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THE METAMORPHOSIS 
OF CORPUS DELICTL 

Herr Smithson, manager of the prima don- 

na Madame Del Sarto, was returning Kast 

with his star from a scmewhat unprofitable 

tour on the Paaific slope. They gave con- 

certs at various places along the route, but 

fortune remained coo. At last at Sagetown, 

the manager hatched a scheme for raising the 

wind of Bismarckian size and audacity. Its 

nature may be guessed from the concluding 

passages of a conversation that occurred be- 

tw een the manager and a dark-skinned, long- 

haired citizen in a big sombrero and wearing 

a belt in which was stuck a revolver and a 

long knife. This ominously equipped indi- 

vidual was tall of stature, long-limbed, gaunt 

an ng. His eyes were dark and sullen 

or lids. His long moultache was 

also dark and drooping, and his voice was of 

a pitch so subterranean that it seemed to 

come from at lesss half a mile under ground, 

and of such a quality and tone that its faint- 

est breathings would bring any stage team to 

a deac halt and elevate the hands of all the 

passengers. Anyone familiar with Western 

mythology, will understand at once that this 

brief description can apply to but one person, 

the noted Bill Deathburrow, the promoter of 

cemeteries and patron saint of undertakers. 

ularly known as “‘Corpus,” and sometimes 

a srpus Delicti.” - 
“That’s your lay-out, is it 7’ said Delicti, 

speaking in a kind of pianissimo double bass; 

“I'm to hold up the stage this side of Hog- 

snout, unload the Jady and take her over to 
the crossroad by the Dogbranch; ani you 

will come out there and recapture her ?” 

“That's it,” said Smithsoa. 

“And the stuff ?”’ 

““That’s all right. I'll pay you the money 

when I get the lady—fifty dollars.” 

“Fifty won't do; the ante will have to be a 

hundred.” 

“A hundred! Why we've been talking 

fifty. The job won't take over half a day, 

and fifty for half a day is good business.” 

“Ordinarily, maybe; but there's things to 
be considered. There's my character. I've 

got a reputation, and 1t {won't sound well 
that Corpus Delicti surrendered to a tender- 

foot. Then there's expenses. I've got.to 

hire a burro for the lady, and my helper will 

have to see con. I'll take the Kiote with 

me; he hasn't .sand to shoot a hen, but he 

can hold a gun on the driver while I work 

the passengers.” Were he beckoned to a 
red-haired, wizened little fellow with bandy 

legs, one shorter than the other, who came 

see-sawing across the room and was intro- 

duced as the ‘Lame Kiote,” jor ‘‘Limpy,” 

and who embracea with enthusiasm the man- 

ager’s proposition to take a drink. 

“That's the terms,” said Corpus, after the 

refreshments had been absorbed. *‘We 

couldn't do this job for less, could we *Lim- 

py? 
“No,” promptly answered the Kiote, who 

knew nothing about the job or the proposed 

terms. 

“All right,” said Smithson, who found 

himself outvoted. ‘A hundred it is, then. 

And now understand, It is the first stage 

that goes over the road tomorrow—the Sage- 
town stage. The one from Violet comes 

over, and passes through Sagetown, and goes 

on to Hogsnout about two hours later; but 
our stage is the first one in the morning.” 

“That's all clear,” said Delicti; ‘‘the par- 
ticulars are comprehended.” 

“There may be a little delay,” added 

Smithson, ‘in my getting to the rescue. 

The people at Hogsnout may turn out to 

assist me: but if they de, I'll lend whe erowd 

off and dodge away from chem.” 

“Don’t let that thought disturb yonr mind,” 

answered Corpus. “I know the crowd over 

there, snd when they hear that Corpus Deli- 

cti is at the other end of the trail, you won't 

be incommoded by no volunteers.” 

Bidding his confederates good-bye until 

the morrow, the manager sought the hotel, 

to hold counsel with Madame Del Sarto. 

“I say, Sally, I've got a big scheme,” said 

he “wstling into the parlor where she was 

sit lone; ‘“‘something to wake the dead 

and@et them scrambling to get to the box- 

office.” 

“What do you mean?” asked the lady, in a 

tone somewhat of contempt. 1 
“‘Listen!” replied Smithson, eagerly. *‘You 

take the stage in the morning. Somewhere 

between here and Hogsnout, Delicti, the man 

you saw me talking with just now, will hold 

up the whole business, and take you out. 

He will be accompanied by a citizen of this 

place,"n very fine man, and they will escort 

you to a place we have agreed on. Delicti is 

a perfect gentleman, and you will be treated 

with the greatest consideration. 

I will go to Hogsnout to meet the stage 

when it reaches there with the news of your 
capture. Then I'll rip and tear like mad, 
borrow a revolver, and start out to the re- 

scue. In an hour I shall bring you back to 

Hogsnout in trinmpn, and we'll go right to 
Golden Desire, where the story will have 

preceded us. There the whole population 
will turer out to get a sight of you, The 

~ opera house will be jammed and the pecuni- 
ary results enormous. And that is only the 

beginning. The story of the abduction of 
the great prima donna by the famous desper- 
ado Corpus Delicti, and of her rescue single- 
handed, after a desperate battle with knives 
and revolvers, by her plucky manager, Herr 

Smithson, will be telegraphed over the world 
and when we get East, there will be no thea- 
tres large enough to hold the crowds, and 
men will fight like bull-dog for standing room 
in the lobby.” Madame Del Sorto saw the 
point. The few details to be settled between 
them were soon disposed of, and with a part- 
ing ‘‘Au revoir” the manager went away to 

take his piece for the evening drama and to 

wait for his cue from Hogsnout. 
Everybody knowa that the best-laid schemes 

often go wrong. On the morrow, at the hour 

scheduled for the departure of the first stage, 
there was an unexpected delay. The passen- 

gers, including Madame Del Sarto, were all 
aboard and their fares paid, but *‘six-tingered” 
Joe, the driver, was missing, After half an 

hour's waiting it was learned that he had 
gone irto a saloon, presumably to take a 

drink, but had got 1uto an argument with the 
bartender, and had had a 44-slug blown into 
his stomach instead. To find a substitute 

and get him ready to start took time, and, in 
the meanwhile, the stage from Violet came 
along, and halting only long enough to give 
drink to the thirsty horses and driver, went 
on ahead. And so it happened that, instead 

of being the first over the rcad, the vehicle 

that carried the prima donna stood idle at 
Sagetown, while its Violet rival was jogging 
merrily along the road toward the point of 

vantage where Corpus Delicti and the Lame 
Kiote awaited the coming of their victim. 

There were four passengers in the Violet 
stage —three men and a wo.nan. The men 

were a Presbyterian minister, a Pinkerton 

detective, and a ‘“‘traveller” from a Chicago 

shoe house. Anyone would have written 
down the woman as “‘spinster” at first sight, 

and we here introduce her as Miss Lorena 
Lorena June, of Currency, Kansas, and we 

hope the reader will sake a good look at her, 

for she is well wortn it. 

Miss June's age was, of course uncertain, 

bat she must have B®en quite a slip of a girl 
when Lee surrendered. She was tall and 
rather lean, not very angular, but large- 

boned and strong looking. Her hair was 
black, coarse, and brushed: well back; her 

face long and narrow, her mouth wide with 

thin lips that shut tight together. She used 
spectacles with very large glasses, and wore 
a plain, dark-coloured dress, aud a brown 
straw hat with pink ribbons. She was sit- 
ting-—and had sat all day—erect, motionless, 

and silent, holding in her lap [a large band- 
box across the top of which was an umbrella, 
sll kept in place by her brown, ungloved 
hands. 
Conversation had been slack in the stage, 

The lady had kept her eyes fixed on the 

faces of her fellow-travellers with an expres- 

sion that implied disapproval, and they all 
thought they couid read in those steadfast 

orbs a suspicion that they were confidence 
men and had designs on the bandbox. Once 
the detective started to tell a story, but Miss 

June levelled her spectacles at his face with 
a persistent certainty of aim that was discon- 

certing, and the story dwindled, and became 
innocuous and meagre of detail, and finally 
finished without coming to anything. 
The horses were running Jat a brisk trot, 

when suddenly the vehicle stopped with an 

abruptness that made the passengers lurch 
forward on their seats—all but Miss June, 

the rigidity of whose position was not, easily 
disturbed. Simultaneously there was a vib- 
ration, a shuddering of the air, and then the 

ventral tones of Corpus Delicti, ‘“Hands up!” 
This invitation was addressed to the driver, 

but the men inside waited no second call; 

their three pairs of hands went into the air 
with a celerity and force of action that jerked 

their shirt collars up against their ears. Miss 
June looked surprised, but said nothing and 

clutched her bandbox with a firmer grip. 
Then the door was opened and the muzzle of 
a revolver appeared, backed by a face the as- 

pect of which sent the three men into a fran: 
tic struggle to get their hands through the 
top of the stage. Slowly the ominous eyes 
passed over the group and rested on Miss 
June. 
“A fine day, lady and gents,” said the 

deep voice. 

“‘See here, mister,” said the lady, ‘‘you 
can't come in here. I won't have tramps 
ridin’ with me. There's suspicious-lookin’ 
characters enough in here now, and I won't 

have no more of 'em. Make him git outside, 

driver.” 
“You're dead right, miss,” ‘said Corpus; 

“they are a bad-lookirg lot, and we'll shake 
their company. Just shunt yourself this 
way and I'll help you out.” 

“Help me out? I ain’t goin’ to git out; 

and if I was I would do it without your help. 
Go away, you nasty-lookin’ villain. Driver, 
why don’t you go on?” 

“The lady doesn’t understand the situa- 

tion, colonel,” said the detective. *‘You see, 

miss, this is a hold-up; and you see—" 

“Yes, I see a fool. I'm lookin’ at-him 

now. If it's a hold-up, you'd better keep 
your mouth shet, and you can hold up your 
hands all the easier. Your a purty-lookin’ 
specimen. You look gay, settin’ there all 

humped up and your paws in the air. You'd 

Quffering caused 
by Piles 

Is Quickly Ended when 

Dr. A. W. Chase’s 
Ointment is applied 

Besides the intense agony caused by the 
itchirg, burning sensations of piles, there are 
other symptoms which produce restlessness and 
at times excruciating pains known only to the 
victim of piles, 
What would one give to be free of this 

terrible disease? And yet there is a cure—a 
positive cure—which does not cost much and is 
not painful or difficult to apply. 

Dr. A. W. Chase's Ointment is, so far as is 
known, the only absolute cure for blind, itch- 
ing, bleeding and protruding piles. It gives 
relief at the first application and affords a per- 
fect curs in the most aggravated cases, 

Mr. Isaag Foster, Erieview, Ont., says: *'1 
was troubRd with itching piles for two years 
and could not sleep at night. I was half crazed 
and tried everything. Finally seeing Dr, 
Chase's Ointment advertised I tried it and 
found it good. After a second application I 
found relief, and one large box cured me, 
Have never been bothered since, and I can re- 
commend it to all suffering from the same 
trouble.” 

Dr. Chase's Ointment is for sale by all 
dealers, or Edmanson, Bates & Co., Toronto. 

better tell another funny story, hadn't you?” 

*‘Bully for you me-lady,” said Dick Delicti, 
“You're as good as a circus with a bull fight 
attachment; but business is business, and 

time is flowing, so have the kindness to step 
this way. Never ;mind the bandbox; leave 

it right there; it'll be safe; the company is 
responsible.” 

“I tell you I ain't goin’ to git out! I've 
said it twice now, and that’s enough, and if 
I was, I wouldn’t leave my bandbox. Where 
I go that goes, and where I stay that stays. 

And T ean tell you something else; if you 
p'int that pistol at me, TI'IFT'll swat ye.” 
She gripped the handle of her umbrella 

with both hands, braced herself, and awaited 

developments. 

“Madam,” said the clergyman, in a quaver- 
iny voice, *‘I do not believe this good gentle- 
man has any evil intentions towards you, and 
I think that under the circumstances, and to 
avoid the possible effusion of blood, it wonld 
be advisable for you to alight.” 

“What do you know about it, you bald: 
headed old poke? He's about as much a | 
gentleman as you are a man, I reckon. Why 

don’t you get out and go along with him 
yourself, if you think so much of him? I 
declare, if it ain't enough to forever disgust 
everybody with the whole sex. Three great 

lumuxes afraid of one mean-lookin’ old vaga- 
bone. Why don’t you pitch at him and 
make him go away ! Put that down:’ 
The last remark was caused by an adroit 

movement on the part of Delicti. Taking 

advantage of a movement when her attention 
was on the clergyman. he had silly reached 
his disengaged hand inside and got possession 

of the bandbox. “Put it down. I say. 
You won't, eh?’ She rose to her feet 
and the light [of battle was in her eyes 
as she made for the door, through which 
her property was disappearing, ‘‘You git 

out of my way, Smarty. Let me 

git ou’, then. I'll show him. I think you'd 
all better git petticoats the first thing after 
you git home.” 

“IT concur in the resolution of the House,” 

shouted the Kiote, who was shaking with 

laughter to a degree that rendered the aim of 
the gun he was holding on the driver very 
uncertain. 
“What are you laughin’ about, you little 

red-headed monkey?’ said Miss June, as she 
bounded from the stage. 

All clear, drive on, said Delicti. 

Go ahead, driver, you are discharged,” yell- 

ed the Kiote. 
“Don’t you dare to stir a step till I get my 

bandbox and get back into the waggon,” said 

Miss June. 
These conflicting instructions confused the 

driver and he remained stationary. Then 

ensued a battle royal. Delicti with the band- 
box, like a lion bearing off his prey, with eye 
alert, backed slowly away from his approach- 
ing foe. She, like a Jioness springing to the 
rescue of her cub went at him with a rush, 

and delivered a sweeping blow with her um- 
brella, which he avoided by ducking, but 

which sent his sombrero into the sand. Then 
followed, in quick succession, upper cut, un- 

| der cut, jaw and side swing—he dodging, 
ducking, parrying, and still backing off, she 
cutting and thrusting and pressing him hotly 

in front. The Kiote was mow in the sand, 

rolling about and howling, and the three men 

in the stage, their hands still up, were look- 
ing ont with staring eyes upon the combat. 

“Drive ahead there, you lump-jawed son 
of a jack rabbit!” roared Corpus, who, sore 
pressed, was doing his best to make his hands 
keep his head. This order galvanized the 
driver into life, and he brought his heavy 
whip across the horses with a crack that sent 
them off at a gallop. ! 

[To be concluded next week. ] 

Cook's Cotton Root Compound 
1s successfully used monthly by over 

0,000 Ladies. Safe, effectual. Ladies ask 
our druggist for 's Cotton Root Com- 

pound. Take no other, as all Mixtures, pills and 
imitations are dangerous. Priee, No. 1, §1 
box; No. 2, 10 degrees stronger, $8 r box. No. 
1 or 2, mailed en receipt of price and two 8-eent 
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SYRACUSE & CONNELL BROS., LTD. STEEL PLOWS. 

~All admit it is the best ail round plow made in this or any other country. 
Pulpers with roller bearings. Furnaces and Stoves, Farmers Furnaces and 
Boilers, of our own make, of the best material. Our Tornado Threshing 

Machine admitted the BEST. 

TORNADO. 
We have a good many unsolicited letters like this one from Mr. Grant 

¥ CENTRAL SOUTHAMPTON, York Co., 17th Dec. 1808. 
MESSRS. CONNELL BROS., WoobsTock, N. B., 

DEAR SIRS,—As we are about through with this season's thrashing and as I am aware you feel 
interested in the machinery you manufacture, no doubt it will be pleasing to you to hear good reports 
of same, The TORNADO Thrashing Machine manufaetured by you that we bought in Auwust last has 
proved to be the best thrashing machine that ever was in this section of the country. That is the unani- 
mous verdict of every man the machine has done work for. She has thrashed for thirty men in this 
section, and men that never were satisfied before were more than pleased with the work that the ma- 
chine did; thel were satisfied they got all their grain and well cleaned, even the women were pleased 
because they did not have a crew of men around several days thrashing a small quantity of grain. 
The machine has thrashed this season about ten thousand bushels of all kinds of grain and I am happy 

to inform yon that there was not one thing broken about the machine, not as much as a tooth. She has 
thrashed over a bushel a minute, and with a suitable team, she will thrash 300 to 400 bushels a day. It 
is gratifying to me to congratulate you for perfecting and manufacturing the best two horse power 
thrashing machine in the Dominion of Canada, and maybe in the world. 
sina Wishing you a Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year in advance, I remain, v 

Yours truly, (Signed) H. C. GRANT. 

CONNELL BROS., L'TD. 
Woodstoclk, N. B. 

Not made in 

Huge Lots! 
In Haste, Slighted in Workmanship, 
Painting and Upholstering. 

This is not the way 
We make our Waggons. 

Each Carriage is carefully made by skil- 

led workmen, out of the best material, 

painted and trimmed in the best manner, 

and will outlast three factory carriages. 

LOOK AT OUR CORNINGS AND ROAD WAGONS, 

The Woodstock 

Carriage Co. 
Main Street, at the Bridge. 

CONFEDERATION LIFE 
ASSOCIATION. 

OF TORONTO. 

Fistablished 1871. : Income $1,200,000, 
Extended Insurance and 

Low Rates. 

Policies Unconditional. 

Paid Up Policy after TEN years. 
Profits Unexcelled. 

G. W. PARKER, 
Gen. Agent. 

WENDELL P. JONES, 
Special Agent. 

He walked.—Time, 11 p. m. **They tell [ graceful walk. My curiosity 1s ore oly arouse 

me your gait was esteemed one of the finest ; ed. May I ask a favour of you?” * Certain- 

in the regiment.” **You flatter me,” *‘No; [ly.” Then I would like to see voi walk.” 
Lieutenant Wagstaff said you marched | And she bauded him his hat. 

magnificently.” “The lieutenant may not Eat NTR 

be a good judge.” ob | fancy he is. To my Coughs that stick to yon, that other ronadies 

mind there is nothing that makes a man Tr i ae he rome — 
%9.No. 1 and No. 2 sold in Woodstock by Garden 
ros. Druggists more presentable and really attractive than a | you'll be convinced by being cured.


