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. moment and then said, * Where is Mr. \Warner 17
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in her love and trust.
two faces

What, isthat a tear? Am I actually erying? 1, who
have not wept for so long? I have been taxed to-day beyond
my strength 3 [ am over-fatigued, Do they really want me
to go home T Will they be kind to me if I go? No one
has Leen kind to me sinee I left home.

An immeasurable gulf separates the

I trusted so implicitly in my handsame, dark lover; 1
thought him the soul of honour. My father distrusted him,
and forbade all communication between us, but we arranged
meetings throngh the connivance of a school friend, and vie
fatal day he suggested that T leave home and marry him,

Shortly after my twenty-first bivthday I had received a
small legaey from an aunt, which was placed under my
absolute control. My lover, Charlic Warner, was daily
expecting some remittances from England, but as they did
not arrive before the day on which we contemplated flight,
I gave him a power of attorney to diaw on my banker.

We were married seeretly, and came on to New Yok,
and there I lived in o fool’s paradise for some wmonths. My
hausband’s remittances did not arrive, much to his annoyance,
but I had enough for both for present needs, I wrote home
twice, but cach time my letters were returned, without
comment,

One morning I noticed that Charlie was very much pre-
occupied, and answered me shortly onee or twice when I
addressed him.  After hreakfast he went out, saying not to
wait dinner for him, as he had business which would
probably detain him until Iate at night. I felt very much
hurt at his manner; it was the first time he had been
unkind to me. I felt very miserable for a while, e then
drew my writing desk towards me with the intention of onee
motre writing home.

Pushing some. papers to one side, a letter fell on the
floor. I picked it up, and saw it was from a woman,
addressed to my hushand.  As T Jaid it down T read the
wards, “ Your wretched and unbappy wife”.  Will the
most fustidious blame me when 1 say that I read that letter
every word, and discovered that the man whom [ ealled my
hushand was the hushand of another. .

[ did not weep; I was too dazed to grasp the full
signilicance of my discovery. A knock sounded on the
door, and before 1 could rouse myself, a tall, keen-eyed man
crossed the threshold.  He looked at me intently for a
I said,
“he will not be in til late this evening”.  * Madam”,
replied the man, “ Warner has made you believe that he is
your husband, but he is a sconndrel.  He has a wife and
four children whom he left behind in England, but they are
now here.  He found out they were on his track and has
fled. He is probably wiles away by this time”. [ heard no
iwre, and knew no more for four months, when I was
discharged from the lunatic asylum to which it had been
necessary to send me.

When wy mind had become balanced T found that
Warner, on the strength of the power of attorney T had
given him, had possessed himself of the whole of my money.

“You bad better go home to your friends”, said tho
kind hearted doctor at the Asylum.  “1 have no friends”,
[ saiil, 1 want none; 1 will earn my own living ®. ¢ Well
then ”, suid the doctor, “won’t you stay with my wife until
you find something to do?  She will he glad to have you”,

I ubtained a situation in the offiee of a large publishing
house ; now I am on the reportorial staff of a daily paper.
No wonder my face has grown hawd, for [ have had to fight
every inch of the way, [ made no friends among the
women 1 met. They rather shwmed me; T was too.
reckless, aned my bitter Inugh rang out at times when they
would weep. A woman =aid as she passed me on the stroeg
one day,  What a hand face

L arranged for feave of absence, mul one week later saw
me across the boundary line, in Canada, and soon I was in
my native city, I would take no cab at the Dopot, but
preferred to walk through the city and see what time had
done for it.  No one would recognize e, of that I felt sure,
and then I was closely veiled.

At last T drew near the homa where T had once been so
happy.  The trees had grown very tall, slmost hiding the
house from view.

In the dusk 1 saw two figures standing on the steps, a
lady and a gentleman, Presantly the gentleman came down
the walk and stepped into a waiting carriage.  He was
evidently a doctor. 1 looked at the remmining figure on
the steps, & white-haired old lady. My mother. Yeg, I
knew it was she. .

Tremblingly 1 opened the ate, and walked up to the
door, pushed aside my veil, and faltered ¢ Mother”!  She
clasped me in her arms, and 1 was weleomed home again,

They had written, and advertised again and again, after
reading in the newspapers the account of Charlie Warner's
perfidy, and receiving no veply, finally gave up hope.  When
Rowena was so very ill, she kept constantly ealling for me,
amd some one suggested the “ personal ” which found me.

I never went back to New York, and I never wish to.
Its associations are too sad. 1 found it diffienlt to take up the
home life again.  For a long time my hands were fully
oceupicd in nursing my sister back to health, and then o
new interest grew into my life, and happiness was mine onee
more op the day when 1 gave my heart and hand to the
doctor whom | had seen leaving my home the evening of
wy return from New York.

We wint ageats, male or female, to canvass for Canaba
tn the Maitimie Puovinees, Ontario, Quebee, the Novth-
West, and British Colwmmbia,  The most liberal terms will
be offered to those who wmean business.  Please communicaty
with the Publisher, at Lenton, Nuw Druuswick,




