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The Kind Y ou Have Always Bought, and which has been 
In nse lor over 30 y of. a, has borne the signature of 

11 has been made under his per
lai supervision since Its Infancy, 
low no one to deceive you in this. 

All Counterfeits, Imitations and “ Just-as-gvod ” are but 
Experiments that trifle veith and endanger the health of 
Infants and Children—uperience against Experiment.

What is 0ASTORIA
Itnte for Castor Oil, Pare- 
Syrups. It Is pleasant. It 

lorphiue nor otlier Narcotic 
karautee. It destroys Worms 
For more than thirty years it 
fc>r tlie relief of Constipation, 
all Teething Troubles and 

Diarrhoea. It regulates Itho Stomach and Bowels, 
assimilates the Food, givlnfk healthy and natural sleep. 
The Children’s Panacea—Tha Mother’s Friend.

Castorla Is a harmless snl 
gorie, lirons and Soothing 
contains neither Opium, 
substance. Its age Is Its | 
and allays Feverishness, 
has been In constant use 
Flatulency, Wind Colie,

GENUINE CASTpRIA ALWAYS
* Bears the Signature of

(By Laura Jean Llbbey.) j “While 1 was standing by the sun-
It was a glorious day in June. The 'dial, the strangest, most uncouth lit- 

! sun shone bright and warm on the tie old man that I ever beheld stopped 
green fields and winding, dusty coun- at the gate and called to me for a

j try roads, over long stretches of glass of cold water from the well near
: waving corn and clover-meadows ly- by.
j ing beyond. The sun ripened the ap- ! “You can ccme in and help pour-
; pies and peaches in orchards, and the i self, if you choose.” I answered. “1
great red roses, tossing purple lilac, I do not wait upon beggars.** 
and w istaria blooms in the old-fash- j “He hobbled in, and all the time he 
ioned gardens. -But the most* beauti- j was drinking the water he was eyeing 

| ful object on which its golden rays me curiously.
fell was a young girl leaning on a , a very proud young lady," lie said;

, wicket-gate, anxiously watching the ; "but too much pride is ruinous. 1 
winding road that led over the hills iiave no money to pay for the water.” 
to the village beyond. j he said, after a moment’s pause.

! Orella Forrester should have reign-, ’though it was worth a king's ransom 
ed queen of the great world of fashion ,u me; but> jf you like, I will tell your 
instead of being only the b°lle of (fortune. Perhaps you would like to 

j Woodhaven. j hear what a strange fate there is in
She had scores of admirers, but j store for you. I am an astrologist as 

few were brave enbueh to face the w<1„ , anl on my way to the countg
dragon of an aunt who stood guard j fajr ••
sentinel over her. to ask If they might j ..gure, vou were no, go flKjllgh 8a
be P?!JD*-.Ad.dre““ to let him a*tempt it?" criei Miss For-

! rester, white as death, springing for- 
' ward and grasping the girl's rounded.
| dimpled arm.

"Why not?" laughed Orella. with a 
i toss of her jetty curls. “Like all of

j a nightingale's nest, which sli3 felt 
certain must be in one of the wide- 
spreading beech-trees which she could 
so plainly see from her own little bed- 

i room, for the bird always flew to- 
! ward a particular bough.

(To be Continueû)

! to the beautiful young niece, after | 
one of their number. Bernard Yorke. ! 
who had gone to Beech Cottage on ! * 
just such an errand, had been sum-1 
marily ejected.

The Kind Yon Have Always Bought
In Use For Over 30 Years

Bernard was fair, handsome, a col- jMother Eve-8 daughters. 1 was born 
lege graduate, and very gentlemanly. w,lh a streak of curiosity, and. of 
His father ran the only newspaper of ! course. I wanted to hear about the fu- 

; which the village boasted, but some-1 (Ure ••
how the paper did not flourish. The ! ••Well,” said Miss Forrester, the ter- 
editor took in more poultry, butter ^rjbje paj]or 8till overspreading her 

, and e*rgs from the farmers in ex- j face, and a look of intense fear in 
I chang» for his newsy little sheet than her shifting eyes. “what did he tell 
j he did money. [you? A pack of miserable falsehoods.

The first thing handsome Bernard'of course • 
did when he returned to his native | Again the girl laughed a merry, rol- 
village to take his place in his fa’her’s !|lckjng |augb

'WOMAN AND MOSES'
(Continued)

"More honest than you think," she 
said. “I needn't have told you any
thing. You never asked me."
I “That is true." he said, but his 
! voice implied that had she not done 
.so it would have been wrong. The 
; tone of his voice showed her how 
! she had fallen in his estimation.
I "I always thought you lost the case 
I because that brute Lancaster didn’t 
turn up." he went on. His thoughts 

j were more with the circumstances 
[than with her at that moment. It I 
: seemed to him as if she had deceived 
him.

* “Oh. no. Arthur was quite right," 
she spoke bitterly.

| “I expect you were horribly tempt
ed; you thought he cared for you and
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a great blaze of light seemed to 
spring up beside her. Her dress had 
caught fire. Her first instinct was to 
rush to the door to waken the house. 
The hangingSujpt the fireplace had al
ready caught fire. A great column of 
flame leaped to the ceiling. Tongues 
ran along the carpet A fearful im
pulse seized her. She took the letters 
she had written and thrust them into 
the hall. The draught of the door fan
ned the flame into a more gigantic 
blaze, she closed the door and came 
back and stood there an j watched. A 
little agony and all would be over. 
She forgot Mouche. The chairs were 
crackling now, the book-shelves. The 
flames were tortuing her into insensi
bility. She screamed, but the roaring 

j flames drowned her cry. The whole 
: room, the curtains of the window,
|the bird cages were ablaze, but she 
could not move to save the tortured 

i birds. The fire had started long 
: before she had perceived it. She was 
faint with agony. Vaguely came the 
thought to her weakened brain that 
hell was like this. Would she go to 
hell? No. she had suffered here 

j enough. Then she rememb°red 
Mouche, but it was too late, the room 
was like a hell-lit furnace. She could 
not go backwards or forward s for 
smoke and flame. She watched with 
dull agony the blackening of her 
limbs. Then she sank on her knees.

| “Chrjst forgive me! Oh. God. save 
“Really?" Doree i’s voice was ironi- : Mouche! And she died. Died on
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CURE SICK lEADACHEa

NEWCASTLE'STEAMBOAT 
COMPANY. LTD.

office, was to fall desperatelv in love 
with the beautiful Orella Forrester.

First, he insisted upon reading the 
future from the palm of my hand;

cal. Would he efrer know that it her knees where they found her In *he
all that." He was trying to excuse j seemed to her as if she had never morning, the charred bones bent in
her to himself. known real suffering till to-day. To- the attitude of prayer, and round h°r

“Oh. yes. all that." Doreen s vo ce , day. when the respectability she neck the melted chain of gold to
was very hard. At this moment, all ! craved for more :han love slid past wh,ch hung Arthur's portrait, hang- 
her sins seemed to be washed away her. because she ha 1 be<m honest. 'tug In golden tears upon her black
ly the presen- agony She did not re-1 ‘ I will never marry you." she said, ened bosom,
gret the Groben Mine nor anything, and he felt that the fire n-«cessary to ******
It seemed to her that the little she 'combat her mood was wanting. j “Really, it seems the best thing that 
had got out of life was her due. j The luncheon bell rang, and he took could have happened." sail the world.

| "Then of course. Trcfusis didn't out his watch. Then, at the thought Mrs. Farquharson felt sorry for a few
treat you properly?" ^ that the Interview was over, he grew days, but it seemed a wonderful dis-

1. R. C. TIME TABLE TIME TABLE STF.
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•DOROTHY N“

The 1. R. C. summer change of 
tiuiv which went into efffect on Sun
day, June 2, 1912, is as follows: 

DEPak i URES—EAST
Night Freight, No. 40.......... .... 2.50
l»cal Express. No. 36......................10.45
I.!aiitime Express. No 34............... 5.10
Cccan Limited, No. 200................. 13.22

DEPARTURES—WEST
Night Freight. No. 39..................... 2.20
Local Express, No. 35....................14.10
Maiitiine Express. No. 33............. 24.10
Ocean Limited, No. 199................. 10.25

INDIANTCWN BRANCH
Llackville. dep.................................. 8 30
lienous, dep......................................... 8.54
.‘.ilVerton, dep..................................... 9 29
Le t y Jet.......................................  9.50
Newcastle, arrive............................. 10.05
Newcastle, dep............................... 16.35
MiVcrton, dep.................................... 17.10
Derby Jet., dep.................................. 16.5*
Kenous, dep.......................................... 18.01
Biackville, arrive..............................18.35

Thr. way freight carries passengers
end runs daily 1 et ween Moncton and 
Catrpbellton. but has no stated time 
for arriving and departing at the dif 
/«.Tv nt stations.

Chas.
First Claai

Sergeant
Livery

Hack in connecfoi 

Mirsmichi m*t

and t oats,

Horses for Sa

Public Wharf.

Commencing on #.prii 25th. the Str. 
"Dorothy N." will Tun on the Red- 
Bank rout*, daily (Sunday excepted) 
calling at all intei^nediate points, ai 
follows:— ^

Leave Newcastle . for Redbank at 
5.30 a. m.. every .X|onday aid will 
leave Redbank fuj Newcastle ai 
7.45 a. m„ daily. 1 

Leave Newcastle» for Rtdban) 
« very day at 2 p. m. except Saturdays 
when she will leave fit 1.30 p. m.. r»1- 
turning will leave Redbank*tot Mil- 
lertt.n at 3. 30 p. m. | ,

Tuesdays will be excursions dayt 
from Redbank and' intermed;att 
points to Newcastle, '-return tare 35

Excursion tickets good for date o.‘ 
issue only. i

Freight on Saturday! will be heir 
over until early Monday morning 
trip.

Str. will be open fori engagement* 
or excursion parties 4very day, ex 

cept Saturdays, from lfo a. nn, un*il 
2 p. uu, and any evenings from 7 p 
m. )

FREIGHT RATES 
ino lbs.. 15c. 500 lbs.,j60c. 1-2 ton 

$l.oo, one ton, $1.50.
Furniture and machinery charged 

by bulk.
FREIGHT AND PARCELS MUST 

BE PREPAID.
THE NEWCASTLE STEAM

BOAT CO.. LTD 
D. MOfRRISON.

Manager.

He commenced his wooing with Pas';but something he saw there, or said 
sionate earnestness, but he made 'he|he d|J held him spell bound, 
mistake of his life by being straight-1 ««Your life, will be no ordinary one. 
lorward and manly enough to first ask|mv proud y0ung lady." he said. "A 
the aunt if lie might call on Orella. j great change is soon to come into 
with the hope of some lay winning !your jjfe -
the gloriously beautiful girl for his : •• \m j to have a handsome lover,
wife. The visit of the liandsom°. young ,]jke other girls of my age?" I demand- 
stranger and his audacious request .
amazed her. though she had known j ^ |wo |ovpr8 and it wlll bp
his ami > or >^ara- hard to choose between them." he an-

"Certainl.v not. she replied with as- .. . . .. . , .swered. Ah. young lady, he cried
perit'" in an awful whisper. “1—1 will not tell

The answer nearly nx>k his l.reath y(>u wha, p|go , gpp hpre! There are 
away for an Instant, but he did not somM ,hln([g „ |g hpttpr no, lo Unow
lose his head. —a ,],ousanJ times better! It Is all

‘I know you might select many a 
wealthier suitor." he said, "but I hope 
to win wealth in time. 1 would start 
in with love an l ambition— " 

i Miss Forrester cut him short with 
a contemptuous sneer.

“He was a little cold.y 
“I know you will alwys be true tr 

me when we are married."
The idea of not marrying her ha 1

lighter. pensation of Providence that George
“And I say that you are to marry should have Killieclochie without 

me." he said playfully. having to marry a woman with a past.
Doreen's response was

'Love and ambition-." she «elided. 
A man should have much more than

coming to you soon—very, very soon. 
"How soon?" 1 cried. "Do tell me!” 
“Before your eighteenth birthday." 

he answered.
I "Then w hat°ver is to happen must 
happen quickly," I said ; "for 1 shall 
bv eighteen next week. But do tell 
me what is to happen."

that nowadays boioro he asks a young „Hp shook hls g|„g,y head, mat- 
girl to tie herself to him and lace a „ rpd f0„]Pthlng which I could not 
liard. up hill future ran It. and dropped my hand

• If every man waited until he had a „ wgs wp„ „,at orella did not look 
ccmpetoncy. there would he 'ewer'^^ #g shp ,ancp1 mPrrllv 
marriages.” declared th - yarn* lover m<jm a|)d „,at shp vv..,„ ,,„irklv. 
purely yen recognize that lac-. Ml.-s Thv dpor had gcarcply rlogpd „pon 
Forrester. her retrea'ing form eve Miss For-

"Have you spoken on this subj -ct ster threw up her hands and fell 
to in y—my nier»? she asked, sharp-, fajnting to t!ie floor. Slie recovered 
ly. after she had listMiei to ’heir ronscirusiu-sD before any on° discov-
ple love story from beginning to end , n.d wha, bad happened: then sh«« 
the angry light in her eyes deepening. went quickly up to her own room 

"Not one word as yet. said Ber- ai)d carefully locked the loor. Short- 
nard. hesitatingly. |y afterward there was an odor of

something burning.
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Any ce: son Jwho Is tno sole head 
it a family, or any male over 18 years 
>ld, may homistead a quarter section 

available lomlnlon land In Man- 
toba, Saska chewan or Alberta. 
The applicant must appear in person 
At the Domi: ion Lands Agency or 
Sub-agency f ir district. Entry by 
proxy may b< muue at any agency, 
on certain :onditions, by father 
mother, son, daughter, brother or 
tlster of inteiiding homesteader.

Duties: Sii mouths' residence 
upon and cul ivation of the land in 
each of three years. A homesteador 
may live wit lin nine miles of hls 
homestead on a farm of at least 80 
acres solely < wned and ocupied by 
him or by his father, mother, son, 
daughter, brot er or sister.

"Then 1 forbid you to do so." she cir 
, in. tartly. I “Miss Forrester is making a fire in

Bernard Yorke looked at th- stern. bFr *rate, and this a hot afternoon in 
hard set lips, which, he was sure, no junc- thought the little houge-maid 
man had ever had the temerity to -f)ear mP, how eccentric she is! I 
kiss, even when their owner was W(jnder lf | sball ever be an old maid, 
young, and threw back his fair, hand- |abd jf | \Vas so unfortunate as to be 
some, boyish head and smiled. one. if 1 should become as cross and

“Thtn. my dear Miss Forrester. 11 cranky p.b she Is? Heaveu forbid! It's 
tell you frankly that I shall do every I a Won 1er that pretty, jolly Miss Orel- 
thing in my power to win Orella with- la can endure it here. She is not al- 
out your consent. You have heard , lowed to have a single girt companion, 
the old adage. "All is fair in love and and no ]0vers. 1 often wonder what 
war.™ I presume. I can not give your ! Mlaa porrezter la thinking of when 

, niece up.” j she looks at the girl with a crrtaîn
“We shall see." was the cur: reply: peculiar look in her eyes. Does she 

and he wondered at the «‘range look love Miss Orella. or does she hate 
i that crossed her fac°. leaving it her?" 
fairly purple In spots. i CHAPTER II

Miss Forrester arose, and with a • Although Miss Forrester had lived 
i stern mien rang the bell. for nearly eighteen years in Wood-

“Go!" she said, pointing to the door, haven, still very little was known of 
and never darken the door of Beech her by the simple country folk, for

j uoreen s response was a ghastly A fierce joy she strove in vain to re- 
not yet come to him. but the tone if smile. press came over Avril. A joy she

ihis voice cut out of them all the joy J “You are vePy good." sbe said. “We strove hard to conceal from Arthur, 
hls words miglv have brought to her. will discuss that another day. I think Mouche cried a great deal, but rejoic- 

"But we will not marry." she said —"her voice broke a little—“we have ed at her return to Chatts Park, 
quietly. talked enough for to-day." i Perhaps next to Arthur and George,

j He looked at her inquiringly. | "I'll come back to-morrow." he it was Rosalie who felt Doreen's deith
“I don't see why not." he said said. He made a movement as to kiss most. She at last changed her re-

quietly. “That is all over." . her. but Doreen drew herself up. frain and murmured:
“Yes. it's all over." she replied ( “Good-bye George." she said. | “Qu'est-ee que c'est que l'argent,

mechanically. All the fire had gone A moment later she was lunching tout de meme, vis-a-vis de la mort ?" 
out of their in‘ervlew. with Mouche and talking as if noth- Early the next morning the postman

“1 would never reproach you." he ing was the matter, only her move- brought a letter to Doreen from 
said. ^ ments were jerky, and Mouche cried George.

“No, you would not i>e likely to do °ut as she shook out nearly all the “Darling," it said. “I fear 1 may
that." Then she burst out, "But you pepper from the pepper pot over her have seemed cruel to-day. What does
would always be thinking of it. You omelette. the past matter? Let us bury it. I
don't feel the same since I told you. " CHAPTER XXIII cannot live without you. You must be
You are disappointed, horrified." No one ever knew now it happened. m>' wife. You. and you alone, can
George Farquharson changed his posi- No one could have believed, who satisfy me."
tion by the fireplace. knew «he love Doreen bore for But it was Arthur Trefusis who

"Oh, no. not quite that; 1 am only Mouche, that she had taken her own mourned her most. He felt indeed, a
—" life, yet later Mouche said that "Mum- widower. He did not know what he

There was a ring a‘ the door. A my had said a lot of funny tilings," had hoped of the future, but while
shuffling of fee* in the hall, and and some letters were found on the she lived it had seemed to him ‘hat
Mouche burst into the room all in «able in her boudoir. they must meet once more. Tha*
white and with a bunch of primroses The servants sajd she had sat up somewhere, some day. he could 
in her hand. very late, telling them that she would atone to her for his neglect. He had

For an instant a feeling of irrita- put out the lights. But a*, two o'clock asked to be letf alone in her room, 
tion against the child rose in Doreen's in the morning the firemen and a alone with the coffin of the woman 
heart. mob of policemen informed the house- he had sworn to love and cherish till

To George Farquharson the child’s hold that flames were issuing from death parted them. It should have 
presence seemed to intensify the the ground floor. The fire was check- been his business to have entrusted 
situation. ■> ed before it had reached Mouche's her to death's keeping, but she had

"If she had really cared for the bed-room, bu* Dor°en was found on been alone when death came to her. 
child she would have run straight." lie her knees, charred and disfigured., How would he explain the failure of 
said to himself. and with her beautiful hair burnt eff his trust to God? As he paced her

An awe-struck re*lc,int look came her head. It was not likely everyone room, the room in which she lay 
on the child's face at the sigh» of a said, that Doreen would have chosen smothered in flowers that hid the foul 
straneer. She had forgotten George a death that might have cost disfigurements the flames had made. 
Farquharson. She went and held up, Mouche's life, and they were right, his fingers turned over the pages of 
the flowers to her mother. Doreen had resolved on something the Bible. Why, oh why did the

"Run away, run away. Mouche, desperate, but she had not decided pages open at the lines he had read 
Shake hands first, now go upstairs." what. “Mouche, Mouche, Mouche," 80 often, then closed for many 
Doreen's voice was almost harsh. j that had been the theme of her months for fear of seeing them?

"He has given you the child." he thoughts, the strong reason why she “How knowest thou, man, whether
disap-
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Cottage while I live, never attempt to 
see Orella again. If you do. I shall 
resort to harsh measure."

With a low bow, he left the angry 
lady; but lie had made up his mind to 
ask Orella to marry him qt the first 
opportunity, and lf she. consented, he 
would do all In hls power »o urge her 
to marry him without an hour's delay. 
Then let Miss Forrester rage as she 
might, she could not part them.

From behind the closed blinds Miss 
Forrester watched him depart. Ber
nard Yorke would have been struck 
with amazement could he have looked 
back Into the room which he had just 
left and beheld Its occupant. Miss For
rester was paslng up and down the 
stuffy little parlor, trembling like a 
leaf.

she went among them but rarely, and 
then only when It was absolutely -iec- 
ossary.

Years before she had suddenly ap
peared In the little hamlet accom
panied by an Infant but a few weeks 
old. She had bought Bgech Grove 
Cottage. Its Isolation oil the lonely 
road, fully a mile from the village, be
ing Its greatest recommesdation.

The years glided on almost imper
ceptibly, and almost before Miss For
rester could realize what had occurr
ed, she found herself with a tall slip 
of a young girl on her hands—a tirl 
as gloriously beautiful as a dream, 
and as bright and joyous, despite her 
gloomy surroundings, as a veritable 
sunbeam.

The young men of the village were

said, as Mouche disappeared, 
pointed with her reception, 

j "Yes. I can’t think why, except, 
except.” there was a touch of vindic
tiveness in her voice as she finished 
the phrase, ‘ that Avril tells me he 
still cares for me." She ende i the 
phrase with a short, cynical laugh.

“Who could help loving you?" he 
said, man's jealousy asserting itself.
He came nearer to her. "I love you 
just the same. Doreen." he said, but 
the voice was changed. He might as 
well have said. "It is all over," as 
far as Doreen was concerned.

"Oh, no you don't," Doreen laugh- 
jed again. She couldn't help it.

“It was just a shock at first, be-1 other men. 
cause I always thought you had been 
so badly treated."

"But you knew I had stolen ‘he 
Groben Mine papers."

“Oh, I didn't mind that a bit."
Hls tone showed that was a joke, 

child’s play to the revelation Doreen 
had made to him.

"How odd you men ar°!" she burst 
out. all the old Doreen returning.
Who are you? What are you, you

craved for a new respectable life, a i thou shalt save thy wife?" What had 
rescinding of the world's pronounce- he done to save her? Had he no*, 
nient. Would Mouche miss her much? rather thrust her towards other men. 
Would her life be any good to before the divorce, and afterwards left 
Mouche? The stained. Incapable, her to “dree her own weird"? Was 
helpless life of a .11 voiced mother. *he personal, offence to LI—>vlf to
George would come back she knew rank before the many offences he
him. But hls look! The flush that n ight have been guilty of to God? In
had come over his face when she hls heart rose a fierce hatred of
made her confession! It would be a Avril. Avril who had made it impos- 
sccond edition of her life with Ar- sible for him to return to Doreen, 
thur. The mistrust first and then the How trivial, how paltry seemed her 
coldness. She smiled to herself as offence, now that she had gone! 
she thought of what a good wife she j And Avril, alone at Chatts Park, 
would have made him, just because of could not bear to think of him alone 
the experience she had had. The , by the corpse of the woman who had. 
nausea of evil. The sickening of she knew, been in hls heart all the

three years,cult rate fifty acres and
irth $300.

w. w. cor.Y.
Minister of the In-

j “How strange that such a posslbll- j the first to make this, discovery, and 
Ity as this never occurred to me bo- fairly haunted the road that led past 
fore!" she muttered. “Gr at Heaven: the cottage. Some, more brave than 

i It would never do. Orella must not the rest, made it a point to stop at

She did not contemplate time, yet she knew that her very pres- 
sulclde, not yet. not yet, but she cnee in the mortuary chamber would 
would go away somewhere, so..ie- have been a sacrilege. During ♦hose 
where where no one would ever h°ar sad days she would not go near the
of her again. A tear found its way to, two children. The sight of them dis-
her eyes, pricking as It went. No gusted her. “Whose were they?
one wanted her! Perhaps she would Whose would they be?” she question*
take Mouche. Pefl(iaps not. Avril e^. at the judgment day. and her 
would be very good to Mouche when child seemed to her like a second 
Abe- was gone. Afouche woqld be Ishmael.
very rich. She would buy happiness. [ She did not know that it was 
She wrote many letters that night. Doreen’s letter alone that had made

men, that you should expect every- One to George, bidding him farewell, him return to her. That he would
thing and give nothing?" |One to Arthur, asking for hls forgive- have liked to have wandered awaÿ

It was true what she said. How ; ness, telling him of her love and for across the world till he forgot, lf he
could he explain that he was not of | that very love's sake bid ing him would ever forget,
the men who would marry an ad ven- treat Avril well. u 4~1’“Never be cold to How could he tell her how he hated
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love—must not marry? 1 know why. 
yes. yes, I alone know why."

the cottage on one excuse or another, 
always choosing the time when Miss
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Her soliloquy was suddenly cut Forrester was seen jogging her old 
| short by the entrance of the young gray mare toward the town, 
girl herself. | Thus it was that, entirely without

' "You ought to have been wPh her aunt suspecting It, Orella Forrest- 
out in 'he warden a few niinytes ago. er came to know most of the ygung 
Aunt Abigail," she cried with a merr peuple for miles around, 
rollicking laugh. "I hav° had such j It was but a few weeks before our 
fun!" story opened that Orella had met

Miss Forrester started. She knew Bernard Yorke, and In a very roman- 
well that Bernard Yorke had pot gone tic fashion, too.

i into the garden for she had watched ! Feeling loitfelÿ in her aunt's ab- 
I him out of sight going over the rond seneg^ one afternoon, she had gone 
I that led to the village. Before she ^ down to the thickly wooded grove 
had time to answer, the girl went on: |just back of the orchard to search for

I

turess. that what he had loved in her 
! was the purity he had thought had 
| been tramped upon and killed by Tre- 
, fusls’s coldness, but which had never 
j been sullied? That he came of a 
j race who married pure women and 
kept them so?

her," she said, “for you know that her, when a month after Doreen’s
your coldness is worse than that of 
other men, and would drive a woman 
to anything. Avrll's heart is break
ing. be tender to her.” A letter to 
her lawyer and a letter to Mouche in 
case she decided to leave her: “To

Doreen. I tell you that I am Just be opened on her wedding day.” and 
the same, that I will marry you Just | then, weary and heart sick, she had 
as lf you had never told me. We will | leaned her head on her hand and won- 
never speak of It again. I know all 
you have suffered."
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death, she said: “Darling, I want you 
to take me to church again. I have 
never been married to you really. 
This time we will ask God's blessing." 
Yet he did as she wished, only be
cause Doreen had written :

“Be tender to her," for it seemed to 
him as if the crucifixion of hls own 
wishes were a little atonement.

j dered, wondered at the treatment of | Yet as he stood by the altar onca 
I the clay in the potter's hand. Tearful j more, and the priest pronounced the 
I yet a little revolting at the decrees of j words that had united him to Doreen, 
God. he felt once more the mockery of the

“What a fool 1 was *o think it could , repetition of them, for even death 
ever be wiped out. forgotten, that life : could net «pu* asunder what God had 

[can ever be the same again.” Then joined.
the prayer that Mouche might never | But^ Avril is content; her scruples

| be tempted or neglected as she had are satisfied. 
I been. While she sat there and mused (The End)


