
'■'Don't go away!
' she cried aloud.

'
I'm not afraid,— not

afraid, thoughInever saw you before.'"'Dear,' replied the vision,'younever saio mebefore,butIam
alwaysas close to youasnow. Every soulhas its guardianangel;
Iam yours. Many a time, as we walked together,Ihave caught
your hand inmine to keep you from falling,and whispered words
of good counsel. This night lam permitted by the Blessed Mother
toreveal myself to you as a reward for yourmeekness andpiety.'"'And where is my own mamma ? Do you know her, too ?'
asked Erma.

"'My wings ?' echoed the child, wonderingly.
' Shall Iever

have wings, broad, and white and beautiful like yours .' And when
will they be done.''

'■'I see her every day.' responded the angel.
'
She is near

hoaven,buthas not yet entered. She waits for you.''" 'Oh, canInot go toher now V'" 'Such is not God's will, doar. Be patient,and when your
wingsare done Iwill come ior you.'

'"My child." replied the angel, 'the two wingson whichevery
soul someday mounts to heavenare labour and prayer. Each time
that youhave performedanact of self-denialor devotion,returned
good for evil, gentleness for harshness, you adda long,soft, white
feather to your wings. 'Ihus it is that some finish theirs sooner
than others'; for a host of sweet deeds may be crowded into a few
years,if every day be filled with them. That is the consolation
those mothers have whose darlings havegone from them while their
lives were yet rosy with the hues of morning. They can look up
andcay,

'" Aly child was good and pure and beautiful of soul ; her
wings were finished before we thought,and she has flown to God."

'
"' 'Ah. dear angel !' murmured Erma, cla-ping her little hands.—

'dear anuel. pleasehiInme toget mine lim-hed soon.'
""'I w.ll try. \u\v good-night! Sleeping and waking, clear,

f jrgetnot that 1 w.mli iner tlue e\er.'
'■ And with ih< -c woid-.Mniliug, the vision faded. Buta great

hippine -. ab'ded Imm that night in linn.is heart, and she tnought:'I'eih.ips it 1 told little Katniiawh.it »n/ guaidian angel sml she
woaldnot gneveh in soumstauJy.' But the naughty child would
not lision. Thu-> sevir.il year- p:isMd. Ermas gentleness won its
due tnbut>jot lo\e from all save the cruel step-mother andKatrina.
Oirj wiinty wintryday Erma. returning lroin the forest with a load
of fagot, s'n: had been sent to gather,saw scarlet tongues ot flame
and 1nig, gray plume- ot somedarting torth trom the cottage eaves
aud wavinghigh above them:while the mother— shrieking to the
as-emhlnig neighbours :' Save her.

—
save her,my littleKatrina !"—

pointed to a whitechild-face at the upper window. Dropping her
burden. Erma iiew forward: and, unheeded in the tumult, dis-
appearedthrough the smoke outpowering from the open door.'"

Katrina was unharmed, but dear Erma lay dying.
'Ble-ecd

child !'said the priest:-youhave given jour lite for Katrina's."
""Ah,Father ! lam so glad,— so glad!' murmured Erma. " She

is not ready to die, you know; I'm afraid she hasn't any wings.
Fray God that she may live to bu an old. old woman.'

"" Asher eyesclosed m death she beheld the shining lace of her
guardian angil, the sweet \ dice haying: 'But. Erma dear, your
wingsare done. How broad and white and beautiful they ure ' I
have come to affix them so, so. True ot heart. " pure of heart, 'in
another moment you'" shall s.e God.'"'

Thank you, Fraulein darling— thank you !" said Margaret,
tightening the thinhand's cLi-p. "

ilove that story ;but whatcan
Iever do to get any pretty white feathers tor my wings.' Confined
to my bed or chair, 'ju-t a trouble,'1can't save anybody's lite or
help anybody or make anybody happy— why,listen ! that sounds
like papa's voice in the hall. Hub ooait ! U papa,— my own, my
dear papa !"

Mr. Marvin was kneeling by his daughter's bed, her arms
aroundhim, her cheek against his ; and a*-, looku £ backward with
filled eyes, the Fraulein glided swiltly from the room, she heard
him sob:

(To le continued.)

"O God, my Margaret,my helpless child ! What will become
of you.' Your papa is ruinec, ruined, ruined '"'

"IWAR afraid you weregoing to slip throughmy fingers," said good
old Dr. Lainont.

The writer wasa boyof about seventeen, then. While a student
at school, more than.'SOO miles fromhome,Iwas taken down with
pneumonia. Ihada tough time, and for twoor threeweeks my life
was despairedof. But youth and good care won the fight, andone
bright morningIwas ready togohome withmy dear father whohad
come for me. Iwas weak still, but well and happy clear up to the
brim. Oh, what a ride ! Oh, what sweet air ! Oh, what a
glorious world Ihad got back into ! and what a reception from
mother and sifters at the familar house, Oh, life ! Oh, health!
Oh. (1tilre, <1tiler domuin!

But w hen aman withmost of his days behind him has to writs
a line like this

'"
All vuj lifeIhave suffered more or less from

disease
"— why that is another and sadder story. It is the odds

betweenan occasional thunderstorm anda sky always covered with
clouds.

We quote whathe says,remin lingthe leader that in this matter
Mr. William Hodkinson voices the experience of millions. He says:"
Ia1wayshad a bad tastein themouth, no proper relish ior food,

and atter eating had painand fulness at the chest."
Ihe'-e sensations are symptoms of acute indigestion. In the

stoma,li there jsmaikrd 1ops of power. The food is nuther rolled
ovira- it should bo so that the whole ot itin turnmay be presented
to the digestive fluid,nor is itduly movedon towards the outlet into
the bowels-. Asa result itferments andgives off irritatingacidsand
g;is-es. hence the patient complains of pain, weight, distension,
acidity, smd flatulence in that region. Thence the poisonsproceed to
everyother part of the body, andheadache,vertigo gout, rheumatism
depressed spirits, and a score more of evils follow ;among them,
po— ibly,nervous prostration,progressive antemia, locoinotor ataxis,
and ihorc or less complete paralysi-.

""Frequently," continues Mr. Hodkinson. "Iwas sick, and as
time wentonIbecame very weak and feeble. Iconsultedone doctor
atter another, and took various medicine, bnt obtained no real or
lasting relief from any of them. This describes my genereral condi-
tion until the fortunate day when Iread about Mother Seigel's
Curative Syrup. Iwas impressedbythe statements others had made
concerning itandproceededto try it. After taking onebottleIfound
reli 'f. atid was soon entirely frej from my old complaint. Since
that time (now eight years ago)Ihaveenjoyed good health. Know-
ing personally of its \irtues,Ihave recommended thasi remedy to
hundreds andhave neverhem d of its having failed to give relief
But tor Mothtr Seigel's SyrupIshould havebeen in my grave years
ago. (Signed) William Hodkinson. Hollington, near Uttoxeter
Stafford-hire. August 11th. ISiCJ."

Mr. Hodkinson is well known and highly respected. He is a
local preacherin the Methodist church, andby employment a quarry
master. Had he gone into the grave, as he feared he should, he
would havebeen missed andlamented by the community in which
he has longbeenuseful, and will live to be useful,wehope, for years
to come

>\ow let us repeat our leading thought. Shoit illnesses, even
though sharp and dangerous, may result in goodrather than harm.
But a disease that drags its victim through decades of lingering
distress— what shall we say of it.' The trouble and suffering it
inflicts is beyond estimate, aud its name is indigestion and djspepsia.

And the nameof the medicine that cures it, Mr. Hodkinsonhas
done you the favour to mention withclearnessand emphasis.
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WANGANUI.

(From an occasional correspondent.)
THE LA.TE MRS. WM. MEEHAJf.

Itis with sincere regret thatIrecord the death of Mrs. William
Meehan, of Obingaiti, who had been ailing in health for some
months past. The deceased, who was wellknown in theRangitikei
district, whereshe was universally respected,was ihe daughter of
the late James Haokett, of Kinalty Burr, King's County, Ireland,
andhadbeen in the colony for the last 18 years. Suffering1 acutely
fromBright's disease of the kidneys,Mrs. Meehan bought medical
advice, first fromDr. Smith, of Hunterville,and then from two of
the leading Wellington doctors, but all to no purjose. About two
months a.»o she came to Wanganui, and has been assiduously
attended l>y Drs. Connolly and Saunders. who did all that science
could tell them, butunfortunately with no better results than their
colleagues of Hunterville and Wellington. The deceased bore her
sufferings with greac fortitude and was constantly attendedin her
illness by her husband (Mr. William Meehan) and their children, as
well as a large number of sympathetic friends, who did all they
could to cheer her up and alleviate her sufferings. On Tuesday
morning the crisis came, andafterhavingbeen administered thelast
Sacraments by theRev. Father Tymons &he passedpeacefully away
in thepresence of her sorrowinghusband and six children. There
were also present at the death bed Mr.James Meehan,deceased's
brother-in-law, andMr. William Delinay,an oldschoolmate—

aswell
as severalother friends. The funeral took placeonThursday after-
noon, and was attendedby a largenumber of the deceased's friends,
both of Wanganui and the Rangitikei district, and their presence
was indicative of the universal respect in which Mrs.Meehan was
held. The generalopinion seemed to be that the most appropriate
epitaph overher grave wouldbe," A faithful wife,a lovingmother,
anda goodand staunch friend;may she rest in peace." After the
usual servicehad been heldat St.Mary's, the cortege wendeditsway
to the Catholic cemetery, where the Very Rev.Father Kirk, S.M.,
assisted by theRev.Father Tymons, conducted theburial service in
thepresence of a largenumber of sympatheticfriends. Mr.Meehan
and bereavedchildren have the sincere sympathy of all in their sad
bereavement.

—
1t.1.P.

DR. LAMONT'S STRONG FINGERS.

"When 'c sez that," explained James to his companions of
the servants' hall "then Iknow 'c were the master;it were
only a real blootnin' face whose face could run soft into a
look like that, when 'c sez :'Take me to 'er instantly.'

"
That day had been for Margaret one of unusual suffering;

and the Fraulein, tenderost 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 Ebine
and the hoarse tree-voices of elf-haunted forests ;and for the
twentieth time repeating one of which the child never tired

—
a sweet story, running thus :

'■Once there lived far away,in a tiny white cottage on theedge
of a great brown wood,a dear little girl namedErma. Neighbours
called her a

'
joy child,' her nature was so full of sunshine andsum-

mer. Her long, thick braids of hair were silken soft and golden;
and her blue eyes always smiling until her mamma died, aud then
life changed to tears." For after a short while her father married
again"'(there Margaret always sighed)— '-a womanwithout heart
or religion;who, unloving herself, envied Erma every sign of
aifeotion others bestowed upon her. When her own fretful little
girl was born she grewstill more cruel, imposing uponErma all
household tasks,besides the careof her baby bister.'"

Through the longest,hardest day she never murmured ; but
everynight,up in the lonely,dark attic, she s.obbedherself to sleep.
And once, as she lay praying there, she- heard a voice calling,'Erma,Erma !'softly as her mother used to call;and. lifting1her
head, she beheld a figureallin whitestanding by her, and the dark-
ness became light.
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