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N. D. BECK,

{SBuccessor to Royal & Prud’homme)
RBarrister. Attorney, &c.
Solicitor for the Credit Foncler Franco-
Canadien.

OFFICE NEXT BANK OF MONTREAL.

McPHILLIPS BROS,

Deminion Land Burveyors and Civil
Engineers,

G. McPnillips, Frank McPhillips and R. C.
McPhillips.. .

ROOM 10 BIGGS BLOCK, WINNIPEG.

MUNSON & ALLAN,
Barrisiers, Attorneys, Solicitors, &c.

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

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

McPHILLIPS & WILKES,

Barristers, Attornevs, Nolicitors, &c.
Hargrave Block, 326 Main 8t,
X G, MCPHILLIPS. A. E. WILKES

F. MARFAGGI, Chef de Cuisine.

RESTAURANT FRANCATS,

‘A LA CARTE,
316 Main Street, - - Winnipeg.

DINNEE FROM 12 TO 2, 35 CENTS.

* 8 CATERING FOR PRIVATE PARTIEs. "%}
MAROITA & MARIAGGI, Prop's.

DR. DUFRESNE,
Physician, Surgeon and Obstetricinn
COR. MAIN AND MARXET STS. .
Opposite City Hall, ‘Winnipeg, Man,

CONNOLLY BROS.
BUTCHERS,

have resumed business with a large
ana choice stock ot

MEATS, GAME, POULRY, ETC.|

: —aAT- . .
" "'842 MAIN STREETY, WINNIPEG,
OPP. POTTER HOUBE.

&4 A call respectfully selicited and satis
faction guaranst,ggd. .

ROOMS AND BOARD..

Excellent Board and Rooms may be ob-
tained in a good and central locality and at
Teagonable rates. Apply at 88 Carlton, near
corner of York ssreet. vl

——

EDWARD KELLY,

'STEAI ND HOT WATER HEATING,

PLUMBING AND GASFITTING,
93 Pertage Avenne, = Winnipeg.

Plans, Specifications and Estimates far-
Dished on application.  P. 0. Box £11,

M. CONWAY

General Auctioneer and Valuator

Reems Cor Main & Pertuge Ave.

Bales of Farniture, Horses Implements
-y 6very Friday at 3 p.m. Country Sales of
Farma Stock, &c., promptly attended to. Cash
2dvanced on consignments of goods. Terms
liberal ana all business strictly confidentia.

D. HALLENA

PIRST - CLSS TAILOR AND CUTTER.

Repniring a Specialty.
[Prices fMeost Reasonnble.

48 McDermott, St, Winnipeg

ALEX. SMITH & co.,

Brokers and Commission Merchaits.

14t Fleor, McIntyre Bleck, Main St
Liberal advances made on all kindsof
¥00ds, merchandise, or other éollaterals.

Notey
an tdiscounted, &c., &c.

ransactions strictly confidential.

ALEX. SMI1H & CO.

'RADIGER & Co.
WINES,

LIQUORS & CIGARS.

477 MAIN STREET.
A special stock for the holiday trddle at

low prices.

THE REQUIEM OF THE DYING YEAR

BY MRS. A. MAC GILLIS, WINNIPEG.

Slowly, sadly. softly ring the bells,
Ringiog for tne dying of the year:
Bearing in his bosom gentle Spring!

Golden Summer lying on his bier.

8lowly. sadly, solemuly the bells
Ring s doleful dirge for dear ones dead.
‘Oh, how many of “our loved this vear,
Laid to rest within their narrow bed.

Slowly, softly, sweetly ring the bells,
Tender tones that tell of hours gone by,
Hours when love with rosy fingers touched

Heart and life, till ali of life was joy.

S8lowly, 8a.ly, sullenly the bells
Ring of want and care, of wrong and crime
Days of *hope deterred” and dark despalr,
Problemas for the good 1n every clime.

But hark! the Old Year dies, the New Year’s

ro,
Ring silver bells, asweet and i}oyfnl strain
With the New Year our buried hopesrevive

Once more we feel that life is xoT in vain

Ring, silver bells, that nature 1e not dead, ~
Nor our dear ones, but living fuller lives;
Ring out the thought that Doubtand Truth

are wed,
Ring in that Right must reign, that Faith
survives.

Ring for the New Year sweet and merry
chimes
Ring for the hour when parted friends
shall meet
Ring for true love, ring for tne BETTER
TIMES . )
That soon, we trust, our country’s sight
shall greet.

THE AMULET

. CHAPTER IX.
GERONIMO RESURRECTED.
(CONTINUED.)

‘Are you ready, signor?

‘A moment more, one moment for
prayer!’ said Geronimo. :

He joined bis hands and attered a fer-
vent prayer; but although he apparently
accepted his fate with resignation, it was
equally evident that his soul struggled
against the death which was hanging
over him.

By degrees, however, prayer brought
resignation and consolation to Geronimo
for the nervous trembling of his limbs
ceased and his voice became more dis-
tinct and calm.

Julio fixed his eyes on Geronimo, and
his heart was touched when he thought
he heard him ask pardon of God for his
enemies; but when the lips of the young
man pronounced his own name in ar-
dent supplication, and he distinctly
heard his unfortunate victim praying for
the soul of his murderer, Julio dropped
his knife, and said, with a deep sigh:

‘My courage has forsaken me! .1
have not the strength to accomplish ¢his
cruel act!’

(AhY exclaimed Geronimo, as Julio
pronounced these words, ‘itis a voice
from heaven speaking to your heart.
Hearken to it. Have pity onme! spare
my lifel’

Julio was too absorbed in his own
thoughts to heed Geronimo. In accents of
despair he muttered:

Frightful situation! Beside the very
grave I have dug for him, he prays for
my soul! And can 1 shed his blood? But
there is no help for it. I must—Imust!

The young gentleman remarked the
struggle in Julio's soul, and he mustered
up all his strength to approach him; but
Julio, seeing Geronimo's design, picked
up his knife, took the lamp, and left the
cellar, saying: . )

‘It 18 useless, signor. Fate is more
powerful than we are; and struggle as
we may against its 1nevitable decrees,
they must be accomplished. The sight
of your sorrow has deprived me of all
courage. I go to regain strength. I will
soon return. Be prepared, for this time
I will act without delay.’

He closed the door and walked slowly
down the passage. Having reached his
room, he stamped with anger, uttered
desperate words, struck his forehead with
his fist, vented his impatience , because
be could see no solution of his difficul-
ties. He paced the room like & mad-
man, fought the air, stopped, resumed
his walk—until exhausted he threw him-
self into & chair. Sorrow, anguish, and
rage, by turns were depicted on his coun-
tenance. He lamented the necessity of
the murder and complained in bitter
terms of his sad fate. But in vain he
tortured his brain—not a ray of light
came to illumine his darkness. The
pitiless “I must do it!” was the invaria-
ble refrain.

By chance his eyes fell upon the two
bottles which he had placed upon the
table, and as if the sight had inspired

him with a sudden resolution, he seized

one of the bottles, nncorked it, and .put-
ting it to bis lips, drank a long araught,
stopped a momeet for breath, then emp-
tied the bottle.

He remained some time immovable as
if to test the influence of the wine upon
his mind, swallowed half of the second
bottle, drew his dagger, took the lamp,
and descended the stairs, saying:

‘Now my courage will not fauil me! No
more words, a single blow and all will be
over! I must strike him in the back; he
wears o cuirass on his breast,’

Opening the door of. the cellar, he
placed the lamp on the ground without
speaking, and raising his dagger, he
walked directly towards Geronimo, who
lifted his hands imploringly.

Within a few steps of his victim, Julio,
with an exclamation of surprise, stopped
suddenly as if immovable, His eye fell
upon an object which Geronimo held in
his hand and extended tohim, as though
it bad power to turn aside the mortal
blow. .

It was a flat copper medal, in the cen—
tre of which was & cross and other em-
blems, and attached to it was a Lright
steel chain.

Julio, forgetful of what he was about
to do, sprang forward, seized the strange
medal, examined it closely, and said, in
astonishment: C

‘This amulet in your hands, signor!
What does it mean? How came you by
ity

Geronimo, whose every t,ho{zght was
fixed upon death, was t60 much startled
by the sudden transition to reply imme-
diately. i

‘Speak, tell me whaepce comes this
amulét. Who gave it to you?

From Africa—from a blind woman,’
answered Geronimo, almost unintelligi-
bly.

‘From Africa? And the woman’s name?
said Julio, beside hiu%gelf with impa-
tience

‘Mostajo. Theresa Mostaijo!’

‘Theresa Mostajo! You are then -the
liberator of my poor blind mother.’
‘Then you wilkepare my life! God of
mercy, I thank thee, there is still hope!'
But Julio heeded nol the words of the
young man. : :

‘This amulet,’ he said, ‘recalls my na-
tive village. 1 see again my father, mo-
ther, friends. 1 see myself as I was be-
fore dissipation led me to sin and vice.
This amulet, brought by my grandfather
from Jerusalem, protected my father
against many dangers, saved my moth-
er's life; and you, signor, you owe to the
sameé amulet escape from a violent
death, for it turned away my master's
dagger from your breast., Strange and
mysterious power which thus shields the
victim from his executioner.’

‘Julio,’ said Geronimo, ‘keep me not
in suspense. Say that thou wiil not take
my life. Be merciful to the man whose

name is blessed by the lips of your mo-
ther. ’

‘Fear not, signor; rather than shed
one drop of your blood, I would pay the
penalty of my own guilty life on the gal-
lows. But I must reflect upan our pe-
culiar situation, for my mind is not clear;
perhaps I may discover a means of es-
cape. Do not disturb me, I beg you.’
He withdrew to the corner of the cel-
lar where ke had been previously seated
and remained motionless for some time,
without giving any sign of the agitation
of his mind.

Geronimo regarded him at first with a
look of joyful anticipation; by degrees,
however, his face wore an expression of
sadness and surprise; it seemed to him
that Julio had fallen asleep, He was
mistaken, however, for Julio arose after
s while, and said:

-‘Now 1 see my way clearly. I will save
you, signor; but on doing that, I might
as well avoid securing a halter for my-
self. You must bave patience until to-
morrow. "It is now about nine o’clock in
the evening, and the time, I know, will
be very long to you. But you must sub-
mit to a condition which is necessary
for the preservation of my own life. To-
morrow, at daybreak, I shall quit the
city and country. Before leaving, I will
set you at liberty. Do not attempt to
shake my resolution; let me go now, sig-
nor, and expect with confidence your
deliverance.’ ’

Geronimo joined his hands, and said,

feebly: .

‘Thanks, thanks, and may the good
God show you the mercy youhave shown
to me. Ihave yet a favor to implore, a
bené¢fit to ask.’

‘Speak, signor, what do you wish?

‘It is long since I awoke from my
death-like stupor. I know not how long,
and I am tormented by hunger and
thirst; you have kept life inme by the
wine go kindly bestowed, but now my
body demands nourishment. Give me
bread.’ .

‘Bread,’ said Julio, ‘there is not a
mouthful of food in the house.’ -

But seeing Geronimo’s eyes fixed 1n
supplication upon him, he added:

' ‘1t is not late; perhaps I may find
some shop slill open. I will return pres-
ently; remain quiet, and have no anxie-
ty, signor.’

He took the lamp, le t the cellar, clos
ing the door after him, and ascended to
his room. There folding his arms, he be-
gan to muse; ’

‘How strange, the young merchant
who, at the risk of his own life, defended
my mother from the Moslem master, who
paid her ransom. and liberated her from
slavery—that merchant was Geronimo.
By some mysterious influence the amu-
let protected his heart from the blade
of his vindictive enemy; and when I am
about to shed his blood, behold the am-
ulet paralyzed my arm. It is incompre-,
hensible.’ .

The current of his thoughts changed.
Seizing thie half empty bottle, he drank
its contente.

‘Strange,’ said he, ‘how the bad effects
of liquor are controlled by the emotions.
Ihave taken enough to deprive me of
consciousness, I feel my mind as clear
a8 though I had not touched a drop. This
last draught, however, has mounted to
my brain. So it is decreed that my mas-
fer; Simon Turchi, must die upon the
scaffold? It is disagreeable for both of
us, but I could not help it. I shall not
know what to do when the two hundred
crowns ars spent; necessity will force
me to seek other resdurces, even at -the
risk of the gallows, and in all probability
the fatal noose will encircle my neck.
Bah! if it is predestined, who can pre-
vent it? My master and I will deserve
only what we deserve. But I am forget
ting the starving young gentleman; I
must go out to procure him some tood.
It will be a fine opportunity to drink a
pint of wine at the ‘Swan’; that Jcannot
be closed yet, for gamblers do not keep
early hours. Only one pint in passing;
not more, for if my reason became cloud-
ed, I cannot answer for the consequenc-
es; but there is no need to fear that, for
my life is at stake. I will retun in half
an hour.

He extinguished the lamp, and hastily
traversed the garden.

CHAPTER. X.

SIMON TURCHI'S ALARM—CRIME BEGETS
' ) ORIMR,

Some time after the hour of Change,
Siman furchi had returned home, and
was apparently preparing to go out again
for he had changed his doublet for one
of a darker color, and his cloak lay on a
chair beside him.

The signor was in high spirits; "he car-
ried his head proudly, a radiant smile il-
lumined his countenance, and from time
to time he rubbed his hands with an air
of triumph. Julio bad left for Germany.
Nothing could have prevented his de-
parture, for he had not been seen 1 the
city. Simon Turchi has therefore no
cause for fear, for if, contrary to expec-
tation, his garden be searched and the
corpse of Geronimo be discovered, the
murder could easily be fastened upon
Julio.

Already, by vague remarks to his ser—
vants and acquaintances, Turchi had
prepared the way for makipg the accusa-
tion in case of necessity. He had exhib
ited great anxiety at Julio’s absence the
night before and during that day. He
said that he had sharply reproved his
servant for his dissipated habits and his
neglect of duty. Julio had left him in
evident anger.

The servants, who could not compre—
hend their master’s anxiety, thought
that he might be in some tavern, drown-
ing his feelings with drink and awaiting
the night to return home. To this Tur-

chi answered that he had remarked for’
some time Julio's strange manner, that
he seemed s0 absentminded, was often
heard to sigh and weep—in a word,
something weighty seemed pressing on
his consciene. ,

Early in the morning he sent Bernar-
do to the pavilion to see if Julio were
there. Bermardo reported that there
was no evidence of his having been there
except two empty bottles upon a table,
Simon pretended that he had had the
bottles placed in the room, and Bernar-
do thought no more of the affair.

Simon Turchi would have satished
himself by personal examination if Julio
had thorcughly performed his work be-
fore his departuse, but he feared {0 ex-
cite attention by his appearance in that
direction; or, perhaps, he might even be -
obliged to assist at the search of his gar-
den, should the bailiff refuse to exempt
it. He determinad to go to the cellarat
nightfall, when the search must be in.
terrupted to examine tha arrangements
made by Julio. When therefore twilight
was commencing to replace the glare of
day, and Simon was certain of not meet-
ing the officers of the law, he threw his
close around his shoulders, turned with

a light step and joyous heart the corner
of the street, and took the direction to

the square of Meir. :
He had gone but a short distance,
when he met Messire John Van Schoon-
hoven.
A smile lighted up Turchi’s counte-
nance. He was delighted to be acciden-
tally brought into the bailif’'s company,
as he would thus learn the result-of the
researches already made.
After a polite salutation, Messire Van
Schoonhoven said: ‘I am happy to meet
you. I wason my way to your house.’
‘To my house?” said Turchi. ‘Have
you news of my friend? T
‘No, signor; I wish to see you concern-
ing an affair which, although not serious,
necessitates & conversation with you. -
I would have spoken to you on this sub-
ject this evening when at Mr. Van de
Werve's, but the place Was inappropri-
ate to such discussions.’
‘Return then with me,” stammered
Turchi, with ill-disguised anxiety.
‘Where were you going, signor? eaid
the bailiff. .
‘I was going to take & walk along the
Scheldt, in order to seck some diversion
to the grief I feel for the disappearance
of the unfortunate Geronimo,’ '
‘What I have to say, signor, need not
interfere with your walk., I will accom-.
pany you a part of the way and enjoy
with you the evening breeze.’
The bailiff turned and walked by Tur.
chi’s side.
Looking around, to assure himself that
they werenot overheard, Messire Van:
Schoonhoven said:
‘The affair in question would not re-
quire so many precautions were I not
bailift and you my friend. But in conse.
quence of tHese two reasons, my mission
becomes painful, and 1 must claim in ad-
vance your forbearance. You know that
Iny agents are searching every house,
building, and garden in the vicinity of
the Hospital Grounds where Geronimo
was last seen. The greatest part of this .
quarter has been’ carefully examined
without any result.’ ' .
Simon Turchi perfectly understood
the bailif’'s design, and although his
heart beat painfully, he mastered his
emotion, and said in an indifferent tone:
‘And you think, Messire Van Schoop-
hoven, that my garden should be segrch-
ed in like manner! It is very natural.
"No one is above the law_.the knight and
the peasant are there equal.’ T
‘Believe me, signor, that the thought
of so disrespectful a conduct towards an
honorable pobleman, and that nobleman
my friend for years, would never have
occurred to me. But the search became
& necessity without any fault of mine.
The presence of at least twenty of my
agents in that quarter attracted the cu-
Tious. A crowd followed those engaged
in the search, and when it was noticed,
that your summer-house was the only
one exempted the magistrates were
oYenly accused of injustice. The peo-
Ple were told that this was done by my
order: but so great was ‘the commotion .
that the affair reached the ears of the
burgomaster and the constables, and
these gentlemen waited on me, urging
me to visit your garden likewise, 80 as .
to remove all cause of complaint.’ .

TO BE CONTINURD,




