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CHAPTER XX—Gmtiaited.
“MANY WATKfta CANNOT qCXWCU LOVR."
The party ha<l reached a lonely part 

Lilt*, and hral ventured for a day 
take shelter in a shepherd s 

deserted hut. Marguerite had 
ting silent for some time in the doorw 
her eyes tix

in 1 
e Вd, not on the Bible that lay 

open upon her lap, but on the 
nd^e of sky visible above the mo 
peaks. Suddenly she closed the book, 
and 'came and stood before Madame 
Chevalier.

“ I must go back to tho convent ! Say 
that 1 may go back,’" she pleaded,, in an 

' abrupt, trembling voice.
“ Marguerite ! ’" exclaimed the mother, 

horror struck.
Rene 

could on
and Eglantine, standing by, 

ly1 look où in mute amaze.
“ Do not be angry with me ! Do noti 

make it harder for me,” hurried on the 
ісву “1 woutyi. never have 

ooine away but to bring you the tidings 
about Agnes ; and now that is done, it is 
home in on me that I ought to go back. 
You have all been very good to me, but 

my aister, you 
and I have hr 

. trouble."

er once more, 
і reproach. But s 
first fear, that the

quivering vo

you have 
need me, 
sorrow and.

“Mai 
•- Chevab 

of keen

A darker dread bad, however, laid hold 
upon Непе.

“ IfavH our privations 
for you ? " be £Aked st 
true woitb less than it costs, Margin-r

She turned and looked at him,—such 
life reproach that

do not really 
ought you only

■peated Monique 
this time in a tone

- girl’s brain was

been too severe 
ernlv. “ Is the

Eglantine
“ Did ! leave a soft ranch and a pleri 

tifnl hoard to come to you ? Will 1 go 
bacjc to anything but вігціев and revil 
ings, and imprisonment Tn a'iUed the 
elder sister, and then she sank at Mom 
que ( herein r'e feet, and covered the 
moi hers band with her team *' Do not 
think me ungrateful. Do not think 1 
have not tiven happy with you I ” she 
entreated *• What are these ouUide 
diraomtort* to the hive and light I have 
fourni With і ou Ali ! 
what it has і n»t

me night and 
without a itoeasing for the 
turned niy hack upon 
have had nothing but »
•bu e I came to 
rest until I

hurst I mo

you do not know 
it ще to make up my 
k. But it is burnt

hmt 1 Г
ght, that

mind Vi

m. You 
d trouble»<>rr«>w an

> you , Got Will not let us 
.go ha- W and gl«e His ni 
darken*. I souls I left behindNT t

They undersVMxt

her trim, and looked
“ It ia[____________

boi.-tage ” he said harohlt 
their superstitious / will worahip and 
voluntary humility ' Marguerite! if you 

trying to atone lor the і met, you dis 
credit your herd s perfect work If you 
think to make yourself more pleasing in 
Hu sight, you are untrue to the Ilbert* 
wberewrth He h*« made you free. Vai 
untary martyrdom H only another form 

penance, and panande u slavery і 
To go back to lit. Véronique, to yhe death 
from which He saved you, U to go tw-> 
to your old yoke, not to 
the honor of H is мам 

“Softly, Rene 1 u whispered his mother, 
for Marguerite was trembling visibly.

“ You do not understand,” laid the

add to ilia

her
he*alter fol let her m

■
of her old Romish

at la*t With a

*

1 of

His cross nor

broken votoe. “ it ie not 
Work, nor to win favor in 

sight. I knew better than that. It is 
Hu love that constrains me. 1 have 
done nothing for Him аЦ my life, and

lira

»

TIE ВОЗІМ MT MOTHER 81*0.

“Angelas Domini nuntiac 
St. Mark seta the peal 

chimes dear ;
uAnge1 us Domini nuntiacit Maria!” 

Thus the low prayer of 
gondolier. 1

The purple curtains of the west 
Have almost bid the sunset’s fire, 

Which, flaming Venice-ward, a créât, 
Lights softly dome and cross and spire. 

Deep he the в barlows :n lagoon*
Far as Ç'bioggia’s aai в and reeds ;

The air with landward perfume swoons ;
My oarsman bows and counts bis beads. 

Our craft rides silent on the stream ; 
And, floating thus, 1 idly dream.

ream ? Ah, fair queen of the sea, 
Not all thy witckings can enthral 

And foM the wings of memory !
A thousand leagues one tone оща call, 

A thousand leagues one picture bring 
In fadeless form and scene to me ;

And though thy angel us thrillful ring 
Out o’er the Adriatic sea,

I bear through all its rhythmics rung 
Those dear old songs my mother sung I

0 angelus-bour to heart and soul,
0 angelus-bour of peace and calm 

When o'er the farm the evening stole, 
Enfolding all its summer balm ! 

Without—tBe scent of field»—
Of hedge, of corn, of wmrowed bay— 

The subie altars of the dusk ;
And glow-worms like some milky-way ; 

Within, as from an angel's tongue,
Those dear did songs my mother sung :

“ From every stormy wind that blows 
“ Softly now the light of day 

• “ Thou hidden source of calm re
“ I love to steal awhile away 

“ My days are gliding swiftly by ;"
“ Depths of tuerçy can there be ;" 

“Jesus looks with pitying eye 
■“ Rock of ages cleft for me 

“Saviour, on me thy grace bestow 
“ Praise God from whom all blessings

it Mària!”
for an hundred

my ewarth

And d

lin
ed 1

pose;"

flow! '

“Angélus Domini 
Sweet were the

“An&Iu’s Domini nuntiacit Maria /"
I worshipped betimes with my ewarth 

gondolier.
—Edgar. L. Wqkcman, -in (’hautauquan

nuntiacit Maria 
echoes that fell on the

Venice, ІМЮ.

ІУГШЯВЖКГСЗ-Ж]^ -AJ6TID VISITOR.
in the ire, end hie joy no man had been I 
able to take from him. God wm very 
near, and he would soon be at reel, but 
he would wait your coming in a better

There wm a long silence. The dusk 
deepened, lb® mountain brook sang on. 
Jean gated absently down into the 

lMt the wife lifted her face.
“ I must see him," she said in a low, 

steady voice. “If he is dying it will 
make him happier to have mb smooth 
bis pillow; and if not, it will give him 
strength and courage to live. Ub, Jean, 
surely you will help-me—for his sake, as 
well m mine."

Rene followed her to the edge of thethere is nothing for une to do out here. 
I could at least fell them what the light 
has done for me p if only one beard me 
before I wm silenced, it would be worth 
dyin^for. I cannot help feeling that 
God baf left me without the chut

might be free to go 
witnees," She had 

looking et him 
cloudy brow

upon you T ” he 
“ Is it nothing 

to you, МКІ k»nl 
-that your love 

shine upon a 
a sorrow,and

jJoW to (sbre 
ІКіп^ІсаІр 

Diseases 
wi<t\

©UTICURA
Remedies.

THE MOST DISTRESSING FORMS OF 
1 skin and ecelpdlseaees, with loes of hair, 

from Infancy to old age. are epsedUy, econo
mically end permanently cured by the Coti- 
cdka Reus DISH, when all other remedies 
and methods fall.

Ccticxtha, tbs great Skin Cure, and COTI- 
cuea Soap, an tfxquUILe Skin BeautlHer, pre
pared from It, externally, and Cdtioux* 
KnoLvnrr, the new Blood Purtfler, Inter
nally, cure every term t>f akin and blood di
sease, from pimples to scrofula.

Sold everywhere. Price, (’ітіггпа, 76c. ; 
Soat. Me. ; яивоьуюіт, JM4M. Preeared by 
the Ротткж Dauu and Cesmical Co.. Bos-

“ I will b* within nail If you want me," 
he wbtefteml. “ There is something in 
the poor fallow's manner 
roe fear fur hie reason."

Яке roaroelу beetle.I him as she bur 
ried away, but the gaunt, eroaeiated fig 
ure that came forward to meet her, made 
her falter for a moment. Could this be 

•1*1 wart, comely Jean f 
lame does not recognise me," said 

L pushing The gray 1 
and fixing his sunken

which makes
ms of

other work, that I 
back and bear my 
lifted her head, and 
deprecatinglyhbut Bend’s 
did not dear.

“Hat
Jean 

“Mb. 
the valet.

ave we do claims u
looks fromreproachfully, 

my mother looks 
upon you as a daugbtei 
has poured a stream of
path that has known many a sorrow,i___
your lips speak to her A comfort no 
others can—nothing that your coming 
has been to us all like the dawn of a new
th^'laï 

brought.

asked
eyes upon

her
a pitiful erv, Henri's wife ex- 

ber hands. Jean raised them to 
ps, but prevented the consolation 
trembled upon her tongue.

not speak to me of them, ma- 
Do not allude to my trouble, if 

vou would not have me go mad again ! I 
have лоте out of my prison with nothing 
but my religion and love for my master 
left. Only as my yonng sieur needs 
them, is there sense m my brain or 

rength in my right arm."
“ I kn^tbat ; 1 felt sure I could de

pend ODtypu r cried Eglantine, laying her 
hand on bis sleevê. “ Jean, listen to me. 
You have loved him longer than 1, more 
Unselfishly ; you will help mO to get a' 
message to him ; will you not, Jean ? 
You were always so brave and clever. I 
want to ask his forgiveness, and to let 
him know that we are thinking of, and 
praying for him out here. Can you not 
think ÿf some way ?"

Jean regai ded her with an unmoved 
countenance.

“Ik

With 
tende. I The valet recoiled.

“ I dare not, my lady ! He laid it on 
me m my last duty, that I should see 
you did not. ‘ She will want to come to 
me, Jean,' he said, ' she will not think of 
her own safety if she feels there is any
thing she can do for me, but she must 
not be allowed to take the risk. Tell 
her 1 lay it on her м my last request, 
my last command, to remain with Ma
dame Chevalier, and, for the sake of our 
little daughter, if our friends ever de
cide to leave France, to go with them.' ” 

It was a sharp test for Eglatine’s purer 
and better "

bis 1,
thaï

“ Doі aawn oi a new 
and remember 
you have been 

is to understand the precious 
he troth, and the powerrif God's 

grace.m we never did before T It may 
look like a lowly vocation to you, in con 
trait with a martyr's crown, but I c 
think it unnoticed in the Night of 

Himself came to ‘ com for 
be a light

a song in the night to three bru 
bleeding hearts, is that nothing, Mar 
guerite? "

Marguerite's eyes were fastened upon 
hti mother's face.

*• Is this so? " she asked.
“ It would be the crowning sorrow of 

my life to give you up,*' was the answer.
Marguerite burst into tears. “Oh, 

forgive me, forgive me 1 I did not think 
it could matter to any one but me. How 
could I know I bad come to be so much 

ou—how could 1 understand ? " 
glan tine drew her sister's head to her 

shoulder. There wm a sunny gl 
the dark lashes still glistening wit 

“ There is plenty of work for you," she 
whispered, “but for one most of all, my 
dayling ; 1 told you that our mother said 
she hoped 1 would make up to her 
father for all he had missed in her 
1 have been so full of myself, 1 know so 
little of God, 1 have never done it. It 
must be your work, Marguerite ; you are 
so much better than 1, vou look so much 
like our mother, he will lia 
he bas never done to any 
you can tell hiaprohat the trot 
lor you. Oh, my near, I have 
Urn first that this was to be 
letnr. 1 belief e God will 
gather some day."

“ You will not have to be angry with 
again," Marguerite said presently, 
ing up at Rene. But Rene had gone. 

That night, M he sat a little apart in 
the shadow, a timid band touched hie

that to look

TBendtoT'" How to Cure Bkln Mesaeea."

SV-Pimple*, blackhead*, changed endoUy^M

Him, 
all that

тЛ±£АП.т^ГЛ!ІІ^Г!і
^^Plastek, the only paln-kllHag piaster

mourn.' To dark place,in a
love, for her husband. The 

“ obedience ” that “ is better than sacri
fice," is sometimes so much harder to 
render, but after a moment’s struggle 
the wife put herself out of the question.

“ Do you go back again, Jean ? 
there be any way of finding out when 
the end comes ?” 

back

1 TEH POUNDS
Will

TWO WEEKS
«і certainly, my lady. The 

romiaed to let me know when£ THINK OF IT!jailor Du pn 
' my master's sufferings

“ And meanwhile, if he should not be 
m sick as be thinks, if there should come 

e way of serving him, which he could 
foresee, when he asked that pro 

mise- you will let me know, Jean ? I 
will never disobey him for my own sake, 
but ever since Rene and Marguerite 
have been given beck to ua, I have been 
trying to plan some way for his escape.”

“ Escape I " echoed Jean, his eyes 
glowing suddenly through the dusk. 
“ God forgive me, madame, but 1 never 
thought ol that beforo. Ah, that would 
indeed be to know one moment of hap 
pines* again before Г die." And without 
waiting lor replv, Jean broke away from 

rater's wife and disappeared in the

“ I bave geen him," be said stolidly.
“ Seen him—my husband !” Eglantine 
uld scarcely tell whether it wm her 
ain or Jean's that was failing.

.Жудейікг he

krai scorn
EMULSION

“Ay, teen him Г’ repeated the valet, 
fixing his eyes on the brook that babbled 

feet. “Master Chevalier said 
to me: ‘Jean, he is alive; he ie in the 
fortress Jof Aiguea-Mortes. If we could 
only let him know that his wife and child 
are with ua!' And then J knew what my 
work was to be."

“Jean!" exclaimed the wife onoe more, 
“ have you actually obtained entrance to 
my husband’s prison, and had speec.'i 
with him f

But the half crazed mad continued m 
the same monotonous tone, without lak 
ing any notice of the interruption :

“And thf-n 1 knew what my work was, 
why my miserable life had been spared. 
I will go, I said to myself; I will do the 
one service that remains lor my' master, 
or 1 will perish'in the attempt. My life 
is nothing that I should fear to lose it, 
and if 1 succeed, 1 will look into his (ace 
and hear his voice once 
went, and they told me 
there."

“ You asked at the fortress ?" Eglan 
tine was Very quiet now. “That wm very 
brave of you, Jean, but it wm too great a 
risk. The police are still looking fbr you 
and Rene."

“ 1 bad nothi 
Jean Indifferem 
was not there, so I saw 
Lord's pleasure to open 
hired a boat and turned

r, bu* OfftnMUwMlU
Of time end

ten to you as 
one else. And 

has done 
felt from 
your min- 

bring you to-

CON8UMPTION,

шьшмтіhis

"Tiiglantrne watched anxiodsly t 
return, for days after, but the Valel

(To be continued.)

for hm
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ST. JOHN, N. B.,
How George Han Away.

ore. Ho I
he The story that Alice wm reading wm 

“ Whittington and His Cat." George 
thought it rather hard when his mamma 
asked him to put it by to do something 
for hef. I am afraid he was naughty ; 
for all the time he kept thinking how 
nice it would be to do just м he pleased. 
After awhile be said :

“ Mammà, l think I’ll run away."
“ 1 do not understand you, dear,” she 

answered.
“ Well, I don't like to be bothered," he 

•aid, “ aud I want to be like Whitting-

“ You wFVn displeased with me this 
morning -J70U thought it was very wicked 
to wish to go bock to the convent ? " 

irite'e low
iaap|>ointed," wm the 

am very jealous for your 
tb in grace, and I eannot bear that 

any root of bitterness from the old life 
should spring up and trouble you. It 
pained me too, Marguerite, that you 
should find your hfe with us, hard м it 
has been, so easy to resign."

“ Ah, you do not know ! 
let you know then," she 
quickly. “1 have had to в 
myself for days and days. Every time 
thought I had made up my mind, the 
first touch of little Gsbrielie's ban 
would take all my strength from 
am ashamed I should hare found 
hard to do anything that I felt was

use it was not right that 
you found it so Hard. H God had called 
you to the aacrifce, He would have given 
you the strength. Marguerite, promise 
me, once for all, that you will never 
again think of laying down your life."

'* Never, unless God asks for it in a way 
I cannot mistake," she replied. “ Then, 
ev«4i you would not wish to hold me 
back.'!

“Tb

the next morning 
proposing to make ti 
permanent resting p

*• The search has evidently been 
doned," he said, “ and We have all 

long without tho sunshine, 
is too far removed from the road, too 
much hidden by the pines, to catch the 
eye of any passing travellers.".

" But provisions—bow are we to obtain 
food ?" asked Eglantine.

Непе led her to the doorway and 
showed her through an opening in the 
tree* the chimneys of a farm house in 
the valley below

“ The inmates are brethren who have 
be.-n forced to abjure, hut are still at 

to the truth," be explained. “ I 
■u there before daybreak tills morning, 
Eglantine ; they loaded me with all I 
could bring away, and will let us have 
provisions whenever we need—though 
th- у ask no questions for their own

well," she 
he came

said Margue 
“ I was <l 

wer. “I ANNAPOLIS, N. S.ling to lose, 
tly. “ They

” returned

l m
told he!?* SUMMER ARRANGEMENT.uet wait the 

the door, ami I 
fisherman, and 

sold my fish at the fortress, and got ac 
quambed with some of the keepers. I 
bad thought 1 was going mad before that, 
but my cunning came back when my 
sieur needed it. At last I managed to 
worm out of them that lie was indeed in 
the tower, but allowed to see no 
not even the turnkey, who thrust his 
food in through a bole in the wall.”

the wrung heart 
paused 
his

ST. JOHN UNE.
i uld notiSte “ Very well, you may go if vou are not 

happy in your home," replied the moth
er. “ I will help you to get ready. You 
need-not run away."

Commencing MONDAT, Mat 6, 
alace Steamers of this Line loav

one of the 
ves 8L Johnh№

Then she tied some of hie clothes 
large handkerchief, and put the bu 
On a stick, over hie ehoulder, like the 
picture of Whittington. She kissed him 
good by when she opened the street door 
for him. George looked pretty solemn 
as he went down the steps. In a minute 
he went back and rang the bell. • Mary 

Ini in, and he ran into his mamma's

in ad BOSTON,Пі „о food in throug
A low moan escaped 

of his listener. Jean 
ment, and regarded his mas 
with a look of dumb, dog like 
then once more

Via EA8TP0RT A PORTLAND,
Every MONDAY, WEDNESDAY, and FRI
DAY morning, Bt7A$, Eastern Standard time, 

leaves Bo^Pin

forght. 
- It

affection): Returnlut, same day*.
1 forget her in hie story, 
ning to feel discouraged, 

when the little daughter of the head 
jailer fell into'the canal ; she would have 
died if I had not jumped in after her, 
and the next day her father sent for me, 
and asked what he could do, for me. I 
had been so steady at the fishing, 
none of them doubted that was not my 
real culling, and the cross 1 wore on my 
reset had satisfied Them about my re
gion. 1 told Mailer Neville I had no 

ambition, that 1 did not nedd mone 
but 1 would risk my life over again to 

my master, and give him tidings ef 
bis friends. He said it was impossible, 
that his orders were very strict, and he 
would lose 1 is place if he disobeyed.
But when he found 1 would have noth 

•ІП0 else, and 1 bad sworn by all the 
saints in th.e calendar that 1 would not 
attempt his escape, be gave way. The 
little one was bis only child, and 
he loved her as his own soul. So 
the next night, while the command 

t.wM in the town at a supper, he let
e in for an hour." 1 —
“ You saw him ? Oh, Jean, if I could Mr. Heorv Graham, Wiagbam, writes > k" AMU АПИ Milena v, eta іивгеїі

only have known, and seat him a mess “ І «гм in North Пакте lest May. and 1 ' r >«*, «*•♦ Trains *•< thi* Неї 1 way
age." look a houle of Northrop à l.yroen . -‘»l ra. Dell, esmHwA, mOErw.i

Jeen dropped Ini head despondingly. Vegetable Iheonvery w,U me, as | 4M, J11
beg your pardon I did not tiitpk of act teel safe without ц While there • A.?i * „I ' iu?

that until it wee too late." ledy friend wee euflenng with IsMltga» Кмі for Heine*
, un* ^Unt.D., ішц Мишам uS Bdwk. I M
forcing l»ack her tears. “ It Is more then | mended the Vegetable Iheoovery t» lief 
1 deserve to beer from him. Tell me end she Irwl it, end the rrnuli was that
bow he looked, and what he said.' u did her eo miseh g.a.d that I lied t»>

“I saw him only 10 the moonlighi, brave the belan< • of the Urtlle with 
madame. Ilia brow is lined and his hair 
bleached, as though it had been twent ' 
years since we met But when 
smiled, there was the 
eyes, as whe 
I carried bis 
hill."

“ Then he can smile ? "
“ Ay, marlaroe, anil talk like an angel, 

of the love of Go«l, and the home up 
yonder. The fire in my heart cooled, 
and I could weep as і listened, es I have 
not been able to weep since the night I 
Saw them lying there in each other, 
blood. The only time he broke down 
was when I told him about Mistress 
Agnes, and how we had contrived to get 
out of the chateau. M Kenan had told 
him that you were in a convent, and 
that the little one was dead. He made 
me tell him the story over and river, 
snatching at every word, as 1 have seen 
the starving wretches in the Flemish 
towns, alter a long siege, snatch at 
bread. And when 1 told him that his 
lady had come to be the joy and 
strength of us all; and held the tru 
dear as any, be embraced me, his 
servant, and bade me tell Master

that he would bless him for it to

*1 let fa

"■И DIRECT LINE.ay I sleep on the back porch to
night?" he asked. His lips trembled a

“ No, dear ; your papa doesn't like to 
have tramps dn the back porch," she re
plied.

Commencing MONDAY, Mat 6, 
leave. ANNAPOLIS (call ing at Di

FOR BOSTON DIRECT,1 en—I will not hold you back," he 
re'd. But something in his face 

tine remember the night 
led Agnes up to Kulciand

“ Then 
John ?"

can stay in the stable with 

I You had better run awa
E wrrTlTlMDA V aa«l mi DA Y, dl ravUy after 
the arrival of ex press rraln from -Hallfasle Eglan 

□ he had
b “ Ob, no 

once, a Iong way off, where you can do

eorge wm in tears n 
animal” tin 
“ 1 do lore

iig, leaves Morton 1 very MONDAY
DAY roernlns

as you pi 
l*oor Ghe startled them 

iltle'chalet t All Ticket Age ate sell by lh.ee pupalarhe li “ O mamma, m 
self in her arms,
I don’t want to 
as 1 please. May I oome home again to 
live?"

“ Dear little boy I Mamma is glad you 
have learned your lesson with so little 
heartache,” answered the mother, a. .he 
took her sobbing boy in her *nu*

George never wanted to run away 
again.— Nursery.

rowing bun 
you so, and 
hate to dolived 

The hut
LAMrm.kk, _ 

Ageel wt Jehe. N. H
И AИ * анонт, 

a sent lagby. И a. N u

IMFHIGIJ1MAI KAILWAY. 

m Wleler ArraMMmL IN).Cl

“I

“ Never

І«*е el 1 SI ‘llnek I* erne users frira* At 
I .1.1. UeeU* aed Meetreal leavr ні J.uia

•< їм teas sieeelag ear al
• 1 >tS M. siBe ew M*

■

“ That is 
and wtjen 
widi a string of trout

Knswererl joy folly, 
ljk that afu-rnoon 
IrF had caught in 

№» neighboring brook, be found a cheery 
fir*- (dazing on the hearth, the'evening 

*1 set out on a rustic- table which Eg 
lain me and Marguerite had fashioned1 
will) their delicate hands, and little Ga
briel!* taking her first steps/чш the 
truer ded floor.

” It is more like a home than anything 
we have known for along time," he said 
>11 a low voice,

- I ban anything I have ever known," 
■united Marguerite. -There were no 
luogr-r any rlouda in her sky. More 
■ hen onc«i in the quiet days that 
ml, Madame Chevalier, watching the fair 
happy lace, wondered whether Father 
Ambrose would recognize bis old pupil 
••**11 if he should meet her. 'The spring 

well advanced, and the milder 
not a little to the in 

юшforts of their condition but 
as yet there had come no opportunity of 

rotinicating with M Irtval, and the 
•ecret hope which Eglantine had nursed 
through all their wanderings remained

BVtL1.-1

fill âeètee et nmlét isfca,
b- I Master Bobtw . I

at a hatching maehiee
father la the owner 
< The ether day, 

walr-hiag h «*lakes. 
Its way ІІігочцЬ

same look in bis 
11 we were lads together and 
arrows behind http on the

[Лмкгга free Montreal * aas Uttia Hol.hr was 
• uurgetically breaking 
iu shall, be remarked 1 "I tw 

out, but how did he get in Г«•u

e* by Ha sien* usandasdThe hrigbleat flowers uusA fade, but 
young lire# ended ge red by set 
• ougiis and 00UH may Ira prewwve.1 by 
Dr. Thomas' EeUetrir Ofl. Creep, who..,.
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mis-mg cough, hronebitis, In sImwi 
Hone ol the throat end lungs, 
ed by Una sterling preparation, wbteh 
also remedies rheumaUo irains, sores, 

■ dUHoulty, and is

follow па «вмій ми mwMr.

bruises, plies, kidney

explanation of short righted 
пем comes from Broeian, Germany. Dr 
Forster, the director of the Opthalnnc 
University there, declares that m three 
hundred oases that he has studied, the 
pressure of tight dollars ujbo the 
muscles of the neck has so disturbed the 
circulation of the blood ee to affect the

wvatber raided
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At last, o ; k >May evening, Rene came

to hi. loM*r«Wi 
“Jean is down et the brook. He has his latest breath. He had neither pen 

nor paper, my lady, but fie said 1 wm to 
tell you he had thought of you and 
prayed for you night and day, and would 
love you to his dying hour. He said 

l to reproach yourself lor 
pest, hi* had been the greater fault, and 
that you were not to grieve over his suf
ferings, for there had been One with him

A specific remedy for indigestion or 
dyspepsia in any form is found in King's 
Dyspepsia Cure, the only preparation of 
the kind in tip market. Core 
teeil or money refunded. One
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sought you of bis own accord, and sake 
to speak with you alone 1 hardly know 
whether you ought lo go, Eglantine ; be 
has a strange look."

“ 1 here nothing to leer from Henri's 
valet," she answered, starting to her feet. 
A private interview with Jean wm what 
•he herself had hoped and planned for.
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They know not that th(OB ANY OTHER TIME)
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While children sleep 
They never dream that otbe 

That they may hav 
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They -do not see the shining 
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In drily miracle of lore.
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. the IpsrMh for D)l|fk

I Irouxands of bohln of DYSfif- 
TICURE have been wkd duiing tier 
past few veil' a if h. .ul any advert)*- 
mrnt whatcvri It i\ ROW wrll known 
in ntarly every part of the Maritime 
Provinces, and many orders have been 
filled for Quebec, Maxs., and Maine. 
DYSREPTIQJRE not only aids Dircs- 
tion, but positively cures Indigestion 
and Chronic Dyspepsia ; this quality 
of CURING the disease explains io 
large and spreading sale without having 
been brought to the notice of the 
public.

DYSPEPT1CURE may now be 
obtained from all Druggists. Price 

and $1.00 (the

rWroseagsm.nl at a hm 
much a metier of business 

t of a shot1 w a cue■MM
І .(Гоніті wiry, economy, dira 
knowletlge and capacity f

There 1* no slight danger 
ignorance ; and the only c 
Providence has graciously 

government is eithe 
the people, if they are eufl 
соте enlightened, or with tl 
are kept ebslavod and ig'nor 

Activity, without overwor 
living, moderation, self-con ti 
exercise of all the faculties, 
tion of the reason, the ju. 
the will, the nurture of all kii 
and the practice of doinj 
things, in fact, which tend 
я noble manhood—also prep 
to a long life and a happy

A^fhild's train in a must be 
out delay, while it is yet 
arms. As soon as it knows 
will not conquer, that pe 
naughtiness will not be en 
its weak-minded nurse or 
learns the wisdom of aubmiai 
tory onoe gained thus over 
child, however much it mi 
tender hearted mother at 
well won. Next time the f 
last so long, and gradual! 
child will learn the necesc

f

per bottle, ^5 cents 
latter four times size of former).

» An important pamphlet on DYS- 
PEPT1CURE promptly mailed, free; t 
to any address.

CHARLES K. SHORT,
St. John, New Brunswick.
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SPECIAL LISTS OF BOOKS. A Little Let-Up.
BY KLLKN gONWAY

It is a hot, dry, dusty, 
day. But l—taking the adv 
doctors give us every 
“ postponing all work not p 
cessary, not perfectly conge 
contrived to secure my self a 
quiet comfort, ootwithstanc 
and the children, poor thing) 
a picnic). From my laxy hai 
hear Martha's iron in the kit 
ling beck and forth, back am 
I wonder how many furl 
tablecloths and towels. “ P< 
.смагу work " I think it і 
afraid not “ perfectly con gen 
heat.
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Martha will not have to k 
long a# usual to-dav; though 
the children, by taking their 
the picnic basket,rand I, by 
mine in the refrigerator, hav 
a solid two hours, right in tl 

I-of the day. She will feel th 
-Ft When she sits down to

adbefore tea. A 
tiefactory mih°ad

factory that I question v 
ought not to try having su 

t the pienio part, perhaps,

Now I shouldn't naturally 1 
that the fact of my‘din in got 

cold '.peas, with a cirp 
chocolate and a bit of

. Martha.
ur-barre] table in our si 

and watched the lilac leave 
the window in the breexe, 1 
through my idle mind sot 
experienced housekeeper, 
year* ago: “I always ban 
prepared and served with 1 
same formality when I am al 
1 have my house full of gu 
it doesn't do to allow my 
least let up." I listened at 

Mr, with the respect 
a young housekeeper alwi 
an older (and, presumably 
1 have weighed the dictum 

" “ weighed m one who dm 
end ream a doubt ftf wm 
last 1 have oome to the coi 
His not only uneympathet 
hearted, but foolish. (I am 
taleed fo this bold belief I 
ledge that my friend “oh
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six times to my onoe. Am 

* myself exeelleotly well belt 
No doubt uncertain an< 

management, strict one day 
next, is demoralising to sen 
to children—and it is to all 
matter. But men and wo 
machines that must not be a
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an Instant off their track, 
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trusted to enjoy a day or tw 
ed work without lapsing it 
and ebiftieseneee, beet be 
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will do her work all the b 
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