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FAITHFUL UNTO DEATH. 
It wis a very pleasant ball; and brilliant 

enough, in a quiet way, considering that 
the compny ware not ex etly the highese 
elite of fashion. ‘Mary O Gorman was 
very happy this evening for sbe had had 
the right partner, the one of her heart's 
choosing In tact, som2 ot her female 
friends had rather enviously remarked that 
she accorved an unconscionabls number 
ot dances to handsome young 
Reardon. lle let her off a few, however, 
just for decency’s sake, and now she hap- 

pened to be alone for some moments in 
the conservatory. She had dropped into 
a sweet, dreamy reverie, engend=red p rtly 
by the langurous waltz melody, which 
floated on vaguely on the scentad air. 
Suddenly a voice aroused her asking : 

«Can [ bave the pleasure of the next 
waltz, Miss O Gorman?” 

She looked up, startied by the sudden- 
ness ot the request, *‘Toank you, Mer. 
Forsyth; I think I am engaged.” 

“Believe me,” he continued, “it will be 
to your interest—and his—it you listen to 
me. | am speaking to you as a friend 
remember. Maurice Rerlon is in grave 
danger.” 

“Danger! What danger?” 
“01, you know well enough the work he 

is engaged upon. I have proof that you 
0, 80 you need not pretend ignorance to 
me. Dut, besides his friends, his doings 
are known—— ” 
“To whom?” 
““T'o me alone’ 
“You have styled yourself his friend.” 
“So I have bren. So Il may be yet-—at 

least, that will depend upon you,” Gilbert 

Forsyth said, with meaning, but averting 

Maurie | 

incoherent veh2mence, waving him 
oft; “*don’t touch me—don’t come near 
Ime! Our paths tor the futare lie far as- 
"under. We must never meet again!” 

**Because of this 
Yes—no—I cannot tell you why. But 

for heaven's sake, as you value your own 
peace ot mind and mine, go away and 

| never see me again !"' 
| **There is someone else !” 

“You,” very coldly, *‘you can think 
what you like.” 
“Mary! [wen do you love me no long- 

er?" he exclaimed, and the reproachtul 
words cut like a knife to the very d-pths 
ot her inmost soul. 
“love you!’ she said, and heaven 

| knows it was with a breaking heart that 
| the poor girl told her pititul lie; “love 
you? No!” 
The tardy shadows of the short, wirm 

summer night were beginning to fall around 
at last as, with rapid, uneven steps, (rilbert 

Forsyth paced up aud down in front of a 
certain public building. Every now and 
again he drew from his breast a letter. 
“By Jove |" he muttered; **I have fright- 

ened her into submission pre ‘ty soon ; qu ck- 
¢c than 1 thought I should. She has de- 

| cided to save him, then? How she must 
| love him. I wish to heaven I was loved 
| like that. Well, perhaps in time she may. 
| The best of the joke 1s, I really know so 

"little of Reardon's complicity. I think 1 
| am right, though. 1 know enough to guess 

tae rest, and my guesses are seldom wrong. 
It #11 depends on the general election. One 
government will thank me for the news, the 
other won't. But she does: not think of 
that. In her mind crime is crime, poor, 

| confiding soul. Well, I've parted her trom 
him, anyway.” with vindictive hatred in 
his tone: ; then, looking at his watch by 

den 

his face from her. as be crossed one leg over | the gaslight : *‘I wonder if she will come? 

the other with aflected ease. 
“On m+?” she ecnoed, her breathing 

thick and fast with apprehension. 
“Yes. | can ruin him; 

him. 
came to be known that 
with the dynamite outrage —— 

he 1s connected 
" 

“He is no!” she cried, starting up, her 
Gil- fair bosom heaving. *‘itis not true, 

bert Forsyth, and you know it. Maurice 
Reardon 1s a patriot, and grieves for his 

country’s wrongs and sorrows. He writes 
and speaks in her defense ; but as for shed- | 
ding a drop of human blood, you know he 
is incapable of it.” 

“I really thought vou were aware how 
far heisinvolved. 1 know enough to bang 
him.” 

“Then you are an informer! ’ she exclaim- 
ed, with ineffable scorn. 

«I assure you, Miss O'Gorman, that it 
will be to your interest to make terms with 
me.” 
The poor girl sank down again, trembling 

upon her seat, and Forsyth continued, re- 
morselessly : 

*‘Jf you care for him you would mike 
any sacrifice for his sake. Well, you can 
save him. I will keep silence as to what 1 
know on condition that you give him up. 
Bid him farewell. Do not tell him why, 
nor mention my name; but ask him no 
more.” 

The hot, blinding tears rushed to her 
sweet, brown eves | 

tremendous effor:, kept them back unshed. 
“Ob, 1.1 give you plenty ot time to think 

my proposal over; three or four days, a 
week even. Write to me. I will meet 
you at any time or place you like to name, 
anl then you can tell ~ your decision. 
Meantime, I shall live on in hope that 
some day, when you have forgotten him, 
your heart will ———’ 

He had drawn nearer to ber. She start- 
€d away 11 loathi g of bis touch. At that 
moment Maurice Reardon, entering the 
conservatory, came toward them. With a 
cry like that of an animal at bay who sud- 
denly finds a protector Mary ran to him. 

**Oh, Maurice!” she cried, ‘I've got 
siich a headache -1 feel so ill do 
take me away trom this hateful place ! " 

* * * * * 

“Well, Mary, I hope you are better | 
now?’ 

It is the next day after the ball. and 
Maurice Reardon is speaking to his sweet- 
heart with anxious solicitude in his tones. 

“Qh, yes; I am quite well, darling. Tell 
me what it is Why don’t you confide in 

me?’ 
“Yes, I believe you, if that can do any 

she auswered, with assumed cold- 
ness. *‘Buat you have known their plans, 
the time and place? You are sufficiently 
implicated to put you within the reach of 
the law in case of discovery.” 

““Yes, that 1s true. ven now I know 
of a vile conspiracy which is being hatched 

Mary rose from her seat and, moviong 
toward him, strange, low, con- 
strained accents: 

“Tell me about it. Whisper to me.” 
“I will, be answered, atter a moment's 

hesitation, *‘tor I can trust you with my 
life. and 1z will put you on your guard.” 

ile whispered a few hurried sentences in 

ber ear. ller face turred paler than ever. 
She pressed a hand to her bosom, as though 
to still her heart's throbbing, and drawing 
away from him exclaimed . 

“Oh, my God!” 
“‘] swear to you solemnly, Mary, it shall 

b= the last plot I shall know anything of. 
From hencetorth I sever my connection 
with them.” 
“Why bave you not confided to me, 

Maurice? Are you afraid to trust me? Do 
you think I am like the generality of my 
sex. and cannot keep a secret ?” 

*‘] have not thought about it. 
you mean ?” 

“Need I explain? Your connection with 
the secret society, and the outrages which 

" she whispered rapidly and then stop- 
ped short. 

*‘ Ah—who has told you?” 
**No one—I cannot say—I dare not.” 
“Ah, Mary, 1s it true. At first I would 

join in no agitation which was not pacific 
in its object and means of exzcution. I 
entreated my companions not to resort to 
acts ot violence. They showed me how 
cruelly wronged were those men who had 
been imprison2d for purely political 
offences. I was l2d on by their specious 
argum-‘ nts, by my sympathies, by my feel- 
ing of the justice that lay upon her side. 
But I swear to you solemnly that] I have 
never been personally or directly connected 
with any of their criminal plots. You do 
believe me, don’t you?” 

““Ah God knows hew much evil and 
misery may yet be wrought.” 
L#“‘No more, Mary, as far as I am concern- 

ed. I swear, as I hope for forgiveness here 
and herealter, my darling, I—7” 

“Don’t touch me!” she cried with sud- 

1" 
gooaq, 

said, In 

What do 

JO1 can save 

It,” he whispered in her ear; *‘it it | 

Oh, yes; she is one of those strange beings 
who always keep their words and there 
promises——not like some ol my friends 

| in high places.” 
At thit moment a pale-faced figure, cioth- 

ed in black, came up out of the gloom and 
stood by bis side. 

% ou are here, then?” he said. 
How deathly pale were her features— 

| what a terrible light shone in her eyes! he 
| thought, as the gas lamp shed its yellow 

| glare around her. She had dec.ded, but 
| what agony she must have gone through 
ere she arrived at her final heroic resolve. 

' There was a pause. It seemed as though 
| she were waiting tor something. Suddenly 
| two men darted out of a dark passage and 
' flow by them like shadows. Mary appeared 
| relieved, and dr:w back a step or two from 
| her enemy. ‘I'ne next instant there was a 
‘tearful concussion, a trembling of the 
| ground, the crashing of windows, the col- 
| lapse ot walls, the air filled with terror 
| stricken shouts and cries of buman agony. 
| A dynamite explosion had taken plzce on 
| the very spot where they stood. 
| * * x* * - * 

A tew minutes of horror, panic and con- 
| fusion. A huge crowd is gathering. Mary 
O'Gorman is lying in Maurice Reardon,s 

| arms. Blood is flowing from her many 

| ghastly wounds; her life's blood ebbing 
| away. She tus feebly, perceives the 
| mangled, lifeless remains of Gilbert For- 

but her pride, by a | syth, and a sigh escapes her lips. Maurice | her breaking heart 

is shedding vain, bitter tears. 
“Did you remember thetime, the place?” 

| he cried. “I told you—-—" 
| “Hush. Remember your oath to abjure 
| these plots, and when | am dead ” 

| “Dead! You are not going to die! 
| For God's sake don’t say that! Then I 

1" have killed you ! 
**No, no—not you—you had no hand in we felt proud of a victory won over a super- 

it. It was an accident that 1 was here. 

Many a saddle on our side is emptiad 
betore we check their fierce charge. and 
push them back till we have room to form. 
[Each side has a light battery. The guns 
get to work almost as soon asthe carbines. 
The old tarm bouse is the key of the 
battlefield, An old man and a mother and 
tour children are in there, but what of it? 

This is war. No one gives them a thought. 
Shot and shell plow through the stream — 
bullets search out every nook. Now our 
right wing drives the enemy back with a 
cheer—now the enemy p-ess:s back our 
lett and shouts in exultation. 

It is a bot fight for thirty minutes—ti ne 
enough tor the dead and wounded to num- 
ber 150. Tha reverberation of th+ guns 
brings down a shower ot blossoms at every 
discharge, and the black powder smoke 
floats up through the branches and emir ches 
avd discolors. 

“Rally on the centre! 
gallop—charge !’ 
We bave broken the enemy and sent 

him flying. We foliow him fora mile or 
more, shooting and hacking, then the 
bugles blow the recall, and we cease the 
pursuit. There are dead men on the dusty 
highway, in the ditches, among the May 
weeds and the thistles. and dead horsesal- 
most block the way at certain points. Yes, 
a hot little fight, and we are proul of our 
victory as we return to th2 old farm hous. 
We have our dead to bury and our wound- 
ed to look after, and it 1s only when an 
oflizer starts to enter the house to say that 
it must be turned into a shambles that the 
inmates are remembered. The officer cries 
ou’ and starts back in horror. Under the 
peach tree growing close to the back door 
lies the body of the old gray-haired man, 
father and grandfather to the woman and 
the children. Tle must have been in flight 
when struck by a solid shot which cut him 
almost in two at the bips He was carrying 
a cbild not more than two years old hugged 
to his oreast. Her little arms were around 
his reck, and her face was hidden in his | 

Forwird —trot— 

bosom. We unclasped the old man’s 
arms an took ber up. She was dead— 
dead withouta wound. She had died of 
terror as he sank down with her, perhaps 
kissing hr in his last breath. 

And as we stood with uncovered heads 
the woman came out Great Heavens! 
but how white Ler tace—how ghastly the 
color ot her lips—how red the blood whi h 
dripoed from | er wo inded shoulder on the 
pink blossoms at her feet! Sbe locked at 
her father and gasped for breath. She 
looked at her youngect born and her throat 
swelled up, and her eyes dilated until her 
look frightened us. ‘‘Dead, both dead” 
she asked in a wh'sper. 
‘Poor woman!’ replied the officer. 
“(Go in,” she hissed, pointing to the 

| door; *‘goin and gaz: upon the rest ol 
your work!” 
There they liy—the other three chil- 

dren—all killed and man zled by the same 
shell us it exploded in the kitchen. Flaxen 

| hair and chubby hands and little blue sun 
bonnets contrast strangely with the red 
ot war. We tiptoed out and stood beside 
the mother who had prostrated herself on 

| the bodies of those so dear to her. She 
could not weep end wail. She could only 
mozn and croon to them in the agony ol 

“Poor woman, poor woman!" sighed 
| one, 
| Sune rose up slowly, looked from face to 
face as it to picture it on her memory and 
said : 
“Leave me! May the God ot ileaven 

take vengeance upon you to the uttermost!” 
And we called it a hot litile fight, and 

ior force, and we—well, each and every 

Don't you understand ?—1 forgot God 
| bless you, my love—my hushand !’ 

| He pressed a passionate despairing kiss | 
| upon her lips, bnt those lips were unre- | 
sponsive now—she was dead. 

“PINK BLOSSOMS.” 

Ng. 
“M. Quad,” the Humorist, Tells a Pathetic | 

Tale of the War, 

A body of cavalry sent out on a recon- | 

noissance to pass over the neutral ground | 

between two armies, fo develop any recent | 
earthworks throw up, to locate the enemy's | 

vedettes, to see 1f he is preparing the roads | 

and bridges in his front, to observe every- 
thing which may have a possible bearing | 

on the events of the week to come; more | 
then that, to drive off horses and cattle, 

to load a score of wagons with provisions | 

and forage, to add to the destitution and | 
terror of helpless old men as they sit at | 

their doors, and of the women aud children 
as they work in the barren fields. 
Waris always sacrifice—never mercy. 

War demands death wounds and destruct- 

ion. Ile who can kill and wound and 

destroy most is the greatest hero. War 
respects nothing, blackens everything. It 

moves in a trail across a country as a 

venemous serpent winds through the grass. | 
It was a May day, with the peach trees 

everywhere in blossom. Dehind us were | 

the smoke and flame of destruction ; ahead, 

the old farmhouses which sheltered no one | 

who could march in the ranks and fight | 

against us. The fragrant blossoms, the 
green hills, the sunny skies— everything 

told of peace, and yet war was at hand as 
the flaxen haired children came running 

to the doors. Just below a firm house 

we halted to water cur thirsty horses at a 

brook flowing lazily across the road. A 

few men ride on to the house. We can 

hear children crying in affright. We can 

hear the voice of a woman raised in tearful 

protestation. We can see an old gray-hair- 

ed man with a child in his arms at the door, 

and though his voice is too weak to rsach 

us, we can see by his gestures that h: re- 

sents the lawless invasion. 

Some of us ride to the right to reach the 

barns, where the wagons are already drawn 

up ; some to the left, where the horses are 

at pasture ; the remainder straight on up 

the road. Suddenly the bugles sound the 

alarm, and then warn us to rally on the 

centre. In one minute the scene is 

changed from dreamy peace to active 

War. 
A body of the enemy, havingithe same 

object in view as ourselves, has come up 

| vititul to that poor woman, and over the 

she will bardiy finish with one celore she | 1 
and | fended the mysterious peddler. 

| roysl families, as among humbler mortals, 

| be able to pass so wuch time with her aged | i 
| 

| and much loved parents as she had hoped, | « 

{ than to drag about wearily for change of | « 
air. carries all things that are wanted by all 

— parts ; by the mu-cles, by the brain, by 
the skin, hy the liver, by the kidneys, by 
the lungs, and by every other part, no 
m (tter how small or ob.cure. 

than this he does. 
thing we are don: with: every hing that is 
worn out, and in the way. 

trooper prayed Heaven to be merciful and 

graves of her dear ones a hundred rough 
ard blood stained hands scattered peach 
tree blossoms in atonement. We could do 
no more. War was impatient even as we 
did that. 

An Empress As a Nurse, | secretion 

It looks as thouzh the Dowager Lm- | sleep was broken and unrefreshing. 
| press of Russia may have to spend most of | he gradually weakened snd wasted until 

her time in nursing sick relatives, and that | he could bare y 

has to go to another. In imperial 

there come s2asons when it never rans ill- | « 
ness but it pours; and the HYomanofls pro- || 
mise to be well under the doctors’ hands | t 

this year. 

for, in addition to natural anxieties about | « 
her daughter and daughter-in-law, tha pre- 
sent condition of the untoriunate (rand | ¢ 
Duke George is a grave troub'e. The 

{ . . - . . . 

| title of Czarewisch, which he will bear till | keep from suffocating. 
the Czir is blessed with an heir or heiress, |! 
sits rather mockingly on th's lapless | « 
young man, whose malady dooms him to a || 
dismal life apart from bis fellows. Con- | the lady suflered as we deseribe. Both she 

sumptives of minor degree and poorer for- | and Mr. McCreary got well again. but that 
tunes will do well tr» wach this imperial | 1 
case, as thy may learn trom it how little |1 
the doctors can do in the presence ot some | ¢ 
complaints, and how much wiser it is for an i 

incurable invalid to stay qui tly in one |: 
place, if the surroundings be comfortable, human body unceasingly from the hour of 

Loye For a Dictionary, 

Rome has been much amuszd lately bv 
the coyrtships of two very well-known 
members of society there. The young 
lady 1s a wealthy and beautiful English- 
woman, and the gentlem in a distinguish=d 

Italian. They met on the passage, and loved 
at sight ; but as the young laly knew hardly 
a word of Italian and the gentleman even 
less of inglish, the love-making hid to be 

that is the question: 

whether it is better 

to wear that faded, shabby 

dress and endure the scornful 

looks of all your well-dressed 

neighbors, or to purchase a 

package of Diamond Dyes 

and restore its freshness in 

another color — making a 

new dress tor ten cents. 

Diamond Dyes are made for home 
use. Absolutely reliable. Any color. 

mola everywhere. iV cents a package. §# Direc- 
$on Book and 40 samples ot colored cloth, free. 

from the south and attacked us at sight. WELLS & RICHARDSON LO., Moatreal, X.Q+ 

against him, as if it were sone nzsty stufl 

of it; right away atterwards he had pa n in 
his chest { 

an feet grew cod and clummy, “as i,” | 
he says, “my b'ood had some maignant | 
thing floating in it.” 

The Dowager Empress will not | nervous 

bad this way that she ga ped for breath L I i, 

When in bed she had to be propped vp to 

EST 
— FOR 

EST FOR — 

\ 

deue by the aid of a dictionary. 
now they are married, they will probably 
attain perfection in each other's language. 

In th: Wroarz OTH 

Caller: “We ara vary rich, and we wish 
to marry our daughter to a count, a marquis, 
ora duke.” 

Clerk (with digrity): “You are in the 
wronz offi'e. Tois a mitrimonind azenc:. 

However, | 

You will fiad the iaternitional purcha ing | 
¢ MN agency two doors to the let. 

WHAT PEDDLER IS THIS? 
To people who live remote from shops | 

the ypeddler is a useful wan, wh ther Le 
goes about in a waggon or on foot with a 
pack on his back. But in England no va- 
days villages are so thick and shops so 
plent' ful that the peddler’s field is not 
what it used to be. So if these men want 
to keep on selling goods they will have to 
locate cls vh re presently. 
There is one peddler, however, who will 

never stop going about. The day he does 
the community will suffer greater depri- 
vation than if the local tradesmen should 
shut up shop at once, and never open 
again. Everybody buys from him, yet no 
lwwan eye have ever seen him on his  ronds. 
Yearin and year out, in all seasons and 
weathers, he a tends to business. 
can refuse ty deal with other peddlers and 
no harm done (perhaps money saved), but 
when they r fuse to deal with Aim they die. 
Yet hy is no murderer. “Who 1s he? 
who is he?” you ery. Wait a bit till we 
introduce him. Ah, ves; he has wonder- 

ful jower. Even when folks fail to 

treat him well thy {all i'l, worse than if 
a witch had cast the “‘evil eve” on them. 

And sooner or laer every soul of us runs 
this risk 

Mr. Alexander McCreary. of Dam [Head 
Crossing, near Moira, Co. Down, Ireland, 
was taken ill in June, 1800 It was noth- 
ing that he could account for. He simpy 
felt weak, at first There wis a foul taste 

in his mouth, and when Lie s t down to his 

meals he couldn't eat a thing; that is, not 
with a relish. And when he falsly forced 

himself to swall yw something, it wens 

wasn't the worst from a d ain. And that 

| and stomach Then his hands | 

soon Mr. Me Creary found the kidney 

scanty lard to pass. His 
| hus 

and 

drag himself along. All 
mkaowingly, yet alo the same, he had of- 

Williams, of Lower Rhos- 

‘ommon, Llandrinin, near O westry, fell 
In lise manner mn December, 1891. She. 
00, lost her appetite, and got into a queer, 

condi ion. Indeed, she fet so 
rritable she cou'dn’t bear the least noise, 

or any one near her. ‘Then she found it 
lifficult to breathe. At times she was so 

Mrs. Sarah 

md was afraid she was about to die, 

As the weeks went 
yy she lost strength more and more. She 
onsulted a doctor, and spent pounds for 
mysie without obtaining rehef. For montls | 

s ano’ her part of the story. She, too, all 
mwittingly and unintentio.ally, kad offend- 
d the strange peddler. **Wh) is he —who 
s he?” you shou’. His name is Blood, 
ind he travels through the country called 

war birth to the hour ot our death. He 

People | 

| 

| 
| 

Any more 
He carries away every- 

He gives new 
things for old, does this wonderfal peddler, 
and asks nothing to bost. Bur he will 
not stand any inferfcrence with his business. 
When you compel hi to distribute things 
not in his line, he doesn’ refuse; he dis- 
tributes them and makes you pay with your 
health, an 1 o'ten your life. You had better 

pull the ears of a hungry lion than offend 
this benevolent, kindly peddler. 

How can you offend him? This way. 
Conduct yourself so as to contract the dis- 
cise called indigestion and dyspepsia, which 
fills the stomach with poisons  Taese deadly 
poisons are loaded on to the Blood, which 
carries them to every part, just as he carries 
food. Only now he scatters pain, misery, 
suflering, death. Do you see? 

Thar 1s what these two people —like mill- 
ions more—did, and are all the time doing 
They were saved at last by using Motacr 
Seigel’s Curative Syrup, which relieves the 
Blood of his terrible load, throws it from 
the body's windows, and saves h-alth aud 
lie. Toe letters from which we quote are 
duly signed by the persons we have named. 
Whin you think you have ollended 

Peddler Blood, ask Mother Seigel to help 
you toa veconcilation. Then be more 
careful. 
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