
The two men came just opposite to where
she was and halted.

"So you are going away?" Beatrice heard
young Thome's friend ask;

"Yes, within an hour. You must try and
nass the time till I return. You will find
Miss Langley a most charming companion
for a walk or drive, Forbes."

Wilfred's companion shrugged his shoul-
ders.

"I have no especial liking for dark
women, Wilfred. Besides, 1 half suspect
you have a claim on her affections."

"I?"
The listening woman's heart stood still

at the litter amazement betrayed in Wilfred
Thome's tone.

"Yes, mon ami. You have certainly
been very attentive to tho lady, and if I
mistake not she is very much in love with

HUMOR

Tui matron's lament let us sweep.

In tho stock market bull luck is hard
to bear.

A man of gall ia almost invariably a
good lirer. .

When the trunk line railroads aro-playin-

policy they are playing pool.
"How sweet, how tender is child-

hood !" remarked tho cannibal as ho pro-par- ed

to feast on a baby captured from
a neighboring tribe. Boston Courier.

A youno physician of New York re-

fused to go duck hunting with a party
of friends. lie said the ducks were too
personal in their remarks when ad- -

the rocky beach some distance from the
house.

Then exhausted, she sank to the rocks,
her basilisk gluuco fixed on the waters.

Afar she saw a gleaming star of light,
the lantern of the steamer; nearer and
nearer it seemed to drift tow ard the rock-line- d

coast.
Then it went out suddenly. A minute

later a rocket shot skyward. It announced
a signal of distress, and tho success of the
evil schemes of tho heartless siren, Bea-
trice Langley.

Sho pictured her rival dead, removed
from her path, her own future assured, and
then started.

Hurrying forms wero coming down the
beach. She heard voices excitedly speak
of the imperiled steamer, of tho mystery
of the extinguished beacon.

"I must not lo seen here," she mur-
mured.

She arose ami started to fly down the
beach and reach the villa unperceived.

A sudden Hare of light halted and
blinded her. Some ono had gained the
tower, and relighted the lamp, too late,
however, to save the imperiled ocean
steamer.

A PASSING CLOUD.

XJT NATHAN D. CW.NER.

An angry flush suffused her cheek,
I askod the cause, she would not spoak.

Hut turned away, my protests ncorulng.
Resentment fillet tuy breast in turn,
0o be it, then I" I crfod. -- and burn

Jtf y letters if you choose, thin morning.
-- Ay, that will I, without a sigh l

She mocked. "The mating months draw nigh
When newer Iowa are most in order.

JJotuore by troth-plig- are we bound
ince you a fairer love have found ;

Much Joy may your false vows afford her 1

A swift light through my Mindnes breaks,
Why, Mary, of all Mild mistakes,"
I cried, "the worst you are now making I

The lady to whom you refer "

"No more, sir ; hence rostrvo for her
The pledges you're so fond of breaking 1

Just here the lady crossed our path.
And, undismayed by Mary's wrath,

Bh rlaaiod her in her arms and kissed her,
Ere I, for laughing, found the us
Of language t thus introduce

The lovely stranger as my sister.

I see you have not met before
Alar;, my sister Eleanor!

1'ray love her, though despair's my son
tence."

Shame and surprise filled Mary's face
As she returned dear Nell's embrace.

And faltered out her meek repentance.

0h. Hob, forgive the sad mlstako;
I saw you kiss her by the lake,

And thought you weary of my fetters."
I clasped her with a joyous thrill,
Yet in her soft ear whispered still,

"Shall you, then, hato to burn my letters?"

Not I. while swnllows northward fly!"
6be laughed. "The mating months draw nigh,

When only old luva is in order."
And thus our green-eye- d monster proved
A cloud-shape- , by a breath removed,

A cloudlet with a shining border.

the suffering the discovery would entail.
She slumbered calmly after it was all

over; the nurse at her bedside dozed
lightly.

At daybreak tho latter awoke with a
scream of horror.

Wilfred Thome was released from the
ban the siren had sought to place upon
him.

For, lying elead upon the bed, a dagger
driven to its hilt in her heart, was the
beautiful Beatrice Langley.

Later they knew what the tragedy signi-
fied; later they shrunk in terror from the
woman they had loved.

A letter wus found by the bed. It was
signed by Ernest Waldron.

In it ho stated all that had occurred at
tho lighthouse.

He had caught sight of Beatrice Lang-ley- 's

face as she extinguished the beacon.
In that Hash he recognized his wife.
Drugged, dazed, ho fell into tho sea, es-

caped, traced down his heartless wife, and
w as now determined to steal into the villa
and kill her.

Thus Beatrico Langley terribly atoned
for the wrongs she had done him, and for
the lives lost on the steamer outside tho
harbor bar.

The next day tho body of the unfortunate
Waldron was found floating in the water
near his recent post of duty.

Husband and wife were buried in the
beautiful cemetery at Sea Beach.

Six months later Wilfred Thorne and
Ethel Lansing were wedded.

In the golden sunshine of love they never
think w ithout a shudder of that dark hour
in their lives when they were rescued by
Beatrice Langley.

They try to regard her charitably when
they remember her heroism, but her bale-
ful plots form a dark page in their past,
when they were wrecked in port.

Extrarugance.
If thero were no such thing as ex-

travagance, every man might have a
shanty of his own, a wife, some children,
a cow giving milk, $100 in the bank,
and ham and flour enough to do him all
summer, and no man might bo under
tho necessity of using a clay pipe, or of
smoking somo other man's tobacco; nor
might a man bo brought so low in the
world as to have reason to wish that ho
could sell his wife and all her relations
for $50 apiece, cash down.

If there were no such thing as ex-

travagance thero would be no strikes,
no Knights of Labor, no monopolists;
poor-house- s would be unknown, and
the word "hunger" might bo so rarely
used that tho man who didn't read
much might have to look in the eliction-ar- y

to see what it means.
if thero wero no such thing as ex-

travagance thero would bo a common
possession of wealth, and writers of
every class might write all they had a
mind to without using tho word
"monopoly" when referring to tho
"root of all evil." Jay Gould would be
a railroad conductor, or he would own
a small farm, and help the wife to feed
tho hens, milk the cows, make soap,
and do lots of things around tho house;
or he would keep a small store and
take in eggs, wheat, potatoes, butter,
and coon skins in exchange for tea,
sugar, hardware, and saleratus. Old
Mackay, too, could get along without a
top buggy aud silver-plate- d harness.
Tio could go to church in clean, patched
overalls, and wipe his face with a red
cotton handkerchief, and feel every
inch as near heaven as he does now;
and as between him and his fellow-morta- ls

there would be no abyss of
social difference; he could, afl'ord to be
ntlable, so that if he came to Newberry
and met Tim OTIagen, he could stand
and talk about the war that was to be,
tho price of iron, take a "chawr'r and
ask Tim to tako another.

It is extravagance that makes some
comparatively rich and keeps thousands
comparatively poor. A man works
hard for or so; then in an hour of
vico and dissipation he ilings it all
away. His appearance becomes loath-
some, and ho is despised on every hand.
His gaunt and starving wife in somo
black and lonely hovel looks in the
cupboard and sees no breadi Sho
hears her naked children cry, "Mamma,
I am hungry!" her heart breaks, she
sighs for the grave, she wishes sho were
thero and her children with her.
Heaven views tho scene and weeps;
hell views it and rejoices. But. in the
meantime, through the extravagance
of that maa, and others of his class,
the wealth of somebody else is increfia-ing- ,

aud the-- daughters of that som3-bod- y

else pliers the piano, and puts on
style, and turn, up their noses at rags
and poverty when they meet th'om on
the street.

Through tho extrazagance and prod-
igality of ten thousand men, one man
becomes seeuro of prodigious wealth.
He builds foa himself a pala-c- rich and
grand. Ho-- drives prancing steeds.
His equipages seem royal, magjiitioent
as those ot Ca sar aiid Marius. His
wife and daughters shine in, all fclio

splendor cf superabundant woolth.
Every thing around him is-- supirb,
voluptuous, affecting, noble. lie is
raised to a golden height, and growling
mortals lookup and think him groat.

But where are they through vhorn
all these were secured? Left home-
less and vagrant on the rude rocks of
indigence and distress! I see them
now ; along they come, a ghastly train,
like the phantoms of som wretched
dream. Oh, the glassy eyes;. the gaunt,
cadavorous jaws;, the pinched and hun-
gry looks; tho foulsowe rags;, the shak-
ing limbs; the lov, monotonous whines
of distress.

One of them, telLs mo his story. The
story of tho rt is the same in sub-
stance. He says: "I otu'e well
enough oil. I had a home; enough to
eat; enough to drink; enough to wear;
but I was wreckless and extravagant.
It never occurred to me then that 1
might somo day bo old, or sick, or in-lir-

or decrepit and holpless. Would
you give mo ten cents? It would buy
aio a loaf. 1 have had nothing to eat
for twenty-fou- r hours." Christopher
Crip, in 'Marquette. Journal.

Women nnd .Men.

The "women folks have all gono daft
over Marv Anderson. Well, I suppose
it's all r ght. I'd rather have tho wo-

men in love with me than the men,
anyway. Men don't seem to care much
for Miss Anderson. Men never do
caro much for a woman who has no
visible tendency to weakness in regard
to them, and 'they fight very shy of
tne who can take care of herself.
When a girl of Miss Anderson's age
can show such a bank account and
keep right on making it she simply is
a constant insult to tho average of
mankind, who lind it quite inipossiblo
to elo as much. The fact is, for any
woman to make a fortuuo honorably
and compel respect while sho is doing
it is shockingly immodest, in the mas-
culine opinion. Men aro pretty hollow
humbugs at best, and if it were not for
physical superiority they would be the
meekest kind of things before women.
When a woman gets angry, real angry,
and sticks to it, tho man always runs
away nnd gives in. Tho trouble about
women is that they aro weak enough
to relent before tho point of triumph,
and then they're gone forever. Some-bo- w

or another the wife who exacts
everything gets everything. Society
will never sido with tho woman who
meekly yield. But they'll admire tho
one who tights and wins. Human nat-
ure, my elear friend, is a toady and a
cur. San Francixco Chronicle.

elressing him.
"CiivE us, oh, givo ns a man who

sings at his work," says Carlyle. Oh!
yes : givo him to- - ns ; deliver him into
our hands. Ho occupies tho next ollice,
and we can't get at him.

HUMAN NATURE.
I nover lewail my lot, said he,

I never sit down aud cry.
And the reason I don't is, I knerwr In tho world

There's somebody worue than I.
Boston Couritr.
A trofessor in tho medical depart-

ment of the University of Texas asked
one of tho more advanceel students;
44 What is the nasio of tho teeth that a
human being get last?" "False teeth,
of course." 'Texas Sifting.

"Jasmin, what ddel you do with tho
letter I left on mv desk this morning?"
"I took it to the postoflice."' "What!
Did yon not see that it had no ad-
dress"?" "Yes, sir, but I thought you
didn't want me to know for whom it
was intended."

"I dos't put much faith in proverbs,"
said Brown to Jones. "For instance,'
'A friend in need is a friend indeed.
Now, moat of my experience with
friends in need has been that they
wanted to borrow moaey. Give me &

friend that is not in need."
"How lono have you boea in tho

turkey-raisin- g business, Mr. Wattel?"
"Five'or six years, sir." "And in your
experience what turkeys made tho best
layers?" "13oned-turkay- s, by all odds,
particularly if you. ro juiro the layers
for picnic eandwiohes. Yonkers Ga
zctte.

"WouLPN'r you. liko a bow?"
said the bold archor,. an they eauntered
down the field; and she- murmured
"Yes and tho absorbed archer said,
"What kind of. a bow would you pre-
fer?" She quivered a littlo- - as sho
replied,, archly,. "I think I should pre-
fer yew;" and then the young man un-
derstood, and although ho was an arrow-

-chested youth,, ho wenix to tha
target and he-we- a bull's sigii.

WAIT I NO
I sit and watch tho rain drop fall,

I ii&zv out at the dull gray skit a,
I only see the rain clouds' pall.

Or watch the ghostly iniat that rise.
I do not turn my head to see

Tho narrow room tLwtt holds. nu here ;

I w atch the ra.fii.and Lnt? to bn-
I'us from my prison room so dtoar.

Why, laughtca wait for mo out thero,
And hearty clasp of loviut? hau ls,

And merry songs anil faces fair-Co- uld

I but break my prison. LlundJ.
ISut lure I piuo,. as-cti- in ban,.

Forbidden. by. the fate t roan.
Until that laard t mi I or miun

shull Mtrd my onJy trouaers Vmio.
liurdi ttr, in lirnxjkUjn Euje.

TIIK1 CQULEST SEE 1IIS FAULTS.
He was u most emphatic, willful.

systematic,. mental, spirituai, erratic, and
a most degraded creature .

He wus Kiven t frivolity audi most unsceml7
j'Tility, and h&J no single quality as a re-
deeming feature.

He waH full cf injudiciousness, ad Insolent of--
Jiciousnt'98 ocjJ'couutlefl!) Linds of vicious- -
nesn deformed hU reputation

A sapless imbecijity, a lac k ot strong virility, a
monstrous incivility and luorai obfusca- -
tiou.

Yet his steps wero all attenJod, all hli freaks,
ojid whim defended by a retinue of splen-
did, rapt extravagant exfcoller ;

For thin vicious, mediojre, cxackod, irascible-ol-
croake r was a rich !nd landed broker,

and vu worth a million dollars.
Lynn L'nioji.

A Dakota hotel advertises a cyclone
cellar as one of its attractions. Tho-followin-

is its card :
SLIDEUNDEU HOUSE,

ToiJNApo .Bill, - 1'roprietor.
Hot and cold air in every room.

Elegant cernetary in connection.
""This i.H the only House in the City

provided with a Cyclone Cellar for con-
venience of Guests. Flume leading
from each room to Cellar. Guests can
drop from top iloor in quarter second.
No requirements as to Costume whilo-makin-

Descent. Stop at tho Slide-unde- r,

and whilo Guests of otber Ho-
tels will be mounting the Golden Stair
you will bo scooting down tho Flum
leading to Absolute Safety. ?"Ask
vourself this Question: Am I popareel
'to die? Vsteliine Hell.

There Was Scientific Kcason In It.
Mission Teacher Tho obiect oi this

lesson is to inculcato obedience. Do
you know what obey means?

Apt l'upil Yes, marm, I obey my
pap.

"Yes, that's right. Now tell me why
you obey your father?"

"Ho's'bigger'u mo." Ch ica go Xews.

The great plaguo broke out in Lon-
don during tho reign of C harles II.,
and tho physicians did not know how
to treat it. When tho plaguo came
into a house tho people nsed to mark a
red cross upon the door, aud write,
"Lord have mercy upon us." The
shops wero shut up anel the whole city
desolate The following year, 100!,
tho great flro broko out. The whole
city from tho Tower to the Temi lc was
destroyed, and St. rani's Cathedral
and innumerable churches were el

to ashes. It burnt out tho
plague, however, by destroving many
old, dirty, and disease-breedin- g build-
ings.

Wiff. "Sav, hubby, havo you read
that novel called 'Ono Word Only?"
Husband "Yes, I guess so." Wife
"Do you know who is the author?"
Husband "No; but I'm suro it was
not written by a woman." Hartford
Journal.

"Dick, did you ever see tho church
bell that hangs in tho tower?" "No,
James, but I havo often seen the church
belle that sits in tho right-ban- d front
pew."

The eyes of poisonous snakes havo
been found by Dr. Benjamin Sharp to
havo elliptical pupils, while in the
harmless species they aro circular.

When banks becomo unsteady bo-eau-

of failing tendencies, even tho
depositor is liable to loso hi balance,

you."
Wilfred's face was a maze of genuine

concern.
"You must be mistaken." he said. "Hon

estly, Forbes, although I have ofteu felt
that her witchery was temporarily leading
mo from my sworn allegiance, I never re
garded her morn warmly than a very pleas
ing companion.

Beatrice grew cold and sick at heart.
"Y'our sworn allegiance?" repeated

lories.
"Exactly."
"To whom?"
"To my affianced bride, Ethel Lansing.

I supposed you knew."
"His affianced bride! Oh, heaven! this

blow will kill me."
The two men had passed on. With a

low mo.iu of anguish Beatrice Langley
sank to the dewy grass, pale ana lifeless.

In the one long hour of agony that fol-
lowed, the siren feared naught of the retrib-
utive justice of fate.

She only knew that a fierce, passionate
love for 'Wilfred Thome, a wild, bitter
hatred for the woman who stood between
herself and her happiness, filled her heart.

First had come despair, then resentment,
and, finally, the jealous, vengeful resolution
of an evil, dauntless nature.

"He shall not wed this girl; ho shall bo
mine; I swear it!" she hissed, determined-
ly; and every resource of intrigue and
scheming she possessed came to her aid as
she finally arose and returned to the house.

Wilfred Thorne was gone, and tho wily
siren at once set alxmt learning all she
could concerning him, and the woman he
loved, Ethel Lansing.

She drew the story from Mrs. Thome's
lips. Ethel was the daughter of an old
family friend, ami had been engaged to
Wilfred for nearly two years.

Her father had died abroad, and sho was
returning to America, and would be at the
illa the ensuing evening.
They had received a telegram that day,

to the effect that Miss Lansing had arrived
in New York, and would be at Sea Beach,
near the villa, on a coast steamer, the en-
suing evening.

Wilfred had gone to the city, forty miles
down tho coast, to inform Ethel's aunt of
her expected arrival, and to have her come
to the villa the next day.

He would probably return in tho niorn-in- g,

Beatrice was told.
But morning came and the afternoon

dawned, and there was no tidings of young
Thome.

The wretched Beatrice, tormented with
jealousy and despair, haunted the beach all
that day.

She learned that the steamer Hatteras
would arrive about dark. She wandered
for the first time down the coast to Sea
Beach lighthouse. She learned of its
shifting light, heard of the storm that was
gatheriug on the waters, and then

That evening, just at dusk, inclosed in a
waterproof, raiuintr as it was, Beatrice
Langley sole from tho villa.

The thought of Ethel Lansing at the
villa, the bride of the man she loved, was
unendurable.

A wicked, awful plan had come to the
6ireu's mind.

Tho wind was a hurricane, tho waves
were mountains high as she passed a group
of fishermen on the beach.

"It will be a wild night on the waters,"
one of them was saying. "The "coasting
steamer will need to watch the lighthouse
beacon to make a safe landing

Even as he spoke the brilliant glare of
tho revolving light in the lighthouse flashed
out over tho stormy ocean.

Beatrice Langley hastened down the
beach like a phantom of the night.

Ten minutes later she reached the steps
of the lighthouse tower. She clambered
over their slippery surface, crept up the
long winding staircase, and crouched
breathless and trembling behind a half-ope- n

door that led into the light-roo- of
the turret.

Within the apartment was the lighthouse
keeper, whom she had never seen before.
His back was to her, for he stood at an
open window, breasting the rain and tem-
pest,- and pee ring searchiugly out at the
seething sea of water.

"The steamer is in siyht," she heard him
say. "The Hatteras will have to anchor at
the beach

"The steamer, the Hatteras, with that
woman, my rial, on board!" hissed the
siren darkly. "It shall never reach shore.
She shall not come between mv love and
me."

She shrank back as the lighthouse keeper
closed the window. She heard him mut-
ter something about securing a boat below,
and he descended the stairs without observ-
ing her.

A bottle, half filled with liquor, and a
glass stood on tho table. The scheming
siren darted into the room as soon as it was
vacated.

Sho had brought a phial of some deadly
drug from tho sick-roo- at the villa, and
this sho uncorked, and poured its con-
tents into the bottle on the table.

Then she resumed her place of espion-
age, and awaited developments.

They ca:ue swiftly, tragically.
The keeper returned. Mie watched him

as he poured out a drink from the bottle.
For the first time, as he drained it, she
caught sight of his face.

"Merciful heavens! The dead alive! My
husband, Ernest WaKtrou!"

After two years she saw him again, older,
paler, a wreck, yet it was he; sho knewthat
of a certainty.

For a moment the discovery seemed to
baffle her every plan. Then, as she ob-

served his step grow unsteady, the delirium
of the drug mount to his brain, all themur-drrou- s

recklessness of her evil nature re-

gained full sway.
She saw him traverse the room with a

confused step, open a door, and wander
out on tho lrileonv.

"Now or never!" she mattered, intensely.
One glance through the windows showed

tho light of th steamer dancing on the
waves a mile distant.

She s rang to the beacon. One touch of
her hand piling d the idace in darkness.

The beacon w as extinguished. Woe to
the guideless mariner tossed amid these
awful wnteis beyond the harbor bar!

About to ietrat, a terrific scream broke
from her lips.

She saw the keeper reel on tho balcony,
overpowered by tho subtle drug her evil
hands had administered, and then, stum-
bling forward, fall over tho low iron railing
through the appalling darkness of the
night to the lock-strew- n waters fully fifty
feet below.

Then, horrified, affrighted, Beatrice
Langley fled, like a being haunted, down
the steep staircase.

Sho nuve r paused until she hr.d reached

Its rays revealed her to a man hurrying
down tho beach.

She paled os she recognized him.
It was Wilfred Thome's friend, Forbes.
Ho regarded the woman omazedly.
"You here, Miss Langley?" he ejaculat-

ed in wonderment.
She stammered out an incoherent ex

planation.
"You have heard?" ho said excitedly.

"Some oue has extinguished the light in
the tower yonder, and it is believed that
the Hatteras has gone to pieces."

"Tho Hatteras?" repeated Beatrice, "Was
not Mr. Thorno's fiancee on that ship?"

"Yes, and Mr. Thome himself."
"What!"
Beatrice Laugley reeled where sho stood.
"Yes, we received word an hour since

that he boarded the steamer at the city,
and would accompanv Miss Lansing to Sea
Beach."

An awful moan of anguish rent his
listener's lips.

Like one in a dream sho stood rooted to
the spot.

Sho hoard a confused babel of sound
al out her, and distinguished Foibes' voice
imploring tho fisherman to put off a boat
to the rescue of tho steamer.

"No boat would live in such a sea as
that," was the discourafiug reply.

A moment later thev were terribly
startled.

Thev saw Beatrice Laugley arouse from
her stupor.

Sho Hung aside her cloak, dashed to tho
beach, and, before they could deter her,
with a wild cry, had sprung into a boat
lying on the beach, and serzed the oars.

i or one moment they saw it tossed on
the waves, and then the darkness en-
gulfed it.

"She is mad she ha3 gono to her death!
groaned an old fisherman.

If mad, however, that delirium gave al
most superhuman strength to Beatrice
Langley.

1 he trail boat was tossed like a leaf to
and fro, vet she resolutely handled tho
oars, and drove the boat seaward.

Half an hour later the anxious gnynp on
the beach witnessed a strange sight.

They hastened to the waves as they boie
a singular burden to the shore.

A woman with gleaming eyes and pallid
face, Beatrice Langley, was struggling in
the waves.

Her arm encircled the inanimate form of
Wilfred Thorne, to whom in turn clung a
fair young girl, nearly dead from exhaus-
tion. It was Ethel Lansing.

Beady hands lifted the three to the beach.
They saw the wild, insane light in Benlrice
Langley's eyes, and then they saw her sink
inanimate to the beach, the blood rioting
from a ghastly wound in her head ruade
by the rocks.

"One hour later, at Glen Villa, tho siren
lay in her room, a physician hovering, over
her with serious face.

At his mother's side sat Wilfred. Thorne
and Ethel Lansing, both recovered from
the terrible experience of the night.

In graphic language Wilfred had told of
the steamer dashing on a rock. Himself
and Ethel had escaped to a small boat and
cut it loose.

The oarless boat bore them shereward
with fearful velocity.

With an awful crash it had nt last struck
a rock, nud they wero precipitated into tho
water.

Wilfred was no swimmer. With, his ter-
rified fiancee clinging to his sido ho gave
up all for lost.

At that moment a boat passed them. It
contained Beatrice Langley. She could
not direct it to them. With a wild cry she
sprang toward them.

She s.'t ined not to notico Ethtl. Intones
of delirious delight sho spots Wilfred's
name; she clasped his form as he was about
to sink.

With fierce strength she swam shoreward.
"Heaven bless her, brave soul! sho saved

us," concluded Wilfred, witl tears in his
eyes.

At that moment the doctor entered tlio
room'. '

"Your patient. Miss Laugley?" asked
Wilfred, anxiously.

The physician looked grave.
"She is dying."
"Ah, it can not be!"
"I fear she has been mortally injured."
"She is conscious?"
"Yes, and wishes to see you."
"Tell her how we thank her; tell her our

lives shall be devoted to her for her noble
heroism," spoke Ethel, impulsively, as Wil-
fred left the room.

"Beatrice!"
He spoke the name tenderly, tearfully,

as, a minute later, he stood by the bedside
of Beatrico Langley.

Her eyes looked iuto his own.
"Bend nearer," sho whispered, faintly.
He did so.
"Wilfred Thome," sho murmured, "1

love ycu. I am dying, they tell me. I
know you are afhanced to another; I know
you can never love me. One dying favor.
Will you make mv last moments happv?
v in you pay me uean inai kuows oniv love
for you?"

Iu dire amazement Wilfred Thome hesi-
tated for a moment.

"We owe you our lives. Tell me; any
favor we can bestow shall be jours," ho
finallv replied.

"Then here dying make me your wife.
Is it too much to ask? I shall never live to
cotno between you and Ethel Lansing.
Oh! I have loved you so fondly, so hope-
lessly!"

Her voice was a wail of anguish.
He 1 elieved Lerelyimj; he pitied, he al-

most loved her for her heroic devotion.
It w as the wish of a elying woman. Ho

conld nut refuse those eager, love-delug-

eyes.
It w ns a strange night. One hour later a

clergymnu spoke tLe woids that mado them
man and wife.

And Kfore midnight had passed, to the
consternation of Wilfred Thome, to the de-

light of Beatrice Langley, the physician
state d that his patient had suddenly recov-ere- d,

ami would live.
Through consummate acting, oided by

real serious illness, tho w ily siren had per-
fected her scheme.

She thought not of the noble man who,
to render happy her dying moments, had
wedded he r.

Sho thought not of Ethel Lansing, and

Sea Beach Lighthouse.
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Mine, nil mine! Another month, and I
shall bring to my feet the proud and hand-6om- e

man who can make mo mistress of
Glen Villa and of all his immense, fortune."

The speaker was a dark, beautiful
woman of thirty years, with eyes that
rivaled the diamond in their piercing glow,
and long flowing hair that formed a sable
crown of glory to her perfect womanhood.

The time, was eventide, tho close of a
dark, sullen day in November, full of fit-

ful (shadows and mystic echoes.
Through tho lowering pines and firtrees

the lurid, angry western sky lilte-ie- a film
of ruddy color that tinged tho rocks wi:h a
6ickly glare.

Beyond the glen, with its pretty villa
and artistic lawns and garden slopes, the
eea dashed fretfully on the rock-boun- d

coast.
Voices of the air and sky seemed in

complete harmony with the emotions of
the woman who, a light drapery over her
head and shoulders, stood by a hedge,
looking meditatively through a "ravine to-

ward the ocean.
There was triumph and hopefulness in

'her tones, and yet some mental calculation
of possible failure in her fond desires
seemed to arouse a latent determination
and defiance awainst any adverse fate.

As she stood there, a picture of sinister
and rcpellant rather than enticing loveli-
ness, her mind seemed to weave a memory
of the past, and to build fair atrial castles
of love and wealth for the future.

The retrospect was brief; it recalled to
fcer mind how she, Beatrice Langley, one
year previous, had secured the position of
companion to the invalid, Mrs. Thorne, of
Glen Villa.

She had left behind her a dark and bitter
past. A willful, wicked coquette, she had
broken a score of hearts, finally wedded a
faithful, loving man named Ernest Wnl-dro- u,

hud tired of his devotion, and in a
moment of rruel wickedness abandoned
him, taking with her all of his money she
could secure.

Then there was a brief, flitting, fevered
lifo at a fashionable watering place, and
then, ber means exhausted, pov-
erty and desperation came.

Once she had heard of her husband.
.6he had broken his heart and beggared
him. He had sought her vainly, first

and then with black, despairing
vengeaice in his heart.

And then sho saw his name in the list of
a large number of persons killed in a rail- -
way accident.

it was at this time tbat Beatrice Langley,
ns Bhe chose to call heiself, had secured
the position alluded to.

She was tired of the old life, she longed
- for rest and seclusion, and she found it at
Glen Villa.and he r life had becomes calmer

".if not better under the gentle influence of
IMrs. Thorne.

Besides these tvo and tho servants there
were no other residents nt the villa until
one month before our story opens.

Then there occurred, in tho return to his
home, after a long sojourn in Europe, of
the heir to the Thorne estates, tho son of
the invalid, an episode which changed all
the currents of Beatrice Langley's exist-
ence.

Tho idol of his mother, brave, earnest,
handsome, the first glance from his eyes
conquered tho beautiful siren, and the
wicked heart that had treated the honest
love of honeat men as a plaything knew
herself all the bitter-swe- et of fervent, pas-

sionate esteem.
She knew that he was wealthy, she

"fancied he was heart-fre- e. From that mo-ne- nt

every magnetic vile of her intriguing
nature was brought into action to captivate
Wilfred Thorne.

The fond mother, confined to her room,
did not know how the first introduction of
her son to her fascinating companion had
led to frequent meetings in the drawing-roo-

to strolls to the beach, and moonlit
.drives.

Wilfred Thomo was lonely at tho quiet
villa, and plad to be entertained, and really
esteemed Miss Langley as a most pleasant
companion.

Th witchery of her arts pleased him,
her friendship flattered him. A month
caoro would have cemented the dangerous
companionship, and the 6iren whispered
fiercely to her ardent heart that sooner or
later sho would certainly win his love and
entrap him into a marriage.

It was of all this that she was thinking
that lowering November night as 6he stood
lost in reverio by the hede.

The last few days Wilfred had brought
n gentleman friend to the villa, but had
found time to drive Miss Langley down the
beach, and she f mcied that the pressure of
his hand was more fervent, his glance
more friendly than ever when they parted.

Cruel delusion! In her vanity and willful
determination the siren overestimated her
own powers of witchery.

It wa destined that in that very hour she
should learn her fate, and became incited
to an act tragic, cruel, and heartlessly re-

vengeful.
A dazzling dream of wealth and comfort

was ludely dispelled by the sound of ap-
proaching voices.

Beatrice started and was about to hasten
toward the house, when she observed that
the intruders wero on the other side of the
hedge, and could not sco her.

Instantly, too, she recognized theirvoiecs.
Wilfred Thomo ami his gentleman friend

were coming down the garden path.
Bho glanced around to see if any one

was in sight, and then with an eager curi-
osity in her face crouched closer to the
Ledgo and listened

Anecdotes of Mrs. Stone.
Miss Catherine E. lleecher, in tho

last years of her lifo, was pleased to
dwell on tho renown of her more gift-e- el

sister, Mrs. Harriet Beecher Stowe.
Sho related tho following anecdotes of
her: Mrs. Stowo had agreed to give a
loeturo in Jacksonville, Fla., for soruo
charity. The morning of tho day it
was to bo dolivered sho was working in
her garden several miles from that city
when suddenly remembering her en-
gagement she hailenl a farmer driving
to town with a load of vegetables, and
went on her way in a calico dress and
hands soiled with her occupation. Once
in tho city, sho asked permission at a
hotel to make her toilet before going
to tho lecture-room- . Sho was inform-
ed that there wabut ono vacant room,
and that was for Mrs. Stowe. ller

that she was the person in
fjuestion had to be-- verified before sho
obtained her request. When Mrs..
Stowe was in England Queen Victoria--

sent her word that on a certain dav ahe
would be pleased to see the author of
"Undo Tom's Cabin." Mrs. Stowo re
plied that sho had an engagement for
that day. The Queen would see her,.
and sent a lady-in-waitin- g a personal
friend of Mrs. Stowe to make tho
necessary arrangement for an observa-
tion. There was tt bo a pageant of
some kind thatdayr in which tho Quean
would tako part, passing tho hotel
whero Mrs. Stowo- was residing, and
the royal messenger had agreed to
placo her hand on tho author's lift
shoulder to distinguish her from those
with her on the balcony as tho profes
sion passed. So Quoen Victoria ami
the distinguished American gazed at
each other lor a few moments in silent
recognition, but Mrs. Stowe was not
pleased that she was outwitted. Cor.
Xew York Tribune.

Don't Overdo It.
A glib tonguo is not ono of earth's

rarities, vet it is not everv possessor of
it that understands how to manage the
jolly proprieties of table talk. Tc rat
tle through it with credit to himself
and profit to his fellow-guest- s, he must
know w hat and w!aen to speak and how
to tako graceful advantage of any gap
in tho conversation indeed, to prevent
the occurrence tf any. To elc this
without the appearance of obtrusion or
vanity or risking tho reputation of a
chatterer, constitutes tho art of table-talkin- g.

Tho dinner-give- r w mean
him who selects his guests with the
knowledge that tho success of. his din-

ner will dep&sd in a great measure
upon their conversational powers un-
derstands tLat it is not essential that
all the company should bo accomplished
tablo talkers. Expedience does not
always allow this, and, if it did, tho
result would not bo entirely elestrable.
(iood listeners, whether at the tablo or
elsewhere, are as indispensable as good
talkers, for, the jest or tha story oww
the life of its succ ess more to the ear
of him who hears than to tho tongue
that feaks it. Therefore an over--

abundance of good talkers at a liq-
uet would result in their being in each
other's way, and, like trees too thickly
planted, tho luxuriance of all would
be lost. In a company of twenty, live
ought to bo sufliciont "to set the tablo
in a roar" aud keep it there. The Cat-

erer.
Reflection ,md Aril h luetic.

The Daily Telegraph has made tho
discovery that "a moment's reflection
will teach us that the surface of tho
whole earth is one hugo graveyard, and
that at some period or other humau
corpses have been deposited under
every inch of ground wo now walk up-
on."" If a "moment's reflection" teaches
that the British territory alone, estima-
ted at seven millions of square miles,
would givo six feet by two to as many
as sixteen and aquurter billions of "hu-
man corpses," this would be burying
ground lor over eight tho isand gener-
ations of a population of two thousand
millions, which is more than tho earth
ever boasted yet. Eight thousand gen-
erations would cover two hundred and
forty thousand years. So much for tho
difference between my "moment's re-

flection" and tho "moment's reflection"
of tho Daily TeltgrajiJi London
Truth.

The Earth a Big Magnet.
Tho meteorites that fall upon tho

earth aro composed chiefly of iron
Signor Uombi'cci suggests an explana-
tion of this. Tho earth is a big mag-
net, as shown by tho proceedings of a
bar of steel freely impended and accur-
ately balanced on its center. Bombic-ci'- s

idea is that this big terrestrial
magnet, when rushing through spaco
containing mcteorio particles, exerts a
selective attraction forthoso which are
ferruginous.

Eloquence, smooth and cutting, is
liko a razor whetted with oil.

JiMi liable.
Two Chinamen wero arrested for

fighting. Ono had severely beaten the
other, and unless provocation could bo
established it was likely to go hard
with tho aggressor. An interpreter
was called in. Lim Sam, who had
beaten Lum Teck, waa questioned.

"What did ho do to you?"
"Heep. Ho abused me."
"Did ho curse yon?
M Worse than that."
"Whit did ho say?"
"He called mo a candidate."
"Hold onP said tho Judge.. "You

need not question him any farther.
Hael bo killed the fellow no jury in this
country would convict him." Ark an- -

I uar. Traveler


