
Moliereagain1 How geniuß embraces all ages inits grasp, thosetocome no less than those gone by. We allude in particular to a■peechmade the other night by Dr Batchelor at the meetingof theDunedin Parliamentary Union. No member of the Paoulty underthe Grand Monarque was capable of an utterance more delightful.Thecurious may consult especially the recommendationmade by DrDiafoirus of his son as a suitor. Why, in DrBatchelor wefindquite a tinu-honoured Bcquaintance. Thanks, we cay again, to theclainroyance of the eye of genius. The medical matchmaker stillremains screamingly farcical. More or less farcical,indeed, was theDoctor throughont.

A MOTHER OF SORROWS.

(Caroline Mason in Catholic News.)
IT was the dawning of anew July day with no dawo wind to stirthe dead hot air or to move (he dost, fine bb an impalpablepowderwhich lay thickly everywhere.

The trees of Portsea Square stood black and motionless, tbeirdense foliage rising aboveand stretching over the uoddengrass andlitteredasphalt walks.
There w,s a Bait smell from the harbour, butno wind with it,tor the tide wasat its loweet ebb. It wasebb tid , too, in the faint'

pulses of sick menand womenandlittle children, and in the sinkinghearts of those who had watchad with them for the morning, but towhom themorning hadbrought no hope.
From the windows of a chambsr in the brick row on the eastBide of the little park tha faint li^ht of a night lamp still shonethrough the clustering vine leaves. Glag838838 of medicine, a bowl ofioa,a tall white pitcher stool upjitha winiov sill, placed there fjr

coolness.
Within tha room bore marks of haste and confusion, whichshowed it tohave been a battlefield batween life and death through

the night ;and a tall woman in a white dresg was wilkiug to andfro, carrying a child in her arm*. The little f*ca was wm andpitifully sunken about the eyes. The mofher'a faca was fair andbeautiful,butit wore the stamp whichonly mortal anguish gives.
A wickercradlestood beside theunused bed,drapeddaintily withlace andBilk. As the mother walked soonanseea dreai turned herface grey andashy, and,breaking from her sleaiy pace up and downthe room, she crossed to the cradle and laid the baby down. Itmoaned and moved its head restlessly upon the pillow, but themother left the room aid passed with swift feat to another doorwhere she knocked and spoke. Raturniog, sha t iok the child again'

in her arms and walked as before.

Presently a womanappeared in the doorway,an older woman,withheavy ayes and agrievous droopof the month. She took thebaby from the mother's arms."Now go and reat,Mary," she said, drowsily ;« you hare notslept all night. There are three hours yet before anyone will be■tirring in thehouse."
The mother, whohadbeea oalUdMary,bentand kissedh«r babyand without speaking left the room. She stood for a moment at awindow in thehall outside,lookingdown into the park."Yes, it is there again," she said, toftly. "Poor mother I Poorlittle baby I" aha spoke ina soothing tone, half dwamily.
What she«w wag the palecoloured canopyof a baby carriage,movingslowly to anl fro under the dusty trees. She had seen itthere at midnight. Ab she looked she panted for breath andstroveagaioetadull faintness which crept ovarher. An impulse wasupon

her toescape from thehouse, even from her sick child, but chieflyfrom that terror of hipjleaa malnjsa which had overtaken her justnow,and which she knew was comingback."By and by it will cotne to stay," she i*id to herself, as shepiß3addowa the staircase,resting har feverish hand upon the coolrail, "when the biby dies. Then Ian never get away from itagain."
Shehad reached the foot of the stairs now andstood in the dimlight for a moment, her hands claspedand pressed against her fore-head, her whole frame trembling."

Then— O God pity me I"
The words were breathedrather thanspokenand the lookonherface was of despair,
Opening thehouse door,she crossed the streetand entering thepaik betweenthe iron pos's she passed into the shadowsof the treeiand walked on hardly knowing where she went. But the treeiseemed to smother her and the oppression of the languorous air wnas of a hand laid tangibly upon her heart. Prom a church tower aclock struck 4 and the birds began to wakeup in the trees.She had reached thecentral fountain now, sndin the littleopenspace she saw something which startled her for a moment, althoughshe knew it well-thepale canopy of the baby carriage she h.dwatched night after night from her window.
It was drawn up beside one of the woodenseats, and on thisseat a young woman wassitting, in a clean cotton gowo, with a whitehandkerchief tied upon her breaBt— iw^-nan withabrown face andsmooth black hair. One hand laid lightly upon the handle of thelittlecarnage,and its touch,evenupon thewoodenframe,wasinfinitelycarressing; the light pressure, which wasscarcely more than a pulsa-tion, served to give a soft,continuous motion. Inher other hand thewomanheldaRosary; her eyes were closed;her lips weremoving inpraytr. 8 v
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Vtf NOW READYI^I
KIRKPATRICK'S

GOLD MEDAL
BRAND "£ "

BRAND
NE^V SEASO N'S JA. M.

££?T?S wn° NSERVE' fa gIMB JarS (21b Qett W6ight) RASPBERRY JAM, inglass jars (21b nett woi*ht)NECTARINE „
PE'Vrw r-niuVt"^ ..RED CURRANT JELLY,in stone jarsn.biiectvveight)PEACH CONSERVE, inglass jars (21b nett weight)

Theabove axe made with this Season's FRESH Fruit and boiled withina few hours after beintr gathered and retain the FTTT TFLAVOUR andCOLOUR of theFruit. They are the MOST DELICIOUS mSVhoIESsoSe
I Preservesin themarket.

S. KIRKPATRICK & C67~Manufacturers, NELSON.

FOR EARLY SUMMER GOODS
GO TO

BROWN, EWING & CO.
NEW MILLINERY. SMART CAPES. STYLISH DRESS MATERIALS


