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DRY GOODS,
MILy T XIN B R Y,
Ready ! .~!‘°'m' :
ATS & CAPS,
BOOTS and SHOES,

Croocliery wWare,

SHELF HARDWARE,
s

TIN WARE, ETO,

EXTRA CASH DISCOUNT
LINES, ;

Eggs for Goods or Cash.

Butter and all Other Produce in Exchange
Nicvtanx Fglh, l,y 9&, '87.

GREAT REDUCTION,

The whole Stock of

W. W. SAUNDERS’

will be sold at a Great Reduction dur-
ing the Xmas Holidays, embrac-
ing the following well-
selected lines :

DRY GOODS,

HOSIERY, a Specialty,
HATS AND CAPs, BOOTS, SHOES AND
SLIPPERS, OVERBGOTS, RUBBERS
AND LARIGANS, GROCERIES
AND CONFECTIONERY,
CANNED GOODS, ES-
SENCES, EX.

TRACTS
AND'PATENT
MEDICINES, large
stork of LAMPS, GLASS,
EARTHEN, STONE, TIN-
WARE, HARDWARE, AND
CULLERYs -AND @A - SPLENDID
ASSORTMENT OF XMAS NOVELTIES

William Hart,

Assignee.

DR. FOWLERS
EXT:0OF ¢
“WILD

CURES

YSENTERY

AND ALL SUMMER COMPLAINTS
AND FLUXES OF THE BOWELS
IT IS SAFE AND RELIABLE FOR
CHILDREN OR ADULTS.

W. D. SHEEHAN,

The American Tailor.

Some of the reasond why wmy eoats are the}

BE3T and MOST STYLISH CUT:

They always fit cloge to the neck, and
never drop down or rise up.

They always fit into the waist with a
graceful curye.

The shoulders never wrinkle, and always
improve on your actual build.

Every garment is made on the premises
under my own supervision, by first-
class tailors.

( { ENTLEMEN who have found difficulty in
X  being properly fitted hy their tailors,

wili do well to call on we and I will guarantee

a perfect fit.

1.

2.

POR SALE 2t e DRUG STORE.

(‘ASTURIA, best Spirits Nitre, Sulphurie
J Aeid, Enos Fruit Salt, Plasters, Teaberry,
Tooth Powder, Pierce’s Medicines, full line,
Vasileres, full lines, Paine's Celery Com-
pound, Riege’s Food for infants, Lactated
Food, Chleride Lime, Diamond and Eleotric
Dyes, Inseet Powders, Washing and Baking
Soda, Copperas, Senna, Alam, Indigo, Nut-
megs, Aniline Dyes, Pufis, Toilet Powgder,
Soap, Perfumeries, Lirue Juice, Mack's Mag-
netic Medicines, Kendall’s Spavin Cure, Bur
dock Blood Bitters, Standard Piano and
Organ Instruction Books, Sheet Music and
Blank Music Paper and Books.

L. R, MORSE, x p.
Setember, 1589,

!FHE SCTENCE OF LIFE,
the great medigal work
of the age on Manhood,
Nervous and Physieal Des
bility, Premature Deecline,
Errors of Youth, and the
untold miseries cunsequent
thereon, 300 pages, 8 vo., T /
125 preseriptions for'all diseases. Cloth, full
gilt, only $1.00, by mail, sealed. Illustratiy

sample free to all young and middle-age

men. Send now. The Gold and Jewslled
Medal awarded tothe anthor by the Nationsal
Medical Association. Addresz P. 0. Bix 18935,
Boston, Mass., or Dr. W. H. PARKER, grad

uate of Harvard Medical College, 25 years’
practice in Boston, who may be consulted con-
fidentially. Specialty, Diseases of Man,
Office, No. 4, Bulfineh St.

At: Peivate Sale |-
Valuabl Property-on Granville-St.

r
] built Two Story Dwelling, with Garden,
containing } scsgof land, well stoeked with
Apple, Pear ‘and’ Plum Trees; also Stable,
Carringe and Wood House in good repair.
Imwediate possession, % DA
Apply to the subseriber,

Lewis A. Dickie.

Bridgetown, Jau. 30th, 1889, 2f;

H. H BANKS,

PRODUCE COMMISSION AOENT‘._‘
Parker Market Building,
Halifax, N.
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Best Groceries.;
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TOWN N. 8., WEDNES 1

OATMEAL, ;
FEEDING FLOUR,
CORMEAL,

GROCERIBS, ‘
STOVES, PLOWS,
HORSE CLOTHING,

Harnesses made to Order.
REPAIRING ATTENDED TO
PROMPTLY . All who bu‘?lnm Yrow us, and re
i Bot satls
N. H.

PHINNEY. | gGiifioh AfTE GENCATU

3 Yal
Nov. 19th, 1888,

‘_Pmmvoly‘ Cnnt( ‘Dlphthorln. Croup

‘ata , Influenxza,
ache, Nervous Hea ne‘m. Solatioa,

| It 1s marvelous how many different complaints it w

AFTER

TTTUNLIKE ANY OTHE
pers Bk B
AS MUCH FOB INTERNAL AS FOR EXTEANAL USE.
‘T"ﬂ*mw“‘* ago

quickly. Healing all Outs, Burns and Bruises like Maglo. Reli
RIGINATED BY AN OL

nest it, shall recetve a certiticaw t

tunble umd:ﬁrm frea.
GENERATION HHAVE

R—
B
TERNAL USE.

ng |

11l pure.

D FA
8 vert] ‘mt' u‘w'uumy nlhun'h.- mln:'dﬂ

2, Express and duty preopald 1o an

: PIESJORNSON & €O Montam, M

L8 & CO., Boston, Mass,

USED AN BLESSED IT,

S

is Invited of our Terms and Prices for
all Description of Work in

Monumenfs, Tablets,

HEADSTONES, Etc.
Also, Curbing, Posts, Steps, Etec.
Drysdale & Hoyt Bros.,

BRIDGETOWN, N, 8

LAWRENCETOWN
PUMP COMPANY,

(ESTABLISHED 1880.)

OPPOSITE RINK,

THE CELEBRATED

Rubber Bucket Chain Pump,

~=ALBO {—

FORCE PUMP,

with Hose attached if required.

We are r‘?par«l to Manufacture
WOODE ATER PIPES for un-
erdraining or counveying water
nder ground. Caw he delive
nt any station en the line of Rail-
way. Send for Price List.

Intornational 5.5, Co,

FOR

DIRECT,

FROM

Annapolis.

Summer Arrangement.

Commencing FRIDAY, JUNE 2Ist, the favorite Side Wheel Steamer “NEW
BRUNSWICK ” having been thoroughly overhauled and fitted, will leave Annapolis every
Tuesday and Friday p. ., directly after the arrival of the Ilalifax express, for Boston
direct

FARE FROM ALL W. & A. R. STATIONS

ONE DOLLAR LESS

than by any other route.

ST. JOHIN ILINE.

The Palace Steamer * CUMBERLAND " or “STATE OF MAINE” will leave St.
John for Boston via Eastport and Portland, every Monday, Wednesday and Friday morn-
ing at 7.25 Eastern Standard time.

Tickets can be obtained from all agents on the W. & A. R,

W.H. KILBY,Agent, FRED.CROSSKILL.Agent,
Commereial Whart, Bogton. W. & A. R. Bridgetown.

June 25th, 1889,

R. A. CARDER, Agent,
Annapolis.

Temple Bar,

Capt. Longmire.

et

 BRIDGETOWN

e

‘!‘“.‘.: i

MagsLe

r[\ms well known packet schooner will ply
regularly between ST. JOHN and
BRKD(}E’IO\VN during the season.
Apply on board to
CAPT. J. LONGMIRE. .

THOMAS DEARNESS,

| SALT and LIME ALWAYS IN STOCK,

Importer of Marble ve ..

| PETER NICHOLSON.
Bridgetown, March 12th, 1889.

Farm for Sale

! e
| nicely litu%d property jn MIDDLE-

TON. CZ and Providee of
Nova . 3 t! mo‘mnd mthi
immediate neighborhood of Railway Station,
Telegraph Office, Post Office and Churches,
eonsisting of about torty-five acres superior
#0il, a thriving young orchard of about one
hundyed snd fifty Apple Trees of choice
selected fruit, and oconveniently divided
ln:o“:x. tillage and pasture lands. Is well
w , has a commodious and thoroughly
?nhhod house, woodhouse, barn, stables, ete.,
n good repair. Terms easy.

JONATHAN WOODBURY.

port, apply to-CAPT.,

and manufacturer of i tf

Monuments, Tablets, |

Headstones, &c.

Also Monuments in Red Granite
Gray Granite, and Freestone.

Grawville St Bridgetown, N. §.

N, B.—Ilaving purohased the Stock and
Trade from Mr. 0. Whitman, parties ordering
anything in the above line canrely on having
their filled at short notice. W'g

Bridgetown, March 19th, 89.

. T 1

SEND TO THIS oxar.xoz FOR BILL
HEADS, CARDS, TAGS, ETC.

3

BOSTON,

NO- TASTR! . N0
N0 NAUSEA!

PUTTNER'S EMULSION

of COD LIVER OIL with Uypophosphites
and Pancreatine is largely prescribed by
physicians for

Nervous Prostration, Wast-
ing and Lung Diseases.

e i

PUTTNER'S EMULSION

e

|
1
|

{ has especially proved efioacious in oases of

| weak and delicate children, and those who
| are growing fast, for WOMEN who are
| debilitated, caused by nursing, family cares,
| over work, or troubles peculiar to their sex.
| Por invalids recovering from sickness it is of
| the greatest benefit.

Puttner’s Emulsion is sold everywhere for
50 eents.

Brown Bros. & Co.,
_HALIFAX, N. 8,

| CHEMISTS,

N. H. PHINNEY, Manager.

B9 varmovra ss. co B

| THE SHORTEST AND BEST ROUTE
BETWEEN NOVA SCOTIA AND
THE UNITED STATES,
The quickest time omly 17 hours between
Yarmouth and Boston.

THE FAST STEEL STEAMER

“Y ARMOUTHE,”

| ‘ TILL leave Yarmouth for Boston every
! Wednesday and Saturday Eeeaings,
after arrival of the t(rain of the Western
Countier Railway. Returning, will leave
Lewis's Wharf, Boston, at 10 a. m., every
Tuesday and Friday, connecting at Yar
mouth with train for Halifax and Intermed:
| inte Stations. g

‘The YARMOUTIH oarries & regular mail to
and fromn Boston, and is the fastest Steameor
| plying between Nova Seotia and the United
+:)tntm-. Fitted with Triple Expansion En
gines, Electrio Lights, Bilge Keels, ote.

The Steamer “ City of St. John” leaves
| Pickford & Blaeck's wharf every Monday, at
10 p. m., for Yarmouth and intermedtate
{ ports; returping leaves Yarmouth every
{ Thursday, at 8 a. m.

For all other information apply to K

w. L. E. BAKER,

Manager.

A. CHASE,

Seot. and Trens.

: \'aruwulh. April, 'b9.
THIS YEAR’S

CUT and PLUGC

FINER THAN

Sce

T & B
on

Emtcrl PLUGQM_APACK_AGI

IN BRONZE

Harry Morgan !

This fine horse, owned by Thomas Doran,
Windsor, will make the season .
_ of 1889 between

BRIDGETOWN & HORTON.
E will stand at Glencross’ Stable on
Saturday, 26th May, and remain until
Monday, at 10 o'clook, and continue fort-

nightly through the season.

g‘hb horse weighs 11260 1bs.; is fine style
and aetion. Has a record of 2.46. .
Further partioulars will be given later.

THOMAS DORAN.
May 14th. — Mo

. A. CH
BUILDING
B

EVER.

MOVER,

BEAR RIVER, N. S.
UILDINGS of alf
and Moved, by r:tliw

cupaats. Stranded Vessele, of all sizes,

all desoription, hoisted in and out of steamers,
placing them in ary
I am the only b
Provinces thoro
improvements.
exroﬂo’m I oan guaranteé satisfuction.
With numbers of (ine recommendations.
Algo, Agent for The London Guarantee
and Acgident Company, of Lcndon, England.

Executor's  Notice.

“LL persons having any legal demands
against the estate of Samuel Daniels
late of Bridgetown, in the County,
lis, Esquire, are requestsd  to g«:}?
sam® duly attested to with the undérsigne:
within six months from the date hereof ; and

all persons indebted to the said estate are
requested to make immediate payment to

CHARLES M. DANIELS,
EPHRAIM BOCKMAN,

SMELA, §jpoue

CROSSKILL, Station Agent, Bridgetawn, orto

SMOKING TOBACCO

.| weak and helpless. He'saw his wife gliding

71 48

were full of people.
riptiotis. Rafped]ol flame.
or 'Wn w “% ho heard & -
taking down chimneys or disturbing the oo~ ) like'an insane

raised and floated. Boilers and engines, of

ition. R :

% mov  the L fnn.
u‘ﬁ y fitted with the' lutest
Having had twenty years'| p),

ehegish o possion "so deep and
fugs ave often “easy enough t |
when they ave on the wrong

used violence toward a-
left hi 7 o E mfﬂ?%
Could hé de nothing to muke ot v

; be
ey e 1 ot O

but he could never b:hlho same hull}:x
- o fm&tl%n‘;?m more
for the"veipect of

¥ bave bad

for its own respect
care !utu.:oﬁ

others,
to get . ‘S!% “M“"?“ ‘ﬁ* 4

l(yn“
t ‘
have killed mio, do your* she said, queru-

Bbe did
‘ot wan
"he sald. “If

make things

]

s

“sz knows 1 do not, M
there was any that
right God knows I would do it.”

“There is nothing that will make things
pight. I hate you! Look what you have
brought me to. And you would marry me.
What do you bring all those children in here
for! You 4o it to vex me You kiow I
hate children. There, I am going off again.
Give me my drops and go away.”

He looked st her. Was she losing her
mind? Bhe caught the thought in his brain,
with a mental keenness she had never shown
before her illness.

“Yes, I'm going crazy, and you have made
me so, Give me my drops, I tell you, and go
away.”

He obeyed, He went into the corridor, and
walked the floor, He sent for ﬁm
physician, and asked him" anxious q
The family physician answered shortly:

“Your wife is an opium eater.

What a life was in store for these twol

The high born soil needs only.one lesson,
Philip had had his Jessop, He was never the
same again, from the night he ‘{hﬂ his
wife. He became the gentlest, ost patient
of men. His boys were growihg o be
intelligent little croatuves. “Qﬁvm
self to them, - He was in place of a mother to
the bereft infants. Al the' of his
life he found with them.

By degrees his wife quite lost her mind.
He would not put the insane woman away in
an asylum. He the'éaré of her as
part of his punishowent’ Mo tended ber
wants and humored every whim of the poor,
erazed creature.  She retainéd stiif gleams of
recollection. ' The most vivid was hor hatred
of Philip. She never forgot that in her most
demented moments.  She knew him and her
boys. For the cbildren in her sanc days she
had had little fondiness. Now'one of the
gleams of remembrance that wasleft her told
ber Philip loved them. Therefore she hated
them, | Herginsane fancies took shape in oug
intense idga~rgvenge on Phili 1

She '_ c R ¢ N )
Philip had Ter watched
kept hig away from
him iritated her uw

He slept in the room alone with his boys.
He would not permit them in care of another
at night, lest harm should come to them from
their insane mother. 1t was touching to see
how ho tended them and how much they
wero toLim. From caring so constantly for
'these helpless ones he came to care for
others, too, and think of them. He lost him-
self in self forgetfulness and sweet thought-
fulness for others, this selfwilled, flery tem-
pered youth who had always bad his own
Way.

Time glides on alike to the happy and
miserable. What cares Time !  He will not
hold his glass back to give oue hour more of
youth to a Cleopatra. He will not basten it
to shorten by so much as oné second the tor-
ment of a martyr in flawmes.

Philip- Dumoray's boys were 4 years old.
All tho tenderncss of his powerful nature
went out to thef, “Théy slept in a little bed
beside his owh.  Hehung over them long and
fondly one night, studying each child-feature,
listening to theig softly falling Laby breath.
How loyely they were, lying thefe fn their
whitd bed! The rosy faces were fi with
sleep, the milk white baby arms were flung
above their heads,  The rings of bright hair
bung damp and “warm gbont their pretty
b!‘uwn. ¥

“(od bless them !" mumured Philip.

He went to his couch and was shortly in a
deep slnmber. He had not slept s0 soundly
for years, ke recalled afterwards.

How Jong he had been be did not
know. He was suddénly awakenod with an
awful horvor at his throat,, He only knew
somcthing was strangling him, something
was being pressed steadily down upon his
mouth and nose. He threw his arms con-
bvulsively upward, His bands caught a hu-
man form, which glided from bhis grasp.
With a last effort he threw the thing, what-
ever it was, from his face. It was a pillow.
He tried to spring te his feet but fell back,

Ber. Thos

like a spirit outof the low window that opened
on the veranda. How could he see her in the
darkness ¥ What was that light ¢

Flame and smoke burst in through the
door froin the hallway, The flame licked
the ceiling and lapped the door. The smoke
spread through the room. He was suffocat-
ing again. {

Great God! His boys! His darlings!

With the last effort he could make in that
desperate moment, ho staggered toward their
beds, and fell across it with open, empty arms.

The children were gonel

CHAPTER V.,
THE FIRE.
Where were Philip Dumoray’s boys?
A wild glance around showed him they
were nowhere in the room. The nearing flame

time to save himself by the win-
dow gh which Myra had vanished like

a spirit. :
%hon was she now?! Was she in
the flames with the children

house at the time, except his wife and chil-
dren. The'crowd came pouring in' from the
street, and in another moment the grounds

The house was a mass

caugh > wrist

In scarcely moye fitde than it;
this the fire had done its W
_bare outer walls of the house were left. The
eor walls had fallen ln.mw:nt had they
wndep their direful ruins! O
' ip ing. K(M
had only hié night ‘on,

It was a pitiful thing so see him,
his children, calling them by thei

b

crying for
r names,

I“_#".f_‘_‘:': .I —
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remaived only one
| mented creature went t o lundlie asylym. - |

hipen
v T or

sucked his breath and scorched his hair.  He |/
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flip bad ne home “for her-@o
Pigitp The

0 e s
e
W Théde

n of the fing wiis ilbter of 'mys
, - Nothing mm:ndldut%oua
But he day after lth men
eame to Philip with the'afr ofFene who higd
sométhing to communiqgte: - :

“If don'y look well iathan
taled on & woman, M Dumoray, The “said.
“Bug Mary, who tended 08 Mrs. U ¥,
Joft her last night and t to & I
saw Bor at t. I wdé out myself, and

i

o'elock. ‘1 saw a biright dight in the library,
where tho piles of newspapers are. I thought
it was you up and I didu't look in.
1 went by easylike, for I didu’t want you to

w I was out so late. I put off my shocs

room, or into the lbrary, before she lit the
fire? It was an awful thought.
"The boys were atfirst given up to have
perished in the burning building. But Mr,
Dumoray had yet to learn tho depth -of
deviltry and cunning of which insane hate is
New troubles awaited him. He had
none to whom he could turn for help. His
father and mother were now both dead. They
haid never been the same to him after his
marriage. It had caused them a displeasure
and disappointment they wero never quite
able to overcome. He took lodgings near the
ruins of his home, resolved to penetrate the
mystery of the di of his boys.
He had had #he debris of the building care-
fully dug out and examined. A council ot
eminent experts was summoned. They
searched the burned remains. No trace of
bone or of flesh could be found. After laying
their heads together they rendered an opinion
of a wisdom and profundity such as only
medical and chemniical experts can give.

The law has a waxen nose, which the law-
yer can turn to the right or left as he pleases,

% the German proverb. 5o has medicine.
ﬁ verdict of the learned ones was on this
wise:

“The undersigned have to report that they
bave carefully examined different portions of
the ashes and embers taken from the ruins of
Mr. Philip Dumoray's bouse. They have
subjected the sane to rigid analysis. In their
judgment traces have been found of a sab-
stance which may be construed to be the
ashes of human remains. At the same time
they deemn it necessary to state that a similar
ash is sometimes the residunm from the con-
sumption by fire of other organic compounds.

“James Benson, M. D,

“H. T. Tourxins, M, D.,

“J, L. Boyp, Pharmacist.”

Here was wisdom.

Philip Dumoray was just where he: was be-
fore. What should he do next!? He sought
every possible sourco of information. He
examined the newspapers with fear and hope
every morning, only to be overcome with
the same dull, dead despair. One morning,
for his comfort and encouragement, this met
his eye:

“Readers of The Daily News will remember
the mysterious fire which destroyed Mr.
Philip Dumoray's house on Linden street a
few weeks ago. At the time there were many
conjectures as to its origin, but none that
seemed to offer a solution of the mystery.
Among the rumors current is the unpleasant
one that Mr. Dumeoray set fire to Lis own
house. The gentleman's wife is out of her
mind and is now in the Iron Gate asylum.
The unfortunate Mrs. 'Dumoray was before
her mmrriage a young lady of remarkable
beauty and accomplishments, and, it is said,
was crazed by domestic unhappiness. She
has still some sane moments, however. Dur-
ing some of these flasbes of reason sho has let
fall rambling remarks which beyond doubt
point to her husband as the author of the
fire. Her disordered brain clings to the fixed
idea that he removed the twin boys and then
fired the house. - This opiniom was said to be
shared by Mrs. Dumoray's mother, with
whom the unhappy woman took refuge
when she escaped [rom the flames,

“Such was the rumor, too unpleasant to be
eredited. Accordingly, a reporter of The
Daily News was sent to the house of Mrs,

Dumoray's mother to trace the origin of the
ugly suspicion, if possible. Mrs. Bliss is a
lady noted for her charitable deeds and moves
in the highest social circles.

“Our reporter was admitted to an inter
view, and the following conversation took

“Reporter—I have called, madam, to ascer
tain your opinion as to the truth of the rumor
that your son-in-law set fire to his own house.

“Mrs. Bliss seemed overcome with emotion.
Affliction such as hers should, perhaps, be
sacred from the public eye. But the public
is interested in unvvemni the mystery, perhaps
the crime, that lies back of the fire on Linden
street. ‘The lady spoke at length, with visible
reluctance, substantially as follows:

“Mrs. Bliss—I would be far from laying
any straw in the way of my daughter’s hus-
band.  He has enough to answer for as it is
My poor darling's mental condition, and
what Lrought her to it, are well enough

known.

. r — Did understand your
daughter at any time to convey. the impres-
gion that she saw Mr. Dumoray applying a
match to the combustible material in the
library?

“Mrs. Bliss—Of course my daughter is
out of her mind. What she says may be
fact, or it may be only an insane fancy, But
when she has seemed to be in her right senses
shie has insisted from the first that she saw
her husband carry the children down stairs
dnd out of the door to the rustic garden house.
He went carefully, so as not to waken them,
He left them there, and went into the library.
My daughter watched him. Shesawa bright
blaze in the corner of the room. Then she

ray bave for the deed?

“Mps., Bliss—The house was heavily in-
sured, though I would not wish to
man of his wealth

served. nudgllmcyothlhghtihm
can only increase the sympathy which must
be universally drawn toward this estimable

Y
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“Tdon't deny 16, ahd AN coMme home wIre”
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| “8ho's got one of her spells, sir, when no-

poor; d¢ ' body can do nothingto please her. If you |

ask her il she'll have the carriage out sho
snaps your head off, and says we're tryin' te
torment her into her grave. Then she draws
her mouth down at thé corners, and says
she'll be in her grave soon enough, dear
knows, with all her sufferings. Better not
&0 in to-day, sir.”

The man was an old familiar, and spoke his
mind to Philip. But Philip strode past him,
On a sofa up stairs lay the lady with the pow-
erfully emotional nature. She had & wrinkled
nose, It was red and shiny today from
| much rubbing. Her cyes wero as the leaden,

Mfeless orbs of a mackerel in pickle, The
good dame had an : ible capacity for
tears. Her mouth was drawn down at the
corners habitually, To-day it was very far
down, indeed. ' Bhe looked up when she heard
somebody coming.

Bhe saw it was her son-in-law and put her
handkerchief to her eyes. He laid a heavy
hand on her shoulder. He held the paper to-
ward her.

“Woman, what tlevil’s lie is this{” :

she removed the handkerch

on,” t | you.  You
Wwant to beat me black and blue, do you! and
drive me crazy, as you did my poor dar-
ling?! Go on. T'm only a weak, helpless
woman.”

His hand dropped. A crimson flush, turn-
ing to purple, slowly dyed the cheek of Philip
Dumoray.

41 people will talk, I'm sure I can’t help
it,” she went on complainingly. “I don’t see
why you come here to insult me in my own
house, and my poor darling insane, and me
with my nerves all shattered.”

“She put up her handkerchief again,

“] beg your pardon,” said Philip. “But
you must know you set this lie going your-
self, by your insinuations.”

Down went the handkerchief.

“The idea!” exclaimed Mrs. Bliss.

Have you ever noticed how a woman looks
when she says—the idea! A man never says
it. Into these two words she puts all the em
phasis that should go with those stronger ex-
pressions, the use of which is denied her on
account of her sex. She may not swear, she
may not fire a bootjack at the candle, she

may not even go off and drown her sorrows.
She may only say—the idea! In that one
expletive she must vent all the venom and |
vinegar of Ler gentle nature. |

Mrs. ‘Bliss sat bolt upright and remarked—
“The idea!” E

Philip Dwmoray sighed. His mind was i
sotiling into the coldness of despair. He saw |
the disadvantage he was at. The lady saw |
the advantage which was hers. Up went the |
handkerchief. {

“You came here to bring me down with |
sorrow. to an early grave,” she whined. “As |
if I hadn’t got enough to bear from you now, |
with my poor darling where she is, and my |
nerves all shattered—boo-hoo!” |

Philip turned away. The lady had left a |
corner of one eye uncovered to watch him, |
She saw the movement, and sat wupright |
again. She became majestic. In the con- |
sciousness of injured virtue and superior suf- |
ferings, tho estimable lady fairly towered, at |
that moment. With a scepter-like wave of |
her hand towards the door, and in a toplofti- |
cal tone of voice, she said:

“Relieve this mansion of your odious pres-
ence jnstantly!” |

Well, he went.

He resolved to do what he could to right
the wrong he had wrought. He set aside a
portion of his property in the hands of trus-
tees who would use the income for the care of
his wife. Thus she was surely provided for,

Ihe rest he would devote to searching the
earth for his sons. He could not give them |

up. |

He spent all his fortune in the search for |
his boys. At last he gave themn up for dead. i
He returned home. No comfort for him |
there. He found himself looked upon with |
coldness and mistrust. Men who had broken l
his bread in better days passed him without |
speaking. Women who had been hiz mother's |
friends gave him a glance of horror, and |
hurried on. in the common belief he had fired |
his own house with the monstrous intent that |
his insane wife should perish within. Thus |
skilltully had malice wrought its work.

He had now to earn his bread. He looked
for work. Wbho would give employment to
one suspected of so foul a crime? No man.
At length he was driven to say:

“T will go away, where no living creature
has heard my name. I will shut this hateful
world out of my sight.”

Wero not thesp hard lines for a young, man
who had always had his own way?

CHAPTER VL
TWO SCENES.

Once more, as on the first day of this story,
the sun was sinking low on a summer after-
noon at the stone house. Once more, too,
Shirley sat bencath the willows down by the
millrace. Those old trees keep rising before
us constantly,

But now it was two years later than when
the story began. It was the day after Shir-
ley had read her poem and been crowned with
the silver Jaurel wreath. School bad onded
for the year.

The girl wore a white dress, and had a
bright red rosein her long, fair hair. The
hair was no longer in braids now. It was
wreathed around and around at the back of
her noble head. She was beautiful enough
\for a young goddess, as she threw her head
back in an attiduo full of spirit and natural

Was she expecting anybody, sitting
there iu her white dress, with the red rose in
her hair?

Two strong hands suddenly covered her
eyes from behind, and a voice said:

“Guess who!”

GURSS WHO.

It was a deep, sweet voice. Shirley had
heard it almost every day for two years.
One is not certain but she had heard it in her
dreams, sometimes, lately. A kingly face,
with starlike eyes, bent low beside hers. It
was a sereno face now, not restless and dark
and bitter, as when we saw it first. It was
full of peace, if still a sad face at times.

4] know. It's the cross, tiresome old

| me, your teacher.

“Try Ayer’s Pills”.

pays : **Récommended as a cure for
chroni¢ Codtiveness, Ayer’s Pills: have
relieved me from that trouble and also
from Gout. If every victim of this dis- .’
ease would heéd only three words of
mine, I conld banish Gout from the land.
These words would be—‘Try Ayer's
Pills.””

“ay the use of Ayer’s Pills alone, I
cur ﬁseu permanently of rheuma-
tism which . had troubled me several
months. These Pills are at once harmless
and effectual, and, T bdelieve, would
prove aspecific in all cases of incipiens

Rheumatism.

No medic¢ine could have served me in
better stead,” -~ C. C. Rock, Corner,
Avoyelles Parish, La.

C. F. Hopkins, Nevada City, writes :
“T have used Ayer’s Pills for sixteen

ears, and I think they are the best Pills
n the world, We keep a box of them
in the house all the time. They have
cured me of sick headache and neuralgia.
Since taking Ayer’s Pills, I have been
free from these complaints.”

“T have derived great benefit from
Ayer's Pills. Five years ago I was
taken so ill with rheumatism that I was
unable to do. any work. I took three
boxes of Ayer’s Pills and was entirely
oured. Since that time I am never
without a box of these pills.”’ — Peter
Christensen, Sherwood, Wis.

Ayer’s Cathartic Pills,

FREPARED BY

Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass.
Sold by all Dealers in Medicine.

g0 many different ways. ( don’t believe
theve is a single impulse or afféction of
human nature that I don't feel, at' one time
and another, within my own breast. You
read to me about SBpinoza, despised ef the
world and persecuted, living on a crust of

Then I know there is nothing lnplt‘lllli‘l l!le:o

grand as devotion to an idea. At such times
I could march singing into the flames of
martyrdom. It seems to me it would be
nothing to wear sackcloth, and live on black
bread for life. But again, when I wear my
blue silk dress, or drive with papa, and go
flashing down the road and pass everybody
else with our new horse—1 take such delight
in it that 'm ashamed of myself. I am cer-
tain the life of self denial is the sublimest
life, and yet I worship all the pretty things
of the world. I can’t understand it at all. I
have felt too, sometimes, as if I could commit
a murder. What does it mean, Mr. Morri-
son "

“This: you tell me you are drawn so many
different ways. 8o it should be. Only those
who are thus drawn should ever write. To
the true singer it is given to be all things, to
know all, to love, to suffer all in his own
sonl. Only then can he interpret to the race
the divine music which is everywhere, but
which it hears not, neither understands.
Divine indeed is his calling. Such a one was
Shakespeare. Such a one I believe you will
be, yvou a woman,”

“And yet,"— said Shirley.

“You mean if, after all, it was not to be,
But it will be, I think. There may be storm
and trouble that we don't know of in store
for you. There may be hindrances that will
prevent for awhile, though I cannot see how.
Yet, if it should be so, do not give up.
Patience will wear out everything in time.
Let me give you a bit of philosophy. T have
upheld myself with it when everything else
failed. I have learned it at last, made it a
part of my life. Think of itin the time to
come, when—when I am gone. It is this:
‘Reconcile yourself to the inevitable,"”

But the girl quite passed by the bit of
philosophy, though she heard it.

“Are you going away, Mr. Morrison?” she
arked.

“Yes, in ten minutes. Jim Sweet will be
waiting for me at the gate, to take me to the
stage.”

She was silent a little. Then she counted
on her fingers.

“You will not be back till the vacation is
over. That will be six—eight—ten weeks.”

“Shirley,” said the master, in a low, thrill-

| ing tone, “Shirley, I am not coming back.”

The blood forsook her face and fled back
and settled around her heart. The master
looked away. When he opened his lips,
presently, the words came broken and with
difficulty, at first, as though by powerful
self command he compelled himself to speak.
He said:

“I only decided to goc taday, suddenly. J
must go to-night. I must not wait till to-
morrow, even, for fear the temptation to re-
main here would be stronger than my will.
I dare not tell what you have taught me—
I had lost all desire for
lifc when I came here. You gave me back
hope. All the labor of men's brains was to
me a weariness and a trifle, You gave me
back the desire to work, to raise myself above
the common herd by worthy action,

“] was a soul in torment. I met you, my
poet pupil, and you brought me peace. You
gave me back courage and faith in the right.
I go to join the workers. Perhaps you will
hear of me, child. All that my life might
have been before it shall besnow, and more.
You will make it so. How can I thank you,
O, my angel, my blessed inspiver#’

“But—you—you go away,” she gaspad.

“] dare not stay,” he said. “I go because

| it is best—best.”

“But you will write—write to papai”

“When I can—if ever I ecan, I will write to
you; I will come back to you. I would like
you to remember that always.”

Both faces were pale. This was too pain-
ful.

Shirley tried to smile, but it was & weak
effort. She had not learned then the irem
discipline that gave her strength to smile
when her heart was breaking, to laugh when
her soul's eyes overflowed with weeping.
That came later. She covered her face with
her bands.

But the master had learned the lesson al-
ready. A flash of infinite pain, of infinite
love and longing, flitted across his face. It
was gone in a moment. The face which was
bent down so close to Shirley’s was calm, the
eyes were steady, and bright, and hopeful.
He drew her hands away from her face, and
held them caressingly in both his own for
one moment. He made a step to go, then
paused and turned back, and said lightly:

“Do you know Shirley, now that I am
going away, and may never see you again,
I've half a mind to kiss you?

Heo lowered his face again, and kissed her
on the lips, Then he was gone, in & moment.
At the turning of the path he glanced back
at her. He stood an instant and bowed with
his hat off. BShe never forgot his counte-
nance asshe saw it then, the serene, lofty
brow, the face so full of inspiration. In all
her life she never met another face so full of
power and light and hope,

And he was gone! :

Well, Shirley did not faint or weep, It
was never her way to doeither. She covered
her face with ber hands, and sat as if turned
to stone. The shadows lengthened in the
west till they shrouded the eai .h, but she sat
there still. :

* * » - » *

How could Shirley know what was pass-
ing meantime, flve miles away? It seemed to
Ier in a dumb, blind way, that for her some-
how existence had been torm out from its
fastenings by the roots when tife teacher left
her. How could she, hapless child;, know
that at that very moment her future; which
looked so sure was indeed being torn loose
from its fastenings. i

Five miles away, on the other side of the
village, at the moment Mr. Morrison was
leaving her, a little vagabond boy walked
barefoot along the turnpike road. He was
anywhere from 6 to 10 years old. He did not
know how old he was himself and surely no-
body else knew or cared. He belonged to
nobody. He had dropped from the clouds,
for all anybody knew or cared.

Mis’ Simpkins, that stirring, industrious
creature, found him curled up asleep in an
empty lratxc:(:t:l[:rl when she went to take down
the shutters ‘open her grocery at 5 o'clock,
as usual, one moﬂs::.

She shook him vigorously. “Here, you!"
said she, “whose child are you! What are
you doin’ here?”

The child sat up suddenly. He rubbed his

| eyes, and.stared about him.

“Whose , child are you!” repeated Mrs
Simpkins,

“Denno.”

“How'd you get into that there hencoop?”

“Dunno.” .

She shook him by his ragged collar again.
“Nene o' yer lyin’ ter me. What's yer
namef” |

" ”

“Doun't
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