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N. D. BECK,

(Successor to Royal & Prud’homme)
Barrister. Attorney, &c.
Bolicitor for the Credit Foncier Franco-
Canadien. X '

OFFICE NEXT BANK OF MONTREAL.

D. HEALLEN

FIRST - CLASS TAILOR AND CUTTER.

Repairing n Specialty.
Prices MostjReasonable,

48 MecDermott, St, Winnipeg’

DR. DUFRESNE,

Physlélan, Surgeon nnd Obstetriciant
COR. MAIN AND MARKET STS.
Opposite City Hall. Winnipeg, Man,

McPHILLIPS BROS,

Doﬁ_lnlon Land Surveyors . and Civil
Engincers,
@. McPhillips, Frank McPhillips and R. C.
Mcrhillips.
ROOM 10 BIGGS BLOCK, WINNIPEG.

MUNSON & ALLAN,
Barvisters, Auorngys, Molicitors, &c.

Offices McIntyre Block, Main Street, Winni-
peg, Manitoba.

J. H. D. MUNSON. G. W. ALLAN

EDWARD KELLY,

STEAM AND HOT WATER HEATING,

PLUMBING AND GASFITTING, &
9% Poriage Avenue, » Winnipeg.

Plans, Specifications and Estimates fur-
bished on application. P. Q. Box 471.

F. MARIAGGI, Chef de Cuisine.

RESTAURANT FRANCAI ,

A LA CARTE,
316 Main Mircet, - -~ Winnipeg.

[

DINNER FROM 12 TO 2, 35 CENTS.

'8 CATERING FOR PRIVATE PARTIES. “&R)
MAROTTA & MARIAGGI, Prop’s.

ALEX. SMITH & CO.,

Brokers amd Commission Merchants.

1st Floor, McIntyre Block, Main 8t.
Liberal advances made on all kinds of
goods, merchandise, or other collaterals.

Notes discounted, &c., &c. :
Atﬁ transactions strictly conﬂdenua.}.’

ALEX. SMITH & CO.

CONNOLLY BROS.

BUTCHERS,

have resumed. business with allarge
ana choice stock ot |

MEATS, ‘GAME, POULRY,
= ;34l2 MAIN sr;;;::;’, WINNIPEG,

OPP. POTTER HOUSE.

&3 A eall respectfully solicited and satis
Taction guaranteed.

——

M. CONWAY

Gezeral Anctiozesr and Valnator

Bales of Farniture, HorsesV Implements

*» every Friday at 2 p.m. Country Sales of
arm Stock, &c,, promptly attended to. Cash

. 8dvanced on consignments of goods. Terms
Uberaj and all business strictly confdentls.

~ SAM HOOPER,
Monuments, Headstones Cemetery Fencing

MANT?.E PIECES & GRATES
- ALTARS, &c, A SPECIALTY
Bpsetal Disiy 14717 Hisusdon application.

Cor Baunatyne and Albers;Sta.

WiNNiPEa, Man

| tidings.

Not all at once may the young birds fly,
Rise and soar through ‘the scented light,
‘While space drops soit from their happy
wings,
Moving turough dreamy height,
Throug silver air near tocloudv towers—
«would that such far-off flights were ours!

Would that to-day from all elog of earth,
From fetters that cruelly cling,
Qur spirits could rise and from darkness
and sin -
Spring up on triumphant wing,
Spring up from ourselves in a glorious

flight,
In a bouyless winging through acres of
iight. i
But not all at once may our souls fly up
Far frora the dust of the world away,
Up from earth’s ain and the sorrow it brings
,._To the light of a sinless day—
Not all at once, but by patience slow
And efforts herole—God w’lls it so.
—Baltimore Mirror.

THE AMULET.

CHAPTER XII.
18 IT HI$ GHOST)—THE GUILTY EXPOSED,

(CONTINUED.)

“What generosity!” exclaimed Mr:
Van de Werve, in admiration. “You
travel about in search for your nephew;
you endanger your health. I foresee
that he has but to speak to obtain par-
don. And this great sacrifice, this mag-
nanimous affection meets with such a re.
turn! It is frightful!”

“No #ir,” replied Deodati, *I will not
pardon Geronimo. He will neyer be the
same to me. Should Ifind him, orshould
he return to me, I will give him an in-

| come sufficient to keep him from want;

that being done, 1 shall renounce the
world and retire into a cloister, to await
there 1n solitude and peace the time
when it may pleaseGod to call me to him-
selt.” (

Mr. Vna de Werve™ heard the street
door open, and said eagerly to the old
merchant: .

“Signor, my daughter is at church and
may return at any moment. I beg you
not to spéak of these things in her pres-
ence. Since the disappearance of Gero-
nimo, she does nothing but weep and
pray; no consideration alleviates her sor-
row, nothing consoles her. If she were
suddenly to lose all hope, it might cause
her death. Heavens! Signor Turchi,
what has happened to him?”

He arose hastily and regaaded in as-
tonishment Simon Tuarchi, who entered:
and attempted tolspeak, but the words
seemed to die upon his lips, for he stood
trembling in the centre of the room, ut-
tering unmintelligible sounds. He was
pale as death. o
Deodati arose also, and looked inquiring
at Turchu:

The latter said, hurriedly.
“I went to the house of the bailiff; he
was not at home- He has been sent for
and he will be here immediately with his
officers to accompany me to my garden.
O! I have terridle news bo‘communicate;
but my mind wanders, 1 am Josing my
senses. I can tell nothiug, particularly
toyou, Sigdor Deodati. Unhappy old
man! Why did God reserve such a trial
for your old age?”

“Another misfortune? Speak, Simon
speak,” said Deodati, in suppliant tones,
and trembling from anxiety.

Turchi fell, as if from exhaustion, up-
on & chair, and said, in a voice broken by
sobs: . .

“‘No, Signor, ask me nothing; I could
not break your heart by such stunning
Alas! alas! who anticipatedsuch
a misfortune? My unhappy friendl my
poor Geronimo!” \

A torrent of tears fell from his eyes,
and while Deodati and Mr Van de
Werve begged him to tell the cause of
his extraordinary emotion, he stam
mered: ‘

.

“O! let me ke silent; despair tortures
my heart I can tell no one but the bail-
iff; he will sopn be here. If I could but
doubt! But no, it is too true; there is
no more hope! May the God of mercy
receive his poor soul into heaven!”

“0Of whom do you speak?’ exclaimed
Deodati. “His sonll Whose soul? Ges-
onimo’s?”’

said: . .
" #Here is the bailifft He will kno v the.
secrot which is breaking my heart.”

The bailiff entered the room, looked

.

Steps were heaid in the vestibule.
Simon Turcni went to the door, and

confusedly:

“You have sent for me in* haste, in or-
der to make a terrible revelation; I am
‘here with my officers. Have you discov-
ered Geronimo's assassins? Speak, Si-
mon and tell us what you know.”

“So horrible is this sedfet, messire,
that my tongue refuses to “gell it. Ah!
if I could forever—"

““Calm yourselt, signor,” said the bailiff
with perfectself-possession, “What have
you learned?” '

“‘But—but I must be alone with you.
Tine news I have t0 communicate must
not be revealed before Signor Deodati.”

The old man said, with tearful eyes:

“You are cruel, Signor Simon! What
could you say more terrible? You speak
of Geronimo's soul; you announce his
death, and yet you leave me in this hor-
rible doubt. Speak, I conjure you.”

- All that Simon Turchi had said was
only a deception pract.sed upon his aud-
itors, in order t0 make them believe
that grief had etfected his mind, and to
prepare the way for his revelation.

‘At last he appeared to yield to nec-
essity, and said:

“God grant that the frightful news
may not afflict youus it did me! Listen!
you know that two doys ago my servant
Julio left my service tecause I severely
eproved his irregularties This disquiet-
ed me, because I had noticed that he
was persued by some secret remorse
Just now, hardly a half hour ago, I left
my residence, and was going towards the
Dominican church to pray for my poor
friend. On the way I thought of my
servant Julio, and feared th4t in his des-
pair he might have taken his life, When
I was near the bridge, I heae my own
name timidly pronounced. . I turned
and saw Julio. I commenced to reproach
him with his absence’ but- putting his
finger on his lips, he whispered:

« “Signor, I beg you to follow me; I have
a secret to reveal to you.'

“His manner %ind tone of voice were
so peculiar that I accompanied him to a
retired spot. His revelation caused me
such intense grief thrt I could hardly
stand,and [ wag obliged to support
myselfagainst the wall as I received the
confession of the penitent agsassin.”

A cry of horror escaped Deodati. Ea-
ger to hear the remainder, Mr. Van de
Werve gazed fixedly upon the narrator.
The bailiff was mare calm—he listered
attentively he noaded his head, as if he.

foresaw the conclusion of Turchi's narra-
tive.

“I hirdly dgre continue,” he said,
“My soul revolts—but I must disregard
my feelings” and in a more tranquil
manner, he resumed: ‘
“Shuddering with
ay: ‘ o
“Master, I have commited a frightfu,
murder. Remorse pursues me as a male-
diction from God. - I shall put an end to
my guilty life. 1 an hour I shall be in
eternal torments, but T wish the body of
thy victim te be buried in holy ground.
Go to your pavilion. In the lowest cel
lar, at the extremity of the subterrane-
an pass, you will ind the corpse of Sig
nor Geronimo burjed.’ ’ .
Tears fell*fast from the eyes of Sigaor
Deodati, and sobs convulsed his frame.
Turchi continued: -
“Signdr Geronimo., I exclaimed, in
terror. 'Have you killed my poor friend?
“ Yes'1 put to death Signor Geronimo
Ineeded money to spend at the taverns,
and you would not give it to me. 1 kill-
ed him in order to get the money he
might*have avout him. Adieu. This
very day all will be over with me.’ Be—
fore 1had sufficiently recovered from
the shock to think of seizing Julio, he
had disappeared. Probably, to-day—”
“Heavens!"” exclaimed Simon Turchi’
.7 hehr Miss Van de Werve, ” :
“For the love of God, not a word in
her presence,” said #r. Van de Werve.
Mary entered the room, looking a-
round suxiously. She had seen the offi-
cers at the door, and she seemed to in.
quire of her father the - cause of their
presence, ] .
She rematked her father's pallor and
emb&rrassmentﬁf*%lmpn Tarchi looked
down, as if in dﬁﬁg&am&m covered
his c3ge with his-lands.
A cryof angiish escaped the ycung

horror, I hear Julio
8 .

but they each seemed anxious to avoid
ber eye. .

“Goto vour room, Mary,” said Mr.
Van de Werve. “Give me this proof of
affection- Ask nothing.”

The young girl, struck by these evi-
dences of some misfortune, ran to her
father and exolaimed. joining her hands:

“Speak, father, and tell me what has
happened. Leave me not in this terrible
saspense. ' Tell me that they have not
found Geronimo's dead body. Alas. he
is dead. Is it not so?”’ .

Throwing her arms aroud her father’s
neck, she wept bitterly, conjuring him
to tell her the cause of their emotion.

Without giving her any explanation,
Mr, Van de Werve attempted to lead
his daughter out of the room; but she,
like one crazed by grief, released her
hand from her father’s, fell upon her
knees before Turchi, and exclaimed.
“By the love you bore him, signar,take
pity on me and tellme what has hap-
pened to him. Let me not leave the
room under the frightful conviction that
he is dead.”
Turchi remained silent, gazing upon
her witn an expression of profound sad-
ness.

“You too, are implicable, inexorable.”
she said rising. *“But you, at least—
his uncle, his father—will'be more mer-
ciful.”

She ran to the weeping merchant,
gently forced his hands from his face,
and conjured him, in piteous accents, to
give her some information which would
relieve the torturing suspense.

The old Deodati, still weepimg, threw
his arms around her neck, and murmur
ed:

“God bless you, my child’ for your
love. Let us pray for him!

" Mr. Van de Werve had left the room
to call Petrodilla. He returned with
her and said to his daughter;

“Mary, go with your duenna. You-
must not remain here lorger.”

The young girl seemed not to hear
her father’s words’ for she was immov-
able as if petrified by grief.

He added, in an impatient, severe
tone;

“Mary, leave the room.
command it. Obey me.”
She arose and walked slowly toward
the door. Tears flowed down her cheeks
she supported her trembling limbs by
leaning on the arm of her duenna. Mr
Van de Werve feared she would lose
consciousness before her own apartment
was reached.

All, with the exception of the perfid-
ious Turchi, were moved by compassion
for the unhappy young girl.
" As the duenna opened the door to
let her mistress pass out, strange sounds
were heard in the vestibule.
Mary started, and stepped back mto
the room, as though in the presence of
some apparition.
“[t 18 his ghost, his spirit;” she ex-
claimed, “arisen from the grave to de-
mand vengeance upon his murderers!”
She gazed with intense emotion, then
added, in accents of the wildest joy:
“He smiles upon me; it is himself!
He lives! It is Getonimo !” .
Pronouncing this cherished name she
fell insensible in the arms of her atten-
dant, who assisted by the bailiff, carried
her to an armchair.

I wish it; I

Signor Geronimo entered.

His face was as pale and fleshless as that
of a skeleton. Th# wound he had re-
ceived in his neck appeared like & large
spotof clotted blood —his garments
were disordered, soiled and blood stain-
ed. He seemed really a spectre just
arisen from the tomb. .

As soon as Turchi recognized his vie-
tim, he recoiled; uttering a cry of terror;
and imagining that God had permitted
a miracle in order to punish his crime,
he extended his trembling hands. to
Geronimo, as if to implore pardon,

The young man cast upon him a look
of disgust and contempt, and exclaimed,

“You here, assassin? Tremble for the
Supreme Judge will demsad of you an

account of my blood and of Julio’s death.’
A murmur of surprise and terror ran

Simon Turchi, who seemed crushed by
Geronimo’s words.

through the room; all eyes were fixed on

embraced him in a transport of joy.
“Oh, unexpected happiness!” he ex-
claimed. “It is permitted me to see my
uncle again in this world. I know you
have suffered; you have suffered as a
father deprived of his only child. No
more sorrow now. [ will repay vou for
your tender affection; I will love you;
I will show my gratitude; I will venerate
you. Ah? bless the God of mercy, who
bas saved me from the fangs ot that
tiger thirsting for my blood, But Mary,
where is Mary?  Ah, there she is. My
beloved friend, what has happened?”
He ran to the insensible young girl,
knelt before her, and endeavored to re-
call her to consciousness by every en-
dearing epithet.

In the meantime Mr. Van de Werve
aided the duenna in her exertions to

restore animation, Taking advantage
of this, Simon Tarchi walked towards
the door with the intention of making
his escape; but the bailiff, discovering
his design, drew 'his sword and placed
himself in the doorway.

Then Simon Turchi understood the
fate awaiting him. He bowed his head

and covered his face with his hands.
He trembled in every limb, and his
breast heaved with sighs of anguish
Every expectation of escape by flight,
or by making an appeal for pardon, van-
ished as he beheld the indignant ex-
pression of the bailiff.
- Mary at last recovered from the faint -
which she had fallen. She looked around
her in surprise, as if ignorant ot what
had happened; but when Geronimo's
voice fell in joyous accents on her ear, a
bright smile irradiated her countenauce,
and she exclaimed,

“It is not a dream. Helives. I see
him once more. Geronimo. Geronimo.
The young noble was too overpowered
to do more than call the name of his be-
loved. .

 Only a few minutes had elapsed since

G eronimo’s entrance; all were too much
moved to express their surprise in words
But the bailiff resolved to put an end to
this harrowing scene by the performance
of a painful duty. :

He 'said, in an imperative manner; |
“Signor Geronimo, be pleased to inter-
rupt for a moment the e xpression of
your happiness. By the authority o
the law I ask you what has happened, .
and why you stigmatize the Signor Tur-
chi as an assassin, Approash, and obey
my order.”- .

Turchi, foreseeing that his frightful
crime was about to be revealed, writhed
convulsively and was covered with shame
and confusion. He dared not look upon
his accuser. i

*‘Declare the truth,” ordered the bail-
iff. -

“Five or six weeks ago,’ said Geroni-
mo,” Simon Turchi told tne that unfor-
seen circumstances made it an impeative
necesity for him to raise the sum of ten
thousand crowns, adding that if he did
not succeed 1n obtaining it immediately,
tne credit of his house would be gone,
and he himself would be ‘irretrievably
ruined. He needed the sum, he said,
only for one nonth. 1 lent hun the ten
thousand crowns, and at his earnest 8o
licitation, in order to conceal the knowl-
edge of this loan from the clerks, I made
no entry upon the books of the transac-
tion, but was satisfied with an acknowl.
edgment in writing of the debt.” :
0ld Deodoti made an exclamation of
joy, ran to his nephew; and embraced
cim affegtionately.

‘ ppraised. Dear Geronimo, you
restore to mo life. That wicked man
tried to persusde me that you had lost
ten thousand crowns at play,
too virtuous, too
beloved bay,"” ‘
“Observe the respect due the iaw, Sig-
nor Decdatt.  Continue your statement,
Signor Geronimo. : '
“What an odious falsehood.” said the
young man, '

Then turning to the bailiff, he contin-
ued: )

You were
grateful tor that, my

.(T0 BE cONTINUED)

ROOMS AND BOARD.,

kxcellent Brard sod Ripms may be ob- -
tailned in 2 €304 and contral locality and at

redsonublé rates. Apply at 88 Carlton, noar
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