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His Good

«~_Angel.

It was a gay party that rode out of the
courtyard ot the Crawford House, that
beautiful August morning, equipped for the
toilsome ascent of Mount Washington.

The gentlemen were laughingly prop-
hesying tbe speedy repentance ot the ladies,
when they should see how reslly rough the
bridle path would grow by and by; the
ladies protelting that only the gentleman
were frightened; and amid the pleasant
hilarity, the weather stained guides touch-
ed their bats to the crowd of loungers on
the piazza, and spoke to tbe little shaggy
mountain horses, and the cavalcade was
lost to view 1n the spruce and hemlock
thick covering the first part ot the Craw-
ford bridie path.

There were but ten of the party—four
ladies, and six gentlemen—besides th>
guides.

All were mounted on the tough, rough-
coated horses that are alone suited to this
hard service ; the gentlemen in nondescript
suits of clothing, borrowed at the hotel —
:lho ladies in coarse riding habits and straw

ats.

A few words will suffi e for the introduc-
tion ot the larger portion of the party.

Three were family men—merchants,with
their wives; two were young unmarried
men—acquaintances of the families; one
was a strange gentleman, who had been re-
commended by the landlord to take this
opportunity ot asc:nding in company with
the others. instead of waiting, as he bad
proposed, till the following day, and then
going up with a guide by himself.

His name was Ridgewood.

He was undisputably handsome, but
there was a certain look of ennui, varied at
times by something almost reckless, in the
expression of his great, dark eyes, that
might bave satisfied a close observer that
Mr. Ridgewood had drunk deeply ot what
are called the pleasures of lite.

The other member of the party deserves
more than a passing notice

A beautiful woman like Constance Leach
always receives more.

She was a fashionable belle, in her third
season, chaperoned to the mountains by
Mrs. Randolph, the stately lady, whore
iron grey horse led the cortege.

Close behind Miss Leach rode Arthur
Hurst, the only one of her satellites who
had followed her on her tour.

Mr. Hurst was an aristocrat with wealth
amply sufficient to keep up his state, and
deeply in love with Miss Leach.

he lady’s mother tavoured the high-
bred suitor ; Constance said little on the
subject.

Mr. Hurst was an agreeable companion
—she felt no particular respect or regard
tor bim beyord that. She was content to
let him remain her friend.

Men called ber beautiful. This morn-
ing she was more than that.

The keen mountain air had flushed ber
cheek to a more vivid crimson.

Her dark, earnest eyes glowed as she
looked out over the magmficent picture
opening around ber.

She took no part in the merry conversa-
tion going on—indeed, it was doubtful it
she heard it.

She wanted to keep silent and worship
thus the infinitude of grandeur 1 which all
thought of self was lost.

The path grew rough and toilsome.

The rugged brow of Mount Clinton was
reached snd passed.

Mount Pleasant and Franklin were gain
ed, and then tbey descended into tte valley
between Franklin ard Monroe, that twin
brother ot the imperial Mount Washing-
ton.

Constance was weary of riding, and de-
spite the protestations of the guides, she
would dismount and wslk awhile.

Mr. Hurst dismounted also, and the two
scrambled over the rocks. gathering
mosses, and burdening themselves with bits
of stones as souvenirs.

Hurst soon became fatigued, and re-
turned to his horse ; but Constance begged
to go on foot a little longer, it was su:h a
reliet from the unsteady seat on her pony.

How it happened she bardiy knew—she
bad only stepped aside over the rocks for a
moment to gather acluster of scarlet berries
that hung from the cleft side of a huge
boulder ; and when she looked about ber,
the entire party was out of sight.

She was alone !

She started at a swift pace, to fo'low
them, as she thoughr, but it was growing
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ctungoly dark around her, and there was
a ¢>ld mist over everything, like that which
surges up at random from the heart ot the
ocean.

The golden rift of sunshine that a mo-
ment betore bad illuminated the granite
torehead ot Mount Franklin, was struck
out, and only a dense white vapour re-
mained in its place.

A terrible sense of desolation swept over
her, as she hurried through the almost
blinding tog, stumbling over sharp stones,
and bruising her flesh against unseen
masses of rocks.

A sudden turn brought ber face to face
with some dark object, and betore she utter
the scream that rose to her lips, Mr.
Ridg.wood addressed her—

‘Pardon me if [ frightened you. [ knew
the danger you incurred in turning aside
from the beaten path for one moment, and
I took the rea{mnlibility of following you.
Let us go back.’

She yielded her trembling hand readily,
it was so pleasant to have his companion-
shiS in this dreary gloom.

a they went, always ascending.

For an hour theyproceeded thus. but no
trace of the bridle-path appeared.

All was whirling mist and gaunt, black,
shapeless rocks.

othing to tell you that ever the toot of
man had passed that way.

Slowly the conviction forced itselt upon
the mind ot Mr. Ridgewood that it was use-
less to go on-—they were lost

He stopped under the shelter of a great
cliff, and put his travelling shawl over the
shoulders ot his companion

‘Miss Leach, he said I think you have a
brave heart. Can you bear to know that
we are lost P’

‘I have known it all along,” she said,
quietly. ‘What shall we do ?’

‘I judge 1t best to remain here until the
fog clears. A single misstep in this un-
certain light might send us to destruction.
See !’

kven as he spoke the mist momentarily
litted, and showed them, lying at their very
feet, the black. fathoml:ss abyss of a vast
ravine, filled with clouds of seething vapor.
Constance shuddered and drew back.

‘Men hava perished on these mountains
betore now,’ she said, reflectingly. ‘I won
der it their fate will be ours ’

‘I trust not. This is the forerunner of
a mountain storm, perbaps, and at this
season ot the year, such visitations are
briet, I think. We shall have the sun out
soon. We must be patient and wait.’

Constancs leaned back against the rock,
Mr. Ridgewood stood near with folded
arms.

The wild desolation of the situation was
terribly sublime.

Below them, hundreds of fathoms away,
they could hear the sullen roar of a moun-
tain stream, all around them sounded the
hollow wail of the wind in the trees, and
atar off rose the ominous peal of thunder.

Then there f<ll a calm.

The very silence smote on the ear ten
times more dreadtul than the voice of the
fizrcest tempest.

There was a blinding flash of lightning,
accompanied by a burst of thunder almost
deatening, echoing from cliff to cliff, till
the whole place seemed alive with the roar,
and then the thick clouds swooped down,
and the rain fell in a torrent.

Ridgewood sheltered Constance the best
he could but both were drenched.

The shower lasted only a few moments,
then swept away in regal state, with its
awe inspiring panoply of lightning and
thunder, toinvestsome other towering cliff.

But the air did not clear. It was still
vapoury and indistinct, and the darkness
grew slowly, but surely, warning them that
night was at hand.

Mr. Ridgewood sat down beside Con-
stance and looked at her with a strange
expression of interest.

it had been long since the man’s heart
bad suffered itselt to open sympathy.

Miss Leach,’ he said, ‘it is certain that
we muet remain here tonight. There
seems no other way. If I could only find
the path, I might bring you assistance.’

She clung trantically to his hand.

*Oh ! do not leave me! I would rather
die than be leit here alone ! You will stay
Mr. Ridgewood?’

‘Certainly, it you wish it. But 1 had
teared my presence might be objectionabte.
You knew nothing of me—you would pre-
ter the utterest solitude to my company, if
you could look into my past life.

*It may be a singular time and place for
a confession of this kind, but I am impell-
ed to tell you just how vile a man I have
been, and thzn see it you will ask me to
stay.

*] was the son of poverty,’ he went on,
rapidly. ‘My father died, while I was yet
a boy, leaving my mother to my care.

She loved me—1 loved her with my
whole soul. Only the remembrance of
her sweet love has kept me from utter
ruin.

*Atter a while another love came be-
tween us. 1 do wrong to call it love— 1
should ssy passion.

*Oh, lsabel! lsabel! To me she was
the loveliest thing this side of Heaven.

*‘For her sake | left my mother in ber
age. and went to a foreign lind, that I
might win gold with which to purchase the
band a.ready plighted to me.

‘Five years I toiled, cheered by her
letters, made happy by the thought of
wtat was to come, and then, a rici man, |
turned to my native land.

‘Returned to find Isabel two years mar-
ried, and ready to laugh at what she call-
ed our pleasant flirtation

‘It was wicked, I koew, but then and
there I cursed her. and the curse was not
a vain one.

‘To day she is the wretched irmate of s
madhouse ; her husband perished by her
band, and her children blush at the mention
ot their mother’s name.

‘Well. after that, I plunged reckle:sly
into dissipation.

‘My mother was dead—had died witbout
yiving me her blessing. Whom had I to
live tor P

‘Little s man like me cares for the appro-
bation of those who do not love him.

‘I tried every excess. I drank, I gamb-
led, I sioned deeply and darkly ; but thank
God! the memory of my mother kept me
from wronging a single one of her sex.

‘For years 1 have been what the world
leniently calls a ‘man of fashion.’

‘I have been flsttered and caressed in so
cietg because of my wealth.
~ ‘Beautiful women have esmiled on me,
and innocent girls would have bound their
white souls into mine, so deeply stained.

‘Lately, I bave grown restless ; this kind
of lite is terrible.

‘I have felt at times an almost unconquer-
able desire to end it.

‘But I weary you. I have told you what
I am— will you let me stay now ?’

‘You loved your mother—you love her
still 7’ she said, slowly.

‘Love her! My mother ! A single word
of hers, it she could speak to me out of
Heaven, would bend him to her will like a
very child. My mother! But for my faith
in b’er, I bad torsworn the God who made
me.

Constance laid her hand on his.

‘I trust the man who loved his mother,
Mr. Ridgewood. 1 am not afraid of you.
I want you to stay with me.’

A strong emotion shook the frame of Guy
Ridgewood.

e bent over the little soft hand, and
when he lifted his face it was wet with
something bes'de the rain.

‘Will you help me to lead a better lite?
If we escape trom this peril, will you be my
friend afterwards ¥’

‘Afterwards and always,” she said sol-
emnly ‘

‘And I—t0 help me Heaven ! —from this
hour forth, will never think a thought, or
do a deed, the knowledge of which would
cause the cheek of Constance Leach to red-
den for him who she had once called friend !’

A little silence fell between them,broken
by a wild, wailing cry, coming up from tte
pathless wilderness below.

The blood in Ridgewood’s veins grew
cold ; once before he had heard a cry like
that, the cry ot the terrible caracal in the
forests of Asia.

There was but one other animal of that
kind, the dreaded Siberian lynx, which
even the well armed hunter shrinks from
attacking.

Theve creatures were very rare, and con-
fined almost entirely to the tangled ravines
in the heart of the mountains, where they
preyed upon the smaller beasts ; but some-
times, driven by bunger, they had been
known to ascend to the highest cliffs, and
attack whatever came in their way.

Ridgewood’s courage had been tried
more than once in his life, and now he
nerved himself for the contest.

He was unarmed, his only weapon a
pocket knife, which he drew torth and un-
clasped.

Constance, white as the tog itself, stood
just behind him, waiting breathlessly the
appearance of the unknown foe.

She had but a moment of suspense.

Through the gloom gleamed a pair of
eves like fiery coals, and over the rocks
crept the long, lithe form of the lynx,sway-
iog from side to side.

Ridgewood cast one glance back at the
girl, and then sprang forward just in time
to save her from the clutches ot the animal.

He put out his arm to ward off the blow
of the savage paw,and it was crushed to
the elbow in the powerful jaws of the brute.

Ridgewood’s nature was brave and in-
domitable.

He had never yet yielded——he scorned
to now.

He closed with the lynx in a deadly em-
brace, and though his flesh was fearfully
torn, and he was wet with his own blood,
he never relaxed his efforts.

Back and forth across the throat of his
assailant, he drew the kuoife.

It reached the vital part at last, and
with a fearful cry the monster rolled back
among the rocks, dragging the man with
him.

There was a struggle, but it ended soon.

Ridgewood had triumphed. The lynx
was in the death agony.

Constance sprang to the spot, and with

_ber feeble strength, unclasping the grip ot

the dying beast from the body of her de-
liverer.

Ridgewood, faint from painand loss
ot blood, could only drag himself a few
feet from the scene of the conflict,and sink
exhausted upon the ground.

She brought water from s hollow in the
rock and batbed his forehead, she bound
up his lacerated arm with her silken scarf,
she held his bead 1o her 1+p and besought
him to rally, if only to speak to her once
more.

All the night through he lay in tbat
deadly stupor, but when the morning

Hard-working

Farmers.

Longhoursof hard, never-
ending work makes Kidney
Trouble a common com-

laint on the farm. Pain-
ul, weak or lame backs
and Urinary Disorders are
too frequent,

DOAN'S KIDNEY PILLS

belp a farmer to work and keep his health
—take the ache and pain out of his back
and give him strength and vigor.

Mr. Isaiah Willmot, a retired farmer

living at 138 Elizabeth St., Barrie, Ont,,

said :

“ I have been a sufferer with kidney trouble
and pain in the small of my back, and in both
gdu. I also had a great deal of neuralgia pain

my ton‘:Fle., and was subject to dizzy spells.

“1 felt and worn out most of the time.
Dot oo pain sithor 1oy back ok sdes. They

no pain eitherin m or sides.
haveremoved the neura¥ﬂu pain from myhuz
also the tired feeling.

* 1 feel at least ten years younger and can
only say that Doan’s Kidney Pills are the most
remarkable kidney cure, and in addition are
the best tonic I ever took.”

Laxa-Liver Pllls cure Constipation.

‘Seal
Brand

The Seal is our Gua-
rantee. Accept none
without it,

Co!

(1 v.and 2 1b.cans)

Every grain is pure and developes
LIQUID FRAGRANCE.

CHASE & SANBORN,

MONTREAL AnD BOSTON.

fee

broke, fair and calm, the first ray of
sunlight aroused him.

He rose to a sitting posture and looked
arouud, realizing but dimly his situation.

The dead lynx restored his memory.

Clear and distinct he saw the bridle-path,
not twenty rods distant.

He pointed it out to Constance.

‘Save yourself,” he said. ‘Yonder lie
safoty and life. For me, it matters little.
You are young, beautiful, and beloved ;
secure your safety now, before another
storm-cloud sweeps down upon the moun-
tain.’

But she never moved from her old posi-
tion.

Smoothing back the sott bair from his
forebhead, she answered, steadily—

‘No, I will wait to have my deliverance
with you.’

It came even sooner than they had
dared to hope.

A wild hulloo from far above them rent
the air—the name of Constance, called in
the voice of Mr. Hurst.

She answered him strongand clear, and,
a few moments later the whole party of the
previous day was on the spot.

Ot course, Constance was caressed and
congratulated ; and, of course, all the lad-
ies admired the bravery of Mr. Ridgewood.

For themselves they had little to tell,
except the anxiety they bad suffered on
Miss Leach’s account, and of the fruitless
endeavors the guides had made to discov-
er her.

They had been all might at the search,
assisted by the gentlemen of the party;
while the ladies, under the guard of a foot
traveller who had come along opportunely,
proceeded to the Summit House.

A rude litter ot the boughs of trees was
constructed, aud thus they carried Ridge-
wood down to Crawford House.

A surgeon staving there dressed his
wounds ; but all his e¢fforts were not su-
ficient to ward off the fever that had al-
ready f sten d upon him. That night he
was 1n a raving delirium.

And tbat very night, sitting within the
mountain shadows on the piazza of the
hotel, Arthur Hurst asked the hand ot Miss
Leach in marriage, and was refused.

Why she could not have told. A week
ago, she might have answered him dif-
ferently ; but now, there was no other
course.

Three days later, the tourists left the
mountains, but before they departed, Con-
stance went to the sick chamber of Mr.
Ridgewood.

He was not able to couverse much, but
be hoped to see her that winter in New
York,

She gave him her hand to kiss, said
good-bye, and went away.

That winter Constance Leach went down
to the wharf to see a company of friends
set sail tor Europe.

They were on board; she stood on the
quay waiting for the boat to start.

Someone brushed bastily past her.

The indescribable thrill that passed
through ber frame made her turn. and she
saw Guy Ridgewood.

His eyes met her; he came towards her.

He was dreesed tor travelling, and the
pile ot luggsge near by spoke of a long
absence, perhaps.

He took uer extended hand.

‘Will you wish me bon voyage, my
friend ' he asked.

‘Where are you going P’

“‘To England’ Something in her face
must have encouraged him to speak, for he
continued : ‘I shall never return. This
whole continent is not wide enough to hold
you and me, Constance Leach, unless we
dwell together! I bave dared to love
vou, and as the only recompense I can
make, [ will put the ccean between us’

She laid ber otber hand on his arm.

‘Ob, Guy,’ she said, ‘do not go. Stay
witb me. We will dwell together.’

His fingers closed over hers, his lips
murmured some low, impassioned words,
lost to all ears but hers, and then tne
steamer sailed without him.

A week afterwards they were married.

The fashionable world wondered and
commented, but Constance Ridgewood
cared little. She was happy in bher hus-
band’s love.

A Brave Girl.

A New York exchange prints the fol-
lowing account of the courage and presence
of mind of a girl sixteen years of age, who,
last winter, with great danger to herself,
rescued a child from a burning room:

Jacob aud Annie Moser and their two
year old daughter live in two back rooms
in a dingy New York street. One day Mrs.
Moser left her baby while she went across
the hall to talk to a neighbor. The little
one pushed the door to, so that it locked
with a spring, and as it appears,soon found
some matches and set its dress on fire.
Its sbrieks brought the mother to the door,
only to find it locked. She screamed and

s

other tenants were soon crowding about

her.

No one seemed to know what to do ex-
cept sixteen year old Sarah Goldstein.
She ran up stairs to her own apartment,
got out of the window, descended the ice

coated fire escape, broke the window, and
jumped into the Mosers’ room.

he child’s clothing and the table cloth
were ablaze. Seizing the cloth, she tore
the burning part off. Her own clothing
canght fice 1n the operation, but she wrap-
ped the cloth about the baby and smother-
ed the flames in a few seconds.

Her hands were badly burned, but she
burst open the door, and without paying
any attention to the frantic mother or the
crowd outside, dashed down the stairs
with the child and hurried to the Jewish
hospital eight or ten blocks off.

It isas Easy to Love.

Your neighbor as yourselt when your
neighbor is a pretty girl. It is just as easy
to cure yourselt of Catarrh, Bronchitis or
Asthma, if you use Catarrhozone, the new
medicated air treatment for all diseases of
the nasal and resperatory passages caused
by germ life. Catarrhozone .cures by in-
halation without danger or risk te the suf-
ferer. It goes wherever air can go and
never fails to reach the affected parts. This
is why it excels treatments requiring the
use of sprays, douches, powders, ointments,
&c., which cannot reach the seat of the
disease and are therefore useless. For
sale at all druggists, or direct by mail,

rice $1.00. Send 10c in stamps to N. C.
oLsoN & Co., Manui'g chemists, King-
ston, Ont., for sample outfit.

She Couldn't Even *“Crow.”

A tired, sleepy, but happy group of city
waifs left the cars at a country station, and
were met by a somewhat apprehensive knot
of women, who were to assume the care ot
the little visitors for a few weeks.

Bringing up the rear of the group of
children was a boy of nine years, clothed
with an air of self confi 'ence, but with little
else. In his arms he held a baby sister of
such winsomeness that there was a simul
taneous movement among the women, each
of whom wished to engage the baby.

The boy retused to be separated from his
charge, snd critically scanned the tace of
each bidder for the prize. He finally deci-
ded in favor ot a plain little woman, whose
body was bardly big enough to hold the
generous heart which had been enlarged by
the care of a numerous family of her own.

One of the women who had wished to
take the baby was a showy spinster. Al-

though unsuccessful, she had bid bigh in
smiles and those unintelligible little cries
and chirps with which women try to win the
confidene of babies.

When the ragged brother was asked why
he had not chosen to go to h:r home, he
answered, promptly :

‘Oh, I spotted her, right off She's no
mother. When she was trying to talk to
baby ,lhe couldn’t even get the hang o' the
crow.
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Oithe Beart Suff ‘rer {s Nt Too Lats For
Dr. Agonew’s Cure for the Heart to Care
—Never Fails t)» Give Relisf tn 30 Min-
utes.

One dose of Dr. Agnew's Cure for the
Heart relieves the most acute form of heart
trouble, when the Grim R :aper bas all but
counted the suffcrer as his. This is not
idle boasting. What Dr. Agnew’s Cure
tor the Heart has done ten thousand times.
It absolutely knows no failure. It is not
a cure-all, but it is a heart car:. —Sold by
E. C. Brown.

Time and ths Philospher,

Sir William R )binson, at one time GGov-
ernor of Trinidad, recently resd a paper
before the Royal Colonial Institute of Lon
don in which he has incorporated many of

the quaint sayings of the natives. one,
which follows, being peculiarly rich in
neﬁ‘ro philosopby :
he 1ste Bishop Rawle, passing s negro

sitting in idleness by the roadside, asked
him how he managed to pass the time.

‘I sit in de sun, massa, an, let de time
pass me " was the smiling reply.

*Robert’ was Tricked,

Not long ago a man was arrested on a
tramcar, charged with picking & lady’s
pocket. At the police station he was
searched, but, as the lady’s purse was not
found upon him, he was discharged. On
the tollowing morning the policeman who
bad arcested him discovered the purse in
bis own coat pocket, where the culprit had
evidently placed it.




