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Correct dressers have
proper _style.

Health seekers have

perfect protection.

Economical buyers

have long wear in

" GANADIAN”

STAMMERERS

HE DR, ARNOTT INSTITUTE, BERLIN,
Ont.  For the treatment of all forms o
SPEECH DEVFECTS, We treat the cause, not
simp'y the habit, and therefore produce natural
speech, Write for varticulars.

Chronic Catarrh
Always Catching Cold

No Return in I4 Years

PSYGHINE

(PRONOUNCED SI=KEEN)

A CANADIAN REMEDY
—HOME

CURES

Mrs.
William:
Garratt,
Susscx,
N. B.,
writes,
May 24
1004, ar
interest:
ing let
ter re-
garding
the curé
of he1
daug h-
ter, 14
years
ago, of
Catarrh
of the
Throat :

My daughter, when she was 6 years
old, was troubled with a very bad cold
for over six months,

She was short of breath, and seem-
ed to be choked up all the time.

“The doctor said it was catarrh of
the head and, throat, and gave her
medicine for it, but it gave no relief,
Seeing Psychine advertised, 1 decided
to try it, and before she*had finished
the first bottle she was as well as ever.
The catarrh never returned, although
14 years have passed away since then,
and she is now grown to young wo=
manhood.”—Mrs, Wm, Garratt,

The first stages of catarrh are coma
monly called catching cold. It may
begin in the head, nose, throat, lungs,
or stomach. In the majority of cases
no attention is paid to a cold until
serious complications =et in. Neglect
is a sin against yourself, your friends,
and loved ones, Symptoms of catarrh,
toughs, or colds are often cured with
only one bottle of Psychine. Psychine
can be purchased at any drug store, at
$1.00 per bottle,

Psychine is pronounced Si-keen

For sale at all drugglists, at $1.00 per
bottle.. For further advice and infor.
mation or trial bottle, write Dr. Slo-
cum, Limited, 179 King street west, To-
ronto, Canada, |
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AN HOUR

(CHAPTER VI—Continued.)

Certainly the conversation seemed
to give Stephen pleasure. evi-
dently, at this uncertain hour, wish-
ed his son to know that he had nev-
er been without religious instincts
and asplrations; and that he found
the comforts of the God he had
worshiped in secret to be sufficient
for his extremity. Indeed, he was
far more anxious and uneasy about
the aflairs of this life than about
anything that was to come after it.
He heard his wife's steps, and- it re-
called him at once to the actual.

‘“Go down to thy mother, Lance,”
he said. ‘‘She is a bit trying these
days. Thou must be patient with
her., We all hev a weak side; mine is
my milly hers is her house; and
thine, I'll be bound, is that bonny,
lass of Atherton’s. Kiss me again,
Eh! Lance—Lance! I can't help
thinking of the days when thou wert
a baby, and I carried thee on my
shoulder, and next my heart. I can
feel thy little hands yet about my
neck,” and he lifted his large, tremb-
ling hands, and drew his son’s face
down, and looked steadily inte it,
and said solemnly: ‘‘God bless thee,
my dear, dear Lance!”

‘“My dear, dear father!’’

‘“Thou wilt come a bit after me,
but I shall find thee out in the next
world, I shall know thee by thy
loving eyes and thy likeness to my-
sen, and by that sweet, sweet voice
of thine. Leave me now, I'd like to
be a bit by mysen.”’

Lancelot met his mother on the
stairs; he took her hand and walked
to the parlor with her. As they
went, she said, in a melancholy way:

‘“There is & cup of tea ready for
thee.'2

The room was as spotless and ord-
erly as if there was no sickness near
the places, The birds twittered in
the ivy outside, and the scent  of
the wall-flowers came in through the
open window. The great change was
in his mother’s face. It had always
been a grave face; it was now al-
most a hopeless one. Lance had
never conceived of a human counten-
ance so full of something that was
superhuman—yet not pleasantly so.

‘“What do you think of your fath-
er?’* she asked, with her eyes fixed
upon the floor.

““I think he
doctor has he?'*

?‘Doctor Thorpe,

is very sick; What

He is as good as

““I would send to Leeds for the
best in the town. I will go myself
to-night.’'*

‘‘Nay, you won’t, Your father is
going to die. No one can help him.”

‘“How can you talk so calmly of
such a calamity, mother?’’

““It will mebbe be the varry best
thing that could happen. The Bible
says that no man lives or dies to
or for himsen; he hes to live for
those behind him and those that

~come after him.**

‘“What do you mean, mother?’"

‘It he would keep his fingers off
Teigh House, them that live in its
rooms unseen would keep their hands
oft him. Did he tell thee he was 'go-
ing to mortgage house and land to
Joshua Newby?'’ Her face had be-
come scarlet, her eyes blazed; ‘she
was the incarnation of indignant
wrong. “‘If he will worry them that
are stronger than he is, he must sup
the cup they mix for him. I hev told
him—I hev warned him—warned him,
and better warned %him.”’

‘‘Mother, you let your affection for
your family and your house run
away With your best part. My fath-
er’s life is worth all the old . houses
in theé world."”’

““For God’s sake, don’'t thee talk
in that way! Whativer will I do?
Whativer will I do?”’

“Do the best possible to save fath-
er's life. I am going for another
doctor.””

““Thorpe knows. Thorpe hes known
him all his life.’"

“Still, I will have another doc-
tor.”"
‘“As ta likes."*

She was now sullen and silent, and
appeared to fall into a condition of
hopeless indifference. Lance could not
eat; he drank a cup of tea, and then
rode into Leeds for advice. The phy-
sician he brought spoke of fever and
of the man’s gigantic strength, and
the struggle there. might be between
life and death, Indeed, the patient
was already delirious, and difficult to
manage. For many days and nights
Lancelot nover left his father. In the
land of the shadow of death, he kept
close by his side. Sometimes the sick
man called him frantically in cries

full of suffering, and sometimes in
the fearsome whispers of agonized
terror.

“I am hore, father! Close by your
side. I will not leave you!’’

In such assurances over and over,
with exhausting monotonous repeti-
tions, Lancelot passed many days
of anguish and nights of anxious
fear. Ior he had a highly sensitive
nature, responsive to all unseen in-
fluences, and he could not escape
either the one or the other.

At midnight, when his mother wan-
dered restlessly from room to room,
muttering indistinguishable words,
falling upon her knees in speechless
anguish, and the dying man whis-
pered awfully from far, far off, the
weight' of untold years was upon
Lancelot—indistinct memories — no
thought embodied, but weight and
power—and an obscure sense of the
soul looking backward and forward
through endless vistas. Then the
atmosphere of the ancient rooms was
heavy with life that breathed not;
with powers that touched him to the
quick, in moods which he had no
senses to explain; with flashes of il-
lumination from the inner side of
life;, vague terrors of nameless
things; vague. conceptions of times
before this life began, and he seemed
to migs his foothold in it and to fall
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into dreams whose unutterable deso-
lation cast a shadow over him, even
in the summer sunshine,

Steadily the strong man marched
to death. There was some wonder at
the jnefficiency of all remedies, and
Doctor Thorpe questioned Lancelot
sharply about the administration of
them.

‘“Whether your father be conscious
or unconscious, they must be given
him regularly,” he said. “They can-
not be neglected.’”

“They are not neglected, sir. My
mother watches the clock, and brings
them at the very moment with her
own hand.””

““Your mother brings them?'’

‘““Yes. This room is too dark to
measure them with safety and abso-
lute correctness. We were fearfui
they would be given i wrong quan-
tities. Mother took them to the par-
lor. No medicines could be more
carefully attended to.’” ¢

The doctor said no more; he sat
down and waited. In a short time
Martha Leigh éntered, with a glass
in her hand. He took it from her
and put it to his lips.

‘““Martha, this is plain water. Have

you forgotten the drops? They are
most important; they are life or
death!”’

Ile gave the cup back, and she left
the room without a word.

“Look after the medicine your-
sclf,” he said to Lancelot. ‘“Your
mother is troubled and weary, you
ought not to rely on her."”

The words appeared to be kind and
considerate words, but they were ne-
gatived by the tone in  which they
were uttered. A fear he durst not
think of came into Lancelot’s heart.
He was stricken for a moment dumb
and motionless. The doctor had left
the room; he was standing at the
top of the stairs, looking, with g
sorrowful uncertainty, back into it,
when Lancelot approached  him. Then
he Legan to descend the steps,  but
the miserable young man arrested
him.

“Doctor,”” he said, ‘‘you have
known me all my life. What do you
want to say?’’

‘““Nothing but what I have said.
Your mother is not fit to trust with
the medicines. Drop the tinctures
with your own hand. Do not ask me
any questions, Lance. I have nothing
to say to vou.”

‘“My father?”’

‘“Is very ill. He will
before sunrise.
vour mother,
to you.”

“Is there no hope, sir?”

“It is too late to hope now. ITow

Asghma.

> You've tried almost every-
thing for it, haven’t you?
And we presume you are
about discouraged. Now
what do you think of our
idea of breathing-in the
medicine, bringing it right

PP P up to the diseased part?
Itlooks reasonable, doesn’tit? And
it’s successful too.

When you inhale Vapo-Cresolene
your breathing becomes easy, the
wheezing ceases, and you drop to
sleep. For croup and whooping-
cough it’s a quick cure. o8
PNCLonsip g SRR ek At i

of Cresolene, complete $1.60, Send for free fllustrated booklet
LEEMING, MILES C0., Ltd., Agents, 283 St. James St. Montreal.

GILLETTS

ABSOLUTELY PURE
CREAM
TARTAR.

Nearly all goods in this line at the
prosw‘rl (img are adulterated and in
Jact unfit to use,

GILLETT'S is used by the best bakers and
caterers everywhere,
REFUSE SUBSTITUTES,

ILLETT'S costs no more than the inferior
adulterated goods.

REFUSE SUBSTITUTES.

probably die
I was going to tell
I will leave the office

E.W.GILLETT {00ires
TORONTO,ONT.

The baby should be fa

and plump, and rosy. Growing
children need an abundant supply
of fat food in easily digestible
form,

Pultner’s Emulgien

supplies this want:—It is rich, in
just the elements veeded by the
rapid growing litt'e bedy. Weak
and puny childien immediately
espord to fts gentle and powerful
stimulus, and begin to put on flesh
and colour. Do not be persuaded
to take any other preparation in-
stead of PUTTNER’S.

[could you be o carcless? Had T

known! Had I suspected! Yet I did
vo;lger. How,_was it you never told'
o, <
He asked the question suspiciously,
with a ‘certain fierceness of manner,
and then, shaking his hand free from
Lancelot’s, went from the house.

For & moment Lancelot stood
where he left him. His face was scar-
let. He trembled with anguish, If a
stranger had heard him accused of a
crime, they would certainly have
said: ‘‘The man is guilty.”’ ;

Recovering himself, he went back
to the sick-room, shielded the candle
again, looked tenderly at the pros-
trate figure lying with face upturned
to heaven, white as clay, without
sight, thought, or feecling, only not
dead, and then, with passionate
haste, he went to the parlor. His
mother sat in a chair by the hearth.
Her hands were dropped. She was
gray and cold, and unresponsive to
her son’s entrance. He had hitherto
respected this attitude. He thought
it to be his mother’s way of bearing
sorrow. But, oh! if it should be re-
morse, and not sorrow. He stood be-
fore her, and she looked up and then
down.

‘‘Mother, do you know that father
is dying? He will not live another
day. O mother! mother!’

‘I told thee he would die. He hed
to die. It is his awn fault.’”’

‘““You want me to think that his
forefathers killed him?’’

““To be sure they did.’”

‘“Then I hate them all—every one
of them, man, woman, or child,
that hurt him! The dearest father,
the noblest soul that ever lived! O
father! My father! Lance would have
died for you, as you would for him!"’

‘‘Wilt thou be quiet? It is a shame
of thee, Hating thy awn, and daring
to say it, too. Don’t thee speak to
me. I won't listen to thee.”’

‘“I tell you father is dying. The
doctor says he is afraid he has not—
had his medicines. O God! O mother!
mother!’’

She had risen in her passion, but
she sat down at his appeal and
laughed in a low, miserable - way,
muttering to herself as she did so.

‘“What are you saying, mother?’’

“I will tell thee, if ta wants to
know. I am saying that old Joshua
Newby may come now with his pa-
pers, Thy father’s hand will never
sign Leigh away to him.' He hes
been here ivery day for two weeks to
get thy father’s name. Thank God
Almighty he will niver get it now.
Better a clay hand than a false
hand!’’ !

‘“Give me my father’s medicines.’’

‘“Ay, thou can take them now.’*

‘“Oh, you cruel wife!’’

‘“Cruel! Little thou knows. Hes
thou a fire in thy heart and thy
brain burning thee up bit by bit
while thou art quick and living?
Hes thou seen what I hev seen, or
heard what I hev heard? Hes thou
sat with the dead, and been sent to
do their bidding and their will for
them? Go thy ways, and don’t thece
dare to speak to me again till ta
knows what thou art talking about.’”

‘Do you know that Doctor Thorpe
suspects you of letting my father
die?’’

She did not answer him a word.
Her eyes were fixed upon his father’s
empty chair. A sudden breeze blew
the white shade sharply against the
window and brought into the room
the scent of wall-ffowers. The little
blow startled and hurt Lancelot; he
never more could endure the woody
perfume, He lifted the medicine vials
and went upstairs. There are mo-
ments when all men weep. They may
do it in secret, but, none the less,
they cover their faces, and their
palms are wet with the bitter rain.
And when Lancelot sat down again
in the gloom of his father’'s death-
bed, and saw the white, helpless fig-
ure, and thought of the ‘‘peradven-
ture’” that might have been, he
broke utterly down. Low sobs shook
him from head to feet; he buried his
face in his hands and knelt down by
the dear father who would know him
no more in this world.

All night he kept his lonely watch,
and all alone he helplessly witnessed
the last struggle of the departing
soul. He wasg unspeakably wretched,
for he had realized the wrong done
only 'when it was too late in any
way to atone for it. The medicine
vials accused him; he could not
bear to touch them, he could not
bear to see them. An awful stillness
was in the house, a stillness pervad-
ed by spiritual life. Lancelot felt it
press upon him on every side, and he
resented the intrusion. With his open
Bible in his hands he stood by his
father's head and recited over and
over the verses of the twenty-third

. Psalm. His low, oclear, voice, solemn

and tender, penetrated the heavy sha-
dows of the room, and his mother,
stealing without her shoes to the
shut door, heard him say: ‘‘ ‘I will
fear no evil, for Thou art with
me.’” "’

Perhaps also the comfortable
words went with the departing soul,
for in those ineflable moments just
before the dawn, Lancelot, looking
into his father’s face, saw a flash of
parting intelligence, swift, and vivid
as lightning.

‘‘Father! Farewell, father,”” he
whispered close on the dying man’s
lips; and instantly, from some my-
sterious distance, in tones sweetly
hollow, like muffled music, came the
answer:

‘‘Lance!—my
byel’”"

Then Lancelot was holding a clay-
eold hand. He kissed it, and laid it
across the quiet heart. ¥For a mo-
ment he stood regarding the empty
soul-case, the massive chest, the
length and strength of limb, the
large head—all the noble similitude
of a man prostrated in the summer
of life. ‘O harmless Death!’’
thought Lancelot, as*he moftly left
the dead man’s chamber—

Oh harmless Death! whom still the
valiant brave,
The wise expect, the serrowful in-
vite,
And all the good embrace, Who know
the grave x
The short dark passage. to eternal
light,"*

e words were uncalled; they eame
s if sent, and said themselves with
sweet insistence, as he descended the
stairs, 5
The house was still as a grave, the
dawn was only breaking; he had a
thought that his mgther might be
asledp in some upper room; but yet
he went on to the parlor. She was
sftting there, she was quite awake,

dear lad!—Goed-

| entreaty

she looked up at Lancelot with the
inquiry in her eyes. p

“Yes, he is dead! He-is dead! O
father! father!' -

‘‘Be quiet. He hed to die. Do I,
make a moan about it? Call Dinah

‘to make thee a cup of coffee. I am

going to thy father now.”

If he had been able to reproach her |

at this minute, he would not have
done so. She looked at him with an
air of defiance he had no heart to
gainsay. He sat down, and Martha
Leigh went at once to her dead hus-
band. [Lancelot heard her moving
abhout, heard her opening. drawers,
heard her fling wide the sashes, heard
her unlock a door little used,
go up the narrow stairs to the gar-
ret; and then a quick, sick fear came
into his heart. Would she end her
remorse by death? Would she follow
her husband through the great sid-
ereal spaces, and defend herself to
him?*’

He was asking such questions as he
sped rapidly after her. At the feot
of the garret stairs they were an-
swered. She had locked the door
within, but he heard her imploring,
justifying, speaking to the dead man
and the living God in an agony of
and protestation. At
length she began to weep, to sob,
to cry out, like a woman in strong
physical pain might cry.

He stood still, with lips firmly set
and face as white as death. If all
had been silent, he would have brok-
en open the lock and gone to her.

Death he must prevent, but suffer-
ing— No! She ought to suffer, It
was her only chance for salvation.
Yet he watched with her—watched
until he heard her slowly coming

down the stair. Then he went  to
his own room and put away some
things he valued, and packed a small
trunk  which he intgnded to take
with him,

Among his music he found the
song he had written, “To Frances-
ca,” rare Ben Jonson’'s rare love-
song. He put it to his lips with
passionate longing and distress.
Never again would he hold her dear
hand, and sing it to her smiles and
kisses, He was the son of a woman
who had—Ilet her husband die. He
could not say, he could not endure
to think, the one awful word which
yet lay in his decpest consciousness,
which he passed by with shut eyes
and forced oblivion. He was  her

son. How, then, could he be Fran-
cesca’s lover? How could he ever
hope to be her husband? The tend-

erness, the swectness, the purity of
the onc woman stood afar off from
the cruelty, the hardness, the carth-
liness of the other.

Yet his mother was his mother.
Her blood beat in his heart; she
was part and ‘parcel of his person-
ality. He could no more c¢scape from
her than he could alter the color of
his hair, or take an inch from his

stature, He told himsclf that he
would not escape from her if he
could; she was still his mother., He

found it already possible to begin
looking for excuses for her; physical
reasons and extremities for her act;
assuring himself, as a final and de-
cisive cause, that his father still
loved her, He had now supernatural
insights, he would know the spring
of her deliberate  cruelty, he would
have forgiven her; at least, he would
wish him to protect her as far as it
was. possible,

How far that should be was the
question Lancelot had now to an-
swer. But his mind was in a tum-
ult; he could not think., How, then,
could he decide? In an hour his
mother called him.

‘“There is  a bit of breakfast
ready,”’ she said. ‘‘Thou hed better
eat, if ta wants to act like a sen-
sible man.”

He wondered how he could bear to
sit ‘at the table and - break bread
with her. Perhaps she had thought
of this difliculty; the table was only
laid for him. .

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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It should be borne in mind that I
I every cold weakens the lungs, low- !

i

ers the vitality and prepares the

system for the more serious dis-

eases, among which are the two

greatest destroyers of human life,
I pueumonia and consumption,

Chamberlain’s
I Cough Remedy

has won its great'gopulnrity by its
prompt cures of this most common
ailment. It aids expectoration, re-
lieves the lungs and opens the
secretions, effecting a speedy and
permanent cure. It counteracts
any tendency toward pneumonia,

Price 25¢c, Large Size 50c.
L_—— o]

THE WORLD OUVER

Thousands of Mothers
are using

DR. CODERRE’S
INFANTS? SYRUP

For Children’s Allments, cannot but
admit the fact that ’Q:I': tion

is one of merit and is all what is
claimed for it. It is safe, pleasant

and Prof
nurses recommend it.

In jpurchasing, see that Dr. Co-
derre’s signature and portrait is on
every wnp?u Beware of the
Svrurs f“ up in a similar form
made to look Dr, Coderre

Price, 25¢ts. per bollle, or by mail
on of price
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PRy i g iy ot A
STANTON'S PAIN RELIEF,
FAMILY AEMEDY FON INTRRNAL AND EXTERNAL VSR

and |

' Church’s

ALABASTINE

i Y WALL-COATING. ' It is porous, and per.
:i:s tf\:':rgApissage of air. Kalsomine, under vyhatever name
or claim, is only temporary —rubs off on everything that comes
in contact with it. Waﬂ»paper—WIFh mwld).: paste on t.he
back, and . arsenical poisoning matter in the finish and eoloring
on the face—is unsanitary. Besides, kalsomine, V.Va"rwm and
paint obstruct wall respiration. The walls of hospitals are never
papered--the reason is obvious. i o
Information about how to make home he‘althy as well as
beautiful is desirable.  Write us. Our reply will e a positive
benefit to you. Address !
The Alabastine Co. Limited, Pnri;, ont.
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CONSUMPT!ON

PARK 'S

PERFECT
EMULSION

BacK to
Bicycles...

The good old summer time
promises to
maKe an
early visit
this year, so
it’s back to
‘bicycles
again be-
fore very

many moons.

There’s room in this space
to remind you of how good
bicycling really is for you and
what good bicycles really mean
to you.

a

Bicycling is the best of exercise.
It saves time, saves horses, saves lea-
ther, nerves and sore limbs. It puts a
mile of road within a few minutes’ plea-
sant ride and
does lots of
other particu-
lar things o '
which you
know.

A good bicycle is one which has
steadily developed as the automobile
has developed until it rea.ched the high-
est state of perfectlon in design, finish,
stability and comfort. That's the

Cleveland

Cushion Frame

BICYCLE

It's. among the world’s best wheels,
built by experts, with the accurate aid of
a.utomatic machinery and from tested
materials. It has all the new features—
Hygienic Cushion Frame—Sills Hyglenic
Handle Bars—Morrow Coaster Bra ke.

Remember, the.t unless your bicycle
is stamped Hygienic on the rear cushion,
and has the flat three-plate spring at
the bottom bra.cket, it is not the genuine
Hygienic Cushion Fra.me. .

WRITE FOR CATALOGUES,

Canada Cycle & Motor Co.,

Limited,
MAKERS OF THE WORLD'S BEST BICYCLES,

TORONTO, CAN.

ERNEST RICE, Agent, Charlottetown.




