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OUR BLESSED LADY’S KNIGHT.

THE LADY'S “YES.”

.‘Yu," 1 answered you last ilght;
*No,"” this merning, sir, I say.
Colors seen by candle

o

(Specially written for the ‘‘Children's
Corner.”)

There stood besige a cool spring

one evening near sunset on a far

eastern plain a youn% aller beside
his faithful steed who anx-

THINGS WE SHOULD KNOW.

1 give you a few examples in regard
to prompunciation, grammar and cus-
tom. Pron uesday, new, duty

py could har from
smiling, it was all so &?&:
old story of Silverlocks and the three

bears, he'd come down stairs

feeling cross, and it was his habit

to stay cross. :
And the finish came when some

after he'd poured maple syrup over
his cake he touched it with his fork
and grumbled:

“Thise cakes are tough.”

:lt o:u:h bachelor uncle’s
knee and am herself openin

his tiny bow tie, while yo:: rthug
lay on a rug in close proximdity to
the unconscious uncie’s slipper which
was rapidly cracking and peeling off.
Mrs. Philip often wondered why. the
skin ”dtdn't peel off the ‘‘dear boy's

but next morning Unecle Neil's trunk
leit Walton Hall and with it wen

the owner.
‘“Good-bye, youngsters,”’ he said

ious to be going by the manner in
which he beat the ground with his

Will not look the same by day. and stupid with the sound of a hroad
clear «, not Toosday, noo, dooty,

Whenthe viols m“ their best, stoopia. Educated persons. pronounce
Lamps.above laughs below, the wn in which, whisper and white

b Love me sounded like a jest,
A Fit for yes or fit for no.

They sound ow in
Ay, and the s¢hools, whereof we take
It is careless to omit the final g in,
going, coming, singing, evening, and
to say goin’, comin,’ singin,’ evenin,’'
It is illiterate #@radd letters where

. Call me false or call me free;
Vow, whatever light may shine
No man on your face shall see.
Any griel or change on mine.

~

Yet the sin is on us both; y they du not belong and to say agrost
Time to dance is not to woo; for across, heighth for height. It is

* Wooing light makes fickle troth, incorrect to cut words and to say
. Scorn of me recoils on you. sudd’h for sudden, cert’'n for gertain,

patt'n for pattern.

Some persons confuse the verbs lay
and lie, and say, ‘I shall lay down
for a nap,” when they should say,
“l shall lie down for a nap.” The
word get and got are often used sup-
erfluously. It is incorrect to say, “I
shall go when I get time,” or, *I1
have got a new dress,” :or, ‘‘Have you
got time to ?o there?"’ instead of say-
ing, “‘I shall go when 1 have time,"”
‘“1 have a new dress,”
time to go there?”

Lum. win a lady’s faith

% Nobly, as the thing is high; 1

‘Bravely, as for life and death, |
With a loyal gravity.

Lead her from the festive boards,

. Point her to the starry skies,

@uard her by your truthful words.
Pure from courtship’s flatteries.

' By your truth she shall be true,
Ever tfue, as wives of yore;
And her yes, once sail to you,
Shall be ves forevermore.
—Elizabeth Barrett Browning.

“Have you

ABOUT INTRODUCTIONS.

Frequent inquiries made by corre-
spondents in regard to the etiquette
ol introductions make it essential to
discuss some of the points on this
subject. There are many complica-
tions in society which made certain
rules necessary.

It is an acknowledged rule that in
any premeditated introduction a ‘man

| ANCIENT CATHOLIC FAMILIES

. By the approaching marriage of the
‘Duke of Norfolk and Miss Gwendolen
' Mary Maxwell two ancient noble fam-
" ilies belonging to England and Scot-
land will be united, though Scottish
antiquaries may perhaps regret that
since Miss Maxwell is heir-presumpt-
ive of the historic Scottish barony of/
Herries of Terregles, that dignity
will probably be eventually merged,
like the much more ancient honour of
Arundel, in the Dukedom of Norfolk.
The barony of Herries was created by
James IV. of Scotland, fighting on
whose behalf the second Lord Herries
met his death gallantly on the field of

Flodden. The present peer married in
1875 the Hon. Angela Mary Fitzalan-
Howard, daughter of the first Lord
' Howard of Glossop, and first cousin
of the present Duke of Norfolk. His
‘eldest daughter, Miss Gwendolen Max-
well, who was born on January 11,

For instance, at any social gathering
a man may ask a mutuwal friend to
introduce him to a ceratin lady. 1t

request or not, sbut it is unuswal to
refuse unless there is some very good
reason for declining an introduction.
A positive rule that after -an intro-
duction and on a suhsequent nmeeting
a man must wait for a lady o recog-
nize him before he claims fher ac-
quaintance; but, even .if she \does not
intend to allow the acquaintince to
progress [urther, it is propér for her
to bow. 4
At a large dinner it is not custom-
ary for a hostess to make any intro-
ductions in a general way, but a few
moments before dinner she'introduces
1877, is therefore related to the Duke m'a lady the gentleman who is to
{n the dexree of first cousin once re- Lalfovher to dinner. At a small din-
hoved. The Duke was born on De-| ner host or hostess may introduce
“cemrber 27, 1847, and succeeded to the Bues's who are sttraugers to each
title in 1860. He married An 1877 Other, if there is time to do so be-
Lady Flora Hastings, eldest daughter fore dinner is announced.
of Baron Denington, who died in 1887, It a dinner or any other entertain-
There was only one child of the mar-| M¥ent is given in honor of a friend, or
riage, a boy, axilip, Earl of Arundel, il there is a distinguished person

born in 1879, whose death in July of, :;';228 the guests, introductions are

last year closed a sad life of con- R
tlnuozs weakness and fll-health, The! A hostess has privileges about in-
Duke held the office of Postmaster-| troducing her guests, as she is not

(General from 1895 to 1900, when he Subposed to assemble together those
resigned in order to serve 'in South | ‘Yho are averse to l_neetin!g each other,
Africa with the Imperial Yeoma.nry.lketrﬁ'els:h(l‘sanpoln: dlsc;etllon is needed.
ol o Sk Susdeml, PO e e, ot
g:l:ricm Set'xemeldw::d (}irst May);r of  in fact, a hostess need not conéult a
ﬂxeynewlyconst;irtdted City of West-‘g“""L in this matter; yet a hostess
minster. At the coromation of Earl Deeds Lo be sure of her ground and
Marshal an®. Premier Peer of Eng-| !0 have a knowledge of conditions in
land he was a very important ﬁzure.! general society, because there is an
The wedding, it is expected, will take ¢stablished ruie among weil-bred peo-
place_on this side of Lent. A dispen-| Ple that if wtroduced by a hostess to
Faion" i3 couse roqite elre 1% with whom on’l ol an ey
:23 kt';::,t‘ l;‘ﬁ'r‘iebc i?egé bu: thue ctt:?r:yl one's hostess that a mistake h‘nshbccn
ears’ disparity is not without happy, Made. and a hostess may mar the
yn’ced(-nt in the family, the Duke's|Pleasure of guests by a stupid error.
g\drried at the age of 21 Mr. Hope| A posilive rule, without any ex-
it Lady Victorl Hovaed vl copior is 0t o ma o o
,Svcl,‘:,tt;,,fﬁ'(i'g‘ FoTS gyee oen 'l “re first in this social world or ‘:mrsj
Loyalty was always the glorious 4 their privileges are never aban-
appanage of the House oi.}lowar(_l.l‘i:”‘l":";-" ‘lll)l :23“"‘.’1{\“‘:’: l’{ltrm:lll('l}nn it
The ﬁr§t Duke fought and dl(lad b};‘ht:s < i!l‘tl'oduc.e Mr (‘~’~' i ?hem;””lll:‘e
g;a:isttell;es (f;gebae‘;o?gsczgzit\}"édt;g‘ejigtam?,J"“" is a S_tfﬁ"K.(‘r it is allowable to
ous warning— add after his name, ‘‘of Washington,"

“Jockey of Norfolk, be not too bold ©F to make some remark which may

For Dickon, thy master, is bought Delp to start conversation, snch as

and sold.” 1 “Mr. (". has just returned from a
When the Reformation came the! Uip to Colorado.” ¢

Dukes hung gloriously to, and suffered | 'When introducing two ladies the

In a' Younger is introduced to the elder,
orfolk | Unless they are . nearly of an age,
when no distinetion is made. Young

terribly for, the ancient Faith.
" single century two Dukes of N
were attainted, one died on the scal- ilx ke '} X
fold, and of two heirs to the title, ' &irls are introduced to married wo-
the Warl of Surrey and the Earl of ™Men. and voung married women to
Arundel, one was beheaded and one °lder matrons. ¢
) died in prisen. It would be a pity if,' Men do not ask to be introduced to
J after all that has happened, the glor- each other. They arg supposed to he
ies of ‘a1l tha blood of all the How- at liberty to”speak to each other in
ards” should pass into Protestant  Society without formal presentations.
hands. The Howards are connected e
with ITreland by the marriage of the, MIS-STEPS,
eleventh IMuke with Marian Coppinger, Nothing can call them back—the vears
of Ballyvolane, a family of which the : With unguessed riches sent, :
present chief is Mr. Coppinger-O’Con- That blind complaints or baseless
nell, a coMateral descendant of the fears
Liberator's. Foiled of their just intent;
No future need, no present pain—

b, EPITAPHS ON GRAVESTONES OF  Nothing can call them back again.
s FAILURES.

He lacked tact.
Worry killed him.
He was too sensitive
He couldn’t say ‘“No.”

' He did not find his place.

. A little success paralyzed him.
He did not care how he looked.
He did ‘'npt guard his weak point.

He did not fall in love with his
work. Philosophy, tho' Heaven-born,
He got into a rut and couldn’t get'(!rld and remorse will put to scotn.

t. ;
4 quHe did not learn to do things to a
" nish. .
. He loved ease; he didu't like to
3 §5° Wie the victini of the last man's
4 j‘ X
He, was loaded down with useless
, lacked the foculty of getting'
along with athers.

He could not transmute his know-
ledge into power.

Nothing can change, for you or me,
Those mofnents big with fate;
Whose awiul power of Qstiny.
We recognize too late;
Yet error, in the courts of Time,
Is punished equally with crime.

: wth e TR
- Sad counsel, strive in vain
To reconcile the heart. or make

The dark enigma plain;

Like Jacob in the wondrous tale,
Convicted of defeat,

ach soul alone, in Peniel's vale,
The Man-God must meet,

Must wrest deliverance from the

| sense,

Of infinite love and impotence.

Dread Angel! Suns withdraw th
light v .

The stars break up and flez,
While, in the deep and darn ef night,
He tried to pick the flowers out of| Our spirits close with thee; -
his occupation. : : Yet is thy voice the Voice divine
He knew a good deal, but could not|And Isaac’s blessing less than thine.
make it practical. DORA READ GOODALE.

v

‘

yellow, and do not say winder, yeller,'

stately front foot, hut his young mas-
ter seemed in no hurry to move on.

They @o not say wich, wisper.or wite | As the glories of the sunset’ seemed
window and to enhance the scene he seemed to be

gazing even further than, the vision
could penetrate. Perha he was
thinkiug of the ' home of his youth
{ where he played at sunset on the
green lawn of his father’s estate and
and again recalled the kind and gen-
tle face of his sainted mother gazing
with pride on her handsome boy,
anticipating an unsullted and spot-
less career for him and in this she
ywas more than rewarded. To look on
;that noble face and pure brow no one
could have a doubt of'his inte-
'grity and honor. As the sun was
 disappearing behind the last hill he
;made the sign of the cross and bow-
ed his head and repeated the Ange-
lus, the beautiful prayer taught him
by his mother, and tears almost of
aflection  filled his eyes when he
thought how pleased she would be
to meet again her darling son and
press him once more to her
heart as of old for no other love
had entered his heart save that of the
sweet .hereafter and his mother. And
now he was returning from the war
of Palestine, loaded with teStimony
of hrave and honorable deeds. As he
again withdrew his gaze from the
eastern horizon where the sun had
just disappeared, he beheld before him
a vision so beautiful in the form of a
young knight clothed, from head to
foot in purest whiggawith helmet of

should not be presented to a woman|burnished gold and Weabbard of sil-| bounden duty to assume : ! : / v
uuless her permission has been asked.|ver in which was thrust a sword en-| censorious antl dignified air possible centre piece, but it was an exceeding-

‘‘Afen’t they?"’ sighed Aunt Emma.

“I can hardly cut mine,”’ wailed
mother, in & tearful voice.

Father started to cut his then, and
s0 did all the others, and at the
same time father growled: weren't we? Well, I'll tell you this

“‘Shame to send such tough cakes much Chief Tomach got away  from
to the table,” and the cakes simply|the Iroquois that night of the feast,
fell apart on their forks, and every- and—but there!—the story can wait
body burst intc a roar of laughter. |[a while, until.I get a home of my own

After that, when by chance the can’'t it, Gracia?”’

Grumbleboy appeared at’ breakiast,| She pouted.

sadly to the red-eyed, forlorn looking
three. “‘Sometime when I'm in &
house of my own, I'l hring you all
down and ish that Indian story.
We were just in the exciting part g

Neil,
she

shan’t - be always,

loving | silken skirts all betokened somethin

it was enough for Auntie to say: ‘“But you never will, Uncle
“Hello, are your cakes tough this, your a—a bachelor, you know''
‘morning, boy?”’ to break the clouds! whispered.
and  bring  back the sunshine.~The| “Nonsense! I
Examiner. Goodbye, chicks.”
“Good-bye, Uncle Neil.”
THE BAGHELOR UNGLB And he was gone,—the bright, jovial
! gla«ltsr:’me Uqcle Neil and with him
went domest ici
(For The Register).s tic .peace and felicity.
Mrs. Philip Waiker swept along the| ‘It 1s a horribly dull night,
front hall with her chin tilted in the| Gracia,” yawned Philip Walker as he
air. The metallic flash of ber eyes,'flung down his mail with a weary
the firm set look about her  thin frown. Y
[lips, and the ominous swish of her| ‘‘Dull, Philip?”’ she questioned, cle-
! vating her eye brows, as she mwved
| She did not have her usual noachal. easily in her chair and smoothed out
'ant easy air nor her silent step, (too ber lancy work,
silent ~ her brother-in.faw  often '‘When would that piece of irash be
| thought) which shé graced the draw- finished?” Philip had quericd rebel-
i"g_ro()"l with of‘rri ﬁuml'b'y in- h()usly of himself as he watciied 'he
to the very kitchen itdlf, for Mrs. delt fingers ‘of his lady-wife move
Philip always thought it her duty to rapidly as she sat perfectly erect in
{make her presence or absence felt, As her straight backed rocker.
for her presence, we would not wager| It was a pretty bit of work, and
'in regard to that but the absence was just like Mrs. Philip Walker herself,
icertain ly—a reliel. perfect in all its exquisite preciseness,
| But to-night, Mrs. Philip felt it her I can’t just remember what it was,—
{ the most Whether it was a cushion top or a

jewels and|[to assume on any sweet womanly
She swept majestically along
up the stairs to the child-

‘erusted ' with precious l
sandals of pure white with gilded face
buckles. His face was so ethereal it|the hall,

tate ip addressing him. However,
after ? pause, he spoke and said :
‘“‘Hail fellow traveller, .from® where
comest thou and for what parts art
thou destined? Perhaps we may bear
edch other company on this lonely
gbad? Perhaps thou, too, have a
fnother waiting your coming, or per-
haps a ladyy love. who waits your
coming and whdm you may hive her
image engraved owyour heart, or who
presented you with that white banner
you so carefully guard. Come now
and we will exchange confidences and
he told him of his childhood in all its
simplicity and all its connections,
with his thoughts previous to his
appearing before him. During his
narrative the face of the young knight
became angelic in its kindness, and
he said: ‘‘To your first question I
must answer, No. My mother is
not of eartii. To your second ques-
tion T answer, Yes. I have a lady
love to whom I am returning. I
hold her image near my heart, and to
her I always mean to be true. She
placed her white banner in my hand
long ago and I am returning with it,
unsullied and untarnished. My Lady
Love is our Blessed Lady of Victory
The young cavalier bowed his head
and bent his knee in speechless devo-
tion. When he again raised his head
his young companion had disappeared.
MARIE LEE.

GRUMBLEBOY AND SMILEYBOY.

In the Jones house were two smali
boys, Johnnie Grumbleyboy and John-
nie Smileyboy, but no ohe ever saw
both -at once. At first they hardly
realized, this little boy’s father and
mother and Aunt Emma, that there
were two boys; but when one morn-
ing a little chap came down to break-
fast with a big frown on his face
and blue eves that were so” cross that
they looked nearly black, and When
pleasant remarks from the famiiy

up their minds that a strange little
boy had come to take the place of
their pet. So they treated him with
all the ccremony .necessary with
stranger, and pretty soon he feund
himself feeling strange and queer.

But he wouwldn’t tell any one that

was not that kind of a boy. When

evervthing was wrong.

right, and his egg was boiled too
hard. And just didn’t want to wear
his old ecap to kindergarten. Tt was-
n't comiortahle at a!l

This sort of thing went on for some
time, until. Aunt Emma made up her
mind that some remedy must be
thonght out; the mornings when
Smilev Johnnie came down there was
the havwpiest little boy around the
house all day, and home was a very
din'or(-q‘t place from what it was on
Grumkblebov's days.

So Anntie thought and thought, and
one day when Johnnie came down,
and it was the Grumbleboy Johnnie
vho climbed up to the seat heside his
father, he found a great change in the
atmosphere of the family table.
Usually when he came down looking
frowning and sour and complained
about evervthing, the kind members
of his family tried to persuade him
by cheerfulness that things were not
as far wrong as he thought them.
But to-day it was different.

“This hominy is too hot,” piped a
small voice.

“It is entirelv too hot,)” Aunt
Fmma agreed, sulkily.

“Mine's burning my mouth,” moth-
er said, sadly.

“Mine's simply scalding,” growled
father.

Grumbleboy looked up, surprised,

and for five minutes there was not.
another word said.

Then came the boiled eggs and
toast.

“My  ége's too hard,”” growled
Grumblehoy before he thought, just

hecanse he was in the habit of saying
when he felt eross.

“So’s mine,”” wailed Auntie,

“And mine,” sobbed mother.

€

had no effect in making the boy look |
pleasant, they were obliged to make

a

he felt strange. Not a bit ef it. He

he came down feeling that way, why,|gepial, optimistie
' . T‘,‘C patmcal alse a man
was too salty, his milk didn’t taste|The pest societv in the place patron-

is optional whether a lady grants the caused our.young cavalier to hesi- ren’s apartments.

| The lights burned low; and in the:
dim, hazy and ‘‘ghostly’’ glimmer the
| room looked delightfully artistic. The
red glow from the decaying embers
threw a subdued light over the var-
ious articles of furniture; grotesque
and uncertain shadows played about
the book-cases and shaded off curious-
ly enough ' into dark corners around
the open doors. !
A half smile played about the lady’s
mouth as she reached over and turned
up the gas, and—! What a room!!
hat a transformation! It was w
that the light had been uncertain,
in all Mrs. Philip's vast experience she

had never seen such a is*ust.lngly.
untidy room=such a perfectly awful
room! Although Uncle Neil after-

wards said it was “hug:ly and de-,
lightfully pleasant.” t the room
—the table was littered with books,
apple-cores, nut-shells, ink-stands and

fancy work airs were upset—teys
broken and sfrewn around.
But Mrs. Philip would investigat®

no farther. She would find out where
those children were and then,—, Yes,
she knew who was to blame for it
all. 1t was their Uncle Neil. She
didn't see why Philip kept ‘‘that fel-
low’’ as she termed him contemptuous-
ly enough around Walton Hall. If
she had any influence in her own
home (and she felt she certainly had)
she would ‘‘mighty soon send him
pach.ng.”” He was simply spoiling
the children, teaching them to scoff at
etiquette and social observances, to
act _like romps, like mere common
children. For you needs must know
Mrs. Philip Walker’s children (in her
opinion) were something above the
ordinary.

Uncle Neil usually had his answer.
“Things that are not ordinary must
be extraordinary and we call extra-
ordinary things phenomena or freaks.’ |

Mrs. Philip was indignant. ‘‘Her
children,”” sharply, ‘“‘were not ireaks
but if ‘they contended long with him
they soon would be.” i

So as Mrs.  Philip Walker swept
down the stairs from. the somewhat
dilapidated school-room she determin-
ed in her heart of hearts that the
thing would come to a sudden end

then and there.
| Neil would have been an agreeable
[adjunct to the household, she reason-

{ed, if he hehaved himsell properly.
{ He was a verv popular man with a
disposition and

of high social standing.

But, then, he didn't do
Philip would wish.

!irml him.
i just what Mrs

{Often Philip was detained at the
{ offiee on an evening and Neil never
{once offered to take her even to the
{ theatre or to an evening partv. And
| she felt she had a right to be indig-
{nant and exacting. She had fonght

{hard for social success and now,
| when she had all hut reached the cul-
minating point she must do her best
{to keep it. And to think that he,
her hushand’s brother did not make
one effort. to help her.

With these thoughts surging
through her mind Mrs. Philip stopped
{euriously at the library door,

She could hear the deep musical
tones of her brother-in-law inter-
spersed bv the children’s exetited little
cries and eiaculations, “Go it, Uncle
Neil, go it" from Arthur. ‘‘Isn’t it;
lovely?” in gracious 3vminnus voice,
~ “Dood, dood, .Uncle Neil, T just love
to hear those Indiany 'tories,’” piped
in  Baby Carmel's Shrill childish
treble. %

It was too horrid. !

Mrs. Philip burst into the room like
a hurricane, a tornado or some other
nif Mother Nature's little idios,vnc.'a-l
sies.

The sight she heheld was far worse
than the room upstairs for this time;
it came all of a sudden,

stool, his toes twrned toward
which was plaving havee
patent leather house shoesd.
Her fourteen-vear-old g
Gracia who hore her nedk
ally sitting on the §
golden hair was

I'nele Neil was sitting on a  foot|
“Whl.""

ly dainty combination of delicate
green and soft pink ‘“with a lot of
lacy stufi between,”” the bachelor
uncle often said.

It was pretty and Mrs. Philip knew
it. She felt she made a pretty pic-
ture as she sat stiflly erect in her
dark chair, her pink waist contrast-
ing picturesquely with her dark trail-
ing skirt, for Mrs. Philip bad an in-
bern passion for graceful, clinging ef-

fects,
Withal Mrs. Philip glanced around
complacently. Philip, her husbhand

looked every inch a gentleman as he
sat toying with his paper.

True, Arthiur looked fresh and boy-
ish but he did not seem happy,—in

:u:tt he had not since Uncle Neil had
elt.
Baby Carmel lay curled up in a

little ring like a caterpillar at her
father's feet. But Gracia, the dau
ter of the houseé, found favor in this
critical mother’'s eye. To-night the
girl of the house looked very dignified
indeed. Not a stray curl, not a
wisp of unmanageable hair escaped
the thralldlom of the long shiny
plaits; not a fold of the pale blue
dress was disturbed, not a muscle of
the highly patrician face was relaxed.
Altogether, Arthur thought, Gracia
looked as if she had just stepped out
of her mother’s delineator.

All this and more Mrs. Philip took
in with a glance then she said in a
carefully modulated tone, ‘‘Dull, Phil’

ip? I know we had better guv to Mrs.
Van Trofien’s soiree., We are losing
our social prestige, Philip, I warn

"

you,” she added solemnly.

"‘Let social prestige be—lost then,”
he snapped sharply, ‘‘see here, Gracia
my wife. It is deucedly lonesome
here since Neil went away. Just:look
at those children,—what do you think
of them?"

““I think hey had better retire,”’ |
she said promptly and the two tuok
advantage at once.

‘“‘Now, Philip,”’ she said severely,
“I think that our dears look very,
nice and refined, don't you?"

Philip frowned ominiously.

“Can't you see they are dead lone-
some for their Uncle Neil? Home
is not home any more. Everything
is horribly tidy and precise. I never
find the house upset any longer nor
the library turned into- a play-house
or a zoological garden with Neil as
the clown or freak. Gracia, the
house is not the same and the child-
ren are not happy.”

A short silence followed.

When Mrs. Philip spoke her
were dry and hard.

“Philip,”’ she said ‘“‘remember we
are civilized. Do you want your son
to grow up a secoind edition of your
worthless brother? And then our
daughter is a debutante now and
would you have it said your daughter
was not a social success? 1 should
die of mortification!"

“Petter die of mortification than
live a life of domestic ennui!'’ he
growled. ‘“‘Gracia, you myst admit
that this punctillious defheanor in
children is unnatural. They are lone-
some, I am lonesome and Gracia,—
don’!, you feel strange without Neil?"

He knew she was relenting. He saw
the same look he had seem eighteen
years ago on her dear, sweet face
(sweet alwavs to him) at the Jdingy
gate of Hollyhock Cot. ‘‘Now, (tell
me, wouldr’t vou like Hugh to come
back, Gracia?"”

“Well, if he behaqu himsel{,—ves,"
she admitted. /

“Thank you, Gracia.”

“Shall we write him to come, Phil-
ip,”” anxiously, for Gracia felt mean,
“or telephone him? What do you
say? Then he conld be herelfor New
Year’s dinner, eh?” b

Philip shook his heu?mny. “Ko,
Gracia, he will not come now.”

“You /don’t think I hurt his fecl-
ings too deeply?”’ she asked remorse-
lessly, “‘lor the children do so love
their ‘bachelor uncle.” '
“‘But he never can be that’to them
again,” said Philip sadly.
she screamed excitedly,
“What has hanpened to Neil. Tell me,

tones

{Philip"’ she eried, the tears streaming

own"her face, ‘‘Tell me, he is not

“Nn." was the quiet replv, ‘“hut
last night, he was ~married ”
KATIE ADAMS.

lovely Mot griddle cakes were broughti| face.
on. Grum y wanted to com-| But there was a tempest that
Plain, just because he felt like it, so|night. Nobody knew exactly why| -

e
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latter part of November.
a trace of rheumatism. I feel
as to the efficacy of Benedict

John O’Connor, Esq., Toronto: 3
DEAR SIR—It is with pleasure Iwrite
and in doing so I can say to the
thoroughly cured me of Bleeding Piles,

sulted a physician, one of the best, and
sfid that if tha® did not cure me Iwould ha
tion. It failed, but a friend of mine learned by
Ing from Bleeding Piles. He told me ould
was true to his word. He got me a box of Benedictine
me relief at once and cured me ina few '@% '
cured. *It is worth its weight in gold. . canpe
-

g

&

fering so long. It has given me atho
never returp. 1 can strongly recommend
It will cure without fail. I can be call
Yours, ete.,

ALLAN J. ARTINGDALE, with

3
356} King Street East, Toronto,
John O’Connmor, Esq., Toronto: o, 7
DEAR SIR—After trying several doctors
A the General Hospital, without any benefit, 1 :
Benedictine Salve, and sincerely believe that thil
in the world for rheumstism. When I left the he
stand for a few seconds, but after using your Bened
days, 1 went out on the street again w. sfter
week, T am able to go to work'again. If an
send him to me and I will prove it to him.
Yours forever thank

Mr. John O’Connor:
DEAR SIR—I do heartily recommend
sure cure for rheumatism, as I was sorely
I could ne
o' 1,4

in my arm, and it was so bad that
heard about your salve, I got a box
great relief’ and I used what I got .
household duties, ard I heartily
with the same disease. You have this

FOR
WM. J. NICHOL, Druggis

J. A. JOHNS(
Price, §1 par bon
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