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nngements ana aevotea nimseir to(or whom he had sacrificed so mnch. making the last days of his father as 

peaceful as possible.” After a pause 
she added: “And that is how Dr. 
Bleneau came to live with us. Since 
then ho has carried on, with Adele’s 
constant assistance, the large charity 
work among the blacks for which his 
father had been so beloved.

“It was natural in our seclusion that 
our lives should center around the 
work done by the men of the house. 
During the years when other girls 
learned golf, tennis, dancing and such 
things A dele has been measuring out 
medicines, taking temperatures and 
acting generally ns oftlce nurse to her 
grandfather and later to her father.

“I tan well understand your surprise 
at finding here in the lonely woods of 
Louisiana a man of such wide culture 
and varied experience as Dr. Bleneau.” 
There was a little silence, and then 
mademoiselle smiled sadly and said, 
with a sigh, “That is our history.”

Without a word Miss Curtis came 
over and kissed me. and as she did so 
I felt two hot tears on my cheek.

But he always felt this devotion am­
ple reward, and well he might,” she 
mused, “considering the happiness of 
their after lives. They were married 
at once, and he took up with charac­
teristic energy the study of medicine 
at L’Ecole de Medecine, in Paris, His 
family, refusing to be reconciled to his 
marriage, led them to come to Louisi­
ana. The young wife had brought him 
an unusually large dot for those days, 
and, ns they both loved the country, it 
came about that they bought this plan­
tation.

“The young people were happy here, 
but not even their absorbing affection 
could entirely safeguard their paradise 
from sorrow, for their first two chil­
dren died soon after birth, and when a 
third was expected our Dr. Bleneau's 
father, whether from sentiment or a 
superstitious dread of a third loss, de­
termined that the next child should 
be born at home, for France to them 
was still home.

“It was there, in the Yonne district, 
that their son was born. A year later 
we came back to Louisiana. When 
the boy was old enough for school he 
was sent to France, where he proved 
himself not only a brilliant pupil, but 
the possessor of many innate noble 
qualities. His father had elaborate 
plans for his future, but at twenty- 
two, a few days after finishing his 
studies, the boy startled his family 
by marrying a beautiful Creole, the 
daughter of a well known French 
banker of New Orleans. They had met 
on a steamer when he was returning 
from France from his last vacation, 
and she, being young and romantic, 
and he young and ardent, they eloped 
a few days after his graduation and 
were married by special license in Lon­
don. They had known there would be 
great obstacles to their marriage, for 
her family were of Huguenot stock, 
and his devout Roman Catholics. And 
indeed neither her father nor any of 
her people ever forgave her.

“The young people came home to 
Louisiana, where they were welcomed 
by his family with the warmest af­
fection. Rut the father, with new 
world ideas, insisted that his son take 
up some profession, and after due con­
sideration the young man decided to 
pursue in his turn the profession of 
medicine.

“To this end the young couple re­
turned to Paris.
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One day, nearly three weeks after 
the operation, I was delighted to find 
Dr. Curtis in the drawing room. He 
slowly rose as I came in and, seeing 
my look of astonishment, said laugh­
ingly:

“As a matter of fact, my dear, I 
might have been down a day or two 
earlier, only I didn't half try. I was 
having an Ideal rest, lying there in 
four pretty, fresh chlntzed room, look­
ing out on the broad Mississippi and 
thoroughly enjoying the company of 
yourself and your father—you especial­
ly, Bleneau,” and he turned to father, 
laughing, “you who have lived more 
stories than most people could invent.”

A few days later, as I put my hand 
out to open the door of father's office, 
I heard my name and, without think­
ing, paused to listen. Dr. Curtis was 
speakiug:

“Bleneau, old man, whether you real­
ize it or not, you are deucedly selfish 
to keep that charming girl buried alive 
here.” He paused, and then, as father 
did not answer, went on: “I don’t be­
lieve you appreciate what a jewel the 
girl is. In my whole experience, which 
is a pretty wide one, I have never 
known a girl with more real culture 
than Adele, and physically—why, man 
alive, she’s a beauty!”

At this I suddenly became conscious 
of the fact that I was listening to a 
conversation not intended for my ears. 
With the blood burning my cheeks I 
turned away for a moment or two to 
regain my self nossession, then I 
knocked and entered. Father came at 
once to me and took me gently in his 
arms. He looked down into my eyes 
for a moment before he spoke:

“Adele, dear, Dr. Curtis has been 
telling me that I am a selfish brute 
to keep you buried alive in this out of 
the way place and has asked me to let 
you go north with them for a visit.”

“But, father”— I interrupted.
“My dear, I have felt what he says 

for a long time, but partly because I 
have been distrait, occupied partly too, 
because I have not cared to face it, I 
have put the thing off, hoping always 
that we would soon visit France to­
gether, and so we shall in the autumn. 
I will come for you, and we’ll go on 
that long cherished journey. But now 
I should be far mere unhappy to have 
you stay than I should be, dear, to 
have you go.” Here he broke off and 
more in his usual tone added, “The 
main thing is for you and mademoi­
selle to be packed and ready to leave 
with Dr. Curtis and his sister on Sat­
urday.”

So I went to New York and enjoyed 
it as only a young girl from the coun­
try can enjoy her first sight of a big 
fascinating city. Nothing was left un­
done that could give me pleasure, and 
I shall never forget those days. But 
the visit was a short one. I had been 
there scarcely two weeks when Dr. 
Curtis called me into his office. I went 
to him, a little anxious at the gravity 
of his tone and still more anxious when 
he put me In his big easy chair and 
took my hands tenderly in his.

“If you were not a brave girl,” he 
said, “I should scarcely know how to 
tell you, Adele, but tell you I must, 
dear. Your father is very ill with fever, 
and you must go to him at once.”

The rest of the day I spent in won­
dering why I had ever left him. This 
was in July, 1914, and on my way 
from New York to New Orleans Ger­
many declared war on France. I had 
hoped that father might not hear of it, 
but this, I suppose, was too much to 
expect, and I reached his side only to 
find that his whole heart and soul 
were bound up in the hope of being 
well again, that he might volunteer for 
field work in the service of his be­
loved country. During the weeks that 
followed, both in his delirious and lucid 
moments, his constant cry was that he 
might be permitted to help France, 
and, for all my anxiety, the fervor of 
his burning love for his country fired 

In the end his poor fever
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Facsimile SIjnUurtJJim" Htnrics. ns the peasant tales of 
Louisiana arc called, and laughed at 
my little anecdotes of how Jean Bap­
tiste would saj-: “\*oisin, you see my 
sow. push him home slow for me, yes.”

On other days we read French or 
German. He found constant amuse­
ment In my south German accent, for 
that was the kind mademoiselle had 
taught me.

Dr. Curtis’ wife and family were not 
until his convalescence notified of his 
operation. But a sister—a gaunt, se­
vere looking but kindly woman—had 
come a few days after his illness. 
However, wo had seen very little of 
her, as she had taken on herself the 
task of hurriedly converting the blacks 
to a higher state of civilization.

Dr. Curtis had not been curious as to 
who or what we were, but his sister 
was the type that knows the geneal­
ogy of all the people in her particular 
circle and soon evinced a desire to add 
to her knowledge the history of the 
whole country round about, beginning, 
of course, with ourselves. She had 
asked often rather veiled questions as 
to how we, especially father, happened 
to be living in such an out of the way 
place. Evidently not being satisfied 
with the replies, she said quite frankly 
to him ope day:

“Dr. Bleneau, how is it that I find a 
man of your superior attainments 
buried alive in a place like this?”

Father hesitated a moment and then, 
suddenly remembering an urgent en­
gagement, smilingly excused himself, 
saying that mademoiselle, who had 
been not only his governess and mine, 
but was a distant relative as well, 
would gladly tell her the family his­
tory. Mademoiselle, like many older 
persons, lived largely in Hie past and 
was delighted to relive it all again. I 
had never heard hbr begin, ns it. were, 
from the beginning, so I settled myself 
to listen with almost as great eager­
ness as did Miss Curtis. Mademoiselle 
began:

“Dr. Bleneau’s father was an officer 
in the army of Napoleon III. He en­
tered the service against the wishes of
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me. l irnnea my race in my. nanas
| for a moment, and as I did so my fa- 
! ther spoke to me. I heard his words 
! as clearly as though he stood beside 
; me.
I “Although you are only a woman,” 

he said, “and cannot fight with the 
■ brave men who are giving their lives 
j for France, there is still something 
I you can do.”
I I sat silent for a long time, filled 

with awe and yet with a kind of com- 
1 fort, puzzling over what he meant 
Then after a time I understood, and I 

I went to bed that night happier than I 
had been since his death, for at last I 
had a purpose.

| The next day I wrote to Dr. Curtis,
; who had gone out. among the first 
! Americans to establish a hospital near 

the fighting line. It was a poor little 
letter, but I knew it carried an appeal 
that would bring me my desire.

The letter must have caught one of 
the few fast boats crossing at that 
time, for within two weeks I received 
a cable from Dr. Curtis telling me that 
he could not have me with him, but 
that, as a nurse and a Frenchwoman, 
I should have a place in one of the 
military hospitals.

The cable ended with the words, 
“Come at once; you are needed.” So 
It was that I in my turn set out in 
search of the unknown, to do my part 
in the great struggle that is still, as I 
write, staggering humanity and in 
which I found so much tragedy and bo 
much happiness.

As voluntary enlistments have been 
very heavy, and inasmuch as a suc­
cessful crop is predicted by the ex­
perts, grave fear is being felt along 
the lines of the Canadian Northern 
Railway on account of the difficulty 
experienced in obtaining labor, which 
means steady work and good wages 
for all who visit in the districts 
served by the C. N. R.

For further particulars, apply to 
Bruce Nairn, S. S. Agent, or write to 
R. L. Fairbairn, General Passenger 
Agent, 68 King Street East, Tor­
onto, Ontario.

A year later in an 
apartment overlooking the park in the 
Boulevard St. Germain Adele was 
horn. But in giving Adele life the 
young mother paid for it with her 
own.” Here madoinotselle hurried on, 
and I knew the tears were very near. 
“It Is the regret of my life and Adele’s 
that she never knew her beautiful 
mother, but in looking at Adele I am 
often startled, the resemblance Is so 
strong. She has the same limpid 
brown eyes, and masses of waving 
coppery hair and the peculiar jasmine- 
like whiteness of skin, but her mouth 
is more sensitive, pr”—mademoiselle 
stopped short and looked at Miss Cur­
tis in a peculiar way for an instant

Miss Curtis, nodding her head, after 
a moment, said meaningly: “I quite 
understand, my dear (jo on.”

"Dr. Bleneau was beside himself 
with grief at his young wife's death. 
She was the absorbing passion >>f his 
life, and I believe she is as much a 
real presence to him today as she was 
on the day she died so many years ago. 
In these circumstances he was, of 
course, unable to settle down to the 
monotonous life here aud cleverly real­
ized that his only salvation lay in 
work. Even several years later, wbén 
his course was finished, he was still in 
no condition mentally or physically to 
take up the grind here, and when he 
was urged by a former schoolmate to 
join an exploring expedition in Africa 
for the French government he did so 
and continued that kind of work for 
many years.

“However, unless he were in the 
wilds of Tibet or on the heights of the 
Andes, Christmas time always found 
him with us. Both his parents were 
secretly very proud of their brilliant, 
daring son. Adele had always wor­
shiped him. Life for her between his 
visits was a gray expanse of waiting.

"Two years ago the lieulth of Adele’s 
grandfather began to fail, and. realiz­
ing his approaching end, he sent for 
his son. He came at once. Dr. Bleneau 
had been planning a trip to India and
into Afghanistan with the Duke of-----,
but be immediately canceled all bis ar-

TO REMOVE SPOTS.

When one starts to attempt to re­
move spots from delicate fabrics there 
is doubt whether an improvement will 
be the result. The fault is not with 
the cleansing fluid, or the intention of 
the cleanser, but the fabrics are an 
unknown matter until experience has 
shown what may or may not be done 
with them.

Certain of the voiles, crepes, and 
çilks of delicate colors are susceptible 
of being cleaned with gasoline or 
other well-known fluids. Frequently 
the objectionable grease spot is re­
moved, but its erstwhile presence, is 
perpetuated in the ring which marks 
the limit to which the cleaning fluid 
has spread.

One way to obviate this possibility 
is to place a good-sized piece of white 
blotting paper directly over the spot. 
Both paper and fabric are then plac­
ed over a folded turkish towel or 
several thicknesses of linen and ths- 
cleaning fluid applied with a thick 
piece of cotton batting.

CHAPTER I.
P| _____ Come at Once.
I May evenlllg after sunset 

H II ■■ father, mademoiselle and I
I If I were having supper out of 

doors under a great magnolia 
V tree when a motorcar came racing up 

the drive. Major Howell, our neigh­
bor, who owned one of the most beau­
tiful places In Louisiana, drove the 
car himself and was obviously much 
excited. He explained Immediately 
that a party of guests from the north 

v was staying with him, and among 
■i them was a celebrated surgeon, who 
!> had suddenly been taken ill. By rare 
iÿ good fortune father was at home, so
II that a moment later the two men dis- 

appeared down the drive. It Is strange
[M how, for no apparent reason, certain 
6$ scenes remain vividly in the memory, 
S- and 1 distinctly recall the feeling of 
Jit expectancy with which I watched my 

father’s departure.
Pi Twenty minutes later, for the place 
|P was only a mile away, the car came 
|<§ dashing back, and the driver handed 
| ; me a hastily scrawled note from fa- 
1$ ther asking me to bring his operating 
life case and eome immediately. Without 
85 losing a moment and hastily gathering 
|j§ op the Instruments. I was off. As xvc
III sped up the drive father came running 

down the broad stone steps to meet

(Continued next week.)

FARM LABORERS WANTED.

The Western Provinces of Canada 
have experienced an acute shortage 
of Farm Laborers for Spring Seèd- 
ing and Summer work this year.^ 

Even when times were normal 
throughout Canada, moreover, it was 
always necessary to bring from 
twenty-five to thirty thousand labor­
ers from Eastern points for the har­
vest season.

The key to beauty’s heart: “A box 
of Liggett’s Chocolates. “Your Sweet­
heart’s choice.”—Sold exclusively by 
all Rexall Drug Stores.—J. E. Rich­
ards & Co.

g Perhaps I felt father’s reputation 
Ii 1 was at stake; perhaps there was no 

lime for an attack of nerves. In any 
i, event I said to him in a tone which 

Biust have carried conviction:
: - “Don’t be afraid, father. I’ll try not 

jl to fail you.”
1! , As we entered Dr. Curtis’ room a 
d’ ‘moment later he called out, "Doctor, 
l} It has just occurred to me that you 

j must have at your house an operating 
'Hj room”—

W bave, of course.” father inter- 
. rupted, divining his thoughts, “but. Dr.

Curtis, you know as well ns I how 
' | dangerous it is to move a patient un- 

ji.L der such circumstances.”
M. “Oh. yes. I know all about that,” he 
Ur broke in. with an attempt at a laugh. 
It “But I am the patient in tills case, and 

1 prefer to take my cbauces In an an- 
ià tisept It* operating room, even though

ÏÜJ have *° be shaken up a hit to get 
ISbere.”

& Seeing no approving response in fa- 
If^her’s face. Dr. Curtis went on with 

Igjmpie rare smile which many people say 
Jqirhi half his assets. “Dnless you mind 

nuisance of an 1ni|«<»niptu guest 
i8?or the next week or two, 1 insist on 

• l&yolng to your bouse.” 
fuST Time whs too valuable to waste In 
flfgn, argument, and Dr. <’urtis was soon 
mBpaJy for the very short journey to 
BhBa Bis. to exactly forty five min-
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my blood, 
racked sonl went to Join the fighting 
men of older generations—I cannot 
write of It even now.

My grandmother had died eome 
years before, and 1 had never known 
my mother’s family. All her near rel­
atives had been dead many years, and 
so my father’s death left me prac­
tically alone in the world and aa pur­
poseless as a rudderless ship.

After ills death 1 sat day after day 
In a kind of torpor, bereft of power to 
think or net. It was my first deep sor­
row, and it found me unprepared and 
defenseless.

Then one night I was sitting alone 
In his study, for mademoiselle had 
gone to lied, going over again In a kind 
of helpless self torture the thousand 
little kindnesses and tricks of person­
ality that made my_ father so dear tn

tao.la

CartersAt Dr. Curtis' Request I Passed Many 
Hours of the Day In His Room.

his entire family, who were the stanch­
est of royalists. By way of explana­
tion nml to give It circulation, his 
mother told her dearest friend, in con­
fidence, of course, that Hie wiles and 
smiles of a woman were the cause of 
his ‘disloyalty.’

“The ‘woman’ was one of the lovely 
laidies in waiting of the thrice lovely 
Empress Eugenie herself, and for her 
the young officer sacrificed family, po­
sition and friends. He fought bril­
liantly on many fields and received 
due honor and promotion, but when 
the war was over and the emperor’s 
cause lost be found himself with little 
sls§ than the* devotion of the wonuy|
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