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CHAPTER XXXV, —(CoNTINUED.)
“You!" ghe exclaimed; “1 thought
you were dead!”

“Truly,” he sald, “and you rejoice to
find that I still live; is it not so, Mar-

jorie?"
She did not answer him; her very
blood seemed to be freezing in  her

velns, and her face wore stuch an €x-
pression of horror that for a moment
even he was rendered dumb.

“Marjorie,” he sald, “let me hear
yvour words of welcome, 1 am an exile
now, driven to seek refuge in Scotland,
to escape the bullets of my foes.”

“Why-—why have you come to me?"’

“I have come to you for comfort, I
have come to take you with me to share
my English home!”

“To share your, home!” echoed Mar-
jorte, 1 will not—no, never. You
have done me evil enough already-
but | am free, | know you now, and
1 will not go with you.”

“You are free' he sald. “What do
you mean by that, mon ami?”

“I mean,” eald Marjorie, “that you
are nothing to me, You have sald so,
and | know it, and [ wish never to see
your face again.”

“Possibly, but our wishes are not al-
ways gratified. I am gorry you eannot
give me a better welcome, since you
will see me not once, but many times;
a8 to being free, that is all nonsense,
We are in Scotland now, remember;
and you—why, you are my wife.”

“Your wife!”

“Yes, my wife—and now, cherle—al-
though 1 could use force if 1 chose, 1
have no wigh to do 0. | agk you mere-
Iy 1o fulfill your duty and come with
me to my home,”

For a moment Marjorie gave no an-
swer; what could she say or do? No
need for him to tell her she was in his
power, she knew it only too well, While
in France he had the power of turning
her from his door, and heaping igno-
iny not only upon herself, but wupon
her child; in her own country his pow-
er was absolute over them both,

With a wild ery she threw up her
hands and called on God for help and
comfort, but no answer came; it seem-
ed that for her there was no help in
all the world,

CHAPTER XXXVI.
HERIE, am T for-
given?” sald Caus-
sldlere, agaln hold-
4ing forth his
hands,

The sound of his
volee recalled her
to  herself, She
shrank away from
him in positive ter-
ror,

“Keep back,” she
cried; “don’t touch me.”

“What do you mean”"

“l mean that I hate and fear you!
Wife or no wife, I will never live with
you again—never, never!”

Qonfldent of his own power, Caussi-
diere never winced. He had expected
something of this kind, and was not
whelly unprepared for it. He said
nothing, but quietly watehing his op-
portunity, he lifted the child in his
arms. Finding himself thus suddenly
and roughly seized from his mother's
side, Leon screamed wildly, but Caus-
sidiere shook him, and bade him be
at peace,

“That is what your mother has
taught you, to seream at the sight of
your father. Now 1 will teach vou
otherwise,”

“Give him to me,” ghe cried; “give
me my child!”

“Your child,” returned Caussidiere,
with a sneer; “the child is mine. 1|
have a right to take him, and to keep
him, too, and that is what 1 mean to
“!l.

*To keep him!” cried Marjorle: “you
would never do that; vou do not want
him If you do not care for him, and he
ia all | have in the world.”

“But | mean to keep him all the
same!"
“You shall not; you dare not: von

shall kill me before you take my boy
Leon, my darling, come to me; come to
your mother!’

Bhe stretehed forth her arms to take
the child, when Caussldiers, lvid with
passion, ralsed his hand and struck
her ln the fuce Bhe staggered back
then with a cry she fell senseolons Lo the
ground.

When she opeurd her
quite durk all about her,
s the grave

“Leon.” she woaned feshily,
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rushed forward to meet her, then with
a ery she shrank away.

“Majorle,’ she exclaimed, “what's
wrong, and—and where's the bairn?"”
At the mention of Leon, Majorie

wrung her hands,

“He has come back and taken him
from me!"”

She looked so wild and sad that the
old lady thought her reason was golng.
Her face was white as death, and there
wiag a red mark on her forehead where
the man had struck her, Miss Hether-
ington took her hands and soothed her
gently: when she saw that her calm-
negg was returning to her, she sald:

“Now, Majorie, my bairn, tell me all
about jt!"

And Majorie told, trembling and cry-
ing meanwhile, and imploring Miss
Hetherington to recover her child,

“Dinna fret, Marjorie,” she sald, pat-
ting the girl on the head; “there's
nothing to fear. The man’s a knave,
we ken, but he's a fool as weel! Bring
harm to his own bairn, not he!—he's
o'er sharp to put himsel’ into the power
o' the English law! 'Tis the slller he
wants, and "tis the siller he means to
get!"”

“But what shall we do?"' sobbed Mar-
jorle,

“Do?—nothing. Bide quiet a while,
and he'll do something, mark me!"

“But leon—what will become of
Laon?"

“Dinna greet for the bairn; I tell ye
he's safe enough; after all, he's with
his father.”

“But he mustn’t stop; 1 must get him
back, or it will kill me,"”

“You shall have him
fear, Marjorie.”

“But to-night-—what can be done to-
night?"

“Nothing, my lassle—absolutely no-
thg., Get you to bed and rest you, and
to-morrow 1'l1l tell you what we must
do.”

After a good deal more persuasion
Marjorie was induced to go to her
room, but during the whole of that
night she never closed her eyes, but
walked about in wild unrest.

When the dawn broke she descended
the gtairs, and to her amazement found
Migg Hetherington in the dining-room,
Just as she had left her on the preced-
ing night, The weary hours of vigil
had done their work: her face, always
white, was positively corpse-like: her
thin gray halrs were disheveled, and
her eyes were dim. With a plercing
cry, Marjorie ran forward and fell at
her feet,

“Mother!" she cried; “dear mother,
what I the matter?”

The old woman laid her trembling
hand upon Marjorie’s brown head and
smiled,

“"Tis nothing, my child,” she said.
“The hours of the night have passed
c'er quickly for me, you see, for I sat
thinking, and now you see the dawn
has come., Marjorie, my poor Mar-
jorie! 1 wonder you can ever find it In
your heart to call me mother!'—gee
what sorrow has come to you through
me."”

“Through you? Oh, no, no, no!'"

“Ay, but 'tis so, Marjorie. ‘The sins
of the fathers shall be visited upon the

back, never

c¢hildren unto the third and fourth
generation.” Through my sin you suf-
fer.”

“Do not say that—it Is not true."”

“Ay, but it is true. Through my sin
vou were made a poor outcast, with no
mother to wateh over you, no kind
hand to guide vou. When | think on
it, it breaks my heart, Marjorie—it
breaks my heart."”
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About ten o'clock that morning a
messenger came to the Castle bringing
a note for Marjorie. 1t was from Caus-
gldiere, and dated from Dumfries.

“ am here,”” he wrote, “with the
child. Do you propose to join me, as
1 can force you to do 8o if 1 choose, or
am 1 to keep the child only? 1 might
be Induced to yleld him up to you upon
certaln conditions. Lot me know what
you mean to do, as my stay here will
not he of long duration, and | am
making arcangements to take leon
away with me,  “Your hushand,”

“LEON CAUSSIDIERE.™
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Marjorie’s first impulse was to rush |

“You'll find him ben yonder,” sald
the girl, pointing to a door on the
ground floor.

Sutherland beckoned to her to open
the door; she did so. He entered the
room and closed the door behind him.

Caussidiere leaped to his feet with an
oath, Leon, who had been sitting pale
and tremulous in a corner, rushed for-
ward with a cry of joy.

But before he could reach Suther-
land’s side his father clutched him and
drew him baek, grasping the child so
ronghly as to make him moan with
pain,

Then, white and furious, Caussidiere
faced Sutherland.

“So, It is you!" he exclaimed, “How
dare you intrude here? Leave this
room,"”

Sutherland, who had placed his back
to the door and put the key in his
pocket, made no attempt to move, He
was able to keep his self-control, but
his face was white as death,

“Monsieur Caussidiere,”” he sald, “I
have come for that child."”

“Really,” gald Caussidiere, with a
sneer; “then perhaps you will tell me
what you propose to offer for him?
Madame Canssidiere must pay dearly
for having made you her messenger.”

“She will pay nothing.”

“What do you mean, monsieur?”

“What 1 =ay. 1 mean to take that
child and give youn nothing for him.
You have come to the end of your
tether, Monsieur Caussidiere. You will
find this time you haven't got a help-
less woman to deal with!"”

Caussidiere looked at him with a new
light in his eyes. What did it mean?
Had the man really power? and if so,
to what extent? A little reflection as-
sured him that his momentary fear was
groundless. Sutherland might talk as
he chose. Caussidiere was master of
the situation, since with him lay ali the
authority of the law.

“Monsleur,” he sald, “you are an ad-
mirable champion. [ congratulate ma-
dame on having secured yon. But pray
tell her from me that her child remaincs
with her husband, not her lover.”

In a moment Stutherland had caught
him by the thrcat,

“Scoundrel!™ he cried.

“Let me go!' hissed Caussidiere.

tress, you shall not bully me!"

But he sald no more. Grasping him
more firmly by the throat, SButherland
shook him till he could scarcely
breathe; then lifting him, he dashed
him violently to the ground; then,
without waiting to see what he had
done, he lifted the frightened child in
his arms and hurried from the place,

CHAPTER XXXVIIL

Y WHAT train of
circumstances had
the dead Caussi-
diere again become
= (uick, or rather, to
express it in cor-
recter terms, how-
had the Frenchman
escaped from the
perils and pains of
death?

The answer Iis
simple enough. Among the patriots of
the Parisian Commune there were two
Caussidieres, in no way related to each
other, but equally doubtful in their
conduct, and their antecedents: and it
happened, curiously enough, that our
Caussidiere’'s alter ego had also been
arrested for treasonable practices,

The Paris of those days has been
compared to Pandemonium; everything
was one wild frenzy of hurried and
almless haste; and the newspaper re-
ports, like the events they chronicled,
being chaotle and irresponsible, it hap-
pened that the fate of one individual
was confused with the fate of the other,
At the very moment that one Caussi-
diere was lying dead before the sol-
diers of the Commune the other waus
escaping in disguise toward the Bel-
gian coast, whence, after divers vicis-
situdes, he salled for England, to reap-
pear finally in Annardale, like a ghost
from the grave, as we have seen,

({TO BE CONTINUVED )

Little Attentions,
“Evil is wrought by want of thought,

As well as by want of heart.”

If husbands only realized what the
little attentions mean to their wives
there would be many happier unions,
It s not the cost of a gift that makes
it precious to the reciplent. A tiny
bunch of violets brought home at night
betokens the thought given to her even
while business oecuples his attention,
the most trifling souvenir of a wed-
ding or birthday anniversary bhecomes
a sentiment underlying lts proflering,
| Women may be foolish, they may be
all heart and very lttle reason, but
the man who understands their nature
and eaters to It s the one who stanids
higher In their estimation than the
one who ses as though all they eared
| about was material comfort given with
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MAYOR OF CHICAGO.

CHARMS THAT NOBODY WOULD
SUSPECT.

?lnn # Library of From 3,000 to 4,000
HRender  Fond  of
Yery Unlike Mis

A Great
Kinds
Famous Father,

Volumes
Sports of All

Letter.)
OU might not sus- |
pect it from his re- |
vent achlevements,
but Carter H, Har-
rison, the reigning
mavor of Chicago,
is & lover of hooks,
and owns a library
of  between 3,000
and 4,000 volumes,

i’ of which many are
y\v& German and many
are French. From this you might
guess that he is something of a lingu-
ist, and the guess wonld be correct. He
is also an amateur chemist, a success-
ful fisherman, a notable hunter and an
enthusiastic wheelman. In fact, to use
the langnage of one of his friends, he
has “as many fads as a seminary girl,”
In figure and face he is comely. He is
of middle size, standing 5 feet 8l
inches in his shoes, and balancing pen-
ny-in-the-slot machines at 165 pounds.
His features are regular, his complex-
jon is free from blemishes, his eyes are
clear, and he shaves clean with the ex-
ception of a mustache, which he trains
in romantie curves, He parts his hair
in the middle and traing it also to look
sweet, He ig 38 years old.

He never attended a plain American
publie school. When a boy he and the
other Harrison children were taken by
their mother to Germany, where Car-
ter and his brother entered the Heldel-
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CARTER H. HARRISON.

berg Gymnasinm. For some reason
the boys did not fancy Heidelberg over
much, and after ten months’ stay there
the family migrated, traveling for a
summer through southern France, the
Tyrol and Switzerland, after which the
boys entered the Gymnasium at Alten-
burg. While there he was a schoolfel-
low of a number of juvenile royalties
and other youngsters of notable lineage,
and between him and the young Prince
of Saxony a genuine close friendship
sprang up. Later, as a son of the mayor
while the world's fair was on, he made
the acquaintance of many other of the
world’s great folk, among them the
Duke of Veragua, the Marquis of Bar-
boles, Eulalia, the Spanish Infanta, and
Porfirio Diaz, the president of Mexico.

After finishing at Altenburg he pre-
pared for college in a Chicago Jesuit
school, after which he went through
Yale and later studied law and was ad-
mitted. His practice never amounted
to much, however, and when his father
was made world's fair mayor, young
Carter H. took over the father's real
estate business, and, with his brother,
William Preston Harrison, carried it
on till the old man bought the Chicago
Times. Thelr conduct of the paper was
a terror to many in Chicago. It had a
cireculation of perhaps 20,000 when they
took it, but they supported the Pull-
man strike, cut the price to a cent, and
ralsed the sales to 80,000 a day. They
thought they had a cinch on Chicago
journalism then, but they must have
been wrong, for they were afterward
glad enough to sell out, and the paper
is now merged with the Chicago Herald
under the title of the Chicago Times-
Herald,

When they began with the Times
young Carter took the chalr of manag-
ing editor and his brother was made
business manager. After a week or two
—perhaps a month— each was dissatis-
fled with thelr Job, and they changed
places., Perhaps the resulting eccen-
tricities of management botn upatalrs
and downstalrs had something to do
with their ultimate abandopment of the
publishing bhusiness

Carter H. Harrlson's chemical inves
tigations weie mostly conducted when
he Wil 4 boy His den used to be in
the cupola of the family residence, and
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Young Harrison is said to have begun
the study of chemistry in the hope of
discovering some new photographia
emulsion. He was one of the first am-
atetirs In all Chicago to take up pho-
tography, and he still uses the camera
a good deal, but he has forsworn chem-
Istry,

He 1s not fond of telling the story of
his chemical exploits, but he does de-
light to tell fish stories of which he is
the sole hero. Hempstead Washburn
of the famous family of that name, who
otice defeated the elder Harrison for
mayor, and who has accompanied the
present mayor on many fishing excur-
slong, says the stories told by the lat-
ter are strictly true, and Chicago be-
lHeves them all implieltly. His fishing
outfit incindes almost too many rods,
reels, lines and hooks to be counted, be-
sldes more varieties of flies probably
than any other American fly-fisherman
has in hig posgession. This Is account-
ed for by the fact that whenever he has
been abroad he has fished in all the
good waters he could find, and his gear
is suitable to the Nile and the streams
of the Alps, as well as those of northern
Michigan and gouthern Florida, They
say he once caught 650 trout in four
days In Michigan, while in Florida he
hooked and safely brought to land a
five hundred pound jewfish. Ile has
many pletures of fish and anglers in his
house,and a whole section of his library
is devoted to books on lcthyological
subjects, An enthusiastic Chicago writ-
er not long ago declared that the
mayor could give cards and =pades to
the man in charge of the fish depart-
ment at Lineoln Park, Chicago, and
then beat him out.

According to this writer, Mr, Harri-
son Is as well posted about four-footed
and feathered creatures as he is about
fish, and could undoubtedly care for
the animal houge of Chicago's Zoo bet-
ter than the men now in charge. He
is generally acknowledged to be one of
the mightiest of mighty hunters and
the stories of his achlevements ag a
Nimrod would fill a big book. He has
had several narrow escapes from in-
stant death, one of which oceurred
while he was managing editor of the
Times. He and his brother went fish-
ing for grayling in one of the streams
that drain the northern peninsula of
Michigan. Just as they were beginning
to have some mighty good luck they
heard the crackle and smelled the hot
breath of an approaching forest fire.
Hastily jumping into their wagon, they
started to drive away to safety, but
while crossing a corduroy bridge on a
dead run their horses broke through.
The treeg were on fire on both sides of
the shallow stream spanned by the
bridge and there was no time to lose,
but it would not do to abandon the
horges, 8o, working in the scorching
heat, they got planks under the ani-
mals, pried them out, and, lifting the
wagon around, got away finally by an-
other route, But the halr and beard of
hoth brothers were singed and their
clotheg had holeg burned in them., An-
other time, when the brothers were
fishing, Carter H,, who was wading a
turbulent stream, stepped on a bowlder
that turned wunder him, and was
thrown into the water. His big boots
acted like the air tanks of a life boat,
and kept him afloat, but, unfortunate-
ly, his feet were up and his head down,
and he was thus carried along at least
150 feet down a sort of rapids. Half
strangled as he was, however, le
grasped the submerged roots of a tree
and then climbed to safety. He was in
Florence, Italy, when the earthquake
that destroyed so many houses and
killed not a few occurred. When the
shock came he was asleep in the Hotel
de Ville. It was split asunder, and he
considered that he had a narrow escape
then. For two or three nights after-
ward he and his family slept in an open
square, but succeeded In escaping to
Switzerland without suffering any real
damage. Not long ago a palmist es-
sayed reading the lines in Mayor Har-
rison’s hands and discovered therein
most of the qualities attributed to his
honor in this story. The palmist de-
clared the lines showed the mayor to be
a good judge of human nature and that
he had a strong will power, was quick
tempered and hated deceit, His friend-
ships were strong, and his capacity for
hate made him many énemies. He was
fond of hig home and children and was

MAYOR HARRISON'S HAND,
A great lover of beawty The life line
showed the maror had a strong const|
tuthon and that he was free from dan
ger of early death
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T0 KLONDIKE. SURE.

THIS MAN HAS COMBINATION
BOAT AND SLED.

Also, He Mas Secured a Charter Fure
ther, Lots of People Are (o Garw
With Him  and Bind Themsclves Lo

Hunt Nuggets

Letter.)
AVING braved the
perils of the deep in
every section of the
world, J. T. Ma-
thews, who recent-
ly brought this
weather heaten
personality tu an-
chor at Baltimore,
{s about to start o
> a trip to the Klon-
"N & dike, In company.
with several other venturesome spirits,
with a novel boat of his own invention.
Mr. Mathews' new boat is of such an un-
nsual design that it has excited a great
deal of ridienle from the marine ex-
perts of Baltimore, but he meests every
eriticlsm with the one remark: *T
have salled on every ocean and com-
mercial waterwary of the world, and
therefore | know what guits the Paclfie
ocean.” Mr. Mathews’ vessel s bhullt
on the order of a catmaran, but he has
gone the twinhull idea one better by
providing his boat with three hulls, He
has constructed the boat for a twofold
purpose—going through the water and
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glide over the frozen surface, thig be-
ing made possible by the equipping of
the three keels with steel runners.

The hoat is 34 feet 6 inches long,

THE COMBINATION CRAFT,
nine feet beam, and will have a carry-

ing capacity of 35 tons. Owing to the-
number of hulle the sail area of the
craft will be enormouns. The total area
will be 670 square yards. When ready
for launching the three hulls will be
bolted firmly together with three mas-
give cross timbers. The combination
of hoatg is built to accommodate 12
men. Each of the boats will be pro-
vided with cabins containing berths.
The center hoat of the craft will
shipped by rail in sections to Seattle,
where the two smaller boats will be
added, Mr, Mathews has formed his
party of Klondike explorers into a com-
pany, to be known as the Mathews-Ta-
by Alaskan Mining and Trading com-
pany, which has been regularly Incor-
porated for the purpose of carryving on
busginess in the gold fields, The pros-
pectors will go by rall to Seattle, and
will there embark on their three-hulled
boat and set sail for the Yukon coun-
try. Snow falls all the year round in
the part of the country to be traversed.
Mr. Mathews regards “three” as a mas-
cot number when gold mining is the
object in view, and in addition to pro-
viding a trio of hulls for his Yukom
craft he has cauged each member of the
party to sign a binding agreement that
they will work together, prospecting
and digging for old in the Klondike, for
not less than three years.

He explaing his reason for putting
this limit on the combined efforts of
the party by stating that three vears
8 the length of time that he considers
it will take for each man to acquire a
sufficient quantity of Alaskan yellow
metal to enable all to return with a for-
tune.

Walked 205,020 Miles,

From the London Mall: A Mr. Rob-
erts, for thirty-three years postman
of Pilling in the Fylde, North Lan-
casshire, has just retired, For twen-
tv-two years he walked from Pilling
to Fleetwood amnd back twice a day, not
to mention many perilous trips  In
crossing the river Wyre during periods
L of storm, A ealewlation of five miles
cach way, four times a day (n addition
| 1o his vound at the village), six duys
in the weak, for Iwenty-lwo yoars,
shows that he walked 137.25%) miles he
tweenm Miling and Fleetwosd In the
fultiliment of his duty. During this
time he must have crossed the River
Wyre (s by no means pleasant task In
| the timed 27457 times 1T™
it lea considerably  lglvened
when vieven 'eam ago the government
| dechiledl o hiring the malls to Pitling
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