(By Wili. W. Whalen.)

A slender little creature, with short
bushy black bair, eves thal were
great wells of blackness, Lips red as

K cherries, a sweet, Madonna-like
—~that was Lalite Frac:-
t She smiled pleaciatly at  the
. purses, showing a row of pearis that

Helen of Troy might have been proud
to claim for her own, and graciously

bowed 1o the Sisters that met or
¢ her way to the room assigned her
N R } rett hat 1t}
. i Was such a pr V one inat 1
nurses called it the *“‘fairy” room. It
bl had been fitted up for the Sisters by
Y a man vhom they nursed back 14
o health He never could forget their
} kindness, and tried 1) this way

to show his gratitude

4 Miss Frazer came to the hospital on

¥ a Baturday. The following Monday
: she was 10 undergo a surgical opera
”\ tion She was given into briiget
Purcel 's charge When Bridget
brought her lunch, on the d of |
g arrival, she was | ing in wi
chair, buried in a deep reveri Her
§ hands were clasped behind he ea
~?'. and her face wore a lod of mingle
remorse and fear., She 1 u
kindly greeting as Bridget (
i the tray. How pr she 1
she a'« e ( | 1 |
e chocol
: Al ) { 1 ) {
. of those pape
in a fia
" el
] pa
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" novel
and wi i outl
nir assure v at M
] i1 8 pital do not spend eur momer pot
| h &y ing over the pages of a novel
o Perhay her brow knit »
{ small frown, as if she were 1n |
i “it would have been better for me
&4 had I read fewer novel I
she added miling brightly vou and
! 1 shall be friends, Miss Purcel
p “"‘?‘.' That afterno« Bridget had a few
\’: moments’ further chat with Miss Fra
y 4l zer, and found her an excellient con
! versationalist
.' “You must take me to vour tl‘n["'.
4 ! this morning, Bridget,” she said. She
no longer called her Miss Purcel I
o It a pretty one o
£ 4% “Very: I ain sure vou will like it
' y Miss Frazer
4 i “Miss Frazet! Why not Lalite
1 he queried with an arch smile
& e 1 “However, Hridge he subjoined,
E‘ ' f you Know by thi t1me I dare say
i ':&'n,, that I am not a Catholic
.f Yes, Bridget knew that She had
i ni persisted in calling a picture of =t
i Teresa, which hung on the wall of her
rocm, ‘‘that beautiful Virgin mear
§ Jon : ing, of course, the Mother .of God
" J : and. though about to undergo a ri-|
i: ous operation she had not asked for
7 g"""l a priest
A "..;-1-' That evening when Mi Fraser and
& :“ Bridget entered the chapel 1t was only
i im'a dimly lighted She knelt while Erid
‘ i 3,‘ get made a little act of obeisance to
'* BENiN the patient Watcher of the Tabe
'§§ cle Bridget looked askance at hit
2 i' beautiful face as she knelt ere, |
¢ § "'}i«" slim hand folded, the faint ligl
: ’1:‘!1""“2 heightening her ich, dark beau
" Bridget thouzht of proud, lovely p
i "’ﬁ.'" gan Fabiola, and in her secret heart
b ‘;":'u wished that she might prove to b
3“‘ ‘F'I:","ﬁ Miss Frazer's St. Agnes
i ?‘)J‘ “‘Remain here a minute, Lalite
please,’”’ she w hispered, ‘“‘until I turn
on the light
‘Bridget''—how soft her voice was
now—'‘1 do not care to see the cha
pel this evening; you may show Il
tc me in the morning
! She arose hastily and turned to
leave the chapel. When the portieres
had closed with a gentle rustle be-
hind them, she said:
“1 am going to lie down now, Brid-
get. Good-night,” smiling, ‘‘bring
- me an egg for breakfast.”
Next morning Miss Frazer was
dressed in a pretty pink gown, cut
! low at the neck, displaying her round,
it white, pillar-like throat, at which a
single jewel blazed. .
* “Do you care to see our chapel this
morning?”’ Bridget said, as she chat-
% ted with Mivs Frazer. ‘‘We shall have
| high Mass at nine o’clock. I da}‘e say
you have never attended Mass?
; “No; but I know what your Mass
3 is like. Ome of our actors’—for t‘hc
4 first time Bridget learned that Miss
: Frazer was an actress—'‘was a Ca-
-] tholic, and a very good Catholic. He
] % L % exnlaived to me something about
e your Mass, Bridget,”’ she confessed,
prettily. ‘I know very little of any
4 religion. I believe that there is a
God, and that there are Ten Com-

mandments, but I do not belong to
any sect. You can’t call me an infi-
del,”” she laughed, ‘‘though in truth
1 am not what you may call a good

3 ’ Christian.” .
. As Bridge! left her she said, ““Come
for me at nitie o'clock; I'll attend
your service.'' "
. The uurse and her patient entered
L ' the chapel just as the priest ascend-

ed the ‘@tar s eps. Miss Frazer genu-
flected; she was very polite. She
seemed to be in profound thought as
she sat beside Bridget. The ‘“Mass-
Book for Non-Catholies” which Brid-
get had given her lay in her hand ne-
glected and anopened. She knelt with
reverence, or what looked like rever-
‘ence, at the Consecration.

~ “How solemn! how grand!”’  she
said later in the day. ‘‘Bridget, you
‘Catholics have a splendid service in
your Mass. Oh, the melody of that
Kyriet”

~ When Bridget entered the ‘‘fairy”’
‘room that afternoon Mis: Frazer was
lying on her bed, her face bathed in

“‘“ ‘»“wn said .
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Bridget, how glad 1 am that
] am wretched
upright, looking like a beauti-
wild ereature with ber disordercd
hair and tear-wet eyes. She drew Brid-
get down beside her. “‘Bridget, 1 ne
before met a womar J liked
well as vou or one who 'won my afiec

come'’ S0

sat

S0

twon ie so short a time. How Badish
I had such a sister' Perhaps | Should
1ave been better f 1 had with

little sigh Oh, Bridget tears roll-
ing down her cheeks mine has been

Ifish, a sinful life, and now—now
-—L0e ¢

Lalite i esponded ving
to 1l heerful vou speak as if vou
were old and had seen long vears f
rime. Why, v« scarcely « |
your tee and vou speak of 1!

What do you mea

I feel that 1 shall d de ‘
knife to-morrow, Bridge she ob
bed

*I have known a number of patients
who felt that way dridget said,

vel left the urgical table and

Y 1‘!1‘-" ]5‘ |“d\

But they were 1 0 feeble a
tate I an d, ol I have bhad
dreal hudderi such terrible
| I l A 4 he <1

of the knife 1 sl ( he per
isved d, oh, Brid \ an
awful 1 die wher has led
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Qhe lifted } ha 1641
gesture of angry i o Brid
get, 1 declare tl | e but
you. If vou bring a Sister to me yvou
will displease mu«

Bridget drew the vielding head dowr
on her bosor How like a child the
actress was, vith h DI eves and
quiveri mouth’

“Bridget, mine has been a gav but
an empty lfe [ ran away {rom home
over 1wo vears age I wanted to go
on the stage and have my own way
my home was too quiet [ have one
brother, who is much older tha: |
a hard tern hrother Bridget wlo
was never Kind 1o me He— ~he
paused, her voiwce choked with tears

But vour mother, Lalite didn’t
she love vou, and wasit he kird
vou? And vour father loved you?

Y both myv parents loved me
and were too kind. Oh, [ was so wil
ful, but 1 am sorrv—sorry

Haven't vou seen any ol vour rela
tive since vou left then Haven't
vou heard from vour home?

‘T sueceeded on the stage from the
night of my appearance, Brid

v Vol d talent won recog
nition for me I wrote home a yeal
| mad flight 1 brothe
al { 1« ! | 1 [
got | cruel 1 1} 1ave blast
ed 1 1i J . i} } P
{ 1 ¢ 1 1 1! 1 h
er was di broken heart
i re 1 ore { bout 1
the m ! { et

iss Frazer 1 1 her face i hi
hand and t t ed through |}
ningers

‘Of cours i Eridget said,
gently ‘vou did wrong i running
awayv from home, but vour sin is not
bevond forgivent You were yvoung
and giddy.’

‘I have not told you all, Bridget,
my running awayv and becoming an ac-
tress was not all—not all She re-
peated the v ords mechanically. ““You
|can guess the rest of my story; a gid-

{0y young girl, gifted and beautiful,on
jthv stage without a mother's warning
| voice to guide Ler. Perhaps if 1 had
known more about God then, if I had
been a Catholic, like vou, I should
not have sinned so grievously.”

| Some Catholics sin often, and in
grave matters,”” DBridget answered,
“‘but they repent, Lalite. You can
do the same.”

Miss Frazer was silent.

The soft summe breeze came
through the open window—Bridget
could feel it for years afterwards —
bringing with it the scent of the flow-
ers in the garden below. It playved
with the dark curls that clustered
about the actress’ ears and throat.
Bridget could see the sky, with its
flitting clouds. Her heart throbbed in
pity for the bowed, sorrowful figure
of poor Miss Frazer. What could she
say to cheer her?

Miss Frazer was awake betimes next
morning. Great circles were beneath
the dark eyes; there were lines of
pain and weariness about the sweet
r.outh; the face was drawn. She told
Bridget that she had not slept at all
during the night.

She looked at her watch. The hand
was on the stroke of eight.

“In two hours, Bridget,”” she said,
sadly, “I shall meet my doom.”

The small fingers were clenched and
a shudder ran through her.

“Your " thoughts are too gloomy
even for this sad occasion, Lalite,
dear; 1 feel certain that you will not
die.”’

“T wish 1 could feel so, Pridget ;
this is a hard, cruel old world, yet I
am afraid to leave it. It must bea
blessed thing for a world-weary soul
to say farewell to this vale of misery
—a soul that has suffered patiently
for God, a soul that has sinned less
heinously than 1.”" She paused, then
went on:  ““Oh, I have suffered, sui-
fered so much. My life has been a
failure, my frail craft wrecked Imme-
diately after leaving the harbor; for
I am still young. 1 wanted fame and
fortune, I found heartache.

“I have loved, ab! loved so frondly”
she continued. “Roger Carroll, the

lgreet him,

man | loved, whom 1 still love, was
a Catholic. 1 might have been his
wife, but—but—He loved me, Bridget,

as much as ! loved him. He was all
that s good and true and noble
not like the other men 1 knew.

sinful

‘Oftentimes  my shallow,
heart reproached me when I Jooked at

his frank bovish face—the dear face
that is 1mpre ipon my heart; |
was so much better than 1. We we

lovers for one short month. Oh, thos

happy, happy days! ihen we pai sed

‘l he 11 ' » \ : [.. -

I knew Roger would never make
me his wife unless 1 became a Catl
5T but ince the Catholig Chwrch
had such sons, why should I not b
COM het daughter When Roger
Carroll wined our company 1 had
been o he tage about a vear,
my li s 1 have already told you
had been what it should ha
been {oger had heard notning of m»
past, and 1 was happy that he h:d
{not. During the brief month he knes
Ime he s d himself up in 1
heartstrings that he never Jeft my
thoughts night or day My stay
Paradise was hort al t‘.a'i) a
pent was planning my ruin

“One of our actresst L.eah Strou
conceived a violent passion for Roger
Carroll >he was a tall majes!
Wi A A blonde, far mu
b tiful I, and I feared wit!l
1€ fed 1 cast her e
uj might steal Rog
{ lany of -.dnuv

i I { r wonderf
Dt Iy | { ld 1 not be so le
But |
t' ! W 'rx"‘ 1
Z m
‘ hat 1
i A ( ¢ to
{ 11
-
M1
1 '
al |
{ I echoed
1y Did she
Wha AL | '
Leah
\ know what I mean, Mi
Frazer he said, with bittern

Roger Carroll knows absclutely
thing about vou; if he did he would
corn to breathe vour name.’

\h, heaven, she knew all!

I arose, stagegered to a couch ¢
fell upon it with a moan Alreads

[ saw the fruit of happiness torn fiom
lips Leah Stroud’s
softened as she

T will

said, not

my severe face
gazed upon me
betrav vou, Lalite
unkindly, *“‘if you give
11;1 v

rage

'w\'
she
toger
‘Mad
love, | ]l'.‘l!\l“l at
torn her liml
‘I will never
shrieked
regard]
YWitd

was more

Carroll
with and disappointed
her; 1 could hav
limb
him
what
ONSequUences
sneering smile, that
cruel than a blow, she left
me An hour later, as 1 paced the
floor like a wounded tigres:
Carroll came to my room. With a
exclamation of welcome T turned t
and beheld the mockingly

fron
rive
ol

up!’ I
regardless I said

s of a

a cold

? iy
LOre

triumphant face of Leah Stroud be
hind him A glance at his counter
ance told me that the worst had come
The door closed

Lalite,” he caught my po« ut
tering hands in hi trong gra oh
I dared not mect his honest ¢ —
tell thi oman she lie

h not hissed my ch-er

ey

( God, 1 1 I f1 \
1ps my m ent | cate |
I can be Forgive n | { ¥
past I have begun anew

[le dropped my hands as if they
were hot coals; his face turned 'n
and with a groan that came st zht
from his heart he left me, left me, ne
ver 1o smale on me again

Wish a bhitter eryv 1 fell senseless
to the floor Then came a dreary
spell of sickuness; I was kept to my |

{bed for nearly a month
| Roger Carroll again. 1 heard that he
{ went far awav. Leah Stroud, in des-
[troying my hopes of becoming his
wife, ruined her own. Oh, Bridget, 1
|\hall never forget the hours that Ro-
|ger and I spent together, the reli-
|gious instruetions he loved to whis-
| per into my willing ears. See,” she

|drew a small rosary from her bosom,
| ““this he gave me only the night be-
fore we parted.”

She pressed a kiss upon the shining
beads, and a great pearly tear rolled
down her colorless cheek.

“Dear, I need not tell you of my
life after he left me; it is too sad a
story. Oh, had 1 only met loger
Carroll before 1 fled from my home I
should not have fallen so low; 1
sheuld have been a good woman. But
I dare say all wicked women would
have been different had they met a
good man and loved him while they
were what they should be.”

Shortly before Miss Frazer was ta-
ken to the surgical room she gave
Bridget her real name—Charlotte Bur-
roughs.

“Bridget,” she whispered, clinging
tb her, '“you must not let my broth-
er Robert know anything about me
until I am dead.”

As Bridget stood like one in a
dream at the door of the operating-
room, after poor Lalite had been re-
ceived into it, Sister Antoninus’' soft
voice said, ‘‘Please take a lunch to
the patient in Room 5. I will re-
main here, Bridget; if the doctors
need anything, 1 will get it for
them.”’

For the next hour Bridget was so
engaged with various duties that she
had no time to inquire about Char-
lotte.

Mother Eulalia came hurriedly to
her side. “‘Bridget,’” she said, ‘g
to Room 7 at once. Thay new pa-
tient, Miss Frazer, has just been tak-
en from the operating table. She is
calling for you; she wants you to at-
tend her. Sister Antoninus can do
nothing with her. T fear the poor
girl has but a few hours to live.'

With tears stfreaming down her
cheeks, Pridget flew to Charlotte’s
side.

I never saw
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:layiug a4
|uum's arm !
i “*No, I want only you,”" said ('l‘.u—]
!l»ll(‘. peevishly, her eves opening ;|

only you, Bridget, no one but you."

detaining hand upon lhr;

“Pray for her,” whispered Bridget
to Sister Antonipus as she left the
room

Bridget saw that Charlotte’s hours
were numbersd All the color had

ne from her face, her lips were al-
most white

“Bridget, it is awful 10 die Oh,
if T could only undo the past! |
| meant to become gowi when 1 got old
but the Almighty Being whom 1 ne
glected has cut me oh short Brid
get, 1 look now to vou; is there any
{hope for me 1n etermity? Alter my
miserable life in this world, what
awaits me in the nexr”

‘Christ came 10 save sinners.dear,’

Bridget murmured, supporting the
drooping head with her arm **Our
sins are as a httle grain of

nd be-
side the mountain of God's mercy !
\ sudden thought struck Bridget

“Lalite"’—she will call her by the
name under which she first keev her
-—"‘have you been lv.ll"\‘.l‘ﬂ She
asked it eagerly, anxiously

“No [""’JI'Y | ’)'!'rh.‘ 10 no sect

Thank God, obh, thank God' Lal-
ite, vou believe in God, that Christ
is the Redeemer of the world?

&b Priaget Her voice was
rowing fainter

Ged's all-powerful grace must hav
D pour into that pox WOt

Perhap: in the peace of sor
\ e d A 3 ! V
1 r petitl { { one «
L i 3 | \
Perhaps | {
Was fo
! {
S N Bao (
| (8 { !
b {
I {
I { O I
{ { &
| | Ve e 1°r
Hi { 0 ed {
her voice seemed far a y

Lalit hapti W ave | ]
make you a saint -

Her eves were closi Bridget
eized a glass of water that stood or
the table and poured it over her fore
head Lalite joined her hands
Pridget murmured the solemn word

of baptisii

“Lalite, 1 have kaptized vou Mary

honor of our Blessed Mother. May
he lead vou to the feet of her Di-|
vine Son!

Charlotte’s eves opened, and into

them came a beautiful light such ;:x!

Bridget never before in the eves |
of a mortal. Those eves gazed into

hers with a look of gratitude that she

Saw

never forgot., They then closed, to
open in this world no more Chax
lott lips parted and a single word
vame from them Bridget bent down
her ear, and heard, solt as the sigh
of a zephyr, ‘"Mercy!

She fell on her knees and with a
fervent praver pressed her face into

the bedclothes and wept tears of joy
Butterfly
man's Drace,
50¢

Suspenders

‘‘as easy as none |

Think Before You Speak

[f vou ‘ pied to reveal
A tal e cne ha 1d
\ bout the make tp S
I ¢ vou spea t
Ihree rrow 1 os—
tru
Ther I needful
mind
Give truthful answer, and the nes
Is last and rowest Is it kind
And if to reach vour lips at la
It passes through these gateway
three,
Then vou may tell the tale nor fear
What the result of speech may be

|
‘ PRSI o ——"
| They Imitate the Name but
Not the Quality

The quality of “Foot Elm” is
ver imitated, it's only the name and
that is why vou should insist on get
ting the genuine article—18 powdei
25 cents

Every cloud has a silver living
but the trouble is that the majority
of us are on the other side of the
cloud.

One: tiial of Mother Graves' Worm
Exterminator will convince you that
it has no equal as a worm medicine
Buy a bo tle and see if it does not
please you

Why didn’t (he animals in the Ark
play cards?

They couldn’t, because Noah szt on
the deck.

Hard and soft corns cannot with-
stand Holloway’s Corn Cure; it is
effectual every time. Get a bottle at
once and be happy.

A Burning Sensation.

JounsviLLe, New Brunswick,
Por over six months I could hardly sleep and
had a burning sensation in my feet, that would

a good sale of Pastor Koe:

Tonic results in every case.

am
me Tonic early in january,
F. L. HaLr, Druggist.

A Gentle- |

ne- |

‘s Nerve |
further |

ha
to say that t Tonic has worked wonders,
: m{;‘ﬁ‘:‘l pame in this locality, Ship
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Will Leave montreal

7.30 P.M.

Daily exeept Saturday, for
QUEBEC,
sT. JOHN,

HALIFAX.
Dirrct Connection for
lr:m« ]‘ﬂ]\\'.lfd l.\l..nd.

PROMPTLY SECUREL

|
Manufactarers,
"

the business of
Fr ! » real e advisabil
ity of ir Patent ! ss transacted
Ly I.xpert Preluvinary advice free. Charges
n rate. Our Inventor’s Advisersentupon r

qQ . M ¢ Marion, Reg'd., New York Life
Bl foutreal ; and Washiugton, D.C,, U" S.A

SMOKE
CARRCLL'S
RENCWNED
“PREMIER”

COIL TOBACCO

Sole Manufacturers

P. J. CARROLL & CO.

Dundalk, Ireland

Stocked by Joseph Turgeon,
131 Craig 5t. West, Montreal

Canadian Inquiries and Trial
Lrders will be attended to by

T. E. KLEIN

117 Wellington S8t. West
TORONTO

EMPRESS HOTEL

Corner of Yonge and Gould Streets
TORONTO

TERMS: $1.50 PER DAY

Rlectric Cars from the Union Station Every

Three Minutes

RICHARD DISSETTE PROPRIETOR

THE TORONTO
GENERAL TRUSTS

CORPORATION

ACTS AS
Executor,
Administrator or
Trustee.

The officers of the \."l"’-"f.lill‘”

;~ ased to

time with those v ho «

will be consult at an

ntemplate
availing themselves of the services
of a Trust Compan)y. All communi
cations will be treated

coufidential

as strictly

Wills appointing the Corporation
| Executor are received for safe cus-

tody free of charge. '
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Companies

WESTERN
-~ ASSURANCE

e (OMPANY

FIRE s MARINE

'HEAD OFFICE_ TORONTO,SONT

CAPITAL $1,500,000

A nsels - 3400 20c
Income for 1905 T4, 0
| Losses paid since organization 43,000,00x

DIRECTORS
Hox. GEO. A COX, | J. J. KENNY
PRESIDENT. | ICE-PRESIDENT and
MANAGING IMRECTOR

I S, C Wood Geo R R. Cockburn
Geo, MeMurrich, Esq J. K. Oshorne,
H. N Baird, Esq E. R, . Wood,

W. R. Brock, Esq
C. C FOosTER, Secretary

WM. A. LEE & SON,

General Agents
14 VICTORIA STREET
Phone—Office Main s¢2 & M
Phone kk\:'*i ncee }

mn s0gS

iarg 7

ATLAS

LIMITED

OF

LONDON, ENGLAND
ESTABLISHED 1808

CAPITAL $7!.000,000

SMITH & MACKENLZIE

General Toronto Agents

! 24 Toronto St
WM. A LEE & SON
Agents

14 Victoria Street,

Tels Main 5

Toronto
)2 and Main 5098
Tel

Residence Park 667

ROYAL

INSURANCE CO.

OF ENGLAND
ASSETS 62,000,000 DOLLARS

PERCY J. QUINN

Loocal .\X.ul.'.:\ r

JOHN KAY, Asst.

WM. A LEE & SON
General Agents
14 Victoria Street, Toronto
Phones

| Residence Phone

Main 592 and Main 5098
Park 667

FIRE INSURANEE

New York Underwriters’
Agency

Established 1864

Policies Secured by Assets of
$18,061,926.87

JOS. MURPHY, Ontario Agent

5 Wellington

Street Kast
Toronto
WM. A. LEE & SON,

Toronto Agents
Phone M. sg2and 5098 14 Victoria St, Toronto

J. W. LANGMUIR,

|
i Managing Director.
|

Tororto. Ottawa. Winnipeg.
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UNDERWOOD
TYPEWRITER

WRITING IN SIGHT

%Strong, Durable, and Most
| Widely Used,
|

 ONITED TYPEWRITER CO. Limit

l All makes rented and sold on instalment

! Luxfer Prisms

lhrme‘:vvz whole system. | took Pastor For more lighl.

B;:z: Tonic. The burning sensation |

is ly gone and T can sleep well. 1 will ~Ornamental Windows
be ahle to praise this remedy enough fog | ha o
it did for me. | For beautifying the Home.

MRS, JonN MALOY, 5
: R Memorial Windows
RTH, >
I take great pleasure in informing you that I For cecorating the Church.

Send for Information.  See our Sample Room

Luxfer Prism Co., Ltd.,

oo King Street West, & o W

Toront:

Mm

FARM
LABORERS

Farmers Desiring
Help for the coming
season should ap-
ly at once to the
overnment Free

Farm Labor Bureau

Write for application form to

THOS. SOUTHWORTH

Director of Colonization
TORONTO

PAINTING

e AND——

DECORATING
Plain and Ornamental

For Good Work at Moderate Prices
Call on

JAS. J. O'IEARN

SHOP 249 QUEEN ST. W, ProxE M. 2677
RES. 3 D'ARCY ST., PHONE M. 3774

Estimates Cheerfully Given.

AIRCLOTH & Co,

Phone Main 92°

ART and STAINED GLASS

MEMORIAL

WINDOWS
M?tvlld Showrooms .
84 Richmond 8t. €., Toront >
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