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“Dear mammy, remembering the 

greatness of my own shortcomings, I 
feel that I have been brutally harsh 
toward you. It is I who should beg 
for pardon. ’ ’

“No, no, Mars Charley, don’t say 
dat. My blessed chile, I wants to 
heah you say you fo’give.s me. Say 
dem words. Mars Charley, say deni 
words,” she continued, with feeble 
eagerness.

“Well, mammy, I who am the pres
ent sinner, say that I forgive you, as 
I hope myself to be forgiven. ’ ’

‘ ' But, Mars Charley, ’ ’ she persisted, 
“I wants yon to say dat yon fo’gives 
me fo’ all de sins Lse eveh done agin 
you, both dem you knows on and dem 
you don’t.”

“Yes, mammy,” he said, soothingly, 
thinking she wandered, “for all.”

‘ ‘ Bless de Laud ! Praise de good 
God in Heaven!” she cried, suddenly, 
in clear tones. “My chile has done 
fo’give me ! my chile has done said 
he don’t b’ar me no malice, an’ I kin 
die happy ! O may de good Heavenly 
Father bless my chile fo’eveh and 
eveh!”

Charley went away humbled, cast 
down in spirit. How had he dared to 
judge this tender, this noble creature, 
whose unselfish and long-suffering 
tenderness so put his own to shame?

The next day she died, and with a 
sad heart he gave directions for such 
a funeral as he knew she would have 
desired, and bade them dig her grave 
at Miss Connie’s feet, where she had 
often expressed a wish to be buried.

They buried her with all the “pomp 
and circumstance” so dear to the ne
gro’s mind, and which more fully im
pressed her fellow servants with the 
idea of their master’s goodness than a 
whole lifetime of ordinary kindness 
would have done.

Charley followed his old nurse to 
the grave, and stood hat in hand 
while the services were read, and un
til the last shovelful of dirt had been 
heaped upon her lowly mound. Then 
with a sigh he turned homeward, feel
ing that the links that bound him to 
life were fast breaking, and wonder
ing vaguely whether the careless sins 
of his youth deserved so severe a pun
ishment.

He entered the gate and began pac
ing slowly up and down under the lo
custs where he and Bel had played in 
childhood, and where his sister had 
been wont to sit smiling upon their 
sports.

Oh, the bitterness of thought when 
all our joys are of the past ! * * Oh. 
dear in life, the days that are no 
more!”

For some time he walked back and 
forth, thus “cjiewing the cud of sweet 
and bitter fancies,” no one daring or 
indeed wishing to interrupt him. It 
was a holiday on the place, given in 
honor of the mournful event of the 
morning, and the servants walked 
aimlessly from cabin to cabin.

At length one of the farm hands ap
proached his master with slow and re
luctant steps, and as Charley stopped.
looking at him expectantly, touched 
his hand and said :

“Mr. Marshall, sir, do chillun’s 
done foun’ somethin’ in Aunt Pkib 
by’s lof’.”

His tones were low and solemn.
Here de women comes a-bringin’ 

of it now, sir,” he continued, as a 
long file of women and children mid a 
few men drew near.

The foremost had in her arms a 
bundle, which without a word : he 
placed in her master’s lianas.

He took it unsuspiciously, yet n 
little puzzled at the ceremonious sol
emnity of the v.'-c- es.

“What is this, , .namiy'?’ he asked, 
beginning slowly to unfold the clumsy 
package.

The outside was of a dingy white, 
darkened and discolored with mildew, 
and stained with the raindrops which 
kail soaked through Phibby's root. 
Suddenly if flow < pen and fell in long, 
shining folds to Ins feet.

It was his young wife's wedding 
robe, and ui<ou it were the dark stains 
of blood.

Young Marshall turned tne hue of 
death.

“My God, it is her dress!” lie cried, 
hoarsely, and gathering it in his arms 
he strode with it to the house.

Noue followed, but the negroes look
ed iii each other’s faces and went 
slowly to their quarters.

CHAPTKR XIX.
Meantime the small world at Mar

shall House had for months known no 
change. In August, however, Leon
ard Harris had returned, thereby 
creating a nine days’ wonder among 
those who had thought him dead.

He gave no account of himself dur
ing his absence, but came and went 
between his father's house and the 
village as idle, quarrelsome, and for
bidding as ever.

Young Tully. of the “store,** was 
heard to remark that “it was a pity 
he had not stayed dead.”

Aunt Phibby had been ill with 
dropsy since early in the spring, and 
as the summer waned she began to 
feel that her da vs were nearly ended, 
tihe firmly believed that her illness 
was a judgment noon her for the de
ceit practiced on her young master, 
and lay upon her sick bed in all the 
agonies of futile repentance. She felt
little remorse as far as Bel was con
cerned ; that is, she had not much 
sympathy for any sorrows the young 
girl might have been called upon to 
endure, but she was afraid of the 
memory of her. She had a vague and 
terrified notion that the girl’s spirit 
hung over her, a stern and remorse
less Nemesis, who delighted in inflict
ing upon her the slightest pangs, both 
mental and bodily. She still listened 
for the ghostly cry :

“The remembrance of me shall 
haunt you till your dying day.”

Had Bel been alive and near her, she 
would have thought she was “con
jured, ’ ’ but as it was, she felt herself 
even more hopeless.

“What kin a po’ sinniu’ human 
critteh do agin a sperrit?” she asked 
herself hopelessly, and so lay down 
most patiently to die.

As the end approached she sent for 
Charley to bid the last farewell. He 
came, and sitting down by her bedside 
took up one of her worn old hands and 
began to stroke it softly.

“ Mars Charley, ” she said, faintly, 
“is you sorry to see yo’ po’ ole mam
my die?”

He dropped his head upon her hand 
deeply moved. He reproached him
self bitterly that he had been so hard 
upon her, this faithful servant of two 
generations. He remembered her un
tiring devotion to the interests and 
comfort of the family. She had dress
ed himself and sister at their birth, 
she had laid out for the grave the 
three who were gone, and from the 
time when he alone was left from all 
his family, she had as far as in her 
lay, filled the nlaces of father, mother, 
sister. And he in return had in her 
old age thrust her from him for an 
offense Of mere thoughtlessness, and 
suffered her to spend her last days un- 
cheered by the tender ministrations 
she had a right to expect.

“Mammy,” he said, huskily, ‘ I 
have ill treated you ! I have sinned j 
against yon, my faithful mammy. 
How have I repaid your goodness to 
me and mine?”

“Oh, my po’ chile,” she said, feeb
ly, “yon’s allays ben good to me. 
Nobody neveh had no betteh chile dan 
yon is. It’s me dats been de po’ mis’- 
able sinneh. But lse gwiue to die 
now, Mars Charley, an’ I can’t die 
eaa3T ’less you says yon fo’gives me fo’ 
all lse eveh done to hurt yon’ feel- 
in’s. ”

He thought she referred to her care
lessness of Bel that night, and look
ing in the dim eyes which had al
ways beamed on him so fondly, he 
pressed the wrinkled hand more ten
derly.
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CHAPTER XX.
An hour after the events above nar

rated Jim Pointer came riding furi
ously up to Marshall House.

He dismounted, threw lr 3 reins over 
the hitching post, wall od hastily 
through the gate, and e fferinj^tiie 
house, strode rapidly from room to 
room. 0:i reaching tin- library he 
pushed open the door and entered.

Upon a low chair near the window- 
sat Marshall, his elbows upon I 
knees, his fare V- ' ' ham:
In front of him .>r’s <>i
armchair—; : ..icn
had " - *

Perhaps it's diphtheria, or 
-carlet fever. Keep your 
own home free from the 
germs of these diseases.
Prevent your children from 
having them. You can do 
it with our Yapo-Cresclene. Put 
some Cresoiene in our vape-, ’;tr, 
light the lamp beneath, and let Jie 
vapor fill the sleeping room. Have 
the children sleep in the room every 
night, for it's perfectly safe, yet net 
a single disease germ can live in this 
vapor. Ask your doctor about it. i

Vapa-CresYlene is sold by druggists everywhere. 
\ Vapo-Cresolene outfit, including the Vaporizer and 
Lamp, which should last a life-time, and a bottle of 
Cresoiene. complete, $1.50; extra supplies of Creso
iene 25 centsand 50cents Illustrated booklet contain
ing physicians’ testimonials free upon request. Vapo* 
Crksoi.knp. Co., 180 Fulton St., New York, U.S.A.

visit to the house—and ever its wide 
back was Spread the ill-omened dress.

Wrinkled, soiled, blood-stained it 
was indeed a pitiful sight, and one 
well calculated to awaken intolerable 
memories in the heart of the bereaved 
bridegroom.

Jim Pointer’s eye fell upon it and 
rushing forward he fell en his knees 
before the chair.

The tears poured down his weather
beaten cheeks, he trembled and sighed 
heavily.

“Oh’ my gal ! My poor, lost gal.” 
“Will I never see no more of you than 
this? Oh, my Lord, where is my 
pretty Bel !”

Marshall raised Ins head, disclosing 
a face worn and aged with pain.

“Jim,” he said, rising and coming 
near, “do you see those stains? Is it 
her blood?”

Jim shrank visibly.
“No, no.,” he shuddered, “that is 

Miss Valine's blood, curse her! Oh, 
that my pretty Bel should die for. 
such as her ! ’ ’

“Jim, ” said Charley, hoarsely, 
“don’t strike mo now!”

The old overseer turned slowly and 
looked in the pale, stricken face of his 
late master.

A tide of old memories of old ties 
and old associations, flowed over him 
with resistless force.

“Mr. Charley,” he said, tremulous
ly, “you did me and my child a bitter 
wrong, but I believe now you didn’t 
rightly see what you was about. Any
way, I believe you have suffered 
your own punishment, and I shan’t 
never reproach you for it.”

He held out his hand.
Charley clasped it closely, but did 

not speak. Jim looked mournfully at 
the dress.

“Does this give you any clue, Mr. 
Charley?” he asked at length. “They 
told me it was found in the ole nigger 
Phibby’s cabin. She hated my poor 
gal!”'

“Yes, Jim, it was fonnd in her 
loft, ’ ’ replied the young man, bitter
ly. “Just before she died she begged 
my forgiveness for all offenses against 
me, both those I was aware of and 
those I wasmot. Little did 1 imagine 
her meaning, perfidious wretch ! and 
that I was sittin’ humble and peni
tent beside the bed of my wife’s mur
deress. Now,” he continued with vio
lent and impious wrath, “now, from 
my very soul, I curse her ! I pray God 
to curse her. I hope she is burning 
in the hottest flames of hell!”

Jim stood aghast.
“Mr. Charley ! Mr. Charley!” he 

said, “don’t talk that way! Yon 
don’t know nothing positive agin the 
ole woman. ’ ’

“I soon will know,” cried ttie 
other, “all there is to be fonnd out. 
I will search the premises until I find 
some further trace of my lost wife. I 
must and will got to the bottom of 
this horrid mystery!”

Jim remained a short time longer, 
and when ho went home it was with 
a sad heart, yet with a certain sense 
of relief.

All along it had been a hard matter 
for him to be obliged to cherish ran
cor against his noble old master’s 
kindly sou, and he had often pondered 
uneasily if it must always be so. He 
!"" hroM of Charley’s bitter grief 
a constant and untiring endeavor to 
p some tidings of the lost girl, so
• to both, and had wished vaguely 

1 nes that he could pour his own 
s, '.vs into the only ears competent 
t j And so his heart lmd
tee a long time been softening, and it 

; onL u •oiled the sight of his master’s
: "d and suffering face to make

o.i u ..ys, it is uncertain 
■ is 1- ' might have been. 
io baa ought him back to 

... ui- i ail us, uuu lie could no longer 
harbor an evil thought against this 
broken-spin led boy, this well-beloved 
brother of the sainted Miss Connie. 
Ah, well ! “the good men do lives 
alter them,” and the mere memory of 
ortc ‘-h ndor, golden - haired girl was 
suhieiciit to influence many nmldiffer
ent persons to the right. To the idle 
observer >! -s Connie’s life might 
well have t, veiled in vain. She grew 
to ’ io' D err and beautiful woman-
bo .............. . she died. But she had
no» i . vain. Not all the books, 
ii' *i ' ' p oachers, not all the mar-
1 ’•■ ■ i aeh a better lesson than
tout ai s.vect and tender human

<'!T \.... Elt XXI.
1 ; early in Septem-

m .. range and uuwont- 
<’• - door of Marshall 

in. lie sheriff of 
fli hv the 

od the 
■■ ihe rnas-

“Sir, ” said the sheriff respectfully, 
•‘it is my painful duty to arrest you 
in the name of the law.”

Marshall, standing with one hand 
on his chairback, turned a shade paler.

“Upon what charge, may I ask, Mr. 
Judson?”

The sheriff hesitated, cleared his 
throat and replied in the measured 
tones of one repeating a task :

“Upon the charge of murder.”
Marshall threw back his head 

haughtily.
* ' Murder, sir ! murder!”
“Yes, sir,” returned the sheriff, re

luctantly ; for the murder of your wife 
on the night of October l, 16(5-.”

Mar.-hall .•mk in his chair with such 
a look of horror as might well have 
been taken for the remorse and fear of 
conscious guilt.

The sheriff eved him curiously, and 
under the intolerable inquisitiveness 
of the look he rallied.

“Who brings this charge against me, 
Mr. Judson?” he asked.

‘ ‘ The voice of the people generally, I 
believe, Mr. Marshall, but more di
rectly the affidavit of Mr. Leonard 
Harris. ’ ’

Ah,” said Charley, with bitterness, 
“it is Leu Harris, is if? I understand 
now.”

Unfortunate Harris! he w*s bv no 
means a good or lovable personage, 
but he met with too harsh a judg
ment on all sides. True, it gave him 
a savage joy to see his old rival 
suffer, but he did not believe it to be 
Buffering innocently. In his dark and 
morbid imaginings he had builded 
step by step an edifice worthy of him. 
After his vain search for her he had 
become convinced that Bel was indeed 
dead. At first he thought that in her 
wild frenzy of grief and remorse she 
had taken her own life, and bitter 
indeed was his own self -reproachful 
thoughts, in that connection. But 
the discovery of the dress, the burn
ing of the cabin, the recent reconcili
ation with the old negrot Phibby, her 
honorable burial—all these facts served 
to turn his mind into a new channel.

Quick for once in his own evil im
aginings, he leaped to the conclusion 
that to save her name and his own, 
Marshall had actually slain his fair 
bride at the altar. Or, he sometimes 
thought, remembering his former 
fickleness, he had perhaps struck her 
down with wrath at the blow she had 
dealt his more recent love. But what
ever the motive, ho was convinced 
that Marshall’s was the hand which 
had sent Bel Pointer to her final sleep. 
And so, though more than glad that 
he might deal retribution to one who 
had stricken him so hard, he yet be
lieved himself to be acting in the in
terest of law and societv.

It is not to be supposed, however, 
that Marshall, so entirelv innocent of 
Bel’s disappearance, could be able to 
trace out these secret workings of his 
enemy’s mind. As his thoughts ran 
quickly over the ground he could eas
ily see the points against him : The 
last time Bel had been seen she was 
being half dragged away in his arms ; 
he had held in his hand Jim Pointer’s 
knife, a weapon fully capable of deal
ing a mortal wound ; ho admitted hav
ing taken her to Phibby’s cabin, and 
there all trace of her had been lost. 
The blood stained dress and shred of 
lace had been found there, and he had 
buried the negro with unusual cere
mony, and had subsequently burned 
the cabin, thus destroying the chance 
of further evidence from that source. 
These facts, together with the futil
ity of the search for the body, and, 
as he heard after, the finding of the 
fatal knife, he knew made something 
of a case against him, and which he 
did not doubt would be well supported 
by false swearing.

“Well. Mr. Judson,” he said, as 
these thoughts passed rapidly through 
his mind, “my accusers have selected 
a favorable moment for their attack. 
They have wisely awaited the death 
of my old witness. I wonder if she 
knows,” he added, musingly, “that 
one of the offenses I did not ‘know 
about’ would ' be the ignominious 
death of her foster child?”

“Oh, Mr. Marshall, ” cried the sher
iff, “let’s hope it won’t be so bad as 
that ! Considering your previous good 
character, and the want of the corpus 
delicti, you may expect to get off 
with ten years or so in the pen. ”

Charley looked up haughtily, and 
with a perceptible start, but made no 
reply to his delicate and consoling 
speech.

(Tu be continued.)
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REPEATING SHOT GUNS .
are cheap in price, but in price only. “ Take Down ** 
guns list at $27.00 and Solid Frame guns at $25.00, but 
they will outshoot and outlast the highest priced 
double barreled guns, and they are as safe, reliable 
and handy besides. Winchester Shot Guns are made 
of the very best materials that can be procured, a 
thoroughly modern system of manufacture permitting 
them to be sold at buyable prices. ; # ; &
FREE—Send name and address on a postal card for 164 page illustrated catalogue.

WINCHESTER REPEATING ARMS CO., NEW HAVEN, CT
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WHY you should buy “I'ay Roll” 
Chewing Tobacco.

Because it is the best quality.
Because it is the most lasting chew. 
Because it is the largest, high grade 

10c. plug.
Because the tags are valuable for pre
miums UNTIL JANUARY 1st, 1904.
Because we guarantee every plug, and 
Because your dealer is authorized to 

refund your money if you are not 
satisfied.
The Empirk Tobacco Co., Ltd.

IN CHESTER

Baby’s Own Soap
is a guard against all skin troubles in 
children. It cleanses, softens, soothes 
and prevents chafing and sores.

IT IS AS GOOD FOR THE 
OLD AS THE YOUNG. ^ 

ALBERT TOILET SOAP CO., Mnts.
MONTREAL. 4-2

Livery Stable.
I have lately installed a number 

of good horses, up-to-date carriag
es and harness, and can supply the 
best turnouts in town.

Charges Reasonable
Hack to any part of the town to 

and from all regular traiu’s.

0. McGowan.

CUSTOM • 
TAILORING

Mr. J. R. McDonald has moved lo the 
rooms ever J. Demers’ grocery «tore 
where he will be pleased to see hi» old. 
customers and friends.
PRESSING, CLEANING, REPAIRING

executed with neatness and despatch;
J. a. MCDONALD. ,

Wanted
Capable and intelligent young men to 

learn shorthand. We cannot begin to sup
ply the demand for such writers, and no
class of work gives better opportunities for 
advancement.

Send for phamphlet “Mile Stenographers 
Wanted,” showing the denned and the- 
openings a stenographic position gives for 
rising in the world.

Students can enter at any time.

S. KERR & SON.
ODDFELLOWS’ HALL.

When the Bowels 
are Constipated
It is a serious matter to neglect consti

pation. You may do so for a time, only 
to find that your health has been under
mined by bodily derangements of the most 
fatal kind. You should have a movement 
of the bowels every day. To accomplish 
this, avoid concentrated foods, use veget
ables and fruits freely, and take one of Dr. 
Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills before retiring, 
two or three times a week, or oftener if 
required.

Dr. Chase's Kidney-Liver Pills are not 
an ordinary cathartic. They have a 
specific and combined action on the kid
neys, liver and bowels, and consequently 
cure constipation and the accompanying 
derangements thoroughly and well, by 
removing the causes.

For the information of those who are 
not yet familiar with the peculiar merits 
of Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills, we 
might add that they are purely vegetable 
in composition, pleasant and natural in 
action, and remarkably prompt and far- 
reaching in effect, even in the most serious 
and chronic cases of constipation, kidney 
and liver diseases and stomach troubles.

One pill a dose, 25 cents a box.

Hid
Or. Chase’s

Dunlop
Detachable

Tires
First in 1888— 
Foremost ever since.

To have been “first” 
merely proves antiquity.
To have remained first 
proves merit.

DUNLOP TIRE CO..
LIMITED,

TORONTO.

When I was ui toad, said the re-
:

cently returned, I was surprised to , 
observe that persons over there do not 
use th.-ir hands in conversation as 
much as we cio, Now, look ah that 
young man and young woman—

Yes; they are deaf and dumb.

NEUVE W BUCKL'D AND IN SOM XI- 
OÜ6.

K revelling - on w eng, head feels heavy 
a.ifl <!■,:’.!, mile! .- til'- 1 with 91 range 
f<m-l|( i1 ne-, s one eh 19 oil' cl' kilter. 
Yt.n need a good lone- like Ferrozone to 1 
tiling bank your lose appetite and digestion, I 
m I- cleanse the til • .cl of all ini purities. | 
Ferrozone is a wonderful tnvigotant and i 
st'eugthener that wi'l banish g'ooroy 
depression nrcl qu’c’klv regime you to a 
healthy, vigorous condition of mind and 
body. Nothing is so good for the eick, 
weiry mid deb dilated as Ferrozone. 
Price ôilr. per box, at druggists or Poison 
À (Jo., Kingston. Sold by A. E. Shaw.

Dit. Hamilton’s Mandrake Pills for 
Hladache.

DoYou Use a
)

Liniment?
! =====^^^^==ss=

Then you want the best. Th» 
best Liniment, and other things 
being equal, is the stronest, and,-

GATES’ 
Acadian Liniment

is certainly the strongest "o use.
The moral is obvious— Get 

Gates’, a bottle kept <■ nstantly 
onhand will save many in ache- 
and pain Lumbearnen have- 
found Gates’ Liniment the best 
they can get, for both liman and 
beast.

Sold everywhere V.j 
C. GATES’ SON A Co.

Midd.lel.ciit, N. S.

Mr. Stavlate—Is that clock 
right?

Miss De Pink (wearily)—I think 
it must need cleaning. It's been 
two or three hours going that last 
bout.

Tinware,
Enamelware,

Ironware,
I have just received a large stock of the^ 

above goods and*[am prepared to sell at 
prices to suit cash purchasers.

All kinds of tinware made up at shoit 
notice.

REPAIRING A SPECIALTY.
FRANK MASSON.

50 YEARS’ 
EXPERIENCE

asst

Aunt Hannah—I saw that young ! 
man kiss you, Jane. How did it 
come about?

Jane—In the most natural way ! 
in the world, auntie.— He asked j 
me if I would be offended if he j 
kissed me, and I told him it was ' 
impossible for me to say until I 
knew what it "'as like. ■ ,

Trade -VIarks 
Designs

Copyrights Ac.j
Anyone sending a sketch and description ma 

quickly ascertain our opinion free whether j 
invention is probably patentable. Commun# 
lions st rictly conddehtial. Handbook on Pai 
sent free. Oldest agency for securing pate

Patents taken through Mimn & Co. l 
tpecinl notice, without charge, in tho

Scientific Htmris
A. handsomely illustrated week', 
cu hit ion of any rrivntltic lotin. 
year : four month:», £L Sold by•,
R3??$•••*! $ jrQ 3 .yi Broodway, j

bi;^vL ./îücc, U!?5 F St* Wa


