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"Yes, it seems that it is better so, 
Alicia, ’ «nee you wish it. Any nr-, 
^flgemerrt you suggest will be quite
proper. She had not said that she

aHion. and take upon herself -that 
loneliest of all phases of life, the wav 
oda separated wife. Maybe, she had 
thought, there might be same hope 
to speaking, maybe something of the 
boyish love of this man for her 
might come back to him, and it 
would yet be well. But, no. for to 
had listened without a word and 
with no helping softness as she had 
stumbled on from postilion one to 
another, until it had oçone to seem

fished it. but, lawyan-ltke, he had 
yjnxly put the burden upon her and 
ted taken her faltering suggestion as 
. request. In pride there was no- 
tidng to *e done but to make her 
yny as best she could to the door 
and, being very careful to close it 
quietly after her, to stumble dazedly 
te her own room.

Pride, after all, is not much help 
in one's own room. She knew that 
gbe had closed more than the door 
of that room. She had closed the 
door of her life, that had been. And 
fa in the bloodless, polite way in 
which he bad accepted the situation, 
ted quietly looked her ont of that 
life, for all. His hint at an arrange
ment, meaning money, had been lit
tle less than an insult, for he knew 
full well that she neither needed nor 
wanted his money.

Even locked doors, though, will 
out always stay shut. Properly, she 
should be putting her new house in 
order, pushing her thoughts ahead 
to the new life that must be lived 
somehow. Instead, the door of the 
old was creaking open, amd the man 
and the girl, that had been, were 
drifting together through her 
thoughts, down the way they bad 
come. There was first a vision 
the night at the press association, 
six years before, when she had seen 
him first, a tall, impassive figure of 
a man, pressing and fairly throwing 
his views, hurtling them rough-point
ed upon his hearers, amd driving 
them before the logic of his argu
ment. She, a nameless atom in this 
sea of men and women whose brains 
forced the thoughts of their city, 
had been attracted and swept along 
by the glowing personality of the 
man. She had responded cleverly, 
later, to a toast of her college, and 
he had asked to be presented. From 
this beginning she was tracing now 
their work together through months 
of precious, helpful work, in which 
the power and mastery of his mind 
had given her new visions of life amd 
in a few months had enabled her to 
do work which years could not have 
accomplished. Success came with a 
promise of Which she had never 
dreamed. Then, in its very bloom, 
it had turned to nothing in her eyes, 
for the power of this man ihad taken 
a new direction, and she found her
self whirled from the ways of her life 
into a love for him that carried 
away with it every thought and aim 
of her old self and seemed to create 
her a new soul, fashioned purely to 
love him. Everything else had oome 
in just such a drift of dreams ae this 
ate was having now. His wooing, 
impulsive and boyish enough to be 
fascinating, but so strong and so 
sure as to be almost fearful. Their 
marriage, too, in the retrospect, 
seemed a drift of tides of emotion, 
above the surface of which she had 
risen for only flitting gMmpses of 
reality. The months that had fol
ded had served still more bo break 
down every vestige of the woman 
that had been, to cut tier away from 
every standard and landmark by 
which she had led her life, to drive 
from her mind every finger-post point 

to such things as career amd 
work, and to resolve her, ini the 
crucible of emotions, into the very 
primal elements of womanhood. Yet 
even then there had been times, she 

when the ghost of all that she 
prayed and worked for in, the 

P®*t. independence, freedom, fame 
applause, too. maybe, rose up in 

^eer at her surrender of her 
"f to this man. But that had been 

y or moments, and even now, in 
Î™ wreck’ she knew that he had 
w® worth them all to her and

When the mystery of motherhood 
“ad come, enfolding her life and soul 
“ ds gr‘p, the ghosts, laid securely
clulchL. eX.°[ci9m ol ba-by fingers 
™<chmg at her hair, had walked no

Ju«"lo!,i!tle AIilia had **”" left her 
just long enough to toddle through

and ^ befoblc "mamma,," 
who w‘Lb°..!?U5 the biS. RVAve man 
•s a na^m <!adda’’' 10 8row herself 

a. reality mt0 the hearts of these
was « S™\had R*ne away them. It 
■Olivet HZ !lttk nwxmd in Mount 
tuiS ’ ”hich the mother had
»iïra\ha,f prayinU the* she 
®Ste^Ve her reason there with

fNkx^SL0^rv!!!:Onths that ■ had 
"Pare heMlJ”1*1 be8“ kind’ tri*» ho 

to mai® her forget, i tt *e^id wiah f” forget. For
( «manta?? else wafl Phene to
I Vd71? EveTthing which she

Me l^r1.reCQgnlzed as belonging to 
othto? Z bhrown into We love «1 !!/, Mld a®", when she we* ask- 
to br^,r7 111,8 tt was to ask her 

Mto. H* had been 
1er «nonetemvaJ' that be ooald be IrtnG; that

»2«^tei6k t0 thoir l*^=a«d
tt»tq j*lv fnrto the routine of work.
UBJ?a*™Id **** u* the ordWy 

Ilff and pass «Wsaaan
"f'^ShTw Uw «* her 
numb, suLtLcTT1 her ‘ft *M<We dtiiation.
hii&SS&Z

.. himself, body and ■
lb.7™ed. into ‘ 

f-jae.mMent.

, . ---- t-v Bwui
tad ewer owned. She did not know I OT™ bereeif tha/t it wae she alone
®"i,t*“ "«a his mam’s way of ... ..................................

as great as here, to ttmow himself at things. She saw 
omly the fact that his mind seemed
hisbL^i*ePt °* evt’rything but

a™1 he came to be to her 
mmd only a mighty engine, crashing 

°ad” of work day amd night 
amd stopping now amd then to <5n- 
sole hOT a little, or maybe to try to 
ota* her into forgetfulness.

“ad #nally ofoaed and looked 
toe door of the nursery, telling her 
ttat We must not allow herself to 
be mmOid. She knew that he waa 
entirely right. It was the very 
course she herself would have taken 
In another’s case. He was truly 
sympathetic and tender to her, but 
that waa just what she could not 
bear. He waa sorry for her in her 
graef; she knew that he would cheer-

who wished to be released from 
her life. Then he had accepted the 
situation with a quiet dignity, 
which put her own fevered, hurried 
words in the wrong at once. Not 
one accent of hurt or regret had he 
shown. If he had even shown pleas
ure or relief, it wiould have been 
something, for then she would have 
known that she was right. He had 
merely assumed that she wanted to 
be free to live her own life, and had 
acquiesced without showing his own 
feeling, putting the weight of it 
upon her.

In any case, the definite step was 
taken, and, obviously, there was 
nothing to be done but to go on, 
with what plans she might, piecing 
together such fragments of life as 
seemed to be left. But plans would 
not oome, for materials were lacking,

fully have made any sacrifice of self I 8,11(1 kb® 901J1 of the builder was torn
to lighten it if be oould. But he did 
not share her sorrow; he did not 
seem to have part in it. She was 
glad, too, of this, for his sake; but 
always this knowledge served to set 
hun apart from her. Where always 
till now their entity had been one, 
their emotions single, she saw a rift 
coming between them and widening, 
widening, till it placed them farther 
apart it seemed than when they had 
been strangers.

It was not that she was coming to 
core less for him, for she loved this 
tower of a man; the steel and blue 
light of his eyes was lodestar to her 
heart of hearts, and would be even;

and swept in the rush and swirl of 
broken hopes and the cinders o-f 
burnt dreams stuccoed, now and then 
through the night, by the rustling 
of papers or the tramp of a man in 
the room across the hall. He was 
worlkiLng calmly after the incident ! 
She might pass from his life, even 
as her baby had passed, and he 
would turn to his work.

The morning brought the same man 
and woman to face each other across 
the breakfast table; he urbane and 
k-indly, but lined and a little pallid, 
as she thought, watching him—she 
wondered if he had not suffered a lit
tle

but she had come to have to judge There were the same commonplaces 
him and think o-f him, not by the j he : observed before the shrewd 
maze and whirl of her maiden love 1 c*yes °f the servant, the same forced 
in which he had been the man, but ! turn of observations and show of 
as a man bearing things and living I interest to be kept up, though 
in the ways of others of his sex. I ome’9 heart might break unheeded 
It was impossible that they could I while p.ouring the coffee. She reali 
ever reach back to the relations of zed this moment, looking at the 
those early days, when there had strong, immobile face opposite, that
been no-thing in their world but -------------------------
their two blended selves. Content 
only, she argued, and such comfort 
and strength of love as comes to the 
gray paths of life could be theirs.

The three years that hex* passed 
since those days had only, day by 
day, served to widen the rift. The 
closed door of that little room 
seemed to place itself even more 
firmly between them, a barrier to , 
perfect understanding. He had 
plunged more and more fully, almost 
viciously, it seemed, into his work 
as the years followed each other 
while she had kept her numb grief 
near her heart until it had come to 
be almost a passion with her to 
keep it alive. She did not want it 
t® soften or die, for it seemed the 
only thing left to her. All things

never in their days had she so abso
lutely loved this man as she did this 
morning. Yet he would let her 
treasure out of his life without a 
detaining look. And fî she should 
not go to him now and say that she 
would not go, he would make her 
welcome to stay in the same tone of 
action, •Indifference, heartlessness, 
what you would, that was driving 
her to wish to hate him, while the 
love of her whole heart welled up 
and beat around this tower of a

< Now he was gone, with a simple 
“good by” on his lips, as on any 
other morning of these three years, 
down to his work in the city.

She was free now to think.
At first it seemed that she cared

__ ___ 0_ for nothing but to go axvay
which she had thought meant life ! quietly with what money site had of
haxi been thrown to him In her love, ! her own—fortunately it would be 
and now that he did not seem to j Plenty—and live for herself and with 
need that, but seemed to be so suffi- 1 the memory of her little one for com
ment in his crushing work, her place I Puny. But her knowledge of herself 
seemed to be gone, her only niche in j bold her that she could never live out
life to nurse the dying memory and a HI® of that kind. Work she must
to walk in unceasing rounds past a ! have, work that would be strong 
closed door. i enough and would put demands upon

The feeling of being crowded out of , her mind and strength and would 
his life by injunctions and traction j take her out of herself.
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tar problem to oome to her. When 
they did conic, however, they showed 
hm^as 'tseemech a way through tar

r^urota — -ke a ,ew *«**»
-8^rndiroord“ "

in New Yo^<

cases, of being so utterly unneces
sary to him, had grown into her 
very soul, till she was almost able 
to convince heraeelf that he no lon
ger wanted her, a useless appanage, to 
his busy life. His unfailing, even 
gentleness,^ too, seemed an alignment 

mask ft must be, worn by the 
gentleman of pure honor, which she 
knew him to be, to hide his impa
tience with her. Surely he oould 
not but be grieved at the taillure she 
was constantly making of her life 
end his. Why would he not some
times lift the mask and show the 
real feeling and make her suffer? It 
would be better then the dull wear
ing of his steady, accusing kindness.

Lately it had come to that point 
where she felt that she couM not 
go on longer in this way. With no 
apparent chords of interest, with 
nothing but gentle tolerance reveal
ed on his side, to greet him morning 
after « morning and watch his 
too evident effort toward 
kindness, to sit evening after 
evening in silence, watching his head 
buried in precedents, till she would 
be forced to go to her own ix>om 
and to lie in the dark, next to the 
closed room, listening to the occa
sional rustle of a paper or to his 
pacing footstep far into the morning; 
it could only be -borne to the point 
of breaking. She knew that 9hc 
was forcing herself, step by step, in 
her reasoning to an action which 
would break their home, and inci
dentally her heart, if there were any 
capability of more suffering in that 
heart. It did not seem to matter, 
though, for she oould no more pre
vent her mind from moving in the 
circles in which it turned than she 
oould prevent herself from thinking. 
This life, the living presence of its 
future, was unbearable to her; how 
much more so must it not be to him 
in the constant effort to soften and 
cover the truth. There seemed but 
one way1—to end it by going quietly 
away. It wee no mock heroics, 
none of the self-pity of a conscious 
martyr, only the acknowledgment of 
a failure and the wish to end an im- 

* ' ' " He neither felt
- nor understood the sorrow of her 
t life, but had drawn Into -himself and

Curiously enough, the old longings 
for a name and a position in the 
world of work, for fame in its 
measure, things long aqo -buried 
her soul, were the last solutions of

in ^o-d daya

E°lF -
»tawas too

^ t^!tT,hbore 10 bn,nfiJ? the ™ay o* notoriety
Sr id«titrL,dwzkrary„;risc 'of
whicM should havf tta Z “T; 

«Tsta ktaw^to'Tin ^ besinmi”«’

?r æx
t~nS

from the present life nitaht ta «I 
noiseless as possible. ^ “

.'Vcre diniûg that evening at
wit/ita”"*' <L!IUiet Party' the men, 
Wbh the except,on of Professor Jor!
tan. all men of John’s world; force
ful, contained men, every one of 
swme note. Unconsciously she was 
measuring him against them in the easy tain or the occasional <£e£r
mit nd a t7ic truth tlmt CK^i 
out, and easily m his simplioitv ard 
stoength he overtopped them til so 
“«upletoly that her pride in him 
sang to her heartache. Prom light 
to serions and on again .the talk 
Wtoffcd, she rising as best she c^ld 
, -, until, by some quirk

of t,ta blind thing that leads people’s 
tongues, n came to a discussion of 
tta arranging of broken homes 
Once she had heard John, fin kind! 
ness to her as she knew, catoh Z, 
ball and turn the talk in a new 
h7Ctm”'1bUt ’Tordan had rervcisely
Stor ever k' "',rhe tW3 -houl'd 
«ach by every means," he was saying

®et, aS far from eMh Dther a. 
possiMe Leavmg divorce, of course, 
out of the question, they should 
for peace of mind, cut from their 
paths everything which would suit-1
toï i^L?t,her'’' "Hut"—the hoC 
7s; broking down from the vantage 
of twepty years of unclouded mar- 
rrnge, felt called to defend her
‘X7 tl..y2LU are wrone in presum- 
Jng that they would wish to be rid 
Of the thought of each other That
TZ Zt at a11’ Instead, even 
though they must admit the impos
sibility of living together, they 
would Sti'l be each to the other the 
ftorwit memor-y of their souls; 
noither would wish to be relieved of 

thought of (he o-ther.” “That 
just nins with my theorv"-thc pro- 
fessor »ias now full tilt on one of 
his hobbles—"that is just it. Their 
mmnories and ideals of each other 
will be,, through the shading vehrs 
the ftoarest things in their lives’ 
Therefore, these should to left in
tact. and should not be marred and 
ruined by any concrete 
or tie whatev
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not like John to do that, and to 
seem to lay everything to her, but 
what else could it mean?

Anyway she would not say ony- 
him until the next night 

that would to her last night u7hVr 
home; she would to leaving the day 
following for New York.

t1k , mornin8 of What was to bo 
their last day together brought no 
change in him. He went away with 
the some kind word, a Little sub- 
dued perhaps, on his lips. She bad 
not told him of her immediate de
parture, leavmg everything to the
last interview of this evening Her
packing was merely the gathering of 
a few treasures, for which, in tar 
rather detached life, she had come 
to care for-a matter of a few hours. 
I he door of the room which had 
been locked on the memory of the 
little Alicia she would not open. 
Everything that had belonged to the 
life of the two of them, that had 
been thears in common, or at least 
should have been, she would leave as 
it had been, taking only herself us 
gently as might be, out from the 
midst of it. He would not care, of 
course, .if she should take the keep
sakes of her little room, but she 
would not do so. She won Id not 
tear up or seem to disturb the sa
cred memories of the dead years ms 
they lay about the home. Her baby’s 
little shoes, she thoue'ht. «h** wnnin

Put the Blood
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It is weakness that causes most of 
our sufferings—weakness of the heart, 
weakness of the liver, kidneys and 
bowels.

The result is feelings of languor 
and depression, and impaired action 
of the vital organs, headaches, inr- 
digestion, spells of dizziness and 
weakness, sleeplessness, irritability, 
and a general rundown condition of 
the system.

Fut thé blood in good condition by 
the use of Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food, 
and you have a, foundation for health 
to build on. Weakness and disease 
wi 11 give way -to new strength and 
vigor, and lamgour and discourage
ment will yield to new hope . and 
happiness.

Mr. Fergus Conn, Lily Oak, Ont., 
writes: —“As a result of the severe 
winter and an attack of la grippe, I 
was all run down this spring-. I soon 
improved very much by using- Dr. 
Chase's Nerve Fooa. My appetite is 
better than it bos been for years, 
and though sixty years of age I am 
able to do a man’s work on the 
farm following » team. I believe 
that I owe my good health to the 
use of Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food.”

Mrs. George Beattie, Carr’s Brook, 
Colchester Co., N.S., writes: —“last 
spring I was vçry much run down, 
fd!t tired all the time, and did not 
seem to have life or energy enough 
to do my work. Three boxes of Dr. 
Chase's Nerve 'Food did me a world 
of good and made work a pleasure 
to mo. I have not had occasion to 
use any medicine since, and have re-
tai*vi mAMLwE TV PL. — — f — »T_____ tv .

association 
They should never 

again cross each other’s j>atb, for os- 
"Z ,k,rV>W’ jt is by contact that 
ideals are broken, and ideals will be 
all that they will have. T would 
even argue that they should, for the 
sake of never being brought near 
each other, obtain a légal separation. 
KHbrain, you agree with me. I’m 
sure. It’s the only common sense 
way.”

If Alicia, listening with h«r heart 
choking her. expected any revelation 
or expression of personal view from 
John, she was disappointed. Im
passive, as if the question could 
have mo possible interest to him per
sonally, he shelved it. and * the 
whole subject, by-----

“You seem to forget the personal 
equation. It would depend altoge
ther on the wishes of one or both 
of the parties interested. ”

Again, as though she herself had 
made the question to him. he placed 
it upon the head of the one of the 
Parties who should .suggest the idea 
1 here was no inkling of his owr. 
wish in the matter, any more than 
there had been of a reel answer to 
•Jordans question.

The talk had furnished her now 
with a new phase of her question.
It had seemed simple that they 
should live apart, each going to the 
work that must toko the place of 
the rest of things for them. But 
now, itiding home in silence beside 
John, this new idea had its obses
sion for tvr. Maybe Jordan was 
right. Might it not be better that 
there should never be any embarras
sing ties between them? She knew 
too thoroughly that, once apart, 
there would never be any possibility 
of their coming together again, so 
maybe they had better arrange 
things in such way that nothing 
ever come up to force them to meet 
again-. Maybe he would, wish it. 
And while these things were turning 
her mind te every opening, under it 
all there was running the conscious
ness of her love for this silent mam 
beside her, tlngMeg through every 
nerve of her body. If only she 
might snuggle up to him! If only 
he would show the least sign that he 
wanted her or that he cared wtoetiw

shoes, she thought, she would 
like to have, but no, she would leave 
them all. Not that it would matter 
to him. for probably he would never 
notice, but merely to leave unbouch- 

! ed the life of the past.
Their dinner was the same subdued 

effort at the usual that so many 
others had been. From it they pass
ed up the stairs together, going to 
their separate rooms, she to finish 
packing and to give her final in 
instructions to Sarah, who was to 
go with her, he to his nightly work 
As the evening wore on she was 
nerving herself to the interview with 
him, for since he seemed to insist 
that she should take the initiative, 
there was no course but to blunder 
bravely into the matter and leave the 
outcome to the odd chance that 
seems to rule the end -of all human 
crises. What she could say on the 
question of legal separation she was 
N0* s'mPÇ- The prejudice they both 
had against the public profanation of 
their life, which, though it was 
too obvious failure, was still sacred 
to both: the apjxxmamcc of scandal 
which it would have to those out
side their own Church, and even to 
many within It, for the world does 
not stop for distinctions—everything, 
in fact, in their training and at
mosphere of thought was against it. 
Yet it might be that -he would wish 
it, and, too, it really did seem that 
neither could bear to be forced to 
amy relations with the other in the 
future.

His even “Come in!” in answer 
to her frightened knock at his door 
was characteristic of their differing 
temperaments.

“I h®-ve oome to tell you that I 
am going away to-morrow, John.”

It sounded so flat and inadequate 
to herself that she wondered if she 
had spoken at all.

Kilbrain, for answer, wheeled a 
chair near to her and offered It 
gently—“Won’t you sit down, Ali
cia ?”

“J think I would rather stand, 
thank you, John. I—I suppose you 
are not interested as to where I 
might be going ?

For an instant the soul of John 
Kilbrain was in his eyes, and her 
heart would have danced in its joy 
could she have read the message of 
that glance; but she was not look
ing. His answer was what she 
would, have expected-:

“If you wish to tell me, I shall 
be pleased to hear.”

He was making it harder always; 
she felt herself weakening under the 
strain and hurried on to the worst.
It had better be over.

“John, do you remember what Mr. 
Jordan waa saying last evening? 
Maybe—would it not be better that 
we should be separated finally—I 
mean—legally ?”

There was no more a revelation of 
his real thought now, fo their pri
vacy, than there had been in his 
answer to Jordan's stray question- ae 
he replied:

“That is, of course, entirely * 
question of personal wishes. If you 
should find it too tryiz^, aa you

takevthe necessary steps,
I ootilBT^erheps, arrange it myself.
You probably oould not bear the 
«mtewraaement of proceeding yourself 
I will do this in time, since you 
wish it, Alicia.”Wï « i

faltered, retreating.
”is there any Using in the matter 

of—finances that 1 can do?”
“No, thank you, John’ —she wish

ed he had spared her that—‘ w-kI 
night. '

"Good night, Alicia. Shall 1 take 
you to the—”

But she waa gone, and his only 
answer came in the soft closing of a 
door across the ball.

Aliciu had thrown herself at her 
bedside. The breaking point of lier 
courage had come for one day. To
morrow must bring its own strength
to‘llhat’ llSh°i not drived tor- 
sell at all, she knew ttaet she was
according to all the rules ol her own 
thought and according to what she 
would have said in the case ol an- 
othor, wrong in loaving her husband 
and her home. She knew that her 
place \vas with him until Uie end 
but the very force of her love for 
him could not bear the mere toler
ance which he suerned to have for 
her; the plainness of the fact that 
s.lw.wds purely a fixture in his life. 
And the hopelessness of it all in his 
calni^ misrepresentation of her mo-

She must have cried herself to 
sleep, for it seemed hours after wheat 
she grew conscious of being still on 
her knees. A sound was coming 
from somewhere in the dead s-L il ness 
half a breathing, half a sobbing, it 
seemed, as of a soul in agony. Site 
was awake now—it was surely com- 
ihg from the little room next to 
hers. She stole out iuto the ball 
to the closed door—it was open ! '

There were no lights, but into the 
tiny room moonbeams were stealing 
m silver-gray splashes, falling just 
short of a figure sitting in the half-, 
shadow. Her husband ! He whose 
strength she had all but feared! A 
figure of a man's broken grief, hialf- 
logning with one artn over the rail 
ol baby's bed; and against the white 
of the little coverlet she oould just 
make out his hand turning over and 
fondling two little baby shoes!

A little she saw, much she prayed 
for as she stole across the room to 
kneel at his side.

"John, don’t you need me? Won’t 
you let me stay with you?”

As one stirring iron the toils of 
despair, he turned, and his unns fold
ed about the clinging woman.

My darling ! God knows how 
I need you—need you every moment 
of my life. But how earn I keep you 
when—when it is hard for you to 
stay?”

“ Oh ! ” she b reathed, snuggl ing for , 
very comfort., "if I could only have 
known that you cared! I thought 
you would be relieved to have me 
go."

’Licia,” he said, and the boyish 
gladness of his voice was the sweet
est music she had ever heard, “where 
waa it you were going ?”

“To Florence first, I think.”
“Let me go with you, dear; 

well try all over again.”
“No-t all over again, John. for 

we'll never again have to learn the 
lesson of this night.”

The same thought came to both, 
and by an instinct they knelt at 
baby’s crib, looking at the little 
shoes lying there, and learning of 
the ways of love and life and death 
Rising, they passed out and down 
the hall—neither had thought to 
close the door.—Richard Aumerle, in 
the New World.

The “True Witness" can b* 
had at the following 

Stands :
J. Tucker, 41 McCord .treet.
Mias McjLe&n, 182 Centre st., PA. at
^rB„1^Nally' 845 st- Antoine et. ' 
H. McMorrow, 278 Carriers et 
E. Watkin Etches, 44 Bleury et 
MIbs White, 680 St. Denis »•

Charles.
c J. Tierney, 149 Craig st, went 
M. Shaw, 789 St. Catherine et, west 
Mre. Ryan, 1025 St. James st 
A W. Mulcahey, 820 St. Antoine st. 
Mrs. Le vac, 1111 st Catherin* cent. 
C. A. Dumont, 1212 St. Denis st. 
Mrs. Cloran, 1551- St. Denis st 
M. Lataie, 1097 St. James it.
Jan. Murray, 47 University st.
Mrs, Redmond, 488 Notre Dame west 
Muloy’s Booketow, 241 St Cathe

rine west.
James McAran, 28 Chaboillet Squ. 
Aristide Madore, 2 Befcver Hall H«„ 
Miss Scanlan, 68 Bleary et 
Miss EM*. 875 Wellington st.
Mt-e. Siootte, 149 Dorchester st.

:

wished it I And ___
praying for one word or look 

a tone of encouragement, 
might throw herself at Us 

cd beg and plead with him 
her, to moke her stay with 

Yet it would be foolish and 
for he woult" 
i humor her;
\ she

"By Medicine Life May 
longed.’’—So wrote
nearly three handled years' ago. It 
id so to-day. M> 
life, but be aura of 
the medicine. Li


