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The Fatal Admission

Aching Joints

[n the fingers, toes, arms, and other
parts of the body, are joints that are
inflamed and swollen by rhenmatism—
that acid condition of thé blood which
sffects the muscles also.

Sufferers dread to move, especially

after sitting or lying long, md their
condition is oommo:&y worse wet
weather.

«1 suffered from rheumatism.
but have been completely cured by Hood't
Sarsaparilla, for which I am deeply grate-
tul.” Miss Fraxnces Swrrm, Prescott, Ont

“He's a failure !” said his neigh-
bor,
But he wasn’t one, youn bet !
For he started on to labor
As he'd never labored yet ;
And he did his daily duty with a
grim, determined smile—
For a fellow’s not a failure who

& «1 had an attack of the grip which leit me
keeps busy all the while.

weak and helpless and suffering from rheu-
matism. I began taking Hood’s Savsapa-
rilla and this medicine has emtirely cureo
me. I have no hesitation in saying it saved
my life.” M. J. McDosaLp, Trenton, Ont.

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

Removes the cause of rheumatism—no
yatward application can. Take it.

« He’s a failure !” said his fellows
But he wasn’t—not just yet—
Though he had a leaky bellows
And a staggering load of debt.
« He's a failure !” said his father.
“ He's an ornery, yellow pup !”
But a fellow’s not a failure if he
hasn’t given up !
“ He's
mother,
“He's a failure!”
. wife ;
There was never friend or brother
Who could help him back to
" life.
Then he murmured “I'm a failure!”
But he wasn't—not a bit,
Till that fatal moment camé when
he himself acknowledged it !

.

“The Rose of Yestenday”

love she had felt for no one since
her mother had died five years
before. That there was some
mystery about her she could not
fail to note, but made no effort to
force her confidence. Often it
seemed that the wall of reserve
would be broken down, but by a
supreme effort she would regain
her self-control. ~

It was the hour of sunset, the
mountain ridge was like a line of
gold, and overhead the soft rose
hues still lingered in the cloud:
masses, but on the mountain side
the mists were gathering, veiling
in their folds alike bleak rock and
living green. On a fallen tree by
the wayside sat Brenda, but not
now were eyes or mind on the
scene' before her; earfh had no
share in the thoughts that clus-
tered round the holy words as
the beads slipped through her
fingers ; the mysteries passed be-
fore her winning, wounding, glad-
dening. Even when she had fin-
ished the Rosary she still sat
motionless, heart and mind full of
joy in the glory of Mary in
heaven, and she started as a hand
was laid on hers.

“Did I frighten you? I did
not mean to. I am sorry. But
you were 80 lost in thought that
you did not notice my coming.
Oh, are you a Catholic ?”

“I am, thanks be to God,” re-
plied Brenda, rising, for there was
no mistaking the dismay in the
other’s tone, even if she failed to
note’how quickly the hand had
been drawn back at the touch of
the Rosary.

“Do not be offended,” pleaded
Miss Fortescue. “I have felt so
drawa to you in these; days, and
desirous of your fuendshxp I
have never had much to do with
Catholies, but I always had an
idea they were ignorant and su-
perstitious. Now, I'know you
are not the first; have we not
talked on books for many days,
and, young as you are, you are
well read. - But it seems to me
this.,” and she touched the Rosary,
“1is certainly superstitious. What
can you want with a string of
beads to say prayers on; surely
the heart can go outito God with-
out that ?”

Then Brenda, seeing that the
other was in earnest, sat down
again, and explained “clearly and
simply the mysteries, joyful, sor-
rowful and glorious, and how the
vecital of the rosary blends vocal
and mental prayer. - Then, ' g-
thering courage, she spoke of the
Blessed Mother of God, given to
us as Mother also, by those dear
words on Calvary; of the love
that fails not when earthly affec-
tions fail, making childhood purer
and more blessed, strengthening
the heart when temptatious. ga-
ther, giving courage and help
when the fight is hard and bitter,
and throwing its gentle light on
the-valley of the shadow.

She ceased ; and in the silence
a‘fmm the overfnstwg thunder of
t

a failure !”

sighed his

sobbed his

No wonder that Brenda's heart
was stirred as she walked along
the path to the beach. This was
the most delightful holiday she
had ever had, and -this village
clustered on the strip of land be-
tween the mountains and the
ocean seemed to her the fairest
place on earth.

“There’s that lady again,” she
said, half alond. “I wonder who
she is, always by herseli, she
seems sad and lonely ; but per
haps that is only my imagination.
Surely no one could be sad long
in such a place asthis. It seems
more beautiful every day.”

Coming to the beach she made
her way to her usual seat beneath
the cliff, and remained some time
in watching the rollers come in.
The grandeur, the majesty of the
scene lifted her heart to higher
things, from the creature to the
Creator, who holds the seasin the
hollow of His Hand. Then almost
involuntarily she began to sing
the “Salve Regma., softly at first,
then, responding to the beauty of
the words, poured forth her love
to the dear Mother whose heart
yearns over her banished chil-
dren. As the last trembling note
died away, she started up in sur-
prise, for the lady who had so
roused her cuariosity was standing
close beside her, and the sadness
of 'the beautiful dark eyes went
to her heart,

“You have a beautiful and
sympathetic voice, but is it right,
think you, to sing in the open air
and so close to the sea ?” The
voice was low and pleasant, and
the smile she gave robbed the
question of any abruptness.

“I never thought of that; per-
haps I should not, but I felt it all
80, the beauty. and the grandeur,
that I could not keep silence.”

The other sighed, “ Once I was
the same, all cmot'&n had to ﬁnd
expression in song, and now "—
she broke oft abruptly, and turned
as if to go, but after taking 3 few
steps, returned and sat down be-
side Brenda.

“1 have noticed you on the

-~beach every day for a wéek. Are
you making & long stay?”

“Only a month; I wish it

could be longer; but I must get
back to woﬁk I suppose we

_wouldn't enjoy hohdeya if we
ways had them, though, ‘woul
we ¥

* Certainly not, and nothing is
more wearisome than a perpetual
vacation, nothing more hard to
bear than an enforced idleness. I
ought to know that. May I ask
what your work is ?” :

“ Nothing very important, I
fear. I amonly a musical stu-
dent, and since I had ratheriover-
taxed my strength, I am sent
down to recruit in this delightful
place.”

“Yes,
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mournful ery “of the night-bird,
and the rustling of the leaves
overhead. Then Rosemary For-
tescue spoke, slowly, dreamily :
“I never thought of anything
as beautiful as that. I have
rather shunned religion as some-
thing dark and gloomy, that robs
life of its sweetness, but as you
speak of it it would be the light
of life. Mysteries! I -like that
word, for are we not surrounded

it is Deautiful.: bht dae by mysteries, do we not walk be-

he ocean, and nearer at hand the-

“ wearies of everything. I have

been here two years now, so that
it is almost like home. But tell
me of yourself; are you a voealist?
“I hope to be, though I am not
very sanguine about it, but I love
music above all—don t you ?”
“Forgive me,” she murmured
~.and laid her sérong, pool hand on
the frail  gmes ¢ they were locked 8o
txghtly toaethe - There was si-
lence for a whale, and then Brends

“began to speaj of the mountains,

of all the bqty,.spoh she had| B -
* explored, and all she meant to| J

explore in the coming weeks.
That was the first of many

meetings, and Brends grew -to

love Rosemary Fortescue with a

girt with them, and pass from one
to another until the last great one
of all enfolds us? Yes, yours is

,|a living faith, no cold collection

of hard dogmas and crude super-
stitions as I once thought. Ah
and the note of | pasmon thrilled in

uze.o“”
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her tone, “had I but a faith like
that to lean om;.in the hour of
darkness and despair, even this
bitterness might have been sweet,

and a ray of hope might have!
shone where all is now darkness.

You are young; you do not re-

alize how cruel life can be, how
bitter the cup that must be drunk
to the very dregs. In vain we
seek to avoid sorrow ; it steals
upon us and blots out our hopes
and aspirations as yonder mists
had blotted out the hills.”

“ Look higher,” cried Brenda,
her voice vibrant with emotion ;
over the earth the shadows may
rést, but see the glory of the
stars,” and she pointed to where
in the horizon the evening star
gleamed in fitful splendor. A
long, low cry broke from the
other’s lips, and ere Brend& could
stop her she had gone.

Day after day passed, and she
had made no gign, and in a short
time now all opportumty would
be gone. In vain Brenda haunted
the beach ; the slender, black-
robed figure never appeared, and
it was with a sinking heart she
turned homeward on her last
evening. Tomorrow she would be
beck in the city, and she longed
to see her friend once more be-
fore leaving, yet she could not
bring herself to break the silence
first. When she entered the cot-
tage where she was staying, a
note was handed to her, and her
heart bounded with joy, for,
though she had never seen it be-
fore, she felt sure the dclicate
characteristic writing must be
that of Miss Fortescue. She was
not mistaken, and though it was
but a short note asking her to
call at “ Rose Cottage ” that even-
ing; she felt that all would come
right. As she paused at the gate
she noted the fragrance of the
roses, whose abundance gave the
tiny cottage its name, and she
lingcre:d along the path, her host-
ess came to greet her.

«1 feared I behaved very badly
that evening and since ; but you
must pardon me, dear; I was
more moved than I care to con-
fess, and though I have been try-
ing to shut my heart against what
you said I find I cannot. Let us
git here on the veranda, I want to
tell you about myself, and T pre-
fer the friendly darkness.”

“If you would rather not—"
began Brenda.

!

“Ah, but I must, only very
brifly though. I have eaten out
my heart insilence too long. The
profession you aspire to was mine.
My voice was marvelous, so every
one said, and a golden future lay
before me. I loved! I was loved;
all life was fair ; then the mists
fell, and all was -blotted out. I
listened to the malicious gossip of
one I deemed a -friend, listened
and believed, and quarreled with
Leonard. He left in afiger, and I
never saw him again, for he went
to "Western America and died
there, I was miserable when he
went away and grew careless.
One night, on leaving the concert
hall, I contracted a cold, and, neg-
lecting it, became seriously ill.
My recovery was slow, and then
the blow fell—my voice was gone;
all my dreams of triumphs faded
as utterly as my dreams of love.
I was persuaded to try a milder
climate than that of Europe and
came out to Australiag some twelve
years ago. Since then .I have
drifted from city to city, until I
found this haven of peace. I am
still a young woman; but _hope is
dead ; for me life has’nothing but
weariness: ~ 1have-had' my day,
though it was short enough, and
you know how the poet says:.
‘Each morn a thoufand roses

brings, you say.
Yes, bat where leaves the rose of

_ yesterday ¥
The rose of yesterday, how truly
that describes my hopes, myself.”

“Do you ‘mot think,” said
Brenda, striving to find some
means to bring comfort to this
stricken heart, “ that your past is
too" bitterly sad? A good and
learned friend of mine told me
once to read two chapters of the
‘ Imitation’ for every verse of
his.”

“ Maybe you are right, but I
love the bitterness, at least I did,
but since you spoke that evening
I have been thinking of what you
said. A mother’s love, that I have
never kmown, and when you
spoke of Mary, our Mother; of

{help.and strength, and comfort,

my heart cried out in its loneli-
ness for all you had and I lacked.
Your holiday is up soon. To-
morrow | Well, at least you will
write to me and tell me more of
this beautiful faith that seems
the branch of healing for every
Marah. It is strange fora Chris-

tian to say, but'I've nevetr known

} wheezing, and a feeling of oppression or

BRONCHITIS

WAS SO BAD
Coughed Every Few Minutes.

DR. WOOD’S
NORWAY PINE SYRUP

CURED HER.

Bronchitis starts with a short, painful,
dry cough, accompanied with a rapid

| tightness through the chest. At first
the expectoration is a light color but as
the trouble progresses the phlegm arising
from the bronchial tubes becomes of a
yellowish or greenish color, and is very
often of a stringy nature.

Bronchitis should never be neglected.
If it is some serious lung trouble will
undoubtedly follow.

Get rid of it by using Dr. Wood’s
Norway Pine Syrup.
remedy has been on the market for the
past 25 years.

It curesswhere others fail.

Mrs. Geo. Lotton, Uxbridge, Ont.,
writes: “I have had bronchitis so bad I
could not lie down at night; and had to
cough every few minutes to get my
breath. I had a doctor out to see me,
but his medicine seemed to do me no
good. I sent to the druggist for some

cough mixture, and got Dr. Wood’s
Norway Pine p. One bottle helped
me wonderfully. I stopped coughing,
ands could lie dows, and rest well at
night.

Dr. Wood’s Norway Pine Sytup is
put up in a yellow wrapper; 3 pine trees

1 cannot praise it too much.”

the trade mark; price 25c. and 50c.

Manufactured onl{‘ by Tae T. M-
spurN Co., Lvrtep, Toronto, Out.

God as you seem to know Him,
and yet if I could know and
love—!”

“ Ah, pray to the Sacred Heart
of our Dear Lord; He will help
you. He will guide. See, Tl
give you this Rosary ; it was my
mother’s. T will teach you how
to say it and then say it every
day, call every day on Him Who
has said, ‘ Come unto me all ye
that labor and are burdened.’”

It was some six weeks later
that Brenda, on opening the us-
ual weeRly letter from her friend
by the sea, found only a few
words written on the sheet—*1I
was received into the Church to-
day, and T know now. With God
nothing is impossible, and bud and
blossom may>retum even, to the
rose of yesterday.”

“A a letter'in a strange hand
from the South Coast,” said
Brenda one day, less than-a month
aftec; “I wonder has anything
happened to Rosemary.” The
smile faded as she read: the note
from the good priest she had
known down here. Miss Forte-
seud was dead, and Mother Church
had but gathered her into her
arms to lay her in those.of death.
She sent Brenda a last message ;
with dimming eyes the girl read
the faint uncertain characters—
“ Our Dear Mother, Queen of the
Rosary ; a place at her feet for

the ‘rose of yesterday.”—Austrian
Messenger.

A SENSIBLE MERCHANT

Milburn’s Sterling Headache

Powders give women prompt re- .

lief * from monthly. . -pains, and
leave no bad after effects what
ever.’ Be sure you get Mﬂbum 8
Price 25 and 50 cts.

Hobo—Just a dime,

mister. Me pal’s stranded two

miles up in de air in hisairyplane,

an’ ain’t got gasoline t’ come down.

BEWARE OF WORMS.

Don'’t let worms gnaw at the
vitals of your children Give
them Dr. Low’s Pleasant. Worm
Syrup and they’ll soon be rid of
these parasites. Prico 25c¢.

Mrs. Housekeep—You don't
mean to tell me that you were
ever & poet.!

was how my ‘fect first went
astray.

MINARDS LINIMENT CURES
DISTEMPER.

“ Do you always stutter like
that?” asked the doctor examining
the recruit. N-no, sir,” was the
reply. "Only w-w-when I t-talk.”

PALPITATION

OF THE HEART

3HORTNESS OF BREATH
CURED BY

MILBURN’S
HEART AND NERVE PILLS.

—

Mrs. S. Walters, Matapedia, [
writes: I wish to let you know how
much good I have received by t.lhnz
your Heart and Nerve Pills.'
suffering from palpitation of ‘ithe hurt
and shortness of breatlr.«' The u'ouble
with-‘my heart was caused by stomach

trouble. .

I had tried all kinds of medicine, both
patent and doc ; but I feund none
relieve me like:. Mxlbunu eart and
Nerve Pills.. I belleve anyone sufferi
like T did should use them T onl w
fourboxumdlnowfeelhkea erent

n.”

Milburn’s Heart and Nerve! Pilb have
been on the market for the past twenty.
five years and have a most ‘wonderful
reputation as a remedy for all heart and
nerve troubles.

Price 50 cents. per box, 3, boxes for
$1.25, at all dealers, or mailed direct on
receipt of price by Tre T. MusumN

Co,, Loarep, Toronto, Ont, wmwere |
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This well-known ¢ ‘

please,

Weary Willie—Yes
wum, when I was yotnger, That: '

LET US MAKE
Your New Suit

When it comes to the question of buying

clothes, there are several thmgs to be con

sidered.

You want good material, you want perfect
fitting qualities, and you want your clothes to
be made fashionable and- styhsh and then you
want to get t{em at a reasonable price.

This store is noted for the excellent qual-
ity of the goods carried in stock, and nothing
but the very best in trimmings of every kina
allowed to go into a suit.

We guarantee to fit yon perfecdy, and al
our clothes have that smoothe, stylish, well
tmlored appearance, which is approved by all

good dressers.

If you have had trouble  getting clotbs

to smt you, give us a trlal. We will please

you.

MacLellan Bros.

TAILORS AND ' FURNISHERS

163 .Queen Street.

We have a mce assortment
of the following lines

Brooches in staple and new pat

terns, Bracelets in extension and
clasp, Watch ‘wristlets in gold
and with leather strap, Cuff
links'in both plainan“ﬁe ﬁﬂgﬂf;a.'véd.
Collar studs with short and long
posts, Chains with and ‘without,
Perida.nt‘s and Lockets;" GQntg
chaing in a variety of styles,
also fobs, Spoons. Forks,‘ Kﬁiﬁ‘es,
Clocks and -Watcheé, Eyeglasaeé,
'Spebtacles. In our work Dept.
we clean and répair Watches
Clocks, | .T‘éW"eIrj, Barometers
Musical Boxes, -Size and fit

len'sés,. Stones to Rings, ect fatc

E. W. TAYLOR

Boots and Shoes
At Reasonable Prices

JIWII.ER... § 4k ..........OPTIOIAN

142 Richmond Street \

of all our staple lines.

TODAY

2 year ago.

s 'I‘BY REE .

ALLEY & CO.

Agents for Amherst, [avictus and Queen Qu dxty

KEY

“About a “yefr ago feeling the advance comlné-
in all llnes of Footwear, we bought large qnanli:ies

We can give you shoes at about the same prices &

GOOD BREAD is, mthout ques’ﬁon, \hé mos: im-
portant artcle of food in the, .catalog of man’s diet ;
surely, itis the “staff e( life.”” Good bread is obtainable
'only by, using the Bést Yeast, the best flour, and adopt-
“ing thé iwest incxhod of combnnmgthe two. Com{)'hessed
Yeast is in all respects the best commercial Yeast yet
discovered, and Fleischmann's Yeast is indisputably the
. most successful aud best leaven known to the world, It
is Gniforer in- quality and strength. It saves time and
labor, and relieves- the housewife of the vexation and
worriniébt she secessarily :suffers -from the use of an in«
_feriok'or unrgliatle leaven. - It is, moreover, a fact that
with the use of Fleischmann’s Yeast, more loaves of
bread of the same weight can be produced from a gven
quantity of flour than can be produced with the use of
any other kind of Yeast.

This si explamed by the more thorough fermentation
and ‘ expantion ‘which the minute™ partictes of flour

undergo, thereby increasing the size of the mass-and at
the same time adding to thé nutrifive properties of the

bread, tThis fact may be dEarly and elsxlrdemonstrated
by any who doubt that “there_ u economy in using
: Fle:schmanns Yeast. ’

Or fill the teeth, It is the one Chewing Tobacco
that fully satisfies the demands of the man who

ants THE BEST. Itis

i

Always Fresh, Monst zhnd
Ax:bsolutely Clean

Made in a sanitary factory from the choicest! of

HICKEY'S is the chew
with the fine, wine flavor,

fully developed leaves:
A big fig for a_small

price.

BOOk “

D.C. NelBOD & C.—W & BENTLEY

M:LEOD & BENTLEY
Barristers, Attorneys “and -
i Solicitors. -
¢~ MONEY TO LOAN 3
Offices<Bank of Nova
_Scotia Chambers:

Ask: your  Grocer for a e Flexschmann

If.you have never used thns Xeast give it a trial

Recipe.

R. F. M&‘DDI@AN & Co.
Agents lcr P. E. Isla nd.

WJ PH&M I.LAH ).

mem WIURGION

Z orric: nm mm'nct
IQB Klllf s'mm
-C HARI:OH‘EN_ TOWN,




