
In the closed and deserted jnusic room stood thegrand piano that had- belonged to ElizabethRobertson.
it was a beautiful room, riohly .and tastefully fur-- nished. The -mahogany cabinet was filled with' musde,
fine compositions of the old masters, the best modern-
productions,- and vocal selections.Jrom grand opera/ The
ptano was open, and on the rack was a

'
composition

"

bearing the title, 'Too deep for tears.1 -A marblebustof Mozart stood en th& mantel-piece, and one of Beet-hoven-, laurel-crowned, looking scowlin-gly in thedirectionof "music's monarch.'An,, oriental rug lay on the polished floor. The soft,rich colors were curiously wrought, l>ut exquisitelyblended. The delicate buA-tinted walls were adornedwith a few choice pictures, and the curtains wereline, enough-to have been the handiwork of fairies Itwas neanng the twilight hour when the door wasopen-ed softly, and as one might enter a sanctuary, a fairbut sad-faced woman glided into -the room. Shemovednoiselessly to a shadowy corner, where gleamed-thelon«
"

r0W< £(■ 0^ ,k(,
k(:ys' an^> Reeling,bowed, her head.,.Hilizabeth,'— the soft, sweet voice was a -wail

-
ofpain—' it is the "DeProfundis '-''hour. Ob, my child isyour spirit hovering .near me? ' *

wood
he laM h?f ha*ld With senble touch "on the shining*

'
This was the hour when she loved to pour outhS^ S«°ni *? melody. Only a week ago she satnere, and. to-naght she lies in her grave ' "

Bending,x she kissed Che keys, and at
'
the . touch" ofher lips, a soft minor noteBroke the stillness..She shivered at the sound. 'It is a farewell

'
she

"

r
u
d- A.No one shall ever Press taese keys madesacred .by the touch of her fingers. Her musicIshallSf mSa7f- Thi« P ê '-^e rose and took the Seelf "10 frf the rack-was the last she " playedToo deep for tears '-so is my grief.- Oh, EliLbeth -

" l?L WfC
,i

yoUng ' die; you were beautiful and .good, and life, seemed so * full of "promise Where is
bound

S"°7 lik%,mine ? /You werTSflast^^e that '.Sit Tt eal'\.*ltllOut you> wealth can giveao
tor m are dSdT' ng *° W *** * Lea"tifUl memorF-

"

nalH^in/OiCSi,rti?ii
M
aWSr like-. the m-°anm-°an of theautum-nal wind. She laid the music in, the cabinet, lockedit, and with the key clashed inher hand, left the room

weJht6 Z"? ided by~'- lox, '
Time knowsweight of sleep or weariness. >

hutS'X?obelliS(in hjwi uot «ceasefl t<> mourn Elizabeth,softenedbhi r*USe? »«* UU" anK«^h had beeAsoitened by the Great Consoler.
+».»She

i
hJ^ beeii true t0 her- wovd> and> unyielding tothe pleadings of friends. No one had opened the closed?l&XlC~i c keys were stiH silent- Despite the facttttat she had noti cared again to'aninglein- society andpreferred to liv& in retirement, her station demanded'that she pay the tribute

'

wealth owes to humanityMany appeals were made to her in the name ofcfraritvbhe always responded readily, but mechanically.
Visits- to the haunts of sorrow and- misery did notchange the heart that grief had made cold and un-responsive. She could feel distress, but not pity

'

She?afu,never w?pt since the coffin lid closed over Eliza-beths beautiful face, cold- and white as marble. "

It has been said that there are few things stranger
in a large city than the juxtapositionof the rich and, the poor—the close proximity of wealth and povertyIn- a narrow, crowded street, only a few blocks fromthe sumptuous home of Mrs. Robertson, with shout andsihrill , laughter the

"
children of the poor werefollowinga dark, foreign-looking man, carrying a "hand organ,an<d upon .whose shoulders was perched a hideous littlemonkey wearing a scarlet 'blanket.. The brute's ,keeneyes gleamed with almost human intelligence, and'; thelittle black paw was eagerly extended for pennies, orperchance a cooky. '

*.Both seemed scarce in that vicinity. _
The mantrudged along scowling and "muttering, and would notplay again. At last, where the street merges into amuch-travelled thoroughfare, a- man passing- by -tossed acP*n, ±o the greedy monkey. Then the procession ofchildren halted, the man turned the crank, and the organbegan to grind out the air of a popular song. >'Let me hear the music,' cried a clear, childishvoice, and a. little girl ran from a ya^d inwhielistooda neat cottage, and started to cross the street.
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April 21, Suniday.-^Third Sunday after Easter. Feast of-
the Patronage of St. Joseph.

'
,„ 22, Monday.— SS. Soter and Cai'us, Popes andMartyrs.„ 23, Tuesday.— St. George,Martyr.„ 24, Wednesday.— St. Fidelis of Sigmaringen,Mar-
,, 25, Thursday.— St. Mark, Evangelist.

—
„ 26, Friday.— SS. Ciefcus and Marcellinus,PonesandMartyrs. -
� 27, Saturday.— St. Anastasius,Pope and Confessor.

SS. Soter and Caius,Popes-and Martyrs.
We know very little of these two -Pentiffs except'the '-

manner of thdr deaths. St, Soter won the crown ofmartyrdom in 177; St. Caius, after many sufferings^for the faith, died in, 296, in the reign of Diocletianwhose kinsman he was.
SI. George, Martyr.

St. George has been recognised as patron' of Eng-land since the time- cf the Crusades. Unfortunately,
no authentic details of his life have come downto usHe is believed to have,been a so-ldier, and to havesuffered martyrdom a/bout 303. In emblem of the vic-tory he thus gained over the Evil One, he is oftenrepresented in pictures" as a knight tilting against adragon. °- --

SS. Cletus and Maroeilinus, Popes and Martyns.
St. Cletus, the third of Rome, sufferedmartypdom under Domitian about the year 89. St Mar-ee-llinus occupied the throne of St. Peter during a periodof eight years. He diedMn 304, after having;'enduredm£ n£ .sufferings for the faith .in the cruel .persecution

GRAINS OF GOLD

THE MADONNA FLOWER.
-

There is a favored flower of Palestine—
Hie pale Madonna lily of the plainSo fair is it, so free from spot or stain,

That theyhave named it for thee, Mother mine-Its peerless beauty typical of thine.
T V3;?V3;??1?6 horeMoab's verdantmountains chaina??, le 5?s valleYs> where the humble swainStill watch the lights of far Judea shine.
01Juwhite' white fl°wer of olden Palestine,What tender thoughts your .fragile presence brings !You breathe the -story of the King of Kings,

"

The plain, the shepherds, and the glorious signThe heavenly songs, the sweep of angels' wings,The sweet Madonna, and the Babe :—
lAve Maria.'

Life, to be worthy of a rational being, must be al-ways m progression. We must always purpose to domore or better than in time pa&s
Sorrow is sorrow, wherever you find it, and nobank account can purchase immunity. A grave is agrave whether there is a costly monument above ita headstone of marble. When you reckonwithwIiH S ienCe? 7CU d^cover they areindeoendent of

tank »+ +&°Vlrty +and ctme to -all alik€ ' when youlook at the hearts of men you find the same measure
departure, .what &jhall we carry with us ?
"
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