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TOO LATE. 
It is a short title tor my tale, yet when 

Marion Leigh wailed forth hose two words 
in my ears, they meact to her a litetime 
of misery. 

Years bave passed since then, and I am 
pow an old, gray-headed woman, yet | 
never bear anyone say them without a thrill 
of horror rushing through my veirs ; and I 
will tell you why. 

Marion Leigh was my schoolfellow and 
companion : . was not strictly speaking a 
pretty girl ; but when you looked into her 
wistful gray, eyes you ttoughbt not of her 
features ; ard when the sun's rays lit up 
her wondrous auburn hair, you would mur- 
mur to yourself, **She is indeed lovely.” 

Fur six yesrs we were ins: parable ; but 
at the «nd ct that time I wss summoned 
home to the marriage of my elder brother 
and as | was nearly eighteen, I did not 
again return. We, however, corresponded 
regularly ; and when Marion left school, 
which was not till two years more had been 
reckoned with the pest, she invited me to 
her home. 
Now, the Leighs were rich people, while 

we were poor, and for a long time my 
parents hesitated because of the expense, 
but at last contented, and to The Cecars I 
went. 

Marion was overjoyed once more to be 
in my company, and tcr the first two days 
I think we did little elce but taik; but on 
the third day a dinner-party was to be 
given, so we dismissed our chit-chet, and 
assumed once more our COmMpany manners. 
Mr. Leigh, Marion's father was a wealthy 

country gentlemsn, quiet and unosten- 
tatious in everything, leaving the honors 

both of his house and family to his wite, 
who was a clever managing women, equal 
to any emergency. She could be two dit- 
ferent persous in the seme minnte ; to her 
visitors on the rigtt she was all attention 
and urbanity, whilst at the utiortunate 
waif on the left the would hurl a withering 
glance. I soon saw her disposition, and 
disliked her accordingly ; but pcor Marion 
saw pot her faults, and of course I could 
not say a word to her against Ler mother, 
who | must say was :lways kind to me. 

Marion had two sisters, but they were 
both younger than herself, and at school 
when I first v sited them ; but their photo- 
graph: were shown to me, and I drew my 
own conclusions concerning them Evelyn, 
the second girl was tte counterpart of her 
mother; whilst Ada, the youngest, was my 
Marion's sister indeed—the same wistful, 
plantive eyes, and the sme wondrous hair. 
The dinner-party was a grand one—at 

least, I thought so : the glitter ng plate, 
the splendia linen, the te utitul exotics 
with which the table was dc corated, and, 
above all, the ease and quietness with 
which it was all done—no troutle to the 
hostess or anybody. 
home was a bore, because for two 

various articles, and to see tht everything 
was in its place ; but at The Cedars there | 
was no tuch fuss, and we were quite as ig- 
norant ct wh:t was going on as the visitors 
Amongst the guests were the Irvings— | 

Mr. and Mrs. Irving, Mr. Irving junior, 
and Mr. Giitord Irving. Mr. Irving was 
a barker in the neigbbou ing town, and 
the cther two were his sons, who were 
both with their tatber in the bank. The 
eldest was a stiff, pragmatical-looking 
piece ot mechanism, about seven-and- 
twenty ; whilst Giltord, the youngest, was 
a free, gay, ight-heart«d handsome young 
men, who won your heart the moment you 

looked at him. He was two years younger 
than his brother, and six years older than 
Marion. 

My visit extended over two months, and 
before I left I saw enough to convince me 
that my own pet Marion loved and was 
Joved by the handsome, dashing Giltord. 

I, however, returned to my home with- 
out having mentioned a word of my 
suspicion to my /riend; end I believe, in 
her true and hsppy innocence, she never 
imsgined I bad divined her secret ; for her 
letters came as regularly : s before, and 
they were always full ¢f news regarding 
the Irvings : eitber ste wes going to a pic- 
n.c with them, or they were coming to The 
Cedars to a ball, or, again, she was going 
to Sista (the name or ther residence) to 
meet Florence Stanley, the elder Irvirg’s 
intended wile. Shortly afterwards another 
letter came, saying that she was going with 
Florence to Lordon, as that young lady 
bad asked her to be one of her brides- 
maids, and the same letter told me 1hat 
Giltord Irving bad srked ber parents’ con- 
sent to their union ; but that they bad re- 
fused upon tte plea that they were both 
too young. 

*I do not mind it much,” she added, 
“because we both love each other dearly; 
and as we shall sce one ancther every day, 
we can ¢fford to wait ; but at first I fretted 
a great deal, for I thought it so unkind of 
mamma ; but we all go to London togetker 
next week, so we shall be certain of not 
teing separ:ted much till alter (be wed- 
ding, which is to take place the third of 
next month, and I well send youa long 
account of it, darling,” which account 
cane; and then ber letters were not so 
regular they were sborter, and hinted at 
things I could not understand. 
At last the truth was told. Mr. Irving, 

the futher, died ; and when his estate ceme | 
to be settled, he was found to be insolvent, | 
and Gil'ord Irving went forth to earn a | 
pame and bread tor himself. Scio 

For two yeers 1 scarcely heard anything 
ot Marion, as the tamily went «broad ; but 
one lovely spring morning a ncte came for 
me in tke dear old writing, atking me to | 
hasten to The Cedars, to be presert at her 
wedding, which was to take place ina few 
days. 

I complicd with ber request, overjoyed 

ususl— “a nobody ;” still, I thougtt at 
times that a feeling of pity would pass over 
bis tace when Marien locked more than 
usually wretched, and this she continued 
to do as the wedding-day spproached. It 
was Friday night ; the following day was to 
te the wedding-dav, and 1 stood at my 
window, wondering what was to be the 
sequel to all the trouble I bad been viewing 
these past few days, for I had found out 
nothing. Marion had avoided me, a'though 
not unkindly ; still, I saw she dreaded a 
private conversation, end I also fancied 
ber family bad a motive in keepirg us 
apart ; for it by chance we were left alone 
for a tew minutes, Mrs. Leigh would come 
bustling in with a string of questions on the 
tip of ber tongue, which would keep us 
both engaged till other members arrived; 
or else Evelyn would bring in some flowers, 
and request us to take our choice, and eid 
us into some trifling conversation, whi h 
prec’uded all chance ot my inquirirg in‘o 
the cause ot Marion's distrait look; snd 
now my friend was to be msrried on the 
morrow, and yet I, who had known till now 
all her secrets was left in ignorance ot the 
wretchedness which [ f It she was encount- 
ering. As, however, I turned away from 
my window, I heard the handle of my coor 
move, and, lcoking up, I saw Marion ec- 
ter my room. 

‘Dear M:r.on,’ I said. springing towards 
her,” this is so kind! I was just longing 
for a quiet chat with you once more.’ 

‘Yee, once more,” she repect:d, ina 
thick, husky voice; and then, resting her 
head upon my lap, ste burst into fears, 
and said : Bear with me, Katie: 
not trcuble anyone much longer, for my 
heart is broken.’ 
Then the tale was told : Gilford Irving 

was false: he had married arich widow, 
and left Marion Leigh, with all her gentle- 
nets and love 

love this 
h'm,’ she continued, 
believe he is everything that is bad 

‘Then, why srry him, darling?’ 
said. I 

‘Ob! TI must,’ she replied ; ‘or, it not, 
mother—-' and then she stopped, and tte 
tears again came welling forth. 

‘Don't— don’t,” I said. 
ing, remember it isa sin to marry one 
man, and love another.’ 

*Husb,” she ssid—‘hush! don’t say that. 
[ am wretched encugh already.’ 
‘Then pause,” I replied; ‘let not—-’ 
‘It is too late now,’ she added, with a 

broken voice—‘tco 1.-te.” ¢nd then, with 
one silent caress, she glided trom my room. 
Tte morning came, the gay guests ar- 

yived, sand Marion Leigh bcc ms Lady 
Marston. 
The voice of revelry sounded through 

the house long ait r the newly-wedded 

mar, Katie! OL! 1 

0) 

Dear me, a par y st | 
aays | 

beforehand I had encugh to do to give oat | 

' about either herselt 
were travelling, and her letters mostly | 

pair had leit its walls, and I, who was in- 
deed truly wretched, stole aw:y to my own 
room, picked my clothes, and, the day 
alter, left The Cedars, never wishing to 
enter its hatelul portals again. 

Five months pasted away ; I occasiona ly 
heard from Marion; tut she said litle 

or husband. They 

spoke of the places they hid visited ; but 
one day a letter cane, bearing the l.ondon 
post-m.rk ; but the wiiting wes so blotted 
and stained, that I could scarcely make it 
out. 

evr, that it was from her | so dearly loved 
It contained but a ‘ew words, 
ttey were a death knell. 
‘My Own Dear, Darling Kate.— 

“It is the last time I shall 
write to you. My life's sands are ebbing 
out fast. OL! how I wish 1 bad taken 
your advice—given only a ‘ew 
montbs ago—not to marry a man | dislik- 
ed. Itis indecd a sin—a sin tor which I 
suffered*bitterly, but, I hope, sincer: ly re- 
pented of ere now, although I knew not 
how deadly it was, till tke otker night, 
when I met my first, and only love, Gil- 
ford; and, Kate—obh! | know nct how to | 
write i:—he was never false—he loves me 
even now; it was a deception practiced 
upon me to procure this empty title, by 
her who should have shielded me from all 
such sorrow; but [ torgive them. 1 stand 
now upon the brink ot the grave, and I 
will not go into it with anger in my hear’, 
or unchari‘ableness in my soul, for mn 
those bright realms where no sorrow or 
trcuble is known, Giltord and I shall one 
day meet and be st rest. 

“Fr.m your dying friend, 
‘Marion.’ 

This was all. Mrs. Leigh bad indeed 
deceived my own end only friend to get 
her the jainy title: but it proved a fleet- 
irg one, fcr before I received ber letter 
she bad lreathed her last, barely seven 
months after her marriage. The interview 
with him she loved so dearly proved too 
much to ber aheady we: ki ned freme, and 
she rack under it, nd l was 1 ft alone, 
but with the hi ppy assurance that she was 
where tie wicked cesse trom tiousbling, : nd 
the wesry are at re:t. 

Irving never marred, and yesterday I 
heard that he, toe, had been laid in the 
tomb. 

I shall , 

read 
with a shudder. I! 

| Mr. 

‘Marion, d: rl- | 

tut to her | 

short 
we 

CURED OF SCIATICA. 

THE EXPERIENCE OF A BRUCE CO. 

FARMER, 

suffering Yo Severely That He Became Al- 

most A Helpl ss Cripple—Is Again Able 

to be About His Work as Well as Ever, 

[From the Walkertop Telescope.] 

During the past few years tke Telescope 
has published many statements giving the 
particulars of cures frcm the use of Dr. 
Williams’ Pik Pils. They were sll so 
well authenticated as to leave no coubt as 
to their ccmylete truthfu'ness, but had any 
doubt remained i's last vestige would have 
been removed by a cure which bas re ently 
come under our personal cbrervation. [It 
is the case of Mr. Jobn Allen, a promirent 
young farmer of tbe t wnship of Greenock. 
Mr. Allen is so well known in Walkerton 
and the vicinity adjoining it, that a brief 
account ot his really remerksb'e recovery 
trom what s-em:'d an incurable disease 
vill be of icterest to our readers. During 
the early part of the summr of 
18095, while working in the bush, 

with 
pair S 

At first he re- 
garded it as but a passing attack. » nd 
thought that it would disappear in a day 

seizad 

rbeumatic 
Allan was 

appeared to be 
the back and should rs. 

what 
in 

or two. Oa tue con ra-y, however, he 
daily continued to grow worse, and it was 
vot long before ke bad to give up work al- 
together. Irom the back the pains : hitt- 
ediohs right leg :nd hip where they 
finally s«tt’led snd so completely helpless 
did he beoome, that he was unable to do 
more then welk a ross tte room and then 
only with the aid ot crutches Ot course 
be consulted tke doctors but none ot them 
seem=d + ble to do him any geod. People 
in speaking ot his case, always spoke pity- 
ingly, 17 b-inz generally thought that he 
bad passed trom the wor'd of activity, ard 
ttat he was doomed to live and 
die a cripple. We are tree to 
contess that tls was our own 

view of the matter, and our surprise, there- | 
fore, can be read)ly imagined when some 
few weeks ago, we saw this 8 It same Jobn 

| Allen drivirg ttrough tbe town on the top 
| ot a large load cf grain. 
as wes our surprise at first, it became still 
greater when arriving at the grist mill, he 
jroceeded to jump pimbly from the load, 
and then with the grea’est appserent ease 
bi gan to unleal the beavy bags ot greia. 

Upon tesring it oper, I saw, how- | Curious to krow what it was that bad 
trought this wondertul ch nge, we took 
ihe first convenicn* opportunity to ask him. 

‘Well,” said he in reply, ‘I am as well as 
I ever was, and [ attribute my cure to Dr. 

Mr. Allen then gave us in a very frank 
marner, the whole story of his sickness, 
and Lis cure, the chief poirts ot which 

have set torth acove. After cor- 
sonsulting two physicians and find- 
ing no rehet, he settled down to tha 
conviction that Lis case was a hopeless one. 
He lot confiderce in medicines, and when 
it was suggested that he should give Pink 
Pills a tnal, he at first abt olutely rcfused. 
However, his friends persisted and finslly 
ke agreed to give them a trial. The effect 
was beyond his most sanguine expectations, 
as tte Piok Pills bave drivin away every 
trace cf his pains and he is able to go about 
bis work as usual. As might be expected 
Mr. Allen 1s lcud in his praise of Pink Fills, 
and was quite willing that tke fects of bis 
c:se should be given publicity, hoping that 
it might catch the eye ot soreone who was 
sumil«rly + fli: ted. 

Dr. Willian s* Piok Pills act’directly up- 
on tke blcod and neives, building them 
anew ard tlus driving discase from the 
syst'm. There is no trouble due to either 
ot these causes which Pink Pills will not 
cure, and iL hundreds ot ces's they bave 
re tored pati-nts to health alter all other 
remdies had tailed. Ask for Dr. Williams’ 
Pink Pills ard tike nothing else The 
genuine ae always erclosed in Boxes the 
wrapper around which bears the tull trade 
merk “Dr. Williams Pick Pills tor Pale 
People.” May b+ lad from all dealers or 
sent post p id on receipt of 50 cents a 
box or six boxes lor 2 50 by addressing 
the Dr. Wilit. ms Medicine Co, Brock- 
ville, Ont. 

to think thet Giliord had been so successful | 
but picture my surprise when I arrived at | 
The Cedars, to be intrecduccd to a tall. 
dark-locking man, with a sensual ex-| 
pression of countenance, called Sir Wil- 
liam Marston, who, 1 wes told, was to be 
Maricn’s husband, 

1 said vot a word at the time, but watch- 
ed all narrowly; Marion 1 was certain, 
disliked him, for ttere was a sorrowiul 
look upon Ler tace, and she sppeared to 
be always reviewing the past, and to 
avoid thinking of the future. As for 
Sir William, I did not think he cared for 
her; but then he was twenty vears her 
senior. Mrs. Leigh was the greatest 
puzzle to me: she appeared to be always 
anxious and nervous. If the hall bell rang 
an hour later than usual, she would start, 
lose all her self-possession, and paute with 
her head slightly bent, as if she dreaded 
to hear the footsteps or voice of some un- 
bidden form. Mr. Leigh was the same as 

B.B.B.- 

~ STRAIGHT AS AN ARROW 
AN 

TO THE MARK. 

In all diseases that affect humanity 
some weak link in the chain of health, some spot 
that is the seat of the trouble. 

there is 

It may be the liver, 
it may be the stomach; perhaps it is the bowels or 
the kidneys; most likely it is the blood. Burdock 
Blood Bitters goes straight to that spot, strengthens 
the weak link in the chain, removes the cause of the 

disease, and restores health, because it acts with 

cleansing force and curative power upon the stomach, 
liver, kidneys, bowels and blood. ; 

With good red blood health is assured, without 
it disease is certain to come and Burdock 

BLOCK LITTERS 
is the only remedy that will positively remove all 
blood poisons. In ulcers, abscesses, scrofula, scrofu- 
lous swellings, skin diseases, blotches, old sores, etc., 

B.B.B. should be applied externally, as well as taken 
internally according to directions. 

(+ est however, | 

HILDA THULES TRUST. 

It was while on a visit fo the Orkneys 
that the following story came to my knowl- 
edge. Wken cver I returned of an even- 
ing from shooting wildtowl along the pic- 
turesque coast, my attention had always 
been attracthd to a female figure seated on 
a rugged headland. Her torm declared 
youth, her attire that ot one of the idhabit- 
ants. Fine weather or foul, there I was 
sure to see her, motionless, save for the 
tossing dark hair, her bands clasped on her 
knees, her ge ze strained seaward. 
Occe, venturing to draw near, 1 found 

her to be singularly bandsome. 
Hi r eyes were large, of an intense blue, 

and had the dilation, the peculier clearness 
and inner geze of tbe visionary. - 
She bad rot apparently beard my step; 

therctore, loath to disturb so deep a mus- 
ing, I retired softly to the cottage in the 
little hamlet where I lived. From my sit- 
ting-room that silent figure was discernible, 
and, on my land-lady’s appearance, I could 
not resist referring to it. 

‘Ah! but ye mean Cr zey Hilda,’ se 
rejoined, peering out of the window under 
her wrinkled hand. *Ay, sure! there she 1s, 
an’ there she will be till the darkness fa's.’ 

‘Is the insane ?' I asked. 
‘Hcot, sir! no. I, ncr ain itker will 

garg to say thet, though a’ think she has a 
wee bit bee in ber bonnet. How ither 
could it be, wken tor twa bonnie years she 
has sat like yonder, waitin’ tor Ler sailor 
laddie, who a’ kens bas teen dead this 
leng syne ?’ 

‘She, then, believes otherwise?’ | said. , 
‘Eh, she does. When the callant left, 

be vowed, if she'd be true, he'd come back 
alive or dead. An’she is trae, so declares 
Sti enie Rantzel will een keep his word. 
But, sir, as ye seem inclined tor a claver, 
['il tell ye the stery.’ 

R-adily acquiescing, I geve my hostess 
a chair, and trom her beard the following, 
though, in relating it, I shall not entirely 
keep to her verracu'ar :— 

‘Hilda Thule,” she began, ‘is the only 
dsughter et Jarlsfat Thule; th: o'd mon, 
ye maun a seen, wi.’ the white hair and 
stoopit form, which well he deserves. 
Nearly three years syne, Hilda was ain o’ 
the bandsomest, gayest latses in the Ork- 
ceys. Many were ber suitors; but, o’ her 
am will, wi'oot asking nsne opinion, she 
troth-plighted her:el’ to Stecnie Ran'zel, 
a young sailor, who only visited the island 
when bis hip was in the port. 

‘Folks shook their heads, and said, 
though he was gude an’ bonnie, h: had na 
tutlicient gear ter Jarlstut Thule. 

‘Hilda lo’ed him weel, though, an’, only 
for a wee bit tear of her father, wud have 
given him hers: ]’ as readily as she ge'ed 
him her hesrt. An’wa’ this while, Jarlstut 
Thule wae the sole aim blind to his daugh- 
ter's eflection for go'den-baired Steenie. 

‘But noo he was vera soon to le:rn it. 
*It was just aboot the kelping season, 

when Steen Ran z |, just arrived, resolved 
na longer to keep a still tongu=, but to de- 
clare his love to Thule, aun’ ask bis aye to 
it.’ 
‘What does he sce ?’ I inquired. 
“No less than that the stranger from the 

mainland, staying at old Thule’s hoose—a 
fine book-scholar, but wi’a wzened face, 
an’ body like an eel- ~had cast his e’en up- 
on Hilda, &n’ because o'his gow'd had 
hal!-won the old man’s cocsent to become 
his son-in-law a'ready.” 
To make a long story sho t—which my 

landlady did not—Stephen Rantzel wet 
Hilda on the shore to tay f.reweil, for that 
nigtt be had to join his ship; tut when he 
accompanied her home, Le cid not leave 
her at the gate, but w nt in, and frankly, 
manfully told bis love. 
Old Jarlsiut Thule’s wrath, they say, 

was terrible to witness. He load. d the 
young sailor with insult—with cutting 
names, hard to bear; and, callicg hima 

graceless beggar, bade him quite the 
house, and never cross its threshold again 

His fair tace flusted crimson, his strong 
hands knit, Steenie listened ; but would not 
so much as answer, remembering the 
speaker was his darling’s father. Hilda 
saw 1t, and it made her strong and grateful 
to speak for him. Stepping to his side, 
clasping h's hand in hers. she address old 
Thule : 

‘Father, I ha’e ever been a dutiful bairn 
to ycu. But now I canna; 1 warn you; 
sae do na drive me too far. Iken the mon 
ye'd ha’e me wed ; but I never will. 1 hate 
the vera sight 0’ bis wrinkled fice, an’I 
lo’e Steenie as my life—nay, mair, for I'd 
ttraw myself off Storna Head for bis sake. 
Na’ ither than he shall ever ca’ me wife.’ 
She looked so strangely grand and 

beaut ful as she spoke, that tte old man 
cowed ; but only for an in:tant; then bis 
wrath broke forth on her. He vowed wi h 
bis last breath hed curse her if she ever 
mariied Steenie Rantzel. 
A shiver ran thioogh the girl at his cruel 

words, and she drew slightly trcm ber lover, 
as she replied : 

‘Father, I'll no bing a curse on my ead 
which a dead mither has blessed. The 
day may come—I believe it will—when 
ye'll thin of this an’ me wi’ a kinder 
besrt. It I may co’ marry Steenie, I'll 
mar: y ni avi her, that [ vow, sae I tancy 
ye'll trick better 0 it if ye'd see me happy.’ 
Tte old men made no answer in his 

anger, and she proceded, holding out her 
hand to Ranfzel : 

‘Steenie, it's time you were gang, laddie. 
Dinna be dowr-bearted ; I'll be true till 
death, though I die a maid. Mind you come 
back and see.’ 

*1 trust you, my bonnie Hilda,’ be cried, 
fondly embracing ber, even betore Jails'ut 
Thule's ¢wn face ; ‘es you meun trust me. 
I swear, alive or cead, I'll come back! 

Witl out heeding tke infuriated old man, 
Hilda accompanied her lover to the beach, 
and the last words be celled to her as bis 
boat shot away, were : 

*Alive or dead, I'll come back, lassie, as 
as the blue heaven is aboon us” 

After he had gone, Jarlsfut Thule used 
all bis persuasion, bis threats and passion, 
to force Hilda to accept the **dri. d baddie” 
of a scholar till the poor girl was near datt ; 
and one day, starting up, she said : 

‘I am going to Storna Head. Tell Robert 
Anch’er to come to me there, an’ he shall 
ba’e my answer.’ 

‘I'hule was not leng mm sending him, and 
soon he s.ood by Hilda's side. For a 
moment she regarded him in y scorn, 
then exclaimed, through her set white 
teeth. 
‘Ken this. Behent Ansivies, I am no 

ganging to ha’e my life dinned oot 0’ me 
for yp you! I lo’e Steenie HKantzel, 
who's coming back to wed me for his ain 
wife. Sae, if you do na leave this island, 

da  — 

trong and Happyg Assurance 
~— 

Paine’s Celery Compound Positively 
~ land Permanently Cures. J] 

Men and Women Made Strong for the Hot Weather 
If the Doctors Have Failed to Give You Health, Paine’s Celery Com- 

pound Will Meet Your Case—Your Blood Will Be Thoroughly 
Cleaned—Your Nervous System Will Be Strengthened—You 
Will Feel Bright and Happy. 

There ought to be no necessity of con- 
tinually reminding peopie that they should 
look closely to their condition of healih at 
this season of the year. Notwithstanding 
conttant warnings thousands feem to be 
quite indifferent to what they term the 
small ills of life. Small streams make 
mighty, 1u:hing rivers; the small ills of 
life, when neglected, frequently bring on 
dangerous maladies that end in dea'h. 
The trifles of to-day—weak and deathly 

feelings, nervous twitchings, debility, 
sleeplessness, tired feelings, 
dull pain in the head—may to-morrow re- 
sult in dread disease, paralysis, insanity, or 
that awtul paresis that ends lite so quickly. 

This is indeed the time when Pame’s 
Celery Compound should be used by old 
and young who feel they are not up to the 
standard of tull health, streng'h and activ- 
ity. 
The hot, enervating weath:r of summer 

will scon overtake the weak, languid, ner 
vous and broken-down. The results must 
be appalling and fatal to thousands, if the 
system is not fortified by earth’s best medi- 

and heavy 

cine, Paine’s Celery Compound. 
‘The tact that Paine’s Celery Compound 

has met the most sanguine expectations of 
physicians, and cured so many in the past, 
should be the strongest and happiest ass. 
ance to thote who need a life-giving medi- 
cine at the present time. 1 hat Paine’s 
Celery Compound cures positively and 
permanently all diceases arising from im- 
pure blood, or from decline in vigor of the 
nerve system, is fully proved by thousands 
of earnest and happy men and women who 
have signed letters to that effect, 

Let us kindly urge every individual, 
young and old, who 1s out of condition, to 
make trial ot one bottle of Paine’s Celery 
Compound, The results will be astonish- 
ing, convincing and gladdening. No other 
medicire in the world like it tor pure, "4 
blood, a: d for bestowing that robust health 
that can successtully cope with the dangers 
that have to be encountered in mid-sum- 
mer. 

Beware of imitations and substitutes. 
See that you get ‘‘Paine’s” the kind that 
**makes people well.” 

but remain to send me daft rather than be 
false to my true Jaddie, I'll thraw myself 
trom this headland, or I'll thraw you! 
Look—it's death! 
By a sudden movement, ber eyes flash- 

ing drew his lean form so close to the fear- 
less edge, that, fearing she in‘enced to 
murder him, he leaped back with a cry of 
terror. 

“Yes; I can do it, an’ I will! said Hilda 
so determinedly, that Robert Auchter took 
to his het ls, and that same night sailed for 
the m:inland. 

**And did not Steenie Rantzel return?” 
I asked. 
“Na; the skip was wrecked atses, An’ 

cot o' the crew, only three escaped, and 
not ain o’ them was puir, bonnie Steenie, 
the har dsome callant.” 

‘Hilda Thule, however,” 1 remarked, 
‘does rot believe in his ceath?’ 

‘Na; she will na. Fra that morn, when 
the news came, she bas gang aboot her 
duties asusual; only by degrees a’ the 
geiety an’ brightness ba’e faded oot 0’ her 
face, which ever is calm ard white, as ye 
ste it noo. It’s no the whiteness o’ de- 
spair, though, for it ye question ber, she'll 
arswer, wi’ a bonnie smile : ‘He will come, 
be it ever sae lang first. Have na I his 
word ? an’ my laddie never deceived me 
yet. He promised me, slive or dead, he'd 
come.” An’, sir, it’s for to catch the 
glimpse 0’ his boat that she sits up there 
alane, looking treaward.’ 
‘And Jarlstut Thule ?’ I asked. 
‘Oh! he’s repented riony a dey. Hilda 

was his lie an’ joy; an’ noo her white 
cheek an’ mirthless ¢’en sair cut bim to the 
heart.’ 

I need not state the motionless, youth‘ul 
figure ot Hilda Thule possessed a double 
interest for me after this recital; and once 
I dared to speak to the maiden, when, on 
my touching on the subject, fixing Ler 
clear blue eyes upon mine, with a smile, 
she even answered as my ladnlady had pre- 
dicted. 

It was the third night after the above, 
when | was startled trom my sleep by the 
voice of the tempest. Ail day the wind 
had sounded with a hollow moan, echoed 
by the beavy pulses ct the fea, as reflect- 
ing heaven's fa‘e. over waich flew the 
stormy rack in weird shapes, with sullen 
beat it had heaved acd broken amid the 
rocks. 
The bronzed browed fishers congregated 

on the beach bad foretold, with no dissient- 
ient voice, a fearful tempest, and it had 
come. 

The cne terrible blast, which like tbe 
rosr of cavnon, bad banished slumber, was 

succeeded by the turmoil ot the hurricane. 
A storm in the Orkneys was something 

to see, and dressing hurriedly, I hastened 
forth. All the hamlet was astir. Why? 
Was the storm so rare? No; the answer 
came even as the quettiou passed through 
my bram. Ovwr the waters broke the 
deep boom ot the m'nute-gun. 

Every face, every foot, was turned sea- 
ward, snd I, with a feeling ot awe, blended 

with despair for the untortunate crew, at 
my heart, went with the stream. Soon we 
all stood on tte shore, our strained geze 
bent over the tumbling waters. 
A flask! 
Yes, now it was discernible; the brave 

ship battling with the tempest amid the 
breakers. kven ss the light revealed it 
a cry of borrow arose from those on land; 

for that one glance had shown the vessel 
to te doomed. 

But a shriek which chilled each heart— 
which echoed above that cry, above even 
the hurricane— made every eye turn in one 
direction, and there, on Storna Head, 

stood Hilca Thule in her old aon but 
how different ber atiituce! rect, her 
dark bair streaming back from her pale 
face ner eyes dilated, standing on the very 
edge of the rock, her arms extended tc- 
wards the illfated ship, she shrieked aloud : 

‘Steenie—Steenie, I wait! You have 
come at last—at last! 

All gezed in astonishment, then cnce 
mere the attention of each wes recalled to 
the vessel. Its final struggle was ey 
over. A mighty wave, even as we looked, 
lifted it alott, then dashed it high on the 

jagged rocks, which tore her fimber from 
timber. A dreadtul cry arose. : 

In vain the strong ship, like a thing of 
lite, strove to free itsell; a few moments, 

and nothing was longer seen of her save 
dark, floating timbers and the struggliog 
forms of drowning men. i 

Afterwards came silence—a silence most 

awful except for the still raging tempest. 
Then again succeeded ¢ ction. The rush- 

ing, leaping waves, dashing inland, were 
bringing in the wreck on their foamy 
crests, to fling it down, as ttough weary 
with their aw!ul play, upon the beach. No 
wreckers dwelt there, and strong, honest 
arms were stretched to save, the fishers’ 
broad breasts fearlessly meeting tte billows. 

Suddenly. among that excited group, 
I—not an idle looker-on—perceived Hilda 
Thule, still with that c'ear dilated expres- 
sion ; her gsze was directed over the water. 
For abrietspace she wis motionless, silent ; 
then her lips parted with a cry. 

‘Steenie, my own laddie! ste shrieked, 
‘you have kept your promise: you have 
come— come !’ 

Even while she spoke, she had sprung 
to mec t the advancing mountainous wave. 
Twenty hands were stretched to arrest 

her, but too late. Hilda bad disappeared ; 
only, however, for one instant. The next, 
her long hair streaming about her person, 
she was whirled fiercely back upon the 
beach, clasping a wrecked seamen in her 
arms. 

Readily did they aid ber now, drawing 
ber and her prize out of the reach of the 
ocean, where, yet holding 1he prostrate 
man in her embrace, Hilda Thule ¢xclaim- 
ed, in frantic joy : 

‘Steenie, living or dead, you bave come, 
and [ am true 

In wonder, the fishers, seeking a lantern, 
brought its light to bear upon the two. 

Truly, indeed, extended on the shore, 
his eyes closed, his fair bair clinging dank 
about his white face, was S'cenie Rautzel. 
By tome strange mesmeric power—by 

some innate sensition created by love, or 
by whatever the learned may tern it, though 
it is indescribable—Hilda bad divined her 
lover's presence in the doomed ship, and 
had saved him. 

Yes, saved him, for the young sailor was 
not dead, as anyone may find who cares 
to visit th t picturesque hamlet in the 
Orkn-ys, where they will see him, with his 
true, brave wife, in the centre of a group 
ot happy, haalthtul children. 
He had been wrecked, as reported ; but 

be had also been saved by a foreign vessel, 
outward bound, having by a miracle main- 
tained lite in him, borne up by the hope of 
yet seeing Hilda. Through a contrariety 
of events, his return to bis native land had 
ever been delayed, and the one letter he 
sent must bave discarried. for it never 
came. 
The morning following the tempest—a 

bright one, full of sunsbine—I left for the 
mainland. As the boat danced over the 
flashing waves. I looked back at Storna 
Head, where to frequently I bad seen the 
Jong. eolitary figure, It was not des ‘zd. 

ilda was again there : but beside he: ~~ w 
stood handsome Steenie Rintzel ; while 
near them was the bent figure ot Jarlstut 
Tt ule. 

I went on my way rejoicing, for Hilda's 
story bad much interested me, and, for her 
sake, I was glad ber prediction had proved 
true—that the day had come when Jarlsfut 
Thule had thougt ot her and her affection 
for her lover with a kinder he art, 

HIRES’ 
| Rootbeer 

Her Expression Alone 

Tells That. ..ccooveeee 

A GOOD CUSTOMER IS LOST, 

Hons and cheap artificial preparations are 
cy yh as the ro b= HIRES, 

#@~ Ask ycur Grocer or Druggist for it. J8¢ 
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