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‘ The cottage beside the see wee ta 
ruinous condition The wind had
stripped of the slates winker after 
winter, and no one had thoegfct of 
repairing the damage. There were 
long streaks of damp oa all the walla, 
over which a tar of mildew had 
grown. The carpets had rotted, the 
doors had warped and left gaps at 
top and bottom, the windows had 
had their broken panes meedeu with 
sheets of brows paper at the froat of 
the bowep where the spray of the sea 
drove furiously ia a west wind storm. 1 
At the hack the hr ohm pea* were 
left as they ware. To be sure, The ! 
Cottage, a big place for all Its un
pretentious name, had a down r<

As its owner, 
O'Seltiwan Beare, would 

it wan no use wasting time 
mending windows of rooms where | 
people never slept.

The Obttage was like a museum. ! 
Old furniture of the beet Sheraton ; 
sad Chippendale period, French mir- ; 
rors, high old brass fenders, Water- 
lord glass, old colored engravings, | 
old pKiur*-* old piste, old jewelry, 
old silver.

A mere glance round the room i 
mode Hilary LU» t ranges bright 
eyes brighter, his glance more eager, ! 
tor be was a born collector. He had 
monev. too, to gravity his tastes,and : 
he would have travelled any distance 
and taken any pains to add to his 
collection something that was really 
good

He had a letter of introduction to 
Miss Marcella Irom the rector, Mr. , 
V an de-leu r, whose pupil he bad been . 
once upon a time.

“My dear fellow, she won’t sell,” i 
Mr Yandeleur had assured him, “so 

II only be able to look and |
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“Excuse me, sir 
light,” Miss Marcella said, and went 
out, leaving him in the dark.

There was a green gttmmer in the 
room; the moon was breaking 
through the stormy clouds and was 
reflected on the crests of the waves. 
Miss Marcella was gone a few 
minutes. When she returned she 
found L’Estrange standing as she 
had left him.

He had hardly seemed to notice 
that his opinion against the genuine
ness of the Rembrandt had offended 
her. Indeed, when they had reached 
the hall again, and she would have 
led the way to the sitting room, 
empty now, since Cecilia was wash
ing up the precious china cups n 
the housemaid’s pantry—she cared (or 
the things, at all events—he bowed 
himself out instead.

“I wls deceived in the young man, 
Cecilia,” Miss Marcella said, after
ward. “The young men of the pres
ent day have no modesty."

So she put L’Estrange out of her 
head. Not so Cecilia, who had hard- 

! ly ever met a gentleman of her own 
, age. Poring over romances and her 
poetry through the wild winter, the 
clean shaven, wholesome face, with 
its bright eyes and eager air, look
ed at her from between the pages of 
her book. She became more absent 
minded than ever, and Miss Marcella 
was more snappish with her than 
ever.

Miss Marcella had her cronies, who 
came and played cards with her on a 
Chippendale card table, with candles 
in silver candlesticks, flanked by sil-

each

Cecilia, watching the lined, greedy 
old lac<6, and the shaking hands 
drawing in the small stakes or put- 

them out, or picking up theting

you
long The worst of it is that the 
things are going to rack and ruin 
Between the damp and the rats, ev
erything that can spoil will spoil 
There won’t be much left lor Cecilia 
when the time conies ’’

Miss O'Sullivan Beare was gracious 
to the rector’s friend He drank 
Ms " tea—oddly fragrant tea—from 
Chinese cups ar.d saucers worth a 
small fortune Miss O'Sullivan 
Beare's niece, Cecilia, poured out the 
tea. She was a tall, pale girl, with 
serious brown eyes, and would have 
been pretty if she had a little more 
color and animation Her hands, un
der her sleeves of Limerick tice, mov
ed with a certain grace among the 
teacups It was a wild, wintry' day, 
and the sea lashed against the panes 
The room was full of portentous sha
dows. amid which Cecilia, in her gray 
gown, glided like a ghost.

L’Estrange spared her a thought of 
pity, remembering what the rector 
had said:

“There is no young society within 
ten miles, and the last thing that 
would occur to Marcella would be 
the possibility of Cecilia’s requiring 
voung society. She is too much 
alone ”

Hearing that Mr. L’Estrange was 
interested in the old things, Miss 
Marcella was graciously pleased to 
display them. For a couple of hours 
L’Estrange sat, his head bent toward 
the lamp which Ocilia had brought, 
inspecting lace, silver, chins, port-
folios Why, there was a fortune in ; v*r snuffers on their trays, at 
the place at the mercy of the damp corner, 
and the rats and clumsy peasant 
girls, such as the one barefoot* who 
had, opened the door to him.

He talked about the things calmly, 
with expert knowledge, even while 
his heart was beating furiously*.
Once be spoke in a different, small 
voice the value of the things, of what 
they would fetch in a London sales
room. Miss Marcella immediately 
became cold, and said, loftily, that 
the O’Sulliban Bee res had not come, 
to selling their possessions.
• "For the matter of that,” she said 
“they go after the manner ol mortal 
things lost and broken and destroyed 
by rata in my time.”

"They should ,be kept more care
fully, in glass cases under lock and 
key,” L’Estrange protested, but 
without effect.

Presently there was something Miss 
Marcella desired to • show him him, 
a picture which hung on a bedroom 
wall, and was too big to be carried 
down. Asking L’Estrange to take 
the lamp, she preceded him up the 
few steps from the hall, which led 
to a long corridor, with rooms going 
off it at one side. She forgot in 
which room the picture was, and 
went from one to another. Every
where there was a damp and mould
ering smell. Everywhere beautiful 
things revealed themselves out of the 
shadows, rotting to their end.

After all, when the picture was 
found, L‘Est range was not much im
pressed. He had noticed down
stairs that Miss Marcella did not 
seem to discriminate between the 
treasures and lesser things.

“My grandfather, Sir Hercules O’
Sullivan,” she said, “ran Oolonel O’
Flaherty through the right arm be
cause the colonel said that this was 
not a genuine Rembrandt, but a
“TC—________

sin.
Then, after nearly

say, was In a desperate condition, 
having dusted so many things this af
ternoon—and inspected it closely.

“Nevertheless,” he said, “Colonel 
O’Flaherty was right. It ts but a 
ropy, and not a good one at that."

He replaced the picture, not notic
ing the old lady’s offended air, and, 
taking the lamp in his hand, he look
ed about the room In a corner 
there was a pile of books. He 
could see the tooled edges of some 
catching tbejamplight like a jewel, 
and his heart Wed at the murdpr ol 
beautiful things.

“What is this?” he asked, picking 
no a small canvas out of its frame 
which leant against the discolored 
wall. Again he had recourse to his tory when 
handkerchief, bringing It out ol the , about Miss 
pocket of the long brown overcoat 
which he had not been asked to re
move. The picture was covered with 
clinring mould. .

“That has no value at all,** the 
old ladv said. “Unlike the Rem
brandt.” *

“The rate have been kniwing ,11," 
he said, in a tone ol bitter reproach.
“Look at this comer!"

-- thing,"
it

cards, wondered if she would grow to 
be like the old ladies. It seemed a 
poor idea ol pleasure to her.

Once or twice she had met Mr. 
Vandeieur, and her mouth had part
ed to ask him a question, and closed 
again. He noticed and wondered 

‘ about it. The last thing he would 
have thought ol would be that Ceci
lia wanted to know about L’Es
trange. He had almost forgotten 
about L’Estrange’s visit to The 
Cottage.

L’Estrange had found bad news 
awaiting him in e telegram at the 
rectory. His little half-sister,Eflle, 
the one creature he loved greatly, 
was suddenly ill—had to undergo an 
operation immediately. ,

He was at her side as fast as ex
press trains could carry him. For 
days the chances inclined rather to 
death than lile. Then there was the 
faintest hope, which grew so imper
ceptibly that one doubted it it grew 

i at all. Even when the operation 
| was long left behind there was ter
rible weakness.

The days of late winter and early 
spring passed, and L’Estrange thought 
o( nothing but Elfie. What would 
life be worth to him without Effie? 
She was ball his age, fifteen years 
to his thirty; and she had been his 
for ten years, years during which 
she was his little star of home, to 
which he always returned with happy 
s|ieed.

He took Elfie a Way to Maderia be
fore May had time to show her 
treacherous side. As the seasons 
changed he took her hither and thith
er, following now the coolness 
again the warmth, till he was re- 

L’Estrange had wiped the dust and j warded by seeing a robust Effie once 
damp off the picture with his big 
silk handkerchief—which, truth to

me

blushed hotly for 
had seen a cer- 
face. Then she 
he saw that she

X

“It is a poor, rubbishing 
said MisS Marcella, taking 
him with something like 
putting it beckra*ainst the 
will return, If you please, 
parlor. 1 am obliged * 
est In my faroilv hell 

As she opened «I 
precede her with 
rushed up the 
and the light wi 
In his pocket 
fatrhfs.

a year of ab
sence, they returned hdtne, and L’Es
trange, with an arm around Elite's 
shoulder, as they visited their gar
dens, now all one riot of leaf and 
blossom, shouted, “Oh, to be in Eng
land npw that Auril’s there!’.’ and 
was reminded by Elfie, who was a 
matter-of-fact little person, that it 
wasn’t England, but Ireland.

He left Elfie in the eare of the 
old servants, enjoying herself hugely 
because she was not to go back to 
school, but was to have a governess 
as soon as Hilary could find the 
perfect lady. He had business in 
London. After that he was going 
down to see Mr. Vandeieur.

He had hardly arrived at the rec
ite asked Mr. Vandeieur 
O’Sullivan Beare.

.“Ah'” said the rector. “Areyou 
still hankering after the collection ? 
It's no good, my hoy. All the things 
arc gone to Davy's locker The old 
ladv and her niece very nearly went 
with them. An uncommonly narrow 
escape they bad.”

“What do you mean?"
“Only that in the big February 

storm the house came down, collap- 
IffM# cards Went to 

InfMi. You'd 
too damp to 

nil the same, 
beard a chirn- 

the unoccu- 
agged the old 

against 
time. Thev 
ble, which rock. None 

We were 
lives and

property. When we knew it was too 
late.”

“Where are they—Mias Marcel 1 a and 
her niece?"

“They have left here. Gone to 
Dublin to live. They are as poor as 
church mice. Was it really true that 
the things were so valuable?"

“They were very valuable,” said 
L* Estrange.

He was off the next morning, al
though he had come for a week, on an 
insufficient excuse which did not de
ceive his old master.

“The boy seems rather distracted,” 
Mr. Vandeieur said to himself. “I 
wonder if he’s in love. Yes, l sup
pose that must be it. Unless, in
deed, he's heard of something he must 
acquire somewhere. Cold-blooded 
creatures, these collectors. Friends 
don’t count against a precious find/' 

Dublin was not so big, Hilary L’
Estrange was saying to himself /ext 
day, as he walked down Dawson 
street to the Educational and Scho
lastic Agency of Mrs. Drummond 
Dunlop, who had promised to find 
him the governess for Effie; one who 
should have tact as well as know
ledge; who would not disturb the 
relationship between him and Effie; 
who would not assert herself too 
much, nor mistake the order of 
things in which Effie reigned as mis
tress of the house, with Mrs. O’Kel
ly, the housekeeper, as her prime 
minister. Dublin was not so big 
that people could disappear in it. 
Not like London at all. Thank Hea
ven, not at all like London.

As he went up the steps he met a 
young lady coming down at whom he 
glanced "casually. Then he stood 
still and staked in his surprise.
. “1 was just thinking of you, Miss 
O’Sullivan,” he said, holding out his 
hand. “Do you suppose my thinking 
ol you brought me just here, where I 
should meet you? I have come fiom 
the South; Mr. Vandeieur told 
of your misfortunes."

Cecilia O’Sullivan 
an instant; but he 
tain delight in her 
wak pale again, and 
looked ill; there were dark shadows 
about her eyes, which reminded him, 
now he could see them in broad day
light, ol brown pansies; the soft roses 
of her mouth were pale and had a 
depressed droop.

"Ah, yes," she said, and her soft 
Southern brogue was like a wail. 
He remembered now that he had not 
heard her speak at The Cottage. "It 
made a great difference to us, that 
storm. It made a great difference to 
a good many people.”

He looked at her with a sudden il
lumination in his face.
, “Forgive me,” he said, still Hold
ing her hand. “You were ... I 
find you here, where I also have busi
ness?”

“I want employment as a govern? 
ess, a companion—anything,” she an
swered. “But, alas! there is not 
much hope for me. I have no ac
complishments of any kind. I might 
go out as a parlor maid, but I am 
not strong enough.”

“Good heavens!!’ said L’Estrange. 
“A parlor maid! 1 should think 
not. Do you think, by any chance, 
you could look after one little girl 
of fifteen—the sweetest thing alive? 
She is my little hàlf-sister. 1 don’t 
think she wants any accomplishments. 
She won’t learn anything she doesn't 

and like, and she learns anything she does 
like naturally and easily. She wants 
a lady to be with her. She has left 
school because she has been ill. Why 
—if you will come—Heaven has sent 
you. Come in and see Mrs. Drum
mond Dunlop. 1 Want to tell her 
that we have settled It up.”

A little later he walked home with 
Cecilia to her aunt’s lodgings. They 
were in a namelessly depressing 
street at the north side of the city 
—a moribund street which had housed 
nobility and gentry in the eighteenth 
century. The afternoon had ended 
in rain, and the dark parlor with its 
dreary, lodging-house furniture, where 
Miss O’Sullivan Beare retgived him, 
was full of shadows.

As she talked with him the old 
lady held a handkerchief to her eyes.

“You remember The Cottage,” she 
said, “and now—” She waved a 
hand round the dingy room.

He had a ridiculous Impulse to im
plore het to take up her residence in 
Clooney, as his old house was called. 
Clooncv was so much too big for him 
and little Elfie; and it was full of 
beautiful things, housed befittingly, 
as those of The Cottage had not 
been But he controlled himself.

However, it was settled about Ce
cilia. Cecilia was to -go down to 
Clooney at once. The salary L’Es
trange mentioned with blushes, was 
ridiculously large. However, Miss 
O’Sullivan Beare saw nothing remark
able about it. When one of her blood 
stooped to a menial occupation she 
did not therefore come on the plane 
of common folk.

L’Estrange left Miss O’Sullivan
and Effie together for a few weeks. 
When he joined them he found, as he 
had anticipated, the happiest under
standing between the two—nay,more 
than that, for Effie adored her new

governess to that extent that L'Ee- 
tiangr complained with secret delight
that Miss O’SnlNvaa had ____
him with EMe

Lata in the summer Miss O’SnlU- 
van Beare cams to visit Clooney aad 

» ***<*« tta Delicate wild
to*J* * Cecilia s cheeks, a shy light 
? tr*. a. straight carnage,.

r~* “y” Ueciltâ s be-
,it* ker optakm of the O*- 

Su,u1T“ ,&»«•, the old lady was

state aad L’Estrange. |B feet, she 
***** » wret inquA among her 
"“**** **e history ofthe L-
Estrangg family before she consented 
to he satisfied

Then, when nil was happily settled, 
**7 oee da? ‘"to the

îïïü* tow*rd a picture
• ha* stood upon an easel He was 

4 lowr. Miss
OSMiiraa Beare was an oddity; one 
could not he sure of her point

V?waa* T°” to look at this," he 
ssj< and his voice shook.

She had to get out her lorgnette be-
Th^' COti£w picturr ... Tr*t. »ke cried. “The old

Shepherdess picture' How did you
" u ■■ •<>' *

lie became paler than before.
Not to put too fine a point upon a." be said, “I stole it. I told S 

cilu I would confess everything. I 
said to myself at the time that I 
was only taking tt away to verify 
my own suspicious about it. I 
should have sent you the full value 

11 . ”“w/ould 1 kave it to the
rats and the damp? ) ou know you 
would not believe me.”

fi^sr me' ' said Miss Marcella, r»- 
ther in wonder at his agitation. 
J W u way* besrd a collector
rVü! h° a“rthin* In fact, my 
reverend' grandfather, Sir Hercules,
Î ,u,tlfled it You know he
au®, hf 9rand Duke’s snuffbox. 
A“* 'J* Perished in the flames. But 
why did you not take the Rembrandt 
rather than this?"

“The Rembrandt? The Rembrandt 
wasonlv a copy. The Old Shep- 
herdess as you call it, is by An- 
thon? Watteau. You know you 
wouldn t let me make sure that dav 
My dear aunt, if you’ll let me add it 
to my collection, I'll give you six 
thousand pounds for it."

Ifhy, it would have come to you 
in the natural order of things. But

six thousand pounds! You are 
very generous, nephew. I can live 
in Dublin and see my friends, and 
have my little pard parties, as I 
.?£* accustomed to. To be sure, 
life at Clooney is a little monoton
ous.

And come to Clooney whenever 
you are tired of town,” L'Estrange 
said, ‘and bring your friends with
rcz:,...’1*" " »■

,,won .t «ay it wasn’t providen
tial, said the old lady; “your pfck- 
ing and stealing, I mean. Still, I 
can t help thinking that Providence 
meant you to take the Rembrandt." 
-Katharine Tynan in The Sketch.

A Lasting Cure 
of Itching Piles

A Chronic Cano of Unusual 
Severity and Long Standing 
Cured by

Dr. Chase^ Ointment
£ "2

described below in which Dr. Chase’s 
Ointment has proven a positive and 
iasting cure for the most severe form 
of itching piles. >

Mr. Alex McLaughlin, for 30 vears 
writes*™ent °f Bowmanville, Ont.,

frôm°iJhTCnty1,long ycars 1 suffered 
,itchin8 P»es. and °“ly persons

rnhnnJlaVe been tr°ubled with that 
annoying disease can imagine what 
I endured during that time. About 
sfv.en, >’ears ago I asked a druggist 
if he had anything to cure me. He 
said that Dr Chase’s Ointment was 
most favorably spoken ol, and on his 
recommendation I took a box

“After three applications I felt bet
ter, and by the time I bad used one 
box I was on a fair way to recovery
1 continued the treatment until thor- 
oughly cured, and I have not suffer-
2 fff. ®!nce . * am firmly convinc
ed that the ointment made a perfect 
cure.

“I consider Dr Chase’s Ointment 
an invaluable treatment for piles. In 
niy case I think the cure was retnark- 
aUe when you consider that I am 
getting up m yea*», and had been so 
long a sufferer fr*m this disease."

Dr. Chase’s OintVnent, 60 cents a 
** deakr-K or Edmanson, 

Bates & Company, Toronto To pro
tect you against imitations the por- 
trait and signature of Dr. A. W 
Chase, the famous receipt book au
thor, are on evety box.

■r. Gladstone’s Suggestion '
The unveiling of the Gladstone sta- 

tue in Liverpool has recalled to one 
of the* Liverpool papers the follow- 
!"* suggestion," writ
ten by Mr. Gladstone in 1«76, on a 
postaard, in reply to a Liverpool 
gentleman who had asked for hints 
on public speaking: "l. Study plain
ness of language, always preferring 
the simpler word. 2. Shortness of 

I sentences 3. Distinctness of articu
lation. <. Test and question your 
own arguments beforehand, not 
waiting for critic or opponent, 5. 

iSeek a thorough digestion of and fa
miliarity with your subject, and relv 
mainly on these to prompt the pro
per words 6. Remember that if you 
are to sway an audience, you must, 
"*■***".. thinking out your matter, 
watch them all along.” This Is all. 
we may be sure, most excellent ad
vice. But point 2 Is certainly amus
ing, for no public man spoke longer 
sentences than Mr. Gladstone. Some- 
times they were, Indeed, so long, 
with parentheses and the rest that 
the listener frequently imagined he had lost hi, way. But thft „,m 

*•*2*^- ’"’siting noun always
found Its verb at last, no matter how 
long it had to keep its patience.
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Amerianâ

The following appeared in the city 
news of the '‘Osservatore Romano” 
of July 25:

“An Authoritative Judgment.—Mr. 
George Hebert, organist at Quebec 
and musical correspondent of the 
“Presse” of Montreal (Canada), who 
is now passing through Rome, writes 
to us about the maestro, Mgr. Pero- 
si, the following judgment:

" 'I have had the singular fortune 
of assisting at the Requiem of the 
Sovereign Pontiff, Leo XIII. (In St. 
Peter’s, on July 20).

“ *1 cannot but observe how grand 
(and) sublime I found the music 
which accompanied the function. I 
must particularly mention the “Dies 
Irae” and the "Libera.” Never did 
church chant reach so high. I heard 
some English visitors, say, as they 
left the Vatican Basilica: “We have 
never listened to more lovely mu
sic."

“ ‘I believe that il the Americans 
had heard this music, instead ol op
posing it thèy would be the first 
to conform to the recent Motu-proprio 
of the Sovereign Pontiff."

In regard to this statement, which 
I have reproduced in full, it is only 
fair Jo say that one is at ,a loss to 
know the point of reference, for it is 
ceftainly not common knowledge in 
the Curia that resistance has come 
from the United States. On the 
other hand the only place on the Am
erican continent, the music of which 
has been expressjy censured by the 
Pope, was onq of the two Canadian 
cities mentioned in the quotation. 
Perhaps church music will be a sub
stitute for “Americanism" in the 
future.

And the Men Sat Still
(From the Chicago Times.)

An Incident occurred on an after
noon train on the Consolidated Road 
that ought to have found its way in
to print before this. It has numerous 
lessons. Among the passengers were 
three sweet and quiet Sisters of Char
ity in their characteristic dress. A 
drunken man, very drunk and annoy
ing, entered the car and sat down be
side one of them. Hr talked persist
ently, drank from a big bottle that 
he carried, and finally struck his dis
agreeable face repeatedly into the 
long bonnet of a Sister in a most 
insultins wav. She was evidently
much ftighten«I The conductor had
already been told of the man’s con
duct, but did nothing. The other 
passengers, in true passenger fashion, 
sat and looked on. No man stirred 

Finally a woman, white as a sheet 
and full of suppressed indignation, 

j got up from her seat and went to the 
rescue. She grabbed the fellow's 
bottle, wrested it from his hands and 
flung it dfit of the window, and then 

, took hold of him, and a^ter a lively 
and unassisted struggle, got him out 
of the seat. "I'm no Roman Catho
lic," she said, excitedly, to the spec- 

I ta tors, “hut I will not sit still and j see a Sister of Charity Insulted."
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