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‘On Her Wedding Morn.

By Charlotte M. Braeme.
Continued from I+t Page.

There was not the faintest gleam of
pleasure on her face, such us most girls
show when they are complimented snd
praised.

*‘Do you think them beautiful?’’ she
asked, indifferently.

“I do, indeed. I wish I could see
them more busily engaged. What will
put more life and busy motion into those
lovely hands?’’

*‘Nothing,’* she replied. ‘ There are
little lite and little ' motion in my heart
—what can you expect at my hands?"’

So we made our strange compact. I
was always to be her friend—to visit her
—to care for her; but I was never to
know muore of her.than I did now.

I went back to Neville’s Cross, and

" was pleassd=ifo find that none of my
friends or heighbors knew that I had
been staying at the River House: they
were all content with the explanation I
gnvg&l?nt I had been visiting a friend.

And then the sagond phase of my curi-
ous acguaintan p.begap. I went reg-
ularly two or three times: each week to
visit Miss Vane. I took her the rarest

. Sawers, the most exquisite fruite, all the

. méw bodlks that I could procure. Per-
<Baps'eh my next visit I found the books
untonched; but I never remonstrated
with her.

“How does Miss Vane spend her time?”’
I asked of Jane Lewis one day.

“In her usual way, Mrs. Neville,
when you are not with her. She passes
whole days in dreaming and thinking—
sometimes in-doors, sometimes out in the
air. She seems to be always watching
the river—always listening to it; nnd she
his done the sime for more than three

& yéars now.”

“Does she never read, sew, sing, play

the piano, draw, paint, or write?”’

-, ‘““Never,”’ replied the maid, briefly.

“Does she take no delight in flowers’or
in birds? Has she not one occupation?’’

#No,” was the reply. “I wish she
‘had.”’

It seemed to me incredible that a life
shonld slip from one’s grasp in this
fashion.

‘‘Butedoes she not talk—talk to you—
to any one? ’ I pursued.

“No, it is the rarest thing for my mis-
tress to open her lips. I have known her
pa#s whole days without speaking. She
seems, indeed, to have a rooted dislike to
the sound of a human voice; -that is the
cause of the strange silence in the house.
The only time when she seems to be in-
terested is when you are with her, Mrs.
Neville—she talks to you and listens to
you.’’

What could have happened to blight
her young life? The girl’s whole soul
seemed dead. -

That same day, when. we were talking,
something was said about age, and I
asked Miss Vane abruptly how old she
was. She was too much surprised for
any hesitation, and answered at once:—

“I am twenty-two, Mrs. Neville."’

“Twenty-two!”’ I repeated. ‘‘Then,
when you came here, you were not much
more than eighteen?’’ o

““No — eighteen years
months.”’

‘““Have the years seemed long.
dear?’ I asked, gently.

“Long!"” she repeated. ‘‘Each one has
been an agel!’” - -

" “And you may iive for another fifty
Miss Vane."’

‘I may—but I hope that I shall not,”’
she rejoined. =

¢If you do, would you be content to
spend them as you have spent the past
ones?’’ .

“There would be mo other resource,’’
she replied, shuddering.

“I am _almost afraid to say what I
think, lest I displease yon, Miss Vane.
If I have that misfortune, I ask you be
forehand to forgive me. KEighteen is not
generally oonsidered a very wise age, is
n!’l

“It is as’ wise as any other age I
should imagine, Mrs. Neville.”’

‘‘Nay, my dear, you are wrong. Only
age and experience give wisdom. I am

and a few

my

- older than you by some years—time has

taught me many lessons that you have
yet to learn.’’

“I do not intand to learn mwore,”’ she
sald; ‘I bave learned quite enough.”’

‘At eighteen,”’ I continueda, “"we reel
pleasure and pain acutely. We are either
a¢ the height of happiness or in .the
depths of despair; we are too busy in
opening our hearts, minds, and souls to
new impressions to give much time to
thought. At forty, we realize, reason,
analyze and endure. Has it ever oc-
curred to you that every human life is a
precious gift, received for some wise
purpose? What answer will those make
who have to face the Great Giver with
their life all wasted?”’ :

““My life has been blighted, not wast-
ed,’’ she replied, looking at me steadily.
“‘The two things are different.”’

“But my dear Miss Vane,”’ I said—
‘‘pray pardon me—do you not think that
eighteen is too early an age at which de-
1iperately to set aside all that is best and
brightest in life—to yield one’s self to a
dull, consuming sorrow?’’

*“No,”” she replied. ‘‘If the time and
the sorrow were to come again, I should
act just as I have done.”’

After that there was no more to be
said. I did my best in one way, and that
was to direct her attention to every good
deed, every earnest life that came under

y notice. I

ought then, and I think now, that
my yo' friend’s character was the
most remarkable I had ever met with.
‘What force of will slie must have had at
eighteen to give up the world, to turn
her face against everything bright and
attractive, to yield herself up to a life of
sorrow—nothing but sorrow! I often
wondered what bitter trial had cut her
adrift from her kind, and made all hn-
man beings distasteful to her.

One morning I persuaded her to share
with me my favorite ramble through the
woods. The day was so flne that we wene¢
further than I had intended, until in the
distance we saw the gray spire of Dain-
tree church.

We stopped to look at it, for it made a
striking picture, the tall gray steeples
standing out in bold relief against the
sky, and while we so stood, snddenly
there pealed out the merry chime of
wedding-bells. I smiled—the sunshine,
the clear air, the blue sky, the bells, all
seemed so pleasant to me.

‘“Hark!” I orfed. ‘‘Those are wedding-
bells; some one is being made very happy
to-day.”’

She turned her pale face to me.

» “‘Happy!’ she repeated. ‘‘Why, the
dreariest farce under heaven {8 a wed-
. ding!” \

*‘My dear Miss Vane,’’ I cried, startied
by her vehemence, ‘‘what a strange
idea!”

She langhed, and a dreary sound it
was that came from the young lips.

“It is the dreariest farce under the
sun,’’ she insisted—‘‘a mockery in most
cases, a cruelty in others, a happiness
never.'’

‘It is well that every one is not of
your opinion, Miss Vane,”’ I said.

““If they were, there would bhe fewer
sorrowful hearts in the world,”’ she re-
joined. ‘“‘Oh! Mrs. Neville,’’ she cried,
shuddering, ‘‘come away—come away
from the sound of those terrible bells!’

They seemed to make the old church
rock with their merriment; they filled
the air with a joyous clang. But 1 saw
that the sound made my companion ill.
She placed her hands over her ears, us

though she would fain shut it out, while |

her lips grew white as death. Back we
hastened through the woods until we
were beyond the sound of the bells: and
presently Miss Vane rested sgainst the
little gute that led to the coppice—rested
in silence, which neither of ys eaved to
break.

There was, to me, something anutter-
ably sad in the idea of flring from the
wweet music of chiming bells, as my
companion had donc. What u tortyre
smemnory must have been & her! And
ghen I remembered the ghastly room at
the River House, with the faded wed-
ding garmeats.

*‘Yon have tired yourself,”’ I said.

She looked at me, all passion and feel-
ing repressed, as it svere, with an iron
Aand—the dark, proud beauty pppeared
more indifferent than ever.

“Mprs. Neville,”” she said, “I
©out with you whenerer you
mneveis «ike me again within
those .ells.”’

I promised te remember, and she went
home without allnding to the subject
again,

As time passed, the dark beauty of
her face seemed to acquire a new expres-
slon, 1 saw lines of firm endurance, of
:patient gravity, deepening thereon, while
the power of self-control and self-re-
straint, the dull, ceaseless brooding over
wrong, the flerce rebellion that never
found a voice, the sorrow that found no
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leH‘ef. the despair tha“ in its /ilence
asked only for death, incréased day by
day.

.

CHAPTER VIL—'THE TERRIBLE |

ACCIDENT.”

I have forgotten to .uention that I had
suffered some little annoyance in the in-
terval of time the events of which 1 have
been recording. Ore great charm that
Neville’s Cross had for me was its free-
dom - from all the evils and nuisances of
a manufacturing neighborhooda. No tall

chimnéys reared their smoky heads pear |

us: there was no railroad marring the
picturesque loveliness of the scene: the
Daintree line did not cross the boundar-
ies of my estate. But. about two years
after Miss Vane had come to the River
House, a railway company was formed
which promised some extraordinary
public henefits, and, after a long resist-
ance, 1 was compelled to gell one of my
hest flelds, through which the line was
tu pass; and then, to my great horror,
a bridge was built over the widest part
of the river, just above the River House,
for by that route the trains were to
enter Daintree.

I was vety grieved and vexed—now the
shrill m"WY)T whistle would drown the
sweet song bf the nightingale, and min
gle with the rapid rush of the river. I
did not like the bridge, either: it was
plain and ugly, with nothing pleasing or
picturesque about it.

When I knew what had been decided
upon, I went to tell Miss Vane. She ap-
peared perfectly indifferent, merely rais-
ing her beautiful eyebrows in wonder at
my excited tone of voice. I had found
her sitting under her favorite cedar-tree,
watching the river, with the usual proud,
repressed expression on her face.

*‘At least you might pretend to sym-
pathize with me, Miss Vaue,”’ I said.

There was a strange, far-off luok in
her eyes.

‘It will not matter,’”’ she replied: ‘‘1
shall not mind the rallway whistle—I
shall not even hear it—and you will be
far enough away.’’

““But it will compietely spoil Neville's
Cross,”’ 1 observed.

“Never mind,”’ she said, *‘it
worth troubling about.’’

“I wish I could attain your height of
calm philesephy,’’ I rejoined.

Br, thas rallway brage was destinod
to be the scene of strange occurrences.

A frest unusually long and severe sst
in. I mention it because I read afterward
that in all probability this frost was the
primary cause of the accident. It was
followed hy a rapid thaw during which
the River Leir flooded the whole coun-
try-side. After a time the flood abated.
What was the cause of the terrible acei-
dent no one quite new. Whether the un-
usual rush and weight of tho water had
caused the foundations of the bridge to
give way, or whether it had been inse-
curc!y built from the first, no.one seemed
quite sure,

One day—it was toward the end of
May—the weather was brilliantly fine,
and I went to the River House, hoping
to induce Miss Vane to come out with
me on tke river. She consented, and the
Leir never seemed more beautiful.

The sky was blue, the air fragrant
with the breath of odorous flowers. As
we passed swiftly along we saw the gold-
en gleam of the laburnums, the purple
of the lilacs, the white acacias dropped
their leaves on the grass, the banks were
studded with starry primroses, and from
over the meadows came the scent of the
hawthorn.

We stopped just opposite River House
to admire the beauty of the day.

**Now do own,”’ I said to my compan-
ion, *‘that it is a privilege to live on
such a day.”’

Looking at her, I was more than ever
struck with her beauty. She had dipped
one white hand into the water, and it
gleamed there like a lily. The fresh,
bracing wind had brought the bleom to
her face—had brightened her eyes, and
seemed to have driven the sadness from
her beauty. It was a face of peerless
loveliness, The brow wuas white and
rounded, with dark, straight eyebrows;
the eyes were lurge and dark, with long
silken lashes—they were eyes that haunt-
ed one with their mystic beauty--proud,
passionate, pleading, with gleams of
tonderness that brought a golden lighs
into their depths. All the features were
perfect, but the mouth was most beauti-
ful, with sweet, sensitive lips. I thought
as I looked at Miss Vane how much I
should like to. see the calmness of her per-
fect fuce broken. Little did I dream of
the near fuifillment of my wish.

We rested on the sunshiny river in the
fragrant soring calm, Glancing shadows
fell over the waters and oyep the grass.
We could sse the hridge in the distancs,
After all, it did not look se very ugly. [
wassjust saying so to Miss Vane, when
I saw far nway the steam of the express.

“Took,"’ 1 said—*'could you not fancy
that it was some grest, black serpent
with flery eyes® Yet, after all, thera is
something grand about §t."*

1 sha!l never bhelieve that quick,
heavy trains  will be safe on that
bridge,”’ remarked Huldah Vane.

We saw the steamn among the trees,
and then, as the train came nearer to
the bridge it slackeneq speed. We were
both watching it intently. How shall I
describe the horror that ensyed?

The teain was runnipg slowly when
the engine regsched the middle of the
bridge, and then the stonpework seemed
to quiver, to totter, to give way. Sud-
denly it parted, and the grear epgine,
followed by three or four carriages, fell
into the river, while four more carriages
remained on the bridge.

It all happened before we hnd time
to epcak—at one moment the train was
steaming slowly along, the next there
was a crash, a broken bridge, a eonfused
mass of fallen carriages, a terrific up-
roar, and erjes of alarm that seemed to
rise and cleave the very heavens.

ifor a few moments ] shaded my face
with one hand, not daring to Jook, while
Huldah Vane cried nut in horror. There
in the sunlight. was the terrible reality.
Almost hmpediately I recovereed myself,
and, seizing the sculls, rowed rapidly
to the scene of the aesident. 1t had been
secn by the men at work in the flelds;
and in the next few minutes willing
hands came to render pssistance. In Jess
than bhalf ag hour the news had reached
Daintree, and there was no lask of help.

Strong men soon set to work. Some
of the unhappy pussengers were drowned,
and their bodies were not recovered for
days; but thosz who remained in the
carringes werp rescued as quickly as
possible, Twe of three men were taken
out quite dead, and wers {aig jn ghastly
order on the green bank. The*woupdsd
were not a few. [ grew faint as I looked
ut the forms of the sufferers. Noon there
were doctors in attendance—there wers
brandy, wine everything that was re-
quired.

1 stood Jooking on with Huldah Vane
by my side, We had done what we
could. I had beep apttending to a a little
child whom we had foypd clinging
round a dead mother’s neck. { thought
it would live, but it died in my arns,
and was added to the ghastly row on the
green bank. Presently there was a ory
irom one of the carriages that seemed
to hang between the bridge and the
watep—~some one signaled for help.

it was g work of almost superhuman
diffienlty fo reseyed those inside; more
than once we who Josked gn in breath-
less s -mense—thought thut the rescuers
would Yose thefr own lives in the effort.
At length the tall figure of » man was
hrought/ ont, and then s lady—and it
pr \'ml//hut they two were {n the car-

is not

riagefilone.
*“Are hoth dead?”’.
dociors,

“No.'' he replied. ‘‘The gentleman
seems suveraly hurt; the Jady is stunned,
I fancy. If we conld but got. them re-
moved somewhere, theig Jives mizht be
saved.”’

“*Yon would like to take them to the
nearest house?’ I said, quickly. *‘Thart
iz the River Housc; let them be driven
there ut once.  Miss Vane will be quite
willing. ™’

And thea. seinminlpering her peculiar-
ity, thought it advisapje o gonsult her.

It is against your gule, against your
wish. I know; hut the dectop asggys me
the gentleman’s life depends on  the ex-
pedition with which he ean be treated.'’

“Throw the whole house open.’ she
replied. ‘I am quite willng. 1If I can
help. let me.”’

A few minutes afterward
Daintpee carriages was
with the twog pesclied passengoers
River House.

I asked one of the

one of the

to the

CHAPTER VIIL—“IS IT A4 GURSE
OR A BLESSING?Y”

Dr. Fletcher had gone with
patients to River House. |
some little time longer with Miss Vane.
We suw the wounded taken away to the
different hotels and the hospital; we saw
the dead carried in mournful procession,
and we saw, the few passengers who

the two
ren¥ained

|
|
|

were uninjured, pale, trembling, hardly
daring to believe that they were saved.
We could do no more. Slowly and =adly
1 rowed down the stream to the R ver
House. Miss Vane looked very pale.

1 shall never like the-river again,’’
ahe said to me in a frightened voice. ‘I
used to delight in it; it was all music
and poetry to me. I shall never like’ it
again, for it has been transformed into
w grave.”’

she trembled so violently and looked
so ill that when we reached the: River
House I made her drink some wine and
retire to her room to rest.

[ ought to do something for these
poor people,”’ she said.

I could have blessed the words: they
were the first evipring the least interest
in others that I had heard from her lips.
I was so pleased that I forgot myself
and kissed her. Her face flushed and her
lip quivered, but she did not draw back
proudly, as she would once have done.

**You must rest—the horror of that
terrible arcident has been too much for
vou; 1 will attend to your guests.”’

Drawing down the blind so as to shut
out the glow ofthe sun, I left her. There
was na confdsion~in the house, no noise
—hardly a sound; the servants had been
too well trained to forget their usual
habits,

I went first to the north room, where
the lady was Ilving. There was not much
the matter with her; she had been
stunned, tereibly frightened, the malid

.\ who was watching by her said; but the

doctor had given her a composing
draught, and she was fast asleep. ~That
was good news. 1 went gently to her
bedside and looked at her.

Most people would have called her a
beautiful woman. She was very fair,with
a profusion of light hair; but her face
did not pleass me—I was repelled rather
than attracted by it. It was neither true
nor noble, although I could well imagine
it to be brildant, I hent . over herjy she
was sleeping soundly. One hand lay out-
side the quilt; it was white and well-
shaped, and shining with jewels, and on
the third finger of the left hand 1 saw
a wedding-ring.

**she is o married lady,’’ 1 said to the
maid. ‘‘le that her husband in the other
room?’’

**I think so0,”’ was the reply; ‘they
were traveling together when the acci-
dent occurred.’’

**Do you know the lady’s name?” I
asked.

**No, ma'am; I heard the doctor men-
tion i, but I'do not remember it.”’

It was not of much importanoce, I
thcught. How little did I guess of what
importance it was! And then I went fo
the Blue Room. where the gentleman
had been carried, Here the scene was far
more solemn. The doetor, with a grave,
troubled face, bent over the bed, engaged
in counting the beats of his patient’s
pulse: Mrs. Lewis stood on the other side
—even the old butler had been pressed
into the service, and was engaged 1n the
room. 1 went up to the bed, One of the
handsomest men I had ever seen in my
life was lying on it, pale, exhausted,
with closed eyes and parted lips.

4'*1s there danger?'’ I asked the doctor

‘“Yes,”” was his brief reply.

Danger! Was the shadow of death
everywhere? I stood in silence, never re-
membering to hive seen anything like
the face and head before me. It was
beauty of the purest masculine type—a
noble head. with clusters of dark-brown
hair—clusters that waved in a careless,
graceful fashion—a broad, noble brew,
a fgce oval-shaped and perfect in con-
tour. ¢Looking at him, I fest an ardent
wish that he might not die arise in my
heart,

**What is the injury?’ I asked. :

‘“Brain concussion,’’ -replied Dr.
Fletcher, briefly.

‘““Will you have farther advice?’ I
inquired.

‘“Yes, if no change takes place in a
short time,”’

No change did take place: the patient
did not open his eyes. He seemed pér-
fectly u lous; and the doctor’s face
grew more and more anxzious. I watched
him as intently as he watched the
sufferer.

“Do you think it will end fatally,
Doctor Fletcher?'’ 1 asked.

*I am afraid so, Mrs. Neville. While
there is life, though, we will hope.”’

‘*Had you not hetter try o find out
who is he? If anything serious is likely
to happen, his friends vught to be sent
for.”’ .

‘“The lady is his wife,’”” said Dr.
Fletcher. ‘‘She is sleeping soundly. Per-
haps you are right. Mrs. Neville;
would be a8 well to know who is he is.’’

The cloth&s that had been taken from
him were placed on a chair, and the doc-
tor examined tle ocontents of ‘the poc-
kets, There wds a gold watch and chain,
» purse wel] filled with Id, a pocket-
book containing letters and hanknotes, a
card-case, and another packet of letters.
The dootor Jooked carefully av them, and
then he came to me.

‘“‘Qur patient is a. gentleman of high
standing Mrs. Neville, He is Lard Clive
Wynton. The Wyntons are one of the
best families in England."’

‘‘Lord Clive Wynton!"” I repeated.
‘“Then the lady is Lady Wynton?’’

‘“Yes here is the address ia full—‘Lord
Wynton, Lyndmere Park.’ Here also is
a ticket for Paris. He must have been
traveling thither when he met with this
unfortunate mishap.’’

‘“Then it ;must haye been his valet who
was killed. Do yon remember hearing
some one say that Lord Wynton's valet
had beep found in a sepond-class car-
riage, crushed to dsath®’

+I remembar,'’ said the docgor. ‘‘Mrs.

it |

mortal foe—my greatest enemy. Thero
is no curse that 1 have uot heaped on
his head; for his sake I hate my kind,
the whole iman race. Is he brought
here that I mav see my ourse fulfll ed,
or that I may do what angels do—pity
and forgive!’’

She buried her face in her hands, and
for the first time I heard her weeping
like a child.

The tears would benefit her, I thought.
I made no effort to check them. Great
gobs shook her frame. I waited until it
seemed to me that she was exhausted,
and then I bent over and kissed her.

I shall never forget the fuce she raised
to mine.

“Mrs. Neville,”’ she whispered, ‘‘will
he die?”’

“I fear so; the doctor does not give
much hope,’’ I replied.

She looked at me with pleading eyes.

‘“‘Suppose that anyone injured you-—
mortally injured you, blighted your life,
killed the heart within you, although
your body lived on—and you cursed
them: if danger or deadly peril came to
them, should you think it was your

"curse fulfilled?”

‘‘Hardly,” I replied.
merciful.’’

‘“A great sorrow ocame to me,’’ she
sald, dreamily—'‘greater than falls to
the lot of most people. I knew when it
came that there were two ways of meet-
ing it. Onewasto bow my head in lowly
submission to pity, to pardon; the other
was to curse the hand that had snapped
in twain the very chord of my life, to
harden my heart against my kind, to
revenge myself for the wrong done to
me. I chose the last.”’

‘‘It was the wrong one,” I said, gent-
ly ‘:but it is never too late to repair an
error.’’

‘My mortal foe,’’ she continued, speak-
ing rather to herself than to me,
“‘brought here under my roof! Isita
curse or a blessing?’’ A

I whispered to her some sacred \words
—gweet, gracious words of pity, pardon,
and infinite compassion. When she raised
her face again it was so changed I hardly
knew it, being softened into inexpressible
loveliness.

“] should like to forgive bim,’’ she
said. ‘“It was very cruel, very selfish,
very wicked, but, if he is going to die,
I should Iike to forgive him, and then,
when he is dead, I can think of him, as
I used to think—forget his sin and my
suffering. I wish I could forgive him!”

*Do; make the effort. Come and see
him: no resentment, however just, can
live in his presence now.’’

She’shrunk back from me.

“I can not.see him.. 'He must not see
me—he must not know. Ah I forgot!
You do not understand.’”’ She drew bick
with a sharp inflection of pain in her
volice, so sharp, so keen, so bitter, that I
realized for one half minute what she
must be enduring. 5 .

She stood for a few moments repress-
ing the emotion that almost overpowered
her, and then she said:—

“‘I must see him. Mrs. Neville, think
for me, will you? I must seé him, but
he must not see me. There is that which
makes it impossible for him to see me. I
have sworn—listen, Mrs. Neville—that I
would never look upon his face again.
But, if he is going to die, it would not
be wrong of me to break that vow. I
must see him without his knowing me,"’
she sald, dreamily, “I vould not bear it
otherwise."’

‘““But he is sure to know if he learns
that he owes shelter and kindness to
Miss Vane,'’ I said.

The saddest smile that ever played on
a human face came over hers,

‘‘He will not know the name,’’ she
explained;: “I was not Miss Vane when
he knew me."’

That was the first intimation I re-
veived that my mysterious tenant had
sssumed a false name.

‘‘Heaven is very

To be Continued.
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Nevillo, T should like to send for anoth
doctor,”’

**] am quite sure that you may con-
sider yourself master of the house for
the time, Dr. Fletcher; send as you will
—do as you will. Mary. the under house-
maid, seems quick and aotive; let her
take your message.'’

Presently I went back to Miss Vane.
She had left her room; and was in the
drawing-room, where a cup of tea await
ed me. §

‘I could pgt pest,”” ghe said. ‘“The
fright really made me i1, ag yon saw;
but I could not sleep—I poyld not keep
my eyes closed. How are ouyr patients?”’

**The Jady sesms to haye had a won-
derful escape. The gentleman is, I fear,
in some danger.’’

*1 hope they have everything mneedful.
You will tell Lewis to attend to that.

““Yes,'”" I returned. ‘I do not think
the lady will be long an invalid.”’

‘‘But there is fear for her husband.
You said they were husband and wife,
did you not, Mrs. Neville®’’

“Yes. The servant—the valet—was
kiljed, hyt I did nos hear anything of a
lady’s maid, "’

Bhe sat quite silent for a few minutes,
the cup of fragrant tea &tanding before
her, her beautiful, restless face turned
from me. |

‘““It seems a terrible thing to meet
with a oruel and sudden death on e fair,
bright day like this,’’ she said, presently.
““Oh, Mrs. Neville! I wish that I ocould
forget the grenel Who are the people that
we were foriynate engygh po help?”’

‘“‘We have been trying to find qué The
doctor examined the gentleman’s lesters
and papers. He is Lord Clive Wynton,
and the lady is his wife.’’ .

Never while I live shall I forget th
awful, ghastly change shat came over
her face, lighting up its pallor only to
deaden it again. The white lips sprung
aparpt, the dark eyes had a wild, despair-
%ng lolilllfn T;v!?ie‘ Id saw her try to speak,
bt all soun: 8 way i gspin
sigh; and then she» caizxemo‘v?erstopmas.
ond her fingers olutched my arm as
though it were held in an iron grasp.

‘‘Say that again!'’' she hissed.

“Lord Clive. Wynton,'' 1
wonderingly, and half alarmed.

sShe raised her white face, and I heard
her groan:—

1*Merciful Heaven!”

She turned from me to the window,
snd A langh, gs siegnge and wnnatural
as evor came frqm hymany Jips, hursp
from her, I :

“I have gone mad!"’ she aried, .in .8
hourse voice. ‘‘Jewis sald T should
brood over my sorrows until they drove
e mad. I am mad!”’

BShe trembled so violently that it was a
wonder tg me that she conld stand.

I tired to gogghp her.

My dear Miss Vane, do pof giye way
to such terrible fancles. It is nqt maq-
ness. You are only rhocked and star-

repeated,

| tled.””

driving slowly |

The beautiful face and restless eyes
turned to the window again.

“Am 1 dreaming, or what? Lord
Wynton here—brbught here to die! I can
#ot beljeve it,”’ she gasped. ‘‘There are
strange turys in Jife, | know—fortane

lays ys wilg tricks—fate hag ynegpected

ings in store, but this caf nqt pe—
nh'ntlLord Wynpton is pbroyght tq my hgme
to dip!" > v ¥

‘It is true—-it is nelther dream nor
fancy but truth.’’

‘‘Can you tell me,’’ she asked—‘‘is it
a curse or a blessing® That man is my
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Using Mergenthaler Type-cupting Mchines,

Tae Svx is printed from NEW TYPE EVERY
MORNING,

€stablished in 1873, 1t h4s incroised in circnistion
ind populurity each year,

Advertising Rates furnished on application,
v

Avogess. SUN PRINTING COMPANY, Ltd,
8r, JOHN, N. B

BUSINESS —
~Is Now Rushing !

COME EARLY AND B-ING YOU* OhDERS !

Now is the time to order your printe
o - for W ter nud Spring business, Sen
your prders to

THE + DVANGE OFFICt

=——FOR YOUR ——

LETTER HEADS,
NOTE HEADS,
BILL HEADS,
CARDS,
RAILWAY RECEIPTS,
SHIPPING RECEIPTS,
ENVELOPES,

TAGS, ETC.

A full stock of paper, envelopee, tags and
pr nters’ atationery om haud. Come or
send to

THZ LEADING JOB- PRINTING (OFFICE.
D G. SMITH; CHatram

MEETING

COUNTY GOUNGIL

The No:thumberland County Council

w'll meet at tbe Cotncil Chamber, Nuoweastle, on
Tuesday the 18th day of January inat,, at I2 o’clock
noon for the despatch of business,
Date ., the $ed day of January 1808,
SAM'L THOMPSON,

teciy-Treas, of Co, Nortjy'ld,

South West Boom Co.

The annual meeting of the Stock Holders of the
above Campany will be held in the Secretary’y Office
1 Newcasi|», TH'JRNDAY, the 18th DAY OF JAN.
UARY INST,, at 2 O°'CLOCK, P. M, for the purpose
choowing Directors, for the ensuing year, and trans-
acting spch  ofher busiuess us may be deemed
necuvesary, =

The Directors wil] meet in the samg place on tﬂu
same duy st 1L O'CLOCK, A M. to apdit tHe
Treasurer’s Accounts, and wind up the n-lng-

or the year,
i ALLAN RITCHJB,

* Newodstle, Jan, 8rd 1898, President.

Miramichi Foundry,

STEAM ENGINE AND BOILER WORKS,
CHATHAM, N. B.

JOSEPH M. RUDDOCK,

PROPRIETOR

Steam Engines and Boilers, Mill Machivery of all kinds;
Steamers of any size constructed & furnished, complete.

GANG EDGERS, SHINGLE AND LATH MACHINES, CAST-
INGS OF ALL DESCRIFPTIONS,

CAN DIES.
IRON PIPE VALVES AND FITTINGS

OF ALL KINDS.

DESIGNS, PLANS AND ESTIMATES FURNISEED ON APPLICATION

HEstablished 1866.

DUNLAP GOOKE & GO
MERCHANT TAILORS,

I D=

Dunlap Bros. & Co,,
AIW_H_ERST, N. 8.

Dunlap, McKim & Downs,
WAL_LACE, N. S.

DUNLAP, COOKE & CO.,

GENILBMIN'S OUTFITCERS

AMHERST.
AMHERST, N. S. N. S.

This firm carries one of the finest selections of Cloths incindiaz ¢i! the different makes suitabie fo
dne tra @ Their cu tors sud staff of workmen employed wre the be<t obtuiuabla, aund the clothing fron
2is establishment hes a superior tone sud fnish Al inspe-tion of tne mampies will convivce yon that
10 prices are right.

Ready-Mized Paints, all shades, including the Celebrated

WEATHER AND WATERPROOF,

THE BEST EVER MADE,

Scheol Blackboard Paint.

Gloss Carriage Paint, requires no Varnishing,

Graining Cuiors, all kinds,

Graining Comhs, Dry Colors, all shades.

Gold Leaf, Gold Bronze, Guld Paint.

Stains, Walnut, Uak Cherry, Mahogany, Rose wood, Floor Paints
Weather and Waterproof.

Kalsomine all shades.

7 bbls, English Boiled and Raw Oil, Pure

1 < Turpentiue.

100 Kegs Fnglish White Lead and Colored Paints.

1 bbl. Machine Oil, Extra Goud, Neats Foot Harness Qil.

Ready Mixed Metalic Roofing, 92 per cent Iron.:

10 Kegs, 100 Ibs. each Dry Meralic Ruofing, 92 per cent Iron.

Paint and White Wash Brushes, -

VauvisHes, Elastic Oak, Carriage, Copal,
Hard Oil Finish, Pure Shelae, Driers.

Joiners’ and Machinest’ L'ools, a speciality.

Special attention to Builders’ Materials in Locks, Knobs, Hinges etc.

SEeet Lead and Zine, Lead Pipe, Pumps. '

75 Rolls Dry and Tarred Sheathing Paper.

75 Kegs Wire Nails, $2.45 per Keg.

30 Boxes Window Glass.

20 Kegs Horse Shoes, $3.90 per Keg. 15 Boxas Horse Nails $3.00 box.

10 Tons Refined Iron $2.50 per 100 lbs.

Cast Steel, Bellows, Chain, Nuts, Bolts, Washers, Grindstones
Grindstone Fixtures.

WHITE MOUNTAIN ICE CREAM FREEZERS $1.90, CLOTHES
WRINGERS $2.50, DAISY CHURNS 83.75.

Cart and Waggon Axles, Cow Bells, Wire Sereecn Doors, Window
Screens, Green Wove Wire 14c. yd,, Barbed Wire Fencing, Counter
Scales, Weigh Beans, Steetyards, Carpet Sweepers, Blasting Powder
and Fuase, Sporting Powder, Guns, Revolvers. To arrive from Belgium
35 Single and Donble Barrel Breech Loading Guns,

Barber’'s Toilet Clippers, Horse Clippers, Lawn Shears, Accordeon s
Violins, Bows and Fixings.
FARMING TOOLS: ALL KINDS

Mower Sections, 70c. doz. Heads, 40c. each, Knife Heads. $3.00.
* = Guards, 83c. each, Rivets, Oilers.
My Stock of General Hardware is complete in every branch and
too numerous to mention.
All persons requiring goods in my line will save money- by calling,
on me, as they will find my prices away down obeciow the lowest;

prove this by caliing. d, R. GOGGIN

JUST OPENING.

4

Demar, Furniture

»
JUST OPENING
BOOT AND SHOES IN GREAT VARIETY,
SCOTCH AND CANADIAN TWEEDS,
NEWEST MAKES IN DRESS GOODS,
OILCLOTHS. HEARTH RUUS & DOORMATS,
.
WOOL, BRUSSELS & TAPESTRY CARPETS,
BLACK & COLORED CASHMERES & MERINuUS,
A RT !/rlUSLINS, CRETONNES & REPPS,
LACE CURTAINS & COUNTERPANES,

IJACES, RIBBONS & HAMBUR S,

SlLKa‘ IN BLACK, COLORED, SURAU, &

Worsted Coatings,
Black and Blue Serge Suitings,
White and Regatta Shirts,
Ties, Collars, Hosiery
Silk and Linen Handk'fs,
Hats, & Caps, Etc.

ALSO AFULL & COMPLETE LINE OF

GROCERIES & PROVISIONS.

J. B. SNOWBALL.

cx

PAINTS, OILS, VARNISHES AND HARDWARE.

'MILLERS’ FOUNDRY AND MAGHINE WORKS;

RITCHIE WHARF, CHATHAM. N. B, |
Successors to Gillespie Foundry.
i . Established 1852,

|
|
|

Mill, Rnilw&y,v and Machine Work, Marine Engines, Boiler repaiﬁng.

Our Brass and Composition Castings are woithy a trial, being
noted throughsut the country,

All work personally supervised. Satisfaction guaranteed.
Send for estimates hefore ordering ei ewhere,
Mill Supplies, Fittings, Pipe, ete in stock and to order.

: J S G. MILLER.
ASK FOR

MONARCH
oteel Wire Nails,

-~ THEY NEVER LET GO,
AND TAKE NO OTHERS.

Orders filled at Factory Price, and a Freight Allowance maded
lots of 10 kegs and upwards at one shipment.

KZRR & ROBERTSON,

‘ SAINT JOHN, N. By
N. B.— Ix Stock ANp To ArrIvE 100 Dozen K. & R. Axes.

The undermentioned advantages are claimmed for MacKenzie's:
spectacles.

1st—That from the peculiar construction of the glasses they AssIST
and PRESERVE the sight, rendering frequent changes uungcessary,

2ad—That they confer a brilliancy and distinetpess  of vision, with
an amount of KasE and COMFORT not hitherto enjoyed by spectacle
wearers,

3rd—That the material from which the Lenses are ground is manu-
fadtnred especially for optic purposes, by DRr. CHARIES Barpou’s
improved patent method, and is PURe, HARD AND BRILLIANT and not
iable to become seratched.

4th—That the framnes in which they are set, whether in Gold, Silver
or Steel, are of the finest quality and finish, and guaranteed perfect in
every respect.

The long eveninzs are here and you will want a pair of gond glassi
30 come to the Medieal Hall and be properly fitted or no charge.

J. D. B. F. MACKENZIE,
Chatham N. B, Sept. 24, 1895.

Miramichi Advance,

CHATHAM. N. B.

‘ PRINTED
EVERY WEDNESDAY
EVENING.

THE LEADING
NORTH SHOR=
NEWSPAPER.

3

TERMS ONE DOLLAR A YEAR PAYABLE IN' ADVANGE.
D. G.SMITH. EDITOR & PROPRIETOR

JOB PRINTING

AT LOW PRICES AND THE SHORTEST NOTICE

ALWAYS ON HAND:— -

RAILWAY BILLS,

FISH INVOICES, %
MAGISTRATES' BLANKS,
MORTGAGES & DEEDS, JOINT NOTES,
BILLS OF SALE DRAFTS,
SCHOOL DISTRICT SECRETBRYS BILLS FOR RATEPA YERS,
TEACHERS’ AGREEMENTS WITH TRUSTEES. -
DISTRICT ASSESSMENT LISTS,

CUSTOM HOUSE FORMS,
BILLS OF EXCHANGE,
NOTES OF HAND,

THREE MACHINE PRESSES

and other requisite plant constant-
ly running Equipment equal to
that of any Job-Printing office in
the Province -’

‘The only Job-Printing office out-
side of =t. John that was awarded
both -

MEDAL AND DIPLOMA

e AT VETER.S

DOMINION AND GENTENVIAL EXHIBITION

AT ST JOHN IN 1883

Orders by Mail prowptly fill-d & Satisfaction Guaranteed.

CANADA EASTERN RAILWAY,

STMMEBR 1897.

UNm further notice, trains will run on the abive Railway, daily (Sundeys oxceptea) asm follows:

Betwoon Fredericton Jhatham an
i P a } Oonnecting with I..0.R.

FOR CHATHAM
(read down)

MIXED EXPuESS
620amlv 250 pmn
6 30 2563
6 50
8 20
9 40 b 05
10 40 ar ) 5 50
10 45 1v ¢ 8 051y
1205 pm
ar )
vy

FOR FREDERICTOV |

(read (np) |
EXPRE-S  MIXED]
Sl
. Froderlctnn,‘..‘ Il.2 l';ur, ; .é;)p m '\Y lChuhm.

,..Marynville,.., 1200 a10 [(o'%nm
\.Cross Creek, .} 10 47 129 |\f+ Chatham June,,
.~.Bolestown,... 935 1145 [|g"

110 45 |Notsm
... Doaktown, .., 8 50 110 40 | Ar. Unatham,
... Blackville,, .. ‘

7 40 910
«.Chatham Jot . @ 46 {"% 20
Nolson 710

«.+.Chatham. . 612 6 60
Loggteville Ly 6 00 am 6 50 am|
INDIANTOWN RRANCH,

. Blackviiln .,
Judigntown, ... ol

GOING NORIW.

Exprybs,
2,40 p.m.

Mixen

GOING SOUTI.
Exrrese.
LV, Chatham, $,26a. m,
Nelson 3.45
s¢. Uhatham Junction, 4.5 *
Lv. L " 4.20- *
Nelson 4,40
AT Unatham 500 ¢

Mixep
20,10 a, m,
10.80
10.60 - ¢
1066
1510
1180 p,m.

EOR IND'TON

Iv8.00sm. ...
ar860 ‘' ...

FOR BLR'VLE [}
ar 500 p
v 4.16

The shove Table is made up on Eastern standard titne,

The trains between Chathwin and Fredariotun  will uao stop wned signalled at the follow
suuo.':s- Ueruy aemmx. Uppsr Nelsau  Hoom, Cholnstord, drey  Raplls, Upper Blackville Iﬂn'?u::ﬁ
Cnrml-,w McNameo's, Ludlow, Astle Crossing Clenrwater, Portage Road, Forbes’ diding, dpp-r()n-
Creek, Covervd Hridge, diouville, Durhamn, Nushwaak, Manzer’s Siding, Penniac, 2

Bxpress Trains on 1. C. R.run through t destiaations oun Sunday Exgpress

but not Mondey morniugs
CONNECTIONS e, sytus e ot 1

'C l:‘u“\lhl.w“;' llv;r I‘-) ncrewm and nl‘l‘ voints 1 the
lor oho and al nte t, & Gib

and Prevque lsle, sad at \Jro: nr:-nl w.iv.n Bt:.ou!o';“‘sunm"wk' Cialve, S e e
THOS, HOBEN, supt. ~_ALEX. GIBSON, Gen’l Manager
™~

¥

trains run Sunday mornings

8 C. RAILWAY
Woeat, and at Fredericton with the
uxper provinces and with the C. P. RAILWAY

s Bdmunduton




