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A Mad Love. 
By the author of “Lover and Lord.” 

CHAPTER I. 

In the shadiest corner of the wide rose- 

grown veranda that ran completely round 

the White Mouse an old lady sat knitting; 

but the plump white fingers did not make 

much progress with their work. Beside 

her a téte d-téte ten-service stood on a small 

round table, and a snow-white Maltere 

puppy, with a dark-red ribbon knotted at 

his throat, was sleeping peacefully on her 

lap. 

Outside, the hot June sun shone fierce- 

ly upon all round—the wide green leaves 

shaven to velvet smoothness, the flower- 

beds flaming with gerauiume, pink and 

scarlet; yellow calceolarias, and roses, red
 

and creamy and white; upon freshly 

graveled paths and shining box borders; 

upon the tall trees that completely shut 

in the hill-side house from the dusty 

high-road, and upon the steep, winding 

carriage-drive; but it did not touch the 

old lady in her cozy shaded nook. 

Despite her pleasant surroundings and 

her noticeably serene and sweet-tem pered.- 

looking face, she did not seem at the mo- 

ment quite et her ease. The gray eyes, 

which were clear and fravk as those of a 

girl, had a faintly troubled expression, and 

every now and then the pretty soft lips 

parted in a half-unconscious sigh. 

“Poor James, it will be a trial for him!” 

she murmured meditatively, as she pulled 

the puppy’s curls, “But the first painful 

effort over, it will be so much better and 

brighter for him—better for us both to 

have some young presence about us as we 

grow oid. What is it, Floss?” 

The last words were addressed to the 

puppy, who raised his head with a sharp 

warning yelp as a carriage drew up at the 

foot of the slope. In the carriage there 

were two ladies, of whom one alighted, 

and came toward the house. 

“Lady Dare!” Mrs. Medwin said, with 

a little deepening of the faint line between 

ber delicate brows. “What brings her 

here again to-day, I wonder?” 

She had barely time to frame the gues- 

tioning thought, certainly none to answer 

it, before the pew-comer was vigorously 

shaking her hand. 

“How dehghtfully cool you look here 

she said in deep tones, which had, like 

herself, been superb in their day. “The 

heat outside is distressing, almost unbear- 

able; but you are so charmingly placid, 

it cools one only to look at you,” 

“] am not very excitable, certainly,” 

Mrs. Medwin agreed, as Lady Dare drop. 

ped heavily, into a wide armed rustic 

chair and eagerly accepted a cup of tea. 

“No; most luckily for you, you can 

hardly realize what a happy mortal you 

are—you dear, calm creature. As I often 

tell Crystal, when she frets and worries 

we, she would find life a very different 

and much more difficult matter if she had 

to travel through it encumbered with my 

nerves.” 

Mrs. Medwin pulled the dog’s flossy 

curls in meditative silence, Lady Dare’s 

“nerves,” though firmly believed in by 

herself, being rather an object of derision 

to her friends; and, in truth, a less ner- 

vous-looking woman than the portly 

handsome lady whose natural depth of 

coloring the sun had intensified, could 

bardly have been found. The contrast 

was strong between slender Mrs, Medwiu, 

with her mild gray eves, silvery hair, and 

delicate peach-blossom skin, and Lucilla 

Dare, who at sixty odd had still a wild 

brilliant gypsy bloom and coloring. Tall 

aud stout, with large flashing eyes, and 

bair that hardly showed a silver thread in 

all its raven blackness, with even white 

teeth that gleamed from between the full 

red lips, Lady Dare might well have passed 

for ten or fifteen years less than her actual 

age; and, although a model of physical 

and mental strergth, the supreme ambi- 

tion of her life was to be taken for a fra- 

gile and delicate invalid, 

“No, there is nothing physically wrong,” 

he would reply, when pressed too closely 

as to a definite complaint; “but dear Doc- 

tor Symes assures me that the whole ner. 

vous system is unstrung, and that I can 

hardly hope it will regain its tone this 

side the grave; and indeed it is hardly 

strange, The only wonder is that dear 

Annie Medwin has survived the shock; 

but her nerves are simply steel. Gentle 

and timid as she looks, he has the mental 

and moral fiber of a man. Ab, an ex- 

quisitely sensitive organization is a great 

curse.” 

And, being pleasantly sure of the sen- 

sation she had created, Lady Dare would 

bary her face in her handkerchief and 

revel in the thought of her own sensitive. 

pess to her heart’s content. 

“Was Miss Joyce with you?’ Mrs Med- 

win resumed presently. 

“Yes, but her head was bad, and she 

thought she would be better for a quiet 

drive.” 

“Poor girl, how she does suffer with her 

head!” 

“Yes,” Lady Dare agreed, setting down 

her cup a little crossly. She did not care 

for a rival invalid, and resented Crystal 

Joyce's perpetual headaches, as likely to 

attract sympathy due to herself —resented 

them, that is to say, as much as her real 

good-nature would allow. “I always tell 

Crystal it is entirely her own fault. If 
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she would only take an active interest in | ing. After all, it is only the first ste 

life, and go more into the sunshine and 

fresh air, instead of poring perpetually 

over those ridiculous old books, she would 

be well enough, There is nothing chronic 

in her case,” the lady concluded, with a 

pathetic little sigh, that pointed the dif- 

ference between Miss Joyce's case and her 

own. 

“I thought she was looking very ill on 

Sunday,” Mrs, Medwin said gently 

Crystal Joyce was no favorite of hers; 

indeed she was conscious of an instinctive 

shrinking distrust of the pale, wild-eyed 

girl who was mixed up with the saddest 

memories of her life, bunt that very con. 

sciousness made it the more a duty to de- 

fend her. 

“Yes, she does look ill—thin and old 

and sallow—her liver is at fault, I know, 

and so 1 told her this morning when—Oh, 

by the way, that brings me to the real ob- 

ject of my visit. I should not like yon 

to hear the news from any lips but mine, 

because, strong as your nerves are, it 

must be something of a shock. I had a 

letter from Bruce this morning; he and 

Ronald Dare are coming home.” 

Either the news was very startling, ‘or 

Mrs. Medwin’s nerves did not merit Lady 

Dare’s eulogy. Her. face grew very pale, 

and her lips and delicate white hands 

trembled pathetically. 

“There, [ knew you, would be upset; 1 

told Crystal so!” Lady Dare went on, as 

though she rather resented the fulfillment 

of her prcphecy “Of course,’ I said, ‘my 

poor boy’s coming will re-open the old 

wound and bring back the sorrowful past, 

It will be a terrible trial to Mrs. Medwin 

and me; but, for the sake both of the liv- 

ing and the dead, we shall find strength 

to go through with it, and, after all, it 

will be worse for Bruce than for either of 
us.’ ” Wy 

“Yes; it will be woree for him,” the 

other agreed. Her momentary agitation 

had passed away; she was once more her 

quiet gentle self, though the strained, pa- 

thetic look still lingered in ber eyes. 

“Poor Bruce—I shall be glad—yes, after 

the first, I shall be very glad to see him, 

again! He can not be forever banished 

from his home-life and duties, even by 

the most crushing grief.” 

“Just what I say,” Lady Dare returned 

briskly; and with brightening eyes; it is 

only we old folk who can afford to grieve 

forever; all sorrows pass away for the 

young—not, I am sure, that he will ever 

forget,” she added, in an altered and 

apologetic tone; but Mrs, Medwin cut her 

short almost passionately. 

“No; he can not forget. Such trage- 

dies stamp themselves on a man’s life.” 

“Of course they do. Still it is seven 

years ago now; and Ronald Dare is com- 

ing with him, and he is such a bright 

cheery young fellow that we shall bave 

something like life about the old place 

I tell Crystal that, if it were 

only for her sake, I should rejuice at the 

thought.” 

“And is Miss Joyce glad?’ 

Lady Dare shrugged her ample shoul- 

ders and wagged her handsome head, till 

all the golden tags and fringes that adoran- 

ed her glittered. 

“My dear, who can answer for Crystal's 

whims? I never pretend to understand 

her, for my part, though we have lived 

together like mother and daughter for the 

last fifteen years. When I read her the 

letter, she stared at me in a stupid, stolid 

sort of fashion, as though she did not take 

in its meaning; and it is =o very unlike 

Crystal to be slow of comprehension, that 

I teit obliged to scold her.” 

“Really the words are plain enough,’ I 

said severely. ‘Do you not understand, 

Crystal, your cousins will both be bere, 

probably by the end of the week?’ 

“ ‘Bruce!’ she repeated, still in the sil- 

liest fashion. ‘Is Bruce coming home— 

coming here? 
“Was it not enough to make one lose 

all patience with the girl, my dear? I 
think even you would have felt a little 

angry. ‘Both your cousins are coming,’ 

I repeated, with displeased emphgsis; ‘and 

both will be most welcome; but Bruce, of 

course, is coming to stay, to take posses 

sion of his own,’ 

“She bent her head over her plate, and 

I suppose accepted the rebuke, for che did 

not say any more then, nor has she allud- 

ed to the subject since, except once, when 

she suggested that [ should call and tell 

you the news, Iam very fond of Crystal, 

of course,” her ladyship went on, in a 

faintly-complaining tone; “but she is a 

curiously unsympathetic person to live 

with, all the same. Ofcourse he has heen 

away a long time, and she was very young 

when he went ; but still it does seem ab- 

surd for Crystal Joyce to be absolutely 

uninterested in my boy’s return.” 

Mrs. Medwin cid not answer. She 

thought that another feeling than indif- 

ference might keep Miss Joyce silent on 

the subject of Bruce Dare’s home-coming 

and she was a preity shrewd observer in 

her quiet way. But, naturally, she kept 

the thought to herself, and her compan- 

ion rambled on placidly. 

“To be sure her head was bad—poor 

Crystal! She looks fearfully haggard, and 

pain makes us selfish, we all know, so I 

suppose I must forgive her. But I did 

feel the.lack of sympathy.” 

“You have mine,” Mrs. Medwin said, 

with a gentle sincerity. “It will be pain- 

ful to meet poor Bruce at first—painful 

for him and for us; but I know it is wise 

and right that he should be here, and 
would rather hasten than delay bis com- 

that is difficult; we so soon get aceus- 

tomed to everything.” 

“Do we not?” Lady Dare agreed heart- 

ily. “Though it is not every ome who | 

can take things in your serene fashion. 

Now I, for example—but never mind me 

—we must prepare for great changes in 

our househoide, you and 1. When do 

you expect Mr. Medwin and your niece?” 

“Some time to-night. James could not 

tell by what train; he wished to break 

the journey at Plymouth, but Ethel was 

eager to get on.” 

“So soon! How strange that I should 

heai from Bruce to-day! There is almost 

a coincidence in their coming.” 

“I see none,” Mrs, Medwin answered, 

with unusual sharpness; something in the 

carelessly -spoken words jarred upon the 

nerves in whose existence Lady Dare did 

not believe. “Ethel will be here to-night; 

Sir Bruce Dare not until the end of tke 

week.” 
“Sir Bruce Dare!” Her ladyship open- 

ed her big eyes wonderingly. “Are you 

going to treat my boy as a stranger, Annie 

Medwin?”’ 

“No; I was hardly thinking of what I 

said. He could never be a stranger to 

me!”’ 

“] should think not; he bas suffered 

{ enough without being cut by his old 

friends, Iam sure his first visit will be 

paid to you. By the way, how old is Miss 

Ross-Trevor?”’ 

“Just nineteen,” Mrs, Medwin answer- 

ed, shrinking with a nervous distaste from 

the subject her visitor so persisténtly pur- 

sued. : £0 
“Ah, exactly: poor Florrie’s age!” 

“Exactly,” was the answer given, with 

a sort of patient curtness that was entire- 

ly thrown away upon Lucilla Dare... 

“And as pretty?” she began. interrogat- 

ively; but even Annie Medwin’s patience 

was worn out at last, and she answered, 

with a sharp ring of pain in her clear 

tones— & 4 “id 

“I do not know. I have not seen her 

since she was a little child; but then, des- 

pite the difference in their ages, she was as 

like my poor lost darling as—but 1 ean 

not speak of her calmly even yet.” 

“Of course not—of coursé not,” Lady 

by the appeal iti the broken voice and the 

suddenly shining eyes, but much too curi- 

ous to relinquish her point altogether; 

“but, my dear Anie, if this likeness shoiild 

exist still—if your niece should come to 

yoa as the living image of your dead 

daughter, what a trial it will be to your 

nerves and wine!”’ debs so 
“Yes,” Mre. Medwin agreed, with a 

faint smile at the last words, which were 
spoken with a quaint seriousness; “but 

we will not anticipate the shock. These 

childish resemblances often pass away; and 

it will be no more painful to sce Ethel 

about the place than it would any other 

young girl.” 
“I hope not”’—Lady Dare’s lugubrious 

tones and mournful head-shake were 

hardly expressive of hope—“for with poor 

Bruce just back the coincidence would be 

too terrible. Just imagine those two 

meeting by chance!” 
Lady Dare closed her eyes, and leaned 

back in her chair with a little shiver that 

was not wholly affected, though it was a 

hittle theatrical. As she herself would 

have said, with an agreeable consciousness 

of being the victim of a too acute sensi- 

bility, she had “allowed her vivid imagin- 

ation to conjure up the scene.” 

Finding however, for the thousandth 

time, that Mrs, Medwin neither sympa- 

thized with nor attempted to follow her 

in her fantastic flights, she opened her 

eyes, after a decent interval, and said in a 

calm every-day tone— 

“Five! Is that five o’clock striking. I 
wonder Crystal is not here. She promised 

not to be late.” 

“The carriage is just at the gate, I think. 
Yes; I see itin the drive now,” Mrs. Med- 

win answered, shading her eyes with one 

delicate white hand, as much to vei! her 

relief at the prospect of her visitor’s de- 

parture as to screen them from the sun, 

“Yes, here itis,” Lady Dare echoed; 

and the two women strolled together to 

the top of the slope. “Now, just look at 

Crystal; does she not look something the 

wrong side of fifty, rather than just 

twenty eight? I never saw a girl age so in 

all my life!” 
Lady Dare’s confidential whisper was 

very audible, Mrs, Medwin feared that 

it had reached the ears of the new-comer, 

for she turned ber head quickly. Bat, if 

she had heard the uncomplimentary re- 

matk, it brought no look of anger to the 

pale, sickly face. 

“Good-afternoon, Mrs, Medwin,” Crys- 

tal said, in her cull apathetic way. “No; 

my head is no better, thank you. Did 

you say ‘home’?” 

Lady Dare assented, and, witha pro- 

fusion of nods and smiles from the elder 

and a listless bow from the younger wo- 

man, the carriage went on, and Mrs, Med- 

win was left alone, with the afternoon sun 

falling upon the rippling silver hair which 

crowned her head in such a graceful fash- 

ion. 

CHAPTER IL 

Crystal Joyce leaned listlessly back in 

her seat, until the carriage had emerged 

from the White-House drive and was 

bowling smoothly along the high-road; 

then any one who watched her closely 

might have seen a curiows charge come 
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Dare assented quickly, a good deal méved | 

© AERA ’ »»” 

“Seeing is Believing.” 
When you see people cured ' By a 

remedy, you must believe in ils power. 

Look around you. Friends, relatives, 

neighbors all say that Hood's Sarsaparilla, 

America’s Greatest Medicine, cleansed the, 

blood of their dear ones and they rise en 

masse to sing ifs praises. There's nothing 

like it in the aorld to purify the blood. 

Sores—*‘ My health was poor and 1 

had a sore on one of my limbs. My 

father thought I better try Hood's Sarsa- 

parilla, and I did so and the sores are 

now all better. Whenever I do not feel 

aell I take Hood's.”” &Miss Nellie A. 

Law, Richmond, Quebec. 

over the gray face, a strange sparkle of 

eagerness shine in the dull leaden-looking 

eyes. 
But Crystal was comfortably sure that 

she was safe in Lady Dare’s presence. 

With that self-engrossed, self-centered 

lady, she might drop her mask of listless 

indifference and let her real eagerness be 

seen. 
“Well,” she said in a busky voice, “did 

you tell her? What did she say?” 

She leaned forward in her intense eager. 

ness, and looked intently at the handsome 

face of her companion. Lady Dare, who, 

taking Crystal’s habitual silence for grant- 

ed, had just composed herself for a com- 

fortable dose, raised her heavy lids with a 

start, and said, with sleepy peevishness— 

“Really, you are too thoughtless, Crys- 

tal; you have made my heart best and 

ny nerves thrill so that 1 shall have no 

peace for. the remainder of the day. 

What was it you asked me? 1 have really 

forgotten.” ) ; 

Crystal’s lip carled with passionate con- 

tempt; but she turned her head aside, 

copscious that even Lady Dare could hard- 

ly. misinterpret that expression, and only 

auswered with sullen distinctness— = 

“] asked if you told Mrs. Medwin of 

Bruce's proposed return and how she took 
the news.” 

(TO BE CONTINUED. ) 
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: Eating and Sleeping wr 

Food supplies the substance for repair- 

ing the wastes of the body, and gives 

strength. Sleep affords the opportunity 
for these repairs to be made. Both are 

necessary to health. If you can’t eat and 

sleep, take Hood's Sarsaparilla. It creates 

a good appetite and tones the digestive 

organs, and it gives the sweet, restful 

sleep of childhood. Be sure to get Hood's. 

enemy mn 

Biliousness is cured by Hood’s~ Pills. 

25c¢. 
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E. G. Siggers, Patent Lawyer, Wash- 

ington, D. C.,, U. 8. A,, reports the fol. 

lowing patents granted by the U. S. 

Patent Office, June 19, 1900, to Inventors 

residing in the Dominion of Canada. He 

will mail copy of specification and draw- 

ings of any patent for 10 certs. Postage 

stamps will not be accepted. 

J. R. Brown, Vancouver, Can-filling 

machice; C. A. Cote, Ottawa, Manufac- 

ture of electrical fuses or current arres- 

ters; M. J. Donovan, Waterdown, Wheel 

for vehicles; J. E. Laidlaw, Vancouver, 

N on-reclosable bottle; A, MacLeary, Rich- 

mond, Locomotive seat; E. Noble, Oso 

Station, Bagholder; W. H. Wortman, 

London, and W. Richmond, Blythe, Pea 

harvester, 
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HOUSE CLEANING TIME is a good time 

also to cleanse the system. Use Wheel- 

er’s Botanic Bitters. They prevent and 

cure all Feadaches, Dizziness, Boils, Pim- 

ples, &e., and purify the blood. 

Sold on its merits, Every bottle of 
Kendrick’s Liniment is guaranteed to 

give satisfaction. 

A clear skin and bright eye usually in 

dieate health, which is obtained by using 

Wheeler’s Botanic Bitters Large bottles 

only 25 cents, 

Get KENDRICK’S LINIMENT. 

Professor Robertson has gone to Mont- 

real to consult with steamship men re- 

garding supplementing present cold stor- 

age appliances with ventilating fans. 
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The steadily increasing 

demand for . . . . 

Dr. HARVEY'S 
SOUTHERN 

RED PINE 
shows that those who have 

been using it have told their 

friends how it gives 

Immediate Relief 
Obstinate Coughs 

and does not derange the 

digestion. 

HARVEY MEDICINE CO. 
"484 OT. Paul STREET, MONTREAL. 
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* RICHARD SULLIVAN & CO. 
| : i. : © —WHOLESALE— :  W : TL 

Wine and Spirit Merchants, 
| ~ —IMPORTERS AND DEALERS 1\ — ; 

TEAS, TOBACCOS and CIGARS 

44 & 46 DOCK STREET ST.JOHN N.B. 
Bonded Warehouse No. & 

- 

IF INTENDING to build or repair, it will pay you to get our 

prices before buyihg elsewhere. We haVe now in store our usps) 

spring stock of 

White Lead, Boiled and Raw Linseed Oi), Tur- 

entine, Varnish. Shellac, Kalsomine. Ready 
Mixed Paints, all sizes of Nails, Spikes and 
Glass, Putty, Sheathing ig Zine,Sheet Lead, 

in fact everything in the builders line can be 

Prsemt at our store and at prices as low as the 

owest. ; er 

SEEDS! SEEDS!! SEEDS!!! 
Timothy Seed, Alsike and Red Clover, Tare, Millet, Corn, Peas? $d 

all Garden Flower Seeds, 

2,500 Rolls WALL PAPER: with 
Borders to match. . 

Dry Goods, Groceries, Men’s and Boy’s Ready Made Clothing, 

‘Boots, Shoes, Rubbers, Hats and Caps, Ladies’ Blouses, Dress Goods, 

“Prints, Sateens, Furniture Covering, Ladies’ and Men’s Underwear, 

‘Men’s and Boy’s: Fancy Shirts, Top Shirts, Lace Curtains, Curtain 

Poles and Fixtures, Spring Blinds, Portiers. . - 
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SUBSCRIBE NOW 

All Kinds of Printing. 

Good Work---Low Rates. 

Address Labels, Books, Bill-Heads, Bills of Lading, Blanks all kinds 

Bonds, Blotters, Bills of Fare, Business Cards, Ball Invitations, 

Ball Programmes, Catalogues, Circulars, Calendars, Checks, 

Certificates, Counter Bills, Charters for Societies, 

Dodgers, Drafts, Druggist’s Printing, Folders, Gang 

Saw Bills, Hangers, Hotel Registers, Invoices, 

Insurance Printing, Letter Heads, Labels, 

Magistrate's Blanks, Memorandums, Menu Cards, Note Heads, Notes 

of Hand,Orders, Posters, Programmes, Pamphlets, Price Lists, 

Receipts, Reports, Statements, Show Cards, ShippingTags, 

Tickets, Visiting Cards, Wedding Cards, Wedding 

Invitations, executed with neatness and despatch. 
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