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THE SATURDAY

- “WConfess! What bave I to confesst You
- sawall” > : !

“It;does not relate to this crime attempted |

on me, but another one.” |
- do not understand you.”

© *“You understand me only oo well, Thisis |-
. not yotur first visit to this house, for one night

ton years ago you came here. You climbed
up, as you did to-night, in this very room.

“You came here,” continued. g

%

y “and |
- you saw & man at the secretary with his back | |
~ turned. He did not hear you. Your two |-

him stronger than you had thought, in your

foar you shot* him, and then you left with |

your pockets filled with his money. Larou-
ette was dead and you were his assassin.”
tb:wgpmypu? ‘What aro you?’ gnabed

: “Confess your crime, Here is M. De ngne- -

magistrate, and M. Lacroix, and they

» both hear you. Confess, if you wish that they -

. have mercy for you later.”
“Tell me, first, who are you?” ¢
“You did not know me. It is true they
ught me dead. Remember one whom you
commenced to hateduring the war, when you
were courtmartialed and condemned for your
treachery, when you were Mathias Zuber.
Do you remember now?” i
. -“Laroque! Laroque!” said he, falling on his

knees, which refused longer to support him, |- ]

which movement brought him besid8 :the
mannikin which Roger had made to receive
‘| “Roger Laroque, alter ten years!”
| All regarded this trembling wretch. He
was bub too clearly the assassin. Pale, hag-
gard and frightened, he was an object of the
most abject terror. Yet Roger needed Iis
admission that he was the criminal. Luver-
san saw his poignard on the floor, and ina
second he seized it and before Tristot could
prevent he had plunged it into hisown breast.
. *Thé blood poured out of the horrible wound
‘08 he lay stretched upon the floor.

bkl

' “Dead!” murmured Roger, with a move-

” ment of despair. =
‘The two magistrates knelt by him.  Hewas
notdead. . : &
“‘Hestill lives,” said M. Lacroix. ‘““Weémay
. yetsave " :

_-;;Be will die within five minutes,” said Piv-
o DTS
“Speak! speak!” said M. De Lignerolles,
<5 {he name of God, before whom you must
sova appear.” -
eaning over the form of Luversan, hardly
breatl:ing, Roger listened. i
i “Liilled Larouette, and Laroque is inno-
cent, Ididit for vengeance, but I am not
ze only guilty one; I had an accomplice.”
And hero the feeble voice stopped, and Lu-
wersan mld!Yl .
«How dare I ask your -forgiveness?” said
‘M. Lacroix, with ec#tion.
: “And I,” said 8. do Lignerolles, “have
much to atono for, and, please God, I will at
least Lo tho means of restoring your good
.and honorable name,” § s
. “All is forgiven,” said' Roger.. “You
tioughs, vou were doing your duty. All Iask
is tho roestaration of my good name, for my
«child’s sike. - Alas! you cannot restore my
poor, broken-hearted wife.” = * :
* Whilo they srere talking. Tristot stepped to

' the window to wipo his eycs, and as he

looked out they wandered mechanically to-
werds that little balcony whero the unhappy
young motlier gaw tho fearful sight disclosed
B e Loty e
som¢ uapon cony wi
Foung hi?gmd child bad stood on that
fatal night ten years before. The moon
~ shone through a rift in the waving branches
* of the chestau$ tross, and Tristot felt sure
that he sow tho white, upturned face of a
| woman, and in that one .brief moment he
. thought it looked like that of the unhappy
woman whose deati1 was so deplorable.
: Ho did nob believe in ghosts or the re-
embodiment of spirits, or be would have
been afraid; as it was he gavo a half articu-
late cry and sprang through the open win-
. dow and from thero to the ground, some six
or seven feet, and in an instant was speeding
across tho lawn that Roger had newly trim-
med and restored to its former beauty, for it
grieved Lim to. the heart to see the placo
which was sacred to him by a thousand en-
dearing memories so neglected and forgotten.
Tristot, in o few leaps, had crossed the little
spaco and with the agility of a monkey he
“climbed up ore of tho columns which sup-
ported the balcony, and when there he found
-tho inanimate body of the poor young wife
who had been supposed dead so many years,
. Assoon as he satisfled himself that Henri-
ette was not dead he gave a peculiar whistle,
which caused Pivolot to suddenly turn to the
window, as if it were a sign which he well
. knew, and he answered it by jumping incon-
tinently out upon the sward and rushing to
Tristot, who said in a whisper:
“Bring the rest and lights quick and take
_care Lavoque is kept away from this woman”
until I givo the signal. If Tam not greatl
mistaken it is the lost wife,” 5 s
[To be Continued.]

Keep'in Good Humor.

The injunction applies not only to the
mental but the physical welfare. Salt
rheum, erysipelas, and all obstinate
hupmors of the blood are perfectly curable
by Burdock Blood Bitters.

A High Valuation.

“If there was only one bottle of Hag-
yard’s Yellow Oil in Manitoba I would

ive one, hundred dollars for it,” writes

hilip H. Erant, of Monteith, Manitoba,
after. having used it for a severe wound
and for frozen' fingers, with, as he says,
“astonishing good results.”

On the Platform.

Public speakers and singers are often
troubled with sore throat and hoarseness
and are liable tosevere bronchial attacks
which might be prevented and cured by
the use of Hagyard’s Pectoral Balsam—

- the best throat and Idng remedy in use.

. Beveral persons perished by the explo-
sion of a petroleum works at Dunkirk,
France, on Weduesday.

for you.” |

| thy feels as if th

BRIGHTEST AND BEST.

Brightest and best of the

of tho morning,
‘Dawn on our darkness lend us thine aid;
Star of the east, the horizon adorning,
Guide where our infant Redecmerss laid.
Saidon T Sl o e e shining, .

Saviour of all.

Say, shall ye yield him in costly devotion,
Odors from Edom or offerings divine,

Myrrh from the forest.or gold from the mine?
‘Vainly wo offer each ampler oblation,
Vainly with glfts would his favor secure.
Richer by far is the heart’s adoration,
Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor.
—Old Hymn.

ONE CHRISTMAS,

' BY OLIVE HARPER.

est critter that ever lived, I swan to man!
Heré's her father dead, and she left with
all that brood of her stepmother’s young
ones; and instead of sendin’ em to their
grandfather she ups and says she is goin’
to support ’em herself. She won’t get my
Jabez if that's her idee, for I'll just put
my foot down.” -

“Martha is a likely girl.”

“Phere’s three gals and a boy baby, and
they hain’t ‘no call nor claim on her.
There’s them as would make her a good,
forehanded provider, but no man won’t
take a hull family on his hands to onct.
It's bad enough marrying widders, but
nobody wants a lot of sickly young ones
a-eating up all the substdnce ofe a farm.
No, indeed!”’ . -

* “Wall, yon know, Mrs. Hemphill, Mar-
ren hes as good a
right as herselfto the farm; they was her
father’s.” ;

“Yes; but he didn’t make no will, and
the farm and the settin’ out was all Mar-
thy’s own mother’s, 5o nobody can’t dis-
pute her claim. Besides, what does aslip
of a girl like that know 'bout carryin’ on
a farm, I'd like to know?"’

“It's too bad; but, as you say, she’ll

‘am greatly exercised for her, and I'll ask
the sisterhood to make her a subject of an

Pringle as she gave g little sigh, and
folded up her kitting to take her seat at
Mzrs. Hemphill’s well filled tea table, for
she had ridden over to spend the after-
noon and have a good visit.

Jabez, Mrs. Hemphill's only son, and
his fathér came in and took their accus-

ment that he delivered his ‘‘amen.”
manly virtues.

very often.

half sigters and baby brother.

tory. churning, and her pretty face was
wrinkled into a frown :and her cheeks

et a suspicion of tears not far off.
She jerked the dasher with vindictive
little movements, as if she wished she had.
someo particular person under the dasher,
and withal it did seem. as if that butter
was bewitched. :
. &I don’t wender it won't come,” said
Marth®, at last.. ‘‘Hateful old thing! As
if I depended upon her, or as if I wanted
her ‘Jabez.’ 1 guess I can manage &
farm; at any rate, I must try, for with
God’s help I will take care of these poor
little children. Addie canhelp take care
of the others—and I think she is cruel—
Oh!”

or invitation.

pay me for my work."’

.Martha had intended to be very digni-
fled and cold, and to show that she adid
not need the advice, assistance nor the
Jove of any of the Hemphill family, after
the visit that Mrs, Hemphill had made,
and remembering all that she had said;
but in the presenceof Jabez all this heroic
resolution passed away like mist before
the gunshine, and instead of her dignified
reserve she put her two plump little hands
before her fuce and began to sob and ery.

Of course Jahez was instantly dis-
tressed to such a: extent that he dropped
the dasher into the churn and spraug to
Martha's side; and there hg knelt, and

“That there Marthy Avery is the foolish-

wiped away her tears, and sm'
curly tendrils of her hair; and
knew it his strong arm was a
waist and he had kissed her.

In o feyw* minutes she rect
calm, but” her dignity had P
was only a weak woman af

Low ljes his head y i stall
Ange{slfsdore him in sl?mm mogthc ¥ | was striving to do her plain ¢
‘and Monarch and

tried to free herself from the st.
arms that held her in so close an
- | forting a clasp; for, poor child, 1
-was only a week dead! 56
“Don’t, Jabez,"” was all she eo,

‘And why not, Martie? W

| “Oh, dear! Oh, Ji
this is not possible.’’

“And why not, Martie? A Hver
were able to talk I have known yoi
loved you; ani all my life I bavebeen

‘| me, too, haven't you? Well, then, why
isn’t it possible, please tell me?!” =

“Haven’t you heard? Don’t you know?
Jabez, I feelas if it is my solemn duty to

| not let them suffer. Father left nothing
| but the farm; there was always

enough for us all, and I must try to do
the best I can for them. And your—you
—1I think we had better not seeeach other
any more, for’’—

| willing to throw me off for 4he sake of
those c! who have no earthly claim
upon you. You could send them to their
poor old grandfather, but- you prefer to
shoulder the burden yourself; and destroy
all your dreams of happiness; and devote
all your life to them, and forget the life

" Giems from the mountain or pearls from the ocean, | long love I've had for you?™

“Tt is my duty, Jabez.”

“And youare willing to saerifice all to
them, and they may turn out ui teful
or wicked; and you know me, and that I
l‘ggrne you dearly, little Martie, and always

“T can't help it, Jabez. Ican't see it
in the same light. I feel as if the hand of
the dead lay upon me, and I must obey.
Besides, I do it becaunse I feel it is right.
'?on’t t,x’mkev it harder for me than it is,

abez.

“Martie, my little wife.”’

trying to deserve you. You have loved

A

" | take care of these poor little children, and'

‘“There, that's just enough. You are

H! iIEIEVI s
s'pose said s..
Jabez, for the nea.

| T s’pose he asked Lucinu,

“Oh, what on earth <hall 1.
such a8 good boy, and to throw ..
away sol”’ giics ’ ;
““Well, if yon told+er your mind in the
same way you tell it to me'I don’t blame
Marthy a bit for gittin’ mad.”? 7 .
At this junctures Mrs. Hemphill gave
way to tears, until the noise of wheels on
the gravel outside aroused them both, and
they looked out to see Jabez and Martha
both looking very happy in the buggy,
and Martha was not in ‘mourning, and
something glittered on her wedding fin-
ger. " (I8 2 % ¥ s A
“Mother, father, let me introduce to
you Mrs. Martha Hemphill. I hope you
willke pleased to form her acquaint-

‘Pleased ain’t no word, Jabez,” said
his mother, who caught happy lithe
Martha in her rather long arms, and the
father shook Jabez’'s hands like pump
handles, while he tried hard to speak
without tears. : g

After a while everything was explained,
and it was a merry Christmas dinner
to which they all sat down the next
day. Mrs, Hemphill, Sr., said she was
thankful above everything that Martha
had upheld her principle, and she added
sotto voce, and saved her from that awful

find how hard it is to manage a farm. I £

address to the throne of grace,’” said Mrs, -

«T would be very happy so, Jabez; but | “‘fambly.”
I know your mother never would con- ;
sent, and I couldn’t bear to cause a dis-

agreement in your family.”
‘I can manage

CH{ISTMAS MORNING.:

Fasen s
tha.t, Martie, if you will Keeh blew the wind across the naked wold, %,: (

Glimmered the snow fields white.

agree to be my wife next Monday. We Aweary with longing, doubt and pain, 7“

will go over to Wilkesbarre toget married | ~ 1 watched the silent night.

R -

there quietly, and return and: settle down ; & i £
at once into a mew edition of Darby and | Ab,me! Joy comes and goes, but Sﬂﬁlﬂ/nm!nl:
~

Joan. What do you say?”’

My days shall comfort bring;

- ; But hark! Upon the frosty wigter.gi
Poor little Martha hung her head, and | “iyy By iermiag oni wigtergir

reflected as well as she could. Mother . 3 _ﬂ“;’ g
and father were both dead, and she had | And, like s guilty ghost-af breath of dawn, o
no one- to advise or counsel her; all she | My coward moanings fly; T3 e
could do was to let him have one swift | Ectioesagain th' ring song that woke

glance from her downeast eyes, which was | Beneath Judeassky. - . e

all the answer heneeded.

¢y THOUGHT YOU LIKED MARTHY!”

tomed places, and the father asked a very
long blessing, and reached his hand out
and captured a biscuit at the same mo-

Jabez was a handsome, frank youn,
fellow, who werked very hard and lfml ngo guardianship completely? Answer yes,

vices, but who possessed & fair share of

He found time, somehow, after the mul-
tifarious duties on a farm were done, to
study, and to slip over to the Avery farm

Meanwhile, Martha was working, as it
her life depended upon it, over a refrac

without question.”

“Why certainly. Since we''—

«“Al] right. Now I must really go, for
there’s a thousand things to do. You
will be there?’ and as she answered yes,
he caught her plump little, form to his

Heing a steady and handsome young heart again, and kissed her again for
fellow, his “mother naturally looked on
him. with pride, and now she felt that she about his ‘chores,” with a light heart, for

yas doing her AUty 40 & sch-action oo | be loved Mortio traly and well, and. he

Martha’s part as adopting her three little

goodby; and ho leaped the fence at a
bound, and in a fesv minutes was at home

now saw his way to happinéss with the
one girl he loved. b

Sunday he went away in the morning,
and was gone all day, and only returned

4 ~~~T For every peal with jubilant refrain,
The us tells. .
—Louise Both-Hendrikson.

The Mummers of Scotland.
The mummers, guisers or guizards oc-
cupied ‘a prominent place in all Christmas

land, and this form of Christmas amuse-

Roman Saturnalia. In 1377 there were
mummers on Christmas Eve in London.
Later masking, or ‘“‘mummifig,” was for-
bidden by royal edict. An old piece of
verse anent the mummers reads:

To shorten winter'd’s

See where the folks with gladness
. Disguised are all a-coming,

One long embrace, and one shy, sweet "Right wantonly a-mumming, - -
klss‘ ‘Pmtiﬁed this silent Pmmmdr;ss ; g . Fala.
ut on that pretty lilac Martie, | ; d =
Monday morning, and meet, mo at 8| Tiomt yfmtﬁ‘ﬂm o ts are lasting,
o’clock just beyond the Swayle brook, and | " With revels and with wassails
in one hour We will be one, and say noth- | " Make grief and care our vassals,
ing to. #V‘i{lwy' Oh, yei;iﬁ;x;e other | <= Fala. P
ing. you trust the c! n to me P
to'bring up? W1l yon give them into my ‘"gg:i"“‘h = "ﬁg mﬁg" G
it

== And sullen age is hated, .
That misth would have abated, - - »
s " Fala. ey

S Cl;rlstmas Comedy.

observances in the early history of Scot- |

Skinner’s CarpetWarehouse.

MY FALL STOCK

1S"0PENED AND READY FOR INSPECTION.
‘Manufacturers , only, Custo

ment was evidently a survival from the

in time for supper.
After the table was cleared, and Mrs.

flamed erimson, and little sparks of anger
seemed to shoot from her eyes that had

Hemphill sat down to rest, with a clean
pocket handkerchief folded over her knees,
to save her black silk dress, and her Bible
in her hands, for she always hcld her

Bible thus evéry Sunday evening, though
no .one could remember ever seeing her
read in it, Jabez arose from his seat and

walked up and down the room in silence.
His mother watched him uneasily.
At last he spoke:

«Mother, I'am thinking of getting mar-
?
ried.” :

It was out at last! :

Her fear was well placed, and the shock

was great.

“Mother, how would you like Lucinda

Rosencrants for a daughter?”

This exclamation was brought forth by
the sudden sight of Jabez, as he sprung
over the fence and walked into the well
kept kitchen without a word of warning

He walked directly up ‘to Martha and Pretty enoug
clasped both of his hands around hers as
she held tl;: ‘“‘dasher,”” and said cheerily:

“Well, Martic, how are you? Here, you 3 H B
sit dow1’1 and let me do this, and i oan things that Mrs. Hemphill abhorred, it is
look at you all the while, and that will

* In all her imaginings she had never let
her fancy run riot to an extent that couid
have permitted Lucinda Rosencrants to
enter her head as the possible choice of
her son. ey,
, bué coarse and ignorant;
daughter of two idle,-dissolute parents;
lazy and slovenly herself, and fond of
dancing and party going, and allthe very

no wonder that she sat pale and shocked
and speechless. - ; i

Of -all the girls that she knew, or had
ever heard of, Lucinda was the Jast one
that she would have chosen, and she could

Mrs. Porter gives M Porter a gentle
hint that she would like a sealskin sack
for her Christmas.

are,

not bear it.

. She gets a sealskin handbag, and her

«J—J thought you liked Marthy,” she {nnocent husband can’t imagine what she

said, tremulously.

«] do like Martha; but you said so | __..

much”’—
] rather you'd a picked her out”’—
¢iShe refused me.”’

is crying for.
o= . e T e RIS
Christmas.
As_commemorating the birth of the
founder of the Christian religion, it is a

«Refused you! I guess you're as good | religjous feast. But in the popular ap-
as she any time. Any gal ought tobe | prehension its religious character has

proud to get you.”’

been superseded by its social and char-

“She did not think so, and her refusal | jtahle significance. It has become the
did not hurt me long. What do yOU | feast of good fellowship in the highest

think of T.ucinda?"’

sense—good fellowship with a religious

“QOh, Jabez, don’t ask. I never can | ganction. Nominally it is the birthday of
give in to your marrying info that awful | the founder of Christianity. Practically
family. Just think of what a set they | i is the day of St. Nicholas, the feast of

.and_Lucinda’ll be just the same. | ganta Claus, the patron of all children.—

There ain’t another gizl that can hold a | garper's Weekly

candle to Marthy if it wasn’t for them

there children.”’

United State: Postage Stamps.

“She gaye them all away yesterday, I The United States has been, iR onik

heard, to a guardian.”

“Jabez, don’t you think you could
change her resolution? Ye ain't bopnd to

Lucindy; be ye?’’

.
“You know, mother, I never break my

word.”’
Mrs. Hemphill groaned.

«pd rather you had a tooks Marthy
with ten young uns to feed and raise than

-

doubt, the most prolific of all countries in
the world in the issue of postage stamps,
having put forth over 500 different varie-
ties altogether. The.number of distinct
varieties issned by the various govern-
ments throughout the world is variously
estimated, but 5,000 would probably cover
the whole.—Chicago Herald. o

POOR DOCUMENT

. anterbury Street.

#Call and examine it= "

b 2 ety Sl s he

rely on getting

As I buy from

House-Furnishing Goods.

First-Class Goods at the Lowest Prices.
A. O. SKINNER. _

Cheﬂbiners, W,
Sideboads,

BIRCH, ASH, CHERR
bes, Bookcases and Desk

JOXELIN

MOHAIR and SILK

Racks, &ec., &e. Rattan and

Carpet Rockers. Also, a complete assortni t of
s CHEAP GOO Firh

: CALL, EXAMINE AND COMPARE. |
WEITH,

98 TO 27 _CHARLOTTE STREET.

FRAN

BOOTS, SHOES = SLIPPERS

CIS & VAUGHAN,

19 KING STREET.

To be found,in the City.

FRANCIS & VAUG

Are now Showing a Splendid Assortment of

Ladies’ and Gents Boots ahd Shoes,

In all the Teading American Lines. <
ALSO THE BEST SELECTED STOCK OF

Boys, Youths', Misses' and Children’s Boots

AN,

KING STREET.

nager.

mers can

FURNITURE
ALL CLASSES! ALL PRICES! -

: PARLOR SUITS:

HAIR CLOTH, 'I‘Al-"]ETR‘Yf BAW 1g’}‘Iﬁlg,lJ'BROCA'.'I.‘ELLIE}

BEDROOM SETS:

Y, WALNUT and MAHOGANY. ;

s, Musie Cabinets,
Chairs,

.

¥

Maritime Lead & Saw Works.
(RON, STEEL * GENERALMETAL MERCHANT

e ARG e
. Manufacturer,
OFFICE AND WAREHOUSE, Robertson's New Buildisg, -

Cor. Mill and Union Streets.
WILLIAM GREIG, M




