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‘ Thunk God that 1 cun spenk to you-~before I die,” ha suid fuintly.

Then in & voice of despuir Joseph cried, * Gaspard! Guspurd !
You are not going to die!  You cannot, you will not die and leuve
me, und lcave Rign, and our poor uncle !  Oh, no! oh, no 1"

And Gaspard replied quietly, gently, * Yes, littlo brother, I must
die. It 18 tho will of our good God and—1Ho knows best.”

*“Ha 18 not good f Ho takes you from us ! eried tho younger, in
such u distraction of unguish, that he knew not what he way saying.
“ But you will not die!” It ix only that you are fumnt. Lot me bind
up your wounds—"’

** No—--but water,” gasped the dying man; and Joseph, snatching
off lug hat, brought some in a moment from a trickling stream that
flowed along the wall of rock besse them. From the palm of his
hand he ponred it nlmost drop by drop between the pale lips parted to
recave it.  And Guspard was greatly revived. His eye brightened :
he looked steadfastly au his brother with a gazo which controlled tho
latter.

* Listen,” ho suid- -his voice, though very weak, sounding clear
and distinet.  ** Little brother. I nm dying-"and that I may die in
pence you must muke me a promise.”

“ Auything ! You know I will do anything !—but let me—"'

Humun help wonld be vain,” interrupted Gaspard. 1 am glad
thut only you are with me. Thank God, the others—are spared—
secing me die.  You must benr it. I donot suffer. 'I'he shock of the
tnll  parslyzed sensation.  Since 1 regained - conscionsness I have
had tine to pray and think. Life is going  fast now. Listen.”

Ho punsed to gather strength, then resmmed, * Joseph, my uncle is
old- Iiga is very young. Yonm must take my place. When time has
healed Riga's grief for me, try to love and warry her. I wish it—for
both your sukes—und our uncle's.”

1 promise,” said Joseph eagerly.

* No I bind you by no pronnse m this. Do but try--when the
timo comes.  Ask God's will.  But the promse -Joseph. I ask- -what
you— will think—u hard thing -to forgive one—-whomn—jyon will feel
-~—to bo an enemy. But you are strong—and ycu are true. I can
trust you. Keep my rosnry -alwaye about you—to remind you—of
ny dying- -ontrenty—~to forgive—the unhappy man—-who is the cause
—of my death.” '

“Murde.ed! You are murdered " cried Joseph. in a horror so
iplg;lso that his whole frame quivered convulsively, und his face grew
ivid.

** Struck - -in sudden blind frenzy,” said Gaspard.  * He did not—
mean— o kill me.”

“ But who 2 demanded Joseph in a voice almost marticulately
hoarse. *“ Al I know 1" he exclaimed the next instant. * He who
wus your rival 1"

Yes poor Colenso,” answered the failing vaoice, which came to his
ear us from a long way off, ncross a snrging sen -the gea of blood that
was surging through Ins throat and head in nn all but suffocating
tide. I tell yon- - that you may—-know the truth. But—you must
not tell 1t -except to- the padre. Let it—be thought—an
accident.”’

Joseph conld not speak, and after a’bricf silence, Gaspard went on :

* 1 was stooping —at—the edge—of the cliff-—when hie—spoke—
besde me. 1 looked up—and- snw—he was--mad with—jealousy.
He asked—if it was- truo—that my marriage-day—was—set.  When
—1 suid yes~ he struck -before—Icould gain my—feet. 1 remember

s look -of horror--as—1 reoled~backward. He—did—not
mean "

Muny a time afterwards, Josoph marvelled how he lived through
the agony of the moments that followed : how he could have remained
quict, sitent, until Gagpard spoke once moro and for the last time.

** Rign must never know,* ho said very faintly. ¢ Bo—resigned—
all—to God's will. Tell Fihpe—! forgyive— him. I pray God —to
~~forgive—lmm.  You--promise—3"

* I promuise.”

Gaspard smiled. 1is last words were spoken—but he lifted his
gaze to heaven with an indescribable look of faith and lave, as his
woving hps syllabled the words, ** Jesu! Marin I His eyes closed
slowly. He was dead.

A month after the fatul duy on which Gaspard Paoli crossed the
threshold of s home for the last time. a lethargy like that of despair*
ulmost, had settled upon the stricken house. Tho old man was silent
and uncomplaining -but stunned, apparently. by the greatness of tho
calamity that had befallen kim. Riga looked like 2 storm-beaten
lily . white, drooping, crushed. To hoth the interests of life scomed

(1o be Continued.)

81. Benoit. County of I'wo Mountains. Feb, 1st, 1852

Mr. 8 Lachance:  Sir. a thousand thanks for Dr. Sey's Remedy which 1
bought at your Drug Sore, o2 s & mediaine which 1s worth ten titnus the price
Yowrell it for. Witha smingle bottle I cured mywll of an affection ol tho
stomach which prevental mo from working : 1 haye in addiiion cured threo of

my chitldren wuo sufferad from bile and indigestion. 1t is tho best purgative
1 have ever seen.

Widow JOSEPH LEDUC
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BURDOCK BLOOD BITTERS

THE GUIDING STAR TO HEALTH.
A POSITIVE CURK FOR

BRB

DYSPEPSIA, SCROFULA, BILIOUSNESS,
CONSTIPATION, BAD BLOOD, RHEUMATISM,
HEADACHE, FOUL HUMORS, JAUNDICE,

and all discases arising from a disordered condition of the

STOMACH, LIVER, BOWELS ano BLOOD.

B.B.B. acts on all the organs of the body to produce regular action,
to strengthen, purify and tone, and to remeve all impure accumulations of
morbid matter from a Common Pimple to the worst Scrofulous Sorc.

Thousands of rehable men and women testify to its good eficects in
the above diseases. Is it not worth at Jeast a trial in your case? Price
$1 per botile, 6 for §3, or less than 1c. a dose.

HONEST SOAP.

The Testimony of Half-a-Century.
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INDISPUTABLE EVIDENGE OF SUPERIORITY.

—e .

FRrROM

Dr. REDWOOD, Ph.D., F.C.S,,F1C..

Professor of Chemistry and Pharmacy to the Pharmecoutical,
8ociety of Great Britain.

* EING authorised by Messrs. Pears to purchase at

B any and all times and of any dealers samples of
their Soap (thus ensuring such samples being of exactly
the same quality as is "supplied to the general public), and
to snbmit same to the stiictest chemical analysis, 1 am
enabled to gunrantee its invariable purity.

My analytical and practical experience of Pears’ Soae
now extends over a lengthened petiod—NEARLY FIFTY
YEARS—during which time

[{-35” I have never come across another
Toilet Soap which so closely realises
my ideal of perfection.

Its purity is such that it may be used with perfect con.
fidence upon the tenderest and most sensitive skin—

even that of a New Born Babe.”



