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CHAPTER IV.

Fhat nigHL uboliL twelve weock

witted
ser from
conducted 1o
Jemmned knight,
uack, the monk
«and the massive

of 4 wood fire, & wmall table and

Lrose aR the priest entered.

Tacn a Atrange thing eccuned.
fhe fwonk placed the lictle
ppon 1ia table.
slid

which  they

grace

The
the visitor silent and selt-composed.

John in I~y tones.
I had looked for w different kind

added with gentle sarcasa.

fwonk rrom Stanclagh Abbey was ad-
within the castle, with an or.
Bir Henry Stanclagh to bo
tho duugsons »f the con-
The heavy boit shot
enterad with « lamp
door Closed agaln. In
1he dungeons were the gluwing winbers

sude couch, from which the prizoner

lamp
Then two White,
shapely hands were rals:d Lo e eonl,
back wit: such
as never monk displayed In this
1ife, reveallng the pilo yet lovely faco
of Isabel, Countess of Westmorelands
prisoner Was amazed and silent;

wpo what am 1 indebied for the
Toner of thiz visit 7 finally asked Siv

confessor beneath & monic’s garb,” ho

what § might have been ts you—Iif only
¥ou had ashed me to (hoose and net L
you. 5 would have chosen you fn pres
Terc iy o the 1ed fosy, had you asked
v, L conld wot have done utherwlae”
Tor & moment Bie John Zeemed to
relent, und o wofter Hght came into
hix eyen  Thon the furking demon of
obduruey mized dim flereely again, and
hs gpoke almost horshly.

“I cannot do this—1 will not take
may Mfe at your hands—urge me no
mone

So saying, he turned from the plead.
ing woman and eated himself on the
side of his couch, and Tsabel knew that
a | the tirat of her plans had faied.

Thep her countenance changel ita
solinees and assumwed an exoression,
43 dogged and  determined as toe
Ladght's.

*Phen Aall T stay here* she said In
law. firm toney, “until--unth it i3 too
fato—=to hide my shame from my iathe
«r's househol 1

And, seeing Sl Johns disturbed
countenance, she laughed o low, soft
laugh of heartiest enjoyment. It wad
the first time she had been able to
pierce through tho knight's obdurate
armour.

-A pretty scandal jt wili make in my
fatbers house and at court when it
becomes known that the proud and
fmmaculate Countess of Westmoreland

B

of

“That you may oscape, sad Isabes,
whipping off the habit with such ajac-
riiy that it seemed to side from her

person.

“flere. quick I she went on, toging
the garments unceremuniously upon
the couch, “Don these; It 5 th fongest
nabit that could be found. When you
are ready, knock loudly thrice upon
the door and push through huriiedly.
that the warder may not have time to
give eyes to his prisoner, bhefure you
are well out of the castie. I led goad
PDickson & lively dance in winning hi-
ther; so, do not shame my play- Speed,
then, to the Abbey, where Abbot Am-

vigited Sir Jobn Stanley in his Jun-
geon and tarried with—"

regset” exolaimed Sir John. strangely
moved ot the daring yet set nurposs of
the woman stanamg before bim.

ato thing "

to it,” Tsabel returned, scarcely able to
keep the ring of triumph out ot ler
voice.

the digcarded habit, sald:

fore It be too late! That sleepy war-

sCeage, Isabel! TFor meroy's sake,

“You will not dare to do this desper-

Aye, this ard more, It you drive me

The knight sprang up and, seizing

~Pui tals thing on, and begone, ke-

brose awaits you.”

She spoke rapidly, not waiting for a

den may enter at any moment, and
vour falr name—oh, why did I rot
think of it before?”

weply:

Sir John did not stir, and there was
dead silence.

“Haste, ob, haste}” exclaimed Isa-
bel, exeltedly, “The time s fiying.”
“Yyhat meaneth this mummery ?"
asked gir John, almost steraly.

“Mummery 7" exalatr.ed Isabel, in
great surprise. “It i3 for you to do
the mummery mow. Don the habit
and-leave me your oloak. But do
haste, John 1" =

She was trembling row, and the tears
were gathening in both eyes and volce;
and Sir John had awaked to her pur-
pose. Admiration dwelt in his eves,
but there was  strange, perslstent
sadness and resolution in his volo.
“Igabel, it thie 48 my only means of
<scape, then I will remain here. I
will never eccept my life from the
hends of her who cast me off and con-
signed my heart to o lving death.”
{This was sweetest music ¢o the wo-
man’s ears; for it convinced her that
she still had power to move him. “But
you will—you will,” said she, confident-
1y, and, clasping hexr hands appealing-
1y, she edvanced towards him.

He folded his arms resolutely across
his breast, Isabel's face flushed and
her eyes flashed In the @/~ dight.,

“I ask nothing; I eeek nothing but
wour safety,” she sald humbly.

“And that I wiit not accept from
you,” was the, firm reply,

Isabel wrung her hands in despalr.
“Put on your borrowed garments
once more,” he continued, ‘and send
& monk to shrive me, You would not
have me die in my eins. This Is all
1 ask of you—ail you can do for me.
Imabel at him wonderingly. She
had not counted on meeling anything
ke In the castle hell her wo-
man’s keen intuition had told her that
he still loved her, She had ecen it in
his first unguarded look, But hissub-
sequent conduct had convinced her
that his love in its bitter Intensity and
unforgivaness, was akin to hate. That
4 her or receive her

But that
sccept life and freedom at her hands
and go to a sure and dreadful doom,
she had never for s moment contem=
plated. She was ataggered, crushed,
upon finding her purpose thus thwart-
ed. Yet, should he be saved, she
swore to herseld, ¢ it cost her life.
8he loved him fondly, madly, es she
2 hardly thought herself capable of
loving, Her pride, hier dortitude, her
consideration of self, went down before
his splendld daring of fate and death
dtself in her Yather's hall. What she
msked herself \ \id she ba in compari-
son with a cause—a lost cause, appar-
ently—for which he was still ready to
die the death ? For the first time, she
rightly understood what this fatal
party apirit of the times really meant
20 every brave amd cesolute kndght in
Enetand, When brother fought bro-
the: and son slew father, of what ac-
count was a weak woman's love ?
The minutes sped on, Yet, did she
4R her character of confemsor deem her-
welt safe from intrusfon. e man
betore her must be saved—saved in
apite of hirwelf—but how ? She would
dry another plan; if that failed, an-
other; and if that felled she had no

other,
“‘John,” she began, and now she was
‘woman—avery tone of her voice

‘ym"z‘ ‘passion, "
“You love me sill 7° Amnd she lald
her head ageinst his folded arms.
His frame for & moment trembled,
bt}'t his face grew stern and sef.
'You love me?”  Amd her tender
eyes sought his. ‘Answer.”
“Yes, I Jove you, Isabel."
The words dropped softly, lke dew

“Yet, strange as it mey appear, I
:::euy;x;um;“idc;nnot feel Indifter-
i Wo oouwld 1*
th 8 ot wigh, ) I e ended
“But you would not—wed me—now?"

g ered, fercely: and
moved as though he would shaks
he.tq touch, - o off

xnow > she mal
adty. why,” she 4, smiling

“It boots not,” he answered., sharp-
iy, as it afrald to hear the reason
stated,

“It ig because—I am the Countess of
“AWestmorelund, and no longar Tsabel
Stanslagh—is it not?"”

Yes; it you will have It so.”

“But it Is—it 187"

“Then, it in'

Isnbe] slghed aml atood defore Mm
in all her loveliness, her hands oclasp-
ing his folded arme. -

bel, cooliy seating Yerself on tho tiip-

anybody save yoursel.”

“Ah! Why not, indeed!™ replled Tsa-

ty couch. *“You have no thought for
“Isabel,” pleaded Sir Jobr ‘‘begone,
1 veseech you.

«Here I atay,” sald Isabel, resolutely.
2y lite Is not at stake.”

Ppis 1s madness, Isabell” exclaimed
the knight, and there was a softness,
nay, tenderness in his volce.

“Teue; but the madness ls yours,”
svas the calm response

“Byt, even 1t I escape—scandal will
find you out. The warder will have to
glve an account of his ward,” argue
the knight.

“I can toke care of myself,' replled
Irabel, confidently. “wien the time
comes the warden, who is none elga
than Dickon one of our trustlest re-
tainers, will have to report to My tath-
er, who, I know, will be secretly res
Jolced at your escape, and——"

“And then, Isabel?” questioned the
knight, seelng her hesitate.

“f shall have to confess,” said she,
with a laugh and & blush, “and to
fight It out with Her Grace the Quean.”
Sir John shook his head, &8 though
not, peraunded.

“Ihink you,” contlnued she, “that I
Isabel Stanelagh, Countess of West-
moreland, in my fether's castle, have
aught to dread from the frowns of &
foreign woman, though she be queen of
half the kingdom? Xas Margarel of
Anjon so many supporters that she
can afford to lose one such aw is Sir
‘Henry Stanelagh?”

Her cheeks were glowing, her eyes
fuil of love and triumph, At that mo-
ment Sir John Stanley's obstinate
apirit and pr'de went down ‘before her.
Tha magnetlsm of her presence, her
passion, her sacrifice of self, quite van«
quished hin, and, without another
word, he proceeded to effect the neces-

thou 1ot st we--4 qule] Longie”
Phis outlun bessned siplaous, far
Dickol 4 Ofied Yo be hoyond inteilig ut
speech,  WHR anothes groan he wnd
abut o retire, leaving the door vpuik
“The door, good Dickon—with boit
and bar, ' sguin orled hia fuly tor-
mentor.

Dickon turned and slammed the bolt
into 1ts sovact, and, with Inahels glee-
fal laugh ringing 1o his cary, departed
on N unwelcome mieslon,

Iu about an heur, spent by Inabel
wader the Knight's cloak—for the cell
wits not 100 warm—the bolt was once
more drawn, and 8ir Henry Stane-
lagl entered, the still perplezed ward=
en standing behind him.

* Cuine hFher, Dicken” safd Iibel
Ther turping to her astounded parent,
she continucd: ‘ Father, I wish to
uequit hunest Dickon of all knowledge
of ur part in Sir John Stanley’s vs-
PRy

Sir Henry wos too staggered  to
unoerstand everything at onve, and
lsoked past his danghter towards the
couch.

“What, 1o God's name, meaneth this,
Isabel?" he as~ed.
“He has escaped,” Tsabel ropilsd
simoply.

“Dickon, tell thy master what thou
km:wes‘—hut ncbody else, good Dick-
on'’

“May the devil take thar accursel
monki” quoth Dickon, In honest indig-
nation.

»3hame, Dickon!” exclaimed Isabel.
“1lust thou no mare regard for thy
master's deughter? Father, I yleld my=
8cif your prisvner.”t And this wiiful
woman flung her arns aiound the
good knight's neck, and kissed and
sugged him right heactily.

“Rut Jet us seek a fulrer dungeon,”
she sald.

gic Heary did not gpeak, but his
yerturbed countenance gntimated a
amind 4 at ease. In silence they left
the dungeon. *

On galning Isabel’s own chamber Sir
Henry sald, “Onco more, Isabel,
beseech thee, explain this unseemly
and dangerous business.”
“Unseemlyl’ exclaimed ¥sabe, with
a flash of her mother's spirit. “It 13
unseetnly, then, to save an old—
triend’s life?* And the blood rushed
to her cheeks. Then drawing hersell
up to her full helght and lovking at
her father ip the face, sho asked cold-
1y, “Am I to speak as your child, or
as—the Countess of Westmoreland?”
«Phou wayward wench, how canst
thou ask!” And in a moment Isabel
wag locked In her father's arms.
uFather,” sho sald, softly, *once 1
married to please you, I saved Sir
John Stanley's life—to please myaelt."

. . . . «
At an carly hour Sir Henry sought
the Queen’s apartmenty and craved
private audlence of her Majesty. The

interview took place in the very
chamber in which, six years before,
legh had been d

Isabel
by Lady Hetta, her mother, on the
charge of trifling with honest men's
affections; but the jueen now occu-
pled Sir Henry's seat of authority,
“How now, good 8ir Henry?”" began
Margaret lightly, "Wy this early
visit? And, why this gloomy brow in
presence of & victorious quven?”
“Alag, Madam!" came the reply, my
jooke but evidence the stite of my
mind, I have unpleasant tidings. Sir
John Stanley hath escaped from his
dungeon.”
~ont”

the apple v her vye, Lud touched and
chilivd Ty Brart.  Huthiess Cliffo. L&
erutl deed had peen a #ore griet wnid
shame to her,

As if unxious to hide her painful
emotions she stepped  forward aad
gracdously rabsed 1abel to ey teet,
saying: “Now that peace shall once
moro dczcend upon  our di¥tracted
pealm, We (ap il afferd to los e
fafrest flower of our court.”

Alas!  Poor gqueent Three mosnthl
foter Bdward, Duke of York, the fon
of Richard of York, who fell at Wake-
firld, was crowned King of England,
ani Margaret of Anjon and her son
were fugitived in tho land.

8ir John Bianley, a #harer in the
Yorkists triumph, wed Isabed, the
Countess ot Westmoreland, and, by his
great Influence at court, 82 ed Bir
Henry Flanelagh from the attainder
and o

THP BEND.

N
{RISH REGIMENTS AT THE FRONT
The folawing 18 an extract from a
Ictter recelved by the Rev. Mother
General Nazareth Iouse, Hammer-
smith, from the Sister Nuperlot, Naz-
aret house Kimbirley, dated May Bth,
1900
1 recuived your very kind leiter of
last mall, Manpy thanks to you and
those who sent the parcels of Gospels,
wgarles, ote. They were just in time,
as the chapiains, Fathers Matthew and
Cullin were golng to the front. I gave

theia & supply for the men. They had
Tnjy o short time to stay, Bs ey
were goitig on to Mafeking. They are
short ot horses and many hove to walk.
I: was edifying to see our Catholic
goldiers going to Holy Communion last
Sunday. The Bishop was quite touch-
ed. One poor man could not come to
the chureh, so he took the Blessed
@Gacrament to his rcom. Since then
the poor soul has passed away. He
dled of dysentery, He was the only
support of his aged tather and mother.
I have > convey the sad news to them
by this mall, His death was a holy
aud happy one, and qulte reslgned to
God’s Holy Will, The young Catholle
officer I told you of last week (from
Bedford) js obliged to return home;
his recent flness left him such &
+wieck. He was terribly disappointed
not to be altowed to go to the {ront.
He had two very severe attacks of
dysentery, aud it was marvellous how
ho recoversd. We understand the mill-
tory are not sent to the frunt afier
these attacks, Most of our wounded
have got well, some are gone to the
front or to Cape Town, The follow-
ing are still with us, but are leaving
finmediately, all better: From the Im-
perial Yeomanry: 7967, Sergt. F. Gib-
bon; 744, Priate C. Figsher; orderly who
helped to nurse Private E. Christer.
Some of their frlends may be writing
to you about them. Fever ls, unfor=
tunately, very prevalent in town. We
aant all the prayers you can get for
us that the children and ipmates may
bo preserved. It is wonderfil how we
escape and we so crowded, but as
“charity covereth a muititude of stns,”
1t preserves people from ills.

b d 8 and her
brow grew black and ominous with
passion.
fThen, d the fallen
ance of her host, her mood goftened,
and she spoke more gently.

“But, my loyal frlend and host, Sir
Henry Stanelagh, hath done his de-
voir—that I know'

“sye, madam,” sald the knight
more cheerfully, “His escape hath
deer: cunningly effected by the trick
of a t monk, who, having

sary and ble change of

“Igabel* he sald, and he hardly
knew his own volce, 80 soft and tender
it had grown. “If any harm befall
you on account of this mad adventure
1 shali never forgive myselt.” He was
standing quite close to her now, his
eyes looking straight Into hers, her
eautiful tace, shining with the light
of love as it had dozme in the arbor
of the Abbey garden. Yielding to «an
overpowering impuisc of tunderness,
he stratched out hils axms to clasp her
to hlm, but, with a quick, aglie move-
ment she had eluded him.

“No, 1o,” said this woman Of pur-
pose, “You do not uve me—you hate
me; you have said It Besldes, 1 came
—t0 save you—not to exch.nge endear-
ments with you

“I do love you, Isabel, I have never
ceased to love you, Bir John repiied,
honestly, though bis yolce expressed
grievous diseppolntment.

“Then, be gone, whilst yet there 18
ilme.”” So saylug she drew from the
folds of her robe & dagger, knocked
thrice vpon the dungeon door, thrust
the weapon Into his hand and hastily
stietched herself on the couch, draw-
Ing the knight's cloak over her shoutd-
ers,

“Take the lamp,” she

orders to shrine the prisoner, ex-
changed garmaonts with him-"”

I, 13 an old trick, Sir Henry, and
1 maarvet your warder could so easily
have Leen cozened.

Sir Henry did not share In the
queen’s wonder, but he deemed it
prudent not to say &0.

“But bring In this traitor monk, that
we may have speech with him, for,
assuredly, he shall not go unpunished.”
'he knight opened a door and Isabel,
arrayed in all the splendor of the

tand. eatered

< ot W

WWith hands clasped before her and
eyes downcast, she aiowly advanced
and stood sllentiy before the queen,
who, misconstiuing the cause ot her
entrance, thus accosted her:

“Gweet Countess, we are grateful for
your loving sattendance; but, for &
brief space, we would be alone.’
Then, turning to Sir Henry, she ask-
ed Impatiently, “But when comes this
caltift-monk?”

“I am he, your grace,” aald Isibel,
in low, but firm, audible tones.

The perplexed ous: Al ¥ pless-
ly trom daughter to tather, and & red
epot began to show on each of her
pai. cheeks.

“Jt i3 even &% llu salth, madam,”

“and stand to the door

1In & moment the door swung open,
and Sir John, with a murmw
« Benedicite,” quickly slipped through
and dlsappeared In company with the
warder.

—

CHAPTER V.

When stout Dickon entered Sir John
Stanley's dungeon and Dbeheld the
siately torm of the Countess of Weat-
moreland, standing in the weak rays
of early morning that stole through
the loop-hole of & Wwindow, it woutd
fiave been an essy task for his falr
prisoner to have overpowercd and left
him bound hand and foot. Instead of
dolng so she accosted him In the
blithest manner.

“Right glad am I to sce thine hon-
eat face, good Dickon.*"

Dickon rubbed his eyes and glared
at her in stup'd amazement.

wThis sombre den 1s scarcely meant
tor lady fair; 30, heste thes to Sir
Henry, thy master, and  bring him
thither with all speed”

wrne fowl fiend!” began Dickon,
finding his volce.

«Hugh! Dickon—thou art saylng thy
prayers backward,” interrupted the
countess.

“The T.ord ha'
Dickon,

“That is better—on us all, say I-—
amen,” ctled hin prisoner. “But, Dhe-

mercy!" groaned

1
The orderly who helped to surse Pri-
watc Mountain took enteric fever and
He leaves 8 wife and three
His name was Ray, of the
R.AM.C. We had a visit from Lord
and Lady Gresham. One of the Yeo-
manry whom we have here is & friend
of thelrs. They all say our louse is
the best altuated hospital In all Kim-
betley, and we have an immense num-
ber of visitors, We called at the camp
to see an invalld and ageln we met
Major Peard, the principal medical
ofticer. e invited us to his tent and
brought several of the officers to mee
us. We expressed great sympathy
with them on account of the many
inconvenlences they have to put up
with. AMongst other things we asked
them how they managed for light.
M'hey showed us two empty bottles
with candles. “These are our candle-
sticks,” they said, “but we really hope,
Sisters, you don’t think that we arank
the contents.” Of course we tald them
we were quita sure they siways
emptied the contents on the veldtl
This gave them a laugh, and one was
glad to see them laugh in the ratdst
of thelr privations. His Lordship
Bishop Gaughran says Mass for us
every Sunday morning at five o'cluek;
again st 8t. Mary's at 7, and preaches
once or twice. On week days he visits
three military hospitals (ours includ-
edj, hears confessions, inttructs the
scldlers, ete, The soldlers all 1tke him
\ery much, e s 8o kind to them. The
poos Boer prisoner whom I menticned
jas* week had a third operation yea-
torday. Our British soldiers and order-
lies are 80 good to him. It is touching
to see the men lifting him and dolng
all sorts of little aats of kindness to
alleviate his sufferings, and he 1s very
eful. I fear he will never get bet-

‘““Thou art he?” d the queen
slowly and In wonderment. “A bonny
monk thou wouldst be, I' faith, to
shrive a doomed manl"

No remark more fortunate for the
culprit could the queen have made.
For, as Margaret saw the rioh blood
tinge the falr cheeks, then mount and
spread, until forehead, temples and
neck were suffused with the warm,
generous flow, she realised that her
¢ruel shaft had sped home and her
woman's pity and sympathy overcome
the queenly feelings of chargrin and
resentment.

Slowly and With statcly srace the
downeast head was litted, untll Jea-
Dbel's flashing eyes mot unfiinchingly
these of the queen, and for a moment
the two women—<each regal in her way
—gazed at one another and—réad
each other's hearts.

Then Isabel sank to her knees, say-
ing, “I crave your grace's pardon:
mine be the penalty.”

“Nay, Isabel’ Med Margaret,
gently. “I think thou art punished
enough. Thy face dubs thee a true
Lancaster rose; even {f thoy heart
play thee false, And a Yorkist knight
more or less in this the day ot our
Aricmph boots but Hitle. What say
you, 8ir Henry?”

“Yr. trnth, madam,” repiled the good
kulght, “you know my opitdon. use“my

ch

“John, you Will do thle for me,” che
waid, pesdingly, “in remembrance ot

gone, honest Dickon. And, Dickon, a3

ter, so that Nagareth Fous2 will proe
ably have to take Him “for better,
{:)r Worpe,” unless somebody clalme

im.

A Slster in charge of one ol our
wvards writes:

Of tne patients We are now recelv-
ing very few are wounded. The ma-
jority are suffering from tever and
dysentery, The impression made on us
Dy all these poor men have suffered can
never ba effaced. Now we get some
help with the nursing from the Ambu-
1ence Corps, of which we are very
glad. What with the strain of the
slege and the nursing, we wers atratd
it woula tell on our small ataff of Sis-
ters. Now for names, allments 2nd
awheresbouts of the men Who were
under my oharge

1. Pitagerald, of the RH.A; sut-
fered from fever. Me s recovered, and
is gone to Cape Town.

2. Keohane (Welsh Regiment), two
bad wounds !n his right arm; was
welt enough to be removed to Cape
mown. I fear it Wil be s long time
1t ever, betore he will be it for sny
duty. H 3

8. Hempton (Nommmbeﬂand Fusl-
lers), fever, got Quite well and re-

Pt w10
i

tuting for the coming soazon.
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ed, "“mak’ it yersel’,” which I immedt-
ately dld, Although thg exhorbitant
pric. of butter made it scarce with
us, 1 managed to get enough for him.
e was too It to take much, but it did
me good to see how the poor fellow
enjoyed it; 2lt the time tryfng to im-
presc upon me how othen his mother
had made It for him. He got better
and left us, but had a second attack,
-and returmed to us looking dreadfully

an

6. Bartlett, RILA.; fever case. Like
the others, when convalescent, he was
0 anxioug to help, saying that as I
washed and mended hia clothes 50
well, “I know you will be Going the
same for the other chaps just come
in, We all iike to helpyou' Poor
follows they are all very YOung.
6. Sutherland (8cot Greys). He was
shet in the mouth, the lips cut teeth
knocked out, tongue plerced through;
thea the bullet lodged In his Jaw. e
marched two days and one night with-
out any dressing or remedy, He told
me that during that terrible Journcy
4 often dismounted to gather & hand-
tul of anything green to glve to his
horse. He Is a most kind-hearted fel-
low. When he came here he ‘brought
& dogen palirs of socks with him, and
before he was one day in the houre
he had glven away to his companions
the last pair. I found this out whea I
asked for his solled socks to get wash-~
ed; t> my astonishment 1 found he
had not one pair lett. He had also
acme calico for bandages, which he
gave to me to make bandkerchiets for
his compaalons who had none. The
amusing part is I had to supply him
with the above-mentioned articles. It
is very touching to zee with what
love and tenderness the wounded
render every iittle service to the more
suffering and less fortunate amongst
them. One would expect thic kindness
and thougbtfulness on the part of &
woman, but I declars I think these
poor men excel thee. A fortnight ago
Mc. Summerbell called fromn the camp.
In the course uf conversation I tound
I knew 30aa of his tamily, He was
wounded on the left shoulder, but ls
now able to use the right arm, and
expects to be soon called out on duty.
He s a Catholle, and an artlat, and
does war sketches. He was wounded
on Good Friday. Although we all dis-
1ike preaching, I could not refrain
fion saylng that a wound recelve on
that day must be a mark on God's
apecial love for nim. e was much
moved and sald, “Siater, I take it (rom(
the hand of God as such.”

R
A Suars Pt Bur Pownaron.—They
that jndg]e the powers of &
sizo, wonld consider P 0's .
{ablo Pills to be lackiog. It is a litlle
‘wonder among aﬂll. it lacks in

y. 'The reme-

turned to the front,

4, Casstesl (Scotchman), suffering
from faver. He soon detectsd my Scteh
accant, and the first thing he begsed

me to 40 for him wss to snake him
s hasin-of brose und Butter, and add-

Schmidt’s
Bakery

All our different depart-
ments in Bread, Cake and
Pastry are of the best quality
and prices to suit evesybody,

BREAD DEPARTNEENT—

s000 large loaves Home-
Made Bread at 6¢c a Jarge loaf
delivered over the counter.
. 32 different kinds, best qual-
ity, 6¢c a small loaf, delivered
to any part of the city.

CAKE DEPARTMENT—

5000 1bs. Sliced Cake at 2
lbs. for 1sc. Twenty-four
different other kinds, 10¢, 15¢,
20¢, 25¢, 30¢ and 4oc per Ib.

PASTRY DEPARTMENT—

Tartlets — Lemon, Rasp-
berry, besides 24 other differ-
ent kinds, at 1oc a dozen.

COOKE DEPARTMENT—

5000 dozen in 12 different
varieties at 15¢ a dozen.

SPECIAL—

Ice Cream Parlor.
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