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Parsons’ Pillswho altogether misinterpreted her words, beneath and almost at their feet. Around 
and the emphasis she placed on them ; it rose the wooded hills, whose dark forms 
and in h:s voice there was such peace, ,iarker fmm the of ni|zllti lhrew
and such gentle, exultant happiness, that profound shadows over the opposite 
Mrs. Willoughby again felt touched. | shnres. Xear hy ,he shore extended on

Poor fellow ! she thought; how lie must1 ,])(ljr 8j,je 
have suffered !

Where are you fastened? slie whispered 
as she bent over him. Daon s le i h- r 
breath u|*on his cheek ; the hem of her 
garment teuched his sleeve, and a thrill 
passed through him. He felt as though 
lie would like to he forever thus, with 
her bending over him.

My hands are fastened behind me, said

1 Gpoders
This Paper,<>YP|JP *5 a positive On the right there were fires 

now burning low, yet occasionally send 
ing forth flashes; on the left, and at some 
<1’Stance might be seen the dusky outline 
of the old stone house. Behind them was
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itThe Lades” J'urnal”NERVoUSMESSIleep the forest, vast, gloomy, clothed in iin- 
l>enetrahle shade, in which lay their only 
hone of safety, yet w here even now there 
lurked the watchful guards of the bri
gands. It was close behind them. Once 
in its shelter, and they might gam free
dom; yet between them and it was an 
impassable harrier of enemies, and there 
also lay a still more impassable barrier 
in the grave where Hawliury lay. To fly 
even if they could fiv, would be to give 
him up to death; yet to remain, as they 
must remain, would be to doom him to 
death none the less, and themsevles too 

Seated there, with his eyes directed 
toward the water, the priest saw nothing 
of the scene before him: his eyes we-e # 
fixed on vacancy; his thoughts were en 1 [ 
deavoring to grapple 'tith the situation 
and master it. Yet so complicated was j 
the situation, and so perplexing the 
dilemma in which he found himself—a 
dilemma where death perched upon 
either horn—that the good priest found 
his faculties becoming gradually mon 
and more unable to deal with the diffi - ^
culty, and lie found himself once mon 
sinking down deeper and deeper into 
that abyss of despair, from which he had 
recently extricated himself.

And still the time passed, and the 
precious moments laden with the fate not 
only of Hawhury, but of all the others— 
the moments of the night during which 
alone any escape was to be thought of— 
mo veil all too swiftly away.

Now in this h< ur of perplexity the 
good priest bethought him of a frien»1 
whose fidelity had been proved through 
lhe varied events of a life—a friend 
which in his life of celibacy, had found 
in his heart something of that place 
which a fond and faithful wife may bold 
in the heart of a more fortunate man. It 
was a little friend, a twany and some
what grimy friend; it was in the pocket 
of his coat; it was a clay; in fact it was 
notiiing else than a dudeen.

Where in the world had the good priest 
who lived in this remote corner of Italy 
got that emblem of his green native isle? 
Perhaps he had brough it with him in the 
band of his hat when he first turned his 
back upon his country, or perhaps he had 
obtained it from the same quarter which 
had supplied him with that v*-ry black 
plug of tobacco which he brought forth 
shortly afterward. iThe one was the com 
plement of the other, and each was hand* 
led with equal love and care. Soon the 
occupation of cutting np the tobacco and 
rubbing it gave a temporary distraction 
to his thoughts, which distraction was 
prolonged by the further operation of 
pressing the tobacco into the bowl of the 
dudeen.

Here the priest paused and cast a look 
toward the fire, which was not far

Wbuld you have any objection to let 
me go and get a coal to light the pipe? 
said he to one of the men.

The man had an objection, and a very 
strong one.

Would one of you be kind enough to go 
ami get me a brand or a hot coai?

This led to an earnest debate, and fin
ally one cf the men thought that he 
might venture. Before doing so however, 
a solemn promise was extorted from the 
priest that he would not try to escape 
during his absence. This the priest gave.

Escape ! said he—it’s a smoke I want 
Besides how can I escape w ith three of 
ye watching me? And then, what would 
I want to escape for? I’m safe enough

The man now went off, and returned in 
a short time with a brand. The priest 
gave him his blessing, and received the 
bra.id with a quiet exultation that was 
pleasing to behold.

Matches, said he, ruin the smoke. 
They give it a sulphur taste. There’s 
nothing li <e a hot coal.

Saying this lie lighted his pine. This 
operation was accomplished with a series 
of those short, quick hard, successive 
puffs with which the Irish race in every 
dime on this terrestrial ball perform the 
solemn rite.

And now the thoughts of the priest be
came more calm and regular and manage
able. His confusion departed, and gradu
ally. as the smoke ascenued to the skies, 
there was diffused over his soul a certain 
soothing and all-pervading calm.

He n jw began to face the full difficulty 
of his position. He saw that escape was 
impossible and death inevitable. He 
made up his mind to die. The discovery 
would surely t*e made in the morning 
that Haw bury had been substituted for 
the robber; he would be found and pun
ished and the priest would be involved in 
his fate. His only care now was for Ethel; 
and he turned his thoughts toward the 
formation of some plan by which he 
might obtain mercy for lier.

He was in the midst of these thoughts 
—tor mimself resigned, for Ethel anxious 
—and tutûng over in bis mind all the 
various modes by which the emotion of 
pity or mercy might be roused in a 
merciless ana pitiless nature; he was 
thinking of an appeal to the brigands 
themselves, and had already decided that 
in this there lay his best hope of success 
—when all of a sudden these thoughts 
were rudely interrupted and dissipated 
and scattered to the winds by a most 
startling cry.

Ethel started to her feet.
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ONE YEHjf?she thought. Poor fellow, I must huiuur 
him, I suppose. But what a funny name 
to give me 1

So after a little preparatory cough, Mrs. 
Willoughby said in a low voice.

What question?
Dacres was silent for a few moments. 

He was overcome by his emotions. He 
wished to ask her one question—the 
question of all questions in his mind. 
Already her acts had answered it suffic
ient!) ; but he longed to have the answer 
in her own words. Yet he hesitated to 
ask it. It was dishonor to her to ask iu 
And thus between longing and hesita
tion, he delayed so long that Mrs. Wil
loughby imagined that he had fallen back 
into his dreams or into his delirium, and 
would say no more.

But at last Dacres staked everything 
on the issue and asked it :

Arethusa 1 oh, Arethusa ! do you—do 
you love—the—the Italian?

The Italian ! said Mrs. Willoughby— 
love the Italian 1 me ! and then in a mo
ment she thought that this was his delir
ium, and she must humor it. Poor fel
low ! she sighed again; how he fought 
them ' and no doubt he has fearful blows 
on his head.

Do you? do you? Oh, answer, I im
plore you ! cried Dacres.

No 1 said Mrs Willoughby solemnly. I 
hate him as I never hated man before- 
She s;ioke her mind this time although 
she thought the other was delirious.

A sigh of relief and of happine-s came 
from I ‘acres, so deep that it was almost a

An 1 oh, he continued, tell me this— 
have \ou loved him at all?

I always disliked him excessively, said 
Mrs Willoughby in the same low and 
solemn tone. 1 saw something bad— 
altogether bad—in his face.

Oh; may Heaven forever bless you for 
that word I exclaimed Dacres. with such 
a depth of fervor that Mrs. Willoughby 
was surprised. She now believed that he 
was intermingling dreams with realities, 
and tried to lead him to sense by remind
ing him of the truth.

It whs Minnie, you know, that he was 
fond of.

What ! Minnie Fay?
Yes; oh yes. I never saw anything of

THE
AMERICAN BARON.

I have a knife, said Mrs. Willoughby. 
She did not stop to think of danger. It 
was chiefly pity that incited her to this 
She could not bear to see him lying thus 
in pain which he had perhaps, as she 
supposed, encountered for her. She was 
impulsive, and though she thought of his 
assistance toward the escape of Minnie 
and herself, yet pity and compasion were 
her edief inspiring motives.

Mrs. Willoughby had told Girasole that 
she had no knife; but tin's was not quite 
true, for she now produced one, and cut 
the cords that bound his w rists. Again 
a thrill flashed through him at the touch 
of her little fingers; she then cut the 
cords that bound his ankles.

Dacras sat up. His ankles and wrists 
were badly swollen,but he was no longer 
conscious of pain. There was rapture in 
his soul, and of that alone was lie con
scious.

Be careful ! she whispered warninglv; 
guards are all around, and listeners. Be 
careful ! If you can think of a w ay to 
escape, do so.

Dacres rubbed his hand over his fore-

Am I dreaming ? said he; or is it all 
true? A while ago I was suffering from 
some hideous vision; yet -now you say 
you forgive me !

Mrs. Willoughby saw in this a sign of 
returning delirium. But the poor fellow 
must be humored, I suppose,she thought.

Oh, there is nothing for me to forgive, 
said she.

But if there were anv thing, would yon?
Yes.
Freely ? he cried, with strong emphasis.
Yes, freely.
Oh, could you answer me one question? 

Oh, could you ?
No, no, not now—not now, I entreat 

you, said Mrs. Willoughby, in nervous 
dread. She was afraid that his delirium 
would bring him upon delicate ground 
and she tried to hold him back.

But I must ask you, said Dacres, trem
bling fearfully,—I must—now or never. 
Tell me my doom; 1 have suffered so 
much. Oh, Heavens ! Answer me. 
Can you ? Can you feel toward me as 
yon once did?

He’s utterly mad, thought Mrs. Wil
loughby ; but he’ll get worse if I don’t 
soothe him. Poor fellow ! I ought to 
answer him.

Yes, she said in a low voice.
Oh, my darling ! murmured Dacres, in 

rapture inexpressible; my darling! he 
repeated; and grasping Mrs. Willoughby’s 
hand, lie pressed it to his lips. And yon 
will love me again—you will love me?

Mrs. Willoughby paused. The 'man 
w as mad, but the ground was so danger
ous! Yes, she must humor him. She 
felt his hot kisses on her hand.

You will—you will love me, will you 
not? he repeated. Oh, answer me ! An
swer me, or I shall die 1

Yes, whispered Mrs. Willoughby, faint-
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Continued.
But all these thoughts and ravings 

were destined to come to a full and sud
den stop, and to be changed to others ot 
a far different character, This change 
took place when Girasole, after visiting 
the ladies, came with Mrs. Willoughby, 
to his room. As Dacres lay on the floor 
he heard the voice of the Italian, and the 
faint, mournful, pleading tones of a 
woman’s voice, and, finally, he saw the 
flash of a light, and perhaps this woman 
also. He held his breath in suspense. 
What did it mean? The tone of Girasole 
was not the tone of love.

The light drew nearer, the footsteps 
too—one a heavy footfall, the tread of a 
man, the other lighter, the step of h 

He waited almost breathless.
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At last she appeared. There she was 

before him, and with the Italian; but oh. 
how changed from that demon woman 
of his fancies, who was to appear before 
him with this enemy to gloat over his 
Bufferings 1 Was there a trace of fiend in 
that beautiful and gentle face? Was 
there thought of joy or exultation over 
him in that noble and mournful lady, 
whoee melancholy grace and tearful eyes 
now riveted his gaze. Where was the foul 
traitor who had done to death her hus
band and her friend? Where was the 
miscreant who had sacrificed all to a
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1guilty passion? Not there; not with that 
face; not with those tears; to think that 
was impossible—it was unholy. He 
might rave when he did not see her, but 
now that his eyes beheld her those mad 
fancies were all dissipated.

There was only one thing there—a 
woman full of loveliness and grace, in the 
very bloom of her life, overwhelmed with 
suffering which this Italian was inflicting 
on her. Why? Could he indulge the 
unholy thought that the Italian had cast 
her off, and supplied her place with the 
younger beauty? Away with such a 
thought It was not jealousy of that 
younger lady that Darces perceived; it 
was the cry of a loving, yearning heart 
that clung to that other one, from whom 
the Italian had violently severed her.

There was no mistake as to the source 
of this sorrow. Nothing was Left to the 
imagination. Her own words told all.

Then the light was taken away, and 
the lady crouched upon the floor. Dacres 
could no longer see her amidst that 
gloom; but he could hear her; and every 
Bob, and every sigh and every moan went 
straight to his heart and thrilled through 
every fibre of his being. He lay there 
listening, and quivering thus as he lis 
tened with very intensity of sympathy 
that shut out from his mind every other 
thought except that of the mourning, 
stricken one before him.

Thus a long time passed, and the lady 
wept still, and other sounds arcs*, and 
there were footsteps in the house, and 
whisperings, and people passing to and 
fro; but to all these Dacres was deaf, and 
they caused no more impression on his 
senses than if they were not His ears 
and his sense of hearing existed only for 
these sobs and these sighs.

At last a pistol-shot roused him. The 
lady sprang np and called in despair. A 
cry came back and the lady was about 
to venture to the other room, when she 
was driven back by the stern voice of 
Girasole. Then she stood for a moment, 
after which she knelt, and Dacres heard 
her voice in prayer. The prayer was not 
audible, but now and then words struck 
upon bis ears which gave the key to her 
other words, and he knew that it was no 
remorse for guilt, but a cry for help in 
sore affliction.

Had anything more been needed to 
destroy the last vestige of Dacres’ former 
suspicions it was famished by the words 
which he now heard.

Oh, Heaven 1 he thought; can this 
woman be what I have thought her? 
But if not what a villian am I ! Yet now 
I must rather believe myself to be & vil
lain than her !

In the midst of this praper Girasole’s 
voice sounded, and then Minnie’s tone 
came clearly audible. The lady rose and 
listened, and a great sigh of relief escap
ed her. Then Girasole descended the 
stairs, and the lady again sank upon her 
knees.

Thus far there seemed a spell upon 
Dacres; but this last incident and the 
clear child voice of Minnie seemed to 
break it He could no Ionizer keep si
lence. His emotion was as intense as 
ever, but the bonds which bad bound his 
lips seemed now to be loosened.

Oh, Arethusa ! he moaned 
At the sound of his voice Mrs. Wil

loughby started, and rose to her feet So 
great had been her anxiety and agitation 
that tor some time she had not thought 
of another being in the room, and there 
had been no 80v.ad from him to suggest 
his existence. But now his voice startled 
her. She gave no answer however.

Arethusa ! repeated Dacres, gently and 
longingly and tenderly.

Poor fellow 1 thought Mrs. Willoughby; 
he’s dreaming.

Arethusa ! oh, Arethusa ! said Dacres 
once more. Do not keep away. Come to 
me. 1 am calm now.

Poor fellow ! thought Willoughby. He 
doesn’t seem to sleep. He’s talking to 
me. I really think he is.

Arethusa, said Dacres again, will you 
answer me one question?

Mrs. Willoughby hesitated for a mo
ment, bat now perceived that Dacres was 
really speaking to her. He’s in delirium,
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0. Sharkey.him FRUIT! FRUIT!Oli, Heavens ! cried Dacres:oh Hea
vens, what a fool, beast, villain and 
scoundrel I have been ! Oh, how I have 
misjudged you ! And can you forgive 
me? Oh can you? But no you can not.

At this appeal Mrs. Willoughby was 
startled, and did not know what to say or 
to do. How much of this was delirium 
ami how much real she could not tell. 
One thing seemed evident to her, and 
that was that, whether delirious or not, 
he took her for another person. But she 
was so full of pity for him, and so very 
tender-1 leaned, that her only idea was to 
humor him.

Oh, lie cried again, can this all be true, 
and have all my suspicions been as mad 
as the.e last? And you—how you have 
changed ! What tenderness there is in 
your glance—what a pure and gentle and 
touching grace there is in your expres
sion ! I swear to you, by Heaven ! 1 
have stood gazing at you in places where 
you have not seen me, and I thought 1 
saw heaven in your face, and worshiped 
you in my inmost soul. Tbip is the rea
son why I have followed yon. From the 
dme I saw you when yon came into the 
room at Naples till this night I could not 
get rid of yonr image. I fought against 
the feeling, but I cannot overcome it. 
Never, never were you half so dear as 
you are now !

Now, of course that was all very well, 
considered as the language of an estrang
ed husband seeking for reconciliation 
with an estranged wife; but when one 
regards it simply as the language of a 
passionate lover directed to a young and 
exceedingly pretty widow, one will per
ceive that it is not all very well, and that 
under ordinary circumstai ces it might 
create a sensation.
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Coffins 1 Caskets,As she said this a cold chill passed 
through lier. He had drawn her to him, 
and pressed her against his breast, and 
she felt hot tears upon her head.

Oh, Arthcsa ! cried Dacres.
Well, said Mrs. Willoughby, as soon as 

8he could extricate herself, there’s a mis
take, you know.

A mistake, darling ?
Oh, dear, what shall I do? thought 

Mrs. Willoughby ; he’s beginning again. 
1 must stop this, and bring him to his 
senses. How terrible it is to humor a 
delirious man?

Oh, Arethusa ! sighed Dacres once

Mrs. Willoughby arose.
I’m not Arethusa at all, said she; that 

isn’t my name, if you can shake off" 
your delirium, 1 wish you would, I really
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HEATING J. H. ParsonsWhat! cried Dacres in amazement 

- I’m not Arethusa at all; that isn’t my STOVES,Not your name?
No; my name’s Kitty.
K tty ! cried Dacres starting to his

------AT
Upon Mrs. Willoughby the sensation 

w as simply tremendous. She had begun 
hy umoring the delirious man; bat now 
she found his delirium taking a con se 
which was excessively embarrassing. The 
worst of it was; there was truth enough 
in his language to increase the embar
rassment. She remembered at once how 
the mournful face of this man had ap
peared before her in different places. 
Her thoughts instantly reverted to that 
evening on the balcony when his pale 
face appeared behind the fountain. 
There was truth in his words; and her 
heart beat with extraordinary agitation 
at the thought. Yet at the same time 
there was some mistake abort it all; be 
was clearly delirious.

Oh, Heavens ? he cried. Can yon ever 
t rgive me? Is there a possibility of it? 
Oh can you forgive me? Can you—can 
you?
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At that instant the report of a gun 

burst upon their ears, followed by another 
and another, then there were wild calls 
and loud shouts. Other guns were 
heard.
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Yet amidst all this wild alartn there 
was nothing which had so tremendous 
an effect upon Dacres as this last remark 
ot Mrs. Willoughby’s.
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When the Irish priest conjectured that 
it was about two o’clock in the morning 
he was not very far astray in his calcula
tion. The short remarks that were ex
changed between him and Ethel, and 
afterward between him and the men, 
were followed by a profound silence. 
Ethel sat by the side of the priest, with 
her head bent forward and her eyes closed 
48 though she were sleep; yet sleep was 
farther from her than ever it had 
been, and the thrilling events of the 
night afforded sufficient material to keep 
her awake for many a long hour yet to 
come. Her mind was now filled with a 
thousand conflicting and most exciting 
fancies, in the midst which she might 
again have sunk into despair had she 
not been sustained by the assurance of 
the priest.

Sitting near Ethel, the priest for some 
time looked fixedly ahead of him as 
though he were contemplating the sol-
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He was clearly delirious now. Her 
heart WW8 full of pity for him. He was 
suffering too. He was bound fast Could 
she not relieve him? It was terrible for

JOHN HASLIN, w

Ripans Tabules act gentljr but 
promptly upon the liver, stomadû and 
intestines; cure habitual constipation. 

i dispel colds, headaches and fevers. 
One Tabule taken at the first symp- 
toms of a return of indigestion, or 
depression of spirits, will remove the 

, ; whole difficulty within an hour.
Persons in need of the Ripans Tab- 

| nies will find the gross package 
most economical to buy. It is also 
in convenient form to divide op 
among friends. The above picture 
represents a quarter gross box, sold 

* for 75 cents. A single bottle can be 
; had for 15 cents.

this man to lie there bound thus. And 
perhaps he had fallen into the hands of 
these ruffians while trying to save her 
and her sister. She must free him.

Would you like to be loosed? she asked 
coming nearer. Shall I cut your bonds?

She spoke in a low whisper.
Oh tell me first, I implore you ! Can 

you forgive me?
He spoke In such a piteous tone that 

her heart was touched.
Forgive you? she said in a voice full of 

sympathy and pity. There is n--thing 
for me to forgive.

Now may Heaven forever bless you for 
that sweet and gentle word ! said Dacres

FREE !Oh Heaven ! she cried, what was that?
Down ! down ! cried the men wrath- 

fully; but before Ethel could obey the 
sound was related, and the men them
selves were arrested by it.

The sound that thus interrupted the 
meditations of the priest was the explo
sion of a rifle. As Ethel started up 
another followed. This excited the men 
themselves, who now listened intently to 
learn tin cause.

They did not have to wait long.
To be continued.
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emn midnight scene, or meditating upon 
the beauties of nature Iu truth, the 
scene around was one which was deserv- 2
mg even of the cl se attention which the RIPANS CHEMICAL CO.,

10 SPRUCE 8T., NEW YORK.
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priest appeared to give. Immediately 
before him lay the lake, its shore not far
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