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PRAY FOR THE DEAD.

3 or the dead !

o p:;ii‘l; l()l;:;i;gfm where the withered grasses
K:lﬁng sway on a once bright head ;

m:s mer dies, and the dying flowers
a‘mfnﬂemember your loved and dead !"

Slgh&mg' guttering, whirling, ralling,
n\.cs come down with a sob of paln,

LeCﬂome to cover the dear ones lying

nder the cold Novemner rain ;‘ '
Cold us clay when the soul h'na fled ;
o} pray, pray forthe dead !

oh! pray, pray for the dead!
Every second death is calling,
Dear ones ]l like the Autumnleaves ;
Where™ the grove that has lost no garland ?
Where's tlie home where no mourney grieves?
Grieves for those who perhaps in angulsh,
parred from glory nre doomed to roawn,
Voiceless, helpless  Obh, you loved them !
Begorr Father to call them home, i
Home from sutlering, darkness, dread ;;
oh! pray, pray for the dead !

on! pray, pray for the dead!

pray for those whom lh.c yn_\\'nlng billows
gwullowcd down in their fearful wrath,

Those whe ,corched by the breath of fever,
Fell like grass in the mower’s path ;

Those who d ropped by the wiy unnotleed,
Those Wi Jdied In the Lattle’s din;

All are loved by our Lord, m.m holy,
Allmust sutler who stoop tosin ;

Plead for Test for each weary head,

ol ! pray, pray for the deard !

Ol ! pray, pray for the dueart !

Buried rriends, can we ever forget you,
you who felt for our weal or woe?

God be with you, our silent sleeper«,
Lying under the tarfso low !

L‘selcss. vain is our weak bewaidling,
valn are murmur and sob and tear;

What. ob, what ean oar grief avall you,
Lifeless dust that wasonce £o dear

Hark ' asizh from each lowly bed :

O pray, pray for the dead !

“THE SIMPLE TRUTH,”

By Saka TRAINER SMITH.

———

)EGHY Dalton lived within fouy bare walls,
] mueh as Truth must have lived at the bot-
tom of hier well,—longing tor Hght and warmth
and heauty, but fearless atd undaunted in hope
for the future,

The #seeond story back! of one of the mean
little houses up a dirty court was all she called
peme. UL all the universe God made, not one
thing wasever visihle there but a pateh of sky,
jar offand dimed by smoke and mist except
when the winter stars of morning shone clear.
fegey, on her way to early Mass, used to look
up at theme with a whispered blessing. Be-
sagre they hiel thus Jooked down upon her
sirlbood In creen Ireland, they alone secmed
kindly naturil in her lone old age.

[[anyone cures for Pegey™s portrait, it is on-
Iy necessary too go tn the nearest Catholie
c'nun-h inany city, and walt near the door for
early Mnce. To it there will surely come a
quaint and unmistakable figure in apron and
Jhawl, close back bopnet and wide bordered
sup, rosary—and, perhaps, wmbrella—in hand-
Plotographed as she stands, wrinkles a little
anoothied away, defeets shaded ofl, genera)
dteel rathier vague, but eges darkened, and
wir whitened to snow-white, there will be
pepuy. Or, the next thing o her—a gowml old
rish woman, *with no nonsense about her'r
For Pegey wa< that, A brave sweet-natured,
pure-hearted, honest old woman, dolnyg her
st To live as God willed.

Pecey was o widow . ‘I'o her it secmed a long
tme s1nen she last saw ber husband's rugged
vet pleasant old face, and heard his faint volee
inhis ln=t tinks nnd blessings as he slowly
taded before her. In reality, tt was scarcely
more than two years sinee his death, theve in
gell's Court. HBut they had been very hard
veurs, Life had never been easy to Peggy, but
bafore this there had always heen some one to
share it hardehips, some one to ense the bur-
den when passing elremmstances added to ity
weight, same one to even earry it a briet space
while she spatehed  the rest from routine
that wis doubly sweet. Now there wuas no
change, no rest, no help, no sympathy, full and
etire hecatise of iushare in the trinl, whatever
itmizht be. ‘There were neighbors, to be sure
and kindiy ones, spite of their own great ueeds
and seant ~upplies, Dut what did they know
o the whole hitterness and 1S rare swaotening?
Nut one of thiemn had ever “*secn the sun golden
anthe Liftey," ever stumbled with hier through
the darkuess before dawn to the Little Chapel
and Father O'Toole’s contessional, ever danced
~ith Nors and Patsey and Dennis and Bridget
and the others when Peggy was young and a

dancer with the best. Above all, not one
of them  had  ever henrd the  small
voices o Pesgy's  little ones  so0  soon

hushed in death, or even heard of Jumsey,—
Jamsey, her heart's delight and her heart's
w08, Ler youngest, lier dearest, her only living
and her only lost child. Ah ! with no part nor
lotin these memories, sympathy with present
trials iacked the tenderness of regret and the
comfort ofhope. Peggy was Indeed alone.

8he wns very poor. From the first there had
been little whe could do inthe New World lire,
Ske wus no ekilled servant, and no *“‘hand’’ of
any sort in shop or faectory. But so long as
Johinllved, there had always been something
toeat, albeit scanty and plain as bread and
water, There had always been fire part of the
day, at least, und if there wine no lght for the
darkness, there was always John to talk with,
and theglow or his pipe that was meat and
drink to Lim and, sympuathetically, to her.
Now, inher damp and mounldy room, oppressive
Insummer, iron eold in winter, Peggy sat out
maLy adreary vvening or ¢rept intobed at what
Was sunsetiin the world where the sun count-
&, cold, huugry, tired and lonely—yes ! beyond
words.  Ljut shie was brave. Shehad her pray-
ersand her heads. Over and over she mur.
mured the fumiliar wornds, over and over she
told the well-worn deeades, nnd looking on to
“the morn's Mass,” dropped nsleep with a
‘mileon her lips ps often ag not, With the
Best lghtening of the darkness of night, she
Fasupand oft,  Netther cold nor heat, nelther
Storm nor shower, neither the growing woak-
n.es.h ofage ot the wenriness bhor nof Insuffi-
‘ient nourishiment, kept her  within doors
after that hour., All that the lighted altar
lmmml to lier in its beautiml and pure ndorn-
‘PKﬂ.murl' prosperotts lives can never Know.
Toher our 1ord was indeed all,—I1is shrine,
Iherhlr(n‘.'.:lmld and her shelter. There she was
edand clothed, warmed and refreshed,  Inthe
”'_"“‘sht and the comtort of that hrour of pro-
mise, she went through the tof! and sorrow of
the day,

Late risurs in the court—sny, stx o'clook—
\\'((m,l(l seeher trotting briskly home, Withthe
‘IJ'*)'.H' \\"?rk hefore hier, there was no timo to
Ay, There was “the house”—it was perhaps
ten feet squure—~to clean aud put in spotless
Srder, for Peggy was ns cleanly as she was
FUFe Of hicart. There was tho day’s iiving to
l“)‘::".lﬂml the ono pieasant thing about it was
em:@l:mgu that it mnight bo n good one. Itwas
In lhé l\vnvlh 4 basket and many weary tramp,
knluin):lh-k(.l lhc‘re was always some of Peggy’s
!lmcm:.homc of her scwl’ng and some of her
elso. Slg and lronlyg. There was nothing

16 bid the wisdon of the very wise in

that she never attempted more than she eould
accomplish. She made no pretentlon: 1o buy-
ing and selling, for hers were not the wits to
sharpen against other wits. She had a line of
her own. When John dled, there was still
something in the old Irish chest. With her
face yet wet with the salt and bitter tears of
widowhood, Peggy had set about despoiling
lierself of her last treasures., She cut up her
remnants of Irish linen—saved so long io make
Jamsey’s shirts, “whin he came that length,”
—and fashioned them into coarse, yet snowy
aprons. She put her nimble fingers to her cuts
of Irish yarn, and knitted peasants’ stockings,
thick and warm and soft. Then she went out
into the streets und sold them. Not an apron
nor a puir of the stockings cver saw Bell’s
Court agaln. Something in her dear old Irish
Iuce, still alittle rosy if wrinkled, something
in her blue Irish eyes, still with a twinkle in
their dimness, in soft, cheery volce, plaintive
ay it was with fear and hope, both struggling
for the mastery,—above all, something in the
hearts God softened to wards her in her hour
of need, established Peggy in business. From
that day she hind gone on in the same way.
Pegey’s aprons, Pogey's stockings, Peggy’s
starched sun-bonnets had a reputation in a
small business world, If Peggy had had rour
hands instead of two, four rooms instead of
one, four days sunshine lnstead of seven days
twilight In every week, and four thmes the
price of her articles instead of the miserable
plttance for which she fold them, s=he would
have becn very well ofi—=for Peggy. Even
then, there are not many of us who woulgd
have envied her suecess,

As it was, Pegey found it hard to get aloug,
It was now Marcl, but cold as midwinter. She
awoke shivering, after sleeplng without com-
fort. Never had she so often asked herself the
guestion, “*\What shall I do ?’” never had she
walt so anxiously for the answer. But
still, she waited with no fear or doubt.

“There’s but three ov thhin ' she sald to her-
self, one morning, laying her wares in the
basket with careful hand, and lghtly sinooth-
ing the aprons ot which she spoke. **An’ the
sun-bonuets is no good without the sun. An’
whatto do wid mesi!f I don't know !

Her hands trembled so she could scareely tle
the strings of her bonnel, and there wuas even
a quiver on her geatle old mouth. But she
foreed it to sinile, though wistfully.

“Shure, Peggy Dulton, wud ye play me that
thrick * An*methat good to ye! Did I iver
lave ye yer lone? No,ye niver did, Lord! I'll
saythatfurye! An'it’s mesilfdo feel shame
fur that ould Peggy, the erather. But jt's
impty she s, Tord, an’ there’s more room fur
timptation. Ye'll rurgive her this wanet?
An’ yer Blissid Mother 'l go bail fur her—that
will shiet More be token, I'll say me prayers
this blis~idninit.”

There was no one to hear this strangely
familiar yet reverential soliloquy,—no une to
see the kneeling fgure, wilh thin hands clasp-
ed on the worn handle of the hasket, and the
pale, almost tranpsparent faee uplifted. These
are the lessons of the poor the world loses.
More often than we think, the holes and corners
ot their shelters are the niches or sainte,

It was yet early in the day when she reached
her favorite resting place, an angel of a grand
old chureh on ber route.  Here, if the weather
was bad, was purtial shelter und a stone coping
bhroad cnoueh tor a scat, Here, her hest cus-
tomers had come to her. Here, i her stow!
hieart seemed failing her, she erept In at the
ever open door and up the long, warm aisle to
kneel beneath the star-like iamp of the sanctu-
ary, and tell over her sins and her sorrows, her
neeads and her blessings. Usually, by the time
she reached it the Masses for the day were all
over, and the stillness anbroken save by the
ruint footfall of an oceasional visitor like her-
selt, but to-day the doors stood wide open, and
there was every preparatton for a grand
solemnity of some kind, Already the aisles
were Hlling, and carriages driving up with
tresh arrivals,

“Glory be 1o God!™ whispered Pepgy, de-
voutly. “An'yerin luck to-day, Pegey Dal-
ton, ye ongrateful ould sinner. Au’it’s yver poor
ould bones it take kindly to the prayin® now,
I thinkin'.”

Basket in hand, ~she slipped qguietly into the
s{de aisle andinto an cmpty pew. Mass wus
not yet begun, A stately catatfalgue in the
centre aiste told Pegey the ohjeet of the rolemn-
Ites,—a requiem Mars for some dignitary of
Church or State. The people arounid her were
evidently not Catholics, but sight secrs ofgreat
curiosity and utter lgnorance of all they saw.
But they were not all alike iwldifferent, irrever-
ent, untdill-bred  Peggy'sattention was gently
drawn to those behind whom she knelt, two
young girls, soft-volced and gracious, interest-
ed and enger, but unobtrusive. Puegey heard
thelr questionings until her heart burned with-
fn her in her sweet old face attracted thenotice
of one. She was a very pretty creature, very
falr and pure looking, with a bright smile as
it beammed on Peggy.

“Ye're not a Catholie, dear?”
Peggy, bending forward.

sShe shiook her dainty head.

“ AN’ ye know nothin® about it, at all, at all ?”

Again she shook her head. Ifer companion
turned @ listening face, serfous and noble, older
and wiser,

“Ah! childer dear!” sighed Peggy- “‘Ah,
me heart’sbruk wid the t'ought ov ye! An'ye
s0 purty an’ so plisint wid ye, too. Ob, shure,
the Blissid Savior is thinking’ov ye thig minit!
Pray, childer, pray whin the little bell rings,
an’ He comes among us wid His own tinder
Heart. Ax Him fur a blissin’ thin. Ah, will
ye now ?”’

The falr one loocked at her companion, with
a red tlush ofembarrassment but no irritation.
Pegzy's whisper was 50 goft and her blue eyes
47 tenderly entreating, It would have been
hard hearts indee:d that resented her evident
sincerity. The old girl answered gravely.

sWe will, indeed ! Do not forget us in your
prayers, either.”

s“)e blisgin® on yez! Shure, I'll pray hard
an’ fast fur ye.”

The Mass went on with splendid beauty In
all its ceremontial, in all its awful meaning, its
solemnly sweet musie, speaking of the End,
the terribly swift-coming Epd. FPeggy told her
beads, and forgot all else of carth. The twoglrls
knelt reverently, prayed fervently, vague
as It all was to them. When it was over, they
turned to smile again at *“ the dear old woman.”
But she wns gone, and silently and thought-
fully they tollowed in her wake to the door.

There was a shrill shriek from without as
they reached It, and a sllght swaying and
surging of the crowd which blocked thelr pas-
spge. They henrd something of an accldent,
horses, an old woman,—all confused and
broken. Then some one pushed through the
crowd to them, nnd » man—a stranger—snid
tn the etder:

« Migs Graham, there hasheen « slight ac-
cident with your earringe, Your econchman
appents to bedrunk,~or out of his mind. You
had better wait hiere until it is attended Lo for
There Is n erowdont there, and It may

whispered

you.

he unplessant.”
Miss Guesham lnid her band tirmly ou the lit-

tle one of her companion, who clasped her arm
in terrov.

« An necident?? she said. Y CunT do any-
thing? Wasanyone hurt 2

«Well, there was an old woman knocked
down, and I am afraid It was rather rough on
her. Shewasbutn frall old body.”

They were outside of the church now, and
could see the group around the carrinage with

its emplyYox A policenan was lolding the

horses, and their own dark brown livery was
very close to the ground, among the feet of the
lookerson,

+ Oh, Margaret! James is hurt !> erled the
younger girl, in nervous terror. * Oh,let me
go away where I cannot see anything ! I can-
not—cannotlooked athim-—at any onein pain 1

“ Luey, you must not !’ said the qulet voice
of Miss Graham. * Stay here! I am going to
see what is the matter and what Is to be done.
James Is not hurt. He Is in trouble.”

She put the arm of her companion through
the arm of the stranger, with one swift glance
at hls free, and rundown the steps. The crowd
fell back before her,and she was almost In-
stantly at the side of the kueeling coachman.
In the arms of another man lay a poor old
woman, her tidy little bonnet torn off, her
white cap pushed aside, and blood on her white
hair and white face. But she was speaking
feebly, nnd Marguret knew the volce.

“0h, I am sosorry;’' she exclaimed, sink-
ing down beside her. ‘‘ Are you much hurt?
Have they gone for a doctor ? Everything
shall be done at once for you. James, what is
the matter? Get upandgelthe carriage rendy
to tuke her away.™

The man staggerced to his feet mechanieally,
and looked helplessly around him. Peggy raised
lier fatling volce.

“0Oh, lady dear! he alsy wid him! Shure, it
wasine own fault—to let the sereech out ov me-
siIr like that ! It’s me own b'y—me Jamesy!
Oh, lady dear! Shure IUs hersilf ! An’ I prayed
fur ye—Hivin’s blissins on ye! Oh, Jamesy,
meown b'y !

Her head fell back wlith closed eyes, and a
cry rose from the by-standers. Miss Graham
had slipped her arm under her neck, and the
man who wuas supporting her rose. He looked
round on the ¢rowd and put up his hand to bar
their approach.

“She has only rainted,”’ he said. * The
younyg lady will sectoher. I donotthink she
is seriously hurt. fnall probabllity, she fell
as much from weakness of exhanstion as from
any blow of the carrlage pole. The poor
crenture seems 1o be in a starving condition—
almost.”

“You don't meanit!” exclaimed a sturdy
old gentleman with his handsin his pockets.

“4Yes, I domeanit! And I am very sorry
for it, teo. I'm that sorry! How sorry are
you? As he spoke, he took ofthis hat, threw
into it a rattling handful of silver, and passed
it to the old gentleman, He in his turn with-
drew one hand, dropped in an oflerirg, and
passed to it tothe next, Miss Graham heard
the ring of *‘change,” the rising laughter and
good-natured mirth of a crowd wlich finds it-
self disappointed ofthe climaxof a tragedy.
It had the ettect of diverting thelr attentlon
from herself and her charge, with whom she
was  busily occupled until Jawmes returned
speedily with & physician. .

“No0 serious injury,” pronounced he pre-
sently, * Thatis, nothing I can dlscover from
steh an examination as this. She had better
be tiken to the hospital at onee, Ifthereis a
carringe—""

“ There isours ' interrupted Mixs Graham,
“and ready to tuke her where you please.
James, tell Miss Luey, aud bring the carriage
up.”’

She spoke with great gentieness, but
authoritatively. and the poor fellow, half dis-
tracted, went at oncetodo her bidding, The
by-standers said ¢ the young lady went home
with the gentleman,” and in 2 few minutes the
carriage was dJdrawn as elose to the curb as
ssihle, and the frafl burden Jald upon fits
cushions. The doctor and Miss Grahig half
knelt, half crouched, beside her as support in
the short and hurried drive. Neither of them
spoke. The doctor watclied his patient closely,
and Miss Graham's thoughts were pusy with
many things. The old -woman's whispered
words in church, their solemn eflect as the
Mass proceeded, the aceldent that had 50 sin-
wularly strengthened and prolonged their in-
terest, the new and agitating experience of
nurse and hospltal visitor, were certalnly quite
e¢nough Lo occupy any young aund untried mind,

* [ would like to walt here untll after the ex-
amination,” she sald, as they drove through
the great gates, ** I wish to do all in my power
for her, And it seems the coachman has some
kuowledge ot her. Or sheof him, rather.”

She walled in asmall room near the entrance.
After a little, the door opened slowly and
James peeped in, s distressed tace and dis-
hevelled  hair appealing  to every Kkindly
heart.

cdamest
and tell me what happeneid.
burt? Whois she?”

s MIss Margaret,” suid the poor fellow, with
rast illing eyes and faltering voice, ** indade
an’ indade it wur not e fuult! She let the
serceell oul ov her whin she set hur two eyes
on me, an’ there she wur forninst me, an’
I'm thinkin’ the reins wusloosed in me two
han's wid the rrightov it. Fur] knowed it
wis me ould mother hersilf, an’ me lookin® fur
hur this twilveanunt back ! ™

o Your mother, James? [ thought you were
alone in Ameriea.”

“Shure, an’ wusn't I that same? Whin I
cudn't till—no more than thim that's did—
where they, wus what use bhad I to be tillin’ ov
me relashuns anny-way ? Nof that I begrudged
it to thim! Falth an’I had more right to be
proud ov thim than iver they had ov mesilf.””

#But why did you not kmow where they
were? asked Miss Grabham, seeking to check
the storm of emotion threatening to overflow.

“ Well, thin-— Miss Margaret —ye know —
yeislit—I wusn’t—I wusn’t just the parfict man
intlrely when yer father lald han’s on me.
But yer father—he wrought that way wid mo—
that I’ra—I"m not just that bad now altogithtr,
An’ iver since the mindin’ovme, I do be
strivin® to fin' me mother. Iur I heerd me
rfather wur dld. An’shure, nowI hev found
hur, I've killed hur intirely !

There was no keeping it back now, and the
storm broke In such arain of tenrs and sobs
that Milss Graham’s eyes were wet in sym-
pathy. The return of the doctors recalled her
to herself.

t«Oh, Doctor!” she asked,eagerly,* is she
nuch hurt? Oh, I hope not. Thisis her son
and he has not seen her for years, It was the
shock and surprise that caused the accident.”

*Ah!” said the doctor in charge. * Then
that expining her questionings. We could not
make lhead or tall of them. Well, my man,
your mother is not very much hurt—"

t“Glory be to God ! "

s#—put she Is somuch weakened that the
shock is a very serlous thing, I am afraid
she's had a hinrd wintor of 1t. She s very thin.
And she i8 nbad color. Wecan't tell how it
will turn out.”

“ Starved, roally,” murmured the young
physician who had accompanied them. e and
Miss Graham stood on a little apart. She
turned a look of horroron him. It seemetl so0
dreadrul, remembering the tidy little creature’s
white, still face, and thinly, furnished basket.
The whole story of patient struggle seemed
told in a fiash, :

“Ye'll be afther Httin’ me to hur, Doctor 7?7
sald James, wistfully.

“ Nol now, my man. We were obliged to
glve her somethlug to qulet her, and she must
sleep. But—' he paused. The doctors looked
at each other. “ Well, you had better come
back this afternoon. Ifshe’s awake, you cnn
gee hor then.”

« Can I do anything for her, Doctor? Isany-
thing wanted I can get ? * asked Miss Graham.

“No, madam, nothing at all—at present.

she eried, starting up. - Come in
How was xhe

ghe may be glad of some help, will at least

find It pleasant to see you—after a time.” He
was ahandsome, old kind gentleman, and his
alr of gallant courtesy sat well upon him ns he
bowed to Miss Graham. She took her leave of
iim and walked away with the younger
doctor, silent and sad.

“ Doctor, you don't think she will get over
it,” she said, in a loud volce. .

He did not answer her at first, then spoke of
her age, the possibiiities, the advantages of the
hospital,

* At all events, she will want for notbing,” he
continued, as he assisted her to close the car-
riage door, atter shehad offered to set him
down on the way. “The crowd was generous.
They handed me quite a sum from that hat.”

They parted with a smile. ButMiss Graham
reached home in sober mood. She found them
all in sympathy with her, for they .were a
kindly and generous houschold, aod thelr
servants had ashare in the warmth and sun-
shine of the home as well asin its labors.

James was left at lberty to go and come
at will untll he was quite satisfled as to hls
mother’s condition, and many and hearty were
the enquiries for her,

Margaret was not content with inquiries,
Her first visit on the next day was followed by
many wmore, for Peggy was no ordinary
sufferer. She grew into the very hearts of all
who_came nearher,and her cheeriness, her
patience, her hopefulness, mnade of her sick-
bed anything but a pillory for those who at-
tended it. For Margare: she bad a speclal
fondness. James had told hier all his story in
his first visits, had made his peace with the
past, and heard all her simple story. In his
upward path, Magaret’s father and motiher

bore a conspicuous part as helpers and
strengthepers, and the two gentle lady

daughters called forth all his native elojuence
in the retrospect. I’eggy lay through qulet
hours, telling hor beads for them. She had o
fancy — it may have been more—that in a
special way they wereintrusted to her prayers,
that her grateful heart was so blessed as to
have the way pointed out for its expression,
and the meeting in the church just before the
answer to her long and patient pleadings for
Jamesy's return was meant to supply another
object for those pleadings. Ier mauncrto Mar-
garet was always lovingly tender and respect-
ful, her cheeriness more mavked, herutter con-
tidence in God and man more beautiful when
Margaret was there, The two souls were like
tworare jewels in different settings, allke, yet
ench taking a new purity and steady clearness
and brilianey from the other.

They talked of muny things in those dally
visits. Peggy tuld of her work and ils wages—
cold nctd hunger and thirst and weakuess,
Margaret spoke of her dally duties and
plensures, and Peggy enjoyed tbem like a child,
while she took her own portlon as *‘the will
o God,andblissinson it Quaint and shinple
enough were many of her revelations,
Margaret never forgot her speaking of those
hours belore the Blessed Sacrament in the
chitrch  where they met, and from whence,
Peggy sabd, she always went forth to comfort
and to goeod fortune,

*Shure, an' He always sint me somethin,’
maybe a friend, maybe a customer. IUs not
often I o be botherin' Him about thim,
though. Don’t T know Ile sinds thim anny-
way, an’ it’s shamed I'd be to be hurryin’
Him! But whin I finds mesil{ clane strippit
ov iverything, I do be thinkin’ ¢ manes meto
remimber it's Himsllf ownsiverything. So 1
Just mintion it to Him, soft llke. An’' He
takes it plisint, ivery time,

But through all the gulet time of visiting,

nursing, rvesting, Peggy grew no better.
She did not  suffer much, bul it was
evident ‘‘thie siiver chord was loosed.”

Nothing was said of it, but her little prepara-
tions were all made. Margaret went, nt her
own request, Lo the little dark roomw in the
Court, gatherlng together the few poor things
that were Pegey's treasures and earrying them
away,

“You know, Pegegy dear,” she said, ** when
you arewell you will never go back there.
Now that you have found Jamsey, there is a
much better home provided for you.”

CAYe, share! " sald Pegey, plactdly, and lay
quict.  After a lime, she sald: *Therewas
three aprons in the baskit, Miss Margaret
dear v

“Yes, Peggy. Three aprons and two sun-
bonuets, and two pair of stockings.”

“Aye! Mrs, Mulligan's Ted bought wan pair
that morn. It was all 1 sold, fur I thought I
wis to hav bad luck with thim., Miss Marga-
ref,—""

* Well, Peggy 2"

‘Its not the llkes ov yez wud be wantin.
thim, but I be that proud an’glad,I wud,ir
ye'll take an apron or a sun-bonnet, .Just to
mind ould Peggy Dalton whin she's under the
sod, darlint. It’s poor things they are, shure,
but I did me best wid thim, an’ they kep’ the
heart ov me warrum til I found meb’y. An’
isn’t it an iligant b’y he Is, MIiss Margaret ?

“ He's a very nice fellow, Peggy. My father
thinks a great deal of him."”

© Blissins on yer futher! Shure, he’s the
right to think well ov him, fur he's the makin’
ov him under God! Ah, will ye take the apron,
dear ? Or the sun-bonunet ¢

* Indeed I will, Peggy.”

“ Thank you kindly, Miss! Now, I'm done
wid thim. I'll niver stick stitch more. Glory
be to God! '

She drew a long, soft breath, and when Mar-
guret spoke to her again, she was sleeeping
restfully and aweetly as a child.

It was the noxt morning James knocked at
Margarel’s door with a tear-washed face. She
knew his crrand.

¢ Miss Margaret,—* he whispered, and turned
away.

¢ Y es, James, poor fellow ! »

**Miss Margaret, me heart’s bruk! Wud ye—
wud ye—go wid me, plaze? She do be wantin’
to spake wid ye—the day.”

The pause was eloquent. * I will be ready in
ten minutes,” said Margaret. And in t2n
minutes they were on thelr way.

The bhospitnl ward seemed very still and
white. Inaone of the neat beds, so smooth it
looks alinost undisturbed, the delicately pure
old face, crowned with silver halr, rested on
the spotless plliow. They paused beside it,

“Mother!” sald James, bending forward.
* MotheryI've done yer bidden’—I've brought
her wid mé—~Miss Margaret’s here,”

The blue eyes opened, dimmer than when
Muargaret saw them last, but loving still. Mar-
garet sat down close to her and lald her beau-
tiful, jowelled hand on the thin wrist around
which was wrapped the prayer-polished rosary.

Peggy looked down feebly at the warm
touch.

* Ah, darlint,—the jewels ov Qur Lady! 1f
yo only—only set store on thim ; I've sald thim
o'er an o'er fur ye—an'if ye wad only say
thim for me—If ye wud say thim only wanet !”’

Margaret sat in stlence one moment, and the
wistful oyes grew brighter. Then the fair
young face bent over the dylng woman’s pil-
low.

“X will say them for you, Poggy. Our Lady
has heard your prayers, and God has granted
thom. I am a Catholls.”

Peggy clasped hor hands with one supreme
ottort.

“Glory be to God!” she said, clearly, fully.
# Lord, furgive ould Peggy once more! Did I
fver doubt yo? An’Jamsey’s found—an’ me
wurk’s done furiver—an’I die In the jlight ov
day—an’ she’s yer own child ! Glory be to God!
I'm done wid it all!”»

James sobbed aloud. Margaret covered her

face with her hande. - Bat the Sigter spoke
quletly. L e : R

fore many hours, but now sho “has fainted.
Dear, simple-hearted sainut!
fatthful”, - . .
Indeed, she had. Placidly, beautifully, in
the full enjoyment of all her senses, fortifled
by all the rites of the. Church, her heart’s.de-
sires granted in its fullest sense, Peggy Dalton
went to. her reward. Out of loneliness, hard-"
ship, darkness, paln, He who has praomised
brought her to the fulfllment of His word:
#* And their end shall be Peace.”

The best medical authoiities say the proper
way to treat catarrh is to take a constitutional
remedy, like Hood's Sarsaparilla, ‘

AST ALL PRECEDENT! .
OVER WLHILL!QNS DISTRIBUTED.

. - e . .
Louisiana State Lottery Ccmpany

tncorporated by the Legislature for Radtational avd
Charitable purposos, Its franckiie wmade s of
the present State Constituticn, in 1878, by svcves
whelming popusr vote,. )

Its GRAND EXTRAORGDINARY DRAVWINGS
tane place Semi-Apnual'y (June axud Be-
cember), and Ity GRAND SINELE MUMBER
BRAWINGS take pisce in exnch of the othet
ten months of the year, and are all drawy
fo pabllie, st the Academy of fuste. Newm
Orjcany, Ua.

FAMED FOR TWENTY YEAR3 FOR INTEGRITY OF
108 DRAWINGS aND PROMPT PAYMENT
U¥ PRIZRA.

Astrated as follows:

‘Wedo Aerebdy certrfy LAGE wesupertidc (Acarrangs
aenta for all the Monthly and Semi-Annual Drawin;s
9f the Loulsiana State Lotlery Company, and (n per.
son manage andeontrcl the Drawings thcmserives, and
that tAesameare conducted with honesty, fairnersand
in good faith toward allparties and weauthorisetke
Company 0 usethis cerisfcate, with lac-similesot ous
signaturesattacked. in (s advey tisrmints

ey

Coemmissioners.

PO e ennesana State Lotierierunton ma
bepresenied at our counierss .

R. M. WALMBLEY, Pres. Louisis 1a Nat'l B}
PIERRE LAXAUX,Pres, State National Baxk.
A, BALDWIN Pres. New Orleans Nat’l Bapd.
CARL KOHN, Pres. Unfon National Bank.

MAMMOTH DRAWINC.

Atthe Academy of Music, New Orleans,
Tuespay, December 15, 1891,

JAPITAL PRIZE, $600,000

LIBT OF 2RILRY

L PRIZE OY 10,000 Ia. §8 10 000
1 PRIZE OF 210,000 210 000
1 PKIZE OF 107,000 fa. 100.000
1 PRIZEOY 50000 Is .. 50 000
2 PRIZES OF 20,000 are.. 40 VLV
5 PRIZE3 OF 10,000 are. .. 90,000)
10 PRIZEB u¥F 500U are .. 000
25 PRIZES OF 2, 00 are.... EQ 0
L00 PBIZES OF 810 are *0O000
00 TRIZRS OF BoOO are . 20
500 PRIZES OF 400 ave..., 201,001

APPRCRIMATION FPRIZRE,
. 100,000

L00 Prigesof $1,000 &rf.. cocvverrs +- aee
100 do. Hog@ are.. 0,000
100 do. 40,000
TWO XUMBER TERMIBALS,
1,094 Prizes Of 970 arlu..ceicciiicrteniens . $3988,8C0

3.‘.4& Frides, amountiBg 26 .oviveine. oo, 12 158,800

Price c;f_?ickem

Whole Tickets at $40; Halves $20;
Quarters $10; Eighths 85; Twentieths $2;
Fortieths $1.

Club ratee, b5 fractional tickets at £1, for $50.
SPECIAL RATES TO GRNF8, )
AGENTS WANTED RVERYWHERE

IMPORTANT.

Send Money by Express at our Expense
fn Sumns unot less than Flve Dollars,

on which wa wili pay all charges
press Charges on TICKETS ard LISTS OF PRIZES for-
warded to correspondents.
Address PAUL CONRAD,
KEwW ORLEANS, LA,

Glve full address and make signature

plain.

Congress having lnu:l{opaned laws prohibiting the
uve of the malls to ALL LOTTERIES, woe use the Express
Companica in snswering correspondents and sending
Lists of Priz 8, until the Courts shall declde Oun
RIOHTS AS A STArE INSTITUTION. The Postal authori-
tleg, however will continuo to deliver ail ORDINARY
letters rddress-d to Paul Conrad, but will not deliver
REGISLERED letiers to him.

The official Lista of Pr:zes will he sent on application
to all Local Agents, after cvery drawing in any quan-
tity, by Expross, FREE OF CO-T.

nh%RTlON—The present charter of the Louisians
Htate Lottery Company, which is part of the Constitu.
tion of the Btats, and, by decision of the SUPREMP
COURT OF THE UNI{'BD BTATES, is an inviolable
contract between the State and the 'Imtery Compan
wi!l remaln in force under any circtmeatances FI
YRARS LONG URTIL 1 .

The Loulsiana Legislatare, which adjourned July
10th, voted by two-thirds majority 1o each Bouse to let
the reople doclde at an election whether the Lottery
shall contipue from 1895 until 1818 —The general Im
pression is that THE PEOfLE WILL FAVOR TON
TINUANRCE.

BRUSHES.

Brooms, Whisks, Feather Dustera, Heather Sink Clean:
crs. BR. E. BOYD & (0,, Importers and Manufae.
turers, 764 Craig street (opposite Tiz TRUR WITNESS.)
Telephone GQ11'%0

D NEY'S Asimwn Seecme

THR: GREAT FRENOH REMEDY
i W FOR

hma,
X Bronghitis,
vy Ca.tarr'h,
‘Trade Mark, Crouj, &e.

The succesful experience of many years with
aumeorous patients entitles De, NEY'S ASTHMA
SPLCIFEC to the public confidence.

Numerous testimonials highly extol the merits
of this remarkable preparation, but lack of space
comypels us to publish only & few lines of (wo of
these teatimonials, .

The rtov. Sister A. Boire, of the St. Boniface
(Manitoba) Gencral Hospitsl, says:

.... Asregards Dr. Ney's Asthma Spees,
Ilelicvs sta value has not been overrated. If §
does not always cwre, IT NEVER FAILS
T0 GIVE RELIEF. o

8t. Boniface, Juno 8th 1880 SisTER A. BOmRX.

Dr. G. Dearosiors writes Nov. 13th 1890,

' Fhava used Dr. NET'S ASTHMA SPE-
CIFICtn several cascs of Asthma with very
good succes. Ihada particularly bad caseof -
asthma vecently. Anold man of 73 years of
age had been an inveterate asthmatic for the
last 12 or 15 years. His sufferings were 30 ae-
ver2 that heapprehended suffocation. Imads
him inhale the fumes of Dr. NEY'S ASTH- .
MA SPECIFIC and he tmmediately dreathed
Sreely. It in several weeks since thia occured
‘and Srom what 1 know he has enjoyed an sxeel
lent health from that day. Icannot but cone
gratulate myself upon having tried this most
excellent preparation.”

St-Félix de Valois.  G. Dxsnoammzs, MLD\. - -
Sold by all Druggistsat 50cts. & $1.00 p3x bem.

: Froe by mail on reosipt of price.
&+ ROBITAILLE, CHEMISYT,
PROPRINIOR

N . 0L . R
JOLIBTTH, P. Q. Osuads.

- STORAGE.

J. WENTWORTH HILL, Warchouseman,:

Storage for all kinds of merchandise, in bond.
or free. Also Household Goods. Warehonse
and office Willlam and: Queen streets. .

-No 78, Telephone$l. . . B

‘The end s not yet. -She will pass’ away be-|

She has been |

and we prepay Ex..

gs‘::l:m Yhomay. katp
d.| sale will be prosccuted..

bR

-~ Montreal...;

HENERAL ROOFERS and CONTRACTORS
ROOFING
In Melal, Slte Comen, rar

Before
from us. . R R
OFFICE and WORKS, corner. Latoux
Street and Busby Lane.. ' .o T
Telephones—Bell, 130; Fedoral 1602. . -
Post Office Box 80v. s

Vo — A

=

the beautifu :

Weber, Decker, Vose andf'"H‘a_I_(é;_l

PIANOS.
No. 228 ST. JAMES STREET.

ers that this Company sells beauntiful new Up-
right Pianos at . They have aleo alarge.
number of T

Qurreadersshould call and examine tne stock’
and prices at N. Y. PIANO CO’S stores. - .

1645 Notre Dame St., Montreal,.

wili sell, at & reduction of 20 per cent. nﬂul
New Year, all their well assorted Church
Vestments and

CHURCH ORNAMENTS

Richelieu & Ontario Navigation Go'y.
1891 —SEASON—1891.

Tle following steamers willrun as under and
eall at the usual intermediate ports :—

To QUEBEC—Steamers QUEBE( and CAN-
ADA will leave Montreal %uily [Sundays exe
cepled) at 7 F.m .

To TORONTO—Commencing Monday 1st
Juune, leave daily, Sundays excepted, at 10 a.m,,
from Lachine at 12.30 p.m., froin Coteau Land«
ingat 430 p.m,

'To tho SAGUENAY — Now leave Quebes
every Tuesday and Friday at 7.50 a.m., an
from 2rd June to 15th September four fimes
g xlv{lertilk—Tuesdayn, Wednesdays, Fridays and

211 ayH.

To C(gRNWALL — Steamer BOHEMIAN
every Tuesday and Friday at noon. R

To TF E RIVERS—Every Tuesday and
Fridayatlp.m.
at'll.(;\ IHAMBLY~—Every Tuesday and Friday

.m,

To BOUCHERVILLE, VARENNES
VERCHERES and BOUT DE LAISLE—~
Daily [Sundays excepted], r Steamer
TERREBONNE at 3.80 p.m. Baturdays at

30 p.m,
LS'NGUEUIL FERRY-From Longueunil
5 a.m. and every subsequent hour. om
Montreal commencing at 580 a.m, Lastirip
8.30 p.m. Beetime table. Co
To_ LAPRATRIE — From Montreal, from
25th May to 3lst August, on Mondays, Wed-
nesdays, Thursdays and Saturdays. From
Laprair{e—5.80,8 a.m., 1,80 and 5.80 p.m. From
Montreal 6.30 a.m., 12 noon 4 and 6. aJa. On
Tuesdays and Fridays Irom--napra';rlo, 5, 8,
10.30a.m.,1.80and 5.80p.m. From Montreal
6,9,12 noon, 4 and 6.16. p.m. On Sundaysand
houaa%s‘_, from Laprairie, 7,:0,16 a.m. and §
0

p.m. m Montreal, § am.,2andé p.m." "’
EXCURSIONS — Commencing: Satnr .

May 2nd, by Steamer Terrebonne, every Satur-
day at 2.80 p.m, for Vercheres, and Sundays at.
7 a.m. for Contrecceur returning $ame evening-
o it B matt ly at C 1
'or nformation apply at Com: s
Ticket Offices, Richelieu FRar, Wmddor%‘gﬁl,,
Balmoral Hotel, t .

ALEX. MILLOY, JULIEN CHABOT,

HOLLOWAY'S PILLS,

This @Great Househola - Medicine
ranks amongst the leading

.. necessaries of . Life,
These tamons Filla ) ‘]

GENEFAL PAMILY MEDICINE, AT¢:

and as a GE
nosurpassed. | . TR

Holloway’s - Ointment.
T BN R tghout the world 107 the cuie oF -
Bad. Legs, Bad Breasts; -Old
- Woundc, Sores and Ulcers

This 18 an infallible remedy. If ‘effeviually Tubded
the neck and. chest, as ul{ into meat,- lt‘.,eun.loinl

ity

THROAT, Dipbtheria, Bronchitl Oclds,, and

%mo.gfmé". Bor GIARAular Swelliogs,. 4 beskam
o, Pistulas - IR .

" Gout,- Rheumatism,

sud wo&yr:'lnhqof SKIN DISEASN, I his. Dever

The Pilly and Ointment are manufachired cnly af

. 533 OXFuRD: STREET. LO

and aré s01 by all véndors of medicine il

olvilized world, with directions ]

s Teage Mirks of thesa RiédIAtG

. The 0 Maxks 6.me eh ATO
s, - Henoe, ADyone mﬂﬂh‘qﬂf‘

) ths Amer]

ROOFS REPAIRED.

giving your orders get prices..

PIANOS and ORGANS.

They are now receiving thellr full sapplyof . .

Itisa fact not generallﬁ known to our read- -
8

Second-hand Plazos at from $50 upwards,

FRECHON & CO.,

Fa

K

This Company still leads in fine American =

Fine speciments of which ean be seen in the

e




