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—never—if you will only let me know what I can THE STOLEN NOTE.
do for him. Do you know, Doctor, 1 had begun
to think lately that something must be amiss with Except that he indulged too freely in the 
him, ho was growing so irritable. Poor dear ! how use of the intoxicating cup, John W allace was 
:uY 1... L an honest, high minded man. His onu great

wicked and thoughtless I have been. € . , , . 1.:
:. % ,, „,, : . fault hung as a shadow over has many virtues.

This then is the trouble. I shall take it for He meant well, and when he was sober he did 
granted, madam, that you know something about well, to

do nothing of the kind
I am sure lie did not, repeated Annie, 

earnestly.
How else could Bryce obtain the note but 

through him? What time does he come home, 
at night ? • A

Always at tea time. He never goes out in 
the evening.

But, father, he did not come home till ten 
o’clock the night before you went to Byrce’s. 
He had to stay in the €ffice to post books, or 
something of that kind.

How did he get in ?

He had a night key.
I must see Chandler, said I.
No harm in seeing him, added Mr. Wallace ;

I will go for him.
In a few moments he returned with the 

young man Chandler, who, in the conver- 
sation I had with him, manifested a lively 
interest to the solution of the mystery, and 
professed him-elf ready to do anything to for- 
ward my views

When did you return to the house on Tues- 
day night ?

About twelve.
Twelve, said Annie ; it was not more"than 

ten when I heard you.
The clock struck twelve when I turned tlo, 

corner of the street, said Chandler, po-iively.
I certainly heard some one in the lrout 

room at ten, said Annie, looking in astonish- 
ment at those around her.

We’re getting at something, said I, how 
did you get in?

Anybody would think, by the way he goes on, 
continued the irate woman, that I enjoyed myself 
with spasms, and cramps, and fainting fits. Any- 
body would think it was a pleasure to me to feel, 
every time i see a funeral procession, as if the 
hearse was going to stop at our door next. Oh 

yes! such a life is very enjoyable, very, indeed.
Doctor Ellis took no notice of these last words; 

the man’s eyes grew luminous, and his whole face 
declared that he considered himself master of the 
situation; and if Mrs. Stephens had not been so 
entirely taken up with her own ailments, mental 

|and physical, the honest countenance would have 

betrayed him.
You say, he began, settling himself in the large 

easy chair, and assuming a strictly professional air, 
that your husband has nothing to trouble him but 
your health ; how do you know that, Mrs. Ste- 
phens?

llow ? why how do I know anything ? By the
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GOD’S WAYS.

God speaks to hearts of men in many ways:
Some the red banser of the rising sun

Spread o’er the snow-clad hills, has taught Ilis 

praise ;
Some the sweet silence when the day is done ;

Some, after loveless lives, at length have won
His word in children’s hearts and children’s gazé:)

And some have found Him where low rafters ringi 
To greet the hand that helps, the heart that

And some in prayer, and some in perfecting
Of watchful prayer through unrewarding years.

And some not less are Ilis, who vainly sought
Ilis voice, and with his silence have been taught.

Who bare his chain that bade them to be bound. 
And, at the end, in finding not, have found.

JOHN STEPIENS’ PERICARDIUM.

physiology, and can follow me without difficulty?
Oh yes—yes, for mercy’s sake, go on.
Very well.; I find that the pericardium—
The ‘pericardium ?‘ repeated Mrs. Stephens.
You know what that is, I suppose ?
Evidently Mrs. Stephens’ anatomical knowledge 

was limited. She shook her head in despair. 
Something about the heart, isn’t it ? she asked at 
last.

Yes, the pericardium is the membraneous sac 
that hold the heart. Well, sometimes this sac—it 

is no matter about particulars, Mrs. Stephens, and

He was a batter by trade, and by industry 
ar a thrift he had secured money sufficient [to 
buy the house in which he resided, lie had 
purchased it several years before for three 
thousand dollars, paying one thousand down, 
and securing the balance by mortgage to the 
seller.

The mortage note was almo t due at the 
time circumstances mad- me acquainte d with 
the affairs of the family. But Wallace was 
ready for the day; he had saved up the money 
—there seemed to be no pos-ibility of an 
a cident. I was well acquainted wi h Wal 
lace, having done some little collecting and 
drawn up some legal documents for him. One 
day his daughter Annie came to my office in 
great d stress, declare g that her father was 
ruined, and they should be turned out of the 
house in which they lived.

Perhaps not. Miss Wallace, said I, trying 
to console her, and give the affair, whatever it 
was, a bright aspect. What has happened?

My father, she replied, had money to pay 
the mortgage on the house in which we live, 
but it is all gone now.

Has he lost it ?
I don’t know ; I suppose so. Last week 

he drew two thousand dollars from the bank

IERLOCK.
St. Andrews

Doctor Ellis suddenly came to a stand still.

evidence of my senses. Don’t I know that John H It is enough, though, for me to say that we are 
Stephens has a splendid business that looks after both passably anxious that this heart should remain 
itself, r magnificent income, and money enough to where it belongs. Mr. Stephens must be amused, 
live on the bare interest, as well as a family need He wants the opera, the lecture, the social circle, 
to live, if he never entered his office again while entertaining books—a happy home—music. You 
he has breath ? p’ay and sing, do you not, Mrs. Stephens ?
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But money isn’t everything, Mrs. Stephens, pro- On y+s—I used to, and Mrs. Stephens’ 

.ceeded the physician, with a calmness almost me- tones were so pitiful now that big Doctor 
band said to me this morning, Doctor, word for phistophelian. There are other troubles beside Ellis really and truly was obliged to wipe 
word," and the invalide, Mrs Stephens, lay bac k money troubles. How about "health,’ madam? | both his eyes and his nose. Before he was 
again on the sofa pillows, the very picture of | sllealth 2 repeated the lady with a stuile, she aware, the lachrymal duct had got the upper 

iulende-d to be sarcastic to the at degree. Ilealth, baud. Well, wry it again ; gat ateaclier, and 
Doctor Ellis ! Why, there isn’t a healthier or a But how am I going to manage my rpashis? 
sounder than than my husband in the country, sobbed the lady.
eats more iu one meal than I doin three monha. I Well, perhaps between us bad you using

Last night you see Doctor I Lal arill türm. , There is nothing the matter with your Lusb..sly u- will power, and thinking of your husband, 
8h,) L ha , I ‘I‘stomach,’ Mrs. Stephens. Dr. Ellis shaded his going out with him, and taking care of him— 

and e wan ed to come for you; ut when got face with his hand; and waited further develop- and I doing my best in my way, we may 
so be dared to leave me, he concluded then’ we’d , uni . LL: 2......................... -better let on al ‘ ments. Mrs. Stephens mistook this attempt at

ester I 5390 sleep. .... forced concealment for emotion, and immediately 
Much obliged to him, said the Doctor, with a O

1: : . ‘ assumed a sitting posture, brushed her hair awayTAMM night was the GrMtvadiuroucanogaia FewL from ler foretell, and looked piercingly into her 
have enjoyed for a week. companion’s faceNT Why do you accent the word ‘stomach’ so

Mrs. Stephens continued: This spell was the ,.
1 . c strongly. Doctor Ellis ? she inquired in anxioussame as I had the last time you were sent for . *

Doctor__tones. Mrs. Stephens was forgetting herself, and 
this the Doctor bailed as an excellent omen.

Only that I might make you understand that a 
man’s digstion could be most unexceptionable, 
and yet he be far from sound in other directions.

Then you mean to tell me that my husband is 
sick ?

i do.
Perhaps you will go still further, and say dan- 

gerously ?
If you desire it.
Oh, Doctor Ellis, how cold and unfeeling you 

are! I should think you ought to know by this 
time,—and just here Mrs. Stephens broke down 
entirely, and sobbed as if her heart would break.

Ought to know what, Mrs. Stephens ? inquired 
the Doctor, with uncalled-for deliberation.

|You ought to know—to know—that my—my 
huband’s health and life are of a good deal more

:consequence to me than my own.

"Now I am going to tell you just what my hus-

misery. The family physician, who was called onOTICE
an average to the Stephens mansion three hund- 
red and sixty times a year, drew a chair close to 
the couch, and waited quietly for his patient to 
open her book of complaints.

Tile young man smiled, as he glanced 
Annie, and said :

On arriving at the door I found that Ii
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and lent it to Mr Bryce for ten days.
Wlisis Mr. Bryce?k
He is a broker. * My fathergot acquainted

had
lost my night key. At that moment a watch- 

with him through George Chandler sho man happened along, [and I told him my 
boards with us and who is Mr Bryce’s clrk

Dues Mr. Bryce refu-e to pay it ?
He saya he has paid it.
Well, what is the trouble then ?
Father says he has not paid it.
Indeed! But the note will prove that he the parler at ten, tolessit was Byrce or one 

has not paid it. Of course you have the | of his accomplices ? Hle must have taken the 
key from your pocket, Mr. Chandt-r. and

si dation. Ile knew me, and taking a ladder 
from, an unfinished house opposite, placed it 
agunst one of the second story windows, and 
1 entered in that way.

Good! Now who was it that was heard in

a’le to subdi • them ; but you must remember 
this, madam—do not let Mr. Stephens have 
the faintest suspicion that you think anything 
is the matter with him; and above all, do not 
treat him like an invalid. Just amuse him.| 
and all that you know just as you used to i 
when you were first married.

Another series of sobs from Mrs. Stephen".
The Doctor arose to go. Fis patient had 

entirely forgotten that he had left no pre-1 
scription.

About tea. Doctor ? she asked as he pre- 
pared to leave. Do you think it very burt- 
ful?

As an occasional tonie, I have no objection 
to tea: but as a daily beverage, madam, it is 
an invention of the d vil. Good morning.

John Stephens sought his home that eve. 
ning with a „Leavy heart. His wife he be 
lived a confirmed invalid, or hypochondriac 
—it mattered little which ; one was as bad as 
the other. His remonstrances and pleadings, 
had proved of no avail; he was doubtful even 
whether his wife loved him. H- opened the 
door softly with his latch key. This had be- 
come habituai ; seldom did the gentleman 
show himself to his wife until after the dinner 
bull had summoned the family to the dining I 

room.
A strain of musie met and transfixed him 

or: the very threshold. Abt’s beautiful song 
was being rendered, and his wife was the mu 
sician He was just in time to hear,—

“The cyes that cannot weep
Are the saddest eyes of all.”

For a full year this charming voice had 
been as silent as the grave.

Company, perhap-, lie muttered. Curios, 
ity overcame him. Ile opened the parlor 
door and peeped in. There was Mrs. John 
Stephens, becomingly attired, all alone. as en 
thu-iastie over the fine rendition of a piece of 
music as he had ever seen her.

CIIINES.
No. Mr B yce has it.
1 Then of course he has paid it.

stolen the note from the secretary. At any 
rate I will charge Liu with the crime, let 
what may happen. Perhaps he will confess 
when hard pushed.

Acting upon this thought, I wrote a law- 
yer’s letter—demand against you, etc.—which 

money, The mortgage, he says, must be paid was imm diately sent to Mr. Byres. Caution- 
tomorrow, ing the parties not to speak :of the affair, I

Very singular. Was your father—I hesi- dismissed them.

: SHOULD IIAV E 
Weed Sewing 
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I suppose he has, or he could not have the 

note.
What does your father say ?

"A slight norvous attack," broke in the physi- 
ci in,” “nothing more.”

Well, it don’t make any difference what you 
e Jl it, it was mighty hard to bear ; I ut let me te l 
you what my husband said first. Doctor, b fore we 
go into symptoms. When he was going down t. 
break fast, he says to me, ‘Kate, what shall I send 
you up?"

Says I, ‘I don’t want anything but a strong cup 
of tea. Tell Bridget to send it up in the little 
tei-pot.’ I saw. Doctor, that he didn’t move after 
I said this, so I turned and looked up at him, and 

such a picture of rage and disgust 1 never saw in 
my life Finally, says he. Tea! tea! tea! its 
nothing but tea from morning till night. Kate, 
says he, you are the color of a chinaman now. 
Why don’t you order a good piece of beefsteak, 
and a slice of brown bread, and a cup of choco- 
late ; that would be a sensible breakfast !

Hu is positive that he never received the

§ STOOP, 
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Ifor Sale.
tated to use the upleasant word which must 
have grate d harshly on the ear of the sensitive I 
girl. Mr Bryce says father was not quite 
right when lie paid him, but not v ry bad

Iwill see your father.
He is coming up here in a few moments —

I thought I would see you first and tell you 
the factsibefore he came

I do Dot 8: a how Boyce could have obtain- 
ed the note unless he paid the money. Where 
did your father keepi?

He gave it to the, and I put it into the secre 
tary.

Bryce came.
W II. sir, what have you got to say to me? 

he asked stiffly.
A claim on the part of John Wallace, for 

two thousand dollars, I repli-d, poking over 
my papers and appearing supremely ind ffer 

est.
Paid it, he said, short as pie crust.
Have you ? said I, looking him sharply in 

the eye
The rascal quailed. IBsaw that he was a 

villain.
|Nevertheless, if within an hour you do not

‘sale his Property at 
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Who was in the room when you put it into pay the two thousand, and one hundred dual
the secretary? Iare for the trouble and anxiety you lave CAUS-Ab, indeed, interrupted the physician, with an 

elevation of his busky eyebrows, immensely sug- 
gestive of a contrary opinion, as well as several 
excellent reasons for said opinion.

Doctor Ellis, will you be kind enough to tell me 
what’s the matter with my husband?

Mrs. Stephens was now on her feet—tears all

But John, says I, you forget that I an sick and 

have no appetite. I was all ready to cry, but I 
was determined that he shouldn’t have the satis- 
faction of seeing the tears fall.

Forget, says be; forget ? I wish to Heaven I 
could forget! Its nothing but grunt and groan 
from one year’s end to the other ! I have lost all 
patience with you, says he. When we lived in 

part of a house, and you did your own house- 
work, you were as well and happy as anybody, 
and no man ever had a pleasanter little home than

Mr. Bryce, George Chandler, my father ed my client, at she end of the I* half Lue 
and myself, you will be lodged in jail, to answer a crimi-

nal charge.The conversation was here interrupted by 
the entrance of Wallace. Ile looked lean and 
haggard, as much the effect of anxiety as from

What do you mean ?
I mean what I say. Pay, or take the con- 

sequences.
It was a bold charge, and if it had been an 

honest man 1 should not have dared to make

I have paid thefmoncy. I tell you, said he. 
1 have got the note in’ ms possession.

Where did you get it ?
I got it when I paid the—
When you teloniously entered the house 

of John Wallace on Thursday night at 10 
o’clock, and took the said note from the secre- 
tary.

You have no proof, said he, grasping a chair 

for support.
That is my lookout. I have no time to lose. 

Will you pay, or go to jail ?
He saw the evidence I had was against his 

denial, and lie drew his chieck on the spot for 
twenty+obe lundreddollsie, sid, after begg- 
ing the not to meniOD the iflair, he sneaked 
of

I cashed the click and lesteted to WI 
lace’s louse. The reader may judge with 
what satisfaction he received it, and how re- 
juiced were Artie and her lover. Wallace 

is siete d that 1 should tale the one ltn died 
for n y trou! le, but I wa magnntitmous er ough 
to keep only twenty. Wallace signed the 
pledge and was ever after a ten perate tnsti. 
Hle died a few months ago, leaving a hand- 
some property to Chandler and Lis wife the 
marriage having taken place shortly after the 
.bove narrated circumstances occurred.

he debauch from which he was recovering
She has told you about it, I suppose, said 

he, in a very low tone.
She has.
I pitied him, poor follow ; for two thousand 

dollars was a very large sum for him to accu 
malate in his little business. The loss of it 
would make the future look like a desert to

JAMES ORR, Jr. 
on the pre :. wiped away, eyes flashing with resentful spirit, and 

only a little quiver of the lip, to show how deep a 
wound the kind heart in her bosom had sustained.

There she stood, reproachfully, defiant, deter- 
mined, womanly. The doctor was delighted, and
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John Stephens; but what have I now to leave, or ,.... 
come back to? and this Doctor, is what he ended such an bonest face it was, that he carried round

• with him from door to door, from sunrise to sun- 
set, every day in the year, that it was a mighty 
hard matter to keep it from an immediate betrayal 

culpable than most of the men who stagger thro of the whole purpose..
, ,1 ,i Mrs. Stephens, said he, you have no cause tothe streets; because the majority of those poor! , *.:t:.,

be alarmed. If I can only get your cooperation in his heart.
Three months after this, the cure wes so

What does this mean, Kate? he asked, 
with outstreached arms

That I have given up tea, and am going to 
try hard and be well ! 1 guess my voice will 
all cme back, John.

I guess so, lie replied, folding her tight to

him. It would be a misfortune which one 
|must undergo to appreciate it.

What passed between you on that day?
Well, I merely stepped into his office—it 

was only the day before yeserday—to tell 
him not to forget to have the money for the to 
morrow. Hle took me into hisback office, and 
as I sat there, he said he would get the money

up with,—
Kate, says he, you are nothing more nor less

than a drunkard ! and in the sight of God, more
:HOTEL,

hen ND 
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devils have some sort of an excuse for their con- . 2,... ..,
1 this business, I feel certain that I shall able to.

duct, and you haven’t the slightest. You have a , RR 1.1 
, 1 L 1:1.111, make a well man of your husband in a few months,
luxurious home, a husband doing his level best to nt the longest : but true as I sit here before of the wLole thing; and there is no 
make you happy—everything under the light of: Al the longest i\but.asrse 48
the sun to please you, and yet you will persist in you, I cannot ‘0this a one. : , 
swilling tea. Yes, Doctor, ‘swilling’ was the word I Why have I not been informed of this before?
he used - boo! hoo! Loo! Ob dear me! to think broke in Airs. Stephens, imperiously. , , 

1 should ever have lived to have heard such dread- € Who was there to in form you, mix am’? 3 our 
ful language out of my husband’s mouths; and then husband does not know his condition, and I should
1 :. 1 , Areally like to be told when you have been suffi-says he—‘and making me as miserable a wretch as-, reany .

walks the earth. ciently calm to hear ail that was neckssary for you

Pretty plain talk, interrupted the Doctor, with toktow? . .
But, Doctor Ellis, I should think you ought to

have understood that my own health and comfort

radical, that Doctor Ellis made a clean burst ready the next day. He then left me and
heard himword or went to the front office where

A le.
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Snd George out to the bank to draw a ch ek 
of two the usand del ars ; so I supposed he was 
going t. pay me then.

Ilad you the note with you?
No, now I remember, he said he supposed 

I had not the noe wi 4 m", or he would pay 
it I told I would come the next day, and 
would have it ready ; that was yesterday.— 
When I came to look for the note it could 
not be found. Annie and I have hunted the 

house all over.
You told Bryce so?
I did. Inglaughed and showed his note, 

with Gia signature crossed over with ink, and 
a punch hole through it.

It is platine, Mr. Wallace, that he paid you 
the money £.8 alleged or be obtained tradulent 
possession of the note, and intends to ch-a 
you out of the amount

He has never paid me, he replied firmly
‘I hen he obtain: d fraudulent possession of 

the note. What sort of a person is this Chand- 
ier who boards with you?
A One young man. Bless you, he would

set of words that can provoke so hearty a laugh 
in the happy home of the Stephens as this 
physiologically scientific one.—

Pericardium.

The following is a touching epitaph:
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Stranger pause—My tale attend. 
And learn the cause Of Hannah’s end.

* Across the world The wind did blow.
She ketched a cold What laid her hw.
We shed a quart Of tears "tis true. 
But life is short—Aged 82

|A WITTY COMPILENT.—So witty a com- 
pliment is rarely made as that of Sydney 
Smith’s to his friends Mrs. Tighe and Mrs.

a shrug of his broad shoulders.
Obyes, sobbed the victim, and so awfully coarse 

and unkind. If I had a spell, and died there be- 
fore his ve y face, I don’t believe he would have 
cared a snap of his finger. I tell you. Do for Elis, 
there is such a thing as a man getting hardened.

Evidently, replied the physician, with a laconi- 
cism absolutely painful.

Bui my husband has nothing in the world to 
trouble him but just my poor health ; and I am 
sure I can’t help that. This remark was more in: 
a swer to her companion’s tone and manurae than

are nothing, compared to my husband’s. Mrs Ste- 
phens was weeping again. There is no sacrifice I 

would not make for him.
Carious creatures ! muttered the Doctor ; de-

ilighttal bundive of coy traductions low the mis- Cuffe : -AI, there you are —the cuff that 
chief should I know, Mrs. Stephens, how much every one would be glad to wear, and the lie 
you care for your husband ? I am sure you have that no one would loose‘
spent the last half Lour complaining about him.-- -----------------•••••---------------------
Is that the way women generally testify their re- Here is the latest description of a kiss : "Twas 
gard for their husbands? night. A real couple stood in the pale, cold moon

Oh, don’t. Doctor Ellis, please don’t, pleaded beans Their lips touched, and there was a sound

Ladies in delicate health should go to Col- 
orado The case of Mrs Prather of Golden 
City shows the wonderful restorative i fleets 
f the climate. She could not evensue P her 
room when they lived in Ohio, but in less 
ban a year after her arrival in the territory, 
he class 4 her bu band a mile at d a quarter 

with a pitchfork.

& Son’s" best Stout

Dub in Porter, quarts
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lason igle word that had accil "tally escaped. ..., 
Ii:s and this the D tor felt the terrified woman. will tie ver complain again like a cow hauling her boot out of the mud."
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