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all awindlers and linrs,” thundered Duke Pietro, looking toward th®
judge, jury and State conncillors, as be walked to the door, followed

by his demoniacal friesnds, Thus ended the famons trisl, a travesty
upon justice, Duke Pietro is free, mnd few people doubt that five
manaths instasd of five years will be the length of Duke Francesco's
imprisopment,

A CHANGE FOR THE BETTLR,
———p——

(Pilot, February €),

Two notable religious movements are going on cutside of the Catholic
Church in New England : the one, impelling devont and earnest aonls
into ber visible communion ; the other, for vhe satisfaction of souls who
lack eithdr the light or the courage to go further, grafting Catholic
practices upon Protestantism itself, People not yet old can re-
member when Christmas and Easter were untbooght of in New Eng-
land outside the Catholic Fold ; when a stained-giars window in s
Protestant church would have been denomnced as a dangerons
' Popish ” innovation, aud the danghters of the Paritans world have
looked askance at a Madonna. Now practically all the Protestant
churchea have splendid Cbristmas and Raster services ; many of the
sects have some sort of Lenten observances, their church architectnre
conforms more and more to the old Cathclic model, and pictures
of ths Blessed Virgin adorn many Protestant homes. Among the
more thooghtful there is an almost resentfnl reaction sgainst *the
purblind foolish poliey of the Puritans ™ in their opposition to 1eligions
eymbolism, This finds an eapecially candid and energetic expression
in Rebecoa Harding Davis’ * 0ld Lamps for New,” in last week's
Independent. We quote some striking passages, The writer,
haviog a ressonable mind, instinctively nees the Catholic arguments
for the veneration of religious symbols and images :—

*“Let ue talk common sepée about this thing and put aside for
awhile the prejudice of our grandfathers.

*¢ [t in folly to say that aymbols'and painting or sculpture do not
powserlolly inflaence the wajorily of men, The very people, good,
well-meaning men acd women, who would shudder at the introduetion
of & pictore of crocifix in their meeting house, touch their batrotbal
rings with tenderness, and lo k with brimming eyes at the clothes
which their dead baby wore. Doeg not the roor pbotograph on the
wall soften their hearts towards the predigal son who is sowing hia
wild oats they know pot where?  Did they not march to battle with
stouter hearts for the sight of the old flag going before?

# They all know the value of symhols. They use them in their
college clubs, their political organisations, their friendabips, their
tenderest home ties, their treatment of their dead ; everywhere—bat
in their relizion, Why?

* The Americ n, passing through Continental Earape, fiads io
almost every town galleriza of paintings of acenes in the history of
the Baviour. At the street corners there is the carven figure of the
Iatapt Jesus, His hends onteiretched to bless. The roofs of the
houses, even ar metimes of the barms of pious peasants, bear His
Name ; in the fields ¢r in eolitary mountain passes stands the rude
crucifix, to remind the lonely traveller of him,

“ What is all this?

¢ Romish * szperstition you bave bean taught. Clear your eyes,
look for younieelf, and ree that it is & preat object lesson, by
wtich the facts on which the Christian faith ie based reach the know-
ledge and hearts of the people 1hrough their eyes.

“You fear that thes: pecple believe that the boor plcture or
stone figure is the real God and make an idol of it 1’

1 Do you believe that it is yoor real son who hangs on the wall
in the photograph, or your country itself that flutters in the flag ?

“Do not fall in'o the vulgar error of supposiog thal the man
whom you do not know is necesaarily less intelligent and more of a
savage them yourself,”

And she goes cn to plead for similar object lesscns in religious
truth in America for the s.ke of the ‘' miilions of men, women and
children in the United Stales, bath ignorant and educated, who never
read the Bible, never go into a church, never hear a sermon.'*
Furiher on Mrs Davis pleads for another Catholic custom, the open-
ing of tbe churches on week-deys. The church * ghould be
always open,” sho sys; “the place whers they could be
sure of finding, what every hnman heing sbould find each day, soli-
tode and quiet for s brief space, to recollect bimeself, to sea where he
stands, to face his own soul and his God, . ., The peopl: whom
we accaee of idolatry before their picturea and erucifixes are not
troabled by these qualma or fears, Spend a morniog in » cathearal
in Boumen or Antwerp, and yon will see not only young women and
old crones on their way to market come in and drop on their <nees in
silent prayer, but merchants going to change, fashionably-dressed
yuang fellows and school-boys. They du no heed you or the crowd,
They say their prayers and go oot ag simply and quietly as they
would have bonght food. One act is apparenily as necessary to the
dny's rontine as the other,”

She does not realise that the Oatholic is drawn to his open
chureh, not by picture or cracifix, or the mere chance for solitude
and quiet, but by the Real Presence of Christ on the altar. Catholics
aod Protestants, as has well besn said, live in two differsnt worlds ;
and the kindest Protestant eyeastill see the Oburch as throogh s glass,
darkly.

“WHY HE NEVER LOOKED BEHIND HIM.”

_————

H After this 1 never looked behind me,”

Thisia & véry common erpreesion, What do people mean by it ¢
Lot’s wife looked behind her and was changed into a pillar of salt.
A locomotive driver in America looked behind him one day laet sum-
mer and 8o didn't see an open drawbridge in fiont of him, Hence &
wreck and gieat loss of life, A man in Londoe fziled to look behind
him and was run down by a hangom, Whnat shall we do as a rule ©
Look bebind us or not ?

We introduce a man who says he pever looked behind him—
after a certain time. How are we to take his meaning? Why, by
letting him explain it.

He goeson to eay that in one day in Febroary, 1890, he was
suddenly eeized with dizziness #nd pain in the hemd. Like all
healthy people, under similar eireamatances, he didn’t koow what to
maske of it. Hepeays be felt strange and gneer, be shivered as though
the weather had suddenly turned cold, and then flushed with the heat
as though it had turned hot again, What ailed him ?

His doctor said he was attacked with infiuenza, and ordered him
to bed, He went tobed. A few days later the fever left him, but
the illness did not. It merely assnmed another form, His tongue
looked like n picce of brown leather, and his skin and the whites of
his ayes becsme yellow, like old parchment. Wa must all eat to live,
but when this man tried to eat, the food went against him, and after
be had swallowed it by main force. it eaused such pain in the chest,
gide, and stomach that he wished he bhad let it alone, Then hiaheart
began to palpitate, and he saye he felt low, languid, and tired, He
had what be calls a sinking feeliog at the pit of the stomach and a
craviog which nothing watisfied, L

Being unable to take anything bat liguid food be grew weak, so
wenk that he wag barely able to walk, Then his heart troubled him
once more, and, to quote his own werds, * As Jgat in my ohair I
could hear my heart thumping as if somebody was pounding me on the
ek,

This showed that the heart had too much work on band and wag
struggiing vuder 16 like a horse trying to carry two men, %I got
very little sleep at night,” he says, *and would lie awake for hoars
tossing shout on 'bn bed.” This zurt of thirg 18 very wearing, and
we are not Burpris-d to learn that helost flesh uutil littde wasleft of bim
but skin and bune. My cheekas,” he says, “ sark ig u-til they we'e
almost drawn together, and people shook their heads and predicted
thai my time in tbis world was neally up, ip‘tiil 1 bad all confideneo
in my physician aed kept on taking bhis medicine, From first to last
I touk some forty or fifty botiles of it (of all kinds) withoat bepe-
fit,

“ Finally one day the doctor eounded my longe and asked me it
any of out family died of comsumption. He s ud that the heart pai-
pitation was caused by éyspepsis. Ihen he eaid I had better take
further advice ; be could do no more for me. This was after pina
months of his treatment. I gave up all hopes of getting bet-er, and,
indeed, no cne expected me to.

» Tt was winter again, December, 1890. One day I found a little
book or psmphlet in the house, that I bad never seen before. It waa
abont a medicine called Mother Seigel's Byrap, and desoribed a caga
like mine having been cured by it, Without going ints all my hopes
aod fears on the poiut, it is epough to eay that I got a bottle from
Mr Kirkham, chemist, Ellerby Lane, 1 took the contents of that
battle end certainly felt a little better. Itcok a second and began to
eat solid food, which agreea with me,

“ After this I never looked behind me, though my I°COvery was a
work of time, for I was very mucb retiuced. I atock to (he medicine,
and with good reason, acd at laat got back to my work, strong and
well, and have remained so ever since. When I went back to the
works the foreman and others gathered round me and asked what had
wropght the wonder/nl change. 1 anawered, * Mother Beigel's Syrup
had wrought it.” When I said I wished to start work they told me

must first be examined by a doctor. The doetor eaid I was fit for
work, and 1 went to work the next morning and have never lost a
minute since.

% T wish others to know what Beigel's Byrup has done for me, and
I give the proprietors permission to publish this brief account of my
cage. Iam a cloth preeser by trade, and have worked at Mesors Hep-
worth and tope, Clay Pit Lave, for iour years,
Back Timber tlace, Ellerby Lane, Leeds.”

The doctor was right in saying that the apparent heart trouble
in Mr Askew's case aross from dyspepsis, for dyepepsia was his only
ailment, Aod it be had used Mother Beigel's Syrup in February,
1890, be would bave bad no tale to tell, fur he wonld have been all
rigbt directly. As it is, we are glad that after be did try 1t he had
ug relapse. e never looked behind him.

Harvey Askew, 2

The Rev. Dr Hanna, of Belfast, died suddenly one Wednesday
morring. The speeches of Dr Hanoa and Dr Kund, veually full of
asound and fury, have long been the deiight of the Belfast Orange
Lodges.

Mrs Joeephine Entler, one of the many friends of the Iate Car-
dinal, emphatically repadiates as a slander the statement of writars
in the Daily Newsthat ' Menning bad acontempt for women.” Buch
a feeling, ehe eays, conld not be found in such a character as the Car -
dinal’s, for the deceased prelate was a real saint,



