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ANTED.—A GENERAL SERVANT sat
A the corner of York and Carlton Streets.
PPly Immediately.

N. D. BECK,

(Successor to Royal & Prud’homme)
~ Barrister. Attorney, &,
-Solieltor for the Credit Fonecier Franco-
Canadien.

OFFICE NEXT BANK OF MONTREAL.

McPHILLIPS BROS,
Deminion Land Surveyors and Civil
Engln@ern. .
G. McPhillips, Frank McPhillips and B. C.
. McPhillips.
—___ ROOM 10 BIGGS BLOCK, WINNIPEG.

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

Offices MeIntyre Block, Main Street, Winni-
) peg, Manitoba.

J: B. D, MUNSON. G. W. ALLAN.

McPHILLIPS & WILKES,

Barristers, Attorneys, Solicitors, &e.
Hargrave Bloek, 826 Main 8t,

. L. @, MOPHILLIPS. *A. E. WILKES.

EDWARD KELLY,

~ STEAM ND HOT WATER HEATING,

PLUMBING AND GASFITTING,
93 l'onake Avenue, = Winnipeg.

Plans, Specifications and Estimates fur-
nished on application. P. 0. Box 4711, ’

MRS. CORWIN
- Tenders her thanks to her many patrons for
past favors and hopes to merit a c(?minuance
of their patronage at .
537 MAIN STREET

- where her cnstomers may rely upon get~
ting every satisfaction in

DRESS AND MANTLE MAKING. &C

..+ FANCY WORK, HAIR WORK

.

PAINTING, KENITTING, £C. |

F. MARIAGGI, Chef de Culsine.

RESTAURANT FRANCAIS,

A LA CARTE,
316 Main Ntreet, = - Winnipeg.

DINNBR FrROM 12 TO 2, 35 CENTS.

= CATERING FOR PRIVATE PARTIES. "R
MAROTTA & MARIAGGI, Prop’s.

FOR CHOICE CUT MEATS

+ AND

N SEASOIN
PATRONIZE
PENROSE & ROCAN!

© 289 Main Sireet.

Ganme

Where you will find the 1a
S est supply in the
city and secure promrlg)t deli\xr)gr; o

T BESY & CHEAESY METS
PENROI;ZE (.J:Y ;.:.ocAN,

289 Main Street &City Market

paid for Hides. Cattle
Telephone connection.

s'oi“.&;(?ash

'\

Bought and

CONNOLLY BROS.,
’ BUTCHERS,

_have resumed business with a large
anda choice atock ot

GAME, POULRY, BT,
342 MAIN SI;I:;‘;‘: WINNIPEG,

B A call res ctrully‘ solicited and satis-
faction guarantggd.

"D. HALLEN,

FIRST - CLASS TATLOR AND CUTTER.

Repairing a Specialty,
Prices Most Reasonable.

48 McDermott, St., Winnipeg.
—_—

ALEX. SMITH & CO.,

Brokers ad Commission Merchants,

’l-t Floor, Mcintyre Block, Main St.

——

Libéral advances made on all kinds of

890ds, merchandise, or ¢
other colia 18,
No'ﬂl discounted, &,c.. &c. terals

transactions Btrictly confidential,

ALEX. SMITH & 0.

SONNET TO MY ALMA MATER.

BY FREDERIC J. HALM,

Ne’er knight of old his lady’s ribbon wore
With feelings noubler or more chivalrous

Than we, oh mother! those you gave to us
To.deck our helmet’scrests, wnen from thy

door
‘We sallied forth, an eager band, to meet
The serried ranks of Wrong. For though
there be
A host of others world-preferred to thee

Who dwell’st sequestered in thy quiet re-
treat

By many-curved Patapsco, there 18 none,
Tho’ all the storms of weather her praises

roar,
‘Who proved a truer mother to each son
Of hers than thou, O Gallic Blanche thrice

o'er,

To e’en the least of us, whose constant
];Jn-ayer

Is that we may thy colors e’er with honor
Wear, N
. —Baltimore Catholic Mirror.

THE AMULE.T

CHAPTER VII.

GRIEF AT GEROME'S ABSENSE.—TURCHI'S HY-
POCRISY.

CONTINUED,

It was only when the servant threw
‘open the door and announced Signor

Turchi that the young girl, aroused from
her reverie, rose hastily and went eager
ly to meet him, as though she expected
him to be the bearer of important news.

Mr. Van de Werve and Deodati met
him also at the door; Mary involuntarily
took both his hands in hers, and all three
regarded him inquiringly.

. Alas! my friends, I know. nothing,’
said Turchi, in a voice which seemed
but the echoof a bruised and broken
heart. ‘All my efforts have proved un-
successtul. I have vowed before God to
save no expense or trouble in order to
discover what has become of my unfort-

darkness covers the terrible secret.
‘What shall we do? Let us hope that the
bailiff and his officers may be more fort-
unate than myself. who have only my
anxiety and affection to guide me.’

The words of Simon Turchi effaced
the last lingering hope from Mary’'s
heart, and she seated herself, exhausted
from previous emiotion.

Tarchi drew a chair beside her, regar
ded with an expression of profound com-
passion, and said:

‘My poor Mary, your affliction is in
tense! I know by my own sorrow how
your loving heart is suffering from thi
terrible suspense!’ :

The young girl lifted her eyes to his
face, and she saw the tears running down
his cheeks. Then she began to weep
bitterly, and sobbing, she said:

‘Thanks, thihks, Simon' I will beg Al-
mighty God torecompense your affec
tion and generosity.’

Simon’s countenance at this moment
presented a singular appearance, from
the remarkable ocontrast between the
pallorof his cheek and the deep scarlet
which marked the margin of the scar on
his face. The hypocrite could shed tears
at pleasiire and assume an expression
of extrems sorrow, but the scar was uot
submissive to his will, and in spite of him
its deepening red betrayed the wicked
joy. of his heart at the gentle and effec-
tionate words of the young girl.

These words encouraged him to hope
that he might fully attain the prize for
which he strove. He had, it is true, tak-
en from his murdered friend  the prqof
of the debt of ten thousand crowns;
true he had, as he supposed, buried sall
evidence of his crime in the subterrane-
an vault; but this did not satisfy him.
In order to feel that he had received the
price of the frightful assassination, in or-
der to remain rich, powerful, and honor-
ed, he required the hand of the beauti-
ful Mary Van de Werve. He well knew.
that a long time must elapse before the
consummation of his hopes; still, from
the very day that he had commitied the
murder he commenced to lay his schem-
es, weigh his words, and so direct his
plane that sooner or later he would cer-
tainly tuke Geronimo’s place in Mary's
heart. He felt secure of the-consent of
the young girl's fathes. It was on this
account that he feigned excessive. sor-
row, and gazed upon Mary with tearful
eyes, as though the sight of her grief
pierced him to the heart.

He took Mary’s hands in his, and
said:

‘Do not yield to despair, Mary; All
hope is not lost. Las night a thought—
astrange thought—occurred t0 my mind.
And if it be correct, there are still well.
founded reasons for expecting Geroni-

unate friend; but so far impenetrable]

mo’s return.’ :

‘Speak, Simon,’ said Mary, anxiously.
“Tell us this thought.’

Signor Turchi cast down his eyes in
feigned embarrassment.

‘Impossible‘ Mary; it is a secret which
I1have no right to divulge.’

‘Alas! is even this consolation refused
me? she exclaimed. despairingly.

“This is unkind, Simon,” gaid Mr. Van
de Werve. ‘Why do you cheer us up
and awaken our curiosity only to cast us
down by your silence? Give no names;
but at least give us some idea of the rea-
sons we have for bope.’

Simon Turchi shrugged his shoulders.

‘Ah, signor,’ said Deodati, reproach-
fully, ‘you are ungenerous, This morn-
ing before ’change you were about to con-
fide‘the secret to me, when you were in-
terrupted by the approach of friends.
Tell it to me now.’ ’

Simon glanced expressively at Mary,.
as if to convey the idea that her pres-
ence prevented him from complying
with the old man's request.

‘Mary,’ said Mr. Van de Werve, ‘I beg
you to go to your room. These varying
emotions are more than you can bear;
if I learn anything of interegt, I will, my
child, communicate it to you at once.’

The young girl rose without reply, but
she *nced rgproacthIly at Simon Tur-
chi. ) :

‘Do not blame me, Mary,"he said;] am
deeply grieved t0 cause you pain; only
rest assured that what I do is caused by
effection for Geronimo and yourself.’

‘Without noticing this excuse the
young girl obeyed her father, and *slowly
left the room.

‘Now, said Mr. Van de Werve; ‘what
is the secret you wish to impart to us?

‘[ am "greatly embarrasdpd,’ replied
Simon Turchi, shaking his Kead doubt-
fully; ‘my intention was to speak only
to Signor Deodati of the affair; perhaps it
would be indiscreet in me to reveal to
you also, Mr. Van de Werve, 8 secret
which, under different circumstinces—’

‘For the love of God, abandon these
useless evasions!’ gaid Signor Deodati,
roused to a high pitch of excitement by
his impatience. ‘Why should not Mr-
Van de Werve know that which, in your
opinion, would give us a clué tomy neph-
ew? :

‘Since I am forced to speak,’ said Tur-
chi, with a sigh, ‘approach and listen.’

As soon as Deodatiand Mr. Van de
Werve had drawn their chairs nearer to
him, Simon 3aidin an undertone, as if
he feared his words might be overheard:

‘Have you not remarked, Mr. Van de
Werve, that forsome time past Geroni-
mo has been disturbed and snxious; that
even in the midst of cheerful conversa
tion he appeared absent-minded; in a
word, that some great trouble seemed
weighing upon him.’

‘I have noticed it,’ said Mr. Van de
Werve.

*‘And you, Signor Deodati?’

‘T have also remarked it.
you infer from this? o

*‘About a month ago I interrogated
Geronimo as to the cause of his melan-
choly, and he informed me in} confused,
vague terms, that he had lost a consider-
able sum at play.’ :

‘At play!" exclaimed Mr. Van de
Werve, overpowered by astonishment.

‘Was Geronimo a gambler? exclaimed
Deodati, with ill-suppressed indignaiton.

‘It js the custom at Antwerp to play
for money, and often for vonsideable
sums of money,’ continued Simon Tur-
chi. ‘I never remarked that my friend
Geronimo had a passion for play. How-
ever that may be, I could never discover
to whom he had lost the amount, nor
would he tell me how much it was. His
melancholy look and sgitation were
caused by the circumstance I have just
mentioned. Ho was tortured by the
certainty that his uncle would discover,
upon examination, the loss of a large
amount, which was not accounted for on
his books. I proposed to advance him
the deficit, but he absoluteiy refused, be-
cause he preferred to meet his uncle’s
just anger rather than deceive him.’

But what do

old Deodati. Nothing could have more
keénly wounded the honorable, high-
toned nobléman than the thought that
Geronimo had been so dishonest and un-

grateful as to use thefunds of the es-
tablishment in gambling.

This revelation was stunning to the.

Trembling with emotion, he asked:

What is the amount?’

the books. ' :
There was a short silence.

painful thoughta.

trying to penetrate their very souls.
Then he said to Deodati: -

‘You look on the bad side of the affair,
signor. If there were not a brighter,
reverse side, I would have considered
the confidence of my friend sacred, and
guarded his secret until death. Up to
this time we all feared, nay, considered
it certain, that Geronimo had fallen un-
der the assassin’s steel. Now I~ begin
to think thst, in order to escape his nn-
cle’s anger, he has left the city and coun-
try.

‘Impossible!’ exclaimed Mr. Van de
Werve.

‘Impossible?” repeated Turchi, ‘he
would have gone ere this, had I not per-
suaded him that he would obtain his
uncle's pardon. Even on the day of your
arrival, Signor Deodati, when Geronimo
met me on the dock-yard on the bank of
the Schieldt, he begged me to inquire
for an English vessel which would leave
on that or the next day, and secretly to
engage his passage on board. You may
well know thj#% combatted that foolish
project, and “eft him only when he
promised me to abandon the idea.’
‘Could he sd “hightly have sacrificed my
daughter's love? said Mr. Van de Werve.
‘Were his expression of affection for. her
only hypoerisy? No, no; nothing can in-
auce me to believe that.’

‘His love was :real’ replied Turchi,
‘and its very depth, perhaps, blinded his
judgment. He thought that the discov-
ery of his losses at the gaming table
would 1nevitably deprive him of all hope
of Mary’s hand. My poor friend!
wished to fly from the fate which threat-
ened him, that he might not witness the
affliction of his beloved uncle.’

No one replied to Simon's remarks, and
he saxd, with hypooritical surprise: .

‘How sad you both " are! You should
rather rejoice at my revelation. Is it
not a happiness to think that Géronim o,
although guilty of a fault, is still alive,
and not to be forced to believe that he
is forever lost to our affection by a fright-
ful death? L ’

Old Deodati rose and said:

‘My friends, I must leave you; my
mind is troubled; 1 am:* ill. Besides, I
wish to discover by the books the truth
or falsity of Signor Turchi’s statement.
Do not attempt to detain me, I beg you.
Adieu! May God guard you!’

Simon Turchi prepared to accompany
the old man; but whilst they were speak-
ing together the bailiff, Messire John
Van Schoonhoven, suddenly enterea,
and without the formality of a salutation
he exclaimed:

‘Gentlemen, I have news!’

Turchi trembled and turned pale; but
as the unexpected announcement of the
bailiff had startled the others, his emo-
tion was not attributed to terror.

‘For' the love of God be calm, geéntle-
men, and do not anticipate too much. I
do not know what has become of the un-

—at least we have a clue.

of Meir.

to a fortunate issue. By early dawn to

my disposal;

‘You say the sum is considerable,

“I have no idea, signor. Perhaps :vou
might discover 1t by an examination of

Mr. Van
de Werve's eyes were fixed upon the
ground. Signor Deodati passed his hand
across his brow, and was absorbed in

Simon watched for a few moments,
with an inquisitive eye, the eftect of
this revelation upon his two companions,

he|

fortunate Geronimo, but ‘I have just
cause to hope that we will soon find him
T have learn-
ed, beyond doubt, that on the day of his
disappearance, about five o’clock in the
evening, he was seen beyond the Square
A monk from the Dominican
Convent, who knows him well, saluted
him and noticed the direction he went.
Acting upon this information, one of my
most intelligent subordinates has been
tracing him. A banker saw him pase
through the quarter of the Jews. This
is all I know at present, but these facts
are sufficient to determine the direction
of our researches, and may pereaps lead

morrow I will colleet all my agents at
I will divide them into
small bands, and I will order them to
search every house, cellar, and garden in
a certain part of the city, and that in the
most thorough manner, without leaving

a.spot unexamined. 1 myself will su-
perintend the work, and will visit in per-
son each band of workmen to see that
the commands are properly’ executed.’

Simon Turchi had covered his face
with his hands, in order to conceal hie
terror. .

Surprised by this emotion, the bailiff
said:

‘What have I said, Signor Turcui, to
excite 80 much feeling!’

¢Ah, you know not how much suffering
yon cause me,’ replied Simon. ‘I thought
I was about 1o learn from your lips that
my friend was safe, and what do you
promise me if your search proves suc-
cessful? Only his dead body!

It is true,’said the bailiff. ‘It is no
use 10 deceive you. My opinion is' that
he has been assassinated in some by-
street near the hospital grounds, or in
one of the dark alleys between the par-
ishes of Saint George and Saint Andrew.
But I am determined to discover the
truth. Dead or alive, I will fine him, ev- .
en if it be necessary to tear up the pave-
wents of all the cellars, and dig up all
the gardens to the depth of ten feet.:
The whole cityis in a state of excite-
men; the people complain of the author-
ities of Antwerp as though we were ac-
complices in the crime, This affair shall
be bréught to light, 1 pledge my honor
and my name.’

‘[ thank you for Aour zeal and solici- .
tude,’ stammered Turchi. ‘May Goddi- |
rect your steps! How we will 'all bless
you, if you restore Geronimo alive to us.’
‘T have little hope, little hope, signor;
put all things are possible,’ said the bai-
1iff, shaking his -head.

Deodati took his hand, and said:
‘Messire Nan Schoonhoven, I am most
grateful to you. Excuse me for not re.
maining longer in your honorable com-
pany; but I am indisposed, and I ‘must
return home. May God jprotect you,
signor.’

‘And are you going also, Signor Tur-
chi?”’ asked the bailiff. .

‘When Simon gave him to understand,
by a glance of the ey8, that he could not
let the old man go alone, he took his
hand effectionate.y, and said: ;
‘I understand, signor; you are righ
Adieu! until to-morrow.’

Turchi offered his arm to Deodati, and
supported his tottering steps. They
took leave of Mr-Van de Werve, who
accompanied them to the door, and ad-
miring Simon Turchi’s kindness, he fol-
lowed them with his eyes as long as they
were in sight. .

CHAPTER VIIL
SIMON TURCHI TRIKS TO CONCFAL HIS CRIME,

After having accompanied Deodati to
his residence, Simon Turchi went to his
own dwelling near the bridge “De Ila
Vigneé”. i '

| He was greatly excited, either by ex-
treme anxiety .or by & feverish impa-
tience; for he descended to the ground-
floor, entered his office, pretended to be
looking for some papers, went up 'stairs
again, paced the room, opened the win-
dow, looked up and down the street,
closed the window petulantly, and at
last, stamping his foot, he angrily ex- -
claimed: _ - can
‘The miserable gamester! he is in
some. tavern drinking, gambling, amus-
ing humself, while I am here on burning
coals, almost overpowered by anxiety
and terror! Julio, Julio, if [ escape the
fate which now threatens me, 1 will have
my revenge for your ingratitude!’

Agnin he went to the window, and
again be was disappointed. Thoroughly
discouraged, he threw himself on a chair,
heaved a heavy sigh, and after a mo-
ment’s silence exclaimed in accents of
despair. k

‘Alas! alas! is it then true that my
orime cannot remain concealed? Who |
was it. to my great m:sfortune, whosent -
the Dominican yrother just to the spot
to meet Geronimo, and thus furnished
the bailiff with a clue to the murder?
Who put the Jewish bariker on his track,
80 that the constables might be led tomy -
garden? Who suggested the idea to the
bailiff to search the cellars? Was it
chance? But chance is blind, and does
not proceed with such preoision to the
fulfillment of a purpose, How  frightful
if God himself conducted justice! if the
Supreme Judge, who cannot be deceived
has. condemned me to an infamous
death! How vain then.all hope, all ef-
fort to escapel’ . .

TO BE CONTINUED.
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