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Grant draws back a l i t t le , ' fearing that 
Clara m ay be earning to the w indow  ; and 
though he would give m uch to touoh the 
little hand— to hear her vuice utter his 
name— he w ill not let her know that he is so 
near, Hia love is almost an insult to her 
purity now , he thinks, bitterly, as he shrinks 
back on the snow covered balcony, feeling 
neither the bitterness of the wind nor B o e 
ing the street behind with its gas lamps, it« 
rolling carriages, its crowds of hurrying 
passers-by, turning night into day, as they 
hastened on to the Bal de I’ Opera.

But Clara does not approach the window. 
She looks at her watch w ith a weary little 
m ovem ent of her head, as If she were very 
tired ; then she goes over to the piano, and, 
B it t in g  down, puts her hands softly  on the 
keys ; and with a sudden, sharp pang Grant 
E llison hears tbe notes of the song he sang 
to her on that last night in London— “ In 
the G !oam ing.”

She plays the air e o f f c ly ,  but she does not 
sing the words. She dares not trust her 
v o i c e  ; but the B im p lo ,  pathetic air reaches 
Grant as he stands w ithout, and his lips 
quiver as he recalls the words :

*• *In th e  g lo a m in g , 0 ,  m y  da rlin g ,
T h in k  n o t  b itte r ly  o f  m e,

T h o u g h  I  passed  aw ay in  silence ,
L e ft  y o u  lo n e ly , set y o u  free ,

F o r  m y  heart w as crashed  w ith  lo n g in g —  
W h a t had b een  co u ld  never be,

It  w as best to  leave y o u  thus, dear—
B est fo r  y o u  and b e st  fo r  m e ;

I t  w as best tp leaye  y o u  th u s—
B est fo r  y o u  an d  b est fo r  m e .’ '

The soft, pathetic music ceases, and 
Clara, still sitting at the piano, covers her 
face w ith her hands. J lird  as Sir G rant’s 
silence has been hitherto, noiv it is doubly 
diffisult to preserve— he can guess b o  well 
what she is thinking of, for what she is 
grieving ; and his heart sends out a w ild, 
bitt r cry of love, and yearning, and re- 
m orB O , and bitterness, w hich he can hardly 
repress, and he longs with an almost uncon
querable longing to take her in his artna and 
kiss away the teara which fall through her 
fingers on to the still, white ivory keys on 
which her fingers had strayed. B at C lara’s 
weakness is of short duration ; B he dashes 
away her tears, and rises w ith a look  on her 
face which dhows that she has learned to 
sufi3r and be strong. H ardly has she risen 
than the door opens, and a servant ushers 
in a gentleman, who approaches Clara hur
riedly, apparently making apologies for hiB  
late intrusion. H e iB a handsome, slender, 
dark man, who, from  his manner and quick 
gesticulation, is a foreigner, w hile his dress 
and appearance are distinguished, and the 
la ttfr  extrem ely prepossessing ; while Sir 
Grant noticos that in his manner toward 
Ciara there is an amount 'o f  empressement 
and devotion, whioh he does not attempt to 
conceal, and which brings a burning jealousy 
into the heart of the unseen spectator.

The new comer is apparently on his way 
to the opera, for he wears a domino of im 
perial blue, a handsome costume of rich sa
tin, which speaks of wealth, and it becomes 
him well.

Ciara reoeives him with a smile, but does 
not ask him to sit down, far both remain 
standing, and the light o f the ohandelier 
falla full on both faces— on the p ile , stead
fast, sorrnwful g irl’s faoe, on the impassion
ed , dark face and brilliant, speaking eyes of 
her companion.

The words they utter do not reach Sir 
Grant, as he stands without in the oold and 
bitter n ig h t ; but from  his manner it is evi
dent that he his pleading w ith her for som e
thing, and pleading with an earnestness 
which leaves no doubt of his sincerity. The 
girl's face is pale, m oved, and Btartled, and 
Grant sees that the little  hand is trembling. 
Once or tw ice she makes a gesture whioh 
seems to entreat him to stop, but he goes 
on earnestly, passionately, and Sir Grant 
has no difficulty in gneasing the meaning 
of the burning words which fall from  his 
lips ; and standing there, a sickening, dead
ly  pain oppresses him. This man also loves 
her, and he is ysung, handsome, and noble- 
looking. M ay It not be that he will win 
her ?

For a m oment the pain of that thought 
turns Grant siok ; the next, the selfishness 
is conqaered, and says softly  to himself, 
“  I f  she is happy, that is all I ask.”

Then he turns from  the ^window with a 
feeling that he onght not to watch that in
terview , and is about to leave the balcony 
when his love.for Clara oonquersall scruples, 
and he resumes his first position.

They arestillstanding together.in the light 
of the chandelier, but Clara is ppeaklnp 
now , and her fair young face Is very pitifu l 
and grave. W hatever Bhe says to him he 
hears without interruption ; then, as B he 
ce a s e B  to speak, he turns from  her with a 
despairing g e s t u r e ,  and there is a silence, 
w hich he is the first to break.

H e turns to her .calm ly, and Bays 'som e
thing in a grave, earneat manner, and Clara 
p u tB  o u t  her hand to him w ith a sad smile. 
H e stoops his head over her hand touches 
It w ith his l i p s ,  and the next moment he Is 
gone

Clara B t a n d s  in deep, sad thought for a 
few  mimutes ; then she, too, leaves the room, 
a n d  it seems as If a sudden blackness and 
darkness have fallen upon Sir Grant, as, 
after w aiting a few  moments to see if she 
would return, he goes back to his own sit
ting-room.

It  is m idnight when he enters the room, 
but there are no symptoms.of cessation In the 
noise and bustle of the streets ; and, as he 
paces up and down in deep thought, the 
loud voices and l a u g h t e r ,  and rolling wheels, 
and trampling h o r B e s ,  reach him through 
the open windows. Presently a thaught 
strikes him ; he w ill g o  to the Bal de I’ 
Opera and to see the wom an w ho stands 
between him and happiness— the woman 
whose life makes the misery o f his own, Ho 
w ill have no difficulty in obtaining a domino, 
for he knows Paris well, and he does not 
care what the disguise iB, b o  that it is a good 
on e ; so he goes down stairs, calls the first 
fiacre, and is driven to the Passage des P an
oramas, which he leave a few  mimut s later 
disguised in a blaok satin domino and mask 

The ball Ib a brilliant one and a orowded 
one, fa ll o f mad, reokless gayety which is 
the chief characteristic o f these fetes. 
Dom inoes o f all oelors, sizes, and qualities, 
f i  n c ’ tr, e?d a 'c ’c r e , !~ p *  a=c

throng the oorridors and the staircases; 
bright e y 6 B  gleam through the black masks, 
jawrls flash, light laughter and gay voices 
are around him on every side, as he wanders 
to and fro, a tall stately, solitary figure in 
that gay, glittering crow d. It  Is difficult 
to guess at any one under their disguises, 
and Sir Grant gives up  the idea of discover
ing |,his w ife, and his about to Uave the 
Opera, when his ear oatches a few  words 
spoken in English by a dom ino passing by 
him, also leaving thfe ball. H e recognizes 
the slow, m etallic voice at once, and turns, 
It comes from a woman w ho is leaning on the 
arm of a man wearing a magnificent costume 
of a K night Templar, wh le M b  companion 
is draped in rose hued B a t in , w ith a quanti
ty  of black lace about it. She is laughing 
gayly , and they are follow ed by half a dozen 
men, masked and attired in rloh, fancy
d r e B S .

Standing on the Bteps of the Opera, Sir 
Grant sees them enter a couple o f hand ome 
private carriages and drive away, while he 
leaves the ball and walks s’ ow ly and weari
ly  through the streets to the hotel again,

That night, in another hotel, not a stone’s 
throw  from  the roof that covered Ciara Frith 
sleeping quietly w ith the tears she had shed 
still glittering on her long lashes, Adelaide 
Chester sat at the head of a supper-table, 
round which were gathered some t alf-dozan 
men, “ lairds of high degree,”  all m ore or 
less captivated by her m atchless beauty 
and grace.

ih e  supper room  was a handsome, rose- 
hung chamber, w ith glittering crystal and 
silver, and^every delicacy in and out of sea
son w hich oould be desired ; and as Adelaide 
Chester— I cannot bear to give her her right 
name and title— sat there, glancing from  one 
to another w ith  sparkling eyea and frequent 
smiles, shs felt the intoxication ot all their 
adulation and homage, and th ou gh t that 
life w ithout pleasure— auch pleasure 1—  
wonld not be worth having.

The conversation was w itty  and brilliant, 
for those around her were men of culture 
and position, all ready to bow dow n at the 
shrine of the fairest wom an in all Paris—of 
the woman whom  men gazed at w ith  a sud
den, g iddy admiration, as they passed her 
in the street— of the woman whose brilliance 
and fascination were unequalled— the w o
man who in her youth had won Grant E lli
son’s passionate love— who had darkened and 
blighted the best years of his life ; who had 
tried— vainly, thank Heaven— to tem pt him 
from  his honor and truth ; who stood now  be
tween him and happiness.

The night wore on ; laughter and mirth 
reigned supreme ; bright eyes grew brighter, 
gay laughter rang yet more gayly, when sud
denly, w ith  a sound w hich was audible over 
all the m irth, and gayety, and song, arose 
a terrible ory— a cry  which struck terror 
to the hearts of these who h eard —a cry  of 
“ Fire 1’ *

C H A P T E R  X X X .
IN  T H E  H O SP IT A L .

It  was the evening o f the follow ing d a y ; 
the snow was falling heavily, the wind was 
blow ing, fierce gusts, which made a blinding 
shower of the thick white flakes, in the czfes 
the gas was burning gayly ; from  the restau
rants the diners were filing out laughing and 
gesticulating, and going into the ca/es to 
have their coffee ; the theatres were just 
opening their doors ; the stream of life flow
ed on gayly , as it does In Paris, no matter 
who may be suffering, or dying, or torn wlch 
grief ; w hile in a room  in the H otel Dieu a 
woman who had been a queen of beauty 
tw elve short hours before lay dying.

The room  was very still. Outside the 
stream of life m ight flow ever so gayly ; ever 
so noisily, but Its sound and Its’gayety never 
penetrated there. The only light in the 
quiet chamber was that given by the n ig h t-. 
lamp burning on the table, and tha*: was 
carefully shaded from  the face lying upon the 
white p illow s— a scarred, disfigured face 
now , w hich had been so beautiful, whloh 
had turned men’s heads and broken their 
hearts, and blighted their liveB by  its lov e 
liness.

The nurBe, qu ietly  attentive and grave, 
sat by the bedside, and she w a B  the only  
person w ith the dying woman, who had 
been d cz '^ g  fitfully and restlessly, and who 
opened her eyeB now w ith a  sudden im 
patience.

“ W ill they not com e ! Is It la te ?”  Bhe 
said, feebly.

“ It  is not too late.”  answered the garde 
gently. “ They have npt had tim e to come 
y e t ; you  m ust be patient I"

“ Patient I I  was m ver  p atien t!”  was 
the fretful answer. “ M ove the curtain and 
let me see the lig h t.”

The nurse obeyed, and the soft lam p-light 
fell on the lustrous, eager eyes, the scarred 
and bandaged face— on the wealth o f raven 
hair w hich fell over the white p illow s, on 
the helpless, p itifu l, prostrate form,

She was dying. N o human pow er oonld 
save her, the doctors said, as they had 
gathered round her bed a few hours before 
— not dying from  the effeots o f the burnB 
she had received, but from  the shock to her 
system caused by the fright and terror. 
She had been brought to the hospital in the 
chill winter morning, through the snow and 
rain, w ith diamonds still on her wrists and 
round her throat, and the pink^satin and lac'j 
o f her dom ino still hanging about her in lus
trous foldB ; and although the principal 
physioians in Paris had com e to her aaslat- 
anccvBbe was sinking rapidly.

“ W h at time is it ? ’ she said, fa intly .
“ N early eight o ’c lo ck ,” was the gentle 

answer.
“ A nd we sent at seven she m uttered, 

im patiently. “ W ill they oome ? I  want to 
see her. W ill they come in tim 9 J"

“ I  am going to die !”  she said in a m o
ment, the great dark eyes, bright w ith  a 
fevarish lustre, going sw iftly to the grave, 
pitying face beside her. “ I am not sorry, 
because I  could not face !i f )  again w ithout 
my beauty I W ithou t it life would not havt 
been worth having 1”

“ Hush 1 do not say that 1”  said the nurae, 
gently. “ There Ib som ething better worth 
liviDg for than mere adm iration and hom 
age.”

“ Ia there ! I  never found anything, but 
I  B u p p o s e  other people d o— some— a few ,
p ’” -l- " p i -  a f e v  like— ”

She broke off suddenly, and m oved rest
lessly on the pillows.

“ A re yoa  In p a in t”  said the nurse, 
gently,

“ N o, hardly at all. D o you know  who 
aaved ms from  the fire laat n igh t?” ahe ask
ed, looking up eagerly for a moment.

“ H e waa a brave man, but I  do not know 
who he waa,”  the nurse answered, Boftly, 
for her heart ached for this beautiful miser
able woman, who. while unwilling to retain 
life now that her beauty was lost, was dread
ing death with an intensity terrible to see.

“ Y on  do not know — ah ! but I  d o ,”  she 
s lid , in her broken, unsteady voice, “ I 
w ill tell you, I t  was the man, uf all others, 
who has reason to wish ms dead. It  was 
m y husband 1”

“ Y our husband 1”  repeated the nurae, 
leoking at her in surprise, and thinking her 
delirious, for those who had brought her to 
the H otel Dieu nad aaid that she was Miss 
Chester, the beautiful English actress,

“ Yes, my husband I” she repeated, with 
som eth iig  a lm c B t  like passion, “ A h !  will 
they never come— w ill they never com e? ’ 

H ardly had the broken, passionate words 
been spoken, when the door opened jyently, 
and one of the surgeons entered. H e oame 
in slow ly to the side of tbe bed, looked 
critically  at the patient, and felt her pulse. 

The great, dark eyes Bought his 
“ H avethey  com e— are they h e r e ? ’  she 

said, eagerly ; and as he made an affirmative 
gesture, she went on “ L'st me see them 
— let me see her now I L et me a t o n e  if I 
can,”

“ They are here, but you  must be very 
careful. Y ou  must not excite yourself,”  
be said, impressively.

“ H ow  can I  ! I  have not strength to do 
It,”  ahe m uttered, im patiently. “ Send them 
to me, doctor, while I  have power to see 
them .”

“ I  will bring them ,”  he answered, gently ; 
and turning he left the room.

“ S'lade the light— shade the light !”  Baid 
the dying woman, im patiently, “ They 
knew me so beautiful 1 they shall not see me 
now .”

There was somt thing unutterbly sad and 
pitiful in h e r  e a g e r n e s s  to hide the damage 
the fire had m ad e; a n i just as the nurae 
had obeyod h6r, the doctor re entered the 
room , f jllow ed by a lady and gentleman.

T  ae lady was young and very pale the 
nurae saw, as she came near ; and the gentle
man w ith  her, a blue-eyed, handsome young 
fellow , with a pleasant face, held her hand 
closely in his, and as they drew  near he 
whispered, gently :

“ D jn ’t be c f aid, Clara ; I  w ill not g o .” 
“ Here are your friends,”  said the surgeon, 

gently, and a gleam of eagerness lighted up 
the great, dark eyes, whloh werd grow ing 
dim now.

The surgeon made them a slga to approach 
the bed, and as they did b o ,  the eagerness 
died out of the dark eyes, and a w istful ex 
pression of disappointment came into them.

“ W here l* h e ? ’ she said, qu ickly, look 
ing from  Clara's faoe to Ted's, and her eyeB 
resting finally on the young g irl’B oounten 
a ice , which waa pale, and m oved, and grave, 
and impressed with something akin to fear, 
“ W here is he? W ould  he not"oom e ?” 

“ W hom  do you wiBh to see ?”  said Clara, 
gently, bending over her, and speaking with 
a trem or in her veioe.

Tne answer was in one w ord on’ y , but 
that w ord made the color rise hotly  in Clara’s 
faoe.

“ G ran1:,”  said the low  voice, huskily. 
Clara glanced at Ted p itifu lly , then she 

stooped over the bed,
“ H e Is here I He la at Charnook,”  

she said, j w ill telegraph for h im ,”
“ H  s is hero in Paris ! ’ said Grant’s w ife, 

qu ickly. “ Y ou  are cruel t»  try  and keep 
him from  me now. Don’t you know that I 
am dying ? I  B h a ll not be In your w ay long I” 

“ I  would not keep him from  y o u ,”  Clara 
said, shrinking back a little. “ B at he is in 
England, I assure y ou .”

“ H e la here 1” wasjthe sw ift reply. “ N o ;
I  am not delirious, H e is here— send for 
him .”

A t  the sound of her hasty, angry w ords— 
at the sight of the anger which flashed in the 
dark, glittering eyes, C l»ra drew  baok, 
shrinking closer to Ted.

“ W ill you send for G rant?”  she said, 
softly . ‘  She wishes to see him, and she 
has every right, you know .”

“ Grant is in Paris,”  Ted said, hastily , in 
the same low  voice. “ A t  least, he was here 
last night, but to-day I  have not Been 
h im .”

“ In P a r is !'1 Clara repeated, tremulously. 
“ Y e s ,”  whispered Ted ; then bending 

toward the wistful, eager face on the pillow , 
he said, gently, “ Sir Grant la In Paris, 
but Mias Frith did not know that he is here.
I  have not seen him te-day, and he only 
oame laat n ig h t : but since yeu wish to see 
him, I  w ill cause every inquiry to be m ade.” 

“ I  must B ee him ! H e is m y huaband— do 
you know that I  am Lady ElliBon?” Bhe 
said, faintly. Then the white lids closed 
over the eager, glittering eyes, and she sank 
back upon her pi lows.

Clara uttered a ory o f alarm, whioh brought 
the nurse to the bedside ; and while she ap
plied restoratives, Ted told  Clara that Sir 
Grant had arrived the previous night, but 
that he seemed hot to have returned to the 
hotel after they left for the Bal de I  Oqera, 

“  I t  is evident that the poor oreature has 
seen him ,”  Baid Ted, oom jajBionately.

“  W ill he have returned now , do you 
think ?” Clara said, faintly— she was sitting 
in a chair the doctor had brought to her, 
and looked pale and startled. “  She wants 
to see him, and, oh ! T jd —she is his w ife .” 

Ted Fetherstone turned to the doctor, 
and they exchanged a f«w  words. Then the 
latter went to the bed, aad came back, look 
ing very grave.

“ It  is only a question of a few hours now ,”  
he said, shaking hia head ; “ and it is d ou bt
fu l whether she w ill keep her consciousness. 
W e have given opiates to lessen the pain.” 

“  G ra n t; oh ! send for h im —he saved me 
— he saved me I’ ’ said t he faint, br^k-m tones 
from  tho bed. “ I  cannot die w ithout hia 
forgiveness !”

They lookedjfrom  one to the other in silent 
distress, when the nurse uttered a sudden 
exclamation :

“ She told me it was her husband saved 
hor from  'th e fire !”  she said, excitedly. 
“ Dan it b e  that B he was right. I  thought 
her mind wandering !”

Ted started violently, ‘ and the a argeon 
went toward ihe bed,

“  Can you not tell us more ?”  he said 
slow ly and distinctly. “ This gentleman— 
your husband—are you sure that he aaved 
you ?”

“ Saved me ! yes ; bo 'cam e through the 
SamsB and took mo in his arms, ” aho [said, 
a sudden gleam of admiration lighting up 
the dying eyes. “  H e did  not say much, 
o r ly  ‘E ^ p  “t l 'l , an^ you  w ill be safe,’ ”

“ Y ou  are sure i t  was h e ? ”  B a id  Ted, 
huskily. “ W here ia  he now  ?”

“ I  do not know — how should I  ? I  fa int
ed, I  suppose, for I  knew no more until I 
awoke here. W ill you send for him I I t  was 
noble, I  Buppose, to save me when I  stand, 
between him and happiness.”

“  I f  she is right in her conjeoture, ’ said 
the flnrgeon, in a low  voice to T ed; “ he is 
here ; h6 w as hurt a good  deal, and insensi
ble, and they brought here w ith her. ”

“ H ash !”  saldlT ed, qu ickly, w ith  a swift, 
apprehensive glance at Clara, whose eyes 
w ere bright with the great light o f adm ira
tion which had shone in them as she heard 
A dela ide Chester’s words. “ Hush ! Is he 
much h u rt? ’’

“ N ot seriously. I f  it w ill be any com 
fort to her he can oome to her,”  the Burgeon 
answered, in the same low  voice. |j

Ted hesitated a moment. H e knew that 
it would startle Ciara beyond measure to 
see Sir G ia n t ; and yet, what could be 
done?

H e went over to her, the dying wom an’s 
eyes eagorly fixed on his face aa he spoke. 

“ Clara,”  he aaid, in a low  voice, “ Grant is
here ; the surgeon saya he waB hurt ”

V H nrt?”  Tne flash which had risen In 
her face as she bad liitened to the words 
which as alm ply told  of the heroism of the 
man she loved, faded, leaving her faoe col- 
orlesB as before, “  H urt ?”  Bhe repeated, In 
a very low voice. “ Seriously ? ’

“ N o ; Clara, on m y honor, not seriously,”  
said Ted, hurriedly, meeting tho earnout, 
questioning ^eyes frankly [and Bteadf&atly.
‘ B i t  they brought him hero, and the doctor 
says he can come in to see her,”  w ith a 
glanca at the bed ; “ now , almoBt inmmedi- 
a tely .’

The red .blood rose in the pale oheeks 
again.

“ Here ?” Clara said tremulously. “  M ay 
I  go, T ed  ?”

She rose as she spoke, but Miss Chester’s 
watchful eyes s<w tbe movement,

“ Do not go— w h y  should you  'fear him ? 
Y ou .care for him, do you not?  Y ou looked 
a s  if y o u  did t h a t  n i g h t  a t  t h e  V a r i e t y , ” s h e  
said, in her h a r s h ,  b r o k e n ,  j a r r i n g  voice. 
“ I  want to Bee y o u  tagothur— s t a y . 1,

(TO  BE  C O N T IN U E D .)

THE DOWA W4RlTpATia,
T e r r ib l  3 T ra g e d y  w h ic h  F o l lo w e d  a n  E lo  

lu c u l  fr o m  n V illa g e .
Stephen A . Brady and Miss Stella K ent 

eloped from  N orwalk tw o years ago. B e 
fore the elopement Brady was one of the 
moat prosperous and w idely-known buaineas 
men of the town, H e did buaineas as a je w 
eller, a id lived happily with hia family In a 
pretty little cottage, until Miaa Stella K ent, 
a Bister of M rs. Brady, went to reside with 
the fam ily. M iss K en t’ s personal charms 
and lively disposition soon won the affec
tions of Brady. The natural outcome was a 
fam ily quarrel, which oom pelled Miss Kent 
to seek another boarding place. N ot long 
after came the announcement th a t Miss 
K ent aad Brady had eloped. It  is not 
know n that any attempt was made to trace 
the movements o f the runaway couple, but 
it was reported shortly afferward th a t ,a  
gentleman from  N orwalk had seen them  in 
Kansas City. The affair, which had alm ost' 
been forgotten, waa revived by the reoeipt 
of M isBeuri papers giving the details of a 
double tragedy whioh ocourred in the little 
village of Iron K nob on the night of Jan. 30, 
and of which Brady and the woman K ent 
are supposed to have been the victim s. The 
Index of that place tells the follow ing story 
o f the tragedy :
TjLate laat summer there arrived in this 
w llage a man and woman of m iddle age 

ith an infant. They stopped for a ahoit 
time at th« E .m o H otsl, where thev were 
know n as M r. and M rs. Jaokaon of Kansas 
C ity. They afterwards m oved into a house 
on Banks street, the man Betting himself 
up as a repairer of watches, clooks, and 
jew elry. Business, however, was very poor 
with him, and together with his passion for 
drink, the oouple had a hard time to get 
along. I t  had baen observed that the man 
waa drinking more heavily than ever, and 
had shown on such occasions a very ugly 
disposition.

On W ednesday night last the neighbors, 
hearing loud noises and terrible screams 
coming from the h o ise , summoned a deputy 
sheriff, who, w ith a number o f o t h e r B ,  en
tered the house, but too late to prevent a 
terrible tragedy. They found that the 
man, while evidently in a state o f crazy  in 
toxication, had beaten the woman witu an 
axe until her features were soarcely recog
nizable, and had then out his own throat 
with a knife The child lay npon the bod 
u n in jire i, too young to realize what had 
happened. The man was dead when found, 
but the wom an lingered seme tw o hours 
before dying, during whioh tim e Bhe was 
occasionally co iscious and able to tali' in an 
incoherent manner.

I t  was gathered from  her conversation 
that the ooupl j originally can n  from  C on
necticut, where they were well connected, 
the man having deserted wife and fam ily to 
elope with the wom an, who seems not to 
have been married. T h o  right names of 
the parties could not be clearly understood, 
but was thought to be either Kem p or Braly.

W hen the couple firat arrived here they 
were quite fleshy people, but dissipation by 
the man and care "and worrim ent on the 
part of the woman had reduced them very 
much at the last.

A s there was nothing ef va'uo or to in 
dicate the names or address o f friends found 
among their effects, they were burled at the 
expense ef the town in the W est Branch 
burying ground. The child, a bright, 
healthy-leoking girl baby, has been taken 
in charge by the town authorities, and will 
be properly cared for. The true history of 
tne parties and their wanderings sinoe leav
ing their native State will probably never be 
known in this Bection, although many are 
curious to know It.

Tne description o f the man and woman 
corresponds in every particular w ith that 
of Brady and Miss K ent, and the statements 
made by the dying woman are identical 
with tlie circumstauces attending their 
elopement. Both the B f vdy and Kent 
families are w i l  connected ia  Norwalk, 
Brady ’s daughter, »  pretty a. id accomplished 
young lady, being betrothed to the son of a 
retired hat manufacturer, and a brother of 
M its K ent having wedded a daughter of 
Representative Boll.
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Q A  n id d e n  N am e a n d  N ew V erse C ards,
O u  10.1; S am ple B ook , Tie. G old R in ^ s , a lb u m s, 
e t o . ,  tor d u b s .  S T A B  O A E D  C O ., K now lton , P .Q .

F A  ACK C FA R M  F O R  SALE— t H E A P —
O n ly  S10U r iq u ii c d  dow n  ; balance a t 6 per 

c e n t .  A ddress, M  J .  K E N T , L on don , O nt.

S ALT - O K B T H O U S A N D  TONS C O A R S E  S A L T  
—  b u lk  an d  sacks ; a lso a ll o th er grades s a l t ; 

sp ecia l fr e ig h t  rates and low est prioes. C o rre sp o n 
d e n ce  aol lotted. A ddress,

W IL L IA M  C A M P B E L L , G o d o

A M AN O R A  W * l l  4N VVANTEU IN  E V fiR Y  
tow n sh ip , to  ec 11 Dt. Talm »ge~s neir b ook , 

“ L i v e  C o a l s . "  T h e keeneBt a » d  m ost v ig o ro u s  
sp ecim en  o f o ra tory  ev er w ritten  ; n o a r l j  700 paices ; 
o n ly  £-2 ; fu ll particu lars of thiy an d  o th er new  b ook s 
f r h b  S oh u y lor Sm ith  ft C o ., P ublishers, L on d on , O nt 

O F F E R .— T o  in trod u ce  thorn, we w ill 
G IV E  A W A Y  1,000 S jlf-o p e ra t io g  W ashing M a
ch ines. If y o u  w ant on e  8sn4  us y ou r  nam e, P. 
O . an d  express otfice at onoe. T H E  N A T IO N A L  
C O ., 23 D ey  S t . ,  N .Y .

MEDIOATTreatoat FREE
B y E minknt R ktirkd P h y8icia.n s. ’'VriUe fireolv for a ny  
a dv io*  y o u  requ ire . C o rresp on d en ce  s tr ictly  pr iva te . 
A ddress, J . D onaldson , 390^ I iio b ’d S t . ,  L o n d o n , O nt. 
O I I O B t T I I A M l  T H O R O U G H L Y  TA.UGHT B Y  
I O  M a ll; o r  S tu den ts a tten d in g  o u r  A ca d e m y  w ill 
b e th o ro u g h ly  p rep a red  b y  h igh e s t  m asters in  S hort
ha n d , T ip ow ritin g , B ookk eep in g  a*>d B usiness Train* 
in g ; A d v a n ce d  stud ents h e lp ed  to  situ ation s . I m 
m ed ia te ly  address, T h e U n ion  S h o rth a n d e r ’s C om - 
m erc i*  A ca d em y, A road o, T oron to .

W A N T E D — 10,000 M lilm en  an d  o th e rs  in terested  
in  m ach in ery  to  send  nam e an d  addreea fo r  

a  c o p v  o f m y  N o  12 Illu iora tod  C atalogue ; s m t fr e e . 
H . >V. P E T R IE , M achin ist an d  G eneral M aohine 
D ealer, B ran tford , O nt.

B K X < ;O t i< a i 'S  S H O R T H A N D  A N D  B U SIN E S S  
In stitu te , T o ro n to , is th o  o ld e st , la rgest, ch e a p 

est and best on  tho con tin en t. Business m en  su p 
p lied  w ith  offic h e lp  on  th e  shortest possib le  n o tice . 
W rite  fo r  deacviptlve ca len dar. T h o s . B h n g ou g h , 
P resid en t, O. H . B r o o k s , Seo’y-Treae.

P L A N E R  K N IV E S , S T A V E  C U T T E R , S T A V E  
jo in oer , ch eese  b o x ,  ven eer, lea ther sp littin g , 

b o o k b in d e rs , m o u ld in g , te n o n in g , a n d  other m ach in e  
k n iv es  o f busk q u a lity , m a n u fa ctu re d  by  P h tk r  H ay, 
G alt M achine K n ife  W ork s, G alt, O nt. ; send  fo r  prioe 
list.

S T A R  AUGUR
$ 2 0  P e r  K a y .

W K L L  B U K IN G
H as n o  su p erior I 20 fe e t  pay? h o u r  ; h a n d  o r  horse 
p o w e r ;  co m b in e d  b o r in g  a « d  ro ck  d r illin g  m a ch in e  ; 
g rand s u c c e s s ; firat priz3G an d  d ip lom as . Send for 
C atalogue.

GS M a r y j f t t . ,  H a m i l t o n ,  C a n a d a *

A B R I A U  I l V K O m L E f .

WATER

A n c h o r  
15 v a n d

—AND— 
DUPLBX.

M anufacturers c f  th e  C elebrated

Guelph Axle Works
T . P J S P P E R  & CO ., G u e lp h , O nt.

O ur D"uplex A x le s  are all t o  b e  ha d  at a ll the 
prin oipa l H a rd w are  S tores  in  th e  D om in io n .
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CO NBOY’S C A R R IA G E  T O P S
A re th e  B est an d  C h e a p e s t  in  th e  M arket. O-ider 
on e  fr o m  y o i r  C a rr ia ge  M *k er . T ake n o  o th e r  k in d . 

S end fo r  C a ta lo g u e — 407 K in g  S t . W ., T o r . nto .

CONSUMPTION.I nave a positive rem edy for tho above disease; by lta 
m e  thousands o f  cases ot the worst kind and o f  ion *iimuBttuuiiui cauoB o i  m e  worst kina and o f  1__
Handing have been cured. Indeed, B ostronels m vfaltE 
in Its efficacy, that I w ill send TWO BOTTLES FRBB 
together with a  VALUABLE TREATISE on thlsdlseaM  to any sufferer. Give express and P. O. address.

DK. T. ▲. SLOCUM, 1---------  -  -
i . v. nuuit'og,

:, 181 Pearl St., New Yortc.

ONTARIO PUMP CO Y,
(Limited.)

T o r o n t o  -  O n t .

ivcntocn Sizes

ICEARID WINDMILLS,
F ro m  1 to  40 Ii. p . ,  for
P u m p in g  W ater, ru n n in g  
G rain C ru -h ers , Straw  G u t
ters, R o o t  P u lp ers, o r  anv 
o th e r  m a ch in e ry  u p  t o  a  40 
h . p .  G ila l M ill.

T h e  F ir e  B e lls
R ing out an alarm and it is heed jd . Thia 
is to notify  you that $ba«e substitution ia 
practised when t he great, eure pop corn cure 
ia aak«d for. Putnam 's Palnieas Corn E x 
tractor : j:iover fails to ' take oa m i off. It 
makes no sore spats and gives no patn. Be 
•ur# an'I g »t  “ Patim m ’s ."

H A Y I N G
TOOLS.

A  F a l l  Lino, o f

/S T T H E  b e s t .

I  X  L FE E D  MILL]
gu aran teed  to  g r in d  fro m  
10 to  20 b ushels p e r  h o u  r, 
a co o rd in g  t o  elza. T hese 
M ille are th e  m ost du rable , 
p e r fe c t  and_ ch e a p e st  Iron  
F e e d  M ill y e t  in ven ted .

tM**
FOIl’INtt

WINDMILLS
F ro m  8 lo  30 fe e t  

d ia m e te r .

* g g g |

T A N K S ,
F ro m  tlie  sm a lle s t  

u p  to  2 ,8 5 5  b b js .

PIPE AND 
Pipe Fittings.

In (a c t  a full line of 
Water Supply 

Material

I r o n  a n d  W ood *
F o rce  o r  L ift

D e e p  W e l l  P u m p s
A  S pecia lty .

Send ue your address on a poet card and we will 
Bend you 104 page illustrated oatalogue free.


