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very moderate prices.

We make a specialty of Electric Seal Coats, carefully 
made, good quality, at - - -, „ $25.00

We have thousands of these coats in stock, 
ready-made.

All our Furs are made with the greatest care from the choicest skins, as if made 
to order, and we spare nothing to attain perfection in style and finish.

This is how we can ensure entire 
satisfaction to all our clients.

Chas. Desjardins
485 St. Catherine Street East (Corner St Timothy)

amd I never have been!" said Kath
arine; decidedly.

•'Thank Heaven ! " said Mrs. Cayre; 
and she said to herself: "Now I oan 
keep my secret."
Katharine’s car came; she was glad

«Li? aÏ? nffair 1110 notes alone. 
What difference did it make now?

H M M
CHAPTER XXIV.—A Question ol 

Spelling.

"No," Katharine said, "no." She 
stood facing Mrs. Percival in her 
room at the hotel; she spoke firmly 
yet in that low tone which the care
ful cultivation of the nuns had given 
to her voice; and consequently Ka
tharine's "no" was deprived of all 
offence in Mrs. Percival's ears, for 
Mrs. Percival could forgive almost 
anything that was not ill-bred.

^ "My dear," Mrs. Percival urged, 
“you are doing a most foolish thing. 
You are throwing yourself away. 
You are rushing into poverty. I ad
mit that your aunt is a scheming, 
designing, underbred woman, but—”

“No word against my aunt, please, 
dear Mrs. Percival," said Katharine, 
"she is my uncle’s wife and she has 
been kind to me. I am grateful for 
your offer—1 am indeed, but I can
not accept it."

"Why not ?" Mrs. Percival leaned 
back in the large easy chair, which 
gave ttiie hotel room an unusual air 
of luxuriousnoss. “Why not ? Mr. 
Percival likes you; I like you. You 
have only to come to us. The ar
rangement oan easily be made with

weighed the two lives before her, and 
again she felt sure that the artificial 
life as she saw it in society would 
not suit her. She panted for fresh 
waters, she wanted to be free to 
live according to God’s will. And 
then the doubt arose—was it God's 
will that she should go out into 
the world, from riches to poverty ? 
She called to mind that our Lord 
was poor; she thought of the little 
house down town, «.nd of Mrs. 
Cayre’s face.

1 (To be continued. )
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CHAPTER XIII.—Continued.
A woman answered—a rather tall 

woman, neatly dressed in a gown of 
calico; Katharine’s quick glance 
read that she had once been beauti
ful, that she would be beautiful now, 
were it not for the lack of color and 
the careworn look of the face. Hair 
of a peculiar light color, between 
brown and grayish tint, was knot
ted at the back of the head. There 
was such a wealth of it; it escaped 
in a hundred tendrils about her 
neck; and it was the first feature 
that struck Katharine in the 
woman before her. Katharine had 
no need to tell her name. The wo
man's face changed at sight of her; 
it had been cold, white, almost 
«tern; it suddenly took on another 
look. A smile made fier face sunny 
Am* a moment.

"You are Miss O’Conor?"
“‘And you—and you?" began Ka

tharine, standing in the (boxlike nail 
and gazing earnestly at thô young 
woman. This was the face she .had 
*een at the carriage window, and she 
had seen it before that—somewhere— 
but where ?

"Oh, 1 am Mrs. Cayro—Jenny 
Mavridk's sister," said the woman 
heartily, as she led the way into a 
little cheery room.

Beyond Katharine could see the kit
chen. There was a glimmer of sunlight 
through yellow shades there, on tin 
and silver.' The dining-room »* as 
not so bright; it was by comparison 
in semi-gloom, but Katharine could 
make out an engraving of Murillo’s 
Immaculate Conception over the 
lounge, and see that the paper was 
of a soft and tasteful color. A table 
covered by a red cloth, stood nèar 
the window, on the sill of which a 
geranium Upheld early clusters 
against a dainty white curtain.

A crimson curtain separated this 
dining-room from another apartment, 
'which was doubtless the parlor. Ka

tharine took the chair which Mrs. 
Cay re offered with grace and kind-

LIVER COMPLAINT.
The liver is the largest gland in the body; its 

office is to take from the blood the properties 
which form bile When tu liver is torpid and 
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•tongue, bad taste in thejnorning. etc
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'Your sister has told you that I 
need a room.”

K‘Yes, ” answered the woman, “and 
I hope you will ^ike it here. It is 
far down town, but then the cars 
are so convenient. And if you write 
books, you know, it will not make 
much difference where you live.”

“Write books!” said Katherine in 
amazement. “Why, If I write a let- 
Ujr it is a great achievement for me. 
Who could have told you that?”

"Perhaps 11 must have misunder
stood after all. I think Jenny mere
ly said you* seemed clever enough, to 
write books."

"Jenny is kind," said Katharine, 
smiling. She looked into the bluish 
gray eyes of the woman; they were 
honest, merry eyes, with neither flat
tery nor satire in them.

"I shall look out for music 
pils."

"We are very poor, you know—and 
I do all the work myself; perhaps 
our ways will not suit you, though 
I should like to have you."

There was a cordial Tight in Mrs. 
Cayre’s eyes; and Katharine won
dered why she should show such in
terest.

"I am poor, too," said Katharine, 
"and I want to learn how to live 
within my means, and I hope you 
may teach me—bow pretty your pic
ture is—and everything seems nice— 
you don’t seem to be poor at all!"

"But we are," said Mrs Cayre, 
‘and it takes great planning to 
keep everything so neat, and I flat

ter myself it is neat. In the sum
mer we have a very pretty yard.
I hope you like flowers."

‘‘Indeed I do! But, if you will 
show me the room—"

Mrs. Cayre rose and led the way 
up a narrow staircase. She usher
ed Katharine into a square room, 
smelling of lavender. The paper on 
the walls was white with pink> gar
lands of rosebuds scattered over it; 
the counterpane on the bed was si
milarly decorated; the bureau and its 
glass were almost entirely draped 
with white muslin and pale pink 
ribbon. On the mantel-piece stood 
an image of the Blessed Virgin—a 
cheap plaster image, but in front 
of it were a few geraniums and 
sprig of mignonette*. The floor 
was painted white, a thick rug of 
artistically woven rags lying in 
front of the bed.

"It is very prebey! "
Mrs. Cayre’s face, which had worn 

a look of great anxiety, smiled.
"I arranged it myself—I painted the 

counterpane when I was too ill to do 
anything else, end, when I got bet
ter, I put those roses on the wall.
Tt is a tedious job, but 1 did

Katharine reflected, she was poor, 
and she must put up with some dis
comforts . There was a bathroom 
over the kitchen. Mrs. Cayre and 
her sister occupied the attic, and 
the back room could be rented by 
Katharine, too, if she wanted it. The 
terms seemed low to Katharine; she 
paid a m-opt-h in advance, and' then 
re-examined the room with interest 
and a feeling of possession. She ob
served two little blue shoes on the 
bureau, half hidden by the roses. 
She picked them up; they had been 
worn; the marks of the little toes 
were visible, and the heel in one 
was worn. Katharine involuntarily 
kissed them; she loved little child

ren even better than flowers.
She turned, to see tears in her 

companion’s eyes.
"Whose are these?" she adked. 
"Yours," whispered the woman in 

a broken voice. "Don’t you re
member ? Oh, do not speak to me 
—do not speak to me I 1 can never 
feel joy again! And yet you alone 
make it passible."

Katharine put down the shoes gent
ly among the flowers. She turned 
again to the woman. Was she mad? 
After all, perhaps it was unsafe to 
take this room in the house of an 
unknown person. The woman cover
ed her face with her hands.

"Ah, Miss O’Conor, I should be in 
despair if it were not for you. Yon 
gave me hope. Yuu could not save 
my little one’s life, but you saved 
its soul. It is now among those 
who are in the full presence of God."

Katharine was puzzled. The woman 
was sincere; her sobs attested that.
A light broke upon her; she recalled
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It is nothing when you get used 
to it," is a common expression which 
many seem to apply to attacks of 
biliousness.

Year after year they suffer frqm 
frequent spells of bilious headache, 
indigestion, constipation, followed by 
lodseness xof the bowels, dizziness, 
despondency and ill-temper, and the 
habit seems to have become so firm
ly established that they do not 
think of breaking the chains of bon
dage.

Why not make a break for liberty, 
health and happiness. Dr. Chase's 
Kidney-Liver Pills stand ready to 
help you. They have helped thous
ands under just such circumstances 
toj know again the joys of -healthful 
living.

Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills cure 
-biliousness by reason of their direct 
and specific action on the liver, caus
ing the bile to be properly filtered 
from the blood, where It acts as a 
poison, and passed into the intestines 
where it is necessary to aid diges
tion and regulate the action of the

By (his treatment, you not only 
obtain relief from the attack, but 
bring about lasting cure, and pre
vent kidney disease, which is the 
usual outcome of neglected biliovs-

Dr. Chase's Kidney Liver Pills, one 
2 cents a box. atdose allhot in
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the journey with, Mr. and Mre. Per- 
cival from the convent of Our Lady 
of -the Rosary, and the scene of -the 
baptism. So this was the mother ! 
Now she knew w-herô she had seen 
the face. No wonder that she had 
been ill, no wonder that she looked 
careworn.

“Ah, I remember,” said Katharine, 
‘and I thank God that He gave me 

the sweet privilege of helping that 
little child to its place near the Di
vine Infant. Surely it was a great 
privilege! And you -have l-oift your 
husband, too—poor dear!"

And Katharine' kissed her. Mrs. 
Cayre’s face hardened. ,

"My husband?—Oh, yes," she said, 
"I lost him."

There was silence. The softness and 
tenderness of the moment before was 
gone. There was a chill in the air. 
Mrs. Cayre averted her face from Ka
tharine, who went to the window to 
look at the dreary rows of brick 
houses opposite. How strange life 
seemed, how small the world ! And 
how helpfulness for one another 
makes hidden, golden chains through 
it all ! These thoughts ran through 
Katharine’s mind, though she was 
not given to such reflect]onsf 
. "I wiH come this afternoon," Ka
tharine said. Mrs. Cayre silently led 
her downstairs; there, with a cer
tain’pride, she drew aside the crim
son curtains and showed the parlor, 
a small, square room in semi-gloom, 
for the shutters were closed. Then' 
were prettily draped chairs, a small, 
ord-Jashioncd piano, a rug on the 
painted floor, and a few drawings 
on the, wall. Evidently people could 
be refined, even if they were poor; 
she had a peculiar satisfaction in the 
thought.

She gave her hand to Mrs. Cayre 
at the door.

"You will bo back to tea?" asked 
the latter wistfully. *>

“Ob, yes,” said 
is convenient."

“Jenny will be 
Mrs. Cayre, “she 
of her own age, i 
like you if you will 
your positions are so 

K atharine sroi led.
that; we must both 
glad she Hkes me." 
would ft be well to ask

IVchaps Mrs. Cayre divined her 
thought. As they wafted on the 
step for a car to come—Katharine 
had -one through a cross street to 
renc'< thq lawn—the woman said, 
timidly:

XViM .von let me ask a question?" 
Willingly," said Katharine.

leaped to be married—

to be married.

your aunt, and the thing done very 
quietly."

"It is very kind, Mrs. Percival," 
Katharine answered."I may say that, 
except uncle, I like you and Mr. IVr- 
cival -better than anyone I have met in 
the world. And I am sure tha-t I 
might learn to like you almost as 
well as Mother Ursula and the Sis
ters, if I know you better. But how 
could I live on your bounty? I have 
a sort of claim on my uncle because 
be is my uncle. But how could I 
live in idleness, supported by Mr. 
Percival. It would not do."

Idleness! " exclaimed Mrs. Perci
val, “What nonsense! You could 
answer my notes, arrange the flow
ers for dinner, see people when I am 
tired. Idleness !—why, Katharine, 
Mr. Percival would -keep you singing 
to him.”

"No," repeated Katharine. "It is 
bettor that I should -break loose from 
this kind of life. It is artificial; it 
does not do me any good; I was 
never intended for a ‘society girl’— 
never!"

"Why don’t you go into a convent, 
then," said Mrs. Percival, shortly.

“I have no vocation—I wish I -had.
I thought that you would be one 
of lih-e last people in the 'world to 
forget that tho religious life requires 
a very special vocation.”

"Perhaps I have forgotten it," said 
Mrs. Percival, with a sigh. '“I fear 
that this continual rush and bustle 
rubs the bloom off one’s religious 
impressions."

"I am afraid of that," said K!o- 
tiharine, eagerly. "It is really—"

"Oh, don’t preach," interrupted 
Mrs. Percival, petulantly. "I hate 
preaching from young girls. How 
can you defend yourself? How can 
you- explain your going off in this 
way? It will be hard enough to* 
cover up your running off from1 (your 
aunt's house without a chaperon as 
it is. You know very well that of 
late a chaperon is an absolute ne
cessity. It’s only to save you from 
your own imprudecne that I have 
come after you now.4*

I am grateful," answered Katha
rine, "very grateful. I can under
stand that a chaperon is a desirable 
thing in your set, but a working girl 
cannot afford a chaperon, and I 
prefer to be a working girl rather 
than a dependent. Let me go on— 
please! Suppose I lived with you 
in luxury—a time would come when 
I should have to look out for my. 
self—and then I should be unprepar
ed for it. My father came to this 
country and -he accepted the fact, 
did what -he could. And I am will
ing to do as he did. Mrs. Percival,
I will not be married f-or my uncle's 
money. And I am afraid of this life 
of 'society, ’ I might become—1

Like me—say it out, Katharine— 
you mean it."

Katharine turned away; she had 
not intended to say it. Mrs. Per
cival was silent for a time.

"There is not a girl in society who 
does not envy your opportunities, 
and yet you throw them away."

"Would you have me marry Lord 
Marchmonl?"

"And perhaps be a Duchf-ss some 
day."

"Good-bye, Mrs. Percival, -good
bye," Katharine said, kissing her.

If,” she added timidly, "you are 
ever ill and need me, you will find 
me a capital nurse—"

Oh," said Mrs. Percival, hiipati- 
vn-tly. "I am never -ill. Good-bye. 
But you have disappointed me, Ka
tharine O'Conor. And I am sure 
Mr. percival will be disappointed 

She went away. Katharine sat on 
tire bed and cried. It was hardest 
of all to know that Mr. Percival 
would be disappointed. Again she

Pink Pills Will
Care Rtaeamitism

Every Form of the Disease Yields to this 
Blood Building Remedy.

It is easy to make the statement 
that a medicine will cure rheuma/t- 
iam, but the rheumatic sufferer must 
have more than mere statements—he 
must -have both reasons and proof. 
Dr. Williams' Pink Pills cure all 
forms of rheumatism. Here is the 
reason: Rheumatislm is a disease of 
the blood. Every dose of Dr. Wil
liams’ Pink Pills actually make new, 
rich, red blood—This new blood 
drives out the poisonous acid, loos
ens the aching joints, and rheumat
ism is banished. Thousands have 
testified to the truth of these state
ments, and hem is further fresh proof 
Mr. Raoul Mon Li guy, of St. Jerome, 
Que., says: "For many years I was 
a victim of rheumatism and was al
most a cripple. My work made it 
necessary for me to be on my feet a 
good -bit of the day, but my Limbs 
became so swollen and the pain so 
agonizing that I was forced to stop 
work. I tried remedy after remedy 
but nothing gave me relief and I be
gan to think I would never get 
better. At last I was persuaded to 
try Dr. Williams' Pink Pills. In less 
than a month T noted a slight 
change in my condition. I continued 
the pills for three months and at 
the end of this time the swelling had 
disappeared; every pain and ache had 
left me and I felt better in every 
way. I was completely cured and 
once more able to go about my 
work) with ease. Dr. Williams' Pink 
Pills aro certainly worthy of all the 
praise I can give them."

Thousands write giving just as 
strong proof of the value of Dr. 
Williams' Pink Pills—not only as a 
cure for rheumatism, hut as a cure 
for all the ailments finding their root 
in bad blood, such as anaemia, -heart 
palpitation, indigestion, kidney 
trouble, headache and backache, dis
ordered nerves, etc. Dr. Williams' 
Pink Pills aro sold by medicine deal
ers or by mail at f>0 cents a box or 
six boxes for $2.50 from The Dr. 
Williams’ Medicine Oo., Brockville, 
Ont.

MORE THAN A MAN.
A German once fell from a 

burg-American liner intn tho 
and a sailor, seeing the accident' 
shouted:

"Man overboard ! "
The German, as soon as -he came 

up, yelled haughtily to the sailor :
"What do you mean with your 

'Man overboard?’ Graf Hertnorm 
von Pinkonstoin, Duke of Suabia arid 
Prince of the Holy Roman Empire, is 
overboard ! ' ’
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Don’t Condemn Yourself 
to Bright’s Disease
take gin pills now

Bright*! Disease claims Its thousands 
yearly solely because people won’t heed 
nature's warnings.

Pain In the back and constant head
aches mean Kidney Trouble. Swollen 
hands and ankles, and pain in the 
joints, mean Kidney Trouble. Frequent 
desire to urinate—urine hot and scald
ing—mean Kidney Trouble. Neglecting 
sick Kidneys means Bright’s Disease.

If you know your kidneys are affected 
—or if you suspect they are affected- 
give them the help they need—GIN 
PILLS. Taking GIN PtLLS regularly 
soothes the irritated, inflammed mem
branes—gives to the kidneys new 
strength—corrects every kiduey and 
bladder trouble

, ___ , . . NAPAtraa, May it, 1906.
I received the sample box of OIN PILLS 

and was K'eatly benefitied by them. Mr 
kidneys were in such bad condition I could 
not lift or stoop without erent pnin. In fact, 
they pained me nearly «m the time. I have 
taken three boxes, working i-ll the time at 
heavy work on the railroad,*ml did not lose a 
d»y- Frank Teumfkh.

And they are sold on a positive guar
antee that they will cure you- or money 
refunded. Put them to the test with 
the understanding that you must be 
cured or you get your money back.

So sure ore we that GIN PILLS are just 
what you need in your own case, that, 
we will send you a free snmple to try. 
Write, mentioning this paper, to the Bole 
Drug Co., Winnipeg.

50c. a bo*—6 boxes for $2.5a 89

A WASTED EFFORT.
"I think the baby has your badr, 

ma’am," said the nurse girl in her 
most flattering rone ami looking 
pleasantly at her mistress.

"Gracious," exclaimed the lady, 
glancing up from her novel, "nun 
into the nursery and take it away 
from him. What will that child 
do next?”

A Liniment for. the Logger.—Log
gers lead a Life wtveh exposes them 
vo many j erfls. V- »-nf1 c-vts -nd 
tn-uises cannot be altogether avoided

and in rh -i work, wheix> vxt end 
cold com! ned ere of dni! 
coughs ard coids hnd muscular pains 
cannot bj;t erism*. Dr.
Eelectric <H1 is kept do 
intelligent as a reed 
not only for many I 
a bon* and catf 
'’«siting I'tarit.


