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In the Shadow of Death 
This Man Works Wonders

GIFTED WITH MARVELOUS POWERS HE HEALS
HUNDREDS

find,ing-up,” he said, “as 1 fear you may 
unless you have something in view.”

“Nothing,” John said drearily. “Yes; 
I suppose it will bo difficult.”

“Very,” the lawyer assured him drily, 
“and in your case, not, I should imagin'd, 
particularly pleasant.”

Fauconberg gave a shrug. “I must trust 
to hi ok. At least it will be a change.”

“Hm!” Mr. Padwick’e compressed lips 
widened into the half of a. grim smile. He 
did not believe in spendthrifts’ luck, or 
at any rate in them^bility to take advan
tage of it. He jrirned away and stooped 

||(fra we r, searching among 
ained.
; there is nothing mere?” 

fg remarked in a tone cf teavè- 
“This address will probably find 

,oncr or later if you sliou’d want to 
Kmunicate with me.” He had scribbled 
e address df the Hostel on his card and 

laid it on the table.
“Thank you,” Mr. Padwick said, facing 

him again.
“It will be os well to know where a 

letter may reach you, although I fear 
there will not in the future be much oc
casion wrote. Perhaps.” he added, his 
usual bland tone marred by a self-consci- 

‘cas y cur whereabouts is in the

\dhat ill is next hour, of what the rest <>t 
hiis life was to be. He walked albout aim-
leatiy for a wliile, then suddenly stop- 
ped. “What a fool, what a brute I am! ’ 
he exlcaimed. His apathy now gave place 
to an intense desire -to see Paul Haecomlbc. 
The police eta.liicm! He shuddered. At 
•least Paul should not stay there, 
truth should bç told at once, and—A mam 
parked. Fauconberg eagrly inquired the 
way. The man glanced at him curiously. 
“The .police station? Well, your nearest 

from ’ere is to take the second on 
the left and the first turn after you pass 
the ’orepi'tial. Jt lies at the back of it.

The hospital. That calme into his pur
pose too. A very few mrimutee’ -walking 
ixrought Mm there. (He -went quickly up 
the broad a tops and asked unfaliten ngl y, 
as to the condition of Miss Caspari,the lady 
wh-o had been shot. The porter, in whom 
aï -tendency to sympathy or even curiosity 
had long since atrophied, mechanically 
unhooked a speaking tube and repeated 
the inquiry. Then the 'hung it up again 
and resumed hiis evening paper. Presently 
a whisifle canne, and Fau-conbeng felt for 
the brat -time a sharp thrill of anxiety.

“A nurse will be down to epelak to you, 
sir,” the man said in a short ibusin-ees- 
■like itone, once more picking iip the thread 
of the evening's news.

“It means she is dead,” Fauconberg told 
himself, and a grteat sickness of heart 
came over him as he turned and paced 
the stone flagged hall. After a -few turns 
he heard the porter say—

“Lady in private accident ward number 
two. This is the gentleman.”

A nurse stood by the man, who was 
at him. She came forward.
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Fauconberg gave an awkward laugh. “If 
you mean I am not out of your debt, Mr. 
Padwiick, I ’m afraid you’ll have to for
give it or at least let it stand over. I 
haven’t a sovereign in the world.”

The lawyer raised his hand deprecating- 
]y. “You quite mistake me, Mr. Faucon
berg,” he protested with a lock which 
very few of his clients had ever seen on 
his face. “Had you been in the debt of 
mv firm I should certainly not have allud
ed to it at .this moment.” There was a 
world of professional dignity in his man
ner. “No, he proceeded, “I fancy, al
though I have not had time to look into 
the matter closely, that -there wc-ukl he 
on the 29th a small outstanding balance 
to your credit. I cannot give you the ex
act- figures now, but I fear the amount 

be but very trifling. A't the same
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HeoWTo the country. And I cure 'because I have 
at my command a po-wer ever disease so 
great that its extent can hardly be realiz
ed. Recently 1 received this letter from 
Mrs. C. M. Weston, of B.irnegat, N. J., 
which will give you an idea uf how my 
patients regard my power to cure, 
writes:

• i din so glad to -be able to tell you mat 1 
am well. I can hardly realize that I am cur
ed. 1 had been told so many times by 
doctors that my case was incurable that 1 
would never get -well, that I was almost 
hopeless. S.ill, I always felt that if 1 
could find a doctor who knew how, he 
could cure me* and 1 found him in 

know how. m

New York, Nov. 21—(Special Corre
spondence)—Seeing is believing, and wit
nessing the deeming aniracJes performed 
by Professed* William Wallace Hadley 
makes one exclaim: “Is there a known 
km it to this man’s heading power? Is 
there a single disease he can-not cure. Is 
there any case so hopeless that he cannot 
restore health ?”

Probably no other physician in the 
world treats -as many patients as thus 
famous professor of pamoi>a.bhy and phy- 
siactries. They come to him by scores 
and hundreds. The sick amd suffering, 
the lame and halt, the corosu-mptive and 
paralytic, the drug fiend and the drunk
ards; invalids from almost every known 
disease form an endless procession seek
ing health at his hands. And, this won
derful man, -this wizard of science, this 
great-hearted physician, receives them— 
treats them—cures them. Heals them of 
diseases pronounced incurable by thé med
ical profession, cures thean after they 
been doomed to death by doc 
vives health and strength in 
seeming impossibilities.

iNot in a spirit of iboas^ 
but in a quiet, calm a 
says there is no distal 
says .it, and, wk 
Ikmiing a recent t 
has revolutionized Bth 
tice of medicine, gîj 

“Thousands of 
needlessly sacrificed ev 
medicines and brutal^surgery t\M.t kill

f. All utprimt mem- mc a world 
profession Jmiow "this 1 am writà 
mit it oç^K>t, anid it iH> ur8' 
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‘Ms she dead?” Fauconberg asked.
“No, sir,” the nurse answered Ibriskly. 

“The house surgeon thiinlks the Cady may 
Buifc she is -terribly exhausted

She

least. Only one man, and Heaven, knew 
how -noble it had been, how the motive 
of the act glorified its sordid surround
ings. Fauconlberg hardly 
•the night’s terrible climax, and yet has 
thoughts -we’re as a iegion of devils that 
had possession of -him; sleep was impos
sible. (But in all the while of maddening 
self-reproach, of passionate despair, the 
fearful expedient that he had twice been 
so near carrying into effect never sug
gested .itself; at least that devil -was cast 
out. He had -to live; that he owned to 
'his dead friend; more, to redeem his 
-wasted life, to justify the poor fellow's 
sacrifice—ah, that was harder. What could 
he do? What was his use, his value on a 
earth? The answer was hopeless enough, 
and so atone.

One thing, however, he -was resolved. 
He co-i£d not stay there in the Hostel. If 
he ever had been useful in the work, that 
was over now. He could not ’bear it with
out—he bowed his head on his hands and 
sobbed at the thought that he would never 
-feel -the brother’s grasp of that poor cold 
hand again, never see the half-reproving, 
half-humorous glance of those kind grey 
eyes—ah, and then to think of what he— 
he, John Fauconberg, had made him suf
fer, so Uncomplainingly ; the poor, pale 
face, the, heart pain, the struggle for 
(breath and to hide the bodily anguish, 
it -was cruel, and all the time he, the 
-man fot whom, when the time came, this 
true fitieip<i proved he was -ready to die, 
was adding mp-nta! torture to the1 p tin 
already almost too great to beair.

To think .of it meant madness; but at 
least he would see to it that Paul Has- 
comlbe had died to some purpose. “I can’t 
do much,”, he. cried with passionate re
solve, “bup H will keep straight and I’ll do 
my -best -to make others keep straight too.
It is all ‘à fwrétchcd earth cumbercr like 
myself can dare to try for, (but God help 
me! I’ll -stick to it hat.”

With the dawn he began to pack up 
his (bfelon^ings, although without an idea 
where .'.he ehcuf-d (bestow them, and so, as 
the morning advanced, prepared to depart. 
On his way out he encountered Janet 
Griscdale,

“Good-bye, (Mi*s Grisedale,” he said, 
nervously anxious to prevent any reference 
to the matter that was between -them.

There was such significant finality in 
his tone that dhe -asked in surprise: “You 
are leaving?”

“Yes,” he answered, “I—I cannot stay 
here now.”

She understood at least part of fois 
reason. “Then,” said she, “1 had nearly 
missed the chance of thanking you -----”

He stopped her by a gesture,“No,please. 
There is -nothing to hta-nk me for.”

recover.
from the loss of (blood. Of course 
friends can see -her, sir.”

“No, no. Then there is hope?”
“Oh, yes, sir. Mr. Travis thinks they 

•be able to operate for the bullet to-

mo

da-red think of

may 
morrow.

littering a few -words of acknowledgment 
Fauconberg went out. 
sense of a great deadening weight taken 
off his mind, a reprieve from titter de
spair, but With the relief came freedom 
to realize the unutterable bitterness of 
the situai ti-bn. 
drowned man in wiha-t we are told is the 
horrible pain of returning consciousness. 
A short walk brought him (to the police 
station.

“Mr. Hascom-be, of St. Cyprian’s Hostel, 
has been brought here?” The officer in 
charge nodded suspiciously. “Can I see 
him?”

“Not tonight,” was the gruff answer. 
“It is not a case for bail. You can call 
in the morning if you like and see -the 
superintendent.’ ’

“Bu
when another official who had come into 
the room said something in a lo-w voice to 
his colleague.

“Will you wait a intimité?” the first 
man said, and went out. He soon return
ed followed >y> a thick-eat professional- 
looking man in a shabby hat and dingy 
(frock coat.
.“This .is the divisional aurgeop,” the 

constable said.
. “You have called to see -MK (Paul Has- 

combe?” the doctor asked, looking at 
him curiously. “Are you a relative?”

“No; a great friend. I am with him at 
the Hostel.”

“Ah!” The doctor hesitated a moment 
aâ profesionolly .calculating the effect of 
the communication he was about to (make. 
“I a/m alfrard it is no ruse your séeing him,” 
he said with as near an approach -to a 
sympathetic manner as ibis coarse life had 
left him comfoand of. “He is dead.”

Fauconberg stared at him blankly. 
“Haul Hasecxmbe dead?” he gasped.

The doctor nodded. ^Hearfc diiesase, no 
doubt,”, he replied glibly, “brought on by 
the excitement of -this sh-ooting affair. Of 
course I can’t say for certain, but he 
loked undoubtedly a cardiac subject.”

The man’s tone admitted of no question. 
Without another -word, -where words 
were ♦manifestly useless, Fauconberg me
chanically turned away, and walked out 
of the room into the street.

“Paul Hascombe dead!” he cried aloud. 
“Dead! And he has died for me!”

hi nk
There was the

Most doctors Jlo 
they know 
but when i 
ficult once 
they 
thing

lE^neaowt com moi 
ponies tolthe scij^ 
such as nine 

are Incurable aJfl i 
abcut th^m. /mJ

ises,.
and dif-can

time, if lit would be any convenience to 
you, I could write you a cheque now for, 
say, twenty pounds, leaving the exact ad
justment to some future time.” He drew 

cheque-book towards him and opened it 
with prcfessional deliberation. “Shall we 
Eay twenty pounds ” he asked without 
looking up.

“You know best, Mr. Padwick.” If 
suspicion of the -truth -that the twenty 
pounds was a gift, crossed Fauconberg*s 
mind, it affected him no more than to 
make him hesitate a^moment in his an- 

He had been accustomed for years

they say 
rer learn any- 
res-toration toHe was like a - nearly

struck him to silence. The police!” he 
exclaimed under this -breath».

The crisis of the situation roused Fau- 
coniberg from his stupor. “They will make 
me a murderer,” he gasped with an awful
fear in his eyes. “The}- shall never-----”
He raised the pistol to his head. As though 
he hadl by some prescience anticipated the 
act, Paul sprang 'to him and arrested his 
hand.

“No,
per. “Gome, hero, quick! Give me the 
pistol.” •

"The knocking was repeated more loud
ly, men's voices were heal'd outside. 
Scarcely kmowtrnig what the did, Faucon
berg suffered Haacombe to take the re
volver from (him and to drag him. into the 

-ctefs-rcom.
“Here is the key,” Paul said, trembling 

with excitement, “-take it, let yourself out 
by the farther door, and leave me

“You, Paul? They will hang you, 
expogrttiiated in a dazed way.

uNo, no. And if they do* I am fitter to 
die than you. It is only a few weeks 

and you must -not go to- your death 
Before

CHAPTER XXI. WÆ who know me. 
^really being cured 
^vas, but they see it 
ount for it. One o£^

«Uth has surprise) 
one thought I 1 

w*n I told themÆ 
new and cannot W 
iheeioctcrs who attended me last winj 
was*he most surprised of all, 
-thcAht my heart trouble 
ed tfc bronchitis, tisthma am 
die Ecmach, would surely 
this. ^>o you sœ how 
md you literally^
graved I also want 
l>ersonal interest 
Your kind wqd

,fMy part
fa done; V the doing It, I pass away 
Out of the world. I wont no more with earth. 
Let me, In heaven’s name, use the very snuff 
Or -the taper in one last spark shall show 

truth
For a moment.’•

e-

ori vanity, 
lent of fact, he 

rhe may not cure, 
proves it. 

who 
prac-

/ capplicat- 
fftarrh ot 
me before 

naM death I was, 
■ved me from the^ 
tliank you for your 

Td care of my case, 
of encouragement did 

^ood when I was so weak, 
to all my friends who are 

^hem to put .themselves under 
for I know you can cure them.” 

ther clergyman, the Rev. T. Hor- 
D. D., of iHarwocd, Tex., ivhom I 

red of a complication cf diseases, writes

Fauconbeoig waited, listening, -until he 
(heard the farther, door open and shut; 
then he turned back into the room, took 
the revolver from his pocket and laid it 
down on the desk.

“Better get it over,” he muttered.

is more
wit

no!” he cried in a hurried whis- icqi
ewer.
to leave all money matters in the lawyer’s 
hands, and could lidrdly begin new to 
scrutinize an item, suspiciously rounded 
.hough it might be. lie looked curiously, 
however, at the keen old face bent over 
the desk, but the lawyer’s expression, 

when he tore off the cheque and

id:” Fauconberg was beginning iou^muman liwcs are 
r year by Jaseless

oftener than they ci 
bers of the medical 
whether they -will a 
is time that t-he ge^eralp 
aware of the factfe.» ^*0 

“Gases have come to me that have baf- y 
fled ecime of the best physicians in the 
country; where one doctor lias said tip 
trouble was with" the sto-macih, ançjper 
said heart,"-still another <lklgncsed 
diisea.ro or something élse. But^J 
Case I was able to see the - 
by removing lit 1 restored . 
perfect -health. I have 
trouble tx> be d-ragnoga 
and heart disease as 
eoim'.ileias similar instances. When these 
mistakes are made, and the patient is. 
treated for the wrong disease, how can 
the sufferer hope to get well. It is as if 
you tried to cure deafne s by wearing eye
glasses. One ds just about as semtible as 
the other. Buti I make a careful diagnoais 
of each case ‘that comes- to me a-nd treat

“Here? Why1 mot? The place is common, 
its associations impersonal enough,”

In front of him was a door.i tiDfo took 
crossed the room arid even

handed it, gave no clue to the real nature 
cf the act. As the door closed behind 
Fauconberg -Mr. Padwick leaned back in 

baking his oÿhad musing
ly "at his latest experience of the world’s 
mad, lamentable waste. Bub lie had done 
a good action, for a lawyer a taré action, 
and às lie filled in tire counterfoil of the 
cheque, adding -between brackets the sig
nificant word “Gift,” he felt that he had 
done the right thing even to the amount. 
It was ample to keep the man going while 
he sought employment; and if it was to 
be etpiariderod at once, why, it would be 
just as well it was no more.

Meanwhile John Fauconberg was walk
ing a Way across Lincoln’s Inn with the 
folded cheque still in his hand, Present
ly as he reached an unfamiliar street he 
stopped, -realizing the necessity for mak
ing some sort of plan. Mechanically he 
opened out -the cheque and read it. It 
was drawn on a bank in the eity; he 
would just have time to get there and 
cash it before closing time. As he bestir
red himself to a quick walk he fell to 
speculating, just' as the lawyer had won
dered, in what manner lie should spend 
the money. His first idea, the old im
pulse of extravagance in his blood, was to 
buy a day’s enjoyment with it to live just 
twenty-four hours of his old life, and -then 
—to be no worse off than he had been 
when he entered the lawyer’s office. The 

inscrutableness cf the future had,

up the weapon, 
opened it. It Jed to a narrow ante- room, 
-tihe walls' studded with pegs for. the schol
ars’ hats and coots; He grasped one’ of 
these and leant against the wall.

“Barbara,” he murmured, “will you ever 
know the truth, ever guess the love which, 
(because it is so scorned, has left me noth
ing but this? Will you ever .fare to 
know it? You might hâve made me a 
good man, but fate was t-oo strong, and I 
must die as I have lived. I have tried, 
Heaven knows, L have .tried,;,but only to 
-be beaten back 4ri the rofcks just as 
thought smooth water .was reached, 
(have (been met arid* foattod' at' fever y turn, 

• God help me! . It is a hideous way out of 
it all, but at least it will save me from 

• bringing more harm to others. I here has 
been enough of that. Barbara, oh, my 
sweet one, good night.”

He raised the pistol to his head. Then 
gave a groat guilty start os nis arm was 
seized.

“Jack! For God’s eak
It was Sybilla’s voice. In a moment, ns 

though stung (by the sound, his mood 
changed, and he turned upon her in a 
fury.

“tSybilla! Let me -be.

here.”
he co me, saying:

“ M am much stronger and more actave 
tiian I have been for y oars. I shall al- 
.vayi thank Gcd and you as his Servant 
for the great benefits you have conferred 
jpori me, and shall take great pleasure in 
cccmmending you as one of the most 

uour^eoua, efficient, Christian gentlemen 
vhom M have ever known. I shall always 
îdld myself ready to serve you as a ben- 
ficiary cf your wonderful skill. Com- 
nand me whenever I can serve you in 
mÿlhing. May God, our common Father, 

long in the land of the liv-

his chair and sat s

y
Jn each 
use and 

rpatient to 
n stomach

sooner
like ith is. Quick, don’t be a fool, 
they open the door!”

lie thrust 'Fauconberg from him and 
rushed 
the door

j preservation seized Fauconberg and he» 
quickly through the room, to the ihaU 
.where the concert had been held, and 
through it to the door leading out into 
another street. He -unlocked it and pass
ed out unobserved.

He walked quietly away, his mind whirl
ing, his limbs trembling with excitement ; 
he -knew not whither he was going, only 
he kept up his fast pace, walking as a 

in a dream. He kept straight on un
til he (had gone more than a mile. Then 
he stopped suddenly. The -uselessness of 
his blind progress struck him as he began 
to realize what he was doing.

He looked round, he was in an unfa- 
street, my a public house beneath 

the pretentious®amps of which a. wretched 
man (was howling a music-hall, song to the 
accompaniment of a companion's banjo. 
The contrast of the stupid song with the 
tragedy in his mind sickened him. An 
interne desire seized him -to go back, at 
any rate to. the Hostel and hear the 
worst. He inquired the way of a passér- 
-by and started off in an 
haste, 'the abominable song and its vamp
ed accomi>ajii-in-e7it jingling in ins 

He soon reached the Hostel and went 
in apathetically. He was going straight 
up to -Hascoinbes room when the Matron 
came (hurrying after him.

“Oh, Mr. Fauconberg,” >ihe said, in that 
repressed agitation at bad news

*nrs heart disease 
rheumatism andback into the ante-room, shutting 

r'behind him. The panic of self-
ran

preserve you
““Eté!» doctors are Compelled to admit 
that my power is greater than their own 
medicines. Di*. J. C. Feather, M. D., of 
•ShCakleyville, Pa., was afflicted with that 
terrible disease, locc-mutor ataxia. He 
.inally put himself under my care and now 
«vri.es me that he is cured and can walk 
.vithout -the crutches he carried for so 

I couid go on indelinitcly telling 
of case after case similar to these.

the real cause.
“I (have discarded the useless drugs and 

medicines commonly prosci-ibed by physi
cians and use a system of treatment that 
is as much superior -to modern medical 
practice as the sun is to a candle. Now 
that I have perfected it ' after long y care 
of practice and exiieri-morat, I find that I 
have the power to cure my patients with
out -their coming to me or my goan-g to 
them. For instance, read this letter from 
the Rev. Samuel Sutton, a-n eminent divine 
of Williamsburg, Ky. » You see he says : 
M feel thankful to God that I was di
rected to you for relief from my bodily 
plains and ills. I feci sure that our Heav
enly Fa-tbér has helped and directed you 
in working out the secret of i>ower ovea* 
disease.
inied by (the Holy Spirit .to accomplish 
such miraculous cures. I know' and be
lieve that there is nothing to equal your 
treatment for the release of suffering 
ones from pain, weakness and disease. 1 
wish all suffering ones knew its power to 
heal as I <k)r since it cured me of heart 
and kidney disease, catarrh! of the bladder 

ihemorrihoids. Dear doctor, I cannot 
find words (to express any (thanks to you 
for your kindne-w to me in riddling me of 
all my ph>-sicail sufferings ; my prayers are 
that others may do as I have d-one—write 
to you and get relief, and tha-t you may be 
joyful in abundance on this earth and in 
the world to come for your faithful search 
and your success in finding such a won
derful ]>awer (that when your treatment 

jin contact with disease, cOlne^ must 
give way to (health/

“iMy experience 
no disease T 
how sevci; 
how 1

yr

ong.
you
jut these are sufficient to prove to any

to restore
Stand off, and miliar that I have been able 

health in the face of what seemed certain
eee your work!”

He scarcely knew what he said, gnash
ing the* words at her. But she still clung 
desperately to his arm.

“Jack! Oh, my God! Giro me the pis
til!”

'“Let rile 
«hall hurt you.”

“Ah, kill me!” she panted. Kill me 
here if I have brought you -to this. Not 
yourself, Jack, dear. Give me the pistol 
and you shall never be troubled by me 

I will undo what I have done.

>ne

death.
“But how about those who cannot af

ford to come to New York to have you 
treat them?”

“It does not make the slightest differ- 
. I cure them in their own homes

CHAPTER XXH.
, i His tome was so decisive, so pereimp- 

“The cheapness of man is every day s ; (^/01.y that the girl was silenced,and
tragedy'” an awkwardl pause endued Tion ho held g]oomy mood> a certai„ piquancy

“He died for me!” out his hand again and «aid F • for him- But with the half-formed reck-
That was the refrain of all John Fau-; . I nna-t na.y one thing, she urged.^ t legg re80]ve the figure of his dead friend

conlberg'e hitter, tunmltuous thoughts 16 thls- lhat 1 s,ha11 oever can“.^er roee to his mind so suddenly that lie stop-
J L ,, , ,__<.T1„ J,:„I my own, never uook upon mysellf as any- “ ° J.,,,.throughout that terrtible might. He died tenant Whenever Fe(1 K',01't with a start in Ins walk.

- ■ 11 — noit the wish—will never be.” He -thanked

!
go,” he cried fiercely, “or I

just as easily and just as surely as if I 
went to them or they came to me. Dis
tance cannot weaken the healing power I 
lave. All that any one who is ill in any 
way, from any cause, has to do is to 
write me a letter, addressing William 
Wallace Hadley, M. D., office HO J., 708 
Madison avenue, New York, -telling me 
tiv6 disease they suffer frtan meet, or their 
principal symptoms, age, and sex, and I 
will giro them a course of home treatment 
absolutely free of charge.”

“Surely jou do not mean that you give 
services and treatment free to any one 
merely for the asking?”

“Yes, 1 mean-just that. 1 believe that 
Christian it is my duty to God and 
to help all who arc in need. ’ When 

I have been given the power to cure, I 
do not believe that I have the right to 

waste his .money on useless

access of feverish Your efforts must be accompa-

eaix.

again. v
Jack, for God’s sake-----!

She was striving convulsively to keep 
down the fatal hand (he was eo madly try
ing to raise. “Let go my hand, he re
peated hoansely, “cannot. .1 even go to 
my death without your wretched interfer
ence? Yon (have brought me to it, and 
now-----”

“Jack!” she cried iti desperation as her 
strength began to give out, "I will call 
for .help! You shall mot do this. Ah--. nerye 

The half-uttered tdiriek was etdle . as ^ looked at :him in concern and sur-
ihe put his left arin roimd her lice ) g- . “you have not beard wmat has hail
ing hie hand ovm- her mouth. Her clutch 1 
on ihe other hand under tins stress re-
laxed somewhat; the weapon was nearly (>A terrib]e thing Wfll you come in
at the fatal level. ___ here-:” He followed ' her into à. room

“All, Jack, kill mie, my love she 8a,'l clcee ll)y alvl heard bow SybiUa Oaspari 
ed. With a last derate effort she Jet f(y|md in ,the school wounded,
go his tend and, clasping the barrel ol tmc ^ ^ thought to death, and how 1’aid
revolver, puUed the muzzle rom »> Hawombc Wlho Was with her, had been
from him till taken into custody.
was a report. Almost before he Afi listened to 'the tciTible story he
alize that the weapon had gone ott , felt that iliis calmimy must betray him,
a stream of -blood flowing _°ver • But, try as he would, he eotiH -not tiirow
breast. Each staggered back mflh a cry, off ^ fee|mg of d<,:ld;iy apathy. The 
one of pam the otlier of hoir” events of the day had stunned him, his
Faucpn-berg, uttering an agoiu > brain seemed .benumbed and Irani it every
herent exclamation, with a sv.iit ti p , nerye ^.pcnd-wl ; he could not rouse bim- 
raised -the pistol to his -head. There was a slight suggestion of re-

“Sybilla!” preadh in the .Matron's tone as she con-
A horror-struck cry startled him auto

désista nee. He turned. Puul Haeco ^ .Jvave feared something of the sort for
stood in the dooi-way. wood. some time past, Mr. Fauconberg, although

Paul .Hascombe u % deatlilv white of ooume nothing so terrible a« this. Mr.

st&rsarw,: —“zvm,asn
wl.ere Sybilia lay. For die had sunk down 
on a form which stood against the wall, 
and from it she rolled to the floor.

"You have killed her, madman that you 
are!” he cried in agony, frantically try
ing to stanch the blood with his handker
chief. "Oil, my darling,” he moaned, to 

die like this!”

MILBURN’Smanner of
which they acquire who live in an atmos
phere of sorrow and death; “you had 
better not go up there. The police are 
in (Mr. Hatioombe’d room.”

“The police,” lie repeated imedianical- 
]y, wondering at his absolute calmness of

(her again and went out.
He was in the world now, adrift, a-nd, 

as it seemed, without a friend, having 
: scarcely the vaguest idea of 'where to 
turn or what -to do. He walked to the 
hospital and learned -to 'his great relief 
that the hopes of Sybilla’s recovery were 

j rttrongtiu ned. Then lie nerved himself to 
. take farewell, sad and remorseful beyomd 
j aLl expression, of the poor clay that a few 
hours (before had been hris truest friend. 

That over, be turned his steps souith- 
iCh, westwaids,jifid presently found '.himself at 

9 • ill is lawyers. The sleek man of business 
neeeivodf him with not a shade less cere- 

mess for a-11 that 'his keen eye t-ook 
, ri^added to his official knowledge of his 
(reliont’s changed circumstances. Men of 
; his profession have their .hands -too often 
j on the -winch o'f Fortune’s wheel to for- 
| get that, (if a half (tu-rn will bring a man 
down, a iwhole 'turn will carry him to the 
top again, and one never can (be sure when 
/the wheel wi-11 stop. Besides which, all 
la/wyem’ hearts are not so atrophied gs. 
we are sometimes told to believe.

Doctors Said That
Lumps and External 

Swellings Would Turn to 
Running Sores^

and
Heart and Nerve 

Pills.

M
XJ

. - m I
make any tire 
drugs when 1 can heal him without them. 
We all owe a duty to our fellowmen. We 
must all serve in one way or another. 
Where a rich man gives menvy^ I give 
iicaltii. I am not a millionaire, but I am 
able to tifft rd ito do my .share toward re
lieving the sufferings cf mankind. And 
1 am esf/ecially anxious to cure any poor 
nortal who his bc.*n laid that his or her 

is incurable, that there is 
eft on earth. Or any one who has grown 
weary spending money on drags and doc
tors in a vain search fer health. If they 

accept my offer, 
almost ah-

ehler, 
tys th:

Mry Jacob s proved that there is 
nut cure. | .1 do not care 

fca.se may be, how chronic, 
other men have

Ont i
{^binding, what
failed Ho "do, or whether the pa- 

bois been pronounced incurable or 
ÏKrt. I aim just as ready to cure consimip- 
-tion, cancer, pirlysls. Bright’s disease, 
organic weakness, deafness, any of the 
drug or liquor -habits and other so-called 
incurable diseases as 1 am to cure etom- 
a<Jh and bcnvcJ troubles, rheumatism, 
nervous -prostrations, blood disorders, ca- 
tan'll or any of the other ills that human 
flesh is heir to. I have done so many 

Withe ut intending to beast,

ittoB
m man^cears 

of Sifferinar
Savedfler hopenoa.-.’Are a sp^Ific for ell heajyBtKl nerve 

.roubles. MI ere a roe soma^f the symp- 
loms. Amy oile cf should be a
warning Eor yo^r t|^Lttend to it lm- 

r The reckoning was a sorry one; never- mediately^ D^rMrelay. Serious break-
imagine how joyous thcless Mr. Padwick. with a la wyer's jown Df may follow, if you

surprise when a friend trained reticence; foreborc all comment on : Ner\rous|^s, Sleeplessness, Dizzi- 
that Burdock Blood bis client’s wastefulness, only indulg:ng tiess, Palpi^non of the Heart, Shortness

«A.» i..mn< in a gentle deprecation of his Quixotically M BreatkrRush of Blood to the Head,
Bitters wa^Td. cur%me, so ‘ unbusinesslike conduct in the too hasty ^motb^nng and Sinking Spells, Fain
and extéfnal swellings, which the doctors guvl.endel. 0,f Gains. But he could not get md Weak Spells, Spasm or Pmn through
told me would turn to running sores, paUcorjberg to admit the slightest agree- the Heart; Cold, Clammy .an ® 

mg down under a strain sudi- as the poor ♦ i disannear I took her advice, and ment with IVs views, and perJiaps the beet. J^ere may be many mmo } P 
fellow has had to bear lately. Nobody would di^ppear i thc^ht none the less toms of heart and nerve trouble, but
seems to have noticed it but myself. Oh, can say that I haro no üouot oui ^ _ ]mn f, Ylt As hc at these are the chief ones.

S'l.” ,i ..ÎSff-Æ? S,*3*»5 ,lT 5*5*»««. *1* —
Mias Gasjxiri ls wot dead. fk Blood Bitters has done so muet friend and ed viser r.f your father’s, you WEAK SPELLS CURED. tint was certainly what Paul would Duke. Fauco.nberg hesitated a few mo-

"«he was not, half an hour ago. They Burdock Mood Bit er, H tc will not thick me inhume rr i np rtinen. Mrs. L. Dorcv, Hemford, N.S., writes «•.- and that he would do. : ments, then with a laugh at his own am-
have taken 'her to the hospital. for me, and you are at perf - i£ [ ventm5 whether you hove ma.lv ! as as follows I was troubled with , , d le(U.nej vough it; the pulse pushed open the door, went in and

"1 will call there and W,u*e, he said, use tUis for the benefit of Others Sttmlarly ^ ^ for fature... fizziness, weak spells and fluttering of UmU-d not he anything like the-asked for Mr. Rousfield. The livened por-
afflicted.” “None.” was John’s d re-1 answer. “1 1 lie heart. I procured a box of Milbum s t1* * ,]d lmv been ïi year .bofoto, ter handed him a .paper form o-n which tc

. .. . ,,. • suppose.” 1, . ndiM ndiff, r.-nMy, "I mud Heart and Nerve Pills, and they did me «• - , v disagreeable it might be, he | write his name and business, also hov 
Burdock Blood Bitters is the best blooc, getPPmy ]iving ' 50 much good that I got two more boxes much of the great man’s valuable tim

medicine 011 the market to-day, and n , Th> , v pt,rjied -ei< p,ps and give an md after finishing them ^ y. lrequo Cilshed, he .walked on list- he proposed to take up. .
imposed entirely of roots, herbs, barki shake the head. "Not Imust say that X cannot recom- J ü^oc^ hoT> 6et about , (To be continued.)

fan easj matter for a man of £onr bring- |meao taetn too uijju y. ,..........A " 4

will ’write to me and 
there is n^t only hop>. but 
solute certainty that -they need be sick no 
longer. And it is a >ung dial m> 
power makes a letter to me do just as 
much g~cd as a personal visit.

She writes “M 
and great was Jpy 
of miue tol^me

times over.
I may safely say that I treat more pa
tients in a year than the average physi
cian dees in a lifetime, and among these 

numbered many cf the worst cases m

the other extreme. Twenty pounds. He the vagpe purpese m hu, nwnd tffl h,s ^ 
know new wh.it in the old days he would tent.cn was arrested b, a name <m a torge 
have «routed as impossible, that he could brass plate. U was hamuel Rouaheld and 
naît s. less, i Son. He stopped. Rouscfield the con-

who had wanted in his

see you
She lay quite 

making a hideous contrast

45» tys eîS-^-n-LTS:.
combes work. ,, , v-in-i.elv and not recolleoting whither he"She is dead!'; Paul cried in utter de- ^nanxl no^ ^ ^

TkudJ^t»ry. Warm wt to d»X tou«ht « o£

unconscious, the blood 
the ashen

He

fIRdbemw. i. V — -
x"lv *’> Jt.OW JUT1
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