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The End : 
of The Story. 3 

The editor pro tem of the County Jour- 
nal sat gloomily ic his offic, frowning 
heavily and bitting viciously at bis mus- 
tache. 
Things stood in his way. The editor 

in chief bad bren called hastily aw:y 
leaving Hugh Eliot in charge: and as that 
young man was ambitious, ttis had been 
much to his delight. 

Before leavin. 1he editor hed placed be- 
fore Hugh tle matter to be used in the 
next issue, including the conclusion of a 
story begun the previous week. This 
story it was which had proved the snare to 
Hugh. 
On looking over it he discovered to his 

dismay, that the final pages were missirg. 
He bad looked for them snxiously, bu: 1 
vain—h nce the contusion about the desk. 
Toe story «oud not be lett urfinished, 
neith-r coulu be take1t upon bimselt to 
substitute another. Suddenly his brow 
clearec, and a good natured emule lic 
upon bis fae. 

‘Ha, the country’s saved !' he exclaimed. 
‘I'll write an end to the banged thing my: 
selt.’ 

Brusbing aside the clutterirg pagers, 
he placed what there was ot the ‘hanged 
thing’ betore him. 
He laugbed 10 himself es his ever too 

ready sence of the rici ulovs caught the 
humor of the #i uation. 

Evidently the personages in the story 
were approaching a crisis. The charscters 
who seemed to be most prominent were a 
tall, cark man and a short light one; a 
beautiful young lady and a peculiar person- 
age named No mo King, who seemed to be 
treated by all with exceedingly familiarity 
Hugh pondered over the situation and 

vainly «endeavored ro find the natural end- 
ing of it all. He haa not read the first part, 
and conscl-d bimselt by hoping that very 
few others h d. It occurred to him to read 
it now, but as luck woula have it, a copy 
of the last issue was not at hand, and he 
did ot take the trouble to look one up. 
thinking, gloomily, that quite likely it 
wouldn't be sny help if he had it; and then 
too, be thought longingly ot the club 
grounds. 

Things went swimmingly now. Each 
character made several bigh-soundiug re- 
marks and went off the stage. The beauri- 
ful young lsdy h:d a path tic interview 
with the light man, in which they resolved 
to part. The rall, dark man, who was no 
doubt the villian, as villians were always 
dark in storirs (so Hugh ressoned) and, ot 
course, no story was complete without one, 
made some malicious remarks about retri- 
bution and vengear ce, and bowed himself 
off with all the smiles and grace that ac- 
complished villians sr- supposed to pos- 
sees Theo Nosmo King seng a touching 
song and ended the whole thirg with a 
geveral rem: rk on the vanity of lite, and 
the story closed, leaving the beroine in a 
swoon. 
The manuscript, thus artificially com- 

pleted, was handed in with the other ma 
terials for the next issue of tle Journal, 
aod then Hugh put the desk in order. and 
much ¢lated by nis success as an suthor, 
started for the club grounds. 

The paper came out on time with every 
departmen' up to its usual standard of «x 
cellence. Hugh read bis part preduction 
with great delight and was congratulating 
bimselt on havirg so successfully ‘gotten 
out of a hole,” ss he expressed it, when the 
unexpected happened in that peculisr way 
it has of doing 
The un: xpected in this case came in the 

shape of a young lady, who walked into 
the office the day aft-r the pap=r came out 
and demanded ot Mr. Eliot to see the 
editor. 
Hugh was not unaccustcmed to the sight 

of young ladi 8: neither was he accustom 
ed to such a peculi-r mingling of chil's nd 
apprehension sand thrills ot admiration as 
he experienced when this particular yourg 
lady appeared on the scene. 

Ste was a sweet-f ced girl, in a dainty 
toilet of pink toat suited her brown eyes 
and hair to pertection. Bur, iu thos- same 
brown eyes was sn ommous Jook that 
called into existence the chily of appre 
hension which he was also forced to ace 
knowledge. 

‘I regret to sry the editor is out of 
town,” r plied Hugh, courteously, and 
most truthtully. 

‘Indeed, aad may I ask who is taking 
his place ? 

Here the chills of apprehension rose 
bigh in the ascendant, as the ‘coming 
event cart ite sha ows before.’ 

‘I have the hooor,” be answered, wishing 
heartily all the bonor there was init be- 
longea to anybody else. 

*Then it is you | have to thank for so 
altering the story publish-d yes'erdav that 
even its author ¢san scarcely recognize it. 
May I ack it you consider your alternations 
an improvement P’ 

This was, then, as be bad guessed, the 
author of that unend d s'cry. 

‘I must explain,’ he ssid. ‘You sce, 
the last pages of the manuscript were miss- 
ing. Unfortunately, I had rot read the 
first part of tbe story, b.ing so rushed’ 
(with tennis though it was not necessary to 
explain that), ‘snl so bad to guers at the 
ending. | am exceedingly sorry anout it, 
but it could not be left unfinished, and as 
the end could not befound 1h re was noth- 
ing else to do. Any amends that can be 
made will be dore most gladly, I assure 
you 

‘You are very kind. What amends do 
you propose P’ 
Well said Hugh, with a desperate at- 

tempt to detend bis course; ‘you know 
trequently the most popular writers nowa 
days end their stories tragically. As I 
have had no experience in that line, 1 
thought I wou.d probsbly come nearer 
right to follow their lead, having po idea 
ot the correct ending. But, to speak o 
the story itself, was not the light man th 

bero, and the dark one the villian—that is, 
the offending party ? 

*Certain'y not. The light man was the 
only hrother of the heroine, and there was 
no villain, as you csll it, in the story. The 
dark man was her bethrothed. And as to 
it being the fashion for stories to end sad 
I believe in love stories ending in the right 
way’ 

‘Oh so do I." Hugh hast ned to say. 
‘And I sincerly regret, my mistake. But 
surely I did not do wrcng to let the cbar- 
acter Nosmo King—m.ke the concluiing 
remarks ? From the part he played 
throughout I ju'ged he would be likely to 
do something to voint at the end.’ 

Ob, did you? Well be was the dog’ 
‘(Great Caessr I" exclaimed Hush, «nd 

then that irrepressible sense ot humor 
asserted itselt, and he burst into a ringing 
lsugh. 

‘Ob, T do beg your pardon. 
I'm beartily sorry for my part in this thing, 
he said wi'h such an honestly pa‘ient s« und 
in bis voice that she could but believe him. 
‘And if there is any reparation I cin make 
believe me, it shall be dore Soall 1ex- 
plain in the next issue, or will you not 
send the lost sheets it yon have th- copy’ 

‘No,’ she answeaed stiffly, moving to- 
ward the d or. ‘I'm sure you hive done 
quite encugh. I will nor give ycu any 
further trouble about it. Good morning.’ 

‘But. inde d,” pe said, anxously, ‘it 
would be a plearure to do anything you 
wish, if you will only command me.’ 
She did not answer. and Hugh opened 

the door for her, wre'chedly conscious of 
a feeling of utter incapacity to c¢ pe with 
the situation. 
He sat aown in the editorial chair after 

she was gone and meditated on his sins. 
‘1 was a regular bru'e,’ he s id, fiercely, 

jamping up so violently that the dignfied 
editorial chair went spiuning around like a 
top. 

But some way he must gain her forgive- 
ness. He did not know her pam°, nor, in 
fsc’, anything about ber except—well, 
nothing but that he hop«d he would ree 
her egiin, and then he would fini a way. 
The day of the tennis tournament came. 

and came gloriously. Hugh Elliott passed 
hi her and thither at various c:lls, in all 
the glory ot a white duck suit; now wield- 
ing a ra quet 1 stead ot the editorial pen. 

Just as the game was bing called, and 
the places alloted. he caught sight of a 
dainty figure, in white this time, which he 
recogniz d at oncs. It was his divinity of 
the b- own eyes 
She was chatting with some of his friends, 

the Engles, and Tom Engle, th rascal, 
was hovering around her with all the as- 
swance and gayety of which he possessed 
such a generous stare. 
‘Tom always was a lucky dog.’ said 

Hugh angrily ; while his wrath rose high 
agsinat himselt as he recalled the scene in 
the ofiice. 
Anyhow, here was a chance to show that 

there was at least one thing he could do 
well, and hs vowed tbat he would mske a 
brave fight on this occasion. Tom Engle 
also took his place on the field, and the 
fight was soon in earnest. 
For two hours, with tlight intermission, 

the battl - raged. Hugh knew in his beart 
that be ws playing superbly, and he felt, 
too, that the m iden In white was not tot- 
allv oblivious to bis fine s'10kes 
When tbe closing game ws called Hugh 

found bimselt with Tom Engle as one ol 
his opponents. The. tour players were 
well matched. snd Hugh knew that this 
last game wculd be no thfling matter. 
To mske it s1ll more tring hs: observed 
that the little party with which Tom baa 
been, inclading tae brown eyed girl, hat 
appro ched tbeir court to watch tie game 
and the result. 
When the prizes were awarded Hugh 

Elliot recived the first gentlemn's prize, 
a gold scart pia in the shape ot a ball and 
ra qu+t. tied with the club colors. 
Tom Engle was the first to congratulate 

Hugh on bis vic ory, which he did wit out 
the slightest appear nce ot dco tent. 

1 am sure 
bh 

ONE ENJOYS 
Both the method and results when 
Syrup of Figs is taken: it is pleasant 
and refreshing to the taste, and acts 
gently vet promptly on the Kidneys, 
Liver and Bowels, cleanses the sys- 
tem effectually, dispels colds, head- 
at¢hes and fevers and cures habitual 
constipation. Syrup of Figs is the 
only remedy of its kind ever pro- 
duced, pleasing to the taste and ac- 
ceptable to the stomach, prompt in 
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many excellent qualities commend it 
to all and have made it the most 
popular remedy kpown. 

Syrup of Figs is for sale in 50 
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may not have it on hand will pro- 
cure it promptly for any one who 
wishes to try it. Do not accept any 
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“and | am to olame for that. 

*And now come meet my cousin,’ he raid. 
‘Nice girl. Going to be here the rest ot 
the summer. Have been looking for you 
for two or three cays to have you come 
around.’ 
And Tom was leading him away, with 

the flash ot victory still animating his tace, 
when suddenly without any premomition 
agam thos + horrisle chills ot apprebension 
overtook him, but this time unaccompani 
¢p by any thrills ot admiration. 

For, entering the club grounds and 
bheacirg straight for them. was Mr. Page, 
the emtor in -chiet of the Journal, who, 
baving just retuned, wis anxious to con- 
sult with Hugh as to his success. and 
rightly g. essed this was the place to find 
him. Thus jus: es the young man ap 
proach-d ths ladies, he came up, snd, 
kcowing Tom well. was presented also. 
*Mr Page ladies. ard Mr Eliot, the 

chrmpion ot the day, and mv ruthless con- 
queror. My cousin. Miss Ruth Somers, 
and my sisters you already know.’ 
Hugh bowed w.th mingled feelings of 

pleasure, embarr.ssment and pride; but 
there was 10 biat ot their late unpleasant 
meeting in the f:w words with which Rath 
grestea him. 

* I congratulate you oa your vic ory M- 
Elliot,’ she said; ‘you played mignifi- 
cently.’ 

* Thaock you; I sm glad there is one 
thing I can do in a civiiz d manner,’ he 
snswered, with a significance which she 
only uaderstood. \ 
O hers soon joined the group, and Mr. 

Page took the first opportunity to ask 
Hugh about the paper. 
1 bope you had no trouble during my 

absence.’ Le said. 
‘ Not especislly,’ replied Hugh, hesi- 

tatingly, and knowing full well tbat every 
word could not but ve ov rheard by Miss 
Somers. ‘Tiere were some tew matters 
not quite as 1 had expected. You have 
seen the p per, ot cour.e? 

‘Yes. and I am glad you got it out on 
tim . Everything seemecd to be up to the 
usual mark There was, how: ver, just 
one thing thit somewhat surprised me. 
That was the story concluded trom last 
week. It struck me as being—well, rather 
involved toward the end.’ 

‘1 regret that it was,’ rep ied Hugh, 
Untortun 

ately there had to be a slight alteration 
toward the end on account oi an accident; 
that is, some of the concluding pages 
were missing.’ 
‘Missing !" exclaimed Mr, Page. ‘You 

don’t tay so. Well, bow did you manage 
up 

‘Ob, I played author myeelt.’ answered 
Hugb, with a grim smile. ‘I regret the 
result was no better. 

‘What, my dear boy you wrote the 
end? Why, you're a treasure, a jewel | 
thought you capable, of course, but scarce- 
ly thought you « qual to that, not being in 
your line. I’m tmuking ot locking up a 
successor for some time in the future, «nd 
am glad to know whae I may let my 
mantle tall » 

‘It was abominable,” here Hugh could 
not help but put in. bis endeavors to say 
the right thing frcm two pots of view 
proving a serious task. ‘I'd rather fix up 
everyting else on the paper than do 
another lov: story. Iknow, besides, that 
the writer will never forgive me, which 
makes it worse ’ 

‘Oh, was there any unpleasantoess ?' ask - 
ed Mr. PP ge, hastily. ‘Ot course we don't 
want anytuing of that kind. Authors sre 
very touchy and ¢-n make a good deal of 
trouble sometimes.’ 

Hugh's facs bad fal'ed decidedly during 
these last remarks, and te saw that he 
stood a poor chance ot advancement it his 
chief knew bow very uansatistactory to the 
su hor his conclusion to the story had been 
But Miss Somers also bad caught the bint 
and row turn: d a charming Jace to Mr. 
Page. 

"Indeed, Mr. Page,’ she said, sweetly, 
‘you said you would leave it to me to judge, 
aud I assure you Mr. E liott’s part ot the 
s ory was cbarming, and so lige the up-to- 
date story. [ must ray | was excecdinzly 
interested in reading it mys-lf, and feel 
ture the author wil mike no complaints. 
More than likely the writer torgot to send 
the manuscript complete, anybow Authors 
are so careless. I think Mr. Elliot s 10w+d 
he stood a good chance of adv.ncemenrt tor 
his ability.’ 

‘So be it, then,” agreed Mr. Page, cheer- 
fully, and walked away, leaving the two 
young people stranded together at some 
distance from their party, which had moved 
on during the converaation. 
By a mutual impulse, as soon as Mr. 

Page was gone, they glanced turtively at 
each other, ana woat¢ach saw ip the o her's 
1«ce must have been reassuring, tor, wih 
out more ado, both immediately dropped 
their dignity and broke ino such a hearty, 
good natured laugh at the turn the whole 
toing bad taken that it wou'd have been im- 
posti le atter that to regain their distance, 
ard made Lem feel like old acquaintsnces 
at once. 
‘Do you remember what you said to me 

the first time I «vcr saw you ?' he asked, 
without fu: ther preliminaries. 

‘I said a lot of things, didn’t I? Some 
hateful ones’ 

‘Never mind them. But you said, too, 
that you beli ved in love stories ending 
the right way. I'm thinking of a case 
where your ending could be used beauti ul- 
ly.? 

‘But I thouzht you liked two endings 
like or e ot Rudyara Kipling's stories, and 
| belirve you couldn’ think of any more 
My ending might do for one, supposing 
there was such a case, and y 
‘Lt us suppose such a case. Go on.’ 
‘Well, yours might do for the other, and 

you might bave Nosmo to sing. See; 
here he is.’ 

Ob, bother Nosmo !’ 
‘And the heroine swooning, and the 

villain—tbat was what you called my hero. 
I believe——' 

‘In this story I’m thinking of, the villain 
and the lover are one, so one ending would 
be enough.’ 

‘It seems to be rather invo'ved. too,’ 
*Then let me untangle it, Ruth, and, 

Was There Ever 
a Greater Victory? 

Paine’s Celery Compound, the World's Famous 
Disease Banisher, Saves the Life of 

Mr. Church. 

All Other Medicines Had Failed and Death 
Was Fully Expected. 

As a Spring Medicine for New Blood, New Strength and 
Sound Health, Paine’s Celery Compound is 

Recommen fed by Thousands. 

The complete cure ot Mr. Jobn A. 
Church, ot Coldbrook, N. S , and ths pro- 
duction of his stroog l-tter ot testimony in 
favor ot Paine’s Celery Compouad are ot 
themselves sufficient to convince every sick 
person that Pamne's Celery Compound is a 
medicine honestly prepared and recom- 
mended for the curing ot all sick people. 
No other medicine known to medical 
science can so well and so promptly 1e 
ttore lost strength and vitality in the 
spring months. 

It is not the common medicines of the 
day that phy icians prescribe and the best 
classes of p-ople recommend. It is only a 
wonderful and marvellous lite restorer like 
Paine’s Celery Compound that cin com 
mand attention and rerp:ct. Mr. Clu ch 
writs as follows : 
WELL & RICHARDSON CO , 
GENTLEMAN :—[t is with pleasure that I 

give testimony in favor of your mirvellous 
medicine, Paine’s Celery Compound. | 

bad an attack of la grippe which put me 
into such a condition tht I could not sleep 
or eit. | was completely run down, had 
ex'reme nervous prostration, and lsy for 
days in a halt stupfied state. 

After spending all my money for medi- 
cine which did litile good, I gave up to die, 
when one day a paper on Paine’s Celery 
Compound was brought to me. I at once 
procured the medicine and derived great 
relief from the first bottle. I slept better, 
ate better, and dig-stion improved. After 
using nice bottles [ teel like a new man. I 
can truly say that Paine's Celery Compound 
snatched me trom the grave and gave me a 
new lease ot lite. 

I earnestly urge all sufferers to use 
Paioe's Celery Compound, teeling sure it 
will cure them. Do not not spend your 
money for medicines that cannot cure you. 

Yours truly, 
Joux A Cuugcn. 

s'nce my mis-rable ending was published, 
iet us live out your happy one together. 
That is the use I want to make of 17, and 
will be far better than having it published.’ 
Here the villain looked so much in eira- 

est that only one ending seemed at all pos- 
sible, and Ru'b answered, trying to speak 
very innocently and tailing d.smslly. 

‘Ot course it's a pity not to make rome 
use of it. Ii you think my ending better 
than yours—’ 

‘Never mind finishing your sen‘ence, 
either, Ru'h.” said Hugh. gladly. ‘1 do 
thick you s better toan mine. But it I had 
never written mine, perhaps we could never 
h ve lived yours as now we shall. S) vou 
see there is something to be said for two 
endings.’ 

‘But I don’t know,” began Ruth, with 
one feeole « flort to resist the irresstible. 

‘Oa, never mind, I do. I'm a full fladged 
editor now, and am supposed to snow all 
about love stories’ 

‘Whether you do or not,” added Ruth, 
saucily. 
Bat here the villain 1ak:s matters in his 

own hands aud the story becomes hopeless- 
ly involved. 

Tre Gioger Habit. 

‘What is it [ am chewing ? asked the 
man coming out of the drag store in re 
sponce to a qiers from his comp inion. 
‘Why itis ging-r root, and it is a fine thing 

to nibble on between meals. It is a great 

tonic, too, and a digester. Will you have 

a nioble ?' and be extended a bic ot the 

root to the other man. 

‘Thanks, no,’ said the other. How long 

have you been doing it ? 

‘Couple of years or such a matter.’ 
‘Have you tried to quit 1t since you be- 

gan ?’ 

‘Of course not. Why should I? 

‘Suppose you try to ut.’ 
‘Woy ? 

‘Simply to test tue strength ot the gin- 
ger habit. I had it once. A friend of mine 

talked to me just as you are doing and I, 
thinking it was a hirmlsss kiad or thing, 

bought a nickel’'s worth and tried it for 
indigestion, I tbink it was. Anyhow what 

ever it was, I tried tbe gin, er, and betore 

A vegetable remedy for diseases 
arising from Disordered Liver, Sto 
mach or Bowels, such as Headache, 
Biliousness, Constipation, Coated 
Tongue, Bad Breath, Feeling of 
Languor, Distress after Eating, etc. 
Mes. Crara Howe, Moncton, N.B., says? 

#1 used Laxa-Liver Pills for Headaches 
and Liver Trouble, and they not only re- 
lieved me but cured me. They do not 
gripe or sicken and are easy to o 

Sold by all Druggists at 25¢, 
a Vial or 5 for $1.00. 

I knew what I was about it was "as necess- 
ary for me to have gingar root to chew on 
as it is for a tobzc:o chewer to have to- 
bacco. Its stimulating «fect had become 
a need I bad to meet. and as soon as I felt 
the force of the babit I proceeded to break 
my-elt ot it. I didit, as any bad habit 
almost may be got rid of but I want to tell 
you it was no easy job, and it you doubt 
me just you throw that away you have and 
t'y going without it tor a week.’ 

One more child perfectly cured by 
the MORIN'S WINE 
CRESO-PHATES. 

A happy mother who wants to testify in 
favor ot Dr. Ed. Morin's Wine of Creosote 
and Hypooposphites called Morins Creso- 
Phates Wine 

Mrs. St. Pierre, of the parish of Chateau 
Richer in Monrmorency County says that 
ber son Antoine became very sick last fall 
with an scute bronchitis. “Our poor child”, 
says she, changed very quickly, having no 
sl: ep, no appetite and complaining of great 
pains. His father and [ were desperate to 
see our chid in so bad a stare. 
Every person who came to see him was 

convin ed taat he would not live until ths 
winter. 
We tried evi ry known medicine without 

any benefit He was getting weaker. One 
dsy we decided to have him trv Morin's 
Creso- Phates Wine so well recommended by 
such large numbers ot testimonials pub- 
lished weckly in s0 m ny newspapers. We 
did not regret this trial which gives us the 
greatest satisfaction. 
We bought three 50 cent bottles: the 

first bottle gave him relief which we did not 
exp ct the second gave him the strength 
avd courage to fight against his ter inle dis- 
ese and the third cured bim completely. 
We shall never forget the wondertul effects 
ot this wine and how our child whom we 
despaired of was cured. 
We advise every person suffering from 

Cough. Bronchitis, Hoarseness, Toroat dis- 
ease, Asthm 1, Grippe, Consumption, to use 
without delay this wondertul medicine. 

Mgrs St Pierre 
Chateau Richer, Montmorency. 

Paper Matches, 

The days ot the old fashioned wooden 
match are said to be numbered. Matches 
are to be made of paper. Bya new pro- 
cess the paper is cut into strips about balf 
an inch wide. These are drawn through 
and satursted with a flume producing 
material. They are then rolled into tubes 
and cut the length of ordinary matches and 
dipped in the phorphorous to form the 
bead, wbi h is lighted by striking in the 
same fashion as the or linary wooden match. 
It is predicted that the match making in- 
dustry will be entirely revolutionized by 
this new method. The matches ave very 
much lighter, and are thought to be more 
reliable than than the old sort. Paper of 
various kinds will be employed, that made 
from wood pulp being better adapted for 
this purpose. 

Dangerous Insinuation, 

Nellie—I know that I am not perfect. 
[ realize that I bave my taults. 
George—Yes that’s so 
Nellie (Indigoan'ly)—I have, eh? I 

like to know what they are. Just name 
one. 

President Kruger will soon unveil a 
statue of himself at Pretoria. It is the 
work of a Boer sculptor named Van Bouw, 
and represents Oom Paul in his usual 
clothes, including the stovepipe bat. 

Se CE UN, 


