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CHAPTER XIX. {
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The Telling of the Secret.

: (Continued.)

Alone in the deep woods, with the

darkness falling around her, she gave

way to the mighty sorrow which had

come so suddenly upon her. She

could not doubt what she had heard.

She knew that it was true, and as

proof after proof crowded upon her

until the chain of evidence was com-

plete, she laid her head upon the rain-

wet grass, and shudderingly stopped

her ears, to shut out, if possible, the

memory of the dreadful words, “I, the

shriveled, skinny’ hag who tells you

this, am your grandmother.” For a

long time she lay there thus, weeping

till the fountain'of her tears seemed

dry; then weary, faint and sick, she

started for her home. Opening caut-

jously the outer door, she was gliding |
up the stairs, when Madam Conway

entering the hal with a lamp, discov-

ered her, and utter an exclamation of
surprise at the strangeness of her ap-
pearance. Her dress, bedraggled and
wet, was torn in several places by the
briery bushes she had passed; her
hair, loosened from its confinement,
bung down her back, while her face
was 80 white and ghastly that Madam
Conway in much alarm followed her
up the stairs, asking what had hap-
pened.

‘ Something dredful came to me
in the woods,’ said Maggie, ‘but 1
can’t tell you to-night. To-morrow
I shall be better or dead—oh, 1
wish 1 would be dead—before you
hate me so ; dear grand No, 1
didn’t mean that—you ain’t; for-
give me, do," and sinking to the
floor, she kissed the very hem of
Madam Conway’s dress,

Unable to understand what she
meant, Madam Conway divesieu
her of her damp clothing, and
_placing her in bed: sat down beside
her saying gently, ‘ Can you tell me
now what frightened you?’

A faint cry was Maggie's only
answer, and taking the Jady’s hand
she laid it upon her foreheod, where
the drops of perspiration were
standing thickly. Al night long
Madam Conway sat by her, going
once to communicate with Arthu
Carrollton, who, anxious and alarm-
ed, came often to the door, asking
if she slept. She did sleep at last—
a fitful feverish sleep; but ever al
the sound of Mr. Carrollton’s voice
a spasm of pain distorted her fea-
tures, and a low moan came frcm
her lips. Maggie had been terribly
excited, and when next morning she
awoke, she was parched with hurn-
ing fever, while her mind at inter
vals seemed wandering; and ere twu
days were passed, she was raving
with delirium brought on, the phy-
sician said, by some sudden shock,
the nature of which no one could
evell guess,

For three weeks she hovered be-
tween life and death, whispering oft
of the ‘ horrid shape which had met
her in the woods, robbing her of
happiness and life.” Winding ler
feeble arms around Madam Conway’s
neck,’ she would beg of her most
piteously ‘ not to cast her off —1ot
tosend ber away from the only home
she had ever known—for I couldn’t
belp it,” she would say. ‘I didi’t
know it, and I*ve loved you all :o
much—so much!  Say, grandma,
may I call you grandma all the
same ? - Will you love' poor Maggie

THE FATIENT BRAIN

A tlrolus.workcr so long as supplied
with rich, red blood.

The brain is one of the most
g:;i;lt and industrious crgans of the
.. It can be induced, by good
treatment. to perform prodigies of
work. But it is senzitive and will not
brook abuse. It responds to the lash
at first, but if the lash is laid on
too hard it balks.

Nervous trouble is generally brain
trouble, and no suffering is to be
compared to mental suffering, with
the accompanying dread, suspicion
and melancholy.

One-fifth of the blood in the hu-
man body is consumed by the brain,
so maks the blood rich and red by
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ysu will overcome diseases of the
nerves. Headaches will disappear,
irritability will go,” digestion will
improve, and weakness and despon-
déncy will .g’iye pllc:nt: new hope and
sourage, new vigor-and energy.
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a little 2 and Madam Conw v, listen-

ing to words whose meaning she
could not fathom, woull answer by
liying the acking head upon I r
bosom, and trying to soothe the ex-
cited girl. Theo, too, was summao: -
ed home, but at her Magaic at fi st
refused to look, and ¢overing ha
eyes with her hand she whisper. d
scornfully, * pinched ndd | oue, and
pale; that's the very lovk. I couldu’s
see it when I cailed you sister.”

Then her mood would change.
and motioning Theo to her side,
she would say to her: ‘Kiss me
once, Theo, just as you used to do
when I was Maggie Miller.’

Foward Arthur Carrollton
from the first manifested fear, shud-
dering whenever he approached her,
and still exhibiting signs of uneasi-
ness if he left her sight.  ‘ He hated
her,” she said, ‘hated her for what
she ‘could not help:' and when, as
he often did, he came to her bed-
side, epeaking to her words of love,
she would answer mournful, ‘Dont
M:. Carollton; your pride is strong.r
thwn your love. You will bate me
w.en you know it all.’

Thus two weeks went by and then
with the first May day, reason return-
€d again, bringing life and strength
to the invalid, and joy to those who
had so anxiously watched over her.
Almost her first rational question was
for Hagar and if she had been there.

She is confined to her bed with in-
flammatory rheumatism,” answered
Madam Conway, “but she inquires for
yeu every day, they say; and once
when told you could not live, she
started to crawl on her hands and
krees to see you, but fainted near the
gate and was carried back.”

“Poor old woman!” murmured Mag-
gie, the tears rolling down her cheeks
as she thought how strong must be the
love that half-crazed creature bore
her, and how little it was returned.
for every feeling of her nature revolt-
ed from claiming a near relationship
with one whom she had hitherto re-
garded as a servant. The secret, too,
seemed harder to divulge, and day by
day she put it off, saying to them when
they asked what had so much affected
her, that “she could not tell them yet
—she must wait till she was strong-

er.

So Theo went back to Worcester
as mystified as ever, and Maggie
was left much alone with Arthus
Carrollton, who strove in various
ways to win her from the melar-
choly into which she bad fallen.
All day long she would sit by the
open window, seemingly immov-
able, her large eyes, now intensely
black, fixed upon vacancy, and her
white face giving no signs of the
fierce struggle within, save when
Madam Conway, coming to her side
would lay her hand carressingly on
her in token of sympathy. Then,
indeed, her lips would quiver, and
turning her head awsay, she would
-ay, ‘ Don’t touch me—don’s.’

To Arthur Ca.roliton she would
listen with apparent composure,
though often as he talked, her loig
tapering nails left their impress in
her flesh, so hard she strove to be
indifferent. Once when they were
left alone together he drew her to
his side, and bending very low, so
that his lips’ almost touchedt her
marble face, he told her of his love,
and how full of angui:h wag his
heart when he thought that she
would die.

¢ But God kindly gave you back
to me,’ he said; ‘and now, my
precious Margaret, will you be my
wife ? . Will you go with me to my
English home, from which I've tarrie:'l
now too long because I would not
leave you?_ Will Maggie answer
lovingly in

she
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- Oh how 'could 'she tell him “No,”

wheg every fibre of her heart thrilled
- with the answer “\Ye#!"' she mistook *

r}

him—mistook the character of Arthur
Carrollton, for
strong within him, he loved the beau-
titul girl who lay' trembling ~in his
arms better than he loved his pride;
and -had: she told him- then who and
what she was, he would not have
deemed it a disgrace to love a child
of Hagar Warren. But Margaret did
nct know him, and when he said
again, “Will Maggie answer me?”
there came from her lips a piteous,
wailing  cry, an dturning - her face
away, she answered mournfully, “No.,
Mr. Carroliton; no, I cannot be your
wife. It breaks my heart to tell you
s80; but if you knew what I know, you
would have rather thrust’ me from
yecu, for indeed I am unworthy.”
“Don't you love me, Maggie?” Mr.
Carrollton Said, and in the tones of
his voice there wa sso much of tender-
ness that Maggie burst into tears, and
involuntarily resting her head upon
his bosom, answered sadly, “I love
you so much, Arthur Carrollton, that
I would rather die a hundred deaths
could that make me worthy of you, as
not long ago I thought I was. But it
cannot be. Something terrible has
come between us.”

“Tell me what i tis. Let me share
your sorrow,” he said; but Maggie on-
ly answered, “Not yet, not yet. Let
me live where you are a little longer.
Then 1will tell you all, and go away
{orever.”

This was all the satisfaction he
ould obtain; but after a time she
promised that if he would not men-
ticn thé subject to her until the first
of June, she would then tell him
everything; and ‘satisfied with a prom-
ise which he knew would be kept, Mr.
Carrollton waited impatiently for the
appointed time, while Maggie, too,
counted each sun as it rose and set,
bringing nearer and nearer a trial she
so much dreaded.

CHAPTER XX,
THE RESULT.

Two days only remained ere tie
first of June, and in the solitude of
her chamber, Maggie was weeping
bitterly. ‘How can I tell them
who I am ?' she thought. ¢ ITow
bear their pitying scorn when they
learned that she whom they called
Maggie Miller has no right to that
name ? —that Hagar Warren’s blood
is flowing in her veins—and Madam
Conway thinks so much of that !
Ob, why was Hagar left to do me
this wrong? Why did she take nie
from the pine-board cradle, wheie
she says I lay, and make me what
I was born not to be?’ and falling
on her knees the wretched girl pray-
el that it might prove a dream
from which she would ere Jlong
awake.

Alas for thee, poor Maggie Miller !
It is not a dream, but a sten reality
and you who oft have spurned at
birth and family, why should you
murmur now when both are taken
from you? Are you not still the
same, beautiful, accomplished and
refined, and can you ask for more ?
Strange that theory and practice so
seldom should accord. And yet it
was not the degradation which
Maggie felt so keenly, it was rathe
the loss of love she feared ; and
without that, the .blood of royalty
could not avail to make her hapy y.

Maggie was a warm-hearted girl,
and sheloved the stately lady sh:
had been wont to call grandmother
with a filial, clinging love, which
could not be severed, and still this
love was naught compared to what
she felt for Arthur Carrollton, and
the giving up of him was the hard-
est part of all. But it must be don
she thought ; he had told her once
that if she were Hagar Warren’s
grandchild, he should not be riding
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empioyed in the Continental Hospitals by Ricard'
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it with every new concoc-
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Nature does the cur-
ing, not medicine.
Ask your Doctor if
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Scott’s Emulsion
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with her—how much less, then,
would be make that child his wife!
and rather than meet the look of
proud disdain his face would wear,
when first she stood confessed be-
fore him, she resolved to go away
where no one had ever heard of her
or Hagar Warren. She would leave
behind a letter telling ‘why she
wen., and commending to Madam

Jonway’s care poor Hagar, who
had been sorely punished for her
sin. ¢ But whither shall I go, and
what shall 1 do when I get there?”
she cried, trembling at the thoughts
of a world of which she knew so lit-
tle. Then, as she remembered how
many young girls of her age went out
as teachers, she determined to go at
all events. “It will be better than
staying here where I have no claim,”
she thought, and nerving herself for
the task, she sat down to write the
letter, which, on the first of June,
should tell to Madam Conway and Ar-
thur Carrollton the story of her
birth.

It was a harder task than she sup-
posed—writing that farewell; for it
seemed like severing every hallowed
tie. Three times she wrote “My dear
grandma,” then with a throb of an-
guish she dashed her pen across the
revered name, and wrote simply
“Madam Conway.” It was a rambling,
impassioned letter, full of tender love
—of hope destroyed—of deep despair
—and though it shadowed forth no ex-
pectation that Madam Conway or Ar-
thur Carrollton would ever take her
to’ their hearts again, it begged of
them most touchingly to .think sonie-
times of “Maggie,” when she was gone
forever. Hagar was then commended
to Madam Conway’s forgiveness and
care. “She is old,” wrote Maggie,
“her life is nearly ended, and if you
have in your heart any feeling of pity
for her who used to call you grand-
ma, bestow it, [ pray you, on poor old
Hagar Warren."”

The letter wag finished, and then
suddenly remembering Hagar's
words, that “all had not been told,”
and feeling it her duty to see once
more the woman who had brought her
so much sorrow, Maggie stole cau-
tiously from the house, and was soon
walking down the woodland road.
slowly, sadly, for the world bhad
changed to her since last she trod
that path. ‘Maggie, too, was changed,
and when at last she stood before Ha-
gar, who was now able to sit up, the
latter could scarcely recognize in the
pale, haggard woman the blooming.
merry-hearted girl once known as
Maggie Miller.

“Margaret,” she cried,
come again—come to forgive .your
poor old grand—— No, no,” she ad-
ded, as she saw the look of pain flash
over Maggie's face, “I'll never insult
you with that name. Only say that
you will forgive me, Miss Margaret?”
and the trembling voice was choked
with sobs, while the aged form shook
as with a palsied stroke.

Hagar had been ill. Exposure to
the damp air on that memorable night
had brought on a seeend severe attack
of rheumatism, which had bent her
nearly double. Anxiety for Margaret,
too, had wasted her to a skeleton, and
her-thin, sharp face, now of a corpse-
like pallor, eontrasted strangely with
her eyes, fronr-which the wildness all
was gone. Touched with pity, Maggie
drew a chair to her side, and thus re-
plied: “I do forgive you, Hagar, for
I know that what vou did was done
in love; but by telling me what you
have, you've ruined all my hopes of
happiness.. In the new scenes to
which' I go, and the new associations
I: shall form, I may become contenteid
with my lot, but never can I forget
that' 1 once was Maggie Miller.”
“Margaret,” gamedﬂ Hagar, and in
her dim eye there was something of
its olden- fire, “if by new associations
you mean Henry Warner, it must not
be. Alas, that T should tell this! but
Henry is yvour brother—your father's
only son. O -horror, horror!” and
dreading what Margaret would say
she covered her face with her cramp-
ed, distorted hands.

“you have

Telegram
Fashion Plates.

The Home Dressmaker should keep'
a Catalogue Scrap Beok of our PFat-
tern Cuts. These will be foand very

9240.—A SIMPLE BUT EFFECTIVE
MODEL.

Ladies’ Shirt Waist.

The prominenet feature of this de-
sign is the long shoulder and the
“mannish” finish of the sleeve which
is set into the armseye without any
fullness. The waist is plain over its
upper part, and closes under a box
plait in front. It may be finished with
a low or high collar. The patterns
are cut in 6 sizes: 32, 34, 36, 38, 40
and 42 inches bust measure. It re-
quires 2% yards of Z7 inch material
for the 36 inch size.

A pattern of this ilustration mailed
to any address on receipt of 10c. in
silver or stamps.

—_—

Suitable materials for any of these
patterns can be procured from AYRE
& SONS, Ltd. Samples on request
Mention pattern number. Mall orders
promptly attended to.

—_—

— AN ATTRACTIVE UNDER-
GARMENT.

9225.

Ladies’ Combination Corset Cover and
Drawers.

This pleasing and comfortable
model may be developed of Irish dim-
ity, lawn, nainsook, batiste, crepe or
silk. The drawers are composed of
a yoke lengthened by full ruffle por-
tions or flounces. The corset cover
is cut with the necessary fullness. The
pattern is cut in 3 sizes: Small, Me-
dium and Large. It requires 3 yards
of 36 inch material for the medium
-size.

A pattern of  this illustration mail-
ed to any address o nreceipt of 10c.
in silver or stamps.

PATTERN COUPON.

Please send the above-mentioned
pattern as per directions given below.

B o v e

Size. ...

Name .. ..

Address n full: —

® e ee se v e s e enies ee ee e

N.B.—Be sure to cut out the illus-
tration and send with. the coupor.
carefully filled out. The pattern can--
not reach you in less than 15 days,
Price 10c. each, in cash, postal note,
or stamps. Address: Telegram Pas,

useful to refer to from time to time, 3
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ESSENCE of COFFEE & CHICORY

WAS
THE FIRST of its kind, and still remains
FIRST in its kind.

[--High Cuality.
2--Delicacy of Flaveur,
3--Simplicity of Making,
4--Low Price.
A trial will convince

anyone who may not have

prcvious]y used 1t.

HENRY BLAIR.

Wholesale and Retail Agent for Lipton, Limited.

New Series of History and Biograply

The Life of Lord Beaconsfield, by T. | Goethe, by H. Duntzer.
P. O’Connor. ! Augustus, by E. 8. Shukburgh
Life of Richard Cobden, by Lord Mor- { Thomas Carlyle, by W. H. |\
ley. { Arnold, by Dean Stanley.
Life and Aims of Savonarola, by Pro- | John Murray, by Samuel S
fessor Villari. English Literature and Soc
Machiavelli, by Professor Villari. 18th Century, by Sir Lesli
Lives of Robert and Mary Moffatt, by | The Economic Interpretat
Johm Smith Moffatt. tory, by Prof. J. E. Rog
History of Florence, Villari. : The Industrial and Commer
English Wayfaring Life in the XIVth tory of England, by Profes
Century, by J. J. Jusserand. ers.
Rome . and Pompeii (Archaelogical | A History of Greece by E
Rambles), by Gaston Bossier. | History of = (o-operation
Life of Holyoake—Sixty years of an  Jacob Holyoake. ;
agitator’s life. |-Astralia, New Zealand and
Life of Sir Walter Raleigh, by M. A'i and British New Guinca
S. Hume. { Africa, edited by J. ¢
These books were originally published at $2.00 to $3.00 pel
price, 75¢.

GARLAND'S BOOKSTOR:S—I77 and 353 Watar S'reet, S'. John'.
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ENGLISH
BICYCLES !

New, with Detachable Tires, best value ever imported.

Price : $30.00--Cash.

We are now booking orders for these Bicycles. A

niay be seen at our store.

MARTIN Hardware Co'y.

I T R RS S SR SR o -

CURTAIN NETS & MUSLIXS

: [
You'll need some of .our Large Assortment of Curiain Nets ai
Muslins this geason, to help beautify your home. e have

WHITE AND CREAM CURTAIN NETS from
WHITE AND CREAM FRILLED MUSLINS from

CALL AND SEE OUR STOCK.

WILLIAM FREW, Water Streel.

C. yard
33c. yard

J. J. ST. JOHN.

Pure Irish Butter,‘Cal. Pea Beans, (very choice)
Lucca Olive Oil, ~ Quaker Rolled Oats,
French Capers, Evaporated Apples, (pck3)
Ju-Vis, (Beef Extract); Tip Top Sodas, (intins)
40 oz. Bottle 'Pickles, 2sc;, Queen Olives,
H»ein’z‘s Euchred Pickles, Hartley’s As. Jams.

J. J. ST. JOHN.
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