" YOUNG AT FIFTY,

HOW A METHODIST MINISTER
CARRIES HIS YEARS,

From the Times, Oswego, N. Y.

Probably no man Is better known or
more highly respected in Oswego, N. Y.,
than the Rev. Willlam Young, of the
Methodist church. Mr. Young holds a
responsible position with the Oswego
City Savings Bank, where he has been
an employe for the past twenty years,
In the spring of 1894 Mr. Young
looked as if his time on earth was lim-
fted but, Instead of failing as was pre-
dicted, he soon galned a more healthy
look and appeared stronger. A# the
months went by this Improvement con-
tinued, until now he I8 as rugged and
apparently ug healthy as & young man
of thirty, although his gray locks de-
note a more advanced age. A Times
reporter, determined to find out what
had made this grealt change, called
upon Mr, Young at the bank and put
the question direct and recelved the
following reply:
“In truth 1T am a changed man, and 1
owe my present good health to Dr. Wil-
Hams' Pink Pillls, In the spring of
1504 1T was all run down and had com-
menced to think that my time had
come, 1 had to be prescribed for by
physicians, and although [ recelved
temporary relief, the sume old trouble
cume back again and 1 was worse than
belare, I had no strength or appetite,
and physically 1 was In a miserable
condition, After my work I would go
home, but the general lassitude which
hung over me left me without any am-
bition, and when I would go to the table
to eat, my appetite falled me and 1
would have to leave without taking
haurdly any nourlshment. My kidneys
ere also badly affected, and 1 was In
tter despalr. One day, here at the
bank, I happened to pick up one of the
Jocal papers, and my eye fell on the ad-
rtisement of Dr, Willlams' Pink Pills.
The advertisement gave a description
a man who, afficted an 1 then was,
id been cured by using Dr. Willlamy'
Ink Pllls. [ was not a bellever in thit
Ind of doctoring, but concluded ax a
1 resort to try a box of the pllis, mak-
ng up my mind that If they did not
belp me [ certainly would not be ln-
_’urﬂl any. Golng to a drug store 1 pur-
elased a bhox of Dr. Willlams' l'Ink
- Plis and commenced taking them ac
rdlng to diréctions, Very soon afl n
an to feel Yetter and 1 paw T Lad
n. ¢ no mistake In trylng the pills, and
efore the first box was emptied T folt
#0 much Improved that T bnmediately
& purchased another, 1 had taken weven
L boxen of the j.iITu. nn-l at the snd of last
g rummer I folt I wes entively cured Rl |
dlstontinued their use, huf Wwhys kicp
box handy I oc aslon requires, |
now entirely r‘urNI. The lapsitrede

nm

bhas left me, my kidneys are all right
.nd my nppetite—well, vou should sec
Eme at the table, Il am & new man
Barain, and instead of feeling like n man
! pf fifty, which Is my age. I fee]l like o

B woungater of twenty, and I give Pink
Pills the full eredit for this  great

“ehange. 1 have recommended thege pllls
to sweveral of my nelghbors and  ace
E guaintances, who have been relleved of
S thelr complaints.”
J (Blgned) WILLIAM YOUN®G,
. Bubscribed and sworn to before me
ithis 2ith day of May, 1845,
BERNARD GALLAGHER,
Notary Public,

Dr. Willlams' Pink Pillg contain all
the elements necessary to give new life
d richness to the blood and resteore
attered nerves, They are for sale by
all druggists, or be had by mall from
Dr. Willams' Medicine Company,
Behenectady, N, Y., for 60 cents per box,
or six boxes for $2.50,

~ Whenever you muke s mistake, make it
teach s ou somethine.

J Inventions,
" Among the curious inventions issued
© last week as reported by Messrs Sues
& Co.. Patent Solicitors, Omahus, Neb,,
'§s found o pneumutic tire within the
tread of which the inventor has placed
a pocket which is filled with a self-
henling composition which as soon as
' the tire is punctured oozes out and an-
tomatically repaira and seals the pune-
Lture, Apother noticeable deviee s
that of a Frenchman who gets a putent
for u thill or shaft composed of a series
- of compressed paper layers belween
. which is fixed a flexible steel plate. A
unique puzzle has been patented to a
"~ New Jersey inventor, which comprises
series of transparent pictures of nota-
ble persons which enn all be placed in
one frume and heid np to the light
S when a curious composite picture is the
sult. A Michigon man oblained a
tent for o composition for destroying
b <tles,
Among the Nebraska inventors who
cured putents were the following:
wil R Druver, Alliance. Neb.. grain
souring machine and a sifter or chop
Rprader;: George R MeCoy, Osceola,
‘eb, combined suspenders and shoul-
der braces; and Henry Overmeyer, He
alrice, Neb,, churn
" Any information relating to the law
nd sale of patents muy be had free
pon wddressing Sues & Uo, Patent So-
icitors, lee Building, Omaha, Neb.
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CHAPTER 1X.— (CONTINUBD.)

Darby produced a handkerchief
which had belonged to Mr. Paul Lin-
mere, and which he had found in his
rooms, lying on his dressing-table. He
showed this to the dog: leo snuffed
at it, and gave a sharp grunt of dls-
pleasure,

“We want you to find him, Leo, good
dog,” sald the Itallan, stroking the
sllky ears of the dog; ‘‘find your mas-
ter."

Leo understood, but he looked aronnd
In evident perplexity.

“Take him to the depot!” sald Mr,
Treviyn, “he may find the trall there."” |

They went to the station; the dog |
sniffed hurriedly at the platform, anl
in a moment more dashed off into the
highway leading to Harrison Park.

“Him got him!" ecried Pletro; “him
find my master!"

CHAPTER X.

HE WHOLE COM-
pany joined in fol-
lowing the dog. He

went straight
ahead, his nose to
the ground, his

fleet limbs bearing
him along with a

rapidity that the
anxious followers
found it hard to
emulate,

At a brook which ecrossed the road
he stopped, seemed a little confused,
crossed it finally on stepping stones,
paused a moment by the side of a bare
nut tree, leaped the fence, and dashed
off through a grass fleld. Keepling
steadlly on, he made for the grounds
of the Park, passed the drained pond,
and the frost-ruined garden, and push-
ing bhefore the inclosure where slept
the Harrison dead, he lifted his head
and gave utterance to a howl so wild,
so savagely unearthly, that it chilled
the blood in the veins of those who
heard. An instant he paused, and then
dashing through the hedge, was lost to
view,

“He 18 found! My master Is found!”
said Pletro, solemnly, removing his cap,
and wiping a tear from his eye, For
the man was attached to Mr, Paul Lin-
mere, Iz his rough way, and the lear
was one of genuine sorrow.

His companions looked at each other.
Alexandriné grasped the arm of Mar-
gle, and leaned heavily upon her.

“Let ua go to the house—' she fal-
tered, “I cannot bear it."”

“1 will know the worst,” sald Mar-
gle, hoarsely, and they went on lo-
gether,

It was so singular, but no one had
thought to look within the graveyard
enclosure; perhaps If they had thought
of it, they judged it impossible that a
murderer should select such a locality
for the commission of his crime.

Mr. Darby opened the gate, entered
the yard, and stopped. So did the
others. All saw at once that the
search was ended. Across the  path
leading to the graves of Mr. and Mrs,
Harrison, lay Paul Linmere. He was
white and ghastly; his forehead bare,
and his sightless eyes wide open, look-

ing up to the sun of noonday. His
right hand lay on his breast, his left
still tightly grasped the turf upon

which it had fixed its hold in the cruel
death agony. His garments were stiff
with his own blood, and the dirk knife,
still buried to the hilt In his heart, told
the story of his death.

Leo crouched a little way off, his eyes
jubllant, his tall beating the ground,
evincing the greatest satisfaction. All
present knew that the dog rejoiced at
the death of his master.

Alexandrine took a step toward the
dead man, her back to the horror-
strickan group by the gate. She stopped
guddenly, and lifted something from
the ground.

Darby, alert and watchful, was by her
side in a moment.

“What have you
manded.

“My glove which I dropped,” she an-
swered, quietly, holding up the dainty
bit of embroldered kid.

The detective turned away satisfied;
but Margle saw the girl's hand shake,
and her lips grow pale asx marble, the

there?" he de-

moment Darby's keen eye was removed
from her face.

The discovery of the remains was fol- |
lowed by a long and tedious Investiga-
tion. There was an Inguest, and a
rigld examination of . vy person whe |
could by any possibility be Imagined
capable of throwing any light on the
murder, and after all was over, the
mystery was just as dark as It was at
fArst.

Nothing was found to furnish the
slightest clue o the assassin, exeepl &
white cambric handkerchiel just inside
the graveyard, marked with Lhe single
inltial “A" in ene corner. This hand
kerchief might have belonged o Ih|
murderer, and It might have belonged |
1o Mr. Linmere that could not be de |
termined.  The article was givea inte |
the hoeping of Mr Darby: and after |
three days lying in stale ot Harrison |
Park, the bady of Mr Linmers was |
taken o Albany where his relatives
were buried. and lald away for s lasi
sicep

Mr Treviyn effered & large rewarnd for
the apprebension of the murderer, oF
for nformation which would lead te
Me apprehension; and the wwn au
thoaritien offersd an squal sum My
Parby was relalned 1o work upon (ke
cane and there It restied

Margie uitered ne word I (he mat
tar. e was stunnsd by the suddes- |

| band’s old age, for

ness of the blow, and she could not help
being painfully conscious that she felt
relleved by the death of this unfortu-
nate man. God had taken her case
into his hands In a manner too solemn-
ly fearful for her to question.

Three months after the death of
Paul Linmere , Margle met Archer
Treviyn at the house of Alexan-
drine lLee, He was quite a constant
visitor there, Mrs, Lee told her, with
a little consclons pride, for young
Trevlyn was being gpoken of in busl-
ness cireles as a rising young man. He
was to be admitted to partnership in
the firm of Belgrade & Co., In the
spring. And this once effected, his for-
tune was made,

There was a little whist party at Mrs,
Le¢'s that evening, and Margle wag per-
suaded to remain, After a while the
company asked for music, Whist, the
books of engravings, and the bijoux nf
the center table were exhausted, and
small talk flagged. Margie was reluc-
tantly prevalled upon to play.

She was not a wonderful performer,
but gshe had a fine ear, and played with
finish and accuracy. But she sang di-
vinely., To oblige her friends, she sang
a few new things, and then pausing,
was about to rise from the Instrument,
when Mr. Treviyn came to her gide.

“Will you play something for me?"
he asked, stooping over her. Hig dark,
passionate eyes brought the blood Lo
her face—made her restless and ner-
vous in spite of herself.

“What would you like?" she managed
to ask.

“This!" He selected an old German
ballad, long ago a favorite in the high-
est musgical circles, but now cast aside
for something newer and more bril-
llant, A simple, touching little song
of love and sorrow.

She was about to decline singing it,
but something told her to beware of
false modesty, and she sang it through,

“I thank you!” he sald, earnestly,
when she had finished., “It has done
me good, My mother used to sing that
song, and I have never wanted to hear
it from any other lips—until now."”

Alexandrine glided along, as radlant
as & humming-bird, her cheeks flushed,
her black eyes sparkling, her volce
sweet as a siren's.

“Sentimentaliz’'ng, 1 declare!” she
exclaimed, gayly; “and singing that
dreadful song, too! Ugh! it glves me
the cold shudders to listen to it! How
can you sing it, Margle, dear?”

“Miss Harrizon sang It at my re-

quest, Miss Lee,” said Trevlyn, gravely,
“jt is an old favorite of mine. Shall I
not listen to you now?"

Alexandrine took the seat Margle had
vacated, and glanced up at the two
faces so near her.

“Why, Margie'"' ghe sald, “a moment
ago I thought you were a rose, and now
you are a lily! What is the matter?”

“Nothing, thank you," returned Mar-
gie, coldly. “I am weary, and will go
home soon, I think."

Trevlyn looked at her with tender
anxlety, evidently forgetful that he had
requested Miss Lee to play.

“You are wearled,” he said.
I call your carriage?”

“If you please, yes. Miss Lee, I am
sure you will excuse me."”

“1 shall be obliged to, I supppse.”

Trevlyn put Margie's shawl around
her, and led her to the carriage,
he had assisted her in, he touched
lightly the hand he had just released,
and said “Good-night,” his very accent
a blessing. 5o

“Shall

(‘HAPTER XI.

@ N February Mr.
Trevivn received a
severe shock. His
aged wife had Leen
an inmate of an
asylum almost since
the death of her son
Hubert; and Mr.
Treviyn, though he
had loved her with
his whole soul, had
never seen her face
in all those weary years.

Suddenly, without any premonitory
symptoms, her reason returned to her,
and save that she was unmindful of
the time that had elapsed during her
Insanity, she was the same Caroliue

| Treviyn of old.

They told her cautiously of her hus
the unfortunate
woman could not realize that nearly
twenty yveurs had passed since the loss
of her mind. The first desire ahe ox
pressed was to see “John," and Mr,
Treviyn was sent for

He came, and went inle the pressnce
of the wife from whom he had been »o
long divided, alone. No one knew what
passed betwesn them. The lnlerview
wis & lengihy one, and Mr. Treviyn
came forth from it, animated by & new
born hope. The wile of bis youlh was
e be restored 1o him'

He made arrangements (o lake her
home. but alas' they were never des
tined 10 be carried inte sffect. The s
eret foars of the physician wers real
laed sveu sooner Lhan he had expeciel
The appreach of dissalution had dis
solved the clouds we long hanging sver
the mind of Curaline Treviyn Khe
Hyed only twe davs after the coming of
her husband. and died in Bis arms hap
Py e the belief thal she was going @

her son
Mr. Tisvlan  retirned ko ine
changed belnpg. AN bhis asperity ol

emper was gone. he was as peatie as |
& ebil Whale days he would sit In
ihe chalr shere hin wile uaed 0 ol
i the happy days of her young wite

After’]

1

i

| siclan.

Ioum elght wiles an howr

one, smiling
as though he
whisperings which

hood, speaking to no
gometimes to himeself,
heard some inner
pleasad him,

One day he roused himself seeming-

| 1y, and sent for Mr, Speedwell, his at-

torney, and Dr. Drake, his family phy-
With these gentlemen he was
closeted the entire forenoon; and from
that time forward his hold on the
the world and its things seemed to re
lax.

One morning, when Margie went to
take his gruel up to him—a duty she
always performed herself
him esitting in his armchalr, wide
awake, but incapable of speech or mo-
tion.

The physician, hastily
confirmed her worst fears. Mr. Treviyn
had been smitten with paralysis. He
wag In no immediate danger, perhaps;
he might live for vears, but was lable
to drop away at any moment, It was
simply a question of time.

Toward the cloge of the second day
after his attack, the power of speech re-
turned to Mr, Trevliyn,

“Margle!" he sald, feebly., “Margle,
come here,” She flew to his slde,

“1 want you to send for Archer Trev-
Iyn,” he sald, with great diffieulty.

She made a gesture of surprise,

“You think I am not quite right In
my mind, Margle, that I should make
that request, My mintl was never clear-
er, my mental slght never more cor-
rect. | want to see my grandson.”

Margie despatched a servant with a
brief note to Archer, informing him of
his grandfather's desire, and then sat
down to walt his coming.

It was a wild, stormy night in March;
the boisterous wind beat against the
old mansion, and ke a suffering hum-
an being, shrieked down the wide, old-
fashioned chimneys,

In a lull of the storm there was a tap
at the chamber door. Margie opened it,

summoned,

and stood face to face with Archer
Trevlyn,

“Come in,” she whispered, “he i
asleep.”

“No, | am not asleep,” sald the slck
man: “has my grandson come?"

“He is here,” said Margle, "I will
leave him with you, dear guardian. Let
him ring for me when yon want me.”

“Remain here, Margaret. | want you
to be a witness to what passes between
us. 1 have no secrets from you, dear
child, none whatever, Archer, come
hither."”

Treviyn advanced, his face pale, his
eyes molst with tears. For, having for-
given his grandparent, he had been
growing to feel for the desolate old man
a sort of filial tenderness, and strong
In hig fresh young manhood, it seemed
terrible to him to see John Treviyn ly-
ing there in his helplessness and feable-
ness, walting for death,

“Come hither, Archer,” sald che trem-
ulous volce, “and put your hand om
mine. I cannot 1ift a finger to you, but
1 want to feel once more the touch of
kindred flesh and blood. 1 have an-
noyed you and yours sadly, my poor
boy, but death sweeps away all enmi-
ties, and all shadows, I see so clearly
now. O, it 1 had only seen before!

Arch knelt by the side of his bed,
holding the oid man's withered hands
in his. Margie stood a little apart, re-
garding the pair with moist eyes.

“Call me grandfather once, my 80n;
I have never heard the name from the
lips of my kindred.”

“Grandfather! O grandfather!” cried
the young man, “now that you will let
me call you so, you must not die! You
must live for me!"

{TO BB CORTINUED,)

CONTRA BAN D ANTIQUITIES.

Itallan Works nf Art Find Thelr Way
to the Murket Deapite the Law.

From the London News: Some days
ago a well known dealer in antiquities
offered for sale to the Louvre museum,
in Paris, a splendid collection of an-
clent silver vases from Italy of Greek
or Itallan workmanship. The museum
wag unable to pay the price asked—
£20,000—and declined the bargain, The
Italian minister of education, having
learned of this, has taken. proceedings
under the Pacca law against Signor DI
Prisco, the owner of these antiguities.

The latter {8 a large land owner at

Bosco Reale, He secretly made exca-
vations of his estate and found twenty-
elght sllver vases of remote antiquity.
Notwithstanding the Italian law pro-
hibiting owners of antiquities from
sending them out of the country with-
out leave, or, rather, on account of this
law, which prevents old works of art
from commanding anything like their
patural price in the iImpoverished coun-
try, Signor DI Pasco smuggled his find
out of Italy and offered It to a Parls
desnler for (5,000, Continuing mean-
while his search, he found other silver
vases, which duly jolned their tellows
in Paris, and the whyle lot was offered
1w me Louvre. The lallan minister of
edueation throws interesting light on

the facilities which underpald ofclals |

are supposed to afford to (llelt exports
ers of antiguities. He lssues & notifica-
tlon that, should any official be found
te have conmived st this latest evasion

of the Pacen law, they will be criminals
1] wmut

Tuial m M Ware

It & fagt well known Lo aslronomers
that the avernge number of total and
partial solipses i any one year s four;
that the manimum s seven, and the
winimum twe Where saly we seeur
they are slways both of the sun. There
e & greal many more sclipses of the
ik L Ao course of & year or & hundred
years than there are of the moan; this

|
]

she found |

fac! notwithstanding hawever, M'

the matrapolis of the world, seema n
be & place where such obstrustions of |
the sun's light seldom sosur

l-omu-wunm-um
L8l UpRE AR smergency W
Bome will go as much aa Ay miles b

i.

Diphtheria Antitoxin In Newark.
M a recent meeting of the Newark,
board of health, the bacteriolo-
unt Dr. Richard M. Connelly, reported
that since the makiong of antitoxin was
begun 1,200 vials of the serum had been
produced. The serum was used in 660
cases out of a total of 019 cases of diph-
theria reported since July, 1805 In
the 660 cases treated with antitoxin
there were eighty-five deaths Of the
134 patients treated in the old way 138
died. Dr. Herold, in his aponual re-
port, said that antitoxin had proved a
great life saver in the hands of physi-
cians —Medical Record.

When the Summer Hreere

Blows through the trees, most of us whoean
sota off for a country Jaunt. Fewer cross the
Atlantic. Whether it is business or pleasure
calls one from home, Hostetier's Btomach
Bittors Is the hest necompaninment of »
voyuge or an outisg, Yachtamen, sew cup-
tains, commercinl travelers and emigrants |
coneur in this opinton, The Bitters is unri- |
viulled for billlous, malaria, dyspeptic or
liver disorder.
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“Pretty
Pill”

says

Pretty
Poll

She's just ‘‘poll parroting.”
There's no prettiness in pnfh,
except on the theory of ' pretty
is that pretty does.” In that
case she's right,

Ayer’s Pills

do cure biliousness, constipation,
and all liver troubles,
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it the Baby is Cutting Teetn.
e sure and use that old and well-tried remedy, Mas
WinsLow's Booruine Byaur for Uhdldren Teething.
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