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RACCOON COATS |

Comfortable and Durable !

Just the Thing for the Cold Days of Winter

We have thousands of these Raccoon Coats

meny stitches in the gloves that
told of the pathetic baitle between
gentility and poverty. )

“You have forgotten the old wo-
man to whom you gave the roses at
the station?’’

‘“Oh, no."’ said Katharine, catching
the kind light in the old lady’s eyes.
I have not forgotten. 1 am glad
the rose gave you pleasure.’’

“Let me present you to my aunt,
Mrs. Warland,” said young Dillon.
‘““She has spoken many times of
| your kindness. She was ill and
| troubled on  that day,”’ he added,
| “but she shall be troubled no more."”
| And he looked at the gentle looking
old woman very affectionately. “‘She
with me."”
said Katha-
| rine, impulsively. “May 1 give you
! my address, Mrs. Warland? And, if
Externally, heals Sores, Ulcers, 1 y;')u will h’-( me, 1 Thﬂll cn:!l‘." ’;;l::ln
ok WA . she paused, somew hal embarral .
Abscesses, and all Eruptions. ['If Mrs. Warland lived with her me-

\phcw, and was not mistress of the

Intérnally, restores the Stomach, |
Y house could she with. propriety call?

Rich Red Blood.

No other remedy possesses such [ has come to live

1o see her,”

perfect cleansing, healing and puri- pope

fying properties.

in stock, ready-made, to offer, best quality and

LIBERAL REDUCTIONS DURING JANUARY.

workmanship from

8510.00, $45.00 Up |

Don’t miss this great opportunity of getting

one of these Coats at a very moderate Price.

We offer 40 Per Cent. more value than you can get for the
same money anywhere else.

485 St. Catherine Street East (C roner St Timothy)

~ Chas. Desjardins & Co.

4 Marriage of Reason

By Maurice Fran-
cas Egan, Author
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» Point St. Charles,

on the lounge beside her new iriend,
land said, ‘“Tell me all!”

CHAPTER XXV.—€ontinued.
She poured -out a -cup, -pat -down

Helen drank the tea, and whether
it was through the cheering cup or
Katharine's presence, she began to
Jbrighten.

“There is little to tell,”’ she said.
“My sister and 1 lived on a farm.
in Ohio. Our parents were'dead, and
there was just enough left to keep
us—we hadn’t made up our minds
-what we should do yet. FPeople said
I was pretly, and I am afraid it
made me very idle and capricious. I
my face was my fortune, and

h hi
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I read novels while I waited for |
the Prince. He came to visit Judge
Lambert on the hill one day in sum—}
mer, and he was—you know who."”
Katharine nodded. i
“We were Catholics, and he want-|
ed me to drop my religion. But |
that I stood out against. I must]
have been very pretty, and clever,
t00, in a crude sort of way—mnot like
you,” she said, wistfully, ‘‘or like !
the other, girls he knows; but in my |
own way. He liked me. Even Judge |
Leambert, my father's old -neighbor,!
spoke to me. He said I could mnot
be happy with a man 'so 'differnet
from myself. I didn't mind it much

Don’t Neglect

|

a CoughorCold

IT CAN HAVE BUT ONE |
RESULT. IT LEAVES
THE THROAT or LUNGS,
OR BOTH, AFFECTED.

DR. WOOD’S NORWAY PINE
SYRUP IS THE MEDICINE |
YOU NEED. : . sovvins s |

It is without an equal as & remedy for
Coughs, Colds, Bronchitis, Sore Throat,
Pain in the Chest, Aéthma, Whooping
Cough, Quinsy aqdlﬂmo‘ﬂ“
Throat and Lungs, i

A single dose of Dr. Wood's Norway

Pine Syrup will stop the cough, soothe the

- face near hers, the eyes soft
_Juminous, the pale skin flushed. “‘Oh,

| see the beauty

when ‘he talked about. opposite reli-
gions, but when he said I was Fer-
dinand Carey’s social inferior, I fired
up, and I said that I'd marry him,
anyhow! sAnd 1 did!. Well, after-
wards the baby came, ‘then = we
quarreled. He stayed in Ohio; and
he was always trying to teach me;
he wouldn’t have the baby christen-
ed, so we fought about everything.
At last I demamded to be introduc-
ed to his relatives. He refused un-
less I would consent to go abroad
first, and be made ‘presentable.” Dur-
ing all this time I never thought of
religion, except to quarrel about it.
One day I took the baby and Jenmy
and ran away. He was ashamed of
me—he was ashamed of m¢! and he
showed it! Oh, I almost hate hin.
when, I think of it. Jenny and I
moved from place to place, I, sullen,
despairing—and you know jvhat hap-
pened. Ah, the dear little baby!"’
There was silence. “‘Miss O’Conor, if
I were not sure that the sweet little
thing was in heaven, 1 should 20
raving mad!’’ she said, in a broken
voice.

““She is in heaven!”

Helen pressed her hand.

““We came here—because I must be
near him. We had but little money;
1 was sick, and Jenny had to work
gso hard. But sull, we kept to-
gether; and to be near him, is joy
and torturc! I worked, Miss O'Con-
or, at my books; I observed people;
1 tried to correct the defects he no+
ticed; I did my best to restrain my
voice, ‘and to think of my mianner.
Oh, if I could only please him! If
he would only be proud of me!”

“He shall be proud of you,' said
Kathavine, losing her patience, as
she looked at the flushed anxious
and

what idiots: women are to ¢are!” she
said, to herseli. “‘He shall be proud
of ‘you yet!”™
“Ah, no,”’ said Helen, ‘1 am so0
unworthy  of him—I know it. He
loved music, and I was so ill-train-
ed, yet I thought myself so cléver;
and until I met him I seemed to
know so much more than other peo-
ple. But I would be humnble now.
1f I had only been, I might
won him to me—and to the Church.”
Katharine moved impatiently.
““You should mever have married
him. He is—well, I'll not give my
nion of him.
e of our faith by the
that each human being receives

£ make him see it. Still

no woman can
you are his

I have work:
I can

‘have.

If a man will not

wife, and it can't be

e.d ‘Helén, Nﬂ""#
An

{/ CHAPTER XXVI.—''The Winter
Roses.””

Herr Teufelfisch next occupied Ka-
tharine’s thoughts. She had never
| known the value of momey in the
necessity ofenceding it. But, as a
Igirl of common sense, she reflected
Mhu‘t her ‘little store of ‘monéy must
come to:an eénd ‘soon, if it ‘were not
replenished. She would have been
lwilling in the first flush of enthusi-
asm to go to work for nothing. For-
tunately, she had no. illusions about
the measure that her talent was,
likely to meet with in the world.
She had been told that she could,
sing; but she had been told a great
many other things during her ex-
perience in society which she kmew
to be only complimentary. She was
sure that Herr Teufelfisch would be
honest; Katharine's ambition did not
soar above the giving of lessons, in
spite of the music masler’s opinion
that they were wretched drudgery.
She had Herr Teufelfisch’s address ;
he lived in a narrow; sireet uptown,
in a colony of his compatriots—
Viennese who followed (he Viennese

rine rang the bell in a dingy

doorway, and a blooming
servant, maid, in a white
cap, made her appearance. Katha-

rine gave her a card, but the amiable
maid merely smiled, muttered ““So?”’
and showed her into a parlor where
Herr; Teufelfisch was sitting before a

little piano. His hair was more
than usually dishevelled, he wworea
he

dingy, reddish dressing gown,
paid no attention to the (-n'tm‘n(‘vlnf
Katharine, who had time 'to notice
the tarnished ormolu clock on the
mantel, over which hung a portrait
of Emperor Francis Joseph, flanked
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Your mirror will tell you if you
are anaemic, for the unnatural pal-
lor of your gums, lips and eyelids
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ness of the blood. . g

Anaemia is most common among
‘yvoung women and is marked by pal-
lor, ‘weakness, indigestion, irritabil-
ity, spells of dizziness and fainting,
heart palpitation, scvere headaches
and feelings of extreme lassitude.

The blood is lacking in the ele-
ments which go to form energy, vi-
gor and strength and demands such
assistance as is best supplied by
Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food.

This great food cure sharpens the
dppetite, invigorates the ' nerves
which control the digestive  fluids,
ey s tbs
nat ly and gra y restores

suf from weak blood to  health,

.
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by two long candlesticks. The air
of dinginess noticeable on the fout-
side of the house was evident With-
in. And yet, it was comfortable. If
sthere was a special spot in the wall
paper just over the sofa on which
Herr Teufelfisch’s long pipe reposed,
it was because some guest—or per-
haps the old musician himself—pre-
ferred to rest there. Sheets of
music were everywhere scattered naver

little piamo. .

pected only a pupil or two, like the
little Pickett, for instance.’’ [
Herr Teufelfisch arew himself up. |
“Not the little Pickett—mo—he is
a genius, but lazy. Only 1 could |
teach him. But you can sing, wud‘
that is not so hard. And you will |
have fifty dollars for three songs.’”’
Katharine’s eyes sparkled.

“That will be lovely!—but—""

“No buts. What will you sing ?
If I could get a new contralto to
go with you."” dere he laughed.
““You might sing the duc in Semira-
mide—Patti and Scalchi sang it.”
‘“You are making fun of me!”’

once at Dublin.
such applause!

Such a reception-
But here is my lit-

tle song, “The Winter Roses.” ’’
“I{ you will let me take it
home—""

‘“No use,”” said the music master,
‘““who will sing the second part?’’
“I think I can find one,” said Ka-

thoughtfully, while she Went to - the
piano and tried both parts of “The
Winter Roses.””

The soft tinkle of the old piano
under her touch took the old man
back to a time when his mother had
played an air very like that—for the
air of the ‘““Winter Roses’’ was a
reminiscence of his childhood.

Katharine ceased playing,
spoke with an accent of distress.

‘“The air is lovely—bu't I am afraid
the contralto does not know a word
of German."’

and

the carpet. “That is bad,”” said Herr Teufel-
Herr Teufelfisch did not turn his | fisch, “‘musicians who do mnot know
head; he went on drumming on the German are half blind. You cannot

understand German music without

Picketf—the little Pickett

is a very
clever pupil, but

a very lazy one,

You have no flowers; you al-

that T shall be free during his hour.
You will sing? T am afraid you will

of Reichstadt, and his mo'ther,

the tome is sweet; -and I like
for the singing, though it is
thine to the grand piano T

are vour

“have tun away fr¢
: £

b

little Pig—will not come to-day, so

not like my little piano; it is very
old: it was made for the young Dg

Empress, gave it to my father. But

At

no-

have in !

the other room. It is tinkle, tinkle, | hair glow and shine, and K-~tharine |

tinila, but—och! so sweet! But where was glad to see his, honest blue eves
flowers?' -

aga
now, -Herr Teufelfisch, | that the cordiality 1
#ford to buy flowers,” | wa~ due to the sudden thovrht thnt
must work, and | \t perhave et

iln(n ‘The Winter Roses.” '
1 ““Well, take the song with you, and

bye to the eccentric old masrme, and

her revery by a voice near her. V"

““There she is, Wal w5 God bless
her!”” She did not remember the
voice, but it seemed as if she ought
to remember it. g

“Where?”’ asked a voice she  re-
membered very well. Tn amother mo-
ment. & man stood beside her.

“Miss O'Connor?”’
hat in hand. The sun made his red

im. < But, it must be admitted

of her manne

éotsi,' aroiting

Liver, Bowels and Blood to he:

. 3 . * | She could not remember what Mrs.
action. If your appetite is poor,
your energy gone, your ambition
lost, B.B.B. will restore you to the
full enjoyment of happy vigorous
life.

80-
Mrs.

Sherwood’s invaluable book on
cial topics might say to that.
Warland relieved her.

“T will call, my dear,”’ she said,
“‘for, in truth, I board in one house
and Walter in another; we have mno
home yet. I will go to your house
with Walter."”

”

Catharine d impulsivel & x
hel:u;-byl:;“:;arkﬂﬁg i AR “Soon, I hope,” said Katharine,
« Herr ’l‘culelflscl\, you are Loo forgetting her reserve. ‘‘Could you
kind. 1 did not expect this. 1 ex- come to-night? I am so anxious to

have some words translated from the
German into English verse, and per-

haps Mr. Dillon might be kind en-
ough—""

“I am only an architect,’”” Dillon
answered, smiling, ‘‘not a poet; but
Mr. Alfred Devine, whom you met

at the Worths’ dinner, writes poems,
I could ask him—*’

“Oh, do,” said Katharine. ‘Do
you think he could manage it, at
once? Would you give him this
sheet of music? ‘The words are
hl'l‘(‘.”

Walter Dillon took the roll rather

He began to be afraid
himself into a scrape

dubiously.
he had pot

“_h;lJLu's‘:ll‘T l;stthnglfu} Miss O’Conor, | suppose Devine .\'unl]((,!u‘ in one o}

L B T et £ sald" Kattiariie his !'nl\n(‘\ ”'."‘ rv[!}m-’ A glance
e Ty i’L l;“ L " \] lfxlt, at Katharine's anxious face nu_uh
hall?” a arge him resolve to write the verse hims

‘“No in a drawing-room.” I e e e

There was a pause. .lx‘nth.n‘m-- e e ot "he
| wanted to ask where, but she B Ay Y hi\“ kit

» but she felt ', phyme in his life.

t}m‘l/ she had no right to make con- -\H-‘ théy stood an the corner, Ka-
ditions; and even ir it should be in ”M',.,,“."\ ecar came up, and I’N\lnn
some house which she had visited . ould find no excise \.|y|' prolonging
sucu§l]_\', she would have to accept  {he interview His aunt smiled gent~
the mcl:,’ for the sake of ‘“‘getting her ly, almost pathetically, as she enter-
“]‘.‘.‘:‘Cﬁ;nv“ et ,, | ed the ca f.ooking at the young
> Ja little song in German, man, hopeful, cheerful, and with an
sju(lllcrr Teufelfisch, “‘which 1 would air  of self-relinnce, Katharine felt
’11qu you to sing; but it is a duo. (hat the pathos was real—there was
The contralto is ill, and 1 know gquch a contrast between youth look-
not anyone who could sing it with ing towards the sunrise and age with
you as it should be done. Ach, the the sunsel on the horizon facing it.
sisters have trained you well—but 1t guddenly occurred Lo Katharine
‘l'hen you have fresh blood in you, that IN‘”";I"‘ she nad been bold in
a_nd the fresh art of natural musi- an(’kiiw, Walter Dillon.” DBut then
cians. I sang, when 1 could sing— he did not scem like a Stranger; and,

after all, she forgot her annoyarce in
| thinking of the oconcert and confrals
to, for, when she was in earnest,
Katharine was a girl of one idea. Tf
Dillan had known this, he would
| scarcely have annoyed his aunt * by
| outburgts of song, as they went their
!wa_v towards ‘her boarding house. He

j;;}el-arit;f. ku_ fa_i'x?v. color . coming inmy’ could not guess how much ‘“The Win-
r cheeks. I can let you know |ter Roses’’ had to do with Katha~
hby to-morrow afternoon.’” | rine’s cordiality.

Herr Teufelfisch loeked at  her | (To be continued. )

‘ It is the Farmer’s Friend.—The far-
| men will find in Dr. Thomas' Eclec-
‘T,nc 0il a potent remedy for wounds
lor pains in the body or for affec-
| tions of the respiratory organs and
Ifnr houschold use generally. He will
lalso find it a convenient friend im
treating injured ocattle, ete.,
inr relieving them. when attacked by
| oolds, coughs, or any kindred ail-
ments to which they are subjeét.

horses,

Jubilee Pilgdamage to Rome.
A Pilgrimage to Rome in honor of
the Golden Jubilee of the Holy Fa~

“So ?’’ he said, in a cross voice, knowing German.”” ther, followed by a grand vour of
“You are late again! You are al- Katharine laughed. “‘But what Europe, is planned to leave New
ways late—spitzbube!—always late, shall I do?"’ | York, July 16. The whole of the
always! Come in! You shall prac- “Translate the words."’ cabin space of the Cunard SS. Car-
tise my grand Polonaise for two “I mever could write a line of pathia is engaged to take the party,
hours for this!’’ verse.”’ which will, of course, add very ina-

Katharine laughed. ‘“And the good sisters did not | ‘terially to their comfort and 80~

Herr Teufelfisch turned and scowl- | teach you  that, voo?’’~said Herr ciability, to say nothing about the
ed ferociously. Teufelfisch, with a twinkle in his great benclit of huvinﬁl\luss. Bene-

“So! So!”” he said, jumping up aye. diction, Rosary, etc., on ship board.
from the piano stool. ‘It is you, ‘“They could not make me a poet,’” This will probably prove to be
gnadiges, fraulein. Amnd I hm;ldnd | said Katharine. ‘‘Oh, dear! T wish  the largest Catholic party ever hav-
yvou? 1 thought it was the little ! | knew somebody who could trams- ing sailed from here. Elaborate.

arrangements in the way of special
railroad trains, ‘receptions, amuse-

He is always late—sit down—I beg ! to-morrow bring the song with you. ments, ete., we understand, are pro-

uf you. Wait till T take my dear Now sing for me—to-morrow = ' e vided for. ;
pipe from the sofa. And you will shall talk—at three o’clock—about The diocese of Newark alone ex-
pardon the looks of everything! See! | your prospects. Ach, how foolish ' Fect to send between one and two
I am a bachelor and I am mnot | to give up the roses, 'the luxury and hundred peoplé. The remaining avail-
ncnll"' | the company ol the amiable Mrg, @ble space will no doubt be taken
Katharine sat down, and the old Sherwood for the pleasure of teach- | up long before daté of sailing. —Mr.
man beamed on her over his spec- | ing the little Picketts!”” J. J. McGrane, of McGrane’s Catho-
tacles. atharine sang Titania’s florid ‘air lic Tours, 187 Broadway, . ¥
‘“Ach,”’ he said, “you are the from Mignon, and after that several Will personally conduct the party,
but different. What is it 1. others. After that, she bade good and his reputation for | .doing things

right is now pretty generally known.

vs had flowers? Why have you | went away, laden with sheets of | All Who decide to join this = party
no flowers?"’ ; music. are sure to spend a most enjoyable
Katharine threw back the furboa| She was bolh hopeful and de-| vacation,
abotut her neck, nnd'laughed. pressed. Soon, however, she for-
“Even your laugh is true,”” said|got herself in a great castle in the
the old man. ‘‘You could not meke | air, in which she saw Ferdinand
a discord, if you would. Ah, you|Carey and his wife reunited, ‘both
have come to sing for me. The | singing 4in German, ‘‘The Winter
Pickett—sometimes I call him  the | Roses.”” She was aroused from

LN
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