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(By Charlotte

The sound of the monastery bell
ringing through ' the long corridors
dbrought Pere Antoine suddenly to his |
foet.

The little cell fronted on the street
and the jingling of sleigh-bells from
below tempted him to the window. It
was _the Kingsley sleigh and « Mr.
Kingsley himself was in the rear
seat. Pere Antoine hastened down
to hear the news which he had  ex-
pected all day. ¥

He was needed at the Hotel Dieu
Reverend Mother had telephoned that

the doctor had grave fears for Es-
ther, and wished her father to see
her before night. She had been un-
conscious at times during the day
but had rallied sufficiently to ask
that her father bring Father An-
thony to the hospital.

The sun was just setting in the
late, cold afternoon as the sleigh

flew over the deep snow, accumulat_—
ed during a long Quebec winter. Nei-
ther of the men spoke for a while,
but at length the priest broke the
Wilence.

“There may be hope yet,’’ he said,
“Doctors do not always know.”

“No, no,” was the reply. ‘‘She can
not stay with us much longer. What
shall we all do? She was too beau-
tiful, too good, to remain here long.
The Lord is going to take her, and
leave her mother and mysell to pine
away, in our desolate old age.”’

“Add Monsieur le Corporal,’ the
priest mused, half to himself. “How
will it be for him? He grows pale
and thin watching at the hospital
doors for news of her, whenever he is
off duty.”

“Monsieur le Corporal, indeed!"

The Amethys! Cross.

Callahan.)

melted from the remotest

When the last traces of snow had

corners
and alleys and the long Quebec win-
ter had yielded at last to spring,
the little French maiden found her-
self restored to health, but she was
unable to find any work to do. Her
grandmother had been ill for seve-
ral days, and the doctor told her

do much for the old grandmother.” Iy ot ypless she could have better

Tears came into Father Anthony’s
eyes as he stored away the little
box in his deep pocket.

The Kingsley sleigh drew up to the
entrance of their home on  Crand
Allee just as the Angelus was rirg-
ing clear and sweet over the cnow-
clad roofs.

A few days later, the same bell
tolled at solemn intervals while the
funeral procession of Esther Kings-
ley wound its way down the quiet
streets.

- - - - * -

Next morning a flurry of saow-
flakes was whirling against the win-
dow-pane in one of the poorer dwel-

lings in Lower Town, and whiter
even than the snowflakes was  the
little face that peered out at the

storm.

Babette was so small and frail that
ghe seemed to be only a child,
though she was nearly twenty. ‘‘It is
the day of Father Anthony’'s visit,”
she told herself, ‘‘but he will not
come in the storm.’’

Her grandmother was vainly try-
ing to make the fire burn more
brightly in the old-fashioned stove
and did not hear.

In the midst of the roaring of the
wind outside Babette thought she
heard a knock at the loor. £he lis-
tened, and heard :t distinctly now.

““Mon Dieu!’’ exclaimed t'e cld
lady at the prospect of a visitor on
such a stormy morning, and hurry-
ing to the door, she found Father

Anthony on the step, shaking the
snow from his big coat.

““And how is it with Babette?'’ he
asked kindly, as he took the thin
hand. ‘““You are better, I see, my
child.”

“I was afraid you would not
come,’’ said the girl. ‘‘Surely you

have not been to the Hotel Dieu to-

care she might ne-

nourishment and
Babette was sadly

ver be well. Bo
worried.

The girl would go daily to the fur-
rier who had employed her, but as
the busy season was over ghe could
only work a few hours now and
then. She began to think how sel-
fish she had been not to sell the
cross at any price long ago, rather
than have her grandmother want for
anything during her illness.

So one evening after she had fin-
ished her scanty meal, having seen
with dismay that her grandmother
seemed weaker even since morning,
she dressed hastily, and that no one
might recognize her, threw a black
shawl over her head. With the box
containing the cross and chain in
her pocket she started up the steep
hill towards the grass-grown fortifi-
eations that crowned the summit. It
was a long journey through steep
and crooked streets, and she had
to stop many times to get breath.

The moon was well up in the sky
by the time she neared the top of
the hill and a chill spring breeze
was blowing her dark hair vigorous-
ly from beneath the shawl and tingl-
ing her cheeks with the tint of the
rose.

It was no wonder that many look-
ed after her for she was indeed an
attractive picture.

But Babette saw not one; her eyes
were straining towards the enclosure
from whence she heard the measured
footfall of the guard passing up and
down.

The place was deserted now, and
the moon threw queer shadows across
the sidewalk. She crept towards the
embankment that rose like a green
wall above the white strip of pave-
ment.

day?"’

was the reply. ‘‘Let him take care
of himself. If it had not been for
his reckless driving our Esther

would not have been injured in a
runaway accident; she would have
been well and' happy to-day instead
of waiting for death on a hospital
bed.””

With these words he buried him-
self more deeply in his fur coat, and
once more there was grim silence.

Father Anthony watched anxiously
for the first glimpse of the hospital
walls.

At last the journey was at an end,
and the Bister-portress conducted
them to Esther’s private room, in
the accident ward.

| ‘“No, ah, no! I have not been
there to-day—for Esther is no longer
! there. They have taken her awuy
—where she will need us no longer.”’
‘‘She is dead!’’ exclaimed Psbette,
the tears springing to her eyes.
‘“Yes, and you must pray for her,”’
said the old priest, gently. ‘‘See, she
wished me to give you this,”” and he

drew out a jewelled cross from the |

case, and gave her the rest of Iis-
ther's message, that it was to be

sold to procure some assistance for
Iher grandmother and herself.
| He had finished his speech, with |

| his eyes on the threadbare carpet,
and when he raised them he saw that

It was his night on duty, she was
sure, unless, of course the men had
ghifted their hours, as was frequent-
ly done.

As she drew nearer, to see if she
could recognize the sentinel, there
was a halt in his step, and ‘“Who
goes there?’’ rang out on the clear
{ air. The girl was too frightened to
move.
if she didn’t answer?
if turned to stone.
| ing that she was frightened
nearer.
bette Vallee!”” was his salutation.

She was too delighted to answer
and simply drew out the jewel-box.

She stood at

“Tt is the cross,’’ she whispered, ‘I
He pushed

have decided to sell it.”

The Grip of the Law.

was as sharply levelled at her as if

John Underwood—late Capt. Jehn
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|it came from the mouth of a cannon.
ily; his wound troubled him on damp | *If Robert Dashwood were alive
days. Soon he dropped out of the lanywhere—drunk, insane, imprisoned
Georgetown car at Dupont €ircie for hideous crime—I should still be-
simply because of the sudden vision | lieve myself to be his wife. If

Underwood, U.S8.A.—rose rather heav-

Hon, Sir Alexandre Lacoste, X, ¢,
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Would he shoot her perhaps |

The officer see-
came
“0, c’est tu donc, Mlle. Ba-

am.glad of it !’
“Of course, if you will not call,
you will not come to the wedding ?"’

widow of that gallant General Dash-
wood, who had met his death
| through the Chinese trouble. Her

of Mrs. Dashwood’s bright wood fire | Blanche Dillon was not a Catholic I

and hot cup of tea. He had leit his |might, for you, stretch a point.” ﬁ:%ﬁ?ﬁl’l‘,‘é}‘g‘,“ < fﬁf&’“ﬁi‘%ﬁi‘u"’i“-

law office earlier than usual; he was “She's like the Duc de Laugan,” » LL.B

oppressed by the raw, cold March — | gaid Underwood, with a laugh, “‘when Bell Telcphone Main 433

so unseasenable, everybody said,—in | somebody asked him if he were mar- J

Washington—and by a problem. ried, he said ‘not emough to count’— 0“N p. WHEI.AN
Alice Dashwood was his sister,— | ghe’'s that sort of a Catholic, and I M.A,B.C1,

ADVOCATE AND SOLICITOR

93 ST. FRANCOIS XAVIER ST
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| three children were still at school ; “No.”

| she lived alone; but everybody krew “And my niece, Alice, can't be
| that, at the hour of five, there was | pridesmaid ?”’ -

| no pleasanter house in Washington. “No, John.”

| She appeared seldom in society, vet John turned white.

nearly everybody went to her. She | «wait a moment.”” Alice Dash-

| wood was as pale as her brother. ‘‘In

was barely forty years of age, tall,
| those same pages in which you read

Telephoune Main 2279,
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)gmce!ul, handsome in her way, which
was rather vague; her bright eyes
and the contour of her face were like

| the anecdote of the Duc de Laugan,
we read, you remember, of the death-
her brother’s. bed scene of Louis XV. Do you re-
There was a gentleness about them | call how they made the king’s mis-
both, which moderated a certain ar- | tress leave the palace before the last
rogance in him and just a touch of ‘st\craments could be given to the |
over independence in her. | king 7 |

c.
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“‘Well, I must go,”” he said, having | The brother and sister faced each |
finished his second cup of tea.|other. If she had been a man—even
l “A man that has no home hates to!a brother—he would have struck her.
I say, Alice, | «Wwell 2’ He spoke in a tone that
I believe | went to her heart.

“‘Suppose you should marry Blanche
| Dillon;- imagine that she should be in

| leave a place like this.
iynu know what comfort is;
you value comfort more than any-
thing else in this world.”
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| danger of death——"' |
| *““Heaven forbid !"

“It must come to us all.”

‘“Well 7'’

““When that test comes, you will
know what I mean."”

“No,” she said slowly. ‘“No,’’ Peace
|  Underwood looked down for a mo-
i ment.

| I really must go. It's too bad |
| that I have to drop into law, just to |
| gave father’s practice. 1 was use-
| less in the army with this leg of |
| mine, but one has leisure on a pen-

isiun»—l wonder where that deuced

never darken your door again. We | J.
| have loved each other—in all your
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| days there was perfect sympathy and
| trust—and the children I loved as if [ T
'auther on a dark day.” | they were my own. It is past now.
| " ““You are improving in health 2 | It will be hard to do it, but I shall
| «On, yes! My trip to Europe,"’ he | forget you all, you will be to me as
| plushed somewhat, ‘‘will set me all { gtrangers !

| right, Doctor Laro says.’’ There was | Alice Dashwood _sank in the chair

(Spunmrd is that shot me just where
all the sciatica in the world seems to

il

. Brossard, K.C, 1. A. Cholette, LI, B.
Thomas M. Tansey, B.C.1L,
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a pause. “I must go. The Tris-| pearest to her, and covered her face
| trains dine early to-night; the dm';with her hands. She knew that her
ner is for the Argentine minister—an | prother meant what he said.

author and all that sort of thing. “You urged me to marry. Yeu have
The opera forces early dinners this | geen that I need all that you found
| week. It's wretched to _have to_gn in your husband, and when I a't' last
out again,’’ he added with a grim- | find a woman true as steel—

ace. | +Blanche Dillon is true. I believe

|

'el. Bell Main 2784,
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“Pon’t go out again.” that ; she would not lie—""

«There's a reason—I say, Alice,” | ‘When I find this woman —— this
standing now, ‘‘you|woman who loves me, and whom I
really ought to call. Mrs. Tris- |]ove, not with the glamorous love of
train will, of course, send me into | youth, but with the love of a wise
dinner with Blanche Dillon, and she | man for a wise woman, for, years |

{ Babette was crying.

'The beautiful white face, nestling ' ‘““It is beautiful,, beautiful, but O
in a mass of tn'ngled _golden hair, | Esther!’’ she was saying, "v;ze would
looked drawn with pain, but ihe ! rather you had lived to wear it your

girl had revived enough during the |gelf. I shall never sell it, mon Pere,

slternoonktoh talk a little. BShe was unless you make me do it,'" she

very weak, however, and it was not | sobbed, ‘‘for grandmother’s sake. O

long before the appearance oi the | T don’t want to sell what belongs to

xtmrse iﬂJt the door reminded the visi- | Esther.”’

ors that they must go. The priest wisely 1 !
T ; o 3 y left . her to her
You will come to-morrow?’”’ Es- ' own reflections. At the door l!1e

ther feebly asked, ‘‘Oh, Father An-'
thony, wait a minute please. I had |moniti
5 . ! ion, as he saw ing

almost forgotten. How is Babette?’ | peautiful Srnnfn:n‘t“ U

Babette was a poor sick girl in the | “Rememhef Babette, if you
‘I:'ny;ex:i Town whom Father Anthony |gell it, bring it to a good jeweller
h:;s(; eC HO%CHStwn!BHK, ‘usually after he | for those are valuable amethvsts and |
o alled at the hospital to see Es- | the chain is fine gold. Do not let
i er. é-lethhad tgm Esther all about | it ¢ for noth:ng."’ b
er; an en whenever he saw Ba- Sl
et b ahnid ol hes ahon: ol Before he had finished Babette fas-

1 S tened it about her neck and the jew-
}:x(pr, :h_o‘ was soon to be released els were sparkling against th f]el“'
om her sufferings. He told her t00 | of her black dres e e folds
about thp wonderful golden hair that Y wi ),:w cross, " A
lqu_‘gte.l }11(; n'('ruwn. and the daily 4.4 ,Y:]%';t::lléq? “aet al}l, ihe g
visits of the heart-broken French of- y 9.0 ale  SEAIVANS,
ficer. Always upon leaving Babette !ang she repeated her resolution over |
he had said to himself: “‘Babette will s e ok e Sathe A
ive, but Esther wi je.!”" € itl N e g figure /had disap-
the Francisan as xa (xlltuzllqofr‘?;;rt;(l‘ peared down the narrow street. g E
a bond of sympathy had been form A week had passed, and Babette |
fgeyre}t]:;cgetge tW{\ girls, although il;lda‘:::;;do.n the amethyfst cross safe
C ver met. in a corner of her quaint
“sm{ improves slowly.~slowly, . old walnut bureau, when one .n!ter:'—
poor little Babette,”’ said the priest, nhoon, a stranger came to the door

spoke a few words of parting ad-

do

in answer to Esther’s question. and asked to see Mademoiselle. He
“‘Give her this,’” whispered the girl Was conducted to the scantily l'm‘-'

when she saw that her father was DRished parlor where the girl was

engaged in conversation with the Propped in a chair against the P(il

nurse, and she drew a small jewel- lows.

box from beneath her pillow. He explained in his native tongue |

“Tell her when she is well she must | that he was a French officer, though
bring it to a good jeweller and sell | DOW in citizen’s clothes, and 'Babette‘
it. Tt is valuable, - With the money | understood at once that he was ‘
she will get for it perhaps she can | ‘““Monsieur le Corporal,”” who had
been bereft of all his happiness.

He told her his errand briefly; how
'he had tried to obtain somey'lit(éle
token pf remembrance, but owing to
Mr. Kingsley's antipathy for him it
had been impossible. He had known
that Esther had had the amethyst
cross about her neck during her last
illness, had missed seeing it a little
before her death, and when he ques-
tl.oned Father Anthony he had told
him all, to whom it had been given
etc. Would she not, if she were t(;
sell it anyway, accept a liberal of-
| fer from him? He would like to be
of assistance to her, and in this way
feel that he was also assisting Es-
th.er by carrying out her beneficent
wishes. .He was not wealthy, but he
would give her anything she' asked
Would three hundred and fifty doll
| lars be sufficient? He knew the
gems were costly, and if necessary
she could get an estimate of a reli-
ah}e jeweller, and he would place the
price of it in her hands that. very
day. Babette at first smiled at his
enthusiasm and thought what a vast
sum of money that would be. Alread‘;
she was wondering what she would

do with it
haait it all, when she suddenly

Combines the potent healing virtues of
the Norway pine tree with other absor-
bent, expectorant and soothing medicines
of recognized worth, and is absolutely’
harmless, prompt and safe for the cure of

A
COUGHS,COLDS, BRONCHITIS,
HOARSENESS, CROUP, SORE

| BaW ‘¢ more in imagination ti
. THROAT, PAIN or TIGHT- | lovely jcwels i trom
f cting of frosted gold as  the
NESS in the CHEST, i cross lay hidden in the box upstnir;

v :
| You are kind,”’ she murmured,

and all throat and lung troubles. Itis | “‘but I tell you once for al
| will not sell it. I wish a’lktez;tthz

i ine trees |

put up in a yellow wrapper, 3 pine | Spbia et My
: 5 i at Esther ~ave me, & s

the trade mark and t.he. price 25 cents. |less grandmother and T aex:e angﬂg:n

to bo T will never part with' it.””

A HARD DRY COUGH. Tho  officer urged her no further
Millvale, N.8., | b {2 ber where she might | find

Mr. J. L. Purdy, Millvale, N.5., |him il ste ever changed her mind
writes:—*I have been troubled with a and wished to dispoge of her . trea-

sure.  On certain nights in

he was on sentinel duty at :l?: :&ik-
del, and for a few hours of the
day also, ‘ot these davs were -
certain. = She might get word to him
in some way, he explained.” As he
’x"ose to go, Babette tried to imagine
Inw he would lonk in his scarlet uni-
orm, and thonght f6 berself that he

hard, dry congh for a long time, especial- |
1y at night, but after having used Dr.
Wood's Norway Pine Syrup, for a few
weeks, I find my cough has loft me. Fo
any person, suffering as T did, I can say
i it 1his remedy is well worth a (xial. 1

- he would call the next day the sen-

| feeling that she had made this

it towards her with a swift gesture
as he saw another officer turning the

will, as usual, ask me about you." would have made me wise,—you—you

STUART, Cox & MCKENNA,

FRANK E. MCKENNA
NOTAKY PUBLIC
Royal Insurance Building
Moutreal.
Maln 2874

“1 can’t call, John."” insinuate—"' |
““You have never refused before."’ “1 insinuate nothing, John,” Alice |
«Phank heaven—no ! If T had, I'gaid, recovering herself. I know |
should have less strength to refuse ' Blanche Dillon must feel in her heart |
| this—favor.” if she is not quite another woman |

|

he broke out,
opposite corner. Babette understood
and with a whispered promise that
try resumed his military pace, and
the girl vanished in the darkness.

ﬂSTISh? hﬂ(: e had lasted 1 { “It would be a great favor ! and utterly changed, You must know
few ];l)rur:xr;neti“et:n !110“ va:‘ne(;u L;? yh:. | Why,  Alice, Blanche is to be my that I suffer—but—I sufler “for the|
the soldier to nntic: that %abetteiw"e B2 law. I wish with all my soul that |

% | Carriages pass-  this had not—but John,”’ she broke

There was silence.

looked bewitching in the black shm\‘ll hurried ' off suddenly and her voice changed,

i i ser the asphalt having

with the breez blow the color | ed over the asph : i 3¢
i\ulto her ch)(‘elr:? and lis\n):inmmh :1!:('» people on their way to dress for din- | “'I will do this. I know that Blanche |
for the girl Vthl‘.lou;zh filled with anx- | Der. A gust of wind rushed at the | Dillon is incapable of a dishonest
iet her grz - AN | house, trying to throw great drops  act; she might do wrong, but she
iety for her grandmother, to remark e Eoubhe Atealty Toinight.

{ of rain upon the hyacinths that filled alwe
| Mrs. Dashwood’s windows, but only Mrs
aking and sprinkling the glass. are eng

«“Well, 1 cannot call on her. Mo- chance—
ther would not have done it. You ““Ask her
are going to say that mother was an ‘“*Ask her
old-fashioned Catholic—ycu've caid show

to herself upon the corporal’s fine
appearance in his smart uniform.
The next day the cross passed into ' 8
its new owner’s hands; and Babette's
grief et parting with it was fully re-
compensed by her satisfaction in |
Lcri-

er, will give you the

|
|
ho knows that you |
|
|
¢
i

which will
ies

question
if she mar
vou as her real

tice for the poor old grandmother. it before. There is only ene sort of 3 n

The French soldier and Babette | Catholic—the Catholic for all time, band, ‘‘seeing that he ¥ going,
met often until they finally discover-  and mother's principles are mine."’ “Oh wait ! Make this test! And |
ed that there was no place to enjoy John Underwood forgot his weund;  John, if she st he to the end
a summer evening like the promen- his soldiery instinct of fighting came will be yours—even en the priest
ade around Dufferin Terrace, ~where | ynon him; he looked at Alice as if he forbids it—at the hour of death — I
music floated out from the direction | would have liked to pinion her arms .will call and accept her. It will be
of Chateau Frontenac. Here they | and carry her over to Mrs. Dillon’s hard ! It will be hard !—but I will

sake, John,—for you,
ym I love better than |

would sit, when he was not on duty, your
watching the lights from Levis op- r
posite twinkling out from the dark-

house, knocking down policemen and do it fo
all other obstacles in his way. He my brother, v
dropped the tea cup into the plaque life !"’

I&C;:QSé;ndL:‘t\]",l:é:::g!;;’"lil(r’:?"\' Seross i of tulips on the table, and walked She .\iilll:}(y back, sol)‘l‘)inp: &
\Vhen. the maple trees “]4,.;;-;' the | UP and down the r.(vmm. “1 will,”’ he id, ‘I will do this—
broad avenues were - beginning to i 1= @ scandal ! for ayon [i1i6ye v 0o Hoar of t.!‘]e 10
take on their autumn colors, Ba- | “It is a .C_um(!ul that ym\"shnul_d sult’’; h_ls' voice was jubilant. I nm
bette’s grandmother went to her long | marry a divorced woman ! said not going tnA the: opera; nor is |
rest and it was ‘then that a great | Mrs. Dashwood, recovering her tea Blnnc!}e; I will rlr}\'e over to Sena- |
cup tor Weldon’s reception with her, and

wave of pity rose in the heart of the
soldier at the sight of the girl's de-
solation.

The loss of HEster had wounded
him deeply, but now he had begun to
feel that if any one could heal the
wound it was the girl to whom Es-
ther had been a benefactor.

Among all Babette’s friends there
was no one so well pleased as Fa-
ther Anthony, for the corporal had
always been a dear friend.

So it happened one morning at the
Franciscan friary that Monsieur and

“You forgot that she and Captain ask—yes, I will do it. On the way
Dillon could not get on; their tastes  back to the Grosvenor, I will slip in
were different; he married the*wrong and tell you, Alice,”” he added, kiss-
woman; she discovered that she could | ing her on the forehead, ‘I almost
not love him.’’ forgive you. You are caught !”’

«She thought she loved him when Alice Dashwood smiled, somewhat
ghe married him.”’ wearily. What a battle life was !
“She was young; that’s no reflec- | She felt like one who had come out
tion on her. The decree was given of a fight with a broken weapon.
in her favor—there was—there never | Apart from the law—even if it could
was a reflection on her character ! |set aside—how could this sensitive
You know that; they were incompat- | high-minded brother of hers be happy
ible, that was all.” | with a woman who, whenever she

Mgde!{loiscue.knelt to receive  the| Mrs. Dashwood frowned. The wind passed a church, must say, in her
priest’s blessing, and as asign of | waited; the rain dashed against the heart, ““A time will come when I
their betrothal the young officer | windows: she liked this; the turmoil shall have to confess that I am not

this man’s wifé.’’

And if Alice knew Blanche Dillon at
all, she knew that deep in Mrs. Dil-
lon’'s soul was the fear of the law.

Mrs. Dashwood dined alone. After

WAS WEAK AND THIN

ONLY WEIGHED 73 POUNDS.
NOW WEIGHS 113 POUNDS.

Had Heart Trouble z‘md Shortness
of Breath for Six Years.

MILBURN'S HEART AND NERVE PILLS
cured Mrs, K. E. Bright, Burnley, Ont.

hung the chain with its beautiful
pendant cross about Babette’'s neck.
And this time she felt sure that it
was to be hers forever.

CURE FOR
DYSPEPSIA

As is well known, this troublesome com-
plaint arises from over-eating, the use of
too much rich foo 1, neglected constipation,
lack of exercise, bad air, etc.

The food sh'uld be thoroughly chewed,
and never bolted or swallowed in haste,
stimulwnts must be avoided and exercise
taken if passible. .

A remedy which has rarely failed to give
prompt relief and effcct permanent cures, |
even in the most obstinate cases, is

BUYRDOCA
BLOOD
BITTERS

It acts by regulating and toning the di-
gestive organs, removing costivencss and
increasing theappetite and restoring Lealth
and vigor to the system.

Mr. Amos Sawler, Gold River, N.S,
writes:—* [ was greatly troubled with
dyspep-ia, and after treing several dretors
to no effsot T commentel taking Birdock
Blwod Bitters"and T think jt 14 the best
modicine thers is o that compliint”

seemed to speak for her.

“You will not call "’

“No.”

John Underwood took his hat; his
hand trembled a little. Alice notic- |
ed it.

“John,” she said, putting her ‘L
hand on his arm, ‘‘this is hard for |
me. You do not know how hard it |
is. Mrs. Dillon is a well bred wo-|
man, a beautiful woman—even a dis- |
tinguished woman. People in society
say that you are fortunate—"' !
| ““Other Catholics call on divoreced |
women. I'm glad mother didn't have |
a chance to make me a Catholic; I'm
glad father took charge of that,” he
said, bitterly.

“I knew Blanche Dillon at the con-
vent,” his sister said, still keepin AT
her hand on his arm. ‘‘She waspdeg- S.he wntea..‘ I was greatly troubled, for
vout—more devout than most of us. | %X YoArs with my heart and shortncss of
Afterwards, she was drawn into a breath, I could not walk eighty rods with-
very worldly set—I believe “that in| out resting four or five times in that short
her]hm;t s;hu will never look on you | distance. I got so weak and thin I only
as her hushand.” : S

John shook off her hand. welghed srvniy thie pf)unds; 4 Qi)

“Alice,”” he exclaimed, ‘‘if you in- nlutto.mkusomeofMﬂh}xmn'Henrt‘nnd
sult me again—if you insult her agein | Nerve Pills, and after taking eight boxos
T shall never enter your house !’ “1 gained in strength and weight, and now

He ’vvitpdrcw his shoulder from his | weigh one hundred and thirteen. pounds,
Blffef? light rrasp. the most I ever weighed in my life. I feel

If in her heart,”’ Alice Dashwood | o i
went on,: Bteadily-—for. the Brother well and can work as well as ever I dul,_
: and can heartily thank Milburn's Heart and
Nerve Pills for it.all.” ¢

and sister were too much alike to be

easily daunted by threats — ‘‘she 3
Price 50 cents per box or 8 boxes for

$1.25 at all dealers, or mailed direct on

|

should not believe that you were her
lavivlh;l husband would you ask me to
cnll 2

| tember,

legalized. Madame de la

4
serious

Bell Tel. Main 3552, Night and day scrvke

Conroy Bros.

193 CENTRE STREET

| Practical Plumbers, Gas and Steamfitters.

Estimates Given,
Jobbing Promptly Attended To

| Lawrence Riley

PLASTERER

Successor to John Riley. Established in 1560

Plain and Ornamental Plastering. Repairs of
all kinds promptly attended to,

15 Paris Street, Point St. Charles.

SPECIAL GFFEA

Curing the Month of Sep-
1208, or until our
stock is exhausted.

FREE: Along with the re-
gular premium we wii glve
One Class Fruit Bowl on
Stand to every one returning
more thin 3 Dozen 6 Ib
empty XXX Self-Raising
Flour Eags, and for less
than 3 Dozen 6ib. Bags one
medallion (picture.)

Brodie & Harvie

14 and 16 Bleury St., Montreal

dinner she went up into her little
library and read some of those bril-
liant memoirs of the old Freqch
court. The evil that is gangrenidg
society to-day was there, but not
Valliere and
Madam Montespan and Madam du
Barry were never divorced, and they
were always expected 'to fly ~Whes
death threatened their kings.
It was shortly after eleven o'clock
when John Underwood entered the
cozy little red book room. 3
He seemed taller and more erect it
his evening clothes; his face was
ghastly.
Alice rose to greet him,
beating violently.
“I asked her,’”” he
tone, ‘‘I asked her.”
There was silence.
Alice put her hand on his arm.
“Rirst she laughed. It wasn't ;
question, she said ‘Deat'
and all that sort of thing were 0
on the cards for us just now. a0
pressed the question. Did she st
believe ?’ ‘Oh, yes, but she wanted to
At last I put it in your

her heart

said in a low

enjoy life.’

wayyto her, though it was hard tll
keep my promise to you. ‘You do L
want to die without your 'b‘?ﬂﬂd
ments ?"' she shuddered. ‘No. Al:o
if the time came, and you h:\d' )
choose between them and the confes

oked on me

sion that you had not 10 vears,

as your husband during all the
what would you do ?"’ Y
“ «Choose,’ she said, ‘but it is 2
iong way ofl, John.! I knew Way
she meant, Alice, and 1 came Bwul:
Tt is cruel—this grasp that the 0
worn ' creed has on
hearts ! Your Gallilean
ed again.’ -
‘“You have conguered,
*'The better. man in you

q.igl not amswer; he s&
" af

has conqué™

d, W
ter-a long pause, 80%, g
b ed he came DAL

;. must loo

‘would 1ius be without it ia the hoube,”
¥ S k very grand indeed.

For Sale at all Duxyists an | Dealors. ‘“What do you mean 7’ The phrase ted, Toronto, Ont.

receipt of price by The T. Milbura Coi, |
el s b ORT

+ Alice said-4

ia “good
ef |

A WISE DOG TH!/
BELL F(

In France there 1
dog whose name W
Jonged to a poor w
always have enou
pim. Fido must |
over to himself ip
mistress loves me,
poor that often sl
enough food for her
then can she afford
I am a strong dog
too, so I must get
out troubling my g

Not far from the
dog lives there was
was the home of s
and one day as Fic
the sun he saw a
pell of the convent
woman came and b
soup and meat, whi
the beggar.

Fido trotted up i
the beggar’s face a
say: ‘‘Can’t you sj
those hones?’’ But
not see things in th
did. “Go away, yo!
beggar So Fido f
his place in the sur

But he was very |
not have anything
whole day. The b
way as soon as he
food put the bowl i
door and then walk
“Those must be |
give food to beggars
“] wonder if they <

a bhowl of soup.
like trying."”

So Fido trotted a
and, putting up his
bell Ding, ding,
noise he made.

“There’s another
food,”” thought the g
self; and out she ca

led meat, and

of b
el s nobody her:
d shut the d

e calls me n
poor Fido. ‘I must
he jumped up and ra
more Ding, ding,
made a much louder
fore

But nobody came.

stood at a back wi

to sece who was T
Fide waited a while
ed up again and gave
pull

Then the woman: ¢
hed to find that
the bell.

she asked.
“Bow-wow-wow,"’
“I know what tha’
he woman. “You w

e

nt?"

So she gave the do
and every day after t)
come at a certain hoy
bell and the woman -

| food
One day she put sc

basket ' and said  t«
good dog, take that
mistress.”’

Fido took it home ¢

tress had a good din
well as Fido himself
lks came from a .
Fido the conven
dinner —Philadelphia

+ + 4

“THE SHEP]

ring

At evening in his clos
And with his crook,
way,
f\‘cro&s the meadows «©
Where little stars bide
lo watch and guard
the night,
.@n-i keep their little |
From underneath the
He comes, the shepher
And sometimes as T 1i
A little star falls thr.

Falls down and dow
the way

A star-lamb often goes

+ + 4

A PUPPY'S OP

I'm a frisky frolicsome
Full of fun as T can
lp\m every sort of m
‘}u:ning everything I
Nice kid gloves or bov
_H.lmlknr(‘hiefs or mas
Nothing comes amiss f
I eat everything I ch
I'Ve o friend a grown-i
\..‘\ml I lead him such
Stamper round him, P
out,
”l.\m him when I get
1. 1t’s fun to be a pu

Wish I never ne
h ed gr
I don’t want to be u.gbl
I'd much rather be .a
* o
DO YOUR WORK:

Do woll do th

: 1, oroughl;
::n‘t:“ xs(‘the advice of

. Gi i
o ive a dignity

ality to your tas)

Most ordinary thi g
n

New monning.y o

e scsesstees

Swo
tean Kidney Trouble.



