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ness in his eye; but he did not

speak much. He was lying back in

Ca a steamer chair, looking at the sky
4k’locolate and humming ‘‘Winter Roses,’”’ when |
his aunt made up her mind. She |

saw that he was not happy; at his

are a household age, in her experienced mind, there

could only be one cause. She looked
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Naples, where his brother taught,| Percival?’’ she asked, as they turn- ! o8 h st Y e
might do.. In either of these ocities | ed into Chestnut street. prais ':~“Ilnx‘n. the ne WS] apers : an
e e he could secure friends for Katha-| ‘‘Well. DBusy. Great charity straw- "ol a I-‘n;‘h af ]‘h» o hergen-
ENCE RILEY rine. She was almost persuaded to . berry festival for :\Imn’dr.\nwd dogs '“Md.\ .('llwx‘(]-n“;‘.')“\« llilym:“ .:,'I.l“ql\ \\.:y,
» ’ go; she had a little money, for she|at Germantown. 1 don’t know whe- ) ¢ ~‘ H ul» i AI B
BT EIER ED R had been saving of late, and Herr | ther the abandoned dogs or the fes- man, an ! xn‘|( his very (,‘\.\1‘
Teufelfisch assured-her that this was | tival is at Germantown—that's the | I.h.”‘ was a will, for your 1 fols
) Riley, Kstablished in 1866 the best investment she could make. way the cards read. Why don’t | wrote to xcx;.e from Lioston the week
H::&Lﬂaz‘:finﬁ;gﬂlnﬁwfuﬂ- “The journey had no charms for her;) you come to see Mrs. Percival?”’ i before he died, naming me as an

| ‘““She never comes to see me. |
! “Oh, she can’t—too busy. Why, | C()Uld NOt Atteﬂd
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| Society is the modern Molochr. There |
A Broken constitutionrebuilt, Af-
tor Doctor Failed, by Di. Chu-

is not a better woman in the world |
ce's Nerve Fuod.

she did not care especially for Dres-
den or Naples; she would have pre-
ferred to spend the summer in one
of the many beautiful and quiet green
nooks near the ocity. DBut, since
“her voice must be the ome it

ersattended to.
. Point St. Charles.

[AHON,

state  Agent”

s Bought and Soid,

s » wife, when she lets her
hiich was, 20 j o8 \vuly mé?:i;ﬂ::}t [cril-iymc\. her. But. this socicty
Wm“‘d' shia (it euRoed 2o DAY business has so emervated her, that
o tho M Sk m]mil:eta:;: ?I‘rs; I don’t think anything but a stun-
.Ei‘t:&t\"x;:s av:l?t,hs Bot::t l‘ien“June' " and ning blow will ever break the c(;nm
she had learned 4 love it. The scent She is fond of you, but—oh, don't

Hundreds of women feel the same

ected. Loans] and let us talk of the shams and the ar-| 5 prs.  George Cook, of Welland,

Negotiated. of the homeysuckle filled the rest: tifices. Come and see us, when you|Qnt,, felt five years ago. ANl iin

iesome properties taken can. I have rvead all the books the|qown, with mervousness, troubled

anteed payments s 3 priest recommended to me. B“'t?lo with headaches, and complaining of

IMcMAH ! vou know, Miss O’Conor, your reli-|that tired feeling, explains their con-

l.lm”o"." el MILBUHN s gvlon frightens me. One should have | gition. Mrs. Cook tells her story in
2 : A to be awfully good to be a Catho-|ihe following words:

James Street.

.
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ary Public.
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Think of what the Mass means;
I have just Dbeen reading P::rcy
Fitzgerald’s ‘Jewels of the Mass,” a
lovely book, and—but here we. are
at Sauter’s.’” ;
Katharine and Mr. Percival seated
lves at onc of the tables, and
served with one of their un-
in which Mr. Percival,
o ans, took a
and in which the pen-

Mrs. George Cook, Welland, Ont.,
states: ‘It gives me much pleasure
to recommend Dr. Chase’s Nerve
Food. For five years I was troubled
with nervousness, tired feeling, head-
aches, and a terrible weakmess. I was
so miserable that I could mot at-
tend to my household duties.
ing this time I was a great sufferer,
and became much emaciated.

T was treated by a good doctor,

lic.

short ‘time was much improved

¥

for

Dur-

with no change for the better, and a
friend advised me to try Dr. Chase’s
Nerve Food, which I did, and in a
in

am now feeling. -battgr than I

at him, thin, wasted, pensive, in the

grey  suit much too big. for him

everybody fOl‘ now; and she called a little boy

L H who was coming from school. That

purlty and flne little boy took a note to Katha-|
quality » o o |rinc.

After that, her aunt took up her;
| § 67 | sewing and waited. She loved
1‘;HE COWAN CO., LIMITED, TORONTO her mephew and she loved Katharine
! A and perhaps they—well, she  would
1‘\mdlul’ [Tow do you live?’’ soon know.
| I sing,”” said Katharine, ‘‘I am When Katharine reached home af-
} v working girl, and 1 like it, or I er hor calk with Mr. Percival, she
1 wuld -like it, if I only had some ynd the note. It contained a re-

tiends.”’ juest that she would call without
Mr. Perecival looked at her, and on Dillon’s aunt She took
ht his fist down hard on the t deal of trouble with hei
and pinned a June rose on
id to think of my wife's ex- | her black dress. In a shonrt time
| 1 me to enter the Catholie] she wi ringing the bell of the lit-
ch while she is going on in this|tle house. The servant adnritted her
heariless way and neglecting the one shr saw with a sense of disap-
consistent  Christian I ever have|pointment that only her friend, the
snown! I have a good mind judt|aunt, was in the parlor. But the
to stay oulside of the church, to | disappointment did not last long
pite her. It will serve her right| Dillon came in slowly, at his aunt’s
t to find me ‘in heaven, if she | siummons. And then the sweet-look
er gets there!’’ ing old lady suddenly disappeared.
Kallmrine was obliged to smile ‘“You: have been ill!”" Katharine
¢ ahsurdity of this; Mr. Per-|exclaimed in horror. ““Oh, why did
cival laughed too. you not let me know?'’
“Why?"" he asked, with some bit-

“Come,"” he said, ‘finish your ice
and ask no questions; I shall sce
vour aunt. at once, and be at your
nhouse to-night with a message.”’

Katharine bade him good-bye. On

terness. ‘I know the tenor of your
society too well to commit such a
breach of propriety.  What right had
1?2 Heaven knows, 1 was very lone-
he way home, she thought, strange ly—but you were the last person I
teil, 'not  of Biddy, or the will, , should have lhmn_:h' of ask_lm: to
t of young Dillon. She had call- | come }}"“‘- Outside of "":V'"" and
od on his aunt, but she had not seen ”"‘j priest, n-oho:’ly eame,

him.  Herr Teufelfisch, who oc ’.T’ have CO?“.“ : i

onally saw Mr. Devine, told her that You are very kind.

had been ill; she Lknew nothing ;, ‘'But when your aunt senl fmt me
more. She wondered whether he. she did not teil me you were ill-

to

he

clothes set upoun him. A thrill of
pity ran  through her heart. Dillon,
the strong, the wilty, the self-reli-
ant, was a different man from Dil-
lon the nervous, dependent, sad man
before her. It secmed  wonderful
that one man could show these two
phases. She felt a new interest in
him, and as il in a flash, she won-
dered for the first time whether he

were really intevested in her. She
took note of the little table, with a
half-empticd tca-cup, a bottle of me-

dicine, and the book, Tennyson’s
Idyls, upon it; and ‘there was a glove
Loo—a woman's glove, such as she
hersed might have worn His man-
ner was odd she glaneed at  the
i glove and smiled slightly; she under-
stood jt. Walter Dillon had made
her the cenber of his thouphts, and
this address came from that fact.
Her s t of the glove wave her con-
i fiden She. reeognized by -intuition

what girld who have read many no-

vels are always on the lookout for

what they find out by means of set
rules of sentiment—that this fragile
glove was more powerful than any
steel gauntlet of past ages in the
hunds of a warnior. billon offered
her the bask chair, and she sat
upon the c ons as gracefully as
she oouid,  for she was not used to
steamer chairs The sunlight ting-
ed her hair with gold, and touchea
her long eychkashes with luminous re-
flections. Iton stood near her,
leaning: agai the arbon

“Forgive me,"”” he said, ‘I have no
right to find fault with what youw

cannot help.  You are rich, and you
are back among the flatterers, the
paimted butterflies of life, and yon
must live your lfe amongst them.”*

Katharine found his irritation in-
explicable no longer. It was pathe-
tie, and, like all pathos, not alto-
gether unpleasant.

“Why are you so angry against the
rich?’’ she asked. demurely., “I fan-
ey they are seldom as proud or as
sensitive as the poor.”’

“It is not the rich that I hate,
but the riches whieh have oome.
between me and hope. I know it
was foolish, Miss O’Conor, and ¥

vore better or not; possibly his aunt I must be honest ubqut it she
migh't call to tell her, added, hardened by his tone of re-
The truth was that Dillon had ' proach. g

been ill for some weeks, of typhoid! ‘‘My aunt sent for you!™ He look-
fover.. And as he grew better, he ed at her, and his tone softened.
heard from Devine that Katharine ''And you came. But 1 wish you
was rich again. 'I'nere was no had mot—I can’t tell you why—but
hope for him now; the bright wi- 1 Wish you had not—your face had

sion must pass away from him. He| almost ceased to haunt me; 1 was
could not ask her to be his - wife gaining peace; but now—
now. He looked facts in the face. N

he. The door bell tinkled.
what | Dillon was still weak; and 'the ap-
1ly | pearance of Katharine had shaken
‘ his merves. In his ordinary health

He was a struggling architect;
knew, or thought he knew,
young wwmen dmn;“mded, ;:pécl:w'
rou women of fashion. at]

N Srere. rich, he could mever dare | he would have been suave, oo, sas-
ask her—he would never see her ' castic; at loast, he :_TOUMH ve
again. ' People declared that dlelkm how to hide is; eelings,
was rich; and she would forget him That tinkle of the bell remin n
but he would never forget her. Op-|that at any . moment.; this lnterv*i[e ;
posite his couch during Txilyt l-l;io ::lk- :: del'lgx;lul. so sad, ‘so irritating,
ness there lay, on the li e, | Mg . )
Z"&m she mg worn—a lttle brown| ‘May I show you to the garden?
thiner, something worn, which Ka-|he asked.

health. After using six boxes of this | tharine had not missed. = His aunt ers, and that ringing gm{qd«m t.!:
N edicine T twvas sound and{had n;codm(tlltﬂl::gb‘dbbe l% days, ot s P y ‘
well. when his begun to mend, aunt.” . :
it she might send for Katharine., ‘He led the way through ‘the pu-_f‘""‘

sage o the long, parrow, ol

of her sex, she was a
} nd the"l“lll‘!l-v;’“::d garden, bordered !i}‘:
; By

“You are fond 'of flow-

d-fash-
2 box,'

have given it up. My aunt did not
, know—""

| “Your aunt?” asked Katharine; it
was not beneath her to enfoy  his
embarrassment when she felt that
she could set it all right in a myo-
ment?

“1 fancy from some things I must
have said—since she has repeated
them to me—that she imagincd v o
were engaged, and had quarrelled.”
He colored. “‘Conecequently, sh. s nt
for you, and left us in the j»ilor in
that unusual way. if she hestold

you things I said, it has beecn out
of the mistaken goodness i Foe
heart. 1 have fully realized the

barrier between us, and ecan cnly say
that my hallucination was tomypor-
ary.” 2 ;

Katharine was amused; she could
imea~
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