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CHAPTER 1V.—(Continued.)

Rose was very .prond of her flowers,
and she loved them, too. This morning’
she had brought the first/ of the rare
white roses which had opened in the
warm sunshine on her favorite tree. She:
was continuing her way, when a shadow
fell across the sunlit path, and startled
her. Raising her head, she beheld her
cousin Gasparde,

“Good morning,
he said.

Carelessly and briefly she returned his
salutation, and was hurrying on to es-
cape from his unwelcome presence, when
he laid his hand on her arm.

“Stop a moment, Cousin Rose; I want
to ask you a question. [ came over to
the cottage a moment ago, and found
neither your father nor yourself at home.
I wanted to see him on business., I
caught sight of you coming along the road
here, and so hurried on to overtake you
to ask you where he is.”

“He is at the house of neighbor An-
toine, I believe,” answered Rose, coldly;
“at least, he said he was going there. But
let me go, if you please, (3asparde,” and
she slipped her arm away from his hand,
whose lightest touch was disagreeable
to her—*let me go; [ am in a great hurry.
I am going to the chateau.”

“0, are you?" he said, coldly; “then I
will accompany you as far as neigrbor
Antoine’s, where I may meet your fath-
er. One always likes company omn 80
lonely a road as this."

He walked on by her side, whistling
some gay air from time to time; but he
did mot speak again for a long while.
Rose was in dread lest the subject of dis-
cussion which had arisen between them

Mademoiselle Rose,"

the night before should be renewed,, But |

he kept on, whistling and meditating by
turns, without recurring to it; and hop;
ing, as they went on, that he did not
mean to trouble her with it again, she
began to feel somewhat relieved.

At length, however, he stopped whist-
ling and glanced down at his compan-
ion's face.

“They say the Count d'Artois has ar-
rived at the chateau,” he remarked.

Rose was silent, thongh she saw some
rejoinder was expected.

“1 suppose there will be gay doings
there now,” he went on, seeing that she
did not mean to speak; “for the count
is a gay man, and not a very good one,

‘he knew not whatever of count's
character. “People tell that he is a
great spéndthrift.,”

Yet Rose was silent, though her cheeks
grew hotter. It was nothing to her what
character the gentleman might bear;
for was she not almost an utter stranger
to him? But she had seen him, and con-
ceived a good gpinion of him, and, she
was ashamed and indignaunt at Gas-
parde’s mischievous, ill-natured remarks.

“Report says, too,” continued” Guas-
parde, “that he is about to marry his
beauntiful cousin, Mademoiselle Helen.
The contract was made years ago. What
do you think of all that, Cousin Rose?’
for he was determined, by a direct ques-
tion, to maké her speak to him,

“1 think you are very wicked and very
disagreeable,” she answered plainly, “in
pulling other people’'s characters to
pieces, and a gossip who meddlea with
other people’s affairs. Fie on yofi, Gas-
parde! I am ashamed of you;” and she
hurried on.

“Hard words—hard words, Mademoi-
selle,”” said Gasparde, speaking in a care-
less tone, and biting his lips to conceal
the vexation eaused by her sharp reproof;
“but ¢coming from such pretty lips, I nev-
er could take them for earnest in the
world, Do you know, Cousin Rose, I
have heard it said that a woman ever
treats worst the man she best likes; so
I take your hard handling for so many
compliments, and feel quite flattered by
them."

Rose grew a little paler; but she neith-
er looked at nor answered him. And still
she hurried on, glad that she was so-near
the end of her walk, for she had almost
reached the ascent to the chateau.

“Well, ‘cousin,” said Gasparde, “I hope
von have thought better of the offer
which I made to you last night.”

“No, nor ever shall,” she answered, res-
olutely, though with a slight tremulous-
ness of tone,

“That is a great pity; for I am resolv-
ed to have you, at all events, my dear,
so you need not be shy. And now,
there is another question still, Rose. I
suppose you haven't seen this rascally
young count of whom "we have been
speaking 7"

There was a sneer in his tone. His
evil glance, in a sidelong direction, scan-
ned the young girl's countenance.

“0, you won't tell, eh?' he said. *“I
suppose if I should ask a closer qiestion,
1 might get you to talk. Was he at the
cottage last night, or this morning?"’

“I will not tell you,” she uttered, trem-
bling in every limb with fear and indig-
nation. And she attempted to spring up
the path; but he seized her hand and
prevented her.

“Not so fast, my dear. I must keep
you a little longer, Listen, now. I
know he was there, although you have
heen very careful not to tell me; for the
tracks of a horse's feret and a gentle-
man's boots are in the soil outside, the
latter belonging to the count, I am pret-
ty sure. I have his measure. But he
won't come there again, mind that! Now,
my pretty cousin, you may give me a
kmll -

“‘Gagsparde, let me go!" she cried, in
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terror and disgust, as he held her hand.

“0, you won't give me one, will you?
Why, then, I must take it.”

“Must you? There are two words to
that bargain, my man!"

It was a light form that sprang out of
the thicket by the wayside; a resolute
voice that uttered these words; a grace-
ful arm with iron foree that laid the ray-
cal, at one stroke, prostrate on the earth.
And Gasparde, lying at the feet of his

He had seen that form, heard that voice,
felt the weight of that arm, to his cost
before.

And Count Louls stood there quietly,
as Gasparde rose again to his feet, shak-
ing his clenched hand with
menaces, and seemingly inclined to re-
turn the attack.

“Come, youn want some more, my fine
fellow, I think,” sald the gentleman. *“If
that is the case, I can finish you as well
now as any time. You deserve a sound
thrashing, and I am quite willing to ad-
minister it. Are you ready to receive it?’

The man gave a vengeful glance, an-
other warning with that clenched hand,
and, turning, walked rapidly down the
ascent, without uttering a word.

The count looked after him an instant,
and then joined Rose, who, with blended

scene, |

“Ah, monsieur, I thank yon very
much !’ she said, gratefully, as he ad-
vanced towards her,

“And I am very glad that I happened
to be near,” he returned, with a frank
smile, “to chastise the lent fellow.
WhHy, ¢ was over-beld, ! Who is
he?"

“A worthless cousin of mine, mon-
sieur,” replied Rose, “who has under-
taken to annoy me occasionally of late,
I hope his well-deserved punishment will
teach him better manners for the fu-
ture.”

“I hope so; but it will be best to be-
ware of him now. - You must keep, as
much as possible, out of his way.”
~ “That I have always done, monsieur.
But he has never been so daring before.”

“I think I heard him mention me, Rose,
What did he say?’ asked the young
count.

Rose Lamonte blushed slightly, as she
replied.

‘“He said that youn should never come
l»to--tha cottage again."

And he knew of my visit by the foot-
prints? He mpst have been watching
me closely. Yet, where could he have
seen me? I only completed the journey
from Lyons last night.”

The good marquis was standing on the
terrace steps as they went up.

“Good morning, my child,” he said,
kindly to Rose. *“‘Out so early with your
roses?"

SBhé smiled:

“Yes, monsieur; and
ones. See!”

“Yes, indeed. And you have brought
a rare supply of them. Baut, after all,
you will-earry back more than you bring.
Your walk has done you good, I see;”
and he smilingly stroked her damask
cheek, to whieh the exercise, and a little
excitement together, had indeed brought
the sweetest of roses,

Coloring still more deeply, our heroine,
with laughing eyes, ran up the steps, and
disappeared- within the entrance of the
chateau.

The young count related to his uncle
the. incident which had oceurred dﬁring
his morning's ramble. The good marquis
listened with interested attention, and
strongly evinced sympathy.

“The rascal!” he said, indignantly, as
he heard of Gasparde’s rudeness. I am
glad yon gave him a suitable correction.
That fellow marry Rose!"

“It is to be supposed that her father
will resent his insolénce.”

“0, undoubtedly—undoubtedly, Louis.
He is a stern man, that Hugh Lamonte,
and will teach Gasparde-his business af-
ter this. He is a strange, stern man, si-
lent and reserved, and almost a hermit,
as one might say. He seldom leaves
home; works in his little garden, and tills
the thrifty patch of soil adjoining it from
morning till night, or cuts in the forest
the wood which is to serve for his win-
ter's fuel, and often a load to earry to
the town on market days, with the pro-
duce from his land, as may not be requir-
ed for his own use. He has, I think, no
enemies; yet he seems disinclined to court
the friendship of any, though the few
neighbors about him, among the farm
houses, are Kindly disposed toward him,
and every one of them loves little Rose.
He is apart from them-—a distant charac-
ter.”

“And a peculiar one, from your descrip-
tion.”

“Precisely. He lives a peasant's life,
and wears a peasant’s garb, and yet he
can assume—ay, and he does, at times,
the béaring of a very king. The humility
of his position is belied by the spirit and
demeanor of the man. He is uncommuni-
cative, distant, almost haughty, toward
all others; to his child, he is the tender-
est, most affectionate of parents.”

“You interest me, uncle. How long
have youn known this man?"

“He came into the neighborhood ‘some
twelve or thirteen years ago, and settled
in the place where he dwells at present,
remote from every other habitation. His
wife. it is supposed, or has been gather-
ed from some remarks made by him or
Rowse, was dead. Rose herself was thes
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assallant, was almost insane with rage.

muttered’

fear and interest, had watched this hrief | the

‘Ah, yes: k- itz I remember now.
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years. _ 2
but I cannot treat him like one. I
feas, he perplexes me.”

| “I do not marvel at it,, What a mys-

tery the man must be! I have the great-
est curiosity to behold him.”

“That you will doubtless do, sooner or
‘later, though it will be with difficulty, I
think, that you will obtain communica-
tion with him. Bat here comes our Rose
of the roness."”

And, as he spoke, the young girl ap-
peared at the door,

o " said Louis, “I must go back
her safely to the end of
may meet that insolent

»

her way.
fellow again,”

“You are right, my
right,” returned the marquis.

Louis could not help observing how
much more beautiful, if possible. looked
Rose this morning, .than when he had
first seen her, although, even then, it was
as if he had suddenly come upon some
lovely pieture touched with the warmest
coloring and most perfect grace of the
painter's art.

“How pretty she is!” thought the count;
“and she is only sixteen.”

And it was pot her face alone that
was thus charming, as he shortly foumdy
nor thé innate ce of her manner; for
Rose Lamonte possessed quick and deli-
cate perceptions, a refined love of the
beauntiful, and a mind cultivated to a de-
gree extremely unusual in one of her sta-
tion, yet searcely surprising in her. For
both her father and Mademoiselle Mon-
tauban had taken pains to improve a nat-
urally fine intellect, that expayded daily
with the care  bestowed upon it; and
Louis was more deeply gratified than he
could express, on recognizing this mental
worth, combined, as it was, with such
physical perfection.

v A brief walk it was from the chateau to
the cottage, 8o, at least, it seemed to
dhe count. He smiled as they reached

N

“"“How soon we are-here!” he said. — “I-
think the distance must have been esti-
mated incorreetly. I think we have been
hardly half an hour in coming. Is your
father at home, Rose?"

He was not there. Louis did not go
in, but stood an instant by the door and
lookéd about him,

“What a pleasant little place this is!"
said he. “Rose, I should like to take a
skétch of it, some day, with you sitting
just here in the sunshine in the doorway,
at work.” i

He paused a moment longer; bent to
inhale the fragrance of the mignonette in
its box on the window ledge, and then
turned to his pretty companion again.

“Adien, my little friend.” He touched
her hand in a half-assured elasp.

“Adien, monsienr. Youn have been very
good to come so far with me."”

“It was a pleasure.” He smiled, turn-
ed away, and was gone.

And Rose, after a moment's thought-
ful glance at his receding figure, went in,
and prepared her father's dinner against

his return. ;
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“I ,will have no insolence, Gasparde,
mind that! You will keep away from
Rose in the future. She detests you, -and
yonr language and conduct of this morn-
ing fully justify her in so doing. I warn
you. You know my character; beware
¢f arousing me by a repetition of this.”

Hugh Lamonte, at sunset, had been
standing at his door, and Gasparde, re-
turning to his home beyond the forest
from the village, where he had passed
the day, was obliged to pause on the
path. leading past the cottage, to receire
the sterfn reprimand of the former. He
feared Hugh; he could not escape, by a
display of his usual bravado, the bitter
severity of Hugh's words, and, in these
circumstances, his last resort was a sul-
len silence, which indicated the spirit in
which he received them.

“Do not come hither again. Keep where
you belong, among your fellows. I shall
be there to-night, at the rendezvous. And
it will be near the last time, to give you
orders. I must clear my hands of this
business soon. [ am getting sick of it.”

“Getting sick of it, is he?' muttered
the fellow to himself. “Good! I shall
have a rare sweep of ¢t, when I get af-
fairs under my mamagement. You will
abdicate, monsieur, in my favor. KExcel-
lent!”

*Go,"” said Hugh Lamonte, coldly, at!
length, as he looked up once mnrw—"gu;;
it is sufficient—the lesson which I h(-arl
the count has taught you this morning;
otherwise, you
now.something more serious than the re-
proof I have given you. Go!” And he
turned and went intp the cottage, shut-
ting the door behind him.

“Oh, I will pay you finely—won't I,
monsieur?”’ muttered Gasparde, between
his clenched teeth, and making a menac-
ing motion towards the direction. *“And
the count, too. I have a reckoning with
both of you, a long one. Never fear but
I will pay it well; and then for my pret-
ty Rose, of whom you-are so jealous!”

(To be continued.)

Unignorant.

Because John is extremely Indolent in
school Dire Things are predicted of
bim,

“You will grow up,” It is predicted,
specifically, “to be a Charming Con-
versationalist!”

Years pass.

John enters Soclety, and to the pro-
found amazement of everybody is an
Absolute Stiff.

“You see,” he explains, observing the
General Perplexity, “L studied Conlie
Sections and Spelling by the light of
the moon, after the rest of the family
were asleep!”

This is confidently thought to show
the Fatuity of estimating Character by
Superficial Appearances.—Detrolt Jour-
nal. ;

Argentina Wants Immigrants.
The Argentine Republic bas offered a
large tract of fertile land. to Japan If it

dan bhoy—you are .

would receive from me|{

will gend her 20,000 immigrants,
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Health and beauty are the glories of perfect womanhood. Women
who suffer constantly with weakness peculiar to their sex cannot re-
tain their beauty. Preservation of pretty features and rounded form is
a duty women owe to themselves.

en women are troubled with irregular, suppressed or painful
menstruation, weakness, leucorrheea, displacement or ulceration of the
womb, that bearing down feeling, inflammation of the ovaries, back-
ache, bloating (or flatulence), general debility, indigestion, and nervous
tration, or are beset with such symptoms as dizziness, faintness,
itude, excitability, irritability, nervousness, sleeplessness, melan
choly, “all gone ” and “ want-to-be-left-alone ” feelings, blues, and hope-
lTessness, they should remember there is one tried and true re o -
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound removes such troubles.

Case of this" Prominent Chicago Woman Should Give Everyene

Confidence in Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound.

“Drar Mrs. PinguAM: — It affords me great pleasure, indeed, to add my
testimonial to the number who are today praising Lydia E. Pink-
ham’s Vegetable Compound. Three years ago I broke down from ex-

- cessive physioal and mental strain. I was unable to
secure proper rest, also lost my appetite, and I became so
nervous and irritable too that my friends trembled,and
I was unable to attend to my work. Our physician pre-
scribed for me, but as 1 did not seem to improve, I was
advised to go away. I could neither spare the time nor
money, and was very much worried when, fortunately
one of my club friends called. She told me how she had -
been cured of ovarian troubles, and how like my symp-
toms were to hers, seven bottles of your medicine cured
her, and she insisted that 1 take some.

“] did so, and am glad that I followed her
advice. Within six weeks I was a different
woman, strong and robust in health, and have

been so ever since.
' ““ A number of my friends who have been
troubled with ailments uliar to our sex
have taken your compound, and have also been
> - grestly benefited.” — Miss EvizaseTn DALwy,
s St., Chieago, Ill. President of the 8t. Ruth’s Court, Order of For-

~ -

¥70 Loomi
resters,

What is left for the women of America, after reading such letters
as we publish, but to believe. Don’t some of you who are sick and miser-
able feel how wicked you are to remain so, making life a burden for
yourself and your friends, when a cure is easily and inexpensively

obtained ?  Don’t you think it would pay to drop some of your old
prejudices and “'I{(; Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound,

which is better than all the doctors for cures ?” Surely the experience
Follow the record of this
Jusa printed in this'
inkham’s. Vegetable Compound, the great Woman's
hundred thousand times, for they get what they want —a cure. Moral
T it we cannot forthwith produce the original letter and signature of

of hundreds of thousands of women, whom the Compound has cured,
should oconvinee all wemen. :
medicine, and remember that these cures

of thousands of women whose letters are constantl
Fper were not brought about by “something else,” but bﬁalxge(:l’;f&
Woman’s Ills.

Those women who refuse to accept an) .hing else are rewarded a
— stick to the medicine that you know is the Best. Write to Mrs.

m for advioe.

ssunn wm-nhl. whioh will prove I‘h.st':lnh genuineness. Yo ran:
Your Liver

Relerson Machine Co.
BUCCESSORS TO JOHN POOLE.
Foot of Morrison St., Portland, Oregon.
Parsons Hawkeye. Automatic, Self Feeders,

Is it acting well? Bowels | foios g, Sot b Siehine, e
regtular? Dibgestlxn g?od;m" frcines. Write when in want of enything
not, remember Avyer’s ) B IEeer- 1he. :
The kind you have known all : $25 PER DAY

our life. J. C. Ayer Oo., Lowell, Mass, Can ba made with sa
—— An made w
Want your moustache or beard A

Well Machine.

Made in all mizes and
styles foroll or water any
depth.

BEALL & CO.

|a beautiful brown or rich black ? Use

GONSTIPATION B

mevement of the bewels, not belug able to
move them except by usiug lhot water lujections
Chrounle copstipation for seven ysars placed me in
this terrible condition; during that time [ did ev-
erything | heard of butpever found any rellef: such
was my oase until | began using CASCARETS, |
pow bave from oue to three passages a day, and If I
was rieh | would give §I00.00 for each movemens; i§
Is such & rellef.” AYLMER L. HUNT,
1889 Russell Bi., Detrols, Mioh.

*3.2 & *3 SHOES Uit

Y from $8 to $6 yearly by
vm:'in;";unwunln
They equal those

CANDY that h-wr been :‘m‘;
. THA i ou from J
A i £ll 00. The im-

mense sale of W. L.
Douglas ghoes proves
thelr superiority over
all other makes. .
Hold by retall shoe
deajers - evérywhere,
Look for name aod
price on bottom.
That Douglas uwes Cor-
onaColt proves there Is

Corona ls the highest

grade Pat.Leather made, 5 R
Fast Color Kyelets wsed. N R |

Our §4 @it Edge Line oan equalled at any price,

Shoes by mall, 26 cents exira. [lllustrated

Catalog free. W. L, DOUGLAN, Brockion, Masse

P. N, U.
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CURE CONSTIPATION.
Sioriiag Remed; Company, (hisags, Noatrsal, Naw Tork. M8
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