THRE DISPATCH

» THE THPOSTOR.

Hetr Hartmann was an old friend of my
father, and we wers all very fond of him.
When I came home from vacation, I spent a
good deal of time in his house, bflt my visits
had nothing to do with Julia, his daugh.ter,
all gossip to the contrary notwiti.standing.
v - sure, her presence added life 10 our
litle gatherings, for, inndeed she was a viva-
ctous, well educated girl, but my heart be-
longed to another representative of her sex.
I was really interested in the old man. He
talked ntertainingly on almost any topic
under the sun, and he had aa easy going sort
of humor which was irresistible.

That he had a son I learned from Julia,
who was as communicative and gushing as
she was gay.

“You know I have a brother somewhere,”
she once said to me. ‘‘First promise on your
word of honor that you won’t tell father I
told you. But no, I won’t tell you anything.
You shouldn’c have let me blab that much
either.”

“Look here, Fraulein Hartmann,” I said,
seriously, *‘if the matter is really a secret you
had better think twice before you go on.”

“That’s all right. I am so full of it T a.ust
speak about it to somebody. All I want you
to do is to pledge your word of a gentleman
that it will go no farther.”

I only shrugged my shoulders, but this
must have been interpreted by Julia as a
sacred oabh of diseretion, for she lmmediately
proceeded to tell me the story.

“T never saw him,” she began. ‘‘He was
born six or seven years before I came into
the world, when our parents lived in Cologne.
When he was two years old, the landlady of
the house in which they lived took a liking
to him. ‘A liking’ is no word for it. She was
all wrapped up in the boy. You see, she
was childless and a cranky, nervous creature.
Everybody called her a ‘crazy loon,” and
some people said she was actually out of her
mind half the time. Her husband soon died
and she sold all her property and went to
America, where she had a sister and two
brothers. At that time my father did not
know she was going away. He found it out
when it was too late. You see, she was so
fond of my brother that my parents had to
let her take him to her house sometimes.
They hated to doit, and my motker had a
foreboding that it would lead to trouble, but
the widow would beg them so hard they could
not refuse her. Well, the long and short of
it is the crazy woman stole the boy, and
before my parents knew where she was she
had landed in America with him. She wrote
us all about it as soon as she arrived at her
sister’s and begged us to let her keep the
child, promising to bring him up well and to
make him her sole heir. My father wrote to
some friends in America, but nothing came
of it. When she found out that he was bent
on getting back the child, she stopped writing
altogether and tather’s friends could not find
her. Later on my parents heard from her in
Australia. Again she assured them that
Victor was well taken care of, but there was
no address in her letter and that was the last
they heard of him—the last until yesterday.
By the way, Victor was his real name, but
she changed it to hide his indentity.”

*Didn’t your father try to get the child?”’
1 asked.

*“Of course he did” she answered testily.
“‘But all this happened a few years before I
came into the world, so how am I to know
what he did and what he did not in those
days? All I do know is that he did not leave
a stone unturned, but that is not what I wish
to tell you. You're inquisitive as a woman,
and I am sorry I have told you so much.”

I must confess my curiosity got the better
of my sense of dignity, I begged her to go on.

“Well,” she said, with a patronizing smile,
“‘I am not going to torture you. My father
received a letter from him yesterday. He
would not tell me what Victor said nor where
he was, except that he expected to be here
in & month or two. When I begged father
to let me see the letter, he said I talked too
much and that he would wait until Victor
actually arrived and he made sure it was not
a dream.”

It was no dream; at least at the time I was
introduced to the man who said he was Vic.
tor we had not the slightest suspicion that he
was somebody else and that the real Victor
—but then I am afraid I have fallen into
Julia’s habit of **blabbing.”

He was a well built fellow of twenty-nine,
with reddish hair and regular features. He
certainly bore some resemblance to Herr
Hartmann, and my old friend was in the
seventh heaven. He was both an Australian
and an American, having spent his childhood
in bot¥ councries by turns, bnt he spoke
good German, and his present residence was
mn an English town in the West Indies,
where he was established in business, as he
said.

One afternoon, in the course of a walk I
took with Herr Hartmann, my friend said to

me:
*“You must be curious to know the story

of my son.” And after going over the events
with .vﬂi)ch I had been made familiar by
Julia he went on: *‘The rest of it is very
simple. That crazy woman teld her relatives

a lie. She passed my son for her own. He
grew up that way. Only recently—na year or
two ago—he learned the truth by mere
chance. He came across an old neighbor of
ours who told him that the woman he
thought his mother was childless and related
the circumstances of her disappearance. He
investigated the matter, and from a thousand
details he came to the conclusion that it was
all true. Then it was he wrote to me, It
was all so strange, and I was as slow to be-
lieve that he was my boy as he was to believe
that I was his father, but a correspondence,
of which my daughter knows nothing, estab-
lished the truth beyond a doubt. That’s all
there is to it.”

As he spoke I noticed that his face was
clouded and that the ring of good humor
which usually accompanied his talk was ab-
sent from his voice. It seemed to me as
though my friend were worried, as if instead
of being overjoyed at the great event he
looked pensive, wistful, heavy-hearted.

One evening Julia said to me:

“*My brother must be in trouble. I know
nothing about business matters, of course,
but I feel that his affairs are out of shape and
that he is a poor man. He is so baskful and
reticent, you know, but I can see he is
anxious to talk to papa about his affairs and
has not the courage to do so. Poor fellow, it
keeps him awake nights. 1 am so fond of
him, you know. I wish I could help him. I
am sure papa would, but 1 can’t tell him
about it. T have tried several times, but my
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near the subject. I can’t account for it, but
it’s no use. I know I won’t have the spunk
to speak to papa.”

“T wish I could help you,” I said politely.

You could if you only would,” she answer-
ed eagerly. ‘‘You
business with papa. You could work the
conversation round to my brother’s affairs
and ask him whether he was well off, for
I tried the trick but male a mess

are a man. You can talk

instance.
of it.”

I had to promise her. When I made an
attemp to redeem my pledge, I experienced
the same sensation which Julia had described
to me. There was something forbiddnig in
Herr Hartmann’s manner when the conver-
sation turned on Victor. He became morose,
and he smoked more than he talked.

Meanwhile the newcomer behaved toward
Julia in & way which seemed to me rather
singular. He was bashful mm her presence
and lavished attentions upon her which
somehow did not impress me as the usual
manifestations of an ordinary attachment be-
tween brother and sister. I confess it piqued
my curiosity, and I watched the two with in-
creasing interest. Julia received these at-
tentions as a matter of course. With all her
education and cleverness she was no philoso-
pher of human relations. She was the most
credulous girl you ever saw, and she asked
no questions.

Finally my old friend lost all his patience.
He was dying to relieve his heart of its bur-
den.

*1 must speak to you. You are the only
man I can be frank with. I am unhappy.
This man who calls himself my son is an im-
poster. I cannot prove it, but I am sure of
it all the same. Something told me so from
the beginning. At first I was too overcome
to mind the inner voice, but the young man’s
demeanor makes my suspicion stronger every
day. There is something in his manner, his
voice, in everything he says or does, which
keeps buzzing in my ear that I am being
made a fool of.

“If he were my son, I would experience
that instinctive feeling which every parent
must feel for his child. My heart is cold.
It never was otherwise. It was my brain
which accepted the logic of all the evidence
contained in that correspondence between
him and me. My heart has all along refused
to believe it. Why, man, can’t you see he
is after some of my money? It seems vulgar
to speak of these things, but he never talks
to me in a free and easy manner, and he al-
ways seems to be beating about the bush, as
if he left a great deal unsaid or wanted to
ask a favor and was too bashful to unbosom
himself to me.

*‘But if he is an imposter it ought not to
be so difticult to find him out,” I remarked.
“By a clever system of examination and
cross examination it ought to be easy to trip
him up.

“I have tried to draw him out. I have
examined him as closely as possible on his
antecedents, but he answers my questions
in monosyllables, and he is so careful of
every word he utters that my efforts are all
of no avail—except, indeed, in so far as his
replies to my queries intensify my conviction
—my moral conviction, do you understand?
—that the man is not my son. No, no, no!
He is not my son!” My friend pounded the
table with his fist, and, getting up from his
seat, he fell to pacing the floor with great
vehemence.

A few days later the young man called on
me. It was his first visit at our house, and 1
could see by his manner that he came on a
rather important business. When we found
ourselves alone in my room he said without
looking at me:

“I wish to come straight to the point, |
I sad, *“Yes.” |

Have you time to listen?”

It
Hurt
To Eat.

The pain, nausca and dis-
tress that Dyspeptics suffer
after every meal can all be
permanently removed by Bur-
dock Bloed Bitters.

It tones up and restores the
stomach to nermal condition se
that it digests food witheut
causing discomfort.

Here’s proof positive :

Miss Maggie Splude, Dalhousie, N.B.,
wrote the fellowing: ‘‘I have been a
sufferer from Liver Complaint and Dys-
pepsia for the past two years and felt
very miserable. I ecould not take much
food as it hurt me to eat. My friends
said, ‘* Why don’t you try B.B.B.” 1 did
80, using twe bottles, which ade such a
&mplete cure that I ean now eab any-

thing I like without it causing me discom-
fort.”’

and he went on. *‘I know you are a man of
honor, I wish to confide in you a matter
which has been weighing on my mind almost
since I set foot on the soil of this town.
Well, I wish to say that my name is not Vie-
tor Hartmann and that T am not your friend’s
son. Yes, I am an impostor, but if you think
I am a knave you wrong me.
fortunate fellow, weak and capable of crime
perhaps, but I have a heart and a conscience
and know how to hate myself for being bad.
I am tired of this comedy. I have made up
my mind to disappear from this town. Tell
your friend his son is dead. T knew him. He
looked somewhat like me. He died two years
ago in Honduras. When I found myself
stranded, the evil spirit came over me, I
thought I would impersonate my chum ( by
that time I had learned who his father was)
and get some money out of it.

“I was mistaken. 1 have made a botch of
it. I have been wretched and awkward from
the start. That gave it all away. Well—
Julis is the cause of it. T would give twenty
years of my life to undo it all, so as to be
able to sue for her hand, but, of course,
that’s out of the question. T am going away.
Tell Julia I am no knave—at heart, at least.
Aud if T have acted like one, tell her my
punishment is severe enough.”

Before I could say a word he whispered :

“‘Remember, I have told you all this be-
cause I think you a gentleman. Goodby,
and don’t interfere with my going. Goodby,

”

I am an un-

sir.

When my friend discovered the truth, he
was angry with me for not having handed the
wretch over to the police, but he was gone.
—Adapted From the German For New
York Commercial Advertiier.

No Failures 0; Disappointments

When Diamond Dyes are Used.

A Word About Diamond Dye
Mat and Rug Patterns,

Do you make up mats, rugs or carpets in
your home ? 1If so, you will readily admit
that your success is largely due to the lovely
and brilliant colors given to your materials
by the use of Diamond Dyes. Users of Dia-
mond Dyes know that they never suffer
failures or disappointments in their work;
they quickly and easily get the exact colors
they require, and never waste time or money.
If you are interested in the popular work of
rug making, and cannot procure the ‘‘Dia-
mond Dye Mat and Rug Patterns” from
your local dealer, send your address at once
to The Wells & Richardson Co., Limited,
Montreal, and you will receive free of cost
sheets of designs to select from.

Mortality in Russia.

From statements made in several Russian
papers it seems that there is no country in
the world where human life is so short and
mortality so great as in Russia. According
to the ‘Petersburg Viedomosti’ the average
length of life in that country is only tweaty-
nine years. ‘‘The death-rate in St. Peters-
burg 1s higher than anywhere else in Europe,
with the exception of Constantinople. While
in London, for instance, the percentage is
seventeen per 1,000, in St. Petersburg it is
forty per 1,000. Only Moscow sometimes
beats St. Petersburg in this respect. Among
the reasons that increase the mortality and
shorten the length of life in St. Petersburg,

infectious disease occuples a conspicuous
position.”

FOUL, LOATHSOME,
DISCUSTING GATARRH I
Secure Relief in 10 Miuutes

' And a Radical Cure,

Does your head ache? HMave you paing
over your eyes? Is there a constant drop-~
E_ing in the throat? Is the breath offensive?

hese are certain symptoms of Catarrh.
Dr. Agnew's Catarrhal Powder will cure
most stubborn cases in a marvellously short
time. If you've had Catarrh a week it's a
sure cure. If it's of fifty years' standing
it’'s just as effective, 33
Svld by Gardea Bros, \

‘Cooking for
a Few,

Small

harder to cook for than

families are

large ones, because good
cooking is impossible on

most ranges when only a

small quantity is needed.

“Cornwall” Steel Rangeﬁ,

universally recognized as the best steel range made in America, are

built in sizes to suit small families, and the small sizes are just as
perfect bakers and fuel savers as their bigger brothers.
Ventilated oven. Clinkerless

Asbestos lining.  Deep fire-box.

duplex grates. Full nickel dress.
Both coal and wood linings always sent.

Made in 4 sizes and 10 styles.

Free pamphlet from local agent or nearest house.

M¢Clary Manufacturing Co.

LONDON, TORONTO, MONTREAL., WINNIPEG,
VANCOUVER. & ST JOHN N.A.
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THE CELEBRATED

PERRIN RIDING PLOW.

This great Plow is complete in every way and WILL DO ANY WORK
THAT CAN BE DONE BY ANY PLOW. Any boy that can drive a
team can run it.

Guaranteed Nor To Upser as will many of the riding plows now
offered for sale.

The DRAFT 18 LIGHTER than any other Plow-—walking or rding—
doing the same work. A short trial in the field will soon
convince that this Plow is all right in every way.

Simple, Light, Strong, Durable; no complicated machinery to get
out of order. Sold only by us and our agents.

BALMAIN BROS.

Woodstock, N. B., October 1, 1901.
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AS TO

CARRIAGES

We will make as large a variety of
Carriages this year as we did last, and
we have added some new devices by

which our vehicles will be more com-
fortable, handy and durable. You will
make a great mistake if you buy with-
out looking through our shop and
warerooms. Give us an idea of what
yvou want and we will get you up any

sort of special job.

fi WOODSTOCK CARRIAGE C0.

Main Street, South Side of Bridge.




