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‘Can it be porsible ? The words were 
spoken in an undertone, with a quick gasp 
for breath, and then the lady stood very 
still, looking down on tte disordered 
drawer and 1h» letters that lay on the top. 

Little bundles o' muslin and dimity, al- 
ternating with koots of faded ribSen and 
old lace, were s2a(t red all around, for 
their owner had been tearching among 
them for an old embroi’ery pattera; and 
so she had come su ldenly upon tte packet 
of old l:tters she bal stowed away there 
two years before. 
Ths le ters were whit'en by Mrs. Fl m- 

ing's old sctool nat». Amy Norris, and toe 
sott girl'sh bandwriiog spoke to her heart 
a whisper fain’ an | reader from the olden 
time. 
Deir Amy ! She bad b en married three 

years before and hes sation in lif: was 
far below that of Mrs. Fiemiie’s; but the 
ladies eyes grew dim, as she unfastencd 
the ribbon which, 'o- two years, had h:ld 
together those half dc z n epist'es. 
Amy's sweet face seemad leaning up 

close to hers once more, and she saw th: 
old brick Louser, wi h tueir eloping roofs, 
where they hid lived in the days that 
would never come back again. 
But as the 1a ket fell trom the loosened 

ribbon, it ci:closed two other letters, and 
these called forth th: ex-lamatior, and 
brought tte tudden pal n2ssto M:s Kiem 
ing's tece. 

Shs tiought those lett rs were #ll tured 
to esh:s ‘oag sgo—that she h d burned 
them on that tercible pight when she 
buried away ail th: pass. Bat now sae 
saw how it w s:1n ber h s'e- and an uish 

she had mistaken the letters, and burced 
two of Amy's instead. 
There was no cn: otf all M-s. F emiu. s 

admirers to see her as th: :tood by h» 
open drawer, h r lite fingers woving 
caressingly over those two letters; and it 
seem:d almost a pity, for hardly «vr had 
she looked more b-au itul 

There was 80 much un ta isd grice ‘n 
her at itude, to much mouri ful patbos in 
her young tec: ; and yet it was not best the 
world should read the story thatuntil tht 
hour had been writt: n and roll:d up and 
laid awsy in her own beart. 
Sh: lad not s:en his writing for (wo 

years; end yet how natural i lock d! Tte 
bold, graceful capitals, tle iree, runnicg 
band. all had a language tor herl 

Ste knew, too, by the post mark which 
letters there were, and when they were 
writ «n—the first, so tende and loviog b - 
fore he learned tl a” the was about ty be 
married to gnott er—he last, wild and re- 
proachbful, afterward ! 
How she had loved thst man! How tle 

past came back to tell bor of 1t! Tas old 
red brick h¢« use— how it loomed up in the 

dittant perspect ve, amid the cool tummer 

nights, wken sh: sat un ier the old por.co 
all grown over w ta sweet brier, and be sat 
here too! 

But c'earest and brightest and deares' of 
all stood up, in that world of old m mories, 
the n:w bcm: which they were to have. 

It was to be a little white cottage, wih 
green window-blinds and a small garden 'n 
tront. How she hid cresmed about it— 
and of the flower bord. r ruaring up to the 
steps ! 
What a bappy loving wi'e sbe expected 

to be in that dear lit/l- cottag - boxe —goirg 

every morning through a round of del 101s 
household cuties, tor Harry coull only &f- 

tord to keep one domestic. 
And in tte lite altcraoons, when the 

table was all laid, with its rnowy clot”, 
when she wou'd put on a white mu:lin dress 
(Harry liked white mu-liv),: nia tew rose- 
buds in her curls, and ste would go oat 

and wait for bim st the garden gate. 
How his bandsome face would light up 

as he came round the croer and caught a 

glimpse of her, and a moment later his 
strong arm would be around her waist, and 
his low, deep, ‘My darling L ural would 

be the sweetest souni earth held for her. 
And, ¢s that quiet domestic pi:ture came 
up to confront h r, ths proud el g nt 

Mrs. Fleming bowed ter head on ber hands 
and sobbed like a child. 
Then she | il ber fing: rs on the letters 

with a nervous, timid glance around the 
room, for the lady's h-art whispered that 
she had no r'ght to read them; and ir was 
bet er to lay them iy the grate yonder, 
whera the fire was leaping up to fold them 
in its long, red arms. » 

“The'e can't be any ba m in reading 
them over,’ she whispered, for her con- 

science nceded a narcotic; ‘It is so long 

ago, and we shell never m et again,’ 
So Mrs. Fleming op:red the l:tters and 

read ttem. I caocott ll how 'h'y wrung 
her heart, particular'y the last ome, with 
its wild fractic reproaches, and th: love 
and the suffering to sppsrent through all. 

‘I wes not fo much to blam2 as you 
thought me, H rry,’ the murmured as she 
laid the letter in her lep. Our prop: rity 
wa® all melting away, ard they told ms 
that you had grown cold and worldly, and 
I thought I must, too. It the letter hid 
on'y come the week before, I should not 
have been—wbat | am now.’ 
And then she looked around that elegact 

chamber, and thought what she was now— 
a wife, bought and sold 2nd paid for, in 
gold snd lands and earthly grandeur. 
How the thought burned and festered in 

her proud soul as she sat there ! 
A wife, loved by her husband ss he "ove l 

bis Lorses, his dogs, and his houses; lov: d, 
but only because ber beauty and her grace 
were the crowning glory. the chiefest or 
namen, of that magn fi:ent home which 

was hig roul’s delight. : 

The lady looked around her luxurious 
chamb er that mormiog with a sinking 
heart. The marble wash stands the d»- 
mask curtains, the handsome carpets, 
looking Lke a worll of D.imascus roses, 
scattered over a bed of snow, were worthy 
the wife of a millionaire. : 
Aud yet the mistress of all this weal h, 

i. her chember, murmured to her- 
self, ‘I wish he gad never found me in the 
old red brick house where I was so hippy ! 
I wish I stood this veay morning in the 
kitcken of the little cottage we were to 
bave, and that, in a plain cotton dress, I 
was preparing your dinner, my Harry !" 

‘Please, ma'am,” and the entrance of 
ker maid was a harsh interruption to the 
lady's monolgue; ‘Mr. Fleming has just 
sent hore thn new drab and pick satin 
for the purty next Tues lay niSht.’ 
Ah me! those old letters! If she had 

‘never read them! That party !—if she 
had never gon to it! 

- * * 

‘You have not forgotten me, Laura! 
[ read it in your blu» ey s to right.’ 
Harry Atwood's voice hae lost noue «f 

its own ¢epth, as be leaned down his hand. 
somes head to Mrs. Flemming's as they 
stood together in ap alcove oftle consrva- 
tory. 

Most of the company had lelt, for it was 
late, and they felt quite secure frcm obser- 
vation. Mr. F.em vings was not a jealous 
busband, and he was quite con'ent that 
others should admire lis wile so that he 
posrested her. 

[t was unlers'ocd that Mr. Atwocd end 
Mre. Fleming wire old frends, so they 
had nothiog to ‘ear from a yro'onged tete- 

‘You may com, Harry,’ she said 
* . - * bd » 

That walkin the dim moonlight upon 
Mr. Fleming's beautiful grounds wrs fol. 
lowed by many another, for the first steps 
in the forbidden way are unusually ple s. 
ant ones. 
Poor Mrs. Fleming! Sh: mart no 

wrong ; ani then she loved Harry, :l- 
though th trie! to ccnceal this hom bim; 
but when te talked of the past, in those 
low, tender tones of his, her tears would 
ccm ; she could rot kelp 1°. 
Oae evening—it must have been more 

than a week after their first meeting— 
Harry told Mrs. Flem ng that is heart was 
unch.nged ; that the olo love still lived 
tbere—a awect but monrcing mem’ ry. 
“Oh Hurry! don't don't! Y u forget; 

[ am Lis wife!” murmnred the youns 
creature, as she bowed ber pale face cn 
ber hinds. 
Then tbe lary r (‘rew his arm sround 

her waict, jist a+ ba bad done in the days 
thst ere gone, and sail, * You be longe 
to me fi st Laura! Our sou's were mar. 
ri:d before you ever took that fa'se oath 
at the al-ar!’ 
He whispered to ter of a flizLt to sotur 

skies— ot a home fa‘r:r thin the ona hey 
had dreamed ot in their yoith—o! a ii'e 

imitators of 

it has no equal, 
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| Like the colors of the rainbow, various in hue are the 

Indo-Ceylon Tea 
All grocers keep it. 
Black and Mixed. 

Lead packets. 
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Mr. Fleming's grounds. The next day 
his wife was gone ! 
What an electric] thrill it 8 nt through 

the fath'on:ble world— tor her te uty and 
her r nk hai made Mrs. Fleming its 
ep cal idol 

S:e knew litt'e of the censure and scorn 
tha* were heaped on her tead in the quiet 
of that Itilian home to which +he was hor:e 
by the man who | vad ker only too well. 
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GRANDFATHERS WATCH 

a tete They hid :uldenly, unexpectedly, 
met at the party, and the heart of either 
way ro" changed. 
Harry Atwood had tecore a su:cessful 

lawyer now, and the world honored him. 
He bad torgiven Laura loag ago, for ke 
kad h2ard she was more ‘s'nied against 
than eioninz.’ 
‘Harry— Mr. Atwood, I mean ~I am 

very glad to m2et you and fiad you look- 
ing so well.’ 
The lady's vcice was courteous and 

calm; but her fingers trembled as they 

played wih th: carved points of her ivory 
far. 

‘Call me Harry, Layura, for the sake of 
old times,’ ssid he, ‘acd h> look up to me 
once, and say you have not forgotten them. 
Ob, L-oura, I hive thought how the bright 
star of this ev.ning’s f:stiva’ once rose 
over my heart, and then went dowa for- 
ever. We cannot stay here much longer. 
Will you not grant m2 an intesview to- 
morrow night—a private ore—in your 
own house ¥’ 

‘I cannot, Hsrry,” ske replied; ‘do not 
ask me. I amth3 wile of another now. 
‘And whit harm could thera te in our 

walking together for half an hour in ycur 
garden? said Harry. ‘Your husband 
would not objzct to thus, for I have watch- 
ed the man narrowly tonight, and know 
kim well. You could not refuse so simpls 
a request to the verie:t acquaintance. We 
bave had many walks together, Laura, 
down by the old mill and past the meadow 
pond. Will you refuse me one now ?’ 
He looked down cn the fair ‘ace, and he 

saw that tears were on it, and he knew 
what the answer would be belore it was 
given. 

that thould be one loog po:m of lov. 
That time she fl d from him with a wild 
shriek cf fear and torror. 
They cid rot mest agan fir many 

vights. It during that time she had only 
rem-mbered ths prayer of her childhood, 
“Lead us not into temptation!’ Bat she 
was 80 young; and then that affection was 
the cne blossom her life had cherish:d in 
the midst ol its sterile grandeur. 
O 1e night she was stanling on tha steps 

of Fer marsion, for she bad just t ken 
leave of some guests, when Hirry Atwood 
suddenly sprang before her. 

I do not know what was said by either 
party, but there wee fran‘i: gestures ani 
wild appeals on one side, an!a littls later 
Mrs. Fieming wis walkiny among ber 
garden shadows with H:rry Atwood. 

Tais was repeated for sev ral eveninzs, 
ur til one midnight a closed carriage rolled 
hastily away from the private entrance of 

Riliousness 
Is caused by torpid liver, which prevents diges- 

tion and permits food to ferment and putrify in 

the stomach. Then follow dizziness, headache, 

Hoods 
insomina, nervousness, and, a 

if not relieved, bilious fever 

or blood poisoning. Hood's i S 

Pills stimulate the stomach, 

rouse the liver, cure headache, dizziness, con- 
stipation, ete. 25 cents. Sold by all druggists. 
The ouly Pills to take with Ilood's Sarsaparilla. 

there, but it was false. 
Tte world said Mrs. Fleming was happy 

No women cin 
ever te happy who makes mcmoiy a rc 
mo-s2 ard love a crime. 

But, dear me, how I used to smile when 
¢v rybody made a parenthesis of pity in 
their arathemss on Mrs. Fleming— ‘Her 
poor husband and parents! My bear! 
aches for them.” And, sitting very quiet 
sud listening, I thought, always, ‘Wel, 
the one bought and the others sold her; 
end to they have had their reward.’ 

USEFUL DOG. 

A Littl: Comecy ia which a Dog Plays a 

Leading Part, | 

A Bos'on street scene is described by 

the Her:ld. The participants were a ycung 

woman, a horse, and a St. Bernard dog. 
The dog, as will be seer, had the leading 

part, 
The young woman, with a hindivl of 

le(tirs, approached a l:fter-bex post, to | 
which ecm? ore had, wiry improperly, | 

hitched a herse. As the woman stepped 
forwerd, the Lorse put his e rs Cown und | 
snapped at her. 

Speaking to him was of no avail, ard 

{or a minute the woman locked arnoyed. | 
Then sh: looked rourd, put a silver whist'e | 

to her lips, ard blew a shrill blast. A 

moment later a big, sheggy, buff and wlit 

St. Bernard came lumbering along, wil 

many demonstraticns of good nature. She 
pointed to the horse. 

‘Hold him, Don,’ she said. 

The dog jumped at the horse, s izad in 
bis powerlul jaws the nesrest rein close by 
the bit, ard by man strength held the 
animal's head down. The young lady ttepe 
pel up to the post, deliberately looked 
cver her letters, and slipped them into the 
box one by cne, while tha horss waa sirive 
ing with ¢il bis might to release himself, 
Then she stepped back and said, “That'll 
do. Den !" and rest mad ber promenade. 

[be St. Bernard relessed the rein, 
cleverly dodged a blow from the horse's 
forefoct, avoided a bite aimed at his back, gave a farewell bark at Lis discomfi'ed an- 
tagoniet, and lumbered on after his mis- 
trese, 

Diamond Dyes are the Only Safe 
and Pure Dye-stuffs. 

Our legislators have enatccd stringent 
laws for the prevention of food adulterae 
tion, and &s a result our people hsve been 
benefitted, and all classes of our popula- 
tien get value for their money. 

It would be a boon to the women of 
Canada if the adulteration act applied to 
package dyes sold for home dying. Dve- 
stuffs are now used in tens of thousands of 
bcmes, and too frequent'y valuable goods 
and materials are spoiled by use of sdult- 
erated dyes tht should be prchibited by 
law. 

. The Diamond Dy«s for long years have 
giving the most complete satistaction. 
They sre the only reliable, pure and fast 
dyes now before the public—the only 
packege dyes that can stand the most 
crucial chemical tests. 
Diamond Dyes are sold by sll up to- 

date druggists and dealers. If you met a 
dealer who recommends ro ne cther make 
of dye, paute before you buy from him. 
Such a Cealer is working only for big pro- 
fi's; be has no regard for your success 
and comfort. 

Outwitting the Laird. 

The peopl: of two Saioteh villiages, in 
goirg back and forth, had long been ac- 
customed to cross the extensive grounds of 
Lord S>-and So, especially when the 
family was absent. The short cut saved a 
full mile, and naturally the villagers used 
it as oiten as possible, till at last they 
came to feel that ttey had a right of way. 
Even when the owner was at home some of 
the bolder spirits would “un the block- 
ade,” knowing all the while that 1t }1s lord- 
ship discovered them they would be bidden 
to ‘go back the way they bid come.” Ona 
day a farmer, wheeliog his barrow along 
the forbidden path, canght sight of the 
lord some distance in advance. Instantly 
the farmer turned his barrow about and 
tat down upon it, as if resting. Oa came 
tbe lsird, and presen‘'ly ha turn-d the 
corner The farmer sat with his back 
toward the nobleman. 
“Come, now,” ssil the argry laird, 

pone of this trespissing. Wheel about and 
go bck by the way you have come.” 
The tarmer wheeled about and weat on 

—in the wey he was going. 

SICK HEADACHE 
Positively cured by these 

Little Pills, 
They also relieve Distress from Dyspepsia, 

Indigestion and Too Hearty Eating, A per- 
fect remedy for Dizziness, Nausea, Drowsi. 
ness, Bad Taste in the Mouth, Coated Tongue 
Pain 1n the Side, TORPID LIVER. They 
Regulate the Bowels. Purely Vegetable, 

Small Pill. Small Dose. 
Small Price. 

Substitution 

the fraud of the day. 

See you get Carter's, 

Ask for Carter's, 

Insist and demand 

Carter's Little Liver Pills. 
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