
FETTERED BY FATE
. BY ALEXANDER ROBERTSON ,

-- Jolette's rate," "Little Sweetheart," "Lottie, the Sewing Blrl,"
"Goldmaker ot Lisbon," " Wedded to Win," "Diana

Thorpe," "Nora's Legacy." Etc. .Etc.

CHAPTER XXIV. (Continued.)
In the days gone by Roger had not

known that he possessed this mesmeriz-
ing power, and it had been long since he
and this scapegrace cousin had met face
to face, so that he had been unaware of
the power he would have over him.

His excitement had increased his usual
strength of mesmerism, while the con-

sciousness on the part of the Captain as
to his own weakness and inability to com-

bat against Roger, even though he held
the winning power in the shape of the
revolver, had gone far toward vanquish-
ing him.

They stod thus like two statues for a
full minute, the one proud, commanding,
and noble, the other cringing like a whip-
ped cur, his hand trembling still as it
clutched the weapon that might have
been used with such deadly effect upon
liia enemy but for the cowardice that
seized upon his soul.

At last the spell was broken. Raising
his hand, Roger pointed to the forest on
the left.

"Go your way, foul wretch, and have a
care how you cross my path again, for if
we meet once more and I find that you
are still persecuting those whom I would
protect, then all the powers of the mas'
tor y"M wnrvo no wpll onrniot save you
from my vengeance. I will say no more,
but go."

His manner emphasized his words, and
there was something about him that
seemed to impress the doughty Captain
with the idea that it would be better to
show discretion than valor.

"Never fear," he hissed, "we shall meet
again, cousin mine, when the advantage
will not be upon your side. You say that
my hand trembles', and you say well, for
I have not yet recovered from a wound
received in a duel. I go not because you
desire it, but simply that I may do some
thing rash if I remain here. Until we

, meet again, adieu."
Turning, he strode among the trees,

without once looking back, and Roger
drew in a long breath as though free from
the presence of a serpent that poisoned
the atmosphere.

When the Captain had reached a cer-
tain point, where he was still hidden from
the sight of Roger, should the other still
be bending his gaze in that direction, he
came to a halt, and was in a few seconds
looking once more upon the man he hated
so bitterly.

His face was a perfect picture of un-

governable fury, fire flashing from his
eyes, nud his white teeth gleaming cru-
elly.

"Curses upon your head, Roger Dar-re- l,

for this last insult. All my life you
have stood ahead of me, the favorite of
fortune, while I had to be content with
groveling in the shadow cast by your
high mightiness. The time has come
when I can bend no longer. Something
Is going to brea-- . It may be you, it may
be me; but th . ..yorlJ Isnot big enough
for us both.y i'oii have fcuind me out,
but it will beiji bad thing fortyou. Things
are getting iiftxed here, and I must force
a way through."' N. .

To tell the IrHruth, tjilngs were
getting a'.trithi- ' )o faras his per-
sonal safety tj Jerntfd. He had
upon his tracK.i !Vthe gypsy girl,
the very thought of whom sent a cold
chill through his veins, and whom he
half expected to sec behind every tree
and bush that he passed.

Besides, the ghost of the man whom
he thought he had murdered, and whose
body be hud hidden away in the chimney
flue of the old mill, seemed to rise up and
haunt him, pointing a bony finger at him
nud laughing in sepulchral mockery. Al-

though nut given to superstition, the
doughty Captain had often shivered at
the bare contemplation ot such a meet-lu- g.

Resides this, he secretly feared left
the woman he had so fenrfully wronged,
and who was even then secured in the
private insane asylum of Doctor (J rim,
might again escape, as she had done once
before, mftl finish the work commenced
upon that dueling field in the graveyard.

A man with such matters as these
weighing ti)on hi mind, and the furious
enmity of a man like Roger Darrel added
to them all, must in truth be possessed
of unusual grit to be able to set his teeth
hard together and defy outrageous for-

tune, yet this was Just what the Captain
did.

He saw that all was lost unless he made
a bold stroke, nud to this end he set him
self to work, resolved to win or lose all
npon the casting ot a die.

a

CHAPTER XXV.
When Carol came face to face with her

father she paused, thunderstruck.
No wonder her eyes expressed such

great surprise, for he was holding her
mother In his arms the woman whom he
had wronged so terribly lu the past, nnd
between whom nnd himself there had
seemed to lie a chasm that was without
a bridge.

There could be no mistaking the looks
of both, for hnppluens was written upon
their countenances, and beamed from
their eyes.

"Carol," said the white-haire- d gentle-
man, his rolce rlbrntlng like the string of
a harp, and as he spoke he held out his
arms, as If longing to enfold her in their
shelter; "my child, can you ever forgive
me for the wrong I have done youT I

no nlen: I was eras? to do as I did.
j Can you ever look upon me as your loving

, father again? By the memory of the
lovo you bore me, by the love of this dear

( woman, your mother, who has forgiven
all the cruel wrongs of the past, I implore

'

you, uiy child, to have mercy upon me, to
coma to my arms and forget the dread
east In contemplating the near future."

For the first time in her life Carol saw
her father's pride humbled, and he stood
there, with outstretched arms, his face
showing the pleading of his heart.

She was overcome by the spectacle, and
with a little cry she rushed into his arms.
Fiercely, as might a lover, the old gentle-
man strained her to his heart. She had
been lost to him, and was now found
again. He had suffered much during his
eventful life, but it seemed to him now
that he was fast nearing the harbor of
peace.

Reconciled to these two wife and child
what had he to fear in the world? For

the time being he forgot thnt Captain
Grant held a secret over his head the
motive ot much of his action in regard
to forcing Carol into the union" she ub- -
horred and, when he did let his mind rest
upon the subject, with that evasiveness
common to human nature, he kept putting
the dread responsibility away from him,
hoping that in the meantime something
would occur to relieve him of this danger
altogether.

Carol was happy for the time being in
the consciousness of the fact that those
she loved so well had, by the interposi-
tion of Providence, as it were, become
reconciled, but she could not long forget
hr own troubles, nnrl her hpnrr. sepmed
to sink like lead as she suddenly realized
how fate had parted Roger and her for-
ever.

She let a wan smile, such a ghost of
her former bright looks, creep over her
face when her father, in something of his
old cheery way, told her not to fret, that
he would fix all matters with Roger.

Ah! there was a time when this could
have been done, and all would have been
as merry as a marriage bell; but now
she had placed a barrier between them
as high as the Rocky Mountains, as vast
as mighty Niagara.

What would she not have given ro have
undone the events of the past few hours?
If the heart tears, could have blotted out
the record, surely she wept enough to
have done it.

He had been so close to her, his brave
arms outstretched, nnd she had 'repulsed
him, had driven him from her with
charges that it made her cheeks burn to
even remember. While she drew breath
she would never forget how he looked,
standing before her with his white face,
from which her insulting words had driv
en every vestige of color.

She felt like one who had given the
death blow to the man who loved her best
on earth, as If she had wounded fatally
some dumb animal that still crept to her
feet in its dying agony.

Remorse preyed upon her until she
could have cried aloud in her agony, and
yet she suffered in stony silence. Would
he be merciless when he confronted her
with the evidence of his innocence? How
his cutting, scathing words rank in her
ears:

"Some day shortly I will seek you to
show you the proofs of my innocence
seek you to prove all that I ever claimed
to be; seek you to show thnt it was the
taint on my family name that I feared,
not because I had ever done nusht that
could bring disgrace upon myself or the
one I loved; and, having done this, 1 will
throw your love from me like a tattered
glove, for it was false false!"

Terrible words!
To her they were the sentence of death

declared by the judge upon the con
demned prisoner, and she shuddered when
recalling them.

Sadly she reflected upon it, and then.
shaking her head, realized that such
step once taken could never be recalled
All now rested with Roger. Would he
forgive? Ah! had it been herself would
she not forget all when he asked it
Then the burning blush crept into her
face again as she remembered thnt she
had shown anything but a forgiving 1111

ture when she accused her lover of such
fearful things.

She was paying the penalty of her
doubting, nnd yet hers whs a trusting
nature, only the evidence had been too
powerful, even Roger himself contribut
ing his share to the quota.

llow was she to know whnt he meant
wnen lie nuninteci unit lie nad done wrong
in wooing her, that there was- n mysteri
ous something that cast a shadow over
his prospects? Surely he could not blame
her so much .when he learned all. She
would put pride aside, and plead with
him. If he was the man whom she hai
loved, he would listen and forgive.

CHAPTER XXVI.
The acceptance of the Captain's chal

lenge had been written by Jack, nnd Nora
Wurner had been utterly ignorant of the
name of the man whom the one she hated
had been about to fight.

She had only known that he was
wealthy young Virginian whose estate ad
joined that of Lawrence Richmond,
that when she warned Carol ngninst Rog
er Parrel she had not the slightest idea
ot the great harm she was doing one who
had ever been exceedingly kind to her,
as the unfortunate victim of bis cousin,

When she learned of the mischief tha
had been done, she would not rest uutil
the wrong she had unconsciously done
had been righted, for she felt very differ
ent toward the Roger Dnrrel we know
than he who had been the bnne and curse
of her life.

Roger, on his pnrt, when he rushed
away from Carol, hnd no idea of the vast
ness of the temptation nud overpowering
evidence that hnd been placed In her
way, nor could he renllr.e how clrcum
stances, even his own words, had united
in the effort to deceive the trusting young
Ctrl. While not comprehending the r
ture of her questions, he hnd as much a
admitted that it wai all true, and look

lng at It in the Hfrht she did. what a ter
rible thing this must havebeen to hear

man condemn himself of fa'uch terrible
crimes. V

The memory of that nicht. then she
came to him- - in the avenue of hns nnd
put the question to him, was as fresh with
him as though it had happened but yes-

terday, and he began to realize the hor-
ror that must have entered' into her houl,
when, iminedniately after acknowledging
that it was all true ij?' relation to Nora
Warner and CaroL 'understood him at
the time to be acknowledging the fact7that the woman in the mnd house was
his own wife, not his 'cousin's, as he Mip-pos-

she knew he had pleaded with her
to be the same to him as before.

His self-prid- e had been terribly wound
ed by the fact of Carol's believing be
could be guilty of such fearful acts. In
his angqr he gave her no credit for her
fearful struggles against such a belief,
and the overwhelming evidence upon the
matter, but seemed to be seized with the
insane idea, quite beyond reason, that,
if she loved him as well as she professed
to, she should have believed in him, even
when his own words condemned him.

Roger had very exalted Ideas on the
ubject of human love, but he was yet to

learn the lesson that we are all weak,
'even the strongest among us, nnd that

love can yield to facts as well as any
other emotion.

This was how he deceived himself, how
ever, and in so doing kept up his anger.
Had he allowed himself to sit down and
calmly think over the matter, his good
sense would have soon won the victory,
together with his love for the young girl;
but he kept the fire burning by repeat
ing to himself the words he had used in
that last interview with Carol, when she
had horrified him by disclosing the fact
that she had and even then believed
him to be the evil man who had ruined
the life of the gypsy girl, Barbara Mer-rile-s,

and shut his wife up in the mad
house when she was as sane as he him
self, simply because he wished to be rid
of her.

"Yes, I will bring proofs to her, proofs
that will convince her of my innocence be-
yond all doubt; and having'done that I
will throw her love from me like a tat-
tered glove, for it is false. She never
really loved me, else she could not believe
such a terrible thing of me."

Thus he allowed his thoughts to run
on in the same chanuel. He would not
let his mind dwell upon the other side of
the case, and in this way he was unjust
to Carol and to himself. It was not like
Roger Darrel to thus be ungenerous; but
there are times in a man's life when for
awhile his whole nature seems perverted,
though generally it swings into place
again ere long.

He was paying the penalty of his anger
toward Carol, and soon he would enter
into the second stage, when he would find
himself so miserable, cut off forever from
her love, that death itself would seem a
relief.

When this time came, Roger would be
rapidly nearing a state when he would
be iti a fit mood not only to forgive Carol
but to sue for pardon himself.

He now understood the game his cousin
was playing, though of course there were
parts of it entirely veiled from his eyes;
for instance, he did not know that Nora
Warner had escaped from the mad house
and that it had been her vengeful hand
that had given his cousin the wonnd that
prevented the duel between the two Rog-
er Darrels. Then, again, he was ignorant
of the fact thnt Nora was not insane.

Before his cousin had her confined in
the mad house he had been enabled to
do her several favors, without his identity
being known to her, as he thought at the
time; but when he heard that she had
gone crazy he did not doubt the truth cf
the report, although he felt sure it had
all come through the man who bore his
name, and such was bis shame for the dis
honor put upon the Darrel family by this
foul act, that more than ever he felt dis
graced and wished to be nlone,

This was his state of feeling when he
came home from abroad and met Carol
Richmond for the first time.

His fine inner sense told him that he
ought not woo her for bis wife, but ho
became angered at the idea of his whole
life being ruined because of this repro
bate cousin, nnd he bad put aside all
foolish scruples.

When Carol denounced him on that
night in the avenue of trees, he naturally
thought she was speaking of the disgrace
that hung over him because of his cous-
in's doings when she declared that "Nora
Warner stood between them."

His cousin was so excellently disguised
that he did not recognize him nuy more
thnn on the former occasion, when travel-
ing in Europe, and he met him as the
Russian count, the man with the black
glove.

What schemes the scoundrel had in
view it would be hard indeed to tell, but
most certainly his designs upon his cousin
at that time had been frustrated through
some cause.

un tne next nigtit aiter tne one on
which he had held that interview with
Carol, when fate had parted them never
more to meet, ns it seemed, some power-
ful motive drew Roger's footsteps in the
direction of the old mill. He knew not
why he weut, yet some magnet drew him
on.

(To bo continued.

A Feuet of Rcnsoii.
"I wns nt a luncheon the other day

Bald a North Side womnn. "where tho
hostess was a graduate of Smith Col
lege, three of the guests were grnilu
ates of WelleRley, two went through
Vnssnr, two hnd been Bryu Mawr girls
nnd the other women present were
graduated of Northwestern, the Uni-

versity of Chicago and Wells, respec-
tively."

"Well." one of her lienrerg wild. "It
must hnve been very Interesting. How
I wish I could hnve been there. What
did you talk about?"

"Let me see. Oh, yes. About how
hard It is to keep help." Chicago Rec-

ord neraJd.

Physician Your alment lies in tha
l"ynx, thor". and epiglottis. Hooli--

sran Indade? An' mo nfHinr rhtnkln'
th' trouble was in me throat. Judge.

How he is known: Wife Before
marriage a man is known by the com-

pany he keeps. Husband And after?
Wife By the clothes his wife wears.

Town Topics.
Goodman Do you ever think of the

good bid saying that it's more blessed
to give than to receive? Pugsley
Yes, when I've got the boxing-glove- s

on I do. Vogue.
An alternative: Mahoole Nlxt

tolme 01 pass wld a loldy, Mulligan,
ye've got to remove your hat! Mul-

ligan And suppose 01 refuse? Ma-

hoole Then, bedad, ye've got to re-

move your coat. Chicago News.
Juvenile reasoning: Sammy Going

to move soon, Tommy? Tommy Yes.
Sammy How do you know? Tom-

my Ah! How do I know! Didn't
me mother lemmo break a winder
t'other day and didn't say nothln'?
Tit-Bit-s.

Kitty (to Bertha in her new frock!
Why, darling, how becoming your

gtswli la. Abauiucei Eiiy Giie VVGUiU

think it quite new! Bertha So kind I
of you to say. so! And yours, dear,
looks every bit as well as It did years
ago. Boston Transcript.

The doctor's orders: Dedelia Phat
are yez doln' takln the lock off the
cupboard dure, Pat? Are yez crazy?
Pat No, darllnt; th' dochtor tould me
to-da- y that I must quit boltln' me
food and I'm goln' to oley Insthrus- -

tlons! Cincinnati Times-Star- .

Mother Why don't you behave bet
ter to jour teacher? Tommy Why,
I'm as kind to her as I kin be. Moth-
er You are? Tommy Yes'm. Ev-
ery time she licks me I cry as loud as

kin so's to make her believe she's
burtin' me. Philadelphia Ledger.

Hardupp I tried to sell those dia
monds I bought of you, and was told
they were not genuine. Jeweler
Did you sell them? Hardupp Yes, for
almost nothing. Jeweler Well you go
back and try to buy them, and you
will find, out that they are genuine.

Exchange.
Rosalie Have you chosen any of

your bridesmaids yet? May Yes
Fanny Lyon. Rosalie Why, I
thought you hated her? May No,
not exnetly; but the bridesmaids are
to wear yellow, and you can Imagine
how that will go with Fanny's com
plexion. Bazar.

First Impressions: "The first time 1

saw you I thought 'how luckv I
should be If I could Induce that de
licious little angel to be my wife.'
And whnt did you think?" "I thought.
'Oh! dear me! I wonder if I shall
ever have to marry such a homely
looking mini as that!' "Puck.

He had promised: The fair bride
wept copiously. "Boo-hoo!- " she
screamed; "you are a mean old thing;
so there! lou didn't eat one of my
biscuits!" "But. darling " "There
Is no excuse, sir! Didn't you tell me
when you married me boo-hoo- ! that
you would die for me?" Baltimore
News.
, Obviously: Benevolent old gentl-
emanDon't you think fishing a cruel
sport? Fisherman I should just
think It was. I've been sitting hero
five hours and never had a single bite,
and I've got three wnRp stings, and
been eaten up with flies, nnd the sun's
taken nil the skin off the back of my
neck! PIck-Me-U-

Her conclusion: "Do you think
your father has any Idea that I have
serious intentions concerning you?"
"I heard him telling mother, the other
day, that he didn't think it would cost
any more to have you at the table
regularly than it does for me to feed
you from the pantry shelves every
night." Chicago Record-Heral-

Walter Scott liked to tell the story
of his meeting an Irish beggar in the
street who importuned him for a six-
pence. Not having one, Scott gave
hlui a shilling, adding with a laugh,
"Now remember, you owe me six
pence." "Och, sure enough," snld the
beggar, "and God grant you may live
till I pay you!" Youth's companion.

A preacher at the conclusion of one
of bis sermons said: "Let all in the
house who are paying their debts
stand up." Instantly every man, wo
man ana child with one exception,
arose xo ineir reet. The preacher
seated tnem and said: "Now every
man not paying his debts stand up."
ine excepnon notea.a careworn, hun-
gry looking individual, clothed In his
last summer's suit, slowly assumed
a perpendicular position. "How Is It
my friend," asked the minister, "thnt
you are the only man not to meet his
oDiigauonsr "i run a newspaper,"
he meekly answered, "and the broth,
ren here who Just stood up are my
subscribers, and " "Let us pray,"
exclaimed the minister. Joplln

Mrs. Rosa Adams, niece of
the late Genera! Roger Hanson,
C.S.A., wants every woman to
know of the wonders accom-
plished by Lydia E. Pinkham's
Vegetable Compound.

"Dear Mrs. Pinkham: I cannot
tell vou with pen nnd ink what good
Lyctia E. Pinkham's Vegetable
Compound, did for me, suffering from
the ills peculiar to the sex, extreme
lassitude and that all (rone feeling. I
would rise from my bed in the morning
feeling more tired than when I went to
bed, but before I used two bottles of
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable
Compound I began to feel the buoy-
ancy of my younger days returning,
became regular, could do more work
and not feel tired than I had ever been
able to do before, so I continued to use
it until I was restored to perfect health.
It is indeed a boon to sick women and

heartily recommend it. Yours very
truly, Mrs. Rosa Adams, 819 12th St,
Louisville, Kj." aB00Oforflt If original of
above IttUr proving gtnulatnou cannot bo produced.

FREE MEDICAL ADVICE TO
WOMEN.

Don't hesitate to write to Mrs.
IMnkham. She will understand
your case perfectly, and will treat
you with kindness. Her advice
is free, and the address is Lynn-Mas- s.

No woman ever regretted
having written her, and she has
helped thousands.

Princeton Graduates Live Long.
Statistics gathered at Princeton theo-

logical seminary show that forty-on- e

members of the association died last
vear at an average age of 68 years.

ABSOLUTE

SECURITY,

Genuine

Carter's
Little Liver Pills.

Must Bear Signature of ,

See Fac-SIml-le Wrapper Below.

Ytfrp anail amd aa easy
tQ take as sagas.

Il A a rvrnVrt I FOR HEADACHE

FOR DIZZINESS

FOR BILIOUSNESS.

IflVER FOR TORPID LIVER.

II PI LLS, FOR CONSTIPATION.
FOR SALLOW SKIN.
FORTNECOMPLEXIOII

a- -, . MurmvliiaiATut. TM
I

jmsmuimum mm

CURE SICK HEADACHE..

idUBtK "mi'i ai a sajiai V'aia'tJiisiS

Seeds
cost more yield more
save all experimenting

live disappointments. .8wvt.rs the Marmara seeas.
Sold bv all dealers. 1904

Seed Annual postpaid free,
to all applicants.

D. M. FERRY & CO.,
Detroit, Mich.

our JLwer
Is it acting well? Bowels

regular? Digestion good? K

not, remember Ayer's Pills.
The Kind you have known all

yOUr life. J.0.Ayer08..toweH.K

Want your moustache or beard
a beautiful brown or rich black? Use

BUCKINGHAM'S DYE
.rrm cts. nrnarnnrrrs ni a. T. hau. t , ""

tjHMiii:iiafcC
SUMI WHMI AIL till r"'UI Ootian Syrup. Tuu Good. Use

OsA W amUll


