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CHAPTER 1.

quaint drawing-reom
wf White Clife Squire Cliefden sat
afone—an old man whose hair was
gray and whose face was furrowed
swith age, whose figure was bent and
mwhose hands trembled with weakness
=-an old man who had not boen pleas-
g to grow old, whose thoughts,
emres, and interests had been
ap in this world and who kpnew no
gther. He sat in an easy chair, his
besd thrown back, his eyes closed,
his hands fl.'}:_ll'!'_"l'lir hifh face hupﬂlm in
ftg expression.

The Clicidens had once been  the
feadinzy family in the couniy, and
Qiiefden Hall the most hospitable
mansion in it; but long before the

t Squire was born Cliefden
Park was soid, 1its name changed,
and all that remained of the once
wast estates, was a low, rambling,
cturesque piace called White Clifle.
: is an ;LT'F:-{‘E"_'L.'d matter to be born
with the tastes of a grand duke, =a
fove of luxury, and a desire for po-
gition, whem one possesses VEIY 1im-
$ted means. This was what had hap-
Eﬁed to Squire William Cliefden.
is father’'s oOne prayer, one Sincere
@esire, had been that he should win
the old !ands back again. Ile had
ded with such words on his lips; and
had set his son's heart on fire.
But it was much easier for him to
spend than to save. I1ie went abroad,
hoping alwavas that some wonderful
c¢hance would enabhle him to retrieve
bis fallen fortunes, though it mever
Hame. At that time he was a hand-
gome, gallant young man, With Do
more ides of the value of money than
m child.

He puassed some years quick silver-
mining in Spain, and then returned
8o England, nons the richer for his
wanderings in search of wealth. Soon
afterward he married a fair, placid
girl who had a large fortune, and
with whom he lived happily enough.
Oatharine Somers loved her hand-
some, erratic young husband, and
was guite content. She never wond-
ared whether he had had other loves
sr other interests; she was placidly,
guietly happy.

One day a terrible accident happen-
of to the Squire. He was struck by
a falling branch of a tree, and carvled
home scnscless. Even now he guffered
from the effects of that iniury which
%ad nearly proved fatal at the time
he received it. During his delirium
Bis onec cry was “‘Dolores, 31"

s the pretty

Doloras!
im o voice so full of acute pain and
misery that it Lrought teat's Lo the
ayes of those who heard him. ‘‘Do-
Jores, Dolores!’” was reiterated by
fhe sick man all through the Hark
Bours of the night and the carly
hours of morn, while the simplo, un-
guspecting English wife knelt by his
side and wondered who Dolores was.

As he grew better, the Squire ceas-
od to repeat the name; and his wife
pelieved the cry Lo have risen f(rom
some wandering of his fevered brain.
When his little daughter was born,
he said that she must be called “*Do-
Bores."’ and his fair wife smiled as she
sald, ‘‘That was the name you re-

ted so often when you were ill."

the heautiful, golden-haired child
was callad “Dolores,”” a name ill-
suaited to her bright, blonde lovellness
as anything could well be.

Whatever the romance or tragedy of
the Squire’s life had been, it Wwas
mever discovered. If a wild, deep,
smhappy love, it died with him and
®as naver told; nor did he ever be-
Rray himsell in any way respecting
4, axcept when his voice took a more
gausical tons in ths utterance of the
mama ‘‘Dolores.”’

The gentle wife died and was bur-
¢4 Then the Squirs devoted him-
ssif to the task of making a fortuns
$59 Dolores. But fats was not kintd
%o Bim. Hs lked to speculates;, but
#8 Bpeculmtion sver birned gut  well
for him: he lost more than he mnde;
gnfl fAow, Wher KR waa old; when en-
grg¥. apirik, aBd heps wers &l gone
tha news had rome te Him tHRt BE

dbiEFly Fuigen.

Hs had gathered logether WVery
gRliahig il &hﬂ' Rat BYER HMBFE-
g?!ﬂ& Whits Eiifs, #8 #ife Wa3 HE

giccsas—and he had ipvesicd the

gReF in mining 3hares, Which 88

afl Geen sssured would briRg Bim 18
ot lss3t LhiFEE o cent., and el gt
say tims faF tRHCS th@iﬁ value. lg.ﬁ
wed certain ta maka a large fortune
—sa the asspts of tha AW cRoMmEBAR¥
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“ For 25 years | have REVer
missed taking Ayer's Sarsaparilla
every spring. It cleanses m

makes me feel strong, an
does me good in every way.' —
Joha P. Hodaette, Brooklya, N.Y.

Pure and rich blood

carries new life to every

part of the body. You
are invigorated, refreshed.

You feel anxious to be
active. Youbecomestrong,
steady,courageous. That’s
what Ayer’s Sarsaparilla
will do for you.
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AKna the Hqu.‘:re-—neﬂt"r

where money was
very sound of judg-
ﬂtEEﬂtH—WH.EIUﬂ-

paver very keen
concerned, never

ment in making inv
ly too delighted. He staked every

farthing he had in the world, and for
one year he enjoved a wonderful _in—
crease of income. But that morning
ho had received a letter which told

him of his utter ruin. This coul-
complete swindle; the

absconded with all that
of the capital, =nd there
ng but ruin for all the de-

The Squire had received that letter

in the morning, and hs had hardly
stirred since. For many hours he
had remained just as he was, trying
to realize the utter, abject misery
fnto which he had fallen. His hands
folded, his eyes closed, his life wreck-
ed apd ruined, po nmoTre piteous sight
could be conceived tham the old man
fn his sorrow.

The door opened slowly, and into
the darkened room cameé a beautiful,
graceful girl, whose face was full of
anxious solicitude. She went up to
the drooping figure and laid her lov-
ing arms around the Squire’s neck.

“Papa,’”’ she said, can you not
cheer up? It mught have been worse
——death is worse.”

“‘Worse, Dolores?”" he questioned
gadly. “‘Ah, no!l Death is much
more merciful than poverty and ruin.
1 could face death with a smile; but
I am the last of tha Cliefdens, and
disgrace is Worse than death.”’

«Thers is no disgrace for you, pa-
pa. It is not your fault that other
men are rogues and swindlers. Tell
me, dear, what Will be the worst
for us?”’

+The worst for me will be the
workhouse or an almshouse in my
old age; for you thers will be hard
work, Dolores!”

~Is it so bad as that?"’ she asked,
wonderingly, ‘‘Must we leave Whits
Cliffe?"’

*There is not even a chair in the
house which beloncs to us,” he re-
plied. =The house, pictures, furni-
ture, plate, are no longer ours. We
are absolute paupers, Dolores —and
that is a hard thing to say.”

“Very hard, papa, but I am quite
gure I can work. I cun make mon-
ey enough to keep you and myself.
I will do anything—palnt, teach,
sing; 1 would go on the stage == 1
would do anything to help you.”

A softened look caine over his worn
face.

1 know it, Dolores; but you have
pever been used to work. The Clief-
dens have until now kept someo of
their old state. If ] could only have
lived at White Cliffe until [t was
time to dis! If I could only have
slept where all the Cliefdens aleep |
Dut I shall die in an almshouse, and
be buried like = pauper. Ilow
20uld vou work for me, child?"’
he continued, “1 have livedin
luxury all my life. 1 must have
dainty food and choice wine ;
[ must have comforts—good fires,
good clothes, my books, my papers.
How could you earn money for all
those things?”’

Before she had time to answer there
came a great peal at the door-bell.

“] ean not see pny one, Dolores,"’
he said: and even than the very ut-
terance of the beloved name seemod
to lightem his sorrow, “Dolores!"’
he repeated, dwelling tenderly on the
word.

But the visitor would take no de-
nianl: he had followed the servant to
the drawing-room.

“T phust come in, Clielden,”" he
said. ‘I must sve you."

‘Tt is Lord Rhysworth,”
lores, unclasping her arins;
1ittle ush op her iace.

Theé vieltor entered—a tall, aristo-
cratic-looking iman, arather ebove
imiddle ngs; bt not pld enough to ba
catlsd elderiy: He wis fot hkndsoms,
Buk kis rece was that of & Reble; gen-
EFpiil Hikd: _

VYN must terEive me; ﬁﬁtﬂﬂi“ ke
said. i rould not Belp BERlRg ¥oH.
14 ihe ReWA i RERF tFue? Has the

FRHpaRy fh ‘LA ,

Ve HB&? WMok li'H*'IHEH HaR=
culnad, pepnticss—shall #6up _LE
Romeless. 1.  the last of the Pliek
dens, in my old wge, Mmust dis = &

RRHpeE|

'-'-*-f"ﬁ’% Squire’s valea supk inte &
mupmur, 8ad his head el UpeR hig
breagt.  Eord Lhvswarth turned ta
thea b:ir.\. whase face had grown calar-
less with smation.

“ls it qguiteg trug, Miss Cliefden?’’
ha ashed. i
ﬂl“{luitu true, wmy lard,'" she answer-

I am very sarry.' said Lard
Rhysworth. The words were simple,
but they had a ring of sipcerity and
truth. ‘1 am more sorry thap if the
same misfortune had happened to my-
self,”’ he cantinued. ‘'Is there no Way
out of it?"

“No,”" answered the Squire, sadly.
T must leave White Clifle and find
refluge in a workhouse or an alms-
house, and Dolores—oh, Dolores, my
darling!—will have to work. I am
the last oi the Clicfdens, and such
is my destiny. Fate has been more
than cruel to me!"

Again the soft arms stole round
his neck. and a sweet voice whisper-

said Do-
with =&

what some men call fate
call Providence; and Provi-

' fort and luxury, untili

| BE-
| ther ‘Yes nor 'No."

snoulaer, sald genuy:

«“Will you listen to mée,
T out of ¥0

Equ.irn? 1
trou-
live at

White Eliﬂ;.
i S your death, if
you will listen to me. bl
curious hesitation in his manner, &
pallor on his face, and a tremor in
his voice. “‘Let me marry your l_ln.ug'h-

** he went on, “and yoOu
g for life. Hush—
do not speak—do mnot refuse! Hear
what I have to sa¥ rich man
for life, Squire! 1 will buy. back
white Clifle for vou. I 'qrﬂl settle
an apnuity on you. You shall be
richer man than you have ever becn.
Hush—waitt I love Dolores. 1 have
lJoved her since the first moment 1
oW her—a child, you rﬂmembﬂ—a:nd
she came dancing into the room with
littla blue shoes on. I have loved
her all my life. I would sacrifice

I

her as no young man
her. She shall be the happiest wo-
man in the land. One moment more.
1 lay my fortune, Iy title, my heart,
my very life at her feet. She '%fl

e

shall never
gratified, on® :

She shall have all that this world
can give her, all that love can COXK
jor her, if she will marry me."’
He paused for o few moments, not for
want of words, but because his emgo-
tion was so great. “Hush,"" he said,
again—'‘you must not give me any
answer yet! I could not bear it. Let
me grow calm. Wait until 1 recover

myseli."’

b

CHAPTER IL

They formed a striking group—the
old Squire, with his gray head raised
im wonder, his face full of pain, sur-
prise, and pleasure, all striving for
mastery; the young girl by his side,
whose faultless face had grown per=
fectly colorless, whose hands clung
more closely to her father's neck; and
the eager, noble-looking man.

Twice the Squire had essayed to
speak, but each time his Wvoice had
died away; the only sound that had
come from his lips had been the whis~
pered name of “Dolores!’ Twice he
had looked up with an eager, excited

ture, as though he would fain in-
terrupt, but the fire and passion 1n
the other face had stricken him
dumb,

Lord Rhysworth bent over him.

«You must not think,”” he said,
«sthat I take an unfair advantage. ) |
speak abruptly now; but the object
of my visit has been the dream of my
1ife. 1 was thirty years of age be-
fore I looked with admiring eyes at
any woman's face; and them 1 saw
Dolores. She was only a child, but,
oh, how I loved her, and how I have
loved her ever since! She was only
a child; but I vowed then, that when
she grew into womanhood, she and
no other should be my wife. I have
watched her from year lo year, and
have loved her with a deeper and
deeper love as time went on. Do~
lores,’” he cried. turning suddenly to
the beautiful, wondering girl,”” have
you never guessed how much I loved
Fnlﬂ“

“No." she answered, faintly.

«1 wonder at that, for girls are
quick enough in such matters. There
have been times when 1 have gone
away half mad from you, and have
left vou, because T could no longer
control my love. llolores, have you
never fancied it?"’

I have never even thought of It,”
gha answered.

“My beautiful love, You afe® fresh
and fair as the morning, your eyes
beam with tha clear light of youth
and innocence, your lips have the
bright smile of happy girlhood! It
was hardly likely you would think of
it. Still I have loved you sol I
am not young, Dolores; but many a
man of balf my years has a heart
twice as old. My eyes have sought
no face save yours, my heart no love
but yvours—you have filled my life. I
have wanted to tell you this for
months past, but 1 have lacked the
courage. It 18 your father’'s trouble
{hat forces it {rom me now. 1 come
of a race that knows no fear; but I
tremble for the word whicrh has to
fall from your lips, and which will
niean either life or death for mel”

Dncs more he paused, unable to
gpeak.
beautiful, coloriess face.

““What do you say;
asked.

] do not khow what to say, pape:
i gm bewildersd,'" #he pnswersd,

i1 have besh tos &brupt,’ cried
ford Rhysworil: “Dolores; I wish 1
eoiild pray 18 ¥oh my prayers ehoild
ha 88 Blpqieht that Fol cokid hneter
rafiag thewm: I will make yeu 86
happ¥; and will 11ve sRiy fofF ¥eu. Ng
¥auRgeE mph caUld BIVE Yol The 1BVE,
Lhe eare, the teRAsFHESS, Lhe dBYgliog
that £ shall lavish ep ¥eH: HoloFes
youn Wil be bruly hfﬁ”q with e, |
!:Pii f}jFﬂ-. f yau will But gk e

E4oy.**
tqf'irﬁu ara veFF goed,’ she answer-

;Hl_- hﬂ EOW Hlﬁ_,t- hﬂ[ !IF_I were i...ﬂ.h:,

Dolores?" ke

pad that Lhe Wweres came with _§ith- |
| eulty.

I meant to be kind,”* ha said, re-
gretfully; ''but ¥ fear I have heen
cruel. I have becn taa abrupt. lio-
lores, ¥ou must think the matter av-
I will take no answer yet—nei-
Think over it
Squire, will you do the same?
then, after a few days, you will write
to me, Dolores. I do not wish 1o
press my Ssuit, my dear: but always
remember that your words will bring
me either life or death."” .

“Whatever happens, Lord Rhys-
worth,”” observed the Squire. *“I
ghall never forget your goodness to
me."’

‘““Never forget my love for your
daughter,”’ was the reply. *‘Use ;uur
influence for me, Squire, and you
shall be the happiest man in the
world. Dolores, if your heart says
ones word in my favor, listen to it. I
must go now; and when you have an
answer for me, perhaps you  will

write?””
she returned, faintly. “I

-‘Y'H*”
'ﬂl-ll ;

He took her white, cold hand in
his, raised it to his lips, and kissed
;t.'iﬂ passionate tcnderness. Then

whispered a few words
Souira and retired e to ﬂ'tl

g g e i

i e e e e
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income, with every com-

The Squire looked up at the

And '
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Father and dauchter sadt for some

fter his departure as

{ew minutes afl
though Lthey were turned to stone.

Then, drawing her to him gently, the
old man said:

‘““What do you
ship’'s proposal, Dolores?
tavor from Heaven?'’

1 eannot tell,”” she replied.

«He is very good, very noble; and,
oh, child, from my heart I dread
poverty and the workhouse! He is
generous and wealthy. He said 1
should be a rich man. What will
you do, Dolores! Can you give me
some idea, something to rest my
heart upon, something to think of
and hope for?”

1 will consider the proposal, pa-
pa,’” she apswered. ‘I cannot decide
at once. I must have time."”"

“You would be mistress of Deeping
Hurst—a place the like of which is
not in England—Lady Rhysworth of
Deeping Hurst, and I shall be a rich
men. You love me, do You not, Do-
lores?"’ he asked, with almost child-
fsh eagerness.

Sho Lissed his forehead tenderly.

T love you so well,”’ she replied,
wthat I would give my life for you,
papa.

““And you will welgh his lordship’s
offer. I shall try to be satisfied with
these words, Dolores. I fecl the bet-
ter now. Get me a bottle of the
Burgundy with the yellow seal—there
is enough to last untll I am a rich

think of his lord-
Is it a

man and you are Lady Rhysworth. |

Them 1 will go to sleep. My brain is
tired: it aches with territle misgiv-
ings. Sometimes, when 1 was a
young man, I passed the alms-houss
at Decping. I should not like to live
there, Dolores. You must not let
the last of the Cliefdens go there."

T will think about what we had
better do,’’ she said; and, though his
eyes followed her wistfully, she would
say no more.

She brought the bottle of Burgun~
dy and gave him a glass of ik.
Tears came to ithe old man’s eyes.

] should not live long without

wine, Dolores,”” he said; *‘it gives
me fresh life.”

She brought him a pillow and low-
ered the blinds, meking him com-
fortable as only such loving kands
could, and then left him.

It was piteous to see how old and
worn his face seemed to grow when
he was left alone. He slept, and in
his sleep he went back to Lhe dreams
of his youth, for he murmured con-
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the arduous
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HOVER peasiig stibeh, stiteh, stiteh,
| pressing seams—onustant bending
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it ache and pain.  No wander thesa
waomen often find their heaith fail.
The Lidueys get eut of arder, the
hacik pains, and the whele system
gets full of poisons which the sick
kidueys arve unable to eliminate.

hoalth to slip away, and backache
and kidney troubles keep her in
misery, when such ease, comfort,
frecdom from pain and invigoration
of the system ean be obtained by

ney Tablets,
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| gpually the one pame inat scemea 10

be En,g‘rl.ved upon his heart, Do~

lores’’: while his daoughter went to
that she held the
lives ip her hands. She
think of Lord Rhys-
worth’'s proposal, 1o seeé what she
could do; but her reasoning [owers
seemed to have left her all at once,
and she could mot collect her
thoughtas.

She remembered a fair, summer
day, when she, with her mother, Was
gitting on the laWn, dnd the Squire
cams to them, full of eager interest
in some news he had just heard.
Wynchcombe Hal: had been purchas-
ed by a French lady, & widow, Ma-
dame de Ferras, who had been exiled
from France for political reasons.
She had purchased the Wynchcombe
property, and had named the Hall
«Begulieu.” It was reported that
she had one daughter, and Was pos
sessed of ample means.

«That will be very mice for Do-
lores,’”’ Mrs. Clicfden had said. i
have oitep Wwished that she had =
playmate!’’ and the gentle lady was
highly delighted with the prospe:t.

Dolgres could remember how, as her
parents discussed the new cCulners,
she wondered in her childish mind
what this playmate would be like,
pever dreaming that on that day 4
new element would be brought into
her life which would mar nnid blight
it.

She recalled one day when they
went together—the Squire, her mo-
ther, and hersell—to visit Madame
de Ferras. Dolores rememberad the
stntely and handsome matron Wwith
her courtly, polished muoonor, and
the startling, vivid beauty of her
daughter Lola. Before her dusky
beauty the complexions of English
girls looked pale and delicate; for
T.ola de Ferras was gifted with un-
usual loveliness, She was three years
older tham Dolores; and there Wwas
svery reason to believe that they
would be great friends. Madame de
Ferras was delighted with her wvisit-
ors: she made friends at once with
tair and gentle Mrs. Cliefden, Was
most gracious to the Bquire, who
was full of admiration for her, and
charmed with Dolores.

“Why have they given you so sad
a name when you have so bright a
face?’’ she asked. ** ‘Dolores’ means
sorrow. BSurely life will not be sor-
rewful for you?"

When she asked the guestion &he
looked at the mother; but the Squire

had promised to

—the only one who could have an-

swerad it turned away his head.
“Come and maks friends with my

 daughter Lola,’”’ said madame, and

Dolores rémembered Bow they went
throuel the opea French window to
whers the dark-halred, slender girl
ataod ‘My dear childrefi, you must
love sach other ahd B8 frishas.” sald
windine i her pratty; Brokes Eng-
ek

Moy the Lirg #lie Were t8 be Hor-
Wl eEeiiioE, Whe wers t8 RRtS Bach
gll#i; toiched Hunds aRd 11p8 Wilk-
git 1R least kpuwiedge of the Ribiire
Which Wwas 1p 8iare fuF Lhem.

ke frsk thaught of the Feepeh gid

Wia—
"ﬁﬂi faded shes must loak RBear

)
1hn
ELH was that |
aputitul after the fashiun
ebved whie
eejing Hur:‘.
adame left them ta enieriain each
ather, little drsaming that she had
braught together the twa, whao af all
the world, ought mever to have
bnown each olher.

Then followed other peaceful years,
which there was a constant
exchange of visits between the occu-

af Beuulien and White Cliffe.

a de Fovras  was
vaf ‘hﬂ
huRg i the gallery at

' Child as she was, Dolores. with her

Belicate, refined imstinct, did mnot
The young French

ery vain; and lLhere Was
nothing that she delighted im so

much as comparing herself with I'o-

lorea.

“You English girls are all so fair,”
she would say, with a contemptuous
shrug of the shoulders. “'You your-
self, Dolores, are like & snowdrop—
so white. I like pleaty of color, such
as I have myself.”

she would draw the golden
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