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CHAPTER VIII.

One morning the Bn.ron Othko - of
Arpeck and tho young Countess Ger-
frude, NOw., his dear? ln.dy and noble
a¥ife, werp partaking: i their house
n “Badon “of bhelr morning 'collation
of fruits, “hydfomel ‘and epiced cakosm.,
FHow oua.rmmg ‘geomed their. ropast,
dnce thoy enjoyoid'it together. ‘The
oakeps were exquisite, the bydrowmel
of the aweetest; the cups wers of
.£0ld; the cloth of fine brocade; Ger-
‘trude boautiful and ioving. "What
was reeded t.o cormplcte Otho’s bap-
pmeas" '

When the young baroness had clap-
ped ‘her ‘hands to ordsr away the
‘breakfast service, the servant who
‘entered approached the knight, bear-
ing on a silver plete a pieco of
parchment folded in the form.of a
letter,

“What hn.ve we bere ?'' asked the
noble lady. ‘“Another imvitation? In-
deed, Otbo, they become wearisome.
We are allowed po rest, altbough
‘hmppiest together.’””

" ““It is indeed an invitation, but.
not one for thee, my cherished one,’
replied Otho, when be had cast his
‘®yas over the missive.

“In good sooth! And who ig it
who dares so soon attempt to sep-
arnte theoe from thy wife 77

“An uafortunate man, and
such thou must forgive him,”
plied Otho, amiling.

“And what demands he 9’

‘“*Thou shalt bear Sweet one.'’

And the knight, unfolding the
shoot ef parchment, read theso words
aloud Lo the baroness:

“An 0ld friend—a once dear friend
~prays the Baron of Armeck 1o
grant him a moment’s converse for
the sake of their common aflection
and of his unhappy lot. The aron
Otho is happy; that is a reason “why

as
Te-

he should seek to pay his debt of
. gratitude to heaven by aiding the
udoriunate. Let him, then, not re-

fuse thig prayer which a friend's
voice eddresses to him.

“For many reasons whichk the
awriten’ will explain by word of
mouth, the meeting should be in the
burial ground of Baden; for the old
iriend of ihe Buron of Arneck caa
no longer have the honor of receiv-
ing him in his house, hereafter fur-
ovar closed and uceursed. 1he Baron

of Arncck is expected to-morrow -at
six of the clock,'’
‘“‘How sirange a letter! 1low

strange a mceling piace !'’ cried Ger-
trude, turning pale, ‘‘Canst imogine

Otho, who hath addressed it thee?”’
‘‘Some banished friend. ‘Thou
knowest, Gertrude that at the ac-

cession of the present margrave may
nobles of Baden were exiled, and
among them were some old {riends
of my father, and without doubt it
is one of them who hath wrilten
this.”

“But—but, Otho—why should he

choose such a placé of tryst? A
place so solemn, 0 fearful 1 Wwhere
there arc only the dead and  their
tombs '

‘““ ‘Tis the Llime and place thut

ghould roassure theo, my cherisnod
ope. One harboring designe of ovil
mvould have appointed g forest, may-
.bap, or a bostel; but never a nuriul

'place, where no Chnsth.n man would
do aught of wrong, and, my B8weet
wife, pot my father nor I had ever
friend among infidels.”’

“Thou wilt go, then 1" said Gerl-
rudc.

“Of a surety.’’

"Alono ?n

“Even go, for if it be a prescriboed
exile who seeks me, our varlets
must not know of his prescuce.’”

“But fearcst thou no danger.
Otho ? When thou wert alone, thou
mightest laugh at prudence; bat
now, cangl thou forget that I am
here ? that I love and tremble for
theo ?*

““Fear not, my love. IRven i ihis
request should hide g snare——whick
I credit not—remember that 1the
guards of the cemetery svould not
give entrance to o jparty of armed
men, and that against one I hae
my skill to defend me andsthis.’”
said he, drawing from his kel o
pointed and kcen-viges  dagger.
““But imagive not vain terrors, iy
Gertrude, Ho -<vho hath writtep me
hath mayhap for long yoars tastul
naught of tenderness or jov. und our
bappiness should render us the mmore
kind to the unfortumate.’

The young wife felt proudiy moved
at these noble words of her hushaad
and the happy pair negan their pre-
parations for the margrave’'s recel.-
tion. and spoke no more of thy
strange meeting of the morrow,

Otho, however, did w0t forget it
and scarcely had he perceived  the
firgt rosy tints of day <vhen he arcose
and donmed hiea nourpoint anil cloak.
Gertrude yot slept, and, after kis—
ing his wife’s forehead snd tenderly
ptroking her flaxen hair, he mllicd
gayly forth.

_ Half gn hour later sawt him in the
burial ground; but, although he had
arrived before the hour appointud,
he saw that the u.mkno“-n was  ul-

' ready. tlere.

T A beautiful August morning shread
its freshness and virginal  splendor
over the earth; turtle-doves cooel in
the tall yew trees; and sparraws,
fpursuing each other among the lind-

ens. and lilac bushes, showervd the

" dew dropy which glittered upon the
"leaves in a rain of d'amonds = over
_the. ‘green’ turf; daisies lifted therr

Jittle heads and rosy crowns above
the ' grass-grown graves; and “the
.grim {ombstones, and even the black
_ crogsey, scemed to cuast aside their

. ‘sombyé,looX and to dress thomselves
;ﬂlmos{; gayly Jn the grow ing sun-
“lig b, <.

5"~=.-"II Gértru.de were" hiere,. she would

igxceasu ‘Lo " tremble,”’ murmured . Othe,’

Who could fear D the
[ molody yon' ‘tiny. Songs-
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this Mght, this perfumod air, and

avalking in so verdant g sod ?”’

There was, however, a dark stain
amid all this splendor. In &n angle
at ‘the foot of o lofty ash stood a
man whoée tall form and black
attire-were sharply outlined in the
suwrrounding brightness.

““Yonder is my unknown,’’ thought
Ot'ho, and with a few rapid strides
he approached him.

Thoe man stood motionless, - his
head@ bowed upon his breast, his
eyes fixed upon un oblong space up-
on which the grass hed not yet lLe-
gun to grow.

“Thou art doubilless he who huth
called mo hither,”” said Otho. 1
am the Baron of Arneck.”’

The stranger quickly raised his
head and threw back the hood of his

mantle, exhibiting to the young
knight's gaze thir locks of snow-
white hair, and a face on  which

sorrow had
than age.

“Master Koerner 1™ cried Otho,
joyfully stretching forth his hand.
“But why so0 much mystery aund
polomnity 2 You neoded but to call
me to your side, dearest master, if
grief or calamity threatened, and,
whatever might have conspired to
keep me buck, I had obeyed the
summons; and, indecd, I have heur
that you -were afflicted, but I bhnpe
that the Domoisclle Miaa hauth fully
recovered from her {illness.’’

“‘She is henled, indeed,’” repliad
old Sobald again, lowering his eyes
to tho bare spot of earth.

“If I have not bofore presented
myself at your houso,”” continned
‘Otho, who felt it necessary Lo oifer
some explanation, but who could
pot without blushing attempt it, *it
was bocause I felt it well to silence
by my absence the slanders of en-
vious tonguest and, belisve me my
master, that such a resolution cost
mo dear, For you, excellent mmaster,
I hold doep respect and warm friend-
ship, and I honor and admire your
daughter, who to me is g model of
beauty, of wisdom, and of modesty.
Her praijses are ever upon my lips.
and sweet memorics of her in my
hoart.”

‘“ 'Tig well—very ‘woll,” murimired
the old sculptor.; ‘“‘but be careinl,
Sir Knight, you are treading ujon
her grave!’’

And with trembling and flashing
eyes, he pushed Otho, who unwnt-

traced more furrows

ingly had trod upon the ‘turiless
space, back, back, far from 1tle
grave. :

“Can this Ye true™’ cried the

knight, turning pale. ‘‘Mina dead !
sleeping bere! She so young, s0
beautiful, so tenderly loved! And
you called me not, masfer, to ac-
company her to the tomb to weep
with you !*’

“You are vory generous, Sir
Knight ; but what I woild demand
of you is not your tears.”’

‘‘Need you, then, friends or aid ?
You know, Master Koerner, that
since I have known you I have been
but too glad to place iy irfluonce
my relations at your service, and 1
would now gladly offer you the hen-
efit of my fortuns. Speak quickly, T
pray you, Command of e what
you need or desire.”

“I will first relate to youu a lale
of truth, and then demiund vehgewunce
of you,” replied the old man, in
calm tones - but with glittering cyes.
“8ir Knight, you presciied jourself
at my dwelling with the fervor of an
artist and the submission of a pupil.
You sought, you said, a nobler and
holier goal than suzcess at cclrt or
the triumphs of war; you wished
with ardent heart =nd zealous hund
to produce the sacred images of our
Saviour, his virgin Mother, and ihe

saints. And 1 Dbelieved you, Sr
Knighl; for to e art was mors
glorious, more fruitiui, more diviue

than aught else on carth, because in
art I found my mission, my recuin-
pense, my safcty, and my life.  Tw
you deceived me; you, who pride
yoursell on your name of gentlemun:
and, while feigning to study iy art:
you were killing my daunghter. Repl;-
not; deay not my “words'" contirued
Sebald, fixing a lurid gaze upow
Otho, whose <worids died on |
lips. ‘‘She loved you, naé for your
sake died. But pefore condemning
you, justice commands me to hear
you. You yourself have it sad
Mina avas wise, beautiful, and pure ;
that you lauded her wvirtues to the
world; why, then, did you nol wed
her ' ‘
‘‘Because— because— ‘‘stammerod
Otho, blushing — ‘‘because, Master
Sebald, your daughter was wot
noble. You well know my dear
master, that the customs of the
nobility are swcred. Maay a one of

1A
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‘boys,and enfeebled mothers, |
~were grave. that they should be,

v..n.st. “on his. ewutchoon .
Why' wu.a"Mina o burgcssa*dmlghter -
Jand not' a-counlese? But’ “Yop

yourself understand, my old*~ mgster,
that 1 whoso ancostors were ‘unfed
among ‘. the companions of “Charle-
mag’no—that ‘T.could not take
my wife the ~daughter of a sculptor,

without  title, without ~ crest. T
qua.rterings."
Otho :pronounced those- words in

a low voice, with drooping. head.and
downcast eyes. He dared not meot
the glance of the sculptor, who re-
mained g momaut silont, and t..hen
spoke :

“Qtho of Arneck, you have crush-
ed the father end slain the child, As
you gay, the sculptor has noither

title nor quarterings, but he has an |

arm for vengeance "’

And ospringing furiously forward,
more ropid than thought in  his
movemont, the old man, his eyes
gloaming, but his hand grasping
firmly the glittering chisel, flung
bimself upon the baroa, and befor:
the latter could draw the Jagpge:
from his girdlo, the steel disappenr-
ed in the folds of his velvet doublct
and buried itself in his bzcast, ‘[he
hand that aimed it was firm, the
blow was sure; tho chisel as of ol
failed not to perform its master’s
will; and Otho of Arneck fell upci.
the bare space of ground—iull, neva:
more to rise, upon tlhe very sjotl
where Mina lay cold and dead,

“*“Thou doest well—thou art
engod,”” gasped the fullen man, fix-
ing his glazing eyes upoa Sebeld. “'li
thy pluce I had done likewise— but
—in honorable combat—ifor I— L am
a knight and noble, But 1 truly lo-
ed Mina,”

His head dropped back, kis lLimbs
relaxed, and hy was silent. The
cloar red blood of youth and houltl
flowed from the wound and staineu
the bare earth,

Sebald with his arms folded upon
his breast, gazed upon his work.

“Let his blood flow on,”” he nur-
muroed at length; *‘lot it moisten her
coffin, as it should. And now I shuli
deliver myself to justice. My ven-
geaacoe 08 g father and ny Imission
ag a sculptor are fulfilled.’”

He turned away and walked wwith
rapid slops from the cemcicty, lear
ing his -weapoa still fixad in the
baron’'s body.

av-

CHAPTER IX,

A fow weeks after the oecurrence.
detailed in the last chaptuer, on u
dull, gray day of the autwan o,
1435, a crowd of the burgesses o,
Baden assembled in the great bgu
of justice to listen (o tne judgmen:
to Lo pronvunced «gainst  Maste:
Koorner, the sculptor. ‘'\Who,” =zua
they, ““would have Imagined a few
months since that a nun o peacefun
and just to all, an artist o shiliu],
80 fervent a Christia1, wunlsd b
dragged to that soat of infumy 2
They would as soon have expeeted
10 bear the juduges condemn Lhene-
solvies to death und to see themselves
led by the grand prevost to the gili-
bot. Master Sebald g vriminal i Mas-
ter Sebagld an ussassin] Alas  ius
poor humanity, if thav were ail six-
ty years of virtus could hring forth.

Nevertholess, there he was, the
artist criminal -—ths  white-hgaireu
murderer—standing crect before the
magistrates in their robes of crine
and cernation, before ihe ivory -
age of Christ crucified, withits Ilac.
velvet background, which hung abuve
their heuads, There he stood, while
near him on a table lay ibe mute
witness aguinst him; the velvot pour-
point, stiff with blood; the fine linen
tunic, now reddish brown in ity hue;
tho murderous chisel, with its oncy

gleaming blade dark and rusty and
covered with a crust of cloutea
bleod.

Several witnesses were called; the

servant who roceived from ‘1aaLer
Sebald the trecacherous letter, which
he delivered to Count Otho the
keeper of the burial-grouml, who

testified to having scen the uteusca

enter the ficld of the dead on  the
morning of the twenty-sccond — of
August. Bul tears flowed fasyst
when the Countess Gertrude, the

youthful widow of the baron, gave
her deposition. While relating ler
mournful story, the noble lady
swooned veral  times, | and her
beauly, her placid face, and long,
closed lashes, and waving (laxen
hair, unfastened and rolling in pmass-
es over her black robe, so moved the
auditory that more than once tle
life of the assuvsin seemed in inatunt
danger,

But tho depositions of witnesses
wero almost uscless, The most strik-
ing evidence of his crime was the
chisel lying there, slill covered witlls
the victim's Dblood. And when the
president, after declaring Lo Master
Sebald tho crime of which he vtood
accused, asked, pointing Lo the bloou

stained weapon, ‘‘Dost Lthou pecoy-
nize they chisel "’ the old sculptor
replicd :

‘““Yes; it is minc.”

“Aad thou seest that with it wys
the life of the Baron of Arneck tuk-
en. Cansl thou say by whosoe hund
he came to his death ™

‘““Yes—by mine'’ replied
Sebald unhesitatingly.

“‘So thou hast alrcady declared in

Master

"delivering thyself up Lo the hanad of

justice,” said thw president, *Buy
that declaration, made in a moment
of troubloe and grief, was insullicient.
It nceded a public avowal to confirm
it. But onec question more; ‘fhou
hadst doubiliess motives for the com-
mission of so barbarous an act "’

“*Assuredly,”’ replied the sculptor,
No man kills wantonly one who wuas
for three yeurs lvis pupil and his
friend.” )

“What cause, then, impeclied thee?”’

The prizoner remained silent ~ for
a moment, bowed his hoad still low-
or, clasped his hands tight’ togethar
and bit kis lips till the blood trmkl—
ed from them; then ke replied :

‘‘No; my motives wero too holy 1

| will not tell them.”

.*‘Reflect, - accused,’’ snid the '(ire':n-
dent: ‘It is because thy .matives
re-
veuled.” Reflect; :md say why' s'uch a
crimme sullies thy on¢e pure hands.'

‘No,"! repea.tod Sebald;

for |

oy a-lIrll
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ready to die, but the history of my
crime Jies with me.”

.Then g young man dresscd in the
habit of an Augustine novice, wko
had obtained the favor of remaining
by the side of the accused, rose, and
in o timid voice addressed the
judges :

‘‘Although, my lords I know wot
fully Master Sgbald's motives, [
may, perhaps, suspect them. There
are moments in the lives of the wis-
est and of the most just when 1lhe
heart may harden and the judgneni

err under the goad Oof =ome ureat
gricf. Remember, my lords, that
Master Koerner has lost his  only
child, and you, who knew the

dnughter, can conceive the grief of
the futher.”’ .

*“Johann 1 bo silent!” cried old
Sebald, rising, trombling and -furious,
“Let tha dead sleop in their wroves,
Their agony is past, and tnine newls
no increase. I mako no avowils— 1
dosire no defence. The crime was
mino, and I seck but to die with 1oy
wecret 1’

the old man fell back exhaustedby
this burst of indignation, and  the
young friar, covering his face with
his hunds, saak upon his knees -
fore his master upon the stone flov:,
while the president glanced around
uponr his colleagues, as if to reasl
their judgment in their faces.

+'Bofor¢ such g resolution,” su'd
he, ‘‘further questions were uscless. '

Then he called upon the prisoncs
to stand ercct and listen Lo s sen-
tence, which the clerk proceeaed o
read.

‘‘Master Sebuld Koeraur,
and Dbu.rgess of the grod ety
Baden, having been con-
victed of having on the
morning of August iwenty-second
last past, treacherously wounded
and killed the wnoble Otho Hayner.
Baron of Arneck, and esquire to hir
highness the margrave, iz condemned
to die by the halter.”

“‘Accused, hast aught to say?
asked the president when the rawling
of the doom was ended.

“Nothiag,’” replied Master Sebald,
bowing with folded arms before the

seuiptor
of

"

Jjudges.

The president covered his head
with his black furred robe, axnd con-
tinued :

“‘Mastor | the justice of man hiuth
pronouseed thy doomr, and will soon
be eaiisfied. With a common criviin-
al our office would huere end, and
but a few words of exhortation to
repentance would uccompany him to
the exccutioner. But, criminal as
thou arl, wo canmot forget that {on
sixty years thou wast our ncighbor,
and our friend, and that those
hands Aaow red with murder have
carved many @ puro and holy image
to strengthen and lift our souls to-
ward God

“How canst thou, whose works
have so long glorified our Lord, roew
refuse t0 repent ? Hast thou 1ot
read a thousand times the command,
“Thou shalt not kill?' Hast never
reflected upon our Saviour's agony—
hig wounded huands, his laace-pierced
side, his crown of thorns, the blows
his face received, his shames, Dlis
griefs, avenged only hy the words -
‘“Father, forpive them, for 1they
know not what they do ?* Thou hast
thought upen all this; thou hast vven
modelled with thy hands the bloody
scencs of thy Redcemer’s life; and
yet thou couldst not learn to for-
give—thou, who wast bul a man!”

Here the president was {or a mno-
ment silent, overcome by his cmo-

tion, and the o'd sculptor, as if
ghaken in his fierce resolve and’
gloomy pride by -the words of liis
judge, slowly lifted his head and
cast o troubled look around. *'In the
bitterness of thy heart.”” conlinied

the president, *in the madness of thy
wrath, ull this thou didst forgoel

and yet to rccall it all to mind, thou
noededst but to lift thine eyes. (ize
nol on us, Master Sehald; . hear thy
glances higher, and sce ghove us the
pallid face, the wounded form, the
holy cyes of him who loved nmere
than thou, and who only aveaged
himself upon his torturcrs by saving
them from death, albeit at the price
of hiy own blamel05q lifa. [Tarken to
me, betroyed friend ! that.an God
had, too, g friend and was betrayed
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(From the St. John’s News, Nov.10.)

Many humes huve been made bright
and cheerful, and many erring sons
have been restored to happiness, and
many husbands brought back to cn-
joy the blessings of their promises at
the altar by using The ‘“‘Dixon (ure”

for the drink hubit and the writer

was astonished when in.the oflice of
the Company, on ihe 16th Ocl., to
he shown the many letters from mo-
thers and wives, aiso men puiivnbs

~who testified. that their sons or hi-

bunds, or men. thumselves had hean
entire'v cured, and the cost is u'\lth
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-For, particulars and price apply to
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a cake. .

:i, ?

by tho kise of that friend; liston, un-
happy father ! that Fathor was sold,
scourged, crucified by hid children,
And, if this God, reviled, (ishonored,
avenged not himself, was it not to
set man an examplo of forgiveness 7
Thou hast not yet expiated thy
crime, Master Koerner, and the hund
of the executioner will soon deliver
thee to a higher Judge. Christ will
owait  thee at the gibbet, just and
inflexible. Gaze on him ere thy
death, poor sirmer, with faith and
love, for thy Judgo is also thy Havi-
our.’

So speaking the president uncover-
ed his head and pointed solemaly to
the ivory ecrucifix. The eyes of Mas-
ter Koerner followed the uplifted
hand aad rested on the agonized fate
of Chnist. Then their fixed and stony
glare grew soft; their dry and burp-
ing lustre grew moist; his lips quiv-
ered; he clasped his handg, and after
some moments of fierce struggling
with himself, the old artist murmua-
ed in a trembling voice :

‘“Christ t God of the wretched—God
of fathers—alag ! since Mina's death
nover bave I turned mine oye to
thea !

His head {fell once more upon his
breast and his voice was choked in
n sob, while Johann at his side 1ift-
ed his hands toward hcaven in an
ecshtasy of joy and gratitude.

There was a murmur and a mo-
tion in the crowd; then all wag sil-
ence again as the voice of the presi-
dent arose once more :

‘““A ray of grace from on high hath

illumined theo; let us pray that it
may conduct thee through the
gates of death to eternal light, I

have a few words more to address
thee. The court, while punishing as
it should the crime of the murderer,
forgets not the merits of the artist.
It thercfore accords thee, tn lossen
the bitterness of thy last moments,
the favor thou mayst most desire.
Reflect Master Sebald, ere thou {ixest
thy choice. Any grace thou mayst
domand shall be accorded, any save
life.”’

A murmur of astonishment and
joy ran through the <drowd, which
hushed omnly to hear the old
sculptor's reply. Master Sebnld re-
mained leng silent, but ai length
rose and spoke :

“I would not ask life were I frea
to do s»’’ he answered. My life
hath glready been too long, and she
whom I love awuijts me beyond the
grave, Bui you have spoken of expi-
ation, my lord, and it scems to 1ne
thut even here below my death would
not afford a complete one, My life,
onded at the gibbet, may satisfy the
justice of man; but what shall I do
to appease the anger of my God?
I appear before him with no peni-
tentinl act to plead for my pardox :
no work of repuration wherein with
sweat and tears I might have wash-
ed my blood-stained hands ? Repent-
ance came while I gazed upon yon
crucifix; in carving another, pardon
might perhaps descend upon me from
heaven. If the court will for a few
weoks prolomg my life, as 1 now
soe Christ’s image hefore me, so will
I produce it in the stono !’ cried he
with enthusiasm. “I ask not to quit
my prison—to live in the midst  of
men. No! let me be immured in @
dungcon, let my door be sealed until
I leave it to go to my death. l.ot
but a ray of sunbght enter, that |
may see to model the august coun-
tenance of my God, while I remain
there with the thoughts of elernity
and tho remembrance of my crime
for my only companions.”’ ‘

‘“‘Master XKoerner,” replied thu
judge, ‘*‘thy request is that of o
good Christian and a noble artiat,
and the court accords it with joy.
in the hope that the work of thy
last days may bring thee pardon and
salvation., Thou wilt be led back to
thy dungeon, and, before its door
closes upon thee, all thou mnayst
require for thy work will be brought
thee.”’

The - judges arose and retired,
hann,
almost congoled, accompanied his
old master to the prison, and thea
sought the stone, the clay—all’ that
Even the fa-
tal chizel. cleansed of its stains,was
brought to him bright and shiuing,
like the soul of the criminal, stained

Jo-

by sin, would soon bhe cleansed Ly
grief and labor.
Then the old sculptor passcd Lis

hand ovor his seamed brow and hol-
low cheeks and called for a mirror, |
The door +was then built up with
stone and mortar, and only an op-
ening large enough for his food 1o
be passed through way left, and Mas-
ter Scbald siood alone in -the coll
which he was only to leave to pnss
to the gibbet.
(To be Continued.)

We claim th'l., the D, and T.. Men-
thol Plaster will cure lumbago, buck-
ache, seciaticd, or neurnlgic pning
quicker than any other remecdy. Made
by Tavis & Lawrence Co., Ltd

-~

Lhy.c are 30,000 zmtw Clu .qtn

That hackmg cough- is ‘a worning],
not to ' be highly- trcated . Pyny-
Poctoral cures coughs™ and  colds.
Take ‘it in time. Ma.nufactured by .the
ot” Perry-Davis Painh-

Killer.
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radiant with joy, aad his grief

2 :f L8 “' ; .'\
A notew‘orthv mcchunlqm, m\cru:d:L

by.. P: M. Ra.venskilde ‘has ‘attrasted-
much attention®

in. Ln.berv, TJl;' Iy is-
a “dlock, -~ which tarted as a1 09
keeper in Augus 898, has run, ‘its.

" | owner cla.ims, wnthout any; attontwn'
. .a.nnd with an" ‘action as: me ethoilieal as.
| the sux. The clock proper is run.with:
= |a wheel: of - sixty
.{enee, , and; from tho outslde surfuce-

lnches circumfer-- ‘

of the latter are suspended -20 eups; .

each one-half iach in diamater hd’
third of an ‘inch deep; fur ty (,:“the;; ,
cups, which are - successive, enntanin
stecl ballg three-eighths of an inch in

diemeter. Every minute and ;. halt,

as this whesl furns by weight 05.
thesa balls, ane of them falls gut: of
ilts cup end rolls down an inclinea
plane twenty inches long, when; iy~
ita own weight, it reunites hnl.en
circuit of electricity
clevated by a little car travalling
along g steeper inclined plane 1g the
top .of the wheel, where it [a1llg into
a oup -+which stande vertical for =
short time; after the car discharwes
its cargo, it returns to its original
station from its own weight. From
the time one of these balle is dropped
into a cup until it is again dropped
into another cup it travels three fect
and thus the work done by =21l of the
balls i equivalent to ome ball trivel-
ling over & mile a day. The cleotric-
ity used is generated in am ordinary
slorage battery, which dous pot
require any attention for fully a
year.

Plum puddinzs and mivze irs nft-
en have bad eflects upor the smal:
boy who over indulges in them,
Poin-Killer ag & houschold medicine
for all such ills is urequalled. Avoicd
substitutes; there’'s but one Peain-
Killer, Perry Davis’. 25 cents an-
50 centas,

The population of the Soudan is
numbered at 3,000,000, ncarly whol-
ly upeducated.

Dr. Adams’® Toothache Gum ie
gold by all Druggists. 10 cents.
& bottle.

2 DHUISION

CONSUXPTION and
al! LIING DISEASES,
BPITTIN(: or BLEOD,
COUGEH, LONN
OF APPETITE,
DEBILIEY, the benefits of thisarticlo
are most manifest,

By the ald of The D. & L. Emulsion, I have
gotten rid of 2 hacking congh which had troubled
me for over a year, and Lave gained consider- |
ably in weight.

T. H. WINGHAM, C.E., Montreal
50c. and $1 per Bottle
DAVIS & LAWRENCE CO., Limited,
MONTREAL,

SPECIALTIES of
GCRAY’S PHARMACY.
FOR THE HAI}:

CASTOR FLUID...............—320 cents
FOR THE TERTE:
SAPONACEOUSDENTIFRICE. 25cents
FOR THE SKIN
WHITEROSE LANOLIN CREAM 25 cts

HBENRY R. GRAY,
Pharmaoeutical Chemist
122 St.Lawrence Mainstreet,

N.B.—Physirians’ Prescriptions prepared
ontrr and premptly forwarded i‘to all perte of'iba
oity.

GRICKS  THE BEST ANTI-RHEUMATIG

| ,M PLASTER MADE

b {EUHA 1S EACH PLASTERIN ENAMELED
| ==

'ﬂN BOX PRICE 25¢ALS0 mlmu
\1E ROLLS PRICE #100
Sl

DANSLAWRENCE CO g

MONTREAL |

A Blessing to the Fair Sex!

PERFECT BUSTS by the
use of

ORIENTAL Powder.
the only Powder that as-
fures perfeot development
of the bust within three
months, and cures Dya-
W1 eppin and Liver Com-
@ plaint.

Price per box. with di-
reclions, $1.00; six boxes
for $5 (0

Gencral Agent for the
Dominion:

L. A.BERNARD,
1882 St. Catherine Street, Montreals

United States: &, L. pg Marriasy, Druggists.
Moanchester, N H,

ogooomaomooooog
Q QUICK. CURE Q
2 FOR COUGHS §

Pymy ?@t 02

‘The Cana.oxan Remedy for ail

THROAT axp LUNG AFFECTIONS
Large Botles, 25 cents,

!
|

3
DAVIS & LAWRENCE CO., Limited, ¢
Prop's. Perry Davis' Paln Riller. [¢]
Now York Montreal
?'\“"AWMJGOPGD
Mantels -'l‘lles for
Hardwood ' Bathrooms.
Brick and |Fireplaces,
- Tile,: Vestibutes, Btes

ANUHEW F: MURRAY & C0,

CONTRACTORS and IMPORTERS

a0 Dl.l:.\iﬁl ST EET‘
BNDNTREAL, Que. )

CGnw Logs,
G Flren,

Rrays and
Wrum:ht Iron
l‘lrnplnco .
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-and ie apain .
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