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WHY IS IT?RHODES, CURRY & Co.

AMHERST, NOVA SCOTIA.
Waawfacturers and Builders

Tge Fate of Guy Darrell. 3Why is it the tenderest feet ranst tread the rough­
est road?

Why is it the weakest back must carry the heaviest 
load?

While the feet that are surest and firmest have the 
smoothest path to go 

And the back that is straightest and strongest has 
never a burden to know.

STBOSd

Why is it the brightest eyes are the ones 
with tears?

Why is it the lightest heart must ache and ache 
with fears?

While eyes that are coldest and hardest shed never 
a bitter tear,

And the heart that is smallest and- meanest has 
never an ache to fear,

soon dim

"3F00L, OFFICE, CHURCH ANC HOUSE FURNITURE.
Manutaotarera of and Dealers in all kinds of Huiliers Materia

Send tor Estimate».

Modern !
Featherbone Corsets must not 

be confounded, with those which 
were made five or six years ago. 
The Featherbone Corset of to-day 
is as far removed from the old 
style, as black is from white.

BUY A PAIR AND YOU WILL BE PLEASED.

ICAMPBELL’S nr

BEECH TREE GREQSOTE
CURES OBSTINATE COUGHS.

ASK YOUR DRUGGIST FOR IT.DOCTORS RECOMMEND IT HIGHLY.
SEaSBHBBHHM—

Clubbing Rates.
The " I'f-aL” nue1 any one of the fol­

lowing will "bo sent to any address at, the 
prices stated below :

Literary Digest
...............trltl (semi wceklv) -
Our Little Men aul 'Vomvn, 
Ikihylaml,
Pansy,
Harpers Bazar,

“ Magazine,

Scientific American,
Toronto Mail (Weekly)

Globe “

81.71

$4.20. 

$1 .75.
SI ■'

Montreal >

Oraphv'(A.:nor. Eilitioi 
The London News, 
Review of Reviews.

For Sals.
The farm known as the Chipman Sears 

farm in Midgic containing twenty two acres 
with new dwelling house and barn. Also 
the Ghiptnan Sears 7 acre lot ol'" marsh in 
“Goose Lake.”

For terms apply to Messrs Powell & Ben­
nett, Sackvillc N 1>.

For Sale.

Property for Sale.
The subscriber offers for sale her proper­

ty situate on the Northeast side of Bridge 
Street, in the Parish of Sackvillc and 
whereon- she now resides. There is four 
acres of land in connection with the pie in 
ise.s and a good house and barn thereon 

A Iso a fifteen acie lot of marsh situate in 
Joliciwe Westmorland County.

^For terms of sale apply to the undersign-

MRS. CAPT. TIMOTHY OUTHOUSE. 
f ’ or A. W. BENNETT.

Sack,ville, May 8th 1895.

/OR RENT.
That pleasantly situated ,

COTTAG-E
0,1 Main St. witii’u five minutes walk of the 
Colleges. Possession given June 1st.

Apnlv to
MRS. D. CASEY.

May 8th ’95, or A T. fawcett.

Land for Sale.

For sale low ten and a half aqrcs marsh 
land 1b good condition with barn thereon 
situate at Dorchester Cape, hkbWu as the 
Backhouse maish Jot, also fifty acr-.s Wood­
land. For terms Xo, apply to

MRS. CHARITY PALMER, or 
, JOHN -\. PALMER

Ex’tvs Estate of lx to 
E. C.. Palmer

PROVINCE of Now Brunswick, 
County of Westmorland, S- S- -

GREET! Ml

Whereas l 
Turner, ex*-* 
ament of All 
Parish of W« 
and Pro vim

jury A Powell and Albert J 
itors of tile last will and test­
ât J Dobson, late of tile 
tniorland in the said County 
fanner, «deceased, have 111 ’

Fifty actios liartly cleared land on Cook, 
ville Road will lie sold low. l^or terms ap­
ply to. 1

JOHNSON PATTERSON, 
llnlgic N. 11. April 25th 1805 tf.

QON’T FORGET Ou
JOB DEPARTMENT

•Jcmos, why don’t you go to work and 
oarn a living!' ‘My dear Smith, what’s 
the use] I tried it once for „ little 
While, and no sooner did 1 earn a dol­
lar than I laid to spend it. So I gave
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the accounts of their ndmiuistratio; 
estate and effects whieli were 
ceased, and prayed that a ci! ' .1 is.- uc re­
quiring all parties in to re ' , *u said estate 
and cll'ucts to •appear and attend t 1,0 pass­
ing of sii.l a ■ • ' ,-iits. You a:e thercfVi 
required to ; ■ the said Henry A 1 
and Alb ., .) I’ r 1 . > such exei'li'
all others i 1 ere tail in slid . • - 
-ileets ! .) ?•) 1 car before in.1:
Pro I mt.1 to be held at the udi if cl 
"isilar of Probates in Dove^- ,r»• 
and for thc^said County 
eighth day of June uext • *■ 
the afternoon to a*1" - ,wj
accounts, or *' ..end the passiu 
countse,L shew cause why
rwr' .loulu not be passed and allow 

*yod for.
* Given under my hand, and t 
the said court, this twenty g 
May, A D- 1895.

Si-mod, SigioU.
0 FREDERICK W EV1MERSON. 

CHAS E. KNAPP. f
Registrar of Probates, J »dge of Probate, 

County ot West.

Relief in Six Hooks— Distressing 
Kidney and Bladder diseases relieved in 
six hours by thu Great South American 
Kidney Cure. This m w remedy ir n 
gre ü-turpviso and deli .ht on acw Jllt of 
13 cxoeedfiig pr-i1 aptness in

Why is it those who are saddest have always the 
merriest laugh?

Why is it those who need not have always the 
"biggest half”?

Whilst those who have never a sorrow have seldom a 
smile to give,

And those who want just a little must strive and 
struggle to live?

Why is it the noblest thoughts are the ones that are 
never expressed?

Why is it the grandest deeds are the ones that are 
never confessed?

While the thoughts that are like all others are the 
ones we always tell,

And the deeds worth little praise arc the ones that 
are published well?

Why is it the sweetest smile has for Its sister a

Why is it the strongest love is the love wo always

While the smile "that la cold and indifferent is the 
smile for which we pray,

And the love we kneel to and worship is only com­
mon clay?

Why is it the things we can have are the things we 
always refuse?

Why is it none of us live the lives if we could We’d 
choose?

The things that we all can have are the things we 
always hate,

And life seems never complete, no matter how long

Wealth Against Commonwealth.

A SKETCH OF II. D LLOYD S HISTORY OT 
THE GROWTH OF THE RICHEST OF 

MONOPOLIES

relieving
pain in tho M iMer, kidneys, bllck and

, vc,ry ■ of t,lü urinary in
1 male - r iv.i.-alu It reliev lM33n$f?a UJ vv, 1 , !' v es retention of

, .fi n' l'1,, i it almost im-
• . 1 A quick relief and
•' d" J ' }°ül" edy. Sold by i.

.Ill
•lock

.<!atnma. sa (I little Elsie- ns the 
•vuily e Jo was discussing acquaints 

i.n’ced, ‘i ko mW two men, one is a gentle 
iiMii and a.no other is papa.’

More than sixty vears ago it was 
known that illuminating oil of an ex­
cellent quality could be extracted 
from bituminous coal; and in 1860 
there were more than threescore 
manufactures of it in this country. 
In that year it was first discovered 
that vast deposits of rock oil lie un­
der the soil of Pennsylvania and ad» 
joining States. Throughout wide 
districts, wherein wells, wore driven, 
the oil flowed like watsr. Tho cost 
was almost nothing, and in ten years 
the native product could be bought in 
any quantity for ten cents a barrel. 
Thousands of men at once learned thD 
simple business of distilling it for use, 
and refineries sprang up everywhere.

It seemed that no department of 
human activity offered less encourag- 
ment to the kpririt of monopoly than 
the production, refinement and dis­
tribution of this natural oil. Yet 
hardly five years passed, after the 
value of. the great discovery became 
known, before a mysterious power 
w\3 felt bo interfere with the busi 
ness in every branch, from tho sink­
ing of new weljxto the final distri­
bution of oil naming customers. The 
refiners were first to suffer. Those 
who paid the standard prices an­
nounced by the railroads for tzkmspor* 
tation found themselves undersold. 
Their business became unprofitable. 
Many were compelled either to close 
iheir works or bo sell them at nominal 
prices to a combination, the only pun 
chaser. This little group of refiners, 
whose home was Cleveland, were 
masters of every important line of 
railway by which oil could be carried 
from the wells to the tefineries, and 
thence to the several great markets 
They had secre t contracts with these 
roads, entitling them to enormous 
preferences ui rates, and even to a 
large non us -out of the higher rates 
charged to other shippers. Courts and 
legislatures., the men and committees 
• if Congres,*., were appealed to, in vet 
tigasiouH were held,' every engine 
whitih pub lie opinion or the business 
inj»resfca. of the independent refiner 
could com maud was tried in A* tack 
ling ‘these discriminatings. But tho 
•result wae everywhere the same. The 
business <r«f refining oil became and re­
mains pnuc ticaîly a complete mono** 
poly in tine hands of the Standard Oil 
Company..

Some of ^-he men who conceived 
the c -mhi nation in question are now 
by virtue of this monoply which they 
have org-i nnz*;d, prince- among the 
millioiiiiii <if • he world, with estate- 
already e qmal to the proudest duke­
dom of England, and with incomes 
larger th in those of many kings. It 
is the m ngniticence of this success 
which im,presses the imagination of 
him who reads their exploits, which 
Mr. Llo^pd chronicles in his Wealth 
Against Commonwealth, just publish­
ed by H arptfr & Brothers.

id u

County of West.

In Pound.

For Over Ffty Years.
I-'r.s V. inslow‘8 Sootuino Byri'v has been used 

I by millions of mothers for tlieir children while teeth 
j ing. If disturbed at night and broken of your rest 

by a child suffering and crying with ;win of cutting 
teeth send tit once and get a ho tile of Mrs Wiuslow's 
Soothing-Syrup for Children’s Teething. It will re­
lieve the poor little sufferer immediately. Depend 
upon it, mothers, there Is no mistake ubout it. It 
euros Liailioea, regulates the stomavli and Bowels, 
cities Wind Colic, softens the Gums and reduces 
Inflammation, and gives tone aid energy to the 
whole system. Min Winslow's Soothing ÿyrup for 
children teething is pleasant to the taste an 1 is the 
prescription of one ol tho oldest and bast female 
physicians and nurses in tho United suites. Price 
Hé cents a bottle. Sold by all diuggisls throughout 
the world, lie sure and nsk for 'Mrs Winslow’s 
Soothing Syrup.

r POUND DISTRICT NO 1, DORClIESTF.il N. IL

Beg
■m

Ten young cattle, yearlings, five mark­
ed by slit iii right ears nn.l live with half- 
penny mark on loft cars. -II said cattle arc 
not claimed before tho fourteenth day of 
June next by the owner or owners, and all
charges ninl'expenses incurred paid, I he
cattle will th.ni he sold in front of the 
Court Honsd* Dorchester in the Comity ol 
Westmorland at ten o'clock in the forenoon 
and the proceeds of said sale taken to de­
fray the cost of taking, keeping and ad 
vertising «aid cattle anil the sale bf said 
cattle.

Dated tho 28th day of May, A. D. 189».
KBEN COOK

I
District No. 1, Dorchester N. H.

ound-kceper.

Clara— I came near flopping right in­
to a man’s lap in a cable car to-day. 

Maude—Didn't ynu?
Clara—No; another girl got there 

first.

Mr. Softie—‘Is there anything I can 
do to prove my devotion?'

Miss Beautie. — ‘Y-e-s, there 
‘Name .it.’ ‘When you call, bring some 
handsome and entertaining gentleman 
with you,’

me how you come to figure sO Agreeably 
in his will."

Whereupom Guy told of his first and 
in fact only interview with his unknown 
benefactor, finishing by asking, “But 
had he no relations, no one belonging to 
him?”

“After his wife died, none, He was 
quite alone. His son”-----

“Oh! Then there is a son?”
“No, there was. They could not agree 

after the wife died, and the lad, who 
was somewhat of a rover, went abroad, 
where he, too, died.”

“So then the old fellow was left quite 
alone?”

‘Quite, and that no doubt is why he 
thought of you. Originally the money 
was settled on the wife, so that had the 
son lived”-----

‘It would have gone to him, I see”—— 
‘Yes. And what makes it the more 

pitiful is that the son left home under 
suspicion of—no matter what now—it 
was a sad case altogether. The two mes­
sages—the one conveying the news of 
discovery of the son’s innocence and his 
recall, and the other the account of his 
death—crossed the ocean on their oppo­
site ways at one and the same time.”

“Poor old boy! and poor young one, 
too!—for it must have been hard to die 
so young—an exile and in disgrace- 
knowing one’s self innocent all the while. 
One might almost be afraid of such a 
heritage of woe—afraid lest some of the 
ill might not cling to the old fellow's 
gold.”

“Why, my dear sir, you are almost as 
fanciful as old Varley himself. He cer­
tainly was unlucky, while yon—well, 
you must allow your luck is in the as 
Cendant, for you will have the spending 
of close on $2,600 a year.”

“Yes, one ought to get something out 
of life with $2,500 a year.” And Guy 
got up excitedly to pace the room. “How 
cramped and narrow has my life been 
up to now! The wonder is that I have 
borne it for so long. While to think of 
poor young Varley—this should all have 
been his—and he is dead!"

“Yes, it is an ill wind,” and the solic­
itor coughed, afraid lest the other should 
suppose him callous.

Guy Darrell was not callous. He was 
only human. But to a poor, hardwork­
ing scribe, by courtesy a barrister, the 
promise of an assured income and the 
freedom from all save voluntary labor 
after his first natural regret could not 
but seem delightful in the extreme. Al­
ready his toil bent shoulders straightened 
themselves, and he began to take a fuller 
survey of all that lay within his reach.

Now, he supposed, he might venture 
to marry—a step he had never dared se­
riously to contemplate as meaning ruin 
S& a poor man’s social and professional 
career. But first he would take a trip to 
Australia just to freshen himself up and 
bio w away the dust of musty studies.

Al! Sorts

CHAPTER IL
Reotily being rich was very delightful. 

Wherever one went to see others grind­
ing away whether they liked it or not 
served but to put a keener edge to the 
pleasures of one who now need neither 
toil nor spin. This was indeed a holi­
day, tho first he had ever had worthy of 
the name.

Tims ran Guy Darrell’s meditations on 
the day, the ever to be remembered day, 
at Sydney on which he betook himself to 
the agentf s office of the ship by which he 
had travelled.

He was in no hurry; had all the long, 
bright day before him; could revel in the 
glorious sunshine and the sweet, exhila­
rating air, and—finding another man in 
possession of the inquiry window—could 
wait with a kind of pleased patience for 
his turn.

What was half an hour or so more or 
less to him? Time might be money; but, 
on the other hand, was not money timer 
He could afford to stand aside and look 
on, as he did now, at the poor fellow, 
who seemed so full of a half suppressed 
anxiety; could feel quite a pleasurable 
interest in—but what was that the clerk 
was saying?

“I am really very sorry, Mr.
“Varley—Gabriel Varley," answered 

the man weakly, and the words were 
followed by a cough, quite as weak.

Guy was watching the clerk and his 
visitor in an indifferent way, and though 
not trying to hear the conversation be­
tween them he started slightly as the 
man told his name. The latter’s voice 
was weak, and his words were pro­
nounced in an undertone, but yet Darrell 
was sure that he distinctly heard the 
name given in response to the clerk’s im­
plied inquiry. What was coming? What 
did the next few minutes hold of vital 
interest to Guy Darrell, who up to this 
moment had been so free from care, so 
full of a satisfied feeling with his con­
dition and his prospects? The clerk was 
speaking again, and Darrell inclined his 
head to hear what further was to be said.

“Yes, yours does appear a very hard 
case, Mr. Varley; but, then, if we took 
all the hard cases in—or allowed them 
to take us in—why, we should have no 
end of passengers, and that’s a fact.”

“But I could pay you my passage 
twice over at the other end,” urged the 
petitioner, but hopelessly, as having lost 
heart.

“So yon have said, hut it really won’t 
dp. It may be quite as you say, but we 
have been done so often. If you had any­
thing to show now by way of proof’----

“I have shown you this letter calling 
MRS. D.AVID LOG AN, Indisntown m© home.1 

says: “W«t have used Prussian Oil for I “But what does a letter prove, even if 
Burns, Coros, a bad Cold and severe jt were dated yesterday, instead of being 
Headache, and have proved it to be just, ever s© old? We don’t know how you 
the right thing for them.” Try it. All came by it, or—but there, your illness 
Druggists ueSljL__________ looks genuine enough, and I don’t want

Gentlemen who retain a youthful ap­
pearance preserve their hair with Ayer’s 
Hair Vigor.

There is no exruse for any man to ap­
pear in society with a grizzly beard arnce
the introduction of Buckingham’s Dye, 
which colors natural broten or black.

T don’t see, mum, why 
cook went away bo quick!’

‘My husband found fault with a pud­
ding he thought I had made and the 
cook overheard him.’

-That moth and his wife

Tho end of a novel (compressed by. 
the editor, owing to lack of apace) — 
Ottokar took a small brandy, thon Ins 
hat, his departure, besides no notice of 
his pursuers, meantime a revolver out 
of his pocket, and lastly his own life.

Servant—Excuse me, madam, but I’d 
advise you to wait a few minutes. Just 
now they are talking about you.

Bank cashier - ‘You’ll have to be 
identified before I caii cash this cheque.

Put Grogan — ‘Begob, that’s 
enough. Hero's my photygraph i 
had tuck in Jersey city lasht week. 
ye'd know me annywhere by it.'

Heart Disease Relieved in 30 Min 
utes—Dr Agnew’s Cure for the Heart 
gives perfect relief in all cases of Organic 
or Sympathetic Heart Disease in 30 min­
utes. and speedily efleets r. cure. It is a 
peerless remedy for Palpitation, Short 
ness of Breath, Smothering Spells. Pain 
it. Left, Side and all symptoms of a Dis­
eased Heart. One dose convinces. Sold 
by A. Dixon.

The housefly 
have separated.

The Cockroach — Yes; they were 
thoroughly incompatible. He was very 
fond of books'while she cared for noth­
ing but clothes.

Wonderful cures by Ayer’s Sam par- 
ilia in every part of the land. Write 
for names.

MRS. K. J. THORNE, of Digby, N. 
8 , certifies: “We have proved Prus­
sian Oil to be a splendid thing for Tooth­
ache and Corns. It relieves both im­
mediately.-”

to be hard, though what you ask cannot 
possibly be done, "

I , Whereat the man turned despairingly 
away, and as Gny mechanically took his 
place the clerk grumbled on:

“It does seem a cruelly hard case—but 
what can I do? We’ve no end of such, 
all genuine and all with friends on the 
other side. If only his tale be true, onoe 
landed in London and he would be in 
clover, but how do wo know?”

“What—did he—say—his name was?” 
asked Guy heavily, a strange foreboding 
of coming ill knocking with hideous in­
sistence at bis heart—the heart that of 
late had been so jubilant

‘‘Varley—Gabriel Varley. Not a com­
mon name, is it? Nor is he a common 
fellow, one can see, spite of his rou, 
clothes; but, bless you! we’ve all sorts 
over here. And the better the class the 
worse the individual nine times out of 
ten.”

“No, it is not a common name," an­
swered Guy, “What was his story?” he 
asked, ignoring the rest.

“Oh, the usual thing, I believe. Left 
home under a cloud. Been up country 
and did well until he was sick, when his 
manager robbed him of his pile, and 
weak and low as he was he had to tramp 
down here, where he finds this letter, 
five years old, waiting to tell him the

‘Why is Mis. Highfly wearing mourn-
11 FriendsK* Well, you see her husband cloud had buret and to Come home.1 
died and she’s in mourning because she I But Guy had groped his way blindly 
had to lay off colors. wiV door, feeing suddenly sick nu,.

‘IS ANYTHING the matter?” he asked.
No need to bolster up his sinking cour­

age with fallacious hopes. He knew as 
by a sudden intuition who the man was, 
and how, spite of his long absence and 
reported death, the real owner of old 
Jacob Varley’s money had, as it were, 
risen from the dead to oust him from hia 
new found wealth.

It was hard, cruelly hard. Never again 
could ho settle down to the old life. And 
it turned him cold and sick to realize 
how deep and strong a hold the money 
had upon him.

But how did he know, he demurred 
feebly, that this was indeed—and then 
he had not patience to follow out the 
thought.

How did he know—why, was not the 
hideous conviction borne in upon him by 
a thousand mocking fiends dinning their 
derisive message in his ears? How did he 
know—was it not just the situation and 
the hour that a malignant fate would 
choose to play him such a trick? How 
did he know—and he woke up, startled 
by a deep and hollow groan, to find him­
self outside and facing the man whose 
return to life or falsely reported death 
was the cause of all hia present misery.

Could it have been he, poor wretch, 
wno Had groaned, tie wondered, as h« 
stared at the hollow cheeked, needy look­
ing man. Apparently not, for the stran­
ger had been startled in his turn.

“Is anything the matter?” he asked 
sympathetically. “Are you ill too? Can] 
do anything for you?”

Guy shook his head, but made no at­
tempt at reply.

So then it was he himself who had 
groaned, he concluded, after all, and he

trouble him again. And yet—oh, it was 
indeed horrible! He had played with 
temptation, had let himself drift, until 
now his will was paralyzed, and he could 
not—it was impossible to decide.

Easy to see tho right, but how fatally 
impossible to act! To let the man go 
was little short of murder, while, to tell 
the truth, in his present mood, the oppo­
site course would be suicide downright, 
for he could not take up the old life 
where he had laid it down—could not, in 
short, give up possession of the other’s 
goods.

And full of self pity Guy Darrell saw 
and owned the truth—he had no shadow 
of right whatever. Almost he could be­
lieve in a mocking devil seeking thus 
subtly to destroy him. Twelve months 
before and he would have laughed at the 
idea of such a situation warping him- 
aside from the plain path of duty. Now 
he turned and twisted and wavered, 
while his companion filled in the details 
of the proposed exploration. Oiice, but 
weakly, he urged him to reconsider.

“Why not rest contented here? You 
have had one narrow squeak for life. 
Surely you need not”----

“But you forget the inducement, the ' 
splendid, stake for which we play. A

or marred by a pure accident such as 
this? No, a thousand times no! Fate 
would not settle it. Then he would, once 
for all, would be hia own fate, as every
man, whether consciously or not, sooner 
or later, must. vv»j

Yes, he would own up, would wash hie 
handr, of this horrible, blistering, soul 
destroying wealth that was poisoning all 
of good there ever had been in him; 
would tell Varley the truth—the whole 
truth, thou and there.

To him therefore did he turn at once, 
for lie dared not trust himself to delay.

“Varley!” he cried hoarsely, “Varley!” 
he repeated, for tho man was not attend­
ing, but was busy lighting a cigar. 
“There is something I have to say.”

n
man must be a fool not to risk all on that. . 
I shall come back either a man or”—1

‘‘Always supposing you.do come back,” 
objected Guy, forced thus, fair by his un­
easy conscience.

Then out of the dreadful supposition 
he drew an inspiration, whether from 
his good or bad angel he staid not to in­
quire., That he was driven to such straits 
was no fault of his. He had fallen inno­
cently into the pit. Sp far they were on 
equal terms. Tho stake' they flayed fox 
was indeed large—larger than the other 
knew. Then why not leave,thU issue to 
its initiator—fate? Why not play out 
the game?

turned aside, casting about^opelessly 
“ )and *as to what he had better do and haunt­

ed disagreeably and persistently by the 
man’s pallor and terribly forlorn air, to­
gether with the darker suggestions that 
so inevitably followed.

Looks fearfully weak and low. Not 
much of a life to stand between me 
and”— He broke off with a shudder tc 
find where he was being carried; then 
quite as suddenly came the suggestion; 
Why not temporize? Why not gain time 
to think over tho situation?

You—you are anxious to get back to 
—to England, so they tell me?” he began 
tentatively and formulating his plans ae 
he went along.

“Yes, I want sadly to go back.” But 
the speaker did not turn, so hopeless did 
he seem.

“Are you—tied as to—to time?”
“I have no money, so cannot wait, il 

that is what you mean, while for the 
same reason, it appears, I cannot go. 1 
am not strong enough to work. I have 
been ill.”

‘Yes, you look it, even now,” assent­
ed Guy, compassion struggling with hia 
more active selfish fears. “You have 
friends perhaps on the other side?”

“I think so, to judge by this.” And 
the man looked doubtfully at the lettez 
he held in his hands.

“Who are they?” asked Guy.
The man handed him the letter and 

waited quietly while he read it.
It was from the father, Jacob Varley, 

telling of the mother’s death, the discov­
ery of the truth and begging him to re-

‘The letter is five years old,” he re­
marked as he passed it back.

^Yes, it has lain here unclaimed and 
unanswered all that time. They may 
have thought me dead,” the wanderer 
added wistfully. “I should like to see 
them once before I”-----

“Supposing that I undertook to find 
you the money? I shall be going back 
myself shortly, and in the meantime you 
can act as my secretary. We shall travel 
about for a time, and you can write, can 
tell them”— But he could not go on. 
The implied deception was too great.

All he wanted was time—time to face 
the situation and to make up his mind. 
That he was trifling with temptation he 
knew. It was merely putting off the 
evil day. That the surrender would grow 
no easier he recognized gloomily enough 
even while he spoke. But what of that? 
It was too hard already and did but 
grow tîie harder with each step he took 
down tlie fatal way, and even yet more 
impossible as time went on and the sup­
posed dying man got better.

Suddenly there appeared what prom­
ised to his distorted sense of right and 
wrong a possible solution of the problem.

With Varley’s return to health there 
a return of his original roving pro­

pensities. After so many yeart where 
was the hurry? He debated. Why go 
horpe—a beggar? Why not have one 
more dip into the lücky bag to try to 
retrieve his fallen fortunes? The secret 
of which change lying in that he had 
met some men he knew, adventurers, 
bent on some new expedition. Osten­
sibly their aim was scientific, but really 
their quest was gold, and having need of 
another tried and trusty man they, were 
anxious he should join the party.

He had been over a greater part of the 
ground the expedition would cover, had 
prospected for gold, and though he had 
failed to find it his experience and knowl­
edge of the country would be invaluable 
to the party, and therefore he was urged 
to go and was offered special induce­
ments in the nature of an extra share 
should the undertaking prove successful.

There would be a certain amount of 
risk, he allowed, in discussing it with 
Gny, but he did not mind that. What 
ho did mind was having to go back after 
all these years as a prodigal son and 
submit “to be provided for.”

“But how if you never come back at 
all?” and Guy’s face whitened with the 
terrible subtlety of the temptation and 
the suddenness with which, spite of his 
long debate, his decision must be made.

The expedition would bo full of peril, 
look at it how he might. Malaria, fever, 
poisoned arrows, snakes and almost ev­
ery sanitary and climatic condition 
would be against them. Of those who 
would set put terribly few would return. 
How then could ho let him go-go In ig­
norance that the necessity no longer ex­
isted for jeopardizing his life for the gold, 
of which, by rights, he should have plenty 
and to spare.

l) Oh, it was horrible! It was so easy to 
'stand aside, to do—nothing. He hit.l 
Merely not to interfere, and the chances 
were that this menace to hte new found 
happiness would remove itself never to

CHAPTER III.
They were back again at Sydney, stay­

ing at one of the. large hotels, and had 
had dinner served- in a private room. It 
was growing late by the time Guy had 
arrived at this very partial decision. 
Varley waxed more end more eloquent 
as the wine he drank so freely lent its 
rosy glow to the scheme. He had quite 
made up his mind, should take his chance 
and either come back a millionaire or— 
léave his bones to'-rot, unburied and un­
mourned. One could but die once,

Thus did he ramble op, while Guy sat 
gloomily silent/ but resolved. Yes, he 
would submit the arbitrament to fate. 
He, too, would go with the expedition, 
and, well—they should see. If only one 
survived, then was the end simplified 
and clear. That oûe should enjoy the 
fortune. , If both—well, the chance waa 
remote, but they might find gold. He 
might win enough to Replace t^e lost be­
quest. Hé could theti tell Varley the 
whole truth. There was nothing in what 
had already happened for him to be 
ashamed of. He was not to blame for 
the situation in which the two were 
placed. The old astrologer had left him 
the money freely. There hàd been no 
deception, no wheedling, no treachery to 
absent ones, such às one hears of so often 
in connection mth disputed bequests or 
contested wills. Yes”, when* both had 
made their pile in the diggings he could 
tell Varley all and giye up to him what 
his father had left, as well as make resti­
tution of the comparatively smàll portion 
which had been expended upon his prep­
arations for and trip to Sydney. And if 
neither lived there was the end, and he 
more need be said—or so he thought- 
while the unconscious Varley prattled on.

Soon, however, Guy sa>v the true 
meaning of his choice, and—no, he found 
it would not do.

How coUjJd ho go, taking his life in hia 
hands, knowing that through him the 
other’s life was:jeopardized as well. ’ No

rid blinking the fqct or glossing it over.
Varley died, fife’, Darrell, would have 

been his murderer, just as surely al­
though ho Were to shoot him where he 
sat, smiling back. at his supposed bene­
factor. No, it must' not be. The de 
cision And the guilt-yf he chose the 
guilty part—must all be his. And again 
Guy frowned heavily and tossed about 
in the throes of indecisipn.

His roving eyes settled presently on 
the pair of lighted candles at his hand 
with a curious intention, as though the 
ideajhat came later were even then lying 
dormant in his brain.

For—‘•now he had it, he thought confi­
dently; now he eaW liis way. Together' 
they had been lighted and together 
burned. Fate should dpcide it after all! 
The one that went Out first should settle 
it—whether for life or death-=rfor him or 
against. And straightway,' by sal^mn 
oath, he bound himself to abide by the 
decision, If the right hand light went 
first, then would he own ’the truth, lie 
swore by all he held most dear, and him­
self be tho only one to go. If the left, 
then must Varley take his chance, and 
full of a new fever of impatience ho 
waited for the end.

How long would it last, he wondered, 
this new, self imposed torture! There 
was a full inch yet, he noticed, and how 
slowly, how very slowly, they wasted in 
the still night air. And his nerves grew , 
tense and crisp. The room, too, felt 
close, horribly, unbearably close, or was 
it himself, he wondered next, as he lis­
tened to the labored beating of his heart. 
Nor dare he stir to open door or window 
nor to fan himself lest he should affect 
the issue—though now he would have 
bartered th© entire fortune for a single 
breath of air. But already one—the 
fatal one—to his strained eyes seemed 
gaining on its fellow, and through all 
his agony of preoccupation he could hoar 
tho mantel clock tick loudly and re­
morselessly on as the lights sank lower 
and lower.

Presently Varley, whom he had al­
most forgotten, fidgeted and began to 
move qbout. Oh, how he longed to bid 
him with an oath be still! Yes, he must 
ring the bell and order fresh lights.

Would the old ones last until the new 
ones came? brooded the fascinated Guy, 
watching on as ouo possessed, forgetting 
to spouk, to smoko, almost to breathe, 
as in came the waiter bearing tho light­
ed candles on a tray.

Ought ho to call out or interfere—or 
would that imperil tho true fairness of 
tho ordeal? And for a moment or two 
he sat on in an agony of doubt.

“There, put them down, man, can’t 
you?” cried Varley to the waiter, where­
upon tho stupefied Guy awoke to the ne­
cessity for prompt decision.

“No, no, leave them alone”—he was 
beginning, but—too late, for already the 
man had laid his sacrilegious hand on tho 
fatal light, and—puff! it was gone.

Yes, the right hand light had disap­
peared, and at the sight Guy groaned 
aloud as from a blow, thou turned hia 
eyes to the left, when—wonder of won­
ders!—it must have been the draft—but 
that, too, was gone! And the twin spi­
rals of light blue smoke curling up as 
though in mockery were all that was left 
after half an hour’s long drawn agony of 
suspense—a suspense not over even then. 
For which had been extinguished first— 
who ctiuld say?

And in the face of this new disaster 
Guy grew desperate and ashamed. All 
that was manly woke within him. Was 
he a child to leave himself and his whole 
future at the mercy of evetiy chance wind 
that blew, to let hie whole life be made

“varley!” he cried hoarsely. -
“To me?” inquired Varley/ “Adi right, 

fire away! It’s about time you did say— 
something. I thought you were asleep.” 
And Varley’stones were both vinous and 
indistinct as he went on more impet­
uously:

“And look here, now I think of it, don’t 
call me—Varley. My name’s not Var; 
ley; it’s Paterson, Ralph Paterson. It’s 
of no importance, I’m aware, bq£ I don*t 
like to hear the other—from you. I’ve 
thought to tell you many a time. You’ve 
been a good1 friend to me, and it looks as 
though I were deceiving you and taking 
everything under false pretenses wjl^n 
all the time I’m not. You know that, 
don’t you?”

And Guy listened as onq half stunned 
or only half awake, while the other ram­
bled on:

“It-was natural enough. You see, we 
were chums, Varley and I, to the Yéry 
last. And after ho died I was stone bfpke. 
And, it was all Varley*s idea, spoken al­
most with his last breath, that if ever 1 
landed hero I should ask for his letters 
and use tliein as my own. When I got
here and Reived that letter, I at once 

the idea of using it to secureconceived
passage to England, What I should do 
when 1 arrived there I did not know, 
but I was satisfied to leave the future to, 
fate) trusting that Varley’s father would 
be willing to pay the ship’s company for 
my passage over and to assist me tempo­
rarily because of the friendship which had 
existed between his boy and me. Well, you 
know how I tried it on at the ship, and 
how I failed, and how you came to my 
assistance, good Samaritan that you 
wore. You saved me—yes, from suicide— 
I’d quite made up my mind. And that 
is-another thing I’ve u|eant to tell you 
many a time,”

And the tears of gratitude stood in 
Varley’s—that is, Paterson’s—eyes as he 
crossed over and wrung tho other’s 
hand,' whilo Guy, thoroughly bewil­
dered and scarcely venturing tq trust his 
ears, breathed again as hewatclmf____________ _ id cloud
lifter cloud of misapprehension—all of 
his own creating—roll harmlessly away, 
for had he hot at the outset given way 
before temptation so weakly as he had 
ho might have known all' he knew then 
about the supposed Varley two months 
ago.

Yes, it had been his own fault entirely. 
He saw that clearly now. The onljr 
crumb of real comfort to be drawn from 
the whole trying experience lay in tho 
fact that ho really had made up his mind 
to own the truth—before ever he learned 
it.—Illustrated Magazine.

Natural Artificial Flowers.
We'foaye all read in our nursery classics 

of- the grapes which Zeuxis painted so 
cleverly that the birds came and pecked 
at them. ^ funny paraphrase of the old 

, tide occurred at one of the well known 
Long Island watering places tho other 
day. The artist in this case was Mme.
---- of Paris, and the masterpiece was
“a perfect love” of a hat-^-a great shady 
leghorn most artistically twisted into a 
picturesque shape and decorated with 
perfect summer blossoms. They were 
so perfect that it was no wonder that 
patient Dobbin, Farmer Hayseed’s old 
horso, stretched out his nose longingly 
toward the lovely clovers, daisies and 
grasses that bobbed so temptingly on the 
head of a pretty girl just beyond his 

” reach, where lie stood before the postof­
fice waiting for his master.

dust at „that moment a tall youth with 
a tennis racket engaged tho attention of 
tho pretty girl, and—oh, joy!—the tempt­
ing bit of meadowland came nearer am) 
nearer to the wistful, outstretched nos­
trils of tho longing brute until, with one 
final reach of his long neck, he attaint’ ' 
the coveted morsel. Before tho some­
what absorbed young people realized tho 
situation he had wrenched off the entire 
garniture of tho beautiful French hat, 
and amid the laughter of tho spectators 
backed out of reach to enjoy his feast, 
leaving tho poor girl with a completely 
denuded, ridiculous looking pinned up 
affair, its erstwhile “cachet" lost forever. 
—New York Tribune,

Wives Advised to Retaliate. r
Father Naraiello of the Church of the 

Sacred Heart has received numerous 
complaints of men neglecting their fam­
ilies and spending their money in sa­
loons. He advised the wives who re­
ceived brutal treatment at U.o hands of 
drunken husbands to retaliate. I f drunk­
en husbands construed tlieir marriage* 
vows to give them a right to bv. ; their 
wives, the wife had an equal right to 
beat her husbaud. The priest told the 
women not to lie afraid of drunken 
brutes, as in nearly every case they would 
be found to be great cowards.—Bloom­
field Cor. Philadelphia Press.

DON’T
Find fault with the cook if 
the pastry does not exactly 
suit you. Nor with your wife 
either—perhaps she is n<> to

BLAME 1
It may be the lard she is 

using for shortening. Lard 
is indigestible you know. But 
if you would always have

1
Cakes, pies, rolls, and bread ! 
palatable and perfectly di- ! 
gestible, order the new short­
ening,“COTTOLENE,” for your

Sold in 3 end j 
pails, by all grocers.

Made only by

THE
N. K. FAIRBANK 

COMPANY,
Wellington and Ann 

Sts., Montreal.

Dean Swift's Dinner.

A characteristic utory is told of Dean 
Swift, who, after a series of expensive 
enreitaimhenls in Lon.don, invited six 
of his hosts to dinner. Th ay arrived, 
expecting the usual costly surfeit of 
good things. They found the table laid 
with a piece of bread, a bottle of wine, 
a plate at each cover, and a waiter be­
hind each chair. They took their 
places^

‘Mr. Dean," said the lord chancel­
lor, “vve fail to see the joke.”

-Swift lifted hia plate. Underneath 
was the hill of fare of a neighboring 
cafe and a half crown. He turned to 
the waiter .at hia side, and gave him 
the*money. “Here,” lie said, “bring 
me.the worth of that in goose and po­
tatoes.”

Tjio guests each sent I lie money un* 
der his^ plate for whatever dish he 
chose, tuid the dinner was eaten and 
enjoyed.

Swift t’(ien laid upon the table one 
hundred pounds,-an i deducting the 
three crowns which had been spent 
said; “The remainder—the crumbs 
and frasments—a^e to go to the poor. 
We all have had enough money to
satisfy liungej*. You shall advise me
how the rest is to be spent.”

—Lady John Scott, who gave “Annie 
Laurie” to tho musical world, still de­
votes her time to relieving the troubles 
of veterans of the Crimean wav.

“I sitppose you are lnooking forward 
to the, baseball season with pleasure?” 
said Hobbs to his friend, the baseball

‘T don’t know,” said the crank pathe­
tically. “You seo, my vocal chords are 
n wretched condition.

“Best Livçr Pill Made.”

arsons’
AJJ. JIlfcLUO,

Pills
Positively cure biliousness and sick headache, 

ow«*l complaints. They expel all Impurities 
D'-llcate women find relief fromfrom the blood. Delicate women mu.__________

using them. Price ‘là cts. ; five $UX). Pamphlet free. 
1.8. JOHNSON Custom House St.,Boston.
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Its special province is to cure inflammation 
both Internat and External. It is the best, 
the oldest, the original. It is unlike any other.

Permit me to say about three weeks since 
Johnson’s Anodyne Liniment saved the life of 
my wife while suffering from a complication of diseases, tonsilitis, bronchitis and influenza.

B, A. Perrenot, Rock port, Texas.
The Doctor's elgneture and direction# on every bottle.
IlVat'd Pamphlet free. Sold everywhere. Price, 85 cciy#.
Six bottles, 42.0U. L 8. JOHNSON * CO* Boston, Mess.

WOOD'S PHOHPHODINH. 
The Great English Remedy.

Six Packages Guaranteed <e 
promptly, and permanently 
cure all forms of Nervous 
Weakness, Em issions, Sperm­
atorrhea. Impôtency and all 
effects of _ bute or Excesses, 
Mental Worry, excessive use

A-ft«... Of Tobacco, Opium or Stimu-Sefote (Hid Aftei. iants< which soon lead to It*
firmity. Insanity, Consumption and on early grave. 
Has been prescribed over 85 years In thousands of 
cases; Is tho only Eeliable and Honest Medicine 
known. Ask druggist for Wood’s Phosphodlnej If 
he offers some worthless medicine in place of this, 
Inclose price in letter, and we will send by return 
mal Price, one package, 81; six, $5. One witt 
please, six win cure. Pamphlets free to an^Bdress, 

The Wood Company.
Windsor, Ont„ Canada.

COMPOUND.

Faddy—Tho villain! But you made 
him aw allow hia wjrds?

Duddy—How could I, when they 
were so bitter?

A recent discovery by an old 
physician. Successfully used 

,monthly by thousands of 
Ladies. Is the onlffctfeetly 
safe and reliable medicine dis­

covered. Beware of unprincipled druggists who 
offer Inferior medicines in place of this. Ask for 
Cook’s Cotton Root Compound, fobs no subs**' 
tute, or Inclose $1 and 6 cent* in postage In letter 
and we will send, sealed, by return mail Full sealed 
particulars In plain envelope, to Indies only, 8 
stamps. Address The Cook Company, 

Windsor. Ont, Canada.

Tommy —Pop, what's the difference 
between a bon mot and a joke?

Tommy’s nop—A bon mot is nome- 
i tell a friend, and a joke isthing you

something a friend tells you. 
j Mies McFlirter—I have refused seven 
! offers of marriage since last season, 
j Miss C. Veto—Quite a sleight-of hand 
reformer, aren’t you? 

j 8,Mrs. Borer—Why, here’s little WiU 
ilje Johnson. How is your mamma, Wil*

! Willie—Pretty well, I thank you.
| When we ctme out she was starting tc 
, call on you.
i Mrs. Borer—Now isn’t that too bad! 
I She might have guessed we would have 
been out this lovely afternoon.

VS
WAT.

nt of air.

i

i

1

___ ■*'vv**;


