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BOyg and QI^Lg

pear Girls and Boys:
What a long time it is since there ; 

was any correspondence in the cor-1 
ner! How are all the nieces and 1 
nephews who used to write such 
nice letters? I want to tell them 
about a proposition I have had in 
mind a long while. Christmas is 
coming, in fact will be hero before 
wc realize it, and every one is 
thinking of the presents they would 
like to make. Now here is alliance 
to earn some pocket money by get
ting us new subscribers. All those 
who are Willing to help and who de- 
sire to make this pocket money, just 
send in your names and addresses 
a,nd we will mail you blank forms 
to have filled in. You must "till 
have lots of friends whi cannot re
fuse to go on your list To those 
who live outside of Montreanl.United 
States excepted, the price is 
dollar per year, Un'>ed States 
dollar and fifty cents. This is how 
we will treat you: For every 
subscriber we will nliow you fifty 
cents, which you will deduct from 
each dollar you receive, just sending 
us a P. O. Order for :,ho balance; and 
as a. further encouragement, to the 
girl or boy sending us in one hun
dred new subscribers between Nov.
15 and Jan. 1, 1909, we will, be
sides allowing fifty vents for each 
new subscriber, present them with a 
valuable prize.

Now. my dears, what do you thinlk 
of this. I know you are all able to 
do good work for me. Write and let 
me know what you think of this.

Your loving
AUNT BECKY.

If they bbth die," said the pa- 
tient; "I’ll swear off—or at least 
t 11 cut down my daily allowance 
from thirty cigarettes to ten."

Even as he spoke the smaller leech 
shivered and dropped on his knee, 
dead, and a moment *ater the larger 
one fell beside it.

"This is ghastly," said the young 
man; "1 am worse than the pestil
ence to these leeches.

"It is the empyreumatic oil in your 
blood," said the medical man. All 
cigarette fiends have it." ,

"Doc," said the young man, re
garding the three leeches thoughtful
ly, "I half believe you,’re right."

* * V I
LAUGHING WINNIFItED.

TOMMY'S SUSPICIONS.

(Lowell Otts. Reese.)

My daddy says that when he was 
A hoy he never cried,

Ne'er run away front school to go 
A-swimmin': never tried 

To put a lickin'; never failed 
To do as he was bid.

(Well, maybe daddy didn’t, then— 
But gran’ma says he did ! )

My daddy brags a lot about 
The way boys acted when 

He was a boy, (Gee! but they must 
’A been most angels then! )

He says he never dared to peep 
Beneath the cake box lid,

(Well, maybe not, but, anyway,
My gran'ttitt says he did! )

"I never tied a tin can to 
A dog’s tail in my life!"

Says daddy. "An* I never carved 
My ’nitials with a knife 

In great big glaring capitals 
On the piano lid.”

(That’s (What he told me sollumly— 
But gran’ma says he did! )

"I never cared for circuses 
An’ brass bands an’ such things," 

(Say. honest! that’s just what he 
said ! ) i •

"An’ tops an’ devil slings,
I never waited after senoof 

To lick some other kid."
(He says he never done those things 

But gran’ma says he did! ).
Say! but my gran'ma’s mighty wise.

She knew my daddy when 
He was a little runt an’ says 

He was a terror then!
He says he never cut up none 

The times he was a kid.,
(I know I ought to b'lieve him,
But gran’ma says he did! )

THE CIGARETTE FIEND.

"You smoke thirty cigarettes a 
day?"

"Yes, on the average."
"You don’t blame them for your 

run down condition?’’
"Not in the least. I blame my 

hard work."
The physician shook his head. He 

smiled in a vexed way. Then he took 
a leech out of a glass jar.

"Let nte show--you something," he 
said. "Bare your arm."

The cigarettq fiend bared his pale 
arm, and the other laid the lean, 
black leech upon it. The leech fell 
to work busily. Its body began to 
swell. Then, all of a sudden, a 
kind of shudder convulsed it, and it 
■ell to the floor, dead.

"That is what your blood did to 
the leech." said the physician. He 
took up the little corpse between his 
finger and thumb. "Look at it," he 
said. "Quite dead, you see. You poi
soned it."

“I guess it wasn’t a healthy 
leech," said the cigarette smoker, 
sullenly.

"Wasn’t healthy, eh? Well, we’ll 
try again.

And the physician clapped two 
leeches on the young man's thin 
arm.

Isn t it too funny!" Winnifred 
leaned against the wall to have her 
laugh out. "I can’t keep my face 
straight when she opens her mouth. 
How in the world docs she get her 
verbs mixed up in that queer way?"

"You know she lias oeen in this 
country but six months," Pauline 
suggested gently. “I think she speaks 
English very well when you take 
that into account."

"Perhaps she vdoes," Winifred ad
mitted carelessly. “But anyhow it’s 
fun to hear her. If 1 were her 
roommate, I shouldn't do a thing 
but laugh all day."

"Don’t let her know you are laugh
ing at her," warned the more 
thoughtful Pauline.

"Oh, she won’t notice. She’s the 
slow sort that never notices things, ' 
Winifred returned. "And it’s lucky 
she is, otherwise she’d be my mor
tal enemy." She walked away hum
ming a tune, and it was not until 
supper that it occurred to her that 
there might be two sides to the 
question.

The girls in Miss Graham’s school 
who were studying language did not 
look forward to their supper with 
unqualified anticipation. The girls 
who took German sat at. the “Ger
man table," and were not supposed 
to make any remarks during the 
meal, except in the language. The 
French table was on the other side 
of the dining-room and at this the 
conversation was all in French. Wi
nifred sat at the German table, and 
when she took her seat that night, 
she found that the flaxen-haired for
eigner whose accent had seemed so 
amusing earlier in the day. was her 
right-hand neighbor, 

i Winifred’s German vocabulary was 
j somewhat limited, and it was not 
I till she had done some thinking that 
I she ventured to ask her neighbor,
I Lena Saeker, how she had enjoyed 
j her first day at the school. !
; For a moment Lena stared, as if 
she had not quite understood. Then J suddenly her fair cheeks flushed, and 

; she hastily replied in smoothly-flow- 
| ing German which fell musically 
! Winifred's ear, though she could not 
! understand all the words. The teo- 
j cher, Miss Roberts, spoke from the 
| end of the table, when Lena had 
finished.

"We arc very fortunate In having 
Lena with us." she said in German, 
"Her fine accent will be a great help 
to us all," And for the rest of the 
supper hour Lena had so many ques
tions to answer that it was a won
der she found time to eat.

Nor was that all. As Winifred left 
the dining-room she heard an ani
mated conversation going on between 
Miss Roberts, the German teacher, 
and Miss Wallace. who taught 
French.

"Can’t wc make arrabgements to 
divide that remarkable Lena?" Miss 
Wallace was asking eagerly. “It is. 
not fair that you should have her 
all the time. You know she has an 
excellent French accent, and she 
would be a real inspiration at my

Winifred did not hear Miss Ro
bert’s answer. She was thinking 
how she had laughed that morning 
at the peculiarities of Lena’s Eng
lish accent, and the memory made 
her uncomfortable. She could not 
help feçling that if Lena had not 
been too polite, she might have had 
her share of laughter that day.

The Death of a Blasphemer.

The correspondent of the Croix 
at Mans relates the tragical end of 
a blasphemer. During the prepara
tions for the procession of the Fete. 
Dieu at Sainte James sur Sarthe 
blacksmith named Auguste Railland, 
fifty-three years of age, mounted one 
of the tabernacles at a resting place 
erected opposite a roadside crucifix, 
and, after indulging in coarse jokes 
at the procession, shouted to the 
image of Christ: "If You were not a 
humbug, You would get off that.

I cross and pull irfd off Your altar," 
j Immediately after pronouncing those 
i words the blasphemer fell to the 
ground from the height of only four 

! yards, injuring himself .so seriously 
j that ho died three days later. His 
I agony is described as having been 
: most terrible. The emotion this in- 
1 cident caused in all the country 
i around was intense.
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A unie traj (at
The talk had got somehow to 

witchcraft, werewolves, transmuta
tions of form.

It’s quite true," asserted the girl 
: calmly; 1 can do it. my other 

form is that of a little gray cat."
Her eyes, which were large, rather 

round and gray, with innumerable 
yellow spangles, faced Curtis serious
ly. Her soft gray gown defined her 
lithe form smoothly and sinuously. 
Shu folded her small hands in her 
lap with silken deliberation. "I 
don’t doubt it,” returned Curtis. 
“But why do you say your other 
form?"

He was pursuing literature rather 
strenuously, but that moment gave 
him a pang of envy for the painter’s 
art. To put in color, and form all 
the quiet, subtle, mysterious, femi
nine feline charm of her!

“I am serious." she said. “You 
don't believe me!"

"1 could believe easier," admitted 
Curtis, “with the help of ocular de
monstration."

She rose with the ^noiseless, inde
pendent motion thatr\charactorized 
her.

"Very well. If you sec a little 
gray cat to-morrow, I will be that

"You shall command every lux? 
ury," mocked Curtis, “catnip, chick
en, cream!"

Her grave, baffling eyes ignored 
his flippancy. "You arc scoffing. 
You will see a little gray cat to
morrow. I will be that cat."

Curtis and Plymesser walked home 
j together. Plymesser had acted 
! the Westerner's social sponsor be

fore the book had set every one 
j talking.

"Saw you having an absorbing 
tete-a-tete with Sybil Graydon," ob
served Plymesser. “Fine girl, Sybil 
and plenty of money, too! Rather 
too quiet for some people, but a 
first-rate little person, I say."

"Quite so," assented Curtis dryly 
He added more for his own instruc
tion than Plymesser's. "Miss Gray
don, if I were to suggest a fault, 
knows her own points rather too 
well, and doesn’t hesitate to call 
attention to them.”

"Well, what arc girls for!" 
ed Plymesser.

Curtis sat at his desk the next 
morning wrestling against an ob
session in the image of a graceful 
little woman in gray. He found 
himself obliged to compromise with 
the obsession. Thrusting his work 
aside impatiently, he began on a 
fresh sheet. This went better. At 
last he came out of a trance of ab- 
sorption with a start. Something 
made him turn abruptly. There in 
the center of the room demurely re
garding him, sat a little gray cat!

Curtis rubbed his eyes; for one in
stant a shiver struck along his 
blood; then he threw back his head 
and laughed uproariously. He re
membered the open window and the 
crowded roofs and chimney-pots out
side his sky-parlor. In one sense 
Curtis lived high. But what a co
incidence and what a cat!

No fluffy, spoiled Angora, no starv
ed stray of the alleys; Unit a sleek,, 
dainty creature whose demure dis
tinction belonged to herself and the 
entire race of cats. Pure maltcse in 
color, she folded a -long and supple 
tail across her feet.

"Kitty!" called Curtis, holding out 
his hand.

The cat rose but did not approach 
him. She walked about the room 
with an air of quiet, impersonal ob
servation. Curtis loved animals. Ho 
made pronfpt overtures of friendli
ness. The cat accepted his petting 
with staid nonchalance. When ht? 
lifted her in his arms she did not 
resist. He seated himself at his 
desk again end placed her on his 
knee. She sat there, dainty, de
tached, inscrutable. She turned her 
smooth head and fixed her eyes, 
large, round anti gray, lit with 
points of yellow, seriously upon 
him1. If the pupils had been round 
instead of vertical! As it was, his 
heart quickened some beats.

"Graygown,” said Curtis aloud, 
gently stroking hcr fur, "I think—I 
think I am in .love with you! But 
it won’t do, you know! I’ve got 
years of hard work ahead of me. To 
say nothing of the extreme improba
bility of my ever getting you to con
sider it, you're too expensive a lux
ury for me. That’s putting it bru
tally, but we may as well face the 
facts. Besides, you’re a witch. What, 
do I want of a witch, anyhow? . .
I hope you won’t mind being put 
on a cushion? Right here by the 
fire? So/'

Graygown accepted the cushion 
courteously. Presently she got up ; 
strolled soft-footedly about, mount-1 
ed the window-sill and sprang down I 
upon the confusion of roofs outside.

Curtis read over the manuscript on | 
his desk. It seemed now so little I 
satisfactory that he tore it across, j 
thrust the pieces into the fire and 
watched them curl and blacken 
the grate.

Within a week Curtis saw 
Graydon again. He had most pru
dently determined to see as little of 
her as he courteously might, but one 
advantage of being a lion is that you 
are almost fenced sooner or later to 
meet people you might otherwise 
choose to avoid.

Miss Graydon remarked : u.uuilly:
“I kept my word Friday. You sa.w 
I came."

Curtis blushed and s<amir.cred like 
a tender criminal caught in the jam 
closet for the first time.

"Well," he manged finally, "I will 
admit that a cat came, but liow 
do I know it was you?"

As he looked down at 1er, the 
gray draperies curled lithely about 
her, her suave, attentive, impenetra
ble attitude, her gray, mystic, inm>, 
cent eyes—a thrill that was no! 
perstition but borrowed something 
from it. ran deliciously aV’.ff his 
veins. Quite unconsciously to him- 
Fo;f, he took masterful posers*i..n of 
her. He was a very recent Bon. you 
will remember. . . ,

"You don’t believe me,” said Miss 
Graydon. "I will tell you what * I
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saw. There is a sofa under the 
window where I went out, and a big 
brick fireplace at right angles with a 
wolf-skin rug in front; and a big 
walnut bookcase full of books; and a 
walnut writing-table. On the writ
ing table there is a green cloth cov
ered with ink spots.”

"Some one told you," said Curtis. 
"Plymesser—"

"There was writing on the table,
I saw. It was a poem, all blotted 
and interlined, and the name at the 
top ,was ‘Gods of Egypt.' "

Curtis glowered. No living eye 
save his own and the cat's could 
by any possibility have seen those 
•M-starred lines. Curtis foil out of 
drawing perspective altogether. His 
big shoulders and rugged head bent 
forward, and he thrust out his lip 
and contracted his brow with the 
Imre impossibility of the thing in a 
silence which ignored the small, soft 
gray, feline figure at his side.

"Young woman." he said, "you 
ought to be thankful that the views 
of^ Cotton Mather have become ob-

"I am," she said, quietly. "My 1 
great-groa t-gr oa t-gr a n d m o t he r was 
hanged."

"It’s only fair to warn you," the 
young man Said solemnly, “that if; 
you honor me again with your feline ! 
form I shall take every means in 
my power to prevent your escape." I 

"Plymesser," demanded Curtis of 
that worthy, "what is it about Miss 
Graydon?"

"Well, if you can’t find out," re-# 
torted Plymesser, "with all the 
chances you’re giving yourself—"

"Oh, cut that out!" growled Cur
tis. "I mean—well, she said her 
great-great-great-grandmothcr was 
hanged. ’ '

"That's quite true," returned Ply
messer seriously. "Her great-great- 
great-grandmother was Mercy Ryder, 
the witch's daughter of Salem. 
Goody Ryder was hanged in 1693."

About this time Curtis developed 
his theory that an undesirable emo
tion should be allowed full sweep 
through the House of Life, being 
thus most likely to expend itself 
harmlessly. The theory was in full 
swing when one day a slight, 
scrambling sound at the window 
made his heart leap outrageously. 
Ho was developing rheun/atism. from

: was not in, he was informed at the 
door. Where had she gone? The ser- 

j vaut really could not say. As the 
young man was turning grimly away 
the servant volunteered suddenly 
that he believed there was some kind 
of Hart Hexihibition. Curtis recalled 
that some one had sent him a card 
to a private view, and that Miss 

' Graydon had spoken of it in baffling 
terms.

Curtis went to the Art Exhibition. 
The first person he saw there was 

i Plymesser.
"Hello,” said Plymesser. "Have 

! you seen the sensation of the show?
You’ll recognize it. of course. But 

I they’ve taken great pains to keep it 
, out of the newspapers.’’

"Is Miss Graydon here?" said Cur
tis.

Saw her five minutes ago over in 
that alcove where the portraits arc."

She was there in her gray furs. 
Presently he was alone with her. 

i He drew off his gloves and show- 
! ed his hand.

"Look whal. you did," he 
smiling.

"I?" she blushed adorably. and 
looked up and down with frightened, 
repentant eyes. “Oh!—I am so sor- 
ry ! ’ ’

"Are you sorry—for me?" Their 
eyes met for an instant.

"Please look nt this picture. It is 
one I am very much interested in. It 
is made from an old portrait. The 
original was my groat-great-grand
father, Matthew Hale. He married 
the witch’s daughter."

“I," said Curtis, "am going to 
marry her great-great-granddaugh
ter."

She seemed not to hear.- '"There is 
another picture you must see. It is 
hung in the main gallery. Come!"

Ho followed blindly. There were 
more people about this picture, and 
there was a foolish hum of voices 
discussing technic and values. At 
first Curtis did not sec very clearly 
because of the haze that dimmed his 
eyes and brain. Gradually he per-

Established 1664.

C. O’BRIEN,
Honse. Sign ana Decorative Painter

*LAlN AND D KCOttATiV >
PAPER-HANGER

Wbitewushin* and Tinting Orders prompt l> 
attended to. Terms moderate 

Residence,75 Arman Htbikt. Office,647 Dor
chester street, east of Bleury street. Montreal.

Bell Telephene, VpMO.

SKIN DISEASES
These troublesome afflictions are caused 

wholly by bad blood and aa unhealthy 
state of the system, ami can be easily cured 
by the wonderful blood cleansing proper-

Burdock;
Blood

Bitters
Many remarkable cures have been made 

by this remedy, and not only have the un
sightly skin diseases been removed, and a 
bright clear complexion been produced, 
but th<; entire system has been renovated 
and invigorated at the same same time.

SALT RHEUM CURED.
Mrs. John O’Connor, Burlington, N.8., 

writes :—11 Fur years 1 suffered with Salt 
Rheum. I tried a dozen different medi
cines, but most of them only made it worse. 
I was advised to try Burdock Blood Bit
ters. I got a bottle and before I lmd taken 
half a dozen doses I could see a change so l 
continued its use and now 1 am completely 
cured. I cannot sav too much for your 
wonderful medicine.”

"The sarcastic girl!” stammered 
Curtis.

"My best friend," she observed. 
Then, stirred cither to pity or con

ceived that there hung before him the j fusion beneath his imploring eyes, 
clue of a great unravelling, the key . "I think I am going honfc now. If 

j of many mysteries. | you care to come, too—"
The picture showed a colonial kit-I "But I don’t understand," said

chen, its humble furniture, spinning- , Curtis, very much later, "how you 
wheel, musket and sanded floor, j knew about my room.” 
dwarfed into insignificance by the, "Once when I was posing," she

keeping the window open in unseem- ! great fire-place whose vast chimney murmured, "Sybilla ran away, and
1> weather. There on the sill crouch- ! Yawncd across the canvas. On a I climbed out on the roof to get her.
the little grav cat. Miss Graydon I Rtot)l l>csidc tnc fire sat a girl in | She always made for your window ;

—----------------- —  ________ i homespun gray, with' a white ker- j and I knew you lived there; and peo-
chicf drawn about her neck, her soft ! pie were talking about you so much 
hair braided down her back, her —I suppose—I—must-have—looked ! " 
hands folded in her lap. her eyes up- "But you couldn't have seen that 
on the blaze. Opposite her sat a gray poem; "Gods of Egypt.’ ’’
cat, her tail wrapped daintily over .........
her feet, her
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have a lot to do with heart trouble."
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eyes upon the blaze 
Between them up the cavernous 
chimney throat fled shadowy things 
—steeple-crowned witch and spitting 
cat, with vaguer shapes of weird and 
puzzling import.

It was all painted with a breadth 
and grasp of audacity which claimed 
the eye. challenged . the mind, per- 
perplexed the heart. What did it 
mean? What hints of misery? of 
evil? of agony? How did they touch 
that quiet mind and the placid cat? 
Do the souls of these gentle, fire
side creatures, too, ride the light- 
winds of the world?

Curtis' simple man’s mind groped 
for a clue to his own fate in this 
mocking, haunting pose of the eter
nal feminine, for the girl and the 
cat were one like the giri an l the 
cat he knew—unmistakably ihe girl 
and the cat he kne-.v.

"It is called ‘The Fireside Sph'nx.' 
explained Miss Graydon. pointing in 
her catalogue with a small, ciey- 
gloved finger, after Agnes Uepi 'iev’s 
book, you know. Painted by A " ce 
Ardlth. You may nave seen her. 
Her window almost - looks >V*o

"Ah! That time!" she drew back 
from him, the pupils of her round 
eyes widening. "I looked at you. 
and willed to know—and I knew!

; There is witch blood in me!"
"One thing more," asked Curtis 

; reverently. "How did Greygown— 
Sybilla, I mean—get away the dav I 
locked her in?”

"Why, Alice fished her out over the 
transom in a basket with catnip in 
it. And there are such things as 
telephones, you know. And now,” 
she mused, plaintively, "I have told 
you everything and you will not care 
any more!"

Curtis replied with the most con
vincing arguments to the contrary 
which occurred to him, but as these 
happened not to be verbal, they can
not be herewith reported.

"But,” she protested, "my great— 
great-great.grandmother was hang
ed! Besides, in a way Sybilla is 
me!’’

Graygown!" cried Curtis 
turously.

Something furry and purry rubbed 
against his foot.

It was a little gray cat 
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