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The Planter’s Daughter

R FATE’S

REVENGE

By MRS. ALICE P. CARRISTON

Author of A Waif from the Sea,"” '"Her Brightest Hope,"
“Wayward Winnefred," etc.

CHAPTER II1.—(Continued.)

It simply sesmed incredible that it was
the haughty, high-spirited Sylphide Cour-
amont who oheyed the nonchalant com-
mund with the submission of a lamb.
What power did this rude fellow exert
over this definnt girl? Had she met her
master in him?

He pointed to the easy chalr which she
had left but & minute before, as ehe sank
into It, he carelessly tossed his dripping
hat upon o dainty sofn covered with
pale blue satin embroldered with apple
blossoms, and braced himself agalnat the
toil+t table, the muslin drapery of which
besame erushed and soiled by contact
with his muddy boots.

“First of ull," he began, sneeringly,
“your tragedy airs are out of place. So
long as you do not bring us face to face
I do not care a pln to meet him: what
is more, I no more want to kill him
than I want to marry you—for love."

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

"It may touch your vanity In a wul-
nerable spot,” he continued. sitting dawn
Upou the edge of the table and crosalng
one foot over the other, “but I don't
love you a speck and never did; so you
may ng well know, first as last, that if
you hndn't been worth your waight In
gold, I wouldn't have looked twice at
you. You're not my style, I'm hot-tem-
pered enough myself, and bringing a fire-
brand into my camp wouldn't have help-
ed matters."”

While he spoke the defiant look lad
been creoping back into Sylphide’s face,
brightening her eyes and curling her
red lips,

“So rou sought to marry me for my
money ¥ she murmured, looking him
ateadily in the oye,

“Most assuredly: for no other resson.”

"You have lost me und 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 ix doubtful whether, had a bomb ex-
ploded at his feet, Oscar Couramont
would have stirted more violently,

“Left no will?” he cried.

“L tell you, no,"” Bylphide replied with
& steady, level glance,

Cournmont shrugged his shoulders and
resented himself upon the edge of the
talbile,

“In that came,” he rejoined, “all the
property comes to you. Well, so be It
—1 must change my tactics. You muost
hand over to me the hulf of the estate,

which by right your father ought to have
left me."

The indignant reply that quivered for
utterance upon 8ylphide's lips was check-
ed by a sudden knocking at the locked
gmar which communicated with the cor-

or.

“Missy Sylph, Missy Sylph!” called a
woman's yoiee from the other side of the
door,

With s wicked glance in her eyos,
Bylphide turned upon Couramont.

“It is Diang, my mald," she gaid:
“she will secure my relense!

“Bah!" growled the rascnl, *“tell her
to go away: I'm not half through talk-
ing to you. Do as 1 bid you; it is worth
your while!"

Taling a step toward that thin parti
tlon that repaeated her from deliverance,
Bylphide raising her voice, sald:

1 do not need you, Diann. Continue
with the paeking,” Then, with the dar
ing gleam again shining in her eyen, she
supplemented, “and i in half an hour 1
at not down stales, ask Mr. Counrtlandt
to come up for me!"

“Fooll" sneered Cournmont; “well, a
womnn always will have the last word,
o 1 suppose 1 ought not to blame you
for what you ean't help, Al Is, we shall

hH\'\‘ L (V] ln'”\ f,'l~1, ns | LU 1] un'rnﬁinll | (1]
soil mny hands with this fellow's blood,
8o, by poacking up, you Intemd to leave
Hoscmont 1"

do,"

I know the secret of your lifs, a secrat
which can crush you forever, even invall-
date your marrlage!”

“What do you mean?"’

“Blgn 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 bahavior burst upon the unhap-
py girl; hia nervousness, his strange de-
sire to marry her to Oscar Couramont,
his wild entreaty for her to belleve no
ovil gosslp of her dead mother—nall, all
came back to her in that dreadful mo-
ment with the overwhelming force of n
conviction. Yet oven then she would
not balleve It.

With hands eramped like the talons of
a bird of prey, she sprang at her tormen-
tor, uttering shrick after shrlek of rage,
horror and dlamay,

“It is a llo, a lie, a lal" she panted;
“out of my sight! You—you—I——"

Bhe staggered, beat the alr for a mo-
ment with her arms, then with a low
monn of fathomless ngony, fell, face
downwards, with & dnoll erash, lika one
stricken with death.

Too late Osear Couramont dlscovered
that he had over-reached himself. S8yl-
phide was now Ineapable of signing the
Instrument which would make a wealthy
man of him; besldens, her erles had arous-
od the household, hurrylng feet were
mounting the wtales, already they were
knoecking nt the door, and & man's volee
In excited accents was calling upon her
to open. In less than half a minute the
barrier would be broken down!

Snatehing up his hat and revolver,
Cournmont sprang to the window.

“We ghall meet again, my lady, never
fear!" he hissed, menacingly: “we shall
meet agaln, when my grip upon you shall
be stronger than it is now!"

CHAPTER 1V,

*Four yoears have clapsed sinee the
events narrated In the preceding chap-
ter, and the flight of Courtlandt and his
bride hae censed to exeite comment and
gosslp long since,

Already the year 1862 is pregnant
with its greatest day, Sept. 22, when the
martyr President [ssued his immortal
proclamation deelaring the freedom of
all alaves In the States and parts of
States then In rebellion.

Since that memorable night of dark-
nera and storm, In October, 1888, the
faca of the mistress of Rosemont has
never once heen msen upon her hereditary
estate. Having been loft In competent
hands, the plantation has ylclded its ac-
customed Income, all of which has been
transmitted through the bankers at Mo-
bile to Lueinn 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
Petershurg, returning along the shores
of the romantic Mediterranean.

It bad heen a term of unalloyed delight
to Byiphide, and when, nt the close of the
yvenr, n lovaly baby boy came to join
their party at Nice, the young wife trem-
bled at her happlness. The horror of
her wedding night with ita appalllng rev-
elntion now seemed =0 far away that she
often wondered whether it had been pe-
ality Indeed, and not the delirium of a
fevered drenm. In the peace and foy of
her maternity she persuaded herself that
oritel Fate had forgotten her, and that
henceforth ele was destined to live In
the anspiclous light of favoring Fortune.

Oncar Courmtiont had given no sign
of life; perhaps he had repentod; perhaps
he was dead. Bylphide could afford now
to wish him no evil, since his baleful
shadow had not erossed her sun-lit path.

Of course an explanation of her in-
sensible eordition when found in her
chamber at Rosemont on that fatal night
wns Inevitable; she owed It to her hus-
band, nnd she gave 1t him according as
shie thought bLest,

“You uee, 1 senreely know how it was™

"Then we will procesd to business | she murmuored as she lay in his arme
and settle everything up before you go— | Upin het récovery to consclousnpss, “bit
Bylphide, 1 want my share of the estate, | When 1 entored my own room for the lost
and 1 want it now—tonight!" e and glaneed about me upon the fa

“How dare you?" she demanded, taen- | miline objucts, W0 seemed as If father
Ing upon him, lmperionsly; “your share? | came back to me from the geave, his faco
Whilt do won menn ¥ wan and pallid, his two eyes burning like

sJust what 1 iyl want my share™ coals of fire. T was terellledd, and, fall-

“There I no share for you: 1 doubt
if my poor father ever thought to leave

you so much as one cent*

“That Is  quite  possible,” retorted
Couramont  with  hia  lmperturbable
siiing “the old man never loved me, but

he feared me. And | intend that you
shall ntone for bis lack of common sense
nid your want of forethonght in marry
ing this Interlopee.”

As Dhe spoke he advanced upon her
where shie stood in the ecenter of the
chnmber, and drew from an Inner pocket
a slip of paper,

"l owm not stupld enough to suppose
thist you have a sum of money npon you
to-night suficlent to satisfy my demands.
Therefore, this letter, addressed to your
executor, and stating that In accordance
with an expressed wish of your father
thut his estate be equally divided be-
tween us two, his only heirs, you wil
.iﬁ'rl."

“Never™

He drew back a step and glared npon
her so balefully that she recolled and
eanght at a chalr for support,

"o you refuse to sign this paper?’
he anked, steadlly; "be warned In timel

ing upon my knees, 1 besstight him to
tell me in what 1 had offended him, but
he only shook his hesd and slowly van
Ished; and then I shrieked and fell falnt-
ing."

Lucian Courtlandt smiled x trifle un
enslly na he roplied:

"l don't belleve In  vislons  myself:
yours, however, must have besn womme-
what out of the ordinary ran of wnintd
ghosts. Were you aware that your airy
visltor wore muddy boots and a
hat 7"

“Luclan!"

“It is a fact. The print of his hat
has left an lndelible staln npon your
sofn, and the mualin drapory of your tal.
let table Is =~Yed and torm."

With ready taet, Sylphide glanced up,
terror stricken lnto her husband’'s face,

“Then burglars must have entered my
room while we were at ehurch!™ ahp
eried.

“Do you have borglars In this past of
the country, Bylphida?" asked Courtlandt
with an amused smile.

“Well—If not actual barglars,” was
the Innocent reply, “thieves at least, and

wel

plenty of them.”

“Ah! But it strikes me as a little
strange that you did not notice these
slgne of dlsorder when you entered your

ber.”
Ch:‘;ow. Lucian, what an idea!" she ex-
claimed; “is it lkely 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 raln dropa
and & smonch of mud? How absurd!
Why shounld the damage not have been
done by one of the dogs? They are fonﬂ
of me, and often come up to my room.

“Dogs do not climb veranda poats to
second story windows, my dear; and your
doory were locked."”

“1 locked them!" ”

“But I found yonr window open!

“Upon hearing my approach, the dog
might have escaped by that means!”

“You say the doga are fond of you, and
dogs In general are too Intelligent to
risk any such jump as that, No, my love,
it was no guadruped that Illtll'ﬂ'l your
chamber to-nlght. It was a man[

He felt her welght grow bheavier in

hls arms, but she managed to preserve

conaciousneas enough to fl“ll‘:‘

“What makea you think soT

“I have Ipstituted a search of the
place, and have made certain discov-
erlea,”

Her hands set like a vilsa npon his
arm,

“Discoveries!"” she gasped, “what dis-
coverieal"

“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 ls frash In the moil of
the llme-tres. walk that leads up to that
side of the house, Which facts incline
me to your bellef, that thieves have en-
tered the house."

“Lucian, 1 told you so,” she cried
wildly; “it 1a true. There must have
been a plot to rob us while we were at
church. Don't you sea?"

Lucian Courtlundt pressed his lips ap-
oo the damp, pallld brow, and gently de-
poslting the graceful form npon the cnsh-
jona of the sofa, he rose with the worda:

“You are over-excited and tired, poor
child. You had better rest here to-night.
We wlll leave Rosemont at daybreak.
Nay, lle still; T will send Diana to you.”

Bhe dared not remonstrate for fear of
arousing the suspiclons which she had
lulled Into oblivion. 8o she closed her
eyes with well-felgned weariness, and
Courtlandt left her to summon her
mald.

No mooner had the door shut his man-
ly figure from view when Sylphide start-
ed up upon her elbow, her dilated eoyes

burning with that deep red fire that ona|

sees In a hungry wolf's. She held her
breath and counted his retreating foot-
steps, tlll they fell away into sllence at
the extremity of the long hall, Then
ahe aprang to her feet, her pallid face
aflame with animation, every nerve vi-
brating llke the rudely swept strings of
a harp.

“Saved!" she panted triumphantly;
“saved! But what a narrow escape. I
have bridged the abyss with a straw,
and passed safely over. 1 shall be on
my guard in future; it ean pever happen
agailn, Were I to meot Oscar Coura-
mont & hundred times, I should naver
ba guch a faol 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 slght of her mistress paclng to and
fro so excitedly, and Sylphide paused
also, fixing n sxharp, questioning glance
upon her muld,

“What Is it, Diana?" she demanded,
swiftly: “you have heard something; I
ses It in your face'

“lI haven't heard anything, Misay
Sylph," replied the girl, “but I've seen
somothing—Mnaes' Oscar.”

Dinna did not draw n breath for fully
a minnte after that nnwelcome announce-
ment, for Sylphide's small hand was set
upon her lips lke a seal

“Hush!" she breathed, “do not dare to
lisp his name until we are gone, My
husband does not know of his exlstence,
nnd must never know, If we ean help it
Where was my cousin?”

“In the lime-troe walk, Missy—monnt-
in' his horse.”

“Thank henven, be's gone, then, for
the night! Are the trunks ready pack-
ed, Diunn?"

*“Yes, Missy, packed nnd strapped.”

“See that they aro londed on the wag-
on to-night; we start at daybreak, and
you go with me. I may have need of
you In more ways than one.”

Searcely wid the enstern horizon begun
to flush with the promise of day, when

Dude—They say cigarettes will turm
the skin yellow. Mrs. Prim—That's
s0. KEvery time I catch my boy smok-
ing he gets tanned.—Mall and Ex-
press,

“Do you think yon 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 Recoid-
Herald,

Sportsman—Any good hunting In
| this part of the country? Native—
Lots of it. Sportsman—What kind of
game, Native—No game at all, Just
hunting.—Illustrated Bits,

Willle—Mamma, I told Aunt Helen
lshe grew homeller every day, Mrs.
Slimson—You didn't tell her I said so,
did you? *“1 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 'emn up later on, silly ?"'—
Baltimore News.,

Reeder—Scott said a clever thing to-
dav; aald that luck ls 4 goud bic like
| Ughtning, for it seldom strlkes twice
in the same place, Heeder—Yes, and

a8 & rule neither of them needs to.— |

Pennsylvanla Punch Bowl,

Hannigan—Shure, there scales 18 no
| good at all fur me. They only welgh
| the heft of two hundred pounds, an’
| Oo'm near to two hundred and fifty.

Flannigan—Well, man allve, ean't ye
git on thim twice?—Philadelphia
| Press,

‘ Playgoer—I suppoze the leading
lady s very happy after getting all
| those bouguets., Usher—Oh, no, She
jonly got five,
Isn't that enough? Usher—No; she
Ipald for six, I belleyve—hiladel phia
| Press,

‘ Kittie—Paul told me last evening [
| was the prettiest girl he ever saw.
| Bessle—Oh, that's nothing; he said the
|same to me last year, Kittie—I know,
{dear, but his taste may have Improved

i“'““ then, you know,—Boston Tran-

| seript.

“Prisoner, why dld you strike this
man?" “If you please, your IHonor,
lhe came to me suddenly and sald,
{'How old I8 Ann?" “Waell, what hurt
Id!(l that do?” “Why, you see, your
| Honor, Ann is my wife."—Cleveland
Plain Dealer.

A Voleano.—"“What is a voleano?
agked the teacher, “A mountain with
u fire inside,” sald 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 bave two very dear friends—
Agnes and Florence—He—Which s
the more popular? “Oh, Agnes Is
muech more popular than Florence—
among the girls.” *“Introduce me to
Florenes, 1 am partinl to good-look-
Ing girls,"—Kansas City Journal,

Mrs, Kalling—You haven't got that
splendid butler now—>Mrs., Parveng—
No, he was a fraud. Mrs, Kalling—In-
dead? Mrs. Parvenu—Yes, he forgot
himself once and neglected to drop
his “b's," 80 we discovered he wusn't
English at all.—Philadelphia Ledger.,

He—How did you enjoy the opera ?
She—Oh, it was just splendid. He
~—Really? But it was all French,
wasn't it? She—Oh, no! Of rourse,
gome of the handsomest ones were un-
mistakably Parisian, but there were

the family conch, followed by the bug- | Many pretty gowunus that were evl-

gage wagon, rolled swiftly down the road
that led Into the river valley; and two
honrs later Mr. Osear Cournmont rode

into the court yard at Rosemont, to be
informed that, if he had come 1o break-
fast, his menl must be a solitary one.

(To te econtinned,)

Apt to Be Charitable.

*The Impromptu gpeaker may be all
right In bis way,” sald Deacon Jones,
“but ns for me, glve me the ministop
who writes hils ssrmons eve ry time"

“Why?" nsked Deacon Smith

“He I8 more lliely to roalize their
lengil," was the slgnitdoant reply.

As Others Seo Us,

“You always say the wrong thing at
the right thwe, Menry.” sald Mrs, Pack.
om. “Now, I always think twice be
fore I epenk”

“Yes, my dear,” replied the meck and

lowly Henry, “but you are ona of thoge
rapid-fire thinkers."

As Tt Swonld Be,

"1 suppose,” sald the visitor to police
headquarters, “that every offices knowy
i rogue whon he sees him."

“Sure,” replied the deak sergeant;

dently  made

here. — Philadelphin
Press,

Launched on His Literary Career.—

“I understand your son has deelded to
1

'go In for literature.” “Yes, and ho's
| made a splendid start already,” “You
|don't say ¥ “Yes: he went to anetion
this morning and bought a gecond-hand
(writing desk for only four dollars und
|ninety-eight cents,"—Catholle Standard
| and Times.

“Now," sald Mrs. Biggleson's cousin
at breakfast on the morning after hep
arrival, “don't make company of me.
I want to be treated just as if I were
one of the family.,"” “All right" pe.
plied Mr, Biggleson, helping himsele
to the tenderest part of the steak,
“we'll try to make you feel right at
home."—Chieago Record-Herald,

The squire's pretty daughter (exum.
Ining the village school)—Now, chil
dren, can you tell me what a mirgele
is? The children look ut ope
,but remained silent. “Can no ope an-
swer this question? fhe pew curate
asked, who was standing behipq the
squire's daughtor, A jitle girl was

inother,

“but every officer doasn't selze a rogue Suddenly struck with g brilliant igeq,

when he knows him,"

—
The man whe originated the motto

“Live and Let Live" didn't take the small

nodertaker (nto conaideration, but fell
Into his hands just the same,

Bhe held up her hand excltedly, "Well,
| Nellle?' the squire's daughter asked
smiling approval, “Please, miss,* tﬁ;
child  replisg, hrmthlmu

“mother says twill be a miracle it yo-:;

don't marry the new curate."—Lond
Tit-Bita, e

Playgoer—Gruaclous! |

—%

| ) A |
N4
yers|:
We know what all good dge.
| tors think of Ayer’s Cherry

Pectoral. Ask yourown doc.
‘ tor and find out. He will te]f

Cherry

Pectoral

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

Sty Yok e 18 the poat comn (8

orld for coughs and colds,”
INNRY ¥ K;‘l‘ll ETERSON, Pelaluma, (),

e, S06., B1O0, L O, AYRI 00,
All l|ﬂ8="|l|!. fﬂr woll, mn._.'

Hard Coughs

One of Ayer's Pills at bodtime wij|
hasten recovery. Cently laxative,

This Is Awfal,

“Why do you alwanys write in your
shire sleeves?” nsked the free lunch edi
tor.
“Pecause,” answered the joke carpen
ter, “that's where my funny bone s lg-

cated.”

Permanently Unred, 10 fits OF Nervoustes
FIT aftar st diy's vas of e L0 L U reat S oryy
Heatorer, Send fur Froo 82 trialbottle and troatiss
D, B, H. Klioe, Ltd.. 080 Arch 86, Palladelphis, Py

Motion Overraled.

“I say,” sald the captain of bache
lors' hall in the boarding school, “let's
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 trylng to borrow the
quarter.”
And so it was thus that the dorml
tory went pameless.—Baltimore Amer-
lean.

For coughs and colds there ig no better
medicine than Piso’s Cure for Consump
tion. Price 25 cents.

| Practioal Application.
| He sought a job in a restaurant,
When in finuncial straits;
For he'd baen told that everything
Comes to the man who waits.
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TRE CREWS OF *SHAMSOCC™ AND *geLiungs
WAAR

TWERS Waterproof
ml OILED

T s s b e S,
W ] 0 p—— 1 o

A ). TOWTR 00, Buoson, Mass., 1.5 A
TOWER CAMADAM CO, Lastek, TUSONTO, CAM.

Salzer's National Oats, §

Mout prolifie Outs on earth, The
U. B, Dept, of Agriculture, Wash.
Ington, anys: “Salzer's Outs are L
boat out ofover four hundred sorts
testod by un” This grand Oat
\ | § 7lolded {n Wisoonsin 108 bn., Ohle
o ff 17 b, Michlgan 231 bu,, Missourl
\ mhu.,.m!Nonhhukorasmbu.rm
REX®, And will positiyely doan well by
¥ou Try it, sle, and be convinesd

—
h? l’e’\: Sworn 10 Yields,
ur's Boardion Barky, 121 b,
hller_l Howmebailder l:or'n,iaulilrl. ":;t
Baler's Big Pour Oals, 350 b, per A,
Baleer's Baw National Onty, 210 ba. perd, |
Raltar's Patatoes, 526 bu, per A,
Balser's Onions, 1,000 by, per A,
Al of onr Farm and Vegetaly Hee
pedigres stock, bredrightup l:l‘;:il ;ll:llllll‘.

by
Salzer's Spellx (Emmer),
reatest coreal wondor of ghe age, It
SR ORI HOT W IEAL, HOF FY®, NOT Bariey, DOF
cmlv-f hut n gotden vom bintion of thern al
Yielding 00 but, of grain and ¢ tons of riuk

BIrAw Lay per nere, (reat touk food
Aril. Doss wuinnrr’:hn':al.. E o
—

Salzer's Milllon Dollar Grase,

| Most talked of gram on h,
College P'rofemors and ATl L e pannd
e 1t witlions ntint; :r:ll:i:jtr:w:;n[l‘r “Hon
=

¥ And lote of pastures b des, per ncre, e
Salzer's Teosinte,
Balser's Toosinte Hees 113
Ilrwlfmf!’ stoeka from one lrrnoﬁ:
{:{. l; hin "rﬂ r Tielding fuily so
green e T arre, dolny
:'a)% o:mr.,whwc. ha(‘:e Wens, Bonlu‘
—
Grasses and Clovers,

Only Iarge growers of grasses
seed In Anm?cn-‘;
Rores,
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