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Horrors of Dyspepsia

Sour Stomach, Heart Palpita-
tion, Nervous, Sieepless

Now Able to Do All the Hougsework
—What Cured Her.

The excellent qualities of Hood's
Barsaparilla as a stomach tonic and
enable it to r
dyspepsia even when cure seems hopee
less. Read Mrs. Willett's letters:
& (C. 1. Hood & Co., Lowell, Ma

“Gentlemen:—1 have been sick for
about six years with dys-
pepsia with all its horrible
nightmares, such as rour
ftomach, fl
tation of the heart, insom-
all that time I have tried
almost every known remedy and the
best doctors in the state, but nothing
did me any good.

Weak and Nervous.
About five months ago 1 co
itles 1 am able to do
yol l’ H
in several vears, Also,
my hushand had poneumonia Je
blood got very
ism and could 1
commenced to tuke Hoo
Sarsaparilla and in
was better iu every way, his
tism has left
{health than for :

W. J. WirrLerr, Mt. Holly, N. C.

S§till Praising Mood's.

& Co., Lowell, Mass, :
iy 8 ¢ Dear Sirs:
3 Hood’s Sarsaparilla for the

Letter wic

i and husband derived from
i to say
i we have ever u«d in our family.”

Mgrs. W.J. WiLrerr, Mt. Holly, N. C.

- Hood’s
- Sarsapamﬂa Is the One
Purifier. Sold by all druggists. $1; six for §5.
Hood'’s Pills & il e+
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Your » Teeth

i And teach the children to do so by using
i CALVERT'S

: CARBOLIC TOOTH POWDER
! : 6d, 1%, 16, & 1 1b, 5- Tins, or

CARBOLIC TOOTI PASTE
6d., 1-, and 16 Pots
They have the larg

AVOID IMITATIONS, which are
NUMEROUS & UNRELIABLE.

F. C. CALVERTZ& CO., Manchester.

SREWERY COVPANY

P (Limited).
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e and 1 do not hesitate
it is the best medicine
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LORD EDWARD FITZGERALD

An Historleal Romance.

BY M. M'D. BODKIN, Q. C.

CHAPTER XXIL
BURGLARY AS EVER WAS
COMMITTED."

~-Much Ado About Nothing;
sharp quilleta of the law.’
—~Henry VI, Part i,

¢ e g when thieves cannot he

. ltlnll:{cul'?; rn{;”;ntblhcr:f —‘:ll:nrey IV. Part I,

And in a word outfaced you from your prize ;
yea, and cun show it you here 1n the
house.”—Henry 1V, Part I.

‘FLAT

‘These nice

But love was not permitted to monopo-
lize Maurice. Duty claimed her share of
his attention, and was not to be denied,
Law is the traditional enemy of love,

I'he ejectment action for the recovery
of Cloonlara had, after his father's mur-
der, been revived in his name, as heir-at-
law, and was being pushed vig srously for-
ward.

In his innermost heart Maurice sus-
pected that his cousin's was the cowardly
hand that fired the muarderous pistoi-shot
at Essex Dridge. Lven to himself he
hated to confoss that horrifying suspicion,
Still, unconsciously, it had, no doubt, its
influence in stimulating him to press for-
ward the eviction,

\8 for Mark, he made no secret of his
delight at the “accident ' that had be-
fallen Lis uncle, as he now confessed him
to be—"in a drunken brawl He pro-
fested himself quite confident of the re-
sult of the new action.
“The old war-whooper,” he gaid,
might have given me some trouble, but
as for this fellow who claims to be his son,
there are, no doubt, scores of half-bloods
rauning wild throngh the backwoods of
America with as good aclaim aghis,. We
conld find a drawing-room full of Lady
Blukes among the Indian wigwams, if it
were worth while looking them up.

I'he romor was industriously put
abroad that the first wife of Sir Valentine
was alive and well, and would be pro-
duced as a witness for the defendant at
the trial.
The andacity of the trick took Dr. Den-
ver's breath away when he first heard it.
He had seen the woman lying dead : he
haa followed her coflin to the grave. 1o
resurrect her geemed impossible. But a
little thought showed him the rumored
frand was ingenious as it was andacious
There had been one real revival of Lady
B Why not a second sham ? It
would be easy to show that she had not
died when it was said she did. It wonld
be hard to show that she had died after-
wards. There we re, no doubt, innumer-
able abandoned women who could be
hired to play the part.

“We must be all the more careful with
our proofs,” said Curran. *“We must
leave uo point of attack or defence uncoy-
ered or unassailed.’

They had met at consaltation at the
house of the great orator and lawyer.
They were seated in his study, whose
walls on three sides were lined from floor
to ceiling with law reports, text-books
bound in formal half calf. Two hand-
some glass-fronted cases beside the fire-
place contained the culled treasures of
Lioyghsh literature, and space was found
for a handsome old Shakespearean proof
engraving over the chimneypiece. Cur-
ran sat close to his writing table, in the
centre of the room, lost in the depths of a
ureat Russian-leather arm-chair. e
held in his hands a huge brief, whose
leaves he fluttered over with s ymething
very like impatience,

By a little straining of professional eti-
quette, and at the express desire of Cur-
ran himself, Dr, Denver and Christy Cal-
kin, as two vitally-important witnesses,
had, as well as Manrice, been admitted
to consaltation,

* We must pateh up every hole in our
suif, Mr, Lawless,” Curran went on, “if
we are to keep out wind and weather.
There is a stitch or two here and there to
be put in yet before we are ready for

Mr. Theophilus Lawless, the solicitor
for the plaintiff, a stout, pompous little
man, bridled indignantly at words that
seemed to hint at something lac king in
the preparation of the case,

“ I assure you, sir,” he said, swinging
his heavy gold chain ipressively while
he ke, a8 if to indicate that lie
was a heavy

d
n every limb, “ 1
ir, all that human foresight
or sagacity could do was done in this
case. | have

, sterling, eighteen-carat g
solicitor, hall-marked
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entire ttle to the estate for three
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Cuarran smiled a litile sardonically, as
he turm I
| 1rne

over the leaves of the large
brief, heavy with scores of irrelevant
deeds which had been copied into it.

But Mr. Leonard

counsel, as

M'Nally, the junior
in daty bound, came to the
rescue of the solicit

A most admirabl r. Lawless, (

he said ; * most admirable. 1 found in it | «

everything I wanted.” 1
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spared no paing or atten- f even on his iron frame.

tave briefed to you the | sat silent and sulky in the dusk, for the
candles were not lit. 1

are in the same boat now, and shall sink

know, are all-important to the c Car-

~ | ran himself has expressly said so. |
know where to get them and how, and 1
ready for the job.

have the very man
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said Mark sharply

1t any special affection for the n

was endorsed a fee heavy in proportion to
the heaviness of the brief.
| “I never,"
! sional experience, knew of a case more
| admirably put before connsel. It would
| Beem to me nothing is wanting. We
have fortified our whole line of defence,
and are prepared to deliver an irresistible
attack on the enemy, If anything—"
* Lawless,”” Curran broke in abruptly
on Mr. M’Nally's smooth phirases,
smoothly delivered, “ there is a reference
in my brief to a confession which Dr,
Denver took down from the lips of Lady
Blake, and a certificate of her death, but
I can find no copy of any of these docu-
ments,”’
“ 1 did not consider the documents re-
levant on a question of title,” returned
Mr. Lawless pompously. * You are

onr case that our client was the son of
this particular Lady Blake. Our case is
that he is Sir Valentine's son by a second
marriage. It was by an oversight, for
which I have to apologise, that such irre-
levant documents were mentioned at all
in your brief, My senior clerk is respons-
ible.”
“ A lncky oversight,”” said Curran tart-
ly, “ which probably has saved the case.
Did it never occur to you, Mr, Lawless,
that the death of the first Lady Blake
was necessary for the marriage of the
second ?  Withont a marriage there can-
not be an heir-at-law. Our opponents are
shrewder, if the romor runs right, that
they are about to resarrect the lady for
the purpose of their case.”
aving the discomfited solicitor to ru-
minate, with face of blank n]u]l'[n]lil}',u\‘t‘l
this new aspect of the situation, Curran
tarned with a smile to Dr. Denver.
“ Yon have the documents safe, Doctor,
I hope 27
“ Certainly,”" said the Doctor, quite
sale, and at your immediate service. |
keep them in a despatch-box in a burean
in my dressing-room. 1 asked Sir Valen-
tine to take them when hLe returned, but
he begged me to retain them in my cus-
tody
While the doctor was s weaking the
junior  connsel, Mr, M Nally, idly
scribbled the precise locality of the im-
portant despatch-box in the fold of his
brief, in a way junior counsel have.
Then Curran turned quic kly to the sol-
icitor, who was still ruminating, * We
cain du no wore without these documents,
Mr. Lawless. You will kindly get them
from Dr. Denver and have copies made
and briefed to us. Stay, there is no time
for copying; bring the originals, and 1
will look them over.  We must have an-
other consultation here to-morrow with
those papers before us. What say you,
gentlemen, will 12 o'clock suit you all ?”
There was a murmur of assent, and
they trooped together out of the great
lawyer's study. Maurice, the party
chiefly concerned, was glad even for the
brief interval to exchange law for love.
The rest departed to their several ocen-
pations, “ for every man hath business
and desire such as it is.”"  What was the
special business of Mr, Leonard M Nally,
junior conunsel for the plaintiff, during
that brief interval, may perhaps appear a
little plainer in the sequel.
Two hours later a different consultation
was in progress on behalf of the defend-
ant.  Mark Blake and Lord Dulwich
were seated over their wine and dessert
in the splendid dining-room of his lord-
ship's  splendid mansion in Merrion
Square.  They were silent and motion-
less, save the motion needed to move the
heavy decanters of claret backwards and
forwards, and to fill the rare old goblets of
Waterford cut glass with the rare old
wine. Muark looked angry and Lord Dul-
wich sulky. There had plainly been
stormy words between them,
Lord Dualwich was no longer the man
first introduced to the reader. His lord-
ship’s handsome face had been dis-
figured by the terrific blow Maurice Blake
dealt him as he fell wounded almost to
death by that cowardly sword-thrust on
Essex Bridge. The nose was broken,and
now stood at an angle of forty-five degrees
to his face, dragging the mouth a little
kew with it. The rough kuobs of the
heavy stick, swung with such fearful
force, had ent and bruised the flesh of his
right cheek even to the bone, and the
wounds had healed in ugly livid scars.

His lordship had got a trick of passing
his white hand across his face, which
only served to obtrude the ugliness he
hoped to hide.

Neither had Mark Blake improved in
appearance. His cheeks were redder and
coarger, and his eyes a little bloodshot.
Incessant drinking was beginning to tell

For a good ten minutes the two men

Lord D
lislike to lights lately.,
nce was the brief sultry lull in
the thunder storm.

Mark Blake broke ont again with more
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sther. 11 T go down you go
lown too, of that be (juite sure ; you must
elp to pull me out, or I'll help to pull

Those papers, as I happen to

“ But what do you want of me in this
siness at all grumbled Lord Dnl-

“Cannot you and your friend
8 wit

suspicion of a sneer in his
» the thing between you

“ Yon are my partner in this game,
“and | won’t let you
id cut until the last hand is dealt.
re may thting to be done,
and that sword yours will come
n handy again.  Only leave a coup
nches more of the blade out of t}
i e You are
» you must share

Y Some
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he went on, “ in my profes- '

aware, of course, sir, that it is not part of

holding a wax taper in her hand. She
was dressed in black tabinet, sprigged
with rose buds, which threw out in start.
ling relief the dazzling whiteness of her
| neck and arms. A great ruby pendant
burned like a spark of red fire on her
white bosom ; rubies and diamonds blazed
in her hair,
She was going out alone to the theatre,
a8 was her habit,and had idly opened the
dining-room door on her way, believing
the room empty,
Just for a moment or go she glanced at
its two oocupants, with a look too cold
and distant even to be called contempt.
For, after all, contempt is a feeling with
something of passion in it, and in her
haughty, handsome face there Was none,
Bhe glanced at them listlessly, as at re-
pulsive animals in a cage; then closed
the door without word or gesture, and 1n
a moment they heard the rattle of her
carriage wheels down the street.
“Curse her! carse her!” muttered
Lord Dulwich fiercely, changing the gen-
der of his execration, but bating nothing
of its vigor. “She makes no secret of her
scorn and loathing for me, even while she
lavished my wealth with both hands, I
believe she has a hanke ring after that
mongrel cousin of yours., She stormed 8o
about his wound, and roundly rated me
as a murderer, swearing that with her
own hand she would give me up to justice
if he died. Carse her !”
“ Come,"" he went on abruptly, carried
away by the passion in him, * come,
Mark, I am your man for to-night's job.
If the Leir-at-law comes within sword's
length again, curse me as well as him if
he 'scapes a second time,"
Half-an-hour later the two sallied out
together into the dark street, wrapped in
loose cloaks, and armed to the teeth with
aword and pistol.
They slipped like shadows, as swiftly
and as silently, through the murky
streets, where only an occasional oil lamp
at long intervals served to make darkness
visible. At the corner of Jervis street
they paused, and Mark whistled a thin,
shrill whistle throngh his clenched teeth
that seemed to pierce the air like an
arrow. Out from a dark archway close at
hand came the figure of a man, looming
gigantic through the thick gloom, 80 swift
and stealthily that both Mark and his
companion started guiltily when they
found him standing eloga hegide
The new comer chuckled hoarsely at
their surprise,
“ Be aisy, neighbor,”" he said to Lord
Dulwich, whose hand was on his sword-
hilt.  * Be aisy with you, and give your
carving.knife a holiday. Let us get
through our work first.” If you want a
fight in peace and gnietness, when the
work is done, I am not the man to baulk
you.”
Lord Dalwich could just discern
through the gloom that the stranger was
a man of huge stature. He had a flam-
ing red head, on which a slouched bat
was cocked, and his one eye blazed like a
live coal out of the darkne He, too,
was armed to the teeth, no means a
pleasant midnight companion or oppo-
nent.
His lordship shook off the huge hand
laid familiarly on his shoulder, and was
about to make a contemptuons reply
when Mark Blake whispered a few words
in his ear that silenced him. The three
then walked together down Jervis street.
Right opposite Dr. Denver's house,
Mark thought he noticed a line of dark.
ness, stretching straight up through the
dusk from the centre of the street to the
eaves of the houses.
Ie walked to it cautiously, touched it
with his hand, and found it tirm.
“It is a ladder," said Freeny, shortly—
needless to say, the newcomer was
Freeny. ‘It is mighty inconvenient to
meet the master of the house on the stair-
case when you are there without an in-
vitation. So I thought I would like a
staircase of my own, and I stole the
ladder while I was waiting for you, to
keep my hand in.”
‘ You are a clever fellow, Freeny, and
make robbery support robbery,” said
Mark, hu: Lia. " Make haste,
now, and get this job through. There is
five hundred pounds in gold waiting you
at the foot of the ladder when you come
down.”
“ It's waiting for me at the foot of the
ladder before I take the first step up,”
said Freeny, gruflly. “ Payment in ad-
vance was the bargain, Honor amongst—
gentlemen.”

Mark cursed him between his teeth,
but answered pleasantly.

“ Here’s the gold ready., I did not
think you wanted to hawk this load up
the ladder and down again.

Ie pro-
duced

rom under his cloak a stout canvas
sack, untied the mouth of it, and rattled
the pieces with his hand.
Freeny drew the shade from the dark
lantern he carried, and turned the strong
str of light down the throat of the
b the yellow metal within.

| 1 he shook it in his huge hands,
and listened sapprovingly to the clear
metallic clink of the gold. “ The yellow-
hammers sing true,’’ he said. * There is
no time to count, but by the weight it
must be pretty nearly all right. I think
I can take your word for the diflerence.
[ will up |
quicker for having it with me.’
ITe dropped the bag as he spoke into
one of the huge-le:

hung by his hi

—* his honest receivers |

of stolen g " as he joct called
s £} 1
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juivered under his huge bulk, as swiftly
and noiselessly as a cat.  There was an | «
iron balcony guarding the window. Ile
it, and drew himself i ghtly over,
d on the iron floor within, level
with the window sill. §
I'he sash-fastening vielded quickl
selessly to the skill of the robber, and | ¢
he crept like a huge dog through the

a

from the bull's eye, and made the restless
stream of light play in turn on every | ¢

object in room. Fach seemed to |«
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been frozen by fear,

but’* and the pause after it meant. The |
oward's hot anger in its full tide had |

\ sharp taunt was | i
tayed on Mark’s lips by the sudden open- | ¢

Ont ah ing of the door. ¢

Lady Dulwich, queenly in her stately

beauty, stood framed in {he doorway, | ing,” he muttered, discontentedly, “They

chter and come down | despateh box,

aither-lined pockets that | threatening, that stealthily skulked along

the business, Mark,

and | man,
round his neck or without it.
Cautiously he took the shade | to hell

gradge his corpse that five hundred auin-

where he is gone.

might as well bolt the door with a boiled
carrot.”

' I'en he drew a bit of wire from his
{ pocket, shaped and bent it a little, thrust
it into the keyhole, and drew back the
bolt with perfect ease.
** The stupid thing does not know the
difference between a bit of crooked wire
and the key it is accustomed to all its
life,” he grumbled, with a grin, as he
sent the searching ray of yellow light into
the recesses of the burean, where itquick-
l_'}: found the despatch-box Le was in quest
oL

He took it under his arm, shut the
bureau, and locked it, crept out of the
window, and closed and fastened it after
him—* for fear of robbers," he muttered,
a8 he stood on the iron balcony outside
in the darkness. He climbed over the
railing a little awkwardly, for he had the
despatch-box in one hand, and the lan-.
tern in the other,

With dangling feet he felt abont in the
blackness below for the first rung of the
ladder, and found it. It quivered under
his weight.  Ile was stooping cautionsly
to get his hands on the ladder, when he
heard whispering far below, but could dis-
tinguish no words.

Then Mark Blake's cantious voice came
up to him through the dark, still night—
low, but clear—

“ Have you got the box 2"

In the same tone he sent the one word,
“Yes,” down to the watchers below.

“Drop it.” Mark’s voice eame up again
out of the silence, “I will catch it in my
cloak. Turn down the light.”

Treeny turned the long gleam of the
lantern “towards the ground, and soon
found Mark Blake at the end of it, with
face ghastly in the yellow light, and the
skirt of his cloak ouatstretched in both
hands.

Nothing Ioth, Freeny dropped the in-
cumbrance down through the beam of
light, and heard the dull thad as it was
cangnt below in the fold of stout cloth.
The next moment he felt the ladder
quiverunder him. Then, with one strong
wrench from below, it was jerked from his
feet, and went down with a crash, sling-
ing him sideways into space as it fell.

One hand, thrown wildly out and up,
caught the projecting edge of the window-
sill under the iron bale ny. There was
room only for the ends of the fingers, but

A T )
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¥y held like grappling-irons. Down
came the dead weight of his huge body
with a sudden tlop. The stout, crooked
anchor of bone and muscle stood the
strain. He hungsuspended by one hand.
But the stone to which he clung was
smooth and worn, and he felt his fingers,
or thonght he felt them, begin toslip ever
8o slowly under the heavy strain. He
stretched up his right hand, and found he
could only just touch the iron of the bal-
cony with the tips of his finger-nails.
I'ar down below there was no sound but
the quick tramp of his would-be murder-
ers dying away inthe distance. No hope
of help. He dare not cry out. To be re-
scued was to be hauged.” Ile knew that
the ironepikes of the area iilings waited
far below in the dark with fixed bayonets
to 1mpale him when he went whirling
down through the night on the rusty
points.

Yes: his fingers were slipping. Ile
strained the muscles till the flesh seemed
to grow to the stone. But they still
moved slowly, slowly, along the smooth
surface. The ghastly terror of it brought
the big drops of perspiration out on his
forehead. All the strength of his huge
body was concentrated in his five finger-
tips. But the muscular vice could not
keep its place on the smooth shelving
stone. His grasp was almost over the
edge. One chance was left. With a last
convulsive effort he jerked himself breast
high against the window sill, His left
hand slipped clean off with the strain,
but even as he fell, the right hand grasped
the iron work of the balcony with a grip
of iron, and he was safe.

Freeny had no nerves. Ianging there
by one hand with fifty feet of vacancy
under him, and under that sharp iron
spikes, he was as cool as if he stood on firm
earth or sat on Vg bael

8

When the danger was over it v over.
With his idle hand he drew a coil of stout
rope from his bosom. “I thought you
might comeinhandy as a deputy ladder,
he said, ** and, begorra, 8o you have,”

the iron-work, and went down hand over
hand like a huge spider on his trailing

the area, and he leapad out into the
For a moment he stood stock sti

his sharp ears to the uttermost, sending
his conscionsness out into the siler
an effort that was almost pain.
He could just catch the faint, far-ofl
sound of hurrying footsteps away towards
Carlisle Bridge, and leaped forward in
pursuit like a hound on its quarry.

As Freeny came racing down Bachel-
ors’ Walk, covering nine feet at least with
each long stride, he caught a glimpse of
two figure 3 passing at a quick p under
the flickering oil lamp on the bridge, and
his heart gave a bound of revengeful joy,
for he knew he was on the track ot his
would-be murderers.

They turned, still walking rapidly, into
D'Olier sireet.  Lord Dalwich carried the
Both men were laughing | ¢
and talking excitedly as they went.
Chey did not see the figure, vague, huge,

1ce with

in the darkness behind.

N0 suspicion can touch us,” said Lord
» tapping the box, *“when thig
Freeny's dead body, will be | t
Yet [ am not quite easy about { i

ur alib
[tlooks remarkably q

like murder.” i

‘ Nonsense,"” retorted Mark, brusquely, F

‘the fellow's life was due to the hang

What matters it to him or anvone | #

2lse whether he took his dro ; c

p with a rope
One road

i8 the same as another, But ]

as in good gold which the absolute knave | b
Iragged ont of me.

He has no use for it
[ wishthe devil wonld
et him bring it back to me."”

Quickly and quietly he made it fast to | ™0 stopped

web. His feet touched the iron spikesof | done,

cathedral,

——

from his grasp, he was slung round anq
round with dizzying force, and looged at
last,

He staggered back wildly and blindly,
tripped up and fell over the unconscions
body of his friend in the kennel, and lay
quitestill, quivering with fear,

Freeny disappeared with the despatchi-
box.
TO BE CONTINUED,

—— e,

THE BELLS OF LIMERICK.

Once, after many years of the most
patient labor, a young Italian;rested
from a task {that was well done, » Heo
had made a s«t of bells of the most ex.
quisite tone possible, ‘and he felt that
his time had been wisely spent. For a
long while he refused to part with
them, for they seemed to him almost
ke living things. To sell them, he
said, would be the same as selling one's
own children. But at last, obliged by
necessity, he yielded, —the pious prior
of a convent on the banks of the laka
ot Como being the fortunate .pur-
chaser. The price was a goodly sum ;
and the young man, finding it impos
sible to separate himself from his he-
loved chime, built with the money a
little villa near the convent, where he
could hear the Angelus struck mor:
10g, noou, and night. There he hoped
and prayed to spend his remaining
days.

But the beautifal and restful seclu-
sion of which he dreamed was not to be
his. Italy became involved in a great
feudal war, in which he found himself
engaged before he was aware : and
when peace was restored a sad change
had come to him and his prospacts.
His tamily were scattered, his friends
dead, his money gone, and the home
on the Lake of Como was his no more.
Most painful of all, the convent was a
wreck, having been razed to the
ground in the conflict which had de-
vastated the region. Aund the bellg—
ah! where were they ? The most that
could be learned about them was that
they had been cairied off to some tor-
elgn land.

Then the artist—for he was as true
an artist as if he had painted a master -
piece at which the world wondered—
lett the spot where he had been so
happy, and became a wanderer, always
searching for his bells. The thought
of them never left him. During the
day he could hear their sound ahove
the roar of the city’s streets ; at night
it haunted his dreams. He was looked
upon as a vagabond, and children ran
from him in fear. His hair grew
white and he leaned upon a staff. In
tine he became known as *‘the ques-
tioner "' ; for he was ever seeking news
of his treasures, He asked but one
question : ‘' Where are my bells? ”
Nobody knew, and so he wandered on.
One day a sailor told him that in
Ireland there was the most wonderful
chime ever made by mortal man.
‘*Then they are mine,” answered the
wanderer ; ““and I will go and find
them."

Afier great trials and long delays he
reached the mouth of the Shannon,
and took a small boat for Limerick.
The boatmen thought him mad, and
hesitated to row him. But he told
them his story, and they then knew
only pity. As they neared the quaint
old town the steeple of St. Mary's
church was seen, Something told the
wanderer that it held what he sought,
and he was moved to prayer.

The air was soft and sweet, the bosom
of the river shining with bright
ripples, and the lights of the city were
reiiscted in its depths, Suddenly from
the tower of the church the Angelus
was heard, and after the triple strokes
the air was alive with the music of a
sweet and silvern clangor. The boat-
rowing and listened.
Happy tears filled the eyes of the old
bell-maker, for he knew his search was
In that peal he heard the voices

of his dead and gone beloved, and in a

few moments lived again a long life.
head bent a little forward, and strained | He wasg

in such an ecstacy that he

could not utter a word, but his lips
were moving in the Angelus prayers ;
and his heart w
his lips made no souna.

8 speaking, though

When the rowers raised their eyes

the old man was dead, and on his face
was the most beautiful smile that they
had ever seen, 1
his passing-bell. —Ave Maria.

The Angelus had been
An Archbishop on Dancing.
Speaking from the pulpit of his
Archbishop Bruchesi, of

Montreal, recently made some pointed
comments relative to dancing, its at-
ending dangers and the vanity of ball
costumes,

As to dancing, Hig Grace said that
i\ W

3 & recreation, a dive
of relieving the mind the
8 of care and study ; *‘ a recrea-
ion imhﬂ'mwnt, perhaps, inunocent in
tself, but awful in its possible conse-
uences
His Grace quoted the words of St.
‘rancis de Sales: “* Dance and balis
re indifferent in their nature, but ac-
ording to the ordinary usages attond-

ing then they are strongly biased to-
wards evil,”

Dances are like
est ara valueless,
His Grace's remarks as to ball cost-

mushrooms ; the

umes were very delicate, but to the

oint.

\ growling laugh behind, like a wild p
east’s, made both men look back sud-

Loss of Tas left you those keepsakes that stays ¥ u out of the darkn as the ray
; hand " t, and jump back again when it | 1
1 mo 1 | re to He pointed a scornful finger to the livid | left ) . 3 ! !
t ) OX L Dr. Cha bruises on the other's face I'hree things remained in F reeny’s | |
S A pieiely : | Lord Dulwich grew pale with wrath. | mind when this curious marel past was | «
frbl e ) 1 livid scars showed like clots of blood | over an old-fashioned watch on the |
: AR | on his white fa e, !\irn wing-table, a pair of silver-mounted | i
PROT. T ST 06 Bbas f “Curse him ! curse him!” he cried | pist hanging by a l'w-:{[n‘u‘ of Ilrgl"ﬂf;-1 t
( ry ' fiercely ; “ I would give my soul to per- [ headed nails on the wall, and an old- |1}
) kol dition for one straight thrust at his heart. | fashioned burean in the corner.
ot b v & I hate him worse than you do; but the watch in his pocket, the pistols in his
chiased in tho market and find Fhe other knew right well what that | belt, and then gave his attention to the
noue present “

urean.

Helooked at the lock under the search-

He put ! gleam of the flickering oil lamp. Mark
had notime to specalate on the visi ition

The huge fist rose and fell like a black. |

smith’s hammer tlush on his forehead,

lenly.

For one moment Mark thought that his
mpious prayer had been granted. I r
here, towerine over them, stood I'reeny
iimself, with a face like a dey il's, in the

p

d

A

[

% and he went down in a heap, like a smit- 1 ve
ng t of his lantern, and uttered an | ten 0x, stunned and motionless, | C
'xclamation of contempt, almost of dis-| With a cry of terror, Lord Dulwich |
Wppointment. lst.lrlx-.l torun.  But before he had taken 1

“It is hardly worth the trouble of pick- ' t

on hig shoulder, The box was wrenched ¢
]

hree paces a grip, like a tiger's claw, was ¢,

leads to envy ;

the Croup for a | mg time, and I

seed and Turpentine, which T e

Vanity in dress is a great fault and
vanity induces a dis-
osition to evil affections which are S0

oasily nursed in dancine

‘ g,
If dances must be danced

, et people
ress decently,

Mother’s Story—Her Little GIrl
Cuared of Oroup,

Ihvi_nu tried your medicine my faith i3
wy high in its powers of caring Couyh and
roup. Ay little girl has bean \'uil:i«)ct to
found noth-
shase's Lin-

¢ 1UNOL 8 A
0 highly of, Mrs. B, W, lfon:l‘.”dk

20 Macdonald street, Barrie, Oat,

£ to cure it until I gava Dy,
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