The Voice ol the Mluggard.

Have you brought my boots, Jemima ?
them at my chamber door.

Doe« the water boil, Jemima ?
the floor.

Eight oclock already, is
weather—pretty fine ? .

Eight is tolerably early ; 1can get away by nine.

Still | feel a little sleepy, though | came to bed

Leave
Place it also ou

it? How’s tbe

at 1.
Put the bacon on, Jemima; see the eggs are
nicely done ! . 3 . 3
I’ll be down in twenty minutes—or.if possible, in

I shall not be long, Jemima, when 1|
to dress.

Bhe is gone, the brisk Jemima ; she is gone, and
little thinks

How the eluggard yearns to capture yet another
forty winks.

Since the bard is human only—not an early
viIIa?e cock—

Why should he salute the morning at tbe hour
of 8 o’clock,

Stifled be the voice of Duty ; Prudence,<prythee,
cease to chide,

While I turn me softly, gently, round’;upon my
other side.

Sleep, resume thy downy empire ; reassert thy
sable reign !

Morpheus, why desert a fellow ?
po?]pies here again 1

What's the matter now, Jemima ? Nine o’lock !
It cannot be !

Hast prepared the eggs,
matutinal tea V

Take away the jug, Jemima. Go, replenish it

once begin

Bring those
the bacon and the

. anon; . .

Since the charm of its caloric must be very
nearly gone. . .

She hasleft me. Let me linger till she reappears
again,

Let my lazy thoughtsmeander in a free and easy
vein.

After sleep’s profounder solace, naught refreshes

like the doze.

Should I tumble off, no matter; she will, wake
me, | suppose.

Bless me, is it you, Jemima ? Mercy on us,'what
aknock !

Can it be—I can’t believe it—actually 10 o’clock ?

I will out ef bed and shave me. Fetch me
warmer water up !

Let the tea be strong, Jemima. | snail only
want a cup !

Stop a minute ! I remember some appointmont
by the way,

"Twould have brought me mints of money ;
‘twas for 10 o’clock to-day.

Let me drown my disappointment, slumber, in
thy seventh heaven.

Youmay go away, Jemima.
at 11!

Come and call me
—L eeds Mercury.

n

F T JL H S rE

Ceneri’wae leaning baok in hie ohair with
» kind of dreamy look on his face, smoking
mlowly and placidly, taking, as it were,
eve(rjyth_lng he oould out of the luxury of a
good oigar. | asked him to drink some
more wine. He shook his
turned and looked at me.

“ Mr. Vaughan,” he said ; “ yes, it is Mr.
Vaaghan. But who and what am 17?
Where are we? Is it London, Geneva, or
elsewhere? Shall | wake and find I have
dreamed of what I have suffored ?”

| am afraid it iS no dream. We are in
Siberia.”

“ And you are not oome to bear me good
news? You are not one of us—a friend
trying at the peril of your life to set me
free ?”

I shook my head. “1 would doalll
oould to make your lot easier, but I oome
with a selfish motive to ask you some ques
tione whioh you alone oan answer.”

“ Ask them. You have given me an
hour’s relief from misery ; | am grateful.”

“You will answer truly ?”

“Why not? | have nothing to fear,
nothing to gain, nothing to hope. False-
hood is foroed on people by oiroumstanoes ;
a man in my state has no need of it.”

“ The first question | have to ask
who and what is that man Maoari ?”

Oeneri sprang to his feet. The name of
Maoari seemed to bring him baok to the
world. He looked no longer a deorepit
man. His voioe was fieroe and stern.

“ A traitor ! a traitor !” he oried. “ But
tor him | Bhould have suooceeded and
esoaped. If he were only standing in your
plaoce ! weak as | am, | oould find strength
enough to oling on to hie throat till the vile
breath wae out of hiB acoursed body !”

He walked up and down the room, olinob-
ing and unolinohing his hands.

“Try and be oalm, Dr. Oeneri,” | said,
“ 1 have nothing to do with his plots and
politioal treasons. Who is he? Whatis
his parentage ? 1b Maoari his name ?”

The only name 1 ever knew him by.
Hie father was a renegade Italian who sent
bie Bonto live in England tor fear his pre-
oious blood should be spilt in freeing his
oountry. 1 found him a young man and
made him one of us. His perfeot knowledge
of your tongue was of great servioe ; and he
fought like a man. Why did he turn
traitor now? Why do you ask these ques
tions ?”

“ He has been to me and asserts that he
is Pauline’s brother.”

Oeneri'B faoe, as he heard this intelli-
gence, was enough to banish lie number
one from my mind. My heart leaped as |
gueBsed that number two would be dis
posed of as easily. But there was a terrible
revelation to be made when I oame to ask
about that.

“ Pauline’s brother !” stammered Ceneri
“ Her brother I She has nor.e.”

A siokly look orept over his features as
be Bpoke—a look the meaning of whioh 1
oould not read.

“ He BayB he is Anthony Maroh, her
brother.”

“Anthony Marohl” gasped Ceneri.
“There ia no Buoh person. What did he
want—hie objeot?” he oontinued feverishly.

“ That | should join him in a memorial
to the Italian Government, asking for a
return of some portion of the fortune you
mpent.”

Ceneri laughed a bitter laugh. “ All
grows olear,” he said. “ He betrayed a
plot whioh might have ohanged a govern-
ment for the sake of getting me out of the
way. Coward ! Why not have killed me
and only me? Why have made others
suffer with me? Anthony Maroh 1 My
God ! that man is a villain 1"

head, then

is—

“You are sure that Maoari betrayed
you ?”
“Sure t yeB. | was sure when the man

in the cell next to mine rapped it on the
wall. He had means of knowing."

“1 don’t understand you.”

“ Prisoners oan sometimes talk to eaoh
other by taps on the wall whioh divides
tbeir oells. The man next me was one of
us. Long before he went raving mad from
the months of Bolitary confinement, he
rapped out,over and over again, ‘Betrayed
by Maoari.’> | believed him. He was too
true a man to make the aocusation without
proof. But until now | oould not see the
objeot of the treason.”

The easiest partof my task wae over.
Macari’s assumed relationship to Pauline
was disposed of. Now, if Ceneri would
tell me, I must learn who was the viotim of
that crime committed years ago, and what
was the reason for the foul deed. | must
learn that Maoari’s explanation was an
utter falsehood, prompted by malioe, or
else my journey would have benefited me
nothing. Is it any wonder that my lips
trembled as | endeavored to approaoh tbe
«ubjeot ?

" Now, Dr. Ceneri,” | said, “1I
question of weightier import to ask.
Pauline a lover before | married her ?”

He raised his eyebrows. “ Surely you
have not come here to ask that question—
to have a fit of jealousy oured ?”

“No,” | eaid ; “you will hear my mean-
ing later on. Meanwhile answer me.”

“ She had a lover, for Maoari professed
to love her, and swore she should be hie
wife. Butl oan most oertainly say ehe
never returned hiB love.”

“Nor loved any one else ?”

“Not to my knowledge. But your man-
ner, your words are strange. Why do you
ask? | may have wronged you, Mr.
Vaughan, but save for the one thing, her
mind, Pauline was fit to be your wife.”

“ You did me wrong—you know it. What
right had you to let me marry a woman

have a
Had

whose senBeB were disarranged ? It was
cruel to both.”

| felt Btern and BpOKe sternly. Ceneri
mbitted in biB ohair uneasiiy. If 1 had

wished revenge it was here Gazing on tnis

wretohed, ragged, broken-down man, and
knowing what awaited him when he left
me, would have filled the measure desired
by the most vengeful heart.

| wanted no revenge on the man. His
manner told me he spoke the truth when
he denied that Pauline had ever been in
love. As, when last | gazed on her fair
faoe, I knew it would, Maoari’s blaok He
had been scouted, Pauline was innooent
as an angel. But | must know who was
the man whoee death had for a while
deprived ber of reason.

C neri was glancing at me nervously.
Did he guess what | had to aBk him ?
“Tell me,” I said, “ the name of the young
man murdered by Maoari in liondon, in

the presenoe of Pauline; tell me why he
was killed ?”
His faoe grew asben. He seemed to

oollapse—to sink baok into his ohair a help-
less heap, without the power of speech or
movement, without the power of turning
bis eyes from my faoe.

“Tell me,” | repeated. *“ Stay, T will
reoall the soene to you, and you will know
I am well informed. Here is the table ;

here is Maoari standing over the man he
has stabbbed ; here are you, and behind

you is another man with a soar on his
oheek. In the baok room, at the piano, is
Pauline. She is Binging, but her song stops
as the murdered man falls dead. Do I
desoribe the soene truly ?”

I had spoken exoitedly. 1 had used
gestures and words. Ceneri’s ear’s had

drunk in every syllable ; his eyes had fol-
lowed every gesture. As | pointed to the
supposed position of Pauline, he had looked
there with a quiok, startled glance, as if
expecting to see her enter the door. He
made no attempt to deny the aocuraoy of
my representation.

I waited for him to reoover. He was

looking ghastly. His breath oame in spas-
modic gasps. For a moment | feared he
was about to die then and there. | poured

out a glass of wine ; he took it in his trem-
bling hand and gulped it down.

“ Tell me his name?” | repeated. “ Tell
me what he had to do with Pauline ?”
Then he found his voioe. "™ Why do you

oome here to aBk me ? Pauline oould have
told you. She must be well, or you oould
not have learned this.”

“ She haa told me nothing.”

“You are wrong. She must have told
you. No one else saw the orime—the mur
der ; for a murder it was.”

Il There was another present beside the
aolors 1 have named.”

Ceneri started and looked at me,

“ Yes, there was another ; there by an
aooident. A man who oould bear but not
see. A man whose life | pleaded for as tor
my own.”

“ 1 thank you for having saved it.”

“ on thank me. Why should you thank
me ?”

“If you saved any one’s life it was mine
I was that man.”

“ You that man !” He looked at me more
attentively—* Yes ; now the features oome

baok to me. | always wondered that your
faoe seemed so familiar. Yes. | oan under
stand—1 am a dootor—your eyeB W

operated upon ?”

“ Yes—moBt Buooessfully.”

“You oan see well now—but then !
oould not be mistaken, you were blind—
you saw nothing.”

“1 saw nothing, but | heard everything.

“ And now Pauline has told you whathap
pened ?”

“ Pauline has not spoken.”

Ceneri rose, and in great agitation walked
up and down the room, his chains rattling
aB he moved. “ | kenew it,” he muttered,
in Italian, “ 1 knew it—suoh a orime oannot
be hidden."

Then he turned to me. *“ Tell me how
you have learned this? Teresa would die
before ehe spoke. Petroff is dead—died, as
I told you, raving mad.”

From his last words | presumed that
Petroff was the third man | had Been, and
also the fellow-prisoner who had denounoed
Macari.

“Was it Maoari—that double-dyed
traitor? No—he was the murderer—euch
an avowal would defeat his ends. Tell me
how you know ?”

“1 would tell you,
would not believe me.”

N Believe you !” he oried exoitedly.
would believe anything oonneoted with that
night—it has never left my thoughts—Mr
Vaughan, the truth has oome to me in my
captivity. | am not condemned to this
life for a politioal orime. My Bentenoe is
God’s indirect vengeanoe for the deed you
witnessed.”

It was olear that Ceneri was not such a
hardened ruffian as Maoari. He, at least,
had a oonsoienoe. Moreover, as he appeared
to be superstitious, he would perhaps
believe me when | told him how my aoou
rate knowledge had been obtained.

1 will tell you,”™ | said, “ provided you
pledge your honor to give me the full
history of that fearful orime and answer
my questione fully and truthfully.”

He smiled bitterly. “ You forget my
position, Mr. Vaughan, when you speak of
lhonor.” Yet | promise you all you ask.

So | told him, as shortly and simply as |
oould, all that had ooourred ; all 1 had Been.
He shuddered as | again deeoribed he ter-
rible vision.

“ Spare me,” he said, "1 know it all.
Thousands of times | have seen it or have
dreamed it—it will never leave me. But
why oome to me? Pauline, you say, is
reoovering her senses she would bave told
you all.”

“1 would not ask her until I saw you,
She is herself again, but | am a stranger to
her—and unless your answer is the one |
hope for, we Bhall never meet again.”

“ If anything | oan do to atone—" he
began, eagerly.

" You oan only speak the truth. Listen.
| taxed the murderer, your acoomplioe, with
the crime. Like you he oould not deny it
but he justified it.”

“,How—tell me ?” panted Ceneri.

For a moment | paused. | fixed my eyes

upon him to oatoh every ohange of feature
—to read the truth in more than words.
m “ He vowed to me that the young man
was killed by your instructions—tbat he
was—oh God, how oan | repeat it '—the
lover of Pauline, who having dishonored her,
refused to repair hie fault. The truth !
Tell me the truth !”

I almost Bhouted the
oaitnesB vanished as | thought of the
villain who had, with a mooking smile,
ooupled Pauline’s name with shame.

Oeneri, on the other hand, grew oalmer
as ho grasped the purport of my question.
Bad aB the man might be, even stained
with innooent blood, I could have olasped
him in my arms as | read in his wonder-
ing eyes the baselesBness of the foul aoou-
sation,

“ That young man—the boy struok down
by Macari’s dagger was Pauline’s brother
—my Bister’s child—Anthony Maroh !

but | suspect you

last words—my

CHAPTER XIII.
A TERRIBLE CONFESSION.

Ceneri having made this astounding
announcement, threw hie wasted arms
across the rough table and laid his bead

upon them with a gesture of despair. | sat
like one Btupified, repeating meohanioally,
“Pauline’s brother—Anthony Maroh !”
Every vestige of the blaok lie was swept
away from my mind ; but tbe crime in
whioh Ceneri had been oonoerned assumed
more fearful proportions. It was more
dreadful than | had suspected. The viotim
a near blood relation—hiB own sister’s
ohild ! Nothing, | felt, oould be urged to
exouse or palliate the orime. Even had he
not ordered and planned it, he had been
preeent ; had assisted in hiding all
traces of it; had been, until reoently,
on terms of friendship with the man
who had struok the blow. | oould
scaroely oontrol the loathing and oontempt|
felt for the abjeot wretoh before me. My
burning indignation would scaroely allow
me to ask him, in intelligible speech, the

objeot of the oruel deed. But for onoe and
all 1 must have everything made olear to
me.

I was spared the necessity of aeking the
question | was trying to foroe to my lips.
The oonviot raised his head and looked at
me with miserable eyes.

You Bhrink from me. No wonder. Yet
I am not Bo guilty as you think.”

Il Tell me all, first; the exouses may oome
afterward, if anything oan be urged in
exonse of the orime.”

| Bpoke as | felt—sternly and contemptu-
ously.

None oan be urged for the murderer.
For me, God knows | would willingly have
let that bright boy live. He forsook and
forgot his oountry, but that | forgave.”

His oountry ! his father's oountry was
England !"

His mother’s waB Italy,” replied
Ceneri, almost fieroely. “ He had our blood
in his veins. His mother was a true
Italian. She would have given fortune,
life—ay even honor, for Italy.”

“No matter. Tell me the whole terrible
story.”

He told me. In justioe to a penitent
man, | do not use his own words in re-tell-
ing it. W ithout his acoent and stress they
would sound cold and unemotional. Crim-
inal he had been, but not so utterly blaok
as my fanoy had painted him. His great
fault wae that in the oause of liberty any
weapons were allowable, any orimes were
pardonable. We Englishmen, whose idea
of tyranny and oppression is being debarred
from the exeroise of the franohise, oan
neither underBtand nor sympathize with a
man of his type. We may oall ths Govern
ment righteous or oorrupt as we are Whigs
or Tories, and one side happens to be in or
out ; but, at least, we are ruled by our
countrymen, eleoted by BoTe of us for that
purpose. Let us be for years and years at
the meroy of a foreigner, and we may
understand what patriotism in Ceneri'B
sense means.

He and hiB sister were the children of
respeotable middle-dass people—not Hoble,
aB Maoari asserted. He had been given a
liberal eduoation, and adopted the profes-
sion of a dootor. His siBter, from whom
Pauline inherited her great beauty, lived
the life of an ordinary Italian girl—a duller
life, perhaps, than any of them led, as,
following her brother’s example, she refused
to share in gayeties whilst the white-ooated
foe ruled the land. No doubt Bhe would
have been faithful to her mourning for her
oountry had not love oome upon the Bosene.
An Englishman named Maroh eaw the fair
Italian girl, won her,heart, wedded her and
oarried her away in triumph to his native
land. Ceneri never quite forgave his Bister
for her desertion aud defection ; but the
proBpeots opened before ber by the marriage
were so great that he made but little oppo-
sition to it. Maroh was a very rioh man.
He was the only Bon of an only son, whioh
fact aooounts for Pauline having, Bo far as
Ceneri knew, no near relatives on her
father’s side. For several years the young
husband and his beautiful dark-eyed wife
lived in great happiness. Two ohildren, a
»on and a daughter, were born to them.
When the son was twelve and the daughter
ten years old the father died. The widow,
who had made few close friends in England,
and only loved the country for her huB-
band’s Bake, flew baok to her native land.
She was oordially weloomed by her old
friends. She was considered fabulously
wealthy. Her husband, in tbe firet flush of
his passion, had made a will bequeathing
everything he possessed to her absolutely.
Although ohildren had Binoe oome, so per-
feotly did be truBt her that no ohange had
been made as to the disposition of hiB pro
perty. So, with such a fortune at her
oommand, Mrs. Maroh was honored and
oourted by all.

She had, until she met her future hus
band, loved her brother above every one in
the world. Sbe had eohoed his patriotism,
sympathized with him in his schemes, and
listened to the wild plots he was always
planning. He was some years older than
Bhe was, and upon her return to ltaly she
found him, outwardly, nothing more than
a quiet, hard-working, ill-paid dootor. She
marvelled at the ohange from the head
Btrong visionary, daring young man Bhe
had left. It was not until he was oertain
her heart had not forsaken her ooun
try that Ceneri allowed her to see that
under his prosaio exterior lurked one of
the Bubtlest and ableBt minds of all those
engaged in working out the liberation of
Italy. Then all his old sway oame back.
She admired, almost worshipped him. She
too, was ready to make any saorifioe when
time should come.

W hat she would have done had she been
called upon it is impossible to say ; but
there is little doubt but her fortune and her
children’s fortune would have been freely
spent in the good oause. As it was Bhe
died long before the pear was ripe, and
when she died, Buoh was her faith in her
brother, everything was left in bis hande
as sole trustee for her ohildren. In her laet
moments the thought of her husband’s
deoided English proclivities made her exaot
a proTise that both the boy and the girl
Bhould be given an English eduoation
Then she olosed her eyes, and the orphans
were left entirely to the trustee’s meroy.

He obeyed her Bpoken oommands to the
letter. Anthony and Pauline were Bent to
English sohools ; but having no friends in
their father’s native land, or all old friends
having been lost sight of during her
mother’s widowhood, the holidayB were
spent iu Italy. They grew up almost as
muoh Italian as English. Ceneri husbanded,
invested and managed their fortune with
oare and in a business-like way. | have no

doubt Bo far as it went, his honesty was
unimpeaohable.
Tnen the longed-for moment oame !

The great blow was struck. Ceneri, who
had kept himself out of little abortive
plots, felt that now or never he must do all
he could for liis oountry. He hailed the
ooming man. He knew that Garibaldi
was to be the savior of his oppressed land.

The first rash step had been taken
and led to Buooess. The time and
the man were at hand. Recruits
were fiooking by thousands to the
soene of war, but the ory was " money,
money, money !” Money for arms and

ammunition—money for stores, food and
olothing—Ttoney for bribes—money for
everything ! Those who furnished the
sinews of war would be the real liberators
of their oountry !

Why should he hesitate ? Had his Bister
lived she would have given all the fortune
Bhe possessed as freely as Bhe would have
given her life ! Were not her children half
Italians ? Liberty laughed at suoh a small
thing as breaoh of truBt.

Exoept a few thousand pounds, he ruth-
lessly realized and sacrificed the whole of
the children’s inheritance. He poured their
thousands and thousands into the hands
held out for them. The large sum was
spent where it was most wanted, and
Ceneri averred that he freed Italy by the
opportune aid. Perhaps he did—who on
tell?

Titles and honors were afterward offered
him for his great though seoret servioe. It
makes me think better of tbe man that he
refused all reward. His oonsoienoe may
have told him he had not robbed himself.
Any way, he remained plain Dr. Ceneri,
and broke with his old leaders and friends
when he found that Italy was to be a king-
dom, and not a republio.

He had kept, | Baid, a few thousand
pounds. The boy and the girl were grow-
ing up, and their unole thought that even
his patriotism permitted him to keep baok
enough to oomplete their eduoation and
start them in life. Pauline was promising
to be so beautiful that he troubled little
about her future. A rioh hueband would
set everything right fo her. But Anthony
—who was becoming a wild, headstrong
fellow—was another affair.

As soon as the youth should reaoh man’«
estate, Oeneri had resolved to make a
olean breast of his defalcations—to tell

him how the money had been spent—to
beg his forgiveness, and, if neoessary, bear
the penalty of his fraudulent aot. But Bo
long as any money remained he delayed
doing so. The young man, if evincing no
sympathy with his unole’s regeneration
sohemeB and pureuit of liberty, fully
believed in his integrity. Feeling assured
that when he oame of age be would suooeed
to a splendid inheritance, swelled by aoou-
mulated eavings, he threw away money in
a thousand and one extravagant ways, till
Ceneri soon eaw that the end of the reserve
fund was drawing near.

So long as he had money in hand to meet
Anthony’s demands, he postponed the evil
day of oonfession. The idea, which Maoari
had tried to work out with my aid, of appeal-
ing to the Italian Government for a return
of BoTe of theamountsexpended, suggested
itself to him ; but to oarry this out it would
be neoessary to let his nephew know what
had taken plaoe—the appeal must be made
in hie name.

As the inevitable exposure drew near he
dreaded it more and more. He had studied
Anthony’s oharaoter, and felt sure that
when he knew the truth hie one wish would
be to take revenge on the fraudulent trus-
tee. Ceneri oould see nothing before him
butawell-deserved term of penal servitude.
If the English law failed to touoh him, that
of his own oountry might be brought
against him.

It seems to me that until thie time he
had oommitted no orime from whioh he
oould not absolve himBelf on the grounds
of patriotism ; but now the desire to save
himself from punishment grew upon him,
and he determined to avoid the conee-
quenoee of hiB aots.

He had never felt any great affeotion for
the two ohildren. No doubt they had
latterly appeared in the light of wronged
innooents who would one day demand a
reckoning with him. They were in dispo-
sition too muoh like their father for him to
bo greatly drawn toward them. He despised
Anthony for his gay, frivolous life—a life
without plans or ambition—and oontraeted
it with his own. He honestly believed he
was doing good work in the world ; that
his plots and conspiracies quiokened the
steps of universal liberty. In his dark,
yacret oircle he was a figure of considerable
importance. If he were ruined and
imprisoned he would be missed. Had he
not the right to weigh his own high pur
poses againet the butterfly exietenoe of hie
nephew ?

So he reaeoned and persuaded himself
that, for the sake of mankind, he might do
almoBt anything to save himself.

Anthony Maroh was now twenty-two
Trusting bis wunole ; careless and easy-
going ; so long aB his wants had been sup
plied he had aooepted, until now, the exouse
made for deferring the settlement of hie
affaire. Whether his suepioions had at
last been awakened or not oannot be said ;
but reoently he had taken another lone,
and was insisting that hie fortune Bhould
be at onoe plaoed in bis hands. Ceneri,
whoee sohemee oalled him for a time to
England, pacified him by aseuring him
that he would, during his stay in London,
explain eyerything.

The explanation must indeed be given
now, aB Anthony’e latt drafte had reduoed
the remnant of hie father’s wealth almost
to nothiog.

Now, as to Maoari’s part in the affair,
he had been for years a useful and trusted
agent of Ceneri’s ; but moBt probably with-
out the latcer’s lofty and unselfish aims
He appears to have followed oonspiraoy ae
a trade by whioh money might be made
The faot, whioh eeets beyond a doubt
that he fought bravely and distinguished
himself on tbe battle-field, may be
aocounted for by the natural ferooity of the
man’s nature, which bade him*fight for the
sake of fighting.

Being mixed up in all his plots he was
often at Ceneri’s house, wherever for the
time being it might be, and on many oooa-
sions Baw Pauline. He fell in love with
her when Bhe wae but a young girl, and
tried everything he knew to win her heart.
To her he was soft and kind. She had no
reason to mistrust him, but she utterly
refused to give him the love he asked for.
The pursuit went on at intervals for years
—the man, to give him his due, was oon-
Btanoy iteelf. Again and again Pauline
assured him of the hoplessness of his euit,
but after eaoh rebuff he returned to the
attack.

Ceneri gave him no encouragement. He
did not wish to offend him, aud seeing that
the girl wae proof againBt bis blandieh-
ment, let things alone, hoping that Maoari
would grow weary of urging thoee requests
whioh were always met by refusals. He
believed that he was not seeking Pauline
for the eake of the money whioh ehould
have been here. Maoari knew what large
sums Ceneri bad poured into the patriot’s
treaeury, and, no doubt, gueBsed wbeuoe
they oame.

Paulino remained at sohool until she was
nearly eighteen ; then ehe spent two >ears
with her unole in Italy. It was a dull life
for the girl, and Bhe sighed audibly for
England. Although meeting him Beldom,
she was passionately attached to her
brother, and waB greatly delighted when
Ceneri told her that business would take
him tor a while to London, and that Bhe
might acoompany him. She was growing
tired of Maoari’s pertinacity, and, more-
over, longed to see her brother again.

Ceneri, for the sake of receiving his many
political friends at what hours of day or
night he chose, took a furnished bouse for
a short term. Pauline s disgust was great
when she found that one of her first visit
ors waB Maoari. His presenoe waB so
indispeneable to Ceneri that he took up his
abode with them in Horaoe street. As old
Teresa, the doctor's servant, aooompanied
the party and waited upon them, the ohange
to Paulinewas a very slight one.

Maoari still perseouted the girl without
BucoesB. At last, almost desperate, he
formed the wild plan of trying to enlist
her brother on his side. Hisidea was that
Pauline’s love for Anthony would induoe
her to yield to any wish he expressed. He
was no partioular friend of the young
man’s, but, having onoe rendered him a
signal servioe, felt himself entitled to ask a
favor at his hands. Knowing that both
brother and sister were penniiesB he had
leBB hesitation in Bo doing.

He oalled on Anthony and made his
requeet. Anthony, who seems to have
been a proud, arrogant, and not a very
pleasant young man, simply laughed at hie
impertinenoe and bade him begone. Poor
boy, he little knew what that laugh would
oost him 1

It may have been the retort made by
Maoari, as he departed in a whirlwind of
rage, that opened Anthony’e eyes as to the
jeopardy in whioh his fortune was plaoed.
Any way he wrote at onoe to his unole,
insisting upon an immediate settlement.
In the event of any delay he would oonsult
a solioitor, and if neoessary take criminal
proceedings againet the truetee.

The moment whioh Ceneri had so long
dreaded—Bo long postponed—had come ;
only now, the oonfession, inetead of being
as he intended a voluntary one, would be
wrung from him.

Whether he would be amenable to the
Italian or EngliBh law he did not know,
but be felt oertain that Anthony would at
onoe take steps to insure his arrest and
detention. The latter, if only temporary,
would ruin the soheme upon whioh he was
now engaged. At any oost Anthony Maroh
must be silenced for a time.

He assured me with the solemnity of a
dying man that no thought of the dreadful
means whioh effected this was in his mind.
He had revolved many plans and finally
settled on one whiob, although diffioult to
exeoute and very hazardous, Beemed to
give the best promise of BuooeBB. His
intention was, with the assistance of his
friende and subordinates, to oarry Anthony
abroad and depobit him for some months
in a lunatic asylum. The confinement
was only to be temporary ; yet, although

Ceneri did not oonfess to it, | have little
doubt but the young man would have been
asked to buy his freedom by a promise to
forgive the misappropriation of the trust
money.

And now as to oarrying this precious plan
into execution. Maoari, vowing vengeanoe
for the words of insult, was ready to aid in
every way. Petroff, the man with the
soarred faoe, was the dootor’s, tody and
soul. Teresa, the old servant, would have
oommitted any crime at her master’s
oommand. The neoessary papers oould be
obtained or forged. Let the oonspirators
>et Anthony to visit them at the house in
Horace street and he should leave it only
as a lunatic in oharge of hie dootor and his
keepers. It was a vile, treacherous soheme,
the euooess of whioh was very doubtful,
necessitating, as it must, oarryingthe victim
to Italy. How this was to be done, Ceneri
did not exaotly explain—perhaps he had
not quite worked out the details of the plot
—perhaps the boy wae to be drugged—per-
hape he oounted upon his frantic etate
when he dieoovered the true position of
affairs to give oolor to the statement that
he was of unsound mind.

(To be oontinued.)

The Oncle Id Politic«.

This has been a great season for the dude.
To him life is ordinarily a blank and the
world a delusion. But according to all
aooountB he has been an important factor
in the Presidential problem. Assured of
tbat early in the campaign he has conscien-
tiously tried to make himself worthy of the
oooasion. The ordinary opinion of the dude
has been that he was of no aooount except
ae a tailor’s dummy. But the spirit cf
the oampaign was too muoh even for hiB
mechanical personality. It would have
animated the Cardiff giant if that heavy
individual had not been broken up for
building purposes or otherwise disposed of.
The dude’s oapers as a politician have betn
extiemely entertaining if not entirely har-
monious with hie oharaoter. His wooden

self-possession had Btood the ten, of
the promenade, the matinee and the
reoeption. He had sobooled himself to

oontemplate with absolute indifferenoe
every attractive or exoiting feature ofsooial
life. Apparently sated with and weary of
the life he had hardly begun he walked
abroad among his fellow-oreatures as
expressionlesB as a telegraph pole, with
arms akimbo, hie oane etioking out like a
eore thumb of phenomenal length, hie head
propped up by an all-round collar from two
to Bix inohes high, his lege, encased in eel-
skin trousers, feebly wobbling and his
oentre of gravity oarefully seoured by the
oareful middle parting of his hair, arebuke
and a wonder tj the rest of mankind who
found something still left to interest them
in eoaiety and the world.

But when the politioal oyolone Btruok
our dude his dudeehip went all to pieoes.
As a dude he beoame a oomplete wreok
He fanoied that his invisible legs were
made to bear up tbe destinies of this ooun-
try, and for weeks he haa been Btaggering
under a load whioh existed only in hie
imagination, but whiob hae Beemed ae real
to him ae his tailor’e and shoemaker’s bills.
He has actually been known to drop bis
oane and oarry a toroh, and to exolaim -

A HHCOIMNLl: CbEKIIVIAAIV.

Throw. Aeid« Ne .
Nli‘ona 1 t*tlinonv to

Double Hn.l BrnrH
ih<t* Tmiill.
(London Advertiser )

Skeptioism is a deplorable thing, especi-
ally wnen ic leaves the mind on a stormy
Bea without an anohor or hope of haven.
Ic does not probably prevail any more iu
these days tnan it aid in the past, but we
hear more ot it because of the publioity
given by tbe seoular press. Some minds
are so constituted that they oannot aocept
anything without proof, and yet they do
not necessarily demand that the proof shall
have the stamp of nigheet authority. Tney
reoognlze merit for itself, aud acoept it
gladiy, knowing that eventually it must
gain general récognition. The legal and
medical prifetsio. s a jwell bB ihe eoclesi. s-
tical are slow to adopt what may conflict
with tneir notions of self interest and right.
New ideas are almost always disturbing,
but eventually they beoome assimilated and
are warmly oommended.

The oase of the Rev. George Waterman,
a talented olergyman of Berwyn Lodge,
Broadstone, Winborne,Eng., suggests these
oDeervationB. He got into a denperate con-
dition, whiob thoroughly unfitted him for
ministerial work. His mind, sympathizing
with his body, beoame very muon depressed.
As the mind is, so the thoughts are. He
finally put himself under the oare of the
best Loudon bpeoialists. For several years
he pursued the ever fleeting phautom, but
at length they told h m hi oaBe was beyond
amendment. Still more tnoroughly de-
pressed, he grew skeptical to a degree and
believed himself doomed.

Providentially, however, he had his
attention drawn to a widely-reputed means
of restoration in oases like his own. He
reluotantly began its use. Every few
weeks he had chemical analyses made, and
finding constant improvement, he eagerly
pereevered, and when twenty-six bottles
had beeu used, the analyst reported : “ No
traoe of either albumen or sugar by the

severest tests.” In other words, he
exolaimed with rapture, “1 was cured.’
He had Bright’s aisease of the kianeys.

That was in 1882, aud from the day he put
aside bis BkipnoiBw at the wuBe of an
unauthorized remedy uutil to day he has
beau Btrong and well iu body aud mind,
and contrary to the boasts of his medical
friends has had no relapse. It is only fair
to remark, though it m*y be unusual for
papers editjnally to do so, that Warner’s
safe oure is the remedy whioh Baved Mr.
Wattrman’s life, to whioh he bears willing
testimony. And wnen we see it publicly
endorsed by suoh eminent persons of
quality as the Right Rev. Bishop Edward

Wilson, the Rev. W. S. HenderBon, of
PreBOott, Madame Saintou-Dolby, the
renowned musio teaoher of Loudon, Dr.

Dio Lewis, the famoue Amerioan hygienist,
the Rev. Dr. Squirrel, of Rugby, Eng., the
Rev. D. A. lirowu, of Aultsville, Mr.
Arthur Augur, of Montreal, Captain W. H.
Nioboles, of Hamilton, the Rev. Dr. R. C.
Sowerby, of Helensburg, N. B., the Rev.
James Brierly, M. A., Congleton, Eng.,
the Hon. Geo. Taylor, of tne Globe, and
othera equally well-known, we unhesitat-
ingly oommend it to the favor of our
readers.

“1 say, aw, hurrah, you know, for—what’B

his name—our fellah, Jones?” On eleotion
night he was completely demoralized. He
had actually oarried his own ballot to the
polls and lifted it into the window,and iu the
evening the intelleotual effort required to
oomprehend the drift of things, to under-
Btand why some men were splitting their
throats and others looking as solemn as a
funeral direotor at a first-olass funeral wae
juet appalling. He felt that in some way
the result had turned upon hie exertions,
and wasn’t quite Bure he had lived up to
his duty and privileges.

And now the poor dude is all gone. His
powers oollapsed a week ago and the sub-
sequent prooeedings have failed to interest
him. He is again seeking oonsolation and
exoitement in hiB oollar, his oane, bis eel-
skin troweers, his parted watoh ohain and
his English pronunciation.—Rochester
Herald.

A Vigorous Political Htumpcr.

Henry Ward Beeoher has been stumping
in the Presidential oampaign for Cleveland,
and he struck right out from the ehoulder.
Here is a speoimen : “ Let ue talk about
lying,” eaid Mr. Beeoher. “When Jamee
G. Blaine Baid he had not bought $30,000
worth of stook in the Little Rook & Fort
Smith Railroad he told, not a profeesional
lie, but a personal lie. (Loud cheers.)
When he declared that he did not owu
$25,000 worth of land in the Hooking Val-
ley he told a lie that oould Btand and walk
alone, and so in the Fort Scott affair, and
the $300,000. Blaine is a brilliant liar, and
if ever thereis a competition in lying he
will oarry off the prize. (Cheersand laugh-
ter.) In faot, be ie a constitutional, edu-
cated and national liar.” And then in
dealing with Mr. Joy, a prominent railway
man whom Beeoher deolaree is lying to
save Blaine’s reputation, he (Beeoher)
eaid : “ The advantage whioh is expeoted
from your denial oan last but a day or two,
but the lie will endure forever ; it will abide
with you, follow you home, dwell in your
memory, be preeent in your old age, stand
by your ooffin and meet you in God’B judg-
mentiay ! May He who found a way to
forgive lying Peter forgive you and have
meroy on your soul in that awful day !”

Heartlet*8 Wretcli.

The village of Underwood, County of
Huron, and vioinity was thrown into a
state of great excitement reoently by the
newB that a ohild, three months old, had
been found in a pig pen belonging to John
MoLean, on the 4th oon. of Bruoe. It
appears that a heartless woman, by tbe
name of Bonnet, of the 2nd oon. of Bruoe,
had quarrelled with her husband, and not
for the firet time, and that Bhe brutally
revenged him by casting the ohild where, if
it had been left a few momente longer, the
chanoeB are that it would have been
devoured by a hog that waB just about
seizing the poor ohild when Mre. MolLean
luokily came to the resone. The oase wae
put in the hands of a magistrate, and
although the father wae found and claimed
the ohild, the wretohed mother ie still
unheard of.

Ladi«.

It will oocaeion you surprise to learn
that many ladies make a praotioe of using
the razor. Nevertheless it is a literal faot,
as many brothers and husbands oan testify.

who ebaie!

Why should it be oonBidered unwomanly 9entleman wbo had the opportunity a few Women

to use a razor, espeoially to Bhave down
troublesome corns. The only reason
against the praotioe is beoause a new and a
brighter era has dawned upon the sufferers
from corns, for Putnam’s Painleee Corn
Extraotor, by itB prompt, oertain and pain-
less aotion, has done away with the neoes-
sity ot resorting to the dangerous praotioe
of using the razor. Try Putnam’ and be
satisfied that it is the beBt and surest conn
oure. Beware of imitations.

Climngtfl I1in TLIHI About HI'T.

* I shall never oall on Mrs. Smith again,”
said Mrs. Jones, “ | never want to see her
aTiy more.”

1You women are very foolish to quarrel
over trifles,” said Mr. Jones. “ Mrs. Smith
is a very pleasant person, a little talkative,
perhaps, but one the whole a very esti-
mable woman. You shouldn’t attaoh any
importanoe to what she says, What was
the trouble ?”

She Baid you weren’t very prompt
paying your debts.”

Well, by thunder !” shouted Jones,
jumping to his feet, ‘1 would give $25 if
she were a man for jus! ten minuteB.”—
New York Star.

in

A photograph of lightning hae been made
in New Orleans.

As many as fifty wild geese aud ducks
have met their fate in the blaze of a gab
well near Pittsburg. The light of the
esoaping gas deludes the poor birds, and
they fly into the blaze. The heat is Bo
intenBe that not even a charred bone is left.

It is truly wonderful to see how the
name of Mes. Pinkham is a household
word among the wives and mothers of our
land. Alike in the luxurious homes of our
great citiies and in the humble cabine of the
remote frontier one woman’s deedB have
borne their kindly fruitin health for otherB.

To Don Antonia de Mendoza, Viceroy of
Mexico, the honor seems to belong of estab-
lishing the first printing offioe in America.
The first printer was Juan Pablos, a Span-
iard.

“ What we learn with pleasure we never
forget.”—Alfred Mercier. The following is
a case in point : “ | paid out hundreds of
dollars without receiving any benefit,” Bays
Mrs. Emily Rhoads, of MaBrides, Mich
“1 had female complainte, especially
‘dragging-down," for over six years. Dr.
R. V. Pierce’s *Farorite Prescription’ did
me more good than any medioine | ever
took. | advise every Biok lady to take it.”
And Bo do we. It never disappoints its
patrons. Druggists sell it.

Mr. Gladstone, during hie past and
present premiership, has disposed of the
English primacy and of sixteen English
bishoprics, as well aB of eighteen English

deaneries, besides many canonries and
livings.

Pile IliniOIN,
however large, speedily and painlessly

oured without knife, caustic or salve. Send
BiX cents in stamps for pamphlet, refer-

ences and reply. Worlds Dispensary
Medioial Association, <63* Main Street,
Buffalo, N. Y.

An Ohio farmer shut a hog into a hole in
his haystack by mistake, and just thirty-
three days later the hog oame out on the
other Bide, eighty pounds lighter and a
world wiser.

Fiction

are the reoorda of some of the oures of con-
sumpcion effected by that most woDdeifal
remedy—Dr. Pieroe’s “ Gulden Medical
Discovery.” Thousands of grateful men
and women, who have been snatched
almost from the very jaws of death, ci,n

Mfi‘auicer than

testify that consumption, in its early
BtageB, is no longer incurable. The Dis-
oovery has no tgaal as a peotoral and

alterative, and the moat obstinate affec-
tions ot the throat aud lungs yield to its
power. All druggists.

The Lancet states that some families
Lesignan, France, have shown symptoms
of poisoning whieh were proved to have
been oaused by eating salads from
vineyards treated with chemical products
whioh had been employed against the
phylloxera.

It eared Illy Wife’s bile.

This is the report of a Prinoess street
nights sinoe of testing Poison’s Nekviline.
the great pain oure. Be prepared lor auy
emergency by having a bottle of Nerviline
at hand. It only costs 10 oent* to test it, as
you oan buy test bottles at any drug store.
Get a 10 or 25 oent bottle to-day. Sure in
rheumatism, neuralgia, oramps, oolio,
headaohe. Nerviline, the sure pop pain
oure. All druggists, 25 oents a bottle.

The designer of tbe first Confederate

battle-flagwas CJloael Walton, of Louisi
ana, who presented it to General
Beauregard, who in turn submitted it to

General Joe Johnston, »ho caused it to be

adopted by the Confederate army. It was
a Greek oross of blue on a red liald, with
white stars on the blue bais. At the bat-

tle of Bull Bun the Stars and Bars were
found to be too much like the Stars and

Strip 3B and oauBed great confusion among Throat and Ear

toe nostile foroes. It wae for thie reason
that General Johnston took moamrea to
have a new battle-fiag.

A wester paper, in describing an acoident
reoently, says, with considerable candor :
“Dr. was oalled, and under his

prompt and skilful treatment, the young
man died on Wednesday night.”

The New York oanals will be olosed on
Deo. let, unless navigation is stopped
sooner by ice.

Forms, Arithmetic, Shorthand, etc.
sonable.
RESPONDENCE BUSINESS SCHOOL, 451 Main
at. Buffalo, N.Y.

With every disease
last three >ears. Our

Druggist, T. J. Anderson, recommending

“ Hop Bitters” to mo,

I ueed two bottles |

Am entirely oured, and heartily reoom-
mend Hop Bitters to every one. J. D.
W alker, Buokuer, Mo.

Siiflered!”
imaginable for the

Have

I write this ae a
Token of the great appreoiation | have of
your Hop

* Bitters. Xwas afflicteil

W ith inflammatory rheumatism !I1
For nearly

Seven years, and no medioine eeemed to
do me any

Good !!!

until | tried two bottlee of your Hop,
Bitters, and to my Burprise I am aa well
to day aB ever | was. | hope

“ You may have abundant Bnooess”

“ In thie great aad ”

Valuable medioine :

Anyone ! * * wishing to know more
about my oure ?

Oan learn by addressing me, E. M.

Wi illiame, 1103 Itith btreet, Washington,
D.C.

—-—-1consider your
Remedy the bestremedy in existence
For Indigestion, kidney
—Complaint
“ And nervous debility. 1 have just”
Returned
“From the South in a fruitless searob
for health, and fiud that your BitterB are
doing me more
Good!
Than anything eiBe ;
A month ago | was extremely
“ Emaoiated !'I'!”
And BOarcely able to walk.
Gaining strength ! aud
“ Flesh !”

And hardly a day paseeB but what | am

Now | am

complimented on my improved appearanoe,
and it i all due to Hop

Bitters ! J. Wioklilie Jackeon,
— Wilmington Del.
IS*None genuine without a bunch of green

Hons on the white label. Shun all
poisonous stuff with “Hop” or
name

the vile,
Hope” in their

A Chinete dootor at Viotoria, B. O., ia
reported to have aooompliehed some
remarkable cures upon white men who

were given up as incurable by the faoulty
of Victoria.

LYOEA E. PINMKHAM'S8

*VEGETABLE COMPOUND *
* % x % % IS A POSITIVE CURf. * * * * *

For all of those Painful Complaints and
* * Weaknesses «o comwon to our beet * ~
** * * *EEMALE POPULATION.* * *

It will cuke entirely the worst form oy F*
male Complaints, ai.l Ovarian troubles, In-
flammation and U Iceration. Falling and Di»

B SPINAL WEAK-
NESS, AND IS PARTICULARLY ADAPTED TO THS
Change of Life. * * * * * % * %y
*1twill dissolve and expel Tumors from th**
Uterusin aneaiily stagxof development. Tbi®
TEN ISCHECKED

DEN 11

VERY SPEEDILY liY ITSUSE  *

* |t removes Fain tness, Flatulency, destroti
ALL CRAVING FOUSTIMULANTS, AND RELIEVESWEAK-
NESSof th§Stomach. |t cures Bloating, Head-;
aciie, .Nervous I'rostration, General Debility,
Depression and I ndigestion. * * * * *

* That feeling of Bearing Down, causing Paw,
Weight and Backache, is alwag/s permanently
cured by its use. * * * # * # *

* ltwill at all times and under_all circum-
stances ACT IN HARMONY WITH THE LAWS THAT
GOVERN THE ok ox %

* JESTITS PURPOSE IS SOLELY FORTIIELEGITIMAT!
HEALING OF DISEASE AND THE RELIEF OF PAIN, AND
THAT IT DOESALL IT CLAIVE TODO, THOUSANDS OF
LADIES CAN GLADLY TESTIFY. Fokooxk X
* * For the cure of Kidney Complaints i*
EITHER SEX THIS REMEDY IS UNSURPASSED
* LYDIA E. PINKHAM’S VEGETABLE COMPOUND I«
prepared at Lynn, Mass. Price §1. Six bottles for $&
Sold by alldruggists. Sentby mail, postage paid,in form
of Pills or Lozenges Oii receipt of price auabove. Mr*.
Pinkham’s “Guide to Health” willbe mailed free to any
Lady sending stamp. Lettersconfidentially answered.*
* No family should be without LYDIA E. PINKHAM»*
LIVER PILLS. They cure? Constipation, I§ifliousness aad
Torpidit 1the Liver. 5cents per ho

0. iy L.ag  *vi

CIETAOE THARR

AND
Carbolate of lodine

INHALANT.

A certain cure for

Catarrh, Bronchitis,

Asilima, and all die

eases ofthe Throatand Lungs—*-veo Contuinip-

lion, if taken in season. It will break upa «;o'd

atonce Itisthe King ol €J«wuach ITirdiclnrw.

A few inhalations will correct the most Offen-

sive Kr<aih. It may be carried as handily an
a penknife and ipalwaysready.

ThiB iathe only Inhaler approved by phyfii-
ci*ns of every school, and endorsed by the
standard niedicnl joMrnuls of the world. All
«thirw in the market are either vrorihleee
substitutes or fraudnlent imitations. Owver
400.000 fn use» )

Sold by all Druggists forg’fu.oo‘ By mail, $1.20.

W. H.bMITH CO., Buffalo, N.Y.

"ETAL

(f%
|éBVF'M’ Iit.?
1?]L CTRO .TAKO BELT and > 1E[(FXTIUC
| AITUA' Days' Trial TO

cnt on
MEN ONLY, VOUNC OR (3].[> nvio are suffer-
ing from Nil . ts Dkbilitv, Lost Vitality,
WASTING WFAK- -ssics, and all iliose diseases of a
Personal Nati no, resulting from Ahr'Ses and
Other Oat'sks. S-'iody relief and
restoration Health. Vigor and
Guaiiantkkp ?end at once for
lres

Voltaic Belt Co., Marshall, Mich.

complete
M anhood
Ilustrated

to

r“"MwPOLW MK  BIISINKSS SCHOOL,
V 451 Main 8t., Buffalo, N. Y. Young Men and
thoroughly prepared for biiMiness, at
ome. Book-keeping, Business Forms, Penman
ship, Arithmetic and Shorthand taught by mail.
Send for circulars.

VOUN« MJEN 1—ftUGAD 11118.

’he Voltalio Belt Co., of Marshall, Mich,
offer to Bend theircelebrated Bleotro-Voltalio
Belt and other Electric Appliances 0N tria
for thirty days, to men (young or old) afflioted
with nervoue debility, loss of vitality and man.
bood, and all kindred troubles. Also for rhen
matism, neuralgia, paralysis and many other
diseases. Complete restoration to healtn, vigo
and manhood guaranteed. No risk is inourred
aB thirty days trial is allowed. Write them
once for illustrated pamphletfree.

EYE EAR AND THROAT.

K. G. 8. RYERSQN, L. K.O.P.
DS.E.,Lectureron the Eye, Ear and Throat
1

ty Medical College, Toronto. Oculistka

lurist to the Toronto General Hospital, bj
Olinioal Assistant Royal London Ophthalmi
Hoepital, Mooreleld’s and Central Londo

Hospital. 317 Church Street
Toronto. Artificial Human Eyes
Therough and practi-

Instruction given
ok-keeping, Business
Terms rea-
Send stampB for PAMPHLET to COR-

co eeorre a Businei
Eduoation or Spenoerlan Pe
manehip at the 8PBNQ1
IAN BUSIBWSe QOK&Bd

tfetmT Mich  0Ir/0I5M



