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HUNTING FOR EDEN,

—_——

« tvs veled in search of purer air,

ﬁg;knc‘ he found where it was, one day,

the water supply was beastly there,

Asnd so he declined to stay.

e hunted far to discover the kind

“of water his health required,

But where it was he was pained to find
nore winter than he desired.

But

He looked for a climate to suit his taste,
snd he found just the kind, at last,

iround was a barren waste,

never a traveler passed,

irried on and he searched around

limate and water and air,

B herever a perfect thing was found
Some other was lacking there.

ted in search of a healthful place,

Wi s form was erect and strong,

wnen the color of health appeared in his
ftace,

is visage got pale ere long;

d to keep bad health away,

iced his pallor and worried,

yund just the proper place, one day,

| there, on the next, was buried.

E. Kiser, in Chicago Record-Herald.

=

j
A Knave of
Conscience

By FRANCIS LYNDE,

J

Copyright 1900, by Francis Lynde.)

CHAPTER IX.CONTINUED.

It was all over in @ moment. Char-
Iotte saw the mate try to spurn the
disabled negro,’and saw the white
man step between. Then the mate’s
right arm shot out in a mighty blow
at the peacemaker, who was stand-
ing just within the low guard with
his back to the river.

1e looked to see him hurled to his
death in the brown flood; and what
she did see was scarcely less horrify-
ing. The fugitive had stepped aside,
and the mate, carried off his feet by
the impetus of -his own blow, stum-
bled on the low rail and dropped in-
to the river.

Charlotte saw instantly what would
happen. If the mate were not
(irowned outright, the devouring pad-
dle wheel would swiftly overtake him
and batter the life out of him. But
what did happen was more astound-
ing. Like a flash the man whom the
mwate would have sent to the death
which was to be his own sprang
overboard fairly upon the shoulders

f the struggling bully, carrying him
deep under water just as the roaring
wheel was about to engulf him.

All this Charlotte saw; and the
rescue of both a few minutes later,
the mate insensible and the other in
the throes of exhaustion; and when
it was over she was fain to go back
to her room, with her letter to Mr.
Galbraith still in her bosom. For
heroism is a law unto itself, and were
a man guilty of a thousand ecrimes,
the woman does not live who could
give him up to justice on the heels
of such a deed.

CHAPTER X.

When Charlotte had made sure of
the pseudo deck hand’s identity in
the forenoon of the second day out
she had thought the assurance un-
asszilable and had conducted herself
accordingly. But when she awoke
late on the miorning following the
brave rescue of the mate, assurance
had departed.

With the admission of the smallest
doubt, she could by no means go on
with her plan of betrayal until the
Goubt was removed; and, not know-
ing what else to do, she went to the
captain to find out if possible all he
knew about the mate’s rescuer.

The interview was most unsatisfae-
tory. She led up to the subject by
telling the captain the story of the
rescue, and so was privileged to ask a
few questions about the rescuer. Did
the captain know him? And, above
all, did the captain know the day and
hour when the man had joined the
crew?

Capt. Mayfield knew no more than
that the man’s name was John Gavitt,
and that he had joined some time dur-
ing the day of departure from New
Orleans. He was a sick tramp, work-
ing his way home to some small river
town in Towa.

So the doubt remained unsolved,

after all, and her hands were tied un-
less it could be removed. She could
think of no other expedient, save an
interview with the man himself, and
this she knew was impossible—in its

bringing about and in any definite re-
sult that could aecrue. For if she
could bring herself to question him,
gurely he would lie in his own behalf.

And yet it was the impossible
thing that happened. For that even-
ng just at dusk, while she was stand-
g on the guard uwpon which. her
flateroom window opened, she heard
4 step on the stair leading from the
deck above. A man descended slowly,
and when he came near enough she
recognized him. She'let him go until
her opportunity was all but lost;
then, plucking courage out of the
1)'[“xrt of desperation, ghe recalled
alm.

"One moment, if you please; I—I
want to speak to you,” she faltered;
and he turned obediently and stood
before her,

Followed a puuse, surcharged with
tie electricity of things ominous. He
Was generous enough to come to her
rescue,

*“You
to me?”
“Yes; I want to ask you at what
time you joined the crew of the
Belle Julie.”

The question did not surprise him,
nor did he attempt to evade it.

]"-“"Jgh he knew to what it would
ead.

have something to say

“Between “twelve and one- o’clock
the day before yesterday.”

“Will you tell me where you weré

at‘u o'clock that day?”’
Yes, if you ask me.”
T do ask you.”

3 "l was in a certain public building

New Qrieans, as mear to you as

[T am now. Is that sufficiently defi-
nite?”

“It is. I thought—I had hoped—
oh, why did you do it?” she burst
out.

“It was the old story of one man’s
plenty and another’s need.”

“But surely—"

“l know what you would say. I
was willing to work; I was not willing
to beg. I know it was all wrong, from
your point of view, but I should be
sorry to think that I did what I be-
lieved to be wrong.”

“Surely yon must know
wrong.”

“No, I don’t. If I did, you would
be relieved of what I conceive to be
a painful duty. I should surrender
myself at once.”

“Then you are not sorry? I saw
you yesterday afternoon, and hoped
you were.” ‘

“I was sorry then—and am now;
for the very good reason that I have
lost the money.”

“Lost it?” she gasped.

“Yes.” And he told her about the
hiding of the treasure and its disap-
pearance. :

“Oh, dear!” she said; “that makes
-it all the harder.”

“For you to do what you must?
You mustn’t think of that. I
shouldn’t have made restitution in
any event.”

“Then you know what I must do?”

“Assuredly. I knew it yesterday. It
was merciful in you to reprieve me
even for a few hours, but it was
wrong."’

“Wrong!” she burst out. “Is it
generous to say that? Are you so
indifferent that you think everyomne
else is indifferent?”

“I know you are not indifferent—
you couldn’t be. But you must be
true to yourself. Will you go to the
captain now?”

“I thought of doing that at first,”
she began. “It seemed to be what I
ought to do. But when I saw what
would happen; that I should be

it is

obliged—"
“I understand. We must guard
against that. You must not be

dragged into it. But since you can’t
go to the captain, what will you de?”

“I—I wrote a letter to Mr. Gal-
braith.”

“And you have not yet sent it?”

“No; otherwise I shouldn’t have
spoken to you.”

“To be sure. But now you must re-
write it, without signing it, and send
it. I suppose you have described me
so the officers will have no diffienlty?”

“Ye-es; that is, I tried to. But why
mustn’t T sign it? They will pay no
attention to an anonymous letter;
and, besides, it seems so—so cow-
ardly.”

“They will telegraph to every river
town within an hour after it reaches
New Orleans; you needn’t doubt that.
And as for its being cowardly, it is
nothing of the kind. It is your duty
to point me out, and when that is
done your responsibility ceases. There
are plenty of people who can identify
me if T am taken to New Orleans.”

“It is very dreadful,” she maur-
mured; “only you don’t seem to
realize it at all.” :

“Don’t I? You must remember that
I have been arguing from your point
of view. I shall escape if I can do
it without taking advantage of your
candor.”

By this time her fear of him had so
far departed that she asked him what
he would do.

“I shan’t try to run away. So far
you have bound me by your frank-

ness. When the officers appear, my
parole will be at an end. Is that
fair?”

“It is more than fair. I can’t un-
derstand.”

“Can’t understand what?”

“How you can do this—how you
could do what you did last night, and
),et’_',

He finished the sentence for ber.
—*“And yet be a robber of banks. I
suppose it is a bit puzzling—from
your point of view. But there are
many things indivisible by any rule
of two. May I go now?”

She suffered him, and when he was
gone she went to her room to re-
write her letter. She finished it and
hurriedly gave it to the night clerk,
and straightway ¥new that her peace
of mind was wrecked for th2 remain-
der of the voyage.

Such, indeed, was the fact. After
time enough had elapsed to admit of
the letter reaching New Orleans she
became a cowaxd of landings, fear-
ing lest she shculd see him taken.

Nor was Griswold without his
nerve-wrenchings, though as the voy-
age grew older he began to take
heart of grace. In the ordinary
course of things, Miss Farnham’s let-
ter should have reached New Orleans
in time to have procured his arrest
at Greeneyille;. but when .the Mis-
issippi town ‘was. passed, and many
others farther on, he began to fear
that she had recanted, and to bewail
his broken ideal.
~He had no means of knowing that
her letter had lain on the clerk’s desk
until Cairo was reached, but sueh was
the pregnant fact, and fo this over-
sight Griswold owed his first sight of
the St. Louis landing.

It was at the landing, at the very
end of the long period of suspense,
that Chariotte saw the final act in
the drama.

The swing stage was poised in air,
and two men dropped from its out-
ward end and dragged the mooring
line to a ring in the levee pavement.
And then, while she looked, there was
a scuffle of four, a darting away of
one of the Julie's men with a small
bundle and one of the attackers in
hot pursuit, followed immediately by
the surrender of the other. The
great eye of the searchlight over her
head swung slowly shoreward, and
she saw the prisouer’s face ard the
glint of metal when the officer hand-

“|cuffed him. -4

Whereupon her eyes filled and she
saw no more. For, when all was said,
it was she and no other who had

. -k ol e e

-

clasped the manacles upon the wrists
of the man who was on his way o
punishment.

CHAPTER XI.

After all the despairings on the
szore of the lost treasure, it had come
3 light in the final half hour of the
voyage; had not been disturbed, as
the finding proved. Some sudden jar
had shifted the cargo of coffee, clos-
ing the cranny into which the treas-
ure had been thrust, and opening an-
other one.

With the prize once more in hand,
Griswold had a return of the levitant
joy which had thrilled him in the
earliest moment of success. Once
again he was on fighting terms with
the world; and if, as he made sure,
the final struggle was awaiting him
on the levee at St. Louis, he should
not fight as one to whom victory is
barren.

He made ready fer the possible
struggle while there was yet time.
The negro whose part he had taken
in the melee with the mate was grate-
frl, and of him Griswold made a con-
federate. They would go ashore to+
gether on the mooring line, and in
event of an attack the negro was to
snatch the bundle and run. Further
than that, his instructions were brief
but definite. If Griswold should be
overpowered, the bundle, certified by
its owner to contain “conjure,” harm-
less if undisturbed, was to be flung
into the river. And for all this Gris-
wold paid well, and in advance.

It fell out much as he had pre-
figured. When the Belle Julie had
edged her way into the flotilla of
steamers at the landing Griswold and
the black trailed the mooring line up
to a ring on the paved slope. There
was a noonday glare of electric light,
and the thick-piled pyramids of
freight on the paved levee cast inky
shadows. Out of the nearest of the
shadows leaped two men at the mo-
ment of rope-knotting, and the fight
was on.

At the critical instant Griswold
dropped his bundle, and the negro
snatched it and ran, with one of the
officers in pursuit. And a battle-

blown minute later the fugitive found
himself looking into the muzzle of a |
revolver. Even then he would havei
fought on had he not caught a |
glimpse of Charlotte looking down |
from the Belle Julie’s’ gunard. Bat, !
knowing what it would mean to her
to see him shot down in a struggle
for which she was responsible, he
chose the greater of the two evils and
submitted.

So it was that the air castles crum-
bled and he was marched unresisting-
ly up the levee and thrust into a wait-
ing carriage. Here there was a slight
hitch in the official programme. Five |
minutes passed, and the officer’s col- |
league had not yet brought in the |
negro; and when impatience blos-i
somed into thirst the officer went
into a saloon hard by to get a drink, |
first commanding the cabman to come |
down and watch the prisoner. |

The driver was a little, wizened |
Irishman, and he went about the!
guard duty with whining protest.
Griswold saw his “opportunity, and
seized it when the detective’s back
was turned.

“What’s your job worth, my man?”
he whispered, with his face at the
window.

“Don’t yez be timptin" a poor man
wid a wife an’ sivin childer hangin’
to um—don’t yez do it, sor!”

But Griswold persisted. “It’s a
hundred dollars to you if you can
get me footloose. Have a runaway
—anything! ' Here's your money!”

The cabman took the sheaf of
banknotes. Followed a quick swish
of the whip, and the purchased runa-
way; the driver hanging to the reins
like a faint-hearted Autolycus.

Griswold saw the detective dash
out of the saloon at the alarm, and
waited only until the electric glare
was left behind. Then he opened the
door on the river side of the plung-
ing carriage and rolled out.

CHAPTER XII.

When the plunging carriage and its
yelling escort of pursuers were gone,
Griswold sat up and felt for broken
bones. Happily there were none, and
in a trice he was afoot and on his
way back to the *“Belle Julie,” the
handcuffs hidden by a bit of bagging.
The flank movement was not of im-
pulse; it was only the earrying out
of a plan well defined at the outset;
the determination to do the thing
that the professiomal robber would
not do. .

The mate was.at the heel of the
footplank when he went aboard, and
he saw the manacles.

“Hi, there, Gavitt!” he called,
“what’s to pay with you now?”

Griswold explained in barest out-
line,

“Who was it, then? Thugs, I sup-
pose, after your bit of pay, and the
cop hustled the wrong man, av
course. How come ye to get fdot-
loose?”

“Legged it.
off.”

“I'Il bet you can’t. Come with me;
you did be doing me a damn good
turn wan night, and I’'m not forget-
ting . it.”

He led the way to his room, found
a pair of handcuffs and a key, and
freed the prisoner. After which he
gave him a long-tailed coat, much
the worse for wear, and an old hat.

“Take them and be off with you,
before the cops come down to look
for their bits of serap-iron,” he said.

Griswold would have thanked him,
but speech—Gavitt speech—was not
to be had.

Once on the' levee again, with all
the improbability of finding the ne-
gro and the treasure confronting
him, he had an ill-turn that was
most disquieting. But in the midst
of. it he fourd his man, who had
successfnlly dodged the ‘officer and

But I can’t get these

‘saved the precious bundle, K

§
3

Griswold promptly doubled tha
black’s reward, and went his way te
begin a series of metamorphoses.
The series began in a pawnshop next
door to the saloon which had seduced
the detective. Here he made 4
change of clothing from top to toe,
bought a handbag much too large to
be fille¢ with the cast-off garments
of the deck hand, and sallied forth
to seek a barber’s shop of cleanly
promise.

The shop and its bathroom made
the next step in the series; and from
thence Griswold went uptown to an
outfitting establishment of the bet-
ter fort, and made another complete
change: made it with such ample
provisien for the future that he was
obliged to purchase two traveling
cases to hold the overflow. Here he
explained that he was just up from
a fever district, and begged the op-
portunity to burn all the cast-off
clothing in the furnace of the steam-
heating plant. It was given him, and
when a cab was called to take him to
the hotel, no one whe had known
him in New Orleans, or on the main
deck of the “Belle Julie,” would have
recognized the clean-shaven, well-
dressed young man who bad tossed
his traveling-cases up to the driver
and gave the terse order: *To the
Marlborough!”

No one, I say; and yet it must have
been the very irony of fate which
sent to him the very cabman who
had so lately assisted him in the
hazardous escape on the levée. For,
among all those who were meost near-
ly concerned, surely none but the
sharp-eyed little Irishman would
have penetrated his disguise—as he
did.

“’Tis the divil's own self he is”
muttered the sharp-eyed one on the
short drive to the hotel. “There’s
nothing left av him but thim eyes,
and that cut on his forrud, and his
manner of sp'akin’. But thim I'q
swear to if I'd live to be as old as
Father McGuiniss—rest his sowl.”

[To Be Continued.]

OLD-TIME BELIEF IN DEMONS.

In the Age of the Reformation If
Was Rife, and Even Luther Be-
lieved the Devil Visited Him.

The cures of Jesus excited so much
surprise among his contemporaries be-
cause they were effected by His word
and look alone, and needed no adventi-
tious aid of magical drugs;” though
even He would send on his patients to
the priests to be finally purified by
magical ablutions from the unclean
spirit’s visitation. In the age of the
Gospels everyone, from the beggar in
the streets to the emperor on the
throne, believed in the existence of
demons infesting men and animals,
haunting trees and rivers, even inhab-
iting statues as their tenements. It
was only a question of which name was
most potent in exorcism, and in Acts
18:16 Gallio drove from the judgment
seat the Jews, who were rioting about
mere words and names; that is to
say, were assailing Paul for invoking
the name of Jesus Christ as a defense
against the invisible powers of evil
rather than the names of Abraham,
Isaac and Jacob, says the Interna-
tional Monthly. Im that age, as in the
ages that followed, there was thuy
a background of demonological belief
into which fitted the stories which ars
a stumbling block to modern divines
like Farrar and 1an Maclaren. In the
age of the reformation, this back-
ground of belief in evil spirits causing
madness and sickness and bad weather
was still intaet, and entered as a factor
into men’s lives and conduct to a de-
gree which only those can realize who
will consult the literature of that age.
Even Luther, who burst so many bonds
of superstition, never questioned the
reality of the visits which the devil
paid him.

Some Fool Questions,

“We all have our troubles,” said the
colored philosopher who runs the ele-
vator in the post office, *but the worsi
of it is that we think no one hasany
but ourselves. My greatest trouble
is answering fool questions, and I get
a good many of them in the course of
the day, Yesterday there was a hung
jury, and one of ’em asked me if we
had good beds for jurymen who were
kept over night! I told him I hadn’t
seen any yet, and I'd been here for a
good while. To-day the weather bu-
reau hung their sign as usual in the
elevator. It said ‘Fair,’ and that’s all,
same as it often does.” It hadn’t been
there five minutes when a man from
up the state came ig and asked me:
‘Where's this ver fair at?. I told him
it was in_the circuit courtroom 4f it
was anywhere. ‘Wall.’ says he, ‘Tean’t
take it in. I've got to go to the cir
cus.) And that's the way I get ’em
right along.”—Philadelphia Telegraph

A Heavy Fall,

In a certain school not far from Tan
rytown, the head master, with the ob.
jeet of giving his higher ¢lass a prac
tical lesson in the use of the barome
ter, placed that instrument on the
window about seven feet from - the
gronnd, and told his senior scholars ta
note any change in it, and report to
him. During dinner-hoar one boy,
more meddlesome than the others, be
gan tampering with the glass, with
the result that it fell to the ground
and was broken to pieces. Anticipat
ing matters, he watched for his mas
ter’s return from dinner, and, rushing
to meet him, observed, excitedly: “Sir,
the barometer has fallen!” “How
much ?” asked the pedagogue, thinking
of climatic change. “Seven feet!” was
the repiy, to the amazement pof the
master.—Wcman’s Home Companion.

The Flour Was Tough,

Mrs. Yeungbride—I've come to com
plain of that flour you sent me.

Grocer—What was the matter with
it?

“It was tough.

I made a pie with

it and it was as much as my husbané. ;

could d» to cut it."—Philadelphia
Press. G 1T s SO, i
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——COLUMBIA DISC——

Graphophona

e Made In three types selling af

$15, $20 =202 $30
The best Disc Machine on the Market

Entertains Everyhody Everywhere

Uses Flat Indestractible Records

which can be handled
without danger of
being injared

The reproductions are

LOUD,
CLEAR ana
BRILLIANT

7-inch Records 50 cents each; $3 per doz.

10-inch Records $! each; $I10 per doz.

The GRAPHOPHONE and COLUMBIA RECORDS were awarded

the GRAND PRIZE at the PARIS EXPOSITION of 1900

Columbia Phonograph Co.,

110 E. Baltimore Street, BALTIMORE, MD.

A WORTHY SUCCESSOR.

"Somethin{ New Under The
Sun.”

All doctors have tried to cure
CATARRH by the use of powders, acid
gascs, inhalers and drugs in paste forr.
Their powders dry up the mucuous
m:mbranes causing them to crack open
aod bleed. The powerful acids nsed in
the inhalers have entirely eaten away
the same membranes that their makers
have aimed to cure, while pastes and
ontments cannot reach the disease. An
old and experienced practitioner who
has for many years made a ctose study
and specialty of the treatment of
CATARRH, has at last perfected a
Treatment which when faithfully used,
not only relieves at once, but perman-
ently cures CATARRH by removing
the cause, stopping the  discharges, and
curing all inflammation. It is the only
remedy known to science that actually
reuches the afflicted parts. This ‘won-
derful remedy is known as ** SNUF-
FLES the GUARANTEED CATARRH
CURE” and is sold at the extremely
low price of One Dollar, each package
containing internai and external medi-
cine sufficient for a full month’s treat-
ment and everything necessary to its
perfect use,

“SNUFFLES” is the only perfect
CATARRH CURE ever made and is
now recognized as the only safe and
is also woderfully quick to relieve HAY
FEVER or COLDin the HEAD.

CATARRH when neglected often
leads to CONSUMPTION — “SNUF-
FLES” will save you it ycu use it at
once. It is no ordinary remedy, but a
complete treatment which is itively

varanteed to care CATARRH in any
orm or stage if nsed according to the
directions which accompany each pack-
age. Don't delay but send for it atoace
and write full particnlars as to
your condition and you will
receive special advice from the dis-
coverer of this wonderful remedy regard-
ing your case without cost to you be-
yvound the regular price of “SNUF-
FLES” the ‘“GUARANTEED CA-
TARRH CURE.™

Sent postpaid to any address in the
United States or Canada on receipt of
Que Dollar. _Addrees Dept. H 612,
EDWIN B. GILES & MPANY,
230 and 2332 Market Street, Philadel-
phia.

o >

Cheap Settlers’ Rates to the Far
West and Northwest.

The Burlington Route will rerew the
cheap one-way Settlers’ rates every day
during September and October, 1902, to
Montana, Idaho, Washington, Oregon
and Caiifornia, suth as $30 from St.
Louis, $33 from Chicago and $25
from Missouri River peints, to
California, Portland and Puget Sound
territory, with correspondingly low
rates to Spokane District and the Butte-
Heiena Distriot.

The Buriington Route and its con-
rections best reach the entire West and
Northwest country. It is the main
traveled ro2d through the West. The
map shows.

Cheap Round-trip Tourist Rates,
te Colorado, Utah.

During certain periods of August and
September the Burlington will make
such remarkably low first-class round
t1ip rates to Denver, Colorado Springs
and Pubelo as $24 from St. Louis,
$15 from the Missouri River and

$25 from Chicago, good all Summer; |
at other periods only one-fare, plus $2. |
Ask nearest tick . agent for details: l

|

Cool Minuesota.

Very low tourist rates to Minnesota |
poinis daily, until September 15th. |
Homesecekers” Excursion. !
First and Third Tuesdays of August, |
Septeraber and Octobér to many. sec- !
tions of the West and Nourthwest. !
Rouund-trip tickets with 21
limit.

Consult your nearest ticket agent or
write us of your proposed trip and let us
advise you the least cost, send you our
publications and otherwise assist you.

W. M. Swaw, D.P. A,
438 Vine St., Cinciunati, O

W. L. WAKELEY, Gen'l Pass. Agt..

8t. Louis, Mo.

days’'

Piles! Ples! Piles !

Dr. Williams’ Indian Pile Ointment is
prepared to cure Piles and DOES IT in
short order. East to apply, every box
guaranted, 50c and $1.00. All droggists
or by mail.

WILLIAMS M'F'G CO.,
CLEVELAND, O.
7% Sold by W. T. Brooks.
(6may-1yr)

Notice to the Public !

I have opened a Plumbing Shop in the
Charles Stephens Block, Main St., and
am prepared to do all work in Plumb-
ing and Gas Fitting. My work is
guaranteed first-class and charges
reasonable. Giveme a trial of your
work and yow will be convinced.
Thanking the citizeus of Paris for their

revious favors while I was with Thos.

. Ball aud hope they give me a share
of their W({lr‘k I r%mam et

ery Respec ¥
Vsz.eU. WILLETT.
"Phone 314.

e =
Railroad Time Card.

LOUISVILLE AND NASHVILLE,
Arrival of Trains at Paris:

From Cincinnati—10:58;am 5:33 pm;
9:45 pm.

From Lexington—5:11 am; 7:43 am;
8:23 pm; 6:10 pm.

From Richmond—5:05 am; 7:40 am;
3:18 pm.

From Maysville—7:45 am; 3:15 pm.

Departure of Trains from Paris:

To Cincinnati—5:15 am; 7:51 am;
3:30 pm.
To Lexington—7:50 am; 11:05 am;

5:40 pm; 9:49 pm.
To Richmond—11:10 am; 5:38 pm;
9:53 pm.
To Maysville—7:50 am; 6:20 pm.
F. B. CARR, Agent.
H. Rion, T. A.

831 TO SALT LAKE T

AND RETURN

FROM ST. LOUIS, FOR THE
ELKS’ GRAND LODGE
MEETING,

Ticketaon sa.. «
tember 30, The triy
the Denver and Rio (n.
Weatern,

“The Scenic Line of the World,”

}s the most beautiftul in America. No Furo

n trip of equal length can compare wit)
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