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- » | P I will ul;\u‘\w always !hini{ (';”A
THE RECRUITlv\uu mother,” replied the young

By HENDRICK CONSCIENCE |

{man in a low tone; “and if 1 am

|
: {sad, and lose heart, then shall the

(CONTINUED.) l it

'iu.n'_‘rl.‘ of von support and eonsole

H

APTER 11 | for 1 feel to well Ih.'V! I shall
Pl hour for departure iv come. | be unhappy: 1 love you a)l too
Yonder, before the hats, stands afumieh
fine young man his-statf on h And, then, do not swear, my
houlder, and a bundle on his bacl m, and  Jead a profligate - life
Hi otice so quick and lively, | You will go to church regularly
now mmove slowly and heavily, b vill you not’ And as often as
face 15 enlin, and ything seems | possible, you will let us®know how

and |

to indicate in bhim a trangnil on are!  And ever Keep in mind
collected mind: but his heart beats [ that the most trifling news from
pick, end his breast heaves with | her ehild, makes a mother’s heart
repressed emotion ?:11!' Oh! every day will I pray
His mother holds one of  his{to your guardian angel, that he
hands in hers, and gverwhelms him fiay not forsake yon
with the tenderest expressions of The sweet tone of his mother's
\ the poor woman sheds no|voice moved the young umlul-w!‘)}.
tear, and |} ips tremble under j'w did not venture to look at her
'l‘;’ restraint I ‘\ puts on|so averpowering an emotion  did
hevsell to coneeal her grief.  She | her beaming maternal ghipee raise
mies on her n toconsole hinlin him at this solemn honr: he
but this forced and wmelancholy | listened to her with sunken head
sile is sudder than the bhitterest | His only reply was now aud then
lmentabion v tirmer pressuve of the hand, or a
I'he other widons endeavour deeper sivh, while Mother, dear
ing to consale the little boy, and [ mother!” . were th only words he
manke him believe that John will {could utter
oon come  baek avain: but the Silently they approach the eross
melancholy feclings with which, [road.  The old wan going on the

during  the ither side of the youth, snid to him,
had I«
hal

past year, his parent

oked forwavd to this day, | with an earnest voice

taught him to regard the de John, my son vou will 4]1‘.\“\‘1

a dveadiul ealamity Lduty, will you not, without mur-

el nothing could comfort him {muaring, and with pleasure?  Yon
The prandfather and Trien ar [ will obey your superiors; and if

‘ i [
within doors, making the last pre-|injustice is done you, bear it in

pavations Tor the” journey: they fsilence?  Be eourteons and oblig-
have cat a great hole in a lgaf of |ing to all; show good- will towards
bread and filled it with butter| every one, and what is given you

: { A
carrying this with then, they golto do, do .ur-vu;hi) Then will

out and stand beside the _\u:m,\;;ﬁwl aid you, and your superiors |
man "runl comrades love you
The stable is open, the ox turns|  Trien, her mother, and the hoy,
its hoad and looks with a sad ex. [are already kneeling on the grass
pression towards its master, utter gml'lu the linden tree, heside the
ing at interval ¢aclow and welan- [ hench, -and are engaged in prayer,
choly *sound Oune wight havelJohn has no time to reply to his
supposed  that  the  beast knew ',v_:l.nul\':nlulﬁ exhortations; his
what was going on rmutht-!‘ leads Wim to the hench
A\‘H i ready, and he is about to all kneel down and pray with up-
depart Alveady he has  fiewly ‘Hilml hands
pressed his mother's hand and :uI-E The wind sounds gently among

vanced a step; but he, pauses althe firs; the spring sun  beams
moment longer to cast a last look }n.i\wH.\ on the sandy highway
ol

humble

affection avound him on the [the birds overhead sing a joyful

cot where his eradle stood all in ecalm and solemn,

SONy
the heath, und the wood \\lvmw‘uul the pious whisperings of the

lue

and

had wandered when a ehild

[ praying family ascend audibly
Uy

on barren ficlds, which, | through the linden branches.

It

every eye is filled with tears, The

as a young man, he had -,u(l|‘tl‘l|| is over; all stand up, and
; |

made fraitful by his labour, Then |

|

by turns his glanee falls on all the | mother embraces her son with

objects which he loved, even on|bitter lamentation, and theugh the
the ox, his trusty friend ninnn;{wllv rs stand rveady to say the
many  hard. day's toil; he coversimelancholy farewell, she will not
his face with his hand lnvnnw-ul;'lwl her dear firsthorn go: again and |

the tears which voll over his cheeks, | again she kisses away the tears|

innudibly, “Farewell

he 1

the long hair from hi

and sighs
Now

back

{ from his cheeks, and atters unin-
aises his head ~«§|.~|l\‘-\it Higible words of love and sorrow
brow,| At last she sits down on the litt-
and walks fortlewith a determined | e bench exhausted and fainting,
i but still weeping.
AL follow himg for they, will not | .ln-hnlmklwl}'<-|||l|l:\<‘<'s||i~gl'.‘lln]-

leave him ye \ little farther on, | father and Trien's mother: with
there hangs under the linden-tree, | kindly foree soparates himself from

at the cross roads, an image of lhw“!vh little brother, who clung ery-

Virgin.  T'vien had hang it up |ing to his legs: once more presses
there on a beautiful May evening, | his mother to his breast, kisses her
and John had wade a beneh for H»m\\‘:nn] with a final adieu, hast- |
the knees at the foot of the tree.lens towards the village without |
\t “this sacred spot. where they !‘\wnl\nin_\_-' to look round, till he
daily  kueeled and prayed,” their|has turned the corner of the wood,
rembling lips were to pronounce [and is out of sight of his relations.
uransious adieu It was with difficulty that Trien,
Uhe huden-tree may now be seen 1 carrying the bread under her arm,
in the distane the spot whieh [was able to follow andovertake him.
15 Lo witness their fatal separation l For a long time both young
Flie young man slackens his pace ‘l""i'l“ stood beside ome another
while his amother, iu the midst of | without speaking: their hearts beat
tender - caresses, thus  a Hrmw.\"Ulivl\l‘\': a dark blush of modesty
him “suffused their<brow and cheeks
John, my_son, do not IIHI'_‘\’*"EK]H‘.\ did not venture to look at

what I have told you; at

all times | each other. Great’hour! in which
|

and [two human souls tremble in each

103}\«') s presence, with the conscious-

have God hefore your eyves,

never omit to say youw prayers

before lying down at night anllr\\ that a long-cherished and holy
do this, your heart |secret is about to be revealed.
pure:  but should it |

long as you

will remain

John took Trien’s hand shyly
happen that vou forget it on any |and timidly, as if to touch it were
oceasion, then think mext day on a ciime, and let it fall again as if

me on your mother, and again |it burnt him.

may you return to the right path,| After a pause, during which per-
fedt silence l'm*igned.\ he took her
hand again, and, in a tone unlike
his ordinary, sighed—

and be good; for he who thinkson
his mother and his God is strong
against all evil, my dear child.”
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! “T'rien, will you nat forget me?
| A flood of tears was the maiden’s
funly reply.

“Will ‘you wait till John comes
back from soldiering’” said the

“May he tak«

with him that one consolation at

young man again.

Jeast, that he may not die of grief?”
The

blue eyes, and gazed on him witl

maiden  raised her larg
a long sad look, penetrating hi
soul like a vy of fire, and filling
his heart with a blessedness hither
to unknowu to him :

He continues to stand there un
consciously: - how it happens Jie
knows not, but his burning lip*
have touched the young girls brow
As if territied, lie draws back and
There

maiden’s eounte

leans upon an oak befor
the

nance with the fire of modesty and

him  beams
bappiness; he lays his hand dpon
his heart, for he feels asif it would

break in pieces, so violent is it

beating Yet: an. indiseribable
smile plays upon his face, his eyes
~|u'n kle with a manly glow, proudly
and confidently he raises his head
a single glance from his beloved
seems to have infused into him a

giang's strenght and courage,

Behind the wood a well-known

voice ig heard; some one approaches

"<1'n7_fi'_f*f§m7rr~\' song, It is Charles

who is also to be a soldier, and is
now on his way to the village.

Trien makes great efforts to hide
her confusion, The surprise awakes
her out of her dreams: she casts a
hasty look on her friend, and urges
him to go, that Charles may not
overtake him, and that no strange
eye may perceive what has taken
place between them.

But Charles advances vapidly to
join  his fellow-traveller.  Trien
perceives it, and gays hastily:

“John, when you are gone I will
care for your mother, grandfather,
land little brother; T will gg behind
[the plough, as it is proper Isheuld
I do, and eare for the ox that it cgme
[to no harm. I am strong and
| healthy, and will manage so that
on your return you will find every-
thing as you left it.”
the

{young man, looking deeply into

“ Everything 7”7  repeated
| her eyes, “everything 7"
“Yes, everything: and I will not
[go to any merry-makings so long
i:n you are away, for without you
| I can have no pleasure in them..
1 But—you, too, must not dvink, nor
{take up with pretty girls, as that
| profligate smith talks about, for
[were I to learn that, T would soon
lie in the churchyard”
| this

John's

Just at moment Charles

| slaps shoulder with his
[heavy hand, while he sings, with
{ & tone of mock sadness:
“Alas, my love, T now from thee must part;
Must to the wars—ah, how it tears my-heart!
Farewell I~ forget me not "
| The young girl blushed deeply.
John, perceiving her perplexity,
|replied to his comrade’s jest in a

{caveless tone, and seizing him by

jthe arm, proceeded with him tof.

[the village, while Trien walked
|silently behind.

At last they reach the village.

[Before the “Crown” stand three
‘_\{:l—lll;_’ fellows with knapsacks on

their backs, waiting for John and
| Charles. !
| Every one is kissing parents and
friends. Trien alone kisses nobody;
| but-in the secret glance which she
exchanged with John as she gave
him the bread, lies an affecting
| utterance of the soul.
i The recruits set out towards the
city, Trien leaves the village with-
jout shedding a tear; but, behind
| the fir-wood, her heart is too full,
With her apron to her eyes she re-
{turns to the hut, where all would
| be empty but for memory, which
{fills up the gap caused by the de-
parture of the ®on and the lover.

| CHAPTER IIL

| On aclear day in August, Trien
| left the village on her way home,
{in high spirits; she seemed in great
haste, and happiness was painted
on her smiling countenance ; .1jj

{ wore has footsteps in the dusty sand !

f the highway, and now and tlwnl
e unintelligible sounds u.«mpc‘d!
from her panting breast as she |
talked with herself. !

In one hand, she held two great |
heets'of writing-paper, and in the |
other, a prepared quill, and a little
bottle of ink, which the parish-clerk ‘
had made her a presént of. |

On the way, pretty Kate the |
vooden-shoemaker'sdaughter,came |
inging out of a side-path, with a
bundle of clover on her head, and |
compelled her -friend to stop, by
calling out:

Ho there, Trien! where are you |
running with the paper? Why such |
haste 2 Is there a fire .'Iny»\'h\',rvf/‘
Tell me, how goes it with your|
John 7

“With onr John?" veplied Trien

that the Lord God alone knows,

Katie dear. Since he went away,
wehave heard from him nnl{\‘[ln'iw-,
that he It is |

half a year since a comrade |

is in good health.

now

from Turnheutz left a message

the

[from him tous at

|
| But it must be a difficult thing to|
send word, for he is somewhere |

llwA\'nlul Maestricht, and it isn’t
tevery day that an :uwplnintunw‘
comes from so great a distance to
{our quarter.” |
| “Can he not write, then, Trien?” |
“He used to be able to do so; i'urj

j\\ln-n we were little, and went to- |
: gether to school inLlu*[un'iﬁh-(‘]M'k'.ﬂI
”4';11\»- he once carried off the prize
[ for his writing.

But I daresay he
[ has forgotten it all, like me.”

‘ “What are you doing with the
‘ paper, then?”

! '\\'h_\', Kate, two months ago 1
:wn;_vht my old writingbook, and
{Lave been learning it all over anew;

and 1

write

wish to see now whether I
letter. Whether it
will suceeed or not, I cannot tell:

can a
have you ever written a letter in
your life Kate?”

o “No; but -1 many
letters read; for my brother, Dries,
wbo dwells in the city, writes
almost_every month to us.”

“What kind of a thing is a let-
ter” What is in it? Is it just the
same as if you were speaking to
some one?”’

have heard

“Save ye, Trien! that wonld be

a fine thing, indeed! It is always
full of compliments and big words,
which you could searcely upder-
stand.” /
“Ah! shall T ever
mahdge it rightly? But if I were

to write like this, for example:

Kate, how

"John, we are anxious, because we
If you
do not send us news quickly, your
mother will fall ill; and so férth:
he wiil understand that, won’t he?”

“Yes, you simple little, heart;
but that is no letter; e\'erybody
speaks that way—those who have
been taught, as well as those who
have not. .

do not know how you are,

Wait a momrent, — ay,
this is the way it always begins—
'Much-honoured parents,—Trembl-
ing, 1 take the pen into my hand
to — to, — now, I can't find ont
what comes next.”

“To—write!”

“Oh, you know more about it
than I' You think we very stupid.
That is bad of you, Trien.”

“But, Kate, what can you be
thinking-about? If he takes the
pen into his hand, he doesn’t do it
to spread a piece of bread and but-
ter. I can't help laughing at you.
I do not understand” why your
brother - Dries always ¢rembles
when he begins a letter. Writing
must surely be very difficult o him.
It is a bad thing, too: for when one
trembles, one never” writes well.”

“No, that is not it; but Dries
follows his own ways in the city,
and is always wanting fiioney, and
father+is so angry with him, and
that's why he trembles. But tell
me, Trien, how is your cow?”

“Pretty well, now. She has

has ecome through it safely, and is
almost herself again. We have

Crown'.|
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CALL-IN TO MY SHOWROOM
and look over the New

BRISCOE Special

the Car with the Half Million Dollar Motor.

The Price is within reach of everybody
wanting an up-tosdate Car.

I WILL GIVE YOU A DEMONSTRATION ANY TIME

Let me know your requirements
and I can supply your wants in anything gor the Farm,

My Morto: A SQUARE DEAL and SERVICE
at all times, DAY OR NIGHT.

THE HUMBOLDT MACHINE MAN
Main Street HUMBOLDT, SASK.

'We Have A Full Line Of PAINT

4 House paint —Implement paint— Floor paint—Wall paint— §
! Kalsomine — Floor Varnish—Linoleum Varnigh—Floor Wax
and all colours of Automobile Paint and Varnish
] in fact everything to brighten things up and make
them look like new. Call and see, and get colour cards.

= A full line of Drugs, Chemicals and Patent Medicines.

Marlatt’s Gall Stone Cure always onhand, also Ad-ler-i-ka.

I School Books and School Supplies in any Quantity.
< Large Assortment of Gramophones & Records

, Send us a trial order. Mail orders a speciality.
Write us in your own language.

W, § Barvagarten
2 Pharmac.Ehemist m Bruno,Sask.
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% For Wedding Gifts and Rings ;ﬁf
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E. Thornberg g%
Watchmaker and Jeweller 1'5}5

‘ S

, Issuer of Marriage Licenses. Main St., HUMBOLDT, SASK.
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¢ Fullness of Tone! Adaptibility! Beauty!

Let us explain, why these three outstanding qualities pro-
duce new and increased pleasure when you listen to the

MELOTONE

With the Melotone, the music of any Record is expressed most
harmoniously. @Pelicate upper tones which formerly were lost,
are now made audible by the sounding chamber, which is con-
 structed of wood on the principle of the violin.” The Melotone
is able to play all kinds of Records BETTER than other
Phonographs. The Melotone Factory in Winnipeg is the only one
in Western Canada. This Instrument is fast taking the lead
over all other phonographs and, as to construction, durability
and low price, it is now excelled by none. It offers the largest
selection of Records in Western Canada, at from 20 cts. upward.
¢ All instruments are guaranteed, and you get your money back
if not everything is as represented. - ; !

M.J. MEYERS Jeweler and Optician _ HUMBOLDT

66606000

You are safe in a threefold way, if you brin

cription to us: 1) We use for the prescription exactly what
the doctor prescribed, every article beirig of standard strength,
fresh and pure; 2) We gxamine and reexamine the preserip-
tion, whereby every erroras to drug or quantity is excluded;
3) We are satisfied with a reasonable profit and charge the
lowest prices for the best quality. These are three reasons
why you should buy from us. - A A
G.R. WATSON, H
DRUGGIST - 72e-

' your pres-

UMBOLDT, SASK.
; Sure  STATIONER

suffered mueh, poor thing; but she |1

1sold the calf to a

oy
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calf-—a dear li
Meanwhile
a few paces,
rection. %
«Well, a kir
family, Trien,”
walked away;'s
] your letter proj
] :Jlll' compliment
“Adieu till S

then I shall tel

got on with it. .

to your sister.”
Kate’s voice
the fir-wood ; ¥
she sang the bnr
May song:
+See! with wreath
The village May-p
And the boys and
Dancing round it 1
Up! maidens! seiz
Up! and join the g
Youth comes but o
Go with it dance a

Trien stood
beautiful voice |
away behind the
bounded along t
ping, half wal
reached her dwe

Here sat bot
table, and waijte
Trien's return. T
who had taken
m}h pushed his
cortains, that w
least, he might |
great work in wi
gaged. ”

So soon as th
appearance, the
. cleared off every!
the table, and w
the corner of thei
. “Come here, T
(on grandfather’s

convenient.”
. The girl seate
at the table, spre
' dnd then stuck t]
thoughtfully in h
Meanwhile the
| gndfather look
the liveliest curi
brother had spres
b on thie table, and
ther mouth and
what she would
b But Trien rose fro
3 little coffee-cup
Fpoured the ink
Linto it, and set
Where she kept
this way and th
| times,

b &t last sh a
ithe ink, and disy
write. After a fe
mised hor head, ar
b “Now, tell me,
Write 7"
~ Both widows loc
it one another, ¢
tick gmndfathef,
his head far
ain, and kept hi
 Ttien’s hand,
- Why, write )
el said the old
“tletter always be
 The maiden smil
@ ?;h, that were
bwe are all we
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