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S8YNOFPRIS,

The Abbe Morellet, cure of the village
of Yvette, while on a journey 10 Paris
with his valet and groom, meets with o
mranger adventure In the wood of Bt
Cloud, First, three muskhod horsemon aj-
pronch and, addressing the priest as the
lord bishop of Blois, despite his protvsts,
warn him of the witehes that baunt thoe
wood, A lttle farther he finds himself in
tie midst of & strange company—a banil
of devils, dwarfsa and other hideous erea-
tures, all dressed (n seariot, with o sear.
Tet witeh at thelr head, The abbe's mer-
vanla take flight, The abbe, thinking they
are a lot of masqueradoers, makes bold to
address them. In reply they repent every
word he gayve, enlling him the lord biskop
of Blole, Thoy say that he must sufter,
and the punishment agreesd upon Is that
he must bhuy 4 supper at the House of the
Searlet Witeh, He s blind-folded and,
whoen he enn again geo, ho ls in a room on-
tirely draped in scarjet, and soatid at a
tabile laden with a rich feast, surrounded
by the compnny that he met In the woodl
Now, the abbe g hungry. His misslon in
Purds to place his ward, Covinne de Mon-
tesgon, In a4 convent, He has heard that
sho Is the friend of all the né'er-do-wells
in Paris, but she has the favor of the king
wnd he can do nothing with her on this
account. The King Is uway now, and will
return on the morrow, and he hopos to
get Corinne within the convent walle by
fore she can appeal to the king, In =pie
of his hasle, however, be determines 1o
appense his hunger at (his rle ]
but every morsel turne te bread erum
In his mouth, and all the sparkling wine
proves 1o be water.

PART 1V.

He spoke loudly; unor did he ook
for an answer, being quite assured by
this time that he was dreaming, or, If
he were not, then that he had become
the vietlm of the strangest jest yet
played In France. And he was very
surprieed, when a volee behind him
greeted him with the first word be had
heard uttered since He entored the
Rl For the matter of that. the
volee war hardly rodsed before all the
Fappers leaped to their feet and stood
in an attitade of respectful attention.

“And what i8 the trouble of the Lord
Bishop of Blols?" asked the speaker,
as he advanced to the Abhe's chalr,

He was a man slightly above the
medium height, and he wore a dress of
white velvet unon which a lace-work
of the whitest diamonds glittered. The
Abbe observed that he was somewhat
advanced in years, and that his fea-
tures were clenr-cut and singularly
handsome. He was attended, now, by
two pages who wore trunk-hose of
purple und purple cloaks above them:
while an officer In the blue uniform of
the Corslcan legion stood at his heels
4y though expecting some command,

“Ho, ho!" thought the Abbe as he
witched the stranger, “here then la the
rogue who has played this jest upon me,
I will tind & word for him at any rate’"
And =0 he spoke aloud.

“8ir," said he, “who you may be, T do
not wish to know: but if this be your
house, permit me to tell you that 1
have been the victim of great lberty,"

The stranger feigned astonishment.

"What,” eried he, “have you mnot
supped well, 'Seigneur?

“Bir,” answered the Abbe, “I be-
secch you that you will not eall me
'‘SBelgneur, for to such a titke I have no
claim, As for your supper—I would
not offer it to a dog.”

“But surely,"” crled the other, look-
ing very much surprised, “that 1s
turbot which you eat, my friend—and
fdo you mot hold a cup of the wine of
Burgundy in your hand?

“Monsieur,” sald the Abbe, with hun-
gry dignity, “whoever has told wyou
that has lHed, There §# nothing but
water here'

"Oh, indeed!" erled the newcomer,
“pray permit me to put it to my lips,
‘Belgneur—you say that 1s water—St.
Loass! 1 would ke to have a cellar
full of such water as that."

He tasted the draught as he spoke
and smacked his lips over it as though
I* had been a dellclous nectar. The
\bbe, staggered at the action, was sl-
ent for same moments; but after n
pauss he took cup up in his hands, and
dM that which was a rare thing for
him to do—he lost his temper.

“My son,'' he asked, “vou deolare that
to be the wine of Burgundy ?"

“Most certainly,” revlied the strang-
er, ""most admirable wine."

“Then 1 pray you drink It," ex-
claimed the Abbe—and at the Invita-
tion he threw the contents of his goblet
into the newcomer's faoe.

It was o descerved retort, perhaps
but the miserable oure, had he foresssn
that which was to follow, would have
cut off his right hand rather than al.
low his tember to carry him go far
Boarce was the thing done when a cry
of horror burst from the company
about the table. Fifty hands were
raleed as If to strike the cowling priest.
Threats, exevrations, remonstrinoes,
were hurled at him untll his head
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buzged with the clamor, The stranger,
nlone, appenred to e unmoved, He
wiped his face with & handkerchilef of
Ince; and then turned to the Corslean
at his elhow,

“T am sorry,” sald he, “but T must
n#k you to arrest Monselgneru, the
Bishop of Blojs, You will take him to
hig room and keep him there until my
pleasure be known.'

“Your Majesty Is obeyed,” was the
AnEWer,

There was a great sllence In the place
now; amd it lasted while the Corsican
slepped forward and bade the quaking
priest follow him. As for the Abbe,
he was llke one petrified,

“"Great heaven!” he moaned, when
they led him from the room, it Is the
king who speaks, And I have thrown
my wine in his face. God help me, for
my day bhas surely come.’”

All else was forgotten in this; the
visions of the night, hig purposa In rid-
Ing to Paris, even the offeness of little
Corinne gave place to the tremendous
fenr which his folly had bhrought upon
him, He saw it all now—mystery no
longer perplexed him. The masquerade
In the woods, the hovrible aparition,
the flaghing of the orimson flre—what
was it all but the work of the
the palnce of 8t. Cloud? They had
gone out to seck whom they could de-
vour, and they had lighted upon the
cure of Yvette, he sald. Then the King

he had heard of thelr pastime and
hild come Lo witness Its consummation.
And thus had the perpetration of o

erithe 8o terrible been brought about. |

Nothing, not even [r-]lb:illll_ wias held ns
sacred in that vear 1750 a8 the hody of
the king. The Abbé Knew full well
that unleg= mercy were shown to him,
he might spend the remaining years of
his life in the Bastile. Men had come
to such a punishment for mere words—
but to theow o goblet of wine In hig
Muajesty's face! The very memory of
his offending easmpelled him to shudder
ke one who was already doomed. The
Corslean oflcer had led him to o hed-
room now; & pretty room lighted by
many wiax candles and furnished with
nll the taste churackerizing n period =o
tsteful. It was a long apartment with
a cabinet glving off It—and the Albe
vhgerved in this smaller chaomber a sup-
per table decked prettily with lighted
canilles and flowers. For this, however,
he had no anpreciating eyves, He felt
at the moment as though he could
never eat again, Foreboding, real and
stern, had set his nerves itehing Ele
began to question his conductor; hoping
for some little word of comfort,

“Monsiery,” he sald, with pitiable
anxiety, ‘1 beg you to tell me—whose
house 15 this and where does it licg

“Readily,” unswered the young offi-
cor. "This is the pu\.'llii-n of Madame
Doublet de Persan. The villagers call
It the House of the Scarlet Witch, 1
regret, Monselgneur, that your first ac-
qualntance of it should be made so un-
propitiouslys  Balnt Denis! who would
have thought that his Majesty was un-
known to you?"

"Chod help me answered the Abbe,
“T never saw him but once, Monaleur,
and then It was from a bench in the
Place Louls Quinge., Oh, surely, he will
remember that!™

The Corslcan shoolt his head, Im-
plying that he doubted

“My Lord Bishop,” #ald he, "I am but
a very humble gervant of his Majesty
and heaven forbid that I should antlel-
pate his decision. If you have friends,
however, let me beg of you to write
to them, It 8 possible, should their
influence for this offence with a year
In the Bastlle!"

“A vyoear in the Bastile," murmered
the Abbe, "4 year—the Baints help
me—a year for a moment's logs of tem-
per! Oh, mon Dieu, will you not plead
for me, Monsieur? 1 am no Lord Bis-
hop, but only a pure cure who is friend
legs and helpless as you see, . I conjure
you, of your charlty be a friend to me,’

“What!" cried the soldler, with a
wondrous azsumption of surprise, “you
tell me, my Lord, that you are not the
Blshop of Blois? Oh, surely, this
night's work has robbed you of your
memory. Think a little, and you will
recall the circumstances. How today
you werg riding to Paris upon business
of your diocese when you fall into the
hands of Madame Doublet de Persan's
merry fellows who bring you to this
house to supper. The king, learning
the jJest, Is driven over from the pa
lace to enjoy It, when you, loging you
temper, throw a goblet of wine Int:
his Majesty's face, and 2o become my
prisoner until youn sentence e de
llvered., 1 extort you, my Lord, hide
none of these things from yvourself
but send at once to yvour friends and
vonjure them to intercede for you,'

There was a wondrous air of honesty
about the Corsican's tale; and although
the Abbe.was more perplexed than
ever when the soldler had done, he de-
termined to trust him, and to make o
last effort to help himselfl Indeed, n
sudden Insplration selged upon him,
and when spoken  hls words cams
quickly and his white cheeks flushed
scarlet,

“Monsleur,” he snild, "I see it all
plalnly; they have mistauken mo for the
Lord Bighop of Blols, and so this mis
fortune has fallen upon me. I have but
one friend In Paris—if, Indeed, she be
In Parla now I spenk of my ward,
Corlvne de Montesson, who Is to be
found at the Hotel Beautrelllis in the
Rue Baint Paul. Could you but o« nvey
R word to her of my necessity, 1
know that 1t would not be unavalling.
Indeed, she |8 very gentle and loving
to ull, and never falls to help those who
are In adversity., Send to her, 1 beg
you, and tell her to come to Baint
Cloud at once. Bay that the Abb«
Morellet Implores her asslntance

“Clel,” cried the Corsican, *1 will tell
her no such tale—~for why should she
oome (o the help of the Abbhe Morellet
when it Is Monseigneur, the Bishop of
Blols, whom she |s e assist?"

VSir" sald the Abbe, with humble
entreaty, “if you tell her that, 1 am
surely lost,”

"Courage," sald the Corglean, “you
forget, 'Belgneur. In a little times your
memory will come back to you. | shadl
rend to Paris at once. Meanwhile, you
will pardon me If I must hold you un-

der lock and key, You heard the king's
command, my lord ™

“God help me,” eried the Abbe, "1
hoard 1t too well™

At this the Corglean withdrew and
went down stalrs 1o the supper table,
The seariet maska of the company were
all lnld aslde now, and the suppers no
longer ate flsh made of bread crumbs,
on the contrary, they wers very merry
over fAagone of rare, red wine and gob-
lets of champagne and trout from the
Lake of Geneva, and dighes of carp's
tongues and sturgeon and mullet and
legs of venison and fat eapons. When
thoey saw the oMcer they oried out joy.
fully and hastened to nsk how the Abbe
dld

"Grimod, Grimod, what does he say,
what does he do, oh, tell us guickly-
we die with Impatience—you have
news, Grimod?”

The Corslean held up hia hand for
quiet, Then, addressing the scarlet
witeh, whore fresh and plguant face
belled her role, now that the mask was
Inid nslde, he sald:

“Ma fol, Mademolselle Corinne, the
Abbe aske for you!"

“For me,"" crled the girl="then you
have told him, Grimod T

"T'pon my word, Mademolselle, 1
have told him nothing, He thinka you
are at the Hotel Benutreillln, and he
begs me to send a messenger there.™

Corlone clapped her pretty hands,

“Oh!" she corled, “how T love him.
But he will not send me to a convent
after all"”

PART V,

The ldea that Corinne de Mantesson
would ever suecumb to such a fate
seemed to amuse the masqueraders
very much. They greeted her words
with extravagant enthusiaosm, Oy
love sick swain—whose devil's head
wineg set mockingly upon a plate Yefor
him—turned toward her eyes full of
sheeplsh affection and exclianmed:

“8at. John, Corinne, f you go to the

| nuns at Charventon, you will take half

Parls with you.*

“We shall have to bulld a city there,”
eried andthey,

“Such a place of worship never will
have been seen,” sald a thiyd,

"I go as man-In-waiting,” lsped a
pretty boy, who was busy with a dish
of veniaon,

“"And the king, what does he go as?"”
asked i demon whose head was tucked
awny under his chalr,

“Yes,"” cried Corinne, joyfully, *“the
king, where |8 he? Come forth, sir,
and let ws see you.™

"Bacre blen,” answered o volee fromi

! the further end of the table, “the king

18 very well, thank you, Mademolsells
but he will be the better when he has
eaten thig pastey.”

Could the Abbe have seen the king at

| that moment, hls fears would have

vanlshed like the wind., Truth to tell,

IIn-l Majesty looked exceesdingly un-

kingly, souted as he was, astride a
8 N ehalr and holding o very large
rastry between his  knees, But the
wretched priest In the Ledroom above
knew of none of these things, While
the maxqueraders below wi nt the
zenith of thelr merrimont, the miser-
able Abbe was pacing his olegant pis-
on and every turn he took by ught o
fresh exclamation to his i,

“OhT he would moan, “a yvear In the

Bastile at the least—that 1 should have

| left my home for this! A year in the

Bastile, where they put yYou In cages
#0 that your bones ure bent, or in
ditches whera the floors leap in
glime! Heaven be mere 0 me—]
have thrown wine In the king's face!
Fool that 1 was! Mis dress should have
tnught me better manners. And now
they will punish me ohll miserable
day, unhappy hour—what would 1 not
give to be in my bed at Yvette again.”

He, good man, had llved so noble a
life that fear had not in all his yoars
been an enemy to him. Hut now he
feared excecdingly—feared so that
i long while he started at every
er of the wind or creak o
feared until he forgot that
hungry and had not supped
by, however, one of his restloss pa
inga carried him  int the cabinet
which opened off the™ bed-chumber
and there he beheld the lttle tabl
with the fowers and the wax lighis
and the flagen of wine and the well-
dressed capon,

“Bah!" he exclaimed, angrily, "the
wine is but colored water, the capon |a
made of bread; they shall not befool
me a second time,"

He thought It a eruel fest, and vowed
he would not be the victim of it: and
Ko he hegen to pace the room again:
hut his stens carried him, despite his
resolution, stralght Into the cablinet
again, and at the third time of his
coming, hunger and thirst so far pre-
vallsd that he poured a little of the
wine from the flagon and ventured to
take I,

“Oh!" eried he, flling the goblet to
the brlm, “ean It be true—upon my
word, this s very lke the wine of
Burgundy—8aint John! T have never
lested a better Imitation.™

There was almost & smile upon the
Abbe's face now; and he began with
cuger hands to help himself to the ca-
pon. A minute lanter he had sented him-
selfl at the little table, and was busy
with a groaning plate. Only when his
merl wis done did a haunting memory

hig night's work come back to him

ind at that, the wine was soured and
the bread turned bitter. Ha looked at
the great carved bed and told himself
that sleep was not for such as he, He
heard a bell without strike the hotir of
midnight, ind  the new-come day
scemed to Lbe the herald of his mis-
fortunes, Onee o twice he went to
the doar of his prison-chamber and
I'stened, but could discern no sound,
nelther of volees nor of steps.

“Fleaven be good to me!" cried he,
teginning to pace his reom again, *'Ii
1 could only lay this night In my bed
it Yvetle,'

He sighed at the hopelessness of the
fdesire; but, to his Intense amazement,
nig slgh was echoed from the opposite
ide of the room. And he was very
much surprised when, upon turning
round, he beheld, stand®ng there by a
ploture let into the panel of Lthe walng-
cotting, two of the masked men who
had met him on the road earller In the
evening, Indeed, the Abbe rubbed his
eyes 10 make sure ‘that It was not a
Iream i und It wos not until the taller
of the two spoke that he belleved alto-
gether in the reallty of that which he
BW,

“My Lord Bishop,” sald the siranger,
"wWe have Kept our promise und you pee
us agwain, Is It glddly*"

“"Gentlemen!™ erled the Abbe, “glad-
Iy, indeed. O, heaven knows! You
have heard of my. misfortunes

The masked man ralsed his hand,

“Hush!" he sald. A word may cost
you your lfe, We know all and bave
come (o save you, Follow me, "Seig-
neur, and say nothing, whatever you
may see o hear.”

With this he lafd s hand upon a
button in the pleture and the panel slia
back polselesdly, showing a narrow
aperture, through which the two men
passed, and then the dazed Abbe, The
aperture thus disclosed gave access to
& narrow flight of stalra, ai the foot of
which was w litile door, opening at

~ HOW TO FIND OUT,

Fill a bottle or common glass with
urine and et It stand twenty-four
hours; a sediment or settling indicates
an unhenlthy condition of the kKidneys
When urine stalns linen It s poaltive
evidence of kidney trouble. Too fre-
quent deglre to urinate or paln In the
bnck, Is also convimeing proof that
the kidneys and biadder are out of or-
der,

WHAT TO DO.

There {8 comfort in the knowledgs
80 often exppessed. that Dr. Klimer's
BEwamp-Moot, the great kldney rem-
edy fuifills every wish in relioving
pain In the back, kidneys, liver, blad
dér ahd every part of the urinary pas-
siges. It corrects Inabllity to hold
urine and sealding paln in passing It,
or bad effects following use of llquor,
wine or beer, and overcomes that un-
pleasant necesgity of helng compelled
to got up many times during the night
to rinate. The mild and the extraor-
dingry effect of Bwamp Root |8 soon
realized, 1t stands the highest for its
wonderful cures of the most distresaing
cases, 1If you need a medlelne you
thould have the best. Bold by drug-
Eists, price fifty cents and one dollar.
You may have a sample bottle and
pamphlet both sent free by mall. Men-
tinrn the Scranton Tribune and send
your address to Dr, Kilmer & Co,
Binghamton, N. Y. The proprietors
of this paper guatrantee the genulne-
ness of this offer.

the back of the pavilion, Mtrectly upon
the park of 8t, Cloud, Before the pris-
oner had realized anything of that
which was belng done, he foumnd him-
self out upon the soft grass with the
bridie rein of a horse In his left hand
and a groom at his right hand ready to
nssalsl him to mount. The two men, In
their turn, went to horses walting for
them and, all leaplng into the saddles,
the leader sald, presently:

“Belgneur, mount, I beg of you. We
ride to Blols for your lHife."

"To Blols?" gasped the Abbe.

But the groom had helped him Into
the saddle now, and the man having,
with a lusty smack upon the quartcers,
sent the horse off o Join the cthers
the Abbw found himself, for good or {1,
galloping wildly through the Park 1o
ward the road for S8evres. Eo absorhed
wis he in doubt and wonder that hwe
fmiled to observe the young girl who
rode up to hisg guldes as they lerft the
pavillion—<though ehe was maskod g
the others were Indeed, those witi
kim never ‘drew rein nor spoke a sine
gle word untll dawn broke in the sky
end St. Cloud and s woods lay far be-
hind them. Then for the first time they
permitted thelr foaming beasts to go nt
the walk and the fresh wind of the
morning to breathe upon thelr heated
LiLDeR,

The place was the summit of a hill
fome "ive rellee from the town of Ram-
baulilel. Below them a valley stretehed
rieasantly, and In the far distance the
epire of the church at Yvette stood up
Hxe a needle agalnst the cloudleas sky

“My lord,” sald the " leader of 1l
strangers, halting suddenly at th
“ronder s your home, As for u our
work I done, We have but to slve you
this paper and to bid yon make your
way to Blois with all speed. 1 doubt
not that you will obey faltl.fully the
King's wish that you shall no: leave
your new diocese for the spacs of vne
year,”

‘My diocesge, the Kking's wish!' ex.
chiamed the Ahl whasge fare wus
bathed with perspiration and whose
lHmbs were s0 sore that he could
serree sit upon his horse,

"Certainly,” answered the masked
man, prefaing Lthe paper Inio the

st's hands; “read thuat and all will

cnown te you"

The Abbe rend 1 paper, then he
he ruised Hiy ands in an attiiud
humble thenkt

Mereifol henvs
he, “they hawv
Hlols, me—the unworthy
pricat—thy humbile cure
Surely the king has forglves 1
Gentlemen, 1 thank vou from my heart
for this night's work. Never shall yous
services be forgotten Tell me your
names, I beg of yvou, that I may re-
member them in my prayers.”

The first of the three men removed
his mask

*'Selgneur,” sald he, “they call me
Benolt, the swordsman.”'

“'Belgneur,” erled the second, un-
masking in his turn, "I am the Comte
de Gulbert—the eldest frlend of vou
wand, Mademolsaelle Corinne de Mon-
texson,"”

It was the moment for the young girl
now, BSwiftly uvnmasking and turning
her pretty face upon the astonished
Ahbe, ghe spld:

“And L 'SBelgneur, am Corinne her-
sell."

The Abbe gat as one dumbfounded
Tears swelled up In his eyes. Gratitude
choaked his words

"“Corinne,” he sald, "Oh, It s to vou
that I owe my pardon and my fortune
then, God bless you o thousand time

“Hut not ot Charenton,” eried
Corlnne, merrily

“Heaven forbia!" exclaimed the Abl
“"Heturn to your home and carry an
old man's blesaing with von,'

The Bishop of Blols was wont to tell,
even in his old age, how that at St
Cloud he had onee thrown & class of
wine in the King's face. But the know-
ing pnes shook thelr heads,

“Bah,” sald they among themselves,
Vit was one of pretly Corinne's Jests.
The only king our goocd Blshop ever
met was Lekaln, the actor from the
opera,'”

THE END
—— - —
WHAT IT COST MIM.
An Old Story About Ingersoll that
Hos n Moral,

The followlng story: of Rohert In-
gernoll was started about 17T years ago,
but the Chicago Record thinks it good
enotgh to revive During one of his
vislts Lo Chicago he and & friend went
to one of the bhig book stores In Wa-
bash avenue to examine the treasures
on the shelves and counters. They had
roamaed around the establlehment dis-
cuseing history, romance and theology,
und Anally the friend sald, ploking up o
volume: "“Ah, Colonel, this |18 the book
you like™

“What s 11?2 he asked,

“Tom Paine's "Age of Reanon

“*Yes: it's o good book' but mighty
expensive."

“Why, 1 didn't think wo."

“1 have a cvopy, and what do
think It oot me?"

‘I don't know, I'm sure "

“The governorship of Ilinols™
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To Care n Cold in One Day,
Take laxative Bromo Qu'nine Tablets,

All drugglets refund the money If It
fauls to cure, 26 cents,

NERVOUS TROUBLES afl kinds
cured with ANIMAL BEXTRACTS
Pree book tells how., Waghington
Chemleal Co,, Waalilngton, 1, ¢, "

Haml]et;
[nsanity, ..
Suﬁcﬁ@e,

Editor of The Tribune,

8ir: A reverend gentleman who re
cently lectured in this city upon “"Hams-
let,” took three—to me—somewhnt ex-

noter; first, that he had no thought of
sulelde; second, that he was not In
sane; And, third, that ho was a high-
I¥ moral character, Now, 1 think he
was wrong In all these viows, as 1 shiall
endeavor to show and prove

Firat, as to Hamiet's baving no
thought of sulcide. Hamlet's first sol
Noquy would disprove this at onee, It
will be remembiered that this takes
place before he has feen his father's
ghost, or Knows of his murder. The
lines begin as follows:

0, that thia too, too #olld Aeth would melt,
Thaw, and resolvs ftself Into a dew,

Or that the Everlasting bad not set
His canon "guinnt selt-plitehtor,

Here Is the first expression of a de-
gire to kil himself, were self-murder
not forbldden by the Almighty., Then
the wellsknown and immortal solilos

this mean, If not a contemplation of
sulelde? Hamlet views It from every
point (It s unnecessary to quote the
lines, they are so familinry, and finally
comes to the concluston that nothing
but cowardice prevents many of us
from leaving this life In our own way,
and at our own sweet will,

Secondly, that Hamlet wne not In-
sange. Now, the question, “"Wne Ham-
let Insanc ¢ dl feign insand
has heen mooted for years

O L 4
answoer s, both; MHamlet was Infsane,
and alen felgned a grenter degres of In.
sanity than he was poesessed with.
Hamlet was what the allenists of the
present doy onll a reasoning melan-
chollse—a well-known and qulte com-
mon mild form of Infanity, character-
Ized by a distaste for and disgust with
(), how enry, flat, stale and
iprofitable seem to me all the uscy
world,* ete., ete, Hamlet de-

soribes his own mental state perfect-
Iy in the lines beginning I have of
fate,~but wheratn I know not,—lost
ull my mirth; foregone nll en r
exercines” ete,, ete, The world seems
to him * 11 ded gurden; ti

lings
In nnolure poess it

"brave, oe'r-hanging

1ient, fretted with golden {dre” e
nothing to him but “a foul and pegtl-

lent congregation of vanor

) g, and he
Bays “Man delights not me, nor w
man elther' What I8 this but mol
ancholia? And all melancholines
more or less suloidal

A8 to his Intention to fel
fty, he makes this clearly
his bosom friend, Horatl
tellz Wim that he may *
antle dispoait)
be remembercd
putized by th 81

e mMits on Lthis econf : 3t

matier of fact, his feigning Ineanity
wos an unwlse move, and al! but

why |}

wreeclked his nurpoge, s It caused him
to be gent to England by his uncle, the
king.

This Lrinegs me to the third state-
ment, that Hamlet was n highly moral
character. However, he did not sorupls
to rob the sleening bodies of Rogen-
crantz and Gulldengtern of the king's
papers, to destroy them, and to replace
them with a forgery of hia own, which
he stamped with the king seal from
his signet ring, and which doomed
those dirtiers » denth u n theipr
arrvival in Enc 1d. T nesd not pursy
this branch of the subject further

Lrully,
rilmer Livingst
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CANADIAN PACIFIC R'Y
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* THE LEADING AND LARGEST MILLINERY STORE.

Gordond Gordon

413 Lackawanna Avenue.

trnordinary views of Hamlet's char-«

would get on any speelal day.
than other stores’ bargain pricea.
There must be some reason for it. IHere are a few;

One bundred and ANy dozen

UNTRIMMED HATS

T nll the new and popular shapes.
Chips, Fine Milan Straws, Fine
and Neapollitan and Halr Dealda,
pold for less than 8100 sod $1.50 each.
Tnke your cholee hero at

TRIMMED SAILOR HATS

Fully trimmed and lined lonther
most popular shajes,

19¢, 25¢, 30¢.

One third of usual price

quy, “To be, or not to be,” what does

Every Day in the Week
Is Bargain Day Here

You can come any day in the week and get the same bargains you
Our regular prices are much lower

We're the busiest store in this

Ono hundreed dogen apraye

IMPCRTED FLOWERS

Large, full bunches in all the newest stylong
flowers Lt were never sold under 81,00 be
fore. You ean take your chiolee nt

25¢ a bunch.
RIBBONS

An impotter's entire wtook of Finost SN
Ribbons In Fanoy Plaids, Faney Molres,
Faney Stripe and Brooade Ribbonw, worth 7 5a
a yanl Your chules here at

25¢ a yard.
All sllk Teffota Ribbons, 1gc m yd.
Hotaria Ribbons, worth d0e, ioc a yd.

Trimmed Hats at Half Other Stores’ Prices,

one view, som he other, Th real |

CERSON’S, "o

413 LACKAWANNA AVENUE.

'The Public
Knows a Good Thing
‘When It Sees It. . ..

why we
o facts:

2—The Tribn

That is why the circulation of The
| Tribune is constantly increasing, and
are able to state the following

ribune is delivered to more homos and business placea
than auy other SBeranton newspaper.

i3, withont doubt, the best advertising me-
dinw in Northeastern Pennsylvania.

5—The Tribune prints more news and containg more exclusive
{eatures than any of its competitors,

i—The Tribnne consists of 10 pages daily, except Saturday,
upon which day a magniticent 16 page paper is issued.

5—The Tribuneg contains no boliler plate or ‘‘patent’ matter.\\_ /
Every line 18 carefully selected and well edited.

6—The Tribune has, since its birth, constantly set the pace
s thie jonrnalistie raea in this seetion and today has omnte
: | competitors, The Tribane leads, the others
try to follow,

7—The Tribane is tha best newspaper in the stata, ontside "of
Philadelphia and Pittsburg. It costs bat 50 cents a month,
daelivered every morning before breakfast, Subseribe now
and get the best, '
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Our Mattresses with Patent
They are as good as can be made,
dealer has them. Ifnot, we have.

Lifters are a Good Thing.
All our mattresses have these Lifters attached, Your

The Lifters Cost Nothing,




