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Miadeline dropped the letter, and stood
amased. What did it mean? “‘Cora
Mme, Arthur!”

stooped for the letter, and the
aot recalled her to herself. She thanked
him for the service he had dene her; told
him of her intended departure; gave
bim some last instructions, and dismiss-
od him with a kind good-by.

“J¢ is time to act,’’ she muttered.
¢“Géod heavens! the audacity of that
man and wbmnnmh? is married to my
stop-father, if etter does not lie;
has married him for money, and is baffled
theve. She ‘%0 become his widow,
ahal The plos shickens, indeed! Good-
ness! what & household! ‘I'bat bad old
man, the ssill viler woman, dangerous
Lucian Davlin, and thas funny, youth-
ful, cross, ‘conceited spinster,” Kilen
Arthur, who bas a lover, and his name
is—heaven save us—Percy! That name
will mix itself up with my fate web,
snd why? Percy beloved of Claire;
Percy who broaght Philip Giraed to his
doom; Percy the lover. of a rich old
maid, are ye one and the same? Perocy!
Percy! Percy! I must ocultivate the
Percys at any cost.”’

Bhe turved and entered the house, her
head bent, thinking, thinking, thinking.

-CHAPTER XIIL.—A ME SAGE FROM
THE DEAD.

Less than a week after the events last
related, and ‘a family gropp surrounds
the lunch table in the mewly-furnished
morning room of Oakley.

The falr and fascinating Mrs. Torrance
bhad soccomplished the purpose for which
she eame $o Bellalr.

Truly bad she said, ‘‘“There is no fool
like an old fool,” for John Arthur had
been an easy Victim. He had lost nu time
with bhis wdoing, and-so, a little less
than two months from the day the fair
widow came to Bellalr, saw her mistress
of John Arthur’'s household.

A Dbridal tour was not to her taste,
much to the delight of the bridegroom.
Bo they set about refitting some of the
fine old of the 1 Cora
ha declared that they were too
gloomy $o be inhabitable. 4

As Is was to her interest to keep up
the deception of frank affection, she had
been, during the two monihs of their
honeymoon, a model wife. But the dis-
ocovery that John Arthur ocould leave her
nothing save his blessing, had now been
made, and Cora, who was already weary
of her gray-headed dupe, had been for a
few days past less careful in her dis-
sembling.

For this reason John Arthur now sat
with. & moody brow, and watched ber
smile upon her brother with a feeling of
Jealous wrath. ?

The bride had thrown off her badge of
mourning, and was very glad to bloom
out onoe more in azare and white and
rose—hues which her soul loved.

+ Opposite sat Miss Arthar, her sallow-

ness carefully enameled over, her head

* adorned tith an astonishing array of
false bralds and curls and frizzes, jetty
in hue to matoch her eyes, which, so Cora
informed, Lucian in private, were
“‘awfully beady.’’

The Iady is perusing a paper, which
she - suddenly down, and sald,

languidly, while she stirred her choco-

late carefully. ‘‘Should not this be the
day on which my new maild arrives?

Miss Arthur, from perusing many
novels of the Sir Walter Soott school, had
acquired a very stately manner of speech,
and, so she flattered herself, a very effect-
ive one. :

¢I don’t know why Miss Arthur can
want a mald; her toilets are always per-
feotion,”” remarked Mr. Daviin to the
general assembly.

Whereupon, Miss Arthur blushed,
giggled, and disclaimed; Mrs Arthur
disappeared behind a newspaper; and
Mr. Arthur emerged from the fog of
thought that had envelop:d him, to say
brusqnely:

““Miss Arthur want a maid? what’s all
this? A French maid in a country house
—faugh!'’

Miss Arthur gazed across at her
brother, and said, loftily, and somewhat
unmeaningly:

‘1% is what I have chosen to do, John.’’
Tnen to Mr. Davlin, sweetly: It is so
bard to dispense with a maid when you
have been accustomed to one.’’

‘‘I suppose so.*’

‘“And this one comes so well recom-
mended, you know, by Mrs. Overman
and Mrs. Grosvenor. You have heard of
thege  ladies in society, no dovubt, Mr,
Dasho®’

“Qu, certainly,’’ aloud, ‘‘not,’’ aside.

‘‘ And the name of the maid?’ pursued
Lucian. :

‘“Her name,’’ referring to the letter,
¢Celine Leroque—French, I presume.’’

‘‘No doubt,’’ dryly.

“Stop him, Miss Arshur,’’ interrupted
Cora, prettily; ‘‘he will certainly ask if
she is handsome, if you let him open his
n:outh again.’’

Liis: Arthur glanced at him suspicious-
1y. ‘“Nos having seen her, I'could not
inform him,’’ she said, coldly.

““Don’s believe my sis‘er,”’ said Dav-
1in, quietly as he passer his cup. *‘Cora,
a ltila more chocolate please. Miss
Arthuar, I'mmet Mrs. Grosyvenor at the sea-
side, two years ago. Her toilets were the
marvel of the day; she protested that all
craidit was due her maid, who was a
whola ‘magazine of French art.’ 1
thought this might be the same. I
most carnestly hope that it is,”’ - pro-
nounced Miss Arthur.

‘‘And I most earnestly hope it isn't,”’
grumbled her brother, who to-day felt
vicious for many reasons, and didn’t
much care what the occasion was, so
long as it gave him an excuse for growl -
ing.

At this happy stage of affairs the door
was opened and the hc aid announc-
ed: ‘“‘An old lady, who says I am to tell
you that her name is Hagar, wants to
8eo you, sir,”’ addressing Mr. Arthur

The master of the house started, and
an angry flush settled upon his ‘ fuce;
‘““Send her away. I won’t see the old
bedlam. Sand her away.’’

The girl bowed and was about to re-
tiry, when she was pushed from the door-
way with little teremony, and Nurse
Hagar entered, Befora, the occupants of
the room bad recovered from their sur-
prise, or found voice to address her, she
had crossed the room, and paused before
John Arthur. Placing a small bundle
upon the table near him, she said:

“PDon’t think you can order me from
your door, John Arthur,when I choose to
enter it I shall never come to you with-
out good reasvn, and I presume you will
think mg a welcome messenger when
yon know my errand.’’

“‘Confound you,'’ said the man, angri-
ly, yet with an unsasy look in his eyes
“if you muss chatter to me, come into
the library.”” He grose and made a step
toward the door.

‘‘There is no need,’’ said Hagar, with
dignity; ‘‘my errand may intcrest others
herd besides yourself. I bring a m

shoulders,and, casting a meaning glance
at Lucian Davlin, passed from the room
and the house.

Jo'n Arthursat with eyes riveted upon
the c:-d before him. After a time he
turned, und placing it in Davlin’s hand,
signed to him to read it, and hurriedly
left the roc:.

The hand that had first stricken the
young life, pluc d the evidente that the
end had come in t3e hand that had com-
pleted what the firs: began!

Something of this Lucian Davlin fels,
hardened as he was, for he knew, with-
out waiting for the proof, that the true
name of the girl whodied in the hospital
was familiar to them all

““Read!"” ejaculated Cora, impatiently,
*‘or give it to me.”’

Lucian’s eyes had scanned the card,
and tossing it across to her, he pushed
back his chair and walked to the win-
dow. Cora read for the bemefit of her
bewildered sister-in-law :

Madeline Payne, at St. Mary's Hos-
pital, under name of Martha Gray, died
—brain fever—no friends but nurse.

On the opposite side of the card was
penciled the full address of old Hagar,
and this was all. Scant information,
but it wasenough.,

Cora pounced upon the bundle and
opened it. It contained a little purse; a
few trinkets, which any of the servants
could identify as belonging to Madeline:
the cloak she had worn the evening of
her flighs; and a pocket-handkerchief
with her name embroidered in the
corner. i

Satisfaction beamed in the face Cora
turned toward Lucian, and away from
Miss Arthur. She was mindful of she
proprieties, however, and turning her
eyes back upon the lady opposite, she
pressed a dainty handkerchief to her
countenance, and murmured plaingively :

‘‘How very, very shocking, and sad!
Poor Mr. Arthur is quite overcome, and
n0l 'wonder—thut poor, sweet, young
girl.”’

Across Lucian’s averted face flitted a
smile of sarcasm. How little she knew
of the truth, this fair hypocrite, and how
unlikely she was ever to know now. If
Madeline were dead, of what avail was
any effort to break from the olden thral-
dom—for this is what had been in the
mind of the scheming man.

Cora brushed her handkerchief across
‘I must
she mur-
(tHe

her eyes and arose languidly.
go to Mr. Arthur, poor man,’’
mured, shaking out her flounces.
is terribly shocked, I fear.’’

Studiously avoiding the necessity of
glancing in the direction of Mr. Davlin,
she glided from the room.

And so the nmewr fell in.Madeline’s
home, and its inmates were affected no
more than this:

With Cora a 1 of & ness to-
ward ‘‘Dear John,”’ and au increased
stateliness toward Miss Arthur and . the
servants. More deference on Miss
Arthur’s part towards her brother, and
less on his part toward her, as the possi-
bility of being obliged to ask a small
loan faded away into the past of empty
purees and closed up coffers.

Lucian took upon himself the responsi-
bility of visiting the oity and calling at
St. Mary’s, there to be re-assured of the
fact that one Martha Gray had died with-
in its walls and been buried.

CHAPTER XIIL-—MISS ARTHUR’S
FRENCH MAID.

After this the days flew by very much
alike.

Miss Arthur’s maid arrived, and prov-
ed indeed a treaure, nor was she as ob-
noxious to Mr. John Arthur as he had
evidently intended to find her. Perhaps
Celind Leroque knew by instinct that
the master of Oakley cherished an avers-
ion to French maids in particular; or
perhaps she was an exoeptional French
maid, and oraved neither the smiles
nor slyly administered caresses, that fall
to the lot of pretty femmes de chambre,
at least, in novele. At any rate, certain
it is that Miss Arthur’s maid manifested
no desire to be seen by the inmates of
the household, and she had been domi-
ciled for some weeks without having
vouchsafed to either John Arthur or
Lucian Davlin more than a fleeting
glimpse of her maidship.

Things were becoming very monoton-
ous to some of the occupants of the Oak-
ley manor; very, very dull and flavor-
less

Cora was growing restless. Not that
the astute lady permitted signs of dis-
content to borome manifest to the unin-
itiated, but Lucian Davlin saw, with a
mingled feeling of satisfaction and dis-
may, that the role of devoted wife had
ceased to interest his blond comrade in
iniquity.

‘'he fact gave him a malicious pleasure,
because, as fate had dared to play against
him, he would have felt especially
aggrieved if a few thorns had not been
introduced into the eider down that
seemingly enveloped his fair accomplice.

But he felt some dismay, for he knew
by the swift flash of azure eyes under
golden lashes, by the sway of her should-
ers as she paced the terrace, by the ner-
vous tapping of her slippered foot at
certain times in the intervals of table
chat—that Cora was thinking. And
when Cora thought, something was
about to happen.

It was in obedience to one of those
swift side glances that he followed her
from the morning room, one forenoon
about three weeks after the mnews of
Madeline’s death had -come to them. The
day was bright but chill, and the
woman had wrapped herself in a shawl
of vivid crimson, but stood with bared
head in the sunlight waiting th:s ap-
proach of ber counterfeit brother.

‘‘Cover your head, you very thought-
less woman,’’ was his brotheriy saluta-
tion as he approached, plunging about
in' his pockets in search of a cigar the
while.

‘‘Bother!"’ she ejaculated tossing her
golden locks; ‘‘my hair needs a sunbath.
I only wish I dare indulge myself fur-
ther! If you had any heart you wouldn’t
torture me sgrconstantly with the odor
of those maghificent Havanas, when you
know how [my ‘very soul longs for a
weed !"’ /

‘*Poor 1fttle womau,”’ laughing mali-
ciously; ‘‘fancy Mrs. John Arthur of
Oakley/ smoking a Perique! Isn't it
prime, Co.?’ puffing out a cloud of
perfumed smoke.

‘‘Prime! bah ! I'd like to strangle you,
or—"’

““Or?—"’ inquiringly.

‘‘Somebody,’’ laughing nervously.

‘“Just so; Miss Arthur would be a
good subject, and that would confer a
favor on me, too, by Jove!”

““I don’s want to confer a favor on
you. You bad much better try and do
me one, I think.”’

*"With all my heart, taking my ability
for granted, of course; only tell me
how.”’

Cora shrugged her crimson-clad should-
ers, and they paced forward in silence
for a time. Then as if his stillness had

from the dead.’’
Jobn Arthur turned ashen le
trembled violently. All eyes w'g: tl;-!:ﬂ
ed upon the speaker, however, but hig
agitation was unnoticed save by Hagar.
e " i
Last night,’’ she continued, ‘‘a carpi-
age stopped at my door and a woman
m:hl,?, bringing that bundle in her
She paused, and seemed
with her feelings. T
‘‘She said,’’ continued Hagar, ‘“‘that
she was Jequested to come by a dying
girl, else she would have written the
essage given to her. She belonged to a
charitable soclety, and visited the hos.
pital every week. She brought flowers
and fruit to one of the patients—a gir|
who died asking her to write down whag
is on this card,”” holding out a bit of
white cardboard, ‘‘and not to tell the
officers of the hospital her true name
She had entered under the name of Mar-
tha Gray, and wished to be buried as
such, The lady promised; the girl gave
Bax shose articles, and the lady kept ber
Word, and brought the message. There
 bundle,”” in a choking‘voice, “and
here i§ $he card. - T'hat is all. Good-by,
Arthur; be happy, if you oan.
God’s ourse fall upon all who
%0 her doom I’
- #athered her shawl about her
- s BB ==

been spesch of a distasteful kind, she
ejaculated, crossly, and without turning
her head : ““‘Stuff ! you talk too much 1"’

Lucian smiled maliciously, removea
his cigar from between his lips, describ-
ed a simuke wreath in mid-air, replaced
his weed, and said: *‘Do I? then mum’s
the word,”’ and he relapsed into sileuce.

He seemed bent on annoying her, for
there was a laughiug glimmer in his
eye, and he obstinately refused to at-
tempt to draw her out, and so make
easier whatever she might have to say,
for he knew that she had signaled him
out to-day for a purpose.

Mutely he walked by her side, and con-
tentedly puffed at his cigar until, a
length, she turned upon him, and struck
Petulantly at the hand that had just re-
;“0"9!1 it from his lips. The weed fell
:;mhhls fingers to the ground, and Cora
ol :; :lll?pemd Leel upon it, as if it
anily, my, and laughed triumph-
“N(;:u We are on a level,’’

Suppose I int
that advantage over mee;"’d =

‘It seems not, *’
sive of resignasion
his mustache.

she cried
give you

with a shrug expre-
and asmile hidden

He was not the man to be a
ngered, oi
even ruffled, by these litsie teminine
onslaughts. In fact, they rather pleased

n J

and amused him, and ne nad Deécome
well accustomed to Cora’s *‘little ways,’’
as he called them. Deprived of his cigar,
he thrusc his hands into his pockets and
whistled softly.

‘“‘Lucian, if you don’t stop looking so
comfortable, and content, and altogether
don’t-care-ish, I shall do something very
desperate,’’ she exclaimed, pettishy.
‘““No?”’ raising his eyebrows in ‘mock
incredulity; ‘“‘you don‘t tell me. I
thought you were in a little heaven of
your own, Mrs. Arthur.’’

‘‘Oh, you did? Very clever of you.
Well, Mr. Davlin, has it occurred to you
that heaven might not be a congenial
gJimate for me?"’

‘“Not while your wings are su fresh,
surely? You have scarcsly entered your
paradise, fair perl.’’

“Haven’t IY"’ irouically. “Well, I am
tired of manna, anyhow.’”’ Cora was al-
ways strictly elegant in her choice of ex-
pressions, ‘‘Now, Lucian, stop parlering
and tell me, when is this going to end”

‘““When?”’

He stoppad and looked at her intently.
Twice they had traversed the terrace, and
now they pause:d at the tormination far-
thest feom the house.  Just bofore them
a diminutive flight of rstore steps led
down to a marrow graveled walk, thas
skirted a velvety bic of lawn, and was
in its turn hedged by some eclose and
high-growing shrubs from the *‘'Bellair
woods,’’ as they were called. Beyond 1@
steps was a gap in the hedge, and this, cut
and trimme: until it foimed a ccmpact
and leautiful arch, was sranncd br a
stile, built for the convenicl co of those
who desired toesch the village Ly the
shortest route, the Bellair weods,

““Doun’t repeat like a parrot, Liic'an.”
Cora raized ner voles ang:ily. *‘I eay,
whern is tLiz to end?and Lowy'”

They were just oppesite the gap in the
hedge, and Lucian, looking down npon
Cora, stoc facing the opening. As the
words crossed ber lips, his eyos fell upon
a figure just Lelind her, and he checked
the conversation by an inveluuta'y mo-
tion of tle hand.

The fgure came toward them. It was
Miss Artbur’s French mauid, and she
carried in her hand a small parcel. Evi-
dently she was returning from some
errand to the village, Miss Ar hur's
maid had Elack bair, dressed very low
on the forehead; eyes of some sort, it i
to be presumed, but they were effectual-
Iy concealed by blua glasses; a rather
pasty complexion; a form that might
have bean good, but if so, its beautie:
were hidden by the loose, and, as Cara
expressed it, ‘‘floppy,’”’ sirle of jacket
which she habitually wore. She pa sed
them with a low ‘‘Bon jour, madame,”’
and hurried ip the terrace. At least she
was, walking swiftly, but not very
smoothly, up the terrace when Lucian
cast after her a last disapproving glance.

““Your lady’s malid is nota swan no
a beauty,’’ he said, as they by mutua!
consent went down tho steps.

Cora made no reply to thig, seeming
lost in thought. They walked on for a
moment in silence.

But Celine Leroque did not walk on.
She dropped her package, and,- stooping
to recover it, cast a swift glance after the
pair. They were sauntoring slowly
down the hedgerow walk, their backs to
ward her.

Probably the falling parcel had re-
minded the French wmaid 5f something
forgotten, for she turned swiftly, silent
ly,and without any of her pervious awk-
wardness retraced her steps and disap
_peared beyond the stile.

‘“What’s the row, Co?'’ asked Lucian.
kicking a pebble with Lis boot toe
“You are getting restive eerly in the
game. Can’t you keep to the track for
nnmhex: ’two months?”’

o

‘““What then?'’

“This. We must get that fool out of
the way'’

‘“‘Meaning who?’’

‘‘She, of course—Ellen Arthur. Th«
woman will make a raving maniac of
me in two months more.”’

“By Jove! and of me, too, if I don’.
get out of this.’’

‘““We must get rid of her.'’

“How?"’

“I don’t know—somehow,

‘And then?"’

‘‘And then'’— she gave him a sid-
glance, and laughed unpleasantly.

‘“‘And then? You have a plan, m
blond. Out with it; I am a listener.’

And he did listen.

Slowly down the hegderow path the:
paced, and at tho end, halted and stoo
for a time in earnest consultaiion. Ther
was some difference of opinion, but tnh
difference became adjusted. -And the
turned toward the house, evidently sutis
fied with the result of the morning’s con-
rultation.

Not long after, Miss Arthur’s maid e
turned also.

‘I see by the papers that Dr LcG..i<
has come back from Europe; Cora,’’ a:
nounced Mr. Davlin from his seat at t-
lunch table that day.

*“Dr. LeG:ise! how delightful! Now on
will not be afraid to be sick—our oi:
family physician, you know,” to Mis
Arthur; ‘‘and go skilful. He has bean i
Kurope a year. The dear man, how I lon;
to see him !’

‘“‘Well,”’ laughed Lucian, ‘‘I will ear:
him any amount of affection, provi.t
it is not too bulky. 1 find that I
ran up to the city to-morrow, and,
course, will look him up,”’

“‘Oh!"”’ eagerly, ‘““and find cnt i
saw the D'Arcys in Paris; and L .

anyhow."’

lightful Trevanions!’ Then, rogrotfully,
‘‘can’t you stay another week, dear?’

‘‘Out of the question, Co., much as 1
regret it,"’ glancing expressively a
Mhiss Arthur.  ‘‘But I shan’s forget you
all.”

‘‘Pray do not,'’ simpered the spinster.
‘“And when do you return "’

‘““Not for two or three wecks, I fear.
But rest assured I shall lose no time,
when once I am at liverty. "’

Ruring his lazy, good-humored mo
ments, Mr. Davlin had made most
ridiculous love to Miss Arthur, and that
lady had not been behind in doing her
part. Now, strange to say, the face
which she bent over her napkin wore
upon it & look, not of sorrow, but of
relief. And why?

CHAPTER XIV.—WHEELS WITHIN
x WHEELS,

“Take especial care with my toilet this
morning, Celine,”’ drawled Miss Archur,
as she sat before a mirror in her luxuri-
ously appointed dressing-room.

Wise Cora had seen the propriety of giv-
ing to this unwelcome sister-in-law with
the heavy purse, apartments of the best
in the newly-fitted-up portion of the man-
sion.

‘‘I want you to be especially careful
with my bhair, and complexion,” Miss
Arthur continued.

‘‘Yes, mademoiselle, "’ demurely.
Then, as if the information might bear
upon the question of the tollet ‘‘Does
mademoislle know that Monsieur Daviin
left an hour ago?’’

‘‘Certalnly, Celine, but I expect a vist-
tor. He may arrive at any time to-day,
and you must do your very best with my
tollet.’’

*‘Mad iselle est ch te; slight
need of Celine’s poor aid,’’ cooed the lit-
tle hypocrite,and the toilet proceeded.

At length, the resources of art having
been exhausted, Miss Arthur stood up,
and approved of Celine’s handiwork. ;

“I really do look nicely, Celine; you
bave done well, very. Now,go send me a
pot of chooolate and a bit of toast.'’

‘‘Yes, mademoiselle.’’

‘‘And a bit of chicken, or a bird’s wing.”

llom. ”

“‘And a Frenoh rol), Celine, with per-
haps an omelette,’’

‘‘Pardonne, mademoiselle, but might I
suggeet we must not forget this?' touch-
ing Miss Arthar’s tightly laced walst.
““True, Celine, quite right; the toast
then. And, Celine, remain downstairs,
and when Mr. Peroy comes,’” (her maid
visibly started at the name) ‘‘show him
into the little parlor, and tell him I am
somewhere in the grounds—you under-
stand? Then come and let me know. I
prefer to have him fancy me surprised,
you see,”’ smiling playtully.

‘I ses; mademoiselle has such taot,’
and the French maid disappeared.

“Mr. Peroy?”’ muttered the French
maid, in very English acoents; ‘I will
ocertalnly look for your ooming, Mr.
Peroy. Canitbe that I am to meet you at
last?’’

Mrs. Jobn Arthur was restless that
morning. She fidgeted about after the
departure of her brother; tried to play
the agresable to her husband, but finding
this a diffiou’s task, left him to his cigar
and his morning paper, in the solitude of
his sanctum, and seizing her crimson
shawl, started out for a turn upon the
terrace.

The ‘‘little parlor,” asit was called,
commanded a view of one end of the ter-
race walk, but no portion of it was visible
from the imnmediate front of Oakley man-
slon, the terrace running across the

grounds in the rear of the dwelling, and
being shut off from the front by a thicket
of flowering shrubs and trees.

The hall facing the front entrance to
Oakley was deserted now, save for the
figure of Celine Leroque, who was en-
soonced in vne of the windows thereof.
She had been watching there for more
than an hour, and Cora had promenaded
the terrace half that time, when a gentle-
man approached the fon from the
front gateway.

Celine’s eyes were riveted upon the
coming figure, as it appeared and disap-
among the trees and shrubbery
along the winding walk. At length he
emerged into open space and approached
nearer.

Celine Leroque suppressed a ory of
astonishment as she anticipated his ring
and ushered him in. A very blonde man,
with the lower half of his face covered
with a mass of yellow waving beard;
pale blue, searching, unfathoma le eyes;
pale yellow hair; a handsome face, the
face she had seen pictured in Claire’s
souvenir!

Celine Leroque led the way toward the
little parlor with a heart beating rapidly.

‘“Miss Arthur is in the grounds,’’ she
said, in answer to his inquiry. ‘I will go
look for her;’’ and she turned away.

Mr. Peroy placed his hat upon a little
table and tossing back his fair hair, said:
«I think I can see her now,"’

Approaching the window he looked
down upon the terrace.

Celine looked too, and catching a gleam
of crimson, said: “That is not Miss
Arthur.”

‘“‘Stop a moment, my girl,”’ the man
exclaimed.

He was gasing down at Cora, who was
walking away from them, with a puzzled
look. ‘‘Good God!" he ejaculated, as
she turned and he saw her face,

He checked himself, and withdrawing
hastily from the window, took up his hat
as if about to depart. Approaching the
window onoce again, he looked cautiously
forth, and seeing Cora still pacing the
terrace in evident he muttered
to himself, but quite audibly, ‘‘Thank
goodness, she did not see me."’

Then turning to Celine: ‘‘Girl, who is
that woman?'’

The girl approached
“That, feur, 1is
Arthur.”

‘A widow, sh?"’

‘‘Oh, no, monsieur. Mr, Arthur is the
masver of Oakley.'’ x

‘‘Oh! and madame—how long has she
been his wife?"’

‘‘She is still a bride, monsieur."

‘‘Still a bride, is she? How exceedingly
pleasant.”” Mr. Percy had evidently re-
oovered from his panic. ‘‘Was she a miss
when she married the master of Oakley?"’

‘‘Oh, no, monsieur; a widow.”’

‘“Widow?"’ stroking his whiskers caress-
ingly.

‘““What name?"’

‘‘Madame Torrance, monsieur.’’

‘‘Madame Torrancge, eh? Well, my good
girl, take this,’’ offering a bank note ‘‘I
really shought that Madame Torrancs, I
mean Arthur, was an old friend; how-
ever, it seems I was mistaken, Now, my
girl, go and tell that lady that a gentle-
man desires to sse her, and do not an-
nounce me to Miss Arthur yet. May I
depend upon you?'' glancing at her
keenly.

‘““You may. monsieur.’’

Taking the offered money, she made an
obeisance, and withdrew.

The little parlor had but one means of
sgress—through the door by which Mr.
Percy had entered. This door was near
the angle of the room; so near that, as it
swung inward, it almost grazed against
a huge high-backed chair, atiff and grim,
but reckoned among the elegant pieces of
furniture that are always, or nearly al-
ways, uncomfortable. This chair ocoupied
the angle, and behind its eapacious back
was comfortable room for one or two per-
sons, should they fanoy ocoupying a posi-
tion so secluded. The act of opening the
door completely screened this chair from
the view of any person not directly oppos-
ite it,until such time as the door should
again be closed,

As Celine Leroque opened the door and
disappeared one mighs have fancled, had
they been gazing at that not very-interest-
ing object, that the high-backed ochair
moved ever so little. ¥

Celine flew along the hall and down the
stairway, tearing viciously at something
as she went. Onoe in the open air, the
hrisk autamn b caught thing
from her hand,and sent little fragments
whirling through space—paper scraps,
that might have been dissected particles
of a bank note.

Cora

the window:
Mad Cora

d in some prise to the
messenger, who brokein upon her medi-
tations with a trifie less of suavity than
was usual in Miss Arthur’s maid,

‘““A gentleman to see me! Areyou
quite sure, Celine?’’

Mrs. Arthur, for various reasons re.
osived but few triends,and Celine thought
now that she looked a trifie annoyed.

““Well, Celine, where is the gentleman?
Stop,*’ as if struck by a sudden thought,
and changing color slightly, ‘‘tell him I
am out, but not until I have got up-
stalirs,’’ she sald; ‘“not until I have had
an opportunity to see him, myself un-
seen,’’ she thought.

‘‘But, madame,’’ hesitated Celine, ‘‘he
is in the little parlor. He saw madame at
the upper end of the terrace.’’

‘‘Confusion! What did he say, girl?’
exoitedly.

‘“He sald, madame, that he wished to
speak with you; that he was an old
friend.” -

‘‘Well, go along,"’ sharply. ‘I will see
the man.’’

Celine turned about and Cora followed
her almost sullenly, She had some ap-
prehension as to this unknown caller, but
he had seen her, and whoever he was she
must face him, for Cora was no coward.

Celine tripped along thinking intently.

‘“This man is Edward Peroy—Rdward
Peroy, the lover of two women. He was
frightened when he saw this Mrs. Arthur,
and my words reassured him; why? At
the mention of a strange caller, she must
needs see him before she permits him an
interview—for that is what she meant.
Do they know each other? If o, the plot
thickens,’’

Edward Peroy had oertainly been agl-
tated at sight of Mrs. Arthur, and had as
certalnly recovered when assured that the
lady was Mrs. Arthur. He looked the
image of content now, as he lounged at
the window. Under the blonde mustache,
a smile of cunning and triumph rested;
bat his eyes logked very blue, very, vary
calm, very unfathomable,

‘‘Madame Arthur, sir.’

mits the form of Cora. Then, as the two
tace each other in silence, the door quietly
closes, neither one having glanced toward
the girl, who has disappeared,

Cora stands before him, the folds of the
crimson shawl falling away from the
plump, graceful shoulders, and mingling
with _the sweep of her black cashmere
wrapper in rich, graceful contrast. Une
fair hand gathers up the orimson fabric
and, instinctively, the other thrusts itself
out in a repellent gesture, as the soft
voioe utters, in tones of mingled hate and
fear: ‘‘You!”

He laughs softly, ‘‘Yes, . I knew you
would bs delighted.’’ All the time he is
gazing at her critically, apparently view-
ing her loveliness with an approving eya

And now the woman feels through her
whole being but the one {instingt—hate,
She har forgotten all fear, and stands be-
fore him ereot, pallid, but with eye and
lip expressing the bitterness that rages
within her.

**You won't say you are glad to see me
Cruel Alice,”’ he murmurs, plaintively
‘‘And after all these years, too; how many
are they, my dear?’’

“‘No matter!”’ flercely. ‘‘They have
given the devil amplo time to claim his
own, and yct you are upon earth !’

‘‘Yes,”’ sorenely ‘‘both of us.”

‘‘Both of us, then. How dare you seek
me out?’

‘‘My dear wife,I never did you so much
honor. I came to this house for another
purpose, and Providence, kind Provd
ence, has guided me to you,”’

The woman seomed recalled to herself
Again the look of fear overspread he:
face, and looking nervously about her
she said: ‘‘For God’'s sako, hush! Whuat
you wish to say, say out, but don's le:
your voice go beyond thess walls.'’

‘‘Denr Alice,my voice never was vaigar
ly loud, was it? recollect, if you please
in an injured tone.

*“Well! well! what do you want wit
me? Perocy /Jordan, I warn you—I an
not the woman you wrongud ten ye.
ugo.”’

‘‘No; by my faith,you aro a hundsorio
woman, and you carry yourseif li.o
du hess. Why diie’t you do that w!
you were Mrs, ——''

‘‘Hush” she cried ‘‘you basol ar
did not take me long to finid oot
then. Don’s forget thas yvo. iy

in fear of me for ten loa: so.:-

‘‘Just s0 *’ seranalc Ccive il

long? But thoy a i V¥

my incubus is dead a.ai - -

‘‘ But documents don t die,’* sue .n. .

Celine opens the door gently, and ad-

rupted “*don’t forget that!"’

‘““Not for worlds. or instance, I re-
member that in a cortain church register
may bo seen the marringe lnss of Alice
Ford and—ahoin—myself. And some-
where, not far away, there m st bo on
record the statement that Mr. Arthur, of
Oakley, has weddod thp incomparable
Mrs. Torrance, a blonde widow—ahem
Where did you go, my dear, when you loft
my bed and board eo very uncerswonl-
ously?

“ ‘What had I done, or what hadst thou,

That through this weary world till now

I've walked with empty armsy "’

He stretohed out thosy members tragi-
cally.

‘‘And Idon’t forget that I was never
legally your wife, as you had another liy-
ing,” cried Cora, ignoring tho latter part
of his speech.

‘““No of course not Does Mr. Jnhn
Arthur know that you were once my —’

‘‘Dupe? no,"” she interrupted. ‘‘Come,
time passes, tell me what you know, and
what vou want.”’

“Softly, softly, Mrs. Arthur, I know
enough to Insure me against being turned
out of Oakley by you; and I wanta wile
and a fortuno,’’

‘I don’t understand you.’’

‘‘ Possibly not, Madame Arthur.’”’ Then,
with mock emotion: ‘ Might I, dare I,
ask you to give to my kecping, that in-
comparable maiden, that hourl of houris,
your young and lovely sister-in-law, Miss
Kllen Arthur?"’

The woman looked at him in silenve for

a time, dnd then, flinging herself upon a
oouch, burst into a peal of soft laughter.
She understood it all now.

““So you are the expected lover?’ she
ejaculated, laughing afresh ‘‘and she is
upstairs, in bright array, walting for
’0\1-"

‘“And I am down here, pleading for
permission to address this pearl of price.”’

Cora arose and gathered her orimson
wrap about her shoulders. ‘‘And how is
it to be between us?'’ she askad ocoolly.

“My sweet Alice, if you were John
Arthur's widow instead of John Arthur's
wife, it should be as if the past ten years
were but a dream ’’

‘‘Indeed—provided, of course, I were
John Arthur’'s heiress as well.’’

‘“‘Certainly!"

And how is it that you are once more
fortune hunting? Five years ago you in-
herited wealth sufficlent for your every
need.”’

The elegant Mr. Peroy went through
the pantomime of shuffling and dealing
cards, then looked at her with a grimace

‘“All?"’ ghe inquired, as if the aoction
bad been words,

‘“Every ducat,”’ solemnly. ‘‘So what
is to be my fate, fair destiny?"’

Cora mused, then langhed again
‘“After all, you may prove a friend in
need,’’ she said. ‘‘Ishan’t interfere be-
tween you and Miss Arthur be sure of
that."

To be Continued

Lime For Sale

Apply to

THE MARITIME sULPHITE FIBRE CO LTD.

THE MEDICAL HA.

BATH GLC Vi &
AND NITE.
SPONGES

& beautiful line of

TOILET SOAPS

from five cents to one dollar per cske

JUST ARRIVED
Mackenzie’s Medical Hal,

CHATHAM, N. B.
May 18, 1896

FOR SALE

Those two commodious dwelling houses pleasantly
situated onthe west side of Cunara Street i the
town of Chatham, now occupied by J C. T.
Arseneau and J. McCsllum,

For terms and particulars apply to

TWEEDIE & BENNETT.
Chatham, 27th July, 1894.

HOMAN & PUDDINGTON

SHIP  BROKERS ~ AND  CuMMISSION

‘ MERCHANTS,
Spruce - Lumber, Laths and Anthracite Coal,
129 BROAD STRHET,

Cor. SBourm STREET,
o 4

NEW YORK,

and Conal taited

IS WHAT YOU NEED NOW, AND

Street’s Compound Syrup of Sarsa-
parilla with Iodide of Potassium
is the bect.

TRY A BOTTLE, AND BE CONVINGED.

FOR COUGHS

AND COLDS

use Street's White Pine Expe tor-
ant.

A sure cure. Price 25 cts.

We have the farmers’ favo:ite ir
Condition Powders. Large pack-
age 25cts.

FREPARED ONLY AT

The Newcastle Drug Sture
E. Lee Stree’, = - - Prdprietor

TIN SMITH WORK

The subscriber begs to inform his friends and
the general public that he has reestablishat hi
self in the business of a general

Tinsmith aud Iron Worze

in the shop opposite th: W T Hurris
Cu urd street, Chatham.

store,
He makes a specialty of

Rs - LINING STOVE. OVENS
s and introduces a

DOUBLE PLATE BOTTOM

at the same price 88 the usual single plate 4 pa ia
for elsewhere,
Geueral repairs, »s well us new work promptiy

executvd,
JOH\ DUFF

W. T . HARRI:

has just received a lot of
Fa CY TABLE MOLA SES
TRY IT.

HIAD QUARTE: -

THx

HE DQUATERS FOX DRUG:, P.TE ¥

MEDICINES AND TOILET A LICLE
o s IBATTHE .. ;

"WIASTLLDRUG T .

We Fave on hand ncw, as usual, »

LARGE & F: SH . PPl

of the diff rent Matsrons Li ¢« ears ony
syraps, T ones, Dyspepsia, R wmatio
Kiduey, A~thiwa and Ca arih Cures,

LARGE STOUCK
'WUSHE , HAIX U E-

01 OWDEx> AND PAS &
P.RFUVES & S0 Pt

380 A

TOUTH CO "

hs i

i

uopeifamesa Laoopson
el e we have a very o ge
we wil offe them ntspeaal prices

We nl oeal rour attention toonr ) o0 4 Vs
vor, Pooes, Tobaceo Pouches, Ciger wat iio e
Holders, ete,

NEWOASTLE DRUG sTORE;,
E. LEt ST BT, - - P:OPRIETOR

| FOR SALRE,

Good Seed Potatoes
60 Barrels Go dridges Seed Potatoes
from one o! best Furmers in the place
apply at
W. 8. LOGGIE Co, Ltd.

FURNACES FURNAGES,
WO.D OR COAL,

WHICH I CAN FURNISH AT

REAS NABLE PRICES.

STOVES
COOKING, HALL AND PAFLOR STOVFS

AT LOW PRICES!

PUMPS, PUMPS,

Sinks, Iron Pipe, Baths, Creamera the very best,
also Japannad stamped and plain tinware in ends
les- variety, sll of the best stock which I wil
sell low for cash

A.C. McLean Chatham

ASK FOR

AND TAKE

MONARCH
Steel Wire Nails,

THEY NEVER LET GO,

NO OTHERS.

Orders filled at Factory Price,
lots of 10 kegs and upwards at one

and a Freight Allowance made ou
shipment.

KERR & ROBERTSON,

SAINT JOHN. N. B.

N. B.— In Stock AND I'o ARRIVE 100 Dozen K. & R. Axks.

%

Dunlap Bros. & Co.,
Alﬂ_H_ERST, N. 8.
Dunlap, McKim & Downs,
WALLAGE;, N. S.

DUNLAP, COOKE & C0.,
AMHERST, N. S.

he prices are right.

Established 18686.

DUNLAP GOOKE & Ci:.
MERCHANT TAILORS,
GENTLEMEN'S OUTFITCEBS
AMHERST.
N. S.

This firm carries one of the finest selections of Cloths incinding all the different makes raltable fo:
fine trace. Their cutters and staff of workmen employed are the bewt obtainable,
his establishment has a supgrior tone and flnish. All inspection of the samples will conviuce, you that

and the clothing from

Raisins, Currants, Candied Peels.
Essences, Spices, Apples, Grapes.

At the
DONT

ORGET the piano; each
one ticket.

MERRY X’MAS AND HAPPY NEW Y&

FANGY AND STAPLE)_[(}ROGERY COMPLETE.

Turkeys, Geese, Ducks, and Chickens.

Figs, Nuts, Confectionery, Cigars Ete. Ete.

Best Family Flour, Meals, Hay, Oats, feed of all kinds.

Pork, Beef, Herring, Codfish, Molasses, Sugars. Oils, Tobacco, Ete Ete
CHEAPEST STORE IN TOWN,

Don’t forget the PIANO—each dollar
Ready-Made Clothing, Dry Goods, Caps,
Boots and Shoes, Overshoes, Rubbers, Moccasins, Ete, Etc,
reatest bargains ever were known.

urchase, one ticket.
obes, Horse-Rugs.

dollar's worth you buy you receive

w

AR TO ALL.

W T HARRIS.

t

noted throughyut the country.
All work persimally -upervised.

Mill Supplie~s Fit g, Pipe, b

SPRING MEDICINE | MILLERS' FOUNDRY AND MACHINE WORKS,

RITCHIE WHARF, CHATHAM. N. B.
Successors to Gillespie Foundry.
Established l852}

Mill, Railway, and Machine Work, Marine Engines, Boiler n.'epa.iri.ng.
Our Brass and Composition Castings are worthy a trial, being

Satisfaction guaranteed.

Send for estimates before ordering 1 ewhere.
in stock and to order.

JAS. G. MILLER.

THE LF 2DING
OHTH  SH Re
EW-P.
Jio 1
2 GLMITAH

e o

Miramichi Advance,

CHATHAM. N. B.

PRINT:D
EVERY WEDNESDAY
EVENI G.

{« P LiBLE LI rDVANﬁL
DIiTu: & PROPAHIETUGR

\T LOW PRiCES

J B P:

\\D THE

INTING

SHORTEST MNOTICE

]
RAILWAY BILLS
T H INV I kN,

R

DISTR] )

TAGISTRATES Bl ANKS,
ALNA N D EDS,

slLLS OF SA LK

ALWAYS ON HAND:—
CUSTOM HOUSE FORMS,

BILLS OF EXCHANGE,

NOTE= OF HAND,

JOINT NOTES,
DRAFTS,

YOL DESTLRICT SKFORUTHBRYS BILLS FOR RATEPAYERS
FEACHERS AGRE My XIS WITH I'RUSTEES,
ASSESSMENT LINSTS.

&

i ;y Job

th- ovince.

both

LV f O
HON R

3] 1isite pliatb coaastaat-
Lguapmsant equnl to

laul.ig office in

_-he only Job-Printing office out-
side of St. John that was awarded

MEDAL AND DIPLOMA

—AT TEHR—

DOMINION AND CENTENNIAL EXHIBITION

AT ST JOHN IN 1883

Orders by Mail promptly filled & Satisfaction Guaranteed.

The undermentioned
spectacles,

1st—That from the
wearers,

liable to become scratched.

every respect.

Chatham N. B., Sept. 24, 1895.

The Chatham

For saie

25 C:=NTs.

SPRING
BUSINESS___

Is Now Beginning !

COME EARLY AND AVOID THE RUS}

Now is the time to mder yonr printed
forms for Sprng and Sigmmer  busine x.
Send your orders to

THE ADVANCE OFFIG

=—==FOR YO UR~=———

LETTER HEADS,
NOTE HEADS
BILL HEAD'S,

CARDS, v

RAI LWAY RECEIPIS,
S\HIPPING RECEIPTS,

ENVELOPES,

TAGS, ETC.
A full stock of ‘paper, envelopes. tavs and

printers stationiyry on hand, Come or
oo o

TH 'LEADING. JOB-PRINTIAC OFFICE.
D G.§MITH, Cuatrnam |

-
/_/‘

The long evenings are here and you wjll want a
so come to the Medical Hall and be properly fitted or no charge,
N

Incorporation Act.

= ADV&HGL OFFICE,

advantages are claimed for MacKenzie's

peculiar construction of the glasses they]Assist
and PRESERVE the sight, rendering frequent changes uunecessary, ———- -

20d—That they confer a brilliancy and distinctness of vision, with
an amount of EASE and CosMroRT not hitherto enjoyed by spectacle

3rd—That the material from which the Lenses are ground is manu-
factnred especially for optic purposes, by DR. CHARLES BARDOU’S
smproved patent method, ¥nd is PURE, HARD AND BRILLIANT and not

4th—That the frames in which they are set, whether in Gold, Silver
or Steel, are of the finest quality and “finishy and guaranteed peorfect in

pair of good glass
J. D. B. F. MACKENZIE,

IF YOU ARE HUNTING

for elegant novelties in jewelry and an all round
display of watches, clocks and silverware, you can
fiud it fn our stock. Here s a tantalizing benutiful .
array of sparklers flashing rays, that when swen -
raise @ dewire to possess them The trade clook
Indicates that the buyer’s hour has come, and.our
store shows that buysers are not neg‘wtlng the
tinely hint. Come to us for a dazzling - display, ;
a yolden rhower of temptatious including 16 yedr
filled Waltham Watch for  §18.00 ete , You'll
always be right on time with one of our 8. day
clocks or 88 Waltham watches thut are wmarvels of
accurate timekveping, We have, a full lins of the
latest jewelry. Call and sev for yourselves.

OUR WATCH-REPAIRING
DPARTMENT
is first class in all respects. .\ﬁn“"’v—

WATCHES, CLOCKS, AND JEWELRY, ~

répaired at short notice, and

Guarantesd to Give the hest Satisfaction.

W. R. GOULD.

Chatham Oct., 8,

WOVEN WIRE FENCING
WIRE ROPE Plnvnon.

BEST
STEEL
Wil

0
by
AR

and Bold by

; 10 WIRE FENCING QO,, LTey
Trg ONTAR Sty v




