THE CHARITY GIRL

By EFFIE A. ROWLANDS
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CHAPTER VIII,—(Continued.)

When Frank was gone, at first she felt
a% If she must rush madly after him,
but she restrained hersell ; and fortunate-
ly she got her father's permission to re-
turn to her aunt, and try to cheer the
poor woman up., Roderick was back at
her home, and proved a courteous and
kind friend to his brother's wife, He be-
sought her not to speak to her father
about the marriage, urging all sorts of
reasons for the delay, Roderick also ad-
vised her not to confide in his mother;
and, bearing in mind Frank's wishes, she
did all the young man ndvised.

So the days went by, Four months
were spent; the time was drawing near
for her father's annual winter visit to
the Riviera, and Constance felt she ought
to accompany him, when suddenly the
current of her life was changed by two
covents, the first of which brought the
caolor to her chieeks and the thrill to her
heart, the second of which plunged the
girl’s soul into the deepest, darkest mis-
ery A woman can ever know.

Just as the letter in which she had
written, in timid, gentle words, the ma-
ternal hopes she might assnre herself of,
o blow fell upon her which all but
crnghed out her life, ag it successfully
broke her heart. One day o woman pre-
sented herself at Lady Anstrother's house
il asked to see Miss Gascoigne. Mar-
shall, who guarded and shielded her
young mistress by every means in her
power, would have refused this woman
admittance, but Constance took the mat-
ter into her own hands, and a meeting
followed,

When Murshall went In to look after
the girl, thinking she had given the
siranger enough of her time, she found
(‘oustance standing before the fire, her
face nshen white, her eyes staring and
expressionless, like the eyes of the dead.

“Marshall,” she sald, with tones that
were husky with emotion, “Marshall, I—
I have been deceived. I am not Frank's

wife!"

“Not Mr. Frank’s wife! Oh, come,
Miss Constance, you aré altogether
wrong! Why, didn't 1 see you a-stund-

In' hefore the altar with my own eyes,
end didn't I hear you swear to beloug
tu ench other &y

Constance put out an fey-cold hand.

“Dear, trne friend,” she whispered,
between her pallid lips, and then she
tok up a piers of paper and gave it to
Marshall.

“Read that, and you will see I am not
wrong,” she safd, with a wintry smile.
“The wedding yon assisted at wns only a
foreo, Hewe Is the certifieate of Frank
Anstruther’s firsr marringe, ay, first and
eniy one, for that woman who has just
left me I8 lus lnwful, legal wife”

“T will not believe it! 1 will not be-
lleve it!" 8o eried Marshall over and
over aguin, while the poor girl crouched
down by the fire and vocked herself to
and fro, nsking herself in a wild, mad
way, what wins Lo become of her,

“Mre. Roderick will put this straight,”
was Marsholl's verdiet, and for a brief
time o flame of hope sprung up in the
wretched creature's breast; but alas! it
goon died down and was erushed out for-
ever,

Roderick took the matter up Immedi-
ately, Ile sought out every clew, follow-
ofl the teath up to the bitter end, and,
Instly and sorrowfully, had to own his
Lrother n liar and a villain,

Constanee seemed turned to stone, She
shed no tears, she made no moan; she
bore hevself with a pride that was some-
thing marvelous,

“What was to become of her? What
of lier child?" The question haunted her
dny and night,

Fortunately, her aunt’'s health became
s0 bad, she was permitted to stay buried
in the country house without further mo-
lestation from her father, who went off to
Monte Carlo and enjoyed himself, doubly
free from hix danghter's presence, Loetters
arvived from Frank by every mail, but
they were tossed into the fire unrend.

“1 leave you to communicate with
your brother,” the girl had sajd in her
one and only interview with Roderick,
and the hot blood of triumph had surged
into his velns.

How well his evil, Jealous plan had
worked!  HBetter than he eould lhave
hoped or dreamed.  Frank was miles
nway; he could not stand forth and re
fute the horrible lics, Constanee, bound
up in pride and misery, refused to do
as she should have done, write to him di-
roet, and 8o learn the real trath,  His
two puppets worked at his will and hast-
ened lis revonge.

Revenge on the brother he had always
hated ; revenge on the woman he had
loved in n wild, unvensoning, passionate
way, and who had shrunk from lis very
friendship in a manner that had chilled
him,to the heart, It was a eruel, wicked,
unmanly act—the act rather of a demon
than that of a man.

As day after day wont by, the time
approuched for the birth of Constance's
nameless child.  Bhe had made no plans,
arranged nothing,  Roderick did every-
thing. He It was who guarded the girl
in her mother's house, where, with no one
about her but Marshall, not even o whis-
per of her condition caught the wind;
ho surrounded her with every comfort,
avery care, but he pever saw her, and
ghe sent him no thanks.

The day her child was born, Marshall
came to him: she had no liking for Rod-
erick—in fact, 8o great wus her anger
and hatred toward poor Frank she could
searcely bring herself to address any one

connected with him: but there was noth-
Ing else to do, and even the old womun,
In common justice, admitted that Rod-
efick was acting with more than a broth-
er's love to the unfortunate girl,

“She refuses to see the child,” Mar-
shall said, “and when I urge her, all she
says is, ‘Let it die! Let it dlel' We
can't do that, you know, sir. What are
we to do?"

Roderick had alveady foreseen this con-
tingency and was prepared.

“The child must be removed, I know
a woman who will take it and be thank-
ful for the money, The mother will
never ask for it, never wish to see it."

And thus, despite Marshall's longing
to keep the helpless, hapless child, was
the matter arranged. Constance nevor

asked after her baby, and when she was |

told by her faithful maid what had been
done with it, she made no sign, either
by word or look. The doctor who attend-
oil lwr bad been taken into confidence by

Hoderick, and he pitied the poor young |

mother from the bottom of his heart, for
he saw that a blow had been struck
which eould never be hesled.

Ubnstance was searcely convalescent
befora she received a visit from her fath-
er, who was in a state of much perturba-
Iien.

“Knew how it would be," he sald, when
he first saw the girl's white face. “Boxed

ap here with a dying old woman—enough |

to kill you iIn rveality, And who could
have put this into the papers? Anstrnth-
et eays It must have been some officious
person in the village who thought you
were UL and must needs kill you."

Constance took the newspaper from her
father's und, and read the announce-
ment of ber own death In a short para-
geaph, She wos silent for 0 moment,
and then, as she handed It back, she said,
with a faint smile:

“It s a pity you have to contradict
ity Enther”

“Eh! What nonsense! Now, Con, T
shan't let you stop here any longer. I
neyer saw such a change in any girl!
Pock up jour trunks at once and come
away! Why, you look forty !"

Hew little did poor Constanece think,
n8 shi journeyed to London with her
fathar, that at that very time Frank
Anstrather was reading the account of
er death. not only in a newspaper, but
In & loving, tenderly indited letter from
hiz iother Roderick, who had hit on this
iden of soparating Frank from his wife
as being the best. If he had hinted at
anyihing else, Frank would have rushed
back to England at onee, but with Con-
stance dend and burfed, what was there
to bring him back?

Roderick's shrewdness was  vorified :
I'renk never eame home, And when' the
London senson was at its leight, and
Constanee Gascoigne was winning fresh
laurels for her beauty and wit, the news
arrived of an outbreak of fever in Bur-
mah, and Frank Anstruther's name woe
among the dead. They called him a hero
they sent home accounts of his cournge
self-sacrifice, and  bravery, and Con
stance's heart turned with a despairing
yedarning agony to the man she had loved
se well, and she longed to be buried with
him, shut ont of the world forever. She
saw Roderick as little as she ecould, It
was from his lips that she learned of her
child’s death ; the woman who had taken
it had reported always how delieate it
wans, and the end, always expected, hal
come at last.

Then It was that Roderick spoke; that
he showed himself in his colors.  lie
pleaded for her love; he told her how he
had adorad her ever &lnece thelr child-
hwod's days: how he had given place to
I'rank against his longing, and entreat-
ed her to forget all and become his wife.

When he left her that day Roderick
knew his plan had failed; come what
might, Congtanes wonld never be his wife,
To lend aid to his final conp he had lied
to her about her child, He knew that
it lived, although If negleet and poverty
could have killed it the poor little thing
hadl its sharve, Btung to the quick with
the bitter words that eame from Con-
stance's lips at his offering of love, he
determined she should never ba told the
truth, He had one interview with the
woman who had charge of the ehild, and
after giving her a large sum of money
and sworn her to secreey, he went out of
England, and was lost ro the world that
knew lhim forever. He had lived for one
thing only during the space of four years,
and when he knew he had lost his tri-
umph, he cast the dust off his shoes and
vinished.

Then eame the time of Goorge Fraser's
woolng, the miserable hopeloss time when
Constanes learned that her hand was the
price of silence over lher father's dis-
honor and dishonesty, The rest we know
up to the day that Audrey came to Dip-
glowood as maid to Sheila Fraser,

CITAPTER IX,

“And you are my mother?" They
were the only words Audrey could utter,
She was bewildered, amazed; her hoeart
wis heating with a nérvous excitemont
in which pride and joy mingled largely.
She felt as though she were In some
sort of droam, or waking trance: overy
now and then she passed her hand over
her eyes ns though to elear away the eon-
fuslon that existed,

She wns kneeling  boside Constance
IPraser's slender figure, the pretty, white
hands were clagping hers, the soft, misi-
cal voice wns ringing in her ears, And
this was her mother ! She—Aundrey
Muxse—the waif and stray, the nameless

| nobody, she was this delicate aristocrat's
child |

“You are my child, my darling.
own, my very own!"
| Andeey gave a little ery and nestled
close to her new-found mother,

"It is too benutiful, too beautiful to
be reall" was all she could say: nud’
then, as she felt the soft, tender lips
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Juvenile Iden.

Little Jolmny (In cemetery)—Say,
paw, why didn't the man who s bur-
fed here go to heaven?

Paw—Terhaps he did, my son.

Little Johnny—DBut It says on his
tombstone, Tence to his nshes' and It
thiese fow poor things—un old satchel, must be a bot place where there's
a Bible, a bundle of old letters: and in nshes.

the satehel,” hidden away in the lining, [ = —
we discovered the certificate of ybur birth,

Self-Defenne,

“T'm surprised at you,” sald Jigley, !
“trylng to borrow a dollar from that
fellow Harduppe, You're surely not In
such awful need of money."

“No," replied Shrode, “but 1 felt
sure Harduppe was,  Anticlpated him,
that's all,"—Catholle Standurd and
lies,

together with .the last letter Roderick

must have written to the woman before | STIFFNESS, STITCHES, LAMENESS, CRAMP
sho died.  Oh, my darling! my darling!” | " ’

she cvfed, holding Audrey pressed close ! TWISTS AND TWITCHES, ALL DECAMP WHEN

to her, “How can 1 ever deseribe the \ YOU APPLY
exquisite joy that came to me when [/
knew what heaven had sent me? 1|
seemed to live ngaip—to grow, as [ nmre'
was, strong and full of courage, Kixs |
me, my child, my baby! Kiss me, and!
ler me hear you say you lve forgiven
we for my crael desertion of you!"

“Forgiven you! Ohy my poor, dear,
sweet, new mother, don't say such a
thing! When I remember how you must
have suffered, how crael that wicked
mintt bos been to hide me from you all
these years, I feel almost mad.”

That eventful night ended In more ox-
eitement, for the report spread to the
house of the discovery of Jnek Glendur-
wood, insensible and horribly wounded,
and In the tumult that ensued Sheila
worked off some of her violent feelings,
Bhe broke in abruptly upon the length-
ened conference betwen Audrey and her
mother, and blurted out the news with-
out any warning; bet her eyes glistened
gladly as she saw the color leave Audrey’s
fuee and lips, and heard the moan that
came from the sorrow-stricken heart,
Constance Fraser torned pale, too, but
the sight of her child’s face gave her
contage. As though she had read it in
large lotters, she knew the truth then.

“It may not be so bad, Sheiln, These
things are always exaggerated,” she said,
us she put her hands tenderly on Au-
drey's shoulders, "It seems to me In-
credible that Jack should have been at-
tncked like this, Burely suck = mun ean
hitve no enemies."”

“He has ben robbed of all the jewelry

OLD-MONK-CURE
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Elsle—Onh! you bhetter leave thosoe
preseryves nlone,  Ma sald If ghe caught
you nt 'em agaln she'd dust your jacket,

Tommy—I1 know, but I aln't wearin’
any jacket. I'took it off on purpose.—
Catholie Standard and Times,

Colllsfon—Not Collusion,

The Judge—In this divorce suit there
geems to be some collusion between the
man and his wife,

The Wife—Collusion? No. It's been
collislon ever sinee the ceremony!—

Pittsburg Gazette Times.
BLOOD
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AND SYSTEM DISORDERED'
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and money he had onthat will be a clew,” | This is taken up by the blood and through its cireulation distributed to all
Sheila «nid, apparently with indifference, | parts of the system, These impurities in the blood irritate and inflame
bnt watching Andrey keenly as she spoke, the different membranes and tissues of the body, and the contracting
All at once she seemed to realize that'of a cold will start the sceretions and other disgusting and disagreeable
things were not so bad for her. This' symptoms of Catarrh, As the blood goes to all parts of the body the ca
sudden illuess of Lord John's might, tarrhal poison affects all parts of the system. The head has a tight, full
after all, prove o good friend to her, |feeling, nose continually stopped up, pains above the eyes, slight fever
o At {;n;i- rate, ]it”wtml“!r;lw 1:'[::‘1::‘ d";‘;‘ comes and goes, the stomach is upset and the entire system disordered nnr:

0m Aundarey, anc i gk & Bl P . ] by t ia E‘ 50, g t
She noticed with the keenest pleasure gzl;::l&n&a;;h é\::“n.‘ggafdﬁﬁ:gg glf:;(::tti r_'} t.;lbm(llr:"é;ﬁnrrrff i\:iﬁlws?;r:}’g.

the angnish that had dawned on the - . y

o n worse, I trlod everything wwashes, inhalations, ete. Such treatment
T el i, . st not ] 1t hf’l' - 0.105, aadlildy Ty b . i
JONNR picte fol Bhe TauAk-Hot e qeuid bear of but o J:ood T does not reach the blood, and can, therefore,

an- e s he y v gip]  Bultod, I then began 8. 8. B, and

FIREHGERE DIRGe B st 0F ”.“ €Il Gouid "meo @ 1itie improvement o nothing more than temporarily relieve

thut had stepped in between ber and her from the first bottle, and after g i1 temy

' ; A the d fort of tlie troubl T

happiness, &sﬁiﬂuita‘shnrtwhllowauftired, he discomiort of the trouble, 0 cure

to s was 8ix yoirs ego, aud I am (; . e 1
But I am forgetting,” she said, in a' oo e o any man, Tthink %‘ﬂnrrllh ermanently t.‘<. pl'qorl nﬂiust b;
frank, pleasant manner. “I have to offer Catarrh is a blood disease, and thoroug ){punﬁcdmult.m:.;:.tc:nc eanse
nll sorts of congratulations to you, mam-| know there is nothing on earth of gal] poisons, and at the “same time
strengthened and built up. Nothing equals

mo.  Why, it is like n faivy story. .-\ltll"ﬁ?ﬁ%ﬁ%o%ﬁmlggr:ﬁi g: g: E_
0. 4L MATSON, 8, 8. 8, for this purpose, It attacks the
disease at its head, goes down to the very

su this pretty little girl is to be my|thanI
sister?” ;Slle had manUD to the slender| apoer, Mich.
drawn-np figure, “We must be good bottom of the trouble and rakes a complete
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and healthy., Then the inflamed mem.

touched and she trembled visibly,

“Thank you, dear Shefia,™ was nll she
said: but she gave the girl a look of
unutterable geatitude. “You have al-
ways been kind to me, I—I should
liks to think you and my Audrey were
friends.”

Sheila stood silent for n moment, then,
lnughing softly, she pressed her lips to
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“Oh, mother, mother!" she whispered,

brokenly ; “and I—I love him so! What
shall 1 do if he dles?"

Then, with' those loving arms still
about her, she wept out the story of her
simple love. It was an old and a new
story; and though her heart was torn
with anguish at this calamity that had
befallen her beloved, the girl's sorrow was
inexpressibly soothed by the remem-
brance that the henrt she leaned on now
beat only for her, and would be hers
heneceforth and to the end.

(T'o be continued.)

Clrcumstances are beyond the con-
trol of man, but his conduct is in his
own power.—Beaumont,
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