A STORY OF TO-DAY.

CHAPTER XXXIIL

A DEFIANCE.

Ibegan to feel alarmed as the lights of

the lamps and the shop windows shone

' apon Mary’s white face and closed eyes.
Butasl was upon the point of ordering
the driver to stop at the first chemist’s shop
I observed signs of returning li e.

Mary opened her eyes. She started from
me with energy, casting a look of piteous
resolution at me, which spoke eloquent of
the persecution and misery she had under
gone.

“Mary,” I said, “my darling, you are
safe now!”

All the misery, and ten thousand times
the dangers I had gone through were as
nothing compared with the happiness of
soeing the change which came over that
beautiful and gentle face when I sboke.
There is something very piteous in the

' sight of the weak standing at bay, the de.
fenceless at last befriended by despair.
Some desperate resolution of resistance it
was, some impulse of escape at any cost,
which prompted her to spring from my
shielding embrace, and turned the appeal-
ing fear of her eyes into a look of troubled
courage. Itshowed that the limit of en-
durance bhad been reached, and that her
enemies would no longer have had a passive

victiin to reckon with. Though if her res-
cue had been delayed but a little while
longer, the iastinct of defiance would, in all
probability, have been aroused too late.

At the sound of my voice she started,
#he seized my hands. and looked into my

ce. Then the revulsion of feeling, from
misery to joy, from despair to the certain-

of sefety, sent such a light into her face

at it positively seemed to illuminate the

carriage, and to put the bright lights of
the shops and of the streets to shame.

There was no time for inquiry or for ex-

lanation yet. The time was all too short
boox; the Lappiness that.fleoded our whole
‘beings.

“‘Safe! ¥afe!” was the burden of the bliss-
ful song that was singing in our heurts, and
transforn.ing the somewhat dingy ﬁacre
into a Cinderella’s chariot, which would not
lose its megic beauty for the striking of all
the clocks in all the steeples of Antwero,

Soon—all too svon now, we clattered up
Yo the door of the Hotel St. Antoine. There
the first face I saw was Shaw’s and being
Aree from the torturing anxiety of the last
few hours, I bad time to feel some com-
punction for the way I had left him. He

ooked positively ill with an anxiety, and
the relief and  the exultation which he
showed at our safe return warmed my
heart toward him more strongly, if possible.
than before.

Mary was committed to the care of the
landlady, and everything was done to con-
duce to her security and comfort; but, tired
as she was, she would not go to bed Lefora
see had joined Shaw and me, and sweetly
and thoughtfully thanked our good friend
iori tall that he had doneon her andmy be-
Aalf.

Shaw exercised a little of his professional
-authority atter a whiie, impressing u?on
her the necessity of thorough repose after

- all the dangers and anxieties she had gone
through.

I was glad he did so, for I felt that he was

.right, but I could not bring myself to sug-

E::t anything which should shorten the

t delightful talk, away from the horrible

. atmosphere of mystery and crime that over-

hung Hanover Lodge, free from the fear of

Plowitz, and the equalli unscrupulous and
=more dangerous Basilisk,

When Mary had gone I told Shaw m
“story more in detail. It had been told al-
ready amid the excitement and interrup-
tions of a general comparing of notes.

Ilearnt now that Harper had been search-
ing tor me, full of fears for my safety, and
that informtaion had been sent over that
the mystery of the explosion at Hanover
Lodge had not been cleared up, that no
truce of any of the inmates coul be found,
and that no bodies had yet been discovered.

‘“Aud what,” said Shaw, ‘“do you sup-
pose the Basilisk will do now?”

4] cannot tell; I cannot think at all yet,”
Janswered. *“I don’t see what she can do,
but I feel sure that if she can do us any
barm she will; and she is not an enemy to
be despised.”

“By no means; but she must keep quiet
now for a while, Her intimate relations
with Plowitz, who was apprebended on a
charge quite distinct from the attempted
abduction of Miss Fortescue, will prejudice
her greatly if she brings herself in any way
under the notice of the authorities.

“We must take Mary back to England,”
Isaid. “We shall hear no more of Mr.
Beaufoy now, and circumstances have
made vs her guardians.”

©  “Yes,” said Shaw; the sooner we are
back 1 England the better.”

Aud we talked Ion% and Jate ‘over our
plaus, arranging finally that Shaw should
make arrangements for Mary to stay for
the present with his sister, a widow, who
bad a large and pleasant house at Rich-
moud, where she generally had charge of
two or three Indian children. We must
then see what could be done to find out
the state of her affairs and await the up-
shot of the police enquiries into the case of
Plowitz and the disaster at Hanover Lodge.

Then, with a bearty and congratulatory
sbake of the hand, and with minds free
from care and full of hops, we parted, and
1slept as a man sheuld who gone
through great suspense and come out tri
umphant.

the morning Mary appeared iooking,
to my joy and surprise, but iittle the worse
for her troubles and fatigues. Joy, hope,
and security had wrought a great chnnege in
" one night of serene rest. Accompauied by
r and a subordinate, I set out about
eleven o’clock for the scene of last night's
adventure, to obtain from old Mdme. Del-
bruyck all the details we could, with a view
to bringinevthe Basilisk within the grasp of
w. e arrived to fiud the house de
serted and shut up.

“No matter,” said Harper; “we ghall be
able to lay hands on them.”

We thon proceeded to the house where
Plowitz had first taken Mary, and found
‘there the small traveling trunk which was
all she had been allowed to bring with her.

“Well,” said I on our return, ‘“we had
better cross by to-night’s boat.

“You can’t very well,” said H;
l:; y?,u’ro going to let the who.

This I was quite willing to do, though the
desire of seeing condign punishment in-
Jlicted upon all who had had a share in this
fleudish scheme was very strong. Shaw at
first advised scrong measures, but Mary was
evidently ill at ease till she should be again
g Eggush ground, and this time among

ends.
$*What does it matteri” 1 asked. “Plowitz
s accounted for without our interference.
The Delbruycks were only instruments in
“ the hands of Miss Beaufoy. She willscarcely
be able to harm us again. She can never
return to England.”
s*And Mr. Beaufoy{” said Shaw.
“He has covered the traces of his illegal
Jpractices with the ruins of his’ house. He

r, un-
thing

will not be heard of n. What will his
safety be worth now Plowitz is captured?”

s«But it would be well to see him,” said
Shaw—*to make him give some account of
?l; tgzewuduhlp of Fortescue's af-
airs. y

“That doesn’t matter,” said Mary ner-
vously. “I would rather mot see him again
—ever!” .

“But I should,” said I. “It is very im-
portant that we should see Mr. Beaufoy
somehow.

At this moment the door was thrown
open and a waiter announced :

“A gentleman to see mademoiselle!”

And with a disagreeable smile upon his
face, faultlessly dressed, and looking the
picture of prosperity and influential re-
spectability, Mr Beaufoy strode into the

room. He was accomlg:nled by an oficial-
looking individual, a Belgian. There was a
moment of silence on our from aston-
isoment. Mary shrunk back between Shaw
and me and put her hand in mine.

B § u:'some," said Mr. Beaufoy, * to fetch
my ward, Mary, got ready at once, my
dear, to come wltl? me. A.n% you, sir, you
will have a very awkward task in ult!}ylng
your conduct, Perhaps you have the
goodness to give what explanation you can
of your proceedings.” e

CHAPTER XXXIV,

z PARRIED.

The audacity of the man confounded me.
We had to a great extent reckoned without
our host, and Mr. Beaufoy, for whatever
reason, was evidently determined to brazen
out his position as Mary’s guardian.

The contrast between his firm, erect, bus-
iness-like bearing, the commanding kind-
ness which he knew 80 well how to assume,
and the extreme terror and repugnance ex-
hibited by the girl whom he claimed, was
the most eloquent appeal for protection
that helplessness could make. She shrank
away from her guardian, a manifestation
which in no degree modified his affectation
of sauvity towards her, though he spoke as
usual in a tone of distinct command.

‘“Come, my dear,” he repeated; “you
must get ready at once, as we leave An-
twerp immediately.”

The habit of submission was so strong in
her, the helplessness of her position at Han-
over Lodge had 8o entered into her soul,
that Mary, with a look of piteous appeal,
began to move towards the door.

“Stay!” Isaid. I do not allow Miss For-
tescue to leave this place except of ber own
free will and pleasure.’’

Mr. Beaufoy shut his éyes and smiled ser
aphically.

¢‘Come, Mary,” was all that he said.

I put my arm round her to reassure her.

*And as your business is not with me or
Dr. Shaw, perhaps you will be good enough
to leave the room.”’ :

“I have business both with you and Dr.
Shaw,” he said, ‘‘business which will be ex-
tremely unpleasant for both of you. I have
been compelled to place the matterin the
hands of the police, but the inconvenience
which will result from your detention is due
to your interference in matters in which
you n,?ither have or ever will h.ve any con-
cern.

The official who accompanied Mr., Beau-
foy explained .with perfect politenexs that
he must trouble us to accompany him. Mr.
Beaufoy, a gentleman whose wealth and
gositiou were in the.nselves a guarantee of

is bona fides, had charged us with unlaw-
fully taking his ward from her dprowr
guardian. Shaw and I demurred. ]
offered guarantees, references, sureties—
anything to avoid leaving Mary again in
the power of her enemies.

The position was most trying. No charge
whatever could besubstantiated against us;
but it was obvious that Beaufoy had laid
an information against us in order to take

Mary away while we were temporarily un-
able to help her. The commissary was un-
willing to be harsher with us than he was
absolutely obliged to be, but it was equally
evident that Mr. Beaufoy had impressed
him with an idea of his importance and po-
sitien, which prejudiced him very strongly
in his favour.

Shaw and I held a hasty council of war.

““We ought to see Leverett at once,” Shaw
suggested.

proposed to the commissary that we
should send for an English solicitor. He
seemed inclined to wait our convenience in
the matter, but Mr. Beaufoy strongly ob-
jected, and held a whispered conference with
the official.

‘“You can see Mr. Leverett at leisure, but
you must really come with me at once,” he
| said firmly.

“And meanwhile,” said Beaufoy, “I shall
remove mg niece to more becoming lodg-
ings. To be living in a hotel with no com-
punions but two young men is not the sort
of thing which I consider desirable for a
younE ady, who is in the position of a
daughter to me."’

The patience of the police official, who
could get no encouragement for his polite
nature from Mr. Beaufoy, began to wear to
anend. The dispute between ourselves'and
Mr. Beaufoy wuxed hot, and the commis-
| sary, apparently scandalized by the words
| Taddressed to the ultra-respectable guard-
{ ian of the young lady, went to the length of

summoning aid, and making something of a
| display of force: To avoid being forcibly
i conveyed through the streets to the police-
| station we were obliged to give a promise
to accompany him immediately. and the
myrmidons who had mysteriously an-
swered to his summons withdrew.

“Let us send this at once to Leverett?”
said Shaw, pencilling a small note, and
rin%i:g for a waiter.

*“Certainly.”

“What cun Leverett do for yonu! Nothing
for some days, I imagine,” said Mr. Beau-
foy, with a faint smile of malice.

‘‘He can do more than you think. He
knows already a good about your
friend Plowitz.”

“My friend Plowitz!” said he, with an {ll-
dissembled start of alarm.

I observed that the police-officer
sudden and keen glance at him as
tioned the name.

*Your friend and fellow-worker,” I went
on. “The man to whom you entrusted your
niece—the man from whom we saved her.”

“Thissort of talk will not improve yoar
position, my friend.” he ubserved sarcastic-

ave a
men-

ally.

Svhnw’- note was gone. and there was
nothing further to delay our departure, our
renewed 80 tion from Mary. Any min-
ute of time we could gain would be val
uable.

“Do you know,” said I, addressing the

lice-officer, “that this gentleman, who af-
ects not to know Plowitz, entrusted this
lady to his keeping, to be taken abroad by
bim, te be forced into a union with him?
That my friend and I, wishing to save the
{ Jady from this persecution and tyranny,
| followed them, and res-ued her! Plowitzis
well known to the police. If you lose sight
of this man, you will lose a prize second
only in value to Plowitz himself.”

The commissary looked perturbed and as-
tonished. Mr. Beaufoy did not dei.n any
sort ot an explanation. His calm tones car-
ried weight with them, and reassured the
perplexed official:

“Your knowiedge of Belgian criminals
suppl!ies you with materials for wild libels.
We shall meet again soon in court.”

He advanced towards Mary, who white
and terrified, had been keeping out of his

way. Tboeomml-n.zntboumotlma
maﬁe htlmperempwry for us to accom-
n 5

p‘“l&. le Commis<aire,” I said very gravely,
“] give you fair warning. If you lose llghl
of that man now, you will very likely never
‘se6 him again. You will have to let m
Triend and me go very soon. This char;

a ruse to get us out of the way. Meanwhile
Mr. Beaufoy escapes. Watch him, at least,
until Plowitz is examined. You will regret
it if you don’t.”

“Plowitz again!” said Mr. Beaufoy im-

atiently ; “‘what does all this talk of Plow-
tz meant’’

‘It means, sir, I said, ‘‘that your accom-
g;ll%e, B’l'lu, or Plowitz, was arrested yester-

ay.

Mr.yBesufoy’a face turned ashy white. He
evidently imagined that Plowitz had got
safe away. Something had gone wrong in
:lﬁo communiﬁqego:s tgt the sy!ngticngei h::

ey were y the good fortune tk
::hndy lolnis attended their efforts at baffling

o ce.

o pgw." said I to the commissary, *if you
cannot allow us to remdll: at l{ge‘ hﬁn;ntzg

resent, you can rha a
gm r:'qyulre a lmep?ook ng after. Lose
siil t neither of him nor this lady.”

r. Beaufoy very quickly recovered him-
self, and addressed the officer. ;

“You know lnyl add{[eu,“ he ga!d cour'-;
teously and calmly. My poor niece mus
bemmyoved at once from this Place, ass0-
ciated with such trying scenes.’ ;

The comm invited us once more to
start. The situation was perp and

undignified. Losing patience, or, more
robuhlg'. finding a relief from the perplex-
Fties of his position in bluster, he summoned
once more the vmitinfl myrmidons., and
Shaw and I, the most law-abiding of men
found ourselves each between two active
little policemen. The moment Beaufoy saw
us secured, he took Mary by the hand, and
led her towards the door. She tollowe«h
stunned by the sudden relapse into the ol
your hear

slavery.
M » 1 gaid.
well watched.” )

‘‘Keep u
“You will

1 felt that the commissary was not likely
to overlook my caution, for it could do no
possible harm to observe it, and there might
very well be some truth in my charges.

Beaufoy turned a look of venomous rage
upon me.

“Silence, gir!” he hissed. *You, at least,
are never likely to see her again.”

And with a bard laugh he threw the door
open, and gazed with malicious enjoyment
upon the group. y

Chen, to my inexpressible joy, the face of
Harper was seen at the door, and a number
of people with him. In a second, before he
could realise what was happening, Mr.
Beaufoy was deftly seized an handouﬂ!eth
and a silence of surprise and suspense fe
on all in the room.

Mr. Beaufoy was the first to break it.

“What,” he gasped, livid with rage and
fear—**what is the meaning of 1his?” g

**The meaning is, sir,” suid Harper quite
cheerfully, “that you are charged with be-
ing an accomplice in Blitz's coining specu-
lations, and with being an accessory to the
murder of Hardy.”

A consultation between Harper and the
Belgian officia's now teok place, the upshot
of which was that Shaw and I were allowed
to remain where we were, on our undertak-
ing to be at hand when wanted. Mr. Beau-
foy was led away in a state of speechless
collapse, and with Mary stillin our safe-
keeping, a delicious feeling of security and

‘prospective bappiness stule over me once

more.

Mary, when not in the presence of any of
the Hanover Lodge associations, quickly re-
covered her epirits, and showed the capa-
city for happiness which had been so cruelly
kept in check heretofore.

RTG pleased ourselves with plans for the
future, and said good-night, full of hope
once more. :

Then Shaw and I bad a quiet talk over it

all again,

“Agl will be well now;" he said. “The
clouds are drifting away.”

“But there is one cloud, dark, and threat-
ning, and dangerous.”’

“And what is that?’’ he asked quickly.

“The Basilisk! We have not heard the laat
of her yet.”

CHAPTER XXXV,

NEMESIS,

Anxious as we were to leave these asso-
ciations of crime and danger, we found it
impossible to get away for several days,
but at length we had satisfled the requir-
ments of the Belgian police, and were at
liberty to depart. No news had been re-
ceived of the Basilisk since the night of the
attempted murder. I felt easier in mind as
the days passed by. Plowitz and Mr. Beau-
foy were both safe in custody, and, whether
to avoid danger to herself or to evade the
necessity of giving evidence, it seemed
probable that'Miss Beaufoy would not ven-
ture to trouble us. These few days of se-
curity had been very happy ones, marred
only by the necessity of attending to the
demands of the authorities for information
on various points connected with the ar-
rests. Shaw had meanwhile made arrange-
ments for Mary’s reception by his sister at
Richmond, and we had taken measures for
putting her interests uonder the care of the
Court of Chancery. The evening of our de-
parture had arrived. We were to cross by
the night-boat to Harwich. I was sitting

alone, thinking things over and making
plans for the future, in the large sitting-
room which we had occupied, when a waiter
appeared and announced a lady.

rose with a feeling of apprehension.
There stood against the clear twilight sky,
against the low old-fashioned window, a
tﬁldark figure, ghost-like and silent. It
was she at last—the Basillsk. She advanced
towards the light of the fire, and I could see
once more the marvellous light of those
eyes—witching, cruel, unholy.

She came to me, and I saw that she
smiled asmile neither of malice nor of de-
precation. Simrply the imperial smile of a
proud but gracious woman. The spell was
strong still. But I thought of her relentless
hate, 1 saw the gleam of the murderer’s
knife, and I felt steeled and safeguarded

ainst any wiles or treachery.

‘i did not llpeak, but looked at her coldly,
uestioningly.
= “You nrg syurprlsed to see me?” she said.

“] am surprised that you can come to me
like this.” I answered—*‘that you can come
calmly smiling to onoL’v’vhon blood might
have n On your sou!

“You have zot understood me,’ she said.
“I do Iulcn u')'leuto opposition, even from
those I love.

“And you would do worse than kill these

ou love,” 1 said with anger and scorn.

+You wou d horribly injure the helpless and
innocent to strike at those you love. God
save me from love such as yours!”

She turned pale, and bent her head a mo-
ment. When she looked at me again the
soft light had not returned to her eyes,
though she still smiled.

“You have not dealt kindly with ‘me,”
she said in a subdued voice.

As she spoke she drew a step nearer to
me. With any other woman that step
would have been the prelude to an impas-
sioned outburst; the sudden motion of the
arms concealed beneath her long clonk
‘would have heralg one %f tho;o; fterngle
appeals where pride goes down ore de-
.;fm. and despair is graced with more than

all the majesty of pride. With the Basilisk
it was notj 80, Thgﬂlnddan action contra-
‘dicted the sad softness of the voice, and I
looked for the gleam of a concealed

ger, or the flash of a hidden revolver. Bhe
checked her impulse, however, whatever it
\might have been, and went on in her low
melodious voicc: -

“Jt was an unhappy day for me when I
saw you first. It was an unhappy day for
you when you saw me first. It was long
ago. You loved me then without knowing
why. That love—a boy’s tempestuous folly
—cost you your sight.” Then it so fell out
that our positions were reversed. Had you
remained in darkness y u might have been
the means of changing all my life. But (ou
saw-—too much, and you loved another!”

“Did she not need love more?”

#What has that todo withme? You hate
me for pursuing my end in my own way.
‘You should respect me, rather. You made
yom;,choioe. 1 do not think it wasa wise
one.” .

“Why bring up the past again, Miss Beau-
foy l’aaid?‘“ t is ngt long past, but it is
dead, and well that it is dead. It was a
past of misery, of horror, of cruelty, of
crime.”’ :

“Itis over for you, but it isnot over for
me,’’ she said. ‘‘Wa shall not meet again.
311112’1 came to ask a favour of you after

I was touched—who could fail to bet—b;
the humility of this glorious criminal, and
promised to fulfil her request if I could.

“You g0 away to-nighti"”

MY”_)

4] should like to see Mary betor:dyou go.”

I felt a chill of dread as she asked this.

"I do not think that is possible. Mary has
gone through so much, the sight of you
might have an injurious effect upon her.”

1 f)poke firmly, but as kind as I'could.’

“Do not be afraid,” she said with a -little
scorn; ‘itis not quite a selfish desire.
would make some amends to Mary for the
past, and there are some things in relation
to her property whch it would be to her ad-
vantage—and to yours,” she added gravely
“‘that she should learn.”

*Can you not tell mo?” I asked.

“And get you refuse my simple rc%lM!
Do not be unreasonable. I will tell Mary
herself, or no one.” y

“In my presence?”.

“Certainly. It wust be in your pres
enco.”

It would save a lot of possible trouble it
we could get some light voluntarily thrown
upon the state of Mary’s property, and I re-
flected that there was really no reason for
refusing this last request. I rang, and sent
& message asking Mary to come to us.

Miss Beaufoy remained standing. a tall,
dark figure, unrelieved even by the white-
ness of her lmnds, for she kept them folded
beneath her cloak. The clear twilight had
given place to night, and the glow of the fire
gave only a partial and baffling light. The
influence of the mysterious fizure oppressed
me, and I lit the candles, disclosing the
sljlendid eyes and the pale perfect face more
clearly. We spcke no further word.

‘‘Soon the door opened, and like fresh
spring air Mary Fortescue brought the at-
mosphere of innocence and love into the
darkling room.

She shrunk rather from her kinswoman,
but overcome the instinct and advanced to
her, trembiing a little, but bravely eyeing
ger in the strength of her recovered free-

om,

“Mary,” began Wiss Beaufoy,” 1 have
come to make matters more equal between
us.

‘It doesn’t matter,” said Mary; ‘“nothing

matters now. The past is pasi, and the fu--

ture is all bright.” '

The Basilisk smiled a very threatning
smile,

‘I have come to make some amends, she
said, and then and there she entered into a
statement, clear and concise, of some de-
tails of Mury’s position and yroperty.

The information would be most useful,
and I was at 1oss to account for her gen-
orosity. Perhaps it was unfair to seek a
motive. A generous impulse was not for
eiﬁn to such a nature as hers, especially
when she could serve no purpose to her own
advantage by keeping the knowledge to
T nw Lees arry

‘And now I su you mean to m.
and live happ! eger after?” she sa.d.

‘1 trust 50,”’ I answered; ‘‘as soon as I can
set my own affairs in order.”

A glance of white, furious anger shot from
the Basilisk at her cousin, but it passed in a
moment.

‘‘And now, my dear Mary,” she said,
‘‘can I do anything more for you?"’

‘No, nothing,” said Mary, who had got
over her terror, and was as cold and haugh-
ty as ever Giulia Beaufoy had been.

‘Do you not even wish for some revenge#’
sneered the Basilisk.

‘‘Revenge! Ido aot thinkofit. I wish
harm to none of you. AllI wish is never to
see you again!”

The Basilisk had drawn close to her.

“Very well,” she said in a low, choked
voice, ‘‘very well.

You shall have your wish—you shall
never see us again.”

A quick motion of the hidden hand, the
gleam of a snow-white arm! With a cry of
borror I rushed forward and seized the up-
raised hand by the wrist. A splash of
liquid fire upon my hand, an awful cry, and
Giulia Beaufoy was writhing in agony
upon the floor. The vitriol, which she had
designed for Mary, had fallen upon her-
self. Blasted by her own awtul device, her
beauty was marred in its prime, and, by a
swift and terrible judgment, rpetual
darkness veiled the once be-utiful eyes of
the Basilisk.

» - % * "

Of Plowitz I heard no more. Mr. Beaun
foy’s trial caused an immense sensation.
His death at Portland shortly after his ar-
rival there passed almost unnoticed, though
there were circumstances of cunning and
determination about the means he used to
con:passit, which will probably reward the
researches of some future story-teller.,

The memory of those terrible days is still
too recent to enable Mary to talk much over
the pastyet, though,in the sunshine of a hap-
E home, she has lost already the shadow of

C] \mhgppy ygm - %

Last August we were staying in a livel
little French watering plnc);. but little trz-
quented by English people. [ was smoking
a cigar on the sands at sunset, when my>
ear was taken by a voice of wenderful
power and sweetness. It filled me with a
strange feeling of familiarity. I joined the
large crowd which was listening in rapt at-
tention to the music.

I enquired of a gentleman, whose ac-

uaintance I had made at the table d’hote,
it he knew a:gthing of the singer.

He informed me that she was a woman
who was quite blind—who had lost her
signt, it was said, at the hands of a disap-
pointed rival.

d‘(‘ls’(lle must have been beautiful too,” he
added.

“Why does she not get a regwin= en,
ment? With a voice like thut sbe warelyg:egeo(i
a«:y !,);a dependent upon open-air singing like

18,

“Ah,” he said, shrugling his shoulders.
“Ido not know. Many managers have
tried to get her, but she will not sing even
in the casinos in the summer. She is mad,
they say. She finds her way about, and is
always on the move. Some say she is a
female WanderinF Jew. Depend upon it
she has a history.’

'We made our way through the crowd hy
degrees, and found ourselves face to face
with the singer-—a tall, gaunt woman, with
masses of dark hair. Her oyes were baun-
daged, and her face was terribly sacred.

“Good God!” I exclaimed, horror-strick-

en. 1putanapoleon into ber hand
went a':vuuy. 'lmt was the last I saw ot.m
Basilisk, . |

THE END.

1880, R. T. Leonard, Hamburg, Pa..
wrote: ‘“Had severe inflammatory
rheumatism for weeks; a few applica-
tlons of St. JacobsOil cured me.”

19, 1886, he writes: Confirm state-
ment; was entirely cured.”’ Price fifty
cents. Sold by Druggists.

Archery Exercise.

Archery is a very beautiful pastime,
and exceedingly easy for ayoung wo-
man in the modern jersey and short
skirt. Indeed the fashions of to-day
are well fitted for archery. There ‘are
no drawbacks, as there are to some
other games, such as necessitate a
change of dress.. The lawn tennis
player must dress for the occasion, par-
ticularly as to shoes, but the archer
needs only skill, a good eye, and a
thumb which does not mind the swift
rebound of the string. It is an exercise
adapted to every ageand every degree
of strength, it is notlaborious, and may
be taken nup or discontinued on the ca-
price of the moment. That it is very
picturesque everyone will admit, and it
is very good calisthenic exereise for
young girls.—Harper’s Bazar.

A\l sufferers with such chronic ailments as
liver disease, dyspepsia, blood diseases,
cough, consumption (scrofula of the lungs),
and kindred diseases should know that gr.
Pierces’s Golden Medical Discovery” is their
best friend in such deep affliction. It comes
to soothe, alleviate and cure.

The Sneezing Spot,

As a Journal representative sat in
the chair of a Maiden-lane barber the
other day the genial artist of the brush
observed that the journalist sneezed
when his hair was combed. «Did I
touch the sneezing spot?'’ inquired the
barber. He then proceeded to explain

that.the ¢ sneezing spot’’ was a sensi-y .
loft. o

tive place to the left of the middle
the forehead. ¢«Why,” said he, ¢‘there
are men who come in here who sneeze
regularly every time I comb their hair
or shave them just assoon as the com
passes over that spot. I had a ma
in here yesterday who sneezed three
times just as hard as he could, all be-
cause I touched the ‘sneezing spot.” It
must be a very small nerve that tickles
the nostril."’—Albany Journal,
———— . —

Mark A. Miller, Trav. Agt, Erie R.
R. writes: ¢‘Suffered with plcuro-pneu-
monia; one bottle of Red Star Cough
Cure, ensured my recovery.” At Drug-
gists.

——~

What Caused 1t All,

“The ills we have in this world,
dear friend,”” said the ministor at the
bedside of a sick man, ¢are largely due
to ourselves. We have no more right
to defy the laws of Nature than those
of Divine Providence. To what do you
attribute your present illness?”’

I caught cold while being immersed
in the river,”” replied the sick man
feebly.— New York Sun.

Don't You Know.

that you cannot afford to neglect thatca-
tarrh? Don’t you kuow that it may iead to
consumption, to insanity, to dea:! Don't
you know that it can be easily cured? Don't
you knew that while the thousand and one
nostrums you have tried have utterly failed
that Dr. Sage’s Catarih Remedy isa cer-
tain cure! [t has stood the test aof yea
and there are hundreds of thousands r(:i
grateful rnen and women in all puris of the
country who cau testify to its etlicacy. All
druggists.

There’s many a man as has got a colleg
education that goes through life without
findin’ out how ter invest it.

A Life Made Miserable* P

By dyspepsia is scarcely worth the living.
A capricious appetite, heartburn, puzzling
nervous symptoms, increased action of the
heart after eating, sinking in the abdomen
between meals, and fiatulence after,
among the successive indicia of this har
rassing complaint. Two things only are
needful for its removal. A resort to
Hostetter’s Stomach Bitters, and persistence
it its nse. These remedial measures being
n.do(;)t.ed, a cure is certain. Taking im-
mediately before or after meals, this great
stomachic promotes secretion of the gastrio
juice, the natural solvent of the f. The
nervous and billious symptoms consequent
upon chronic indigestion disappesr, as the
complaint gradually vieids to the corrective
and invigorating influence of the Bitters.
Appetite returns, sleep becomes more re-
freshing, and as a sequence, the body is
efficiently nourished, muscular power in-
creuses, and the mind growssanguine. Use

the Bitters for chillsand fever, and rheu-
matism.
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When time hangs up its scythe there'll
be no mower.

Money Makers.

don’t let golien opportunities pass unim-
provad; there are times in the lives of men
when more inoney can be made rapidiy and
easily, than otherwise can be earned by
ears of labor. Write Hallett & Co., Port-
a d, Maine. who will send you, free, full
particulars about wurk that you can do
and live at home, wherever you are located'
at a profit of at least from $ to &5 daily.
Some have made over $50 in_a siugle .day.
isnew. You are started free. Capital
not required. Either sex; all ages.

We kin ﬁ“ a heap of information from a

animal. Nobody never see a dor: in ter
chaw two bones};er onct. e

l Good Thing to Know,

Moxie is the only plant known that will"
give unmediate, vigorous strength und pro-
duce no reaction. In tact some doctors say
it is the only r:al Nerve Food known. it
looks 80 now. It is made into a perfectl
harmless beverage neither stimulant or al-
cohol aud will remove the tired-out nervoup®
feeling and the etfects of stimulants at once
Every t keeps it.
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