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CHAPTER I1L.—(Continued.)

Without any rejoinder, the elder of the
two knocked at the door. In a moment
it was unfastened from within, and pret-
ty Rose Lamonte opened it wide, utter-
ing a joyful exclamation as she met the
newcomer.

“Dear father!” gshe cried, gladly, “why
did you not come before? I was begin-
ning to be alarmed.” And she threw her
arms about his neck. 79

“Take care,” he said, kissing her gent-
ly; “you will get wet; my clothes are
none of th dryest. I came home as soon
as I could, for the rain.”

“Poor papal! yes—you are quite wet.
It is a pity!" And with her hand in his,
she was drawing him in, when her glance
fell, for the first time, on the figure of
the man behind him. She half started,
and a slight frown was vidible upon her
pretty face, bui she quickly dispelled it,
and, nodding , carelessly, said: “Good
evening, Gasparde.” ,

The man closed the door, and then fol-
lowing them, seated himself on a wooden
bench by the hearth; while Hugh La-
mounte; putting off his heavy hobnailed
shoes, took them in his hand, and cross-
ed the kitchen floor ecarefully, saying,
with a slight gesture, to Gasparde, as he
passed through the door on the other side
of the apartmént: “Wait awhile, Gas-
parde—wait awhile, gngl‘l will be with
you: again.” PRI,

Rose put away Rer wheel, swept up a
few,dead asheg lying on the hearth, and
then busied herself about her father's
supper, without once speaking to or in
any way noticing the guest. He, how-
ever, eyed her from time to time, as she
moved about the room, with a glance
which she evidently felt, rather than saw,
to be fixed upon her, and which she aa
apparently studied to avoid. After some
ten minutes of utter silence, finding that
she was determined not to speak, he
opened the conversation on his own re-
sponsibility.

“Well, Rose, you are silent to-night.
You are ill, perhaps?”

“No—I am not ill," she answered, cold-
Ix.
“You are not glad, then, to see me?"’ he
continued. .

“]1 did not say s0,” she replied, without
looking at him. :

“You will say nothing, Rose, that is
pleasant and kind. Come, you might give
me a friendly word when I have walked
such n long way to-night.”

“I did not give you thé trouble, if it

“I came partly for the sake of being
company fo your father—that he can tell
you,” said Gasparde, '

The.pretty lip of Rose slightly curled.
Her father need company!—a stout, bold,
sturdy peasant, who was afraid of noth-
ing human, and who, she -very well
knew, passed through the forest every
time he went to market, and often re-

-very explicit.

story!” thought the young girl. “He only
says it for the sake of appearing amia-
ble.”

“And =0,” she said, aloud, glancing, at
the same time, at the strange adormn-
ments which he wore at his waist—"and
80, a8 my father was not able to take
care of himself—" 8he paused a mo-
ment. He had not seen the quick glance
‘which she cast at his belt as she spoke,
and standing an instant with her eyes
fixed on his face, in silence, she sudden-
ly said: “What are your pistols for?’

He started, and put his hand to them,
remembering with consternation that he
had forgotten to conceal them before en-
tering. Ilecovering himself, however, he
answered, putting on a careless look:

“0, these are arms that I brought on
purpose to-night; for you know it is a
much later hour than the one at which
your father usually returns, and they
would be good for both of us to have, as
we ‘were coming through the forest, in
case of danger.”

Rose gava a shrug, too slight for him
to notice. As she did not once attempt
to break the pause which he allowed to|
follow Xis words, by offering him the!
least encouragement to proceed, he mus-
tered audacity without.

“I have been thinking for a long time,”
he went on, “that it is very lomely living
without a wife, and as I am an honest
fellow, likely to make my way in the
world, though, perhaps, I am not so hand-
gome n man as a pretty maiden might
choose, yet I know, cousin, that you are
too sensible a girl to refuse a good hus-
band on that account, and will, perhaps,
think reasonably of the affair., Will you
marry me,-Rose?" -

“*No, Gasparde, I will not,” she replied;

“and 1 wonder you ever presumed to
think of such a thing.”
* %0, you are jesting, cousin—you are
jesting, surely,” he said; “do but consid-
er the matter. Come, I will make you a
good husband, as I said before, though I
think it hardly ought to be repeated.”

“Hardly, indeed,” she returned, slight-
ingly, twisting his last words to suit her
own fancy. “But for all that, Gasparde,
I never will marry you, and you need not
ask me again.” -

And, quite wearied with his pertinacity
—indeed, with the very sound of his
voice—she went out and shut herself in
her own room till he should be gone. Bhe
had but just retired when Hugh Lamonte
re-entered, bearing a small basket, which
he gave to Gasparde. .

“These are the things,” he said. “Baut,
Gasparde—those pistols in your belt?”
and his glance rested upon them uneasily;
“we forgot them, Did Rose notice

them 7"
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“Yes; but I smoothed it all. She thinks,
Impmlnma;mtcownd.- I made
up a grand story of being afrald in the

forest. Well, no matter. All the better |

—isn't it, captain?”

" “8he is as well not to know."

“Well, I am going, captain. Shall you
be at the rendezvous to-morrow night?”

“Hush! do not speak loud. I cannot
tell. It is probable, theugh. Good night'*
And he closed and barred the door be-
hind Gasparde. And returning to the
kll;;hen, he sank into a seat, with a bitter
8 .

0, for your sake, my poor, innocent
child,” he murmured, “I would forsake
this miserable way of life, but I dare
not—I dare not!” and he covered his
bowed, face. Then, rising and pacing
the room with an unguiet step, he went
on: “Poor Rose! to think of the deceit—
the crime, that surrounds you! even I,
who should be honest, being the protec-
tor of a wsinless child like you—even I
am unfit—ashamed to look in your face!
And you think me a good man! eompell-
ed to steal out in the dead of night to
scenes of crime and darkness, and thea
return to meet your loving, holy kisses,
and listen to your childlike words, that
thrust a thousand daggers through me,
because their purity shows mevmy own
guilt in the blackest hue! 0O, Rose—
Rose! to think of the wrongs I have
done, and yours the greatest!”

The door opened, and, cautiously, pret-
ty Rose entered. A quick glance cast
about the room assured her that Wer dis-
agreeable cousin had taken his departure,
She ran joyfully to her father's side,
exclaiming:

. “He has really gone, then!"”

“You do not like him, Mignonne?”
asked her father, tenderly.

“Like him?—po, papa, nor ever did.
He is not a pleasaat visitor, by any
means, Well, you shall come and eat
some supper. BSee, it is all ready, and
while you are doing so, I will tell you
something."

“Let me hear it.”

“S8omebody has been here, papa. It
wids the young Count Louis—the Count
d’Artois, papa. He has come to visit
the chateau, as we heard he was about
to do.” £

At this Hngh L.amonte slightly started.
His knife dropped to the floor, and he
quickly stooped to pick it up, exclaiming,
“How careless!” Rising, he resumed his
‘eput.

/ “The count has been here, Rose? What

/did he come here for?"

“For shelter.,” ;

Hugh Lamonte turned phle.

“Well, Rose—for shelter? You are not
Shelter from what?' His
tone was hasty and agitated. He seem-
ed to be aware of it, for he added imme-
diately: “You must talk both to and for
me, dear child, to-night, and not leave me
anything to do, for youn see T am fatigued.
Tell me all about it, Rose, * What did he

want shelter for, and what did he say?" |

“It was raining very hard, 'you know,
papa,” she answered, gently, “and he
was journeying to the chatean. He stop-
ped until the storm was over.”

An hour later Hugh Lamonte paced hias
own apartment with a stern brow and a
heavy heart, in which a thousand rack-
ing and tormenting thoughts rioted. Low-
ly and humble seemed his daily life; hon-
est and good, though poor, he himself
esteemed, and yet secret sin and years
of hidden anguish and remorse were daily
and hourly cankering in his soul. Uuder
cover of his constant industry and the,
estimation of his neighbors, he led a life
of hidden crime. But it was only in the
darkness that he practiced it; only when
he could steal forth and n¢ neighbor was
abroad to watch his steps; and stealing
back again ere the dawn, pass another
day of rustic labor, and await another
night of crime.

Thus it had been for years, and this
was not his worst deed, either. Yet this
man had not always been bad. Away
back, in the lapse of time, shone forth
the light of happy years, and innocent
thoughts and deeds; of an unstained con-
science and a pure heart; of a life that
once was sinless. But he dared not look
upon these~things now. For though he
had long since sickened of these scenes
of erime, and though he would gladly
have forsaken them, he could not burst'
asunder the bonds that held and shackled
him. He dared not seek a separation
from the crew of desperate, lawless men
who looked to him as their leader.

And the consciousness almost madden-
ed him. There were times when he
would have plunged a thousand degrees
deeper into vice than ever he had yet
done, that he might stifie these better
feelings—these promptings of the yet liv-
ing monitor within, since they were in
vain; and then-it was only the ever-pres-
ent .image of his child that saved him
—the memory of her sweet face and inno-
cent life, of her faith and of her love,
Poor Rose! '

It was this Gasparde—thjs man whom
we have seen with him to-night—who
planned the last expedition. They were
Lamonte's men who attacked Louis d"Ar-
tois in the forest; and Gasparde was one
of them. They were defeated, as we have
geen, to the infinite srprise and secret
satisfaction of Hugh, who, while he had
been unwilling to give consent to the
plan, and yet had not dared offer oppo-
gition to Gasparde, who was next to him-
gelf in authority, had yet managed to
avoid joining in its execution. Indeed,
his errand that day from home had been

secrotly to warn Louis of the danger

a— .

made to feel :
ate adversary, for Gasparde had sworn
to make him pay dearly for that night's

These things occupied him long after
Rose had retired, and it was not until
an hour after midnight that he sought
his own counch; yet he remaiped for some
tinie, still, in" a state of wa ess, re-
volving a thousand affairg In his mind
that had already brought many an un-
timely wrinkle'to lile bréw, and many a
silver thread to the rich brown locks that
clustered about hig head.

CHAPTER 1V,
At the break of day, ,Rose Lamonte
had risen, and was busying herself with
her simple household affairs. Her fath-

er slept until an unusual kte hour;|

but she would not disturb him, remem-
bering his weariness of the night previ-
ous; #0 she set his breakfast to wait for
him, and, sitting down in the sunshine
by the door, took her little spinning wheel
and applied herself to work with ready
fingers while she awaited his appear-
ance, g,
Before the sun was two hours high,
however, Hugh made his appearance. He
seemed lighter hearted, by far, this morn-
ing; his slumbers had evidently refresh-
ed him. Tndeed, this was the case; and
at the pight of Rose, with her bright face
and her pleasant smile, and the air of
comfort and cheerfulness that every-
where was betraying the beauti-
fying touch of those fairy fingers of hers,
he could not but wear a smile himself.
“0, you are better, papa, this morn-
ing; you are quite rested—are you not?’
asked Rose, joyfully, as he gave her a

good-morning kiss.
“Quite restored, Mignonne,” he answer-
ed, with guiet eheerfulness, .
He ate his. ast and talked with

! and ‘another for
awhile, then rising, he went to the door
to look out. He stood there a moment,

HOSE ON HER WAY TO THE CHATEAU
WITH FLOWERS.

while his daughter was clearing the tn-l
ble, and Mstantly turning about, he said:
- “Rose, do not speak to anybody of the
count’s visit here last night. To anybody

—you hear, child?"
“Yes, papa.” I
He waited reflectively an instant, and |

then added: |

“And edpecially to Gasparde.” |

Rose looked a little perplexed.

“No, indeed—not to him. But why es- |
pecially to Gasparde, papa?”

“Because I wish It, Rose. And if you
ghould see the young count in this neigh-
borhood again, you are to be equally si-
lent; you must tell it only to me.”

“Yes, papa.” And though Rose could
pot divine her father's reasons for these
directions, she was wise enough to ask
no farther questions.

He went, and left her standing there
by the casement, a slight blush rising to
her cheek. But presently she turned
away with a half sigh, and commenced
setting the simple furniture of the apart-
ment in better order, and then went out
into the little garden belonging to the
cottage to gather flowers. Bhe plucked
4 small basketful, arranged them quick-
ly and with exquisite taste, and then,
tying on a little rustic hat, set out on the
road that led through the valley, among
the distant hills, and far beyond, to the
chateau.

This was her daily custom, as long as
the flowers blossomed in the cottage gar-
den; for mademoiselle liked flowers, and
there was no garden near the chafeau,
only thick woods, and the narrow lawn
that, sarrounded’ the stone walls of the
courtyard; so she engaged Rose to bring
her the flowers she raised.

(To be continued.)
_—————————

Works Either Way.
“Man's Intellectual standard is rals-
ed or lowered by the food he eats.”
“That's so, 1 ean't read when I've

had a good dipmer; and I can't read
when I've had & bad one.”
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A distressing case

Ibrold Tumors Cured.’

of Fibroid Tumor,

which baffled the skill of Boston doctors.

Mrs. Hayes, of
the following Iletter
cured,

Lydia E. Pinkham’s

after everything

Boston, Mass., in
tells how .she was
else failed,

_ by
Vegetable Compound.

Mrs. Hayes® First Letter Appealing to Mrs. Pinkham for Help s

“Drar Mrs. Prvxaax; —I have been under Boston doctors’ treat

ment for a long time without any relief. They tell me I have a fibroid

tumor. I cannot sit down without

up my spine. I have bearing-down pains both back and front. My ab--
domen is swollen, and I have had flowing spells for three years. Mg' ap-
petit: isnot good. I cannot walk or be on my feet for any of time,

The symptoms of Fibroid Tumor given in your little book ac-
oura describe my ¢ 8o I write to you for advice.” — (Signed) Mrs.
E F. Haves, 2562 Dudley St., (Roxbury) Boston, Mass. -

great and the soreness extends

- Note the result of Mrs. Pinkham’s advice—al-

though she advised Mrs.

Hayes, of Boston, to take

her medicine— which she knew would help her —
her letter contained a mass of additional instruc-
tions as-to treatment, all of which helped to bring

about the happy result.

“Duar Mrs. Pingnax:— Sometime a,
ptoms and asked your advice,
ons carefully, and to-day I am a we

my s
your

I wrote to you describ-
ou re]j)lied, and I followed
woman.

“The use of Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound entirely

mwthe. tumor and strengthened my whole system. I

can walx

advise all women who are afflicted with tumors or

. % Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound is worth five dol-
lars & G
female le

of
E. F. Hayzs, 262

kind to give it a faithful trial.” — (Signed) Mzrs.
y St., (Roxbury) Boston, Mass. :

Mountains of gold could not purchase such testimony — or take

the place of the health and happiness which Lydia E.

inkham’s

Vegetable Compound brought to Mrs. Hayes.

Such testimony

should be accepted by all women as convincing

evidence that Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound stands
without a peer as a remedy for all the distressing ills of women; all

ovarian troubles; tumors; inflammatio
placements of the womb; backache;
Surely the volume and

?&m daily printing in
we are

Mrs. Hayes at her above
which sick women may write fo
Her gratitude to Mrs.

ns; ulceration, w and ugfi:l.
, suppre or
LR g o ga

answer any letters

dress will glnd%{
fuller information about her illnesa.
am and Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable

Compound is so genuine and heartfelt that she thinks no tro is too
great for her to take in return for her health and happiness.

Al is itisaid that it is Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Come
pound that is 80 many women, and no other medicine ; don’t for-

get this when some druggist wants

FOR T if we cannot forthwith
ssnuo above ui’nnrhh, whioch will prove t

to sell you something else.

uee the original letters and signatures o
r absolute Rnnlma-.

Lvdia E. Pinkham Medicine Co., Lynn, Mass.

Based on Experience.

‘“Sag,”’ queried the janitor, ‘‘did it
ever occur to you that beggars and ped-
dlers are not superstitions?’’

‘It never did,”’ replied the elevator
man.

““Weil they're not,”” eaid the janitor.

““It takes more than a sign to keep
them out of a building.”’

His Wants Defined.
Church -~I see that florist wanta some
one to write some advertising verses for
him.
Gotham—B8ome nursery rhymes, evi-
dently.—Yonkers Statesman.

Liver Pills

That’s what you need; some-
thing to cure your biliousness,
and late bowels. You
need lyer’s lls.” Vegetable;
ently laxative. 0. Ayer Oo.,

Locomotives of the World.
The world is said to contain 99,000
locomotives, of which 56,600 are in

Europe.
IF ' " wish to sell 3;(_)1;:' farm for cash, send
u $1.00 ana & full deseription to the

“PACIFIC COAST LANDS AND LOANS,”

a monthly Journal published in the interest
of Real Estate and Mining. Largest and most
influential paper of itsclassin the West. Office:

330 PINE ST., SAN FRANCISCO, CALIFORNIA

Relerson Machine Co.
SUCCESSORS T® JOHN POOLE.
Foot of Morrison St., Portland, Oregon.
Parsons Hawkeye. Automatic, Self Feeders,

Faultless 8tump tler, 100 horsepower with
two herses. Buckeye Bawmill Machinery, En-
nes and Boilers. Ell and Btick Gasoline
gines, Write us when in want anything
in machinery line. ,
pr———
OREGON -8 PORTLAND

ST. HELEN'S HALL

OME BCHOOL FOR GIRLS. Tdeal lo-
eation. Expert teaching in all de.
partments. . Outdoor exercise. Illus-
trated book of information sent on ap-
plieation
ELEANOR TEBBETTS, Principal.
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