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The Peril of Richard Pardon
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CHAPTER L.

Neither vanity nor ambition impels me
to apply myself to the task of narrating,
in as plain terms as I can command, the
singular and extraordinary events of the
past few months of my life. It is simply
that I consider it right that a record should
be made, and placed in the hands of those
who, after me, are most nearly concerned,
of matters which are at once both publici
and private, having been made public not
by any wish or instigation of mine, but by
force of circumstances and by the unwrit-
ten law which declares that crime shall
not be hidden, but shall be brought for
ward into the full light of day, so that all
men may see and judge.” What I am
about to narrate is something more than
an affair of life and death; for these are
but a breath, and are resolved in a mo- |
ment of time. Buta man’s good fame, or |
its reverse, is not ereated, and dies not, so!
swiftly, It liveslong after he is laid in |
his grave, and sheds honor or disgrace up-
on those who live after him. and who were
nearest and dearest to his heart. Itis sad
to think that this is so, and that the inno- |
c¢ent must often suffer with the guilty:
but the frailties of our common nature, no
less than our lack of large-hearted charit-
ableness, are continually perpetrating
these acts of injustice, and I suppose they
must be borne with and made the best of.
The opportunity, however, of setting
wrong things right must not be neglected.
Therefore, in a small measure for my own
sake, and in a large measure for the sake |
of those I love, do I gather together the|
loose threads of a story in which all the
passions and emotions of human nature
play their pregnant parts.

My name is Richard Pardon, and at the
time of the tragedy, which will be record-
ed in its proper place, I resided with my
wife and only ¢hild, Eunice, at Boscombe
Lodge, Sevenoaks. A brief description of
my abode will suffice. Boscombe Lodge
is an estate of about twelve acres, the res-
dence is old-fashioned and roomy, and the
pleasure grounds surrounding it are
charmingly laid out. Indeed, the natural
and artistic beauties of the dear home are
perfect, and such as should content any
man of moderate good sense, even though
his tastes were fastidiouns. Mine were not; |
I was a happy, contented man, blessed |
with an affectionate wife and daughter, |
and it was perhaps because I had lived a |

life of eaze that I was so ill-fitted to meet |
trouble when it came to me; but the storm
which broke upon me was sutficiently ter- |
rible to unsettle the reason of any human ;
|
|
|

being, howsoever wise and mentally |
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and at more than one %« . jumctury
Mrs, Pardon and I stepped in to their aid.
A ministering angel indeed did my wife
ever prove herself to be in such cases as
this; her presence in the sick-chamber was
balm, her smile sunshine, her gentle voice
breathed peace. No man could more
strongly appreciate the sympathetic aid
we rendered in a time of need than Sam-
uel Fleetwood; it stirred him to his inner-
most depths, and he was profoundly grate-
ful fer it. My wife and I stood by Mrs.
Fleetwood's deathbed, and almost with
her last hreath she thanked us for the
kindness we had shown to her and her
husband, and said that the sacrifice of his
life would be but a slight return.

“I gpeak for him as well as for myself,”
ghe said. “He feels as 1 do.”

I received with humbleness, as Iam sure
my wife did, these extravagant expres- |
sions of gratitude, to which, however, 1|
made 1.0 demur, becanse I perceived that |
the utterance of them afforded the pouri
woman pleasure. To ease her last mo- |
ments I said that T would continue to ho.;
her husband’s friend, and a light of great |
happiness shone in her eyes. E

*‘He will be your faithful and devoted
servant,” she said, faintly, *‘to tha hour of
his death.”

Faithful and devoted indeed he was, and |
I trusted him as I would have trusted a|
brother, In speaking of the slight ser-
vices it was in our power to render Samuel
Fleetwood and his wife 1 speak not in
praise of myself, but it is necessary that
it should be clearly understood that he;
was truly and earnestly devoted to me]
and mine, and that in his heart of hearts
he worshipped my wife as an angel of
meroy and goodness. I did notknow what
1 subsequently learnt, that he had heart-
disease, and that he was aware that his
years, almost his days, were counted.

It is necessary, also, for a proper under- |
standing of my story that I should say
something here of Mdlle. Lenormand,
governess, companion, and lady’s-maid to
my dear danghter Eunice. This unusual
mingling of duties was of Mdlle. Rosalie’s
own arranging. She entered our service
as governess, to perfect Eunice in modern
languages, drawing, and painting. I was
perfectly satisfied with my daughter’'s ac-
complishments, holding as I do the opin-
fon that girls can be, and frequently are,
so over-educated as to unfit them for the
groove which the scheme of Nature in-
tends them to occupy: but Eunice, her
mother, and a lady friend decided between
them that something more was required,
and hence the e t of Mdlle. Ros-
alie. I had notl th the engag
ing of the la
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“Papa,” said Eunice, “I don’t think
Mdlle. Rosalie is very proficient in lan-
guages.”

“Indeed, my Jdear!” I said, smiling.

“But she paints beautifully, papa,”
said Eunice. ‘‘Here are some of her
sketches.”

I examined them, and was really sur-
priséd at their excellence, and more sur-
prised at the subjects the artist had chos-
en. Moreover, they bore” unmistakable
evidence of having been painted from the
life. I mentioned this incidentally to
Eunice, and she immediately ran away,
and returned breathless.

“Oh, yes, papa!” she cried, “from the
life. I asked her, and she said it was the
only way to produce good work.”

The information deepened my surprise.
They were figure-subjects; a duel, a tipsy
brawl, a group of merry monks, gallants
ogling a lady, a moonlight meeting of
lovers, gamblers in a low cafe, and such-
like. The execution was masterly, but
they were strange themes “from the life”
for a young iady.

Saying they were very clever, I handed
the sketches back to Eunice, and from
that day set myself to a closer observance
of Mdlle. Rosalie. I allowed a month to
pass, and then I asked Eunice how she
was getting on with her studies in paint-
ing.

“Not very well, papa,” said Eunice.
“We have hardly had one lesson—now 1
think of it, not even one. Mdlle. Rosalie
has taken quite a dislike to painting; but
she dresses hair beautifully.”

I noticed then my daughter’s hair,
which, indeed, was beautifully dressed. A
charming, sweet-tempered girl, eighteen
years of age, Eunnice from the first had
never wavered in her praises of Mdlle.
Rosalie. But for this and the fondness of
my wife for the so-called governess, I
doubt whether she would have remained
in my house for any length of time. Be
fore she entered our service, I was given
to understand that she was French; and ]
became convinced, from evidence which
she herself supplied, that she was Eng-
lish. Mademoiselle, therefore, being con-
verted into Miss, Rosalie might quite as
likely be Jane or Betsy, and Lenormand,
Smith or Jones. Introducing herself un-
der false pretenses in respect of her name
and nationality, she must be capable of

fit companion to my dear daughter. After
some deliberation I communicated my
suspicions to my wife.

“You may be mistaken,” she remarked.

“I may be,” I replied, “but I do ne:'
think I am in this instance.”

Now, my wifeis a gentle-mannered lady,
absolutely without guile. Pure-minded

vielf, she believes in thg purity of all
come in contact Wwith her. Suspicion
ers Réf mind. She is ever ready
e best of everything and every-
never heard a word of scandal
). The rich hold her in esteem,
Jlize her. Assoclation ‘with a
nnocent and charitable has
ny days.

o, said my wife, gently, “wo-

are the best judges of women.”
O women’s failings,” I said, correcting

r out of my wisdom.

“Of women’s virtues also,” said my wife.
“Consider, Richard; have you seen any-
thing in Mdlle. Rosalie’s conduct of which
you disapprove "’

I did consider, and I could fix upon noth-
ing definite except the subject-matter of
the pictures. I spoke of this.

“Mdlle. Rosalie,” said my wife, ‘‘has ex-
plained all about them to me. She has
had a hard life, Richard, and has been
compelled to turn her talent as an artist
to profitable account. It meant bread-and-
butter to her. The dealers would purchase
only certain subjects ot her, down from low
life, or, rather, dear—not to be unjust—
from a poorer life that ours.”

This was a tender theme with my wife.
Her heart was touched with a divine pity
for the poor and lowly, and no arguments
could induce her to condemn them for
their coarseness.

“Had we been born of parents such as
theirs,”’ she was in the habit of saying,
“in places such as theirs, with surround-
ings such as theirs, we should have been
as they are.”

In her presence theorists were dumb.
she continued, ‘“Mdlle. Rosalie
had no option. How grateful ave should
be for the blessings we enjoy and for the
ared! Mdlle. Rosalie is
above reproach; she has come safely out
of the fire of temptation and cruel suffer-
ing. Kunice is deeply attached to her.

0.

for the home she has found with us is
boundless,.”

“Well, well,” I said, feeling somewhat

“Thank you, dear,” said my sweet wife.
“We will say nothing of this to Eunice;
it would grieve her. And just now,” she
added, with a brignt look, *‘we must have
”»

It did not occur to me till afterwards—
and then I would not reopen the matter—
to inquire in what way Mdlle. Rosalie’s
explanations concerning the pictures had
come about. Iinquired now of myself,
and decided that it could not have been
through the prompting of my wife or
daughter: therefore, the prompting came
from Mdlle. Rosalie. How, or by what
means? Had she taken note of the feel-
ings which an examination of her work
had produced in me, and which I must
have betrayed in my manner towards her;
and had she adopted this course to disarm
me and protect herself? If so, there must
be something subtle in her nature, which
must be guarded against. And yet, what
cause was there for suspicion? Was it not
the height of folly to worry oneself so
without reason? After all, might I not be
entirely mistaken?

Later in the day I met Mdlle. Rosalie’s
frank smile with a smile as frank. She

seemed grateful for the response, for she
raised my hand to her lips and kissed it;|
and then, as though ashamed of herself|

for this ebullition of feeling, she turned|
and fled.

CHAFPTER IL
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lived a few miles from Boscombe Lodge,
and on the morning of the foregoing con-
versation with my wife I received the fol
lowing note from him:

My DEAR MR. PArpoN:—Unless I re-
ceive a telegram from you to the effact
that you will not be able to see me, I shall
do myself the pleasure of calling upon you
at about one o’clock, to discuss a matter
of the deepest and tenderest interest to
both of us. With very kind regards to
Mrs. and Miss Pardon and yourself,
lieve me, faithfully yours,

. HASTINGS CLANRONALD.

There was no mistaking the purport of
this letter. We had long suspected that
Mr. Clanronald’s son, Harry, was in love
with our daughter, and it had formed the
subject of many serious conversations be-
tween me and my wife. Eunice's heart,
we saw, was lost, and Harry’s father was
now coming to ask her hand for his son.
A peculiar self-consdiousness on the part
of Eunice convinced us that she had been
informed by Harry of the impending in-
terview. Loving she always was, but
there was a clinging, pathetic tenderness
in the morning caress, the meaning of
which, having read Mr. Clanronald’s let-
ter, was clear to me—as though she was
pleading to me to place no bar to her hap-
piness. It wasa natural anxiety, but
there were no grounds for it. Our Eunice’s
welfare was to dear to her mother and me
that we should not—with some teuch of
heart-ache, I must confess—further her
loving wishes. To some extent we were
responsible for consequences, for we fully
approved of Harry Clanronald, and had
not discouraged his visits. He was a man-
ly young fellow, and appeared in every
sense suitable for Eunice. Although two
years ago his family and mine were stran-
gers, we had been for a great portion of
that timse on terms of close intimacy, and
had contracted a mutual regard for each
other. My only fear was that Harry would
press for an early union; and I thought
Eunice too young to commence the grave
business of married life. My wife, how:
ever, combated this view, and reminded
me that she was younger than Eunice by
three months when we were wed. Argu-
ments such as this, applying ts others the
rules we deemed correct in our own per-
sons, are seldom convineing, but I allowed
myself to be beguiled into the promise not
to stipulate for a delay ot more than a few
months. .

At thelappointed hour Mr. Clanronald
came, and we soon arrived at an under
standing that the projected union was
suitable in every respect; but it was at my
instigation, and not at the instigation of
Mr. Clanronald, that the business aspect
of the affair was postponed for future con-
sideration. I had the best of reasons for
this postponement.

“There will be no difficulty, I presume,’”
said Mr. Clanronald, and his eyes wan-
dered to the evidences of wealth by which
1 was surrounded.

**None whatever,” I replied. “Eunice’sy
great uncle, whose heir I am, is abscht |
from England, and it will, ko haturally
agreeable to him that.he shall have a voice
1n the matde™ eis very wealthy, and
_the pgsiponement will be in the interests
of the young couple.”

“Quite s0,” said Mr. Clanronald. *“I am
prepared to do what is necessary and
proper, and you will meet mé in a like
spirit?”’

He put this in the form of a question,
and I replied, ‘“You may rest perfectly sat-
isfied.”

He expressed himself so, and then we
went to join my wife and daughter at
lunch., He shook hands cordially with my
wife, and kissed Eunice, who knew by
that sign that all was well. She blushed
and trembled, and moved close to her
mother, whose tenderness towards the dear
child we were to lose was redoubled.

Excited and eager Harry Clanronald
came in the evening, and had an interview
with Eunice, in which mutual love found
expression. Happy, sacred hour! Never,
never to be forgotten in all the after lifel

Harry stopped later than usual, Eunice
had disappeared; and was waiting in the
garden for her lover.

“Good-night, Harry,” I said. ‘“You are
a fortunate young fellow to have won the
heart of our darling child.”

*I am the happiest man in the world,
gir,” said Harry. ‘“‘You may trust her
safely to me; I will prove myself worthy
of your confidence and her love.”

Joy and sadness are strangely mingled
on such occasions. Parents wistfully re-
call the sweet reminiscences of the child-
life which illumined the past, and touched

the hours with golden light. Memory
lingers upon the solemn bridge, beyond
which they see a little bed, with a flushed
face sleeping in a frame of sunny curls,
and from beyond which floats the prattle
of a voice melodious as heavenly music.
The bright eyes look up into their own;
the slender form, in its dress of snowy
white, kneels by the bedside; the shadows
gather round it; the little hands are clasped
in prayer. Alas! the loving guardianship
is coming to an end, and the dear one is
going to the arms of another, for weal or
woe. My wife and I shed some natural
tears at the impending separation, but we
were grateful that Eunice’s affections were
fixed upon a man of sterling honor.

On the following day Eunice informed
me that she had promised Mdlle. Rosalie
that she should remain with us till the
day of the wedding; and, moreover, had
promised that her governessshould be one
of her bridesmaids. I would rather not
have had it so, but I had not the heart to
cross Kunice’s wishes at such a happy
time of her life as this.

““What does Harry say to it?* I asked.

‘“Harry says yes to everything,” replied
Eunice, with delicious emphasis. *‘He is
enchanted with her. And what do yon
think, papa? She is going to make my
wedding-dress!”

“A dressmaker as well!” I exclaimed.
“‘She is a paragon, this Mdlle. Rosalie of
yours!"

“Indeed she is, papal”

“She can do everything, it seems,” I
said, “‘except teach languages and paint-
ing.”

“I don’t want them now, papa.”

“Of course not—now that you have
Harry.”

“.Yus, papa,” said Eunice, with perfect
seriousness,

I pinched her cheek. ‘“What if the dress
shouldn’t fit, my dear?®”

“*Oh, bat it will, papa. Mdlle. Rosalie
declares it shall, and it will be made weeks
and weeks beforehand.”

If anything could have induced me to
hasten the wedding-<day it wonld have
been the thought that we should be the
sooner rid of a woman to’ whom, despite
the glowing eulogiums ¢f my wife and
daughter, I had taken an unaccountable
disiike—unaccountable for the reason that

words, “And just now we |
were an allusion tc |
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I could find no just cause for the feeling
she had in<pired. I did not attach im-
portance to the fact that Mdlle. Rosalie
was at some pains to obtain direct from
me and my wife the ratification of the
promise made to her by Eunnice. Whether

as deep as that in which mortal man
‘could possibly be placed—woald, but for
this promise, have taken a different course
in my favor I cannot say, because the tes-
timony against me came from both friend

'and foe; but it would have been better for

the events which led to my pesxil—a peril

me if Mdlle. Rosalie, on the day of my
daughter’s engagement, had turned her
back on my house forever.

: CHAPTER IIL

I must make mention of a peculiarity
in my habits to which I have been subject
from my earliest remembrance. I am a
somnambulist. It is not my purpose to
enter into any discussion of this fruitful
theme; I am simpl{ recording those facts
which bear relation to my strange story.

Often in my youthful days was I fol-
lowed by my nurse and relatives in the
night, while I was walking in my sleep,
and carefully watched, in order that I
should not come to harm. My wanderings
were generally of a harmless kind, and
sometimes afforded merriment, as on oc-
.casions when I made my way to the larder
and helped myself to the good things de-
*posited there. But there was one occasion
when they took a more serious turn.

I slept on the second floor of a semi-de-
tached house. In the adjoining house re
sided a man—a widower when I first be
same acquainted with him—with a little
dlaughter, between whom and myself some
innocent love making took place. The
father of this little girl, whose name was
Elsie, married again, and the step-mother
was not kind to the child. Indeed, when
the father was absent from home Elsie
was cruelly treated by this woman, and 1
used to hear the cries through the wall
which divided the two houses. KElsie slept
also on the second floor, in the room ad-
joining mine, and when she was beaten in
the night I could hear her appeals for
mercy very clearly. These sounds greatly
distressed me, and my child-mind was ex-
ercised as to the means by which I could
rescue my little sweetheart from the tor
ture to which she was subjected. On one
occasion business took the father from his
home for two or three weeks, and during
this time Elsie’s undeserved punishment
—] was sure it was undeserved—was
sharper, and more frequently adminis-
tered. She showed me the marks of the
blows on her skin, and I remember crying
excitedly:

“I will kill her! I will kill her!”

Iremember also Elsie’s grave reply to
the effect that it was very, very wrong to
kill people, because, as she illogically add-
ed, you would get hanged for it. The kill-
ing business was therefore set aside, the
consequences being too awful to contem-
plate, and we decided instead that we
would run away to-morrow when the
clock struck twelve. Where we should
run to was not decided: why we should
take our flight in broad daylight was not
explained; how we should evist.s ]
Wnsidercd. “We were placidly satisfied
that the mere fact of running away when
the clock struck twelve would be a crush-
ing blow to the hard-hearted step-mother,
and that from that moment Elsie’s life
and mine would be a life of happiness.

On that night it was that my little
sweetheart’s cries pierced my mind while
I was sleeping, and I unconsciously rose,
with the intention of going to her rescue.
It happened that those about me were less
watchful than usual, and thus [ succeeded
in creeping, unobserved, to the top of our
house, where a shert ladder leading to a
trap-door in the roof enabled me to reach

_a simjlar door in the adjoining house,
“which I found unlocked.

It was a dark
night, and my enterprise was full of dan-
gers; but sleep-walkers are like cats, and
can walk safely on the edge of a precipice.
I succeeded in raising the door in the roof,
and, 1n total darkness, felt my way dewn
the stairs, guided doubtless by the little
maid’s cries for help and mercy. ashing
into the room in which the torture was
being inflicted, I sprang upon the cruel
woman, and tore at her and beat her so
that she, in her turn, probably more
frightened than hurt, screamed loudly for
assistance. By this time my own people
were aroused, and, obtaining entrance in-
to the adjoining house, bore me away to
my room.

‘When I awoke in the morning I had no
knowledge or recollection of what had oc-
curred, and I gathered the particulars
from those who were interested in them.
My bedroom door was found open, and I
not in bed; the two trap-doors in the roofs
were open, proclaiming the means by
which I left one house and obtained en-
trance to the other; Elsie drew livid pic-
tures of my actions when I rushed into
her bedroom and sprang upon her step-
mother; and my own people supplied the
rest. The adventure made a great im-
pression, and was long remembered and
spoken of, and from the day of its occur-
rence I was more carefully watched at
home. Upon me it left, perhaps, a deeper
impression than upon others, 2nd in after
life I often thought of it. T was not a pas-
sionate or a vindictive man; very rarely
indeed did I allow anger to master me;
and I may truly declare that my nature
was more inclined to gentleness than to
violence. How was it, then, that upon
this occasion I should have behaved more
like a wild beast than a human being?
For this is what I was given to under-
stand by all the witnesses of the affair
Elsie said, ‘““Oh, Dick, you were dreadful;
your eyes blazed!” My guardians, instead
of pitying or sympathizing with me, re
proved me, and gave me long lectures up-
on the passions; and the step-mother
swore that if help had not arrived she
would have been murdered. My fingers,
she averred, were fixed in her throat so
viciously that she could not remove them,
and in another minute she would have
been strangled. Never afterwards, in my
sleeping or waking hours, was a charge
of violent or intemperate behavior brought
against me; but if the current versions of
the incident were true, there was, sleeping
within me, some instinct of savagery
which needed only a strong incentive to
leap into life. To such a man as I the re-
flection could not be otherwise than dis-

tressing

When I asked the good woman I mar-
ried to become my wilfe, I related this in-
cident of my child-life to her. She made
tight of it, and I think it was chiefly
through her encouragement that the ad-
venture wassknown in my household. My
daunghter, it appears, described it to Mdlle.
Rosalie as a diverting incident, and the
woman of multifarious accomplishments
treasured it in her mind. During man-
hood my somnambaulistic propensities oc-
casionally broke out, but they were al-
ways of the most harmless kind, and I
grew to regard them as of small moment.
Shortly, however, after the engagement of
Eunice and Harry I was greatly disturbed
by an incident to which I could attach no
satisfactory explanation. My wife told
me that she woke in the night and I was
not by her side. She was about to rise
and seek me, when I entered the room, un-
dressed myself, and lay down in bed, being
all the time in a sound sleep.

“] have no remembrance,” I said, “of

going anywhere, or doing anything.”

“You never have,” remarked my wife.

“It is very annoying,” I observed. “I
wish to Heaven they had thrown a bucket
of cold water over me when I was a child.
It ntight have cured me.”

*“It might have killed you,” said my wife
gravely. “Itis too late now to fret over
it, Richard.”

“I should not mind,” I said, “if I counld
remember where I go to, or what I do; but
all is a blank.”

We spoke of other matters, and went
down to breakfast. After the meal my
wife and I strolled into the garden, and
spent an idle hour there. My daughter
and Mdlle. Rosalie were in the grounds,
and Samuel Fleetwood made his appear-
ance to give me a report of some task I
had set him to do. When he came to-
wards me I was conversing with Madlle.
Rosalie, my wife and Eunice being at a
little distance, and I left my daughter’s
governess to join him. Certainly my mood
was a peculiar one on this morning, for
the short conversation I had with Mdlle.
Rosalie left an uncomfortable impression
uponme. And yet nothing was spoken by
her or me to account for it; we had con-
versed upon ordinary matters, but there
was in her manner a confiding tenderness
—I cannot think of any other words in
which to describe it—which was new and
strange to me.

After hearing Fleetwood’s report I re-
ferred to something I had observed as he
approached me and Mdlle. Rosalie. She
had nodded to him, with a pleasant smile
on her lips, and he had returned neither
the nod nor the smile. Iinquired the rea-
son.

“I do not like her, sir,”” he added, after 8
pause.

*For any particular reason?”’ I asked.

“No, sir,” he replied, after another short
pause. “My feelings towards her may
spring from prejudice,”’

“Speak more plainly, Fleetwood,” I
urged.

“Well, sir,” he said, “in the first place,
she is not a Frenchwoman.”

“I discovered that some time since,” I
observed.

There was a look of surprise in his eyes
as he said, “But her name is French.”

“Quite true, Fleetwood. Her father
may have been French.”

‘‘May have been, sir!” he remarked, re-
peating my words with emphasis. “Then
he is not living?"’

‘““Mdlle. Rosalie is doubly orphaned,” I
said. ‘“Come, come, Fleetwood, we may
be doing the young lady an injustice in
canvassing her so freely behind her back.”

‘“You are right, sir, as you always are.
I am very sorry I spoke.”

“But,’” I persisted, “having gone so far
we may be adding to the injustice by not
carrying this conversation to its legitimate
S0 Waias ot be 100 eerat
tions. Say what is in your nund.”

“Very well, sir. Mdlle. Rosaliec has no
parents, but she has relations.”

¢TI think not, Fleetwood.”

“No sisters or brothers, sir.”

“So I understand. She is alone in the
world, with not a soul to depend upon
except ourselves.”’

“Then the man she meets, sir,” said
Fleetwood, “is not a relation.”

“I was not aware,” I said, ‘“‘that Mdlle.

i e

Rosalie was in the habit pf meelin
man; but, after all, it is o afTai

“No, sir.” o

“Go on, Fleetwood; you
Are these meetings frequ

“VYery frequent, I shoul
passed them, by accident
dozen times.”

“How long has this beeun

“Itis four months since I
them.”

I reflected. Madlle. Rosalie had « ou 1n
our service only five months, and it was
generally understood, through hcr own
statements, that she was a stranger in
the neighborhood, and had no friends or
acquaintances. Here, then, was another
duplicity to trouble and perplex me.

“Where do these meetings take place,
Fleetwood?"’

“In Ivybush Lane, sir.”

Ivybush Lane was, perhaps, the most
gecluded part of the locality round about:
but if Mdlle. Rosalie and her friend were
lovers, was it not natural that they should
meet in a spot where they were least like-
ly to be intruded upon?

“And at what hour, in your
tion,” I asked, ‘‘do they meet?”’

“Always at night, sir, when there i8 nc¢
moon.”

““You are quite sure,” I said, somewhat
startled, ‘‘that you are not misguided by
prejudice?”’

I speak of facts, sir, not impressions.”

“You have impressions—but of course
you have; it is ridiculous to ask such 2
question. What I mean is, that your im-
pressions are not favorable to Mdlle. Rosa-
lie?”

“They are not, sir. If she has a sweet-
heart, what reason can there be for so
much secrecy? When I have approached
them—and I beg you to believe thatI have
always come across them by accident—
they have stopped talking and have
shrunk away from observation, the man
especially. Once I am certain they were
quarrelling.”

“A lovers’ quarrel, Fleetwood.”

“Perhaps, sir: but it didn’t sound like it.
They seemed to be threatening each other.
That is all I have to tell. sir.”

*‘Have you met the man at other times.
when he was alone?”’

“I can’t say, sir. I never saw his face:
he seemed to take great pains to hide it
from me.”’

“You are positive it was Mdlle. Rosalie,
and not another lady?”’

“I am positive. sir.”

“One more question, Fleetwood. Ivy-
bush Lane is a lonely spot which one
wonld not traverse for pleasure on dark-
some nights. What took you there?”’

“It is near the graveyard, sir, where my
wife is buried.”

His voice trembled with 1
pressed his hand.

“Let us keep this to ourselves,” I said,
presently. ‘It will be the wisest course.
When my daughter is married Mdlle,
Rosalie will leave our service.”

At this moment, as Flestwood was about
to leave me, Eunice danced up to us. It
was a pleasure to look upon her bright
face, beaming as it was with happiness.
Love’s summer was hers; her life was fliled
with heavenly joy. In her hand she held
two posies.

i

observa

emotion.

Continued on Seventh Puage.

“Tt a woman will, she will,” If she
will take Dr. Bull’s Cough Syrup for her
cold, she wi'l be cured.

Take goed advice.—I have suffered with
bad beadaches for vears, and have tried |
many remedies withoutobtaining relief, {
I was advised to give Salvation Oil 'a
trial, and it ha= entirely cured me.

EDWARD BALTZ, (Buwher.)

LaFayette Market, Baltimore, Md.

A Scrap of Paper Saves Her Life.

It was just an ordinary scrap of writ-
ing gaper, but it saved her life. She was
in the last stages of consumption, told
by physicians that she was incurable
and could live only a short time; she
weighed less than seventy pounds. On
a piece of wrapping paper she read of
Dr. King's New Discovery, and got a
sample bottle; it helped her, she bought
a large bottle, it helped her more, bought
another and grew better fast, continued
its use and is now strong, healty, rosy,
plump, weighing 140 pounds. For fuller
particulars send stamp to W. H. Cole,
druggist, Fort Smith. Trial bottles of
this wonderful discevery free at Carl
Krietenstein’s drugstore. (4)

Eupepsy.

This is what you ought to have, in fact
you must have it, to fully enjoy life.
Thousands upon thousands of dollars
are spent annually by our people in the
hope that they may attain this boon.
And yet it may be had byall. We guar-
antee that Eleotric Bitters, if usag a0~
cording to directions and the use persis-
ted in, will bring you Good Digestion
and oust the demon Dispepsia and in-
stall instead Eupepsy. We recommend
Electric Bitters for Dyspepsia and all
diseases of Liver, Stomach and Kidneys.
Sold at 50¢, and §1 per bottle by Carl
Krietenstein, druggist. (4)

‘Bucklen’s Arnica Salve.

The Best Salve in the world for Cuts, Bruises,
Sores, Ulcers, Salt Rheum, Fever Sores, Tet~
ter, Chapped Hands, (.‘hlfblnms, Corns, and
all skin eruptions, and positively cures f’llec,
Or no pay re?ulrﬂi. It {s guaranteed to give
perfect satisfaction, or money refunded. 25c.

er box. For sale by Carl Krietenstein, 8. W

Jor. 4th and Ohio.

Paine’s
Celery
Compound

Purifies the Blood,
Strengthens the Nerves,
Stimulates the Liver,
Regulates the Kidneys
and Bowels,
Gives Life and Vigor
to every organ.

’ . ’ .
There's nothing like it.
‘¢ Last spring, being very much run down and
d‘cbﬂllmed,l rocured some of Paine's Celery
Compound. he use of two bottles made me

feel like a new man. Asa general tonic and
spring medicine, I do not know its equal”

W. L. GREENLEAF,
Byl @8 N. G, Burlington, Vt.

Wow !

I,

.«Ups. Burlingtoti, V&
Wy, L——

olor Feathers and Ribbon
Easy! Elegant! Economioal

Babies using (t eleep well
nights, Wi ol.auymg,‘

< -

LACTATED FOOD

R

Pilules are a most cer-
tain and speedy cure for
all diseases that arise
from Malaria, Chlillg
and Fever, ete. The

act directly in the blood
permeating the whole of
the circulation, killing

)
Moore’s
A\
Pllllleb the germs that produce
fever, torpid liver, con-

stipation, kidney troubles, sick
headache, rheumatism, neu-

ralgia,ete. They are a
years. 'they act like

Positive st

sickness, hence they are the
only positive

antidote for these com-
}ﬂulnls; have never
alled for more than 16

for all Blood Impurities known.
They will purify and clense the
system, when everything else

C ure has failed; and as
For Chulls i

for thelr wonderful effects.
Many hurdreds of thousands
of old stubborn cases have been
cured by Moore’s Pilules, which
all other remedies falled to
touch., They are a most valua-
ble medicine to have on hand
in the fami y; they relieve In-
digestion, clear the skin, act on
the liver at once—hence there
is no need of the harmful ca-
thartics, They are worth
many times their cost to any
family. Those who rely on
Moore's Pllules are quickly dis-
tinguished by their bright ap-
{n-uruwv elastic step, and the
wulthfufulow upon their faces

and fever, there
is nothing (and
never was any-
thing produced,

Moore’s Throat and Lung Loz~
enges ure a most excellent
1emedy,~nothing better- for
Coughs, Colds, rore Throat,
Bronchitis, Whooping Cough
and all affections of the throat
and chest. They are pleasant
to the taste, and glve Instant
relief. Put n{) in large 10 cent
and 25 cent tin boxes—for Irri-
tation of the throat there 18 no
remedy that begins to compare
with them. Both remedies
sold by druggists,

Also:

GRATEFUL—COMFORTING.

Epps’s C
| S LOCOd
EBREAKVFAST.

“By a thorough knowledge of the natural
laws which govern the operations of digese
tion and nutrition, and by a careful applica-
tion of the fine properties of well-selected
Cocon, Mr. Epps has provided our breakfast
tables with a delicately flavored beverage
which may save us many h--:u‘i' doctors’
bills. Itls by the judicious use of such ar-
ticles of dlet that a constitution may be grade
pally buflt up until strong enough 1o resist
every tendency to disease. Hundreds of sub-
tle maladies are floating around us ready to
attack wherever there is a weak point. We
may escape many a fatal shaft by keeping
ourselves well fortified with pure blood and &
8mp¢:rly nourished frame.”—{Clvil SBervice
inzetie,

Made simply with bolling water or milk
foid only in bhalf pound tins by grocers, lae
beled thus: JAMES EPFS & CO..

Howuaeopathic Chemists, London, Eng




