“ oldmaker of Lisken, '’

CHAPTER 1L—(Continued.)

Otie afternoon while OUarol walked in

the farest, her thoughts upon the strange |
break that had come lnte her life, she

became conscious of the fact that she
was no longer slone, that some ote stood
‘saning against A tree just in froog uf
her. With a start she looked up and her
erva fell upon a strange girl

1There was to mistaking what she was,
tor. although drossed much diferent, and
in much more costly apparel than all the
gypeics Carol had ever secn, s if she
wan of foreign blood, there was the un-
mistakable gypay stamp about her face
and peculiar costume.

‘Stay, child of the house dweller,” ahe
said. “Re not In haste 1o leave me
have come here with the purpose of meet-
Ing you, for 1 have somethiog to tell
yon.,”

“Something to say to me? Of whom
wonld you talk V" asked Carol, surprised.

“t Roger Darrel”

The three words went like an arrow
bhome to the heart of the pale lHly, and
the black eyes, quick to see the startied
look of pain, took upon themselves a
glow that one could eawlly imagine Wwas
satisfaction.

Carol saw this, and it served to give
her & Actitioun strength, She divined now
taat something terrible was about to be
maide manifent, and while her soul sick-
ened with apprebension, she sssumed a
bhrave fromt.

“What wounld you tell me of Roger
Darrel, gicl™

“Has it never pccurred to you that
this lover of yours has a secret? There
is sowething in Roger Darrel’s past that
will rhill your blood with horror—s skele-
ton that he haw tried to bury these years
back, but which will not be kept under
ground, Ah! be has decelvad you, as he |
deceived me. Soft words blind the eyen. |
To you, be is all that is good and noble
~t0 me, all that is bad.”

“What mean you?! For heaven's sake,
speak, girl Don't yoo see | am stifling™
gesped Carol, one white hand clutching
her perfect throat as though she was al-
most unable to breathe,

A wicked gleam came (ato the gypay’s
orhe

“Listen to me, then, daughter of the
bouse dwellor, and 1 will tell you of Qis
infamy. All this Barbara Merriles can
prove, The man you love, the man who
has wooed you with soft, honeyed words,
and whom you believe te be the soal of
honor—that man, Hoger Darrel, bas &
wife living, shut up in a mad bouse!

arel Richmond shrank back sppalied,
as those terrible words, attersd fn a aibi-
lant whisper by the gypey girl, amote her
ears. There was something so blood-
curdling ia thelr significance that her
very heart scemed (o cease beating, and
lie like lead within ber. She would bave
falleu, but for the support the tree gave
ber.
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ppdge of Nora Warner she wonld belieye
him as ahe would an angel from henven

“Oaral, my love” he groaned, piteous
ly, “wonld to heaven 1 conld deny it
would give ten years of my life lo wipe
out the blat npon the Darrel name. |
have bowed tmy head beaeath the shame
that came with Nora Warner for years,
and had come to look upon myself as
| misanthrope when 1 met you, and luved
you."

Bhe uttered a low, piteous monn at this,
| for never did the death sentence paascd
| by judge upon calprit in the prisoner’s
box sound with more terrible force than
hin words to her. He would Bave come
to her again, but she motioned hini sway
imperiounly.

“Ia not touch me, Roger; I will not
allow |t. Remember that hereafter we
can be nothing to each other, Nora War
wer stands hetween us, lLoet 1o ns are
| all dreamis of happiness, We must face

the future bravely and fght the battle
of lite. You muost pever even see me
again”

“Great heavens, Carol, you do not, can
not mean (1. You love me aven an | love
yon. Nay, I will say it in apite of you
Why, then, should thia terrible apacter of
the past haunt us? Let the dead past
| bury ita dead; we live for the present
and the future. Ounce more, Carol, my
one and only love, will you come to me?
For heaven's sake, do not fura away so
coldly; you will kill me™

“Roger,” she was calm now, apparent
Iy, though heaven oply koew the state
her poor lacerated heart was in, "Roger,
you are wild when you (msult me ln that
way. bat 1 forgive you, for 1 do not
think you realise what you are saying
You were unwise to remain here, 1o seek
my love when you saw that | was begin
ping 1o care for you, but | eannot blame
you for that. Here we must part®™

“Part? he eried, with anguish In his
volce, "la I then, so absolute? Uk
Carol, my love, my life, are you to be
loat to me forever? Am | to live on in
the future—not even the aimless life of
the past, but one full of regrets, of paln
»o iotense that death itsel?t would be s
mercy? Do you doom mwme to this Uving
grave, belaved T

“You know not what you ask, Roger.
In the time to come you will see that
my conrse was the only right one. [ bear
with you heesuse of my love, and for
the reason (hat you are mad now, 1
conld hardly walt to see you. The very
seconds seemed hours, and | thought |
shonid lose my senses.”

“Where and from whom 4id you hear
about—Nora Warner™ be anked,

“From a gypsy girl who seemed to
kpow you—Barbara Merriles™

“Harbara Merrilea™

He repeated the name after her, and
ahe knew not whether (t wan fear of
hatred that made his voice vibrate like a

As for RBarbara Merriles, she stood
there watching her vietim with the re
marseless gleam of a pitlless tigress in |
bier eves. Faor fully a mioute Unrol was
unable to say a word, for she was on
the very verge of becoming ineetis
I'he reaction eame at last. Carol inler
Ited some of the determined will of her
futher, and she recoversd by degrees, It
began to dawn apon ber mind that there

hls

| word decide my future, Nhall it be g0

cord tensely strung,
“You da knew her, thea 7" alie paked
“] have good resson to, Why, you shall
know some day. but it has nothing to do
with our present trotble, Carol, {x there
po chance for me? Muat | suffer sl
tor that old staln? Speak., and with a

Inte & determination as you, but a high.
o power has ween ft to accomplish the
work. This night Roger Dareel looked
his last on my face. Never agnin will we
meet, r.‘hﬂ!‘ winlesn hy Ay fent, nad
thet It will be as steangers, 'The haml
of fate has turned our lives sparr, sod
through Nora Warner bie Is lost to me”

“Nora Warner! That glrl still allee?
Then ahe bhas done mé one good tarn bt
Tast."

Carel vould but start when she heard
these words, for they told her that hee
| father bad koown this mad woman in
the years gone by, although It wax e
dent that he was not soguninted with
her history fedu the time she had come
to know “-l‘nr Irrel

This Captain Grant, who has made his
Rppearsnee ppon the stagd of aor story
was also connected with this strange and
dramatie past, In what manner the eead
er will soon see

That be waa & bold and bad man, the
young mirl had been already warned by
her keen sense of percoption, yet the
soldier had a dashing aspect, amd It Wwan
only the gleam of hin eye and the speer
of his volce that had warned Carsl
sgnlost him, What Infuence he linid
aver her father ahe conld not even guess
but without a doubt the master of Rivh
| mond Terrace fenred him

Varisd though the emotions of Usml
Richmond wust bave been, they canld
not, of course, squal thoss that Alled the
mind and heart of Hoger Vdarrel, as he
stoox] there looking afier his lost Jove
and reallwing that fate had again taken
a hand io the game, sandering the hearts
that It had so strangely brought togeth
er

“Whr did we ever meet? Wan it be
cause heaven wislied 1o punish 4 Dareel
for that «in?

While he stil] atond there, his thoughts
busy, there came the sound of foutfalls,
oot light and ful)l of grace, ke CUarnlna,
but heary and firm the tread of & man
Ere be could tura, some one Tapped
him on the shoulder
“A word with you, sir.”

Wheellng. he found himasif face 1o
face with a dashing looking man I'he
moon's rays fell upon his Bgure, but ihe
broad-brimmed hat shadal his Tace, s
that ouly a geperal view could be ob
talned,

"“You are at perfect liberty 1o say as
many as you choose sir” replied Raoger
He had po ides who this man was of
what he wanted, and in his present cob
ditlon It was a matter of small Impor
tanee to Bim, Caplaln Grant did not
realizse what a volcavo he was arousing
perhapa he did sot care, being such &
fire-eater himaelf.

“My words shall be brief and 1o the
point, That lady you were speaking 1o
was Miss Hichmond ™

The words weey In the form of & goes
tion, and though the Yirginian had start
ed at first, he drew hia form up proudly.
“Taklng It for granted that your con-
Jecture la the truth, what business |8
that of yours, may | inguire? he sall,
with some show of warmth

“You are impudent, Roger Darrel, It
s my busiaess in so far that Miss Rich-
mond s my promised wife, snd it be
hooves & man to ses that her hovor |a
not tarnished by clandestine meetings
such na the one | have Just witnessed,”
said the Captain in pompous tones
“What you say | brasd as an infam-
ous talsehood, sir, whoever you may he”
“For that [ will eall you to sn arcount,
Rager Darrel. In the meantime | wish
to ank yoo a question in regard to Lhis
meeting. Was it & voluntary ene on the
part of Miss Hichmond, or did you forew
her lnto making the assignation ¥

ar olay ™
Bhe turned upon him then, her face
pale and frm,

might be some mistake: her falth in Ber | “Phere ju but one way, Roger, Do not
lover was great, and sbe could not e | iry to tempt me. Let me remember you

lieve that he would be guilty of such al
terrible thing as this of which the binck-
eyed girl acenned blm.

“It Is false!" she cried; “how dare you

an an honorable man. [ am going now
No, do not try to kiss me; it can uever
be again. Think of me sometimes, ny
lost lave, and 11 shall pray for you™

tell we such » thing? You are --n:h-'rl He watched hor vut of slght, his whole

Insane, of #lse malicions, What reason
have you to hate Roger Darrel, that you

trame wtrained to the utmost tension
Oh! what agony wus o his bheari, what

should traduce him to me thus? How | Lnding in his eyes,

g

dare you, 1 say

“The enrse of Caln must be upon ma,”

“Dare! crisd the other. "You are|p, muttered, almost groaned. “1 thonght
not acquainted with the gypsy cBArac |, live down that disgrace, but It has

ter, | wee, or you would oot ssk sach a
question. There Ix nothing that Harbara
Merriles would not dare undertake, Hate
Roger Darrel? Yes, | have caune to, but
hate vould never manufactiure such »
o you want prouf strong as holy

!

writ? You van have |t from your lovers |
¥

T He will not dare deny the truth,
lowk him in the eyes and tell Bim you

have heard the stary of Naorm Wamer,

Then mark well the pallor o f his tace,
his shrinking eyes, his trembling form
He will stand before you condemned.™

Turning, the strauge credlnre was gone. |

The pight was one lopg o be rewdein
bered

In the eastern sky the ronnd moon
walking ln glory, lent her slivery light 1o
the world below, and myriadas of twink-
Hng stars, mysterions [nateemn of the
night, were hung about to assist, in &
feeble way. lWer brave wliort

Roger wan walking slowly oap and
down with his arms behind bim. Whern
Lhin thoughta were could be casily guess
wd, and, thepefore, what must have bwon
Vls astunlshment to we 4 depder, while
robed figure standiog o front of him,

“SWhat, Caral, my darling, is it really
you? Why are you bere”™ be anked, tin-
derly,

“| am here 1o learn the truth, Roger;
where is Nota Warner? she sald, aluioat
fiereely,

sprung upon me unswares, and ruined
| my life The gypsy Lag's curse bas
doomed me!™

|
| CHAPTER 111

How Carcl rearhed the terrace she
| never knew, for If soomned (o her she
||1||‘! Jjust parted with Hoger at the fool
of the stops where she entersd the broad
hall. ta be ewafronted by her father, wha
| eanght her weist most Bereely
| “lome lote the Ubeary. Carol,” he snid
| with intense passion in his voles
Onee the library door was closed, Law-
renee Richmond turned on ber almost
| navagely,
| *IMd you meet Captain Grant?™ he
nakd,

“1 aaw nothing of him” whe replied
| The Captain was a gentleman who had
| been visiting them for a few days past,
a ferce wur dog—in his own estimat
I.;..I the most celebrated duclist vutside
of Parie. 1le had bheen showing Carol
wome attenthops, hut ahe detested pim,
| mad u;||-r~|u|'uﬂy when the Cuptaln learn
ed from her tather of her luve for Hoger
Irarrel, the soldler duelist was not in
the most pleasant of humors towanrd the
young Virginian,

“Ohild,” he sald, and his heary oye-
brows contracted loto a frown, “you
huve been disobeying my wishes, Thia
very night you have been fo the com-

The moon fell upon his face, and he | pany of the man 1 hate, Have you not

mwoved aside loto the shadow, but not
before Carol had seen the blood leup to
his brow and cheeks, and a look of alarm,
pay, of positive horror, come Into Nis
eyva,

been with Roger Darrel 1

“Yon speak truly, father™

“And you have dared disobey me. Girl
you know not whiat you do when you so
recklesaly Lrave my anger. My lemper

foger,” she crled, despuiringly, “for| has been & curse all my life, and hut

the love of merey, speak! Do you not
soe that 1 am almost dying, darliog? Oh,
sny that It Is not so; tell me It was & base
calumny, and [ will believe you; yes, be-
leve you against all the world, Bpeak,
wy Roger, téll me it is not troe”

The struggle in his mind waa terrible,
for be koew that if he denled all knowl-

tor my great love for you | would not
now be able to control It, MHesr me,
child; you shall pever be Hoger Durrel’s
wite! ‘I'bis 1 bave sworn, and in it 1
will not be thwarted. ™

“Hpare your words, father. It 1 was
of the same mind as yesterday, you
would find that | possessed just as reso-

“1 nm the canse of the mevilng I e
that satisfy you, sir? Whatever hinme
there may be, put It upoa me," he
plied, calmly

“I mecept the applogy.”
Captaln, quickly

“That it was uot meant for an apol
ogy, you roward, s well known 1o you,
and 1 prave it thus™

Thete was an aglle spring, and with Lis
openn palm he slapped the Captain in the
face,

“Yon will hear from me, sir, and this
hour will be the bitterest of your e
returoed the Captain, taking out his
pocket bandkerchief and rabhing his
cheek an It It had been contamipatel,

Roger uttered an exclamation

“I'he Man with the Black tilove™ ae
it tered,

Bome years hwtore, while traveling In
Burupe, bie had met in the company wilh
which be wus makiong the tour, u strangr,
mysterions wman, of whose altecvdenln
B one Nopew

O tost peraliar clrcumstance attach-
od to his prvsvoce was the fact that no
matier whers soen he Invariabiy wore
upan hils left hand a black kid glove,
Bpeculation was rife, Bome guessed it
wun & bet he wes careying oul, others
that his hand had heen disfigured from
birth, while ane sven whispered it was
hin belief that the Count Romanoff, as
he was knowy (o them, Was some oscip
ed political Wosslun eonviet, who had
been Leandied on the hand,

When the Captain ralsed his handker-
chilef to blils face, he did so with his left
hund, and no wonder Roger gave veul
to an exclamation when be saw that it
wan lncased (n m bDlack kid glove,

"You pwiagnise me, then 1 lind not
forgotten you, Hoger Darvel, and the fact
of our having ones traveled In company
will not prevent we from runniug wy
sword close ta your heart,”

The following morning, as Hoger wos
seated on the old log elose to the little
stream in the forest, be was approached
by & man wearing the undress uniform of
an ollicer, whe placed m lettor in bis
hand, Of course it was & challenge
fram the duclist Captain,

A ftoew words, and Ldeut, Carkon walk-
od awny, Fle did not note the trembiling
of the bushes glose by, or see the white
face thai wus thrust out after his de
parture, There had becn an esvendrope
per W the lnterview,

(Te be continued.)
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In Africa g coconnut lamp tilled with
pulm oll, and provided with o rag wick,
furniabes g1l the lght ueeded by the
natlves,

g F—————

Every mother possossos information of vital
m value to he
@aughter, That daughter s u precious legnoy, and the :.».....'.';Jr'.'.'a:i'g
for her future is largoly in the hands of the mother. The mysterious
change that develops the thoughtless girl into the thoughtful woman
:{::“.;l;-ﬂ1"d|“m ll;ull er on the watch day and night.  As she cares for
y phyaical well. ' | \
ohihllnh: :lillul. wing of her daughter, so will the wutnan b, and hor

When a young glrl's thoughts become sluggish, w Y oXe
ances headachos, diztiness, faintnass, and .qhih::f Ill‘l. n!-t;:f:-r::rl l:l:::n:}:
tion to sleep, paing in #he back nw\ lowar limba, eyoes dim, desite for
solitude, and a dialike for the society of other girls, when s o Ia W mys-
tery {o herself and friends, then the lﬂﬂlhl'l’lhl-lﬁd Ko to her ald promptly
A:t such a ll‘mr the greateat aid to nature & Lydia B Pinkham's
Vegetable Compound. [t prepares the young system for the cowlng
change, and is the surest rellance (o this bour of trial

Case of a New York Girl of Interest
to Every '‘Mother and Daughter
in the Land.

“Dran Mas. Pregman : « | hope you will publish this letter, for | wa
mothers Lo know how much good your medieine did my young d:lu;l!l-rl‘.n:l:':
health Lroke down about six months ago, and slthough she |s Inrge for her
age, | did not understand what was wrong with her ; the doctor did nol, either,
for ba treated her for her heart, which pained her & good deal | but ha 4id not
do her any good, and wo ware afrald heart trouble would earry her off. Evory
day she "'L" golting whiter and thimper, She had no appetits, and she sat
sround without any ambition, aud was always tos tred 10 do anything. All
night long she would mosn o her sleep, as though in terrible pain,

I falt terribly discouraged; [ was spending money for doctor's billa
ﬂ(lﬂ. slong, but she was recelving no help. At that time | was taking Lydia
E. Pinkham's ¥ table Compound, and I read in one of your books
about younyg girls devided to drop the doctor, and give her your medicine,
I wish you could sen the change o her, and the pluk cguhl Lydia E, Pink-
ham's Vegelable Compound has given her. Hho had taken but half &
bottle whea monstruation uuruwnln and hor heart trouble went away like

ie. 1 had her continue the ieine, and now ahe s fat, rosy, nml’ per-

¥ healthy, Menstrustion |s Iar and palnless, and | owe my thanks
to you and o your wonderful medieine for her good hoalth."—Mus, Manoanxr
Fuaran, 673 Tenth Avenus, New York City.

SPECIAL ADVICE TO YOUNG WOMEN FRERE,

From her vast experienco In treating female s, extending
ovéer 20 years, Mra. PPlukham has gnined a knowledge which s of
untold value to every alling young woman, Her advice nover falls
to help. If you need such help write her. Address Lynn, Mass,

A medicine that has restored so many women to health and can
produce proof of the fact must be regarded with respect. This s the
record of Lydia E. Plakham's Vegetable Compound, which cannotb
be equalled by any other medicine the world hias ever produced

It is well to remember these facts when some druggist tries to ge
you to buy something which he says Is * just as good.” That is impos.
sible, a8 no other medicine has such a record of cures as Lydia E,
Pinkham's Vegetable Compound ; so do not exporiment with untried
medicines, but inslst upon the one you know is best,

FORFEIT If we cannot farthwith ,
ssuun o z » eamnat fa .'""“.pr-lu:hl.l;umuﬂn and signatore off
Lydia B. Piakham Medioine Oo, Lywm, Mt

Your Liver | e i

Is it acting well? Bowels|§ | ms s il ™ sodare
regular? Digestion good? TH|F Sr iy i @i, * Wi
not, remember Ayer's Pills. & " Catalige  Kasiwr lerm
The kind you have known all ! P L RANGR THBRITTS, Princyel.
your life.  ae B D PRSP

Want znnur moustache or beard
& beautitul brownor rich black ? Use
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