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their glance, 1 gave that promiso,
whidh, as God helped me, I romern-
bered to tho ond. o

My almost unconquorable dislike for
the socicty of Q“ifr «lahildn)n WS

aickly dispelled by the winsome.
?vlnnigg wn)?s of littlo Mary Clifford.
My fathier's houso-koepor a wornan of
guperior attainments, beoamo her
govornesa ; but she goon loarned to
come to me for help m bher lessons.
and for sympathy, in all her cinldish
gorrowa. Bofore she waos_ o month
beneath our roof she had boecome,
indoed, my playmate and constant
companion in all my boyish sports.
A quic thoughtfu® child, gravo boyond
her yoars, she seomed to love solitude,
and mako rapid progress in her studios.
But at any moment she would jogfully

The days passod on, and the know
Tedge ht\g aleeady dawned upon me
that I loved Mary Clifford. How
conid it bo othorwise, living as 1 3id
in the closest intimacy with a refined
and lovely gitl, whose every thouglit
was pure and womanly. \Vas thers
over yot a ﬁoung follow of iwo and
twenty who believed in that stupend-
ous sham called Flatonio love?  Such
on mtimaoy as oxisted botween Mary
and mo could orly result in a passion
warmer than friendship or a feeling
born of indifforence. A frosty plati
tude I admit, but in its very iritcuess
Hies its applioation.

Aftor thoe lapse of many yeara, how
woll 1 remembor the day when I re
vaalod the socrot of my love to Mary
Clifford, and agked hor o bo my wife.

throw her booka aside to p
mo to the river for a mornings fishing,
or to the woods behind tho liouse on a
bird-nesting expedition. It has been
gaid, with truth, that while youth
lives in the future, old age exwsis in
the past : and I could lingor for Lours
now among tl'a momories of thoso
ohildnood days. DBus it must not bo.

In my seventeenth yoar I left my
home to enter the Bolgian college I
have already named, as a student :
and how bitterly I felt the parting
with Mary Olifford.

1 romained five years abroad before
1 again reburned to Ireland, for it wag
my father's wish that I should spend
oach succeeding vacation in travelling
through the country in endeavoring to
soquire a general knowledge of the
methods of Flemish farming. Thoso
five years of my student lifo wore not
the least happy of my oxistence; but
a8 the period of my college course was
drwaing to o close, how impatiently
I looked forward to a moeting with my
former playmate, Tho pioture of
Mary Clifford as T had last seen her,
romained through all those years,
photographed on my memory.
dark-ayed, dark-browed and somewhat
untidy little girl, whoso unruly curls
had shaded her tear-stained face, as
she gave violent expression to her
feelings on the morning of my parting,
and sobbed out her sorrow in my
arms, as if ler very heart would
break.

I had anticipated the date of my
expected arrival home by a day or two,
1T believe, and therefore no vehicle
awaited me at the little station where
my journey by rail terminated.
Avoiding the ordinary road I choosea
narrower pathway that led more
direotly to the Willow Farm. A Zmlk

1t was an g lato in Ootober, and
down among the willowa by the river-
gide. The keen air and a brigk walk
from T—-——had brought the color to
the pale olive complexion which she
had inherited from her Castilian
mother, and never had I seen her
look more lovely. It was not in the
stilted phrasos which a modern novel-
ist pute into the mouth of a lover, but
with a plainness which suited me
beat, that I spoke to Mary, It may
be that sho was not unprepared for
the avowal, She looked with girlish
frankness in my eyes, and placing her
hands trustingly into mine she nald:
«If you wish it, Tloyd—if you aro
willing to take me with all my faults
oand imperfootions, I will try and bo a
good wife to you.”

And that was all. A very prosaic
wooing, no doubt ; but, my God, what
a full tide of happiness surged upon
my henart as I pressed the betrothal
kiss on the lips of my affianced wife."

That night I told my father all.
« Lloyd,” be aaid, **it has been my
hope for many years to sce you and
Mary united, I congratulate you;
{for the man who succeeded in winning
the affections of my darling little girl,
may, indeed, be envied.”

And it was arranged that we should
bo married in the following spring.

Early in December business of
gome importance with my father's
lawyer brought me to Dublin. I was
detained in the city a much longor
period than I anticipated, or, indeed,
desired, for with the anxiety of a
lover, I counted the hours until X
would be back again at the Willow
Farm with Mary. What puppits
mortals are in the hauds of destiny,
On the morning of my last day in
town, [ was walking rather aimlessly
down G streot, when an arm

of half an hour g
fragrant with the breath of the new-
mown hay, through cornfields where
the full.oared golden grain awaited
the sickle _of the reaper, and I was at
home. The hall door, as was ususl,
ay hospitably open, und ticed I
entered the house, Letme confess, it
was with an accelorated action of the
heart that I turned the handle of the
door, and passed into the quaintly
furnished old fashioned parlor. I had
prepared this surprise for Mary
Olifford solely. Almost every woman
is a consummate aotress I argued,
who, with slight preparation to sustain
a role ravely fails to hide her real
foolings, when it i3 not her cue to
« wear her heart upon her sleeve for
daws to peok at. Entoering on her
progonce unexpectedly, Mary Otlifford
would be taken at a disadvantage, end
by some apparently trival sign, 8
heightcned color on her checks, a
tremor in tho intonation of her voice,
perhaps, I might digcover with what
foolings sho remembered me. As 1
olosed the door behind me, a youug
girl entered the open Frenoh window
from the garden, and pausing abruptly,
regarded me tly for & b
Could I believe the ovid of m

was thrust within my own, and a
familiar voice exolaimed: * Lloyd
Leighton, by all that is unexpooted I"

« Aubrey 0’Donnell 1

He was an old college chum, whom

1 had left behind me at Liouvain, and
between whom and mo a very warm
friendship exizted. A well built, ath-
lotic young fellow of my own age,
handsome as an Apollo, and possess-
ing talent which in kis ocollege days
distinguished him above all his com-
petitore. But, like many young men
of undoubted ability, he had neither
the industry wor the capaoity for
stoady work, which enabled others
lese gifted and less brilliant to wring
the most covetod prizes from his
grasp.
Leisnrely strolling down the pleas-
ang city thorougbfare, 1 learned from
O'Donnell all that had happened to
him sinco we parted in Louvain.

« You see, Leighton, the death of
an old relative, s maiden aunt left me
heir to & moderste fortune of two
thousand pounds. I immediately left
college determiued to see life as you,
and 1 often dreamed of seeing it. I
spent the in that delighttul

On the evoning before his departure
Do rodo inte L—-to bid farewell to
tha dizpensaty dootor, wliese acquaint-
ance he had formed at the Willow
Farm.

= Wo shall be very lomely whon
Aubrey loaves,” my fathier remarked
i the course of the evening. 20
you not think, Mary, you could
induce him to romain until after your
wedding even 7"

« I think not, sir,” was Mary’s an-
swer, ** ond, indeed, I beliove ho is
wise in Lig resolve no longer {o fritter
away his time in idleness hero. When
a young man has his way to mako in
the world the sooner hie tuoks up hig
sloeves to the wurk the better for
himself.”

We had waited long beyond our
ugsual dinner hour for Aubrey, who
promised us when leaving that morn-
ing that nothing would detain kim in
T——moro than a couple of h 1rs.
The night had alroady fallen, and
gtill ho did not return, ** 'hore is no
uga in waiting longor, and letting the
dinner spoil, if it isn’t spoilt aleeady.”
my father enid. ** Prosy old De. Kerr
hasg held fast to the poor boy, and is
boring him for the last time with some
of his infern g about ovoluti
and she origin of apecies.”

We had just taken onr places at the
table when & man servant, pale and
agitated, entored the room. Ho ap-
proached my father, and in a voice
littlo above & whisper, said: * Thbere
was an accident, sir, 1 am sorry to
gay, Mr. 0'Donnell——"

My father started from his seat ina
state of excitement as ho exclaimed :
« What of him—what accident hes
befallen him 2"

++ He was thrown frora his horse at
the lodge gate below, and I'm afraid
he's badly injured. They're bringing
him up the avenue now.”

My father rushed from the room,
Dbave-headed as ho was, and I turned
to where Mary sat. She had grown
very pale, but sought to hide her
agitation under an outward show of
calmness, which, it wag ovident to me,
she wag far from feeling,

«« Mary,” I said, ¢ Our poor friend,
Aubrey, may not be seriously hu‘t;
but ag they are likely to bring him in
here, had you not better retire to your
own room, I shall immediately ride
into T——for Dr. Kerr.

" This is our Iaat parting, Mary,'
I 0aid,” In anothor month you will be
all my own. 1 wish we ocould induce
Aubroy to rezanin unul afier our mar-
ringe.”

To my surprise she was wospiug—
weeping bittorly in my arms; and the
momory of the day five years bofors,
when on that very spot I held her
o sobbing little girl to my broast,
catue back with tender recollostion to
me.

U, Lloyd Llayd,” she oaclaimed.
-1 am nob worthy to be your wife.”

=My poor child, you are growing
quite nervous, and I shall insist on
you secing Dr, Kerr when I return.”

T pressed & kigs upon_her lipz and
gaid good by. Mary had always been
ohary of her cazesses : bub now, with
an impulge of tendorness which was
Ept usual with her, she returned the

igs.

“ Good by, dear Lloyd, and may
Hoaven guard you,”

Though many yearshavepassed away,
the memory of that parting with my
affianced wife has never faded from
my meinory. Even now as I write
these lines I oan, in fanoy, see her
ag she stood there at the gate, waving
me & last farewoll before, at a turning
of the road, I was lost te hor sight.

On the evening following I return-
ed from Dublin, and somewnat to my
agtonishment, my father was awaiting
me at the rmlway station.  His man-
ner was unusually grave as he caught
my hand; and the fear that he was
the bearer of ovil tidinga, made my
voige unsteady, as I agked, * Is thero
an{:hing wrong, gir, is Mary ill 27

is eyes flashed angrily as I asked
the question, and thrusting his hand
within my arm, he said in sharp,
gtern tones, I ¢ I brought no carover.
We will walk home, I »ant to talk to
you."

“For God's sake, tell me, sir, is
Mary ilt2*

T wigh sho were derd,” he ex.
olaimed, and his voice trembled with
the passion he could not suppress.
« I wish she had died before she came
beneath my proof, dissembling, hypo-
critical wreteh, © My poor boy,” he
continued, in a calmer voice, as he
marked the look of soared amazement
on my face, I have bad newa for
you. Iknow, Lloyd, there are sorrows
in life for which there is no anodyne

ke gaung widowed wife had turilled
my being with o selfish exultation.
he Wa3 friendioss, amungsy sirangere
in » strange land; and then flashied
on my memory the prom had
wade my father when I Srst belsil
hor; = I, in an hour of meed, ske
shiowld ever wane s friend, I woald
anerifice evorgthing to seoure her
happiness,”
wo days later I rang the bell ac
it door of No. 1 Uatabe. well Giove.
A grave, slderly wonian answored ik
summons, and, it answer to my
quiry, informed me that Mya O Don-
netl guill resided in the house
= The poor Iady hag been ailing
siuce & month before her husband’s
doath, and saw no visitors,” she told
msa; but upon ny assurance that I
was a vory old friend of Mrs. O'Dou-
nells she consented to bring up my
card, and ushored me into a sitting-
room to await Mary's answer.

Five minutes later the door opeaed
soltly, and Mary O'Donuell and 1
aiood face to faco.

If I had ever entertained a feeling
of bitterness townrds the woman who
had_jlted mg, it would have Loeen
disgipated as J gazed on the pluched
and pallid face, that retained littie
traces of its former beauty. In a
moment hor hands were clasped in
mine, as she said:

“«QOh, Lleyd, you have come ai
last, when I was almost despairing of
seeing your face again.”

+ I% was only by the merest accident
1 gaw the announcement of Aubrey's
—of your husband's—death, and thus
learned whore you rosided.”

* But wo lived here from the time
we came to London, as the three
lettors I wrote to your father should
have informed you. How I waited
and waited for one word of forgive-
ness, Lloyd—the word of i

Wil tho excoption of a woeks
vigit 1o the Wiliow Farm, I spent the
whale of the weary summer months
that fullowed i London, I aow
know that tho foreknowlodge of ap-
proaching deavl: Lauated Mary at the
time, olthough she brayely atrove to
Lide uhie bitter knowledge from me,
Dootors the mest eminent in their
profoszion were consulted with the
forlorn hope that their skill might
conquer hor ingiduous dizeaso, bu*
ouly 1o hoar the ono verdiot ropeated,
Al sarthly aid was unavailing to pro-
Lior life. When the yeollow
autumrn oaves were acattered on the
roadside, she only woman I had over
loved was lying on tho bed of death,

In the twilight of an cvening in
Ootober I was seated by hor couoch,
and the little Grace was aleoping
calmly at lier gide.

“Lloyd,” she snid, in a feeblo
voice, ** have _ju truly forgivan me
tho wrong I once did you? It wag a
bitter wrong—but, oh, my best of
friends, the temptation was groater
than I could struggle with.”

_ How often she had spoken to me
lir this before; and the Alpha and
Omega of hor plea in oxtonuusion of
her flight with Aubrey O'Donnell wag
oven the same. She was & woman
and sho loved him.

* Before I die, dcar Lioyd, say that
you forgive me, and have forgiven
nim.

* My darling, my darling, the heart
that loved you through a lifetime had
no room for bitterness towards you
and him.”

“Lloyd, sho murmured, after a
painful silence of asome duration,
*¢ your father took me, when I was a
little child, to his heart and home.
Will his son not take the little (e
who will be motherless before the
light of aunother day, d love

8!
that never came.”

Thon she had wntten; and my
father had concealed all knowledge of
her lotters from me. Truly he was
relentless in his anger.
«*'Tis he who needs forgiveness
now, Mary., Ho ig dead.”

The next moment I regrotted that
I had so abruptly broken the sad
intelligence to her,

“Dead !" she repeated in a faint
voice, ag she sank to a seat, and cov-
‘ered'her fase with her hands. The

«No, no, Lloyd,"” she d
somewhat impatiently. Do you
think a woman must necegaarily be a
coward in such an emergency ag this,
Surely I may be of some use n attend-
ing on the sufferer.”

Thero was a shuffiing of feet in the
hall ag she spoke, the door was opened
by my father, and four farm laborera
bore the unconacious form of Aubrey
0'Donnell 1to the room. They laid
him gently on the sofa, and my father,
who possessed some little skill in such
mattors, proceeded to make a hasty
examination as to the nature and
1ocality of his injuries.

+ I8 he dead, do you think, Lloyd®"
Mary whispered, in a voice that trem-
bled despite her effort to control it.
« Ho looks so vale and still.”

My father overheard her question,
and angwered quickly. “No, no,
Mary, his hesrt still beats; buf I
fear he is bedly injured, Lloyd, you
had better go at once for De. Kerr;
and do not lot the grass grow under
your horse's hoofs.”

Within an hour I returned, accom-
panied by the dootor, By the use of
regtoratives, Aubrey had been brought
back to consciousness, but he was still
sufforing great pain. Trom tho ex-
aminaticu of Dr. Kerr it d

m the pl y of p phy, yot
I interrupted impatiently, * What
is your news, sir? What of Mary 2~
My son, my son, your betrothed
wife, Mury Olifford, has fled with
your dear jriend, Avbrey O'Donnell.”
« Mary fled with Aubrey O’Don-
neil,” I echoed hoarsely.

The hedgerows were swinging be-
fors my oyes. Ag a drowning man
will hear the sound of surging waters
in his ears, so I heard my father's
voice, but kis words to me were mean-
ingless, We had reached the lodge
gates before I could fully realise the
bitter truth that Mary Ohfford was
lost to me for ever, 'Twas here I
pacted with her yesterday. Her klsg
was still upon my lips. The kisg she
gave me even while she meditated her
flight with Aubrey O°Donnell,

Here i3 & letter for you, direoted in
her hand-writing,” my fatior said we
enteted the parlour, and placing the
migsive in my hand, mechanically
stratched forth to receive it, he quietly
loft the room, and I was alone.

I beoke the seal of Mary Clifford's
lettor, and read the story of a sweet-
heart's treason and the treachery of a
friend, It was the confession of her
love for Aubrey O Donnell—a love

that the mjurieshe had sustained were
severs, but not dangerous. A dis-

Val @'Arno we had often read of,
bbli ts to every Italian

Y
startled senses? Had the little girl
with whom I had parted five years ago
ripened into the promise of such a
glorious womanhood? Wag lhis tall
and stately and bemutifal girl who
stood before me, with a smile upon
the sweetly mobile mouth, and a
slender hand stretched out to greet
me, the Mary Olifford whom I had
known ? .

«We did not oxpect you until
Thursday, Lloyd," she said quietly,
wgnd your father is at the fair of
T—but I am glad to be the first to
welcome you home.”

« Mary,” I said, ¢ Mary can this
be you "

« It would be strange if you doubt-
od my indentity,” she said mean-
ingly.

The perfectcomposure, thessng froid
of her msuner annoyed me, Her
mperturbility was in sheiking coutrast
with my own nervous excitement.
Thiscouveyed an idea, which Ithought
suddenly would effestually tucn
the tables on Mary. By a rapid
motion I siezed her in my arms, and
before she could resist, I preaged a
dozen kisses on her lips and cheeks
andbrow, With an effort she released
herself from my ombrace. Heor face
wag orimeoned with blushes, and
although I thought a smile still lurked
around the corners of her mouth, her
oice was grave almost {0 severity as
she eaid:

« Mr, Leighton, you may have ac-
quired the intellectual culture of a
scholar in the University of Louvain,
but I fear you have not learned the
manners of & gentleman.”

1 was profuse in my apologies for
my ebulition_of feeling, and really
sincere, for I felt that Mary was
sngry. However, I had made my
peace with her before my father re.
turned,

girl whose face or figure chanced to
catoh my fanoy, and for the rost en-
joying the dolce far niente a0 grateful
to & lazy boggar of a poet. In winter
I formed aoquaintance with one Baron
Von Fingerbustrig and the blue eyed,
fair-haired frauloin, his daughter. My
days were impartially divided between
the pair. In the mornings the Baron
obligingly initiated me into the mys-
terios of ecarte, and in the evenings
the charming fraulein Caterine gave
me latsons in the conjugation of Ger-
man verbs, beginning and ending
with ¢ Ich liebe.” ’

« T got through half my inheritance
before I escaped from Baden, and now
here I am on a farewell visit to this
dear, delightful Dublin before I loave
the haunts of civilization behind me
forover. In a week I depart for the
backwoods of Oanada to begin life
anow ag a frontiersman.”

« Well, 0'Dounell, you will remem
ber the promise you made me long
ago to visit_the Willow farm  Come
and spend the Christmas with us.”

« Agroed ; and now you will be my

uest for the remainder of the day, A
ginner at the Shelbourne, a visit fo

the Jude's. That's the prog:

located shoulder, and fi d rib
would, howaver hold him a prisoner
in the house for many days to come.

As Mary Olifford nursed the patient
through hig illness, they spent of
necessity much time in each others
gociety. The spring work on the farm
kept mv out of doors from early morn-
ing until the dinner hour; and it was
only in the evenings I had a chance
of seeing either. A change had come
over the girl, which, as the days pass-
od on, became more and mors appar-
ent. She had grown pale and thinner,
and seemed to have altogether loat her
spirits, The sweet melody of her
voloe was no longer heard in the house,
and she had lost all interest in pur-
suits which had formerly filled up the

which d reason, she con:
fossed ; and tempted her to repay all
the love which had been lavished on
her since her childhood by ingratitude
too bage for the hope of forgiveness on
this sida of the grave,

A week lator I received a Dublin

aving of her bosom told me of her
agitation, and when she spoke again
her voice trembled ..ith emotion,

* Dead | dian, benef;

her for my sake 2"

1 can write no more. 1In the grey
dawn of the following morning Mary
O Donnell breathed her lagt. We laid
her beside her husband in Kensal
Qreen; and I was, indeed, alone in
the world with the little girl she had
left in my keoping.

That litile girl has grown into a
woman uow, and to-morrow, for one
sweet moment, I shinll hold her in my
arms a8 I welcome hier back to the
Willow Farm ; and some day in the
future she will learn the secret of my
lonely life when she reads this story of
“ Lloyd Leighton's Wooing.”

father, dead, without a word of for-
giveness from his lips 1"

seat beside her, ¢ believe me, he had
no anger toward you in his heart on
his daath-bed. He always loved you,
ag if, indeed, you were hig own child.”

Bofore I left Mary that evening, I
learned the story of her brief married
lifoe from her own lips. Aubrey
O'Donnell kad brought his young
wife to London to spend the honey-
moon. Always improvident and reo{x-
less in money i

Py

¢ Mary," 1 whispered, as I took a |

LOST FORTY POUNDS.

AN ILLNESS THAT ALMOST CAR.
RIED AWAY AN ONLY CHILD,

She Saffered Terribly ¥rom Palns in Baek,
Heart Trouble aud Rheumatlsm—Her Pare
ents Almost Diwpaired ot Her Recorery—e
How 1t Was Broaght About.

From the Arnptior Chronlcle.

Porhaps there is no better known man
{n Araprior and vicinity than Mr. Mar-
n B

whal
to him of his fortune quickly melted
{from hig hands ; and when his poands
had dwindled to shillings, be turned
to literature as & means of earning a
livelibood, with a light heart. Lon-
don embraced a wide field {or men of
brains and education, he rrgued. To
ba sure it was the cily where Gold-
smith drudged for booksellers, and
Otway died from starvation; but
times had changed since then, and
fame and fortune might be won by
the man of talent, who believed with
Richelien, ** there is no auch word ax
fail.” Aud so Aubrey O'Donnell
wrote articles and stories and poems
for various magazives, and poor Mary,
who had unbounded faith in her hus-
band’s abilities, could not conceal her
contempt for the mental stupidity or
aberation of editors, when lng manu-
soripts were roturned to him with the

pap a brief
ment of her marriage with Aubrey
0'Donnell.

Two years pagsed, and I was_alone
in thig old house of the Willow Farm.
My father died after a brief illness, six
months after Mary Clifford’s flight.
Never once, from the day she left our
housge, did he meuntion her name to
me. It would seem as if he had
blotted every rememberance Aef .ghe

words, ** Deolined with
thauks,” or * Unsuitable,” 1 after.
wards learned from some Bohemian
friends of Aabrey O'Donnell, that
repeated failures and disappointments
drove him to excesses; but his wife
was silent about his follies. Well,
let ug think charitably of those poor
wayward g0m8 of geniug, who, if they
orr much, suffer more, it may be, than
otl:‘er morlnlg for thair sins.

girl he loved with a p
from his memory. But I knew he
thought of her constantly, and felt
her desertion with a bil that

measure of her duties and enjoy

I apoke to her once regarding my fears
of her health ; but she told me those
fears were altogether groundless.
Uosatisfied with this assurance, I
pressed her to consult a doctor, and
she ancweredl me almost impatient]
¢ No, no, Lioyd, there is no necessity.
My spirits are not the best of late, I
admit ; but with the coming of spring
flowers, you will see me myself again,
Under her care, Aubrey O'Donnell had
rapidly recovered strengsh, and was

goured the milk of human kindness in
hig breast. I knew how keenly he
folt the Gissappointment to his most
cherished hope on the very eve of
its fraition.

Well, two years had passed, and
ono gloomy evening in March I was
seated in this room musing, as some
mon will, on the vain regrets which
add a poig to hinki
of Aubrey O'Donnell's wife, of whoro
I bad never heard since I read the

t of her i To

elresd.y making prep for his

old man,”
That Ohristmas abthe Willow Farm
was the pl tast I can b
in all my life. Aubrey O'Donnell
would Lkave been a weloome sddition
to any family oirole. He possessed &
tuneful voice, and wag & capital xa-
conteur, while bis high snimal spirite
and unflagging good humor ‘were
sitively infectious, His visit had
ean prolonged to & month, and my
father, with whom he_had become &
great favorite, repestedly prossed him
to spend the summer with us; but
Aubrey resolutely refused. Ho was
impatient, he told us, to begin his
new life on $he Western Continent.

p when a from my
father's Iawyer one morning suddenly
summoned me to Dublin. I would
just have #ime to walk over to tho
railway station to cstch the mud-day
up train, and a2 the day was a part.
joularly fine one I decided not to
bother with & car to take mo over, At
the lodge gatc I met Mary, who had
beon out for a morning walk, and was
unaware of the mes that oalled
me away from home, Her face flush-
od suddenly when I told her, and as
quickly paled. A frightened look
stole into her eyes, and & shiver ran
through her frame, as I placed my arm
round her waist and drew her gently
{0 me,

disteact my thoughts with another
chanuel, I took up at haphazard ong
of & dozen newspapers lying on the
desk beside me. It was an old copy
of the London Times, and almost the
firat lines which met my eyes was the
following short notice in the obitusry
column : ¢ On Deo. 19th, at 4 Cam-
berwell @Grove, London, Aubrey
0'Donnell, aged 24."

The pt%er foll from my trembling
hands, and may heaven forgive mo if
my first feeling was & mad joy that
Mary was again free; but the next
moment my oconscience smols me
with & sense of my own baseness.
8he had lost the husband she a0
passionately loved ; and tho grief of

ess, , oame to the
struggling literatour, but when it was
too late. A novel he had written in
those days when despair had fastened
on his heart, had been aoccepted by
one of the leading magazines; but the
letter that brought the weleome intel.
ligence found him on a sick bed,
delirious from b-ain fever. Aund the
end soon came. Ten days later he
was laid to rest in the quiet cematery
of Kensal Green,

As [ looked into Mary’s eyes she
told me that mournful story of her
husband’s last illness and death, [
know a3 well as if she revealed the
truth to mo herself, that all her earth-
ly love was buried in the lowly grave
she visited every day. And yet not
all, There was something left 40 her
still to love. The baby girl twelve.
month old, which later that night she
placed in my arms—a pink and white
morsel of humanity, that showed a
chubby little fist betwoen my oyes as
T attempted to kiss her.

1 called her Girace bacause it was
your mother's name,” was Mary's
simplo remark,

No persuasion of mine could induce
Marv to return to Ireland.

It would break my heart if I could
not daily visit his grave,” she said to

me onco, ** and I know I have not
long to live, Lloyd,

who ha3 resided in the
town for over a quarter of a century,
and has taken a foremost part in many
& political campaign in North Lanark.
A roporter of the Chroniclo called at his
residence not long ago and was made at
homo at once.  During a general con-
versation Mr. Brennau gave tho particu.
lars of a remarkavle cure in his family,
He said : ** My daughter, Eleavor Eliza.
beth, who is now 14 years of age, was
taken very ill in the summer of 1892
with back trouble, rheumatism and heart
digease. She also became terribly nex-
vous and could not sleep. Weo sent for
a doctor aud ho gavo ﬁer a medicine
which scemed to helf her for a_ time,
but she contmued to lose in_tlesh until
gho was terribly reduced. When first
taken ill ehe woighed one hundred. but
became reduced to sixty pounds, losing
forty pounds in the course of a few
months. For about $wo yoars she con-
tinued in this condition, her health in a
most dolicate state, and we had very
little hopes of her ever getting beftter.
Our hopes, what ittle we liad, were en.
tircly shattered wheu she was taken
with a second attack far more serious
than the first. This sccond attack took
‘ulu.co about two_years after the first,
We now fully made up our minds that
she could not live, *“but while there is
life $here is hope,” and, sceing constant-
ly in the newspapers the wonderfal cures
sffected by the use of Dr. Williams'
Pink Pills, we decided to givo them a
trial. Bofore she had finished the first
box, wo noticed that her a}l)lpegito was
sl;%hbly improving, and by the timo she
liad used the second box, a decided im-
provement had taken place. By the
time sho had used four boxas more she
hiad regained her former weight of one
hundred pounds and was as well as ever
she had been in her life. Her back
troublo, hoarbhnifecgog_. rheumatism and
al 1
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now enjoys tho bost health, bub still
continues to take an occasional pill when
she feels a little out of sorts, aud so it
passes away.  Mrs. Brennan, together
with the young lad‘yl who is an oul

child, were present during the reuta.{.
and all were loud in their praises of Dr.
Williamg' Pink Pills. Mr Brennau also
stated that he had used the pills hitnself
and believing that there was no other
medicine like them for building up a
woakened systom or driving away ahead
of all other medicines.

upon tha blood and nerves, buildi:

tl?:m anew aud thus driviog dlseuen“
from tho systemw. Therois no trouble
duo to cither of these causes which Pink
Pills will not cure, and in hundreds of
cases thoy have restored ]i'shen(s to
health aftor other remedies had failed.
Ask for Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills and
tako nothing else. The genuine are
always cuclosed in boxes tho wrapper
around which bears the full trade tho
mark, *Dr. Williams' Piok Pills for Pale
People.” May bo had from all dealors
or sent post paid on receipt of 50 conts
a box or 8 hoxes for $2.60 by adJtessing
the Dr. Williams® Medicine Co., Brock-

ville, Ont.

Dr. Williams™ Pink Pills act directly ~




