
I “ that he will meet me hereafter, and shan't pass nor another night come on 
I still less hope that 1 shall meet him. j till I make out how it came into the

j I What 1 have done I have done, and priest's hands, and whit puzzles me;
I what 1 have Wiiiu-n 1 hive wFlleii ; mure, how it can ilia' ;.v gave il to 

and f,l“l though my eyes became, a t ain- | me. lie knew me somehow, but, she
tain, they must ache in vain over a : added, smiling, “lie'll n.-t know me to- j
blighted existence. Who: 1 have lost day, I promise. lie may ho at home 
can never come hack, and all tny sor- by 1 o’clock. ' |
row must be idle as the wail of an 
orphan—

HER TWO TRIALS.
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pain, seemed so cruel. All that the 
cook related might, after all, he only 
the vagaries of a suspicious mind 
which had been too ready to build huge 
piles of evidence on slightest found* 
tions ; but 1’iowden’s Inexplicable look 
of the morning rose before her ; as if 
to strengthen the testimony just given.

There was something, nay, there 
was a good deal, in what Ilanuah 
Moore had just told, and there was 
much in that appalling look.

Did it mean that he had been hunt-

hall that Mr. Hubert’s 
and in a little while 

It was

I waited in t10 
room opens t'om*
I heard some 0,10 coming up • 
so dark 1 knev I couldn't be seen, and 
I thought it vould be better to stay 
there "ill wh-ever it was shouldP*1*' 
for fear it mi ht seem queer to f ad me 
in that place at such a time. I could 
tell by the <‘Utid of the steps thus 
were two po'sona coming up, and by 
the rustling d. a dress that one of them 
auvway, was1 woman ; I heard whis
pering, but I (puldn't understand what 
was said, till tlf.v came so close that it 
was only by wed,'tug myself into the 
niche in the wall,that I saved myself 
from being found <yit, and then I heard 
one of them whisper :

“ ‘ Don’t ask me what has hap-

HY TUI’. REV. DENIS NAVG11TUN, S.

It was midway between Great 
Little Christinas, with snow on the 
ground and bright stars shining out ot 
a clear sky. One of the countless 
clocks of Ed in boro Town had just 
struck 9, when a timid and falter 
ing knock was heard at the door ol 
Father Grosveuor s presbytery. Many 
a knock came to that door. Night 
after night the poor used to come to
get comfort or to take the pledge, or I She reached home after a little time 
to ask advice, or to complain. And it I and went immediately to her room, 
must be confessed that the chief de- 1 “ Please, " she said to the maid who
light of the saintly and—though still I opened the door, “please, Bertha, I 
young—venerable looking priest was I have not been well Would you let 
to hear that knocker going, much I me have tea in my room, and 1 shall 
trouble as it brought on him from I not have to trouble you more. ' 
within as well as from without. His I “Certainly, miss ; you never 
servants were continually leaving him I trouble.
on account of it, and even his old I lier little repast soon served and 
Aberdeenshire house-keeper, who had 1 sooner over, the poor girl, drawing a,i 
been with him since he began life, I arm chair in front of a bright lire, 
every three months regularly, and I sat down before it, somewhat less sad, 
occasionally besides, gave him notice | but more than usually pensive, 
in her own vernacular, that she was 
“ gawu to quit.”

However, like Andrew Fairservice I One link to hell is broken, but wha: is 
in “ Bob Roy,” who had been “ Hitting I that to those that are chained by so 
every term for lour and twenty years,” I many ? It was good of the Father to 
she never could make up her mind to I tell me that I looked out of place

I amongst the miserable, and to force 
“ Well, Bridget,” said Father I upon me the first holy thing I have had 

Grosveuor, “someone wants me, I | for many a day. What is it, 1 won- 
think ?”

“Yes,” she answered, “ they ave I She took the medal from her pocket 
come when I’m sitting down to my tea; I and looked at it earnestly a minute or 
and between the ki.chen and the ha’, | two. 
it’s na muck le rest they gie me. It’s 
Breedget here, and Breedget there, an' I it is.

only just fit for the Kingdom of I and with a slight tremble of the hand 
Glory.” I she laid it down. “ God help me, that s

“I know you are overworked, I enough of it. Twas a strange present 
Bridget,” mildly replied the Father, | for mo, and not a kind one/' she said, 
whom experience had taught to quell 
the rising storm.

She then put her hand under her pil : 
low, and, taking out the innocent cause \ 
of her trouble, pressed it to her lips.

“ There," she said, “ there's for the 
day that can never return. And 
there's for one whose heart I have 
broken. ”

“ ‘ Though pour like a river 
My tears without number, 

The buried can never 
Awake from its slumber." ”ing Hubert to his doom, that his pas

sionate avowal of love to her, his affec
tion for Hubert, his expressed deter
mination to save him, were but so 
many masks to hide his base object — 
was it possible that he had been work
ing with “Koquelare ?” At that stage 
of her wild conjectures there swept into 
her soul such a Hoed of bitterness as she 
had experienced never before even in 
her moments of sharpest agony.

Trust betrayed ; and such a trust ! 
Winning friendship and affection only 
that he might effect a base purpose — 
truly in the past hour, the world had 
turned upside down to her and left her 
drifting hopelessly out to an unknown, 
bleak shore.

Hardest of all was the search for her 
own line of conduct, amid so much 
broken trust and cruel deception. 
Since Hubert’s arrest she had clung to 
Plowden as the one mutual friend 
whose legal skill, whose powerful in
fluence was to bring some degree of 
light out of the great darkness. Now, 
if this was to be no more, if she must 
discard him herself, and warn Hubert 
against him, what would be left ? 
Nothing ; no one—for in all the vast 
city Margaret could think of no friend 

I whose influence would assist in this 
j case, or whose sympathy could support 

. . ,T tt, * her, and amid Hubert’s friends there«range, or to suspect Mr . Huber ' possessed the skill, or
hadn c left home at all—you looked at 1 r
me, and somehow in a minute, it all 
came into my mind. I know then 
that one of the whispering voices was 
Mr. Hubert’s ; that what had happened 
was this murder, and that you knew all 
about it. But I d have cut my tongue 
out before I’d have told it there, or 
told it anywhere. My heart ached for 
you. and many a time since, when I’ve 
seen you sad and sick, and heard the 
rest of the help remarking on the ill 
looks of yourself and your cousin, I 
knew it was the secret that was killing 
you both.

And all her mother can.6 into her eye?, 
And gave her up to tears. IFF“And there, tor iny dear Uncle Rich

ard, who gave me my first Communion 
and hung you round my neck in the 
old chapel on the hill, 
long, long pause, as if she feared to 
say it : “ There’s lor the feet of mv 
Lord. Whoso face I shall never see.

.4. l.</fufv

DISEASED LUNGSAnd aller apeued.
1 ■ They passed <P> 

door softly opened iud closed, 
back 10 my own roon, thinking queer 
things of what I had heard, and dream
ing of it when I went o sleep. I didn't 
speak of it next dev, pr I feared you'd 
hear it, and that parhap you wouldn't be
lieve how I came to to listening at such 
a time of the night. Afterwards, when 
we came to know -hat yoXwere held 
as a witness, and aw in the'papers all 
about that case 1 kept thinking of 
what I had heart thatnight ; bull didn't 
think anything 
didn't think one of the whispering 
voices was Ms, though I was almost 
sure the mstling dress belonged to 

I didn’t speak of it, for, come-

and I heard some 
I wont CURED BY TAKING

AYER’S-iES,.Oh, ’ she added, “ I once heard that 
the lost hate God whilst they long to 
see Him ; but I know one who is lost ■ 
and loves Him, though she never hipes 
to behold Him. But this won't do. 1 
have no power to spare from this day’s 
work, and ’tin getting late. ’’

At 12 o'clock she left her house, 
beautifully dressed, but with an eye to 
whatever might give her a matronly 
air. A quick and very decisive knock 

| soon brought Bridget to the door.
“ May I ask,” she said, “ is Father 

Grosveuor at home ?”
“ Yes. madam.”

•• I ntnoted a severe 
. uuJ I did wl“ Well,” she thought, “ I feel hap

pier now that I have done it at last.
i<vs. lu'alectcd it 

a doctor, who foun that
upper part of the li 

iiSleeted. The Medicines 
seem to do any good, 
try Ayr's Cherry Ve<
1 ■ w d. ' - ;ny : rouble u is reli v 
for- I • ad tini !n-d tin ’ •ft’. I w 

A. l.i i t..ut. watchmaker. Or;.u;

tun

tov.il.

about Mr. Hubert. I

Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral
Highest Awards ut World’s Fuir.

Ayer's Pitie Cure *»*•«’ t N
dvr?"

you.
how, there was a great fear on me that 
if 1 did it might injure you. 1 didn’t 
think of Mr. Hubert at all, for I be
lieved as, all the help did, that he was 
far away then. But when Mr. Plow 
den examined mo in the court—when 
he asked me if there was ever auy 
ihing to make me think your actions

11 And disengaged 
“ Weel, he's rarely that," said 

Bridget, “ but an’ you'll tide a wee in 
I diuna doubt but he'll see

?"

SADIM’SDOMINION SMS“ Yes/' she said, “ I know well what . . .
Tis a First Communiom medal. 10 par or,
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I “Please, then, ” she said, giving her 
card, “ a lady wishes to see him on 
business and will not detain him long.” 

When Father Grosveuor entered she
art I
•art 11

Yet there was some fascination about rose and, making a quiet bow, apolo
gized for calling at so unreasonable a 
time, but she came on business which 
would be best done if done soonest. ”

influence of Plowden.
The warm-hearted cook had only 

made the lot of her young mistress 
harder to bear, and had she not been 
too absorbed in her own tears, she 
might have seen more suffering in 
Miss Calvert's face than she had seen

it she could not resist. and bonding 
“ Weel, it's na it I mind. My | over but not touching it again, she 

trouble is na that great to be com- I fixed her eyes on it. At an altar rail 
plained o’; it's naething to make a I were four, little girls with lighted 

a boot. But ye dinna spare yer- I candles in their hands ; all were dressed 
You gie a’ these folks their ain I in white, and wore long lace veils held 

way and are not that pleased wi' me I close to the head by a wreath of flowers 
when I tell them to gang away hame I and flowing to the ground so as to 
wi’ them for a lot o’ haverils.” I cover their feet. A priest in chasuble

“ Bridget, thank you ; you do spare j was standing before them, administer 
me many a time. But who wants me I ing the First Communion. Two little 
now ?” I acolytes were kneeling at the altar in

“ 1 dinna ken exactly,” she said : I surplice and soutane, and six candles—
“ a' she’d tell me was that she wanted I three on either side of a large crucifix 
you. Yet I’d no be that surprised if I —worts burning by the tabernacle. I l4
the bairn had seen better days." Without any searching to remember, „ ... , . . . ... ., .

When he went into the hall he found I she was at once in a reverie of the past. I ’ .. . / .' ,
awaiting him a young girl. Perhaps Without the least effort of imagination how strange
she had seen some twenty years or her memory went back to a certain “;cldo,.c7th*t her nam. ahmSl 
more. But as she wore a heavy shawl I time and place, and the picture of her- : . ,that completely hid her features, ho I sell as she was ten years gone by stood I tul 11 “P so soon. was g e \ in nr- 
could not tell. Only no disguise could belore her mind ; a young and very 08 ~ ™ “®,r' , . .
hide that she was not such as usually | beautiful child, in whose look there I . , ’ , ’ , , j

was something more than innocence, am !an th« onl>’ on1° °? canh- 1
“ Well, child, ” he said, “ you wish for it seemed to her as if her look was thlnk- ,hat mall-v car,,s „lor hfir or has

to see me, I think ; what may I do fur holy. 1 auv influence over her’

you ?”
“I shall take it as a favor," she 

answered, “ if you give me the 
pledge."

Completely put out by the direct and other look at the medal, with a still
slightly haughty reply, he could not more faltering hand she turned it on
see his way to continue the conversa- the obverse side, and in bright, clear 
tion, which was precisely what he cut letters, read : 
wanted. Many a soul he had won that

KiibII.Ii lll.-t, iv. 
Dtcry i-U' England

i s of
I III“ Father, I came about a young 

girl,” she said, “who called on you 
last evening to take the pledge.

“ How strange, ” said the Father ;
I thought site

sang
sel\

n

there ever before.
Sorrow makes the best of us selfish 

in some degree. Margaret, absorbed 
in her own wild thoughts, forgot for a 
few moments the presence of the faith
ful domestic and the effort she had 
made to do that she deemed to be her 

... . . . , ,.r11 in I duty ; but it flashed on her suddenly,
■ I d have tiled to comfort j ou In 6he hold out both hands to tho 

my humble way, but I teared you d be woman, and said softly :
inghtened at my knowing so much or can , thank vou my faithful
that youd be angry at my presumpj You, to whom no confidence
tion. 1 never spoke of it to the others 
and I tried to keep down the suspicions 
that would come in their minds some-

“ my dream is out. 
came to see me again, and that 1 did 
not know her till she was gone. ”

With one quick glance ot surprise 
she looked at him, but that gkneo sut 
ficed to reassure her all was right.

“It is not at all likely,” she said, 
that she will come after me. ”

S.tcted History,8ï
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was given, have kept what you knew, 
so well."

“Don't speak of it, miss. I'd do far
time?;T, T ,, , __ . _ move If it was in my power, and I’m

“ When I saw Mr. Piowden comin0 fearing that I spoke too late
here so regular, and the warm way - , % .
yourself and Mr Hubert seemed to 2ked harm akeadv to Mr. Hubert." 
take to him my heart misgave me, for ,,on.t know_! hope not, ” and
Lunnd by "a prnm'isem the deYd - ***" ^ ^
dead-not to speak, êo l ean t tell you j/3 t0 be Hubert's best

something which would make ni mine, so far as help-
distrust him too. I d du t know him my cousin is concerned. Hubert

first, lor I didn t look | g/vehfmse|f up> publicly confessed his 

and he intends to make the

ver and Hlolter. for prnniw-y 

eut Cover and Blotter, tor sd

sought him.
Perhaps he's

7. r,.«iSi.Doubtless,'' said Bather (Irnsvenor,
“ you are tho friend she spoke to me 
about, almost in the same terms."

“ Likely enough,” she answered.
" I have known her from her child
hood. She is a proud, petulant, self 
willed girl, passionate to a degree, and 
withal so cold and distant that noth
ing seems to a fleet her. In fact, lor 
years I have not seen her show signs

“ Great God !" she cried, “It is mv I e®oti?n M\last, ev®.uing’ l°°king at 
own medal ! That, or my pour, ho lovely and valuable medal you so
troubled brain is not working right. I kindlv Ravu hor'
Am I walking or dreaming ? Well, 
let me try.” And she took up from the 
ground the medal that had fallen from 
her hands. “ Tis a dream/ she said ;
“ ’tis light as a feather—it has no sub 
stance. It would not ring on that | _
glass if I Struck it.” And she Struck I “ - Every win re Wo li-o
three times slowly but weakly. “ Tis We find s(lll‘,e 0',m wi„, has l,een cured l.y 
a dream," she said again. “I knew it I Hood's Sarsaparilla, and people on all hands 
was. That's the Sanctus bell at Mass are praising this great medi.-m» fur what it 
in the old chapel of Am.cloy ; and I am “is slru™
here, am I not ? 1 illress bv keeping the blood pure and all the

In a moment all the room seemed to j organs In a healthy condition. It is the 
round and round. She swooned 1 great blood purifier, 

away and softly fell to the hearth rug, , p„iL8 liecom6 ,ho favorite cathar-
upsetting the little table on which the I tki with over y one who tries thorn. *2.>e. j*<3r.

“Oh, how like me!” she said. 
“Did I ever think it would come to 
this?"

After a ten minutes' dream and an
d. & j. sadliep. & co.

in the court at
at him much till it came my turn to be
examined by him, but then I knew r‘ ^onteasion when he is brought to 
him, and he knew me ; he couidu t ^ ..
help but know me, and I saw he did T b may the Lord help
by the look in Ins eyes. Oh why wa eJLulated Hannah Moore.
k 7', ,up wlth us =a3nc at Margaret continued : “ It is due to
al ! Why did he have anything to do ^uhfulness to tell you this much,
with the murdered man lying in \\ did not inteud t0 commit
cod grave this night, and I not able to m>rdm. . ha wag maddencd t0 it, alld
tell you xvhat I know . there are circumstances connected

And Hannah Moore flung her apron tha, murdered man, which, if
over her head, and sobbed bitterly. d(j kll0w wiU do much to lessen

Margaret was m -a-hite and motion^ eonsin's guilt. The whole dread- 
less as a statue. She co"ld(, ™akeh ful case will be revived again I sup- 
attempt to bring order on oi the choas . be examined
of thoughts caused by this strange * „
communication. Her imagination was „F ith thell got nothing out of 
too wild and too «wife m Ha erratic what fbev ff0t before, if they
resolution to succumb to her will now. { fifty times,' interrupted
so she could only wait as one on a rack I 3
might do, not tor relief, but lor change But :dargal.et| without heeding the in
ot toiture. I interruption, continued :

Hannah lowered her apron, and re- throughr aU the trying time I shall
sumed . „ I have but one friend to turn to—Mr.

V 1 wanydt0 tcl1 y°" ma”>' a hm= Plowden. I must trust him still ; 
to he careful how you d trust the smart mC9t ,can „n him, bo he what he may
law-jer. I ieartd hcd f‘e,, ‘. . until this trial is over. If be be our 
Hubert s secret out, and use a“ his nemy instead of our friend, then God 
means to bring the poor young man to ,< . .punishment, for the sake ot getting *VP |men f P ejaculated the cook, 
himself a fine name. I thought ofJrj- than> with painful hesitation in
ing to see him in some secret way, h gaid .
when Pd let him know that I was <• Maybe it’ll be better not to tell Mr. 
watching his actions, and that pm haps piowdQ^ (hat Vye gaid anything t0
Id tell something m tho g u vou. He knows how I am bound by
meant any harm to Mr. Hubert but never t0 speak of what I know,
I didn t know how to manage a secret and u might mako him fiercer like, if \ 
meeting with him, so I onl> kept on knew j bad beon trying to put you j 
fretting to myself, and worrying, when „
I saw you two young things sinking > g f“intlv smiled.
under the secret you thought no one „ ^ Uubert,g sake l shall be Bure
else knew anything about. I conceal every suspicion from Mr,

“ Sometimes the help would talk of piowden_I shal, endeavor to treat 
Mr Plowden s attentions to you, and n already dono-so have
to day when you went out with him it I „ ,. 3
was said that he was really paying his u Thank you, miss ! and now have 
addresses to you-, then, I couidu treat, ntii,elv fûrgiveu my boldness in
knowing what I do about him. When 3 ... - , did
you came down stairs to night and told p,/hti"e ig uotblng t0 forgive." 
us of Mr. Huberts an est my heart Margaret topued “but there is cause 
.tumped into my throat, for I thought it ° a-ratitude on mv part.” 
might be through Mr. Plowden be was hand to re-^aiithat^W^^b^^g I a»T her, and said a kind good- 

my promise to the dead. Maybe he's n g ; j she passed
C Cia US£ Ihtough the hall, .till wiping hureyes,

"2." ™G«I.

sfjsss?!£»asi tHsa'Kttw ».
ioi give me mj boldness in telling > ou added (Q th0 burden of doubt anil fear

And again she covered her face with her >°UDg “U'
her apron and sobbed bitterly. tress carrlcd'

It seemed to be little use for Mar
garet to seek light out of the thick 
darkness which was settling upon her. With Invalid».

More perplexing and more numer- Yea ! with invalids the appetite is capric- 
ous were the mysteries which appeared ““‘"Spidly” ÏStofSSÎ
to grow out of this one sin. It Hannan Emulsion, which is as palatable as cream. 
Moore could but tell what she knew ot T'unis cause intolVraMe pain. Holloway's 
Plowden, but to stop short, just where Corn Cure remove the trouble. Try it and 
doubt and conjecture became absolute see what an amount of pain is saved.
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'1 Child, " he said, “ you do not seem 
like one who needs it. But, of course, 
as you wish. Y ou are one of my little 
flock. I think, though I don’t remember 
you. Pray, child, where do you live 
—with what friends, I mean ?"

“ No, sir," she answered, still more 
coldly, “ 1 am not one of your flock, 
and friends I have none, except one 
who is almost a sister to me, by whose 
advice I am here for tho only favor 
you can do me. I have told it 
already. "

Bailled once again, he gently opened 
the door of an oratory facing his par
lor, with a pretty little tabernacle, be
fore which a lamp was brightly burn-

STAINED GLASS“Thank God!” said Father Gros 
venor very earnestly, “ thank God! 
I am so glad I gave it to the poor 
child ; though,” he added, with a 
smile, “ I scarcely should have. You 
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f; Saints contaiue*“ And Child," ho said, “I do not like 
your kneeling hero. Just take that 
little prie-dieu, and I shall give you the 
pledge. The Blessed Sacrament is on 
the altar."

“No,"she answered, “no, do not 
speal; to mo, Father. You could not 
guess who or what 1 am. " The ring 
of unmistakable hopeless despair was 
in her voice as she moved towards the 
door, saying : “I suppose I may as 
well go. ”

But he gently beckoned her to 
kneel, and with a voice full of emotion 
spoke the words, which she solemnly 
tepeated.

“Now, Father,'' said she, rising, “ I 
have been rude to you. Please for
give me, for I am not used to be so. "

“No, child," he answered, “you 
have not been rude, whatever I may 
have been. But wo shall part friends, 
and I shall forgive myself if you just 
do one thing for me. Y'ou won't re
fuse, please," ho said, ns lie drew from 
his purse a largo silver piece.

The Eight of it brought tho impetu 
ous blood to hor cheek.

“ Father, I do not want money 
have plenty of my own." she said.

“ It is not money," said tho Father.
“ I would not dream of offering you 
money. It is only a silver medal, 
whose real owner is — I know not 
where."

“ If I accept it," she said, “you will 
forgive me."

“ Yes, that readily and easily 
enough ; but I cannot so readily prom
ise, at that altar and at Holy Mass to 
forget you. \\rc may meet again here
after.”

“ Well, " she said, taking the medal 
from his hand, 11 thank you, Father,
and good night ; I wish I dare say — “ Surely, " she said, “ the modal is
God bless you !" mine. 1 know every lino of it and ro-

Out she went into tho starlit, snow- member it well. It hung over my TfU© Blood FuNfÎ6T
covered street, muffled herself still head in my room at home, on a little
more closely, and straightway made for background I made for it of red plush Prominently in the public eye today.__
home. velvet, between an imago of the cruci- Dllla OTr* habitual eonstlpa.

“ Little fear,” she said to herself, fix and a holy-water font. This day FlOOd 8 r 1113 tion. Prie»«c. per Uviu.

tea things were set.
\Yrhen the maid rushed into the room I = 

she siyv her lying perfectly motionless i 
and pale. j
Tincture or lustre in her lip, her eye,
Heat outwardly or breath within, was uone| I

“ She is dead!” cried the maid. 
“God bless us ! that makes the third 
I have seen. 0 God of mercy ! mercy!" 
she added, as she hastily undid the 
dress, and with the true sense of 
womankind, devoted herself to tho care 
of the poor girl.

“ No, no, she’s not dead ! I feel her 
heart beat.” she said, after five or six 
minutes. “God be blessed, and His 
Holy Mother, to whom I often prayed 
for her, she is not dead ! '

In a short time the panic was over, 
and before halt an hour she was her-
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websteii’s nimonitvziZi5ilptell
Catarrh in the Head
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self again.
“ 1 am going to stay with you to

night, miss/’ said Bertha,
“Thank you a thousand times for 

all vour kindness, hut there is no need.
It was nothing. Please help me to un- I “My wife has hern a sufferer from 
dress, and you will be quite safe in catarrh for the past four yearn and th« 
leaving mo alone.” I disoaMo had gone bo far that her eyesight

In less than a quarter of an.hou» the j v affected k> that for nearly a yvat
g he wna unablu to read for more than il ve

Is a dangerous disease because it ifl 
liable to result in loss of hearing or 
smell, or develop into consumption. 
Head the following:

By special arrangement with to- nabtlah" 
&rs wd ; : • able I«> obtain a tium* > rof the 
tho, -• hin.kK, >vul propose to furnish a copy 

subHcrlbers.
In a iif>en*»Hlty in *»v«ry 
hunlne.su hou • • 11 Alla a

dgv which no 
ehoioest

ne, school and
vacancy, and ftirnlsheH knowle 
Due hundred other volumes of th' 
books could supply. Vouok and OH, Edu
cated and Itmovnnt, Rich and Poor, should 
have It wit !ii n reach,and reder to 11> vonteuUi 
every day In the year.

As some have aske<
Original Webster’s ITna 
wo are able to state that 
reel from the publishers 
I,he verv work co 
of tho

I

l I f this Is r«a
bridged Diet 

have learn

H.*poor girl was in bed, and in still less 
than that, asleep ; for she had scarce
laid her head upon her pillow when she I I*lIns 5,1 tlu‘ kead and at times was almost

distracted. About Christmas, she com
menced taking Hood's Sarsaparilla, and 
since that time has steadily improved. 
Bho has taken six bottles of Hood’s Sar
saparilla and is on tho road to a complete 
cure. I cannot speak too highly of Hood’s 
Bursa par il la, and I cheerfully recommend 
it.” W. 11. Furbier, Newmarket, Ontario.

ny
ivnnry,

ed al-
. r-t that this 1« 

dote, on which about40 
st yt* hi of the author’s li were so 

we., employed in writing, ft c >ntnms the 
out ire \ " ai.ulnry of about lii* ,'HH.i words, In- 
ehidlngthe correct spelling, dérivai ion and 
lei'nit ion ol Mime, and Ihv reguoir stan
dard size, containing about JOFm 8quars 
Inches oi printed surface, and Is bound lu 
doth.

A whole library in Itself. The : jpilnr «cli
ng price "I Webster's Dictionary mis here

tofore been $12.00.
N. B.—Dictionaries will bo delivered free 

of all charge for carriage. All orders must 
be accompanied will) the cash

If the book is not entirely 
the purchaser it may he retur

minutes at a time. She suffered severe
ih<

ry
bewas in a deep and tranquil slumber.

It w^.8 far into tho morning when she 
awoke with her mind perfectly clear as 
to the events of yesterday. They were 
distinctly before her, and, what was 
strangest, she could ponder them over 
and over again within one trace of emo
tion. Not that she was uninterested

Hood’s Sarsaparilla 
Is tho Only

by them, but that a cold determination 
to solve tho mystery entirely absorbed 
her.

TO BE CONTINUED.
siitlsfnotory to 
ned at our ex-

"1 am well pleased with Webster's T7a* 
abridged Dictionary. I find It a most valu- 

work. John A. Payne,
i ' mthain. Ont.” 

"I am highly pleased with tin Diction
ary,” writes Mr. W. Boott, of Lancaster,Ont,
Address, THE CATHOLIC hECORD,
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