26

all there
is just one
best range on the
market—it is
called e

Mc<Clarys

By Royal &> Appointment

MURPHY & ORR

Irish Linen and Lace House,

BELFAST, IRELAND.

TABLE LINEN, IRISH LACE,
CAMBRIC HANDKERCHIEFS,
SHEETING, TOILETS,
PILLOW LINEN, COSIES,
TOWELS, S

LIES,

DUSTERS, DOY
GLASS CLOTHS, BAGS,
TEA CLOTHS.
Hand Embroidered Linen Robes and Blouses.
DRESS LINENS
And LINENS of EVERY DESCRIPTION,
Plain and Embroidered.
Only thoroughly Reliable Goods stocked

and supplied at lowest Belfast prices.
WEDDING LINEN OUTFITS a specialty

Price Lists and Samples Post Free

%

Hotel Directory

GRAND UNION HOTEL
Toronto, Canada.
Geo. A. Spear, President.
American Plan,$$12——$350 European Plan,

PALMER HOUSE

TORONTO : CANADA
H. V. 0’Connor, Proprietor.
Rates—$2.00 to $3.00.

CALGARY, ALBERTA, CAN.

’ Qalgary, the commercial
Queen 8 HOtel metgropsglis of the Last
Great West. Rates $2.00 and $2.50 per day.

Free 'Bus to all trains.
H. L. Stephens, Prop.

HOTEL MOSSOP

Toronto, Canada. F. W. Mossop, Prop.
European Plan. Alsolutely Fireproof.
RATES:

Rooms without ba»ti'l, $1.50 up.
Rooms with bath, $2.00 up.

THE NEW FREEMAN’S HOTEL
(Buropean Plan)
One Hundred and Fifty Rooms.
Single rooms, without bath, $1.50 and
$2.00 per day; rooms, with bath, $2.00 per
day and upwards.
8t. James and Notre Dame Sts., Montreal.

THE NEW RUSSELL
Ottawa, Canada.
250 rooms.
American Plan, $3.00 to $5.00.
European Plan, $1.50 to $3.50.
$150,000 spent upon Improvements.

QUEEN’S HOTEL, MONTREAL
$2.50 to $4.00. American Plan.
800 rooms.

KING EDWARD HOTEL
Toronto, Canada.
—TFireproof—
Accommodation for 750 guests. $1.50 wup.
American and European Plans.
THE TECUMSEH HOTEL
London, Canada.
American Plan, $3.00 per day and up. All
rooms with running hot and cold water, also
telephones. Grill room open from 8 to 12
p.m. Geo. H. O'Neil, Proprietor.

LA CORONA
A Favorite Montreal Hotel, 453 to 465 Guy 8t.
Room with use of bath, $1.50 and $2.
Room with private bath, $2, $2.50 and $8.
Oafe the Best. La Corona and its service
acknowledged Montreal’s best, but the charges
are no hi:ﬁor than other firsi-class hotels,

CANADIAN COURIER.

A Changed Sequel

By DOROTHY BAIRD

66 HE Editor will be pleased to con-

T sider a short story about two

thousand words in length. It

should be brightly written and end
happily.”

Mabel Lorimer put the note beside
her plate and sighed. It was a ray of
hope in a very sad world. She would
get three guineas at least for the story
when it was written, and three guineas
would buy ever so many things for the
invalid in the next room. Already her
busy brain was working out to a frac-
tion what was to be spent on food and
what on comforts.

But the story had to be written first,
and therein lay the rub. She did not
find it easy to write, cooped up in this
dim little lodging, which looked out
upon a most depressing vista of smoky
chimneys and murky sky. It had been
so different in the old days. Thoughts
had flowed freely to the accompaniment
of the surge of the distant breakers and
the sigh of the wind in the pines behind
the house. When she grew tired of
writing, and wanted rest for brain and
eyes, a moment spent at the window,
looking out over fresh green turf to the
sea beyond, would always send her back
to her work with mind refreshed and
vigorous.

There had been no need for her to
write in those days. She had done it
for pure love of writing; all the money

she earned had gome in helping the
fisher-folk in the village. Then, when
the crash came, and she lost father

and fortune at one blow, and when her
invalid mother became practically de-
pendent upon her, the gift seemed to
desert her. Her writing grew monoto-
nous, there was no point or brilliancy
about it, and she was not surprised that
all her MSS. came back. It would be
the same with the story she had to
write to-day.

She rose and went to the window. An
April sky, blue and white and grey,
showed dimly through the smoke, and
roofs and chimney stacks dripped from
a recent shower. Was it only a year
ago since last April? Tt seemed cen-
turies—aeons away.

Only last April she had been brides-
maid to Averil Moore, the Squire’s daugh-
ter, and she had been so happy, so ex-
cited over the event, so disappointed
that the day proved showery.

But later in the afternoon the rain
lad cleared away, and Mabel went out
into the garden. It was hot and stuffy
in the house where the guests were jost-
ling one another round the tea-tables
and the costly array of presents, but
outside all was sweet and fresh and
pure with the scent of newly-wetted
earth and the coolness after rain.

And then Hugh Solway had found her,
and they had walked together up and
down the path between the golden cro-
cus borders. And the glory of the after-
noon entered into his soul and made
him say many things which he had not
meant to say. He had not meant to say
them because he was only a poor journa-
list, and could hardly hope to be in a
position to marry for many years to
come. As it was, he did not say that
hé loved her in so many words, but he
simply told her of his appointment as
War Correspondent to the “Observer,”
and asked her if, should he be spared to
come home, he should find her still at
the old house by the pines.

There was no mistaking his meaning,
and Mabel raised her eyes to his.

“Yes,” she said simply.

“I may reckon on it?”

“You may reckon on it.”

That was all, but their hands met in
a long clasp that seemed to seal them
to one another, and the sunlight on sea
and rain-drops and golden crocuses took
a richer radiance for them both.

A month later her own trouble came,
and she had to leave the house by the
pines for good. Hugh Solway was lost
to her. Should he go to her old home
he would find no trace of her, for they
had wandered a good deal since they
left, sinking lower and lower in poverty,
and no one in the village knew their
whereabouts. Her pride would not per-
mit her to communicate with him
through the office of the “Observer.”

He might only have been amusing him-
self with her; she hardly believed it
possible, but there was the chance, and
she would not risk lowering her dignity.
Well, it was no good thnking of the
past; it was only saddening. With a
long-drawn quivering sigh she turned
away from tue window and fetched her
writing materials. lor a long time she
sat with her face buried in her hands,
thinking—searching through her brain
for a subject about which to write. But
nothing would come save the memory
of that April afternoon, and the sun-
light on tne crocuses and in the eyes
of the man she would never see agall.
No effort would beat it from her mind,
it seemed to throb through her whoe
being to the exclusion of all else.
sSuddenly an idea flashed across her,
an idea which filled her with dismay.
L here was her own life-story, why not
write that? She could put her whole
heart into it, and it wouid be instinet
with life and force—perhaps it would
fetch more than three guineas. Bitter
as the thought was to her, she knew it
to be the onty way. She must not allow
ner own feelings to stand in the way of
her mother’s comforts—nay, necessities.
By night the story was written. She
had shed many tears over it, but she
knew it was good, and she signed her
nom-de-plume with a feeling of pride.
“I could not make it end happily,”
she wrote to the Editor. “A story, if
it is worth anything, comes to an in-
evitable conclusion, and we writers can-
not alter it.”

SHE expected an answer almost - by
return. The “News-Letter” was
prompt in dealing with MsSS. and mak-
g payment, but two days dragged
wearily by without bringing the familiar
blue envelope. On the evening of the
second day the little maid-of-all-work
came up to her with an unusual air of
importance. SOk

“It’s a gent wantin’ to see you, Miss,
she announced. ‘“Says he comes from
the ‘News-Letter’ or some sich nime.”

Mabel looked up in surprise—such a
thing had never happened before.

“Show him up,” she said.

Feverishly she arranged some of her
papers which were strewn upon the
table. With beating heart she listened
to the manly step struggling with the
intricacies of the ill-lighted stairway
under the little maid’s slip-shod guid-
ance. Then the door opened and she
lifted her eyes.

For a time they faced one another
without speaking, then with a quick
movement the newcomer closed the door
on the gaping little servant, and strode
across the room.

“At last,” he said. “At last.” And
taking Mabel’s listless hand, he drew
her towards him and folded her in his
arms.

There were some yellow crocuses in
his coat, and presently Mabel stroked
them lovingly.

“T went there two days ago,” he said,
“and found my bridesmaid gone.”

She laughed from sheer happiness.

“How did you find me?” she asked.

For answer he put his hand in his
pocket and drew a long, familiar en-
velope.

“] have just joined the staff of the
‘News-Letter, ” he said. “This was al-
most the first MSS. that come under
my notice. I knew there was only one
person who could describe the crocus-
bordered path beside the sleeping sea,
where the bridesmaid and the journalist
clasped hands in mutual understanding.”

Again a silence fell between them.

“Tt was hard to write it,” said Mabel
at last. “But I wanted the money so
badly, and I could think of nothing else.
I am glad now,” she added with a smile.

“But T think you must consider it
‘returned with thanks’—the ending will
have to be different,” he said.

For answer she tore the MSS. in two.
“We will keep these memories to our-
selves,” she said. “I will write another
story for the world.”

And the tale she wrote was the best
that had ever come from her pen. For
with her happiness, her talent returned
with redoubled force and power,

What Has Given Jaeger

Garments World Wide
Reputation ?
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Worth---Nothing Else.

WORTH means Purity, Quality, Fit and
Finish,

Wherever health is the first consideration
in dress---Jaeger Underwear is naturally
chosen.

The natural wool qualities are preserved.

The mechanical work and all details are
perfectly done.

The only secret is excellence.

Medium weights for Spring and Fall and
light weights for summer.

><
DrJAEGER %5 €.

Ranx 231 Yonge St., Toronto,

Ont.
4316 St. Catherine St. W., Montreal.
/ 364 Portage Ave., Winnipeg, Man.
And from JAEGER Agents
throughout the Dominion.

The CANADIAN
OFFSCEITCHOOL
FURNITURE CO,
PRESTON, ONT. o

Manufacturers of e
High Grade Bank
8o Office Fixtures,
School, Library £&
Commercial Fur-
niture, Opera £
Assembly Chairs,
Interior Hardwood

Finish Generally.
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How Nature
Cures Constipation

And Why Drugs Are Being Used
Less and Less for That
Purpose.

The custom of Internal Bathing for
keeping the intestines pure, clean and
free from poisonous matter — curing
constipation, billiousness and the more
serious diseases which they bring on
—has become so universally popular
and so scientifically correct in its ap-
plication as to merit the most serious
consideration.

Drugs for this purpose have proven
that their doses must be constantly
increased to be effective; that they
force nature instead of assisting her,
and once taken must be continued.

On the contrary, the scientifically-
constructed Internal Bath gently as-
sists nature, but is infinitely more
thorough in its cleanliness than any
drug, no matter what its nature.

The J. B. L. Cascade, an appliance
for bathing internally with comfort
and convenience, is now being used
unq praised by thousands and pre-
scribed by many eminent physicians.

Its action is so simple and natural
as to immediately appeal to all com-
mon sense. That is the reason for
its great and deserved popularity.
Sixty-four-page book, which fully ex-
plains the system, will be mailed free
on application to Dr. Chas. A, Tyrrell
2756 College Street, Toronto. 7,
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