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CHAPTER XVII 
HATE OR LOVE? 

DUNMEADE looked at Bob curi
ously, but asked no questions. 
"Certainly your wishes shall be 
respected," he said courteously. 

He rose from the table. Bob reluc
tantly accompanied the others into the 
library. As they walked through the 
hallway they heard shouts of childish 
merriment. At the door of the library 
they halted to watch a pretty little 
group, Eleanor sitting on the floor 
romping with the three children, con
siderably to the disarrangement of hair 
and gown, while Mrs. Dunmeade and 
a maid looked laughingly on. Eleanor, 
flushing slightly, hurriedly rose to her 
feet, holding the baby. Now, a beauti
ful woman never appeals so strongly 
to a man as when she has a little child 
In her arms. 

"Come, you children," Mrs. Dun
meade commanded with mock sever
ity, "to bed with you. These young
sters, Mr. McAdoo, have the run of the 
bouse, you see." 

But before the child was turned over 
to the waiting maid Eleanor, conscious 
—shall we confess it?—of the charming 
picture she made, must take him to 
his father to receive the good night sa
lute. Next Murchell must pay his 
homage. Then she looked, hesitating, 
toward Bob, who stood in the back
ground. As he read her intent in her 
audacious smile he felt the blood rise 
uncomfortably to his face. 

"Come," she declared gayly; "you 
shan't be neglected, Mr. McAdoo." 

She carried the child to Bob and 
held him up. Bob. with awkward un-
familiarity, extended his big hand to
ward the mite of humanity. But the 
little one refused to accept the ad
vances, clinging tightly to Eleanor's 
neck and regarding the big stranger 
with frightened eyes. 

"Do you know what they say of 
children's Instincts?" she whispered 
softly, that the others might not hear. 
Bob flushed even more deeply. 

It was a little thing, but It added 
fuel to the flame of his angry resent
ment against her. 

She gave the child over to the maid. 
"Children are dears, even if they are 
hard on one's liair," she laughed as 
with the inimitable grace which a 
woman imparts to the operation she 
replaced the wisps of hair disordered 
by the youngster's irreverent hands. 

When the damage had been repaired 
Mrs. Dunmeade suggested. "Won't you 
sing for us?" 

"Yes," Eleanor replied without re
luctance, real or affected. 

As her voice rose and fell in some 
simple song, chosen, had Bob only 
known It, to fit his own limited com
prehension, his eyes fixed their gaze 
sternly on the singer. His arms were 
folded across his chest, each hand 
gripping Its fellow's biceps, as he had 
sat through the convention when 
Paul's Impassioned voice, appealing to 
something higher In the audience than 
the orator himself felt, had found a 
lodgment where least expected. The 
easy unconcern with which he had tak
en his place among these people fell 
from him. Here In the somber old libra
ry, fragrant with memories, in the pres
ence of the gentle souled Dunmeades, 
listening to the beautiful, cultured, 
well poised woman who was singing— 
here was no place for him! "Let me 
get back to my heelers and my fight
ing, where I belong!" 

Murchell rose to leave. First he held 
out his hand to Bob. 

"No use coming with me. Your train 
Isn't due for two hours yet. My friend. 
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your singing, ft has done me great 
good—and to know you too. 1 re pom 
you are a very beautiful young lad., 
and as good as you are good to look 
at, I'm sure. My dear, I'm an old 
man"— And he bent over to kiss her 
A very becoming flush came to her 
cheek. 

"You two can take care of each ol b 
er for a few minutes, can't you?" Mrs 
Dunmeade said to Eleanor and Bob. 
"We never leave this dear friend until 
he has passed the door." So Robert 
McAdoo and Eleanor Gilbert were 
alone together once more. 

When the others had left she looked 
at him uncertainly a moment, then 
she laughed. 

"Well, fate—or shall we say the 
force?—seems to take an intimate In
terest In our affairs. The last time we 
met we both determined never to see 
each other again, and now"—she waved 
her hand in an expressive gesture— 
"suppose you come over here by the 
piano. It's awkward trying to talk 
across a big room like this." 

He crossed the room and stood by 
the piano, looking down on her. 

"Aren't they the dear, good people?" 
she said earnestly. "And don't they 
make you feel mean and small? They 
always do me, 1 know. Or," she add
ed, with the irritating uplift of her 
brow, "do you ever feel small and 
mean?" 

"I admit their goodness." 
She saw that for some reason his 

temper was slipping its leash. She 
took a keen delight In her power to 
anger him. Daringly she tried to tor
ment him further. "Do you know," 
she leaned forward on the music rack, 
resting her chin on her folded hands 
and smiling up at him, "I'm almost 
tempted never to quarrel with you 
again." 

"I don't want peace with you!" he 
cried roughly. 

"No," she laughed, "I know you 
don't. That's one good reason why 1 
should yield to temptation. But I'm 
not sure that I want to quarrel with 
you, aside from that. The last twen
ty-four hours I've learned a good 
many things. 1 begin to think you're 
not half so black as you have been 
painted, Mr. McAdoo." 

"1 don't want your good opinion. 
Stick to the old one. I'm all you 
thought me and more." 

"Then do you dislike me merely be
cause Mr. Remington cares, or thinks 
he cares, for me, or do you really hate 
me for myself?" 

Mrs. Gilbert. I really hate you for 
yourself." 

I knew it" Amusement was not 
written quite so plainly on her face as 
it had been. "Why?" 

That's the irony of it," he exclaim
ed bitterly. "I hate you because you 
are beautiful, because you are witty, 
because you have courage, because 
you are the only person 1 have ever 
met that I'm not a match for, because 
you have forced me to change my 
plans. I hated you when I first saw 
you and saved your life. Mrs. Gilbert. 

hate you so thoroughly that 1 have 
come to this decision—either Paul 
Remington gives you up or he gives 
me up. If he marries you he goes 
out of my life once and for all. Now 
you may gloat," he sneered. "I de
serve to have you know the truth. 
It's my just punishment for not being 
able to beat a woman." 

"How you must hate me! I don't 
understand it What you say almost 
makes you contemptible. Surely you 
can't mean that merely because your 
petty, childish vanity is hurt you are 
willing to sacrifice not only my possi
ble happiness, which, of course, does 
not count, but also the happiness of a 
man you have called friend. Surely 
you're not so small and weak as 
that!" 

Then his anger slipped Its leash en
tirely. The red veil that had come 
before his eyes when he fought Hag-
gin fell again. He was obsessed by a 
savage lust to hurt the woman before 
him, to deal her a blow that she would 
feel to the uttermost. His words fell 
slowly, cuttingly, with cruel distinct
ness. 

"Oh, for that I have all the justi
fication I need. You're not to be trust
ed with him You're beautiful. You're 
the sort that has power over men. 
You have power over me. Seeing you 
sets me on fire with wild, insane long
ings. I have to keep my bate boiling 
or (good God. what am 1 saying? 
It's true) or love you!" He laughed 
harshly, wildly. "And the weaker the 
man the greater your power. I know 
your history. Mrs. Gilbert. You had 
one weakling under your influence and 
you let him go to hell without lifting 
a finger to save him." 

Even in his savage anger Bob was 
startled by the effect of his cruel 
words. She turned white and shrank 
back as from a heavy physical blow. 
She drew a long, shuddering breath. 

"Oh." she gasped. "I didn't believe 
you could be so cruel. I didn't believe 
you could be so cruel." 

Slowly, unable to take her eyes from 
his. she rose and started uncertainly to
ward the door. She stumbled over a 
chair and would have fallen had he 
not caught her. She pushed herself 
away from him. shuddering. 

"Don't touch me: don't touch me!" 
He watched her. hardly able to com

prehend the completeness of his bru
tality's triumph or the startling change 
in the woman who had mocked him so 
often until she passed out of the room. 
And as she went from his sight the 
sweetness of his savage Joy turned to 
bitterness in his mouth—left him to 
face the supreme fact of his life. 

A minute later. mechanically. 

Dy to Dunmeade. be strode out into 
the night. 

The mansion had been some time 
sunk in the midnight quiet when Mrs. 
Dunmeade. troubled by Eleanor's non
appearance. tiptoed softly along the 
hall to her guest's bedchamber. Elea
nor was in bed. her bright hair stray
ing loosely over the pillow. She was 
staring hopelessly at the flickering gas 
jet Mrs. Dunmeade saw no traces of 
tears. 

She seated herself on the bedside. 
"My dear," she said gently, leaning 
over to stroke the pretty hair, "will 
you tell me what is the matter?" 

Eleanor restively moved her head 
eway from the caress. "Don't pet 
me," she said bitterly. "I'm not a 
child, but a woman nearly twenty-sev
en years old, who has just been told 
she is responsible for the shameful life 
and death of her husband." 

"Oh," Mrs. Dunmeade cried in shock
ed surprise, "did he taunt you with 
that? My dear, don't take it to heart. 
We all know you were the one sinned 
against." 

"Yes, that was one of my pretty fan
cies, too," Eleanor said in the same 
bitter tone, "until tonight, when he 
opened my eyes. What he said was 
true. That's why it hurt I let Leon
ard Gilbert go to hell and didn't lift a 
finger to save him. Only," she added 
wearily, "I would rather have heard it 
from any one but him." 

"It is asking a good deal to ask you 
to forgive him; but. dear, I think he 
is suffering from some cause. Some 
day he will be sorry. He is a man 
who hasn't yet found himself," she 
concluded gently. "But when he does 
find himself he will be a vastly differ
ent man, and he will bring happiness 
to many." 

Eleanor shook her head listlessly. 
"But not to me. He despises me, and 
he will never relent. But I have no 
resentment." The slow flush crept into 
her cheeks, and she put her arm over 
her eyes that Mrs. Dunmeade might 
not look into them. 

Mrs. Dunmeade bent over impulsive
ly and put her arms around her. "My 
dear child," she whispered understnud-
ingly, "has it come to you at last—and 
so?" 

Eleanor suffered the caress for a 
minute and then gently released her
self. "Won't you please go away? 1 
would rather be by myself," she said 
wearily. 

Years before a young girl, bruised 
under the ruthless heel of Bob Mc
Adoo, had watched the night out. That 
night in the governor's mansion his
tory repeated itself. 

(To be Continued.) 

THE JUDGE ERRED. 
Hit Mistake Clearly Explained by the 

Old Colored Woman. 
The judge of the juvenile court, 

leaning forward in his chair, looked 
searchlngly from the discreet and 
very ragged piccaninny before his 
desk to the ample and solicitous form 
of the culprit's mother. "Why do 
you send him to the railroad yards to 
pick up coal?" demanded his honor. 
"You know it is against the law to 
send your child where he will be in 
jeopardy of his life." 
" 'Deed, jedge, I doesn't send 'im. 

I nebber has sent 'im, 'deed"— 
"Doesn't he bring home the coal?" 

interrupted the judge impatiently. 
"But, jedge, 1 whips 'im, jedge, 

ebery time he brings it. I whips de 
little rapscallion till he cayn't set 
'deed' 1 does." 

The careful disciplinarian turned her 
broad, shiny countenance reprovingly 
upon her undisturbed offspring, but 
kept a conciliatory eye for the judge. 

"You burn the coal he brings, do 
you not?" persisted the judge. 

"Burns it—burns it—cose I burns it. 
W'y, jedge, I has to git it out ob de 
way." 

"Why don't you send him back with 
it?" His honor smiled insinuatingly 
as he rasped out the question. 

"Send 'lm back, jedge!" exclaimed 
the woman, throwing up her hands in 
a gesture of astonishment "Send 'im 
back! W'y, jedge, ain't yo' jest done 
been told me I didn't oughter send my 
chile to no seel) dange'some and 
jeopardous place?"—Youth's Compan
ion. 

Packed at Home. 
As tho new district visitor looked at 

Mr. Leahy and noted his determined 
chin she had a momentary sensation 
of reluctance to question him, but she 
overcame it and began her appointed 
ask. 

Where do you deposit your wages, 
Mr. Leahy, if you've no objection to 
telling me?" she asked. "I am trying 
to interest the neighborhood in the ex
cellent People's bank, lately started." 

Sure, I'd as soon tell you as not," 
said Mr. Leahy cheerfully. 'Tis tin 
dollars a week 1 earn. Whin I've paid 
the rint, the provision and grocery 
bills an' the milkman an' bought 
what's needed for Ceiia an' me an' 
the five children 1 deposit the rist o' 
tho money in barr'ls, ma'am. I uses 
sugar barr'ls mostly. They're a bit 
larger and so holds more. But whin 

can't get thim I make shift wid 
plain flour barr'ls."—Youth's Compan
ion. 

TO MY PATRONS 
I have purchased Horton Bros. '  Meat Market, 

with which I  have consolidated my own at their 
old stand, and am better prepared than ever toj 
satisfy your every want in the meat and provision 
line. A continuance of your trade is solicited and( 
will be very much appreciated and given the best 
of attention. Orders delivered every day excepti 
Sunday: East-Side, 8 and 10:30 a. m., West Side, 
9:15 and 11:lf> a. in. Shop open Sundays from 8 to 
10 a. m. '  

^ W. F. MILLER, The Butcher" 
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Ideal Lumber Co.l 
Dealers in 

» Lumber, Brick, Lime and Cement 
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Bumps on the Head. 
The lump raised by a blow on the 

head is due to the resistance offered 
by the hard skull and its close connec
tion with the movable elastic scalp by 
many circumscribed bands of connec
tive tissue. The result of a blow when 
the scalp is not cut is the bruising and 
Jaceration of many of the small blood 
vessels or capillaries. Blood or its 
fluid constituent, serum, is poured into 
the meshes of the surrounding con
nective tissue, which is delicate, 
'spongy, distensible and cellular, and 
the well known bump or lump is quick
ly formed. This cannot push inward 
at all and naturally takes the line of 
least resistance. Similar bumps may 
be formed on the skin in exactly the 
game way, for the shin bone also is 
covered only by skin and subcutaneous 
connective tissue. 

Curious Forgetfulness. 
It Is difficult to combine the attri

butes of the beau and the business 
man, and the famous Lord Alvanley 
did not attempt the task. Largely 
as the result of that philosophy which 
led him to cavil at a friend's weakness 

'muddling away Ills fortune in pay
ing tradesmen's bills," he one day 
found himself in financial difficulties 
and asked Charles Greville, the author 
of the "Journals," to put his affairs 
in order. The two men—Mr. Lewis 
Melville describes the Incident in 
"Some Eccentrics and a Woman"— 
spent a day over accounts, aud Greville 
found that the task he had undertaken 
would not be so difficult as he had been 
given to understand. His relief was 
not long lived, however, for on the fol
lowing morning he received a note 
from Alvanley saying he had quite for
gotten a debt of £50,000. 

' The First Iron Bridge. 
The first iron bridge ever erected in 

the world and which is In constant use 
at the present time spans a little river 
In the county of Salop, on the railroad 
leading from Shrewsbury to Worces
ter, England. It was built in the year 
1778 and is exactly ninety-six feet in 
length. The total amount of iron used 
In Its construction was 378 tons. Ste
phenson. the great engineer, in writ' 
lng concerning it said. "When we con-
Blder the fact that the casting of iron 
was at that time in Its infancy, we 
are convinced that unblushing audac 
Ity alone could conceive and carry into 
execution such an undertaking." 

Fertile Socotra. 
Socotra. a large island in the Indian 

ocean, is one of the least known of 
the inhabited parts of the world. It is 
mountainous, but very fertile, and in 
ancient times was famed for frankln 
cense and myrrh, aloes, dragon's blood 
and spices. But now Sumatra and 
South America produce more dragon's 
blood. 

Revenged. 
'Johnny. I have great news for you. 

I am going to marry your sister. What 
do you think about that?" 

'I think it serves her right."—Hous 
ton Post. 

the pos 
things. 

Riches do not consist in 
session, but hi the use of 
Plutarch. 

Nothing and Nobody 
"You don't get along very well with 

your mother-in-law, 1 hear," said 
frieud to a young husband. 

"No, I don't," answered the bride 
groom. "Nobody can. Even the food 
she eats doesn't agree with her. When 
she comes into the room everybody 
shuts up. The other day she got into 
a folding bed and the bed shut up. — 
Ladies' Home Journal. 

Like the Original. 
Lady (with awfully painted cheeks) 

—My portrait is very good, but don'f 
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Western Coast Lumber a Spcialty s •* I 
See us before you build. 
. Estimates h eerfully Furnished, 

Benard E. Nelson, Local Manager 
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Her Early Resolution*. 
This story was told by an English

man who lived a century ago. He was 
dining out in London and sat by a lady 
whom he did not know. Their conver
sation turned upon early resolutions 
and how very seldom they were kept, 
and the lady said: "Well, when I was 
a girl I made three resolutions—first, I 
determined that I would never marry 
a soldier; second, that I would never 
marry an Irishman, and, third, that 1 
would not be long engaged. And all 
those three resolutions I broke. Whom 
do you think I did marry? The Duke 
of Wellington! He was a soldier and 
an Irishman, and I was engaged to 
him for twelve years." This was Lady 
Katherine Pakenham. It was an un
happy marriage, and the couple mostly 
lived apart 
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L U M B E R  
Lath, Shingles, Mouldings, Sash, Doors, 
Blinds, Screens, Building Paper, Fence Posts 

C O A L  
Lime, Cement, and Hard Wall Piaster 

Sisseton, South Dakota 
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Between Them. 
"Yes," said Mrs. Catcbem, "those are 

my daughters over there on the sofa. 
They have half a million between 
them." 

It was not until they were married 
to those daughters that the young men 
who overheard the remark found out 
that Mrs. Catcbem referred to the 
rich old gentleman who sat on the 
sofa between the girls. Mrs. Catchem 
could not tell a lie, but she knew how 
to speak the truth to the best advan
tage. 

CHARITY. 
Charity is a naked child, giving 

honey lo a bee without wings—nak
ed because excuseless and simple, 
a child because tender and grow
ing, giving honey because honey 
is pleasant and comfortable, to a 
bee because a bee is laborious and 
deserving, without wings because 
helpless and wanting. Deny such 
andthoukillestabee; give to other 
than such and thou preserves! a 
drone.—Qyarles. 

Monson & Loken 
EFFINGTON, S. D. 

Have just received their Fall Stock of 

Overshoes and Rubbers 

Also a full line of Fall arid 

Winter Goods throughout 

At  R igh t  P r ices  
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Heating, Plumbing, Tinning 
When you have any work in the Heating. Plumbing and 
Tinning line don't forget that there is an up-to-date shop 
in Sisseton. Let me measure your house for eav spouting 
or perhaps that which you have needs repairing. 

Agency for International Dairy Maid Cream Separator. 

C. L.PRESTON, the Plumber 
Licensed City Plumber. <•' ' 
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He Heard Her. 
"My daughter's piano lessons have 

been a great expense to me." 
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w E have a few dozen 
f 4 

boxes of a fair grade 

i 

of ruled stationery which we are selling 
for 6 cents per box—while it lasts. 
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