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“Elizabeth, the eternal feminine will
assert itself.”

Elizabethh put on her longz blue paint-
ing apron without replying and began
to stretch a canvas. She was adorable
so, her gray eyes defiantly averted and
a flush of anger on her cheeks.

“There you go L1 don't
know my own twenty-six
when will T#’

“At twenty-seven or eight perhaps. I
hope sooner. Your ideas are all wrong.
Believe me, the day will come when
you will long for a home of your own
and some one nearer than a girl friend
or masculine admirer.”

He had the last word, for the ar-
rival of the model, a thin, shabby look-
ing girl, put an end to the discussion.

“Tomorrow at b, then?”

Elizabeth gave a Drisk little
She was already sketching in the out-
lines of her study, and Phil was for-
cotten before he had closed the door.

The young man was quite accustom-
ed to such treatment. Admitted as he
was to her most intimate friendship on
an understanding of strict camarade-
rie, he broke over the traces every year,
was invariably refused and bore his
defeat with easy aflount. Some day
she was bound to change her mind,
and he might be the lucky man.

Elizabeth’s own opinion
different. She had no time for thought
until her work was laid aside for the
day. Then she sank into a
cushions to think luxuriously.

No, Phil was wrong. She would nev-
er care to leave her studio—above all,
to marry. Had not the art school girls
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She held out her watch. The silver
and gold ornaments on its long chain
jingled attractively. Alan Campbell
slowly drew near the shining object.
He seized it just as a little stray dog
would have done a bit of cake—seized
it and walked away. Then Elizabeth
brought out pictures. It was surpris-
ing how quickly they were friends,
gitting on the floor side by side look-
ing ot “pussies” and “doggies.”

It was after 11 when Alan
bell's face began to look doleful.

“1 want a cup of millik,”” he an-
nounced.

There were a pitcher of cream, some
biscuits and a glass of jelly in her
stock of tea table provisions. With
this luncheon spread out before him,
Alan Campbell was soon installed on
the edge of the model stand.

When he had drunk all the cream
except that which socaked into her pret-
ty rug, when his face was gory with
currant jelly, and biscuits had lost their
attraction, Elizabeth took one sticky
little hand in lhiers and led him firm)y
to the washstand. After he was clean
and dry she sank into a chair, ex-
hausted.

Sl Neant hn ront ap
voice appealingly.

She drew him up. For awhile he
was amused by her velvet blouse; then
his eyes began to close. Alan Camp-
bell’s head was on Elizabeth’s shoul-
der. His right hand clasped hers tight-
ly. He was fast asleep.

Elizabeth had the true artistic nature
which when it feels does so with aban-
don. The soft little body in her arins,
the warm, sweet breath on her face,
touched the very depths of her heart.
Never in her life had she felt
strangely happy—happy and yet trou-
bled. She was embarrassed before her
own emotions and bent her head, clasp-
him mors tightly. The world
thought of her as a woman. Ske bhad a
womanly poise and a strong character,

Camp-

cried a little
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| but her heart, a girl's heart, could not
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understand this awakening of mysteri-

. ous instincts, the motherhood beneath

who married ceased developing intel- |

Jectually? Shut up in their own four
walls, they became entirely absorbed
in dear Tom or Dick and the children.

Children! Elizabeth shuddered. A
c¢kild in a book or picture was very
delightful, but the reality, a dirty lit-
tle creature always crying or being ili!
She would never leave her work, her

studies, her pleasures, for a deadly
stupid family life. Never!
~ - L L] - . .

A cry of warning. The #trolley car
stopped with a lurch. In an instant
tbe conductor and motorman were
down in the street, followed by most
of the passengers. Elizabeth, impa-
tient at the delay. resolved to walk
ihe block or two remaining. Her mod-
€l would be waiting for her at the
studio.

When she left the car she found her-
sclf the only woman in a large group
collected about a sickening black mass
which had splashed car wheels and
cobblestones with blood. The con-
ductor, a good natured looking young
Irishman, stood with tears rolling down
Iiis face. He was holding a golden hair-
ed baby, a toddler of a year or itwao.
The motorman, white and frightened,
was telling how the baby had sudden-
ly run in front of the car and the moth-
er had thrown the little one out of the
way, only to be crushed herself.

The child began to cry, and the con-
ductor turned to Elizabeth imploring-
ly. “You take the baby, mum. The
ambulance is comin’. The cops will be
after findin’ its relatives.”

Before she could reply be had put
the baby in her unresisting arms.

Some moments later, hardly know-
ing how it had all happened, she found
berself walking into her studio build-
ing carrying a little child. In her purse
‘was a bit of paper inscribed “19 Plum-
ley alley.” It was the poor woman’s
address, to which she had promised to
take him. A man she knew, who was
passing along the corridor, smiled and
remarked, “KRather a small model, Miss
Blair.” Elzabeth flushed as if she had
comm¥ted a crime and was relieved to
close the studio door behind her.

Then she put down her burden and
looked at Dher watch. Ten o’clock!
The model had come and gone. No
hope now. She herself would have to
take the child home. A short confer-
ence at the phone told her the where-
abouts of Plumley alley, eight squares
south and just off the —th street car
line.

‘When she left the phone she found
the little one standing close by. Eliza-
beth studied him with half shut eyes.

“Not bad,” she thought—‘a Dona-
tello, if the forehead were a little high-
er and the curls not so fine and tight.
How I should like to paint him! Come
bere, little one. What’s your name?”

“Alan Campbell naughty.”

“Are you naughty?”

“'Es. I want my muvver.”

His mether! Elizabeth felt a quick
pang of horror. ‘‘Come here, and I
wids sbhaw von somaibioe swatdx?

s

her culture and ambition and stronger
than both. The flying moments, her
beloved work, everything was forgot-
ten as she held the sleeping child.

A half hour passed, an hour. Alan
Campbell suddenly opened a pair of
questioning blue eyes. Startled by
the strange face, he cried: “Where's
my muvver? 1 want my muvver!”
His little body shook with sobs.

Rudely aroused from her dream,
Elizabeth felt a quick pang of jeal-
ousy. Yes, she was jealous of the wo-
man whose hold on the child even
death was powerless to break. Silent-
ly she put on her wraps, gathered Alan
Campbell, sobs and all. into her arms
and hurried down to the —th street
cars.

Plumley alley proved to be a neat
flagged court and No. 19 a tiny white
house with green shutters. A little old
man. whose eyes were swollen with
weeping, came to answer her ring.
Alan Campbell called “Huddo Gram-
py.” The poor old fellow tried in vain
io control his grief. The girl shook the
trembling old band and turned away,
unable to express her sympathy. Alan
Campbell smiled after her like a sun-
beam.

lizabeth elosed her studio door with
a shiver. Never had It looked more
beautiful, more orderly or more cold
and still.

“] want my muvver,” a little voice
kept sounding in her ear. Ab, these
mothers she had been pitying. how she
envied them now! It was ridiculous to
feel so, and yet, and yet she knew her
arms would always be empty and ber
whole body hungry for the presence,
the caresses of a little child, something
of her own, her very cwn, to love.

There was hardly time to arrange
her hair and light the spirit lamp be-
fore Phil knocked. Hoping that he
would not notice ber red eyelids, she
concentrated her attention on the tea
things. She thought she was succeed-
ing until Phil said, “What's up, Eliza-
beth ?”

“Oh,” she replied, “I saw a frightful
accident this morning. I can’t seem to
forget it.” Tears rolled down her
cheeks.

Phil longed to take the sensitive girl
into his arms, but be only said cheer-
ingly:

“There are many cruel things in this
world. We can’t belp them. Try to
forget all this. Put on your hat and
come out to dinpner with me. I'll tell
you what—we'll go and see Wilson in
‘The Matador; make you laugh; do you
good.”

She only sobbed.

Phil knelt beside bher chair and took
her hand.

“Please don’t cry.
) [ g

It was very un-Elizabeth-like, but
someliow she let her head droop on his
shoulder and closed her eyes, as Alan
Campbell bad done. It was so good to
feel some one near. some one who was
strong and who loved her. Phil could
not understand, but was grateful for
the miracle which had made the girl
he Joved seek his arms like a child.
He gpoke low and tenderly. d

It hurts me to see

—

Ask a
healthy

. \\~ woman
\ what she would
sell her health

Jor and she would tell
y you that the choicest
diamonds in the world
could not buy it. What
use for diamond rings to
emphasize the shrunken
fingers, or earrings to light
up the cheeks hollowed by
A disease ?
8/ Health is the first requisite
to womanly happiness. General
Will-health in women has its ori-
gin in local womanly diseases.
Cure the diseases of the delicate
womanly organism and the gen-
eral health 1s perfectly restored.
The remarkable benefits ex-
perienced from the use of Dr.
Pierce’s Favorite Prescription
are due to this medicine’s per-
fect cures of womanly diseases,
It establishes regularity, dries
weakening drains, heals inflame
mation and ulceration and cures

female weaksess.

It affords me great pleasure to be
able to say a few words in regard to
the merits of Dr. Pierce’s Favorite
Prescription and his ' Golden Medical
Diseovery,” writes Mrs. Flora Arn, of
Dallas, Jackson Co., Mo, "I was
tempted to try these medicines after
secing the efféct upon my mother. At
an early stage of married life I was
greatly bothered with painful peri-
ods, also a troublesome drain which
rendered me very weak and unfit for
work of any kind. I became so thin
there was nothing left of me but skin
and bone. My husband became
alarmed and got me a bottle of ' Fa-
vorite Prescription.” After he saw the
wonderful efiects of that one he got
me two more, and after I used those
up there was no more pain, and I be-
gan to gain in flesh very rapidly.”

* Favorite Prescription ” makes
weak women strong, sick women
well. Acccept no substiute for
the medicine which works won-
ders for weak
wolzen,

“pear, won't you let me be your con-
soler always?”

He bent his head to her tear stained
cheek and Ler little word of reply was
not so loud as the glad beating of his
heart.

“Only,” said Elizabeth, when she
had recovered something of her usual
spirit, “don’t flatter yourself it was
your conquest. It was nothing at all
but the eternal feminine.”

The Independent Cat.

“There is nothing I admire in a cat
so much as her absolute independ-
ence,” said a man as he watched a big
Angora sweep haughtily around the
room. “You are bound to treat a eat
kindly. If you abuse her or ill treat
her she cares nothing more for you.
Now, a dog will lick the hand that
beats him, but a cat will have only the
utmost contempt for you. This tenden-
cy of a dog to love its master even aft-
er it has been kicked may appeal to
some, but I like the cat's high, proud
spirit better. This independent spirit
of the cat crops out in many ways.
You may slap her for stealing milk,
but the next time she gets a chance
she will steal milk. She will appro-
priate the best chair in the room and
endure with a supercilious air your po-
lite hints or stern commands to her to
get down. But she will never budge
until the spirit moves her or you re-
move her by force. If she is crazy to
get in the window and you open it for
her, she takes her time, stops to sniff
a bit and does not allow you to think
for one instant that she was at all con-
cerned over the opening of that win-
dow. They are beautiful animals, and
they know it. and if you don't like
them they don't care a hang.”—New
York Times.

The Baby Humorists.

“Of course,”” said Mrs. Extrygood,
“you are fond of bright, precocious
babies?”

“Oh, yes; certainly,” replied old
Batch, “but I draw the line on the sup-
posed smart sayings made up by the
parents and loaded off on the poor in-
fants.””—Baltimore American.

Not a Characteristic.

“That was your wife with you at the
railway station, wasn't it?”

“Wkat makes you think it was my
wife?”

“Well, she gave you such a short an-
swer.”

“That wasn't my wife.”—Cleveland
Plain Dealer.

All Will Be Discovered.
Barnes Tormer—I am in a quaadary.
I have been offered an engagement by
two managers, and I don’t know how
to act.
Sue Brette—Weil, don't worry. They'll
soon find it out.—New York Times.

You Take No Chances.

All druggiste guarantees everybottle of
Chamberlain’s Congh Remedy and will
refund the money to anyone who i not
eatisfied after using two-thirds of the
contents, This is the best remedy in the
world for la grippe, coughe, colds, croup

and whooping cough and is pleasant and
safe to take., Itprevents any tendency of
a cold to resalt in ppenmomna,
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OF ALL KINDS.
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HOCKEY, ACME,
RACING, BLADES
AND LONGREACH

Ladies’, Men’s, Boysy and Girls’ Skates. Also a fine lot of Hocke
Sticks.

JAMES S. NEILL,
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James F. VanBuskirk’s
- SHOW ROOMS -

Pheenix Square: Fredericton |
R

Where can be found Ladies’ Seal, Ukram Lamb, Astrachan, Greenland
Seal and Coon Jackets, Fur Lined Coats, Collars, Ties and Muffs of
leading styles and qualities. Gent’s Beaver, Coon, Wallaby, Bear, Dog,
Wombat and Fur Lined Coats. 5

Sleigh Robes
In all the most fashionable Kinds

Musk Ox, Cape Buffalo, Assinaboine and Goat.
Plack Robes.

All of the above can be bought at low prices and on easy terms.

The biggest stock of Fur Goods ever shown by any one concern in
Fredericton, all of which are fully guaranteed.

& Al orders by mail will receive prompt attention.

Also a full line of i

Fine Tailoring.

Qur Stock is now complete in all the leading makes in

Overcoatings,
Suitings and
Trouserings.

"ﬁfflﬂl l GEQO. S. STANGER,

Merchant Tallor.

iYou Want an Overcoat.

"\J

A few left to sell at a discount, any style desired.

WANTED

Hewson’s celebrated Tweeds.

W. E. SEERY, 226 Queen St.

100,000 Ibs of Wool wanted in exchanée for
Look at the fine range in my window.

WINTER OVERCOATS.

I have just opened a repeat order
of WINTER OVBRCOATINGS
consisting of Meltohs, Vicun
Cheviots, Friezes and Faney Mi
tures and Stiipes, and would invite
intending purchasers to call and
get my prices before buving.
Meltons start in price at $13.00.

Jheviots $15.00. Fancys at $18.50.
I am also prepared to make you
nice Fur Lined Coat for $65.00,
better one for $756\)0, $85.00, $10
These Coats to have Maskrat Li
ings and Otter or Persian La
Collars. '

R. HOWTE, 160 (ueen 5t
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THE GHINAMARN IS NOTFIN |

This famous tea is sold at 25, 30, 35, 40, 50 and 60c. a 1b.

HARRY W, deFOREST,

Importer and Blender,

The hest products cf India and
» Ceylon enterintoevery grade of

ST, JorN, N, B.

UNION BLEND T




