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DR. DUFRESNE,
Physician, Surgeon wnd Obstetrician.
+ COR. MAIN AND MARKET STS.
Opposite City Hall. ‘Winnipeg, Mnn

-MecPHILLIPS BROS,

”‘-llion Land BSurveyers and Civil
Engincers,
G. Mephunps. Frgnk h{lcPhlllips and R. €.

ROOM 10 BIGGS BLOCK, WINN1PEG.

MUNSON & ALLAN,
Barristers, Atterneys, Solicitors, &oc.

OMess MoIntyre Block, Maln Street, Winnt-
peg, Manitoba.
J. H. D. MUNSON. G. W. ALLAN.

McPHILLIPS & WILKES,

Barristers, Attorneys, MSeliciters, &e
Hargrave Block, 32 Main 8¢,

L. 6, MCPHILLIPS, A. E. WILKES.

N. D. BECK, B
{8uccessor to Royal & Prud’homme)
Barrister. Attorney, &c.

Bolicitor for the .Credit Foncier Franco-
Canadien

OFFICE NEXT BANK OF MONTREAL:

EDWARD KELLY,

STEAM ND HOT -WATER HEATING,

PLUMBING AND GABFITTING,
93 Pomge Avenue, « Winnipeg.

. Plans, Specifications apd E -
nished (’m application. s.ﬁ 0. ggl? gros far

F. MARIAGGI, Chef de Cuistne.

RESTAURANT FRANCAIS,

A LA CARTE,
816 Main Nireet, - - Winnipeg.

—

" DINNER FROM 12 TO 2, 35 CENTS.

& CATERING FOR PRIVATE PARTIES. "R
1]
MHMAROTTA & MARIAGGI, Prop’s.

FOR CHOICE CUT MEATS

AND
BAME IN SEASON
PATRONIZE

PENROSE & ROCAN!

259 Main Street.

Wkere you will find the largest supply in the
¢ity and secure prompt deiivery.

HI1LL DI CANADA,

Lombard Strect, near Main,

ONLY FRENCH-CANADIAN BOTEL IN
WINNIPEG. .

EVERYTHING STRICTLY FIRST-CLASS.

Private B in with the
Bar and Milliard Naloen.

_ EXCELLENT YaARD AND STABLING.
Wines, Liquors and Cigars.

Z. LAPORTE, PROP.
' P. O. Box 525. LATE OF OTTAWA.

8till takes the cake for t)
the eity. ‘ he cleanest yard in

YEE BEST & CHEAPEST HEATS

IN THE CITY AT
PENROSE & ROCAIN,
—BUTCHERS!-

289 Main Street & City Market

4

ta.Cash paid for Hides. Cattle Bought and
Sold. Telephone connection.

. *
CONNOLLY BROS.,
BUTCHERS,

have resumed business wmx a large
ang choice stock o

MEATS, GAME, POULRY, ETC.
342 MAIN SI-';;:';: WINNIPEG,
' OPP. PO’I‘TER HOUSE.

& A cnn rospectfully golicited’ and satis-
faction guaranteed.

D. HALLEN,

FIRST - CLASS TAILOR AND COTTER.

Repairing a Specialty.
Prices Most Reasonable.

48 McDermot.t,, St., Winnipeg.

PATENTS

l CO., ,of the SurmsTINig
?mnu. Caveats, 'rm

udton
Co yrl‘h for the United ‘States, d.n.“‘
ad, ﬁ-moo,uécrmtnym Hand Book abou!
sent fres. Thirty-seven s’
ts obtained throung! K

i the BOIRNTIFIC o 500, ars nold
mdel T &?ﬁt'nu
OOW of ulc A-n-
o gt Jé.
08, 361 Broadway, New Yogck.mm

1 shorten your days.

-THORNS
BY ADA MOSHER.

‘When earth seems full of weariness and woe,
And thorns are spread where’er my f00tsteps

g9,
How sweet it 18 beneath my cross to know
God loves me bvst, and He would have 1t so.

What tk;gugh the path be long, the desert

His band is leadlng me~I shall wot fall
He watcheth o'er the safety of the child
‘Who is content to trust Hisleve through all.

What though npon fiy weary careworn brow
Life’s roses nevermore shall bloom again,
But in thelr stead the thorns are worn now
That seem to plerce my very heart with paln.

But let them stay, and be the roses sacrificed;

The thorns are dearsr to me when I see

The ugge{t, paie, patient face of suffering
rist -

Filled with such love in 80 much agony.

And %t;:}il Hia child. His child for whom he

Remove with selfish hand from out hel wa,

The therns that plerced her Savior Crueifie

Ah! no; I’l1 whidper to my heart and say:

*Be strong‘
The sacre

Thy 'Via bolomsa,’ O my soul,
That leids thee up L0 heaven and to God.”

—Baltimore Catholie Mirror.

THE AMULE.T

this 18 the narrow path of dole,
feet of sorrowing Christ bave

CONTINUED.
CHAPTER VIIL.
GRIEF AT GRROME’S ABSENSE.—TURCHI'S HY-
POCRISY.

Behind her was seated an old woman,
her duenna, with her rosary in her hand
She gazed upon the young girl with
deep compassion; from time to time she
shook her head, and wiped away the
tears which dimmed her eyes whenever
Mary’s sighs became heavier.

For some time the silence was unbrok-
en; Mary even appeared somewhat
calmer, when suddenly, irfluenced by
some peculiarly painful thought, she ex-
tended her arms to heaven and cried
out: ’

‘My God and my Savior! through thy
precious blood spare his life! Have mer-
cy on him! reject not the prayer of my
broken heartd’

Again her head fell upon her hands, as
if this burning petition had erhausted
her strength. The duenna approached
her, took her arm, endeavored to lift
her, and said, authoritatively:

My ladyy you must rise and cease
your prayer. God may be displeased
with you for thus deliberately endanger-
ing your health. Come, obey me.’

Mary rose without reply, took the seat
offered her by the duenna. She was
very pale, and her eyes were swollen
from weeping.

‘The duenna looked upon her with an
eye of pity; she took her hand, and said,
gently:

‘Mary, my chlld, you cannot continue
this; such an excess of sorrpw would
And what pain to
the poor Geronimo on his return, to find
you conaemned to a short and suffering
life. Through love for him, I beg you to
control yourself.’

‘On his return?” repeated Mary, rais-
ing her tearful eyes to heaven. ‘

‘Why not? replied the duenna. ‘Why
despair before being certain of the evil
you dread? More extiaordinary things
have happened.’

‘Already five days—five centuries of
suspense and fear! Ah? Petronilla, what
1 frightful night I have passed. I saw

Geronimo extended on the ground, the

pallor of death on his tace, a large wound
was in his breast, and his lifeless eyes
were fixed on me as if with his last
breath he had bade me adieu.’

‘Thege are illusions caused by griefy
Mary.’

“More than twenty times 1 saw him
thus; in vain I strove to shut out the
horrible vision; day alone brought my re-

| lief.

The duenns took her hand and said,
tenderly:

‘You are wrong, Mary, to cherish your
grief in this manner. Your dreams at
night are but the reflection of your
thoughts by day. I, too, saw Gerommo
in sleep more than once.’

‘You, too, Petronilla, you saw Geroni-
mo?’ exclaimed the young girl, with emo-
tion, a8 though she feared the confirma-
tion of her own terrific dream.

‘Why not, Mary; do I think of him
less than you?’

{You saw him dying, did you not?’

‘On the contrary, I saw him return
joytnly and cast himself into the aims
of his uncle and embroce your father.

And you, my child, I saw you kneeling
on this same “prie-Dieu, thanking -God

that your dr;zams were false and “deceiv-
ing.’

Mary smiled as she listened to the du-
enna’s consoling words, but scarcely had
Petronilla ceased speaking than she sus-
pected the artifice.

‘You deceive me through friendship
and compassion,’ she said, sadly. ‘I am
grateful to you, my good Petromilla; but
tell me to what cause you can attribute
Geronimo’s absence., (Come, call upon
your imagination; find & possibl,a prob-
able explanation.’

", Disconceried by this direct interroga-
tion, the duenna shook her head.

‘There is no, plausible reason,” said
Mary.

The old Petroniils, in the greatest em-
barrassment, staromered out a few words
as to an unexpected journey, sécrets he
might be uuable to divulge; she even
suggested that his friends might have
prevailed upon him t0 join in a party
of pleasure; but all these were such
vague g_’uppmitions th&‘ Mary plainly
saw in them an acknowlédgement that
she could find no reasonable explana-
tion of Geronimo’s absence,

Mary’s tears flowed faster.

‘Ob, Petronilla!’ she exclaimed, in
heart-rending tones; ‘the light of my life
is forever extinguished. Geronimo, so
young, so good, 80 noble, so gifted, the
unfortunate victim of a mysterious mur-
derer! frightful thought. ' Apd no room
for hope. Mercy, my God, mercy. My
heart is breaking; never more will I see
him in this world.’

' And uttering a cry of anguish. she cov-
ered her face with her hands,

/41 acknowledge, Mary,’ said the duen-
na, dejectedly, ‘that Geronimo’s absence
is inexplicable; but why loock on the
worsb side and accept it as truth? You
know that during the last four days ev
ery possible effort has been made to dis-
cover Gérommo. Mr. ¥an Schoonhoven,
the bailiff, has pledged his honor to find
him dead, or alive.’

Mary wept in silence, and heeded not
the words o f the«duenna.

‘Perhaps, my child,' the old woman
resumed, ‘this very day the doubt which
has caused 50 much suffering for five
days may be cleared up. Do not close
your heart against all hope. I remem-
ber that once an individual was sought
for weeks, and found alive when there
seemed almost a certainty of his death.
The bailiff was speaking of it this ' morn-
ing to your father, and I recollect having
heard my parents relate it. It happened
to a banker, Liefmans, who was consid-
ered very wealthy.’

The young girl regarded the duenna
with an air of doubt.

‘They found after several weeks of ab-
sence? Had he gone on & journey with-
out giving notice to any one?’

‘No; he was discovered in the cellar
of a house in the little by-street of Su-
reau. Robbers had laid in wait for him
in the darkness of night, and cast him
bound into a subterranean cave, in order
to obtain a heavy ransom. The agents
of the bailiff discovered him and liberat-
ed him unharmed. If God has so de
creed, why may not the same have hap-
pened to the Signor Geronimo? You are
silent, Mary. You.crnnot deny that a
similar train of circumstances may have
been the cause of his disappearance. Is
it not so? but you yield to despair, and
even in the act of begging consolation
from Almighty God, you reject obstinate-
ly every mative of consolation.’

‘Pity me, dear Petronilla,’ answered
the young girl; ‘your kind words are a
solace to me, but I dare not open my
heart to the whisperings of hope. If I
accept your explanations, and afterwards
heard of Geronim’s death, it would be
double suffering to me. No, no, rather
let me encourage the feeling that there
is no room for hope.’

‘It is impossible to make any impres-
sion upon her,’ said the duenma, in a
disappointed manner, and as if she were
resolved to cease her efforts and to aban-
don the young girl to her grief.

The silence was broken by the sound
of voices in the hall.

‘I hear the voice of the Signor Deoda-
ti,’ said the duenna; ‘perhaps he brmgs
tidings.’

Mary rose quickly to descend; but
Petronilla wished to detain her, saying:
« ‘My child, in pity toa sorrowmg old
man, restrain your grief. antrol your-

self, Mary, for yesterday each word you

| uttered pierced the héart of the poor

Deodati like a dagger. It would be cru-
el and guilty in you to cause his tears to
flow anew; at his age such affliction
wears down the strength and shortens
Iife.

‘No, Petronilla, I will hide my feelings
and 1 will appear hopeful. I saw that
the old man was overpowered by anxie-
ty and trouble.: Trust me, Petronilla,
and let me go; I must know from the
Signor Deodati if he has received any in-
formation.

The duenna accompanied the young
girl to the door of the room where Mr.
Van de Werve and Signor Deodati were
conversing together, but she let her en-
ter alone.

As soon as Mary's eye fell on the old
mah, and she read in his face the sorrow
of his soul, she uttered a stifled ¢ry of
anguish. She cast her arms around his
neck, and rested her head on his shoul-
der. .

The Signor Deodati, deeply moved,
seated her by his side, and said, with
tender compassion:

‘My poor Mary, we have no tidings yet
of our Geronimo. Are we not unhappy?
Why did not God recall me to himself
ere this? Did I leave Ttaly and come
hither ta drink the bitter dregs in my
chalice of life? Could I weep like you,
Mary, I might find some relief, but old
age has dried up my tears. Alas! alas!
where is my poor Geronimo, the child
whom God gave me, te close my eyes on
the bed of death? I would give my for-
tune to save him, and the little that re-
mains to me of life to know that he still
lives.’ )

- Tears filled Mr. Van de Werve's eyes
as he contemplated his daughter and
the desolate old man; but he controlled
his emotion, and said:

‘Mary, I requested you'to stay in your
own apartment, because you cannot
moderate the expression of your sorrow.
You have disregarded my desire. I will-
ingly pardon you, my child, but if you
wish to remain longer Signor Deodati,
you must exercise some self control: oth-
erwise I shall send for your duenna to
take you away.’

He then added in a more gentle man--

ner:

‘Now, Mary, 1 beg, I supplicate you,
comprehend the duty devolving upon
you. Be courageous, and do your best
to console our unhappy friend.’ .

With a heroic effort Mary raised her
hedd, and although still weeping, said:
‘You are right, father. We grieve as
though there were no room for hope;
but—but—’ ‘

So great was the violence she was do-
ing herself that she could scarcely draw
her breath; but conjuering this emotion
she resumed:

‘Ah, signar, we cannot know, -God is
so good, and Geronimo has so pure a
heart!’ ,

‘Gop is'indeed good, my child; but his
designs are. impenetrable. IfI could on-
ly imagine some probable cause to ex-
plain my nephew’s absence. But noth-
ing—nothing!’

‘The bailift gave us, thjs morning, a
reason for supposing that Geronimo may
yet return to us unharmed.’

‘You speak of the banker Liefman, do
you not, father?’

‘Yes, my child. He disappeared sud-
denly. A fortnight had" passed .in use-
less inquiry; his parents had the service
for the dead offered for him, and he was
found aliveand well in a cellar, where
some robbers had imprisoned him, in or-.
der by it to obtain a large sum of mon-
ey’

‘And the same may happen to Geroni-
mo.’ said Mary, with a confidence she
did not feel, in order to aid eer father in
his kind intentions.

Signor Deodati shook his head incred-
ulously.

Mary took his hand tenderly, and sald
cheerfuliy.

‘We must hope, signor. Perhaps- the
Lord in his mercy will grant that our
fears may not be realized. Would we
not for the remainder of our live offer
our grateful prayers to heaven?

*Yes, yes; during our whole lives. And
1 would go in wy oldage to our Lady of
Loretto to express my boundless grati-

tude. to the Madonna, But suppose he

has fallen under the assassin’s sword!’

Mary shuddered at the thought, but
she interrupted the old man.

iSignor, Geronimo possessed an amu-
let which had rested on the tomb of our
Lord. He was convinced that it would
preserve him from a violent death, and
he always wore it around his neck.’

‘I know the circumstances under which
the amulet was given him,’ replied Deo-.
dati. ‘I myself had some faith in this
talisman, because it was a recompense
of a good action; but we have no proof
that the woman who gave it Lo Geronimo
had any certain knowledge of its effica-
cy. However, Mary, we will still hope.
Your sweet voice has mitigated my ser-
row. May my poor nephew be restored
to me. The happiness I expected in my
old age may yet be a reality. You, Ma-
‘ry,—pure image of piety, goodness, and
love,—you will be my child! And when
old Deodati will be called to leave this
world, he will see you and Geronimo by .
his dying bed, like two angels, pointing
out to his expiring soul the path toheav-
en. Oh, no, no. this would be too much
happiness. My mind wanders. And
yet, Mary, let us hopel’

The young girl was deeply moved by
the picture of that happiness whi¢h sne
had thought was lost to her forever. Her
eyes were suffused with tears; her limbs
trembled,jand had not s stern look from
her father reminded her of her duty, her
oppressed heart would have found relief
in sobs
‘Mr. Van de Werve thought it better to
change the convérsation, and said to De-
odati:

‘Let us not forget, signor’ that we are

{men, and that it becomes us to bear up

courageously under a painful suspense,
and in a manner to which a young girl
might be unequal. Have you heard noth-
ing since morning! Have you not seen
Signor Turchi? -

‘] spoke to Signor Turchi about .an
hour before’change,’ said the old gentle
man, more calmly. ‘The good™ Turchil
seemed even more dejected than we.
Within the last five days, he has lost so
much flesh that one would scarcely rec-
ognize him. He ddes'not give himself a
moment’s repose, From morning until

night he 1s running about from piace to
place. seeking Geronimo as though he

were a beloved brother.

‘Truly,’ said Mary, ‘his is & generous
heart. Poor Simon! 1 have sometimes -
been unjust to him; but it is in afBiction
that we learn who are our true friends.
For the rest of my life I will respecc and
esteem him.’

‘He will meet me here, presently, re-
plied Deodati. ‘He may have some par-
ticular communication to make - to: me,
for he seemed to desire a private conver-
sation. The arrival of some merchants
of his acquaintance prevented him from
speaking to me, ' I almost quarreled with
Signor Turchi.’
‘Quarreled!’ said Mr. Van de Werve,
in astonishment.
‘Yes; but it was to his praise, at ‘least.
He tol me that it was his intention to of-
fer a large reward to the first person who
would bring certain tidings of Geronimo.’
‘How grateful Iam for his generous
friendship!’ said Mary.
‘Of course,’ cont'nued the old man, ‘I
would not permit it. ‘W'bﬂst thanking
him for his kindness, I told him that I
offer the reward- myselt, 1 left Signor
Turchi in company. with the merchants,
add went to the town-ball for the pur-
pose; but when I arrived there, I found
a decree of the burgomaster already is-
sued, promising three hundred forins
for any information of Geronimo. 1 spoke
with the bailiff at noon. He told me
that, notwithstanding the most active
search, no trace had yet been discover-
ed of Bufferio’s wife, nor of his compan-
tons: All of them must- have left the
country immediately after the ruffians
death. But this afternoon the bailiff
expects to hear the result of several im-
portant researches ordered by him this
morning. If he receives any communi-
munication of consequence he will come .
himself to impart it to us. 1 hear the
clock strike five. Signor Turchi will
soon be here. .

During this explanation Mary remain
ed lmmovable-ger eyes cast down. She
bad probably heard only confusedly what

had just been eaid, for her thoughts were
evidently faraway.

TO BE CONTINUED,



