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monastery. It bore marks of a violent death from stabs with a knife
and the money sbe had recaived was gone. Bearch was then made
in the presbytery, and one of the table knives was found covered
with human blood, and alsc a bandkerchiet belonging to the dead
womap, in which, presumably, the money had been rolled,

Suspicion at once fell on Father Dumounlic, who was, by his
own statement, the last person who had seon Mme, Blanchard alive,
He was tried and convieted, and sentenced to transportation for life
—sentence of death pot being inflicted, partly on account of his
former uoblemished character, and partly throngh the nature of the
evidence. The occurrence excitad much comment at the time, but
was gradually forgotten, and Father Dumoulin was only remembered
a4 an awfal instance of human depravity by most of his former
parishioners,

Bome five months ago, however, a startling revelation ocearred,
Kloter, the sexton was stricken with remorse and publicly confessed
that it was himself who bad murdered Mme. Blanchard for the sake
of plunder. He detailed all the circomstances of his crime with
minute precision. He knew that the lady had a large sum in her
possession, and procuring a knife in the kitchen, be waylaid her in
the corridor, stabbed her to death, and threw the body into a cell
where it was sabeequently found. The knife stained with blood and
the handkerchief ke hid again in the presbytery and kept bimee:f out
of sight for some time. The remarkable fact waa that the next day
after the body was discoversd he was struck with remerse for hie
crimo and told it in confession to Father Dumonlin bimself. The
Iatter, when afterwards accused of the murder. made no attempt to
exculpate himsell, even by casting suspicion on the real culprit, who
thue actually was protected by the priests self-devotion. He not only
guarded the secret of the Oonfessional, but lest he might impair its
obligations, he refrained from even suggesting that the sexton conld
have committed the murder—a soggestion which he would natarally
bave made had not the crime been fully revealed to him in the
sacred tribunal,

In view of Kloser's fnll confession, the Superior Court of Aix
formerly decreed a new trial for Father Dumonhn, wheu he was
unanimously acquitted of the crime of which he had beer so wron gly
adjrdged guilty, His return to his charch atter nearly three years’
exile wan the cocation of a demonstration of the most striking kind,
and ho is now again employed in the worle of his ministry after
giving the world one more lesson of whbat the zeal of Confession

means for & Catholic priest.— Hrchange.
——————

OUR BCHOOLMATES,

-
It don’t seem fwenty years age. It's more than that, I know,
Since we went to the district schoo! in days of long apo,

Your halr is not as dark as thep. Like mine 'tis turning gray,
And from the top that robber, Time, haa stolen some away,

Tha schoolmates of that olden day have drifted ont of sight,

And some Lave laid their burdens down and bade the world good
night,

Above the old schoolmaster’s grave the clover nods its bead

Beside a marble stone that teils tha virtues of the dead,

The school honee, Tom, is not the same, The style has changed
since then ;

The boys who carved upen the desks their names have grown to men ;

The girls we knew are mothers now, with children of their own —

Transplanted flawers, they've changed their names and found another
home,

Tho trees that clostered ‘round the ysrd bave now to giants grown,
The wooden buildings given way to cnes of brick and stone H

The village green, where oft we played from early dawn to dark,
Is now a place of shady noocks—they call it now the park,

Thera's gearce a single apot you'd know ahout the dear, old place:
You'd hardly find io all the town e’en one familiar face.

You ask for John, What John ? they say, Ob, Le's the bank cashier,
And Del! Got smashed up in & wreck. e was the engineer.

Where's Ace? He keeps a dry-goods store down on the atreet below,
And Will is travelling for a house and bails fram Buffalo,

And Jobnnie is a priest, who poiota the way to heaven’s gate—

I used to drive the cows with him when summer days were late,

Where's Alf 7 You'll find bim at the bank, He handles all the cash ;

He played shortstop in onr old team before it went to smash.

And Gene?! Why, Gene's a lawyer now, and climbing loward tke
top,

Hig bair climbed half way up his head and there it had to stop,

And what’s become of Cora, Belle, and all the other girls,
Whose laughing eyes and roguish ways and sunny daocing curls
Ware wont to sent our youthfal hearta to beatiog with delight,
When life was in its morning hour before we dreamed of night ?

Wby, Cora married long ago, wnd in & Hoosier town

That madeap of your day and mine at last has settled down ;
And Belle {a married and divorced, Bhe's living now at home ;
The fairest flower of all the flock ia lett to bloom alone,

Where's Mattie? Maltie went to sleep while life was in its apring ;
Above her grave the grasses grow and robin red-breasts sing,

And Mollie’s married. 'Round her knees the children cluater DOW,
And threads of silver fleck the brown that curls abova har brow,

No wonder I feel old to-night, The boya and girls I knew,

With bair of gold and red and brown and eyes of black and blus,
Are sober men and matrons now with silver in their hair,

And careworn wrinkles in their cheeka that once wereronnd and fair,

God’s blessings on the boys and girls I knew in daya of old,
God's bleseivg on the lambs that strayed from out cur village fold.
And when at last the Master calls the flock again to meet,
May not & single face be missed from heaven's golden street.

. — Chicago Matl,

SHE WILL NEVER TELL THE SECRET.

HERE i8 a piece of glass ; it {scut into facets ; it ia pure white glass ;
it 18 fit to be one of the pondants hanging from a chandelier in g
millionaire’s drawing room ; it ie about as big e a hagle nut. How
it aparkles as 1 bold it np between my thomb and finger. Yet it is
merely glass and scarcely worth a shilling, oh ! if I only knew how
to tora it into A diamond I-—n blue or a rose dismond! Why,
there are thousands who would give alt their bealth, and then mort-
gaga their sonls, to buy it of me. Then good-bye to work and care,
for I should be rich beyond the dreams of avarice. Who will show
me the process? Alas! nobody, Who will tell me how to trane-
mute tin or copper into shining gold? Alas! nobody, A bit of
coal is carbon. A diamond is aleo carbon. Where ig the link
between them? We yearn to know. Thounsanda of men have
burned out life's candle in the effort to ascertain, How vaioly | In
the bosom of her hills natore hides that secret, as she hides the
secret of man's destiny under mounntains of sshes snd crumbling
bones. On our bended knees we beg her o break one unbroken seal,
to epeak one unspoken word, Bhe only regards us with con-
temptuous pity and remains for ever damb.

Yet, is there no other mystery, just as deep, that comes home to
yoor thoughts in a way to frighten you? Think s wminute, man.
What bailds and repuirs the house you live in, that is, your body?
What changes s loaf of bread into nerves, flesh, skin, and muscle?

What does this mean? as when a lady says of her daughter,
% 8he took food, but got no strength from it,” It means that in her
case the bass produocts of the ground were not turned int.olthe
diamond eslled the human body., What does that mean, in familiar
Eoglisn? Bimply that the process of digestion is interrupted, a
procese stranger than transmutation of copper into gold would be,

The lady proceeds to say that her daughter was seventeen years
of age when she was taken ill. This is the age of hope, brightnese,
vigour, and enjoyment, and, by rights, illness ought to be unknown to
it. Btill, she lost her strength, and languished aa though stricken by
time, She grew tired and weak, and could keep nothing on her
stomach. Bhe would, so her mother eays, often throw up a quantity
of green fivid a8 bitter aa gaul. This was bile, the flzid which in
health nature takes from the blood and sends to the bowels to aid
digestion there. The liver, failing to do this work, the bile remaina
in the blood, and is returned to the stomach, which rejecta it as
poison, That iz & part of it. The rest saturates the body, producing
beadache, nervous depression and debility, bad dreams, cold handa
and feet, furred tongue, yellow eyes and skin, dizziness, bad taste in
the meuth, and the gulpiog up of nanseating gae and slime, w1th_loss
of appetite and smbition for labour or pleasure. The state of thiogs
is often called a billions attack, and is part of the _resuits and
symptoms of indigestion and dyspepsia, This affected life, to yonng
or old, is one constant misery. It is the copper, the glass; not the
gold or the diamond. .

" This was my daughters condition,” addas her mothsr, “f,;
nearly two years, She took various medicines, _aud wad treated by
n physician, bat without benefit, Bhe grew daily weaker, and with
her decline onr anxiety incressed. We koew not what to do, nor
where to look for help, ‘

" 1t was at this worrying time that we first heard of the pre-
paration called Mother Beigel’s Byrup, and read the statements of
different persons who said they had derived great good from it,
Thinking, or rather hoping, that it might avail something in my
daughter’s case, 1 procured a bottls from _Mr Rogers, ].3”"5 8tores,
Mauliiogar. To our great joy she found relief after taking the firag
bottle, and before she had finished the third one she was completely
cured and has bad no retara of the complaint, I bave since recom-
mended Scigel’s Syrop to maoy friends and neighbours, The facts
in my daughters case are well known to Mr Rogers andto others in
the vicmity. I n{mend my initiale and address; R, J, M,
Slanemore. near Mullingar, Ireland.”

Mr Rogers certifies aa follows :— .

' I remember tha lady above named informing me of the enre of
ker daughter by taking Beigel’s S8yrap, and can womch for the
accaracy of the statement.

BICHARD @. RocREs,
% Muilingar, June 4, 1891,

To recar to oor illustration, we may say that thq remedy em-
ployed assisted nature to resume her work of producing the moet
precions of sll her jewels—henrltb and bappiaese.
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