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The Family Circle

BOYHOOD DAYS.
Oh! our merry boyhood days,
When the beart is young,
And through woeed and winding ways,
Hope’s glad bells are rung;
Then on hill aud smiling lea,
Nature's kiss 1s fair,
Warward wills go laughing lree,
With joy evervwhere,

Ob! our blissinl boyhood days,
Bright as mountain nill,

That Dawn’s faivy-wand arrayvs,
In ray vobes that thrill.

What ave hours, or davs, or vears,
When the skies are hlne?
When smiles are undimmed with tears,
And all hearts are Lrae?

Olt! our happy boyhood dayvs,
When time s o drean,
Tinged with hrichtest raiubow e,
Fringed with pleasnre™s gleam .
Then the mountain heichts ook oriond,
Far-off vales smile {air,
And on Tafe’s wide Faive-land,
talls no shade ol care.

Oh! our hopetul boyhood days.
Speut "mad deemms and flow"rs,
Fianey's castles then we raise
With cloud-picreing tow’rs.
Thettph the waorld has gone all weoner
Right yet might shall swiite,
With our laughter and our cuner,
We will set all eisht.

Ah! e hless™d boy Bood daas,
On Time's frue, stern feaeds,
All oo soon we sdby oaze.
At their Jast gald sonds,
Yeb those davs—hest of one yemrs!
Were not bved in vain,
It they through our manbood fears,
Cheer us on again,
— . Jonx Faser Canies.
Lo
CATHOLIC CHURCH TO LART FOREVELR.

A non-Catholic correspoadent whe considered (he con-
dition of his own Church shaky recently asked the Londen
atfialie Times what 1s Lle prospect that the  Catholie
Church will last for the guidance and instraczion of man,
“The Testimony of the lMathers on the pownt,” sad the
Times, “1s plain and abundant. * Not for 2 ]-rie'{.pvriuzl,’
savs St. Angustine, © was the Church to exizt on this earth,
but the Church will he Lere sill the end of the world,

The Church shall not he conquered ; shall net he rooted up;
nor give way before any trials whatever till the end of this
world shall come and out of this temporal dwelling-place
wo he received into that cternal one’ ™ ¢ Unhelievers
think,” he says elsewhere, ¢ that the Cliristian rvliuicm‘ will
last for a certain period in the world and will then disan-
pear. But it will remain as long as the snn—as I(m"_’:‘ as
the sun rises and sets; that is. as long s the ages of time
shall roll, the Church of Guod. the true Bady of Christ on
earth, will not disappear.” As o the perpetuity of _thu
Chtholie Church, eur correspondent can make his winld
easy.”’ .
GO0H00 0%
FLOWERS OF THE DEVOUT LiFE.
Tur Scring wiTn LiGHT-TIPPED TrNcens,

The lives of Irish saints are remarkably yich in won-

ders. These very wonders are themselves wonderful in

that they present [eatures which ure quite naknown, or,
at Reast, are very rarely to be found i the lives of saints
of other lands. A french writer, M. Henry de Varigny,
relerring reeently to the vovages of S Brendia—who once
kept Kaster on the back of a whale—says: “Let ug take
his legend not as being mnre or less an Iistorien? document,
but as thoush it were u fexk in which is reflected the
thought and psychology of i(he perind whieh gave it bhicth.™"
These words are very nuplicable to seversl ineidents in ihe
Iife ol another holy  rish personage,  Muarianus Scottns,
who eaded his lifs at Ratishon, and noiahly da they heap
ol the pretly story we wre abont to relate. Beneath the
cmbellishments of the legend mav he discerined deeds, tr-
ditions, babits of life which claiw Lheir place i the history
ol ideas and enstoms.

Like many another Trish monlk. Marianus, whe died
about 1080, was o mosg indnstrions writer. 1, even now
inour own day, so many wreat Gbrarioe not anly i Tre-
land. and Fngland hoi also in continenial Eunrope—-are
possessed of numerous Iridh mannseripty, it s the paticut
Iibor af these seribes from heverl e sen ihat this is le.

Aller wmany wanderings for the love of Cheisl, Mar-
innus reached Ratishon (o stay Tor good. and there he he-
came e vuest of the nows of the monastery of ihe lower
fown (Niedermunster), who yuarierol hine in g small el
where i peaceful seelusion e spent AT vest of his days.
I"or the nse of ihe pions witdows of the jown he ocenpieil
his fime tramseribing porbable copies of the Pealinge the
usual praver-book of {hat day- s well as other Billieal
texts and litwreiea! hooks for #he poor eleruy of fhe place,

e worked noi onle beday I Tar duis the nighi. ond
was the enstom, when Pwtlight dailed, for o Sidor to
hring him a lamy for his mght work,  Bui onere 50 fell onl
that the good run fnerot {his daty. Marianns, who as o
cechise never loft his coll, conld ok go I wzearch of a
Tnmp Wiwsell, vior had hie o hell o anyoneans wherehy he
condd communiente his nleli (o oither dimmates of ihe
eonvent s but, far from bejpg upset by his misforinne, e
mitietly weng an w rifine fuothe dark.
bo Bior Ao raise Bis Lofe arn Iy
Bl and sa open wide his hoondl.

than (he divie HEeTeY [erinig Led

Sddon]y i occinrred
re<ting il elhow on {he
Nocsooner was 10is one
three of i< finvers (o
elow and Lo omit e mueh ot over his workiahle ik thren
lamps conld nok lave done" savs his Bioranhoer.

The Yorgetinl non il adready vone (o bed hefore he
hethoughl Tierself of her neplocts Sl vt e arose, and,
acemmpnied by lwo or Ahree of {he Rislers. hurried
Yiptoe 1o the eell of 1he haoly ol wan. By oreal wng the
sirprise of them all when throwgh the <0 of the door they
s streawing hright ravs of Tieehi .

oan

SUHE creater way iheir
wander when they had assured themselves 1hat 1he Tight:
which flooded the cell more brilliantly “ihan {he midday
sun’ proceeded from e very fingers of Marianus, .
The haviographor who relstos this prodipy wlds {hat
the s, trembling with exeitement, went hurricdly to
the abbess to roport what they beheld, and he further folls
us that the news of e miracle spread rapidiy on {lo
morrew ameng the cergy and good Lownsfolk of Ritishon,
liv the Vienng Library i o very fine maniseript ol 10a
Epistles of St Paul writion by the hand of Marianus Seot-
ts of Ratishon,  Tat ns imagine it was over {he leaves of
this very codex that fell the brithiant Hehi from {he serithe's
tprovised Tamp.—- 1., Comgand, in the Cadfialio fuliofin,
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FACE TO ¥ACK,
I to taste Thee, Tord, is so wondlrons sweef,
Throngh the veils of Faith, ns 1 kueel sl Your Feet,
With o throbbing heart and o birning soni
In the mysiic vision of Loye's great ooal- -
IF the glimpsing fash of Thy iender erace
olds me.a eaptive hefore Thy sweei Fyee
And Thy glorious Presence so fidden and fraztl
Sends a flood of jov from the Host's pure veil,
O, hew ean o dream of the swoetness nnioeld
When earth’s mists have fled and Thy Glory helold,
When T apen Uhe arms of my Tove-thirsty sonl
To drink and I fillod—uot in part. it in whole,
And Thy Smile and Thy Voice. onee unseen and unheard
Envelop me—shroud me—>MY LORD AND MY conr

—Marasuer L. Cuxxixeuaar,

Thomas Munro Bater and Pastryeook, Gisborne.
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