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- TWO SOLDIERS

- he wonld sell us out with ne more com-

thie the
mhn«’ the Gth time [ have half-soled

OusomToa ! Sinee T have uted WOLFF'S ACUE
. 804 &re always bt and cledar (M0 befors,

Woltr'sAQ MEBlacking

y Méeh Blacking for Mcn, Women and

tldren,
The RICHEST Bi.ACK POLISH.
Making Leather Waterproof and Durable,
No Brush. A Shine Lasts a Week.
Can be washed with water, same as Oil eloth.
The Finest Dreseing for Ilarness,

Sold everywhers
OLMSTED & CO., Gleneral Agenta for Canade,
18 King S8t. W, Toronto, Ont,
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By Oapt. OFARLES ETNG.

{Copyrighted by J. R. Lippincott Company, Philas
delphia. and published through speeial arrange-
ment with the American I'ress Association.)

oon could come. It was not 8

ock: but more aleep was out of the
_ fon, and lying thero in bed intoler-

. Much to the sarprise of his darky
valet, Lane had had his bath, dressed
and disappeared by the time the former
came to rouse him.

Noel was late in mehinnl the rendez-
vous. It wos atter 10 when he appeared,

explaining that Mre, Withers was far
from well, and -therefore Cousin Amos
would not leave the house natil the doc-
tor had ecen her and made his report.
Lane received his oxplanation somewhat
coldly and suggested that they go right
to work with their papers, as he had im-
portant engagements. It was high noon
when they tinished the matters in hand,
and thon the captiin hastened to the
clnb and was handed a telogram with
the information that it had only just
como, It was evidontly expected. Lane
quickly read it and carcfully stowed it
away in an inside pocket. In another
moment he was gpeeding down town, and
by hall past 13 waus clossted with the
{;mtur partner of the tottering house of

incent, Clark & Co. Mr. Clark was
pale and nervous,  Lvery click of the
“ticker” seomed to make him start. A
clerk stood at the instrument watching
the rapidly dotted quotations,
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Mer Foir head a2 i s sitiien cushe
fon, N'q'limvéf thie Tty of kis heark
“Tave von et frota Me, Vineent?™
was the fisst guestion, and without o
word a telesram was handed to him, It
WAR i Cipher, as he saw et onee, and
Clark supplic 1 the teanseription:
“Rossiter refuses, Wateh market elose-

I¥. See Wardea instant touches half,
Break predicted hore ™
STwenty  minates anore!™  groaned

Clark, s he buried bis face in his hands,
“Twenty wivutos wors of this awful
sugponse;”

“What was the st poport? asked
Lane ina low B

“Ninety cicht seta quarter. My God!
Thivk of ! Three quarters ¢ » cont
betw nons and beciara ! Teould bear
it, bat not Viweout: twonld kil him.
Fven his hotne is mnorten sed.™

There came a quick, sharp tap at the
iulaz~~ Fdeor: the clork’s head was thrast
n:

“Three-cighths, sie™

It tine to wmove, then,” said Lare.
“I cannot follow you to the floor—I
have no ticket: bat I will be awaiting
your call at the Morchants' Exchange.
Mr. Vineent has told yon— - Retter have
it in treasury notes—one hundred each—
had you not™

“Tll sce Warden at once. D—n him!
punctions than he wonkl shoot a hawlk.”

“You infer that Mr. Vincent has had
BO snccess in raising noney in New
York;(usked Lane, as they hurtied from

office.

“Not an atom! He made old Rossiter
what he is—hanled him out of thedepths,
get hin on his feet. took him in here
with him for ten years, sent him east
with & fortune that he has trebled since
in Wall street, and now, by heaven! the
6old blooded brute will not lend him &
pitifal twenty thoueand.”

&% the bank Lane found an unususl

.
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sume i will be dome; though of course
“?o'“— much prefer
“Never ¢ G
should, and at oice.™ Axﬂ!:lem"t%e
man of business to attend to the neces-
eary formality, Lane strolled to a win-
dow and looked down the crowded street
towards the massive building in which
the deeperate grapple 'twixt bull and
bear was at its height. The day was hot;
men rushed by, mopping their fevered
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cne man eagerly ask another as th: v
dived into the broker's office nndemc*:x.

“Not yet; but I'm botting she does in
side of five minutes and reaches nine: y-
nine first thing to-motrow.”

At last boom went the great bell—a
gingle, solemn stroke. There wasaru-h
of men for the street, a general semrry
towards the great board of trade buiil-
ing, a rapidly increasing crowd along
the curbstones as the members c¢n ae

pouring out, and brokers and t cus-
torers hurried away towards n 1:e8
little offices all over the neighborhc »d.
Dozens of them passed along Lds

post of obeervation, some flushed, s..n0
deathly pale, and finally Clark him: .if
appeared and Lane hastened forth to
meot him.

“Saved by a mere squealk so far,” Wt
the alinost’ breathless whisper ng Clar
removed his hat and wiped his elam 1y
forehead. *‘But we know not whe &
day may bring forth. It's a mere 1.s-
pite.”

‘‘Can the syndicate carty any more
weight, think you? Prices jum ap
two and three weeks ago. Now they o:ly
climb a hair’s breadth at a time. Il ar
they are loaded down—that it n st
break; but I'm no expert in these m.:t-
tera.”

“If youn were, yon'd be wise to lvep
out of it. Who can say whethert .oy
will break or not? It is what everybly
confidently predicted when eighty-r: ne
was touched twelve days ago® and luok
at it!"”

“Do you go back tothe office frrm
here? Good! I'll join you there in teg
minntes,” said Lane, “for I shall ot
come down town this afternoon, :.ad
may not be able to in the mornting.”

And when Capt. Lane appeared at the
office of Vincent, Clark & Co., he
bronght with him a stont little pac':et,
which, after the exchange of a few w »
and a scrap or two of paper, Mr. Cl..tk
carefully stowed in the innermost com-
partment of the big safe. Then he grasp-
ed Lano's hand in both of his as the cap-
tain said good-by,

That afternoon, quite late, the captain
rang at the Vincent's door, and it was al-
most instantly opened by the smiling
Abigail, whom he o longed to reward for
her evidentsympathy the day before, yet
lacked the couraze to preffer a green-
back. Lane was indeed little versed in
the wayxs of the world, howsoever well
he might be informed in his profession.

“Miss Vincent ix in the library, sir, if
you will please to walk that way,” was
her brict communication: and the cap-
tain, trembling despite his best efforts to
contiol himself| stepped past her into the
browd hall, and there, hurrying down the
stairway, came M, Vineent, evidently
U meet hime Silently she held forth her
hand and led hita into the parlor, and
then he saw that her face was very sad
and pale and that her cyes were red with
weeping. ‘

“I will only deizin you & moment,
captain,” she munaured, but I felt that
Tmust see you. Mr. Vincent wrote to
me on the train as he left here, and he
tells me you know—the worst.”

“Mv. Vineent has honored me with his
confidence, dear lady; and I—saw M.
Clark today.”

She Jecked up eagerly: “*“What news
had he from New York? Did he tell
your—abont Mr. Ressiter, that is® [
kuew perfeetly well what Mr. Vincent's
hopes and expeetations were in going.”

“There was a telegram. I fear that
he was disappointed in Mr. Rossiter; but
the money was not needed up to the

_closing of the board at 1 o'clock.™

“Lam not disappointed. I thank God
that the Rossiters refused him woney. It
will open his exes to their real charae-
ters—father and son. I would rather go
and live tn o hovel than be under obli-
gatione to cither of them.” And now the
tears were raining down her cheeks.

Do net grieve so, Mrs. Vincent,” said
Lane. “I camnot believe the dangeris
so great. I have listened to the opinions
of the strongest men on 'change this af-
terhooi. A ‘break’ in this corner was
predicted in New York at 11 this morn-
ing. and that is the universal opinion
among the best 1nen now.”

“Yes. but it may be days away yet,
and Mr. Vincent has confessed to me
that his whole fortune hangs by a single
hair—that this wretched speculation has
swallowed everything—that a rise of a
single penny means beggary to us, for
he can no longer answer his broker's

wrote; but Mr. Clark seems to m had

mherofﬁmis. and there wae ati &if of whelmed Mr. Vincent on Wednesday.”
Suppreseed excitement. boys | Yoy givemie and ” cried
Would rueh ini every now snd them with ' ﬁgpo(f;a i mm,-dn
for varione and thess ' geiged and preesed his haud. **And—
wwmm lulpo: -amcqx-: to us in the midst of our
, €xrhest cofiversation: i, Vinceat
ok ; trotibles! was so touched

towin‘lwmdwm\
I pre-

| “And ¥ haveyour good wishes, $eo,
'&um%&»m

But he could met finish. He had looked
into her face with such eager hope and
when be began, yet broke down
when he tried to speak of his
great love for her sweet danghter.”

"I~Mvuyo:ndmuw;q."ﬁo-p
“T have seen wdur::cbﬂdhnbol:u
to you almost from very first, -
you happiness, Mr. Lane;
but Mr. Vincent told yon that—we once
bad other views for Mabel. Itisonly

fair and right that you should know.”
“How could it have been otherwise,
Mrs. Vincent? Is there any man quite
worthy of her? Is there any station in
life too high for ome like her? I never
dared hope that your consent could have

that she can possibly care for me—yet.”

sald she, smiling thro her tears. “I
will see you after a perhaps. Ma-
bel is in the library. Now I'll leave you.”

With tumaultuously throbbing heart,
he softly entered and quickly glanced
around. The tiers of almost priceless
volumes, the antique furniture, the cost-
ly Perslan rugs and portieres, the pic-
tures, bronzes, bric-a-brac—all were
valueless in his eager eyes. They sought
one object alone, and found it in a deep
bay window across the room. There,
leaning back in a great easy reading
chair, with a magazine in her lop, her
fair head pillowed on a silken cushion,
reclined the lady of his heart, smiling a
sweet welcome to him, while the rosy
color mounted to her brows as he came
quickly forward and took her soft, white
band. How he was trembling! How
is KInd gray eyes were glowing! She
could not meet them; she had to look
away. She had begun some pleasant lit-
tle welcoming speech, some half laugh-
ing allusion to the flowers. but she stop-
ped short in the midst of it. A knot of
half faded roses—his roses—nestled in
her bosom, contrasting with the pure
white of her dainty gown; and now
those treasured, envied flowers began to
rise and fall, as though rocked on the
billows of some clear lake stirred by a
sudden breeze. What he said, he did
not know; she hardly heard, thongh her
ears drank in every word. Slie only
realized that Yoth his hands were
tightly clasping hers, and that, scorn-
ing to seek a chair and draw it
to her side — perhaps, too, because
be could not bear to release even for an
instant that slender little hand—perhaps
still more because of the old time chiv-
alry in his nature that had prompted
him to ask parental sinction before tell-
ing her of his deep and tender love—
Capt. Lane had dropped on one knee
close beside, and, bending over her, was

words the old, old story, of a lover's
bopes and fears and longings—the sweet
old song that, day after day, year after
year, ay, though sung since God's crea-
tion of the beautiful world we live in,
hever, never can be heard or sung except
in rapture. Even though she be cold to
him as stone, no true women ever lis-
tened to the tale of a man's true love
without a thrill at heart.

Once, only once, in the lifetime of men
like Lane—yes, and of men not half his
peers in depth of character, in Intensity
of feeling—there comes a moment like
this, and, whether, it be in the slow and
fervor and exthusizem of youth or the
intensity and strenzth of maturer years,
it is the climax of a lifetime: it is the
#ate from wkich all others, all scenes,
trials, trinmphs, take their due appor-
tionment: it is the memory of all others
that lingers to the very last, when all,
all but this are banished from the dying
brain. Rome. in her pride of place,
made the building of her capitol the cli-
max of mundare history; everything in
her calendar was “ante urbem condi-
tam” or the reverse. The old world
measured from the flood; the new world
—our world—measures from the birth of
him who died upon the cross: and the
lifetime of the man who has once deeply
and devotedly loved has found its climax
in the thrilling moment of the avowal.

“Have you no word to say to me, Ma-
bel>—not one word of hope—not one?”
he pleaded.

Then she turned her lovely face. look-
ing into his deep eyes throngh a mist of
tears.

“I do like yon,” she murmured; “I do
honor you so, Capt. Lane; but that is not
what you deserve. There isno one, be-
lieve me, whom I so regard and esteem:
but—I do not know—I am not certain of
myself.”

“Let me try to win your love, Mabel.
Give me just that right. Indeed, indeed
I have not dared to hope that so svon I
could win even your trust and esteem.
You make me so happy when you admit
even that.”

“It is so little to give in return for
what yon have given iae,” sheanswered,
'softly, while her hand still lay firmly
 held in the clasp of his.

“Yet it is so much tome. Think,
: Mabel, in four days at most I must go
| back to my regiment. Iask no pledge
| OF promise. Only let me write to you.
! Only write to me and let me strive to
| arouse at least a little Iove in your true
{ heart. Then by and by—six months,
! perhaps—Tll come again and try my
{ fate. 1lkmow that an old dragoon Iike
i me, with gray bairs sprouting in his
| Iustache——"
| Buthereshe laid her flugers on his
 lipe, and then, seizing hoth her hands,
| mwed his head over them and kissed
| The day of parting came, all 0o soon.
iDuty-—tho mistress to whom he had
mever hitherto given undivided alle-
| @iance—called him to the distant west,

+
}

“L will not keen you longer, then-

pouring forth in broken, incoherent.

She gIances up mto Ms tace.
?.H'—-i ﬂn,;tbouhm
@&t her own boldness, the lovely head was
bowed again almost on his breast.
“What is it, darling? Tell me,” he
whispered, eagerly, a wild, wild hope
his heazt.

“Would it make you happier if—if I—
gmthtlhaw myself a little bet-

“Mabel! Do you mean—do you care
for me?
Myammg' arms strain
to his breast. Long, long afterward he
used to lift that traveling coat of gray
tweed from the trunk in which it was

if it were indeed true that her throbbing
heart had thrilled through that senseless
fabric, stirring wild joy and rapture to
the very depths of his own.

“Would I be sobbing my heart out,”
at last she murmured, “if I did not love
vou and could not bear to have you go?”

CHAPTER VIIL
“What an awfully pretty girl that
Miss Vincent is, Amos!” said Mr. Noel
one morning, as the cousins were quietly
breakfasting together before going down
town.

“Pretty? yes,” said Amos, doubtfully.
“But look here, my boy; recollect that
Jou want to think of something more
than ‘pretty’ in selecting a wife while
you are in here on this detail. Now,

 in X
e o tud I have beent keering

matter; the fact is, I always have both
eyes and ears open—travel with them
that way, sleep with them that way. I
would not be the man I am in the busi-
ness world, Noel, if that weren't the case.
Angd, pretty though Miss Vincent may
be, she's not the girl for you e waste your
time on.”

“But why not? asked Noel. “They
bave a magnificent home, and everything
about it indicates wealth and refinement
and culture; and there is no denying that
she is one of the mosi attractive girls in
society in this city; certainly I have seen
none whom I have admired more.”
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That very morning Gordon Nocl was pre
scnted to Reginald Vincent.

“That is all very true, perhaps,” was
the reply; ‘‘but her father was very bad-
ly bitten during that wheat corner last
month, and in fact he has been losing
heavily for the last two yvears. Warden.
who is his broker on ‘Change, let it leak
out in more ways than one; and that
wife of Warden is a regunlar scandal
monger—she can’t help talking. and
everything she manages to extract from
himin the way of information goes broad-
cast over the entire city. Uf course,
when the corner broke, as it did, old
Vincent managed to puil out of it with-
out absolute loss of his homestead and
his entire business. But the rally came
only in the nick of time. I am told that
Warden has said that if wheat hz1 gone
uponecent higherit would have knocked
Vincent out of time; he never eculd have
come to again. Gordon Noel, we have
another plan for you. Wait until Ned
Terry's sister gets back from the east;
between her arnd her brother they have
Just abont as mnch money invested in
the best paying business in this town as
any people that I can possibly name.
She’s a belle; she's just as pretty as Miss
Vincent. She isn’t as smart, perhaps,
but she is a woman worth cnltivating.
Now, hold your horses. Where did you
meot her, by the way>” .

*1 first met her at the Thorntons’
dinner party. She was there with Capt.
Lane, and some other young pecple
whom I had not previously met.”

*“Oh, yes: that reminds me. It secems
to me I have heard once or twice that
your friend Lane was very much smitten
in that quarter. Now, vou'd much better
let him carry off Miss Vincent, if he can.

She would suit his modest views of life
very well. Eut I dont believe the girl
has a peany tv her fortune; at least she
certainly won't if Vincent has no more
luck in the future than he has had in the
last year.”

“I took her down to dirnmer,” said
Noel, thoughtfully, “and I romember
that she talked a good deal about the
army, and asked a great many gacstions
about the cavalry. Now that yon speak
of it, I noticed that Lane, who sat on the
opposite sicle of the table, didn't seem to
be particularly interested in the lady
whom he was escortinz, clthouzh, of
course, he had to be civil and tried to
keep up a conversation, but every now
and then I would catch him locking at
us, and particularly at her. But she
looked so pretty that I didn’t wonder
atit.”

I. A. Slocum’s Remedy.

“When did you next see her? said
Withers.

Castoria.

“Only last night. You h!ow, I was
called away almost immediately after
the Thornton affair, and had to go on to
New York on the court martial, where
I was summoned as a witness, then only
got back in time for the party last night.
That was my second meeting with her,
and by this time Lane had gone out to
join the regiment. I didn’t even have a
chance to say good-by to him. Do you
think, really, that he was smitten in
that

‘“That’s what I certainly heard,” said
Withers; ‘“and as soon as you get to
know young people in society I venture
to say that you can readily find out all
about it. These girls all know one
ancther’s secrets, and are genmerally

——

pretty ready to tell them. That's the |-

result of my experience.”

It was evident that Amos Withers’
cousin was not to be neglected in the
Queen City. Two parties at private
houses, a reception at the club and three
dinners were the invitations which he
found awaiting him at his office. Half
an hour was occupied in acknowledging
and accepting or declining, as happened
to be the case, these evidences of hospi-
tality; then, having no especial interest
in the morning paper, his thoughts again
reverted to what Mr. Withers had been

telling him about Miss Vincent. and the
possible relation between her and his

regimental comrade. He had been very
much impressed with her the night be-
fore. Her beauty was of such a rare
and radiant charaeter, she was so genial
and unaffected in her manner, so bright
and winning, with sach an evident lik-
ing for his society, that Mr. Noel had
come away flattering himself that he
had made in this guarter a most fa-
vorable impression. He had thought of
her very much as he werit home fromn the
party—of her interested face, as he talked
or danced with her; and she danced de-
lightfully, and was so good as to say that
bis step perfectly suited hers. He re-
membered now, too, her remark that it
was so delightful to dance with army of-
ficers and graduates of the Point; they
all secmed to feel so thoroughly at home
on the floor.

Noel was not a graduate of the Point
by any means; but he saw no reason for
disenchanting her on that score. He
was quitc as good as any of the West
Pointers, in his own opinion, and in so-
ciety was very much more at home than
many of their number. As a dancer, he
was looked upon in his regiment and
throughout the cavalry as one of the
‘most accomplished in the whole service.
And all this interest and al) this cordiali-
ty he had accepted withou. hesitation as
a tribute to his own superiar qualifica-
tions and attractiveness. It was there-
fore with a feeling akin to pigue that he
heard of this possible engagement exist-
ing 1. :tween her and Capt. Lane.

In all the Eleventh cavalry there was
no man whom Gordon Noel feared and
possibly hated more than he did Capt.
Lane. This arose from the fact. that
Lane as adjutant of the regiment had
seen all the communications that passed
from time to time relative to Noel's ab-
sence from his command when his ser-
vices were most needled and when any
man of spirit would have taken every

{Continued netrt week )

Cuticura Remedies.

DYING WITH HUMORS

Which Three Doctors Could not Cure,
Cured in Four Weeks by
Cuticura Remedies,

I wrote you about four yesrs ago of the won-
derfu’ cure I made with yuur CUTICURA
REMEDIES of a bad humor on my fac: which
tweive doctors faiied to urnderstand or cure.

Three years ago last fall my son went to Sacra- ;.

mento, Cal, and after two or three months he
broke out with & humor on hie stomach and
back, sut’ericg very much. He employed threc
diff-rent doctors, and at last they tol@ him to o
back to Maine, as his disease was caused by
change of climate. and he coaid not live in Cali
forria. He wrote me that he was coming home,
for he was dying with a humor that the dcer=rs
could not cura. { wrote him to gat some CUTI-
CURA R¥MEDIES andtske accordizz to direect-
icns, and barhe freely with ‘he CUTICURA Soap,
ani in four weeka after he 2ot my letter he
wrote me he was eartirely -ured. 3 came
bome a few weeks ago on a visii. #nd is »i home
now. His health isgood. [ havo recommencded
these remedies to & great man; pcopia with bad
cases that would not : iel : tc doctor's medi-ines,
and in no case have I krown them to fail to
make acure. If you wish to refer any one to
me, I will answer, with pleasure.

AARRISON STRVENS, East Jackson, Me,

Cuticura Resolvent

The new Blood and Skin Purifier and greatest of
Humor Remedies, internally (to ciesnse the
blood of all impurities and poisonous elements,
and thus rep~ove the cause). and CUTICCRA, the
great Skin Cure. and CUTICURA SoaAP, an ex-
guisitive Skin Beautifier. exrernaliy (to clear
the skin and scalp, snd resiore the hair), speedily
~nd permanently cure every species of itching,
burning, scaly, crusted. pimp s, scr-fulous, and
hereditary disesses and humore, infancy to age,
from pimpies to screfula, when the best physici-
ans and all other remedies faii. This is strong
langua.. e but every word ofit istrue. CUTICURA
REMEDIES are the greatest sxia cures, blood
purifiers, and humor remediee of modern times.

Sold everywhere. Price. CUTICURA. 75 cre.;
SoaP, 35¢.; RESOLVEST, $1 9. Prep«red by *he
go'rms DRUG AXD CHEMICAL CORPORATION,

Sston.

&% Send for *“How te Cure Skin Dizeasee,” 64
pages, 50 iliustrations and 100 testimonials,
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PAINS AND WEAKNESS

females instartly relieved by that

l}:'Pv. .elemkﬂt. and inhmblgwAnlidon

ain, ammation.and Weakness,

the Cuticu:a Anti Pain Plaster.
v e S
p'aster.

ONSUMPTIO

SURELY

LARD OIL

LARDINE

BOILER

OlL.

PURGER

CASTORI

for Infants and Children.

s«Castoriais so well adapted to children thas
1 recommend it as superior to any prescription

I

Castoria cures Colic, Oomupatlo;.
Sour Stomach, Diarrhcea, Eructation,

kowntome.” H. A Ancuzs, M.D., Kills Worms, gives sleep, and proiotes @
111 So. Oxford St., Brookiyn, N. ¥. | Withous injurious medication.

Tas Cmrrava Coxpaxy, 77 Murray Street, ¥. Y,

T —

R. D. Thexton.

*STRAW_AND HAY WANTED,

I am prepared to buy any quantity
of Good Hay or Straw and press if gt
barns, Parties who are threshing
should call and get samples of my

No danger of fires around barn;s
when it is used, and is cheaper than

wood, Two Cars just to hand,

oo - D THEXTON

Sylvester Bros. Man’tg Co.

TRY OUR
NEW PATENT

CUTAWAY

= IS0 HARROV

The Best Tool in the World for Starting Wild Oats,
Tares and Mustard to grow after harvest.

BETTER THAN A GANG PLOW.

A Boy with two horses can cultivate from Eight
to Ten Acres per day.

CALL AND SEE IT.

Sylvester Bros. Mf'o (o,

LmDSAY. - - % ON To

Lindsay, Aug. 21st- 1890.—15.
I L

James Keith.

CLOVER SEED.

Clover Seed wanted. For which the HIGHEST
PRICE will be Paid.

ST

ALSO AGENT FOR THE

ONTARIO MOTUAL LIVE STOCE

Insurance Company.

ooy

ugred and Farm

Thoro
Stock Insured at very
Low Rates.

e L
',"\'\‘.\4_ 8

JAS. KEITH’S, WILLAM STREET.

Lindsay. Jan, 9th 1880.—%8.
Barnum’s Wire Works, Walkerville.

_ Beet and Cheapest Fence _
(A

Railings, Lawn Furniture

EAR A i A
{FELETE] Baruam Wire & [ron Works

WALKERVILLE, ONTARIO.
& CATPAT:OOTR Sent on Application.™

STESEL RODS-IRON FOUNDATION.
BUILDERS' IRON WORK,

W j’

y L { |

a1(11.,




