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THE RECTOR'S SECRET. 
OR 

LOVE CONQUERS ALL. 

A STUDY FROM LIFE. 

CHAPTER XVIII.—Continued. 

“My lady, I—I cannet speak,” stam- 

mered Harold. “When the heart is full 
” 

He relieved his emotion by embracing 

his bride; then he hugged Walter; and 
finally imprinted a filial kiss on the coun. 

tess’ lips. 

Altogether it was a scene of pure, un- 

alloyed bliss, the real depth of which was 

known to Lady Buford and Walter alone, 
There were so many things to talk 

about, so many little incidents to relate, 
so many plans for the future to lay out, 

that the entire day and a good portion of 
the evening were spent in Buford House 

by our young friends. 

It was late at night when Harold final- 
ly tore himself away from his betrothed, 

and Walter bade his mother a dear good- 

night, 

It was arranged that they should see 

each other every day. As to Walter's re- 
turn to America, and Harold’= marriage 

to Ethel, those were subjects left for future 

consideration. 
At least so it was settled when the 

young men left Buford House. When, 
however, they reached their hutel, Walter 

frund awaiting him a cable despatch from 
hisefoster father which entirely upset all 

these plans. 

The despatch read as follows : 

Returp at once. Your presence alone 
can save Blanche from suicide. 

CHAPTER XIX. 

THE ACCIDENT. 

Frank.Barton had accomplished bis pur. 

pose. Blanche had consented to marry 

the millionaire of his choice, and he had 
an unlimited bank account on which he 
could freely draw, Still he was far from 

being happy. 

There was something in Blanche’s very 

consent which alarmed him. It was given 
so readily, almost unasked for, with so 

much of a strange, fixed determinations 

that he began to wonder whether her brain 

had not suddenly become effected ; 

whether she was not regarding the mar- 

riage as a measure to gain possession of 
the supposed forged check, and thus free 

him from all fear of criminal prosecution; 

and that, having done that, she would ! 

seek oblivion of her sorrows in a suicide’s 

grave, 
There was a good deal in the ahsence of 

all emotion which she now showed, the! 

perfunctory way in which she went 
through her duties, the cold, freezing 

manner in which she received her be- 

trothed—a certain air of a victim being 

led to the sacrifice—which strengthened 

this impression. 

i lovely face, and wondered who she was, 

| fined to the interchange of a billet doux 

He determined to keep a close watch 
on her actions, and as a matter of pre. 

caution removed his revolvers out of the ! 
house. 

Many a time he was tempted to speak | 
to her, to even reveal the miserable de- 

ception he was practicing on her; but she 
would not allow him tbe opportanity of 
tloing #0. 

She never addressed him except when 
it was absolutely necessary; and she stop- ! 

ped all attempts at conversation om his | 
part by a cold, rigid stare. Though they 

continued to live under the same roof she | 

steadily ignored his presence. 

Frank felt that he had forfeited bis 

sister's esteem, and it cut him to the quick, | 

the more so as he was sure that she loved 

him still; 

ber sister heart beat as warmly as ever for 

him. Her contempt made him feel very | 
small, indeed, and he became both reck- | 

less and despondent. 

Thus matters went on for a few weeks, 

aud there was no change in the condition 

of affairs, except that the marriage of | 

Blanche to Harvey Van Rensselaer was | 

fixed to take place within four weeks. 
About two weeks before that event was 

to take place, Frank, returning from the | 

broker's office, was overtaken by a sud- | 

den thunder shower. He had an um- | 
brelia with him and did not muck mind 

the rain As he passed a corner, however, 

he noticed a young girl standing under ! 
the shelter of an awning, and looking 

helplessly at the downpour. She was clad | 
in a light, fleecy, summer dress, and had 
only a small silk parasol in her hands, 

which was entirely inadequate to the oc- | 
casion, 

With the ordinary gallantry of a young- | 
man about-town, 

and said: 

“Excuse me, miss, but if you will ac. | 

cept the shelter of my umbrella, I shall 
be happy to escort you home.” 

“I shall be much obliged to you if you 
would,” replied the girl, innocently 

enough. “The sun shone so clear, and 
the sky was so blue when I left the house, 

that 1did not think of taking an um- 

brella with me.” 
Without the slightest fear, and with 

perfect confidence in him as a gentleman, 

the accepted his arm and mentioned the 
street and number where she lived, 

that beuneat!s her icy exterior | 

Frank approached her | 

. of this 

. Blanche by means cf a miserable false- 

hood. 

‘love without confessing his fault; how 

| could he hope to win her hand without 

' reviewed all the wretched complications | 
in which be had involved 

' than 

| could, at any mowmznt, conjure up her pic. 

' ailed him, as apprehensive that he would 

| fice on the altar of mamwmon drawing 

BY J. R. ABARBANELL. 

Her naivete and utter absence of all af- 
fectation sealed Frank’s lips to the utter. 
ance of any of the cunimon-places he 

might otherwise have indulged in. He: 

contented himself with a discreet ad mira- 

tion of her lithe, fairy-like form end 

without daring to ask her name. She, on 
her part, showed no inclination to volun- 

teer any information on the subject, and 

evinced no curiosity to learn her escort’s 

name. They spoke about the weather 

until they arrived at the address she had 
given, and then, with a smile and a “thank 

you,” she disappeared in the house. 
Frank experienced a sensation as if a 

ray of sunshine had suddenly been thrown 

across his path and as suddenly vanished. 
It was a new and rather uncomfortable 

sensation for the young man-about-town 

in search of an orphan heiress for a wife. 
“Who is she anyway?’ he somewhat 

fretfully muttered. “After my impu- 
deace in addressing her and offering my- 

self to her as an escort, her ready accept- 

ence knocked all the bravado ont of me 
I’ve never felt so much like a booby in 

all my life. Not even did I dare ask her 

name or to offer her my card! It’s per- 

fectly ridiculous.” 
Just then he caught sight of the silver 

plate ou the front door. He uttered a 

prolonged whistle, 

“Horace Wainwright, I declare! The 
rector! I'll wager anything that she’s 
his daughter. Yes, 1 remember now. 

Her name is Mabel. Walter mentioned 
it one evening to Blanche, and stated he 

would like to introduce her to her, 

is tough.” 
It was tougher yet when he ob home 

that night, and dreamed of a pair of blue 

eyes looking reproachfully at him, and a 
tapering finger pointing out across the 

ocean, whither he had exiled her foster 
brother. It was tougher yet when, on 

awakening ip the morning, he had to ac. 
knowledge to bimself that he bad fallen 

in love. 

It was a very serious thing for him to 
be in love. Not that he had not experi- 

enced the tender passion before. Since 
the time he first became a young-man- 

about-town he had had any number of 
love affairs with fair daughters of Eve, 

from the reigning theatrical star down to 
the pretty house-maid next door. Bat 

these tender penchants were strictly con- 

or two, the escort to and from a place of 

amusement, a squeeze of the waist, or a 
surreptitious kiss, He had calculated, 

very carefully calculated, that he was 
going to love, that is love in downright, 
real earnestness, only a young girl unen- 

cumbered with parents or relatives, and 

possessor in her own right of at least one 
| hundred thousand dollars. 

But cupid not only laughs at lock- 

smiths, but often plays sad bavoc with the 
best laid plans. 

Frank had not thought Walter Wain. 
wright rich enough to become Blanche’s 
husband, and now he himself was in love 

with Mabel, who, und.ubtedly, had less 

world’s goods than her foster 

brother. He had separated Walter from 

How could he hope to win Mabel’s 

bringing Walter back to Blanche? And 
his sister was to become another’s wife 

within two weeks, under duress of an im- 

plied threat of arrest for forgery hanging 

over his head. 

Frank groaned aloud as he mentally 

himself and 

everybody else around him. He saw no 

This | 

He never sought to address her, to _re- 
new the chance acquaintance he Lo 
made. 
“Of what use would it be,” he daestibd 

“She can never, will never become my | 

wife.” 
If Walter had known of Frank's agency 

in blighting his dearest hopes, and had 
wanted to revenge himself on him, he 

could not have inflicted a more severe 
punishment than that which the plotter 

was now undergoing. 

Thus matters stood, when ome day in 
the aftercoon Frank saw Mabel making 
the attempt at crossing Broadway. There 

had been & jam the moment previous, and 
the vehicles, relieved from their tempor 
ary stoppage were dashing by, to make up 

for lost time. As she reached the center 
of the roadway, a stage came rushing at 
hes at a furious rate The driver bhalloed 
to her to get out of the way. Bewildered 
and confus.d she sprang back, only te en. 

counter a heavy express wagon coming in 

an opposite direction. 
The girl uttered a shriek. The pedes- 

trians expected to see her thrown to the | 
ground and run over. One person only 

rushed to her rescue. It was Frank, 
Dashing up to her he gave her a push 

out of harm’s way. In doing so he bim. 
self slipped and fell; and a cry of horror 

escaped from the spectators as they beheld 

the heavy express wagon roll over him, 

CHAPTER XX. 

THE GOLDEN RULE. 

“There is a compound fracture of the 

arm. It is serious, but not necessarily 
fatal, The greatest danger to be appre- 
hended will be from the internal injurise 

which he may bave sustained,” 

“Use all your skill, with the aid of 

Heaven, doctor, to save bia life, for he bas 
rescued my daughter,” 
Frank Barton heard these oii m a 

vague dreamy manner. He was barely 
conscious that be was lying in bed in a 
large pleasant room, and that two elderly 
men were bending over him, when he 

dropped off into insensibility again, 
There was only one man in the room 

when he once more opened his eyes, and 
him Frank easily recognized to be Rector 
Wainwright. Had the doctor just left? 
He did not know, He had an idea that 
the sun was shining before, and now the 
gaslight, which was turned down low, 

sent a gentle radiance through the room. 
It was evening, but whether the evening 

of the same day, or a week later, he could 
not tell. 

How came the good rector to be sitting 
there beside him? Had his sister called 
him? This was not his room; the objects 
in it were unfamiliar to him. He moved 

slightly, and the motion caused a sharp 
twinge of pain to shoot through his right 

arm. It drew his attention to the fact 

that his arm was encased in plaster-of- 

paris, which had become hardened and 
looked like marble. 
The pain forced a cry from his lips, 

At the sound the good rector started up 

from the doze into which he had fallen 

and bent anxiously over him. 

“Can 1 be of any service to you, Mr, 
Barton?” he asked. 

“A glass of water, if you please; I feel 
hot and feverist.” 

The rector brought him the water and 

placed the glass to his lips. Frank eager- 
ly drank it and felt greatly relieved. 
“Thank you,” he said. 

“You mustn't speak, Mr, Barton,” said 
the rector, with a kindly smile, as he 

placed the glass on the small table beside 
him. “The doctor has strictly forbidden 

it.” 

A sigh escaped the young man’s lips. 
“l know.” continued the rector, *that 

you are eager to question me, and I will 
tell you all that vou want to know. But 
you must promise me not to excite your- 

self. Now, don’t speak. Only nod your 
head. That will be sufficient.” 

A glad light shot into the sufferer’s 
eyes—as he nodded his head. 

“First and foremost, you will be pleased 
to learn that your heroism was not in 

vain. Mabel, my daughter, thanks to 

your bravery, escaped unhurt, and is 
way out of his tribulations; and, with a 

deep sigh, he came to the determination | 

to banish all thought of Mabel, and to ex- 

orcise her image from his heart, 

But this was easier determined upon | 
accomplished. He found himself 

thinking of Mabel all the time; and he 

tare as she breathed and lived. 
He became nervous and excited, and 

threw out dark hints, which made his 

sister, who could not comprehend what 

commit suicide as he was that she would 

destroy her life. 
What an unhappy pair they were, to be 

sure, with the day ot Blanche’s self-sacri- 

nearer with every rising and setting of 

the sun. 
With all that, and all that, Frank’s 

footsteps would irresistibly lead him to 

the rectory; and for hours of an evening 

he would stand on the sidewalk opposite 

the house, waiting for her sillnouette to be 

outlined ou the white window shades. 
Sometimes he caught a glimpse of her 

in the crowded street. Then he would 
shrink away to prevent her from seeing 
him, and, at a respectful distance, he 

would follow her until she disappeared in 

the rectory. i 

praying to Heaven night and day to spare 

vour life. That you are alive at all is a 
| great miracle; and I am overjoyed to be 
| able to tell you that the doctor finds you 

have sustained no internal injuries. The 
front wheel of the express wagon only 

passed over vour person, and thus over 
your right arm. [It is badly fractured, to 
be sure, bus vou see the doctor does not 

think an amputation necessary; and we 
will hope that it will so heal as not to 
seriously cripple it. It is three days now 

since it was set, and it is a good sign that 

no inflammation has as yet intervened.» 
“Three days,” murmured Frank, 

“Ah, you are breaking your promise,’ 

chidingly said the rector. “You musn’t 
speak. Yes, it is three days since the am- 

hulance brought you here. It is wonder- 

ful what presence of mind Mabel, usually 
30 timid and fearsome, developed on the 

sad occasion. When the people carried 

you. so maimed and helpless, into the 

drug-store, it was she who telegraphed for 
an ambulance. When it came, they want- 
ed to take you to the hospital. She 
would not permit it, ner would she allow 

vou to be taken home. She declared that 
she kuew you, that you had shown heran 

act of courtesy on a previous occasion, 
that you had been injured in her behalf, 

in your body and your whole system will 

be diseased. The microbe is microscopic. 

But the germs become inches and then ells 

of pain. Hood's Sarsaparila destroys the 

microbe, prevents the pain, purifies the 
blood and effects a permanent cure. 

Run Down—"1 had severe head- 
aches and my constitution «was generally 

run down. Had read about Hood's Sar- 

saparila, tried i, and after using two 

bottles was entirely cured.”” Miss Mary 
Flannigan, Manning Ave., Toronto, Ont. 

Hoods S 
yor 

rectory here, where she herself could 
nurse you.” 
“She knew me, she 
“Speaking again,” interrupted the rec- 

tor with a smile, *‘Of course, she did not 
know you by name, but we learned it 

from a card in your card.case. The 

knowledge gave us an additional right to 
tend to you. You are the brother of an 

estimable young lady who is—[ mean was 

—very dear to—to my son.” 
The worthy clergvman’s voice faltered, 

and he turned his head aside for a mo- 
ment. A pang, sharper than any which 

his wounded arm gave him, shot through 

Fiank’s heart, 

“Your sister has been here with— with 

her betrothed,” continued the rector. 
“She comes every day, she ‘will be bere 
again to-morrow. She is very grateful 

for our attention to you, though they are 
no more than common hemanity would 

demand. | believe now that [ have told 
you all, with the exception that the re 

porters have got hcld of the affair; and 
your name is blazoued in all the papers, 
and jnstly so, as a hero,” 

A tear started in Frank's eye and 

coursed slowly down bis cheek. He a 
hero! He the man who, for his own sel. 

fish purposes bad sundered two loving 
hearts, had placed bis own sister in a ter- 

ribly false position, had brought scpa-a- 
tion and sorrow into the hquse whose roof 
was now sheltering bim, whose inmates 
were requiting the avil he bad done with 

good—the father watching at his bedside 

with paternal solicitude, the daughter 

praying for bis recovery. He a hero! 

Surely they were unconsciously heaping 

coals of fire on his head. No wonder that 
he wept, 

The rector saw his tears, 

(TO BE CONTINUED ) 
dmasaded 

Street Incident. 

“My Dear Sir,” exclaimed Lawyer Bar. 
tholomew Livingston, meeting the Rev. 

Dr. Archibald Windham on the village 
street, ‘“What does this mean? I thought 

you were laid up with all sorts of bad dis- 

eases!” 

“And so I was,” replied the reverend 

gentleman, “I had an attack of indiges- 
tion and from that time en my whole sys- 

tem has been iv a disordered condition un- 

til I began taking Hood’s Sarsaparilla 
which has put me on my feet and cured 
all my stomach troubles.” 

“l don’t doubt it,” said the lawyer. 

“This same medicine cured my wife of 

rheumatism and my little girl of scrofula. 
When they say it’s the best medicine 

money can buy, they only tell the truth,” 
“Yes, yes, so they do,” replied the min- 

ister, and the two passed on. 
———— er. 

A COMING POLITICIAN. 

“Charlie, dear, said young Mrs. Tor. 

kios, “the baby is trying to talk again. 

It is wonderful how he takes after you!” 

“What is he talking about?’ 

“I think it must have been politics. 
He started very calmly, but in a few min. 

utes he was as angry and red in the face 

as he could be.” 
--y - 

COUK’'S NEW BLOOD PILLS 
RE aa, 

The Statement of the Board of Trade 

for the month of May shows increases f 
£2,999,000 in imports and £1,685,70) in 

exports, 
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IMPORTERS AND DEALERS fw - 

TEAS, Ty and CIGARS 
44 & 46 DOCK STREET ST. JOHN | NE 

Bonded Warehouse No. & 

IF INTENDING to build or repair, it will pay you to get our 2 
prices before buying elsewhere. We have now in store our usual 

spring stock of 

White Lead, Boiled and Raw Linseed Oi), Tur- 
pentine, Varnish. Shellac, Kalsomine. Ready 
Mixed Paints, all sizes of Nails. Spikes and 
Glass, Putty, Sheathing a r. Zine, Sheet Lead, 
in fact everything in the builders line ean be 
found at our store and at prices as low as the 
lowest. 

SEEDS! SEEDS!! SEEDS!!! 
Timothy Seed, Alsike and Red Clover, Tare, Millet, Corn, Peas, arid. 

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, 
Bridie 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. 

CARPETS, OIL CLOTHS AND MATTINGS. 

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

J & W. BRAIT, 0 

ESTABLISHED 1889. 

The Review, 
RICHIBUCTO, NEW BRUNSWICK, 

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

THE PEOPLES PAPER! 

THE PEOPLE'S FRIEND! 

SUBSCRIBE NOW Fat 

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, 
Magistiate’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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