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unchanged In one tnlng—tne uvue wia
heathen heart had gome out to Kenneth
when he fought for her, and remained his al-
ways. Her love had grown with her growth
— education and refinement were as sunshine
and dew to it, fostering and feeding. At
first (it 'was arranged that she was to be
trained for service, but her wonderful de-
velopment altered their plans.' Then  she
was to be apprenticed to some first-rate shop;
and, lastly, trained as a teacher.”So she
was sent to Kensington high school, and
gpent her holidays at Bedford lodge. She
was gardening one June morning soon after
Kenneth's departure, and Aunt Hannah
watched the tall, lithe figure moving about
among the flowers.

«Who,’ she exclaimed, “would ever have
believed that the dirty child Kenneth
brought home that memorable evening
would ever look like that?’

“She might be Flora amid: her own
flowers,” said Mattie, gently. The very
sight of the girl seemed to bring gladness
into the hearts of the two old spinsters,
Aunt Haonah had . softened wonderfully
under Sally’s pretty influences, and, as for
Mattie, Sally was enshrined in her heart
pext to her own dear Kenneth.

“Hister,” said Hanmah, abruptly, leaving
the window, ‘‘we ought to think seriously
about Sally. We loye her dearly, but"—

“But what?” azsked Mattie, anxiousiy.

“But, of course, she comes out of the
gutter. Our first duty is to Kenneth--we
must let him run no risk.”

“‘He has no thought of that: bessides he
won’t be back for five years.”

“She must go to a good boarding school
and be trained as a governess. She is pretty
now; what will she be when she has out-
grown the awkwark age?”

“But, Hannah, don’t let us lose her alto.
gether.”

‘‘Men always make fools of themselves
over beauty, and always will.” At this mo-
ment Sally came to the open window with
two posies in her hand. Her cheeks were
flush with ‘a tender, rosy glow, her eyes
sparkled with happy life.

“This is for you,” she cried, pinning the
posy in Aunt Mattie's dress

“Flowers are for the young, dear, the old
pever want them till the end comes, Never-
theless, Mattie tucked them. in preftily and
glanced at the mirror. Then Sally made a
rush at Aunt Hannah, but was repulsed
with:

“Be off with your tomfodlery, Sally! Put
your flowers in water and go and . practice.”
But Sally coaxed till she gained her point,
and the servants stared to see Aunt Hannah's
uncompromiging left shoulder daintily adorn-
ed

After lunch Mattie tried to look sterny
though tears stood in her loving old eyes.

“Sarah, my dear,” she said (Sally started
at the unusual “Sarah”), “you are 14 now
and we have determined to send you to a
good boarding school.”

“What! leave you all!” cried Sally, turn-
ing pale,

“You will spend part of your holidays
here, perhaps,” said Aunt Haunah. “Re-
member, you have to earn your living. My
nephew can’t always keep you in idleness,”
Sally’s dark eyes flashed, as she answered:

‘‘He has done so much; you may trust me
to do the rest. They said at school I had a
fine voice. If I worked hard I might”—

‘“You'd bave to toil for years to earn even
your bread, but I'll see to it.”

She did so and speedily. The very next
day Aunt Hannah walked SBally off to a pro-
fessor to give his opinion of her singing.
Aunt Hannah sat upright, usmbrella in
hand.

“You will understand, professor, my opin-
ion is there’s been mo real singing since
Malibran died, and I'd bave balf your mod-
ern screeching women gagged, This girl
thinks she has a voice, so let her sing to you
and have done with it.”

When Sally bad finished ope verse of a
ballad, Aunt Hanna ejaculated, ‘‘Goodness,
gracious, bless the girl!”

At the end of the second, the professor
gaid: ‘““The voice is a real contralto of great
beauty, but it needs training and years of
hard study.”

‘It shall have both,” said Aunt Hannah.

. * ;. S * * * *

Five years afterward, when Kenneth re-
turned from Buenos Ayres, Sally was still at
school.  Almost the first thing be said was:

{“What have these years done for my little
Sally#’

“That style of talk won’t do,” said Hannah.
“When Sally scrubbed floors it didn’t mat-
ter; she is a pretty young lady now, and
things are different.”

“There was nothing pretty about Sally
when I left but her eyes. I shall never for-
get how frightfully sharp her elbows ‘were.’

“Qhe’s the best and dearest and prettiest
girl in the world,” said Mattie.

I hope she is unchanged in sowe, things,"
said he.

1f he could have looked into Sally’s heart
he would have seen one thing unchanged.
1t still seemed as right and natural to her to
love Kenneth as to love &od; both had been
80 good to her. Sometimes she recalled the
dark vision of Cow court, but even that
caught a glory from the thought that there
Kenneth first found her. There was one
black memory connected with those days
that nothing could brighten, but that she
kepthidden in the depths of her heart.

“There’s a letter from Sally,” cried’ Ken-
neth, one day at breakfast; and then he
said, ‘‘ she has had an offer of marriage.
Her music master has proposed to her—of
course she had refused him.”

“And why of course?’ asked Aunt Hannah,
sharply.

“For the best of all reasons—she doesn’t
love him.”

“Piddlestick! The man’s honest, I'suppose,
and can give her a good home. Sheé sprang
from the gutter, and can’t expect to pick and
choose.”

“She had better go back to the gutter
than marry without love,” answered Ken-
neth.

Sally wrote simply and straightforwardly.
The trouble of it was that there had been so
much talk that Miss Addison thought she
must leave at once, and had (subject to Ken-
neth’s approval) obtained for her the post of
pupil teacherin a school at Streatham. Then
came a pretty little bit, in which Sally said
she hoped she had acted in & way that Ken-
neth approved.

‘‘Bhe's a brick!"” he said, emphatically.

“‘She must come here for a week before
going to Streatham,” said Mattie.

e - e T
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Bally was to come at five, Kenneth won-
dered what she was like. He expected to find
her neat, orderly and well mannered. At
five he went into the drawing room and
waited. Fiveifteen and no Sally—five thir-
ty and she came. For a moment he stared
at her in silence—the years had done so
mouch, Bhe stood with outstretched hand—
her great, soft eyes sought his:- -He noticed
in a stupified way that she moved with ex-
quisite grace and lightness. He would have
liked to kiss her, but that was clearly out of
the ‘question, so he warmly grasped her hand
in both his.

“Why, Sally dear, my little girl grown
into a tall young lady!”

Deep as any ‘‘inmost heart of rose” the
young blood flushed into Sally’s cheeks.

“Yes,” she answered, ‘‘but still the same
Bally.” Then Sally took sweet count of him
in one quick, shy glance. Her heart told her
that never had she seen anything so goodly
as this bright young Englishman, as he
stood bejore her with gay, glad eyes. Half
playfully, half tenderly, he led her to asofa,
and said:

‘‘Now, Bally, tell me everything.”

‘“Where shall 1 begin?’

“‘From the moment I left England. When
I left, you had high shoulders and wore
short frocks, and called me ‘sir.’”

“T must call your ‘sir’ still. But look at
the dear old room—it isn't a bit changed. I
wonder who has dusted it since I've been
away!” Then she went to seek the aunts.

“To think that she came out of Cow
court!” said Kenneth, watching her cross
the hall, “and that weeds can grow into such
sweet, flowers! But I won't makea fool of
myself.”

“And now, Sally, sing to us,” said Aunt
Hannah after dinner.

This was the supreme moment Sally had
looked forward to for years. She knew
she had a superb voice—knew exactly
what her powers were, and felt in full pos-
session of them. When she sat down to
the piano a soft flush came to her cheeks
and a light to hereyes. 8hs chose an old

Scotch ballad—a simple, tender thing, that
needed perfect style and expression. Ken-
neth started as her first notes fell on the
air. Hers was one of those thrilling, deep
contralsos, soft as velvet, rich and rounded,
with the strange power to stir and move that
the good contralto has. The spell of her
voice fell upon him, tears came to his eyes;
he moved forward to see her sweet, impas-
sioned face as she sang; he saw her soul
flashing in the sweet, dewy eyes, and a great
awe and love arose in his heart. The song
ended in a deep, solemn chord, like the echo
of an amen.

Sally turned to Kenneth.

“Did you like it? I have labored so hard
for your praise.”

He did not speak at first, but when she
raised her eyes to his she saw there a look
80 eager, so ardent and sweet, that she al-
most wished she had not spoken. He caught
her hand in his.

“Am I pleased! Oh, my dear, surely you
know ; it is too beautiful for praise of mine.”

Sally sang no more that night, but felt
she was rewarded. That song had changed
the world for Kenneth. Could a man’s
heart be sung out of him in such’ Tashion?
Were the days of magic still with us, and
had this sweet witch of 19 summers made
him forget all prudence and wisdom?

Next morning he was full of content, bath-
ed in the brightest mental sunshine; joy was
in his heart, love ruled his life. Sally was
in the house. Sally was his—surely all his?
had he not fought and conquered for her;
Hesang as he dressed, breaking off to laugh
at the contrast of his rough baritone with
Sally’s velvet tones, and it was mnot till he
saw his aunts—the very models of family
propriety —that he realized the difficulties of
his position.

But little sleep had come to Sally that
night. Love has divine ‘insight, and when
their eyes met after her song she knew that
he loved her. But he should never marry
her. Her valiant heart screwed itself up to
the sticking pointand settled that forever.
The consciousness of his love came on her ag
a bitter-sweet surprise. =~ When, finished
with her song, she looked into his eyes and
saw love there radiant and enthroned, her
difficulties were at one stroke doubled. When
her own heart was her only foe she had
buckled on her armor and gone down into
the fight; but now she had to face another
foe, before whom she felt powerless. Flight
was her only chance. At 6 she rose and
packed, at 7 she went to Aunt Hannah,

“I am going away,” she said. = *I ought
never to have come.” Aunt Hannah's honest
eyes searched her face in silence. ‘I shall
never come back; it is the only way. I
thought I was strong, and I was, till he was
weak,”

Aunf Hannah took her in her arms. kissed
her, and said, ‘‘I honor and respect you,
Bally. . Isaw it all last night. You are a
good woman.”

‘A grateful one, I hope. After all your
and his kindness, can Ilet him run any risk?’

“But it is terrible for you, my child.”

““I can bedr my own 'grief. I have loved
him forso long my heart has got used to its
ache., It is harder now, but still I can bear
it.”

At breakfast Aunt Hannah said Sally had
slept ill and could eat no breakfast. All
Kenneth'’s inquiries got nothing more out of
her than that.

At 12 Bally went quietly out of the back
door, her eyes full of tears, her heart like lead.

At lunch Aunt Hannah 'said: ‘‘Sally has
gone, Kenneth—for your good as well as her
own. She has saved us a terrible trouble by
acting so nobly.”

Then Kenneth lost his head, but Aunt
Hannah presented a front of iron,

“It was the right thing to do, and so you
will own in time. Be patient. My heart
is sore for you both; but you are young, and
life with its duties is before you. ‘At any
rate, don't let & girl of 19 beat you in self-
sacrifice.”

But Kenveth flung family pride to the
winds, and said: ‘“You may say what you
like; I'll marry her to-morrow if she’ll have
me.”

After an hour's hot debate he agreed to
wait a month.

VII
Sally went to Miss Parker's school. She
had to face all the drudgery of preparing
the girls for their lessons, and taking them
safely through the rudiments. She knew

WDAT AWalted ner ana ala nov moco.  vucs
ing the last five years she had learned how
to master her love, to use it as an incentive
to hard work, but it was easier to fight the
battle alone; to fight at all in Kenneth’s pre-
sence was impossible. Day by day she
plunged with feverish vigor into the wotk
of teaching, plodding on with a pale face
and heavy eyes through the long list of
pupils.. During the night watches she
thought it was a hundred times better that
she should suffer than he, better that the
wrench should come now than that he should
marry her, and his good name be clouded by
her shameful story,

Time passed more quickly for Kenneth,
for at the end of it shone hope. Sally had
none.

When the month was over Kenneth said,
“Today I am going to Sally.”

“What! you will let the* whim of a mo-
ment ruin your life?” said Hannah.

“If I followed your advice two lives wounld
be ruined.”

That very day he went to Streatham.

Sally’s work had been harder than usual.
The everlasting exercises, the never ceasing
scales, the persistent wrong notes, the enor-
mous difficulties of teaching suburban young
ladies without voice or ear to sing had worn
her out.

Suddenly a pupil exclaimed, ‘‘Oh! there is
such a handsome young man coming up the
drive.” (Sally wasunmoved; no young man
was likely to call on her.) ‘‘He must have
come to see Miss Davison, That's four cous-
ins in three weeks!”

Sally looked up and saw Kenneth. Her
heart seemed to rush into her mouth. She
dismissed the girl and steadied herself. A
mirror was in front of her, and she saw her
own face pale as death, with dark shadows
round the eyes, She wore a dingy old black
dress, but even that could not conceal the
grace of the lovely young neck and the
gweep of the beautiful shoulders. And now
Kenneth entered, and when she saw his ra-
diant face, full of strength and fervor, she
felt that he looked years younger than she
did. That sorrowful, girlish face, full of
pathetic endurance, appealed to his heart
irresistibly, and withouta moment's thought
hbe flung his arms around her and kissed her,

All Sally’s 19 years of life culminated in
that first unwarrantable embrace. As her
pretty, flushed face rested for & moment on
his shoulder, her heart whispered, ‘‘Why not
rest there forever?’ Then she wrenched her-
self free, and her blush ebbed away, leaving
her as pale as marble and as hard.

“You might, at least, have spared me
this, and left me some self-respect,” she said,
looking like & young Joan of Arc. He ought
to have been abashed and hnmbled, but he
wasn't.

“Sally!” he whispered, so tenderly that
ghe drew back again, mistrusting herself
and him, “Sally, I love you—you know I
do.” Sally tried hard to keep back the flood
of joy that welled up from her heartinto her
eyes.

“Do men in your renk of life act like that

and speak afterward?”’ Looking down into
the sweet depths of her eyes, he said:

“Oh, my love, you are wasting moments
that might be so sweet. We love each”——
Ere he could finish Sally flashed in:

“Who told you I loved you? Have I ever
led you to think I loved you?’ He gazed at
her with such sweet, manly assurance that
she felt, her anger melting away.

“‘Sally, my darling, I see it in your eyes—
1 hear it in your voice. Love bas given me
insight.”

“Of course you know it.” And her voice
took those thrilling tones which had moved
his heart so when she sang. ‘I dare say
every one does. I bave loved you for
years, and shall love you always. I 'am
not ashamed to own it. It has been the
strength of my life. 'If you had never spok-
en 1 should have gone on loving you all the
same, and gone down to my grave single for
your sake; but oh, my love, I shall never wed
you—never be with you.”

Kenneth would omce more have flung his
arms around her, but she composed herself
by a great effort, and said:

“Wait just a moment and I will tell you
al].ﬂ

#You told me all whem you said you loved "

sy

‘‘Not all. Let me speak once and forever.
What I am you made me. All I have you
gave me; and in return I mean to guard
your good name—to guard it from yourself
and from me.” He interrupted her with
and impatient gesture, but she persist-
ed. “You know what I was when you
found me. You think you know all, but no
one ever told you that I had been in prison
for theft—that I had ‘my hair cut short—
wore prison dress and ate prison food, and”—
Her voice failed her—her face grew deadly
white—her hungry eyes searched his face to
goe if he shrank from her. To her joy the
brightness of his eyes never clouded for a
moment. He took her hand with a sweet
gesture of love and reverence, -and holding
it steadfastly between his own, he spoke:

“Dear, I know it—have known it for
years. - Biddy came' and told me long ago;
and. knowing all, I still ask you to be my
wi!e_"

Sally’s blood slowly came back to her pale
cheeks, slowly flooded her fair face with its
tender rose, slowly the sweet light mingled
with the tears in her eyes and conquered
them. It was so doubly sweet that he should
know all and yet love on. Her joy at first
was too great for words. She moved a little
closer to him, then with swift, sweet aban-
donment she flung her arms around his neck
and drew his face down to hers.

“‘But, dear,” she whispered, ‘‘the world
will know.” As their lips met he answered:

“You are all the world to me.”

Treatment of a Uut.

For a cut, take powdered resin, pound it very
fine, and spread or sift it over the cut; wrap
a piece of soft linen around it, and wet it in
cold water quite often. This will prevent in-
flammation and soreness.

Too Great a Risk.
Simpson—Why didn’t you take a chance at
that cake at the church fair? Were you
afraid?
Sampson—Yes; it was one my wife baked .

Expressive Brevity.
Mrs. Hennepek—*‘Does your husbapd mind
well, Mrs. Dudelettef”

Mrs. 1. (earnestly)—‘‘He haent any.’ '

BRING
THE CHILDREN

TO THE

ELITE PHOTO STUDIO

BEST SATISFACTION.

II7 SPARKS ST., - OTTAWA.

S. J. JARVIS.

Telephone 361.

THE BEST

DOLLAR SHIRT

IN CANADA

MAGDONALD BROS,,

Sparks St., Ottawa,

FRANK BLOMEFIELD,

DEALER IN

PIPES, TOBACCOS AND CICARS

Of the Finest Brands.
Finest Hair Dressing and
Shaving Parlor in
the City.

155 BANK STREET, OTTAWA.
A Call Solicited.

We are at present showing

a large range of Black and
Blue Serges, which are very
fashionable this season for
suitings. We have them in
all qualities, English, Irish
and Scoteh.

KENNY BROS,,

TAILORS,

84 Sparks Street, Ottawa.

Pritchard & Andrews,

GENERAL ENGRAVERS,
-~ 175 SPARKS ST.
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A MARVEL OF CHEAPNESS !

“TEXE MIDGET”
BEL¥F-INKING STAMP,
WITH RUBBER DIE. INK AND BOX COMPLETE FOR

75 CENTS

Orders taken for

Painting, Whitewashing,
Kalsomining, etc.

Estimates furnished if required.

Alfred Reynolds,
378 Nepean Street, Ottawa.

SCHOOL CHILDREN.
Shoulder B—race Corset

PREVENTS STOOPING AND
EXPANDS THE CHEST.

. ACKROYD,
142 Sparks Street, - - OTTAWA.

READY MIXED PAINTS

FOR ALL PURPOSES

In competition with any Fore-
ign or Home Manufacture.

QUALITY.

Equal to any,
Superior to most,
Excelled by none.

W ETO W EH.

PAINT MANUFACTURER.

Howe's Block Rideau Street
AND
393 Cumberland Street, Ottawa.

LOPK HERE

PHOTOGRAPHS,

Holiday Prices,
Any Style and Finish.

CABINETS CABINETS

$2-- PER DOZEN, $2

BABIES INCLUDED
AT THE ——

OLD RELIABLE
Jarvis' Studio, 141 Sparks St.

141 Sparks St., Ottawa.:
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