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Miss Mary was putting on her hat

Before the little blurred mirror  in
%he kitchen The sun shifted in
through the drawn green shades ol
the south windows, maling speckled
patches ou the bright raz carpetl
-and the cat basked in a littie square |
«of sunlight before the screen door.
4 “Oul on the sunken steps of the back
n Horch, beneath a home-tuade awn
) g of faded blue, sat 4 uulsing u,.;-i
are i checkered Jeans, Lis shoulders |
huiuched over | clbow upon his
knces, meditatively chewing and gaz- |
AL mbo space. |

“Glory be o God, Hank!"' cried
Miss Mary, peering  out at him
“Isn’t it an awtul thing? Every
day alike to you, and never vour
. Zout mside & church on Sunday'’

' Ihe man on the sieps gruuted

‘It's the womlan jour poor
wld motker'd be if she had lived
10 see this day!'' went on Miss Mary
<1 bright red spot showiug on either
Faded cheek. ‘‘You that unever goes
*0 Mass and hasn't kneeled your knee
o a priest n twenty years—her
only son! | wouldn't mind if you
had a good safe job"— Miss Mary
<aught ber bhreath sharply “Glory
e to God!' she cried again, raising
der voice in anger to hide its quiver
“You won't go to Mass, and you do
aot kmow the hour God'll call you
<away without warning!'"” b o

“Tend to your own soul, Mary Ann,
and don't mind me!" said the man, |
sulkily. “It's none too good you
sare yourseli!"'

He got up, sideways, and shambled
«down the steps and into the back-
vard, out of hearing, where he stood
smoking, his shoulders still hunched
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Miss Mary and her uneighbors, sim-
ply and in a few words, that she
taad come to Sayre to settle down.
Beyond these brief Sunday morning |
~walks, Miss Mary purposely saw no-
whing of the dressmaker. Some one
found out that they had both come
#rom the same home town. The vil-
dage gossips tried to find out more
.about it, but somehow the most curi-
«ous dit not hit at the truth.

And the truth was very pretty
"When Hank was young and full of
dife and God-love, before his mo-

g #her's death, he and the little dress-
; mnaker bad been sweethearts.  She
wwas not the little dressmaker then,
Wut care-free Kittic Klein, the dangh-
ter of a neighboring farmer, and as
Deautiful a girl as the country
Seld. It was in the days before
Hank had taken to a railroader’s
wrecarious existence. He was the
only sou of his mother, and she a
“widow, and ke was a good son, for
‘whom the farm life and Christian
whedience and love for Kittie Klein
» made up the sum of a very happy
- Riie. e years passed in sunshine,
and the light storms of youth, the
wrops prospered and brought  rich
weturns, and Kittie Klein began to
‘make her wedding-clothes. Antoinet
“te, Miss Mary's oldest sister, had
married and gone to live in the
«ity. They were glad that she was
3 Thappy—and it made more room for
~%he coming of Hank's wile. They got
' “:a_new team and new farming im-
1 , and Miss Mary and her
- smother bought new parlor furniture.
Those were sunny days, and Hank's
spirits ran high.

And then, troubles came, as some-
times happens — not singly, put in
battalions Ever afterward Miss

Mary turned from the memorv of
whose days with bitter tears. Little
(assie, the youngest and best  be-

S%oved of their home ones, sickened
: .and died that spring. The dectors
" «would do nothing to keep her on

: @srth, and there were those who said
that she was too good to live.  Her
Yo<s was a blow to them ali, and the
vidowed mother drooped. She was
‘¥'1, too, during the summer, and she
docter’s bills multi;'ied. That sea-
%01 a long period of drought was
4nllowed by incessant rains, and the
@rws were well-nigh ruined. Some
@' the cattle ﬂm ws?mdh;
; e, M‘H. ttle wrin o
: muf“ ikow, b mailed ot

; % . a
g ill-fortunes. ~ .The

Pandora Range

A Ventilating Oven that Ventilates.

There is only one practical way of ventilating a range oven, and
that way has been adopted in the Pandora—is an actual, positive,
workit g [cature, and not a mere talking point,

Fresh air is drawn from the outside through small vents into the
oven, while the odors and cooking fumes are forced by the fresh air
out thiough small vents into the smoke flues, and up the chimney.

Puddings, cakes, bread, etc., cooked and baked ina ‘' Pandora”
oven are always light, fresh and entirely free from mixed odors and
toreign flavors.

Ask your dealer to show you the Pandora Range or write to us
for Iree catalogue before buying any otber,
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to him—than the farm. He and Miss

Klemn's feet.

to God that it had been the last'

(despite
offorts to keep up. When, in a month,
a repentant

live without it, and he had lost all

4p, one hand grasping and holding Kittie were to have been married pride in his personal appearance. At
1p the elbow of the hand that stead- |that spring, but he had had to put lorty, Hank was unbelievaniy changed
wid the pipe in bis mouth {it ofl Miss Kittie, vivacious and from the gay, handsome, healthy
Miss Mary sighed aud muttered in seli-willed as she was, was vexed. youth whom Kittie Klein had first
wseless anger.  She put on her worn [She pouted and sulked and flirted joved.
wilk mitts and took up her parasol. with former lovers. Hank's heart ' To-day Miss Mary was even shortex
The cat stretched in the sun and fol- | was sore. than usual in hvr'rvplu'.\ to the little
foved her lazily to the front door Until  this time Hank had never dressmaker There had been a big |
Good-by, Peter,’’ said Miss Mary touched liquor, and he had iways smash-up in the freight-yards the |
o the cat and shut the screen door. been a good, practical Catholic.  No night before, and some one had been
Peter streteched himself in the sun and one can blame Miss Mary because she killed It burt Miss Mary to think
vawned and went back to his sunny laid his fall from grace at aittie of it. Dear God, how rear Hank was |

to death every night of his life! And

~ Miss Mary picked her way with old-| It was one Saturday night that be his soul!'—ah! that was the worst oi
fashioned daintiness down the black- had taken Kittie to a sleigh-ride. 1t!
wened board walk and up the tree- It was late when he got home— s An old white-haired lady in fault-
.luu'd‘ street. The little dressmaker, [late that Miss Mary had fallen to less widow's weeds was going  into
wrossing the road at right angles, sleep on the lounge while waiting tor church just abead of them She
met her at the corner him; and if her eyes had not ieen walked with a cane, which she hit
““GOO‘] moruing, she saud, timidly, hgll’«'loscd when she let him in, she upon the ground, determinedly, as she
going to Mass?" might have noticed how wild and walked Miss Mary and the little
A gleam of sharp humor came into white was his face He went up- dressmaker exchanged a sudden glance
Miss Mary's eyes and her thin lips stairs without a word, and Miss Mary —the same thought had come to both
®witched; where else would she be could hear him pacing up and down of them
going  at this time of 5 Sundav ' his room as she sank to slumber “How like—"" Kittle Klein began
rmorning? Then she frowned coldly, ' Sunday morning dawned clear and impulsively
and her old face hardened Miss erisp, and Miss Mary and her mother Miss Mary mouth set hard, with
"Mary had a feeling of enmity toward ' were dressed and had breakfast laid, a click. She turned from her com-
the little dressmaker, and even her but no Hank came downstairs. At panion and swept into the church,
sense of humor would not  let her ten o'clock the horses were not har- her cheeks burning with resentment,
inbend for an instant nessed—Miss Mary had gone out and her eyves bright with sudden tears
. .“(‘mu(l morning,”’ she said ‘Yes: 'fed them—and Mass was said five The little dressmaker could not
'm going to Mass." miles away His mother went up- catch up with her after Mass. Mis
The little dressmaker fell into step |stairs with a slow tread. Hank lay Mary could not bear to see Kittie
beside  her “I'm going too,”" she in bed with his eyes closed, his head just then
said. “It's a real pleasant day, pillowed on his arms. She called
wsn't it?” him, gently at first, then sharply It was that very week that Hank
Very much the same scene  had [when he did not answer. He opened was to lay ofi and did not There |
Been enacted on this very corner his eyves and looked at her was no good reason for his postpon-
wyery Sunday morning, rain, hail or “Do you know what time it is?’ ing this desired vacation. The hand
shine, for fifteen vears now—ever |she asked. of God guides our acts
since the little dressmaker had first ‘“‘Yes,"” he said. *“It's aiter ten The little dressmaker was making
wome to Sayre and hung up ber shin- + The widow's eyes opened wide with a bride’'s dress, and she had sat up
sgle on a cottage not far from the surprise “Would vou be late for late into the night to finish it. It
House into  which Hank and Miss | Mass?" she cried. had been very hot all day and evern-
Mary had moved, but a year or two ‘1 don't care,”” he said, sullenly. ing, and the big kerosene lamp in
ibefore her coming. From her frout “I'm not going.” her room had drawn added heat and
window she could see Miss Mary leave | The widow walked with a cane. She many  flies These buzzed around !
Ser gate, and there, as Miss Mary stood and stared at her son for one her now and made her nervous with
suspected, the little dressmaker stood [speechless second. Then she thumped their droning noise.  The clock tick
Sunday after Sunday, gloved and bon- ‘her cane upon the floor ed monotonously, and the heavy night
meted, waiting for Miss Mary's ap- | ““Get up'’’ she thundered. “‘What- breeze blew the window curtains at
@oearance, when she had just time to |ever the cause of this madness, you her back with a rubbing, flapping
;meet her at the corner. Miss Mary shall go to Mass while I live!” sound. Off in the freight-yvards the
thad been frankly surprised that first Hank got up and harnessed the engines shrieked and clanged their
‘Sunday morning, she had never horses and drove with them to Mass. bellsl and the switching cars came
eireamed that Kittie Xlein would come | Next day Kittie Klein went away on together with intermittent  crashes
%0 Sayre. She held her tongue, 5 visit, and on Tuesday Hank went She shivered at each new crash and
700, when the little dressmaker told op the first drunk of his lile. Would patted down with caressing finger:

a fold of the wedding gown. She had
wept many bitter tears over its
making. The memory of her own
wedding-gown folded away in lavender
blossoms lived very dear to her heart

Things went headlong to ruin then,
his mother’'s and Miss Mary's
Kittie

and a sobered

same home to reclaim her lover, it Kittie Klein was not a  brave wo-
was too late. That last quarrel had man. She was a timid one, and
been  the bitterest thiag of Hank's now, as= she sat aTone at night, she
life He had run away from the had barricaded her opened window
scene of his unhappiness and was with a curious arrangement of
tramping the countrv “looking for a chairs to thwart any intruder’'s at-
iobh."” The railroad invariable gets tcmpts to enter She blessed herself
these rambling ones, and Hank be- when a belated wayfarer's step pass-
came a switchman in the vards at ed along the board walk beneath her
Savre Something in the reckless windows, and she breathed more free-
risk of this life no doubt appealed to Iy when it had echoed away into the
the man's weak misery distance. The hollow ring of the

and
warning
door,

from

clock made her heart quicken
when suddenly, without a

step, a knock al her
lcar seemed to drive the breath
her body. She crushed her hands in
to the wedding-gown and sat, unable
to stir. The clock said three-thirty,
Who could it be at this unearthly
hour? !

following vear the mortgage
foreclosed, and the widow died
Klein was there when she
died In spite of the coldness of dis-
approval with which they treated
her, Kittie clung to these relatives
of.-her lost lover. WHank had not
reached her dving bed. Her fading
old eyes sought bravely to outstare
death until he should come. The ' The knock sounded again, impatient-
pricst stood by, the last Sacraments ly. It was a light, feeble knock, like
having been administered, reverently a child's. )
reading the prayers for the dyimg.: *“Who's there?”’ she called. sShe
The widow's face was calm but for stood up, grasping the table, and her
that one staining; she was ready and hLunees shook her whole body. There

The
was

Kittie

sounded

glad to meet her Maker Her was no answer.  “Who's there?" she
bhreath becamme more labored, and called again.
death dew gathered on her forehead. The knock was repeated and pro-

longed with feeble strength.
AKmic grasped the scissors in her
right hand and the lamp in her leit

It was all too evident that she could
pot last until her son came. She
soncht Miss Marv's grief«<lrawn face
and turned from it to sobbing Kittie and went to the door. She unlocked
Klein. Her eves said much, but they it with trembling fingers, and opened
were softened and pitving. "it cautiously, with her light held up,

“Tel! my son—I will—watch—over peered out into the porch.  The uight
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child said
juiea  under the pig bridge and that |
(e wanled a priest.

or
: . - Also Manufacturers of those Brands “OLD TIMES*
nor lithe, but fear spurred her on (. and “WHITE WHEAT "~ © ied e W
‘ward \ @ Choicest ¥lavored Whisk es on the Ma
In a little whie she knew that : e c

Hootsteps

cried,

'ed back toward the yards on a run.

land told

that a man had been

-

She lore open |
the gate and ran out over the uneven |
poara wals. AL the corner she turn-
ed toward the church. '
She had been running some minutes

J. E. SEAGRAM

DISTILLER AND DIRECT IMPORTER OF ¥

before see heard the [volsteps beside
et : ae turned her head, she feit | WINES, LIQUORS AND MALT AND FAMILY PROOF
thal ome one was running with
her, but she cculd see no one.  She wulsmu. OLD nvz' ‘Tc.

|
!
loosed over her shoulder and ran fast- |
she was no lor 1 a young gul;
|

persistently kept beside her
she reached the corner she

IWATERLOO, ONTARIO

and belore

neard the labored breathing ol a|
spent runner at her right

The little dressmaker fell up the - -
parochial steps and pounded upon the
door

‘Father, Fatber Perschal' she
“a man is dying in the yards |
and wants you!" -

The good priest had put his head |
out of the upper window “Why,
why, Miss Kittie!"” he cried, “I'll bel
with you in a moment.’ |

Kittie threw herself about, her |
back against the door panels, and
peered into the darkness. She called, |
but no one answered her. She could
see¢ nor hear no human thing. i

“I must be going crazy!'’ thought
the little dressmaker.

The priest joined her in an in-
credibly short time, and they start-
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“‘Who is i1t that is burt, my child?”
he ashed.

“Oh, I don't know, Father!" she
cried “A child came to the door
me that a man had been
hurt under the big bridge and that
he wanted a priest, and when I step- |
ped out to come with him to get
you the child was gone!”’

The priest looked at her strangely.
He took her arm to aid her tired
steps, for somehow it seemed quite
natural to both of them that she
should be going with the man of God
on this strange night mission ‘

And now again as she ran, on her

other side, the little dressmaker

heard a third person running, a lit-
if ALt

tle ahead of them this time, as
guiding and urging them onward. |
She wondered if the priest heard the Pt
footsteps, too. His face was white n Mlol;?ro
and strained, and his brows were |n -‘U Kae 8 rewer 0 OR
knitted The uneven boards trem- B ¥ T d
bled beneath their feet, and now and —
then a dog barked at them s e R o

Down the main street they sped
and turned down the black, bush-lin- |
ed path that led beneath the great

l—f You wiQ;\—to ty tflé Béét Bread
Made in Toronto

bridge Lights were moving about ]
on the ground h«;fnu-l lh'vn\l. und!thvre Telephene Park 553 and have one o
was a curiously wshed confusion ERE : S s 1 . i
all about. Kittie's throbbing heart my waggons (?” “'}h a sflmph loat.
grew wddenly  still with choking [t Will ()nl\' Cost You 6 Cents.
hurror She had remembered all at .
once that Hank's shanty was here, *sssssssee
bereath the great bhridge
\ nzine was snorting at the
brink of the diteh beneath the bridge § 1 ,
and besiude it, a man was upon his
e U el e 420-22-24-26 Bathurst St TORONTO
trats mrade
e oor Hank Murphy,” a grimy o
iellow told the little dressmaker H e
kindv irprise at seeing her stamp- TH DUMlNl N EWL 0 Imlted
ed upon his shining black face “The ¢ o
engine just struck him backing up ™’
“Just struck him!"” cried Kittie
“Not a minute ago,”’ said the MANUFACTURERS OF THE
man “We all saw it, but we had CELEBRATED

not time to do a thing!"

The men gathered back, respectiully
toward Kittie and the shanty and
for the first time in twenty years
Hank was alone with a confessor
Miss Mary's prayers were answered |
in God's own way

“Didn’t you send a little boy for
the priest)’”’ persisted Kittie, dazedly

White Label Ale

TCRONTO ONTARIO

“He was Just hit,”’ the men re
peated, staring at her = R N Bheeerar s SRR e =
struck out in a minute for the doc- .\llhs Mary ‘u.‘:m'r\u} him, incoher- e ——cace
tor and Hank's sister, but he ain't jently, an uncomprehending look of
had time to get back yet.” {fear upon her wild face. Kittie had Hnusehnld Meat Catters
“Hit just now,” the dressmaker re- |her own shoes off and was upon her Raisle Sectors
peated to herseli, as though awaken- knees, forcing them on Miss Mary's Sread Graters
ing from a dream, “hit just now!'' bare feet. Washers
Then, somewhere on the night brecze “I'll go right home for you and B ps O O Wrisgers
behind her, a voice floated to her g(;h\hls bed readv,”” the little dress-
car: “Tell my son—." it said, “I | maker was saying. *“You go in and I"-‘.
will=watch—over him." hold his hand 5‘!1:’0 they set  his Carpet Swoepcrs Coks Medtte
When Miss Mary, awakened by the [leg. Poor old Hank!" she added, Bet Water Dishes
kindhearted railroader, came stumb- | wistiully. tte.
ling down to the tracks, a wrapper | Miss Mary turned upon her, fierce- ra——
thrown carelessly over her night- ly. *I guess I can get his bed ready
diess and opened at her shriveled myseli!” she choked She stood Rlc[ LEW'S& so.
neck, and her sparse gray hair looking down at the little woman
strageling about a wild face, the lknu-linul at her feet. The wild look LIMITED
doctor was already bending over went slowly from her face.  *““And | Cor. KING % VICTORIA ’
Hank. The priest was beside him, Hank ain’t Kkilled?”" she murmured STRERTS Torounilo
too, kneeling in the cinders, pray- dazedly. e = — -
ing as only a priest can pray. The | The little dressmaker sobbed anew. | I s PPN
m:n had ‘hruuul‘n up the Ltntrh-x “Ain't God goo’'”’ she cried. .‘\“'" 249 QUEEN ST. W, PHONR M. 2877
Miss Mary brushed against it as Miss Mary stooped and lifted the | REks. 3 D'ARCY ST., PHONE M. 374
she rushed forward little dressmaker to her feet "]
“0Q my God!’ she shrieked, and |wouldn't have hysterics!” she said J O’BEABN
“Go on and .

in her old sharp way
hold his hand yourseli'”
| She gave Kittie Klein a gentle push

toward the doctor’s door; the years "
get this man to my office as  quick 'had suddenly rolled away | has removed to 249 Queen St. W. and

as vou can' It looks like only a few And Kittie Klein went into the | is p:epartd to do Palnling in oM its

ribs  broken—" He stopped and doctor’s office, her pale, faded face all |, v i s
chuckled, nervously; he was a  soit- pretty with a new light. Hank would ! tranches both Plaw and Osnamenta!

threw out her old hands to Hank
The doctor pulled her aside roughly
“Huiry boys, the stretcher!"  he

cried in a strange, ringing voice, ‘‘and

JAS.

hearted man. “It's not often, boys, 'live and the past was past. The | Cheap as the Cheapest Consistent
an engine strikes a man and lets him [men turned curious eyes upon hﬂ.‘ ith A - (P TP .
ive to tell the tale!” SBor Sidn't Lot Sl hat Gin's] ™ ith drst classwork. Solicit a tefei.

She went to Hank. and he
Outside,
to

up the stretcher 'matter.

The men picked
relief written on  pat out his hand to her.

with unspeakable

EMPRESS HOTEL

| their rough faces, and Hank was | Miss Mary . was hurrving home
borne away, groaning a little, but get things ready for the coming of
with such a look upon his face as Hank: Her face had not held a look |
(it had not worn in twenty years. like this for many years.—Jerome . m"w“
The priest followed theu. | Harte.
“By God!" cried the remaining TERMS: 81.50 PER DAY

switchman, in his rough, coarse way | To those of Sedentary Occupation.
i that meant so much less hecause it —Men who follow sedentary occupa-
was but part.of the iron-bound life | tions, which deprive them of fresh
that he led, "'l believe that Hank [air and exercise, are more prone to
|ain’t done for yet, Miss Mary!  An’ [disorders’ of the liver and kidneys
'T dunno what saved him! {than those who lead active, outdoor

;mmmmvmmh

| RICHARD DISSETTE - PROPRIBTOR

him,” she said, and died. ,was without nioon or star, an  inky ! Miss Mary stumbled away from the |||“.5‘ The former will find in Par- ” w
Kittie Klein did not see Hank to llackness. , ;track: The little dressmaker tose up | melee’'s Vegetable Pills a restora- From * The Meadow Lark

deliver that message, for Hank would © A smal!, thin boy stood in  the from the darkness and confronted |tive without question the most ef- | —_—

not see her. Even when she had fol- porca. e bad on overalls with a [her. *1 went after the priest, | ficacious on the market. They are |! beard a Lark in the meadow sing:

lowed them to Sayre after the death lib over the shoulders and a paic of Mary!" she cried. ‘““Your mother easily procurable, easily taken, act | -kie soun "

of her parents and a consequent little bare arms. His hat was tat- came to the door with a little boy foxpedit.iously. and they are  sur- i e called from bis throne of grasses,

change of fortunes, her one-time lover tered around his face. He was un- and sent me aiter the priest! 1 prisingly cheap considering their ex- |~ -dfe i3 vanisling, vanishing!’

so managed it that he never cncoun- mistakably a railroader’s child, but | couldn't see her, but [ saw the child.  cellance (&

tered her. Miss Mary, with all a the little dressmaker did not seem and I heard her rumning beside ",.-; - : L R I T

woman's unforgiving pride, had t- to recognize him. all the way, and I could hear her | | “O Bird,” [ crued, “what boy <

tle sympathy for poor Kittie in her “What do you want?"’ she exclainm- ;reathe' Oh! Mary, Hank's been | Conversions in w thine, , " .

lonelvy  state, and for fifteen vears ed.
Kittie had not been able to break
through the wall of Miss Mary's cold
disdain.

Hank had not gone to Mass since
his mother’'s death, and it was twen-
tv vears now since he had gzone to
his duty. Miss Marv's sad old
face hore marks of the heartsick wor-
ry which this bhad eaused her. Every
'praver and act of her life was
wholly for his redemption. It was
that she craved from '

hig bridge, and he wants the priest,”
the child piped. “I seen vour light
and I'm afraid to go alore

“Yon noor darling!” eried Kittie
“I'll go right along with you!”

She turned and hurried back into
the room, screwing down the light as
she went. She set it on the table
and ran back to the door, just as
she was, without waiting to throw

““There’s a man been hurt under the |

. mﬂﬂ out

| \Yhat. longed to-morrow,
(From the London Catholic Times ) I bat thou shouldst such content-

H. Down, mapager of the National ment borrow,

to confession and he isn't dead'”’ |
Miss Maryv shook her head in dumb |
‘bewildernert  and mumbled wldly.

(Her breath gurgled in ber * throat.  Provincial Bank, Ledbury, aad his Nor for thy littie day repine?”’
ther eves were drv and staring, and | wife and entire family, together with

I watched him and I pondered long.
(({n mytur beating,
‘ame to me dominant, entrea »
That liquid affluence of song. e

What hope, what rapture in $hat

‘a feverish red had crert into  her [a pumber of other members of the
| blanched cheeks. She stumbled past Church of England, were received in-
jand up the black. hush-lined path, | to the Catholic Church at Ledbury
ilnol:inn: struight  ahead and Kmi?lm\ Christmas FEve by the Rev. Fa-
Klein folloved her, weenine hysterie- | ther Neglev, rector of the mission.
now. Once she looked down and  The Rev. F. V. Keade, srandnephew

saw that Miss Maw's feet we e bare | of Charles Reade, the novelist, and strain!
..:‘bm. from the sharp ¢nders. ately curate at St. cn-pi's A Like fire
the doctor’s steps, they met a glican Church, Cambridge, has n"”"""‘"‘““?“,{ﬁ 2

:td' ‘The my‘hm ‘&ﬁaﬂm
at the Oratory, Edgbaston.
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