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WRINKLES,
and hollow cheeks,
and dull, sunken
eyes, don't always
mean that & woman's
old, Half the time,
they only show that
she's overworked or
suffering,. To such
women, 1o every wo-
man who is tired or
afflicted, Dr. Pierce's
Favorite Prescription
safely and certainl
brings back heal
and strength, It's a
legitimate medicine
that corrects and cures; u tonic that invigo-
yates and builds up: a nervine that soothes
and strengthens,  For all the derangements,
irregularities and weaknesses peculiar to wo-
men, it is the only guaranteed remedy, If
it doesn't benefit or cure, you have your
money back.

e —em—— —

It won’t do to experiment with Ca-
tarrh. There’s the constant danger of
driving it to the lungs, You can have a
perfect and permanent cure with Dr,
Sage's Catarrh Remedv.
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RECOGNISED STANDARD BRAXDS
“Mungo”
“Kicker”
“Cable.”

Universally acknowledged to
be superior in every respect
to any other brands iu the
market.  Always reliable, as
has been fully demonstirated
by the millions that are sold
annually and the increasing
demand {or them, notwith
standing an increased com
petition of over One Hundired
and Twenty - five Tactories
This fact speaks volumes
We are not cheap Cigar
manufacturers

2. DAVIS AND SOKS,

Montreal,

Largest and Highest Grade Cigar Manuoac-

furers in Catala,
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Pectoral Balsamie Elixir
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" Heving heen info
Yof PKCTORAL 1A
S feel it my dwty to yecommend 1t ¢
flent remedy for pulmonary cfections in
“general

Montreal, March 27th 1

Prof
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chem

Laval Universii
Y1 have wsed WECTGRAT BALSAMIC
“ELIXIR with success in tie diferent oses
Y for which it is advertised, and v 14 with
“pleasure that I recommend it to the publiv.?
4 Montreal, March 27th 1888, 7. Laroqus, M. 1),
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Sole Puoprietor

L7 ROBITAILLE, Chemist,
JOLIETTE, P, Q, Cawapa.

GRAPES AND THORNS,

A, T.,, Avraor or “‘Tur
Yorg,” “A WINGED
ETC,

By M.
House o
Worn,"”

CHAPTER X.
THE DESCENT OF AVERNUS,

It was Annette who told Miss Pem
broke the result of the trial, taking it
on herself as a sort of mission. With-
out saying a word on the subject to
cach other, perhaps without defining
it clearly in their own minds, they
had yet acted on an impression that
she was to be treated with peculiar
delicacy and tenderness in the matter.

As young Mrs. Gerald came down
the street toward her mother-in-law's

home, she saw Miss Pembroke ap-
proaching her slowly from the

opposite direction, a child at either
side. She was just coming from her
school, and these two little ones lived
in the neighborhood, and were privi-
leged to walk home with their teacher,
cach holding in its little hands, for
warmth, a fold of her large sable
cloak.

It was a still, frosty day, with a
sparking depth ot cloudless blue over-
head, and a spotless carpet of newly-
fallen snow, white as swan's-down,
underneath. DBut the mid-air, rosy
now with sunset, imparted a tinge
of violet to the sky and a soft blush
to the earth. Sleighs, with their gay
bells, flew to and fro, the drivers
muffled to the eyes from the stirging
cold ; and the planks of the sidewalk
crackled under the steps that trod
them,

“What a motherly look she has!”

Annette  Gerald said to herself, as
she stood waiting at the gate, and

watching her rriend.

Honora bl guite a matronly appear
ance, indeed, in the hink furs she
always wore in  winte, She  was
foud of warmth, and scaicely quick
enough in her motions to resist the
cold of a northern climate by means
of exercise alone, and the cap, muff,
boa, and mantle made her look like
a Juno exiled to the court of Odin.
The cold melancholy of her expression,
the face as untouched with color as a
white camellia, was in keeping with
the fancy.

She did not hasten when she
a visitor waiting for her, nor give
any smile or word of welcome. If
there was a sign of emotion, it was
in the slight gesture with which she
detached herself from her two little
attendants, who, for the first time,
missed the leave-taking they prized
so much. They had been wont to
be stoked on the cheexs, with a gentle
‘“Good-by " : and, running, hand in

Saw

hand, down the street, to turn at the
firsi corner, and sec their teacher
wave her hand to them as she stood

on the piazza.

My dear Annette, why did you
not go in, instead of freczing here
in the the snow?" she said, and seemed
too much occupied in opening the
gate to be able to look in her friend’s
face, though her disengaged hand
held that of her visitor closely,

“Oh! I never teel the cold in this
still weather,” Annette  said lightly.
* Besides, 1 do not like to enter alone
a deserted house.  There is no one
here but the servant.  Mamma Gerald
is with us, and we persuaded her to
stay to dinner I wish you would go
up too

They had entered the house.

Miss

PPembroke paused a moment at the
foot of the stairs, then led the way
up to her chamber.  Lvidently she

Knew that there were tidings for her,

and suspected  that they  were not
cool *1oshall not dine at  home
today,” she said, cateching  sight of

the servant

But she did not, apparently, mean
out, for she deliberately re-
moved her wrappings, and put them
away : then seated herselt beside her
friend, and looked at her with an
expression that  bade  her speak out
her ervand, whatever it might be,

1t has gone as badly could,”
Annette said quickly

** He is, then, found guiliy 27
Pembroke asked, without the slightest
sign of emotion

to 2o

as it

Miss

Annette nodded.  ** He is couvicted
on circumstantial evidence, It is as
plain as such evidence can be, but
not plain enough to shake my hope,
at least, of his innocence.  Lawrence
s utterly  disgusted and indignant
with the whole affair He says he
would at any time head a party to
rescue My, Schoninger He felt so
angry that wouldn’t stay at home

after coming up to tell us, but started
it tin somewhere
s he sentenced?” Miss Pembroke

asked, speaking with some difliculty.

“Yes ! And since the eyes fixed
on  her still waited for norve, Mrs
Gerald added @ **There is a  year
solitary.

BABY'S BLOOD AND SKI:

Cloansed and purified of every humor, eruption,
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CUTICURA REMEDIES

These great ekin cures, blood
purifiers, and humor remedios
afford immediate relief in tho
inost torturing of Itching and
Burning idezemas and other jtch-
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Honora's eyes opened a little wider.
‘¢ A vear solitary ?"” she repeated.

““Why, yes, dear. Youn know it
is the custom to give a year of solitary
imprisonment before

Miss Pembroke put her hand up,
and seemed to clear some mist from
before her eyes. “ Before what?"
she asked in a confused way,

“Dear Honora!" exclaimed her
friend, ‘‘need I say what?” And
then started up with a little ery ; for
Miss Pembroke, without a word or
sign of warning, had slipped out of
her chair, and fallen heavily to the
floor.

It is not necessary to make an out-
cry because a lady has fainted, unless
there is no person of scnse present.
Aunnette Gerald did what was needful

without calling for help, aund her
efforts were soon rewarded. The

cold hand she he!d suddenly became
warm and moist as the recoiling wave
of life rushed back, and in a few
minutes Miss Pembroke was able to
rise from the floor, and go to the sofa.
Annette sat by her in silence, now
and then touching her hand or her

hair with earessing fingers, and
waited for her to speak.
If she had to wait some time, it

was not because her friend had not
returned to full consciousness. Miss
Pembroke was too strong and healthy
to creep back to life, even after so
violent and unaccustomed an attack.
It was, perhaps, the first time she
had ever fainted, and she was left
almost ignorant of what had happened
to her ; but of the cause she was not a
moment in  doubt. It came back
clearly on the first wave of returning
consciousness.  She lay with her eyes
closed, and strove to set her mind
in order again, and set it so firmly
that this terrible and entirely unex-
pected fact should not again derange
its action. She had not once antici-
pated such a conclusion.  Her thoughts

had occupied themselves with the
horrors of the accusation, and the
worst result she had looked for was

that, though the prisoner would doubt
less be acquited, he would not he able
to shake off the disgrace of having
been suspected, and would 2o out into
life branded with an ineffaceable mark
—a mark which his name would bear
even in her own mind. She had said
to herself that, pity him as she might,
she desired never to see him again, not
because she believed him capable of
any great crime, but because his
image would always be associated with
painful recollections, and because his
dignity had been soiled by such cir-
cumstances and associations.  Now,
however, he was presented to her mind
in quite a new light, more pitiful, yet
with a pity far more shrinking and
remote from its object. In this woman,
confidence in, and obedience to, author
ity was an instinct ; and as she con-
templated the decision of the law
against Mr. Schoninger, she began to
look on him smnewhat as a Catholic
looks upon those whom the anathema
of the Church has separated from the
fellowship of the faithful, ** so that they
are not so much as tosay to them, God
speed you.” A silent and awful dis-
tance grew up between them.

After a while, she sat up, and began
calmly to put her hair and dress in
order. E

‘It is very terrible, Annette, and
we may as well try to put it quite out
of our minds,” she said.  *“ We can do
nothing, that I see, but pray for his
conversion. I thank you for coming
alone to tell me of this, for 1 would not
have had any other person sce me so
much aifected by the news. People
imagine things and tell them as facts,
and there are many who are capable of
believing that T had loved Mr. Schon-
inger. I never did.”

There were tiimes when Honora Pem-
broke's soft eves could give a look that
was almost dazzling in its firm and
open clearness 3 and she pronounced
these last words, she looked into her
companion’s face with such a glance.

Mrs. Gerald rose and walked some-
what impatiently to the window. She
had hoped and expected to startle
Honora into some generous expression
of interest in Mr. Schoninger, and to
win trom her some word of pity and
kindness  which, repeated to him,
would he like a drop of' cooling water
in his fiery trial.

‘Tam sure 1 should never imagine
you capable of having an affection for
any one whom the whole world does
not approve,” she said rather point
edly, having snatched the curtain up
and looked out, then dropped it again.
“If you can put the subject ont of
your mind, and remember Mr, Schon
inger only when you are praying for
the heathen. so much the better for
your tranguility I am not so hap
pily constituted, T cannot dismiss the
thought of friends hecause it troubles
me, nor because some person, or many
persons, may believe something
them.’ .

“*What would you have me do 2"
Miss Pembroke asked rather loftily,
vet with signs of trouble in her face.

** Nothing, my dear, except that you
put on your bonnet and come home to

1gainst

dinner with me,” Annette replied,
assuming a careless tone '

Miss Pembroke hesitated, then re
fused It would be certainly wore
sensible to o if she could, but she felt
herselt a little weak and  trembling

yet, and disinelined to talk.  The best
distraction for her would be such as
she could find in reading or in prayer,
it distraction  were  needed.  She

To grow old gracetully, one must
live temperately, calinly, methodically:
be interested in all that is going on in
i the world : be cheerful, happy, and

contented, and above all, keep the

blood pure and vigorous by the use of

Ayer's Sarsapavilla. 1

Ayer's.

Be sure you get

felt, moreover, the coldness that
bhad come over her friend’s
manner more  than Annette

was aware, and for a moment, per-
haps, wrung by a eruel distrust of her-
self, envied her that independence of
mind and ardor of feeling which could
at need strengthen her to face any
difficulty, and which rendered her
capable of holding firmly her own
opinions and beliet in spite of opposi-
tion. Miss Pembroke scemed to her

self in that instant weak and puny, not |

because she did nothing for Mr. Schon-
inger, but because, had she seen the
possibility or propriety of her deing
anything, she would have lacked the
courage. It was a relief to her, there-
fore, to find herself alone, though, at
the same time, she would gladly have
had the support and strength which
her friend's presence could so well im-
part to one in trouble.

The door closed, and she looked from
the window and saw her visitor walk
briskly away without -glancing back.

‘1 wish I had some one," she mur-
mured, dropping the curtain from her
hand, and looking about the room as if
to find some suggestion of help. *‘I
am certainly very much alone in the
world. Mother Chevreuse is gone ; [
cannot go to I'. Chevreuse about this ;
and the others jar a little with me.”

And then, like a ray of soft and
tender light coming unexpectedly to
show the path through a dark place,
came the thought of Sister Cecilia and
her gentle companions. They had
asked her to come to them, if they
could ever be of any use to her, and
Sister Cecilia particularly had spoken
to her with an affectionate earnestness
which was now joyfully remembered.
I can not hope to be to you what
Mother Chevreuse was, but [ would be
glad if T could in a little, even, supply
her loss to you. Come to me, if you
ever wish to, quite freely. You will
never find me wanting in sympathy or
affection.”

And she had scarcely been to them
at all!

She  dressed  herself
called a carriage. It was too late to
walk there, for already the sun was
down ; and it was nearly two miles to
the convent,

The sharp air and brisk motion were
restorative. They brought a color to
her face, and sent new life through her
weakened frame. Besides, when one
feels helpless and distressed, rapid
motion gives a relieving impression
that one is doing and accomplishing
something, while, at the same time, it
saves the necessity of effort.

Sister Cecilia was in her own room,
writing letters, her little desk drawn
close to the window for the light. She
looked out when she heard the carriage,
and beckoned Miss Pembroke to come
up-stairs then hurried to meet her half
way. She had guessed her visitor's
motive in coming, and it needed but a
glance into her face to confirim the
thought.

*“Come into my chamber, dear,” she
said.  *‘It is the pleasantest room in
the house at this hour. See what a
view I have of the city and the west-
ern sky. I sit here to write my letters,
and every moment have to leave off to
admire the beautiful world outside. It
isa sort of dissipation with me, this
hour of sunset. ‘This arm-chair is for
vou. Itismy visitor'schair. 1 should
feel quite like a sybarite if T were to
sit in it.”

She seated Honora by the window,
drew up her own chair opposite her,
and went on talking cheertully.

‘1 sometimes think that all the
earth needs to make it heaven is the
visible presence of our Lord and His
saints. It would require mno physical

hastily, and

change. Of course 1 include the
absence of sin. There is so much

beauty here, so much that we never
notice, so much -that is everyday, vet
miraculous for all that. Took at that

7! Did you ever see such a rich
It needs the cold purity of the
snow to keep it from seeming exces
sive,

A long, narrow cloud had stretched
itself across the west, and, drawing to
its bosom the light of the sun, now
hidden behind the hills, reffected it in
a crimson flood over the earth.
Through this warm effulgence fell,
delicately  penetrating, the golden
beams of the full moon, changing the
crimson of the air to a deep-opal color,
and putting faint splashes of gilding
here and there beside the rosy refiee-
tions.

‘“How the earth draws it in !
the nun dreamily.  ** It never wastes
the beauties of the sky. It hoards
them up, and gives them out long after
in marbles and precious stones.  Did
it ever occur to you to wonder how
those bright things could grow in the
dark underground ? 1 used to think
of it in Italy, where 1 first saw what
marbles can be. 1 remember my eyes
and my mind wandering to thatas I
knelt before the Confession of S.
Matthew the Evangelist, in Santa
Maria Maggiore, where the walls of the
atrium glow with marbles; and the
lesson I learned from it was this : that
even though pains and sorrows of every
kind should interveue between us and
the joy of life as thickly as the clay,
and rock, and turf had intervened be-
tween the sunshine of heaven and the
dark place where those marbles took
form and color, we could yet, if we had
real faith, be conscious of all the glory
and joy taking place overhead, and

air?

said

3 * |
reproduce them for ourselves down in |

the dark, and make that beauty more

The Advertising
Of Hood's Sarsaparilla is always within the
bounds of reason becanse it is true; it
always appeals to the sober, common sense
of thinking people because it is true: and
it is always fully substantiated by endorse
ments which, in the financial world would
be accepted without a moment's hLesitation.

For a general family cathavtic we con-
fidently recommend Hood's Pills,

enduring because we were in the dark.
At the sunny surface, the brightness
slips off and shadows succeed ; but that
solid jewel in the depths is indestruct-
ible. My dear"—she turned to her
companion with a soft suddenness
which warmed but did not startle—*‘do
you remember S Paul’s recommenda-
tion, ‘always rejoice ?’ It is possible.
i And now tell me why you do not.”
| Her eyes, beaming with religious
! enthusiasm and tenderest human affec- |
tion, searched frankly the pale face
| before her, and her hand was laid
| lightly on Miss Pembroke’s arm., No
reserve nor timidity could stand before
her. They melted lik: snowfakes be-

neath the heavenly summer of her
glances.  Homora told freely and

simply what had distressed her.

How sweet is the friendship of one
true woman for another!-— sweeter
than love, for it is untroubled, and has
something of the calmness of heaven ;
deeper than love, for it is the sympathy
of true natures which reflect each the
entire being of the other; less selfish
than love, for it asks no merging of
another inte itself ; nobler than love,
for it allows its object to have other
sources of happiness than those it can
furnish ; more enduring than love, for
it is a life, and not a flame.

*‘ But can you not see, my dear, " the
nun said presently, ‘‘that it would
have been better if you had not had
any friendly intercourse with him,
even though this terrible thing had
never  happened? The  injune-
tion not to be unequally yoked
with  one another refers, I
think, to all ties as well as to marriage.
The gull is too wide between the Chris-
tian and the Jew to be bridged over
for familiar friendship. It is too wide
for anything but prayers to cross. Once
admit any intercourse with unbeliev
ers, and you peril your faith: and,
besides, you cannot set a barrier firmly
anywhere when the first one is down.
I have heard it said that this Jew loved
you, and even fancied it possible that
you would marry him.”

“ People ought mnot to say such
things !” exclaimed Miss Pembroke,
blushing decply.

‘“ People ought mnot to have the
chance to say such things, my dear

girl,” replied the nun. ** It was offer-
ing you an insult when he offered you
his hand.”

0 dear Sister! is not that too
severe ?” expostulated Honora. **Set-

ting aside what has happened since,
should 1 not recollect, when a man
makes me such an offer, what his in-
tention is, and how the subject looks
te him? And cannot I refuse him,
and see that it is impossible for me to
do otherwise, yet feel kindly toward
him, and wish himm well, and believe
that he has meant to show me both
affection and respect ?”

**Homora, " said the Sister, ‘*if any
man had struck your mother, then
turned to offer you his hand, would
you not have recoiled from him in dis-
gust and indignation 7"

“ Surely T would !”

‘“And is your God and Saviour Jess
dear and sacred to you than your
mother ?” the other pursued. ‘*Can
you allow your thoughts to dwell with
kindness and complacency on one who
blasphemes the crucified Redeemer,
and calls Him an Imposter?  Because
you have not heard this man talk
against your faith, yon forget what he
must think of it. I tell you they mock
at Him, these Jews, and they call us
idolaters.  And what could he think
of you, when, knowing that you adore
Christ as God, he asked you to be the
wife of one who would laugh. if he did
not rave, when he saw you making
the sign of the cross ?  He must have
thought your faith so weak that he
covld in time make you venounce it.
And the reason why he thought so was
because he saw yeu receiving him in
a friendly way, asif friendship were
possible between you. 1 speak of what
he was.  What he is, we have nothing
to do with.”

Miss Pembroke's eyes were downeast.
‘“When yon place the subject in that
light, I am forced to think myself all
in the wrong, " she said.  ** But most
people do not think in that clear, pos
itive way.  They act on an inherited
motive, and their beliets are
arown, as it were,”

*“They have no faith,” was the quick

maoss

reply.
Honora was silent a moment, then
said, with some hesitation : ‘1 am

alwavs afraid of being uncharitable
and illiberal, and perhaps I err the
other way.”

My dear, it is easy to make a mis-
take therve, and very dangerous too,”
the Sister vreplied with decision.
““What is charity ?  You must first
love Ged with all your heart ; and if
vou do that, you will be very shy of
the enemies of God.  You cannot serve
two masters.  As to liberality, there
is no greater snave. It is not liberal
to squander the bounty and honor of
God @ it is not ours to spend. It is not
liberal to praise those whom He con-
demns, and bless those whom He curses.
It is not liberal to love those who refuse
to acknowledge and obey Him and to
contradict what He has clearly said. [
Or if these things are liberal, then lib :
erality is one of the worst vices, and
one of the most futile too. Why if I |
were to desire the reputation of being
generous, and, having nothing of my
own, should take what is not mine and
wive it away, I have stolen, it is true,
and I have obtained a reputation that
.1 do not deserve, but, also, I have en. '
enriched some one ; whereas, if 1 put
my hand into the treasury of God, and
try to bestow on another what He has
denied, the hand comes out empty. 1
have insulted the Almighty, and have

In Reply to ott Repeated Questions.

It may be well to state, Scott's Emulsion
acts as a food as well as a medicine, building
up the wasted tissues and restoring perfect
" health after wasting fever,

| souls.

not benefited any one. Do not smffer
yourself to be deccived by sounding
}»hrases. What are these people who
talk so much of liberality ?  Aro they
liberal of what is theirs to give? Fay
fromit. Do they give away all they
have tothe poor? Do they forgive
their enemies 7 Do they give up thei
pride and vanity, and spend thei
lives in laboring for the needy ?  Quite
tha contrary. They are lavish only of
what is not theirs to give. It has been
reserved for those whom they call bigots
to show an ardent and unsparing lih
erality in sacrificing their privaie
feelings, their wealth, their comfort,
their veputation, their lives even, fo
the glory of God and the saving of
There is the true liberality, my
dear, and all other is a snare.”

“ 1 wish I could shut myself up with
(God, and get into the right path again.
I am all wrong."

**Why not come here and make a
retreat ?"' the Sister asked.

It was so precisely and unexpectedly
what she needed that Honora clasped
her hands, with an exclamation of
delight. *‘The very thing! Yet |
had not thought of it. When may |
come? Very soon? It was surely an
inspiration, my coming here to-night.

lmmediately her troubles began to
lift themselves away, as fogs begin to
rise from the earth even before the
sun is above the horizon. The cer
tainty of approaching peace conferred
a peace in the present. She was going
to place herself in the hands of Him
who can perform the impossible.

Sister Cecilia had supplied her need
perfectly. Hers was not one of thoso
impassioned natures which need te be
soothed and caressed into quiet. A
certain vein of gentle self-sufficiency,

and a habit of contentment with life
as she feund it, prevented this.  Sho
wanted light more than warmth.

It  was already dark when
they went down stairs, and since
from economy, the nuns did not
have their entries lighted, the

two had to go hand in hand, grop

ing their way carefully, till they came
toa turn in the lower passage: and
there, from the open door of the chapel
at the further end, a soft ray of light
shone out from the single lamp that
burned before the altar. By day
light both chapel and altar showcd
poor enough : but in the evening, and
seen alone by this small golden flame,
the imperfections were either trans
formed or hidden. Dimly scen the
long folds of drapery all about gave a
sense of seclusion and tenderness ; ene
seemed to be hiding under the mantla
of the Lord ; and the beautitul mystery
of the burning lamp made wonders
scem possible.  Kneeling there alone,
one could fancy all the beautiful
legends being acted over again.

Sister Cecilia and Honora, still hand
in-hand, knelt in the entry the moment
they saw the light.

** You remember the chalice of the
bees 7" whispered the nun.  ‘‘ I never
come here in the evening, and see that
bright little place in the darkness, bat
I think of that sweetest of stories. And
I would not be surprised to hear a buz
zing of bees all about the sanctuary,
and see the busy little creatures build
ing up a chalice of fine wax, as clear
as an alabaster vase with a light in
side.™

They walked slowly and noiselessly
by the door, and, as they passed it, saw
beside the altar what looked almost like
another lamp, or like that illumined
vase the Sister had fancied. It was
the face of Anita, which reflected the
light, her dark dress rendering heu
form almost invisible.  That face and
the two folded hands shone softly, with
a fixed lustre, ont of the shadows. No
breath nor motion scemed to stir them
The eyes fixed on the tabernacle, the
lips slightly parted where the last vocal
prayer had escaped, she knelt there in
a trance of adoration.  But one could
see, even through that brightening
halo and sustaining peace, that a great
change had taken place in the girl
during the last few weeks. Her face
was worn quite thin: and the large
eyes, that had been like dewy violets
bending ever toward the earth, burned
now with a lustre that never comes
from aught but pain.

** How the innocent have to suffei
for the sins of the guilty sighed the
nun, as she led her visitor away
““That child has rveceived a blow from
which I am afraid she will never re
cover. She islike a broken flower that
lives a little while when it is put in
water. Her conscience is at rest ; she
does not say now that she is sorry for
having had anything to do with that
trial : she does not complain in any
way. She seems simply broken. And
here she comes now !  She heard
our steps, and is afraid she has stayed
too long in the chapel.”

The young girl came swiftly along
the passage, and held out her hands to
Miss Pembroke. ‘I knew you were
here,” she said, “and I was waiting to
hear you come down.  Mother told me
I might come and say good-by to you."

‘* But you have not yet said a word
of welcome,” Miss Pembroke replied,
trying to speak cheerfully.

**Oh! yes, when I saw you come, [
welcomed you in my own mind,” sho
replied, without smiling.

Honora waited an instant, but Anita
seemed to have nothing to say except

the good-by she had come for. ** Our
whispering did not disturb your

prayers?” she asked, wishing to detain
her a little longer.

“Oh! no.” She glanced up at Sister
Cecilia, as a child. when doubtful and
lost, looks into its mother's face, then

How to Get a “Sunlight" Picture.
Send 25" Sunlight * Soap wrappers (the larce
wrapper) to LEVER Hmns?. I.ld'.).p 13 Scott h‘? ¥
Toronto, and you will receive by post a pretiy
picture, free trom advertising, and well worth
traming. This is an easy way to decorate yout
home. The soap is the beat in the market, and
it \vn! only cost 1c postage to eend in the wrap
pers. it you leave the ends open. Write your
address’carefully :
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