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HEGLER & JACKSON
ARPISTERS, SOLICITORS, &e.
Money to Loan at lowest rates, Offices, King
Btreet, over Bank of London, Ingersoll.
J. O, HEGLER. J. \B JACKSON, B. A,

M. WALSH,
ARRISTER, NOTARY PUBLIS
Ontarieo, &e.
-m“ﬂo zdmﬂmltﬁzszw&%\ﬁ;xgwu I;)ouzht
om%r. up Stairs, Walsh’s Blo°k, Thames Stroet,
ngersoll, Ont.
JAMES F. MoDONALD, L. LB,
’BARRISTER AND ATTORNEY
AT LAW. Thames-St., Ingersoll. 1380
JAMES VANCE,
ARRISTER, SOLICITOR, CON-
B VEYANCER, &o. Office over G, N W. Co.’s
office, Thames street.
W. W.HOLCROFT,
ARRISTER, Rolicitor, Notary
Publie, Conveyancer &c. $100,000 to loan on
en at 6 per cont interest. Mortgages bought
Oln ovur Browett's Drug Store Thames Skaslsuger
#oll, On

W DR. McEAY,
R.C.P.&I M., EDINBURGH.
» . Ooroner for the Ounnty of Oxford, Graduate
the Royal Oollege of Phymeisuas, Kdiub urgh.-—
Late 8 m in the British Manune Service, Offics,
“'3;-';.-. h.nrlol
Charles Strees.
J. APTHUR WILLIAMS, M.D.,

EMBER Royal College Surgeors,

Englana ; Licanﬂnto Royal College of Physi-
hu. London; wmhw Midwifory Royal Colleye
ofsnrmm. Member of the Collegn of Physicians: ad
Surgeons, Ontario,

) PHYSICIAN, BURGEQOYN, ETC.
¥ Partinular sttention given to disenses of the eyeand
e Brady's Block, King-st. west, nearly

Th
te the London Bank,
, King-st.,, 3 doors West of Methodlst
Churob

W. F. DICKSON, M, B.,

R. 0. P. & 8 & L M, Edia-

» bucgh, and L. F, P. & 8., Glasgow. Membor

Qoliege of Physicians snd Surgoonl of Obtar-

Oﬂm Brady's Block, cyrner Thames snd ng
streess, Telephone.

F. D. CANFIELD, M. D,
OMOEOPATHIST, Physician and
C"Burgeon.

Office. Thames Street [ng: vsoll.
DR, E. FOXTON.
BER Royal Collsge Surgeons,

b.[ lnxhud ulwoauor to the iate U . Hoyt, Ing-

ing Sereet, formerly ueuu,nod by
Dri ﬂl"k !(b[hi calls as office attonded to.
'huphom

1626

Coaueetion .
T DRS, WM. ANDH. #. SCOTT. .
OFFICE,opposxte the Caister Houss,

Woodstock. Uffice hours from 9.80 a.m. to 4
,aod from 6 to 8 p.m. Residenca, corner of
mu Avenue and thm Street. 23

W. A. SUDWORTH.

UBGEON DENTIST, MEMBER
ol the Boyal College of Dental S\u-gwn-. Gradu-
s. Deéntal College. Anasthetics administor-
1less cnrmwn of teeth. Oflice oppos-

“ tholnr et, Ingersoll

H. W. HIx,

RODUCE and Commission Mer-

ghant, Agent for the Empire Loan Associstion,

Money to loan: at lowest rates on farm and town pro-

. periy. Markit Square, Woodstook.
January 81st, 1884,

J. H, HEGLER,

OLICITOR CONVEYANCER,
ﬁn Public, &¢. Issuer of Marrisge Licensos
%0 u &b six p.r oens. Offiee, opposite
)ﬁo luﬂol Bank,
s 15th Oot. 1886.

1686y

1676t

rnlo ORGAN, SINGING, HARMONY AND
COMPOSITION.

QR VERRINDER, (Organist of
8t Pﬂor’l Cathedral, London), attends Inger-
vlng lessons on the

the urponol
"«" INDER,
n’s Ave., London.

6. W, DUNPHY. V.8

G_RADUATE AND MEDALLIST
of the Ontario®eterinary Co’ ege, Toronto.

Treats all Diseases of
Horses and Catile,

IUMIOAL OPERATIONS A SPEQIALTY,
n:s-b of modicines for borsss and esmo al=

- ONTARIO

sil.

V'ETEBINABY SURGEON +(Gra-

duuo-mv.muyw lneonoll
Treataall diseasee of d lnnmh. :
9, 2nd door South Rices’ Holel, Oxlolrd-ot.-

JAMES BRADY,
,meiSED AUCTIONEER

m‘waﬂuhntownoroomtry
Apri 20th, 1882,

+| deposited

A. N. CHRISTOPHER, | ELY’S

BANKER & BROKER | 'CREAMBALY

(NOT INCORPORATED. I IS WORTH

$1000

TO ANY MAN,

Woman or Child

suflferiag from
’

CATARRH.
Not a Liquid or Snuﬂ.HA

A particle is applied into each postril and is agree
able, Price 50 cents at Druggists ; by meil regis-
tered, 60 ¢ts. Circulars free. ELY BROB, Drug-
| gisu, Owego, N. Y

TAMARAG

Mr. J. G. Steaoy, general merchant, of
Eascott, Ontario, says : I take great pleasure
in recommending ‘‘Tamarac Elixir.” I
suffered from a severe cough for several
months, which was copsidered incurable,
although I tried numerous remedies, and
was under the care of a physician for some
time. Nothing relieved me until I nsed
““Tamarac.” The first dose of ‘“Tamarac”
seemed to do me more good thun all the
medicine I had previously taken. Three
bottles effected a perfect cure.

IMPORTANT TO ALL

Whe are Bald, or have Thin or Grey
Halr, or who are troubled ‘with

DANDRTITEFE
DR. DORENWENDS’

Money Loaned on Notes and
Mortgages at Lowest Rates
of Interest.

Deposits received and interest allowed thereon, which

can be ‘withdrawn at any time. Real estate bouszht

and sold upon rexnsonable terms. Bpecial attention
paid to collections and prompt remittances.

$50,000 to Loan at 5} & 6 per
cent per annum,
Office, King 8t., Market Building.

INGERSOLL.

TmperialBanko! Canads

HEAD OFF‘ICE. - TORONTO

Oapital Paid Up, $1,500,000.
Rest, 650,000,

Purchases Municipal Debentures, Issues Drafis on
its branches and agencies in the North-West. Trans-
ters Moneys by Telegratos to Winnipeg and Brandon.
Dealers in Sterling Exchange. Ssvings Department
—Deposits received and interestallowed. Agenis in
London, Messrs. Bosanquet, Salt & Co., 73 Lombard
street, with whom moneys for transmission from
Great Britain to Ontario and the North-West may be

D. B, WILKIE Cashier.

SAVINGS BANK DEPARTMENT.

Deposits of $4 and upward received and Interest
allowed thereon at curreat rates.

Manager.
CAPITAL PAID UP  $5,799,200
RESERVE - 1,700,000

INCERSOLL BRANCH.
J. A. RICHARDSON,
OF OCANADA.
INGERSOLL

BRANCH.

NV INIHED

rfYHIS BANK TRANSACTS A
General Banking Business, Buys and Sells Ex-
obauge on England and the Unlted sutel, and issues
Drafts on New York snd all parts of Canada.
Partieular attention paid to collections for Custom

ers and Banks.
A. M, SMITH.
Manager,

THE TRADERS BANE

OF CANADA.

AUTHORIZED CAPITAL - - $1,000,000

Head Office, Toronto.

‘Hair Magic

Will be found invaluable for the hair and scalp. It
eleanses the scalp of all Dandruff, invigorates the
zrowth of the hair, and in cases of baldness where
thare are the slightest mguns of roots left it will pro-
duce good crops of hair, It restores grey hair t its
original color, and is an excellent dressing.

DO NOT DELAY if your hair is in a weak con-
dition get a bostle at once.

For sale by J. Gayler, J. W. ‘Browett, R. Knee-
shaw & Co., D. Becord. Ask for it.

A. DORENWEND, - Sole Manfr.,
TORONTO, CANADA.

A. Dorenwend is the leading manufacturer of
Hair Goods-in Canada. Tivy

H. 8, BTRATHY, General Muug
ALEX. XANNING President

NO MORE PILLS!

IICTHERS LIKE IT!
CHILDREN LIKE IT1!
Betauso it is agreenble to take.
IT CURES
LIVER COMPLAINT,
Bitious DISORDERS,
Acio Stomact, [Dvspepsia,
Loss oF APPETITE,
Sick HEADACHE,
CONSTIPATION OR (JOSTIVENESS

PRICE, 25c. PER-BOTTI.E.

BRANCHES.—Ayirer, Brantford, Drayton, Elmira,
Giencos, Hamilton, Ingersoll, M-doc Orillis, R\d -
town, Ss. Thomas, Toronto, W.Umbnrg, Watfo

Savings Bank Department.

Snms of $1 and upwards recsived on de) & and
interest allowed thereon from date of deposit to
withdrawal ; no notice of withdrawal requlred

£47 NOTES discounted a$ lowess rates

Ameriosn and Sterling drafts bought and sold.
Drafte issued on all points of Canada.

Special attention paid to Colleotions.

C. W. M. SIMPSON,

Meanager Ingersoll Branch.

J. O N ORSWORTHY,

Banking &Loan.

KING STREET, INGERSOLL.

B: g, Loan and
ln-ruoe Business.

ISSUER OF ma mlm;

I beg to announce to parties wishing to
borrow upon Mortgage Security either fo
pay off present encumbrance, to purchase
additional property or to improve present
haldings, that I am authorized by my prin-
cipals to offer loans for the present at the
following low rutes of Interest, viz. : = For
loans of $500 upwards at (5% to 6 per cent.)
five and a half fo sic per cent. per annum,
according to the terms of repayment re-
quired by the borrower, Now is the time
for parties wanting loans to make their

POWDER

PUREST, STRONGEST, BEST,

CONTAINS NO
ALUM, AMMONIA, LIME, PHOSPHATES,
or any injurious materials.

E-W. GILLETT, " omoeso mr.
Man'F'r of the CELEBRATED ROYAL YEAST CAXER. -

Beaciga

Tuesday.
Saturday.
°§"?' vy .

hrndlnmnu:.vﬂlhnhh

(The mortgage can be made
andﬂumoneypmdomat any time that
it is required.) These exceptional low rates
are not likely o be kept open amy great g
length of time. 580y

CURED BY

Cmmsn MAKERS ATTENTION ALLEN'S LUNG B ALSAM

Having pubesed the | . 26c.50c. and $1.00 per bottle.

IAIRY FURNISHERS SUPPLY -

100 Fine White Buslness
PBOYISION BIIBINES

N
COUQHS, COLDS,
Croup and Consumption
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A TAYSTERY-OF MODERN VENICE. |

iy WILXIE COLLINS,

Illustrations by Cusachs.

This stiory is full of clramatic situations,
in which cupidity, conspiracy, murder
and lov¢ all have a prominent part. The
character in the story is a

woman of some beduty, great ability, ex-

principal

travagant tastes, whose possibilities for
She takes
the evil course, is a leading and dramatic

good or evil are very great.

factor i the events recorded and flnally
dies most miserably.

The ypilot includes a number of charac-
ters, thi: majority of whom are good, and
some ¢f them lovable—the ladies, of
course!

The illustrations are by that master de-
(Cusachs, of New York. The fol-
loging nre submitted as showing the gen-
eral chyracter of the pictures embellish-

ing the text.

signer,

Specimen lllustrations.

A BUMAN HEAD DROPPED FROM HIS NERVE*
LESS GRASE.

- {RSULTS TELL
The proof of the pudding is the sating,
and thy . proof of the exiraordinary power
over piin of Polson’s Nerviline is "in using
it. Pqilson’s Nerviline never fails $» perform
wonders in every ula of pain. It sannot fail

1000 l-nm with Card peatly printed
“Ladoly varriod on by Mr. 0. H. Slawson m

tll uulmnoe Postage
At the 01d Stan, Thames iitreet, Ingersoll, uvpn' the Domirion. cﬁmcu,

for it i) powerful pain subdui

THE MAN OF ALMONACID

{ I am free to confess now. that when I first
~hesrd of him I took him for a swindler.
i When I heard that Toledd haci been his home
, for ten whole months--Toledo, which lLives
! only by moonlight, and is the mere corps: of
a city in the sunshine—when I heard of a
| modesty so . very retiring, and remembaured
| that England had no extradition treaty with
Spa.m my only wonder was as to the sum of
| his_spoils. Was he a defaulter for thirty
i thousand pounds, or a peity rogue of all
j work !
| “Ten months! That i8 & long time!” I
| said to Donna Mercedes, my informant, and
; the elder of the two old maids who kep(. the
! Casa de Huespedes, in which I found ‘that I
| had 'this stranger for a neighbor. “One
1 might sce the antiguities- even of Toledo in
| that time.”
| “Tyuly,” she answered; ‘‘but them, Don
{ Tago is a painter.”
] “Ah, now I understand!” I replied, with a

great increase of cheerfulness. “‘One might

| paint Tolede fot ten yearsand not have (lone

I, too, i & painter.”
“And no doubt,” said the old dame, beu.m-

ing upon me through her round rimmed spec-

1 tacles, ‘*“Don Ingo will be known to you?”

1

|

|

|

I took up thd visitors’ book, in which the
| sand had not yet dried my autograph.
“James Clent,” I said, reading the name to
which she pointed “No, Ido not know him.”

Dona Mercedes was puzzled, being scarcely
| able to understand that two Englishmen,

l even two English artists, might be strangers
| to one another. But presently she crossed
‘ herself. ‘Don Iago is an old Christian,” she
| said softly, and so went off with her ook,
| benevolent still, but conscious, I fear, of a
serpent in her Eden.

Eden was our boarding house. From a
paved alléy, the Calle del Arzobispo, you
turned into an archway and groped for a
door up three steps in the darkest corner.
Then you pulled a weight which hung there
and by and by the iron studded door opened
as of itself and lo! a tiny courtyard, in
which four orange trees in tubs ‘produced an
effect of somber gayety. Round this patio,
at tho level of a first floor, ran a veranda,
reached by an uncovered staircaso. All the
rooms opened on to this veranda. On the
right hand side were four little bedrooms.
On the side which faced the entrance was
the common parlor apd on the left the
kitchen and the old ladies’ room, at a window
of which one was always sitting ready to
open the outer door with a cord whenever
the bell jangled.

It was all very plain ‘and primitive, but
clean, and looking rounid my bedroom, which
had whitewhshed walls, and ‘a matted floor,
and for furniture a bedga stodl, a basin and
a brasero, I found no catise to regret the
dingy hotel T had left.

When I passed No. 1, on_my way to din-
ner, the door was ajar, and Dona Mercedes
was inside with a lamp in her hand. I
paused before the door, and she, looking up,
saw me. ‘‘Ah!” she said proudly, ‘‘did I not
tell you that Don Iago was a painter! See
here!” And she thréWw her light upon a
picture which was resting on an easel beforo
the window.

I saw at once that it wasnot badly peinted.
There was a show of facility about it.

its execution than' its subject.
ledo, thé grand and bizarre, inthe midst of
such architettural beauty and grotesqueness
as fairly ‘bewildered an urtist’s eye, my
neighbor had not painted a street séene, a
Moorish gateway, or a leafy cloister. He had
chosen-instead a country landscape alraost as
commonplace as it was dreary; a gray house
and a gray, sloping olive grove, and round
them bleak, wind swept uplands. 1 was
scarcely more astonished to find that I knew
the place. I had passed it the day befors
in my walk from Torrijos—walking is a
whim of mine— and is was fully seven miles
from Toledo.

At the time I said something pretty to
Dona Mercedes, and went on to the parlor.
My neighbor was late.
when he entered. He was a man of 35, per-
haps, with a thin, careworn fdce and lines be-
low the temples. He was about my  height,

bly heard of my arrival, yet he seemed put
out at sight of me—perhaps merely because
he was late.
1 have left the head of the tabile for you,”

1 half rising; politely. ‘‘You have been
here some time, I understand.”

He was breaking his bread into morsels and
eating with a worried air,

‘“Yes; the place suits me,” he answered
rather curtly.

“Yet you like to hear the lark sing as well
a3 the mouse squeak,” I replied, smiling. His
tone was not encouraging, but I wished to be

agreeable, “If I am not mistaken, I met you
yesterday.”

‘‘Not that I am aware of,” he said, with a
hasty glance at me, and then devoted him-
seli to his soup with renewed zest.

“No?" On the pathway—I cannot call ita
road—from Torrijos? About 2 o'clock?’

He shook bis head. ‘‘You are mistaken,”
he answered. - “I was not outside the town
yesterday.”

“Then I saw a man very like you!” I re-
Jjoined, nettled by his manner. ‘‘There-.isa
ruined castie, called Almonacid, I believe,
about & mile this side of Torrijos. AsI was
passing it I saw an Englishman, and an art-
ist also, if a portfolio makes an artist, leave
it and make quickly for the village before
me. Somehow I missed him among the
houses, and was too far from him at any
time fo see his features distinctly. But he
was wearing clothes like yours.”

‘“And like yours, too, I presume,” he re-
joined sharply. He had a way of waiting
for you, and taking you up suddenly, of
which this was my first experience.

“Just so!” I said, for he was right; we
were dressed alike. ‘“But I am not aware
that the mirage occurs in Spain. Perhaps
you know Almonacid”

*No,” he replied, more equably, as if he
were ashamed of his show of temper. “I
have heard of it. But it is too far for my
legs, and I cannot afford horse hire. I sorne-
times walk out in that direction, but not
half as far.”

I made a hasty calculation, Almonacid
'was nine miles from Toledo, The gray house
and solitary olive grove were at least seven.
So that when my friend said that he had not
been half as far as Almonacid, he was not
quite truthful, since he must have been to
the scene of his picture. But it was no bLusi-
ness of mine, He was a good-looking man,
and that which took him to the dreary farm
house might well be, a love intrigue—a thing
dangerous to enter upon in Spain, more dan-
gerous still to meddle with. I changed the
subject.

I had had a difficulty about my letters.
The postmaster had refused to give them to
me because I had not my passport with me.
Later the office had been closed. I teld Clent
this, and he listened, but his thonghts seemed
far away, and when I had done he said,
“No doubt you will get them to-morrow,” in
& perfunctory way, with scarcely a show of
sympathy.

“I hope I shall,” I answered, annoyed that
he made so little of it. - *‘I do not know what
I shall do if I fail to get them.”

"Oh, you will get them,” he repeated care-

Hewnswrong; as it turned out. But so
‘was I when I went to bed, vowing I hated
him. I did not take into account; the change
which twensy-four hours may make in our
feelings. Just ane day later I could not have
identified the surly man I have described
with my friend James Clent—James Clent,
who had by that time rescued me front a

remedins. ftgounghtioihobouo- and
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had a sound heart.
It all erose out of the letters. I called at
tie next

my passport, Ten- Tis
mdhvmthedooﬂhndmdw

chance OI ETENZ & Peseta YO MIS pains,”

1 amented, and we went together to
tha hotel. But no one there would confessto:
kng ring anything of my letter, 1o one had’
gon ) for them. As we left the yavd I noticed
thd; my companion looked keenly at the,
waiter, who was not too civil, “Do you sus-
pect him?” I asked, when we were outside.

“I hardly know,” Clent answered slowly.
“Possibly you mislaid a card the night you
slept there, so that he is one of the people to
be suspected. But come, we will go now to
the postoffice. I will help youas far as I can.”

And indeed he did. His knowledge of the
language was perfect, and- it was wonderful
to bear him scolding, questioning and com-
plaining, without end of the wrongs his
influential friend, whose passport he was
waving under their official noses, had suf-
fered. But when presently every bad
been fried, and for the time tried fruitldssly,
we stood in the square and looked somywhat:
blankly at one another.

“I say, Mr. Lynton,” ho begnn “fifty
pounds is a large sum to lose,

*T wish it wers less,” I rephed, with an at-
tempt at spnghtlmes.

‘4t does not cripple you altogether?”

I can afford it, if that is what you mean.
~Bit—but it is a little inconvenient at pres-
ent,” I answered.

*‘It puts you in a difficulty for a few days?”

“Precisely. I cannot receive another re-
mittance for five days at least. In the mean-
time I have six—yses, seven peselias and a
half.”

“Umph! Call it six shillings and three-
pence,” he replied, laughing. “The cathedral
vergers will soon ease you of it, even were it
more. But look here! we areWhext door
neighbors, and you must let me help you. In
a strange country I always keep a few pounds
by me; they are at your servide.”

As he spoke he drew from an inner pocket
a shabby letter case and took out & 200 pesta
note—the only note, I saw, that th: case con-
tained.

“I am afraid,” I said, doubtfully, “‘that I
am inconveniencing you. And besides, you
do not know me.”

“I shall not need the money,” he replied,
quickly, ‘“‘and as to my knowing you, I think
I do—not you, personally, but your kind.”

“That is well said!” I exclaimed with
heartiness, ‘‘and I accept your offer on one
condition—that if you want the money before

! Bunday you will tell me so.”

“Why, if I do,” he replied, laughing merri-
1y, “you will have spent half of it."”

“‘So I shall,” I said, laughing myself, “but
I have a watch, and Toledo, no dcubt, has a
—let me call it a Mont de Piete.”

“Ciertamente!” he cried gayly, and with a
word about meeting at dinner, walked rap-
idly away, leaving me to my thoughts. I
watched him as he threaded his way across
the square between laden asses- and graceful
girls with pitchers, and comparing his slight
upright form with the somber Spaniards who
strutted up and down, keeping, even on this
sunny day, a corner of the capa over the
mouth, I felt proud of my countryman.

“I do not think,” I said penitently to Jock
(I have not mentioned Jock before, although
he was at that time my constant corapanion—
a collie dog with the long Scotch head and

And |
yet it was mediocre, surprising me less by |
Here in To-

I had nearly finished |

wearing. his hmr and mustache cut shmb—& |
blonde, and English looking. He had proba-

| the tendervst eyes), “I do not think that I
| sball be so quick to judge the nexfi man we
| meet—and do not understand. Ah, these
hasty judgments, Jock!” and I shook my
head, and Jock his tail.

In due course a second remittance came to
hand, and I repaid my friend. By that time
some of the wonder I had felt at his solitary
life in Toledo—Toledo the somber — had
passed away. He was not altogether solitary,
putting myself out of the question. More
than once, in the archway or on the veranda,
I met a priest coming from his room—a
small, dark, thin faced man with vivid eyes,
a Spaniard, of course, who lifted his low
crowned beaver to me and bowed. politely.
Once, too, I had a glimpse of a petticoat
whisking out. Moreover, Clent sicemed to
| be doing a better trade than I had judged
| probable from the specimen of his work
| which I had ‘seen. Notthat he told me this
| himself. He was reserved on the subject,
neither offering to show me his pictures nor
| accepting my proposal that we should do

some work together. But our letters some-
| times lay on a slab inside the outer door, and
I could not avoid seeing that hereceived sev-
eral—dealers’ letters, I was sure—from art
centers—from Dresden and Munich, for in-
stance. Once there was a letter bearing the
postmark of St. Petersburg. This seer-ed
strange in a man of his caliber; in a man who
was not known to me. And perhaps, be-
sides puzzling me, it a little netﬂed me also,
My name was not altogether unknown.
Clent himself had said pretty things about
his acquaintance with it. Yet I had no con-
tinental patrons, no market outside Great
Britain.

If I had fallen in with him at Madrid or
Seville I should have known what to think;
I should have set him down as one of thesy
copyists who live by all great jgalleries.
And something upon which I lit one day in
his room persuaded me for a time that this
was the case, few as were the works in
Toledo that could pay for the labor of copy-
ing. It wasa picture, and the only one I
saw at any time in his possession, save the
somber landscape of which I have spoken.

Ibhad run short of chrome yellow, and
hearing him go to his room followed to
ask him if he could let me have some. “P
sup, I cannot get any chrome yellow in
Toledo? I began before I was well in the
room, ‘“‘nor anywhere nearer than Madrid?’

He was kneeling on the floor, but sprang
up so quickly at the sound of my voice that
I hastened to apologize for entering with-
out knocking. He did not seem, at once,
to understand me. He had been poring
over something placed on the ground where
it would catch the best light, and his first
aim appeared to be to moveso as to hide
this from me. ‘‘What is it he cried harshly.
““What do you want?” Even by that light I
could seé that his face was pale.

“My dear fellow,” I said, not trying to
hide my surprise, “I am. sorry that I entered
without ceremony, and I bhave told you so.
Icamein for nothingin the world but to
ask you if any chrome yellow can be got
nearer than Madrid. I was so full of my
wants that, seeing the door was unlatched, I
did not lmock at it.”

‘“Was it unlatched?” he asked, glancing at
me askance,

I shrugged my shoulders.
self,” I said curtly.

"He stepped forward asmd saw what I had
already noticed—that the Bolt was shot, but
not into the socket. Something like s stifled
curse escaped him. He turned, muttering
that I could omly get the mabena] I needed
in Madrid.

*“That is unfortunate. But what have you
got here?” I asked, advancing a step jinto the
room. “Whata oaplhs.l bit of painting! It
isa R:bera., is it not? It must be!” And,
forgeiiting in my eagerness everything save
that I had before me a singularly good copy
of a fine picture, I actually waved him
aside when he woulcdl have interposec.. “No
one but Ribera,” I cried, stooping ower it,
*“could paint those lights and shadovs! No
one! It isa genuine fSpagnoletto for a hun-
dred!”

*“It i8 & copy!” burst £rom him in a tone of
vivid contradiction.

“A copy!” I repeated after him in ywonder.
“A copy! Of course it is. 8o I supposad.
Riberas do not grow on every bush, my
‘friend. ' I meant that the original wus a Ri-
bera, and not merely of his school. But now
yan speak of it," and I went down on my

knees, “are you so sure that it isa copy?
How brlght are these high lights, yit how
mellow! And see the depth of the doloring
here, and the tawny tone over alll By
* I said, rising and facing him

; “it is not a copy "

“I6 ilf” he cried furiounsly; “I say it is!
‘Do Riberas grow on every bush, madnian?”

‘“‘Look for your-

‘ i‘s E‘Eg

®

5.

*YX €S, T nan & acuDS abOUY It then.”
“It is a strange story, hut strange things
shappen,” I aaid, watching him narrowly.

416 is troe, "

Of course 'I pretended fio believe him, and|
séeing clearly that he wished me gone I took:
myself to my room. In part I did believo
him, enly I thoughtit strange that an artist
of his kidney: should be so greatly ashamed of!
having - outwitted an old monk; so greafily

in that bang dog fashion. It crossed oy
mind that I might be wrong in my judgment
of the picture. It might be that the I3t.
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
oft 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, the 17th ¢f January, was to
be the last of my stay in ‘Toledo. I-had all
but finished the sketches I required, smd
if the truth must be told, I longed to be
away. The stillness of the place haunted
me. I hated the huge square alcazar which
towered oyer all the Moorish gateways, the
hundred silent churches By ngom I had
made an end of my werk, and hastily put-
ting aside my materials I called Jock and
started for a long ramble over the hills,
where the alcazar did not bar the sunshine,
though it was impossible {0 get out of sight
of it. I did not retwrn until darkness drove
me back: into the town.

Then I saw at once that thare was some-
thing strange on foot. In the streets was an
unwonted 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. The Zocodover was thronged.
As—in part curious end in part aunoyed—I
was pushing my way through the crowd, a
clock struck 6, and, set in motion by that
signal, the bells in every tower burst into
sound. I was brought to & 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 the crowd, and
glowing hotly on pillar and gable, flung huge
shadows on the very steeples, and exposed at
once a hundred silhouattes.

1t 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

I began, “have you been
out? What is it? What does it all mean?”

Such a nervous fellow as he was! He
jumped up, dropping his spoon into his plate
with a clatter. ‘What does what mean?’
he stuttered.

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

He sat down at once. ‘‘Oh, the bonfires!”
he said, resuming his meal. ‘“The people
are keeping St. Anthony’s eve, that isall.
It is customary here to do it in thisway. You
Enow St. Anthony is always represented
w.th 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 judge from the
stir at the gendarmerie the occasion is a
special one.”

“Is there a stir there?” he asked,
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 the officer
was like?’ Clent asked in a curious tone, but
I was busy with my dinner.

‘“Yes,” I answered, carelessly, ‘“he had a
hare hp I remarked it because he had a
good look at 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
thereason. I read something in his pale face
and trembling lips which chilled me. The
man was 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 me?’ I repeated, trembling
a little myself, and my mouth growing dry;
‘‘well, I hope so0, 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.
“What have you done? What do you fear?”
I whispered.

‘“Fear?’ he muttered, with his hand uplift-
edy ‘‘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 ycu a good turn the
other day, Mr. Lynton; help me now. Iam
a8 Carlist—a spy! A man sent here to try the
fidelity of the troops. Of late I have been
suspected. Now I am sure Iam betrayed.
The punishment is death! Ina few minutes
they will be here.”

“But what—what can I do for you? I ex-
claimed in horror. No one seeing the man
could doubt his danger, or at least his belief
init. “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! Aund for you—you
know our xmmster' Yesi? [‘hen vou will be
in no danger.”
“But,” I sald faintly—the man’s distress
was terrible to witness, and it all came so
abruptly upon me—“the Spanish police are
sometimes hasty and”— e flinched asif 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 tales of sum-
mary justice done by the police. But here
the risk seemed so little; the man's condition
was 80 pitiable.

“Get up!” I said harshly, after a brief
fight with myself. ‘I will save you if I can.
You are an Englishman wiien all is said and
done. But let us lose notime. You know
best what must be done.”

He sprang to his feet. At once he had all
his wits about hi. In a couple of minutes
I had taken possession of his room, he 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 t pass for him in
Spanish eyes. And all this he did with won-
derful method, as if he had thought out the
details before. It crossed nay mind once that;
be had. His last step was to draw from his
mattress two long rolls neatly overed with
canvas. “They are papers,” he said, pausing
to listen, and looking douttfully at them the
while, ‘‘Lists of men. . Aund men’s lives they
will cost if they are founcl,” he added, with
excitement. ‘“Yet I dare not take them with
me, Idarenot. Ishall 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 he would run if hie took them, yes,
and so very mearly ready torun thaf risk,
that I feit for the first time a sense of real
sympathy for him. *“Can we not hide them
somewhere?” I

“No!” he answered bittgrly, “they will
letive no stone unturned liere.” And with
that he thrust the papers back into the mat-
t.reo——m matiress now.
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“There is no time,” he answeéred sullenl:
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carred me DAck TO A time, days belGTi A2 v
seémcd instead of hours, when I had sijill re-
garded him in the light of a problem to be
solved. “And are you an artisti™ I askid ab-
ruptly. I was glad to break the sifenco

“Oh, yes,” he Haid with qn&by “I piinta
little.”

“And that Spagnoletfo—the St. Christo-
pher? Is it really afroriginal?”

“It is the original,” ¥ou were right,”
replied, ‘It was cho gift/of & great mon.u-
téry to the cansat

I whistled. "“F think it is'a pity,” 1 said,
with a jealous oye o the mattress on which
he was sitting. The fancy that that price-
less Ribera carelessly rolled up might be
receiving with each instant some irremedi-
gble hurt was a- dreadful thing to have on
one's mind. When my traveling clock inthe
mext room tinkled nine times, I could bear it
no longer. “Look here!" I said, rising; “I
am going out. If you are right, Ishill be
arrested, and thére will be an end of it. If
not, I shall come back and there will he an
end of this foolery. Jock! lie there; good
dog!” [ added, pointing to the bel And I
strode to the door. Of cclarse I was still dis-
guised in Clent’s ulster and cap.

He leeped up and caught me by the arm.

“Por Dios!” he cried, clinging to me.
“You are going to betray me! You are Eng~
lish, and you can give me up!”

“‘Man alive!” I answered furiously, Yhe
fellow's distrust showed the black spet in
him so plainly; ‘‘if I wish to- betray you, I
need only stay here and tell the civil guards
who you are!”

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 dlarkness of the en-
trance, before which the embers of a firé 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
upon my shoulder; yet I sprang aside when
the lightest of touches fell on my sleeve,

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

“8i, hombre, si,” I whispered. Then clutch-
ing in my turn the stranger as he was gliding
from me I continued: “But stay, amigo. Tell
me what I can dof

“I do not know. Have you no safe hiding
place inside?” he answered, cautiously. ‘‘Hal
what is that?” It was the sound of approach-
ing feet. As soon as this was certain, ‘‘Let
me 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 fell 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 noti a pleasant one,
Tramp! tramp!—the feet came on so steadily
and surely until half a dozen forms stood be-
tween me and the dying fire outside. A
whispered word followed, then a flashing
open of 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.

“Is this our man?’ cried the leader. He
did not wait for an answer, but added, impe-
riously, ‘Your name, senor?"

“I am English. Isnot that sufficient for
you? Havea care what you are doing,” I
&nsv ered.

Z 1oug zh; enter,
room,” was his order.

I went in. On the veranda, at the door of
No. 2, 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 leade
of answer.

“My name is Rouse Lynton,
artist and an Englishman,”
haughtily. ‘‘Here is ray y
you again what this m:

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

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

“‘Ciertamer te! but criminal.”

“Good heavens! I do not believe it;
cannot be. Is there nothing,”
dressing me with concern, ‘‘that I can do for
you! Send a telegram, or anything of that
king?

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

“It shall be done, and at once.
your heart.”

“Spare your pains, sir,” interposed the
leader with a grim smile; ‘“you will do no
good. And besides, the office is closed.”

“Then I will have it opened,” cried Clent
hotly, acting the English traveler to the life,
and with a gesture of encouragemeunt 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
bfistling 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 the officer, glancing
sharply at me. “Then how comes it in this
roomn? But to work! Search!”

In five minutes their skillful fingers had
overhauled the luggage which was lying
about. 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
memory of Clent's words, “‘And men’s lives
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.

“No!” I shouted, waving
“Wait!”

If I had a dim notion of delaying them and
gaining tirne the attempt was as vain as it
was foolish.

“Madman!” cried the leader, dropping the
mask, and suddenly besicle himself with
rage; ‘‘stand back. Juan, Felipe, do your
duty!”

1 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—sawsome one fire hastily—saw tho dog
fall bleeding by the bed. The room grew
thick with smoke.

“Oh, my God!”I cried, and covered my
face. I was frembling in every limb. Flome
one not ungemtly drew the dog aside. In-
stinctively I knelt down and tried to stanch
the blood. Poor Jock!

Presently—in the meantime I wis taking

Conduct us to your

, by way

and Iam an
he replied,
ssport, and I ask

it

Keep up

them back.

no heed of their doings—I heard a cry of sat-
isfaction and looked up. They had disicov-
ered the two rolls and bending over them as
they lay on the bed were unfastening thie
wrappers. I went and looked on apathetically.
I waited no longer with any feeling that it
concerned me to see the rmuster rolls, and
loyal autographs, and promises that were to
cost so dearly, of which Clerd had spokem.
But what was this? The Spugnoletto! Oh,
yes! I understood how that came to be here.
these—these pictures hich followed!
Couid it be that all the subscriptions ook
the form of paintings? Or what was this
delicate Moro, fit for a royal gallery, doing
here? And thut possible Murillo? 7That
portrait which might have been by Vilas-
quez? That San Sebastian that was at least
by a pupil of Caravaggio? Ny head recled
Ipaaedmylm:dov- my eyes and loobd

again. It was not a delusio. ]
canvases lay one on the other, Mﬂi&
lhangel-yrong&:dr corvei's Inyd—-«m

vases worth & 'S ranson i

The other roll was full of mddi and ends,
 but equally strange; backs

he added, ad- |

ing in a corner—I would have lek

As it was, I cried out to t.hem, “Quidd

tell you where you will find hins!

make for Almonacid. Youwimnow the W :
“Did he tell you thatalso? nhadm

2ountry for Almonacid, which isonly a mile
from Torrijes staticm on the othier railway.”

There was ‘serise n:mx:):x words, and thy
police saw it. The 0 i
round me brightened. A fow g:fmw
werre exchanged, and an’ ordér’ was ciirtly'
given, and fn two minutes ‘thé offiéer dnd 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 ghod naturedly helped me to do
what I could for Jock, Jock was not dead,
nor going to die, I am glad to say, of tbat
wound, although he walks lame to thisday,
the bullet baving cut the tendons at. the root
of the fore leg.

‘When I found that this wns so, I began: to
be sorry that I had betrayed Clent's trust,
though in fact he had never trusted me: I
wish that I had not spoken tio soon," I ssid to
one of iay guards as we sat over the brasero,
wonderiug what was doing at Almonacid.

“It is ill work standing behind & kicking
mule,” he answered dryly.

“‘But second thoughts are best.”

He considered this; then said briefly: “The
last orange the frost njps.”

The full meaning of which only came home
to me next morning. About 10 o'vlock the
officer of police came clattering up ‘the stairs
to discharge me from custody. He told me
politely that owing to the amenids I had
made no notice would be taken of my vain
attempt to mislead justice.

“Vain attempt! Vain?
captured him?”

‘‘No, senor.”

He bas escaped!”
ishment.

“Hardly: he tried,” replied the fipaniard,
meeting my eyes with a smile. *‘He wasshot
in the scuffie.

“Dead?” I said faintly.

‘‘Y'es, senor, quite dead.”

Then I knew for certain what the words,
No aqui! Despues! (“Not herel After-
ward!”) had meant. And I shivered.

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,- Btephen Gi~
rard, had been in the habit of trading, applied
to him for a share of his patronage. Girard

zht of him, but when the bill was sent in
1d fault and marked down the prices,

“Cask of nails,” he growled, ‘‘which I was
offered for so and so. You have charged so
and so, and you must take it off.”

“I cannot do it,” said the young merchant.

“But you must do it,” roared Girard.

“I cannot and will not,” was the final re-
ply

Girard bolted out, apparently in a rage,
but soon after sent a check for the whole
bill. The young man began to relent and
say to himself: ‘‘Perhaps he was offered them
et that price, but it is all over now. lam
sorry I did not reduce the bill and get it out
of him on something else. His Lrade would
have been worth a jzood deal to me.”

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

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

Mr. Gladstone is very methodicalk Not
only are his books arranged in the most or-
derly and convenient way, but he has one
desk for his private correspondencs, another
for public affairs, and another at which Le
conducts his historical and Howmerie re.

Then you bave

I cried in aston-

| searches, —Chicago Tribune.

Dancing Girls of Japan.

One of the classes of Japanese women that
in many ways is particularly interesting is
that of the gaishs girls They are the.fa«
mous -dancing girls of the Land of he Sho-
guns, and anything more gmcafnl than these
bundles of bright colors is fiot in eiviliza-
tion. They are mostly very petite and gen-
erally young, sometimes not more than 10
years old, yet they have ap air, a digiity, s
certain solemn stateliness, that seéms a part
of themselves, and is heightened by, their
rich costumes. They posie, they walk, they
use their fans, they ogle, they flirt, they go
through all the first part of the national
dance, Chou Nugi, or Chou Kira, in a way
and with a grace that would bring tears of
envy to the eyes of a court beauty of many
seasons,

Their clothes are always of the richest
stuffs, and the embroidery is often ‘rare and
costly. They take great pride in their obiis,
or sashes, and frequently you see a little
three-foot morsel of dancing femininity with
an obii so large-that the upper end of tho
bow appears above the head with most comi-
cal effect. Between these delicate, attracts
ive little creatures and the big, coarse, ohese
wrestlers, there seems to exist a strange kind
of admiration. Every gaisha girl, nearly,
has her favorite, and for him she works. hyr
finest embroideries to grace him if he be a
victor or console him if he.be defented. It
resembles the: feeling of the fendsl maiden
who worked Her knight'’s .colors and watehod
him bear them well s} bravely bx'the merry
joust,—Tokio Cor. New York Tribuns.

A Bibley Camp Stove.

A Sibley camp ‘stove if a'great”shepf inin

funnel, turned-upside dow'n, and’ shod
with enough small stoye pipe at théneck ‘to
protrude from the tent.: The funnel is aboat
three feel high'and 'two feet across the bet-
tom,and in its comical sides is cut adox
large enough to admit small stoye wond.
The hearth is the earth or sand of the tant
floor, and a piece ‘'of tin or sheet iron through
which the stove pipe projects is fastened o
the tent roof. Thus fixed, it is comfottable
in a wall tent even with the thermometer &t
25 to 30 degs. below zero. Filled with cediyr
wood, the stove has a most annoying way of
dropping sparks on tho canvas roof and
burning holes through if, although there is
but very little danger of the tent eatchiny
fire unless a very sirong wind is blowing;
even then it is bardly worthany great pie-
caution. ‘When the smell of burning cottin
is noticed by the occupant of the tent, lock~
ing up he will always see s littlo circle ‘of
nre,rmm a quarter t¢ a third of an'ineh in

bas fallen. It is always put out by inserting

the little finger as far as if. will go; and thex Q,_A

withdrawing it, all being done with.a quigi
thrust and recover that does not buwrm ene's
finger.-Frederick Schwatka in The Centary,

BARTHOLDEY GREAT WORK.

The. statute of LihonWh
world, which stands on ‘s Ieland, in
the karbor of Now York, is one of the must




