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A QUEEN OE SONG
A crowd ol well-dressed men and 

women were coming out from the 
theatre. X small gathering ol pass

ent plait- was in the world's regard.
“I will succeed yet," he told him

self, setting his teeth grimly. “There 
is time—time to build up a career."

He threw himself into a chair be
fore a small desk, upon which he no
ticed for the first time there was a

new opera that three performances» ! sympathy. And I sent you a message 
were arranged, and at each one E/re I telling >ou this, but I suppose my 
was present, seated in the gallery. Im- isenger must have blundered, he- 

But a= he walked away from the t cause he btought back such an un- 
third performance he understood the ; kind answer.”

“Was it Coverdale you sent?”

ine war farcis had hailed to w atch j letter addiessed to himself. He open* 
them, with eyes that were half indif-led it and took in the contents almost 
fercut, half envious. A cutting wind .at a glance.
blew diirct from the north, the De- j It was from a firm of music pub- 
cember night was bitterly cold. lishers to whom lie has sub-

V man, less pooily clad than some ! milted, under an assumed name, a few 
others there, and *ith a certain dig-I weeks before, the libietto and score 
nily of carriage which set him apart of a one-act opera. To his own very 
from them, stopped also in his idle great astonishment, this lefter in- ! 
saunter and gazed at the stream of formed him that they were willing to 
smartly-clad people. accept it if he would sell them cer- j

One of the last to come out was a tain rights for £100. They went on j 
woman. She was leaning upon the i to state that they had shown the MS. ; 
arm of a well-known Cabinet Minis- to Miss Or ma Lane, who had been so 
1er. Jewels glittered on the corsage favorably impressed by it that she 
of her gown, which the half-open had defined to use it at a special j 
cloak revealed, and there were dia- benefit performance that was being i 
mouds flashing from beneath the deli-1 got up at Convent Harden Theatre, ' 
cate lave wrap that she had thrown creating the principal part in it her- j 
over her crown of soft brown hair. j self.
Her eyes, drifting across that crowd Kyre placed the letter down with a 
of stragglers, rested for a moment j,ard laugh. His mouth was still 
upon this one lone man, who met her grimly set. His eyes were steely, 
gaze with a puzzled look of half-re-^ jn |,js own past life of pleasure he 
cognition. Then, as she made an j,a,i amused himself and others by 
eager movement, as if to leave her .composing songs. Krom early boy-

“Yes," she said. ‘‘I chose him 
because, having been your nearest 
frien i, I thought that he at least 
would be able to find out where you 
were.”

“Did Coverdale admire you?” he 
asked abruptly.

escort and come towards him, he 
turned hurriedly away and disappear
ed round an adjacent corner.

All the way home to his dismal 
lodging Lawrence Eyre was haunted 
by that woman's face. Had they ever 
met before or was it a face that had 
tome to him only in dreams, in hours 
of pleasant fancy, when he had ima
gined his ideal of womanhood? It 
wa> a question he could not solve.

On his arrival home next day he 
found that a visitor was awaiting 
him ’-here. Lawrence looked at him 
somewhat grimly—a hard line or two 
showing round his mouth.

‘‘Well?" he said, briefly.
TL * other laughed—a metallic laugh, 

•which had no mirth in it.
“Not a very encouraging form of 

greening to use towards an old 
friend,” he said.

“You are no friend of mine; you 
never were," answered Lawrence. “I 
have to thank my reverse of fortune 
for the knowledge of that at least. 
You professed to he my best friend, 
and all the time you were the one 
who robber! me most; yes, robbed me.
I can see through it all now.”

The visitor’s face flushed crimson. 
“Don’t go into heroics, my dear 

fellow," he said. "I had nothing to 
do with your ruin; it was caused by 
your own mad folly. 1 was your se
cretary, nothing more. Was it my 
place to warn you that your expendi
ture was beyond your means—to offer 
advice?”

"Ah, but there was trickery some
where. I was cheated out of nty 
wealth. I know that. I have seen 
everything with clearer eyes since 1 
have been poor. If you had dealt 
fairly with me, how is it that you 
throve so on my ruin? How is it 
that the home which was once mine 
is now yours? But 1 have no wish 
to hark hack to that now. What is 
ii you want of me to-night?"

"I am sent as a messenger,” re
plied Frank Coverdale, sullenly, 
“from one whom you helped.”

"Who is it9” he asked briefly.
‘You recollect Nellie Carson?” 

Lawrence Eyre thought for a mo
ment. Then he looked up with a 
bright smile.

"The little girl with the wonderful 
voice, you mean?”

"Yes. Her parents were quite hum
ble people on your estate. Y ou heard 
the girl singing one day at her work 
and you recogniz.ed the value of such 
a voice."

"Stop!” exclaimed Eyre, light 
breaking upon him. “Now 1 under
stand. It was she 1 saw leaving the 
theatre last night. And so that is 
little Nellie Carson!"

"It is she who has sent you a mes
sage. She had not forgotten that it 
was you paid for her musical educa
tion. She wishes to make some re
turn. She asked me to act as her in
termediary. I had some difficulty in 
rinding you, hut now I shall he able 
t<i discharge my *rrand.”
“And what is that?’
‘I am to write you out a check for 

whatever amount you name. She de
sires me to tell you how much she 
pities you in your misfortunes, and 
it she can use her present influence in 
any war to assist you in finding some 
honorable employment mu are to 
command her."

Eyre’s face slowly whitened until 
there was not a trace of color left in 
it.

“Did she say that9" he asked. 
“Almost word for word as I re

member it," returneil the other light
ly. "She is anxious to discharge this 
debt. You see, it wouldn’t be very 
pleasant for her ever to he reminded, 
nojw that she is famous, that she 
owed her chance in life to what was 
little else than harity. What Nellie 
Carson rould accept as a loan 
Omia Lane must discharge as a 
debt."

“Is she Ornia Lane? 1 did not 
know that."

“You have never hear'' her?"
• “Not as Orma Lane But people 

tell me that there is only one voice 
as good as hers, and that is Mel
ba's."

‘People have told you no more 
than the truth.”

For a moment there was silence be
tween the two men.

It was broken by Eyre, who rose 
from his chair and addressed the oth
er with grive dignity.

“Oo bark to Orma Lane and tell 
her that. I can do without her pity. 
Vs tor lier offers ot—assistance,thank 

he- from me and say that—that I can 
ivept nothing in—in that way. What

ever I may have done for her I have 
h*ng ago forgotten, and she need not 
tear mat in tne iuture t am ever like
ly to remind her of it. That is all 1 
have to say.”

When he had gone Eyre pared rest
lessly up and down his tiny room. 
This man and the message that was 
a veiled Insult had both irritated and

hood music was a passion with 
him, and he had always possessed the 
faculty of expressing passing moods 
in grateful and fluent musical form, [ 
without ever regarding his gift as be
ing anything of value. But necessity j 
had forced him to seek a market for i 
this talent, and during the last year j 
he had worked up a small connection 
among publishers under the name of 
Herbert Darlington.

He knew that he was driving away j 
an opportunity that might never come 
to him again, hut without hesitation 
wrote a note in answer to this letter, 
saying that he had no intention of 
accepting this offer, and desired the 
return of his MS. without decay.

He read through what he had writ
ten. It was undoubtedly curt, to the 
verge of rudeness. Then, acting on an 
instinct that was as impulsive as 
that which had urged him to write 
this letter, he tore it np 

They should produce his opera if 
they chose. It was entirely a matter 
of business. There could he no ques
tion of patronage so far as Orma 
Lane was concerned. She did not 
know who the composer really was.

“I have to earn my living; I want 
to win success," said Lawrence Eyre. 
“Why should I give up this chance 
because of a foolish sentiment of 
pride? I won’t give it up.”

He sat in the gallery at the first 
performance of his own work. There 
was a crowded audience, which over
flowed in every part of the house.

The magic of Orma Lane's voice was 
a certain magnet. One of the young
est and most successful of singers, 
her name had only to he announced to 
insure the selling of every seat at con
cert hall or opera house.

The publishers had urged upon Mr. 
“D».:!ington" that he should attend 
rehearsals of his own opera, hut he 
hail consistently refused iri answer to 
their numerous letters, and not a soul 
connected with the production at this 
special performance had ever seen the 
mysterious composer.

Eyre was in an agony of anticipa
tion as he sat in the gallery. One of 
the old favorites was played before 
the new work and made its custom- 
gry impression; and then the curtain 
rose upon his own opera.

It started well with a tenor song 
of seductive sweetness, which caught 
the favor of the house, and five min
utes later Orma Lane came on. The 
part she had to play was that of a 
famous singer who had come hack 
from Paris, the land of her triumphs, 
to her native Italian village. The plot 
was quite simple, hut there was an 
undercurrent of tragedy in It, though 
a happy ending was .obtained in a 
skillful and unhackneyed manner.

A throb touched Eyre’s heart as 
she flitted on the stage, a girlish fig
ure dressed simply in a peasant’s 
frock. No longer a fashionable wo
man in a Paquin dress and wonderful 
diamonds, she recalled the child 
whom he now remembered so well. 
She was on some little time before 
she reached her first great song. It 
started in the middle compass, and 
the full, round tones hushed the house 
into a silence that was more strain
ed, more intense. And as note by 
note the alia went up the scale, 
so note by note did that 
pure voice increase in sweet
ness ami strength, to stop sud
denly in its florid passages and con
tinue, with an abrupt change of style, 
a few bars ,of quite simple music—a 
folk song w'hich had been interpol
ated, telling of humble love, a thing 
as simple as it was pathetic.

When she had finished and the house 
was cheering her with frantic delight, 
Eyre found himself applauding as 
wildly as the rest of them, shouting 
with the loudest voice there. He had 
entirely forgotten that the opera was 
his—it was that voice, that voice of 
a century, that had worked Ps spell 
on him as surely as on all others 
there.

She had two .4 her songs, and soon 
after that the opera ended. The cur
tain fell to a tumult of continued ap
plause. Excepting once, when Mischa 
Elman had played, Eyre had never 
seen an English audience sc deeply 
moved.

There were loud cries for the com
poser, but no one appeared; and pres
ently the lights were lowered, and 
not until then did the audience cease 
cheering and reluctantly depart from 
the theatre.

“A clever opera," was the verdict 
on every hand. "A second 'Caval- 
leria,’ I shouldn’t be surprised," re
marked a prominent musical critic.

Eyre felt as if wings lifted him 
home that night. He could net yet 
realize that he had had any part in 
that astonishing success, fie thought 
only of Orma Lane. Her voice was 
still in his ears; it kept him awake 
half the night, until he fell asleep to 
hear it in his dreams, and it was

spell which had drawn him there. It 
was not his own work; it was not the 
love of music, nor yet the wonder of 
that woman’s voice. It was the wo
man herself.

He loved her. It was that which 
had changed the world to him and 
had given back to him greater bright-,
ness and keener joy than his old life She colored quickly,
had ever known. It was not the sue- "Yes," she replied; “but I did not
cess which his opera had brought him know it then. He proposed to me a

Yet he realized that there was no few days later—and we have ceased 
chance for him with Orma I.ane. He ; to be friendly since then.” 
remembered her half-contemptuous i “Nell! Nell'” exclaimed Eyre, | 
message—the insulting pity she hail taking her white hands into his. j 
offered him through Coverdale, and he I "This man gave me your message, 
remembered her wealth and her fame hut in a different form. He was 
She was a star beyond his reach | jealous because you showed interest in 
They moved in different spheres. What me. That was it—I understand now. 
had he to offer her? He had made [ Ah, Nell, I love you, dear!" 
some reputation, it was true, under, "Y’ou love me?" She stood up be-, 
a name that was not his own, and ! fore him, straight and tall, 
there were a number of commissions "Y’es, yes; I love you," he said, 
for him to fulfill as quickly as he : “And if only you would give me 
would. But the opera itself had some hope I would work for you and 
brought him in no more than a rou win some place in life that would lift 
pie of hundred pounds, as he had sold j me to your side." 
the entile rights in it for that sum She looked at him with that1 won-' 
No; he had nothing to offer her. Idetful, radiant smile still upon her i

face, transforming every feature, and

46 is good tea 11

Always exactly the same quality
Those who have used it for years 
are the ones who give it the name 
of “ good tea.”

H. EbTABROOKS, St. John. N. B.
Toronto, » WnuweTow St e.

WlNNIRta.

Snow lay upon the ground, hut in something he read in her eyes he g: 
the busy streets it had partially melt- courage.
ed, leaving the roads in a partially, “Oh, my dear, my dear' he said, | fc 
dangerous and unpleasant condition. as he held out his arm.», you do care ST 

Eyn opened a little as bel* littlo, tfcea?
caught sight of the handsome mount “* have always cared, she said .
ear that waited at the entrance door simply. ‘ I have loved you, Law- JT
to the block of flats where he had rence, ever since I was a child." i ^ 
lived since fortune had smiled on him “Really, my dear Nellie, said an gj;
He observed that a white-haired !ad\ unexpected voice at the door, “I have,
sat in the tonneau of the car, and climbed seventy-nine steps to find out ~ 
that she glanced up at the building ’•xl|al detained you. Is it tea I see Jr 
a trifle impatiently ,horp’ If s°. Perhaps you and this gg

He mounted Hie stairs which led gentleman, whose name I have yet so g- 
to his own flat on the top floor—six leant, will offer me a cup and with it gg

perhaps, an explanation of this—er— ] Ê” 
tahleau?" | ^

And Nellie’s companion arid chape
rone got both the tea and the ex
planation.—Tit-Bits.
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stories from Ihc pavement—and plac
ed his latchkey in the door, wonder
ing as he did so if tin ancient lady 
who came in daily to do the house
work had remembered his parting in
structions that she should have the 
kettle boiling by the time he return
ed.

He crossed the small hall, but on 
the threshold of the sitting-room 
paused in silent astonishment. A wo
man who looked like a queen, a love
ly figure dressed in soft furs and hold
ing some exquisite roses in her hands, 
was waiting inside.

His own face was in the shadow, 
yet she could see his figure quite dis
tinctly, and she- came forward, smil
ing apologetically. And then, as she 
approached nearer to him, her face 
failed in a look of doubling wonder, 
and a crimson wave of emotional col
or flooded the sensitive features.

“Mr. Eyre!" she exclaimed. "I — 
I did not expect to see you here. I 
—I came to find out it a certain

A Presbyterian Editor on the 
Divorce Question
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In an article entitled “The Corner- 
stone of Civilization," J. T. Hemp- j fc 
hill, editor-in-chief of the Charleston j gr~ 
“News and Courier" ami a Prcsby- j 
letian, pays the following notable tri- 
hule lo the Catholic Church with rr- fc 
gat'd to divorce: fe

“The Xmerican Federation of Cath fc 
olic Societies held a convention at | fc 
Buffalo, N.Y., last week. The most ( jg 
important subject discussed at this 
meeting was the question of divorce, 
and upon Ibis subject the Federation 
declared its position in no uncertain £T 
terms. All good Catholics are stead

fastly opposed to anv form of abso- 
mysterious Mr. Darlington really had ltl1t, ' ,livom, an>. legislation by

the State, and the position which is 
by the Catholic Church is the 

position which all other Christian 
communions should take. We believe 
with th<‘ convention at Buffalo that

existence. I coaxed his address nut1 
of the publishers, because I wanted to ( ^ 
tell him how 1 appreciate his beau
tiful music and to offer him these 
loses. You—you are, perhaps, his
mend9 . j‘sooner or later the truth of the Ca-

Ihc blood was singing in *'•}"’s thnlic doctrine upon the subject must 
wins. A sudden lapture that was ||(, |imUg|,f home to the community.' 
as keen in its joy as the touch of 
pain, filled his whole being. To he 
near her at last in her very presence

“1 am his friend," he said huskily; j 
“his only friend. He and I are 
one."

Her face was radiant as she looked i 
at him

“Y'ou1” she said. “And I never l 
guessed. I am so glad, so glad.”

With a frank, impulsive movement 
she dropped the flowers on to the ta
ble and held out both her hands. The 
touch made Eyre forget the wound 
that her message through Coverdale 
had inflicted upon his pride. He could 
only remember in that moment that 
he loved her.

“You will have some tea?" he ask
ed, scarce knowing what to say, and 
he drew a little gypsy table forward 
and rang for the waiter.

“I have left my companion, Mrs.
Measures, down below,” she said, 
with a smile. “She was frightened 
at the number of stairs.”

“She will not mind waiting ten 
minutes?"

“No; I think not. And—and I am 
afraid I cannot help it if she dors.

"The position of some of the oilier 
churches on this question has been 

I nothing short of shameless. Ministers 
in good standing in these churches 
have freely married those who have 
been separated by the courts, and who 

I could not under the judicial decrees' 
of separation lawfully marry again 
in the States in which their divorces 
were granted. The Roman Catholic 
position on the question of divorce is 
the only Hue position. In that 
Church marriage is a sacrament, and 
if the institution is to be preserved 
and the highest interests of society 
securely protected, it must be re
garded as a sacrament. Every now 
and then some convention is proposed 
with the object of obtaining uniform
ity in the divorce laws of this coun
try. These conventions are generally 
proposed by persons living in states 
in which the divorce business has been 
overdone. There has been talk from 
time to time of national legislation, 
but so far all efforts have failed to 
reach a plan which, while conceding 
great freedom of action in obtaining 
divorces, would at the same time pre
serve at least the pretence of some
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Elizabeth of Portugal.

Thirteenth Sunday After Pentecost
Thirteenth Sunday After Pentecost.
S. PI11I011K11.1 
S. Riw-e of X itcrixi.
S. Laurence Justinian.
S. John Before the Latin Gate.
S. Iladr an III , Po|>e.
Nativity 01 liie B. X . Mary.

Fourteenth Sunday After Pentecost
Most Holy Name of Mary.
S Hilary.
S. Nicholas of Tolentino.
S. Ivtro !.. Pope.
S. Anselm.
Exaltation of the Holy Cross.
Octave of the Nativity of B. V. Mary.

Fifteenth Sunday Alter Pentecost
Seven Dolours of R. X". Mary.
Stigmata of S. Francis of Assis .
S. Joseph of Cupertino.
Ember Day. Fast. SS. Jami.itin-, and Companions. 
S. Agapitus.
Emlier Day. Fast. St. Matthew, Apostle.
Ember Day. Fast. S. Thomas of X'lllanova.

Sixteenth Sunday After Pentecost
S. Linus.
Our Lady of Mercy.
SS. Eustace and Companions.
S. Eusebius
SS. CosiiirK and Damian.
S. XX’enceslaus.
S. Michael, Archangel.

Seventeenth Sunday After Pcntecoat
S Jerome.

Sii53fissessifiSzS!
Our Diuinct Specialty : Newest Goods 
—Closest Prices. Write for Terms.
W. E. BLAKE, Church Supplies.
123 Church St., Toronto

Lon* Distance Phone Main 2463
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You see, Mr. Eyre, I have wanted so ! high tnoial purpose. The only rlate 
many limes to see you, to thank you I in flic Vnion in which divorce is not 
for all that yon did for me. 1 owe [granted .0 the state of South Oro- 
everything to you. I can never for-, lina. The law in this state is the 
get that." 1 only law that can be adopted with

That voice, which had power to safety to society and with proper re
thrill thousands, was low, and there gard to high religious teaching ” 
was a strange note in it that Eyre _____________
had never heard before not even ,.residei,t Suspenders. Style, com- 
wl.en she had sung impassioned love|fort service f,0(. emywher*
songs. j ____________

He took the hot water from

HOUSEKEEPERS
See that you are well supplied with

EDDY'S WARES
And you will escape a great deal of annoyance, you would otherwise 

experience with a “ 2 In 1 " or a “ 3 in 1 *

WASHBOARD
AND AN

FIBRETUB and PAIL

Your washday labor can be reduced to a minimum and yeur comfort 
correspondingly enhanced.

the 1
charwoman, who came in with it at ! 
that moment, and made the tea.

"I don’t want you ever to think of 
that," he answered, a little hardly.

“But I must think of it," she said. 
“It was that which made me work, 
which helped me. I used to tell my
self that I must not fail, that---- "
and her frank eyes drooped for a mo
ment, “that you would be disap
pointed if I didn’t succeed. And — 
and I was so grieved when I heard of 
—of your misfortunes. And yet I felt 
that I could do nothing I could not 
offer you help. A man can owe noth
ing to a woman. But I wanted you 
to know that—that you had all mv

Lever’s Leave

Like the gentlemen in his novels, 
the Irish writer, Charles Lever, car
ried his responsibilities with auda
cious ease.

In 1889, when the consul atTiies- 
te, he paid a visit to England. On 
his arrival, says his latest biograph
er, Edward Downey, he called on 
Lord Lytton. The two novelists 
chatted for some time, and at length 
Lord Lytton said:

“I ant so glad lor many reasons 
to see you here. You will have an 
opportunity presently of meeting your 
chief, Clarendon I expect him every 
moment."

Lever was aghast. He reflected 
that he had left Trieste without ob
taining formal leave. He endeavored 
to excuse himself to Lytton—he had 
to be off—he was very sorry, but — 
While he was explaining, the Minister 
of Foreign Affairs was announced.

“Ah, Lever!” said Lord Clarendon, 
in surprise. “I did not know that

“No, my lord. The fact is," said 
the ready Lever, “I thought it would 
be more respectful if I came and asked 
your lordship personally, for leave." 
Y’outh’s Companion.

KING UP PARK 558 FOR

TOMLIN’S BBEAD
If per chance the phone is i-> use, ring again. Success in the battle 
of life is won by persistence ; and with good bread as the leading 
article of diet you have ten chances to one against your opponent who 
uses poor bread.

If you use "Tomlin,s Bread," and you like it, would it not be a 
kindly act to tell your neighbor about it ?

“ITS GOOD”
Oflice address, 420 Bathurst Street.
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In this world, one must be a little 
too kind to be kind enoughly than ever Uefoie how low his pres-! So great was the desire to hear the
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