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o general merchant’s’’ -hop‘ .lnd- nko'd
for a penny ,.ooongt book, ¢ we'll ha'e
a’ things In order,” he muttered to him-
gell as he turned over the *‘cholce "’
the *merchant ”’ laid before him ; then
a thonght struck him, be turned to the
keeper.
SBOP N ey MacMath, yo wadna be for
jeing Father Peter a trifle for the gude
o the chapel wa's ¢’

The grocer sho )k his head, but—trade
is not good in a little country town, the
little MacMaths got through a heap of
shoeleather—the ** general merchant's"’
bairps could pot run about, like their
humbler neighbors, bare footed, and
Davie Msore was never pressing, he
would even take payment in kind—tea,
SUZAT, oatmeal, a keg of herring, a
cheeso ; after a moment's besitation, the
man dived his hand into the till aud
brought out half a ecrown.

o Atween you an’ me Davie,’
winked, ** Atween you an’ me."’

“ Aye, atween you an' me,"”” Moore
returned as he took the cffered coin.

¢ Gin it's t' gang i’ the book y'el
say ‘a fieen’ 2" the werchant atked
anxiously. He was a prominent mem
ber of one of the many dissenting bodies
of the district.

“ Aye, we'l say ‘a freen,” ' Davie
returned, aud borrowing a pen, made
his first entry.

“The liftin 'll ro' be easy,”
ghop keeper said.

“ No, the liftin 'll po' he easy,”
Davie said, ** the folk's poor,”” and
to Father Daly himeelt,

he

the

perhaps, next
po cue knew better than David Moore
what a task he had sst before him, but

—8t. Mary's chapel, rocfless !

Once at home, Davie sat down
solemnly and began making out a list |
of the persons trom whom hie might ex

pect a mite, and that
brovght out —from a recess &t the
of his boxbed an old leathern p
book or case, and taking out

eket

|
| @
its con- |
|

ting blinds, and yes, surely—there
were tom: i for mid
night on the street, voices, cries, the
patter of passing feet.

Gently, on his stocking soles, Davie
crepy to the window, and drew the
blind aside, Half way up the street
there was a glare, a blaze, and against
the flames wers figures, figures horry-
ing to and fro. Davie started—impos-
sible-~it could not be, but — yes — no
house but his own stood so far back from
the street. It was his house that was
burning.

Davie looked at Father Peter sleep-
ing heavily alter his draught, but mat
tering through the sloep now and then ;
the doetor had said he might sleep like
that till morning. He must call up
Mrs, Pagan and run up the street and
save — ieather and odds and ends of
furpitore hid been in Davie Moore's
wind, and then come another recoilec
tion—the **litting?'' The * lifting’
in its paper envelope lying, as he had
left it the night of Father Peter's ac
cident, on the table.

As he stood, almost stunned for a
moment, a knock came to the Presby
b:ry door, that mads poor Father Peter
start, and turn his head from side to
gide, a summons to Davie.

¢ A spark on tho thateh, we're think-
in' "’ the bearer of ill news explained,
as side by si the two men hurried up
the street *‘onway, the fire has ta'en

the roof, an' ye'il no save a steek,
Davle, man, I's feared.”
A steek | T ‘lifting '’ was all

Davie cared
that; but at
shout from

I{ he could rave
tant there was a
ywelling crowd, a
hout, a ery to the nearer on lookers to

about,
the i
the ever

|
tand back, The flames secmed for a |
moment mount like a pyramid to the i
gky, ar with a crash, the roof had |
and Davio, sick and g‘ud_\',;
to his companior r|

)

ent

tents spread then out belfore him. N i.] 0 me ;, ¢
It wouldn't do for him, Davie Moore, | W T ‘Ar(" "'“1‘1. '
to be giviog too wuch, Le told himsell, | o g SRR |
it might frighten, ybe, poorer folks | ° found to work ir '
and it wouldn't lcok well to give more | . s Davie was ki s
than Peggicslea, who had promised bis | g be Srusted—o uld ‘
pourd. Davie was in what be would | "”" ub “_"‘ faireeen ,.‘-:m':‘
bave called bimself, ** a quandary,' | ™% %y S06 \ pound eeventeen and |
| six! Wavie sobbed like a child His |

when suddenly bis face lighted, and ho |
gave a little chuckle as he nodded at |
the first entry in bis book, ‘' gin there's
ae freen, there can be anither,” he
said, and chuckled again.

“1 was thinkirg, Davie, that His
Holiness at Rome had so many frieuds
in D——,"" Father Peter gaid, a twinkle
in his keen blue eye, when Davie, at
the end of the month or two, shewed
his account book.

* Well, Davie, man, you bhave done
well,’”’ the Father said, ** but it's not
cne summer’s ‘lifting’ that'll roof the
chapel,” lLere came a little sigh.
“ Well, Rome, we know, wasn't built
in a day, not in a Presbyterian village
anyway,’ and the Father laughed.

Father Peter was right, another
rummer came, and — I am almost
ashamed to say it—a piece of tarpaulin
that once had covered Peggieslea corn
stalks was in requisition to keep the
rain out of the vestry — the ‘liftin’
amorg such a congregation could not
but be slow ; but neither priest nor
‘lifter’ lost heart.

“ We'll manage
Father always taid.

With Avgust came a bit of luck, a
Catholie took some shooting in the
neigt orhood and Davie, summoning all
his coursge, called on him, after his
wcrk one day, and was rewarded with
a five pound note. Tho ‘lifting ' was
getting on !

It was a still, sultry evening, and
Davie, when he got hoze, after making
himself a cup of tea, took out the pre
cious leather pocket book to add the
day's ccllecticn to its treasures, Thoe
money was nearly all in one pound
notes, notes given him by his friend,
the ** general merchant,” in exchange
for the shillings and sixpences so slow-
ly gathered, but making, already, a
little packet.

One, two, three, Davie counted,
though he kvew the sum to be got to
gether in a place like D., even in a
twelvemonth.

He had just put the notes back into
their enveloge before cousignivg them
to the pocketbook, when a knock came
to the door.

“ Davie, man, Davie, are ye there?"
The sjeaker was anold Catholic woman
who lived in a cottage facing the
chapel, ** Davie, man, are ye there ?
Father Peter's been flung out o' the
Crosskey gig, an' they're sayin' his
leg's broke.”

In a second Davie was flying down
the strect, he saw what Mrs, Pagan,
the priest's housekeeper, was, when
ber verves, as she put it, were '‘ up
set,’”” and had he nut nursed Father
Peter single handled through his
attack of pleurisy two years before ?

Davie was breathless as the Presby-
tery reached, he took the short cut
through the chapel into the house, but
even in his haste he stopped for a
moment before the Lady altar and blew
out a smouldering candle, inwardly
anathematizing Mrs. Pagan as he did
it, for a ** careless limmer."’

Father Peter was an old man and
heavy., There were other hurts be-
sides the broken leg, and a few anxious
days followed, during which Davie
never left his side, while Mrs Pagan
sat in her kitochen, her apron to ber
eyes, pouring out her griefs and her
grievances to any gossip who would
listen,

Father John, Father Peter's nephew,
sent by the Bishop, would soon be
there. Father John, with Lis ** Roval
enta ’’ and his ** ways,”’ and how could
she, Mrs. Pagan, put up with either at
such a time ? And with, what was
more, Davie Moore in tbe house, not
but what Davie was a guiet and sen-
sible man, but—he was always another
mouth to feed.

The night before Father John's ex-
pected arrival had come, Mrs. Pagan
had forgotten her troubles in sleep,
Father Peter was sleeping too—under
an opiate, and Davie was sitting by his
side, ready when the Father should
awake, for any service required, handy
88 & woman.

The moon was not up, but it suddenly
struck Davie that the night was dark,
that indeed a curious light or gleam

it, Davie,”” the

own fault, too Why had he not, like a
sensible man, banked the woney instead
of ** haining ’ it up in that way, just
that he might look at it from time to
time. What would Father Peter, what
«ould Peggieslea, what would the other
folk who had trusted him with their
woney thipk—say? What would oor
Lady—but—with that thought—the first
ray of comfort came to Davie's breast.
Oar Lady knew, if no one else did, that
every bit of * lifting’* and ** haining,”
too had been for her.

I: was not till Father Peter had been
carried down stairs one day by Father
John and Davio that he was told of the
logs of the **lifting."”

“ Well, well,"” the Father said, and
lifted for a moment his eyes to heaven,

I never lifted a penny'' he went
slowly on, with a shy look at Father
Jobhn, of whose solemn ways he sto d a
little in awe, ** that [ didna count it to
ber afore the altar,”” he sunk bis voice
at the last words.

“ Ah,"” the old twinkle came to
Father Peter's eyes. ** That accounts
for the chink chink that disturbed me
at my prayers. Davie, you've many a
distraction of your priest's to answer
for.”

Davie blushed. ‘Sha was in her
rechts to see it a’' '’ he went on, and if
the voice had its usual deprecatory ring
there was firmness in it, too. ‘‘She was
in her rechts t' see it a’, an' she saw
it, every bawbee, an’ I didna think it o’
her."”

¢ Come, come, Davie,'’ Fataer Peter
remonstrated, ** you must not be too
hard on Our Lady,” but his face was
very gentie as he looked at ths tall
shoen aker.

“1 pever thoucht it o’ her,’’ Davie
repeated.

‘+ Well, well, she'll find it for you
yet.”! Father Peter glanced a little
anxiously at his nephew. Father John
was but young and he might — Father
Peter gaw the expression in his face—
be inclined to improve the occasion, by
preaching Davie a little howmily on
resignation.

“J's time yer Reverence was back
in be¢. It's weel there's someyin in
the hoose with sevse.'”” Mrs., Pagan
had opened the parlor door and was
oyeing first Father John, and then
Davie, with severity.

“ Well, well,” Father Pcter sa'd,
there's nothivg like obedience."

* You must not be too hard on Our
Lady, Davie,"” Father Peter whispered
when hall an hour later he was sottling
down on his pillow.

Davie looked at him., ‘ I'm awa’t'
the chapei t’ gie Her a bit o' my mind,"’
he said.

Father John would have spoken, but
Father Peter laid his hand on his arm.
¢ Away with you, then, Davie,’”” he
gaid, “and don’t forget the two poor
ginners here."

Father John was still at his office.
Father Pote was just falling into his
first sleep, when Davie opened the
door.

“ What is it Davie ? What is it?”
No words were needed to make Father
Peter divine that something had hap-
pened; he raised himaelf on his pillows.

¢ What is it; Davie; what is it 2"’

Father Jchn put down his book and
turned to the pair.

 It's the lifting,’’ Davie cried, and
keld out a stiff, white envelope towards
the priest.

For a moment no one spoke, and then
Davie went on, ** it's the lifring, an’ I
min, it a' noo. I had the envelop i’ my
ban’ and nicht they fetchit me t'yer
reverence.’’

“ Yes, yes,” Father Peter said,
¢ but where did you find it now ?"’

“ The way o't wud be this," Davie
went slowly on. * I min’ I had the
bit envelop i’ my han’ when Peggle
cam’ runnin’ t' tell me your reverence
had been conpit, an’ I mun ha'e pitten
it doon t' blaw the can'le cot, yon jade,
Mrs. Pagan, had left birnin,’ and there
it's been sinsyne.’’

¢ Certainly,” Father John sald, sol-
emnly. ** I have seen that envelope at
the back of the altar every day since I

at him, I thonght it was a petition
from one of the people.”

* Ah, we haven't such advanced
ways here,’”’ the Father sald, and then
he turned to the shoemaker, ‘‘ I am
thinkiog, Davie, you owe Our Lady an
amends,’”” There was a tear as well
as a twinkle this time in Father
Peter's eye.

“I kenna about Amens,’” Davie said,
and Poter turned away his head to
smile, * but, she an' me understan’
each other fine."”

“ Well, please God, my firet Mass
shall be in her honor,"” Father Peter
said,
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Szop your daily stimulant, smoke less
and give wmore to the poor. Guard
your senses from disorder, let no evil
speach proceed from your mouth. Stay
at home and strive by pleasant words
to make others happy. Do gcod to
some one who has hurt you. Cheek
your bursts of impatience ; speak kind
1. Go to church on Wednesday aven
ings for the sermon and the Benedic-
tion of the Most Holy Sacrament ; and
on Friday for the Way of the Cross.
Also go kueel in the confessional and
hnmbly confess your sins. There are
a thousand other ways of doing pen
ance swoetly and constantly. During
all the days of Lent keep your mind
upon our Blessed Lord, and do all to
please Him. Abstain from =all tbat
may wound Ilis heart. This will bring
you much peace and great joy on
Easter morn.—The Messenger,

TOLD THE TALE AS HE HEARD
IT.

A correspondent who signs himsell
“Philip Quarles,”” sends to the Bazaa:
Journal the following strange story :
The subsequent experieuce of Father
M'B——,as related to me by my friend
was even more strange than the first,
One night in November, he had gone
to bed early as the weather was ver)
cold, and towards dark a beavy rain
had set in which as the night wore on
changed to hail and sleet. The bed
room was on the ground floor—indeed
the house consisted of but one story
Somewhere in the small hours of the
night, Father M'B ——wasawakened out
of a heavy sleep by what he supposed
to bs a tapping on the window panc.
He listened intently, but heard mno h-
ing save the beating rain. After a fev
moments he f:1l asleep when once mor«
the sound was repeated, and this tim
he called out *“Who is here? A wvoice
which seerwed to be that of a boy or a
woman, replied : “A woman is dying |
at Smithson Post offizo—eoma albon
for God’s sake!"” Thera was no wi
taking this summons, The prisst aroce
threw on some clothing, and opeuned
tbe door. *“Come in,’" he called out
“and I will bo with you in a mon
No answue  ‘‘Have yon two horses ?"
ho asked iu a loude: voice. Come in
come in out of the storm.’’ Still no
answer, Having dressed, he lighted a |
lantern, and again opened the door
Up and down the road, around by the
footpaths, near the stable : he looked |
in vain — there was no one to
seen.,

Now Smithson Post-office is eighteer
miles from 3t. Mary's and it seemed al
most impossible that any one should
have come from that on foot, utterly =o
that they should have gone back on
this terrible night without waiting for
him to accompany them. The good
priest deliberated for a few moments
and be:an to think himself the vieti
ot a practical joke., Bat this idea was
scarcely tenable. He kpelt dowa and
asked the assistance of Heaven, *'I
will go in the nano of God,” he said,
as he_arose from his knees.

It did not take many minutes to
saddle his horse and don a waterproof
coat, and in half an hour {ron the
time he first heard the tapping on the
window pane, he was on his way, the
tears and protestations of bis good old
housekeeper notwithstarding. A hard
ride of four hours, through mud and
storm, brought him to Smithson Post
office which consists of two or three
houses, and the same number of shau-
ties near the railroad. He saw a
light in one of the latter, and knocked
at the door. It was opened by a man
in his shirt sleeves, who held a candle
in his hand and thrust it into the face
of the visitor, as he gaid : ‘‘Who are
ye in God‘s name and where did ye
come from ?

“] am a Catholic priest,’’ was the re-
ply. **Did you send for me 2"

“Did we send for ye Father ? "
answered the man ; *‘did we send for
ye ? shure we had no one to send, but
the poor woman inside has been calling

b

came through the corner of the ill-fit-

came, and——"" as Fathea Peter looked

for ye since midnight when death struck

|
|
|
{
i

her. Come in, Father, come in."” The
priest followed the poor man into an
inner room where a woman was lying,
a new-born infant beside her, and three
small children sleeping ona mattress cn
the floor.

“ather 1" ghe erled out, in a trem-
bling voice, extending her cold hand,
welcoming tim with eyes which death
was slowly sealing —*'Father, I sent my
tian ange! for ye, and he brought
ye, praise be to Almighty God!"

EUAr

ire, we thought it was ravin’
she was,”” taid an old woman, who
was seated in front of tha fire, *‘when

was dronir’ to herself all night ;

8
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\TIENT HAS HAD NO RELAPSE —FACTS
A REMARKABLE ( SUBSTAN
TED BY SWORN STATEMENTS, |
Wiiliams' Pink Pills are not a
patent medicine, but the prescription
of a physician, placed on sale with full
ctions for use under a trade mark
12t is a guarantee of their genuineness
ry purchaser. They contain no
t lant, opiate or narcotic, and while
have cured thousands have never

ed anybody. To show that cures
d by this remedy are really per-

t and lasting we racently 1
the cass of Mnr. ank
u teedsville, Mifilin County,

I Mr. Means has been an elder in
Reedsville Presbyteriaa charch for
has served three years as
sioner and as school dir-
yr for nive years. He was afllicted
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Since my cure, as related in my state-
ment of April 17, 1001, | have never
suffered any relapse nor had oceasion to
employ a physician except for minor
troubles such as coughs, co'ds, ete,
endorse Dr.
fully and heartily to-day as I did five
years ago,’
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ned, FRANK

weribed

Sut

and swor

| this 220d day of Januar
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Juastice

Jastice Kohler, of R
ynom the above athd
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Pink Pills as

th creeping paralysis, losing the
entire use of the lower half of his body
and for a year was a helpless invalid,
confined to his bed with no power or
feeling in either leg, and physicians
had given him up as hopeless. Mr.
Means was cured by De. Williams' Pink
Pills and his nonial was printed
lows ¢

tes

five years ago as fol
¢ T had the grip for four winters and

as a result my nerves broke down. I
lost the entire use of the lower hall of
my body. My stomach, liver, kidneys,
heart and head wera never affected,
bat the paralyzed condition of the
lower part of the body afi.cted my
bladder and bowels. For a whole year
[ lay in bed perfectly helpless with no
power in either limb and the fealing
gone o0 that I couldn't feel a pin ran
into my legs at all. I cou'dn’t turn
over in bed wittout help. To move
me a pulley was rigged up on the ceil
ing and a windlass on the floor.

* Daring two years of my afilietion

I had six differeunt doctors, but pone
f them gave me any relief, A spec
ialist from Puil iphia treated me
for three months, but he was of no
senefit to me. These )

ma up and said it

tion of

g

physiciaus

sent me a

ments of two n who had b“nl
flicted something like me and who
wad been cured by the use of D
Williams’ Pink Pills. I began taking
hem at once and although my im
provement was slow it was certain,

Now I can walk most of the time with-
| out a cane and everybody around here
| thinks it is a miracle that I can get
| about as I do. Your piils have cer-
tainly been a God send to me With-

in the last three years I have answered
! dezoeus of letters from invalids who had
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Scott & Bowne
Chemis
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goo, and g3, all drngglens

| heard of my case and who asked me if
| it was true that I had been cured by
Dr. Williams' Pink Pills. I have told
them all that this remedy cured me,
and I am glad of this opportunity of
telling ab ut my case 0 that otners
may find relief as I have done.”
Signed F. A. MEANS,
Subseribed and s%orn to before me
this 17vh day of April, 1001,
ALBERT 8. GIBBIVEY.
Notary Publie.
Oae day recently Mr, Means was
visited at his handsome home over-
looking the valley of Horey Creek,
near Reedsville, where he made the
following statement @
« Bofore [ began taking Dr. Wil-
liaws' Piok Pills [ had been treated for
a long time by my home doctor who
pronounced wy trouble to be ereeping
paralysis. I always believed that to be
my trouble and [ do yet belicve so. I
had also spent five weeks in the Univ

ersity Hospital in Pniladelphia withont
the treatment benefitting me and had
returned home to die. I began taking
Dr. Williams’ Piok Pills in 1897, but
did not give a statement of my case
for publication until I was sure that 1
was cured. After returning from
the hospital I did not take any other
medicine for my trouble and I owe it to
Dr. Williams' Pink Pills and to them
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Catholic
Scriptural Calendar

For Year 1906

A Text for every day in the year
| taken largely from “The Roman
Missal,” and following the ecclesi-
astical year and times and days of
1o
dcy 1.

Price 3:zc. post-paid.
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| CATHOLIC HOME ANNUAL FOR
1906,
in"Enlarged Form With Colored Frontis
piece of the Chitd Jesus.
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2 ed by ar tion " (i1lretrated)
t " The Lifting of th ud,” by Mrs, Francla
Chadwick,

“The Infant Mary,” a brief rorount of tan

devotion to the Infant Mary (illustrared)

* The Saven Rooma of Satan " a Ghost Story
With a Moral, (illustrate

“ 8ibyl,"” (illustrated)
swwer Chapel,” a Tuale of the Nethes
fanda, (Illustrated)

Somea Notabls Kvents of the Year 1604.190¢
(illustrated)

New Bishops.

The Dead of the Year.

For sale at the Cartnoric Recorn Offiod
London.

The

Price 25 Cents.
Address : THOMAS COFFEY.




