
"After this1neverlookedbehind me."
Thisis a verycommonexpression. What dopeoplemeanby itf

Lot's wife looked behind her and was changed into apillar of salt.
A locomotivedriver inAmerica looked behind him oneday last sum-
mer andso didn't see an opendrawbridge in fiont of him. Hence a
wreck aod gieat lossof life. A man inLondon failedtolook behind
him and wasrun downby ahansom. What shall wedoas a rule?
Lookbehind us or not ?

We introducea man who sayshe never lookedbehind him
after a certain time. How are we to takehis meaning ? Why, by
letting him explainit.

He goes on to say that in oneday in February, 1890, he was
suddenly seized with dizziness and pain in the head. Like all
healthy people,under similar circumstances, he didn't know what to
make of it. Hesayshe felt strange and queer, he shiveredas though
the weatherhadsuddenly turnedcold, and then flashedwith theheat
asthough it had turnedhoi again. What ailedhim1

His doctor said he was attacked with influenza, andorderedhim
to bed. He went to bed. A few days later the fever lefthim, but
the illness did not. Itmerely assumed another form. His tongue
looked like a piece of brown leather, andhis akin and the whitesof
his eyes became yellow,like old parchment. We must alleat to live,
but whenthis man tried toeat, tbe food wentagainst him,andafter
bebadswallowed itby mainforce, it caused such pain in thechest,side, andstomach thathe wishedhe bad let it alone. Thenbis heart
began topalpitate, andhe says be felt low, languid, and tired. He
had whatbe calls asinking feeling at thepit of the stomach and a
craving whichnothing satisfied.

Beingunable to take anythingbnt liquid foodhe grew weak, so
weak thathe was barely ableto walk. Ihenhis heart troubled him
once more,and, toquote his own words, "AsIsat inmy chairI
couldhearmy heart thumping asifsomebody waspounding me »n the
bach.

ihUshowed that tbeheart had toomuch workonbandand was
struggling uuder it like a horse trying tocarry two men. "Igot
very little sleep at night," he says,

"
and would lie awakefor houra

tossing about on ihebed." This sort of thirg is very wearing, and
wearenotßurpiiH' d to learn thatbeiost flesh uutil little wasleftof him
but f-kin and bene. "My cheeks," he says," sank inu'til they wee
almost drawn together, and people shook their heads and predicted
that my time in this world wasneaily up. Still Ibad all confidence
in rayphysician and kept on takinghis medicine. From first to last
Itook so-ue forty or fifty bot'les of it(.of all kinds) without bene-
fit. "

Finally one day the doctor sounded my lungs and asked me if
any of our family diedof consumption. He sud that the heart pal-
pitation was caused by cyßpepsi*. Then he said Ihad better take
further advice;be could do no more for me. This was after nine
months of his treatment. Igave upall hopes of getting beter,and,
indeed, noone expectedme to.

"It was winter again, December,1890. One dayIfound a little
book or pnmphlet in the house, that Ihad neverseenbefore. Itwas
aboutamedicine called Mother Seigel'sSyrap, and describeda case
like mine having been cured by it. Without going into all my hopes
and fears on tbe point,it is eDough tocay thatIgota bottlefrom
Mr Kirkhatn, chemist, EllerbyLane. 1took the contents of that
bottle and certainly felt a little better. Itook a second and began to
eat solid food, which agreed withme."

After thisInever loolted behind me, thoughmy recovery was a
work of time, for Iwas verymucb reduced. Istuck to themedicine,
and withgood reason,and at last got back to my work,strong and
well, and have remained so ever since. WhenIwentback to the
works the foreman andothers gatheredround me and asked whatbad
wrought the wonderfulchange. Ianswered, "Mother SeigeL's Syrup
had wrought it." When Isaid Iwished io start work they toldme

must first be examined by a doctor. The doctor said Iwas fit forwork,and 1went to woik the next morning and havenever lost a
minute since."

Iwish others to know what Seigd's Syrup has done for me, and
Igive the propiietorspermission to publish this brief account of my
case. lama cloth preeser by trade,andbave worked at MessrsHep-
worth and t-ons. Clay Fit Lane, for four years. Harvey Askew, 2
Back Timber Haee,Ellerby Lane, Leeds."

Tbe doctor was right in saying that the apparent heart trouble
inMr Askew's case arose from dyspepsia, for dyspepsia washis only
ailment. And it be had used Mother Seigel's Byrup inFebruary,
1890,be would bave bad no tale to tell, for he would have beenall
right directly. As itis, we are glad that after he did try itbe bad
norelapse. lienever looked behind him.

(Pilot,February 6).
Twonotablereligions movementsaregoing on outside of the Catholic
Church inNew England:tbe one,impellingdevout andearnest sonls
intoher visiblecommunion ;theother, for thesatisfaction ofsouls who
lickeither the lightor the courage to go further, grafting Catholic
practices upon Protestantism itself. People not yet old can re-
memberwhenChristmasandEaster wereunthought of inNew Eng-
land outside the Catholic Fold;when a stained-glass window in a
Protestant church would have been denounced as a dangerous"Popish" innovation,and the daughters of thePnritans wouldhave
looked askance at a Madonna. Now practically all tbe Protestant
churches have splendid Christmasand Easter services;many of the
sectshave some sort of Lentenobservances,theirchurch architecture
conforms more and more to the old Catholic model,and pictures
of tha BlessedVirgin adorn many Protestant homes. Among the
more thoughtful there is an almost resentful reaction against " the
purblind foolish policy of thePuritans'Mo theiroppositiontoreligious
symbolism. This finds an especiallycandid and energetic expression
in Bebecca Harding Davis* "

Old Lamps for New," in last week's
Independent. We quote some striking passages. Tbe writer*
having a reasonable mind, instinctively uses the Catholic arguments
for tbevenerationof religioussymbols and images :—:

—"Let us talk common sense about this thing and put aside for
awhiletheprejudice of our grandfathers."Itis folly to say that symbolsand painting or sculpture do*not
powerfully influence the majority of men, Tbe very people,good,
well-meaning menand women, whowould shudder at the introduction
of apicture or crucifix in their meetingbouse, touch their bstrotbal
rings with tenderness, and lo k with brimming eyes at the clothes*
which their dead baby wore. Does not thepoor photograph on the
wall soften their hearts towatdo the prodigal eon who is sowing his
wild oats they know not where1 Did they not march to battle with
stouter hearts for the tight of the old flag going before?"They all know the value of symbol?. They use themin their
college clubs, their political organisations, their friendships, their
tenderest home ties, their treatment of their dead;everywhere

—
but

in their reH<?ion. Why ?"
The Amtric n, passing through Continental Eurape, finds in

almost every to« n galleries of paintings of scenes in thehistory of
the Saviour. At the street corners there is the carven figure of the
Infant Jesus, His hands outstretched to bless. The roofs of the
bouses, even s< metiine3 of tbe barns of pious peasants, bear His
Name;in the fields or in solitary mountain passes stands tbe rude
crucifix, toremind the lonely travellerof him.

"What is all this?"'Romish
'

superstition youbave been taught. Clear your ryes,
look for youigelf, and fee that it is a great object leason, by
which the facts oa which the Christian faith is based reach theknow-
ledge and hearts of the people through their eyes.

"You 'fear that thesi people believe that the poor picture or
stone figure is tbe real God nndmake an idol of it V" Do you believethat it is your real son who hangs on the wall
in tbe photograph, or your country itself that flutters in tbe flag1

11 Do not fall in'o the vulgar error of supposiDg that the man
whom you do not know is necessarily less intelligent and moreof a
savage than yourself."

And she goes en to pleadfor similar object lessens in religious
truthin America for the s.ke of the

"
millions of men, womenand

children in theUnited Stales,both ignorant and educated,whonever
read the Bible, never go into a churoh, never hear a sermon.'1
Furtheron MrsDavis pleads for another Catholic custom, the open-
ing of the churches on week-days. The church " should be
always open," sho >ays; "the place where they could be
sure of finding, what every human being should findeach day, boli-
tude andquiet for abrief space, torecollect himself, toBee wherehe
stands, to face his ownsoul aod bis God. . . . The people whom
we accuse of idolatry before their pictures and crucifixes are not
troubledby these qualms or fears. Spend a morning in a cathedral
in Rouen or Antwerp, and you will seenot only young womenand
oldcroneson their way to market come in and dropon their knees in
silent prayer, but merchants going to change, fashionably-dreesed
young fellows and school-boys. They do no heed you or the crowd.
They say their prayers and go ont as simply and quietly as they
would havebought food. One act is apparently asnecessary to the
day's routine as the other."

The Rev. Dr H&nna, of Belfast, died suddenly one Wednesday
morning. The speechesof Dr Hanna and Dr Kand, usually full of
sonnd and fury, bave long been the delight of the Belfast Orange
Lodges.

Mrs JosephineEntler, oneof the many friends of the late Car-
dinal,emphatically repudiates as a slander tbe statement of writers
in theDaily Nensthat

"
Manning had a contempt for women." Sucha feeling, 6he says,could not be found in such a character as the Car

-
dinal's, for the deceasedprelate wasareal saint,
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allswindlersand liars," thundered Duke Pietro,looking toward thc
judge, jury and State councillors,asbe walked to thedoor, followed
by hit demoniacal friends. Thus ended the famous trial, a travesty
upon justice. Doke Pietro is free, and few peopledoubt that five
monthsinstead of five yearswill b« the length of Duke Francesco's
imprisonment.

She does not realise that the Catholic is drawo to hit open
cbaroh, not by pioture or crucifix,or tbe mere chance for solitude
andquiet,bat by theReal Presence of Christon the altar. Catholics
and Protestants, ashas wellbeen said, live in two different worlds;
and thekindestProtestanteyesstill seethe Churchasthrough aglassi
darkly.

"WHY HE NEVER LOOKED BEHIND HIM."A CHANGE FOR THE BETTER.

29


