: E-x_ed me—he has profaned my person

“wlave”

. What should he, what could he do?
Of his

......

INTERNATIONAL

CHAPTER XXXVIL—(CoNTINUED.)
Once safe on English soil Caussidiere
Yecame himself again. He forgot his
abject terror and resumed his cld man-
Then, before he had been in Lon-

L many days, arose the questiti
fow was he to subsist? He had little
or no money, and such talents as he !
possessed were not at that time in 1

1

much demand. A happy thcught struck

Ahim—he would go down to Sc-ollund,‘
|
|
{

fhunt out the rich mistress of Annan-

some

aaie Castle, and perhaps secure
Relp from her sympathy-—or her fear.

Thus it bafell that he arrived quietly |
one day in the town of Dumfries, and :
within a few hours of his arrival heard |
that Marjorie was alive and nl\\'r‘:‘.i!:.z?
avith her mother at the Castle. Up to |
that moment he had been in
whether the woman he had betrayed |
was alive or dead—indeed, he had
scarcely given her a thought, and cared
mot what fate had befallen her. But
now it was very different. She lived,
and by the law of the land was his law-
ful wife,

His plans were soon laid. He deter-
mined to see Marjorie alone, and if she
was obstinate and unforgiving, to use
mwhat power he had over her to the ut-
most, with the view of securing present
land future help. On reflection, he had
imot much doubt that he would soon re-
gain his old influence over her; for in
#the old days she had been as wax in his
thands, and Her character had seemed
jnltogether gentle and unresisting.

He reckoned without his host, These
eemingly feeble and too faithful na-
ures, when once they gain the strength
f indignation and the courage of de-

air, assume a force of determination

metimes unnown and foreign to the
ptrongest and most passionate men,
, As matters had turned out, however,

t was not with Marjorie herself that

Exe Frenchman had had to reckon, but

doubt

ith her life-long friend and protector,
ohn Sutherland. This pertinacious
young hero whom he had always hated,
ad now fully asserted his authority in
ving him the first sound thrashing
had ever received in his life.
| Baffled, brulsed and bleeding, livid
ith mortified rage, Caussidiere re-
ained for some time where Suther-
d Jeft him, and when he at last
ound speech, cursed freely in his own
ngue. Then he paced about madly,
lling Heaven to witness that he
ould have full and fierce revenge.
“I will kill him,” he cried, gnashing
1is teeth. “I wil! destroy him—I will
ear him limb from 1imb! He has out-

but he shall pay dearly for it, and so
shall she—so shall they all! I was
right—he is her lover; but he shall
find that I am master, and she my
~ Presently he cooled a little and sat
down to think.

power over Marjorie and the

A8 N0 question; by the
both England and Scotland he
aim them both: But suppose
continued to set his authority at
eflance, what then? They were com-
tively rich, he was poor. He knew
_in legal strife the richest is gen-
the conqueror; and, besides,
 war was waging, how wae he

‘the secret of Marjorie’s
useless to him now, for

’ Was common property, and
other Rumor had eried it from house
: The
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| station,

i Caussldiere,

bethought him of his old |

N,

me:! | CHAPTER XXXIX.

'f T WAS not until
after Caussidiere
was laid in his
grave that the news
of his decease
reached Marjorie.
She read in & Scot-
tish newspaper a
description of the
mysterious death of
a French gentle-
man in a village

PRESS ASSOCIATION. 1

| this time forgotten all about the child, | erland’s
[ and Marjorie, too.

He went through a |
procession of by-streets to the police |
saw the inspector—a
bearded Scotchman-—and
from him police protection.

“Protection! What's your danger?”
asked the man, politely. '

“I am in danger of my life!"

grim, |
demanded |

said

|
|

He was very excited and very nerv- |
ous, and the peculiarity of his manner I
struck the man at once.

“Who's threatening ye?” he ;1_-k-3d,|‘
qlliv?!_‘.'_

The repose of the stranger irritated
Caussidiere,
more,

who trembled more and |

am in mortal peril. 1

I shall be killed if I do
therefore I d

mand assistance, do you hear?” |

am pursues
not have protection,
Yes, the man heard, but apparently
did not heed. He already half suspect- |
ed that the foreigner before him was a |
madman, and upon questioning Caussi- |
diere a little more he became convinced
of it.

After a short but stormy scene with
the inspector he walked away, revolv-
ing in his mind what he must do to
make himself secure,

Of one thing he was certain: he must
leave Dumfries, and resign all hopes of |
obtaining further assistance from Mar- |
Jorie or her friends. He must remain
in hiding until political events veered

round again and he could return to
France.

He hurried back to his hotel and
locked himself again in his room. He
drew down the blinds and lit the gas;
then he turned out all the money he
was possessed of, counted it carefully

over, and disposed it about his per-
son.

His next care was to dispose about
his person any little articles which his
portmanteau contained; then he drew
from his pocket a small box, fixed on
the false beard-and mustache which it
contained, and, having otherwise dis-
guised himself, stood before the mir-
ror so transflgured that he belleved
even his dearest friend would not have
known him,

By the time all this was done it was
qetting pretty late in the day and close
on the departure of the train he had
decided to take.

He listened; he could hear nothing.

He walked boldly out of the room,
and having quietly locked the door and
put the key In his pocket, strolled leis-
urely out of the inn and down the
street unrecognized by a soul. He
went straight down to the railway sta-
tion, took a ticket for the north and

entered the train, which was about to
start.

- He had a carriage to himself; the
first thing he did, therefore, was to
throw the key which he had taken
from the room door out of the win-
dow; then he traveled on in compara-
tive peace.

It was somewhat late in the evening
and quite dark when he reached his
destination—a lonely village, not far
from Edinburgh. He walked to the
nearest and quietest inn, and took a
bedroom on the third floor.

‘That night he slept in peace.  He re-
‘mained in the village for several days,
and during that time he kept mostly to
his room,

On the night of the fourth day, how-
ever, he rang for the maid, who, on
answering the bell, found him in a
state of intense excitement.

“Bring me a time-table,” he said, “or
tell me when there is a train from this

| place” .

‘“There is none to-night, sir.’

- “None to-night!” e
“No, sir; the last train {5 gone; Hut-

the morn’s mora—" .

el ?” NERL g ol

“There is one at suven o'clock to

Edinburg IR TR R

| rejoiced
| would be equally false to say that it

| ol conceal from hersell that his re-

{ self

near Edinburgh, and suspicious of the
truth she traveled to the place in Suth-
company. The truth was
speedily made clear, for among the
loose articles found on the dead man's
person were several letters in Caussi-
diere's handwriting, and an old photo-
graph of herself taken in Dumfries.

It would be false to say that Marjorie
at her husband's death: it

WHITE-HAIRED ORACLE.

Rules Over a Tribe That Is
DBehind the Times.

From the Two Republics: As is welt
known to all who have looked into the
matter carefully—for instance, such
men as Lumholtz, Starr and Soville—
there are in remote parts of Mexico
today to be found portions of tribes
of Indians who are practically as much
given to idolatry, superstition and
witcheraft as were their forbears in the
vanished vears when the gleaming ban-
ner of Castile and Aragon glanced amid
the peaks and valleys of Mexico, an-
nouncing the advent of a stronger race
and more victorlous faith. The other
day, while making a little trip over the
Interoceanic, that runs through so
many plcturesque Indian towns, I hap-
pened to meet in one of these vil-
lages a very intelligent Indian, who

Coantaris

caused her much abiding pain. Shn‘f
was deeply shocked by his sudden end, |
that was all. Nevertheless, she could

moval meant life and freedom to her-
and to her child. While he lived |
would have been no peace for her
n this world.

He was buried in a
»t kirkvard

peaceful place, a
* from the sea;
ime afterward, !
rected over his

grave, with this inscription:

|
x , }

Sacred to the Memory | % |

Uf 5 '

LEON CAUSSIDIERE.

Died Suddenly in This Village, |
June 15,

“May he rest in peace.” ]
1

18—,

Marjorie had it placed there, Ta per-
fect forgiveness and tendermess of
heart,

And now our tale is almost told. The
figures that have moved upon our little
stage begin slowly to fade away, and

the curtain is about to fall. What lit- '
tle more there is to say may be added

by way of epilogue in as few words as

possible,

In due time, but not till nearly a

year had passed, Marjorie married her

old lover, John Sutherland. It was a
quiet wedding, and after it was over
the pair went away together to the

Highlands, where they spent a peace-
ful honeymoon. During their absence
little Leon remained at the Castle with
his grandmother, who idolized him as
the heir of the Hetheringtons. On
their return they found the old lady
had taken a new lease of life, and was
moving about the house with much of
her old strength and a little of her old
temper. But her heart was softened
and sweetened once and forever, and
till the day of her death, which took
place scveral years afterward, she was
a happy woman, She sleeps now in
the quiet kirkyard, not far from her old
friend, the minister, close to the foot
of whose grave Is yet another, where
old Solomon, the faithful servant, lies
quictly at rest.

Marjorie Annan—or shall we call her
Marjorie Sutherland?—is now a gentle
matron, with other children, boys and
girls, besides the beloved child born to
her first husband., She hears them cry-
ing in the Castle garden, as she walks
through the ancestral rooms where her
mother dweit so long in sorrow. She
is a rich woman, for by her mother's
will she inherited all the property,
which was found to be greater than
anyone supposed.- She is proud of her
husband, whom all the world knows as
a charming painter, and whose pictures
adorn every year the Scottish Academy
walls; she loves her children, and she
is beloved by all the people of the pas-
toral district where she dwells.

The Annan flows along, as it has
flowed for centuries past, and as it will
flow for centuries to come., Often Mar-
jorie wanders on its banks, and look-
ing in its peaceful waters, sees the old
faces come and go, llke spirits in a
dream. The gentle river gave her the
name she loves best, and by which
many old folk call her still—Marjorie
Annan; and when her time comes, she
hopes to rest not far from the side of
Annan Water.

THE END.

. ENGLAND’'S COAL SUPPLY.
————

Years,
. “It may now be accepted as geolog-
lcally certain that between Dover and
Bath there occurs & more or less in- !

| terrunted trough of coal measures of
| 150 miles in length, and of a breadath
| ured from north to south.” Dr. Hull

| belleves, however, that this trough is

3 from two to four miles, meas- |

rupted by many.
disturbances and that it

! of the neighboring towns.

| were 400 years ago.

Mines Will Last Alout Four Hundrea Mmust first win her. SR ¢
RN "Love is like a butterfiy—it was prob- |

s out of ord

{ told me the following. Whether it is

true or not I do not know—"I tell the
tale as ’'twas told to me.” He sald
that on the northern slope of Popo-
catept! near the foot, there is a large
cave almost unknown to the outside
world. ®n this cave lives an old white-

| haired ladian who is the oracle of &

small trjbe of Indians in that vicinity,
whose language is unlike that of any
This little
tribe has never been conquered either
by the Spaniarus or by the church, or
by the modern government of the re-
public. The Indians have preserved
all their old customs and traditions un-
til this day, and are practically as they
One of the very

| curious institutions among them is that
{ of the oracle, or seer, who dwells in

the above-mentioned cave all alone.
He is always the oldest and wisest
man of the tribe. He is looked upon

: with the same superstitious reverence

LTSl

‘as were the oracles of Dodona and

Delphos in the boyhood of the world.
In that cave are preserved rare gems
of curiously carved emeralds, such as
the great “Malinche” sent home to
Spain; idols of gold and silver and
copper and stone, pearl necklaces from
the far-off Gulf of California, and
strange robes of feather work, of which
but very few examples are known to-
day outside the pages of Sabagun, Pres-
cott or Clavigero, There are also
ranged in fitting order the ancient gods
of this strange people, of whom this
old man is the high priest. Once a
month a commission of the oldest men
of the tribe visits the cave and takes
with it, in the name of the people, of-
ferings of fruit and flowers and eat-
ables and incense in honor of the gods
and their oracle. Upon all affairs of
importance to the tribe this old man
{s consulted, and his judgments are
as those of tha Medes and the Persians,
I asked whether it would be possible
to visit him or not and was told no
one, not even members of the same
tribe, outside the before-mentioned
“commission,” had ever seen the inside
of that strange and mysterious cave.
My informant told me that at a certain
point all persons are stopped by a
guard and told that they can proceed
no further upon pain of death. And
this is not a tale of 400 years ago, but
oC soday. The tribe and the cave are
ut the north side of PopocaSeptl and ev-
ery Saturday in Atlixco members of
this tribe are at the market to buy and
sell their simple necessities of life. It
is enough to see them to realize at
once the great difference between them
and the other Mexican Indians who are
to be seen there at that time. Not only
Is their style of clothing very different,
but also their language.

What the Fool Sald.

It was where the motor cars pass in
a certain city. An old gentleman
alighted, and the conductor told him
to look out for the other car. The
passenger did not understand him, and
turning around, asked: “What did you
say?” Just then the motor struck him
and knocked him without serfous dam-
age toward the curb on the opposite
side from which he wanted to go. As

he got up, he was heard to mutter, | =

“I wonder what the fool said.”

REFLECTIONS OF A BACHELOR.

To woo a woman properly a man

ably a lot more comfortable when it

was a worm, e R
Before a girl is 20 yo

whether she is

The ave

ok

A?E@r-
E?ﬁz @CLS.
of the

relapse.

condition — blood impure
nerves shattered.

result. :
Or.Williams® Pink Pills
drive every

| prove this.

builder,was one of the victims,

an to fail, and he was obliged

began to give up ho

covery.

di
50¢c. per box. 6 boxes $2.50.

Grip is a treacherous disease ™ You think it
s cured and the slightest cold brings on a

its victims are always left in a weakened

Pneumonia, heart disease
and nervous prostration are often the,

trace of the poisonous
the system, build up and ‘enrich th
and strengthen the nerves.

Read the evidence:”

When the grip last visited this section Herman H. £
of8ll W. Main St., Jerterson, Mo,, & well-known contructno:.g:ﬁ

and he has since been
with tho after-effects of the disease. A year ago his nﬁi?i’r?'bf

ives to-day i1s almosta miracle.
‘1 was troubled with shortness of breath,
heart and a general debllity. My back also pained me severely,
“I tried one doctor after another and numerous remedies
suggesticd Ly my friends, but without apparent benefit, and
Pe. Then I saw Dr. gg
for Pale People extolled in a St. Louis paper, and after inves-
tigation decided to glve them a trial.
‘‘After using tho first box I felt wonderfully relieved and
was satisfled that the pills were putting me on the road to re-
Ibought two more boxes and continued taking them.
“After taking four boxesof Dr.Williams’ Pink Pills for Pale
People I am restored to good health, Ifeel like & new man, and
having the will and energy of my former days returned, Iam
capuble of transacting my business with increased ambition.
*Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills for Pale People are a wonderful
medicine and any one suffering from the after-effects of the
grip will find that these pil:s are the specific.”
Mr. Eveler will gladly answer any inquiry regarding this if
Jtamp is enclosed.—From Cole Co. Democrat, Jefferson City, Mo.

* Look for the full name on the package. At druggists or
rect from the Dr.Williams Medicine Co,, Schenectady, N.Ye b

and impoverished;

for Pale Peopte will

e

A trial will

to discontinue work, That he
He says:

pitation ofthe

illlams’ Pink Pills

H.H. EVELER.

“She has a nice little voice.”

“‘There is only one fault about it.”

“What is that?’

“It isn't little enough.”--Cleveland
Plain Dealer.

Sarcasm. '

Glorious. |
“Well, did you have a happy New
Year?”
“You bet! It was the first day for
two months that we didn’t have to call
in a doctor.”—Cleveland Leader.

How's This!

‘We offer One Hundred Dollars reward forany
ease of Catarrh that cannot be cured by Hall's
Catarrh Cure.

F.J. CHENEY & CO., Toledo, O.

‘We, the undersigued, have known F. J.
Cheney for the last 15 years and believe him
gortoctly honorable in all business transactions

~and financially - aple to carry out any obliga-

tions made by thelr irm.

‘West & Truax, Wholesale D iats, Toledo,
O.; Walding, Kinnan & Marvin, Wholesals
D! ts, Toledo, Ohio.

Hall's Catarrh is taken internally, act-

tly upon the blood and mucoussurfaces
of the system. Testimonials sent free. Price
¥5¢ per bottle. Sold by all druggista

Bgfl'l Family Pills are the beat.

When France’s President Travels.
The French president travels free on
the railways during his official tour in
France, but when the return journey
is concluded his secretary calculates
what it would bave cost if paid for at
regular prices, and this amount 18
handed over to be distributed among
the poorest-pald of the railway men.

According to the Bible, there will be
no marrying or giving in marriage in
heaven—probahly because there won't
l&e enough men to go around.—Chicago

ews.

The watch wouldn't say: “Unhand

ed? e
Uncle Josh—Well, kin tell you, they 5

me!” if it wanted you to let it go.

Uncle Joshun's Theory.
Nephew from the City—Why do you
have those lightning rods on your
house and barn, Uncle Joshua? -Don't
you know the theory that they afford
protection has long since been explod-

dew act as perteckter, the'ry or no
the'ry.

Nephew—Do you mean to tell me you
believe they protect you from kght-
ning?

Uncle Josh—Mebby not, young’'un;
mebbe not; but they perteckt me from
them pesky lightnin’ rod peddlers.

ITS Pormanent Nofits ormervousnessafien
rnmly'l usa of%no‘l Great Nerve Restores

Bend for FRER $9.00 txial bottl d treatise
Di. R. H. KLINR, L&.m Arch SG-PI:ll:zdphh.

.

A Difference in Girls.
‘““Don’t you think any girl would kiss
Hobson if she got the chance?”
. “Maybe; but I don’t think every girl
would seek the chance.”—FPhiladelphia
North American,

Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syru

For children teetbu:& softens the gams, r&eﬂh- e

flammation, allays p.

A pipe organist need not pose as a
poet because he makes music with his
feet.,

, cures wind colic. 25¢ abottle

The photographer has ways that are

dark and his patrons have tricks that
are vain.

Health for Ten Cents.
Cascarets make bowels and kidneys act

naturally, destroy microbes, cure headach
billiousnessand const:lpaﬂox’l. All dru“llﬁ..’

If the pugilist 18 a man of mark,
even his unsuccessful rival may hit
the mark., S

~ - |

Awarded Highest Hosnors—
Medal and Diploms, World's »
Columbian Exposition, sleo speciat '
Gold Medal and Diplems, California

. Midwinter Palr. Zole

Pa
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