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E CECIL'S FALSE FAITH. 

Cont wes St i d down the was marching up an 
long drawing room at Wellford Place, his 

wrinkles, his whole frame quivering wi 
ion. I had a — him ¥) “-; K. 

ncle Harry ord's will, for he 

been in New Orleans when our uncle died 

and reached home three days after the 

funeral. ‘It was a letter from Mr. Hay,’ 1 

said, ‘that almost killed Uncle Harry. 
We thought he had made a new will, but 
it could not be found.’ 

Cecil face brightened. 
‘A letter from Mr. Hay ! A new will!’ 

he said musingly, but keeping bis eyes 
keenly bent upon my face. ‘Why did you 
think that ?’ 

‘Mr. Potter told Willard so; but we 
could not find it and—and--Willard seem- 
ed to be pleased.’ 
‘No doubt! The cur! No doubt the 

new will gave me the rights of which he 
has robbed me.’ 

‘Ob, Cecil, don't—please don’t!" I 
pleaded. ‘Willard is not a cur or a thief.’ 
Aud yet I said it falteringly, for was not 

Cecil my cousin and be- 

rage, but there was a look in his eyes that 
was worse than hot anger, and he said : 

‘That will must be found ! 
‘There was a thorough search made for 

it ' Mrs. Stone said, coldly. 
‘Yes, by interested parties !" was the 

sneering reply. ‘The bouse is yours, Mar- 
ian, not Willard’s. I ask your permission 
to look for the will.’ 

I gave it and then escaped to my own 
room. He would look for the will, per- 
haps find it, and Willard would lose his in- 
heritance. And Iwasnot glad! A horr- 
ible weight oppresred me as I thought of 
Cecil master in Welltord Place—master of 
the factory—my husband ! 
At the last thought the scales fell at last 

from my girlish eyes and I knew that my 
Cecil was but the natural affection of a 
child for a life companion, exalted to an 
ideal perfection by a youthful imagination. 
And when tbe idol bad fallen there rose in 
its place a grave face with large, soft, black 
eyes, and I covered my own face to hide 
hot blushes ; for never had Willard spoken 
one word of Jove to Cecil's betrothed— 
never given me other than the gentle court- 
ery due to his stepfather’s neice and his 
short-time ward 

Willard wore his calm, self-possessed face 
sin. 

8 You are unjust, Cecil,’ he said; ‘all my 
inflaence was exherted in your behalf.’ 

‘It looks so !" was the sneering reply. 
‘Your uncle thought his business should 

be left in competent and experienced 
hands. Have yours proved to be 80 7" 

‘No. I am not a bargaining tradesman. 
Uncle Harry trained me for a gentleman.’ 

The sneering emphasis brought a dusky 
red for a moment on Willard’s dark cheek. 
He spoke with stern emphasis. 

‘Be content, then, to leave the cares of 
trade to me. Your income and prospects 
will give you sufficient for idle ease.’ 

His prospects! I looked up then, so 
puzzled tbat Willard said : 

‘Is it possible you have not told 
Marian ? 
‘You have doubtless done so.’ 
‘No, it was not my duty—certainly not 

my pleasure.’ 
‘Told me what?’ I cried, witha dizzy 

feeling and a choking of my breath. 
Mrs. Stone answered : 
‘Your uncle's letter from Mr. Hay an- 

nounced Mr. Cecil Wellford’s engage- 
ment to Miss Rose Hay.’ 

‘I cannot tell you.jiMr. Hay isan old 
friend, and bis only child will doubtless 
inherit large wealth, but your uncle never 
spoke of the matter to me beyond givi 
me the letter to read and destory and tell- 
ing me to keep the matter from’ you till we 
heard from Cecil.’, 

‘But the will 
*Ot that I know nothing.’ 
We were a constrained par'y at break- 

fast, but when the meal was over Cecil an- 
nounced his determination to search in 
Uncle Harry's room until the will was 
found. Very gravely Willard advised 
him to let the matter rest. but was answer- 
ed by such taunts as no man could bsar 
patiently. 
‘Have your will I" he said. ‘We will all 

search again.’ 

But after the search fell upon Cecil and 
Mrs. Stone. I would not stir a finger, and 
Willard stood beside me while the others 
turned over every paper and rummaged 
every corner. As Cecil opened a Japan 
cabinet tull of rare coins and stones, I saw 
Willard turn pale, and a moment later 
Cecil cried : ‘I have found it I’ 
He opened it hastily. It wasvery short, 

i and as he read all the blood deserted bis 

trothed and Willard only 
my guardian under Uncle 
Harry's will, and scarcely 
even a friend as yet? 
But Cecil clinched bis 

bands hard a moment and 
said : 

*Tell me again the t rms 
of this unjust will ?’ 

‘Uncle Harry bas left me 
the house ard ten thousand 
dollars end to you thirty 
thousand dollars; the fac- 
tory, the real estate in New 
York, the bank stock—you 
know, Cecil—all the rest 
goes to Willard! 

I suddered at the oath 
that broke trom'Cecil’s lips. 
‘But Mr. Hay's letter?’ he 
asked. 

‘Uncle was very ill when 
that came and we sent for 
Mr. Potter atonce. I can- 
not tell you any more ex- 
cepting that a search was 
made for the Willard seem 
ed relieved when it was no! 
tound. 

Cecil made no reply to 
this. His angerseemed to 
have been rising till it made 
him speechless. He strode 
out at the French window 
and down the garden/path, 
whilel threw myself upon 
the sofa and cried as | had 
teldom cried in all my pet- 
ted lite. For Cecil was my 
betrothed, bad been away 
more than a year, and | 
fancied I loved him. His 
letters had been brief and 
cold tor along time, and 
now, aiter one cold caress, 
he had spoken only ot 
Uncle Harry’s wili—not one 
loving, tender word to me— 
doubly orphaned by our 
uncle’s death. 

Willard was not our own 
cousin, but Uncle Harry’s 
stepson, and much older 

than either Cecil or myself. 
we were still cinldren when 
Willard was sent to Paris to 
take charge of the mmpo:- 
tations for cur uncie’s busi- 
ness and he had lived toere 
until Cecil went to New 
Orleans, to control a branch 
establishment. Bi fore Cecil 
left we were formally be- 
trothed. 
But [ knew that Cecil was 

not pleased Uncle Harry ; 
that he was extravagant, 
negligent of important vusi- 
ness affairs. and ugly stories 
ot dissipation came otten 10 
us. Mr. Hay, an immen- 
gely wealthty Louisiana 
planter, who was one of 
Uncle Harry's iriencs and 
business correspondents, 
had made Cecil warmly 
welcome in his tamily, and 
the letter that had so agita- 
ted him had been at once 
destroyed, and no hint ot its 
contents given to me. 

But long bofore this Wil- 
lard had come home upon 
business and Uncle Harry 

————— 

PLOTTER= 
would not let, him leave= 

again. He was a great contrast ro Cecil. 
Cecil, at twenty-five, was the handsom- 

est man [ ever saw, with curling brown 
hair and large, blue eyes., a smiling mou h 

, and perfect features. He wes seen years 
older than myself and ten years vourger 
than Willard. 

Willard, when he came from Paris. was 
a dark-haired, dark-eyed man. with a 
grave face, settled habits of punctuality, a 
reservied manner ; a man who inspired con- 
fidence and whom Uncle Harry, at nearly 
seventy years of age, respacted, which was 
a high compliment. 

I was glad Willard was away upon 
some business of the estate as I watched 
Cecil pacing up and down the girden 
walks, restlessly beheading all my pet 
flowers with his cane. It they quarre'ed, 
I thought, with a shudder— Cecil looked 
murderous. 
Then I cried again until Mrs. Stone, 

my old governess, who had remained as 
my companion, came in to comfort me. 

The dear old lady was very kind, very 
gentle, but she said little about Cecil, and 
that little seemed to advise me to think no 
more about him. It bewildered me! Of 
course I did not expect a wedding to fol- 
low a funeral at once, but why was Cecil to 
be treated like one in disgrace ? The new 
will may have given him Willard's place 
and property. He evidently thought so. 
He came in after an hour or two,in 

which he had walked off the worst of his 

He w & a king amongst men, and [ knew 
it. For years [ nad known ot Uncle Harry’s 
affection and trust in his Paris agent and 
smce he had teen at home. I had not 
wondered at either. Tae factory hands 
fairly worship d him, for he was strict, in 
rule, just in every dealing, s'ern to re 
buke fault, and yet in trouble or illne's he 
was a8 generous as a prince and gentle as 
a woman. 

And wtile I thought of all this I could 
bear Cecil in the room so late'y solemniz d 
bv the presence of death, tossing about 
the turniture, rummaging everywhere, to 
disinheric Willard. I could not bear it. At 
I-ast he shouid know the danger men.cing 
him! 

I slipped downstairs and over the vill «ge 
nearly two miles away, sending from there 
a telegram to New York—only a fsw words 
Lo 

*Willard Dennison. M ~Hotel, New York: You 
are needed at Weltlford Place immediately. 

Marian. 

Then I sped homeward, already reliev- 
ed. At least he would come back and 
know of Cecil's return. It was evening 
when we heard bim in the hall. I bad been 
reading and Ceeil fingering the keys of the 
pisno when Willard c:me in. 

His tace was very grave, but be spoke 
cordially to Cecil, who answered briefly 
aad insultingly—almost accusirg him of 
concealing the will. For one second the 
dark flashed angrily, but before he spoke 

‘You might as well add,” said Cecil. 
‘that we were privately married the day I 
left. No one knows that ss yet but I 
shsll claim my bride when I return to New 
Orleans.’ 

[ staggered toward the door, but would 
have tallen hid not a strong arm held me 
upas | reeled forward The same kind 
supnort led me to the library and placed 
me i1 a deep armchair. I must have been 
white and looked faint, for 2 moment later 
a glass of water was held to wy lips, and 
Willard said, very tenderly: 

‘Drink this, Marisn! My poor child, try 
to think he is not worthy of your regret.’ 

Tuvat nerved me. I drank the water 
and sail: ‘I am not grieving! I am 
glad—giad!' 
And then I broke into hysterical weep- 

ing I was but a girl, and bad been tried 
hardly ia the last few weeks. I had thought 
all my tears spent, but they flowed freely, 
as | buried my face in the cusions of the 
chair sn1i sobbed. 
A gentle hand stroked mv curls, and, 

alter I was quieter, [ heard Willard leave 
the livrary. 

Cecil had gone to his own room, and 
Mrs. Stone was alone, when «t last I re- 
turr ed to the drawing-room. She under- 
s'ood me, I think, for when she kissed me, 
she said: 

‘1 wanted to tell you before, but your 
unc'e forbade it.’ 
*Was he pleased ?' I asked. 

face and he gasped for breath. It was 
lon - before he spoke. Then he said: 

‘You hsva seen this ?’ 
‘I have,’ said Willard gravely. 
‘You—hid—it 
‘No! 1 suspected its whereabouts, but 

did not know !” 
‘And you would have let it lie there ?’ 
‘I will destroy it now if you consent. 

Let the matter lie between us two.’ 
He glanced nervously at me. But Cec- 

il s id: “Marian must sse it I’ and gave 
me the paper. 
Toen I knew that my uncle had revoked 

his o'd legacy to Cecil and le't him five dol- 
lars, while my inheritance was left intact, 
upon condition that [ married Willard. 
The paper fell trom my hands, and I 

covered my face. Willard's voice broke 
an oppresive silence. 

“This paper concerns us only,” he said, 
and I take the responsibility of destroying it 

I beard a match scrape ¢nd Cecil's voice 
saying : 

‘Yeu are nobler than I sm.’ 
Footstep left the room, and I thought 

I was alone till 1 heard Willard’s voice, low 
and tender: 

‘Marian,’ he said, ‘your uncl: guessed 
the secret of my love for you, though I 
implored him to leave you tree, but hg 
made the will you have just seen. Only a, 
ashes remain, and you are free, as before 
Do not grieve, rian. It breaks my 
heart to see you unbappy 

baad 

I liftedjmy face then. My secret must 
bave been in my eyes, for I was caaght in 
a strong —y and a tender kiss fell on 

as Willard my lips, whispered : 
‘My love! My wife! 
So Cecil, ing to bis own wile, 

knew that bis false faith had left no broken 
heart at Wellford Place, where, in the 
Cbristmas time of rejoicing, there was a 
quiet wedding, and I became indeed Wil- 
lard’s wite.—The Ledger. 

Bitter Disappointments 

And Family Grief That 

Can Be Avoided. 

Paine’s Celery Compound Brings 

Health, Joy and Happiness, 

You are willing to confess, poor suffer- 
er, that you have been bitterly disappoint- 
ed with past efforts, and thet in your esti- 
mation your future seems dark and gloomy. 
You and your friends alone are to blame 

if disease is tightening its chain around 
you, making you a sure captive for the 
dark and dreaded grave. 
Why keep a wite or husband in feverish 

anxiety, daily bending over you with tear- 
ful eyes and almost broken heart ? Why 
csuse your children’s voices to be hushed, 
and their childish sports and games to be 
disregarded and cast aside ? They cert- 
ainly cannot enjoy life when they see a 

| father or mother in the agonies of suffering 
and deep in mental dispair. 
| You can change the scene by changing 
| and bettering your physical condition. In 
| other words, you car be cured and made 
| well again by the use of Paine's Celery 
Compound, 

| Your efforts, up to the present, to throw 
| off the encircling and deadly bonds of dis- 
| ease bave been vain and futile. Your 
doctor's well meaning work has not been 
productive of cheering results, and you are 
wasting money on medicines that can 
never meet your case. 

Being assured of new health and life by 
| the use of Paine’s Celery Compound, vou 
are sinning against heaven and false to your 

| family and friends if you refuse to make 
trisl of the great agency that hae saved 
thousands in the past. 

Paine’s Celery Compound is the grandest 
disease banisher that medical science ever 
devised, and has the indorsation of our 
best doctors, lawyers, public men, mer- 
chants and others. Its curing powers are 
wonderful, prompt and sure, and it keeps 
every man and women permanently cared. 

Unfamiliar Face, 

A captain of a regiment stationed in 
Natal, South Africa, when paying his com- 
pany one day, says London Answers, 
chanced to give a man & Transvaal half. 

crown, which, as one would naturally ex- 
pect, bears, ‘theimage and superscription’ 
of President Kruger. 

The man brought it back to the pay 
table and said to the captain: ‘Please, sir, 

you've given ms a bad balf-crown.’ 
The officer took the coin, and without 

looking at it, rung it on the table, and 

then remarked : ‘It sounds all right, Bag- 
ster. What's wrong with it ?’ 
‘You look at it, sir,” was the reply. 
The captain glanced at the coin, saying : 

‘It’s all right, man; it will pass in the 
canteen.’ 
This apparently satisfied Bagster, who 

walked off, making the remark: ‘If you 
say it's a’ right, sir, it's a’ right; but it's 
the first time I've seed the queen wi’ 
whiskers on.’ 

Cholera’s Death Rate, 

In the cho'era plagues since 1848 the 
death rate has beeu tolerab y uniform, a- 
bout 40 per cent. of the cases terminsting 
fatally. 
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SICK HEADACHE 
Positively cured by these 

Little Pills. 

They also relieve Distress from Dyspepsia, 

Indigestion and Too Hearty Eating. A per- 

fect remedy for Dizziness, Nausea, Drowsi. 
ness, Bad Taste in the Mouth, Coated Tongue 
Pain in the Side, TORPID LIVER. They 
Regulate the Bowels. Purely Vegetable. 

Small Pill. Small Dose, 
Small Price. 

Substitution 
the fraud of the day. 

See you get Carter's, 

Ask {rr Carter's, 

Insist and demand 

Carter's Little Liver Pills. 
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