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CHAPTHR XXXT-—(Continued.)

“Of course her family 1s one of the
best, Bhe was a bluestocking ‘That's
where Misa Cable gels most of let
goud blood."

“Elins, I can't belleve It!" cried Gray-
‘o,

Jane was staring blankly at the old
man's face,

“Your father will tell you the sume.
For more thano twonty years 1 bave
kncowi the secrot. There 18 no docu
mentary proof, but thiy much 1 de
know—Jumes Dansemer recelved §50.
000 for keoplng his mouth closidd, He
found out the truth, nnd he profted by
It, us usonl, Oh, he koew that hune
drod dollnr bills are not left with pau.
per bables. | don't know how he un-
earthed the truth about Miss'-—

“8h! Don’t mentlon the name alond!™

“But he did unearth i, beyond all
ponkibhle chance of mistake, Your fu
ther, Miss Cable, I8 sitting at thnt tr-
ble. Don't look up just yet. [le Is
staring et you, Te dopsn't know you,
bul he does know you aro 0 pretey

woman. The gentleman with the gy
tinlr, Graydon, Hee? That man Is hir
futher,"

Graydon half started up In his chalr,
his lps npart, his eyon riveted on the
man deslgnated. Every drop of blood
seemed to have frozen In his velns,

“Good God, Ellas! he whlspored
“Why, that v~ The nome stuck o
hin throat.

“The son of the mnn who sigued the
bank note. Ho Is Jane'n futher, Thore's
blue blood In him—there hos been slnee
Klog Henry's day—bnt he Is a villaln
for all that. Now, Miss Cuble, I've
done my duty. I've told you the ab-
wolute truth, You could not have ex:
pected more, You could not have mak-
od n greater ellmax. The name of Van.
dorbillt or Astor ls no better known
than that man's neme, and no ancesiry
ia letter than that of your mother, |
will now give te you one of the nrticles
of proof that connects you with their
history.” Hehanded to her a small pnok-
age. It 18 the lettor writton to Jomes
Bansomer by your paternal grandfy.
ber. agreslng to oo appolntment to
discass a questlon of grave momont. |
found the lotter that same day, and
Twe Kept It all thoese yours, 1t bears
your grandfnther's slgonstare. Thot Iy
all I heard part of that Intervisw.
and I ptake iy sonl that whist I've told
Jyou i true A

June st looking at him as If paea-
tyxed. Her mind was quite lneapable

“*Your futher, Mim Cablo, is sitting ot

A
thot tahle™

of grasplng the full Loport of his
words—the words shie had craved for
o many wonths and yet droaded.

“[ knew he wan coming bere tonlght
He gives a thoator party. Tomorrow
he goom abroad. That W all'

“He's living Ml Parls” muitered
‘Ormaydon wechaolkeally.  Jane spoke for
the fAirst tiow. 08 In a dase.

“I—1 bave seen him many times in
::‘:E My father? Ol oh, K can't be

“Juue, let me ke you awny from
hore™ begmo (raydon, obserting her

pallor.
*No: let we stay, It can't matter,
Gruydon. 1 want to Jook nt him sgiln

and agaiin”™ sbe wald shrinking back s
it the whole world were'starjug at ber,
By the most prodiglous ofort she re-
galned coutrol of hier Qeelng composure.
It was a trying moment.

“Ie's worth milliong" sald Droowm.
“1t will be worth while for you to”—

“Nol" she  exclalned passionntely.
“Do you think I will present myself g
Alin after he bhus east wme off? No-a
thausnnd thmes, no!™

At that lostant the party of mix bur
riedly arose to leave the place. The
tall man with the géay halr—the hand-
soumest man of all-was staring boldly
at Juue's averted face. now red with
conscloustiess. As he passed ber In
polog out of the room his ook grew
nore usbitent. She glanced up, and »
Mint soulle erosned his face. .

“Handwowe girl"” be remarked to
the man Hind bim. and then be
passed out of ber sight., perhnps for
rer.

“The woman with him.” cried Jane
Ber eves followlog the beautiful crea-
tllb:l his aide—"la she my mothery”

“ie il Gmydon, averting his
eyes (o Mold ber uynnlqb “she s
hils wife™

Droom walted untll the party was
out of the restaurant before ultering
worid.

“luslde of two years 1 have poluted
aut twp Inthery to thelr

yours =ad his, Jane, Your moters
are dend. There fsn't much cholce ns
to fathers, If I were you, I'd say |
had the Letter of the bargain. Take
an old man's ndvice, both of you, and
let bygonea be bygones, Btart 1ife
Do, just as If nothing had happened
before, und get every atom of bappl
nees out of it that yon ean. Don't you
two pay for the sIns of your fathers.”
“1 couldn't llve In New York If he
woregliving here," murmured Jane.
“Hey, walter, your bill' gnld Droom,

15 lberated,” he was saylog dumily to
himself. “I wonder If I will. There's
po sign of it now. ['m strong nnd
well enough to lve for years. Sup-
pose lie Is freed Inside of a month or
two, What then? By heaven, 1'd be
losing the dearest hope of my whole
Iife. My last slght of hlm—that beau-
tiful vislon behind the bars—would
be spolled, undone, wiped out. He'd
be ns free as 1. 1 won't dle inside of
o month, I'm sure He'd come hers

with sudden harshoess,

® 1t wus spowlng and the wind was

blowing o gale when they emerged
from the place. Jane hung heavily
upon Graydon's arm. He could feel |

that she was sobbing. He aid pot
dare to look loto her face, but he felt |
gomothing ermelly triumphant s8rging |
in his beart. Ellas Droom walted un- |
i thelr eab cnme up, Then he offered |
bhis hund to both hesitatingly, even
timidly.

“Giood nlght. Be happy. There 18
nothing else left for you but that |
Graydon, when you wrile to your fa-
ther glve him my love,”

et :."-..?:

¢ |

CHAPTER XXXIIL

1 100M stood for a few mo-

meuts In the buortling
gnowstorm, abstractedly
gazing toward Longuere
square. The chill in hiw
marrow was pot from
the bilezard that swept down upon
him. The gnunt gray look b his face
was not that of hung® or want. There
was' tever in his brain and chill in his)|
heart. He had forgotton Jane's trivial
tragedy, His one overwhelming thought
was of Jamed Bansemer,

The heavy ulster was unbuottoned, and
the snowflakes pelted In agalnst his
peglected shirt front. A doorman eall-
ed his attention to the ovemsight, He
enme to himwelf, drew the cout clowe
about his long frame and lurrled off
down Fifth avenve. The storm was &0
vielous thut he boarded a crosstown
car nt Forty-second street. A man ol-
bowed him In the narrow vestibnie. Fle
lookod up nnd gasped sloud in sudden
terror. An [ostant Inter he looghed ot

his fears. The man wns not Jamea
Bansemer. A cold perspiration atarted
ont over h's body, however. Through
his brain there' went racing the ever
revolving cry:

“He'll come stralght to me—straight
to me!”

The botr was not late, but the bilz-
gard had driven the crowds from the
streets, Eighth avenve aldewalks were
decerted except for the peopls who
were obliged to hrave the storm. As
Droom hurried south to his lodglugs he
became possctvell ‘of a racklig bellet
that some one was following close upon
his heols—some oune who was rushing
op to deal him a wurderous blow In the
back. The old man actually broke Into
a frontle ron in covering the last half
block.

It was not until he was in his

and laugh at me, and be'd kil me in
the end, God! 1 koow he would. He'd
hava the joy of seeing my paln and
tgrror and defeat—he'd see me last!
I'd be bloody and crushed and"'—

He checked himself In the midst of
thesa dire forobodings to rise suddenly

and croas to the ghostly looking frawe
with the cords, the Hinges and the
great broadax that Jay harmlessly In
the grooves ot the top. For many
winutes Le stood and gazed at the ax,
his fesh o8 cold a§ fee. 'Then be
tonted the cords. The ax dropped
henvily to the block below,

The odor of geranlum leaves nssalied
his nostrils.  With an ogly impulse he
turned and swept the pots from the
window bpx. seattering them over the

| floor.

Mo Mfted the brondax to lta ploce.
tenderly. nimost loviogly, "By my

|moul, 1t's o beautiful ‘plece of work,

It'® nu sure ns the grave itself”

Agnin he #tood off and Iooked at the
infernal bit of his own ltandiwork,
nis eyes glistening with dread of the
thing. He turned and ded to thie op-
posite gide of the room, keeplog his
baek toward the sllent gulllotine which
soomied to be enlling to him, He glaneed
alyly, fesrfully, over hils shoulder nod
then fuced the thing dellberately, his
{aws set, his eyes staring,

“It Is a guick way—a sure way," be
muttered. 1 haven't anything to live
for nngd but a few years at most No-
body careés whether 1 live or die—not
even L. James Bansemer could not bat-
ter me down, ns he surely will, if 1"~

He crossed to an old chest nod up-
locked Ita 11d with feverish haste. A
bundie of papers camo up i the grasp
of his_tense fingers. Casting dreadful
iinnees at the Inalstent ax, he seated
IMniself st the table and began looking
over the papers,

“He won't take his fatber's rottea
monay, but he'll take mine. It's honest.
It represcuts wages honestly, bitterly
earncd, Thert's more than $20,000 to
give him. He'll be surprised. Twenty
thousand!" He lald the Arst paper, his
will deawn In favor of Graydon Ban-
semer, algned and addressed, upon the
table and then carelessly tossed the
other documonts into the chest “By
the Lord Harry, I'll have the beut of
James Bansemoer yet, His boy will
take my money even though he spurns

bis. God! 1 wish 1 could see Lim
when he knows all this. It would be
glorlous!"

Ho fingered the document for a tenso
moment and then arose to remove lila
cout and vest. Those he hung wwny In
his closet with all his customary core-
fulness. In the middie of the room he
stopped, his quivering face turned to-
ward the gaunt thing of execution. Hia
feot seemed nalled to the floor, His
brain wan urging him to go on with the
horrid deed; bis body was reballing.

Buddenly: he -found hin strength of
Hmb. With a guttural howl he elasped
hils hands to his eyes and fled blindly
Into tis bedroom. Hurling his loug.
shiveriog frame upon the bed, he tricd
to shut out 'the entlcing call of the
thing of death. How long he qulversl
there, shuddering and struggling, he

with the doeor bolted, that he could rid
Imself of the dread. The fire had
gohe out, #od the lght was low. is
feeth ehuttered and his band shook ns
he ralsed the wick In the Inmp. Tbo
palsy of Inexplicable fear was upon
hlm. Kneellng before the stove, he be-
gun to rebulld the five. Eis back was
townrd the door, and bhE torned an
anxious face In that direction from
time to time. Footateps on the stalr-
woy sent m chill through his gnunt
frawe. They passed on up the next
fight, but he walted breathlesaly untll
be hoard the door of the apartment
above slum nolally.

For half an hour be sat huddled In
front of the stove without removing
bia bat and alster,

“Curse the luck!™ he was saylng over
and over ugain to himeself, sometimes
aload, “Why should be have a par-
don? What are the laws for? Curse
that meddling old fool Clegg! They'll
set him free, and he'll hant me out; &
koow he wilk He won't forgive me
for that dny's work. He may be free
now. It may have been he who fol-

coulll not huve told. In the end—and us
suddenly ns be hod fled—he leaped up
and with a shrill laugh dashed bock
into the other room.

Thore was no hesltation in his body
now. With n manineal glee ho rushed
npon the devilsh contrivance In the
corner, teering the nx from Its place
with ruthless hands, Throughont the
bullding rang the sounds of smashing
wood, furlous blows of steel upon
wood, and high above the din arose
the laugh of Kllas Droom. In two min-
utea the gulllotine tay in chips and
splintets about the rmom, -~ -

Dropping back againat the wall, wet
with perspiration, a triwmphant grin
upon  his face, Elas surveyel the
wrockage. His mpscles relaxed and
his eyes lost the dread that had filled
them. The smile actually grew into
an expresslon of sweelness and peace
that his face had never known before,

As he staggered to m chalr & great
sigh of rellef broke from his lUps,

o Dhore!” he gusfisd. “IUs over; it's
over] My head Is on my shoulders—

|lowed me But. mo! That's m sllly
thing to think.

be they won't got 1t, after all”

He teled to throw off his defpornte
| feeilng of apprebension, chattering nll
sorts of comforthig reasons amd ex-
cused to hlmself ws he scurried about
the rooms with almleg haste. Try as
be would, however, when thog time
enme he eonld not read—not even of his
cournge Inspiring Napoleon. The hawl
| of the wind anngyed and appalled bim,

He eanght hi I listeniong lotently
| for spunds abeve and not of the storm,
{A nmervous, Intermittent laugh broke
[kvm llw lips a8 he went on cursiug |

bimeelt for a fool to be so disturbed

by Graydon's report.
| “What have I to fear from him?
IW aboald 1 Jet that dook of his un-

petvo me mo? Whan't I torget 1Y 11
=1t didu't mean anything. I'm & fool
fo think of It. Nearly two years ngo,
that wns. Why, he may be™— A new
thought thased the old one out before
it was formed. His eyes caught sight
of one of his completed models stand-
ing in the corper. It was the model
f\E the guifiotine.

or u wog Ume Qe sat staring at
the thing, a hondred impressions fort-
Ing and rpforming In bis bralon
l “Lwogder IC 10 really dio before he

.

It really ls anfter alll 1t I8 pot rolling
futo the cornor—no, nol By my head-—

It tokes weeks and|my own hgad, too—it wns o oosoe call |
months to get a pardon. Moy be—may-

for you, Ellas Droom.
what comes, 1I'll walt for Janmes Ban-
semerl L'l stick It out to the end. 1r
be comes, bLe'll Ond me Lere I've
conquersd the fofornal death  that
stood walting so long for me In that
ecorner, nod 1 pever suspected 1t elther,
How near It was to mel 1t stood thete
tod walted for me ta come, It kuew
that 1 would come sconer or later!
Bug T've smushed It 1t's gone! Ivs
not there!"

With eager hands he gathered up
the ploces of wood nod cast them Into
the stove, As the remalns of thut
frightfnl minister of death cra@ed
and spit with defeated venom Ellne
Diroom calmly pulled on bls worn dress-
Ing gown, lighted Ws plpe and' cocked
his fest upon the stove mll, a sercue
look In hls eycs, & chuckle in his
throat.

Now I'lIl take

[+]

CHAPTER XXXIIL

ANE CAB@E upon enter-
ing the cab offered No Te-
statance when Graydon
drew  her  head over |
agalnst his ghoulder, His

her listlesa fingers, aud the warmth of

| bis beart eame bounding lato her veins |
as If by magle. He did oot gpeak to

| her, but she knew that he was elalming

| ber then for all time. She knew that

|

| nothing could stand io the way of his
| purpose. The sobs grew lesy despele

{ng, her understanding of things less

| vague and uncertain. A few moments

before she hnd felt thot she was Do

kin to the world; now there wns o new

| mpprecintion of love amd Its grodtness
| i1 her sonl

THis man had loved her. and he
wonld take ber up dond shield her

agninst the bate of the world, Ther
had uot been o moment whon har own
love for him wavered. She worshiped

her Into n reallzgation of what an over-
balanelng power love 1=

Unconsclously her fingers tightened
upon hig, and her body drew ¢loser.
Bhe was arraying herself agalnst the
fear that she might lose this haven of
rest and joy, after nil—the haven she
had been willing to seourge and destroy
In the bitterness of her heart. A great
wave of pity for herself cnme sweeplog
over ber. It grew out of the dread that
he might, after nll, deny her the place
that no one elst In the world could
glve. .

Graydon's cold face wns snddenly Il
lumined. The Incomprebenaible sweet-
nees of paln rushed through his bleod.
He had given vp his hope na blighted
aftér the harsh hour with Droom. He
could not belleve hia pew foumd wec-
cess. ‘Doobt, unbelief, enveloped him
as he ralsed her hend, & kish erying for
s kind. His arm eropt behind her
shonlders, Bhe did not offer & repules.
Her wet cheek tovched his In submls-
slon. It was the firut time his huogrr
orma had held her In centurles; It
seemed to him—and to her. It was the
frat time thelr lips biid met, except In
dreams, since that horrid olght so
long ago.

“Jane, Jane!" ho was whispering in
her ear. Her plans. her purposes, her
sacrifices, were running away from ber
In riotona disorder. Bhe conld not bold
them In chock. They fled-llke weak-
lings before the older and stronger
booes and desires.

They Aid not know of the blockade of
cabs at the corser of PForty-second
streed nor how loog they stood thoere,
Shouting cabmen and poilce officers
tried to rival the white bliszard in pro-
fuseness, but they did not hear them.

“Oh, Graydon, 1 cannot, 1 must not!”
sho wae crylug, holdiug his hand with
almost frenzled disdain fer the worde
8o plaintively loyal. “Et s cut of the
question, dearest. You know It s, 1
love you—oh, liow 1 love you! Bat 1
~1 must not be your wife, 1-I"—

“I've had enongh of this, Jane" be
sald 8o firmly that she stiffencd peccep-
tibly In his arms. “It's all confounded
rot. Excnse me, but it ls. I know you
dhink you're right, but you're not, Old
Hllag gave the best advice In the world.
You koow what it was. We've just got
to mule our own happiness. Nobody
else will do it for us; and It's just nx
efsy to be bappy as it Is to be the other
way. I'm tired of pleading. I've walt-
ed ns long ne 1 Intend to, We're golog
to be married tomorrow."”

"Graydon!"

“Don‘t refuse! It's no use, dearest.
We've loat n year or two. I don't in-
tend to lose nnother day. What do 1
eare about your father and mother?
What did they care abomt you! You
owe nil the rest of your life to your-
seif and to me. Coma, will Yoo con-
ssnt willingly or™~ He pacsed. She
Was very sl b bis ares for a g

“I 40 80 want to be bappy.” she
said at last, reflectively. “No, no!
Don't say anything yet. 1 am ouly
wonderiug how It will be after weo've
been married for a few years. When
I'm growing old and plain and you
beglin to tire of me, 48 most men Brow
weary of thelr wives—what then?
Ab, Graydon, I—1 have thought about
all that too.  Youll snever repronch
| me openly—yon Touldn't do thar, 1
know. But®you may secretly nourish
the scorn which™—

“Iane" he sald, dropping the tone of
eonfident nuthority and speaking vesy
| tenderty, “von forget that my father
1= noconvict You forget that he has
don® things which will forever keep
me a beggar nt your feet. | nm psi-
Ing ¥ou to forget®nd overlook miach
more than you could ever sk of me.
Ol Bllas, wreteh thar he s, bns polnt-
&l out our ways for us. They run to-
Bl o apltc of what may conspire
o divide them. Jane. I love my soul,
but 1 love you ten thousand times bet-
ter than my soul,™

“1 dit not belleve 1 could ever be
bapr@ agnin,” abe manmered, putting
her bands to his face.

“*Tor w, dear?™ o
|T“_.

o Graydon, rejoleing o his final vic

j tory, hurring to his rooms later In the
| evening. @An he wihs abont to entd
the elevator he notleed a gray sulted

| bor 1t brass buttons®@who stood near |

| by, 1o tnquiriog look {n his face,
Thls 1s Mr. Bunsemer"” observed
| the laconie youth who ran the singl

Hm‘_.\:n.— In the apartment bullding.
"Sawehlng  for mer  domanded

lim now: as she hod Do the beginning. |
The revelation of Tiroom. the thoeatric
scengs In the enfe, the crashing of the
wmnll hope she bad cherlstind, all con-
spired In this gecure moment o walken

| Ungs' home, at the bealth

Graydon, turning to the boy i Eeey.

“Specinl dellvery letter, sir, Blgn
hem." .
Graydon took the thick envelope

| trom the boy'a hand. With a start, he
| recognized his father's handwriting
| Curiously he turned the letter over In

his fingers ns be ascended In the car,
wonder growing in hls brain. He aid
not walt to remove his overcoat on en-
tering his rooms, but strode to the light
and n@vously tore apen the envelope
Dread, hope, anxlety, consplred to
make his fingers tremble, There were
many clogely written pages. How well

stron right hand clagped I| he remembered his father’s writing!

As be read hls eyes grew wide with
wonder and unbellef. They raced
through tha pages, wonder giving woy
to Joy and exultation a= he neared the
end of the astounding message from
the fariway prisoner.

A shout forged to hig Hps, He bog-
ged the lettor to his heart, Teard cnme
Intp hls eyes, and a sob broke In his
throat,

withank  God!" he erled. throwing
meelf into o ehnlr (o eagerly redd
and peread’ the contents of ke letier
Suddenly he gprang o e roer e
dashed nerons the oo
phone.

s e W) s ol Jow e Bt T
ia the trausports of il Ulag
minutes e e owiga ann Toawiy ity

| hotel, clutehing: the (irltiio: s e in
hix Lare fingers doopr doven 5 VT
eput pocket. He hind shopted over the

phone that the good pews woulth not
keop til morning, wnd she: was wolting
| up for him with M# and Mrs, Cable,
copsumed by curiosity. ,
*'his letter,” he gosped as he ente
the room~*from father! He's writtan,
June, evervthing 1 knew he wonld.

“I did not beliepe | could ener be a0
happy again,” she mearmurad.

Kllng didn’t know 1t all. He knew half
of the truth; that's all. Good Lord, 1—
I ean't rend It, Mr Cable! You,
please” |

David Cable; white faced and trem-
bling, tend aloud the letter from James
Bansemer, It was to “My Deloved
son.”  The fimt appenling sentences
wete glven to explanation and apology
for the détermined silence be hnd mnin-
tnlued for so maoy mopthe. He spoke
caunally of bis utter Indifference to the
snccess of certnin Ifriende who were
workiog for his pardon. “If they ne-
cure my release” be wrote, *I shall
And happloess It you clmsp my hand
but snce before 1 leave America for-
ever." Farther on be sald;: "1 will mot

on virtue, and, a3 you know, my stock
of that commodity has been miserably
low.”

“I may be required (o serve my tull
term,” read David Cable., “In that
cape wo should not see one another
for years, my son. You have muech to
forgive, and 1 have much more to for-
got. We can best see our ways to the
end If we seek them opart. The dork
Pliees, won't seem so black, * * *
My sole purpose in writing this letter
to you, my son, 18 to glve back to you
w8 much happiness as [ enn possibly
extract from this plle of misery. |
am not plending for anythiog: 1 am
slmply surrendeping to the good lm-
pulses that are once more coming into
their own sfter all these years of sub-
Jection, * ® & 1 am et apsiogising

“You will vecall that 1 woold ba
permitted you to marry her—I mean,
In the beginning, Perhaps it weas apite
which Interposed later on. At least
be charttable enodgh to call it thit.
Clegg has heen here 'to wee me. He
kays you are bound to maks Jane Cu-
ble your wife. I koew you would.
For a long dme I have held out, un-
teasonably, 1 admit, againet® having
her ns my dAanghter. I could not en-
dure the thought of glving you up al-
together, Don't you eomprabend my
thonght? [ cannot bring mymself o
ook ngnin Into her eysa after whut
she saw In thls acenrsed prison. * * *
| She wns born o widjgek, * * * The
| story Is not & logg one, Ellas Droom
|knn\u the names of her father and
| mother, but 1 am Sofdent that he
| does pot know all of the clrengg-
atances. For once 1 was too shrewd
for him, The story of my dealifigs in
connection with Jane Cabla Is a shame-
ful one, and T eannot hope tor pardon
elther yeou or from her'

Hewo b ted a8 concisely as pos-
Aithe the Incidents sttending Mr. Ca-
bie’s firet visit to his office and the
mbwequent ldoplimet the babe.

"1 knew that there wewo wealth and
power behind the mystery. There was

ftable scandal in the background.

| Unknown to Mrs. Cable, 1 began lu-
vestigntlons of my own had
mde Hitle or no effort to d T the
| parents of the child. 8he could have
| bad no purpose in dolog so, I'll admit
| * * * [Here be guve in detall the pri@.
| ress of hin Investigations at the Foullll.
at

aééept parole.” 1t s 'a poor premium

—————

certaln unsavory hosplinls
er channels of possibility,)
last 1 found the doctor mng then tiye
nurse. After that @ wns cuuy "

sarth the records of n e %
aAnd of a mother's denth
York city, = ¢ =
the names of Jane's parents,
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Egud, my son, 1 am rather proyg
that hour with hlm, PRl
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the medger Income it find ity ws
to him through the vpstiles ludgors (o
the old home, Here lived fane's okl
er, chorlshing the trdditlons of oy
blood, while her father, siek nn foo
ble, brooded over the days swhon he
wias a king In Babylon, e hami
some, wayward lover eame Into hor
life. when she was nineteon Thay
were married secrotly In the cliy of
Boston. ’
“T'he young husband Imposed shence
until afier he had arttalned hig ma.
Jority. There was n vast fortune ut
stake. In plain words, his father had
forbidden the marriage.
'leeted amother one to be the wite of
his son. * * * Jnne was boen In
the second year of thelr wedided life
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It was of course lmpoctant that the |

fact should be kept secret. I am In-
eleatng a slip of paper contalning the
names of the minleter, the doctor and
tbe nures who afterward attendsd ber,
together with the record of death, It
Is mees convoenlent to handle than this
bulky Jetter, whioh 1| trust you wii
destroy. You will also find the name
of the bosphal in which Jane wan
born and where her mother dled ten
dnys later. | may say In this con-
nectlon that not ooe of the persons
mentioned knew the true nume of the
young mother, nor were they sure of
the fact that she was a wife. Her
gravestone In the old cemetery bears
the name of the mulden, not the wife,
Her father never koew the truth, = ¢

“What 1 did In the premises need
not be told, ‘That Is n purt of my
pasf, 1 learned how the cowardly

| young father. glad to be out of the

o |

He hod we | ]

|
|

Affalr so enslly, hived the ouse to |

leave the baliy on the doomtep. Theus
I went to the banker whose son be
was, [ kad ubpolute proof of the mar

rlage. He pald me well to keep the |

troe stocy from renching the publie |
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ther's cholce. | do not belleve that be
has ever givea a thought to the whore-
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this man's lawfol daughter, prool I
ampie and undeniable, 1 foncy, how:
over, she will find greater Joy os the
daughter of David Cable. Her own
father has less of 1 heart thun yours

for, nfter all, my son, I love you be |

cauise you nre mine. Love me if yon
énn. [ hove nothing else left that I
care for. Remember thft T am al
ways your loving father,

STAMES BANSEMER"

OROUP QUICKLY CURED.

Danit' Let the Ofilld Oboke ta Peath
While Waiting fed the Poctor

Croup &hould have prompt treal-
ment, The life of many a dear 0ne
has been sacrificed becuuse the right
remedy was not at hand.

Pay close attention to the child
who is feverish, thirsty, and oce
slonally coughs deyly and she

This Is the firdt stage of crouf
instant treatment ghould be |
Hyomet, the miraculons a
dry air treatment, will oure crol

either the flrst or socond siag
uy inhaled, sven wi
Ia Irregulur, It reaches
than any other roemoedy
inflamed membrane of il
M5 soothing balsams net

the in*lammation ls allayed
swelling reduced,
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tae kol eroup, so !h.'t'ﬁ»- porien:
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fer,"and in hal fan hour wi=
asleap, @ Our children, being LA
to croup, we feel safe v.:1'r1 _‘-.
the house, and 1 am gind 10
good word for a remedy that
croup of its trrrnrn.”—-lt"" ue e
osn, pastor of the M. E. chure®:
South Londonderry. V.

Hyomel (pronounced Hig
is the quickest acting and 0
ble remedy ever digeovercd
dlavas of the nose, ! \
1Mgs. It 1s guaranteed | ¢
Cross Drug Compuny to
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