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CHAPTER III. (Continued.)
It simply seemed incredible that it was

the haughty, high-spirite- d Sylphide Cour-amo-

who obeyed the nonchalant com-

mand with the submiRslon of a lamb.
What power did this rude fellow exert
over this defiant girl? Had she met her
master in him?

He pointed to the easy chair which she
had left but a minute before, as the sank
into It, he carelessly tossed his dripping
hat upon a dainty sofa covered with
pale blue satin embroidered with' apple
blossoms, and braced himself against the
toit table, the muslin drapery of which
be;ame crushed and soiled by contact
with his muddy boots.

"First of all," he began, meeringly,
"your tragedy airs are out of place. So
long as you do not bring us face to face
I do not care a pin to meet him; what
Is more, I no more want to kill him
thau I want to marry you for love."

He paused abruptly, and little by lit-
tle she raised her great, dilated eye to
his face like two burning stars.

."It may touch your vanity In a vul-
nerable spot," he continued, slrrW down
upon tun edge of the table and crossing
one foot over the other, "but I don't
love you a speck and never did; so you
may as well know, first as last, that if
you hadn't been worth your weight In
gold, I wouldn't have looked twice at
you. You're not my style. I'm

enough myself, and bringing a fire-
brand into my camp wouldn't have help-
ed matters."

While he spoke the defiant look had
been creeping back Into Sylphlde's face,
brightening her eyes and curling her
red Hps.

"So you sought to marry me for my
money?" she murmured, looking him

teadily In the eye.
"Most assuredly; for no other reason."
"You have lost me and my money,

too!" she cried, springing to her feet.
"You, yes; but not the money. Your

father left a will, did he not?"
"No."
It is doubtful whether, had a bomb ex-

ploded at his feet, Oscar Couramont
would have started more violently.

"Left no will?" he cried.
"I. tell you, no," Sylphide replied with

a steady, level glance.
Couramont shrugged his shoulders and

resented himself upon the edge of the
table.

"In that case," he rejoined, "all the
property comes to you. Well, so be It

I must change my tactics. You must
hand over to me the half of the estate,
which by right your father ought to have
left me."

The Indignant reply that quivered for
Utterance upon Sylphlde's lips was check-t- d

by a sudden knocking at the locked
door which commuuicated with the cor-do- r.

"Missy SvlDh. Mifisv Svlnh!" .1! .
woman's voice from the other side of the
door.

With a wicked glance In her eyes,
Bylphide turned upon Couramont.

"It is Diuna, my maid," she said;
"she will secure my release!"

"lluh!" growled the rascal, "tell her
to go away; I'm not half through talk-
ing to you. Do aa I bid you; it U worth
your while!"

Taking a step toward that thin parti-
tion that ropnrated her from deliverance,
Bylphide raising her voice, Bald;

"I do not necj you, Diunn. Continue
with the packing." Then, with the dar-
ing gleam again shining in her eyes, she
supplemented, "and if in half an hour I
am not down stairs, ask Mr. Courtlandt
to come up for me!"

"Fool!" sneered Couramont; "well, a
woman always will have the last word,
so I suppose I ought not to blame you
for what you can't lu-h-i. All U &- - .hu
have to talk fust, as I :too no occasion to
soil my lunula with this fellow's blood.
So, by packing up, you intend to leave
HoBemont?"

"I do."
"Then wo will nror.iil rn hnln..

ami settle everything up before you go
ryipunit, l want my share nf tho estate
mul I want it now to night!"

"How dure you?" she demanded, turn
Ints upon him, imperiously; "your share?
What do tou mean?"

"Just what I say I want my share."
"There la no vlinre fur nn 1 A.,ut

If my poor father ever thought to leave
you so mueu as one cent.

"That Is quite possible," retorted
Couramont with his Imperturbable
smile; "the old man never loved me, but
lie feared me. And I Intend that you
ahull atone for his lack of common sense
Slid your want or forethought In marry
Inn this Interloper."

As he spoke he advanced upon her
where the stood In the center of the
chsinher, and drew from an Inner pocket
a slip of on ner.

"I am. not stupid enough to suppose
that you have a sum of money upon you
to night sumclent to satisfy my demands.
Therefore, this letter, addressed to your

xeeutor, and statltig that In accordance
with in expressed wish of your father
that his estate be equally divided be--

iween us iwo, ms only heirs, you will
sign.

"Neverr
He drew back a step and glared open

her so bslsfully that shs recoiled snd
csught st a chair for support

"Do you refuse to sign this paper T
ft asked, steadily; "bs warned fat tlatsl

I know the secret of your life, a secret
which can crush you forever, even Invali-
date your marriage!"

"What do you mean?"
"Sign this paper, or I inform your

husband that your mother was a slave."
Like a flash of lurid lightning all that

had been incomprehensible to her In her
father's behavior burst upon the unhap-
py girl; his nervousness, his strange de-

sire to marry her to Oscar Couramont,
his wild entreaty for her to believe no
evil gossip of her dead mother all, all
came back to her In that dreadful mo-

ment with the overwhelming force of a
conviction. Yet even then she would
not believe It.

With hands cramped like the talons of
a bird of prey, she sprang at her tormen-
tor, uttering shriek after shriek of rage,
horror and dismay.

"It is a lie, a lie, a lie!" she psnted;
"out of my sight! You you I "

She staggered, beat the air for a mo-

ment with her arms, then with a low
moan of fathomless agony, fell, face
downwards, with a dull crash, like one
strlukeu with death.

Too late Oscar Couramont discovered
that he had over-reache- d himself. Syl-

phide was now Incapable of signing the
Instrument which would make a wealthy
man of him; besides, her cries had arous-
ed the household, hurrying feet were
mounting the stairs, already they were
knocking at the door, and a man's voice
In excited accents was calling upon her
to open. In less than half a minute the
barrier would be broken down!

Snatching up his hat and revolver,
Conramont sprang to the window.

"We shall meet again, my lady, never
fear!" he hissed, menacingly; "we shall
meet again, when my grip upon you shall
be stronger than It Is now!"

CHAPTER IV.
' Four years have elapsed since the

events narrated In the preceding chap-
ter,, and the flight of Conrtlandt and his
bride has ceased to excite comment and
gossip long since.

Already the year 1802 Is pregnant
with its greatest day, Sept 22, when the
martyr President Issued his immortal
proclamation declaring the freedom of
all slaves In the States and parts of
States then In rebellion.

Since that memorable night of dark-
ness and storm, In October. 1858, tho
face of the mistress of Rosemont has
never once been seen upon her hereditary
estate. Having been left In competent
hands, the plantation has yielded Its ac-
customed Income, all of which has been
transmitted through the bankers at Mo-
bile to Luclan Courtlandt In whatever
part of the world he chanced to be.

For a year the young lawyer and his
beautiful wife traveled from place to
place In the Old World, following the
fashionable season from London to St
Petersburg, returning along the shores
of the romantic Mediterranean.

It had been a term of unalloyed delutht
to Sylphide, and when, at the close of the
year, a lovely baby boy came to Join
their party at Nice, the young wife trem-
bled at her happiness. The horror of
her wedding night with its sppalllng rev-
elation now seemed so far away that she
orteti wondered whether it had been re-
ality indeed, and not the delirium of a
fevered dream. In the peace and Joy of
her maternity she persuaded herself that
cruel Fate had forgotten her, and that
nenceforth she was destined to live In
the auspicious light of favoring Fortune.

Oscar Couramont had given no sien
of life; perhaps he had repented; perhaps
ne waa aeau. Bylphide could afford now
to wish him no evil, since his baleful
shadow had not crossed her sim-ll- t path.

Of course an explanation of her in-

sensible condition wheu found In her
chamber at Uosemont on that fatal night
was inevitable; she owed it to her hus-
band, and she gave It him according as
she thought best.

"You see, 1 scarcely know how It was,"
she murmured as she lay In his arms
upon her recovery to consciousness, "but
when I entered my own room for the last
time and glanced about me upon the fa-

miliar objects, It seemed as If father
came back to me from the grave, his facp
wan and pallid, his two eye burning like
coals of tire. I was terrified, and, fall-
ing upon my knees, I besought him to
tell me In what I had offended him, but
he only shook his head and slowly van-
ished; and then I shrieked and fell faint-
ing."

Luclan Courtlandt smiled a trifle un-
easily as he replied:

"I don't believe In visions myself;
yours, however, must have been some-
what out of the ordlnsrv run of wnlnM
ghosts. Wrre you aware that your airy
visitor wore muddy boots aud a wet
lilt I

"Luclan:"
"It Is a fact. The nrint of hi. h.t

has left an Indelible stain upon your
um, ana me miuiin drapery of your toi

let tauie is eo ana torn."
With ready tt, Sylphide glanced np

terror stricken Into her husband's face.
"Then burglars must hare entered my

room while we were at church!" she
cried.

"Do yott hsve burglars in this part of
the country, Sylphide?" asked Courtlandt
with an amused smile.

"Well if not actual burglars," wastts Innocent reply, "thieves at least and
plenty of them,"

a hi Wnt if strikes me as a Uttle
strange that you did not notice thess
signs of disorder wnen you entered your
chamber."

"Vn T.nxtnn what an ideal"- - she ex
claimed; "is It likely that, in the dim
candle light and considering the excite-

ment I was laboring under, I should be
struck by the sight of a few rain drops
and a smonch of mud? How absurd!
Why should the damage not hare been
rlnna hr on of the does? They are fond
of me, and often come up to my room."

"Dogs do not climb veranaa posts to
second story windows, my dear; and you
doors were locked."

"I locked them!"
"But I found your window open!"
"Upon hearing my approach, tho dog

might have escaped by that means!"
"You say the dogs are fond of you, and

dogs In general are too Intelligent to
risk any such Jump as that No, my love,
It was no quadruped that entered yonr
chamber It was a man!"

He felt her weight grow heavier In

his arms, but she managed to preserve
consciousness enough to falter:

"What makes you think so?"
"I have instituted a search of the

place, and have made certain discov-

eries."
Her hands set like a vise upon his

arm.
"Discoveries 1" she gasped, "what dis-

coveries ?"
"That some one climbed the pillar of

the veranda nearest your window by
means of the vines, and that the print
of a horse's hoofs Is fresh In the soil of
the lime-tre- e, walk that leads up to that
side of the house. Which facts incline
me to your belief, that thieves have en-

tered the house."
"Luclan, I told you so," she cried

wildly; "it la true. There must have
been a plot to rob us while we were at
church. Don't you see?"

Luclan Courtlandt pressed his lips up-

on the damp, pallid brow, and gently de-

positing the graceful form upon the cuth-ion- s

of the sofa, he rose with the words:
"Yon are over-excite- d and tired, poor

child. You had better rest here
We will leave Rosemont at daybreak.
Nay, He still; I will send Diana to you."

She dared not remonstrate for fear of
arousing the suspicions which she had
lulled Into oblivion. So she closed her
eyes with well-feign- weariness, and
Courtlandt left her to summon her
maid.

No sooner had the door shut his man-
ly figure from view when Sylphide start-
ed up upon her elbow, her dilated eyes
burning with that deep red fire that one
sees in a hungry wolf's. She held her
breath and counted his retreating foot-
steps, till they fell away into silence at
the extremity of the long hall. Then
she sprang to her feet, her pallid face
aflame with animation, every nerve vi-
brating like the rudely swept strings of
a harp.

"Saved!" she panted triumphantly;
"saved! Bnt what a narrow escape. I
nave bridged the abyss with a straw,
and passed safely over. I shall be on
my guard In future; it can never happen
again. Were I to meet Oscar Coura-
mont a hundred times, I should never
be such a fool again."

The exultant soliloquy was cut short
by the abrupt opening of the door, and
a young mulatto girl, with a remarkably
pretty, keen face, entered. She paused
at sight of her mistress pacing to and
fro so excitedly, and Sylphide pansed
also, fixing a sharp, questioning glance
upon her maid.

"What la It, Diana?" she demanded.
swiftly; "you have heard something; I
see It In your face."

"I hsven't heard anything, Missy
Sylph," replied the girl, "but I've seen
something Mass' Oscar."

Diana did not draw a breath for fully
a minute after that unwelcome announce-
ment, for Sylphlde's small hand was set
upon her Hps like a seal.

"Hush!" she breathed, "do not dare to
lisp his name until we are gono. My
husband does not know of his existence,
and must never know, If we can help it
Where was my cousin?"

"In the lime-tre- e walk, Missy mount-i- n

his horse."
"Thank heaven, he's gone, then, for

the night! Are the trunks ready pack-
ed. Diuna?"

"Yes, Missy, packed and strapped."
"See that they are loaded on the wag-

on t; we start at daybreak, and
you go with me. I may have need of
you In more ways than one."

Scarcely ud the eastern horizon begun
to flush with the promise of day, when
the family coach, followed by the bag-
gage wagon, rolled swiftly down the road
that led Into the river valley; and two
hours later Mr. Oscar Conramont rode
Into the court yard at Rosemont to be
informed that, if he had come to break-
fast, his meal must bo a solitary one.

(To fie continued,)

Apt to Be Charitable.
"Tho Impromptu speaker may be all

right in his way," said Deacon Jones,
"but ns for rae, give me the minister
who writes his s every time."

"Wby?" asked Deacon Smith,
"He is more likely to realize their

lojiKi.li," was the slgiilileant reply.

As Others See Us.
"You always sav thp wmm fhir,. .

the right time, Ilmry," said Mrs. Tack-cm- .
"Now, I always think twice be-

fore I epeak."
"Yes, my dear," replied the meek and

lowly nenry, "but you are one of those
rapid-fir- e thinkers,"

As It Bkonld Be.
T auppose," said the visitor to police

headiiuarten!, "that every officer knrwa
a rogue when he see him.."

"Sure," replied the desk sergeant
'but every officer doesn't seize a rogue

wnen be knows him."

The man who originated the motto
Lire and Let Live" didn't take the

undertaker into consideration, bat fell
into hia hands just the tame.

Dnde They say cigarettes will turn
the skin yellow. Mrs. Prim That's
so. Every time I catch my boy smok-

ing he gets tanned. Mall and Ex-

press.
"Do you think you could ever marry

for money?" "No. But I'm sure I
could soon, learn to love a girl who had
a million or two." Chicago Record-- :

Herald.
Sportsman Any good hunting In

this part of tho country? Native
Lots of it Sportsman What kiud of
game. Native No game at all. Just
bunting. Illustrated Bits.

Willie Mamma, I told Aunt Helen
she erew homelier every day. Mrs.
Blinison You didn't tell her I said so,

did you? "I had to, or she would have
whipped me." Brooklyn Life.

"What are they going to do when
they get through tearing up the
streets?" "Lay 'em down again, of
course! How else would anybody be
able to tear 'em up later on, silly?"
Baltimore News.

day; Bnid that lucU U a good bit like
lightning, for it seldom strikes twice
in the same place. Heeder Yes, and
as a rule neither of them needs to.
Pennsylvania Punch Bowl.

Hannigan Shure, there scales Is no
good at all fur me. They only weigh
the heft of two hundred pounds, an'
Oo'm near to two hundred and fifty.
Flannlgan Well, man alive, can't yo
git on thlm twice? Philadelphia
Press.

Playgoer I suppose the leading
lady is very happy after getting all
those bouquets. Usher Oh, no. She
only got five. Playgoer Gracious!
Isn't that enough? Usher No; she
paid for six, I believe. Philadelphia
Press.

Kittle Paul told me last evening I
was the prettiest girl he ever saw.
Bessie Oh, that's nothing; he said tho
same to me last year. Klttie I know,
dear, but his taste may have Improved
since then, you know. Boston Tran-
script

"Prisoner, why did you strike this
man?" "If you please, your Honor,
he came to me suddenly and said.
'How old is Ann?' " "Well, what hurt
did that do?" "Why, you see, your
Honor, Ann is my wife." Cleveland
Plain Dealer.

A Volcano. "What is a volcano ?'
asked the teacher. "A mountain with
a Are inside," said one. A smile of
comprehepsion spread over the puz-
zled face of the smallest scholar as she
asked, surprisedly, "Is that a mountain
range?" Harper's Magazine.

She I have two very dear friends-Ag- nes
and Florence He Which Is

the more popular? "Oh, Agnes Is
much more popular than Florence
among the girls." "Introduce me to
Florence. I am partial to good-lookin- g

girls." Kansas City Journal.
Mrs. Kalllng You haven't ant rhnf

splendid butler now Mrs. Parvenu
No, he was a fraud. Mrs. Railing In- -

deed? Mrs. Parvenu Yes, he forgot
himself once and neglected to drop
his "h's," so we discovered he wasn't
English at all. Philadelphia Ledger.

He How did you enjoy the opera?
She Oh, It was just splendid, ne

Really? But it was all French,
wasn't it? She Oh, no! Of course
some of the handsomest ones were un-
mistakably Parisian, but there were
many pretty gowns that were evi-
dently made here. Philadelphia
Press.

Launched on Ills Literary Career.
'

"I understand your son has decided to
go In for literature." "Yes, and he's
made a splendid start already." "You
don't say?" "Yes; he went to auction
this morning nnd bought a second-han- d

writing desk for only four dollars and
ninety-eigh- t cents."-Cath- olic Standard
and Times.

"Now," said Mrs. Blggleson's cousin
at breakfast on the morning after her
arrival, "don't make company of me.
I want to be treated just as If I were
one of the family." "All right," re-
plied Mr. Blggleaon, helping himself
to tbe tenderest part of the steak
"we'll try to make you feel right at
home." Chicago Record-Heral-

- The squire's pretty daughter (exam--'

Inlug the village school) Now chil-
dren, can you tell me what a miracle
la? The children look at one anotherbut remained silent "Can no one an'
Bwer this question?" the new curateasked, who was standing behind thequlre-- daughter A little girl Wa.Duuuc.j um: wun a brilliant idea
She held up her hand
NeUler the squire', daughte'r" askej
smiling approval. "Pica8ei ral
mall child replied, breath-- mother Bay. twin be a JJJdon't marry the new curate."- -!

Avers
We know what all good doc-to-

rs

think of Ayer's Cherry-Pectora- l.

Ask yourown doc-t- or

and find out. He will tell

Cherry
Pectoral

you how it quiets the tickling
throat, heals the inflamed
lungs, and controls the
hardest of coughs.

! Avar's Cherry Pectoral la well known In
our family. We think It li the lieit niedlciue
la the world tor coughs and coldi."

KaTIB I'KTSKaoN.l'etaluma, Cl.
25C, 50O..1 1.00. J.O. ATXRCO

Hard Coughs
One of Ayer's Pills at bedtime win
hasten recovery. Gently laxative.

This Is Awful.
"Why do you always write In yonr

shirt sleeves?" asked the free lunch ed-

itor.
"Because," answered the joke carpen-

ter, "that's where my funny bone Is lo-

cated."

riTfl Permanently uurea. wontsornervouaneai(I lu aftirflratrtT,RiinfT,r.K!lao'5Urair,r
Kaeiorrr. Mend for Free 113 trial bottle and treatlae.
Dr. 11. H. Kline, Ltd.. 63,' Arch St.. Philadelphia, Ft,

Motion Overruled.
"I say," said the captain of bache-

lors' hall In the boarding school, "let',
be swell and call our dormitory the
Latin quarter."

"No! No!" shrieked the rest of the
crowd.

"Because," ventured one of the pro-

testing mob, "all the other fellows will
be coming here trying to borrow the
quarter."

And so it was thus that the dormi-
tory went nameless. Baltimore Amer-
ican.

For coughs and colds there is no better
medicine thau Piso's Cure for Consump
tion. Price 25 cents.

Praotloal Application.
He sought a job in a restaurant.

When iu financial straits;
For he'd been told that everything

Comes to the man who wait.
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