
ThbFeastof the Most Holy Bosary wascelebratedby a procession
of schoolchildren, which tookplaceat 3 p;m. The children,neatly
cladandcarryingbanners, marched from their respectiveschools to
the Church. The fifteen mysteries were recited— the versesbeing
Bung, with the assistanceof theDominicanNuns' choir,and the boys
and girls alternatively repeating the prayers. Benedictiono( the
MostHoly Sacrament was afterwardsgiven.

In theevening tht choir wasreinforcedby thepresence of Miss
Fisher (of Wellington), Miss Bose Blaney, and Mr F. L.Jones.
Miss Fisher, who possesses a very fine contralto voice,sang Gounod's"There is a green hill far away

"
and Weiss' "O Salutaris,"in both

of which Bhe delighted the congregation. Miss Blaney sang,with
her accustomed sweetness and expression,Garcia's "SalvaMaria,"
with violin obbligato by Mr E. Parker. Mr Jones sang,with ad-
mirable effect, " Waft her, angels." Tbe choir were quite up to
their usual excellent Btandard, and Mr Vallis wasatthe organ.—

The Bishop,who)preachedon theBosary of theBlessed Virgin,
quoted the following passage from Lecky :— "Tbe worldis governed
by its ideals;and seldom or never has therebeen one which has
exercised a more profound, or, on the whole, a more sain,
tary influence than tbe mediaeval conception of the Virgin.
For tbe first time woman waselevated toher rightfulposition, and
the sanctity of weakness wasrecognised as well as the sanctity of
sorrow. No longer the slave or toy of man— no longer associated
only withideas of degradation andof sensuality

—
womanrose in the

person of theVirginMother into anew sphere,andbecame tbe object
of a reverentialhomage of whichantiquity badnoconception: Love
was idealised. The moralcharm and beauty of female excellence
was, for the first time, felt. A new type of character was calledinto
being;a new kind of admiration was fostered. Into a harsh and
ignorant and benighted age this ideal type infused a conception of
gentlenessand of purity unknown to the proudest civilisation of the
past. In the pages of loving tenderness which many a monkish
writerhas left inhonour of his celestial patron;in themillions who,
in many landsand inmany ages,havesought, with nobarrendesire,
tomould their characters into her image;in those holy maidens,
who, for tbe love of Mary, have separated themselves from all tbe
glories and pleasuresof the world, toseek in flstings and vigils and
humble charity to render themselves worthy of her benediction ;in
the newsense of honour, in the chivalrousrespect, in tbe softening
of manners, in the refinement of tastesdisplayed inall the walks of
society;in these and many other ways,wedetect its influence. All
that was best in Europe clustered round it,and it is the origin of
many of the purest elements of our civilisation." The most rev
preacher alsoquoted tbe following lines from Longfellow :—":

— " Prince
Henry (on gaininga view of Italy after passing the Alps).

Oh,hadIfaithas in the days goneby,
That knew nodoubt, and feared no myßtary I" * # " ♥

This is indeed tbeblessed Mary's land,
Virgin and Mother of our dearBedeemer!
All hearts are touchedand softened ather name,
Alike thebandit with the blood-stainedhand,
The priest,theprince, the Boldier, and thepeasant,
Tbeman ofdeeds,the visionary dreamer,
Pay homage to her as one everpresent I
And evenas children, who havemuch offended
A tooindulgent father, ingreat shame,
Penitent,andyet not daring unattended
To go intobis presence,at the gate
Speak with tbeir sister andconfiding wait
'Tillshegoes inbefore and intercedes;
Somen,repenting of their evil deedp,
And yet not venturing rashly to draw near
With their requestsan angry Father's ear,
Offer toher tbeir prayersand theirconfession,
Andshe for them inHeaven makesintercession.
And,if our faith hadgivenus nothing more

Don't worryyourbrainabout themanvn the moon,butstudy theman
inyour ownsuit of clothes.

If everyindividualperson took thebest possiblecare of himself,
institutionsof charity wonldsoon go out of fashion. There's a deal
of sensein thesaying that"Charity begins athome." When aman
has got toswim ordrown, be willat leastmake a laudableeffort to
swim. Perhapswecoddle oneanother toomuch. Asin anarmy,so
in society— we depend individually upon the commander andthe
multitude. It'sabadthing,because it inducesaman to trust toluck
and tonumbers and nottobis owncourage and wits Consequently,
when trouble comes, it findsus not ready :ignoranthow to fight and
conquer it.

For example,here is our good friend,Mr John Wilkinson, of
Norbury, Whitechurch, Salop, who not long agosaid toanacquain-
tance:'* Lad, lamdone for." Why did he think so? Because the
doctors had given him up to die of consumption. Enough to scare
himif ho really had consumption. But did be ? Ah, that is the
question.

He tells his story thus:"Icome," hesays,"of astrong,healthy
family,andupto tbe springof1885Iwasalways welLIcould lift,run,
andjump withanyone,and walk thirty miles aday withease. About
Aprilof thatyearIfelt something coming overme whichgradually
fasteneduponme. AtfirstIfeltdull,heavy,and tired,withasinking,
all-gonesensation at thepit of the stomach,and painin theaideand
between the Bhoulder-bladee. My skin grew sallow,and the whites
of my eyes weretinged with a yellow colour. Ihad a fonl taste in
tbe mouth, particularly iv the morning. My mouth and teethwere
covered with a thick slime, and a thin watery fluidcame up frommy
stomach 'into mymouth.'

My appetite failed,and what little foodImanaged toeat gave
me great pain. Ibad a tight feelingin my chest androundboth
sides as if Iwas heldin a vice, andIgot weakerand weaker and
very low in spirits. Thereseemed tobenolife or soul left in me."By-and-byeIbegan to haveahacking cough, which mademe
lose adealof sleep. Indeed,Icould not rest atnight onaccount
of it. Iwould lie awakeallnight long coughing and spitting. As
time wentonIbecame so reducedIcould scarcely getabout. When
Idid venture outdoorsIhad to be constantly stopping torest,asI
walkedalong thelanes, for fear of falling."Itried allkindsof medicines,and was under the doctor,but
without getting relief. In this miserable wayIdragged on for six
months. Allmy friends andneighbours thought Iwas breakingup
and wasnot long for this world."One day a friend of mine, Mr Thomas Bateman, gamekeeper,
Marbury, seeingme sobad,asked me how my oomplaint cameon.
Ireplied:"Iamdone for;Ishall neverget wellagain, lad.'" Thenhe said,'Don'tsay thatuntilafter youhave triedMother
Seigel's Curative Syrup.' And he went on to tellmehow this medi-
cine cured him after be was at death's door andgiven up by the
doctors as being ina consumption. So, to leave nothingundone,I
sent to Wbitchurch and bought the remedy. After taking three
bottles allpainandsickness left me;Icould eat anything, and the
cough and tbe spitting, as wellas thepainin the chest, left me,and
Iwasawell man."'1tell everybody bow Mother Seigel's Syrup saved my life,and
you are at liberty to publish my statement in order that other
sufferersmayknow what to do.

(Signed) "JohnWilkinson, Shoemaker.
Norbury, Whitchurch, Salop."

The cases of these two men, Bateman and Wilkinson, were
almostidentical in symptoms and character. Both had indigestion
and dyspepsia, both apprehended consumption, and both were
happily cured by the same medicine. How many others, situated
as they were, are there in this country! Hundreds of thousands 1
Ah, the dreary,dreadful daysthey have to pass through,right on the
road to tbe grave, for unhelped theymust surely die.

Are you,whoread these lines, oneof thissufferingmultitude, or
do youknow anyone who belongsto it1 We saybut a wordto you—

dou't expect to get well through waitiag and vaguely hoping.
Study theman in your own suit of clothes. Otherwise, act on your
own good judgment andon the reputation of a remedy which has
such evidence toprove its power.

Lord Obief JusticeColeridge bad the temerity the other day to
tell the sonof aduke that the peoplehad certainrights, and that if
a commoner were assaulted by a duke on the public highway, there
would be tronble for tbe nobleman. The case which elicited this
remarkable pronouncementwas that of a workingman against the
Duke of Rutland, theplaintiff complaining of having beenknocked
down by one of his Grace'sgamekeepers for being in the way when
the latter wasdrivinggrouse for his Grace*shooting. The evidence
givenduring tbe trial of the suit showedthat tbegamekeeperknocked
the plaintiff downon tbe highway and that when the plaintiff com*
plained of this treatment to the Duke's son,LordEdward Manners,
the latter (who belies his name)replied:"Go to thedevil. If you
areshot your life will be on your own bead." This, the Lord Chief
Justice said,could not be tolerated from any person, dnkeorother.
Lord EdwardManners, interposing at thispointin theremarksof the
LordChiefJustice, said thathis Lordship'swords seemed toholdhim
(Lord Edward)up as a prospectivemurderer. To this LordCole-
ridge replied:"Ionly said whatIconsideredit my duty tosay."
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Than this example of allwomanhood,
So mild, so mercifnl, so strong, sogood,
Sopatient,peaceful, loyal, loving,pore,
This wereenough toprove ithigher and truer
Thanall the creeds the worldhadknownbefore.

NEVER MIND THE MAN IN THE MOON.

"cross themind. Butabore all,standing ont in boldrelief,throwing
a lustre of beanty and dignity and romance around, there are the
nameand figure of MaryQueenof Scot. The grandestmonument to
her honour is theholdher name has secured ineveryheart, and the
crowds of pilgrims who stand in awe,yearafter year,inHolyrood
witness theinfluenceof thatname. Poor Queen MaryIlittle under-
stood, lessappreciated inher day, betrayed and slandered by those
who fawnedon her, beliedandmisrepresented by those who differed
from her, persecuted even to death by her nearest friendsI Time
will yet doher justice. Even now the film of prejudice is melting
from the eye,the noise and confusion of angry strife are wearing
away, the dust and mist of the struggle aredisappearing, and the
day is comingwhenScotland willrejoice in the vindicatedhonour of
her Queen."
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