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IRVING BACHELLER

Pie Was 4f 4Is Gésk writlig and At ihe
game time giving orders in a queruious
tone to some workman who sat beside
him. He did not look up as he spoke.
He wrote rapidly, his nose down S0
close to the straggling, wet lines that
I felt a fear of its touching them. I
gtood by, waiting my opportunity. A
full bearded man in his shirt sleeves
came hurriedly out of another room.

“Me. Qreeley,” he said, halting at the
2lbow of the great editor.

“Yeag, what is it?" the editor demand-
&d nervously, his hand wabbling over
the white page as rapldly as before,
his eyes upon his work.

«A nother man garroted this morning
on South street.”

“Better write a paragraph,” he said,
fiis voice snapping with impatience as
ke brushed the full page aside and be-
gan sowing his thoughis on another.
*«wWarn our readers. Tell 'em 1o Wear
Brass collars with spikes in ‘em till we
get a new mayor.”

The man went away langhing.

Mr. Greeley threw down his pen,
gathered his copy and handed it to the
georkman who sat beside him.

«proof ready at 5! he shouted as
fhe man was going out of the room.

“Hello, Brower!” be said, bending to
his work again. “Thought you'd blown
out the gas somewhere!”

«yWaiting ontil you reject this artl-
£ie,” I said.

Ee sent a bey for Mr. Ottarson, the
ity editor. Meanwhile he had begun
£o drive his pen across the broad sheets
with tremendous energy. Somehow It
reminded me of a man plowing black
furrows behind a fast walking team in
a snow flurry. His mind was “strad-
dle the furrow™ when Mr. Ottarson
came in. There was a moment of si-
lence, in which the latter stood scan-
ning a page of the Herald he had
brought with him.

«“(¢tarson,” said Mr. Greeley, never
glasking the pace of his busy band as
e heid my manuscript in the other,
-wpgad this. Tell me what you think of
f¢. If good, give him a show."”

“The staff is full, Mr. Greeley,” sald
#he man of the city desk His words
gut me with disappointment.

The editor of the Tribune halted his
jsand an instant, read the last lines,
scratching a word and underscoring

another.

“Taan't =are'™ he shrilled as ba wre"
on writing. “Used to slide down hill
orith his father. If he’s got brains
we'll pay him $S a week."”

The city editor beckoned to me, and
I foliowed him into another room.

«1¢ you will leave your address,” he
gajd, “I will let you bhear from me
wwhen we have read the article.”

With the hasty confidence of youth
¥ began to discount my future that
very day, ordering a full dress
the best tailor, hat and shoes to mateh
and a complement of meckwear that
sreuld have done credit to Beau Brum-
mel. It gave me a start when I saw
the bill would empiy my pocket of
more than half its cash. ButI had &
stiff pace to follow and every reason to

{éok my best.

CHAPTER XXIL
TOOK a walk In the long twl-
light of that evening. As it
began to grow dark 1 passed
«h the Fuller house and looked
up at its windows. gStanding under &
¢roe on the opposite side of the ave-
mue, | scaw A man come out of the door
and walk awa hurriedly with long
atrides. 1 met him at the next cornefr.
“3a0d evening,” he maid.
I recognized then the volee and Og-
are of John Trumbull.
“Reen to Fullet's”™ msald be.

sHow ia Hope?" 1 asked.
epatior” sald he, “Walk with e 7™

“With pleasure” aald 1. And thea
fa guickensd hia pace.

We walked awhile in gilenee, @oing
s Past | had harlly time ta apeal, and
fha Aorkncas despeied IRt Right. We
nueeied along thFOUER atfpata And als
fogad thal were lai § 1-“1!!‘1-:1" I!jhlﬂi., ki
i ik AR lenEth R & wiile aveius
g thrmigh apel falila 1R the W=
af tha eity. Lights in eablin
awed opn the Bila aronnd
wa | daida e remark about them,
but he did not hear ma, He slackensd
pace in & momens and began whisper
ing to himself i conld not hear what
i thought of bidding him
returning, but where
how could I fnd my
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lll'! l'--'-ll
Ay Lkl vy a h':

ha said
goofl night and
wore we, and

Way "’
We heard & horse coming presently

at a gallop. Al the first loud whack
af th '+ he turned suddenly and,
- mvy arm, began to run.

+ha darkness of the

v apell of rare

- once of

nuch of

1 sud-

“ands

oke

wl

guit of '

with the odd experience I had gone

through. In a moment they had passed
out of sight. We were not aware that
we had witnessed a spectacle the like
of which had not been seen in ceniu-
ries, if ever, since God made the heav-
ens—the great meteor of 1860.

“Let's go back,” said Trumbull “We
came too far. 1 forgot myself.”

-“Dangerous hera?’ I inquired.

“Not at all,” said he, “but & long
svay out of town. Tired?”

“Rather,” I said, grateful for his evi-

dent desire to quiet my alarm.

“Gumn."nidheuﬂmmnhuchtn '
the pavement, his hand upon my shoul- -

der. “Talk to me. Tell me—what are
you going to do?”

We walked slowly down the deserted
avenus, | meanwhile talking of my
plans,

«You love Hope,” he said presently.
«You will marry her?”

«1¢ ghe will have me,” said L

“You must wait,” be said. “Time
enough.”

He quickened his pace again as we
came in sight of the scattering shops
and houses of the upper city, and no
other word was spoken. On the cor-
pers we saw men looking into the sky
and talking of the fallen mooD. It
was late bedtime when we turned in-
to Gramercy park.

“Come in,” sald he as he openéd an
iron gate.

I followed him up a marble stair-
way, and a doddering old English but-
ler ‘opened the door for
tered a fine hall, its floor of beautiful
parquetry mufiled with silken rugs.
High and spacious rooms were all
aglow with light.

He conducted me to a large smoking
room, its floor and walls covered with

trophies of the hunt—antlers and the
skins of carnivord. Here he threw

off his coat and bade me be at home
as he lay down upon 2 wicker divan
covered with the tawny skin of some
sild animal. He stroked the fur fond-
Iy with his hand.

“Hello, Jack!
that mystified me.

“Tried to eat me,” he added, turning
to me.

Then he bared his great hairy arm
and showed me a lot of ugly scars.

I besought him to tell the story.

“Killed him,” he answered.

“With a gun?’

“No, with my hands” And that

was all he would say of it.
He lay facing a black curtain that

covered a cormer. Now and then I
heard a singular sound in the room-—
like some faint, far night cry such as
I have heard often in the deep
It was so weird I felt some wonder of
it. Presently I counld tell it came from
behind the curtain, where also I heard
an odd rustle like that of wings.

I sat in a reverie, looking at the sk
fent man before me, and in the midst
of it he pulled a cord that hung near

him. and a8 bell rang
Then he rose and ghowed mme oOa

things carved out of wood by his own
pand, as he told me, and weith a deli-
cate art. He looked at one tiny thing
and laid it aside quickly.

“Can’t bear to look at it now,” he
said.

“Gibbet?" I inguired.

“3ibbet,” he answered.

It was a little figure bound hand and
foot and bhanging from the gallows
tree.

“Burn it™ he said, turning to the
old servant and putting it in his hands.

Luncheon had been set betweel us
the while, and as we were eating it the
butler opened a big couch and threw
snowy sheets of linen over it and silk-
en covers that rustled as they fell.

“You will sleep there,” said my host
as his servant laid the pillows, “and

well, I hope.”
I thought I had better go to my own

lodgings.

“Too late, too late,” sald he, and L
leg weary and half asleep, accepted his
proffer of hospitality. Then, bhaving
eaten, he left me, and I got into bed
after turning the lights out. Bome-
thing woke me in the dark of the night.
Phere was a rustling sound in the
foom, 1 ralsed my head a bit and lis-
tened. It was the black ecurtain that
hing i the eorner. I lmagined somes
body steiking it violently. I rawW A
white Agire stabdlhg hear me in the
darlineas. It Moved AWay as 1 looked
af it. A eold wind was blowing poR
my faee 1 lay & g e listeining,
and by and by 1 eould head the deep
vaice of Trumbull as it he Weke groal:
i Aand mutiering 18 hia aleep.

When i hagan (o eaile light 1 6AW
the hreese from AR apel window waa
gtirring the eurtain af silk in the ear
ner. 1 gat out of bed and, peering be-
nind the curialn, &AW anly & great
white owl, eaged and staring out of
wide evea that gleamed Qery in the
dim light. I went to bed again, sleep-
ing watil my host woke me in the late
morning.

After breakfasting I went to the
chalet. The postman had been there,
hut he had brought no letter from
Hope. 1 walted about home, expecting
to hear from her, all that day, only to
see it end in bitter disappointment.

New York was a crowded city even
then, but I never felt so lonely any-
where outside a camp in the big woods,
The last day of the first week came,
but no letter from Hope. To make an
end of suspense I went that Saturday
morning to the bhome of the Fullers.
The equation of my value had dwin-
‘ted sadly that week. Now a small

wotion would have stood for it—nay,

n the squ
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I decided to take anything homora-
ble as an occupation, even though it
mnﬁtmmutthnlumdprﬂu-
gions. I began to ADSWer advertise-
;menha.ndappl: at business offices for
' something to give me a living,

with no success. I began to feel the
selfishness of men. God pity the warm

nndtand&rhﬂ:tafmﬂlmnba-

make
mate of Itself and others.

that time, O ye good
sons and daughters!

pense a week to no purpose. When I
came back, redoced in cash and cour-

age, Hope had sailed.
from Uncle Eb

us., We en- ,

he !l{d.lgreetin:J

| cheer.

There was a letter
telling me when and
they were to leave. “She will reach
there a Friday,” he wrote, “and would
like to see you that evening at Ful-
ler’s.” .

I had waited in Philadelphia, hoping
I might have some word to give her a
better thought of me, and that night
after such a climax of ill luck—well, I
had need of prayer for & wayward
tongue. I sent home & good account

of my prospects. I could not bring
or send for

r have

by what steamer

Meanwhile my
ﬂﬁenanshtuknpmalngwd
There was William MecClingan, 2

Scotchman of a great gift of digmity

and devotional
good time of the rumor that
lost his ear in an nrgmanttbo'utm
Scriptures over at Edinburgh.

[ remember he came an
soon after my arrival at the chalet
when din late. His dignity

was at the full.
silence, while a sense of {injury grew

in-his bosom.

wpfrs. Opper,” said he in 2 grandiose
manner and volice that nicely trilled
the r's, “in the fourth chapter and
ninth verse of Lamentations you will
find these words"— Here he raised his
voice a bit and began to tap the palm
of his left hand with the index finger
of his right, continuing, “*“They that
be slain with the gsword are better
than they that be slain with hunger,
for these pine away, stricken through
want of the fruits of the field." Upon
my honor as a gentleman, Mrs. Opper,
I was never so hungry io all my lfe.”

The other boarder was & rather frall
man, with an easy cough and a confl-

dential manner. He wrote the “Obitua-
ries of Dis eod Persons” for one
of the daily papers. Somebody bad

of Washington. He had never forgot-
ten it, as I have reason to remember.
His mind lived ever Among the dead.
His tongue was pickled in maxims;
his heart sunk in the brine of recollec-
Hon: his humor not less unconscious
and familiae than that of an eplitaph.
His name was Lemuel Franklin Foree,
o the publie of his native eity he had
introduced Webster one Fourth of
July=a perennial topie of hia lighter

winmenta,

CHAPTER XL
AR soon near out of Wmeney
and at my wits' end, but my
will waia uneenguered, 10
this plight I ran upol Fogar
iy, the palieenan wha bad been the
good angel of my one hopeful day in
journaliam, His manner fnvited my
gonfidenee,

vwhat luek ' sald he,

wHad luek,"” I answered, “Only $10
in my pocket and nothing to do."

He swung his stick thonghttully.

w1f 1 waa you," sald he, “I'd take
anything honest Upen me ywurred,
.« ruther pounad rockl than lay idle.”

“8o0 would 1%

“Wud ye?" said he, with animation,
as he took my measure from head to
fool.

“1"1 do anything that's honest."

AL, ha!" said he, rubbing his sandy
ohin whiskers. “Don't seem like ye'd
been used t* hard wurruk.”

“put 1 ean do it,” I sald.

IIe looked at me sternly and beckon-
ed with his head.

“Come along,” caid be

He took me to a gang of Irishmen
working in the street near by.

“RBogs McCormick!” he shouted.

A hearty volce answered, “Aye, aye,
counselor!”” and McCormick came out
of the crowd, using his shovel for a
stafl.

“A happy day t' ye!” sald Fogarty.

“Same t youse, an' manny o’ thim!"
said McCormick. : -
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ways taught me the
ing, and I was bound to
with ill luck on my OWN resources.
| “Greeley is back,” said be, “and I
ghall see him tomorrow. I will put
him in mind o’ you."
| I went away gsore in the morning,
put with no drooping spirit. In the
middle of the afternoon 1 straightened
. up a moment to ease my back and look

the great Horace

McClingan. The latter beckoned me
as he caught my eye. I went aside to
greet them. Mr. Greeley gave me his
hand.

“Do you mean to tell me that you'd

il

wrhunder! I hed forgolien all about
wou."

el my confidence and some of my

doughnuts on fthe curb at lancheon

time, I remembet best of alk

wye'll niver fergit the tolme 'we
witrtuked together under Boss M-
Cormlck,” sald bhe.

And to this day, whenever [ meet
the good man, fow bent and gray, he
saye always: “Uood day ¢ y& MW
Hrower, ' ye mind the tolme Wwe
pounded the Fock under fosa MeCor
Wik

My, Opeeley gave me A place at onee
an the loeal staf and lnvliied We to
dine with him dt his home that evei:
ing, Meanwhily he sent we o the
headguartera of the Hepublican oen-
tral campaign pommities on Rraad-
way, opposite fhe New York hotel,
Lincoln had beéa nominated in May,
and the great political Aght of 1860
was shaking the eity with s thun-
ders, -

I turned in my ecopy at the elty desk
in good season, iud. although the great
editor had mot)yet left his room, 1
took a car at onfe to keep my appoint-
ment. A servagt showed me to & aent
in the big back garior of Mr, Greeley's
home, where I nt a lonely hour be-
fore I heard his heavy footsteps in the
hall. He immediately rushed upstairs,
two steps at a time, and in a moment
I heard his high/volce greeting the ba-
bies. ITe came fown shortly with one
of them clinging to his band.

#Thunder!” be said. *“I bad forgot-

dinner.” !
the tead of the table and I

pext to him. I ember how, wearled
by the day's bupden, be sat, lounging

nthnrwurkthnangnrmw?*gﬂ |

ten all about you. Let's go right in to |
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[mpoverished Soi

Impoverished goil, like impov-
erished’ blood, needs a proper
fertilizer. A chemist by analyz-
ing the soil can tell you what
fertilizer to use for different

products.

If your blood is impoverished
your doctor will tell you what
you need to fertilize it and give
it the rich, red corpuscles that
are lacking in it. It may be you
need a tonic, but more likely you
need & concentrated fat food,
and fat is the element lacking
in your system.

There is no fat food that is
so easily digested and assimi-
lated as

Scott’s Emulsion

of Cod Liver Oil

It will nourish and strengthen
the body when milk and eream
fail to do it. Seott’s Emulsion
is always the same; always
palatable and always beneficial
where the body is wasting from
any cause, either in children

Be sure that this Iﬁb
ture in the form a
label is on the wrapper
n_tmhﬂtﬂ-edlﬂm:i—
sion you buy.

SCOTT & BOWNE

CHEMISTS

Teronte, Ont.

50¢. and $1.00.
All Druggists.

what be meant.

“Go on! Teil me all about IL” ber
added.

«] like the country best” sald be
when I bad finished, “because there I
see more truth in things, Here the lie
has many forms—uniquoe, varied, in-
genious. The rouge and powder on
the lady's cheek—they are lies, both of
them: the baronial and ducal crests
muu.nndthafu-nllwhnuuthem
are liars: the people who soak them-
selves in rum have nothing but lies in
their heads; the multitude who live by
thelr wits and the lack of them in oth-
ers—they are all liars; the many who
{magine a valn thing and pretend to be
what they are not—liars, every one of
them. It is bound to be so in $he great
cities, and it is a mark of decay. The
skirts of Elegabalus, the wigs and
rouge pots of Mme. Pompadour, the
crucifix of Machlavelll and the inpo-
cent smile of Fernando Wood stand for
something horribly and vastly false in
the people about them. For truth
you've got to get back into the woods.
You can find men there a good deal as
God made them—genuine, strong and
simple. When those men Ccease to.
come here you'll see grass growing in
Broadway."

I made no answer, and the great
commoner stirred his coffee a moment
in silence.

“Vanity 1s the curse of cities,” he

continved, “and Flattery is its hand-

maiden. Vanity, Flattery and Deceit
are the three disgraces. I like a man
to be what he is—out and out If he's
ashamed of himself it won't be long be-
fore his friends 'll be ashamed of him.
There's the trouble with this town.
Many a fellow ls pretending to be
what he lsn't. A man eanhot bhe
gtrong unless he la genuine.”

One of his chiMren—a littie girl—
came and stodd close to him as he
spoke, ' He put his bl arm a0l
her, and that gentle, perinanent sintle
of his broadensd as he Kissod her and
patted her Fed cheek

vApyihing new in the BoULh T MPa,
(reeley Inguired.

wiWaorse and Wworse eavery day,” he
sald, “"Herlons trouble poming, The
Charleston  dinner Iﬂtﬂrﬂlr wWas @
feast of treason An a Aow ef ertmi-
nal shetorie, The Unlon Was the ehief
dish. Evervbody slashed 18 with &

knife and Jibbed it with his fork, It
was slaughtered, reasted, made into
mincemeat and devoured. Ome erator
spoke of ‘rolling back the tide of fa-
paticism that finds its root in the con-
sclence of the peeple) Thelr meta-
phors are as bad as thelr morals.”

He laughed heartily at this example
of fervid eloquence, and then we rose
from the table. He had to go to the
office that evening, and 1 came away
goon after dinper. 1 had nothing to
do and went home, reflecting upon al
the great man had sald.

Ibaﬂn-hurﬂrmmthnﬂ'uthuf
what he bad told me—mgn licking the
hand of riches with the tongue of fiat-
tery, men so stricken with the itch of
vanity that they groveled for the

tnneh of nralaa mman P

(To be continued.)

ILIPPINCOTT'S |

MONTHLY MAGAZINE
A FAMILY LIBRARY

The Best In Current Literaturs

12 CompirTe NoveELs YEARLY

MANY SHORT STORIES AND
PAPERS ON TIMELY TOPICS

$2.50 penYEAR; 26 cTH. A COPY
NO CONTINVED STORIES,
NUMBER COMPLETE IN ITOELF

We Can Answer Your

Holiday Questions

With all sorts of Beautiful Things.

The latest and best styles,
i;agnnahle prices, and

Fine Jewelry
Watches
Clocks

Fine China
Cut Glass

arguments to induce you
to visit us,

Once at our store our

goods will speak for Leather
themselves. Goods

BRITTON BROS,

OPTICIANS
Foot of Kent-st., Lindsay.

General Merchants, Oakwood.
Ten departments always kept well assorted.

Special cut prices given
on all lines of

HOLIDAY GOODS.

Highest market prices
paid for Butter and

Eggs.

{

PASCOE BROS,

 OAKWOOD,

TERMS--CASH OR TRADE.
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Excesses acd indiscretious are the canse of more
mndﬂﬁmthlﬂﬂhIMmHﬂL
We sce the victims of vicious babits on every bhand;
the sallow, pimpled face, dark circled eyes, stooping
form, stunled deve t. bashkinl,” melancholic
countenance and timid bearioy to all the

=

topa all losses and dralos and qu
restores the patient towhat pature intended—a m;
and happy man with physical, mental and merve pow-
erg complete.

For over 25 years Dra. K. & K. have treated with

test succesa all diseases of men aasd women.

1f you bave any secret disease that is & worry and
a menace to your Bealth comszlt old established physic-
jass whodo not have lo experiment ot you.

We guaractes to cure Nervous Debllity, Bleod
Diseases, Stricture, Varicocele, Kidney and Bladder
Disesses. Consultation Free. If enable to call, write
for 2 Cuestion Blask for Home Treatmeat.

& KEREAN, 148 Shelby Street,

Detroit, Mich.
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NOW IS THE TIME TO HAVE YOUR

Letterheads
and Billheads

NEATLY AND QUICKLY; PRINTED AT
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and
Sewing Machines.

Highest grade Instruments such as

Planos, Organs

Bell, Kam, Thomas, etc, The name of
which is a guarantee of quality. In Sew-
ing Machines, White, Wheeler & Wilson,
New Williams, New Home and Raymond.
All goods guaranteed, and prices
terms rightt No fake sales but solid
value and all at all times.

P.0. BOX 217.
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GOOD PUMP

iron pipes and cast iron cylinders is past, as the
what you want when you buy a pump
or taint the water,

We are making a large bore brass and steel rod pump
which will outwear and throw more water than any pump oa the

Our practical man, Mr. J. Dennis, looks after all orders and
repairs, and we can satisfaction. |
Mail orders prompt attention.

SYLV EBITBBTH’PG CO

JNDSA

The day of
i from experience
ized iron pipe, brass




