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CIHHAPTER \\ I“ o tinne -l.l ) | elone by your father's; I think

"There I= i L i 1k Hrtlier N 1 b |
the river, 1 helleve?"" rosmmed 1o | vorttld germn the most reason

“Yeu' an wrrmd Marl; i i : ed 1'aul, or iIf 1 had
ben miles up, owned by | i fore it must ha as you
i may ten miles n I LN I
s there 1 ¢4 i [ i | I imed Laaroon, starting
miles.” eross the room.  “That's i, he repent-

"] thoneght 1 should go up there,” il he came back. Y i may return

| R IRLL wirtthd have asked more gne TR
Bonx, bt ot this juneture the meal o I’ #t the . ind as goon as he
'Mpul'--l nnd Lhe s moved e the i i 1 i Al capiain cominenced
table. he Moo

The pirate eaptain had noticed not on iy be all aecident-—his mming‘
gome poculinpities in the volee nnd fuace | here But bhe will know ns—he will |
of hiv guent, Lot the offect that il d 1 ) Il am mistaken in the
prodiced on 'aul.  He had seen it ali Hut | will make myself sure. 1
eveu 1o a lonk which Mary herself gave o I that, at all evenes.”
the neweomier, After the man had tuken \s he spoke thus, his countenance
his sent nt the table, Laroon cominetemd | brightened, and soon afterwards he re
to pace up awd down the room, sl when | Joined hiy giest, '
he wan where he could look upon his tut there was one other person in that
guesi's faee, he did so mont keenly,. At roomn who watche Lhe eotntennnees of
teneth lie stopped in his walk and beck- | all with more thau ondinnry i,|,!.\-:.--.l'|
pued Tor Pavl to follow him, at the r-l'IHI-'! nud whao illd 8o to some eleoct if
time taling o lighted eandle from the | the changes of her own face conld have |
mantel and leaving the room. tirfy Moo Thin wan Otehewa., Xhe had

Just ua the vouth closed the door after | slipped into the room unperceived by
him the guest hod finfshed his repast | all save Mary, when the guest's supper
and with o quiek, declded maovement, he | had been brought iny snd when he re-
arose and moved close to Maryv's side, | vealed his bosiness to Mnory, she h il |
The mulden did not shrink {rot im hot been so far behind the [ll'i-j i of
shudder, for there was pomething =o nal Jamb of the Rreplace that be did ot no
arally kind [h his connienance, and then | tee her She huad heard nnd she
he wore such an sppearance of modesty | had seen all: but most particnlarly now
anil grnu‘ﬂtn_h thot xhe felt rather deawn | did she wateh the moveiments of Morl
toward him by some inward foree | Laaroon, for she pread lLis thoughts in|

“Yon are a child of Mr. Larooua?” he | bés looks, Ooply Mary Knew the girl, and
sald, inquiringly, as he sat down by her | even she did not know all her wondrons

side.

“I am—am-—yes, | suppore a ward,”
the malden answered, with some embar
rasement.

“But not a very 1 should
say,” remarked the the
time placing his haod upon her shoul
der,

“I have been slck, wie)” said Mary,
feeling sure that he wlluded to hier looks,

“Ah: a physical, bodily ailment? Then
your mind is well. In spirit und soul you
ere at peace.”

Mary started and gazed

the man's face. ‘There was
KHke a smile upon it, but it
sad and melancholy one.
* “Mayhap | know not your menning,”
she at léngth murmured. She could not
feel offended with him, for his very louk
and tone forbade it

The guest cast hiis eyes about the room,

happy one,

man, nt wame

fizedly into
something
was 4 very

ar M to assure himself that they twe
were nlone together, nnd then said:
“L have been informed of some eir

ceumstances which led me to supposs that
you were not very happy here. liave I
been informed correctly "’

Mary burst into tenrs, The question
touched upon a spring that opened ev-
eory wound afresh.

The stranger drew one of her small,
white hands within his own, and then he
drew her head upon his bosom. It was
& véry strange movement, but Mary did
mot resist it. No, she pillowed her head
there as though it were her howme, nor
did she scem to think that he was a
stranger who thus supported her.

“Weep not now, my child,” he said, In
tones as sweet a8 a mother's voice. “If
the pi-—cuptain should return aund find
you thus, he would wonder at it."

“And do you know, then, my guar-
dian's character?' asked Mary, raising
her head quickly, and speaking earnestly,

“l do know Marl Laroon well, and |
know his business. But let that drop
where it Is. 1 ean perhaps help you."

“And you have known me before?”
utteredd Mavy, half imploringly.

“Not exactly; but i think I have
known those who did onee know yon, |1
promised a person that if ever [ came
across you, I would help you if it lay in
my power, and I suppose I must now
keep my promise.”

“What do you know of me or mine?
Oh, tell me if you can!"

“——wsgh! Here comes Laroon, I know
nothing that wonld beovellt you now to
know. But take hope. 1 must leave you

in the morning, but I shall return.

have come all the way here ouly to help | yo mament a softer shade rests upon his

you, and I tell you thus early of my

mission that you may have more to "}'I" |h.|~t that boy done him harm by word or
(i 'llnl

for. Be eareful now, and do not |
see that you have learned auyt
may depend upon your secrecy

And saying, he
awaiting the appearance

t i o
inil ears
wl resumed s seal,

of Laroon,
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When Laroon o
the rooin where the guest w o
went at onee o a prival
closed the door. Pl wolid
all Lthis meuant, for
his ecountenuuce thnt
posa in After |
place, Mirl walked
rooin wevoral e '
daring (that 1
nerya houglhit.

1w, |
froat of the
moliced thar m
we have just left?”

“You'" returned the
with fon of

o you think you hay
before ¥
“ls there something
his faee anl volee¥”

“Phere is, certainly™ ret P Tanl,
after & mo thon
goMietlln lhiim
pocolleciion i o my u ]
for feature, Lut
ash me?

“Recause 1 1
bly help me out with the poagale’

“Hut who do rau think p

Laroon dlid not answer this
at once, for it evidanily
pared; but he soan surmounted the dinl
culty and sald:

“alL. 1 do mnow remember a Alr, Lox
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his own, and even n mystie form that
flonted in the stranger guest's sxoul was |
pot his alone. Into hix soul the girll
Lhind probed with her strapge wand, sl
she read that wight a new and  lLoly |
truth,

At length the hour grew late, aud the
stranger nsked for rest. Old Hagar was |

sent out to conduet him to his room, and
in this Otehewa rend a warning which
others saw not. James Fox arose, and
having bid the company good-night, he
followed the old woman from the room.
It was lute for Mary to be up, and she
and Otebewa also left, 'unl had noth-
ing now to detain him, and he, too,
sought his own room. And Marl Laroon |
was left alone., Ile gazed about him,
und a shudder erept through his frame.

“Why did he eome?”

8o spoke the dark man to himself, and
then he walked away into the darkness, |
and back agaln. Then he siood still and
repeatod the question. ke gazed about
him, and he saw the dim speeters floating
about in the dim corners of the room.
They were men and women whom he
had murdered. And he saw another |
specter—and he covered his face with
his hands. Soon he started up, and his
fists were clenched, and with the right
one he smote his breast,

“Why did he come?”

And as the words echoed through the
high place an answer seemed to come
back:

“Yengeance!

And again the sweat stood cold and
heary upon the dark manp’s brow. e
snw two children—two laaghing, prat-
tling, gleesome children—and he remem-
bered that eold, wet, cheerleas day when
he fled with them to Boston. He re-
wembered the Cross-Hands Inn, and the
night he spent there. He remembered
when he went up to his bed that pight
—how he saw the children asieep—the
boy with a stern, sorrowful face, and the

1o

girl with a calm, confiding smile. Ile
remembered how that tiny white arm
was thrown over the boy's neck, and

how the boy's hand rested protectingly
upon her shoulder.

And Marl Laron is an old man—old,
at least, in erime and trials. Omly forty
yours have passed to his debt in the
great life book, but see how kden with
aecounts those years are! See the lines
of silver already in his halr, and the
lines of woe already on his brow. And
Marl Laroon thinks of those children
now, s they have jast left him, und for
durk facme Not onee in all these years
—amnd not once in all the while has
girl given him ecause for complaint,

deed
the

until the past few daya, He seeg them
the only pore things he hos abont him,
ud they would flee from him Why is
it s Too well he knows But the |
thought comes to his mind, aod he speaks
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“Plenty.”

With this assurance the old biack hag
went away, and Marl Laroon was ones
He looked at his wateh, and
it wanted vot an hour of midoight. Mid
pight was with him a eharmed hour, and
Lhe loved to work at that mystic period
between two days,
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The turret ch ) enlled from
bolng tngted below one of the turreta
of the huilding, the other turret being
i npon the center, and econsequant-
Iy over i,  This chamber was
i the sonthwest corner of the bullding
and overlooked the strenm that ran
through the yard. In this chamber the
stringer guest was put to sleep, ‘There
were Lwo doors leading from it, and
these he locked hefore hie retired,

It was midnizht, and the man glept
soundly. He heard no nojse—no sonnd
disturbed him. Upon that side of the
roum pear the bed a t door wis
opencd, It was n d vitieh no stranger

0 over | il wered, for it was
0O 1 hironad T madde o swing
bin I'his papel opened, and Marl La-
roon entered Yhe room in his stoeking
i j[-- “l 1 wl N i} nrat f?,'-TI'I‘,
1 he beard i o I 3 gular
T ing of one in sound ep, and
then he apps hed the bed fle moved
ta the hend t, and enrefully held up
n 4 lan g that ite rays should

I upon Face M'hen b worked
dewn the coverlid nnd sheet, working o8
o8 Iy na n m er would hamlle her
sl fant Then he opeuned the shirt
i g il wit the broad, full
b \ ind there was a
il TS k. I ning from
| ipper | it of ti -'1"1' haone (o

1 enter hrenst A sinele O‘}ll
I e looked nt t oy, and ne
pnt back the clothing he had re |.|rn-~d.
11 ] 1w|| nnt 1o axamine L*II,’\"'ZIi!'t: vlse,
but stealthily he glided nway from the

| place, and toiselessdl s closed the plulul
after him.

“1 knew him at first," he muttered to
himself, after he had galoed the hall
*Why Jdid he come?”

One long hour the eaptain walked up
and dowi the wide hall, with the lantern

Then he wenut out into the
and erossed over to the low bulld-
ing oagainst the wall where tho male
glaves slept. He entered here and awoke
a slave named Wardn,

“Warda,” whispered Marl, “come with

me,"
The slave threw a blanket over his
shoulders, nand followed his master out

The eain had ceased fall-
and the clonds were fast rolling off,
but yet the air was chilly, and the pirate
captain entered the building he had left,
and pursued hkis way to the apartment
where he had received his guest the night
before.

Marl Laroon did pot dream that his
movements were all watched. He did
not see the dark, slight figure that hung

.1 steps like a shadow. When he |y,
m'-'t-d the great drawing room he did
not notice that through another door a
din figure flonted and lay concealed be-
meath a wide ottoman.

“Warda," commenced Marl, as soon
as the door was closed behind him, “did
you see the stranger who came here last
night 7

*““No, master."

“A stranger did come, and he sleeps
now in the turret chambei, [ think he
will leave here to-morrow for the estate
of Lopez Garonne., If he does 1 shall
send you to show him the way. Before
he reaches Garonne's 1 would like to
hauve him turn off and visit that place

into the court.
ing,

from which man never came back. De
you undermstand me now 7"
“1 am sure that you want the man

killed."

“Txactly, Warda, And [ want it done
without mistake, Now, mark me; do this
faithfully, and you shall have Otechewa
for your wife."

The man clasped his hands with a
savage joy, but they fell to his side in a
moment more, and in a tone of doubt he
said:

“Iint the yonng missug won't let me
have her.”

“As soon as the young mistress is my
wife the maid shall be yours; and that
will be very soon. Do this for me, faith-
fully and sorely, without a third person's
knowing it, and Otehewa shall be yours

as 1 live,”
“I'Il kil a thousand enemies for you
at that price,” uttered Warda, witl

sparkling eyes of vengeful joy.

Loog had Warda loved the bright-eyved
maid of the Muyscas, but she wonld not
yot he his, for she loved him not, aud to
protect herself from his initios
had persaaded Mary to forbid
to molest her mai;
tions of love Liar

she
him ever
d with his prop-

0 oon knew all this,
and thongh Warda would have obeve]
hi without sneh rewnrd, yot he knew
that such a eourse would cusure morn
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A CHOICE SELEGTION OF INTER- |
ESTING ITEMS. [

Lomments and Criticigms Based Upon |

the Happenings of the Day—His-
torical and Newns Notes,

A whipped Japnnees is a dead Japa-
1ese—mnone olher gemulne,

We may be shy on wheat, hut
mres so Jong as the apple
arger than nsual,
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Professor Benbow successfully ste

wl his alyr ship for 00 yards at St
Louis, l.ll: it's n thousand miles to
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Western civilization is permesating
Shina., In another generation it will |
wt be congldersd a ddsgrace for a \
Jhinese woman of high rank to stund

m u broud footing,

London is getting glddy. The dangh-

er of the Lord Mayor has been Jllted
)y an Bzypuan oflicial and somebody
axploded o bunech of firecrackers in

Wezstminster Abbey,
Artlessness is held to bhe
of Hidhood,
w valunbie a jewal
wople? 1Is there
eally unboes

tha prerog

ithive Eut why =hould
denied older
any virtue that is

adult?
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“Tips to Millionaires™ is the title of
t magazine article by Isruel Zangwill,
After Zungwlll bas been over here a
ittle longer he will Jearn that all head
vaiters are not millionalres, even if
hey do look and act like it

The Chinese ldea of neutrality s
thown by the readiness with which
ey sell provisions to elther rty
ipon the production of the pricé, In
s respect the neutrality idesas of the
Jrient and of the Occldent seem to be
n full accord,

The man who Imagines unlonism is
mly a passing feature of industrialism
8 badly deceivel, Unlomlsm is here to
itay. And It ought to atay, It may
)e abused, betimes, but it ha
Jlished much; not only for
lor clvillzation.

; Rawhide, or even leather, If bolled
tor hours, will make a nutritious soup,
lays a writer In Country Life In Amer-
ca on the subject of what a man lost
n the woods may find to eat. Many &
nan has bridged the awful gap by
polling his boots, whence the plhrase Lo
Ixpress the final extreme, “I'll eat my
boots first.” Mark Twaln was once
yut to this final resort and recorded
tfterward that “the holes tasted the
m'.

A houm-kwpers f-luh recently organ-
zed in an Arizona city opens Its meel-
!ngs by a roll call to which each wom-
in I8 expected to respond wibth a testad
:acipe or a helpful domestic suggestion.
[he others write them down. Then
for an hour the members assist their
rostess with her mending, or whatever
iewing she may have on hand, and the
aext hour they devote to their own
lewing—fancy work belng prohibited.
Mus is revived the helpful old fashion
»f the “sewing bee,” so called, doubt-
©ss, because the sewing and the buzsz-
g were simultanocous.

“Dulee et decorum est pro patria
mori”—thus it bhas always been and
thus it will be 8o long as international
lisagreements continue to be setfled
by resort to arms.  Not only do patriots
feem It sweet and becoming to die for
their country, but the memory of those
who fall in defense of tlag and eountry

& cherished more sacredly than that of

hose who achleve the groatest and
most beneficent teinmphs In the arts of
I"l-'.[l'l‘, No other fame 18 80 eml
|as that of the military hero. O no
[others are Lono so gratefully be
stowed, T'his s demonstrated in t
| hist wry of the United Slates quilis
onclusively N 1l at o i other
MOULLLETEY
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Last year England lmported mom
tons of butter. Tho United States ex-
porlml about 4,000 tons. Thess facts
leave & falr Inference that England
offers an open market for more than

fifty thmes as much butter s we are
in the hablt of exporting, Englind's
purchases of this arti le frosn foreign
countties and Mo ber colonlesamonng
to dbout $100000000 4 year, Uur axs
port sales of I spproxim ttee B1500,008,
England purchused last year  sbdug
186,000 tons of clie Our total ex-
ports were In the vicinity of 5 UIKFTons,
worth ahout K2 L50,000 Canada,
whom we are i v regnnd A8 R
coonomic inferior, exported len times
ae mueh as we did (hils leaves a fale
inference that there is in Bngland alone
it possible market i B 0000, DO
wWolth of ehieese evoers "l

There 18 a story that when M arryat’s
SJaphiet In Search of a Father” was
rin 2 A8 a serind the ususl RIgnDais
were neglected by an Ameriean and
a Britlgli boa’ which met at sén and a
stubstltute appeared L LBe guery, “1las
Japhet found biESfether yet?' That

- veardmgo, nnd ahip loads
beoatl” Weltten slnee, . Net
Japlie work of
of advenlture have
poured lforth In amaghg quantily and
with all the variety that is indicated in
tie range from a ding novel (o Slevoens
“Preasure Islangl Furtherwere,
the public that feasts these later
productions knows Iittle of Japhet
Bome readers pick Glm up by chance,
sthiers search him out because they
have o cusiosity nbout one of the old
authors who was once very popular.
Meanwhille the vast majority go after
the hovks of the year and are nof con-
sclois that they ars losing anything.
Posaibly, too, there s no loss, but M
may be said also that Japhet would an-
swer as well for its purpose now as
ever e did. While It falls much below
“Treasure [slnnd” in artistic value and
considerably below it In sustained im-
terest, i: Is a lively performance and
greatly superior to much of the con-
temporary llterature that has usorped
it4 phice, Moreover, when wa gay 8us
perior we Include in the idea those ele-
ments that make such works popular.
Peopie who want Just a rattling good
story will find i In $his diverting mare
rative, Probably the sigpaling aed
would not be repeated if it Were rune
ning as a serial now, but it s quita
conceivable that it might be celebrated
as a book of the year. On the score of
fashion ajone there wwould certaluly be
nothing to provent, for there is nothing
that stamps it as belonging exctusively
to a pecullar time or a peculiar mood
of the reading public. The new books
take its place simply because they arve
newly published, which 8 a happy
thought for the pew author. Bach gen~
eration must have its own output, la-
cluding ephemeral stufl that appears

Wis venty

of books have

olly Was uot fhe Lnal

its kind, but tales

son's

O

and disappears in a single season. And
while the eritles rage Miss OCorelll

points with pride to the fact that fortys
threa tons of paper were used in the
first edition of her latest,

Prunes thppeﬂ to France.

The glamor of a forelgn name is po-
tent In selling comestibles, Many a
box of prunes labeled “French” sells
at a price that, together with the label,
convinces the critical Bastern houses
wife of the high quality of its contents,
and puts It beyond the reach of the
boarding house keeper. She buys “Cale
Ifornla’ prunes, to the disgust of Lere
boarders, who, did they but know it
are grumbling over frult ldentical im
gunality with that set before the critis
cdl  housewife's husband. For the
French have a trick that, while repre-
hensible, reflects credit on our product,

\

L

At Bordeanx, the real center of the '
priune trade of the world, the prune
crop for 1903 was a fallure. Califors
nin pranes were bought by Bordeaux
dealers, who repacked them in qttracts

ive form, made them lithographically
French, and shiped them back te
Amerien,

Alblon W. Tourgee, American consul
at Bordeaux, Is authority for this stute-
ment, made In a cousular report Ha
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The Old and the New.
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plied the clerk hilndelphin Press.

You are not having an unt 1l
gooil olid time In eating coru ol the
coly unless vou hinve kernels cleapr
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