MY S RRRRA e e L

BT Y PR

26 -

CANADIAN HOME JOURNAL.

December, 1806,

e e &

THE MONTREAL

CONSERVATORY

OF MUSIO,
D38 Dorchester St, neay Mountaln,

Montreal, P.Q. Developmoent in all branches
:)t wusic.’ l’llzplln may enter ut nny time,  For
Proapectus, apply o

MR. C. E. SEIl ERT, Dircctor.

PERRIN’S
GLOVES

For LADIES,
GENTLEMEN,
and CHILDREN

ARE THE BEST

For ELEGANCY, FIT
and DURABILITY.

ASK FOR THEM.

LIGHT LINE SHCRTHAND AND
TYPEWRITING INSTITUTES

THE ONTARIO ACADENMY,

80 Cecil Street, Toronto.

GREGG’S SHORTHAND ACADEMY

262 1-2 Yonge Street, Toronto.

Light Line Shorthrad 3 the casiest and best
systemn taught. o delay, no heavy feos.
Speed of 100 words per minute guasanteed in
three monthw, Ty pewriting free 10 Shorthand
Students.

Thorough Commercial Course.

Also Day School for Public School and Cot-
Jepiate Work, E-perienced Teachers.
Principals:
R. W. DILLON, M.A. MISS H. WRIGHT.

(MARIANI WINE)

THE IDEAL FRENCH TONIC
For Body and Brain

: / ~\'§F\.,\

«Hopor to Vin Mariani,
that admirable wine, which
so often has restered my
strength.”

A4 HAPPY ENDING.
(Concluded from page 21.)

continued. T had promised ‘o go to a
card—a gambling party, you would call
it—that night. In your presenco I forgot
wy promise "

to paused. She did not look up.

*When I left you I went straight to
my rooms and burned every pack of cards
T owned, and destroyed my whole stock
n trade a8 a professional gambler. Then
I did what I had not done since as a
child my mother taught me " —he faltered
and stopped abruptly.

St she did not speak or move.

I pruyed. Can you understand what
that meant to euch as I was then. I
prayed that Gou would help me so that
some day I might win your friend-
ship.”

A little cry escaped ner.

It was your oyes, dear—Your beauti-
ful gray eyes that brought home to me
that night the thought of iny dead mother.
She had gray eyes.”

H-s hands clenched nervously. He

' stepped closer ro her.

“You came into my life when I had
lost faith in womanhood and God ; when
I dived for self alone; when I was all
what you havo said. That night a new-
born hope came to me. That is three
years ago.  Since thon, and I do not say
1t boastingly, I have lived as a man
should live, true to himself and true to
humamty. The thought of you—iny love
for you, your love and belief in me, made
me strong. You brought me back to real
life, from a course that could have ended
only in blackest misery ~and—and—per-
haps in self-inflicted death.”

*¢ Not that,” sho gasped.

“Yes,"” slowly, *“forI was troubled, or
blessed, with a conscience, but fancied it
too Iate to make amends.” TIis voice was
broken now, his words halting.

“*We have been such true friends these
happy years. You know my life during
that period. Can you point to any one
action of mine and say it was mean, con-
temptible, unworthy of you.”

““ No, dear,” she answored softly.
His face flushed. his eyes glowed.
He bent over her and kissed her hair.

““No, he continued more hopefully.
“No. And now I will go. The firm
have offered mo a responsible position in
their New York branch. T leave t¢ m
next week. I had thought—that—Dbut,”
weakly, ‘‘that is past. Perhaps some
duy you will forgive me and trust me
again. Bnt, whatever happens "—there
was a ring of triumph in his voice—* the
old life cannot call me back. I can
thank you for that, I shall liveas I have
lived for the three happiest years of my
life. TLet us say good-b—""

*No,” she cried.  She lifted her head.
There was a glorious Jight in her tear-

CHARLES GOUNOD.

At Drupgete & Fancy Groeer. Aveid wbsitutes.

Atbom of Portraits +f Colebrities sent
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LAWRENGE A. WILSON & CO., |
MONTREAL,
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I radiant.

dimimed cyes. Her wholo face was
She stretched out hor hanés
nupulsively.

kissed her lips and her eyes.

**Phil,” she said joyously, whilo the:
_blushes camo and went on her bonny ! drew rousing cungregations to the parish
: . | .

iface, **when you leave town you will | church, where the music was to bo heard

tako me with you ¢

He lifted them to his lips. |
’ Kissing themw again and again.  Then he!

With a happy sigh heanswered, * Yes.”
and oven as he spoke the words the bells
from a neighboring church rang out the
Christmas chimes.

———— e

LOU'S CLARIONET,

{Concluded from page 24.)

Lou jumped to the conclusion that her
victory was complete and final ; but the
rector kopt Jerrv at his top speed, and
scrutinized the underwood apprehensive-
ly.

The panther appeared again in four or
fivo minutes, roturning to the road, and
leaping along some forty or fifty feot be-
hind the sleigh. His pace was a very
curious, disjointed, india-rubbery spring,
which rapidly closed up on the fugi-
tives,

Then rouad swuug Lou's long instru-
ment again, and at its piercing cry the
animal again shrank back. This time,
howover, he kept to the road, and the
moment Lou paused for breath he resum-
ed the chase.

“Savoe your breath, child,” exclaimed
tho rector, az Lou again put the slender
tube to her lips. **Save your breata and
let him have it ferociously when he be-
gins to get too near.”

The animal came within twenty or
thirty fect agzain, and then Lou greeted
him with an ear-splitting blast and he fell
back. Again and again Jhe tactics were
repeated. Lou tried a thrilling caden=a ;
it was too much for the brute’s nerves.
He could not comprehend a girl with
such a penetrating voice, and he could
not screw up his courago to a closer in-
vestigation of the marvel.

At last the animal seemed to resolve
on a chango of precedure.  Plunginginto
the woods, ho made an effort to get nhead
of the sleigh. Old Jerry was showing
signs of exhaustion; but the rector
roused him to an extra spurt—and there,
just ahead, was the opening of Fillmore’s
settlement.

¢ Blow, Lou, blow!"” shouted the
rector; and as the panther made a dash
to intercept the sleigh, it found itself in
too close proximity to the strange-voiced
phenomenon in the pung, and sprang
backward with an angry snarl.

As Lou’s Lreath failed from her dry
lips, tho sleigh dashed cut nto the open.
A dog bayed angrily from the nearest
farmhouse, and the panther stopped short
on the edge of tho wood. The rector
drove into the farmyard ; and old Jerry
stopped, shivering as if he would fall be-
tween tho shafts.

After the story had been told, and
Jerry had been stabled and rubbed down,
the rector resumed his journey with a
fresh horse, having no fear that the
panther would venture across the vleared
lands. Three of the scttlers started out
forthwith, and following tho tracks inthe
now snuw, succeeded in shooting the
beast after a chase of two or three hours.

The adventure supplied the country-
side all that winter with a themo for con-
versation ; and about Lou’s clarionet
thore gathered a halo of romunce that

overy alternate Sunday evening.
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Lawrence Alma Tadema,
By Barnard McEvoy,
9 Illustrations.
The Lady and The Flagon,
By Anthony Hope.

The 2nd Ottawa Field Battery
Ganadian Artillery,

By Major A. S. Wood“.urn,
Illustrated.

——
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The Derelict, second Prize Story
By E. Pauline Johnson.

With Parkman through Canada

By Prof. W. Clark, D.C.L.
Part 3, Canada Under Louis 14.
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The Vigil of Francis Bourne,
Xmas Story, Fergus Hume.

With Storfes and Poems by

W. J. Thorold, Bliss Carman
Seranrys,  J. T. NL Burnside,
Wiliam Wilfred Campbell,
‘Theodore Roberts

and others,
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This is the best and wost pro-
fusely illustrated Mayazine pub-
lished in Canada or elsewhere.
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10 CENTS PER COPY & &
X B 2 51,00 PER YEAR.
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927 King St. West, - TORONTO
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» IFor Pearly
Teeth . . .

CHEW g3
Somerville’s &3
Pepsin Gum &

‘)ﬁ A medicinal Chewing G, re. Qe
commended by phyaicians for In. 8 3

= digestion; 5¢. per bar. Sold cevery-
& where—tako no substitute.
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