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CHAPTER X X L
It v u  eTeBlni; and. la the chamber of 

the young girl ao lately reclaimed from 
the very portatg 0/  death, the deepeet atill- 
neaa reigned. Softly burned the shaded 
lamps, casting a subdued glow about the 
apartment, yet so disposed as to leave in 
shadow the curtained couch and its slum­
bering occupant. For Rose was sleeping 
calmly, so calmly, so quietly, that yon 
might almost have thought her dead. The 
breath that floated from those pale lips 
was scarcely perceptible, though regular, 
so much had illness reduced her strength. 
She slept, nor creamed of danger.

For «the first time to-day the invalid 
was left alone. But suddenly the door 
near the head of the couch was. opened 
noiselessly, and with slow and stealthy 
caution, from without. A tall, light- 
robed, ghost-like form gilded in without 
a sound—ghost-like, except for the large, 
brilliant dark eyes that gleamed more 
wildly than .ever to-night, and the crim­
son spot of excitement burning on either 
cheek, while all the rest of that face was 
ashy white. It was Helen Montaubsn! 
What more fitting time was there for her 
work of evil to be accomplished? None 
could witness her now: none were near 
this place. And the tiny flask gleamed 
in the softened light, as she drew it from 
her bosom.

One hand, holding the vial, was stretch­
ed forth to the silver cup set upon the 
stand by the bedside. Courage, and the 
work is done. Yet that guilty hand shook 
with fear, as. drop by drop, the poison 
wss poured into the cup. And Helen 
Montauban glanced fearfully towards the

- doon by which she had-entered: for it al­
most seemed, to- her miserable, horror- 
struck fancy, that some one must be 
watching her.,

A shadow had startled her. With a 
ghastly smile at her own nervousness, she 
silently mingled the poison with the night 
drink of Rose.; then, as noiselessly as she 
had entered, returned to her own room 
across the gallery. It was done! What 
had she to fear now? Who would -ever 
dream, when the hour of death came, 
that such agency aB this had beyn em­
ployed? Closing the door, she paced her 
chamber restlessly, with both hands 
clasped tightly against her heart, whose 
violent throbblngs seemed to fill with 
clamorous sound this awful midnight si­
lence. Listening in almost intolerable 
suspense, and pacing her apartment, she 
waited for some signal from the opposite 
chamber.

A whole hour passed. Then there was 
a sound—a light step—in the gallery. «It 
was the Countess de Olairvllle, return­
ing to the bedside of Rose. Helen Mon­
tauban could endure this suspense no

- longer. She must see. with her own eyes, 
the conclusion of this tragedy. Emerg­
ing from her apartment, therefore, she 
joined the countess, as she entered the 
opposite door.

•'* “ Ah, my dear, is that you? The* yon 
have been asleep also?** said the countess,

'  smiling. “ But It is rather chilly to-night 
—do you not think so?*'

“ Yes—It is cold,”  ottered Helen Mon­
tauban, hoarsely—“ it is cold!” and she 
shivered ,-------

She drew near the fire and crouched 
ahudderingly over the broad blase. The 
Countess de Clairville went to the couch 
of Rose and bent over it for an instant.

'T he dear child is asleep, I think,”  she 
said, presently, returning to the hearth. 
MHow refreshing—bow delightful it is for 
one to see her once more enjoying so gen­
tle a slumber! Poor little Rose! she must 
be well nigh worn out with this fatigu­
ing illness. I wonder,”  the lady contin­
ued, seating herself by the hearth, oppo­
site Mademoiselle Montauban—“ I won­
der how her father is down at the vil­
lage? They thought he was dying this 
morning when the marquis went down. 
What a sad thing It would have been if 
the father and daughter had both died!” 
She apoke in subdued whispers.

Mademoiselle Montauban bent lower 
over the blase, warming her hands.

“ And peculiar, too,”  she returned, in 
s low tone. "But we cannot be too care­
ful of her, even now; for M. Mery says 
that, in her present feeble state, the least 
excitement or alarm might be fatal to 
her. I dread that. I think, suppose any­
thing should happen, after all our re­
joicing? We must be so cautious! The 
least thing, you know—the least thing 
might kill her!”

She shook as she uttered these words; 
her eyes were wild and strange. Those 
delicate, slender hands touched the 
flames, as she held them out, but she 
never knew It. A species of insanity was 
upon her. The protracted contemplation 
of this terrible deed, strong as were her 
nerves, had begun almost to tell upon 
her reason.

“ I wonder if Hugh Lamonte is still liv­
ing?”. continued the countess. “ It is a 
pity that he could not be brought here; 
but Jean Morel said they had declared 
it impossible to move him with safety. 
Besides. It would be dangerous to Rose, 
perhaps, If h* were in her vicinity, for 
she would be more likely to gain some 
knowledge of his situation. Yet what a 
sorrowful thing it is that they cannot bid 
each other adieu!”

At that moment the door near the head 
of the couch was opened. Both the coun- 
gess and Helen turned to see who en­
tered. It was the physician, M. Mery. 
He paused by the bedside an instant, bent 
over Rose and listened. Her respiration 
was calm and regular, though almost im­
perceptible. After regarding her a mo­
ment. he advanced silently towards the 
hearth. A chill struck through tbs guilty 
Helen. She had not expected him so 
soon, and the deed was yet unaccomplish­
ed 1

•- “ Ah, M. Mery, is that you?”  said the 
countess; and she bent eagerly forward* 
“ How is----- ”

The physician placed a warning finger 
upon his lip. ■

“ Not too loud, my dear madame,”  he 
whispered. “ It is all over!”

-“ Ah. how sad!”  The tears came into 
her eyes.

M. Mery sat down, leaning bib bead 
upon his hand. He was very grave-/to­
night. Softly spoke a scarcely audible 
voice front the conch. The countess rose 
and went thither.

“ You are awake, my dear?”  ,she said, 
gently. “ Ah, you have slept so nicely! 
And now, you are thirsty. Wait a mo­
ment, dear Rose.” '

She turned anti took up the silver cup 
on the stand. A mingling of joy and hor­
ror the most intense, seized the mur­
deress by the hearth.

“ One moment, my dear madame,”  said 
M. Mery, hastily, rising and going to­
wards her. “ Let me give it to her.”

He took the cup from the hand of the 
countess, glancing back as he did so, at 
Mademoiselle Mqntauban. Her brilliant 
eyes, fixed upon him with an awful fas­
cination, were instantl/ averted. He 
stirred the contents of the cup slowly.

H E L M  S O N T A C B A H  P R E P A B IH O  TH E 
F A T A L  PO TIO R.

“ It appears to me,”  he said, with fear­
ful deliberation, “ that there Is something 
here which will do our little Invalid no 
good. I will remove it, if you please, 
madame, and bring something different.”  
And following the stealthy figure of 
Mademoiselle MontaubaU, as it glided 
from the apartment, he closed the door 
behind him.

They were alone together in the gallery, 
lighted only by a single lamp, which but 
faintly revealed that ghostly form, mov­
ing swiftly towards the opposite cham­
ber. But, quicker than lightning, his 
grnsp was upon her arm. Her weird, 
white face gleamed awfully upon him 
through the dim twilight. But she spoke 
no word.

"Come with me.”  *— r-------
It was ail he said. There was no pow­

er of resistance in the form beside him. 
Rapidly those two descended the stair­
case. He entered the library, with her 
arm locked in hla; then he closed and 
locked the door. He stood before her. 
She was very still—very white. Only 
those terrible eyes burned like live coals 
amid lifeless ashed'. He held the cup in 
his hand; he made her look at it

“ You know what this is?”  he said.
There was no answer. —- —
“ You do know. You placed it there. 1 

waa a witness of the deed. Unhappy 
woman! What evil has that sweet child 
done to you? Would you murder your 
own sister—Marguerite Montauban?”

One moment the guilty woman gased 
at him wildly. A gasp, a straggle, a 
faint cry, and she sank in awful con­
vulsions at his feet.

That was a fearful night which fol­
lowed, but it was only the commence­
ment of a season fraught with agony. 
The marquis returned 'to the chateau 
from the deathbed of his brother, to find 
Helen struggling between life and death. 
For weeks she lay unconscious of every­
thing about her; only cdming out of the 
dull stupor that wrapt her, to fall, ever 
and anon, into those terrible convulsions, 
in which it seemed that nature must 
sink, worn out with the contest. The 
agitation produced by this circumstance, 
strange and sudden as it was, and the 
death of his brother, would have been 
beyond his power to bear had it not been 
for the inexpressible happiness which it 
was permitted him to enjoy in the dis­
covery of his long-lost child. How would 
he have shuddered had he known the 
fearful fate which that sweet child had 
so narrowly escaped!

But the scenes enacted within the walls 
of the chateau thnt night were mercifully 
concealed from him. Fortunately for 
Helen Montauban,. in the illness which 
succeeded the overwhelming denouement 
of the dark tragedy wherein she> had tak­
en so terrible a part, there was no de­
lirium, or her wretched secret would in­
evitably have been betrayed; and M. 
Mery, who tended her constantly, had de­
stroyed all evidence of her guilt, of which, 
on that night be had so providentially 
been made aware by returning, unan­
nounced, and entering the apartment of 
the invalid just before the stealthy ap­
proach 6t the murderess. Her illness he 
allowed all to attribute to the agitation, 
anxiety and excitement Attendant on the 
late danger of Rose, trusting that. If she 
recovered, she would bitterly repent, in 
secret, her sinfnl attempt on her sister's 
life, and unwilling to add to tho shame

and agony which she would feel by be­
traying her guilt. He could gu*ss at the 
cause of her enmity towards Rose; for 
M. Mery was h shrewd man; and he re­
solved to expedite the union of the lovers 
ss much as was possible, that, in case 
the hatred or |ielen should he still un­
satisfied, the young girl might be safe 
from her reaeb. under the protection of 
her husband.

Meanwhile' the burial of Henri took 
place. It wad quiet, unostentatious. He 
was laid in the family vault, to rest at 
last, after a weary life o f sorrow, of 
desperation and o f crime. Only the mar­
quis and the immediate members of his 
family were made acquainted with the 
history of the unhappy man, in the rec­
ords which he left behind. Louis return­
ed from Parts in time for this burial. 
Returned, in anticipation of his ap­
proaching marriage day, to find his In­
tended bride but just recovering from a 
dangerous illness, and Helen Montauban, 
aa many believed, at the gates of death; 
to learn the story ‘of the strangely 
chequered life of hia deceased relative, 
and. recognize, in his beloved Rose, a 
cousin, and the child so long mourned as 
lost by hiv uncle. What an astounding 
revelation was this.

In the evening preceding the bridal 
day the marquis called Rose to him in 
the library, and after some remarks, care­
less and insignificant enough in them­
selves, but accompanied by a manner 
that betrayed the emotion agitating him, 
he said, suddenly:

“ Rose, my child, you have loved your 
father?”  ,

"O, yes, monsieur!”  she replied, earn­
estly, and with tears standing in her 
eyes. . .

“ And yon have also loved me, Rose?”  
His voice trembled, despite hie efforts to 
control himself.
I “ Ah, my friend, my benefactor, what 
have yon been to me but a second fath­
er?”

He seated himself beside her.
“ It is sweet, my child, to hear you say 

this—ah, yon do not know how sweet to 
me! Rose, did I not tell you once that 
I lost, fourteen or fifteen years ago, a 
child—a lovely, gentle infant, whose pic­
ture yon have seen in the saloon—a child 
who waa stolen from me?”  '

“ Yes, monsieur.”
“ And I hare-told you that yen were 

what thaf child would be now if she were 
living. It is why you have ever been ao 
dear to me. Ah, many a time. Rose, 1 
have clasped you in my arms with an 
emotion of tenderness which, even had 
you felt, you could not have comprehend­
ed! For fay child—my Marguerite—my 
pearl—resembled her mother—her sweet 
mother, my wife, and yon were the im­
age of both mother and child. And now 
listen. Rose. It is within these two last 
months. Rose, that I have discovered 
what became of my little Marguerite. 
She was stolen from me by my own 
brother. Henri. You start. Rose, and 
turn pale. It was so; it was his revenge. 
He Would have taken Helen, the child of 
her whom he had loved so madly; bat he 
knew that I loved my youngest darling 
the beet—that I Idolized the daughter of 
my lost Marguerite; and he took the 
youngest. He reared her as his own. He 
brought her into this neighborhood, after 
an absence of two years, during which 
time she had grown and altered beyond 
recognition, though, when I met her, 1 
saw a likeness to my wife. Yet I never 
suspected. He dwelt, a solitary man, 
with this little orphan chUd, whose moth­
er—hia wife—they said waa dead. He 
lived not more than half a league from 
this very dwelling. There my child, un­
recognised, expanded into a lovely wom­
anhood. She was----- ”

He was interrupted in hie harried and 
agitated recital by a faint cry from Rose. 
She sprang hpw ith  clasped hands and 
quivering lips.

“O, tell me—tell me who it waa!”  she 
cried. “ Speak—it was----- ”

“ My child—my daughter!”  uttered the 
marquis, extending his arms to embrace 
her; “ behold her—for they called her— 
Rose Lamonte!”

“ Ah, my father!" And with the soft 
utterance of that dear name, she fainted 
upon his breast.

a------a a ___■ o o o e
. Aa a matter o f course, Rose—no. Mar­
guerite—and Louis were united. And 
though Marguerite mourned still, with a 
child’s affection, the loss of him whom 
ahe had hitherto regarded aa a parent, 
yet her heart turned, with natural love, 
to her true father; and the regard which 
she had ever felt for him, while her re­
lationship to him was yet unknown, ex­
panded and deepened now into that holi­
est and tendereot of sentiments—a daughi 
ter’a affection. •

Helen Montauban. aa soon as her health 
became re-established, entered a convent, 
to enter upon her novitiate; and when it 
waa expired, assumed the veil, that abut 
her from a world grown hateful to her. 
The frustration of her evil design upon 
her sister was too much fog her to bear; 
and though, thanks to the mercy of M. 
Mery, her guilt remained a secret from 
all save himself, yet she could not endure 
to meet dally with those whose happiness 
continually reminded her of the fate alika 
of her love aud her revenge. None knew 
why ahe entered the convent, save M. 
Mery. Persuasion had availed* nothing, 
and a nun she became.

Francis Kgerton returned to Paris, 
where, in a year or two, he /married hap­
pily. Jacques Leroux, shortly after tha 
death of his former leader, returned to 
the neighborhood of the Ghatean Montau- 
ban. and entered in the service of Louis 
d'Artois, whom he served faithfully and 
who rewarded him well for his many ser­
vices.

______ (The end.)______
A  R e v e r s a l .

Frank—John’s wife isn’t the kind o f 
n woman he should haven married at 
a ll And 1 understand she was his 
cook before be married her?
■ Henry—Yes.

Frank—What did be ever do that
for?

Henry—Well, be said the first womaq 
he married was a good wife, bat no 
sort o f  n cook, eo he thought be would 
reverse the order when be had the 
chance.

Mrs. Anderson, a prominent society 
woman of Jacksonville, F la , daughter of 
Recorder o f Deeds, .West,* who witnessed 
her signature to the following letter, praises 
Lydia E* Pinkham's Vegetable Compound*

“  D e a r  M rs. P in x h a m  : — There are bat few. wives and mothers who 
have not at times endured agonies mid such pain as only women know. 
I wish such women knew the value of Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable 
Compound. It is a remarkable medicine, different in gction from any 
I  ever knew and thoroughly reliable.

“  I have seen cases where women doctored for years without perma­
nent benefit, who were cured in less than three months after taking your 
Vegetable Compound, while" others who were chronic and incurable 
came out cured, happy, and in perfect health after a thorough treatment 
with this medicine. I have never used it myself without gaining great 
benefit. A few doses restores my strength and appetite, and tones up 
the entire system. Your medicine has been tried and found true, hence 
I  fully endorse it.” — M rs. R. A. A nderson , 226 Washington St_ Jack­
sonville, Fla.

Mrs. Reed, 2425 E. Cumberland St., Philadelphia, Pa^ says:
“ D r a b  M rs. P in x h a m : — I  feel it my duty ' 

to write and tell yon the good I have received 
from Lyfila E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com­
pound.

“ I have been a great sufferer with female 
trouble, trying different doctors and medicines 

benefit Two yean ago I went under
a very weak

with no benefit Two yeara agi 
an operation, and it left me in 
condition. I had stomach troul.. trouble, backache,

headache, palpitation of the heart ana was very 
nervous ; in fact, I ached all over. I  find 

yours Is the only medicine that reaches 
such troubles, and would cheerfully rec­

ommend Lydia E . P inkham ’s V egetable 
Com pound to all suffering women.”

When women are troubled with irregular or painful menstruation, weak- 
leuoorrhoea, displacement or uloeration of the womb, that bearing-down 

feeling, inflammation of the ovaries, backache, flatulence, general debility, 
indigestion, and nervous prostration, they should remember there ia one tried 
and true remedy. Lydia E . Pinkham’ s Vegetable Compound at 

such troubles.
The experience and testimony of some of the most noted 

women of America go to prove, beyond a question, that Lydia E. 
Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound will correct all such trouble at 
once by removing the cause and restoring the organs to a healthy 
stud normal condition. If In doubt, write Mrs. Pinkham at Lynn, 
Mass, as thousands do. .

No other medicine in the wo A I has received such widespread and 
unqualified endorsement. No other medicine has such a record o f cures 
o f female troubles.

$5000
Refuse to buy any substitute.

i w  the original lottar, aadF O R F E I T  if ws cannot forthwith nrod abova testimonials, which will prora tUelr absolut, zonal
lo rd i»  : C *..

Why He Quit.
Hsl— What, you’ve stopped calling 

on the girl with the plaid waist!
Tom— Yes; it ’ s all over there.
Hal— Why? Father object?
Tom— Bless you, no! And I had 

nerve enough to dodge all her hints 
about popping the question also, but 
the last time I called she had the sign 
“ Do It Now’ ’ stuck on the center table. 
That floored me, and I ’ ve quit.

BUiousr
D izzy? Headache? Palo 

back of your eyes? It’s your 
liv e r! U se  A y er’s P ills . 
Gently laxative; all vegetable. 
Sold for 60 years.

Street Pavement.
Zorich baa its streets paved with pa­

per.

Want your moustache or beard
• h— ttful brown or rich bleckf Use

BUCKINGHAM'S DTE

H air F a lk
“  I tried Ayer’s Hair Vigor to 

stop my hsir from falling. One- 
half a bottle cured me.’ ’

J. C. Baxter, Brxidwood, 111.

Ayer’s Hair Vigor is 
certainly the most eco­
nomical preparation of its 
kind on the market. A 
little of It goes a long way.

It doesn’t take much of 
it to stop falling of the 
hair, make the hair grow, > 
and restore color to gray 
hair.

>EEDS "VTNEEDS
Ex perlene, boa established It ns 
a fact. Bold by nil dealers. You 
sow—they grow. IBM Bead Ann— I postpaid free to nil ap-

D M . FERRY 
TROIT, Ml

C O
MIOH.

Could Use Him.
“ Do you know,”  said the pretty 

girl, addressing the strange young man 
on the opposite seat in the street car 
who had been staring at her impudent­
ly for several minutes, “ you put me 
so much in mind of my brother?’ ’

“ Do 1?“  he responded, with a kill­
ing smile “ I am delighted to hear

U »> ' % v t
“ Yea. Yon make me wish he was 

here for Just about s  m inute."—Chica­
go Tribune.
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