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Wedded : Parted. § 
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BY BERTHA M. CLAY. 

Author of “A Woman's Vengeance,” “Between 
Two Loves,” “A Fatal Wedding,” “Which 

Loved Him Best,” “Her Second Love.” 
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(CONTINUED. ) 

She laughed, and the light gleam- 
ed in her jewels. 

“I can give you a faint idea,’’ she 
replied. I am happy because 1 

love you and have one of the dear- 
est fathers—my ideal gentleman. I 

am happy because I belong to a 
grand old race, on whose name there ; 

on whose 
and 

Carres 

has never rested a stain, 
shield there has been no blot, 

because I am what all the 
are, pleasant to sce, because I am 

young, and my life, all full of 
bright possibilities, lies before me.” 
The least gleam of mischief came 

into her eyes, and she looked at him 

with a bright smile. 
“I am happy, too, because I am 

queen of myself and all that sur- 
rounds me—also because my heart 
is light ‘and free. Are those reasons 

sufficient, papa?’ 
“More than enough,’”” he replied ; 

and then, as she went away, he ask- 
ed himself how he was to take this 
sparkling cup of life from her lips— 
how he was to change her innocent 
gladness into deepest misery. From 
his lips came the prayer: 
“Oh, Heaven help me to bear 

sorrow, or save me from it!’’ 

Once again he looked at his child 
‘as she stood where the light of a 
large chandelier fell full upon her ; 
and he said to himself it would be 
easier—much easier—to place her in 

her coffin and kiss her dead face 
than to tell her what he had to 
tell. Yet it must be told, and the 
time was drawing very near. 
The ball was over at last, and the 

guests, wearied with pleasure, had 
driven home under the light of the 
Christmas noon; the lights had been 
extinguished—the mantle of dark- 
ness and silence had fallen over 
Croombe Abbey. Lady Yanthe 
slept, dreaming of jewels and flowers 

and sweet whispered words; but the 
earl paced to and fro—wringing his 
hands—with bitter sighs that ended 
in low broken wailings. He wander- 
ed with a light in his hand to the 
great picture gallery, and stood he- 

fore the portrait of his dead father. 

He placed the taper on the ground, 
and looked up at the face so noble 
and so stern. 
“ What have I done with it,”” he 

cried, wringing his hands—‘‘this fair 
inheritance—this spotless name — 
what have I done with it? I am 
the last of my race, but I have been 

iF) 

my 

the first to act dishonorably. FG 

will be said that I was weak and 
easily tempted—that I could not 

“distinguish rogues from honest men. 
They will brand my name as name 
has never been branded before. They 
will say, ‘Maurice, the eleventh earl, 

left his family name ruined—left, in 
fact, less than nothing. Yet I 
meant to add so much to the glory 
of my name. What have I done? 
Oh, Heaven, what have I done?’ 

It was pitiful to see the old man 
fall down before his father’s picture, 
burying his face in his hands, weep- 
ing aloud and prayinh Heaven to 
pardon him, 

Then he rose. Christmas morning 
had broken; the light of the moon 

and the stars had given place to the 
early dawn; the sky was gray, the 

frost had deepened. He must not 

be found there by his servants; they 

would know soon enough what had 
happened. Let him save his credit 
while he could. He went back to 
his own room, carefully closing the 
door. The day had dawned— the 
day on which he had to tell her—' 
to strike with his own hands all the 
brightness and light from his daugh- 

ter’s: life. If he could but avert 
the blow! He knew that the worst 
of the evil must fall on his hkeauti- 
ful daughter; and how would she, 
one of the proudest girls in Iing- 

land, bear the blame? X 
It was easy to see that he came 

of a heroic race—a race whose sons 
had high hearts and noble souls, who 
knew nothing of the craven fear — 
for, though he had spent the night 
in aimless wandering, in restless 
prayers, in bewildered grief and re- 
morse, he was at his nlace an 
Christmas morning readv to wel- 
come his visitors und wish tliem 
the joys of a season that had no 
joy for him. 

CHAPTER II. 

It was come at last, the hour in 
which the old earl must tell his 
daughter all—the hour in which he 
must rob the young life of its 
brightness and its hopes. 
He chose the time when all the 

house was silent — midnight — 
when the visitors had gone to rest, 
and the servants had all retired. 
should have her all 

He 

then, to himself 
and he could soothe her first out- 
break of sorrow. He had said to 
her: 

“‘Tanthe, when the house is ail sil- 
ent to-night, will you come to the 

ibrarv? I want to see y I want 

to talk to you.” : 

She had answered him laughingly, 

not feeling in the least surprised. It 

was the day afte * birthday; per- 
ele) 

ner: regarcing tie rassiy 
the arrangements for 

Towels or 

her coming of 

age. Never a doubt crossed her 
mind. She dismissed her maid, say- 

ing that she was not ready for her 

vet, and that she necd not WAT, 
Then she removed the jewels from 

her beautiful hair and her white 
neck, took off her costly evening 

dress, and put on a warm wrapper. 
There was a smile on her lips as 

she made these prepa ions. 

“Now I can talk. at wy case,” che 
said to herself. 
She went down quict!v to (he li- 

brary, wondering why hor iather 

had chosen this strange, weird hour 

of: night—wonderivg why it was so 

urgent that be should shorten his 
rest and hers. 
She had never known the sensation 

of fear, but she shuddered a litile 
as she went down the great st - 

case Phe lanen athatt She « ‘crkict 

seemed to throw such strange liohts 

and shades; the evergreens on the 

walls seemed to nod as she, passed 
} nv. 

“A large house in 
eloonk of night is" not 

fle? though Shad 3 
Then she opened the and saw 

by the five. 

the siletice and 
very. chear- 

the earl sitting She 
placed the “taper an tne: t and 
atau toh She d her 

asms around his” necls, 

is ¢uite mystericus, 

she said—‘‘this 1nidnig 
She startad Dil ns 

face and trem 

Yhat is 37 
eragds Sa gle 56 Cin 

bad news to tell ame: 

is changed: + \What 1g 3t2* 

tender 
WE Dara 

ht mecting.’ 

e saw his white 

She knelt and down by his side 

ald her fair face on his hands. 
“Pell ane, papa—Iam always your 

comforter—teil me what has gone 
wrong this bright, happy Christmas- 
dass 
She never forgot the pale, worn 

Facet tivat wag Hed ENA wl hats 

| 

‘It is ‘to tell you all, lanthe, that 

ted you to come here; and many 

a criminal has faced his judge, many 

a traitor his King, many a coward 

his foe, with far less of fear than 

[ have of facing you, my only child, 
because of what I have done.” 
She was all attention now. The 

smiles had died from her lips, the 

playfulness from her manner; her 

full of wonder, 

and he scemed 
sweet, frank eyes, 
were looking at him, 

to cower before the clear, bright 
glance. 

“What have you done?’ she echo- 

ed, slowly. “I do not know what 
that may be; but of one thing 1 
am quite surc—you have done noth- 

ing unworthy of a Carre.” 
“Alas, alas!” moaned the old 

Earl, as he bowed his head. 
“You shall not frighten me,’”’ she 

said. “I am sure of it. You may 
have mistaken a shadow for sub- 
stance, a dream for reality ; but 
vou have done nothing unworthy of 
a Carre. You have the tender, sen- 

sitive conscience of a gentleman, 
and you are making much of a 

trifle. You have done nothing a 
gentleman should not do.” 

‘““Alas,”” he moaned, “when I be- 
gan life I had grand, noble dreams 
—I meant to do what no Carre be- 
fore me had ever done! How mis- 
erably I have failed only ITeaven 
knows.”’ : 
“You may say what you like, pa- 

pa—you will never destroy my faith 

in*you. I could sooner belicve that 
the stars gave no light, that Ilea- 

ven was unkind, that the sun was 
dark, then believe that you had 

done wrong. A Carre do wrong ! 
Papa, you speak thoughtlessly!”’ 

‘“‘Listen to me, Ianthe!’’ he cried. 
“If TI could give my life to undo 
what I have done, I would give it 
cheerfully; if any pain, any suffering, 
anv torture of mine could avail, I 
would bear it. Nothing is of any 
avail, and yet I meant and hoped 

that it would all be so different.” 
She was growing alarmed now. 

What evil idea possessed - him ? 
What guileless folly had he magnified 
into a wrong? { 
“Papa, will you tell me what it 

is? Do not tremble so. If you 
had done all the wrong in the world, 
it would make no difference to me— 

I should but love you all the more, 
all the better. If the whole world 
turned upon you and accused you, I 

should uphold you. Remember how 

I love you.” 
She smoothed the white hair from 

the careworn brow; she kissed the 

deep lines that furrowed the thin 
Jace 

(To be Continued.) 

The University of ount Allison College, 
SACKVILLE, N. B. 

Annual Session 1902 03 opens September 25h. 
Students proposing to enter College are invited to correspond. 

Calendar for 1902.03 is now ready. 

Yo ampmEsla= i= 

D. ALLISON, President. 
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Union Mutual Life Insurance Co, N 
d PORTLAND, ME. d 

Payments to policy holders §33,710,096.58. Deposit at Ottawa nearly & 
8 sl, 000, 000.00. The 10llowing comparative statements show the marked pro \Y 

gress made by the company in all departments during the last eight years: § 

[Assets. Surplus. % 

N 1803 80.433509.50 $220,202.86 
1994 6,597,336 .359,78312 § 

Y 1895 6,797, S01 0s 435 113.55 & 
® 1896 7,039,323. 507,348.19 § 
wn 1897 142.36,585) 7s 548.321 09 
] 1898 7,544,227.02 574,224.75 ® 
3 1599 79910423 37650750 8 
2 1900 482.038 00 586 040.24 h) 
@ 1901 Hodge (07,932.00 § 

Premium Income, Total Income” 

1893 $ 964,201.08 $1,261,936.51 b) 
1874 989,552.73 1,296,145.86 1 
1895 1,040,240.77 1,353,713 38 
1896 1,107,779.45 1,421 686.70 

Vr 1897 1 1£82:965.18 152363016. 
3 1898 1,278,649.2¢ 1,665,430.85 NW 
\ 1899 1.444.862.97 1835919.16 § 
) 1900 1,575,176.25 + 1,959,88201 § 

1901 1,735,036.06 2,1(5,141.94 8 
Notices or Death. ZAmount of Insurance in Force. Q 

N 1893 $456,000 $35,914,417 
1894 452,628 36,312,041 b 
1895 498,969 36,932,148 

NI 1896 418,436 38,086,849 h 
Q 1897 604,811 39,945,575 - Q 
S 1898 571,316 42,292 364 
0) 1899 600,206 46,054,820 
8 1900 594.110 50,191,853 2 

§ 1901 Bao (85.472 52,045,044 9 

B From the fore goi ables it will be observed that more than two and one- §& 
( half million dollars *bec n added {o the Assets during the period outlined, LY 

that the Premium yme has increased seven hundred seventy thousand 
dollars, that the us to policy holders hb s increased nearly three-fold ) 

QS Siantaun ering on iulsmande tonalite ia esignated. 
A) v liherale ontracts tc geod Agents. Q 

| ALBERT J. MACHUM, 
Ny - Manager, St." John, N.'B. % 
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COASTER BRAKE, it 
Among the many successful inventions of the last of the 19th 

century in the category of bicycle appliances, that of the coaster brake 
stands pre eminent. The present style of brake was involved after 
considerable experimenting, involving the expenditure of many thou- 
sands of doilars. Its working is positive and efficient, and whether 
employed as a coaster or as a » brake, it is absolutely 1eliable. There is 
nothing to get out of order, no parts to give trouble. The rider is re- 
lieved of all anxicty and coasts or breaks at will You pedal 35 
miles and ride 50. 

GCEORGE J. BARRETT, 
At Barrett's Cvele Shop. 

CW. WHIT 
Nee White Paints 
cannot be made 

GLOSS WHITE —The Outside White in the S. W. P. line. 
most durable and economical white paint for general use on all exposed 
surfaces, It can be used on interior work, but being a rick oil paint it 
may turn slightly yellow, when not exposed to the light. : 

FLAT WHITE —For finishing without, or as a foundation for 
S. W. P. Inside Varnish White. It is the best paint for this purpose 
ever prepared for the market. 

INSIDE VARNISH WHITE.—For producing a white varnish 
finish on inside work. It dries better, works freer and is more economi- 
cal to use than the varnish whites, "under various names, generally 
found on the market 

white as the Inside Varnish White, but very sati istactory for ivory 
finish on interiors where economy is of first white im portance. 

YACHT WHITE —For painting the exterior of yachts and boats. 
A beautiful glossy white tinish, impervious to water, wears remarkably” 
ong time. Sold only by 

JAS. S. me 

Qualitv and Style 
Are back of the suits we [make to 
measure. Not enough that the: 
cloth is good, well woven and 
shrunken and well put together, 
but the garments must be cut 
according to the latest styles and 
finished perfectly before leaving 
our establishment. = Whatever: 
chosen will be of a quality to give 
the greatest satistaction under all 
conditions of wear. Just think of” 
it! A nice Tweed Suit, All-wool 
for TWELVE DOLLARS, others 
from $14.00 to $25.00 

WL O'SAT ITE, 

‘ Vim iss. 
[ have in stock now : 

Wholesale and 
Retail dealer < 

in Hardware. 

TAS. 910 Queen Street. 

NEW SPRING OVERCOATINGS, 
NEW SPRING SUITINGS, 
NEW SPRING TROUSERINGS, 

[TAnd the finest line of Serges ever shown in thisfcity, style, at and workmanship 
first-class. 

. GREAT SALE OF 

Wall 

June gd 
2nd 

We will the balance of our stock 
of Wall Paper about thirty 
thousand rolls at 25 per cent. 
off on all our Remnants and 
papers without borders at half 
price. This sale is for two. 
weeks only and for 

CASH 
See prices in our window on 
Monday morning. 1,000 rolls 
borders without paper to match. 
at 10c. per roll. 

COME EARLY. 

McMURRAY & 
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CHINA GLO=S WHITE.—Slower drying and not quite as 

WT EB SIEERT BE Queen st. 
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