
Ride For a Life.
HR®

“Ride day and night; and remem
ber that a human life hangs on your 
success in reaching Blue Ridge with
in forty-eight hours !”

These were the words which, shout
ed into the ears of Alan Warviale, 
from the steps of the Court House at 
Lynchburg, echoed with haunting 
persistency through his mind, as he 
dashed away on his mission, mile af
ter mile, through a blinding tempest 
of wind and rain. Before him lay the 
wildest stretch of country the dis
trict afforded; and he knew that a 
cast shoe,—a mishap to his horse, - 
amid the lonely mountains, leagues 
away from human habitation, would 
sound the knell to his hopes of right
ing a terrible wrong, which involved 
the sacrifice of a human life unless, 
within a certain time, he had carried 
to the jailer at Calhoun the reprieve 
from execution of Edward Malden, 
who lay under death sentence for 
murder.

It was not personal interest, or 
friendship for the doomed man, alone 
which impelled the rider to quick ac
tion. A keen sense of justice had 
caused him to step forward, when 
the messenger brought the reprieve 
to Lynchburg, and made him say 
“I will Undertake the mission, and 
succeed or die!”

He knew what lay before him. He 
knew that, outside of the ordinary 
perils of a ride through the moun
tains, desperate characters menaced 
his safety, and that should his mis
sion be known to these he would be 
relentlessy pursued and never allowed 
to reach Calhoun alive: for, it was 
to these men that Edward Malden 
owed the menace of an ignominious 
death; and his critical position had 
been brought about entirely through 
their enmity.

Within a radius of fifty miles from 
Calhoun there had organized a reck
less band of desperadoes, whose nu
merical strength had led them from 
a careless life of indolence into ac
tual crime. Drifting together, natu
rally, uuder the leadership of an es
caped convict, known as “ Black 
Bill,” they had finally resolved them
selves into a community of bandits; 
and illicit distilling, the robberv of 
cattle ranches, or the pillaging of 
some stage coach, became mingled 
with deeds of violence and death. 
The better class of people in Calhoun 
had appealed for help to the Gov
ernment; and Edward Malden, a de
tective, had been sent to the dis
trict, with orders to leant what he 
could of the band, as also of the 
fate of a previously appointed offi
cer, who had mysteriously disappear
ed.

Three months later, the intelligence 
had been received, at Lynchburg, 
that Malden had been arrested on a 
charge of murder. The evidence 
against him was said to be indis
putable, and he had been convicted 
and sentenced to be hanged.

It was only at the last moment 
that a memorial reached the Govern
or, in which it was clearly and cir
cumstantially stated—on the author
ity of the local Chief of Police — 
that Malden had been convicted on 
evidence specially prepared by emis
saries of the outlaws, and that the 
writer would not only promise to 
prove Malden innocent, within a 
month, but would also elucidate the 
mystery of the disappearance of John 
Reynolds, a detective, wrho, on a 
mission similar to that of Malden, 
had, it was supposed, met his fate 
at the hands of the outlaws in the 
mountains near Calhoun.

Actuated by the apparent sincerity 
of his correspondent, the Governor 
had granted a reprieve—at the last 
moment—only in time to admit of 
Alan Warviale barely reaching Cal
houn before the hour set for the exe
cution of Edward Malden,

The heart-throbs of the reckless 
horseman, beating against the pre
cious reprieve, sevmçd to chronicle 
the swift passing of time. But as 
.the hours flew by, and he was en
abled to pursue his journey uninter
ruptedly, he had become less excited, 
and calculated calmly that his 
chances of reaching Calhoun in time 
,wery Altogether lii his favor, with 
several hours to spare.

It was only when he found himself 
4fl a ^6nely cut, with night coming 
%n. that he began to grow uneasy 
and anxious; and as be allowed his 
horse to proceed slowly over the nn- 
eafe road, lie cast his eyes around 
In search of some light, indicating a 
friendly dwelling where he might re
main until daylight would admit of 
his eafelv resuming his journey.

He urged on his’sttyd as, nearly a 
mite ahead, lie saw the gleam of a 
light. Hut u murmur of disappoint
ment rose to his lips, as be observed 
that the light moved. He was urn- 
able to keep it in view because of . 
terventng rocks and trees, and he had 
•dismissed it from his mind, and was 
proceeding slowly on his journey* 
■when as he emerged intd a little 
stretch of valley, his horse kicked 
something in the path, and shied 
wildly* The horseman's eyes. too 
caught a glitter in the wet grass 

1 halting, he dismounted to exiu.;* 
I ha d, object which attracted

deed, of violence, perhaps murder, 
yen done?
It was not until he had examined 

the locality carefully that, he could 
be tempted to leave the spot, and 
then regretfully, as he thought of his 
mission and the possibility that in 
the vicinity where he now was an 
assassin was rifling or disposing of 
the body of a victim. There was a 
hook on the symbol or pin which he 
had found. He fastened it to his 
breast, and, seated on his horse, was 
ruminating over the mystery, when 
his steed stumbled.

Attention to the animal now re
quired all his thoughts, and he rode 
on for several hours with great care.

•*A light—a house at last!” were 
the welcome words which his lips 
spoke as he entered a forest of trees 
and saw a light gleaming in the dis
tance. A few moments later he dis
mounted before a low, rambling, two- 
story structure, located on the edge 
of a clearing. As he did so, he re
gretted his act, as his loud knocking 
at the door brought forth a low
browed, brutal-visaged man, in re
sponse to the summons, and he saw, 
peering over the man’s shoulders, the 
faces of half-a-dozen others equally 
ill-favored.

*• What do you want ? ’ was de
manded.

Warviale pointed to his horse, and 
eyed the man boldly.

• ‘ a shake-down of hay for my 
horse; a bench by the fireside for my
self.” he replied.

“Come in!” said the man.
The room into which Warviale en

tered was as uninviting in its fur
nishings as were the manners and ap
pearance of its occupants. All, save 
the man who had admitted him, re
sumed their tasks at playing cards 
around a rough table.

The spokesman motioned Warx.-ale 
to a bench near the fireplace, in 
which burned a huge log, the flame 
and heat of which were extremely 
grateful to his chilled, frame. A de
licious sense of langour and comfort 
overcame him. Insensibly he glided 
into a doze; his head fell upon «iis 
breast in profound slumber; and 
then— -

He awoke with a rough shock - 
awoke to find himself lying flat upon 
his back, his hands pinioned, his body 
thrown against a partition, and half 
a dozen men surrounding him, one of 
whom leaned over him, brandishing 
a huge knife.

“You’ve stopped here ‘accidently, 
have you?” broke with a fierce oath 
from the man, while his eyes gleam
ed murderously. “We know what 
hospitality is, my friend : but we 
don't know treachery.”

Warviale endeavored to raise him
self.

“Treachery?” he repeated, vaguely, 
faintly. ” I don’t know what you 
mean.”

“You don’t, eh!” repeated the man. 
with a brutal laugh. “What s this?

He raised an envelope in his hand. 
The prisoner recognized -it, and a 
thrill of alarm traversed his heart,
a vague intelligence of the truth en
tering his mind. It was a letter giv
en to him by a prominent lawyer at 
Lynchburg—his credentials for pre
senting the reprieve to the jailer at 
Calhoun.

“ This fell from your pocket while 
you slept. It’s got the mark of the 
law on the outside. Do you know 
who we are, and what we do with 
spies ? We re Black Bill’s gang; and 
wc kill evfery sneaking deeectiye who 
runs across us,—just as we did Rey
nolds,—just as we will Malden. Your 
time's come, stranger —- prepare to 
die!” . ,

He raised the knife menacingly. 
The prisoner drew no hope from the 
fact that the letter had not been 
opened. He closed his eyes in a iast 
prayer for help. The outlaw nad 
thrown back the prisoner’s coat, as 
if to make surer his aim. Then, as 
if blinded by a sudden flash of .light, 
he fell back with an exclamation of 
dismay and surprise, bis eyes fixed 
on the Maltese cross of steel, pinned, 
carelessly, on the lapel of the pri
soner's vest.

Warviale had noticed tfcis emotion, 
had readily surmised that, in some 
mvsterious manner, the sight of the 
cross bad changed the outlaw's pur
pose. He saw the mall muttering, in 
profound amazement, to a compan
ion; and then, as if coming directly 
from the partition behind him, there 
sounded faint but clear on Warvialc's 
ear, as if whispered Into ft :

■Pretend to be a friend • of the 
band. Speak the word Crevasse.'

A wild inspiration filled Warviales 
mind. Could it be that the c/oss was 
a symbol of the order; that these men 
Invested his possession of it with 
some public sympathy in their work 
and. further, that some friend amour 
them was supplying him with the 
moans of escape ?

The outlaw approached, after hold 
ing a whispered consultation with a 
companion. He released the prison
er's bonds, pointing to a chair, un 
us Warviale seated himself, spid. 
with a constrained tom- :

'My friend, t don't want to make 
am mistake. Who ore you? Itow 

vou bv the pin our Captain al- 
w.ars? What's the meaning of 

letter in your possession?"
•v ale hud decided on W» course

™l

leader came a hearty smile. He ex
tended his hand, enthusiastically.

“Mv friend, he said, ‘'I thought, it 
was all right when I saw that >in.
I see It all now—a game of >ours 
and Black Bill’s on the people of Gal- 

J houn. Here, boys, supper and liquor.
A friend of Black Bill’s mustn't go 
hungry and thirsty.”

Every suspicion subdued. Inspired 
with a new confidence in their visit
or, the outlaws were bent on man ing 
due amends for their previous dis
courtesy, and it was only when War
viale pleaded extreme fatigue that 
they allowed him to seek r*t,—lead
ing him to a little compartment at 
the rear of the main building.

Two thoughts filled War vial-s 
mind, as he lay on the rude couch 
they had given him—thoughts which 
prevented his sleeping, or even dis-< 
robing. It was evident that these 
men expected Black Bill before morn
ing. What, then, would be his fate?

He lay, intensely excited, listening 
to the talk of the men in the next 
room, and finally murmured a sigh 
of relief, os quietness told him they 
had retired to rest. Then he arose 
to a sitting posture, and, stepping 
to the floor, crept cautiously to
wards the opening leading to the 
hall.

All was dark, except where the fire 
irradiated the interior of the main 
apartment. As Warviale thought of 
the letter—which the men had not 
returned to him—and of the expect
ed appearance of Black Bill, he re
solved to escape at all hazards. He 
was about to glide across the floor, 
to the door, when a hand touched 
his own, and a low musical voice 
whispered in his ear :

“ Be silent and cautious, and fol
low me!”

His pulse quickened as he recog
nized the voice as the same which 
had whispered the password. It was 
that of a woman, and the hand 
touching his own was soft and yield
ing as that of some nurtured belle 
of fashion. She led him towards the 
rear of the place. At the open door 
she paused.

“You must leave here now, and at 
once!” she said, hurriedly. “But you 
must take me with you!”

“Take you with me?” repealed 
Warviale, in stupified amazejm'nt.

“Yes,” quietly replied the woman : 
“Do not hesitate.”

“Not for a moment. But I thought 
you were one of them.”

His words were rudely interrupt' d.
A form had sprung from behind him, 
and a pair of brawny hands encir
cled his throat. He discerned his pe
ril in a moment, and recognizing his 
assailant as the head outlaw, he 
struggled violently for the mastery. 
Over and over the ground they roll
ed. The outlaw never relaxed his 
hold on Warvialc’s throat, and the 
eyes of the latter started from his 
head, and he was almost exhausted 
when suddenly the fingers of his as
sailant relaxed. Warviale sprang to 
his feet quickly.

“Come,” said the voice of the wo- 
1 man, tremulously. “I have only 

stunned him with a stone. They will 
pursue us when he recovers!

Under a shed, near the cabin, stood 
Warviale s horse. He unhitched it 
quickly.

“Are there no other horses here? 
he asked.

“Yes, but the stable is locked. Wc 
must not delay now.”

She clambered into the saddle, be- 
hind Warviale, directing him to the 
road, and they spoke not a word as 
they started forth on their journey. 
Mile alter mile was traversed <n si
lence, until dawn, when, as they 
turned a curve in the mountain road, 
a little town came into view.

"It must be Acton," said Warviale 
to his companion.

She "blushed deeply at the admiring 
glance ol his eyes. He could not out 
prolong his gaze, for the face was 
one of rare beauty, the eye* held a 
latent witchery which enthralled and 
captivated him.

If so, it is only ten miles further 
to Calhoun," he added.

He felt hi* companion start.
" Calhoun," she repeated, eagcily, 
You are going there?''
"Yes. as fast as this hors.- can car

ry me. If 1 reach there by ten 
o'clock, I save an innocent man's

He marvelled at the swaying, tret»* 
bling' figure behind him, unable to 
divine the cause of her agitation.

"I don't understand you." she mur
mured. faintly.

" A man named Edward Malden is 
under sentence of death for a murder 
he never committed I go to carry 
the Governor's reprieve. Merciful 
Heavens ! look, we are pursued.'

The woman's agitation, his wonder

cry of
knew It -------------- --
and learned"hls^true character.

Black Bill's appearance had been 
signal for a pursuit.

We are lost !" he cried. "The re
prieve Tor Edward Maiden will never 
arrive.”

“Who speaks that name?” cried a 
voice suddenly and a horseman emerg
ed from a side road leading through 
the mountains, reining in his steul 
with the abruptness of an appuri- 
tiop-

Bearded, roughly dressed, he scarce
ly inspired confidence, yet excited by 
dreadful suspense, Warviale reaffirm
ed his mission.

His words seemed to fill the strang
er with the wildest excitement.

“..Quickî” cried the man. “I 
your journey. Not through the vil
lage—the inhabitants are in sympa
thy with, or fear the bandits. By 
yonder way skirting the forest. It is 
only three hours ride to Calhoun.” 

“And you?” cried Warviale.
“I will face these men.”
“Alone?’*
A wild, derisive laugh broke from 

the stranger’s lips.
“Trust that to me!” he cried. 

“Hasten!”
Warviale did not wait for a sec

ond bidding. Even when the sounds 
of rapid shooting broke upon his ear 
he spurred on his horse. They seem
ed past pursuit; for when the inter
vening woods shut out the sight of 
the place where they met the strang
er, there were no signs of pursuers.

Once he turned to his companion, 
insisting that she must be weary. 
But, with feverish impatience she 
hurried him(on, and her excitement 
was intense as, one hour before the 
time appointed for the execution of 
Edward Malden, the brave steed land
ed them before the jail of Calhoun. 
Already the preparations for the exe
cution were being made.

Keeping close by Warviale’s side, 
the woman he had so strangely met 
stood with bated breath and gleam
ing eyes, as the jetiler read the re
prieve and ordered the prisoner to 
be brought to him to announce the 
welcome intelligence.

A cry of surprise broke from War
viale’s lips as the prisoner entered 
the apartment. The woman sprang 
forward and, in a wild torrent of 
emotion, flung herself on the prison
er’s neck.

“In Heaven’s name what does this 
mean?” ejaculated Warviale.

And the prisoner looking up quiet
ly replied, smilingly :

“She is my sister.”
He sustained the proud claim of 

relationship, six months later, when 
he gave that same sister away, at the 
altar, to the man she loved— Alan 
Warviale himself.

Malden was a free man then, en* 
tirely cleared of the imputation of 
guilt which had been confessed by 
Black Bill,—that the crime had been 
committed by one of the band and 
fastened on the detective to keep 
other officers from disturbing them. 
For Black Bill had been captured, 
and the mysterious correspondent of 
the Chief of Police repealed himself 
at last, being no less a person than 
the detective, John Reynolds, who 
was supposed to have been killed,

It was Black Bill who had been 
captured by Reynolds; and the Malt
ese cross had fallen from the outlaw 
in the struggle, where Warviale had 
found it. Later, his prisoner having 
been secured among friends, Reynolds 
was making his way to Calhoun 
when he so advantageously met War
viale, and in a bold fight routed the 
pursuing bandits. He forced Black 
Bill to a confession and a month 
later the gang was dispersed or cap
tured.

As to Eleanor Malden, she had been 
held by the bandits, after her bro
ther’s arrest, as her testimony would 
prove an alibi for Rim. She had se«*n 
Warviale a captive in the hands of 
the outlaws, and had whispered the 
password she had learned, just »n 
time to save his life, a benefit which 
became mutual when they escaped to
gether to carry to a beloved broti 
the Governor's reprieve.

Mr. Michael 
moved the follov

■Conway t--------
ivlng resolution 

, Nationaliste, plt„
vu,»,,..™ that the cause for whit., 
the martyrs died is os strong to-day 
as when they sacrificed their lives • 
and that wo further pledge ourselves 
to continue the struggle until Ire
land’s freedom is an accomplished 
fact.v

The resolution was seconded by Mr. 
James Barrett, supported by Mr. 
John Daly, Mr. T. I). Sullivan, and 
carried.

When we have good blood we are 
'• healthy, strong, vigorous, and full of
Pursue1 ljfe an(} Pnergy. Hood's Sarsaoarilla 

makes good blood.

Mr. William O’Malley. M.P.. who. 
by choice of his colleagues, opened 
the debate on the Irish language 
question in the House recently, con
cluded an able and eloouent speech in 
the following words :

We have heard a good deal in the 
last three or four years of your rob
bing us by over-taxation of some 
two and a half millions a year for 
many years. That loss of ours has 
been to your material advantage; but 
in robbing us of our langi/hge vou 
have taken from us that which does 
not enrich you, but makes us poor 
indeed. Give us back our language. 
Do something genuine and substan
tial towards restoring to us, through 
our primary and intermediate schools, 
our old tongue. At all events, en
able our children in those Irish-speak
ing districts that I have referred to, 
as Welsh children are enabled, to ac
quire a proper knowledge of English, 
which is now* more necessary than 
ever for their proper equipment

, lit. - r i:#~ If unit Hn

A RECORD IN BLOOD.

THE IRISH LANGUAGE.

ccountanl and Liquidator
180 ST. JAMES STREET, 

..Montreal..

Fifteen yeere experience in connec
tion with the liquidation of Private 
and Insolvent Estates. Auditing 
Books and preparing Annual Reporte 
for private firms, and publie corpora
tions a specialty.

the battle of life. If you do this, 
and thus respond to the universal 
and passionate demand of the Irish 
people and the Irish race, you will 
be doing but simple justice; but be
lieve me that in doing so you vvill be 
going a long way towards making 
reparation for the countless wrongs 
that England has inflicted upon Ire

Loans negotiated on Real Estate. 
Superintendence of Real Estate, such 
as Renting, Collection of Bents, and 
Repairs. Fire and Life Insurance. 
Valuations made of Heal Estate. Per
sonal supervision given to all mat-
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Horses and cattle have colic. and 
cramps. Pain-Killer will cure them 
evefy time. Half a bottle in hot 
water repeated a few times. Avoid 
substitutes; there Is but one Pain- 
Killer, Perry-Davls’. 25c and 50c.

SALE OF INVENTIONS.

Webster G. Hheperd assigned to the 
Tucker Bicycle Wood Working Co. an 
enlire right to letters-nutent for 
bending wood. Consideration $1,500.

(In March, 14th, 1000, Henry W. 
Fobe.v assigned to the Irwin Railway 
Signal Co., of Chicago, III., all his 
right, title and interest in and to 
patent 380,22H, dated September 
11th. 1888, (or railway signals. Con 
sidération. $2,500.

On March 1, 1000, I. L. I-andle as
signed to ,1 aines A. Morgan, of Kan
sas City, Mo., the exclusive right, 
title and interest in and to patent 
500,804, on a whlffletree hook for 
85.000.

C. B. Jones and Walter V. Hupp 
assigned to the Niagara Hydraulic 
Engine Co., the exclusive right to 
[talent 520,014, for an hydraulic 
ram. The assignment was recorded 
March 7. and the consideration stat 
ed as $25,000.

The records of the Patent Office 
show that on or about February 28, 
3 000. the Walter A. Wood Mowing 
Machine Co., et al., assigned to the 
Xorthwvtersn Grass Twine Co., ol St. 
Paul, Minn., and elsewhere a series 
of patents relating to twine ma
chines. The consideration * stated 
885.000.

(Communication from Messrs. Ma
rion * Marion, patent attorneys. 
New York Life Building. Montreal.)

BUSINESS MEN.

The record of Hood’s Sarsaparilla 
is literally written in the blood of 
millions of people to whom it has 
given ggod health. It ie all the time 
■curing diseases of the stomaob. 
nerves, kidneys and blood, and It ie 
doing good every day to thousands 
who are taking It for poor appetite, 
tired feeling and general debility. It 
is the best medicine-money can buy.

Hood's Pills 
Price, 25 cents..

are non-irritating.

The shrewd merchant knows where 
to place his advertisements. Why not 
try our columns. Our rates are rear 
sonable. Our paper reaches near and 
far in every parish in the City and 
Province in Canada.

(live our columns a trial. Send for 
rates to our office, "True Witness P, 
& P. Co.'y" Limited, 3 Busby street, 
Montreal., • • • i ■ ■ ' ' '
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ARE T
children growing 
Stronger each month 
trifle heavier? Oris 
them growing the 
way?, Gr--:- “

MANCHESTER MARTY ILS 
RIAL.

MEMO-

The memorial which hits been erect
ed in Moston Cemetery. Manchester, 
to the Manchester martyrs, was un 
wiled recently, by Mr. Jjlhn Dalyveiled recently, liy Mr. Jjlhn Italy. 

„i„ 3 mayor of Umericle. T he ceremony 
ely ' wit attended by delegate* of the 

* Irish National league, the Irish Na
tional Federation, and other 
from all parts of Ireland an 
Britain, and rhe prodession

INTKMATKMAL LIMITED.
VtOXTKKAI. to CHICAGO.

Leaven Montreal daily at » a m.. arrives Corn- 
1"'

8il01'®55rSii.2iW.,<?.Hope 1.87 d ro , Toronto 4 25' v m . H«
5 26 d m- • Woodstock « 45 p m , London 7.

6t Pant tied Mlnneaiioili sat
Montreal. Portland and Old

Or«»iHrd Nerwlce.
' - " - .S.Wn.m. an<i ^ 45 p m

Ask die girl 
who has tested it.

Aik any one who has used 
Surprise Soap If It k not, a pure 
hard soap;th*mo*t satisfactory 
soap and molt economical 

Those who try Surprise 
always continue to use ft.
Surprise h.pmhan! so,p.

to the Fair Sei!
PERFECT BUSTS by th

- ^*1 •
ORIENTAL Powder t
the only Powder that ae-sninK tdr ‘
month», and cures 

i pepsin and Lira 
plaint.

Price per box, with di- 
one, SI-00;«war '"‘6o“

General Agent for the 
Dominion:

IASS St. Catktrine Street,Montreal.
United SUtes : G, L. os Mabtioht, Druggist 

Manchester, N • H.
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Killer.
Itself.

DIARRHOEA, COUGHS,

New
Publications.

B. HERDER,
«7 ». Broadway, ■,.Lewis,'M*-

BECKEh, REV. WM., 8.J.—Christian 
Education, or the Dutlce of Par
ente. Rendered from the German in
to English by a Prient of the Dio- 
ceae of Cleveland, 12mo. 424pages, 
Cloth, 11.35 net.

BELLO RD. HT. REV. JAMES, D.D. 
—Titular Bishop of Melevia, Vicar 
Apostolic ot Gibraltar. 0«*llnee of 
Meditations. Extracted from t» 
Meditations of Dr. -John Michwd 
Krouet. S.J., 18 mo. 1» end 18U 
pages. Cloth-— -40 net.

KÜKMMEL KONRAD.—In the Turk
ish Camp and OtherJ»toriee. From
the German by Mary Richarde 
Gray. 18mo. ISO pages ‘"-loth, spe
cial cover design.— 50.
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