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A DEAD PAsT

By MRS. LOVETT CAMERON
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CHAPTER XIIL.—(Continued.)

Every time that Brian was ount by
himself Kitten suffered tortures of appre-
hension; so great, indeed, became her
soffering on this score that one day
she summoned up all her courage and
spoke once mgain to him of the subject
which she knew he wished her to con-
sider a forbidden one,

“Brian, will you be very angry with
me?" she sald to him, timidly,

8he was standing ready dressed for
her drive, and her huaband had prom-
Ised to go with her to return some visits;
be was looking at her fondly and very
admiripgly. Never had Kitten looked
prettier, A white dress deeply trimmed
with soft lace, and a tiny white lace
bonnet parched upon her yellow halr, set
off the childlike delicacy of her beauty
and heightened the effect of that pale
transparent appearance, which a painter
would have delighted in, although & doe-
tor might have trembled at. Brian, b
ing sccustome. to it, looked at It with
the eyes of a painter and was charmed
with It He smiled at her trembling
question and drew her fondly to his side.

"“What dreadful sin are you meditat
ing, Kitten?"

“May 1 ask you one question, Brian,
and T will naves wnenle of ir n:-q'n_‘o‘ Te
is about that—thar—other woman.”

In a moment his brow was black and
angry, and he had put her from him.
The tears gushed into her eyen.

“Brian, don't—don't look so at me! 1
cannot bear it, but I suffer so horribly,
I fancy when you go out that you go
to see her."

“In London, no! I do not know even
if she is alive; she may be dead. She
has not been in England for years, there!
Now never mention this subject fgam.”

He spoke with a great effort. .It was
terrible to him even to allude to that
other to this girl whom he had nade his
wife. Iad she never beea inguisitive
and curious, she need never have known
apything about her, It was her fault, ho
told himself savagely, if she suffered
from her own foolish imaginings she had
no ove to blume but hergelf, As for Kit-
ton, she drew a great gnsping beeath of
intinite rellef,

She was not in London—not In Eng
Iand—she might even be dead! And
what 1s a dead rival to a womaa who
lives and breathes and lovas?

CHAPTER X1V,

One evenlng early In May thesa land-
e at Waterloo station a small party of
four persons, accompanied by a vast aud
Incongruous cirgo of luggage.

The party consisted of a lady and her
child, and two servants, one of whom
was an Indian asyah, pleturesquely
swathed about the head In white muslin
drapery with gorgeous red and yellow
Birmingham printed, cotton skirts and
rough heavy silver anklets inclosing her
bare brown legs and feet. To this per-
sonage clung the child, & white-faced,
big-eyed boy of about five, who whimper-
«d miserably and elutched his attendant
convulsively round the neck. The other
servant was an elderly English Iady's
maid of dowdy apearance, who, how-
ever, bestirred herself to the best of her
ability to rescue some few odds and ends
of luggage from the lmmense pile of
boxes and packages which began to be
disgorged from the traln, and to be
amnssed upon the crowded platform,

The Indy stood a little apart, with a
hopeless sense of helplessness and in-
competence; she looked wery tired. It
was the express train from Southamp-
ton, and the P. and O. steamer having
arrived the same day, the train was
crowded with passengers from India, La:
dies who wers worn ont and thin, sickly
looking groups of children, men who
wore strange light coats and hats, and
were wrinkled and yellowed Into prema-
ture old age, all bustied abont together
in search of their belongings.

“Oun 1 be of any assistance to you,
Mrs, Earle?" said a voice at her elbow.
One of her late fellow passengers, o tall,
woldier-like looking man, with iron grey
bair and mustache, and a skin as yellow
as parchment stood beside her, ““Have
you any friends to meet you?"

“No, I have no one,” she answered
rather sadly, 1 almost wish now, Colo-
nel Trefusis, that 1 had taken your ad-
vice and remnined at the Southampton
hotel until to-morrow; thia confusion is
dreadful, is it not? How Is one’ ever to
get one's luggnge? and I am so tired!”

“1 will get your luggage for you."

“Oh, I could not think of troubling
you; you have your own to look after.”

“My own is not much; but you must
not stand here. You look fit to drop
carrying that heavy dressing bag, too;
your maid will go with me and point ount
your things. Here, porter! take this
Indy’s bag and cloaks, and put her Into
a cah

QCol. Trefusis signed to the ayah to
follow her mistress, and marched him-
self off to the scene of action, accom-
panied by the lady's maid.

Rosamond sat in the cab and walted.
It was getting quite dark, the lamps
wera all lighted in the streets; it had
been raining, and the pavements were
wet and sloppy, reflecting their pale ra-
diance irregularly in the puddies. There
was a crowd outside the station, n con-
fusion of eabs and vana. The ¢hild in-
slde her own vehicle wept contlnnously,
and the Indisn nurse soothed him In got-
tera]l endearments in Hondbostanes. She
leaned her head against the dingy cush-
fon of the eab and sighed.

What a home coming! How dull and
cheerless with never a voice to . greet

her, or & smile to bid her welcome back
again.

“But, of course, it is my own fault,”
she said to herself; “if I had written
last mail to his club, and ‘told him I
was coming home by the Eastern Queen
he would bhave watched for my arrival
and would have been here at the station
to meet me, I thought having waited so
long, I would walt a little longer, so that
nothing might spoil the joy of our meet-
Ing. Of course, It la my own stupidity,
and 1 ought not to feel so cheerless and
desolate. After all, am I not at home
again, and am I not free? What great-
er delight ean I desire?”

Col. Trefusis put his face In &t the
cab window. “We have got all the lug-
gage, and I have put your maid into an-
other cab. All the lighter things are
with you, and the heavy cases will be
sent up by van to-morrow. Now, where
are you going? Where shall 1 tell the
cabman to drive?”

She looked helplessly at him. “I—I
don't know. It Is so long—ten years—
since 1 was in England, and then I was
never much in London. Where had 1
better gof?"

“Poor soul!” muttered the colopel be
low his breath; her desolate condition
slUuck llw ynln:u::;. IIs bad
the queen of Anglo-Indinn society In a
station where her husband had been a
great and influentinl man. Rosamond
had held a little eourt of her own; she
had been flattered, admired, adored, even
by an enthusinstie eircle of worshipers!
she had been as a queen, a cold, prond
queen, it is true, dispensing her smiles
and her favors discreetly, and witu un-
ruffled dignity, but always a queen. And
now she was at home, and in all London
uhe did pot seem to have a friend, or to
know of a roof to shelter her,

“Where had I better go?" she repeated
helplessly.

He recommended the Langham hotel,
and told her that he would call and see
her in the mornihg.

In the morning she was up betime
and busy at her writing case, and when
the waiter brought In her breakfast tray
ahe gave him a note.

“You have a messenger, 1 suppose,
who can take this letter for me? It is to
the Carlton Club; Is that far from here?"

“0Oh, no, ma'am, he could walk there
in twenty minutes."

“1 wounld rather he drove. 1 want it
delivered quickly. How long will it
take?"'

“Not five minutes."

Fiye minutes! in five minutes then he
would get her letter, see her handwriting
once more—know that she was at home
and near him. Her heart beat wildly at
the thought,

“He wlll get It at his breakfast,” she
#aid to herself. Then she called her maid
and gave her a long list of commissions
to go out and do, and told her to take
out the ayah and the child, too; she had
a feverish desire to be alone. The wser
vant left her. Bhe ate her breakfast hur-
riedly and sent away the things almosi|
untasted. Then she got up and walked
about the room impatiently; she allowed
herself half an hour, and then she began
to fret. Presently the waiter came in
and told her that her messenger had re-
turned, e had given her note to the
hall porter at the club and the gentleman
had not yet come into the club.

Thi sanswer inspired ber withe fresh
patience. He might be lute, but, of
course, he wounld be there In the course
of the morning; all men go to their cluhs
to get thelp letters. Rosamond remem-
bered enough of London life to know
this. 8o she waited patlently enoungh,
Two hours went by, she was beginning
to feel nervous and sick with suspe,ce,
when all at once she heard footsteps ont-
side and there was & rap at the door,

The waiter flung open the door and
she felt rather than saw that there was
a gentleman behind him. She half rose
from the table, trembling in every limb;
there was a giddiness before her eyes; in-
stinctively she pressed one hand upon
her heart, stendying herself agalnst the
edge of the table with the other.

“Colonel Trefusis,” announced the ser-
vant. ‘

Bhe had forgotten his very existence!

“Well, and how are you this morning,
Mrs. Barle—better, 1 hope, and rested?
It was a terribly trying end to a loug,
tiring journey, wasn't it? But, my dear
Mrs. BEarle, surely there is something
amiss; are you ill, are you faint?' For
he had perceived all at onee that she was
dendly pale and that she had sunk back
into her chalr, half covering her fuce
with her hand. .

Rosamond roused herself and sat up-
righty looking up at him with a smile,

“I am only a little faint; thers Is noth-
ing the matter. Pray do not look so
anxious, and sit down, won't you? 1
suppose I am over tired, but I am very
glad to see you."

Col. Trefusia looked away out of the
window, drumming his fingers up and
down on the table by his side, He was
thoughtful for a few moments. Then
suddenly he drew up his chair nearer to
hers,

“My dear Mrs. Harle, I have known
you for a long time; will you not treat
me ns a friend ¥ ;

UQertainly: are you not a friend—one
of best 1 ever had?' she answered
henrtily.

“Then forglve me for nsking yon, What
are you going to do In England—what
are your plans?”

“1 don’t know,"” she answered, looking
down and speaking with evident reluc-

had seon her

tance, “T have no plans as yet. I have
Bo home, no frisuds, no relntives,”

“Dear, dear, dear!” said the colonel
In evident emotion,

Then he got up and took a couple uf
turns across the room. Suddenly he stop-
ped In front of her, regarding her earu-
estly and fixedly with his keey, blua eyes,

“My dear Mrs. Karle, I am gulng to
sAy something that I had not meant to
say to you, not for a long while, that
possibly 1 had better oot say at all, and
yet what you tell me about yourself
compels me to say it to you now."

Bhe looked up at him utterly bewil-
dered and perplexed.

"l am & plain man, Mrs. Earle—a man
of actlons and not of words, I have
been a soldier all my life, ny you know,
and when I say a thing I mesn It. What
I am going to suy now has been my fixed
inteation for many months past. 1 will
try and make my meaning clear to you.
I know well that it is not yet a whole
year since the great trouble .of widow-
hood befell you—the greatest grief that
can possibly overwhelm a good and loving
woman,"

Bhe lowered her eyes, while a faint
flush stole into her elear, pale cheeks. If
he only knew—if he ouly guessed—she
thought, with a swift pavg of self-re-
morse, what this trouble of widowhood
had brought to her, who had nlways
borne herself as n good nnd faithful wifa
should bear hersolf! Oh, if the world
knew in what light she berself regarded
her bereavement!

“Yes," she enid glowly and lingeringly,
though consenting to his words,

“l know that it ix soon—eruelly soon
even—and yet your utter friendlessness
and desolnteness force me to speak to
you. I want you to know and to feel
that you have in me one to whom you
can turn at any moment, 1 ean offer
you, ai leasl, whebever yuu chuvse Lg
take it, earnest devotion, n home, which
I will strive to render a luppy one to
you and your child, and a heart which
until I konew you had never yet been
touched.”

“Oh, Col. Trefusis!" v

“Nay," he said quickly, perceiving per-
haps the unspoken words in her regret-
ful eyes, “nay, give me no answer now.
I do not press it, 1 do not even wish it.
I know that I nm spenking far too soon
to a heart that ecannot have recovered
yet from its wounds, and I know also
that 1 ean never expect anything like
the first and deepest love of your life
which has been alrendy spent.”

She shivered and shrank nway, cover-
ing her face with her hands,

“Ah, now I have hurt yon, my dear,
dearest Mrs. Earle,” he cried in distress.
"I nm a brute to touch upon your recent
sorrow, am I not? I only want you to
know and feel that yon are dear to be,
and that T would fain devote my whola
life to the task of giving you back, if
not happiness, at least something of your
lost peace, and I will expect so little in
return if yon will onty trust me with
your life, Do not answer me, only say
that in six months or in a year you will
let me come to you again with my peti-
tion, wad meanwhile that you will let me
ba your friend and your protector, and
that you will rely upon me In every-
thing."

“Oh! Col. Trefusis! I am so sorey—
for you are so good to me, so very gooil,
No, no; do not let me deceive you with
false hopes,"

“I have spoken too soon, but 1 will ba
sllent now. By and by I will speak
again'

*No, It wonld do no good. What you
ask is impossible—now or ever.”

Then he rose from her side and took
her hand in both his.

“Nothing impossible. dear friend,” he
snid, very earnestly, “and time softens
all sorrow. 1 ahall never despair, and 1
ghall never glve you up, never, at least,”
he added, with a smile, “unless what Is
indeed unlikely, that you are to love
ngain, and to love another man."

And then, not knowing how his words
plerced her through nnd through, he left
her and went awny.

And all day long Rusamond Earle saf
indoors and waited for the lover of her
youth, all day long in vaip, for it was
nearly 7 o'clock beford Brian Desmond
turned lelsurely in nt .he door of his
elub,

(To he continued.)
Good Listener,

“Miss Gabble ealls him a ‘good con-
versntlonallst,” but he's a perfect stick;
just sits and never says a word.”

“Well, & womnan's idea of a good
conversationalist Is 0 man who is sat-
isfied to nbsorb conversation."—Phila-
delphia Ledger.

Now They Don't Bpeak,

The first dear girl was showing her
new engagement ring

“Don't you admire his taste?' she
nsked.

“Y.yes,! answered dear girl No. 2
“Ag far as jewelry ls concerned, I
do‘ll

Camping Delighta.
“Well, old man, it 18 getting around
eamping season agaln."”
“I thonght so."
“What gave you the idea?”
“Why, I am just getting rid of the
stings and scars 1 got last year."”

The Limit
“Blank'll have a hard time In the
next world!"
It“'h, "p?"'
“He's«¥0 lazy he'll have to hire g
chauffenr to flap his wings for him,”
—Detroit Free Press

Information Wanted,

“Jane,"” sald the mistress to the new
girl, “you must pot forget to put the
mackerel to sopk for breakrust,”

“All right, mum,"  replled  Jane,
“What pawn broker kin I soak 'em
with, mum#

THE CREATOR'S CARE,
. By Rev. Henry F. Cope.

»"Know ye that the Lord he ls God;
it 1s he that hath made us and not we
ourielves; we are his people and the
sheep of his pasture,”"—Ps, ¢, 8.

The workd may think that it is grow-
Ing weary, and It way boast of Its
deadening cynleism, but It still re-
mnins that there is an ever Increasing
multftude of people who slng, fre-
quently, this old, old soug and who
somehiow feel that these words ring
clear from the heart of truth. The
thought of the providence of God may
make lttle nppeal to gne when the
sky I8 clenr and the band Is firm on
the tlller, but unly he who reads the
secrets of all llves knows how this
hope has glven new heart to those who
have been tossed helpless on the dark
wuters of trouble.

But how muy we know this doctrine

of Providence has any root other than

ranlatanrnd Wae

our desive foL divine a
not Jesus mistanken when he talked of
one who cured for the very sparrows?
Were not these oll-time singers de-
luded? Must we not each fight our
own battles all alone, earve ont our
own fortunes? In outgrowing the nn
clent conception of God as an all glori-
ous, all perfect man, have we not also
outgrown the anclent Hebrew falth In
him of whom they sung, “Like ns o
father pitieth his children, so the Lord
pitieth toem that fear him 7"

It Is s good thing to lose falth In
the Creator's care If we lave been
resting in it a8 an esenpe from duty,
from the exerclse of our own energles,
When o man allows himself to be pau-
perized by hls falth In Providence an
experiénce of poverty mny teach him
a good lesson,  Divine love has not
been revenled to encourage human
loziness. There I8 no difference be-
tween trosting to luek and trusting to
Providence with your bands folded and
eyes shut. There are too many people
willing to glorify God by walting for
wages they have never earned and
harvests they have never sown or cnl-
tivated. Men caunnot too soon lose that
kind of falth or learn to eall It folly.

We are more than the sheep of his
pasture; we are his people; therefore
Providence menns more than gifts of
plenty and paths of peace. It means
often weary ways, toll, fightlng, sor-
row, paln, dark nights with no stars.
It means ways we canuot understand,
Our plans have beeén for ease and
prosperity; it seems, perhaps, we have
enrned them. Then comes hardship
and adversity. We looked for dellghts
and there came but disappolntments,
And all these thinga but mean to us
that Providence means more than our
protection; it means our ednention, our
perfection,

The best thing
n sheep may bhe

that you can do for
to put it Into the
richest pastures; there mny be some
people for whom the all wise can do
nothing better. But for a man, for his
people, the best thing you cun do s
to  throw him out Into the barren
fieldg, where he muost dlg and toll, to
tear down hiz arbors of ense nnd lisg
wills of gafety that he may learn to
hulld better,  The saddest, drenriest
Hie of all would be the one for whicl
g0 many of us are ever praying, the

one unmixed with sorrow  or disap-
pointments,
The divine purposes nre the bost

promises of Providence, The Infinitely
wise and good will not e content with
anything short of perfectlon. If we
are his ereaflon we can be sure of
Iis enre, the eave that edoentes, dis
eiplines, nnd perfects.  All nature cer-
tifies to this assurance; it Is all a recs
ord of the mighty power that works
out perfection. that develops ever
higher forms of life, And the great,
wide open book of the field and the
killside has the same revelation for
him who will rend ns that recorded
long ago by the singer of Isrnel.

But In the process of the perfecting
the ways of Providence seem strange
Indeed. Perhaps a man ean no more
undersinnd the infinltely higher and
more Intrieate purposes that are belug
wrought out In his life than the plant
can comprehend the theorles of the
botanlst. Here In the struggle, often
brulsed and bitter at' heart, a man
needs falith to know that out of It all
comes the good nnd the glory unsenrch-
able and lmmensurable, that though
right may seem to be worsted, though
nlght settle down everywhere, though
hearts be near to breaking, and eyes
know no rest from tears, yet the infl-
nite goodness s over all; the will of
love will yet be dono and the worlk of
love accemplished, that all things are

working together for good, the greater
good well worth the walting for,

Thus faith defends the heart from
despair; this hope nerves for nobler
endeavors, Nothing causes all things
to work together for good better thun
the confidence that the worst that can

be I8 yet a way to the best that 1s
to be.

CHRIST'S KINGDOM.
By Rev. W. ¥. Whitlock.

Text: “The kingdoms of this world
nre become the kingdoms of our Lord
and bis Christ; and he shall reign for
ever and ever.'—Revelation xl., 15.

The purpose of Christ’s coming into
the world Is fully set forth in the
seriptures. He did not come simply to
awnken a new rellglous sentiment, or
to lift what spiritual life there was
In the world to a higher plane, or to
make a declaration to his disciples of
doetrines they had not hitherto known
—and cauld not otherwlse have known
—but he also came to establish a king-
dom,

This kingdom hgd been the subject
of prophecy long L-roro his coming.
David, lsainh, Ezeklel, Danlel and
Zecharinh repeatedly give forecasts of
the relgn that he should establish In
the earth. John the Baptlst heralded
It8 approach, aml Chrlst himself made
mehition of 1t from the beginning w
the end of his ministry.

Have not the great Inventions and
the changes they have wronght In the
life and knowledge of the people been
sources of enlightenment and eleva-
tlon to all? Tlas not the growth of
knowledge brought moral Humination,
convietion and purpose, and, as a re
sult, a better adjustment of resources
to great and noble emds? Has not the
chureh hnrnessed thege fnventions and
the changes they have wrought to its
enterprises, aond made  them moral
el In spiritual achlevement,

Are there not now among the peo-
ple n healthier tone nnd tendency ns
to the advocacy and malntenance of
the principles of morality and right-
eousness?  Does not publle sentiment
Increasingly approve the good and con-
demn the wrong? Are not good men
niore fully revered and trusted than In
former generations, and are not bad
men placed worg and more under the
ban of public diseredit and censure?

The soverelgniy of the people s to-
day the centrul thought o world poli-
ties. Monarchy ls on the wane, but
democrncy ls waxing more and more,
Arlstoeratie organlzations of . soclety
are golng down before the one founded
on equality of rights and opportunities,
The leaven of democracy 18 modifying
every government, shaking every
throne and making royal robes and
crowns appear as tinsel and ns dust
And what country has done so much
as these Unlted States to demollsh old
idlols, dissolve despotlc emplres and
hold aloft in the stalnlesa blue the
vision of natlonal righteousnesys? It 1s
because we have been sending ncroas
the seas the holy Incense of clvll and
religlous llberty that there s commo-
tlon, overturning and catnelysms hera
and there, And this commotion will
continue unti] the potential grandeur
and Inherent divinity of every soul Is
recoguized and given freedom to do
snd to be what heaven decrepd. This
15 to be the outcome, and It explalns
the confllet now on hand. And it will
not stop untll a loftler race than e'er
the world hath known or fully con-
ecelved shall rlge “without dlsense of
flesh or braln—shapely and falr—the
marrled hormony of form and fune-
tlon.” And eo there looms before us
the new heavens and the new earth,
whereln dwelleth  righteousness, Lot
ug help to make the vision real

SHORT METER SERMONS.

He who serves nos slns,

An empty head cannot be hallowad,

Love runs over, but It never slops
over,

All our debts to God are payable to
men,

The race for gold does not make the
golden race,

You eannot glopify God by desplsing
his world.

In mornl matters one and one may
make n million,

Many prayers are long only becansa
they are so thin,

Only a crooked heart will justify
Its ncts by twisted texts,

People who bant nbout the bush get
none of the berrles,

The man whose life lads nowhere Is
never late (n getting there.

It takes more than a drop of sorrow
to sweeten a sen of sln.

Many a pessimist as to humanity
finds his pessimism In his own heart.

The only way to lighten your labor
is to find something to love In It

When a man breags of 0 good deed
it 18 because he knows so few of them.

Many & man's denominntional cons
victions are In Inverse ratio to the de-
nomination of the coln he drops lu the
collection,




