Mrs. Emma Siolt, of
Appleton, Wisconsin

“A Neighbor Advised Me to Use Peruna.
I began to Improve at Goce,"”

/g'_ .‘ s u;/,.‘_
MRS. EMMA STOLT

Mo, Emma Btolt, 1060 Onelda Bt,,
Alrpll'l'illl Wis., writes

“Peruns has done me a great deal of
kood wince [ began taking it and I am
slways glad 1o #peak a good word for it

“Threo years ago | wae in a wretehed |

condition with backaches, bearing down
pains, and nt timed was so pore and lume
that I counld not move about. I had
Inflammation and  jiritation, and al-
though 1 used different remedies, they
did me no good .

"*A neighbor who had been using Pe-
runs advised me to try it, and | am
glad that I did. [ began to lmprove as
#00n ax 1 took it and [ felt much better.

“I thank you for your fine remedy,
It is certainly a godsend to sick women.”

Catarrh of the Internal Organs

Mies Theresa Bertles, White Church,

CHAPTER XXVI.—(Continued.)

Bhe pressad her hands upou her head,
and there was Inclplent madoess In ber
eyem, ns she muttered, “Oh, thou who hath
my fute In thy hands, Npare my reason,
that | may have vengeauce upon that
wretch |

“There was not a erime that the villalo
did not lay to your charge.”

“And you could listen to It all? whe
sald, sadly,

“Not without twice striklug bim to the
grouud.”

“Bless you —bless you for that!” she
erled, ferveutly. *“Oh, that you had kil
ed him! Bat no; I would not have had
that, for then you would have robbed me
of my veugeance."

“Unbappy woman! Do not talk of
veugeance,"” answered, reprovingly
“This man sald that but for yeur mach!
| nations the wortgage money would have
| been forthecoming. Ob, Eleonore, this
eaunot be trye "

"1 would have lald down life to
Ianve I'-'nrh)dihl._" she ecrled. “Oh, do
{ not think me such a wretch as that! But |
| 1 feel that ‘he has woven such a mesh
round me that [ know not what | may |
have done unwittingly The anonymous
| letter | gave you | obtained from him
Il now see It was & snare—] saw |t !hrl
|Instant you told me he was Interested in
|th¢- mortgage . and it was that wmvh’
{threw me into the fts last night. | have |
been to his office this morning, trying Mi

he

my

Mo., writes [se¢ him. | ean feel that he has made me

I suffered with catarrh of the Lo |8 tool in bringing about this ruin: but I:
mwach, bowels and Internal organs. I'lvvld" 26t know how NESe ) 59 Net. ey
erything I ate seemed to hurt me. 1/%¢ Il";"'“'";‘_ gullty Rl
nesver hand o passage of the bowels with. yt 40 not,” he anawered, solemnly.

. I must make one more confession, |
out taking medicine. | was so tired .
mornings, and ached all over I had am the child you saved from the wreck. |
i i L

’ Iy I'.ll 1 r:; e d nh' ‘I' ll. .I But I did pot know it untll 1 heard lhl‘I
pain in my left side, and the least ex story from your lips; and it was the |
ertion or excitement made me short of ewful fatality that was enshrouding us |
breath. I am Eleo- |

""Now, after taking Peruna for »slx
monthe, | am as well as | ever was
FPeruna has worked wonders for me. |
elieve Peruna is the best medicine in
the world, and I recommend it to my
friends."”

At Culross Abbey in Fife, Scotland. a
tombatone has been found which s be
lieved to date from the fourth century of
the Christian era

Sometimes It Does,

Teacher—Tommy, do you know what
an epic Ia?

Tommy Tucker
you take that makes you sick
stummick.

Yes'm. It's something
to your

No Chanece,
“"Does your husband indulge In Ennies
of chance?"

“No, Indeed.”

“But I thought he played the races?*
“8o he does”

“But that's a game of chance ™
“Not with him."-—Houston Post,

Then They Clinched.

Floorwalker—1'd be ashamed to let
my trousers bag as yours do. You ought
to have them creased once In a while.

Bookkeeper—If my shins were as sharp
as yours | wouldn't have any more trou-
ble in keeping my trousers creased than
You do.—Chicago Tribune.

Golng Too Far.

“look here,” exclalmed the leading
man, as he entered the green room :
“when 1 kissed you In the third act
some of the ~oloring came off your
cheeks and got on my face,'

“You villain!"™ saapped the Irate
leading lady.
“Oh, that's all right, madam. 1 don't

mind belng a villain, but I don't want
to be a deep-dyed villaln.”

Determined Optimiam,

“Grandfather, how have you managed
to retain your hopefulness and your
faith in human nature?"

“My dear, I avoid modern fiction, nev-
er go to see A spoclety drama, and read
nothing in the newspapers that has a dis-
play head over it.”

How Marbles Are Made,

Most of the stone marbles used by boys
are made In Germany. The refuse only
of the marble and agate quarries is em-
ployed, and this is treated in such a way
that there is practically no waste.

Men and boys are employed to break
the refuse stone into small cubes, and
with their hammers they acquire a man
velous dexterity. The little cubes are
then thrown into a mill consisting of a
grooved bedstone and a revolving runner,
Water is fed to the mill and the runner is
rapidly revolved, while the friction does
the rest,

In half an hour the mill is stopped
and a bushel or so of perfectly rounded
marbles are taken out. The whole pro-
cess costs the merest trifle.—Philadelphia
Record.

Unele Allen,

“'A man may smile and smile, and be
& villain still,’ quoted Uncle Allen
Sparks; “but I've known crooked men
that could keep their faces just as
straight as anybody else.”

The town of Torquay, England, has
adopted a bylaw to prohibit people from
using bad language even In thelr own
bouses.

that made me fly from you
the

nore de Bolssonas,
jpl-‘f ure,.”

[  *I have felt that it was mo all along"
' he answered, sadly : “but | never dared
to ask of you a confirmation. Poeor child,
iwh; should 1 blame you? You have been
Do free agent: you have been but an in
istrument in the hands of a resistless des |
tiny. When, in John Trevethick’'s cot
tage, we were plighted to each other, and |
[ I pronounced the words, ‘Death alone can |
separate us,’ Death was at our side. As
we left the altar, Death was the first
object our eyes fell upon: and [eath
ls about us now In this our last meeting
Before 1 go,” he went on, “let me warn
you that this Wylie has threatened to
have you arrested upon some charge. You
had better at once seck some
abode.”

| “Have me arrested’
cried. “But you are right, and 1 will |
|l-'t upon this caution: for there is no
|n.tr--!mr)- he would not go to take AwWaAYy
my liberty.”

namesake of that

other

for what?” she |

“Beek no revenge upon bim, for my
sake; avold everything that may lead to
exposure. My lawyer, Mr. Briggs. will

have instructions to pay over to yon ||T1i
application such sums as I can send you |
out of my earnings abroad; and here are |
| four five pound notes.* J

“I shall never go to him for money ’
{40 not leave me any!" she answered
through her sobs.

But he placed the notes upon the tahlé,
and once more moved towards the door.

"let me kiss your hand,” she said, en-

treatingly,

He held out his hand. She took it,
gnzed upon it for a moment, kissed it
passionately, and bedewed it with tears.

Even then, spite of all, so powerful
was the within him, that he
could scarcely refrain from raising and |
pressing her to his heart, in last
wild embrace, But he conquered the |
weakness,

His hand slides from her clasp—one
lingering look—their eyes meet for the
lnst time on earth-—and then he is gone,
and she lies senseless upon the floor !

. . . . . . .

“Freeman,” said Eleonore, after she
had revived, “I must not sleep in this
house to-night. Wylie nas threatened ta
have me arrested upon some trumped-up
charge, and he dare not 1et me be loose,
If he can help i, after what has passed.
We must go to our old home until morn-
Ing, and then think of some better place
of concealment. The servantsa must be
discharged, and this house shut up.”

Mr. Wylie did take out a warrant, as
he lind threatened. The charge being the
abduction of Miss Constance Grierson ;
the proof produced by him the very letter
which had been written in his office un-
der his dictation. But the policeman who
came to execute It found the bird had
flown.

old love

Oone

CHAPTER XXVII.

In a dimly lit bed chamber in a remote
district of London, towards the close of
a dark December day, sits a woman at
needlework—a middle-aged, placid-looking
woman. Upon a table near at hand are
medicine bottles, cups, glasses and other
paraphernalin of a sick chamber. After
a time, there ls a movement within the
closely drawn curtains of the bed, and
Mra, Freeman rises and pulls them aside.

“Is that you, Freeman?" asks a faint
volce.

“Thank heaven, you are conscious once
more, Kleonore! I never thought I should
hear you speak again.”

“Arthur—what of him?"

“He Is supposed to bave left the ocoun-

try. Nothing has been beard of him, that
I can learn, since the day of his father's
funeral.” '

A stifled wob ecame from the bed.

“And that wretch, Wylie, is now
the master of Penrhyddyn, where I bhad
once hoped to be gueen.”

vile

“If ever a man wold himself to the Evil
to obtain all his wishies, that fnan ls
Wylle !" wald Mrs, Freeman, emphatically
“For every one of his vile schemes have

(e

turned up trumps.”

“"How about Constance's fortune?”

“Bhe has lost every penny of it.”

“l am glad of that. 1 am klad that
almost the same day that blighted my life
blighted hers too !"

“Do not be so malicious, Eleonore ! Be-
sides, you have no reamson to be in this
case, for Miss Grierson would have lent
SBir Launce the money pay off the
mortgage if she had not been carried off
Just at the time. 8She had arranged it
all with some lawyers. But as soon as
she was out of the way, Wylle went t
them, and said that Miss Grierson ha
changed her mind, and the money was not
to be paid.”

“And it was 1—1 who contrived her
abduction—-who was the means of pre-
venting this; and he made me the tool to
work my own destruction. From whowm
did you hear all this?"

“From Mr, Stafford. As woon as Miss
Grierson was released and came home
and told how your letter had led her into
the ambuscade, he rushed down to Bromp-

to

ton in a terrible rage, and | bappened
to be in the house.” |

There was a long sllence, and then |
Fleonore said, “1 shall sell off my furni-
ture—everything at Brompton—turn it |
all into money ; and I want you to see to
It at once for me.”

Khe was naturally very exhausted after
this conversation, and fell, soon after she

had spoken those last words, into a deep
sleep,

“Where ean the
Mrs. Freeman to herself.
have been back long ago. | must go out
before the shops shut, and [ shall have to

nurse be”™ muttered

£EO Al Oonme,
I think | might venture to leave her.”

Bhe had not left the
ten minutes when KEleonore awoke,
was still, the nurse had not returned, and

the patient was alone. The room was very |

dim and shadowy, llumined as it was
only by a rushlight.
She called “Freeman,” and when no

answer came, she raised herself upon her
elbow, and looked round the room. Even
that effort was too much for her.

How strange her face felt! She put
her hand across it, A thrill shot through
her., Was she in a dream, or had her
sense of touch deceived her? The skin
was no longer smooth and soft, but rug
ged and uneven, She looked at her hands :
they were reduced to skin and bone: and,
by the dim light, she could just perceive
some spots upon them. What sickness
had she been attacked with?

“Alh! great heavems, could it be that?

Excitement gave her strength. and she

| struggled out of bed and staggered to the

dressing table. There was no looking
glass upon it—none to be seen anywhere.
Trembling and nerveless, she sank

upon a chair., 8She looked at her hands

been put up to auction; but he gave so’
short a notice, and so little publicity, |
that there was searcely g bidder, and he
bought it in for himself at lis own price,
And just at this time the Giriersons were
t00 much occupied with their own diffi-
culties to think of thwarting him.

Biefore he had resided at the Castle a
mouth, there was not a man upon the
estate whom he had not made suffer by
some act of oppression or p ty tyranny.
Notices were the tenantry
that rents would be raised: laborers and
fishermen were expelled from cottages
that they and their ancestors had Inhab-
for scores of Years, All was con-
fusion and disconten?,

Poor old Daniel, from the time of his
expuicion from the Castle had gradually
broken ; but he still continaed to haunt
the precinets, and on the very day that
It passed away from the old family, he
was found lying dead in the shrubbery—
most probably he had fallen down in a fit,
and no help being at hand, had thus ex-
pired. From his ehildhood every thought
and feeling had been devoted to the
Penrhyddyns, and he did mot survive their
downfall, even b ya day.

About the end of February, just before
the time appointed by Mr. Wylie for the
coOmmencement of nis improvement
scheme, a strange female might Yave been
loitering about the woods and
grounds of Penrhyddyn, and, as often
As she could do so unobserved, reconnoiter-
ing the Castle upon all sides. It would
have been difficult to guess her age by her
face, it was so terribly pitted and seam-

served npon

1)

W)

ed. Bhe might have heen twenty or for-
ty, but the glossy black hair, worn in
the plain, old-fashionea oands, and the

light, graceful figure, would hayve inclined
the observer in favor of her youth—more
especially as her facs was usually covered
| with a thick black veil.

This woman had arrived in Bodmin
from London on the sixteenth of Febru-
ary, and had taken up her quarters at a
small inn on the road between Bodmin

“She ought to |

Hhe seems very sound asleep ; |

room more than |
All |

and Penrhyddyn. 8he never rose until
midday, and then, having partaken of a
substantiai breakfast, left the house and

| did not return until long after dark.

This went on without interruption or
| variation for upwards of a fortnight. One
| night—it was the first of March, and it
| had been rough and tempestuous through-
out the day—she did not return at the
| vsual hour. The landlady sat up until
| midnight, and still she did not return.
The next morning came—mid-day—and
| still no news. Weeks, months. years
passed away, but Miss Freeman was
never seen again within the walls of the
| “Pilchard Inn,” and to this day her mys-
| terious disappearance is a subject of con-
versation over the winter fire.
. . . . . .

The first of March. At about half-
past 5 on the evening of that day, one
of the side doors of Penrhyddyn Castle
stood wide open. It was an unusual cir-
cumstance for any outward door to be
| open since Mr. Wylie had becn master,
| for bringing his cockney suspicions down
| to that remote district, he “feared in ev-
| ery bush a thief,” and had visions of area
snenks stealing the skins and mats out
of the hall as acutely as though he were
living in Belgravia instead of Cornwall.
It was the wind, however, and not a
servant, who was to blame for the open
| door,

Through this entrance, after looking
carefully around her, stole the woman
of the “Pilchard Inn,” and closed it after
her. It was quite dark in the long stone
passage in which she now stood. It was
[ & disused part of the Castle, and there
| was little fear at present of her encoun-

tering any of the inhabitants. Pausing
every moment to listen, she crept along
| until she came to a narrow window. By
| the dim light she perceived a little In aa-

vance of her on her left hand a winding

again. There was no mistaking the | staircase; she considered for a moment,
marks this time. Oh, for a mirror of | and then crept up the stone steps in the
some kind, that she might know the| . ... noiseless manner as before,

worst ! At the head of these steps was a spa-

The toilette glass must be hidden some-
where. Holding on to the walls and fur-
niture, she looks about the room. At
last she finds it concealed beneath the
bed. She drags it out, and sets i¢ upon
Tl]" '“r‘l".

With trembling hands, she swings the |

face of the glass towards her. One look

a shriek of horror—an unearthly cry—
a horror more than human upon her quiv-
ering face—and shuddering from head to
foot, she gazes upon her own reflection.

The fell disease has concentrated all its
ravages in her face, which is blotched,
seamed, scarred and ploughed by it

It cannot be her face—the face that
was the god of her idolatry—the face
whose fascination no man ever could re-
sist—this hideous thing fills her soul with
terror! She strikes at the fearful reflec-
tion, and the glass falls shivered upon
the floor,

After this she is seized with delirium :
has to be watched night and day, and
held down forcibly, to prevent her dashing
her head against the wall, or rending
herself with her nails.

There is one name ever upon her lips
—Wpylle, He is omnipresent to her mad-
ness—ever standing at the foot of the bed
mocking her; and then she shrieks, and
struggles to seize upon him, until ex-
haustion paralyzes her: but she still mut-
ters threats as she lies back upon her
pillow,

All this time her life hangs upon a
thread. The doctor says that it is impos-
sible for her to recover. After a while
the delirium exhausts itself, and then she
lies for upwards of a week in a state of
coma,

After this she slowly begins to rally ;
the crisis is past. She will live. But no
shadow of her former self remains. She
l& gloomy, morose, seldom speaks, never
looks in a glass, seem to be ever brood-
‘ng upon some one thing,

CHAPTER XXVIIIL
Mr. Wylie had attained the summit of
ali his hopes; he had Inherited his por-
tlon of Constance's fortune, and he was

Lord of Penrhyddyn. The estate had

clous corridor, lit, at the end at which
she stood, by a large window: there
were doors on each side opening into dif-
ferent chambers.

After a little consideration and hesita-
tion. she entered a chamber on the right
hand. There in the great, old-fashioned
armchair, in which she had brooded over
the fire searcely more than three months
back, in all her youth and glorious bean-
ty, she sat herself down, with her scarred
and hideous face; her life a wreck, shat-
tered and hopeless; not to deeam of love,
but to brood over one awfnl purpose, for
which alone she consented to live,

The Castle clock struck eleven. That
was the hour, she had ascerrained, at
which the servants and all, save Wylie,
retired to rest. She lit a dark lantern
which she took from about her person.
After which she divested herself of bon-
net and cloak and boots. From large
pockets in her cloak she produced, first,
a short, thick, heavy looking stick: sec-
ondly, two small coils of thin but strong
. cord, a gag, and, lastly, a long, glittering
knife. All these various objacts she trans-
ferred to other large pockets about her
dress ; except the knife, which she stuck
in her waist belt,

She stole along the corridor, and, at a

passage, that led into the picture gallery.
She threw the rays of the lantern upon
the pictures, until they fell upon the
stern beauty of Eleonore de Soissons. Be-
fore that she paused, and gazed for a
moment in deep thought, then again pur
sued her way with redoubled caution.
(To be continued.)

Charm ef Uncertainty,

“There Is a lot of excltement In
running an automoblle,” sald the cheer-
ful citizen,

“Yes,” answered the man who snells
of gasoline, “it gives life the charmn of
uncertainty. You never know whether
you are going to be late for dinner or
early at the emergancy hospltal,”—
Washington BStar,

certain point, branched into a narrower |

Feed your hair; nourish it;
give it something to live on.
Then it will stop falling, and
will grow long and heavy.
Ayer’s Hair Vigor is the only
hair-food you can buy. For
60 years it has been doing
just what we claim it will do.

It will not disappoint you.

“ My halr used to he very short. Pat after
asiong Ayer's Halr Vigor a short time it began
to grow, and now it la fourteen inches long
This seems & spiendid resuit to me after being
almost without any hair.”— Mus. J. H. Firzk,

Vacoum and Insvlation,

The remarkable beat-Insulating ef-
fects of a vacuum Is strikingly brought
put In the claims made for a new
sportsmen’s bottle. The vessel has dou-
ble walls, being really one bottle with-
In another, with a sealed-up Interven-
Ing space from which the alr has been
withdrawn. It is asserted that liquids
In this bottle can be kept hot forty-
eight hours in the coldest weather, and
that lced beverages wil]l retain their
deliclous coolnosg for weeks in the hot.
test sulnmer,

Charged Up to Him,

The proprietor of the celebrated
mountain inn was showing the new
guest #he beautiful surroundings,

“Ah, these cliffs?” said tbhe proprie-
tor, rapturousiy. “In an electrical
storm they are awe-inspiring. The next
time a storm rises see that you are
standing on the porch of the Inn. Why,
sir, the air is always heavily charged.”

“I don’t doubt It,” laughed the new
guest, winking at another late arrival,
“and If 1 don't happen to be standing
on the porch I can feel assured that it
will be bheavily charged anyway—on
my bill.”

e

WHAT $10 WILL DO

Do you want to know how $10, if
rut to work at once, will lay the
oundation of your fertune® [f
ruu do, drop us a line teday ask-
ng for particulars coneernin
WAVERLEIGH the Beautiful,
the incomparable homesite ad-
dition in the city of Portland,

— 3§10 SECURES A LOT=

which in & very short time will
double and treble in value. No
fuch opportunity has ever pre-
sented itself in this eountry
where so small amount investe«
monthly has the advantages of
& healthy increase, as in

WAVERLEIGH

The Beautiful

Its loeation (within walking dis.
tance of the eity; 12 minutes by
car) ; its elevation (way up o'er
the city with a perfeet view of
the mountains) ; and many oth-
er features that make it the most
desirable home site property in
the Northwes: Lots $200 and
up. Write today for full partieu-
lars.

H. W. Lemcke Company
Sixth & luliuglfn PORTLAND OREGON

J

The Estey Organ is the standard,
Everybody knows the Estey to be first-
class, rich of tone and durable, E

Estey Parlor O?ru ran, in price
from to §150. € cut shown above b
is style 801, price $95. We also have
Packard and Chicago Cottage Organs,
Vietor Talking Machines, and twenty
different makes of Pianos—steinway,
Knabe, Cable, Ludwig, Conover Kings
bury, Packard, Wellington and many
others,

Write for eatalogue and price list.
You can buy just as cheap by mail as b
visiting one of our stores. h sure ons

address your letter to G. F. Johnson,
manager
Sherman, Clay & Co.

Opposite Postoffice

PORTLAND




