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both lowed very dearly. It 
while the child 
father waa obliged to take a long journey 
to the far-distant city. It 
him to take his wife and child, so he left 
them at borne and travelled alone.

“In that freat city he saw many new 
things, which, having lived in the peace
ful little hamlet up among the 
all his life, be had never 
desired to take borne to his wife 
these new things which seemed to him so 
wonderful. And the 
be could take, it seemed to him, was a 
mirror. He wished to take borne to his 
wife the pleasure and surprise he had ex
perienced when he first looked into a mir- 

So he took one home to his wile.
“When he arrived home he gave the 

present to his wife, and for the first time 
she looked into a mirror. ‘What do you 
see ?’ her husband asked. She replied : 
•I declare! I see a very pretty woman. 
She wears her hair just as I do mine, and 
she smiles and moves her lips as if she 
were talking to me.* Her husband told 
her that the mirror was a present for her 
and he hoped she would use it every day. 
But the wile thought it far too beautiful and 
rare and costly a gift to use every day ; so 
she put it carefully away and never spoke 
about it to the little daughter, who grew 
more beautiful and more like her mother 
every day.

“Bv-and-bye a great misfortune fell upo" 
that little household. The wife and mother 
tell sick and it was soon evident that she 
must die. As she lay upon her death bed 
she called her little daughter to her and 
told her that she was going to lose her 
mother lorever. She could point to no 
lutore life after death, in which they should 
be reunited. But the love and simplicity 
of her heart she did the best she could ; she 
told her little daughter about the wonder
ful mirror. ‘After 1 am dead,’ she said, 
take down that box and look into the mir
ror that it contains. There you will see 
my face. And I want you to look into the 
mirror every day, that you may never 
iorget your mother and that you may grow 
like me, more and more, evenr day.’
“So the mother died. Tbe little girl 

did as she had been told, and in the won
derful mirror she thought she saw her 
mother's face, young and beautiful, not as 
she had seen her, pale and ill as she lay 
dying, but fair and fresh as she had looked 
before the fatal illness. And the little girl 
looked into the mirror every day, and 
thought ot her mother and her many lovely 
ways, and so it came about that she grew 
to be more and more like her mother as the 
years went oy.”
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long enough to tell his tuber of Us cow
ardly crime, and obtain hie forgiveness.

llr. Heron finished bia tele with bowed 
bead and hoaky voice, end my heart ached 
for the old man in bia trooble.

і “You are with friends,” sbe «id, “bat 
you must not speak, you will know all 
about it when yee are a little better.'* 

“Havel been ill P**I enquired. 
“Yea," she replied; “very Ш, bet you 

out of danger.” Jest then the

Things went on like tbia for about three 
Months, till one day I was called into my •K allowing 1before, tie Follow the Directions on the Wrapper.principal's sanctum and dismissed. Of 
ooarae, I demanded an immediate explana- ■POf

thetion. Mr. Heron sneered, and my blood the poorwonderful giftwas said, and in a fewNothing
weeks I was back in the office. But some
how business seemed to take 
often to Glasgow. Murdoch gave me many 
a sly hit; he had guessed my secret at 
once, for Margaret Arneston's plain face 
was the one face in the world to me.

By and by Mr. Heron saw how matters 
stood, and soon I had a snug little home" to 
offer Margaret. The object of tbe cheque 
was never again mentioned between us, 
but I was repaid over and over again for 
the agony I had endured in the three tnn-

began to boil. I felt as if I could have 
ikilled him as he said—

“No heroics, if you please, Blair, but
door opened, and the doctor entered. V foot repro 

a soot 
able faüu

“Well, young man,” he said, grimly, 
“so we are to pull you through after all."

• Doctor,” I begged eagerly, “tell me 
how all this happened. Where am I ? 
Who brought me here?”

“Just yon let all those question rest for 
the present,” replied the doctor. “Try 
and sleep, and rest with the assurance that 
all is well—tomorrow, if yon are strong 
enough, you shall be enlightened.”

I was too weak to protest. A feeling of 
rest and peace gradually stole over me, 
and 1 fell asleep.

Next morning I felt very much stronger, 
and gradually memory returned. I re
membered perfectly my cruel dismissal, my 
leaving for Glasgow, the blood-curdling 
episodes of the journey, then a blank till 
my awakening in my present position— 
what was in between was a mystery to me. 
and by the time tbe doctor arrived I was 
in a perfect fever of impatience. At last he 
entered the room, and I began at once.

“Doctor,” I said, “now you must tell 
me what has happened. I shall never get 
well till I know the meaning of this.”

For answer the doctor seated himself by

pretty
thank your stars lam not to prosecute;

1for your widowed mother's sake I refrain, 
*ut not another day do you stay here.”

“Mr. Heron,” I began, as calmly as my 
indignation would permit me, “I demand 
.to know what you dismiss me for ?”

“For theft,” he answered cur*ly. “For 
-months it has been going on. Everything 
pointed to you as the culprit, but I was 
loth to believe that the son of William 
Blair could have fallen so low, but this day

,
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has proved it.”
“In what way ?”1 enquired, sarcastically.
Mr. Heron’s" face flashed angrily—more 

at my tone than my words, I think.
“You have overreached yourself this 

time,” he said. “Tbe cheque you so cle
verly forged my name to was suspected. 
As a rale one uses hie cheque straight
forward, and it would have answered yonr 
purpose better had you not clumsily sup
posed it would avert suspicion, and used 
the last in the book.”

In vain I protested—threatened—de
manded a clear explanation. Mr. Heron 
simply ignored my request, and sternly 
pointed to the door.

“Go,” he said, “and never darken 
my door again. Once your father be
friended me, and for the memory of that 
I let you go free.”

Mr. Heron’s stern face is the last tbirg

A FAMOUS BLACK LIST.

The '-Index Bxpurgatorlus,** That Included 
the Works оГ Hugo and Balsac.

Many people most often have wondered 
what the “Index Expurgatorins," really is 
—that famous “black list,” which has 
numbered among its names those of Balzsc, 
Renan, Victor Hugo, Voltaire, and more 
recently M. Zola.

The “Index” is a committee of priests 
who report to a body of cardinab chosen 
by the Pope, and has been in existence for 
three hundred and fifty years. Its function 
is to read all new books which bear, direc t
ly or indirectly, on faith, or morals, or 
ecclesiastical discipline, or civil society.

Its sentences are of three kinds. Either 
the book is prohibited absolutely, in which 
case he who reads or sells it may be dis
ciplined by the church ; or it is allowed to 
be read only by priests, who are anpposed 
to be contagion-proof ; or the judgment of 
the “Index” is suspended, in order to afford 
the author an opportunity of amending the 
offensive passages.

The object ot the institution was to sup
press the publication of protestant or anti
roman ist doctrines : and as, at the time 
ot its establishment, it was a doctrine ot the 
church that the earth did not move, there 
were a good many books which tell 
under the censorship of the ‘"Index.”

At the beginning of this century, when 
liberal views penetrated the church and 
Vatican, the office ot clerical expurgator 
became a sinecure. But when Pius VII. 
returned to Rome after his captivity, he 
was embittered against liberalism and he 
revived the “Index” in full vigor. Under 
his direction, a complete list ot books 
which were under the ban was compiled 
and
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і the bedside and took my hand.
‘■Young man,” he began, “didn't I tell 

you not to trouble yourself about any
thing ?”

“Yes, doctor,” 1 answered, “but I can't 
help troubling myself. If you only knew—”

“I know all about it,” interrupted he, 
“and just you lie quiet till I tell you. You 
left Mr. Heron’s office on the 21st of June, 
exactly seven weeks ago.”

“Seven weeks !” I shouted, in:reduously,
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I distinctly remember. I have a hizy re- 
•collection of putting on my coat and hat, 
•walking through the inner office amongst 
the clerks, who eyed me curiously, and of 
walking the whole of Princess street. I 
could not realise whit had happened ; it 
came upon me with such a shock that I felt 
<lazsd and stupid.

Suddenly 1 thought of Murdoch. Mur
doch was a lawyer in Glasgow. We had 
been last friends since the day we both en
tered the same office—raw country lads we 
-were, too. From the very first we drew 

We shared the same rooms f or
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the DISTILLERS.№sitting up in sheer amazement.
“Lie down at once,” said the doctor, 

will hear no more. V.I- sharply, “or you 
You left the office, as I said, seven weeks 
ago, took train for Glasgow, fainted in 
the carriage, and here you are.”

“Ami what about the old man that was

'м/жт,тж*лтжStatistic*.
t‘My good mao,’ said the severe Indy, 

’have you ever stopped to think how much 
money is wasted each, year for tobacco and 
rum? ’

‘No, mum, I hsin’t, 'answered the object.
'Its takin’ all my time jist now to figger 

out how many poor families could be sup
ported of! the price of the extra cloth women 
puts in their sleeves.”

MONTREAL,GILLESPIES & Co •9murdered ?” I enquired. The doctor star- AGENT8 FOR CANADA.
ed.together.

three years, then Murdoch left for Glas
gow, and I remained with Mr. Heron. I 
resolved at once to go to Murdoch, tell 
him the whole etory, and get bis advice.

I could not go home ; my mother would 
have broken her heart to know her only son 
was suspected of being a thief. I turned 
my steps to the Waverlev Station and took 
train for Glasgow, via Polmont. By this 
time my head was aching, and I was thank
ful to lean hack on the cushions and shut

“What old man ?” he asked, in surprise. 
Then I related the experiences of that 

awful journey to him. The doctor listened 
patiently till I had finished, then said— 

“My dtar fellow, you have had a very 
attack ol brain fever—it must have

THE 6LÀDST0NE SLEIGH.published ; and ever since then an 
al supplement has appeared.

[drunkenness
|°r t>h,t htoR,roHn%bl$,?ae.l;lffiiSy,roe,d byU It can be given in a cap of tea or coffee without 
the knowledge of the patient. It Is absolutely 
harmless, and will effect a permanent and speedy-
CUMoth!r! and wS5, yoVcfc?save the victims. I

BOOK OF FA'TIOULAFB Mil
GOLDEN SPECIFIC CO. TORONTO. Ont-|

‘•Miss S. S.1
been begun even then. There was cer
tainly no murder. Miss Arneston was 
travelling from Edinburgh to Glasgow, 
and in the list tunnel you brushed past 
her, intending, she thought, to throw your
self from the window. By a superhuman 
effort she pulled you beck, and on arriving 
at Buchanan street, you being in a dead 
faint, she called a cab, and, like a sensible 
girl, brought you direct to her mother’s 
house.

“They knew nothing about you fur 
week, then I noticed a paragraph

I The Young Man Had -a Sweetheart** Name 
Upon His Arm." • ••••IApropos of the song “A Sweetheart’s 

Name Tattooed upon the Arm,” which has 
been so much applauded by St. John audi- STYLISH, COMFORTABLE,II lately, the following anecdote is of 
interest : He was young and debonnair, and 

pink shirt and a well bred air, and
my eyes. My fellow-passengers were an 
•old lady, with a curious black bonnet— 
something like the ones worn by the Sis
ters of Merry ; an old, foreign-looking 
gentleman ; a young 
children ; and plain-looking, quietly- 
dressed girl, who was seated in the cor
ner opposite me. My head was throbbing 
frightfully, and I lay back in ending to 
sleep if possible.

But just as we emerged from the first 
tunnel I was roused from my lethargy by a 
curious change that had taken place. I 
could have sworn that when I entered the 
train at Edinburg the carriage contained 
but two children—now there were three. 
«I puzzled over the third child till my brain 
ached. I rubbed my eyes, shut them, 
looked again, but no, there sat the third 
child gnnning at me in an idiotic fashion.

Suddenly the old lady with the black 
hood dived underneath her cloak and 
stealthily produced a long dagger. I 
started violently, and was about to say 
something, when, to my horror, we enter
ed the second tunnel. I heard a muffl id 

then a dull thud, and when once 
emerged into daylight the old

HANDSOME I COMMODIOUS.
IT IS ONE OF THE NICEST SlElfiHSEEIUDE TODAY*

u77”was seen about the docks looking for an 
old sailor. “Any old sailor will do,” he 
remarked confidentially to a big man, who 
abstracted his cotfidence and the object of 
his quest in the same breath, “because all 
I want is to have some tattoo marks taken 
out ot my arm.”

When the tugman informed him that 
those India ink punctures would stick closer 
to him than a blood relation, and would be 
on his arm when his death certificate was 
filed, the masher was aghast.

mother with two
FOR

lltitfiGRIPm over a
in the papers about the mysterious dis- 
appearanee ot a young 
deacripton given answered exactly to you, 
I communicated with a Mr. Heron, who 
was advertising in all the papers for you, 
and also with a Mr. Murdoch, who has 
been here every day. Now, Mr. Heron 

explain the reac himself.”
“Mr. Heron,” 1 repeated, in amazement

J man. As the

SEVENTY-SEVEN—A SUCCESS.
Seventy-Seven Is s phenomenal success. On the 

market lor less than a year, it is sold In every city, 
town and hamlet in the United States and Canada. 
There are many gool reasons (or its success. First 
and foremost it is a SPECIFIC in the fullest sense 
of the word for GRIPPE and COLDS, Hiving entire 
satisfaction. One person recommends it to another, 
often dividing their dollar’s worth with friends. Sj 
each customer makes many new ones.

With DR. HUMPHREYS* world-wide reputation, 
he had but to announce the discovery ol a Specific 
for GRIPPE and COLDS tost core the attention and 
confidence of the public and profession.

With these corner stones it was only necessary to 
give his discovery publicity to secure mi ices*.

The style of advertising adopted has been »o effec
tive, Is so unique, that **77" for GRIPPE is now 
known throughout the land.

"77" will "break up" a Stubborn Cold that "bangs

ражипо-

Tbe A tbe!
I going to do P” 

despair. “There's a heart and 
two arrows and a girl’s initials on my arm, 
ana 1 want to get them off. I’ve got to get 
rid of these letters anyway. The girl ran 
awav last week with another fellow, and 
they’re enjoying the huneym .on now. I 
muet get another girl, and I don’t want to 
sleep with a married woman> monogram 
iust above my elbow.”

The case was truly a pitiable one, and the 
generous heart of the tugman waa touched.

“I'll tell you what you’ve got to do,” he 
exclaimed ; “you must find another girl to 
euit those initiale.”

When laat seen the tattooed man waa in 
search ot a damsel who would answer to 
the initials “S. S. 8.”

<‘•Whatin the world am 
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ae the doctor rose.
“I promised to telegraph whenever >ou 

were well enough to азе him. I did so 
this morning, and be arrived an hour ago, 
aicompioied by your mother, who has also 
been ill.”

The doctor left the room, and in a few 
minutes returned with Mr. Heron and my 
mother.

Mother buret into tears, and Mr. Heron
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nil bottle of pleasant pellets fit*

Docket. Sold bv drUkfflil* or sent prepaid upon re
ceipt of 2Sc., or 6 tor Єї. HUMPH REYS* MEDI
CINE LO., corner William and John su.. New 
York.
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Tbe old fiend in the black hood looked 
«t me sardonically and smiled. An icy 
•finger seemed laid on my heart—I could 
not apeak—I could not move. I looked 
wildly at the other passengers, and they 
-seemed parai) zed with horror.

At the next station the yoang mother and 
for children hurried out ; but the young 
girl opposite me seemed glued to her seat, 
snd gaz d at me with terror in her face, 
f was about to open the door and go into 
Mother compartment when the train moved 
off, end we were alone once more with the

seemed deeply moved.
“John Blair,” he «id huskily. “I have 

to beg your forgiveness. I shall ex-
A New Forest.

The bem fical effects of a judicious sys
tem of tree planting have been eery marked 
in the cue ol deaolate Yorkshire moor 
netr the large nienulwturing city. Leeds 

nglend. Ten veers ego, according to 
the London Timber Trade, Journal, this 
moor we» a bleak, wind-ewept tract ot 
ground, as barren end useless as could well 
be conceived. The piece we» ihunaed bv 
ell, end we» of abaolutely no value in any 
yyay. Now however trees have been plant
ed. and this cheerless waste has been con
verted into » place ot pleasure, with 
chaming sylvan scenery, and it is known as 
Wood ho use Moor Forest.

For full information regarding the Gladstone and, in fact, 

any sleigh write to
plain shortly how it all happened, 
time it ia enough to know that all ia cleared 
no, end I shall atrive to atone to you lor 
whet you have suffered.и

I wi» about to apeak, when the doctor 
coolly ordered me to hold my tongue and 
try end go to sleep.

I mended rapidly alter thie. Mother and 
Mite Arneston nnraed me, end in another 
week 1 waa aitting et the fireside.

One slternoon Mr. Heron appeared.
Mother rose and left the room—evidently 
knowing be bed come for a talk.

Mr. Keren had a painful etory to tell me. Once upon a time it chanced that a child
For a long time hie only .on bed been Uv- ““»£• ““^u?in the .treat Г 
ing a very feat life. Again and again Mr. The min replied end apike:
Heron paid bia debts, but at length he re- .-{ should aev not. To-dn 
fared him everything sere his allowance. And the child cute back

fa hie father’s room and by mans of a faire And the man «aid nothing, ainoe there
hay had opened hi. drek. and, ot oarere, waa nothing to «y.

WHEN
From Cons'itutional Weakness, Imprudent 

or Unavoidable neglect or Exposure, 
or Culpable Indiscretion

/ * E -y SJohn Edgecombe & Sons, і»Your Health Is
Broken Down,

and you need a Tonic Medicine, you can- 
afford to experiment on yourself with 

untried remedies.

aManufacturer* of Carriage*, Sleigh*, etc.

b*red.erloton, 2V.
m

r !

USE sS*v ' Puttier's Emulsion,
which for the past twenty veirs has been 
endorsed bv the leading Physicians of the 
Maritime Provinces as

ETSTGTRA-VlTSTŒThe Child and the Man.
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тня 'PROGRESS ENGRAVING BUREAU,
8T. JOHN, N. B.
Êtis™

GREAT HEALTH HISTORIE .

Thousands bare proved its incomparable 
excellence, and so may yoe.

For sals by all food Drsigtats a* We. s bottle.
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