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NO. 17.

N. D. BECK,

{Buccessor to Royal & Prud’homme)
Barrister. Attorney, &c,
Soliettor for the Credit Foncler Franco-
Canadien.

OFFICE NEXT BANK OF MONTREAL.

McPHILLIPS BROS.,
Dominion Land Surveyors and Civil
Engineers,

G. McPhillips, Frank MoPhillips and B. C.
. : MecPhillips.

ROOM 10 BIGGS BLOOK, WINNIPEG,
\&-.g

MUNSON & ALLAN,
Barristers, Attorneys, Solicitors, &c.
Ofices McIntyre Block, Main Street, Winni-
peg; Manitoba.

J. H, D, MUNBON. G. W. ALLAN,

M¢PHILLIPS & WILKE S,

natrhleu, Attornevs, Solicitors, &c.
Hargrave Block, 826 Main St,

L. @, MOPHILLIPS. A. E. WILKES

¥, MARIAGGI, Chef de Cuisine.

RESTAUR

316. Main Sireet, - - Winnipeg.

DINNER FROM 12 TO 2,235 CENTS,

—_—

#F CATERING FOR PRIvaTE PARTIES, "By
MAROTTA & MARTAGGI, Prep's.

DR. DUFRESNE,
Physician, Surgeon and Obstetrician
COR. MAIN AND MARKET STS.
Opposite City Hall, Winnipeg, Man.

. CONNOLLY BROS.,
"i‘! BUTCHERS,

have resumed business with a large
ana choice stock of :

MEATS, GAME, POULRY, RTC,
| 3:42 MAIN s;z;TE;,- v;gl;nrpm,

&

facy A call respectfully solicited and satis

On guaranteed.

ROOMS AND BOARD.,

Excellent Board and Rooms may be ob-
ro bed in ageod and central locality and at

Aionable rates. Apply at 88 Carlton, near
Corner of York ssreet. nv2l

EDWARD KELLY,

STEAM ND HOT WATER HEATING,

PLUMBING AND GASFITTING, -
93 FPortage Avenue, = Winaipeg.

Plans, Specifications -
highed on application, an:i ].ng:xn:_.ltle.s fur

———————-

i M. CONwWAY

 General Auctioneer aud Valuatar

Rooms Cor Main & Portage Ave,

Sales of Furniture, Horses Implements
*» every Fridayat 2 p.m. Country Sales of
8rm Stock, &o., promptly attended to. Cash
;g‘?anead on consignments of goods. Terms
veral and all business strictly confidentia,

D. HALLEIN.

FIRST - CLASS TAILOR AND CUTTER.

[—

Repairing a Specinity,
Prieces Most Reasonable,

48 McDermott, St., Winnipeg

RADIGER & Co.

 VINES, LIGUORS & CIGARS,

477 MAIN STREET. ,
4 special stock for the holiday trade at

low prices.
°\

ALEX. SMITH & CO.,

Brokers ani Commisgiog Merchants,

I:-t Floor, Mcintyre Block, Main 81,
goodb:ml advancés made on all kinds of
Note.' merchandise, or other ecollaterals,
AR tg;noounted, &e., &e.

Rsactions strictly confidential,

ALEX. SMUIH & €O, °

ANT FRANCAIS,

CHRISTMAS,

BY MRS. A. MAC GILLIS, WINNIPEG.

Hark! the Christma3s bells are ringing
Through the frosty air again,

And the Angel Choirs are singing,
“Peace on earth, good will to men.”

See their radiant forms appearirg,
Hear their song’s melodious strain,
Glory, glory in the Highest,
*Peace on ear.h, good will to men.”

*  While the Christ, the Lord of Glory,
Slumbers where the oxen feed,
And the Virgin Mother keepeth
‘Watch beside His humble bed..

Now, with lewly reverence bending
‘Worshippers of every place

Thanks and praise to Heaven are seuding
Fortk.e blessed “‘Prince of Peace.”

Hear the organ ‘softly pealing;
Ushering in the happy morn;

Louder now the notes are swelling
“Unto us & Child 18 born.”

“Untoe us a son is glven”’
Spread the joyful tidings round,
Tidings sent to earth from Heaven,
All may hear the joyful sound.

Many a hundred years have vanished,
Many generations sleep,

Since the dawning of that morning
‘Which with joyiul hearts we keep.

Sti1] the same bright Nvars ate shining,
Which of old 1it up the plain;

‘Where the Shepherds watch were keeping
‘When eame by the Angel train.

Singing, “Glory in the Highest, «
To the world is bora a prince
In the City of King David, .
ho shall save men irom their gins.”
In the East one Star appearing,
Brighter shone upon the way, :
Showing to the wondering Wise Men
Where the Babe of Bethiehem lay.

Beacon Star, how many wearg, .
‘Wand’ring souls have seen thy light -

Shining o'er their pathway dreary
Making even darkness bright.

' Kin, s have seen and blessed thy rising
Princes, nations yet to come
S8hall, when we 1n dust are sleeping,

Bless the beams that guide them home. |

8tar of Bethlehem, may noshadow
Ever hide trom us thy light!

8hine, as outward vis!on darkens,
Brighter to our inwara sight.

‘Welcome Christmass! Happy season,
Thy return we hail once more.
and gladness,

‘Welcome! bringing j(g
chand poor.

Cheering hearts of

THE AMULET
CHAPTER IX.
GERONIMO RESURRECTED,
(CONTINUED.)

For a long time Julio remained, with a
smile of hdppiness upon his lips, in mute
admiration, and, perhaps scarcely aware
of what he was doing, he ranged the
crowns in a line and counted them; then
he separated them into piles of pieces
each; then he tossed them from hand
to hand, until, wearied of this amuse-
ment, he looked at them musingly. At
last he exclaimed in a joyous outbreak:

“Two hundred crowns! What will
do with them? How will I spend them?
Shall I drink Malmsey, Musatel, the very
best, such as brings pleasure to the heart?
But at that rate I shall soon see the end
of my money. Shall 1 play for florins
and crowns? That would be an excellent
means, certainly, of either becoming a
hundred times richer or of losing every
farthing. Strange! how fearful and ava
ricious money makes me! I do not even
care to play; no, I will et doit. I will
dress like a nobleman; in satin, velvet,
and silk; I will drink'and eat of the most
oxquisite dishes; Iwill live in luxury
and abundance, as though the world was
a terrestrial paradise. Ah, what a glori-
ous life!

But what a cowardly wretch I am. My
only anxiety 18 to know to spend or rath-
er to squander this treasure, and at this
moment there lives, far’ from me, one
who perhaps is stretching out her hand
to me to beg an alms. My poor mother.
she may even need bread. Were she to
curse her ungrateful son, would he not
have deserved it a hundred times? I am
afraid of myself. With ten crowns, with
the twentieth part of what I am going to
throw away in dissipation, she might be
saved from misery for more thana year.
Why did I not give twenty crowns to
my master to - send to her? Suppose I
return to the factory to execute this
good thought. Impossible! Sighor Tur
chi would be enraged; besides, I have
no confidence in him. I will inquire,
when 1n Germany, if she still lives, and
ifshe be in want I will send her money.’

He took up twenty crowns, one by one
from the table, counted them, regarded
them wistfully, and said, as he dropped
them into his pocket:

‘Twenty crowns! that is'a large sum;
but it may make my blind old mother
bappy. I will put her portion by itself.’

His eye again rested on the glittering

coin, The sight appeared to deject him.

7

‘How visibly it has diminished’ he said
sighing, ‘I believed my treasure inex-
haustible, and by one thought the itwen-
tieth part has disappeared. Will it not
goas fast in Germany? Will not gamb-
ling and drinking deprive me of the
whole in a few months and leave me in
misery. What sombre thoughts. A mo-
ment ago, and everything wore a smiling
aspect; now, my mind is tortured by fear
and anxiety. But why need I be troub-
led. When I have spent the two hun-
dred crowns, Signor Turchi will send me
more. But it is not well to rely too much
upon that; his head may fall under the
axe of the executioner, In that case I
would be as badly off ‘myself, The dis-
covery would drive me from Germany
into Netherlands 6r Italy, lnstead of
living in Juxury, I would infallibly fall
into the lion’s jaw, and the gallows or
the wheel would be my*well-merited fate.
But if the murdeérer of 6ieronimo be not
discovered, I can retush quietly, and my
master would receive rhe kindly for fear
I woul betray hissecrets. That depends
in a great measure upon my care ot ac-
quitting myself of the task entrusted to
me. I will accomplish it loyally and well.
The sight of this gold ng longer gives me
pleasure. A full cup of wine first, and
then to work bravely.’

He uncorked one of -the bottles and
half emptied it; then muttering a few
words as to the strength and energy im-
parted by the liquor, he took the lamp,
and fixing his eye on the bottle, said:

‘It will take me only § fow minutes to
throw the body into thé&grave and fill it
up; but the rest of the work will require
more than an hour. That is a long time
to be separated from you, is it mot? To
keep me company, I will fake the half-
empty bottle; that will pot hinder me
from doing my duty properly; on the
contrary, it will give me courage and
strength. Now to work.

He re-corked the bottlg, put it inside
of his doublet, took the lamp, and slowly
descended the staircage.

The passage 1éading into the cellar in
which Julio had thrown Geronimo's body
was rather long, and he had time to feel
the‘effect of the wine, and it so raised
his spirits that he commenced jesting
about his past anxiety, and on nearing
the cellar he sang the first notes of a
Jjoyful rong. ! ‘
But the words expired upon his lips,
he trembled in every limb, and turned
ashy pale.
A voice anawered him from the cellar.
Imimovable from terror, Julio fixed his
eyes upon the door, and strove to com-
prehand the words which fell indistinct-
ly upon his ear,
‘Heavens!' he exclaimed, ‘it is Gero-
nimo; he lives!’
Shuddering, he withdrew a short dis-
tance down the passage, and was for a
time as motionless as a statue. At last,
with deep emotion, he said:

‘What can this mean? The sigror said
at the first thrust his dagger met metal,
but that the wound in his neck was deep.

‘What shall I do. Shall 1 let him live?
He was painfully undecided. :
‘Impossible!’ he said. ‘It would be

the death warrant of both my master

and myself. T must choose between his
death and ours, Implacable fatality
urges me on—in truth, I have no choice.

One blow, and all isover. I must not

hesitate; my knife is sharp.’

He drew his dagger from its scabbard,
examined the blade, tried it with his fin-
ger. He shuddered, and a cry of hortor
escaped him.,

‘Fatal position!’ he exclaimed. *To
Inll a man in cold blood! an innocent
man! What harm has poor Geronimo
ever done to me? Stab him! My heart
fails me—I cannot perpetrate such a cru-
elty. Aund yet.and yet I must! The
crime horrifies me, but I have no alter-
native. Only by the sacrifice of his life
can my master escape the scaffold, and I
the gallows. Fate irresistably pursues
me; I am the slave of necessity—I must
follow whither it leads.’

With staggering step and a blind fren-
zy, Julio ran down the- passage, caught
his dagger between hus teeth, put the
key in the look, and turned the light so
that it might fall upon his victim,

He stopped trembling in the middle

Suppose it were merely a flesh wound? |-

his eye rested on Geronimo. He had
indeed drawn his dagger to complete
the horrible crime; but now, touched
and moved by compassion, he considered
the unfortunate young man, who extend-
ed to him his suppliant hands and begg-
ed for help, »

Geronimo was kneeling on the side of
the grave which had been dug to receive
his corpse. His face was partly covered
with clotted blcod;. the portion visible
was excessively pale, and his cheeks
were 80 sunken that those few days of
suffering had left only the skin to cover
his bones. His eyes, rolling wildly, were
sunk in their rockets; his neck, weaken-
ed by the wound, could not support his
head, which fell upon his right shoulder.
His clpthes were blood-stained and cov-
ered with dirt. 1t was evident that in
his struggle against death he had dragged
himself around the tomb to try, if possi-
ble, to escapeit. :

‘Whoever you may be,’ cried out Gero-
nimo, ‘for the love of God, one drop of
water.

His voice was weak, but capable of
moving the hardest heart:

Julio shook his head, without speak-
ing. :

‘Water, water, repeated the young|
man. ‘] am burning up, consumed by
thirst.  Water, water; one drop of wa-
ter.” Save me from a frightful death.’

Moved by pity and - forgetting, as it
were, his own situation, Julio thrust his
hand under his doublet, drew out the
bottle, uncorked it, and without speak-
ing gave it to the wounded gentleman.
He uttered a cry of joy, seized the boitle
with feverish energy, and kissed with
transport the hand which presented him
the saving beverage. i

Julio, with palpitating heart, watched
the unfortunate Geronimo, as with trem-
bling joy he placed the bottle to his lips,
as if the contents were imparting to him
anew life. ’ '
And indeed, after having quafled a
deep draught, ‘Geronimo appeared to
have new strength; for a sweet smile ap-
peared upon his face, his eyes sparkled
with gratitude, and lifting his hands to
Julio, he said:

‘May God bless you; you have saved
me from a frightful death., May heaven
hear my prayer and reward you on the
day of judgment for allthe good I may
have done in my life, The light blinded
me; I could not see. Are you not Julio?
This recognition struck Geronimo with
terror, and in a feeble and discourdged
voice he said:

‘Julio, Julio, you pushed me into the
chair!’

‘Then seeing the dagger in Julio’s hands
he shuddered. '

‘A dagger in your hand! Ah!
come to kill me?’" :
“Yes, signor,” replied Julio, sadly, ‘I
come to take your life; but do not sup-
pose I fulfill this fatal mission without
emotion; on thé contrary, my heart
bleeds for you, and I feel an indescriba-
ble repugnance to deal the fatal blow.”
‘Ah, you are not merciless; you will

you

have pity on'me,’ said Geronimo.

‘Impossible,’ replied Julio. ‘Fatality
governs us both; it has irrevocably con-
demned you to deuth, and me to inhu-
manity. All prayer,all supplication is use-
less; nothing can save your life, I beg
you, signor, not to increase the difficul-
ties of my task; accept with resignation
o fate you cannot escape.’

A sharp cry escaped Geronimo, as
these unfeeling words convinced him
that all hope was lost.

‘My God? he exclaimed,is it then true
that this dungeon is to become my tomb?
Must I die without confession? Shall
my body lie in unconsecrated ground?
Ob, mercy, mercy.’ . ‘

‘Necessity is a merciless law, signor)
replied Julio, ‘And I have more cause
than you to complain of its harshness.
You, at least, will receive in heaven the
recompense of your innocent life, while
I must commit here a crime from which
I recoil with horror, but which is . forced
upon me by an irresistable power, and
for which my poor soul will stand accus-
ed before the judgement-seat of God.
But do not cherish a deceitful hope;
.there is no hope for you. Before I depart

| from here, that grave must receive your

of the cellar, and pity filled his soul as

body. That Idid not immediately on
entering fulfill my sad mission is partly

owing to the faot that an uncontrollable
passion paralyzed my arm, but still more,
to my desire to afford you time to say
some prayers. Therefore prepare your
soul for its last passage. I will wait pa-
tiently even for a quarter of an hour.
Pray with & tranquil mind—I will not
strike without giving ndtice.’

Saying these words, Julio put down
the lamp, replaced his dagger in its
scabbard, and seated himselt on a- block
of wood which was in a corner of the
‘cellar. .

Geronimo, overwhelmed by Julio’s in-
sensibility, bowed his head upon his
breast. For some time he neither spoke
nor moved, seeming toaccept his fate
with complete resignation. But the ter-
ror of death again possessed him.

‘Impossiblel’ ‘he exclaimed. ¢You'
will not kill me, Julio? I conjure you,
by your soul’s salvation, not to imbrue
your Hands in my blood.’ .

And the unfortunate young man en-
deavored to drag his feeble body to Ju-
Lo’s feet; but the latter drew his dagger
in a threatening manner. ‘
Geronimo uttered a cry of despair,
crawled back to the side of the grave,
and fell exhansted on the ground, where
he bewept his sad fate. -~ - :

His stifled sobs were so heart-break--
ing that Julio's soul was stirred -within
him, and without being conscious of it,
he wiped away the tears which fell from
his eves. ‘

* In a voice full of compassion he said:
‘Come, signor, be calm, and submit
with resignition'to the irrevocable de-
cree of fate. When one has lived like
you in the fear of God, honorably and
loyally, death is but the passage to a
better life.’ g
A cry of indignation mingled with the
convalsive sobs of the young gentleman.
‘T understand you,’ said Julio; ‘you
think that my pity is & cruel irony: you
believe me to be mhuman.  Even in the
tomb you might justly call down male-
dictions on the head of the -murderer
who of his own will and choice would .
deprive you of life. But, alas! signor, I
have neither will nor choice in the mat-
ter. To morrow the officer of justice will
search this house and cellar.
‘To-morrow!' exclaimed Geronimo, a
new hope springing up in his heart,
‘If I let you live, they would infallibly .
find you here, pursued Julio. ' ‘This hope
inspires you with joy; vain hope, signor,
for gshould it be realized, my master
would perish on the scaffold, and I would
expiate my crime on the gallows.!
‘Julio,’ said Geronimo, beseechingly,
‘I remove all suspicion from you; I will
declare you innocent; I will reward yonm
magnificently. .
‘It would be useless, signor. The law
knows no mercy. My master would be-
tray the part I hiad in the deed; and do
you think the judges would pardon me
for having pushed you into the chair?
‘Save me, spare my life, Julio; and if
necessary for your acquittal, I will kneel

| to the bailiff, I will appeal to the emper-

or himselfs
‘There is another reason, unknown to
you, signor,’ replied Julio, bitterly. ‘I:
am a fugitive, condemned to death by
the laws of Italy. My master alone knows
my real name. The least infidelity on
my part would make him deliver me
into the hands of those whofor five years
bave been seekingme. Think you, then
that it is in my power o sparé you? It
is my own and iny master’s death” you
demand. And what a death! For him
the axe of the executioner and eternal
infamy to his family; for me, the rack, .
the wheel, the gallows, Do not blame
me then, signar; do not contend against
implacable fate; employ your last mo-
ments in prayer, or tell me that you are
ready to receive the mortal blow. Noth-
ing can save you; that open tomb tells
you a sad but pitiless truth. Again I beg
you, signor, lift up your heart to God '
and do not force me to make use of sud-
den violence.'
. ‘Die 80 young and guiltlegs!’ lamented
Geronimo. ‘Never again to see the light
of heaven. O Mary, my beloved. How
you will deplore my fate! My poor uncle!
sorrow will bring your gray hairs to the
grave.’ : R o
The accents of despair made Julio
shudder; but he said in a cold manner:
. 10 BE CONTINUED, '




