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A {rue Revenge 
BY LAURA JEAN LIBBEY. 
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hoine 

the library of his magnificent 

Raymond Leslie was pacing 

the room like one suddenly bereft of 

reason. The groan of agony that 

hroke from his lips was heartrend- 

ing. 

‘Oh, my 

he «cried: 

dead! God 

Rosebud!’ 
net sishesd 

darling Little 

“Surely she can 

could never be so cruel 

as to take her irom me. I can not 
believe it,”” he cried, passionately— 
“I can = not realize it! How can I 
helieve Little Rosebud—who was the | 

soul of my soul, dearer. to me than 

anything in the world—has gone from 

me forever?” 

Poor Raymond tried his hest to 

bear the terrible shock; but the 
strength of his manhood failed him, 
and, with a cry never to be forgot- 
ten by those who heard it, he flung 
himself down on a sofa, weeping as 
though his tortured heart would 
break. : 
“Bring me a glass of wine, Mor- 

ton,”’ he said to the man who had 
brought him the terrible news — 
“bring me something quick to steady 
my nerves!” 

‘““He needs rest and sleep,” mutter- 
ed the man,”” more than anything 
else,” and, with the best of inten- 

tions, he administered a sleeping po- 
tion in the glass of wine which soon 
took effect. 
Morton looked with pity on his 

voung master’s handsome, haggard 

’ 

face. 

“What a storm of tempest and 
grief he has gone through!” he | 
thought. ‘It will be a deed of mer- | 
cy if he sleeps until the funeral is 

over.’ 
It is midnight ere Raymond Les- 

lie opens his troubled eyes again on 
the busy world, and like a flash he 
realizes it must all be over. Poor 
Little Rosebud must have been hid- 
den for loag hours in her grave. A | 
wild resolve, wprthy of a madman, 

for Raymond eslie is so tortured 
with grief he is scarcely sane to- 
night, leaps into his brain. 
An hour later he stands at the 

gate of the cemetery, his head bowed | 
on the cold stone posts that guard, 
the entrance. The great grief and 
excitement under: which he had lab- 
ored were bezinning to tell upon his 
overstrained nerves. He opened the 
gate mechanically and entered. How 
cold and white the marble shafts 
looked in /the clear, pitying moon- 
light. 
Where should he find Little Rose- 

bud, his darling, his love, in that 

vast city of the dead? In the dis- 

tance he saw a man slowly pacing 
between the graves, Raymond guick- 
ly made his way toward him, and 
as he reached the sopt, the cold 
moonlight fell upon a plain little 
white slab, and he read the simple 

name: 
ROSEBUD, 

Aged Sixteen. 

A bitter cry broke from Raymond 

Leslie's lips. 
“My God,” he cried, ‘‘can it be I. 

shall never look upon my darling’s | 
face in life again? My good man,’ 
he cried, passionately, “if you will 
open that grave for me, and let me 
look for one brief moment at the 
face of the sweet ycung girl 1 have 
loved so truly, I will make you a 
rich man for life.” 

“Surely, sir, you are going mad,” 
cried the man, in alarm, gazing com- 

passionately at the white, handsome, 
haggard face, ‘It could not be done!’’ 
Raymond Leslie drew from his poc- 

ket a heavy roll of bank-notes, and 
thrust them into the sexton’s tremp- 
ling hand. 
“You must mot refuse me,” 

cried. ‘“No one will ever know.” 
“At last the sexton consented, and 
Raymond stood, with beating heart 

and bowed head bared to the night 
wind, while the work of resurrection 

went steadilv on. 

“When Baby Cries. 

he 

Wten a biby erics Place Co :tinua iy 
it is a certain B10 10AL ie. © te BoIIELE IU 
ths matier with is Btu 0 or bowes, 
and the mothsr chould wt cones give 16» 
does of Baoy’'s Own Tubiwete, which 
sweet n the eonr httie stomach, promote 
digestion and relax the howels, Mre, 
Fred Melatosa, Wanigoon, Opt., who nae 
had expanenc-, writes : “When my 
little buy waa two months old hw begun 
to cry aud Kept it op alwosh coatineully 
day en nignt for several weeks. 1 gave 
him m»dicine, but ik did pot geen $0 FB&- 
him # bit, 1 nad uot aut this tise ned 
Bavy's On Tabl ta, bat the poor litte 
fellow was enflerieyg eo ch that Tsapnr 
for a nox. He obretned ess: almioet irom 
Lhe firgt dose, Aad 1a & few days was gatte 

well. S pes then tia has grown epleadic- 
ly, aad 18 a boght, laeghing, good-natured 
baby, I bold the Tabiets in the highest 
regard and cheerfully recoramend them 
to all mothara, 

This is ize verdict of el! mothers who 
have vsed tha Taoists They are gond 
for children nf all ager and always cure 
all their minor ailments Sold by nyedicice 
dealers or gent by mail at 25 cents a box 

{ had 

The dull white or the glossy finish 
onlaundered linen is a matter of taste 
—to get either finish perfect is a 
matter of using Celluloid Starch. 

Just add lukewarm water—soaks 
into fabric without rubbing and 
stiffens perfectly. The edge or 
point of the iron will give the gloss. 

Good grocers sell it. 

Celluloid Stacch 
Never Sticks Requires no Cooking. 

The Brantford Starch Works, Limited, Drantford, Canada. 3a 

Quick ward +/fast * felk ' the ‘rarid 

strokes of the spade, while the wil- 

low-trees around than seem to sigh 
a re (uiem to the wandering night 

breeze, as Raymond Leslie stoops 
down to assist the old grave-digger 

lift the heavy coffin from the . cold, 

damp earth and place it upon the 
upper ground. 
In a trice the heavy lid is off and 

poor Raymond flings himself down 
on the cold earth with a hitter 
groan beside the coflin where sweet 
Little Rosebud rests, eagerly @ s an- 

ning the beautiful fower-like face in 
th: soft radiant starlight. 
“low could death have bi thted 

one so fair,” he cried, stoopinz down 

to press a lingering kiss on ih? 

death-cold lips. Be starts back with 
a wild, ringing ‘cry. 

“My God! sexton,’ he cries, fam 
I ‘mad, or do I dream—that those 
lips 1 pressed to mipe were wenn 
and moist like the flesh of the living, 
and there is a faint pulsation of the 
heart, and a faint warm breath from 

i the lips! My God! saxton, «Little 
Rosebud has been buried alive!’ he 
gasps. 
Struek with mortal fear and 

trembling with apprehension the old | 7 

grave-dizger dropped the spade he 
heen leaning against, pressing 

his tremhling hand to the girl's 
heart. The perspirai..»» started out 
on his forehead in gre.t cds and 
trickled down his face. 
It is ‘too true, sir,’ be Xvili orsg 

in: a strange, hollow, awe-struck 

‘voice. “This beautiful girl is in 

trance; she has been buried alive!’’ 
Like one crazed with sudden joy, 

Raymond Leslie snatched her from 

the casket, wrapping her fondly in 
his own overcoat, clasping her fer- 
vently to his beating heart, raining 

down passionate kisses on her 
cheeks, lips, and on her long, damp, 
flaxen curls. 
“She must be removed from here 

at once, and restoratives applied,” 

said the grave-digger, touching the 
{ Young man on the shoulder. “You 

must remember she is by no nieans 

out of danger yet.” 

The man’s words seemed to recall 
raymond Leslie's scattered senses. A 
sudden thought like an inspiration 
occurred to him. Why not make Lit- 
tle Rosebud his bride as scon as she 

returned to consciousness? ‘Then he 
would have the right to protect her, 

and take ‘her to his own. stately 
home at once, where she could have 
all the care and attention his prince- 
ly wealth could lavish upon her. 
How startled the world would be 

with the tragic story — his Little 
Rosebud would be quite a heroine. 
At the farther end of the cemetery 

a little church, with rectory attach- 

ed, nestled among the drooping wil- 
lows. There Raymond Leslie, car- 
ryving his precious burden, bent his 
steps, while the sexton remained be- 
hind to cover up all traces of the 
night’s work. of 
“What has 

a &Q 

been done must remain 

a dead secret, until we see whether 
she lives or dics. All danger is not 
over yet,” he ramarked, sagely. 

The old rector and his gocd wife 
were amazed when they heard the 

wonderful story that read so much 
like a romance. 
“How beautiful 

creature is,” 
chafing the 

the pretty little 
cried the rector’'s wife, 

cold little hands be- 
tween her own warm palms, and 

gazing upon her childish face With 
sweet womanly pity, as she quickly 

applied powerful restoratives, while 
Raymond ILesliec hung over the pil- 

Tow, white to the very lips With in- 
tense excitement, watching as if his 

very life d¢ spenied upon the issue for 

the first tremulous) breath or signs of 
returning consciousness, 

All night long poor Little TRose- 

bud struggled valiantly = with life, 

and as the last stars faded from the 
sky in the misty dawn the blue eyes 

fluttered slowly open to meet the 

adoring eyes of her lover bent rap- 
turously upon her only to close soft- 

a 
{ Rosebud, 

CHAPTER “XXII. ow 

‘Rosebud, oh, my darling, speak 
to me!” cried Raymond Leslie, in an 
agony of entreaty over the white 

still face. ‘‘l1 should die if I were to 
lose you now!” 

Ile clasped the little cold hands in 
his warm, fervent clasp, calling her 

by every endearing name he could 

think of; his strong manly heart 

throbbing painfully in the terrible 

agony of suspense. 

At last the fluttering white lids 
slowly opened. 
“She is recovering, bless her dear 

little heart!’ cried the rector’s wife, 

brushing away a suspicious moisture 

from her motherly eyes. 
“Heaven be thanked!” exclaimed 

Raymond, joyously. ‘“The cold air 

and the restoratives have brought 
her to.. Poor child, her life hung on 
but a slender thread. Surely it was 
the voice of God that prompted you 
to open that casket?’’ 
“Where am 1? Is it a sweet dream, 

or are you really here, clasping my 
hands, Raymond? I have had such 

cold, dark dream,”” murmured 

her blue eyes lingering on 
Raymond's face. 

“It is all true, my darling,” he 
whispered, trying hard to repress his 
excitement. 
“You would frighten the poor girl 

to death if you were to tell her just 

now that ske had been buried alive. 
Keep it from her until she is strong 
enough to bear the shock,” whisper. 
ed the rector’s wife, as she silently 
left the room, leaving the strangely 
united lovers together. 
“I remember 1 was in the depot 

last Did you save me from them. 
Raymond?’ 
“Yes,” he answered, thinking to 

humor her faney. 

““Ah, Raymond, I remember still 
more,” she gasped. ‘‘I fell at their 
feet, and Maudy thought I was 
dead. They took me back to Aunt 
Edna’s, and there I was placed in a 
casket. I heard all they said as they 
stood about me — all the cruel 
things they said, and the very hor- 

ror of it made me faint away. You 

must have saved me then?’ 

+40 BE CONTINUED.] 

Paint Brushes, 

Do not neglect when setting aside 

paint brushes to put them in turpentine. 

This" will remove the paint, and the 

brushes can then be cleansed with hot 
Boap and ter, 

You make pcople sick— 
You keep yourself sick. 

Oure that Gold. 
You can do it if you exercise 

common sense and use only Dr, 
Agnew’s Catarrhal Pow- 
der. It relieves colds and catarrh 
and cures headache in a few min- 
utes. If you Mave common sense 
and catarrh you will use it now, 

REV, L. MCPHERSON, of Jefferson St. Church 
of Christ, Buffalo, N.V., says: —* Dr. Agnew's 
Catarrhal Powder reli ved me in ten minutes 
and is a blessing to mankind.” 

THE UrsuLmic SISTERS of St. Bernard's, 
Grand Forks, MN. Dak., state :—'‘ We have been 
using Dr. Apnew's Catarrhal Powder in our 
institution. We find it a very good remedy.” 

The Great South Ameri- 
an Nervine Tonic 

is first a nerve food and then a phy- 
sician, searching out and strength- 
ening every weak spot in the body 
of man, woman or child. It means 
nerve, health, vigor, hope, liveli- 
ness, lighthearted dness.and life. og 

SOLD BY W. H. CARTEN | 

How is yoor brother Tommy ? Sek in 

bed, Mies; he’s burt himeelf, How did 

he do that? We were playinz st who 
can lean the fert sea! out oi the window, 

and be won, 

A Timely Suggestion, 

This is tho season of tha yrar when the 
pradent and carsful housewife replenishes 
ber supply of Chamberlain’s Cough 
Remedy, Ir is certain to ba needed 
before the winter is over, and results are 

much more prompt and eatisfactory 

whaa it ix kept #¢ hand aud given ag soon 
#8 the cold is contracted and before it hae 

becoma eettied in the evetem. Ia almog 

every 
warded oft by takirg this remedy freely 

as eoon aa the firet indication of the csid 
appears. There is no danger in giviog it 
to children for it contains no harmiol 

substance. It is pleasant 10 take—boih 

adults and children like it. Boy it ard 

ipetunce a eevere cold may be 

il inom I: 

Pandora Range. 
Fitted with Enameled Steel Reservoir, 

substances injurious to the health that it can be used for boiling f! 
and many other purposes, besides heating water. 

No other range is fitted with enameled steel reservoir, 

The oven in the ‘Pandora’ is extra roomy, scientifically propor- 
tioned to the fire-box and hot-air flues, ventilated, lined with sheet 

stecl, fitted with thermometer, and is a perfect baker. 3 

Sold by all enterprising dealers, 

McClary’s 
London, RlraHio, Mentreal, Mee is hot Vancouver, St. John, 

Booklets free. 

Handsome in 
material, mounted by the most skilled labor, they cannot 

complete satisfaction. fail to give 

SAS. Ss. NEIL 

In the history of range 
ing has the public been of 

) a Steel Range so comp 
every detail, and yet 
in price, as is herewit 

ented in the bs 

, Oxford. 

appeargnce, constructed of the very best 
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EL ARID AR =aLAT. 

(Come in and give us an order for 

CVERCOAT 

i 

Inte HAL 
Hi 

ee 

N 3&5 NVA 
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Qur tock is now complete in all the leading makes in 

Suitings and 3 
Trouserings., © 

FR2IC 

Cvercoatings, 

| GEO. 8. STANGER, 
Merchant Tallor. 

ay ZO, Sold 

WINTER 'OVERCOA 
I have just opened a repea 

of WINTER OVERCOA 
consisting of Meltons, 
Cheviots, Friezes and Fane 

4 Cheviots $15.00. a 
I am also prepared. to 
nice Fur Lined C oat for 

Thase Coats to have 
ings and Otter or gr 
Collars. 

Fes rim 4 x ly again as she whispered the one » hy 
by writing T ne Dr. Williams’ Medicine co “Raymond!” pere you will gat the best. ltalwsys cures TAS R HO iq) 153 

: Co., Brackoiils, Ont, | - or anla by all craegists, ° \ ! | 7) 

Many of the little Keys found in the pound 
packets of 

UNION BLEND 
are highly valuable. RETURN THEM 

TEA DURI And you ] ae a 
- PRESENT for Christmas. 


