
lA DEAD PAST!
s By MRS. LOVETT CAMERON

CHAPTER XXVIII.
Felicia sat alone In the inn sitting

room at Suiackton. Miss Grantley and
Gertrude had taken a fly after breakfast
and gone out for a drive together. Tbey
had been rather mysterious over the
business.

There was a knock at the door, and
the old waiter popped in his rough white
head sideways:

"Yes, sir," he said, half turning back
to somebody behind htm, "the lady Is In.
A gentleman, ma'am, to see you."

He threw wide open the door, and
somebody, tall and slight, clad in a long
overcoat, came out from the gloom of
the passage without Into the gathering
twilight of the sitting room. For a mo-

ment she peered at him, not seeing who
It was; then suddenly she recogniezd
him, and her heart beat wildly.

"Mr. Raikes. Is it you?"
He took ber proffered-han- and shook

It warmly, murmuring some half con-

fused words of greeting.
"How on earth did you come here?

What brings you to Smackton? And how
did-- you learn that I was here?"

"I was traveling north. I heard ac-
cidentally from a fellow passenger in
tliB ;imit cnrrinire that you were staying
here."

"I am very glad to see you," she an-

swered, heartily, and with perfect
for women act these scenes

Diuch better than men do, and she would
not have betrayed her agitation for an
empire.

"How well she looks," thought Edgar,
"and how beaming; it Is easy to see that
she is perfectly content." Aloud he said:
"Do you know who my fellow traveler
turned out to be?"

"I cannot imagine," she replied.
"Mrs. Talbot's husband. He Is down-

stairs in the coffee room. They told
li I in his wife was out; he has come here
to look after her."

Felicia laughed. The situation wiy
really delightful.

"What a piece of good luck," she cried
gayly. "I never heard of his turning up
appropriately in his life before. If only
he will take ber away, for she is a thorn
In my side."

"How well you look! I need not ask
you how you are. Aud your husband, he
is quite well, I hope?"

Felicia started. "My husband!" she
repeated, in a strange voice of wonder-lu- g

bewilderment. "What on earth do
you mean?"

He looked at her with a surprisde and
startled face. "I I mean Sir Hoy," he
said Btaniuieringly.

"Sir Roy is my cousin, Mr. Itaikes;
not my husband!"

"But you were , engaged to him, were
you not, when I left England? I was
told of it it was for that that I went

way, and you yourself would not bid
me stay; and when I heard it I thought
that I understood your meaning. Surely,
surely I could not have made so terri-
ble a mistake!"

"It was no mistake. I was engaged
to Koy for one month. Perhaps, had
you not gone away however, our en-
gagement was broken off."

"I never heard of it," he said breath-
lessly. "I believed that you were mar-
ried. But tell uie why why was it
broken off?"

"I never meant to marry him. Some
day, perhaps, if you care to hear the
elucidation of the mystery, I will explain
It all to you; it is a long story. To be-
gin with, I did not love him," she stam-
mered slowly, with downcast eyes. Then
there was a pause. "Is not that enough?"

"Felicia," he said, below his breuth.
"Will you ever marry anybody?"

"l'erhaps if if I ever love any-lov- e

body."
"Will you then ever learn to

anybody?"
"If anybody cares to Inquire, well

then, perhaps I will tell him."

CHAPTER XXIX.
Brian Desmond went home alone. He

was glad that his cousin had left him.
As he drew nearer to the end of his
jouruey, he felt that he would never
have been ablo to endure his presence.

As they drove up the last hill through
the park it was almost dark, and out
of the wet, with fog, the long facade
with its many windows loomed out upon
him with a suddenness that was almost
startling.

There was a wonderful stillness as the
dog cart drew up. He noticed one light
that burnt brightly and keenly out of a
lower room. It was the octagon cham-
ber; he could see no other sign of life.
He glanced upward toward the bedroom
windows, but all seemed dark above.

Softly the front door opened, and In
the warm radiance of the crimson por-
tiere curtains, he saw, with a certalu
surprise, that Roy Grantley stood there
to welcome him. There wa no time for
words. Glancing at him aa he entered,
Brian noticed that he was "try thin Innd
gaunt, with great, hollow circles under
his eyes and aa almost famished look
ef haggard n ess and despair in his aspect.

"Come Quickly," he whispered, and
turned round and led the way across
the hall.

Roy stopped at a door at the end of
the passage. It was the octagon room
where he had seen the bright light in the
window.

"Am I too late?" murmured .Brian,
shudderingly.

"I fear so," said Roy, and turned the
handle of the door.

Within was the silence of the grave
Itself. A strong pungent odor of ether.

lamp upon a low table, a warm flicker

from the wood logs on the fire, a doctor
was standing by with bent head and
crossed hands in an attitude of religious
reverence; and In the center of the room
a woman kneeling by the side of a chair,
with all her long, dark draperies spread
across the floor, supporting with both
her arms a form so white, so still, so
small, that it might have been only the
hgure of a sleeping child.

The pale yellow locks fluttered loosely
back, sweeping against the dark head
that bent over them; the lips were half
open, a smile hovering upon their still
rosy outline, but the strange, wonderful
eyes, with their tale of unspeakable woe
and sadness were closed forever more.
Kitten Desmond had looked ber last up-
on this troublesome world, and the "poor
play of her life was at an end.

In Keppington churchyard was a tall,
gleaming white cross, fresh from the
sculptors hands; white marble lilies curl
ed about its base, and the gilded letters
ot Kittens name flashed and glittered
in the April sunshine upon Its outstretch-
ed arms. At the foot of the grave a
man stood, bare-heade- with hands
clasped together, gazing earnestly at the
cross.

"Catherine Elizabeth Desmond," ' ht
murmured, half aloud. Could that in
deed be Kitten? The very name sound
ed strange and unreal In his ears; ha re
membered how, long ago, she had told
hiin that was how her name would be
written upon her tombstone.

Now, as he stood motionless, there
came soft steps behind him across the
daisy spangled grass, a hand was passed
through his arm, and, turning with- - a
start, he found that Rosamond was by
his side.

lou, Brian?" she said gently. "I am
ghd to have met you here, for I am
going away. She laid a wreath of ex-

quisite white hothouse flowers upon the
grave at her feet.

For some moments they stood motion-
less together, with hands clasped togeth
er, ihen Brian spoke a little brokenly.
"Rosamoml, since I have suffered so
much, I have perhaps learned a little,
too. Is life to be indeed over for you
and for me? We cannot undo the past,
out at least we could. nerhaDS. be hannv
in the future; Is there no hope that you
can give mer

Then there rose a delicate bloom like
the tint of a pale, wild rose In her
cheeks. She dropped her hand, and with
a swift gesture pointed away across the
low churchyard wall Into the lane be-

yond. A carriage stood waitlug for her
under jne tender green of the overarch-
ing trees. There was luggage ' on the
top of it, and leaning over the wall, not
looking at them, but away toward the
blue valley below, which he contem-
plated with a pleased dreaminess, was
the slight figure of a man with an Iron-gra- y

mustache; a man whose face he
seemed to recognise, like a vision out of
an evil dream.

"Brian," said Rosamond, gently, "that
is my husband. I was married this morn-
ing to Col. Trefusls. We are on our
way to the station, and we have driven
around by Keppington because I wanted
to leave these flowers here. I could
not bear not to say good-b- y to her grave
on my wedding day."

"All is over, then, for me in this
world," he said at last gloomily and
wearily.

"Yes, if love were all," she answered
quickly, "but it is not. You snid just
now that the past cannot bo undone and
you were right. Brian, life is not a
toy that we can play with, to fling
aside its puppets and pick them up
again just as we fancy. That which
we have done in the past, that we can-
not niter; the actions that we have tak-
en upon ourselves, those we are forced
to accept as our portion forever, and
neither repentance nor regret, nor yet
oceans of bitter tears can ever wash
away those things, which by our own
doing we have rendered irrevocable. One
thing, and one only, can ever sweeten
aud sanctify a life that such errors
have darkened the life, that by own
own free will we have marred, we must
abide by for good or for evil; but we can
at least devote it not to ourselves, but
to others. The Inst, snd lesson which
sorrow has the power to teach us is un-
selfishness."

He raised her hand to his lips, and
they parted this time forever.

So these three, who had loved, and
sinned, and sorrowed, were parted, but
the happiest of the three was surely
Kitten, lying still and cold beneath the
shadow of her marble cross.

CHAPTER XXX. ,
To Roy a sense of sad peace came

slower than to any one else. Kitten
had been the dream, the very religion of
his life. In losing her he seemed for
a time to be uprooted out of his ordinary
existence, to such a degree thnt he could
not believe that he would ever..be able
to resume his life. For many months
he knew no rest, wandering about "In
foreign countries, carrying with him ev-

erywhere his load of wretchedness and
despair. And yet, even to him, there
came In time the conviction that Kit-
ten's denth might, perchance, bring to
him more peace of mind than ever her
life could have done. He refused with
an obstlnncy which was almost an of-
fense, to be present at Felicia's wedding,
which took place on the first of June
that followed after Kitten's death.

The wedding was an exceptionally
quiet one. A few Intimate friends her
father, and her cousin Margaret, only

formed ths little group which gathered
at an unusually early hour in the g

church, in which she selected to
be married to Edgar. And besides these
there was one elegant and disconsolate
woman who, in a mazy costume of white
lace and pale gold siiken draperies, knelt
dissolved in tears throughout the cere-man-

They were tears drawn from
the very bottom of her miserable heart!

And there was a tall personage, with
a red beard, at her elbow, who grinned
unfeelingly over these heart-broke- n wail--

ings.
"Talks as if I was going to murder

her, don't she, Mrs. Kaikes?" said this
monster.

And so the friends parted. Felicia to
take up a uew life of perfect promise
and happiness with the man she loved,
and Gertrude Talbot to go, as she had
termed it, "into exile." And assuredly
no punishment for her many failings
could have been awarded to her more
severe or more bitter than to be wrench-
ed away by her legitimate lord and mas-
ter and carried off from the world of
life and fashion which she loved so

and which had been so long as
the very breath of her nostrils to her.

"I am sick of paying through the nose
for a lot of things I never gft my pleas-
ure out of," her husband haj said to
her. "I've kept you In your little box
in Mayfair quite long enough, Gerty,
and you've had your fun and your flirta-
tions, and your frocks and your jewelry,
till I am sure you must be getting tired
pf it all. Yon are no longer so young
as you were," continued her spouse, with
that unpleasant outspokenness which only
a husband dare use to a woman who
is still handsome and attractive; "and
it's time, I think, that you should con-
sider my comfort and settle down a bit;
and I can't live where it's all dress and
show and keeping up ot appeuraucKa.
Give me a free life in a fine, open coun-
try and plenty of sport; that's what I
want And that is why I have bought
the nicest little property in South Caro-
lina for a mere song, snug house aud
all included; and I'm going to tnko you
there, right away; so pack up your traps
and make no more fuss nbout it."

So, amidst torrents of angry but to-

tally unavailing tears, Gertrude did
"pack up her traps." The tall footman
was sent away, the smart lady's maid
handed on to another situation, and the
little bljou-hous- e in Mayfair let as it
stood, furniture and all, to an enterpris-
ing young widow in search of a suitable
number two. And the very day after
Felicia's wedding, Mr. and Mrs. Talbot
set sail from the shores of England; and
her bold, handsome face and free tongue
and mischief-lovin- g eyes were seen no
more in her familiar haunts.

But Sir Roy Grantley never married.
As the years went on he stayed more
and more at the White Cottage with his
sister, going over to Frierly daily, g

the shooting, looking after the
keepers and keeping his hunters up at the
big bouse. lie is on the best of terms
with bis tenants, and a very strong and
solid friendship has grown up between
himself and his cousin's husband. But
he will never marry; he is still faithful
to the love of his youth, and when he
dies the name and property will pass
away to a distant cousin, who is a stran-
ger to him.

The lesson of his young wife's death
was not entirely thrown away upon
Brian Desmond; love for him was over,
but he schooled himself to believe thnt
there was something in life still left
for him to do. He never saw Rosa-
mond Trefusis again; their lives ran far
apart. Nevertheless her parting words
were often in his mind, and her parting
injunction In time bore its fruit in his
life.

To live for others, and to learn un-
selfishness, that had been Rosamond's
lesson; and Brian did not forget it.

He went into Parliament, where he
soon made for himself an honorable
name for the deep interest he took in
all schemes of. philanthropy. He was
an nrdent champion of the wrongs of
seamen, an advocate for the Imuroved
dwellings of the poor. A zealous reform-
er of all abuses thnt weigh hardly upon
the weak and friendless. His whole soul
after a time, became absorbed In these
matters, so that new interests, new occu
pations, a new life arose out of them
from the ruins of his past and a nobler,
better existence opened out by degrees
to him. But love never touched him
again. In Kitten's grave, In the last
sad touch of Rosamond's hand, and the
last glance of her compassionate eyes,
lay all the withered romance of Br ill u
Desmond's Dead Past.

(The end.)

Shrewd liurber.
"That barber seems to be dolne a

rushing business."
"Yes. He has Invented a hair tonic

that smells exactly like gasoline."
"But er I don't see the point"
"It tickles the vanity of his natrons.

They go around smelling of gasoline
and this gives the Impression thnt
they own automobiles." Philadelphia
Ledger.

Like Ma Made for Pa.
"Our John's wife," said John's fa

ther, "Is too easy with him. She's too
ready to make excuses for him."

Well," remarked John's mother.
significantly, "John can't any truth-
fully that they're not 'like mofher used
to make.'" Philadelphia Ledger.

Robbers.
"Who Is it that robs us while w

are asleep?" asked the tencher, trying
to get the class to spell the word "bur
glar."

'De gas meter," shouted the bovs In
unison.

Suspicious.
Lawson What kind of coffee do too

drink Brazilian or Mocha?
Dawson You will have to ask the

importer. The grocer calls It Mocha.
Somervllle Journal.

Cream g ponies Cake.
Beat the yolks of three ecirs Hirhl

with one and a half cups of sugar, add
the beateu whites of the eggs, then a
cup of scalding water, fluvorlng to
taste, ami, lastly, one and a ounrter
cups of flour sifted with one and a half
toaspoonfula of baking powder. More
Hour may be added if necessnrv. but
the batter should be thinner than for
ordinary cake. Have the nans well
greased, and the oven hot Fifteen
minutes should suffice to bake the cakes
In layer tins. They nre cood with
cream filling and chocolate frosting.

Ekk a la Creine.
Hard boil twelve eirirs. slice them

thin In rings. In the bottom of a large
baking-dis- place a layer of grated
brend crumbs, then one of the eirirs:
cover with bits of butter, and sprinkle
with pepper and salt. Continue thus to
blend these Ingredients until the dish
is full; be sure, though, that the
crumbs cover the eggs upon top. Over
the whole pour a large tencuiifnl of
sweet cream, and brown ulcely iu a
moderately heated oven.

Pepper RelUh.
Remove the seeds from six lareo

green peppers and one red pepper and
chop fine. Mix with a flnelv minced
head of cabbage, to which add a little
less than a quarter cud of salt, a full
cupful of sugar, two tablespoonfuls of
mustard seed, and elder vinegar enough
to cover the mixture. Stir thoroughly
and bottle. This will be found an ex-
cellent addition to a meat or fish
course.

Cheene Canapes,
Cut a stale loaf of bread into slices

about a quarter of an Inch thick. Di-
vide these Into pieces about two Inches
long and one inch wide, and fry thein
in hot butter or oil till thev nro n
bright golden color. Spread a llttlo
thin mustard on each of these pieces,
lay over that some good cheese, mul
put them In a quick oven till the cheeso
is dissolved. Serve ns hot as possible.
Time, altogether, about half an hour.

Fining--.

Boll one cup of sugar with four ta-
blespoonfuls of water to n syrup, or
until it will "feather" from the spoon ;
have the white of the egg beaten to a
stiff froth, and pour over it the boiling
syrup, stirring nil the time. To this
add one-hal- f cup of raisins, chopped
fine, and one-hal- f cup of
likewise chopped. Spread between lay-
ers and on top.

Cherry-Pin- e Trifle.
Line a dish with thinly sliced nine.

apple; cover with sponge cakes, and
over same puur Juice of the pine. Bent
up stillly the whites of three eggs, and
add a dessertspoonful of sugar. Heap
unevenly over the sponge cake, and
garnish the dish liberally with stewed
cherries. Serve with cream or cus-

tard.

flutter Caked.
Beat thoroughly one teaspoon of soda

with one nnd one-hal- f pints of sour
milk. Beat the yolks of three eggs
and add to the milk, then stir In the
flour nnd a little salt, making the bat
ter of the consistency of cake. Then
beat the whites to a stiff froth, fold In,
not thoroughly.

BreakfUNt I'll IT.
Boll a pint of milk with a quarter of

a pound of butter. Stir In three iiinir
tern of a pound of flour and let cool.
Beat the whites and yolks of live eggs
separately and add. Fill greased cuiis
half full of the batter, and bake In a
quick oven. Turn out on n hot platu
and sprinkle with sugar.

Bailee.
Cream together one cut) of misrnr and

one-hal- f cup of butter; add the Juice
and grated rind of one lemon, one egg
well beaten and one teaspoon grated
nutmeg. Sot the dish containing mix- -

tare in a pan of hot water, add one.
half cup boiling water nnd stir llva
minutes. Serve hot.

Snow Hull.
Bent the whites of four eggs. Mix

one cup of cream, two tablespoons of
sugar, a teaspoon of baking powder and
flour to make a batter, and add tho
whites of the eggs. Fill buttered cups
two-third- s full of tho mixture, and
bake In a hot oven.

C'hliiu China-- .

Fill a glass two-third- s full of shaved
ice; add three or four lumps of sugar,
tho Juice of a large orange and a few
drops each of essence of cloves aud
peppermint.

Wanning; (.Inane.
Glasses that have been used for milk

should always lie rinsed In cold water
before being washed. The lnimedlato
use of hot water would make them dull
and cloudy looking.

A steel of special hardness, patent-
ed in Germany by F. Munster, results
from subjecting the molten metal to
a blast of nitrogen.

With a tensile strength often ex
ceeding three hundred thousand
pounds per square inch, steel piano
wire seems to be the strongest mate-
rial known, and it posseses the addi-
tional valuable property of a very high
elastic limit

A peculiar process for separating
particles like gold from

sand has been patented by L. T.
Weiss. The metallic particles in mass
are electroplated with iron, by a spe-
cial apparatus, and can then be separ-
ated by any magnetic method.

Glass water-pipes- , which have a
covering of asphalt to prevent frac
ture, are in use In some parts of Ger-
many. They give thoroinrh nrotoctlnn.
against moisture In the trround.
against tho action of acids nnd slkn.
lies, and they cannot be penetrated by
gases.

Dr. Max Relthoffer. a Drofessor in
tho Technical High School of
In conjunction with Herr Karl Mora- -
wetz, the government lnsnecrnr nf
clocks, has completed a svstem for
synchronizing clocks by means of
wireless telegraphy, nnd nermlsslnn
hns been secured for reirulntluir Mm
public clocks by this agency.

The use of milk of lime for mitelr.
ly and effectively extinguishing fire
In coal mines is recommended by In-
spector Wolfgang Kumnier, a Ger-
man. The suggestion Is not new, but
has been newly tested wlUi satisfac-
tory results. The emulsion which
can be used with hand or power
pumps runs Into and fills the crevices
of the coal or mineral.

A new type of mitrailleuse Is being;
constructed at the government arms
factory of St. Etienne, France. This
weapon is far more powerful thnn the
existing type, its firing capacity being
three hundred shots per second, with
a maximum range of 5,400 yards. Tho
tests with the weapon have proved
highly satisfactory, except for a nat-
ural tendency to become heated
through continued discharge, but this
defect is being remedied.

The Gaulois of Paris has been In-
vestigating that grave question, "Why-d-

men wear mustaches?" About ono
hundred men answered the question.
Six replied that It was too much trou-
ble to shave, one declared that It was
to hide his teeth, another that his
long nose without It gave him a bad
appearance, and three that It avoided
colds. Threo others maintained that
it improved the air they breathed, and
seven were of the opinion that a mus-tach- o

was necessary to health. Seven-
teen men were content to Btate that
they did It to please themselves, while
only two said It was to please their
wives. About sixty cave the reason
that women did not Ilko clean-shave-

men.

F. Dofleln, a German naturalist, has
recently seen In Ceylon a species of
ant, the oecophylln smaragdlua, In tho
act of "sewing" two leaves together
for tho purpose of forming a nest
This observation confirms the report
of the English naturalist, Ridley,
made In J 81)0. Dofleln saw a row of
the Insects pulling the edges of tha
leaves together; then others trimmed
and fitted the edges, nnd finally a
seam was made by fastening tho
edges with a silky thread, yielded by
larvae of the same species which the
workers carried In their mnndlbleB
He made a drawing Illustrating the
method of working. According to
Ridley, the sewing ants pass the
thread-givin- g larvae like shuttles
through holes. In the edges of the
leaves.

An Inut nuatlnu,
Sybyl Did you notice that handsomo

man at the concert who stared at mo
nearly all the evening?

Ethyl Yes.
Sybyl I wonder who It could have

been 7

Ethyl Why, that was Prof. Pierce,
tho celebrated mind reader. Ho la
spending his vacation here.

'flier Came High.
"It strikes me," said tho Ivlv with

the family-size- d market basket, "that
your vegetables are rather high."

"Naturally, ma am," refilled the new
boy. "They were raised on a roof gar
den."

To lie Sure.
"I'm afraid," said the Junior member

of the law firm, "that we are causing
our client unnecessary trouble."

"Oh, that's all right," rejoined tho
nor member. "We'll charge him for

It"
' Hejolelnu.

I sat behind a theater hat,
And as I henrd the way
The actors talked, how glad I was
1 couldn't see the play.

Puck.

One can be buried In oblivion with
out the aid of an undertaker.


