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fittle hands and smoothed the soft
' the little face which had sudden-
wn placid. Then he bent over and
the white, calm brow. And when
raised up, his eyes, as he glanced at
*& Durer, had softened.
“fearned of the death of the little
ﬁ'ﬂ’f through a letter from the doctor
: showed real grief and some bitter-

~ which

- I knew therefore that the story
which came to me of his attention to
Mrs. Durer (was as unfounded as ever.
“And when, some years later, I again vis-
jted\Rock Ledge, now grown to a water-
\g of the degree which the press
“gome importance,” I was interest-
,d-g& learn something of her later his-
4 ;
geems that for years the lady re-

tory.
It

. turned no more to Rock Ledge; but went

abroad annually, returning just in time
each season to exhibit at one of the most
fashionable summer resorts on the Coast
the creations of the first dressmakers of
the Rue de la Paix, reinforced gradually
more, and more by the efforts of other
artists. - All of which was duly chronicled
by those sheets which cater to the millin-
ery. tastes of the public which are par-
ticularly interested in such important
matters. Then after a period in which
younger rivals appeared to supplant her
in the eye of that public, she reappeared
at Rock Ledge. She was still handsome.
Some said, handsomer than ever; but my
friend who spoke to me of her, said she
was the most discontented woman she

- ever saw; “she wanted nothing that she

had and wanted everything else. The
fact is,” she said, “‘she always wanted the
moon—she ‘wanted to marry that big,
good-looking doctor who attended her
child; and who performed such a won-
derful cure in the case of old Mrs. Dow’s
crippled . grand-daughter — you know
about that?”

I replied that I had heard of it; but
she went on to tell me all the details
quite as if I had not known them. “You
know she did not have any spine at all.”
. “No, I did not know that,” I inter-
jected.

“_Not a particle of one—oh! not the
Jeast bit, and your friend took her and
just made one for her, and now——"

. “How on earth did he perform that
miracle 1

: “I don’t know—you go and see old
Mrs. Dow, in the old cottage down under
the big apple-trees, with the lilac bushes
by the side door and the peonies and
hollyhocks—and she’ll tell you. He
actually made her one—strapped her to
a board for years—and put her in a
plaster jacket for I don’t know how long,
and now—what do you - think!” She
paused for breath and in the interval I
said, “I did not know what to think.”

“—She is a trained nurse—a strapping,
strong woman—a trained nurse.”

This was news, indeed, and my mem-

ory of old times and of my first visit
to Rock Ledge having been revived by
the conversation, I strolled down that
afternoon to see Elishy Dow’s widow
and the old cottage under the big apple-
trees,
. I found her, like her apple-trees, a good
deal aged since T had been one of her
early boarders that summer; but with
her keen eyes still glinting shrewdly
through her spectacles, on which the old
silver rims had now been replaced by rims
of gold—“given her by Jane,” as she
mentioned with grandmotherly pride.

She still cherished the memory of
Elishy ‘Dow, and apparently cherished
some other memories as well. She re-
ferred again and again to that summer
that I had spent beneath her roof, and
showe(.l me a photograph of the Doctor,
hung in her front room in a place quite
as conspicuous as the memorable por-
tl:alt of Elishy Dow. It also was the
g'f_t of Jane, as she explained.

‘Oh! _I say, you don’t know how much
Jane thinks of that man—she don’t al-
low there’s anybody in the whole world
Just exactly like him. Why, she thinks
l}l{s much of him as if she was his widder.

o know she’s in his hospital now ? ?

Ah! [ am sorry to hear that.”

Ja]‘l()}y! bless you! not that away—why,
s :r: :;ls well and strong and peart now
e ) Ybody. 1 say, you just ought to
“eé her. Why! the Doctor!—Well, you
Just'd ought to see her! You'd hardly
elle\'(- 1f = v
And then the details came out quite as

my friend had said they would.

Also there came another part of the
story.

One summer, not long before “just
about dusk—well, good dask,” as Mrs.
Dow explained, with the particularity
natural to her, a knock had come on the
door—the side door that' the neighbors
used—and when she had put down the
basket she had in her hand with the
hood in it which she was “knitting for
Jane,” she went to the door—and there
was—“Who do you suppose!”

I started to hazard “Jane?” but it was
plainly not she, nor could it be Elishy
Dow, for according to Captain Spile he
was well buried. So I gave it up as
someone I could not imagine, Mrs. Dow
looked triumphant.

“That woman!” Her face became re-
flective. “Well, I—!” she began, and
then her expression softened. “I don’t
know'as I ever felt : » sorry for any wo-
man in my life. I never expected to feel
sorry for her; but I did. And do you
know I took and showed her this hull
house and everything that poor little
thing had used. And she cried like her
heart wauld break. And she asked me
to take her down to where the Doctor
made the play-house for ’em that sum-
mer, and asked me if I thought she could
buy that place. :

“T never expected to be sorry for that
woman; but I was. ©Ghe was so lone-
some, She said she didn’t have a soul
in the worl’ as cared for her—just cared
for the money she had.

“And as I was showin’ her the room
that little thing had had, and the bureau,
and pulled open a drawer, there was the
old doll the Doctor had mended for Jane
that first summer he came here, when he
wanted Jane to let him mend her. Jane
had given 1t to that uttle girl the day
that wom—the day she went away and
her mother wouldn’t let her keep it,
though she cried so—and there it lay
just where Jane put. it, with the little
plaster jacket on it the Doctor made
and all, and when that wom-—when she
saw it she grabbed it up and first thing
I knew she fell down flat on the floor
with it in her arms kissin’ it like *twas
her own child.

“Well, I will say my floor is clean.
One thing Elishy Dow al’ays would have
was a clean floor. Apd when she got up,
she asked me if I would sell her the doll.
1 told her ‘No,’ I couldn & sell her—’t she
was Jane’s. Then she asked if I thought
Jane would sell her; ’t she’d give any-
thing for her, ‘anything in reason.’”

As she paused I ventured to ask her
what her reply was.

«T told her, ‘No—I didn’t think Jane
would; but I thought Jane would want
me to give it to her” She was so lone-

some.”
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Hidden Fragrance.

Once, in crossing a meadow, I came to
a spot that was filled with fragrance.
Yet I could see no flowers, and I won-
dered whence the fragrance came. At
last I found, low down, close to the
ground, hidden by the tall grass, in-
numerable little flowers. It was from
these that the fragrance came.

1 enter some homes. There is a rich
perfume of love that pervades all the
place. It may be a home of wealth and
luxury, or it may be plain and bare. No
matter; it is not the houses nor the
furniture, mnor the adornment that
makes this air of sweetness. 1 look
closely. It is a gentle woman, mother,
or daughter, quiet, hiding self away,
from whose life the fragrance flows.
There is a wondrous charm in a gentle
spirit. J R Miller.

=

At school David had great difficulty
with his arithmetic problems, and his
teacher tried in vain to make him under-
stand. Finally, to bring the matter
home, he said, “If I should go into your
father's shop and say 1 wanted two
pounds of meat, and he only had a pound
and a half, what would he do?”

The boy thought profoundly for a

moment, and then said, “He would make '

(R4

up the weight with his thumb
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Soft corns are difficult to eradicate, but Hollo-
way's Corn Cure will draw them out painlessly.

—

I Bonnie
Prince Charlie
Talcum Powder

is of the very finest grade, cooling, soothing and refresh-
. ing, making an ideal toilet and nursery powder.
Delightfully fragrant,
with the exquisite odor
of White Heather.

By its daily use babies
are protected from chaf-
ing; their skin is kept
smooth, velvety and
healthy.

Bonnie Prince Charlie
Talcum is recommended
to all who suffer from
soreness, irritations and
abrasions of the skin, or
from prickly heat.
Gentlemen will find it a
grateful aid to comfort
after shaving.

In white or flesh color

On sale at all druggists. :

b

Vinolia Company Limited, London, Paris, Toronto
t S

By Royal Appoi kers to H. M. King George V.

It is not a “‘cheap to buy’’ pen, but it is cheap
touse. It outlasts all others because it has the
hardest, smoothest point, which years of writing
do not touch. ‘The ink-flow is scientific and cor-
rect, and only ill-usage can incapacitate a ‘‘Swan.”’
\ Prices from $2.80
SOLD BY ALIL HIGH CLASS STATIONERS AND JEWELLm

ABIE TODD & GO0., 124 York Street, Toronto

London New York cago, ete.
- . —— ¥
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Protect Your Complexion During
the Winter by Using
BEETHAMS

It entirely removes and prevents all ROUGHNESS
REDNESS, CHAPS, IQRITATION. &c. Prevents
all feeling of discomfort from FROST, KEEN
WINDS, HARDWATER and keeps the SKIN
DELICATELY SOFT AND VELVETY during
the coldest weather. Men will find it delightfully
soothing if applied after shaving.
M. Beetham & Son, Cheltenham, England.
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