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A RE[_)__ROSE.

Maiy CHfford, giaceful and stately,
with & dIgnity  beyond her twenty
yean bLer supple taliness aecentuated
by & coronet of black hair, and the
flowing lnes of / severely plain white
&own relleved by n red rose in the belt,
the glow of a huppy emotion shining
through her clear brunette skin and
out ot her welleset oval grey syes-
#tood, immer=ed in thought, at ono of
the drawing-soom windows of Dash.
leigh house, looKing out on Dashlelgh
Common. Thefe Was N0 scene she
knew and loved ao well, whether In
winter, when the north wiad swept
nkf_ﬂlr.x and whistling over it, lying
sheeted In snow, or when, as Just now,
the summer breezo frolicked over its
miles of undulntory velvety turf, set
here and thero with huge clumps of
bracken and bushes of golden gorae alt
ablage in the hot sun-hine.

On just such another day, twelve
yeare ago, she had seen it fivst, when
& Nttle orphan walf, she had been
brought, after a voyage from Indla, to
the home of her aunt, Miss Ray.

It had seemed to her then, and tor
long atterwnrds, that ste”Wwas nearer
heaven and mother and father in that
lovely bit of mother's and father's Eng-
1and, neaver the possiblity of the con-
tinuance of tlieir love and protection,
thun she had been ever alnce thelr loss
10 That far-off 1and of her birth, where,
within a few terrible hours of each
other, they had dicd of cholera, The
thought nis God's messags of comfort
and healing to the sore llttle sensitive
acul, unconaclously compznsating and
commoltng her tor the hurt and chill of
her reception :=“How d've do? 1
hope you're a truthful, obedlent chiid,
and not mischlevous or nolsy. I'm
afraid by the look of you youw're un-
healthy ! Tuke her ipstuirs, Mevcha "
-=to the old servant who had been sent
to Bouthumpton to weet her, and the
child’s white fuce hud flamed scarlet
at the rejection of Ite proftered lps.

Many and many a time since, in
moods of pagsionile rabelllon, Inlone-
1y hours of melferepreasion, the ecene,
with that first nssoclation with her
parenta and the nietnory of thelr love
had #oothed and composed her. It had
been, too, while looking out on it vne
atariie night wson after her first com.
ing, when, all the housc aslcep, she
had crept, ferlorn and sobbing, from
ner bed to the window, that, asthough
In snswer to her yearning to lle once
again, it only for o moment, in her
mother's arms and pour out all her
heart, the idea had come to her ot
writlng, day by day, a long letter to
Ner mother and father. Thense lettors,
written with infinite care as to pen-
menship and spelling, had been the
cherighed secrot foy ot her chlldhood.
In them her overy thought and emotion
had flowed out. Her lonelinzss and
hunger for love; her cvery new Impres-
ston—of peisons, ot places; of the mir-
acle of an Englixh winter with its snow
and dce: of the no less wondrous suce
cceding miracle of an Engllsh spriug:
of her efforts to be good; to llke her
aunt, and not so oftan think her &
bad-tempered, ugly old woman. 0Of
those other wicked thoughts that
trightened her and made her ufter-
wards so sad, which said God was not
a loving, hus & cruel God, to take away
a little girls mother and father and
Jeave her ail alone in the blg world,
where aunts were mo unlike in every
way to mothers. The habit thus begun
had, in othex forms, been synenm(lul‘;
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girthaod, thl now, in her carly woman-
Pocd, it was A #0rt of second nature, &
means of intellectual expression und

expanalon, lackifix which her life must |

insvitably have come to be elther one
of utter emotionkl repression and aple-

counteral when Aunt Ray should Lo
tald of thetr love fur one another seein-
va bt w small thing of & mament, that
Wouht preceds and usher in that new,
Tl fiee Hee of unfetteped «xorcine of
every facnlty, of peace and  perfect
smiatthy. Brorm and seold and rendet
everyone, hevselt Included, uncomtoits
nble, Migs Rav was vertain to.  For
With but a peor opinlan of the opposite
X It general, and @ poorer of matri.
mony from even the one polnt of view
vtom which she allowed it adaseible
g an | rely, batantial
rettlements und 1 handsomo catahlleh-
ment--ghe hiad for marrlage for love's
sKe nlone un wrtounded and unmitls
Koted contempt,

¥ But,” mused Mary Clifford, * anger,
contempt, and stormy scenes will be
Aar Dothing to m+ ! TWhat could separ-
ate us 2 Death and only death |”

“ Dr, Ford, Miss."

“ Ab, here you are, Miss Mary—here
Jou are; vnd ‘pon my word you are
lvoklug bonny !**

" How 'you do, Dr. Ford ? Aunt
Ray s not at home. J3ut I'm expecting
her every minute back from Brogley.
Worn't you ait down 7

“Ye#, my dear, ' take a scat, and
4o you zome al take andther nere bo-
Alde me, a8 T want 1 serlous Jittle pri-
vate talk with you*

The doctor ran hia fingers through
his rough grey halr, readjuated  his
Apectacles, and, ‘olding his hands, set-
tled himselt comfortably back fn his
atmechatr.

“ Now, Miss Mary, I'n. golog to make
u consplrator 3t you- a conspivator of
you 't

Mary's cycd laughed, and her teeth
sleamed through her red lips, half ex-
pecting the Findly old man to pull out
R pRpPer of sweets from hia pocket and
Kive her, us many times he had surrep-
titlously done in her childhood.

“ Now, if you were the ordinary
soung lady, with a head full ot non.
arnse, und a silly, gossiping tongue, 1
shoutdn't dare to make & conspirator
of you, Rut you've always been u girl
in a thousand for good scnsa and dis-
cretion, and so I'm persuaded I'm not
wrong, under the circumstances, in
contding to you a scry grave profes-
slonal secret. 1l've been watching ftor
this upportunity of finding you alone
for some Gays past. Ho vhen I met
Miss Ray in Brogley to-day. and heard
sile wag on lier way to call on ™y ais-
ter, [ turned the mare’s head round
and rode steaight oft here on the
chance of finding you in, The tact s,
my dear, the poor old Iady's fn a bad
way=p very had way."

“ Do you mean that iny aunt is i),
Dr, Ford 7"

“ 81t down, child, sit dewa,” Joying &
hand on Mary's arm. ‘' She's exactly
as she has been for some time, just at
prerent, and, happlly, quite ignorant
of the gravity of her case. I needn't
tell you what a difficult person she Is
to mianage, You know all about that,
and as u patlent she's just ten timen
more unmanageable and obstinate. $ix
monthe or 30 ago she consulted me
about a symptomn which looked very
ugly even then=very ugly, indeed: so
much 4o that I wanted a consultation
with a speclalist. But she wouldn't
aear of such a thing; flew §n one of her
rages, and as good as told me I didn't
know what I was talking alout. Well,
to minke a long story short, last Mon.
day 1 had 8ir Digby Lovell down in
vonxititation about another case of mine
In the town, and persuaded the old
lady to allosw me to bring him over to
aee her, Not a soul but our three selves
knew anvthing of the consnitation,
You had been sent off somewhere or
other, 1 suppose, to get you out of the
way, Now, I'm sorry to tell you, the
‘thurough examination’she, for a won:
der, permitted un to make of her, re-
vealed an even worse and more alarm-
ing litlon of things than I at all

jtual fon or ot i selt-as-
sertion and rebeilion. For during her
twalve years at Dashieigh she had been
conscientiously cducated, clothed, und
fted, and dosed aczording to Miss Ray's
own personal ideax as to the correct
systemeot_rearing children, Irrespect-

anticipated, In other simllar cases the
¢lsease inay frequently be arrested, If
not entlrely eradicated hy an operation,
tut in her case we discovered come
plica'lons which forbld an operation,
seoing that the adminietration of an

hetle would be too risky—much

ive ct naturs) and

ment. The system, us ¢rigid as it was
rigla, took no cognizance ot imagina-
tion, consequently neither provided nor
permitted any of the usual toys and
story books with which childhiood pre-
sents to ltsclt and acts out its version
ot the drama of lite, and till this day
her triends, her clothes, her recrea-
tions, were all, for thc most part, of
her aunt's selection. But though Mary's
Deart surged at times resenttully withe
in her, acorning the elder woman's nar-
row, puny views ot lite, and low catl-
mate of lier fellows, she had never once
since childhood openly rebelled, had
never forgotten how much she owed
thiy step-sister of her father's, In
whore arld nature the girl's great-
hearted sympathy told ner there must
sundy exist some root of tenderness
and aftaction, for all that it's frults
were of ne untoving and uniovable un
order.

“Oh, God, how pertectly happy I
am 1" she said softly, under her breath.
Meapwhlle her heart beat quicker, fol-
Jowing her gaxe far across the ocom-
won to the squire’s great groups,and
ranks of becch and oak trees, beneath
which, In another hour or 30, she
would e onca more with the only man
at the sound of whose voice, the touch
of whose hand, she had ever felt any
sinallest measure of that subtle, haif-
Talnfu) sub-conaclousness of selt-aure
render and nelf-aubmisaton with which,
from the garden of Eden down, the
pure soul has always recognized its
true mate. Her moment of supreme Joy
transmuted ¥il memory of past g0oTTAwW,
il things yet to come or be endured,
to Jey. With Arthur Rickards and his
Juve, with him to help and long and
live for, all thinge, sho felt, would be
possidle. The coming storm to be en-

too risky. ‘That fs the exact position
ot affairs so far., For some time to
conte it will be much better she should
go along very much as usual, without
being informed of the truth which,
Jater on, will gradually begin to tell its
own story. The all-Important thing
for the present is ta try and keep her
quiet. Auy mental distwrbance or
over phyaical exertion would certainly
hasten and probably aggravate the
jext stage of the malady, which, poor
soul, will, 'm atrald, be terribly pain-
‘ful—terridly paintul. Now, my dear
Miss Mary, 1 know your strength of
) and tact, I how
cleverly yout managed her without let-
Ung her knoy she was being managed
that winter ahe was Jaid by with bron.
chitls, 80 1 want you to take her In
hand and manage her, it possible, juat
the sanie way from thia time on, Watch
her and seo that she eats and drinks
what [ direct. Don't let her get wors
rying and scolding sbout among® the
gervants, and fussing and fuming ahout
everything und nothing in gencral, I
ahall ask you from time to time to re-
TUrt progress to me over and above my
own personal observation, which for a
time will be limitad, for I mustn't come
oftener than usual till bye-and-bye.”

“Then, Dr. Ford, I gather from you
iy Aunt's malady In fatal 2"

* Not Immedliately o, child, By no
means--hy no maans. No, no; I hope,
please God, with you to help me look
after her, and her fine constitution to
fall back upon, she may llve for years
to coma; and, of -ourse, the painful
stage can, t0 & Jarge extent, be con-
trolled by nplates. Now I must hurry
oft, for should she come and find me,
rhe'll bo putting two and two together,
and all the fat'll be In the firet Good-
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ng
Piles wien Dr, A, W, Chase's Ointment
18 asurer, cheaper, easier way to cure.

Cruel, | rous methods belong tothe dark
sges of the past. There was a tinie when &
surglcal operation was comsidercd the only
prsible cure for piles. Notso now. R
slonally lb'!."l il (c\mr! a physiclan who
Bt to every one who sull Lelieves in using the
knife, ninety and nine recontmend the use of
Dr, Chase’'s Ointment. N

. C. M, Hatlan, wiiting In The Ametican
Journal of Healih, sald

e know that ' Dr. Chase's Ointment*
meets all the requisitions of the highest stand.
ard of worth, that it will be held In Ligh
osteemy wherever [t [s used, and consequently
wa endorse it 10 every reader,”

forca of merit alone Dr, Chaw's Ointe

has won its way Into this wide, wida
world, untll [t has made the name of Dr. Chase
familiar (n almost em&l\ome. and won for the
venerable discoverer the' title of ' America’s
Greatest Physician.”

Dr. Chase's Ointment has never been known
to fall as & cure for ‘p{!ea Tt matters not
whether blind ftching, bleeding or protruding,
Dr. Chasc's Ointment Is an atssolute and pere

fect cure,
De.a_ W, Chasas Ofatment (4 the discntery of ko nuther
of X wheas portralt and 1o (s
vor. ' Adl s o

bye, Misg  Mary—good-bye. drand
weather, tan't it—grand wather 2

It was characteristic of Mary Clittord
that, as she stil sat on where Dr. Ford
had left her, her hands clenched to
hurtiug, dark purple shadaws gathers
tng unider her eyes, she felt uo. pang of
seif-pliy, took no account of the welght
of the cross she had already bowed
heraelf to take.up. Her heart wan too
charged with nwcd compassion for the
peor, hard, loveless old woman, whose
way to the gotes of death, perhaps so
ordained of God to softening of heart
and growth of soul,.lay through such a
hopeless ordeal of pain and trial and
anguish for the man she loved, whom
nhe muat plerce with the conviction of
hor werthlessness.,

Bhe rose 18 Mins Ray's carriage drove
thrcugh the gates, And met her with
the consclousreas of A new-born pro-
tective tenderness of which she dared
Rl no slgn.

* Now, Mary, why haven't you got
on your hat 2 T particularly told you
to be 1eady to start a1t once on my re-
turn.  You know how [ abpeet to horses
belng kept standing !

“Here In my hat, Aunt Ray, I am
quite ready.’
““Well, go, then, gn!  Don't stand

chettering! Mrs. Farrant will chaperon
you, and mind you come away with
her.  Iwon't have you esccrted over
the commion agaln by 2 strange man
trom heaven knows wher

“Very well, Aunt Ray."”

The squire's garden party was, every
one sald, & great success. When it
was breaking up and people were dia-
persing amld laughter and gccd-byes,
Mary Ciifford, with dull, dead, hearte
ache, stood o little apart from the
crawd cn a raised terrace fronting the
Manor House, waiting for her party,
without whom, much ay she desired to,
she dare not return home,

“Ah, I've found you again, and at
last atonet It's been hide and scek all
the afternoon.  You've been nost
greedity and untalrly monopolized, trst
by one and then another, and I've
been on the point of proteating more
than once or twlce, And sec here, I
have ncws for you. Did I not say I
dayed prophesy for you a gooa hearing.
Listen to thix from one whose function
is criticlsm, and whose opinion and
toste sway the trend and form of fic-
tional litcrature ay the moon sways the
tioes: ** Your friend should have a fu-
ture, The style grips and charins. Two
of the characters in the sketch submite
ted to me are as clean cut as & cnmeo
and are-convincingly allve!” And now,
after that, my great novellst in embryo,
low am I to summon up courage here

'and -now to put my fate to the téat?

Serfously, Mary, 1 hunger to hear you
say you love mo and will be my wife,
Noed I toll you lam yours, heart and
soul, wholly anA entirely. It scems to
me I have been 50 cvor since the first
day I saw you out there on the com-
mon and you directed me to the
squire’s. Mary, I am not & pre-
sumptuous fool; It is an answering
love I have read Ilu your eyes ome-
Umes Jjust lately, darling, Is it not?
Mary, why won't you look at me?
Deauvest, It is life and deatt with me.
Either I may remain on herg at Dash-
leigh till you are ready to marry me,
ready (o come away and back with me
into the great world where wny work
Mo, where together wo will fight ths
battle of life ,or I return to it alone
to-merrow. For God's sake and truth's
slay, 1t you love me, give me that ross
you are wearing, it shall angwer for
you—Mary-Miss Cli¥ord—will you give
me the rose?”

At last, shivering in the sunshine, o
hand laid heavily on the parapet for
support, she ralsed her quivering eye-
lide and looked at him—at the stern-
sot, white face, at the passionate pain-
ed eyes and trembling outstretched
hand. Then, for the space of n light-
ning flash, love had the nppermost
place in the flercs, final sirugkle, But
duty won and the weight of her cross
all hut cruched her as she answered:
“1 cannotl” and Arthur Rickarde
swung around on his heel with a bitter
Isugh, muttering, “ Fooled!™

I,

“'Wrat a housetul of people you've
got, Lady Jermyn. May I sit down?
Ah! thanks; that's very cosy. And
now, please, post me up as to who
every nne is and all about them. 1 don’t
stem to recognize any one except the
Darnleyas and Mrs. Rurton and two or
three of the men. To begin with, who
is that talking to Jermyn?"

‘AN, that's John Dane.

“ No, no, you mistake me. I inean
the lady in the picturesque white vel-
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vet gown to whom
dinner”

‘* Precisely! 8he {a John Dana. Now,
Mr. Gerrard, surely I'm not to infer
from that blank expression <2 enlights
enment that. although you have been
out ¢f the world for three yeara and
over, you've not read John Dane'r
novels?”

My dear Lady Jermyn, I've not
rad a novel since tho daya of my long-
vanished youth. I profer my romance
and advonture just as it comes out all
alive and fresh In the book of lite, Nor,
to my knowledge, have I over heard
before of John——*

‘“Dane. John Dane s, of course, a
non-de-plume. Bhe s a Mise Clifford.
Very rich, very famous, very beautl-
u), a8 you sce, very much admired and
courted and sought after, And, ontre
nous, juet now withat, very provoke
Ingt"

* Ah! that last detall interests mo.
Why provoking, and just how, may I
ank?”

* Oh!"—~wlith a shrug—" because she
keeps us al lon tenter-hooks of con-
Jectury and uncertainty as to whom
she will marry. She's hnd the most
briillant and distingulshed offers and
declined them all.  Her cnemles con-
clude her heartless or over worldly
wise and ambitions. Personally T am
content to call 1t provoking that a
woman systematically spoils her best
friends’ achemes to sccuro her a sult-
able match.  However, and this is
again very much entre nous, I'm ready
to forgive her that and more it she
behaves prettily this time and accepts
the right man after all, and here, too,
which wilt be doubly gratifying to me
—in faet, quite a feather In my social
eap!”

* And who is the lucky dog In pros-
pective between whom and so beautiful
o wife stands
Yoint him out to me."”

*Oh, he hasn't arrived yet. Weex.
rected him by your train, but he wired
me he waa detalned tll to-morrow. You
must know him. He's one of the Shell-
ings, Huandsome, dlstinguished, and
helv to the title, he is by way of belng
lNterary, a0 they ought to get on fa-
mously, I know he admives her im-
mensely.”

**And the lady 7"

“Aht there's the crux ! She always
seems lean aloof with him than with
cther men, which 2 & good sign. Oh,
yes, I've great hopas this time 2

** Well, { shall bo much Interested as
to the trend of that *It’ ntorzsald, Bu
sou're not dercrting me, aro you 7

1 mist just sct things going a bit.
The men all seem xc stupld and drowsy
after their day's sport and dinner.
We've got a won'lerful noprano romee
where or sther In the rooms. I will find
her und ask her to sing, Won't you
g0 over an( renew your old fiir—I beg
your pardon—with Mrs. Birton ? Bhe's
simply pining, I'm sure, to hear some-
thing of your wanderings.”

Presently a clear tuting volce pene-
trated and soared above the intermit-
tent hum of low luughter ani conver-
sation, compelling sllence, Mr, Gerrard,
resuming his corner df the blg, lugu-
vleusty<plilowed couch, partty screened
by & inlature plautation of palms
and exuotics, followed his nistresses’ in«
terruptrd progress through the bril-
iluntly lighted suite of rooms, as, proe-
cending on her (uest, she was arrested
aere and there, or paused by wome of
ner gRuests to exchange a few ilvely
words, till, disappearing hrough & cur-
talned doorwoy, he Jost hor, and gave
Himeelt up to his tavourite amusement
—the stitdy of human nature. The
song beautitully sung—its note of pa-
thon In words setting modulating In the
closing bars to something of despair—
concding, -Mr.. Gerrard, - whowe « keen
vyo had been attracted to Arthur Ricke
ards, one of a small group of men
standing oyer by & doorway, and
striick by something in his attitude
aud expression, sald to himutlt, * Now,
this Is very interesting 1 Meanwhile,
the man thus unconsclously andor ob-
nmervation, his eyes on Mary Cliftatd,
sitting absorbed In the muasle, sald to
himselt with a pang, all the more in-
tense for the emotion stirred within
him hy malady of words :— A beautl-
ful lceberg; juat that 1"

o Mary the song seemed but to
veice the sccret regret and sorrow Jy-
ing always at her heart,

I stood uimong the gold corn,

Algx ! no more I knew,
To guthsr glianers' measure
Of the love that fell trom you.
For me no graclous harvest;
Would God we nie'er had met,
For cruel as rontembrance Is,
"Tis harder to forget.

She had not forgotten! ‘The love
born In her scven years ago had but
deepened and grown, in aplte of the
fact that il within a week Ago, at
this house among the Scottish moors,
ahe and Arthur Rickards had not once
mat fuce to face, and that since then
Le had atudlously zvoided her. Al
(hrotigh the years she had followed
and carefully dollected :very record of
his career as & public man and politt-
clan. Her heart had never mwelled
with pride at her own success ax it
had often done when she heard his
name on men’s 1'pa a8 & born leader of
men and champlon of righteous causen.

Two hours later, when the guests
were gradually retiring, the women to
their reoms, and the men to thelr smdk-
Ing-room, Lady Jermyn, chatting with
Mary Clifford and Miss Gerrard, beck-
oned Arthur Rickards to Yer.

“You know I don't belleve one little
bit in this cock-and-bull story of ur-
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that qualitying 'it'?
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The truth 18, you're bored to death, and
v have auddenly made up your mindg
to runoff, all in a hurry, in this ghab.
by manner”

_ Mr. Gerrad plcked up and testored
Mary CUfford's fan to her, saying —
* Not broken, I hope 2 and then to
himself :—" This Ia extremely Intercst-
ing."

* Pelleve me. Ludy Jermyn, I anly go
because 1 cannot stay.'!

“ Ah, well, I suppose I must forglve
you. Dut Jermyn'l) simply be a Lear
with a sorc head for days to come,
Thauk heaven you've arrived, My Gere
rard. My husband's lost without one
or the ather of hls spectal chums at his
elbow when we're down here.”

“ Then I'll say good-nlght and good.
bye, Iady Jermyn."

** Adleu, perfidlous one! You'll have
a solitary breakfast. I ordered it for
tive. That leaves you ample time for
the dtlve to .he statlon.”

¢ Geedebye, Mise Cliftord.”

Mary's hand lay a& moment in his
and he was gone, Mr, Gerrard golng
with him to join thelr host and the
other smokers.

Mary Clifford In her room, dlsmissing
her mald, sat for over an hour by a
shaded Jamp writing. Then, Kathering
up ker papers and putting them away,
she opened one of the French windows,
and stepping out on the covered-in
balcony, scated herself In one of its
cushloned corner scats. All round,
aolemn and still under the faint-lit sky,
lay the great black hills and wide-
apread moors. The scere, for all it was
so different, brought Dashleigh com-
mon vividly to her mind, Dashlelgh
that wus %0 bound up with the chiet
cvents of her lite. Dashlelgh, where
that summer time long ugo, her ote
yreat joy and her lfe-long sorrow lmd
come to her hand in hand, bringing
with them the sense ol desvlation that
for %0 long lengthened the days to
months, the slow monthy to years.
Dear old Dashlelgh, the home she lov-
¢Q 80, where she hai watched that poor
old woman broken in pain and suffer-
ing, change day by Jay from her old
hard, cold, slf, to a gentle, clinging
soul, her last words, ' Qod bless you,
Mary, for all you've becn to me. For-
give me! Kiss mel!” The woman's
heart lowed out to God In gratitude as
she remembeared the scene. * Yesm, it
was rot all in vain, and I rhould do
Just the same again. It is well with
me! I am content! He has years ago
torgotten hie pain. I am to him as any
other stranger he mests by the way."”

“ You were never observant, Jerinyn,
naover! Now, I'll tell you why Rick-
arde Is leaving to-morrow. He's es-
cnping, or trying to escape from his
teeling for & woman!"

* Hal hat ha! That's rich, certainly.
Ha! ha! hal Wrong for once in your
lite, my psychological anatomist, Why,
man, Rickeardd never looks at & wo-
man under fifty. Hates ‘em, U should
think! The mothers and matchmakers
gave him up as hopeless years ago.”

“ Exactly so. His hurt has been hiy
inatructor.”

There was a crunching of gravel and
an up-blown whift of tobscco as the
speakers bencath the baloncy, continue
ing their stroll, passed round a corner
of the house, and Mary Clifford, shaken
and agitated, returned to her room
atter her unintentiorul eavesdropping.
“His hurt has been Ms inatructor,'
Over and over she repeated the words
U1l the great tears welled up and over-
flowed. “Oh, my darling! my dari-
ng! is it posmble that he, tao, feels <he
smart and ating of that old wound:"
and her heart yearned over the man as
does that of & mother over her cruelly
wounded chlld, Till duwn came white
and milky over the hills she paced to
and fro, to and fru, longing for the
morning, It came radiantly at last,
gllding the tops of the hills, slivering
the lcch and eetting light to the red
and purple heather. Long before 5
o'clock Mary was drossed all ready to
go dcwn  stairs, dominated by one
thought and one purpose—to comfort,
to vase, If possible to heal, the hurt ahe
had Intlicted. Down the long corridor
and the broad oaken stalrcase, past
the pletures of dames and squires look-
ing down on her from the walls, she
went to fulfil her errand. It was not
till she stood in the great hall, hung
with heads of game and horn and anrt.
lers and all manner of trophles of fleld
and chaxe that & thought of sclt came
to her, Then, selt-consciousnces swept
over her as in a flood. She reahzed
that what to her was but as yesterday
to this man might be & litetime. A
litetime whereln that short summor at
Dashleigh was but an ¢pleode, & dream
long past and over. No, no; she ocould

not for her lite's sake do this thing she
bad contemplated, and yet, turning to

instructor!” His hurt! Ah, yes, let
nelt be put to shamo; let him even be
given a tull revenge; go on she must
and would. But in what worda? Ah;
her eye fell on a large china bowl of
red roses, standing on A table in the
midst of & litter of newspapers, cape,
raliway guides, directories, and novels,

and the dificulty of specch was solved.
he
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gent business, Mr Rirkard.  Whoever | would understand the message of & red
heard of WIgent businesz  In August 2 | vorn, A few stepr more and pushing

open the door—#he wtnod befope him,
tace and neck dyed red o4 as the rose
ahe held mutely out to him,

“Misn Clifford!" he gasped. hoarsely.
‘“Mary! Do you know what this
meang?" ¢

‘With outstretched arms and a broken
8ob she swayed and would have fallen
at his feet, but that with a J yful ex-
clamation he caught and held aer.

“Mary, my dariing! Mine at last!
The one and only one love of my litel”

. . . * .

At 8 ~'clock to the minute Mr. Ger-
rard, as was his custom In all weather,
raln or shine, on getting out of hed,
popped his head out of the window to
ascertain the directfon of the wind.
Coming over the little rustic bridge
across the lock, evidently raturning
from an early ramble, ho shw Arthur
Rickards, a red rose in his coat, and
Mary Clifford, a red rose on either
cheek,

“ Ah? loat his train and found a plas-
ter for his wound! W now, this ’s
delighttully interesting!”—E. Morgan
Dockrell in 8t, Poter's.
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AN AMERICAN CARDINM, 1IN THE
ROMAN CURIA,

In referring to an effort in prepara-
tlon to secure the nomination.of an
American Cardinal in the Roman Curis,
the Rome correspondent of the Btand-
ard and Times, Philadeiphls, says :—

pe Ledoch and Steink
ber are of German |
France 18 negotlating for its Cardinal
in Curla; Bpain has an Ambassador,
Henor Merry del Val, who I8 as effi-
clent a® a Cerdinal in Curia, and Portu.
gal posseases warny friends In its ex-
Nunclos among the Cardinals, besldes
having ite excellent Ambassador, M.
D’Antas. Mgr. del Val I8 a perfect Eng-
Ushman, 5 the son of the $panish Am-
bassador and his positlon at the side
of the Pope has made him an adviser
In English afralrs, while Mgr. 8tonor,
A of Tr d, A
unlque positton In the Cura. It is evl-
dent, therefore, that there are meana
by which America might be more fully
und inore divectly represented, were its
Church authorities at home to desire
to establish some representation of a
quasi-diplomatle or curial kind in the
court o€ Rome.

et P
TO TW®ACH CELTIC.

Baltimore, April 18.~The will of Miss
Mary Moran, probated in the Orphans'
Court yesterday, leaves the bulk of her
estate to charity. Among  specific
legacies io the following :—

‘Ten thousand dollars to the Catholic
Univeraity of America at Washirgton,
D.C., as an endowment for the Celtic
chalr, to preserve the Irish language,
which was that of the mother of the
teatatrix.

There In a chalr of Ceitlc In the
Catholic Unlversity endowed by the An-
;‘lent Order of Hibernians, Rev. Dr.

ichard Henebry Is the profeasor in
charge,

A GREAT VICTORY

After & Shert.

e.‘t‘ Hot and’ Declaive
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Thoy Proved Trae and fteadia-t Prionde,
Auurnstsuna, Ontb., Apeil 14.—Jan, R,
Gilleao, propristor of the Lakeview Hotel,
hete, isone of $he happierd men in Town.
Foe some years past, he has been in very
poor bhealth, and was & great sofferer
from Kiduey Dissase

Ta spite of all that medical skill, and
numaerous remedien sould do, Me. Glllean
Rrow gradaslly worse. His sufferiogs
incteased, and thers seewmed 50 be no
bope of caring the disease.

Oue day & fciend called $0 see him,
and advised him 40 try Dodd's Kidosy
Pulls, dalliog him they had oored a nusm.
ber of cases, of which ba kuew, and
which were all worse than Mr, Gillean's
‘The latter procured s box, sud so mush
§00d 4id it do bim, that he boaght three
mots. Tbese cured him oowmpletely,
aud be is now obliged 4o bold quite »
reoeption every day, o mauy friends
call to congratalate him oo bis happy

recovery.

Dodd's Kidsey Pills are sstonishisg
the madioal fratercily dally by their
warvelious success in oases of Bright's
Dissasss, Diabeies, Rbenmations, Lum.
Sago, Boiatics, Gravel, Urinary Trcables:
Female Goaplalate, Blood impurities,
asd all other Kiduey Dissasss. Maay
physiolane io this dietriod presoribe
shem in thelr preckics, always with best
resalte.

Kidvey Disssses cannod rvesist the
aoticn of Dodd's Kideey Pills which are
1be culy cave o earth for sach disenses.

Dodd's Kiduey Pills are sold by all
droggists o Aifty cenla & bax, iz bozes
$350 oe will be sent, oa recels of price,
zy'n-nou- Medicine G0, Limited,

It he had not



