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The man'’s friendship was killed by |
the blow. lhe story was beaml-
fully told, a gemn from a literary
point of view, but oh the pathos of
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I wonder if that is her own story
too, said Irwin Chambers. Her
mother died in England that fall.
I wonder if she published the story

written. She was not mistaken in | ¢ te more. He|for her sake. 1 wcpder what has
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read the first chapters as she wrote
them he had asked to see the rest
of 1t.

Oh, Miss Byrne, you have made
your name this time, he had said.
I can’t praise it enough. You will
let me tind a publisher for it. Our
columns ecannot pay yov a just do% SN,
;:,r‘l:k\f‘:: ’:[i” ,:);;:i::)_h“““h wnnmllanother bad spell that day, but had
A § just fallen asleep, and Enid had
come to rest awhile after her day
of watching. "Her room was dark
and she could see distinctly into
the street below. The snow. was
falling as it had fallen that other
mght, myriads  of little white
things floating down among the
electric li thts. But the cathedral

was ugluw tc-night, and the great
bell was swing forth ite ponderom
call. Enid sat watching the crowd
pouring in at the entrance, and
stopping to shake off the snew in,
the brighly lighted hall. Suddenly
Irwin Chambess and his two,
sisters ascended the steps into the
licght. She watched him as he
shook their agnificent sable furs,
then they pd,ssul on out of sight,
but not before he had cast a back-

treasure away with a sigh,

I will wait just a little
she saia. Perhaps another
may open. I will wait.
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again, a winter
| Enid Byrne stood at the same win-

Thank you very, very much, Dr.
Workfield, but I have decided not
to publish it at any price.

Not publish it! My dear Miss
Byrne, why such a strange decision?
It is not right, not just to the
world and yourseli to stifle the
children of your 'brain like tha®
Why, it’s positively alive! It's so
much alive it bleeds when you
touch it

But Enid Byrae
fused to publish it.
alive. TLit was the seerect of it.
[t was her own heart-story.  She
h. . vaoten with the same
Perhaps she never
Jut this story was
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‘JL came at length, her last day in|

'thu office before sailing.
was one member of the staff’ who
[did not come w say

The breeze

| day.
and fro along the decks.
bands aed wives,
su.ill fure“'cll. Children ftuttered

little kerchiefs from the!g sacritice’
w h ),ri The Sea girt Isle was J
| i o His own mother was dead now

{about to sail.

after setthing her mother cowfort-
tably in the cabin.
left a group and was turning shore-
ward. Her heart gave a wild throb.
[It was Irwin Chamters. So their
| farewell was to be out here, then,
|on the blue harbour with the sky
jabove.

! Oh Miss Byrne, happy to have

| an opportunity of saying goodbye.
I 1 have just resigned my position
on the Post to-day.
you again for some time.

Rcﬂ 'ned

(es, going abrcad with my

sisters for a couple of years.
There’s the signal “to go ashore.

"Good- bye. Bon voyage!

3ut taere |

farewell; he
was out of the city that afternoon.
fiuttered among the
mast-tlags of the Sea-girt Isle next
Men and women hurried to
Hus-
mothers and sons

Enid Byrne cawe
A month passed; it wes night|l»acl\ to the deck for sowmething
Sunday bpight.’
A man had just

May not sea|

on the decks of the
He nad heard of her
'mothers death, of her resignation
on her return. He had from time
to time seen her stories in the most
prominent magazines. She was
successful, “as a woman ought tol
be,” he told himself, “that “would
lay bave her own love for money
and for fame.” But was it possible
after all, that he bad been mistaken
—that money and fame were not
her motive? Was it possible—such

“Bon Voyage”
| Sea-girt I>le

I

his sisters married, and the past
came b<fore him with a new force
in his loneliness.

Down in the doorway of a farm-
house kitchen a woman stood fann-
ing herself that hot Auvust.\gmm-
{ing. A display of fresh baRed
hread testified to her well-earned
rest of a few minutes. But she did
not look like a woman accustomed

to the toil of 'a farm-house. Shej
was too erect for one thing. For
another she surveyed the bread

altogether too proudly. Her hair
was rich, luxuriant and silvery, but
her face was fresh and ycuthful.
It would have beem girlish but tor

> strang-,
ached over
s« himself )
left in| .1
5 hill.

story of a
her) toward the morning

.

fallen i!l the day before, and until

stalled as mistress of the farmhouse.
She put ancther batch of cookies
*into the oven ar‘%}went to the
door to fan herself agdin. A man in
a blazk cloth was coming down the
rcad. He was probably a boarder
from the summer resort across the
There was something avout
bim familar to her, bLutthe next
moment she  was lookine away
shadows on

this morning.

Their eyes met in the long

i mumcﬂt of silence that followed.

| Then the pigeons gathered ina
i row along the kitchen eaves and
ll‘eard a great deal more that
,summer morning, This last batch
of cookies was still in the oven
over an hour later; then Irwin
Chawmbers helped her remove her

blackened confectionery. After-
' wards he feasted in a farm house
kitchen on a fresh home-made

| bread baked by a celebrated writer.

l WHEN LIFE IS NOT LIFE

“Withcut health life is not hife; it is
yonly a state of languor and sufering—un
| image of death.” Tha use of Dr. Chase's

Nerve Food gives the weak, languid and
| ciscouraged a new hold on life. It makes
) the blood pure aod rich, creates mnew
perve force and instils new energy and
vitality into the whole being. 1t makes
weak acd sickly people strong and  well
by building up the system,

Mrs. Figg—I ought to go to
that club meeting this afternoon,
but I ean’t get up enough emergy
to start.

Mr: Figg—Would it help youn
along it 1 wer: to tell you net to

2

go?

F *v.uton’s PILLS CURE CONSTIPATION.

He—So you give me the mitten?

She—Ye:.

He—And this is all?

She—I might throw in a few
moth balls.

Hayi® 'ox's Pr- s curRe CCNSTIPATION.
S 557 S
Litile Miss Wayupp—Is your

|a certain * muth(nng air, She was

1

He hurried off the ship. The]| probably but little past thirty, a."‘ll
. |she did not look even that. She

gangplank was pulied up. Th .
et fell iith a crash into [hcut«md 2 moment lcoking over thci
\\Jtu and the Sea-grit Isle wa | pasture lands, the sheep in the
lUU\A f i ]: oting ” | shac.ow of the elms, the sunflowers |

So that was to end all.

A sudden resignation, a parting

on the ship's deck, a decision to go

Qut in

abroad, and so life passes

the blue, out on the billows—dream |

clouds—foam-caps—and the towers
and smokiLg enimneys of old New
York growing fa nter on her vision! |

She looked up at the Jmast-flacs

floating above and out on the biue

of the sea, and she seemed to see |
herself sut(in; ocut on the life-
voyage afresl But the mast-tlag

of hersh ‘p\\._\ of bldek—the black |

banner of a past that was dead.

ears passed—one, two, three—
seven ol them. Two ventlemen
sat reading on the veranaah of a

country summer :esort one August

mMorning A third, a man of
extreme  Jdignity  of bearing sat
down sone lictle distanee away.

There
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{and the blue patches of lupus on}
.lhe hillsides, and then across hcri
| vision there floated a city dwelling |
an artictic little nest wherg she
lived with her maia and tried to|
and “mother,” in short,}
| young writers, artists, juurn&lhh,
!\nun" strugglers of every desc nptm
ion in old \uw York. Enid By mn‘
ihad laid her mother to rest be-)
neath the Engiish sod. Her spirit!

welecome

| condition

butler English?
Little Miss Highupp—N-o, but
is clothes is.

LOST HEARING QUICKLY RESTOR-
ED.

No matter whether of long standing or
not destue:s cun be permauncutly cured by
Catarrhozone, whicno never talls even 1n
the worst cases. 7The pleasant-scented
vapor of Catarrhozoue allays 1ntlamwma-
tiwp, prevents aud cures toe catarrhal
that csuses deafoess aund
teheves night away. Thousauds have
proved the efticiency of Catarrhozone, anl
wiln such » valuable remedy, within  easy
Lhere 1s no louger avy reason fur
to rewara deut. Catarrhszone is

PURE, FRAGRANT,

CLEANSING.
ALBERT TOILET SOAP CO., MFRs.
. MONTREAL. 1-2

f you Require

any
Fire
Accident
Life
Plate Glass
or

Guarantee

INSURANCE
CALL ON

J. W. DAVIDSON

GEN ERAL AGENT

Oftice 1n the Deaisia ~huildine Newcastle

CUSTOM
TAILORING

Mr. J. R. McDonald has.moved to the
rooms cver J. Demers’ grocery store
where he, will be pleased to see his old
custowe) gfand friends.

PRESSING, CLEANING, REPAIRING

executed with neatness and despatch.

_J.R. McDONALD.
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pots and pans, if you
use PORT HOOD Coal
The Coal that makes

|
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i a hot fire quickly
‘ and lasts well.

‘ The cleanest Coal

on the market.

DO YOU USE
A LINIMENT?
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times of stress and storm.  And if
she had lost the love of one, the
love of the many was given her
nstead, and sostie worked (‘E.\‘<'l'ii_\'
and ]nl s their
r ber eves their light

eeks had not lust

roundness

visit
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Just now she haa cowe to
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1888—

First in
Foremost ever since,
To have

been ‘*‘first”

But my hands is

clean.

gettin awful |

A Pleasant as well as  etlective |

Remedy tur Coughs and Colds,
Bronchial and Asthmatic Coughs

The -Baird Company’s Wine of Tar
louey and Wild Cheiry is very agreeable
stil pleasant to take, it does not disturb
e stomach nor cause any unpleasant
alter effects and 19 tllllhl\ free from any
iz leterious ingredients,

.o w oo
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find

Don't  worry, )oulL
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awake yet and
famous.

If I could be that, I'd go to |

\

bed and stay there all the time. B

lieve

Did
gave

hear what Reginald |

for au

you
Lucretia graduatic n|
present?

What was it?

A commutation ticket on a down \’

town soda fountain. ‘

i
merely proves antiquity. Doctor—Put out your tongue. '\
To 1 risd n 2 . Little Tommy—&Not on your|

> have remaine 1r T : -

» O . life! I aid that to the tk‘ﬂ('h(l'!
PIOYER BTt yesterday and got a licking. i
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\ ‘LOP TIRE C : .
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LIMITED v . \ }
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Laniment is tie

Then of
best. The best
other

course you want

strongest, things

being
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GATES

oAcadian Liniment

Is certainly the strongest in use,

The moral is obvious,

GET GATES'!?

A bottle kept constantly on
hand will save many a pain and
ache Lumbermen have found

Gates’ the best they can get for

man and beast .
Manufactured by
C. Gates, Son & Co.,
Middleton, N. S,

50 YEARS'
EXPERIENCE

TRADE MARKS
Desians
COPYRIGHTS &cC.
Anyone sending a sketch and description muy
quickly-ascertain our opinion free whether an
invention is probably patentable. Communi
Hl\ll! atrictly confidential. Handbook on Pa
ent free. Oldest agendy for securing pater

I aitents taken through Munn & Co. re
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