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his child, who was happy to see him,

CHAPTER xi.

-vend minutée the voice otthe
1 he reed in a to*

try passage, o# the baautifcd 
.Lvlce was the otdysound

X the vast edifice. All eges 
rvetted on the group »t toe 
„ „il Without lntemip- 

,T=eremony proceeded t„ wheae 
^contracting parties we« «Urt 

, to pronounce the fateful rt 
Raising his voice so that It 

.’dearly audible in all parts ot 
^ structure, the pri^t ashed 

Wilt thou, Maurice OarroE tshe 
dla Baton, here present for thy 

fill Wife 1”
q will," came the answer In a

thou, Cecelia Datx>à, t^e 
9 Carroll h*e present, for thy
husband ?"

, ears strained to catch the 
■6 response were strained in vain 
j» was silent, z There was a 
movement of her liPP, but they 

tted no sound. Signs of agita- 
- were apparent in the grmiP at 

altar rail, and almost Itmnedd- 
ly the congregation were similarly

Lwful
[The

«I will,’ the priest waa 
l to say.

Cecelia heeded him not. Her 
did#, drooped and Maurice put out 

i to support her, but she had 
i into the arms of Agnes. Mr., 
i sprang forward and, raising 
artly led and partly carried her 
, sacristy, followed by the *nem- 

g of the family. Some thought It 
i only a faint brought on by 
t clothing and the heat of the 

The family pnysician, who was 
ot, was called and then they 

anxiously hoping to hear 
the ceremony would soon be 

sontinued. After the lapse of a few 
|minutes, however, the priest came 

t from the sacristy.
“Miss Daton,” he announced "has 

i taken seriously ill and unf or tu
ber marriage must be posb- 

Ipoaed."
1 The disappointed friends quickly 

•sed, the first to leave the 
Ichurch being just in time .to see the 

carriage drive away with the 
still unconscious bride; then they 

to their homes, deeply regret- 
gfcing that they were to .ghave no part 
I la the wedding feast awaiting the 

luests at Inn'.sfallen.
Obedient to the last*, Cecelia had 

I gone to tiie altar of sacrifice only to 
I have her cross removed in the mo 
|ment when all seemed lost.

What was supposed to be only a 
I fainting fit which would soon pare 
■ away was the messenger which sudr 
I denly announced the beginning of 
llong illness, and for many days it 
J was feared that the wedding f est Ni
âtes had been stopped to give place 

I to preparations for a funleral. For 
I toany days Innis/allen was a place of 

Scarcely a sound could be 
J heard as the deconations were taken 
■from the pretty par\ors and the room 
1 containing the wedding gifts closed 
I to wait what might come. Not a 
J member of the family dared to speak 
■above a whisper when near Cecelia’s 
jroom, But their voices would not 
Ifc&ve disturbed her, for after recover- 
] ^ from her fainting fit she had 
I looked up to see Maurice standing 
1 near and gazing lovingly upon her, 
I and hie face had been the only one 
j ehe 8aw before lapsing into a lethan- 
j & closely resembling death, except- 
11°$ that her heavy breathing con- 
I tinued. *

“ft is a peculiar case," said the 
Physician, brought on by an over- 

I «train on her weak nerves. The ex- 
citement of preparing for the wedr 

] has done it."
But he would not tell that he 

j strongly suspected some great secret 
cental anxiety which had. threaten 

J ^ to undermine Cecelia's reas 
Wel1 as her health.

"Do you think she will recover ?"
I 89k6d Mrs. Daton.
L .’ R1 is uncertain. T am In hopes 

a ehe will, but it can do no halrm 
J “nd for the priest and be prepar- 

'or whatever may happen.”
I mi ° not tel1 me- doctor, that Co- 
| h„ in auch danger ^ 1, cannot give 

. np- She must be saved. ” 
i îour ”.ha11 do 811 to my powei- . for 
I daughter, Mrs. Daton but. 1
c«nnot promise to suv- i™ __.
ihoupht best to prepare

a sad, pleading face, the, physician 
dared not speak thus plainly. He 
told him that he had hopes of sav
ing tier life. "But, my dear young 
man. it will take a long time to get 
her entirely well, and you will have 
to wait, I fear, for an October bride 
instead of taking one in June."

"It will aot be long to wait If I 
am sure of her then."

"Young man, you have' my beet 
wishes but we are certain of nothing 
in this life."

The words haunted Maurice for 
many a day. He had a vague pre- 

itment that even if her life were 
to be spared, there might come a 
separation from her worse than death 

The priest came and was grieved to 
ee one so young and fair so near to 

death. He was glad that she had 
received the sacraments of pen»nee 
and communion with such great fer
vor on the eve of heuk illness; but lit
tle remained to be done to prepare 
the pure young soul to meet ta 
Creator.

Ifiany times a day Maurice called ta 
inquire for her whose life hung by so 
slender a thread. He was allowed 
to steal softly into the room and 
look at her, but It was little con- 
solution for him. She knew him not. 
Another fact that contributed to his 
unhappiness was the behavior of 
Agnes. She remained constantly at 
Cecelia’s bedside and seemed an
noyed at his presence. She would 
never look in his face. He could not 
understand it. He had ever looked 
upon her as a dear friend who would 
be dearer still when he could call her 
cousin. But Agnes’ secret was still 
hidden and no one suspected that 
remorse kept her here.

Remoirse for what? Nothing, poor 
girl for which she was to blame, for 
Agnes had done all in her power 
to overcome her feelings towards him 
but as she had heard him speak the 
one word which would have made him 
Cecelia's husband she had felt her
self growing cold with Jealousy and 
it had-seemed <n that moment that 
she could not survive the ordeal. It 
required all of her courage to await 
Cecelia's answer, but when that word 
was not spoken and the girl fell into 
her arms her strength revived. Quick
ly something which she now believed 
to have been the voice of an evil 
spirit seemed to whisper:

1;Alice, it is all over and he is 
still free. Do not give up hope."

It was a sweet thought', but when 
she looked at Cecelia, so cold and 
death-like, and then at the face of 
the suffering man, she repented and 
felt that she had repaid the many 
kindnesses of her ever loving cousin 
by a great wrong. If Cecelia were 
dead she would never think of Mau
rice. for her sin of jealousy would 
only bring her unhappiness and deep 
remorse, and she wished that she 
might never again look upon his

Nearly a week passed and still Ce
celia showed ho signs of throwing off 
her stupor. Agnes and her mother 
were alone in the’ room with her 
having sent^the nurse away to rest 
for an .hour or two. Cecelia, who 
was sometimes delirious, was very 
quiet now and for a long time not a 
word had been spoken between mo
ther and daughter. Mrs. Daton soft
ly entered and said :

t'NelUe, Maurice is down stairs and 
wishes to kmow how Cecelia is."

"No change," answered Mrs Cul
len, "but I afn beginning to have 
hopes that she may live If she 
would only come out of the lethargy 
we might be able to tell more about 
her."

Agnes had dropped her head at the 
mention of Maurice s name, and her 
mother, who had noticed, it, as she 
had on a few previous occasions, 
said :

"Agnes, what is the meaning of 
this, that you always act so strange
ly when Maurice Carroll comes here 
or his name is mentioned ?"

"Do I, mother ? I was not aware 
and her face turned crimson.of it,"

'*IYou do, Agnes, and I cannot help 
feeling that there is cause for it."

Agues turned pale, and unable to. 
control herself longer, began to

"What is it, Agnes ?" said her 
mother kindly. "Please tell me."

thought so happy, has been suffering 
and I never suspected it.’’

'What good would it have done, 
mother, to display my own feedings 7i 

have only been Buffering a just 
punishment for my own folly, andjt 
would have been better to have con
tinued to have suffered in silence un
til time wore it away."

'Your folly., Agnesi ? What do you 
moan by that ?"

IT mean that I have loved- Maurice 
ever since the evening of our first 
reception and allowed him to remain 
in my mind when I knew that he waa 
intended for Cecelia. I sometimes 
fear that I might not have cared 
so much for him in the beginning had 
he not been rich and I only a poor 
girl depending upon the kindness of 
relatives for support. I wanted a 
rich husband so that I might always 
live in luxury and be independent."

'That was wrong, Agnes, very 
wrong."

T know It, mother; but I was so 
weak."

"Just as my sister Cecelia was 
years ago," thought Mrs. Cullen.

"I afterwards prayed earnestly for 
grace to overcome the love which I 
knew was not to be returned, and I 
think I could have conquered had not 
Cecelia gone to the convent. I felt 
then that I would inherit much of 
the wealth intended for her and need
ed not a rich husband to give me 
home; but I could not forget Maurice 
and foolishly beMeved that since she 
was gone he might learn to care for 
me. But he never did."

"Poor Agnes," said her mother.
"1 am very sorry for you, but God 
has given you a bitter cross to bear 
which you can make a means of re
ward for eternity. Now you can 
make reparation by prajring more 
earnestly for Cecelia’s recovery and 
happy marriage, and perhaps you 
may receive your reward when you 
least expect it. You may enjoy a 
long, happy life with a good huslband 
who will return your love."

Mrs. Cullen stepped to the bedside 
to look at Cecelia, and was pleased 
to find her breathing more naturally 
while there was something like a 
smile on her face. But her eyes were 
still closed and she gave no indica
tion of returning consciousness.

As if awakening from a slumber of 
only a few hours, Cecelia’s senses 
returned- as suddenly as they had left 
her, and finding herself in her own 
room she did not renumber anything 
unusual that had happened until she 
heard the name of Maurice mention
ed and heard her mother say that he 
had come to inquire for her. Then 
it all came back to herewith startl
ing vividness, and with her first 
breath she thanked God for not 
having permitted her to take the 
marriage vow. Wishing for a few 
undisturbed minutes to think it all 
over, she had just closed her eyes 
when she heard her aunt asking Ag
nes what was troubling her. With 
no thought that she was about to 
hear anything not intended for her 
ears, she listened attentively. It was 
as if a great load had been j^fted off 
her mind, and an idea had occurred 
to her which she would use every 
effort to execute.

"Agues/- she thought, "loves Mau
rice Carroll and can make him happy 
while I can never give him the love 
he deserves. I can never marry him 
now and I shall do all in my power 
to bring them together, that is, if 
God permits me to live; but if not, 
it may be better for ‘hem both aa 
well as for me." §

These were the thoughts that 
brought to her face the sniile Mrs. 
Cullen had noticed, but foaring to 
betray the fact that she had 
listening, she kept very quiet for 
another hour until the nurse came. 
She longed to speak to B&me one and 
inquire how long she had been asleep 
and whether she had really been very 
ill. Half on how passed, thon Agneaj 
bent over her and lovingly took her 
hand,, she opened her eyes and smiled 
upon her.

"Cecelia will live," said the doc
tor when he caqie late that after
noon, "but for a *ew days she must 
be kept very quiet. No strangers 
are to be admitted to her room."

He was so pleased that he stopped 
on his way home to tell the good 
news, first to Mr Daton, then to 
Maurice, both of whom he found 
deeply occupied in theft* places of 
business. With one thought the 
two men left their work and hasten-

but when she was told that Maurice 
was in the parlor the light faded 
from her eyes and she said :

"I cannot see him now."
Cecelia improved much more 

ptdly than had .been expected and 
seemed very happy, especially in the 
presence of Agnes', whom she wished- 
to keep with her always. The fami
ly could not help remarking that 
even in* her illness she was more like 
her former self than she had been for 
many months. It was the first week 
in July ere she was able to sit up 
for even half an hour, but she had 
seen . many of lier friends, only one 
being excluded from her presence and 
that - was he who wished most of 
to see her. Several times when he 
called she sent Agnes down to en
tertain him, urging her not to burry 
back, as she could easily spare he* 
to make amends to him for her own 
absence. Unsuspectingly Alice al
ways went most willingly, glad to 
do anything to please her cousUn and 
Happy to be allowed to spend a little 
while in his company. After atome, 
however, feeling that she might npt 
be doing right in meeting him 
often in Cecelia’s absence, she said:

"Cecelia, I wish you would go 
down to the parlor and see Maurice 
yourself. You are now able to dit 
up and he feels very much hurt at 
your refusal to see him. Bes 
wbat do you suppose he must think 
of having me force myself upon his 
company every time he calls ?"

"I cannot see that you are forcing 
yourself upon him, Agnes, when you 
go to the parlor to please me."

"If it pleases you, Cecelia, I do 
' not believe that it is so pleasant to 

him, and I wish you would go your
self when he calls again."

"Do not urge me, Agnee, I cannot 
meet him yet."

"Why not, Cecelia ? Thtis is 
strange way to act towards your 
future husband. Here you have been 
receiving strangers, almost any one 
who wished to see you, but him you 
would not see Why do you act so ?"

"Agnes, if you must know the 
truth, T will tell you. I dread to 
meet him because I must acquaint 
him with facts which may be very 
painful; for that reason I must 
wait until I am stronger.”

"What do yoü menn, CeceWa ?"
"1 mean that I can never marry 

him, that is all."
"Cecelia Daton, you are jesting; I 

know you are 1"
"No. Agnes, I mean what I say. 1 

never felt that it was right for me 
to marry and I am glad God pre
vented it eve it was too late."

Agnes looked at her in amazement, 
wondering if she suspected her secret 
but Cecelia gave no sign of what 
she knew. At length Agnes said :

"Cecelia, this will break his heart. 
Had you seen how sad he was when 
we feared you w'ould die you could 
never think of breaking your en
gagement."

"Agneq^ it would have been far bet
ter for us both hod I died than for 
me to have given him my hand with
out my heart."

"Cecelia, do you mean to tell me 
that you promised to marry Maurice 
Carroll without loving him ?" asked
Agnes.

"That is a cruel question Agnes; 
but I must say that I never cared for 
him as more *£han a friend whom I 
highly respected, and since my illness 
I have felt it far more than ever."

' ‘Then why did you ever promise to 
marry him ?"

"I did it in obedience to those 
whom I felt knew .better than I what 
was for my good, and I thought I 
could leam to love him in time.’1

"Poor Maurice, how so^ry I am 
for him," said Agnes. "It will go 
hard with him."

*Tt may for a time, but it will 
wear away and then he will marry 
another who can make hint happy, os' 
I never could."

"Do you think so, Cecelia ?”
"I do." v
The cousins understood euch other 

better now', and both we're happier 
after this conversation—Cecelia be
cause she had, without betraying her 
knowledge of her cousin’s secret, con
vinced her that as far as she herself 
was concerned, Maurice was free, 
and Agnes tycause she tit that if she 
did care for him she had been doing

large eyes shone with unusual bright
ness which reminded him that, death 
had been very near her. But he had 
not expected to find so great a 
change in her. She had no sweet 

ra- -smile of welcome for him. But what 
of that for one who so seldom smil
ed ? She wore her engagement ring, 
now much too large, and that pleas
ed him; but when he took her thin 
hand and tried to kiss her she step
ped back and sank wearily Into a 
chair. He inquired for her health 
and then tried to enter into a plea
sant conversation, but She seemed 
either too weak or unwilling to talk 
much. As soon as he could find 
courage he said :

Now. Cecelia, that God has re
stored you to us, can you once more 
name the happy day of our marri
age ?"

Dropping her eyes and .gently draw
ing the ring from her finger, she 
said :

Never, Maurice; God broke the tie 
—let it remain so.v

Cecelia, you are not foolish 
enough, I hope, to think that be
cause a little accident occurred to 
postpone our marriage the union 
must be broken ?"

"What you call -an accident I look 
upon as a merciful net of Providence 
designed to prevent what might have 
been to both of us the beginning of 
many years of sjnrrow."

"I cannot agree with you, Cecelia.1 
"I am very sorry, but there will 

come a time when you can under
stand it better; then you wüll thank 
God that we were not married.*-' 

"Cecelia, you are very cruel."
'"No*, Maurice, I am not; but I was 

cruel when I went to the altar with 
you knowing that I did not love you 
but blindly believing that I might 
learn to do so Mn time."

"If it requires only t4me I can

"Time can never change me. If I 
were like Cousin Agnes it would be 
different; she is a sweet, loving girl 
who could not fall to make your 
home happy, and I think you made a 
mistake that you d<d not try to win 
her instead of me/’

Cecelia knew that she had made a 
Strange remark, but she could not 
let pass this opportunity to speak 
a word for her cousin.

"Agnes, I know. Is a good girl, 
but I chose the one I thought would 
make me the better wife."

"And made a fatal mistake. But 
thank God there is still tme / enough 
to have it corrected, so please take 
back your ring."

"No, Cecelia, it is yours and you 
shall keep it even if we never meet 
aghin. I wish you to wear tt in re
membrance of me."

"If you wish I shall keep it for 
friendship sake, on condition that 
our engagement be declared broken."

vTt is hard, Cecelia, but if i*. is 
your earnest wish, let it he so.’’

"It is, and thank you."
He took bis departure, and Cecelia- 

went to the room where lay tho wed
ding gifts, which she had not looked 
upon since her illness. They consist
ed of a costly array of gold, silver, 
brorae and cut glass, to say nothing 
of many other beautiful articles in
tended to please a bride. One by 
one she took each article up, exam
ined it, looked at the cards, tot which 
she added the full address of the 
donors, and then sard to herself:

They are very beautiful, and I 
appreciate the kind wishes they fe- 
preeent, but they must all go back, 
for I have no riglyt to them now."

She went out to find a man, to 
whom she entrusted tlhe task of 
packing the articles and seding that 
each was returned with a card of 
thanks.

"Cecelia, what are you doing ?" 
asked her mother. "What does this 
mean ?"

"Simply this, mother, that I have 
no right to the presents intended for 
my wedding. I am sending them all 
back."

"Thrs is very imprudent and an in
sult to your friends. You should 
hpve kept them until you are mar
ried."

"Mother, that is all over now. and 
our engagement is. broken forever."

Mrs. Daton was very angry, but 
she knew her daughter meant what 
she said, and In that line her 
power over her was gone, so ehÿ 
could say no more.

charm the eye hnd enrapture the 
senses of his fellow-being, but there 
Is nothing to he compared with the 
rustic 'beauties of nature. In the 
very heart of some of our great! ettfee 
we find pleasant parks on which much' 
labor has been spent,, and to florae, 
whose appreciation of real beauty has 
been warped by the narrowness of 
their surroundings, such spots may 
appear beautiful, but to others of 
keener perception there is an artifi
cial air which gives a cold stiffness to 
everything. We see beautiful flowers 
but we are forbidden to touch them 
under the penalty of a fine; we look 
for birds, but find only flocks of 
English sparrows whose metalic
notes grate roughly on our ear. If 
we would quench our thirst, instead 
of finding a cooling spring we are 
obliged to drink warm, sickening wa
ter from brazen hydrants or payYor 
a cold but no less sickening draught 
at a stand which is often suggestive 
of anything hut neatness. Then there 
is that uncomfortable feeling of being 
constantly watched', and in even the 
most pleasant spots we are apt to 
come upon a policeman, who may 
not disturb us, but reminds us of the 
necessity of haring some one to keep 
a constant watch over the place.

Such is the city park; but there are 
many beautiful spots where the' ele
ments of nature have combined to 
make earth like unto heaven, and it 
was one of these places that Cecelia 
and Agnes, with two strangers', were 
privileged to visit.

Cecelia did not regain her full 
strength as rapidly os her progress 
in her early convalescence had pro
mised, and her physician, believing 
that a chaqgc of scene was more ne
cessary than medicine, ordered her to 
the country. Cecelia’s mind turned 
at once to a spot hundreds of mUee 
from home, and famous for its shrind 
where numberless m<racles had been 
wrought. The place was only a lit
tle country village on the bank of a 
broad river. and the inhabitants 
were very poor but very good people, 
for they lived beneath the very sha^ 
dow of the principal building of the 
town, a church of vast proportions, 
which hod been built for the accom
modation of the many pilgrims.

Cecelia, who had never been in a 
distinctively Catholic community be
fore. would have boon content to 
have remained here for weeks, atten
ding the daily devotions, piavlnfr and 
watching the pilgrims, numbers of 
whom came afflicted with diseases 
which had been pronounced incurable 
and went away perfectly healed. Her 
own shattered strength she felt was 
rapidly being regained, and she was 
greatly surprised to find how well 
she kept up under exercises which 
she could not have performed at 
home without great fatigue. Bub
Agnes was less content: she grew a 
little tired of So much Church going 
and wished to see more of the sur
rounding country. One thing that at
tracted her was a mountain a few 
miles distant which extended down 
into the river, and she would not be 
content until she visited it. She 
had talked with two companions in 
the boarding house, strangers ltjue 
herself in the place, and it had been 
decided to hire a carriage next morn
ing to drive to the mountains: thoa 
she went to impart her plans to 
Cecelia, who was not easily found.

Taking an enrlv supper. Cecelia had 
y one to Benediction. Osf leaving the 
church she was met bv a woman poor
ly dressed and liearinfr on her pale 
face marks of intense sufforing. She 
was alone and had been looking for 
some one in the crowd to speaJk a 
word of kindness to her, when stoe 
sa.wr CeceUa. Stepping up she ad
dressed her and was pleased when 
our heroine returned a gracious ane-

(T0 he Continued.)

SHORTENS LIFE.

Excessive use of alcohol shorten» 
life., Nd one has ever disputed that 
fact.

DO HOT BUY TRASHY 0000$ 
AT ANY PRICE. . . . k

Cowan’s
Cocoa«!‘Chocolate


