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KIRKPATRICK'S

GOLD MEDAL

BRAND
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BRAND

NEW SEASONS JA M.

APRICOT CONSERVE, in glass jars (21b nett weight)
NECTARINE "

RASPBERRY JAM, in glass jars (2ib nett woizht) .
RED CURRANT JELLY, in stone jars  l.b nett woight)

PEACH CONSERVE, in glass jars (2Ib nett weight)

The above nre made with this Season's FRESH Fruit and boiled within a fow hours after being gathered and retain the 5 QLT
o8 frem FLAVOUR and COLOUR of the Fruit. They are the MOST DELICIOUR and WHOLESOME

S. KIRKPATRICK &

Preserves in the market.

C(S._,—"Manufacturers, NELSON.

Molidre again | How genius embraces all #ged in its graap, those
to come no less than those gons by. We allade in partioular to a
8poeech made the other night by Dr Batchelor at the wseting of tha
Dunedin Parliamentary Union. No member of the Facalty wader
the Grand Monarque was capable of an utterancs more delighttal,
The curicns may consult espeeially the recommendation made by Dr
Diafoiras of his son as s suitor, Wby, in Dr Batchelor we find
qguite a time-hononred scquaintanca, Tbanks, we eay again, to the
clairvoyance of the eye of geoins, The medies! matchmaker still
retnaine screamingly farcical, More ot less farzical, indeed, was the
Doctor throoghont,

e ———————

A MOTHER OF SORROWS.
. e -
(CAROLINE MABON in Catholic News,)
IT was the dawning of a new July day with no dawo wind to atir
the dead hot air or to move the dust, fine as ap impalpable powder
which lay thickly everywhere.

The trees of Portsea Sguare stood black and motioniess, their
dense foliage rising above and stretching over the Liodden grasg and
hktered asphalt walks,

There w.s a salt swell from the harbour, bat no wind with it,
for the tide was at ite loweet ebb, It was ebb tid , too, ia the faint
polees of piek men and women and little ¢aildren, and in the sinking
hearts of those whi had watchad with them for the maraing, bat o
whom the moruing had broaght no hope,

From the windows of & chambsr in the brick row on the east
sida of the little park tha faiat lizht of a night lamp atill ehone
through the clustering vine leaves. @lasays of mdicinz, a bow! of
iog, & tall white pitcher stool upy4 tha winlow sill, placad thers fap
coolness,

Within the room bore marks of haste and confusion, which
showed it to bave been a battlefield batween lite and death throngh
the night ; and a tall woman in & white dress was wilkiog to and
fro, carryiog a child in her armi. The little fica was wan and
pitifully ennken abont the eyes, The mo‘her’s face was fair and
beantifal, bat it wora the stamp which only mortal anguish gives,
= A wickercradle stood beside the anused bed, draped daintily with
lace and siik.  As the mother walked som s nnsesy dread tarned her
tace grey and ashy, and, breaking from her sieady pace up and down
the room, she crossed to the cradle and laid the baby down. It
moaned and moved its head regtlessly upon the pillow, but the
mother left the room and passad with swift fest to anather dnor,
where she knocked and spoke. Roturning, sha ¢k the child agaln
in her arms and walked as before,

Pressntly a woman appeared in the doorway, an older woman,
with heavy eyes and a grievous droop of the mouth, She took the
beby from the mother's arms.

“ Now go and rest, Mary,” she said, drowsily ; * you have not
slept all night, Thera are three hours yot before snyone will be
atirring in the homse."

The mother, who had baea culled Mary, bent and kissed her baby
aod withont spesking Ieft the room, She stood for & moment at n
window in the hall ontsida, looking down into the park.

“Yen, it in there again,” she eaid, softly. * Poor mother! Poor
little baby 1" she epoke in a soothing toue, halt draamily,

What she asw waa the pale coloured canopy of a baby oarringe,
moving slowly to ani fro onder the dnsty trees. She had gesn it
there at midnight, As she loocked she panted for breath and strove
sgainat a dall faintness waich crept ovar her. An {mpulse was upon
her to eacape from the hooss, evan From her siek child, but chiefly
trom that terror of hipsless malnass which had overtaken her just
20w, and which she kusew was coming baclk.

“ By and by it will coma to atay,” ghe waid to herselt, as ehe
piesed dowa the skaircass, resting her feverish haad upin the cool
rail, “ whon the baby dies. Then I ¢in never get away from it
again,”

B Bhe had reached tha foat of the atairs now and stood in the dim
light for a moment, her hands clasped and pressed against har fore-
head, her whole frame trembling,

“* Then—O God pity me1”

The words were breathed rather than epoken snd the look oo her
face waa of despair,

Opening the house door, she crossad the sirest and entering the
park between the iron pos's she passed into the shadows of the trees,
snd walked on bardly knowing where she weat. But the trees
seema:d to smothar ker and the oppression of the lengoorous air was
a8 of a hand laid tangibly upon her heart. From a church tower a
clock struck 4 and the birds began to wake up in the trees.

8he had reached the central fountain now, and in the little open
8pace she saw something which stirtled her for a moment, although
she knew it well—the pale canopy of the baby carriage she had
watched night after night from her window.

It wae drawn up beside sae of the wooden seats, and on this
8eat a young woman was gitting, in a clean eotton gown, with a white
bandkerchist tied upon her bremst—t wonn with & brown face and
smooth black bair. One hand laid lightly upon the handle of the
listle carriage, and its touch, even upon the wooden frame, wag infinitely
carressing ; the lght pressure, which was scatcely wore than a pulea.
tion, served to give a soft, contingous motion, In ber other hand the

woman held a Rosary ; her eyes wers closed ; ber lips were moving in
prayer.
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