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doubt xou do, mini Ho yes. He 
be he'"'

Again Miggs paused (or a reply, 
and none being ottered, was so op- 
piessed with teeming spite and spleen
that she seemed lik- to burst.

“I’m glad Dolly can laugh,” cried 
Miggs with a feeble titter. “I like 
to see folks a-laughfng—so do you, 
:nim? And you always did your best 

“And did my missus think—ho good- I to keep ’em cheerful, didn't you, mini? 
ness, did she think—as her own Miggs, ; Fboug*1 there ain't such a great deal

many lo laugh at now, either; is there, 
natur' | mini? It ain’t so much of a catch, 

after looking so sharp ever since she

Every Hour Delayed
IN CURING A COLD 
IS DANGEROUS.

Tee Use

Of course the night when Joe would 
ride h neward by the side of the
chaise, and when Mrs. Yaiden would which supported her under si 
insist upon his going back again, was trials, and understood be. 
not forgotten—nor the night when when them as intended well but acted
Dolly fainted on his name being men- 1 rough, went so deep into her feelings I was a little chit, and costing such a
1 ioned—nor the times upon times —did she think as her own Miggs ideal in dress and show, to get a pool
when Mrs. Yarden, ever watchful | would ever leave her? Did she think common soldier, with one aim, is it, 
and prudent, had found her pining in j as Miggs, though she was hut a ser- mim? He he' 1 wouldn’t have a
her own chamber. In short, nothing , vant, and knvwtd that servitudes was ! husband with one arm, anyways. I
was forgotten, and everything by some | no inheritances, would forget that would have two arms. I would have 
means or other brought them back to she was the humble instiumvnts as ! two arms, if it wa-~ me, though iir

ai wavs made it comfortable between ! stead of hands they'd only got horks 
them two when they fell out, and al- at the end, like our dustman!” 
ways told master of the meekucs- Miss Miggs was about to add, and 
and forgiveness of her blessed dlspo- had, indeed, begun to add, that, tak- 
silions! Did she think as Miggs had , mg them in the abstract, dustmen 

I no attachments’.' Did she think that I were far more eligible mate lies than 
j wages was her only object"’ soldiers, though, to be iure, when

To none of these interrogatories, j people were past choosing they must 
a startling knock at the door, open whereof every one was more pathetic- take the best they could get, and 
ing from the street into the workshop ally delivered than the last, did Mrs think themselves well off too; but 

had been kept closed all day Yarden answer one word; hut Miggs, [hei vexation and chagrin being of
not at .ill ihiÉH h\ this circum
stance, turned to the small boy in at- 

! tendance—her eldest nephew—son of 
her own married sister—born in flold- 

1 en Lion Court, number twenty-sivin, 
and bred in the verv shadow of the

d a<
I <ti?.
. it ki

beard people sey: ” Us <
bat msny elite I 

t if. os the first i

the conclusion, that that was the: 
happiest hour m all their lives, con
sequently that everything must have 
occurred for the best, and nothing 
could be suggested which would ha'"e 
made it better.

While they were in the full glow
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that the house might be more quiet 
Jo:-, is in duty bound, would hear of 
nobody but himself going to open it, 
and accordingly left the room for that 
purpose.

It would have been odd enough, cer
tainly, if Joe had forgotten the way 
to open the door, and even if he had 
as it was a pretty large one and
stood straight before him, be could j herself to him, requesting that on his 
not easilv have missed it. Ilut Dolly, return home he would console his par- 
peihaps because she was in the flutter jents or the loss of her, h:s aunt, 
of spirits before mentioned, or per- j by delivering to them a faithful state- 
haps because she thought he would 
not be able to open it with hts one 
arIn_she eould have had no other rea
son-hurried out after him; and they 
stopped so long :n the passage no

an ugly object, a childish spectre, 
haunting his sleep, its return, in itsthat internally bitter sort which linds

no relief in words, and is aggravated ]old form, might have awaken-d a 
to mat'ness by want of contradiction ! momentary sensation of fear, which, 
she could hold out no longer, and : almost in the act of waking, would 
burst into a storm of sobs and tears, have passed away. This disquiet, 

In this extremity she fell on the however, lingered about him, and 
second bell-handle on the right-hand | unlucky nephew, tooth and nail, and would yield to nothing. When be closed 
door post—and with a plentiful use | plucking a handful of hair from his I pjs eves i gain, lie felt it hovering 
of her pocket handkerchief, addressed ; head, demanded to know how long

ment of his having left bei In the 
bosom of that family, with which 
as his aforesaid parents well know, 
her best affections were incorporated, 
that he would remind them that'noth
ing less than her imperious sense of able pastry, walked off indignant
duty, and devoted attachment to her 
old master and missis, likewise Miss 
Dolly and young Mr. Joe, should ever 
have induced her to decline? that press
ing invitation which they, his parents, 
had, as he could testify, given her, to 
lodge and board with them, free of 
all cost and charge, forevermore; 
lastly, that he would help her with 
her box upstairs, and then repair 
straight home, bearing her blessing
and her strong injunctions to mingle j not to care for,” whispered the lock- 
in his prayers a supplication that he smith, as he followed his wife to the

window, and good-humoredly dried her 
eyes. “What does it matter? You 
had seen your fault before. Come ! 
Bring us Toby again, my dear; Dolly 
shall sing us a song, and we’ll he all 
the merrier for this interruption!”

doubt owing to Joe’s entreaties, that 
she would not expose herself to the 
draught of July air which must in
fallibly come rushing in on this same 
door being opened—that the knock 
was repeated, in a yet more startling 
manner than before.

"Is anybody going to open that 
door?” cried the locksmith. ‘‘Or shall 
I come?”

Upon that Dolly went running back 
into the parlor, all dimples and blush
es, and Joe opent? It with a mighty 
noise, and other superfluous demons
trations of being in a violent hurry might in course of time grow up a 

Well,” said the locksmith, when he locksmith, or a Mr. Joe, and have 
reappeared, “what is it1? eh Joe’ \j,s Yardcns, and Miss Dollys tor his 
what are you laughing at?” relations and friends

“Nothing, sir. It’s coming in.” Having brought this admonition to 
“Who's coming in? what’s coming an end—upon which, to say the truth, 

in?” Mrs. Yarden, as much at a loss the young gentleman for whose benefit 
as her husband, eould only shake her it was designed, bestowed little or no 
head in answer to his inquiring look; heed, having to all appearance his 
so, the locksmith wheeled his chair faculties absorbed in the contempla- 
round to command a better view of tion of the sweetmeats—Miss Miggs 
the room door, and stared at it with signified to the company in general 
his eyes wide open, and a mingled ex- that ‘hev were not to Ik- uneasy, for 
pression of curiosity and wonder shin- shp would soon return, and with her 
ing in his jolly face. nephew’s aid, prepared to bear her

Instead of some person or persons wardrobe up the staircase, 
straightway appearing, divers remark- "My dear,” said the locksmith to 
able sounds were heard, first In the |,is wile. “Do .you desire this?” 
workshop and afterwards in the little "j desire it!" she answered. “I am 
dark passage between it and the par- astonished—I am amazed—at her au- 
lor, as though some unwieldly chest dacitv. Let her leave the house this 
or heavy piece of furni'ure were be- moment.”
ing brought in. by an amount' of hu- .Miggs, hearing this, let her end of 
man strength inadequate to the task the box fall heavily to the floor, gave 
At length after much struggling and a very loud sniff, crossed her arms, 
bumping, and brushing of the wall on screwed down the corners of her 
both sides, the door was forced open mouth, and cried, in an ascending 
as bv a battering-ram, and the lock- sca|Pi ‘-Ho, good gracious!" three 
smith, steadily regarding what ap- distinct times.
peared beyond, smote his thigh, ele- "You Lear what your mistress says
vated his eyebrows, opened his mouth, rUy j0ve,” remarked the locksmith, 
and cried in a loud voice expressive “you had better go, I think Stay; 
of the utmost consternatio.il take this with vou, for the sake of

“Damme, if it ain't Miggs come old service." 
back!” Miss Miggs clutched the bank-note

The young damsel whom he named took from his pocket-book *:,d held 
no sooner heard these words than, de- out to her, deposited it in a small, 
serting a very small hoy and a very r,^ leather purse, put the purse in her 
lar".e box by which she was accom- p(Kket (displaying as she did so, a 
panied, and advancing with such pre- considerable jiortion of some under 
cipitation that her bonnet flew off her gaiment, made of flannel, and more 
head, burst into the room, clasped black cotton stocking than is com
ber hands (in which she held a pair mon|y SP..n jn public), and tossing
of pattern, one in each), raised hei ber head, as she looked at Mrs. Yar-
eyes devotedly to the ceiling, and shed dPn repeated: 
a flood of tears. I “Ho, good gracious!”

■The old story!” cried

she was ‘.o stand there to,be insulted, 
and whether oi no he meant to help 
her to carry out the box again, and 
if he took a pleasure in hearing his 
family reviled, with other inquiries oi 
that nature, at which disgrace and 
provocation, the small boy, who had 
been all this time gradually lashed in
to rebellion by the sight of unattain-

leaving his aunt and the box to fol
low at their leisure. Somehow or 
other, by dint of pushing and pulling, 
they did attain the street at last, 
where Miss Miggs, all blowzed with 
the exertion of getting there, and 
with her sobs and tears, sat down 
upon her property to rest and grieve, 
until she could insnare some other 
youth to help her home 

“It’s a thing to laugh at, Martha,

CHAPTER XXIII

the lock
smith, looking at her in inexpressible 
desperation. “She was born to be a 
damper, this young woman! nothing 
can prevent it!”

• Ho master! ho mim!" cried Miggs, 
“can I constrain my feelings in these 
here once agin united moments! Ho 
Mr Warsen, here’s blessedness among 
relations, sir! Here's forgiveness of 
injuries, here’s amicableness!

The locksmith looked from his wife, 
to Dolly, and rom Dolly to Joe, and 
from Joe to Mi* gs. with his eyebrows 
still elevated, and his mouth ’’till open. 
When his eyes got back to Miggs,they 
rested on her, fascinated.

“To think," cried Miggs with hys
terical joy, “that Mr. Joe, and dear 
Miss Dolly, has raly come together af
ter all as has been said and done con
trary! To see them two a-settin’ 
along with him and her, so pleasant 
and in all respects so affable and mild 
aipl me not knowing of it, and not be
ing in the ways to make no prepara
tions for their teas. Ho what a cut
ting thing it is, and yet what sweet 
sensations is awoke within me!”

Either in claapln., net' hands again, 
or in an ecstasy of pious joy, Miss 
Miggs clinked her pattens after the 
manner of a pair of cymbals, at this 
juncture, and then resumed, in the 
softest accents:

-ESgfl"

“I think you said that once before, 
my dear,” observed the locksmith.

“Time is changed, is they, mim!” 
cried Miggs, bridling; “you can spare 
me now, can you? You can keep 'em 
down without me? You’re not in 
wantj of any one to scold, or throw 
the blame upon, no longer, ain’t you, 
mim? I’m glad to find you've grown 
so independent. I wish you joy, I'm 
sure!”

With that she dropped a courtesy, 
and keeping her head erect, her eei 
toward Mrs. Yarden, and her eye on 
the rest of the company, as she allud
ed to them in her remarks, proceeded:

“I’m quite delighted, I’m sure, to 
find sieh independency, feeling sorry 
though, at the same time, mim, that 
you should have been forced into sub
mission when you couldn’t help your
self—he he he! It must be great 
vexations, 'specially considering how 
ill you always spoke of Mi. Joe— to 
have him for a son-in-law at Iasi, and 
I wonder Miss Dolly can put up with 
him either, after being off and on for 
so many years with a coach-maker. 
But I have heerd say, that the coach- 
maker thought twi- v about it—he he 
he'—-and that he told a young man 
as was a friend of his, that he hoped 
he khowed better than to he drawrd 
into that, though she and all the fam
ily did pull unermmon strong!”

Here she paused for a reply, and re
ceiving nohe, went on as before:

“1 have heerd say, mim, that the 
illness of some ladies was all preten
sions, and that they eould faint away 
stone dead whenever they had the in
clinations so to do. Of course 1 ne
ver see sich cases with my own eyes 
—ho no! He he he! Nor master nei
ther—ho no! He he he! I have heerd 
the neighbors make remark as some 
one as they was acquainted with, was 
a poor good-natured, mean-spirited 
erect ur, ks went out fishing for a 
wife one day, and caught a Tartar 
Of course I never to my knowledge 
see the poor p*tson himself. Nor did 
you neither, mim—ho no. 1 wonder 
who it was—don’t you. i.iin? No

Another month had passed, and the 
end of August had nearly come, when 
Mr. Harcdale stood alone in the mail- 
coach office at Bristol. Although but 
a few weeks had intervened since his 
conversation with Edward Chester 
and his niece in the locksmith's house 
and he had made no change in the 
meantime, in his accustomed style of 
dress, his appearance was greatly 
altered. He looked much older, and 
more careworn. Agitation and anx
iety of mind scatter wrinkles and 
grey hairs with no unsparing hand, 
but deeper traces follow on the silent 
uprooting of old habits, and severing 
of dear, familiar ties. The affections 
may not be so oasilx wounded a^ ttic 
passions, hut their hurts are deeper, 
and more lasting, lie was now a 
solitary man, and the heart within 
him was dreary and lonesome.

He was not the less alone for hav
ing spent so many years in seclusion 
and retirement. This was no better 
preparation than a round of social 
cheerfulness; jierhaps it even increas
ed the keenness of his sensibility. He 
had been so dependent ujion her for 
companionship and love; she had come 
to* be so much a part and parcel of 
his existence, they had had so many 
cares and thoughts in common, which 
no one else had shared, that losing 
her was beginning life knew, and be
ing required to summon up the hope 
and elasticity of youth, amid the 
doubts, distrusts, and weakened ener
gies of age.

The effort he had made to part 
from her with seeming cheerfulness 
and hope—and they had parted only 
yesterday—left him the more depress
ed. With these feelings, he was about 
to revisit London for the last time, 
and look once more upon the walls 
of their old home, before turning his 
back upon it, forever.

Tht» journey was a very difficult one, 
in those days, from what the piesetit 
generation find it; bu 'J it came to an 
end, as the longest journey will, and 
he stood again in the stieets of the 
metropolis. He lay at the inn where 
the coach stopped, ana resolved, be
fore he went to bed, that he would 
make his arrival known to no one, 
would spend but another night in Lon
don, and would spare himself the pang 
of parting, even with the honest lock
smith.

Such conditions of the mind as that 
to which he was a prey when he lay 
down to rest, are favorable to the 
growth of disordered fancies, and un
easy visions. He knew this, even in 
the horror with which he started 
from bis first sleep, and threw up the 
window to dispel ft by the presence 
of some object, beyond the room, 
which had not been, ns It were, the 
witness of his dream. But it was 
not a new terror of the night; it 
had been present to him before, in 
many shapes; it had haunted him in 
bygone times, and visited his pillow 
again and again. If it had been bu

near, as hv s.owly sank into a slum
ber, he was conscious of its gathering 
strength and purpose, and gradually 
assuming its recent shape, when he 
sprang up from his bed, the same 
phantom vanished from his heated 
brain, and left him til Ini with a dread 
against which reason and waking 
thought were jiowerless.

The sun was up, before he could 
shake it off. He rose late, but tot 
refreshed, and remained within doors 
all that day. Hr had a fancy for 
paying his last visit to the old spot 
in the evening, for he had been ac
customed to walk there at that sea
son, and desired to see it under the 
aspect that was most familiar to 
him. At such an hour as would af
ford him time to reach it a little be
fore sunset, he left the inn, and turn
ed into the busy street.

He had not gone far, and was 
thoughtfully making his wav among 
the noisy crowd, when he felt a hand 
upon his shoulder, and turning, re
cognized one of the waiters from the 
inn, who begged his jiardoii, but he 
had left his sword behind him.

“Why have you brought it to me?” 
he asked, stretching out his hand, 
and yet not taking it from the man, 
hut looking at him in a disturbed and 
agitated manner.

The man was sorry to have disob
liged him, and would carry it back 
again. The gentleman had said that 
he was going a little way into the 
country, and that he might not re
turn until late. The roads were not 
very safe for single travellers after 
dark, and since the riots, gentlemen 
had been more careful than ever not 
to trust themselves unarmed in lonely 
places. “We thought you were a 
stranger, sir," he added, “and that 
you might believe our roads to be 
better than they are, hut perhaps 
you know them well and carry fire
arms’’—

He took the sword, and putting it 
up at his side, thanked the man and 
resumed his walk. /

It was long remembered I hat he did 
this in a manner so strange, and 
with such a trembling hand, that the 
messenger stood looking after his re
treating figure, doubtful whether he 
ought not t » follow and watch him.
It wa' long remembered that he had 
been heard piling his bedroom In the 
dead of the night; that the attend
ants had men ioned to each other in 
the morning, how fevered and how- 
pale he looked, and that when this 
man went back to the inn he told a 
fellow servant ti at what he had ob
served in this short interview lay 
very heavy.on his mind, and that he 
feaied the gentleman intended to des- g: 

i troy himself, and would never couu'jgE 
back alive. !

With a half consciousness that his ; 
manner had attracted the man s at
tention (remembering the expression 
of his face when they parted), Mr. 
Harcdale quickened his steps; and 
arriving at a stand of coaches, bar
gained with the driver of the best to 

him so far on his road as the

down of that great altar, where the 
worst among us sometimes perform 
the worship of the heart, and where 
the b.*st have offered up such sacri
fices, and done such deed- of heroism, 
as, chronicled, would put the proud
est temples of off Time, with all 
tLeir vaunting annals, to the blush.

He roused himself from a long train 
of meditation, and walked slowly

I round the house. It was by this time 
almost dark.

IL- had hardly made the circuit of 
the building, when h? uttered a half- 
.uppressed exclamation, started, and

j stood still. Reclining, in an easy
i attitude, with las hack against a tiee, 
..nd contemplating the ruin with an 
expression of pleasure—a pleasure so 
seen that it overcame hts habitual

! indolence and command of feature, and 
display'd itself utterly free from all

I lestraint or reserve—before him, on
! Iiis own ground, and triumphing then
! -Li he had t riumphed in every misfor-
II une and disappointment of his life, 
stood the man whose presence, of all

| mankind, in any place, and least of
| all in that, he could the least endure.
j Although his blood so rose against 
this man, and his wrath so stirred 
within him, that he could have struck 
him dead, he put such fierce con
straint ujion himself that lie passed 
him without a word or look. Yes, 
and he would have gone on. and not 
turned, though to resist the Devil who 
pouted such hot temptation in his 
brain, required an effort scarcely to 
be achieved, if this man had not him
self summoned him to stop, and that 
with an assumed compassion in his j 
voice which drove him well-nigh mad, 
and in au instant routed all the self- I 
command it had been anguish—acute, 
poignant anguish—to sustain.

All consideration, reflection, mercy, 
forbearance; everything by which a 
goaded man ran curb his lage and 
passion, fled from him as he turned 
back. And yet he said, slowly and 
quite calmly—far more calmly th.-.a hr 
had ever spoken to him before:

“Why have you called to me?”
“To remark,” said Sir John Ches

ter with his wonted composure, “what 
an odd chance it is, that we should 
meet here!”

“It is a strange chance.”
“Strange? The most remarkable 

and singular thing in the woild. I 
never ride in the evening; I have not 
done so for years. The whin: seized 
me, quite unaccountably, in the mid
dle of last night. How very pictures
que this is!” He pointed, as he 
spoke, to the dismantled house, and 
raised his glass to his eye.

“You praise vour own work very 
freely."

Sir John le* fall his glass, inclined 
his face towards him with an air of 
the most courteous inquiry, and 
slightly shook his head as though he 
were remarking to himself, “1 fear 
this animal is going mad!”

“I say you praise your own woik 
very freely,” repeated Mr. Harcdale.

“Work!” echoed Sir John, looking 
smilingly round. “Mine! I beg your 
pardon, I really beg your pardon”— 

“Why, you see,” said Mr. Ilaredale, 
“those walls. You see those totter
ing gables. You see on every side 
where fire and smoke have raged. You 
set1 the destruction that has been wan
ton here. Do you not.?*'

“My good friend,” returned the 
knight, gently checking his impatience 
with his hand, “of course 1 do. I see 
everything you speak of, when you 
stand aside, and do not interjiose 
yourself between the view and me. 
I atn very sorry for you. If I had 
not had the pleasure to meet you 
here, I think 1 should have written 
to tell you so. But you don't bear it 
as well as I had expected—excuse me 
—no, you don’t indeed.”

He pulled out his snufl-box, and ad
dressing him with the superior ail of 
a man who by reason of his higher 
nature, has a right to read a moral 
lesson to another, continued:

“For you are a philosopher, you

CURED HER BOY 
OF PNEUMONIA

Ncwmirkti Mother is load in her 
Praises ui the Great Con

sumption Preventative

“My son Laurence was taken do 
with Pneumonia,“ lays Mrs. A. O. Fisher, 
of Newmarket, Ort. “Two doctors at
tended him. He lay tor three months 
almost like a dead child. His lungs 
became so swollen, his heart was pressed 
over to the right side. Altogether 1 think 
we paid $140 to the doctors, and all the 
time he was getting worse. 1’hen we 
commenced the Dr. Slocum treatment. 
The effect was wonderful. We saw a, 
difference in two daya Our boy was soon 
strong and well.''

Here is a positive proof that Psychine 
will cure Pneumonia. But why wait till 
Pneumonia comes. It always starts with 
a Cold. Cure the Cold and the Cold will 
never develop into Pneumonia, nor the 
Pneumonia into Consumption. The one 
•ure way to clear out Cold, root and brer.rh, 
and to build up the body so that the Cold 
won’t come back is to use

PSYCHINE
(Pronounced Si-keen)

50c. Per Bottle
Larger
DR, T.

(1 and *2—all druggists

SLOCUM, Limited, Toronto.

know—one of that stern and 1 igid 
school who are far aboie the v i-ak- 
n es ses of mankind in general. You 
are removed a lon^ way from T ie 
frailties of the crux d. You contem
plate them from a height, and rail at 
them with a most impressive 
ness. 1 have heard you.”

“And shall again," said Mr. 
dale.

(Concluded in next issue.

bitter-

Hari

)

CANCER OF THE BREAST
Stott A- Jury, Bowmanville, Ont., 

will gladly send you the names r,f 
Canadians who have tried their (tain- 
less home treatment for cancer in all 
parts of the body. Some of the cures 
are simply marvellous.

A PHILOSOPHER

A class of little girls at school was 
asked the meaning of the word philo
sopher.

Most of the hands were extended, 
but one child seemed specially anxious 
to tell.

“Well, Annie, what is a philoso
pher?” ask'd the teacher.

“A man what rides a philosopede,” 
was the little girl’s answer.—Pitts
burg Bulletin.

Biliousness Burdens Life —The bili
ous man is never a companionable 
man because his ailment renders him 
morose and gloomy. The coinjilaint is 
not so dangerous af it is disagree
able. Yet no one need suffer from it 
who can procure Parmelee’s Yeget- 
able Pills. By regulating the liver 
and obviating the effects of bile in the 
stomach they restore men to cheer
fulness and full vigor of action.

THE EASTER BONNET.
A new-born April chi ken— 

Such a cunning litth fellow! 
Came hopping out on Sunday 

In a downv coat oi vellow.

His tiny, fluffy noddle 
Had an egg-shell cocked upon it. 

“Oh"’ cried the laughing childten, 
“He has on an Easter bonnet!”

—Holidav Magazine.

FOURTH MONTH A
30 DAYS JT\ Pri1 THE

1 RESURRECTION

> W */

carrv

Useful at All Times.—In winter 
in summer Parmclee’s Vegetable Fills 
will co|>e with and overcome any irre
gularities of the digestive organs 
which change of die*, change of resi
dence, or variation of temperature 
may bring about. They should be al
ways kept at hand, and once their 
beneficial action becomes known, no 
one will be without them. There is 
nothing nauseating in their struc
ture, and the most delicate van use 
tii m confident!v.

point where the footway struck across 
the fields, and to await his return at 

house of entertainment which was 
within a stone’s throw of that place. 
Arriving there in due course, he 
alighted and pursued his way on foot 

He passed s0 near the Maypole that 
he could see its smoke rising from 
among the trees, while a flock of pi
geons—some of its old inhabitants, 
doubtless—sailed gayly home to roost, 
between him and the unclouded sky.
"The old house will brighten up 
now ” he said, as he looked towards 
it. “and there will he & merry fire
side beneath its ivied roof It is 
some comfort to know that every
thing will not be blighted hereabouts, 
j shall be glad to have one picture 
of life and cheerfulness to turn to, in 
my mind!”

Me resumed his Walk, and hint his 
steps towards the Warren. It was 
a clear, calm, silent, evening, with 
baldly a breath of wind to stir the 
leaves, or any sound to break the 
stillness of the time, but drowsy 
sheep-bells tinkling in the distance, 
and, at intervals, the far-off lowing 
of cattle, or hark of village dogs.
The skv was radiant with the soften
ed glory of sunset; and on the earth, 

or and in the air, a deep repose prevail
ed. At such an hour he arrived at 
the deserted mansion which had been 
his home so long, and looked for the 
last time upon its blackened walls.

The ashes of the commonest fire are 
melancholy things, for in them there fc 
is an image of death and ruin — of 5^: 
something that has been bright, ami SZ 
is hut dull, cold, dreaty dn-t— with 
which our nature forces us to sympa
thize. How much more sad ihecrn 
bled embers of a home, the cas*!
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1906
Paaslon Sunday

Passion Sunday.
S. Francis of Paula.
Of the Feria.
S. Isidore.
S. Vincent Ferrer.
Seven Dolours of B. V. Mary.
S. Celestine I. Pope.

Palm luaday
Palm Sunday. 
Of the Feria.
Of the Feria.
Of the Feria. 
Holy Thursday. 
Good Friday. 
Holy Saturday.

Easter Sunday. 
Of the Octave. 
Of the Octave. 
Of the Octave. 
Of the Octave. 
Of the Octave. 
Of the Octave

tuttr Sunday

Low Sunday
Ix>w Sunday.
S. George.
S. Fidelis of Sigmaringa.
S. Mark.
SS. Cletus and Marcellinus.
S. Anastasius.
S. Paul of the Cross.

Second Sunday After Easter
S. Peter, Martyr.
S. Catharine of Siena.
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SZ Long Distance Phone M. 2453

The Supplying of Mission Goods a 
Distinct Specialty, New Goods Im
mense variety Write for our Terms.

W. E. BLAKE, Church Supplies
123 Church St., Toronto
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