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PERRIN'S
GLOVES

For LADIES,
GENTLEMEN,
and CHILDREN

ARE THE BEST

For ELEGANCE, FIT
and DURABILITY

ASK FOR THEM.

CONSERVATORY

oFr MUSICO,
Y38 Dorchoster 8L, near Mountain,
Montreal, I2Q. Davelopmont in all branches

of muric. Pupils may enter at any thne X¥or
Prospoctus, apply to

MR, O, K. SKIFERT, Director.

LIGNHT LINE SHORTHAND A¥D
TYPEWRITING INSTITUTES

THE ONTARIO ACADEMY,

60 Cecll Streat, Toronto.

GREGG'S SHORTHAND ACADEMY
£62 1-8 Yonge Street, Toronto.

XAght Lino Shiorthand ; the casiost and best
syatom taught. No delay. no hoavy fosa.
Bpoed of 100 worda per minuto guarantocd in
qu;m]c m&nlh& Typewrltiug freo to Shorthand
€ on

Thorough Commercial Course.

Also Day School for Publlc School and Col-
leglato Work. Kxperiencod Toachers,
Principals >
R, W, DILLON, M.A. MISS H. WRIGHT.

People who appreciate

PURE and WHOLESOME

Goods should insist on having
the Productions of the

GIONERY G

FINE CHOCOLATES,

(Awsoricd Flavore)

PARIS BON BONS,
FRENCH CREAM FRUITS,
CREAM SUGAR ALMONDS,
CHOICE MIXED CANDIES,
FRUIT TABLETS,
MENTHOL COUGH DROPS,

OLD ENGLISH MINCE MEAT,

CREAM SODAS,

AIn Un boxoes alwarx Cricp and Deliclour)

FANCY SWEET BISCUITS,
Stampd 7. B, & C.Co.

A. W. Porle.  S. R. Papsons.

U onE PAITH THAT REMOVES
| MOUNTAINS
(Continued frem page 15

staggored from weaki~ws and oxposuro.
The road was deop with mud, and the
bridal dress was no lunger white ; she had
fallon so often. 'Tho flowing veil. ul.
|tlmugh sodden aund heavy, still afforded
vxcollont sport for the boisterous wind,
which tossed it about her head and fuce
in the most fantastic manner. Long since
the covetous mud had snalched from her
foot tho little kid shoes, of which she had
beon so proud. Her rcason had now en-
tirely gone, sud she babbled incossantly.

‘I hope the pricst who is to marcy us
will wait till I cone,” she frotted; ¢I did
not mean to bo Iate. How funny that
theyshould now call Ovide No. 317, instead
of his right name.” Sho attempted to
laugh, but no sound reached her lips.

‘““If I could only walk faster,” she
whispered. Her strength was well-nigh
spent and the penitoBtinry was yot a
mile away. Her foet wero 50 heavy that
she could hardly drag them along ; the
mud had clung to them so that they
looked strangoly huge and out of propor-
tion.

As she neared the eng of her journey,
the road grow worse, the puddles deeper
and wider. At first the poor girl had not
fallen very often, bhut now the frequent
dull splashes told a pitiful tale. Yet the
rain fell nono the ‘eu persistontly, nor
did the wind grow loss aggreuive.

At length the grey dawn struggled
through tie clouds, which atill doggedly
hugged the earth, and drove away the
gloomy shadows which enveloped the high
unpicturesquo walls of the penitentiary.
Tho rain- had ceassd falling : oven the
wind bad grown weary, and its raint
whispering could now scarcely be heard.

As the clouds rose sloxly above the
walls of the penitentiary, the ghastly

rinched face of Marie was revealed.
he wason her hands and knoes, climbing
up the heap of stones which the convicts
had broken and banked againstthe great
walls. Around her faco and shoulders
atrcamed the tressea of her dark wet hair,
whilo tho frament of veil which still re-
mained trailed raggedly after hor. As
she crawled over higher, the stones’ jag-
ged cdges cut her hands and kneas, but
sho did not feel the wounds ; sho was too
far exhausted. When near the summit,
sho stopped abruptly; a shudder ran
through her slight frame. For a few
moments her hands clutchod at the sharp
stonos, thon she aprang to her fect, her
body rigid, her eyos wild and staring.
Tho end had como. *¢ Ovide, Tam herol"
sho gasped, and then fell heavily back-
warg, rolling down the pile of stoncs
into tho hole near the wall, which the
cartors had made. Tho .woary eycs wuro
wido open and turncd toward tho sky,
but they no longer comprehended ; the
disordered brain no longer oconjured u
fantasticsoenes, norgave birth to diseas
thoughts ; tho rest sho had so long necdod
had como to her at last, and sho alept—
slopt tnat deop, droawless sleep from
which, not even hp, for whom sho had
sacrificed so much, could wako hor,

As tho light grew more distinct, thero
stood rovoaled on the top of the walls,
four sentry boxus. At short intorvals,
through the misat, tho forms of tho sen.
trios could bo soen, as they slowly paced
to and fro, with rifics rosting on their
shouldors.

Tao thick air was suddenly piorced by
the ponitentiary clock discordantly strik-
in§ tho hour of five. Hardly hed its
ochocs diod away whon tho clanking of
chains and tho decisive voices of the
guards could be heard, issuing from the
groat stono building in tho centre of tho
yard. Half an hour lIatar the hoavily-
barred doars of thn peonitentiary swung
open, and the conviota surrcinded by
g\ardn. filed alowly out intu the. surtyard.

foro the moen woro taken to the vatious

places of 1abor, thoy weroranged in single

T

filo, and thair n-umburs called out.

Noarly all the prisoners responded in
sullon, rebellous {ones. But the voive
that anawered to No. 317 was full of con-
#rition and hopelessness. Six months be-
fore, the young convict who bore this
numnber was knvwn as Qvide Domeres.
nephow of Littlo Mother Soulard. Th.
day that hwd d‘ust expired was to have
been his wedding-day, and littlo Mario
Ethior, whom he had played with when
a child, was to havo been his wife. All
night long, as he tossed about in his coll,
ho had been thinking of her and of his
two old aunts who had takon him to their
meagre homo when his paronts died, and
had watched over and cared for him
with the love of a mother. They had
believed in him — although, alas! his
guilt was so glaringly apparent—oeven
when the-whole world had forsaken him.
So, because of all theso things, his heart,
on this gloomy morning, was almost
breaking ; little wondor that his voice
nearly failed as he answered to the num-
ber that now stood for his name. ,

The file of convicts was broken up into
gangs; ‘“317" belonged to the atone-
breaking gan%, and worked cutside the
frowning walls. As they slowly paased
out of the gate to tho road, the mentries
unswung their rifles—many successfui at-
tempts to escape had beon made by con-
victs in the past.

Slowly the men wore marched along
the road, till they came to the great
mound of stones, heapod against the
walls, where they were put«to wark.
Watchfully the guards stood near by,
#hile the seutries, cqually alert, paced
tbe high walls,

Scaxzcely had the hammers begun their
monotonous churus. when the tragedy
occurred. Convict 317 was seon to let
his hammer suddenly fall, and gaze with
terrified eyes into the hole near by.
““Marie ! Mirie ! " ho shouted, in a voice
charged with fear. Just as he reached
the edge of the incline, and was about to
jump down and clasp in his armsthe dear,

dragyled figure, clad in the torn bridal
robes, the sentry near the gate brought
hisrifle to his shoulder, and in a warning
voics called ouc to the fleeing convict ;

but the Iatter failed to hear the warning. |
There was a puff of smoke, a sharp re- | ;
port, and convict 317 was seen to throw | ;

up his arms and fall.

When the guards reached the spot
where thoy thought he had fallew, he was
nowhore to be seen. They took a few
stops forward and looked down the in-
cline ; thero he was at the bottom with
his head resting on the bosom of a young
girl, in strange array.

They sprang down and raised him—he
would never occupy his cell again !

As the gunrds stooped wonderingly over
the form of the girl, thoy failed to sce
in tho distance the rapid approach of a
carriage, which bad passed the gate and
was closo upon them. Just as thoy were
about to sumnmon tho convicts to carry
the bodies into the yard, tho carriagestop-
1ed, and sho who had prayed so fervently
gor tho lifeless oncs, and had tried 80 hard
to boliove, sprang out and ran to where
they wero gying. Clasping hor arms
about them, ahe wopt, and kissed them
passionately.

**I am too late, too late !” she mosncd
in an agony of

The Little
known the road Mario had taken, and
tho moment conaciousness returned to her
in the bedroom, she had called a carringe
and sot out at oncoe after her. Thedriver
had driven fariously; his horse was cav-
orod with foam, but to no avail ; Marie
was hear hersad journuy's end when they
startod.

At first the guards wero inclined to
push the old creature away, but when
thoy understood from her griof, what re-
lation the quiet forms bore to her, and
hoard snatches of their pitiful history fall,
inooherontly, from her lips, they drow
back, and lot her pour out her desp grief

icf. 3
g':)thcr had instinctively | 3

over them. \ith sympathiziug hearts,
at length thoy made a sign, and tho con-
victs took up the bodies and bhore them
into the courtyard.

The Little Mother scemed too stunned
to notico what hey had done, and still
sat sobbing aud talking to herself.

The driver grow weary of waiting, and’
going to her sidveaid roftly, as ho laid his
hand on her shoulder : ** Let mo take you
howe; it is cold aud you are shivoring.”

She only crouched closer to 'the spot
where they had lain and talked on.
Thinking sho was speaking to him, the
man bent his head to listen. ‘It is all
my fault,” he heard her say, *‘ because I
had not faith—not the right faith—not
the fuith that Father Benoit meant—the
faith that can remove mountains | ”
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Do You

Read «w o
Massey's
Magazine?,

If not, you should. ;
Why?

Because
Merit. .

Its contents are of interest
to everybody.

Literature

It is the only outlet for
young Canadian authors
to reach the reading
public.

Illustrations

Its illustcations are superb
and are not surpassed by
any Magazine on earth.

Patriotism
It is the only 10 cent
Magazine published in
Canada.

®&B

Buy a copy at any news-
dealer's and yuu will take
it regularly.

&

Send $1 vo the Pablishoers
and they will send

MASSEY'S
for one year to youraddress,
post paid. i

3
The MASSEY PRESS,
i 927 King St. Weet, -  TORONTO i
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WHEN WRITING TO ADVERTISERS PLEAGK

MENTION THE CANADIAN NOME JOURNAL



