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CHAPTER XVIIL—(Coxtizoen)

It was August now, and the weather
at Its hottest. Margle spemt a large
portion of her time out of doors, with
only Leo for a companion, She sat,
. one lovely afternoon, on the banks of
the river, dividing I:mr time between the
charming panorama of sunshine and
ehadow before her, and a book of poems
in her lap, when there was a step at her
side. She looked up, and saw the face
of Louis Castrani,

“Miss Harrison, you will, T trust, ex-
euse me for seeking you here. But my
wish to see you was so stiong, that, on
my way to the White Mountains, I left
my party and turned aside here, to
gratify the desire. You know you gave
me permission?”

“lI did; but I hardly thought
would take advantage of it.”

“Perhaps I ought not to have done so.
Indeed, 1 tried hard not to. Are you
very angry?"

“No, T am not angry at all. I am
glad to see you.” She held ont her
hand. "“8o is Leo, too—only see him
caper.”

The dog was leaping upon Mr. Cas-
trani. with the livellest demonstrations
of joy. He patted the silky head.

“I. Is something to be welcomed by
a brute, Miss Harrison: their lnstincts
are seldom at fault, I believe.
you been well, Miss Harrison 7"

“Very well, thank you. And you?
But I need not ask., Your looks angwer
for ypu. When did you leave New
York?

“I have been In New York only a fort-
night since 1 last saw vou. Business
has kept me elsewhere, [ came from
New York three days ago. What a
beautiful spot you have hidden yourself
'!nfll

“l am pleased to hear vou say so.
Isn’'t it lovely? But you must tell me
zbout home. How are all my friends™"’

“They are all well, How mellowly the
sunshine ralls on (he rough crags op-
posite, and what a pleture for a paint-
¢r to tranaler to canvas''

“Yea, 1 have wished | were an art-
ist, over and over agaln. Put | have
no talent in that direction. My friends
are all well, you say? What of Misa
Lee? Did you see her?™

“"Yea, she Is well.
reading? lifting the book
ground where It had fallen,

Margie turned suddenly wpon
and regarded him searchiogly.

“"Why do yon evade answering my
questions, Mr. Castrani? It Is nat-
ural that | should want to hear some-
thing of the home from which 1 have
been so long away, Is it not? Why do
you refuse (o satisfy my reasonable
curiosity on that subject ™

Castrani’'s handsome face clonded --
He looked at her with tender pity in hia
eYyon,

“"Miss Harrison, why will you press
me further? Your friends are all well.”

“I know, but there ia pomething be-
hind that. Tell It to me at onice.”

“1 ecannot—indeed, 1 cannot. Yon
must hear it from other lipa. 1 wonld
rather die than cause yon one single
pang of sorrow.”

“You are very kind, Mr. Castrani
you mean pgenerousiy- but | want to
know.” Some suhbtle instinct seemed to
tell her what rhe was to hear - for she
added, “Is It of Mias Lee?"

"1 told you Mies Lee was well™

“Mr. Castrani, 1 have given you more
of my confidence that | have ever be-
stowed on any other person, hecause |
reapect you above all men, and becanse
I have perfect confidence In your honor.
Haa this matter, of which yon hesitate
to tell me, anything to do with-—with
Archer Treviyn?"

Her volee sank to a whisper., before
the sentemnce was finished, for she had
nevar spoken his name since that fear-
ful night on which his guiit had been
revealed to her,

“1 will reply to your question by ask-
* Ing another: #nd, if It seemea Imperti-
nent, remember that it Ia not so In-
tended, and that I d6 not ask 1t from
Any vulgar feeling of curiosity.™

“You can ask nothing impertinent,
Mr, Castranl,” she replied, earnestly,

“Thank yon. [ do not Intend to.
Are you betrothed to Archer Treviyn '

She gréw very pale, tut her eyes met
his feariessly.

.. "1 waa ance, but it iz all over peow.”
with a dreary sigh, that was k& the
breath of the autuma wind throngh the
dead leaves.

"Before you left New York—was It
over before that?”

"Yeh, before I Jeft New York. It was
why 1 left there. 1 cannot tell you how
1t wan--T' ean hever tell any human
7 being. 4 tertible necessity drome
whig/f? s apart.”

i "he—8d Arch Treviym desert
vou, Miss Harrison?” asked Castrani,
his brow - .contracting, his dark ' eyes
glowing with indignation,

“No: #t wan my hand that severed the
-engagement; de not blame him for that.

It was imposgible that it should be ful-
filled

“Yop, Mies Harrison? You broke the
engagement!” he asked, eagerly.

Per3aps shd read something in the
beauntiful hope that sprung up in his
heatt g the glad light in hid eye.
and she m-hed it at once,

“Yes, 1L But, not becaure I had
ﬂilned p love him. O, no. He was—is

it be slwpys—the one love of
tme., 1 4 never' Jove an-.

-other. Now, 1 hafe trusted you. Be

yoil

What are youn
from the

him

Have !

Iyn and Miex Lee are to be married In
September *

“To Miss Lee—married to Miss Lee?
Great Heaven'! And she is aware ef
his—Wha: am 1 saying? What did 1
gay? O, Mr. Castrani, excuse me—I
am so—surprised—"" 8She groped blind-
ly for something to cling to, fell for-
ward, and he received her senseless
form in his arms.

He held her wnilently a moment, his
face wearing a look of unutterable love
and sadness; then he put her down on
the grass, and brought water in a
large leal from the stream. He bathed
ber forehead, tenderly as a mother
might, murmuring over her words of
gentlenese and affection.

“My poor Margie! My poor little dar-
ling?t’

He preseed the lttle fey hands in his,
but he did not kiss the lips he would
have given half his life to have felt
upon his. He was too honorable to take
advantage of her helplessneass. She re-
vived after a while, and met his eyes
as he knelt beside her.

“Are you better?” he asked, gently.

“Yes, it s over now. 1 am sorry to
have troubled you. I mmist depend on
you to go to the house with me. Nuarse
Day will be glad to welcome you. And
I must agk vyou not to alarm her by al-
luding to my sudden illness, 1 am quite

' well now.”

.malned In the back wing,

He gave her hig arm, and they went
up to the house together, followed by

CHAPTER XIX.
RCHER 7TREV-
Iyn and Alexan-
drine Lee were
married in Septem-
ber. It was a very
qulet wedding, the
bridegroom prefer-
ring that there
should bhe po pa-
rade or show on the
occanion. Alexan-
drine and her
mother both desired that it should
take place in the fashionable church
where they worshiped, but they yielded
to the wishes of Mr. Treviyn. He de-
served rome deference, Mra. Lee de-
clared, for having behaved so hand-
somely. His presents to his bride
were nuperb. A set of diamonds, that
were a little fortune in themaelves, and
a settlement of three thousand a year
~pin money. The brown stone housc
was furpished. and there wan no maora
¢tlegant establishment in the city,

Treviyn House, the fine old resldence
of the Ia's John Treviyn, was closad.
Only Lthe old butler and his wife re-
to alr the
rooms octhslonally, and keep the moths
out of the upholstery. For some rea-
son, unexplained to himeself, Archer
never tnok his wife there. Perhaps the
quiet rooms too forcibly reminded him
of the woman he had loved and lost.

Alexandrine’s ambition was satisfled.
AL last she waa the wife of a man
whoee love and admiration she had
coveted esince her first acqualntance
with him. From her heart she believed
him guilty of the murder of Panl Lin-
mere; but In apite of It, ahe had mar-
ried him. Bhe loved him Intensely
enough to pardon even that heinous
erime,

Her husband’'s admiration Alexan-
drine possessed, but she soon came to
realize that he had told her the truth,
when bhe sald hia heart waa burled too
deep to knaow resurrection. He waa
kind to her—very gentle, and kind,
and generousn—for it was not In Ar-
cher Treviyn's nature to be unkind teo
anything - and he feit that he owed her
all respect and attention, In return for
her love. Her every wish was grat-
ifled. Hoteen, carriages, servants, dress,
walted her command, but not what she
craved for more than all—his love.

He never kissed her, never took her
hands In hia, or held her to him when
he mald good-by, as he frequently did,
for several days’ absence onm matters
of business. He never called her Al-
exandrine—it was always Mra. Trev-
Ilyn; and through the long winter eve-
nings, when they were not st some_ball
or party, and sat by thei aplmdid
fireside, he never put his -head in her
lap and let her soft fingets éaress his
hair, s she had seen other husbands
do.

In Beptember Lowuils Castranl again
appeared In New York soclety., His
appearance revived the old story of hia
devotion to Margaret Harrison, ani
people began to wonder why she had
stald away from home so long.

As soon as he heard of Castrani’s ar-
rival Archer Treviyn sought him out.
He thought he had a right to know 't
his suspicions touching Margie were
correct.

Castrani recelved him coldly but
courteously. Treviyn was not to be re-
pelled, but went to the point at once.

“Mr. Castrani,” he sald, “I belleve
I have to deal with a man of honor,
and I trust that yon will do me the fa-
vor of answering the questions I may
ask, frankly.”

“1 shall be happy to anawer any in-
quiries which Mr. Treviyn may pro-
pound, provided they ate not imper-
tinent,” replied Castrani hanghtily.

Treviyn hesitated. He dreaded to
have his saspicions confirmed, and he
feared that {f this man spoke In truth
rach wounld be the case,

“1 am !hnh;. Mr. Trrrln." nald
Castrani.. A
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“Such was the hllqof; ﬂl‘. !
"It was correet.- I loved her deeply.
I.'unll]r. with my whole soul—just as I
love her still—in spite of it all.” =

“Mr. Trevlyn,” said Castrani, 'lrith
cold reproof in ht: pulca “you have a
wife.”

“I am aware of It; but the fact does

nol change my feelings. 1 have tried .

to kill all regard for Margaret Harrl-
som, but it Is impossible. I can control
it, but I cannot make it die. My wifa
knowa ‘it all—I told her freely—and
knowing it, she was willing to bear my
name. For some reason, unknown to
me, unexplained by Margaret, she cast
me off. 1 had seen her only the day
before the fatal note reached me—had
held her in my erms and felt her kiss
upon my lips.” He stopped, controlling
his emotion, and went on resolutely.
“The next day I received a letter from
her, a brief, cold, almost scornful let-
ter. Bhe renounced me utterly—ahe
wounld never meet me again but as a
ctranger. She need make no explana-
tion, she sald. My own consclence
would tell me why she could no longer
be anything to me, As if I had commit-
ted some crime. I should have sought
her, from one end of the earth to the
other, and won from her an explana-
tion of her rejection, had it not been
for the force of circumstances, which
revealed to me that she Jeft for the
North, in the early expreas—with you-——
or equivalent to that. She entered the
train at the same time, and you were
both in the same car. This fact, con-
pled with your well-known devotion to
her, and her renunclation of me, satis-
fled me that she had flod from me, to
the arma of —another lover.”
“Villain!” cried Castrani, starting
from his chair, his face scarlet with in-
dignation. “If It were not a disgrace to
use violence upon a gnest, I wonld
Lthrash you soundly! You loved Mar-

garet Harrison, and yet belleved that |

damnable falsehood of her! Out upon
such love! Ble is, and was, as pure as
the angels! Yes, you say truly, I wa4
devoted to her. I would have glven my
life, yea, my soul's salvation, for her
love! But she never cared for me,
never enticed her to do evil—1 would
not, Il 1 counld, and I could mnot, i1 I
would! Who repeated thils vile slan-
der? Bhow him to me, and by heaven,
his blood shall wipe out the stain!"

All Treviyn's pride and passlon left
him. His face lost Its rigld tenseness,
his eyos grew molst. He forgave Cas-
tranl’'s insults, he told him Margaret
was pure. He pnt out his hands and
grasped those of his companion.

), sir,” he mald,
thank youn! You have made me as
happy as il Is now poasible for me tn
become, It in llke golng back to heaven
nfter a long absence, to know thal sha
was pure -that 1 was hot decelved In
her. O, Margle! Margle! my wronged
Margie! God forgive me for Indulging
auch a thought of you."

Cas'rani’s hard face softened a little,
an ho witnessed the wniter abandon-
ment of the proud man before him.

“You may well ask God te forgive
you,” ha sald. “You deserve the
depths of perdition for harboring in
your hoart a thought against the pur-
ity of that woman, Archer Treviyn,
had ahe loved me as she dld yon, |
would have cut off my right hand be-
fora 1 would have entertalned a sus-
picion of sim in her! It s true she
went North on the same traln an [ did,
but I Ald not know It until the jowur-
ney was ended. Previous to that time
I had not seen her for more than a
fortnight, and 1 did not know she was
near me, untll in Boston my attention
was attracted by a crowd of ‘roughs’
gathered around a lady and a grey-
hound. The Iady had loat her port-
monnale, and the crowd made some
insultilng remarks which | took the
liberty of resenting, and when | saw
the lady's fare, to my amazement I

recognized Margaret Harrison!

(TO B8 COXTINTAD. )

The “Wacht am Rhein.” .

Of the martlal songs more particrn-
larly connected with the varlous peri-
oda of storm and stress In Germany,
one of tha most celebrated is that of
the “"Rhine,” composed by Becker and
anawered by Alfred de Musset In other
well known verses. The “Wacht am
Rhein,” by Max Schneckenburger, wans
composed about the same period as the
Rhine song, but attained its widest
popularity daring the war of 1870. Un-
like Becker's song, it ‘canmdt bomst of
having been set to music by seventy
COmMposers.

The patriotic song of “Deutschland,
Deutschland uber Alles,” ‘was the work
of the popular writer, poet, philologist
and historian, Augnst Hoffmann, who
was born at Fallersieben in the yeas
1798. For a time we find him acting as
librarian and later as a professor af
the university of Brealau, bnt the 1ib-
eral tendeney of some of his writings
cansed him, in 1838, to be deprived of
his professional chair, For many
years he was librarian to the duoke of
Rattbor and died in thia sheltered post
in 1874. The German national anthem,
“Hell Dir Im Slegerkranz,” was writ-
ten originally for the birthday of
Christian VII., king of Deamark, by a
Holstain clergyman. The words were
written to the air of ""God Bave the
King™ in 1790, and a few yearas later
weare modified for Pruszian nse.—Cham
bera” Journal,

Rich and Poor.
None but the dissolute among the
poor look upon the rich as their nat-

ural enemies, and desire to piliage |,

their. houses and diyide their m
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Hlll. students of cllllnlltrr have seen

the alr’ solidifled, 80 that it could be
handled. like ice or any other tangible
article. But this has been domne by
Prof. James Dewar of Londpn. The
operation is carried on through several
stages and with varipus agents.| Gases
areé reduced to lquids under gregt me-
chanical pressure, then suddenly Iib-
erated. Certain gasses under pressure
glve a temperature 145 ﬂegxu below
géro, and the evaporation hese is
one part of the process, Pre:nuru ol
almost two thousand pounds to the
square inch has been employed for the
gases. The experiments are enormous-
Iy expensive with present appllances
and are of use only as demonstrations
of. posaibilities. With further research
may come more simple and less costly
methods and materials. The future of
freezing has great promise and its val-
ue cannot be estimated. !

Cheap Exscursions to tha ‘ﬂl’n'lh North

mnd h“‘ﬂh'ﬂti
On Dec, 1 and 16, 13.95 the North-

“Western Line {Ehltﬂ:ﬂ & North-West-

ern Rallway) will sell excursion tickets
to a large number of points In the wesat,
north and northwest. For ful] infnrmn~
tion apply to ticket agents af connect-
ing lines, or address W. B. Kniskern,
General Passenger and Ticket Agent,
C. & N. W, R'y, Chicago, 11l.

Made to Look Like Marble.

It i3 sald that by giving plaster
figures a bath in a certain way they
may be made to look like marble. The
bath ls made by putting two generous
quarts of water Into an agate kettle
with one ounce of pure curd soap and
oné ounce of white beeswax, cut Into
small pleces; Jet this dissolve over a
slow fire, and when all the ingredients
are thoroughly mixed, tie fine twine
around the figure and dip it Into the
liguld. Take the figure out and hold
It in the air for five minutes, and then
again dip it into the liquid: let the
Rgure dry for a few days, and then rub
it with a soft flannel; a brilliant gloss
will be ]H‘ﬂduﬂﬂd

e

An Imporiant DiFereace.

To make It apparent to thousands,
who think themselves (I, that they are
not aMicted with any dluﬂu-r- but that
the system simply needs cleansing, Is
to bring comfort home to their hearts,
as a costive conditlon s casily cured by
using Syrup of Fige. Manufacdtured by

| the California Fig Byrup Company only,

and sold by all druggists.

Every Man ia His' Trade.

There Is an amusing story told of
two ministera who were crossing a loch
in tha highlands In company with a
number of passengers. A storm came
on. One of the passengera was heard
to say: "“The twa ministers should
begin ta pray, or we'll be drooned.”
“Na, na,” sald a bhoatman “the MNttle
apne can pray If he liken, but (he big
one must tak’' am oar."—New York

Tribune.

Are TYTon Uslag te Flerida?

For ratea, time cards and descriptive
matter for Florida and all points in the
Bouth and Southeast, address the fol-
lowing ts of the I‘npulnr Blg Four
Route: J. C. Tucker, General Northern
Agent, or H W, ﬂptltl. Travellng Pas-
sengoer Agent, 234 Clark St., Chicago.

Wheat In Frasce.

The yiold of wheat In France, owing
to the careful cultivation of the sell,
and the large quantity of guano and
other fertilizers employed, Is seaven-
teen bushels per acre.

Mr. Fdward Wood, Pri lr ll_'l'-’l.,,
writea: 1 have t-h:- Dy,

vator and it has cured me of ir-u:l:nf
about tem years standing. | wae

mt everything I ate soured on my
:'1' I cam mow sat tanyth

istas, or sent by mail,
Adt
No person under pixteen years of age
is permitted to enter a theater or tav-
ern in Heligoland,

When HI_Ihnul of coative, eal a Cascarel
candy cathartie, cure gnara teed. 10, Bic.

There iaa woman at the beginning of
all great things,
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Pullman palace llnnu. hl-t
ing car and
luxurious mﬂu *r

Another exp
palace and tlurll
cago 10:26 p .m. l,'ll :
San Diego and ﬂln F.rlle

Inquire of G. T. Nicholson, MII
Passenger Agent, Great - Northers
Building, Eh.tclln.
KExplosives In England,
More than 10,000 persons are sngaged
in the manufacture of explosives In
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England, Last year forty persons in i

the business were killed and 147 in-
jured by accidents, .
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Poels utter great and wise thinge
which they do mot themselves under-

stand,

g

Ia the oldest and II::L (17 i'lll mlr
-
thanm anything else. It ls always Hlﬂlﬁ.

It isn't always the brightest |1rl that
casts the most reflections.

Mrs. Winslow's Sesthing Srrup
For children teet hing softons

the gumss, red uoss inflam-
mation, qll-.rpu.h cures wisd polle. 35 contanbotile. |

Most people belleve In the total de-
pravity of somebody else,

Cascarets stimulate liver, kidneys and
bowels. Never sicken, wukmur‘ﬂpm

There are sald to be now 1,600 ¢ol-
leges In America,
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