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OCTOBEER 21, 1909

NO REST FOR TERRIBLE ITCH | ook procouded o her own snug

apartment,  followed by  the c¢rone
whom she seated in her easiest chair

Tile on holf \éVJ:Itergreeu Compound Made | @nd proceeded to refresh with a glass
) n as Pure as Lver. of cognac, which was swallowed with

Mr. James Lulloch, of Iron Bridge, much relish and wiping of lips, ac-
Ont., considers the D. D. D. Presceription companied by a little artificial cough.
of o0il of wintergreen, thymol, glycerine, Dame ‘Tremblay kept a carafe 1)fk it
wote., a wonderful cure for skin troubles. | 1N her room to raise the temperature
fle has good reason to think so, too, of her low spirits and vapors to sum-
according to his letter of Mar. 27, 190y, | ner heat—not  that she drank, far

“1 have suffered for years,” he says, from it, but she liked to sip a little
“with eczema, and now, through using for her stomach's sake

two bhottles of your wonderful cure, my “ It is only a thimbleful T take now
J E S » ake i’

skin is as pure as it ever was -
“My fu(‘nlwuq S0 hml(l [ “71 and then,” she said " When L was
A b s A 1 36 1 .
{ could t slee . ould mot see. | the Charming Josephine 1 used to kiss
could not sleep, I could not rest at| the cups 1 presented. to the young
all for the terrible itch. ) ' ) s
gallants, and 1 took no more th
I'hanks to your wonderful medicine, I fly ' but they always drank 1,3” :lll: ri;
J 2 £ S npe
from the cup [ Kissed !’ The old
dame looked grave as she shook her
head and remarked, ‘“ But we cannot

am cured.”’
As eczema is a germ disease, and as
the germs are right in the skin, blood

medicines will not cure it The only

) Y| be always young a1 ¢ 5 >
i : s 1d handsome 1
effective way is to treat the itch where [ (@ Mvr;' Ml'\lht‘liﬁr 9 o e
the itch is. D. D. D. Prescription pene- ' (
trutes the pores of the skin, kills the ““No, dame, but we can be jolly

germs which cause the eczema, gives in- and fat, and that is what we are!
stant relief from the awful itch, and You don’t quaff life by thimblefuls,

permunently cures and you only want a stout offer to
For free sample bottle of D. D. D show the world that vou can trip as
Preseription,  write  to  the D. D. D briskly to church yet as any girl in
Laboratory, Department A, 23 Jordan New France !’

St., Toronto, The humor of the old crone con-

For sale by all druggists vulsed Dame Tremblay with laughter,

“Monarch Peninsular”

Is The Only Range Made With
«A Reversible Reservoir”

The illustration shows a
““ Monarch Peninsular ' Steel
Range with the reservoir or hot
water tank on the left. If, for
any reason, it is desired to have
the Hot Water Tank on the
right, the change can be made
without tools or trouble by lifting
the Reservoir from one side and
placing it in the sockets provided
for the purpose on the other side.

“Monarch Peninsular’ is the

only range having this convenience, and the only one which

fits in any kitchen and economizes space.

The Hot Water Tank, or Reservoir, is made of copper,
to insure water being always clear.

coated with tin,

Our booklet describes and illustrates many other
“Monarch Peninsular’ features which

exclusive
buyer should kuow.

every prospective stove
Write for free copy.

We are also makers of the famous ‘‘Hecla" Furnace. 85

Clare Bros. & Co., Limited, - Preston, Ont.

GIVEN TO SCHOOL GIRLS

LOVELY ENAMELLED BROOCH
NOTHING TOSELL, NOTHING TOPAY

i z : w circulars to boys and
; ave to do is to hand a few circu ! ‘
e hl\"l‘ll‘).w offer Is open to only one girl in eacl room
. ) only till November 15th [ell us
re is ¢ than one roan,
Pl s attend, and if there is more ]
5 I'Mi\’}};‘l"k(lnr"t <)|;;1] ire in, and give us youl word that you will
Zhk o . i Tor s slie ervice y
;li"vmlvm'- the circulars faithfully For this slight service we

girls at schoal
in each school, and is good

volu

istribute the f o e these dainty litile Maple Leaf Brooches,
o :ﬁlf“H\\‘elr‘nv:ylv‘».Hm} in brilliant autumn colors Remember,
beautifu Y ] iu“ -H“ i i o 0 each school can get this hrooch.
only one &IT Toronto,

™ + A S 0. Dept
Write plainly. The Gold Medal prremium Co., Dep .

Please Mention this Paper.

THE FARMER'S ADVOCATE

as if some invisible fingers were tic-
kling her wildly under the armpits.
She composed hersell at last, and
drawing her chair close to that of
Mere Malheur, iooked her inquiringly
in the face and asked, " What is the
news ?"'

Dame Tremblay was endowed with
more than the ordinary curiosity of
hLer sex. She  knew more news of
city and country than anyone else,
and she dispensed it as freely as she
gathered. . She never let her stock of
gossip run low, and never allowed
man or woman Lo come to speak
with her without pumping them dry
of all they knew. A secret in n'ny‘-
body’s possession set her  wild  to
possess it, and she gave no rest to
her inordinate curiosity until she
had fished it out of even the mud-
diest waters.

The mystery that hung around Car-
oline was a source of perpetual irri-
tation to the nerves of Dame Trem-
blay. She had tried as far as she
dared by hint and suggestion to draw
from the lady some reference to her
name and family, but in vain. Caro-
line would avow nothing, and Dame
Tremblay, completely bafiled by a
failure of ordinary means to find out
the secret, bethought herself of her
old resource in case of perplexity,
Mere Malheur.

For several days she had been
brooding over this mode of satisfy-
ing her curiosity, when the unexpect-
ed visit of Mere Malheur set aside
all further hesitation about disobey-
ing the Intendant's orders not to in-
quire or allow any other person to
make inquisition respecting Caroline.
““ Mere Malheur, you feel comfort-
able now !'"" said she. “ That glass
of cognac has given you a color like
a peony 1’

Yes, I am very comfortable now,
dame ! your cognac is heavenly ; it
warms without burning. That glass
is the best news | have to tell of to-
day

Nay, but there is always some-
{hing stirring in the city; somebody
born, married, or dead ; somebody
courted, won, lost, or undone; some-
body's name up, somebody’s reputa-
tion down ! Tell me all you know,
Mere Malheur ' and then T will tell
vou something that will make you
glad vou came to Beaumanoir to
day Take another sip of cognac
and begin !’

“ Ay, dame, that is indeed a temp
tation !’ She took two deep sips,
and holding her glass in her hand,
hecan with loose tongue to relate the
current gossip of the city, which was
alreadyv known to Dame 'Tremblay .
hut an ill-natured version of it from
the lips of her visitor seemed to give
it a fresh seasoning  and a relish
which it had not oreviously pos

sessed

“ Now, Mere Malheur ! I have a
coeret to tell vou,”” said Dame Trem
hlayv, in a low. confid ntal tone, ““ a
dead secret. mind vou, which vou had
better be bhurnt than reveal There

is a ladv, a real ladv if 1 ever saw
one, living in the Chateau here 1in

the greatest privacy I and the In

tendant only sce her She is heauti-
ful and full of sorrow as the picture
of the hlessed Madonna What she

is. T mayv guess, but who she is, 1
eannot conjecture, and would give my
little finwer to know '

COrrat . dame 0 replied Mere NMal
heur with a touch of confidence 1
will not helieve any woman  could Keep

a secrt from  you! Ilut this s
nows. indeed. vou tell me! A lady
in concealment here, and yvou  say
vou cannot find her out, Dame T'rem
hlav """’

In truth, T cannot T have tried
overy artifice, hut <he nasses all
wit and skill If <he were a man

I would have drawn her very teeth
out with less diffienlty than T have
tried to extract the name of this Tady
Whew T was the Charming Josenhine

of T.ake DBeaunort I could wind men
ke a thread around which finger 1
Tiloedd bt thi is o tancled  knot
which drives me to despair to unravel
11

“What do yvon know ahout her
ame 2 Tell me al i
aid Mere Malhear

Vo suspect

“COTruly replied the dame, without
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the least asperity, I suspect the
poor thing, like the rest of us, is no
better than she should be ; and the
Intendant knows it, and Mademoi-
selle des Meloises knows it, too; and,
to judge by her constant prayers and
penitence, she knows it herself but
too well, and will not say it to me !”’

‘“ Ay, dame! but this is great
news you tell me !’ replied Mere
Malheur, eagerly clutching at the op-
portunity thus offered for the desired
interview. ““ But what help do you
expect from me in this matter ?"
Mere Malheur looked very expectant
at her friend, who continued, ‘1
want you to see that lady, under
promise of secrecy, mark you {—and
look at her hands, and tell me who
and what she is.”’

Dame Tremblay had an unlimited
faith in the superstitions of her age.

“ 1 will do all you wish, dame, but
vou must allow me to see her alone,””
replied the crone, who felt she was
thus opening the door to La Corri-
veau.

““To be sure 1 will—that is, if she
will consent to be seen, for she has
in some things a spirit of her own!
I am afraid to push her too closely !
The mystery of her is taking the
flesh off my bones, and I can only get
sleep by taking strong possets, Mere
Malheur ! I'eel my elbow ! Feel my
knee ! I have not had so sharp an
elbow or knee since Goodman Trem-
hlay died ! And he said I had the
sharpest elbow and knee in the city !
But I had to punch him sometimes
to keep him in order ! But set that
Lorrid cap straight, Mere Malheur,
while T go ask her if she would like
to have her fortune told. She is
not a woman if she would not like to
know her fortune, for she is in de-
spair, I think, with all the world ;
and when a woman is in despair, as
I know by my own experience, she
will jump at any chance for spite, if
not for love, as I did when I took
the Sieur Tremblay by your advice,
Mere Malheur !’

Dame Tremblay left the old crone
making hideous faces in a mirror.
She rubbed her cheeks and mouth
with the corner of her apron as she
proceeded to the door of Caroline’'s
apartment. She knocked gently, and
a low, soft voice bade her enter.

(Caroline was seated on a chair by
the window, knitting her sad thoughts
into a piece of work which she occa-
sionally lifted from her lap with a
sudden start, as something broke the
train of her reflections.

She was weighing over and over in
her thoughts, like gold in a scale,
hy grains and pennyweights, a iew
kind words lately spoken to her by
Bigot when he ran in to bid her
adieu before departing on his journey
to 'I'rois Rivieres. They seemed a
treasure inexhaustible as she kept on
repeating them to herself. The pres-
«ure of his hand had been warmer,
{he tone of his voice softer, the
glance of his eye more kind, and he
looked pityingly, she thought, upon
her wan face when he lelt her in the
grallery, and with a cheery voice and
a kiss bade her to take care of her
bealth and win hack the lost roses of
\cadia.

These words passed through her
rnind with unceasing repetition, and
4 white border of light was visible

on the edge of the dark cloud which

hung over her. ““The roses of
Acadia will never bloom again,”’
thought she, sadly ‘1 have wa-

tered them with salt tears too long,
and all in vain O Bigot, T fear it
i« too late, too late!” Still, his
and last words reflected a

lust look
of hove and joy upon her

faint ras
pallid countenance

Diane Tremblay entered the apart-
ment. and while busying herself on
pretence of setting it in order, talked
in her garrulous way of the little
incidents of daily life in the ("hateau,
and finished by a mention, as if it
woere casual,  of the arrival of the
wige woman of the cifs who Kknew
everyvthing, who could interpret
dreams, and tell. by looking in a
oluss or in sour hand, things past,

present and to come

'T'o bhe continued.)




