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A STROKE OF CONSCIENCE

Mr. Marchmont sat alone in his city
office, gloomily realizing the fact that he
was a runed man ; and, worse still. that he
had involved others in his own financial
disasters, without either their knowledge
or their consent. It was the old, old tale;
ill fortune in businese, rash speculative in-
vestments to mect extravagant expenditure
then misappropriation of trust funds to re-
pair past loses and enable bim to continue
bis gambling vantures with the wild hope
taat previous m sfortunes could be re-
trieved. Now all was gone; the forture
of his orphan clients as well as his own;
and, in another month or so, when Harold
Williams wou'd b2 21, and the ‘trust’
would, by the terms ot his old friend’s will,
have to be rendered up discovery of the
real condition of affairs must ensue. It was
not an sgreeable prospect, tor Mr. March-
mount, lilke many another misapplier of
trust funds, had never intended to be actu-
ally dishonest any more than does the clerk
or shopman who ‘borrows’ from bhis
employer's ‘p:ctty cash,’ or shop till
to m2et his own losses on the race
cours2. Every gambler with the money ot
other people locks forward to making some
‘lu-ky stroke’ which shall recoup all his
tormer losses—and is mostly disappointed
in this exceptation. Fora long time Mr.
Marchmont had {ought desperately against
the evidence ot facts, and plunged into yet
wilder speculations with the hope of re-
trieving Lis financizl d:sasters, but now all
was gone ; the tortune of the two orphans
ot his o!dest friend engulted with his own,
and this under circumstances which wouid
assuredly lay the defaulting tiustee open
to a criminal prosecution. Would it be
wisest to slip quietly away while there was
yet time? Bat his whole soul revolted
against this idea ; for, until the fatal rpccu-
lative mania had seized upon him, Mr.
Marchmont aad been a man ot honor and
integrity, and was greatly respec'ed and
esteeme 1 by all who knew him. It was, in-
deed, his known high reputation whieh had
induced his old friend to place the fature
ot bis children so unreservedly in hishands.

‘It you will corsent to become their
trustee, Marchmont,’ be had eaid, ‘I shall
appoint no one to act with you. I can
trust you fully, and shall leave everything
in your bands until Harold is 24. I know
you'll do your best for him and Ellie, and
keep the money where it is—in good, sate,
non-speculative investments.’

Mr. Marchmont, then a prosperous mer-
chant, had readily undertaken the charge
laid upon bim, and fulfiiled it honesily
enough until within a year or so belfore
the tim2 when onr story commences. Bat
there bad been a time of great financial
cepression, and Mr. Marchmont’s firm bad
suffered like the rest of the world; and
then, in a fatal hour, he had been tempt-
ed to gamble on the Stock Exchange, had
won, had lost, lost again, grown reckless.
and now that £30,000 which should be
handed over to Harold and his sistorin
another six weeks was &s non-existent as
was Mr. Marchmont’s own private fortune.
Business was most deprcssed etill; &nd
Jenkins, the other partner, had begun to
advocate boldly facing the real condition
of things and ‘winding up’ the firm’s affairs
but Jenkins was, of course, ignorant of his
partner’s embezzlement of trust funds.

It is one thing for a business man whose
affairs have become involved through un-
expacted misfortunes, ‘to call a meeting of
creditors’ and lay the facts plainly betore
them, and anotber to have to conters that
a trustee has—to put it bluntly—made
away with money that does not belong to
him. It was no small -addition to the tor-
turing anxie'y of the situation that Jenkins
was so perpetually advocating a ‘voluntary
winding up' of the firm, and a
candid statement of their affairs. Ot
course, the crash and the discovery
were bound to come shortly ; even already
Mr. Marchmont fancied that some suspici-
ons were ariiing in younrg William's mind,
tor the youth had become rather pressiog
regarding the fixture of a date on which to
go into all the trust accounts, and bave the
investments duly transferred. Alas! all
these *investments’ had been nonconsistent
for some time. It had often been & desper-
ate struggle to pay the interest on the van-
ished capital, and the delays which bad oc-
casionally ensued had perhaps aroused some
suspicion of the truth in Harold Williams
mind. Oa onc preteace or another, March-
mont had hitberto contrived to put off the
evil day of reckoning, but had been obliged
to fix a date for it at last. In another six
weeks the truth must be revealed: Mr.
Marchmont must stand before tte world as
a convicted thief, a betrayer of the trust of
a dead friend, and Harold and his sister
must learn that owing to his embezzlem=nt
thev were reduced trom comparative afflu-
ence to absolute beggary. Small wonder
that, as the wietched man sat alone in his
private room, his face looked gray and
lined, or that he glanced olten at a certain
locked drawer, in whice some waeks pre-
viously, he bad placed a tiny phial.

‘There is always that means ot e.cape.
I can never face the lad and his sister and
tell them that I hava ruined them,’ though’
Marchmont, who, to do him jastice, was
even more concerned to thidk of the cala-
mity which he had brought upon his younz
fyiends, than of the probable consequences
to himself of his rvash acts. If I'd only
drank the contents of that bottle three
years ago, before all this took place !’
thought the merchant bitterly. '

¢It's not our fault, but simply our mis-
fortune, Marchmont, that we are in such
straits,’ the junior pirtaer would often ssy.

‘It was those unexpected failures abroad
that dragged us down. But we're quite
clear, thank heiven, from any imputation
of ‘reckless trading,’ end need have no
objection to face our creditors fairly, and
let them go over our books for themselves.
As business men they will te re:sonable
in the met'er and we're only carrying on
now at a loss, and gelting worse every

day.’

a'rue,i the accounts of the firm were
clear and clean enough; it was in his
private capacity that Mr. Marchmont had

gambled and embezzled. But to ‘‘wind
up” his buriness would precipitate the dis-
covery ot his private malpractices; and
with the natural desire of puttiog off the
evil day as far as possible, Mr. March-
mont still clung to delay. Six weeks yet
remained to him, and then —at the worst—
there were the contents ot the vial.

*Truth is stranger than fiction,"is a trite
remark ; and the ‘singular accidents’ which
novelists are often ridiculed for adapting
into their tales not unfre quently take place
in real life. One morming Mr. March-
mont. who was usually the last to arrive at
the office, found Jenkios, usually so cool
and quiet, in a state of extreme, though
suppressed excitement.

‘Com? here,’ said this gentleman, drag-
ging his partner by the arm into the pri-
vate sanctum, and caietully shuting the
door. ‘I don’t want the clerks to get an
inkling ot what I have tosay. You re-
member those farms at the Cape which we
took over—as the only asset we could lay
hands on—when that South African firm
failed and let us in so heavily ¥’

‘Yes, and valueless enough they have
proved,’ said Merchmont indifferently,

‘Have they ?' cried Jenkins exultingly.
*Just wait and see. I bave received pri-
vate information—f{rom a source I am not
at liberty to disclote—that gold has been
discovered in seme part of this land, and
that if we wait, and play our cards well—
we may make a fortunate yet out of the
sale of that *valuable estate.’

And such, in tact, proved to be the case.
Jenkins, a shrewd and cautious man of
businese, succassfully negotifted the mat-
ter ; Marchmon*, indeed, being too dezed
by this sudden change in the situation to
intermeddle mach 1o the effair. .

There were delays, aud many disussione,
and much ccrrespondence, but the matter
ended—thauks to Mr. Jenkin's good man-
agement—in these erstwhilz despised
‘African farms,, proving a veritable ‘gold
mine’ to the original owners who sold them
for a sum which entirely recouped Mr.
Mirchmont for his private losses, and en-
abled Mr. Jenkinks to retire fcom the
farm—as he promptly announced his inten-
tion of doing—with a comtortable compet
ence.

‘I have made my money, and I don't
mean to ritk it in any business again,’ re-
marked this gentleman.

Thanks to this unespected stroke of luck
Mr. Marchmont was aole to look forward
to the dreaded trust audit with more com-
posure. It was necessary, of course, to
prepare a very elaborate—and fictitious —
series of accounts to conceal the real facts,
but at least, the money was there to be
handed over and recipients are usually sat-
isfi.d to receive their own, without indulg-
ing in too close scrutiny, as to how it has
been dealt with betore it arrives in their
hand. Mr. Marchmont winced, however,
as he saw that Harold Williams, when he
kept the long deferred sppointment at the
merchant’s oflize to ‘go nto the accounts,’
had brought his solicitor with him, a
shrewd, keen-eyed, middle-aged man
of well-known ability in the proles-
sion. Nothing, howevcr, could be
more courteous than this gentleman’s
demeznor as he explained that ‘his
voung chent, being somewhat ignor-
ant of business,” had suggested that

‘No,’ exclsimed Harold, who, like Mr.
Marchmont, had noticed the coldness of
his lawycr's manner to the trustee, ‘no,
I've something else to do first.’

Both the other men io cked at the speaker
in some surprise.

‘I have to atk your forgiveness, said the
vouth ing2nuously, advancing toward Mr.
Marchmont, and holding out his hand; ‘I
am u'terly ashamed to confess that, tor
sgome while, I have wrorged yqu, my
fither's olde:t triend, and the kiad and
faithtul guarcian of my own and my sister’s
interests, by wicked and urjust suspicions.
Circumstances—not worth r.cilling now—
had led me to fancy that—well, I'm fairly
ashamed to say the words—'hit our mon:y
was not quite safe in your keeping. Isee
now how mistaken—how wrong I was’—
here Mr. Vivian mentally ejaculated:
*Was he?’—‘and I ask ycur paidon for
the wrorg I did you in my thoughts. 1
feel 1t onty due to you, sir, to mage this
confession, ash:med as I am to have to do
it ; but you will torgive me, will you not ?’
he thould accompiny him, and check over
the trust accounts. At least, the money
was forthcoming, as Marchmont thoughe
with infinite sense of reliet, but as the
quiet lawyer examined the ac.ounts in
silence, the miscrable trustce felt well
aware that ths shrewd solicitor bad ac-
curately gauged the real condition of
etfairs, and could penetrate all ingenious
devices whereby figures had been mani-
pulated to concea! facts.

Indeed, as Mr. Vivian, the lawyer, turn-
ed over the accounts, h2 was sayinz to
himselt: ‘kExactly as I expscted; these
trust funds have been made away with and
replac:d. Well, it's no business ot
mine to point this out, aad anyhow, my
client has got back his own ia the end.

But thare wm:s a decided coldness in the
tones in which Mr. Vivian thanked Mr.
Marchmont tor the opportunity he had
given them for inspecing his trust ac-
counts, which which were all in due order.

‘And now we have only to arrange for
the tor formal transference of the property
to Mr. Wiliiams and s sster,” remarked
the lawyer. as he laid down the last paper.

There was a pavse. Mr. Marchmon-
did not take the offered hand, but sat still,
with a stravga, fixed look upon his face.

‘] was so anxious about Ellie, my little
sister.’ went on the young man; we are all
alone in tke world, as you koow. Bat if
I cruelly misjudged you, sir, [ am at least
ready to ackaowledge myselt utterly in the
wrong and to ask your forgivemess.
Were my dear father here,’ added the
young man, with some emction, ‘I am sure
he would fully appreciate your kindness to
his orpban children and thank you as sin-
ce ely as I do for your noble and conscient-
tulfilment of the tru:t he reposed in you.’

Mr Marchmont slowly staggered to his
feet ; an awful grayness was over-spread-
ing his face.

‘It is—very—touching—and-—gratify-

ing.’ he began, in a strangely altered voice.

hen he suddenly collapsed, and fell on
the floor—dead. :

‘The fellow had some conscience after
a1, thought Mr. Vivian to himselt, when-
elver he looked back on the awful occur
re;xce ; but, lawyer-like kept his own coun-
sel.

‘Failure of the heart's action,” was the
medical verdict, with the addendum that
Mr. Marchmont had long been 1 a critical
state of health.

Harold Williams often reproached him-
self for having, by a little additional ex-
citement, possibly accelerated the fatal
catastrophe; but yet, as the young man
once remarked to Mr. Vivian:

‘I cannot understand how my merely
thanking poor Mr. Marchmont should
have aftected bim so mu:h. It was not as
it anything had been wrong with his ac-
counts.’

Mr. Vivian only coughed in reply; and
to the end of their lives, Harold and his
sister believed their lives, Ilarcld and his
sister believed their trustee to have been a
model of honesty and rectitude. Yet,
perheps, as the lawyer hid surmised, it
was Marchmont’s ‘conscience’ that had
killed him after all.—Household Words.

SORE THUMBS AND THINGS.

I write these lines holding my left thumb
nearly perpendicular and keeping it well
out of harm’s way. Itis tiad up in a rag,
and is both a painful and unsightly object.
For more than a week it has been so, and
I’m getting disgusted with it. Forit is so
sore and inflamed, you know, that it takes
my attenticn and feels bigger than all the
rest of my body. That's just because it
hurts. 1fit were sound and well, probably
I should never think a word abeout it, end
never be a grain thankful for all the use
it is to me. Now, isn't that the way with
all of us about everything? Two good
tbumbs—two good flesh-and-blood anvils.
We hammer on ttem for years and never
say, ‘“‘What wonderfully good stuff these
thumbs are made of!" Not we. DBut let
one of em get tore, and we say, “What a
nuisance a thumb is anyway.”

Oolige me by reading the following
letter : —

““In February, 1892.” says the writer,
I bad an attack ot influerza, which left
me in a very weak state. I felt tired,
heavy, and languid, and some could not
get up my strength. However, I kept on
at my work and got along fairlv well up to
the first week of I'ecember, 1893.

,At that time I had a bad taste in the
mouth, a poor appetite, and a gnawing,
craving feeling at the pit of the stomach.
I was then taken with a dreadful pain at
the chest and around the heart; and every
time I drew my brea'h it was like a knife
cutting me, g

‘I was in agony day and night, and scar-
cely able to bear the pain. Icould neither
sit or lie down. and for hours together I
walked avout the room. I applied must-
ard plasters, poultices, and fomentations,
but nothing did me any good. I saw a
doctcr at North Walsham, and another at
Cromer, both of whom said I was suffering
from muscular pains.

‘They gave me medicines of various
kinds, but I got no better. As time went
on I grew weak and helpless, and tried one
medicine atter another, but tailed to obtain
any relief.

‘After suffering /2 greatest torture for
scven weeks I determined to try a medicine
that bad benefited my mother—Mother
Siegel's Curative Syrup. My wife got me
a bottle from Mr. Denney, the chemist at
North Walsham, and after I bad taken the
contents I felt great relief. my appetite
returned and my food agreed with me, all
the pain at my chest and side gradually
wearing away.

*“When [ had taken the second bottle /
got back to my work as strong as ever I was
in my life. Mother Seigel's Syrup bas re-
stored me to pertect health—somettiog I
have not known for the past two years.
You are at liberty to make whiat use you
like cf this statement. Yours truly (Sign-
ed) Charles Paul. Antingham., North
Walsham, Norfolk, Feb. 13 h, 1804.”

Thankiog Mr. Paul and felicitating him
on his recovery, we will make this use of
bis statement, by saying that the attack of
influenzy had nothing to do with what he
suffered a'terwards, save as the earliest re-
sult of the cause which produced both in-
digestion and dyspepeia. The poisons
from an obstructed digestion were scatter-
ed through his system long before he was
sensible of it—as often happens. Then
came the outward influences to develop
them ; and all tbe rest succeeded along th2
regular lines.

*The muscular pains,” about which the
doctors wera right, were acute rheumatism
(wflammatory) produced by the dyspeptic
stomach acid. The heart pains just the
same. Mustard plasters, &c., were no
use because the local inflammation grew
faster than such feeble counter-irritants
could withdraw the blood from the sore
spots. The only eure lay in throwing the
poison out of the body by way of the skin,
bowels, end kidneys ; thenin stopping the
manuficture of any more. This Seigel’s
Syrup did. What a pity friend Paul didn’t
try 1t two years before.

Now my sore thumb is from the same
cause— bad blood—not from an irjury. I
bave tried poultices and so on, but they
don’t do & bit of good. I shall now try
Motber Seigel. For inflamed thumbs, and
inflimed muscles are *hot boxes' on the
same machine.

Noblesse Obliges Sometimes,

Mrs. Wallarco Cornstalk (to hostess) —
*“What an obliging man your butler is! I
asked him to call my carriage, and se2, he’s
making signs that he’s got it

Hostess (aghast) —‘*My butler! Why,

ood heavens, Mrs. Cornstalk, that's the
uke of Fi'zfaddleton!”

Mrs. Wallaroo Cornstalk (calmly)—A
Duke, is he! But what a beautiful butler
he would have made !"—London Punch.
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OTTMAR MERGENTHALER.

Descripiive Sketch of the Great Inventor
of the Liuotype.

Th2e Mergenthaler Linotyps is general-
ly admitted to be the finest ingenious ma-
chine in the world today. Its life-like
movements, its instantaneous selection of
letters, its distribution of them, and its
many complex combinations. being mar-
vellous. As may be supposed, a machine
with such a multitude ot different duties
was not the work of any one {brain; bat to
O:tmar Mergenthaler, a mathematical in-
strument maker from Wurtemburg, domi-
ciled in Biltimore, Md., U. S., belongs
the credit ot combining the inventions of
himself and others into one harmonions
whole, so as to produce the machine which
bears bis name. Unanliks most inventors he
wes in no way hampered by want of capital ;
on the contrary, he had the hcarty and
confident support of capital, and when he
had solved the diffi:ulties before him, he
was not robbed of the fruits ot his labors.
To-day Mr. Mergenthaler is counted
amongst the millionaires.

The invention of the Merganthaler Lino-
tvpe represents the ideal union of capital
and labor, whose beneficial results are
illustrated in Oitmar Merganthaler, and
the machine which bears his name.

Away back previous to 1876 Mr. J. O.
Clephance, of Washington, who is now
one of the directors of the Mergenthaler
Company, at that time a court reporter,
was backing Mr. Charles T. Moore, who
had a vague notion of a machine for print-
ing letters and words. After Mr. Moore’s
failure to accomplish satisfactory results
the scheme was taken up by Mr. Dens-
more and Mer. Scholes, whose labors ulti-
mately resalted in the Remington type-
writer. Mr. Mergenthaler was foreman of
Messrs. A. Hahl & Co., of Baltimore, and
into his hands a good deal of the experi-
menting work came. It was at this
time the attention of Mr. L. G. Hine,
of Washington, who directed to the
experiment, and he took a very ac-
tive and warm interest in it, and before
long was the moving spirit in the enter-
prise. During the course oi the experi-
ment a machine called the Band machine
was invented. In this machine the whole
alphabet was placed on one lcag matrix.
It being brought to the attention of Wkite-
law Reid, ot the New York Tribune,
William Smith and other capitaltsts, they
putan additional million dollars capital
into the venture: but this mackine was
never put on the market. It developed
int> the one which was subsequently used
in the New York Tribune and other oflices

and 12 now known as the o/d Linotype. In
this latter machine the single matrix was
first introduced. It had the advantage,
however, of requiring the use ot a blower
to put the matrix ints pomticn and elec-
triciry to aid in their distribution. This
machine met with immediate success, and
a number of them are in uss today.

About this time Mr. Reid and Mr. Mer-
genthaler quarrelled, Mr. R:.id wanting
the machines to be built in New York city
rather than in the Mergenthaler shops in
Baltimore. Mr. Mergenthaler having at
this time separated from Mr. Hahl. The
result was that Mr. Mergenthaler sold out
his stock in the company for $40,000 and
went into the manutacturing business.
He soon after was taken sick, largely due
to the disappcintment, it is said, and while
corfined to his bed his mind ran on 8 new
machine which would do away the blower
and otber crudities of the old machkine.
He was subsequently again taken into the
employ ot the company and given a hand-
some salary and a splendid royalty on
each machine, while all the cost of the ex-
perimenting was borne by tte company.

In the meantime & large l.inotype fac-
tory bad been started in Brook'ya N. Y.
Mr. Mergenthaler’s Baltimore shops,
were turned into experimental sbops, and
he was aiso given a contract to build
machnes by the hundred, on the first lot of
which, it may be said, he lost very largely
although the price given for his work was
considered to be vary generous at that
time.

Having unbounded confidence in the
machine, he invested largely in the stock
of the compaoy, buying up considerable
blocks at very low prices. th2 twenty-five
dollar shares at one time being told at a
litt'e more than a nominal price to those
who would consent to pay the unpaid calls
on them. At the present time is is under-
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| stood that his rovalties and salary give him
£50,000 a year, while bis dividends in stock
add largely toit. Stll he lives in the
same unpretentious style as when he was a
workman, and his head, which is full ot
wheels in a different sense from the
ordinary acceptance of that term, is
constantly running on his inventione.
It seems unfortunate that ibe great
labor and worry in making his inventions
has caused Mr. Mergenthaler serious in-
jury to his health. It is said of him that
when his pbysician insisted on his trying a
change of climate, he said he would rather
die in his shop thin be separated from it.
However that mey be, he has ample oppor-
tunity for rest and recreation, and the at-
tention given to his wmachine neced be
carried on only to a pleasurable extent.
In a tew years his machine bas secured a
tame which extends wherever printing is
known, is in daily use in every continent,
including Australia, and which almost in-
stantaneously, has revolutionized the art of
printing, which had practically until with-
in the last decade undergone no appre-
ciable alteration since the discovery of the
art of printing tour hundred vears ago.

This Hot
Weather

Y0U ARE PHYSICALLY AND
MENTALLY EXHAUSTED,

Paine’s Celery Compound
is the Great Builder and
Recuperator.

Asa rule - there is no pain following
phveical and mental exbaustion and debility.

You know you are wesk, faint, languid,
have loss of memory, depression of spirits,
with a wasting of fl:sh. Your troubles
proceed simply from nervous exhaustion,
and though you are not suff:ring pain and
agony, be assured your condition is ex-
tremely per:lous, and demands immediate
attention.

That wonderful stream (the blood) that
runs to every part of the bodv, supplying
the most minute nerves and tissues, 18 foul
and poisoned. In your present con-
dition your blood is not a life stream ; it is
a stagnant pool of disease and death.

The healthy, bale and strong, that bear
up during the hottest weather, and that
are blessed with clean, pure blood and
steady nerves, are the peop'e who make use
of Paine’s Celery Compound, the only
medicine that revitaliz:s the blood, that
fortifies the nervous system, that gives per-
fect digestive power, sound sleep, and a
new lease of life to those advanced in
years.

Painz’s Celery Compound is truly the
great modern elixir ot Jife, and no wonder
that doctors approve of it and sirongly re-
commend it.

Why go onin wretchedness and misery
when such a medicine promises health,
vigor and new life 7 We recommend you
no untried remedv. Every bottle of Paine’s
Celery Compound is warranted to do the
work it promises. There is health and
life in every drop.

Fate of a Hustler,

Mawkin—‘What's become of Gambit? I
have not seen him for some time.’

Skarem—Oh, he’s in the hospital. A
case of nervous prostration. He ever-exer-
cised, you know. H2 is a great chess
player, you know, and sometimes when he
got thcroughly aroused he has been known
to make three moves in balt a day. No
man, you koow, could bear up under such
killing exercise as that.’—Bo:ton Trans-
cript.

A Forty Year QOld Grievance Removed,

In Ratk, Oat., Chases’ Kidney Liver
Pills are a standard remedy. Joseph
Gardener, of this towa, suffered 40 years
with indigestion and its ever present accom-
paniments—constipation and headache.
K. & L. Pills are the only remedy that
gave him relief. 25c. a vbox, of all drug-
gists. One pill a dose.

A Sllent Pariner.

‘There's Perkins—you kaow Perkins P —
entered into an agreement with his wife
soon after their marriage, twenty years
ago, that whenever either lost temper, or
stormed, the other was to keep silence.’

‘And the scheme worked?’

‘Admirably. Perkins has kept silence

for twenty years.’—Truth.




