hes' anguleh al the theught of our
erparation

“f muet. hasten to the end of ¥

slory. ‘The child got worte during the

day and the next motning he Was

dead. ‘The docter said he had dled
ih convildone, and added that the

Mitle one wae so @elicate that he had

aover really thought he would live

The nuree wae overwhelmed with
griel (b struck me  afterward, ak

though € Akt not think much of it at
the tioe, that ehe pever looked me
the face when ehe spoke of the child

The lttle hete wae dead: [ thank

tloaven, ae | etood by the little one'd

elde, that even tn my thoughte 1

pever wiehed hin harm, that 1 had

never for one moment grudged him his
eleh inherttance, nop felt that he was
i my wax!

fir Rudelph paveed for & fow moe
monte looking carhestly on the face ot
hie Qead wife. ‘Then he turned to ue
again :

“When the child Gled. you romem:
ber, Ulele, | eent at once for you,
enececded to the title and eetate.

wase sotry fop the child: but it .had
becn euch o tragiie Hfe that t aid not
#reatly monrn.  We burled the little
one Neet then went back to het
wunt, and it wae afranged that she
showhd pemmatn with her until we were
warrted.  © @ld not think (it strange
ghat che should sugwest taking the
niree, Martha Jenninge with her. The
woman professed great attachment to
her, white Noel seemed to rely great
e her. Noy, when we were mare
@id 1 think it etrange that Neat shou
.want to bilng the nurte with her te
Beooke Hall | imagined that she liked
hor for tmy Httle nephew's take, and
that the child fortned a tie betiwveen
them which women only could undess
etand 1
SPhe elond cavteed by g0 many deathe
hung ovee we for come tme, and then
gradually we learned to 100k back on
the past with  catmpess, WWe were
voung and | wae more happy with my
wite than wiorde ean tell, You know,
hoth of you, hew che loved me. 1 think
ne man o the world waa every more
‘hedoved

“f remember that my fitet tehsation
6f wheasinese arcse feom noticlng how
complitely Noet wae under the contrel
6f the muree: and t QA not altogether
ke the woman's manner to her. More
than cnce ( found my wife in tears,
ani when Uinguired the reason she put
e off with an ovasive anewer.  Yet,
Heaven knowe, theeo were butl triflee
which bronght me no gleam of sueplc
ton of the geatily to come. :

S owieht continuwed  Bir Radolph,
“Yuat L were net compelled to 6l gon
the rect 1 Bo ko 0nl¥ by her ¢ommand,
how  that ehe te deads | weunld falt
by hor secret with her, poor, mieguids
e Nest!

t et confore now that there were
thnes when | folt uheary about Neet.
She wae o changod  Bhe seomed 0
Por e poseible, mote than every
Ehe wae most deveted o me, bat she
frreeled e 8he wae abstractsd, and
GHE ok seem quite murs of heveett

Abont & week before (Chelelinae Day.
Mire Jenninge wae taken suddenty AL
Nest seemod mueh Metroesed.  We sent
for the Qoctor Brom Avousielgh, and he
grencunced her (o b in great “““”‘n\
AL Best e one Ihowght much of hee
Hihees, nor At we esay anyilithg before
tne filendes the houes wae Blled with
Ehekbe loet they ehould be Rervous,
One of the house malde wadertook 4o
e bor, and we hoped fue the beet.
At v O'dloek on the morning  of
Uhtictinas Bve | wae as happy ae any
ebe iy England. | rore trem the breaks
faet table, aftes making plane for the
Qav with my gueete Neet el me tn
the hatt whote the men servante had
faut phaced @ greal buach of mistictoe §
ook wp @& epta¥, and held it over Nest's
Beatt A | saw her tace then | ever
Bebeld I more. | kissed the fpe that
bad hever  wors anything  bat the
Acetost etites for e, aRd QL the same
thathent the howsemald whe was tn ate
tedance en the eick wolman wame te
e ! i

U Rle fudelph ehe sald,. ‘Mre, Jen«
tlhge bade me ask veu It You would
e R her Ehe le much wores, and she
wante o ges \V"U‘ 7

L Wie Gn the polat of saving thet 1
wewtd g0 at onee, when 1 saw @ tesrle
ble Change cathe @vex e wite's fiuce
F:I" letked fue cne moment as though
Ebhe wae going e falat,
thy heod and gald: b "..w

“ONou et hot 6, ““Q(%h‘ It e
“"’\'{ & wotman's fuolieh faney

S L can net fefuse.  the poor creas
hwv U teuet go. Nest' § eald

i e hall nog s
B and she clung (;:' eried despers
vataceiness thigg b con
Sy et :

"‘Why (118 You w
her, Negt & ] “,k‘bd‘mk e hot “ m

UUhcanke khe it wieked ;
OHe' wWak the anewer ) e
vou anyithing Ghe hiag
nnk;& G B0t o vesE her

J \Q.HQ \\Q. Y
heg thigh Rl ‘“ ““"h"*‘ "."‘N u
be
He

Uh can mot
dving Wik g8,

:A‘n ehe afrald for hereelf, ar for

i

‘®he will telt |

COMkE pog “‘m‘d 7

not, I dare

| this socret undisciosed. I—I must con-

the truth'
Iy I «ald. 9 you have

<"

she sald phﬂnﬂr. ‘“t
will hreak your heart ! You will never
be happy again=I know you go well,

eir: and yet, if | die without telling '

you, 1 feel I shall never sleep in my

grave. 1 could not rest; I should come

back from the dead ta tell you!' ¢
“ “fuil me now,* I gald, for her words

had excited in me & certain horroe
that 1 could not endure=‘tell me at

s & fatal gecret that you m
Another life hangs on it

Rudelph, yeur wife, Lady Culm

polsoned the little baby helr herself'

“I started back from her with &
fecling of lJoathing and horror im-
possible to describe. My fair, gentle
Neet slay that little, tender babe! I
wae filled with anfer. .

“You are raving ' I orfed. It is a
mad, wicked fancy !

“ @ sald calmly, ‘it te the
truth-the plain. simple truth: and 1
can dle easlly now that I have told it
&ir, as surely as Meaven is above us,
Lady Culmore killed the child. 1 saw
her do it with my 6wn eyes. 1 will
tell you; you shall judge for yourself.'

“There was no help for it: 1 was
compelled to listen and I had begun
to fear~=ah, me, how terridle!

“‘You remember.' she sald, ‘that the
baby was taken ill, and that we nure-

ed him aesiduously, no one more ten= ‘

derly, more kindly than Miss Neet.
The nlght he died we were rather an-
sloue about him, and Miss Haslewood
eald she would sit by his cot while I
went Gewn to supper. 1 was quite
willing. 1 went to zee If the child was
all right. He wae fast asleep, and
looked, to my thinking. better; there
wae more color in the falr little face
As I left the reom, 8ir Rudelph. 1 was
etruck by the peculiar expression on
Mise Haslewood's face. 1 could not
deteribe It=a cruel look it secemed to
me. [ went down-staire, but Miss
Ra look haunted me. Not
that I had any fear; 1 would rather
have suspected a saint of doing harm
to the child than Miss Haslewood. I
could not rest down<ataire. 1 went
knees by the side of the cradle. She
held a lttle bottle in one hand and &
spoon in the other. As 1 walked In
at the doer, 1 saw her, with a steady
hand, drop two drops from the bottle
inté the spoon. Then, before I could
eroes the vroom. before 1 had time to
speak. the child had awallowed the
contents of the  teaspoan. [ caught
her, a¢ 1 may say. red-handed. She
meither saw nor heard me. she was
&0 Qeeply engrossed in giving the child
the fatal dose. [ sprung forward

“CCWhat are you deing? ' 1 erled.

“For a moment she scemod paras
Ixged with fear.

LU Rat are you dolng ™ 1 oried
again, almost beside myeelf

t@iving baby his medicine,”
saldo ‘It de just time!

“%he tried to hide the bottle: but 1
wonld not let her. and In the struggle
che @roppod it.  The ocontente were
spilled upon the pillow. U picked up
the bottle,
one terrible wort Pelsop :

CChYom @ropped mome of this  into
the teaspoon ' 1 erisd.  ‘You guilty,
miserable woman, you have killed the
ehila

“Bhe QA not deny It. %he fell at
my feet, groveling, crying out that it
was euch @ fragile Hittle Mfe, and that
it parted you from her. ®he clung to
me with criet and tears. She told me
that your pegiment was - ordered
abroad. and that it wonld bo years
before you could peturn  and marry
herelong yoare=but that, it the child
died. and you succeeded to the bars
enetey. you would be obliged to sell
eut and then You would marey her at
once. ‘And | love him =0 she cried,
platatively: I love him so dearly !
‘That war all she kept repeating—‘f
love him eo ' It wae a terrible scene,
slrc=the child alveady dead in hie cot,
and the beautiful tady, with her white
despaleing  face, crevuching on the
ground
YT conld not let him go ¥ she
moaned.  ‘He has been so faithful, so
logal, fo geod: he hat loved me €0
well.  Kvery ane efe's love prospers
Why should we spend all the best

of our lives apart 7 Me might
abroad, he whom 1 love with my
whele heart. And it was only one Mt«
tle life, so fragile. to weak that stood
between him and wealth'
“Ehe bent over the littie one's

i ee " ehe evied: “ht hae not sufe
fered: it breathed only for & ehort space
and then dled. A few minutes ago it
wae & weak, struggling little creature;
HeW It le & bright angel tn heaven. 1
have done no setions wrong. 1 have set
the little goul free, and T need not part
from my love. | have given him for-
tune, wealth, all that my heart de-<
eired for him™

“UThe law will tell & different story,
Mige Haslewood,“ | sald. “In the eyes
of the law.as well as before heaven, the
life of & little child ie as sacred as that
of & ErOWRUp person : :

“‘De you know, &ir Rudolph' sald
the nurse, ‘1 do not think that up to
that time she had

&he had

the

ii £
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1 saw Misg Haslewood on her

On It was a label with the.

Look behind you, sir, she sald
will read the truth there,’

‘glanced in the direction in whigh
pointed; and there I saw my wife
with ghastly terror on her
rate fear in her eyes. I

1d bottle up to her.

“ W gy ft true? I asked
' “And she fell upon her knees, Cow-

ering, as she crled out—

“ Yes, it s true!

“f can mot describe” continued Sir
Rudolph, “My feelings of horror. Since
the shock I have never been the same
man. An hour later I steod with my
unfortunate wife in her boudeir, re-
solved that we should part that hour,
never to meet again. 1 had loved her
very dearly; but, when 1 knew that she
' had taken the life of that fair little

child, loathing took the place df love.
i T told her, in grave, measu

words, that we must part that night,

never more to meet. 1 told her that
the struggle in my heart was a hard
one; that I felt inclined to deliver
her wp to jJustice and to
the fate she deserved. " But she
wWas a woman, and my wife—
1 could not see her hanged. 1 hesitated,
as it seemed to me, between two sins—
acreening & murderer, and giving up
to justice the wife who had sinned for
me.

“It 1 talked to you forever, Ulrle,
Kate, I could not tell you all the detalls
of the horrible scene. Poor, beautiful
Nest! Her grief was terrible to wit-
ness. fhe clung to me, she knelt at my
feet, she prayed and pleaded with such
passionate despair that it might almost
kave moved a heart of stone. What
she had done had been done for love of
me. What &id that little fragile life
matter? What was it in comparison
"nh my fortune, my love and hers?
. I saw that what the old nurse had sald
was true--she did not regard the deed
the had committed as murder.

“Ah, you cannot tell what it was to
| Me to have the woman I loved best in

the world ocrouching in tears at my

feet! This woman, weeping, praying,

{

| was my darling Nest: tho face I had |

3 loved, the white hands 1 had kissed
 and caressed, were those of a murder-
| 682, and that murderese was my wife!
| Hour after hour passed on that terrible

Christmas Kve. We were still together,

and 1 was unable to deuide what to
; @o. 1 could not give her up to Justice.

She was my wife, and she had sinned
. for me: yet the murder was nene the
llese a terrible one. No man was ever
moere wretched or more bewildered.
Peor Nest, how she loved me'! She
crouched at my feet in an agohy of
tears, and 1 could not scothe her. She
was worn and exhausted with the pas-
slon of her grief.

“‘Do not send me from you, love!
she cried. in a volce like that of a
dying woman. ‘Killi me, if you will. I
should bless even death at your hands?
© “What was 1 to d0? She had coms
mitted a cruel crime, ghe deserved
punishment; yet as she clung to my
feet in tears, how could I decide?

“It was all for you, Jove,' she
moaned. ‘I could not bear that you
should go across the sea. 1 have loved
¥You so dearly and =o long, it seemed as
though we should never be happy!

“‘Happy! As though sin could ever
lead to happiness! -

“‘1 would have killed myself, Ru-
Golph," she sald, ‘to make you happy.'

“And 1 knew it was true. 1 could not
give her up to justice, and 1 certainly
could not take her to my heart again,
although she had sinned for me.

“We had been three hours together
when a sudden idea occurred to me.
We could be husband and wife no more.
I could never kiss the face of a mur-

that had taken the life of that fair
little child. All was over between my

ever. But | could shieid her in some
measure. She should never, it 1 could
help it, mix with the world again. The
idea occurred té me to bring her to
Ullamere—no place could be more out
of the world—-and to live out here the
remainder of our sorrowful lives apart.

ditions., She must be content to live
alone without friends or visitore.

“For myself, eo hot was my indigna-
tion, that I swore 1 would never touch
her hands again: and she promised that
the would never even lay a finger on
me. Poor Nest! She broke that prom-

“I remember that she looked at
hopelegs shining in her e

“Thea came two or three days that
1 shall never forget, the abrupt break-
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(eress! 1 could never touch the hands |

once beloved Nest and me—over for- |

1 would keep her secret on those con- |

-4

will be your wife, 1
en send you a happler

tallen to me! 4 , :
“] could never tell you what I have
suffered. When I have seen

turned, and 1 could not speak it. Life
'Ihn been nothing but torture for me
and for her. Least of all could I bear
to see her touch or speak to a child
 She knew that, and in my presence
never attempted it. What would have
of us had her death not taken
place, 1 cannot tell. It was better for
her, better for me.
“She sinned, but she sufféred; through
all the time of bitter enstrangement she

¥

red sin. How she pleaded to me that she

might nurse the rector's child!

“ ‘1 took a life, beloved,’ she said, ‘for
love of you; let me save one, and then
heaven may pardon me. If heaven is
merciful, you must be merciful.’

! “That is her story. How do you

i judge her?

' Closed forever were the lips that

'mkht have pleaded in self-defence, the

'eyes that had shed so many bitter
tears. She could . tell us nothing of the
passion and love that had driven her
mad, of her sorrow and despair, her
torture and anguish. She lay silent.

| Heaven would judge her. Dare we?

Rudolph bent down and kissed her
with burning tears

“Who will judge her?" he asked.

And no voice replied.

“What flowers will you place in her
hands, Kate?' sald Ulric, softly.

Ah, me, not the white roses of Inno-
cence or the red blossoms of guilt! In
her golden hair, on her silent heart, in
her white hands, 1 placed purple pas-
sion flowers, the truest emblem.ot her.

L ] * * L L ] *

I am Lady Culmore now, for Sir Ru-
dolph went back into the army, and
was slain at Isandula. Then Ulric gave
up the bar and we were married, and
went to live at Brooke. The memory
of the fair little child, of its young
motheér, of beautiful Nest, has faded
now; but Ulric, more my lover than
ever since he has been my husband,
says that, when he sees ghe mistletoe,
!the white berries look like tears upon
it; and he will not have it near us at
Christmas time. :
’ But, though tears lie on the mistle-

toe, the berries on the holly are ruddily
| red as of old: and they, with the green

seem to breathe to us the same good
wish as always—"A merry Christmas
and a happy New Year.”

THE END.

A Sectety Sketeh.

St. Sulthens Sewing Circle (connect-
ed with .that fashionable Toronto
church).

Maud (entering)—Why, how do you
do Edith ? I see I am about last.

Edith—Yes, every member is here ex-
cepting Mrs. Hauton, and nobody
‘wants her. -

Maud—Oh, that woman makes me
tired. She i® always scheming to
‘ push her plain looking daughters to the

front, and making ill-natured remarks
about her dearest friends.

Edith—Yes, and the questions she
asks !- She wanted to know how much
our last dinner party cost, and how
much mother paid for her new cloak.

Maud—Oh, that's nothing ; she ask-
el me so many unpleasant questions
that 1 told the Governor, and he want-
ed to know what nerve food she used.

(Enter Mrs. Hauton.)

Edith—Why, my dear Mrs. Hauton,
We were just saying the Circle was not
, complete without you ; how are your
! charming daughters ?

Maud—Yes, it Is really quite slow
. without you.
|  Mra. Hauton—Well, .girls, I have
some news for you. Ed. Crane has
Jited Fanny Flowers, and she has gone
to her sister in Montreal, and the Bil-
stons have lost a heap of money, and
have to give up their carriage.

Edith—Oh, that's too bad; but did

you hear that Harry Jones was en-

. gaged to a Hamilton girl ?

:  Mrs. Hauton (who once hoped to se-
cvre H. J. for a son-in-law)—Nobody
cares whether Harry Jenes is engaged
or not, except to pity the girl ;

¢  Edith—How did you enjoy Osgoode,
Mrs. Hauton ; I saw you there with the
Menszies under your wing?

«  Mrs. Hauton—Yes, dear, I was
obliged to trot them round as I came
in their carriage.

Maud—Oh, I see; you coach them
and they carriage you.
Edith—I went with my brother Tom,

. but saw little of him.

Maud—-I saw him dancing with a

. plain-looking woman, dressed very de-

' collete.

eyen.

neck or nothing with her.
Maud—Ob, here's the rector going to
cicse the shop. .
Rector—My dear sisters, I am sure
you will go home feeling that you have
passed a more profitable and satisfac-
tcry afternoon than if engaged in some

laurels, tell the same happy story and !

i

such as Toronto, where every week hun-
dreds of sheep and cattle are slaughtered
for consumption, reminds us that after

i

‘| tated by the dying out of another old-

. with a certain amount

passes
and in a twinkling the animal’s head is
drawn to the ring, and a swift and sure
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A visit to the shamhles of a large city
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are
civilized, and no longer do they
that veal must be as white and tasteless
as a turnlp.. As a consequence of this im-

3
B

must be killed, he is dispatched in the
speediest manner. :
This speediness has of lats been facili-

fashioned taste. At one time calves’

from the butcher’s point of view, to
practice the most merciful of all methods
of killing, which is to first stun the ani-
mal by a blow on the head. To do this
would bruise and perhaps break the skull,
80 spoil its appearance for the table
t even calves’ heads, as a luxury,
for the time at least, somewhat gone
fashion, and so the fatted calf can
now be hit on the head, made insensible
forever to all pain, and be prepared for
the returning prodigal or any other gor-
mandizer who bas a fondness for this in-
sipid sort of meat.

In some cities, even at the present
time, the killing of cattle is attended
of needless
‘eruelty. The beast is driven into a nar-
row enclosure, where he is deftly caughs
in a rope by the hind lsrs and instantly -
hung up by the beels in the air. Strug-
gling and bellowing. he is seized by the
head and bis throat is cut with a large
knife. The process is cruel, and need-
lessly so. . ;

I paid a visit the-other day to a large
slaughter house in Toronto, says a writer
in Toronto Sunday World, where a much
more humane mode is adopted. The
animald are driven into an enclosure and
one by one are sent into a narrow pen.
Over the horns is thrown a rope, which

through an iron ring in the floor.

blow is delivered with an ordinary
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Castoria is Dr. Samuel Pitcher’s prescription for Infantg
and Children. It contains neither Opium, Morphine nop
other Narcotic substance. It is a harmless substityta
for Paregoric, Drops, Soothing Syrups and Castor gy,
It is Pleasant. Its guarantee is thirty years’ use by
Millions of Mothers. Castoria destroys Wormsg and
allays Feverishness. Castoria prevents vomiting gqy,
Curd, cures Diarrheea and Wind Colics Castoria relieveg
. Teething troubles, cures Constipation and Flatulency.
Castoria assimilates the Food, regulates the Stomach
and Bowels, giving healthy and natural sleep, Castorig
is the Children’s Panacea—the Mother’s Friend,

Castoria. ' i Castoria,

«“Castoria is an excellent medicine for! *Castoria is -o .. .lipte] s,

children. Mothers have repeatedly told me that I recommend it as s periors
of its good effect upon their children.” ;scnptwnknwx ‘

To

‘when deciding where to bay.

Dr. G. C. OscooDp, Lowdl,&!w.i ;

THE FAC-SIMILE SIGNATURE 0

H. A ARCE:=< M. D Brockiyn N ¥,

. . () 4
PEARS ON EVERY WRAPPER.

= THE CENTAUR COMPANY. 77 MURRAY STRELY. MW YORK = vy

get all fhe.Goocl.s you wan.t, when yoa want h:;;_and
at right prices, is the problem most p:ople hive t3 soln

This Store has a reputation for keeping a fall sto :k of goois

in all departments, and having facilities for hau iligg

many lines of staple goods in large quantities enibles usy

secvre Lowest Prices.

Just now have received a car loadd

SUGARS and a car load of BINDER TWINES.

ou will always find each of the ten departments wel
stooked with newest goods It saves time and tronbi

when trading produce to get all lines of goods in one stor;
this can be done here, and at prices that will bear comparisoz

WOOL WANTED

for
to

at highest market pria

for cash, or in exchangs
Goods. We not only carry a fall fine of W oolen Gooks

exchange, but every department is op2n for traling.

Special valaes in SUMMER SHOES for Men, Women atl

Cnildren.\ : L

HOGG BROS,

OAKWOU: §

21391 yr—oow

VICTORIA PLANING M

OB WORE.

‘of all desoriptions neatly and prompih

&
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I have insi completed a

DRY KIILINN,

and am now prepared to turnish overythiné for house finishing in my lis

cheap as the cheapest. Everything guaranteed right or no pay.
Call and inspect work and get prices.

3. P. BRYLEY

—2010-th

Telephone 122. -

KENT STREET, LINDSAY.

Call and see our stook. No trouble to show It ,
. ANDERSON. NUGENT & 00

Undertakers and Oabinet Make!

“done at“The Warder” office.

——

i

Cheap FURNITURE
ANDERSON, NUGENT, ¢ &
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