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It was settled in solemn conclave among
the matrons of Esstwood that Dr. John
Mortlake ought to marry No Doctor could

t on without a wite. It was the sound

iploma that was necessary to his pro‘es-
sion.

Eastwood was a small country town in
the North Riding. It had a High Street, a

_ town hall, and, as the reader has heard, a

Doctor. A yesr ago old Doctor Helme had
died, and bis practice had been purchased
by a Mr. John Mortlake, a young mn com-
ing from London with the bighest crediten-
tials. Personable and gentlemanly, equally
attentive to the poor ¢s to those who paid
fees, he gained general approval save in
one respect : he was a bachelor

Now, it is well known that this is the
greatest drawback a Doctor can possess;
consequently, out of a sense of duty, the
feminine inbabitants decided that Jobn
Mortlake must marry. More than this, they
bad found a fitting partner in Laura Hep-
worth, the only child ot Thomas Hepworth
of Hepworth Lodge.

It was not likely the selection would have
been so universal—tor the new Doctor was
a parti in whose favor they would have been
many rivals—had it not been seen that out
of all the marrisgeable young ladies John
Mortlake showed most attention to Laura
Hepworth, whom he had saved from scar-
let fever and the brink ot the grave, there:
by winning Mr. Hepworth's sincere grati-
tude. He had bidden the young man re-
ﬁrd the Lodge ss his home; and Jobn

ortlake, glancing at Laura’s hazel eyes
and soft brown silky braids of hair, thank-
tul'lf' accepted the invitation.

hus the new Doctor b¢came a coustant
guest. No event occurred but his aid or
advice was needed, certainly giving ground
for Eastwood gossip, until a circumstance
happened which seemed to bring matter to
a climax

One July afternoon, while a thunde:-
storm, which for days had been threatening
was raging with considerable violence over
Eastwood, Jobn Mortlake, returning ot
speed from a distant patient, through the
heavy rain, beheld Laura Hepworth stand-
ing for shelter beneath an oak that extend-
ed its magnificent branches like a canopy
over the road. The shelter was perfect,
but the peril was great, the air being so
charged with electricity ; and & tremor ran
through the Doctor as he urged his horse
on that he might warn her.

Scarcely, however, had he advanced
many yards, exchanging Laura’s gay wave
of the band, than a blinding flash illuminat-
the spot, followed by & crash ot thunder as
though the world were coming to an end.
When John Mortlake, quieting his horse,
looked up, his horror was beyond delinea-
tion to perceive the oak split asunder, and
Laura Hepworth extended lifeless upon the
ground.

A great cry burst from his lips, succeed-
ed by a terrible paleness. The next mo-
ment he was kneeling by the young girl,
holding her in his arms.

Great Heaven ! was she dead ? Appar-
ently. She lay white and motionless,though
no scar on faee or mark ondress told the
electric fluid bad touched her, and for a
second John Mortlake gazed on the fair
face in speechless agony.

Recovering bhims-If hurriedly, his trem-
bliug fingers sought her pulse, her beart,
and another cry, now of rspture, vscap.d
him as he pressed the girl with an uncon-
trollable impulse to his breast, exclaiming:

‘She lives. Thank Heaven—she lives !
Oh ! my darling—my Laura—my lovs I’

And with his quivering lips he touched
the white forehead. At the instant Liaura’s
eyes opened. She had caught those last
words—ehe had felt those lips, and, with a
fit ot hysteria, nestling to him, she sobbed :

‘Oh! Mr. Mortlake—oh ! John, save
me !’

She had remembered her peril ; she had
recognized his affection, and came to bis
strong hear: for protection. With a strange
alarm on his face, the doctor rose.

‘Do not fear, Miss Hepworth,” be said,
almost ; coldly ‘the danger is paesed How
could you have taken fo perilous a posi-
tion P’

She yet leaned on him, and now lifted
her soft eyes in wonder at his chaoge of
tone. Why? Had she not long before
koown his love, though unspoken ? His
geze tell betore hers as those ot the grilty
before the accuser ; but he was spared the
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necessity of answering the mute interroga-
tion by the sound ot approaching wheels

The vehicle was a country gig belonging
to a well-to-do tarmer of Eastwood, who
pulled up in surprise at perceiving the
pair standing in the pouring rain. A few
words and the riven oak were all sufficient
an explination, and readily the new comer
offered what the doctor was on the eve of
asking—the vacant seat in the gig to carry
Miss Hepworth home to the Lodge.

The farmer was of a hearty, jovial
mood, and had not been deaf to Eastwood
rumours. Consequently be chuckled in-
wardly at the blush with which Laura took
leave of the Doctor, who pleaded a pro-
fessional call in another direction; and
half an hour later, standind on his own
hearth, the tarmer declared that the mat
ter was surely settled now that Miss Hep
worth was to be the Doctor’s wite.

Rumour is hke the grain of mustard-
seed : though at first small, it is capable of
increasing to the largest dimensions; and
before night it bad crept through East-
wood that Dr. Mortlake’s contession of
love had, at least, been made. Society,
nodding. waited expectant of its being de-
clared publicly.

But Society was disappointed. No such
intelligen e reacned them. Could Laura
Hepworth have refused bim ? Impossible.
Yet how grave and altered the Doctor
looked ! What did it mean? What could it
mean for actually Jobhn Mortlake and
Thomes Hepworth had met in the
High Street. and had passed like utter
strangers. Kastwood was in a ferment of
curiosity until another rumour got sfloat,
started by an old almshouse-woman.

She reported having been 1n the Doctor’s
surgery waiting his return, when she had
heard bim enter the adjoining sitting-room
with Mr. Hepworth. ‘Though nearly deaf
she had caught something of their con-
versation Mr. Hepworth had desired to
know John Mortlake’s intentions respect-
ing bis daughter. The Doctor had rejoin-
ed thoee of a sincere, faithtul friend.
Whereupon bigh words had risen on the
part ot Mr. Hepworth. He had made
reference to the thunderstorm, and sent-
ences uttered on the o casion. John
Mortlake had hardly answered. ‘Only
once,” when the listener had heard him
ejaculate, with a bitter grown, upon the
other declaring that he had compromised
bis daughter :

‘Heaven forgive me; but I trust not! It
so, tell me what reparation I can make,
and I will—I will leave here. I will do
anything ; but I cannot marry. There is a
reason ’

Mr. Hepworth had used harder words
yet; then, exclaiming, ‘By Heaven, John
Mortlake, I'll ruin you for this!" had flung
out of the room. Whereupon, the Doctor,
ejaculating, ‘I bad better tell him—better
confess all I’ had called upon his visitor to
stay.

But the street-door bad banged, and,
witb a groan, the Doctor seemed to cover
his face with his hands, and sob hke a wo
man, fearing detection, had quietly stolen
away.

As weeks passed, however, it became a
question whether John Mortlake bad re-
jected Laura Hepworth, or vice versa.

It was decided by the majority that the
old woman’s deatness had misled her, and
the latter was the cate; for though rather
psle Miss Hepworth was gayer, and at-
tended even more parties than ever; while
the Doctor went about like a man whose
deat warrent had been signed.

Assuredly Mr. Hepworth had learned
some evil event of his private life, and had
torbidden him his house. That must be it
and the Doctor’s practice tell off accord-
ingly.

Ihe above wassad trouble to Mrs.
Langleigh when her annuai picnic in Gray
Woods came round.

She had built uponthe help and presence
of John Mortlake.

‘It John Mortlake comes, the Hepworths
will refuse,’ remarked Mr. Langleigh.

‘That is certain,’ sighed Mrs. Langleigh.

So the Doctor was not asked. e was,
however, there.

He, too, had built up this picnic—upon
the plessure of being with Laura, and upon
wandering through the shady woo s.

‘] was wrong—1 was a coward—a vill-
ain! Yet Heaven knows ! meant no
harm,’ he groaned

Still insecret he went—in secret he
beheld the merry party beneath the trees,
and in secret tried to teel happy in watch-
ing Laura’s mirth, fcr she seemed the gay-
est of the gay. He bad set himself a rask
be could not pertorm. His misery was
unbearable as he beheld Herbert Loang
leigh seated by her side chatting to eager-

" *It is he who will win her—who will call
her his,’ he groaned, ‘and it is right. But
to me it is death.’

Turning he plunged further into the
underwood.

Had he stayed a second longer, balm
would kave come to bis heart. He would
have seen Laura, seizirg an oyportuni'y
steal away from the picnic party He
would have seen her gaiety become sadness
tears rise to her eyes, and have beard her
exclaim. with a sob:

O4! Jobn—Joan, how hard it is to

lay #o false a part as I, when my heart
is breaking ! Can you be the villain 1P|ps
says ? No—no, I feel you are not. There
1sare son What reason ?

She siarted, bearing a footstep on the
dry leaves.

Looking up, she beheld it was a woman
slowly approaching—a woman with a young
pretty face—deformed. haggard, by dis-
sipatior—a woman attired in tawdry, drag-
gled garments. Her dark, hollow ayes
were fiixed with a wild, eager glince on
Laura, ss she advanced with the uncertamn
steps of one labouring under sev:re bodily
fatigue.

Touched by the sight, on perceiving her
stumble from weskness, Laura sprang for-
ward to lend support.

‘You are ill,” she said. ‘Do you want—

‘1 want,’ exclaimed the woman, eagerly,
raising her ‘eyes, ‘Jobn Mortlake !’

‘John Mortlake!' gasped Laura, recoil-

ing. ‘*He is not here.’

‘Yes; I was told he was,” was the anewer
‘See ; he is behind you now !

The young girl turned. and beheld the
Doctor, who had unexpectedly emerged
from the trecs. Her movement revealed
to him the woman. His face went white,
as, leaping back, with a pamntul cry of hor-
ror, he ¢jiculated :

‘Agres!

‘Yes,” rejoired the woman. ‘I have
sought and I bave found you, Joln.
Listen !’ and she caugbt Laura's arm. ‘He
—he is my busband. What a difference
between us! When I was as young and
good as you, he married me. He was
kindness itself, and for a year we were
happy ; then—then he fled from me, for I
had given way to sin—to vice—to drink.
Look at me; I carry the tru'h on my tca-
tures ; [ disgraced—1I ruined him!

‘As,’ groaned Jobhn Mortlake, bitterly,
hie face buried in his hands, ‘you have
come to do here.

*No, Jobn; for once you wrong me. I
have come—come to see it—if you can par-
don. John,’she added, with a tremor in
her voice, ‘I am dymng’

He glanced quiekly up ; his professional
knowiedge told him she was right. He
moved forward and caught her as her fig-
ure swayed betore him.

‘Ob! Agnes—Agnes,” he murmured;
‘that the Agnes ! first knew should bave
come to this!’

““Ah! John,” she sighed, sadly, “how
many are mentally blind until approaching
dissolution opens their eyes! You were
a good, fond husband,and I disgraced you.
You can torgive P I have travelled all this
way on foot to hear you say you pardon
me betore I die.”

John Mortlake gazed into the eager,
pleading tace. He recoliected only the
bright, pretty girl whom years sgo he
loved. Her tears fell on the wan cheek as
he pressed his lips to hers, saying:

*‘Agnes. from my soul I forgive you!”

The wite with a cry, flung her arms
around him.

“Noble-—noble to the last!”she exclaim-
ed, then sunk a heavy weight in his grasp.

(Gently, atter a space, Jobn Mortlake
laid her down among the ferns, and kneel-
ing, his head bowed, he wept.

She was dead. With his pardon her
soul had quitted earth.

Deeply touched,easily divining all, Laura
stood apart, passive but sympathetic. She
felt she had no right yet to intrude on the
Doctor’s gnef.

Abruptly another stood there—her
father. She saw fury on his countenace at
perceiving John Mortlake kneeling in her
presence, for at first he did not see the
dead.

Words of passion were on his lips when
Laura, maviog quickly to him, placed ber
hand on his arm.

“Hush ! papa,” she whispered. ‘I know
Mr Mortlske’s reason, and forgave him
all. See!”

¢“‘His reason?”

The Doctor here arose, a d turning his
white tace, pointed downward.

*‘Is there, Mr. Hepworth,” he said. ‘‘In
this poor, dead womsn you see my wite.
Do you wonder I retused to confess my
disgrace?,’

» * * ~ * =

Thke news of the Doctor’s unhappy mar-
riage, and its fical soon ran through East-
wood, winning for him—when all was told
—greater favor and sympathy than before.

The doors of Hepworth Lodge were
again open to him, and a year later Laura,
happy and content, becams her new
Doctor’s wife.

A Blow at Cupid.

It was pretty hard to have the the honey
moon clouded before we bad been married
two hours,’ complained a newly-married
man, as reported by the Detroit Free
Press.¢ ‘Fact is, though, tae excitement of
the wedding-day took away the little sense
I had remaining.

‘We were married at noon, and after
dodging the customary rice and old shoes,
left tor the station. We had barely time
to catch our train, ana I rushed up to the
ticket window at once. Then, once more
we had to run the gauntlet of friends, who
think it smart to throw rice down one’s
collar and have it sift down into one's
shoes.

*We got aboard at last, and when the
train started I heaved a sigh of relief.
When the conductor came around for the
tickets | handed mine over. After looking
at it for a moment, he asked me if the lady

A TERRIBLE.
TIME !

A Port Hope Lady Undergoes a
trying experience, from which
she is at last freed by the’
use of Miiburn’s Heart
and Nerve Piils.

Mr. F. J. ARMSTRONG, one of Port Hope's
best known citizens, speaks as follows :—
* My wife has had a terrible time with her
heart for the last fifteen months.

“ The pains were intense, and she had a
smothering feeling together with shortness
of breath, weakness and general debility.
Medicine seemed to do her no good, and
we had about given up trying when she
started to take Milburn's Heart and Nerve
Pills, They have toned her up wonder-
fully.

“She is stronger to-day than she has
been for months, thanks to Milburn's Heart
and Nerve Pills. I am sure there can be
no better remedy from their remarkable
effects in Mrs. Armstrong’s case.”
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was travelling with me.

“That was the last straw, and I snapped
out for him to mind his own business.

“ “That is what I am trying to do,’ he
answered, coolly. ‘One more fare, please.’

“Then it flashed upon me that in the
burry and excitement ot the moment I had
forgotten that I had a wite—and I wilted
right then and there. I paid the other
fare and tried to laugh it off, but the look
that my wite gave me will linger with me
as long as I live. It took me two hours to

argue her out ot the impression that I
didn’t love her any more, and she isn’t tul-

e <l Wik

(00 SUrely - Bequn.

R

Paine’s Celery Compound is
Always Victorious Over
the Most Stubborn
Diseases

Some medicines require weeks of use be-
fore sufferers can realize any promising re-
sults. and the great majority of patents are
worthless, and in many cases positively
dangerous to use.

When wesk, broken down, sick and dis-
eased m>n and women have used Paine’s
Celery Compound for a single day their
doubts vanish, hope fills the heart, and they
are added to tbe tens of thousands that
gratetully sound the praises ot a medicine
that truly possesses life giving virtues.

It your lite is in peril from such stubborn
and desperate diseases as rheumatism, neu-
ralgia, liver complaint, Bright's disease,
diabetes, nervous prostration, or ailments
resulting from impure blood, and bave not
vet tried the medicine that has cured oth-
ers, do not wait another bour. Paine’s Cel-
ery Compound will assuredly do for you
what it has done so well for your friends
and ncighbors. It will cleanse the blood,
drive out lingering rheumatism and neural-
gia, banish kidoey trouble and liver com-
plaint, build up the exhausted nervous sys
tem, clesr the complexion, give good diges-
tion, healthy sleep snd perfect vitality. One
bottle promptly begins the good work.

DEWEY AND PATTI.

How the Admiral Came to Hear Her Sing
io Margeilles in 1866.

Mr. George W. Van Horne was one of
Abrabam Lincoln’s consul's in Europe. He
was in Marseilles, France, 1861 to 1866.
He was perbaps the youngest man in the
consular service, being only 27. His wife
tells the following story of a visit by Ad-
miral Dewey, then Lieutenant-commander,
in that port:

‘In the month of January, 1866, the
booming of cannon in the offlag told of the
arrival of some foreign man-of-war. Ino
the course of a couple of hours & group of
naval cfficers entered the consulate, the
spokesman introducing himselt as Lieut.
George Dawey, stating that the Kearsarge
was in port, that he and his companions
had come to pay their respects to Uncle
Sam'’s representative, and that others of
tae ship’s offi :ers would follow.

‘Lieutenan'-Commander Dewey was
then a min of some twenty-eight years.
Energy was shown in every movement. He
had a kind smile, but for the most part was
grave and serious. 1 liked him from the
first, he looked so good, so trustworthy.
His extreme neatness, too, impressed one.
He was natty from head to foot.

*The Kearsarge's officers were mostly
young fellows of 22 and 23 full of life and
dehghted at being on shore. Lieut. Dewey
was like an elder brother to them in every-
thing, and they looked up to him accord-
ingly.

‘We lunched one day on board the Kear-
sarge, and were shown over the ship, the
places being pointed out where the vessel
bad been torn by shot and shell from the
Alabama. But it was necessary to hurry
home from the luncheon in question, for
many of the ship's company were to dine
with us, and go in the evening to hear Ad-
elina Patti in the ever popular ‘Barber of
Seville.’

¢This indeed was no ordinary event.
Patti had been booked for the firat time
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(aund for one night only) in Marseilles ten
days before the arrival of the Kearsarge,
and all the seats to the utmost limit of the
opera house bad been sold. The boys were
wild to hear Patti, for we claimed her as
an American, but admission without the
seats could not 'be obtained. What was to
be done? (’atti the divine arrived in the
city. Mr. Van Horn and myself went te
call on the famous diva at the hotel. She
seemed so glad to see us, and was most
cordial and admonstrative. When she
heard of our dilemma, she turned to her
manager and brother-in-law,Strakoseh,and
told him that he must make room for the
officers of the Kearsarge. He replied that
it was simply impossible, and emphasized
his words with shrugs. Patti remarked ,
‘No seats, no opera.” And she meant it,
too. It was finally arranged by Patti her-
self that the party from the ship were to
have seats on the stage behind the scenes.
On our bidding her adieu, she thanked us

effusively for the privilege of conferring a
favor on our sailor boys, and gave me a
warm kiss and her photograph, both of
which 1 dearly prize.

«“Mrs. Morse, the vice-consul, and my-
self went to see the Mayor, a personal
friend, to try and procure a seat for Dewey
in the Mayor’s box. As a great favor he
let us have two for that eveniag. If fell
to me to do the most talking, as Dewey
(modest then as ever) did not seem in-
clined to air bis French. We looked from
the box,which was in the second tier aboye
the stage, aud waved our hands to the
boys below us and heard and saw Patti at
her best.

A DOCTOR'S HOMAGE.,

Prercribed for hig Patlient South American
Rheumatic Cure, and the Man’s own
Words for it: ‘It Saved my Life.”

Wm. Erskine, Manager for Dr. R. R.
Hopkins, Grand Valley, writes; ‘I have a
patient who has been cured by South
American Rheumatic Cure. He had been
trying everything on earth without the
slightest relief, and had taken to his bed.
Three doses relieved him, and when he
had taken two bottles he was able to drive
out. He immediately came to me acd said
this great remedy had saved his life. This
remedy relieves 1n a few hours and is cur-
ing the world. Sold by E C. Brown.

Coats to Fit Huouchbacks,

A curious iilustration of the advance of
the cutter’s art is shown nowadays in the
making of clothes for hunchback mens
Forty years ago, as middle-aged persons
recall, the coat ot a hunchback man was
likely to tall more or less loosely from him
while now his coat is made to fit him, as
far as fit goes, as well as any mn’s. While
the tailor overcomes many ordinary de-

tects of man in fashioning his clothes, he
cannot of course overcome this one, but he
can cut garments that will make the least
of it and will fit the wearer with tha same
appearance of trimness as that which
characterizes every garment designed with
cate; and that is what he does.

A CARD.

We, the undersigned, do hereby agree
to refund the money on a twenty-five cent
bottle of Dr. Willis’ English Pills, if, atter
using three-fourths of contents of bottle,
they do not relieve Constipation and Head-
ache. We aleo warrant that tour bottles
will permanently cure the most obstinate
case of Constipation. Satistaction or no
pay when Wiils's English Pills are used.

A. Chipman Smith & Co., Druggists,
Charlotte St., St. John, N. B.

W. Hawker & Son, Druggists, 104 Prince
William St., St. Sohn, N. B.

Chas. McGregor. Druggist, 137 Charlotte
St. John, N. B.

W.C. R Allan, Druggist, King St., St.
John, N. l§

E. J. Mahony, Druggist, Main St., St.
Jobn, N. B.

(. W+ Hoben, Chemist, 357 Main St., St.
John, N. B.

R. B. Travis, Chomust, St John, N. B.

S. Wntters,N D!;uggist, St. John, West,

Wmwm. C. Wilson, Druggist, Cor. Union &
Rodney Sts., St. Sohn, N. B.

C. P. Clarke, Drnﬁgist. 100 King St., St.
John, N. B.

S. H. Hawker, Druggist, Mill St., St.
John, N. g

N. B. Smitk, Dm§qi-t, 24 Dock St., St.
Jobn, N. B.

G. A. Moore, Chemist, 109 Brussels St.,
St. John, N. B.

C. Fairweather, ist, 109 Union St.,
St. John, N. B.

Hastings & Pineo, Druggists, 63 Charlotte
St., St. John, N. B.
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