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THE RECTOR’S SECRET.

LOV!

A STUDY FROM LIFE.
CHAPTER V.—Continued.

He approached her a few steps and
made a gesture as if to his arm
around her waist to support her, but she
waved him away, and with a mute motion
of her head bade him commence

“I will repeat, Blanche, he began, “that
be loves you truly, sincerely, with all his
heart and soul. But such love, which is
the fruition of manhood’s aspiration, is
entirely compatible with a youthful in-
fatuation. In his college days, long be-
fore he ever saw you, bhe loved a village
maid, was beloved by her.”

A tremor shook Blanche from head to
foot, but she bit her livs to prevent any
ejaculation issuing from her mouth, and
her brother proceeded, inventing his story
as he went along.

“How beautifu! she was, I need not des-
cribe to you in his terms, but she was un-
couth in manners, rustic in speech, not the
girl who could make him bappy as his
wife. As he realized this fact his infatu-
ation left him, and it was completely ban-
ished from his heart from the first mo-
ment that he saw you. In one sense of
the word you are his firs{.love, for his
voutbful fancy was as fleeting and evan-
escent as the air. It was the very know-
ledge of the character of this love for you
which has sealed his lips to a declaration
of it until to-night.”

Blanche allowed herself to breathe a
little easier,

“We women too, have our girlish fan-
cies, our school romances,” she said, with
a faint attempt at a smile. “I can forgive
his secret, if it is nothing more than that.
He need not at all have revealed it.”

“Ab, if it were only that, he would not
have spoken. If his honor had not been
compromised, if he did not owe a hus-
band’s obligation to her who should bave
been his wife, a father’s duty to his name-
less child o

He interrupted himself to catch his
gister’s form in his arms, as with a low
moan she sank forward toward the floor.
He carried her to the sofa, and would
bave summoned help, but she had recov-
ered from her momentary swoon and stay-
ed him by the band,

‘I will be brave, 1 will be firm,” she
kept repeating, with quivering lips, “but,
ob, it is hard, so hard!”

Frank knelt beside her and held her
hand in his.

“This was the secret which he bade me
tell you,” he continued. “You are to
him se holy, so sublime above all other
women, that he could not ask you to ac-
company him to the altar in igncrance of
this, the only blot in his otherwise honor-
able life. All credit to him for acting so.
This girl has no legal claims on him; his
marriage to you would be perfectly legit-

pass

imate.
faithful and devoted of husbands. How
many other young men in similar posi.
tions would have simply kept silent, how
many have actually done so? Tt is true”™
he rather clyly added, “there is sometime-
& A

vridegroom at the altar and a poor womau

scandal, an explosion in church
struggling up the aisle, calling on Heaver
to witness that })) the laws: of God, if no!
of man, he is her busband. DBut from
from Walter,
there need be mno ul']-x'che!hivh of this
sort. The girl bas forgiven if not for.
gotten him,

what | have understood

It1s simply 2 matter for you

t, decide. If vour great love for him

will enable you to overlook his fault, if, ‘

ike the majority of women, you will ac-

cuit him on legal, if not moral grounds, |

.hen you have only to write him a word
. that effret, and he will be here to-mor-

)W, the hup})it«\'t of hl‘ixl«'gl'm»lll\.”

“And you,” she faintly asked.

“Oh! the
tnow,” he nonchalantly replied, rising to
“I’ll do like all the rest of so-

ciety, extend my hand to bim, and con-

[’m a man of world, you

vis feet,

gratulate him on his snccess.”

Blauche ~lnwl)‘ rose to her feet., She
wvas deadly white,
mouth were firmly drawn and ccmpres-
ved. Her brown eyes glittered like two
'iving coals of fire,

“Let him marry the girl who has a prior
claim upon him,” she slowly, but distinet-
ly said. “Let him father her child.

ject him.,”

[ re-

Then she was seized with a sudden re- |

vulsion of feeling, and sinking intc her
vrother’s arm. she, for the first time dur-
ing the interview, burst into a floed of
vitter tears,

“But oh! Frank, Frank,” she sobbed
“I love him so0.”

“Then lay you pride aside, ande——-—'

“No, no,” she interrupted, through her
tears, “I can weep over my broken hopes,
] can keep his image still implanted in my
beart, but I can, also, be proud, He has
inflicted a cruel, cruel blow on me. He
ought never to bave won my affections,
be should not have allowed his own to be-

come centered on me. Ah me! My re-
fusal will pain him as much as it pains
me to give it, but he must bear it like a
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i CONQUERS ALL.
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He would be to you the most |

Lut the lines of her |

BY J. R. ABARBANELL.

maun, He must do what duty plainly
prompts bhim, He must narry this girl,
and—and forget me, as I—I will try to
forget him.”

Another buist of tears interrupted her
here,

“Bear with me to-night, brother,” she
stammered. “It is very hard to catch a
glimpse of Paradise, and then to see the
gates shut and close you out in the dark-
ness of despair. But I will be firm and
prave to-morrow, Ob, so brave!”’

She was getting quite hysterical, and
Frank led her from the parior to her room
in sorrow at the pain she was so evident-
ly suffering, yet none the less determined
to continue the miserable deception he
had begun,

CHAPTER VL.
SUNDERED HEARTS,

In the library of the rectory sat Walter
Wainright, an utterly crushed man.

The tears trickled from between the
fingers of the hand which covered his face,
his other hand tightly clenched the crum-
pled letter, which he had just received,
and which was the cause of all his woe.

Thus he sat, with his elbow resting on
the table, the very picture of despair.

It is 4 piteous spectacle to see a strong
man weep; the heart must be wrung, in-
deed, to call forth tears from manly eyes,

He had read the letter ten times al-
ready, yet, like the wounded savage, who,
with both his handse, presses in still deeper
the dart which is rankling in his breast, he
again turned to the missive, to inflict a
new pang on his bleeding heart.

It was written by Blanche, her brothe
had dictated the words. Its contents
were as follows:

Miss Barton presents her compliments
to Mr. Wainright, and acknowledges the
high sense of honor which induced him to
make the revelation which he did to her
brother, prior to asking her hand in mar-
riage. Whatever feelings she may have
had for him, based upon a friendly inter-
course, which was not without its attrac-
tions for her, she is sorry, nevertheless, to
be obliged to state that she cannot fly in
the face of public opinion, and best moral
gentiment, which she would have to do in
becoming his wife. With her best wishes
for his future welfare she begs leave to
sign herself

His obedient servant,
BLANCHE BARTON,

There it was, cold and formal, and writ.
ten in that most exasperating of forms,
the third person singular.

Rej-cted! And why?

In obedience to & public opinion, which
put without the pale of society the inno-
cent victim of another's fault, in blind
adberence to a moral sentiment, which
| visited the sins of the parents on their off-
| eprings, even to the fourth generation.
And this opipion, this sentiment which
' robbed him of the girl he loved, who, in
' spite of her letter, he felt, he knew, loved
'him, he would meet them everywhere
| through life. They had blighted his

heart, they would crush bis ambition,
they would make of his name a sneer and
a by-word, they would resolve his future
' life into a loug, hopeless battle against
social prejudices, at the end of which de-
feated, hounded out existence, he would
| sink into an unknown, unhonored grave.

No wonder the strong man wept, no

wonder the iron of despair entered bhis
It was not simply the rejection of
' his suit, it was the stamping on his brow
the brand of tne Pariah, the oulcast,
| The door softly opened, 3o softly that
the weeping man did not hear it tarn on
| its hinges. A young girl, so light, so
etherially fair, that she seemed more like
an angel than a human being, appeared
| at the threshold.
| but his head was bowed in his hand, and
| he did not perceive her.

Evidently she had not expected to find
| him there, for she gave a slight start, and
' was about to retreat from the room, when
| she noticed the tears trickling from be-

; F(rlllf

She saw the young man

tween his fingers.

Oh, what au expression of sympathy and
love overswept her radiant face, For a
moment she hesitated, then gliding softly
over the velvet carpet, she approached
him unawares, and, clasping her arms
around his neck, tenderly, yet anxiously
inquired:

“You are crying, Walter?”

He raised his head with a start and ex-
claimed:

[  “Mabel!”

Then letting it sink entirely on the
| table, he murmured in the bitterness of
his heart:

“You, too, are lost to me.”

“Lost to you,” she repeated. “I do not
understand. What moves you so! What
has happened? Why do you weep?
Won’t you tell me, Walter? Won’t you
confide in your sister?”

He disengaged himself from her em-
brace and struggled to his feet,

“Sister!” he exclaimed, echoing her
last words, “Oh, heaven, [ have no sister
nowl!”

“No sister!” cried Mabel, bewildereliy;:
her gentle eyee filling with tu‘:“u‘“mt
then am I7” % 2 1]

He put the crumpled letter in his pock-
et, and held out his arms to her.

“Forgive me, darling,” he exclaimed,
kissing her flaxen ringlets as she nestled
her head on his shoulders. “I did not
know what I was saying. Yes, yes, you
are my sister. I’m your brother, am I
not? You know we were brought up to-
gether; we always loved each other. Say
that I awn your brother.”’

She 1aised her head and glanced at him
with her blue eyes filled with wonder,

“Why should I say it?"’ she asked.

“] wish to hear the word from your
sweet lips,” be replied, with a pathos she
could not understand.

“Brother!”

“Sister!”’

He clasped her to his heart and she felt
the hot tears drop on her face as he pres-
sed his lips to hers,

“You will always remember that,
Mabel,” he continued with increasing agi-
tation. “We are brother and sister, on
earth as well as in heaven. You will al-
ways think of me as your brother when—
when I am gone. You will pray for me;
prayers from your pure lips, from your
inuocent heart, must always find favor at
the throne of mercy. And, in your peti-
tions, think of a sister angel as beautiful
and as holy a: you are, let her name, the
pame of Blanche, be joined with mine
Tell the rector my—my father—not to
mourn for me, I—I—ohk, Mabel, I am
too unhappy to live.”

He wanted to throw her off and rush
from the room, but Mabel. now in the
wildest staté of alarm, clung to himi with
desperaté energy.

“No, no!” she [airly shrieked, “you
shall not go, you shall not leave me.

‘Whatever your griefs are, you bave no

right to lay violent hands on'youvself,”

“Let me go, Mabel,”’ he cried, strug-
gling to get free.

“I won’t, I won’t,” she 49aperately con-
tinued. “Think of me, think of father
You will break our hearts. Oh, won’t
you hear me! Help, help, father, help!”

The rector appeared at the threshold.
He had been out and had ‘at that moment
returned

Mabel let go her hold on Walter and
ran toward her father.

“Close the door,” she shrieked. ‘“‘Keep
him back, father! Walter—suicide!”

The excitement overcame her entirely.

Before she could reach her father’s side
she fell prostrate in the center of the room
in a dead swoon.

“My God, I have killed her,”” cried
Walter, rushing forward and. kneeling
down beside her

“She will recover,” said the rector, in
his gentle tones. ‘“Her condition does not
affright me as much as yours. What
were the words I heard as I entered?”

Walter made no reply, but silently
handed him Blanche’s letter. The rector
adjusted his eye-glasses and carefully per-
used it.

There was a momentary twitching of
the corners of his mouth, as if he were
laboring under some inward emotion, but
when he spoke his voice did not betray
the agitation he felt.

“And because this girl prefers a purely
conventional morality to a higher, diviner
one,” he said, with a touch of sterness in
his tones, “you rashly wish to take the
life God has given youn.”’

“The world will judge as she judges,
murmured Walter, bitterly.

“Vain youth,” exclaimed the rector,
“who is not satisfied with the approbation
of his own conscience, his foster father’s
devotion, his sister’s love, but must needs
have a certificate of good standing from a
callous selfish world, which does not care
a particle about him or his troubles any-
way. Thatyou love Miss Barton, I grant,
that her rejection of you pains you deep-
ly, I adwnit, but is that sufficient reason
for you to act the part of an ingrate to-
ward us, of a coward toward yourself.”

“Is it cowardly,” asked Walter, iu a low
voice, “to seek that restin the grave which
1¢ denied one on earth?”

“Think, Walter,” replied the clergy-
man, mournfully, while his lips trembled
with a strange agitation. “Think of the
wany hearts that acke, think of the pangs
of unrequitted love, of unremitted shame,
of remorse for past deeds, aye, of secret
guilt, which mike life a torture and death
seem a boon ot bliss. Ah, ves, Walter, it
is brave, very brave to live under such
circumstances, and to live it down. [ ask
this bravery of you. I ask it for my
sake, who loves you deeper, dearer than I
could love any son of my own. I ask it
for the sake of her who lies there, as one
dead, before us, When she awakes and
finds yon are gone, what answer chall I,
can I make? I ask in the name of ber
who has wounded you now. Were she
here, she would plead with me, While
there’s hope, Walter, the dark clouds will
roll away, the sunshine come again.
Girls are sometimes fickle-minded; the
next messenger may bring you a response
to your suit, Live, Walter; live to clear
up your mother’s fair fame; live to, per-
haps even become proud of che man to
whom you owe your birth, and whom you
vou now hate and despise; live to make
this proud girl humbly sue for the love
which to-day she casts away.”

“You bhave conquered, [ather,” .said

Walter, extending his band to him,
holy man, oh divine preacher, you have
instilled In my heart a ray of hope, where

“Oh, |
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f“t.mful- W aste
. Makes Woeful Want.””’

K is as awasteful not fo secure what
you need and might hasve as it is fo squan-
der what you already possess. Health is
a priceless possession. You can secure it
and keep it by taking Hood's Sarsaparilla
avhich purifies the blood, cures disease, and-
inwigorates the whole system.

Boils—* I awas greatly troubled awith
boils and bad blood and was advised to
try Hood's Sarsaparilla. I followed this
adwice and the benefit I received was so
great that I ook a second bottle and was
cured.”” M. L. Petit, Lyons, Ont.

all before was the darkness of despair.
But before I rise, father, let me swear
| here, beside Mabel’s outstretched form, vo
cast out of my heart all thought of love,
all brooding over my disappointed hopes.
One aspiration alone shall fill my sou,
one duty be the guiding star of my future
life—to find my mother, if she lives; to
avenge her wrongs, if she be dead.”

He kissed his sister’s cold impassive
lips, in token of his vows, and rose to his
feet. .

“Brave Walter,”” gratifiedly exclaimed
the rector, as he cordially shook the
| young man by the hand, and fuartively
wiped away the tears whieh bad risen in
his eyes. “I have not the slightest ob-
jection to your mnoble quest, But you
ate not at present in the state of mind fit
to parsue what may turn out to be a very
harassing inquiry. You need a change of
scenes and associations to quiet and com-
_pose you. [ suppose,” headded, with &
smile, “that you are not overburdened
with Jaw business just at presemt.”

“The courts are about closing, not to
re-open until October,” replied Walter,
“business need not detain me in town.”

(TO BE CONTINUED. )
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Mothers should remember thac the ori-
ginal and genuine M.Lean’s Vegetable
Worm syrup is always the same well tried
remedy for children, do not be deceived
by imitations of this well known remedy
it is the same safe, pleasant and effectual
remedy as when first made and offered
for sale over twenty years ago, be sure
and get the genuine and take no other.

———*—’“‘-——’—-—-‘

EQUAL RIGHTS.

‘Discussing questions growing out of the
war in South Africa, The Morning News,
of Plymonth, Eng., says: “There is a
Dutch Prime Miwmister at the- Cape, and
the Prime Minister of Canada is of
French desceut. With such examples
before them, the Boers should never bave
had any doubt of the justice, freedom and
equality which Eugland extends to all who
are under her flag. Canada judges the
British cause from the standpoint of col-
onial ideas of liberty ard equality, and it
is because she thinks our cause just that
the Dominion has sent her sons to help
us Sir Wilfrid Laurier expressed not
only the sentiments of the colomnists, but
those of Great Britian, when he hoped
that the war would eund in a victory whicb
will take away from the Dutch population
none of the civil or political rights whi¢h
they evjoy to-day, but which will compel
them to give to others the same treat.
ment they always insisted upon for them-
selves, a victory which will probably bring
ab-ut a South African Couferation in
which there will be justice and freedom for
all, and absolute equality before the law.
With these grand ideals, these aspirations,
these principles, before them,’ said Sir
Wilfrid Laurier, ‘the colonies ¢f Great
Britian stand bebhind her, not to give her
assistance—she does not need that—but to
' affirm to the world that the unity of the
British Empire is a real and living fact.’
These are words which come like music
across the Atlantic to our cars We need
have no fear for the Empire when her
sons can speak like that before the wlole
world”’
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RICHARD SULLIVAN & CO.

—WHOLESALVE—"

Wine and Spirit Merchants,

—IMPORTERS AND DEALERS 1IN —

'EAS, TOBACCOS and CIGARS
44 & 46 DOCK STREET ST. JOHN N. B.

Bonded Warehouse No. 8

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 ©i), Tur-
pentine, Varnish. Shellac, Kalsomine. Ready

Mixed Paints. all sizes of Nails, Spikes and
Glass. Putty, Sheathing Paper. Zine, Sheet Lead,
in fact everything in the builders line can be
:’ound at our store and at prices as low as the
owest.
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5 most arietes. All colors. mm:‘::‘ o
nickel m and tested Defore leaving ¢
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SEEDS! SEEDS!! SEEDS!!! %y
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, Groeeries, 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, Iron and
Steel, Plows and Plow Castings.

J. & W. BRAIT, xesr co, ¥ 5

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. i 8

THE PEOPLES PAPER!

T

B PEOPLE'S FRIEND|

. o
' SUBSCRIBE NOW

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.




