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%•A Well Known Minister

who has been greatly benefitted by the use of Dr. 
Campbell's Red Blood Forming Capsuloids writes :

from where «her were standing. Og||
"^S? SrarT’Perorl Omm awa»l 
Oh. I am se «ghteoMr 

Then, for the flret tiaie. he «woke to 
<* his own want of judgment.

was'to mate eb very tarty notMng t* meT Do yotl abdk that ee
and went nn,g „ | lire I shall erer'torget whet 

you on» were to met"
•1 think you hed better."
As she stood she rested her gtorel 

hand on the wooden ml, and he pot hie
hand down noon tt. ___

“If, of no use, Delde; I can’t Hand 
tide any longer. I will not try to «ire

‘IhS^BniaSeed It eti. and tamed ,<8h°P|ooh«l at hfan and meant n little 
away to ok* out fresh,treasure, from under the 1er» glow of hle-eyae. She 
the casee. Her heart aohedLoh. eo hor tried to draw her band away and opr 
riblyl She could hare eifTown In the ealmly to trim, but *e eoold do noltt 
midet of all tUa bridal finery and Ki,p was mleeraibly unstrung, and nil 
cried some of the bittereet tears of her her natural narre seemed to here de­
life. But that would nerer do. Instead 1OTted her. Newer bed she needed It 

v>f that «he emUed end talked, and non. 
bustled about Ike n gny little curloue don’t went to frighten yon,»Dnl-
fairy. At lost rite came to the bride*- de." Percy Stanhope went on, in that 
melds’ ape. genuine OHfia «P», dainty iOWf dogged tone, ee unlike his natural 
quaint, bewitching. | wol«, ‘H don’t want to distress yon la

“Now, I call that ml good of y oar any 4tj.- Let ue lo<* at things fairly 
sister”—sweeping over to the glaee to , an(j calmly. Thle marriage can’t go on,
_____ on. "She knew my weaknees that |a certain. Ton most see that jour-
for thém, but I never expected her to geif."
btimor It Shall I look nlee7’—turn- gfrfe fcaaped and shivered, drawing 
tog round to give Bather a view of her away as fer from him aa the narrow 
face, with the cop set daintily on the piank would let her- 
crisp, bright curie. j “it la hard on us all, Heaven knows.

“Do let me look at it* Berta told i W(mld as soon die elmoet, as give such 
about them, and I waa afraid they j pajn to Bitty;” and hie voice quivered

with a sudden inflection o< tenderness 
that seemed the keenest mockery in 
Dulcle’» earn; ‘‘but ahe 
forgive me K I married her with this 
love for you burning my heart out.” 

“Oh, Percy,” the g-iri cried out, “why 
cruel to me? You are talk-

11]thSXA « -Mfl
Athens Reporter

The color▼eryA WOMAN’S
VENGEANCE

-vwag not ee much the beauty of the eeme.
the bounty of the ltfe that would 

begin IW her the day «he should wear

keen pein that Waa ahnont Intolerable.

Assuredly, Brierton Wood wae not ex­
actly the pis» one would choose to be 
h during n storm molt aa this promised 
to be. It wae dang nains to stay where 
jhey were; elmoet mo» dangerone to : 
xralk along any of the narrow pallia, | 
where the trees meeting overhead were 
no many lightning conductors. At lnet , 
he bethought himself of a shed that 1 
„aed to be somewhere In the rieinity. | 
For what It had been built, no one ex- ! 
aotlr knew; perhaps as a shelter for j 
the keepers In old Haneys time. It 
wee a gruesome, tumble down place; 
hot at all events It wae belter than no 
covering at all. Taking nude’s hand, 
he drew her at a venture down one 
of the aide path», nn.l fortunately for 
them they found the «bed waa close at 
hand. There they sheltered, wh’.'e the 
storm raged In all lie fury. *

Lord Harvey had been right hi hla 
aunnise, that the preceding storm had 
bsen but the prehide to this mightier 
one. A wild wind howled through the 
wood,ewoeplng twigs and broken boughs 
before It. Sheet after sheet of lurid 
fiame lightened the eky, and played fit 
fully about the tope of the high trees. 
The thunder eoarcely ceased for an In­
stant; now low and far off. now loud 
and doss at hand, It riiook and rub 
rl-d and rolled with an awful porstel- 

Dulcle waa crying quietly, her

-, J

I ‘UISSUED EVERY
Gentlemen »—1

Wednesday Afternoon It Is with very gn at pleasure I voluntarily 
bear testimony to the great benefit I have 
derived from the use of your Capeuloltis. 
They have been of universal Value to me in 
the strengthening of my throat and chest and 
also in promoting the circulation of the blood. 
Believing, as I do, that this splendid prepara­
tion ought to be universally known among nU 
sufferers of Chest Complaints and Nervous 
Affections. I gladly recommend their 
Especially during the fall and winter months 
are they of excellent service ee a tonic to the
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and looted oufc

“Oh, tt’» yon, to It?’—dryly. “I 
thought we had thieve» in the hone 
when I first hoard the voice*! Lot*, 
isn’t it, for « tete-a-tete?"

“I went down for my paw,” Dold« 
said.

"Yee?”
"And 

night.”
“Good night—or good morning I 

pose it to by this time.”

ing tt and holding it toward her.
“Mies Levesque is rather in the ha­

bit of dropping her letter* about,” Percy 
Stanhope Interposed.

“Indeed! What makes you say 
that?’

“Well” — laughing drily—“you would 
have loet that one. but for Hugh; and 
if I am not mistaken, I found a letter 
of yours on Brierton Common this after­
noon.”

They were walking slowly toward the 
house, but at this she stopped.

“If you found a letter of mine,” she 
said, excitedly, “why have you not re­
turned it?” „ .

Hugh Fleming looked at her, a little 
surprised at her vehemence, but Percy 
Stanhope wailed maliciously.

“I have only waited for an opportuni-
ty“Tfoen give it to me now”—imperious­
ly. Her face was pale, her eyes 
glowed.

As he

Yours truly
(Signed) REV. E. H. COWLES. 

Ocean Grove, N. J., Sept. 89, 1889.
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ADVERTISINGS-
Business notices in local or news columns 10c 

per line for first insertion and 56 per line 
For each subsequent insertion.

Professional Cards. 8 lines or under oer year. 
18.00 ; over 6 and under 12 lines, 94.00.

Legal advertisements, 8c per line for first 
insertion and 3c per line for each subse­
quent insertion.

A liberal discount for contract advertisements
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cm I have got It all right! Good

would not be nice!”
“Nicer* Dulcle cried. “They are far 

beyond nice.”
But, when everything Bad been ex­

amined and admired, they still came 
beck, with um* ml ni shed admiration, to 
the wedddtng-drew itself. arc you so

“4 is almost too grand to put on. (ng tike a madman; I believe you are 
don’t you think, Dulcie? X shall feci mnd. It’s rather late in the /day, I 
so odd with all that lace about me. think, to begin to talk about thto mer 
Shan’t I be smothered?” riage not going on.”

*1 hope not! My cap might not be “Better late than never —gruffly,
noticed to the confusion, If you were to “Better never than so late In this
moke a sudden ‘exit’ like that But caae!” she cried, vehemently. “You 
you ought to look lovely in that drese- ]ove her. Do you think I am blind?
It’s an awful pity one can’t see you In Why, I knew that you loved her the
it right off. I’m sure that high body first hour that I saw you both together,
looks aa H tt would fit like a skin.” j You were happy enough then. You 

"What is to prevent my trying It on?” never gave a thought to me.
Etty cried, getting up on the instant, be happy enough when I am awny.” 
all eagerness. . ! "When you are away?” he repeated,

At that moment a servant knocked at jealously. “Where are you going, may 
the door. I ask? Esther told me you were to

“Mr. Stanhope’s compliments, Miss come and live with us at the Cottage. 
Esther, and could you come down to Dulcie shrugged her Aoulders acorn- 
hdm, please 7’ * . fully.

“Don’t touch the dress,” Esther call- “That accounts, perhaps, for yoar 
ed out at the door so she swept down- horror of married life?” 
attire to e« him. "It do»." he answered her with moot

She was not many minute» away, and bitter frankness. I know I shall nev- 
when ahe came back she horrified Del- er be able to endure my existence if 
cie by Insisting on putting on the dress, you were to be in the same house with 

“Oh! Etty, darling, don’t do it,” Dul- me. It would kill me In a month, 
cie cried, starting up from her knees, “Thank you.” /
whre she had been smoothing out the j “But where are you going? he asked, 
plaiting on the shining skirt. It’s so She had moved away from him to 
awfully unlucky! Do listen to reason, the edge of the frail, swaying plank- 
No one ever did such a thing”—solemn- The river flowed rapidly pest, eo re­
ly—‘Wist did not come to grief.” pidly that her eyee ached as she watch-

Bather smiled- ed it, and a faint, sickly feeling stole
“Now Dulcie, I gave you credit for round her heart and made her bead

common sense. Are you not always ewim. The sky had turned from a dark
boasting how practical you are? What blue to a dark cobalt. The birds had
grief could I come to for trying on my ceased to twitter, and, save for that
own Areas? Why, I should not think turiud, twirling water, the place waa ln-
of putting a common house drees away tenseiy still.
without first seeing If it fitted me." When Dulcie looked up to answer

Indeed it Is. that urgent question, some of the

CHAPTER XIV.
ï would neverThe next morning Dulcie waa up be­

times and dressed in one of her smart­
est gowns, with her Aiming hair coifed 
daintily. She was good to see as *e 
came into the breakfast-room- Mrs. 
Hardings was not down, only Mr. Har­
ding* and Hugh Fleming; eo Dulcie 
presided at table.

Percy Stanhope was nowhere to be 
seen, and she dared not trust her tongue 
to ask for him.

When Mrs. Hardlnge did come down 
she was In the very beet of humors.

“Where is Percy?” the asked at once-
“Off for a walk an hour ago,” her 

husband told her.
"Oh!”—with a chill smile. "We used 

to hear that ‘early to bed wae early 
to rise’; but tt seem» he can rise early 

if hg «rite up half the night bo-

iê

and charged full time.
All advertisements measured by 

solid nonpareil—12 lines to the inch.

Mir- ,a scale of ency.
eyee hidden against Percy’s arm, her 
hands clinging to him, as peel after pen! 
shook rile rotten loiete above their 
heads. He did ail he could to calm her 
fears. He soothed her as one Booth» 
a frightened child. And only to be 
near him, to hear hla roice, love and 
tender, speaking to her in the oft 
miliar way, waa a rare 
All her life long she never forgot that 

AH her Hfe long the hour she

KARLEYA WESTERN KANSAS RAIN

Biâhanded it to her, dhe looked 
Into his eyes. The rage in them had 
frightened her. , , -

Had he read tt. she wondered. No, 
surely not! He was too true a gentle­
man for that- 

But, when
that night in her own room, » 
that it was without tta envel

must have read it partly,

One High* Almost Think Thle Story 
Waa on Exaggeration.

‘ A reader in t£e. east write* that there 
has been a western Kansas man back 

. there telling them about the heavy raina 
in western Kansas. The reader says he 1* 
suspicious of the man and thinks that his 
story is a lie. He says he has always un­
derstood that little or no rain falls in the 
western part of the state, but that this 
western Kansas man Is telling a story 
about teh Inches of rain falling in half 
an hour and wants to know If there la 
any truth In the statement. We have not 
kept track of all the raina that have fall­
en in western Kansas* and of course can­
not say as to the particular fall of mois­
ture to which the man from Kansas re­
fers.

We might say, however, that If the tm- 
essiou prevails in the effete east that 

rains in western Kansas It is a 
serious error. It la true that there are 
spells of drought when for several 
months there will not be sufficient mois­
ture fall to wet a 2 cent postage str.mp, 
but when it gets ready to rain out there 
the bottom seems to fall out of the sky.

The story is told of a man who was 
driving over ttiB divide north of Dodge 
City when one of the showers came up. 
He was riding a buckboard, which has a 

^ bottom made by fastening the cleats be­
tween the axles, with spaces of half an 
inch between the cleats. The water fell 
eo fast that it could not run through the 
bottom of the buckboard as fast as it 

. fell. Rushing down the side of the di­
vide, the water struck a barb wire fence 
and dammed up until the 
the wire oi the fence. This was bee 
the rain came so fast that It couldn’t get 
through between the wires of the fence.

Q*i the same trip the traveler says he 
saw a jack rabbit drown while it wae 
jumping througff the air. Theaa 
elvv declares that within halfüin 
water was three feet déep on the ridge 
and falling faster than it could run on 
both sides of the hill. We have supposed 
that possibly the traveler in his excite­
ment might have exaggerated, but there 
are residents in Dodge City who stand 
ready to prove the truth ofjthc'etory by 
■ho*dpÇ"tué ridgè Tvtfére the buckboard 

~ eTOuffduriug the rain and the place In the
air where the jack rabbit was when it 
drowned.

d fa- 
joy to Dulcie. THE

spent In that old shed, her head on 
Percy Stanhope’s heart, his anna abort 
her, lived in her memory a» a time that 
had the pang of a bitter sWeet joy in 
It. When at last the storm was over, 
Dulcie looked ruefully *t her wet 
clothe®, and said:

“Now I must get home; and I’m just 
Mrs. Hardmge.

HARDWARE
MAN

You willshe looked at the letter 
dhe found

k that case he------
or he would not have known to whom «ven
it belonged- Hot Wu*e.dyed her f.ee Duld. felt her crimBoc.
at the thought, ^hat muet he ha IMy you 0g tar that, my lady,"
thought ot. her, « b° she Bald to herself with a little frown
fond words of the writer, ror «num,
he knew only too well, she did not care ^ to Berta7*
a straw? herself J«»Por Hardlnge asked his wife, whenAt °.£n«i the meal wa. over. "Because If you

are you must let me know now, and 
then perhaps I can meet you.”

“Of course, I must go- They have 
sent down the wrong sizes of gloves, 
and I must see about some buttons for 
Etty’e gray serge; the ones they have 

in are odious.”

FULL STOCK OFKEEPS Al

afraid to meet that 
She’ll be sure to have something un­
pleasant to say about my being out in 
such a down-pour.

“The storm will be your excuse. Tell 
hër you were sheltering, and never heed 
what she says; we must learn to be ell 
in all’ to each other, darling. You and 

than Mrs.

k
I bicyclestrying to find some 

know I am not going to break my heart 
for him. Julian Carre is worth a doz­
en of hfan, I dare say, and perhaps I 
shall think *o some day.”

She sat up later than usual that night 
to write her uncle. Not that hie letter 
required so speedy an answer, but be­
cause she wae feverish and restless, And 
in no mood to go 'to bed. She slipped 
her dress off before sitting down to her 
writing, and put on a pretty Watteau 
wrapper of dark blue, covered all over 
with deep red flowers. A quaint, idyllic 
little shepherdess she looked in it, her 
bright hair curling about her throat 
and face. Long before twelve o’clock 
the whole house was quiet. When she 
had finished her letter she went to the 
window and opened It gently and looked 

The night was cloudless, intense- 
only be In the

li­
ft never

Massev-Harti. Wheels, all style» and priteo, lireI will have to face worse 
Hardlnge will say to you. But we can 
fa» a ‘wodd in arms’ together, sweet.

Dulcle sighed. Already «ne of the 
thorns were beginning to prick her fin- 
gers. Already some of the rose* in tlv* 
forbidden Eden <rf here had the shade 
of decay upon them.

they had left the wood and 
the common, they found 

shifting clouds.

22 «*r ssûSu » -- —- » •»
of the world. Give me a call.

WM. KARLEY

k.
p "Very well, I’ll meet you, It I can. 
Usual time, I suppose*”

And he went off to get tide hat and 
gloves. Hugh Fleming lingered behind 
a few minutes, and when he did go Dul- 
de walked to the gate with him.

were home,” Mrs. 
with a sigh that was 
shall know no peace 

till she is married. That girl seems to 
bewitch every man she turns her eye* 
on.”

Thl* was at sight of Dulde’e beam­
ing face as ahe came back to the house. 
Ever since that first night of her visit, 
when Dulcie hod worn her green vel­
vet dress, and met Percy Stanhope *o 
gravely, Mrs. Hardlnge ha<l suspected 
her. She would have liked her well 
enough, peihape, but for her rivalry of 
Esther. In Mrs. Hardlnge’* eyes, the 
two were rivals, and must ever be; she 
could not understand any woman pick­
ing a friend eo dangerous a* this 
changeful Duiclfe Levesque assuredly 

She could not but douibt her and

V - When
come out upon 
the sky one blaze of 
which glowed and deepened about tne 
setting aun. Tears came Into Dn.de a 
eyes. Something in that changing akv, 
in the sweetness of the freshened ear h. 
touched her.

“How beautiful the world is.

“I wish Esther Ilyn agricultural worksHardinge thought, 
almost a groan. “I

“But this Is different.
Anyone will tell you that. Do be gold- the gathering «*>*.*» had
ed by me this time, dear,” pleadingly. tled on her. Her eyes were dark and

“But I have promised to go down in mjsty. her cheeks end even her hpe
tt. He la so anxious to see it.” ; were pole.

“Never mind that. It could never j .ij am g0ing to be married to Julian 
make you more beautiful In hie eyes, Garre.”
I know"—wistfully. No dress could do Her did not sound like her own
that, dear. Tell him your reason for M Bhe Baid jt. No blush came into her 
not liking to do It, and then he won’t fflce no müe into her eyes. She look- 
mind.” . ^ ed and spoke like a Woman half dazed.

But Esther could not be turned from The har8h iaugh that answered her
her purpose. Laughing and blushing made heT heart throb- 
and trembling a little in her shy, nerv- i,j him joy of hAe wife, then.

haste, she put the dreea on, and Then came a low growl of thunder,
Dulcie. with something like a throb ot and a patter of big rain drops. Dulcie 
dismay at her heart, helped her to do Btarted and turbed as if to step off the 
it. She tied beck the long train and bridg^ but he put out his hand and 
buttoned up the tight sleeves, which MX)Ujd not ^ ,her stir, 
looked, when they were cloned, as if “M8ten to me, Dulcie Levesque. I 
they had grown on to the round, plump Bwewr you ghaU never be this man’s 

Then ahe went down, because ^fe VyhHe there is breath in my body, 
Etty would have her go, and saw the ! j Btand between you and him. I 
look of rapturous admiration that came haTe Bllffered enough. Let other peo- 
like a flood of sunshine into Percy Stan- take Æelr turn *<>w. I don’t care
hope’s Mue eyes at the sight of this he loveB you-I rare for nothing!
white vision that lingered in the shade j j onj know that you are mine, and
of the doorway for a second, as If : thftt j wUj never give you up. I will
afraid to enter and face his gaze. j dJ fiwst „

Poor Dulcie! There are such things | ^ raJn wae f,mng heavily now.
a« look* that hurt worse than blows, -ni(i ^n<j whjctl had been hushed so
just as there are words that cut keener , w„„' rtslng. n mingled with the
than knife blades. A shade of the thunder and the roar of the

she was enduring fell over her , ,t roUght boughs of the
: trees, and tossed them aloft like signals 

of danger.
Percy Stanhope never gave a

The very fire of madness

set-

Farmers, feed your
pigs and other stock cooked 
roots and other food and make 
money.

The Economic Feed Cook­
er will pay its cost in one 

and will last a life time.
Made of the best cast and 

wrought iron and steel. CP’ 
vanized boiler to prevent rust­
ing, saves fuel and time and is- 
as safe in a building as a box 
stove.

water ran over.
ly silent—as night can 
country—and full of deep pegee.

With a little sigh, Dulcle shut the 
the curtains dose.

said, softly.
“How beautiful my 

Percy Stanhope, looking at her.
She smiled, yet a sudden swift 

made her heart ache. She could not 
forget how lately he had called another 

‘Ills love," while die hud bee i 
When they were near to 

He was going

love is!” said

window and drew 
All at once she remembered that she 
had left her puree on the sideboard In 
the dining-room. Without a second 
thought, she took a candle in her hand, 
and went down to got it. It 1» well 
known how stairs and boards creak 
when one tries to step noiselessly. Dul- 

thought they creaked worse than 
usual that time. She found the dining­
room door open, for a wonder, and very 
soon had her purse in her hand.

As she turned to go back, a slight 
stir in the room opposite startled her. 
It was the drawing-room and the door 
oi>ened directly opposite to the dining 

d-oor and close to the foot of the 
staircase. She stopped on the mat to 
listen, the light shaking a little with the 
trembling of her hand; but everything 
was quiet. ,
. “What a coward I am, to be sure! 
Now", I’ll go right in and make my mind 
easy. It could have been but fancy.”

It Is said that “second thoughts are 
best,” but she dared not trust to second 
thoughts; she knew she would 
away if she did. She just opened the 
dtkor and walked Into the room, looking 
to right and left as she went, and hor­
ribly frightened, in spite of her show of 

And no "wonder, for the,g!>s 
alight, and she knew that Mrs. 

Hardinge never went to bed and left 
it. Yet the room seemed undisturbed, 
and the windows were fast, she mode 
sure of that.

At the sound of her footstep some .me 
from the depths of a great chair 

It was Percy

hour the nB-woman 
forgotten.
The Elms he left her. 
back to the city by the evening train.

“I will write and tell Etty everything. 
Trust me, I will be as gentle as can be; 
but she will understand and forgive us 
both, when I tell her all.”

Dulcie's lips quivered, and she clasp­
ed her hands about his arm in sudden 
intolerable remorse and pain.

“Oh, my poor Etty! Dare we 
hope to be happy again after hunting 

Could nothing save 
her from such pain ns this will lie to 
her?”

“Nothing,” he said, almost angrily; 
“but your death or mine. The day 1 

in that fellow’s arms I knew

f : season

watch her jealously, lest rtie should hurt 
Etty.

Such being her state of mind, when 
they two were left to themselves, as 
now, poor Dulcle had no pleasant time 
of tt. After an early luncheon, Mrs. 
Hardlnge ordered the pony carriage, 
and drove to meet the afternoon train 
for the city. Very thankful Dulcle was 
to see her go- Percy Stanhope had not 
come back, end she had ceased to ex­
pect him. The house was very quiet and 
very stuffy. She had promised to meet 
Julian Carre that afternoon in Elton 
Lane, but she had two hours clear be­
fore her ere that. What should she do 
with herself all that time? The question 
waa answered for her, for while she 
stood at the drawing-room window, 

‘yawning and looking out wearily, the 
Harvey carriage dashed up, and Esther 
herself got out, looking as cool and 
pale as if there were neither sUn nor 
dust in the world. Dulde dashed the 
window open, and ran down to the gate 
to meet her.

“I am so glad you have come —hold­
ing both hands out and lifting her 
mouth to be kissed.

“And I am so glad to be here."
“Now, tell me everything,” Dulcle In­

sisted, when Esther had taken her 
things off, and waa resting cosily on 
the sofa.

"fTlon’t know that there is much to 
tell. They were all very ldnd to me, 
and the house is something splendid— 
the tond of house one reads about, you 
know. The pictures are lovely. And 
then the plate, end the old chins, and 
the gorgeous little knick-knacks- I nev­
er knew there were such exquisite 
things in the world.”

“Ah!” Dulcle sghed. "And you might 
have been mistress of It. If I had only 
had the chance now!”

“You would not have taken it,
If you had loved Percy as I do.”

Dulcie paled a little and laughed.
-What a good soul you are, to be 

Etty! One half ceases to believe

STRINGS OF PEARLS. her so cruelly? Agents Wanted.
Loa Ins ThemReal Dangers of 

Through the Breaking of the Cord.
It might seem as though the care of a 

string of pearls was a very simple mat- 
possessors of these pre­

gems are often heard bewailing 
some misfortune that has happened.

“Naturally I was three-quarters of an 
hour late to dinner the other evening,” 

iy string of pearls 
clasping It around

my neck.”
“The being late is immaterial, but did 

them all?” she was asked.
, the speeker contiuued, “there 

were 73 on the string, and five of them 
have slipped away, I fear never to be 

crevice and spot In 
apparently been searched 
I have been a little care-

G. P. McNISH
Box 52 Lyn P.O.saw you

I could not live without you. I knew 
I never could marry Esther.”

His face had a curious gray pallor 
it; hie Mue eyes had a cold gleam 

were set and stern.

ter, and yet the

m-
A Remarkable Clubbing Offer.in them; his lips

The beauty at this face, which Dudcie
I*evesque thought the bonniest of r|s<> < >,,,- SubriCI'iberri !
earth, was dimmed just then, ns he he d .................... , . „
his little sweetheart's hand In his, and | By H|«:al arrangent- IV wl h toe |iul ll-her- we will n W' su > so l plier.» 
answered her with such blunt diirot- j f|i|, t|jH Allie, s RliP mTER and T io.it i Ladies’ Journal h" m ' year lor 
ness. si 25. When \tm c -iisiUev that the regular price of The Ladies’ Journal
ly'dewnnhthe1’ttn*°"ndteaT"thee gaiVef hü-O» a year, you cun re»,lily see «hut oiler »e are no,km*

Mrs. Hardings was looking 
She

agony
face. Percy Stanhope, looking past his 
intended, saw this mute reproach in her 
eyes and on her lips, and understood It. 
But it was only for an instant. One 
cannot cry out when one’s hurt in thia 
world of grown-up men and* women. 
The next moment she waa smiling and 
shaking hands with him. In the most 
nonchalant manner possible.

said. “Mone woman 
broke just as I was

thought
• you find 

“No ”
to the storm, 
was working in his brain; hie blue eyes 
glowed fiercely; his lipe, under his 
heavy Monde moustache grew white 
with the passion that was _ 
him, slowly and surely, as passion had 

in all his pleasur-

bravery.

P1 masteringrecovered, ns every 
the room has 
into. Perhaps 
less about not having them restrung 
often enough.”

As a fact, pearls should be unfailingly 
g every three months, or they 
be worn with security. The heavy

of tli • oldest, ainl lu-st «MiiUislivd ot <heThe Elms.
out of the drawing-room window, 
felt curious to know when Dulcie c:\ .\e 
in,and if any one came up the lane wi h 
her. No one did come with her, so fur 
as ahe could tell, and that pacified her 
a little. Still it was with something 
very like a sneer that she turned to Es- 

. ther.

The Ladies’ Journal is
great 0 na inn journals, in lieauLituUv illustrate I, au l contain sjuiu liui^ * > 
interest cm tv member of the family.

“Do you know, Mr. Stanhope, that I 
am very angry with you both; you for )ovjng life before, 
asking, and Etty for granting such an Dulde was no coward, but her heart 
unreasonable request. Have you never fniiert her at sight of that threatening 
heard that it’s unlucky to try on a j faee. What might he not be capable 
bride’s dress before the wedding day?” | of jn hi a Jealous fury? If Julian Carre 

“I never heard It, Miss Levesque, but ; came |W,gt at that moment—and he 
if I had I should not have heeded. \ mig(ht pass at any moment on his way 
should still have braved the Hl-luck, and to or from the place of meeting at the 
felt myself well rewarded.” weir»-tfhe dared not ansewer for the

There was no mistaking the tender- consequences- 
ness in his voice as he said it. Ducie “Oh, if I were only ait homrif «he 

far too keen to mistake it. This thought, “if I were only sap;
home.”

“Percy.” she said, trying to 
hcr voire, “I don’t think yon mean t<j 
be cruel to me, but you are. Can’t yorf 
see that we are going to have an awful 
storm? I shall be drenched though be­
fore we reach home, aa it is. Don t keep

never mastered him

rose up
and looked toward her.
Stanhope!

No burglar or ghost could have fright­
ened poor. Dulcie more than he did. 
Every bit of color faded from her face, 
till she looked like a ghost herself, the 
dainty little ghost of some “Lady Beil” 
or “Lady Kitty” ootne back in the “tea- 
gown” of a past century to revisit the 
earth*

“Ihilcie!”
Then he strode across to her, and took 

light out of her hand, and held her 
up, j with hla arm about her waist, or 
she would have fallen to the "floor. He 
l«*oked pale and worn, even ill. She 
saw that In the midst of her fright, 
and her heart gavo a great throb of 
pity.

No Family Should Be Without It.
Remit $1.25 to this office hivI you will receive both papers from 

of \ a ment in t> is v<-nr to January, 19017 Those who have already |*aM for 
the R porter for next year may oh'ain the Journal on sending 25e6o tiàiw 
offii e

restrun
cannot
silken cord that is generally used to 
string them appears to be the only thing 
that will give them the suppleness that 
adds so much to their charm, and it is 
only when this cord is new that It is 
equal to the not luconsiderable weight of 
the pearls. As soon !aa in places it 
begins to fray it Is only a question of 
time before one of these weak spots will 
break and let fall the precious stones.

have been

“Here Is Dulcie at lnet, looking not 
much unlike a Mttic tramp in wet,

draggled clothes. I wonder how that 
girl can go a’bout in all weathers, os 
ehe has token to do lately.”at

"white love” of his, as he often called 
her, woe so heautiftil that his heart 
thrilled at sight of her; so beautiful 
that he longed tor the hour to come 
that should make her <hls own, eo that 
she might win him forever from his 
other love, that only lived In his heart 
to tear it and wound it with vain pas­
sion.

“Well,” Dulcle laughed, “I have 
warned you both, but, since you will 
not heed my warning, I shall waste ^no 
more of my valuable time upon you”

Then ahe ran up stair to get ready 
for her walk with Julian Oarre. When 
she looked at herself In the glass, she 
was startled to see how pale she whs.

“Flattering for Mm, but not very nice 
for me,” she thought. “Whet a fool 
I aim, to be sure! My face is getting 
rather too much of an ‘open book,’ and 
assuredly Percy Stanhope must think 
it is a book ‘bound in calf.’ ’*

She rubbed her cheeks with her soft 
little palms, and slowly the bloom came 
back to* them.

“That’s more like yourself, Dalcie. If 
about with waxen cheeks like

PLAIN AMD COLOREDend! CHAPTER XVI.Since the very long strin 
worn this accident ha 
frequent occurrence 
last winter a commotion was caused In 
the hallway of an opera house simply by 
the breaking of one of these silken cords.

As a precaution and to keep them from 
swinging many women when dancing 
fasten their pearls to the front of their 

brooch, or if the string is 
long enough they wind them about their 
wrists. It is a most reckless habit to 
twirl them nervously about the fingers 
and to make a plaything of them, for It 
must necessarily hasten the fraying of 
the cord. The cost of having a string of 
perhaps 50 pearls restrung at a reliable 
house is about 75 cents or $1, and surely 
considering the comfort It brings the 
money is well expended.

gs
a not been an un­
in ballrooms, and

■
the Dulde changed her dress, F.e* 

the edge of the low, whiteWhile 
ther sat on 
bed, and talked to her.

“I was so uneasy about you, f»ne sal i. 
watching the girl brash out her wet 
hair, and fasten it up tight to gut dry. 
“I would have gone after you. for 1 
know you would never think of the ra n 
till it fell, only Berta would not hear of 

while it was than-

Poster Printingme here any 
“Gruel to you, my

been cruel to you? Then be sure I ney- 
I would shed my hearts

da ding! Have I
Whoever thought of seeing you here 

at tiffs hour of the night! What- brought 
you down?”

She struggled out of his arms and 
leaned against a table. The color had 

hack to her face with a rush. Yet

m
er meant it. 
blood for you, Dulde.”

His hand came down heavily on her 
shoulder, and he drew her to him with 
a kind of sob.

* “Why, the trial to forget you, to love 
Etty only and forget you, has killed 
me. Do you think I oould be cruel to 
yon?”

He drew her face to 
stroked her cheek with fond, trembling

bodices with a sure,
in ‘original sin’ when on* looks at you. 
Now. since you have no news to tell 
me, what are you prepared to give me 
for eonne?”

“I don’t know, I’m sure. I am ra 
poor,” Esther laughed. “But what is 
your news 7’

Dulcle, sitting upright on her low 
chair, shook her curly head solemnly. 

“Words fail me, my dear Etty. But 
me be brief, and not harrow your 

lings by unnecessary delay. Hie 
dresses have cotne.’^

Esther burst out laughing, Dulcie 
joining in; then a deep flush stole from 
oh in to brow.

“What would I hot give,” poor Dul­
cie thought “to be able to blush like 
that at the mention of my wedding 
dress.”

“Come along, now,” ehe said, and 
see them for yourself. They are su­
perb. I think your sister to not quite 
satisfied with one of them, and has gone 
to see about it, for which circumstance 
let ua be thankful.”

“Dulcie, you are an awful girl! Have 
Berta and you been quarreling?”

“No, indeed !”—with a ehrug and a 
doubtful smile. “For what do you take

it. Where were you 
dering?” . . „

“In an old shed, near the bridge-
* t i know it! How terrified you 

have been! It would not have 
bad if you’d had some one with

she still trembled.
“I had forgotten something”—very 

“And when I was go-

“Oh

y°A dull red crept into Dulcie’s white 
cheeks, * and her eyes fell.

“Who do you think (hae been here,

The Athens Reporter Office.low and faint, 
ing back up-stairs I heard a noise in 
here; and I—was frightened.”

“I should think you were”—grimly.
IIq had put her candle down on a 

chair, where it flickered, looking wan 
and white In the gaslight. He stood 
right opposite to Dulcle. looking at her; 
and tiie girl shivered faintly as she felt 
the love and anger and cruel power of 
that look. She would have run awny 
if ehe could, but her limbs shook under

his breast, and

fingers. . ,
“What fools we have been, he burst 

“What awful fools we%Savage Crabs.
specimens of the crab 

- seeming to
Dulde?” „ , ,

“I’m sure I don’t know”—listlessly. 
“Mr. Carre. He was on his way to 

the station, he told us. 
telegram calling him up to town, 
could not tiave been pone ten minute, 
when he came. He seemed sorry 
missed seeing you. I fancy you’ 
an impression in that quarter.”

As Dulcie stood, her back was to Es- 
But Esther, by bending forward

The most sr.-tge speci 
species is found in Japan, seeming io 
dream of nothing but fighting, to delight 
In nothing half so much. The minute he 
spies another of his kind he scrapes hie 
claws together lu rage, challenging him 
to the combat. Not a moment is wasted 
In preliminaries, but at it they go, ham­
mer and tongs. It sounds like two rocks 
grinding against one another. The sand 
flies as the warriors push each other hith­
er and thither until at last one of them 
stretches himself out in the sun, tired to 
death. But he does not beg for mercy or 
attempt to run away, only feebly rubbing 
his claws together in defiance of the foe. 
That foe comes closer, and, with his 
claws trembling with joy at his victory, 
the conqueror catches hold of one claw 
of the vanquished crab, twists it until it 
comes off and bears away the palpitating 
limb as a trophy of his prowess. Such is 
a battle between warrior craba.—Cincin­
nati Enquirer.

out, presently- 
have both been, Dulcie! V hat. ever 
possessed us to think we could live with­
out each other?”

The thunder was 
storm seemed to be passing off, after 
aM, as that other storm had done before, 
but the rain did not abate. Dulcie, with 
her cheek against Me wet coat and her 
eyes lifted to Ms face, listened to him 
in silence. Her heart was beating with 
a fierce joy. She felt a hungry long­
ing for this man’s love, for the sound 
of his Toke, the touoh of his hand. 
What was oil the word to her or to 
him? He wae riyht; they could not live 
without each other. She felt ns if it 
would be raster to die in his arm» thon 

and leave him to Bather.
ever

i He hod had a

tlMlCHtiS
You

fainter now; the

>3
you go
those, the new sweetheart will make 
■•tracks’ tike the old one. It behooves 
you to be careful now, you know.”

ve mm'.e

“So you have consoled yourself al­
ready? I might have known you were 
not à woman to live long without a lov­
er. I hope you are going to treat this 
fellow better than you treated me. Don’t 
break his heart—you have broken mine. 
It’s a dangerous pastime, let me tell 
you.”

She lifted her eyes and looked at him 
—exquisite eyes; wet now with blinding 
tears, under their thick shining lashes.

“Heaven forgive you. Dulcie 1 You 
might have rested content with the first 

You need not have

ther.
a little, could easily see her face in the 
glass. She was looking at it as she 
spoke, and the quick change that flitted 

iit surprised her.

CHAPTER XV.
A lurid sunset over Brierton Wood. 

The birds were twittering restlessly.
the low, complaining “sough 

be heard over the fret
OF MARKTRADE“Dulcie”—getting up 

‘Ss it possible that I’ve found out your 
secret? Are you in love with him?’’

“With him? With whom? What a e 
you talking about?” Dulcie stammered, 
turning round wttih a white, frightened

There wae 
of the trees to 
and dash of the river. The little rtreara 
was brimmed to the top of its banks, 
and swept by In no gentle mood, to 
make its leap over the face of the old 
wear. The tight was low and brooding, 
with more of a sullen glare than bright- 

in tt. All the freshness had died

with a smih

//VT.to turn away
All the love with which she had 
loved him rushed back now.

“If it be a sin,” she said to herself, 
he lay in the dose clasp of his arms, 

I have no strength

us?” v_
“I take yon for a dreadful quiz, my 

dear,and I don’t think I am far wrong ” 
The drosses were in Mrs. Hardinge’* 

private sitting-room; It was quite crowd­
ed with the long packing cases is 
which those precious garments had 

from town* They were handsome 
dresses, and it to to be presumed they 
were faahionaMe

face.
“This handsome Julian Carre, to be i 

sure. Is he to be the happy man7’
Dulcie was looking at Esther with j 

hollow, sorrowful eyes. At the fir«4 ( 
glance at her face, at the first sound of , 
her voice, a kind of horror had fallen 
upon her. The thought of her treach­
ery to this poor soul rtinde her brain 
reel! The baseness of the wrong «he • 
had wrought her, in her headstrong fol- j 
ly and passion, stood out naked before | 
her now, and appalled her. She had 
secured a woman’s vengeance! What 
should she do, and whet could ahe do, 
to atone?
awl.'Stv”." ^‘.taLlr^ wto rlTud THESE GOODS are rapidly winning their way in pcfular 
of w*. putting her hands up to her ey»j, J favor because of their cheapness, durability and gérerai
as it to shut out the light, and beginning „xcei|„nce ■ Does vour house or any of your outbuildings 
to cry io a Quick, nervous way that excellence. 1 J - . *
frightened Esther. This was so unlike require repairing or a new roof r Are you going to erect a 
Dulde. Something must have hurt her fiew guj|j;ng > if so, you should send for circular describing

these goods or apply direct to

w. g. McLaughlin
MAHF'R AND S2LE PROPRIETOR

part of your work.
here to wreck the last hope of 

peace that was left to me," the young 
Where Children Marry. fellow groaned, emit ing his hands to-

Ths farther south oq* goes ths earlier gt.tber with a force that made her start, 
one finds marriages take place. A cen- "How could I tell." she cried, “that 
sus was taken lately in Algeria, and it should meet you here? Don’t you 
was found that the youngest Arab mar-
fled man waa 12 year, old aud that there ^edr-with a riaiug aob, "before I 
were very many boys who were married ,, T
at 18 and 14, while some at 13 had several would have aveu you again, if I could 
wives. There Is a youthful Algerian have helped it!” 
widow of 15 and a divorced husband of “Didn't Esther tell you?” 
the same age. Girls are still more pre- | “She told me she was engaged to he 
cocious and are sometimes married when j married ; that was all. And when I 
only 11 years old, though 12 is the more j Came here she showed me your like- 
nsual age. There are 189 widows of 15 nees, and I never knew till then”—stop- 
and 1,176 divorces of the earns age. j pingan instant to catch her breath—

“that it was my—that tt was you she 
was going to marry;and now let me 
go!”— for he stood between her and 
the door—drawing herself up and trying 
to look unconcerned and majestic. 

“Dulcie!”—and he head out his hands

IkE*4"out of the air.
Dude Levesque, standing upright as 

a dart on the plank bridge, which was. 
tittle more than a foot wdde, across the 
water» noted these signs of a coming 
storm with keen impatience. She was 
not afraid of the atorm itself, but of 
the remarks it would occasion if she 
were out in it. Opposite to her stood 
Percy Stanhope. She had come to the 
wood that afternoon to meet Julian 
Carre, and, to her deep chagrin, she had 

face to face with her lover in­
stead. And he wa* in no very pleasant 
mood, either. He was inclined to t ike 
upon himself to lecture and dictate tP- 
Dulcie. He had seen her that past day 
with her head on Julian Carre s shoul­
der, and he was wroth indeed with her 
for it . „ longer

“It le not prudent,”, he said. ‘It wa» I?” . nh
not even ladylike." "Oh, I «old notl I «*» "»*'

"What right have yon, to talk to me Percy, must .he know.
Hke that?” Dulcie cried oat at last, "Of course she must k.no'v. „
roused to indignation by hla reproaches, other reason have I to *i'< her for
’’What, ie it to yon what I do, or with not----  .whom I walk? I consider you Me very But he never finished his sentence. A 
knnertinent” I flash of Mue flame leaped out of the

“You do well to coil me that.” was his cloud above them, and scattered the
hltteg. retort,... “Da you think you are bouahi at an alder tree not many md*

Ias s
“I cannot help it- 
In me to give him up.” .

For a brief space there was silence 
between them; such telenra ar hud been 
well called "golden." Again and again 
her soft lips pressed lit* furtive kuweu 
on the bieuet of h|« coat, ahe thinking 
he did not know. Again and again her 

into his. only to droop

Perfection Cement Roofing
or Mrs. Hardinge 

chosen them. One, in
would have died—yes,

would not have 
particular took Esther’s fancy. It was 
a black velvet, with a low bodice, trim­
med with rare old lace, falling down- 

The sleeves came only

,, ~ V THE TWO GREAT RAIN EXCLUDERS^Mn'7nd« the weight of their heavy

^“1 loved him first,” she thought. “I 
must love him best. Etty would not 
ask me to give him up, if *he knew 

For so sorely was she tempted that 
for Esther paled 

said,

I;-.
ward from it 
to the elbows, and had lace ruffles, soft 
and cloudy But the Wedding drew! 
Dulcie lifted tt out almost reverently, 
and spread it over the couch. It was 
white, of course—white, pure and unre­
lieved. The lace across the bosom and 
skirt was mixed with trails of orange 
blossoms, genuine fleur de Paris, so reel 
looting that one would expect them 
to droop and fade .at a rough breath.

"And there is a wreath," Dulcie cried, 
ecstatically— “a real wreath! See, is it 
not perfect 7’

The sight of all this made Esther re­
alize—as she had never realized it yet 
—that the day was actuall 
hand now. on which she wo 
vows oi a wife upon her; and begin, 
with Percy,, the new life .that their love

4

even her love 
“Dulde,” he

must not keep this to ourselves
Who shaU tell Esther, you or

presently, “we 
an hour

llo Gentlemaa.
Superintendent—Did he purchase » 

copy of that commonplace book?
Salesman—Not even when I assured 

him it was a work without which no gvii-
Ueman’s library aras comptete h„ ^ a mK,,l,.n tenderaeee and
COTsittered’hlmoelf no gentlemaa anil* that passion. Bat «he Pushed them from 
therefor, hi. hbrar, ws. compte,..-Bor hra
tea Transcript.____________ Wes she afraid that his eyes would

Thom who think a large family hand!- have drawn her back and into tho»
anna n man should explain how the old . yearning arme If she did?
Smêri who are dyhtg rich and leaving As she got to the top ot the stairs,
luga families made their money. _ _ Mrs. Hardinge opened her room door

m
sorely to make her high mûrit break 
down like tiffs. •

“Tell me all about It, darling,” draw­
ing her down ’onto tiie bed beside her»
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