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Sylphide was visibly better,
y weak; yet, with the aid of
, ahe scon regalned her
‘and ere the fortnight elapsed

ite well and strong again.
" the days of her convalescence
once mentioned her lost child;
e had lost all memory of the
# or not, Diana eould not de-
and dld not venture to ascer-
once did the faithful creature
inform her mistress of Lu-
andt's sudden journey to the
even in this she did not enc-
scarcely had she mentioned his
hen Sylphide interrupted her with
psband will be here in a day or
he will tell me all and more

can tell me."”

vely evening, towards sunset,
attired in a white cashmere
garnished with snowy swans
it in a great reclining chair be-
“mirror, while Dlana sewed in-
filly in the embrasure of a neigh-
findow, Suddenly the young wife

come here. Look!" continued
“have you noticed how gray
growing 7"
e noticed a few
plied Diana.
you dress my hair to-morrow,
neeal these tell-tale signs."
w!" asked Diana, In sur-
"lf', to-morrow more than any
L

gray hairs,

@ my husband will be hers to-
My heart tells me so,”
phide lny in a belt of genial sun-
on the sofa on the following
she suddenly started upright as
ible of a carriage upon the pave-

stifle my suspicion you would have strain-
ed me to your heart, and with a kiss, told
me that I am mad, that you do love me,
Ah, let me weep for my lost love, or lost
happiness!" she wailed.

“To what am I to attribute these re-
proaches, this despair? What have I
done? What have I said that should
lead you to suppose—-"

“Love like mine is elairvoyant!" she
eried impetuously; “it Is two long weeks
slnce you have been near me! Luclan,
you are tired of your happiness with me,
and wish to desert me!"”

An she spoke, she sank upon a chair
and covered her face with her hands, He
took a step towards her and pansed.
Then ae she looked up at him so pitifully,
80 brokenly, he cried:

“Sylphide, heaven is my witness that
I love you with all the devotion I owe
to the mother of my child!"

She started to her feet then, and faced
him with all the dignity of a queen.

“Then why is this love,” she exelaim-
ed, “which has rendered you happy for
four long years, your misery to-day?"

“It Is not your love which makes me
suffer, Sylphide,” he faltered, beside him-
self to know how to approach the fain-
ful object of his visit. “I suffer when 1
think of the future of our child; I suffer
when I think that my mother—"

His words were cut short by the sud-
den entrance of Diana, Excited and
breathless, she advanced Inte the room
and paused, with dilated eyes and parted
lips.

“Missy Bylphide,” she gasped, *“the
old Missy Courtlandt is here and wants
to see youl"

“Mrs. Courtlandt!” exclaimed Sylphide
in dismay.

8he lald her hands upon his shoulders
with a sudden Impetnous movement that

WITH DILATING EYBES, DIANA BURST INTO THE ROOM.

below reached her through the
ndows.

has come, Diana!” she cried, ex- | ed

; “quick, give me those roses!"
Bre wis a great maws of crimson
‘rones in & vase upon the pler table,
iat hand, and as Diana handed them
, Bylphide thrust them with care
grace into the bosom of her white
oire. She then took a hand glass
comb and carefully concealed with
ouches every one of the hated gray

arcely had this hasty toilet been
loted, when as she stood before her
ing table, a very vision of gracious
ness, the door opened and Luclan
tlondt entered, unmonounced. He
d with a sharp gasp of surprise, as
iyes rested upon her, and though he
ed her in his embrace, when she
to him and laid her soft arms about
ck, he turned ghastly, lividly pale.
ing the moment of silence that en-
k Diana crept out of the room, clos-
e door behind her and left the pair
After she had reached up and
d his colorless lips, Bylphide nestled
close to his heart, as though weary,
thad found a haven of rest at last,
murmured:
aclan, do you love me?"’
dave you any reason to doubt my
1" he faltersd.
that Is a question, not an answer,"
replied; “it might mean elther yes
But If yon love me, is it by force
hit, for duty’s sake or for love it

spite of himself his clasp about her
ned, and she shrank away from him,
up into his blanched, troubled

;:. & quesation,
returned sadly,
it been otherwise my

do you ask me such
eried,

toached your heart, and if enly

c¢hecked his words.
“Lucian, do you love me?" she breath-

“I do,” came the solemn response.
“Do youn love our child?"
“Of course I do!”
“Then I beg you not to remain here.
Leave me alone with your mother. It
will be better so for you, and for her.”
“Sylphide!—Remember that I love her
also!"
“1 will not forget,” was the firm re-
sponse.

CHAPTER VIIIL

Even as she spoke, SBylphide glided to
a door opposite to the one by which Lu-
cian had entered, and which opened upon
a private staircase, Throwing open this
door, she motioned him to go, at the
same time laying her finger upon her
lips, In token of silence.

“I will see the lady now,” she said so
firmly that Diana, taking heart, laft the
room.

Alone for a moment, Sylphide stagger-
od and pressed her hands over her beat-
ing heart.

“What brings her here?” she thought
swiftly; “can It be that she has come to
clde my fate In life?——Waell, whatever
It may be—courage! I must be strong.”

An her quick ear canght the sound of
a-light step on the stairs and the frou-
fron of a silken robe, she recolled to the
back of her reclining chalr, and support-
ing herself npon it, stood In an attitude
of firm defiance as the elder Mrs. Court-
landt once more swept Into her pressnce.

The stately old lady, as calm and
hanghty as ever, and attired as usual in
costly wstuffs of sable hue, vouchsafed
Bylphide not even so much as the alight-
est Inclination of her proud head; and in
turn Bylphide received her with a mtony,
level

astonishes you, I
the oMer lady, ealmly

hes

| hands. “My presence here must suggest '

the importance of my mission—the mis-
slon that I have set myself to fulfill,”
she added after a pause.

Sylphide pointed to a chair and seated |

herself in her own fauteuil,

“I am prepared to listen, madam,” she |
said.

Mrs. Courtlandt drew forward the
chair into the center of the room and
seated herself, at the same time arrang-
ing her costly draperies,

“The evil that I have foreseen would
inevitably arise from your connection
with my gon,” she began coolly, I wish
at least to attempt to repair. For the
past two weeks I have sheltered the poor
child to whom you have given life, but
nothing more, I come to you to-day to
demand what you propose to do for your
son, who is my mson's son as well?”

“Do for him!"” exclaimed Sylphide ab-
ruptly; then soddenly checking herself,
she added, “I beg your pardon, madam,
for my astonishment at your gquestion.
When you separated me from my child
it required all the force and courage I
was mistress of to bring my mind to it.
The only consolation I had was in the
thought that I was immolating myself
for the future welfare of my son. If I
have been decelved, if you regret having
taken him to yourself, give him back to
me, madam? I ask no greater boon of
heaven than to live for him, with him!"

Mrs, Courtlandt smiled frigidly as she
replied: .

“Now that you have stated what you
would do for the boy, were he with you,
permit me to explain what I propose to
do for ko much of our blood as flows in
his veins, If you are truly a good moth-
er, I have no reason to doubt ybur re-
sponse. Would you be satisfied could
vou know that your son could bear the
nume and social rank of his father?"

“Of course!”

“Then all depends on you."

“Upon me? Pray, what sacrifice do
you expect of me?”

“But one thing—the liberty of my
son!"

“Never! What possible interest can
you have in our separation? ' How can it
serve your plans?’

“I wish my son to be able to recognize
his child;*and as his marriage with you is
illegal, I propose to give him the hand
of & woman who will accept his chiid in
oxchange for our name and fortune,
which has been reinstated of Iate."”

With broad defiance, Sylphide demand-
ed:

“Where will you find a woman who
will consenty"

“That shall be my ecare,"

Drawing herself up to her full height,
Sylphide rejoined:

“Muadam, I know not whether it be n
test that you wish to submit me to, or
whether you have coldly resolved apon
the rnin of the only love that is left me
in this world, but T can only tell you|
with the calm of a fixed resolution that |
what you demand is out of the question!|
You cannot understand, madam, the ex-
tent of the outrage you propose,”

“I onderstand that it is of your son
that 1 speak,” waa the imperturbable re-
sponse, “while you speak only of yourl
self. Pardon me, permit me to finish. |
I came here to confer with a mother
concerning the well-being of her ehild,
nnd I find that I am bandying words|
with Nevertheless, I wish you to
understand that my resolution is un-
shaken, I have merely indicated your |
duty, and shall be happy to grant you
time for refiection."

“I refuse.”

“Very well. 1 have merely to inform |
you that my will is law. You evidently |
do not appreciate the annoyance it has|
cansed me *to come here. My mon, whoi
has just returned from Louisiana, will
understund it, T hope, better than you
do. It will be by no meana difieult for
me to convinee him now, that the woman
who is not a true mother can never be
a good wife, even granting that she be
not a slave! Good morning!”

Dazed, bewildered, riveted to the spot
upon which she stood, Bylphide watched
her tormentor slowly glide from her
presence, It was only when the door
had closed her hated form from view
that she suddenly recovered her senses.”

Her first Impulse was to dart after the
woman and demand an explanation
her blighting words, fasten her na
her flesh until she gave it; indeed she
clear the intervening space between !
chair by which she had stood and”
door at a singla bound; but suddd‘%ﬂ;
even with her hand upon the knob, '#he
recovered her better senses; she saw the
folly of any violent scene, felt in time
the humiliation that a seandal in a house
not her own must entail. She paused
and turned, and as she turned, she no-
ticed that the door leading out upon the
landing of the private staircase was
opan, while upon the threshold stood her
husband. Her first thought was:

“He has heard all"

(T'o be continued.)
Willing te Walt,

A certaln suburbanite was acens.
tomed to bring home some little re-
membrance for his little girl, who
always ran up to him and put her hand
In his pocket expectantly. Once, how-
ever, he was delayed, and nt the last
moment found that he could not eatch
the express traln that he mlways took
if he stopped to purchase anything.
When upon his arrival home his little
daughter put her hand In his pocket
he shook his head.

“1 had to dlsappoint you to-night,
dear,”” he sald, and seelng her quiv.
ering lip he went on, “It was this
way. At the last moment n man came
into my office, which kept me later
than usual, and 1 only just had time
to eatch my train. Now If I had stop-
ped as usual to get you something, I
would have had to walt an hour for
another train, which would have made
me get home too late for dinner.”

His daughter thought a moment and
said:

!!.

“Wall, papa, I could have walted.™

The wanderings and migrations of
insects is a new subjéct of study,
which has been begun at the Eddy-
stone Lighthouse, by W. H. Clarke.

A curious effect of the Ismaillia
Canal in Egypt bhas been the making
of a desert of certain lands formerly
fertile. The canal has not only raised
the general level of the subsoil water,
but it has brought to the surface more
or less injurious salts of soda.

The camera records of human emo-
tions obtained at Geneva by Dr. E.
Magnin and M. Edward Flegenheimer,
are of remarkable artistic and sclen-
tific value. The experiments have been
made upon very susceptible hypnotic
subject, who has been influenced by
both musical and oral suggestion, and
the entlre range of human passions
—Jjoy, anger, fear, sadness, gluttony,
greed, ete,,—have been recorded in
about five hundred photographs of the
woman under the various forms of
suggestion. The Intensity of the ex-
pressions is sald to have been rarely
equaled by the great artists.

Dr. George M. Gould, of Philadel-
phia, reports some Interesting obser-
vations on a new visual phenomenon,
which, he suggests, may have some
connection with the subjective produc-
tlon of Images, ghosts, wraiths, tele-
pathic visions, and so forth, in certain
condltions of the mind and body. The
phenomenon he describes may be wit-
nessed by fixing the eyes, or prefer-
ably one eye, the other belng closed,
steadily on a distant electric light, or
a very brilllant star, all other lights
being carefully screened off. After a
while the watched light will begin to
exhliblt curlous movements, the origin
of which, Doctor Gould thinks, is in
the cerebral center of vislon.

Mountain-climbing has become, to
a certaln extent, a sclentific undertak-
ing. Careful preparation, selection in
physique and diet, the use of appro-
priate stimulants and the management
of scientific Instruments of observation
characterize all attempts to ascend the
higher peaks of the globe. The record
highest ascent to the present time was
achleved last summer in the western
Himalayas by Dr. Willlam H. Work-
man, who reached the summit of a
peak of the Chogo Lungma, 28304
feet above sea-level. This Is about 300
feet higher than Aconcagua, in South
Ameriea, the agcent of which has here-
tofore ranked as the highest on record.
Mrs. Workman reached a helght of
22,567 feet, the highest point reached
by a woman mountain-climber,

There Is a growing use in this coun-
try of Manila rope for power trans-
misslon In mills and factories in the
place of leather belting. .In English
factories ropes superseded belting long
ago, and their use is nearly univeranl.
In the United Btates the change that
is taking place is in .part due to the
acquisition of the Phllippines, where
the Manila hemp flouri§fies. The fiber
of this hemp varles in length from 6
to 12 feet, and occasjonally attains a
length of 18 feet, It Is sald to possess
greater tenslle strength than any other
fiber known, exceeding 50,000 pounds
per square inch. “Rope-drives,” as
transmission ropes are called, possess
the advantage of nolseless, owing to
thelr flexibility and to the existence of
an alr-passage in the grooves between
the rope and the sheath.

WHERE SB8COTT WAS BURIED.
L

Man Executed by Louis Riel Sunk in
” the Red River. -
thirty-four years the question

ﬁeen asked In vain, “When Thom-
‘a8

Beott was _shot by order of Louis
Riel In the Red River rebelllon of
1869-70, where was the body buried?”’
It has been generally belleved that
only Riel knew what disposal was
made of Beott’s body, and that when
Riel was hanged at Regina as the
penalty of Inciting the rebelllon of
1880 the secret died with him, says
the Toronto Globe. But old-timers
have never accepted such a theory,
belleving that others besldes Itlel knew
the secret If they wanted to tell, and
their surmise turns out correct, for
now, after thirty-four years of silence,
one man who witnessed Scott's execn-
tion and the disposal of hls remalns
has told the tale.

This man, who was one of Rlel's of-
ficers, is to-day a well-known Manito-
ban, but there are reasons why his
name should not be given. The gen-
tleman to whom he revealed the se-
cret Is Roderick MacFarlane, formerly

chief factor of the Hudson Bay Com-

pany and a citizen of Winnipeg. Mr.
MacFarlane authorigzes the use of his
name and I8 hopeful that steps may
be taken to establish the authenticlity
of the story., When at the grave of
Plerre Deschambault he met among
the people there assembled his Inform-
ant, who wns, as already stated, one
of Rlel's officers and who had been
with him In old Fort Garry at the
time of Beott's execution. Mr. Mac:
Farlane, it may be explained, was at
that historic perfod visiting Chlef Fac-
tor MacTavish, whose house was with-

In the walls of Fort Garry. Rlel's
confederate divulged to Mr, MacFar-
lane that after Scott’'s murder a grave
had been dug within the fort and a
coffin supposed to contain the body
lowered Into it in the presence of a
battalion of Riel’s soldlers, But
Scott's remains were not in that cof-
fin, the mock Interment being but a
ruse of Riel, who did not choose to
trust so many of his followers with
this knowledge and the evidence of
his cruel crime. 8o, after a mock In-
terment, the body was dragged by a
few trusty men to the bank of the
Ited River and at a point near where
Broadway bridge now stands was put
through a hole In the ice and sunk by
means of a welght tled about the
neck. This welght was a Hudson Bay
grindstone. Mr, MacFarlane belleves
that an Investigation will reveal this

grindstone and perhaps the bones of
SBeott.

FIRST CALL ON THE BUTCHER,

The Pretty Bride Belecta Meat for Her
First Bill of Fare.

(8he enters, shakes skirt free of saw-
dust, and wrinkles nose in disgust. She
moves uncertainly, finally points at one
man,)

You, If you please. Good morning.
I want to look at something for dinner.

. « Oh, I don't know what I want
—just show me what you have., . . .
Of course, I can't tell what I want till
I see what you have, and even then
it's®very hard. . . . Yes, just us
two. . . . Well, the platter we use
ordinarily for dinner—I don't use the
best set for every day, but this one
is really very pretty, white with little
pink roses—Well, it's about so long
and so wide, and I would like some-
thing to fill it nicely. . . . I can't
think of one thing. What are these?
Chops? Well, I never saw
chops growing in bunches before, . , .
I don't care—when I was at home we
often had chops, but they weren't like
that, but sort of one and one, with
little bits of parsley around them,
You cut them up? Oh-oh-oh—
I suppose different butchers have dif-
ferent ways. . . ., .

I don't think I care for that kind
of chops, anyway—I mean those with
the little tails. I llke the ones with
the long, thin bones. . . . French
chops? Oh, no, they weren't Imported
—oh, no, because the cook used to go
out any time and get them.
Oh—oh—oh—you do? . . . They
are? 1 see. , ., ., I'll take some.
~ . How many ?—oh—I—er—Why,
about as many as you usually sell.
e Well, let me see—Mr. Dodd
generally eats about a dozen oysters at
o time—I don't mean all at once, you
know—so for both of us I think about
a dozen. . . . Oh, I can send for
more if that fsn't enough.

I would like to look at some chick-
ens, please, . . . Why, It hasn't
any feathers! ., . . It did? . . .
You have? . . . It was? . ., .
Oh—oh—oh. I don't like the color—
it seems very yellow. . . Because
it's fat? Well, don't want a fat chick-
en—neither Mr. Dodd nor myself eat
a bit of fat. . . ., Oh—ob—oh! I
can't help it—1I don't llke the color of
that chicken—you'll pardon my saying
80, but it does look very billous, Why,
what are you breaking Its bones for?
I wouldn't take it now under any ofr-
cumstances. Perhaps, but Mr.
Dodd wouldn’t llke me to buy a dam-
aged chicken. There, I llke these
chickens hanging up. . . . No, no,
not that one—farther along—no—yes,
yes, that's it—the blue-looking one
with the large face. . . , I don't
care, I like its looks much better than
the other one.—From ‘“Monologues,”
by May Isabel Fisk.

Used Unfair Taotios.

Every one who served under Gen-
eral W. T, Bherman, says the New
York Tribune, must give him credit
for his strategy In flanking the Con-
federates out of thelr strong positiona
Even a young woman of Georgla eb-
served it

“It wasn't fair for General Sherman
to fight the Southern soldlers on end,”
she sald.

“Now It was right smart of General
Bragg to form two streaks of fight In
our dooryard with walking soldlers;
and then he got General Joe Wheeler
to Mne up one streak of fight with
critter soldlers (cavalry) behind the
house,

“But just as our slde was ready to
whip the Yankees, General Sherman
sent Joe Hooker up, and he fit again
the end of the two strenke of fight In
our yard Instead of In front of them,
and made General Bragg fall back.

“I don't think General Hooker had
any business coming up that way
when he was expected on the maln
road."” -

. .

Just a Suggestion.
Rimer—I was thinking of organizing
a club for poets and novellsts. 1 thinlk
it would prove——
Editor—Don't “organize,” but “man-
afacture” one and I'm sure you'll find
n sale for it.—Phlladelphia Press,

A Fish s'o',l
A fishy old fisher named Fischer
Finhed fish from the edge of a fissure;
A cod, with a grin,
Pulled the fisherman fn—
Now they're fishing the flssure for
Fischer,

~Cinclnnati Tribune,




