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"l am very pleased to see you, Lady
Dclamere,” said the tuchess. *Your
hustand and I are old friends, and I
should have been brokan-hearted if
¥ou had passed througn without com-
lug to see me! Wil you sit down?
Lcrd Delamere shall bring you some
t-a,” and she made room beside her-
s2lt on the broad ottoman. Signa sat
down, and Hector went for the tea.
Tliere were no servants in the room,
thcugh the vestibule was crowded
with the ducal liveries, 'vith the ex-
ception of her graca’s owvn :naid, who
sat at a large table and poured out
the tea, which the visitors retched for
themselves. He knew the custoras of
tho house, and went t» the table for
the ea, and the duchess, lookiag after
him for a moment with a strange ex-
pression which was cather sad and
wistful, turned to Sigoa.

“And so you are the heroine of the
romantic tale which has so Geeply in-
terested us all, my dear?” she salid,
with a smile,

A very poor sort of heroine,” said
Signa.

“A very lovely one, certainly,” said
her grace, with a charming smile that
rol.bed the retort of all rudeness. “And
I3 it true that he ran away with you
to Scotland with that magnificent pair
of horses you drive about?” .

“Not at all true’” said Signa, with
A blush and a laugh. “We dld not
run away, and it would have been of
1o use going to Scotland, because they
Gor't marry people there in the fash-
ion they used to do. We were mar-
ried in a little country church in Dev-
onshire.”

“Really!” Then ghe paused.
ha]'py you must ba!"

Signa did not know quite what to
sa} to this, so rematned cilent.

“And he thought ~hat he could keep
you shut up in Parls .ike--like—a
lLittle nun!” said her grace. “That was
& wild idea! Why, we were all dying
to know you, and shouli have stormed
that pretty Httle house of yours if you
had not surrendered. Laura Derwent
1s a very dear frienl ¢f ialns, and
fies written to tell me all about you.
And you are so happv, are you rot?”
in a lower voice.

“Yes, very,” sail Sizua, rrankly.

“And you will hate wme for in-
terrupting your dream, and dragging
you out into the cold world, will you
ot ?*

“I shall not, indesd,” said Signa.
“I think it was very kind of you to
call.”

“{’mean that we shail be vary great
frirnds while you are here,” sald her
grace. “We must do what we can

to amuse you; and as to Lord Dela-
mere—he must not be selfish  and
wish t0 monopolize >ou. Why the
hereymoon is over!  According  to
Parisian custom, he cught to quite
Iave tired of you hy this time!” But
she smiled curfous'r and shock her
head.

Then she beckonad ¢35 a gentleman
with her far, and wien e came up

“How

with a sort of hushed eagerpess as if !

all his object and aim in life were to
obey the wishes of !ier grace, she
safd:
“Marquis, will you ses if the duke is
in the room and briug him to me?”
The marquis departed on his errand,
anda her grace Introdaced Signa te a
dozem or sogof great people, and the
Ittle chain of courtier; «r2w closer.

I was a trying momani for any young
2il. more trying still for a  newly-
made bride, but =igna bore ler
position with her usual composure
aud  sweet self-unenisciousness, end
the tfavorable improession she
crewted  was evident in th? mauner

iraned back and
satisfaction.

roturned, ac
n with a wig

of Ler grace, who
emiled with hauzhty

I'resently the marquis
comnanied by an old
and a dyed mcustach»s, and powder
thirk on his face. yar not thick en-
aigh to hide a network of wrinkles.
Ha came up with a jauaty step,
smazingly juvenii», and looked at the
lurhess with a fino !

It war the great
had heen fetched a
of statesmen who

> himself. He
from a groun
> talking poli-

tics of the utmur iznportance, and
thers was a burn i upatiencs In his
sov'. though not 1 *~ace of it was
visible in his smilizg faca, as he
atood waiting o his wiMfe's com
mands.

“Victor, come axzd Tnow Lady Dela-
mere, Lord Delamo»ro’s wife," she
wid.  “My dear,” :n Sigua, “this is
myv hLusband.”

The duke smii~? il

o
mora hroadly

and bowed low,
then, aa his varar s took in sud-
danly Sizna's love -s. the  emile
vanished, and a r»al hok cama upon
his face. Withy:: a2 word he ap-
vroached the ottomarn, those near it

g room for and began to

% to her.

And then, in acs iastant, It was
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known that Signa's fame was estab-
lished; that the duke had set his
seal upon {it, and she was to be a
great personage.

Lord Delamere, as he sauntered
round the vast salon, talking to one
and the other, could see the crowd
round the Duke and Signa grow
larger, and that she had become the
centre of attraction; and he smiled
to himself sarcastically; the quiet
days when they used to be all in all
to each other were over.

The duke himself accompanied Sig-
na to the victoria—an honor only ac-
corded to his greatest favorites—and
when she had left the salon the room
re-echoed her praises. The duke’s
verdict was very short, but emphatic:

“After all,” he said, with the un-
real smile upon his face once more,
“there is no beauty like that of a
voung, pure English girl.”

“Well,” sald Hector, leaning back
and looking at Sizna’s flushed face
with a smile—"‘well, are you satis-
fied?”

“The only sentiment on my mind
at present, sir, is—confusion!” she
answered. “What a crowd of people!
It  was like the crush-room at the
opera. And she receives them twice
2 week! What do they find to talk
about?”

“Each other,” he sald, laughing.
“Poor kind of amusement, isn't {t:
but we are in for it now, you will
see!”

He was quite right: on the morrow
came 2 shoal of invitations with the
pack of visiting cards, and Signa re-
luctantly accepted one from the

duchess. It was a magnificent party,
a brilliant  gathering of rich and
beautiful women and distinguished

men; but it was felt, and admitted
afterward, that of them all there was
no one more lovely than the young
English girl; and that Lord Dela-
mere, without a single order on his
black coat, save the band of blue rib-
bon, lonked the greatest patrician
amongst the gentlemen. The social
treadmill, as Hector called it, had be-
gun, and from that day Signa took
her place in the great social world
and shone there like a bright star. It
was then that she understood the
meaning of the vast wealth at her
disposal. At the bottom of Lord
Delamere's passionate love for his
bride was as almost a passionate a
pride in her, and as he was forced
tQ share her presence with the world,
he took a grim kind of satisfaction in
seeing her at the head of it.

It was Xnown amongst the most
eminent of the tradespeople that if
they “ad anything out of tha common
in the way of precious stones cr ar-
ticles of feminine adornment, they
could at once find a purchaser in
Lord Delamere, and accordingly Sig-
na found herself possessed of suits of
diamonds that had been coveted by
every woman in her set. Worth sur-
passed Limself in designing costumes
which should et some share of the
notice which was lavished upon Lady
Delamere. The head of a noble fam-
ily offerad his palatial mansion to
Lord Delamere as better adapted to
- Lady Delamere’s position than the
little house in the Champs, but Signa
declined steadfastly.

“Wa have be*n so happy here!” sha
pleaded. “Don’t let us leave it while
wa are here.” And Hector had kissed
her and nodde assent with a thrill
of gratification

Te went with her everywhere, and
stood watching her triumphs, quietly
proud of then. Sometimes, as he
Irant againat the wall of some cor-
ner, men and women would come  to
speak to him and speak of her
beauty, and 2 nam=leszs charm
which did more for her even than her
fovaliness, which wad now the talk of
Paris; and he would listen with his
grave smile and say. some few
words, and uene knew the prlde
that welled up in his heart.

It was, though she Xnew it not, a
dangerous vre-eminene>. There were
men contineally about her who would
have given their lives for one word
cr smile ot mere than ordinary kind-
ness from ner; there were men who

had iost thoir hearts as utterly as Sir
I Frederic had done, Had - shay been
anvthing but absolute!y vure and in
| nocent of e oy appearance of evil,

there n
her; but ler
obvious that
cd, like a zlerions charm, it protected
her,

As (o
’lur as
I\\ij\‘ a ce

> been peril  for
ve for Hector was so

was almost as popu-
Bl self, and yet there
an reserve about him that

Kept most mon at arm's length, 1t
wWas not pride or lmntcur, but a name-
less something they could not un-
derstand, I very truth, his life was

S0 wrapned up in hig darling that his
love was all-sutfficieat for him. The
world was but aa unreal, phantasmal
atmosphere, through whiech she, the
oniy real thing, as it were, moved.
He used the zav world of Paris as a
plaything for Ler, and was waiting
until she tired of it to find some oth-
°r amusem:ni to take its place. The
women eavisd bher ler position, - her
wealth, her diamonds, but there were

', and any, who in their hearts
envied her har  husband beyend all
else,

“Ha

S€s no one else when she is in
the room,” said the duchess one night,
as she looked beyond her chain of
courtiers to where Lord Delamere
stood, alone and silent, his dark eyes
fixed on Sigha, who was dancing.
“When she gpoaks he listens to catch
every word, though he may be talk-
|Ing to some ome else with the most
japparent interest. ‘There never was
such devotion—naver'"

. “Perhaps it is a mere suggestion!”
sald a statesman, with a wave of his
hand; “verhaps Lord Delamere is—
i Jealous?”

Hike a halo it surround- |

The duchess laughed.

“You have not been amongst us
long,” she sald, quietly, “or you weould
never even make the suggestion. She
thinks him a god and worships him—
that is all.”

The statesman bowed courteously.

“Yes? Indeed? It ie strange. De-
lamere was always fortunate. I re-
member—"

The duchess shrugged her ghoulders
ever so faintly.

“Do not,” she said. “Every one
has forgotten Lord Delamere's youth-
ful sins.”

“And she—?” asked the statesman,
with a fine smile.

“Never knew of them,” retorted the
duchess.

But she was wrong in point of fact;
People had not forgotten, and often, as
he stood silent and preoccupied, some
one answering a question would ex-
Plain who he was, and whisper some
of the stories of which Signa knew

nothing.
CHAPTER XXVII.

The world left them but a few
hours to be alone with each other
now, and Hector snatched every mo-
ment of such time as something prec-
fous. He would hurry over his dress-
ing in the evening, that he might go
and sit in her room and watch the
elaborate toflet, which afforded her
maid a great deal more satisfaction
and pleasure than it did Signa. On
the night that he told her, with gen-
tle irony, that she had been a success,
Signa was dressizcg for a state ball.
She had dismissed her mald, and was
sianding before the glass putting on
the diamonds, which the man who
sold them had declared to be equal to,
it not purer than those of the wife of
the great American millionaire. Hec-
tor was sitting in a low easy-chair,
leaning back to watch her with Juxur-
ious content.

“Like Byron you awoke one morn-
ing to find yourself famous. I won-
der how it feels to be the great planet
in the hemisphere of social stars. Does
your head get turned now and again,
Signa? Tell me! I like to make a
study of these things. What senti-
metn do you feel most acutely when
you are queening it in those crowded
ed rooms? To-night now, for in-
stance, when they come round you
like the moths round the candle, any
one of them ready to' think himself
fortunate if he can hold your fan, and
really happy if he can get a dance;
when the duke, for whom all make
way, tells you in that whisper of his
which can be heard by every one,
that vour dress is simply perfection—
how shall you feel?” And he laughs
softly.

She turns, and yets her glove fall
upon the dressing-table, her violet
eyes fixed upon him questioningly as
a smile curves her lips.

“Come,” he says, with an air of
gentle banter, “don’t let your modesty
overcome your truthfulness. Tell me
exactly how it takes you. I have
often wondered, as I have stood at
some remote distance and watched

BABY’S OWN TABLETS
OF GREAT VAL

Mrs. J. A. Lagace, Ste. Perpetue,
Que., writes:—"Baby’'s Own Tablets
have been of great value to me and
1 would strongly recommend :hem
to other mothers.” Thousands of
other mothers say the same :hing.
They have become convinced througn
ectual use of the Tablets that nothin

can equal them in regulating the
bowels and stomach. driving out
constipation and indigestion; break-

ing up colds and simple fevers; ex-
pelling worms and curing colic. The
Tablets are sold by medicine dealers
or by mail at 25 cents a box from The
Dr. Williams' Medicine Co., Brock-
ville, Ont.

you. It is so different to the old life
at Northwell—and yet how. calmly
you take it; if you had always had a
duke in your retinue, you could not
accept the fact with greater compos-
ure. What are you thinking of, Sig-
na?’

For a moment longer she is silent,
then her eyes are suffused, and she
glides towards him and kneels at his
side.

“Shall T tell you—honestly and
truly,?” she wmurmurs.

“Certes!” be says, taking the one
ungloved hand and kissing it.

“I am thinking of—you,” she says,
and her volce thrills with suppressed
passion.

He looks into her eyes and the col-
or comes into his face for a moment:
but he says, with that quiet, which
comes of intemse self-suppression:

“Of me, my queen?”

“40f you!” ghe repeats, and she takes
his hand and puts it round her white
neck, where it lies against the dia-
monds. “Hector, I wonder whether—
ah! how sball 1 go on?”

“Go on; tell me everything, dear,”
he mays, gently.

“It 18 s0 hard,” she. murmurs. “But
I have often wondered if you thought
me frivolous and—and heartless, all
this giddy, whirling time!”

“Heartless. No,” he says, quietly,
his eyes fixed on hers.
“Yes, heartless!™ sne says. “Day

after day, night after night, it has
been one rush and hurry; we have
lived in a crowd and confusion, that
Seems to me, when I think of it quiet-
ly, like a mad dream. It is often like
a dream to me when they are all
round me, buzzing like bees, with the
music fllling the air, and the lights
dazzling and bewildering, and—and
then I wake and see you standing si-
lent and alone, and 1 wish—ah, Hec-
tor! if you could see my heart—I wish
that you and 1 were wrecked on St.
Clare, and were quite alone, where the
glittering. buzzing crowd could not
reach us!” And with a little sound
that is scarcely a sob, she draws near
to him, and lays her head upon his
shoulder.

moment, as he
Fart, and his brows
bled doubt,

he murmurs. “And
you sar ng of this! I thought
that you were happy—that, woman-

like, you enjoyed it! It is only na-
tural that you should have enjoyed it!
Such as you were meant to play the
queen! And all this time you—"
“Have been longing for the old t:me
when we were all in all to each other,
endsthere was no duke to murraur flat-

tery into a heedless ear!” she whis-
pers,

“‘Great Heavens!” he says. “Why—
why did you not tell me? A word or

a look could have ended it!"
She smiles strangely.
“And that I would not have said or

looked,” she says. *You have said 1
have—been a success. You said it—
not 1.

“All Paris says it, darling!”

“Well, be is so. Do you know why
I have borne it, and gone on? No? Be.
cause you have told me to speak, dear
—because I wanted you to feel that I
Was not a.l unworthy the great name
You have bestowed on me!"

“Signa! My child!” phe murmurs,
for the tears are streaming from her
upturned eyes.

“Yes—yes,” she says, swiftly, with
a long breath, “You—you mairied me,
a mere nobody—without title or posi-
tion; you, an earl, with a high place
In the great world. and I—I—when the |
chance came' to show myself worthy |
to stand beside yon and bear your
name, seized it. I care nothing for all
this;I—Hector—I hate it! but I have
done it and gone through it that the
world might admit that you had not
married beneath you.”

Pale and steadfast she looks at him,
aad pale and steadfast he looks down
at her. Then he draws her face to-
ward him and kisses her.

“Then it was all for my sake,
darling ” he says.

“Yes,” she says. “If there was at
any time any pride in my heart, it was
that the world should deem me worthy
to be your wife and bear yvour name,
Hector; nothing more. Often, when
1 have looked at yvou standing alone,
my heart has ached for the old time;
but 1 Lave whispered to mysclf: ‘Be
patient! ' The time will come when he
wil say, “You have done enough!
and we shall go away and be alone
once more, he and I together, and
leave the crowd to itself!’”

He is silent for a moment; then he
bends over her, taking her into his
arms, utterly regardless of the magni-
ficent costume which Worth expects to
see chronicled in the morning papers.

“Great Heaven!" he murmurs, more
to himself than to her, “who shall
know a woman's lieart And it is for
me that you have done all this? My
poor darling! Well, there shall be an
end of it!”

“Yes, Hector?” eagerly.

“Yes, to-night shall be the Jlast
night,” he says, firmly. “Why, Signa,
I thought—blind fool that I was'—
that you were enjoying your triumphs

my
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most intensely!"

“Ah, Hector! When they left me so
Hitle sime for yon!” she murmurs,

He bows his head penitently.

“1 have been wrong. Forgive nie,
Signa! We will leave Paris at once.
I have neticed that you have looked
palé and tired—"

She smiles.

“1 have often been tired, Hector; but
for this quiet halt-hour 1 don’t think I
could have borme it!”

“Good heaven! Signa, we will go to-
night.” .

She shakes her head. Ui )

“Not to-nigh:, dear.”

“*“Why not "’ he demands, gently.
She laughs, softly. :
“Don’t you understand? This s &

graat occasion, this state ball, and I

have told so many that I intended t®

be there. Why, 1 think I have promise ¢
ed nearly all the dances.”

“Well ?”’—gently, .

“Well!"—with a smile—“what would *
the world say if we did not put in an
appearance””’

"I neither know nor care!” he says,
careiess!y,

(To be continued.)
——— .
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In Southampton, Ont.!
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DODD'S KIDNEY PILLS
CURE RHEUMATISM,

THAT

Haroid D. Bertram Had Inflammatory
Hheumatism and One Box of Dodd’s :
Kidney Pills Cieared It OQut of His
System. i
Southampton, Ont.,, May 24.—(Spe-

cial.,)—That riieumatism is caused by

aisordered kidneys and that Dodd's

Kidney Pills will cure it is again

proved by the case of Harold D. Bert-

ram, a young man well and favorably
known here. He had inflammatory
rheumatism for two months, Dodd’s

Kidney Pills cured him.

“The doctor said my trouble started
with the grippe,” Mr. Bertram states.
My hands and feet were badly swol-
len, and the doctor did not seem to be
doing me any good. My grandmother,
Mrs. G. Grasser, advised me to take
Dodd’'s Kidney Pills. 1 took one box
of them, and 1 haven’t been bothered
since. 1 am clear of the rheumatism.”

That Mr. Bertram’s trouble came
from his kidneys is shown by his other
symptoms. He had stiffness in the
joints, was tired and mnervous, and '
there were flagshes of light before his !
eyes, He had a dragging sensution
across the loins, was always thirsty, *
and felt heavy and sleepy after meals, '

Rheumatism 1is caused by uric acid *
in the blood. Cured kidneys strain the
uric acid out of the blood. Dodd’s
Kidney Pills cure the gldneys,
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THE CATACOMBS.

B Ay S

Between Six and Eight Million
Bodies Laid There.

Nature has been kind to the Pala-
tine, that hill where dwelt the shep-
herd kings and where later rose the
tremendous palaces of emperor after
emperor, clothing its scanty ruins
with lavish vendure. The silence of ob-'
livion broods over the fragments of
the halls where Domitian played with'

bis fleas and Caligula bathed in shim-
mering seas of minted coins. The'
mest compelling thing upon the whole*
Lesky hill, says Geogravhic Magazine, !
is the iittle stone altar chisled: Sel,
Deo, Sei Deivae—to the Unknown God.

This was really the shrine of the'
urotecting deity of the city, the patron '
god of Rome, and only tke priests
knew the dread spirit's name. It was
vever written, but handed down ver-
baily from generation to generation,
Lecause. If the common people knew
whom they worshipped, any traltor
could reveal the sacred name to an
enemy, who might bribe the deity to
forget Rom>.

What a contrast!Tthe home c§ the
Unknown God on the pleasant hill-
side, in the suneweetened air. and
far underground, pent in the danB
chill of the Catacombs. the altars—
often the sarcoohagl of martyrs—of
the stout-hearted who worshipped the
Known God.

Originally cemeteries, perfectly well

| known to the pagan authorities, these

remarkable vaults and galleries and
chapels, 20 to 50 feet below the sur-
face, became hiding places for the
faithful in thne of persecution. %ior
than forty of these cities of the dea
which extend around Rome in a gre
subterranean circle. have been e
plored, and It has been estimated
an Italian ianvestigator that betavetn
six and eight :mlillion bodies were 1in-
terred in them.
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The Miracle, 1
Le: me Ue thankful for the {laming
‘ day,

noon that burns to splendor
when I hear :

The feet of Beauty passing on her
way,

T.a voice of Beauty as she trembles
near, )

yoet silvery wraith, my hope and my
despalr! e

AMan's path is but a piigrimage of

need

ooy
a.le

| Ssnking the ultimate star, the hidden

lair,
And if he falters in his ruthless greed
Lot him remember life, the miracle—
The rose of evening faint against

the sky,
The slow moon's glory risen in the
dell, iz k
First love or children's laughter

floating by—

The gweep of sudden wind among the
drees® % ®

Let me be thankful, Lord, for all of
these!

—Blanch Shoemaker Wagstaff in the
New York Sun.

o —————

Versatile.

“Do yon know.” she simpered ‘yog
are the first real actor I ever et. It
must be extremely interesting to act the
parts created by the master dramatists
like Shakespeare and'—

“Now you're talkin’, kid,” he broke im.
“I just eat thgt Shakespeare stuff alive.
Why, I hyn& in Shakespeare’'s “Fast
Lynne"” for two whole seasons, ané pare
of the time I played a horn in the ore
chestra.”




