CHAPTER L
On the deck of a great Eastern bound

steamer—crowds hurrying hither and
thither, bales of luggage lumbering up
the way, sallors and rallway pertems
tumbling over each other, the officers 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 sereech of the
steam from the two great smoking fun-
nels overhead.

Tea 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 years, and some forever—re
penting the last fond word, the Iast
caress over and over again, gazing Into
each other's eyes despairingly as though
they wounld fain earry away every line of
the dear face from which they were so
soon 1o be seversl

Such a ecouple stood thus together, a
lttle remote from the busy scene, near
the bulwarks of the ship, The crowded
quay was above them, yet becanse every-
bady was so fall of hurry and excite
ment, so wrapped up elther with the
business or the grief which specially en-
grossed them, these two people stood
virtually alone—a man and a woman,
both young and both tall; they clasped
ench other’s hands with a straining de
spair, nnd looked with a speechless ag-
ouny into each other's faces

Brian Desmond was eight and twenty
then, he had health and brains and good
looks, and the vigor of a hearty vitality
was In his strong, young lmbs, but as
he beld Rocamond Earle's hands tightly
clasped within his own and looked his
last into her beautiful eyes, he said to
himself that life was at an end for him

“It is better,” she sald, brokenly, “far
better that 1 should go away: try to
look at it in the right light, Brian. What
good eould 1 be to you at home; and you
will get used to it in time; there are
many other things for you to live for."

“1 have nothing to live for—pothing.”
be said, gloomily; “without you life Is
an absolute blank.™

The tears streamed over her face as
she strove (o answer him. *“And yet 1
should be an ever present sorrow to you
were | to remain. Consider, Brian, how
desperate, how hopeless s our condition;
how much more terrible to bear were we
to meet constantly than when a whole
hemisphere stretched between us!"

“Ah! you might have walted—you
might have walted," he groaned.

“What was there to wait for? Would
your uncle and his sons have died so that
we might be happr? Would any one
bave given you an appointment? Was
there any chance that even a beggarly
clerkship would tumble into your lrmn"
And had we not already walted for this
for years; hoping against hope, striving
against certainty, leaving no stone un-
turned no that we might find only & mis-
erable hundred a year to depend upon?”’

“80 you marrled old Samuel Earle In-
stead!”™ he said birterly.

“l have married a worthy, kind-heart-
ed man, who is good to me, and who
has placed me above want—why go over
the old groond agnin? In these last
few moments, Brian, spare me the re-
proaches which, perhaps, | may deserve,
but which are certainly unavalling now.”

“Darling—darling!” he cried, with n
passionate despair, “mine always and
ever, in heart and soul, wherever you
may be”

She did not check him. This was no
moment for the exhibition of a sham
prudery which she did not feel. 8he
was putting a whole nniverse between
them, so that she might be 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, ralning down
thickly upon the clenched hands which
grasped her own,

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

“1 shall never marry,” he answered
resolutely, “never as long an 1 Jive.
Rosamond, 1 swear to you that never
will 1 make any other woman wife but
you, I can always walt; how can one
tell what changes life may not bring?
Ten, twenty, fifty years! what i time
to such o love us mine? Will it not last
forever, shall anything ever change or
dim its fervor? Can I not always walt
~—wait on and hope’”

And so Brian, as he swore, belleved
fo his own oaths, and Rosamond beljey-
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-
fng wp the companion stair on to the
deck, a short, fat, little old gentleman,
with gray whiskers, who emerged pant-
ingly from the lower reglons, looking
hither and thither as he came up as
thongh in search of some one,

fhe neither moved fardher from Des-
mond, nor did she withdraw her hands
from his—only she tightened her hold for
one inpstant upon his flngers, and a swift
warning glance shot from her eyes Into
his. PBrian's back was turned to the
pewcomer, but he understood. He gent-
ly dropped one of Rosamond's hands,
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and, retainiog the other still ln his grasp,
turned round and met Bamuel Earle as
he came towghd them.

“Ab, Desmond! not gone on shore yet?
You are determined to see the last of

us, then"
“l1 Y was wishing—your wife,” the
words came out with au effort, “snother

ﬂ‘d'b,-"

“And we are both of us crylng over
it maid Mrse. Earle, smillng through
her tears; “such old friends as Brian and
1 are, Bam, it seema guite terrible to us
to part.”

“Ah, no doubt, no doubt, my dear!
These partings are very trying, and old
playmates, such as you two are, must no
doubt feel It 80;" he looked kindly and
sympathotically from oune to the other.
Something in his benign face touched
Rosamond strangely, she twined her
hands through her husband's arm, as
though to gather streagth from contact
with him. Brian Desmond turned very
white and fell back a step. And then
the shore bell rang.

The Oriana steamed rapldly toward
the sea. But still Rosamond stood, mo-
tlonless and tearless, gazing back upon
the swiftly vanishing shore, while still
that other figure was left, solitary now,
long after all others had turned away.
Brian Desmond stood on alone untll his
eyen could no longer discern even the
distant ship that bore away the womsn
who was lost to him forever.

CHAPTER 11,

“Balmon trout, roast chickens, peas
and potatoes. Now [ wonder how a
cherry tart would do. or would it be
too frivolous, Daddy?*

The volce seemed to come from the
floor, somewhere down by the white mus-
lin window ecurtalna

Prof. Laybourne, who was engrossed
in the minute examination of the me
chanism of a groashopper's thigh through
his famous microscope, ralsed his vener-
able head for one moment as the small
childish voice struck upon his ear.

“What is ms Kitten chattering about
down there? he sald, maklug a pencil
note upon the manuscript by his side,

“I wan ouly wondering if old men likel
cherry tart, Daddy ™

“Whenever they ean get It, 1 shonld
say, Kitten! Apropos of what Is thst
wine remark, and what old man are you
proposing to regale in so succulent a
fashion T

“What old man? Ob, daddy! 1 do be-
lieve you have beetles 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, ls coming to stay with you?"

“And you call nim an ‘old man,’'
ten? Why, he is guite a lad.”

“You sald he was thirty-eight, Dad-
dy,"” replied the samall volee reproachful-
Iy. “l call that quite old. Why, he In
twenty-two years older than [ am, old
enough to be my father—why, it's near-
Iy forty,” In a volce of horror.

The professor laughed. “You must
conslder me a sort of Methuselah, a fos-
#il of pre-Adamite date, then. Do you
know that [ am over sixty, Kitten?"'

“Ah, but you are my Daddy,” she an-
swered, with Indescribable tenderness In
her voice,

“Pray, what have you got upon your
mind, Miss Laybourne?' [nquired her
father, with a smile In answer to hia
danghter's last obhservation.

“Your dinner, Mr. Professor. I have
noticed, daddy, that although you are
a very great man, your Intellect Is often
more sluggish than mine. Now give me
an man about to arrive by the 0 o'clock
train on a certain day, my mind Instantly
fixes itsell upon one ldea, and that Idea
is naturally dinner; your braln seems
to be brought far more slowly and with
inconceivable difficulty to this polnt.”

“Not at all, Kitten," answered the pro-
fessor, taking up a letter which lay npon
the table; “since 1 have heard thin morn-
ing from Brian Desmond that he will
not arrive till 10 o'clock to-night, my
intellect naturally bounded beyond the
dinner hour at once, and fixed fitsalf
upon S

“Supper!” interrupted Kitten, trlumph-
antly.

“And what are we to have for supper,
then 7"

“Why, the same thing as dinner, to
be sure; salmom trout cold, chickens
cold, salad Instead of pean, and cherry
tart cold, too; that Is to say, if you
think he will eat cherry tart,” she added,
with a ecuriously childish anxiety,

“But you will have to go to bed, Kit-
ten; little girls ean't sit up to late sup-
pers,  Besides, Desmond isn coming to
wee me upon business, so we shall do
just as well without you to-night.”

Kitten laughed. She did not often
laugh. 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 laten
to, like the rippling note of & caged
bird that warbles a response to some
Inner gush of feeling of its own,

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

Kit-

“What ls to become of her?’ he sald

sloud. “Strange ereature, half mine,
half” her mother's, inheriting something
from each, and from both the fatal deli-
cacy of copstitution that was common
to ua bothp whoe Is to care for her when
[ am goneY luto whose hands am I to
leave my frall treasure, with her wild,
untralned mind and her shrewd, sensitive
soul? Wil Deanond halp me, | wonder,
for the sake of the service 1 once ren
dered to his father? Ah, we shall sve,
we shall see. 1 can leave my manu-
scripta and collections to wmy country,
but to whom shall 1 leave wmy child,
sweeter legacy than any otherY'

. L] L] L] L] L] L]

The remalns of the cold supper, which
had caused so many anxious thoughts to
the young housekeeper, lay still upon
the table; ample justice had béen done
to it by the late-arriving guest. A lamp
with a wide red silk shade lighted the
room with a warm radlance, some roses
in glans bowls decorated the simple feast,
while & dish of crimson currants, plled
up high In an antique Chelsea dish, add:
od yet another touch of femlnine tasie
to the repast

“The old boy has & good housekeeper,”
sald Brian Desmond to bimself, as he
leaned back in his chair.

He was a little at a loss, certaluly, to
understand esactly why the mage had
asked him to come and stay with him.
Brian had no sclentific tastes, and he
knew nothlog whatever about bestles

air. He was wot even a clover wan,
sccording to the modern ldeas of clever-
ness. He wan nelther an author nor an
artlst. Mr. Deamond was simply a mod-
erately well-educated gentleman of ex
pensive tastes and luxurious habits,
which an acquisition of most unexpected
wealth had, within the last few years,
enabled him to gratify. He ocould not,
therefore, conceive why the professor,
who was an old man, and in his way a
great man, had chosen to seek lhls socle-
ty In so marked o wanper ou the present
occaslon,

While he wan pondering upon this sub-
Jeet, Mr. Laybourne Interrupted his med-
itatlons by the folluwing words:

“Now, | daresay, my dear Desmond,
that you are at this very moment won-
dering why | have lovited you to come
down all this way to spend a few days
with me,
I lead a Nfe of retirement and study, 1
have no lnducement to offer to & man
of your age and tastes, and yet you have
done me the honor to leave your Lon-

come down and see an old Diogenes In
his tub."

“The honor, Professor, in all for me,”
replied Desmond, “that & man with »o|
world-wide a reputation as yours should
seek the soclety ur A insigulficant per
son like myself——

“Wait, wait, my friend,” Interrupted
the old man, with his gentle smile, "If
you had studied animal life as much as
I have, you would know that there ls no
effect which has not a eause,

“Perhaps you have heard, Desmond,
that I was once married,” he sald quiet-
Iy, not looking at his guest. “My wife
died In ehild-birth,"

“Yea?' Desmond looked up with lo-
Lereat,

For a few seconds Mr. Laybourne waws
pilent, then looking up and meeting his
guest's eyes, he continued: “My lttle
‘girl In a great source of anxlety to me.
Bhe loherits her mother's tendency to
consumption, and, I fear, my own un-
sound constitution. Desmond, I have an
original disease of the heart.”

“I am deeply distressed; are
sure 7"

“There In. unfortunately, no doubt
whatever about I | have been awnre
of It for some years and | have the first
medieal opinlons to confirm what had
long been my own conviction. I am In
no appreciable danger, I may live years
and die of something else, agaln [ may
drop down dead this very night; what I
want to know Is," he added, with a sud-
den break In his volce, “what is to be-
come of my little girl In that case?”’

Brian was uncertaln how to anawer;
he balanced hin knife more anxiously
than ever and murmured something
about femnle relatives,

“8he has none, not one, either on her
mother's slde or my own; all are dead, [
have followers and worshipers by the
score: these go for nothing; and [ have
nlso u number of professional acquaint-
ances, but where among them all shall I
find a man fit to take charge of a child—
a woman child?  For balf a moment he
paused, then said again, very enrnestly:
“HBrian Desmond, will you take the
chnrge of my Ill'pllﬂﬂ ehild 7

Brian looked startled,

“17 1 am not fit. My life Is & wan-
dering one, 1 am here to-day, gone to-
morrow, Bometimes 1 travel in wild
countries, sometimes [ spend months In
the racket of n London season; do you
indeed think such a man ns | am can be
fit for the charge of a child?"

The professor sighed deeply.
you decline,” he sald, sadly.

“No, no, do not think that. But your
proposition Is 8o strange, so unexpect-
ed; give me but & moment to think. Ah!
yes, I have n cousin, n sweet, good
womun with ‘childrén of her own: your
little girl eould be left with her and
I could see after her occasionally: that
would be a happy home for her; I am
sure she wonld take her gladly. Mr.
Laybourne, do not be uneasy about your
child's future, I will do what you ask of
me,"”

you

“Then

To be continued.)

It All Dependa,

“Don't you tbink,” sald he, “that
singleness of purpose ls an ldmlnblu
trait In & man?”’

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

Wagea In Russlan factories are 2
cents an hour and upward. There are
thousands who work for a cent ap
hour, and tens of thousands who do
not recelve 80 cents a day for 10, 11

| and more hours work.

Ito  dense

1 take it very kindly of you [

HOW TO BLEEP AND WHEN.

Exercies, Bathing and Eating.

The following brief quotations are
from “Sleep and Ita Regulation,” by
Dr. J. Madison Taylor, in The Popular
Sclence Monthly:

During childhood and exhaustive
states too much sleep la rarely posal:
ble. For those In full tide of vigor
too much sleep |8 often distinetly hurt-
ful.

The action of narcotics proesents
none of the characteristios of normal
sloep except the temporary arrest of
consclouvaness; hence narcoals ls not
true sleep.

The best position to assume In slesp
to Invite the least disturbance of the
functions of the great organa is on
the abdoment, or nearly »o,

Many obscure forms of digestive or
circulatory disordors may have been
Initinted In Infancy through lylog too
long upon the back.

To secure the most perfect repose
the temperature of all parts should be
equalized before retiring. Cold feet
luduce delay In securing sleep, and It
Is then shallow when attained.

It Is most unwise to overfill the
stomach before retiring: thus disturbs

and grauba and winged creatures of the| sieep almost as much as hunger, hut
| moderate eating before sleeping In not

hurtful, and ia often salutary,

Body clothing at night should be
loose, not deuse, permitting the ready
passage of alr, never of wool next to
the akin.

Bed clothing should not be too close
of texture, blankets belng prefernble
“comfortables” and not
“tucked In" too closely, Alr should be
allowed to pass oceaslonally under the

| wldes at least as oue turns about more

or less freely,

Early rising s a salutary custom,
especially when the day comes early,
not otherwise.

More sleep Is required in winter than
In summer, The best sleep Is had dur-
Ing the hours of darkuess,

The sleeplug room should be cool,
abundant ale belng always admitted,

| This should not be Interoreted to mean

that the room may safely remaln In.

don friends and your London galeties to| tensely cold.

In the modern treatment of tuber
culoals freabh alr Is recognized to be
imperatively needed all day and all
night.  Artificinl heat can, and should,
bo supplled along with the fresh alr,
till the temperature of the room be
at or near 50 or 00 degreea Fahren-
helt, for some even (0 degrees Fahren
| helt.

THE TRAQIC IBLE.

Bome of the Abuses Which Prisoners
on Bakhalin Suffer,

Sakhalin, the Island which Japan is
taking, or rather, retaking, from Rus-
nla, Is the place to which Russia sends
her violent convicts, The convict at

him for his detention, but the conviet
at Bakballn none, When a party of
convicts (baving been pronounced *vlo-
lent" by the governor at the Blberian
station) is landed at Sakhalin the pro-
cesalon to the Jall Is as follows: First
among the prisoners come men with
fetters on thelr legs and linked togeth-
or |n palrs, the clanking of thelr chalns
making a lugubrious nolse, Next come
half a dozen men each without fetters,
but secured by the bands to a long
fron rod. Then follow female prison.
ers and after them the most affecting
part of the whole—the wives and chil-
dren who have elected to accompany
Into exlle thelr husbands and fathers.
Behind them rumble “telegas,” or
rough wagons, whereln are transport:
od baggnge and those children who are
too young or Infirm to walk.

When on the march the prisoners
are allowed three pounds of bread and
one-half pound of meat each day, and
they are not forbldden to recelve
alme. But when they arrive at thelr
destination their lot Is a pitifal one,
Their cells are damp and fungus coy-
ered, their food In less than the allow-
ance during the Jjourney and thelr
work In the salt mines Is most ex-
hausting. Many of the prisoners are
very Ignorant. Few of them can read
excepting the Caucasluns, but they are
all put to the same laborlous work and
in the event of thelr belng physleally
unable to perform thelr allotted tasks
thelr punishments are very cruel.

The English "“cat-o'-nine-talls” is
nothing to the terrors of the “bodign.*
In this Instrument of torture the pris.
oner ls so fixed that he ean nelther
move nor cry out, and wire thongs
bound at the end with pointed tin
strike his back at frequent Intervnls,
Other tortures to which prisoners are
subjected are too dreadful to write
about, and during all these tortures
the prisoner is prevented by gags from
obtaining the poor rellef of a scream,
Surely the horrors of the msalt mines
of lletakaya are nothing compared
with the abominations of Bakballn,—
Pall Mall Gazette,

Wise and Wealthy Treasure.
“Well, you married a wealthy wom-
n. Is she the treasure you hoped

"Omt say she Is. Bhe won't give
me any of her money."
| “Then, by George! she is a treas
ure. Bhe not only has money but

A Physician's Advice on the Baldect~

Siberia has some llberty to consols | PR

—

MRS, EMMA FLEIBSNER,
Bulferad Over Two YearsHeoalth Was
In & Precarious Condltion—COaused

by Pelvig Catarth,

HEALTH AnD STRENGTI‘I
RESTORED BY
PE-RU-NA

Mrs, Emma Fleissner, 1412 Bixth
Ave., Beattle, Wash,, Worthy Treas-
urer Bons of Temperance, writes:

“1 suffered over two years with kreg-
uler and painful periods. My health was
in & very precarious condition and | was
anxious to find something lo restore my
health and strength.

“1 was very glad to try Peruna and
delighted to find that it was doing me
good. I continuned to use it s little
over thres months and found my
troubles removed.

“| consider it a splendid medicine and
shall never be withowt i, a8 dose
ocm.l’uly when | Iul run down and

Our files contain thousands of testi-
monials which Dr, Hartman has re-
celved from gratelnl, happy women
who have been restored to health by
his remedy, Poruna,

——— - ——————

The Young FPhilosophor,

“ ‘Nother plece of ple, please, pa.”

“But you haven't finished your frat
p|l'ﬂ!'." 1

“No, pa. But yon know you told me
not 1o eat fast. And If you give me a
second plece now | shan't eat so fast,
because I won't be afmid that the
second plece will be gone when I get
through with the first plece. Pleass,
S—Cleveland Plaln Dealer,

Prare or Onio, Crey or ToLEDO,
Lucds Counry,

Fainx J. llllll’ makes oa l that be s
senjor partner of the irmol ¥, J Cuenay &
00 doing bu-ln- in the l‘ttyoﬂolﬂlo.(oun-

and Htate alore andl that sald firm will

m y the surn of ON & |h-nnnn JLLARS for

uc d every case of CaTaRRN nuunlh
by the use of Ihl.l.l(‘u nan C

Aworn to before me nm‘l ﬂhnﬂﬂd ln I‘J
presenice, this 6ih day of Im. a.
i~ AW, ‘u
'““_' Notary Publle
L aa

Hall's Catarrh Oure (s taken internally, and
acis directly on blood and mucous nurlm
of the system, Bend for testimoniale, f

oF. . CHEXRY & CO, Toledo, 0.

Bold gints, The,

Hall's a- 1l'lll.uuuu hﬂ.
Strenunus Life,

“Say,” roared the Irate citizen as he

rushed into the oMce of the village week-
Iy, "where's the editor?”’

“Want to ses him personally ' queried
the office boy.

"You bet 1 do,"” answered the L ¢. “I'm
going to thrash him within an ioch of
his life, Hee?

“Oh, all right,” answered ths boy.
“Just have a weat, plenns. Thers are
three others ahead of you,"

St.Jacobs 0il

for many, many years has cured
continues (o cure

RHEUMATISM
NEURALGIA
LUMBAGO
BACKACHE
SCIATICA
SPRAINS

BRUISES
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STIFFNESS
FROST-BITES
Price, 25¢. and 50,
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