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MY ROSARY.
’ (Brooklyn Ta/blet. ) |lee. Hq desires to be present at

It is a very beautiful one, com- every Christian marriage. When a 
posed of smooth pearl beads, orna- Catholic is wedded to an unbeliever 
mented with silver trimmings. It j Jesus is not present to bless the 
never has been, out of my possession nuptials.”
save for a few- months, and “thereby j Edith Crane sat perfectly quiet 

. hangs a tale.” iwith head bowed and eyes down-
.-aoh.K.C. P»vl I Before becoming mine, my Rosary cast. She appeared to be thinking.

K-c* JpLK> had belonged to my dear mother. iWe left the church and walked to-
' Have I forgotten the joy and plear | gather down the streeV She thanl*-

H A. choiette, LL*. sure with Which! she received it from ed me for the use of) my pnayer-
fdJK.C. M TaBSCy,B.C.L. 'the hands of. a priestly relative upon book, and said she hdd left home
tbe* fHAl FTTE S TANSEY his return from a foreign land? How hastily and forgotten her own.

tDV many times I have seen it pass “What av beautiful Rosary youd Solicitors luwiy »«■»*« “vv“ *« r----- What a ^ beautiful _____
P idtoc*te«. *“ ^ME8 8T. I through her slender white fingers? have.” she added, admiringly.
I ,joo joo » • Quar(jian Bldg. ■ Durir" " u'"* lll.nooo it loir cftn- ''Voo ” t --------- ------- > . . . .

H#«i* >49» and told herng' her last illness it lay con- “Yes,” I answered: 
stantly within her reach, and she its history, 
always said that after her death it | “I should think you would prize 
should belong to me. In my bitter it highly,” said she. “I, too, am 
grief it escaped my memory until I an^ orphan, but I have a stepmoth- 
saw her lying in her casket arrayed er,” and she sighed, 
for the tomb. So-me one had twin- I longed to speak to her on the 
ed the Rosary around her hand, and subject that caused me anxiety, but 
the crucifix lay on her quiet breast, could not. At parting I invited her 
Remembering her wish, I gently re- to call—some impulse made me add— 
moved it, and put it carefully aWay. “I should like to be your friend.”
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■t^-.l Plumbers, Gas and bteamh tiers, school to become her helpmate, and
petimines Given. Iiater her nurse. My girlish a»pira- ly-

Mv mother’s, death left me alone 
in the world. For a long time fÿe 

i had been on invalid, and I left

Jobbing promptly Attended To

1 "Thank you.” she said, gently. “I 
have few friends, and often feel al
together al*one. Will you offer a 

1 Rosary for me?” she added, timid-
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tiens for knowledge were never rea- 
i lized. At the age of twenty-five, in- 
1 stead of posing before an admiring 
| world ms "a woman versed in eru
dition,” I. Helen Wilson, was earn
ing a livelihood by plying my needle 
in the homes of those people who. 
by means of wealth and high posi
tion, were supposed to be much more 
fortunate than 7. Yet I was not 
unhappy. My home was only a 
room in a quiet house on a side 
street, but it was cozy and almost 
elegant in some of its appointments 
There were dainty silken harigings, a 
table of polished wood, a delicate

SOCIETY DIRECTORY.

Ir PATRICK'S SOCtETTY.—Eetab- 
HiM March 6th. 1866; tncorpor- 
lUd 1868; Meet» in St. Patrick', 
8AU 99 St. Alexander street, firet 
fente? el the month. Committee 
mata last Wednesday. Officers: 
Sst. Chaplain, Rev. Gerald Mc- 
ak.e. P.P.; President, Mr. H. J. 
KevesaRh, K. C.; let Viee-Preei- 
teit, Mr. J. C. Welsh; 3nd Vice- 
Pnsidant. W. O. Kennedy ; 
TRseurer, Mr. W. Durack; Corree- 
posdiDg Secretary, Mr. T. C. Ber- 
ningbam; Recording Secretary, Mr. 
T. P. Tansey; Awt.-Recording Se
ctary, Mr. M. E. Tansey; Mar- 
+m\ Mr. B. Campbell; Aset. Mar- 
Ad, Mr. P. Connolly.

| S/ospsis of Canadian Noith-West
homestead regulations

AMY even numbered section ci Boeaâ- 
I doe Land in « Manitoba, SaeksAebe- 
I am and Alberta, excepting 8 aed *6. 
I ait reserved, may be homesteaded by 
I mj person who is tbs noie head at a 
I heaily. or any male over 18 years af 

efo, to the extent of one-quarter see
the ef ,160 acres, mors or less.
Miry muet be made personally at 

Mb loeel land of fis» for the dtstrtwt 
b whieh the land is situated.

Entry by proxy may, however, tw 
! bads on orrt-ain conditions t*y the 

btiwr, mother, son, daughter, bro
ther or deter of as lntsadlM bosse 
header.

The homesteader is required to per- 
hrm the conditions eensssteel there
with under ooe of the foil owing

“Indv^d I will. I will ask the 
Blessed Mother of God to give you 
grace to do right.”

She met my gaze unflinchingly. A 
sad smile flitted across her face.

”I>o.” -she said, earnestly. “I do- 
sire to do right”,' and thon we 
parted.

The following week an unexpected 
occurrence caused me to change my 
place of residence. As soon as pos- 

i sible after I was settled I called at 
Mrs. Cameron’s house and asked to 
see Miss Crane.

The lady had greeted me pleasant
ly, but when I mentioned the name i

china tea service, some pretty etch- h€r governess a look of 
mgs, and a beautiful picture of my over her face. “Miss Crane
mother. I felt the restraint of city is no longer in my employ,” she
life after the freedtom of the country sa»^-
and being by nature somewhat re- “I® R poseiblc?” I asked. “Can
served, I did not make friends easi- Y°u tel1 me where to fin<i ber?”
ly. But if I was sometimes lonely. | "I k>n<>w nothing of the young wo- 
I was, on the wnole, as contented man’s whereabouts, and if I were in 
eus it is given most mortals to be. your place I should not cultivate her 

I considered myself fortunate acquaintance.” 
when 1 secured employment in the 
family of Mrs. Cameron, whose 
daughter was soon to be married.
The Comte rone were wealthy and in
fluential, and the trousseau of the 
bride-elect was very elaborate. Mrs.
Cameron was a proud > woman whose 
word was a command. Besides her

florist’s I purchased a large bou
quet of autumn flowers. They will 
carry a message of comfort to some 
weary sufferer, I thought.

After I had chatted a while with 
Sister Constance, > she offered to tXtfke 
me through the hospital. On the 
way down the long corridor she be
gan to telIi me of a case which had 
interested her greatly. The patient 
was a young woman wh-o had nar
rowly escaped death from a danger
ous fever. She had left the hospi
tal) after a stay of several weeks 
only the day before.

“I cannot forget her,” said the 
Sister. Wo see many sad cases, 
but hers was unusually pathetic. 
She wasi young and beautiful, but 
evinced little interest in life.”

“Had she no friends?” I asked. 
“That is the strangest part of the 

story. No one ever came near her. 
When she was taken ill her land
lady refused to care for her. She 
was a music teacher, I believe, and 
she was sent here. One night when 
we thought her dying i began to 
pray aloud, reciting the Rosary. 
'Are you praying for me?’ she ask
ed. ‘Yes, 1 am offering the Rosary 
to Our Blessed Lady for you.’ She 
fell back on her pillow.- 'There will 
bo two, then to say the Rosary for 
me,’•-I heard her murmur—you nnd 
the kind girl who promised to say 
it 011 her dead mother’s bonds». I 
wonder if she has forgotten.’ Then 
she moaned and grew delirious. 
'Sister,’ she asked, should not Je
sus be present at every marriage, as 
HO was in Cana of Galilee?* **

I grasped the arm of Sister Con
stance. ”1 know that girl ! ” l ex
claimed. ‘ ' I am the one she referred 
to. Where did she go?”

“Are you sure?” asked Sister Con
stance.

“Yes; her name is Edith Crane. 1 
tried to find her. r have never for
gotten her, poor girl.”

Sister Constance directed me, and 
anger in a short time I found her, the 

pale shadow of her former self, 
seated before a fceDle fire, a heavy 
shawl about her shoulders. She had 
said “Come in” to my knock, and 
turned listlessly toward the door. 
“Miss Wilson ! ” she gasped, trying 
to rise.

AN ENGLISH TOUR
IST IN IRELAND.

INDEPENDENCE OF PEOPLE.

Goods and Foodstuffs of Own Manu
facture Abound.

( From the Dublin Leader. ) 
Camping out recently In the South

in

Got any English manufactured
biscuits?” i asked.

No, sir. All jam’s made 
town here.”

"Blacking?”-(I Haw that she 
stocked some blacking, and I re
membered that I wanted some ). 

"No, sir; it’s Irish, too.’’
"Nor have you no foreign butter, 

of course?"
“Oh! no sir”—and she smiled at 

both me and the cyclist.
"Well, your tea, I suppose, is not 

Irish made?” and 1 laughed.
She didn’t answer at once. She

of .Ireland, 1 happened to want some | saw my joke, presently, however 
commissariat necessaries. 1 cycled j and laughed, too. 
one monn.ng into the nearest town j “ Well,” she said, “I get it from 
for a supply. Cork,” and her arch look at me

The town w«h Dungarvcn, Co. Wa- ! made me feel that I had come off 
terford. It is a little place in which second best about the tea. 
the main street, /bulged in the middle | “You’ve got no such thing ns cof-
out into a square, predominates. I 
mention the matter lest it might be 
supposed I had possibly got into a 
bystreet, and so hud missed the re
spectable shops. As a matter of 
fact, al'l the shops in the town seem
ed, equally respectable, and when you 
failed to get what you wanted in 
one there was no use trying anoth-

I first wanted some tobacco. The

fee essence, 1 suppose?” I asked, de
termined to have some satisfaction.

“Oh, yes. I have, sir,” producing 
a bottle. “Not English, though, sir; 
made in town hare, sir’’—and the 
fun in her eyes was by this time 
irrepressible.

“Well.” said I, “have you any
thing at nM In the shop English?”— 
and as I laughed nt my own dis
comfiture. they joined me. Not bois-

I felt myself growing cold and

“What has she done?”
“That which no young woman in 

her station should do, if she wishes 
to preserve her respectability.”

She spoke severely. Truly there

Edith1! ] cried, “I have fourni 
you at last.” I clasped her in my 
arms and kisoed her.

Afterward, when she was cosily 
ensconced in my pleasant room and 
feeling stronger, she told me all 
that happened. When I first met 
her she had been, at Mrs. Cameron’s

shop pointed out to me looked like j terously enough, however, I must 
a publichouse, and turned out to be j say, to seem in any wav rude.

Ione. but it sold tobacco also 
found* A lady came to me, anil 1 
gave her my order. She laid two or 
thn*e boxes on the counter.

“Any particular sort, sir ?” she 
asked. “This is Mrs. Welsh’s ( T 
think that was the name), this is 
Murray’s and this Gallagher’s

"Haven’t you got «ny Will’ 
asked.

“No, sir : we don’t keep it
I looked at her in -surprise.
“Ogden n : i enquired.
She Snook her head.
“Have you got anything English?’ 

T asked, and T took the sharp edge 
off the sarcasm with my best smile.

She went aw«y and spoke Lo ft 
gentleman down, the shop, her hus
band. T presume. He looked in my 
direction, and said something to 
her. She came bock to me.

NO ENGLISH GOODS.

. . •__, . . , , for more then a year. For several
«=. was . nothl“S ! months mgmgmmmt of marriage

daughter, and a son who woe not meaning, and she evidently be d . bad ex(sted ^tween her and Roland, 
at home, there were two children sI^„.x'fas1d01*g. m® a , . Of course-, his family never even sus-
still in ithe nursery. Their governess, pected it. After his return home
Edith Crane, was, the most beautiful composure and half “"consciously , h<j trjed ^ porsua(k ^ to consent 
girl I had ever seen. When I learned regarding the ^to a secret marriage, and her besi-
she was from the country I became ro®es m the ^ ^ g : tation to comply with his request
interested In her, and my interest thoughts crowded upon m . : displeased him.
ET Catholic^^^ that 8he WaS a,“ ! Crane*/’T^id a^leng^h,1 mising my ! ®“bSefqtuont deveitopments showed 
so a vatnoiic. 1 yvourrhtxr ft.rp hpfore me that, after again meeting Mise Nor-

One day I heard Mrs. Cameron ey“^ou &re charitably inclined,” the , and knowing his mother’s fancy
lady replied, with a slight sneer. f 

I went away heavy-hearted 
Edvth’s face as I had seen it last 
rose before me. "I desire to right, 
she had sadd, and I could not

speak to her daughter of the expect
ed return of her son. From the soft
ened tone and the tender light that 
shone in her eyes it oonld readily be 
seen that the son was the idol of 
his mother.

“Roland is so sensible,” said she,

handsome, he never Has foolishly 
committed himself, I am certain.”

"1 am sure his boyish admiration 
for Katherine will return,” said Miss feet °;

for her and regard for her fortune, 
he rogrettedi the advances made to 
Edith Crane. Though Edith knew 
nothing of this, after our chance 
meeting at church her conscience al-

lieve*"tbat ~shé had deliberately done 1her no peace, and she detier-
I mined to break aai engagement 

by reason of the difference in

be- ,

and despite toe fact that he is so ^ ,or hcr fervently during | winch
the weeks thalt followed. Many ; her religious views and the mequal- 
wene the garlands that I laid at the 'ty of social Iws.tion, could be pro- 

Mother ol fair love and ! duclive of nothing save unhappiness.
„ ; -, , ;-----  --- h_lv hr.no " During the autumn I I She wrotie Roland a brief letter
Cameron. She bos improved since Rolaod Cameron and Miss asking him to moot her in the li-

j v.— — ----- Bv some mis-
gF“Katherine” I bad heard spoken aris““CT^tl“ 
of frequently ; she was Mise Norton heard that th 
and was to be the maid of honor at 
the wedding.

The next afternoon I went down 
town to match some silks for Miss 
Cameron. As I passed by the park

(1) At least six months' reste _
■P?» aaë eul tivoli on of the land In cied she looked embarrassed.
«salt year for three years,

(3) U the father (nr mother, 
Me father is deeeased ) of the hoe 
deader resides upon a fana

she went abroad, and now she is a 5>«™ „ drivin„ together, and in the | bran,- one evening.
----------------j i chance the letter fell into Mrs. Ca-

had 1 meixm’s hands. The lady's anger 
been announced. One lovely day in | was great, and she would listen to 
mid October I took a holiday. A no explanation. In hcr distress 
strange restlessness had come upon [ Edith appealed to Mr. Cameron,
me and I thought a trip to the ( who refused to say anything in her
country would restore my tranquil- ' defense.

Z—— •- „ . ,, - . Almost heartr-broken at the con-
1 9aW Edlfth Crane staging j ^hcre except in the country, can diuct of one to whom she had given
rustic bridge that spanned a crystal | wnere, _____onirit I u_.. ani,nur„
streamlet. She was alone, and 
she turned arid met my eyes I

From a beaker full of richest dyes 
Pour new glory on the autumn 

woods ,
And dip in warm light the pillared 

clouds?

After I

we realize how the beautiful spirit 
of autumn can

we had exchanged pleasant greetings 
If i hurried on. A little later, on my* 

return, I saw her again, this time
„ - ___ _ .__ *5* accompanied by a gentleman. They

m**xj of the land entered for, Mr 'were engaged! in earnest conversa- 
M to MiéeoM be ltion 1 been in the house but a

SÛT?/ V ‘short time when Mrs. Cameron and
her daughter, at the sound of a fa
miliar voice in the hall just 'below 
our sewing-room, hurried down to 
welcome home the returned son and 
brother: With an impulse of curiosi- 

* * - passed

<•) B the settler baa Me pe—a 
■Rt reeideeee upee farming tends 
wwd by him le Uw vieiMty «6 Me 
kHuelMid the requireeeearU a» be 
•Mideeee may be eeiUMied by ree!- 

apoa said land.
Six meartbe’ aetiee te wvMÉag 

*ould be flven the OommAaatener M
Jottittlox Lends at (Hbawa at in- 
«Misa to apply for patent.

W. W. CORY,
Deputy Mhdeter of the Intertmr. 

If.B —Un&atboriied pobltcatloe of 
Md« advertisement wtil not be paid

And 1 -knew that nowhere were 
colors so perfectly blended as in 
the grove near the cemetery where 
my parents slept.

But—"bow inconsistent is

“No, sir,” she said ; "we haven't 
Don’t you think any of these would 
do?”

1 took up the first box she had 
named the maker of.

“Welsh’s, did you say?” I said 
“And pray, where is it made, might 
I ask? 1 never heard of it before.”

“It’s made down the street,” she 
answered. “The people round here 
like it all right.”

“Well, then, if they do," I said, 
and I hope site saw the joke ; “it’s 
bound to be all right. I’ll try it 
anyway."

“Thank you, sir,” she said. “1 
suppose you know tis up a half|MT- 
ny ?’’ she added as she proceeded to 
tie the packet.

I affected surprise.
“Oh, is it?” 1 said. ”1 thought.”— ___

I added—“England mightn’t remem- j EHtat/t, Ihiblin 
ber ye over here, seeing how Male 
ye seem to remember, or know nlx.ut 
her, Ha. lui, hn! ’’—and I laughed.

The lady said nothing, but pushed 
the ijacket, of tobacco towards me.

“T supDosc I’d better have n box 
of matches too.” I said “Whgt sort 
have you

“Well, sir,” she replied, answering 
my question" after a time. “I was 
going to say—‘Kxicept yourself!’ Out 
of all jokes, though”—and site be
came charmingly serious and busi
ness-like—“I believe 1 haven’t any
thing English.” "Starch?” “No, Sil- 
verspritig.” “Salt?” “No, Car-

I | rolls,” “Soap?" “No, Dublin.” 
“Tinned meat?” “No, Limerick.”

“Well,” 1 said, “1 suppose there’s 
no help for it, though it seems 
queer. Could you send me some 
things <ut to where I’m staying?"
( giving her the address of the

field. )
Oh, yes, she could: there would be- 

donkies ir. town- from that direction 
and it would he nil right. To make 
a long story short, T gave her my 
order and Imite herself and liter friend 
good-day.

IRISH MADE HATS.
By this time 1 had got used to 

my longitude, and so, when I looked 
into the first straw hat 1 fancied 
in the shop over the way, 1 wasn’t 
surprised to sec the word “Wexford” 
inside. The hat fitted me, however, 
and I took it. In the some shop 
were great pi lea of cloth. 1 didn't 
wont any, but I noticed, judging 
from the cards attached, that most 
if not all of it was made in Blaiv 
ney, a village, I understand, In the 
next, county, Cork. As I was go
ing out the door I remembered that 
I wanted a necktie. I turned back. 
The man in charge was engaged sel
ling to a customer in the same lan-r 
guage ( as I judged ) f 1 hod hoard the 
young lady nnd the cyclist sj>eak. I 
passed! him by to where I saw what 
I Wanted in a case. A card was at
tached to the case—"Irish Poplin,

the
almost the last

PIMPLES
BID

BLOOD
USE

B. B. B.

ty I looked at him as they 
up stairs. It was the same young 
man 1 had seen that afternoon walkl
ine with Edith Crane.

The next day I sat busily sewing 
by the window overlooking the gar
den. While Miss Crane and toe child
ren were walking below, young Mr. 
Cameron sauntered into sight, paus- 

i »d a moment and said something to 
Ihls little sisters. They ram off te 
gather bouquets while he end their 

‘ governess conversed. Wh™. — 
’fhe stood perfectly still, with cl^p- 
led hands and a look of deep d.strees 
11” ^r lace. At that moment she 
'raised her eyes and encountered mine 
| Cdupon iZ A crimson bneoover^ 
her cheeks and brow, and then she 
« and walked out of my sight 

All day I was troubled in mind. It 
was really no affair of mine. y^J
felt tostinotively that someth.nB^
wrong.. Mise Crate avoided me du
ring the remainder of my stay, and 
I left without seeing her again 

The following Sunday 1 
go to the Church of toe Holy Rosa 

%o my surprise, Bdltih. Crane en
tered toe same pew^ She looked an

heart of mam —- - ...
moment I decided to go to visit an 
™ friend. Sister Constance, a nurse 
in St. Joseph’s Hospital. At

To Awaken
the Liver

one ot the matches.
I looked at her Was she having 

some of her own back? I wondered 
There was, however, no fun In n< r 
eyes; at beast I could see none. »

all her affection, she left the house 
The niext day she called at my 
room, only to find me gone. After 
some difficulty She secured employ
ment in the family of an estimable 
lady, but one day she saw Mrs. Ca
meron's carriage at' the gate, ar.d 
after that lady’s departure she had 
been summarily dismissed. She man
aged tx> secure a few pupils, to 
whom she gave music lessons, but 
continually met with rebuffs. To re- 

I turn, -home was out of the question.
“I worried myself Ill,” she con

cluded. “That I deserved the pun
ishment for my vanity and presump
tion did not make ti any earner to 
bear. When 1 was taken to the
Knsmitfll I cared little whether I i vxr, ..... - . .
lived or died. But now 1 thank I was afraid wo were <>u <►
God. who has tempered justice with 1 see. we're so vor>

I. shan't weai*y the reaxler with fur
ther adventure. Suffice it to say 
that, as I cycle<l oift from town that, 
evening by the shorn* of the blue 
bay. 1 f.-lt As though King Henry IT 
of ours had never landed in this is
land of Ireland. And, later on, ns I 

got?” ( I was becoming 1 ftat OT) Ilw ditch of my green field, 
.nterested in this matter of English j coking my Irish tobacco out of 
manufacture). ! my Irish pipe, pensively semtehing

She laid some boxes of matches 1 sp^ks of Irish limestone mud 
on the counter. They bon- some I out nf my Donegal tweed breeches 
descriptive title, in Gaelic, I believe-, j tho stump, of one of my Trish-
which I could not read, and thv I made matches, after my supper of 
name of the maker—’ ' Fit ter son, Dub- | ]rjRh coffee Qnd biscuits and butter, 

” j ba<l now and then to mutter to
“Got no other sort?’’ 1 enquired, ^,lf thnt T was still myself ntu'i 

and I joked no more, for the thing not aomeljody else In fact., not till 
wo» becoming serious. T fell asleep was T quite free of n

“No, sir. we haven't.’’ she repliro. of loneliness In my now-found
"They strike all right, sir, she j isolation, 
addei. and oliening a. I*ix she struck let mo mit he misunilerstiood. T

have no fault, to find with Ireland 
! ns far us f know it., for it. is all 
right. Nor with the Irish manufac
tured articles T bought. tor they 
were, tip-top. I .east of all with the

don’t know il 1 blushed to find there . Trish p^pi,, from whom, let me ad- 
wasn’t; I'm afraid I did 1 put a mit. H |„rr. I have received civility 
box of the matches in in y ticket. \ an(j con«ideration that would have

"Very close." 1 observed. to I llml(, credit to a people more favor- 
change the conversation, "and I in atllv circumstanced with respect to 
thirsty. Could you let me have a (h(; w,iyB an<j usnges of civilized so- 
bottle of Bass?" moving toward the c|ety 
bar end of ttr- simp.

The gentleman already referred le
IK''llnslsm'sir?""h" said. "I'm afraid" | (alllt with, growl about ft it you

ENGLISH MERCHANTS INERT. 
No, what I have to find

in mine round and scanning lhe I will, in the sleepy .ineptitude of our 
turning rounu an ..... ...... ,  ...................i.,.i„e.r> and merchants

shelves—"oh. yes. her

Rmplee am invariably due to bad oi noyed when she saw me, t**iV™* 
topovenahed blood and while not at- t J, late to retreat, l smiled in ro
^ded with fatal results, aie nevertheleee 

distressing to tbe aveiage
-feMLy^

Ml

covered

*laZ7,
For sale at el

knelt besidetoo late
cognition, and as she ^„Ied

I -ticedWhen

I°had both, so I ottered her 
exceed Heart Manual. The ser- 

»' Btrangedy

upon

had neither
' \:si

prayer

The

Coated Tongue, aching head bill- 
nusness indigestion, constipation, 
alternating with looseness of the bo
wels. feelings ot depression and 111-

arise from sluggish torpid 
action of the liver.

Relief comes after the use ot one 
of Dr A. w. Chase's Kldnsy-Livsr 
Pills end cure within a lew x™*ia 
after ^the use of this great regulator

“Vito toe6 liver right there is usually 
no disturbance of the digestive eys- 
tem or bowels. Therefore get at toe 
cause of the trouble by «wakening 
the liver to action by use of I>r. A- 
w. Chase’s Kidney-Llver PIlb.

Mr L. Phillip», Virgil, Ont..
have used a number of 

SET* Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver 
pills and consider them excellent for
‘“^cent/a box, at all dea’er*' or 
Eteanson. Bates A Co.. Toronto.

Dr. A. W- Chase’s

mmm.

I xvas happy t.o be able to sharp 
my home with her, and durvng the 
dark late autupm -days she graced 
my room like a flower. But as time 
passed I could not help observing 
that her face grew Taler and a he do
ing cough disturbed her nest at 
night. She told me once that her 
motlier had died of consumption, 
then I realized that she was wasting 
away with tho same malady hhe 
was so meek, so patient, so thank
ful to me for my love and cere 
that I felt that God’s boned,etioo. 
rested on my little abode as long as 
she remained in it.

Her death occurred in the early 
spring-time, when the first flowers 
shed their fragnanor and the morn- 
t*KW<‘ melodious with the song 
oTiT/bins, It was a calm and 
pts^ful passing, beautiful vn Ra
îesignation and oomf.dence in the 

' God My Rosary had
Scarce,y bton ont ol her hands dure

are. 1 own manufacturers 
;■ „ut OI it. You ; that won’t open their eyes and see 
seldom asked, for this market at their very doors. We 

11 here sir " he added, as he drew ! heard a lot about our wurld-w.de 
'! 'v ...i, mured out the ale. | commerce amt we put oui hands to 
h And whnt do you principally the elbows in our pockets to buRd 

A 1 asked "Guinness?" llrradmmghts to guard it, but hero
(’uinness and Cork. and >s Ireland feeding and clothing hcr- 
in tire V. " line. sir. We ' B„„. filling her own pipe with her 

,-e c'der too. as good own tobacco end lighting same " /hnl IWonshiie. Made 1 Lr own matches, sleeping (I make 
th0n end he plnced a !-m doubt) in her own hlanketo after 

teste- i a supiXT off her own stirabout, or 
boor, or coffee, as the case mey be. 
finally wearing hen own hat and dof
fing same to no one but h®r 
nr'pfllH anil wo oblivious of it all. I 

drank Pr' . , ’ a __ hut I fear I

stock?
“Yes

Clonmel!.
have some 
if not better 
l town hero, sir 
gold top"—certainly very 

fully got up. on the counter

their own makers.
I remarked, and I"H-ml ______ , hnoe t gm no alarmist, but I fear

„ „ Dees "Ye seem to manufac- , , . it. it is harmless
tl agood dro, of your own sluff can see ^ ^ a visitor
h..ro in Ireland. " I added. I thought

distressful nation,

Lff the long months of pain and
wrariross todrad. . hd 
rpHnntiish my claim to it emiirtriy. 
Sit she shook her bead and smiled
^-Until"* and th-when you 

nravfor vous dear mother I know 
you" will sometimes think of
yra^tave^sséd^and T

th<i*dof Vr wS X Sow in my bend 

t,be talieroan of my life—my Roeary

here in Ireland. 
vc were a poor,
ha'''Obi we’re beginning to get an 
fairlv well, sir." and he vigorously 
wiped the counter.

“So T sec. Good day 
■Good day, Mr! good dey! «ud 

Woto .himself and his good lady 
bowed me graciously out.
'-"“I Jfî torned Into 

toe fh’pt shop soiling toe I'ke l moL 
It was e small shop, hul

-Ævd« JÎLr^Ttod' £t
^ «.gear the Enri,to—t
tura queétion, so I opened «re 
once.

Of

^thrô^n^^iHit of ary manufacture. On the
very firstof ^h’Oh^ sort o^ wnlBtop
^mg. tr^liBh visitor V4.1U 

ns he does everything el®6- 9T» f
/ carious considerations of. Serious com
thaT^rt. however apart, ourmanu
iectiirero should hâvn
ticular county of Waten” h„__cou!d

^evT/ndromfori-
« Fknriend were sunk under 

the sea In the morning.

Worms feed upon the,yj^1 ,t,yee a 
Children and endanger their toemA 
simple and effective cure .8 Mother 
Grave»’ Worm Exterminator.


