® FATE’S

CHAPTER XVIL

At her win' end for a resssuring
reply, poor Claire fung her arms about
the oM man's neck, and plllowed her
heud upon his breast, whils he, made un-
responsive by the horror which had taken
posscssion of him, mtood cold and righd
as a wtatue, offering her no support,

“You must know, dear father,"” she
began, “that 1 loved my husband, aml
I told myself that he would vever love
me. The thought unwested my reason
untilt 1 fancied that cruel fate was pur
suing me, ever crying in my eara, ‘you
have agreed to die, and yet you still lvel
Goaded to desperation, | forgot you and
mother, and | planned the fatal desught.™

“And this wan was so biind as to be
anable to road the direful secret Iln your
sonl!™ he crind unappeased, “It was Lis
indiMerenon that has driven you to de-
spair! e has no beart! Flad he him-
salf poured out the polson, he could not
seom more culpable in wmy eyoal™

“Ob, fmther, father™

She was trembling now with such dire
apprehension that she wan foreed to eling
to him for anpport. Her agisation wem-
od to exasperate Philip Burgess the
more,

“Heaven he pralsed™ he ejacalated,
“thut 1 am neither so oM nor infirm that
I eannot hold & weapon! 1 will kill him,
kill the rogue or fool, whichever he may
be, who has so mispsed the angel whom
1 intrusted to his keoplog!™

“Father,” she sald, fixing bor magnetic
eres upon his face, “since | still Hve,
ginee | have agreed to live, beliave me,
it ¥ only hecanse a fresh hope has found
fta way to my heart, a hope imparted
by him.™

“By him!™ mutterad Phillp Burgess,
incredulonsly, “What has hie done that
should deserve pardon at our hands ¥

“During the torrible crisis of yeslonday
and Jast night he never deverted my bed-
side, even for & minute. He seut every
one away, and watched by me aloae,
When [ lapsed Into slumber, [ felt my
hand molstened by his borming teams,
When I awoke he was there by my side,
and | asked myself whether this meant
remorse. In the early gray of he morn-
ing he left me, thinking that | alept, left
me with the lmprint of his burning lips
upon my brow, and [ ssked wmysell
whether this could be love?”

She had spoken the trath, and her
plaintive words carried conviction with
them. The old man was touchsd, and the
ready tears welled from their fonws, and
plashed upon her bowed head.

“It may be so, my dnrling,” he mur-
mured; “heaven grant that it ls wo! Cowme,
let ne go to Lim together and see ™

As be cast his arm about her walst,
and laid her bead gently upon his shoal-
dor na dhey enteerd the shadowy hall, oyt
in the garish sunlight, unseen hands
partad the hedge that fringed the lawn,
and (he face of Nemenls glared through
Hrid, haggard, veagelul~the face of Byi-
phide Couramont!

“Alive!” she panted in dlemayed sur-
prise. “That erenture lives! 8o all In
vain bhas heaven removed the first abstia-
cle which separates me (rom Luclan. 1
am froe—yet ahe lvea!™

It would have been an appalling study
to have looked into her soul then, as she
let the shubs spap back into place, gath-
ered the rich draperies of her sable at-
tire about bher, and =ith a rapld step took
ber way up to the villa,

As fate wonld have it, she erossed the
sheltered nook where Camille had taken
refuge after hia alarm caused Ly the
vision of lanocett Claire at the uncur
talned window. At Bylphide's approach
Camille apramg showt, and feced ber, s
though she, too, were anotber haunting
spovier.

“Camille!™ she sald, herself surprised.

“Mre. Tlastings!"

“Hush! You mast not knew mas, must
never have seen me——""

Her words were cut slcrt by the joy-
oun crimm of little Loon, wha, in hot pur-
suit of n sportive Srier, enme bounding
in amang Cae trees. Instantly Sylphilde’s
eyvs ahot fire,

“Ioave me wi'th this chlld"” she
breathed, knperatively. “Go lute the
avenue and wait for me. | have much
of lmportance to say to you. Uo, go
quick!™

As the man only too readily obeyed
the comumsind, she knelt with outwtretchad
arma, and accoded the boy, who had
whandoned his pursuit, and drawn him-
self up o military array before the veilad
{otruder,

“Leon—my son!™ she cried, beseech-
Ingly, her voles softening 10 & yearnlog
tendormess,

“No, he anawered, proudly: “1 am
sot your son; I amt mamma's son”

“But 1 am your mamuna, my darling."”

“Oh, no, you're not! My mamma Is
mamma Clalre, my white mammal™

“Thet woman agaln,” groaned Byl-
phide. “They have robbed me even of
sy child, But I will repay them! He
ahall go with me. Wo shall soe, Lucian,
wheder you will not follow me then!"

Bhe eaught at the boy, who struggled
to free himself,

“Leon, come to me, come!" she plead-

ed.
“No, no!” he screamed, in terror. “Lat
ma go! Let me go! 1 do not know you!"
His frantic cries, mingled with the
barkiong of the little dog, attracted Claire
spot. As she
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Ing in ehildish terror to her roba. |

“lLeon!™ evclaimed Claire, pawsing in
the shadow of the trees, “what e the
matter 7 while Syiphtde regained her
{eet, a8 her pallid lips framed the words:

“AL lamt!™

“Who arm you, madam?' demanded
Clalre. “Where waore ypu going with my
son 1™

“Your son!" hissed Sylphide, throwing
back bor vell, whose thick folds stifled
her.

“8he anyn she s my mamma,” walled
Lean.  “Tell her she b not! Oh, say wo,
taroena

Clalre wavered an  instant, etricken
with a sudden convietion,

“His wother!” sla fakered, *'1 know
yon mow. Madam, you are Sylphide
Couramont.™

“Yea,”" came the defiant reply: “I am
Sylphide Couramont, and his mother, Hut
he repulses iny caressos; he doos Dot even
recognise me."

“I undorstand your grief, madam, and
I pity you™ |

“Indeed? 1 am worthy of pity, am 1
not? I s wrotehed (ndeed rinoe heaven
and enh bave conspired to betray me
I have been robhbed of my name and for
tune, and of the man 1 loved. | have
been robled aven of the childd for whose
snke | deacended Into the valley of the
shadow of death.™

“What brings you hers, madam ™ mur-
mured Clalre, terrifiod by her vehemenos; |
“why (o yoo sesk to soter my home?" |

“Your homa!" sneered Bylphide; “are
you golng to summon your people to eject
me? It in true that | lave ventured ¢o
Intrude upon your home, but what single
thing have you which does not come from
me? You lay dylng wpon s miserable
pallet In New York; three montha only
you had to live, your father and mother
ware famishing; father, mother, husband,
child, and life Itaelf, 1 gave you all! And |
you dare to tell me 1o my face that | am |
in your home!
ungrateful.”

Trombling with alarm, poor Clalre re
plied: |

“It is true that without yopr interfer- |
ence | vbould now parbaps have been In
my grave; but if you have saved my life,
confews that you did not intend to; if you |
have married me to Luoclan Courtlandt, |
you chose me, as you have Just admbted, |
hecause you considered me condemned to
death. Now, what can [ do to repay |
you?! 1 am prpared for anything—but
death.”

“1 demand nothing, wish nothing, ex-
pect nothing from you™

“Then why are you here? Oh, | dread
to umderstand! Yoa came expecting to
find me dead, Well, your hope has prov. |
od delusive, You need remain no longer.”

Those final words appeared to contain |
the venom of a deadly serpent for Syl |
phide. !

“I shall pot depart until 1 have seen
Lacian.” she rald, Srmly.

“Lucian!” gasped Claire in diemay;
“you shall not see him; 1 do not choose |
that he shall see you. 1 am mill very !
weak, madam, but | think 1 can summon
the strength of a lloness to my ald In |
defonse of my happiness! Besldm, you
know that he no longer loves you.™

“No longer loves me!™ hissed the cnr‘
my; “pray, how do you know thet? How |
ean you judge of the empire which | have |
exeried over him? Ah, 1 do not come
unarmed; | bring with me the memory of |
three years of passionate Jove!"

“I tell you, you shall not see Luclan!
I am bia wife before the law!"

“At all avents you shall give me my
child™

“No, no! Btand back!™

“Stay! What are you doing hera 7

The few bt lmperative words eut
shor. the terrific mtruggle of & moment,
and as the two women recolled, httle
laowm flew Into his father's arms,

“Hmbrace your child, if you will"
Luclan Cogrtlande rald to Sylphide bt
bonr in mind that he s gleo my son, and
hio shall pever ave me. Now, you necd
debay your departure no longer."

She retumed Lis stern look with lences
of fire.

“Have you not henrd the newa?” she
mked, with swift Intensity; “slavery has
beeti sbollshed;: T am froe!™

“But I sm not free” he auswered
stondily; “you remember onr compact—
while Clalre lives we are to remaln strans
gers. You bave violated your outh, Fare
will—forever!"

Bhe faced hor doom as the great oak
breasts the storm; she paused an instant
irresolute, then lowered her vell and tum-
ol nway. Presently she wtopped and
looked back to fnd Clalre nestling In her
hnsbhand's armus

“Farewell,"” she breathed, “but not for-
over, We ahall meet onos again, Lueclan
Courtlamdt, once again—on the day of
reckonlag!™
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Milssful Voyaae.

Mra. Noah was very happy.

“Just think,” she mused, as she
emptied the wuds out In the sea, “we
have two of everything, even flatirons,
and no nelghbors to borrow them."

Hardly Fair Exchange,
“Yes, he went up to Dom's to pre
sent his sult”
“Wihat did he get?”
“A mitten from Dora and a boot
from bher Iather,”

| lond of them In the street he la confi-

HOSPITAL PETS,
LOLLLLLOLLLLLLS

Of army, navy and other semipublle
pets much that s entertalolng han
beons written, Hospltal peta are not so
well known, but It ls easy to Imagine
the pleasure they give to & ward full
of little patients, and no one could
doubt the statement of & nurse, In the
Howplital, that they bLrightén many a
weary hour of convilescence and ma-
erially help townrd a cure,

The first pet of which the nurse tella
In Jumbo, a wise old tortolse, which

IIlw'd. moved and had his happy belng

in a chiidren's ward In a New York
hospital His  curlous  wanderings
about the ward, his clumay galt, his
ale of antlquity and wisdom enused
mnny & child to forget pain: and to
have Jumbo on the bed was the high-
eat reward the stalf nurse could prom-
ne to a little patlent for good bebavior
during the surgeon's vislt,

“Nurse Jildy" was a fox-terrior which
for Arteen years, was o close and lovs
Ingly compasstonate friend to every
little tnmate of a children's wird n a
London hospital, None knew better
than Nurse Judy that a dog that lives
in & hospital must not bark, for there
were Httle alck onea whose sleep must
be disturbed. RNarking was the only
canine privilege denled her, and she
was always cheerful under this ordeal
of sllence, and mwore than mwost of hee
kind, she learned to expresa ber Joy
by wugging her stumpy taill,

“Grpsy,” another tervler, han thken
Nurse Judy's place, and Is siready so
wine & probationer that some of the
nurses say they “conld almost trust
her to take a temperature™  Gypay
plays ball with the convalesconts, and
nlways bhas a Sapta Clans pocket of
ber own at Cheistinas, The only b
erty she will not tolerate from the
children Is the attempt to “commans
deer” any of her own special property
from the top drawer, whers It 1y kept.

A monkey named Glovannl was
opce A ward pet tn a lttle hospital In
Leghorn, Italy. Origloally he had be
longed to an Itallan, whose dylng wish
was that his monkey might stay with
him to the last. The good Sisters who
acted an nurses did not quite know
what to do with the awkward legacy
bequeathod them Ly the friendless

Verily, madam, you “.lnit‘i man, but Glovanni's big eyes sald

|as plaluly as posalble, “Don't send me
lout to face a friendiess world! lan't
It gnough for a monkey to loss his lov-
Ing master without losing the home
be has found here?”

His mute simisn eloquence prevall-
ed. Glovann!l was adopted, aml be-
came known as the “Count” The Bls-
ters grew very fond of him. [He
amused the children, and at length be-
came as much a fxture an one of the
plllars of the hospltal gate,

Two chameleous llved and died in a
children's ward In a London hosplital,
They did not live long, —~chamelsons In
captivity never do.—but they were a
great source of Interest and wonder
while they Uved, and thelr changing
color under the children's very eyes
was a constant mystery and delight.

| A wise little boy patient once Inform-

od the ward that It was “only conjur-
Ing, like that chap did at our school
treat” HBut It was never guite clear
to the others whether the conjuring
wan done by the chameleons or was a
trick of the nurse who owned them.

SUPERSTITIONS OF THE STAGE. |

Opals Tempt Fate, hut Emeralds Al-
ways Lucky,

“About the pet superstitions of indl- |
viduals In the profession there is al
most no end,” says Clarn Morrie. “"One
man has a horror of barrels, especially |
empty ones, and If he sees & wagon |
dent of coming misfortune, But he |
han & counter-balancing comfort lu the
possession of a caul, which bhe always
earries with him, belleving thar it
shields bl from violent death, ‘The
late John MeCullough always went to
the theater by the sume road he took
the first time, If Le got as far as the
door of the theator and_ sufdenly re-
membered that he hiad been tempred
out of the poucstomed way, bhe would
go cleur back to his hotel and take a
fresh start and always follow the ae-
customed route. | remember when
Baralh Bernhardt wus hore for the firat
time she manifested a positive dread
and horror of the color yellow, nnd,
indeed, that Is sbared, to some extent
at least, by a good many people. A
very prominent aetross of our day has
an ablding faith that disaster I8 cor-
tain If ever the curtaln, baving started
on its ascent, Is allowed to roturn to
the floor instead of golng up, snd will
Insnist, whether nll Is rendy to ring up
or not, that once moved it shall rise,
even If the empty stage has to wait
Emeralds are regarded as very lucky
Jewels, but very few professionais will
tempt fate by wearing that most beas
tiful and most unlucky of stoues, the
opal, I'm not at all superstitious my-
self, yet 1'd regard that man an ene-
my of mine who wonld offer to glve me
an opal."—Woman's Home Cowpanlon.

We like all sorts of boys, but boys
are abused so much that we are partie-
ularly fond of good ones. If you know
& good boy, let us hear about blw; we
would like to pralse him,

This falling of your halr!
Stop It, or you will soon be
bald. Give your hair some
Ayer's Hair Vigor. The fall-
ing will stop, the hair will

Hair Vigor

grow, and the scalp will be
clean and healthy, Why be
satisfied with poor hair when
you can make ft rich?
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Difcalt Norseback Feat
There are no better horsemen In the
world than the cavalry officers of the
ltallan army, yet even mmong them
there are very fow who could perform
the feal recently achleved by one of
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To run an erdinary fool race In eany
enough, but to run at fall sped for
severn! hupndred yards holding In one
hiand a spoon ot which rests an g
and to reach the goal without dropping
the egg Is a feat which must be prac
ticed carefully a long thme before It
ean be performed suecessfully, and as
& result there are nol many who can
be wure of accomplishing It whenever
they 1ry Great, therefore, was the
stirprise when an (fallan aMeer mount
ed on horseliack performed this wifh-
cult feat. Moreover, he selectd &
course in which there wers twa or
three high fences, and these he cleared
at full gallop without losing the egg

A Sure Protection.
Rarton, N, Dak., May U —=Many cnmes

are being published of how diseases
have been cured and lives saved by
Dodd's Kidney Pills, but there s a
family in this place who use this reme-
dy as a protection against the coming
on of diseases and with excellent re-

mulia,

e 1
Mr. W, A, Moffet mays: ““We have iﬂmgr
no very rerious Hliness or complaint for O
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wo nlways use Dodd's Kidney Pills the |

very moment we feel the least symplom |
ol slckneoss and they scan put us right,
If we bave & tonch of lame back or
think the kidneys are not right, we

No Moom.
Oldwed—Dae you sud your wifs guar

rel?

Newwed—-Na, we live In & flat and

take & fow Dodd's Kidoey Pills and the here s no room for drgument. — Manl

symptoms are soon all gone,

"My birother had din'etes and the
doctor told him he could not live urtll
spring. | gat some Duodd's
Fills lor bim and sithough that was
veversl voars ago, he has Hved through
all the winters and springs sinee and s |
still living. Duodd’s Kiduey Pills are
& wonderful medigine."

Not Making a Good Suart,

In the New Zealand Medieal Journal
appears this story: On walking to the
walfold n solomy procession a criminnl
once callsl o the governor of the
prison: “Jost ollige me, guv-pnor, by
telling me the™May ¢ the week.™ “Mon-
day.” auswered the surprised governor,
“Monday,” exclalmed the prisoner In
disgusted tones. “Well, this ‘ere's &
fine way of beginning » week, aln't
1Y And be marched on with dlesstis-
faction Lwprinted on every line of Lin
face.

waorld to do wilh my sun
ruver

tobs Free ['resa

Mothars will And Mra. Winslows's Seeilhing

Kidney ®Syrupihs bast remady (o ves for thalr chlldren
duriog Lhe wething peiied..

MNight in Mis Lins
Mother—I dou't know what In the
e s & born

Nelghbor—Why vot make s Methodist

minister of him?

The Cear & Tyrant.

Mra. Lakoside—The atrocities of Ras

slan tyramny wre perfectly awful

Friend—What have you leamed?
Mpra. Lakesile—1 saw In a paper this

worniug that ia Husis no one s permit-
ted to marry more than Ove times
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