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| MAKES GOOD RICH

| BLoOD. IT RESTORES

| STRENGTH, RENEWS
VITALITY. :
FOR SALE BY

a

Central‘ C. H. Gunn
Drse *7
Store

B9 HRAPD VTR TN

~ Choice
¢

Hams ~ Bacon

Especially selected for our
EASTER TRADE .

Phone 106
Cor. Eing and 5th
Sta.

Nice, Mild Qured Beaver
§ : Brand Hams

Nice, Mild Cured Beaver
Brand Shoulders

Nice, Mild Cured Beaver
Brand Breakfast
Bacon, lean

- Bologna Sausage and
" Qooked Lunch Ham
always in stock

A

J. A. Wison

‘: Queom 8. GKO‘ ER - Phone 78

4% VAN

An
Every Day’s
Sale

LR TAYLORS

Grocery

Gran. Sugar, per 1b, 5¢,-21 lbs.........
Yellow Sugar, per Ib. 4}¢, 22 lbs
Dried Peaches, per 1b.
I;mneu, 4 lbs

vaporated Apples, 3 lbs
Lemon Bisc'li&l:?'per B ....; .
goinger Snaps, per 1b

rn Starch, per kage
Laundry .\'tar{-h, PW: gkage sese
No. 2 Flour, 12 IE 18¢, 24 lbs........
Judd Soap, 12 bars ;
Jun, 51b, pml
Lemons, per doz
Balmon, per
Sardines, pe; .
Rolled Oats, 12 1bs. .............. voss 260
Ye}low Corn Meal, 18 lbs.,...... .
Toilet Soap, per bar.....
Ivory, Cameo, Tiger Soap, 6 bars

The above goods are standard
quality afd guaranteed.

ALL OTHER (OODS AT
° EBQUALLY LOW PRICES

‘These prices are for
only,

J. P. TAYLOR

BEIVLEREIDREB LTS

Have you sufficient
Telephone

Mgcilities ?

There was a- ring of dfstyess in her
tone which' was unmistakable. -All
Steele’s fears, which had lately been
lulled to_rest, returned, and, moved by
| @ sudden impulse, he bent down
tt:wnrd- her, asking, in a low, fheaning

ne:

“Do you know of any special temp-
tation that may assail you? Is there
any trouble about which you might
tell me, or even without telling me di-
rectly, in which I might some way
counsel-—-assist you?’

“No! no!” she eried, interrupting him
hastily, her vacillating mood rejecting
assistance as soon as it was offered.
“I've nothing—" then, with an effort:
“Don’t you think every one talks that
way sometimes, just—just as an ab-
stract questicn?”

She hardly knew what she was say-
ing, in the endeavor to suppress in-
ward excitement, but Steele returned
answer calmly and decisively: *“No,
Edith, we do not ask those questions
without a special personal reason.
member, you address one whose office
it has been for .nany years to study
the human heart, in all’ its various
phases, but least of all could you con-
ceal from me. Excuse the liberty,”
for he saw that the laboring grief re-
quired assistance to pour itself forth;
and, suffering for -her with all the
might of devotion, he determined to
give it vent even at the expense of dell-
cacy. “Did you recelve any letters
this evening?”’

The question was emphasized, though

cast eyes; but she, though she turned
deadly pale, did not lose her self-pos-
-session. To acknowledge that she had,
was to betray Egerton; to remain
silent did virtually the same thing. A

eiple, drove her to the defense of false-

"ﬁo," she said, steadfastly.

He was silent, for the tone mystified
him, To his own self-reproach it seem-
ed to ring with innocent surprise. Had
he been making an egregious fool of
himself, acting upon some dilusion,
creating substance out of the shadowy
phantoms of jealousy? He eould not
raise his eyes to question hers, or he
would have detec er lnward tre-
pidation.

lips than she turnéd so faint she hard-
ly dared trust herself to remain stand-
ing longer, and the tiny

held quivered so violently in her hold
she feared he would observe it.

Murmuring some excuse about chang-
ing her dress, an excuse as false as the
rest of her unnatural behavior, she left
the pastor gazing down at something at
his feet, speechless, and hurried Into
the house to deposit her packages upon
the parlor table, turning them over
nervously as she did so, searching.
searching for somethl among them,
something awful, which she must hide
from human sight, sowmething' which
had called forth the first lie her lips
had ever uttered. She had kuown that
it was in her keeping but a moment
ago, carefully concealed Detween those
packages. How can It have disap-
peared? Bhe hunts in nervous lmpu-
tience, then mniore carefully, and her
cheek blanches pale as death. Where
s it? It is'an ugly thing which makas
her shudder. but no one olse musi sus
pect 118 existence. She has droppea 1
somewhere, how she does not, will not
know.

But she 18 losing time, instead of go-
ing in search of it {mmediately, and
she darted from the room just in time
to meet Mr. Steele—the missing letter
in his hand. He had seen;it fall and
picked it up almost immediately after
she had quitted him, too much shocked
to speak at the moment.

Could he believe that she lmd‘ pur-
posely told him a talsehood? Edith!
It was impossible, and he held the lét:
ter in his hand for some moments, re-
fusing to look at it lest the date should
verify the torturing doubt. There
might be the chance of equ!vocauon in
her answer, not positive untruth. Alas
the stamp had done its duty only too
distinetly, leaving him not even that
excuse for her, whén he had already
r the hated handwriting of
Egerton. Wounded to thé quick that
she should have thus decelved “him,
though she might reject his kindness,
there was still a duty before him, the
duty of admonition, and, hard as it
was, he must periprm it. {

Edith shrunk back from the extended
letter, for the first time }ln her life
afraid of him; and how she ever re:
ceived it from that grave jyuge she did
not know. -

“You have decalved me, he sald,
with severity. Then, in a volce of deep
emotion: “I did nozo:ﬂhz:k ‘flo.lo‘::

; that you :
g g~ 5 tion, There must

e

tremulously pronounced, as if he were |
guilty in asking it, and with down- |

sudden fear, unsupported by true prin- |

No sooner did the negative leave her i

cels she |

lest the quick eyes of his sister snould
detect the too visible signs of agita-
ce
Constant practice had . rendered
Edith’s performance upon the plano a
merely mechanical operation, and as
her hands moved over the keys her
nﬂndwuletttreetoallmannerot
painful reflection. A woman invaria-
bly is inclined to yleld to control, how-
ever she’ may resent it, and the cold
severity of Steele had- its effect in
opening her eyes to the situation from
the standpoint of others. After the
many times she had sought his advice,
had he not a right to interfere and re-
prove, and her relatives, whatever
morbid sensibility might urge, they
had been kind to her, and was this
making a fit return? -
How she wished ghe/ were back in
the peaceful, affection of Mrs. Harold's
home; to nurse the pain of that dull
grief which appeared as nothing be-
gide the fierce suffering she now en-
dured. Did Mr, Steele know all that
she meditated, shé would lose his re-
| spect completely, and she had once as-
serted, in the proud confidence of
youth, she would rather be respected
than loved. But that was before she
had known much either of love or suf-
fering; Oh! on this night, when she
was Torced in her inisery to deceiye all
her friends, when she was about to
fly from the roof of her pastor, about
! to &in, how deeply she did not then
fathom, how she longed for the Toving
! pity of some one. She knew that Mr.
Steele had entered, that he was son}ed
| beside his mother, apparently giving
her his ivided attention, for he
| did not m to heed the music.
| Never again might she receive his
{ smile or a glance of approval—if she
' could only make him look towards her
: once? The desire grew with a fasci-

{ nation that overcame all obstacles, and
{ the next lmta‘g; sheﬁlél gahat ten min-
1 M?op@e& (l’xer sonzeboor Knog
| gelected his favorite, “The :Bridge.”
| Her voice had ever moved him, she

would try its power now. e low,
| sad notes penetrated to the depth of
' her aching heart, her voice swelled and

shook with passionate_fervor, as the
i whole bitterness of her spirit poured
{ itself forth the medlum of

song, in an impotent cry for help:
! “My Beart was hot and restless

And my life was full of care
* And the burdens laid upon me

" Seemed greater than I could bear.”

But Steele never stirred. Courage
began to forsake her.. When the bur-
{ den of existence only just eiitered upon

was weighing so heavily, it was hard

to meet with hapshness and averted
i Jooks. Her voice faltered, rising sobs
i choked her utterance, and she paused
abruptly.

“I ean't sing to-night,” she éxelaimed

tly, as Mabei, who was turning
the leaves for her, broke forth into la-
mentations that she should have thus
ended the melody. (Ernest inwardly
rejoiced that the painful strain upon
his feelings had ceased.)

“My head aches violently,” she con-
tinued, in extenuation, but she would
not listen to Mabel's solicitous entreat-
fes that sheé would not tax herself fur-
ther.

“No, no, I don’t mind the instrumen-
tal . music,” she said, resolutely. “I
ghould aot have attempted to sing, for
it makes me angry to fail.”
| .Bhe was braving the matter out as
| best she might, while the bright color
Buffised her cheek with unnatural
brilliancy, and happily for the preser-
vation of her fortitude, the household
retired early. Edith crossed over to
kiss ‘Mrs--Bteele, as was her habit, and
Ernest rose toghis feet with his cus
tomary courtesy. Scrupulously polite,
but icily eold, she felt to be the haud
he extended to her. his

Two hours have passed, but Edith re-
mains seategd beside the window In her
room, motionless, It is n still night,
without sound, the cold stars looking
down upon her vigil, and lending their
gombre light to her reflections, changed,
‘ndeed. from'the gentle moods in which
sne asea to 100K up at thefr soft splen
dor, and dreamed of bliss and Eger
ton. Now, mad, in revolt against
every law of man and God, swelling
{ndignation against Steele, deflance of
his opinion, and that of ‘the whole
word—mnged with greater fierceness
because repressed. Rocked by the tem-
pest that found no exit beyond her
own bosom, her gentle nature s¢ emad
for the time being transformed in the
heat of one flery emotion. . Yet
> purer lnmm::les dbr(;kc
through rifts in the storm-cloud that
enwrapped her soul, memories of days
when, without the guidance of religion,

> been lit with noble prin-
ciples, and she bowed her head with
shame, while one awful command
rung through her ears like the volce
of the thunders of Sinal. And while

, clinging as if in despera-
et e e 11, with bowed

st, how she
nd the

gain—the

gt t—h?ught that her overactive
brain should live forever, when wiiit
ghe craved was rest, exemption from
all exertion, the rest of apnihilation.
The town clock is on the stroke of 12,

B Cures
WeakMen
- Free

A most successful remedy bas beea
found for sexual weakness, uch as
impotency, varicocele, en or~
gans, nervous debility, lost manhood,
night emissions, premature discharge
and all other results of. self-abuse or

| excesses. It cures any case of thedif-

ficulty, never fails to restore the or-
gans to full natural strength and vig-
or. The Doctor who made this won-
derful discovery
man know about it. He will therefore
send the receipt giving the various in-
gredients to used so that all men
at a trifling expense can cure them-
selves. He sends the receipt free,
end all the reader need do is to send
his same and address to 1. W. Knapp,
M. D.. 1710, Hull Bldg., Detroit, Mich.,
requesting the free receipt as reported
in this paper. It is a generous offer
and all men ought to be glad to bave
such an opportunity.

typicall TO wiri{ was sge going rorm:
Never again might she kneel in spot-
less, stainless innocence before her
Maker, childhood and its purity fled
irrevocably, and the dark cloud of sin
which would soon envelope her, hover-
ing overhead. With a smothered ecry
she sprung back, and sank down be-
side the bed, stretching out her arms
imploringly. “Oh, God, have mercey,
have mercy. I cannot pray! Help me!
I dare not see him feeling as I do now.
Oh, I do not deserve any assistance,
for I have not sought Thee—. I love
him,—’ and she shuddered violently.
“He'll have no pity on me, and I've no
strength left.”

dlilyt CHAPTER XIL S}Ei

THE CRISIS.

The hour had struck for midnight,
but Ernest ‘Steele still paced up and
down his study, restless and unhappy.

The pathetic ring in Edith’'s voice
when she failed in her song haunted
him, and caused a throb of compassion-
ate pair as ever he strove to harden
his heart at memory of the duplicity
of her conduct, for jealousy, wounded
feelings, dissatisfaction with himself
for his resentful harshness, all com
bined to pervert each incident in the
past, and create a succession of dia-
bolical cireumstances, the distorted re-
flection of his own mind, through
which he could see sothing correctly.
Her guilty start the day he had dis-
covered the naice of Egerton In her
book was now tortured into the clue
to the whole mystery. She had earried
on some clandestine’' communications
with.this man before, and he had fol-
lowed her South. He knew that Eg-r-
ton’s life was regulated by a tone of
reckless license, but he had persistent-
ly given him credit for a depth, of hid-
den nobility of nature which his eare-
less opinions could not belie, and whi-h
would restrain him’' from some aets as
moral impossibilities. Now that beolief
was swept away before the circumstan-
tial evidence bf the case. A simple,
uvnsophisticated girl apparently, fresh
from school, had he trifled sinfully
with her young affections and pltw(i
the villlan? And she, with that saint
like face, could she have been acets
gory to evil in the past and still be
prosecuting it? Her pale looks, her
hesitating manner, her despondent
~moods from ‘the day he had first seen
her, all seemed to point to but one
conclusion, a guilty conscience.

Oh, Edith! beautiful creature, how
he had worshipped her- Could false-
hood come from those lips? Then
there was no truth in woman. Aund
while Steele came to this desolate con-
clusion, his eyes were opened, never to
be closed again, to the fact that his
watchful eare of Edith had had all
along but one ultimate object; he had
desired her for his wife; and the bit
terness of spirit that ensued upon dis
covery that she was not the embodi-
ment of purity he had believed her
was the keen pang of disappointment
to a love which is given in all its in-
tensity but once in life. Too wretched
to keep still, he paced to and fro, tire
less, for with his impulsive, demon-
strative nature to repress feeling was
almost impossible, and the hot tears
stood in his eyes more than once as
he' reflected how little she had dared
for the sympathy he longed to bestow
upon her. The great, full heart within
him yearned over her, young and suf-
fering; and despite her errors, even
now, what would not he give for the
right to sooth. and share her pain, to
fold her in his arms, and bid her sob
out there her grief and shame to a
heart that understood. and  ennid

ABSOLUTE
| Cé;ge:r’s
Little Liver Pills.

- Must Bear Cignature of
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wants tdo let every ¢
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Shicld her ever from herself.
Hash! W not tint o
the ﬂ:ﬁ'? H's hearicg n*ndm
painfully acute by esciieir ug, be paus-
ed and Mstenou tently. Certaluly
there was a foorf:'l n the passage,
and in pervous hupaticiice he erossel
tte room and threw opn the door.
“he full light from his ‘amp wus
Puewn divectly In front of tie door
vy, agalust the polished hat-rack. re
nectend from  the white walls, an!?
cauzht by the viriegated tints of the
ctrpet, and in e conter of the llum
igated space stood Edith, ke bat e,
a Pght shaw! thr wn amosed her, re
vealod too suldenly andodi-t n-rly for
vgnpe to be possible, tiwu:a she
eh wik back inte the shadow (- m d-

Steole stow! as if ‘petr'ticd. hs
wurst  fears fuliille. While b haid
nesiponed fis priosily offire till the
Lqowearr. what might sot th't mor~w
nive &owaed. apm? For her errand
was too app ¢'dt. Swnmoning al' u's
solf contel. he erossed the th eshold
and comronted her like a ¢ proviig
aneel, bis face, indeed.. pal: as her
own, hut with determination; ki voice.
though mild, absolutely imperaitive, as
he ipanivcd: “Where are you going”*

She looked up at him with wld. tear-
Jess eyes. which stroggled between fear
and Dewildermont; then the hot blood
mounted to her cueeks, and she hia
her face in her hunds. Stecle f.1t
composure and coolness returiing
under the exigeney of the situation
Thank God, he was in time To save
her!

“Where are you going?’ he d¢ mand:
ed once more, in a tone of decisive
authority.

“To do what is right,” she murmur-
ed. almost iuaudibly. *“To do what is
right, 1 believe,” ind she shuddered.

“To do what is right!” echoed Stevle,
and his volece rang with scorn. ‘A
strange method to do right, to start
forth from wy roof at this hour of the
night.”

“What do you care? What B it to
you?' she moaned, stung by the irony
of his words, and the rudeness of her
tone.was only pardonable by her deep
misery. u ;

“0Of the greatest jimportance,” he
answered quietly, though wounded by
the question. “The interest every hu-
man soul takes in the preservation of
another, that a true minister must feel
in each member of the flock com-
mitted to his eare, the interest which
is mine as a friend of your aunt,” (if
you permit me no more personal inter-
est, though after all that has passed
between us  had deemed that lm-
possible,”) he paused abruptly, then
continued: “However, no matter how
you may regard it, as your tor, as
guardian in Mrs. Harold’s p , it is
my duty to see that mo harm befalls
you while under my protection, to re-
store you in safety and honor to your
family, whom you have decelved. And
—I must act with blind authority, since
yonwﬂlnottmstme.blt.Oh.Edlthl
I am disappointed, bitterly disappoint-

. His volce faltered from its severity
and relapsed into reproachful tender-
neu.butshedidnot.eemtohecd
him. Her wistful eves ware fixed upon
the door, before which he stood, an
immovable obstacle between her and
her wishes. . She moved a step nearer,
as though she would evade him, but
he laid a detaining hand upon her arm.
“You cannot go out alone at/this hour,”
he said, firmly.

“Let me go,” she implored, looking
up in his face with sad, beseeching

“I tell you I must go-I will do
what is right, indeed I will; that is all
I am going for.”

“How can I believe you?’ he said, In
perplexity, for the strange look on her
face made him think with dread of in-
sanity. “Though it grieves me deeply
to say it, I eannot trust you as I once
did, Bdith. At all events, you cannot
be out alone at this hour. I am here
to accompany you if your errand be
Indeed a good one.”

She felt it useless to attempt to strug-
gle beneath that gentle yet _deter
mined hold; and like a child who dis-
covers its own powerlessness, she sud-
denly burst Into hysterieal weeping.
Steele had been no man could he have
withstood that sight unmoved, or re-
tained the position of severity, or acted
otherwise than he did. With all his
usual gentleness he drew her within his
study,and closing the door lest her sobs
should be overheard, led her to a
seat and remained standing beside her.

“Speak to me now, my child,” he
said, softly, all memory of her rude-
ness entirely . obliterated. “It is not
too late; trust me, and let me help you,
for you know you cannot go on alone
this way. WIll you give me your con-
fldence?’ He waited a moment, then
seeing that the convulsive lips were
past the power of utterance, he cast
all réstraints of false delicacy aside,
and bending his head asked almost in.
a whisper:

“You were going to meet Dr. Eger-
ton?' Had he but come directly t
the polnt a few hours befere he would
have spared himself much suffering,
but now she was speechless.

“Your confidence will be sacréd with
me,” "he sald, after a moment's con-

§\

#rey.

sideration, but in the long silence that

followed he was forced to put his own
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MILLINERY
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by

Miss Cathcart

H s receised a - ther shipment of those New Stylish Turbaz
and Hat Shapes. Call and see th-m.

Millinery Parlors Opp. the New 1.0.0.F. Temple
King Strest.  °

MILLINERY

THE TREATMENT ;
THAT CUR

Drs. Shultz and Camelon's New
Treatment, that has lifted the dark-
ness and blight of the word “imcura-
ble” from bundreds of these cases of
disease in the Throat, Bronchial Tubes
and Lungs, works its curative action
for two reasons: !

(1) It reaches every sore spot,
from the orifice of the nose to the
deepest part of the lungs, to the
innermost recesses of the middle ear.

(2 Instead of irritating, inflam-
ing and feeding the fires of the dis-
ease, it-soothes, quiets, heals and
cures.

What Is the treatment that cures
these conditions, once regarded incur-
ablef By what proceas does it restore
diseased membrane, remove the poison
and relieve the soreness of diseasel
Let the experience of persons oured
and being cured, tell. ;

BLOOD BELCHED
From the Luongs ol"okl.n €. Loss, of Vassar,

“] became so weak,” says Mr. Loss,
“that the least excitement would
throws me into a ocold perspiration,
and I would take additional ‘cold.
While sitting at my desk ome after-
oon something seemed to give way,
and Ifelt my lungs fill up. -I gave
a little cough, and threw out GREAT
MOUTHFULS OF BLOOD.” Mr. Loss
will tell enquirers that after he had
been reduce dto what he believed a
hopeless condition, through frequent
hemorrhages, he submitted his case
to Doctors Shultz and Camelon, who
oopn\restored him to perfect health.

REV. MOSES C. STANLEY;

Aged 71 years, of 31 Miiwaukee ave-
nue, was cured of severe deafness by
Doctors Shultz and Camelon.

MRS. M. BRATER,
of 85 Second street, had u hairbreadth
escape from being killed by a street
car, because she was so deaf she
dida’t hear it coming. She has been
entirely cured of deafness and chronic
catarrh,

for spraying.

MILLINERY

THE TREATMENT
THAT CURE

P. B. BRAZEL, of Cheboygan,,

Mich., t little aleep, because of ca-
tarrh of the head. Dootors Shultz and
Camelon removed 12 pii from his
nose without pain to him, and he has
been relieved of all the miseries of
catarrh. X

ENGINEER C. B. MAXSON,

of 163, St. Antoine street, thought he
heard whistles and bells when bhe
didn’t. Since treati
Shultz and Camelon
well as ever.

AUGUST SCHULTZ, of Wyandotte,

was choking and gasping with asth-
ma, when he went to Doctors Shults
and Camelon. He hadn't had a good
night's sleep for 10 years. Now he is
as well as ever.

MRS ALEX. RIVARD.

New Baltimore: “I had been a long
and great sufferer from Chronic Dys-
pepsia. Bread soaked in milk was
about all that Icould eat. I frequent-
ly had fainting spelis and convulsions.
I have been entirely cured and I have
gained 33 pounds in weight.”

e can hear as

Free Treatment

to all afflicted with Catarrh of the
Throat and Bronchial Tubes, who
epply to us during the ensuing
week, providing that they can say
on their honor, that they are un-
eble to pay. Those who can afford
to pay our low fees, we shall ex-
pect to do so. !

OUR “FREE OFFER IS OPEN TO ALL
THOSE WHO APPLY TO US IN PER-
SON. PEOPLE LIVING AT A DIS-
TANCE SHOULD WRITE US FOR
SYMP1OMS BLANK. )

Doctors Shults: and Camelen,

(Successors to Copeland Meaical Institute.)
Suite 203 Chamber of Commerce

Office Hours—9 to 12am.;2to5and 7t 8
p-m.; Sundays, 10 to 12 m.

Spray
Your
Trees

And get what you require for the purpose frdn
Geo. Stephens & Co.

They bave everything

" Geo. Stegh ns & Co. are so'e agents for
Chath im and Blenheim for the genuine American
Gal= Cultivators, the best field, corn and bean
cultivator ia th= world. :

Geo. Stephens & Co.

to your day’s work.
} ~\§- i "

IF YOU WOULD ENJOY
YOUR BREAKFAST Try Some :

"

Itis full Aavord, finest in qaality, and gives a l'dhl»:




