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GUIBE BADEY'S STORY.

+Yos, @ir, that was Sistor Bone.
diots,” the chiof of tho police remark-
od to mo, a8 tho gentlo Stator of Meroy

ggod out of the police stakion whoro
¥ was gathoring itoms for the papor on
whiob I waa reporter.

« You romember Col. Hutohineor
thay rich old aristoarat. That's hia
daught Sistor Bonodiota, She's
just been in to sco 1ao about a poor,
wild 1ad, in tho station for fighting.
Mho boy's sister goos to sohool to
Sistor Bonediota , just like my littlo
Kato, snd Bllen -that's my wifo—
thunka if thero's o Baint on enrth it is
Sister Benodiota.  Well, I'll do what
I can for the lad, secing Sistor Bono
diota nsks it 08 sho does ; and for old
timo's sake, If sho is o saint, a8 my
Tlien says, I saw hor ono timo gorely
torpted. Sho was a slip of a girl
thon, living in the old Hutchingon
mansion, It is sold now to strangera.
Thet's many a year ago, sir, full
cighteon or tweaty ; but I'll give my
word Sistor Benediota is thinking of
thoso old times to-day, for thero was
her cwn brothor, the wildest of the
lot. I'll give my word thore nover
eomes round a Ioly Week or an
Bastor Sunday that sho doesn't re.
mombor the week I wae detailed to
watch Alox after his troublo with Ned
Saundors. They wero o wild lot of
boys in thoso days.”

“Toll mo the story,” I suggosted,
geoing tho chiof had become rominig.
cont and knowing the recolleotions of
suob a man must e interesting.

Chiof Fahoy looked at his watcl,
o was the soul of punotuality and
devotion to duty; but the timopieco
sooming to give him pormisgion to do
80, ho storted out with bis story.

Yos, sir, twonty years ago this
Eastor. I mind tho time well, for
Ellen and [ were married just after
that, Ellen waa tho scamstross at ol
Hutchingon's. $Sho's tho grand hand
at the needle yet, with five oldren to
geo aftor. Our oldest, & bequtiful
wo year-old boy, is dead theso sixteon
yoara. Woll, I wag only a policoman
in tho ranks those days and on my
rounds I would pass by ag oftun ng [
sould, just to seo Lilen sitting at tho
window sowing. hon eho'd como to
ber mother's Sundays, and I would go
te seo her, hor wholo tallk was Miss
Madoline, how kind io the pvor and
to overybody.

0ld ‘Col. Hutchingon was a proud
old codger and his wifo wag another ;
but that aiss dadeline, sho was an
angel, if Ellon‘s word_could mako it.
That was all the family, the Colonel
and his wifo, Migs Madolino and Mas-
ter Alox And by tho samo token,
that Mastor Alex was o limb of Satan
Howaover ho and diea Madeline could
bo the same futher and mother's chil-
dren was always a wondor to me.
But sho nover could beliove bad of
him and she loved him bettor than
anything else in tho world, almost
more than her own conscionce one
time. Poor Mies Madelino! If she
know tho times Alex wag in tho police
oourt, and the low down company he
kept, maybo she wouldn’t have wor-
sbipped bim g0, but lio wag ber only
brother.

The old Colonel would como along
proud ag Lucifer, and pay Alox’s fino
every time and keop tho papers from
publishing his arrest.

But the night.in Tony Andrew's
bar-room when they were all biling

I must wateh Alox day and night
until ho could stand lug trinl.

«“A pollcoman m iy houso day
and night!” the proud Colonel al.
most shoutoed,

« Must you really stay hore > the
old lady asked, * We could send you
roports of his condition ovevy day to
tho station,” )

8ho thought it wag just o sort of
otiquotte, my ataying by tho boy,

+¢ My ordera ara to kenp him undor
striot watoh.”

This is all I would answoer to any
of their objeotions, Out in the hall
Migs Madeline was saying :

« Pleaso, paps, don't toll Mr. Fahoy
that you dou't want him., Ilo is
obliged to stay hare, It is his duty,
and wo ought not to hurt his feclings.”

Ro thore I was planted in that little
stuffy room, with tho door open be.
twoon me and tho sick boy. For the
firat fow days ho was that bad off he
didn’t need much watehing, just lying
thore like death, with his hoad tied
up. The dootora kept coming in and
always walking casy and looking vory
golomn,

Thora woro two nuracs. One wasa
big strappivg follow, for tho day, and
tho othor was a round, fat, little fel.
low, for the night. I mistrusted tho
fat, httle oily fellow right along.
Sort of & Greek, ho was rll bows and
politoness. Ha treated me with mara
roapeet than if I was old Qol. Huteh-
ingon bimsolf. Whon I'd go in to
look at tho boy, just before turning in
mygelf for the night, the Groek nurse
would ahake his head and say :

*« Al 1 Mr, Officor, your watoh will
not be for Jeng. My poor garcon is
going fast.”

All tho same Alex geomed to bo
quict enough, and for a day or two he
soemed to be gotting better.

Miga Madeline would bring me the
papers to road nnd would always ask
g0 pitifully: < Is Mr. Saunders got-
ting any botter 2"

Then I knew what was troubling
her most, that Nod Saunders would
dio and Alex would be a murderer.

¢ 3he's a-woaring herself out, pray-
ing for that Saunders tc live,” Sllen
would tell me, *“and Davy—oxcuso
me, Mr. Officor Fahy—DMiss Madeline
aays, if it was God's will, sho would
rather Mr, Alox would die himeolf
than have such a orime on hig soul.”

¢ Woll, he'll be protty suro to have
it on his goul then," 1 sald, ** bocause
Ned Saunders can't got well. Why,
ho is a3 good as doad now——," thon
I stopped short ; for thers was Miss
Madeline standing in the door and
looking white and scared,

“ You horrid, oruel thing!” Ellen
snapped u$ mo and juraped up to catch
hold of Miss Madeline.

« No, Elien dear, I am not going to
faint." Thon sho oame across tho
room to whero I was standing.

“You said, Mr. Fahoy—I heard
you, you know that Mr. Saundors
could not got woll "

v But, Misg Hutchingon,” I an-
swered, * while there's life there's
hopo. He's not dead yot. Thero is
always a chanco.”

I folt liko & load had been taken
off mo when sho turned to go, for [
could not boar o look at her, with the
suffering in bor oycs. Ellen wont out
with ber aad in a little while my girl
came baok. Then suowu a raking over
ag I got, for just telling tho truth;
and Ellen horaelf a picking it out of
me. But you never cdn get the hang
cl theso women. After that Ellen
would snap me up, just as if I was to
blame for Ned Ssundoers dying and
msking it out murder for Mr. Alexan-
der Hutebi

drunk and he and Ned Saund ob
into a fight that couldn't bo hushed
up. Alex stabbed Ned and nearly
murdered him outright ; and Ned did
somo outting on Alex. 8o when the
police came along, beth boys were put
into carriages and taken to their
homes. Ned's raother was a widow
and poor, and he was hor only ohild,
80 you soe all the feeling went with
Ned. The doctors said he was too
badly cut to live.

Alex Hutchinson wae pretty bad-
ly cut up too and hiad to bo put to bed
and have two or three dostors. They
looked very solomn and said his life
hung on a thread. So lhp chief, Qap-
tain Martin, it was thon, just detailed
moe to watoh Alex until Lo died or was
% woll enongh to stand bis trial. 1L
~ lookod like it was going to be s trial

%for murder, the way poor Ned Saun-
v ders was sinking.

I wind now the night wo brought
Alex home. It was after 12 o'clook,
and evorybody had gone to bed in the
house except Miss Madelino. Ellen
said shio never did go to sleop until
after sho hoerd Alex come in.

Woll, gir, whon ho rang the boll
and knooked, Miss Madeling looked
out of the front window, and I told
hor that Mr. Alex was hurt, So she
woke up Ellon and the Colonel and
Mrs, Hutohinson, and they all camo
down. Thore were dootors galora and
reportors and quite & crowd. The
Oolonel looked disgusted a¢ the mob
walking over his premises, and go did
his wife; but Miss Madeline was too
distressed to notice anybody, and sho
wag worth tho whole lot for holpiug
the dootors. And my Ellen, too;
though the color all wont out of her
faso whon sho saw tho blood, but she
wasg gritty.

Alox we.s 80 woak they woro afraid
to carry him upstairs; so they
fixed up his bed.in the library. Just
next to tho library was a little
room thoy callod tho Colonel's study.
This room they gave me for myaelf
aftor I explained to the Colonol thas
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It was Holy Weekand on Thursday
the news from Ned Saunders was
worse than usual. Ho was past hope.
My orders wero to keep s stiict watoh,
bocausc it really looked libe murder
now. I oould not see that Alex was
any worse. ] even naticed that he
could raise himself in bed, and that
they were giving him considerable
nourishment. But my bowing Greek
kept shaking his head and sayiog how
badly off the poor garcon was. Miss
Madeline looked worse troubled than
ever. When sho camein from church
on Thursday I was standing in the
hall talking to her father.

“You see, gir,” I eaid, *“I must be
very oareful now, for they say young
Saundora iz dying this time,”

Miss Medeline eaught the banisters
of the stairs and listened with all her
might.

+1 am vevy sorry, Col. Hutehinaon,
but you must understand what the
charge must be against your son when
Ned Saunders dies.”

I nover liked ths proud old codger,
but T could not help being sorry for
him then. Ho ocouldn't apeak, but
just bowed, **Bo you see it will be
neoossary for me to be oxtromoely
caroful.”

« But my poor boy,” his voico was
very huaky—¢ 8 beyond the need of
watohing."

1 did not angwer, but, in my soul, I
believed that Alex was getting botter.

That night the Greek man—Florenz
wag his first namo ; I never did know
lig other—camo into my little poke of
a Toom.

wI'm in for a hard night, Mr.
Officor. The garcon is very weak,
and X will be afraid to take evena
littlo nod of sleop. 1 um going lo
take a couplo of drinks of good Groek
wine. Did you evoer drink tho wine
of my country, Mr. Officer 2"

« No, Mr. Flotenz, L ¢an't say that
L ever did try it.”

* Al 1 that is tho drink, the wino
of Oyprus. Tho posts sing about it.
You know what tho poets asy of my
Greok wine, Mr. Oflicor

*1 can’t eay ne I do. You seo,
Mr, Florenz, tho poots don't go along
with policing, and noithor dovs Grook
wino. Now, o toddy on a cold night,
an oxtra cold night, or a boor on a hot
dny, extra hot, might do; but that
Grack wine, [ don't know it at all.”

“ Al, but you must, Mr, Oficor.
To drink it, that is to live; justa
littlo tasto, and thon to-morrow night
a bottor taste. You will soon learn
to liko it."

Ho had put down a long-neoked
bottle and glass on tho tablo, and
poured out a little wine. 1 mistrusted
that long, lean bottlo, that it was the
gamo sort of dose a3 old Schnoider
used to treat mo to. It was the wine
of hig ocountry too, and [ always
thought he ought to be leaving it a
littlo whilo longer, and it wot.. be
protty fair vinegar,

*Ah1Ihave but ono?” Floronz
cazried the bottle into Alex's room to
find another glase,

Woll, tho wino wasn't eo bad, a
little mawkish and siokiel to my taute,
but that wag all. The Grook kept
bowing und tolling me about the wine
of Oyprus aud the poots, til I drank
two glasses of the stuff.  Whon
Floronz loft me & fow moments after-
wards, ho advised me to go straight
to bed,
¢ Get all the rest you can, Mr.
Officer. I may call you in the night,
if the gorcon i3 very bad, Ilois go
weak and his fover is rising."

* I'm aa sleopy a8 & dog,” I eaid;
but Florenz's black eyes glittered at
mo through the mist in the room.

*It's the spring weather makes you
drowsy.”
¢ Wall, I got to bed ; butif Florenz
needed mo that night I never heard
him eall me; for I knuw nothing until
near ¢ight o'clock next morning, I
woke up with a splitting headache,
soa-siok and light 1 my head.

* Plaguo take that Greck wine!” [
said to myself. Thon I looked in
Alox's room. ['lorenz wag still there,
sitting besido the bed, Ho always
loft at six o'clock. I saw the outline
of the figure on the bed and the hoad
bandsged up. He was lying vory
still. "Florenz lifted his finger as I
camo to the door.

A bad, bad night! I was afraid
to go homo today, a8 I have longer
oxperienco than the othor nurse.”

Thon the butler brought me my
breakfast.

« Col. Butohinson wouldn't let you
be called, sir; beeause ho thought you
woro up last night, with Mr. Alex,
1s ho liviog yot o

“ Just breathing,” answered tho
Gronk, with a mournful shake of the

ead,

Ellen nor Miss Madeline nover
oamo near the room that day. My
girl's eyes wero red from crying and
Mies Madelino suroly did look quoer,
8o whito and scared. That was Good
Friday., DMiss Madeline wont to
church, and aftor she came home just
walked round the house like a ghost
that couldn't bo seitisd.

That night I wouldo't take any
wice, and Flozenz just shrugged his
shovldors and said I was not like the
pootg who loved hig Greck wine ; but
1 told him tho poets had better heads
for such stuff than I had. All the
house was worried and distrcaged ;
and I, thinking Alex a3 good ag dead,
wont to bed quietly.

Saturday morning Florenz was
still thore and said tho garcon was
still lingoring. I saw the figure in
the bed move slightly, once or twice;
but genorally 1t was as still as death.
Strango to say now that Alex was so
much worse Ned Saunders was gotting
bester.

« Tell Miss Madeline,” I gaid to
Ellen, *that the doctors think Ned
Saunders is out of danger and ou the
mend.” 1 thought they would liko
the news, but the girl breaks out ory-
ing, and whon Miss Madeline comes
along and I told her, she juat looked
at me dazed and said :

Oh!if we had only knowa that
before,” and went off wringing ler
hands.

I began {o think poor Alex was
lingering along a good whilo; but I
was afraid to say anything becauso
Ellen would snap me up or break out
orying. I never did see snch a set.
Whatever possessed them, I couldn’t
tell all that day.

Woll, sir, the wonder of it all came
olear that Saturd \{ Misg

I know thon semothilng was wrong,
and I scomed to know that Mise
Madoline would toll mo the truth, 1
bolioved I ronld truge hor ¢von vaore
than Ellon, for you scs, sir, my gl
would sometimes lot hor heart run
away with horsoul. I oould trust
Misa Madeline to do right if it broke
her own heart or anybody clas’s.

« Mgz Madoline,” "I 64id, * gome-
thing iz wrong. You kuow that I
wouldn't harm o hair of the head of
anyone in this houso; but I awa sworn
to do my duty. Now, If what's wrong
has anything to do with your brother
and my duty horo watehing i you
ought to tell me. You have beon to
ohurah, Miss Madehino, and to.morrow
is Flaster. Can you go to the altar
without teling mo what it is right
for mo to know 2"

* Davy I'ahoy | the idoea of tho likes
of you telling Migs Madoline what sho
ought to do.” Lillen was fairly out
of breath, sho was that shocked at my
talking so. But I atood my ground
and Mgz Madoline d:d not seem dis-
pleasnd with mo, She smiled a sad,
little smilo.

“Mvr. Fohoy is right, Ellon,” Then
sho sat down by the little tablo and
covared hor faco with hor hands.  8ho
was Lrombling like a leaf.

¢ Is 1t arything about your brother,
Miss Madolino 2"

*He hns gone,” sho said, so low I
Just caught the words.

“Gono? You mean
egoaped 1"

Sbe bowed hor head.

“ But how can this be ?** I stopped
to the door of Alex's room. ** Who
is t?llat in tho bed and when did Alex

0 2
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*That is Florenz's nephew,” she
anawored, My brother wont with
his othor nephew Th.caday night.
You know you told ue that Mr.
Saunders would die, and my father
said ho could nover endure to seo Ales.
tried for marder. So Thursday night
you slopt so soundly they got Alox.
ready to go, and put the other boy in
hig bed. 1do not know where Alox.
has gone. They would not tell me
anything, for I was opposed to his
oacapoe, after I thought it over.

Thon I know hiss Madeline wasn't
lot into all the villainy of the affair,
iho dose I got, the nice, soothing
doctored Grook wino.

*Thank you, Miss Madeline, I
know that I could trust you to tell me
tho truth." I walked into the sick
room. Florenz was dosing beside tho
bed. I turned down the cover. Sure
enough a rosy-cheeked boy looked up
at mo in surprigo, a boy I had nevor
aeon_before.

¢ Dlease, mister, can’t I got up out
of thisold bed? Iam tired to death
lying hero, and Uncle Ficrenz says I
will got a big pile of money, but it's
worth it lying here so long,”

« Yes, soony,” 1 said, ¢ get right
up.” The boy was puzzled what to
do. Then hig uncle woke up, Such
a swosring in his lingo a3 he gave
when he saw me talking to tho boy.
Then Florenz ran out into the hall,
and prosently Col. Hutchingon and his
wife came in,

I never s3id » word about Miss
Madoline, so they all just thought I
had walked right in and found out the
fraud for myself, It wasn't worth
while to talk muob. Thero wasn't
hardly anything to say., When I wa3
leaving the house telling them I muat
ropost vight off at the station that
Alox. had escaped, the old lady broke
down, aobbing out.

+ Oh, my boy! my boy!"

Of courge, the polics telegraphed
hore and there and everywhere; and
while they were keepiog the wires hot
with descriptions of Alex. and th
youog Greek, herc comes a despatol

4 *Your pills are the to-i [n the
€ o) 1 ued 10 L wnwnged whth
constipation uut.t K welng
them Now I hiwve na tioubts of
@ that kind anv meote oua Fargbuta
my re.overy 1o the st e of your vata.
ahie medtdne  Iu the sptingtime
of the year 1 always tabe your o
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} Fistols and Pestls, §

Tho duelling pistol now
toccupk\a its propor place, ¢
;in the musoum of the

b hundred others

A
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@ barism. The pistol ought to have beside §t the postle ¢
that turned out pills Mko bullots, to be ashot like

bullets ot tho target of the lvor.
still in ovidenco, and will be, probably, uantil overy-
y body has testod the virtuo of 1

Ayer’s Cathartic Pills.
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* Thi- tstimorial will be found in full in Aver~ Curcbenk* with a
Free, Addesss J € Aycr o, Lowell Mase o
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Sister Benodiota. Whon our beauti.
ful boy, just two yoars old, ounr firat,
lay dead and I coutd'nt seom to take it,
Ellen was breaking her heart, no ono
could givo her any comfort, Then in
comes Sister Bonediota

 Gllon, my dear,” sho says in her
sof voice, * your boy will never make
jour hoart acho ogain. If he had
ived o rmight havo mado your heart
acho overy hour of your lifo, and you
would be glad to lay him in his grave,
ot rest from his sing "

Then wo know that sho was think-
ing of Alex., and I romombor how
soon tho old Colonel and Mrs. Huteh-
indon went down to the gravo aftor
thoir wild boy died. Thon I saw it
all, the sorrow and the disgraco, and
Ellon and I went over to tho baby and
8aid, ** Welcomo bo the will of God.”

*Thenk you, Chief Fahey,” I gaid,
a8 ho paused, and I saw that the flow
of hig rominiscence had ceased. *I
am wuch obliged for the story,”

¢ Must you bo going? Well, L'l
walk a piece with you for I've got to
go to the flower shop, You seo Ellen
told me not to forget to ordoer the
basket of flowers for Sister Benedicta's
chapael.”

4 YOUNG LADY'S ESCAPE

FRIEXDS THOUGHT TUAT THE
SPAN OF MER LIFE WGULD
BE SIORT.

At Last With Hat & Grala of Falth Her
Nather Adminlstered Dr Willams' Plak
Plie and She fa Now Cored.

From b Wontreal fleraly
This world is full of change. Thote

aro changes that atioct tho constitution

of tho indisidual, changes that will
como, wo caunot avert their comingy
but wo may parry the unsalutary char-
acter of their influonce.  Womauhood
in its incoption is ptiblo of chang

that domand tho most judicious attene
tion aud prudontial cazo to cnwure pore
fect dovolopmont aud happy matunty.

Thoso chauges aro 1o vital and so subtle

in thoir character that unless tho utmost

wigil and discrimination is d

in tho choico and application of repused

romedics tho worst results may accruo,
he itution may bo und, 1
aud tho germs of “discaso fosterod.

Vigorous lifo is at the basis of all onjoy.

ment and success.  To bo woak ig to
- oval It is therofors fund 4o

to ovory iuterest of humauity that lifo’s
red, red stream bo kopt puro and
healtby.  Owing to neglect of thoso
patticolars mauny young womon have
allowed lifo to become a burdon aud a
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Thoughts on the X

round of dutios. Faint and
woak very aptly doscribes their condi-
tion aftor vonturing to perform some
ordivary household duty.  What can be
dono to hish tho roj tion of

e hcwiated
(For Tux Rroisrra)

“And I koep singing in m: eart
Immaculate ! lmgnacnlglon!" YN

How softly, sweetly and poacefully
the words fall upon our hearts filling
them with a holy aud grateful joy,

In our hearts indoed, in the very
depths of our hearts let us sing and
ropeat and ponder on the words
Immaculate | Immaculate |

Mary our giorious Mother, is
Immaculato | How grand, how sub-
lime a truth! how consoling ! how
raplote with sweotnes and love t

Our Mother, our Advocate, our
Refuge, she to whom wo can turn in
our trisle and sorrows, our joys and
our pleasures, she who is ever watoh-
ing over us with a truly maternal care,
sho who ig ever ready to aid and succor
ug, she ig indeed Inmaculate! No
stain over obseured the brightness of
her pure soul, or dimmed the lustre
of her brilliant virtues. She alone
was, by a special graco of God,
preserved from the taint of originel sin
inherited from our first parents. Oh,
marvellous prerogativa! But can we
wondor 2 Was it not meet that the
boly Virgin who was to be raised to
the exalted dignity of Mother of God
should bo free from every stain of sin?
Was it not meet that the God of purity,
the All Sinless One should be boro
of one who was hersolf spotless?
Surely indeed it was, and while the
thought fills us with joy and gratitudoe
fot us turn tolhen;P this great feast of

for Col. Hutohinson from a little town
near by, It wassent by the innkeoper
und said Alex. wag there at his place
and wag dying, It seems like the
travelling rouud in his woak state
threw him back into fover,

8o off goes the Colonel and Mrs.
Tutehi; Miss  Madeli and
Ellen. The priest went too, Mies
Madeline wanted good old Isther
Judsou to go along with them.

++ He prepared Alex. for his First
Communion,” she 8aid, ** and if God
hias heard my prayers, my brother will
not die without the Sacraments.”

Woll, three days aftor that, L had a
bit of a lotter from Ellen, saying that
Alox. bad died that day, * auch a
beautifal death.”

So my watoh was ended. They
brougbt tho dead boy home, and there
at thoe funcral was Ned Saunders,

T

Madeline had gone to confession,
Ellen said :

++ She'a the only one in this house
trying to make her Easter.”

* Why don’t you go to confossion ?
Miss Madeling would givo you time."

She shook her head, * Miss Made-
line is too good for this world, Now,
mind you, Davy Fahoy, whatever
happens, I want you to remember
that Misa Madeline was against it ;
though her heart was broaking and
she was sorely tempted, I did what
1 could for Miss Madelino's sake. She
doosn’t know why, and if I can help
her, I believe God will help me.”

«What are you talking about,
Ellen, my dear?” Mss Madelino
oamo in. She had on har atreot dress
snd Lat, a prayor-book in_her hand
and ber beads wound rouud hor arm.
Ths worried look was goue, and sho
soomod eettled in hor mind about
comothing. Slo looked 8¢ me and
then at Ellen,

hobbling stcuund, with his arm in a
gling. All Miss Madeline's prayors
wore hoard. Alex. was not a murderor,
and ho died with the Sacraments.

Wall, sir, aftor that, my girl Ellen,
always talked about Alex. Hutchinson,
like Lo was & saint or holy martyr,
just becauso her dear Miss Madelino
was satisfied. She would snap at mo
for & heathen, il 1 said Alox. would
neod many a prayer befors he'd be
loosed out of Purgatory. Dut that's
the woy of the women, sir. Alex.
most broke Misg Madeline's heart;
but sho aud wy girl thonght he was
a rogular avgol, just becauge Le didn't
murder Ned Saundora outright.

Elien and I wero married soon after.
In a yoar or two the Colonel and Mra.
Hutchingon both died. Miss Madoline
gold ibs house—a regular palace it
was—and took all her fortuve and
wont to boa Sister of Meroy. She
gavo Ellon the protty littlo homo we
bave. When we'ro in trouble thoro's
n0 7un cau comfort my girl liko

{

her I T and offer
her our heartfelt homage.

Truly may we exclaim,
And from the Church of all lands thy dest

name
Comes borne on the breath of one mighty
acclaim,

Lot us hasten {o her shrine and
there weave to her our wreath of
praige.”

Lot soft lights adorn her aliars, lot
rare flowers waft around their {ra.
granco, and lot mugio’s sweotest, rich-
est notes thrill forth her praise.

But oh! vain indeed weuld cur homage
be aye, fruitless our prayer, did we not
imitate her virtues, her spotless purity,
her profound humility, her exhaust-
less patience which did not forsake
her even at the foot of the Cross,
when she saw her Divine Son in
agony.

Let us on this great feasl cleanse
our souls in the purifying sacrawent
of Penance, aad with hearts burning
with love and dovotion receive tho
adorablo, the life giving £

thoso unfortunate ones?  Thero is &
remedy widoly known and loudly ap-
plauded, whoso vittues are proclaimed
on tho houso tops and whispered on the
streots Ton thousand mothers have
recomumened it and twico ten thousand
daughtors praiso it. Read what ono of
thom has to mr In the village aof
Lancastor thero lives Mrs, A J. Mac.
phorson, widow of tho late A. J. Mac.
pherson.  Sho i3 well and favorably
kown in tho community. Some four or
five years ago Mrs, Macpherson sont hor
cldest daughter to Now York. While
thero sho resided with her uaclo and
attended school, being thon only about
sixteen yearsof ago. ho social life of
hior towporary homoe mado rather sovero
domauds upon her timo, aud being am-
bitious sho was auxious to make rapid
progress in her studies.  In each parti.
cular sho cnjoyed a covetable weasure
of success. but at no smali cost ~ Many
romarked ler palencss aud loss of color.
Sho began to fecl tired and weak after &
littlo oxercise, such as a short walk.
Miss Macpherson's stay in Now York
lasted about two years. All this timo
sho ato aud sleps fairly well. I the
spring of 1693 sho camo homo, and her
mother could not but romark how
L her daug] palo and
languid iostead of boing bright and
ruddy. Thiokiug that vourishing food
and perfect quiot, with judicious exor-
cise, would restoro the lost vigor rnd
ruddy glow, it was_patticipated io to
tho fullest oxtent. Fora month this was
# 1ed, but still Miss Macpherson was as
pale as befors, liablo to turns of weak-
noss and with au unsatiable desiro for
sleop. At this junctute the family
doctor wag cousulted.  Iron pills were
rescribed ard a trip to tho Thousand
slands taken, tho stay lastiug about
six weeks, during which timo overything
was done to holp bor recovery. The
frionds with whom she stayed camo to
regard hor recovery as oxtromely doubt.
ful, aud whon she returaed home hor
mother saw po improvement. Oae day
while makirg Eurclmses feom & deale:
iu vegetablos ho (the dealar) took the
liberty of 1nking somo remarks anont
tho hoalth of Miss Macpherson, which
was  obviously pot promisiug. He
strongly ueged tho use of Dr. Williams®
Pin! Pills,  Mra, Macpherson was not
over credulous of tho qualities of the
Pink Pills, but they wore purchased and
used to tho best advantago. Soon after
begivning the uso of the pills, says Mrs.
Macpherson, I thought I saw a reddish
tingo upon her chook and in the courso
of & weok or so my daughter folé better,
Tho tired feeling began to vanish and
tho abnormal sloepiness began to yield
to tho intluenco of Dr. Williams® Pink
Dills.  Continuiug tho use of the pills
the progress of hor restoration was con.
tinuous and complote, and her improvod
1ooks wore tho subject of {avorablo com.
mont for somo time. To-day her hoalth
i ol that could bo desired, and both
flxg youug lady aud ho‘r mothier are firm

of tho Altar, and then lot us tum to
her with confidence and love, let us
ask her to cover us with tho mautle
of her loving protection, to shield us
from the dangers whioh beset us on
life’s tompestuous gea, and when our
last dread hour shall como and tho
dark shades of death gather round
us, to shed on us thobright effulgence
of Ler rays aud light us to our
heavenly home.
Picton, Ont. Juue,
-——
The Weather for Colds,

‘Thisisthe timo when coldaaro in the fashion
—ovorgbody who is anybody hasono, if not
himself ther 8 one in the family.  For no
complalat uodor tho sun aro there more ro-
mch., than for a colt in tho head, but of
tho thousands Chaio’s Catarrh Curo is the

t. *In twolve hours I wascured of &
bad cold fa the haad by Chase’s Cure,”
wrltes Miss Dwyer, Alliston, Ont,  25¢, of
all drugglste, with blowor {ree.

n tho vittues of
Pivk Pills and orten recommend thom.
Dr. Williams' Piok Pills croato now
blood, build up tho nerves, and thns
drive discaso from the systom. In
hundreds of cases they have cured afier
all other medicinns have failod, thus
cstablishivg tho clam that thoy aro a
marvel awoug tho triuwpbs of modern
medicalscienco. Tho gonuino Pink Pills
aro sold only in boxes, hcariuq tho full
teado wark, © Dr. Williaws® Piok Pills
for Palo Peoplo.” Protect yourself fron:
imposition by refusiog anypill that does
not bear the registored trade wark
around thio box,

Professor 0’ Briens

Tho far famod and moest suocessfu)
Phrenologist and ~cientito Palmist, is now
on his second year In Toronto, wher shus
suscoss has besn unparalleled.  Don’t fail
to consult him for your own interest.
Patronizod by the Elite.  Photos read {ree
o patroas. Hours 1 o2 and 7tolv,
Shuter St,, Tovonto,

pisg



