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Accept no substitutes or imitations,

If you cannot get beef,
mutton will answer.

You may choose between
milk, water, coffee or tea.
But there is no second choice
for Scott’s Emulsion.

It is Scott’s Emulsion or
nothing.

When you need the best
cod-liver oil, the best hypo-
phosphites, and the best
glycerine, all combined in
the best possible manner,
you have only one choice.

It brings prompt results
in all cases’of wasting, or
loss in weight.

All druggists; soc. and $1.00,
SCOTT & BOWNE. Chemists, Toronte.

Valuable Property
" For Sale

The subscriber offers at private eale
that large dwelling wouse and premices,
cousisting of large baro and other out
houses; situated on the Lower 3pring
Park Road, formerly occupiéd by ' the
laste Mrs. Catherine Thorne. This ie
%o excellent business stand, and ean be
purchaxed at » reasonable figure. Every~
thing in firstclass repair. Good title

guaranteed .
8. G. THORNE.
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And now the fourth night was at
hand, and the man so used to violent
exercise, to the open air, to regular and
unrestrained habits and a free life,
found himeself wondering, as in a
dream, how much longer he could pos-
sibly endure. The evening seemed as if
it would never darken into night. The
moon was full, and revived the twi-

light, bringing out new shadows into a !

not less luminous tone. It was the kind
of night when people sleep uneasily
and look out of their windows often and
marvel at the white brilliancy that al-
ways seems strange and fairylike, even
to common minds.

Suddenly the room began to dance up
and down, then sideways, then to re-
volve in an ever widening circle. This
time surely it really happened. The

blacksmith stared at the phenomenon
with surprised eyes.

Then the distant

S Come onl” he yelled. *‘You can’t mure
der me.”

whistle of ‘a locomotive impinged
upon his brain. It re-echoed and re-
verberated until the hammering on
could mnot have
drowned the noise. The blacksmith
looked around to see how the rest of the
jury were affected by the din, and as he
looked he saw the foreman takinga
knife out of his pocket and whispering
to two or three others. Thereupon Wor-
thely feigned sleep, but he saw them
through closed .lids as distinctly as ‘be-
fore. On tiptoe they advanced—adid
they? Did they not? Why, he could not
be mistaken. They advanced upon him.
‘The moon, which mnaccountably had
returned to its place, shone full upon
their murderous faces.

When they had tiptoed within:a.cou-
ple of yards of him, Worthely jumped
to his feet, grasping the chair nearest to
Lim, and stood at bay.

“Come on!'' ho yelled. ““You can’t
murder me. I am too strong for that.”’

Snarling, and showing his teeth in
bis nightmare, he brandished his weap-
aa at imaginary foes, at the hallucina-
tion of murder. The sleeping jurymen
aprang to their feet. It was a murder
that bad brought theindependent black-
smith to this pitiable condition. Hewas
pouring out bis life that amother mur-
der might not be committed, this time
under the cloak of the law. Somebod)
¥illed Burns—not George—who then?
Rotating on this awful problem, what
wonder the stalwart mind became con-
fused? And now the climax of atrocity
bad come~—sgo the blacksmith ghought—
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Positively cared by these
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They also relieve Distress from Dyspepsfa,
Indigestion and Too Hearty Eating. A per-
fect remedy for Dizziness, Nausea, Drowsi-
ress, Bad Tastein the Mouth, Coated Tongue
Pair in the Side, TORPID LIVER. They
Regulate the Bowels. Purely Vegetable.

Small Pill. Small Dose,.
Smali Price.
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the fraud of the day.®
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| that—what does his foot strike?

aud tkey wekre trying (o murdeg fhe
man whom they could not tease into
submission. This discovery, made in

the delusion of sleeplessness, was o |

real to Worthely that the horror of it
completed his aberration. Not a man of
them had touched him, but the dullest
of them perceived that the obstinato

man had believed himself attacked by |

his mates.
“Keep off 1"* Worthely shouted again.
““What did you say, you contemptibl

redheaded sneak, you?”’ shaking his fist |
at the foreman. *‘You saw George Wil- |

liams do it? That’s & lie. George Wil-
liams? Puh! He hasn’t pluck enough to
kill a calf. He wan’t tall enough. I'll
hold out till doomsday. You shan’t
hang an innocent man, and you can’t
hang the man who did it, for I'll wager

peanuts against dollars he’ll never tell.”” |

By this time William Worthely was
frothing at the mouth. Entranced to

the spot, no one of the jury, as yet, had |
ventured to call assistance. Each feared |

to ‘'miss what might follow, as much as
he feared to hound the riotous dreamer.
They imperceptibly shouldered each
other for protection, and cast quick
glances of nameless apprehension.
their curiosity conspired to send the
blacksmith insane? They knew now
that their 78 hours’ inquisition had
gone too far and they began to dread
the consequences.

And now William Worthely faced
the 11 jurymen. He began to answer
imaginary questions and argument with
fierce sarcasm and unassailable logic.
His eyes glared at them and through
them. He was quieter now, btut his
body, trembling, gave evidence of an
explosion that could not be suppressed
much longer. The room was locked,
and even if the frightened men had
craved assistance they could not have
bhad it, except by calling out of the
window.

‘“You're a nice lot of men, you are,”’
hegan the insomniac scathingly.
‘““Where's your imagination? Do you
suppose George had the courage to hit
anything with that hatchet but a tree?
He might have sneaked up from behind.
That’s the sort of man he is, and you
know it. Burns was hit full from the
front. It took a man who dared to face
him and kill him. What? Of course he
was there and went away. He probably
came to get some back pay aud dropped

his hatchet—pernaps he was scared.
Perhaps he meant to threaten old man
Burns, but he didn’t evep have the
gumption to do that.

‘“‘Hadn't you ever thought of neigh-
bors? Look me in the face. D—n you
all! Couldn’t you imaging a neighbor
coming up about that time to settle a lit-
tle buciness or an old bill with the old
man? He never paid his debts till he
had to. Look! I can see a neighbor ge-
ing in the barn just as George left. He
presents his bill, and Burns refuses to
pay. They have bot worda, Don’t you
hear them blackguard each other? ‘You
won’t pay,’ says the other, standing be-
fore him. ‘Well, I'll make you.’ Then
the old man sneered at him. And with
It is
the hatchet George Williams dropped.
Burns, now, he never notices it, but
jeers again. Don’t you see it all? I can.

“““Youwon't, eh?’ cries the neighbor,
grasping his debtor by the throat. May-
be he didn’t mean murder, but that
don’t make any odds. It's all the same
now. The two men close. ‘You won't

_then?’ says the neighbor.

“How do I know that George didn’t
kill old man Burns? Because I did it
myself.”’

. - - - K - -

In the sober silence that followed the
judge’s last words a shuffle was heard
at the door, and a tall, lean man walk-
ed in bearing an armful of logs. It was
the old man familiarly known as Bil],
the keeper of their host’s camp, a quiet,
white haired, barmless fellow. Some
thought him a little ‘‘touched,’’ but ev-
ery one respected him. He was just a
gentle, unassuming man with an air of
latent strength and suffering about him
that gave him a dignity of his own.
Something in the significant way the
judge looked at his servant attracted
the attention of the rest.

“Godfrey! Uncle! So that’s the man
that killed Burns.’’ The young collegian
jumped up as the old man left the room.
“I always thought there was something
queer about him.’”’ The hydraulic en-
gineer shook his head sagely at this im-
pulsive conclusion. But the captain said
in an intense way:

“Go on, judge.”’

Judge Chambers could not help show-
ing in his face the gratification that ara-
conteur feels when he has successfully
evolved a climax.

He proceeded with no undue haste:

#Qf course the new jury that was 1m-
paneled acquitted the said George
Williams without leaving their seats.
It took six men to hold the blwksmi_th
that night before he was put in a strait-
jacket and lodged in a padded cell. His

Had |

confession cleared up the curutmystery
and the grand jury broughbt in a true
bill against him, to be served when he
should recover his sanity, if ever,

“In six months William Worthelv
was a model patient, quiet and trurt-
worthy, and his case was to be consid-
ered in the next spring term. While ke
was pronounced sane enough about mat-
ters of the present moment he had for-
gotten absolutely everything about his
life preceding his ccnfession. Even the
very elements of his trade had been lost
to his mind and hands. He could now
no more shoe a horse than he could
write a novel. He bhad even forgotten
his name, his neighbors and the village |
he lived in. He was a new man, just as |
if he had been born again in that asylum
into a new world. You can’t let a mur- |
derer loose upon the community, and |
you can’t hang a man who doesn’t re-
member his crime, even if he has con-
fossed. It is a question if any man
ought to be punished on his own con-
fession uncorroborated by evidence. But |
that is another matter for another time.
The problem was what to do with
Worthely,

““Matters drifted, just as the snow |
did that heavy winter. Some wanted |
him tried, others wanted him shut up |
in the asylum for life, and a few want- |
ed him out. At that time a raiiroad ac- |
cident occurred near Hartford. A bridge |
gave way and a freight train went |
through. A tramp was brought to the
hospital terribly hurt. When he was |
told that he could not possibly live |
more than a day or so, he sent fora
Methodist minister and made a confes-
sion. Among other things he said he
killed a man in a barn in Broadfield on |
an evening of the preceding June. He
had crept into a pile of bay to sleep for |
the night. The farmer came out and |
had a discussion in the barn with some- l
body who had come in with him. This |
man had a hatchet in his band, which
he had stuck into the head of a stall.
Their conversation was entirely friend-
ly, and they shook hands in parting,
the man forgetting his hatchet. Some-
how or other the farmer happened to
stick a pitchfork into the heap by acci-
dent and the tramp jumped from his
concealment. The farmer ordered him |
out and threatened him. The tramp was |
a taller, larger man and langhed his
host to scorn. Thereupon the farmer
reached for the hatchet. This was
gnatched from his band and buried in
his brain. The tramp, who had entered
the town at dusk unobserved, sneaked
out and left the same way.”’

‘““What on earth did Worthely con-
fess, then, for?”’ interrupted the colle-
gian eagerly.

“It often happens that a man con-
fecses a crime in delirinm. But if he
hadn’t confessed,’’ continued the judge
slowly, ‘‘the wrong man would Lave
been hung.”’

““And if the blackemith hadn’t con-
tinued insane he would bave been
bung,’’ said the hydraulic engineer.

*‘But what did Burns say ‘Williams’
for?”’ insisted the student. ‘‘That was
enough to condemn the Englishman.”

“He probably tried to say that Wil-
liams was innocent and died in the at-
tempt. Dying statements are very un-
certain keys with which to lock a man
up,’’ answered the justice gravely.

“‘Say, uncle, is that William Worth-
ely?”’

Judge Chambers regarded his nephew
quizzically and smiled at the boy's ca-
riosity.

*I think it's about time to turn in;
don’t you?'’ he said.
THE END.

The man with & weight on his leg can’t
hope to win in the rece. A man with a
weight on his health can’t expect to com-
pete in life and busiress with thoee who
are pot handicapped. If his brain is
heavy and his blood eluggich, because of
conxtipation, he will not succeed in doing
anythiog very well.  Counstipation is the
cause of nine-tentbe of all sickness. Bymp-
tome of it are sallowness, listlessners, poor
appetite, bad 1aste in the mouth, dizziness,
billioueness and lassitude. Constipation
can be cured easily and certanly by the
uve of Dr. Pierce’s Pleasant Pellets, They
are not st all violent in their sction, and
yet they are mwore ceriain than mauny
medicinese which are ¢o strong that they
put the rystem all our of order. The great
advantage of the “Pleasant Pellews” is that
they cure permanently.

Send 31 oue-cest stamps 10 cover cost
of wailing only, and get his great book,
The Pecple’s Common Sense Medicsl
Adviser, absolutely ¥FREE. Address, World’s
Dirpencary Medical Aa-ociation, No. 663
Main Street, Buffalo, N. Y.
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Guaranteed 10 years old.

SOFT.

Tastiny tells the flavor cf this
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A good range of prices and
qualities.
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35 pairs Ladiex’” Dongola Oxford Shoes at $1, reduced
from §1.25 and 81.35; sizes 3 to 5. 25 pairs Ladies buttoned
and Laced Dongola Boots; reduced to 81 and $1.25; sizes, 3 to
6. These are snaps and will not last long at the prices,
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