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Jove's %
Message

Yen AU~ onlv a2 il of nwanst wy
nar, all diy and wi hered, and with
1« protty dellow balls fast Qumbhing
A dust but Withoat that bit of mimesa
sos dlforont ny IR would have bon 1

Wil T ' you alout it Yes, for
tmay b help to veu perhaps and
nake Mot think fwice hotore witing
mat lotter We shohe of, and- Lo, no,
itosalle, don't b avala ' I'm oot go-
m all vver 1 e old argumonts again
vl Juse 1l you my storv, and say
no more.

It was ten yeurs age that T fist
yent to the south of France and raw
the imosa glowing 1 ~hall never
Tor. L that wintor if T live to be a hun-
Ared I was ot only that 1t W my
mst winter atroad, ard 2o stranecd,,
vonderfully autaient from thove
dear, dull ol kngland  though that
alone -—  But o 1towas o cause J
then tie met Cyiil and leamned what
love wat He taveht the lessor well,
and {- well, L was an apt pupl

1 was stayg with Aunt Marnan, and
as she was sumething of an mvahld and
ve 't meath care for the people
in the hotel, 1 was a good Jdeal thiown
(i my own lesomees  So T oiambled
about the old town and the country,
and revelled In the sunshine and the
glowing wealth of celonr—blue sky and
tiue sea, and crlmson roses and golden
mimosa. There was colour everywhere,
and the olive-skinned, dark-eyed peas-
ants felt its chaum, and brightencd
their own dress with rich, vivid dashes
of orange ot ted—a =ash or a searf that
gave the finishing touch to the bril-
llant plctme,

Light-hearted, gouvd-tempered souls
they seemed, those childien of the
sunny South, with a ready smile for
me if ever our ¢yex chanced to meet,
and a pleasani, evurtevus reply if ever
1 happened to ash them a question
But, pleasantly covrteous though it
might be, the 1eplv was rately alto-
gethet  intelligible to me, for their
Southern patols was a very different
thing trom my schoolgnl French, and
o conversation—albeit cked out with
murh cloquent gesticulation—was usu-
ally somcwhat unsatisfactory as a
means of communieation,  But how
kindly I always think of thrat incom-
prehensinle patois; but for it I mizht
neva have known Cyril A chance
meetng o the dusty Frejus road, a
carcless glance, and we should have
paseed on our way, never, in all proba-
bility, to be better acquaintéd, oreven
to se» cach other again. On such seem-
ing trifles does our whole after life
aften depend.

But that morning, luckily, the wo-
man whom I addressed was even more
Incomprehensible than usual.  She
talked volubly, but I wasn't a bit the
wiser; she explained with vehemence,
and 1 grew more perplexed than wiser.

Then—he came up.

She turnad to him lmpetuously, elrlm.
ing the help of " cet Monsleur Anglals.”
Ard Lie stood there, in the white dust
of the road, listening patiently; while I
Jooked at him, and thought how hand-
some he was,

“You wish to see the cld Colosseum,
she tells me,” he sald, and hig volee was
as pleasant as his face, *Jt I8 not far
from here, but ax there are one or two
turns to take, perhaps you had better
let me show you the way. T am just
golng there myself.”

It was so pleasantly and simply sald
that I did not hesitute {0 accept hig
guidanee, and in another moment we
w+ re walking down the d. sty road side
by side.

Our acquaintance ripered rapldly as
we paced thro igh the covered way that
1s the best preserved part of the ruins.
1 trled to pictute to myself the scene In
those o}d Roman days, when eager
crowds thronged into the great space.
capable of contalning upwards of nine
tnousand spectators, and the now silent
scene rang with the clamour of many
volees; but It was all tc.no  purpose.
The past was past, and 1 could not
bring It back even irn Imagination on
that sunny morning. After all, the

wnt was cuough, and my self-ap-
mted guide interested me more than

It those crowds of long “go.

What did we talk about 2 Ah, that
T cannot tell you--nothing of any mo-
Pent, you may be swe, and yet it was
most Interesting to us: but, indeed, I
canuot ber with any
«0 many later memories erowe upon my
mind, blurring the recollection of that
first morning, till I seem to see it
No, I
sald, bul

through a sort of golden huze.
tell you what we

» Vlue, or the earth so beautiful; or so it

seems to me now, looking Fack through
that haze of after-memorics.

He was staylng not far from our
hotel, and of course me met agaln.
Aunt Marlan liked him, and found they
had mutual acquaintances, and It soon
became an understood thing that he
#lould come In every morning to learn
what our plans for thi day were, or,

e e Barankie b fostad
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bis wan in cverny g v tha
Shen he was pood en ugh o cast o
Tasomiy, 3o upon e, b natwalhy
CNbrcted some pmnll show of g2 aGtade,
eroat least, of pleasad &ppiccation, m
vt But he Loked 1 van 1 did
Cor ke bim, and 1 did not sctupde to
PO b sec iy and e Ictg ) ofore all
thinks & wan of the woll, prosentiv
coad to ulter attontiony which wene
o munit Sy unwdoomn 1 tnought he
‘ould st me o ne., but 1owa
o ind mystlt pristagen

[o ths Lappy “ceks Hy 13, and the
ol came

[t came suddenly, and 1 was most
aiterly unprepared for it

Cvil wes ordaed to repoin his 1egis
thent

The wild hal tib § vete up, a sud-
der gust of War had buist Jduough the
ountam [asses on oun d stant Indtan I
Tomtir swaeping all baoe it, and
his 1ogiment was o mateh o the front |

W Aty An bow aita ey ing
the teleeral he v« on hiv way to
India

But he tound fne hutried nanutes

Hist o say good-bye 10 e, and to tell
me - something that I kuew  already,

though ot had never yet been put into
Wotdn,

Dear Cynl” My Cyrul?
might I eall him so,
gnen me the iight 2+

ile gayr e me something elxe, too, a bit
vf mimosa.

We were standing in the goiden
shadow of the mimosn trees, and he
huiriedly gathered a spray, broke off
halif of it, aud thrust it into my hand

“ Keep it, darling, for my sake”” he
#ald, " On the very day that I start to
rejoin you 1 will send you the rest as
a token.”

‘Then--he left me  Months passed,
and biought never a word nor a line
from him

1 had thought lic would have written,
though, indeed, he bad never sald so,
1 had taken it for grauted, as we had
necessarily taken much for granted in
those bief muments of farewell, go full
al'ke of jor and of palu~—there wete
many thags 1o be zald that we could
not pos«ibly think of just then—that
he would surely wilte to me as soon #8
he had lefvuze, 1 could not write till ¥
heard from him, ind I had a hundred
ouestions to ask, a hundred last words
to send after him  that I had not
(hought to utter thi it was too late
Daily, hourly, I looked for his Jetter,
and looked fn vaim, The slow days
mrew to wecks, and stili po word from
the far Indian frontier broke the eruel
silence. He was gone, and notbing but
the fast withering bit of mlmosa re-
mauined to me of all the happy past.

Aunt Murian, meantime—absorbed In
the ion of her own symp

Oh, well
for had he not

! —knew nothing of my hopes and feaus

My secret had at first seemed too pre-
clous & thing to be lightly spoken of,
and I had walted for a few days before
telling her ef it, thinking that when
Cyril's first letter came I would give
her my confldence.

But the letter did not come, and 1

* gald nothwmg: what, indeed, was there

to be satd ?

And yet, Rosalle, T did not doubt him,
never for a single moment. Only—I did
not understand: an overwhelining feel-
fng of depression srept over me, & fore-
boding of some great d'saster.

Then, one day, T saw his nane in the
paper, *Captaln Cyril White ” wag re-
ported “missing.”

Do not ask me to tell you of the time
that fallowed, of the feverish haste
with which cach day I glanced down
the columns of the gpaper for further
news of him; of the constantly-recur-
rlng alsappointment, of the horrible
doubt and black despair, No wonder
that a week or two of this sickening
anxiety, folloy Ing on all that had gone
licfore, resulted in a dangerous fliness,
when I lald for days unconscious of
(veiything—while Aunt Marian  wept
and wrung her hands over me, and twe
trined nurses dlvided the honours of
watching by my bedside

At length the fever left me, and 1
erept slowly back to lfe, and to the
palnful reallzation of all that T had
lust,

And yet—he might stiil be allve; a
piironey, perhaps, 1l and alone, at the
mercy of the wild tribesmen who haa
fought go desperately in these mountain
fastnesses. Such things have been and
might well be againg who could tell
what his fate had been—yes, or what
his fate might yet be ? And I—what
could 1, a mere girl, do to aid him ? Oh,
Rosalle ! I shuddered In the fmpotence
of my own weakness as [ lay there!
The bright sunshine scemred to mock
me in my trouble, my tear-dimmed
eves ached vhen I looked at wea and
aky, =0 brilllantly blue, Jo pitilessly
seantiful, ‘Phey were foll of trimphant
Joy of life, but for rac—oh, I longad to
creep away into the darkness and be
at rest!

St I grew stronger slowly; and In
the springtime, when the roves held
high revet all over the land, and the

rather, to help us make them. e | alr was heavy with overwhelmning
drove and walked together, and wy | sweetness, Aunt Marlan brought me
aynt forgot her it was | } h to the lttle house in West

tose than half imaginary-~in the thou-
sand and onc small Intercsts and ex-
cltements he Lrought Into her quict
Tite.

And I? Ah, Rosalle, I loved him! I
Joved him from the first moment 1 ever
Jooked Into his trank brown eves, and
1 could but love him more with each
day that flew swittly past. Yes, that
winter was Indeed & wonderful one for
me.

T have sald that wo did not greatly
care for the people In our hogel: to tell
the truth theie were one o two among

Kensington, and all the dally anxieties
and worrles that made life o hard for
my widowed mother, with her too nu-
wicrous family of boys and girls—ot
whum I was the eldest.

But life appeaved to be somewhat
casler fov her than formerly, and it
was not long before 1 knew the rea-

n.

wNu; 1 had not been in the house an
hour before my rejoleing family com-
bined to sing the pralses of my
« friend "—as he h ad presumed to call
himselt—" that kind dMx, Tollard 1
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bator hnoaing how
b kept b well fafouned sbotter
than v nn aunt did and  nothing
could nole tow iy thin his to-
Nel and bt tai when the neas
was good  Oh poo dear Lattie, sou
deed A tortunat s ablt
Fortunate mather "
Yes v daal to hase won the e
of mich 4 good Kind man - Oh, | can
secat all © L am not blind, and nothing
nothing ~could have made e hap
et than this @

And 1 bad coie Bume W
1 have Wl vou befors how oot we
were on those  old days,  Rowsalle—
poota even than youn are nuw, <) you
Wwill not wonder (hat my position grew
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mote dfflenlt with each  week hat
passd M1 Tollard had done so wmwch
for us  finding (mploviient—roaliy  re-

wunaative employveont—for  the gitls,
helping the hovs to make & start In
Hie Qiranging maders with one or twa
of My muether’s most presung creditns
- ahe e owoman of ba ess,
poor mothar and  ail her efforts had
Bt enatt A her to heep elear of debt
1 a b lon to ha for my
Tealth not vet sufficlently res
estabhished  for wme  to resume  the
feaching, which ill-pald though it was,
had =0l b oen some small help to the
family finances

No T could do nothing nothng--
but the one thing they all lookea for
me to do, and against which my whole
nature revolted No, T could not marry
Mr Tollard That, too was fmpos-
sble, even more imposaible than all
the rest.

He behaved well {o me at that time,
and with a conskderation that my own
family did not always show, But then
—they know nothirg ahout coyrit T
could not vear to speak about him even
to my mother and though Aunt Mar-
fan may have suspected <omething of
the truth-—-indeed, she must have learn-
ed much while watching by me dur-
ing my {iliness, and listening to my
wandering talk—I knew she would not
yeveal my secrel, or <o much as ask
for a confidence 1 had not voluntarily
given her Thus I bore my trouble
n ailence, and only hoped MM Tollard
might presently grow weary of ug all,
and leate me to go on my lonely way
in peace

Ah, Rosalle, 1 httle knew the man
ot his Invincible pertinacity !

One day when I was feellng even
sadder and more depressed than usual
1 <hane A, for a wonder, to he alone
in the h e, but for the one small ser-
vant, and could therefore, for unce, re-
1ax the effort I constantly made to ap-
pear cheerful, and as though nothing
particular were the matter.

Thus Mr. Tollard found me.

One glance at my face, and the
studied reserve of menths was cast to
the iwinds. Hia opportunity, he
thought, had come.

“ Lottie.” he cried,

was

as now

was

“don’t send me

away ! Give me the right to comfort

you”
There was real sympathy in his
this

face and voice; In his own way
man cared for me, and T knew it. Had
e not proved it over and over again 7

! 1 coul. not repulse him just then; bet-

ter let him say what he had to say
and have done with' 1€,

But when he asked me to be his wife
1 could keep silence no longer. I must
put an end to this once and for all,

“No, not" Iexciaimed. “1I shall
never marry, never, until he—Captain
White—comes back. 1 am engaged
to hiin.”’

He started and looked at me earnest-
1y,

“1g it possible that you dow't know—
that you haven't hear—"

“He wax 1eported ‘ missing,’ T know,
but—""

“He Is dead, Lottie !
proof of it.”

“Dead ! Cyrll dead !

The floor seemed to rock beneath my
feet. 1 put out my hand to steady my-
self, and he caught It, and held it fast;
but I snatched it away, and sat down.
At that moment I shrank instinctive-
1y from him,

“ Yt was while you were 111" he went
on, speaking hurriedly. * 1t weas in all
the papers. Sur, v your aunt must
have seen It

* She mever told me. She cannot

ave known—Are you quite sure

1 have the paragraph here in my
pocketbook.” He took out a wllp of
newspaper, and gave it to me Theie X
read as one in a dream how the body
of Captain White, the officer avho had
been rteported missing” had been
found and brought ivto camp. There
was no longer any possibility of
doubt. He was dead—Cyril was dead.

“You are convinced 1 Mr, Tollard
asked at lensth, as I still stood therc
ataring at the paper with wide un-
seelng eyea, © You need no  further
proot 7"

His words scemed to come from a
long way off: I heard them, but they
had no mweaning for me, any more than
had the strange cagerness witk which
he spoke. 1 scarcely noticed it at the
time, but T remembered it afterwands,

Then all grew dark around me, and
i fall at his feet in a dead faint. That
was my only reply to his question,

T have simple
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THE NEW INGREPIENT IN

<RYCKMAN'S ROOTENAY GURES

(ures Rheumatism, Kiduey and Skin Biseases

Physicians use it daily 1n their practice
The general public swear by it.

King's Daughters, Hamlton, say: “No hesitation in rec mmending it. Knowit has cured a
terrible ease of Semtica, and othec cases of Rheumatism.”

dov. Thos. (ieoghegin, St. Peter’s Misston, Hamiten: +

the ~umoe hearty testimony of pamn 1emoved and health restored.

tev. Bugene Gioulx, Aielibishop's Paluce, Ottawa: “Miavel

and S Diseases which eame dneeily to mv notice.

Patrick Rvder, London, Ont.: “lad Rhemmatism thirty-six years but

drove it all out of my svstem.”
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Copy of above testimonials and others (sworn to) sent free on application.

;"\J. Mis. Maggie . leMurtin, Radenhurst St.,
l_’a; nay Cura” and nothmg else, 10stored my health.”
;5 HE W0
(%3 The longer you wait the worsa vou become, but as long
}g Just thinh, 4000 people cwred 1y Canada alone.
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“KOQOTENAY PILLS",

ness and Constipation. Insist upon Kootenay Pills.

There is no substitute for *Kootenay Cure” which contains the NEW INGREDIENT, and it
your druggist does not sell it send direct to

TR §. §. RYCKMAN MEDICING C0, Linited, HAMILTON, ONT.

PRICE $1.00 PER BOTTLE; 6 BOTTLES FOR 8$5.00 B

which contain the New Ingredient, a1s n sure cure for Headache, Billious-
Price 25¢, mailed to any addiess.

From persons interviewed I received

llous cwres affected in Rhuomatic
Puentv-mx peopls.”

Toronto: “Left side completely paralysed. “Koote-

LOST.
as 3ou have waited we ean cure you.

"Fwenty tive people.”

“Kootenay Cure”

It was the eve of the wedding day,
and he had come in 23 usual to spend
an hour with us, and to make some
final arrangements for the morrow.
Aunt Marlan was there, too; not
much to his satisfactlon—he h ad not
wished her to be asked to the wedding,
hut on that point my mother was ob-
durate.

The loud kunock of the postiaan
brought my younger brothers and sis-

IR RIS SR

“ Contradiction! 1 don’t under-
stand you,” he said.

“1 think you do” quletly. “I re-
member, ndw, seeily you with that
very paper in your hand. Captaln

White, it sald, was still missing, and
it was repocted that he was a prison-
er ‘The officer whose bod;” had been
1ought In was Lieut. C. Wright, and
(ke similarity of names had led fo the
mistake. Had I known that my niece
and Captain White were engaged 1

ters helter-skelter into the hall, let-
te; and parcels had been nf of
late, and, In their opinion, especlally
interesting.

“Here are ever so many for you,
Tottie!’ they cried, rushing back in

a body. “And one of them Is from
abroad Mind you don't tear the
stamp.”

“ From abroad 7" T took it In ai-
lence. The writing wag strange to
me; my hands trembled so that [
could hardly open the letter.

A blank sheet of paper, and In ft—a
bit of mimosa !

1 sprang to my feet, “ He ls allve !
elive ! T erled. ** Aunt Marlan—mother
~he i3 alive! He is coming back to
me !

“My chiid!
do you mean ?"

“Cyrfl ! Aunt Marian knows ! He
—t

Who s allve ? What

Nonsense " &fn  Tol-

broke Toughly In; He
strode forward, his face white Wwith
passion. “ Captain  White Is dead,
Lottle—you know it.”

“He 13 allve; he has sent me this
bit of mimosa as a token thut he is
coming back to me.”

“Allve 7
lard’s  volce

“ He is dead, I tell you, dead, and
you will marry me to-morrow.’”
“J cannot marry you now. I shall

never marry you. He i3 coming back
to me. You know I was engaged to
him first.”

*“ What is all thiz about ? Who
coming back 7"

** Cyrll, mother Aunt Marfan—"

“The girl I8 mad " Mr. Tollard ex-
aimed, ‘““t myself saw ithe mawn’s
death in the paper. I showed it to
her.”

“ And dfd you also show her the con-
tradiction that was published the next
day—for I think you saw that, too ?”

Aunt Marlan spoke Wwith a very sin-
rular emphasis, as Mr. Tollard’s face
grew 1lvid ag he heard her.

18

should inly have told her thls;
but I can quite understand that it
would not have seived your purpose
to do so.”

“ My dear Marian—" my mother be-
gan: but Aunt Marlan turnad to her
impatlently.

“You do not know this man, Agnes;
but I do—at least, I am beginning to;
and I am Yeginning to unjerstand a
great many other things as well—
things that puzzled me when I was In
France. 1 never liked the people In
the hotel, you will remember, Lottle,

N/ NI

her oflicious, prying ways; nothing
was safe from her—not even our let-
tera! She @id her best, Mr. Tollard,
but she was not a clever woman; aand
1£ I had been a lttle quicker to put
two and two  together--~— However,
there wlil be no wedding to-morrow,
‘and ail’s well that ends well.”™

And she was right,

That bit of mimosa had saved me,

When Cyril arrived a few days later
he had a long story to tell of captivity
and 1llness; but the voyage had done
wonders for him, and it was hard te
realize that he had becn carried on
board, too weak even to hold a pen.
“Scnd  him home—that's the one
chance,” hcd been the doctors' ver-
dlet; but for it—

©Oh, Rosalle! Rosalie! What do I
not owe to this bit of mimosa t

THngx 18 NoT & more dangerous class
of disorders than $hose wi affect the
breathing organs. Nullify this danger

and that woman With red hal
know the one I mean ?—oh, when you
were Il she drove me half mad with

Dr. A. W. CHASE

COMES TO THE AID OF

with Dr. Tmouas' Ectiorerc Om—s
of ack ledged effioacy. It
cures lameness snd soreness when ap-

plied extoroally, as well as swelled
?ﬂ;ﬂw ‘illll the back ; and, as anin.
0, posenases most substan.

tial claims to'pnhlio confidence,

“Welcome, little stranger,” as the
man sald whea he found half-a-sove-
relgn in the lining of an old walstcoat.

Catarrh
Sufferers

UVCCTSS in hfe is almost impossible for a
man with bad breath. Nobody wants to
do business with him, Nobody wants to

associate with lam,  He 1s handicapped every-
where, Oifensive breath comes from Catarrh;
soMetimes from Catarrhs of the Stomach, some.
times of the lungs, sometues of the head, nose,
and throat. 12 1s from Catarrh somewhere, and
Catarrh 15 another name for uncleanness.

Maoy men understand tais, and make every
etfort 10 cure 1t, but 1t is beyond the reach of
ordinary practice

o self.respecting man can ignore Catarrh,
If he has atin any form he makes constant etfort
to be rid of 1t

"There is something about the manner of life
and the chimate of Canada that seems to breed
diseases of the mucous memlrane, Medical
science crdunanly doesi't try to cure Catarrn;
1t “relieves™ it but Dr. Chase has been curing
Catarrh for over thirty years, and his name is

lessed by thousands who have shaken off the
grasp of this ms:dious disease.

Sold by all dealers, price 25 cents per box,
blower free.

His ) —"John, what makes
you stay down town so late at nights?”
inquired an angry wife o¢ her husband.
“ They're talkin’ war down town and
urge that I tell my experlence In the
last war as sort of pointers.” * But
in your sleep you say 'I'm in." What
does that mean ?" * Why, you Know,
if they'd ask me if 14 go to war agein,
of course I'd <ay that, wouldn't I,
darling " * Yes, dear, and then some-
times you #ay It’'s up to you."
asking questions of my company,”
“That's when I'm golng down the line
““But what do you mean when you say:
“It's open’ ?” “Do I say it loud ?
“* Yes, a llttle bit exclamatory.” ' Well,
that’s when the engagement opens up.”
“And If you keep talking about the
‘reds’ and ‘wvhites! vhat's that 27
“QOh, bless you, that's the colors of
the flag.” Well, don’t go to war, will
you, John 7 “ Unless my country de-
manids I, then—" The explanation ap-
peared to be satisfactor

" WANT
“"WORK —

And we are going
to have it if

GOOD WORK
and
LOW PRICES

L?al:egt Styleg
of ye
Jrinters’ Crt

A month later I wis d to
him, He knew that I Qid not love
nhim; that I only consented to marry
him for my mothet’s sale, and be-
cause he had promised (o be a true son
to her, = good brother to her other

children. Thus alone could I help
her.

We were to be married aimost im-
mediately. Mn  Tollard had walted

long for me; a month’s engagement,
he sald, would be long enough;. the
consideration he had hitherto shown
me had .now glven piace to u sirange
impatience.
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