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His Word

of Honor.

He was only a boy, not vet sixteen, but
they were going to shoot him nevertheless.
band of insurgents to which he be-
longed bad been routed by the Army of
Versailles, and, taken redhanded, with some
ten of his comrades, he had been conducted
to the Mairie of the 11th Arrondissement.

Struck by his youthtul appearance. and
also astonished at the boy’s coolness in this
hour ot extreme peril, the commandant had
ordered that the tatal verdict, should, so
far as he was concerned, be suspended for
the moment, and that he should be kept a
prisoner until his companions bad met their
tate at the neighboring barricade.

Apparently quite calm and resigned,

i t eyes and his face—the pale
tace of a Parisian child—showed neither
emotion nor anxiety. He seemed to watch
all that was passing around bim as though
they held no concern for him. He heard
the sinister report of the fusilade
which hurled his companions into
eternity without moving a muscle; his
calm, fixed gaze seemed to be looking into
the great ‘Atterwards,” which was soon to
become the ‘Present’to him also. Per-
haps he was thinking of his happy, care-
less childhood—he had hardly outgrown it ;
perhaps of his relations and _ their sorrow
when they heard of the chain of fatality
which had made him fatherless and had
tossed him into the seething turmoil of
civil war, and now demanded his life at
the bands of fellow-countrymean; and,
perhaps, he wondered why such things
were.

At the time war was declared he was
living happily with his father and mother,
honest working folk, who had apprenticed
him to a printer; politics mever troubled
that little household.

It was not long,
tbe Prussians had slain the he.d of
¢he family. The privations of the
siege, the long and weary waiting at the
butchers’ and bakers’ shops when the scanty
dole of food was distributed in the rigor of
that terrible winter, had stretched his
mother on the bed of suffering, where she
lay slowly dying. §

One day when he had gone with others
to dig for potatoes in the frost-bound plain
of St. Denis a Prussian bullet broke his
shoulder, and afterwards, driven partly by
hunger, partly by fear of his companions’
threats, he had enrolled himselt in the
Army of the Commune. Like many an-
other, fear and fear only had led him into
snd kept him in the ranks; he bad no
heart for a war of brothers, and now that
his life was about to pay the penalty, he
was glad that he could lay no man’s death
to his charge. He was 1nnocent of that,
at any rate.

Toe things he had seen and suffered
during the last few months had given
him a dread ot life. He bated
to think c¢f leaving his mother
in this terrible world—bis mother whom he
ioved so dearly, who bad always been so
inexpressibly good to bim ; but he comfort-
ed himself with the thought tbat before
long she would come toco—she could not
have much more suffering to uandergo, she
was so weak when he last saw her, four
days ago.

‘Kiss me again, dear—again,’ she had
said, ‘for [ feel that I may never se2 yon
more.’

¢Ah,’ he thought, sadly, ‘if they would
only trust him—would give him only one
hour of liberty—how he would run to her
and then come back and give himself up
to the hands that hungered for his lite.
He would give his word, and be would
Why not ? Save his mother—
and she, too, was dying—he had no one
to regret. To see her again, to kiss her
dear lips once more, console, encourage
her, and leave her hopeful—then he cculd
tace death bravely.’

He wasin the midst of these sad refl:ct-
jons when the commandant, followed by
several officers, approached him.

‘Now my fioe fellow, ycu and I bave a
score to settle ; you know what awaits you ?
‘Yes mon commandant, I am ready.’

‘Really? So ready as all that ?You are
not afriad ot death P’

‘Less than of lite. I have seen so much
the last six months—such awful things—
death seems better than such a life.’

‘] wager you would not hesitate it I
gave you your choice, It Isaid: ‘Pat
your best foot iormost and show me how
soon you can be out of sight,” you ~ou'd
soon be off, I'll warrant.’

“Try me, non commandant, try me ! Put
me to prool; it’s worth a trial.

however, before

does it matter P One hour of freedom only,

not more ; you shall see whether I will ke p |
my word, and whether I am afraid to die.” |

‘Oh! da! you're no fool, but you must
take me for one. Oace free and far away,
and then to come back to be shot just as

ou would keep an ordinary appointmenr ?
&ou will hardly get me to swallow that,
my boy !

‘Listen, sir, I beg of you.
have a good mother; you love her, your
motker, more than aught else in the whole
world. It, like me, you were just going
to die, your last thoughts would be ot ber.
And you would bless the man who gave

you the opportunity of seeing her once

more, for the last ime. Mon commacd

ant, do for me what yon would Eray olfhle_otr)a '
our cf lib- |

to do for you. Give me one
erty, und I will give you my word of hoc-

or to return and give myself up. Is hfe

itself worth a promise broken ?’

While he was speaking the command- |

ant was pacing to and fro, tugginf vicious-
ly at his moustache and evidently strugg-
ling hard to appear unmoved. i

*My word,” he murmued. This urchin
talks of ‘my word’ as though he were a

ight of the Round Table !

e stopped abruptly in front of his pris-

oner and asked, in a severe tone,

‘Your name P’ e

One |
more or less for your men to shoot, what |

Perhaps you '

*Victor Oury.’

*Age '

‘Sixteen on the 15th of July next.’

‘Where does you mother live P

‘At Belleville.’

‘What made you leave her to follow the
Commune ?’

“The thirty sous chiefly ; one must eat !
Then the neighbours and my comrades
threatened to shoot me if I did not march
with them. They said [ was tall enough to
carry a musket. My mother was atraid cf
them, and wept and prayed me to ovey
them.’

‘You bave no father then *'

‘He was killed.’

‘And where

*At Bourget, fighting for bis country ™

The commandant turned toward his
staff as though he would consult them at a

glance. All seemed moved to interest and
pity.
‘Well, then! it is understood ’ the

officer said, gravely, after a moment’s re-
flection. ‘You can go and see your
mother. You have given me your word
of honor to be back again in an hour.
C'est bien. I shall know then whether you
are a man of character or simply a coward-
ly boy. I give you until evening. If you
are not here by eight o'clock I shall say
that you are a braggart. and care more for
life than honor. Allons! Quick march!

‘I thank you, mon commandant. At
eight I will be here.’

*You are sure P’

‘Certain.’

‘We shall see when the time comes.’

The boy would have thrown his arms
about the officer in his wild joy and
gratitude, and the latter repelled him
gently.

‘No, not now,’ he said. “This evening,
if you return, I will embrace you—in front
of the firing party,’ he added, grimly. ‘Off
with you!

Victor ran like a hare. The officers
smiled as they watched him disappear.
Twenty minutes later he knocked at his
mother’s door, and the neighbor who was
tending her opened to him. She started
and exclaimed when she saw him, tor, like
everyone else, she believed him dead. He
would have rushed to his mothers room,
but the woman stopped him.

‘Go very quietly,” she said, in a low
voice ; ‘she is aslesp. She has been very
ill since you went away, bit she is better
now. The doctor said yesterday that if
she could sleep she would soon get strong-
er; but she must not be awakened. Poor
thing! she will be glad to see you,
for she bas asked for you so
often. When she was not calling you she
was praying the Bon Dieu to preserve you
and to restore peace in the land. Helas !
one would say He had abandoned us, the
Bon Di:u, and let men do just as they
liked. It is awfal !’

But Victor, impitient, thought he heard
his name called in a faint voice. He
moved on tip-toe toward bis mother's bed.
He had not been deceived—the sick
woman's eyes were opened wide.

*Victor ! my boy !" she cried. in her thin,
weak voice. Without a word he lay down
beside her and her arms closed round him
hungrily.

And now the boy who had faced death
so impassively could do naught but sob.
Now, in his mother’s arms, he became a
child once more, timid, despairing.

The sick woman, who seemed to gain
strength from his presence, sought in vain
to console him.

‘Why do you distres: yourself so, my
child, my best-beloved P' se asked. ‘You
shall never leave me again. We will throw
that hateful unitorm away; I never want
to see it more. I will make haste and get
well; I feel .o much stronger since you
came. Soon you will go to work again,
acd you will grow up and marry some
good girl. The past will only look like a
bad dream then, and we will forget it com-
pletely ; completely, dear.’

Poor soul, how should she know that
ber picture of a bright tuture only deepen-
ed her boy’s anguish ? She was silent, tell-
ing herselt that tre best way to dry teirs
is to let tvem flow freely. Sh: kissed him
and let his weary head fall back on the
pillow, and then she gave herself up to
dreams of happier days in store for both
ot them.

SICK HEADACHE

Positively cured by these
Little Pills.

They also relieve Distress from Dyspepsia,
Indigestion and Too Hearty Eating. A per-
fect remedy for Dizziness, Nausea, Drowsi-
ness, Bad Taste in the Mouth, Coated Tongue
Pain in the Side, TORPID LIVER. They
Regulate the Bowels. Purely Vegetable.

small PIll. Small Dose.
Small Price.

Substitution
the fraud of the day.

See you get Carter's,
Ask for Carter’s,
' Insist and demand
? Carter’s Little Liver Pills.

Victor’s sobs grew less frequent and less
violent, and soon nothing could be heard
in the little room but th: regular breath-

ing of the mother and her child.
Ashamed of b  weakness, the
boy forced himselt into self con-

trol, and when he raised his head trom the
pillow, once more believing himselt strong-
er than love of life, his mother, yielding to
the reaction which her sudden joy
caused, was sleeping peacefully.

The sight restored his energies. A kind
Providence, he thought, had wished to
spare him a scene which his strength ard
courage could not have borne, and he re-
solved to go at once. Lightly he kissed
his mother’s forehead, and gazed at her
earnestly for a few moments. She seemed
to smile, he thought; then he went out
hurriedly and returned to his post as
quickly as he had come, not seeing a soul
he met nor daring to look behind him.

‘What ! so soon ?' the commandant cried
astonished. He bad hoped, like the good
hearted man he was, that the boy would
not return.

‘But I had promised !

‘Doubtless, but why be in such a hurry ?
You might bave stayed with your mother
some time longer, and still have keep your
word.’

‘Poor mother! After a scene of tears,
whbich seemed to take all my courage—
tears of joy for her, of despair for me —she
tell asleep so calmly, so happily, that I
dare not wait for- her to wake. She fell
asleep with her arms about me, thinking I
should never leave her again; how could 1
bave told her the truth? Who knows
whether I should have had the courage
to leave her after doing so? And what
would you have thought of me if I had not
come back ?

*So I kissed her ani slipped away like a
thief while she was sleeping, and here I am.
Pray God may be good to her as she has
beento me. Mon commandant, I have
one more thing to ask— to finish quickly.’

The officer looked at the boy with
mingled pity and admiration. His own
eyes were full of tears.

‘You are quite resigned, then death does
not frighten you P’ he asked.

Victor answered him with a gesture.

‘And if I pardoned you ?’

‘You would save my mothers life, too,
and I would revere you as a second father.’

‘Allons! you are a plucky lad, and you
have not deserved to sufter as you have
done. You shall go. Embrace me first—
bien! Nowgo, and go quickly. Join
your mother, and love her always.’

As he spoke the few last words, the
officer took the boy by the shoulders and
puched him away gently.

*It really would have been a pity,’ he
said, half-apologetically, to his staff, as he
turned toward them.

Victor did not run—he flaw home. His
mother was still sleeping. He would dear-
ly liked to hav> covered her with kisses,
but bhe did not dare to wake her, although
her sleep szemed troubled. He lay down
again beside her.

Suddenly she sat up, crying; ‘Mercy !
Victor! My child! Oh! Mercy !—Ah! you
are here it is really you ?’ she added, wak-
ing.

Her thin, weak hands wandered all over
him ; she pressed him close to her and
rained kisses on his face. Then she was
shaken by convulsive subs, which Victor
could not calm.

‘Oh ! my boy ! my boy !" she moaned, ‘I
dreamt they were going to shoot you !

Prepared for Aecldents.

It isalways well to be prepared for acci-
dents, for we don't know when they will
happen. Everyone should keep ¢ Quick-
cure” at hand. In cases of burns, scalds,
cuts, toothiche or any pamn, it gives in-
stant relief, and cures more quickly than
any other preparation onth3s mrke:.

PLUOCKY BUT FOOLHARDY.

An English Officer who Was not as Cautious
As he Should Have Been.)

A hunter of wild beasts must be plucky,
and h: must also be prudent. He may
possess coolness, nerve and quickness, and
know Low to handle his rifla; but it he is
foolhardy, there will some day be an ‘ac-
cident.” In his *Reminiscences of India,’
Colonel Pollok tells how one cf the best
shots in the country, and a very ‘lucky’
hunter, met his death by his toolish rash-
ress. Wedderburn was an Eaglish officer
whbo bad floored elephants and tigers right
end left. One day, news having been
brought him by the juogle people that
there was a rogue elepkant in the neigh-
borhood, he took the field, accompanied
by Oochs, a rative huater, noted as ths
slaser ot many elephants, and by a dog-
boy famous for bis steadiness.

He soon ceme across the rogue, a huge,
tuskless elephant, and floored it ; it got up
on its feet, and again Wedderburn knock-
ed it down. The beast wou'd not die, and
a running fight ensued, which was kept up
till all the huoter's ammunition was ex-
pended except the charge in one barrel of
his rifle. The dog-boy had been sent back
for more ammunition, but had not re-
‘urned.

The elephant, though weak, was very
angry, and evidently had made up its mind
to beat off its foe, or to die fighting. Re-
tiring to an open space, the animal stood
at basy. Wedderburn- proposed to Ooeha
to accompany bim into the glade, but that
experienced hunter said, ‘Sabib, I have
pever known any elephant take so many
bullets. He is & shaitan (a devil). We are

in bad luck to-day. Leave him alone; he
bas no tusks, and besides, he is sure to
die. You bave but one barrel loaded ; my
rifle is empty ; there is not & tree near,and
the elephant means fighting.’

many customers
lighted with the {oods
and the money t

duty and carriage) by

this firm would

elsewhere.

JOMN NOBLEL*®
PECISTERED
DESICN

naming this newspaper. Ladies who cannot wa
certainty of receiving satisfaction.

Fawn, Purple and Grey.

BRES WE[I: AND
SAVE MONEY
by going straight to the
Largest Firm of Cos-
tumiers in the World,
John Noble, Ltd., who
employ 1,500 well paid
assistants, and whose
long experience and
vast resources enable
them to give far better
value than is obtain-
able elsewhere.

COSTUMES

Worn Througheut the World.
Three GOLD MEDALS Awarded
sy
/4

i) Canadians who like to dress nicely look
to John Noble Ltd. for their pretty and
durable wurhuurparel. John Noble’s

n Canada are so de-

ey save (after paying

with the greatest firm of
experts in the world, that no
lady who has once patronised

dream of getting her Costumes
They are exquisite
creations and models of ease and

comfort.
LAaMODELS02 <A smart well eut bodice
trimmed box-pleats and buttons A full
$2 5 tailor-made skirtwiththree box Z
. p.eats. Price complete, 8250
Skitwone, $l.0e =
\ weli made Costume No. 800, e ',",—7
Full bodice, weli cut, trimmed th ee rows £ Z
faney stitching  ‘lailor-made Skirt in £ 2
latest 2 50 zZ
Paris $ . 2
stvle. Pri e only
$2.50¢, The skirt

N each Skirt, 10c.cx,

W=E8 JOHN OBLE WNOCKABOU | FROUKS for GIRLS.,

-3 band to edge of skirt 1n front  Warm wool cap (as sketch,

of the twogood durab’e cloths in which these Costumesare supplied :—
l. — John Noble Cheviot Serge. weighty and weather resisting.
fl.--John Noble Costume Coating

weight, SENT POST PAID with Illustrated Book of European Fas'ions, to all who write

cotouns of all Costumes : Bg:lc_ko.éa\'y Brown, Sage Green, Ruby, Myrtle, Electric-Blue
v, | ; KED SIZES ire 24, 36, 38 ins. round bust (under
arms). Skirts being 38,40, 42 ins. long in front. Larger or special sizes made to measure for 4oc. ex.

The best way to remit is by Money Order
name this newspaper when ordering (rom

JOHN NOBLE, LTD.,
oz 7z MANCHESTER

- {

supplied them,

dealing direct

ostume

for a moment

A

alone for $1 35e.

Postage on each
complete Costy
0¢.  Postage on

Bankers
“London and

Midland " Bank

Ideal Schoo', Home or Holiday garments. Strongly made
with saddle top, long ful sleeves and pocket. Sizes and
}{rm £ : 21 ins., 36 M ins., 48¢. each. Postage 28¢., and om
Fizes 27 to 45 ins. 40 cents. Nizes are taken frem top of neck-

all shades) 24 cents

. smooth-surfaced and lighter in

it for Patterns, can order strai ht away with the

Kindly | BE AT EASE
c ncerning the just
dealing & trading
ability of John
Noble, Ltd., who
have 1,000,000
regular customers

ORDERS for any
class of goods exe-
cuted promptly
and carefully. g

ENGLAND.

Wedderburn called him a coward, and

said, ‘Well, stay here, and see how I will
kill him,” and rushed on to his fate. The
rogue allowed the hunter to get close up to
him, and then, wheeling round, charged.
Wedderburn fired, failed to stop him, turn-
ed to run, and fell. Before the smoke
cleared away his body was ashapeless
mass.

The next day the beast was found dead.

For Ten Cents.

_ Have you ever tried to estimate the sat-
isfaction, pleasure and financial returns
that you get when you spend ten cents for
a package of Diamond Dyes ? The advan-
tages and profits are strikingly wonderful.
Faded and dingy looking dresses, blouses,
capes, knitted shawls, hose, lace curtains,
and pieces of drapery are all restored to
their original value and usefulness. The
truth is, they are made as good as new and
the cost is only ten cents.

This work is done evary day by thous- |
ands with the Diamond Dyes. Beware of
imitations that some dealers offer for the
sake of big profits.

Send to Wells & Richardson Co., Mon-
treal, P. Q., for a valuable book ot direc-
tions and sample color card ; sent post free
to any address.

A Mother's Kisses.

A recent traveller to Spain writing in
Blackwood’s Magazine, describes a touch-
ing scene witnessed at the departure ot a
regiment for Cuba. All day long there
bad been heard the measured tread of sold-
iers, marching through the streets ; all day
gaily bedecked boats had been passing to
and from the vessel that was to take them
to Havana. The twilight had begun to
deepen when the correspondent saw ‘a
startling and pretty sight’—the impetuous
action of a portly, good-looking and well
dressed lady, who noticed a young soldier
walking d~jactedly alone down the pier in
his travelling gray, with a knapsack strap-
ped over his shoulders. All the rest of the
men had friends, their novias, mothers, re-
latives, and made the usual gallant effort
to look elated and full of hope. This lad
bad no one, and it might be divined that he
was carrying a desolate heart cverseas.
The handsome woman burst from her group
of friends, took the boy's hand, and said,
‘My son has already gone, to Cuba. He is
in the regiment of Andalusia, and sailed
two months ago. You may meet him,
Pepe G ; take this kiss to him.” She lean-
ed and kissed his cheek. An Eoglish boy
would have shown awkwardness, but these
graceful southerners are never at a loss for

a pretty gesture and a prettier word. The
boy flushed with pleasure, and still hold-
ing the lady's hand, said, with quite a nat-
ural gallantry, without smirk or silly smile
‘And may I not take one for myself, sen-
ora? The lady reddened, laughed a little
nervously, and bent and kissed him again,
to the traniic applause of soldiers and
civilians, while the boy walked on braced

and happy.

Why They Cheered.

Doctor Whewell, Master of Trinity
College, Cambridge, was a great but un
popular man. Whenever he entered the
Senate House, it was the ill-mannered
practice ot the under gradustes to begin a
loud and continuous whistle.

‘How th's originated I do not know,’
writes Dean Farrar in bis recent book,
‘Men I have Kunown.’ ‘There were two
legends about it : one was, that it intimated
1hat the master would have to whistle for a

bishopric ; the other—equally absurd—was
that when some one had asked him how to
pronounce his name he had said, ‘You
must shape your mouth as if you were go-
ing to whistle !’

ut under the rough manners of the
students there was a genuine goodness of
beart. Doctor Whewell’s wife died; he
bad been tenderly devoted to her, and
when be attended chapel after her death
the undergraduates were touched by an
‘old man’s anguish and a strong man’s
tears.’

‘When next he entered the Senate
House,’ writes Dean Farrar, ‘There was a
dead silence. For the first time for I know
not how many years not a whistle was
heard ; and then, a moment afterward, as
by spontaneous impulse, the whole crowd-
ed mass of undergraduates in the gallery
burst into a loud and long-continued cheer.
It was not astonishing that such a proof of
sympathy should move the heact of the
great master or that the tears should

run down his cheeks. I do not think that
he was ever whistled at sgain.’

Too Literal,

In front of A down town store, not more
than a thonsand miles from Bunker Hill
Monument, stood apyramid of valises of
the peculiar type commonly known as ‘tele-
scopes.” The one at the bottom of the
pile was very large, and the one at the top
rather small.

Surmounting the structure was a card
bearing this inscripton :

From 22 Cents Ur.

This attracted the attention of a 2itizen
who was passing. He stepped inside and
said to one of the salesmen.

‘I wint that largest telescope out there.
Here's your twenty-two cents.

“That large one will cost you two dollars,’

replied the salesman.

‘Which one is twenty-two cents '’

“The top one.’

‘Then why don’t you make your sign
read, ‘From 22 Cen's Down ?'’ retorted
the other, putting the money back in his
pocket and walking out with a look of dis-
gust on his face.

IT STRIKES HOME'

All Skian Irrita-

Chase’s Olntment Cures
tions,

Of the many skin
diseases, eczema is
one of the worst
and m»>t common.
The one effective
remedy so far dise
ojcovered for 1t is Dr.
% Chase’s Ointment. It
has never been known
to fall. Mr. Andrew

mm‘
Aiton, ot Hartland, N. B,, says:
‘My little daughter, Grace Ella, aged

three and a half, was a dreadful snfferer
from eczama for three years. We tried a
number of alleged cures and several doc-
tores, but all without effect.’ Her's was
indeed a bad cate. Her little body was
entirely covered with rash. One day our
local drugget, Mr. Wm. E. Thistle,
recommended me to try Dr. Chase's Oint-
ment. I did eo, and four boxes effected a
complete cure and saved eur child.’

Dr. Chase's Oiatment is just as effective
for piles, salt rheum and sores of ail des-
criptions. For sale by all dealers and
Edmanson, Bates & Co., Manufacturers,
Toronto ; price 60 cents.

There is nothing to equal Chase's Lin-
seed and tine for severe colds and

lung troubles. Large bottle 25 cents.




