
1 hen I saw at onco^febat there was some
thing strangle on foot. In tho streets was an 
tTuwonted bustle, which rather grew than les
sened as I approached the middle of the 
town. Knots of people carrying fagots 
passed hurriedly or stood together at the 
street corners. Tho Zocodover was thronged. 
As—in part curious and in part annoyed—I 
was pushing my way through tho crowd, a 
clock struck C, and, set in motion by that 
signal, the bells in every tower burst into 

i sound. I was brought to a standstill. I had 
just time to wonder what it meant, when 
as by magic the bright glare of a hun
dred fires leaped up above tho crowd, and 
glowing hotly on pillar and gable, flung huge 
shadows on the very steeples, and exposed at 
once a hundred silhouettes.

It was a weird yet a beautiful sight. It 
pleased me to find it repeated in every street 
and open space I entered. I spent fully an 
hour, tired as I was, in hurrying up and down 
to mark the effect of the firelight on this fa
cade or that archway. And when at length 
I tore myself away and went home, I made 
quickly for the parlor to talk of what I had
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Alone within my den I sib 

Unchained by Hymen's fetters,
And. in a retrospective fit,

Am groping ’mid old letter?.
Past days I’m living o’er again,

A year marks every minute ;
I scan each time-browned wrappor the l 

I quickly look within it.
I read, with mingled joy and rain,

Of blissful hours with Flora,
Augusta, Julia, Mary, Jane,

Louisa, Fannie, Uora.
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Sometimes I come across a tress 
Of golden hair or raven ;

I try to think, forget, then gu 
Maud Brown? or Bessie Crs

Of gloves there are a dozen shades, 
From lavender to golden,

Their owners now are wives or maids 
Of that large class called “olden.”

Thise father? Well I mind the day 
That Nell (or Mabel) wore it—

And the most idiotic way 
I once chose to adore it.

Two flow'rs ! one wilted as a rag,
The other brightly scarlet ;

This one belonged to Flo (or Mag), 
And this to Kate (or Charlotte).

This bit of ribbon—faded blue— 
With tear marks dried upon it,

’Twas given me by Mame (or Lou),
Or stolen from Nellie’s bonnet.

This scrap of lace, with edges tor 
Was it not Minnie Torrence

Whose pretty necek it did adorn?
Or was it Blanche? (or Florence?)

it

seen.
“I say, Clent!” I began, “have you been 

out? What is it? What does it all meanV
Such a nervous fellow os ho was! Ho 

jumped up, dropping his spoon into his plate 
with a clatter. “What does what mean?” 
he stuttered.

“These bonfires in the streets, to be sure! 
The sight is a most singular one ! You ought 
to be out viewing it!”

He sat down at once. . “Oh, the bonfires!” 
he said, resuming his meal. “Tho people 
are keeping St. Anthony’s eve, that is all. 
It is customary here to do it in this way. You 
know St. Anthony is always represented 
with a fire by his side.”

“I thought that it was something of that 
kind,” I answered, following his example. 
“Will you come out with me presently and 
have a look at the town? The sightseers are 
orderly enough, though to 
stir at the gendarmerie t 
special one.”

“Is there a stir there?1’ he asked, pausing 
with his spoon half way to his mouth.

“Some civil guards, six or eight I dare say, 
and an officer were dismounting at the door 
as I passed. Apparently they had just 
come in.”

“What! Did you notice what tho officer 
was like?” Clent asked in a curious tone, but 
I was busy with my dinner.

“Yes,” I answered, carelessly, “he had a 
harelip. I remarked it because lie had a 
good look ât me as I passed. No? You do 
not mean to say that you have done already?”

He did not answer, and I looked up to learn 
the reason. I read something in his pale face 
and trembling lips which chilled me. The 

suddenly afraid. And not afraid 
merely. He was in such terror that the very 
instinct of concealment had passed from him. 
As his distended eyes met mine he tried to 
speak, but no sound came. Yet I knew what 
he would have said. His lips formed, “Can 
I trust you?”

“Can you trust mo?” I repeated, trembling 
a little myself, and my mouth growing dry ; 
“well, I hope so, I think so, Clent; I do, in
deed. What is it, my good fellow?” for his 
very ears seemed to rise from his head, so in
tently was he listening for some sound. 
“Whathave you done? What do you fear?” 
I whispered.

“Fear?” he muttered, with his hand uplift
ed, “death, man! Hush! Come to my room.” 
I obeyed his gesture as much as his words, 
and leaving the parlor we crept silently 
thither. When we were closeted together he 
stood facing me, and began to speak in 
breathless haste. “I did you a good turn the 
other day, Mr. Lynton; help me now. I am 
a Carlist—a spy ! A man sent hero to try the 
fidelity of the troops. Of late I have been 
suspected. Now I am sure I am betrayed. 
The punishment is death! In a few minutes 
they will be here.”

“But what—what can I do for you?” I ex
claimed in horror. No one seeing tho man 
could doubt his danger, or at least his belief 
in it. “Why do you not escape while there 
is time?” I cried impatiently.

“Time! There is no time!” he answered 
with an oath of despair. “The house is 
watched. I dare not leave it. But you can 
do something for me. You can give me 
your passport and change rooms with me. 
We are much alike. Take my name for a 
few hours, nay, a few minutes. It will save 
my life—my life, sir! And for you—you 
know our minister! Yes? Then you will be 
in no danger.”

“But,” I said faintly—the man’s distress 
was terrible to witness, and it all came so 
abruptly upon me—“the Spanish police are 
sometimes hasty and”— He flinched as if I 
had struck him. A fresh bit of trembling 
seized him. He turned from me with a 
curse and flung himself face downward on 
the bed.

I had hesitated before. I am not a bold 
man, and I had heard strange talcs of sum
mary justice done by the police. But here 
the risk seemed so little; the man’s condition 
was so pitiable.

“Get up!” I said harshly, after a brief 
fight with myself. “I will save you if I 
You are an Englishman when all" is said and 
done. But let us lose no time. You know 
best what must be done.”

He sprang to his feet. At once he h!ad all 
his wits about him. In a couple of minutes 
I had taken possession of his room, ho of 
mine. With feverish expressions of grati
tude he pocketed the passport I gave him. 
He dressed me in his long ulster and deer 
stalker hat; in which I have no doubt that I 
was like enough to him to pass for him in 
Spanish eyes. And all thislie did with won
derful method, as if he had thought ont the 
details before. It crossed my mind once that 
he had. His last step was to draw from his 
mattress two long rolls neatly covered wi$h 
canvas. “They are papers,” he said, pausing 
to listen, and looking doubtfully at them the 
while. “Lists of men. And men’s lives they 
will cost if they are found,” he added, with 
excitement. “Yet I dare not take them with 
me. I dare not. I shall get away by your 
help, but I shall be stopped more than once, 
and if these are found on me they will make 
it all of no use.”

He was so reluctant, so sincerely reluctant, 
as I could see, to leave the papers, despite 
the risk ho would run if he took them, yes, 
and so very nearly ready to run that risk, 
that I felt for the first time a sense of real
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Or if not them, then Kate (or Jane)— 
And here/Vnh knot peculiar,

I see a bow of satin plain.
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And so the days when I was young 
I dig from out Time’s mire,

And sit, and sift, and group among 
The ashes »f youth’s fire.
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a saucepan four ounces of flour, mix into 
this three pints of cold consomme, boil 
gently for half an hour, stirring with a 
spoon from time to time so that it does 
not stick to the saucepan. Strain, remove 
from the fire, and add the yolks of three 
eggs which you have mixed in a little 
water, a tablespoonful of green peas pre
viously boiled, the small rounds of 
chicken farce, and serve.
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THE MAN OF ALMONACID.FACTORY :

35 and 37 WATERLOO ST.1 Concluded.
For he was trembling still, and glancing 

from me to the painting and back again in a 
distraught fashion. “Yes,” he said at length, 
getting out his words with difficulty, “I 
thought it possible, just possible, but how 
very, very improbable!”

“Yes, very improbable, if, as I suppose, 
you bought the picture for a copy. But 
where did you get it?” I asked briskly. I 
thought that I was beginning to understand 
him.

“I bought it from a priest for an old song 
at Almonacid.”

“At Almonacid?”
He moved uneasily, as if he would have 

recalled his last word. But it was too late, 
and ho nodded assent. “Then after all it 
was you whom I saw that day?” I com
mented. “You had just bought it, I sup
pose.”

“Yes, I had a doubt about it then.”
“It is a strange story, but strange things 

happen,” I said, watching him narrowly.
“It is true.”
Of course I pretended to believe him, and 

seeing clearly that he wished me gone I took 
myself <o my room. In part I did beliei o 
him, only I thought it strange that an artist 
of his kidney should be so greatly ashamed of 
having outwitted an old monk; so greatly 
ashamed as to tell the story of his cleverness ! sympathy for him. “Can we not hide them

1somewhere?” I suggested.
“No!” he answered bitterly, “they will 

leave no stone unturned here.” And with 
that he thrust the papers back into the mat
tress—my mattress now.

“Why do you not destroy them?” I asked. 
“There is no time,” he answered sullenly. 

Then, moved by the force of habit, I think, 
he sat down on the bed precisely over them.

I wondered—at his answer first, then at 
another thing. “Why do they not come?” 
I said querulously. “Are you sure that they 
intend to come at all—that you have not, 
made a fool of me for nothing?”

His face grew bright a moment and then 
feU again. “No,” he replied; “they set a 
watch on this house as soon as they came 
into the town, and are only waiting now un
til a time when they may be sure that I am 
at home. That is all.” I found out after
ward that he was perfectly right in this.

So wo sat in dreary expectation, waiting in 
that little whitewashed room for the clang of 
Liuïkct outi L'ar.ip of feet that should
tell us the crisis was at hand. The candle

can.
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in that hang dog fashion. It crossed my 
mind that I might bo wrong in my judgment 
of tho picture. It might be that the St. 
Christopher was only a copy after all, and 
Clent himself had made it, and was even 
then when I broke in upon him having it out 
with his conscience whether he should pass it 
off for an original or not. That was possi
ble; but to me he had been a friend in need, 
and it was no business of mine.

The next day, tho ITth of January, was to 
be the last of my stay In Toledo. I had all 

*■ finished tho sketches I required, and 
♦mth muff be told, I longed to be 

•> r ’ ' of the place haunted
./e square alcazar which 

Moorish gateways, tho 
lies. By noon I had 
work, and hastily put- 

ls I called Jock and 
Me over the hills, 

ir the sunshine, 
get out of sight 

ùsrhnets irovo

(I a fine Assortment

vana Cigars
ill low to the Trade.

D0CKRILL,
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no heed cf their doings—I heard a cry of sat
isfaction and looked up. They had discov
ered the two rolls and bending over them as 
they lay on the bed were unfastening the 
wrappers. I went and looked on apathetically. 
I waited no longer with any feeling that it 
concerned me to see the muster rolls, and 
loyal autographs, and promises that were to 
cost so dearly, of which Clent had spoken. 
But what was this? Tho Spagnoletto! Oh, 
yes! I understood how that came to be hero. 
But theto—these pictures which followed! 
Could it be that all the subscriptions took 
the form of paintings? Or what was this 
delicate Moro, fit for a royal gallery, doing 
here? And that possible Murillo? That 
portrait which might have been by Velas
ques? That San Sebastian that was at least 
by a pupil of Caravaggio? My head reeled. 
I passed my hand over my eyes and looked 
again. It was not a delusion. There, the 
canvases lay one on the other, their edges 
strangely rough, their comers frayed—can
vases worth a king’s ransom.

Tho other roll was full of odds and ends, 
valueless, but equally strange; picture backs 
and rough pieces of cloth and opened letters. 
Among these last I saw, with scarcely any 
added wonder, envelopes and letters directed 
to myself.

“I do not understand,” I said feebly, look
ing from one guard to another. They had aU 
turned to mo to see how I took their dis- 
coveries. “He told me that he whs a Carlist 
—a spy sent here to bribe the troops. But 
what are these doing here? I do not under
stand.”

“Who told you—and what?” cried the 
leader.

“Clent! Clent told me—■” and then I stop
ped dazed and bewildered. Two or three 
laughed; the officer, gazing fixedly at me, 
did not. I met his gaze vacantly; then my 
eyes wandered to the comer and fell upon 
poor Jock. A mist passed from my mind, 
my brain cleared^ I spoke aloud and sharply, 
“Hehas fooled us all!” I said, “you as weU 
ns me ! Iam not Clent. I am Rouse Lynton, 
the artist. He told me”-----

burned dimly, the air was heavy with the 
pungent odor that rose from the brasero. My 
eye fell upon his empty easel and the sight 
carried me back to a time, days before os it 
seemed instead of hours, when I had still re
garded him in the light of a problem to be 
solved. “And are you an artist?” I asked ab
ruptly. I was glad to break the silence.

“Oh, yes,” he said with apathy, “I paint a 
little.”

“And that Spagnoletto—the St. Christo
pher? Is it really an original?”

“It is the original. You were right,” he 
replied. “It was tho gift of a great monas
tery to the cause.”

I whistled. “I think it is a pity,” I said, 
with a jealous eye to the mattress on which 
he was sitting. The fancy that that price
less Ribera carelessly roHed up might be 
receiving with each instant some irremedi
able hurt was a dreadful thing to have on 
one’s mind. When my traveling clock in the 
next room tinkled nine times, I could bear it 
no longer. “Look herd” I said, rising, “I 
am going out. If you are right, I shaU be 
arrested, and there will be an end of it. If 
not, I shall come back and there wiU bo an 
end of this foolery. Jockl lie there; good 
dog!” I added, pointing to the bed. And I 
strode to the door. Of course I was still dis
guised in Clent’s ulster and cap.

He leaped up and caught mo by-tho arm.
“For Dios!” he cried, clinging to me. 

“You are going to betray me! You are Eng
lish, and you cas give me up!”

“Man alive!” I answered furiously, the 
fellow’s distrust showed the black spot in 
him so plataly; “if I wish to betray you, I 
need only stay here and tell the civil guards 
who you aie!” •

He shrank back at that; I suppose he 
saw its truth, and I went out, passing 
down the gallery and the stairs to the outer 
door. As I opened this and, meeting the 
wind, stepped into the darkness of the en
trance, before which the embers of a fire still 
glowed faintly, I confess that I felt nervous 
—very nervous. With each step that I took 
I looked for a challenge or a violent hand 
npon my shoulder; yet I sprang aside when 
the lightestref touches feU on my sleeve.

“It is I, Pablo! Go no further!” hissed a 
voice in my car. “The street is guarded, 
senor. I have risked much to save you, but 
I can do no more. If you get through is it 
Almpnacid?”

“Si,-hombre, si,” I whispered. Then clutch
ing in my turn the stranger as he was gliding 
from me I continued: “But stay, amigo. TeU 
me what I can do?”

“I do not know. Have you no safe hiding 
place inside ?” he answered, cautiously. “Ha! 
what is that?” It was the sound of approach
ing feet. As soon as this was certain, “Let 

go!” he cried, angrily, trying to tear him
self from my grasp. “It is like you! You 
would destroy me to do yourself no good!”

I released him. While he feU back into the 
darkness I retreated, cursing my folly the 
while, into the archway and tried to efface 
myself against the wall I was caught in a 
trap.

The position was not a pleasant one. 
Tramp! tramp!—the feet came on so steadily 
and surely until half a dozen forms stood be
tween mo and the dying fire outside. A 
whiskered word foUowed, then a flashing 
open ot lanthorns, a momentary starting 
back of all parties as a mustached guard dis
covered me, and with the ringing out of a 
word of command half a dozen carbines 
came to the present in front of my breast.

‘*1$ this our man?” cried the leader. He 
did not wait for an answer, but added, impe
riously, “Your name, senor?”

“I am English. Is not that sufficient for 
you? Have a care what you are doing,” I 
answered.

“Enough; enter.' Conduct us to your 
room,” was his order.

I went in. On the veranda, at the door of 
No. 3, stood Clent, holding a candle above 
his head, so that his face was in shadow 
while the light fell on us. He was pale, as I 
saw a moment later, but he played his part 
to admiration. “What is this?” he asked, 
with the superior air which Englishmen per
mit themselves abroad. “What does this 
mean?”

“Your name, sir!” cried the leader, by way 
of answer.

“My name is Rouse Lynton, and I am an 
artist and an Englishman,” he replied, 
haughtily. “Here is my passport, and I ask 
you again what this means?”
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“Who? who? who ?” cried the officer, with 
fierce impatience.

“Clent, the man whom yoù want—tho man 
in No. 1. He told me that ho was a Carlist 
in danger of arrest. I gave him my passport; 
I took his room and he mine. What is it he 
has done?”

“Done?” cried the man, stamping about the 
room in furious rage. “Can you not see? 
He is a robber of museums—the captain of a 
gang! Done, blockhead of an Englishman? 
Madro do Dios! did he not kill a civil guard 
at Valladolid ten months ago? He is now a 
German, now an Englishman. He is the 
devil himself,»whom, for all that, we had net
ted finely but for you! Yet, fool that I was, 
I feared something when the dog obeyed 
you.”

I remembered that I had read in the Eng
lish newspapers cf picture robberies in 
ous parts of Spain, in which it was supposed 
that a German was engaged. By this light I 
understood it all. The man’s terror when I 
discovered him gloating over the Spagno
letto which had been stolen from a monastery 
at Seville; his letters from distant dealers; 
his studied appeal to my sympathies; his 
greedy reluctance, which I had thought pure 
unselfishness, to part with his spoils; even the 
casual “job” which had made him master of 
my £50! I understood them now. Yes, had 
this been all—had Jock not been lying bleed
ing in a corner—I would have let the man go. 
As it was, I cried out to them, “Quick! I will 
tell you where you will find him 1 He will 
make for Almonacid. You know the place?”

“Did he tell you that also?” asked the officer 
scornfully.

“No,” I exclaimed, “I had it from one of 
his gang in the street—one who took me for 
him as you did. Almonacid is their rendez
vous. You are watching the railway station 
here? Yes. Then be sure he will make across 
country for Almonacid, which is only a mile 
from Torrijos station on the other railway.”

There was sense in my words, and the 
police saw it. The ring of scowling faces 
round me brightened. A few hasty sentences 
wero exchanged, and an order was curtly 
given, and in two minutes the officer and his 
following trooped down stairs, no doubt to 
get to horse and start after the fugitives; 
leaving me in charge of a couple of town 
police, who good naturedly helped me to do 
what I could for Jock. Jock was not dead, 
nor going to die, I am glad to say, of that 
wound, although ho walks lame to this day, 
tho bullet having cut the tendons at tho root 
of the fore leg.

When I found that this was so, I began to 
be sorry that I had betrayed Clent’s trust, 
thcyigh in fact he had never trusted me. “I 
wish that I had not spoken so soon,” I said to 
one of my guards as we sat over the brasero, 
Wondering what was doing at Almonacid.

“It is ill work standing behind a kicking 
mule,” ho answered dryly.

“But second thoughts are best.”
He considered this; then said briefly: “The 

last orange tho frost nips.”
The full meaning of which only came home 

to me next morning. About 10 o’clock the 
officer of police came clattering up the stairs 
to discharge me from custody. Ho told me 
politely that owing to tho amends I had 
made no notice would bo taken of my vain 
attempt to mislead justice.

“Vain attempt! Vain? Then you have 
captured him?”

“No, senor.”
“No! He has escaped!” I cried in aston

ishment.
“Hardly; he tried,” replied tho Spaniard, 

meeting my eyes with a smile. “He was shot; 
in tho scuffle.”

k
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van-

Thc officer cast a single glance at the paper 
and returned it. “It is in order,” lie said 
politely. “I have made inquiries and know 
about you, senor. Do not let me disturb you. 
We arc merely making a capture.”

“But he, too, is English,” put in Clent, 
looking at mo in well feigned surprise.

“Cleitamente! but criminal.”
“Good heavens! I do not believe it; it 

cannot bo. Is there nothing,” he added, 
dressing me with concern, “that I can do for 
you! Send a telegram, or anything of that 
kind?” •

“Yes,” I cried eagerly, “telegraph to the 
English minister at Madrid.”

“It shall be done, and at once. Keep up
ur heart.”

ad-

yo
‘Spare your pains, sir,” interposed the 

leader with a grim smile; “you will do no 
good. And besides, the office is closed.”

“Then 1 will have it opened,” cried Clent 
hotly, acting the English traveler to the life, 
and with a gesture of encouragement he 
rattled noisily away.

“Your room is No. 1,” dictated the officer, 
addressing me. “Enter.”

I did so. Jock sprang up, and with his coat 
bristling about his neck, growled ominously 
at my companions. I told him to lie down.

“It is the other Englishman’s dog,” said one 
of the guards.

“Is that so?” replied tho officer, glancing 
sharply at me. “Then how comes it in this 
room? But to work! Search!”

In five minutes their skillful fingers had 
overhauled the luggage which was lying 
about.

FAIRVILLE.
C. F. TILTON.

ST. STEPHEN.
C. H. SMITH & CO.

ST. ANDREWS.
JOHN S. MAGEE.

FREDERICTON.“Dead?” I said faintly.
“Yes, senor, quite dead.”
Then I knew for certain what the words, 

No nqui! Despues! (“Not here! 
ward!") lyul meant. And I shivered.

W. T. II. FENETY.
After- WOODSTOCK.

G. W. VANWART.Not Afraid of Girard.
A man who had just set up in the hard

ware business and who had been a clerk 
where the eccentric millionaire, Stephen Gi
rard, had been in the habit of trading, applied 
to him for a sharo of his patronage. Girard 
bought of him, but when the bill was sent in 
he found fault and marked down the prices.

“Cask of nails,” he growled, “which I was 
and so. You have charged so

They found nothing to the purpose. 
“The bed,” was the next command.
I do not know what seized upon me then; 

whether it was sheer longing to give vent to 
my excitement that carried me away, or the

n’s lives

MONCTON.
W. H. MURRAY.

SUSSEX.memory of Clent’s words, “And me 
they will cost,” that inspired me with some 
spirit that certainly was not my own. I can
not say. Only I know that when the order 
“Now the bed” was given I sprang between it 
and the searchers.

H. A. WHITE.
HAMPTON.offered for so 

and so, and you must tako it off.”
“I cannot do it,” said the 3roung merchant. 
“But you must do it,” roared Girard.
“I cannot and will not,” was the final rc-

Dr. MacPHERSON,
“No!” I shouted, waving them back. 

“Wait!”
If I had a dim notion of delaying them and 

gaining time the attempt was as vain as it 
was foolish.

ALBERT.
ply. L. M. WOOD.

Girard bolted out, apparent’}- in a rage, 
but soon after sent a check for th* whole 

Tho young man began to relent and 
say to himself: “Perhaps he was offered them 
at that price, but it is all over now. I am 
sorry I did not reduce the bill and get it out 
of him on something else. His trade would 
have been worth a good deal to me.”

By and by, Girard came again and gave 
him another order. The young man was 
very courteous and said he was almost sorry 
ho did not reduce the former bill.

“Reduce a bill!” exclaimed Girard; “had 
you done it I would never trade with you 
again. I merely meant to see if you had 
cheated me.”—Detroit Free Press.

CHAltLOTTETOWN.
T. L. CHAPPELL.“Madman!” cried the leader, dropping the 

mask, and suddenly beside himself with 
rage; “stand back. Juan, Felipe, do your 
duty !”

I flung one from me! another! I had a mo
ment’s awful consciousness of a carbine 
leveled at my chest, of a finger pressing on 
the trigger, of a sheathed sword that struck 
up the weapon a second before it exploded, of 
the officer shouting in a voice of thunder 
above the tumult, “No aqui! Despues!” and 
then a strong arm .flung me forcibly against 
the wall. I saw Jock leap forward, his teeth 
bared—saw some one fire hastily—saw the dog 
fail bleeding by the bed. The room grew 
thick with smoke.

“Oh, my God!” I cried, and covered my 
face. I was trembling in every limb. Some 
one not ungently drew the dog aside. In
stinctively I knelt down and tried to stanch
the blood. Poor Jockl

Presently—in the meantime I was taking

bill. V
EASTPORT.

E. S. WAIDE.

SHEDIAC.
FEED. H. SMITH.

AMHERST.
G. F. BIRD.

ST.;|MARTINS.
Mr. Gladstone is very methodical. Not 

only are his books arranged in tho most or
derly and convenient way, but he has one 
desk for his private correspondence, another 
for public affairs, r.nd another at which he 
conducts his historical and Homeric I* 
marches.—Chicago Tribune.

M. KELLY.

YARMOUTH

WM. BYRNE.
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