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THE RECTOR’S SECRET.

OoR

LOVE CONQUERS ALL.

A STUDY FROM LIFE.

CHAPTER X VII.—Continued.

She supported herself with her right
band resting on the marble center-table,
and, in a low, mournful voice, began :

“My maicen name was Mabel Osgood.
I was early left an orphan by the death of
both my parents, and until my nineteenth
year gained a respectable though meager
livelihood as a dressmaker. At that time
1 lived and had my sign out in University
place in New York City. I occupied the
front room on the second story of the
corner house right opposite the Univer-
sity. Sitting at the window sewing, I
could gaze across the street into the class-
room of the college and :ee the students
at their recitations, One young man par-
ticularly attracted my attention, by reason
of his glancing over at me more frequent-
ly than at his books. Well, we began a
flirtation in that way.”

“Which led?” asked Walter,
paused with drooping head.

“To meetings in Washington Square
park in front of the university building.
We soon came to love each other madly
devotedly. He told me his name was
George Curtis, and that he was about to
graduate from the classical department
and take up the study of the law. His
father was an eminent pbysician, he said,
and would frown upon their intimacy.
In a year he wounld be of age, and in two
years he would be ablé to establith him-
self as a lawyer, independent of his father,
In the meantime he proposed a secret
marrisge. | was very young, Mr. Wain-
wright,”” she piteously exclaimed, “and 1
loved him, oh so much, I—I consented.”

“It was perbaps unwise, precigitate,”
said Walter sympathetically, “but since
you were actually married—-""

“Ah,” she interrupted with a pained
expression on her face, “I did not know—
pot untii my child was born—that he had
deceived me; that he bhad married me
under a false name; that his father found
some flaw, I know not what, in the cere-
mony, which made it null and void. All
this was written to me by his father in a
letter wherein I was accused of being an
adventuress. Oh, the horror of that let-
ter.”

She sank into the easy-chair, overcome
with emotion.

“Villains, father and son both,” mut.
tered Walter through his clenched teeth,
“Of course, you upbraided them, you de-
manded reparation 50

“Of whom? I did not even know their
right names and addresses., The letter
was unsigned I am even to-day ignor-
ant of the real name of the man who so
bitterly wronged me But bad I known
it, of what avail would it have been? |
was stunued, crushed, overwhelmed. My
life was blasted. I could mot mee% the
bitter, coutemptuous scorn of the world.
Death was my only refuge. I sought it
in the watery depths of the North River.”

“Aud yet vou are alive to-day, my
lady,” said Walter, after a pause. “A
hnd Providence frustrated vour rash de.
¢ign and preserved your life for a bright-
er, happier future. You are the Dowager
Countess Buford; your husband wasa true
yobleman in all that the word implies;

you

as she

vou are wealthy, honored, respected;

bave a daughter who loves you and whom |

vou love, Surely you have every reason
-to be thankful that your life
brought to an abrupt close.”

was not

“When I opened my eyes again after I |

had taken the fatal pluange,”
tinued,

gant couch In a

she con- |
“I found myself lyirg on an ele- :
small bnt exquisitely |

furnished room, being rocked to and fro |

with
exl;mi.-m;wl since ] was a bhabe in my

mother’s eradle.

a gentle motion such as [ had not |
' ed=—-the impulse which had induced Lady
A gentleman old enough | Buford to confide her life history to an
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watched and observed you. You are a
lady fitting to adorn any station in life.
Your first marriage, you <ay, is null and
void, nut through any fesult of yours,
That leaves you free to bestow your hand
to whomsoever you please. The world,
and mankind in particular, owes you a
reparation for the wrong inflicted on you.
I am willing to be the ivstrument of that
reparation. All my life I have been a
bachelor, and old age is creeping on me
now. I feel the need of A gentle presence
around me. I have, perhaps, no right to
speak of love. You, perhaps, have none
to give me. Bat if you will make an old
man happy, if you will soothe, comfort
and bless his few remaining days on eartbh,
I will make you my wife. As Lady Bu-
ford the tongue of calummny can never
reach you.””

“Noble, generous old man,” exclaimed
Walter, with enthusiasm,

“Could I refuse such an appeal as that?”
continued the countess, rising to her feet.
“] consented; I became his wite. We
were married in St. George’s Chapel.
Though his marriage so late in life to one
entirely unknown in English society cre.
ated some comment, the rectitude of his
life and his hi h rank stifled all cfiticism.
For five years; until his peaceful passing
away, we lived very happily togetber.
He blessed me with his last breath, as he
peacefully passed away, leaving meé the
sole possessor of his vast fortune and the
cate of our child. Since then I have
faithfully devoted myself to rear up
Mabel as becomes Lord Buferd’s daughter,
to remaove the temptation to which her
mother succumbed, to keep her in happy
ignorance of her mother’s sad past. Have
I not done right, then, to shun all Ameri-
can society; have I not justified my con-
duct? Will you not undertake to so de-
clare to all who may murmur at what
they are pleased to call my British ex-
clusiveness?”’

“] will do so, my lady, with all my
heart,”” replied Walter, “Now that I
know your story I cheerfully repeat my
vow of fealty. On one point alome if
you will peimit me, would I like to ob-
tain some further information. You
spoke of a child. Was he in your arms
when you made your rash plunge!? Was
his young life sacrificed in the moment of
your despair?”’

“No,” replied the countess, her lips
trembling with agitation. **Though I was
ready to kill myself. think you that I
cculd murder my child? He lives to-day,
I hope, happily ignorant of the stain upon
his birth 1 deposited him in the créche
of the foundling asylum in Abingdon
squase.”

“When—the date—give me the very
hour!” gasped Walter, with a choking
sensation in his throat.

“It was the night of the first of Decem-
ber. The clock had just struck half-past
nine,”

“The babe was dressed all in white,
wasn’t it]? There was not the slightest

| ¢lue on his person to irdicate his parent.-

agel”
“Ha, you know,”” exclaimed the coun-
tess, powerfully :xcited

“Look at me,” cried Walter. “Is not
Ethel my sister in face and form? Is not
my resemblance to you very marked?

Does not your heart speak; do you mnot
kuow, can you not guess? Mother! My
Motker!”

CHAPTER XVIIIL
LOVE'S FIRST VICTORY.
There was no need of further explan-

ation. The resemblance already indicat-

to be my farther stood at my couch—a | entire stranger—all these things spoke far
kindly old man, whose benevolence | more eloquently and convincingly than
beamed from his clear blue eyes and | words. Blood is" thicker than water.
formed a halo of glory over his silvery | Nature had spoken; and mother and son,
grav hair. It was the late Lord Buford.” | separated from the latter’s infancy, were
“Who afterward hecame your hus. ’ once more united in each other’s arms.
baud?”’ Oh, how fervently they embraced each
“Yes. He told me that 1 was on board | other, On her part it was the sudden

an outward bound steamer which had the | lifting from her heart of the load of secret

day before cleared pert. That,
on deck, he had heard the sound of a per- |
son plunging into the water. He had in-
duced the captain to let down the
boat, and he
the sailors,

conscious form from the watery
to him I owed my life.
for the reasons why I had attempted sui.
cide, but all through the voyage guarded
me with a tender, fatherly care. When
we landed in England I, of my own ac-
cord, revealed to bim the whole of my
sad story, He listened to me patiently
and when 1 was through he said : ‘My
poor child, I bave suspected most of what
you have told me. Yours is not the first
case of man’s treachery that I bave met
with in my long experience of life. Re-
member, [ am old enough almost to be
your grandfather, Since I have saved
your life, since I have flattered myself
that you belong to me, I have carefully

ataudmm remorse which she had carried all these

years, at having abandoned her child.

| How many bitter tears had she shed at the
life- |
himself had entered it with i
It was he who drew my un- | inquiry as to his whereabouts,
waste— | tall, grown bandsome man—this generous,
He pressed me | noble soui—was her son, her rightful pro.

thought of what had become of her babe,
yet she dared not attempt to institute any
Now this

tector and champion. Tears welled from
her eyes as she pillowed her head on his
shoulder, but they were tears of jy.

Walter, on his part, was in a state of
equal bliss. His heart, sundered from
Blanche could have no other happiness,
wished for no other j)y, than to be palpi-
tating next to his mother’s.

He bad been willing to spend years of
unavailing search, to suffer all the pangs
of hope deferred and illusions dispelled,
to arrive at this supreme moment, And
now it had come to him over night, like

as if an angel from heaven bad disclosed
berself to him bringing peace and joy,
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balm and consolation to his wouded
Leart, 3

When the first elnnon of their hppi
ness was over, and they could talk co-
herently about their new.found relation.
ship, Lady Buford was more than' ever
profuse in the expression of her grati-
tude to the good rector to whom she owed
the rearing and education of her son.

“It was an act of Divine providence,”
she exclaimed, “which led your foster
father to adopt you from the foundling
asylum, I shudder to think what would
bave become of you without him. Oh,
that 1 could go on my knees to him and
kies his hand in token of my gratitude for
what he has done for you ”’

“I will be your messenger in that be
half, mother,”” said Walter. “Mother,”
he repeated, tenderly, “how my soul ling-
ers on that word, I will tell him that
your love for him is no less thau mine,
and he will then know how boundless it

I will bring you his answer back.”
“You will come back to me; you will
make your home with me?”’ she eagerly
asked.

“Permanently,” he replied; adding,
while a shade of sadness crossed bis face,
“] go to New York merely to settle up
my affairs there, to bid fareweil to my
foster father, and his daughter, who has
been like a sister to me. Then good-bye
to Awerica forever,”

“You say it sadly, Walter. You have,
like me, exiled yourself from your native
land.”

“] bhave, mother dear., I have loved
and sustained 4 bitter disappointment.
But why grieve you with my private sor-
rows now? At some other time I will tell
you why I am a wanderer from home.

18.

Home! This is my home, mother, your
roof is my shelter. Here I will be Lap-
py.9’

“You de mot speak very hopefully,
Walter. Ah, these sorrows of the heart.
I know how terrible they are to bear.
Can I do ought to alleviate them?”’

“No, mother, no,”” he replied, with a
mournful smile; “but you can bring the
sunshine of happiness to two young hearts
who are at present languishing in the
darkness of your supposed hatred for
Americans.”

He approached the window, which
looked out upon the park below and
added :

“Come here, mother dear, and tell me
what you see.”

His mother came to the window and
looked out.

“You mean out in the arbor there?”’
she asked.

“Yes,”

“I can barely get a glimpse inside of it,
but—yes I see mow. KEthel issitting on
the rustic bench,”

“Alone?”’

“I declare, there’s a man sitting beside
her. What presumption!”

“Don’t betime excited, mother dear.
Ethel’s good name is as dear to me as my
own. She’s my sister, you know.”

“He is actually pucting bis arm around
ber waist,” interrupted Lady Buford;
“now he’'s kissing her. I wender whether
they think that we cannot observe them.”

“They are in a perfect oblivion of
bliss,”” laughed Walter.

“But who is this very impudent young
man?”’ asked she, as they moved away
from the window,

““He is not so impudent as you imag-
ine,” said Walter. “Do you think that
he could kiss Ethel if she did not want to
be kissed? Who is he? My fellow actor
in last night’s comedy; my best of friends
and former college chum; a man with a
heart in the right spot; a gentleman in
eyery sense of the word—Harold Han-
shawe.”

“The artist!”

“Yes. Ever since the day he painted
Ethel’s picture his heart was lost to the
dear or'ginal. At the sitting he confessed
his love to her. It was retuined. That
they bave kept this a secret to you wason
account of your.aversion to Americans,
for Harold is an American by birth, He
it was who discovered the rascally mar-
plot. To him, more than to me,
you owe your daughter’s escape from the
machivations of a villain. Nay, to him
you owe my coming here, and the happy
disclosnre of our relationship. Mother,
it is the tirst favor I have to ask <f yon.
Let Ethel follow the dictates ot her beart,
Let her make Harold happy with her
love.”

“I cam refuse yon nothing, Walter,” re-
plied the conntess. “It shall be as you
say.”

“Thanks, dear, dear mother,” joyfully
exclaimed Walter. **And may Irundown
and tell the young lovers of your decis
ion? Believe me, they are waiting for it.”

“One moment,” thoughtfully said Lady
Buford. “Will it require a revelation of
—of our secrei?”

“I understapd. No, mother, To all
the world we are still strangers, Even
my bosom friend, Harold, my desr sister,
Ethel, must remain forever ignorant of
the tie which binds us, It is only when
we are alone, mother dear, that we can
opeu our hearts to each other. One ex-
ception to the rule is all I crave. My
foster father must know that I have found
my mother. 1 owe him that obligation.
But he will keep the knowledge a secret,
as he has kept the truth, that [ am not

1eally his son, hidden fmm all the world.
He will guard the confidence, both as a
man of honor and & shepherd of the

quis’

Lord.”
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jles—** My face was covered
q:vith ples and blackheads but after
taking Hood's Sarsaparilla a short time, I
aas entirely cured, and my skin aas
smooth and clear.”” &May Ryan, North
St., Chatham, Ont.

Hoods S

His mother thanked him with a pres.
sure of the hand.

He left the room and found his way
into the park. From the window of the
room the countess watched him as he en-
tered the arbor to deliver the glad tidiugs
he was the bearer of. She saw Harold
grasp his hand and vigorously shake it,
and Ethel impulsively throw her arms
around his neck and kiss him. Then she
beheld all three issuing from the arbor
and proceeding joyously along the walk
into the house.

A moment later they entered the room.

Harold was painfully embarrassed;
while Ethel, blushing like & rose, ¢lung to
her lover.

“I have the honor, Lady Buford,” said
Walter, “to ask of you in behalf of my
friend, Harold Henshawe, the hand of
your daughter, Miss De Vere?”

“You have & good advocate, Mr., Hen.
shawe.” ssid the countess, smilingly.
“You could not have a better one to plead
vour #nit. But what does my daughter
gay?”’

“I love him, mamma, with all my heart
and soul,” said Ethel, shyly raiving ker

| eyes, which were beaming with happiness.

“Take her, Harold,” said the countess,
“She is the dearest treasure I ' pnesess.
Heaven deal with you as you deal with
her.”

(TO BE CONTINUED )
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Very Hard Indeed.

There are so many things that appear
unnecessary, and which for the life of us
we can see neither purpose nor end. It
may be corns are just ove of those thorns
in the flesh the why and the wherefore of
which we cannot see. Nevertheless they
are of the kind that are easily removed.
Putnam’s Painless Corn Extractor makes
short werk of them. Try it and see how
nicely it coaxes them out. Use none
other than Putnam’s Corn Extractor.
Sold by druggists,

o i bl il

The rule will this year be made imper-
ative that all cattle, sheep and swine in
the pure bred classes a! the St. John Ex-
hibition must show their certificate of
registration, This rule has not been rigid-
ly enforced in the past but the stockmen
themselves are now cemanding that it
shall. Stockmen will do we!lto attend
to the registering of their ammals in pro-
per time.
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HOUSE CLEANING TIME is a good time
also to cleanse the system. Use Wheeler’s
Botanic Brtters. They prevent and cure
Headaches, Dizziness, Boils, leples, &e.,
and purnfy the Blood.

Sold on its merits. Every bottle of
Kendrick’s Liniment is guarav teed togive
satisfaction.

A clear skin and bright eye usually in-
dicate health, which is obtained by using
Wheeler’s Botanic Bitters. Large bottles
only 25 cents,

Get KENDRICK’S LINIMENT.
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Only one grade of Red Rose Tea is sold

in bulk, but there are six grades in lead

packages. Every grade is worth what
you pay for it.
——re - GO+ ———
wok's Penetrating Plastera
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A philosopher says that every failure is
a step toward success. This explains why
some men become richer every time they
fail,

pea
The steadily increasing

demand for . ...

HARVEY'’S

SOUTHERN

RED PIN

. shows that those who have
been using it have told their
friends how it gives

Immediate Relief

Obstinate Coughs

and does not derange the
digestion.

HARVEY MEDICINE CO.
MONTREAL.

“0 87, PauL STreeT,

Wine and spirw Merchants,

—IMPORTERS AND n:nuns Ihe

TEAS, TOBAGGOB and (‘IGARS
44 & 46 DOCK STREET ST.JOHN N.B.

Bonded Warehouse No. &

IF INTENDING to build or 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 0il, Tur-
pentine, Varnish. Shellac, Kalsomine. Ready
Mixed PPaints, all sizes of Nails, Spikes and
Glass, Putty,. Sheathing Paper. Zine, Sheet Lead,
in fact everything in the builders line can be
found at our store and at prices as low as the
loyvest

SEEDS! SEEDS!! SEEDS!!! v
Timothy Seed, Alsike and Red Clover, Tare, Millet, Corn, Peas, and
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,
Prints, 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,
lron and Steel, Plows and Plow Castings.

J. & W. BRAIT, m%‘%“é%'f"’is. i

ESTABLISHED 1889.

The Review,

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

THE PEOPLE'S PAPER!

THE PEOPLE'S FRIEND |
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SUBSCRIBE NOW

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

B

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,

Magistrate’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 despaten. ‘

— e

Pl

.



