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vestors,

health. It Is in every way a valuable
contributfon to the current lterature
of the day, and is calculated to be of
great service to the state of Texas, A
copy of this publication will be mailed
free on appHcation to any passenger
representative of the Missouri Pacific
Rallway—Iron Mountain Route—or
may be had by addressing H. C. Town-
Il::g.. General Passenger Agent, St

Ouly Oove of the Hiad,

“Most extraordinary man.”

“In what way?"

“l think he's the only man In the
country who has a mannfacturing place
of any description and hasa’t begun
to make bicyeles”

llll;'l'l'lheu’lﬂl and Smoke Your Life Away.
'on want to quit tobacco using easil

and f‘mm’, regain lost manhood, be mug
well, strong, magnetic, full of new life and
vigor, take No-To-Bag, the wonder-worker
that makes weak men strong.  Many gain
ten pounds in ten days. Over 400,000 cured,
Buy No-Te-Hao from your druggist, who
will guarantes a cure, Booklet and sample
malled free. Ad Sterling Hemedy e
Chicago or New York.

A Bad Caae.

BY CLARA

CHAPTER VI.—iCovtivoED).
A hundred pairs of hands were oui-
stretched to receive Margie when Arch
brought her to the shore. Her dear de-
voted friends erowded around her, and
in their joy at her escape, Arch re-
treated for his lodgings. But Miss Lee
had been waiching him, and seized his
arm the moment he was clear of the
crowd,
“Oh, Mr. Treviyn, it's just like a
novel!” she exclaimed, enthusiastically.
“Only you cannot marry the heroine,
for she {8 engaged to Mr. Linmere; and
she perfectly dotes on him.”
She flitted away, and Trevlyn went
up to his chamber.
That evening there was a “hop” at
the hotel, but Arch did not go down. He
knew If he did the inevitable Miss Lee
would anchor herself on his arm for the
evening; and his politeness was not
enual to the task of entertaining her,
The strains of music reached him,
softened and made sweet by the dis-
tance. He stole down on the plazza,
und sat under the shadows of a flower-
Ing vine, looking at the sky, with its
myriads of glittering stars. There was
a light step at his side, and glancing up,
he saw Margie Harrison,
She was in evening dreas, her white
nrms and shoulders bare, and glisten-
ing with snowy pearis. Her soft un-
bound hair fell over her neck in a flood
of light, and a subtle perfume, like the
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God who sees you every moment, who
will judge you for every sim you com-
mit."

“You may preach that stuff to the
dcgs! There is no God! 1 defy him and
you! Archer Treviyn, my curse be
upon you and yours, now and forever!
Child of a disobedient son! child of a
mother who was a harlot——."

Arch sprang upon him with a savage
ery. His hand was on his throat—God
knows what crime he would have done,
| fired by the insult offered to the mem-
ogy of his mother, had not Margie
caught his hands, and drawn them
AWAY.

“Oh, Archer, Archer Trevilyn!" she
cried, imploringly, “grant me this one
favor—the very first | ever asked of
you! For my sake, come away. He Is
an old man. Leave him to God, and his
own consclence., You are young and
strong: you would not disgrace your
manhood by laying violent hands on the
weakness of old age'”

“Did you hear what he called my
mother, the purest woman the world
ever saw? No man shall repeat that
feul slander In my presence, and live!”

“He will not repeat il. Forglve him.
He I8 fretful, and thinks the world has
Eone hard with him. He has sinned,
and those who sin suffer always. It has
been a long and terrible feud between

muu.hm on unavenged. ‘1 leave
bim snd his sins to the Ged whom he
-denles; gnd all because you haye asked
It of me.” B '

Slowly and silently they went up to
the house. At the door he sald no
good-night—he only held her hand &
moment, clogely, and then turned away.

Paul Linmere’'s wedding-day drew
near. Hetween him and Margle thers
was no semblance of affection. Her
colduess never varied, and after a few
frultless attempts to excite jn her somo
manifestation of interest, he took his
cue from her, and was as coldly fadif-
ferent as hersell,

A few days before the tenth of Octo-
ber, which was the day appointed for

friends, gave a supper at the Bachelors'
club. A supper in honor of Paul, or to
testify the sorrow of the club at the loss
of one of its members. It was a very
hilarlous occasion, and the toasting an:d
wine-drinking extended far into the
small hours.
In a somewhat elevated frame of
mind, Mr. Paul Linmere left the rooms
of the ¢lub at about three o'clock in the
morning, to return home. « His way lay
along the most deserted part of the
clty—a plage where Lhere were [few
dwellings, and the buildings were
mostly stores and ware-houses,
Suddenly a touch on his arm stopped
him., The same cold, deathly touch he
bad felt once before. He had drank
Just enough to feel remarkably brave,
and turning, he encountered (the
strangely gleaming eyes that had
frozemn his blodod that night in early
summer. All his bravado left him.
He felt weak and helpless as a child,
“What is it? what do you want?"’ he
asked brokenly.
“Justice!' sald the mysterlous pres-
ence,

the bridal, Dick Turner, one of Paul's |
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registrar-general
the United Kingdom is now

at about 39,500,000, of whom 31,000,000
. belong to England and Wales, Scotiand
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Saldgpo—Do you recognize that spirit
photograph? Herdso—It looks famil-
far. “That's Smithers, who moved to

Brooklyn."—Life.
Piso's Cure for Consumption besn
f-ully-ﬂr!:h-wll us since ﬁq i

Madison, 2400 42d Ave , Chicago, lils.

Brown.—You have the advantage of
me. Jones.—How s0? Brown—You
know me. Jones—That's no advan-

tage.—Town Toplca.
If the Baby is Cutting Teeth,

?“ﬂ““ﬂ“lﬂ trigd remedy. Mua
INELOW'S BooTuING By acpfor Teothing.

T
If it I8 riches we want we will never
find them by simply getting money.

Casoarets stimulate liver, kidneys and
bowels. Never sicken, weaken nrn:rjlpe.
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Mention This Pasen

The door of mercy s still wide open
for every sinner who will repent,
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Little Mendicant—Please, sir, glve

me 4 nickel

Benevolent Clergyman—Have you no

Little Mendlcant—No, sir; | am an

orphan by birth.—Texas Sifter.

That Joylfaul Freling
With the eaxhllarativg sense of resewed
health and strengih and lntornal cleaall-
ness, which follows the use of Syrap of
Figs, Is anknowa to Lhe foew whe have not
progreassd beyond the old Lime medicines
and Lthe cheap sabatitetes sometimos of-
fered bul pever acveplod by the wall
informed

“That woman has a great future om
t* stage, hasn't she?™ 1 shouldn't
wonder. They say she has a great
past."—New York Press.

s=dual try a 100 bou of Cascarels, Whe Aoosl
fiver and bowel rogulator ever mado

A bad man can have no possessions
that are Areproof.

WOMEN DISCOURAGED.

0ood and BufMolont Roasons for
the Bluea

Dactiers Fall ts | aderland Bymplams

That Ars lmager Sigwale

A marked trait in woman's character
Is o place implicit conlidence in her
pliysician

A man must work enlirely from Lhe-
ory in the
ireatment

' “don't eare™
or want-to-be-left-alona feeling, do
not at first realize that these are

L

the imnfallible symptoms of womb
tromble and the forerunners of great
saflering.

Soon they grow to feel that the
doetor does not nnderstand their ease,
Then they remember that ““a woman
best onderstands a woman's ills,” and
tarn to Mra. Pinkham.

The following letter ia but one posi-
tive [llastration of this faet :—

“Four years ago | began to suffer

with great weak-
\‘

tive organs. My
womb Wwas pro-
lapsed ; I suffered
with contirmml
backache and all
the other pains
that accompany
that weaknesa. 1
tried doctor after
doetor, had
operations. The
final operation 2/
after which 1
became a total
wreek, was
scraping of the
womb. A friend, ome day, recom-
mended to my husband your Com-
pound. He bonght me a bottle. The
relief 1 experienced after taking it,
was wonderful. 1 eomtinned ita nse,
and | am glad to say my recovery is a
perfect surprise to everybody thak
knows me.”"—Mpra, B. Brunw, 4040 San
Franciseo Ave., &t Lonis, Mo,
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ness of the genera-

i

threw it from the window.
Margaret,” sald the old man, resolutely,
enraing him'

head is white with the snows of time.

breath of blooming water-lilies, Apated
around her,

lttle while, Mr. Treviyn,™
payly. “Will you wear the chalns?™
“"lLike n garland of roses,” he re-
spcnded.
Harrison'”

The nnconsclous fervor of his volee
brought a crimson fAush (o her faee,
fhe dropped ber eyesa, and toyed with
the bracelet on her arm.

“1 did nol know you dealt In compll-
ments, Mr, Treviyn,” she sald, a little
reproachiully, “1 thought you were al-
vays wincere.”

“And a0 | am, Miss Harrison.”

“I take you at your word then,” ahe
sald, recovering ber playful alr. “"You
will mot blame me, il | lead you Into
diMculiy ¥
“Cerinlnly nol.
your keeplng. "
She pul her, hand within his arm, and
ko him up the stalra, to a privale par
lor an the sacond floor, 'nder Lthe jot
of light sat old Mr. Treviyn, Archer's
heart throbbed Aorcely, and his lips grew
prt and motlonless aa he stood there be-
fore the man he hated, the man against
whom he had made a vow of undying

I give mysell Inlo

gnardian. and did not observe the atart-
ling change which had come over Arch.
fAhe spoke softly, addressing the old
man,

“Dear guardian, this la the man whe
thia morning so gallantly rescoed me
from a walery grave, | want you to
bhelp me thank him.™

Mr. Treviyn arese, came forward and
exfended his hand. Arch slood ereet,
hia arma folded on his bhreast. He 4id
not move, nor offer (o take the proffered
hand. Mr. Treviyn gave a start of sur-
prisa, and selzing a lamp from the table,
held it up to Lthe face of the young man,
Arch did not Alnch; he bore the Inmuit-
ing scrutiny with stony colmoeas,

The ald man dashed down the lamp,
and put hia hand to his forehead. His
face was livid with passion, his volce
choked so na to be acarcely andible
“Margle, Margle Harrison™ he oax-
claimed, “what ia this person's name?
“Atcher Treviyn, sir.” answered the

“I want to make you my captive for a
she sald,

“Yes, to the world’'s end, Miss

vongeance, Margle was looking st her |

tLose Imploring eyes.

"I yeld to you, Miss Harrison-—only
o you,” he replied, “If John Treviyn
lives, he owes his life Lo you. He judged
rightly-——there was murder In my
soul, and he saw |t In my cyes. Years
ago, aflter they lald my peoor heart-
broken molber out of my sight, | swore
R terrible vow of vengrance om the old
man whose cruelty had hurried her In-
lo the grave. Bat for you,l should have

kept the vow this moment. Put [ will
obey you. Take me wherever you
will.™

| Hbe lod him down (he stalre, acroms
the lawn, and out on the lonely beach,
where the quiet moon and the passion -
| lesn stars dropped down thelr erysial
min The aweel south wind blew up
cool from Lhe sea, aufl afar off the Lin-
kie of a sheep-bell stirred the sllence of
the night. The lamp In the dMstani
lighthouse gleamed like a spark of fAre,
and at thelr fest broke Lhe Urelesa bil
lows, white as the snowdrifis of De-
| comber,

CHAFPTER VI
HERE waz mome-
thing inexpresagbly
soothing in the se-
¢ renity of the night

' The ot
= oolor died oul of his
cheek, hia pulee
beat slower. he Jift-
ed his eyen (0o the
purple arch of ihe
summer sky.

“All God'a nniverse a at rest.” sald
Margle, her volce breaking wpom his
ear like A strain of musle. “Oh, Archer
Treviyn, be at peace with all mankind ™
“1 am—with all but him.”
“And with him, alsa. The heart
which bears malice cannot be a happy
heart. There has heen a great wrong
done | have heard the sad story — bt
it i divine to forgive. The man who
can pardom the enemy who has wroaght

rirl, amazed at the strange behavior of
the two men.
“Just as | thought! Hubert'a son™"
“Yea,” said Arch, speaking with pain-
fn! ealmness, “T am Hubert'a son; the
ron of the man your wicked crwelty
mnrdered.”
Mr. Treviyn wseized his cane and
rushed wpon his grandsom; baut Margile
aprang forward and threw her arm
pernas the breast of Arch. 1
“Strike him, if you dare™ she said,
“but you shall strike a woman'™

him evil, risen (o a height where noth-
ing of these earthly temptations ecan
harm him more, He stands on a level
with the angels of God. If youn have
been injuored, let M pass.  If your par-
ents were hurried out of the world by
his eruelty, think haw muech sooner
they tasted the bliss of heaven! Every
wromg will in dwe time be avenged.
Justice will be done, for the infinite One
hna promfised it. T.eave it In His hands
Archer, before 1 leave you. promise to
forgive Mr. Treviyn.”

Mr. Treviyn looked at her and the
veapon dropped to the floor. i
“Margaret Harrison,” he said sternly,
“leave this room. Thin i= ne place for
yon. Obey me!"

“I am subject to no man'e autherity.”
ghe said, boldly; “and 1 will not leave
the room. You shall not insult a gentle-
man to whom 1 owe my life, and who Is
here as my invited guest!

“1 shall defend myself! There is
murder in that fellow's aye, If [ ever
saw it in that of any hisman being™

“T am anawerable for his conduet™
she aaid with prond dignity. “He will
do nothing of which a lady need stand
in fear. 1 brought him here, Ignorant
of the relationship existing between yom
and him,. and anconsclous of the truth
that T shonld be called npon to defend
him from the canselesa rage of his own
grandfather.”

Again the cane was uplifted, but Mar-
garet laid her hand resolutely npon it.
“Give it to me.: Will yon—you who
pride yourself npon your high and deli-
cate sense of honor—will you bhe such
an abject coward as to strike a defense-
less man?”

He ylelded her the weapon, and she

“Yon may take away my defense,

“but yon shall not prevent me from
A eurse be mpon him—"
“Hold, nir? Remember that your

It will not be Jon~ before you go to the

the treas '

seck no revenge.
Iyn, and may God forgive him also, He
is pafe from me.

“T cannot! 1 cannot™ he eried,
hoarsely. “0Oh, Margle, Miss Harrison,
ask of me anything but that, even to
the sacrifiee of my life, and | will will-
ingly obhlige yom, but not that! not
that™

“That fa afl 1 ask. Tt Is for your
good and my peace of mind that 1 de-
mand it. You have no right to make
me nnhappy, as yonr persistence in this
dreadful course will do. Promise me,
Archer Treviya™

She put her hand on his shounlder; he
turmed hia head and pressed hia lipa
npon it. She did not draw It away. but
stood, melting his hard heart with her
wonderfolly sweet gaze. He yielded all
at once—she knew ahe had eonquered.
He sank down-on one knee before her,
and bowed his face apon his hands
She stooped over him, her halr swep!
his shoulders, the brown mingling with
the deeper chestnut of ha eunrling
locks,

“You will promise me, Mr, Treviyn?™

He looked np enddenly.

“What will yon give me If 1 prom-
ige "

“Ask for it.”

He lifted a curl of shining hair.

“Yes,” she sald. “Promise me what
I ask, and T will give it to you.”
He took his pocket-knife and severed

T break my vow; 1
1 torgive John Trev-

“1 promise yon.

Chartres have jost exckanged birthday

on the same day. The Orleans princs

him and yours, [ brought you here— “Justice? For whom?*"
let me take you away.” “Arabel Vere.”

Her soft hands were on his—her beau- “Arabel Vere' Curge her™ he erles.
tiful tear-wet eyes lifted Lo his face. He | g5yagely.
ceruld pot withstand that look. He The fAgure lifled a spectral white
would have given up the plans of a | yana.
lifetime, If she had asked him with “Paul Linmere —-beware' The ven-

geance of the dead reaches sometimens
unto the living! There is nol waler
enough in the Belpe to drown a wom-
an's hatred, Death lisell, cannol annl-
hilate It! Heware!'

He struck savagely at the uplifted
hand, but his arm met no resistance.
He beat omnly against the lmpalpable
alr.
and left nothing behind bher to tell of
her presence.

With unsteady wieps Mr, Paunl Lin-
mere bhurrted home, entered hin room,
and double-lockeod the door behlad him

CHAPTER VIIL.

H TREVLYN had
decided that (he
marriage of hia
ward should take
place at Harrison
Fark, the old coun-
try eeal of the Mar-
ricons, on the Had-
son. Here Mar-
garte's parents had
lived alwaya in the
snmmer, here they
had dird within a wre k of
aach olher, and bhere, in ibe
cypresa grove by the river, Lhay were
burfed. There would be ne more Ai-
ting plare for (he marriage of (heir
danghter in be wlemalzed Margie
neither opposed mor approved the plan.
Hhe did not oppose anything. Hhe was
pass|ve almoat apathetic

The admiriag dresamakers and milll-
ners came and weant, Alting and meas-
uring, and trying on their tastieful erea.
tione, hut withont elleiting any signae of
interesat ar pleasure from Margarte Har-
rison. She gave no orders, found ne
fanit; sxpreesed no admiration nor its
epposite, It was all the same Lo her.
The bridal dresa came home a feow
dayns before the appointed day. It was
a auperh afWalr, and Margarie looked
Ithe a queen In It It wan of white
aatin, with a point lare overskirt;
lonpad at intervala with tiny bouquets
nf arange hlnasoma.
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PO PR COVTINURD )
An Klectrie Falase.

Charlea T. Yerkea, the Chicage milHon-

Hin specirnl visltor had Bown

The palatisd New York home of |

alre, at 65th sireet and 5th avenne, has
not only the most complete electrie
lighting, heating and ventilating plant
of any of the pseveral electrieally
equipped mansions in the eity, but it
has the largest storage battery plant '
ever instalied in a private residence. A |
gas engice of thirty-five horse power in |
the basement ia belted to a \‘IIHIIEI'L*
The storage hattery consists of sixty ;
cells, having a capacity of 2500 ampere |
hours at a ten-hour discharge rate, the |
maximnm discharge rate being 500 am- |
perea for four henra

The house fa wired for about sixteen
ecandle-power lJamps and has besiden an
electric passenger elevator and several
electric motoras for ventilation, pump-
ing and other purposes. |
The arrangement of the lights s very |
artistie. The vestibule or reception ‘
hail is lighted from above throaught '
cathedral glass in the base of a dome
by 200 lights, Lamps are econcealed
within the ecarving of the prineipal
salon or Iin rosettes of colored glass and
cunningly placed in the cellings. In
the library an apparently framed oil
painting, which is realflly a wonderful
plece of cathedral glasework, is made
the vehicle of the flood of light which
illuminates the room with the soft radi-
anct of day.—Exchange.
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Exchangs Mirthday Gifes.)
The Prince of Wales and the Due da

presents, accordinz to their custom of
mAany years past, as their birthdays fall

s the elder by a year, however. The
prince sent the duke a fine gun, while

the duke’s souvenir to the prince was:

I snbmit to have my

2 gold cigarette case,
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POPE MFG. CO., Hartford, Conn,
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Prof. Babcock, e

“I find that Walter Baker & Co.’s Breakfast
It contains no trace of any
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