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CHAPTER XVI.—(Continued.)
How many times the blue pyes of old
Ernst rolled back under the lids, and his

grip relaxed upon the onrs, only to be re-| And Mae

culled by the pleading voice and the face
of tragedy before him: how many times
the whipping tongue of Macready muom-
bled, forgeiting its object, while his ssensey
reeled against the burning walls of his
brain; how many times the splendid spirit
of the womnn recalled ber own lowlisr
faculties to action and the terrible menn-
ing of the guest—only God and thess
knew. DBut the litle bopt held its prow
to the desolate shore.

They guined the Sogar Landing at last,
and strange sounds came from the lipa of
Ernst, us he pointed to the hulk of the
Inunch, hurned to the water line, Gray-
covered waore upon !!.-.p
shiore, some half-covered by the Incoming
tide, same entirely awash, had

Tien g wprnwlad

Peloe

brought down the city; and the fretiger |

had rushed In at the kil 11e was hive
and crunching still, under the ruins. The
woman moaned and vovered hor face.

“There Is nothing alive "
dreadful stress.

SAWhnt &) fur?™ Mar
rondy demarnded. “Walt till we got over
th' hill, and you'll benr th' burrds sing-
in' the naygurs lnughin' in the fields un
wonderin® why the milkmng don't vome.”

“1 ean live—yes, 1 ean Hyve—untl) T se
our house crished nll couatel

sl wilid with

« eonlil votr Ink

to the h

| ber word—that she would break, brain

and body—if the mountaln had shown no
merey at their journey's end, ® ¢ »
ready did not hope. The man
to whom he had tied his own life would
be down like the others, nnd the great
houss gbout him! All that a soft lrish
lieart conld feel of terror and bereave
ment had waged in his Lreast for hours.
To let the woman suyccumb among her
d-_-':uI was more than he could bear.

Phe ruins of the plaftation house wav-
ered forth from the fog. The prayer had
not availed ; the day still lived. A swoon
;ri}"] not fl‘i!]l'l'l_ pitifully upon the woman.
te was allowing ber 1o wulk forward to
ier end, this beautiful creature whose
courage wis more than a man's! ® * *
!!--r fingers were upon his sieeve, pulling
him forward. She hnd no need of words
from hitm now. Life remnined in ber to
reeh the place alead. Nbe did not want
mare life, if the dead were there,

“Wait, ma'nm ! Le plesded.

“No, no! 1 eannor walt!"

“Fur ould Dipny 1"

“I thunk you both. You have been very
birave and kind; but, Inony, don't keep

& hitek—mnot now !

me go firsht!" ho implored, har-

Y
sl

| boring the mad idea that he might put

with paste, and those heaps Iying abour |

on the ground! * * * ‘A womnn can't
be o friend like a man’! You will stand
and uncover your heads—when
your friend lying upon the ground
—1 will die ™

She wus walking between them, up to
ward the miarket place, fighting back
terrors, which added to the burdens of
wmen,  The opencd space was filled with
the stones from the houses, hurled thers
as from a dice box. 1
ovoged [orth from every ruin, The si
was awful as the sight of death.

you
and 1

s

Suoke and s

IRie

Victor Hugzo was effaced, the way up to-

ward the morne undiscernible. A breath-
ing pile of debris barred every way, It
wis plain that they must make their way
southward along the shore.

“1f 1 ¢ud on'y ger holt o' that barna-
cle av a shark's toot,” Pugh—Iif [ cud on'y
get him here wance bare-futted,” Deaony
gasped—"sure 1'd lie happy holdin" av
him! Ia!—don't sthep there!"

He pulled bher away from a puddle of
uncongealed stuff as hot as running iron,
* * & (pnee he had stepped upon what
eeemed to be an ash-covered stone, It
was soft, springy, and vented a wheezy

sigh. Ruin and rock-dust had smearal
all things alike in this groy, ronsting
shambles,

“Speik—won't you please speak?” the
woman ¢ried suddenly.

“It luks like rain, ma'nm," Macready's
quick tongue offered.

They were on the shore, nearing the
rise of the Morne d'Orange. Saint ierrs
had rushed to the sea—nat the last. The
wountain had found the women with the
children, as all manner of visitations find
them—and the men a little apart. There
wng nothing to do by the way, no lips
to moisten, no voice of pain to hush, no
dying thing to ease. Pelee had not fal-
tered at the last. There was not an in-
sect murmur in the air, nor n crawling
thing beneath, not & moving wing in the
hot gray sky. They traversed a shore
of death absolute—these three—and the
wonitn was thinking alend.

From the shoulder of the morne Lara
turned back one look, Saint 'lerre was
like a mouth that had lost its pearls; The
lnnd aliesd was n husk divested of its
fruit, Pelee had ecut the cane fields, suck-
od the juices, and left the blasted stalks
In hix paste, The plantation hoise pusi-
ed forth no shadow of an ontline, Tt might
be felled, or lost in the smoky distance,
. The nearer landmarks were gone—homes
that bad brightened the morne in their
day, whoee windows had finshed the rays
of the afternoon sun as it rode down over-
gea— lovelled like the fields of eane, There
was no balm, no saving grace. Pelee had
awept far and loft only his shroud, and
the heaps upon the way, to show that the
old sea-rond, so white, so heautiful, had
been the haunt of man, The mangoes
had Jost their vesture; the palms were
gnarled and naked fingers pointing to the
vitiless sky. y

She had known this highway in the
mornings, when joy was not dend, when
the songs of the tollers and the lnughter
of childeen glovified the fields; in the
white moonlight, when tlie sweet dranghts
from the sen wet and miogled with the
spice from torrid hills, and scent of jns-
mine and rose gardens. * * ¢ The
dark eycs under the hoge helmet were
staring nhend; her lips were partad nnd
white, Though they hnd passed the ra-
diug of terrific heat, she seemed slowly
to be suffocating. Macready remembered
his voive.

“Things are queer by the sen, mn'am,
Now, if 1'd ha' tuk Pugh be th' t'roat I'd
be intertainin' Mr. Constable presently in
the hottom av th' ship, togged ont Ifead
an' fut in irons fur th' ovcaslon, an' he'd
suy, ‘Dinny, why didn’t you sthand be th'
lndy whin I tould you? DPerhinps you can
gtand be th' bunkers betther, me son. Go
o thim, ye goat! * * * Frost, lad,
you're. intertuinin', you're lnquenchus.”

The womnn was stepping forward
swiftly between them, Worids died upon
Macrendy's tongue when he saw her ' face
and thought of what she would find
ahead, [e believed that she would keep

something out of her sight.

“Nol" ghe sereamed, breaking from
i und rushing forward through the
falien gute,

Iler cry brought an answer—a muffled
he volee from u pit, Macready
plucked at the charred boards
circle of ruin,
“I'eter, King IMeter!
t-heart? she culled,
ing, picking at ber hands,

“In the cistern—in the old eistern,”
came the answer, “Why—did—they—Ilet

o

come—here?
“indn't 1 tell yon "twud take more than

duswer
and Err
in

Where are you,
Iaughing, cry-

| & sphit av n mountain t' singe hair av

him, ma'an?" Macready yelled, dancing
ghout the rim. *“Are you burted, sorr?
I'ell me, are you hurted?"

He way pushed away, and the woman
knelt at the rim, bending far down.

CHAPTER XVII

Constable rested and reflected in the
cistern. It did pot ovcur to him, save in
the moar Aimsy and passing way, to doubt
the ellicacy of the distance in the case of
laara, She was safe, eight miles at sea,
and watched over by Muaeready, whom he
had learned thoroughly to trust, Here
wiy gladness immovable. Second, for the
present nnd to all intents, his own life
had been spared. This was not so impor-
tant in itsell, but was exceedingly vital
in copslderation of the third peint—that
she loved him, and had said so, His first
worry was that Lara might be thinking
him dead.

The uspect of Constable’s mind being
touched upon, it may be well to outline
the state of affnirs ns a thied party
would see It. In the first place, there
was & wommn in his arms, 2 woman whom
the fire had touched and in whom con-
goloysness was noty the mother of the
world's matehless girl, Then he was sit-
ting upon n slimy stone in a subterranean
vell, the floor of which was covered with
six Iuches of almost scalding water, and
the vault filled with steam, The voleanic
dischurge, showering down through the
moutly of the pit, had heated the water
und rveleased the vapor. An earthquake
vears before hud loosened the stone walls
of the cavern, and with every shudder of
the earth, under the wrath of Pelee, the
mmsonry lining the cistern tottered. Then,
his hand bad been torn during the descent
of the ehain, aud the tervific heat in the
well liveped his borns to exquisite pain-
fulness,  But, as hus been stated, these
were mere cuticle disorders, and the heart
of the man sang again and again its tune-
ful story.

I'elee

wag giving vent to the after-
pangs. Torrents of rain were descend-
itr. The man in the cistern had lost
teack of time. Though replenished with
rin, the water was still too hot to step
in: therefore, he could not change his
position and relieve the tension of his
arme. SuL he felt that he owed an as-
ronishing debt to the old elstern. No sud-
den Impulse hind brought him there, Sinee
e had discovered the place In his night's
vighl, and examined it more closely the
following day, the idea had become fixed
in his mind that it might be used at the
Inst minute.

The women sighed now and stirred in
The first gripping realization
rook his mind. Ile waited in smbarrass-
ment for her to apeak. Waould the fact
that Lo had saved her life stand as ex-
tenuyation for his rough trentment? Con
stnhle was by no meians sure that he was
wot ahout to hear her e¢stimate of him
on the 614 footing, with the rage of a
manbandled woman added-—the whole a

his nrms,

finished document delivered  with Mrs,
Stansbury’'s art and force.  But she did
uol yet awoke, ’

His brain worked rapidly now., She
had lain upon his shoulder during the de-
weent, Livid dust had [:Il!ers‘.lhruu;:h the
orlfice. 11is burns were slight. LA
His eyes strained Mto her faee, but the
cistern was darck, dark, The fire had
tonched her hair—he knew that.  Her
Lbare arin brushed his cheek, and his whole
heing erawled with fear * * * Iy
seemed that hours elapsed. Where had
I'nele Joey been at the last? Did Pelee
tolersite any favorites? Hreen, Soronis.
Pere Rabeaut, Mondet, the ships In the
jnner harbor, the thirty thousand of Baint

Plerre—were they all wrecked In the mills
of the world? ®* * * Ryt the Madame
was cight miles at sea ! Pelee had waited
for the woman. His beart of hearts held
this jog.

The breath of life was returning to his
burden, She sighed once more, and then,

[ full pityingly, he felt her wince with the

pain which consciousness bronght,

“What is this dripping darkness? he
bheard ot last. The words were slowly
uttered, and the tones vague. * * * In
# great dark room somewhere, in a past
life, perhaps, Constable had heard such
a voice from some one lying in the shad-
ows,

“We are in the old clstern—you and 1,
Peter Constnble.” His tones became giand
as he added, “Dut your davghter is safe
at sea "

“IMid yon forget something, or did Lara
sond you for her parasol

“T came for you—came to tell you how
much we needed you—how much we fear-
ed for your life, and to nsk you once
mare )

"What—an—extraordinary — youth!™
gshe murmured, “Was—there—ever—such
—darkness—as—this "

The cavern was dark, but not utterly
black now. The circle of the orifice was
sharply lit with gray.

“They will come from the ship to res-
cue us soon, Please—please turn your
face to the light—sao! ® * * Yes, that
will do !"

“Iid you not know that I am hlind,
boy? * * * Jlow big you seem! I
should think you would put me¢ down and
rest your arms 2

Her face had been turned upward in
the descent of the chnin! e steeled him-
sulf to spenk steadily. There wan &
comilative harshness In that her face,
WUOYY B wlldlh, BO B
should ‘meet the conrse element, burning
dirt, Furles leaped upon him that he
had not saved her,

“The water is still hot In the hottom of
the cistern,” he said. My arms nre not
in the least tired."

An interminable interval passed before
he heard the voice agnin, slower, [ninter:
“And so you came back for me—and you

feamile of vrpar line

knew Deleg—better! * * * No, the
burns do not hurt terribly. My—face—
fepls—dend. You were not burned—so?"

This was the moment of dreadfnl mem-
ory, Her body, her face, arms, throat,
hnd covered him, as the rusty chain slip-
ped throngh his hand, The molten stuff
had not erncked his flesh because she had
stood between.

“1 tried to save you—you know that—
but you kept the fire from me!"

His voice was broken with rebellion.
Then out of a sigh came the words that
lived with him always:

*l—would—hayve—you—know—that —
Ia Montagne Pelee—is-—artintic!"

(To be continued.)

SHARPENING A PENCIL.

In This Aect You May Rend s Man's
Charncter.

No woman should marry & man till
she has seen him sharpen a lead pen-
oll. She can tel] by the way he does
It whether he Is sulted to her or not.
Here are a few Infalllble rules for
her guldance I the matter:

The muan who holds the point
wanrd bhim and close up sgalust his
shirt front Is slow and likes to have
gecrets. Re 18 the kind of man who,
when the dearest girl In the world
finds out that there are “others” and
asks him who they are and what he
means by ealling on them, will assume
an alr of excessive dignity.

The man who holds the pencll ount
at arm's length and whittles away at
it, hit or miss, Is Impulsive, Jolly,
good-natured and generous.

ile who leaves a blunt polnt 1s dull
and plodding, and will never amount
to much. He is really good natured,
but finds his chief plensures In the
commonplace things of life,

e who sharpens his penell an inch
or more from the polut s high strung
and Imaginative and subject to exu-
berant flights of fancy. He will ul-
ways be seeking to mount upward and
accomplish things In the higher re
glons of bosiness and art, and his
wife's greatest trouble will be to hold
him down to enrth ‘and prevent his
flying off altogether on a tangent.

The man who sharpens hls penell
all around smoothly and  evenly, ans
though It was planad off In an anto-
matle sharpener, 18 systematie and
slow to anger, but he I8 so undeviating
from a fixed principle that he would
drive a woman with n sensitive tem-
perament to distraction In less than
slx months. On the contrary, he who
jumps in and leaves the sharpened
wod ns Jogged ns snw teeth around
the top has a unsty temper and will
spnnk the baby on the slightest provo.
catlon,

1o

The man who doesn't stop to polish
the point of lead once the wood fs eut
nway hus a streak of courseness In his
nnture.

He who shaves off the lend till the
polnt 18 Hke a needle |8 refined, fall-
ente and sensitive.  Ile will not be
Hkely to accomplish o muech as hiw
more common  brother, but  he wil’
never ghock you, and I8 without doubt
a good man to tle to—~New York I'ross

To Be Exnet.

“Gee whiz! Here's the raln coming
down. again and somebody's stolen my
umbrella."

“Somebody’s stolen what?

“Well, the umbrelln I've been earry
ing for the last two weeks."—Phils
delphin Press,

There I8 a sort of woman whom all
women desplse and most men adore,
and that is the bit of o who esn't
do anything for herself—wlen there I
i man around,

She I8 not always a pretty womasn,
If she were, women would forgive her,
She Is not slwaye a Httle woman. 1t
she were, women could stand her,

But sometimes she Is old and hig and
fat—but. helpless, Helpless, too, !u:
maddening ways, She ean't get up a
flight of steps alone, or over a muddy
crossing,  She never ¢an swim, so ghe
requires all the men on the beath to
pull her up when she falls down In
the water, Then she generally weeps
and does kittenish things that make
other women long to slap her,

The men may regard her ng a oul-
snnee, but they bear with her and woit
an her untl! self-respecting women, who
enn te their own shoe Incees and button
thelr own gloves without ealling out |
the fire department, wonder If 1t poys
to he self-rellant and strong.

Did you ever take the trouble to
wateh one of thege women? A small,
riather pretty woman, 1 medn, who wos
of the helpless varloty?

She watches men as n ent watehes n
mousge-hole,,  She never gets helpless
when there are only women about. She
ean stir aroand quite nimbly when she
has to,  Buat walt until the mouse
pushes hig first whisker out of his hole;
walt untll she ecan see a llttle bloaeclk
speck on the horlzon which her instinet
tells her wlll resolve [(tself Into o man.

Presto! Both lier shoe lnces come un-
tled, she drops her handkerchief, and
everything tn slght hecomes unhuttoned.

Yes, T sald everything in slght.

The man appears, nmd no mutter how
much the ather women nny want him,
he finds hlmself hooking nond button-
Ing nmdd tying the helpless womnn, re-
trieving her handkerchief and parnsol,
fetehing and earrying for her ke n
white slnve, and-—and—helleving what
her timid, apward glances tell him of
liis strength amd bigoess and viking-
ke qualties of mind and soul and
hady, !

Menntime the properly hooked and
buttoned women have to stand around
and erit thelr teeth and make up thelr
minds nover ta be eanght agnin with
everything done.  They reglster n vow
that If It 18 ns ensy ns It looks they
wlll eomie nndone somewhere and make
a man tle 'em ap.

Oh, the motar vells which have to be
kept In place—hy a man !—for the help-
less woman ! The way she enn gtumble
over her own feet, If there are no rocks
handy, and the fool way the men fall
Into her traps!

ITelpless  women
BHAred,

They onght to he regnlated by the po-
Hee,—Chlengo Journal.

are  regular moan

He Knew Thelr Secrets,

Dyer—Well, I see Falling 18 on hia
feet ugnin. Ryer—Yes; he wus obliged
to sell his auto—uck.

“Was that you I kissed io the con-
servatory last nlght?'  “About what
time was It —Philudelphin Inguirer.

She—Yes, whenever 1 see a mun In a
dark street | always run,  He—And do
You ever cateh one of them ¥—Ilarper's
Weekly,

“1 didn't see you In church yester-
day.”  “No; Willle didu't shovel
path through the Sumday
Hine."—1uck.

Polly—Illow do you like my bathing
sult?  Dolly—It must have been pers
fectly sweet before you outgrew IL—
Clevelnnd Leader,

Barber—Halr getting thin, sir.  Ever
tried our halr preparatlon, sir?  Oys-
toter— No, 1 can't Llame It on that—
Boston ‘I'ranseript.

He—Hns your fortune ever besn
told? She—No; but 1 dare say papa
will tell you If you really have serlous

pipers  in

Intentions.—Sketeh.
“You seem to mannge  remarknbly
well on your housekeepl: money."

“Yes; the storekeepers haven't sent o
thelp LIS yer"—Strny Stories.

Whien they tak 1 Wiy feom
the cosetlucntionn! eollege,” said  the

spenker, “what will follow 7" “I will,"
erled n volee from the audlenee.—Sue
COsM,

AN, T see you nre mareied ! exelalms
ol the merchaut, “No, sie,” replicd the

applleant for o position.  “1 got this
senr inoa eallrond pecldent.”—The 1o
heminn,

Lantle—Unele, what's chagrin? Un-

cle=Well, '8 whitt a stout pnn feels
when he rung and Jumps onon ear that
doesn't start for half an hour,—Clhlengo
Illy News.

Tommy—Iop, what Is retribution?
Tommy's Pop—etribution, my son, 18
something that we arve sure will event-
wally overtnke othier people.—Phllndel-
phin Record.

Mrs. Benhnm—Why does o mnn hate
his  mother-in-law®  Benhaom — s
doesn’t hate her; he simply hntes to
think of the way she got lnte his fawm-
Hy.—Harper's Weekly,

“Die renl resourceful mon” sald Un-
ele KEben, “when some one hands him o
lemon 18 ready wid de sogar and other
fixin's to make it tol-dable pleasant to
tnke"—Washington Star.

“Offleer, [ appenl for protection. A
man 18 following esnnd attempting to
muke Jove to me"" “Begorry, Oi've beon
lookin' for an escnped hmatle,  Where
I8 he'—Kansas City Thnes

Seott—What mokes you think that
the trust origlnated In Rhode Island?
Mott—Dad used to speak of the trust
In Providence ns fur back as when I
wis o boy,—Boston Traveler,

O1l Gent—Illers, you boy, what are
you doing out bere, fishing? Don't yon
know you ought to be at school? Small
Boy—"here, now! 1 knew 1'd forgot
something —Uhiladelphin  Ingquirer,

Sparks—1 wonder why It lsa woman
leots out everything you tell her? Parks
—My dear boy, n womnn has only two
views of a secret—elther 1t 15 not worth
keeping, or It 18 too ol to Keop,-—
Struy Btories.

“You know Miss Strong, don't yoa?”

Rishop Donnhne, of Wheeling, W
Vi, I8 novery conservatlve pretite. e
'ahiares the views of many other hishops
Hin his eommunion concerning seeret 4o-
"elaties, and ng n consequence, when the
Kulghts of Colpmbus wis orgavlzed In
| bis dlocese, he was rather chary in nf-
[fording them offfelal recognition. Finnl-
Iy, he became convinesd that the order
wig not Inimieal to Church or state,
amd ng a proof of his satisfaction .-
tended one of thelp annual gatherings. |
A member of the order attempted
|1\\'lt him on his skepticism, and he
promptly retorted :

“You young men Imngine that yon
belong to n seeret society s bt you are
very mueh deecelved. T have been up
In the cupoln of the eathedel, and with
the alld of a telescope hove discovered
evervthing that you have been doing.
(I know all of your slgns { 1 know yonr
passwords, nnd IToeven know the color
of your gont."

to

Painful Memories,

The best mun thovght he'd thke o
loolk around and seo that everything
wins  rannlng as o Fastidioos  bride
would wish it, aod up in the room
where the presents  were  displayad,
wlone and unhappy looking, he came
ppon a4 reuth, seemingly ready, ke the
wedding guest of the Enelish poet. to
“heat s breast,”  Tle was wandering
nbout, looking ot stlver, and eut gluss
withotit seeing them, and the hest man
hardly knew Low to apptoneh him.

“lir—have you Klssed the briae?' ho
usked at Inst

And the answer told far more than
Its two meager words might have been
expected to. It wus, "Not lately "

“Oh, yes: mannish sort of glel™ "3
she, renlly ™ “Yes: ghe psed the tele
phone te-day for the frst tine o bee
life, snd she didn't glggle onee,”—1'hil-
ndelphin PPress

She--This dress doesn't heeome my
complexton. 1 must change 1t He—
Mare expense? <1 ean't stand 1t; you'll
ruln me, She—You silly ! I don't mean
the dress—1 menn the complexion,—
Chiengo Journnl

“lere, Willle!" eried the boy's fa-
ther, “yon mustn't behave that way,
Everybody will be enlling you n little
glutton, Do you know what that Is?
S1 supposs,” replied Wille, “it's 0 big
glutton's Httle boy."

“1 have wreltten o book that every-
bondy ought to rewd,” sild the author.
Sp aom ofradd i won't do' answered the
pubilisher.  “What the publie sevms 10
wint now 18 o ook thit nobady onght
to remd " —Washington Star

Joncli—Smiith asked me to come to his
home this evenlng. Buays he's golng o
colobrate his golden wodding, Gladys—
Why, he's been mareried  only  three
yours,  Juaek—That's what [ told him.
Mo sald 1t seemed THe Ly,

Mrs, Henpock  (to her husbanl) —
What woulid yonp do If T were to died

Henpeck—It  wonld  drive e croagy.
Mes, TL—Woulld youn marey  againd
Ienpeck—1 don't think 1 would be ns
erazy as that-—loneor Press.

“How often dops the trolley run past
yout hmse®  asked a0 tourist of a
famner,  “Waal, they run by fre
quent and go often that T oan't keep
no teack of ‘em, bat 1 Jedge the st
one pu=sed here two hours ngo =Ll
e’ Bazaar,

iy




