
Woetey. 
ONE AT A TIME. 

One step at a time, and that well placed, 
We reach the grandest height: 

One stroke at a time, earth’s hidden stores 
Will slowly come to light; 

One seed at a time, and the forest grows; 
One drop at a time, and the river flows 

Into the boundless sea, 

One word at a time, and the greatest book 
Is written and is read; 

One stone at a time, and a palace rears 
Aloft its stately head; 

One blow at a time, and the tree's cleft 
through 

And a city will stand where the forest grew 
A few short years before. 

One foe at a time, and he subdued, 
And the conflict will be won; 

One grain at a time, and the sand of life 
Will slowly all be run; 

One minute, another, the hours fly; 
One day at a time, and our lives speed by 

Into eternity! 

One grain of knowledge, and that well 
stored, 

Another and more on them; 
And as time rolls on your mind will shine 
With many a garnered gem 

of or and wisdom. And time will 
tell. 

“One thing at a time, and that done well,” 
Is wisdom’s proven rule. 

Piterature, 

A LIFE FOURSQUARE. 

CHAPTER XIX, 

THE FACE AT THE WINDOW, 

“I'll give you a description of Tom 
Drake first, so you will not fail to know 
him if you should ever see him,” John 
Loker said, when Editha motioned him to 
begin. 
“He's a scamp, if there ever was one 

abroad in the world, and it would be a 
good thing for the public if he should yet 
have to serve a term of years somewhere. 
“He is a tall, broad-shouldered, burly- 

looking man, with an ugly face on him, 
square, heavy jaws, and fierce black eyes. 
“His hair is red, too—something you 

don’t often see with black eyes. There 
is a piece gone, too, from the lobe of his 
left ear, where he was once shot by a 
policeman, and came near losing his life. 
He has a scar under his right eye, and the 
little finger on his left hand is missing; 
that was done in blowing open a safe at 
one time,” 
Editha did not think she could fail to 

know him after this description, and she 
already felt a sort of creeping horror in 
her veins, as in her mind's eye she saw 
this dreadful man. 

“ Well, miss,” the invalid continued, 
“about that robbery; we'd planned to do 
the thing—or, rather. he'd planned it all 
and [ was to help do the dirty work, a 
long, long time before we found a chance 
to carry 1t out. We'd got all the bearings 
and knew just how every room in the 
house lay before we ever entered it. 
“On that night—it was cloudy and 

dark, if you remember—Tom cut outa 
pane of glass from one of the area win. 
dows with a diamond he has on purpose, 
while I watched to see that no one was 
around. 

“ We then easily entered by that win- 
dow, and made as short work as possible 
of clearing out everything of value that 
we could lay our hands on in the house. 
“1t was about the neatest and most pro- 

fitable job that was ever done in a private 
house, and not a soul awoke through it 

« 

“There were the silver spoons and gold 
lined salt-cellars, and a lot of other stuff 
in the china closet out of the dining-room 
all clean, and solid silver, too. We crack. 
ed the safe in the library, and, though 
we did not get much money, we got a lot 
of diamonds belonging to your mother, 
miss, like enough, and then we went up 
stairs to see what we could find there. 
#1 didn’t much mind taking the things 

we fouud below; I'd got hardened to 
stealing a good while before that; but 
when we came to your room where you 
lay asleep, looking so innocent and pretty, 
with all that soft stuff rufled round your 
neck and wrists, my heart failed me, for 
I thought of Milly here, whom I suppose 
I love just as well as rich folks love their 
children, and,I knew just how she'd have 
loved all the pretty things we saw laying 
about you. 1 begged Tom to leave your 
rings and trinkets, and knickknacks, but 
he growled at my nonesense and grabbed 
everything he could lay his hands upon, I 
holding the lantern and revolver all the 
while. 

“ Once I thought what should I do if 
you awoke and found us there. And, 
miss, 1’d bave shot him, bad as I was my- 
self, and about as much to blame for that 
dirty business, before I would have let 
him lay so much as a finger upon your.” 
The sick man was here seized with a 

violent fit of coughing, which so exhaust. 
ed him that it was some time before he 
could resume his confession again. 
Editha beckoned Milly to bring him 

some more of the warm broth, which she 
did, and this appearing to revive him, he 
was soon able to go on. 
“Have you got all I told you written 

down ?” he asked, glancing at the paper 
in her lap. 
“Yes, everything,” Editha answered. 
She bad ample time to do so, for he 

was obliged to stop every little while to 
rest and recover his breath. 
“That is right,’”” he said; “don’t leave 

out anything, for I must make a clean 
breast of it all, now that I have begun; 
and, miss, if the thing can be done, I want 
that handsome young chap—and he's a 
lawyer, I hear—to bring Tom Drake to jus. 
tice, for a bigger rascal does not walk the 
earth. Why, miss, if you will believe me 
he pocketed all the swag, and I never got 
80 much as a penny’s worth of it for my 
share in that night's job.” 
“But I thought you told me that you 

wore it concealed upon your person at the 
time of Mr. Wayne's trial ?”” Editha said, 
regarding him in surprise, and thinking 
his statements did not correspond very 
well. 

“ And so we did, miss—the diamonds— 
we didn’t dare hide them with the other 
stuff, for fear they might happen to be 
found, and so they were sewed into the 
lining of our vests; but after a while Tom 
said he tound a chance to send them oft 
and turn them into money, and.took those 
I had away from me. I've never seen 
anything of them since—he never would 
tell me whether he had sold them or not, 
and I've never had a dollar for my share 
in that job, I was raving mad over it, 
until I had that fall, and then since I've 
been sick and had a chance to think it 
all over, I've been glad that I didn't get 
anything. : 
The invalid was here interrupted by 

another coughing turn, while Editha was 
waiting for it to pass, she happened to 
cast her eye toward the window back of 
the bed, and there a sight greeted her 
that seemed to stop the beating of her 
heart, and freeze the blood in her veins, 
and a numbness seized her limbs, render- 
ing her powerless to move for the time 
being. It was the face of a man—and 
such a face !|—pressed close against the 
pane, and his ear—an ear with part of the 
lobe gone—covering a small hole in the 
glass, : 
He was a ‘“burly-looking man,” with 

an “ugly face’’ on him, “ heavy jaws,” and 
“ fierce,” restless * black eyes.” 
His hair, too, was red, and there could 

be but one person in the world answering 
to that description. 
In an instant —in that one flash of her 

eye, Editha bad recognized Tom Drake, 
the burglar and midnight robber! 
How long had he been there? llow 

much bad he heard, and did he recognize 
her as John Loker had done ? were the 
thoughts that flashed through her brain 
during that brief moment that her quick, 
startled glance rested upon that appalling 
eight. Her first impulse was to cry out 
with fright, but with an effort she con- 
trolled it, and glanced hastily at the oc. 
cupants of the room, to see whether they 
were in danger of also discovering the 
presence of the listener. 
She was glad to find that she alone was 
nscious of it. 

“Milly, overcome by the genial warmth 
after her exposure to the cold, and also 
by the quietus of a full stomach, had fal. 
len asleep by the stove, her head resting 

st the side of the house, while Mrs, 
Loker still kept her motionless position 

clothes ; whether she also was asleep or 
not, Editha could not tell, but she earn- 
estly hoped she was, for she feared, she 
knew not what, if the man at the window 
should become aware that his presence 
was discovered. 
The window was at the head of the bed 

80 of course the invalid was wholly un. 
conscious of, and in no danger of knowing 
that he had another listener to his con- 
fession. The man himself, Editha thought 
had not seen her glance that way, for his 
ear had been laid against the hole in the 
glass, and he appeared to be listening in- 
tently. 

After the first excess of fright had pass. 
ed the stagnated blood rushed through 
her veins in a swiftjtorrent, sending sharp 
tingling pains throughout her whole body 
until it seemed as if she was literally 
swathed in nettles, 
But she gave no outward sign. Her 

thoughts flew to Earle, her manly lover 
across the sea. 
She held in her hands the eyidence 

which, a little more complete, and signed 
by the man before her, would vindicate 
his honor and restore him the respect and 
confidence of all who knew him. 
So she resolved to sit quietly there un- 

til this was accomplished, though she 
wondered if her weak and trembling fin- 
gers would be able to hold the pencil and 
trace the words that yet remained to be 
spoken, 
She did not even dare to consider how 

she was to get home in the fast gather- 
Ing gloom with that precious paper in her 
possession ; she did not dare to think 
whether that dreadful creature outside 
would allow her to leave that place and 
carry with her the evidence that would 
serve to doom him to a felon’s cell for a 
long and tedious term of years, 
She only found herself wondering how 

be had attained his position at that win. 
dow, for she knew they were in the 
second story of the building, and 1t seem- 
ry - aga to her that he should be there 
at all, 
Had he seen and recognized her while 
she was talking with Milly outside, and 
then fearing what might follow, obtained 
a ladder and climbed to the wicdow ? 

It was a puzzle to her, but she did not 
know of the low building attached-to the 
house, and which rendered it very easy 
for any one to climb and look in upon 
that poverty stricken family within. 
Neither could she know that it had of 

late been a custom with that wicked man 
to go there every few nights to see how 
fast the only person in the world who 
knew his dread secrets was dying. 
Tom Drake longed to be rid of the ac 

complice who knew so much of his evil 
course, and whom he constantly feared 
would turn against him. 
He had heard that day that John Loker 

was dying, and determined to see for him- 
self how near he was to his end, he had 
as soon as the darkness favored him, 
climbed to his usual post. 

His consternation can be better imagin- 
ed than described as he beheld and recog- 
nized Editha Dalton, of all persons in the 
world the last one he expected to find 
there, sitting by the dying man’s bedside 
writing the confession that branded him 
the thief and robber that he was. 
And Editha, notwithstanding that every 

nerve in her whole body was vibrating 
with pain from her startling discovery, 
still sat there, apparently calm and un- 
moved, waiting to hear the rest. 
She even turned in her chair a little at 

last, as 1f carlessly changing her position, 
But it was done with a purpose. 
She was afraid that if she sat directly 

opposite that window the magnetism and 
fascination, horrible though it was, of that 
terrible face and those fierce eyes, which 
affected her as face and eyes had never 
done before, would irresistibly draw her 
glance in that direction and betray her 
knowledge of the presence there. 

“ Well, miss,” the sick man resumed 
at length—and the sound of his voice 
breaking the silence that had been so 
fraught with horror to her sent a painful 
shock through her whole being— “ we got 
out of the house with our booty, which we 
carried in a bag, without disturbing any 
one, and we were congratulating oursel- 
ves that we had done a wonderful neat 
and profitable job, when just as we came 
around the corner by the front entrance, 
a young chap pounced out upon us and 
felled Tom to the ground with a swinging 
unexpected blow, 
“He then came for me as brave as a 

young giant, and I grappled with him. 
He gave me a tough struggle of it, I can 
tell you; but 1 knew the boxing game 
better than he, and it wasn’t long before 
I had him laid out as flat as a flounder. 
“I did it just in the nick of time, too, 

for a ‘cop’ having got wind thot some- 
thing was up, came running down the 
street; so I dropped a bracelet, which 
Tom had made me stuff in my pocket, 
down beside the fallen hero, to turn the 
scent upon him, and took to my heels. 
Tom served me a mean trick, though 

the man went on with a scowl, “for he 
had only been slightly stunned by his fall 
and while I was fighting with the young 
chap, instead of coming to my help, be 
picked up the bag, cleared out and hid it 
and it was only a piece of good luck that 
I got oft at all. He said afterward that he 
thought that I was able to take care of 
myself, and he was afraid if he did not 
slip oft with the booty the noise of the 
rumpus would bring a cop along, and 
we'd lose it all. But he'd got it hid be- 
fore I found him, and I never seen any- 
thing of it afterward, excepting the dia- 
monds, 
“1 coaxed, begged, and threatened, 

but he kept putting me off with excuses ; 
and, of course, 1'd been with him so much 
in his dirty work that he knew I would 
not dare turn against him, I should only 
get as deep into the mire as he would. 
‘As long as I wasjwell, and able to help 

him in his plots, | managed to squeeze 
enough out of him to keep us tolerably 
comfortable ; but after I got sick we all 
began to suffer, 

‘ Miss Dalton,” the man said, excitedly, 
“Tom Drake is a rich man; he's got 
money and swag enough hid up to keep 
a dozen families handsome all their lives. 
Why those diamonds o’ your mother’s 
were a fortune in themselves, and we've 
been starving and freezing here for the 
last two months ; he’s known it, too, and 
wouldn't give us a dime to buy a loaf of 
breadjwith, 
“But I'm dying now; he can’t harm 

me, and the law can’t touch me, and I've 
outwitted him at last; his meanness is 
half that's made me want to show him 
up, and if you will only bring him to just 
ice, you'll do the world a favor, besides 
clearing that fine young chap, who was as 
brave as a lion, from disgrace ; for I tell 
you Tom Drake is one of the worst rob. 
bers in the United States.” 
He paused, and Editha thought he had 

got through. She hoped he had, for she 
felt that she could not sit there much 
longer; it was as much as she could do 
to keep in her chair and feel that that 
fearful face, with those fierce, restless 
black eyes, was looking down upon her, 
watching her every movement. 
But the invalid resumed, after resting 

a moment : 
“We, Tom and me, went to court every 

day while the youngster was being tried 
for the robbery we had ‘committed ; and 
we thought it fine fun that the scent had 
been so completely turned from us to 
him. It was as clear a case of circum- 
stantial evidence as I ever heard of, and 
many’s the joke we've cracked at that 
poor fellows expense. But miss, [ must 
confess I've had mighty uncomfortable 
dreams over it since lying here sick, and 
thinking of him locked in behind those 
bolts and bars for three long years, and 
he as innocent as a baby all the time, and 
we abroad doing more of the devil's 
work.” 
He really appeared deeply moved, and 

Editha knew he must have suffered on 
account of it, 

“I've been a bad man,” he continued, 
with a sigh of regret, “and I suppose I'l] 
get my deserts where I'm going; but I 
know I shall deserve it all, whatever it 
may be. 
‘ Have you wrilten everything just as 

[’ve told you ?"” he asked again, anxious. 
ly, turning his sunken eyes upon the 
closely-written sheets in her lap. 
“Yes; I have everything correct, I 

think,” Editha answered, longing to know 
if that dreadful face was still glaring upon 
them, yet not daring to look. 
“Then give me the pencil and hold the 

paper while 1 sign it. I want this busi- 
ness off my mind; then perhaps I will 
feel easier,”” he said eagerly, and holding 
out his thin hand for the pencil. 
Editha placed it between his fingers, 

and then holding her books with the paper 
laid on them so that he could write, he 
laborously scrawled beneath what she had 
already written : 
“I swear that this 1s the living truth. 

Jou~N LOKER.” 
“Thank you,” Editha said, with a 

by the bedside, her head buried 1 the breath of relief, hastily folding the paper 

and wondering where and how she should 
hide it from those fierce, restless eyes 
above her, 
She ventured to flash one swift glance 

out of the corners of her eyes toward the 
window, and, to her intense relief, she 
found that there was nothing there, 
Tom Drake had disappeared as silently 

and as suddenly as he had come. 
But her heart instinctively told her that 

that was not the last of him, 
Perhaps he was even now hiding, some. 

where near, waiting to pounce upon her 
when she should go out of that wretched 
place, and wrest that precious confession 
from her, 
But he should not have it—he must not 

have it; she would make a bold fight, 
frail woman though she was, before she 
would yield up the only thing in the 
world that would clear her betrothed 
lover's name from dishonor. 
She had one hope, else her courage 

would have failed her utterly—the police- 
man whom she had asked to have a care 
for her safety and who had been so civil 
to her. 
But she had been gone much longer 

than she had told him she would be, and 
passibly he had become tired of waiting 
tor her and gone away. 
A tumult of thoughts like these filled 

her mind and nearly bewildered her, but 
above and over all was a stern determin. 
ation never to part with that paper until 
all the world should know of its contents. 
Convinced that that face no longer 

glared upon her, she slipped it within her 
bosom and buttoned her dress close over 
it. Then she arose to go. 
Yet she could not bear to leave that 

dying man, perhaps never to see him alive 
again, without a few comforting words. 
His own last words had told her that he 
feared the future—that he dreaded to go 
forth into the great and mysterious etern- 
ity, and she longed to give him a little 
cheer, even though she knew that every 
moment's delay but increased her own 
danger. 
“1 must leave you now,” she said, gen- 

tly, and bending nearer to him, a great 
pity shining in her lovely face; “and I 
thank you more than I can tell you for the 
act of justice that you have at last done,” 
“I thank you, miss,”” he said, feebly, 

and with quivering lips, “for being so 
kind and gentle to me, and I hope you'll 
forgive me as well for my share in that 
night's business,” he concluded humbly, 
Could she forgive it ? 
Editha’s heart gave a little startled leap 

at the humble request. She could read- 
ily forgive the robbery, and the loss of so 
much that was valuable; but could she 
forgive the wrong done to Earle? Could 
she overlook those long, weary days of 
suttering which he had borne—the scorn, 
insult, and abuse heaped upon him, and 
the disgrace which had followed him ever 
since ? 
He was to be free from it all at last. 

To be sure, those years could not be given 
back to him, but all other fetters were to 
drop from him. She held the key that 
was to unlock them, and John Loker, the 
man now asking so meekly pardon, had 
given it to her. 
“Forgive us our debts as we forgive 

our debtors,’ 
The divine words came to her like a 

message of light, 
“Yes, I do forgive you,’ she said, 

sweetly ; “and God will forgive you even 
more freely, and take all the dread you 
have of the future, if you ask Him.” 
“Thank you again, miss ; those are 

good words,” he said, with a sigh of relief 
~ thankfulness that she had forgiven 
im, 
“And cannot you believe them,” she 

asked—* that God will forgive you, too?” 
He shook his head wearily. 
“My mother used to teach me about 

God when I was a boy, but I have forgot. 
ten Him, and been bad for so long, that 
I guess I ain’t of much account to Him 
now.’ 
The pathos with which he said it, and 

the look of stony despair in his eyes, made 
Editha’s heart ache for him. 
“Do you not regret that your life has 

been so full of wrong, and such a fail. 
ure ?”’ she asked, 
“Yes, indeed, miss,” he replied, earn- 

estly ; “I’m bitter sorry, and I've thought 
it over and over again the long nights 1've 
bad to lie awake here with the cough, but 
I couldn’t see any way out of it." 
“Jesus is the way, the truth, and the 
_— came involuntarily from Editha’s 
ips. 
“Yes, ['ve heard that more times than 

I can count, but I can’t understand it, 
some way,’ he said with a perplexed look, 
Editha sighed. 
What could she say to comfort him ? 

And the thought came to her that, after 
all, she would rather be in Earle’s place, 
baving patiently and innocently suffered 
a great wrong, even though the cloud 
which now overshadowed him should 
never be dissipated until that day when 
all things shall be revealed, than to be 
lying here like this guilty one, upon the 
borders of eternity, with no hope beyond, 
even though his life of sin had escaped 
all worldly chastisement. 
“If you were in some dark and danger- 

ous place,” she said again, and speaking 
very slowly and earnestly, “and 1 should 
tell you to take my hand, for 1 knew the 
way, and would lead you safely out, would 
you refuse to do as I asked you ?”’ 

“Truth, no, miss; and you would not 
have to ask me more than once, either. 
But the future is mighty dark to me, and 
you can’t lead me through that.” 
“No; but the Friend ef sinners can.” 
“Friend of sinners!” he repeated 

feebly. ¢ That sounds pleasant.” 
“That is just what Jesus Christ is,’ 

Editha answered, eagerly. ¢ Put your 
band in His; it is always held out to all 
who need help ; and He will lead you safe- 
ly out of all danger.” 
Another deep drawn sigh was all the 

reply she received to this; and, after wait- 
ing a moment, she said again : 
“1 must not stay longer now, but [ will 

come and see you again soon,” 
“You'll not find me here, miss, I fear,” 

he said, with a wistful look at her, as if to 
see her again would do him good; “ but 
they’ll be here; and you have said you'll 
be good to them,” indicating by a glance 
his wife and child, who were both now 
heavily sleeping. 
“Yes; 1 will see that they are made 

comfortable, and I will leave this, so that 
if you need anything you can send Milly 
for it.” 

Editha put a five.dollar note in his 
wasted hand as she spoke, and then, with 
a kind good-night to him, she aroused his 
wife after which she went away alone into 
the dark and dismal night, 

CHAPTER XX, 

MYSTERIOUS DISAPPEARANCE, 

It was quite dark in the street, she 
found, when she had groped her way down 
the rickety stairs to it, and a fine, chill 
rain was falling. 
With a wildly beating hea:t, and dila- 

ting, frightened eyes, Editha, looked up 
and down the sidewalk, hoping to catch 
sight of the friendly policeman again. 
But he was nowhere to be seen, and there 
were very few people to be either seen or 
heard, every one who was fortunate 
enough to have a shelter having sought 
its protection against the storm. 
Drawing her cloak closer about her, and 

calling all her resolution to her aid, she 
sped her way, half expecting that at every 
step some horrible creature would rise 
up and confront her, demanding the pre. 
cious treasure that lay so close above her 
fluttering heart. But no such person was 
in sight, and nojone appeared to be follow- 
ing her; and, gaining courage from the 
fact, she grew more calm, and began to 
breathe more freely, as she almost flew 
over the way, 
She bad nearly gained a more public 

street, where she could see the friendly 
lights glimmering and beckoning her on, 
and where, once reached, she intended 
taking a car home. 
Her courage arose with every step; she 

bad only one more low, 1ll-looking build- 
ing to pass, then an open space, before 
she would be where no possible harm 
could come to her. Her heart beat light- 
ly and cried out within her: ¢ Victory! 
victory I'" for now Earle would be tree 
from all taint or suspicion—he could 
hereafter proudly face the whole world, 
and no one would dare to point the fin- 
ger of scorn at him again. 
How happy she would be to be able to 

give him this evidence when he should 
return. She had never dared to think 
that she would be the one to bestow upon 
him such exceeding joy, and she hugged 
to her bosom with a strange feeling of 
exultation the closely penciled paper that 
was to accomplish all this. 
The low building was nearly passed— 

two minutes more and she would be—— 
Safe! she would have added; but a 

sudden shock prevented her ever finish. 
ing the interrupted thought. 

A heavy hand dropped upon her 
shoulder like the stroke of a hammer, 
and a fierce voice whispered in her 
ear: 

“ Make no noise and 1 will do you 
no harm ; scream once, and I'll choke 
you; but I must have the paper that 
John Loker signed for you.” 
She knew the instant she felt the 

touch of that hand—before even a 
word was uttered—who it was that 
bad captured her there in the dark- 
ness and rain. 

She did not need the aid of a light 
to know that a burly head, with flam- 
ming red hair, and an ugly face, with 
a scar under the right eye, and an 
ear with part of the lobe gone, tower- 
ed above her; she could almost feel 
that the hand lying so heavily upon 
her was minus a portion of the little 
finger, and a shudder ran through 
ber as it flashed upon her how much 
of crime that hand was guilty of, and 
might be stained even more deeply 
yet, before it should be removed from 
her. 
The sudden shock seemed to para. 

lyze her for the moment, so that she 
was powerless to resist. She could 
not have cried out, even if his threat 
bad not intimidated her, so terrible 
was the fright she sustained. 
“I will do no injury, Editha Dal. 

ton; but I must have the paper; and 
be quick about it, too,” tho man re- 
peated, in low tones. 
Give up that precious paper volun- 

tarily—that treasure worth more than 
her whole fortune! Give up all the 
evidence there was in the world that 
Earle Wayne was an innocent, injured, 
and long-suffering man | 
Never. 
Her whole soul arose at once to 

arms to do valiant battle for her noble 
lover and his honor. 
She had been fearful and trembling 

all the way from John Loker's house 
to this spot, dreading every step lest 
she should moet this very foe. 
Now that the danger was encount- 

ered, and she, a frail, delicate girl, 
was actually in the power of a desper- 
ate villian, and not a person with- 
in hearing to help her, she grew sud- 
denly calm, her brain clear, and quick, 
and keen to think, her nerves steady 
to act. 
“How do you know that I have 

any paper signed by John Lgker?” 
she quickly demanded. 
She knew well enough how, but she 

asked the question to gain time. 
The man laughed a short, scornful 

laugh ; then he said : 
“You are a brave little women, and 

a good actress; and there was a note 
of admiration in his voice as he spoke. 
“You thought I did not see you 
glance up at the window back of John 
Loker’s bed half an hour ago,” he 
went on, in quick, low tone; * you 
did not scream nor make any fuss, as 
most women would have done on see- 
ing a face like mine peering in upon 
them; you knew it was your only 
chance to get evidence that would 
clear an innocent man from the sus- 
picion of a crime; you showed a 
plucky spirit, Miss Dalton, to sit there 
and so quietly, when you knew Tom 
Drake's ugly face was looking down 
upon you. Butdid you think I would 
let you get away with that evidence ? 
Not much—my business is too profit. 
able to be stopped by having my like- 
ness displayed to the world, even 
though it be taken by a hand as pretty 
as yours. So make haste and pass it 
over,” he said, not unkindly, for her 
dauntless spirit bad really inspired 
him with admiration for her. 
“You cannot have it!" Editha said, 

firmly, while she made an effort to 
free herself from the grasp of her 
captor. 
The next instant she would haye 

screamed for help in spite of his 
threat, but he anticipating this, threw 
one powerful arm around her slight 
form, placing his other hand at the 
same time firmly over her mouth, and, 
lifting her from her feet as gasily as 
if she had been a child, he carried her 
within the shadow of a door.way in 
the low building before referred to. 
Once there, he set her down upon 

her feet again, though he still kept 
her mouth firmly covered with her 
hand. 
“I've got to have it, d’ye hear?” 

he said, fiercely; “if not by fair 
means, why, then, by foul. I've no 
wish to harm you, and if you'll give 
it up quietly I'll let you go; if you 
won't it will be the worst for you, 
that’s all. Will you give it up? Nod 
your head if your mean yes.” 

Editha could scarcely breathe, his 
hand was so heavily pressed over her 
mouth and nostrils, and she was ab- 
solutely prowerless in the strong 
man’s grasp. 
She knew she was at his mercy, but 

she knew also that he could not get 
possession of ber treasure without 
removing his hands from her face, 
which would give her an advan. 
tage over him, because she could call 
for help. 

So, instead of nodding her head as 
he had commanded her to do, she 
resolutely signified her defiance by a 
decided shake. 
The man uttered a round oath at 

this. 
Evidently he had not anticipated 

any such determined resistance and 
for 8 moment he appeared vndecided 
what to do. 

“I'd like to strangle what little life 
there is left in that trator out of him.” 
he muttered, angerily, referring to 
John Loker. ; 
His sentenced was hardly complet- 

ed when he uttered a suppressed 
howl. 

Editha’s white teeth had suddenly 
closed over the fleshy part of his palm 
with a force that made him cringe 
with pain, and at the same time re- 
move something of the pressure over 
her mouth. 
Taking advantage of this, she threw 

back ber head with a violent motion 
and sent forth a shrill ery for help. 
The cry was her salvation, and help 

was nearer than either of them 
thought. 
A quick, firm tread soon sounded 

upon the pavement, and then the tall 
form of a policeman became visible 
close at hand. 
The villian saw that his “game was 

up,” and that the wisest thing for him 
to do would be to get out of the way, 
and with another fierce oath, he released 
his hold upen his victim and beat a 
hasty and inglorious retreat, vowing 
vengence upon her in the future. 

With succor at hand, and the disap- 
pearance of her captor, Editha’s courage 
and strength failed her utterly. 
Her nerves had received a terrible 

shock, from which she of necessity had 
now to pay the penalty. 

She did not faint, nor go into hyster- 
ics, nor make any other disturbance, byt 
she clung in speechless terror and trem- 
bling to the sturdy policeman who had 
come to her aid. 
“Are you hurt, miss! Did the 

villian dare to hurt yeu!” he asked, 
sternly. 

“No, not much ; but, oh! he fright. 
ened me terribly,” she whispered, shak- 
ing as with the ague, and her teeth, 
chattering audibly. 

EE 

was a sort o’ looking for you as I came 
along back, and I suspected at once that 
it was you when I heard you cry out. 
Did the wretch steal anything from 
you ¥’ 
“No ; but he wanted something which 

he knew I had, and T wouldn't give it 
to him.” 

“ Wouldn't, eh ?” repeated the police- 
man, with a little chuckle at her spirit 
and resolute tone. Should you know 
him if you should ever meet him again 7” 
he asked, presently. 
“Oh, yes,” Editha answered, with a 

shudder, feeling that it would be im- 
possible ever to forget that repulsive 
face that had so startled her at the 
window in John Loker’s miserable home. 
She was now beginning to recover 

her strength, and signified her readiness 
to go on if her companion would accom- 
pany her. She longed to get away from 
the dismal place, and felt as if she would 
never dare enter a by-street again as 
long as she lived. 
The man readily went with her to the 

next street, and waited to see her safely 
seated in a car, and in less than fifteen 
minutes she was once more in her own 
luxurious home, heartily thankful for 
her escape from a ruffian’s power. 

Mr. Dalton expressed some surprise 
at her being out so late—remarked, with 
some indifference, that she looked pale, 
and asked if she was not well, and then 
added that dinner had been waiting for 
more than half an hour. 
She simply replied that she was well, 

and regretted that he should have wait- 
ed dinner for her, but she had been un- 
avoidably detained 

Editha Dalton knew that she must 
keep her own counsel regarding that 
evening's adventures. 
The time had come when she could 

not trust her dearest interests in. the 
hands of her father. She knew he would 
have no sympathy with her regarding 
the confession she had obtained, and 
would oppose rather than aid her in 
making it public to vindicate Earle. 
But she had resolved to go to Mr. 

Felton on the morrow, put the precious 
evidence in his hands, and be guided by 
his ever wise counsel. 
She retired to her own rooms as soon 

as dinner was dispatched, and immedi- 
ately set herself to work to make a care- 
ful copy of John Loker's confession to 
send to Earle. And then, with some- 
thing of the fear creeping over her that 
she had experienced while in Tom 
Draks’s power, she looked around for a 
safe place in which to hide the original. 
She would not take it below and put it 
in the safe, for she knew that burglars 
were not troubled nowadays about open- 
ing such things, let them have ever so 
complicated a lock, and she could not 
sleep until it was safely disposed of 
somewhere. 

“ What shall I do with it 2” she said, 
with flushing cheeks and anxious brow. 
“Something tells me I must hide it 
even for to-night.” 
No drawer with any common lock 

would be a safe place she reasoned— 
she could not keep it about her person, 
and for a long time it was a matter that 
caused her much perplexity. All at 
once her eyes lighted. In her jewel-box, 
which was quite a large one, there was 
a raised velvet cushion, with places on 
it for the different articies of jewelry 
she was in the habit of wearing. 

The cushion was securely glued to the 
botton of the box. What omen of 
impending evil could have inspired 
Editha with the idea that underneath 
this would be a safe place to hide her 
evidence ? 

She carefully pryed it from the box, 
folded the papers just to fit the bottom, 
then, pressing the cushion firmly back 
into its place, she once more arranged 
her jewels in their accustomed position, 
and then, apparently satisfied with her 
work, she resumed. her seat and began 
to write an account of her adventures to 
her dear one across the sea. 

It is said that “coming eyents cast 
their shadows before ;” whether this be 
true or not, I cannot say, but one thing 
is certain, and that is that it was well 
for Earle Wayne's honor that Editha 
Dalton was guided by her impressions 
to so adroitly conceal John Loker's con- 
fession just where she did and when she 
did. 
The next morning Editha did not 

make her appearance at the breakfast- 
table. 

This was something unusual, for the 
young girl had always made it a point, 
ever since Mrs, Dalton’s death, to be 
neatly and attractively dressed and in 
her place opposite her father promptly 
every morning upon the ringing of the 
breakfast-bell. 

Mr. Dalton, angry at thus being 
obliged to wait two successive meals for 
her, curtly ordered a servant to go and 
awake her, and tell her he was waiting 
for her. 
The girl hastened to do his bidding, 

but soon returned, with pale and affright- 
ed face, saying that Miss Editha was 
not in her chamber, her bed had not 
been occupied during the night, and 
that both sittingroom and bed-room 
were in the direst confusion. 

Mr. Dalton was, of course, instantly 
alarmed at this startling intelligence, 
and hastened at once to investigate the 
matter. 
He found it was even worse than the 

girl had stated. Drawers, boxes, and 
closets had been overturned and emptied 
of their contents, and lay scattered in 
every direction upon the floor, chairs, 
and bed. Clothing had been unfolded, 
shaken out, and then thrown hastily 
aside ; dresses were lying over chairs, 
with their pockets turned inside out 
rifled of their contents. Editha’s costly 
writing-desk was overturned upon the 
floor, her letters and papers scattered in 
every direction ; and then it was for the 
first time that Mr. Dalton knew for a 
certainty of her correspondence with 
Earle, for, stooping down to pick up 
these letters, he had gathered up with 
others those that the young man had 
sent across the sea to her. 
Never had those beautiful rooms been 

in such dire confusion before, and noth- 
ing seemed to be missing but Editha’s 
Jewelry, which had been taken from its 
box, and that was left standing, empty 
and open, in its accustomed place, and a 
very commen hat and circular water- 
proof, which she had been in the habit 
of wearing in stormy weather. Editha 
herself was gone—that was eyident, and 
no one appeared to know when nor 
whither. 

Mr. Dalton was nearly stupefied at 
first, and the thought flashed ypon him 
that she might have fled to Earle. 

But he soon dismissed this idea. for 
he knew her character well enought to 
know that if she was bound to marry 
Earle Wayne she would do it boldly, 
openly, and in defiance of the whole 
would ; moreover, she never would have 
gone away voluntarily and left things in 
that style, taking nothing with her for 
her own comfort or needs. 

Yo, it was a deep and imcomprehen- 
sible mystery. 

Days and weeks were devoted to the 
search for. Detectives were employed, 
the police were notified, and advertise- 
ments were inserted in all the leading 
papers, but all without avail ; no clew 
could be gained 23 to the whereabouts 
of the missing girl ; and Br. Dalton 
was at last left entirely alone and deso- 

“Poor thing! poor thing! this is a 
bad place for such as you to be in,” he 
answered, pityingly. “I thought to 
watch for you,” he continued, * until 
you came from John Loker’s house, and 
then take you safely through this dismal 
street ; but there was a scrimmage down 

late in his beautiful home. 

Only one thing was discovered that 
seemed to have any bearing on the mat- 
ter, and that wgs her adventure with 
the unknown ruffian after her visit to 
John Loker’s house. 
The policeman who had rescued her 

J bere apiece, and I had to go. But I} gave an accoupt of what he kuew of the 

matter, and then Mr. Dalton went him- 
self to see the wretched family, thinking 
perhaps some further information might 
be gleamed from them. 

But John Loker had died the day 
following Editha’s visit there, and after 
the funeral the family had disappeared, 
and no one knew anything of them. 
To say that Mr. Dalton was not ex- 

tremely distressed over the strange affair 
would be very unjust to him. 
He availed himself of every possible 

means to solve the dreadful mystery ; 
but, as we have already seen, he was 
an utterly selfish man, and it was not 
in his nature to brood over anything 
either troublesome or disagreeable ; and 
the source from which he at length drew 
consolation may perhaps be revealed by 
the following soliloquy with himself, as 
he sat one night in his library, consider- 
ing the pros and cons of the future : 

“If anything — ah — fatal — should 
have — happened to KEditha — if she 
should not be — living, her — fortune 
then will be—mine, I suppose.” 
And even while he spoke a strange 

look settled over his face, there was a 
queer quaver in his voice, and he was 
as white as the immaculate tie which he 
wore about his neck. 

(To be continued.) 
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Beautiful Women 
are made pallid and unattractive by 
functional irregularities, which Dr. 
Pierce’s * Favorite Prescription” will 
infallibly cure Thousands of testimoni- 
als. By druggists. 

2a 

Pure. 
This powder never varies. A marvel of purity 

Abs lutely 

strength and wholesomeness, More economi- 
cal than the ordinary kinds, and eannot be sold 
in competition with the multitude of Jow test, 
short weight. alum or phosphate powders. Sold 
only in eans, ROYAL BAKING POWDER (Co. 106 
Wall street, New York. 
Sold at Wholesale in Fredericton, by Messrs, 

A. F. Randolph & Son, 

a 

No. 2, QUE 

Fredericton, April 6 

EN STREET. 

DOORS, SASHES, BLINDS AND MOULDING 
FOR BUILDING PURFOSES, 

always on hand, or made to order, from kilndried steck. 
ing, Clapboards, Stair stock, &e., &e. 

Furniture in Bedroom Suits, &c., &® 
OFFICE FURNITURE, &c., ON HAND. 

w= All of the above will be sold LOW for cash or approved payments, 

i
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Flooring, Sheath- 
Also 

J. C. RISTEEN & CO, 

CALL AND 

D. 

— 

Phenix Square, Fredericto 

SEE THE 

NEW “RAYMOND” 
With Large Improved Arm, at 

M'CATHERIN'S SALES ROOM, 
. 

n, NB 

WE" Agents wanted for P. E. 

These machines can be had at the following oiiices, viz :— 

Fredericton, N.B,, Newcastle, Mir michi, N.8., Chatham, Mirmichi, ¥. B., Bathurst 
Gloucester Co, N. B,, Campleton, Restigouche Co., N. I2,, St. Stephen, N. B, 

Island and Nova Scota, &3 

D. McCATHERIN, 
Manager for Maritime Provinces 

I#]. Address all communications P, O. Box 162, Fredericton, N. B. 

MINARD'S 

CURES PAINS—Iixterna! and Internal, 
RELIEVES Swellings, Contractions of the 

Muscles, Stiffness of the Joints, Sprains, Strains. 
HEALS Bruises, Scalds, Burns, Cuts, Cracks 

and Scratches. 

Best Stable Remedy in the World ! 
CURES Rheumatism, Neuralgia, Hoarseness 

Sore Throat, Croup, Diphtherit and all kindred 
afllictions, 

LARCE BOTTLE! 

POWERFUL REMEDY! 
MOST ECONOMICAL! 

A5 IT COSTS BUT 

25 Cents. 

Druggists and Dealers pronounce it the best 
sellirg medicine they have, 

BEWARE OF IMITATIONS, 
of which there are several on the market, 

The genuine only prepared by and bearing the 
name of 

C. C. RICHARDS & CO., 
YARMOUTH, N. 8, 

TESTIMONIAL. 
GENTS,—I have used your MINARD'S LINIMENT 

in my family for some years and belieye it the 
best medicine made, as it does all it is recom- 
mended to do. Yours truly, 

; DANIEL T. KIERSTEAD 
Canaan Forks, N, B, 

Thoroughly clem 
h, by using fountain of heaith bir. Picree’s Gold- 

en Medical Discove me! good digestion, a 
fair skin, buoyan? ,, vital strength, and 
soundness of conat will be established. 
Golden Medical Discovery cures all humors, 

from the common pimple, blotch, or eruption, 
to the worst Scrofula, or blood-poison. FEs- 
ceially has it proven its cfiicacy in curing 
alt-rheum or ‘fetter, Fover-sores, Hip-joint 

Disease. Scerofulous Sores and Swellings, En- 
larged Glands, and Parting Ulcers. 

Ca 

Golden Medical Discovery cures Consump- 
tion (which is f'crofula of (hie Lungs), hy its 
wonderful blood-purifying. invigorating, and 
nutritive properties, Torr Weak Lungs, Fpdt- 
ting of Blood. Shortness of Breath, Bronchitis, 
Severe Coughs, Asthma, and kindred affec- 
tions, it is a sovercizn remedy. It promptly 
cures the severest Coughs, : 
For Torpid Liver, BEiliousness, or * Liver 

Complaint,” Dyspepsia, and Indigestion, it is 
an unequalled remedy. Sold by druggists. 

Bilious and Cathartice, 
25¢. a vial, by druggists, 

NO MORE PILLS! 
3 MOTHERS LIKE IT! 

CHILDREN LIKE IT!! 

Because it is agreeable to take. 

IT CURES 

LIVER COMPLAINT, 
BiLious DISORDERS, 

Acio StomacH, Dyspepsia, 
Loss OF APPETITE, 

Sick HEADACHE, 
ConsTIPATION OR COSTIVENESS 

PRICE, 25¢. PER BOTTLE. 

PHOTOGRAPHS 
MADE IN THE FOLLOWING SIZES: 

LOCKET, 
CARD, 

CABINET, 
BOUDOIR, 

PANEL and 
LIFE, 
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HARVEY'S STUDIO! 
164, Queen Street, Fiton,, 

Next below Peoples’ Bank, 
mr e——— 

EZ" Old Pictures Copied and En- 

larged. Childrens’ Pictures a Specialty 

Fredericton, December 1, 18806. 

SOOTHING, 
CLEANSING, 

HEALING. 
Xi Cares 

<i| CATARRH, 
| oid in Head, 

HAY FEVER. 
3 STOPS 

Dropplngsfrom 

Nasal passages 
EASY TO USE. into the throat 

and excessive expectoration caused by Ca- 
iarth. Sold by Druggists, or sent pre-paid on 
receipt of price, 50c. and 81. Address 

FULFORD & Co., Brockville, Ont. 

Hats and Caps. 
HAS and Caps of all Kinds, for Men, Boys 

and Children, at greatly reduced yrices. 
Must be cleared out to makes room for the 
Spring Stocks. 

Of failing health, whether in the form of 

Night Sweats and Nervousness, or in a | 
sense of General Weariness and Loss of | 

Appetite, should suggest the use of Ayers | 
Sarsaparilla. This preparation is most 
effective for giving tone and strength | 

to the enfecbled system, promoting the | 
digestion and assimilation of food, restor- | 
ing the nervous forces to their normal 

condition, and for purifying, enriching, | 
and vitalizing the blood. 

Failing Health. 
Ten years ago my health began to fail. 

I was troubled with a distressing Cough, 
Night Sweats, Weakness, and Nervous- 
ness. I tried various remedies preseribed 
by different physicians, but became so 
weak that I could not go up stairs with- 
out stopping to rest. My friends recom- 
mended me to try Aver’s Sarsaparilla, 
which I did, and I am now as healthy and 
strong as ever.— Mrs. IE, L. Williams, 
Alexandria, Minn. 

I have used Ayer's Sarsaparilla, in my 
family, for Scrofula, and know, if it is 
taken faithfully, that it will thoroughly 
eradicate this terrible disease. I have also 
prescribed it as a tonic, as well as an alter- 
ative, and must say that I honestly believe 
it to be the best blood medicine ever 
compounded. — W. F. Fowler, D. D. S., 
M. D., Greenville, Tenn. 

Dyspepsia Cured. 
It would be impossible for me to de- 

scribe what I suffered from Indigestion 
and IIeadache up to the time I began 
taking Ayer’s Sarsaparilla. I was under 
the care of various physicians and tried 
a great many kinds of medicines, but 
never obtained more than temporary re- 
lief. After taking Aver’s Sarsaparilla for 
a short time, my headache disappeared, 
and my stomach performed its duties more 
perfectly. To-day my health is com- 
pletely restored. — Mary Ilarley, Spring- 
field, Mass. 

I have been greatly benefited by the 
prompt use of Ayer’s Sarsaparilla. it 
tones and invigorates the system, regulates 
the action of the digestive and assimilative 
organs, and vitalizes the blood. It is, 
without doubt, the most reliable blood 
purifier yet discovered. —H. D. Johuson, 
333 Atlantic ave., Brooklyn, N.Y. 

Ayers Sarsaparilla, 
Prepared by Dr. J.C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass, 

Price 81; six bottles, 85. 

JUST RECEIVED : 

| 
| 
| 
| 
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Scott’s Emulsion | 
Eno’s Fruit Salt ; | 
Keplonized Milk and Cod. 

Liver Oil; 
Ayer’s Sarsaparilla; 
Sharp’s Balsam ; 
Diamond Dyes; 
Pain Killer, West Fills; 
Burdock Blood Bitters; 
Kennedy's Medical Discov- 

ery ; 
Holloway’s Pills and Oint- 
ment ; 

Warner's Safe Cure: 
Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral ; 
Pond’s Extract Teaberry ; 

ALSO IN STOCK : 

2 GROSS DAVIS 

Quinine Iron and Wine, 

GEORGE H. DAVIS’ 
DRUGGIST, 

Cor. Queen and Regent Sts. 
In Store and to Arrive: | 

The following reliable, high grades, i 

PATENT FLOURS 3 
Harvest Moon ; 

Ocean ; 

Onyx ; 

Peoples ; 

Crown Prince ; 

Crystal. 
We can confidently recommend all of 

the above brands. 

A. F. RANDOLPH & SON. 
Fredericton, June a 

PURE PARIS GREEN 
——AT—— 

Neill’s Hardware Store. 

The First Sign | 

| 200 Ibs. 

196 196 

WILEY DRUG STORE | 
Queen Streeot. 

JUST RECEIVED : 

Paris Green; 

100 lbs. 

100 Ibs 

Slug Shop ; 

. Dalmation Insect Powder ; 
50 1bs. Hellibore : 

500 Tbs. Copperas ; 

100 Ibs. 

Case Condy’s Fluid ; 

100 Ibs. Chloride Lime. 

(arbolie Acid r 

——FOR SALE BY -— 

OHN HM. WILEY, 
DERICTON. 
June §& 1:87 
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HCHEOPATHIC 

Veterinary Specifics 
Cure Diseases of 

DOGS, HOGS, POULTRY, 
In nse for over 20 years by Farmers, 

Stockbreeders, Horse R. R., &e. 

Used by U. 8. Government. 

£5 STABLE CHART <sa 
lounted on Rollers & Book Mailed Free. 

Humphreys’ Med, Co., 10D Fulton 8¢t., N.Y. 
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ie TUTMPEREYS 
EOMEOPATHIC 2 hi 

7 8 opcoicip H 

In use 30 years. The only successful remedy for 

tervous Dehility, Vital Weakness, 
and Prostration, from®over-work or other causes. 
$1 per vial, or 5 vials and large vial powder, for $5. 
SOLD BY DRUGGISTS, or sent postpaid oa receiptof 

price, ~lumphreys’ Medicize Co. 169 Fulton St., N. Xo 
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CATALOCUES FREE, 

Wl 

BELL & (9). Goelph, Ont, 
ROSSMORE, L. 0. L, No. 21, 

Meets at Orange Hall, Gibson, on the first and 
thind TUESDAYS of each month, at 7.30 P. M. 

Z=¥" Visiting brethren cordially welcomed. 
LIKUT.-COL. HEWITSON, W M., 
WILLIAM ROSSBOROUUGH, Rec.-See’y 

Sept. 29—1y. 
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FREEMAN'S 

WORM POWDERS. 

Are pleasant to take. Contain their own 

Purgative. Is a safe, sure, and effectual 
destroyer ¢: worms in Children or Adults, 
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THE KEY TO HEALTH. 
CT 

| euroock BLOOD | 
BITES 
a L 

Unlocks allthe clogged avenues of the 
Bowels, Kidneys and Liver, carry- 
ing off gradually without weakening the 
system, all the impurities and foul 
humors of the secretions; at the same 
ime Correcting Acidity of the 
Stomach, curing Biliousness, Dys- 
pepsia, Headaches, Dizziness, 
Heartburn, Constipatio ryness 
of the Skin, Dropsy, ess of 
Vision, Jaundice, Salt WRheum. 
Erysipelas, Scrofula, Tluttering of 
the Heart, Nervousness, and Gen 
cral Debility; all these and many 
other similar Complaints yield to oP 
happy influence of URDO 
BLOOD BITTERS. 

Ts» MILBURN & (O,, Propristors, Toremte. 
—_—— 

ip Crind Stones. 

» STONES. Just Receive l at. 
JILL'S HARDWARE STORE, 

5 GRINI 
NE 

June 


