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given to him, before tasting them be invaria-

Bly went with the nicest portion and offered it

#0 the Holy Child, One could have fancied

Our Lady smiled as thess gifts were laid at the
* fleet of her Bon., 5

On this beautifnl sammer’s evoning the boy
played till he was tired ; then ho crept to his
mother’s knee, and looked over the §llumi-
®ations In the mannscript. Mrs. Talbot was
meading the story of 8t. George of England,
and there was a pleture of the knightly Saint
in his armor.

“There, mamma,” cried the child, “ that is
how I gee papa in wy dreams—that is how he
leoked when he started for the Holy Land. T
foo must be a knight.”

“You shall be o knight, if you wish,” replied
bis mother., * What will you be—a kuight of
Bt George 1

“No," said Bertrand; I shall be *Oar
Lady's Enight.! I care for no other title. For
my shield I will have a stainless lilly on a field
of bldk. Iam not worthy to carry the image
of the Queen of Heaven on my banner, but the
lily is her emblem, and it shall be my pride,”

“Then you will want to go to the Holy Wars,
Bertrand 1” said his mother, [hef

“¥es,"” was the blithe reply. *I maost bo'n

i, 1) 4
“Eglmwm Once he bad inguired

those who were present when the siege of
Acre first began, if anything were known of
Solymow, the Baracen chief, who lived near
Damascus. He heard notbing, save that he
Was a renowned warrior, and was supposed to
bave in his palace many Christisn knights as
slaves. They spoke, toc, of bin immense
wealth, and the wondrous beauty of his
davghter Solyma.
That was all Oor Lady’s Knight conld heat
of the man who had slain his fathor.” He
thooght with horror of the Christian captives

weak and faint with loes ef
snd io bis heart there reigned a desclation
worss than demth. While they horrisd him
along the high road, under the pale light of
the evening sky, there came to him o visten of
the beloved, gentle mother at home, who was
even then praying on ber knees for him. He
asked bot one question—

““Whoas captive am 11

They understood the meaning of his wordas,
althongh his language was unkoown to them,
and s harsh voice replied :

“You are the prisoner of onr mighty lord

in the gorgeous palace,

“ Lot me div,” he said, ‘ on the battle-field
with knights and warriors around me, the
clash of arms, the sound of the trumpet, and
the cheers of the soldiers in my ears; but to
linger out a long life id that helpless captivity,
—ah, God save me from a fate like that !

His ardent spirit, bis brave heart and flery
valor, rebelled at the thonght, Any road to
Losven, any martyrdom save this. Bad stories
were told of ihe Christian captives, who were
forced to labor loaded with chains, and often-
limes kept in a darksome prison, So large
were the sums demanded -for their Tansom,
that in mony cases it was Impossible to raise
them, and the drooping captives died a long,
lingering, liviog death,

Buch stories were told round the camp-fires,

orusader, aud you, mother, mast take cars of
the Helde, and pray for me as you prayed for
my father before me.”

“Your father was slaio by = Sarscen chief,”
the lady said—"' a wealthy and powerful man
who lives near Damascus. What shonld yom
do, my son, if ever he fell into your hands 1"

“Do!” said the child hastily, ** why, kill
himw, a8 he killed my father.” E

“Would that revenge Le worthy of Onr
Lady’s Enight 1’ she asked.

“In war” marmored the bLoy—* it is all
different in war. I would freely pardon any
enemy who offended me; buot that Baracen
deg who slew my father, I counld not forgive
him.”

* Yeaterday,” said the lady geotly, “ I read
te you tbo history of the men who muordered
Bt. Stephen. Do yon remember his prayer 1"

“ Yes," he said thonghtfally.

“Do you think,” continned his mother, “that
when Our Lady prayed for pardon for-al men
she said, ‘ Except for those who murdered my
Sonp”

* No," replied the boy ; “ I am sore she did
not."

“And if you call yourself Quar Lady’s
Enight, who must yom imitate 17

“Our Lady herself,” replied the child, “Ah,
mamma, I see all you mean. If I goto the
Holy Land, and the Saracen who alaw my
father should fall inta my power, I will pardon
him, and show him & Christian's revenge.”

“*This is my brave noble boy,"” said the lady.
% You may never reach Palestine; you may
mever see the man who is your enemy ; bat if
you do 80, do not forget the promiss you bave
mmade this fair summer evening,”

“I will not,” geplied the child. And then he
lafb 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.

Frem that time the boy's destiny was settled,
He grow rapidly. He was strong and healthy,

and filled the heart of the young crusader with
an ootold dread. Was it & foreboding of what
would fall upon that Lright, glad Yoong life,
of thelong and weary discipline that wonld
Git this immortal soul for heaven T

King Richard, of the Lion Heart, oflen seat
for Oor Lady's night inte his camp. The boy
had & voice of most marvellons awestness ;
Dever was heard one more beautifal Among
the children of men. It was so rich, o clear,
80 melodions, that it was only fitted to sing the
praises of God and of Qur Lady. Inthe grove
at the Helde be hnd often amused himself for
hours together, in singing sweet simple stories
of Mary, his Qoeen and Patroness—little Je-
gends that one wonld think the angels had
whispered to him, tkey wers so quaint and
lovely. When the warrior king was tired,
&nd wished for rest, he wonld send for the
young knight, and liked nothing better than
the eweet logends he eang of Our Lady.

And one evening he sang so sweetly and so
clearly, that the king aud his officers wore
charmed. Then King Richard drew & chain
of gold from his neck, to which was suspended
» little crosa,

“I have not shed tears,” said the Lion
Heart, * since I saw my father the king lying
dead ; but thon hast forced them from me, Sir
Bertrand, by the sweetness of thy voice and
the words of thy story. Until I die I shall
love the great Queen of Heaven better for what
thou hast sung of her. Take this chain, and
il ever the time comes when thon requirest aid,
send to me, and by the memory of this night I
will give thee help and sneoor.”

The young knight took the ohain and thanked
the kindly monarch for bia gift. Never again
did he sing befors the Lion Heart, or stand in
the midst of that goodly array of stately war.
riors,

Ou the morrow came one of those sharp en-
Eagementa between tbe Chiistians ang the
Saracens. Oar Oar Lady's Knight fought
boldly ; the stainless lily upon the bloe shield

gifted with wonderful strength aud quickness,
He studied deoply all kniglh tly lore, Ile could
ride the wildest borses, and with the sword,
the degger, and the crossbow he conld do won,_

His mother’s eyes lingerad loviogly on his
oomely young face. There was in it the
strengih of a brave warrlor, the tenderness of
& woman, and the purity of a child, At times
when he lay sleeping sho wonld koeol Ly him
and pray, Ah, we know how good mothers
pray for their sons. She never asked for
riches or honors to be given to this her jdol-
imed boy ; she never asked for talent or genina.
Her one prayer was, that her son might have
grace to save his soul; that in this lifo he
might do and sufler as God willed i but that,
eome what would, her son should wia for him-
oolf the kingdom of Lheaven.

He was not softly and delicately reared, this
«hild whose life was one longing after the
Holy Land. His fare was coarse and simple,
Ho was better satisfied with a goblet of clear
water from the cool well than with the richest
and most vostly wine. Body and soul, ha was
trained to bea troe Catholic knight.

It was a proud day for his mother when he,
by the haod of the brave Richard Cuwar de
Lion, received the order of knighthood—n
proud day, although he was going from her,
aad her home would be desolate without him.
The hour came when she kissed his comely face
Hor the last time, when she clasped him in her
arme, and prayed God to bleas her son.

CHAFTER II.

It was on one of the brightest of days that
$he yoong knight set out for the Holy Land.
Proudly encugh did the gallant fleet sall over
&he sunny seas. Bright and beantiful were the
wisiona 1bat filled the erusader's heart as he
wratched the blue sky and the sunlit waves.
The lion-hearted king had spoken kindly to
#he young knight, and looked pleased when he
saw the stainless lily upon the blae shield,

They reachied the Holy Land at last; and
then the desire of Dertrand Talbot's heart was
sosmplished. He was soon famoos, even
emongst the fSower of chivalry, for bis brave
desds, for the strength and prowess of his arm.
Foremost in all danger, reckless of hardships
oand fatigae, always cheerful and Eay, even
when others desponded—there was no one
more popular or beloved in the Christian
ommp than he who was known as Onr Lady's
Xaight. Ho helped the weak, sustained the
ditooping and weary, comforted the sorrowing.
His hand, so strong in battle, was gentle and
Somder a8 & woman's when Le took care of the
alok. By many a dying man Oar Lady's
Enight knelt and said the last pPrayers, and
wiped the death-agony from his brow, Ask
Bim snything in Our Lady's name, and he
wrould gramnt it, if i were the half of his life,

The blosshield and the stainless lily were

s well known in the camp bs the royal arms

was ever seen where danger was most promi-

nent. The stesd upou which he Tode was
killed beneath bim ; he monnted another, and

notbing dannted, cried to the soldiers aronnd |
bim to fight in the nawe of Our Lady and 8t,

George. Then came a shurp, qoick blow from

& Barscen dagger, and Oar Lady's Kuight fell
npon a himp of the slain.

He was not dead, altbongh his wonnd Was
painfol and even dangerous, For many hours
be lay there senseless and nomb with pain, It
was sad and sorrowful to gee that Yonng fage,
onee the light of Lis mother's home, all white
with agony and stnined with blood. Was thia
the end of that gallant life, 80 full of bigh
bope and brave resolva! The blue shicld and
tbe stajnless lily lay broken Ly his side.

And then, O sad and sorrowful hour! a Sar-
acen horseman, mounted on = magnificent
steed, and attended Ly s troop of followers,
rode lightly by where so lately that deadly
fight Ead raged. The glitter of the gold chain
aronnd the crosader’s neck attracted him. Hes
reined in his herse, and told one of his retinue
to dismount and carry off the spoil from ihe
Christian,

With ernel, ruthless hands,
chain from his neck, and then
burst from Bertraod's lips,

“Ah!" eried the chief, “ he is not dead’
And then, as the light from the evening sky
fell upon the Saxon face and fair Lair, he said,
“How comely be is, the Christian Enight!
Burely he is of noble and of high rank in his
own land; there will Le s goodly ransom fur
Lim."

In obedience to bLis lord’s commands, one of
the horsemen flong the motionleas body of the
¥oung crusader across his saddle, and he was
carried off & captive in the hands of the Sara-
cens.

Dire was the sorrow and dlemay in the camp
when it was known that Qur Lady’a Knight
had been made o prisoner. The king declareq
he wonld bave revenge ; but great evenls were
happening, and men had no time either to
monrn or avengathose they loved best, The
King of Fraunce, in what weamed tha moment
of victory, had deoclared his intention of re.
turning home, and the whole Army were in p
state of apxions suspense,

-

they tore the
& deep moan

The sau's last razs lind departed when Ber-
trand opeced his eyes. Under an escort of
Baracen horsemen, he had bLeen sent by his
oaplor to his own home, there to be guarded
88 a prisoner natil & heavy ransom should be
paid. The men had stopped to rest on the
bigh road that lead to Damascus, when slowly
and confusedly his senses returoed. His firat
glance foll upon the dark fierce faces of hig
Ruards; and then his heart sank, for he knew
that the doom be had dreaded more than death

Bolymon, the Baracen chief—Solymon, who
lives near Damascos,”

Then the young knight's heart stood almost
still.

* For what am I reserved, my God 1" he cried
wildly, “Why have I fallen into the bandas of
the man who slew my father 1™

The great loss of blood 80 weakened bim,
that he ceased to know the bours as they
rolled on : he was only conscious of the rough
arms that supported bim on that dreary jonr-
oey. Yet thoss pains were all of use, for he
offered them in union with the sufferingsof his
Divine Master,

The magnificent palsce 'of Solymon was
reached at laet, and they threw the weary
captive 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 wasa small, low room
at the western end of the building, bat it
overlooked part the magnificent gardens that
belonged to the palace. A rode bed was pre-
pared, and the young crosader was laid upen
it. His wounds were dressed by skilfol hands,
cooling drinks were placed at his side, and or-
ders were given that he should want for noth-
ing. * Great would be the sam of gold,” sald
the Saracen chief, * sent for the ransom of the
comely Christian who now languished npon
that sick bed.” Ripe rich froits were given
him, and when the fever cansed by his wounds
abated, they gave him the gonerous wine of
the grape, that gladdens the hearts of men.

There was much wonder in the Yyorng

knight’s mind ; he had not thought of the ran-
som, and he marvelled why this kindoess was
shown to him,
Among the prisoners of Solymon thers were
men of almout every natlon: thers wero cap-
tives from sunny France and fair Italy; from
Bpain, the home of chivalry ; and every other
Catholic nation whose sons had joined in the
Holy Wars.

The greater part of the captives were treated
with barbarous cruelty. Foraed to labor
loaded with chains, ill-treated in OVEry way,
deprived of suMcient food, it was wos to the
Christians who fell into the hands of the Bar-
acensa.

When a large ransom was looked for, as in
the ease of Bertrand Talbot, the ill-treatment

of diadems, suffering
a0d 50 conforg 16 to the life atn:f..“.hﬁ._ :
allow the sn e of His lo¥e to play around
it Ho who has won this conquest is @ brave
man before God, he is the tras warrior, and his,
victory is more glorious by far than the tri
umphs of Cwesar or Alexander.

Ocr Lady’s Knight, thoogh good and cour-
ageons, bad oot resched that sublime height
yot ; human wishes and desires, bnman lovs of
glory and of fame, olung to him strongly and
dimmed the brighiness of a besutiful sonl.
When these should be ed and trampled
under foot, the true warrior of Jesns Christ
would be ready for his reward.

But the struggle wounld be long and painfal
before this was aceomplished, and God's sweot
will fulfilled in this desr soul..

When he was considered well, he had a cer-
tain portion of labor givente-him, and it was to
work in the gardens and help in the cultivation
of flowers. Life was not then guite so unen-
dorable ; he liked the hours spent out in the
bright sunshine amidst the beanty of blossoms
and trees. There were even times when he
forgot that be was a captive ; and whils the
son ghone and the perfomed breeze sighed
aronnd him, be sang again the sweet simple
stories that had charmed the lion hearted king.

One day there came to his cell the great chief
Bolymon himself; he wished to arrange abont
the ransom. It was a heavy sum he asked,
smongting to what would be now over five
thousand dollars in gold. Our Lady's Knight
answered him cheerfally, for he knew the
genile mother in that far-off heme would raise
it for him, even should she sell the last jewel
in her case and the last inch of ground belong-
ing to the Helde.

At first his face flushed when he stood in the
Presence of the man who had treacheronsly
elain his gallant father. Fer one moment only
hia strong young fignre trembled, and his
hands Wwere tightly clenched. It was a temp-
tation, for the old chief was thers in his cell
alone ; bat the christian murmured to bimaelf
a prayer, and the dark thought fell away be-
fore the sweet names of Jesas and Mary.

It was no easy task, when the Saracen chief
bad left him, and sent to him a roll of parch-
ment, to write to that gentle mother at home
the history of all that happened; to tell her
that his martial hopes of glory and high re-
nown bad ended in o captive’s coll, and that
for life he must remsin there, nnless she conld
send this heavy ransom, the raising of which
would impoverish her so greatly.

Hie mother did not value the parchment any
the less for the bitter tears that had fallen
upon it, Not one word was said to Bertrand
of how it should be sent, or how the ransom
wonld be conveyed. Bat when it was taken
from his hands, he felt & new hope in kis heart,
and ho sang that evening aweotly and clearly
among the flowels—so swectly aod clearly
that the 8 ’s daughter Bolyma overheard

was not carried far. When all hope or ch
of obtaining o ransom was over, then the cap-
tives dragged on o weary life, fall of suffering
and deprived of hope,

Blowly enough did, health and strength re-
torn to cor Lady'a Hnighl. He never ceased
to call npon hia Lady and Quoen for help and
deliverance,

The sounl little nnders
that is sent in all love to prepare it for the
glories of heaven, The prond most endurs
bumiliation ; ardent, fiery natores musat learn
the snblime lesson of meekness aud patieoce,
The discipline sent to prepare the soul of the
Yonog cruosader for its fotare glory was that of
& long and painful imprisonment, wherein all
that was most human died away from him, and
hia heart became detached from all earthly
things, and infamed only with the desire of
heaven.

tands the discipline

CUAPTER ML

When Bertrand was able to leave his bed
and sit up, he gazed with a rapture of delight
on the gorgeous flowers and magnificent gar-
dens upon which bis window opened. It was
& sceno of marve!lons Teanty to him: the
varied beaunty, the glowlng colors of the riehly
perfumed plants, the fountains where each
drop of spray was like a rainbo w, the picta-
reeque aod gracefal shirabs, the trees of luxnri-
ant foliage, and over all the clear Llue sky. Asit
set in the “orimson weat,” the sun seemed to
send bim swoet messages of love and home in
every beam. The sofg brdeze, that came laden
with rich perfume, whispered to him of the
tender mother across the 8eas, who wounld never
let her son langnish in prison while a rood re-
wained of the lands of the Helde. He did not
maormur 8s yet ; he was weak and languid, and
be filled bis Leart and imagination with vi-
sions of nwir:-mmiugliberty and home. But
88 health returned, and new strength and
life came with it, a wild longing for liberty
seized Lim. He whose childhood had been

spent amidst woods and fields, whose ardent
hopes and thirst for glory had broogh$ him to
the Holy Land—he who had led soldiers on to
danger and to death, whose name bad becoma
& proverb for bravery and strength—to "be
shot up in that little room where he had
Larely space to move! It seemad ineredible.
He thought of hig past glories, hig military
renown, the hopes with which he had left his
home : was all to end in this, a prison cell and
o captive's death 1

The prond markial spirit writhed at the
thonght. Anythiog bot that. Give bim the
keenest pang death brings on the battle-field,
the sharpest tortore that oould end his life;
baut not that—not the long torturing imprison-
ment and the wretoched ending.

Poor boy ! he was a boy in beart although a
man in years He bowed his Lead on the nar-
Fow grating where the sanbeams peeped in,
and Wept alond, Yividly before his mind came
the thought of the noblest conguest of all.
Greater than the warrior Wwho wina whels
kingdoms, greater than the victor whose arms
have never failed, greater than the king whoae
standard should wave over tho grandest conn-
trieas of earth—groater than all these is the
man who conquers self; who can win the vie-
fory over his own will, wishes, and desires,

was upon him—he was a prisoner in the hands

of the Saracens.

satisfied to leave his 1ife in God'a hands, to
shape it na He will—to arown it with the

him, and asked who was the captive with a
voice more musical than that of the balbul,
They told her it was one of ber father's pris-
oners, a brave young knight who had won
great fame in the Christian camp, They conld
not tell his name sava that it was Bertrand,
ood he was known as Oor Lady’s Knight. On
bis blue shield be carried a stainleas lily, and
Le was slways singing the praises of Mary his
Quesn,

Ab, and still more: in hig eell he bad & cross
made of two pieces of wood ; on the wall with
his own bands he had designed a pure lily, and
ander the eross there hung a picture of a boau-
tifal and gracions Lady, whose fice WaS mMOoTs
lovely than the suv, and in her arms she held
a little Child, Who it was they did not know;
but coderneath her feet, in small letters af
gold, was written the nawe of Mary, and
Solyma murmured over dnd over again to her:
self that wondroosly sweet nams,

Nothing, then, would plenss the Saracen's
daoghler but she wust see this Christian
knight. One evening, when he was at work
among the flowers, sle, with her maidens,
went into the garden, and there she saw the
comely ncble young knight who was so
strangely to influence her life. Bhe said no
weord to bim, but something in the purs face

thought much about bim, and how dearly he
loved Mary his Queen.

Bertrand had been some time a prisoner ba-
fore he saw sny of the Christian captives.
Their labor was harder than his. Bat one
morning early he saw them chained and lad to
work, His heart sickenod at tho sight. Some
were yonng as himself, othera gray-haired and
feebla, For some there was hope of ransom ;
for othera all hope had fled. Ab, if his mother
shouold be sick—if she shonld fsil jn raising
the heavy som demanded—then his fate wonld
be even worse than theirs,

The Saracen chief, aged and worn, had come
bome to Lis palace to live, He had grown teo
0ld and feeble to fight; he longed ouly for
rest. Ilis beantiful daughter Solmya teuded
and cared for him. These wlo had Enown
him in the strong prime of his manhood be-
lieved the old warrior had come home to die,
He was foud of visiting the garden, sitting
where the warm rays of thesun fall apon him,
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she gazed upon filled her with wonder, and she |

kind he well knew, whose bite was deadly
His senses for & moment were confused. Ona
bite from the replile, one touch of its poisoned
fangs, and his father’s death was avenged, and
be was free. Why shoald he save the life of
bis destroyer! Lot him die the death he mer-
ited. The blood rushed in a fiery torrent to
bis brain, Let it be so. Thero was no one
present to sece. Death from = reptile's bite
Wwas o meet end for the vile heathen who
treacherously slew his father. i
Above ihe wild beating of his heart and the
tamalt of hig thonghts, that fiashed like light-
ning across his mind, he heard his mother's
words ; .

“ Yengeance is mine; I will Topay, saith
the Lord.”

For one second he saw her pare 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 sod he would have been too late,
‘With a vigorous grasp be elutched the reptile
8o that lts fangs could sot tonch bhim, and
destroyed it with.n heavy stone that lay near,
With a start and a ory the old man awoke,
In a coufused 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 Oar
Lady's Enight. He had won a victory over
himself more noble than any trinmph of arms,
Ho thanked God for baving given him the
grace to resist temptation.

“You have saved my life,” muttered the
aged chief; and the young crasader’s Leart
leaped with joy. He thonght the Saracen was
abont to add, ** I will give yon liberty in re-

Before evening, every one in the palace

oen chief. But no token of gratitnde was off-
ered to him save one. His lord’s dsughter
Bolmya with her maidens sooght him, and she
offered him her tribote of thanks, He told
ber he bad but done his duty; and she asked
bim o fetoh for her the picture he had in his
cell. It wes a small one of the ever-Blessed
Mother of God, that for many years he had
preserved as an especial treasure. He was al-
most loath to show the picture to heathen oyes,
Lot he remembered the mild face of the Sara-
cen’a danghter, and hoped much, Oat into the
bright sunlight where she stood he brought
the little paintivg, and she took if gently in
her handa.

“And who is this 1" she asked, after gazing
silently for some minotes npon that beantifal,
pure face, “Is it yoor queen §”

‘ Yes,” aid Bertrand; it is my Queen, and
I am her kuight.”

“ How do you call this name ia Feur own
tongne 1" ahe asked.

And with bowed bead and eyes that gleamed
with tears, he said slowly,

" m_ﬂ

“ Where does your beaatiful Quesn live §”
continued the yonng girl, “I should like to
see her.”

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

“There,” be replied, *in the blue heavens
lives v. Mother and Queen.”

[Copciuded next waelk |

A New PiCTURE BY Gustave Done,—His
large pictore, “ The ristian Martyrs,” is
most striking and characteristie, “Night haa
Rowan amphitheatre, which
during the day has been the spens of one of
those dreadfal epectacles that marked the
reign of Diocletian with blood. The seats are
all deserted, but huddled together in the con.
tre of the arena nre a ronp of & score or more
of the dead and dying bristians—men, women
and children, The savage beasts of prey are
finishing in the moonlight the work they began
in the day. Gauant, weary-looking lions prowl
over the car};ma of the martyra; and one, still
thirsty for blood, seeka the door throogh which
the victims came. Above this swful scene the
henvens shine with stars, and a company of
angels descend to bear off the spirits of the
reecuted to the realms of light and peace,
f:iu & pieture that makes a strong impreesion
on the mind; 1t is weird and sad without being
horrible.—Paris Letter to Boston ddsertipey,

fallen on & huge

To ba n]waru a man of rnle and doty—to

follow with fidelity to the end the way to

torn ;" but the wished-for words did not come,-
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inatl and to
Samples sent free on application.
Bpeclal terme given for introduction.
For forther , addreas
IHE CATHOLIO PUBLIOATION Bocr
LAWERENCE EEHOE, Genersl Age
Ho. § Warron strest, Ney'T,

STEAMSHIPS.

JoT tr

STATE

knew that the young Christian captive had | ST
saved the lifa of his captor and foe, the Sara- AT

The Bteamers of thialine ars di mm‘n‘n"‘j-h
G N
vl
Bﬂhl.nn‘ml ﬂuUInH.nunﬁ‘. o
Ndmmmod 4 good for Twelve months, at gee
b ;‘Lalms-ua from all parts of the Uai
et cod Burgeon and Stowardes stiach
ench Bteamer. No charge for medicines 0r msd
sttendane
Drafis issned at lowest rates.
FPrepald Emigration Tickets issned to i
Ersanbacks, from oy Batinny bt 1o i ®
LY o
nbacks, any a -'“; AT 1“'-1.‘}4

yenacis oF thiy
The of il
of skill and rlenpa. r
l::l'nthn trade nml.t'opgmu ‘e bar wig
mm gor Rocommodations ATS UDSUrpad.
TAA phdesh gl Mot Cedationg aio us A il
myil T4 1y 20 Carondelot street, New Orims :

E STATE LINE OF STEAMSHIFS,

Tamg:cr PEOM THIS PORT TO LIVEEFOOL.

A1l first class ships. XNome more comfortable fr

velers. Partles visiting Burops, or ssnding for fig]

[riends,'can procure their passage at the Agonoy ol
F. F. GOGARTY,

jeaie 151 Camp sirset
BOOTS AND SHOES—HATS.
(00D NEWE! GOOD FEWY

Batter Times Abead for New Orleans!

THE FORT ST. PHILIP CANAL WILL BE BUILT
Therefore, save all the money yoo can daringthe
intecvening time, by buying your

Shoes, Hats, Caps and Trunks
TAT
MRS. D. J, LOWENSTEINS,
THE LADY CHEAP JOHRK'S,
59 es cemee. Magazine Biroet......
Look for the sign of the WHITE LTON ex BE
N, will find honest dealin
e e T byt dnlop,
Come and satiafy ﬁmrl}.ev:.'mmng
‘b‘:‘ber.rh.: g]ﬁ';.:t o‘:: and amall m?uum starea

their sdvantage, as they can ba fornished with
ilu'r!negxn ﬁsalfeqmt.r.m!'. b

TO SAVE ONE DOLL

PAREMNTS SHOULD BUY
Silver Tipped St
LA HAT MANUFACTORY,

Jonx FRIEL, PRACTIOAL HATTER,
(Bnccessor to A or, )
Bdecsenivien... BT. CEARLES

Poprr——

orders.  Keapd
sholes naserimont of Hats nolT

onor—to renew each day, withont W
and weakness, the laborigus struggle of a sonl
wrestling with itself—to draw from the sacri-
fice of the eve the force necessary to accom-
plish that of the morrow—to attach ome good
work to another like the link of the chain, of
Which each ome is joined to that whiok pre-

cedes it And supports that which follows it—
to accomplish }’u silence this slow and pro-
longed immolation of

the senses to the spirit
of reason to faith, of i

i nterest to daty, of pas-
glon to law, of selfwill to anthority, of our
own welfare to the general good, of one's
whole exiatence to God, this is true perfection
of life.—Mgr. Freppel. .

We should only take trouble in dolng our
duty, and leave everythisg else in the
bands of God,

PROFESSIONAL CARDS.

W[L LIAM GRANER,

Druggist and Apethecary, ﬁ
Corner Dryades and St. Andrew strects,

and dreamlng over again the battles of his

Youil and prime,

Two years had passed singe the demand for
the rapsom bad been sent bome, and as yet no
tidings had been heard, Thioking of this, Ber-
trand bad no song to sing as be worked smong
the flowers, Thers was & grove of roses—rich
and rare, queenly flowers, whose perfame was
ravishingly sweet—and near them the aged
chiefliked to sit and dream, He never looked
&t the young crusader, whose bright life was
fading in his prison walls. He was thinking
of nothiag save the glory be bad won. The
morning was very warm: the sunbeams fall
upon his dark worn fuce, aud the soent of the
roses lalled Lim to sleep. The Young caplive
siw hia master sleeping, and ho moved gently
among the flowers. All at once his eye fall
opon something dark and small, which seemed
to glide uaderneath the sleeve of the Baracen’s
robe,

Bert rand drew near quistly. Upon the dark

skin of the chief's hand he saw & viper, one of

A complate stook of English, French and German
Drugs;
Proseriptions carefo 1y pot ap at all hours. my3l 3m
F JORGER,
¢ DRUGGIST AND APOTHECARTY, ﬁ
4And Uorner of Felicity and Magnolis Btresta,
NEW ORLEANS,
Fore Drops, Select Medicines aod Choine Chemieals,
Porfomery, & P
usnally found ina well-regulated Drog Store.
Brosoriptions carsfally compoun day and night.
mhb®9 4 1y
Corner of Camp street, (Late 203 St Andrew.)
Gives apocial attention to saving of the oatnral teeth,
Artlficial Tuoth insarted with er without uxtraating the

Ferfumery. Soaps and Faucy Articlas,
Corner of Dryades and Second Streats,
Eoaps, Fancy Articles, and all artlcles
R MALONEY... . ___ JOSEPHINE STREET
Tals.  #rices wilhin the resch of all.

MISCELLANEOUS ADVERTISEMENTS.
IBON COTTON TIES.

THE ARROW TIE.

— i
For mals by all Dealers and Conntry Merehml
throughont the Cotton States, at

LOWEST MARKEET PRICES.

R. W. RAYNE & cO.,
General Agents of American Cotton. T C0n

43 Carondelet Street, |
Je28T41y NEW ORLEANE.

J’ 8. AITEENS & BON,
.

236.... ....TCHOUPITOULAS STREET.... a3

DEALERS IN HARDWARE,

Irom, Eceel, Copper, Brass, Lead, Galvensed Spiks §

Brass and Composition, Ship Herdwars, Builders’ Hst
WADS KD re Gratoa,

Locksmiths' and Bell Hangers' Materials.
Togethor with the grestest variety of avery doacriytis
of Moohantoa: Tosia aod Hardware to be fonnd in
Bouth, at reasonabls prices, -y I

A CARD.

The undersigned informs his friends ssd the publt
that bhe will give leesons in VOCAL and INSTED
MENTAL MUSIC st his residence or at the resldanct
of pupils. Terms moderate.

H. A. BLAKE, Organist 8t. Michael's Church.
Reaidence, No. 87 Raoe stroet, oppeslfn Annuncistiot

__‘rie_r_.h_a_f_umtg-.l:ny_;_mngln. ___ ocleTly
(3, 7 FRIEDRICHS,

DENTAL SURGEON,
15..........8t. Charles Streot........_.1a8
DMl 0 CornerGirea.
W, B LaNCASIER, =i

ATTORNEY AT LAW,
B0aciai cnnenane Camp Bireet......... S ]
del 1y Over the Germania Bank:

Bequare. myd i




