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CHAPTER VIL—(Continued.)
“Strangers?” repeated Evan . Mon-
teith. His tone was one of mingled
astonishment and reproach. He stood
|'still in the middle of tife road and
| taced her; but Day did not raise her
| eves to his face. She felt she could
| not.” “Strangers, Day?" he repeated,
| n'a low voice that thrilled with some
| deep fteeling. *Atter all that has been
between us, do you still count us stran-
gers? Is this your love or your. prom-
| tsed trust?” Day's face, was pale as
death, She put her band to her throat
before she answered.  Then she spoke
at last, very slowly, as If she were
trying to weigh her words well,

“Mr. Montelth, we Luow almost
nothing of each other.” Our acquain-
tanceship, even now, only extends to
three weeks, We Orcadians do not
leap Into friendship so suddenly as the
Southrons. It takes years to make our
friendshlp strong and true. You know
little of us; we know nothimg at ail
of you. Though it so happened that

| accident brought you to cur door, you

must not feel under any obligation (o
us. We only did what common hu-
manity required of us. Then let us
not speak of trust and friendship, 1ft—
It we thought of it bLefore, It was be-
cause we were foolishly Impulsive.”

He Bad been silent for a few mo-
ments when Day ccased speaking.
Now his voice sounded hard and al-
most hoarse. “A man does not need to
look for much faith among his fellow-
creatures. After all, why should I
bave asked it from you? And yet I
thought you meant what you satd that
day. But why-recall the past?” he add-
ed, as Day Involuntarily made a move-
ment with her hand.
Ing you."

“No; do not recall it. Let us rath-
er forget It sald Day, in a burried

“l am only hurt-

“Forgive me!" Monteith exclalmed
the next momcat. I am a brute to
speak like that to you, who, whatever
you may think of me, have been un
angel of mercy and kindness to me.
1 cannot clear myself in your eyes no v;
but when 1 can—when [ am free to tell
all, as please God some day I shall—
1 shall come to you and ask you—well,
for your friendship then. Now my
mouth Is sealed, and any one who
trusts me must ‘trust me In all in all,
or not at all.” Well, shall we say good-
by?”

“It is better, perhaps,” Day said, a
little pantingly.

“Then good-by. WIill you shake
hands?” He stretched out his. Day
put hers Into it with a strange little
shrinking motion; but he released it
inatantly.

“Good-bye, Miss Malcrow.
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you this—that whatever you
may think of me, I hold you now, and
ever shall hold you. as the sweétest
and truest and kindest weman that
ever 1 bave known. Good-by, ana
may fate give you the bappiaess you
deserve

He bas gone, and Day, white and
with doubt and remorse and
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love fighting within her, stood alone
on the road.

CHAPTER,_ VIII,

Mr. Monteith is coming tonight
Miss Troil, 50, if you are not engazcd
with Lady Westray, you might stay
in the drawing-room and play to us,”
said Miss Stuart languidly.

fihe reclined In a luxurious easy-
chair, her reddish-auburn bead among
the velvet cushions, one beautiful
white hand lazily strokiug the Persian
cat In her lap. Lilith Stuart had a
strange affection for these animals.
Could it be, as “Aurora Lelg! y
the work of woman Is. symbolical?

Klspeth Troil looked up quickly trom
her seam, taking in at one swift glance
the attitude of the graceful, sinuous
figure In its pale-green evening-gown,
trimmed heavily with creamy lace, un-
til it looked 1ike that of a Thetls spring.
ing from the sea-foam. There were
times when, even to Elspeth, who had
known her for six years, Lilith was a

mystery.
“1 shall do 80 if you desire it, Miss
Stuart,” she replied, in her grave, quiet

tone.

“There was nothing in common be-
tween these two young women, and
silence followed Elepeth's reply. She
went on quietly with her work, while
Lilith played with her Persian, alter-
nately stroking it aud pulling Its ears.
Presently steps sounded on the soft-
Iy-carpeted corridor outside, and the
door was thrown open, the footm
announcing with ceremony, “Mr,
Monteith.”

Lilith d1d not rise; but lay back in
her chair, her face trned towards the

an

door, her dark-blue eyes. with that
deep,
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smile in them which
had brought so many hearts to her
teet, her hand half extended—the ac-
tlon of a queen expedting homagze.
Montelth came forward and bowed
3 but he did not take the half-
proffered hand, and Lilith allowed It
to fall by her side.

“Look at my lovely pusé:
not a queen among Persians?”
sald, laylng her own beautifyl mouth
on the top of the anim head.
“And, do you know, I actually believe
she loves me? Is it not strange?"”

There was hardly coquetry in the
question; it was almost murmured
over the Perslan's head, and might
have been Intended for her as much
as for Monteith. Monteiti'took no no-
tice of It. He turned to shake hands
with Elspeth, then, coming back to
Lilith's side, took a seat beside her.

“You have sent for me, and. in obe-
dience to your request, I am here,”
he sald, In a lowered tone. Elspeth
A motion as If to leave

§O, please, Miss Troil"
'I.vl-h you to play to
us. Something low and soft and sweet,
1ike this divine evenlng. And we shall

sit and dream while you are playing:
Ask her, Mr. Montelth.”

“I shall play If you wish me, Miss
Stuart,” said Elspeth again. She cam
back, and going to the piano, opened
it, and running her fingers gver the
keys, began ome of Mendelssohn’s
“Songs Withour Words.”

Lilith lay back In her chalr, an ex-
pression of delight on her changeful
face,

“Ah! don't dlatress me!" she sald,
when Montelth made a movement as
it he were about to speak. ‘“Do you
know what [ feel like? A dream—yes;
and it is of the past—the past that
comes never agaln!" She sighed a
little, and her long dark lashes swept
her cheek, lying like a shadow. upon
them. Monteith looked at her for a
moment haps no other man-in the
world could bave looked at her with
out a thrill of admiration,

She looked divinely falr and divinely
sweet at that moment; but Montelth's
co was strangely cold and stern.
Elspeth played on and on. She was
ouly a pald employe, and," however
ralling it might sometimes be to obey,
she knew that on Lilith Stuart's favor
depended her situation; for Lady
Westray was not In a position to defy
the mistress of Crag Castle.

And Montelth, in spite of himself,
began to feel strangely softened. His
mind wandered to the old-fashioned
garden| at Abbot's Head, and to the
dainty figure that used to flit among
the rose-bushes there. He had almost
forgotten the one beside him, and
started as a soft hand fell on his.

“Let us go out” whispered Lilith's
volce almost In his ear, “to the terrace.
The evening is so entrancing that it
seema a shame to remain indoors. And
do you bear the birds singing In the
zarden? I do even above the music.
You will come?” Monteith rose with-
out a word. As they passed the plano
Lilith tapped Elspeth lightly on the
shoulder.

“Thank you. It s beautiful” she
sald.  “But we have demanded too
much of you. We are going out on
the terrace.”

Elspeth looked after them as Lilith's
sea-green robe vanished outside the
window,

“Dare I warn him?" ahe sald to her-
self. “And yet I think he knows her.
He does not trust her; but there is no
one in the world I distrust more.”

Lilith had gone to the edge of the
balcony and leant upon the balusters.
From that point the view was one
which can only be seen in northern
lands. Although it was long past sun-
set, the sunset glory still lingered In
the weetern sky In colors so gorgeous
and vivid that no painter's brush
would dare reproduce: them.

Monteith had followed Lilith and
leant his arm on the balustrade. She
looked up at him, her eyes gleaming
s(r'\nu(‘lv

“You_have something to say to me.
What ta 1t?

“Yes; 1 have something to say to
you,” Monteith answered -slowly, as It
he weighed every word he uttered. “A
fortnight ago, Lilith Stuart, you and I
met. again under strange elrcum-
stances. You asked me then if it was
to be war or peace between us. I have
come now to give you my answer.

“Ounce upon a time I was your dupe
and elieved in you; but that fs. long
ago. Now I know you as you are. I
am no longer taken In by your smiles,
your touches, your sweet words.
know what these are worth, and I
measure my strength, not against
ttem, but against yourself. And hav-
ing eald this, [ have said all. You un-
derstsnd me now?

She was still looking at him, but the
expression in her eyes had slowly
changed as he was speaking. There
was something in them now not pleas-
ant to see—something cruel, gleaming,
almost wolfish. She put her hand to
the lace at her white neck, and her
little pink nalls dug Into it flercely.

“Then it is to be war?” she whis-
pered, almost hissing the words in a
sibilant undertone.

“If you like to put It so—yes, Miss
Stuart,” sald the young man, very
gravely. .

She leant over the balustrade again,
her face growing curiously pale and
set. Then suddenly she sprang erect,
turning to him, laid her hand on his
arm.

“Fvan, remember all the past!
18 that nothing to you?"

“Nothing,” he answered, in the same
cold tone. “The past only causes me
shame to remember. 1am glad to for-
get It. Now I have told you the truth
—the whole truth, I cama to Orkney
thinking that in some way I could
spare you or compromise matters; but
it is impossible. Right is right eter-
\nally: nothing can ever ohange it. It
must be war, between us, because no
compromise, will do—no compromise
would be right. Therefore let me say
800d-by and leave you. When we meet
again it will ba before all the world as
foes,

“'As foes?” she whispered. Her volce
sounded strangely low in her throat;
it was as if something choled her.
She suddenly stood erect, and the long
sea-green gown fell in loose folds about
her ainuous figure. “This Is your final
declsion "

“It is my final décision,” sald Evan
Montelth. I shall go naw, Miss Stu-
art, and the day after tomorrow I leave
for London.  Shall we say good-by
now?"

“Good-by,” sald Lilith Stuart. She

held out her beautiful white band—a

hand that Evan Monteith had kissed

in the past—to him. Her eyes, which,

even In the dark, shone like a cat’s,

were” curiously luminous. *Good:by,
an."

Oh,

]
<

J I shall not touch your band.” said
Monteith gravely. “It would be hy-
pocrisy to do so. Good-by once more,
Misg Stuart.”

He bowed turned and left her. A
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CHAPTER IX.
“There is nothing else for it. ‘T am
 forced Into this unfortunate position!™

cliff-path, which was, however, safe

by a_wooden 'barricade. Even now it
was hardly dark and Monteith had not

% |11t his lamp.

“I wish the work had been commit-
ted to any other but to me,” he mus
2s he spun onwards.

- “But I must atone fpr the past.
Much of It has|been my fault, and on
me, therefore, lles the responsibility
of undoing any evil I have done; Yes,
I shall go to Londoy and lay the facts
before the lawyers: then commit all
into their handa. But am I to go with-
out seeing Day?”

His face changed as the name was
uttered, a little hesitatingly even to
himaelf. The sternness and resolution
faded out, and a softcned expression
crept over ft.

“WIll she forgive me when she
knows all? he thought. “Ah, surely
she will? And yet, could I be satis-

fled with her forgiveness alone? I8
there not more that I crave for, pure-
souled darling! Surely her parents

were far-sighted when they gave her
her name, for she Is like the day Indeed
—bringing joy and sunshine and love
wherever she goes. Surely, it a bad
woman s the worst creature on earth,
a good one fs God's best gift to man?"

Monteith had a room at the Gow
‘Hotel; but he did not sleep much that
night. When he did, his sleep was
haunted by strange, awful dreams, in
which he felt himselt being hurled
over some frightful precipice; and
when he looked up to the platform of
rock from which he had fallen, he saw
the mocking face of Lilith Stuart gaz-
Ing down at him, and heard her scorn-
tul laughter float above him-on the
alr: .

The dream haunted him strangely,
even after he had risen and break-
fasted. He told himself it was only
the natural result of yesterday's dis-
agreeable duty; but somehow he could
not shake off the uncomfortable im-
pression It had left

(To be Continued.)

THE MADSTONE SELDOM FAILS

Wonderfal Properties Clalmed
Memphis Possesslon.

From the St. Louls Post-Dispatch:
There 13 in the house of Mrs. H. It.
Beebe of 73 Dunlap street, Memphls,

Tenn., a wonderful madstone, which
for 75 years has enjoyed the reputa-
tion of performing wonderful cures
of hydrophobla.© Mrs. John Shelton,
the slster of Mrs. Deebe, is the owner
of the stome. It was willed to her
by her father, a minister in the Chris-
tian church, to whom it was presented
by & poor German woman in his par-
ish. The pastor made good use of it
for more than half a century. In all
those years only two persons treated
with the stone falled-to recover. One
of these had let the wound go -un-
attended for over nine days; the other
was a farmer, too busy with his crop
to permit of the applications which
were consldered necessary. Mrs, Shel-
ton lost her father twenty years ago.
She has used the madstone constantly
since and has never either lost a case
or made a charge for treating. People
come from far and near to be treated.
In many instances dumb brutes that
have been bitten by rabid dogs have
died, while people bitten by the same
dogs have recovered, showing con-
clusively that the animals were mad.
The stone s broKen in several pieces
and has somethink the appearance of
a plece of corall It is porous and
absorbs the poison when applied to
the wound. It was broken by being
gnawed by a valuable dog. The dog
was being treated for hydrophobia.
He had been bitten and the stone
was bound to his wound. He not only
gnawed the stone off, but trled to chew
it into bits. The stone is applied by
belng first put in hot water for a few
minutes. Then It s taken out and
placed, as hot as can be borne, upon
the wound. This is repeated hourly for
twelve hours. If there is more than
one wound the treatment Is extended
to twenty-four hours.

OLD KISSING CUSTOM.

ter a

It Dates from Anclent Times and Is
Still Observed.

Old-fashioned Hungerford s once
more celebrating Hocktide with all its
quaint customs and ancient ceremonies,
says Notes and Querles. This intereat-
ing ceremony began with the annual
“macaron! supper,” and will be con-
tinued today, when the two managers
of the rival banks, who have been
elected “tuttimen” for the ensuing
year, go round to the houses of the
tenants in the town and exercise their
prerogative of kissing all the ladies in
each house. Hungerford is one of the
last remaining unreformed boroughs of
England, and still retains its ancient
official nomenclature, electing to have
in place of mayor and corporation, a
constable, a portreeve, a keeper of the
coffers, a hayward, two ale tasters and
a bellman. The tuttimen (who are
also collectors of the poll tay) have
from time immemorial called at every
house in the borough and received
from each inhabitant, if be be male, a
penny and In case of the ladles a kiss,

enough, for it was strongly protected [
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Bubscribed and sworn to before me,
15t day

Damages for mental anguish, inde-
pendent of and unaccompanied by
physical injury of any kind, are denied,
in Peay vs. Western Union Telegraph
company (Ark.), 39 L. R. A, 463.

Oral evidence to show that the mak-
er of a note was only an agent and
signed it under an agreement with the
payee that the principal only should
be liable Is held, In Shuey vs. Adalr
(Wash.), 39 L. R. A, 473, to be inad-
missible.

ARTISTIC HOMES.

How a Great Manufacturer Has Brought
Them Within Reach of AlL

Probably at no time in the world's

history has so much attention been

paid to the interior decoration of
homes as at present. No home, no
matter how humble, is without Its

handiwork that helps to beautify the
apartments and make the surround-
ings more cheerful. The taste of the
Amerlcan people has kept pace with
the age, and almost every da brings
forth something new in the way of a
plcture, a draping, a plece of furniture
or other form of mural decoration.
One of the latest of these has been
given to the world by the celebrated
artist, Muville, In a series of four
handsome porcelain game plaques.
Not for years has anything as hand-
some in this line been scen. The sub-
Jects represented by these plaques are
Amenican  Wild  Ducks, American
Pheasant, American Quall and English
Snipe. They are handsome palutings
and are especially designed for hang-
ing on dining-room walls, thouzh
their richness and beauty entitles them
to a place In the parlor of any home.
These orlginal plaques have been pur-
chased at a cost of $50,000 by J. C.
Hubinger Bros. Co.. manufacturers of
the celebrated Elastic Starch, and in
order to enable their numerous cus-
tomers to become possessors of these
handsome works of art they have had
them reproduced by a special process
in all the rich colors and beauty of
the original. They are finfshed on
heavy cardboard, pressed aud em-
e of a plaque and
trimmed with a heavy band of gold.
They measure forty inches in circum-
ference and contain no reading matter
or advertisement whatever.

Until October 1 Messrs. J. C. Hubin-
ger Bros. Co. propose to distribute
these plaques free to their customers.
Every purchaser of three ten-cent
packages of Elastic Starch, flat-iron
brand, manufactured by J. C. Hubin-
ger Bros. Co. s entitled to reccive
one of these handsome plaques free
from their grocer. Old and new cus-
tomers alike are entitled to the beue-
fits of this offer. These plaques will
not be sent through the mail, the only
way to obtaln them being from your
grocer.. Every grocery store in the
country has Elastic Starch for sale. It
is the oldest and best laundry starch
on the market, and Is the most perfect
cold process starch ever invented. _It
is the only starch made by men who
thoroughly  understand the laundry
businass, and the only starch that will
not injure the finest fabric. It has been
the standard for a quarter of a cen-
tury, and as an evidence of how good
1t s twenty-two million packages were
sold last year. Ask your dealer to
show you the plaques and tell you
about Elastic Starch. Accept no sub-
stitute. Bear in mind that this offer
bholds good a short time only, and
should be taken advantage of without
delay.

Producers of poultry should refrain
from enumerating their juvenile fowls
until after the period of incubation
has expired.

Scrofula, salt rheum, erysipelas and
other distressing eruptive _ diseases
eld quickly and permauently to the
cleansing, purifying power of Burdock

It {s said that woman, owing to the
pecujiar construction of her form, is
unablé to jump—except at an offer of
marriage

Bodily pain loses its torror If
a bottlé of Dr. Thomas' Eclect

the house. Instant relief in cases of
burns, cuts, sprains, accidents of any
sort.

Girls admire a drooping moustache,
e

ng from
lha balcony of the town hall by a blast
trqm the Hauogerford horn blown by
the bellman. Afterward a dinner iz
held, at which the officers for the en-
sufng year are elected.

Two Ways of Puttlag Tt .
“I notice, Miranda,” remarked Mr.
Neggschoice, “that your first husband’s
clothes do nmot fit me.” “No, Cyrus,”
colncided Mrs. Neggscholce, with a lit-

Why does a man usually have to
shuflle off this mortal coil before ha

cyts much of a figure in history?
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Woman is the fairest creature on
earth—also the unfairest.
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The only tales that dead men tell are
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