bated with greal ability in the Legisla-
tive Halls at Quebec and in, the press,
and His - Grace accompanied by Mon-
seigneur Lafleche of Three Rivers and

the Hon. F. X: A, Trudel, Senator .of »
the Dominion Parliament, has proceed--
ed to ‘Rome to lay the claims. of = the’

Catholics of Montreal before his- Holi-

ness Pope Lieo XIIL The result of this.

mission will be ‘awaited with anxiety .

by “all the parties concerned.
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- THE IRISHMAN.

‘The savage loves his native shores,

© Tho' rude the soil and chill the air,
Then well may Erin’s sons ndore

Their Isle which nature formed so fair.
‘What flood reflects a shore so sweet,

As Shannoun great or pastoral Ban,
Or who a friend or foe can meet

So generous as an Irishman.

Tho’ his hand be rash, his heart is warm,
And priuciple is still his guide,
None more regrets a deed of harm,
None more forgives with nobler pride;
He may be duped, but not be dared,
More fit to practice than to plau,
He ably earns his poor reward,
And spends it like an Irishman.

If poor-in weal he'll for you pay,
And guide you where vou safe may be ;
If vouw’re his comrade, while you stay,
is cottage holds a jubilee
His inmost soul ke wif‘l unlock,
And if he may your merits scau,
Your confidence he scorns to mock,
For faithful is an Irishman.

By honor bound in woeor weal,

- Whate’er she bids he tries to do;
Try him with gold, it woun’t prevail,

ut e’en in fire you’ll find him true.

He seeks not safety~let his post

Be where there’s aught in danger’s van,
Or if the field of fame be lost,

It won’t be by an Irishman.

Erin’s loved land from agetoage, - -
Be thou more great, more famed more free,
May peace be yours; or should you wage
efengive wars, cheap victory.
May plenty flow in every field,
Aund gentle breezes sweetly fan,
May cheerful smiles serenely gild
 The heart of every Irishman.

THE IRISH CENSUS.

A suaMaRy veturn of the Census of Ire-
land for 1881, recently published, will
be scanned with peculiar interest at the
present time. “We reproduce elsewhere
an analysis of it. = : ,

The figures indicate but too accurate-
ly~ the gradual * depopulation ‘of ' the
country. Although the percentage of
loss during the last decade hag not been

_as great as in previous decennial periods

since 1841, still the falling off is very
remarkable indeed, especially when con-
trasted ‘with ‘the increased census of

“England and Scotland.

The cmigration during the last ten

years amounted to 623,000 nearly, and
Iroland lost in the last generation—
since the famino years—the extraordi-
nary number of three millions of her
people.

The population of Ireland is now a
little over five millions and tho govern-
ment is taking stops to further encour-
age and facilitate the “ uprooting of the
Irish people from the soil’ utlerly in-
different'as to where they  transplant
themselves, provided thoy leave the
land that gave them birth,: but which
now attords them neither sustenance,
contentment nor pence, so* greatly has
it been blighted by the extorminating
Government of the solfish stranger who
holds its fair acres in hig usurious and
desperate grasp.

The London ZLimes—the voice of the
people of England—in some of its 1o-
cent exultations at the extont of the
Irish exodus, finds abundant satisfaction
in the expectation that the effeetof the
Hogira from Ireland of one particular
class, as it thinks, will ultimately be the
equalization in numbers of the two very
distinet religious elements  of that
country and, possibly the preponderance
of that element which enjoys its favor-
able regard ag tho ¢ loyal, contented,
srosperous and orthodox "' population of

reland. . .

But these great © erumbs of comfort”
with which the ZTimes has been feeding
its readers have been rondered very in-
digestible by the ap{)lication of a little
census sauce—they have beon proven by
the Census Commissioner “a - delusion
and a snare "—“Dead sea fruit, turned to’
ashes on the lips ” by the touch of a few
trughful figures mathematical. )

. The rate of depopulation is highest in
Ulster where the people aresaid to be
s0 loyal and so happy and prosperous.
From that province, which ‘the . Times
et hoc genus would have us believe is
preserved from tho general ruin by the
glorious safeguard of Protestanism,
movre than two have gone for every one
that loft the poorest province—Catho-
lic Connanght.

Tt will bo further observed that al-
though the loss of population in the de-
cade has been 252,532, the decrease in
the Catholic population has been loss in
proportion—189,513 out of 4,141,401 or -
44 ‘per cont !, while the.loss in the Pro-
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testant population has beon over five
per cent—03,910 out of 1.271,876 ; and
the former reproscnt one tonth por cent
more of the population than they did in
1871.

The organ of the English people and
its devotees will find no ground upon
these figures to base hopos and prayers
and great expeetations, .

Noj; the truth is they are all depart-
ing Catholic and Protestanis alike—
driven {rom their homes by that kind
of chort-sighted suicidal policy signifi-
cantof an empire tottering to its fall—an
empire going through that period of in-
flicted madness which i3 said to precede
destruction,

But if they must leave the old land,
its revered tiesand itssacred memories;
let them come across the seas to ‘these
Western shores where they will find
-open arms of welcome from kindred who
Lave come before, and a virgin soil that
invites cultivation and promises,without
landlordism and rack rents,a fecundity of
reward ina’country that is destined to
inhorit the greatness, power: and “glory

~(but-untarnished we hope) which are
slipping away from Britain no longer
great. : .

We regret, however, that the clause
of ‘the emigration scheme : favoring
Canada as a field for the Irish Emigrant
—the only one that had any reconcilia-
tolry features for us—has been abandon-
ed. -

Nevertheless, the Trish oxile will find
a free and far field for his exertions in
our Canadian Dominion, and he " need
not fear the vory slight ¢ golden link of
of the crown ” binding us to the mother
country that has been such a eruel step-
motherto him, as he can take his part
with us, when the proper time comes, in
quictly culting it-away, with or without
the parent’s consent, to start on our now
national carecer.

Thereis no help for all the defects of
fortune ; forifa man cannot attain to the
length of his ishes, he may have his
remedy by cutting of them shorter,

Negleet ‘no woman merely ‘because
she 15 plain looking; for beauty is to
woman but what salt-petre is to heef—
it gives” it an appearance, but imparts

“to it no religh: Y o

“ REFORMATION ” EXILES.

[RISH HOSPITALITY TO THE PROSCRIBED
ENQLISI MONKS.

“ S0 H. B." in London Lamp.

Tur question has often been asked—
“What beoame of the Iinglish Monks
after the confiscation of the religious
houses ?* I answer : many were hang-
od—hundreds perished in prison, or
died from hunger; but I find by re-
search in the Cathedral archives of
Trance, and in . contemporary State
papers of Spain, that in w space of four-
teen years nearly nine hundred English
Monks landed at diffirent parts of Ire-
land in various disguises. In Con-
naught a large number found a recop-
tion worthy the proverbial hospitality
of the Celt, from the O'Conors, the De
Burghs, the O0Kellies, the O'Flaher-
ties, the O'Donnellans, the O’Shaugh-
nessies® the Lynches, the Bodkins, the

Keoghs, and’ other ancient families of

that faithfully Catholic province.

In Ulster the exiles were'received:

with eager kindness by the O'Neills,
the O'Donnels, the O'Dogherties, and
Maguires, In Munster and Leinster
]Sevcn with the leading Catholics of the

ale) many found refuge and generous
support; and with such fidelity was
their socret guarded, that the author-
ities never could discover the asylum of
any though aware of their presencein
the island.
the Irish how rapidly the Monks learned
the Geurlic tongue, and how.fervently
they. preached against Henry's sacrile-
gions assumption of supremacy, as thoy
did afterwards, in peril and privations,
against the inroads of the Reformation.
In: the reign of Elizaboth' they went
throughout the country instructing the
people, strengthening  their f{aith, and

exposing the charactors of the leading

Reformers.

*Sir Denis O’Shaughnessy had inscribed on

the gates of his' castle, in the county Clare,
these words: © Let no honest man who is
dry ‘or hungry, pass this way.” ~With the
English' Ablbots the same kind fraternal sen-

timent was represented by a Monk; standing

-t the gate at the hour 'of dinner with -a

white wand "as a signal of welcome to the.

wayfarer. 'No Englishmen died of hunger in

those. days, ~What a contrast with the pre-

sent.

It wasa tradition amongst -
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This zeal was manifested in the face
of death—for they were literally hun.
ted like wolves ; but neither the famine
nor the death which befell many dis-
couraged the survivors. About™ the
same period the military deputies shot
them down, we are assured, like ¢ car-
rion crows,” until, finally, their num:
bers faled away, from bullet, steel,
nakedness and hunger, and but few re-
mained to die among the natives of tho
remote glens, or other retreats of aper-
seeuted people. The history of the
plundered monks of England is amongst
the saddest, yet grandest record of the
olden creed,

Father Latchett, of Glastonbury, was
an illustrous member of these exiled
martyrs. He fled to Ireland during
the deputyship of Lord Sussox. He
was imprisoned for twelve years, and
lashed and tortured twenty times ; final-
Iy escaping, he continued for thirty
years to preach aguinst the Reformation,
and unltimately died, in his wild retreat

~inthe Galtec mountains, at thepatriarch-
al age of 110, having concluded a life of
unparalleled dangers, sufferings and
trials ; but of unswerving fidelity, forti-
tude and virtue.* Were it deemed
worth - while to gather amongst- the
Trish-speaking  natives of South Mun.
ster. the traditions and ballads of their
bards, memorials would be found of
the faith, devotion and fearlessness of
the good English soggarths (priests.)
But. the. race of the bards has long dis-
appeared—and - even tradition is be-
coming fainter as the population ex-
tends—just as a cloud becomes thinner
from expansion; ‘ i

The Irish people have been cruelly
misrepresented for centuries, and never
more than at the present moment.

A commentator upon the Celtic char-
acter of the days of Penal proscription,
remarks that the Irish peasant has, at
all periods, been peculiarly distinguish-

.*The Rev. Panl O’Dempsey’s ‘¢ Accompie
of the noble English Fryers.

long outof. print. A copy ‘of it was in the
possession -of .the. author
can priest, and died in the reign of James the
First, having witnessed the ﬁesolnting’wars

“of Mountjoy," and the famine ‘and cannibal-
ism caused in Ireland by the merciless fury
of Elizabeth, - : I ’ ;

A little book

s.family ‘for more |
than acentury. - 0’Dempsey was 2 TFrancis-

ed for hospitality, and though natural-
ly inclined to relieve the nocessitios of
a friend still he was actuated by highor
feelings in- the case of a fallen onemy,

forgotful of past wrongs, stretching
forth  the hand of friendship in the

name of the God of Charity. It is al-
so well known that this old race are
remarkable for theiv attachment to kin-
dred.

Unnatural eruelty and treachery
have been frequently atiributed to the
Irish peasantry by English writers who
are wholly unacquainted with the na-
tional charaeter, or desire to misrepre-
sent it, for reasons best known to them-
selves and - their publishers. Amongst
thix class of “tourist painters ' of Irish
character “stands prominently forward,
Mr. James Anthony Froude, in his
noted work upon Ireland, which has
been denounced by the educated and
intelligent of all creeds and classes in
the Sister Conntry, as a deliberate slan-
der—a perversion of all truth.  Sinece
Horace Tuliss, the Kervy:parson, of
Munchausen memory, wrote a hool on
Irish life, no such accumulation of extra-
vagant assertions have been printed
and indorsed by any educated English
gentleman,

- SISTER MIRENE.

AN Erisope or THE SYRIAN MASSACRE.

CHAPTERIL

Next morning, continued Nad-ji-eda I
was on foot at day-break, but my father
was-earlier than I, and waited for me
in the street for more than a quarter of
an hour, whilst I -was completing my
toilet. I must tell you that he had
wighed me to put on all my richest ap-
pavel and ornuments, - but 1 was to
choose those that were white. . He was
on horseback with three or. four other
Druse horsemen, with whom he' was
conversing. When I appeared he lifted
me in his arms, placed me before him

‘and we set out. .

I expected that we should go to' the
mosque-at Bsbaya, but no ; we entered a
deep gorge in the mountains: Our route
skirting a deep ravine on the one side,
whilst on the other it was overhung

I'with rocks, that would make a goat
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dizzy, was often’'so. narrow, that Lwo
ho,r‘scmen could not ride abreast.

The sky was very clear, the sun shone
brightly, the air was sharp and bracing
long rays of sunshine played through
tho cloft rocks, glinted “through the
woodlands, and sparkled upon the dash-
ing waters, the sight of which made our
horses neigh, as tho snow white foam
danced at their feot.

A Dbreeze soft as the breathing of a
sleeping infant seattered on the path the
scarlot leaves of the maples as they
fell in a shower of fire sparks from the
trees.

Sometimes we could see nothing but
arid rocks, which-appoared as though
they would crumble in the sunshine; at
others the eye sought to penotrate the
depths of the forest or roamed over
green valleys dotted with hamlets envi-
roned in olive "groves and mulberry
trees with heveand there the lauvel-rose,
whose blossoms are as_charming as its
shade 1s deadly ; again our path would
widen out becoming level and soft. with
saxifrage and” venunculus, and skirted
with the golden flowered cactus.  We
met few travellers, only some Arabs in
white burronses who saluted us with
“In schal Allah” “ By the grace of
God,” to which our company answored
by a short and unintelligible response.

From time to tume I saw beautiful
buildings nestled in the recesses of the
mountaing sheltered by the wooded
heights above, or sitting gracefully up-
on the gentle slopes, oxposed to the
south and covered with vineyards., They
were charming to look upon nestled in
purple vines or swrrounded with olive
trees, . At each as wopassed, I expocted
my father to exclaim “This is- the
mosque,” butl he looked neither to right
nor feft, occupied as he was with" guid-
ing his horse. o ‘

One of these houses especially drow
my attention, and I admired it as long
as the turnings of our path allowed. ~ 1t
was built picturesquely on the side of a
peaked mountain, all “crags "and ‘rocks
above; all " verdure at its foot. The
building was of vast extent, and possess-

~ed a cériain elegance; it was hewn part-
Iy out of the solid rock. A large lawn
served - for 'an’ approach.. Tig - treos
loaded with -blue {ruit ;. pomegranates
covered with -purple - apples,  vines;

whose _ golden grapos appeared like
flakes of flame moved majestically in
the morning air, our path on the vight
lny along this heautiful domain; on the
loft nothing but blenched rocks, descend-
ing in giant steps deep down to a {or-
ront at that time half dried. up. ,
Whilst L contemplated this beautiful
place, hoping to hear my father say to
me 1t is here thoy train the Ackals,” a
swoet silvery sound, full and swelling,
burst as from the interior of the edifice,
and T felt that T had never before heard so
swoot amusic. Its echos filled each
gorgo, and were thrown back from
crank and cranny.
“What is that?” [ asked of my
firther. :
e shrugged his shoulders with a
careless indifference
“Itis, L believe,” he replied, *“the
convent befl, which calls the inmates to
recrention. ‘
Then the gates opened and a number
of women dresssd in black came out up-
on the lawn. Some were old, and others
wore only. heginning life, "all appeared
so happy and so contented, that I was
convinced that this wmust certainly” be
the home of the ackals (or the learned)
If happiness exists on earth, said I to
myself it must be in  this home of the
learned. ' Liearned © means wise, wise
means contented with one’s lot. = The
borse stopped by chance, and T jumped
tothe ground “ Atlast,” cried 1, " we
have arrived !" , ‘
“ Arrived! what do you see hore?”
asked my father, seizing me and with
onc hand only helping- me back again
on the horse with tho ease with which
I would pluck a flowoer. S
“But tell me—are not those people on
the lawn Ackals?” -
“Stupid 1" replied he with impatience,
‘“they are catholic nuns.” ‘
“What ave catholic nuns, father ?”~
“He' contrasted his brow and in a
solemn voice said - ‘
“Jt is not nocessary’ either 1o pro-

nounce their name, or to seek to know ' -

what it signifies.’ i
" Prossing the flanks of his horse, we
set forward at a’ galop. - ‘After :skirting

‘the ravine some time longor, we. des-
cended into a deép gorge into which the.:.
sun must ' seldom have ~entered. : Firs;
¢ypresses, turpentine froos and - larches

'l
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formed a dome over our hnads through
which the rain and the light could hard-
Iy enter, and above all, where branches
were wanting, moss efad rocks joined
their rugged heads to shut out the
sun,

“ Here weare ” snid my father “jump-
ing. down" and placing me upon the
green sward.

“Where?" asked I in astonishment.

‘At the mosque, said he leading his
horse to a beech trec and tying it with
great care. - All onr companions did the
same, This did not show me any
plainer where to look for the mosque.
The Khaloues or country mosques. aie
not generally very imposing cdifices,
but they are at least buildings of more
or less extent. Here was no trace of
masonry, no grotio, no shelter.

“ Rather,” “whispered - [, timidly,
“swhere is the temple? where are the

cople !

Without answering, he took me by
the hand and made me walk through the
wood for;some minutes and then stopp-
ing said “Behold """

L raised my eyes with cave for sharp
thorns suwrrounded me on- all sides. - I
could see nothing but the dark trunks of
immense trees, and behind this sombre
porch the mouth of a eave around which
a crowd of men was assembled: I felt
abashed and lonesome amongst this
crowd of swarthy warriors when at
length I saw at a distance the old pricst-
ess. She saw me also, and nodded her
head with its tantour of brass as though
to encourage me. - o

Meanwhile the lynx howled amongst
the branches, and the jackal uttered its

* plaintive cries from the dried bed of the

torrent.  Daylight had given place toa
sombre twilight, and you would have
thought, that night was about to close
in, "How different all 'this from the
beautiful convent on the sloping hill
side all covered with flowers and bathed
as we had seen it in the golden sunlight,
My father took me by the hand and led
me to the priestess. o
‘ This is Na~ji-eda ;" said he.

... “The cherished child of Hachem and
of ‘Hamsal—the predestined \—the

future prophetess!” eried the old woman

with:the brass head gear, with a harsh
and huskey voice. . - NI
I do not know, whether. the people

present knew this to be my destiny;
what is certain is, no one. opposed our
ontry. Isuppose they tolerated this ca-
price of my father, because he held so
high an authority, that no one dare op-
pose him. .

A man stood at the doorway, before
whom each one on passing appeared {o
halt, for 1 momont I took him for a
begzar to whom each gave a few
chazirs, On a nearer approach [ found
that he was the door-keeper to whom
cach one on entering had to show an
amlet worn on the neck, and without
which none could® enter the temple.
This amulet was a small black stone en-
graved with the image of a young
calf.

“A calf!” interrupted Gabrielle.

“Yes,” Itappears that this calf has
been adored by the Druses for ages.

“It is the golden calf of Scripture,”
romarked Gabrielle. ‘ ;

1 do notknow whethor it is of gold or
any other metal, but the Ackals loved
this image, which they call in their
language “horse” in greal veneration.
All' showed this amulet before. entering’
except my father, who alone did not
take the trouble, but passed in with a ma-
jestic air, and to whom the door-keeper
made a most profound bow. ‘ '
_ My father led me to a kind of altar
before which three seats had been rang-
ed, All the assistants sal on mats ; as
for ‘me, I sat uwpon the allar step,
whence under coverof my veil I could
see -everthing without appearing too
curious and too little recotlected.

. Lamps with seven branches; suspend-
ed by iron chains, lit up the huge stone
which. served  for an allar.  Banners
decorated the ceiling, hanging al equal
distances. . Around the shafts of these
banners at the entrance door, and in
different, parts of the . cavern they had
entwined garlands of a pretty blue
flower which . grows only in the most
desert parts of Lebanon. Tho wwalls.
were ornamented with a design of red
birds and blue flowers alternating with
red flowers and blue birds, and thus al-
ternating thro’ the whole the . two
spouses, ultramarine and carmine weore
never digjoined. - A stream of crystal
water, cold as ice, bubbled from the rock
bebind the altar and running with a low
murrpur. along a ‘channel : the whole
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length of the Khaloué lowed out by the
door way. My father went outfor a
few minutes and when ho returned I
could searcely recognise him, He had
changed his clothes. and I know not
why my heart leaped when Lsaw. him
in his noew dress. All the attendants
wore dressed in machlahs—camel skins
—with white turbans, My father on
the contrayy had-a large black twrban,
which concealed, a-great part of his
porson and a long black robe with flow-
ing sleeves - on which - you would have
thought thoy had strewnall the stars of
night.

A robe of stars ? child! you must
be giving mo the history of Peau-
d’Ane,” oxclaimed Gabrielle,

“T do not know what the Peaw-d’Ane
is,” replied Nad-ji-eda, tossing her head,
“but L know I was very much frighten-
ed, not indeed on account of the starry
robe, but becanse he held in his hand a
large and shining knife.”

Two men dressed also in black tunics
but without the stars seated themselves
on each hand of my. fagher after” they
had carried a black sheep with its , feot
ticd, to the foot of the altar, | °

My father rose sprinkling salt, earth
and ashes upon the innocent creature,
and. having covered its head with a
linen cloth, ordered the doorkeeper to
lead in the neophite who was about to be
admitted into the brotherhood of the
Ackals, L o

This neophite was a young man dress-
el in white, who walked bare-footod
over the cold flag stones. He approach-
¢d my father and after having saluted
him as cheik-il-n'gown (chief of the
stars) he stood before him in a respectful
silence, -+ ‘

My father questioned him ina loud
~voice. - Idid not understand all that was
said. -I know however that the neophite
recited tho Druse creed, that he spoke
of Eblis and of. the evil ono and of
Hackem whose divinity he proclaimed.
¢ He at lenst explained what this
Iackem is ?” suggested . Gabrielle. ‘
“Not precisely. Tt appears however that
thig God of the Druses cannot claim' the
prestige of eternity. e was born about
the eleventh contury. . He was a:bad
specimen of an Bgyptian prince of  the
Fatimite dynasty. ﬁis subjects far from

trying to, control his bad actions, sub-

mitted blindly to his every caprice ; so
much, 80 indeed that the day he deter:
mined to proclaim himself God “all
BEeypt prostrated itself and adored him.
s numerous disciples did not hesitate
to propagate this strange religion, and
ong of them named Davasi- came to
Damascus to preach the new cultus and
the new God. Both werereceived with
open’ arms, and in course of time
wére called after - Darasi Bl-Daruz a
namewhich was afterwards corrupted
into Druses.” : :

“ls your grandfather, Amroun, of
Druso, origin 77 o

“Noj cevtainly not. e ia of the
race of the desert Arabs and it was not
without difficulty that he consented to
the marriage of his only daughter to
the Cheik Djielaib—my: father.”

The ceremony wag long. My father
asked a number of questions. He asked
the postulant amongst other things
whether he knew. the plant aliledj ? to
which he answered, yes—that it was
the plant which flourished only in the

heart " of . Hackem. " This " was not -

true for the blue garlands then in - the
mosque wore of the. flowers of the
aliledj. Then my father traced out for

‘the neophite a plan of conduct and

enumerated all the ‘obligations -which

men contract who enter this mysterious

socioty of the Ackals.

He must abstain from wine like the
disciples of Mahomet ; must wear neither - .

gold nor silk:no jewellery. I heard no
more for the plaintive cries of the little
black lamb went to y heart.

At length my father said that he musg
consult the 'stars to see whether “they
accepted the.neophite, and for this pur-

ose¢ he caused the skin of a zebvato be
rought.and afterwards the skin of a
Persian ass.on which®hieroglyphic and
cabalistie signs had been traced. - Aftor
having examined both he declared. that
the stars of heaven weré content to see

the young postulant enter the society of

the Ackals. . . =~

The ccremo‘nyi of réeeptidﬁ then

began. I saw only a part. My father
approached me without looking at me—
without even appearing to know that I
was there. He held the terrible knife
and . brandishing it without saying ‘a
word after, deseribing with it & swe of
cirele, plunged it up to the handle in

S
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the neck of the poor innocent sheep, I
felt myself overwhelmed with the hot
blood and fainted. : ‘

When Irecovered consciousness they
had taken away the vietim and the
neophite held place in the ranks of the
filithful, but my father was still speak-
ing. His discourse was long cnergotic
but not too clear. As far as I could
learn—God grant T may be deceived—
the Druses meditated an expedition of
some kind, a revolt, a war, and my
father was -assuring them that this
work of destruction was agreeable to
Hackem. Whatever the expedition was
however, it must have been abandoned,
since nothing has as yet come to trouble
the peace of Liebanon.

_ H. B
(To be continued.)

MYLES O’REILLY, OF CAVAN.

Maoryora O'ReiLLy was descended
from a long line of chiefs, who, with
but few exceptions, bravely.battled . for
the cause of Irish liberty. He lived in
troublous times, when he who could give
and tale the most knocks was generally
considered to be the better man, and
when thews and sinews were held in as
much estimation as brains or genius.
O'Reilly, however, was gifted with both.
brains and genius.” He was one of the
strongest and bravest men in Owen
Roe’s Irish' army, and was called
“Myles the Slasher,” on account of his
surpassing strength and bravery.. His
brother, Philip, was chief  of the Clan-
Reilly, and married to- Rose, the sister
of Owen Roe O’Neill.  Myles was a
younger son, and not likely to ever bear
the wand of chicftaincy in Cavan. But
little cared he for that. Place him at
the head of his troop of cavalry with
the Bnglish in sight, and that was
enouigh for him, ~ Deeds of his prowess
and bravery ave told by the peopls of
Leitrim and Cavan, where the inhabit-

~ants retain vivid traditions of him to
- this day. He was a_ beold and skilful

leader, and served under Phelim O'Neill
in 1641, and under Owen "Roe at Ben-
burb. When leading a charge it was
.nvariably his custom, if he could pos-
35ibly accomplish it, of riding into the

-mid»t of the enemy’s ranksand hacking
- “and’slashing around him with his pond-.

evous sabre, nntil he cut his way out or
defeated the enomy. At Benburb he
made a desperate onslaught upon Mon-
roc’s Scottish™ cavalry, culling every
ong down at a blow who opposed - his
way, and driving the remnant of them:
in route and utter disaster -from the
field: Stoutly tho Caledonian troopers
nagt him, but they fell before his gigan-
tic strength and fiory valour. - As the
sun set on the Blackwater, the seattered
ranks of the Scots went down, their
general fled from the field, leaving be-
hind him three thousand of ‘his best
troops on the sward of Benburb. Tho
Slasher followed him all that night, and
hundreds of Monroe's soldiers were
slaughtered in the pursuit. The Irish
malke the best cavalry men in the world,
and foremost among them have always
been the O'Reillys of Cavan. From the
days of the great Fenian chiof of Finn
down to the eharge at Benburb, the
Clan Reilly had always given their
quota of horsemen to the Irish army.
The soldiers of Bagnal and Essex could
never withstand the charge of the Ulstor
troopers when led on by Hugh of Dun-
gannon, and, long afterwards, at the
Boyne, Hamilton hurled his regiment of
dragoons against twice the number of
picked and veteran troops, and arrested
the conquering William in his- course.
Bnt the most dashing trooper of them
all, the boldest and bravest rider that
ever sat in saddle or .spurred to death
with a shout of defiance ringing on his
lips, was Myles the Slasher. A giantin
height and strength, comely and fair 1o
look upon, a tried and trusted leader,
an ardent patriot, and a daring soldier,
he was idolized by his men and hated
and feared by his enemies.y Many a
rugged mountaineer, who had followed
the flag of Monroe from Ben Liomond, and

many a mosstrooper, who had raided on

_the borders of Berwick and Carlisle, met

his deatl from thesword of the Slasher.
In battle he was terrible, helmet and
skull were shattered by one blow: from
his powerfn} arm, and but few in the
English army dared meet him single-
handed and alone in combat. ~From.the
time he was~ able {o handle a sword
until -his death, he foughtfor the flag
of - his “country: and: tho freedom ‘of -
his race, and bis death was as glorious
a6 his deeds had béen patriotic  and

=
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brave. Being cneamped: at Granard,
in the County Longford, with Lord
Castlchaven, the commander of the
army ~of  Confederate Catholies, he
was ardered to proceed with a chosen
detachment of horse to defend the
bridge of FFinea against the Scots, then
bearing down upon the main army with
a superior force. Myles took mp his
station on ‘the bridge, and the enemy,
confident of success, dashed forward.
But they nover gained the centre.  The
foremost files went down before the
sabres of the [rish, and their leader foll,
struck down by the hand of Myles him-
self.  Charge after charge was made by
the Scots, their generpl hurling dark
masses of his troops against that small
and devoted band of horsemen. One b
one they foll until the gallant O'Retlly
was left with but a mere bhandful to
defend the bridge. His horse had been
shout under him, and he now fought on
foot.. The Scots, maddened by repulse
and- the death of so many comrados,
tushed forward with fearful impetuosity,
determined to sweep all before them.
‘Nothing remained for the Irish but re-
trentor death, It was impossible for
scarcely three score of men to withstand
the shock of n thousand fieree and savage
gronadiers, The bridge must be yiclded
at Jast. The bold Slasher . must be cqual
to the emergency.  Placing himself in
the very centre of the bridge and grasp-
ing his terrible weapon in his hand, he
waited the assault. ~ On they came, and
for fully twenty wminutes the Slashor
held the bridge, and all that came with-
in his reach went down. More than
twenty hireling Scotchmen perished by
his hand alone, and " three™ times that
number fell before the swords of his gal-
lant comrades. At length hé fell, cover-
ed with & hundred wounds,. and, as he
closed his eyesin death, he could hear
the tramp of Castlehaven's troops as
they rushed to his reseue.  They camo
too late to save him, but he had saved
the bridge, and he died content. ‘

Tradition adds that shortly before his
death he had - encountered a Scotech
officer of gigantic frame and strength,
who Iaid open the Slasher's cheek with
a’ stroke of his sword,  but’ that: the
Slasher held the sword blade between

his teeth, ag fibmly as if held in asmith's.

vice ; until he cut down the Scotchman

with his own sword. His body was dis-
covered on the following day, and con-
veyed to the monastery of Cavan,
where it was interred in the tomb of his
ancestors. ‘

TILK CENSUS OF IRELAND.

(Dublin Cor,  Catholic Review.”)

Although the abstract of the census
of Treland has not yet been laid before
Parliament, its genoral details are al-
ready known. This abstract or sum-

mary, by provinces, counties, and cities,

of the population, is, of course, liable to
ovision, but experience shows that no
material alteration need be expected.
Coming at a crisis of such social excite-

Y | ment, the results of the census possess

nnusual interest. - Weshall arrange and
classify all the salient facts.

The population of Ireland increased
and decreased as follows within the last
sevonty-six years.:—

‘ INCREASE, 1805-45. 53,7 per cent. |

Year, - -~ Population. - ~
1805 - - 5,395,456
1821 - - - - 6,801,827 .
1831 - - 7,767,401
1841 - - - 8,196,507
1845 . - ;- 8,295,061
DECREASE 1845-81 .87'8 per cent.
181 . - - . 6,674,278
1861 - .- - 5,798,967
s - - 5,412,377
1881. - - = 5,159,845

This deerease of 3,135,216 persons, or
nearly thirty-eight per cent. .in the
thirty-six years since the -beginning of
the famine in 1845, or, on. an average,
over one per cent each year, is without
precedent in the ‘annals of mankind.
The rate of decrease has, however, been.
steadily declining—thus, .in- the .six
severo years of the famine period, 1845-
51, theloss was 207 per. cent; in ‘the
deeade 1851-61, 1199 per cent; and ‘in -
1861-71, 6:67 por cont: while the loss in
the deeade 1871-81,-252;532 persons, -or
47 per cent. To understand the magni-
tude of the loss, vastly: greater. than
these fignres ropresent, we should turn
to the corresponding years, and compare
the decrease in the population of Ireland

“with' the inerease 10 that -of England

and Scotland ' © o o
The diminished increase in ‘the'last:
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ten yeavs, the lessened disparity in the
number of males to' females—2,523,80-4
to 2,637,035—and the increase in the
average number of persons to a family,
5,19 in 1881, as compared with 5.07 in
1871, ave hopeful signs of improvement.
The decrease in the number of males in
the decade was fourty-four in 1,000, as
against forty-nine in the eases of females.
Emigration of 622,686 persons in the de-
.cade, is, of course, the chief cause of this
continuous diminution of the goneral
gopulntion, as the mnatural excess of
irths over deaths proceeds as usual.
The increase in the average numberin a
family must, we think, mainly arise
from the consolidation of farms; and the
increase in domesties therefrom. = The
enormous emigration of the last {en
years arose not so much from poverty
or industrial pressure as from the in-
tense strength of family ties, thousands
of people having left through prepaid
passages, to join'near relatives long set-
tled in the United States aud the colonies.
‘The decline of population extended
although not uniformally, over the four
provinces. Inthe thirty yoears, 1841-71.
Munster lost 49-2 per cent ; Connaught,
45-9; ‘Leinster, 466 ; and Ulster -only
24'9 per cent of its population ; so that,
in' round numbers, the rate of loss in
Munster and Connaught was twice as
great as in Ulster. - In the last decade,
1871-81; however, the loss has been in
Connaight, only 3.4 per cent ; Leinster,
4+5 ;" Munster 5 and Ulster; the lugest
-5'1 per cent., so thatthe rate ofloss in
Ulster, the richest province, was exact-
1y one-half higher than .in Connaught,
the poorest. - Decline took place .in
twenty-nine of the thirty-two counties,
the three in which population has in-
.creased’ being Antrim, 47 per cent; .
-Owing to the linen manufacture and the
sgrowth of towns; Dublin, 3-2 per cent.,
arising mainly from transference of the
«ity population to the suburban town-
.ships; and Kerry 2 per .cent. from na-
stural causes; and lowness of emigration.
. Monaghan county, in Ulster, lost about,
«eleven, and Tipperary, and Carlow, ten
per cent. ; while Galway lost only 32 ;
‘Cork, 17 ; ‘and - Mayo, - 07 per. cent,
The slight loss, in Mayo, Galway. and
- Cork, and the gain in Kerry, four large
western and Catholic counties, 'is very
remarkable, s S

The population of the city of Dublin
proper, exclusive of the soveral suburban
townships, is 249,486, or an increase of
only 1-3 per cont. in ten years; bhut, in-
cluding the suburbs, it is 338,579, or an
increase of four per cont. Theincrease
in" the townships has been, Clontarf,
twenty-two ; Rathgar, eighteen ; Kings-
town and Blackrock eleven each; and
Kilmainham nearly nine per cent.

The statistics. relating {o agriculture
are, of course, interesting and oppor-
tune. The number of agl'icuhural
holdings of all grades in Ireland in 1841
was 691,202; in 1851 it was 570,338;
while this year it is only 523,609;a
falling off in forty years of 167,533
holdings. or about twenty-four per cent.
of all the agricultural tenements in the
country. Of course the chief decrease
in the forty years has been amongst the
small holders, their number having fall-
en - 79.5 per cent.; while the holders of
fifteen acres have fallen thirty-six per
cent.. Within the last year alonec no
less than 1,778 holdings have: been ab-
sorbed, 997 of which were under five
statute acres. Here we see how the
work of ‘eviction and cousolidation pro-
ceeds. ‘

The Creed Enumeration

035088C4
special interest. The first Religious

Census was taken in Ireland under the
Royal Commission of Public Instruction
in 1834 ; and ounly in 1861 wasit first in-
cluded in the decenuial census. The
following table shows the religious sta-
tus in 1871 and 1881 :—

1871,
Persons - Per Cent.
Catholics . 4,141,401° 76.6
Epis. Prot. 683,295 12.6
Presbyterians - 503,491 . 9.3
Methodists - 41,815 0.8
Independents 4,485 ’
Baptiats, &e. - 33,828
Soc. of Friends - 3,834 0T
Jews ;258
Total 5,413,277 100
o 1881. : ‘ ‘
Catholics 3,051,888 767
Epis. Prot. 635,670 . . - 12.3
Presbyterians . . 485,503 - 9.4
47,669 0.9

Methodists ' -



THE HARP. 157

Tndependents 5,014
Biptists &e, 29,952
Soc. of Friends 3,606 { 0.8
Jews B3)
Total 5,159,845 100

In the population for 1881 are inclu
ded 1,144 persons who refuse to state
their ereed.” We see the gratifying fact
that with a loss of population in the de-
cnde of more than a quarter ofa million,
an emigration of 622,686 persons, at
least eighty per cent. of whom were
Catholics, and several years of severe

trial and distress, the Faith of St. Pat-"

rick has held its own in Ireland, its rel-
alive status being the same as in 1871
In fact, the three leading denominations
remain “without material  alteration;
save that some of the mombers of the
Disestablished Church have gone over
to Methodism and other sects. Con-
naught, for gencrations the recruiting
ground of the Protestant inissionavics,
who reported conversions by myriads,
hns lost about 10,000 Protestants since
1861, so that the Censug Returns ought
1o -close forever the cars and purses
of the credulons against the proselyti-
sors who boasted of their suceess on that
seaboard. S L

ADVANTAGE OF SPEAKING
TRUTH. -

HEciage  was a distinguished - Arab-

ian warrior, -but- ferocious and cruel.

Among a number of prisoners whom he
had. condemned to death there was one
who having obtained a moment's au-
dience, said ;- “You ought, sir, to par-
don me, because the day when Abdar-
rhaman was cursing you I representod
to him that he was wrong, and over
since that time I lost his friendship:”
Hegriage asked. if he had any witnesses
of his having done this; and the soldicr
mentioned another ‘prisoner, who was
about -likewise . to suffor  death. - The
_prisoner was called and interrogated,
and having confirmed the fact, Hegiage

granted the first his pardon. . He then

asked. the witness if ke had likewise ta-
ken  his. part ‘aguinst Abdarrhaman ;
but he still respecling truth, answered:
“Noj; he did not considerit his duty so

to do.” Hegiage, notwithstanding his
ferocity, was struck with the prisoners
greatness of soul. @ Well, ” said he, af-
ter « moment's paunse, “suppose I were
to grant you Jife and liberty, should you
still be my enemy ?” “No, " said the
prisoner. “That is enough, " said Heg-
iage, " “your bare word is sufficient;
you have given undonbted proof of your
love for truth.. Go, preserve the life
which is less dear to you than houor
and sincerity; your liberty is the just
reward of your virtue.”

THE WISE MAN AND.
THE FOOL.

A TALE OF THE FIRST HALF OF THE
19TH CENTURY.

(From the Frenck.)
CHAPTER I1I.
Tur POPE AND THE OLD PIEDMONTESE.
Piedmont and Turin had never befove

beheld a trinmph such as the policy of - '

Naypoleon permitted and the piety of the
Piedmontese prepared for Pins V1L
Scarcely had tho august traveller set:
foot in the territory of the 27th division
(as the subalpine provinces :were at
that time called) ere the civil and, mili-
tary officers hastened to offer: their re-
spects. ~ In whatever city. the. Holy
Father arrived-he - was duly received
and- addiessed by - the bishops, the
generals commanding and . by the pre-
fects. The concourse of people wis
immense. His arrival and’ his -depar-
ture were announced by the discharge
of artillery, and the joyous voices of, all
the : stoeples. = A moving spectacle. met
the eye all along the road from village
to village ; right and. left the faithful
had formed in ling; as in the strects ofa

large city on a festival day, and thag,as .

well by night as by day, for the dark-
uness of the night was- lit up’ by many

torches, and lamps and candles, . .On the

papal route, the smallest village became

a populous city : the militia from <ie =~

surrounding country was theve in full
uniform the magistrates in their robes,

the clergy:in.choir, and theconfraterni- .

tios “with' their distinctive- badges. . It

was no local’ gatheriug “but.a . general -

movement of the whole . population,.
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many coming from the most distant es-
tatos. As soon’as the pontifical earringe
appeared in the distance the Te Deum
was entoned and all knelt down asking
the papal benediction. The military
saluted the Holy Iather with joyous
salvos and disputed thoe honor of follow-
ing the cortege to the extreme limits
of their department. Happy the house
where the Pope chanced to stay for re-
pose! What do I say ? Ie thonght little
of repose. So many persons of distine-
tion asked to be-allowed to kiss his feet
—such crowds of devout people pressed
forward to be near him it only for a
moment,—his room was beseiged by
such a multitude that the loly Father
was obliged to give himself up to his be-
loved children, and ceased not to Dbless
them from terrace and balcony.

But all this was nothing in’ compari-
son to the reception prepared for him
by the loyal city of Turin.. Cardinal
Cambaceres the senator D'Abouville and
the Italiun Count Salmatoris master of
coremonies and introducer of ‘ambassa-
dors had been sent asenvoyes oxtraor-
dinary to escort him on the remainder
of his journey.- All the bishops of the
provinze had been summoned. To form
the Papal Court at Turin General Menou
the'  administrator of Piedmont was
charged to arrange by the help of his

castern experience(he was an Egyptian)-

the most gorgeous reception he could im-
agine: the ministers were to second his
efforts.  The demonstration commenced
ten miles from the eapital in the ¢ity of
Foirine. There a triumphant arch was
erected in the name of the Province of
Po; with a magnificent inseription in
honor of the Holy Father; and as the
Poutiff would not arvive until nightfall
this arch was lit up with a flood" of
light—a thousand torches revealed its
outlines, the statues, the garvlands the
decorations and the drapery. At the
foot of the arch General Menou and the
prefect Occelli accompanied by . their
staff; and surrounded by the clergy, the
municipal guard and a vast concowrse
.- of people held themselves in readiness.

- As soon as the papal sappers and ad-
vance guard of cavalry “appeaved  the
‘strains of martial music resounded on
' ‘every side :on its nearer approach the
crowd threw itself on its:knees and the
general and prefect hastening to open

the door of the papal carvinge veceived
its illustrious oceupant oun their kuoos,
General Menou then delivered o short
address, in which he compared Pius VII
to St. Lieo 1[I, and Nupoleon to Charle-
magne; and assured the Pope that from
Turin to the Palace of the Tuileries, ho
would meet nothing but the profoundest
respect, and the entire devotion of the
French nation, This was true: sce-
tarian France disappeared on the arrival
of the Pope, and France of the French-
man stood to receive him. The Prefect
in‘his turn declared himself happy at
having the extreme honour- of welcom-
ing the greatest of popes in the name of
the greatest of governments; hie extolled
the glory of the emperor, as the restor
er of roligion in France, and begged the
Holy Father o repose with entire con-
fidence on the filial love of the Turi-
nese. :

Moved by so many marks-of respect,
by such splendid preparation found in
a little village lost <in the :woods, -but
above all by the presence of s0 many
thousands of faithful children, who stood
before him beneath-the light of so many
torches the Pope wonld bave descended
to give a solemn blessing to the multi-
tude. ‘

“Excuse us your Holiness I 'said the
officials ; ©“ the hour is late, and the cold
increasing—do mot disturb yourself.
Allow us to proceed at the galopin order
to arrive as soon as possible at the ca-
pital, all Tarin is at its place in: the
streets awaiting anxiously the arvival of
the Supreme Head of the Chureh.”

The Pope yiclded to their representa-
tions and remained seated blessing the
crowd from the doors of the carriage:

At Tuarin at. this monient waves of
human beings surged along the Rue-du
Po, so long, so straight, so spacious,
lincd on hoth sides with majestic arcades,
which ‘lit up by torches and lamps
showed clcar{y' the heautiful tints which
decorated it. - And yet this vast space
to.which should ‘he added :three -large
squares, through. which the apostolic
pigrim wonld have -to pass, . appeared
all two small. for. ‘such : crowds: the
troops who lined the way with dificulty

kept a space - clear through - which
the . cortego might pass.. Meantime

Monseigneur' Buronzo del Signore arch-

bishop of Turin, aud the whole provin:-
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cial episcopate waited in the Cathedral
-of St. John; surrounded by the canons
capitulare, the colleginte bodies and the
clergy of all the churches of the city.
The magistrates and the officers com-
manding the army were in attendance
-outside the city gate; hattalions of the
national guavd lined the way.
According to programme the IHoly
Father should }uwo ‘arrived at nine
o'clock at night: tho streets were
strewn with flowers for the passage, and
from Moncalier to Turin the whole way
was most brilliantly illuminated. In
all this they had not taken into account
the immense crowds and the devotion of
the people through which the Pontift
would ‘have to pass. It took four hours
for the august cortege to travel the last
ten miles. :
* Clotilde, whom Uncle Chafired held
by the hand, would not be content until
she had visited the Cathedral to see the
superb pontifical throne raised on seven

- stops, and rosplondent with purple and |

gold. Then gliding past the attendants
she made her way with her faithful
guardian to the head of Rue du Po, and
there placed herself determinedly be-
tween Lwo grenadiers, who kindly left
her space botween them. , :

The people who had already waited
seven hours, began to get impatient,
- when all at once the ery arcse. -

The Pope! the pope ! At these magic
words the multitude surged to and fro
with delirious joy : - some " thanked God
with loud voice, others bent their knees
to the ground as though the Ioly
Tather was already in sight. The bells
sounded from all the towers of Turin:
discharges .of fire arms alternated with
dischargos of cannon. The old capital
appeared beyond itself as it applauded
the Viear of Christ, who advanced slow-
ly, blessing the knecling. crowd. -‘Thus
things went on as far as the royal palace,
“hich itself appoarcd to take partin the
univepsal joy, and to feel the honor done
it by having to receive so illustrious and
$0 highly venerated a guest. It~ stood
resplendont with a thousand lights,

- At the foot of the royal staircase
“General Menou again, preseuted himself
to receive the: Holy - Father with “as
much honor as possible : the vestibules,
-galleries and rooms: which: led ‘to. the
Aapartment’ destined for the Sovereign

Pontifl wore thronged with ladies and
gentlemen who had used evory influenco
to obtain admission and who threw
themselves on their knees to receive the
pn})nl blessing. !

To the joy of all the Pope put oft his
departure which had been fixed for the
morrow and promised to remain another
day with his faithfal Turinese. ,

After having heard mass in the Holy
Chapel the Holy Father gave himself up
entirely to the pious Tuvinese. 1o ad-
mitled all to audience who presented
themselves. As he rode from the Ca-
thedral Lo the royal apartment, the peo-
ple pressed forward, some to kiss the
mule on which he rode, others to kiss his
hand, others to kiss the hem of his
garments.  Seecing himself. thus swr-
rourded all  sides. by crowds
anxious {o got near him he cried out (the
words al'e%istorical) “ My children ;
do not press ; be not afraid ; I amin the
midst of you.” .

Chaftred Malbrouch was known to

on

Cardinal Antonelli and to the Marquise =~

Saecheti. e had no difficulty in ob-
taining a good place.and permission to
present his two nieces, nay more;
Chaffred was personally known to his
Holiness. When then Pius VII recognis-
cd the old Piedmontese in the ante-cham-
ber struggling with his fair charges one
in.each hand through a dense crowd, he
kindly sent Princo Altieri to his aid; to
bring him to him. Cbhafired knelt be-
fore the Holy Father, and- his two
nieces bent down to kiss the apostolic
feot. . The Pope seeing this, raised them
up giving a hand to each. Clotilde
pressed the hand offered her and cover-
cd it with kisses.. She. was speechless
with emotion and tears of joy and of de-
votion to his cause filled her eyes. - The
Popo felt the tears fall on -his hand.
“My dear child;’ said he T bless you:
be good ; love and fear God like your
dear uncle here.”  As he said  this he
took a lock of Chafreds grey - hairs e
twaeen his fingoers adding, ‘ S
“Alh I naughty man; T know you: you -
arc heie to play. some -of: your droll - .
pranks " TR R

- “Holy Father!” said Chaffred, - since
you have consocrated my hair thus by.
your touch, I will never cut it .move.—

“At.least not until” I have finished’ my -
; _c_h'oll pranks.” - : Gl e
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The Pope without appearing to have
heard the last words, answered to the
first,

“So much the better, droll man, you
will never have a cold head.”

“May I add one word?”
Chafired.

“Speak it my child spealk it.”

“MTurin is at this moment a perfect
ocean of your faithful people all have
come to do homage to the Holy Father
‘and to receive his apostolic blessing,
would your Holiness accord them a
public and solemn blessing 77

# But my child I have done nothing
but bless them—in the streets, in the
church and here.”

“« Holy Father there is yet another
place from which to bless them in order
to completely satisfy the crowd that
have come to Turin.”

¢ What place is that 7 asked the
Holy Father.

“The balcony of the Palace of Madam
Royale.” "After the balcony of St. Peter
there is'no fitter place.” -

The Pope’'logked at those avound him
as though to ask ‘advice. The Arch.
bishop of Turin'séeonded Chaffred’s peti-
tion,  General Menou was sent for and
replied— . N
_#If your Holingss will deign to "give
‘the order I will truismit it to the troops
and to the magisiratesin order that all
may have the'honour to assist'at the au-
gust ceremony,” : /

Tt was decided ‘that the ceremony

said

should begin'at four o’clock in'the after--

noon ; the news'spreéad from mouth to
mouth ‘and was soon ‘known in'the most
Qistant outskirts of the city. All Turin
was present’at the appointed time, “and
as Pius VII looked down from the royal
balcony upon' the vast: sen of bowed
Yeads before him,he thanked God thatin
the midst of ‘the ‘Jénsenism of the Court
and University and in spite of republi-
éan bratality the brave ‘population of

Piedmont -had “still - preserved . the
TFaith. i s '
T ‘H."B.

i T be Continued.)

Mo ‘protéct  one’s ‘self ‘Against the
storms’ of -life, marriage ~with. a good
- woman is 2 harbor in the tempest ; bt
.- Wwith a bad woman it.proves a tempest
.'.in the harbor, : Lo

- | preferable to beauty of body..

Ir affords us more than ordinary plea-
sure to chronicle the intelligenco that
the Manhattan College of New York,
at its last Comvocation, under the Pre-
sidency of His Eminence Cardinal M«
Closky, conferred the degrec of L.L.D.,
honoris causa, on our distinguished fel-
low-citizen J. J. Currawn, Isq., Q. C,,
already a B. C. L. of M‘Gill University.
To tho publisher of Tur Harr any
honor conferred on Mr. Currax is
doubly gratifying, as to him he has
been on’ many oecasions indebted for
some of tho most pleasing features of the
publication. It was in the columns of
the True Witness, under the control of
Mr, Gronies, the Proprietor of Tue
Harp, that the worthy L. L. D. made
bis debut as a litterateur, and many of
his articles were copied from.that jour-
nal into ‘the press of - the neighboring .
States and the United Kingdom. Wo
congratulate our good and  sincere
friend Doctor CuRRAN on his well mer-
ited honor, and trust that his career
may belong and one of daily increasing:
biilliancy and usefulness.

e

FOR THE YOUNG FOLKS.

. . THETULIP AND THE ROSE. , .

A TuLie and a rose were neighbours in
the same garden ; both were very beau- |
tiful, but the gardener paid more “atten-
tion to the rose. The envy andjealousy
of the rival beauties was the talk of the
whole garden, The tulip ‘proud of its
exterior ¢harms, and unable to bear the
idea of being abandoned for another, ve-
proached the gardener with his partial-
ity. “ Why is my beauty neglected?
are not my colors more vivid, and more
varied, and more striking than those of
the rose? Why then do you prefer her
to me? why give’ her all your affee-
tion ?"’ ¢ Be not. offended, miss tulip,”
said the gardener. “Iknow your beau-
ty well, and admivre it as it "deserves;
but there is in'the rose’an odor and: an
interior charm, which beauty slone can
never equal,” ' R )
* Beauty of mind and of soul is . always
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THE AS3 AND HIS MASTERS.

Usper = what unlucky star was I
born? askod an ass of Jupiter. I
have Lo rise bofore the sun: ‘and why?
In order that I may carry herbs tomar-
ket. A wvory fino reason, indeed, for
spoiling my <“sleep.” Jupiter touched at
his complaints, gave him another mias-
ter. Tho unimal with long cars anda
tremendons voice passed into the hands
of a tanner.  Master Aliboron was soon
weary with the weight and bad odor of
sking, ~« I am sorry I 'left my first
master;” said he; I could at least ocea-
sionally meet with a few cablinge leaves,
which cost me nothing; at present 1
get nothing but knocks. Again he
changed hands, and beeame a charcoal
burner's ass ; again complaints, © What
now I” suid Jupiter in anger “ this ani-
mal gives us. more trouble than ten
others.—Gio back to your first master,
or be content with the one you have.
We may go further and fare worse.

THE PEACOCK THE GOOSE™ AND TIE
TURKEY.

A PEACOCK Was in a barn yard with a
goose and a turkey, who regarded her
with an envious cye, and lTnughed at
what they called her “extreme gaudi-
ness.” - The peacock, ‘safe in her superi
or merit, despised their low bred envy,
and spread out her beantiful feathers to
biend them: “Sce with what pride
that haughuy creature walks!” eried the
turkey, ¢ Was ever bird’so vain ?” 'If
people could only see interior meris,
turkeys have far whiter flesh than that
villanous peacock.”  “What hideous
legs | what ugly claws ! said the goose!
“what horrid eries ; they would frighten
the owls 1™ o i

“ It is true,” said the peacock, ¢ these
ave dofocts; you may despise my legs
and my voice, if you like; ‘bat ‘it you
had them, they wonld not be faults,”:

Defects aro easiest seen when accom-

panied with great excellences. :

TIE AT AND TIIE TWO SPARROWS,
A youne sparrow had been brought up
with a Kitton. - They - were . intimate
friends; and could hardly ever be parted.
Their friendship inecreased -with “their
age.  Raton - played. with Pierrot;
Piorrot played with Rator; one with

his beak, the other with his paws though
Raton took care not to stick -out his
claws, One day a neighbowring spar-
row came to visit his comrade. - Good
day ! friend; snid he.. Good day!an-
swored the other: # Your servant! sir)”
said the one. .. Your servant! sir," said
the other..  They were  not long
together before they. began to -quarrel
and Raton took :part with Pierrot,
“What 1" exclaimed he,’is this stranger
80 bold as to insult my Triend ? It shall
not be I swear by all the cuts;” there-
upon he eat the stranger without cere-
mony. * Truly ! said he “a sparrow
is u delicious morsel : I had no idea that
birds were so sweet, come my little
friend, I must eat you too; you took
part with yowr fellow sparrow, there is
something to be said to you on that
score.” ‘

The society of wicked men is always
to be feared. ;

THE ACORN AND THE MUSHROOM.
AN acorn fell from an” oak, and found
itself side by . side with.a mushroon.
“ Scoundrel 1" said the acorn, ¢ have you
the presumption to approach so near

“your superiors ? offspring of a dunghill ¥

how do you dare 1ift up your head in a
place enobled by my ancestors for so
many ages ?” “ Do you ‘know who [
am 7”7« [lustrious lord |” said the mush-
roon, “I know you well and your an-

 cestors before you; I'do not.‘pretend to

deny the honor of your. birth, .mor to
compare it with mine.: .“On the con-
trary, I declare that .I do not .know

‘whenee I sprung ; but T have qiialities

you have not, I tickle the palstes of
men, and I-give a delicious flavor to the
most. exquisite and :delicale meats,
whereas you, with all your pride of an-
ceslry, arc.only fit to fatten hogs.”

It is not what we have been, but what

' | e are.

THE GOAT AND.THE FOX. .
Ax old goat with long beard and -much
‘experience having passed  the day in
philosophical reflections on the nature
and. éonditions of. things in general and
of animals in particnlar, -came to . the
conclusion to be contented: with his lot.
Perfectly satisfied with himselfhis beard
and ‘his reflections he started towards
night for hié stable:  On passing a deep
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pit he saw a fox. It was moonlight.
“ Comrade, what are you doing here at
this time of night ?" asked he,  are you
taking a bath ?” “ no!” answered the
fox, I am eating & picce of cheese; sco
what a hole I am making init.” “whero ”
—“Here, come down quick ifyou want
some: itis real English cheeso: you
.never tasted better ; there is still enough
for you." “ Do you take me for a
crane ?” replied Longbeard. ‘¢ Are you
not ashamed to tell such barefaced lics ?
or to wish me to believe such an absur-
dity ? Go! Master Fox; I have known
you a long time; I am acquainted with
your tricks, and have grown too long a
beards to be caught tripping. Good
bye; I wish you good night; press of
business prevents me remaining; to-
morrow af thissame howr I will come to
se¢ you ; meanwhile eat your cheese; it
is too hard for my stomach.”

HONOR THE DEAR OLD MOTHER.
Honor the dear old mother. - Time has

plowed deep furrows on her cheeks,
Lut is she not sweet and beautiful now ?
The lips are thin and shrunken, but
those are the lips which have kissed
many - a hot toar from- thy childish
cheeks, and they are the sweotost lips
in the world; the eye is dim, yot it
glows with the soft radiance that never
can fade. Ah, yos, she is a dear old
mother, The sands of life are nearly
run out, but, feeble asshe is, she will
go further and reach down lower for
you than any other porson on earth.
You cannot onter a l)l'iSOl) whose bars
can keep her out ! You cannot mount
a scaflold too high for her to reach,
that she may kiss you in evidenco of
her deathless love when the world shall
despise and forsake you: when it leaves
you by the wayside to perish unnoticed,
the dear old mother will gather you i
her arms and carry you to her home,
and tell you of all your virtues until
you almost forget your soul is disfigured
by vices.. Love her tenderly, and cheer

scattered snowy flakes on her brows,

her declining yeavs with holy devotion.

THE BATTLE OF THE CLANS,

In times of old two Irish Chiefs in discord ?ipcnt their days,
e

Their clansmen were at bitter feud, enga
MacTuahil, who from King Tuathal his clear

ely

Lord of the hills and lon

in constant frays—
descent could show,

vales and lakes of Glendalough—

Fitzgerald {from the Norman s)prung, with ready sword in hand

Anund foot in stirrup, to defend

his patrimonial land

How e’er acquired—and attack in single combat fair

Or open war, the ancient owners, the Toparchs of Kildare.

The real canse ‘twere hard to tell—it had gonc on for years:

A heritage of wae to men and source of women’s tears,. -~

’T was said to be a trifling wrong first made them enemies, .
Some trespasses of cattle or disputes o’er boundaries, o
Words came to blows, next inroads made on either’s broad domains,
Till lives were lost and blood defiled fair Leinster’s fertile plains;
Each had his standard which advanced as either chieftain won,
Thus hate intense imbued each sept from vengeful sire to son.

A fight one morn, fair Kathleen knew (Fitzgerald’s gentle daughter),
Was waged upon the distan{ heath, notes that the breezes brought her

Had told how dreadful was the conflict,

altho’ its acts-were screened

From trembling, anxious vision by woods that intervened ;

The Prince of

@leuda]ough had called his clansmen from Imayle

To malke a foray on his foeman so friendly to the Pale ;
*T was not Jong since the Ros-catha was raised at banquet board
The eve before the Chieftain drew the swift avenger’s sword.

But looking from ‘the great Dunmore, the hi

She'saw the hastily armed groups, her

ghest of his cnstles, |
father’s faithful vassals

‘Were hurried off to join the strife by nearest mountain pass,

The agile, half accoutred kern and heavy gallow glass. ..
! Txe_ardv the horns that sound * the charge,” m

As rage and din of battle rose behind a furze-clad hill,”

The tumult of the warlike tribes, that met in rude array,

“Then

1

the whistle shrill

ixed with

Swelled o'er the cultivated fields upon that fatal-day; *
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The battle und the clash and clang of weapouns came more clear
Asgthe dark cloud of contest rolled more fiercely and wore near, !
Then down the glades the rivals rushed in hatred fell and strong : !
And thro’ the martial bands the grim war-fiend swept along, |
Its falchion glenmed amid the ranks, on wings of flame it flew, ‘
And over conqueror and conquered its baleful trumpet blew,
For victory they wildly strike, the valiant lift their voice.

And o'er tf)e feust of desperate deeds Angels of Deutlr rejoice.

Young Kathleen heard the farral-farrak and cries, but well she knew,
The fewest and the faintest were Fitzgerald’s Grom-a-boo, ) :
And as emerging from the woods with loud defiant cheers, : o - o !
Their banners waving in the wind and like a grove their spears, ' o ) .
She saw her father, sword in hand, his routed levies rally, . : : ‘
Place men in nmbush mid the rocks or run across the valley ; E
Above their hostile shouts would rise each Chieftain’s wild: war-cry i
As chauce or change of fortuue brought the combatants more nigh, .
Bquipped as best each could they made such terrible attacks : C
With cross-bow, bill-hook, harquebuse, pike, skefne and battle-axe ; |
Just then her Clan seemed to recoil, tho’ some would not be beat, - %
Still fought within the forest shades, but soon had to retreat, |
Pursued by the MacTuhil sept, which passed in ardour madly. Coe

O’er prostrate forms of dying, dead and warriors wounded badly,

Among the heath, and grassy gleus, with many a broken spear

Lay loyal friends and hated foes in every shape of fear ; ,

The sounds she heard, the sights she saw, from sad experience taught her, -

How awful were the scenes around, how great had been the slaughter,

The Lreeze of battle calmed a while, its terrors died away, -
The vanquished ceased to struggle aud the vietor eensed to S[ni',
Ritzgerald’s scattered forces soughi to save themselves b{'r flight; ==

No valour could withstand the shock of such unequal fight; ; ]
Some castaway their recking blades, samé hounded \vil:{ly tow’rds | - e
The wooded dells, the rocky heights oy crossed the river fords;

It seemed loug sinee her father claspeq her to his plated coat of mail

Ere with a last, fond, parting look;-the clan moved down the vale.

A dreary day had passed and yet.no tidings came to tell .~

If the dark-haired chief were liviag, or how he fought and fell. D

The pleasant fields, the river banks, where flocks and hérds had strayed,

The sylvan scenes once loved so much, with sorrow she surveyed, . ! ’
For'they were hideous in the carnage—here lay a heap of slain

Where foemen fierce the death-blow gave, there, writhing still in pain

Were many victims—what a change the Lvil Spirit.wrought, . .~

The demon Discord cursed that distriet, to desolation brought .-

And ruled it with an iron sceptre, in blood its verdure stained

And left Dissention in its track where Peace and Plenty reigned. - -

Next night the moon had shown four kern a burden bearing near,
They sought the most secluded paths-in silenge and in fear; - e
"It was Fitzgerald’s corse they bore beneath & horseman’s cloals, BRI .
One pale hand from the litter hung and held the hilt it broke.: * o
Poor Kathleen kissed the pallid lips and fainting fel} beside,
An orphan lone—no arm to help, no counsel sage to” guide.
The lady knew that all was lost, that wrath usurped the place,
In tears aud tervor she averted her faiv, expressive face-

And letting full her filmy veil, she passed the postern door
And bid farewell to hall and court and castle of Dunmore,
Then drawing close her hooded ¢loak—upon her gallant gray
She left her proud, ancestral towers, and grieving rode away.,

A'remnant of the clansmen stood around the solemn bier
.'And took the dend Chief’s hand in theirs, butshed no tendet tear,.
- Theu swore upon cross skeines they’d seek revenge on Tuhils elan .-
By day and night—the dreadful oath went round to every man;
TFor many years the wicked. pledge with spiteful zeal was kept,
The deadly feud was in full force, their hatred seldom slept.— .
' SRR S ¢ Lagexiaw,

Montreal. -
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“LESBIA HATH A BEAMING EYE.! Concluded.
0 i N ) \
P N X N A N A
bo——oN o e\ } i LA L Y S == 1
P Py~ — -1 3] i~y o 'Iﬁ} T Mg
£ ) SO N S S - ] — —
= ‘ { [ St [
] ' i v ' g
: Crgx- na dear ! My gentle,  bash - ful No-r Crei-n’n!‘Benmy lies In ma-ny eves, But
0
7 - - ] : -
‘%7 p el I el ~ = el \ ) o
= l‘i—:}—}. '} J 1 e N S i A i iy
- L H
LA som e EE Y N i v s e e
: ‘ > —* — —— g
- -0- ’ rf-‘_ R 4 - - -«
O: o— i ; '
aY) - - y ]
e [ Y3 -4 L . ] HIC720
(2_{\ - o o i T—a % i %
L ! -
\ P S
: ]'(‘1- N Not u chartn of hemny!s hould e
-~ ~ ll"rcsuyxgs to stuy where nature pinced it,
o L —— O,I‘. my Nora'’s gown for me,
& That ﬂmu.s as'wild as mountain breezes,
. | L’Li:)v;xllxp‘:kc\' r);‘bclx:mylrrce .
; . l)]‘ﬂ Vell u8 heaven pleases.
Love in yours, my No - ra Crei - na! Yes, my Nora Creina dear!? !
g b My siple, graceful Nora Crefna!
o ” ~ Nature's dress, 18 lovellness—
P ) 2 LU L g Nora Orlon
- i { ’ sbia awit refin .
{‘ﬂ]}y :‘;i; I = ! =] —fﬁ‘l u) }!ul.when‘ lts‘polm..s are glenming round us
J The - P j e 1 Who <l:zm tell if. they're designed
i@ i . "4 ~t O~ A . . Todazzle merely,or to wound us?
- > o I < Plllow'd gny Nora's beart, . :
ot : g L safer sturther love reposes—
; , X Bt-q of: peacel-whose roughest part
9- o —— 1 J—= Oy Nors Crabnn et roses:
! ] - " AT de oy e
W Fw) 7 - 1 v hon 3 dearts oo
b . 7 - My tld, iy artless Nora Crela:
P S O AU A — WL thongh Uright, 1Tati no such Hght;

USEFUL HOUSEHOLD RECEIPTS.

A poultice of frosh tea-leaves, moist-
ened with water, will cure a stye on'the
eyelid. o S '

For . earache, . dissolve assafectida, in
water; warm a few drops and. drop_in
the ear, then covk the car with wool.

To cure bunions, use pulverised salt-
potre and sweet oil. Obtain at a drug-
gist’s 5 or 6 cents worth of saltpetre; |
put-into a bottle with suficient olive oil
to dissolve; shake up well, and rub- the
inflamed’ joints night and morning, and
more frequently if painful. 7

.Baxep Porarors.—Raw  potatoes
pared and sliced vory thin, put into a
pudding’dish and covered with milk,
sprinkled with pepper and salt, and «
tablespoonful-of flour previously mixed
smooth ‘with a’little mille;- baked - until
nicely’ browned, from thirty to fifty

" DeviuLep OvsteErs.—Open- the oys-
ters in their deep shell,season them with
a small piece of butter, a little cayenne,
salt'and.lemon juice; place them on a
gridiron over a brisk fire, and broil them
or-about three minutes. Serve, with .

0

bread and blltte;-, ‘

Fisu Macaront.—A "~ first rate -dish
may be served up from the fish 'left the
day beforé—or freshly cooked fish~by
pulling it in pieces,with two forks, mix-
ing it with c¢ooked macaroni cut in
small picces, and 4 'large "quantity of
.grated cheese; grate some cheese over
the top when it is in ‘the dish, and
brown it well before thie fire. - ”‘

GiNeER - Brsourrs. — Half a pound  of

batter, five ounces of sugar, three ounces
of ginger, one egg, and-a quarter- of a

pint of cream, Take as much flowr as.
these ingredients’ will- malke into'a stiff -
-paste ; voll it over thin, and then catit
with round cutters any size you prefer.
plates

Bake them in a moderate oven on

minutes. " Those fond of onions can add
a few slices. oo S

on: which flour has been sifted. .
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FIRESIDE SPARKS. Unconscious  profanity = somolimes
—_ comes to the most exemplary Christian,
The Boston ZLranseript ealls Bob |4 real good brother suid yestorday,.

Ingersoll the sham Paine of freethink-
ers. ‘ :

Strawberry shorteake is so -called
because it isshort of strawberries.—
Bugfalo Courier. , ‘

Mr. Rust has been arrested in Chi-
cago. Rust in irons, however, is no new
thing.—Boston Globe.

Sammy Spriggins, a  prospective
heir, thinks he would rather vead his
uncle’s last will than his own new re-
vised Testament.

Every man who kan swap horses or
keteh fish, and notlie about it, iz just
as piuz az men ever git tu be in this
world,—Josh Billings.

Scientific men who stand in with beer
" selling. will soon be warning people a-
gainst the pernicious effect of ice water
as a beverage.—New Orleans Picayune.

. % We Kissed Beneath the Mooulight, ”
is the title of a newsong. - Reckless
creatures, don’t you know, “ Tho Heav.
ens are Telling? ™, - :

Money is getting to - be dm;[g on the
market, and the United States Treasury
i the biggest drug store of the kind in
‘the country. : ~ ,
“-Just as soon as it is demonstatired
that the revised- New Testament will
press Autumn leaves as nicely as the
old edition its popularity will increase.

“ Well, you’ll own she's got a pretty
foot, won't you?" ¥ Yes, I'll grant you
that, but then it never made half as
.much of an impression on me as that of
_the old man.” ‘

"Ah Illinois man felt so chuyagrined at

- seeing his place advertised in the delin-
‘quent tax list that he hung himself.
Some of those suckers are wonderfully
“gensitive people. S

There are at this time, many “feasts
of “reason and flows of soul. " . The
-young man who was making love to his
~girl reasons out. what struck him, and

then knows it was a flow of sole.
" Two New England friends were walk-
ing ' by a -gallows, when the elder one
“asked the other:- Where would you be
‘if that tree: bore its its proper fruit?”
“ Travelling- alone, sir ? was the imme-
diate reply. ' :

“1 must get mo a copy of the now Bi-
ble. I hear the revisers have knocked
———out of it.

“IPhe fact is, " said Smith, melodram-
atically, ¢ my heart goes out to the dis.
tressed, I mm all heart.”  “ T guess you
are,” remarked Fogg, more in sorrow
than in anger; 1 knew you are always
on the beat. "

,

* Henry, " said his wife with chilling
severity, “1 saw you coming out ofa
saloon this afternoon.”  “ Well, my dar-
ling,” replied the heartiess man, “ you
wouldn't have your husband staying in
a saloon all day, would you?”

“The Germans are a fimgal people, "
says_an American writer after visiting
the Berlin opera house. “As soon as
the opera was over, the manin front
took wads of cotton from his pocket
and stopped up his ears to save the ma-
sic- he had paid for.” e ,

The. Business Men's Moderation So-
ciety have struck from theiv list the to-
tal abstinence pledge and come down fo
beer, ale and light wines—in modera-
tion. - The Editor's Moderation Socicty
.welcome the business men cordially into
the true fold.’

Thore are not more than three thou-
sand professional burglars in Amoriea,
and yet to keep thoem out of our home
we pay 85,000,000 a year for locks,
bolts and_fasteners. Ten thousand dol-
larg a piece a year would hire them to
be. good. o : ‘

The Brooklyn Union-Argus says that
-the expense of the funeralis much the
same whetlher the vietim extinguishes
a keroseno lam}) by blowing down the
chimney or fools with the business end
of a revolver, Reduction, we presume,
to regular customers, or clubs of ten,

“ In order to succeed iin politics, "
said’ a ‘Galveston politician, *“ politeness
is indispensable.. It is the most i mpor-
tant thing of all. * -« No, it ain't, *’ res-
ponded Gilhooly; ¢ the voters are more -
important,  for if there are no voters to
be polite to, how are you.going to be
clected 27 Verdict for Gilthooly, and no

appeal. . ' .
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Vennor’'s Predictions!
For this Month’s Weather, propared exproasiy for
STODDARI'S REVIEW,
Sample copy mailed for 3c. Stamp.
J, M. Steppant, Pub., Now York, Phil,, or Chicago.

NOT LOST.

The look of sympathy, the gentle word ;

Spolien so low that angels only heard ;

The Sceret art of pure self-sacrifice,

Unseen by men, but marked by angel’s
eyes,

These are not lost.

The sacred mwusic of & tender strain,
Wrung fromn, poet’s Jieart by grief and
pain, L. R
And chanted timidly with doubt and fear
To busy crowds, who scarcely stop 1o hear,
These are not lost.

The silent tears that fall at dead of night,

Over soiled robes that once were pure and
white, .

The prayers that rise like incense from the
aou? >

Longing for Christ’ to make it clean and

white, :

These are not lost.

The hapll)y dreams that gladdened all our
youth, ' ' '

When dreams had less of self and more of
truth, ‘

The childhood’s faith, so ~tranquil and so

sweet,
Which: sat, like Mary, atlthe Master’s feet—
. These are not lost.
The kindly plans devised for others’ good,
So seldom guessed, so little undex-stopﬁ; )
The quiet, steadfast love that strove to win,
Some long-lost wanderer from the ways of
sin— . :
. These arc not lost.
Notlost, U, Lord ; for in Thy city bright,
Our :eyes shall see the past with clearer
light, = - = : :
And tﬁings long hidden from our gaze be-

ow :
Thou: wilt reveal and we shall -surely
know n :
: These are not lost.

Tue GreEATEST BLESSING.— A simple,
pure, . hanmless . remedy, that . cures
every time, and provents -disease by
leeping the blood pure, stomach reg-
ular, kidneys and liver active, 15 the
groatest " blessing ever conferred upon
man, - Hop Bitters' is that remedy,
and its proprietors are being blessed by
thousands - who -have been saved by it..
Will you try it ? - See other column.

Axceri—In contentions be always
passive, never aclive on the defensive,
not the assaulting party ; and then, also,
give a gentle answer, receiving tne fu-
ries and indiscrotions of the other like a
stone into o bed of moss and soft com-
pliance; and you shall find it sit down
quictly, whereas anger and -violence
malke the contentiov loud and long, and
injurious to both parties.

A Goon Accounr.—“To sum it up
six long .years of bed-ridden sickness
and suflering costing. 8200 per year,
total, $1,200—all of which was stopped
by three bottles of Hop Bitters taken by
my wife, who has done her own hkouse-’
work for a year since without the loss
of a day,and I want everybody to know
it for their benefit.” = .

“Joux Weeks, Butler, N, Y.”

THE ILLUSTRATED SCIENTIFIC -
TNEWS.

The July issue.:of the -ILLUSTRATED -
Sciexrrric NEWS teems with interesting
illustrated articles, a few of which are
as follows: - The - Doblear Telephone;
Glass Grinding Machine ; Ancient Pot-
tery from Cyprus; Mechanical Larynx;
Pleasure Car of the Days of Louis XIV';
Amateur Mechanics; The. remarkable
Palmyra Palm ; Curious - Fishes; Illus-
trations, explaining the bursting of Fly
Wheels; A Velocipede Carriage. In

addition to the numerous engravings,

there is a large number - of interesting,
useful-and practieal papers, relating: to
various departments of popular science.
This is one of tho most elegantly printed
and valuable periodicals. ~ = -
Sold by all .newsdealers.  Published
by Mux~ & Co., 37 Park Row, New

1 York, L

The bulk of the World's writing is
done with steel pens. ~ Bsterbrook’s can
be procured from any stationer. Rob-

ort Miller, Son & Co:, wholesale agents,
Montreal. » » '

A California justice, in'a momont. of:
anger, said that .the lawyers in o case
on trial before him, were no bettor than
horse thieves. Then he apologized and

‘ined himsolf $10 for contempt of court.




" Larcest Book PusLisiep.—The new
edition of Webster's Unabridged Dic-
tionary, just issued, is believed to be, in

the quantity of matter it contains, by

far tho largest volume published. It
now contains about 118,000 words de-
fined, and mearly: 15,000 words and
meanings not found in any other oune
dictionary. - The Biographteal Diction.

-ary, just added, supglies a want long

felt by the reader and student, in giv-
ing the desired information’ so briefly.
Never whs any one volume so complete
as an aid in gettiug and education.

ResT AND COMFORT TO THE SUFFERING.
Browx’s Houserona PaNACEA, has no

. equal for relieving pain, both™ internal and

external. It cures Pain in the Side, Back or
Bowels, Sore Throat, Rheumatism, Tooth-
ache, Lumbago, and any kind of 'a Pain or
Ache. “It will most surely gquicken the
Blood and Heal, as its acting powér is won-
derful?. ¢ Brown’s House 10fd Panacea,”
being acknowledged asthe great Pain Reliev-
er and of double the’strength of any other
Elixir or Liniment in’the world, should be in
every family handy for use when wanted, ““ as
it really is the best’ remedy in thie world for
Crampsin the Stomach, and Pains and A¢hes
of all kinds,” and is for sale’by all Druggists

‘at 25 cents a bottle. :

Mothers! Mothers!! Mothers!!!
i Are you disturbed at night and broken of

your'rest by a sick child suffering and erying |-

with the excruciating pain of cutting teeth ?
If go, go at once - and ‘get a bottle of MRS.
WINSLOW’S SOOTHING SYRUP. -It:will
relieve thie poor little sufferer immediately—
depend upon it ; there i3 no mistake about it.
There is not a mother on earth who has ever
ueed- it, who will not tell you at once that it
will regulate the bowels, and give rest to the
mother, and relief and  health  to the child,
operating like magic. It is perfectly safe to
use in all'cases, and pleasant to the taste, and

is the prescription ‘of ‘one of the oldest and’

bestfemale physicians “and nurses in' the

United States. - Sold everywhere at 25 cents

a bottle.

CI}T HOLIC Me.n and Women furnished emplo'ymcnt.

52 day. . Terms free. . T, F. Murphy, Augusta,Me.

" GOYLE & LEBLANC,

ADVOCATES,

| No. 54 ST, JAMES STREET.

© Office hows from 9 a.m. to 5 p. m,

—GRAY'S—
DENTAL PEARLINE,

A SANITARY TOOTH WASH,

Highly recommended for daily use, It whitens the tecth
destroys parastic” growth ; has an excellent tonic - effect on
the gums, and removes alt unpleasant odour from the breath

SOLE MANU l-’.ACT‘l.IREKR ,

HENRY R. GRAY, CHEMIST,
144 St. Lawrence Main S§t.

~ MONTREAL.
Established 1859.)

23¢. per Rottle,

RE-OPENING
—OF TllE!—

ST. LAWRENCE HALL,

THE ABOVE‘ HOTEL WAS OPEN, BI}
on the '
FIRST OF MAY, 1879,

by the former Proprietor, so long and
fuvorably known throughout Canada,
the United States and British Empire,
who has spared no expense.in entirely
RE-FURNISHING the whole house;
also adding '

All Modern Improvements,
‘which will considerably enhance the al.
ready enviable popularity of this First.

class Hotel,
T H. HOGAN,
- Proprietor.

S. MONTGOMERY, .

Manager.

VICK'S ,
Ilustrated Floral Guide -

For 1881 ig an Elegant Book of 120 Pages,
One Colored Flower Plate, and 600 Illustra-
tions, with Descriptions of the best Flowers,
and Vcgetables, and Directions for growing. -
Only 10" cents. In English or German. 1t
you afterwards order ‘seeds ‘deduct the 10

cents. S
VICK’S SEEDS are the best in the world.
The Frorau Goink will -tell how to get and -
grow them. " Sl
" Viek’s Flower and “Vegetable - Gardeny
175 Puges, 6 Colored Plates, 500 Engravings.
For 50 cents in: paper covers; $1.00. in:.
elegant cloth., In- German or English..-
ick’s Illustrated Monthly Magazine—32:
Pages, n Colored Plate in every number and®
many fine Engravings! Price $1.25'a years:
Five Copies for $5.00. Specimen Numbers'
sent for 10.cents ;'3 trial copies for 25 cents. .
CAddress, ool T e e S
JAMES VICK, Rochester, N, Y.: .




