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SYNOPSIS o1 PRECEDING
CHAPTERS—Guy Hartleigh leaves
England to find his long lost cousin
in San Francisco. Mada Carring-
ford, an actress in that city, is pes-
tered by genteel loafers amongst
whom is Caryl Wilton who proposes
and is rejected, She learns the
story of her mother’s betrayal.
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CHATTER I11I.—Continued

She let her head fall upon her
‘reast, and for a while there was no
word spoken . between them. The
xrother was thinking of the man
who had moved her with false prom-
jees, and the doughier, with a shud-
der, was thinking of the muan who
slad stood in that very room, saying
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but in its swect, gentle expression,
that told of a mind at peace with it-
gelf and all the world. And yet it
was not 4 weak face. It was full of

i T e P

celf-reliance and cheery courage; and
' Maida, with her wretchedness fresh
I 3 2

\upon her, was attracted by it. She |

and could not talk with her, but she |

exchanged smiles pnd glances occa-
sionally and finally, at supper-time,
when they all alighted to eat at the
little station, the &iwwo came tagether

{:-:uL at the farther end of the stage,

with such a smile of recognition, as |

the
Cann

conly  thoese who hawve travelled
weary miles of the atage route
comprehend,

“Do you yvide all night?’”” asked
y Maida, as they sat cown to the rude
meal together,

to her much the same words that | <yes T am anxicus to have the
other false man hud said to her journey over. Do wou?'

broken-hearted mother, And as Hilﬂi “'!‘l.rﬂ.‘;-: like vou, ..:-..*i.ili.'l not enijov 1_]“::
thought, a detestation of all men  j5upey unuu‘gh to wish to prolong
came over her. She had been half ¢ 5
inclined t& let her heart solten “?'| It is & hard ride,"" said the

the man who had pleaded his cause
50 nobly and tenderly. She could

sze now that it was only a trap he

was setting for her, just as long ago
her father—she winced at the thought
—had set a trap for the loving
heart of her mother.

“Mother,”” she ecried, with a new
ring in her voice, ‘I will not falter.
I will cuarry out your behest with a
heart as cold as his own was when
he ruined your young life.”

“Will you, Maida?—will you?"
was the glad, eager cry. ‘“'Ilear me.
Your father is known to the world
as Sir Richard Hartleigh. He mar-
ried a Constance Faulkner. She was
a beautiful girl, and she loved him
with a passionate devotion, only
aqualled by his for her. Heaven
helped me when I seemed powerless
to help myself. Xe was of a madly
jealous temper, and he suspected his
voung wife, after five years of happi-
ness, of unfaithfulness with a friend
of his. He killed the man, and the
wife fléd from him, fearing him, even
though she wus innocent. e was

too angry at first to try and find
her, but afterward he learned in

some way that she had been true 1o
him, and he tried to find her. I had
been waiting for this time, and 1
watched over the fugitive woman,
and in one way and another I made
her believe that he was seeking her
to take from her her litile daughter,
He put detectives on her track, but
pach time that they found her I
would send her away and they
would lose her. The wife he loved
has lived the same outcast life as
the woman he beurayed, and ithe hus-

band and betrayer has suffered agon-

ies of remorse all these years. 1
have educated you so that Oh,
oh.—Maida, brandy! There, there; 1
cannot last long. I—must—tell—
vou. Nearer, Maida! I—have edu-
:uﬂtﬁd—-—;unu-—-— More brandy! 1 can—

not—swal— Oh!—remember—pro-
mise—remember—oath!”
The wrecked and ruined life was

gone, leaving a legacy of woe Lo the
bright yvoung life, hardly yet out on
its journey.

Ah! well, you may weep, Maida
Carringford, for the twin brothers
of discord have entered your heart
—hatred and distrust. And only by
purification in the crucible of love
ghall peace enter your soul.

CHAPTER IV.

A weel: after the events ot the last
chapter the people of San KFrancisco
had something to talk about. Al-
ready they had learned that, in con-
sequence of the death of her mother,
Maida Carringford would not return
to the stage for -a few days; and
then, just as the time set by her
manager for her return came, there
was an additional sensation that she
had disappeared. With this, by
some singular chance, was whispered
"the fact that Caryl Wilton, the hand-
some yvoung IEnglishman, had disap-
peared also. He had paid his bet
without a word of explanation, and
had not been seen afterward. It was
learned, however, that it was he who
had taken the part of Romeo on the
last night of Maida Carringford’s
appearance, and the cood people of
San IFrancisco, with all the acumen
which distinguishes the public in 1ts
relation to the stage, saw at once
‘that the young lady had broken her
mother’'s heart by running away
with the proflignte youung nobleman.
You see, they recognized his nobility
by his conduct.

For once at least, however, the
public was wrong; for, whereas L‘:}ryl
was in the northern part of Califor-
nia hunting grizzlies, the young lady
was on her way ancross the plains in
a stage, having preferred that route
to the one by water, which was ac-
countesd dangerous then, by reason
of the fever raging at Panama.

The great transcontinental railway
was not then finished, though it ex-
tended some distance out of San
| Francisco. As far as it went Maida,
rode on it. and then exchanged it for
the swaying, lumbering stage, with
its eicht horses.

) The stage was crowded, although
there was but one other of her own
sex in the company. This lady was
voung and beautiful, but the charm
,;::vi' her face was not in its

beauly, | courage.

I.*;Lmngm', doubtfuliy. ‘'I have been
| over the route once before, and know
what it is. T hopo vou have plenty
of wraps, for we shall get into cold-
er parts before the night is spent.”

“TI, too,'"" answered . Maida with a
smile, ‘‘have been over the stage
route before, and am prepared. 1

[ wonder
sit, together in the

It will be less lonely if we
each other to say a word to

was about to warn you,
1if we could not
| stage.
; have
| once in a while.

|  Maida did not ask the name of her
lt:um;mniun. because she did not care
tto tell who she was, lest her name
:1-’-:11:{1111{] i'u:t_:'.-l:i; her ng the actress of
 Whom all San Francisco was talking.

And the other voung lady. feeling as
|i[ by instinct that Maida did not
{wish the question asked, proved her
l delicacy by not wolunteering her
naime. They became none the less
good friends, and fell asleep in the
swaying coach with shoulders touch-
ing and hands clagped.

How long ihev slept neither could
have told, but the night was far ad-
vanced when they were awakened by
| that sound so dreaded by every
| overland traveler before the great
\rai]way spanned  the continent—a
|
|
1
|

man’s voice speaking from the road-

| side. There was no mistaking the
sound. It was a grufl, percmptory
voice, und it said:

“Throw down that box

“Road apents!'” whispered Maida,
-Iand she and her new-found friend
| drew closer together.

'!'!

| “'No box here,”’ grewled the driver.

Let go them horses, Let 'em have

l'it, boys.”” ®

The last was evidently addressed
to the guards, who had mounted the
stage as soon as darkness came on.

There was a click of the hammers,

and then a jeering lpugh from the
road.
“DNoctored!’ was the exclamation

from the roof. “Duck, and go it!"

Although the words were in the
’SIung of the road, the people 1 the
stage had no difficully in compre-
hending what it meant. Indeed, the
actions of the men on the stage and
| of those in the road explained them-
selves without the help of any
' words. The words seemed rather in-
voluntary, for they were simultan-
cous with their actions. The whole
dialogue was sharp and ¢uick, and
the startled passengers were hardly
awake to the situation when they
realized that the guns of the guards
having been tampered with, they had
detérmined to lash the horses be-
voud the control of the detaining
' hands at their heads, and make the
lattempt “to run the ambush.  Rvery
head was bent to shelter at the
words of the guards. There was a
| furious rocking of the coach, cries,
| paths, and reports of guns, and the
! caach came to a dead stop.

“Fight for your lives!" shouted
one of the guards, and on the in-
' stant all the men 1n the stage rush-
'ed out pell-mell.

“Let us {kv!"' swhispered Maida.

The other merely pressed her hand | on them,
Under the | harder, for she knew that which the

and rose from her scat.
cover of the darkness, and crouching
low to awvoid the builets which were
whistling through the air, the two
slipped out of the stage and
for the thicket Dbordering the road.
They had scarcely reached a place of
safety when Maida felt the hand in
hers relax ils hold.

A little farther,”' she whispered.

“I amm wounded. Leave me and
save vourself,’” came the gasping
answer.

‘“Where are you woeunded?"

“‘In the side. A bullet struck me
as I stepped out of the stage. Leave

118, I am afraid I amn mortally
lurt. I am getting ssunwunlr.- Go,
gol I=]—cannot move.

She sank almost fainting from loss
of blood. Maida knelt by her side
and tried to coax her to ury to walk
a little fartier where they would be
more likely to =acape the sight of
the ruffians, capture by whom would
be far worse than death. The poor
girl made an eflort to rise to her
feet, more to please hlaida than irom
any hope of saving her own life.
Maida put her arm about her, and,
with wonderful perseverance and
helped her through the

1

made |

| thicket
enough from the road.

| thought,

until she felt they were far
There
made a couch with her own heavy
shawl, and covered the fainting girl
with the one she had worn over her
shoulders.

““Fiow good vou are,’”” whispered
the suliering girl, taking Maida's
hand in hers and soitly caressing it.
“I knew you were good when 1 first
looked at you in the stage.”’

“Does vour wound pain you now?"’

““Lt burns as if there was a coal of
fire on itL.""

“T hear woater running near us.
Will you mind if I leave yvou to find
it so that I can bathe your wound?'’

““How good you are. I am not
| afraid.””
By the sense of hearing Maida

eroped through the underbrush, and,
findingz the stream, wet her handker-
chief and returned to the sullerer.
The dawn was bheginning to break by
this time, and Maida could see sufhi-
ciently well to lay aside the girl's
clothing and see the wound. It was
an ll_!_"]j,f.'[ut‘h]{'ii’l_!{ sight, and the blood,
which Thad saturated all the under
part of the gown, was still {lowing,
It seemed a hopeless task, and the
airl realized it, for she said, in her

patient way: |
It is usecless. 1 know I am dy-
ing. I can hardly speak, and my

breath comes hard.”
And then, as Maida tenderly wasi-

ed and bound up the wound as well |

a5 she could with the means at her
command, she drew her neaver to her
and whispered with her failing
breath:

“Will you tell me your name now?
I would like to know it. You have
been so kind to me.'’

““Maida Carringford.’’

“The great actress?’’ with a smile
of pleased surprise.

““Yes. And what is your name?
Have vou no word to send Lo your
friends?”’

“'T have no friends in all the world.
Would you like to know my story?"”

“You are not strong enough to
talk. I can hardly hear you now."

The dying girl smiled feebly in ac-

| quiescence, and whispered in the ear

bent low to her lips:

“vou will find a book—book in my
pocket. Ii—will—tell—you—aboul—
Name—-Constance Faulkner.”

1.

She smiled, shut her eves, and
Maida, looking at her in that dim
licht, saw her grow unconscious.

But she did not move from the pre-
sonce of death she saw hovering
there. She sat and gazed with a
sort of horror, and at last covered
her face with her hands and wailed:

**My sister! my sister! 1 could
not have hated you, and I had sworn
to wrong you; for, oh! I know it,
it was what my mother meant.”’

The face before her was c¢old and
white now, and as she placed her
hand on the hearl, she found its
beating stilled. She raised her eyes
{0 heawven with an agonized look,
and then threw herself over the inan-
imate body, sobbing like a soul
wrecked. But by and by she calined
herself and dried her eyves. She look-
ed for a foew sad moments at the fair
voung girl, so lately full of loving
life, and then with a harder look up-
on her beautiful face, leaned over her
and took from her pockel the book
spoken of.

She 1ook nothing else, but rose
with averted eyes, and with a shud-
der turned away, and fled like a
guilty creature. Which way she
went, or how long she had no defined
notion. There was but one thought
in her mind, and that was to get
away from  the dead girl whom,
even in death, she was bent on
wronging. She kept repeating to
herself that it eould not matter to
her now, since she was no longer liv-
ing, and that the vacant place in the
far-away English home was as much
hers as it had ever been Constance’s.

Was she not the elder daughter?
Had the law any right to deprive
her of the place she was determined
to take? And she argued with her-
self and thought of her mother, dead
so far away from her native coun-
trv, her heart hardened, and she be-
came indifferent to everything but
the success of her plan.

She sat down in the desolate for-
ests of the Sierras; she read the lit-
tle book she had taken from her sis-
ter. And as she recad the tears flow-

'ed, for it was the mirror of a gentle,

lovely life, made only sweeter by the
hardships it had undergone, and. at
each recital of some new and unex-
pected trial, coming atg time when
peace secmed at last to have settled
Maida sobbed harder and

dead girl had never suspected=—that
the “wronged woman, lying in her
grave in San-Francisco, had been the
cause of it all: that the mother of
the girl now living had wreceked the
life of the girl just dead.

But the gentle, unrepining spirit of
the dead girl had not moved Maida's
mother_to any softer feeling for the
man who through it all had been
living in ease, Iuxury, and, as she
indifierence. If she pitied
the wdes of the fugitive wiie and the
inmocent child, she was all the more
confirmed in her hatred of the cause
of those  woes, for she.saw in her

mother only the instrument in the
hands of fate, and visilted on the
man the whole of the indignation

and bitierness she felt.

She read the little record of Con-
stance’s life as a sister might and
should, and then she read it‘'as an
avenging woman, conning its dates
and occurrences with all thats won-
derful capacity for rcmembrance
which her training &8s an actress en-
dowed her. and entering into the life
of the dead girl so that she might
fittingly play the part when the time
caune.

she | that strange spot,
| an

-

And she did it then and there, in
any hu-
because from that moment
she buried Maida Carringiord and re-
surrected Constance Faulkner. 1t
was henceforth the child of shame
who was dead, and the child of wed-
lock who lived.

=he rose from her study, for it was
study, and hard study, too, and
dragged herself, weary and fainting
withh hunger., through the silent ifor-
est. How long she went thus she
never knew, for she rested and walk=
ed alternately until night came on
arain. And then she still walked.
—he was footsore and famished, but
her wonderful spirit and will power
kept her up, even after she had lost

far from
R

all sense of pain in the very excess |

of sullering.

When darkness came on she would
have dropped and rested her weary
limbs on the soft leaves, but the call
of the puma and the wild-cat could
be heard waking the echoes of the
vast solitude, and with a shudder
she kept on. At last she came upon
the slage road, and that put new
courage in her heart, and enabled
her to drag herself on with more
nope.

She could but go on and on now,
and she did By and by she
thought she saw a glimmer of hght.
What it was or whence it came, she
did not stop to ask herself. It was
a light, and though it were Lo lead

5.

her to the verv scoundrels who had
robbed the stage, she would go on.
Indeed, it came to her, even in: the

state she then was in, that there was
really something in common be-
tween herself and those men, for had
they not killed her sister, and so put
her in the way of avenging the
wrongs of her mother and herself,
She drew nearer to Lhe light, and
saw or understood in some way that
it came from o window. She stum-
liled more than once, and as she lay
on the earth she tried to cry out for
help, but her throat was too dry,

and her strength was too spent, to |

enable her to emit more than an in-
distinct murinur, and she was forced
Lo rise to her feet again and stagger
onward.

Jut - the lizht was nearer at every
step, and at length she could make
out the dark outlines of a cabin. A
few more steps and she would be
saved. She lifted her hands thank-
fully, and rushed forward with what
cstrength she had left. It was the
last cffort of exhausted nature. She
was not yvet on the threshold of the
door when her head began to swim.,
She uttered a faint ery for help, and
fell headlong to the earth.

But faint as the cry was it had
been heard: and a moment later the
door of the hut opened and a young
man, with a pistol in his hand,
stepped oul on the threshold. He
looked areound for an instant with a
puzzled look, and then his eyes fell
on the prostrate form on the ground.
e stooped and lifted her as tender-
lv as if she had been a child: and
Maida Carringford lay in the arms
of Guy Hartleigh, who had come
this far in hot pursuit of his cousin,
whom he had traced to the ill-fated
sLage.

o be Continued.
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A STARTLING CONFESSION.

Almost Incredible Story of Murder
Told in a French Court.

A strange and almost incredible
story of murder has been told to a
French army court-martial in Al-
geria. - For the last year or so there
has been much agitation in Germany
over the murder in Koenitz of a stu-
dent named Worser. It was attri-
buted at the time to the Jews and
was seized on by the anti-Semites
as additional proof of the existence
of ritualistic murders. But, as
might be expected, nothing came of
the case except the prosecution and
conviction of sowme of ihe witnesses
against the Jews for perjury. The
murder itseli was not explained. Re-
cently a German soldier in the
French Foreign Legation, serving
in Algeria, was put on trial for
making away with his equipment.
He excused himself by saying that
he had been about to desert, as he
was afraid he was going Lo be ar-
rested for the murder of Worser,
whom he had killed. Eis story was
that at the time of the crime he was
in I{oenitz and in great want. On
the day of the murder a man offered
him money to go to the synagogue.
There he found some masked men
who ordered him under pain of death
to kill a yvoung man who was asleep
in the place, evidently under the in-
fluence of drugs. Ile did as he was
bid. and cut up the body, the blood
from which was drained into a sil-
ver vessel. Then the money was giv-
on to Kim, also a sealed letter which
if in need, he was to show to any
Jew he might meet. He used the
lotter in Breslau and Frankfort-am-
Main, and theu, fearing arrest, en-
tered French territory, ultimately
enlisting in the French Legation.

His story, extraordinary and hor-
rible as it is, is very circumstantial
and correct as to dates and place.
IHe has been condemned to six
months’ imprisonment, and the au-
thorities are to make a thorough in-
vestigation.

0

My dear, said young Mrs. Jellus,
I thought you ought to know—there’'s
a married man who is violently in
love with me. What ? he cried, Who
ic He? If I tell you will you give
me those ear-rings 1 wanted ? Yes,
Who is it ? You.

— e

D0CTORS BARFLED

She Was Completely Run Down—
Racked With Pains in the Back,
Head and Limbs—Again Rejoic-
ing 1n Gooc Health.

' From the Sun, Orangeville, Ont.

Many cases are constantly being'
brought “to light of persons being
cured by that wonderful remedy—Dr.
Williams® DPink Pills—after doctors
have failed to be of benefit. Among
them may be noted the case of Mrs.
Benjamin Harvrison, a well known
lady who resides in the near vicinity
of Orangeville, Ont. A reporter of
the Sun hearing of Mrs. Harrison's
wonderful cure called at her home to
inquire into the facts of the case.

Mrs. Iarrison said she was pleased
to be able to testify to the great
curative powors of these pills. She

said: “Ior some years I have heen a
constant sufferer. Just what to call
my disease 1 do not know: even the
doctors were unable to diagnose it. I
was completely run down, I had
racking pains in my head, back and.
limbs. 1 was unable to secure sound
sleep, and on arising in the morning
would feel as tired as before going to
bed. My stomach was in a bad con-
dition and the least movement caus-

etl my heart to palpitate violently,

B m——

of ill-odors, easily

Doctors’ treatment failed to be of
benefit to me and I was in a very
discouraged state when a friend ad-
vised me to try Dr. Williams’ Pink
Fills. Thinking that they might re-
lieve me a little I proeured a supply
and began taking them according to
direcetions. From the first T could
see that they were helping me, and
by the time I had taken half a dozen
boxes I was free from the ailments
that had made my life miserable., It
is now several vears since 1 took the
pills and not the least sign of my
old trouble has since shown itself,
I would strongly urge the use of Dr.
Williams’ Pink Pills for anv person
who has a weak or run down system

and I am sure they will not fail to
be beneficial.™ :
To those who are weak, easily

tired, nervous, or whose blood is out
of condition. Dr. Williams® Pink Pills
come as a blessing, curing when all
other medicines fail and restoring
those who give them a fair trial to a
full measure of health and strength.
Sold by all dealers in metlicine or
sent by mail, post paid, at 50 cents
a box, or six boxes for $2.50, by ad-
dressing the Dr. Williams' Medicine
Co., Brockwville, Ont.

+
CONTROLLING KITCHEN ODORS,

Odors are subtle, withal search-
ing. . In dealing with these in the
kitchen an ounce of prevention is
worth at least a ton of cure. The
heavy smell of stale grease, most
clinging and most offensive of all,
comes more than anything else
from slopping or sputtering over,
which a very little care in range
management prevents. The acrid
smell of burnt or scorched things
is positively painful—so much 50
that a coolk's first lesson ought to
be thal the fire was given for cook-
ine, not burning. Leaving unwashed
pots and stewpans to dry and sim-
mer on the range is a fruitful sourca
remedied. Dis-
solve two pounds of washing soda in
a gallon of boiling water and.keep
a bottle of it handy. As you emptly
cooking-vessels pour in soda water
an inch deep, shake it well all
around the sides and leave until
washing time. If the pots and pans
keep warm, so much the better—thae
soda will do its work more perfectly.
Onions, turnips, and all the cabbaga
tribe may have thelr scent some-
what abated by a little care in the
boiling. The odor comes from their
essential oils, which wvolatilize. 11
the wvegetables are prepared some
hours before they are wanted and
left to soak in weak, salt water,
rinsed, and put over the fire in fresh
cold water, they throw up this es-
sential oil largely in the form of
scum. Let them come to a boil be-
fore putting in the salt and skim
very clean. After the salt is in,
add a dash of cold water—it will
throw up a sccond scum, which must
be removed at once. -Cook all such
vegetables uncovered, a lid strength-
ens the odor tenfold and mal:2s it
more offensive.

Another preventative is a bread
crust, very hard, and very stale.
Drop it into the water just as 1t
strikes a boil and let it stay tlen

minutes, then skim  out. Most of
the oil will come with it—further:
the spongy crust will have Kkept it
from vaporizing., Cauliflower not
quite fresh, always smells tremen-
dously. The best thing for it is a

seald in weak, salt water, before the
cold soaking. If the heads are big,
cut them into pieces, so as to maka
sure of removing every bit of dis-
colored aurd.

e e e

Now, sir, said the cross-examining
counse!, be careful ! Do you swear
that this is not vour handwriting ?
I'm quite sure it ain't | was the re-
ply. Does it resemble your writing?
I can’t say it does. Do you take
yvour oath that this writing does not
resemble yours ? Yes, sir. Now, =ir,
will wvou kindly let me see a speci-
men of vour handwriting ? Ne, sir, 1§
won't ! Oh, vou won't, eh 2 And why
won't you? ’'Cakse I can't write.

England has, on an average,
g':l]-'_':-i 4 year,
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