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" THE RECTOR’S SECRETT

LOVE CONQUERS ALL.

A STUDY FROM LIFE.
CHAPTER XXII.—Continued.

As may be naturally supposed, the dis-
patch caused the greatest excitement to
Walter.

He at once returned with it to his
mother’s house, and abruptly announvced
to her his intention to return to New
York with the first steamer which sailed
the very next day.

To his mother’s question of surprise he
related all that had occurred between him
and Blanche.

“And you love her gtill?” asked Lady
Buford, when he had concluded.

“I worship, I adore her,” excitedly re-
plied Walter. “l have tried to see for-
getfulvess of her by putting the broad ex-
panse of the ocean between us. But in
vain, Absence from her has only made
my heart grow fouder. I could not sur-
vive, were she to be no more.”

“Which is not very complimentary to
me,” laughed his mother. “Where are all
your fine protestations of filial love,
poured out in this very room not balf an
hour ago? Suppose I exert my rights as
a mother, and refuse to let you separate
yourself from me?”

“You intend to do so,” cried Walter,
aghast.

“Undoubtedly,” replied the countess,
with a merry twinkle in her eye.

“But Blanche is desperate; she is going
to kill herself.”

“And my despair at the thought eof
parting from you, so soon after having
found you, goes for nothing. Oh, you
young men! What is a mother and her
anxieties compared to a love-sick young
girll Now that I have kept you on the
tender-hook of suspense long enough,”
she added, with the first really happy
laugh she had indulged in for years, “I
give you my gracious consent to go to
New York, on condition that you will
take me with you.”

“My dear, darling mother,”” cried Wal-
ter, impulsively embracing her, “you over-
whelm me with happiness, But will you
really accompany me to America? Your
leaving will be 80 abrapt. It will excite
comment, especially on account of your
known sentiment against our poor coun-
try.”

“l am too happy to care for any com-
ments. Now that | have found my son,
1 care not what the world may say about
me. I long to revisit my native land.
Besides, I want to see who this girl is who
has entranced your heart. 1 can under-
stand her position perfectly well. She
bas been putting on airs when she rej-ct-
ed you, and is now heartily sorry for it.
Perhaps she won’t have any objectiors to
your marrying her when she comes to
know tkat your mother is a countess.”

“But suppose, mother,” said Walter,
after a thoughtful pause, supposc you—
vou should meet my father.’

“] would treat bim with freezing con-
“He is now nothing |
Whatever

tempt,” she replied.
wore to me than a stranger.

feelings of revenge I may have had against |

him are dead and gone, I live henceforth
ouly for you and Ethel. But why think |
about that man? Heaven alone knows |
whether he is alive or dead.
Licipate meeting him.
forward to an introduction to and per- |
sonal acquaintance with your
father. To him 1 owe a deep debt of |
yratitude, and 1t will be worth the trip |
across the ocean to be able to express my
beartfelt thanks to him for &ll that he
bas done for you.” !
“Then 1t is settled. '
for New York to-morrow.” |
|

foster |

We leave London |

“It is settled.”’

“Do we travel alone, or will Ethel ac-
ccmpany us?”’

“That depends on Harold, 1 should
say,” vreplied tle countess, with a smile.
“]f he makes one of the party, all the in-
ducement in the world would, probably,
insufficient to keep back in

be her
.h"l"l)i)t',.”

“l will speak to Harold about it. No |
doubt he will embrace this upportunit_\'i
to visit his parentsand introduce his bride '
to them.”’

“Then all of us will go. What a hap- |
py family we will be, to be sure.” ‘

And so it was arranged. Walter easily
epough explained to Harold the motive
of his sudden departure, It was not so |
easy to tell why the countess was going |
without betraying the secret of their re- |
Jationship;, and this, of course, Walter |
could not and would not do. He put it f
down as a mere whim; and Harold, fear- ,
ful of even a temporary separation from i
Ethel, fairly jamped at the offer to make |
one of the party.

Ethel, after declaring that she could not
to save her life get ready in time, set to
work so vigorously and with so utter a
disregard of all the proprieties which de-
wanded that a nobleman’s daughter, and
more especially oue who was to be a bride,
should de ahsolutely nothing, that her
1 unk- and baggage were packed the first,

Two days later all London was thrown

I do not an- | Vi
Ralbt‘.r d“ I i()(']\' ; bov 1nto t«h(.‘ pﬂrl()).

| Then she scornfully
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in a furore of excitement by the an-
nouncement, which appeared in the Times,
that the still beautiful thorugh somewhat
eccentric Lady Buford and her lovely
daughter, the HHon. Mies Ethel De Vere,
had sailed for New York on the Arizona,
which left Liverpool the day before. The
somewhat superfluous intimation was
added, that the motive which led to the
sudden departure was not entirely uncon-
nected with the presence on board of the
same ship of two prominent American
gentlemen,

London bemmed and hawed, expres
sively winked with its left eye, indulged
in any number of “I told you sos,”” and
| finally settled down to the opinion that if
Lady Buford really hated America and
the Americans, as she bad =0 often de.
clared, this was, to say the least, a re-
markable way of showing it.

Meanwhile the Arizona, favored by
wind and tide, made one of the fastest
trips even for that swift-winged Mercury
of the Atlantic, and arrived in port al.
most twenty-four hours before she was
expected.

The sea bad been very smooth, and as
onr party escaped all sea sickness the voy-
age over was a very enjoyable one,

Walter had cabled back his intention of
coming home snd was, therefore, some-
what disappointed at not finding anyone
to welcome him om the pier. As it was
rather late at night, and as bis party bad
to be provided for anyhow, he determined
to go to the Fifth Avenue Hotel with
them, and vieit the rectory in the morn.
ing.

The ubiquitous reporter wae on hand as
usual, ana the morning jiurnale duly
chronicled the fact that Lady Buford and
daughter, Mr. Walter Wainwright and
Mr. Harold Iienshawe had arrived at the
Fifth Avenue Hotel.

The rector read it as he glaneed over
his paper at breakfast.

“Walter is here,” he cried, springing to
his feet. *“I didn’t think the ship would
arrive until to-day.”’

“I'm so glad for Blanche’s sake,”
claimeJ Muabel, clapping her hands.

“Give me my bat and coat,” said the
rector. *‘I must go to the hotel at once.
The poor bey will be disappointed that ]
did not meet him at the dock.”

“May [ go along with you, father? 1
shall be so happy to see dear Walter
| again.”

“No, no. You rup up and tell Frank
Le’s come. Them rush around to
Blanche’s house and briug her. here, I’ll
be back with Walter in Jess than an hour.”

Witkout waiting to finish his breakfast
the good man put on his hat and coat,
grasped his cane and left the house.

On reaching the hotel he was informed
by the clerk that Walter had j ust left,

' “Left,” disappointedly exclaimed the
;’ rector. “Do you know where be has
' gone to?”

*No, but perhaps Lady Buford can tell.
He was speaking to her in the parlor just
| before he went aw av You will probably
 find her there yet.

“Somewhat wondering who this Lady
' Buford was, the rector followed the hall-
It was deserted save
richly-dressed ladyv, who

ex.

by a tall, was

| standing at the wind»w gazing at the busy
| scene in the street below,

At the sound the rector made on enter
ing she turned and faced him,
The eolor simultaneously

faded from

| the cheek of each,

“Mabel, alive! ’ he stammered, starting
back as though he had seen a ghost.

“George Curtis here!”” she exclaimed.
added : “Does this
earth still harbor such a villain as you?”

CHAPTER XXIII.
HUSBAND AND WIFE,
“Mabel,

alive,” repeated the rector,

| steadying himself against the center table,

“They told me that you were dead; they
followed your footsteps in the snow until
—until they ended at the pier on the
North River, You had taken your life,

' they said, your’s and your child’s—our

child’s.”

“They did not find the bodies, did
they?’ she asked, in accents of supreme
scorn.

“They told me that they had been swept
out with the tide into the sea, never more
to return.”’

He covered his face with his hands and
the tears trickled out from between his
fingers,

Lady Buford gazed at him, standing
crushed and humbled and weeping before
'her. . Yet there was no pity in her heart.
He had wrouged her too deeply for her
ever to forgive bhim.

“It is no credit to you,” she bitterly
declared, “that I was not swept out into
the sea by the waves into which I plunged,
maddened by my wrongs. That I found
a man of honor, & nobleman in nature as
well as in rank, who saved my life from
# watery grave, made me bis wife, loved

L e e

and mpoct«d mo nntil dn&h deprived mo ;(‘

of him,is a metey fur which I'haye to
thank Heaven, not you, who basely mar.

ried me under an ascumed mame, then
towardly sbandomed meé at his father’s
bebest, and vilsly permitted that father
to fird, I know not what flaw in the cere-

mony, to brand me and my offspring with | -

shame. Forgive you? Never!”

“Ab, if you could only know the agony
of that time,” he piteously continued,
“the remorse I have suffered since then.
Reared by a stern parent to regard him
with terror rather than love, it was
through fear of him not through any in-
tention of wronging you, that I married
you under a false name. As to what oc
curred sfterward I was his victim as well
a8 you. On learning of your supponsed
death I spurned his wealth, which was the
cause of all our woe. In a rage he be-
queathed it to a charity and then died,
carried off by a siroke of apoplexy. The
profession [ had chosen I abandoned to
devote my penitent heart to the service of
God. [ married again; 1 thought I was a
widower. My wife knew your sad story,
as [ told herall. She joined in my desire
to nawme our child Matel after you. She
reverenced your memory, as I did, to the
day of her death.”

“Let the dead past bury its dead, George
Curtis,” she said, after a thoughtful pause,
“We are no longer anything to each other,
Chance has, for the moment, brought us
together again, but our lives are cast in
different spheres. There is the door;
Jeave the room. Go outinto utter obliv-
ion and forgetfulness.”

“I humnbly obey,”” he murmured, with
bowed head, as he tnrned toward the door.
“It is your right, it i# my punishment,
But, oh, Mabel,”” he added, in tremulous
tones, “if I could only bear away with me
the conselation of vour forgiveness,”

“] cannot forgive,” she coldly replied.
“It is enough that I am willing to forget.
Oue consolation I will give you, though,
perhaps, you are not entitled even to that,
Know that our child lives—"

“Lives,” interrupted the rector, with a
burst of sudden, unexpected joy. “He
lives ”

“Yes; thanke to a worthy gentleman
who has reared him as a son. It was not
for me, his mother, to destroy his innocent
young life with mine. You may ehare
the debt of gratitude I owe to the man
who bhas made our child an honorable and
honored member of society, but I would
not advise you to make yourself known
to your son, for he shares with me the
contempt in which I hold you.”

“I will never attempt to discover his
identity,” mournfully replied vhe rector.
“It will be hard, bute— "

Here the door was abruptly opened and
Walter appeared on the threshold of the
room.

He had been half way to the rectory
wheh he remembered that he had for-
gotten, in his 100m in the hotel, some
presents he had breught along for Mabel.
He hurried back to the hotel to get them;
and passing through the corridor the clerk
informed him that a gentleman—from his
appearance a clergyman—had called to see
him, and wae then in the parlor with Lady
Buford

Not doubting but that it was his foster
father, he rushed into the parlor and im-
pulsively threw himself into the rector’s
embrace.

Lady Bulord was fairly petrified with
astonishment.

“Mother,” cried Walter, as soon as he
could come to words. “Have you ex-
pressed your gratitude to my more than
father? Have you told him how your
heart swelled with j iy and thankfulness
to him, when you found that I was your
son and owed him all that 1 am?”

The rector aund the countess stared at
each other in blank amazement. :

“What is this?”’ exclaimed Walter, sar.
prised at their demeanor. “Why do you
loak so curiously at each other? Has not
Lady Buford told you that she is my
mother! Do you net know, mether, that
this gentleman is Rector Wainwright,
whom ycu were so anxious to see, tu
whom you were ready to go down onp
your knees and pray for Heaven’s bles-
sing on his venerable head?”

Lady Buford sank on the sofa entirely
overcome,

“A glass of water,” she gasped,
am fainting ”

The rector tiied to fetch it for her from
the water cooler in the corner, but his legs
refused their office, and halfway across the
room he dropped into a chair,

Walter looked at the two beings, each
oue so dear to him, in a state of utter per-
plexity. As yet no suspicion of the truth
dawned in his mind, He took the glass
of water to his mother and, kneeling
down, presented it to ber lips, Shedrank
a few drops and it greatly revived her.
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(TO BE CONTINUED, )
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““Hungor is the Best Sauce,”
Yet some people are never hungry.
Whatever they eat has to be “forced
down.,” There is, of course, something
wrong with these people. By taking
Hood’s Sarsaparilla a short time they are
given an appetite and then they enjoy
eating and food nourishes them. If you
find your appetite failing, Just try a bottle
of Hood’s. It is a true stomach tonic and
every dose does good.

The best family cathartic is Hood’s
Pills. v S i

‘mile below the bridge.

Sick Headache—*I was troubled
aith sick headaches. I took Hood's Sar-
saparilla, my. hushand having been cured
of salt rheumn by it, and soon it made me
feel like a nm'wonun" Mrs. Robert
MecAfee, Deerhurst, Ont.

Hoods S

BAD C. P. R. WRECK.

CariBou, Me., June 20.—The through
C. P. R. train from Edmundston to Aro-
stook Jet., of seven freight cars, two pas.
senger, and one baggage car, broke through
the second spau of the Grand Falls bridge
over the St, John River this morning.
The whole train went into the river.
Conductor Henderson was hurt aud a
commercial traveller named Hiram Swith
of St, John was injured seriously. Gener-
al Passenger Agent McKenna of the C. P,
R. bad his shoulder broken and was in-
ternally injared. J. O’Neiil, engineer,
was seriously iojured. A number of pas-

sengers were slightly injured. The train

was heavily loaded with passengers from
the graduation exercises at Vauburen
College. | It 'is believed that Eugineer
Smith will die and there is little hope that
Henderson will recover. It is thought
several others are seriously injured. The
bridge is 76 feet above the bed of the
river The wateris 15 feet deep. The
engine and frzight cars were piled up in
the river, passenger coaches standing on

end upon the wreck. The engincer and

fireman went to the bottom of the river
with the engine, but in some way mauaged
to extricate themselves and cling to the
wreckage until picked up before they were
swept into the current of the falls half a
Wrecking trains
have beeu sent to the - scene of the accid-
ent,
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TWO WOMEN KILLED.

NEw YoRrk, June 22.—Mrs, Lenebsky,
and Mrs, Michelena Anderson both Sweder
and residents of Brooklyn, were killed on
the Coney Island Creek trestle at an early
hour this morning by a Brooklyn Rapid
Transit trolley car. The Rapid Trausit
company recently increased its rate ot
fare to Coney island from five to ten
cents.

The two women and Emil J. Swanson,
their escort, refused to pay:the extra five
cents to reach the island and were put off
a car at a point about a mile and a half
from'their destination. They started to
walk and were on the ‘trestle when a car
overtook them. Swanson jumped and
saved himself but the women were caught
in the car’s fender and dragged nearly
200 feet. They were dead when the car
stopped.

Police Captain Hardy, of the Coney
Island station has ordered the airest of
the conductor, who put them off the car
on which they had been riding and of the
motorwan on the car that struck them.
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At a meeting of St. Martin’s church in
Montreal last night a resolution adopting
free seats carried and Rev. G. O<borne
Troop withdrew his resignation as rector,
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“I“WKS“EET ST.JOHN N.B. .

Bonded Warehouse No. &

IF INTENDING to build of repair, it will pay you to get our
prices before buying elsewhere. We have now in store our usual
spring stock of :

White Lead, Boiled and Raw Linseed ©0i), Tur-
pentine, Varnish. Shellac, Kalsomine. Ready
Mixed FPaints, all sizes of Nails, Spikes and
Glass, Putty, Sheathing Paper. Zine, Sheet Lead,
in faet everything in the builders line can be
found at our store and at prices as low as the
lowest.

SEEDS!!!

‘lr;re, Millet, Corn, Peas, and
~seeds.

SEEDS! SEEDS!!

Timothy Seed, Alsike and Red Clover &,
all Garden Flow
'
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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 8hirts, Lace Curtains, Curtain

Poles and Fixtures, Spring Blinds, Portiers.

CARPETS, OIL CLOTHS AND MATTINGS

Flour, Corn and Oatmeal, Pork, Fish Ham,
Iron and Steel, Plows and Plow Castings

J. & W. BRAIT, xx»

KINGSTON
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ESTABLISHED 1889. ;

The Review,

RICHIBUCTO, NEW BRUNSWICK,

Published every Thursday at $1.00 per year in advance ; $1.50 it not
paid within three months.

THE PEOPLES PAPER! ‘

THE P!

TOPLE'S FRIEND |

SUBSCRIBE NOW

All Kinds of Printing.
Good Work---Low Rates.

Address Labels, Books, Bill-Heads, Bille of Lading, Blanks all kinde
Bonds, Blotters, Bills of Fare, Business Cards, Ball Invitations,
Ball Programmes, Catalogues, Circulars, Cslendars, Checks,
Certificates, Counter Bills, Charters for Societies,
Dodgers, Drafts, Druggist’s Printing, Fo]ders, 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 Lista,
Receipts, Reports, Statements, Show Cards, ShippingTags,
Tickets, Visiting Cards, Wedding ‘Cards, Wedding
Invitations, executed with neatness and despatch,




