CHAPTER XV.—(Continued.)

“My dear boy, walt a moment, just a
moment,"” pleaded my uncle, hig hand
grasping my arm. “We will give you
all the particulars we have gleaned.
Don't—don’t be afraid. Unfortunately
up to the present we--we have no re-
liable clue to your wife’s whereabouts
more than the letter has probably
glven you; but we hope——"

“There’s her hat—the hat she al-
wWays wears in the garden ; it looks all
wet and muddy—she mus,t ‘heve drop-
ped it in the grass. Give it to me—
glve it to me! Finlay, what on earth
lm\'t: you Jingling there? It—it looks

“I don't know what it is; do you
recognize it, Mr, Dennys?” he an-
swered, holding up a block of bruised
metal from which hung a light rusted
chain entangled in a rag of blue rib-
bon.

“That rubbish?—no. At first in the
shade there I thought it looked not un-
like a steel girdle and chatelaine my
wife wears—one that I bought her at
the Palais Royal last gpring. I—I don't
know what put it into my head. Give
me the hat. Where was it found? An-
swer me, answer me! Are you all
struck dumb?”

Then they told me, two or three of
them taking up one another nervous-
ly, that the hat was picked up the
morning before by the children of the
Grange lodge in g bed of rushes down
the river; that the chain and mass of
metal had been found twisted round
the big wheel of the Red Mill, and that
it was reccgnized by Carter, my wife's
mald, as part of the chatelaine she un-
doubtedly wore the day ghe disap-
peared,

“You—youn wish me to understand
that my wife went down the river un-
der the mill machinery like the girl
long ago? You—you want me to be-
lieve that? Great heavens!”

“My dear boy—mno, no. As long as
there is no further confirmation, of
course we—we must hope for the best;
but—but you see, unfortunately the
night was dark, and the river unusual-
Iy swollen; it is so dangerous down
by that broken bridge, so easy to miss
one’s footing in the—the—I say, catch
him, catch him! Oh, poor fellow, he's
failing!"

I saw their faces crowding round me,
tke rcom secmed fo heave convulsive-
¥, and then I remembered nothing
more for many weeks.

CHAPTER XVI.

One cold gusty evening in Cctcber,
seven years after the pen had fallen
from Paul Dennys’ hand, two womean,
wearing the garb cf the good Sisters
of Nazareth, wended their way across
the little couniry churchyard of Col-
worth and stood silently before a white
marble cross hearing the following in-
seription—

“Sacred to the memory of Helen,
the beloved wife of Paul Dennys of
Colworth, who died 22nd of July, 187—
aged 18."

“It stood a foew yards away from the
huge stone monument under which
generations of Dennyses siept, the
reeds and rushes from the river, flow-
ing close by, rustling mournfully
around It, making the spot so dismal
and ghostly that the elder sister, a
woman of a vigorous and unimagin-
ative disposition, shuddered involun-
tarily and exclaimed half-pettishly to
her silent companion—

“Well, sister, is our jourmey at an
end? Is this the epot we have traveled
over two hundred miles to visit?"”

“Yes. I wanted to know if this
Helen Dennys was buried here, and I
find she is. I am ready to go back now,
Sister Agatha, when you wish.” She
stooped to pick a spray of ivy grow-
ing round the cross, held it in her hand
irresolutely for a moment, then flung
it into the river and moved heavily
away.

“No: wait a moment and rest your-
gelf—yon look quite exhausted. Don’t
git on the grass, child; do you wish to
get your death of cold? 8it kere on
the slab beside me,” ecried Sister
Agatha, laying a motherly hand on her
companion’s shoulder.

She obeyed, tossing back her heavy
crape veil, and lifted a wan listless
face to the low murky sky.

“Poor Helen!” she sighed presently,
with a weak langh. *“They haven't
given her a very dry bed. have they?
They might have moved her a little
farther, even though it were only her
memory mouldering there.”

Sister Agatha made no reply, but
read sloud the inscription, comment-
ing softly, aged minteen. That was
voung to bid good-by to earthiy hap-
piness. Was this Helen a relation—
any one you loved—Sister Clothilde?”

“I knew her all her life; though she
died young in years, she was old in
gorrow.”

“And yet she was beloved?”

“So0 the stone says—so the stone
says. Oh, sister, sister,” burst out the
voung nun, with a sudden, bitter cry,
“of all the lies, uttered or recorded
in this world of lies, there are none—
none, I say—so shamelul, so bare-
faced as those that defile the grave-
yards of our land!"

“Hush, hush, my dear sister!” re-
proved the elder, in a shocked volce.
“Pray, pray compose yourself—you do
not know what you are saying; how
unbecoming—"
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MY POOR WIFE.

BY J. P. SMITH.

“Let me speak, let me speak now.
It will do me good, and 1 will be silent
after that for the rest of my life! Let
me tell you the story of the ‘baloved’
wife who lies here; it will do me good.”

“Very well, my dear, if it will ease
your mind, I will listen,” she answered
soothingly, looking at her companion
with keen anxious glance.

“It’s not a long story, and & com-
mon-place one enough. She—that
Helen—lived up in the red house the
chimneys of which you can see smok-
Ing among the trees, and she believed
herself beloved as that cross asserts
she was; but in a very short time she
found out her mistake—found out her
busband had only married her out of
pigue and disappointment—that he
loved another woman fairer than she.
Her rival came to stay in the house
with her; the wife was tried, tortured,
maddened to despair, and one day she
disappeared from her home, leaving a
letter saying she had gone never to
return, No trace was found of her,
but after a few days sufflcient evi-
dence was had to lead her husband to
believe that she had been drowned in
that river flowing there under the wall,
and her body ground to pleces in some
mill machinery half a mile furthe
down

“What a horrible story! Poor soul—
poor sonl! Was it proved to be acci-
dental or—or otherwise?”

“That no one will know unti! the day
all things will be made known, They
have not judeed her harshly here; let
not us do otherwise.”

“And the husband, sister?”

“He—the story says—went raving
about the country seeking her, at first,
as if he had lost the trezsure of his
life, and, five months afier her death,
married her rival.”

“Five months?”

“Five month, They live very happily
together now surrcunded with their
children. Thal's the whole siory, and
it ends in the orthodox styvle with a
happy marriage, you see. Now let us
go, or we shall miss our trzin.” -

With a glance toward the chimneys,
Sister Agatha put her arm within her
companion’s, and they walked quickly
and silently throungh the long wet
grass, over the old bridge above the
mill, to the station half a mile away.
When they arrived there the up train

was slowly moving away from the
platform, and to their dismaved in-
quiries the station-master informed

them there would not be another until

1:15. It was then only half-past seven.
Four dreary hours streteched before
ithem, to be got rid of—haow? Sister

Agatha, who had been 1up the ihrce
preceding nights nursing the sick, and
who had a week of hard work hefcre
her, prior to her departure for New Zea-
land, where she, her companion, and
three other nuns were going t{o found
a convent, lost no time in making up
her mind how to dispose of the time
before them. Seating herself in a re-
tired corner of the waiting-room, she
fell into a heavy sleep, after having
urged her companion to follow her
example.

Clothilde tried to do so, but it was
in vain, sleep would not come, Vis-
ions of past days, past happiness, hope,
and sorrow floated before her—voices
she had loved before she left the world
sounded in her ears.

When the last train from town ar-
rived, the quist station became a scene
of bustle and excitement—porters,
guards, passengers flitted hurrledly by,
doors were slammed; but Sister Agatha
slept placidly through it all, and her
companion drawing her thick veil gver
her hideous funnel-shaped bonnet,
shrank farthar into her corner, Two
or three travelers invaded the room
for a moment, then hurried out, and
the train slowiy moved on. Cilothilde
had just pushed aside her stifling veil,
when the door opened again, and a
plump ungloved hand, sparkling with
diamonds, thrust two children hastily
in, a gay, vibrating voice, that sent the
blood rushing to the nun's white face,
calling out—

“Children, stay there until nurse
comes to fetch you; don’t attempt to
leave this room. Perey, take care of
your sister, do you hear?”

“Pon’t be afraid, Cissy, I'l] take care
of you,” said the boy, a beautiful ehild
of abont five with gzelden curls falling
over his face. “Tha room darlk,
but—"

“Who are yon? What's you're name?
Tell me qguick—quick—]I must know!"”

The little feliow siarted back, threw
his arm around his sieler, as he stared
awe-struck into the white face and
burnicg eyes of a woman in a long
black cloak towering over him, a
woman he had never secn before, vet
whom he knew perfectly on the mo-
ment—the white witech of Carving
Knifs Cave who sucked the blood of
crying children, that nurse toki them
about when they were naughty.

“l am Percy Edward Stopforf Den-
nys of Colworth, and this is my sister
Edith Cieely Stopford Dennys, and—
oh,” quavered the child, his hands
clasped entreatingly, “if you will Iet
us off this time., we will never—never
be naughty again, never stick pins into
Reggie, or get ont of our cols in the
night, or—"

“Hush—hush! I am not going to
touch you. Go away—away into that
corner near the door. Don't speak to

is

me—don’t look st me agaln, and you
are safe. Go—go!”

They went; and Helen Dennys, who
was supposed to have been drowned
seven years ago, sank back into her
seat and coverad her face with her
hands in a passion of despair and
stormy ravolt, almost as fierce as that
which swept her the morning sghe tried
to take her husband's life.

CHAPTER XVII,

Presently the door opened again, and
a portly nurse, laden with a gorgeous-
ly-clad baby, waddled in, speedily fol-
lowed by the gwner of the gay voice

and begemmed fingers, namely, Mrs.
Dennys of Coiworth, a statsly well-
conditioned lady, on whose lovely

blocming face not the faintesi trace of
shame, remorse, regret lingered—a face
that was. the embodiment of supreme
stlf-satisfaction and unshadowed pros-
perity. Helen looked into it long and
deeply with hungry eyes, then turned
to the wall, when a shower of hot
tears dimmed her sight.

“T tell you, Halpin, the box is some-
where in the station; the porter ais-
tinetly saw it being lifted out of the
last train, and 1 won't leave the sta-
tion until it is found. 1 really never
met such a helpless and stupid wanan
as you; it is unbearable!” eried [L.I°5.
Dennys angrily, stamping her fool.

“Hulio, Hullo, wife, whal's the storm
about?” interposed a man’s voice. “Is
half you're nursery missing, or what?"

“My bonnei-box from Elsie's is miss-
ing, Mr. Dennys, and I am telling Hal-
pin that I won't leave the station until
it is forthcoming; I'll not have the his-
tory of my emerald bracelet repeated.”

Mr. Dennys made a half-scothing,
half-bantering reply; at the same time,
seizing his little girl, he perched her
on his shoulder. The caild clung to
him fearfully, her eyes fixed upon the
dark fignre, which nchody secmed to
notice.

Helen's lips moved in incoherent ter-
rific praver, her hands pressed to her
eyces.

“Help me, help me, O Heaven!" she
praved. *“O0h, do not desert me after
seven years' siruggle, don't let my sac-
rifice be all in vain! T have suffered, I
have siruggled! Oh, for pity's sake
help me now, or I—I ruin—ruin him 1
love! Paul, Paul, if you love your
rife, your children, your hanpy home,
go—go quick, before my strength
leaves me, beiore I look at you—hefore
I look at you again.”

She leaned forward rocking herself
to and fro in the fever of temptiation,
moaning feebly, until some one touch-
ed her upraised arm, and her hand fell
instinetivelv. Edith's husband was
standing beside her, speaking to her,

“I beg your pardon, madam, there
is a parcel under your seat. Would yon
allow me to see if it is the one we are
looking for No, it is not; thanks. I
am sorry for disturbing you.”

He moved away, not & gleam of rec-
ognition in his face, and she looked
after him dumb!y, her hands Iving on
her lap.

At first she could not see him piain-

Iy for a red mist shrouded her eyes; :

Lut it passed away, and he stood clear
before her, 2 man in the prime of jife;
stalwart and shapely, with a handsome

sunny face as insouciant, free from
remorse and care as LEdith’'s own, a

man whom the world used well, who
had obeved her lest reguest in the
spirit as well as the letter. Changad;
oh, so little changed since the summer
days long ago, when she walched him
died on her lips, the tumult in her
—her god among men—a little fuller
in the body and redder in face, but
otherwise unchanged, unchanged!
(To be Continued.)

WHEN TOLSTO! WRITES A BOCK

Count Lec Tolstoi is such an original
author that it is not in the least sur-
prising that his modus operandi when
writing a book is equally so. As soon
as he has decided what the plot of a
new nowl is to be he makes a rough
gketech of the whole, leaving out de-

talls, usinz for the purpose quario pa-.

per of the ccmmonest description,
probably from motives of economy, as
his handwriting is so I2rge that he
uses an enormous amount of paper for
very little work; this he gives to his
wife or cne of his daughters to rewrite
and reduce to something like neatness.
As soon as the first manascript is ready
he works up the plot and fills in some
of the details, writing his own com-
ments and ideas, for future alieraticn,
on the margin.

From the first copy a second and
third are made, each in the saome way.
If there is any part with which Count
Tolsoi is very much dissatisfied, he
will take the trouble to write and re-
write it as many as eight or nine times,
sconey than pass anything with which
he is not quite pleased; he very seldol
suceeeds at once in  describing any
very remarkable seene, and when any
great difficulty presents iiself he adopts
the highly original way cof getting over
it and collecting his idcas by plaring
a ganmie of “Patience.”

Critical as he is abiout his cwn work,
Ceount Tolzoi meeis with still sharper

{ eriticism frem his wife and family, and

as he places great reliance on their
judgment and good taste in all things
relating to literature, as soon as a new
novel is completed he reads it over to
them, in order that they may suggest
such alterations as they think advisa-
ble; some of which suggestions he ac!s
upon. When the proofsheets are sent
in their correction absorbs his whole
time and attention, and it is said that
no living author gives his publisher so
much trouble, owing to the numberless
alterations he insists upon.

Champagne was first made by monks
in the seventeenth century,
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“How did you get your overcoat
away from your uncle?” “Spouted
my bicyele.” “Didn’t you get your bi-
cycle out of pawn in the spring by
hocking your overcoute?" “Certainly:
it takes an astute financier to get thoe
most out of his assets,"—Pittsburg

Chronicle,

Harry—Say, old man, I'm in a hor-
rible ix. Fred—What's up? Harry—
I've gone and got engaged to two
girls. How the dickens am 1 going to
get out of it? Fred—Oh. thal's easy
enough. Just contrive to get them
together, =0 that they can compare
notes,—Pittsburg Chronicle,

THEY WANT TO TELL

Theso Grateful Women Who Have
Beon Helned by Mrs. Pinkham.

Women whe have soffered severely
and been relieved of theirills by Mrs,
Pickham’'s aivive aund medicine are
constantiy uroing publication of their
statements for the benetit of other wo-
men. llere are two sach letters:

Bas, Las m' BEvERLY, 253 Merrimae
5., Lowell, Mass,, w "'Ih

‘Ot effords me great p!on.ﬂn'-.- to tell
allsuffering womenof the benefit I have
received from taking Lydia 15, Pink-
ham's Vegetable Compound. Tean hard-
1y find words toexpressiy gratitude for
what she Lios done forme. My trouble
was uleeration of the womb.,  Iwas
deor the doctor’s care. Upnn examina-
tion he found fifteen very large ulcers,
but he failed todome zood. 1 took sev-
eral bottlesof Liydia E. Pinkham’s Vege-

table Compound, also used the Sanativ
Wash, and am cared.  Mrs, l'.::!.h:m. s
medicine saved my life, avd 1 wonld
recommend it to all su t"urinﬂ' women.”

Mrs., Amos Tromsoray, Ellenburgh

tr., N. Y..writes:

*“I tock cold at the time my bhaby
was born, causinoe me to have milk
legs, and was sick in bed for eight
weeks, Doclors did me no good. 1
surely thousht [ wounld die. 1 was al-
so froubled with fallinr of the womb.
1 eould not cat, had faint spells as
often as tea times a day. One day a
Jady came to sce me and told mo of the
beaelit she had
Lydig 1. 'inkham’s medicize, and ad-

vised me to try it. 1 did so, and had
{aken only hualf o bottle before I was
able to sit in o Lha'r. fter taking
thres bottles I covld do my own worlk,
I am now in perfeet health.”
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It wil] usnalir fovad
ninister who has the remutation of
making goocd pravers, makes shori

prarers.

No Friction.

“The relations hetween the passen-
ger departmenis of itiie Pennsylvania
and the Ballimore and Ohio railroads,”
said D. B. Martin, lna:!!z:ge:' pazsenger
trafiic of the B. and O., "are not strain-
ed nor is there a rate war in pregress,
as has been siated in several recent
newspaper parazraphs. of
course, we do not like the new feature
introduced by the Peansylvania rail-
road, considering 132 aggressive action
of cur own line and ali ether circum-
stances in cenneciion with the passen-
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inguiry. Prizes given for savin:
mond 0O Scap wrappers. Address
Cadzhy Svap Woerks, Soatpy 9mabha,
Neh,

Every man on {he siresie today
wore a new muffler or 2 new tie, It 18
the eross that cld tramn of Santa

Claus marks on the front gale of

every man he visits,
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the milk boy, eie., who happens (o
call.

Tl (‘-1733 A COLD IN ONE DAY
Take Laxaiive Bromo Quinine Tablets All

drug ,‘1-t~.1.,.r.1r!'*-'r oney if it feils tocure.
“32. The genuine has L. B Q. on ench tablel
nt the summer ccn
now trying to

The man who spe
structing air castles is
Lorrew heazt for the air.

-2Irs, Vimmsiow-s soothing Syrup
For obildren teothit sgsoftens the 15, reditces inflam.
meston, allays pabi, cures wind colic. 5 centsa boitle.

We eften woader if the Prince of
Wales doesn’t feel that his life is be-
ing thrown away.
pdelichted with DR. SETIT AR \m DR OCOrG
HALLER: it cures every thite. e J. B CornisYy,
Waynesvilie, Jil. <5¢. a boltie.
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Tex., and for
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.'\ (1l]ﬂu;nf fit atta
Holiing of San joag l”a‘
{hree days she Jonehed
with only Trief inlermissions. Loeal
physicians failed to cure her, and her
father decided to talie her to Galveston
for trectment. As they were crossing
ihe San *tr.,q..h: river the

boat ecap-
sied. and the sudden plsnge cured the
girk,
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Try Grain-0!
E r}f i &Lﬂ* .
(. ]
Try Grain=0!
Ask you Groeer to.day to show yom
apackagecf GRATN- U the now food

drink that takes tho place of eofioe.
rl-]_‘.“ i.:'l'.‘. Laen ci1s® ,;' .".sl'.lt

injury as welias {haadalt. Al who
iry-it, like it, GRAIN-O kas {hat
rich segl brown of Mocha or Java,
bt it is mmade [ pure prains, and
{he most delicate stcach reecives it
witiiont dsiress. ] the priceof cofiee.
15 cents and 23 cents per package.
Sold by all grocers,
Tastes like Cofice
Looks like Cofice
Insist that your grocer cives you GRAIN-0
Accept noin:!:atwn.
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unuznal inierest in ln:~. poculiarity of lining of vour throat and
nalure. Just a5 mueh iaterest is he- h:-'l::.“:. it is better than wet
mg 1"”""‘"“_ in. Hostetler's Stomach | feet to cause bronchitis and
Bitters, which Jcures dyspepsia, Indi=| pneumenia.  Only keep it
gestion, l-ll!"'}!tt"ful zid bicod diser- up lon» encugh “and you
deva when other remedies rall fo will succeed in reducing your
i beneit, weight, losing your appetiie,
+ i " bringing en a slow fever and
Worderfii mirkmanship is  dis making evervthing exactiy
played by a young ntan of Auslin, Tex,, right for the germs of con-
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to toss a brick in & Stop coughinz and you
rifle ghot broak it s -»‘-‘-'!_' e will get well.

| they drop (o the girgund, he breaks

cuaciv of the two pieces in the same

Crimzonbeak—l.et me see; didn't!
they send a New York man down tol
see about cleaning the streets of Ha.f
vana? Yeast—Yes; 1 believe they did | led every time. “Why,” she says, “it
“Well, it wouldn't be a bad idea 1if!was only t'other day that he bought
they sent men up fromm Havana, just | a flute, and when it came home, if
row to see about cleaning the streets ! you'll believe it, ‘twas full of holes,"—
of New York."—Yongers Statesman. ll:pOn[Ul'l Transeript.

Mrs. Smarte says her husband Is the
worst man that ever was to go shop-
ping. He's almost sure to get swind-

“That youngest boy of yours does

itis 1 ontains the |
The British museum co not seem to be a credit to you,"” said

complete manuscripts of Pope's trans- i
lations of the “Ilad” and “Odyssey. » | the uhlw man to Uncle Mose, “No,

Much of the copy is written on th\e"""h sald Uncle Mose. “He is the

stest chile 1 has. He is mighty
backs of letters, and among them ave | WUSt )
Oiii:ﬁ ll"ﬂ rl'f}nt St "f’le, A litlisﬂn‘ R{,.'...e. h‘l'l. I[? s de whit? hhft(’p Of (]0 f&m‘

Young and other celebrities. | ily, sah."—Boston Journal.

A toper in Colby, Kans,, was g very
wan, He came home Light
nizht, stumbled into bed,
It is be-
of gas,

it on and

his wile were fovnd dead.
lieved, as the roem was full
that the toper had teed
fergot to light it.
A Double Crop of Apples.

O a !_-'::‘:_:-, Island fz2rm s an apple
tree which hore two coops of fruit the
yeay, and the farmers are
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cougas of bronchitis

Bail's Family Pills are the bést A Tal king i
—— e = | are sacn LQ:.!p.e:ci}’ mas-
Theve is the usually panicky fecling tercd.  And, if nat oo far
among the women becauss they re- | ﬂil}'ﬂ:.’,.' the coughs c:'-:on—
ceived presents Cliristinas 1ro soma | itl;’f;i‘;::'\;ﬂ are COIH?SCIE]Y

one to whom they gave nothing. There
iz liitle that caunses a woman mgcre dis-
ttr_:;.: than this. |

g.J'l..~;.-: vour druggist for one
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. Ayer's
C-.va ry Pectoral
Fiaster.

Scap that's all soap—Diamond “C”
Soap.
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storm. while thie rich man !
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