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* Whrts move & sing that o werth e
P-hmzmmum&

it lies In the world & lfeless thing

And
Till the two together In harmony ring.

HIS EVIL GENIUS

e
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llO I} Geoff, dear, how I hate to see
your head buried in those pa-
pers; to see that anxious, worried
look on your face, and to know what
has Lrought it there! If you would
only give it all up, and—and—*
“And what, dearest? he replied,
tearing his eyes for a moment from
the latest stable tips and sporting
Intelligence, and letting them rest
fondly on his young wife's pretty fuce,

ane, or only imaginary, like the first 2"

“T'hey are both very real troubles
to me, dear,” she replied, sadly. “Not
grievances, but troubles. And they
press upon my heart night and day.
The first is your terrible mania for
speculation—gambling, pure and sim-
ple, either horse racing or on the
Btock exchange; the other in the In-
ercasing influence which that man
Bharp has over you, Week by week,
day by day, I have seen it grow, and
it makes my heart stand still with
fear—"

“Fear?' echoed Geoffrey (irey,
flushing deeply as he spoke. “Now,
what on earth is there to be afraid
of? Sharp is as good a fellow as ever
breathed; he wouldn't hurt a fly, and I
am quite capable of protecting my-
self—"

“Physically, ven," she replied, sadly,
a8 she looked at the stalwart form and
handsome face, “but not morally. Fred
Eharp Is what men may eall a ‘good
fellpw,! but what we women call a
bad lot! e leads you on to gnmble,
he makes you fired with n mad desire
“or wealth hastily made. Sooner or
Inter the end will come—ruin, real
and eomplete, dismissal from your sit-
wation, bankruptey—pray Heaven it
may not be a prison cell. It is my
love for you, Geoff, that makes my
vislon so clear. I see in Fred Sharp
your black angel—the man who ere
long will 1'ind you so completsly that
wau wiil be no loager able te distia-
guish right frem wrong."”

“You women are so fond of flying
to conelusions,” said he, irvitably, bhe-
cause of the truth wunderlying her
words, a truth he could not fail see-
! Ing, in spite of himself; “and as us-
ual you are all astray., The fact Is
that it cuts me to the quick, hurts my
pride to see you shubbily dressed, to
see you cramped np in a box of a
place like thig, to think of you for
ever ns only the wife of a clerk, Oh!
Vivlet, my mania for wealth is all for
your sake, dearest, becausa 1 eannot
bear to hide your Leauty away in o
eottage. 1 long to see you shine in the
gociety nature intended you for, as
you did in your father’s house, as
vour sisters do  in their wealthier
hushands’, T alome am poor.”

“And I fell in love with you poor,
I married yon poor. 1 desire no
riches, only veur love, Geofl—our
own dear pretty little home, and a
clenr conscience—oh! if you would
only sot my Neart nt rest and be con-

tent—ans T am—with your salary. ls
—is that man coming tonight? Are
You-—are vou ng out with him?"
Geoflre y's eves foll beneath her sweet,
clear gaze and her heart sank, Bhe
wis not one of the wives who gradged |
her husbhand Lis ¢lub, or would lm\u!
denied him the society of his old
friends:; Lot she saw the whirlpool
bearing him  off his feet aml  she
seemed powerless to save him.

If Fred Sharp was his evil genins
His wife was hi=g good angel, aml fair
enough in appearance to add strength
to her pleadings: but for once her
ontreatios, her eloquence, her heauty, |
was wisted, for her husband buried |
himself in the paper again, o moody
gloon: upon his brow. The erigis she
drended was at hand, and he meant

to mnke one bid for fortune—ihen
he would give it up forever. He shiv-
ered ns he realized how many barques
had been shipwrecked on the sea of
speculation; but this one thing was
so =ife, so certain, there was no pos-

sibility of failure, or even then at 1hv.I

1ast moment he would draw  back;
but Fred Sharp bhad had a private
tip—had secn with his own eyes—it
was a dead certainty, and old Mason
would not return for another week.
He had control of all the cash, and
£500 at that Jjuncture woyld be
turned into thousands bhefore he had
to aceount for it, DBat how late
Bharp was. [le =nid seven o'clock, and
it was just on cight.
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“Come In—oh! 1 thought it was
you."
“Stoppage on the line, horrid nul-
sance, Never mind, come along now,
it's o)l right about that biz. You're a
Jucky fellow to be in it. Yeu have
the money all right, of course?”
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a erime to

boxed up
. like yours, Ex-
euse pliin speaking, old chap, but
ﬁc'ﬂhthh“wu::‘ah
£ %0 her and tell her

that before another week bad fled
that 500 would be 8,000—0ld Mason
would never know anything about it—
he should buy & partnership in some
first-rate firm.

And so the roseate dream went on,
night pussed, and Sharp, eager for the
money, called at the office for it al-

there himself,

own son would huve been,

I—I feel like a thief.”

He was a thief; but Sharp's airy an-
swer reassured him.

“Nonsense! You are only borrow-
ing it. Think of this day week, lucky
dog"—with a facetious poke in the
ribs., “I tell you you are the only
friend in the world I'd have let im this;
it's too good, yon know, To-morrow
the shares will be bounding up like
wild fire."”

How Geoffrey lived through the day
and night he could not tell. His head
seemed in o whirl; everything was
confused and blurred. Sharp did not
lvok in that evening and the next
morning's papers had said things were
unchanged,

Twenty-four hours later an un-
looked-for  catastrophe  happencd.
Some hideous blunder had sent the
shares down; they were dropping like
lead—down, down, down; but they
never renched the level of Geoffrey's
heart, for that was trampled to the
earth—erushed with the impending
doom which no power of his could
now avert, He would ere long be
lodged in a felon's cell, sent there by
his own act and deed, Sharp merely
showing the way.

Sharp had absconded-—just as poor
Violet it told him a hundred times
would b~ the case sooner or later—
and he carried with him the reputa-

tions and situations of scores of men
who nll, like Geoffroy Grey, had lis-
tened to his specious stories and
risked their honor on the fairy talcs
he had told them,

It Geoffrey could bave called back

that one week by the sacrifice of his

right hand, by years of penance, he

would have sacrificed them froely;
but the past can mever be recalled,

He had stolen, embezzled his employ-

er's money—he didn’t decieve himsell
any longer with the specious word

“borrowed"—and the brand of thief

ever!

e was so new to erime that he
could not hide the fearful agitation
which never left him, and gradually
his fellow-clerks shrank sway from
him, whispering among  themselves,
nnd he knew they had guessed the se-
eret. Someone knew the money had
been paid in but was not entered in
thie ledger—everyone would be a wit-
ness againgt him and see his degre-
dation!

Could he live to fuce it? Sometimes

he thought not! Then ngain, he set
his teeth and asked himsell if he
were coward enough to leave poor
Violet alone and disgraced in  the

world, Woman's love! e had ﬂﬂr‘l]‘

heard of it, and his wife's love for
him wis =0 great that she would meet

The words were uttersd drowsily as
Geoffrey Grey opened his ¢ .
saw his wife standing by his

“There is a knock at the
most as soon as Geoffrey reached door, Geoff, darling,” she whispe

| burriedly; “it is Mr. Sharp. Geoff—
Just as he was handing the notes |my sweetheart—my husband, there is
over a terrible revulsion of feeling |still time to draw back; but I fear the
set in. Ognfidential clerk; one who |crisis really is here—your sleep has
had been in the same office for 15 |bt!en troubled—you have muttered
years; trusted by old Mason as his | such strange things, Geoff. I went up
to my bedroom, and I knelt down

“Good heavens, Sharp,” he said, |and prayed to God that you might be
almost ghastly in his pallor, “if—if it | kept from sin, and that the craze for
*“What is the other grievance—a real ' fails; if there is any mistake, nothing | speculation might burn itself out.”
can save me. It's—it's not my money. |

He was wide awake then—wille,
| wide awake, and he looked from the
| sweet, anxious face of his wife to the
crafty, crocodile smile of his
genius, as Mr. Sharp began his spol-
ogy for being so late.

“Was kept in the city—very sorry,
really couldn't help myself. You will
excuse me, I'm sure, Mrs. Grey, for
taking your husband out to-night, but
we have most important business to
transact together——>" d

Violet’s breath came qulck and
hard; she did not speak, although her
lips moved, but she kept her eyes on
her husband’s face and set up one
last prayer for help—help that no hu-
man being could give her.

Geoffrey's hand wandered mechan-
feally to his, Dbreast-pocket, where
thers was a thick, soft packet or roll
of paper—bank notes pald to him
that afternoon after
notes belonging to Mr. Mason, his em-
| ployer; notes that Sharp knew he ex-
pected to receive thut day, and had
wrung a promise from him should be
entrusted to him to put on “a dead

landlady ?"

square meals,"—Chicngo Tribune,

offica hours;
has quite a military air about her.

pated in no fewer than I7 engage-
ments.—Chicago Daily News.
————— R —

“I'm very sorry, Sharp," sakl Geof-
frey, slowly; “but our little business
is ‘off’, now and forever.
with speculating.

physician says, "It is next to im-

It costs too much.
I can't afford it on a clerk’s salary

Chamberlain’s Slomach
Tablets, shonld be employed. Their
uge is not followed by constipation
a8 they leave the bowels in a natural
and bealthy condilion. For gale by
Middleburg Drug Co.

*"How old is the baroness?"

“0Oh, that's something that mobody
has yet been able to find out!™

“And still people say that womea
san'd keep secrets!"—Polichinelle.

Strenmoas Life,
Peaceful business methods oft
Bucceed where othera fall; *
Yet dentists and chiropodists
Keep fighting tooth and nail
=Chicago Dally News,
; Hia Worst Enemy.

*] believe statisticians say more
men are killed in war times by beans
than bullets,” remarked the thin
black cat.

*I can believe it,” respomied the
white cat with one eye. “I have never
been hit yet by a revolver bullet, but
1 know that boys with bean shooters
will be the death of me!"—Brooklyn
Fagle.

Whant Nroke the Engagement,
She—But 1 would never marry u man
who loved me for my good looks.
He—0Of course not, dear. 1 never

—

Mrs. Hospitali Mr. Henpeck
HARLLT

—I want you, Mr. Henpeck, to
ynrlfpufeetb‘ at home.

E —Well—er, have the
dishea been washed? —St. Louls

Globe-Democrat.

Uses of the Great,
Great Chesar dead and turned t clay
May stop a cerack to keep the wind away;
Napoleon gone, they siip his portralt In
To udvertise a patent medicine,
—Chicago Record-Herald,

To HBe Envied,
Castleton—1 envy youl
Clubberly—What for?

“Didn’t you say you were ob

to attend a deep .philosophical dll-I

cussion lasting several hours?”

“But I don't see that's anything to

envy me for.”

“Well, I've got to go to a society
function and talk about nothing."—
Detroit Free Press.

A Small Approhension,

“I suppose they will make a lion of
you when you strike American so-

thought of such a thing.—Philadelphia
Bulletin.

The FPrincipal Thing. {

“How do you like your new board-

“I guess so, She gives us good,

The Maln Thing,

“Did you sece this? A Pennsylvania
woman stopped a fast mail train just
to ask the engineer the time of day 2"

“Well, what time was it,"—Cleveland
Plain Dealer,

An Et;llnullo-,
He—Your friend, Miss Dashway,

She—XNo wonder, She has partici-

Won't Follow Adyice after Paying for It
Ina recent article s promivent

possible for the phyeician to g-t!

his patients to carry out preseribed
course of hygiene or diet to the
smallest extent; he has but one re-
And T feel sure Mr. Mason would pre- gort left, namely, the drug treal-
fer choosing his own investments; T ment.” When medicines are used
don't mean to choose them for him* for chronic constipation, the most
With a snarl like an angry terrieranild and gentle obhinlhh&sueh as I
the tempter went away. He waa
‘beaten—benten by & woman who
didn't know enough about business
to indorse n check properly. Nol but
she knew right from wrong—ashe knew
what real love was; she knew victory

Liver

from defeat; and as she shed tears
of joy on Geoffrey's breast when the
front door slammed behind his black
angel, banished forever from that
house and its owner's presence, she
heard Geoffrey's dream and reallzed
) i 3 P , _ | that it had been sent in answer to her
would be stamped on his brow for ||prﬂ_\'l'.rs to pull back the slipping feet
| inst on the edge of the precipice; and
thnt night, perhaps, Geoffrey Geey and
Lis wife were the two happlest peo-
ple in the whole of London.—London

Innovations he has been accustomed

plied; “a minor detail, as you might
eay, but 1 can't help wishing thut I
could wear a bustle without creating
_ comment."—Chicago Post.
Spinater Musings,

When a man wants to say some-
thing particularly idiotic he begins it
“Thinking men are now com-
ing to believe &e., &e."

A man thinks the woman who has
remeined single for his sake is the
most  wonderful
made, but the one who has remained
single for some other fellow I8 men-
Hally lacking.

Jealousy in g husband is more often
{6 sign of self-love than of wife love.

| overcont.

ne.

God bless !

“It is not wealth and luxury that
bring happiness, Geoff, dear.
love, suficient for
wants, o contented mind, and a clear | eret,” said Me. IHenpeck, “but—"
is super- | “Well,” the old  bachelor wurged,
plensant sometimes, but su- | when the meek litile man hesitated,

Heaven he had it!

The time hurried on. Y
secmed dim and blurred. Mr, Muson | ¢onfession."—Chicago Record-Herald.
came back, and Geoffrey's very face |
and manner condemned him.
impossible not
was wrong; and the face, hitherto
always so pleasant and genial, became o
white and stern as he found out what Ao T ta: Mind ani Ui
bad happened, The receipts and the
entiries in the ledger did wot corre-
spond. Someone had been tampering
Did Mr, Grey sus-

Lverything

It was
something | ¢,nhroidered things I do to my moth«

with the figures,
pect anyoned™

Nol but everyone else down to the
office boy suspected Mr. Grey!

HAt the office,” wenkly, while a
sense of awful depression seized him.
#But, Sharp, my wife—"

Men regard flattery as truth and

Lim at the prison gates when the time | 1.0k as abuse.
wiue up, and never utter one word of
reproach for the havee he had made gtrong man admirers,
God bless her!
hier!  Oh! if he could ever atone, ever | yng 1ovable, the abstemious man oft-
But it was too latel How j.p girong and despicable,
elearly Lie saw then, with a felon's cell
awaiting him, the truth and beauty ' cept when e loses his hat,
of the words she had so often said to

The weak man has  friends, the

The drinking man is often weak

The nngels are masculine; they nre
in Heaven.—N. Y. Herald.

It s | A Well-Kept Secret.
daily

“They say woman con't keep a se-

“did you ever know of a woman that

to| kept one?"

It was worth every | “I should say I did. My wife and
other thing in the whole worlid. Aye, | her mother fixed it all up between
he realized It all too well, when he had | themselves nearly a year before 1
lost it forever.

| proposed, to have me in the family,
and I don’t 'spose I'd know it yet if
the old lady hadn't made o deathbed

Nearby Treasures.
Lucie—I alwnys give the prettiest

er.

ful in you.
| “Yes; then I can borrow them, you
| know."—Detroit Free Press.

Faminine Charity.

meved to tears,

He had been mo strange—ill, they| Phylllis—Indeed! I had no idea
thought at first—now merely a thiefl | your voice was as bad as that—Chi-
Yeal they all had something to say, cago Daily Nawa,

A man never displays his grief ex-

Would Nireak the Fall

He had becn {rying to skate.
“Woman," he said, as he pot up,
ntroduces many nbsurdities Into
aer toilet, but now and then a man
san see the advantage of some of the

to deride and condemn.”
“Tlow is that?" they nsked,
“Oh, it's a small matter,” he re-

Wanted No Frills,
“Have you got what they call table-
dy hote dinners at this eatin™house?"
asked the mun in the bearskin

“No, sir.”

“Stepping to the door, he heckoned
to somebody on the outside,

“Come in, "Mandy,” he said, “They
eat in Englisk here"—Chicago Trib-

——
No Loss of Time,

I have sold Chamberlain's Colie,

holera and Disrrhoea Remedy for
rears, and would ruther be out of
oftee and sugar thanit. T sold five
potiles of it yesterday to thresbers
that could go no further, and thev
are at work again this moining —H.
R. Phelps, Plymouth, Oklahoma. As
will be #een by the above the thresh.
ors were able (0 keep on with their

by Middlebllre Drug Co.

geeret of Ner Succean,

' Fond Mother—I understand you
made quite an impression at Mrs.
Upperten's pink tea yesterday. What

subject did you discuss?

work witbout loring a single day's
time® Youshould keep a bottle of
t his " medy in your home, I'or sale

ciely.”
“Well," answered the distinguished
personage who knows English but

i ? “Sav \ [ slightly, “I hope they will stick to that
ng place? lave you a good, square | gepartment of the menagerie and not

| endeavor to make a monkey of me,"— |

Washington Star.

Skooking. 3
Mr. Doubleduff—I suppose you know
it is now possible to see the person
with whom you are talking over the
telephone,

’
Mrs. Doubleduff—Goodness! And I

telephoned to Rev. Bteenthly this
morning while my hair was in curl pa-
pers!—Brooklyn Eagle.

The 014, 0ld Tale,

Bumptious—Nao, sir, I cannot under-
stand how men allow themselves to be
led by the nose by their wives; and 1
can assure you, sir, that I drive my
family coach,

Sharpshins—That may be, but from
what 1 have heard your wife tells you
which way to drive.—Ally Sloper.

Regular Thing with Him,

“lI was nearly overcome by gas
again,” remarked the man who had
come from the suburbs.

“When did it occur?”

“At the nsual time. When the com=
pany rendered its bill."—Stray Sto-

ries.

Children as Blemsings,

Good Minister—And those beautiful
little ones out there with the nurse
are youra? Ab, madam, children are
among Heaven's choicest blessings.
Mrs. De Style—Yes, indeed. It's per-
fect bliss to shop for them.—N. Y.
Weekly.

For Concemtratlon,
Desmond—If you buy this elegant
fur eoat, Dorothy, how are we ever
going to pay for ii?

talk about two things at once! Let's
talk about the coat.—Life.

Told the Truth,
“What did Freddy say when yon
canght him eoming out of the pantry
with his hands stained red?”
“He told me the truth by saying that
he had jammed his fingers."—Tit-Bits,

Dr;King's New Discovey

Dorothy—Oh, Desmond, don't let's.

'MORE LIVES ARE SAVED
«BY UBING..

Consumption, Coughs and Colg

All Other Throat And
Lung Remedies Combined.

e e ————
This wonderful - medicine positivel
cures Consumption, Coughs, Cold,
Bronchitis, Asthma, Pneumonia, Ha
Fever,Pleurisy, LaGrippe, Hoarsenes;
Soré Throat, Crou‘ and Whooping
Cough. NO CURE. NO PA

Prios 60c. & 81, Trial Bottlo Free

:

“80- h ng:,n‘:mou sol mﬂsnu Distik
ng . . w Bppoars tl
where In this issue. a':;‘ninlu‘. their ;?Ja:a.;'
supplying the consnmer with four full quary
of Hayner's Seven Year Old Rye lor 852, e1-]
press prepald,

Healthy Indecd |

"80 this is & healthy town?"” inter
rogated the mew arrival.

“Healthy ain't no name ror it, stran.
ger,” boasted the native. “Why, we
have only three patients in the | os
pital” '

“Who are they?"

“Why, the dpctor, the wumdertaker
and the tombstone man. They aref
there for lack of nourishment."—Chi-
cago Daily News.

What's In a Name,s
Tess—I've writtea Mame We;umlhy1
1

an invitation to my tea. I suppose [
must,

Jess—Yes, but you've spelled her
name “M-a-m-e.”

Tess—That's so. She spells it
“M-a-y-m-e," doesn't she?

Jess—0! no. She did three months
ago, but it's “M-a-i-g-h-m-e” now.—
Philadelphia Press.

The Cook Won Out,

Yeast—Don’t you think arbitration
is the safest way to settle disputes?

Crimsonbeak—No; I must say that [
do mot. We hnd some trouble with,
our cook and I went to the kitehen to
arbitrate the matter with her, Come
up to the house some time and 1l
show you what remains of the suit of
clothes I wore that day.—Yonkers
Statesman,

To all our
Subscribers
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The Leading Agricultural Journal of the Nation.
Edited by the HON. JOS.
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g
H. BRIGHAM, Assistant

Falr Daughter—I didn't discuss THIS valuable journal, in addition to the logical treatment of all

anything, anamma; I—I sat down on
n plate of cake,—Chicago Daily

News.

Soothing Explanation,

ing about me,

She—No, indeed; T make it a point
never to speak of my friends unless
1 can sny=somcthing good of them,

Sylvia—I sung in an amateur con-
cert last week and everybody was

~Tit-Rits.

LA A Mﬂh‘ﬂ.

B dusler who tries to sell
“vomething lust s good”

7
‘ :' ‘Mi

He—1 hear that you have been talk-

:nd so 1 knve not mentioned you at
11

) CANDY CATMARTIC, ™

agricultural subijects will also discuss the great issues of the day,
thereby adding zest to its columns and giving the farmer something t°
think about aside from the every day humdrum of routine duties,
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