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CHAPTER 1
On the deck of a gr Eastern bound |
eteamer—erowds ing hither and |

thither, balea of luggage lumbering up
the way, =sailors railway porters
tumbling over each ot the oMcers of
the ship shouting forth distracted orders,
passengers, men, women and little chil-
dren standing together in groups striving

to hear each other's trembling words of
farewell, and over all the
steam from the two great smoking fun
nels overhead

Ten minutes more and the shore bell |

will be rung and the farewells will all
have to come to an end, and the India
bound ship will have started on her way.
They clung round each other, these
poor unfortunates who were parting

some for nd some forever—re

years, a

peating the last fond word, the last
L)
1

caress over and er again, gazing b

each other's eyes despairingly as 1" h
they would fain carry away every line of
the dear face from which ey were so
soon to be seversd.

Such a couple stood thus together, a
little remote from the busy scene, near
the bulwarks of the ship. The crowded |
quay was above them, yet because every- |
body was so full of hurry and excite- |
ment, so wrapped up either with the|
business or the grief which specially en
ErOss 1 hese two pe 'l'j" stood
virtually alone—a man and a woman,
i L ¥ g and b 1 hey clasped
[} 1 = 1= i
- r 1 \

i 1

i A
t id h 1
i s and the vigor
L < Is sir g
§ 1 Rosan 11
[ L 1 W 1 a
last into her beautiful eyes, he said to
himself that life was at an end flr hir

It is | er,”” she sai l broken! f.!“
better that 1 should go away: try to
look at it in the right light jan. What
good tld I be to 14 and you
will get used to ) there are
many other things for you to live for.”

“I have n ng to live for—nothing,”

he said, gloomily; “without you life is

face as
“And yet I
should be sorrow to you
were [ to remain. Consider, Brian, how
desperate, how hopeless is our condition;
how much more terrible to bear were we
to meet constantly than when a whole
hemisphere stretched between us!™

“Abh! you might have waited—you
might have waited,” he groaned.

“What was there to wait for? Would
your uncle and his sons have died so that
we might be happy? Would any one|
have given you an appointment? Was
there any chance that even a beggarly
clerkship would tumble into your arms?|
And had we not already waited for rhi-li

|

The tears streamed over her
to answer him.

an ever present

F‘:n‘ sirove

or years; hoping against hope, striving
against certainty, leaving no stone un-
turned so that we might find only a mis-
erable hundred a year to depend upon?”’

“S8o0 youn married old Samuel Earle in- |
stead!” he said bitterly

“l have married kind-heart- }
ed man, who is good to me, ard who
has placed me above want—why go over

a worthy,

the old ground again? In these last|
f&'w n yments, Brian, spare me the rv'-:
|,-r aches whi perhaps, 1 may deserve, |
but \thu-h are certainly unavailing now."”

“Darling—darli |...' he cried, with a
passionate despair, “mine always and

ever, in heart and soul, wherever yon
may be.”

She did not cheek him. This was no
moment for the exhibition of a sham
prudery which she did not feel. Bhe
was putting a whole universe between
i

them, so that she might he as true to

the man she had married as to the man
whom she loved; and she would not in
this moment of a farewell, that was in
all human probability eternal, cavil at
the strong expression of a love which
had never been hidden between them
Her tears flowed fast, raining down
thickly upon the clenched hands which

grasped her own.

“Youn know,” she eried, suddenly
throwing back her head—"‘you know that
to my dying day 1 shall love you the
gawe, but you—you must be happy, Bri-
an, not now, I know, but after a bit, time
will reconcile you to life, and you will
marry."”

“1 shall
resolutely
Rosamond, 1
will 1 make any
you. I can always wait!
tell what changes life
Ten, twenty, fifty years!
to such a love as mine? Will it not last
forever, shall anything change or
dim its fervor? Can I not always wait
—wait on and hope?”

And so Brian, as he swore, believed
fn his own oaths, and Rosamond believ-
ed in them too. Then glancing beyond
the strong young form of the man she
loved, Mrs. Earle's eyes rested suddenly
upon another figure that came clamber-
ing up the companion stair on to the
deck, a short, fat, little old gentleman,
with gray whiskers, who emerged pant-
ingly from the lower regions, looking
bither and thither as he came up as
though in search of some one.

She neither moved fargher from Des-
mond, nor did she withdraw her hands
from his—only she tightened her hold for
one instant upon his fingers, and a swift
warning glance shot from her eyes into
his. Brian's back was turned to the
newecomer, but he understood. He gent-

marry,”” he answered
long as [ live.
swear to you that
other woman wife but
how can one
may not bring?

never
“‘never as
never

ever

screech of the |

what is time |

| and, retaining the other still in his grasp,
| turned round and met Samuel Earle as
he came towegrd them.

- Ah, Desmind! not gone on shore yet?
r\ wu are dJdetermined to see the last of
|u- then ?

- was your wife,” the
| words came out with an effort, “another
| good-by."

: “And we are hoth of us erving over
it,/ said Mrs. Earle, smiling through

wishing

| her tears; “such old friends as Brian and
I are, Sam, it seems guite terrible to us
to part.”

:l ".\.‘l‘ no
| These parti

doubt, no doubt, my
ngs are very trying, and old
|]|'1-|.\|11:\h‘1. such as you two are, must no
doubt feel i{ s0;" he looked kindly and
sympathetically from one to the other,
| Something in his benign face touched
| Rosamond twined her
| hands AT, WS

strangely, she

through her husband's

though to gather strength from contact
| with him Brian Desmond turned very
| white and fell back a step. And then
the shore bell rang

l The Oriana steamed rapidly toward
| the sea. But still Rosamond l'-‘-w‘. mo-
tionless .and tearless, gazing back upon
the swiftly vanishing shore, wh ‘e .-:l'.l
that other figure was left, solitary n«

long after all others had turne 1 away
| Brian Desmond stood on alone until his
eyes could no longer discern even the
distant ship that bore away the woman

who was lost to him forever.

" cl 'Lu"‘.', peas
Now l wonder how a

wld do, or

Daddy #

seemed to eor

would it be

ne from the
1ere down by the white mus

curtains,

1vbourne, who was engrossed
in the minute examination of the me-
chanism of a grosshopper’s thigh through
his fnu- us microscope, raised

ible head for

m a8 the smal

childish voice struck 1pon his ear
“What is my Kitten chattering about
lown there?’ he said, making a pencil

note upon the manuscript by his side

“l was only wondering if old men likel
cherry tart, Daddy?

“Whenever they can get it, 1 should
say, Kitten! Apropos of that
wise remark, and what old man are you
proposing to succulent =
fashion?"

“What old man? Oh, daddy! 1 do be
lieve you have heetles on the brain to
such an extent that you are losing your
memory. Have you forgotten that this
is the day that your friend, Mr. Des-
mond, is coming to stay with you?"

what s

regale in so

“And you call him an ‘old man,” Kitr
ten? Why, he is quite a lad.”
“You said he was thirty-eight, Dad-

dy,” replied the small voice reproachful-
ly. *“I call that quite old. Why, he is
twenty-two years older than I am, old
enongh to be my father—why, it's near-
ly forty,” in a voice of horror.

The professor laughed. “Yon must
consider me a sort of Methuselah, a fos-
gil of pre-Adamite date, then. Do you
know that I am over sixty, Kitten?”

“Ah, but you are my Daddy,” she an-
swered, with Indescribable tenderness in
her volce.

“Pray, what have you got upon your
mind, Miss Laybourne?' inquired her
father, with a smile in answer to his
daughter's last ohservation.

“Your dinner, Mr. Professor. [ have

wticed, daddy, that although you are
1 very gre at man, your intellect is often
more sluggish than mine Now give me
» man about to arrive by the 6 o'cloek
train on a certain day, my mind instantly
fixes itself upon one idea, and that idea
i# naturally dinner; your brain seems
to be brought far more slowly and with

inconceivable difficulty to this point.”
“Not at all, Kitten,”
fessor, taking up a letter which lay upon
the table: “since | have heard this morn
ing from Brian Des I[. ond that he will
pot arrive till 10 o’'clock to-night, my
intellect naturally bounded beyond the

answered the pro-

dinner hour at once, and fixed itself
upon——-""

“Supper!” interrupted Kitten, triumph-
antly.

“And what are we to have for supper,
then?"

tart cold, too; that is to say, if you
think he will eat cherry tart,”
with a curiously childish anxiety.

“But you will have to go to bed, Kit-
girls can't sit up to late sup-
Desmond s

ten; little
pers. DBesides,
see  me business, so we shall do
just as well without you to-night.”

Kitten laughed. She did not often
langh. Her fun was more often ex
pressed in a certain demure dryness pe-
culiar to herself—laughter was not, per-
haps, indigenous to the soil of the pro-
fessor’'s household; but when at rare
intervals Kitten laughed, her laugh was
very sweet to hear. It was never loud
or nolsy, it could hardly even be called
hearty, and yet it was pleasant to listen
to, llke the rippling note of a caged
bird that warbles a response to some
inner gush of feeling of its own.

She fluttered away out of the room,
her thoughts back again with the cherry
tart and the supper, and the professor
was left alone,

But he did not go back to his mlero-

upon

scope. He leaned his pale face, lined
and scored like an anclent parchment
with study and thought, upon his hand
and sighed.

“What Is to become of her?' he sald

ly dropped one of Rosamond’s hands,

I alond “Strange ecreaturs, half mine,
half her mother's, inheriting something
from each, and from both the fatal deli
cacy of constitution that was common
to us both: who Is to care for her when

1 am gone? Into whose hands am 1 to|
wild, |

leave my frail treasure, with her
untrained mind and her shrewd, sensitive
soul? Will Desmond help me, 1 wonder,
for the sake of the service 1 once ren
dered to his father? Ah, we shall see
we shall see. 1 can leave my manu
seripts and collections te my country,

but to whom shall 1 leave my c¢hild,
| sweeter legacy than any other?"
. . . . . . .

The remains of the cold supper, which
had caused so many anxious thoughts to
the young housekeeper, lay still upon
the table; ample justice had been done
to It by the late-arriving guest. A lamp |
with a wide red silk shade lighted the
room with a warm radiance, some roses
in glass bowls decorated the simple feast,
while a dish of crimson currants, piled
up high In an antique Chelsea dish, add
ed yet another touch of feminine taste

to the repast.
|

dear!

| countries,

“Why, the same thing as dinner, to
he sure: salmon trout cold, chickens |
cold, salad instead of peas, and cherry

coming to |

]
]
|
|

“The old boy has a good housekeeper,”
sald Brian Desmoad to himself, as he
leaned back in his chair,

He was a little at n loss,
understand

certalnly, to

eaactly why the sage had

asked him to come and stay with him,
Brian had no sclentifie tastes, and he
knew mnothing whatever about beetles

and grubs and winged creatures of the

nir He was not even a clever man,
according to the modern ldeas of clever
ness He was neither an author nor an

artist, Mr
erately
pensive

Desmond was simply a mod
well-educated gentleman of ex
tastes and luxurious habits,
which an acquisition of most unexpected
wealth had, within the last few
enabled him to gratify He could not
therefore, conceive why the professor,
who was an old man, and in his way a

years

great man, had chosen to seek his socie

ty Iin so miarl nanner on the

While he was pondering upon this sub
ject, Mr. Laybourne interrupted A med
tations by the following words

“Now, | daresay, y dear Desmond,
that you are at this very moment won
dering why I have invited you to come
down all this way to spend a few days
with me., 1 take it very kindly of you
I lead a life of retirement and study 1
have no inducement t ffer to & man

ind tastes, and yet you have

caAve ir 1 n
lon friends and your | | gnletles
come down and see a 1 Diog % In

Professor, Is all for me,”
nd, *“that a man

The honor,
replied Desns
wrld-wide a reputation as yo

seek the society f an insignificant per

with mso

urs should

son like myself

“Wait, wait, my friend,” interrupted
the old man, with his gentle smile, “if
you had studied animal life as much as
[ have, you would know that there is no
effect which has not a cause.

“Perhaps you have heard,
that [ was once married,”
ly, not looking at his guest.
died in child-birth.”

“Yes 7" Desmond looked up with in-
terest.

For a few seconds Mr. Laybourne was
silent, then looking up and meeting his
guest's eyes, he continued: “My little
girl is a great source of anxiety to me.
She inherits her mother’s tendency to
consumption, and, | fear, my own un-
sound constitution. IDesmond, 1 have an
original disease of the heart.™

“I am deeply distressed; are you
sure 7’

“There Is, unfortunately, neo
whatever about it. [ have been
of it for some years and | have the first
medical opinions to confirm what had
long been my own eonviction. [ am in
ne appreciable danger, I may live years
of something else, aganin | may
drop down dead this very night; what I
want to know is,” he added, with a sud-
den break in his voice, “what is to be-
come of my little girl in that case?’

Brian was uncertain how to answer;
he balanced his knife more anxiously
than ever and murmured something
about female relatives,

“She has none, not one, sither on her
mother's side all are dead. |

I'h-l.'nnnd.l
he said quiet

“My wife

donbt
AwWiare

and die

Oor my own;

have followers and worshipers by the
score; these go for mething: and [ have
also a number of professional acquaint
ances, but where among them all shall [

find a man fit to take charge of a c¢hild

a woman child?" For half a moment he
then said again, very earnestly
‘Brian Desmond, will you take the
charge of my orphan child ¥’

Brian looked startled.

“I17 I am not fit. My life Is & wan-
der g one. I am here to-day, gone to-
morrow. Sometimes [ travel
sometimes [ spend months in |
the racket of a Londos season; do you |
m-h-wt think such a map as | am can be

t for the charge of a ehild?*

The professor sighed deeply.

{I.'lll‘l"L

she added, | you decline,” he said, sadly.

“No, no, do not think that. Bnat your
prr.]nmn]n'l is s0 strange, so unexpect-
ed: give me but a moment tr» think. Ah!
yes, I have a cousin, a sweet, good
with “ehildren of her own; your |
could be left with her and

woman
little girl
1 could see
wonld be a happy home for her; 1 am
sure she would take her giadly. Mr.

child's future, I will do what you ask of

me,
(T'o be eontinned.)

" 1t All Depends,

“Don’t you tbink,” sald he, “that
singleness of purpose is an admirable
trait in a man?’

“It 1s,” she answered frankly, “un-
less it tends to make a confirmed bach-
elor of him.”

Wages In Russian factories are 2
cents an hour and upward. There are
thousands who work for a eent an
hour, and tens of thousands who do
not receive B0 cents a day for 10, 11

and more hours work.

in wild |

“Then |

after her o~casionally; that |

Laybourne, do not be uneasy about your |

HOW TO SLEEP AND WHEN.
A Phyniclan'es Advice on the Bulject—=
‘ Kxercise, Huthing and Eating.
The following brief quotations are
from “Sleep and Its Regulation,” by
Dr. J. Madison Taylor, In The Popular
| Sclence Monthly :
‘ During childhood and  exhaustive
states too much sleep s rarely possi
|lllu For those In full tide of vigor
{ too much sleep 18 often distinetly hurt
| ful,
[ The actlon of narcotics presents
|
|

none of the characteristics of normal

sleep except the temporary arrest of |

consclousness; hence

true sleep,

narcosls s oot |

The best position to assume In sleep |
to lovite the least disturbance of the |

functions of the great

the abdoment, or nearly so

Many obscure foris of digestive or |

clreulatory
Initinted In Infancy through lying too
:Inux upon the buack.

To secure the most perfect repose

orguns is on |

disorders may have been |

the temperature of all parts should be |

Cold
und It

equaliged before retiring
Induce delay In securing sleep,
s then shallow when attalned

It s most unwise to overfill the
stomach before retiring: thas disturbs
gleep almost as much as hunger, bhut
moderate eatlng
hurtful,

“lk!_\'

loose,

hefore sleeplng Is not
and Is often salutary
shoulid be

clothing at night

not dense, permitting the ready
passage of alr, never of wool next to
the skin.

Bed clothing should not be too close
of texture, blankets being preferable
to dense “comfortables™ and not
“tucked In" Alr should be

allowed to pass occasionnlly

Limn -'.'n-ﬂ‘l_\
under the
sldes at least turns about more

or less freely.

s ohe

Early rising Is a salutary custom,

especially when the day comes early,
not otherw ise

More sleep s required In winter than
in summer, The Is bwd Jdu

Ing the hours of darkness

st sleep

e -.!----;-.hg room should be
abundant air being
This should not be Intervreted to mean
that the room may
cold

In the modern

culosis fresh alr Is re

nlways admitted
salely remaln In
tensely

treatment of tuber

ognized to be
Imperatively and all
night Artificial heat can,
be supplied along with the
till the temperature of the
at or near 50 or 55 degrees Fahren
helt, for some even ‘W deg

helt.

needed all day
niud shonld,
fresh nlr,

room be!

srees Faliren

THE TRAGIC ISLE,

Bome of the Abuses Which Prisoners
on Sakhalin Suffer,

Sakhalin, the Island which Japan Is
taking, or rather, retaking, from Hus
in, Is the place to which Russia sends
her violent convicts. The conviet st
Siberia has some llberty to
him for his detentlon, but the convict
at Sakhalin none. When a party of |
conviets (having been pronounced “vio
lent"”
station) Is landed at Sakhalin the pro-
cesslon to the jall Is as follows: Flrst
among the prisoners come men with
fetters on their legs nnd lInked togeth
er In palrs, the clanking of thelr chains |
making a lagubrious noise. Next come
half & dozen men ench without fetters,
but secured by the hands to a long
fron rod. Then follow female prison-
ers and after them the most affecting
part of the whole- the wives and ch!

console

dren who have elected to accompany |

into exlile thelr husbands and fathers.
Behind them rumble “telegas,” or
rough wagons, wherein are transport
ed baggnge and those chilldren who are
too yonng or infirm to walk.

When on the march the prisoners
are allowed three poundds of hread and
one-half pound of ment ench day,
they are not forbidden to
alms,
destination their lot Is a pitiful one.
Thelr cells are damp and fungus cov
ered, their food I8 less than the allow
ance during the Journey nnd their
'work In the wmalt mines is
hausting.
| very lgnorant.

and
Fess |V

Few of them oan read

‘all put to the same Iaborious work and

feet |

ular and painful perods,
in a very precarious condition and | was "
anvious to lind something to restore my

health and strength.

aver

shall never be witheut it,

MRS. EMMA FLEISSNER,

Euffered Over Two Yenrs—Health Wan
In a Preearions Condition=—Cnused
by Pelvie Catarrh,

N
o Y
HEALTH anp STRENGTH
RESTORED BY
PE-RU-NA
Mrs. Emmma Fleissner, 1412 Bixth
Ave., Beattle, Wash., Worthy Treas-
urer Sons of Temperance, writes
“I suffered over two years with rreg. ’

My health was

‘I was very glad to try Peruna and
delighted to find that it was doing me
good , I continned to use it a little

three monthe and found my

troubles removed.

“1 consider & a splendid medicine and
taking & dose

occasionally when | feel rua down and

tired.””

(ar filles contain thousands of testi-
moniale which Dr. Hartman has re-
ceived from gratelunl, happy women

who have been
biis remedy, Pernna.

restored to health 'v’

The Young Fhilosopher,
“'Nother plece of ple, please, pa.™
“But you haven't Solshed your frst

plece."”’

not to eat fast
aecond plece now [ shan't eat so fast,

because |
second plece will be gone when [ get

But yon know you teld me
And If you give me &

“No, PA.

won't be afrald that the

through with the first plece. Flease,
pa."—Cleveland Plaln Dealer.
Brarz ov Ome, CiTy or ToLwwo, |
Lucas t oumty,
Fraxx J. (uexey makss oath that he e ’

But when they arrive at their |

most ex- |
Many of the prisoners are |

| excepting the Caacaslans, but they are '

|

{In the event of thelr being physically |

lunable to perform thelr allotted tasks
thelr punishments are very eruel,
The English “eato'-nine-talls” s
| nothing to the terrors of the “bodign.*
In this Instrument of torture the pris-
oner I8 8o fixed that he ean nelther
move nor cry out, and wire thongs
'bound at the end with polnted tin
strike his back at frequent Intervals,
Other tortures to which prisoners are

the prisoner is prevented by gags from
obtaining the poor relief of a scream.
Surely the horrors of the salt mines
of lletskaya are nothing compared
with the abominations of Sakhalln,—
Pall Mall Gazette,

Wise and Wealthy Treasure.

“Well, you married a wealthy wom-
an. Is she the treasure you hoped
for?'

“Can’'t say she is. Bhe won't give
me any of her money.”

‘“Then, by George! she is a treas-
ure. B8he not only has money but
tommon  senade, tool" — Cleveland
Leader.

|subjected are too dreadful to l\'l’“ni
about, and during all these tortures

l

going to thrash him

three

;-nlar partper of the fArmofl ¥ J Cugnsy &
v s Co.,doing businesain the Clty of Todedo, Coun-
by the governor at the Siberian ty and Fiate aforesalid, and that sald frm will
pay thawuwm of ONE HUNDRED DOLLARS for
each and every case of Caranni thet cansot be
cured by the use of HatiL'nCatTanmm Cune

PRANK J CRENEY,
Fworn to befors me and subscribed In rnr

presence, this 6tk day of Becemine, A D )

AW, GLEABON,

{
’.,.1,; Motary Fublie.
o —

Hall's Catarrl Cure (s taken laternally, and

acts directly om the blood and mwaeous surfaces
ol the lrlu-rn

!‘bn A for teatimaniale, free

( Hl‘ti’l & (D, Toledo, O,
FolA by I'rln ' intn, 7

Hudl's Fuauily Illnu’inml-t.

Strenwous LG

“Say.,” roared the irate citizea as he

rushed into the ofice of the village week-
Iy, "“whera's the edtor?™

“Want to see Bhie personally ¥ queried
BAr ofMice hﬂf.
“You bet | dey” answered the L. ¢. “I'm

within an inch of

his lifee Nee?
“Oh, all right..,” answered the boy.
| “Just have m weat, please Thers are

nthers she ad of vou”™

St. Jacobs Ol

for many, many years has cured
and continues to curs

RHEUMATISM
NEURALGIA
LUMBAGO
BACKACHE
SCIATICA
SPRAINS
BRUISES
SORENESS
STIFFNESS
FROST-BITES

Price, 25¢c. and 50¢.
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