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TheBeautiful 
Coquette 

BY LAURA JEAN LIBBEY 
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J CONTINUED. | 

“Aas a last request, I say to you, 

darling, until you hear from me, 

always think of your poor, unhappy 
Margaret at her best!’ 
There was no signature ‘to this 

tear-blotted epistle—indeed, it need- 
ed none. 

Carefully placing the note where 
Aurelia would be sure to see it di- 
rectly she entered the.room, Margar- 
et stole guietly to the door. 

“Good-bye, old room!’’ she sobbed, 
turning back waveringly for one mo- 

ment when she reached the threshold. 
“Even in my dreams in my after- 

life IT shall see that little white bed, 
that rug—the stand, with the little 

cracked mirror over it; that vase, 

- with flowers, on the window sill; 

little black trunk, and the 
roof, with its 

my 

whitewashed rafters, 

You are to be my home never again, | 

little room—for the old farm 
passed into a stranger’s hands.” 
Margaret could not utter another 

syllable, her heart was so full; and 
turning quickly away, she hurried 
down the narrow passage. At Aure- 

lia’s door she paused. 
“I am doing it all for the best, 

dearest,”” she sobbed below 
breath. 

bitterly; but, oh! I could not marry 
Mr. Phelps—not even to please you.” 
With quiet footsteps, Margaret 

passed out of the house. 

As she shut the wicket-gate behind 
her, the clock, in a far-off belfry, 

has 

-—slowly, in measured strokes—tolled 
the hour of ten. 

She had plenty of time to reach 
the crossroads, for the New York 
train did not reach there until a 
few moments of midnight. 

She took the path which led to it 
in a roundabout waw over the hills; 
though there were many other paths 
much nearer it, she chose this round- 

. about route because it would take 
lier past the old churchyard, where 
her mother lay. 

She reached it, and passed swiftly 
through the tall gate into the en- 
closure. 

She knew her way perfectly swell; 
-she walked on, shivering, though it 
was a summer's night, quietly among 
the green graves of the quiet, sleep- 
ing dead. She knew no fear, but 

went up to the green, grassy mound, 

under which her young mother slept. 
Margaret sank down upon her knees 

con the mound. and buried her tear- 
stained face in the long. cool grass. 

“I am going away, mother,” she 

«sobbed, ‘but, oh, you, whose white 

soul is in heaven—you, who are per- 

haps, looking down even now upon 

your unhappy child, know that it is 

best. Ah, mother, how often I have 

wished that you had taken me with 
‘vou when you left this cold and bit- 
ter world; but it is too late for re- 
pining now. Perhaps you had some 
good reason in wanting me to live. 
“There will be no one to train the 

white roses over your grave when I 
am gone, and no one to brush away 

the cold white sheets of snow when 
winter comes. I am never coming 
back until my last hour is near, mo- 
ther; then I am coming back to die 
upon your grave, with my head ly- 

ing above your cold, pulseless heart; 
and then, maybe they will bury me 

beside you.’' 

Long and freely her pent-up tears 

flowed. 
Then she aroused herself to the ne- 

cessity of the present. She must £0 

at once if she were to reach the 
crossroads in: time for. the New 
York express. 
The face of the heavens had chang- 

ed since she had been knecling there. 

The moon had hidden her pale face 

behind lowering clouds, which had 
spread slowly, “shutting out the light 
of the golden stars one by one. 
The trces swayed to and from each 

other; the air freshened, and as Mar- 
garet looked up at the dark CHa Mes 

few raindrops pattered down upon 

her white face. She always said to 
herself ever afterward that they were 
tier angel mother’s tears up in heav- 

en—-that her young mother was sorry 

ior her, and grieved that her life had 

been so much dreavier than the lives 
of other young girls. 
There was the usual number of pas- 

sengers on the northern-bound train, 
but the slim young girl whe boarded 
it at the cross-roads. robed 

sloping | 

her | 
“I know you will censure me | 

‘white lilies in their native vales. 

i ii; 
| ways of self. 

| to tell the truth, this sort of lady's 

| Phelps, 

ah wg, 
Iain, coarse brown dress, with sim- 
ple jacket and cloth cap to match, 
did not attract special attention. 
The trainwmhoved slowly out from 

the station, and as the last lights 
of the village faded from her view 
in the thick blackness of night, Mar-| 
garet bowed Ler fair head and wept 
like a child. 

A full realization of her position | 
swept over her aching heavt. She | 
was face to face with the great, | 
hard, cruel world, to battle with it 
for her daily bread, and she wa 
ing to that gre tropolis that 
she had read of aded so much. 
Yes, alone and wi 1 she was o- 
ing to New York City — she, whose 
whole life had been spent on 
cuiet, and > ceful old farm, wha 

and. the peaavla i 
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were as pure ana spotless as "the 

CHAPTER XXXIV. 

Aurelia was not an early riser, 
consequently it was not until a late 
hour the next morning that she dis- 
covercd Margaret's flight, and her 
amazement knew no bounds." She 
had never dreamed that—even driven 
to extremes—gentle, docile Margaret 

would have recourse to such a meas- 
ure as this. ¢ 

Aurelia’s anger was great, as she 
read the letter hurriedly through 

which she found pinned to the cush- 
ion on the little dresser. 
“I am glad,”” she exclaimed heart- 

lessly, as she crushed it in her little 

pink palm, and flung it from her, 
‘“‘“that she left me the money, any- 
how. I don’t know what in the world 
I should have done without it.”’ 
The thought never troubled her as 

to what Margaret was to do without, 
Aurelia’s first thought was al- 

She knew that she would he oblig- 
ed to follow Margaret's directions— 
board until she heard from her; and 

life rather pleased her; she wished 

that Margaret would make enough to 
keep her boarding forever. 
“A sorry time I shall have 

with old Phelps,’”” she muttered. “I 

do not know how I am to tell him 
that Margaret has gone. I'll look 
over her letter again, and see what 
she has to say!”’ but a thorough 
search of the room failed to disclose 
the crumpled up bit of paper. 
“Now what in the world could I 

have done with it?’ exclaimed Aure- 
lia, greatly puzzled. ‘I am sure that 
I flung it down on the dresser; but 

the question is, where is it now?’’ 
Aurelia made another search of the 

now 

small apartment, with an equally 

fruitless result. 
The truth of the matter was, a 

passing sportive breeze had caught 
the wisp of paper up, and had car- 
ried it out of the window, depositing 

it directly at the feet of Silas 
who was advancing rapidly 

up the gravel path. 
“Hey, what’s ®his?’”’ he muttered, 

stooping to recover it. ‘“A letter, by 

all that’s wonderful! I wonder if 
some of the young men of the vil- 
lage have been writing to Margar- 
et?” and a sudden. jealous fire leap- 
ed up in his heart in an instant, 
burning as fiercely as if he were six- 
and-twenty, instead of over sixty. 

Adjusting his spectacles on his 
nose, Farmer Phelps smoothed out 

the crumpled page, and slowly, line 

by line, mastered its contents; and 

by the time he reached the end of the 
noe, no words can describe the rage 
into which he had worked himself. 
‘Gone! She hag fled—to escape 

marrying me!’’ he cried, grinding his 

teeth together in awful fury. ‘But | 
I'll show her and hers what it is ta ' 

may © Tasy and 16058 Win Silas 
Phelps. Lord! I'm too old a man 
to be made a fool of by young wo- 

There’s some trick behind this, 
No Jdoubt she’s in 
and hopes to have 

nici. 

and I know it. 
hiding somewhere, 
me make the proposition that TH 

settle a cool hundred thousand or 
so on her if she’ll only come back. 

But I'll do nothing of the kind--I'll 
buy the afifections of no young wo- 
man. Not me,’ and, fuming with 
anger, he knocked heavily on the 

door of the farmhouse. 
Aurelia answered the summons, and 

a slight cry broke from her lips on 

seeing who stood on the threshold. 
Oh; BETO, Sas AE EAN sR lias 

Please walk in and take a seat,’”’ she 

said, trying to speak unconcernedly; 

adding: ‘I suppose you come to sce 
Margaret? I'm awfully sorry to say 
that vou can’t see her just now.” 

Silas Phelps looked at the girl 
keenly. 

For answer, he walked deliberately 
up to the table and spread out Mar- 

garet’s letter before Aurelia’s con- 
fused eyes. 

“I picked it up on the walk,” he 
said, harshly, ‘“‘and I read it, SO 

don’t be trying that there game — 

tryin’ to make me believe your sis- 
ter’s about the house when you know 
she isn’t, and when you know, too, 

that she ran away rather than mar- 
ry me.’”’ 

“Well,”” said Aurelia, with cool au- 
dacity that exasperated Silas Phelps, 
“sceing you know all about it, thera 
is 
garet’ has gone, and to tell the 
truth,’”” she added to herself, ‘‘I can- 

not blame her much.” 
Low as this soliloquy was mutter- 

ed. it. reached the old man’s ears. 

(To be Continued.) 

Peoples’ 

Holiday. 
A cheap!fare from everywhere to 

CANADA'S 

International Exhibition 

ST. JOHN, N. B,, 

Ang. 30th fo Sept. 6th, 1902 

Qver $12,000 

Offered in prizes. Also a number of interest 
ing specials live Stock enter on 30th August 
and leave on 6th September. Entries close 
August 18th. Late entries pay double fees 
Exhibits carried at low rates Live Stock 
Judges will explain’ their awards, and spec- 
tators will find seats beside the ring. Watch 
for our amusement program. Speed depart- 
ment at Moose Path Park, announcement of 
clesses and purses will appear later. For 
entry forms, prize lists and all information, 

address 

WW. HUBBARD, 
Manager and Secretary, St, 

ohn, N. B. 
D. J. McLAUGHLIN,: 

President. 8 

May 10—d3awk &w 
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x Union Mutual Life Insurance Co, N 
p PORTLAND, ME. h) 

% 91.000 000 The Be ares ee AR bY 
gress made by the company in all departments during the last eight years: § ( 

i fA ssets. Surplus, 

1893 186:453.200.00§ $229,202.56 § 
1994 597,336.30 359,783.12 § 
1895 Poran 391.05 435113.55 & 
1896 et 323.43 507,348.19 § 

& 1597 286 5B, 548.321 09 % 

N 1898 7 544,227.02 574,224.75 § 
CS 1899 7,991,042.63 576,807.50 
% 1900 8,482,038 00 586 040.24 d 
® 1001 0,013,082.63 607,932.00 3% 

Premium Income, {=Total Income § RQ 

p 1893 $ 964,201.08 $1,261,930.51 § 
1874 989,552.73 1,296,145.86 

h 1895 11,040 240. TET 1,353,713 38 
S 1896 a $1,107.779.45 1.421.686.70 & 
b 1897 I82.965,1:5 1,525,650 16 3 

® 1898 1,278,649.29 1,665,430.85 3 
& 1899 1,444,862.27 1833.919.16 § 
§ 1900 5 575.176.25 1.959,882.01 § 

1901 735,036.06 2,105,141.94 - Q 
h Notices o1fjDeath. Amount of Insurance in Force. Q 

1893 $466,000 $35,914,417 

h 1894 452,628 36,312,041 

SELEB95 498.969 36,932,148 

d 1896 418,436 38,086,849 % 
1897 604.811 209043575 @ 

8 1393 571.316 42,292, 304 K 
AY 1899 600,206 46.054.820 % 

hy 1900 594,116 50,191,853 8 
b 1901 685,472 52,945,044 8 

P From the {cregoing tables it will be observed that more than two and one- 3 
N half million do)lars ets during the period outlined, 

that the Premium n hundred seventy thousand 
~¥ | g Eg 5 increased nearly three-fold 

A) n million dollars more insurance is now in force than & 
& n e term designated. A 
9 contre wets to good Agents. UY 

Q ALBERT J. MACHUM, & 
% Manager, St. John, N. B, \ 
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no use in my denying that Mar- 

Pitted to any" 
He old or 
new, 

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 dollars. Its working is positive and efficient, and whether 
employed as a coaster or as a brake, it is absolutely reliable, There i is 
nothing to get out of order, no parts to give trouble. The rider is're- 
lieved of all anxiety and coasts or breaks at will You es i i 
miles and ride 50. : 

CEORGE J. BARRETT, 
At Barrett's Cycle er 

W._ WHITE 
Better White Reine 
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 expo 
surfaces, It can be used on interior work, but being a rich oil paint it 
may turn slichtly yellow, when not exposed to the light. = LL 

FLAT WHITE —For finishing without, or as a foundat 
S. W. P. Inside Varnish White. It is the best paint for this pu 
ever preparcd for the market. os 

INSIDE VARNISH WHITE.—For producing a ihe var 
finish on inside work. It diies better, works freer and is more eco 
cal to use than the varnish ho under various. hi gene 
found on the medic 

finish on | interiors ahs. economy is of first white importance. 
YACHT WHITE —For painting the exterior of yachts and boa 

A Leantifu! glossy white finish, impervious to water, wears remade 
long time. Sold ‘only by 

JAS. S. NEILL, 

MARCEL 1SC=. 

Wholesale and Gy 

[ have in stock now : 

NEW SPRING CVER COATINGS, 

NEW SPRING SUITINGS, : 

NEW SPRING TROUSERINGS, 
‘And the finest line of Serges ever shown in thisfeity, style, fit and Wohi 
; first-class. 

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 
finished ‘perfectly before leavin 
our establishment. ~~ Whate 
chosen will be of a quality to 
the greatest satisfaction under a 
conditions of wear. Just think of 
it! A nice Tweed Suit, All-wool 
for TWELVE DOLLS oth 
from $14.00 to $25.00 ‘ 

5 = 

. . COMMENCING . . 

June 

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

two. © i 

COME EARLY. 

McMURRAY & CO. 


