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Sea," “"Har Brightest Hope,"

In the dimness of the shadowy hall
after the outer glare she scarcely no-
ticed the form chat loomed before her
until twe arms encircled hee and she felt
borvelt drawn into her father's embrace.

“Olaire, my darling child!" azclaimed
the ol man fervently; “how happy, how
unntterably bmppy 1 am today! e,
Giresham han just left your mother. He
Bas made a thorough sxamination, and s
entirely sstinfied with her condition. A
great change has taken place lan her,
which he assures me will be permanent.’

Claire stroggled out of that fond em-
brace, and stared at hor father In amase:
ment.

“What do you mean?’ ahe faltersd;
“ean Hr'h that wother's lifse wan lo

“We have purposely kept you In lgnor
ance of the facta™ waa the mmiling re-
ply: “but now that all danger Is past, |
can apeak frankly. Yes: wo entertained
the gravest fears for your poor mother's
life. Gresham warned me that our miws
srable poverty was killing her by inchea™

“Killing her!™ gasped the girl; "kill-
Ing my mother!™

“Yes, my ohild; and her salvation s
due o the thought of your marriage, of
your happiness—to this reapite of peace
and comfort.”

Claire turned away with a ghastly pal
lor overspreading her countenance, which
the dim lght of the hall served ta con-
ceal; and staggering towards the stair
came she supported herself for a mement
upon the newel-post.

“Merciful heaven!™ ashe thought, her
brain in a dimay, sickening whirl; “my
refusal to marry signifies our return teo
the misery of poverty, and that will kil
my mother. Father, if [ have bean of
advantage to you, 4o me a favor in re
turn!” She paused an instant for breath,
and then wer on swiftly: “Whea Mr,
Courtlandt ssks for me, beg him to ex-
cuse me. say that I am overcomes with
difdence—anything you choose, so long
as 1 do not see him untll tomorrow,
Father, will you do this for meT”

“Certalaly, my chiid,” was the sur
prised rejoinder; “you sbull not be die
turbed today, I promise you. But,
Olalre,” he added hastily as she mised
the stalr rall and sprang up a few steps,
“Claire, thers Is somothing it s our duty
to inform you of to-day!”

“Yeu, you; | know!” she panted, glane
ing back at his snxicus face; “you mean
the poar little child whom we have to
recogiilse. [ agres to K; I will recelve
him whenever Mr. Courtlandt sees fit to
bring him to me'

And as If patience and fortitude had
alike departed, she fled up the staireass
and vanshed In ber chamber, locking the
door behind her.

No less mystified than relleved, Phillp
Burgess gazed after the white robe with
fa fButtering violet ribboos uatil It was
lost to view.

“Hhe knows all!™ he muttered; “who
eould have told her?"

In spite of the lonumerable guestions | not

with which he was plisd concerning
Clalre's mysterious Adlsappearance, the
ol man was as good as bis word, and
Insisted upon his daughter being left un-
disturbed.

All that day and untll the following
mornlng—Claire's wedding mom—pesce
and quiet reigned throughout the Bur
goss mansion. It wan not until Martha
Dunn entered ber young mistress’ cham-
ber at 8 o'clock that the very shadows
that lurked In the radiant sunlight ware
startled by the tidings that she brought
down to Philip Burgess,

“Send for the doctor!” eried the faith-
ful creature; “Miss Claire is {ll, very 1l
watid looks as if she were dying!™

It was po exaggeration. Poor Claire
had passed a night the borrors of which
must ever remain a secret with her, so
that when the dawn broke it found her In
great exhauntion,

Gresham, upon his arrival, added fuel
to the fire of excitement by stating that
Olaire might be able to be dressed and
atand loong enough to be married In the
house, but he should forbid her making
the exertion of golog to church, as she
might expire on the way. To Lucian
Courtlandt, who drove hastily over upon
the receipt of the startling tidings, the
wily dootor said:

“It will be just as well, parbaps, for
you to make no public parade of the cere
many, since [ am Informed that your
first wife intends to be present.”

“Sylphide—dhere!” gasped Courtlandt,
in dismay.

“She is stayiog at the village inn under
the name of Mme, Hastings. Ho the soon-
er and more guistly the affair Is gotten
over the better!"

OHAPTER XIIL

Dr. Gresbam's advice wna followed
in every particular, and while the littie
choreh in the village was flling with a
crowd of townsfolk, curious to see the
strangers from the city, the clergyman
was speoding awny In his carriage to sol
emuize the wedding ceremony st Blo-
wood.

When they had attired her In her
snowy robes of costly n;!:‘.' ::2 :vdl
and orange blomsoms o , ap

nee was s0 absolutely ghastly that,
K:I for the nervous of her rest
less eyes, abe might well have been mis-

taken for u lifeless bride wrapped ln the | each

ceroments of the grave.
The woment his experisnced eye reste/

apon ber livid face, Dr, Gresham whis

pered to the clergyman in attendance:
“Iie an sxpeditions as possible; 1 have

my doubts whethier she lnnta until the

benadiction !
But in that he waa mistaken, {ki

remarkable nerve Claire kept her feel
Courtlandt’s side. Whan, however, The
Inst “amen™ was pronounced, she sway
od bhlindly, and had not ready hands plac
od her goutly in & chalr, she would Ln
fallen.

And yeot not a word had been sxchang
ol betwean the bride and groom, and
though Luclan Courtlandt wonld have
been ghad to have spoken some resssuring
words to the sufferer, Gresham burried
him out of the room with the murmured

“Leare her alone for the present; she
nesds rest™

Later in the aftemoon, when the sun
sent Ma blood-red lances through the clos
of blinds of that stately flowerscented
drawing room, the widow Courtlandt
found herself ulone with the bride. Ap-
proaching the chair where Claire lay ap-
parently lowt ln a day dream, the lady
sald with tender salieitude:

“Will you not retire tn your room and
reat you, my dear?”

Clalre raleed her heary eyes with »
total absence of expression as she re
plied:

“Thank you, madam, | am resting
bare ™

“Are you suffering?

“Noi I am only weary. | may sar #o
now, | suppose,’” with a faiot smile,
“since the comedy la over.”

Bending over her, Mm. Courtlandt
pressed her lips lightly upon the pallid
brow,

“1 admire your bravery,” she said,

“I have need of oconsiderabls yot.”
murmured Claire, “in order to face the
ensmy.”

“1'be enemy! Whom do you mean?’

*Thoss who wish me dead. ™

“My dear chid, my fondest hope and
dearest wish are to win you back to lifs
and health. [ would give the last deop
of blood In my velna to see you well and
happy ™

“You have s kind heart, madam!"

There entered at that mewent & littls
child, with & marvelously beautiful face,
great, wondering eyen and ringleta of jot
black balr that couched his waist, With
8 glad ery he opened his tiny, dimpled
::;- aod man to the elder Mre. Court

L

“Girandma!™" ha cried, aNfectionately,
nestling in that dy's arms.

“Who is this child?’ demanded Claire.

“Can you not guess? He calls me
grandmothier.”

Attracted by her volce, little Leon
walked shyly to Claire, exclaiming:

“Oh, what a pretty, white lady! Wen't
you take me In your lap?"

Claire atooped and cast her arme about

“l eanoot lift you, my darling” she

falterad, after a vallant effort; “1 am
strong enough.”
Wieh glad alacrity Mr Courtlandt
ralsed the boy and placed him oa Claire's
iap, while the latter murmured, kissing
the sweet lips:

“Yeu, those are his features, bis ayem—
his son!” and with & sudden access of af-
fection, gathering the child to her bosom,
“and my son!"

“My mamma,” faltered the child, with
a puasied expresrion.

“Yes, Leon," sald Claire; “are you not
willing? Will you not be my bay ™

"You yea" cried the boy; "1 love yous
white lady!™

With the ehild nestling in her boesom,
Clalrs suddenly raised boer eyes to find
Lucian Courtlandt standing upen the
theeshold af the room, silently regarding
the lovely pleture. Quickly puttlng the
child from her, she exclalmed:

"Mr. Courtlapdt, 1 suppose you have
come te recelve some eidings of we; make
your mind essy on that score; | am suf-
fering horribly.”

“Clalre, retract those crnel words,”
he eried.

As she 4id not spesk, and In the awk:
ward pause that ensued, Mrs. Cogrtlandt
took Ikile Leon's haod and led him to
wards the door.

“Good-by, little whitse mamma,” laped
the child, and then went tripping away.

“tiood by, good-by" sighed Clalre;
then, taming te Luelan, sbhe added:
“Pardon the irritability of an lavalld, 1
beg you not to be offended If sometimes
I am lacking n a due sense of my oblign-
tions,"

“Obligations!™ cried Luclan contritely;
*the obligation Is entirely upon my sjde.
Do you faucy that 1| fall to app o
the linmenss sac you have made for
me to-dayt”

Clnlre shook her head sadly, as she
answered:

“No, no; my part of the contrast will
not be fulfilled uotll I am gone. Would
you have chosen me, had you been told
that I ocould be cured 7" she demanded.
“Ia not the mother of your son allve?”

“Yes," came the reluotant reply, “she
Is alive

“Do you love her, or not? Answer me,
upon your word of honor, as a gentle:
man."”

He turned away from her and wiped
the beads of perspirution from hils brow,

“How m you will have to may to
other the day after my death!"

It l probable that his patience weuld
ot have stood this last hard test had not
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A servant snddenly entered the mom.

“AMr. Courtlandt,” he mald, “there la
n dy at the door asking for you."

YA Iedy!™ he gesped; “what s ber
name 1

“Mre, Hastings”

“Byiphide hore?
come 1

Ere he conld command himsell sum.
clently to articulate & word, Cluire rose
from her c¢halr,

“You see,” she mald, with cutting dis

Iow dared ahe

dain, “the poor woman hns been neglect
eod for two weeks, and she has come fo
find you" Then, nas she staggered to-
wards an luner door, ehe cried:

“She will not even walt antll 1T am
dead ™

An she pansed ont of slght he came to
hin woumses with & start. e turned to
find himsell face to face with Bylphide

“What are you thinking of 7" he anid,
“"Why are you here—here In my wife's
very apartment ™

The rigidity of her featurea relaned,
the apell wan broken, and in a low, tenes
tous that thrilled with Indignant reprosch
whe replied:

“Your wife, do you aay! Ah, you nse
that word as though you had been mar-
ried as many years an you have known
her dage.  Bul, my good wsir, you have
but one wife, as your child has but ona
nwther—and | am she!"

“Syiphide,” he faltered, advancing
wtep, but pansing abraptly as though her
necaning eyea dintilled some baleful infly-
ence; “"Sylphide, why are you here?
What have you come to do?*

“SWhy am I here?" came the vharp re-
tort] “are you aware that It s two mortal
woeks sinoce | have seen sither you or my
sond 1 am here to satisfy myself that 1
havg not been forgotten. Rince | haw
heert separsted from you," she coutinued
pEeanaly, “I bave become as obe mad;
the strangest fancies have taken posses-
tlon of wme. 1 imagine that you have
anbandoned me forever, that [ shall never
wee you again; a Hend keaps whinpering
in my ear that they have stolen your
heart and wmy cbild's heart from me,
Heaven help e, | doubt the wery sun-
shine which is all the warmth 1 have left
in lfel™

Bhe pressed hor hands upon her eyes
for an Instant, as though striving te blot
out some hideous proipect, then, remov
Ing them, abe coucluded In low-toned des
peration ;

ever thess horrible vagaries overpower
me, I must be so placed thar | can see
you, speak te you" I

“Impossible!™ he loterposed, firmly,
“While Clalre lives I must bot—I will
not, see you!™

“It Is true, then!" shas panted ™ my
suspicions are correct, Your paternal
solleitude s all & farce; you have clever '
Iy dissanbarrassed yourself of me ln order
to marry & woman who, lu all prebabl-
ity, Is no mare an Invalld thas | am!™

In the very desperation of despair,
Courtlandt glanced from right te left, im-
potently hoping to find some prool of a
eonvincing nature that would satiafy this
mont ohdurate of doubters; an luck would
have it, Fate stepped In at the sleventh
hour, and discovered to his wandering
oye & weblike bit of lace which Claire
had repeatedly pressed to her lips, while
she occupled the chair beside which It
had fallen unnoticed. Darting upen It
Conrtlandt beld It aloft by the twe cor
ners before Bylphide's eyes.

“Take back those words!™ he eried;
“xh, do not tum your ayss away! lLook
at that stain. Her hlood, her life blood!
Tt the sigie of it dissipate your fears;
she will not last long. Mut | conjure you
~—dmve pity wpon ber; let her die In
peace.™

Bhe crept a otap or two towards him
and lald ber hand upot his wrist

“Bo, Lucian,” she faltermd humbly,
“your house ln closed to me? And you
will not eome o me? And | may not ses
my child ™

“No, Hylphide, Yon ought to know by
this time that the word of & Conrtlundt
s inviclable; | had rather die than break
it. Bo long as (Malre shall live, 1 will
fulfill the saered duty that the title of
husband mposes—while Claire lives, yon
shall remain an utter stravger (o me. |
Hut when God In his mercy has called
the poor suffersr home to him, then we
will return te you, Leot and I, and we
will never more leave you. | swear "

“It la well," abe rejoloed, pretalog her
lips for cne Instant upen his hand, snd
then relinquishing It sa one replaces a
dead hand opon the pulesiess breast. “lt
Is well. 1 know what your plighted word
means, I will walt”

Bhe alowly gathered bor dark wraps
sbout her and prepared to depart; but,
as though the place exerted au Irreslin)-
bile apell, she turned to one of the win-
dows and sdjusting the slats of the blind,
looked out upon the sun-llt garden with
the lawn beyond.

“l am somewhat more at pesce with
mysell,” she murmured. “Bhe I» really
very I, and Lucian fesls more pliy than
love for her In bher sulferings. Btlll ¢
In of paramount Importance that I shonld
know everything that takes pace In the
house! I stand alone, forlorn; with every
man's hand agalnst me, | must have s
friend at court, here on thin very spot!
I will know from hour to hour how fures
this highway rother who his deprived me
of nnme and love, sod trampled my woth-
erhood beneath her feet. Bhould ahe be-
tray the alightes symiptoms of improve-
ment, I must know i before othors wire
pect it, so that [ may take her fate lito
my own hands. Hut whom shall | se
cure 1

The words expired In a startled whis-
per. A qulck wtep smote the plagza, and
A palr of eyes, et close to the blind,
gleamed through the open slats Inta her
own. Had fate sent her an accomplion?

'T'e be continued )
———— ———
A Price tn He Faid,

*1 thought," sald the shopper, “that
this was & bargaln; that I could got It
for & song.” |

*“Well, you can have It,"” replled the
denler, “if you ean reach a few high
notes,"—FPhiladelphia Press,

A ton of wugar beels ylelds 210

pounds of reflned sugar.
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Nell Roy (outside of room B6)-~Ray,
the gina I8 escaping In there, Country-
wan (inslde of room BI)-—No, It ain'y
1 locked the door, —Kx.

Mother—Johnny Jones, did you get
that awful cold out skating? Bon-—
Mother, 1 think 1 caught It washing
wy fave yesterday morning. —Judge,

Chumply-—1 don't know whether 1
ought to take your daughter from her
father's roof. Her Futher— 8he doosn't
live on the roof —Phlladelphin Bulle
tin.

“1 say, Broom!” *“Call me by my
whole name, If you pleane, 1t has &
bhandle to It, and It wax meant to be
used, sir.” “That's so. Well, Broom-
bhandle, how are you?¥

Curioso—Your uame Is Ephralm, i
Ity How'd your parents come to give
you that name? Modestun—1 don't

know for certaln, but I suspect It was

becauss | was a boy.—llostun Tran-
script.

“Women clalm that the way te get
on with & man s to give him plenty
of nicely cooked food ™ “Well" an-
swered Sirlus Barker, leritably, “why
don’t some of thewm try 7' — Washing:
ton Star,

A Great Debt: Nragg-—1 owe noth.
Ing to any man.  Newltt(h, yen, you
do, Rragg-—No, sir! Newitt—Oh, yes,
You awe an apology to every man who
has to listen to you blow - I"hiladel-
phia Press

Improvement at the Gas OMce: “DId
you have any lnek when you went to
complaln about the gas LY “lietter
lock than lamt month,'” apswered Mr,

Meekton; “the man didn't lsugh this
“Thera must be an end to this! When- time."—Ex |

“Funny about Ralston wanting his
former wife to get a diverce from her
second busband so that they might gt
married again” “Not very. Hae's al
ways been falling In love with other
men's w‘lta.“— Es. .

Dally Guide to Fiattery: If thers I
something on the table that the
boatess knows s so badly cooked that
she feeln bored about it, ask for more
and eat It with the greantest apparent
reliah. —Haltiraore Aterican.

“Have you any taste for Thacke

ray?" asked Mrs. Oldeastle. “No, |
can’'t say that I bave™ replied her
hoatess; “la that anything lke this
paprika they're puttin’ In everything
now I——Chicage Wecord Herald,
What be Would Rather Have Ex-
preased Differently: Gushing Lady-—
Ob, but Mr. Jones, | sbould love to be
beantiful—even If for only half an
howr! Jones—Yes; bul you wouldn't
ke the coming btmck again!
Conductor—All aboard! Please get
aboard quickly, Miss; the train Is
about to start. Young Lady-—Hut 1

wish to kisa my wslster good by, Cot |

ductor—Get aboard, get abonrd; 1I'N

attend to that for you.—Yile Hecord |

How to Hold Actors: “lIt always
makes me mad to talk to an actor. Hae
protends to listen politely, but Lis st
tention s wanderiug ull the time, Ever
notice ItY  “Neo,
them about themselves ' —FPhlladel
phia Ledger.

Owner of Flahipond (to map whe ls
trespansing)—Dou't you wee that sign,
“No fshing here? Angler—Yen, and
1 dispute It, Why, there's good fab-
ing here. lLook at this basketful, The
man must bhave been mwad whoe put
that board up,

Cholly-——A fellow told me to-day that
1 didn't know enough te go lu when It
rained, Miss Bharp—And what did
you say? Cholly—1 assuhed him it
was quite unnecessary, dooncher know,
because [ nevah go out when it raius.
Phalladelphia Ledger,

“It was only five years ago that 1
started In with our fArm at Ave doliars
s week” sald Bragg, “and vow 1 sarn
fifty &« week witiout any trouble*
“Tuat's o) It's eany to earn that,” re-
plled Newitt, “but how much do you
gor?' —Phlladeiphin Press,

lda—1 don't belleve Mr, Bmart be-
Heves my handkerchiefs are oo,
May—Why npot? Ida—1 told him |
had wy pin money wrapped In my
bandkerchlef and Jost it He said
there was a great deal of money lost
In cotton these days.—Chicago Newa.

Fond Mother—1 don't know what to
do. 1 want to send my daughter to
ecollege, and yet | don't want to send
her into the world unprotectod. Wise
visitor, who has observed the daugh.
ter's disposition—You mean that it
would be unkind to send her out Into
the unprotected world!

Never say Mgaln that a newspaper
writer Is not & master of diplomacy.
Ong of the fraternity wus to write up
the history of un old lady of 08 [l
was told she had pever s0 much am
learned her letters. Did be blurt It
out In print? Not a bit of It He

|mnls stated on his finely written

article that “she can read the fines

| print as well as she ever could"™

Punch, |

I niways talk te!
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Impure blood slways shows
somewhere, [If the skin, then
bolls, pimples, rashes. 11 the
nerves, then neuralgia, nerv-
§ ousness, depression. II the

Sarsaparilla

§ stomach, then dyspepsia,

|} biliousness, loss of eppetite,
Your doctor knows the
remedy, used for 60 years,
- Fnling fromm Ahe Coban war, | was n
plitr, Wi b ve Rl

th wat g
'] .
Peri st chredine s, e

fasarpes
Rlood

It takes two o make a gquarrel until
you have one of your own, and then it
i always the other ona who makes It

Fermanentiy L urmm Mo i o7 Rervousene

w.m l-un‘ﬂh.lldnflulﬂ"ﬂ
e nd Arial bl Lo

Rt 78 g I v Ay

LU TR 2
I Bome people think suecoss means
simply to get rich, Others think it
means merely to keep out of jJall, Ope
of these definitions s about as near
correct as the ether, says & philoso
nher

Bometimes we may learn more from
s man's srrors than from his virtues —
Locgtellow, -

Mothars will fnd Mra Winslows's Bouthing
Fyrup the bael remedy (o use for Lhelr ahilldren
during the teething peried..
| Indlans and bpegroes, as & rule, are
possensed of kester besring (than whits

people

Mnl'nnhumﬂrmmﬂl
and consumption, Try I Price 35 osnles,
st druggists,

The popoiation of Japan la twelve
times on dense a8 that of the United
Hiates.

ABSOLUTE
SECURITY,

Carter’s
Little Liver Pills.

Must Boar Signature of

CURE SICK HEADACHE.
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