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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.
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TREE CREOSOTE

CURES OBSTINATE COUGHS.

co. IGHLY.

ASK YOUR DRUGGIST FOR IT.

Clubbing Rates.
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sent to any address at the

The “"1#05” and any one of
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* For Sale.

The farm known ¢
farm in Mi ontai
with n
the Chij
“Goose Lake.”

For terms apply to Mossis
nett, Sackville N B.

Chipman Scars
twenty two aere
v and barn.  Also
7 acre lot of " marsh in

niu

Powell & Ben-

oo

Propérfc_y_ foi‘ Sale.

The subseriber offers for sale her proper-
ty situate on the Northeast side of Bridge
Streel, in  the Parish of Sackville and
wherconw she now resides. There is four
acres of land in connection with the prem
ises and a good house and barn thereon

Also a fitteen acie lot of marsh situate in
Jolicwre. Westmorland County.

For terms of sale apply to the undersign
ed,
MRS, CAPT. TIMOTHY OUTHOUSE,
/ ‘ or A. W, BENNETT.

Sackyille, May 8th 18935.

SR RENW.
0X0 ——
That pleasantly sitnated

COTTT. 220G E
on Main St. witiu five minutes walk of the
Colleges. ’ossession given June 1st,
Apply to

MRS. D. CASEY.

r AT, Fawcett.

May 8th '95,

Land for Sale.

I'ilty acres partly cleared land on Cook-

ville Road will be sold low. Hor terms ap-
ply tos

v ten and a Lalf agres
land in g lition wi
situate at | er
Backhouse n
land. For
MRS. ¢

Ex'trs Estate of late

L. C. lalmer

‘PROVINCE of New Brunswick, |¢
County of Weéstmorland, 8- 8. - |
|

‘

f westmor |1
n the said |

L. 8. ) 11 I of the County «
cory 1 v Constable withi
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? JOHNSON PATTERSON.
Midgie N. L. April 25th 1805 tf,

SON’T FORGET Ou:

JOB DEPARTMENT

'Juxll!s‘.‘ why don’t you go to work and
e aliving? My dear Smitli, what’s
] Itried it once for a littde
while, and no sooner did 1 eaen . dol-

ar than T bad to spend it. So I gave
tup.’

i

Revier 1§y Six Hoors — Distressing

 thence to the suveral great
) They had secret contracts with these

jing these

WHY I8 IT?
‘Why is it the tenderest feet must tread the rough-
est road?
Why 1s it the weakest back must carry the heaviest
load?
While the fect 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.
Why is it the brightest eyes are the ones soon dim
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 thatis smallest and. meanest has
never an ache to fear.
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 justa 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 arelike all others are the
ones we always tell,
And the deeds worth little praise are the ones that
are published well?
Why is it the sweetest smilé has for its sister a
sigh?
Why is it the strongest love is the love we always
pass by?
While the smile that is cold and indifferent is the
smile for which we pray,
And the love we kneel to and wership is only com-
mon clay?
Why is it the things we can have are.the things we
always refuse?
Why is it noneof us live the lives ifwe could we'd
choose?

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

And life seems never complete, mo matier how long
we wait?

: ]
Wealth Against Commonwealth.

A SKETCH OF-H. D LLOYD’S HISTORY OF
THE GROWTH QF THE RICHEST OF
MONOPOLIEX,

More than sixty vears ago it was
known that illuwinating vil of an ex-
cellent quality could be extracted
from bituminous coal; and in 1860
there were more 1han chreescore
wanufacturies of it in this country.
In that year it was first discovered
thav vast depogits of rock oil lie un-
der ths soil of Pennsylvania and ads
joining States.  Throughout wide
districts, whereic wells. were dyiven,
the oil flowed like water, The cost
was almost nothing, and in ten years
the native product cou!d be bought in
any quantity for ten cents a barrel.
Thousznds of men at once learned tho
simple business of distilling it for use,
aud refineries sprang up everywhere.
Tt seemed that no department of
human activity offered less encourag-
ment to the bprivit of monopnly than
the production, refinement and dis-
tribution of this natural oil. Yet
hardly five ycars passed, after the
valuo cf the great discovery became
snown, before a mysterious power
wes fols o interfere  with the busi
ness in every vranch, from the sinks
ing of new wehlo the final diatri-
bution of oil amfong customers. The
refiners were first to suffer. Those
who paid the .standard prices an-
nounced by the railroads for transpors
tation found themselves undersold.
Thetr business became unprofitable.
Many were compelled either to close
their works or to sell them at nominal
prices to a combination, the only purs
chaser. This little group of refiners,
whose home was Cleveland, were
wasters of everv important line of
railway by which oil could be carried
from the wells to the 1efineries, and
markets

roads, entitlitig them to enormous
preferences 11 rates, and even toa
large ponus wut of the higher rates
charged to other shippers. Courts and
legisiatures., the men and committees
of Comgress,, were appealed to, inve:
tignsious  were held; every engine
whaak pub lic opinion or the business
insorests nf the independent refiner
coulel com mand was tried in  aitack
discriminatings. But the
result wag everywhere the same. The
business of refining oil became and re-
mains prae tically a -complete monos
voly in the hands of the Stundard Oil

Campany:

Somwe of the men who conceived

| Kidney and Bladder diseases relieved in | the ¢ mbi nation in question are now

Wherea
Tuarner, ex
ament of Albert J. Dobson, late the
Parish of Westmorland in the said County
and Province, farmer, «deceased, have filr)
the accounts of their administration I
estate and efivcets which were |
ceased, and prayed that a cit
quirin 3 intere i saie
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Jyed for.
* Given under my hand,
the said court, this twenly
May, A. D. 1895, :
4 Signed, Sig red, ehy
FREDERICK W EMMERSON.
CHAS T, KNAPP.
Registrar of Probates,
County of West.
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o

Judge of Probate,
County of West

In Iio_u_nd.

IN POUND DISTRICT X0 1, DORCHESTER N. I
Ten young cattle, yearlings, I'm: n.m'k_-
ed by slit in right ears and five with half-
penny wark on left ears. 1M said cattle are
not claimed before the fouwiteenth dayof
June next by the owner or owners, and all
. charges and_expenses dineurred  paid, the
cattle will then be sold in front of the
Court Housé Dorchester in the County of
Westmorland at ten o'clock in the forenoon
and the procecds of said sale taken to de-
fray the cost of taking, keeping ‘and ad.
vertising said cattle and the sale bf said
cattle. 2 5
Dated the 28th day of May, A, D, 1895,
EBEN COOK.
I’ouud-kcv&or.
District No. 1, Dorchester N. B.

Tho end of n novel (compressed by
the editor, owing to lack of space)—
Ottokar took a small brandy, then his
hat, his departure, besides no notice of
_his pursners, meantime a vevolver out
of his pooket, and lastly his own life.

Servant—Kxcuse me, mn.dnm, but I'd
advise you to wait a few minutes. Just
now they are talking about you.
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This new remedy ir
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was discussing acquaints
L0 4w two men, one is a gentle-
wiin aid % e otheris papa.’

For Over Ffty Years.
Mrs WiNsLow's SooTuiNg Syrup has been used

.| by millions of miothers for their childron while teoth | $ays:

ing. If disturbed at night and broken of your rest
by a child suffering and crying with pain of cutting
teeth send at onee and get a bottle of Mrs Winslow's
Soothing Syrup for Children’s Teething, . It will re-
lieve the poor little sufferer immediately.  Depend
upon it, mothers, there is no mistake uzom. it. It
cures Linthoea, regulates the stomach and Bowels,
cures Wind Colie, softens the Gums and reduces
fon, and gives tone aad energy to the
le system.  Mrs Winslow's Soothing Uymg for
1 teothing is pleasant to the taste anl is the
stion of ons of the oldest and best female
ans and nurses in the United States. Price
ity a bottle, Sold by all druggists throughout
rld.  Be sure and ask for *Mrs Winslow's
Soothing Syrup, IR
o R o U W
Clara— T came near flopping right in-
to a mun’s lap in a cable car to-day.
Maude--Didn't you?
Clawra—No; anothgr girl ‘got there
first.
Mr. Softie~'Is there anything I can
do to prove my devotion{’

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

Bank cashier —‘You'll have to -be
identified before T ean cash this cheque.’

Pat Grogan — ‘Begob, that's ais
enough. Here’s my photygraph as
had tuck in Jersey city lasht week.
ye'd know me annywhere by it,"

Hearr Disease Recieven 1§ 30 Mix
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 effects & cure, Itisa
peerless remedy for Palpitation, Short
uess of Breath, Smothering Spells.
ji. Left 8ide and all symptoms of a Dis-
Lued Heart, Oune dese convinces, 8¢
by A, Dixon, B ;

Pain | i

have orgs mized, prince- among the
millionain s of the world, with estates
already e gmal to the proudest duke-
dom of Eimgland, and with -incomes
larger th i those of many kings. It
is the m agnificence of this success
which im jpresses the imasination of
him who reads their exploits, which
Mr. Lilo:yd chronicles in his Wealth
Against Commonwealth, just publish-
ed by H arper & Brothers.

All Sorts.

MRS. DAVID LOGAN, Indiantown
“Wae: have used Prussian Oil for
Burns, Cotms, a bad Cold and severe
Headache., and have proved it to be just,
the right thing for them.” Try it. All
Druggists sell it.

Gentlemen who retain a youthful ap-
pearance preserve their hair with Ayer's
Huir Vigor.

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

*I don’t sae, mum, why your other
cook went away so quick!

*My hasband found fault with a pud-
ding he thcught I had made and the
cook overheard him.’

The housefly—That moth and his wife
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 Sarsapar-
illa in every part of the land. Write
for names.

MRS, K. J. THORNE, of Digby, N.
8., certifies: *‘We have pro! us-
sinn Oil to be asplendid thing for Tooth-
acheand Oorns. It relioves both im-
mediately.”

‘Why is Mis. Highfly wearing mourn-

san

The Fate of Guy Darrel

By B. M. STRONG.

e
R B ot A0

me how you come to figure 80 dgreeably |
in his will.” i
‘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

“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 monsy
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 mow—it
was a sad case altogether. The two mes-
sages—the one ?veying 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,
tool—for it must have been hard to die
80 young—an exile and in disgrace—
knowing one's self innocent all the while.
One might almost be afraid of sucha
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 you—well,
you must allow your luck is in the as
cendant, for you will have the spending
of close.on $2,5600 a year.”

*Yes, one ought to get something out
of life with $2,500 a year.,” And Guy
got up excitedly to pace theroom. “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 template as ing ruin
%0 a poor man’s social and professional
covrver, But first he would take a trip to
Auvwtralia just to freshen himself up and
blo w away the dust of musty studies.

CHAPTER IL

Reodly being rich was very delightful.
W herever one went to see others grind-
ing away whether they liked it or not
served but to put a keener edge to the
pleasuves of one who now need neither
toil nor spin. This was indeed a holi-
day, the first he had ever had worthy of
the name.

“Thus ran Guy Darrell's meditations on
the day, the ever to be remembered day,
at Sydney on which he betook himself to
the agent!s office of the ship by which he
had traveled.

He was in no hurry; had all the long,
bright day beforehim; could revelin 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 timet
He could afford to stand aside and look
on, as he did now, at the poor fellow,
who seemed so full of & 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, 80
full of a satisfied feeling with his con-
dition and his prospects? The clerk was
speaking aguin, 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 thie 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
petiti but hopelessly, as having lost
heart.

“‘So you have said, but it really won't
do. 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’—

“] have shown you this letter calling
me home.”

“But what does a letter prove, even if
it were dated yesterday, instead of being
ever 80 old? We don’t know how you
came by it, or—but there, illness
looks genuine enough, and I don't want
to be hard, though what you ask cannot
possibly be done.”

. Whereat the man turned dupdrlnﬁ
' away, al::l as any mﬁ:;nledly took
place ti erk grum on:

‘It does seem & cruelly hard case—but
what can Ido? We've no end of such,
all genuine and all with friends on
other side. If only his tale be true,
landed in London and he would be
clover, but how do we know?”

P

18 ANYTHING THE MATTER?’ HE ASKED,

No need to bolster up hissinking 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 his
new found wealth.

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

But how did he kmow, 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 hisears? 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-
gelf outside and facing the man whose
return to life or falsely reported death
was the cause of all his present misery.

Could it have been he, poor wretch,

who had ed, he 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 illtoo? Canl
do anything for you?”

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

80 then it was he himself who had
groaned, he concluded, after all, and he
turned aside, casting aboutgliopelessly
as to what he had better doand haunt-
ed disagreeably and persistently by the
man’s pallor and terribly forlorn air, to-
gether with the darker suggestions that
80 inevitably followed.

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

“You—jyou are anxious to get back ta
—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, 8o cannot wait, if
that is what you mean, while for the

+ | trouble him again. And yet—oh, it was

indeed horrible! He had played with
ptation, had let himself drift, until

now hiswill was paralyzed, and he could

not—it was impossible to decide,

Easy to see the 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

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
subsly to destroy him. Twelve months
before and he would have laughed at the
idea of such a sitnation 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. Once, bat
weakly, he urged him to reconsider,

“Why not rest contented hére? You
have had one narrow squeak for life.
Burely you need not"— g

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

¥
man mast be a fool not to risk all on that.
I shall come back either a man or"—= "~
' ¢ Always supposing you.do comse back,”
objected Guy, forced thus far 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
wasno fault of his, He had fallen inno-
cently into the pit. So far they were on
equal terms. The stake’ they played for
was indeed large—larger than the othez
knew. Then why nat leave.th€ issue ta
its initiator—fate? Why not, play ont
the game? £

CHAPTER IIL

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 gnd more eloguent
as the wine he dramk so freely lent ite
rosy glow to the scheme. He had quite
made up his mind, should talke his chance
and either come back a millionaire or—
léave his bones to*xot, unburied and un-
mourned. One could:but die once,

Thus did he ramble on, while Guy sat
gloomily silent; bnt resolved. Yes, he
would submit the arbitrament to fate.
He, too, would go with the ‘expedition,
and, well—they should see. If only one
purvived, then was the end simplified
and clear, That one should enjoy the
fortune. . If both—well, the chance was
remote, but they might find gold. He
might win enough to feplace the lost be-
quest,  He could then tell Varley the
whole truth. There was nothing in what
had already happened for him to be
ashameéd 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 had been no
deception, no whéedling, no treachery to
absent ones, such as one hears of so often
in connection with disputed bequests or
contested wills, Yes, when. both had
made their pile in the diggings he counld
tell Varley all and giye up to him what
his father had left, as well as make resti-
tution of the comparatively small portion
which had been expended upon his prep-
arations for and trip to Sydney. And if
neither lived there was the end, and nc
more need be-said—or so he thought—
while the unconscious Varley prattled on.

Soon, however, Guy saw the true

same reason, it app 3 go. 1
am not strong enough to work, I have
been ilL."”

“Yes, you look it, even now,” assent-
ed Guy, compassion struggling with his
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 letter
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-
turn,

“The letter is five years old,” he
marked as he passed it back. b

o 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. Weshall 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 “;’hﬂi he spoke. But what of that?
It was too hard already and did but
grow.the harder with each step he took
down the 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 Lis distorted sense of right and
wrong o possible solution of the problem.

ith Varley’s return to health there
eame a return of his original roving pro-
pensities, After so many yeart whero
was the hurry? He debated. Why go
:a:?ﬁo baggar? ‘Why not have one”
aore dip into the licky bag to try to
eve 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-
gibly 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.
Bt bt ol gl
d the tion w cover,
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 prov sful

There would be a certnin amount of
Guy, but he did not mind that. What
ho did mind was having to go back after
all these years as a 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 c?-dmon would be full of
look at it how he might. Malaria, fover,
poisoned arrows, snakes and almost ev-
-~ sanitary and climatic condition

would be against them. Of those who
would eet put ferribly few would return.
How then could ho let him go—go in ig-
ros thm:: y no longer ex-

of his chgige, and—no, he found
it would not do. .

How could he ge, taking his life in his
hands, knowing that through him the
other’s life was:jeopardized as well, ' No

d blinking the fact or glossing it over.
f Varley died, He, Darrell, would have
been his murderer, just as surely as
though he tvere to shoot him where he
sab, smiling back. at his supposed bene-
factor. No, it must not be. -The de
cision and the guilt—if he chose the
guilty part—must all be his. And again
Guy frowned heavily and tossed aboui
in the throes of indecision,

His roving eyes settled presently on
the pair of lighted candles at his hand
with a curious intention, as though the

idea that caine later were even then lying

dormant in his brain, . 3
For—now he had it, he thought confi-

dently; now he saw his way. Together
they had been lighted and together
burned. Fate should dgcide it after alll
The one that went éut first should settle
it—whether for life or death—=for him or
against. And straightway, by solemn
oath, he bound himself to abide by the
decision, If the right hand light went
first, then would he own °the truth, he
swore by all he held most dear, and him-
self be the .only one to go. If the left,
then must Varley take his chance, and
full of a new fever of impatience he
waited for the end.

How long would it last, he wandered,
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 issne—though now he would have
bartered the 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 hear
the mantel clock tick londly and ve-
morselessly on as the lights sank lower
and lower.

Presently Varley, whom he had al-
most forgotten, fidgeted and began to
move gbout. Oh, how he longed to bid
him with an oath bestilll 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 one possessed, forgetting
to speuk, to smoke, almost to breathe,
as in came the waiter bearing the light-
ed candles on o tray.

Ought he 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 thcm down, man, can't
you?"cried Varley to the waiter, where-
upon the stupefied Guy anoko to the ne-

y for promp
“No, no, leave them alone”—he was
beginning, but—too late, for already the
man had laid his sacrilegious hand on the
fatal lig
Yes,

ht, and—puff! it was gone.

the right hand light had disap-
‘peared, and at the sight Guy groaned
aloud as from a blow, then turned his
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 :l‘m

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 his own fate, as every

man, whether consciously or not, sooner
or later, must. Nwsy

Yes, he wonld own np, would wash his
hands 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, then and there,

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

“Varley!" hecried hoarsely, ‘“Varley!”
he repeated, for the wan was not attend-
ing, but was busy lighting a cigar.
“There is something I have to say,”

o el

“VARLEY!"” HE CRIED HOARSELY, -

“Tome?” inquired Varley, ‘‘Adlright,
fire away! It'sabouttime you did say—
something. I thought you were asleep.”
And Varley's tones 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.
ley; it's Paterson, Ralph Paterson., It's’
of no importance, I'm aware, but I don't
like to hear the other—from you. Tve
thought to tell you many atime, You've
been a good friend to me, and it looks as
though I were deceiving you and taking
everything under false pretenses whe¢
all the time I'm nof, You know thaf,
don’t you?”

And Guy listened as ong 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 very |
last. And after he died I was stone bfpke.
And, it was all Varley's idea, spoken al-
most with his last breath, that if ever I

1

and use them as my own. When I got
here and ?oeived that letter, I at once
conceived the idea of using it to secure
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
nssistance, good Samaritan that you
were. Yousaved me—yes, from suicide—
I'd quite made up my mind. And that
is-another thing I've mgeant 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 the other's
hand, while Guy, thoroughly bewil-
dered and scatcely venturing tg trust his
ears, breathed again as he \'-'xx@clxxd cloud
after cloud of misapprehension—all of
his own creating—roll harmlessly away, *
for had he not at the outset given way
beforo temptation so weakly as he had
he might have known all' he knew then
about the supposed Varley two months

ago. e
Yes, it had been his own fault entirely.
He saw that ‘clearly now. The only
crumb of real comfort to be drawn from
the whole trying experience lay in the
tact that he really had made up his mind
to own the truth—before ever he learncd
it.—Illustrated Magazine.

‘Natural Artificial Flowers.

We'have all read in our nursery classics
of. the grapes which Zeuxis painted eo
cleverly that the birds came and pecked
atthem. A funny paraphrase of the old
.tale occurred at one of the well known
Long Island watering places the other
day. The artist in this case was Mme.
—— of Paris, and the masterpiece was
«g perfect love” of a hat—a great shady
leghorn most -artistidally twisted into a
picturesque shape and decorated with
perfect summer blossoms. They were
so perfect that it was mo wonder that
patient Dobbin, Farmer Haysced's old
horse, 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 he stood before the postof-
fice waiting for his master.

Just at that moment a tall youth with
a tennis racket engaged the attention of
the pretty girl, and--oh, joy!-~the tempt-
ing bit of meadowland came nearer and
nearer to the wistful, outstretched nos-
trils of the longing brute until, with one
final reach of his long neck, he attained
the coveted morsel. Before the some-
what absorbell young people realized the
situation he had wrenched off the entire
garniture of the beautiful French hat,
and amid the laughter of the spectators
backed out of reach to enjoy his feast,

My name's not Var; |~

landed here I should ask for his lefters |-

BON'T

Find fault with the cook if
the pastry does not exestly
suit you. Nor with your wife
cither—perhaps she is ne* to

BLAME

It may be the lard she is
using for shortening. Lard

fl isindigestible you know. But
4 if you would always have

YOUR

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

WIFE

Sold in 3 end § pound
pails, by all grocers.
Made only py
THE
N. K. FAIRBANK
COMPANY,

Wellington and Ann
Sts., Montreal.
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Dean Swift’s Dinner.

A characteristic story is told of Dean
Swift, who, after a serics of expensive
entertainthents in London, invited six
of 'his hosts to dinner. Thay arrived,
expecting the usual costly surfeit of
good things. They found the table Inid
with a piece of Lread, 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, ‘“‘we fail to see the joke.”
Swift lifted bis plate. Underneath
wag the bill of fare of a neighboring
esfe and a half.crown. He turned to
the waiter .at ™ his side, and gave him
thesmoney. ‘“Here,” “‘bring
me_the worth of that in goose and
l:\ln}cs.f'

he said,

po-

The guests eachi sent the mouey uns
der. his_plate for whatever dish he
chose, and the dinner was eaten and
enjoyed,

Swift fhen 1aid upon the table one
hundred pounds,. anl deducting the
three crowns which had been spent
said; “The crumbs
and frazments—age to go to the poor.
We all have bad envugh money to
satisfy hugep.. You shall advise me

how the rest is to be spent.”
SN, SR

remuninder—the

—Lady John Scott, who gave “Aunie
Laurie” to tho musical world, still de-
votes her time to relieving the troubles
of veterans of the Crimean war, '

> -

“Isdppose you are loooking forward
to the baseball season with pleasure?”
said Hobbs to his friend, the baseball
crank.

“T don’t know,”” said the crank pathe-
tically. **You see, my vocal chords are

n wretehed condition,
¢«Best Liver Pid Made,”

Parsons’ Pills

Pn::nlvcchure biliousness and sick ache,
liver and lwelcolll;ll:llll(!. They expel all impurities
from the blood, Delicate women find relief from
using them, Price 2 cis.; five $1.00. Pamphlet free,
. 8. JOHNSON & CO., 22 Custom House St., Boston,
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the oldest, the original. Itis unlike any other.

Permit me to say about three weeks since
Johnson’s Anodyne Liniment saved the life of
ay wife while suffering from a c(émpllcauon

M e b itis and infl

E. A. szns‘z’w‘cr. Rockport, Texas.

E:‘ _dl)oaof-m. ature Rl(‘nlg dm"ﬂ: on P:r:y'.bouh.
Pam free. where. cenys.
botties, §2.00. ‘L. & JOHNSON & COx Bosion, Mase

WOOD’'S PHOSPHODINE.
The Great English Remedy. . !
Siz Packages Guaranteed to
promptly, and permanently
cure all forms of Nervous
Weakness, Emissions,Sperm-
atorrhea. Impotency and all
effects of __buse or Ewcesses,
Mental Worry, ewcessive use

af Tobacoo, Opium or Stimu-
Beforeand After. yuny, which soon lead to Ine
Armity, Insanity, Consumption and an early grave.
Has been over 85years in thousands of
cases; is the only Reliable and Homest Medicine
known, Askdruggistfor Wood's l’l:n'holllo‘ “l.'ll

leaving the poor girl with a
denuded, ridiculous looking p u;
affair, its erstwhile “‘cachet” lost forever.
—New York Tribune,

< a

Wives Advised to Retnliate.

Father Naraiello of the Church of the
Sacred Heart has received mumerous
plaints of men neglecting their fain-
ilies and spending their money in sa-
loons, He advised the
ceived brutal treatment at (i.e hands of
drunken husbands to retaliate. If drunk-
en husbands construed their warriaga
vows to give them a right to bo. ! their

women not to be afrai

Lrutes, asin nearly every case they would
be found to be great cowards,—Bloom.
field Coy. Philadelphin Press,

Fuddy— The villain!
him swallow his words?

Duddy—How could I, when they
were 8o bitter?

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

Tommy’s pop—A bon mot is some-
thing you tell a friend, and a joke is
something a friend tells you.

But you wmade

offers of marringe since last season.

wives who ro- |

Miss MeFlirter—I have refused seven |

Vﬁg'—Q!it,t a lbfg\t-d

place
Inclose price in letter, and we will send by retura
mal Price, one package, 8$1; six, §5. wil
please, six will cure. Pamphlets free to an
The Wood Complany,
‘Windsor, Ont., Canada.

00k’ CotfonRoot

COMPOUND.

Root
tute, or inclose $1aad 6 cents in postage in letter
ﬂmwmuﬁ.u‘twﬂﬂ;ﬂlm




