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DEATil OF TUE DRUNKARD.

There, standingn inite sunow and sleet,
Ail nigt e wiuiîderpr lin the street,
Ant rg and filth Iroim head to feet,

A amiiitiost :irzen dend-
A vietlin of mvuie ru is lie,
A wretch as wretched as carn be.

To l hope'Iess mtsery wede
A Parmi" ofs ciety,

Wlose Curse Is on bis head.

He stands upcm the corner there.
Like sn'm dijiiihnet i thantom of despair,
Se n au'tiut gli ihe- m rnii u laty air,

And Wnas iime door to opm-
The ruishopatoor, thatoc pcl nfbell,
Where lie nd rnany rntillons feul

Down t ul['s redy' slope,
And w1iii wm h hnliivl'ong speed t swell

The throng withoutia hope!

He waits lolbezra poison drink!
No mnhito'd tel.-no iind to t Ink-
No sIf-respie-[e'er t hit last luiik
Tu t bonilid huirln ii i te ptst-

That far-Itr past of gldet glow
Aidl My ntispi pniri s'geiierus flowl-

E'en it.i . of ttes the last,
Was tal'il te iauer long ago

And in Iilie chtasn cat !

1tIltnt hattyss Oiat lies betweeun
H in a ndio wtitti witi. le eionce thnl been,
He iaates ilti wor!d. yet fears Clie unîseenî,

And ernwit. >iiimepless deati,
Vt le degrt m toi nd isrinte,
As plint a- Nar h t e'c iand eau trace-

As roi" uas Gostel sait-
Eitgraven t,on lis tilt' reil face

And poison it his breuth!

A sivring, aniblin, siinp-les inat,
W 0' bot lu iu Is eltttuied It Lta glass.

He tet. the tiry ptîoii »atss,
To qil. i-chI lhl lit-t? tlvirli

But hterk ! litlue muirs denîitite caills:
Fou1i fîtlit- its -ul ht i Ifro tiI al wals,

Ain tdevilsà litm gîn rii!
Hesuuigg'-tilsirer-he faIms!

May hîeavenforgive bis sm!

Corne, drngIr m e frand nut nt sight!
'Tis on1ly a utntitikard.mal wat i 'right
Mas bil 4 foui, bloated corpse to blight
The rai riiss of hlie morn ?

A few pine boards and P'êtter's Field
Are ttl t' lhin m1e world tetn yield-

To wreck ai iiri lîornu!
But hîold ! enatgi ! He itas ppealed

To God from human scoru !
P. S. CAssIDY

SALLY CAVANAGI,
:Or, The Untenanted Uraves.

A TALE OF TIPPERARY.

BY CHARLES J. KICKHAM.

CHAPTER XKIV.--Continui.
And Phil phiced t chair for his un-

expetel visitur.
" No, tianik on-'i, Phil," said the do-

lor. a lemîm tu; nit . pesett. Where
i8 Iho yeitlngwninlil?"

"eibu' Wmtiyug wiuondotor?"
"Tui B'ke's wife." Ati Doctor

Forlis iit his miîr ep iton tie table, unnl
tire-w ni I lhick g lonvu imîl o it..

iiThere s-.e is. i ire, ti ie ind orf tie
table. A)' in htail h1,um11r t inotgii, I enntu
te- yIl, hlu u T''?lom delayinmi' s' long."

D clur Forh'is wîilk-dtI li tLie Mrs
B rke, an i grively ielul aut his hend(
lie gave him iheus, and to lier suirprise,

it sligtly t'' lier alarmît, lie pliced his
fingir on lier wrist, amd, ptill'ng out his
wai chl, h gat [t oo.it lier pulse.

" I tiiik," said the ductor, "yout
ougit to Ilue in bed."

SBro"', doc itr," shouted Tim rCroak.
"So she ouiglit." Aud what wats con-
sidered ut capital juke of the diîctor'a,
elicitei a roar of littglter from the coin-
pany.

Mrs. Buirke lcped up, and bounded
amidst a groupi of -oung women who
were laimientinig the absence of a mui-
cian. at the end of the room.

l Priy, wlat does ail ihis nean ?"
said LIte doctor, bending a severe look on
Phil Siunney.

" Phil repeated.
"Tom Bnrke told nie that his wife

was-was 'coning hone,'" said the doc-
tor, using Tim'ns own phrase, whiclh, it
may be necessaryl for us to explain, is
used in a figurative eense iii Irelatid.

" Aln' so she ls," says her father.
" Explain yourself, sir, if you please,"

Baid tte doctor severely.
"The devil an explaiation I have,

barrin' that Tom badnî't bis new house
ready when they wor naried, and we
kep lier wud us tilI 'twouli he iinislied
.off. An' sure 'Ltisn't to let her go we
wud wudout givin' the neiglîbors a bit of
devarsion on the beau ofid.'

Doctor Forbis vas beginniang to admit
the possibilîty of his having paraken
too freely of Father O'Gormai's old
malt, wlhen Tom Burke appeared upon
the scene witl Joali Reddy's fidile in
one band, and holding Joshl himsef! by
the collar with the other.

" Cone, you rascal," be shoutedi," pl.y
up, and don't think you can humbug
M ."

Josh, whn ws evidently halNighten-
ed out of his wits, seized his fiddle, and
the first twang acted like magie upon
the youunger portion of the party, who
were "on the dlure'" in an instant.

Ttm Burke seized the doctor by the
hand, and assured him ihe felt proti of
itis presence. He called to his wife and
bade ber "get something ready1' for so
diainguished a guest. And when the
doctor saw a snow.white elobth spread
upon a little table by the fireside, and a
cold turkey and other inviting viands
placed upon it, he thought. he cnuld not
do better than makelhimself comfortable.
And between the good fare and the
*merriment, and the respectful attention
oi (lit people of the house, Doctor Forbia
made a night of it.

Next morning at breakfast, Mrs. Forbis
iaked him sharply how lie got the key
of the stable.

" got i of course, behind the hall
door," he replied.

An' who let you in ?"
Kiuty Magrath," said the doctor.

"Kitty Mgarth, didn't von tell me
you didn'L Jet the doctor in hast night? "

" No more I didn't, ma'am," Said
Kity.

Mra. Forbir reddened with suppressed
anger on noticin the evident confusion
of both Kitty and thedoctor, as she darted
snspicious looks froni one to the other.

"Wbo ia tthis coming up the avenue ?"
the doctor asked, glad of an exccuse to
escape Mrs. Forbis' eyes.

'I'is the priest's boy, sir," said Kitty,
glati of an excuse ton.

" Go out and try wlhat is his business."
Kitty retturned imnnediately with the

doctor's hat in her band.
" Yo forgot your hat at Father

O'Gi'rniin'a, sir," said Kitty.
The doctoor louked up at the crook

over the door.
"I see it all. now," he remarked

graîvely, shaking lis head.
Mrs. Forbis and Kitty followed the

direct ion of his eyes.
" My dear." said the doctor " ilt was all

owitng to that last rose of suninuer.
This explains why I was ctiled Jali. I
see it all niw."

Josht Reddy's whiteiai lung tonon the
croi'k over Lte dotr. Killy Mtgrath
pounîcel up;uon il imi. diait'itey. andl lur-
ritd m ibreatiless has te to ile tlitle huse
oppoîsite the docît"rs gate.

J4 sh Rrîldy was aitmin ig byIbis fire ini a
mî' elaniici'oly frnuie ti mind.

" G -d miirr.îw, JoSi."'
"Good mniniuîg. Kitt," Josh replied

wi l a sigh. " I hio you are well."
"'Ti litile you cire which, Josh,"

says CKitty reproaichifly.
- Kmity, iy dsar. l'ni in no mood for

anmat, ry diaI gie t his norninig ; si lie
pleased to inurm nie of the circîtmnstance
1i w hieb I an indebted for this viit."

I brotlît this home to you," said
Ki ty, with a deep sigh.

Josh lookied arotdii, and, springing to
his feet, "exciiimied :

" Kitty, yîou're an angel! I apprehend-
ed it wLas irretrievably lost.. Sit down,
Kitty, and let me play ' Bunny Kate,
fo'r youî."

"I musti be going. Josh."
" Don't. talk of going, Kitty," said Josh.

hanging his beloved wiite bat on his
poll. I never knew your worth till now.
So say youb'Ile mine--' cone o tthe
hower I bave sladed for y'ou,' and ill
talk to Father Pautil this blesseil day."

Kitty becanie bysterical immediately.
And that day week Kitty Magratn was
Mrt. Josh Reddy. So much for Father
O'Gorman'a evening party.

.. * * * * * * *

Shawn Gow found a pleasant fire
bliazinîg before iim when he wenît home,
after seeing Ductur Frbis past the Glo-
dagh. But the moment he sat down,
Nancy said anxiously :-

'Shawn, achora, is anything afther
happenin' to you ? you're as white as the
waiL."

"Nancy," says Shawn, "Sally Ca-
vanagh is dead."

"Oh ShawhI! Shawn! when did aie
die, and who tould you !"

" No one told me," be replied, but I
know id."

Nancy looked at him for an explana-
tion.

" She's afther appearin' to me be and
near the churchyard."

" The Lord betune us an' all barm,"
exclaimed Nancy, making the sign of the
cross. "Did you spake toher?"

" No," lue replied, I hadn't the presence
of mind. Sie looked into my face, and
thin turned into the clurch."

" You bacd a right to ask her what se
wanted. three times, in the riame of the

Fithler, Son and Holy Ghost; au' thin
she'i tell you what was troublin' lier."

"I knnw that, but, I didn't think uv id
in time. l'ami a'ist sure tbough, 'tis to
bring lier home to bury ber."

"An' sure you' will, Shawn."
"I wilI, ai' G(Id .now I'I do more

than that for Lier. For where could youî
get the like Uv her."

" Thne for you,"said Nancy, buratirg
into tears. "Go take a stretch on the
hed, an' go round for a few of the neigh-
bors in the mornin'; an' lave nie here to
say a few prayers for her poor swl. O
Lord! loîok down on her poor childher..'

Shawn Gow retired to rest, leaving his
wife to offer tup "the full of ber beads'
for Sally Cavanagh.

:CHAPTER XXV.
There is an oldchurch-yarl a little he-

ow thie wood, fro i thnIe corier of which
Connor Sheatook alast look athis home.
One dity, not nany weeks after his poor
wife's flight from the workhouse, a voice
might be heard speaking in low, huit
earnest tones, withinmthe mouldermîg
walls of the ruined temple, where thue
Mtass had lot been offered since the dîty
Father Kenrehan w-as hewn tr Lajieces ly
a few Cronwellian troopers who Ihappen-
ed to ride that way. The voice was that
of Brian Purcell.

"When as escapei from the poor.
house," said le in continuation, "she
founi lier way to the church-yard. Hier
reason wa entirely gone,-she renemi-
bered nobody. Though I cane t> ier
anearly every day, I never noticed the
leasi sign that she recognized me. But
nothing would induce lier to> leave the
cihurci-yard. I even tried to force lier
aray, but she clung to the headstonie,
and slrieked so wildly. I thougit i
cruelly to attempt îenioviiig ber. SI we
supply lier wii a little food, ad thier
she sits all dayv, apparently happy. Ai
night, when the weather is inîclemienit.,
we induce er to lie uptn the henth lit
that shied in the corner. But wltat il
mst extraordinary-and I don't winauder
the country people view it in a suîpert.
tmuraIliglit-there you see the live little
mounds, with their brown slabs fîr heae:-
stoies, exactly like the obher graves, le-
neath wit ich lhe us persiaded lit-m childei-i
lire bu riedl. N.l )tne, as lar as I can learnt,
e.aw' lher constructi g liem.'

" Mercifui God!" exclainied the list-
ener.

"Stand ntear the slit in the wall," sai,
Brian, " and y'u cain see and liear while
I amîi speuakiang to ner. Andi lten, as yuii
say y'iu would ratiier ntot have a wit-
niuus to youîr iterview, l'il walk up lis
18r as the cromlech, and be back with

. i ami h stli '
WelI, Sahliy," saiti Brian, " so they're

ail ceaîi." For be knew there wamuoily
one subij ct sie could be induced L
spatIk about.

"All tead," she repeated, wiîh a va-
cant smîile. Then noticing a little of the
turf turned Up upion one of the mnonuds,
alie patted it smooth with lier liand.

"Ail dead i Bit l'il tell you soie-
thing if you won't tell any one."

I wn't tell any one, Saity."
" Well every niglht wlien the stars Io

be slinimn'-bt you won't tell, or they
nmighit take hini ro ni nie?"

" No, Sally, I wil not tell."
She placed lier hand upon his shoul

der, and with her mouth close to his ear.
while a childlike amile lightedti up lier
face, whispered, "IHe comes downt wbei
the 8ars do be shinin', and I have him
in mv arms all the night."

"Who, Sally! Wlo comes down?"
"Ah, you wouldn't guess I Weil, l'il

tell you, the youngest of all,-poor WIllie
with the blue eyes. An' I have hit
here all night,-huere," sie repeated,
pressing both lier hands against lier
bosom.

Brian was almost aflected to tears.
"IlHere is Norali outside," said sbe,

kneeling down and laying her bands on
one of the nounds. "An' silure you 'd
asy know Corney, for ie was nearly as
tal as Norah. An' any one'd know ;the
little one entirely. But wlio only my-
self could guess these two?" She looked
up at Brian as if expecting a reply.
"No," shr continued, "you'd never be
able to guesa; but l'il tell you. This is
Tom,-the little fat bruckish; and this is
Nicky. But will nobody tell me where
la Neddy, poor Connor's own brave boy?"

Mere a heavy groan from within the
ruin interrupted her wanderings, and
Brian moved away, and up the hill to-
ward the Cromlech.

He opened a letter which Connor
Shea had given him, and read it as he

walked slu'wly up the hill. IL was from
the school-aitistier:

"Fir sime days back I have been
thinking of writîng a long letter to yuu.
But as I tind my old habit of procrasti-
nation bas still a hold on me. I tlink it
better to send you a hurried lie by
Connor Shtea, who leaves for freland to-
moirow. I have done muy hest to per-
soade him that there was no necessity
for bis going, and that it would do juat
as well to send yon the money to bring
them out. He would not listen to me;
anid 1 feel quite uneasy nt the thought
of bis meeting hie scoundrel landlord.
Try by ali means and prevent this meet-
ing. He was almost frantic wlhen lie
read your letter.

'Connor,' saidl I to hlim, 'wlhy, after
all, should you feel it sr deeply? Dn'Lt
yî'u know tiat tlh'msands of honest and
respectable faniles are obligeil to go
into the poor-house in .unfortunate Ire-
land?

.'Oh, it's fnot that,' lie replied; 'it is
not thie disgrace ['mi ltinking of. Btt
l'mi tlinking of all Sally Cavanîagh went
thbrough belore it caie . that. Well I
know how long she suffered before she
consented to see iereel and lier chil dren
naupers. Tue rhlt r!' le exclained,
striking tlie table with his clenchted
hand, 'after promising nie that lie 'd lave
ent the oats.'

"Rage and grief almnoqt choked Iiii,
aud tearil hisk hir collar open, lie
rushed oitt of the hoiuse.

"I hope you vill ry and keep him
fromi meeting this miian. It is sctrclyv
in hiumanî nature to lut su ch colI-bloded
cruely pa-ta uniE venged, if the vicLti
lotintmd-him.elf face Lo face with hiis per-
secutor. I ieed say nu m r on thiis
lhead."

(lO lie r mitvsu

A SIMPLE WAY 'To H1ErhP PooR
CA CHOLIC MISSIONS.

Save all ctancelltd postage staIps of
every kimi and coniiitry anid senid themi
to Rvv. 1P. .\. Barral, llt'iii'fton, New
Jersey, (j. S. Give ait once yourî aildres.s
andi you will receive with the necessary
explataiions a ice Soveir of miiini-
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Ls J. A. Surveyer,
Hardware, Cutlery, Plated
Ware, Tools, 8uilders' and
House Finishing Hardware,
Curtain Stretchers, Refrige-
rators, Carpet Sweepers,
Wringers and Washers, etc.,

6 St. Lawrence Stree-1
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PtOVNCEOQv UEHEC, SUPERIORCOURT,
is? riet 'il S' a r-ah N). 2119.

Daine Eum:a l eiechier Reed, or Montrea,
authorized t.'o sue. Plaintrif, vs. Thonas A.
BIliop, of Sfntreitl, Contractor, Defendant.
An action for separation or property bas been
ilst ituted.

Montreal, Gth Marci, 1893.
HUTCHINSO & OUGRiTRED,

34-5 Aitorneys for Plaintf.

('ANAnA,
Province of Quebec. SUPERIOR COURT,

District of 'lontreal. No.139.
in Della Viau, wlfe of Mederlc Barbeau,

farmer, of ite parsh of St. Con4liinnt, I)istrclt
of Mon nl rea, diuly ault horizedl to ester enjustice,
Piaintir, vs. tue sa d Mederte Barbeau, farner,
of i lie saine place, D4etedant.

Ait acLlon for separat.mn as to property bas
been returned Ito Cour', in this case, o tthe
131h February la-t.

Montreal, 2nd March.1893.
P. LANCTOT,

83 5 PtaiutilPs Attorney.

$3 W.KNRWL Sure.

P. ivioConMACEili. ioIkCO.,

yen fret, y"u îrk Ain tnicnlîin) jtro-icLue. Sm enze iur oddr,,s atid i
t liexmlain tie hueineos fui!1 , rn"iie:n

linr,1 gutranoen a cear iroiit id S3 for

e, y dai's m'; eS uoey smod:dont
faui do write -iody,

A ddrus D A. W. KNOWLES.*
ILINDSOR On.
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TRUSSES, ABDOMINAL BELTS
ELASTIC STOCEINOS, &r.

COR. MoGrlL ad NOTRE DAME BTS.


