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. He was a great and mighty mon-
arch, His subjects numbeved  mil-
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‘Jmagnificent gince the time of Solo-
1aon the splendid. Dany ne waik-
ed through stately corridlors, where
the floors were of beaten gold, lined
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BROSSARD, CHOLETIE & TANSEY

in velvet and silken trappings, who
prostrated themselves faces to ear(hL
at his approach. His robe was
of royal purple and rich ermine; his
jeweled crown glistened above  his
brows, and when he waved his scep-
tre, so great was he and so mighty
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TES .
gavings Bank Building, 160 5t. Jamee

Bell Telephone Main 1679

Beli Tel. Main 3552, Night and day service.

Conroy Bros.
® 193 CENTRE STREET

Practical Plumbers, Gas and Steamfitters.

Estimates Given.
Jobbing Promptly Attended To

Ltawrence Riley
PLASTERER

®
to John'Riley. Established in 1860,
and ro:nlunnu tering, Repairs of
rﬁm promptly attended to.

15 Paris Street, Point St. Charles.
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Caterers and Cenfectioners
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SOCIETY DIRECTORY.

ST. PATRICK'’S SOCIETY.—Estab-
lished March 6th, }856; incorpor-
ated 1863; Meets in St. Patrick’s
Hall, 92 St. Alexander street, first
Monday of the month. Committee
meets last Wednesday. Officers :
Rev. Chaplain, Vev. Gerald Mec-
Shane, P.P.; President, Mr. H. J.

' Kavanagh, K.C.; 1st Vice-Presi-

dent, Mr. J. C. Walsh; 2nd Vice-
President, Mr. W. G. Kennedy;
Treasurer, Mr. W. Durack; Corres-

ponding Secretary, Mr. T. C. Ber-
mingham; Recording Secreta{‘y, hfr.
P. T. Tansey; Asst. Recording Se-
cretary, Mr. M. E. Tansey; Mar-
shal, Mr. P. Lloyd, Asst. Mar-
shal, Mr. P. Connolly.

Synopsis of Canadian North-West

HOMESTEAD REGULATIONS

ANYevennumbered section of Doms-
sion Land in Mamitoba, Saskeiche
wan and Alberta, exoepting8 and 26,
#ot rescrved, may be by
any person who is ‘the sols head of a
lamily, or aay male over 18 yeasrs of
age, to the extent of ome-quarter sec-
ton of 160 acres, more or less.
Hntry must be made personally et
ihe local land offies for the distedut
8 which the land is situated.

Eotry by proxy may, however, be
made on certain eomditioms by  the
mther, mother, som, daughter, bro-
Wor or sister of an intending home
sheader.

The homesteader is required to pes-
lorm the comditioms commested there

tach year for thres years.
(2) If the father (or mother, |
the father is deccased )

that even his counsellors trembled
Yet he was the wisest and most

peaceful king the earth had ever

known. He would have men at his

—but only to raise them, to
them
with them, to sorrow with them,
to counsel and advise them.
He was the conqueror of
world. Not by war, for he abhor-
red it; not
since before being king he was
upright man. But by the law of
love—the universal love—the' law
God-given, God-imposed. Nations
from near and far came to him,
each after the other, yielding hom-
age, for never, in this history of the
universe, had there been united in
one mortal so many graces of pre-
sence and of mind. Majestic in his
power, lovable in his personality,
his words were hung with wisdom

place

of fruition.
ened.

And the people heark-
When he spoke, his phrases

listening courtier to another, and
the whisper grew, and the murmur
swelled, and, in a trice, a mighty
roar from the echoing hills pro-
claimed

And oh, the good he did, and oh!
the wonders he accomplished. There
was neither sin™ nor shame—each
worked for the other’s welfare; kind-
ness to all was the motive of his
schemes. On every side were evi-
dences of his benefits—and the peo-
ple were glad at heart, and their

ing.
One thing was to him a great an-
noyance—and
plexed and disturbed him—Ilike a
thorn in the flesh, it stung and its
pain would not be eased. It wasa
woman--a beautiful woman, with a
white face that looked as if the
moonlight were shining from within
it, so luminous was its waxen pal-
lor. And she was always weeping.
He saw her very often. And being
so tender-hearted, he felt sorry for
her and sat beside ner, forgetful of
his kingly majesty—forgetful, too,
of the pain she caused him—ullow—‘
ing her to hold his hands in her lit-
tle fingers. And at such times she
put. her arms about him, and cried
more bitterly than ever.
was when the pain came, for her
tears hurt him. She said she was
his wife, but that was absuri, !
toid her gently, She was a beauti- |
fu. weman—yes, he cou'd sce that
lecking at her. Buai who bad ever
keerd of a king marcyv'ng tencath

Vtis 10yal station? If she were in-
deent the queen, why ¢.d she not |
ro ey with him ia his palace, il
wer: the rohes aio. the erown of
gold? All this be =aid to Ter  an
the tenderest ortunes, t'y nx Lo
sbo her wher2ta she 2rred e

tre weman would ot be convineed

Snielung to nim € i, with Bie
rowful little sighs, and he was  Si-
lent out of pity for her until she

went away.
There came a day, however, when |
she made him angry—even he, and
he lost patience. He had just pcnrq
that morning, the reports of his mi-
nisters on the conditions of the qut—
lying provinces. These had been high-

p-m-,
vicinity of is

e

ly gratifying, but he <was mut{h wea-~
ried, and he had called to his jes-
ter, to while away an hourA or two.
At his feet he lay, a m_lss.happen
little being, indeed, but wittier and
wiser, in the king’s eyes, than any
of his courtiers. There came word,
just at that moment, that the wo-
man craved audience. He rose at
once. forgetting his fatigue, and
went to her, his jester following,—
the ugly being whom the king had
taken so much pains to instruct. He
rolled into the room, and s2ood be-
fore the beautiful, pale woman, .gri-
macing. -And at the strange sight
of him, she cried out, and covered
her face with her hands. The king,
looking at them both, felt' that her
emotion was disgust, and in mighty
wrath ordered her from his presence.

She went, but she came again.
For his sake, she told him, meekly,
she would try to like the jester—
Prank, they called him. Yes, she
would  like him, und here Was a
bright ribbon she had brought him.
Wasn't it pretty? And now would
1 _her also by trying to

feet because he was their sovereign |

the |

by trickery or artifice, |

81 [ 1ost confidence, even in the beaute-

|
|

| when he finished his lifew

|

at his royal side, to rejoice |

|
[

1

|

as the vines bend under the burden |

were taken up, whispered from one | {ima.

| and his carriage befitted the

” 4 play %in the sh
the fact that the inhabit- | And wherever

ants of the earth were repeating Ah'.‘s |
speech, rejoicing at it, blessing him. | 1q]led

—————

he was very quiet and melancholy
all that evening and forgot his
grand dreams for his people.

He had been a sculptor of no mean
attainments in the world of sense,
this poor fellow who played at
mimic  king, and wore his gilded
pasteboard crown. The day came
v ork-—a glo-
rious creation in marble. He called
it “My Lady Hope,” and it was

a
splendid, strong-limbed, noble fe-
male figure, upon whose face,  un-
der the magic of his fingers, had

grown an expression at once uplift-
ing and pitiful. He had put his
soul into this, and the love of his
soul, too—for he was wedded to a
beautiful girl, and he had idealized
her. When it was finished the cri-
tics viewed it, and it was too
mighty for them to understand.
They laughed at it, and at him.
They mocked it and tore it to
pieces, tearing his heart also with
their bitter words. Startled, he

ous thing he had wrought. His body
enfeebled by much labor, grew weak,
his brain. enfeebled by much think-

| ing, gave way under the strain. Dr.

Morrison, the head of the sanita-
rium, had known him before his
misfortune and took a keen interest
in him now. Every one was kind to
him—no one could help being so—for
he was an inoffensive fellow, full
of spontaneous good nature, which
cropped up in spite of the disorder.
Visitors, when they passed, turned
again to look at him a second

inquiring who he was. He had
a

|ment—or never. It is one of our

Strangest cases. To-morrow may
find him a raving lunatic—fit for the
straight jacket. Once that happens,
his death will be but ga question of
a few days. Or his sleep to-night
may restore reason to him fully.””

‘‘Is that so?”” the visitor invari-

ably exclaimed, anxious to hear
more.

“No telling what Prank will do
without him,”’ the speaker would

| continue.

‘“No hand but his dare touch him
—he hears no human voice but his.
It will be a good thing the day the
man_ sees light again. We are very
much interested in the case—for we
wonder what will happen Prank.’

‘““How can he bear him—how
he bear him!’’ moaned Eleanor
Saterlee, wringing her hands in
agony. ‘““He loved beautiful thlings

ways. Oh, when I see this poor
cseature near him—dear God, for-
give me’ the thought!—it seems as if
it is “he that is keeping him from
me."”’

For five years, buoyed up by her
faith and by her belief in the power
of prayer, she trusted implicitly
that her loving husband, her other
self, might be restored to her—
might in time return to her from
the darksome night that obscured
his brain. His statue had outlived
the pitiful attempts made to decry
it. People drove out of their way
to pass the sanitarium where, per-
chance, a glimpse might be had of
the sculptor whose work was now
deemed a masterpiece, whom un-
kindness and lack of appreciation
had driven mad. Week after week,
the faithful woman visited him,
striving to bring near to him the
memory of olden days.

Month after month rolled by, year

handsome, melancholy dark face,
royal
part he felt himself called upon to
adowy world he knew.
he went the missha-
» he called his jester,
after him, a$§ hideous in ap-

pen little being

pearance, as his master was impos-

ing. The great |

head sunk into
huge shoulders;

the eyes devoid of

intelligence; the hair matted across
a low forehead; the under jaw rest- |

1 ing on the breast:
truding. People shivered when they
saw him,
faces shone with the very joy of liv- | of

1

| or afraid.
this one thing per- | deed,

1

The

i

through the doctor’s charity only.
Knowing this, the attendants paid
but scant heed to him. His friend,
however, showed infinite kindness
toward the poor creature who had
no power in hand or brain—no sense
to direct the dormant power, ra-
ther. If still living, those who
were responsible for his being had )
long since gone out of his life, and

i
I
f

And that | to feel this, happily.

Ci

evidence only at the sight of
he | and of that he never seemed to have

s

king placed him at his right hand,

a

aside his gilded crown patiently'to

i
1

lessly, but with eyes of perfect trust.

¥
e
t
t
¢

t

t

| Iy to recover his senses at any

the tongue pro- .
poor, discarded offshoot
hmn.mity—muny, if sensitive,
ike Eleanor Satterlee, grew sick
It would have fared, in-
ill with him had it not been
the deranged young sculptor.
sanitarium was not a public
ustitution, and he was kept there

or

f any one now vouchsafed him
assing glance it was curious,
illed with aversion.

a
or |
He had no wit
His one re-
ognition of things material was in
food,
ufficient. At meal

times the mimic

nd it was touching to see him lay
eed the poor little creature who sat
eside him, lookling up at him help-

rivileged visitors who chanced to
ome among them turned away with
ears of pity. The physicians, used
o sights as curious, pointed to this
ombination as one of the dispensa-
ions of Providence.

‘““There is no hope for the child,””
hey said. ‘“None. The man is like-
mo-

Colds ~ffect

MOST PAINFUL AILMENTS FOL-

1

ansc of Dr. Chase’s Kidnay and Li-

v

and are followed by the most
fui and fatal results.
ing the action of the kidneys au this
time you énable
the lurking poisons and prevent se-
rious disease,

ting with the back in a draft and
regulate the kidneys by the use
Dr. Chase’s Kidney and liver Dills.
These rules are worth following, par-
ticularly at this season of the year.

ton, Ont., sta
am bending over a
| this, together with the -

. the Kidneys

LOW — THEIR HEALTH AND -.
ACTIVITY RESTORED BY
DR. CHSE’S
KIDNEY-LIVER PILLS

When you catch cold there is no-
hing better to do than 1o take a

er Pills at bedtime.

(‘olds often settle on the kidneys
) pain-
By quicken-

them to carry off

Keep the back warm, avoid sit-

of

Mr. W. Ferguson, blacksmith, Tren-
states: —**

| not to se

| reason with desperate resolve.

after year, and still there was no
gleam of reason to tell her that
the bond was loosening. Still did
he hold his mimic court and wear
his mimic crown,

And one day Eleanor Satterlee
came to Dr. Morrison. ‘I want you |
to listen to me,”” she said, simply,
looking at him with eyes that were
more eloquent than any speech her

lips could frame. “The years—the
very best years—of his life are going
one by one. And every day my

heart grows heavier and heavier, un- |

but
1 me.
’—the

til it seems as though it pulses
feebly—too feebly to sustai
When I think of him 1 fe
tears were running swiftly down
her face—‘‘I feel as if I, too, will
go mad. Madness would be a bless-
ing, Dr. Morrisqon, for then I could
not remember—all.”’

Dr. Morrison looked at her sym-
pathetically.

‘“My plan—I have one, you see,’”
with a sorrowful little smile, “‘is
this. His statue, ours, is still in
my possession I would not part
with it. Supposing,’”’ she pleaded
swiftly, seeing the growing wonder

on his face, ‘‘supposing that I have

it taken here, set up herein your
room, and bring him in upon it
suddenly? Do you think such a

thing might aid him, might help him

Her throat was very dry, and her
lips grew suddenly parched, for he
shook his « head, averting his eyes
the pain on her face.

‘It may serve to drive him to the
padded cell. My dear madam, con-
sider. He is at peace now, he has
no cares, no troubles, he may pos-
sibly recover in time. Why disturb
him, perhaps condemn him to—’"’

““No, no, do not say it, do not
say that word,” she cried, pressing
her hands to her heart. ‘I beg you,
1 beseech you, do not say that word

to me. God—you do believe in God,
don’t you? God wouldn’t be so
cruel to me. If—if you knew how
much—""  her voice grew

and'weak—‘if you knew how much I
1 love him, and how he loved
until that miserable day! I

me

|
|
faint |
|
!
am so |
|

unhappy,”’ she went on. ‘‘Night and |
day he is with me, night and day |
I think of him, dream of him, hope

for him, plan for him, love him, love |
him. Oh, Dr. Morrison, be pitiful. |
See, I kneel to you. Let me try to [
save him. For it means death to me
if I cannot.”

She was at his feet: indeed, her
hands clasped across his knees, her
face lumfinous in its pallor, raised
to his, her blue eyes dark with an-
guish. The professional man van-
ished. His heart was stirred. Sud-
denly he saw her as she had been on
that day when she first realized the
dreadful truth. Ha remembered her
sorrowful and stricken, but not like
this, for her beauty then was young
and sweet and fresh, pink and white
and delicate, not strained to the
mere shadow of a vanishing loveli-
ness. like the white countenance
turned up now to his pitying gaze.
He felt that she spoke the truth—
that present conditions meant death
to her.

““Women should be made of sterner
stuff,”” she went on, sobbingly. I
should be brave and strong, I know,
but Icannot. He was all I lived
for. At first I was desperate. I
am so much alone. Dr. Morrison,
and Tam not brave. Because
seem 80 at times does not argue
that I'am, and maybe—maybe—if I
showed myself the coward that I
really am, you would not let- me
come so often. My heart was wild
with its pain. I would throw my-
self upon my bed, begging God to
give me strength to save him, ot to
me die. It would have been easi-
erfor me to die
X cannot fight—'"
Ay

can |

80, he was so refined, so gentle al- |

|
|
|
\
|

else was gone, I still had hope. Af-
terwards, when my mind dwelt on
the future, the dreadful thoughts
that tortured me were driven from
me by the prayer, ‘Dear Mother, let
me hope.” And last night, like an
inspiration, something came to me.
Something Whispered to me that
since through her he had lost all
that made life worth living, through
her, by our Lady’s grace, all would
be restored.’”

Her voice thrilled him. He looked
down at her, not knowing that the
tears that had come into his eyes
were thick upon his lashes; for he
was not easily moved—he had seen
too much misery.

“It shall be even as you desire,”’
he said to .her. “It isa venture, but
{ of that you are aware, You abide
| the consequences?’’

*“I abide the ~onsequences!’’ She
sprang to her feet, transformed, her
eyes glowing. She seized his hand
and covered it with kisses. a0, T
shall succeed, I shall succeed. I have
hope and our Lady with me. How
can I fail?”’

And while Doctor Morrison felt
that he had done an unwise thing
now, he excused it to himself on the
grounds that for the past five years
he had taken more than a profession-
al interest in the case, and in the |
woman. He had yielded, true, and |
even realizing what her failure |
meant to both, he ' could not say |
that he regretted doing so. He had |
seen weeping wives in his day, young 1
and beautiful even as she, some of |
them. They had come, distraught |
and anxious, to this tomb of buried
and lest ambitions Unlike this wo- |
man, however, they  had accepted ‘
the %inevitable, they became reconcil- |
ed. Some of them, indeed, the |
greater part, were easily consoled, ‘

|
|

and Dr. Morrison had grown scepti-
cal where woman’s grief was con-
cerned. But Eleanor Satterlee, her
eyes shadowed by long watching |
and sleepless hours shining out of
her moon-light face—well, she was |
different. She commanded, not alone :
his intense respect, but even his re-
gard. She fought for this man's
She |
left after her weekly visit, and the
physician knew that she scarcely left
her knees, ‘until she returned again.

That was chiefly why he consented

to the trial. having but a vague

idea what she meant to do or how

she meant to do it. And though |
he told her part of the consequences, |

| he did not tell her that failure meant |

| concealed themselves

| but the

death to Herbert Satterlee. He was
not troubled by the scruples a Ca-
tholic practitioner would have in
such a case, and mayhap, he thought |
that death would be a merciful
thing—how merciful only those who
come much in contact with it know.

They set up the glorious statue in
the doctor’s private parlor, placing
it carefully in the alcove, and
drawing the red velvet curtains so |
as to hide it from view. DBehind the |
portieres that led into the inner |
room the doctor and his assistants
in case, the
physician  told her, of some acci- |
dent. Dr. Morrison’s lips were set,
his brow bent. Now that the trial
was imminent, his heart misgave
him—to his surprise he became
afraid of her.* Not for the blighted
mind that knew nothing of what |
Wwas coming, but for this frail sha- |
dow, buoyed up by hope and Our |
Lady. What if she failed? The man
Wwas an agnostic, a ireethinker, but
at that moment his soul was stir-
red. ‘I shall be tempted to be- |
lieve in your existence, Mother of |
Christ, if she succeeds,”’ he said,
And then he smiled. The thing |
seemed so impossible—that she should
succeed. The mimic king was led
into the little parlor alone. His |
clouded brain saw the bare corridors |
outside transformed into royal paths
rich furnishings of this
room struck (rlcusurably upon his
senses. He looked about him with
evident delight. Dr. Morrison, with
his keen gaze upon the patient’s face,
was suddenly startled. A woman’s
voice broke the silence, a rare con- |
tralto, that most beautiful of God’s |
gifts to creation, and it was singing |

Mattei’'s ““Non e Ver.”” How its
deep notes throbbed through the
room. filling it with speech and

sound. The deranged man turned
quickly, clasping and unclasping his

hands in nervous fashion. Then
out from behind the curtain she
came. She had slipped off her long |

dark cloak, and was clad in simple
white, her beautiful hair thrown

carelessly back from her face. The
woman’s seul was desperate, the
emotion that gave that thrill to
her voice was passionate fear, but

she was singing as she walked. She
looked up to meet her husband’s
gaze, and the song died upon her
lips. She ran to him, holding out
her hands.

‘“Why, Hubert!”’ she cried. ‘“You
have not answered me. What is the
matter with you. You are very
strange—'’

“Am T, sweetheart?”” he asked. I
did not answer dear, because, be-
cause—""

She had startled his sleeping bralin
with a vision of herself as she had
been when he wooed her in the coun-
try lanes, when they sang together
the songs they both loved. But af-
ter that first effort he grew troubl-
ed. He put his hand to his fore-
head,and pushed the. hair away.
;;ld blank look settled aeross his |
a2, ; e

| into marble, won’t you, Hubert? Do

A |
scene. The room swam before her bt qcl
dazzled sight. One moment of i
weakness now, might spoil all, one ¥
false word. But she was a woman, :i §
therefore she was brave, a woman - &
struggling for more than life. "g

“You cannot remember?’’ And
again she laughed, and agamn her 4
heart ached with its prayer: ‘‘Oh, 4 |
Mother Mary, help me now!’’ and ik
her little hand trembled. “Do you {:
| want to see it, dear? It is glo- §
rious, Hubert. Let us look at it ‘X
together, husband mine.” .

““Where is it?"" he asked. ‘‘Where 4
is it, Eleanor?’* i

He was trembling, and his eyes (’
were shining, and his breath came 5
in hot gasps. She moved quickly pe |
to the alcove, and drew aside the !
req curtains. The elegtric light
was turned on full, bathing in its
brilliant brightness the magnificent

| but to that living, loving

| little child.

LAID UP FIVE YEARS

Until Haif a Beltle of Father Morrisey's
Liwiment Cured His Shoulder,
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rison marvelled at the melody,

the 3
sweetness of it. He did not know B
that in the old days Hubert Sat- 8

terlee had told her that her laugh i
was the prettiest he had ever heard. 4
And all the time her heart wal
praying. (‘‘Mother of Christ, give
him to me,’”” she pleaded, ‘‘just this
one soul, my Mother, just this one
soul. Mother of the Baby God Who
sat upon your loving knee, give me
this, give me this!’’)

“‘Fampous!”’ her lips were saying
blithely. ‘““Oh, what a famous squlp-~
tor you will be! You will put me

you remember the last work
finished. ‘My Lady Hope?’
remember?’’

“No,”” he muttered,
member, Eleanor.”’

“1 cannot re-

Her heart seemed to stop beating
suddenly. Dr. Morrison leaned for-
ward, a long breath parting his
lips, his intent gaze on the pathetic

SH

figure he had created. The dazzling
light, after the semi-darkness of the
room, startled him. He bent for-
ward, fascinated. The marble im-
age seemed, to Eleanor's straining
sight, as if it were endowed with
feeling. Her lips were moving pite-
ously. And the patient, beautiful
sculptured face looked down on the
man who had fashioned it, and the
woman who was fighting for 80
much Just a second they stood so,
woman
the moment seemed almost like eter-
nity, it was a whole century of tor~
ture, agony, inexpressible, anguish,
fear.

Then a shout rang through

L ¥

the

room. Hubert Saterlee rushed for-
ward, falling on his knees at the
base of the statue, sobbing like ' a

‘“My statue!’’ he cried. “My hope

~—My Lady Hope! Eleanor, Elea~
nor! where are you, Eleanor? o

God, Eleanor, where are you?’’

She was there, kneeling beside
him, clasping his dark head to her
breast, soothing him as its mo-
ther would a frightened infant:
Clothed in h4s right mind she clasp~
ed him to her, and he looked up
at her, questioning her in piteous si-
lence.

““You have been ill, sweetheart,”’
she answered faintly. ‘‘Very, very
ill. But it is all right now, dear,
it is all right now. Here is
doctor coming. Dr. Morrison,
husband is much better. _ We
going home.”’ ;

And oh, the joy, the proud, ex-
ultant happiness that looked up a
the physician from' the woman’
eyes!

‘‘Home!'*  said Hubert Saterlee
““It seems so long since we ' we
home, Eleanor. Let us go ki
now, now.’’

“Allow me to accompany yo!
call a carriage,”’ said Dr. Mory
courteously. ‘‘A little wine,
haps, you look rather shaky,
dear madam.’”” He smiled,
gentle eyes upon her. ‘“¥ou
ter, Mr. Satterlee?’’ 3

returned, with fine dignity.
~will tell me all about it, ¥
‘“Yes, dear,’’ she




