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Special prices
BROS, largest size
pedal, full swing fr
chord, fron  frame,
tion guaranteed or

Our R

Solid Walnut case, high bac]
organ

music ‘desk,
gtrung base,
refunded.

Instruments shipped on approval to

fvith mirror.

2 %
1aNOS and

is is our style. ‘‘Bach LAYTON
est improvements, including third
roll fall, carved panels, full tri-

ent chcck-repeating action. Satisfac-

$80 New Organ for $55.00

9 stops, kn€e swell and grand

Used Pianos and Organs from $25 to $295

any point in Canada, on trial for 10

days, and df not.satlstaotory, can be returned at our expense.
Write ue for full particulars and cpmplete list of instruments in stock.
ART Catalogue mailed FREE on application.

‘ L&YtOl\ BPOS., Montreal ,

144 Peel Street,

“The Eleventh Hour

BY SIR WILLIAM MAGNAY, BART

Anthor of “The Red Chancellor” “The Fallof @ Star” “The - -
Heiress of ‘the @c.

Season”

Exelusive Copyright for This Provinos Secured by The Telegraph

G ias : ! “My part
. Be done; i’ the doing it, I pass away
Out of the world. I want no more 'with earth.
Let me, in heaven’s name, use the very snuff
Or the Eper in one last spark shall show
tru ¥
For a moment.” -

Fauconberg, 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.
*“Here? Why mot? The jpiace is common,
its associations impersonal senough,”

In fremt of him was a door. (He took
uwp the weapon, crossed the room and
_opened it, It Jed to a marrow ante- roem,

. the walls studden with pegs for the schol-
‘are’’ hats and ' coats] He grasped ome’of
these and leamt against the wall. Ay

“Barbara,” he murmured, “will you ever;
know the truth, ever guess the love which,
because it is so scorned, has left me noth-

i L ing but this?" ' Will. you: ever; eare to

o limnst die as

i8a’ b

‘know it? You might” have made me a
' good man, but, fate was too strong, and I
s T have ‘lived.. I have tried,
ven km;w»,} , L have tried; but only to
n back ﬁihatbeed;o&s just as
thought smeoth: water (was reached. ' I
have been et ahd! boflbd: at! every 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. “Lhere has
been enough of that. Barbara, ah, my
sweet one, good night.” i
He raised the pistol to his head. Then
gave a 'great guilty start as nis’ arm was

seized.

“Jack! For God’s sake—-!"

1t was Sybilla’s voice. In a moment, as
though stung by the sound, his mcod
changed, and he turned upon her in a

fury.

“Sybilla! Let me ‘be. Stand off, and
see 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! Give me the pis-
73 ied

“Let me go,” he cried
shall burt 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
again. I will undo what I have done.
Jack, for God’'s sake—-!"

She was striving convulsively to keep
down the fatal hand he was s0 madly try-
ing to vaise. “Let go my hand,” he re-
peated hoamsely, . “‘canntt. 1.even go to
my death without your wretched interfer-
ence? You have brought me to it, and
now—-""

“Jack!” ghe cried in desperation as her
strength began to give out, “I will call
for help! You shall mot do this. Ah——!"

The half-uttered shriek was stifled ,as
the put his left arm round her meck bring-
ing his hand over her mouth. Her clutch
on the other hand under this etress re-
laxed somewhat; the weapon was nearly
at the fatal level.

““Ah, Jack, kill me, my love!” she gasp-
ed. With a last desperate effort she let
o his hand and, clasping the barrel of the
revolver, pulled the muzzle round away
from him till it pointed at herseli. There
was a report. Almost before he could re-
alize that the weapen had gone off he saw
a stream of blood flowing over Sybilla’s
breast. Kach staggered back with a cry,
one of pain the other of horror. Then
Fauconberg, wuttering an a.gm}izec_‘l, inco-
herent, exclamation, with a swift impulse,
raised the pistol to his Jhead.

“Sybilla!” .

A horrorstruck cry startled him into
desistance, He turned. Paul Hascombe
stood in the doorway.

Paul Hascombe clutching at the wood-
work for support, his face deathly white,
his 'breath laboring. By a supreme effort
he recovered his power of movement, and
half sprang, half staggered forward to
where Sybilla lay. For she had sunk down
on a form which stocd 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. “Oh, my darling,” he moaned, ‘“to
see you die like this!”

She lay quite unconscious, the blood
making a hideous contrast on the ashen
flesh. Fauconberg mechanically
his handkerchief and gave it to Hascom_be.
He stood merveless, all thought of action
paralyzed, looking fascinated at Has
combe’s werk. N

“She is dead!” Paul cried in utter de-
spair. “John—-" ;

. uwwm‘mwm-m

fiercely, “or I

| any ‘rate to_the

took out |

struck him to silence. The police!” he
exclaimed under his breath.

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

“No, no!” he cried in a hurried whis-
per. “Come, here, quick! Give me the
pastol” -

“I'he, knocking was mepeated mcce loud-
ly, men’s voices were heard outside.
Scarcely knowiing what he did, Faucon-
berg suffered Hascombe to take the re-
volver from him and to drag him into the
class-rcom,

“Hetre i8 the key,” Paul said, trembling

with excitement, “takd it, let yourself out
by the farther door.and leave me here.”
i “You, Paul? They will hang you,” ‘he
expostulated in a dazed way. | oo
"“No, mo. And if they do I am fitter to
die than you. It is only a few  weeks
sooner and you must mot go bo your death
tike' this. Quick, don’t be a fool. Before
they open the door!” £

He thrust Fauconberg from .him and
rushed back into the ante-room, shutting
the door “Behind him. The panic of self-

T preservation seized Fauconberg and heiran

quickly ' through the room, to the hall
where the concert had. been held, and
through: it to the door leading out into
another street. He unlocked it and pass-
od ot unobserved. i

‘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
man 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-
miliar street, By a public house beneath
the pretentiousflamps of which a wretched
man was howling a music-hail song to the
accompaniment of a companion’s banjo.
The contrast of the stupid song with the
tragedy in his mind siclened him. An
intense desire seized him to go back, at
Hostel "and hear the
worst. He inquired the way of a passér-
by and started off in an access-of feverigh
haste, the abominable song and its vamp-
ed accompaniment jingling in nis ears.

He soon reached the Hostel and went
in apatheticay. He was going straight
up to Hascombe's room when the Matron
came hurrying after him.

“Oh, Mr. Fauconberg,” she said, in that
manner of repressed agitation at bad news
which they acquine who live in an atmos-
phere of sorrow and death; “you had
better mot go up there. ‘The police are
in Mr. Hascombe’s room.”

“I'he police,” he repeated mechanical-
ly, wondering at,his absolute calmness of
nerve.

She looked at him in concern and sur-
prise. “You have not heard wuat bas hap-
ipened ?”’

SWhat?’

“A terrible thing. Will you come in
here?’ He followed her into a room
clese by and heard how Sybilla Caspari
had ‘been found in the school wounded,
it was thought to death, and how Paul
Hascombe, who was with her, had been
taken into custody.

As he listened to the terrible story he
felt. that his calmness must betray him,
but, try as he would, he could not throw
off the feeling of deadly apathy. The
events of the day had stunned him, his
brain seemed benumbed and from it every
nerve depended; he could mot rouse him-
self. There was a slight suggestion of re-
preach in the Matron’s fone as she con-
cluded.

“I have feared something of the sort for
| some time past, Mr. Fauconberg, although
| of course nothing so terrible as this. Mr.
"‘H.asoomtb is a man of strong feeling, and
| although he has great self-command, yet
there is alwdys the danger of that break-
g down under a strain such: as the poor
fellow has had to bear lately. Nobody
seerns to have noticed it but myself. Oh,
it is thorrible—too awful #o think of.”

Kauconberg could say notling in reply.
He turned to the door. I will go and try
to see Mr. H:ascombe at once. You say
Miss Caspari is—not dead?” -

“She was not, half an hour ago. They
have taken her to the hospital.”

1 will call there and inquire,” he said,
{and went out.

Once again in the street the ungovern-

him and he set off at a rapid
vaguely, and not recollecting ~whither he
was bound. He semed utterly without

Purpese, Withowt thought of knowledge of

|

what his next hour. of what ithe resl m"
his life was to be. He walked about aim-|
jessly for a wlile, then suddenly stop-
ped. “What a fool, what a brate I am!”’|
he exicaimed. His apathy now gave place |
to an intense desire to see Paul Hascombe. |

"re police etation! He shuddered. At
lcast Paul should not stay there. Thel
truth should be told at once, and—A man
passed. Fauccnberg eagrly inquired the
way. The man glanced at him curiously.
“Phe police station? Well, your nearest|
way from ’ere is to take the ‘second on |
the left and the first turn after you pass
the ’orspital. It lies at ithe back of it

The hospital. That came into his pur-
pose too. A very few minutes’ walking
brought him there. (He went quickiy up
the broad ateps and asked unfalteringly,
as to the condition of Miss Casparifthe lady
who had been shot. The porter, in whom
all tendency to sympathy or even curiosity
had long since atrophied, mechanically
unhooked a speaking tube and vepeated
the inquiry. Then he hung it up again
and resumed his evening paper. Presently
a whistle came, and Fauconberg felt for
the first time a sharp thrill of amxiety.”

“A murse will be down to speak o you,
sir,” the man said in a short business-
like tone, once more picking up the thread
of the evening’s news.

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

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

A nurse stood by the man, who was
pointing at him. She came fomvard.

“IJs she dead?” Fauconberg asked.

“No, sir,” the murse answered briskly.

recover. But she is terribly exhausted
from the loss of blood. Of coumse mo
friends can see her, sir.”

“No, no. Then there is hope?”’

“Oh, 'yes, sir. Mr. Travis thinks they
may be able to operate for the ‘bullet to-
MOTTOW. : :

Utitering a few words of acknowledgment
Fauconberg  went out. There was the
sense of a great deadening weight taken
off his mind. a reprieve from utter de-
spair, but with the reliaf came freedom
to realize tthe unutterable bitterness of
the situation. He was like a . mearly
drowned man in what we are ftold is the
horrible pain of returning consciousness.
A short mwalk brought him ito the poiice
station.

“Mr. Hascombe, of St. Cyprian’s Hostel,
has been brought here?”’ The officer m
charge mnodded suspiciously. “Can I see
h'm]?li

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

“But——" Fauconberg was beginning
when another official who had come into
the room said something in a low voice to
his colleague.

“Will you walit a minute?”’ the first
man eaid, ‘'and went out: He soon return-
ed followed- by' 8, ‘thick#et professional-
looking man in a shabby hat and dingy
frock coat. )

“This is,k the divisional surgeop,” . the
constable said. : :

%You have called to see Mr. Paul Has-
combe?”’ the «doctor asked, looking _at
'him cuniously. ‘‘Are you a relative?”

_ “No; a great friend, I am nvith him' at
the Hosteal.” - ;

“Ah!” The' doctor hesitated a ‘moment
as -profesionally ,calculating the effect of
‘the ‘communication he nwas about ito make.
1 am afraid it is Tio mse your séeing him,”
he said with as mear an @pproach to a

laft him ¢omtpand of. “He is dead.”

Fauconberg stared at him blankly.
“Paul Hascombe ‘dead?”’ he gasped.

The doctor nodded. ‘“Heart diesase, no
doubt,”_he replied glibly, “brought on by
the excitement of this shooting affair. Of
course I can’t say for certain, but the
Joked undoubtedly a cardiac subject.”

Without another word, where nwords
were smanifestly useless, Fauconberg me-
chanically turned away, amnd 'waiked out
of the room into the street.

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

CHAPTER XXIIL

“The cheapness of man is every day’s
tragedy.”

“He died for me!”

That was the refrain of all John Fau-
conberg's hitter, tumultuous thoughts
throughout that terrible might. “He died
to give my worthless life another chance.
Poor Paul! True, gencrous, self-denying
friend; read for me!”

And what a death! To the world, at

——————————————

Doctors Said That

Lumps and Extermal
Sswellings Would Turn to

& imagine how joyous
¥ surprise when a friend
me that Burdock Blood

would disappear. I took her advice, and

able desire or guick movement came upon

pace, |

Tt is with the greates!

| years of suffering.
heart

| of pleasure and 'with a thankful
| that I give this testimonial, knowing that
| Burdock Blood Bitters has done so muck
for me, and you are at perfect liberty tc

use this for the benefit of others similarly
afflicted.”

| " Burdock Blood Bitters is the best blood

composed entirely of roots, herbs, bark:

“The house surgeon thinks the lady may |

sympathetic manner as his coarseé life had (- With the dawn'he began to pack up

The man’s tone admitted of no question. |

1

Bitters wagfld cure me, so that the lumpsbi“ a gentle deprecation of his Quixotically
i 1 unbusinesslike conduct in the too hasty

- icli the doctors | ] e
and exteéfnal swellings, whic surrender of Gains. But he could not get

told me would turn to running sores,

can say that I have mno doubt but that
| Bardock Blood Bitters has saved me from

medicine on the market to-day, and it

L

| least. Only one man, and Heaven, knew
how moble it ‘had been, how the motive
of the .act glorified its sordid surround-
ings. Faucomberg fhardly dared think of
the night’s terrible ciimax, and yet his
thoughts were as a legion 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 expedientt that he had twice, been
so mear carrying into effect mever sug-
gested itself; at least that dewil 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
sacnifice—ah, that was harder. What could
he do? What was his use, his value on
earth? The answer was hopeless enough,
and so abone.

One thing, however, he avas resolved.
He could not etay there in the Hostel. If
he ever had been useful in the work, that
was over mow. He icould mot 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 sui-
fer, so umcomplainingly; the poor, pale
face,: the, heart pain, the sbruggle for’
fbreath and to hide the bodily anguish;
it wag cruel, and all ithe time he, the
man for whom, when the itime came, this
true frend pnoved he was ready o die,
was adding mental torture to theé' pain
a.ready ‘almost too great to bear.

To think of it meant madness; but at:
|least he would see to it that Paul Has-
combe hall'died to some purpose. “I ean’t
do much,” he cried with passionate re-
solve; “bup T will keep straight and I'il do
| my ‘best o ‘malke others keeip straight too.
| It is all wretched earth-cumberer like
| mysel cap dare to try for, but God help
{me! il stick: to that.”

ihiﬂ belotigfngs, ‘although without an ‘idea
{ where .he showd [besbow them, and so, as
the mornmg advanced, prepared to depart.
{ On 'his way out he encountered Janet
| Griscdale, :

| ‘“Good-bye, Miss Grisedale,” he said,
fnervous]y anxious to prevent any reference
| to the matiber that was between them.

{ There was such significant finality in
{ his tone that she asked in surprise: “You
| are leaving?”’

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

She understood at least mpart of his
reason. “Then,” said she, “l had nearly
missed the chance of thanking you —”

He stopped her by a gesture,“No,please.
! There is mothing to htank me for.”
| His tope was so decisive, so peremp-
|tory almest that the girl was silenced,and
an awkward pause ensued. Then he held
| out ~his hand again and said, “Good-bye.”
. “I must say one thing,” she urged. “It
{ is this. That I shall never comsider Gains
my own, never Look upon myself as any-
| thing more than your tenant. Whenever
:you may wish to have it back it is yours
on your own terms.”

t “You are very good,” he wresponded
| gloomivy. “But I fear that—the ability, u
| not the wish—will never be.” iHe thanked
{fher again and went out. :

| He was in the world now, adrift, and,
|as it seemed, 'without a fniend, having
iecavcely the vaguest idea of where ‘o
turn or what to do. He ‘walked to the
| hospital and learned to this great relief
| that the hopes of Sybilla’s recovery were
| strengthened. Then he merved himself to
| take farewell, sad and remonseful beyond
| all expression, of the poor clay that a few
hours before had been his truest friend.

That over, he turned his steps south-
westwards, afid presently found himself at
his lawyef's. The sleek man of business

Fadded to his official knowledge of his
licnt's changed circumstances. Men of
| his profession have their hands oo often
| on the winch of Fortune’s wheel to for-
| get that, if a half iburn will bring a man
| down; a whole turn wil carry kim to the
|'top again, and one mever can be sure 'when
the wheel will stop. Besides which, all
| lawyens’ hearts are not so atrophied 35
| we are sometimes told to believe.

The reckoning was a sorry one; never-
theless = Mr. Padwick, with a lawyer’s
trained reticence; forebore all comment on
hig client’s wastefulness. only indulging

Faucorberg to admit the slightest agree-
ment with li's views. and perhaps the
shrewd old lawyer the:oht none the less
of the young man f'- 'nt. As he at
length M f”.nl\vf(‘k, eyeing
him -with an aression of con-
I cern, sud—

“I hope, Mr. Fauconberz. as an cld
friend and edviser of vour father's. ven
will not thirk mé intrusive cr inp-rtinent |
if T venture 1 #«k whether ycu have made |
any plans for tie future’

“None.” was -fotn’s d'r answer,
anuppose.” h~ added ndifforontly, ©1 nust |
get my living sofpenow.” |

e g g

unusual (=

uncompromising shake oi the head. “Not

an casy mafter for & man of your bring-
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| tage of it.

{1y "at “his latest experience of the world’s

Tha lawyer pursed @iz lips and gave an ‘lmd after finishing them I was completely

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

“Nothing,” John said drearily. “Yes;
1 suppose it will be difficult.”

“Very,” the lawyer assured him drily,
“and in your case, not; I should ‘imaging,
particularly pleasant.”

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

“Hm!” Mr. Padwick’s compressed lips
widened into the half of a grim smile. He
did not believe in spendthrifts’ luck, or
at any rate in theip#ability to take advan-
rned away and stooped
over an ope searching amcng
papers it cg
ose there is nothing more?”’
g remarked in a tene of leave
“This address will probably find
Foner or later if you shou'd want to
municate with me.” He had scribbled
¢ address of the Hostel on his card and
laid it on the table.

“Thank you,” Mr. Padwick said, facing
him again.

“It will be as well to know where a
letter may wreach you, althongh I fear
there will not’in the future be much oc
casion %o write. Perhaps,” he addcd, his
usual bland tone marred by a self-consci-
ousness, ‘“‘as ycur whereabouts is in the
immediate future likely to be a little un-
certain, it might be as well if I made
some arrangement in advance of one ¢»
two small outelanding matters which are
likely to call for settlement.”

Yauconberg gave an awkward laugh. *‘If
you mean I am not out of your debt, Mr.
Padwick, I ’m afraid you'll have to for
give it or at least let it stand over. 1
haven’t a sovercign in the world.”

The Jawyer raised his hand deprecating:
ly. “You quite mistake me, Mr. Faucon-
berg,” he protested with a lock which
very few of his clients had ever scen on
hig face. “Had you been in the debt of
my firm T shculd certainiy not have allud-
ed to it at this moment.” There was a
werld 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 wculd be
on the 29th a small outstanding balance
to your credit. I cannot give you the ex-
aot figures now, but I fear the amcunt
can be but very trifling. At the same
time, i#f it would be any coanvenience tc
you, I could write you a cheque now for,
say, twenty pounds, leaving the exact ad-
justment to some future time.” He drew
a cheque-book towards him and opened it
with professional deliberation. “Shall we
say twenty pounds ” he asked without
looking up.

“You know best, Mr. Padwick.” If
suspicion of the truth that the twenty
pounds was a gift, cressed Fauconberg's
mind, it affected him no more than to
make him hesitate a“moment in his an-
swer. He had been accustomed for years
to leave all money matters in the lawyer’s
hands, and could hdrdly begin ncw to
scrutinize an item, suspiciously rounded
‘hough it might be. He looked curiously,
however, at the keen old face bent over
the desk, but the lawyer’s expression,
even when ‘he -tore off the cheque and
handed it, gave no clue to the real nature
of the act. As the door closed behind
Fauconterg Mr. Padwick leaned back in
his chair and sat shaking his pad musing-

mad, lamentable waste. But he had done
a good action, for a lawyer a rare action,
and as he filled in' the countenfoil of the
cheque, adding between brackets the sig-
nificant word - “Gift,” he felt that he had
done . the right thing even to the amount.
1t was:ample to keep the man gocing while
he sought employment; and if it was to
e squandered at once, why, it would be
just as well it was no more.

Meanwhile John Fauconberg was walk-
ing away across Lineoln’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 if. It
was drawn on a bank in the city; 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 he should spend
the money. His first idea, the old im-
pulse of extravagance in his blood, was to
buy a day’s enjoymemt 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
very inscrufableness cf the future had,
i his gloomy mood, a certain piquancy
for him. Bui with the half-formed reck-
less vesolve the figure of his dead friend
rose to his mind so suddenly tw\t he stop-
ped short with a start in his walk.

“He died for me,” he cried aloud. “Paul,
dear old Paul! “What a brute I am.”

Forthwith his thoughts began to run to
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In the Shadow of Death
This Man Works Wonders

GIFTED WITH MARVELOUS POWERS HE HEALS
HUNDREDS

Invalids Pronounced Hopeléssly Incurable by Physicians Are

Restored to Health

by Peculiar Method

of Treatment

DOES AWAY WITH USELESS DRUGS

the Vital Spark in the

NO DISEASE HE

People from Every Walk

New York, Nov. 21—(Special Corre-
spondence)—Seeing is believing, and wit-
nessing the seeming miracles performed
by Professor William Wallace Hadley
makes one exclaim: ‘“ls there a kmowm
Jimit to this man’s healing power? Is
there a single disease he canmot cure. Is
there any case so hopeless that he cannot
restore health?”

Probably mno other physician in the
world treats as many patients as this
famous professor of panopabthy and phy-
siactrics. They come to him by scores
and hundreds. The sick amd suffering,
the lame and halt, the consumptive and
paralytic, the drug fiend and the drunk-
ards; invalids from almest every known
disease form an endless procession seek-
ing health at his hands. And this wom-
derful mam, this wizard of science, this
great-hearted physician, receives them—
treats them—cures them. Heals them of
diseases pronounced incurable by theé med-
jcal professicn, cures them after they
been doomed to death by doct:
vives health and strength in &
seeming impossibilities.

Not in a spirit of boastj
but in a quiet, calm @
says there is no di

o\ vanity,
ent of fact, he

says .it, and, wha proves it.
Durtng a recent n, who
has revolutionized fth prac-
tice of medicine, |

“I'’housands of s are

medicines and brutal kill
oftener than vhey cu t mem-
bers of the medica ow ‘this

‘he may not cure, |’

And Condemns Brutal Operatloné of Surgeon’s Deadly Knife—
Heals Those Devoured by Deadly Diseases and Revives

Dying—Says There Is

MAY NOT CURE

And Offers Services and Tre:itment Free to All Who Suffer—

of Life Appeal to Him for

Aid—Distance No Barrier to His
Healing Power

the country. And I cure because I have
at my command a power cver discase 80
great that its extent can hardly be realiz-
od. Recently 1 received this letier from
Mrs. C. M. Wesion, of Barnegat, N. J.,
which will give you an idea c¢f how my
patients rogard iy power to cure. She
writes: i

1 am so glad tobe able to tell you inat 1
am well. I can hardly realize that Iam cur-
cd. 1 had been told so many times by
doctors that my case was incurable that I
would never get avell, that I was almost
hopeless. S.il, I always felt that if ¢ i
could find a doctcr who knew how, he
could cure meg and 1 found him in
Most doctors
they know
but-when i

ficult on , they say
they are 1ncurable a r learn any-
i abcut  thém. restoration to

who know me.
really being cured
was, but they see It
ount for it. One of

has surprise
one thought I

n I told them
and cannot

the®doctcrs who attended me last wing

waslthe most surprised of all, he
thodght my heart trouble plicat-
ed bronchitis, asthma an tarrh ot
.he $omach, would surely me before
this. §So you see how death I was,
ind t you literaliy ed me from theg
grave® I also want thank you for your

personal interest
Your kind w
me a world
[' am writg

care of my case.
of encouragement did
'zood when I was so weak.
to all my friends who are

whether they nwill afimit iit orgfot, and it
is time that the geMeral p was made
aware of the facts.:

“(lases have come to me that have baf-
fled eome of the best physicians in: th
country; where one doctor has ‘said”
trouble was with the stomach, an
said heant; still another diggnesed 4
dicease or something ¢lse. But
case I was able to see the res
by memoving it I restored |
perfect health. I have
trouble to be dingnosegfas heart disease
and heart disease af rheumatism and
couniless similar instances. When these
mistakes are made, and the ‘patient is
treated for the wreng disease, how can
the sufferer hope to et well. It is as if
you tried to’cure deafne's by wearing eye-
glasses. One is just about as senaible as
the other. Buti I make a ‘careful diagnosis
of each case that comes to me and treat
the real cause.

“I have discarded the useless drugs and
medicines commonly prescribed 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 1 have perfected it after long years
of practice and experiment, I find that I
have the power to curé my patients with-
out their coming to me or my going to
them. For instance, read this letter from
the Rev. Samuel Subton, an eéminent divine
of Wilkiamsburg, Ky.. Yeu see he says:
‘I feel thankful to God that I was di-
rected to you for relief from my bodily
pains and ils. T feel sure that our Heav-
enly Father has helped and directed you
in working out the secret of power over
disease. Your efforts must be accompa-
nied by the Holy Spirit to accomplish
such miraculous cures. I know and be-
lieve that there is mothing to equal your
treatment for the nelease of suffering
ones from pain, weakness and disease. 1
wish all suffering ones knew its power to
heal as I do, since it cured me of heart
and kidney disease, catarrhl of the bladder
and themorrhoids. Dear doctor, I cannot
find words to express my ithanks to you
for your kindness to me in ridding me of
all my physical sufferings; my prayers are
that others may do as I have done—write
to you and get relief, and that you may be

n stomach

.| joyful in abundance cn this earth and in

the world to come for your faithful search
and your success in finding such a wen-
derful power that when your treatment
comes in contact with discase, dllness must
give way to health.

“My expenience
no disease I
how sevey

s proved that there is
not cure. | L do not care
e case may be, how chronie,
PGtanding, what other men have
¥ failed ito “do, or whether the pa-
has been pronounced incurable or

ot. I am just as ready to cure consump-
tion, cancer, parlysis, Bright's disease,

onganic weakness, deafness, any of the
drug «r Equor habits and otther so-called
incurable diccases as 1 am to cure stom-
ach and bewel troubles, theumatism,
nervous prostrations, blood disorders, ca-
tarrh or any of the other ills that human
flesh is heir to. I have dome so many
times over. Witheut intending to beast,
I may safely say that I treat more pa-
tients in a year than the average physi-
cian dces in a lifetime, and among these
are numbered many cf the worst cases in

them to put_themselves under
" for 1 know ycu can cure them.”
ther clergyman, the Rev. T. Hor-
D. D. of Harwocd, Tex., whom I
red of a complication of diseases, writes
to me, saying: - b

%< am much stronger and more active
Jhan I have been for yoars. I shall al-
vays thank Ged and you as his servant
{or the great tenefits you have conferred
1pon me, and shall take great pleasure in
ccommending you as one of the most
courceous, efficient, Christian gentlemen
vhom I have ever known.. I shall always
1ld myself rcady to serve you as a ben-
ficiary cf your wonderful skill. —Com-
nand 'me whenever 1 can serve you in
wnything. May God, cur corvmon Father,
preserve you long in the land of the Liv-

ill, urgi
your
«

ing.

“joben doctcrs are compelled to admit
that my power is greater than their own
xnedicines. Dr. J. C. Feather, M. D., of
Sheakleyville, Pa., was afflicted with that
terrible disease, locomotor ataxia. He
inally put himself under my care and now
#1i.es me that he is cured and can walk
vithout the crutches he carried for so
ong. I couid go on indefinitely telling
you of case after case similar to thesc,
>ut these are sufficient to prove to any
sne that I have been able to restore
Yealth in the face of what seemed certain
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-
ence. - I cure them in their own homes
just as easily and just as suvely as if I
went to them or they came to me. Dis-
tance cannot weaken the healing power I
ave. 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 410 J.; 708
Madison avenue, New York, telling me
ihé disease they suffer frcm mest, or their
principal symptoms, age, and sex, and I
will give them a course of hcme treatment
absolutely free of charge.”

“Surely you do not mean that you give
services aund treatment free to any one
merely fer the asking?”

“Yes, 1. mean-just that, 1 believe that
18 a Chrsdan it is my duty to God and
nan to help all who are in nced. ' When
[ have been given the power to cure, 1
do not believe that I have the right to
make any (ne waste his money on useless
drugs when 1 can heal him without them,
We all owe a.duty to our fellowmen. We
must all serve in ome way or another.
Where a rich man gives money, I give
ieal.h. 1 am not a mifiionaire, but F am
able to affcrd to do my share toward re- -
lieving the sufferings of mankind. And
I am especially anxicus to cure any poor
mortal who his besq told that his or her
ase is incursble, that there is no 'hope
eft on earth. Or any one who has grown
weary spending money cn drugs and doc-
{ors in a vain search fcr health. If they
will write to me and acecpt my offer,
there is nst only hopo, but an almost ab-
solute certainty that they need be sick no
longer. And it is a wdsing chav oy
power makes a letter to me do just as

much gocd as a persenal visit.”

the other extreme. Twenty pounds. He
knew ncw, what in the old days he would
have scouted as impossible, that he could

So the money would last him for twenty
weeks, nearly half a year, and surely long
before that he would have got some work.

have counselled,
Happily he had learned to rough it; the
plunge would nct Le anything like the
shock it would have Deen & year before,
and however disagrecable it might be, he
deserved no better.

cured. I must say that 1 cannot recom-
mend them too highly.

The chequo cashed,

l]e_sslyL seareely knowing how to set about i

Clé s v daoM eu's!

live on a sovereign a week. or even less. |

Yes; that was certainly what Paul would |
and that he wculd do. |

the vague purpcse in his mind, till his at.
tention was arrested by a name on a large
brass plate. It was Samuel Rousfield and
Son, He stopped. Rouscfield the conm-
tractor, the man who had wanted in his
vulgar fashion to buy Gains and with it
the privilege of entertaining ithe Grand
Duke. Faucanberg hesitated a few mo-
ments, then with a laugh at his own im-
pulse pushed open the docr, went in and
asked for Mr. Rousfield. The liveried por-

! ter handed him a .paper form on which tc
| write his mame and busincss, also hov
| much of the great man’'s valuable tim
he avalked on list- | he proposed to take up.

(To be conyinued.)
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