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% When ‘e sez that,” explained James to his companions of
the servants’ hall “then I know ’'e were the master; it were
only & real bloomin' face whose face could run soft into a
look like that, when 'c¢ xez: *Take me to 'er instantly.”

That day had been for Margaret one of unusual suffering ;
snd the Friulein, tendercst of sympathisers, had passed every
unclaimed moment at her bedside. telling her lovely old German
tales and legends, full of the rush of the castle-bordered Rhine
and the hoarse tree-voices of elf-haunted forests; and for the
Lwenticth time repeating one of which the child never tired—
a sweel story, running thus:

* Once there lived far away, in a tiny white cottage on the edge
of o great Lrown wood, n dear little girl named Erma, Neighbours
called her a ‘ joy child,” her nature was so Full of sunshine and sum-
mer, Her long, thick braids of haiv were silken soft and golden ;
and her Llue eyes always smiling uutl her wamma died, and then
life changed to tears. For after a short while her father married
again " (there Margaret always siphed)—*a women without heart
or relizion ; whe, unloving herselt, envied Erma every sign of
affection olhers bestowed upon her. When her own fretinl Little
girl w.s born she grew still more cruel. imposing upon Erma all
household tasks, besides the care of her haby »ister,

“Through the longest. hardest day shie never murmured : but
every night, up in the lonely, dark attic. she sobbed herself to sleep.
And once, as she lay praying there, =he heard a voice oalling,
¢ Krma, Erma " softly as her mother used to cull; and. lifting her
heud, she beheld a figure all in white standing by her, and ihe dark-
ness became light.

“:Don't go away! she cried aloud.
afraid, thouzh I never saw you before!

“< Deay, replied the vision, ' you never saw me before, but I am
always as close to you asmow. Lvery soul has its guardian angel;
I am yours. Many a time, as we walked together, I have eaught
your hand in mine to keep you from falling, and whispered words
of good counsel. This night [ am permitied by the Blessed Mother
to reveal myseif to you as a reward for your meekness and piety.’

“¢And where is my own mamma’ Do you koow her, too
asked Ernna,

“¢1 see her every day.’ responded the angel.
heaven, but has not yet entered.  She waits for you.'

4 0h, ¢can I not go to her now I’

“¢8ueh is not God's will, dear.
wings are done I will come for you,’

“<My wings? echoed the child, wonderingly., ‘Shall T cver
have wings, broad, and white and beputiful like yours! And when
2/{ they be done I’

“¢My child. replied the angel, ‘ the two wings on which cvery
soul some day mounts to heaven are labour and prayer. Each time
that you have performed an act of self-denial or devotion. returned
wood for evil, wentleness for harshness, you add a long, soft, white
feather 1o your wings. ‘lhus it is that some finich theirs sooner
than others; for a host of sweet decds may be crowded into a few
years, if every day be fillel with them. That is the concolation
those mothers have whose darlimgs have gone from them while their
lives were yet rony with the hues of morning, They cun look up
and say, © #ly child was good and pure and beautiful of seul ; her
wings were finished betore we thought, and she has flown to Ged.”™’

¢ Ah, dear angel I murmured Erma, clasping her little hands,
—dear angel, please Tidp we to el mine fimshed soon.’

=o 1 w.l try, Now good-neht! Sleeping and waking, dear,
forges not that I watch over thee ever)

soAnd wich the = windds, simling, the vision faded, DBut a great
hppine - absded froan that night m Bema’s heart, and she tnought:
CPechaps 1t b otobl Ditdte Katrine what sy guandian angel s ad she
woall nol grieve b re <o coustandy.”  But the naug hty child would
not livten, Fhs sevinal years passed,  Lrmas gentlenes won its
due tribaie of Iove Trom all save the cracl step-mother and Kalrina,
Oue winty wintry day Erma. returning trom the foress with a load
of faguts e had been sent to gacher, suw searlet tongues of finme
and 1 g, eray plames of some durting forsh from the coltage caves
asd waving biph above thew o while the mother—shricking to the
as-embling nesghbours ¢ ¢ Bave her.—save her, wy litue Katrian I'—
vointed toa white clnld-fuce at the upper windew, Droppng her
burden. Erma flow terwnrd: and, uvheeded o the tumalt, dis-
appeared through the suoke ontpowering from the open deor.

“ Kalrina was unharmed, but dear Erma lay dying, * Ble-sed
child " saud the priest : “youn have piven jour dite for Kateina's)

s+ Ah, Father ! T am so glad,—so glad " murmured Erwa. - She
is not ready to die. you kuow ; I'm afraid she hasu'c any wings
Pray God that she may live 1o be an old, old wowars”

= As her eyes closed 11 death she beheld the shining {ace of her
guardian angl, the sweet volee saying @ ‘DBut. Eruw dear, goer
wings are done.  ow bruad and winte and beautiful they wre! 1
have come to affix them so, so. Frue of hears,  pure of heart, " 1n
anoth:xr moment you * =hall s.¢ God,” ™7

*Thank your, Fraulein darling—thank you I said Margarct,
tightening the thin hand's ela-p.  * i love that story ; bub what can
I ever do 1o get any precty white feathers tor my wings ! Confined
to my bed or chair, ‘jast a trouble E et save unybody's lite or
help anybody or make anybody happy—why, Listen | that counds
like papa’s volee in the hall s wowe ! U papa,—my onnany
dear papa !”

Mr., Marvin was kneeling Ly bis daughier’s bed, her arms
around him, her cheek against his ; and a-, looku g backward with
filled eyos, the Fraulein ghded switly trom the room, she heard
him sob :

o God, my Marraret, my helpless child!
of you! Your papa 1s ruinec, rained, rumed '

(To be continued.)

‘I'm not afraid,—not

i8he is near

Bz patient, and when your
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(From an cceasional correspondent.)

THE LATE MES, WM, MEEHAN,
IT is with sincere regret that I record ihe death of Mrs. William
Meehan, of Ohingaiti, who bad been ailing in heulth for some
months past, The deceased, who was well known in the Rangitikei
district, where she was universully respected, was the daughter of
the Iate James Hackett, of Kinalty Burr, King's Ceunty, Ireland,
and had been in the eolony for the last 18 years. Suffering acutely
from Bright's disease of the kidneys, Mrs. Meehan sought medieal
advies, first from 1}r. Smith, of Hunterville, and then from two of
the leading Wellingion doctors, but all to no purjose. About two
months ago she come to Wanganui, and hus been assiduously
attended hy Drs. Connolly and Saunders. who did all that science
could tell them, but unfortunately with no better results than their
solleagues of Hunterville and Wellington, The deceased bore her
sufferings with greac fortitude and was constantly atiended in her
illness by her husband (Mr. Willizm Meehau) and their children, as
well as o large number of sympathetic friends, who did all they
could to cheer her up and alleviate her safferings. On Tuesday
morning the crisis came, and after having been administered the last
Sgeraments by the Rev, Father Tymons she prssed pencefully away
in the presence of her sorrowing husband and six children., There
were alwo present at the death bed Mr. James Meehan, deceased's
brother-in-law, and Mr. William Delinay, an old schonlmate—as well
as several other friends, The funeral took pluce on Thursday after-
noen, and was attended by a larpe number of the deceased’s friends,
both of Wanganui and the Rangitikei district, and their presence
was indicative of the universal respect in which Mrs, Mechan was
held. The general opinlon seemed to be that the most appropriate
epitaph over her grave wounld be, “ A faithful wife, a loving mother,
and a good and staunch friend ; may she rest in peace” After the
usual service had been held at 8t. Mary’s, the cortege wended its way
to the Catholic cemetery, where the Very Rev. Father Kirk, 8. M.,
assisted by the Rev. Father Tymons, conducted the hurial service in
the presence of a large number of sympathetic friends. Mr, Meehan
and bereaved children have the sincere sympathy of all in their sad
bereavement.—&. 1.1

DR, LAMONT'S RTRONG TFINGERS.
_—
“I was afraid you were going to slip through my fingers,” said good
old Dr. Lomont.

The writer wasa boy of about seventeen, then, While a student
at school, more ihan 300 miles from home, I was taken down with
pneumonia. I had a tough time, and for two or three weeks my life
was derpaired of.  Dint youth and good care won the fight, and one
bright morning [ was ready to o home with my dear falher who had
come for me. I was weak still. but well and happy clear up to the
brim. ©Oh, what a ride! Oh, what sweet mir! Oh, what a
glorious world I had got back into! and what a reception from
mother and sisters at the familar house, Oh, life! Oh, health!
Oh, dutee, dulee dovivm !

But when a man with most of his days behind him has to write
a line like this - 4/ wy life I have snffered more or less from
disea~¢ "—why that is another and sadder story. [t is the odds
between an oceasional thunderstorm and o sky always covered with
clowds,

We ruote what he says, remin ling the 1eader that in this matter
Mr. W:illiamn Hodkinson voices the experience of millrons. He says
“T a'ways had o bad taste in the mouth. no proper relish for foed,
and atter cating had pain and fniness at the chest.”

These sensations are symptons ol nente indigestion, In the
stoma I there 8 marked loss of power. The food is ndither rolled
oviras it shovld be ro that the whole of 16 in turn may be presented
to the digestive fluid, nor is it duly moved on towards the outlet into
the bowdly,  Arna result it ferments and gives off irvitating ncids and
uus-cs, lenee the paticnt complains of pain, weight, distension,
acidiiy. smd flatulence in that region.  Thence the poisons proceed to
every otlier part of the body, and headache, vertiro gout, rheumatism
depressed spirits, aud a score more of evils follow ; among them,
pos-ibly, nervous prostration, prepressive anmmia, locomotor ataxis,
and wore or loss complete paralysi-.

= Frequently,” continues Mr. Ilodkinson. © I was sick. and as
time went on I becaine very weak and feeble, T consnlied one doctor
after another. and took wvarious medicines, bnt obtained no renl or
lasting relief from any of thcm. 'Ihis describes my genereral condi-
tion until the fortunate duy when I read about Mother Seigels
Curative SByrup. I wag impressed by the statements others had made
converning it and proceeded to try is. After taking one bottle I found
reli-f.arnd wus soon entirely fre: from my old complaint, Since
that time (20w eirht years ago) Thave enjoyed goed health, Know-
ing persunally of ite virtues, [ have recormmended thasiremedy to
hundreds, and have never hemd of its having failed to give relief
Lut tor Mother Seigel's Syrop T should have been in my grave years
ago,  (Bigncd) Willlam Hodkinsen, Hollington, near Uttoxeter
Stafford~hire. Augest I1th, 184937

Mr, Hodkinson is well known and highly respected. He is a
local preacher in the Methodist church, and by employment a quarry
ma-ter,  Had he gone into the grave, us he feared he should, he
wonld have heen missed and lamented by the community in which
he hays long been useful, and will live to be useful, we hope, for years
to come

MNow let us repeat our leadiny thought. Shot illnesses, even
though sharp and dangerous, may result in good rather than harm,
But a disvage that drags its vietim through decades of lingering
distress—whut shall we say of il! The trouble and suffering it
inflicts iy bevond estimate, und its name is indigestion and dyspepsia,

And the name of the medicine that cures it, Mr. Hodkinson has
done you the favour to mention with clearness and emphasis.



