A SISTER'S VENGEANGE

By CEORCE MANVILLE FENN
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CHAPTER 1V.—Coutiuvued.)
“Curse themw!" eried Abel, a% he reaci-
ed the other side of the point, aud saw
thut which his sister had seen (rom the
cliff behind the cottage.
He looked round hiw for a fresh way
of escape, There was the sea, if they
liked o leap o and swim: but they could
be wasily overtaken, The rvcks shove
them were too overhangiog to Climb, and
there was no other way, unless they re

turned, and tried to rush through theic!

pursuers; for beyond the polut the ude
beat upon the cliff,

“No good, Burt, we're trapped,” sald
Abel, stolidly. “I'll never forgive ber—
never!”

*Yes, you will,” said Bart, sitting down
on a rock, and carefully taking off his
fur cap to wipe his heated brow. “You
will some day. Why, I could furgive her
anything—1 could. She's a wonderiul
gell: but, 1 say, wy hips are werry sore.”

He sat staring down at the boat be
yond the peint, the anchor bavipg been
taken on board, and the oars being out
to keep her off the rocks, as she rose and
te!l with the coming tide

“No!"™ said Abel, barverly.
forgive her—never!”

“Nay, lad, don't say that” said Bart,
mubbing oue side. “Hey, lass! There
she is. Top o the cliff. Look at her,
mate."

“No,” suid Abzel; 1ot her look—at her
cownrdly work.

“Now, theu! shouted the head consta-
ble, as he came panting up. “ls it sur-
render, or fight”"

For anywer, Abel clinibed slowly down
to the mands, followed by Bart; and the
next minute they were surrounded and
stood with gyves upon their wrists,

“Warm work,” said the constable,
cheerfully; “but we've got you safe now.”

In silence the party with their prison-
ers walked slowly back, and beneath the
spot where Mary stood like a figure cary-
ed out of rock, far ahove their beads,
till they had gone out of sight, without
ouce looking up or making a wiygn,

Then the poor girl sank down in the
rocky niche where she had climbed first,
and burst into an agouized fit of weep-
ing..

“Father — mother — brother—all gone:
Lover false! Alone—alone—alune!” she
sobbed. “What have | done to deserve
it all? Nothing!" ahe cried, fierceiy, as
sbe sprang to her feer awnd tursed amd
shok her clinched fists lundward. “Noth
fng but love a cold, cruel wretch, Yes
love; and now—oh, how 1 hate him—and
all the world!"

Bhe sank down again in the niche all of
& beap, and mat there with the sun slow-
Ty sinking lower, and the seabirds wheel-
ing round and round above her head, and
watching her with imguisitive cyes, as
they each now and then uttered & mourn-
ful wail, which sounded wympathetic.

And there she sat, bour after hour, till
it was quite dark, when she began slow-
Iy to descend, asking lberself what she
sbonld do to save her brother and his
friend, both under a misconception, but
suffering for her sake.

“And I stuy here!” ghe said, passion-
ately. "Lt them think what they will,
I'll try and save them, for they must be
in prison now."”

Mary was guite right; for as night fell
Abel Dell and Bart, hiv companion, were
partaking of a very frugal meal aud
made uncomfortable by the fact that it
was not good, and that they—meu free
to come and go on ses and land—woere
now pafely caged behind a massive jron
g-ill.

“Well,” said Bart, at last,
sorry for one thing now.”

““What's that—Mury being so Lose?"
Mary being so base?’

“Nay, I'm sorry for that,” replied Bart,
“but what 1 meant was that | dida't
give the captain one hard ‘un om the
hond.™

“1'll mever

“I"'m only

(HAPTER V.

The laws were tremendously stringent
in those days when it was considesad
miuch easier to bring an offender’'s bad
caresr to an eud than to keep him at the
pation's expense; sud when the stealing
of a sheep was cousidered u crime o be
puuished with death an attack npon the
sacred persun of one of the king's otficers
by a couple of notorious law-breakers
was not Hkely to be looked upon lenient-
Iy by & judge well known for stern $en-
tences.

But a jury of Devon men was sitting
upon the offense of Abel Dell and Bart
Wrigley, and feeling disposed to deal
vasily with a conple of young Cfellows
whose previous bad character wag all In
cennection with smuggling, s crime with
the snid jury of a very light dye, certain-
Iy not black. Abel and Bart escaped
the rope, and were sentenced to trins-
portation to one of his majesty’s colonies
In the West Indies, there to do convict
work in connection with plantations, or
the making of roads, as their task mas-
ters might think ft.

Time glided by, and Mary Dell found
that her life at home bad become insup-
portable,

JBhie was not long in finding that, now
tiint she was left alone and unpritected,
she was not to bhe free frow persecution.
Her contemptuous rejection of Captain
Arnistrong’s advances seemed to have the
effect of increaning bis persecution; and
one evening at the end of a couple of
months, Mary Dell et on ope of the
rocks outside the cottage door, gazing
put to mes, and watchiag the ships sall
wewtward, as' she wondered whether
those on board would ever ses the broth-
er who seemed to be all that wax left 10

orld.
lenlar night the thought which
ber brain ever

T g

| tace,

conld always turn you round ber little

o

tlashed back from the blurred looking
#lass, and cast a furious glare in the
girl'y steru countenance, with its beavy,
dark brows, suu-browned, roddy cbheeks,
wnd gleaming eyes.

Saip!

The sharp scissors bad passed through
oue lock of the massive black tresses
whivh she had shaben over lor ghoulders,
and which thes rippled to the cottage
toar,

Suip!

Auother cut, and two locky had fallen.

Then rapidly snip, saip, saip—a cuni-
uas thick, sharp suip—-and  the gzreat
waves of glorions hair kept falling as the
bare, sun-burned, ruddy arw played here
aud there, and the steel blades glittered
dud opened sod clused, sy if arm, bhand
and scissors forwed the neck, besd and
ungry bill of some fierce bird attackiog
that weilshaped bead, and st every saap
took off a thick tress of bair

Au hour later, just as the red moon
rose slowly above the surface of the sca,
4 sturdy looking young man, with u stout
stick iu one hand—the very stick which
had helped 1o belabor Caplain Armstrong

~and u bundle tied yp in a haopdkerchisf
benvath his arm, stepped out of the cot-
tage, changed the key frowm inside to out-
side, closed the old door, locked it, drag-
ged out the key, and with a sudden jerk
sent it fying far out inte deep water be-
youd the rocks, Then the figure turned
onee more tu the cottage, gazed at it fix-
«dly for a few moments, took & step or
twu away; but sprang back directly with
an exceeding bitter cry, aud kissed the
rough, unpaioted woodwork agaio aod
again with rapld action, and then dashed
off to the foot of the cliff and climbed
rapidly to the sbeep track—the faintly
isen path that led toward Slaptou Lea
uud the old hall, where the captain wtill
stayed with his youug wife, aud then
joived the west road which led to Ply-
mouth.

She strode on manfully for another
quarter of a mile, when sll at once there
was a stoppage, fur apother figure was
seen comiug from the direction of Tor-
vross, apd the moon shining full upou
the face showed pluinly who it was,

There wuas uu questiva of identity, for
that eveping Captein James Armsiroug
~whose juurney had beea postponed —had
soubbed bis young wife cruelly, quarrel-
ed with bis cousiu Huwmphrey, who had
Leen there to dine, snd then left the
house, determined to go down to Mary
Dell's solitary cottage.

“Who's this? wmuttered the captain
“Humph! sailor oo the tramp to Ply
mouth. Well, Le woo't know me, |
woun't turn back.”

He strode on a dozen yards sad then
stupped short, as the Ggure before him
had stopped & few moments betore; and
then a change came over the aspect of the
captain. His knees shook, his face turn
#d wet, and his throat grew dry.

It was harrible; but thers could be no
mistake,

“Abel Dell!™ he cried, boarsely, as he
leaped at the ides that the brother had
returned io spirit, to suve his sister from
sll harm.

“Out of my path!" rang forth in an-
swer, the voice belug loud, imperiouy and
fierce: und theu, in a tone of intense
hatred und suppressed passion, the on
wurd—"Diog™"

As the last word rang out thers was
a whistling as of & stick passing througn
the alr, 4 tremendous thud, snd the cap-
tain fell heudlong upon the rocky ground

Then there was utter silence ng the
young sallor placed one foot upon the
prostrate mau's chest, stamped upon it
savagely, and strode on right away over
the wild country bordering the sea,

The figure lovmed up once in the moon-
light, as the captain rose slowly upon une
elliow und gazed after it, ta see that it
sectned to be of supernatural proportious,
wud then he sank back sgain with »
BroAn.

“It's a spirit,” he said, “come back to
her;" and then the poltroon fainted dead
away.

CHAI'TER VI.
Bomeone way singing s west-conutry
ditty. There was a pause in the sing-
ing, and the striking of several blows
with a rough boe, to the destruction of
weeds in a coffee plantation; while, as the
chops of the hoe struck the clods of eurth,
the fetters worn by the striker gave forth
faint clinks.
“Oh, 1 way, Abel, mate;
don't.”
“Don't what? said Abel Dell, resting
upon his hoe, and looking up at big Bart
Wrigley, clothed like himself, armed with
2 hoe, and nlso decorated with fetters,
as he stood wiping the perspiration from
bin forehead,
“[on't sing that there old song.
make me fée] 8o unked."
“Unked, Bart? Well, what if it does?
These are unked days”
“Ay: but each time yon sings that 1
seem to see the rocks along by the shore
at home, with the ivy banging dowu, and
the sheep feeding, and the sea rolling in,
and the blue sky, with gulls a-fiying; and
it makes me feel like a boy again, and,
big an 1 am, as it I should ery.”
“Always were like a big boy, Bart.
Hoe nway, lad; the overseer’s lookiog."”
Bart went on choppiog weeds, diligently
following his friend’'s example, as a sour-
looking, yellow-faced man came by in
compuny with a soldier loosely shoulder-
ing lis munket. Bot they passed by with-
aut speaking, and Abe) continued:
“There's sea bere, and bloe sky nnd
sunshine*
“Ay.” wnid Bart; "there's sumshing hot
enongh to fry a mack’'rel. Place ko sight
enough if you was free; but it aren’t
home, Abel, it aren't home.”
“Home! no,” sald the young man, sav-
agely. "“But we have no bome. Mhe
spolled that”
“Ah, you're a hard 'on, Abel” remark-
ed Bart, after a time,
“Yes: and you're a soft 'un, Bart, She

don't, lad,

It deo

finger.”
“Ay, blesa her; and she didn't tell on
'H

“Yex, she did.” said Abel, sourly; and
he turned back upon his companion, and
tolled awny to hide the working of his

shirts the young wmea

tor the labor deadened the wisery iu

thelr breasts.
“How loug have we bees here, mnte?”

said Bart, after a jauses.
“Dunwe,”" replied Abel, Gercely,

terval, and he looked (row the beautiful
shore at the bottom of the slope on which
they worked to the cluster of stone sud

priscn and the station farm, with factery
aud wmill, all worked by comvict labor,
while those in the neighberhood were
managed by blacks.

Abel did oot mpswer, ouly scowled
fiercely; aud Bart sighed aund repeated
iz gquestion.

“Till we diel” said Abel, savagely;
“same as we've geen other fellowg die—
of Tever, and hard work, aud the lash.
Curse the captain! Curse—"

Bart clapped one hand over hiy cow-
panion’s lips, and Le held the other be
hind his head, droppiug Lis boe to lewve
full liberty to met.

“l neter quarrels with you, Abel, lad,
be said, shortly: “but if you says words
again that poor gell, I'w going to tight—
and that wou't do. Iy it easy?’

Abel seemed disposed to struggle; but
bLe gave in, voudded bis bead, aud Bart
loosed him aud picked up bis boe, just as
the overseer,
behind, brought dows thé whip be car-
ried with stinging viclence scruss the
shoulders of first oue aud theo the utl

The younsg men spraug round savage
iy; but there wau a sentry cloge bebind,
musket-urmed and with bayonet fxed,
aud they knew that fifty suldiers were
within call, and that if they struck their
taskmaster down aud wade for the juogle
they would he bunted out with dogs, be
shot downo like wild beawsts, or die of
starvation, as other upfortunstey bad
died before them.

There was uothing for it Lut to resume
their labor and hoe to the clankiug of
their fetters, while, after a promise of
what was to folluw, lu the shape of tylug
up to the triangles, aod the cat, if they
quarrsisd sgain, the prerseer weat oo @
seé to the otbers of his fock.

“It's worse than a dog's lifel” wald
Abel, bitterly, “A dog does get petted
as well as kicked. Bart, lad, 'm sorry
I got you that lash."

“Ney, lad; gever mind," sald Bart
“I'm sorry for you; but deu't speak hard
things of Mary.”

“I'l try uwot," said Abel, as be bhoed
away excitedly; “but 1 hope this coffes
we grow may poison those who drink it.”

Bart was close up to a dense patch of
forest—oue wild tangle of cane and creep-
er, which literally tied the tall treeg to-
gether and made the forest imprasable -
when the shrieking of a kind of jay which
had beeu Bitting aboul excitedly stopped.
and was followed Yy the melodions whis-
Lie of a wilte bird and the twiltering »!
quite & flock of little fellows of a gor
keous scvarlet crimson. Theo the shrick-
ing of several parrots saoswering each
other aross; while just above Bart's head,
where clusters of trumpet-hlossoms hung
down from the edge of the forest, scures
of brilliantly scaled bumming birds lit-
erally buzzed aboul on slmost Lrauspar-
ent wing, and then suspeaded themselves
In midair ax they probed the pectaries of
the flowers with their long bills, Bart
Klanced at his fellow-conviet and was
about to work back, whey there came a
sound from out the dark forest which
made bim stare wildly, and then the
sutind mruse again. Bart chaoged color
and did oot stop to boe, but walked rap-
idly meross to Abel

“Whiat's the matter? said the latter

“Dunno, lad,"” said the other, rubbing
his brow with his arm; “but there's suine
thing wrong"

“What is t?"

“That's whut 1 dupno; but just now
sotnething sald quite plaio, "Bart, Bant!'®

“Nounseuse! You were dreaming”

“Nay. I was wide awake as | am uow
and as [ turned und stared it sald @
again,”

“Poll parrot,” said Abel, grutily
on with your work. Here's the over
weer.”

The young men worked away, aud theif®
wipervisor passed them, and, apparently
satisfied, contioued his journey ruund.

“May have bheen a poll parrot” sald
Bart. “They do talk plain, Abe! lad
but this sounded like something eise”
“What else could it be?'

“Sounded like a ghost.”

Abel burst fute a  hearty laugh--w0
hearty that Bart's face was slowly over
spread by a broad smile,

“Why, lad, that's better,” he said, grim
Iy. "I ar'n't seen you do that for mouths
Work away."

The hint was given becaose of the over
seer glancing in their direction; and they
now worked on together slowly, going
down the row toward the jungle at
which Bart kept oup darting uncasy
glances.

“Euough to make s man laugh to hear
you talk of ghosts, Bart," said Abel, af
ter & time,

“What could it be, then™

“Parrot some lady tamed.” said Abel,
shortly, as they worked on side by side,
“escaped to the woods again, Some of
these birds talk just like a Christian.”
“Ay," said Bart, after a few momnents’
quiet thought; “I've heeed 'em, lad; but
there's no poll parrot out here as kuows
me,'"

“Knows yon ™

“Well, dida't I tell you as it calied me
‘Bart, Bamt!'"

“Sgunded lke it,” aaid Abel, lacon-
ieally. “What does be want ¥’

For just then the overseer shouted, and
wigned to the gangmen to come to him.
*To begin another job—log-rolling, |
think,” growled Bart, sbouldering his
hoe.

At that moment, as Abel followed his
example, there eame in a low, eager tone
of voice from out of the jungle, twenly
yardas away:

“PBart!—Abel!—Abel™

“Dion‘t look.” whispered Abel, who teel.
od as if strack, and recoversd himself o
enteh his companion by the arm. “All
rlght!™ he suld aloud; “we'll be Aere to-
worrew. We must go"”

—

CHAFTER VII,
It was quite & week bofore the two
young men were at work [n the piantation
of young trees again, and during all that
time they had feverishly diseussod the
voles they had heard. KEvery time they
approached the borders of the plantation
where it ran up to the virgin forest they
had been on qul vive, expecting 1o
bear thelr names called aguln, but only

“Go

The sun sbone down as botly as @ can

“How long will they meep Us i this
biere place” said Bart, after another lu- |

vwood-built buildings, which formed the

who had cowme softly up|

shine in the West Indies, and the course sideration, Abel placed a right luterpre
wore showed
| patches of melsture where the perspira-
tiom came through: but they worked on, boat,” be said, “and mansged to crawl up
It the ouly place where anyons

tation upun the reason,

“It was someotie who got ashore from 8

there.
could get up”

“No old mate would take sl
trouble for us, lad.

tha!

thing like & sob from close Lo bis elbow,

“Abel, matey!™ he whispered.

“Dion't talk to me, old lad,"” came back
hoarsely after a tiwe,
loug wilence. “Yes, you're right.
laww-—poor lass!"

“Say that agaiu, Abel; say that again,”
whispered Bart, excitedly.

“Poor laca! I've beeg toe hiard on her.
She Aidu’t get us tovk.”

“Thauk God!™

These were Bart's hoarsely whispered
words, choked with emotion; and directly
after, as be luy there, Abel Dell felt a
great, rough, trewbling hand pass across
his face and search about him till it
renched his own, which it gripped nnd
beld with a strong, firm clasp, for there
wus bepenth Bart's rough, busk like ex-
terior & great deal of the true, loyal ma-
terial of which English gentlemen bre
wade; and when toward morping those
two prisotiers fell asleep in their chains,
haud was still gripped io band, while the
dresms that brightened the remaining
bours of their rest from peual labor were
very similar, being of & rough home down
beoeath Devou's lovely ¢liffs, where the
sen ran sparkling over the clran-washed
pebbles, and the hundsome fece of Mary
sdiled upen each ly turn,

"(To be continued.)

POSES AS TRAMP; WINS A BRIDE.

Hagged, Unshaven Hired Mun Turne
Cut to Be a Rich Suitor.

Miss Laura B. Keller, of Montrose
W. Va., a girl of exceptional beauty
aud a village belle, ndvertised lu & wat-
rimonlal paper for a correspoudent,
thinking to have sport. Two of the re-
pliss lnterested ber und she began a
correspoudence with the writers. ho-
tograplis were exchunged snd o meet-
ing with the two sultors was srrunged.

Prior to the meetiug a ramp appear-
ed at the Keller bowe and procured
ewploymwent. He wuas ragged and uo-
shaven, bu! gave evidence of baving
secu better duys nud was gentecl lo hls
deportwsent. He fell 1 love with Miss
Laurs, mud o spite of his belng a
truwp she returted bls love, slthough
she told bim sbe could wpever thiok of
warrylng bim.

Recanty Henry Snodgrass, one of ber
uukuowu sullors, appeared snd was re-
Jected. On the next day Harry Will
lame, the other wan with whow she
bad corresponded, was to appear. But
she walted nll day aud be fulled to put
in hls appearsnce,
Thut evening the tramp spoke to her
of love and she told Lim  she loved
him, but could pever mMerry & poor waan
Throwing off bls disgulse, Harry Wil
lams, young, wealthy sand dressed In
the belght of fashion, stood before her.
Mliss Keller was gquits overcomse at the
dénouewent, but all obstacles buving
Leen overcoms she renewed her love
vows aod they were married. WillLims
I8 sald to have wenlth and soclal stand
lug, says u speclil to the New York
World, but took the disgulse of o tramg
to wycertuln unsuspected what munner
of girl Miss Keller was, Both
sulistied

WwWere

Tommy's Hammer.

The Beachem family was a happy
go-lucky one,  aod rosy-chevikel
Bridget, “Just & week over from the
ould counthry,” seemed A wost appro
priate handmaid. For the most part
her mistakes amused and  delighted
them, Lut on one occasion a mistake
came near muking serious trouble,

She had been with the famlly two

dnys, and was in the nursery with
Jyearwid Towwmy

“HBridget,” cried Mrs. Beachem, as
she  rushed [ute the nursery, “Mr
Beachem has jJust telephoned me thai
he left hls revolver ou his dressing

table by mlstake, and it lsn't there!
Have you seen It? I know you wers
there tidying up the room.*

“What s it luike, mim?*”" usked
Bridget.  “There was a little  thing
about so long, wid n crook luike at win
end, and brolght lolke silver. Could
that be it? O gave it to Tommy for
to humimer hls Ditle taeks Inte the
boord, but he had no fancy for it, ano
Ol think be fdoong It under the bed
Yis, mim, there it Is, away over In the
far cerner.”

Mrs. Beachem glanced under the bea.
The revolver was there. “Let It stay
until Mr. Beachem comes home" she
sald, faintly. “I'll take Tommy Inte
my roowm and lock up the nursery.”

Exactnesa,
“I suppose g mun most have ge I
{ense love for his art to succeed on the
'u‘"u
“He must,” anywered Mr, Storming-
ton Barnes.
“He must be wlilling to walk the
floor In order to attalo his Ideals.*
“Not precisely. He may have to
walk—but not the floor.” ~Washington
Btar,

What He Baid.

“Never," sald the person of good ud
vica to the dellcately nurtured Bosion
youth, “never say 'l can‘t.”"

“Indeed, sir,” responded the intellee
tual lad, "I trust that my diction s not
so open to eriticlam. If you will but
be attentive to my conversation you
will observe that | say ‘cawn't’ —]
Baltimore Amerlean,

In His Line,

Agent—Dao you neisd rmytlﬂn'g In the
way of dalry wuppliea?

Farmer Odteake—No, [ halo't needin’
eny jest neow; but I heer Neighbor
Hayrix deown tew th' cross roads say-
In" an heow -he wus goln’ ter git a new
pump. You might stop an' see him.—

1t's somecne Mary's
sent te bring us & lerter and & bLit of

It was at uight jo the prison lines that

Bart said this, aod then he listened woo-
deringly iu the dark, fur be heard soume

Aud then, after &
Poor

Drugg'sta or by mati; Trisl Miaa, 10 conts by mali,
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Promotes Digestion Cheerful-

ness and Rest.Conlains neither
pum, Morphine nor Mineral.

Nor NARCOTIC,.

A el Reméd for Constipa-
l"lu]:.ﬂ;.ll_lr Stougch. [)iaml:fe:!
Worms Convulsions Feverish
ness and LOSS OF SLEEP.
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Trangullity.

Who does not lovea tranquil beart,
a sweetl-tempered, balunced life? It
does oot matter whether It rains or
shines, or what misfortuoe come to
L i we possessiog these blessings for
Ltiey are always sweel, serene and
il . :

‘I'bat exquisite poise of character
putter.''—New York Sun.

A smal] boy |i never i_n Industrious
15 when It Is time to go to bed,

syirine, CATARRH
CURE FOR P ELY S

CATARRH
Ely's Cream Balm
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ass. Contalns no In-
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It s qnlcr:fr shedrbed,

Gives Hallef at once,
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Proof ot Filial Affection,

When a Carthage father became st
bidly jagged a few nights ago thay
lie could not walk, bis muscular sun
threw him over his shoulder and
""toted’ him home much as he would
have carried a sack of flour—an ex-
hibition which tends to disprova the
theory that tillal affection is decreas-
ing.—Kansas Clty Journal,

No wonder a man kicks when 1t
comes Lo footing the butcher's bill,

What & pity It Is that a law pre-
ventlog the birth of fools Is mprac-
tieahle.

No trouble to get I;ruhfut I
htive Mrs Austin's famons l'l:‘lli:‘ll;: gl::r'
Your grocer walts to supply you, ’

Any woman who admits that her

shoes are too tight Is Inclined to be
masculine,

You ecan ds_:azr_d:_nlﬁ'l in balf an

thour  with PUTNAM

e FADELESS
Kissing muy ne unhealthy, but

nothing risked nothing galoed,

M. Winedow's RO iming AYNEP for rhildres

benthing. softens  the gums
. Pednmey |
allaye palb curem i colie e oy Ua, R

1t dfmrm'l';n_ﬁt.la-_rlr a woman isn't
pretiy If she doesn't know she Iy ugly.
If yon love u_\n_l‘ I'If_l:;)_l-kT

o gol hieenkfast
Paveake flour,

I pan
Take bome Mrs, ’Af;:l l‘:::

Uumumanc; 18 4 Jewel that Ig of
swapped for sucoess, I

age & cenla, The

-

n




