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(CONTINUED, ) 

“Does it pain you now?’ he ask- 

ed, 
SENot nach, 7 

SOLE 

she replied. “Thank 

jut for a minute longer he held 

her hand, looking at it intently. 
“My wife’s hand,’”” he said—‘‘ the 

hand that holds my heart, my love, 
my life—the hand that has never 
yet lain willingly in mine. Nay 

1 kiss it, Janthe, before I let. ‘it, 
207% 
““Yes,”” she replied, her face flush- 

ing, ‘‘if it pleases you.’® 
He bent down and kissed it 

such love, such passion, that, the 
kiss burned . her like flaune; then, 

without another word, he quitted 
the room. 

that a sad fhingait as he #15 
of low birth!” said Lady Ianthe to 
herself. “There is something really 
pleasant about him.”’ } 
All day the memory of that kiss 

was . with her. The hand he had 
caressed seemed to burn ber. More 
than once she caught herself remem- 
bering how his eyes had shone and 
his lips had trembled—what pas- 

sion and what pain there had been 
in his face. She began to reflect 
deeply. Her life was one round 
of self-indulgence, of gayety, flattery 
and pleasure; while a noble heart lay 
under her feet—a heart that she 
crushed at every step. 

One morning it seemed to her that 
© something unusual had occurred; the 
servants looked tired, and some of 

them were absent. Her maid told 
her that during the night the Earl 
had been seized with a sudden faint- 
ing fit; they had hastily summoned 
the Squire, whose first care was that 

Lady Ianthe should not be disturbed. 
He had sent off at once for the doc- 
tor, and had sat up himself during 
the whole night. The Earl was bet- 

, ter—almost well, 1n fact; the attack 

had been but trifling. Yet the 
Squire had never left him, but had 

with 

tended him with the love and de- 
. votion of a son, his only anxiety 
being that his wife should be spar- 
ed all care and trouble. 
“Where is Mp. Carre now?’ 

asked, 
| They told her 

she 

he had fallen asleep 
on the couch in the morning room. 
She went in quietly. There was a 
i little stand by his, side, and on it 
| stood her favorite lemon-plant. She 
broke off a ‘spray as she stood 
watching him, and bruised it in her 
Bs fingers. How pale and worn 

"hie looked! How handsome his. face 
was in its repose—the lips so firm, 

the rich clustering hair falling over 
the broad brow. Had he been of 
her order, she would have called 
him princely. One arm was thrown 
above his head; and she stood silent- 
ly watching him. He did not 
look like a happy man. There were 
great; lines ‘of ‘pain jon hist face 
which teld of many weary hours. 

Not happy? Her heart smote her 
‘as she looked at him. How he 
loved her! How he had lavished 
tmost royal gifts upon her! He had 

iven her his wealth, name, love, 
everything—had sunk his very iden- 

 titv—and all love of her. What 
had he gained? Not a loving look 
tor a kindly word. 

for 

“Poor fellow!’ she murmured to 
herself. She bent over him, with 
more tenderness in her heart than 
she had ever felt before. 
hima murmur in his sleep: # 

“TIanthe, my love, my wife— 
cold, so cruel!” 
A deep sigh that was almost 

moan came from his lips. She 

bent still lower, and the bruised 
lemon-spray fell from her hands on 
to his breast. 
‘Poor. fellow!’ she 

again, and with a sudden impulse 
she touched his hair. It was’ the 
first time she had voluntarily gone 

She heard 

so 

& 

murmured 

near him or touched him. Was it 
raradise opening to him in his 

dreams? 
Suddenly he stirred in his sleep 

and she hastened away. Her : face 
burned at the thought that he 
should wake and find her there. She 
quitted the room, and he opened his 

eves with a confused sense of her 
presence. He saw the folds of her 

white dress as she closed the door 
behind, and he found the lemon 

spray on his breast. 

CHAPTER XII, 

A vear and more had passed since 

the Sauire and Lady Ianthe had re- 
turned home. Everything had fal- 
len into its usual routine, so that it 

seemed difficult to imagine that any 
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the most popular in the great 

they were the leaders almost 

where. [t was some Little comf rt 

to Herman to fimd {lt alton] 
she did not love him—did not care 
for him—she was cqually indifierent 

to every ong else. Her proyd,. gsr- 

ene calm seemed never to be brokan. 
Then he was’ returned a msambor 

for the county: and it struck him 

that she was pleased at. his sue- 

cess. He flung himself heart and 
soul into his new duties—he tiied 
to iil iss Lie ter th Trem But tlere 
wits always the same dueany  Schse 

of ‘desolation, the same hiavta he, 

nd othe sEmesakongainge Aor, CL lever 

Then, when the scason was end. d, 

they returned to Crcombe. Tle be- 
can to abandon hope after that, 
flis wife's well-bred indifference be- 

same unbearable: 3 

Everything had fallom into its us- 
al routive. Lady Janthe spent her 
fie with the Karly and {in recciv- 
ine and returning hospitality, or 

unusing herself with books, mrsic, 

and flowers 

hushand to her in certain indifien- 
ent fashion. She deferred on ev- 
ory occasion to his authority. He 
wae treated by the Barl's wish, & as 

muater af the holse: Ilis position 
was.a magnificent one, ‘hut his heart 

ached for love, and mo love came. 
* 

he woman whom he worshipped so 

wsslonately would never: care tor 
im. Shes had mor lear; shessvas 

00 proud to love, too haughty to 

aie ‘for anything but ‘her own self- 

ndulgence and her name. 

It came to him with a sicken'ng 

iense of certainty «ot last. te did 
not regret what he had done! 
her sake he would have done it 
oyer again. Sut 
now in hot rebellien against 
late She could live happily 

bough without him, but he 
live no longer by her, side. 
sufiercd enou: lb She was 

all 
his manhood rose 

his 
cn- 

could 
ITe had 

SoS he was EAS! Kind 

Ifor 4 

» haughtily, 

welea: pd 

| he must go. 

doubly welcome, to all he had in 

the world, but he could no longer 

bear the, pain and torment of her 

presence. His resolve was taken; 
They were wedded, it 

part. He 
of his pa- 

was true, but they must 
had come to the limit 
tience. If she needed him he would 

remain; but she did not. [fis ab- 

sence could make no possible dif- 

ference to her life. 

There was no need for any scandal, 

for any explanation—no need that 

any human being should know the 

truth as to why he had gone. 

He would go to America. Ie had 

money invested there, and he could 
say business called him (hither; the 

best thing for which he could hope 
and pray was {that Hedven In its 
mercy would let him die there. One 

morning he sent for lanthe—he was 
in his favorite room. She smiled 
when she saw him there. 
“You, like this room, IIerman,”’ 

she said. - 
“I had omy. first ™hape of | (love 

here,”” he answered. “‘Ianthe, 18 
have sent for you here 10 speak 

to vou—here, where without love, 

you promised to be my wife, and I, 

trusting in the might of ny own 
"love to win vours, took upon my- 

self a task*that was superhuman.” 

The gravity of his voice and man- 

ner awed her. She sat down and 
looked at him wistfully. Surely 

everything was going well. What: 
did he want? 

“Tanthe,”’ continued the grave, 
passionate voice, ‘have IL. not done 
all that man could do to win your 
Tone 

‘““Yes,”’ she replied, “I own that 
you have.” : \ 
“Yet you no more love me now 

than you did on the day that I 
first spoke to you here.” 
“There can be no question of love 

between you and me,” she observed, 

“Why: are you not con- 
tent to live as hitherto?” 

" “*Why am I not content?’’ he cried 
passionately. “Because I am not 

made of marble or ice — because 
I have a living human 
that longs for love, a soul that 
cries out against my cruel life, my 
cruel solitude—because I can bear my 

| life no longer!” 
“Why, what is wrong?’’ she asked, 

startled by the passion in his voice. 
““Ask me rather, what is right? 

I love you so enpirely, so devoted- 

ly, that I must win your love in 
return, or I must go from you. Can 
you place your hand in mine, and 
say, I will try to 
man?’ Even that will content me.” 
Her beautiful face had 

strangely pale. She drew. hack. -- 
(Lo be conten). 

love you, Her- 
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The University of Mount Allison College 
SACKVILLESZN. B. 

N [4 

Annual Session 1902-03 opens September-25.h. 

Students proposing to enter College are inyited to 

Calendar for 1902-03 is now ready. 

corr¢spond 

ADDRESS 

D. ALLISON, President. 

{dark trouble had loomed over the 

il Abbey. The only perceptible dif- 
i ference was the presence of the 

| Squire and the great increase in 

luxury. By this time the whole 

county had some knowledge of the 

terms on which the Squire and La- 

dy Ianthe lived. The genecral de- 

{cision was that Lady Ilanthe had 

married for money, and the Squire 

for the sake of the aristocratic un- 

ion. 
When the Squire and his wife went 

up to Lendon for the season, Lady 

Ianthe reigned the» tha lac dine 

N Union Mutual Life Insurance Co, 

h PORTLAND, ME. 
1) RE RS an pallor i $33,710,006, 58. Log Bes el 

S1,000,0¢ PRA as) wing mparative statements Show NC 1nar pro 

% gress mad. by the company in all departments during the last eight years: § 

= { Assets. Surplus. 

S 1593 §6,453,309.56 $229,202.86 

Q 1895 6,797,391.05 435113.55 
N 1896 : 7.039,323.43 507,348.19 
8 1897 14236,595 5 548.321 09 

\ 1898 7.544.227.02 574,224.75 
Fe TiO : 7,991,042.63 576,807.50 

1900 $482,038 00 556,040.24 
1901 9,013,082.63 607,932.00 

PremiumiIncome, Total Income’ J 

h 1893 $ 964,201.08 $1,261,930.51 ) 

1874 989,552.73 1,296,145.86 

\ 1895 1,040,240.77 1,353,713 38 

1896 1,107,779.45 1,421,686.70 

3 1897 1,182,965.18 1,525,630.16 ) 

1898 1,278,649.2¢ 1,665,430.85 

8 1899 1.444 862.9; 1.833.919.16 ) 
§ 1900 1. aH 0. 2 1,959,882.01 

1001 1,735,036.06 2,105,141.94 

) J Notices otfDeath. “Amount of Insurance in Force. { 

1893 $456,000 $35,914,417 

d 1894 452,628 36,312,041 

1895 498,969 36,932,148 

: h 1896 418,436 32,086,849 ) 

1897 604,811 39.943575 
1898 571,316 42.922 364 ) 

N 1899 600,206 46,054,820 - 

LY 1900 594,110 50,191,853 LS 

| § 1901 685,472 52,945,044 § 

| From the foregoing tables it will be observed that more than two
 and one- 3 

{ half million dollars have been added to the Assets during the period o
utlined, 

| N that the Premium Income has increased 5 ven hyfidred seventy
 thansahd Q 

| dollars, that the surplus to policy holders has increased nearly 

| Q and that over seventeen million dollars more insurance is now in force than Q 

| at the beginning of the term designated. 
| A Liberal contracts tc good Agents. @ 

LE ALBERT J. MACHUM, 
| N Manager, St. John, N. B. \ 
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A Combined Bug 

a Killer and Potato | 

i 
A : 

Kno-Bug is a preparation in powder form to destroy potato bugs. 

and other insects which eat leaves, plants or vines. i 
Kno-Bug not only kills the bugs, but, unlike Paris Green, acts as a. 

vegetable tonic to the growth of the plant or vine. Prevents blight, 
scab and rot. Wholesale and retail by Big 

Wholesale and 
Retail dealer 

in Hardware. JAS. S. NEILL, 

Qualitv and Styl 
Are back of the suits we "make to! A 

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 satisfaction under all 
conditions of wear. Just think of 
it! A nice Tweed Suit, All-wool 
for TWELVE DOLLARS, other: 
from $14.00 to $25.00 wep 

TAS. IR. EICNAFIE, 20 Quen Stash, 

is Y Bicycle s Your Bicycle _. 
Helping you all it should ? Wheels are. now a necessity 
in busines. If your bieycle is running hard and is un- 
comfortable let us put new energy into it. There's no 

- guess ccnuing affer we have overhauled and cleaned your + 
wheel. : 

RRETT'S "wu 
Uptown, nearly opp. Peoples Bank. Ee 

The best and most complete 
line of 

Mowers and 
Harvesting 

Implements. 

Latest improved Mowers, 
Rakes, Reapers and Binders. 
Warranted to be the best 
Machines cn the market. 

The Noxon Mower is the best manufactured and its fame is known 

all over the world. Its superiority over all other Mowers is proven by 

its having taken the grand gold medal at the Paris Exposition. This 

distinction has been falsely claimed at different times by other Machine 

firms, but little or no credence was given the statement. The machine 

in question was sold by A. B. Wetmore to a customer in Sunbury Co. °° 

in 1901. Full line of repairs for each and every article as, well as 

wachines mentioned, kept by all our agents. It will pay you to call 

before purchasing elsewhere. Call or send for catalogue free. 

A. B. WETMOR 
Provinces, Head Office, Edgecombe Bui (ding, Ry ; Nercger for Maritime 
York street, Fredericton, N. B. 4 


