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Down and Wicklow,

e

I leve the fresh, bright antumn days
Of mottled skiva and lucld woather,
¥or then from Wikklow's  fraughons

braos
I hail Silove Donard’s holghts of heas

thor.
Yar oft I .race'ln outling clear
Tho poaks-of Down In Mght oxtond-

¢l
Pwin spota ot oarth I held moct dadar
In ono othioroal realm aro blended,

Wwith Wicklow's land of stream and hill
My childhood’s hopos and joys ene
wound mo;
t woko tho Juves that mould mo atill;
With nets of gold Its beauty bound

mo .
here tjnshcd fte rilis by rock and
ro
Where rolled ta benches® ocenn thun=
er,
I bowed ‘botora the mystor,

Y
Of naturc's 1fo In ‘awo and wonder,
-G, I'. Savags Armstrong.

The Lady Story.

It was ‘heough fiying of my kite
in Whitehall Gardens that the ad-
venture befell me.

T wase then but twelve years old,
yol alveady a page to Her Mnjesty
Quoen Catharine, We wern kept fosy
straight In our ways In this vourt
of n king who loved to laugh than
had been the pages of his lato saint-
od majesty, and wo wero o wild lot
of lads, more m'schievous than mon-
kegs, and yot I think honest at
heart. Anyhow, wo¢ were falthful
1o Jily Majesty and to tho Quoen,
albelt hor Dlinking brown oyes miss.
od many o prank, and we went more
1n fear of her Portuguese ladles than
wo did of hor.

Il Majesty had forgiven nearly
all things for sako of a Jest, and,
indeed, I doubt the court was &
good school for lads, yot 1 had not
been brought up by Dame Magdalon
Cardew, my wmother’s wister, for
naught, and now I seo nothing to
blurh  for looklug buck on  thuso
caralues days of boyhood.

So, asI havo said, I, Ralph Ne-
ville, with Diok Tremalne, anvther
pagy, played with our kitee, when
mine.-~the body of which [ had
puilt with pride and the tail thore-
of fashloned out of ‘saorilegiously
plucked leaves from tho “Recital of
the Warz of Troy“—sonred away out
of my sight llke o great bLutterfly
in the Juno sunshine.

I wag out of tho postern after it

“peforo tho setitinel could clinllenge

me. A lnd of my own country ho
was and tictlo llke to work me &
mischilef, ond hardly knowing whut
I dld I followed tlie track of my

kite.

Now it salled, as though a slrong.
or will than tho wind's directed 1t
and went at its cage as o butterfly
floats over rose gardens.

It wa3 liko one that would fol-
fow tho vnd of tho ralnbow, for
oven a3 I went the kito retreated,
and got it was nover out of sight

I wont by narrow alleys and green
tields, Having my eyes upon tho
Kito lest I should mmiss him, I no-
ticed not whither I went nor did it
ocecut to mo that the hour approach-
ed In which I should attend her Mn-
Jesty and that mig™t bo hard
put to it to recover my way.

At last the wings of the kite ftap-
ped windless. An instant it hovored
1n tho alr, then dropped Hiko o plum-
met. I paused and looked about me.
I was botween two high walls  of
vrick in o narow laneway, and tho
blank wall at which 1 was gazing
was eyeless, not one Pbreak In all its
dull surface. ¢

Now, tiio chase after thio kito had
given the thing o new value. I
stood panting and measured the
wall, Thera was no foothold
that I could sce yot tho
yrick was old and must needs bo
crumbling in part. And somo lttle
distanco from moe I  ecspied tho
boughs of n mulberry hanging up-
on the wall and went {owards It.
Here wus greater luck than I had
thought, tor lvy grow beneath and
find  reached down knotted hands
half way of the wall.

I came bencath It ana measured

the distance. It was beyond my
veach.
Just then thero camo down  tho

lane a countryman drivinga flock
of sheep to market.

“Good follow,” sald I, “you.are of
uncommon stature. Will you fot mo
mount your shrulders that 1 may
reach’ as far as tho vy that looks
over the wall? My kite has flown
abo 1o it

“Your kite?" sald he, with o grin.
«pnd am I to help you to piracy
and houss breaking for the sako of
a kito that I could make of n:\ ev-
ening?”

“N%?t such o kite as mine,” sald L.

Then a thonght struck me, and 1
put my hand within my doublet.

" “Hore 18 & pieco of sliver,” sald I,
4 to prove to you that I am hon-

"

ost,

He held out a greedy hand.

uYou aro mistaken, Master Flya-
xite,” sald he, “if you think a pocket-
ful of siiver makes an honest man.
Yot have I made kites and flown
them, too, and for love of tlic 30 Anys,
not for 'your slll\l'(‘s.r, shall I holst

von upon the wall.

?He md me on his shouldoer while
he pocketed tho coln, and I eatching
at the lvy stoms slambered. by them
into tho bough of tho aulberry.
They woroe thick and hid me like o
robin in his house, and L rested an
fnstant and watched my country-
man out of slght with his bleating
sheep and barking dog and  then
parted tho boughs to look for my

ite.

*Now. the scens below me was SO
tar from what I cxpeoted that I
at tho momont forgot the objeot of
my scarch. The placo was & gar-,
deni-of great heauty, such' as often,
Jay about tho houses of nobles near
to tho clty, yot 1 think none could
‘bo moro beautiful than this,

Tho sward was omerald green and
smooth as volvet. All about It lay
Sittlo  beds out qualntly in _such
shapes a8 hearts-and trefolls and
fiilcd  with roso bushes, which
now, sinco it was June, bloom-
od most sweotly, porfaming tho alr.
fThera wero arches and trolises of
rosos and cvinding walks between-
yiedgorows of thera led up to n houso
which oven at that distanco and in
the low sun X could sce to Yo state-
1y. A fountain in the sward caught
tiio go'd vf the west, and altogeth-
or tho scene wos:as peaceful 'and

= err——

hle‘numul af over my oyo rested upe
o,

Yet Xwan too much of a child to
bo hoeld for Jong by roso garidens,
howover musky and fatr,

I forgot all elso, lndeed, when I
wak recalled to my kite, swihieh 1
erpled at nc sreat distance urinjur-
ed, oxcopt that hig tall trafled
through many bushes, I was about
to descond the mulberry trae to ree
cover him, when a Indy eamo to-
wards mo down tho garden path.

I waited an instant, and as luck
would havo It sho passed boneath my
tree. ‘Then as sho lifted her faco
to tho light I saw what annpnner of
woman sho was.

8ho waa as 0ld a8 my nunt, Dame
Magdalon, whom I  then, holng o
olilld, estecomed to be quita old,
though her ago could have been no
more than forty-five. Sho, tho
strango lady, was dressed in by-gono
fasiion, nnd her hair was In Nttlo
ourla on her brow, as was the usago
in tho rolgn of his late Majesty, Sil-
vor white thoy wero and framed n
faco withered with long grief.  As
sho ralsed her largo dark eyes an
Impulso camo to me. I have over
acted on impulse, not always to my
fujury. Thoe fact that her cyes wore
kind, although mournful, and her
mouth Rweet had something to  say
to it perhaps.

“fiist,” I called goftly to her out
of my tree. Sho gave o litlle ory,
but never moved as though to  go,
which I had feared.

“\Who are you?” sho nsked in n
whisper, yot stood with her eyes up-
Hfted, but not her head, so that one
looking from a distanco might be-
lleve shio stood in contemplation or
prayer.

#I nm Ralph Neville, o page of the
court,” I mado answer.

w0t tho court,” sho repeated, with
a catehing of her breath. “And how
aro yon como into this living death?
Yias  any one, hus any onc-—sent
you?”

“Nay, madam,” I said, “I came but
fn pursuit of my Iite, and crave
your pardon for having mounted
your wall?”

“AlY sho sald, with o slgh, "I
thought some one who knew me 1n
my old lifo might have sent you.
A8 for olimbing my wall,’ o dell.
ente, falnt smile broke over her face,
giving sudden life to the gray, black-
lushed eyes  and the mouth  that
once wog arch, *us for climbing my
wall, you are very welcome. 1 had
not fooked to sce nught climb it but
the winds and tho birds and the day.
These my lord cannot keep from vis-
iting me.”

“Pray, madam,” said X, ‘may I
toteh my kite and be going? For the
Queon's gervice calls me at 6 of the
clock, and I fear it may be past
that hour. BDesldeg, I do not know
the way to retur~"

She tock a little jeweled horologe
from her bosom.

“Alas, 'tls stopped,” said she. “It
knows that timo is nothlng in this
mournful place. ‘And as for vour
kite, young slr, 1 dare not hiand it
$o you for fear of observatlon. But
it you will return by the walt as you
camo 1 will sond it fiylng after

you.”

“«Can I help you madam?” I aske
g(ll, tor I could seo she wasin trou-

[}

“«Nono can help those who rivet
thelr own fetters,” she sald, mmourn-
fully. *“Yot, stay. You are of the
court. Have vou over hieard ot such
a one as tho Vicomte do Crolssy?”

“Why," sald I, “it 18 the French
gentleman, who befrlended the Queon
mother in her need, and who was
orossed in love and {8 & great fight-

her
him,

“The same,” she sald, and
oves sparkled, *“You know
then?" v

“Ho 1s at the court.”

“How 18 ho?” she asked, eagerly.

“Ho carrles hig years weli, for all
that ho has had much sorrow. He
te grave and silent and walks with
bent head, yet 18 no kill-foy and is
gallant to look on. It is every one's
marvel that he should go sad for the
gako of o lady of long fgo, when
there are so many ladies evon yet
willlng to make him forget.”

1 repeated the gossip of tho court
glibly, but sho listoned as though
her lito depended on it.

wpell him, then,” she sald, “tell M.
do Croiesy that you have spoken
with Anne Bellnmy and that stio has
not forgotten.”

“I will.,romember, madam,” I sald,
in o great hurry to be gone, for the
wosterning sun told me tho time had
gono further than I thouglt.

I dropped into the lane with an-
more mishap than a brulso to tho
knee, und was no sooner on my feot
than I saw my kito take the air
again joyously.

A fine dance ho led me, up hili and
down hollaw, in and out woods and
Janes, I knew nhot whefe; but I
would not relinquish him, and al-
ready I feared my pageship was a
thing of the past.

It was indeed 7 of tho clock whon
I slid under Master Gregory Dab-
chick’s arm into the courtyard, and
it was with great perturbatlon of
heart I presented myself before
Donnn, Mercedes, {Jer Majesty's mls-
tress of the robes.

What she might have done beyond
rating mo soundly I do not know,
but in the mids. of her anger thore
camo passing through the chamber
both thelr Majestles in much amity,
for the King had his arm about the
Queen liko any Jack and Jill
_Seelng tho Queen, wlio was always
gweet, 1 ran to her and eraved par-
‘don for my uuwmannerllness, pouring
out o talo of my kito and tho wall-
ed garden and the lady that must
Jinve secemed o strange medley In-
deed. I fear Her Majesty did not
understand tho halt of it, but kept
ooking to-tho King in perplexity, as
though hio would read her the riddle.

But the King lsiened as I pro-
ceeded.

“Why, hore’s an adventure, Kate,”
ho sald at last: “give  the rascal
your hand to kigd and let us hear
niore of it.” f

Then, belng forgliven,, I was ablo
to tell them my talo at length, €O
that the Queen could understand.
Sho Mstened with her kiud heart In
her oyes, and though T thought His.
Majesty's interest waned when ho
heard tho lady was no longer young,
yet It reemed the Queen's In-
orcascd.

“Howover, when I camae to tho la-
dy's ‘mnsange  to the Vicowte de
Crolsey the King was all attention

agaln.
‘9"1( yon hav.: not:been to Bédlam,

' virtuous,

Moster Pago,” Jio said, *I think 1
should Xuow the ladg,

Then hn turned to tho Guoeon.

witg Do Crolssy's old flnue,” he
gatd, “wwhom ho has mourned ng dend
this many a yoear. Bollamy, her
fusband, tho samo who fought
agaimst our royal falher In  tho
lato rebolllon, nolsed 1t abroad that
sho dled of tho plaguo, It was o

“Jealous rasonl without cause, Idaro:

Kwear, for tho vicomto Is coll aa tho!
moon and as faithful us the moon to
tho oarth, and tha lady was ovor
You aro guro it was not
Bediam you entered, boy?"

4Nay, sire,” safd 1. “llas Dedlam
roses  nnd foantains, peacovks nnd
greon arbors?”

“Iow wna tho lady? Woll
oredi”

“Sho had beon so in her youilh,"
gald 1, “and though sho wus white
with sorrow, had very pleasant gray
oy 08, with arched black brows. And
wan stondor ns o damsel and tall,
and moved In her white lawn like n
ship sailing. Her halr wns whito
and sho looked as though Joy had
long furgotten her.”

wig tho Lady Bellamy,” sald tho
King. “And to think the rasenl
keeps her Immuredl What is to ho
done, swectheart? Shall wo gend Do
Crolssy to deliver her?”
“Alas, I know not,” sald tho
Queen. “Sinee she 18 marrled and he
s at peace, why bring hack, the
dead to lfe?” .
“When De Crolssy hears it ho will
kill hiw,” sald the King, “as he had
kiled him long ~ince but that her
grave stood between theon”
“it 15 wel),” sald the Queen, tim-
orously, “that ho Is gone Into Franvo
on thy misslon.”
=And 'tis 11l meddiing ‘twixt man
and wife,” sald the King. §
Now, I hnd learncd enough at
court to know that Lord Bellnny, &
sonr and sanctimoniouns knave, 08
wo held him, stocd well witq ~tho
common people, and Hls Me josty’s
stralts at that time wero not un-
known to us, so it scemed to me,
child though I was, that I could
read why tho King was not alert to
‘succor beauty In distress.

“Hark ye, Master Page,” snid ho
speaking to mo withl o sharp sud-
donness that nigh took my breath
away, “sco that you hold your
tonguo about this adventure.”

“But, sire,” I stammered, “the la-
ay's messago to tho vicomte? I am
pledged to deltver 1t

At the King's pleasure,” he re-
plied, tartly, “If indeed nll this be
not a parcel of les to excuse your
ti-doing.” .

Now, I went sully from the King's
presence, being disturbed by theso
changes of mood. Yot was thero o
respito beforo the time when 1 must
chooso between my obedionce to His
Majesty and my word to that un-
happy lady, since the vicomto was
in Franco on the King's busincss and
there wae no word of his return.

After that the weeks passed quiot-
ly. Wo pages wero huid in closer
keeping, and it was matiy Jays be-
tore I was again enabled to slip
beneath Master Gregory Dabehlck’s
musket arm and go the way nwy kito
had led me. I might have forgotten
the adventure, which, indeed, was
nothlng wuch to_the taste of &
boy, but that tho King hed bade me
torgot, which was tho surcst way
to mako me remember.

But this time 1 could not find
my way to the lane botween shigh
walls, 8o that T grioved I had left
my kite at home, sinco he might
have taken the same flight as be-
fore. [

I was indeed baffled and weary of
my search when I camo ufon o
great house staring at me out of an
opening between high walls. The op-
ening was filled in with tronwork,
very flne, perhaps brought out of
thho Netherlands, where they make
an art of such things.

But tho ratticgs were twisted and
the Wonwork red rusted, and,
looking within, the desolation of the
placo went to my heart.

Docks und thistles sprang up with
conrge grass where smooth lawn
once wad. The fountain rusted and
the dial had been flung over and lay
headlong Statues here und there In
tho dank growth hung thelr mourn-
ful heads or lifted them aw In an
appeal for succor The grasses and
tho weeds had reclalmed the terrace
and choked the flowers in thele beds.
Abovoe the desolation stood the great
mournful house ruined and forbld-
dirg, the glass in its barred and
shnttored windows broken, the steps
tallen in, the rabblte playing by the
-oak doors, so that I longed for
Plnch, the stout Alredale I’'had left
withh Dame Magdalone ere I set out
for court.

Tho sun falling below the horizon
deepened the gloom of the place. 1
ghivered and X knew not what came
over me, but to seo o frightful face
at ono of those b'ack window places
would have in no way surprised me.

As I tarned I saw a very anclent
man leading his kid home from past-

fav-

—

ure.
]“\\’hos‘o houss may this be?” I ask-

[

Ho looked at me cunningly out of
eyes ovor which tho wrinkles hung
in creases.

«Pg tho Lord Bellamy's house,” he
sald, wheezing, “and left to bats and
owlets sinco his dear lady was tak-
en from film tho year 'of the great
plague.”

wPho Lord Bellamy’s,” I repeated,
gtupified . “And is thero no inhable
tant of the house?”

wphere  1s none,”  sald he, “save
only ghosts. Rumor wili have it that
tho ponr lady watks. But, bless you,
they keep 'cm too close ln Bellamy
vault for that. ’Tl¢ moro ltke =n
whito owl they sce, or maybe Par-
gsonh Doubleday’s whitefaced ponyi
that'a rare onc for trespassin®’

I threw him a coin.and went on
my way mystified. I followed <the
wall which lay In front of the house,
and prerently, toking a sharp turn,
I camo out between two high brick
wallg, ns liko thoso others as two
poas.

Yot wers my landmarks not there
No mulberry treo overhung, no vy
wys there, but only tho blank
spaces of thn wall,

Still I made no doubt: it was the
same, and retarning I took note of
the way, so that T might be ablo to
comon hithor agaln. :

It. was tho autumn when the Vi-
camto do Crolssy Foturned from the
King's bushiess, and I had nearly

put tho matter out of my -mind,"

chhtice or fate :threw wug together.

.The Queen, with her maids of honor,

find gono to Hampton Court by wa-
tery, { bolog of hor Mtu‘nd.’mug, and
It ehrneed that In one of the wind-
ing walke of the great garden the
vicomte and Tcame faco to faco,
I Hitad my sword to salute him
with the respeot due to so vallant a

fighter, and noticln 0 hid
grow k’lnd. & mo bl faco
“Whnt 16 your name, Mastor

Pagoe?” ho asked.

':l;nlph Novllle,”” I answered.

“Of what profession beslde page-
ship?" ho nsked,
w0t tho profession of arms,” sald I.

Tls the only one hecomes o  gen-
tleman,”

“Rashly sald, young slr,” he re-
plled, smiling. “Yet it 18 o right
protession for goentlemen St but
r!ghtly choson and rightly followed.
Neovor draw your sword In o wrong
quarrel nor sheathe It In o right.
That 18 my advice to you."

“T wonld Iollow in your footsteps
it Umight, vicomte,,” said I, panting
with exeltoment nt belng spoken to
thas by so great a soldlor.

Ito palted my head as though 1
had been slx Instead of twelve, and
sald he, very kindly:

“It would bo bettor, Master Ralph,
thnt you shonid folow In tho foot-
steps of & happler nan.”

Then my obedienvo to the Kiug
was {orgotion, and, suddenly selzing
tho vicumte's sleove, . crled.

“M. 1o Vicomte, T haven messago
for you. Mistress Anne Bellauy bade

me tell you that she has not  for-
gotton.”

“A measage from the dead!* he
erled, with starlng eyeballs. “Are

you mad, hoy ? Or has somo ono
gent you to mock me? If so, I shall
surely kill him,*

“I spuko with the ludy on an after-
noon of Juno bygone.'

“Sho is dead of the plague, boy,
and grleeps in Witham churchyard.”

“I spuke with ber and she was no
ghost, I am surs of it. 3lic was n
lady of more than common helght,
gray eyed, dark browed, with lips
that had known how to smite,
though they had grown mournful.
‘And tell tho Vicomte de Crolssy,' she
sald, ‘that Anne Bellamy remem-
bers, " ’

“Where?" lie arked, with dry lips.

“In o walled garden In the flelds
towards Hlghgate®

“Al™ ho gald, and tho welght of
years seemed to have dropped from
hls head. “It {8 Bellamy Grange.
Aud g0 sho lives, Mo think that I
Bhou.1 not have known if, though nll
tho vorld had teld mo she was
dead!” .

Ho syioke to hlmself, not to me, bet
now I was terrified to think uyon
what [ had dono. Yet I would
not be ray that the King had known
of the matter and bade me keep it
seere..

“What will you do, M. lo Vicomte?”

reked.

Ho stared at me, and Tsaw he had
forgotten me. Then his face clear-

“Ah, my good Ind " he sald, “you
have restorcd mo my dead. Ask
what you will of Raymond de Crois-
gy and it will bo given you. Now,
tell me how you found her.”

“Pell me first,” I sald, “what you
wlll do.”

“Why," ho sald, “T wilh kill Bella-
my and tiien I will deliver her.”

“Ah, but," safd 1, “sho did not bld
you to dellver her. If she would be
delivered  would she not have sent
sou her message other than that
sho had not forgotten? I think my-
self sho would not escape it sho
could.”

The perplexity deepened In his face,
and agnin I saw that ho had for-
gotten my presence.

$Why,” siid he, speaking to hime-
self, “tho boy s right. Wil she not
remind me as sho did of old that she
{8 wifo and mother? Will she not
bid me g9, leaving her to her fate?”

“My Lord Deltamy 18 in the Low
Countries,” suid I at his clbow.

“Ah* sald he with o start, and
then  speaking deliberately:  “Must
X walt till she 18 dead before I re-
venge her?"

“\Will you revenge her,” said T,
“and go to ler with her lord’s blood
on your hands?”

Ho !aughed out suddeniy, and the
sound of his lnughter was strange.

“0 Soloni" Lo said, O lawglver! O
Solomont Is 'wisdom given through
tho mouthe of babes and sucklings?"

Then Ze listened, with his hand on
fils sword, whito I told hlm the ad-
ventares of the kite, which had led
mo to the lady of the rose garden.

When I had finished he turned his
faco to the north and his eyes were
cager.

“I must speak with her he sald,
“and sho will tell mo what to do.”

And then his broad breast heaved.

“*Pg an impasse, my lad,” he sald,
“Into whlch you have led me, Yet
she lives, she llves, and the alr of the
world that was dead lives with her.”

Now, that very evening the King
summoned mo to his closet. I went
in dread, not knowing but that some
otie had betrayed me ard rovealed
to His Majesty how I had broken
Ris command and carried to the Vi
comto de Crolssy the message of the
1ady of tho rose garden

But when I had come in and knelt
upon hleé footstool and kissed the
hand extended to me I saw that he
was not angry Indeed, his faco
glowed under his dark curls, and ho
smiled as though well pleased.

“ Mnster Rauiph Neville,” he sald,
“you well remember an afternoon of
June gono by whon you visited Bed-
lam and thero saw a  strange lady
calllng herself the Lauy Beltamy?”

“ Not Bedlam Hospital, sire,” sald
I, “hut Bellamy Grange, as I have
slnco discovered.”

“All, so you havo been negledting
Her Majesty'’s serviee onco mere,”
heo eald; but ho was smiling.

“Sire,” said I, “I would dlo in Her
Majesty’s service or yours, as did
all tho malea of my house in your
salnted father’s. But you would not
forbld my following ah adventure.”

“No, 'falth,” suld he, “it "the lady
Were L £COPE OF Iore years young-
or. But, after all, Master Ralph,
you aro right. It was not Bedlam;
belield tho lady. And now  news
the small-pox In the Low Couutrics,
*Tis timn sho was restored to  the
liherty 6he nover forfeited and the
children who liave grown: np bellova
Ing thelr mother dend. And now,
who shall find her in hor prison. and
tell her the nows? Whose hand ehall
sot her free?”

“M, de Crolasy’s," sald I.

It wag Bellamy Grange where you |

comes that her husband is dead of.
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Sheet Music,

The Welsbach Light

Welshach Mantles lead the world, and are superior to

Same As Are Used In The Street Lights Here.
CASOLINE LAMPS

Suitable for churches, public halls, stores, private dwell-
ings, ete., giving 100 candle power pex light, at a cost of
C Absolutely safe and non-explos-
ive, and approved by association of firc underwriters.
Write for prices and circulars. .

LONDON AUER LIGHT CO.

38 Torouto Street, Toronto.
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Canada’'s Greatest
Music House

Your wants supplicd daily from *he largest and most contplete stock of Music
and Musical Instrutnents comprising

Regina Music Boxes, Viofins, Gultars, Mandolins, Banjos, A
Autohatgs, Harmonicas, Band Instmx'xx ents, E‘:c,”' njos, Accordeons, Concertinas,

Strings and Fittings for all Instruments.

the most popular and up-to.date.
Books,

Music Teachers’ Supplies our Specialty.

2 Music
Instruction Books for All Instruments,

W-ite us for our Catalogue

ted fn,

foning goods {

192 Banuatyne St., WINNIPEG

WHALEY ROYCE & CO‘ Head Office’s TORORTO.

“Right!” sa1l he. “And you shall
lead him to her sde’

Ho then summoned M. de Croissy
to his presence.

“Bellamy Is dead, vicomte,” he said,
“and his lady awalts o deliverer.
Wil you be that onoe?”

“Dead!” repeated the vicomte, and
his color went from white to red.
#And who has Xitled him?”

“The act of God, man,” said the
King. “Ho is dead of smallpox In the
Low Countrles. And we know that
his lady lives, though he sent abroad
a false report of her death. 'Tis
timo she were reunited to her chil-
ron and the world.”

«I would I might have killed him,”
satd the vicomte.

“Pake a better revenge man,”
said tho King: “Console his lady.”

The vicomte stared at him as
though ho heard him not. Then he
kissed the royal hand and looked to-
wards the door.

“You would be gone,” sald the
King. “Well, then, go, and good for-
tuno attend you. But take some
company with you to enforce the
royal warrant. Bellamy has not
kept his lady in prison all these
years without & guard.”

“My sword shall make mo a way ™
said the vicomte. “'Tis my affalr,
sire."

“Well, then, this boy—shall not
Master Ralph Neville be in at the
Joy betle?”

Tho vlcomte's lined and weather-
beaten face was turned on me with
o new cxpresslon.

«“Let uee begone, lad,” le sald,
“ginco tha King, cur master, blds
us. We do not aeed & Ytroop of
horse to cut down a pack of scul-
Nlons, eh?”

“] am with you, vicomte,” eald I,
putting m, hand on my sword.

“Bring him back safe, De Croissy,”
gald the King. “*Tis a forward child,
but tho Queen loves him.”

Then we rode togecther through
the ticlds and winding lanes to-
.wards Highgate, and only on that
journey dld I realize how Tar my
kite had carried me. The vicomte
rode hard, but my Bess kept up with
him, and ‘twas lucky wo met no
highwaymen, for the vicomte had
cut down any one who stayed him.
It was full moon and light as day
by the time wo drew relnt In-front
of Bellamy Grange.

Now, tho fear had been at my
heart that Lady P llamy had been
removed from the huuee, but 1 re-
memberad how the vy and the mal-
berry tree, by the hielp of whieh I
had climbed tho wallg, had been cut
down, €0 that I could hardly doubt
hut some knavo had observed us that
ovening vhen we spoke.

But I would not daunt the ~l-
comte's heart with my misgivings.

Indeed, the place lookea little like
a8 It it could contaln a lady and
hldden behind It the garden of &
dream. Yet no fear seemed to touch
tho vicomte ag with the ardor of a
younger man he climbed the screen
.of lronwork, and ere I was beslde
him had reached tho great oak doors.

Then tollowing him I perceived
that they stood open. When I was
‘here before tho.place, thouagh ruln-
,od, had been o fortress, Now it was
.open to the wind and weather, and
‘I confess my heart falled me at the
sight.

Yet not so the vivomte.

He strode through the o-apty
housy with his spurs dlanking and
went without wisglvlng, as though

+he.knew the wagr. .
<o .
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“Sho will he in the blue cioset,”
hieard him say to himself. 1

Ho opened n door, and'as I fol.
lowed him Into & low winding corsl-
dor I could have cried cut with sur
prise, for the air felt warm and
sweet and there were thick carpots
underncath our feet. At the ead:of
thoe corridor o light glimmered.

I followed tho vicomte almost
breathless, so fast ho went. He op-
ented the door of the little room and
swent in, and X also. There by a
lamp, reading, sat the lady of the
rose garden.

The vicomte went to her with
something like a cry.

“You live, Anne,” he sald, “and I
have thought you dead all these
years." B

“You thought mo dead,” she sald.
“I was only 1n prison, where it was
my lord's wlll to seclude me.”

“You are free now," sald the
com'te. and his eyes burned.

“Yeg,” she sald, “yesterday the
Jallers who have kept me all these
years went away hurrfedly on re-
celpt of sudden news. My old nurse,
Ursalt, whom ho spared me, brought
me word they had gone and that we
weore (ree. But where should we go,
wo two women, ywvho are grown so
used to prison that we shoald not
kuow how to walk In freo alr? Be-
s1des, they will come.ageln., My
lord will not set me {rea after all
these years.”

“You have not heard, then, Anane,
why you aro free?" asked the vi-
comte. .

The lady looked at himy wonders

ngly.

“Bellamy {s dead,” he sald.

“Then I can go to.my children,”
sho cried.

“They will be brought to you,
Anne” sald the vicomte. “It's the
King's command that you come to
court.”

“Alag,” sho moaned, “so Bellamy is
dead and has not forgiven me.”

“He had nothing to forglve,” mut.
tered tho vicomte, darkly.

“I never loved him, Raymond,” she
sald, slmply.

“Ho punished you neavily thr that.

“It might have been worse. I was
in prison, but at least I had my gar-
den and my books; he deanled me
nothing except liberty and the love
of my children.”

“Theoy are young yet, and he s no
longer In the world te share ‘them
with you.”

“May ho be forgiven his slins!” she
grayed.

The next morning the lady Bel-
lamy came 1o court riding on n pild
lton, and a nine days® wonder it was
when she who had bren dead was
discovered to havy come =alive.

But the most ténder thing of all
was when the lady was summoned to'
the Queen'a closet aund found there
her three children, who had grown
up Yelleving themselves orphans.

At the marrlage of the Vicomte do
Crolsgy with the Lady Bellamy, I,
with Rupert, her son, carcled her
traln. Bat It wae some twelvo
months later that I married her
Prue, and found a most sweet moth-
er-ln-taw in the lady of the roso
ganlen. — Katherine Tynan-Hinkson
In tho Dubliu Weekly Freeman.
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ONE TEASPOONFUL of Paln-Klilee
1n hot water sweetened wiil cure al.

most any cago uf {latulenov.and In.
digestion _Avold substitutes, there

vi-

{s but one Patn-Killer, Perry Davls'.
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