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" A Story of

SYNOPSIS.

CHAPTER: 1.—Rhoda  Dering
danghter of the black sheep of a gooc
English family, goes to England te
be her cousin’s governess.

. -

Mary is expected to marry Adrian.
the heir of Wering, but she is_in love
with Jack Maitland. Miss Millicem
‘Wering is going to leave her money
ts Mary.

L
Mary and Rhoda become ‘gooe
friends. Rhoda is forbidden to men-
tion her father. °

*"Well, most of her life—it's the
same thing. And ahe will be such &
companion to Molly! You should
bave heard her chatterng French to
those puns.”

Mrs. Dering's brow relazed, and
she smiled.

“Well, George, ] am going to be
g0ad to the girl. "And it wiil be just
what Molly wants, a companion to
amuse her. If she and Rhoda can
get on, 1 shall be qulte content.”

Rhoda’s rooms were next to Mol-

- 1y’s, in the east corridor. There was
a door leading from one into the
other. They were furnished very
simply and prettily, and in both
rooms fires were blazing brightly.
Betora the sitting room fire a little
table was drawn up, with an easy
chair close by. Tea was on the ta-
ble, in the middle of which stood a
Jarge bowl of roses.

“This {a my idea,” said Molly, as
the two girls entered. “I mean you
to have tes up here, and mot go
down agafn tiil dinner time.”

“What lovely roses!" sald Rhoda,
bending to look at them.

“Adrian brought' me those - for
you. I msked him to bring them
down from London yesterday. They
have so. many flowera ia Franke,
haven't they?”

“Not many as besutiful as tljese
at this time of the year. You/are
golng to spoll me, Molly."”

“8o Adrian sald, He read/me &
Httle lectare about it. He o
think that, If we made a g
of you to begin with, we should ne-
slect you afterwards. But you
don't think I am ilke that, do you,

_'Rhoda? .Wa are to be llke sisters,
father said.” Acnc Molly put her
azms round Rhoda, and looked up
at her with such sweet, loving blue
ayes that Rhoda loved her trom that
moment.

“Molly, you dear Iittle Xolly!”
whe sald returning ber embrace.
Then she suddenly loosed her arms.
T will have some tes.” she sald, sit-
ting down [n the pretty low chair by
the fire and taking off her hat. “Pour
1t out for me, Molly; and tell me
who Adrian is.”

“Adrisn {s—do you take sugar?
—Adrizn is the heir of Dering. He
1s the handsomest, Wisest, best per-
son n the world! And Jack and I
do not llke him at all,”

“Jack? - May I know who Jack
1s7"

Molly looked intently at the pat-
tern of the cup she was holdlng, and
a tender littie smile played round
her lips.

“Jack and I grew up together,”
‘she safd. “His father is the rector
of the - parish and father’s oldest
friend. Walt 8 moment, Rhoda. 1
want to show you my BIlL"

Molly, jumped up and ran out of
the room.: A moment later she was
back with her black puppy i her
arms. 3

“Look at the dariing! Pat his
dear head, Rhoda! . Had you any
dogs at the convent?”

* “No, dear.”
* “Father shall give you one to-
morrow, Jack gave me BIlL”

She hugged the puppy In & close
embrace and sat down upon the
heartk rug at Rhoda’s feet.

“Jack apd I are golng to marry
each other some day,” she sald
gravely,

Rhods softly smoothed the girl's

-~ brown halr, but dld not speak.

“Not for a long, long time. ‘He
‘hag to gat his degree; he was pluck-
.84, desr boy, last term. But I never
never, never could marry anybody
but Jackl” :

“"You are too young to marry any
.one, little Molly,” sald her cousinj
with a very gentle look in her gray

-eyes.
Molly hugged the puppy still

oner.

“Jack {sn't comlng back for three
months, and we are mot té write to
each other. We have slways written
to each other every week, but
mother won't let me write to him
now. Mother {a very fond of Jack,
you kmow, but she wants me to
marry Adefan” ¢

The girl's- frankness touched
Rhoda; but there was bitterness In
her thoughts as sho listened. How
aifterent Molly's 1ife had been from
her own—Motly so guarded, so shel-
tered by love! Her own only protec-
tion bad beén a father whd had been
unable, to. shiald her from imsult and
hzmiliation.

. . Molly went on With her confl-
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was very kind; I never ltked him so
much bofore. He thinks it our duty
to marry,but he said 1t was natnral
that I should prefer Jack.”

“And does your mother know?"

“Adrian thinks I ought not te
declde yet; 1 am too young to know
my own mind, so he says. But I do
know it, don't I, my BT She
kissed the puppy and put it dewn
upon the rug. ‘Come, Rhoda, and
let me help you to chamge your
dress! I feel ashamed of talking
about myself o much; but I wanted
you to know all about me. Now you
must tell mo about yourself.”

“There is nothing to teil,” sald
Rhoda, with 2 faint smile. “Bup-
pose you run away now, Moily, and
leave me to myself. Come back
when it s time for me to go down."

Molly jumped up.

“You must be so tired! Would you
rather not coms down to dinner?
Let me tell mother you are tired.”

“No, dear; I will come down.’

“Polly-—that'smy mald, you know
—will -help you to unpack. Let me
stay too.”

“I think you had better not, dear.
Shall I see Aunt Millicent at dim-
ner?” .

A rogulsh smile broke over Mot~
1y's face.

“Oh, dear no! You are to be ta-
ken this evening to see Aunt Milll-
cent in her own room. Now, Rheda,
J will tell you what to say. Start
back with intense surprise and cry
out, ‘This cannot be my sunt; this
13 & young lady of twenty-five!' Say
something like that, and you will be
Aunt Millicent’s forever.

“Does she look so young?”

“She Is a baggard old lady,” re-
turned Molly, with some asperity.
“1 have no patience with her! But
she was & beauty in her youth, and
she thinks ahe {s a beauty stlil. But
I wsnt her to llke you, Rhods; I

" want her to leave you all her money.

She 1s immensaly tich—her god-
father loft her a great fortune—and
she Is ‘constantly making new wills.
She left it all to me once, but I of-
tended her beyond recall when I
teased her zbout her complexien; it
was too bad of me! Try to leek as it
wers 21l real, Rhoda—hair and
teeth amd complexion and all! It
will be aiffeult, but I ouid U
you to be Auat Milliceat's helres

“Mofily, you must pleass ge awey,”
Rhoda safd, ignoring &l the last
apeech; “I shall never dress while
you are hers.””

“Put on a pretty dress,’” was Mel-
1y’s answer, s she took up her
puppy, “and don't forget what I told
you about Aunt Mrilicent. Thers—
you will say I am incerrigiblel But
Jack and I planned it ali; we Intead
you to marry Adrian and have Aunt
Millicent’s money!”

“How very kind of you and Jack
to plan my future!” sald Rhods,
with a strange laugh.

Molly d1d not understand the leok
of bitterness on her cousin’s face.
She turned back mad held up her
face to be klesed.

“Yoy:"ars not vexed with me,
Rhoda?” she sadd. “I am such &
chatter-box, but I weuld net vex
you for the worM!™

“My dear, you did net vex me;
you are a dear little girl!”

“You look so szd,” said Molly,
with a tender look in her blue eyes.
“Were you very sorry to leave the
convent, Rhoda{" .

“Very gorry."” N

“You had been there =0 many
years, It must have been Mke home
o you. But this is to be your home
now, dear Rhoda!”

Rhoda’s eyes were full of hot
tears as she bent and kissed Molly
gently.

“My dear little cousin, you are
very good to me!” she sald.

Molly's answer Was an energetic
hog and a lopg warm Kiss. Then
she caught up her puppy amd ran

away.

Rhoda had changed her dress for
a black silk and was sitting by the
fire, when there was & tap at the
door and. Mrs, Derlng entersd.

“Are you ready, Rhoda? Are you
sure you would rather ceme down
to dinnper?”

“T am quite rested, thank youl™
sald Rhoda briefly.

Mrs. Dering went and stood op-
posite to her on the hearth rug,
playing absently with ker fan, while
she ‘looked steadily at Rhode. It
was not exactly an unkindly lance,
but 1t was cool and oritical. Rhodw’s
cbeoks finshed. She rose and pushed
forward a chalr.

‘Wil you not sit down, sumtl”
she said.

“No, thank you, my dear. You are
tall, Rhoda—ss tall as I am}”

“Yes,” sald Rboda, briefiy.

“You remember your mother, of
course?”’ .

A strange passionate lock came
over the girl’s face, her eyes drooped
and het lips guivered.

I was a chitd when she died,” she
‘but 1 remembér her well.”
hoped you mould hava been
1ike her.” . N

“T am lfke my father,” sald Rhode:

Mrs. Dering trowned.

“We must understand each other

Rhoda. You must forget, within
these walls, that you are your. fa-
ther's child; that is the conditlon on
which I have consented to have you
here. Never mentlon his name
again!”

Rhoda was s
went on.

I do not wis
you; I wish t
your father.
that you are my)|
wish to be very

“Thank you!”
pale set llps.

“It you had 1f
even for a few
mother dled, we,

lent. Mrs. Derlng
to speak of him to
forget that he is
hall remember only
husband’s nlece. I
{nd to you, Rhoda.”
satd the girl with

months after your
could not have had
you here. I want[yon for a companion
to my Molly.” |The mother’s voice
grew tender as she uttered the name.
She went on without looking at Rho-
da. “I hope nug Molly has = great
future before her. Her Aunt Muli-
‘cent intends to make her her
heiress, and we lexpect her to marry
oar helr. Heo has a career before
hirs in Parliament; he {s even now a
rising statesman and will be a peer
some day, and one of the great men
of the land. We are proud of him."
“You -mean Molly's cousin,
Adrlan?” said Rhoda very quietly.
“He 18 your cousin, too, my dear,”
sald Mrs. Dering, with kind iatent;

but the condescendlng  words
brought the color to Rhoda's cheeks.
“Thark you he sald.

The toge made Mrs. Derlng turn
quickly to her:' but Rhoda's glance
was fixed upon the firs, and her face
was coldly lmpassive.

1 shall wsut your help in many
ways,” Mrs. Dering went on, after a
pauss. “Molly|is a chiid; she does
not. value things aright. I tell you
what we have planned for her fu-
ture, o that you may help us.”

“My cousin Adrian—does he
know of these plans for the future?”’
asked Rhoda. |

“My de: !
wonder at your questlon.
dearest hope to marry Molly. But
Jet us come down stairs; you must
tell us about your cenvent life to-
night, Rhods, and I want to hear
you piay duets|with Molly.”

Mrs. Dering went to the door and
Rhoda sccompanied her, There was
a cold determined look on her face
as she followed her stately aunt
down the wide stalrs; it was &
strange sad look for that beautiful
face.

cm"nm ™.
Rboda d!d not see her Aunt Milll-

cent uantll the|next morning. Her
sunt sant dowsz to say that her head
was aching, aud that she could not
sea Rhoda that evening.

“I gave her = fancy plcture of
you, Rhods, yesterday,” sald Molly,
When the message came. “You were
te ba short and pale and very fright-
exed looking. 'Aunt Millicent is pre-
yared te find ijou very dull and tire-
seme.” !

“Rhods will not ses much of her
sunt,”. sa\{ Mrs. Dering, who was
sitting knitting by the fire. “She
will have plesty of occupation with
year Freuch and muslc, and T shall
waat her help {n many ways.”

“Den’t be sorry, Rhoda,” laughed
Mally, am & nicer cempanion than
Auxt MMl{cent.' .

When Rhoda accompanied Stan-
tom, who had been sent to fetch her,
te Aunt Miltcent’s room, Miss Der-
iag was dressed and sitting by the

fire.

“g|t down bere, Rhods, and let
me leok at yo she seid, after
kiselxg her. |

Rheda sat down opposite to her

|
aunt and submitted herself to the

closs serutiny of .Miss Dering's keen
dark eyes. ‘

“De you know that you are very
‘Weautiful?” sald Miss Dering after a
moment or two.

“I have meyer thought about it at
21),” answered Rhoda indifferently.

“1 was Ilke you omce,” said Misa

Dering. “You are like the ghost of
my dead youth, Rhoda. Look at me
now!"”
Her aunt's| words were so utterly
different from what Boliy's descrip-
had,led her|to expect that Rhoda
could not speak.

A pnlan. hideous, haggard old
woman!” Migs Dering went on.
“Look st me!"” She got up aud
pushed back the curtaln, letting the
cold clear light fall upon her hag-
gard _ face. \"Yau do not speak,
Rhoda. You have heard that I am
vain—a foolish old woman. ‘I know
how they talk of me downstalrs!"”

Rhoda rose and drew forward the
curtaln again with a firm hand.

“Aunt Miflicent, I am not golog
to answer you while you talk lke
this. it down agaln by the fire.”

Miss Derlng looked at her nlece
with those haggard dark eyes that
were 6o like her father’

“You are as I was)
“Come here, Rkoda.”

She drew |the girl quickly to the

ethar side af the room. A curtal
hung thers, jand she drew it back,
showing a fnll length porirait of a
girl 1n a riding habit. Rhoda could
not but see that this radiant beautl-
tul girl bore an extraordinary like-
ness to herselt.
« “I~was like. that once,” sald her
aunt, with a miserable laugh. *I
was loved and ceurted. I was Misa
Dering of Dering, With a father and
‘Wrothers who worshipped me and &
lover who would have died for me.
But they aro-all gone—=all gone ex-
cept George, and he thinks only of
Ms wite.” . .

. Rhoda laid her hand gently upon
Rer mmt’s sheulder. She had en-
toced the room with selfish schemes
Jn ker Reart; thers was nothing but
deep DIty yw a8 she looked at the
wern misershle face ¢f the desolate
womas. Miss Dering let the curtsin

sald.

| fal} and teok Rhoda's 3and in hars,

ed with your father

You ars slone too,” she sald.
“They won't love you any more
than they leve me. Molly and Mrs.
Dering have all the love George has
atlll to give; and your aunt— Do

. you like your aunt, Rhoda?"

I have seen so little of her.”

“Ab, you are cautlotis! Tome, st
down agaln and forget all my foolish
words. But it was like seelng a ghost
to look at you, Rhoda. Only you are
pale and grave. That was not llke
me; I was the life of the house. Did

. your fatber ever talk of me?™

l Rhoda paused before sheanswered
and Miss Dering went on. -

| “But, of, course, you have not seen
him for years. You are lke him,

Rhode. We were very much allke,
Arthur eod 1. He would not know
me now.”

“You saw my mother once?” sald
Rhoda.

“I went to see them at Lucerze.
That was before you were born.
Your mother was not a lady, Rhoda,
and we were all very amgry With
Arthur for marrying her. That was
his first offense. My father was a
proud man, he struck Arthur's name
out of his will. I went secretly to
Lucerne to see your father; but we
quarreled. He had & very bitter
tongue; and he did not spare me.
But I saw your mother—a sweet falr
little girl; I can see her now.”

“You never saw her again?”

“Never. We lost sight of them for

years. 1had my own troubles to live
through. I have had great troubles,
Rhoda. [ was to have married Lord

Woburn's eldest son; but he dled.
And I had other troubles after that.
And now I am desolate and oaly
borne with for my money. You
know 1 am very tich, don't you?”

“Molly told me s0.”

“Mrs. Dering thipks that I shall
leave it =zll to Molly. Perhaps I
sballl” . She gave Rhoda an odd
look and ' settled her draperles
round her with trembling flngers.

“Do I look very haggard and
01d?" she sald, with a piteous look.
“Tell me trankly, Rhoda.”

“Yes, Aunt Millicent, you do look
very haggard. You look older than
you ought to look because you dress
so youthtully.”

Rhoda had meaznt to speak very
differently—to please; to fiatter;’
but the words came desplte herself.

Miss Dering went to the glass and
looked at herself, Thea she turned
to Rhoeda.

“How would you Iilke me to
dress?” ahe sald sharply.

“You ought to wear & pretty cap
and a different dress, and let more
Mght into your room. You would

Miss Dering one morning announced
ber intention of golng to London for
a week. Bhe wished, she sald, to
consult & new doctor. Rhoda was to
go with her, and Rhoda only. There
was another sharp struggle with
Mrs. Dering, who at firat declared
that Rhoda should not go; but she
gave way after- 2 time, and one

.bright frosty morning Rhoda and

her aunt proceeded by traln to Wat-

erloo. They drove to the;Langham,

where Miss Derlng had engaged
oms; B |

“I will go and see lheidoctor to-
‘morrow,” seid 'Miss Dering, who
looked wondertully bright and well.
“Now we will have lunch, and then I
want to pay a call.”” !

She left Rhodg 1a the sitting-room

and went to her,own room. Rhoda
walked to the :window land stood
looking absently into the lstreet.
- After a while she heard the door
open behind her and iturned to
speak to her aunt. She started vio-
lently, tor the lady who entered was
very unlike the Millicent Derlog
whom she had learned to know. All
the false complexion was gone; her
halr was plalnly fastened up under
pretty cap; her dress was of sober
make and fashlon.

“You hardly ‘knew me, Rhoda,”
eald Miss Dering with a smile. “"See
T have followed your advice!” She
walked up to the girl and patted her
on the cheek. "I do not know what
you have dong to me, Rhoda. You
have made me want to be good.”

Rhoda burst into passionate tears.
Miss Dering put her arms round her.

“I:must have frighfened you, arnd
1 wanted to please you! Come, Rho-
da, let us bave our luncheon and
then go out: I ain anxious to see how
people wilt look at me. How do you
thdok I look?"" .

But Rhoda's tears would not stop.
She sank down|upon the chair be-
slde her aunt and hid her face.
There wag & Y’-‘lld longing in her
heart to tell har aunt all; but the
words would not come, and the good
moment passed; She grew calmer
after a time and was dble to talk
lightly about [Miss Dering’s new
mode of dressing. She was pale and
tremulous however :when they went
out and drove down Regent Street
and towards th? Park. Miss Dering
looked critically at Rhods as they
drove on. ‘

.“I ke your dress; my dear,”
she sald, “and belng pale sults you,
We are going to steal m march on
Mrs, Dering, Rhoda.” |

Rhoda looked for an explanatlon.

“We are golng to call upon “onr
heir,’ ’ said Miss Dering, with an ex-

look 1 still, Aunt Millt

as beautitul as yeu did when you
were young, only with s different
kind of beauty.”

Miss Dering dropped ths cwrtain
and sat down agsin. -

“Yon are = veory extraerdinary
young womsn, Rbeds,” shke eatd.
“8o you do not like my roem er my
dress? Yeu weuld like me te dress
as your nuns dressed, I suppessl’

“You weuld net like that,” re-
plied Rhods, with & faint amile.

“They .have dressed you very
prettily. Rhoda, what would I give
for your youth and your quiet mu-
troubled pastl”

Rheda did not answer, and Mlss
Dering went on n a lighter toae.

“The nuns have tnught you hew to
dress and taught you the virtue of
plain speaking. You will have to
forgét the latter lesson, Rhoda.”

“You asked my opinlon,” said
Rhoda gently.

“Qh, I like your frankness! I was
just like that; you are what I was
Rhoda. If you had been ltke your

mother, Mrs. Dering would have
liked you better, but you would not
have been the same to me.”

“You ought to be angry with me
for my rudeness,” gald Rhoda,

“No, I:am not angry. I know I am
a frightfal old woman. Don't shake
your head and spoll your truthful-
ness.. T shall tell Mra. Dering what
you have sald to me.” "Sho leaned
back, stil looking fixediy at Rhoda.
“You must come to, see- me every
day,” she sald, “and say to me ex-
actly what you think. Perhaps you
will get me to wear caps and leave
oft powder,. Now call Stanton and go
away. Tell Mrs. Dering I shall

come down to luncheon.” |
- The days passed, and the intense
Tongicg to tell the truth which Rho-
da had at first felt gradually wore
off. Her relatives so completely took
her past for granted, they showed so
Nttle curiosity about it that it was
easy to go.on. Molly wes too full of
her own experlences to care much to
listen to Rhoda's storles of the qulet
convent days. The two girls spent
many happy mornings in Molly’s lt-
tle room. When work was over, Moi-
ly wasithe chief talker. Rhoda
heard sll about the escapades with
Jack that had made Molly’s child-
hood such an exciting time.

Rhoda’s afternoons were devoted
to Miss Dering. This occasioned &
sovere struggle .betweea Mrs. Dering
and her sister-in-law, Rhoda was not
present at the stormy intsrview be-
tween them; but though Mrs. Dering
gave way, she was bitterly cold to
Rhoda after that. -

“I wish Rhoda had never come to
Dering,” she sald angrily to her hus-
band; “she !» taking Molly's place
with her aunt.”

“Well, well, Molly will have
enqugh and to spare,” George Der-
ing replled soothingly. *“I wish the
girl looked happler, Agnes; she never
never ‘smiles, Have you notlced
that? She looks as he had some
great burden to bear.” .

. “What can a girl want more?”
£ald Mrs. Dering, with a touch of
bitterneas in her toms. “Molly is de-
voted to her. It is ridicaleus fer Xer
to have such tragedy alrs; 1 hsTe
no patience with heri®

it was'a day or twe after this that

\ .

act of Mrs. Dering's im-
presxive tone. “You have not seen
Adrfan Dering yet; I want to {ntro-
ducé him to you.” |

The earriage stopped at a house in
Brook Strest. Mr. Dering was at
home, a2d the two ladies were taken
upstairs Into a large front room, the
walls of which were lined with
boecks. A tall, handsome, dark eyed
man came to meet them.

“Aunt Millicent, this i3 a great
and| umexpected pleasure.” He
locked at her in some amazement
and she sald with a nervous Jaugh—

“You scarcely knew me In thls
ney ‘style of dress: this 1s Rhoda's
work. Let” me Iniroduce you to
Rhoda.” .

Adrian held out his hand with a
grave smile.

“Let us shake hands, Cousin Rho-
da, as oeusing should.” He took her
hand o a firm and friendly clasp.
“I sheuld bave made your acquaint-
ance at Derlng next week,” he said;
“I have been so busy that I have not
been able to run down lately.”

Adrian Deripg was a remarkably
hacdsome man. He was a true Der-
ing, tall and dark and slenderly
bullt. He reminded Rhode a little
of her father; but there was & look
of Intellectual power on Adrian’s
face that was wanting in Mr. Der-
ng's. Yet it was a cold face; there
was no tenderness or goftness in its
lines, mo gentleness fu the brilliant
dark eyes. He was very cordlal how-
ever to the two ladieg, got tea for
thelm, and accepted with evident
plepsure Miss Dering'a invitation to
dinner that evenlng.

“Thig {s for your black silk dress,
Rhoda, It is too plaln for you. Put
this lace on and wear some flowers
to-night, 1 don't want Adrian to
think us ding} and old-fashioned.”

Rboda saw: Adrlan Dering nearly
evory day that week—often more
then once a day. Once or twice Mles
Dering sent them out together. One
long walk they had'in the early
marning of the last day through
Hyde Park into Kensligton Gardens.
Rhoda exclaimed at the beauty of
the old trees In the Gardens.

“They remind me of the trees In
our convent garden,” she sald invel~
untarily.

Adrian looked at her with one of
his rare smiles.

{'Thers 1s' a strange fascination
for me In the thought of that con-
seitt life of yours,” he sald. “How
shat off from the world it must have
been! "It is the right: sort of educa~
tion for a girl.”

Rhoda looked straight before her
without speaking.

‘When I.saw you first,” Adrian
went on, “it seemed to me as if ths
quiet spirit of the convent life was
still resting on you; you were very
pale, znd your solemn gray eyes
segmad to~ reproach the world for
balng %o gay and fiippant. I wom-
dered then if you had ever laughed.”

**You hava heard e laugh since,”
sajd Rhoda, with a bitter 1ittie smils.

{“Once or’ twies; and I bave seen
you smile as you are smiling 10w,
agiif you were unused to mirth. How
differeat you are from lttle Molly!"

"Very differsail™ :

“Melly has always Jived in the
sunshine, and ske does net know
what serlousness ls.' Yeu. Rhoda.

!

have learned much from those grave,
quiet convent years.”

“You think you understand me af-
ter a week’s trienship?” sald Rhods,
trylng to speak ilightly.

“I do understand you; I look at
your face and read your nature there
—tender and strong and true. No
wonder you have made Aunt Miill-
cent a different being! I thank you
for that, Rhoda; your Influence over
her i3 wonderful.”

“You are unjust to Molly,” zhe
answered; “you do mot appreciate
her.”

“We do not sult each other,” sald
Adrlan, briefty. He glanced.at Rho-
da, and then sald, “Aunt Agnes may
have told you of her wishes, Rhoda.”

“She told me it was her wish that
Molly shonld marry you.”.

«It will be a trial for her to know
the truth,” he answered. ' “‘Molly
could never care for me. I o
wished to marry Molly; I thought it
would be right. But I do not wish
that any longer, Rheda.” i

Rhoda was about to snswer, when
a girl, who had beea walking at »
Mttle distance, turned 'amd ap-
proached them. Rhoda recogmized
ber Paris servant Sarah.

. ““That girl seems to know you,”
eaid Adrian, glencing at ber.

“I must speak to her,” ezld Rho-
da, hurrriedly. 8he went quickly for-
ward.

“How strange to meset yen hers,
Sarah!” she said in & low tons.

To her surprise, the girl burst in-
to tears. Bhe caught bold ef Rho-
da’s hand and held It.

“What {8 the matter?” satd Rhoda
faintly. Terror that Adrian might
overhear made her heart beat fast.
He must know the trutk one day,
but not by a chance discovery like
this.
“Miss Dering, 1 saw you by
chance in the strest yesterday, and I
have been walting about. I fellowed
you to-day; I want to speak to you.”

““What do you want to say?" sald

Rhoda,

“To tell you that I won't do it,”
whispered the girl.

‘Do what?”

“What the Frenchman wanted of
me; I wiil sead the money back to
him. My sister fa In good servics,
and she will help me. I will not
have his money."”

“Monsieur Lefrey gave you mon-
ey? Whkat did ke give ft to you
for?”

‘To be Continued

Plgeons as Poatmen.

A Parls contemporary balf in jest,
obeerves that In the eveut of n postal
strike recourse may be had to pigeons.
1t acems that there Is a regular pigeon

postal service in New Zealand be .

tween Auchland and the island Great
Barrler, some alxty miles dlstant.
The place 1s difficult of access, hence
the employment of the winged mes
sengers. They accomplish thelr ser-
vice in less time apd with a regular
-jty that puts ratlways and steam
packets to shame. In alxty-three min-
utes the distance of sixty miles Is 8o~
complished, The dispatches are writ
ton on an extremely thin paper and
fastened to the bird's toot. When the
pigeon reackes his - dastination be
pushes (hs trapdoor of the pigeon
house. The dvor automatically rings
& bell, and an oficlal receives the moe
sage.—London Globe.

ACT QUICKLY

Delay Has Been Dangerous in Many
Casges.

Do the right thing at the right
time.

Act quickly in time of danger.

In time of kidney danger Doan’s

Kidney Pills are most effective.
Plenty of evidence of their worth.

H. F. Marsh, Ellen street, Fenton,

Mich,, says: “I_can still recommend
Doan’s Kidney Pills. I have found
them to be the best kidney and back-
ache remedy that I have ever tri
My first experience with the medicine
was several years ago. [ have usi

them on several occasions during the
past few years when my Kkidneys

haven’t been acting just right or my .

back has ached and troubled me and
they have never failed to give relief.
The statement I gave some years age
in their praise still holds good.”

Price §0c, a 1
ask for a kidnes get Doan's
Kidney Pills—the same that Mr. Marah
l\l,ndianslcr-Mﬂburn Co., Props.. Bu;mcr.

HOLSTEIN CATTLE

xt 30 deys, I will offer for
o the ox Yot ‘hish-grade Holateln
1in|

three years oid.
Ioriagihg bag, to freshea now. well
marked, and In
g0d condition
ney will run 7/
and 15/1¢ Holsteln
nd ate bred .to
bulls.
aisq offer 100 head of fally de-
veloped heavy milking cows par
Yeloped b and balance due to treshe
50 hav

A0 /32 Holsteln, st
Firat draft takes them. .
Write me for xnr!lcullrl,
JAMES DORSEY, Dept. P. P.,
Gliberts, Kane County, Ilinols,

t all dcalers. Don't smply

DAISY FLY KILLER 258 .
lllﬂ“-“uf;;;h_: R



