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©bitc attenta Uback in hie chair with bis Angora inter
laced across his breast, gave her close 
attention.

When she finished he drew a quick 
breath and bent again over his desk.

“ You want me to suggest a magazine 
editor ?” he said brusquely.

“ Yes, yes, if you please.”
He drew a sheet of paper forward and 

wrote rapidly. Presently he looked up 
and handed the girl what he had written.

She read the letter aloud.
“ Dear John : Here Is a little space 

filler. It makes an unusual appeal to 
me because I have become interested 
in the author. Look it over yourself, 
boy, and let me know what you think of 
it. I want a dispassionate opinion and 
the usual rates. I have just asked the 
author's representative to be here in

How

“ 1 am sur» there is a better side to 
your character,” she went on. 44 They 
called you a mere machine. They 
said you had no imagination, no soul.”

Ho dropped the papers and drew 
back.

“ May I ask who told you this ?”
41 It seems to be a general impres

sion,” she replied. 44 They say you 
have a wonderful sense of proportion, 
an incisive judgment, a remarkable 
cleverness in reading character, a 
mind that is fortified against all man
ner of emergencies—but no romance, no 
heart.”

The editor drew back in his chair and 
started at his caller.

44 This is really interesting,” he said.
44 And it’s the general impression, is 
it ?”

44 Yes,” she nodded. 44 But I didn’t 
believe what they said. Not for a 
moment.

“ You are very kind,” he said. He 
suddenly smiled. 4* Do you know,” he 
added, 44 that 1 expected you would 
offer yourself as an exception to the 
general impression.”

141 have just credited you,” said the 
girl, 44 with cleverness in reading char
acter. Now I’m going to appeal to 
the better nature 1 know you possess.”

He shrugged his shoulders.
44 In my present occupation I have no 

use for any nature save the one 1 utilize 
daily.”

44 This,” a he a<tid, 44 should hu vc a 
tendency to keep that other and finer 
nature fresh and unspotted.”

44 Will you very kindly make your 
appeal and relievo any passing anxiety 
1 may be supposed to feel ?” he de- name 
manded famous magazines.

She nodded and leaned a little for- The girl stared at the letter for a "Thl. „ditor wrinkle,l hi» broad fore-
ward He noticed that her eye» were ^ne tî^Mcl she ahrugged moment. Then she stooped and picked head.
Ve--y|t concern, a story " she said her shoulders, a resolute look came into up the tinted slip of paper. It was a .. g0 there is no hopeless boy at the

U^Zk™heldLtit her face and she went down stairs with a checking ^ ^ ^ Mue eyc9 w.ndow ,n the sunshn.e ?

•‘We do not buy stories," he told 11 lator she waa at the editor's were wet when she looked up. The The editor nodded.
door at, exactly the same hour. This editor regarded her with a faint smile. , l ln glad of that,
time she did not attempt to dodge the -Quite satisfactory ?" he asked. The girl suddenly arose.
boy She put the letter back on his desk. “ I must go," she said abruptly.

“I have an appointment," she told lie saw that her hand trembled. | “ Wait.” He bent forward and put
b;m “ Yes, yes," she murmured, and her the check in her hand. This is your

eyes suddenly drooped. | check. Don’t leave it here. It repre- ..Well, the Dutchman will do 1" .aid
“ The boy should be pleased. sents a legitimate transaction. John Irishman
“ Yes.” ' Sidman always gets value received for the Irishman v,inderwoQter ,g also de_
“ If he writes anything else that is up his magazine dollars. There is m,,ral d ; Lid tb,. secretary,

to this standard bring it to me." question involved in that slip of paper. ^ Carney’U do I" said the Irish
Thank you," she said brokenly, and Take it away.

suddenly turned away. ! She drew back witn the check crum- .. "Mr. Carney died four years ago,"
He nodded sympathetically and bent pled in her hand. secretary,

over his work. “May I — may I hope, she stam- „ go t(,ey're all dead 1" says Pat.
“ Good-bye," he called to her. mered, " that you will forgive me . „ w ,d fz t)„ kind enough to tell me
She paused at the door with her hand He did not heed the appeal. whether me brother Mike Casey is mn-

the knob. Then she came back -So the boy at the window was the nin„ tbe furnace of the establishment In 
swiftly and stood by his desk. child of your imagination, eh ? He thif world or the nixt ?"

“ Sir," she said, “ I—-I can't go like b)oked at her thoughtfully. “ See here __
this 1" Jean Crosby," he briskly added, - this —uungross will never be corn-

might to make a very readable story. of women-
Put it together just as it happened. - she__Why do you think so ?
Then bring it to me «and 1 U send it on ||e_Qan yOU imagine a house full of 
to John Sidman. Good-bye. women with only one speaker ?

_ tone interests had betrayed to an 
rinollsii prison. I never saw him alter 
JuTdnv of his being put into the tower, 
jrL, that of his death." Wallace iu-

eiosed his eyes. At that hour he 
3*Uiooed to see me, and the boon was 
naatod. I went to him, and thon, with 
his dying breath, he spoke truths to

indeed * messengers from 
they taught me what I was, 

I might

a BCR UN, 
CANADASt. Jerome's College,

Commercial course -latest business college fddtum 
High School course - preparation 01 matricelatiee 
and professional studies. College or Arte «huw— 
preparations for degrees and seminaries. Natural 
Science course- -thoroughly eqiiinped eipe 
laboiatones. Critical English Literature 
special attention.
$130,00 per annum, 
particulars.

VJ

Established J$79
Whooping Cough, Croup, Bronchitis 

Cough, Grip, Asthma, Diphtheria
Crcsolenc Is a boon to Asthmatics

rst-class Usard and tuition oofty 
Send (or catalogue giving fell

REV. A. L. ZINGER, C. 1., President
lag •-Jme

^tiicfa were 
Seym ;
mi what 
Ihlward was then in t landers ; and 

brave Wallace, being triumphant 
la Scotland, and laying such a stress in 
vour negotiations for the return of 
Beuglas, the Southron cabinet agreed 
1* conecal his death, and by making bis 
name an instrument to oxelte your 
htnuw and fears, turn your anxiety for 
him te their own advantage."

A deep scarlet kindled over the face 
oj Brace. “ With what a race have I 
been so long connected V-what mean 
subterfuges, what dastardly conceits, 
fur the leaders of a great nation to

eg
He died.lie. Does it not seem more effective to breelbe m a 

remedy to cure disease of the breathing organs 
than in take the remedy into the sturnach I

it cures because lbe air rendered wrongly ante 
seotic is cairied over the diseased auria. e with 
every breath, giving prolonged and const 
ment. It is in valuable to mothers w 
children. ----------

Those of a consumptive Vf at
tendency find immediate 
relief from coughs or in- | 
fl lined conditions of

rA
ilb smallt
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ten days and receive your aqgwcr. 
goes the world with you ltegards to 
Mary and the girlie. Jim.”

She passed the shoot back to him.
44 Thank you, thank you,” she mur

mured.
He reached for the manuscript and 

glanced at it. ...•**
44 The author’s name',is Jean Crosby ?"
44 Yes.” »
He thrust the copy of the letter into a 

large envelope and wrote the address.
*4 Get it weighed in the office below 

and stamp it,” he said. 44 Come back in 
ten days. Good-bye.”

44 Thank you,” she murmured again 
to the door. “*Good-bye."
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gdopt l O King t" exclaimed he, turn- 
X to Baliol, ‘‘if you have errors te 
atone for, what then must tie the pen
alty of my sin, for holding so long with 
an enemy as vile as lie was ambitious?”

Baliol rose iu h;s bed. 44 Bruce,” 
near.” Ho

44 Well,” said the editor.44 what else ? ”
“I was so anxious to succeed,” said 

44 I had tried and failed. Ithe girl.
wàs discouraged. Then I thought of you 
and your influence. I knew there was 

chance of interesting you in the 
— j ordinary way. So 1 invented that

shameful appeal. I took the boy out of x^ucile, a carefully brought up little 
a story 1 had thought of writing. i<» girl of five years, returned from her first 

it seemed almost real. I have loved party in great glee. 441 was a good girl, 
him and cried over him ho often. And nmllimtt/’ st,v announced, 44 and talked 
1—basely used him to gain your help. nice all the time.” 44 Did you remember 
It was shameful ! to say something pleasant to Mrs. Town*

She looked away and brushed the geud ju8t hoforo leaving ?” the mother 
tears from her cheeks. asked. 44 Oh, yes, l did," was the en

thusiastic reply. 44 1 smiled and said 
*1 enjoyed myself, Mrs. Townsend. I 
had a lot better dinner than 1 thought 
I'd have.’ ”

of laughter by announcing in steuteriau 
tones, 4‘ His Remnants.”

antler Co..
Torontone#* Stwt

■aid he, “ approach me 
•keyed. The feeble monarch turned to 
vyalla,») : “ You have supported what
wjux my _
Htnigghtt for liberty ; put forth your 
band, and support its exiled sovereign 
in his last regal act.” Wallace raised 
the king, so as to enable him to assume 
a kneeling posture. Dizzy with the 
exertion, for a moment he rested on the 
*0elders of the chief ; and then look
ing up, he met the eye of Bruce gazing 
00 him with compassionate interest. 
The unhappy monarch stretched out 
his arms to heaven ; 44 May God pardon 
the injuries which my fatal ambition 
did you and yours ; the miseries I 
brought upon ray country ; and let your 
rt*»gn redeem my errors l May the 
spirit of wisdom bless you, my son !” 
His hands were now laid on the head of 
Bruoe, who sank on his knees before 
him. 44 Whatever rights I had to the 
crown of Scotland, by the worthlessness 
of my reign they are forfeited ; and I 
reeigu all unto you, even to the partici
pation of the mere title of king. It has 
been as the ghost of my former self- 

accusing spirit to me, but, 1 trust, 
an angel of light to you ; it will con
duct your people into all happiness !" 
Kxtiansted by his feelings, he sank into 
the arms of Wallace. Bruce, rising, 
poured a little balsam into the king’s 
mouth and he revived. As Wallace 
laid him back on his pillow, he gazed 
wistfully at him and grasping his hand, 
j,a»d in a low voice,44 How did l throw a 
blessing from me ! But in those days 
when I rejected your service at Dun
bar, I knew not the Almighty arm which 
brought the boy of Elleralieto save his 
country. 1 scorned the patriot tlame 
that spoke your mission ; and the 
mercy of heaven departed from me." 
Memory was now busy with the 
thoughts of Bruce ; and he retired to 
shod, unobserved, the tears he could 
not restrain. Wallace soon after saw 
the eye of the exhausted king close in 
his sleep ; and, cautious of awakening 
aim, he did not stir, but leaning against 
tho frame of the bed, was soon lost in as

no
lucilk’h compliment.

nnd turned 
His head was close to his papers. He 
did not look up.

As she passed into tho hall she 
glanced at the envelope. It bore the 

of the editor of one of the most

kingdom through its last addition, I enclose cur usual rates. 
And, Jim, don't lose sight of this Jean 
Crosby. I want to see something more 
from the same pen. Accept Mary’s re
gards. Your old friend John. 1\ S.—I 

going to crowd the story into our 
next month's issue."

TIIE DEPARTED.

An Irishman went into the firm of 
Scrubbs, Vanderwonter & Carney and 
asked to see Mr. Scrubbs.

Mr. Scrubbs is dead,” said the secre-

her.
44 Please wait,” she said. 44 There is 

something aside from the mere fact 
that there is a story. It is an inci
dental that will lappeal to you more 
than the story itself.” She hesitated. 
441 have a brother. He is an invalid. 
His—his months —perhaps his days— 
are numbered.” Was it fancy or did 
the blue eyes fill with tears ?

44 Then it is your brother who wrote 
the story ?”

44 Yes. It is his story. There is so 
little be can do, you know. He is get
ting more helpless every day. Yet he 
is always patient, always hopeful. And 
he loves to write. We have fixed up a 
little writing board across tho iront of 
his chair, and when he has his paper 
and his pencils he is quite contented. 
We wheel him to the big window in the 

and there he sits in the

44 Name, please ?"
44 Miss Crosby.”
He opened the door and she passed 

iu. The editor was alone and bending 
his desk in the same fashion, quite 

if he had not changed his position since 
she saw him last.

44 Good morning,” he said, 
down.”

She took the chair beside the desk 
and waited.

44 How is tho boy ?”
She started at the question.
44 No worse.”
44 Good. I have heard from my friend. 

Read that.” He thrust a letter into her 
hands and turned back to his work.

As she unfolded the sheet a tinted 
slip of paper fell to the floor. She let it 
lie there until she finished the letter.

“Dear old Jim : So glad to hear from 
you occasionally—even if it’s only a sor
did proposition that draws you out. 
I've read Jean Crosby’s story. First 1 
read it to myself. Then 1 took it home 
and read it to Mary. And it made 
Mary cry. Queer old humanity, isn’t it. 
Here is a jumble of familiar words, fash
ioned into familiar sentences away off 
there in yourWesteru town by a stranger's 
hand and brain, and when a hardened 
old magazine editor reads it aloud his 
wife cries. Of course I'll admit that l m 

impressive reader, Jim, and willing 
to enter the list at any time against 
Silas Wegg or any other master of the 
art, but that doesn't fully explain why I 
sniveled a snivel or two myself. Seri
ously, Jim, 4 The Fall of an Air Castle’ 
is a delightfully human little story, and 
I thank you for letting me have it. In

over

44 Sit

He looked up.
“ Why, what is wrong ?”
She caught her breath.
“ I—I have deceived you, sir !”
“Sit down," he quietly said. “Calm And he bent again over his papers, 

yourself and then tell me about it. w H Uo89 ln Cleveland Plain Dealer. . making a stab at it.
Don t hurry. , I

She looked at him appealingly. \ ------------ » ■»■»--------- “You’re rather a young man to be lett
“I am ashamed,” she said, “ashamed HUMOR in charK® of a dri‘s ^Vf®’ 8ald fche

and humbled.” . j WIT ANDHUMUK. fussy old gentleman. “Have you any
44 That requires explaining," he said. cardinal en.ioyh the story. diploma? ’

“Goon.” I fi. r, v “Why—er-uo, sir, replied the drug
“In the first place I—I can't take A little anecdote is told of the larih- clcrk; ««butyive have a preparation of

this” And she laid the check on his nal. and which he enjoys very much, says our own that's just as good.” 
uns. auu The Catholic Columbian, is to the effect

that a certain Washington lady gave Aq QId Acquaintance.—" OtBcer,’ 
him a reception at winch he was te meet u„, wbimaiL| tourist to the big
quite a distinguished companj. The „ „ who ,liid saved him from
lady had instructed the colored bull r P run oyer , . aIl autl,mobile, “you 
that when the Cardinal arrived he * vh'ractt,r in one of Kip-
should aimoimcehim as His Eminence. stories You've hoard of Kip-
In due time the Cardinal reached the "g s stories.
house and was ushered in by the colored ‘“«t. u said officer Hooligan,
man, who, in all the pomposity that one I g f Hoferuns ;l Chinese laundry 
of those colored butlers alone can show, ab(|ut'|our blneka from Where 1 live." 
threw the large party into convulsions

dining room 
sunshine—when the days are fine—close 
beside the window plants he loves and 
tends, and fashions the simple little 
stories that are at once his occupation 
and his delight.”

Her voice was low and full of tender- 
Her blue eyes swam in a cloudy 

mist. The editor saw the sick boy at 
tho window, his thin fingers busy, his 

a hopeful smile.

ness.

pale face lighted by 
44 Well.”
The girl had paused in her narrative.

She nodded at this reminder and re
sumed her story.

“ My brother's stories are all imagin
ative," she said. “ You see he has not 
been outside the house for five years.
And our life—there is just my mother 
and mo and Jean—is quite too simple to 
offer him any material. So he sits there 
with his fancies and his dreams, and out 
of them weaves his pretty stories, 
of them are too simple, no doubt, hut 
there .are a few that seem to us—to 
mother and to me—to be. worthy of a 
greater audience. There is one in par
ticular, “ The Fall of the Air Castle,” 
that we have persuaded Jean is worthy 
of publication. It required some argu
ment to do this, for Jean has written, 
you see, only to please himself. Then 1 
took the story and made a typewritten 
copy of it, and without saying anything 
further to Jean about it, sent it away.

The editor, leaning back in his roomy 
chair, nodded.

44 Audit came back ?”
44 It came back at once. It seemed to 

me that they took scarcely time to open 
tho envelope—much less to read the 
story. It came back with no comment.

SÆ- si£r,;u»irT'‘’ * ‘a,.i—.a. ~

k.ew better than to send iu my card. “You did not aim btgb.
1 waited outside in the hall until the ‘ 1( 1 ‘ .. ? »>rint __
„,y at the door went away for a mo- ^0." She hesitated again,
'srat, and then I came iu. „ j baT0 Illlt told IÙ111 of this disappoint-

.TV;V,;'.,»„ao„.u.„aaaaB™£ =*; ““ Kf® = t?"","
c. “rsrs .a£ £- "S 5

ads it quite impossible to handle knew it I m afraid he would write no
all the details connected with the more. lie is very sensitif y
production of tho p«ipcr. He . , 11 nninklv fall a nrev
wen Id have pointed out tho way te the life 'lls ml , . - tvne."
room occupied by the society editor--or to ”1‘“nl' yd a in aml the editor
^ M ,°,f th° hOU9Ch°ld nodded ^pathetfcaliy.

The girl Shook her pretty head^ “ fb"e “taid'jtmn'thaUt might be a
1 have found what 1 wanted, m(mtb before w0 heard from the maga

zine people. Before that month is tip 
something must be done." She looked 
at hint with a now expression. “ A dar
ing idea came to me yesterday. I de
termined to see you—to storm your san
ctum—to tell you Joan’s story — to ask

11 is voice had an unaccustomed gentle
ness when he spoke.

- In what way can I aid you ?
She clasped her hands.
“ I want you to pass judgment on the 

story and then tell me where to send it. 
Think what this may mean to my poor 
brother !"

The editor looked at ins watch.
" Have you tho manuscript here ?
“ Yes, yes."
“ How long will it take l 
“ Twenty minutes."
Shequickly drewthe typewritten copy 

from her shopping hag.
“I am waiting." .
She read the story very well. It ev -

dentlv was familiar to her. At times 
she looked up from the copy and repeat- 

two with her eyes on the 
The editor, sitting well

desk.
“ That seems a pity,” he said, 

me why you can’t take it.”
“ Because I—1 deceived you. Because 

Because I

44 Tell

tle**p a repose.
TO BB CONTINUED. I plaved upon your feelings, 

gained your sympathy by a cruel un- 
truth.”

44 Go on.”
“There is no sick boy. I—1 invented 

him. I have no brother. 1 am Jean 
Crosby. The story is mine.”

There was a little silence.

an

ONE WAY TO SUCCESS.
He didn’tThe editor looked up. 

loik up often. His work was of an on- 
character and ho was near 

This combination kept his
grossing 
sighted.
head bowed over his desk in a fashion 
tint was making him round-shouldered. 
The editor didn’t care about his per
sonal appearance. Otherwise the bend 
ia his tall figure might have worried EATON’S CATALOGUEhe saw that hisWhen ho looked up 

aller was a girl, a girl of twenty, blue 
eyed and nicely garbed.

“ How do you do?” said the girl in
demure way and in a pleasant voice.
‘‘ I a in reasonably well,” replied the 

e-ditor.
The girl came a little closer.

May 1 sit here ?”
As she spoke she took the chair beside 

his desk.
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FOR STYLEà
0,said composedly.

The editor took off his glasses and 
wiped them. It was another habit he 

. had, a habit that made itself noticeable 
when ho felt that his precious time 
being wasted.

Vorhaps you will state your busi
ness ?” he mildly suggested, the droop 
coming back into his shoulders again.

*' Of course,” said tho girl. She hesi
tated a moment. 44 It can’t all be told 
in a moment, you know. There is a— 
a story connected with it, and that takes 
time."

“ Try and condense it,” he said. His 
band toyed nervously with the papers on 
the desk.

“ Yes, I will,” she told him.
K as far as possible. In the first place 
1 ^ill tell you why I am here.”

1 Kindly break it to me in as few 
words as possible,” he cautioned her 
again.

She drew a

Every member of the family will be interested in our New Spring 
Catalogue. It contains many illustrations of just what is needed at 
this time of the year. On page 27 the suit illustrated here is described as 
J-4200. Then turn page after page and note the accurate descriptions, the 
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please yourself by supplying your wants from this catalogue.

\V;i

I I WRITE FOR THIS CATALOGUE TO-DAYJ II- That

WRITE FOR OUR

Wall Paper Catalogue
long breath.

“ Ï am here,” she said with grave 
formality, “ to appeal to your better 
mature.”

li What’s that?”
BHc did not heed him.

ed a line or 
editor's face.
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of (nrprise followed it 
startled Wallaie. fle 
l a young man sprae- 
it; joy danced in ,.,,4 
ejaculations, Wallace' 
un the two friends, as 
o each other’s

I

. , an»8.
spoke in their native 

>eople who could uotbe 
erstand them, t he aged 
ed his moans. Wallace 
5 manner of his r. ueon. 
man, and his belief that 
red in his mind, drew 
I, and offered him 
»n which the. woman
invalid drank it, and 
r first on Wallace, and 

“Pierce, withdraw," 
» attendant. The man 
iwu by me, noble friends, 
read a lesson, which I 
your hearts!” Wallace 
le his friend seated Uni- 

,» The old woman, per-
ng extraordinary in the 
the bruised stranger, 
going to reveal 

his mind, and also witli-

hat my intellects ire in. 
î, turning to Wallace, 
ressed you as one of the 
1 Those jewelled lilies 
plmet led me into the 
r before saw 
1er than a prince of the 
iik not, brave man, 1 ré
sinée I have discovered 
lot of tbe race of Philip, 
‘maciated form, and ho
ses of all earthly grand- > 
Isied hand once held a 
a hollow temples were 
ith a crown ! He that 
lowed as the source of 
fountain of prosperity, 

its at his feet, and 
9 side, would now be left 
pre it not for these few 
its who, in spite vf all 
preserved their alleg- 

nd. Look on me, chiefs, 
im who was the King of

[deration, both Wallace 
Tuck with surprise and 
< meeting their ancient 
d to such misery, with 
lowed their heads to him 
f reverence. The action 
le heart of Baliol ; for 
meeting and matnal ex- 

he two Wends, he n ccg- 
I» presence he lay, he re- 
t, by his base submissions 
luded the grandsire of 
rown, and when he looked 
who had preserved him 
«ta of hie accident, aid 
to a shelter from the 

te night, his conscience 
him, for, from the hour of 
;<) that of his downfall, ho 
tecuted the family of Wal- 
I denied them tbe right of 
r swords in defence of 
e caught the hand of 
sat nearest to him, and, 
it the other to Wallace,
I have not deserved this 
n either of you. Perhaps 
the only men now living 

greatly injured ; and you, 
four poor attendants, are 
only men existing who 

ssionate my misfortunes !" 
e lessons, iking,” returned 
i fit you for a bett 
n my eyes, did the desern- 
cander seem so worthy of 

The grateful monarch 
hand. Bruce continued to 
ti with a thousand awful 
aliol read in his counten- 
leetlons which chained his 
ehold, how low is laid the 
)f your grandfather 1" ex- 

44 I compassed a throne1 1 
. I mistook the robes, the 
;he kingly dignity. I bar
berries of my country for 
new not how to wear ; and 
s trafficker not only re
nt repaid me with a prison, 
all the Scottish lords that 
ward’s court came to bcl
ient of sorrow from their 
larch. Lonely I lived, for 
even deprived me of the 
seeing ray fellow prisoner 
s ; he whom attachment to

er crown.

is a Cold 
to be Cured

s reached the chest, is- 
g into bronchitis and threat* 
ome pneumonia.;
time for delay or experi- 
It's time to use Dr. Chase s 
Linseed and Turpentine, 
no bad that there is not more 
Fering associated with a cold, 
re would be less tendency to 
tment.
lly and stealthily does a cold 
ts simpler form of a cold in 
X) inflammation of the bron- 
and then on to the lungs 
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reakened there is every rea
ct that a cold will end seri-
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id surest treatment for coughs 
:hat we have ever been able 
25cts. a bottle, at all dealers, 
on, Bates & Co., Toronto.
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