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M C. CLARKE. L. D. 8 DENTIST—OF-
* FICE, 623; Maln Street up- . Teeth
xtracted mmﬁﬁg pain. oot up-stairs

J. A. MOCAUSLAND, DENTIST— ARTI-
ficial Tet h £ rom a single tooth to a full
set. Best sat, upper or lower, $15, Vitalized
Air for paiuless extraction of teeth. safe and
harmless. - Office, 572 Maln street, W innipeg

00D BOARD AND COMFOBTABLE
rooms at 8156 Main street, nesr%lr P. R.
Depot; meals at all hours, Good stabling &
mm‘gsv :Il{oom for farmers & om?ers coming to

DR. DALGLEISH, SURGEON DENTIST,

New York Graduate. Nitrous Oxide
Gasgiven for painless extraction. Office over
Whitehead’s Drux Store, 474 Main Street,
Hours-—-Day and Night. .

FOR SALE CHEAP

Amateur’s Portable Photographic 14 Plate
Camera [Lancas er’s bestll tiuit.e new,
stand, lamp, Leather satchel & all appliances,

k of Iastructions &c. or, What offers of
fufniture in exchange. A. E P., Northwest
Review Office.

DANIEL CAREY.

Barrister, Attorney, sillcltor and Netary
Public.

Commissioner for Quebec and Manitoba
25 LOMBA D STREET WINNIPEG.

DR. DUFRESNE,
Physician, Surgeen and Obm’-iclan‘
COR. MAIN AND MARKET 87T8.
Dpposite City Hall. Winnipeg. Man.

McPHILLIPS & WILKES,
Barristers, Attornevs, welicitors, | &e
Hargrave Block, 82 Main St,

+ G, MCPHILLIP#. -A. E. WILKES

BECK & McPHILLIPS

(Bucoessors to Royal & Prud’hommae)
Barristera. Attorneys, &e.
Solicitors for Le Credit Foncier Franco
Canadien.
OFFICE NEXT BANK OF MONTREAL.
WN.D: Beck, LL.B, A. E.McPhillips

M. CONWAY.

General Auctionser and Vainator

Reowms Cor Main & P,r;uo Aro.

Bales of Farniture, Horses' Implements
&c., every Friday at 2p.m. Country Sales of
Farm Stock, &c., promptly attended to. Cash
advanced on consignments of goods. Terms
liberal and all husiness. strictly confidential

McPHILLIPS BROS,,

Dominien Land Surveyors aud Civil
Engineers.

&. McPhillips, Frank McPkillips and R. C.
McPhillips.

ROOM 10 BIGGS BLOCK. WINNIPEG.

DHOTOGRARS:

TAKEN BY

HALL & LOWE

Are first-class in every respect. ,

461 MAIN STREET.

THE WINNIPEG

DRUG  HALL

Directly Opposite New Postoffice.

J. F.Howard ; Co

Successors to J. F. Caldwell & Co

CHEMISTS AND DROGGISTS

- TELEGRAPH-

+INSTITUTE,

'406 Main Street,|

N B . [, S,

Young men wighing to learn the Art will
find every convenience for teaching Railway
and Commercial Telegraphy, at the Winnis
peg Business College. We have at consider
able expense opened a Telegrabhic Depart-
ment, with' first class fnstruments, Train
Signals, etc., and are now ready to teach &
full course in Railway and Commercial
Telegraphy, Telegraphbic Book-keaping, etc.

Students may enler at any time, ’
ro?x‘x)::.l DAY AND NIGHT SCHOOL the year

For further particnlars apply to

* GEG. M- McCL.URG,
Principal of the Collego

—

LOVYES HARVESTING.

e ]

Nay, do not quarrel with the seasons, aear,
Nor make an enemy of friendly time.
The fruit and foliage of the falling year
Rival the huds and blossoms of its prime.
Is not the harvest moon as round and bright
Agthatto which the nightingales did sing?
And thou, that call’st thyself mv satellite,
Wilt seem in Autumn all thouart in inr ring,
When steadfast sunshine follows fitful rain,
And lzllet;mn the sickle where once passed the
ow,
Since texiader green hath grown to mellow
ain

8T
Lovethen will gather what it scattereth now,
And, like contented reaper, rest its head
upon the sheavas itelf hath harvested.

MERE SUZANNE

e———

By Katharine 8. Mucquoid.

Tt would be hard to say how many
times La Mere Suzanne had read that
lotter—first alond to JJules, and then
over and over to herself out in the gar-
den-plot, where an old gray-green pump
stood under the shade of a walnut tree -
She had less to do in Auguste’s absence’
and her thoughts were busier. She often.
wondered if hie got time to mend his:
stockings as she saton the edge of the
stone trough beside the pump, readihg:
and re-reading the precious letter: then:
she put it carefully in her pocket and:
went on knitting at the sat'of new stock-:
ings which she hoped he would come’
back before long and claim; for, indeed,’
Monsieur Haulard, the tailor, snd Clopin,:
the goaslpin‘g seedsman n the little’
town yonder, had greatly cheered J ules:
only last Saturdsy by telling him the
Emperor would soon drive the Prussians’
out of the country, and .that then the
newly-raised troops would be disbarded!
and the soldiers would return to thejr’
homes. . .

“The country has lost money enough,”
Monsieur Haulard said; it wlil not,
want to pay soldiers whom it “needs no;
longer.” So very few neighbors found
their way to the marais to see the lonely
couple, that the tailor’s and seedsman 's
wisdom had not been contradicted.

- Inonefield in the marais the grass
had grown high again. for 1t was Septem-
ber. There had been a good deal of
rain, and as the breeze swept over the
after crops the green looked “jntense’
aganst the gray of the wilow-trees. It was
a warm afternoon, and Mere Suzanne had
gone to the front door to cool her hot
face. She had been bent over the hearth
while she stirred the votaufeu. She
thought the tail glass looked so cool and
refreshing, What a cheering sight it
would be to Auguste, who was, perhaps,
at that very moment marching along 8
hot. dusty road! ‘ .

She sighed, and then she looked to-
wards the bridge. for she heard the click
of the little gate which led into the

- marais. Some one was coming down the

stony path of the bridge, some one who
wasshort, square,and red faced. This
personage wplked with a certain air of
gession, and no wonder, for he was
Docter Marbeuge, the owner of the cot-
tage and of the field in which it stood,
and not only was he the best doctor that
could be found between Rouen andHavre
bus he was also a most accoomplished
antiguary, 8 member of more than one
learned society, and an authority against
whose decision there could be no appea,
eitherin the matter of a Roman coin or
a prehistoric monolith. Suzanne ran
quickly indoors.
“It is thg doctor, Jules.” She looked

| around, arid seeing that all was neat and

m its place, she went to the door tore-
ceive the visitor. He nodded to her, but
it seems as if, instead of hastening for-
ward. he slackened his pace. Suzanne
put her band up over her eyes, and
thought how grave he looked as he cam
slowly towards her. '

«Good-dsy, Mere Suzanne,” he said;
‘and how 1s the good man, eh} No worse
than usual?” He smiled as he said this,
- #Come in, Monsieur }o Docteur, you
are welcome.” She stood aside to let him
pass. “Monsieur will find my man much
‘as he left him,except that Jules is weary-
ing for another letter from the dear
boy.” 4

The doctor went quickly by her into
the square, low rom. ’

u]s there fresh news, Monsieur, to-day
from the army?”

It was Jules who brok. silence, The

tshe could not speak—the, carteinty that
here was bad news kept h“\‘%upb and
motionless. o & ]

The doctor shook his squeré wgrivzled
head before he answered. »

§*Yes, my friend, there is fresh news,
and, I grieve to say, it js bad news. Our
troops have been'badly beaten, the Em-
peror and half the army are prisoners,
Land there has been great loss of life in
the battle.” o

“Holy Virgin!” Jules said,snd he bent
his head till it nearly touched i knees.

«Monsieur’—the doctor started at the
.sound of Suzanne’s yoice, it wse 80 feeble
—vtell me—tell us_you have brought
news of our boy.” : i

4Sit down. my good mother,” he said;
“you canmot think so well standing, and
I have to tell you something whiok re-
quires thinking over. Well, ‘then,”" he
went oz when she seated lerself, 4 re
ceived a letter just now fiom friend of
mine, an army surgeon’sho is st pre
sent at Bouilion; some gf the wounded
have been transporied‘fe the castle
$hére from Sedan, anq ﬁfi'ﬁend sends &
fnessage from Auguste Diftier, of Caude-
bec, who is smong theng,” * :

" He paused. Jules njoved restiessly.

«Mon Dien,” he m‘u-w, #it ig too
hard—the last and the faut of sll.” -

But Mere Suzanne neftiyér spoke nor
moved. .. - g -

«Tt is very sad fopr ',m.ﬂ»‘ﬁy;friandi,"?
the doctor said, “but 1" not tell you
it is the fortune of way, Ftmust -somafort
you to know that your §ej i 18 good
hands. Dr. Godefroi is dige of the olever-
est surgeons in the armi Atguse sends-
his love snd says that g e & Innd doe
tor and nurse. He hag,I'§  sOTTY 10 88y,
received & bayonet wougd in the- thigh.
Now you must tell me whiat 14 0 write
to him. & .

Suzanne unclasped ¥ ‘pands, and

‘raized her head; she safkied bt awake-
ned'from sleep, - G

‘How-far off is Bonifiéhymonsieur,’ she
said;

‘How far off’ . The doctor put: his
hand to his chin and looked down at the
floor. ' ‘Well, my good Suzanne it is
about one hundred mile# from Soissons to

it must be mope then one bundred and -
fifty.  Truly it is & long Way— yet, as

you see, the post travels the distance in

a fowhours, Ah! modern progress 18
marvellous,’

Suzapne aat counting her fingers.

‘Monsieur,” she said, timidly, ‘If 1 went
part of the way by raily and walked the
rest, do you think 1 could reach Bouillon
in five days,’ ‘ ‘

‘Walk,’ the doctor Jooked at her anx-
iously; he thought the shock must have
touched her byajn. ‘Why, Suzannd Did-
er, you have never Walked far in your
life. I have hesrd you 88¥ that Ville-
quier was quite a 1008 way off, and yet
the distance from the bouse to Ville-
quier is just two miles:  Walk, indeed!
You would fa)] down onthe high road be-
fore you reached Rouess’

‘But, monsieur,’ shd 8814, esrnesily, ‘ia
it not possible thato8r boy may not re-
cover, and that he is Wanting,me.’

The doctor shrugged his shoulders. It
was vasy to see that ber.words disturb-
ed him, and also that he was resolved
10 t0 be shaken from bis opinion,

‘What use could yéu be to mm? you
know nothing about wounds; and al-
though the poor 1ad's is an honorable
wouund—for it is pu,ig';,tha‘.t he came to
close quarters instead of running away
as 50 many of the ¢ wards did—yet at
thrust from g bayonet is aB t;gly disaster
and only the most .gkilifal  treatment
can be of service:

Suzanne's eyes bligg‘mned Wif-h qager
ness, aud s red flush on each heek.

*Monsieur is right—I 81 t00 ignoran
to help my boy. Thank God that hé is
in good hands. But, monsieur, the sight
of his old mother will cheer him.  Itis
necessary for me t0 8o’

‘ ice stady but tears
rolsi:fg gfff ll::: ':ithered' ycneeks', and
the doctor turned his head aside and
looked out of the window.

+ ‘Diable, he muttered, ‘what-am 1 to
say to her.. and yet she must not go to
.Bouillon.’ .

Suzanne stood patiently awaiting his

answer.

same quesation was on Suzanne's lips, but

. At last he-said:. ‘My good woman, how

;

Bouillon, but, from this place to Soisons |

can yougo? _You have no money 1 |ihe Dukesof Bouillon sud the Prince
spare, and it costs a good many francs to Bishops of Liege—are lying hundr,éd,s of
get 60 far as Sedan,and beyond that YOU | oieqners, many of them suffering tor-
have the diligence journey to Bouillon; | t1res from the wounds received n the
and even then how will you find yOUT | p150dy battle, Yes, there are hundreds
son.’ , of them up there. When the diligence
At this she raised her head, for it had | comes Rack this evening there will be
sunk on her breast while he spoke: Her ! pany inquiries about these suffe rers in
oyes were glazed with tears, but there the hospital in the castle of Bouillon.
was & hopeful tone in her voice. She| To-day there are only two ' passengers
had been thinking all this while, and |for the diligence— English tourists—one
whatshe had to de lay clearly before |of whom is curious to see the room in
her. " |the little inn at Bouillon +where the
‘Monsieur wiil say.l am obstinate; | French Emperor slept after he had
perhaps I am, but I cannot help it, Even | yjelded himeelf a prisoner. This traveller
if [ tried to stay here my feet would |is g small, fair, dapper man, o intent
carry me to Auguste. = There is a Jittle l-on the jourgey before him that he has
money put by;—it was for him, woll: | became 1mpatient of the delay in start
then, monsieur, 1 will use it for him; and |ing,
1t.momueur will be sc;l . good, if he will | - ““Come, come,” he calls out to the
give me & letter o ‘this Doctor Gode-| 44y er #how much longer are you  going
frei there's 1o fear but I shall getto| . .2 ¢ will get - hotter mstead of

my Auguste.’ cooler, i
, ; may friend, ,
“'l‘ll::xioeflf ﬂ;fm‘i round snd looked | * ry,q Griver opens first one eye ““‘?

then the other widely.

) ?
‘Women are strange creatures, he was| * 1,y rouple yourself, moneieur,

t'lfinking, 1 nev?r knov: this one had & we shall not start for ten minu‘es or 8o;

will of her omn tillmow.” - . but if monsieur likes to walk on, he will
"You are foolish as well as obstinate” I'tn  that the roadis shaded by trees,

He stopped and looked at Suzanne, but | yhen he has passed the battle field

'?’ sa® that hinm dt‘: ‘.not"mg."hl::rl' q willgoon,’ The dapper little man

41 suppowe you TWeAD to g0 WSHISr Ly pipy yiiit and hat steps briskly out

spproveornott - - : and putsup his sun-umbrells, Ho is

very

" She glanced at Jules, but hs tace mas cious to exhmine the battle-field
‘liidaen by his large bony hands. Mon-| ynd he pulls out a smart red note-book
pieur Maubeuge gneued ‘her  meéaning, | trom the breast of his oont, that he may
and he led the way into the DASSRES.|}aye it ready to record his impressions
‘Hhe shut the door after ber, and logked | thorin. o %
pleadingly into the doctor’s fromning | g other traveller is older and less
Taos. Ty . carefully dressed;_he does not follow his
‘Monsieur, T annot go if Jules is not | companion.. o ' :
wiiling, but I expeothe will bid me * fAre you coming.’ calls back the tour-
start at oﬁog, He s0 loves the boy, and |ist with thenovebook
he cunnot go himself—he is too stiff and| ‘No, says the other. °I would tather
lame, as monsieur knows. She waited, | goout of my way to avoid a battle-field.’
but no answer cama, ‘Wall, then, mon . ‘Youdon'taay so- [-think it most in-
sieur, it seems to me thatIcan get to | teresting. Well, you'll overtake me on
Yvetot in simefor the evening tmin to|thehill’ . . .. . . -

Rouen. Momieur Clopin will takke me | As the inquiring tourist passee up the
in his oart if I ask, him, and my cousin | stony street a small bent figure appears
at Rouen  will let me sleep at her house j on ‘the lower side of the Place. The
to-night; so if monsieur will be so good, | driver and conductor both look round at
1 would call presenily for the letter to the stooping woman: they consider that
Monsienr Godefroi.’ \ she is possibly a passenger. She is dress-
The doctor. whistled. ‘I could not ed in & rusty black gowa aud jacket;
have planned it out more quickly, he her white peassnt cap shows plainly
thought; ‘women are certainly uimble- under a shapeless bqnnet.7 : '
witted.  Well, wall! hasaid, ‘I will| ‘Good morning mother,’ says the con-
write the letter; but it is possible Jules ductor, then, as she Lmps slowly. aloug,
will not let you go. I hope he wont. he adds: ‘You are lame.  Are you going

Sho bont down and kissed his hand. | 714 b7 ';h“““? Aon..
‘Pardon me, monsieur, [ am grateful, but| P“:" old Suzanne courtseys. on-
1 must go; it seems to me that my boy | #ieut she says humbly, ‘will you have
k“p! a;king for his mother, and that the kindness to tell mehow farit is to.
already I ought to be on the road. May Bouiflon. 1s it a long walk’

1 come at six o'clock, Monsieur le Doc-| She raises her tired blue eyes to his
teur,’ face. Tne man whistles. ¢Too far to
He stared at her. ‘I suppose so” he walk.” he says—*‘over nineteen kilome-
said, doggedly; then ashe turned aw sy tres. Our diligence d""f‘h° distanoe i
he t’nuttorod: ’ Poor dear soul. The two hours and lh“ﬁ»ﬁbouﬂl the way is
most absurd proposal 1 ever .heard; but steep.” oL L
there is no use in going aginst instinct | Mere Suzanné sighs. She has walked

—we all know that.’ & good deal int these four days, but. she
. has slso paid many francs in rtailway
CHAPTER 1L eys, it seems to her thai Auguste

- mey feed the rest of her little atore.
" The sun shines down hotly on the| Her back' aches terribly, and her feet
round stones that pave the irregular|are lamed by the hot stony roads- and
stroets of bedan, and as the flies cluster| vy sheis not quite spent. Surely if
and buzz round the horses of t.he dili- | } o tries.she can walk some of these
gence these tormented creatures t0s8|pineteen kilometres, “How much is
their heads and switch their tails and|iye fare to Bouillon, monsieur’, She
stamp impatiently on the burning st0nes | geeq that it is really an omnibus—there
They étaud on the side of the Place near |;. n, coup in front. ndr are there avy
the bo.oking office, ready to start, bub| . .36 seats—it is perhaps less expen-
there is none of the gay bustle round | ioq 15 ride in than a diligence is,

the vehicle that one so often sees in &) wpwo francs,” he says carelessly, ‘It
foreign town. The driver leans against| . y5, jittle to ask, for the road is steep
a door post, examining the end ?f his | . 4 the horses do not like such hills in
whip, and the conductor looks T?J“t'ed hiot weather. Will you get in mother?
ashe stares down the street. e town . ) e
is silent, there mtfl';w nbabitants to be| Suaune shakes her heed. . “rwo
seen, and these go about their business m‘ncsi she says and then she smiles-
in as hushed & manner a8 if they had ‘Monsieur, I thank you, but I have not
jnst gome bach from & funeral, The! %° much to spare, 1 will walk on to
town-folk are usually light-hearted en- wards Bouillon.”. . ’
ough, and at another time both the dri- The man watohes ber limp up the
ver and zonductor would have been pla- | 8tonY street. ’

gued with witticiams abou one thing and | “The poor old creature has a husband
another; but to day is difterent. No one | OF & 0 in the hospital,” he says. Jo-
can tor a moment forget that up yonder seph, you might have taken her along
only a few hundreds yards away, is the for nothing” ' ‘
stretch of fields coyered With mounds,| ‘Disbley and why not?” Joseph an-
and only a few days ago red with the awers; ‘Why did yog not say so. What
blood of dead and dying Frenchmen. is the use of you if you csunot give me

And besides this, some miles away, 1n | the bénefit of your ideas.”

the gloomy old castle frdwning over the| . - -
Semois—once the dark stronghold ofl "

TO BE CONTINUED




