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CHAPTER I.
On a chill and dismal afternoon in

the month of October, 1858, the country
folk who lived within ear-Bh- of the
bells of the little village of Vernon, were
amazed at the sudden clanging that ab-

ruptly burst forth from the d

tower of the old church and pent itn
reverberating echoes far over rice-fiel-

plantation and grove. All the greater
was the amazement of those who Dark-
ened to the merry peals, since only the
day before those self-sam- e brazen throats
Jhad raised their voices in a doleful knell
for a departed soul.

Nevertheless, in spite of the stormy
wind that rnged and the fitful gust of
rain that beat upon their faces, women
caught up their shawls and men their
hats, and ran with their children into
the village to find the place all agog, and

, ivery step hubUuiii tuwaiub the church.
The sunset hour was at hand, and all
along the lower horizon, fiery gleams,
blood red, shone through the rifts In the
driving clouds. There was mute inquiry
upon every face, while mystery brooded
ever all.

V The twinkling candles upon the altar,
together with the eloquent perfume of
massed roses and jasmines, lying in great
heaps within the chancel, attracted more

' than half the multitude within the sa-
cred edifice; those who remained without
looked up and down the road, and asked
each other whst joyous event was about
to take place in such uncanny weathpr.

At laBt the bells abruptly ceased, the
deep tones of the organ began to surge
and swell upon the bated silence, the

; clock struck Fix. Simultaneously the
' rapid beat of horses' hoofs and the roll

of carriage wheels smote the air, and
from the direction of the magnolia-creste- d

heights, a barouche wbb descried
swiftly approaching the church. A cry
was raised among the bystanders as the

; Rosemont livery was recognized, and
heads were oraned to catch the first
glimpse of the occupnnts, while a shud-
der of horror passed through every heart,
as it was recalled that only the day 'be-
fore the same equipage had stood before
the church to bear away to her lonely
home the only and beautiful daughter of
the lamented Colonel Couramont.

The respected gentleman had met an
untimely death by accident while hunt-
ing, and the scent of the flowers that
clustered about his bier had scarcely
evaporated from the dim aisles of the
old church ere these fresh blossoms were
brought in to form a festal decoration.
' But the carriage was closed against
the stress of weather and no glimpse of
those within was afforded until it drew
np beneath the porch, and the aged sex-- ,
ton stepped forward to open the door;
whereupon, to the speeches amazement
of the beholders, there alighted a hand-
some, stately young gentleman in full
evening dress, who in turn assisted a
lady swathed in mourning to alight. At
sight of her, every hat was removed, for
one and all recognized at a glance the
beautiful Sylphide Couramont, sole heir-
ess and mistress of Rosemont.

She was attired in a trailing costume
of black tulle relieved by an enormous
bouquet de corsage of snowy jasmines
that vied with the ghastly pallor that
overspread her faultless neck and ex-
quisite face; while in her jet-blac-k hair
clustered more of the spectral flowers,

haded by a veil of Inky gauze. Had it
not been for the flashing eyes and the
triumphant curve of the haughty lip, one
would have said that these were the trap-
pings of the grave rhe wore and she,
the wraith of her former self.

The man at her side was flushed and
nervous. Though a stranger at Vernon,
they all recognized him as the guest
from New York, who had been passing
a few weeks at Rosemont, and had been
the companion of Colonel Couramont
when he met his fate. They remem-
bered that it was he who had ridden
over the country day after day with
Sylphide, and had been the one to sup-
port her when she fainted besldo her
father's coffin in the church; but not one
of those honest hearts so much as dream-
ed that he was so soon to become the hus-
band of the mistress of Rosemont, nor
would they have believed hadethey been
told how jhis extraordinary allianco had
been brought uliout.

The wedding ceremony began and con-
tinued until the solemn words were pro-
nounced, "If any one present sees just
cause why this man and woman should
not be joined together in holy wedlock,
let him stand forth and speak, or for-
ever afterward hold his peace!"

Thereupon ensued a breathless pause.
A nervous shiver passed over the bride
and with a hunted look in her great,
dilated eyes, she turned and stared at
the assembly. No one rose; no one
breathed, although outside the church it
was evident that a struggle of fome sort
was taking place, for voices were raised

one in particular and through the
open doors the swaying to and fro of the
dense mass of humanity was visible.

Sylphide Couramont almost staggered,
yet clung to her lover'e arm with a des-
perate attempt'toi be mistress over her-
self. Fixing her burning eyes npon the
priest, she murmured:

"No, not There la no one to speak. I
m 111. Proceed!"
And then the deep toned benediction

brought this weird ceremony to a clot.The look of ineffable Joy and triumph
that illumined the fair bride's fie aa the
last "Amen" wm ottered, baffle descrip
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tion. She turned to her handsome young
husband and whispered:

"I am yours, am I not, Lucian, yours
forever?"

"Forever, my darling!" be answered
in some surprise.

"I am too happy! Come, let' us go.
Time flies, and we must leave Rosemont

Lucian Courtlandt gave his wife his
arm, and side by side they passed down
the aisle amid the wondering throng, ap-
parently unconscious of the volley of cu-
rious glances bestowed upon them. When
their backs were turned, amazement took
voice.

"Unhappy the bride that the rain rains
on," whispered one old dame.

"Married in black!" 'shuddered anoth-
er; while a third shook her head, as she
muttered: "Married in haste, repent at
leisure!"

But all unconscious of Syl-
phide Courtlandt passed out of the porch
to receive a spiteful dash of rain, like
icy tears, npon her brow, and to be salut-
ed by the muttering of distant thunder
from the leaden heavens.

Meanwhile, the scene outside the
church had been in startling contrast
to tne solemn, peaceful proceedings
within. Soon after the bridal pair had
enteieu, and the crowd had surged into

"NO, NO! THERE IS NO ONE TO

the porch, filling every crack and crevice,
a horseman had ridden nn at Wab.noMr
speed, dismounted at the graveyard wall,
and tethered his foaming steed to a syca-
more that grew hard by. He was breath-
less, and covered with mud from hard
riding, though his dark face was flush-
ed and his deep-se- t black eyes fairly
scintillated.

There is no denying the fact that he
Is a handsome man, handsome in a fierce,
brutal way; a young man, too, scarcely
thirty, but bearing the traces of prema-
ture age, which dissipation ever sets up-
on the countenances of its votaries.

They all knew him there, knew that he
was the scapegrace nephew of the dead
colonel; that his name was Oscar Coura-
mont; that he lived down the river upon
a neglected plantation, where he beat his
slaves; and more than all, they knew
that many a time he bad sought the hand
of his fair cousin, Sylphide, in marriage;
not that he loved her such a tender sen-
timent had never entered bis heart but
because she was the only obstacle that
intervened between him and his inherlt-an- c

to Rosemont.
He could not kill her, therefore she

must marry him. Thus be argued with
himself, when the news of his uncle's
death had reached him In New Orleans,
whither he had gone to squander the
money raised by the sale of the last of
his slave. It is needless to explain that
he returned to Vernon post haste, but he
arrived at Rosemont to loam h a.i.
phide was already

, .
gone to church to be

onuea in weaioca to a stranger.
Without anlttlnr hla aaiMU k.

para to hla jaded beast, and rode hke a
mad fury

.
down into

. Vernon. He..would
at a a -roroia ue oanns, tear ner xrom tu in--
tartnnar. avan kill tha nrlaat t V.4
time to five her forever to another.

,t a inionatea approach, tat aagroes
npea the otrtaklrta of the crowd aboat
tha charca deor fell back In taaaj at

sight of Bis whip, but the whites stood
firm. They feared him not; besides, they
had come to see the show, and they were
not to be cheated of their pleasure.

Couramont struggled and fought to no
purpose. He was a powerfully built
man, but he. met his equals there in the
crowd, anil do what he would, they
would not let hira pass.

"I am her next' of kin!" he roared. "I
will see her married! Let me pass!"

"Don't you see that mass of heads?"
retorted the burly blacksmith of the
village; "you can't get in!"

"I will! Stand back! This is a crime!
Let me go in!"

"Hark! Stand aside! They're coming
out!"

It was true; the wedding march had
again burst forth, and Sylphide Coura-
mont was standing there before him a
bride, another's wife. As though his
had been the only face in all that sea
of faces, she saw him and recoiled a
step. In the next moment, she recover-
ed herself, and smiled and bowed to him,
though her face was as pallid as the
dead.

Oscar Couramont raised his hat and
fixed his eyes upon the man at Sylphide'a
side with a look that paralyzed the

"Quick! Back to Rosemont, and keep
the horses harnessed!" whispered the
bride to the coachman, as she entered
the carriage, followed by Courtlandt.

Once fairly on the road, she fell with
a hysterical sob into her lover's arms.
Suddenly she started up with a terrified
gasp.

"Hark," she panted, "do you not hear
the beat of horses' hoofs behind us?" '

ed back into the rainy night.
"I see nothing," he said, "and hear

nothing."
(To be continued.)

What Ha Wanted.
The sad-face- man entered a Balti-

more street dry goods house and said:
"I want a waste-basket- "

"What kind?" asked the clerk,
briskly.

"Why, I believe she said she want-
ed a straight-fron- t one without those
awful stiff staya In It "

"But I thought you said you wanted
a waste-basket?- " said the Impatient
clerk.

"I do. Wbnt'a them things that'a
straight front and got staya In 'em but
wa ts ?" Baltimore American.

Continuous Farewell.
"Well," remarked the spectator at

Mrs. Oldrrtars' farewell performance,
"she certainly was deeply affected."

"It looked that way," replied Crit-tlc-k.

"Of course It's natural to be affected
under the circumstances."

"Yea, that's why she got Into the
habit of affecting to be natural."
Philadelphia Press.

Ambiguous.
Mr. Quarles Well, I see old Gold-

man Is dead and leaves upward of
three millions. Wouldn't you like to
be his widow?

Mrs. Quarles (sweetly) No, dear;
nothing could possibly delight me more
than Just to be yours. Philadelphia
Ledger.

Katort Courteana.
Tom I say, Jack, what reason hare

you for wearing an automobile cap?
You never ride In an automobile.

Jack Oh. I auDDoae tha reason la
a tin liar to the ooe you hare for carry
ing a pocket book.

IOT,
He You paaaed me without apeak

lng to m.
She-O-h, I must have been thlatta-abou- t

yea.

SrEAK. PROCEED.' SAID SYLPHIDE.

The illuminating power of the sun
at zenith is estimated by M. Chnrles
Fnbry at one hundred thousand can-
dles.

In recent European experiments,
corpses have been kept for a certain
time inla bath of chloride of calcium
heated to 123 degrees, then taken out
and steeped for twenty-fou- r hours in
a cold solution of sulphate of sodium.
The bodies are transformed into per-
fect mummies, to be kept indefinitely.

Lieutenant-Colone- l Bruce, who has
been studying the strange "sleeping
sickness" which affects many of the
inhabitants of Uganda, ascribes the
spread of the infection to a species of
the famous tsetse fly, whose attacks
are fatal to horses and cattle In Africa.
These flies are found to be infected
with the parasite that causes the sleep-
ing sickness by entering the blood and
the cerebrospinal fluid, and the well-deflne- d

areas of country to which the
flies are confined correspond absolute-
ly with the distribution of the disease.
Where this species of tsetse fly is not
found sleeping sickness Is unknown.

A second blossoming cf trees 2tc In
the season, after the usual forming of
buds for the next year, may result
from some Injury, such aa removal
of the leaves, If the inference of M.
B. Apert is correct. In October, 1900,
this observer saw a white lilac in full
bloom, the bush having small green
leaves and beautiful clusters of white
flowers, while some hundreds of feet
away was another bush of the usual
autumnal appearance. Investigation
showed that worms bad eaten off the
leaves of the first bush several months
before. A return of the worms in July,
1903, was followed by a partial re-
production of the phenomenon, and M.
Apert believes that a second flowering
of a d trees, reported by M.
Jolly as a result of the action of beat,
was really due to destruction of the
leaves. It is proposed to test the theory
by .removing the leaves of apple trees,
pear trees, etc., in July or August.

It is an old question, "Are the 70
odd chemical elements really elemen-
tary, or are they compounded of some-
thing still more elementary?" In the
light of the recent discoveries about
radium Prof. F. W. Clarke recurs to
a theory, advocated by him many
years ago, that aa the planets were
evolved out of the original nebula
which gave birth to the solar system,
the chemical elements themselves were
also evolved out of something far less
complex than themselves. The fact
that existing nebulae are. very simple
in composition, while stars in various
stages of evolution exhibit more and
more complexity, until, in solidified
bodies, like the earth, a great number
of chemical elements with a myriad
of compounds are found, is regarded as
strongly supporting this theory. The
phenomena of radium lead to the ad-

ditional suggestion that as in the de.
velopment of the heavenly bodies we
seem to see the growth of the elements,
so in radio-activit- y we witness their
decay.

FIND HIDDEN WEALTH.

People Discover Treasure at Unex-
pected Places and Times.

Hidden treusure bus an Irresistible
attraction for the human race. On the
slightest hint from seer or fortune
teller some one is sure to dig where the
hidden treasure is supposed to be, and
disappointment does not discourage
another attempt when unother "tip"
1s received. Very few have ever come
upon hidden treasure, and the few
have found it unexpectedly.

Take, for Instance, that romantic un-
earthing of 200,000 coins In the bed of
tlio River Dove, in Staffordshire,
seventy-tw- o years ago. Some work-
men were engaged in removing a mud
bank which hud formed in the center
of the river, when one of them was
amazed to And on mixing his spade
that it glistened with silver coins.

Attracted by the digger's exclama-
tions of astonishment and delight, his
fellow workmen hurried up, and in a
moment half a dozen men were scramb-

ling and 'fighting for the treasure,
feverishly Ailing their pockets, their
bats and beer cans with silver coins,
which were worth their weight In gold,
for they were of the time of the first
two Edwards, and had lain In the river
for 600 years. That the bulk of the
treasure trove was ultimately claimed
by the Duchy of Lancaster matters
little, for Its finders had already ap-

propriated scores of thousands of
precious disks.

Only two years later a few village
boys were playing at marbles on Sun-

day afternoon In a fluid near Bea worth,
In Hampshire, when one of them
caught sight of a piece of lead pro-

jecting from a cart rut In a rough road
that crossed the pasture. Tugging at
tha atrip of metal he disclosed a hole,
and through the exposed opening he
saw a pile of glittering coins, bright
as If fresh from the mint To fill hla
packets and those of hla playantes
was tha work of a few. momenta, aad

so little did the youngsters appreciate
the value of their discovery that on
their way home they amused them-
selves by flinging the coins into the
village pond.

Ultimately nearly seven thousand
coins were recovered from this burled
treasure chest, and they proved to be
of the reigns of William I. and William
II. and in a wonderful state of preser-
vation.

A similar discovery was made near
Wetherby, in Yorkshire, when a heavy
cart, passing over a country rond, stuck
fast in a rut, and on being released
disclosed a number of silver coins,
which mid escaped from the burst lid
of a chest hidden under the roadway.
It was assumed that the chest of coins
had been buried there in the perilous
days of thecivil war, and that the
gradual sinking of the road and the
weight of the passing cart had at last
brought it again to the light of day.

In the year 1840 a most valuable
deposit of treasure was revealed in the
strangest fashion at Cuerdale, near
Preston, in Lancashire. Some laborers
were digging near the banks of the
River Ribble when the pickaxe of one
of them struck something harder than
earth and more yielding than rock.
On removing his pick he found trans-
fixed at the end of it a large Ingot of
silver. Plying his tool with renewed
vigor he soon discovered wealth, con-

sisting of scores of silver ingots weigh-
ing in all ever 1 000 ounces

Similar fortune befell a couple of
laborers who were digging in a ditch
near Oladstonbury, In Somersetshire,
when they unearthed an ancient chest
full of coins of the days of the Stuarts.
They took samples of the coins to a
neighboring antiquary of wealth, who
not only paid the men a large sum for
their treasure, but purchased a score
or more acres of land adjacent to the
lucky ditch. And here the Irony of
fortune is well illustrated, for al-

though the antiquary spent thousands
of pounds in buying and excavating
his land, not a single coin was dis-

covered beyond those which a stroke
of the spade had revealed.

This Is the kind f trick fortune
loves to play on designing men. Not
very many years ago, when the thatch-
ed roof of an ancient cottage near
Rlpon was removed a rich nest of

gold pieces was discovered
hidden away under it. When the news
of this treasure trove came to the ears
of a neighboring land owner he was so
fired by the lust of gold that he forth-
with purchased a dozen similar cot-

tages in the district and had them all
pulled down, but not a solitary coin
was found .in exchange for the 3,000
the experiment cost him.

Grow Young aa You Grow Old.
Next to air and food in the human

economy comes exercise. We may
have plenty of fresh air, and n proper,
allowance of the right kind of food,
and yet, without helpful daily exer-
cise these will not avail to keep the
body in good condition. In answer to
the question, "Why do we grow old?"
a French writer gives these, three rea-

sons: "We do not get enough phys-
ical exercise In the open air. we are
poisoned by microbes, which the pha-
gocytes have not succeeded In de-

stroying, and we are depressed by fear
of death." Of the three reasons it
will be noted that he gives the place
of first Importance to lack of exercise.
There Is nothing else which can take
the place of physical activity at a
preserver of youth and energy. "Grow
young as you grow older by cultivat-
ing a moderate love of good, healthful,
honest sport," is sound advice. Walk-
ing, running, Jumping, rowing, play-
ing golf, tennis or croquet, or any other
mild form of exercise in the open air
keeps the muscles supple and pre-

vents the joints from stiffening, fills
the lungs with life-givin- g oxygen and
keeps the blood from becoming slug-
gish or the liver torpid. In short, it
is exercise that keeps the body in
tune and "up to concert pitch," just as
exercise keeps the voice or a musical
Instrument In perfect tone. Success.

'Possum Show Cunning.
John Toushulnt of Cahokia declares

he is the first man to discover how
oppossums ravage hen roosts, says the
St. Louis Globe-Democra- t. He states
that for years the farmers of this vicin-
ity have lost their chickens and could
not account for it. Mr. Toussalnt says
that he was sitting at his window
early In the morning, when he noticed
a 'possum steal along the fence and
enter his poultry house. He believed
the animal would soon return and se-

cured his shotgun. The animal did
return in a Becond or so, and as it
came in sight Toussalnt fired. He
killed the 'possum and went to secure
it, finding one of his fine chickens
firmly grasped In the 'possum's tall.

Mr. Toussalnt says that the animal
visits the henroost regularly, and that
no chicken ever screeches, because its
breath Is cut off by the pressure of the
animal's tall. Wheu the tall Is safely
stretched around the neck of the chick-
en the 'possum starts off, dragging the
fowl after him.

Good Reaaon.
She smiles and laughs the livelong day;

Pray do aot think bar simple
Shell laugh at anything yoa say -

Because she has a dunpla. 1

Isle Record.


