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gtvp to him, before t ast lng them he l a varls
~y went with the nleest portion and offered i

te the Holy Child. One oould have fa~el
Our Lady smiled as these gifts were laid at the
*et of her Boo. -

On this beautiful summer's evening the boy
played till be was tired; then he Crept to his
methers knee, and looked over the Illumi-
mestlns in the manuscript. Mrs. Talbot was
aseding the story of St. George of England,
sad themre we a picture of the knightly Saint
is his armor.

T•here, mamma," cried the child, " t hat is
how I see papa in my dreams-that is bow be
Iooked when he started for the Holy Land. I
tee most be a knight."
-- e'oo shall be a knight, if you wish," replied
his mother. " What will you be-a knight of
St. George ?"

" No, " sa i d Bertrand; "I shall be 'Our
Z*•y's Knight.' I care for no other title. For
m abhild I will have a stainloes lilly on a field

Sblbdh. Iam not worthy to carry the image
df the Queen of Heaven on my banner, but theIlly is her emblem, and it shall be my pride."

"Then you will wantto go to the Holy Wars,
8ertrand t" said his mother. I ".

"Yes," was the blithe reply. "I must be a
uarmder,.and you, mother, moust take care of

the elde, and pray for me as you prayed for
sj father before me."

"Yoer father was slain by a Saracen chief,"
the lady said-" a wealthy and powerful man
who lives nea Damasous. What should you
doe my son, if ever he fell into your hands t"

"Del" said the child hastily, "why, kill
hli, as he killed my father."

" Woedld that revenge be worthy of Our
lady's Knight 

?
" she asked.

"In war," murmured the boy-' it is all
diferent in war. I would freely pardon any
enemy who offended me; but that Saracen 1deg who slew my father, I could not forgive
him

.
"

"Y esterday," said the lady gently, " I read
to you the history of the men who mordered
8t. Stephen. Do you remember his prayer 1"

"Yes," he said thoughtfully.
'"Do you think," continued his mothqr, "that

when Our Lady prayed for pardon fo al men
she said, ' Except for those who murdered my c
Son r "

" No," replied the boy ; " I am sure bshe did a

" And if you call yourself Our Lady's
rnight, who must you imitate t"

"Oar Lady herself," replied the child. "Ah,
mamma, I see all you mean. If I go to the
Holy Land, and the Saracen who. slew my
Ather should fall into my power, I will pardon
him, and show him a Christian's revenge."

"This is my brave noble boy," said the lady.
" You may never reach Palestine; you may
aeverase the man who is your enemy; but ifyeo do so, do not forget the promise you have
made this fair summer evening,"

"I will not," replied the child. And then be
left his mother's side; for she had turned from
him, and lifted her calm face to the sweet
evening sky, while her lips moved rapidly in
prayer.

From that time the boy's destiny was settled.
He grew rapidly. He was strong and healthy,
gifted with wonderful strength and quickness.
He studied deeply all knightly lore. lie could
ride the wildest horses, and with the sword,
the dagger, and the crossbow he could do won.
dens.

His mother's eyeslingered lovingly on his
comely young face. There was in it the
strength of a brave warrior, the tenderness of
a woman, and the purity of a child. At times
when he lay sleeping she would kneel by him
and pray. Ah, we know how good mothers
pray for their sons. She never asked for
-iches or honors to be given to this her idol- v
au•d boy; she never asked for talent or genius. o
Hr one prayer was, that her son might have
grace to save his soul; that in this life he
might do and suffer as God willed; but that, h
come what would, her son should win for him-
self the kingdom of heaven.

He was not softly and delicately reared, this a
child whose life was one longing after the *
Holy Land. His fare was coarse and simple. r
He was better satisfied with a goblet of clear f
water from the cool well than with the richest a
and met costly wine. Body and soul, he was r
tralned to be s true Catholic knight. ti

It was a proud day for his mother when he, C
by the hand of the brave Richard Cuor de
Lieu, reoeived the order of knighthood-a c0
proud day, although he was going from her, b
and her home would be desolate without him.
-heouar came when she kissed his comely face Aer the last time, when she clasped him in her fe

ars, and prayed God to bless her son.

CHAPTER II.

It was on one of the brightest of days that hi
te young knight set out for the Holy Land.
NSiadly enough did the gallant feet sail over th
t"e sunny mas. Bright and beautiful were the yr

I-•loo that filled the crusader's heart as he ca
wateeed the blue sky and the sunlit waves. Oe

he lion-hearted king had spoken kindly to
young knight, and looked pleased when he wi

aw the stainless Ily upon the blue shield. ha
they reached the Holy Land at last; and he

them the desire of Bertrand Talbot's heart was ha
sesseplished. He was soon famous, even me

umegut the dower of chivalry, for his brave Ki
dssds, for the strength and prowess of his arm. of
Feremost in all danger, reckless of hardships tuo
eal fatigue, always cheerful and gay, ever. ta
when others desponded-there was no one

-mue popular or beloved in the Christian 7
mp than he who was known as Our Lady's tra.lEghlt. He helped the weak, sustained the Sa1

4feping and weary, comforted the sorrowing. cal
llat had, so strong in battle, was gentle and as

e a woman's when he took care of the pal
a l y many a dying man Our Lady's hig

iatght knelt and said the last prayers, and and
wiped the death-agony from his brow. Ask gla
him amythti in Oar Lady's name. and he gna
would great it, f it were the half of his life tbh

the blue shield and the tainless lily were was
a well kno,wn in the camp as the royal ars of t

ie f gl a d or !ha es. Once he h4 ias l redhems tbose wh6 were r erent wh en the si ege ofAr e sta began, if anything were known of
. Solymeb, the Saraen chiesf, who lived neam
t Damaseu . He heard nothing, save that hewe was a enowoed warrior, and was supposed tobe have in his palaoe many Christian knights as

slaves. They spoke, too, of bis immense
>y wealth, and the wondrous beauty of his
is daughter Solyma.
I. That was all Our Lady's Knight could hear
s of the man who bad slain his father. Hei, thought with horror of the Christian captives

it in the gorgeous palace.

" Lot me die," he said, " on the battle-field
s with knights and warriors around me, the

clash of arms, the sound of the trumpet, andthe cheers of the soldiers in my ears; but to
linger out a long life idfthat helpless captivity,I-ab, God save me from a fate like that T'

His ardent spirit, his brave heart and fiery
valor, rebelled at the thought. Any road to
heaven, any martyrdom save this. Sad stories
were told of the Christian captives, who were
forced to labor loaded with chains, and often.
times kept in a darksome prison. So large
were the sums demanded -for their ransom,
that in many cases it was impossible to raise
them, and the drooping captives died a long,li ngering, living death.

Suoh stories were told round the camp-fires, '
and filled the heart of the young crusader with
an untold dread. Was it a foreboding of what
would fall upon that bright, glad young life, J
of the long and weary discipline that would I
fit this immortal soul for heaven f

King Richard, of the Lion Heart, often sent 1
for Our Lady's night into his camp. The boy I
had a voloe of meest marvellous sweetness ;
never was heard one more beautiful among
the children of men* It was so rlob, so clear,so melodious, that it was only fitted to sing the
praises of God and of Our Lady. In the grove
at the Helde he had often amused himself for
hours together, in singing sweet simple stories
of Mary, his Queen and Patroness-little le- h
gends that one would think the angels had a
whispered to him, they were so quaint and t
lovely. When the warrior king was tired,
and wished for rest, he would send for the k
young knight, and liked nothing better than s'the sweet legends he sang of Our Lady.

And one evening he sang so sweetly and so
clearly, that the king and his ofleers were m
charmed. Then King Richard drew a chain ti
of gold from his neck, to which was suspended 8]
a little cross. C

" N I have not shed tears," said the Lion
Heart, " since I saw my father the king l ying
dead; but thou hast forced them from me, Sir
he Bertrand, by the sweetness of thy voice ando7 the words of thy story. Until I die I shall

on love the great Queen of Heaven better for what
thou hast sung of her. Take this chain, andly. if ever the time comes when thou requirest aid,

if send to me, and by the memory of this night I
will give thee help and succor."ve The young knight took the chain and thankedhe the kindly monarch for his gift. Never againdid he sing before the Lion Heart, or stand intm the midst of that goodly array of stately war.

t riors.
On the morrow came one of those sharp en-

gagements between the Christians and thed. aracens. Our Our Lady's Knight fought
y, boldly; the stainless lily upon the blue shieldId was ever seen where danger was most promi-

nent. Th astead upon which he rode was
killed beneath him; he mounted another, andnothing daunted, cried to the soldiers around

a him to fight in the name of Our Lady and St.
e George. Then came a sharp, quick blow froma aracen dagger, and Our Lady's Knight fell
upon a heap of the slain.

lie was not dead, although his wound waspainful and even dangerous. For many hours
he lay there senseless and numb with pain. Itwas sad and sorrowful to see that young face,
once the light of his mother's home, all white
with agony and stained with blood. Was thisthe end of that gallant life, so fall of highhope and brave resolve ? The blue shield andthe stajnless lily lay broken by his side.

And then, O sad and sorrowful hour ! a Mar-a scen horseman, mounted on a magnificente steed, and attended by a troop of followers,
rode lightly by where so lately that deadly

r fight had raged. The glitter of the gold chaint around the crusader's neck attracted him. Hea reined in his horse, and told one of his retinue
to dismount and carry off the spoil from theChristian.

a With cruel, ruthless hands, they tore the, ch ain from his neck, and then a deep moan
burst from Bertrand's lips.

"AhI" cried the chief, "he is not dead.'
And then, as the light from the evening sky
fell upon the Saxon face and fair hair, he said,
"flow comely he is, the Christian knight! aSurely he is of noble and of high rank in his i
own land; there will be a goodly ransom forhim."

In obedience to his lord's commands, one of hthe horsemen flung the motionless body of the diI young crusader across his saddle, and he was d
oarriedtoff a captive in the hands of the Sara- aeens. at

Dire was the sorrow and dismay in the camp b
when it was known that Our Lady's Knighthad been made a prisoner. The king declared r
he wonuld have revenge ; but great events werehappening, andmen had no time either to
mourn or avenge those they lovld beet. The thKing of France, in what seemed the moment ke
of victory, had declared his intention of re- th
turning home, and the whole army were in a hostate of anxious suspense. bu

The sun's last rays had departed when Ber- ma
trand opened his eyes. Under an escort of rodSaracen horsemen, he had been sent by his an
captor to his own home, there to be guarded theas a prisoner until a heavy ransom should be anrpaid. The men had stopped to rest os the kir
high road that lead to Damascus, when slowly had
and confusedly his senses returned. His first sta
glance fell upon the dark fierce faces of his tripguards; and then his heart sank, for he knew mathat the doom he had dreaded more than death tor,was upon him-he was a prisoner in the hands satof the Saracens. ba

- M~.e wea, a.. Alt *
wf sad*a his heasrt therebC eapii ef worse than death. Whabstb ehsMrlie4

r along th hbigh road, uade ie pai ï¿½ Il.a .h
to t he eveniag sky, thereoame to hip a'Kvgleo edo the beloved, geatle mother at home, who was
i even then praying on her knees for him. He

* asked but one question-
is "Whose captive am I t"

They understood the meaning of his words,hr although his language was unknown to them,
:e and a harsh voice replied:

s" You are the prisoner of our mighty lordSolymon, the Saracen ehief-Solymon, who
lives near Damascus."

Then the young knight's heart stood almost
i still.

"For what am I reserved,my God T" he cried
wildly. " Why have I fallen into the hands of
the man who slew my father n"

The great loss of blood so weakened him,that he ceased to know the hours as they
rolled on : he was only conscious of the rougharms that supported him on that dreary jour-ney. Yet those pains were all of use, for he
offered them in union with the sufferingeof his
Divine Master.

The magnificent palace of Solymon was
reached at last, and they threw the wearycaptive into a narrow cell. It was neither
damp nor dark. The Saracen chief had no
wish to harm his prisoner; he desired that he
should recover, in order that the heavy ransom
might come to him. It was a small, low room
at the western end of the building, but it
overlooked part the magnificent gardens that
belonged to the palace. A rude bed was pre-
pared, and the young crusader was laid upen
it. His wounds were dressed by skilful hands,
cooling drinks were placed at his side, and or-
ders were given that he should want for noth.
Ing. " Greatwrould be the sum of gold," said Ithe Saracen chief, " sent for the ransom of the
comely Christian who now languished upon
that siok bed." Ripe rich fruits were given
him, and when the fever caused by his wounds
abated, they gave him the generous wine of
the grape, that gladdens the hearts of men.There was much wonder in the young
knight's mind; he had not thought of the ran-
som, and hbe marvelled why this kindness was
shown to him.

Among the prisoners of Solymon there were
men of almost every nation: there were cap- ti
tives from sunny France and fair Italy; from n
Spain, the home of chivalry; and every other f
Catholic nation whose sons had joined in the *'
Holy Wars.

ag The greater part of the captives were treatedir with barbarous cruelty. Forced to labor
ad loaded with chains, ill-treated in every way,Ull deprived of suAlolent food, it was woe to the

at Christians who fell into the hands of the Bar-ad scene.
d, When a large ransom was looked for, as inI the ease of Bertrand Talbot, the ill-treatment

was not carried far. When all hope or chance,I of obtaining a ransom was over, then the cap-
In ti v es d ragged on a weary life, fall of sufferingin and deprived of hope.

r. Slowly enough didhealth and strength re-
turn to our Lady's Knight. He never ceased_ to call upon his Lady and Queen for help and1e deliverance.it The soul little underetands the discipline

d that is sent in all love to prepare it for thei glories of heaven. The piond must endurea humiliation; ardent, fiery natured must learnd the sublime lesson of meekness and patience.

dl The discipline sent to prepare the soul of theg young crusader for its future glory was that ofu a long and painful imprisonment, wherein all
11 that was most human died away from him, and
his heart became detached from all earthly

5 things, and inflamed only with the desire of
heaven.

C CHAPTER III.
ï¿½ When Bertrand was able to leave his bed

and sit up, he gazed with a rapture of delighth on the gorgeous flowers and magnificent gar-
dens upon which his window opened. It wasa scene of marve.lous beauty to him: thevaried beauty, the glowing colors of the richly
perfumed plants, the fountains where eachdrop of spray was like a rainbow, the picta-resque and graceful shrubs, the trees of luxuri-Sant foliage, and over all the clear blue sky. As it
set in the "orimson west," the sun seemed tosend him sweet messages of love and home in
every beam. The soft braze, that came laden 1with rich perfume, whispered to him of thetender mother across the seas, who would never Ilet her son languish in prison while a rood re-
mained of the lands of the Helde. He did not
murmur as yet; hbe was weak and languid, and Ihe filled his heart and imagination with vi-
sions of swift-coming liberty and home. But
as health returned, and new strength and tlife came with it, a wild longing for liberty b
seized him. He whose childhood bld been
spent amidst woods and fields, whose ardent bhopes and thirst for glory had bronght him to othe Holy Land-he who had led soldiers on to r
danger and to death, whose name had becom aa proverb for bravery and strength-to be h.shot up in that little room where he had iibarely space to move I It seemed incredible. HHe thought of his past glories, his military w

renown, the hopes with which he had left his ac
home: was all to end in this, a prison cell and yea captive's death I

The proud martial spirit writhed at the th
thought. Anything but that. Give him the ti,keenest pang death brings on the battle-field, Ir
the sharpest torture that could end his life; thbut not that-not the long torturing imprison- an
ment and the wretched ending. raPoor boy I he was a boy in heart although a chman in years He bowed his head on the nar- atrow grating where the sunbeams peeped in, fa,and wept aloud. Vividly before his mind came ofthe thought of the noblest conquest of all. Imtreater than the warrior who wins whele aukingdoms, greater than the victor whose arms ruehave never failed, greater than the king whose sa:standard should wave over the grandest coun- an
tries of earth-greater than all these is the upman who conquers self; who can win the vic- totory over his own will, wishes, and desires, ro
ertiasl. to leave his life in Gods hands, to Ishapo it as He will-to cr own it with the ski

uman , q * is the tswarrior, and hisSvietry is more gudeus by Tfar than the tri-
e umpbh of Casar r Alexander.

Our Lady's Knight, though good and cour-
ageous, had not resehed that sublime height
yet ; human wlshes and desires, human love ofglory and of fame, olung to him strongly and
dimmed the brightness of a beautiful soul.
When these should be coquered and trampled
under foot, the true warrior of Jesus Christ
would be ready for his reward.

But the struggle would be long and painful
before this was accomplished. and God's sweetwill fulfilled in this dear soul.,

When he was considered well, he had a cer-
ta i n port ion of labor glvrpne-him, and it was to
work in the gardens and help in the cultivation
of flowers. Life was not then quite so unen-
durable; he liked the hours spent out in the
bright sunshine amidst the beauty of blossoms
and trees. There were even times when heforgot that he was a captive; tnd while the
sun shone and the perfumed breese sighed
around him, he sang again the sweet simple
stories that had charmed the lion hearted king.

One day there came to his cell the great chief
Solymon himself; he wished to arraqge about
the ransom. It was a heavy sum he asked,
amounting to what would be now over ive
thonaund dollars in gold. Our Lady's Knight
answered him cheerfully, for he knew the
gentle mother in that far-off home would raise
it for him, even should she sell the last jewel
in her ease and the last inch of ground belong- I
ing to the Helde.

At first his face flushed when he stood in the t
presence of the man who had treahoberously
slain hispallant father. For one moment only
his sterig young figure trembled, and his a
hands here tightly clenhed. It was a temp- 0
tation, for the old chief was there in his cell e
alone; but the christian murmured to himself 8
a prayer, and the dark thought fell away be- o;
fore the sweet names of Jesus and Mary. h

It was no easy task, when the Saracen chief h
had left Jim, and sent to him a roll of parch- Cd
ment, to write to that gentle mother at home
the history of all that happened; to tell her a
that his martial hopes of glory and high re-
nown had ended in a captive's cell, and that bh
for life he must remain there, unless she could ce
send this heavy ransom, the raising of which
would Impoverish her so greatly. -

ed His mother did not value the parchment any
or the less for the bitter tears that had falleny, upon it. Not one word was said to Bertrand
he of how it should be sent, or how the ransomir. would be conveyed. But when it was taken

from his hands, he felt a new hope in his heart,in and he sang that evening sweetly and clearlyMt among the Bowehs-so sweetly and clearlyne that the Saracen's daughter Solyma overheard
p. h i m, and asked who was the captive with aig voice more musical than that of the bulbul.

They told her it was one of her father's pris-c . oners, a brave young knight who had wond great fame in the Christian camp. They could
d not tell his name save that it was Bertrand,

and he was known as Our Lady's Knight. On
e his blue shield he carried a stainless lily, and
e he was always singing the praises of Mary his*e Queen.

n Ab, and still more: in his cell he had a cross. made of two pieces of wood ; on the wall with
e his own hands he had designed a pure lily, and

uf under the cross there hung a picture of a beau-11 tiful and gracious Lady, whose face was more
.d lovely than the sun, and in her arms she held
y a little Child. Who it was they did not know;)f but underneath her feet, in small letters of

gold, was written the name of Mary, and
Solyma murmured over and over again to her-
self that wondrously sweet name.

d Nothing, then, would please the Saracen's
bt daughter but she must see this Christianr- k night. One evening, when he was at works among the lowers, she, with her maidens,

e went into the garden, and there she saw theY comely noble young knight who was so

b strangely to Inluence her life. She said no
- word to him, but something in the pure face
- s h e gazed upon filled her with wonder, and shet thought much about him, and how dearly he

loved Mary his Queen.
Bertrand had been some time a prisoner be- Ifore he saw any of the Christian captives.

Their labor was harder than his. But oner morning early he saw them chained and led to t
work. His heart sickened at the sight. Somewere young as himself, others gray-haired and
feeble. For some there was hope of ransom; a
for others all hope had fled. Ah, if his mother 'should be sick-if she should fail in raising o
the heavy sum demanded-then his fate would
be even worse than theirs. d

The Saracen chief, aged and worn, had come h
home to his palace to live. He had grown tooold and feeble to fight; he longed only forrest. his beautiful daughter Solmya tended
and cared for him. Those who had known
him in the strong prime of his manhood be-lieved the old warrior had come home to die.He was fond of visiting the garden, sitting
where the warm rays of the sann fell upon him,and dreaming over again the battles of his
youth and pri me .Teo years had passed since the demand for Co
the raneom had been sent homp, and as yet no
tidings had been heard. Thinking of this, Ber- s
trand had no song to sing as be worked among i
the flowers. TImr-iras a grove of roses-rich
and rare, queenly flowers, whose perfume was Dravishingly sweet-and near them the aged
chief liked to sit and dream. He never looked Q
at the young crusader, whose bright life was Art
fading in his prison walls. He was thinking roo1
of nothing save the glory he had won. The Tmorning was very warm : the sunbeams fell Gupon his dark worn face, and the scent of theroses lulled him to sleep. The young captive
saw his master sleeping, and he moved gently 155among the flowers. All at once his eye fell m•upon something dark and small, which seemed
to glide underneath the sleeve of the Saracen's "robe.

Bertrand drew near quietly; Upon the dark 50..skin of the chief's hand be saw a viper, one of de

Hid senses fora moment wqre confused. 0e6
bite from the repjile, one toucoh of its poisoned| fangs, and his father's death was avenged, and
he was fre. Why should he save the life of
his destroyer f Let him die the death he mer-
ited. The bloode rushed in a fiery torrent to
his brain. Let it be so. There was no one
present to see. Death from a reptile's bite
was a meet end for the 'vile heathen who
treacherously slew his father.

Above the wild beating of his heart an te
tumult of his thoughts, that Sashed like light-
ning across his mind, he heard his mother's
words:

"Yengeanoe is mile; I will repay, saith
the Lord."

For one second he saw her pure gentle face
and pleading eyes. He signed himself with
the sign of the Cross, and went at the risk of
his own life to save that of his enemy. One
moment more and he would have been too late.
With a vigorous grasp he elutched the reptile
so that Its fangs could iot touch him, and
destroyed it with.a heavy stone that lay near.

With a start and a cry the old man awoke.
In a confused mixture of Greek and Arabie,
Bertrand told him what he had done, and
showed him the dead reptile.

It was a Christian revenge, worthy of Our
Lady's Knight. He had won a victory over
himself more noble than any triumph of arms.
He thanked God for having given him the
grace to resist temptation.

"You have saved my life," muttered theaged chief; and the young crusader's heart
leaped with joy. He thought the Saracen was
about to add, "I will give you liberty in re-turn ;" but the wished-for words did not come..

Before evening, every one in the palaceknew that the young Christian captive had gsaved the life of his captor and foe, the Sara- B
oen chief. But no token of gratitude was off-ered to him save one. His lord's daughter 8'

Solmya with her maidens sought him, and she g
rfered him her tribute of thanke. He told
ter he had but done his duty; and she asked LSim to fetch for her the pictore he had in his 8
ell. It was a small one of the ever-Blessed re-bother of God, that for many years he had g

,reserved as an espeoial treasure. He was al-nost loath to show the picture to heathen eyes, at
rut he remembered the mild face of the Bara
en's daughter, and hoped much. Out into the to

right sunlight where she stood he broughtbe little painting, and she took it gently in
er hands.

"n And who is this 1" she asked, after gazingmd silently for some minutes upon that beautiful,
cm pure face. "Is it your queen I"

Len "Yes," said Bertrand; "it is my Queen, and
I am her knight."

" How do you call this name in your own
tongue I" she asked.

ry And with bowed head and eyes that gleamedh a with tears, he said slowly,

" Mary."
" Where does your beautiful Queen live V

on continued the young girl, "I should like to
see her."

With a face that glowed with love and faith,
he raised his hand to the fair skies.

" There," he replied, "in the blue heavensud lives a. Mother and Queen."
ICeseladed next weekJase A New PsCruRn BY GUSTAvI D aIE.-His

ith large picture, "The Christian Martyrs," is I
most striking and characteristio. Night hasmd faHlsn on a huge Roman amphitheatre, whichi n- during the day has been the sceneof oneof;

re those dreadful spectacles that marked thereign of Diocletian with blood. The seats are
all deserted, but huddled together in the cen-w; tre of the arena are a group of a score or moreaof the dead end dying Christians-men, womenand children. The savage besasts of prey are
finishing in the moonlight the work they beganr: in the day. Gaunt, weary-looking lions prowl
over the corpses of the martyrs; and one, stillthirsty for blood, seeks the door through whichi's the victims came. Above this awful scene theLn heavens shine with stars, and a company ofrk angels descend to bear off the spirits of the

perscnted to the realms of light ad peace.
i s, It is a picture that makes a strong imprersionye on the mind; it is weird and sad without being

horrible.--Pari Letter to Beston Advertr.
O To be always a man of rule and duty-tos follow with fidelity to the end the way to si

e honor-to renew each day, without wearinesse and weakness, the laborious struggle of a soul
wrestling with itself--to draw from the sacri-os of itheeve the force necessary to accom-
Spl•sh that of the morrow-to attach one good Iwork to another like the link of the chain, ofwhich ech one is joined to that which re-
cedes it nd supports that which follo sa t-.to acoompnsih in silence this slow and pro-

Slonged immolation of the senses to the spiritof reason to faith, of interest to duty, of pas-sion to law, of self-will to authority, of ourown welfare to the general good, of one'sr whole 4xistene to God, this is true perfectionof life.-'-Mgr. lreppel.I We should only take trouble in doing our

duty, and leave everything else in the
hands of God.

PROFESSIONAL CARDS.
KILLIAM GRANgER,

Druggist and Apothecary,
Corner Dryades and St. Andrew streets.

A compaleate sitock of ngllsh, French and GermanDrgs also Pnerfumey Soaps and Fancy ArticlesPrescriptions caref•ly put up at all hours. my3l 3m

F JOSE
R G E R .F DRUGIST AND APOTHECARY,

Corner of Dryades and Second Streets,And Corner of Felicity and Magnolia Street,.
Pure Drulgs Select Medicines and Choice Chemicals,P er, Soaps, Fany Articles. and all arti clsousually onda in a welli.regulatd Drug Store.Prescriptions carefully ompounded day and aight.

mhIS 7s ly

* Corner of Camp street, (Late 23 L St. Indr
ive special attention to saving of the natural teeooth.

Artificial Teth inserted with or without a•oratig theo
roots. rios within the reach of all.

Teeth extracted without pain. 0c19 73 ly
G J. FRIEDS.ICHS,

DENTAL SURGEON,

155 .......... St. C•arles Street.......... 16
my4 74 ly Corner Girod.

.B. LANCASTER,

ATTORNEY AT LAW,
9. .. . .. . .. . .. . .. C amp Street. ............. 0
del ly Ow the Gm'mea lnk

B00E AND STAT
I-•PEOTANT OTIOCE.

IN PBES3G

A N E W 
S ERIE ï¿

½

CATHOLIC sCHOOLï¿½
" The SCHO OLtboe'stad Blm

The 
aiell Pb

i te a 8 SoegS wend io prepentlem, a.ew seris of at euest
k aewn by tebev

e t itl e, wh ek ld lh• e
The followlg booe ek wil be re e d

The Young Catholloe's Inustrated Prie.,

0' "" areo .
.. .. ,. . su
""  "" ï¿ ½ "  Sec eeg

Fourth
To be followed immediately b Fifth and s8-
ere. It is also the intention of e Cathoe
Society to iae Grammre Arithmetloe,eographies, taN--in feet. 

a ll the book•
well regulated Cathdoo Sohool.o 1. pe _will be spared in getting up this eerie. . T
oe. will be, fkrom original delas•, made .he tezt, and the whole serles will be .naminaton and correction to competetSamples sent free on application.

Special terms given far Introduction.
For ftrther particulars, addre

T *B CATHOLIO PUBLId•LTOr BOz
LWAWRNOE rEHONO GOn8rl AmnrJe7 tf no.

9 Warren 
tse et, F

STEAMSHIPS.

STATE

TAT OF1J LOUIBIuA.10O mton ... ,Capt
STAjTE OF MITNE5O

tY 100 0 t ons..S TATE OF Ar_ i
.

Ti oo tons . .z -STATE OF PENFSyL 45500 ionaagt
STATE OF VIRGï¿½INIA, 400 to ne... CaptSTATE 01 GEORGIA, 1500 to, ......
STATE 0 FLORIDA, oo00 tons.......
STATE OF INDIANA. OOn.STATE OF NEVADA. moe ton.............

The Steamer. of thi line re MdisorhedLIVERPOOL DIRECT.

Throlt h ld B s Lkde ing ed to all prte • otBniteja end the COatent ae.
retdr n procure theifor Twdle v othe. A•e y

Through Tiket to nd or a prt of the
Kingdom eand Euo m
ob Stomae. No charge for eedictnee br

Dreft . from it up tinned at lowest ratee.
Pripamd ncï¿½ï¿½Ticetoï¿½ aund 

to pa
groenbheks. from eny Reliway Station nInlxrateI

The ve s le of thle Ii. are ell new. large, ee

ot detention.
The passenger nooommdLatnas mweasurpeeaa

A. K. HILLER & CO.. Agae
iy3i 74 ly 99 Cerondelet street, rw

TTHE TATE LINE OF STEAMSHIPS,
PIucr F OM Tarm roar TO rvrmoor..

All ral class ships. None more comforteble tot
veler. Parties visiting Rurope, or aendinghr
frinda,'can procure their p assage at the Agioedtf

P. F. GOGAZ
t 151 lCeapas tmt

BOOTS AND SHOES-HATS.

GOOD NEWS! GOOD NEWS
Better Times Ahead for New Odes !u

THE FORT ST. PHILIP CANAL WILLBE •
Therefore, eare all the money yoa s din

Intervening time, by buying your
Shoes, Hats, Caps and Tan•u

AT
MRS. D. J. LOWENSTEIN'8,

THE LADY OCHEAP JOHB'S,

649........a... agazine Street.........

Look for the sign of the WHITE LION ea
SIG'n where you will find honest deanin
and polite accommodation GOOD and C HBUPCaome and satisfyyonrsives before porebaag
where. Country orders ilted with punotuslity a_
patch. Plantation and small eountrv staese
to their advange as they can be furlsked with
NUMBER AND QUALITYr. a hN

LOUI1NAH AT MAmUFACTORY,
JoHN FRmm, ParAcTIAL HaTTR,

(Sueoseeor to A. 5 .. .
Pe

r .)

Per Govler enset, New. Orleas.Pena . htemntod peid tis all erdess. of S -•
intntly so hd a be~de. arksent of Has. eS

l- ISCELLANEOUS A DVE RTI SEMENTS.

n-
I JRON COTTON TIES.of

e-
0-

s
-

THE AR R OW TI E .

F or s al e by al l De ale rs and C oun try M e rch' W
throughout the Cotton States, at

LOWEST MARKET PRICES.

R. W. RA•N•E & CO.,
General Agents of American O Uo I1k Clo,

48 Carondelet Street,
JeoS74ly I W OL oLa.s.

J .AITEMNS & SON,

3 e ..... .-r. ou r rr ouxo as gr8l rT....--

DEALERS IN HARDWARE,
Iron, Stel, Copper, aBras. Lead, Galvemaod sr o
Brae and Comption, s hpp Hardware Bsipawre and Grates.

Locksmith' 
a nd Be oll Ha n gare' M ate rs .Together with the greatest variety o f every dlae.lT

of Mechanics' Toole and Hardware to be / maadSouth, at reasonable prices. 
-Jy 'Ouer

A CARD.
The undersigned Informs his friends mad the p

that he will give lesson in VOCAL and 1NST•
MENTAL MUSIC at his residence or at the resid
of pupls. Termsa moderate.

H. A . B LA•, Organst 8t. Michael's Chur
Besidence, No. 87 Rae. street, oppesits A elanu ms

s q uare. in$t


