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*It a bolt from the storm overhead had 

entered the room it could not have pro
duced a more startling Impression than 
did this simple question. Mr. Denny 
dropped his crutch and raised both hands 
in astonishment. Alma gave a half sup
pressed scream, and even the sheriff and 
John were amazed beyond expression.

The man in the chair made no reply, 
and presently the breathless silence tyas 
broken by the calm voice of the young 
man repeating his question.

“I found it in the leaves of a book in the 
old bookcase in the mill office.”

“What?” cried Mr. Denny, leaning for
ward and steadying himself by the table. 
“My father’s will! Did you find it? Re
lease him, John. How can we ever thank 
you, Mr. Belford? It is the missing 
will"-----

“Oh, Lawrence!" said Alma. “Why 
did you not tell us? why did you not 
show it? How much trouble it-would 
have saved. %

“Have patience, Alma. Let Mr. Bel
ford rise and bring the wilL"

“No," said Mr. Franklin. “Hear the 
rest of the story. Mr. Belford, you de
stroyed or suppressed that will, did you 
not?"

“Yes, I did—damn you!"
“Good Lord!" cried the sheriff. “Did 

ye hear that?—destroyed it ! That’s state’s 
prison."

“Oh, Mr. Franklin, Mr. Denny! have 
mercy on me! Do not let them arrest 
me.”

“Marcyt” said the sheriff, taking out a 
pair of handcuffs. “It’s little marcy ye’ll 
git.”

“Yon ask for mercy!” cried Mr. Denny, 
his face livid with passion.
—you wretch ! Have you not ruined me? 
Have you not made my child a beggar 
and carried my gray hairs in sorrow to the 
grave? You knew the value of this will— 
and you destroyed it! Your other crimes 
are as nothing to this. I could forgive 
your monstrous frauds in my mills”------

Mr. Belford winced and looked sur
prised.

“Ay! wince you may. I have found 
out everything, thanks to—but I’ll not 
couple his name with yours. And the re
lease of the mortgage—have you that?" 

sir. It is in that bag on the

“Mr. Belford, 1 am going to call help 
Do not move while I open the door.” ,

In mortal terror the wretch turned his 
head round to see what was going on.

The two men glared at each other in 
silence, and then there was a sound of 
opening doors. One closed with an echo
ing slam that resounded strangely through 
the old house, and then there were light 
footsteps in the hall.

“Oh, Elmer! What has happened?" 
“Nothing very serious—merely a com

mon burglar. I called you because I 
wished help.”

“Yes, I heard the bell. Is there no 
danger?”

“No. Stand back. Do not come into 
the room. Call the men and let them 
wake the gardener and his son. You 
yourself call your father, and bid him 
dress and come down at once. And, 
Alma, keep cool and do not be alarmed. I 
need you, Alma, and you must help me.”

Then the house was very stifl, and the 
watcher paced up and down before his 
prisoner in silence. Then came a hasty 
openidk of doors, and excited steps and 
flaring lamps in the halL

“’Tis the young doctor. Oh! By mighty! 
Here’s troubles!"

“Quiet, men! Keep quiet. Come in. 
He cannot hurt you. Have you a rope?"

The calm voice of the speaker reassured 
them, and all three volunteered to go for 
one.

“No. One Is enough. And one of you 
had better go to Mr. Denny’s room and 
help him down stairs. You, John, may 
stop with me.”

“Gods! Sir, he will spring at me!” 
“Never you fear. He’s fastened into

the chair. Besides”-----
“Ay, sir, you’ve the little pet! That’s 

the kind o’ argiment."
“It is a rather nice weapon—six shooter 

—Colt’s."
Presently, with much clatter, the 

gardener’s son brought a rope, and then, 
under Mr. Franklin’s directions, they 
bound the man in the chair hand and foot.

A moment after they heard Mr. Den
ny’s crutch stalking down the stairs, and 
Alma’s volee assuring him that there was 
indeed no danger—no danger at all.

“What does this mean, Mr. Franklin?" 
J said the old gentleman as he came to the 

door.
“Burglary, sir. That is all You need 

fear nothing. We have secured the man. ’ ’ 
Mr. Denny entered the room leaning on 

Alma’s arm. He saw the open safe and 
the papers strewed upon the floor, and he 
liftedhls hand and ehookhis head in alarm 
and trouble.

“A robbery! Would they ruin me ut
terly? Where is the villain?”

“There, sir."
Alma turned toward the man in the 

chair, and clung to her father in terror. 
Two facee o’er a cradle bent; The old man lifted his crutch as if to

Two hands above the head were looked, Strike.
SS.™*** “My curse be upon you and yours.”

0, solemn hour!
0, hidden power!

Twoparents by the evening fire; ■
The red light ebone about their knees,
On heads that rose by slow degrees, 

lake buds upon the lily spire.
0, patient life!
0, tender strife!

The two still sat together there:
The red light shone about their knees 
But all the heads by slow degrees 

Had gone and left the lonely pair.
0, voyaee fast!
0, vanished past!

PARSONS'bent upon her father’s knee, was bathed 
in tears.

“Poor, poor lost Alice!"
“And the fellow with her. Who is he?" 

cried the sheriff.
“That is Mr. Belford—Mr. Lawrence 

Belford,” said Elmer with cool confidence. 
“That picture was taken through a tele
scope from my room on the morning of 
the 13th."

“The 13th? Why, man, that was the 
day she was missed. ’’

“Yes. Mr. Belford was with her that 
day, ami perhaps he can explain her dis
appearance.”

The prisoner groaned in abject terror 
and misery. He saw It all now. His 
dream pictures were explained. His de
feat and detection were accomplished 
through the yonng man’s science. That 
he should have been overthrown by such 
simple means filled him with mortifica
tion and anger.

“Yon shall have the picture, Mr. Sher
iff. You may need it at the trial. And 
now for the will."

The room became again dark, and the 
figures on the wall stood out sharp and 
distinct on the sheet. Then the picture 
faded away, and in its place appeared 
writing—letters In black upon white 
ground:

*0 sea, thatûto these gray and solemn shores
Dost pour thy plaint through all the circling 

years ;
I would that to my ever listening ears 

Some spirit might translate thy language ! Roars 
The wave that spends its force against the rocks 

That its assaults deride; a giant’s pain 
It voicesl Soft dost thou complain 

By pebbly beach to Sumner’s fields and flocks. 
Tell ’t thou of cities hid beneath thy breast.?

Uf famed Atlantis, known iiAtory only?
Of sepulchercs innumerable, where rest

The wrecks of ages, peacefully and lonely?
Tell why thou plainest, melancholy sea !
And the sea answers, Hush, it may not be.

H. L. Spences,
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ience. One box will 
do more to purify the 
blood and core chrom
ic ill health thin $5 
worth of any other 
remedy yet discov
ered. If people could 
be made to realize

The Christines Tree.-

Make New Bien Blood!
'}•. rr,- ,

The Christmas tree, stood midst the other trees 
While at them, she haughtily shook her head;
0, what a nice time I’m going to have,
Besides you poor trees, in the wood, she said.
Just think, I’m to live in a city grand,
And there I shall stand in a parlor fine 
Where, under the gaslight, most gorgously dressed, 
My robes will briliantly sparkle and shine.
Thus saying she hastily bid them adieu 
For a single hour in a parlor to shine ;
For scarce was she dressed till the feast it was o’er, 
And then, ah! her lot may it never be mine.
For when winter with all his cold snow storms was 

past,
In a wretched back yard her pround form might 

be seen
Disrobed of her jewels and costly array,
While spring found the trees of the wood dressed 

in green.
Ah! friends, how often in life do we find 
Those who choose for themselves, the things of 

this world,
And see not their folly till all is too late,
And they, like the tree, to destruction are hurled.
Grasping at flowers that prove to be thorns, 
Rejecting the path saved sinners have trod 
For only one hour in this world to shine,
When heaven shines bright, with the glory of God.

Fanny Hamilton.

.V;

A. G. BOWES & Co,1*Salmon Falls, June 1,1S?J.
I, Edward Denny, do hereby leave and be

queath to my son, John Denny, all of my prop
erty, both real and personal. All other wills I 
have made are hereby annulled. My near death 
prevents a more formal will.

.. it. •
1

21 Canterbury Street
Edward Denny. 

John Maxwell, M. D.
• ‘My father’s will. Thank"-----
There was a heavy fall, and Elmer 

opened his lantern quickly. It was too 
much for the old man. He had fallen 
upon the floor insensible.

“A light, John, quick.”
They lifted him tenderly, and with Al

ma’s help the old sheriff and the serving 
man took him away to his room.

The moment the two men were alone, 
the prisoner in the chair broke out in a 
torrent of curses and threats. The young 
man quietly took up his revolver, and said 
sternly:

“Lawrence Belford, hold your peace. 
Your threats are Idle. You insulted me 
outrageously the day I came here. I hear 
yon no malice, hut when yon attempted 
your infamous plan to capture my cousin 
and ruin her father, I sprang to their res
cue with such skill as I could command. 
We shall not pursue you with undue rigor, 
but with perfect justice"-----

“Oh. Mr. Franklin, have mercy 
upon me! Let me go! Let me escape 
before they return. I will go away—far 
away! Save me, save me, sir! I never 
harmed you. Have mercy upon me?’1

“Had you shown mercy perhaps I might 
now. No sir; justice before mercy. 
Hark—the officer comes."

They unfastened the ropes about Bel
ford, and released the wires, and in silence 
he went away into the night, a broken 
down, crushed, and ruined mad in the 
hands of his grisly Nemesis.

The young man flung himself upon the 
lounge In the library, and in a moment 
was fast asleep.

Witness:1

“You SOLE AGEE IN ST. JOI FOB E DUCHESS MM}|
rj , :-o ■
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STOKM: : !“No, 
table."

The old gentleman eagerly took up the 
bundle that lay on the table and began, 
with trembling fingers, to open It.

“Wait a moment, Mr. Denny,” said 
Mr. Franklin. “I should like to ask 
this man a question or two."

Mr. Denny paused, and there was a 
profound silence in the room.

“Lawrence Belford, If yon are wise, 
yon will speak the truth. That release 
is a forgery—or at least it has no legal 
value.”

“IE is not worth a straw,” replied the 
prisoner with cool impudence; “and on 
the whole, I’m glad of it. The mortgage 
will be foreclqecd to-morrow."

“Your share will be small, Mr. Belford. 
I am afraid your partner will find some 
difficulty In making a settlement with 
yon, unless he joins you in prison."

Mr. Denny sat heavily down In an arm 
chair and groaned aloud. In vain Alma, 
with choking voice, tried to comfort him. 
The blow was too terrible for words, and 
for a moment or two there was a painful 
silence in the room.

Mr. Frankin seemed nervous and ex
cited. He fumbled In his pockets as if in 
search of something. Presently he ad
vanced toward the old gentleman and said 
quietly:

“Mr. Denny, can you bear one more 
piece of news—one more link in this ter
rible chain of crime?”

“Yes," he replied, slowly. “There ean 
be nothing worse than this. Speak, my 
son—let us hear everything."

“I think, sir," said the yonng man, 
reverently, “that I ought to thank God 
that lie has enabled me to bring such 
knowledge as he has given me to your 
service.”

Then, after a brief pause, he added:
“There is the will, sir."
With these words he held out a small 

bit of sheet glass about two inches square.
“Where?" cried Mr. Denny In amaze

ment. “I see nothing.’’
“There It is—on that piece of glass. 

That dusky spot In the center Is a micro
photographie copy of your father’s will.”

“My son, my son, do not trifle with us 
in this our hour of trial”

“Far be it from me to do such a thing. 
Alma, will yon please go to my room and 
bring down my lantern? And John, yon 
may go and help Miss Denny. Bring a 
sheet from the spare bed also."

“I do not know what yon mean, my' 
son. You tell me the will is destroyed, 
and you say you have a copy. Is It a 
legal copy? and how do you know it is 
really my father’s will? Have you 
read it?"

“Yes, sir. Yon shall read it too, pres
ently. I have already shown it to a law
yer, and he pronounced It correct and 
perfectly legal."

“But why did you not tell ns of it be
fore?"

“I have only had it a few day», sir, and 
I wished first to crash or capture this rob
ber."

“Hadn't ye better let me take him off, 
sir?" said the sheriff. “He’sdone enough 
to take him afore the grand jury. Besides, 
we have another bitter bill against him 
down in the village.”

“No," said Mr. Franklin. “Let him 
stay and see the will. It may Interest 
him to know that all his villainous plans 
are utterly overthrown."

“Shut up, you whelp," said the man in 
the chair.

“Shut up—ye,” replied the sheriff, ad
ministering a stout cuff to the prisoner’s 
ear. “Ye best hold your tongue, man.”

Just here Alma and John returned with 
the lantern. Under Elmer’s directions 
they hung the Sheet over one of the win
dows, and then the young man prepared 
his apparatus for a small trial of lantern 
projections. Mr. Denny sat in his chair 
silent and wondering. He knew not what 
to say or do, and watched these prepara
tions with the utmost attention.

“Mr. Sheriff, if you please, you will 
stand near Mr. Belford, to prevent him. 
from attempting mischief when I darken 
the room. John, you may put out all the 
candles save one. ’ ’

Alma took her father’s hand and 
kneeled upon the floor beside him, as if to 
aid and comfort him.

“Now, John, set that candle just out
side the door in the entry. ”

A sense of awe and fear fell on them 
all as the room became dark, and none 
save the young son of science dared 
breathe. Suddenly a round spot of light 
fell on the sheet, and its glare illuminated 
the room dimly.

“Before I show the will, Mr. Sheriff, I 
wish you to see a photo that may be of 
use to you in that little matter in the vil
lage of which you were speaking.”

Two dusky figures slid over the disk of 
light. They grew more and more dis
tinct.

“Great God! It’s Alice Green.”
A passion of weeping filled the room, 

and Elmer opened the lantern, and the 
room became light. Alma, with her head

S|E„Two Lovers.

t
Mingled the dark and sunny hair, 

And heard the wooing thrushes sing.
0, budding time! «. 
0, love’s beet prime!

Two wedded from the portal step;
The bells made happy carolfings, 
The air was soft as fanning wings, 

While petals on the pathway swept.
0, pure-eyed bnde!
0, tender pridel

f£Call and examine it^

At 21 Cantertmry Street corner Burâ
i
In addition to a full line of the Duchess Range we 

carry a complete assortment of lower priced Ranges, 
Cook Stoves and Heaters.

The season is now approaching when parties are 
thinking of taking down their Stoves. We have the 
best facilities for taking down, removing and storing in 
â clean dry loft an unlimited number of Stoves of all 
kinds and descriptions, Stove Pipe and every other 
description of household goods.

The general advantage of storing Stoves for the 
summer is that they can be the more conveniently re
paired and cleansed and made ready for setting up at 
a day’s notice when the cold weather sets in.

We make a special feature of Stove Repairs and can 
at short notice supply duplicate pieces for all Stores, 
Ranges, and furnaces kept in Stock by us. Besides re
pairs in our own line of goods we carry a large stock of 
repairs for other makers’ goods which are disposed of at 
reasonable rates.

“Qh, father, come away. Leave the 
poor wretch. Perhaps he has taken noth
ing^’

What have I done to you—you viper?"
The man secured in the chair, and with 

the wire drawn tightly over »is throat, 
replied not a word. ,

-Elmer advanced toward him, and 
Alma, with a little cry, tried to hinder

My enrse fall on you! Who are yon?

* * * » *
The red gold of the coming day crept 

np the eastern sky. The storm became 
beautiful In ita fleecy rains In the far 
south. As the stars paled, the sweet 
breath of the cool west wind 
shaking the rain drops In showers from 
the trees. The birds sang and the day 
came On apace.

To one who watched It seemed the com
ing of a fairer day than had ever shone 
upon her life. The vanished storm, the 
fresh aspect of nature moved her to tears 
of happiness. Long had she watched the 
stars. They were the first signs of light 
and comfort she had discovered, and now 
paled before the sun. Thus she sat by 
the open window In the library and 
watched with a prayer In her heart.

She looked at the mantel clock. Half 
past 4. In half an hour the house would 
be stirring. All was now safe. She could 
return to her room. She rose and ap
proached the sleeper on the lounge. He 
slept peacefully, as if the events of the 
night disturbed him not.

He smiled in his dreams, and mur
mured a name indistinctly. She drew 
back hastily and put her hand over her 
month, while a bright blush mounted 
to her face. Just here, through the 
sweet, still air of the morning, came the 
sound of the village bell. Tears gathered 
in her eyes and fell unheeded upon her 
hands, clasped before her.

‘ ‘Poor — lost — Alice — nineteen — just 
my"-----

“Alma."
She turned toward the sleeper with a 

startled cry. He was awake and sit
ting up.

“What bell is that?"
“It is tolling. They have found her."
“Yes, it Is a sad story. Alma?”
She advanced toward him. He noticed 

her tears and the mourning robe in which 
she was dressed.

“What is it, Elmer? Do yon feel bet
ter?" , .

“Yes. It was a sorry night for us.”
“Yes, the storm has cleared away.”
He did not seem to heed what she said.
“How long have you been up?”
“Since It happened. After I saw father 

np stairs I came down and found you 
here asleep. And, Elmer, forgive me; it 
was wrong, but I did not mean to stay 
here so long.”

“Alma!"
“Yon will pardon me?"
“Oh! Pardon you—pardon yon—why 

should I? I dreamed the angels watched 
me."

“I was anxious, and we owe yon so 
much. We can never reward you— 
never!"

“Reward, Alma? I want none, save"

him.
“Do not fear. He cannot move. I 

will release his head, and perhaps yon 
will recognize him."

The wire about his throat was loos
ened, and the wretch lifted his head Into 
a more comfortable position.

“Ah!"
“Great Heavens! i It Is Mr. Belford!”
“Yes, sir,” said he. “I forgot to pnt 

away some papers, and I came down to 
secure them, and while I was here that 
wretch surprised me, threatened to mur
der me, and finally overpowered me and 
bound me here as you see. If you will 
ask him to release me, I will get up and 
explain everything."

“It’s a lie," screamed Mr. Denny, lift
ing hts cratch. “I don’t believe you— 
yon thief—you robber! It’s a lie!”

“Oh, father!" cried Alma. “Release 
him—let him go. He will go away then, 
and leave tis. He has done wrong; but 
let him go. It must be some awful mis
take—some’ ’-----

“No! Never! never! ne—v---- ”
The word died away on his lips, for on 

the Instant there was a loud ring at the 
hall door. They all listened in silence. 
Again the importunate 
through the echoing house.

“It is someone in distress,” said El-

sprang up,

Atâ’made the spMebetween°t{ieii wide; 
They drew their chairs up side by side; 

Their pale cheeks ipine* and «id, “Once more!”
0, memories! ,:-u jj 
O, past that is! k

George EHiot

APPLIED SCIENCE.-
[coimmjKD.l

A blinding glare, an awful flash of over
powering _ light blazed before him. His 
eyes seemed pnt out by Its bewildering In
tensity, and a little scream of terror es
caped from his lips. .A hand seized him 
by the collar and dragged him over back
ward upon the floor. The blazing, burning 
light filled all the room with a glare 
more terrible than the lightning. He 
recovered his sight, and saw Nemesis 
standing above him, revolver in hand, and 
with a torch of magnesium wire Mazing 
In horrid flames above his head.

“Stir hand or foot, and—yon under
stand. There are six chambers, and Pm 
» good shot.”

“Let me np, yon fool, or I’ll kill yon." mer. “John, do you take a light and go 
“Oh, yon surprise me, Mr. Belford. I to the door. Ask what Is wanted before

yon loose the chain, and tell them to go 
away unless it Is a case of life or death. ” 

John presently returned, and in an ex
cited whisper said:

“It’s Mr. Jones, the sheriff.”
At this word Mr. Belford straggled 

with his bonds, and In a broken voice he 
cried:

“Oh, Mr. Denny, spare me! Let me not
be arrested. I will restore every”-----

“Silence, sir!" said Elmer. “Not a word 
till you are spoken to. What does he 
want, John?”

“He says he must see Mr. Denny. It’s 
very important—and, oh, sir, he’s a’most 
beside (timself, and I wouldn’t let him in.” 

“Call him in
“It Is a most fortunate arrival. The very 
man we want.’’

John returned to the hall, and in a mo
ment an old man, gray haired and 
wrinkled, but still vigorous and strong, 
stood before them. He seemed a giant in 
his huge great coat, and when he removed 
his hat his massive head and thick neck 
seemed almost leonine.

“Ah! Mr. Sheriff, yon have arrived at a 
most opportune moment. We were just 
awakened from our beds by this robber. 
We captured him and we have him here.”

“Beg pardon, sir. Sorry to hear it, bnt 
’twere another errant that brought me 
here. The widow Green’s daughter, Alice, 
she that was missing, has been found In 
the mill race—dead.”

They all gave expression to undis
guised astonishment, and the prisoner in 
the chair groaned heavily.

“And I have come for the key of the 
boat house, sir, that we may go for the— 
body, sir.”

“How horrible! When did all this hap
pen?"

“We dunno, sir. I’d like the key ter 
once."

“Certainly—certainly, Mr. Sheriff. Bnt 
this man—cannot you secure him for the 
night?"

“Oh, ay. Bnt the child, sir. The boys 
wants your boat to go for her.”

“Poor, poor Alice!" cried Alma, wring
ing her hands.

“John," said Elmer, “get the key for 
Mr. Jones. Jake, you and your father 
can go with the 
Jones, perhaps you had better wait 
with us, for we have a little matter of im
portance to settle, and we need you."

“Now," said Mr. Franklin, “I have one 
or two questions I wish to ask the man, 
and then, Mr. Jones, you will do us a 
favor if you will take him away.

“Lawrence Belford, as you value your 
soul, where did you obtain that will?"

!

A. G. BOWES & Co., 21 Canterbury Street.

THE STARR KIDNEY RAD.bell pealed
The opinion all who have tried it, is, that it is the Universal Remedy 

for Kidney Diseases, and “ only ” sure cure.
Not a “ Patent Medicine ” but> Healing Power on the ’ 

natural principle of Absorption. Honest, 
Elfieaclons and Harmless.

x.
thought it was a common robber.

“No, It is not; ■ so tower your ptetoL ”
“No, sir. You may rise, but make the 

slightest resistance and I’ll blow your 
brains into muddy fragments. Sit in that 
chair, and when I’ve secured you properly 
I’ll hear any explanation yon may make. 
Your conduct la very singular, Mr. Bel
ford, to say the least. That’s it. Sit down 
in the arm chair. Now I'm going to tie 
you Into it, and on the slightest sign of 
resistance I shall fire."

The poor, cowed creature sank into 
the c 
placed
table. With the revolver still In hand, 
he procured a match and lit a candle on 
the table. Tlien he extinguished hie 
torch, and the overpowering -light gave 
place to a more agreeable gloom. Then 
he took from his pocket a tiny electric 
bell and a little battery made of a small 
ink bottle. . Then he drew forth a small 
roll of wire, and securing one end to the 
battery, with the revolver still In hand, he 
walked round the chair three times, and 
bound the thief Into it with the slender 
wire. • - ,

“Stop this fooling, boy! Lower your 
revolver, and let me explain matters.1”

“No, sir. When I have you fast so 
that yon can do no harm, I talk with yon 
—not before. Hold back your head. 
That’s it. Rest it against the chair while 
I draw this wire over your throat."

For God’s sake, stopl Do you intend 
to garrote me?"
. “No. Only I mean to make you se
cure.”

“This won’t hold me long. I’ll break 
your wires in a flash, you little fool.”

“No, you will not. The moment the 
wire is parted that bell will ring, and I 
shall begin firing and keep it up till you 
are disabled or dead.”

Treatment by Absorption has for some time been recognized by Medina! Men to be the most simple 
and effectual means of conveying to Diseased Organs, “ Curatives,’’ bnt in cases of Ridney.Disease and 
Complaints’ attendant thereon, successful treatment was practicably lmpossible nnulthe^introduction

over the 
rgans, con- 

original vigour. It is 
ng else can. The Starr
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strange lamp upon the

A Sure Cure for Diseases of the Kidneys, Bladder, Urinary and Sex
ual Organs. No Poisons used, contains Absorhtive, Vegeta

ble ingredients. The Starr Kidney Pad not only 
( relieves but “ positively cures”

Lame Back, Bed Wetting Leucorrhcea, Inflammation, Gra- f » 
vel, Diabetes, Bright’s Disease of the Kidneys,

Catarrh of the Bladder, Non-retention and 
Suppression of Urine, etc., etc,

NERVOUS DEBILITY, MENTAL DEPRESSION, etc.

at once,” said Mr. Denny.

.

gég- If not sold by dealers in your’ neighborhood enclose One Dollar to the 
undersigned and a Pad will be forwarded to year address by mail, postage paid.

BABKEE? Sc CO.,
Prince William Street, St. John, BT. B.

“Save what?"
He opened his arms wide. A new and 

beautiful light came into her eyes.
“Can there be greater reward than 

love?"
“No. Love is the best reward—and It 

Is yours."
Tiling* She Never WU1 Acknowledge.

[Philadelphia Times.]
There are a round dozen things that 

you can never get a lady to plead guilty 
of, be she old or young ;

That she laces tight 
That her shoes are too small.
That she is tired at a ball.
That she uses anything but powder. 
That it takes her long to dress.
That she has kept you waiting.
That she blushed when you mentioned 

a particular gentleman’s name.
That she says what she doesn’t Tnean. 
That she is fond of scandal.
That she ever flirted.
That she cannot keep a secret.
That she is----- in love.

FURNITURE
ALL CLASSES! ALL PRICES!

The man swore savagely, bnt the cold 
thread of insulated wire over his throat 
thrilled his every nerve. It seemed some 
magic bond, mysterious, wonderful and 
dreadful. This cool rnan of science was 
an angel of awful and incomprehensible 
power. His lamp of such mystic bril
liance and that battery quite unnerved his 
coward heart. What awful torture, what 
burning flash of lightning might not rend 
him to blackened fragments if the wires 
were broken ! To such depths of puerile 
ignorance and terror did the wretch sink 
in his guilty fancy. He dared not move 
a muscle lest the wire break. The very 
thought of it filled him with unspeakable 
agony. The sou of science placed himself 
before his prisoner. With the revolver at 
easy rest he said:

PARLOR STJITS î
HAIR CLOTH, TAPESTRY, RAW SILK, BROCATELLE MOHAIR and SILK

PLUSH.
BEDROOM SETS î

BIRCH, ASH, CHERRY, WALNUT and MAHOGANY.
Cheffoiners, Wardrobes, Bookcases and Desks, Music Cabinets, 

Sideboads, Hall Backs, Ac., &c. Rattan and Reed Chairs, 
Carnet Rockers. Also, a complete assortment of 

CHEAP GOODS.
CALL, EXAMINE AND COMPARE.

JOHF "WHITE,
93 TO 97 CHARLOTTE STREET.

men, and, Mr.

\
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A very chic street dress, just from Par
is, is a long ridingote, of gray wool, fall
ing straight and plain over a plaited 
chemisette of the same gray silk.
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