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i A DEAD PAST

By [ARS. LOVETT CAMERON
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CHAPTER XYV.
In the month of December, when the
days were short and dark, and a black

frost and biting east wind made winter |
hard to the young and unbearable to the |
shufied off this |

old, Bir Hugh Grantley
mortal coil and was buried in the family
vault in l'rmr y churchyard by the side
of all the Sir llm.h- and Sir Johns and
Bir Gregorys who had preceded him. He
died as he had lived, unloved and un-
regretted. His selfishness stood him In
good stead up to the last,

He was buried with all becoming pomp
and ceremony, and Roy, his son, reigned

in his stead. But poor Roy's reign was
but a short and troubled one in the |
house of his tathers. Sir Hugh's affairs
were found to be in greatest confusion.

‘the property was heavily mortgaged, the
farms had depreciated in value, the rents

had been left overdue. Poverty stared
the young heir in the face. Margaret,
who had partly guessed at the state of
things, stood by him, with her strong
mind and good common sense, to help
him throug s lamities

There is hing for it but to let
the house. You cannot afford to live ir
it,"”” she said to him

L.et Frierly Oh, Margaret!

“It is t iy g to be done, Roy
face e A 1 If ¥ I t we
¥o n big y liv 0 fo 1 ) -
1 . > I 1 when you
u 3 1 5 " and the
¥ W e N i [} K to y
oW 8 I i 4 gages, put L
fa - 1 af . fresh za
You s« 5 a2 good marriage
is fTor y

Yo a rich wif I a fraid
that 1 ! Il likely to stor
the [ ] ines of fa y in that
wWay r Iy w 18 vhom [ « 1
ever 1 is lost to n

“You t, I suppose, g g to re
main | r for ever becaunse of a
married womgn! ed Margaret, wit
r ritat =l 1 not b eve
possi S s wourning over
Kitten Lajy P P re W en t
whom a steadfast faithfulness appears
in the light of absolute stupidity. Was
not Kitten married and safely got out --f
the way? What on eartl possessed the
boy to be thinking about her still?

“But, R ] 1 are the last—the
last. It is your duty to marry
baronetey will become extinet if you do
not!” cried Margaret in despair

“Someboldy must be last, -1 suppose

You

just as -;;'u,-"n.,)' ese mast be first.

are a wonderful woman at counting your
chickens, Margaret; but, to begin with
where is the rich wife?"

“There is Felicia.”

“I Bm not w -n-‘] enough for her,”
said Roy, with a little smile to himself
over .-ul.'nr‘I'\' speeches of his cousin’s
which still lingers in his memory

Marfgaret looked indignant and severe.

“I really do not pretend to un

the character and manners of the young

derstand |

cushions and sniffed at her salts bot-

tle. Fellcia, who had found herself a
small, low seat on the other slde of the
little table, had seized upon a Japanese

fan and was agitating it violently. Roy,
upon a footstool between the two ladies,

was made much of by both of them,
and seemed to be enjoying hlmself
amazingly.

Nothing makes one so hot as a fan,'
sald Gertrude. “Do keep that thing
still, Felicia; you set all my nerves on
edge.”

“It is dellciously cool and breezy out
of doors,” said Felicia. “You ought to
go out, Gertrude., 1 wish 1 could drive
you, but I have promised to call for

papa."”

*1 am going out this very minute in a
hansom,” said Gertrude, jumpin up.
Sir Roy, will you go with me? 1 am
going to pay a call. I am going to see a

charming, lovely, delightful little woman.

Somebody quite young, quite unsophisti
cated; better than all, quite new."”

“I wouldn't go with her if 1 were you,
Roy,” said Felicia, when the door had
cosed pon their hostess.

“Why not—will it create a n-'mi-.l if
l go in a hansom wita the beautiful Ger
trude?”

“Don't you know-—cannot you guess
Roy vho it is she wants you to ca
1 it is Mrs. D -

Kitten g I S I aw ]

t ive . ¢ s 1 ) 1

r glove buttons see 1 to give her a

+ ty 'EI e F

How does s v he Roy asked
presently, and she ] ar that his
L] -i @ WAS Ailtere !

“O it is very sli lé Gertrude me
Mr. Des | he park two days ag
I was w er, and he duced u
his wil and asked us ) L ] “
I—1 would not go if [ were you, Roj

)id she look Appy? e asked

“0 « I suppose » S8 Was Vi
vell dressed You have got over
[ am afra

Mrs. Talbot came back gay and gus!

z: the hans Was s l, and F

ia was driy Aaway in broughat

-y I don't t k I'll e with yo
to-day sald the young ma sitating
y when he 1d helped Gertrude '
1ANns

Oh, Roy"—S8he iropped the =ir
when they were alone—'you promised
h, do come."

“Well, 1 will go a little way, then,’
and he got into the cab. *“You ecan
drop me, you know."

“To Lowndes square,” sald Mrs., Tal-

hot, 8he had no mind to drop Roy any-
where,

And Roy went with her. “I ean't helj
myself,” he said to himself; but it was
the old story of the moth and the candle

. - - L] L - L]

Brian, on leaving his wife to go out

lone, intended to wend his way to his
. Had he gone there straight from
is own door, he would have rp..-\: 1 a

ladies of the present day. I am afraid| certain note which had been waiting for
that Felicia is becoming rather reckless m there & day. three hours earlier
In her conversation since her father has | and—s ittle d es it take sometimes t
left nuch alone.” 1lter the whole history of a man's life
. and I could not marry a per had he done so, it is probable that most
son who was reckless, even for her | of the events which e o 1d have
money.” launghed the yo man. 80 far be changed lified that the
“Well, there are plenty of rich girls | would t have be fraught with cer
to be picked up in London, and if we 1im ir 1ces to himself
must let the Hall, we will go up to town | and to he was str -
and live there. My own money will en-|idly a Id college friend
able me to take a small house; and you, | y h and linked
of course, will live with me. You will | gy " at it was just 7
be able then to live comfortably and |’ k leisurely up the
uitably upon the remnant that can be | gteps
saved out of the fire,. together with the| The hall porter gave him a letter as
rent of the house. You can have your |he entered He stood with it in his
horse and your brougham, and do every- | hand without | wking at it for several
thing that is fitting to your position. As | minutes, talking to an quaintance
to your food, that need never cost you | whom he met in the ha I 1en Brian
a farthing. \\".r.?ow‘r is mine is yours.” | looked down at his letter, turning it
They went up to London, and Mar-|round as he did so
garet in talled herself and her household And suddenly he recognized the hand
goods in a small house In 1'-n'1:|3|‘-g!.t:“ riting! It was years since he had seen
Bquare. Here, too, Roy had his own|jt. A whole century of new thoughts
rooms and his own belongings, and he|and feelings seemed to divide him like
stayed at home as much as he liked, and | a yawning gulf from that other far away
went away also as much as he feit inclin- | life, in which those even rounded .-;»,,1.—‘
ed. Nobody, either, could have said of | goters had played so important a part.
Bir Roy urantley that he lived the life | It was like an electric shock to Brian
of a woe-begone and despairing lover. | Desmond to see it once more—to hold a
He had plenty of friends, and his friends | letter from her once again in his hands
took care to make his Jife pleasant to! A letter from Rosamond! An unstamp-
him. | ed letter. too—sent not by post, but by
One afternoon, in the month of May, | hand. What could it mean? He had
Roy found himself In a certain tiny | thonght of her vaguely, dimly, as a some

dArawing room in Mayfair, where, in these |t

days, he was always sure of a cordial
welcome, The house altogether was of
the most minute dimensions, and was

as thoroughly dirty and dingy as “bijon”’

| world,

residences within a stone’s throw of Park |

Lane have a habit of being. The very
door, as it was opened by the tall foot
man, seemed narrower and lower than

other people's front doors, and the foot
man himself, as he preceded the visitor
up the narrow wooden staircase, looked
too large for the house,

One end of the room was filled com-
pletely with a wide, low sofa, across
which Eastern embrolderies and pieces
of Italian brocade—all rather dirty
were flung In careless confusion. At one

end of this sofa Invariably recllned a
black poodle, at the other was his mis
tress, 3y Mrs. Talbot's side was a
small table, upon which were arranged
a hand looking glasa set in silver, mey-
eral bottles of perfumes of different

kinds, the poodle’'s silk bag of French
sweetmeats, and the photographs of her
pet admirers. To these latter Roy had
been lately added In a resplendent new
frame of crimson plush.

Gertrude, In her white muslin drap-
eries, lay back among ber embroldered

| new

| see you.

hing dear, yet dangerous to his peace of
mind, that was on the other side of the
She had to but a dis
tant memory of a past which was over
forever, a something which he had hoped
and prayed might never again the
life he had built up for himself.
Often he had thought of her thus, in
misty dreds, thinking that he and she
had drifted apart forever, and would
meet no more, save in that other world
where those who have loved and despair-
ed shall meet again under other condi-
tions, and be perchance at last—happy!

And lo! she here—at his very
doors—in lL.ondon—alive, and writing to
him! He tore open the letter and read:

“] have come home, and am longing to
I arrived late last night, and
am at the Langham Iotel. Come to me
as soon as you receive this, I shall not
leave the house until I hear from you
or see you. ROSAMOND.”

He glanced quickly up at the eclock.
It was tne minutes past seven. He tore
upstairs three steps at a tlme into the
writing room, and wrote two lines to his
wife.

“Do not walit dinner for me,
not be back.”

This he gave to a club messenger to

been him

Cross

Wias

shall

| take to Towndes Sguare, and springing |
| into a hansom, drove rapldly away to
the Langham Hotel, He had given him-

self no time to think or reflecty e did |
not consider whether it wans a wise nr
an unwise thing he was doing. A wild

tosamond was back,
pe her! He could
After all the long,

Joy possessed him,
and he was going
| think of nothing «

| black, empty yea were to meet
| again,
I She was very of the desolate

hotel sitting room time —tired and
weary. She had a

now,

wonder—and will he get my note in the
course of time? How can I find out?”
All at once her quick ears caught the
sound of approaching footsteps along the
corridor. She sprang to her feet her
hands, womanlike, went instinctively up
to smooth her ruffled hair; her eyes
shone, her lips parted and her heart beat.

How wildly her heart beat! IFFor he had
come at last!

Through a mist she seemed to see
him, a mist of her own glad tears. The

er life, whom she had loved and
had forsaken, but to whom her faithful
heart had elung, all absence and

love of }

through

v the way, are you In the mllk busi
ness?’

Coution.

eyes, he was afrald his w it8 wouldn't
know him.—Yonkers Statesman,

One Woman'sa Wisdom,

“Alas!"” groaned the discouraged hus-
band, “I am unable to find work, and
there 1sn't a thing In the house to eat.
What are we to do?”

“Oh, T know!” exclalmed his wife,
who had a short-order Inspliration,
“We'll take in boarders”

His Real Love,

the Montana helress,
Fdna (In surprise)—
goodness!|
Bva—No, for the love of money.

For the love of

SORES

THAT DO
NOT HEAL

Whenever a sore or ulcer does not heal, no matter on what part of the

body it may be, it is because

poison may be the remains of some constitutional trouble;

long spell of sickness, which has left

| or because the natural refuse matter

[ through the channels of nature,

given him up by |

“He cannot be | wn!" she said to
herself, in despalr. I wish, now, that
I had written befS8fe from Alexandria.
IDoes he have his letters forwarded, 1|

into the circulation,
in the blood,
a deep, underlying cause,
worry and
ment,

anxictly lh in a festering,

infection, As it lingers, slowly cating
sufferer grows morbidly anxious,

| of those afilicted with an old sore or

Bill—Why didn't the author of the |
piece come out and show hlmsell |
when the audlence called for him?

Jill—Well, yon see, he'd just been
getting marrled, nnd he's got light
eyes, If he went home with black |

Eva—The count I8 golng to marry
|

ulcer know how useless it is to ex-
pect a cure from salves, powders, lo-
tions and other external treatment,
Through the use of these they have
seen the place begin to heal and scab
over, and were congratulating them-
selves that they would soon be rid of
the detestable thing, when a fresh

supply of Imi-un from the bl ml
would cause the inflammation and old disch: irge to return and the sore would
be as bad or worse than befor Se
if the

side causes Yy were, exte 111..1 i

of a ]ml:-nnul condition of the blood,

fearing it may be cancerous,

es t'

Thia
the efloct of a
this vital stream polluted and weak,
of the body, which should pass off

has been left in the system and absorbed
It does not matter how the poison became intrenched
the fact that the sore 18 there and does

not heal is evidence of

There 18 nothing that causes more discomfort,
dischar
The very sight of it is abhorrent and suggests pollution and disease ;
| besides the time and attention required to keep it clean and free from other

ging old sore that resists treat-

deeper into the surrounding flesh, the
Home

I have had a erippled foot all my lite,
which compelled me to use & brace. ny
some unaccountable means this brace
caused n bad Uleer on my log, sbout six
yoars ngo, I had good medical attens-
tion, but the Ulcer got worse, 1 waas in«
ducedtotry 8. 8. B, and am glad to sa
it cured moe entirely, and I am convinoe
that it saved my leg for me., I have
therefore, great faith in !'I B H, In({
Kindly recommend it to all needing a
reliable blood medloine

Bristol, Va.-Tenn. W.J. CATE.
it do not heal are not due to out-
atment would cure ther They are

I'm Falling

Thus cried the hair. And a
kind neighbor cameto the res-
cue with a bottle of Ayer’s
Hair Vigor. The hair was
saved! In gratitude, it grew
long and heavy, and with all
the deep, rich color of early
life. Sold in all parts of the
world for sixty years.

“ About one year ago T lost nearly all of my
hair following an attack of mensles, | was
mdvised by a Hend o use Ayer's Halr Vigor
I did so, and as a result | now have abeautiful
head of hair " — Murs. W. J. BownN, Menom
onee Falls, Wis,

-
J.0. Ayer Qo., Lowell, Mass. |
Also manufaoturers of !

9 SARSAPARILLA.

e r S PILLS.

CHERRY PECTCRAL.

tood before her ast! B} r e . . 1 : e
!‘“mb' hl'. .Itl I] : }! r.| ["I ‘]” Ias g II: kept open because the blood is steeped in poison, which finds an outlet
reached out her hands to him; she Ie % lacee 'hile 11 1 hit}
the stror adl f hi he rasped them t}”“” “l“‘ " " T \\ h“l ung !”"T ic, an ] cven cl ."“'”- sometimes
10 strong grip of his as he grasped LA, | suffer with non-healing Bores, those most usually afllicted are persons past
one in each of his. Ile only spoke her iddle 1if 1 th ther 1 Tl —-
- middle life, Often, with them, a wart or mole on face inflames and be-
name hoarsely and huskily : : Stast -
“Resamend gns to ulcerate from a little rough handling : or a des p, offensive uleer de-
And she—she It was who spoke first \.lIT“ll'q from a slight cut or bruise, Their \'! il energies and powet i of re
vho found the words, poor, weak, trem sislance l"-‘\"" grown less, and circulation weaker, and perhaps some taint in
» s - 1 1 1 ' " "
bling words—that shook with the great the I}]UO\'. which was held in check by their stronver o itions of carly
ness of her joy. life, shows i1t f It 15 well to be sus
“Yes; it is I—Rosamond-—come back picious of any sore that does not heal
| you at last—my Brian—my only love ren y. | ise une germ that
1 4t i ” - 1 .
I ny . eart’s delig ’ ‘I._r' . ver { I " LCance | kK of every old
na from you ag ' froe :
| 1 g e and on 1 to be left in the
| | 1 b a for ever." 1 . "
| Il am 1 o 9 1 nto1ly i this [atal disease,
| ) why v hiy 1id he isp 4 t 1d
P ( y Cure ese 0l
s Bt Wi 54 T W Y PURELY VEGETA
I L C E B 1 toget every
' v . . " - - ] T ' |" i | 1 '
N : & o i : kad 4 1 | '[.‘.n . .' of 1 ! For 1 L T ' hing ¢ I'!-ll‘l
¢ and thirsted for so lo Why L | = S & “-' i down Lo Lhe very ttom of the t [ i the blood
' & ¢l 1 ’ g
e ™ nd k u r W and:1 L LI . ). o5, ¢ ’ { ' the circulation
‘ ¢ dee c r and woe | 50 thatl 1t can new : | ! to the ‘ | part | allows the place
s his avea? “Why ) b | hands to heal naturaily When t is done the d I Ct 1 re scabs
slacken thus their eager d, and fall OVer -'n'l fills in with healt . nd t) 1 T natural color
yway at la erveless elpless from Book on Sores aud ulcers and any d ad | 1 will be furni _1,,'
1t of hers? without charge
of bors? R 8 THE SWIFT SPECIFIC CO.. ;:fl.lf TA, GA»
1 AN b AN ~ r
sharp ring of a name . 1 lo you
' 'r e? Do you t understand Lawyers, A NOVEL ADVERTISEMENT,
[ am free I have seen sonn g of 1 pra
“y - free? s repeated . tios o bath sl 4 At y I Appeared Iln a8 Hecent lasue of &
1 palnt } v s ont each w | . i " : . London Newspaper
st 4 Qe ey sty PRt R B nis that o profe ' A nOrel \ ! NT FOOL,
epar ely w '.l sor i 1 I. ' 1 wWo 1 ealn I . by with '
. : . ;"I , the two branches pretty o by ' \ :
18 hand L] @ dead ! e cot inad I | W 1 ’ "
Yes, ves lo v 1 Do J ’
1 F r 1|¢ nada, says n w ' y iy
1] am a widow Heave AL \ i \ \ e
l am t glad. 1 . . 1 P N day Hevie | t
| - . ' | ' tle W] e DR i1 ' .
| . " . from ™ . i I v
. I'he I lar of the 1bove
| knew that I might love you once more? | Agreement. They wounld o the right ) . . '
[ did my ity. 1 was a good wife to| of audience In au courts and the op SRR 186 " cored in ®
, " oy antte of the L.ondot e
him, but, oh, how I suffered! But now | portunity to qualify thewmselves for recent lssue of the | » Times has
it is all over and | have come back to promotion to the I« %‘ll caused some amusement and tracted
you, and—DBrianl Brian!” she broke o WM™k Mmerica the Young Inwyer goes a great deal of attention a g buwsl
o - y n ot mg lav .
w]]d]}. for stil! he stood there blanched into an offce where he makes his Dess men, says the Loudon | gL
t } T ips, and stared at her with : ! ey that * .
'\’ ﬂ"} very lif S “ AP - .| merit known by steady attentlon to Many de ! it "L 1 was %
thos jorror-stri a0 eyes ATe YO nn . nract . ) . ha §
| I..-f =~ ak t "!nﬂ for heaven's 1 business I'here will alwavs be two ¥ oL el thers that he had »
giad ! speak o 10T Deavel - . ' det e oble I p. w ha T T
W 1n.1v'f Why do you look at me! kKinds of lawyers—those who wstay ) | SONRIE ject in view whea he made
i thelr offices, dealing directly with o) Bimself out to be a fool
“When did he die?' was all he said ents and attending to matters of Ml Ihat this Intter solution was the cor
in a number, dreary voice, tine, and those who advise on voints el one an Express represcuintive
“Eight months ago.” of law and argue wwes In court. learned yesterday from “l. him
And then he flung up both arms wildly, | These two orders of me n are clearly #self His object, he sald, was to at
with an exceeding f--""-’l iy f anguis II dtiguished in America, but they tract the attention of employers by
“Ah, it was my ?t--.. ¥4 ¥ 1 1 work together as partners to the great Kolng yut of the enten tra
11 ¢ trate before her upon his e . .
fell I.-I"-H.,.I ; bef n! I:I[r . 1n'| . advautage of the client E ) who ibout 27 vears old,
" r i ace In alutstre ' rins
..r._\. ...‘il 1 : |I'|. ; ; v = g 8 rather O - ' 1 1 1 nt
Rosamond spoke neve L W 1 e Never Smiled Agaln, than the averag 1 |
1 d erect and stiff, cold as “ L . _— [ po. - ol . " .-
i ar I, : How do vou manage to write 1 e % . : 2
' cis Ak [%""' 5 W ¢ those funny thing askedd the 4 - .l . ’
y stillness o er ag ' } g _ . L ’ i ' ,
ywful choked sobs from the bo 11 i B _" A8 OF D . I tho t if 1 t'y the op
. ’ s o " “"With a typewriter, madan nt te r 1 »
t her feeot Afterw 1 e 1 . o [ W \ ost people n search
| re what she had felt and zht swered the so-much-per-yard grin pro W a billet apd s DA 2 are ™
e first moment ly t t in ne  ducer q | | i | n good chance
igue fa on Fate "H_'--' ;"ll-l."-'r “I.':|~-*-'|"'--$<'! 1 the 1, f b ¢ h ng | p ers tired of
her Unee IE AROD KD ind ruined you l.:na“‘, I Imagined yvou o] son . 't " ' i " not
o 1 . now it 2 |} X " gt I eris i ! | & no
an's | r..l and now now It was e Who 50Tt llri“ll',\-?l;.: :l:-i-.ir.."J- ' i a ol
rulne [ }{'.'.
- L 3 et . ’ PO~ twe
(To be continued.) Infrequent Occasions, BT o Vo
— “y s e . -y g line offers and appolntments fep
Counting the Buttons, You must try to love your papa ns nterviews fi the head ¢ good
“Yes” sald the tailor, “Councllman| much as he loves you," sald the vis- " ' . vt SO
’ ol ‘ firms and a irge number of lettern
(C'rooklt ordered a four-button ~utawnay, Itor, | " - ) :
but he changed it to a three-button.” “Oh, T love him more,” replied Tom .|III g Bt Pir B gy~ Moo
it w nevitable, of o wi* U 1hiress
“Ig the three-button more stylish?’ MYy, a ; e , ' - -
. ” . or o the writeg w o o
asked the other “Indeed? Doesn’'t your papa love " O . uld - hay
. : Apap— o P advigsed me to apply it onee At 1
“Oh. no. But as he was going out | ,JOU VEry mu« h? : " . .I : ' e to & '.;
o I N 1 -T - Oove war ofoce W llers A 1d i ir (
he saw some children on my doorstep | Not much, He gays he only loves : R
’ rha . . Milade a ghille
playing that old game, ‘Rich man, poor me when I'm gool Philadelphia I"l R i r
: . TP ive been schoolmastering we
man, beggarman, thief.’ Philade]. | Press, ng seven
his P . yvears, and althoungh 1 have a small
g LW ] - o i
phla Ir “ Mystery of the Pux Dog pillet now, 1 wish to better myself,"
. —y d_ - —— | It's awfully hard to understand how - . » .
ogica eduction, | Sin o . .
. .‘ 8 " I pug dogs can like the sort of people that Not Dullt For Two.
Ah, my friend,” sald the passenger| {i . them. —Cleveland Leader Wi Michael
A ; : wader, en Michael Burke Jolne
with the unbarbered halr, “what can " : . e urke Jjolned hils
orother J: . " " v
be more deliclous tnan clear, cold wa S : ’;"“ in this country, the
TLOTIeY . I'e " , "
ter In the early morn, fresh from the VIR | W N it over. added to
pump.” | - lame's savings, enabled them to g
y : | nto the lee - W r—
“Water,” rejolned the hardware e el 1to "' ¢ business. In course of
dme  thelr cust O RO
drummer, “Is t'vr’fninly a good thing. | L eir custom  Incressed, and 't
became necessary for them to have an

mlice In this James soon installed a

Mee roll-top desk

“The one desk will do for the two
f us,” he explalned, tne day It was
et us. “And here are two keys; one
for youn, Micky, and one for me.”

Michael aceepted the key
o be studyling the desk,

, but seemed

“That's all right,” he sald. *“But
where 18 my keyhole?”
Art Note,

Mrs. Syllle-—~My husband takes a

deep Interest in art,

Mrs, Older—You surprise me,
Mra, Syllle-—~Well, it was a surprise
to me But I heard him telling Jack

Rownder last night that it was a good
thing to study your hand before you
draw,—Clevelnnml l.eader,

SO’S CURE. FOR
Use

CURES WHERE ALL ELSE FAILS
Jough sByrup, Tastes Giood,
In time, Hold by drogista
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