Woman Against Woman

or A Terrible Accusation.

CHAPTER XXX.—(Cont'd). '

Muriel laughed loudly.

“Would I not? And yet you claim
to know me! I have stolen the letter
from Leslie's pocket. What else was

my desire in its possession? I have
a demand to make of you. Listen: If
you will go away—away where this
family shall no longer be disgraced
and insulted by your presence, I pro-
mise that I will protect your infamous
secret for the sake of my dead sister
and the good name of the family; but
if you refuse, the world shall know
why Ethel Dunraven went to her
death, and the guilty cause of all.”

Ailsa looked at her. She realized
that Muriel was fully capable of
carrying out her threat, perfectly
willing to bring disgrace and humilia-
tion upon Dunraven, the man who had
saved her from a fate worse than
death, and she would have died will-
ingly to save him sorrow and shame.
For the first time she found herself
in a trap from which it seemed that
even death could not extricate her,
for it would not accomplish her object
of saving him.

She lifted her hand helplessly to her
head. Muriel was not slow to see the
advantage she had gained.

“Do you wish to hear this letter?”
she questioned, the triumphant smile
deepening upon her lips.

And then to prove that it was really
in her possession, she drew it from
her bosom, stained and soiled as it
was, and read through to the end,

watching Ails face as she read,
noting the -lu'nmm: horror upon it,
the lines of ime and torture that
grew under (h\' lovely eyes.

Still there was no mercy in the
heart of the woman-devil. She read
on to the end, refolded.and placed it
in her bosom, then put her question
in the lightest tone, deadly and od-
ious as it was:

*Shall that production go befora the
world? Shall Dunraven be humiliat-
ed and ostracized as its author? Shall
all humanity know that he sent his
wife to death for the sake of another
woman? The answer rests alone with
you. You save him, or you can
send him to social destruction as you
have sent his wife to death. What do
you say?”

can

XXXL
she say ?

CHAPTER
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What was there left to do? She
could not temvorize with that female
fiend, and she knew it but too cruelly
well. Yielding, absolute nlnmlmnu
with the woman’s will, was the onl
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She

that
and
as or closed upon his
wife's sister, he turned to her, taking
but one. step in her direction. Some-
thing in her face arrested him.

“You have something to say to me,
Ailsa?” he auestioned, dully, lifting
his hand to his head, as if to still the
pmn there.

“Ye You have al

manner

soon 28 the

eady guessed
Leslie. You know how im-
1 be for me to remain
to say—good-bye,

what it is,
possible it woulc
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“Good-bye!” he stammered.

es. It is ver:

"Hmnl' " he returned,
is perdition! After A”
cessary that you should

She shivered slightly.

“T couldn't stay—now! I should feel
that I had slain her with my own hand
in order to attain a happiness filled
with L'ui](' You lerK see how—use-
less it would all be! You must under-
stand th..t we should grow to—to hate
each other if we remained together
now!”

He was silent for a long time, It
seemed that he never could force his
voice to reply. He walked to the
window and looked down into the
street, the sunlight on the snow mak-
ing his eyes ache with a pain that
stabbed through him like a knife, and
yet he did not turn from it.

It did not ‘seem to him that he was
thinking. Life was only a blank, and
it mattered not at all what happened.

Ailsa stood there staring at his
back, thinking of new words with
which to interrupt his meditation, and
started slighti; when he turned to
her, focing nd suddenly, as if
ufrml his courage might fail.
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suffer!”
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| You will forget.
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“There is no need. 1 know,”
answered, hoarsely. “Do you think
I can not measure it by my own? Oh,
Leslie, why is it not I lying under that
cold, dark water in her stead? How
u.ullv I would take her place!”

He went toward her suddenly and
took her in his arms, regardless of
her ineffectual struggles. His face
was working with a passion he could
not control. He put his lips z ainst
her chéek, but still his voice was not
ow,

“Answ
he said,
love me?
with me to the grave.

She looked up at him,
less, her struggles ended.

“So well,” she answered, dully, “that
I would suffer a thousand deaths ra-
ther than make you endure the agony
you would endure if I remained -
side you. Yes, Leslie, I love you! 1
do not shame to confess it in this
eternal farewell.”

He strained her
her lips but once.

“And I have brought this punish-
ment upon you!” he cried bitterly.
“Know, then, that it is a thousand
times more cruel to me. And the
worst of all is in knowing myself free
to possess you, yet with arrier
higher lh.m H«' wven between us. Ailsa,
good-bye!

There was a sob in his throat as he
left her dull, pitiful sob that struck
her heart like a knife.
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show, the more she thought, the

colder she bécame, the more stupid,
the less capable of understanding.

She threw herself into a chair, and
lr:mnu: vack her head, closed her eyes.
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at there stupidly at first, then
recalled their first meeting,
the days spent in that little hotel
where he had told her of his life, of
her wild adoration of him, and then

She started up suddenly, and throw-
ing herself forward in her chair, lean-
ed her elbows on her knees, her chin
upon her palm.

What did it mean?

She was remembering as clearly
if it were only five minutes
the wild passion of that love, and was
comparing it with—this! Was she
suffering as she should have suffered
then?

After all, could it have been

ss of gratitude, the mad

m of a young girl toward the
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She could find no answer to her
mental questions, but before she had
time to thoroughly search them out a
knock came to her door, and a letter

s given her.
he writing was straggling and un-
even, not in straight lines, and some
words running into others, making it
most illegible in |\l.\u~ -Rut she
aged to read it \\1\lmuhkuncut
effort.
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“Ailsa.—Forgive me, dear, but I
overheard the conversation half an
hour ago between you and Leslie. It

truth. I do not
I know just how im-
possible it is to control these things,
as | have proved in my own case. No
one grieves more than I do that you
and Leslie can not be happy in your
own way. I understand the barrier
which you think lies between you,
and now, when the sorrow for her is
so fresh, you will believe it al the
greater; but some day, when time has
softened all this, you will forget it
and be happy. I pray God you may.
I would place no impediment in your
way. I love you both far too well for
that. You must not think of me in
the matter at all. I shall go away,

‘\\h('ro you will not be vhstrvuml by a

ight of me; in fact,
when you rcml this.
ever need a friend,

shall be gone
lf you should
my dear one,

which I pray God you never may, send

one line to me and I will return.
“Tell Leslie for me that I shall
hope to hear of your marriage before
many months shall have passed away.
God never intended
we should remember for always.
uld be morbid if we should. Be
happy, my dear one, and know that in
doing so you are making me happy.
Good-bye, dea God bless you al-

that
It

in faithful affection.
“Lloyd.”
She did not ery out. She made no
but sat there stari
lines which t}
eves had neve 1, made blind in
self-sacrificing endeavor to save
life. She was no longer stunned,
singularly, painfully ‘alert.
And where was that insensibly to
suffering which she had felt before?

ound even,
the irregular

her
but

) What was the meaning of that stab-

| ding ‘Leslie Dunraven adieu.
| because she loved this man with an
overmastering power that Leslie Dun- |

| within her.

she !

" pliments,”

bmg pmn whlch seemed lncerntmg her
heart?

She understood it now! Under-
stood why she could not suffer in bid-
It was

raven had never been able to arouse
She loved- him—Lloyd
Ogden—and she knew she had
him forever by her own sin!

|
She bowed her head and accepted |

the blow which had been dealt her in|
punishment.

“It is just!” she muttered, in heart- |
broken penitence. “It just and|
right! It is the vengeance of. Ethel
Dunraven sent by the hand of Heav-
en! Let me accept it meekly and un-
complainingly!”

(‘ll;\l’THR XXXIL

A long, serious illness was the re-
sult of all the excitement and misery
of those weeks for Ailsa.

They found he 7ing upon the floor
in a fainting condition, and for weeks
she was delirious, raving of the part
she had played in the destruction of
Ethel Dun on, and of a thousand
other things which her patient, ever-
attentive physician could not under-
stand.

She was removed to a private place
provided by good Doctor Paxton, and
for weeks no one save the nurse se-
lected by the doctor was allowed to
see her.

There were apple-blossoms
large v upon the table beside her
when she opened her eyes for the
first time to reason. The window was
open, and a balmy air was filling the
room with sweet perfume.

There was a dazed expression in her

as she looked. into those above

eyes which she never remembered

3 n before, and she put her

hand to her head in a bewildered
fashion.

To her further
lovely hair was gone, and short,
tering locks lay about her brow

She endeavored to lift hu~(1f
weakness overcame her, and she
back upon the pillow. The nurse

she leaned over her.
You must not try to move,”

id, gent “You have been
a long time we
your life. I must
now and tell Doctor Paxton that
have awakened. Will you pre
be very quiet while I am gone

Ailsa smiled, not yet able to find her
voice, and the nurse left the room
with a swift, gliding movement that
made no sound at all. Doctor Paxton
was beside her almost at once.

“And so my little girl is
again!” he exclaimed, cheerily. “This
is good! Very good! ow we - shall
have her well and out riding a bicycle
in a week or two.”

He lifted her hand
gently, smiling reassuring!
into her sweet, troubled ey

“Have I been ill—long?
ed, faintly.

“Well, it's been rather a lnllL’
rather a hard pull, my to 1
yvou the truth. You will have to take
great care of yourself for some time
to come

“But—how long?

“Oh--six weeks, |
haps even longer all of two
months. Se Spring is in bloom.
Look at the apple-blossoms. 1 can
never understand any one dying in the
spring! It is a season I could nev
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is so much
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said, plaintively.
that I must
3 to be able to
member as I ought, but—but—"

“Not now, my dear,” he returned,
patting her hand. “Don’t you know
how they always make heroines in no-
vels p the first thing after
recovering from a long delirium?
Well, it is about the only sensible
thing I ever knew a novel heroine to
do, and y must follow her ¢ aple.
You must go to sleep. When you
awaken you will find that you can
remember better,

ask
re-

go to sle

and there will be a
thousand questions you want answer-
ed to one now. I am a regular bu-
reau of information. I am going
away for just an-hour now. Then I
will réturn, and you can find out
everything from me that you wish to
know."”

He leaned over
cheek tenderly, cares
fingers. She smiled
ing faintly:

“I'm so tired!"”

(To be continued.)
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Marshal Oyama Objected to be Re-
garded as Baked Mud.

During the Russo-Japanese war,
Mr. Franklin Matthews represented
an American newspaper as near the
front as he could get, and one day
succeeded in breaking through the
news censorship and reaching Field
Marshal Oyama. The interview was
brief, but exceedingly courteous, and
the jubilant correspondent hurried
back to prepare the story for his pa-
per. In the course of it he used the
expression, “Marshal Oyama is a
brick
e letter was passed along to
t *ial translator, and presently
Captain Kanaka, of the marshal’s
staff, called upon the correspondent.
“Marshal Oyama presents his com-
said the captain sauvely,
and regrets to inform the esteemed
correspondent that his honorable let-
ter cannot be forwarded as written.”
“Why, what’s wrong “with it?”
Captain Kanaka explained with po-
lite gravity: “Marshal Oyama «
to having the Amer
him as baked mud.”
For tha hat
liberal
“brick.”
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| WERE SAVED BY
THE CONNAUGHTS

GORDON HIGHLANDERS HAD A
NARROW ESCAPE.

Along When

Highland Corps Was

| Irish Regiment Came

Hard Pressed.

Pte. Robert McGregor, of the Gor-

“As you like it”

'SALADA’

TEA

dun Highlanders, writes to his father

| of a night attack in the trenches. An
! aeroplane came over them:

“Then a searchlight played on us,
followed by the dropping of bright|
balls, which brilliantly lit,_ up the |
whole place, and in a few minutes the
shells got us, -and were coming*
plump into us. One shell came right
into our position and knocked over|
twelve of our fellows. They were
practically torn asunder and the
whole side of the trench was torn up.

“Our guns were blazing away, and,
I think, found the fellows who were
annoying their fire got slack-
er, and finally. closed. {This sart of
thm;! was kept up till lay dawned.

“Then we saw the ,/Huns advanc-
ing as unconcerned-+#4s if on parade.
On they came in formation,
and there must have been ten to one
against We fired as hard as we
could, but they seemed to come out
of nowhere, and never halted. When
they were rcllnw too close we charg-
ed. It our only chance. When
they saw leave the trenches they
halted for a moment, but afterwards
came on to meet us. I don’t remember
much of what took ple then. It
was stab and hack.

us, as
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us.
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us

Seemed Like Years.

“You could hear the smash of gun
against gun, the thud, thud, but be-
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HEALING BULLET THE LATEST.

Narcotics to Scocthe
Man it Wounds.
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part will cause little pain or shock to,
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,m(l checking the flow uf blood
Humphrey bullet is e \uu!mg
. !ru('rh n. It looks|
y bullet at first g!z\n('e.‘
on will reveal two
ssed into its nickel

It Carries the

A new bull

ptic bul-

system

[ \mtl\ like ax
but a cleser in
annular grooves pré
packet.

The grooves are
drugs are stored
tip is fer, the n¢
for the antiseptic

The drugs are e
gelatine, and wher
fited a thin (u'\xlnx
spread over the top.

This - paraffin ccating is melted by |
the friction of the bullet in ‘the rifling |
cf the projecting weapcn, and in its
flight through the air, sot the
drugs are ready to beg!n the work
cf healing as scon as the missile finds |
its mark.

The small amc
used to held
entirely harm'css, and is quickly ab-
rbed by ti The anaesthetic
is alsc absorbed by the system almost
instantl mn-pm
duces rearly ) nsibility to|
pain. At the same tim > antiseptie
is cb g the nd nm! |
bles d heal

where the first-aid |
The one nearest the
oties and the cther

layers ul'i
are |
is |

cased in
the grooves
of paraffim

unt

ch
the i

is

kin

» time a man has reached the
g where he k things, he is
old enough to refrain from boasting
of it

'SEALED PACKETS| BLACK, MIXED
ONLY. OR GREEN.

.

LIVING UNDER SHELL FIRE.

Germans Constantly Bombard Towns
Near Their Lines.

_ ORIGIN OF THE

There are several towns in France
where the inhabitants have grown so
u;vusmmedltnkl»eiy;g bombarded that FRENCHMAN BEGAN
they eat, drink, sleep and go about
their daily tasks unf;cr a (Kuntinuﬂl THE mYERGE OF SOUPRnING:
roar of cannon and bursting shells. -
There are Rheims, Pont-a-Mousson,
and Arras, for example, whose popu-
lations have had but few days’ respite
for months past.

“The last time I passed Arras in
the train on the journey to Pou-

a- correspondent, “shells
could be seen and heard bursting close
by, and though this was some time
ago the German spite against this
unfortunate town does not seem to
have abated a jot. The German lines
are just half a mile away. And for
eight months they have shown a fiend-
ish delight in showering shells of
every calibre upon the town, until
whole quarters have been reduced to
ruins.

The massively built cathedral
ardly recognizable, and the railw
mllun is a pile of nondescript ma-
teri There is house
intact in the place.

“One would have thought that
inhabitants would have long since
quitted the inferno. When ‘the bom-
bardment began there were perh:
25,000 inhabitants. About 2,000 hav
stoutly stuck to their native place,
and refused to quit what is left of, or
their homes. - Dunant had already been

‘A strange and 'u.lnn':xHo institu- ' hy the work of Flerenc
tion is the ‘Coffin League." When the companions in
bombardments began the vietims r, when the terrible
were so numerous that it was not pos- 1 ritish trocps made e great
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On one 150 bodies had to lnrri)vlr"iu?rr-x
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A story is told of row on one’ €4
occasion the prefect, the mayor, the 'f ;l”’ s (’“‘““
bishop's vicar, and the vice-president '™ UM of wa

f the Prefectural Cou )['1[_'“”15 r CC'::E:{’:C"]S”‘IO Syisrind,
with the bishop himself, were all seen humanit
together working the pumps under a * by h
heavy fire. At any rate Arras pre- liy
extraordinary instance of
coolnes d love of the native soil.
The inhabitants ‘e ntly prefer to
be buried beneath the ruins of their . g
Lirthy » to giving way to the burial (rcss or
birthplace to giving way to the brutal the flug design
and terrorism of the futile battlefield in tim
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Has Saved Lives of Millions

Would Otherwise Been
Left to Die.
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Her Idea of It.

He—1 am joining the Seventy-
Fifth Infantry.

She—My brother, Jack, is in
Seventy-Sixth. So glad you two b

will be near each other.
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It’s sure to be Pure
if it’s

For sixty years the /
Refinery has led Canada in
modern equipment, up-to-date methods,
and the pursuit of one ideal—absolutely

pure sugar.

In the Packages introduced by
—the 2 and 5 lb. Cartons and the 10, 20,
50 and 100 Ib. Cloth Bags—you get

Canada’s favorite sugar, in perfect condition.
., 7)

é¢
Let Hertpcl Sweeten it
CANADA >UGAR REFINING CO., LIMITED, MONTREAL.

ACROSS THE BORDER

WHAT IS GOING ON OVER IN
° THE STATES.

Latest Happenihgs in Big Republie
Condensed for Busy
Readers,
Chicago has an electric pie-making
machine; six girls turn out 23,000

pies a day on it.
Milwaukee will no longer allow mu-

| sic in saloons, and a clean-up has put

500 out of work.

The Mayor of Buffalo refuses to

| sanction increases of $1,600 a year

to the city court judges. -

Julius Binder drives a cow around
Lorain, O., and milks it at the door of
residents as required.

The National Temperance Associa-
tion will have films made to show the
evils of drink by movies.

Ralph Elrose, 20, missing from his
New York home two years, is wanted
as heir to $60,000.

The mother of Max Staudte, re-
stored from criminality by operation
at Passiac, N.J., won't take him back,
not believing he is made good.

Of the 320,000,000 pounds of cheése
produced yearly in U.S., Wisconsin
makes nearly one-half.

The Missouri Pacific Railway has a
dining-car service on day coaches and
other cars—the first in the West.

Guiseppe Costello and Anna Foti,
both deaf and dumb, were wed in
New York City Hall by interpreted
signs.
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James Hawkins, aged 10, of Plea-
antville, N.J., will die from injuries

fered in an attack by a shepherd

her father's funeral Mrs. Kath-
Savarez, of Long Island, was
when one of the teams ran
ap-
send

Clark County, Kansas,
Governor Capper to
husbandless young men

latest business on trains pull-
ing out of Atlantic City to Philadel-
is the sale of good ten-cent box-
es of ice cream.
The of Detroit were allowed
tear condemned city pave-
to gather fire wood; crowds
soon cleared nine blocks.

A wealthy woman of Wilmington,
Del.,, Mrs. M. K. Grant, gave a party
in honor of the 14th birthday of her
with music, ice cream, ete.
capture of a huge maskelonge
ov rned.- a canoe at Boulder, Wis,,
and drowned Geo. Truttschell, She-
boygan civic official.

Aloysius Sheppard will be hanged

Denton, Md., for an assault
Federalsburg girl; a huge crowd
awaited of the death

poor
to up a

ment

horse,

The

on a
assurance sen-
tence. Y

Because fireworks t«
daughter, through which she
burned to death, Joseph
asks $£10,000 of Paul Lange,
sas City.

Thomas Harlow shot a woodchuck
near Bradford, Pa., and the bullet de-
flected to the body of Herbert Green-
aged 9, scriously injuring him.

Mary Coulter, of Hartford,
iing Capt. T. P. Kenney,
for $5,000 for getting
asylum, and $10,000 for
promise.
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COLONTALS FIGHT NAKED.

Australians Discard Nearly All Their
Clothes in Dardanelles.
Ashmead Jartlett,

of a despatch to the
Chronicle and other London
dealing with the role played by

Austrs and New /ou! inders
the Gallipoli Peninsula, s:

“A peculiarity of the (
dier which distinguishes him
marked degree from our
his dislike of clothes. I suppose
since the Dervishes made theit
charge at Omdurman no such
army has even been seen in the
The British Tommy likes to move and
work and fight with the majori of
his worldly hanging around
him. No matter what the state of the
temperature, the men in our front
trenches sit with their packs on,
sweating in the broiling sun, and will
dig trenches without removing a
garment; but to find the Australian
now wearing anything except a pair
of ‘shorts’ is extremely rare, whether
he be in the trenches, in a rest- amp,
or on fatigue.

“One by one they have thrown aside
their various aitieles of clothing,
First coats went, then shirts, then
underclothes. Now a very large num-
ber have chucked aside their boc
puttees, and only a lingering feeling
of decency still kept alive by memories
of the mixed bathing season a! Syd-
ney, preserves the shorts, which,
starting a few months ago full-
length trousers, have now arrived

vay up the thigh. In this primi-
the Australians “and
Live and work and
frames 1 gaunt
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