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A LITTLE STORY

BY H. O'R.

Tell you a minry * Yase, child, 1 will,

Well, one New Year's eve not long ago,
Two lutle chitdren the streetr did ronm,
Hungry and friendleas, without any homae,
The by was handsome, with sunny curls :
The girl wax datk with teeth like pearls,
Shiivering xnd shaking out 10 the eold
Like two jittie lamba lost from the fold.

Naoundy heeded their feeble cry—

Indeed, some sald * jet them die " ;

Hand in hand they trusige satong,

Till, fontsore and weary and not over-strapg,

Thelr journey 1they ean no longer prolong.

They Rilcel und pray inlhe fasi-coming sleet ]

" Plﬂiw‘e. God, tuke us home, it is growing
“ e 10

God heo’:rd their prayer from bhis throne of
tate §

And thase poor little lambs 80 wan and cold,

In the morn had jolned the Master’s fuid.

8t. Juhn, N. B

SALLY CAVANAGH,

Or, The Untenantea tiraves.

—

A TALE OFP TIPPERARY

BY CHARLES J. KICKHAM,

CHAPTER XXV.—Continued

* And now a word about myself. You
know already how suddenly what I may
call my disense left me. From the mom-
ent my rye rested upon the poor, lost
girl inthat den in infumy, I thought 1
nolonger loved her. Nut long since the
clergyman to whoae care I had confided
her wrote to me, saying that a wenlthy
merchant who knew her whaole history
had heen smitten by her extraordinary
beauty, and intended to prorose marriage
to her. And the good priest thonuht 1t
right to acquuint me with the circum-
siace. Iassureyou, it did not cau-e
me the slightest pain,—nnt the Iaintest
sympton of jealousy did 1 feel. Neither
did Ifeel any pleasure on learning after-
ward that she declined the rich man’s
offer, preferring to remain with the good
puns, and endeavor to atone for those
einful years by a life of repentance. But
when my revencnd friend wrote to me
again, after & lew months, to inform me
that Rose Mulvany was dangerously ill,
then | found my mistuke in suppusing
I no longer loved her! Acrompanied by
my young (riend, Neddy, I hastened to
the city. Ifuund her surrounded by the
good Sisters, some kneeling by her bed-
sidle, and une leaning over her, reversing
Gerald Griffin’s beautifut picture of the
‘Sister of Charity,” wiiom he represents
with her hair *wet with tae tears of the
penitent girl’ Ruse Mulvany's hair wae
wet with the teurs of the Sister of Char
ity.

“The nriest had prepared her for my
visit. She held out her hand when she
saw me, but she clused her eyves, and a
faint blush stule over her wasted cheek.

¢ Ruse,’ suid I, ‘I’m sorry to see you
go ill!

*She turned her head away,and wept
silently. Alter a while she looked at me,
and said :—

“ I truat and believe God has forgiven
me, and why snould [ be afraid to louk
at you,~you who saved me ?’ But the
effort appeared to have exhausted her,
and she cloged her eyes agnin. If it were
not for the hght pressure of her hand 1
should have thought she hud fainted.
Her mind began to wander, for she ask-
ed me !

“‘Are they coming atill ¥

“*Who, Rose 7 I asked,

“‘The people,—Lhe young girls. Are
they stili coming ?

“4Coming where, Rose ¥

“+*Cominyg to Americy,’ she replied,

* ‘They are,’ sain [,

“{Oh " she exclaimed, opening her
beautiful eves and tixing them earuestly
on me, ‘tell them not. Tell them tostay
at home. Tell them of Ruse Mulvany.

“She appeared to become nnconsclous
again fora minute or two. Que of the
nuns motioned me to kneel, and [ did eo
They continued reciting the rosary, amt
I soon saw the dying girl’s lips move
and counld even ¢atch the words—*‘Holy
Mary Mother of God,pray for us sinners,
now and at the huurof our death. Amen.’
When the prayer was ended she started,
and said, ‘Oh, thatis Mary! Aud—and
she forgives me ; and iy father, and my
pour mother.  They all forgive me |-
they all forgive me! Louk, lnok! mj
mother is opening her arms.” Here she
attempted to raise herself up,but finding
she had not strength to do o she turned

to one of the nuns,

‘¢ Siater Patrick,’ she said, “won’t you
raise me up to my mother ¥

“The nun bent over her to raise her

up, and as she did so, Ross Mulvany
died in her azms.

“ I remained in the oity to sem her
laid in lier grave in the little cemetery
attached to the convent. As [ was leav-
ing the cemetery, Sister Patrick
placed & folded paper in  my
hand. It contained a lung, shining trees
ot golden hair. To me itis more precious
thap gold, . . . Connor has come in;
heis, | am glad to say, much calmer. But
do nuot firget what I have sad.”

“ I must look to thiy,” said Brian, as
he folded the letter. “it did not occur to
me before,”

On his return, he was startled to see a
party of police conling out of the church-
yard. But on coming cluser to them, his
surprize was turned to horror, for they
carried a dead man between them, and
Brian saw at a glance that the dead man
wns Mr. Oliver Grindem. He hurried
into the grave-yard, and saw a riderleas
horse grazing upon the rank herbuge,
with the bridie under his fvet. He ap-
proached the doorway of the oid chapel,
and as he passed the moumnts (we cannut
call them graves) he shuiddered: the
headstine of the grass of one of them
was stained with blood. He noticed a
spude and a shovel thrown acruss the
mounds, and thought that perhaps a fu
neral was approaching, and that they
were intended to dig the grave. Thire
was no one within the ruin, and the utter
stiliness of the pluce seemed awful to
him., On the ground—unear the slit in
the wall—his eye resied upon some ohject
thut made him start. It was a revolver!

“Great God !” exclaimed Brian, “it is as
I feared. He has stained his hands with
the wretch's blood. He stooped to tiuke
up the weapon, but a feeling of disgust
would not et him touch it with his hand.
He moved it with his foot amoug the
n-ttler, under & fallen fragment of the
old wall

By creasing a field Brian came up with
the police, who were in the act of placing
the dead body in & cart procured at the
next farm-house.

“How did this occur ?” he inquired of
the constahle.

“Accidentally, sir.”

“What ! do you say it was un accident ?”
exclsimed Brian, while sur, riseand plea-
sure struggled with incredulity in his
fooks,

“\We were present, sir,” said the con-
stable ; “no oue is to blame.”

Brinu leaped upon a wall, and cast a
searching look around. He returned to
the church yard and explored every
nook. He made 1mnquiries at the houses
adjoining, but could get no trace of the
objrcta of his search.

Let us relate what took place in the
church-yard dunng Brian's stroll to the
cromlech.

Cunnor Shea—for it wns his groan that
interrupted the poor maniac in her wan-
derings—stoud with his forchend againag
the wall, trying to summon up courage
so accost her. He heard the sound of
voices ounlside, and looking through the
slit in the wall, saw & mun with a spade
and shovel on his shoulder, opening the
church-yard gate. A horsemun, accom-
panied by five policemen, then entered.
(he police approached the pour maniac,
and began tospeak kindly to her; but
she clung with a territied look to one of
the hendstones. Evideutty distressed at
the task imposed on them, they looked
toward the man on horseback, who be-
gan to gesticulate vinlenty, and to utter
warticulate sounds. Connor Shea lonked
more clusely at him now, but was barely
shle to recognize his former landlord—
the author of all bis misery—so tright-
fully was he altered. He had bnt par-
tinlly recovered trom an attack of paraiy-
aiy, which had left him apeechless. His
jaw fell down upon his chest, the mouth
apen, and the tongue lolling over Lhe
under lip, while the slaver trickled down
his neglected beard and over a dirty nap-
kin which was tied under his chin. The
fuce was that of a corpse, save that the
red, ¢lassy eyes glared hideounsly in the
milst of it. He had come with the
police to have Sally Cavanigh ar-
rested as a *‘dangeroua lunatic.”” The
man with the apade and shovel
was brought to level the mounds which
the poor woman supposed to be the
graves of her children. Her melancholy
history was atiructing 8o much interest
that an English tourist, who had been
the guest of poor Sally’s friend, Parson
stephens, had taken a note ofit, Mr.
Oliver Grindem resolved to put a stop to
uhns. He gesticulated to the police, who
reluctantly dragged the poor woman
irom the headstones. She atruggled
violemtly, snd seeing nothing else to

ca'ch hold of, seized the masistrate’s
brille rein. He began to strike her
with the butt end of his whip. The
hc rse backed to within £ yard of the slit
in the wali, and when Connor Shea
beard the hard buckhorn knock sharply
upon tne flexhless knuckles of his wife,
he ground his teeth with rage, and pull-
ing & revolver from his breast, thrust it
thruugh the slit: the muzzle was within
three feet of the monster's heart. But
at this moment he chanyged hi: mode of
assault, and struck his victim n the face
with the lash of the whip. The hard
whipcord entered one of her eyes, and
with & scream she let go the rein. The
horse reared, and before Connor Shen
could pull the trigger, the brutal tyrant
fell heavily to the ground,—his head
striking against the stone slab which
Sally Cavanagh had erecled to mark
what she imagined to be the grave ol
her youngest little boy. L.

The poor maniac ran screaming ittt
the ruin, and with a bursting heart Con-
nor clasped her to his breast. .

“ 0Ol gave me—save me!” she cried, in
an imploring voice.

“I'Il save youn; yes, I'll save you.
But oh! Sally, dun’t you know me 1"

“He cumes down every night when
the stars do be shinin’,” she woispered,
“and now they want Lo take me away.”

* Oh Sally, {ouk up—lovk up aud say
you know wme,” he subbed. And us he
raized her face from his bosom, he kissed
her win cheek passionately.

“They ’re dead,” she murmured, “ all
dead. Poor Norah, an’ Corney, anw’
Tommy, au’ Nwckey, and little Willie
with the blue eyes—an’ all.”

“ But don’t you reniember me, Sally—
your own husband? Thry, Saly, and
remember ould times.”

But there was no meauning in her
emile,

“My God! my God!” cried the dis-
tracted man, *“ what did [ ever do to de-
serve this? Sure 1 was mad awhile ago,
when [ thought to take his life, O
Heavenly Father! restore her sinces,
an’ s thought of revenge I'll never let
enter my heart again! Holy Mury,
Muther of Gud, intercede for her,” he
excluimed nioud, in a voice of the most
intense eutrenty.

“Look at me again, Sally, my heart's
bright love.”

He felt her start slightly, and holding
his chieek close to hers, repeated the
words. She raised her hand, aud beut
her head 1o a listening attitude, like one
trving to catch some distant sound.
Apain he murmured the words in her
cur. She cuvered her face with her
hands and sobbed. “If we were all to-
geth-r)” she murmured; “ what harm,
if we were all together!”

He remembered these were the very
words she used when he bade “ God be
with her,” the night of his departure for
America. Looking upun them as an in-
dication of returning reason he krelt
down and exclaimed, fervently, My
God, I thank you for your merey !” and
teking the revolver from hLis breast
agatn, be fflung it upon the ground.

“Comnse, Sally,” said he, * let us go.”

Tu his surprise and delight, instead of
resisting, as he expected she would, she
gave him her hund, and allowed him to
lead her like a child uver the broken
wall, at the opposite side of the old ruiu,
and up towards the angle of the wuod,
where he stopped the night he putted
from her, to tuke a last look at his
hiome,

“You ’re forgetting the spade and
shovel,” said one of Lthe police to the
man who had come to level Lhe mounds.
“ 111 lave ’em there,” replied the man;
“they’ll be wuntin’ to dig bis owu
grave,”

(To be continued.)

Trusts and Combinations

Areunpopular. But there Iy oneform of trust
agalosl which no one has anvthing to say.
Tnat 18 the trust whicl 1he public reposes in
Hoond's Sars<apacilin, and the best oflt is the
trust Is fuliy |astided by Lthe merltof the medi
eéllr}t. For, Remermber, Hood's Narsaparilla

Hoop'=s PILLS are purely vegatable, and do not
purge, paln or gripe. Sold by all drugglsts,

a Day Sure.

8rnd moyonr address and T will
R{ abow you bow to make §3 » day, absclute-
ly sure; 1 furnish the wurk end tesch
you free;
you live,
will exploin the business fully: remem.
ber, 1 guarantee a tlear profit of 83 for
R every day’'s work; sbaclutely sure] den’s
¥ fail to writs to-duy,

A. W.KNOWLES,* =*rr ~rrac
wINDSOR, Ont.
17~B{-~Marli

au wurk tn the lacality whers
Send me your addres and I

A ddress

WHOLESALE IAD RETAL

(GROCERS,

NURPHY - B0,

CORNER

St. James & St. Margaret Streets
SPPOSITE G. T. R. DEPOT.)
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GOODS DELIVERED
TO ANY PART OF THE ol1Y.
TRAIN ORDERS
Packed With Care & Promp:ness

Telephone 9102.
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i . CURES ALL .
\ Taints of the Rlood.
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L. J.A. Su rveyer,

Hardware, Cutlery, Plated
Ware, Tools, Builders' and
House Finishing Hardware,
Curtain Stretchers, Refrige-
rators, Carpet Sweepers,
Wringers and Washers, ete.,

6 St. Lawrence Stree.?
MODNT T Rt AT,

PROVINCE OF QUEBFC, ) SUPERINRCOURT
Dustrict af Moatreal, 9

Dame Emma Fletcher Reed, of Moutreal,
authorized Lo sue, Pirintiff, vi, Thomas A.
Bishop, of Montreal, Coulractor, Defendant,
An actlon for separution of propurty hus been
fnstiwated,

Moutrea', 6th March, 1803.

HUTCHINS3ON & OUGHTRED,
Attorneys for Plaintiff,

CANADA, E

P
N, .

34-5

Provines of Quebec, SUPERIOR COURT,
Distriet of Mantreal. Y No. 1939,

Dame Delia Viau, wife of Mederic Barbheau,
favmer, of the parlsh of 84, Constant, Distrlet
of Mon'real, duly atthorized tuester en justice,
Plaintlff, v8, the sg d Mederie Barbeau, turmer,
of the snme pluce, Defendant,

An action for separation as 1o properly has
heen returned Into Court, In this case, on the
13th February last.

Mouatreal,2nd Macch, 1893,

P. LANCTOT,
Plaiptiis Attorney.

ST

Watches,Jewellery, Glocks, Silver Plate,
Fine Lamps, Roudgers’ Tuple Cutlery.
Spouns and Forks, Al quality,
Choice Selections and
Low Prices.
INSPEOTION CORDIALLY INVITED.

WATSON & DICKSON,

1791 Notre Dame, Corner 3t. Peter.

I{Late B3 §¢. Sulpise.]



