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4 QUESLION IN ETHICS

(By Maurice TFranvis Fg

Ruxton took a cup of tea (rom Mrs
Vaigrave and refused the drop
Jamaica rum she oucred from  her
<dainty cut glass decanter

ol

‘No,”" he sard, with tue suive of a
nan who must deay huunsei lor toe
sake ol duty, “you re awiully Kind,
Mrs. Valgrave, put 1 must seep my
head clear—l1 must winte last |
<haptler to-uight

‘Ah!” saia Mrs. Valgrave re
Jighting the lamp under uhe hot va
ter kettle, *‘vou don't know how
shall rejoice in your tnumph, for
will be a great triumph. Your urst
SHook 1s all whnte roses and avw
virops—but this, tos! MIS Val
grave clasped her tnger waich glit-
tered with banas ot brillwn
topazes, under the candles

luxton siood holdmg nis toacup and .

ovoking mte the eloguent violet eyes
SHefore him

‘*You are ory alnd, lie i ld
Irinking the flattery of the voice and
he eves but | am not sure u
The Pride of Life' is ai advance on
The Lily in the Woods I think
*hat 1 put my best mto my st
ook -

“Don’'t go vyet Mrs. Valgrave
said, looking over at Lafayette
Square, where the cold winter sha-
lows were falling “There has bheen

suich a crowd here—such a crowd,
Hut not one spirit.”’

The light from the great treplace
slittered on the arabesques of jet
that covered Mrs

gown, whose long train was thrown
tn fromt of the 'ow chair into which !
she had throwm herseli Her slen

ier figure, her well-formed head
rowned with a coronet of red gold
hair, were lighted at intervals by

the steady glow of the candles and

the thousand fhickers of the fire
seent. of violets filled the warm
Ruxton felt a sense of
ontentment upon him—she
ized with him

air.
deficious
sympath
I'here was a short

s1lence. The sound  of carriage
wheels broke 1,

“I hope that nobody coming
Yiere!”” she exelaimed “These min

ites are sacred!
TFhe strokes of ‘h‘s}‘.” s leet on
‘he asphali died awa

Ruxton had doubts about his no-
vol, “The Pride of Liie,"”" which the
sublisher of ““The l,||y of the Woods"
Dad bought before the tentih chapter
was finished A young man from a
<ountry village in Northern New
York, he had enjoyed his success as
he who has struggled can en-
wy it “The Lily in the Woods”
had been the idyll of a pure and
simple life He had written it from

*he impulse of an unstained heart
fts motto was

‘The dew upon the lily in the shade
Of tangled wood paths, where the

MOSSts grow
! ntouched by foot of man—that never
know
garish
maid!'’

The moonhight—=so art thou, O

Sipping his tea in the presence of
Mrs. Valgrave, whose face and ex-
quisitely graceful figure were now

owtlined in the fire and candle light
izainst the darkening background, en-
ivened only by a little sword point
f sharp brightness, which now and
then pterced the gloom, Ruxton felt
is if his past experience of life had
heen cold and colorless He thought
)f the little house in the hop fields,
whose rooms were even now wreath-
=d with holly for him-those
whitewashed rooms, where there was
o scent of violets and gardenias, but
snly  the homely smell oi old rose
‘eaves and last year's lavender. How

iim it all seemed! He thought of
nis own little bedroom, with the
*rucifix standing oul against  the

wan wall in the evening shadows, and
of the serene face which would flush
when his hand should touch the old-
‘ashioned knocker, wreathed with hol-

iv, too. Far ofi! Far off! But
nere the joy of life—no maxims  of
narrow duty—rich scents and the

of understanding words
beautiful woman
will finish the last chapter
Mrs Valgrave said,

<timulus
rom a
“You
to-night?”
softly
“To-night.”’
There was silence
wounter-picture arose before hin—
the picture of the winding road
through the dried and snow-sprinkled
wild asters—in the early morning
Zizht Again he heard the distant
sounds of singing from the groups of
varming folk hastening to the chapel,
over the snowbound earth [Sver
since he could watk he had gone,
nand in hand, with his mother on
CUhristmas. morning towards the sa-
‘red place where the neighbors wait-
»d for mass, while thgy sang the
‘Adeste Fidelis.'' He reached to-
wards the decanter of rum and hali
illed his teacup
liquid. He wanted to forget — to
{eel that life was full of color.
““ “The Pride ofi Life' will
sou!"" Mrs. Valgrave said, enthusias-

again. Again a

tically, “My dear boy, when I finish- |

«1 the MS. last night, T wept for
Jheer oy
that the anaemic young monk of
“The Lily in the Woods' is the very
passionate god of ‘The Pride of Life.’
L inspired you—admit that.”

“I think you did, Mrs. Valgrave,” |

e said, slowly;
said--"

‘“Many things.
AS.—since you must finish the

“some things you

I will bring you the
book

to-night. It's the only copy, isn't
i

““The only copy.”

She shuddered.  “If it should be
Tost!”

“I should be ruined! There's more
than two years’ work in "

“And 1—T should never he the same.
“There is 50 much of me in it. There
are some passages in it T must read
“n you now before you take it. Thev
ars not of my heart—not of my heart
-which was imprisoned and hound
“while my husband lived."’

She arose and swept across the
Womg room, her train of glitterine
wt and soft velvet catching the lizht
45 she went. She returned with the
v rifolio  containing manv  sheets,
w4 sat in the low chair again.

“Yon mnrst dine with me on Christ-

'r~~z e»." she said, as she turned the

‘1’ wi the MS.  “ shall have the
s migister and the Conntesse
@ oise. He iw in love with her.

Valgrave's velvet |

The |

’ * ]
poamn, |

with the aromatic |

make |

Who could have imagined |

Cook Fruit in Reservoir.

The Pandora Reservoir is oval shaped, stamped in one piece from

the best sheet steel-

collect dirt—every square inch is e

no seams, groves, bolt heads or square corneis to
asily cleaned.

Enamelled pure white, has a smooth, glossy, marble-like surface,

easily and thoroughly cleansed - is
it can be used for boiling fruit

s0 impossible to stain or tamnt that
ketchup, sauces, or any other

preserving-time work, as well as for hesting water.

No other range is fitted with an enamelled reservoir.

When you can get a range I ke the Pandora which costs no more
than common ones, why not have a Pandora ?

M<Clarys

London, Yoronto, Montreal, Viianipeg, Vancouver, St. John, N.B.

Sold by all enterprising dealers,

Booklet free,

old Southern garden and a soldier
“You didn't answer.
“‘Oh,”” he said, starting, *I am en-
gaged
She looked at him steadiby
“With another woman?'’ she asked,

a faint touch of shrillness in her tone
‘“Yes.'

.l\"\‘

‘““‘She who inspired ‘The Lily in
the Wood,” I presume?”’ There was

scorn in the voice now

At\.‘\.

The logs 1n
the rising wind Blue and green and
red tongues shot from them,; they had
been part of strained hulks seasoned

by the sea

“Nou'll not hreak vour engagement
with that woman?"
| He did not answer The scent of
the violets was more insistent A

Iband in one of the homes where there

was a reception played Schubert's
Serenade It was softened by the
distance and the thick hangings. [t

seemed to strengthen the scent of the
violets

the grate burned under !

Problems of a2 Honeymoon

John brought the subject up again
yon the train, as he and Ellie
’r«mrmn; from their brief wedding
journey. His brow grew quite wrink-
{led as he mentioned it
‘ “l don't know much about women,

anyhow, Ellie,” he

were

“and

the
lhmrl of the house, and your grand-
mother's always been the head of
!)‘<>lxr house—and how they're going to
{manage it—all of us living together
| —1is more than I can tell.”

could have seen

admitted;
| you know mothe: s alwavs been

| *“I wish 1 your
Imother and made her love me a little
before we were married, ]

! sighed 1.

[lie, which was the nearest she had
jcome to acknowledring that there !
|were difficulties in the way. But

she had acknowledged it to herself
[with some faintness of heart, if Jokn
{had but known it She was  wolng

to a house where she ought really

. | ) Yok ( thi "

"\\ il you T ad our b “hl" ) }-'” 'he the housekeeper and homekeeper
”l“'tr' ‘\“ - a S At potong, g - Of 1heland she knew that John's mother
:..x[; u‘A‘( 'u."lm' iree _u'\'} o im bl 7 |was already jealous of John's wile
yo aink that she—the pale, DIOOA- IShe must take with he nto that
ll(“\'\l "V.',"""’\'r*““i ”“""l'l"‘“””' .\""";ihm,w the white-haired grandmother
1eroin I "?' X 1 \“;1 ‘;I{l’ ‘l“'l‘\ V1 |who had raised her from infancy, :
t\l; "-“\, »l‘" 1Tex l -l“‘~ ”] -l‘. 1q | Vas always busy, counting nothi
mf- : ‘dp—«il: ‘“I‘~ 1ed ““"-]‘l (too hard for her active old hands

iC 10 Sée her read some passages In | And she herself was very young,and
x\hxl' h'tl.:- secret lnx real }:mlt\' IS I'e 'she must manage all these difficul
(‘:‘“ “"' <% I:; r?t“' ”‘L,“)‘_i_li 1“’1“:]’! }'"”‘{ {ties herself and not burden John
o' y 0 0 N ou O J ’

y ) { with them. No wonder that she
lh’f]e“‘".')'”‘” engagement with  your | looked a little thoughtiul even while
it 1y

*“ “The Lily in the Woods' was the
story ol a woman's youth; I had it
from her very lips—"

Mrs. Valgrave stood up, a fierce
light in her eyves. She threw aside
| the portfolio and clutched the M.S
in her beringed hands.

““But this, passionate, redolent of
the revolt that defies all law of love
,—speaking a passion which the pagan
|heart of one would well welcome —is
more than a story. It is a heart-
throb; it is a defiance of those con-
ventions which Julian of old pro-
| tested against It 1s the apotheosis
lof the elemental passions—you can't
{go back on her now."

ITe arose.

“You read all this in my book?”
. ““The world will read it, too—and
| the dormant pagan love of jey will re-
vive—and vou will triumph with
me."”

| Again he saw the crucifix on the
Iwhite wall, and the slim figure
crowned with gray hair praying he-

fore 1t—perhaps now praying for
him.

“And you read all that in my
book?" he asked again, in a new,
strange tone.

“And more!” she exclaimed, tri-
umphantly “You say what few men
have the courage to speak in these

Christian times of hypoerisy! I read
perhaps more than you knew there.”

He did not move;, then he laid
down his tea cup—a trifling
b.t which struck her as done
new way.

“Your ‘hily’ will not dare to read
our bhook!"

Ruxton started, as if stung by one
lof those green serpents in the fire.

“If she dares, she will turn as red
as the reddest rose!''-she laughed.

“But I love her,”” he said, slowly,
“and I shall always love her.”

She looked at him from under her
Then she approached the
glow of the grate, fanned by the
| wind.

“You love her?”

““Yes,"”" he said, watching her, and
|knowing intuitively what she was go-
1ing to do.

“And vou will always love her; and
iyou will go to her to-morrow, with
your book finished, sure of riches
jand fame?”

He made no reply; he took up his
hat. She threw the papers upon the
fire—~serpents red, purple, green, blue
and of the color of safiron seized up-
on them.

“Now!"'' she said, shrilly, holding
out her hands, to prevent him from
saving the sheets. “Now! you are
ruined. Your ‘lily’ will not care for
you—there will be no long leafs
among the holly.”
| His lips curled; he made no attempt
|to save the sheets. They turned
'black while h» watched them; the
smell of the burning parer had kill-
ad the perfume of the violets.
| ‘*You can 20,” she said. “I have
i ruined yvou—but you drove me to it.
And vou love her still?”’

‘“Yes,'"" he said, a finer light in his
eyes. “Yea; I shall always love her,
for she is my mother—and you have
.”d ..ll

buticr pushed aside the door-

in a

|long lashes.
| red

action, |

,She was smiling at John and assur-

ting  him that they would manage
somehow
Their journey took them past Ler

old home, where her grandmother was
ready to join them. Old Mrs. Ved-
'der was filled with forebodings, and
whispered to Ellie brokenly:

“I'm so airaid she'll think I'm in
the way'! I don't want to be in
anybodv's way, Ellie.”

“That’s all right—don't you worry,

grandma,’ said Ellie, holding one of

the withered hands in both hers
But Ellie's heart sank more and
{more at sight of the tall, stiffi wo-

man whe was at the end of the jour-
inry_ who gave them a formal greet-
ing, allowing Ellie to kiss her cheek
and extending a cold hand to old
Mrs. Vedder. If it had not been for
| John's persistent gayety that first
evening would have been dismal in-
deed, hut as it was. John jested and
| Ellie laughed bravely and
not to be thinking of anvthing else

“‘T hate to go ofi and leave vou to
fizht it out alone,”” he satd to her
i the next morning “We are in for

{it, T cuess, Ellie.”

“T am glad vou are going." said
“T am glad vou are going,’”' saia

will
1t

“The worst
we will have

| Ellie, ruthlessly
come up then, and
over."’

And after John had gone she went
back into the dining-room, where Mrs
Mayfield still sat at the table with
her untasted breakiast before her

“I suppose you will want the keys.'
John's mother began at once. ‘1
will give them to vou, and show vou
where things are, and then my work
will be done. I suppose I can find a
little corner somewhere about the
house, where I can sit down and fold
my honds and not be in anybody's
way.”

In anybody's way, Mrs.
heard, and arose and spoke up
trembling voice.

“‘I s'pose that means that I'm in
the way—an' I thought that's what
I'd be when I come here. An’ 1'll go
away—you needn't fear that I'd want
to be a burden on anybody. Illie
can find some place for me—the poor-
house, if nowhere else.”

“Grandma' You are hurting me
dreadfully!” Tears had rushed to El-
lie's eyes, and the old woman saw
them and sat down again, wiping her
own eyes. It was a great change.
She no * longer had Ellie to
"herself, peaceful and happy in the lit-
tle old cottage, and with no one to
inlerfere, Fliie felt it all in a flash,
and somehow, ton, she felt the vrvie-
ed heart that other woman who noad
been all-in-all to blr som for rearly
| thirty years, and now Filie had ¢ e
'and she was not all-in-all to him
lany more. Ellie went and jell on her
{ knees beside her, and tried to lhug
| her unbending waist.
I ‘““Mother!”’ she cried—it was
i first time she had found couraze to
call her by that name. ‘“Mother, 1
don't want the keys—you've hui
{ them so long—and I am too vovns
{and inexperienced for so much respon-
 sibility. But you'll teach me, won't
you? I'd be so glad to learn.”
| “You needn’t run yourselfi down
ithat way, Ellie,” ecried grandma
sharply, ready to fight for the child

with

pretended |

Vedder |

the |

|she loved. “‘You know as much
’lbﬂt housekeepin’ as anybody, I
should hope.”’
| The storm was about to break
|again, but Ellie still tried to smile.
“I could keep house in a coltage,
grandma—and I did do it nicely, did
‘1 not? But mother will show me
|how to manage this big house—won't
you, mother?"”

John's mother arose stiffly, with
that lock of pain about the lips
which comes from a hurt at the

| hea~*. ‘

“You can soon learn it,”’' she said,
turning away. “I suppose I can
manage to busy myself about some-
|thing when my work is taken out
{of my hands.”

Ellie started up and hurried to her
room A flush of indignation and of
|despair had come over her.
{she had been patient and sweet tem-
pered. Surely she had

very best to please John's mother
and to reconcile her to the new con-
\dition of things.
everything had broken up in wrang-
ling and discord. Ellie threw her-
sell down upon the bed and buried
her face in the pillow She and

John might have been so happy but
for this. She wept hot, resentful
tears Truly, it was best, as she
had always heard, for young married
people to have a little home of their
{own, with no third party near to
sow the seeds of trouble. This was
her first day in her new home —

fand perhaps she had vears and years |
love |
have made him |

‘of life before her—and she did
John so, and might
so happy, if it
i this—

had not been for

| And if she Joved John, did not his

! mother love him, too? And how

|she must love him—that quiet, unde- |
'monstrative woman, whose feelings |

ran deep And there was grandma,
whose life was torn up by the roots
in her old age—and it is so hard for
old roots to set themselves in new
soil. And—why, that was what had
happened to John's mother, too—her
life had been torn up by the roots

When Ellie arose she had forgot-
ten herself and her griels. She was
thinking of two lonely old women
downstairs, the width of the dining-
(room between them, each brooding
over her own sorrow.

“Never mind about me,” Ellie was
saying to herself, as she bathed away
the tears from her eyes, “I will try
|to make them happy.”
| When she came
tle, she was lugging a large white
sack stufled to bursting.

“Look what I found in the closet
in my room, grandma'!" she cried,
cheerilv.  ““All this sack of scraps.”

“Those are for the rag-man,” said |

John's mother, briefly
had been thinking, too, for her voice
had lost a little of its coldness

Grandma was already fingering the
scraps wistfully
“They'd make a mighty pretty
quilt she said I used to make |
quilts all the time—scraps of the
( clothes, from their baby
( on up Fllie doesn't know
hing about 1t. That was belore
wer day Ihey've sort o' gone out
of fashion now."”
it | spoken rather at than to
Joh mother, as though with a tim

d lhttle
“How 1

deswe to conciliate her

would like to have one of
those old quilts!" cried Ellie, with
tender interesty ‘‘Made with scraps
of my old dresses, grandma—and may-
be some of John's baby dresses, mo-
ther—and a plece of my wedding dress

right in the middle. That would be
something John and I could keep
always ‘
“These 'ud make a mighty nice |
nine-picee,” said grandma, reflective- |
ly She was still regarding the odds |
and ends of cloth that lay across ger
lap. .

John's mother had approached
sensibly
| "I used to make quilts,’”’ she said,
| with something that was almost like
softness in her voice. ‘‘It was years
{ago—] knew them all—Nine-Piece and

In-

Irish Chain and Chariot Wheel and
| Magnoha Bloom—and I could find |
scraps of John's little clothes I'n
jshow you some of his hittle dresses, |

‘lihnnr—ynu'd never think he was
{ever that small, looking at him
now."'

Ellie’s arms were around her— the
pretty young face was laughing tear-

{fully up at her. The very idea of
|seeing  John's cunning little baby
clothes! And it was John's mother

who had kept them all these years!'
“We could do the quiiting in John's

old playroom’'—his mother was melt- |

ing more and more=*1 haven't had
much time to sew
me to sit down a little."’

“I'd like to make quilts again,”
said old Mrs. Vedder, looking up
wistfully over her glasses.

Mrs. Mayfield had arisen to go on
some errand, but she sat down again

“Ellie,”
{ the machine
dles and thimbles and things—and
bring the gold thimble for vyour
|grandma. John gave that to
‘when he was twelve years old.”
| Ellie’s face was aglow with
light
“1 am so glad that Jobhn loves his
jmother!"” she cried from her heart.
| And then John's mother surren-
dered the last trace of the coldness
{ and hardness she had kept in store
[ *“John's always been a good son to
| me, my dear,” she said, ‘‘and a boy
| that's done that can't help making a
{good husband. Hand me that piece
of pasteboard, Ellie, and your grand-
ma can cut a pattern for both of
us to go by.”'

de-

|

John came home to lunch earlier
than usual that day, filled with ap-
prehension, and stole into the house
almost on tiptoe. At the end of the
hall he paused and looked through
the portieres in deep amazement. kl-
lie was flitting gayly back and forth
between the dining-room and kitchen,
getting the daintiest of lunches on
the table, while over by the window
sat two spectacled old ladies, eagerly

{comparing colors of scraps they held
{in their hands.
“This was a little blue pique of
| John's »ten ke was two vears oll,"”
isaid Jobn's mother, smiling at the
‘memory. ! made it wvself, and
trimmed it with white braid—and he
wanted to sleep in it that first night.
This ought to go with something
dark. How would that piece do?®"”
“That’s a fall dress Ellie had—let's
see!” reflected grandma. ‘‘She must
have been about twelve then. It was
trimmed with blue silk. It'll ro

*,

Surely |

done her |

And here, already, |

down, after a lit-'

Perhaps she |

Maybe it'll help |

drawers you'll find nee- |

me |

with that blue just right.”” And E}
lie's grandmothsr went placidly on

—
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WATERLOO

J. E. SEAGRAM|

DISTILLER AND DIRECT IMPORTER OF N f’
WINES, LIQUORS AND MALT AND FAMILY PROOF

WHISKIES, OLD RYE, ETC. £

Also Manufacturers of those Renowned Brands “OLD TIMES"™
and “WHITE WHEAT,” Conceded by Comnoisseurs to be the
Choicest Flavored Whiskies on the Market.

>

, ONTARIO

X

|
PAV-AVERIEN EXPONTION ’

'i
| GOLD MEDAL
; i AWARDED B
Labatt's Ale and Porter
‘. SURPASSING ALL COMPETITORS 53 %
e a, BRANDS

_lhe 0'Keefe Brewery Go.

Limited )
TORONT9. ‘

—

It Will Only Cost

*Tesessssssee

H, ¢, TOMLIN, The Toronto Bakery

1420-22-24-26 Bathurst St TORONTO

If?ou v\;ish to t:y the Best Bread
Made in Toronto

Telephone Park 553 and have one of
my waggons call with a sample loaf.

You 6 Cents,

THE DOMINION BREW!

N ANUFACTURERS OF THE
CELEBRATED

White Label Ale

TCRONTO

LONGING

|

|

{Oh, my blessin’ on you, Toome, sure
{ I'm never done a-thinkin’

| On the lovely liltle village on the
| bordher of Lough Neagh,

!Bul. alas!

| heart is sore an’ sinkin’,

|

[

|

|

|

there and I am far away.

Sure I am tired of the city with its
roar an’ smoke an’ bustle;
An' I am longin' to be lyin' look-
in’ easy at Lough Neagh,
When the moon is out a-shinin' an’
you hear the bushes rustle
With the breeze that comes a-steal-
in' from Slieve Gallon far away.

its old-time story,
That it tells the
| they kiss its shinin' ide;

{Sure, the sight woula light my
spirit with a gleam of boyvhood’s
glory,

When I used to go a-roving on the
pleasant riverside

she said, “if you'll look in |

|An’ I long to hear the blackbirds in
the Newbridge plantin’ singin’,
A-strivin’ which can sing his song
| the loudest an’ the best;
 The thrushes join the chorus, 'till the
x world aroun’s a-ringin’;
An’ the sun is loath to leave us as
| he lingers in the West.
{Ah. I'm longin' to be over, but the
| dearest, kindest faces—
Whose smiles to me were glimpses
of a region most divine;
I'll miss among the others,
they've left the dear old place,
An’ they're sleepin’ in the
yard up beside St. Treah's Shrine.

for

But, my blessin’ on you, Toome,
may sorrow’s sullen shadow
Ne'er chase from you the glory of
contentment's brightest rays,
An’' may happiness like sunshine fall
by river, lake, an’ meadow—
It's vourseli TI'll love forever
the sake of other days.
—Mayola, in The Gael.

an

for

A Sure Cure for Headache. —Bilious
theadache, to which women are more
{subject than men, becomes so acute
|in some subjects that they are vt~
| terlv prostrated. The stomach re-
|fuses food, and there is a constant
and distressing eflort to free the
stomach from the bile which has be-
come undulv secreted there  Parme-
lee’'s Vegetahle Pills are a speedy al-
terative, and in neutralizing the
effects of the intrnding bile relieves
the yressure on the nerves which
cause the headache. Try them.

1t is easier to give counsel than to
take it.

I cannot see it, and my |

For the fields I like the best are |

An' 1 long to see Mayola, and to hear |

sally-bushes as

grave- |
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IF YOU ARE

|
‘ or working for some-
one else, why not
get a farm of your

own in

e
ONTARIO |

For Particulars Write to
|

-

RENTING t

HON. E. J. DAVIS

Comuv:issioner of Crown Lands
TORONTO, ONT.
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'Rice Lowis & Son '
LIMITED
~ FIREPLAGE GOODS
"o | YENDERS [a=
= | o©asLrLoas A
A COAL YASES b g
: FIRE IRONS g N
[ Bee. ¥ B
| Gor, KING & VICTORIA ST., TORONTA
|
|
‘TSnor 249 Qures ST W ProNe M, 2697

R¥s. 3 D'ARCy ST., PHONE M. 374
!

JAS. J. OCHEARN
PAINTER

has removed lo!“m St. W. and
is prepared 10 do Puint'ng in oM its
Branches both Plawn ana C rnamental ’

Cheap as the Cheapest Cor sistent
with rst classw. rk.

EMPRESS HOTEL

Geoner of Yonge and Geuld Streets

~olicit a trial.




