e

od’s Raspberr,
" Someéthing Delicious
To be obtained of all Grocers

. . " Manufacturers of Blackwood’s Celebrated Soft Drinks

The Blackwoods Liniited . Winnipeg

When writing advertisers please mention The Western Home Monthly.

sis ¢ S8 L

e S R SR g i AR A

X

H.LM. the Empress Eugenle, widow of Napoleon TIT. con
British soledieu eonvalescin:' at her beautifalo home “F
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: fuﬂﬁ one of tllevomdll
arnlg:oug‘h’?cchislehnnt. England, .

which she has converted into a military hospital. The exiled Empress has had mar
vicissitudes in her life. She became the bride of Napoleon III on January 30th, 185

Five years later, on January 14th, 1858,

France by the

to the opera. Neither was merehz injured.
of the exiled Napoleon at C

that had come into her life flooded over
her, At the door of the pretty suite he

“My own apartments,” he informed
ther, “are just aeross the hall there”
and he pointed 'to ¢he door. “The num-
ber is one hundred and two. Kindly
telephone me when you are ready for
dinner. I have ordered & maid” sent

_ right up to you.”

en minutes later, when a maid
knocked at the door, she was still stand-
ing looking blankly out of the window.
She had not removed her hat nor her
gloves,

Conventionality came to her rescue,
She took pains, for the maid’s benefit,
to observe the dainty fittings of the suite,
the flowers that he had ordered, the
cheerful open fire that had been built
against her coming. Books and maga-
zines had been provided, even to a pretty
diary, which was a reproach to her now,
and stationery lay invitingly arranged
upon the pretty desk. The flowers and
the fire and the books and all were
thoughtful of him—but—they only went
to show what money could buy. Tt had
even—she thought with bitter self-scorn
—bought her.

There followed a tastefully ordered
dinner. There followed gorgeous roses
for the theatre-box, the play itself, a
supper wheze soft music and tinted lights

lehurst, her home in Eng
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2 Orsini attempted to assassinate the ruler
flinging two bombs into the carriage conveying him and the Empress E

e greatest crisis in her life was the death .
January 9th, 18{3_' :

& busy week—one that, in other ‘eir-
oumstances, ‘would have been a happ
week to any woman. ‘There were fresh
flowers in her room every morning;
was a carriage always at her disposal;
there was a slave—wealthy, devoted, and,
yes, handsome—ready to dance at h
every caprice, to satisfy her every whim..

As the days wore on she began to pit
him., She had been so burdened with
her own grievance that she had over-
looked the fact of his deep hurt; and
she began to wdmire the cheerfulness
with which he took up his burden. He
was always the same; he was always de-
vising amusements and imteresting side-
trips to keep her busy and to:keep her
from brooding; but he never, since that
first ride with her alone in the carriage,
presumed upon his conventional rights..

The last day before their sailing was
the only one in which he left her abso-
lutely to her own devices.

“I shall be engaged all day,” he ex-
plained. “There are business matters

toat T must straighten up before I go ‘

away, and I have had no time for them
as yet. You will find the carriage ready
for you, and I am quite sure that you
can make your way about now to clean
FT; the little shopping that you haV%
eft.” 2

She was surprised to find herself lone-'
Iy. Of course, though, business could
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