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ALWAYS THE THORNS
By Genevieve Ulmar
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(Copyright, 1916, W. G. Chapman.)
"The last rose," announced Edna

Brock, and there was a shadow of
regret in her tone.

"Oh, what a beauty!" enthused
Blanche Reed, and added the final

trophy of the denuded bush to the
great bouquet Edna had patiently
picked for her. "Why, you have hurt
yourself!"

Edna had, indeed. She winced and
paled slightly. The hand that had
disengaged the last rose had been
torn across the fingers with a long
deep scratch. The blood flowed free-
ly, but she wrapped the disfigured
member in her handkerchief and
said lightly:

"Oh, that is nothing I am used
to thorns, dear."

There was a deeper meaning to the
words than shallow, heedless
Blanche Reed knew no bitterness,
but a certain spirit of resignation
that for the moment sent a grave
expression to the comely face of the
speaker.

"You see, the Aid society is very
active since that handsome young
Dr. Trevor came to Leeville. They
say he is a rising man in his profes-
sion in the city," rattled on Blanche,
"and-w-e all have our caps set for
pim. He's rich, too. Thanks for the
flowers, dear. Dr. Trevor gave me
the name of one of his poor patients,
so I am anxious to get her the flow-Ed- na

sat nursing her injured hand
after the departure of her chattering
companion. She was thinking of
this young Dr. Willis Trevor, who
had come to Leeville to spend the
summer and recuperate from the
strain of an extensive practice. Edna
had been casually introduced to him.
She 'was interested in his broad

ideals. Dr. Trevor seemed
to be one of those restless mortals
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who was happy only when occupied.
He gave his services free to the poor
and had with local soci-

eties in advancing sanitary and phil-

anthropic work. The vain, selfish
motives of Blanche jarred on Edna.
Then she sighed and bound up the

fr Vrf- - r
"

oV&r,

Studiously Regarded a Bouquet of
Flowers Lying on the Ground

wounded hand with a little quiver
about the lips.

"Always the thorns!" she, mur-
mured.

So life had seemed to her. She
appeared ever to be "the lamb of sac-

rifice" for others. She had given up
an advanced education for the sake
of a sister. Once wealthy and the
family high in local social circles, her


