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REVENGE
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Author of “A Walf from the Sea,” “Her Brightest Hepe,"
“Wayward Winnaivsd," ete.

“oh, madam, think what you are asking
:!:I You, too, are a mother, you have
.

oaght to sympathise
mercy's name think! la there no

hope for me? Could I not take my child
and go away, abroad, anywhers—where
we are not known? [ am wealthy In
my own right, I will rear my boy as
nobly as any mother can. Oh, madam,
say that | can do this, and 1 will bless
you to my dying day!”

“Yes, you could do it," was the cold
reply, “there is no law to prevent It
But | warn you that, in whatever part
of the world you may be, your baleful
secret will find you out again. Then,
when your son is grown to man's estate,
what will he say to his mother when he

the truth? Will he not taunt you
with his ruin? Wil not blame from his
lips be harder to bear than blame from
mine ¥

“Heaven have mercy upon me—yes,
yeal"

“I think I perceive in him already
signa of his father's pride; Luclan will
be pitiless upon you when he learas
that he has fallen an innocent dupe to
your ambition,”

Sylphide staggered to her feet and
éaught at a chair for support while a
vivid fiush mantled even her hrow.

“Oh, madam,” she murmured, “do not
Insult me: I have enough to bear. I love
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face downwards, upon the floor in & very
agony of despair,

“What have I done? What have I
done?" she walled; “I have given
child away, sold myself—and all for
wrong which is not of my own commit-
ting! Oh, father, why did you not tell
me? Why have you left me to learn all
from the lips of the man who hates me?
Oh, blessed mother, I—who suffer as you
must have! I have closed my ears to the
tongue of evil gosaip, but their portals
bave been forced open, and were 1 stons
deaf 1 must have listened to this cal-
umoy!™

The sudden opening of the door arous-
ed her to a realization of the fact that
she was no longer alone In her misery.
She did not rise, but she turned her head
and saw her husband standing there in
the noonday sunlight with folded artha,
mute and severs as a supreme judge. She
dragged herself a lttle way towards
him and sank at his feet.

“Lucian,” she breathed, “Luclan!
mrn.k to me! Have you sen your moth.
ar

“l have just left her"

“The~ vou know all?”

“Yeu, 1 know, all"

She shrank away from him and hid ber
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face, fearing to look upon him. At last, ]

when#the dead allence remalned unbrok-
en, she raised her head and stole a fear

SYLPHIDE CREPT A STEP NITARER.

=
/ "A‘ .

your son, have always loved him with a
pure, honorable love. We drifted into
each other's affections under the guid-
ance of Fate. As heaven Is my judge,
I swear to you that at the time I mar-
ried Luclan I was as Ignorant of the
stain upon me as he was!"

“Ah! But you learned the truth with-
In an hour after vou left the altar. Even
then you should have been falr and noble
enough to have released him from his
vows. The folly of your guilty procras-
tination has come home to you in the
birth of your child.” .

“Madam,” eried the cruelly goaded
creature, “who has informed you of all
this 7

“I tell you I know not,” replied Mra.
Courtlandt with ever-increasing irrita-
tion; “perhaps when you read the writ-
Ing you will recognize your Lidden ene-
m,.tl
“Enemy! You are right there. I do
not need to see the writing; I know who
the fiend Is already!”

“And who Is it?”

“That is my secret!" replied SBylphide,
proudly; “the knowledge can never touch
you, even remotely, and I propose to be
silent untll the time comes for me to
speak!"”

The elder woman shuddered at the co-
vert mennce that these ominous words
embodied.

“Well,” she sald, eager to change this
train of thought, “what do you propose
to do In regard to your child?"

“What ean I do? I am helpless in the
maiter. [ must give him to you!”

The words were pronounced with a
louultl. degperate calmness that was appall-
ng.

“Bravely spoken!" exclalmed Mrs.
Courtlandt with a tinge of genuine enthu-
sinam and relief; “I am aware that it s
& terrible sacrifice I ask of you, but at
the same time you cannot but consider
the favor I—" Y

“Enoughl” interposed Sylphide imperi-
oualy; “the important point now Is that I
be convinced that you will take my place
in regard to my dsrling. Grant me untll
to-morrow to take my leave of him*

“So be It; I consent.”

“l will send him to you by Dians,

whom I wish ever to remain with him.” | had

“There I must Interpose an objection.
I have never llked Diana; besides, I have
# competsnt nurse sngaged.”

ful glance at him. He stood just as he
had paused when he had entered, like one
petrified, looking down upon her in infi-
nite sorrow and perplexity, but without
a shadow of anger in his look.

Taking a little heart, she ‘crept a step
nearer him and raising herself, she laid
her cheek upon his pendent hand. He
started at the soft contact, but did nft
shrink; only the touch brought with it
a sense of the reality.

“8ylphide—Sylphide!” he exclaimed,
“is this thing troe?”

“Ye-..”

“How long have you koown that this
awful doubi hung over your birth?' he
asked.

“Since the night we were married.”

“And who informed you then?"

“My cousin, Osear Couramont, the
man’ who has sought to defraud me of
my fortune,"

It was too late for prevarieation; there-
fore she spoke frankly, daring the couse-
quences.

“Sylphide, you deceived me!"”

“I know, and In my misery, I can only
ask your forgivenes:."

“You have it.”

His acquiescence was too ready to
satisfy her; it seemed like callous indif-
ference; but she had no time to think of
this new phase of her trouble.

“Lucian!" she eried, “what do you
think of your mother's proposition con-
eerning our child?”

*“I think it is a wise one. At least, he
had better be with her untll the truth is
proven."

“Then you mean to Investigate the
matter?’ she gasped, fearfully. e

“Certainly—Iin the interest of my child,
if not in my own.”

“Will it affect—affect our—our
union 7" ;

“It will cancel it.”

She uttered no sound, but nerves and
muscles seemed to refuse thelr ofMce, and
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mental shock. Caa you give me any of
the facta of the case™ he asked.

“No, alr; I am not at liberty to speak,
Indesd, I do net know the fects mywell
All that [ can say la that she has been
separated from ber child.™

“Ah! Well my good woman, Iif you

:
i_

'
it
i

patiently await the returm of Luclan
Courtlandt, If, Indeed, he came at all that
night. He returned, however, about ten
o'clock, and five minutes later he was in
possession of the doctor's commands,

He said nothing, though the expression
of his haggard face spoke volumes of the
inward he suffered. Leaviog Di-
ana In of the still unconsclous
sufferer, In lesa than an hour he return-
ed with the Information that a carriage
was o waiting, and & place prepared for
the reception of hia wife,

Disna raised Sylphide as though she
had been a mere child, wrapped her In 2
rich fur-lined cloak, and placed her in her
husband's arma. He earried her dqwn
to the walting carriage, and In half an
hour a new s¢ens surrounded them. Spa-
clous and elegant rooms had besn se-
cured In a quiet neighborhood, and had
she besn In her own home, Sylphide
Courtlandt could not have been made
more comfortable. As she watched that
night by the couch of her unconaclous
mistress, Diana experienced a certain re-
lisf at the thought that all had been
done that could.

In the gray of the following morning
Luclan Oourtlandt entered the asilent
chamber and paused beside the bed
whereon lay that beantiful form with
Its blank white face. He was haggard
and pallld, almost beyond recognition,
and Diana sat there, watching him, won-
dering In sllence what awful secret counld |
be pending between them, At last the
painful silence was broken. It was Lu-
clan Courtlandt who spoke, |

“Diana,” bhe sald, In a Jow, harah
tone, “1 am obliged to start for the South
this morning. I am going to Loulsiana,
but I shall return at the earliest posal- '
ble moment. If, In the meantime” he
hesitated, and for the first time averted
bis fixed gase from that marblelike face,
“if, in the meantime, any change for the
worse should occur In Mrs. Courtlandt,
you will at once telegraph me; here Is
an address which will always reach me." |

He handed the wateher a allp of paper,
and with a long, Iast, llngering glance at
Sylphide, which Diana dared not Inter
rupt, he guitted the room as silently as
he had entered it

After this, long days and nights of
anxious watching elapsed; and so the first
week passed. The genial May wenther
had come, and at last, one balmy even-
Ing, ten days to the bhour since she had
entered that uoknown land, SBylphide re-
tormned to herself, revived, sat up and
looked about her,

“Lueclan has not returned!”

Her first words were breathed as gent-
ly as the sephyr that stirred the muslin
curtains. at the half-open windowa

“No, missy, not yet," replied Diana.

Sylphide smiled wanly, and lying back
among her pillows, she murmured:

“Wake me as soon as he comes; he
will have news for me.”

And she lapsed Into gentle, healthful
slumber, the first that she had known for
many a long day; and Diana slept also
in her chair, a thankful prayer upon her
lips and gratitode In her heart, little
guersing that had her beautiful mistress
passed away in the merciful unconscious-
ness to join her parents, she would have
more reason for thanka.

_lTu be continoed.s

He Thought It

A guardian of the law was relating
to & small audlence how, after arresi-
ing a misdemeanant, he was obstructed
by another person, whereupon he also
arrested the obstructionist.

“What would you have done™
queried a bystander, “if, Instead of
actually Interfering, he had slmply
spokem his mind and ealled you an im-
pertinent, officious, loafing scoundrel,
who only loitered around and lald vie-
lent hands on his betters—adding that
he consdered you a vagabond and a
blackguard 7"

“Oh,” replied the pollcernan, *I
woulgd have arrested him all the same
for Inciting others to commit a breach
of the peace.”

“But,” continued the Guerist, “sup-
pose he sald nothing, but just thought
”?ﬂ

“Well" was the reply, “I can't ar-
rest a man for thinking. He can think
what he Ukea" .

“Then,” sald the querist, “I think
”."

The policeman hasn't yet decided
what his duty was in this case,

Paying the Freight.
A New York lawyer tells the follow-
Ing good story of a darkey preacher
in North Carolina, who prefaced the
passing of the collection plate with:
“Salvation's free, brethren, salva-
tion's free! It don't cost nothin’! But
we have to pay the frelght on It. We
will now pass aroun' the hat an’ col
lect the freight charges.”

The United States uses nearly a third
more coffes than the rest of the world

put togethen
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The Mististos Bough.
The mistletos hung In the castle hall,
The holly branch shons on the old oak
wall; -

Apd the baroa's retainers ware blithe and

my, g
And keeplng thelr Christmas holiday,
The baron beheld with a father's pride
His beautiful child, young Lovell's bride;
While ‘Ohm her bright eyes seemed
to

The star of thia goodly company.

“I'm weary of dancing now,” she eried)
“Here ur? & moment—I'll hide, I'l
hide 3
And, Lowell, be sure thou'rt first to trace
The clew to my secret lurking place.”
Away she ran—and her friends began
Each tower to search, and sach nook te

scan;

And young Levell cried, “0, where dost
thou hide?

I'm lonesome without thee, my own dear
bride."

They sought her that night, and they
sought her next day,

And they sought her ln valn whem &
week passed away;

In the highest, the lowest, the lonellest
spot,

Yuang Lovell sought wildly—but found
her not.

And years flew by, and thelr grief at last

Was told as a sorrowful tale long past;

And when Lovell appeared, the children
cried:

“See! the old man weeps for his falry
bride.”

At length an oak chest, that had long
Inin hid,

Was found In the castle—they ralsed the
lid,

And m skeleton form lay mouldering
there

In the bridal wreath of that lady falr!

0, sad was her fatel—In sportive jest

She hid from her lord In the old ocak

chest.

It closed with a spring!—and, dreadful
doom,

The bride lay clasped in her lving
tomb! ;

~Thomas Haynes Bayly.

“Only Walting.*
Ouly walting till the shadows
Are a little longer grown,
Ounly walting till the glimmer
Orf the day's last beam Is flown)
Till the night of earth Is faded
From the heart, once full of day;
Till the stars of heaven are breaking
Throagh the twilight soft and gray.

Only waiting till the reapers
Have the last sheaf gathered home,
For the summer time Is faded,
And the autumn winds have come.
Quickly, reapers! gather quickly
The last ripe hours of my heart,
For the bloom of life Is withered,
And 1 hasten to depart.

Only waltlng till the angels
Open wide the mystic gate,

At whose feet I long have lingered,
Weary, poor and desolate,

Even now 1 hear the footsteps,
And their volces far away;

If they call me, I am walting,
Only waiting to obey.

Only walting till the shadows
Are a little longer grown,
Only waiting till the glimmer
Of the day's last beam ls flown.
Then from out the gathered darkness,
Holy, deathless stars shall rive,
By whose light my soul shall gladly
Tread Its pathway to the skles.
~—Frances Laughton Mace.

THE PENALTY OF WEALTH,

Millionaires Whose Lives Are Made
Miserable by Cranks and Promoters,

Three men In the Wall street dis-

| trict, New York, recelve requests In

the course of a year to back schemes
the financing of which would break
the Bank of England or bankrupt the
government of the United Btates. They
are John W. Gates, J. Plerpont Mor-
gan and Edwin Hawley. These propo-
sals run through the whole gamut of
human ingenuity, from a new method
of scratching matches to the promo-
tion of a South American revolution
or the prevention of earthquakes and
other selsmic disturbances, They pour
in by letter and persons from all quar
ters of the globe.

These things are the penalty of spec-
tacular wealth, They are some of the
troubles that beset the man who makes
his milllons with a blare of trumpeta
and under the glare of Mmelights,

Mr. Gates has been hounded so by
importunate persons that he hardly
dares set foot In the street, He was
fmportuned In restaurant after restau-
rant, until in self-protection he had a
dining-roofh fitted up In his office and
there he now takes his luncheon. Mr,
Morgan has been forced to adopt the
same method.

One of the things that bothers Mr.
Morgan most, although It costs him no
money, I8 the camera with a flend be-
hind {t. If there Is one thing he hates
more than all others it Is being photo-
tographed, and he has become an
adept in springing from the door of
his ofice bullding Into a coupe and
banging the door behind him . It was
be who was the reciplent of the pro-
posal that he finance a scheme for
making earthquakes impossible. Just
after the eruption of Mount Pelee a

Frenchman wrote him, most earnestly

asking his help and assuring him there
were millions of dollars in the plan,
Bearcely a day passes but some man
writes to him of the unearthing of a
priceless painting, disfigured by time,
but bearing beyond all doubt traces of
the work of some dead master, An-

| other class of men whose palms Itch

for some of the Morgan money are
the book agents, not only the inoffen-

sive ones who have editions de luxe to
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That the country Is the better place
to ralse boys s the teaching of all ex:
perience. Go gver the list of the men
who bave done things In your city. A
large majority of them are ecountry
bred. Why?

The boy wherever you find him
needs wide apaces for the development |
of the vital forces that are In him,
He instinctively covets elbow room.
‘Loe boyish swath Is & wide one, He
is necessarily nolsy, He bubbles over
for the same reason a tea kottle does
He is full of spontaneity and runs
ovar., In the city he 1s cribbed, ca-
bined and confined, He bas little
chance to let himself out. What won-
der the roundly developed country lad
beats bim to the goal.

Poor city lad, Here Is the pleture
Becretary Shaw gives of him, {n a re
cent address: “The boy Iis the moat
valuable product of soclety, but In the
city he is not falirly treated, He lacks
a chance for the free play of hils na-
ture. His parents seldom give him a
gymnasium or a ahop or even a room
of.his own. They are afrald he will
spoll the furniture. It Is too expen-
slve to let him do as he pleases. Bo
they give him money and let him go to
the streets which are often an open
gate to hell." The pleture ls true.

Poor city Iad. There are no wide
echoing flelds or shady woodas where
he may wander at his will, glving full
play and proper vent to the life forces
that run riot In his velns, To him
there Ia no call of the wild. For him
there 1s no company and touch of Na-
ture which the country boy knows
and feeln.

At home they say of the city boy
that he ls rude and awkward and de-
structive. What wonder! The only
wonder is he doean't explode. He s
all boy. That's why he is worth rals-
ing! Expresslons o. energy In the boy
spell Force. He bhas in him the mak-
Ing of &« man, Why ecold him and
apoll his temper for belng what he Ia?
‘Why apoll him by trylng to make him

If your blood Is thin and im.
pure, you are miserable all the
:Ihm.l ILI: pure, rich blood

at Invigorates, strengthens,
refreshes. Youcertainly know

Sarsaparilla

the medicine that brl:r good
health to the home, the only
medicine tested and tried for
60 years. Adoctor’s medicine.
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Think for a momént of the narrow
limits of our knowledge! Bixteen hun.
dred milllons of featherless bipeds,
more or less, are pleking up a living,
eating and drinking, marrying and giv-
ing In marriage, on this pretty planel
of ours; of what Infinitesimal propor
tion can you really unvell the secrets
and gaunge the virtues and the happhk
ness How many people do you know
Intimately enough to say whether thels
lot Is, on the whole, enviable or the
reverse? HKvery human belng Is a for
elgn kingdom to every other. We make
a short excurslon Into thelr minds; we
touch at a port here and there; and we
aay glibly that we know them Intimate
ly. We know not how many dark cor
ners are carefully hidden sway from
all strangers, and what vast provinces
have never been renched In our most
Adaring travels, How, then, can we
Judge one another? Buch utter Ignor
ance of our nelghbor's thoughts and
motives should make us wondrous
charitable.

Folsom, B, Dak.—In these days
when 8o many sudden deaths are re-
ported from Heart Failure and various
formn of Heart Disease, it will be good
news to many to learn that there s a
never failing remedy for every form ol
Heart Trouble. ;

Mrs, H. D. Hyde, of this place, was
troubled for years with a pain in her
heart which distressed her & great deal,
She bad tried many remedies but had
not succeeded in finding anything that
would help ber until at last she began
a treatment of Dodd's Kidney Pills and
this very soon relleved Wér and she has
not had a single pain or any distreas in
the region of the heart since. Bhe
says: ‘I cannot ssy too much in
praise of Dodd's Kidney Pil's. They
are the greatest heart medicine I have
ever used. I was troubled for over
three years with a severe pain in my
heart, which entirely disappeared after
;-bort treatment of Dodd's Kidney

illa,"

Up-to-Date Magasine Work.

what be Is not?
An unspolled boy—city or country—

is about the finest thing 6n two lon.'

He Is affectionate—under his vest. He
is sympathetic If you know how to

Hack Writer—How would you like
an article on Bolomon?

Magazine Editor—First eate, If yon
can only furnish a complete set of por-
traits of his wives.—Somerville (Masa)

reach his sympathles. He Is honest. | Journal,

And frank, And above all, he stands
for falr play. Later on, as a man, he
may lose many of these virtues, but as
a2 boy he is admirable,

Glve the city boy his chance, Let
him go to the country at every oppor-
tunity, Let him bulld a shop In the
back yard or in the cellar If he choos-

es. Give bhim a room of his own. Of w

course the room will be topsy turvey
betimes, Of course. He Is not a young
gentleman. He is a boy, God bless
him, Let him bring his comrades
home with him. [Let them together
romp and ralse caln, Give the city
boy a, vent. The country-raised boy
has beaten the city-ralsed boy becauss
he has had a better chance.—Des
Moinep News.

Making a Good Oitizen.

A 13-year-old Italian boy lately pre-
pared an essay on the duties of cliizen-
ship, for a club fn New York, Among
the rules which he lald down are the
following:

“If 1 want to be n good oltizen 1
must be true to my country, true to
my state and true to my city. 1t [ do
not vote I will not be doing my duty.
1 must have my own judgment to vote
for the man 1 think ls best qualified
for the office for which he has been
nominated. If I don't I won't be dolng
my duty. I must not let anybody
bribe me to vote for a man I think not
fitted for an office. It will also be my
duty to be Industrious and self-sup-
porting, so as not to be a burden and
a nuisance to the public. I must pay
taxes, so that the government can be
malntained and the officers of the gov-
ernment pald, becnuse the government
is for my good. When It {8 necessary
I must help to maintaln order and al-
ways be ready for publie service, and
In case of war serve my country. I
should know the history of my country
and be an intelligent reader and close
observer of current events."”

Russia's Parchases,
Russia bought from the TUnited
Btates In 1908 nearly §20,000,000 worth
of goods, which Is double the average
for previous years, and sold the United
Btates nearly $11,000,000 worth, which
{s an increass of I&) per cent over pre
vious years,

We give a man oredit for being

level-headed if he fan't above our level

How's This?

We offer One Hundred Dollars Reward fox
any case of Catarrh that cannot be cured by
LTSGR A 4 o, vrope, Tt

We, the undersigned, have Ratwn 7, ?:
Cheney for the laat 15 years, and believe him
hor 5:«:“-“. in all business transeo-

onn and finsn able to carry out any ob-

ligations made ir firm,
saT & ThuAX, Wholesale , Toledo, O.
Drug-

ALDING, KINNAN & MARYIN,
gista, Toledo, O,

Hall's Catarrh Cure ls taken internally, acte
Ing dlnou&.upn the blood and mucous sur-
faces of systam, Prica 8¢, par bottle.
Bold by all Druggists. Westimonials fres,

Hall's Family Fills are the bost.

Bomething Alike.

“Why Is a kiss over the telephone
like a straw hat?"

“Because nelther one is felt,” re-
marked Mr. Wise,

And then the old mald was heard
to remark that current events were
eertalnly shocking.—Brooklyn BEagle.
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