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%iin words had rcevealed to berwith
lighfning vividness the inll hcrrer axc
hopelessuess of Ler position,

The price of her sin had pearly been
murdiy, aud the theught overwhelmed
her, yet she wes heipless,

Why was her fate linked with that of
this man of infuny, who held ia his re-
lentless hands the power to crush her
life and dog her to ruin?

Where could it all end save in greater
misery for them all? And then she re-
proached herself bitterly for having
sought to escape from the meshes of the
net which fate had woven round her. ¢

For some time she could Bot regain
her self commuand; but, recognizing at
1ast how worse than useless with a man
like Pierre Turrian was any attitude
but that of firmness, she made a great
effort to show a bold front to him.

‘‘Better?’’ he sneered as soon as she
raised her head. ‘‘It was rather a hard
hit, I dare say, but you mustu’t lose
your nerve just now. There’s work to
be done.*’

““You are right,’’ she answered stead-
ily; ““there is work, but it must not and
shall not be murder.”’

‘“You’d be much wiser if you didn’t
use such ugly terms. You seem to for-
get that half the sctions of the whole
world depend for their respeotability
upon their desoription. Now, if you've
enough pluck left to listen quietly, I'll
soon show you which way your interest
lies.”

““You can say what you like. It is
immaterial.”’

He glanced at her angrily and mut-
tered an oath at her for the tone in
which she spoke.

“There is no time now for losing our
tempers, or else you’d make me do
g0 with that infernal sneering manner,’’
he cried angrily. ‘‘This is how things
stand: You married me at Montreux
at the Chapel of St. Sulpice, and you
are now in law, if not in love, my wife.
Being still my wife, you married the
master of this place, and in doing that
committed what your law calls bigamy.
You did it, as you will say, in ignorance,
hoping that you had seen the last of me
when the stamp of that pretty but ener-
getic foot of yours sent me rolling down
into the gorge from the Devil’s rook,
but unfortunately for your plea of ig-
norance when I came here you went on
pretending that you were Sir Jaffray’s
wife and continued to stay here, though
you knew the marriage was bigamous
and void. Do you see what.that does?
It just pricks the bubble of your inno-
cence, and it pute you a deal deeper
into the mud than you were before.
That'’s all, and if it’s any consolation
to you you may know that I saw that
from the first, and it suited my purpose
that you should be ocempromised as
much as possible.”’ =

He stopped and looked at her in tri-
umph and as if expeoting an outburst,
but she had mastered her emotion by
this time completely.

“‘Go on,’’ she said quietly.

“‘That means that-you can at any mo-
ment be put on your trial for bigamy
and have to face the whole world from
the prisoner’s dock, and, what is more,
that I can put yon there and will if you
drive me to it. Get that into your head
clearly.”’

‘I am waiting to know what you
want. I have never deubted either your
bullying cowardice or your cunning.’’

‘““What I want is easily said. I want
to clear away from your path the diffi-
culties that threaten to ruin you.”

““You are suddenly very solicitous on
my account,’’ she retorted.

“And I mean to show you the omly
way in which it can be done,’’ he con-
tinued, not heeding the interruption.
“‘8ir Jaffray has settlod on you a good
many thousands of pounds, and, as I
bappen to know, he has in his will,
like a loving husband should, left you
everything that he could leave without
touching the entadled estates. Now’'—
he paused and looked very closely at
her and spoke very deliberately—*‘if
Bir Jaffray were to dfe, say, by any ac-
cidens or suddemnly in any way yon
wonld as suddenly be freed from all
your embarrassments.’’

She met his look and returned it with
one which seemed to hold his eyes fized
en her. D
I - “Well?"’ She uttered the single lyl]q
I ble question without ‘allowing a sign
.or symptom of her feeling to be seen in
her face.

“I mean,” and 'vis voloe grew a trifle
hoarse and unsteady—*‘I mean that Sir
Jaffray is the ome obstacle in your path,
and it is necessary for your sake and for
mine that the obstacle shounld be re-
moved."’

Lola elinched her hands till the nails
nearly ran into her palms, and she bit
Yer lip hard in her agitation, and it was
fully a minute before she trusted herself
to speak.

The Frenchman filled up the interval
by lighting a fresh cigarette and walk-
ing up and down the room. He was
glad of the pause, for the strain of the
moment told on him. He was very pale,
and the perspiration came out in a line
of beads on his forehead.

“I think I understand you,’’ said

Lola at length when she could trust .

herself to speak. ‘‘And what is to hap-
pen after—after what you mean?"’

Be was by the door of the room when
she spoke, and he turned and answered,
standing still. He tried tospeak lightly.

‘““What should happen?’’ he cried,

,with a wave of the hands and a shrug
of the shoulders. ‘“You would be free,
and I wonld claim you as my wife.”’

“You wounld olaim me!’’ she repeated.

“‘Oertainly,’’ he said masterfully.
*“You would be my wife’'~

He stopped suddenly without finish-

ing the sentence and turned toward the
door.
. ““What’s that?'’ he oried. He rushed
to the door and tried to open it quick-
ly, but in his haste fumbled with the
handle and then threw it opem and
looked out.

There was no one there, though he
thought he could hear the whisk of a
dress, but he said nothing of this to
Lola.

“I was mistaken,’’ he said, returning
to the room and closing the door behind

him.
¢ “J¢ must be adevil’s plot indeed,'
said Lols, ‘“‘when it makes even yom
{imagine that there are eavesdroppers.’’
:  He made no answer to this.
‘‘Well, you know my plan now,’” he
‘said. *‘Itis the only one possible to

get us out of this mess. What do you
{gay?”’

“You don’t expect me to reply off-
bhand that I am ready to take partina
plot to murder my husband?’’

! ‘“Why not? You have already re-
lhenud the part with me.’’

{ The malice in his tone and face made
|{Lola clinch her teeth and flush with
langer. Butshedid not let the hot words
ithat rese to her lips escape them. In-
istead of this she asked as calmly as she
!could foroe herself to speak:

i *‘How do you propose to carry out
{the plan?’’ -
| “Oh, there are 80 ways. Any one
of a bundred drugs that can be gob
lwiﬂumt difficulty Wwill do all that we
need, and any one of a hundred oppor-
tunjties which can be as easily found
or made will let us, either youor I, do
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you or I'’—she paused on the words—
‘‘shounld do this?’’
““The sooner the better,’’ he answered

! ns coldly as if he had been discussing

#me trifling matter of everyday rou-
tiue. ‘I can get you the drug, or you
can ot me the chanoe, and tomorrow
should :ce you free from your troubles.’’

“Even if I could bring myself to do
what you a:%:,”’ said Lola, ‘‘I could not
do it at once. I must have time to nerve
myself.”’

‘“You needed no time on the Devil’s
rook,”’ he said hastily.

‘I will not do this without considera-
tion. Tomeorrow I will give you an an-
swer—yes or no.’’

““You are a fool, Lola! Any hour
may bring that gisl Leyoester back

‘here, or she may write her oursed

knowledge. We dare not delay an un-
necessary hour.’’

““You know me, and that what I say
I mean. I am not even clear that I will

Str Jaffray, looking very white and stern,
entered the room.

not denounce you myself to Sir Jaffray

and face all that may have to come. To

be once more the acknowledged wife of

a man like you is a hateful prospect.’’

‘“Better to be the wife of a man like
me than the wanton of another.’’

““You scoundrel!”’ cried Lola. All the
passion that she had been holding in
check blazed forth at this taunt, and,
raising the riding whip which she held
in her hand, she struck him with all
her force right across the face, leaving
a crimson wale on his livid cheek.

His rage was so violent that he trem-
bled with the force of it, and, rushing
forward, he tore the whip from her hand
and flung it to the ether end of the room.

‘‘You she devil!’”’ he muttered, glar-
ing into her face with murder in his
eyes while Lola faced him without
flinching and smiled soornfully at the
mark on his face.

He watched her warily and cunningly
for a moment, and then,darting forward,
sefzed her amd commenced to struggle
with her, striving $o force her backward
to a sofa, rage lending strength to his
supple, sinewy form.

She struggled on her side, putting
forth all her strength, which was very
great for a woman, and for a time she

resisted him and held him in check.
She wouid not scream and did not utter
& souud.

But the struggle was an unequal one,
and gradually she felt herself beginning
to lose way before him. Her riding
habit hampered her, and she began to
fear that he would overpower her. She
strove hard to think how she could pre-
vent him from hurting her without call-
ng for assistance from the servants.

Not for a moment did she lose her
presence of mind, though she knew
well the desperate character of the man
she had to deal with, and it was only
in the last extremity, when she felt that
she could not continue the struggle and
that her life would be in danger if she
did not bave help, that she resolved to
ory for assistance.

But there was no need.

Just at that moment they both heard
the sound of a horse’s gallop and the
stamping of its feet as the rider checked
it, throwing it upon its haunches just
outside of the window.

It was Sir Jaffray, and the sight
brought the Frenchman to his senses.

In another minute Sir Jaffray, look-
ing very white and stern and carrying
his heavy bunting ¢rdp in his hand, en-
tered the room.

Lola, exhausted and breathless with
her efforts, had sunk upon a low chair,
while her late assailant stood upon the
defensive.

e

COHAPTER XVL
HORSEWHIPPED,

Sir Jaffray’s first thought was nat-
urally for Lola.

‘““Are you hurt, my darling?’ he
asked, crossing to her and bending lov-
ingly over her.

*‘No, it is nothing. Oh, I am so glad
you have come!’’ And now that danger
for herself and the excitement were
over she was far more unsteady and un-
nerved than she had been before.

She began now to fear the effect of
an &ncounter between the two men and
felt that in a moment all that she had
striven to gain might be lost. She clung
to Sir Jaffray’s arm and would not re-
lease him.

‘“Let me go, dear one. And you—go
to your rcom. Leave me to deal with
this—gentleman.’’

But she would not and clung to him
still.

‘‘Come, Lola,”” in a %oice that she
knew must be obeyed.

“I will stay,” she said and then
loosed his arm.

“I do not wish it,’’ said the baronet
firmly.

But Lela would not yield.

‘I would rather,’’ she answered.

“As you will, then,’’ said Sir Jaffray
shortly.

Then he turned to Pierre Turrian,
who had been watching the pair closely
and thinking rapidly what to do.

The minute’s breathing space which
Sir Jaffray’'s hurried questioning of
Lola had afforded had given time for
reconsideration and had changed the
current of the Frenchman’s thoughts
and the whole development of after
events.

At the moment of Sir Jaffray’'s entry
Pierre Turrian’s first instinct had been
to save himself from an exceedingly
awkward complication by throwing the
baronet’s anger on to Lola and exposing
the true character of the relations be:
tween her and himself.

But the minute’s consideration caused
him to change his intention completely.
If he were to do anything of the kind,
all chance of benefiting by Lola’s con-
neotion with the baronet would be gone.
He would have lost his hold over her
entirely, and the whole gbject which
he bad so long and so closely cherished
would be gacrificed.

On the other hand, all that there was
to fear was an unpleasant experience
with Sir Jaffray’'s riding crop, a fight
in which he might or might not get the
worst, followed, of course, by expulsion
from the house, but he wonld still have
Lola in his power and still be able to
reap the reward he was striving for,

He measured up Sir Jaffray’s strong,
well knit frame and recognized the cer-
tainty that he could not hope to escape
without some hard blows, but the stake
was worth winning.

He had his tale ready, therefore, as
soon as Sir Jaffray came toward him.

‘‘How dare you lay your hands on my
1 9y
pewer no man who speaks to me
in that tone and backs his words with a
weupon while I am defenseless,’’ he re-
plicd, with a gocd assumption of bold-
ness.

‘“This is no weapon,’’ said the baron-
et angrily, ‘‘in any such sense as that.
It is merely a horsewhip for the batk of
a dastardly coward who “dares to strike
a woman!”’ 5

Ficrre Turrian made no reply, but he
folded his arms across his chest and
stood staring resolutely at his opponent,
*he murk of Lola’s whip flaming like a
brand of red shame on his face.

‘‘Look out!”’ were Sir Jaffray’s only
words, and the next moment the long,
strong lash of the bunting whip curled
round the Frenchman's shoulders. It
was like the first taste of blood to a
wild animal mad with pent rage, and
Sir Jaffray seized him by the collar of
the coat and put his whole heart and
strengthsinto the swinging. cuts which
he rained om the Frenchman’s shoul-
ders and back.

Then at the close he went to the door
and threw it open.

‘“Now, go,’’ he said hurriedly, ‘‘and
let this be a lesson to you never to raise
your hand against a woman again. Go,
or by heaven I shan’t be able to keep
my hands from thrashing you again.’’

To do the man justice, he had passed
through the ordeal with as much com-
posure as a man can hope to show un-
der a horsewhipping. He had neither
winced nor flinched, though the hurt of
the blows had seemed to strike right to
the bone.

““I will go, and, mark me, every blow
that you bave struck I will pay back a
hundredfold. I swear it!”’

‘“‘Bah! Get out! This is not a theater,”’
growled Sir Jaffray. Then, seeing a
couple of meunservants in the hall, he

said to them, ‘“Turn that man out of
the house, and if ever he comes here
again you have my express permission
to kick him right down to the lodge
gates.”’ °

With that he shut the door and turned
to Lola.

“And now, sweetheart, that the
room’s clear of that brute, tell me what
on earth does it all mean?’’

He sat down by her and first took her
hand in his, and then, seeing that she
was greatly agitated, he ran his arm
round her waist and held her olose to
him and kissed her.

She was inexpressibly glad to be in
his arms, for she had grown to love
him with a love to the full as passione
ate as that whioh she had formerly sim-
ulated, and his demonstrative move-
ments were rare enough to make her
prize them all the more.

She nestled close to him now, and
twining her arms about his neck clung
to him and drew down his face to hers,
covering it with long, sweet kisses,
while her eyes filled with tears, which
he could not understand. She knew
well enough, however, that they were
drawn from a too certain foreknowledge
that such moments in their lives were
soon to cease entirely.

It was a growing pain to her, too, to
have to lie to him, as now she must, to
account for this extraordinary scene
with Pierre Turrian, and for the mo-
ment her wits failed to suggest even an
idea of the tale she should tell.

She was completely unnerved and un-
strung in the moment of relapse from
the excitement caused by the interview
with the Frenchman and the struggle
in which it had ended, the tension when
she had expeoted the truth to be blurted
out and the shock, half delight, half
fear, of the horsewhipping.

8ir Jaffray on his side was very dis-
quieted by the affair. In the momentof
his arrival his thoughts had been too
closely ocoupied with the burning de-
sire to thrash the scoundrel whom he
had seen with his own eyes molesting
Lola to heed what had happened before
he came. His blood was set on fire by
what he saw, and he neither cared nor
stopped to think.

When he had sated that desire and
had lashed the man to his soul’s delight
and content and sat waiting for Lola to
speak, he grew uneasy as to what could
possibly have happened between Lola
and the man whom he had regarded as
his friend that could lead to such an
end.

“How did this happen, child?’ he
said when Lola’s agitation seemed to be
decreasing.

“I hardly know. I think he meant to
try to kill me. He insuited me. You
saw that mark on his face. Ididit. I
struck him with my riding whip. It
was then he attacked me.’’ She spoke
in short sentences, like a child recover-
ing from a fright.

‘“‘Did the man dare to make love to
you?"’ asked Sir Jaffray, the thought
driving his eyebrows together in a heavy
frown and making him clinch his teeth.

‘‘I was always afraid of his coming
here, '’ said Lola evasively. ‘‘You know
I said at the time I did not want him
asked. Ugh! He isloathsome and dan-
gerous,”’
~ “*Never mind, sweetheart.
courage. He won’t trouble us any
more,”” said Sir Jaffray in a much
lighter tone than he felt and wishing
to cheer her up. ‘‘And if he doesn’t
clear out from the neighborhood of his
own free will after today’s business I'll
find a way of making him; that’s all.”’

His mood of demonstrative affection
bad passed, and Lola, with a sigh, let
him go from her side.

He got up and then lit a cigarette.

““It’ll be a Jesson to me not to en-.
courage traveling fiddlers again. To
think that he should turn out such a
brute! And I actually liked the fellow.
By gad, but I'm glad I thrashed him,
and I'm only sorry I didn’s lay it on a
little longer and a good deal harder.’’

He paused and looked at Lola and
then said very kindly:

‘Do you feel better now, sweetheart?”’

*‘Yes, Jaffray; I'm all right now.
I'll run up to my room and get my hab-
it off. It must be nearly lunchtime.
Has the exercise made you hungry?”’
And she smiled.

Her spirits had risen for the moment
at having got out of the work of ex-
planation so eagily, and she thought it
best, to appear as if she had shaken off
the worst effects of the morning’s
events.

But as soon as she was in her own
room and had locked the door and shut
out the chance of being observed she
looked the truth full in the face.

The end had come.

With Beryl Leycester in possession of
the sccret on the one hand and with
Pierre pressing her from the other there
was no hope, no chance, no possibility
of escape.

What to do she could not resolve yet.
At the moment she had to go on playing
the part that she had chosen, but what-
ever the result a few days must settle
everything, perhaps a few hours. If she
were to avoid utter shipwreck, she must
be prepared with some definite course
of action, and the sconer she could de-
cide what that was to be the hetter,

The very safety of the man she Joved
demanded this. She kuew Pierre well
enough to feel quite confident that he
would now bave a dcuble incentive to
do JaifTrey haim.,  She had listendd to
his devilish =chieme in order to jearny
what it was, so that having learned is
she miight take measures to foil him,

But she knew also that he was quite
capable of acting by hiwself from the
outside, and so long as therc wus u
thought in his mind that not only
could he have revenge for the horse-
whipping, but also be, as he hoped, a
gainer throngh Jaffray’s death, the lat-
ter was not safe for a day.

She had reached this point in her
thoughts when the luncheon gong
sounded and her maid knocked at the
door. Lola let her in and then changed
her dress and hurried down stairs.

At luncheon Mrs. De Witt's curiosity
bad to be met and parried.

After her passage at arms with Pierre

Plaok up

Tarrian she had been for a long drive
alone, and this had not improved her
temper. She had come back prepared to
be very unpleasant to everybody and es-
pecially to the Frenchman, and she was
annoyed consequently when he was not
at the table.

‘‘Where is your fiddler?’’ she asked of
Lola.

‘‘He has had to go away, dear.”

“Gone away?'’ exclaimed Mrs. De
Witt in a tone of great surprise. ‘‘Why,
he said nothing of it when I saw him
this morning. It must have been very
sudden.”’

‘‘Yes, it was very sudden and very
argent,’’ said Lola.

“‘Is he coming back?"’

. ““No,”’ interposed the baronet. ‘‘The
faot is, I had a row with bim when I
same home and told him pretty bluntly
that his visit had better cease. I'd rather
his name were not mentioned."’

“Oh, my dear Magog, that’s simply
impossible!’’ cried Mrs. De Witt. “You
excite my curiosity to the fever pitch
and then say calmly you don’t want me
to mention his name. What’s that but
an ircitement to go on mentioning it
until my curiosity is satisfied? What
has he done? He hasn’t stolen anything,
has he? It isn’t apything to do with
Beryl, is it? I saw them closeted to-
gether once, but that’s all, though he
is certainly a most original individual
and I should think a very daring one.’’
And she flushed slightly in aiscomfort
at the recollection of the scene at the
piano. ‘‘But you must tell me why he’s
gone.”’

““I have told you enough. He went
because I wished it. There is no more
to be said.’”” And the baronet spoke
sharply and decidedly.

‘“That means I am to ask Lola when
we’re alone; that’s all,”’ retorted Mrs.
De Witt. ‘‘You’d far better tell the

Lola threw herself in a long, low easy
chair,

truth at once, because I shall only think

there’s some horrible scandal, und so

will everybody else. Is it anythiug to

do with you, Lola?”’

8ir Jaffray looked at her and smiled.

““It’s no use, little woman,’’ he said,
“not a bit of wse. You can’t worm
anything out in that sort of way. DBe-
sides there’s nothing to worm out that
can poseibly concern you.’’

“Thank you. I see you retain all the
rudeness of old friendship while with-
holding the old confidences.’’ And Mrs.
De Witt sniffed angrily.

‘‘Just as you like,’’ said Sir Jaffray,
laughing, as he rose from the table.

Soon afterward he went away, leav-
ing the other two alone.

‘‘I warned you, Lola,’’ said Mrs. De
Witt as soon as they were alone. “‘1
told you there was mischief brewing,
and that he was not hanging rourd yon
for nothing with that a%® of possession
of his. How did Magog find it out?’’

“‘There is really nothing to tell you,”’
was the reply. ‘“You are go ridiculous-
ly far away from the truth and are
making so much of so little that you
are almost willfully misleading your-
self. Jaffray and M. Turrian bad very
high words, and then, to my great
pleasure, the latter went away. I never
liked having him here at all.”’

‘“No, possibly not,’’ eaid Mrs. De
Witt in a tone from which much might
have been inferred, but Lola let it pass
without a retort.

‘““And now I am going to ask youa
favor,’’ she said. ‘‘There are, as you
know, a lot of people coming here in a
couple of days, and I have noend of
things to see to. Yet I am anxious to
hear what is doing at Leycester Court
with Mr. Leycester. I wish you’d drive
over there this afternoon and ask for me
how he is and how Beryl is and when
she can get back here.”’

‘“You haven’t the knack as yet, Lola,
of making your house very attractive to
your guests,’”’ said Mrs. De Witt un-
graciously. She was cross, as a gossip
monger usually is at Jeing robbed of
what she deemed a toothsome morsel of
scandal. ‘‘But I'll go over to the Court,
and I'll drive through Walcote to see if
I can catoch a glimpse of your French-
man. Idaresay he’ll tell me the news.’’

With no more than a smile at this
shot Lola rang the bell and ordered the
oarriage for her companion.

As soon as the latter had gone Lola
went to her own sitting room to think
out the rest of the problem. This had
been her reason for wishing to get rid
of Mrs. De Witt. She felt that she must
be alone,

She had not been long in her room
before a knock at the door disturbed
her. She had locked it to prevent inter-
ruption.

It was her maid, who brought a let-
ter on a salver.

‘‘This has just come by hand, my
lady, with a message for it to be deliv-
ered immediately to you. I thought it
right to bring it.”’

Lola took it, and, going intb her room,
opened it,

It was from Pierre Turrian, short,
sharp and menacing:

You must be by the cottage at Ash Tree
wood at the north end of the park at 9 o’clock
tonight. X

Lola stood for a moment staring help-
lessly at the open letter when the maid
roused her.

‘‘Is there any answer, mum?"’

‘“No, none,’’ returned Lola hurriedly.

The girl withdrew, and Lola locked
the door again behind her, and, throw-

ing herself into a long, low easy chair,
gtrove to fight her way throngh a mist
of thought to a clear covrse of action.

To be Continued,

FURNACES FURNAGCES,
WOOUD OR COAL,

WHICH I CAN l"UilNHll AT

REASONABLE PRICES.

STOV ES
COOKING, HALL AND PARLOR STOVES

AT LOW PRICES

PUMPS, PUMPS,

Binks, Iron Pipe, Baths, Creamers the vory hest,
also Japanned stamped and plain tinware in end-
less variety, all of the beat stock which I will
gell low for cagh

A.C. McLean Chatham

BUILDING LOTS

FOR SALE on Princess,
Streets,

Victoria and Howard

Sizes of lots 50x100

50x140

62x132
These lots are situated in the most desirable part
of the town and will be sold cheap and on reason.

able terms.
J. B, SNOWBALL
Chatham, 12th April, 1888.
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NEW BRUNSWICK. JULY 28,

MILLERS’ FOUNDRY AND MACHINE WORKS.

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

Mill, Railway, and Machine Work, Marine Engines, Boiler repairing.

Our Brass and Composition Castings are worthy a trial, being
noted throughout the country.

All work personally supervised. Satisfaction guaranteed.

Send for estimates before ordering elsewhere.

Mill Supplies, Fittings, Pipe; ete. in stock and to order.

JAS G. MILLER.
-Histablished 1866.

DUNLAP GOOKE & CO.
MERCHANT TAILORS,

—A2 D=
GENTLEMEN'S OUTFITTERS

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

This firm carries one of the finest selections of Uloths inclnding all the different makes suitable for
fine trace. Their cutters and staff of workmen employed are the best obtainable, and the clothing from
his establishment has a superior tone and finish. | inspection of the samples will convince you that
he prices are right.

PAINTS, OILS, VARNISHES AND HARDWARE.

Ready-Mixed Paints, all shades, including the Celebrated
WEATHER AND WATERPROOF,

THE BEST EVER MADE,

School Blackboard Paint.

Gloss Carriage Paint, requires no Varnishing.

Graining Colors, all kinds.

Graining Combs, Dry Colors, all shades. :

Gold Leaf, Gold Bronze, Gold Paint. )

Stains, Walnut, Oak, Cherry, Mahogany, Rosewood, Floor Paints
Weather and Waterproof.

Kalsomine all shades.

7 bbls. English Boiled and Raw Oil, Pure.

1 “ Turpentine.

100 Kegs English White Lead and Colored Paints.

1 bbl. Machine Oil, Extra Good, Neats Foot Harness Oil.

Ready Mixed Metalic Roofing, 92 per cent Iron.

10 Kegs, 100 lbs. each Dry Metalic Roofing, 92 per cent Iron.

Paint and White Wash Brushes. 7

VARNISHES, Elastic Oak, Carriage,
Hard Oil Finish, Pure Shelae, Driers.

Joiners’ and Machinests’ Tools, a speciality.

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

Sgeet Lead and Zinc, 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 Boxes Horse Nails $3.60 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 $3.75.

Cart and Waggon Axles, Cow Bells, Wire Screen Doors, Window
Screens, Green Wove Wire l4c. yd, Barbed Wire Fencing, Counter
Scales, Weig)\ Beams, Steelyards, Carpet Sweepers, Blasting Powder
and Fuse, Sporting Powder, Guns, Revolvers. g‘o arrive from Belgium
35 Single and Double Barrel Breech Loading Guns.

Barber’s Toilet Clippers, Horse Clippers, Lawn Shears, Ac cordeons
Violine, Bows and Fixings.

FARMING TOOLS: ALL KINDS

Mower Sections, 70c. doz. Heads, 40c. each, Knife Heads, $3.00.
. ¢ Guards, 35c. 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 beiow the lowest

rove this by calling.
: J. R. GOGGIN.

Dunlap Bros. & Co.,
AMH_ERST, N. S.
Dunlap, McKim & Downs,

WAL_LACE, N. 8.

Copal, Demar, Furniture

OPENING OF

-+ NEW SPRING GOODS,
J. B. SNOWBALLS

BLACK AND COLORED DRESS GOODS IN
ALL THE LEADING STYLES,

BLACK AND COLORED FRENCH-MERINOS
AND CASHMERES,

PRINTS, SATEENS, MUSLINS,

SCOTCH TWEED SUITINGS AND
PANTINGS,

BLACK AND COLORED WORSTED AND
DIAGONALS,

CANADIAN TWEEDS AND HOMESPUNS,

ENGLISH AND AMERICAN HATS AND
CAPS IN ALL THE LATEST
STYLES.

A Large Stock of Gents' Furnishings

White and Colcred Shirts, Ties, Braces, 1-2 Hose, Etc.

WOOL, UNION, TAPESTRY, BRUSSELLS
AND HEMP CARPETS,

FLOOR OIL CLOTH, 4-4 5-4 6-4 8-4,

LINEN TOWELS AND TOWELLING, TABLE
LINEN AND NAPKINS IN GREAT
VARIETY.

TRUNKS AND VALISES.

ﬂarge Stock of Ladies’ Gents' and Children’s Boots
Shoes and Slippers.

OUR GROCERY AND PROVISION DEPARTMENT IS ALWAYS
WELL STOCKED AND ALL GOOBS SOLD AT LOW-
EST PRICES TO MEET COMPETITION.

J. B. SNOWBALL.

1898.

Miramichi Foundry,

STEAM ENGINE AND BOILER WORKS,
CHATHAM N. B.

JOSEPH M. RUDDOOK,

\1 P ST

PROPRIETOR

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

6ANG EDGERS, SHINGLE AND. LATH MACHINES, CAST-
INGS OF ALL DESCRIPTIONS,

~CGAN DIES. %
IRON PIPE VALVES AND FITTINGS .
OF ALL KINDS.

DRESIGNS, PLANS AND ESTIMATES FURNISEED ON APPLICATION

ASK FOR

MONARCH
Steel Wire Nails,

THEY NEVER LET GO,
AND TAKE NO OTHERS.

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

KERR & ROBERTSON,

/ SAINT JOHN;, N. B
N. B.—Ix~ Stock AND To ARRIVE 100 Dozex K. & R. AXES.

The undermentioned :
spectacles,

1st—That from the peculiar cor st ‘uction of the glasses they AssisT
and PRESERVE the sight, rendering fif ‘quent changes uunecessary.

20d—That they confer a brill ang - and distinctness of vision, with
an amount of EASE and CoMFORT %t hitherto enjoyed by spectacle
wearers.

3rd—That the material from w 4¢h the Lenses are ground is manu-
factnred especially for optic pu po§ s, by DRr. CHARLES BARDOU'S
improved patent method, and is 1 v.E, HARD AND BRILLIANT and not
liable to become scratched.

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

The long evenings are here and you will want a pair of good glassi
so come to the Medical Hall and be properly fitted or no charge.

J. D. B. F. MACKENZIE,

advantages are claimed for MacKenzie's

Chatham N. B, Sept. 24, 1895.

Miramichi Advance,

CHATHAM. N. B.

THE LEADING
NORTH SHORE
NEWSPAPER.

PRINTED
EVERY WEDNESDAY
EVENING.

3

TERMS ONE DOLLAR A YEAR “PAYABLE IN ADVANCE.
D. G.SMITH. EDITOR & PROPRIETOR

JOB PRINTING

AT LOW PRICES AND THE SHORTEST

NOTICE.

ALWAYS ON HAND :—

RATLWAY BILLS,
FISH INVOICES,
MAGISTRATES’ BLANKS,
MORTGAGES & DEEDS, JOINT NOTES,
BILLS OF SALE DRAFTS,
SCHOOL DISTRICT SECRETBRYS BILLS FOR RATEPAYERS,
TEACHERS' AGREEMENTS WITH TRUSTEES,—
DISTRICT ASSESSMENT LISTS.

THREE MACHINE PRESSES

and other requisite plant constant-
1% running. Hquipment equal to
that of any Job-Printing office in
the Province.

Theonly J ob-Printiﬁg office out-
gld%% of St. John that was awarded’
& .

MEDAL AND DIPLOMA

— AT THRE—

DOMINION AND CENTENNIAL EXHIBITIOK

AT ST JOHN IN 1883

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

Orders by Mail promptly filled & Satisfaction Guaranteed.

OELA.TEL AN

STEAM LAUNDRY AND DYE WORKS.

Following are our Prices for Dyeing. Orders Promptly
Attended too. Satisfaction Guaranteed.

PRICE LIST.

~

CLEANSED

OVBRGOATS :

0 : 5 COATS, Side
UNDERCOATS, .. : OVERCOATS, ...
LADIES' WEAR.

i

SES
285888588838k

WINDOW QURTA Ns’.mm :

C , %

FEATHERS, DYED, o
THERS, Ol

LEANSED,
GOODS - OALLED

FOR AND DELIVERED:




