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Yesterday?
Yes; we met him.
Who?
Dowdy and I. We were ont driving. 

We stopped and spoke to him. He was 
dreadfully earnest and awfully embar­
rassed, and I know he was going to pro­
pose; so I kept whispering to myself all 
the time, ‘Oh, please don’t—please don't;* 
but I know he will; and he’ll l*e here soon

THE
AMERICAN BARON.

You know she really wasn’t, for I told say I never expected to see her in this 
you that I met their carriage. The whole way, under such circumstances. And 
party were in it, and on the front seat 
beside Minnie there was another lady.
This is] the one that I had not seen be­
fore. She makes the fourth in the party.
She and Minnie hail their backs turned 
as they came up. Tlfls other ladies 
bowed as they passed, and as I held off 
my hat I half turned to catch Minnie's 
eyes, when I caught sight of the face of 
the lady. It startled me so much that I 
was thunder-struck, and stood there with 
my hat off after they had passed me for 
sometime,

You said nothing about that, old chap.
Who the deuce could shq have been?

No, I said nothing about it As I 
cantered off I began to think that it was 
only a fancy -of mine, and finally I was 
sure of it and laughed it off. For, you 
must know that the lady’s face looked 
astonishingly like a certain face that I 
don’t particularly care to see—certainly 
not in such close connection with Minnie.
But you see I thought it might be my 
fancy, so I finally shook off the feeling, 
and said nothing to you about it.

Decree paused here and rubbed hio 
hands violently over his hair at the 
place where the scar was.and then frown­
ing heavily resumed:

Well this afternoon I called again.
They were at home. One was Lady 
Dairymple, and the others were Minnie 
and her friend Ethel—either her friend 
or her sister. I think she is her sister.
Well, I sat for about five minutes, and 
was just beginning to feel the full sense 
of my happiness, when the door opened 
and another lady entered. Hawbury,— 
and Dacres's tones deepened into an 
awful solemnity—Hawbury it was the 
lady that I saw in the carriage yesterday 
One look at her was enough. I was 
assured then that my impressions yester­
day were not dreams, but the damnable 
and abhorrent truth!

What impressions—you haven’t told 
me yet, you know?

Wait a minute. I rose as she entered, 
and confronted her. She locked at me 
calmly, and then stood as though ex­
pecting to be introduced. There was no 
emotion visible whatever. She was pre­
pared for it; I was not; and so she was as 
cool as when I saw her last, and what is 
more juBt as young and beautiful.

The devil! cried Hawbury.
Dacres poured out another glass of ale 

and drank it His hands trembled 
slightly as he put down the glass and he 
sat for some time in thought before be 
went on.

Well, Lady Dairy mple introduced us.
It was Mrs. Willoughby!

By Jove! cried Hawbu ry. I saw you 
were coming to that.

Well, you know the whole thing was so 
sudden, so unexpected, and so perfectly 
over-whelming, that I stood transfixed.
I said nothing. I believe I bowed and 
then some how or other, I really don’t 
know how, I got away, and mounting my 
bourse, rode off like a mad-man. Then 1 
came home, and here you see me.

There was silence now for some time.
Are you sure that it is your wife?
Of course I am. How could I be mis­

taken.
Are you sure the name was Willoughby?
Perfectly sure.
And that is the name your wife took?
Yes; I told you so before, didn’t I?
Yes. BnÇtbink now, mightn’t there be 

some mistake?
Pooh! how could there be any mistake?
Didn’t you see any change in her?
No, only that she looked much more 

quiet than she used ta Not so active, 
you know. In her best days she was 
always excitable, and a little demonstra­
tive; but now she seems to have sobered 
down, and is as quiet and well bred as 
any of the others.

Was there not any change in her at all?
Not so much as 1 would have supposed; 

certainly not so much as there is in me.
But then I’ve been knocking about all 
over the world, and she has been living 
a life of peace and calm, with the. sweet 
consciousness of having triumphed over a 
hated husband, and possessing a hand­
some competency. Now she mingles in 
the best society. She associates with 
lords and ladies. She enjoys life in Eng­
land, while 1 nm an exile. No doubt she 
passes for a fine young widow. No doubt 
too she has lots of admirers. They 
aspire to he* hand. They write poetry to 
her. They make love to her. Confound ‘ - 
her!

JoHIgüÜUHlMg All Sizes. tthen to find her so infernally beautiful. 
Confound her! she don’t look over twenty- 
five. How the mischief does she manage 
it? Oh, she’s a deep one! But perhaps 
she’s ch nged. She seems so calm, and 
came into the room so gently, and looked 
at me steadily. Not a tremor, not a 
shake, as I live. Calm sir; cool as steel; 
and hard too. She looked away and then 
looked back. They 
glances, as though they read me through 
and through. Well, there was no occasion 
for that. She ought to know Scone 
Dacres well enough, I swear. Çooïî And 
there stood I, with the blood flashing to 
my head, and throbbing fire underneath 
the scar of her wound—hers—her own

Harvey’s(By James de Mille.)

(Continued.)
Of course you would. Well, this person 

followed us. I could see him very easily 
though he tried to avoid notice; and so 
at last we got to the Hermitage, and he 
came too. Well, you know, I think I 
was very much excited, and I asked 
Dowdy to let us go and see the cone; so 
she let us go. She gave no ènd of warn­
ings, and we promised to do all that she 
said. So Ethel and I went ont, and there 
was the stranger. Well, I felt more ex­
cited than ever, and a little bit frighten­
ed—just a very, very tiny little bit, you 
know, and I teased Ethel to go to the 
cone. Well, the stranger kept in sight all 
the time, and I felt his eyes on me—I 
really felt them. So you know when we 
got at the foot of the cone, I was so 
excited that I was really quite beside 
myself, and I teased and teased, till at 
last Ethel consented to go up. So the 
men took us up on chairs, and all the 
time the stranger was in sight He 
walked up by himself with great, big, 
long, strong strides. So we went on till 
we got to the top, and then I was wilder 
thamover. I didn’t know that there was 
a particle of danger. I was dying with 
curiosity to look down and see where the 
smoke came from. The stranger was 
standing there too, and that’s what made 
me so excited. I wanted to show him— 
I don’t know what I think my idea was 
to show him that I could take care cj 
myself. So then I teased and teased, 
and Ethel begged and prayed and she 
cried, and I laughed; and there stood the 
stranger seeing it all, until as last I start­
ed off and ran to the top, you know.

Mrs. Willoughby shuddered and took 
her sister’s hand.

There was no end of smoke, you know, 
and it was awfully unpleasant, and I get 
to the top, when suddenly I fainted.

Minnie paused for a moment and look- 
at her sister with a rueful face.

Well, now, dear, darling, the very— 
next—thing—that I remember is this» 
and it’s horrid: I felt awful jolts, and 
found myself in the arms of a great, big, 
horrid man, who was running down the 
side of the mountain with dreadful long 
jumps, and I felt as though he was some 
horrid ogre carrying poor me away to 
his den to eat me up. But 1 didn’t say 
one word. I wasn’t much frightened. I 
felt provoked. I knew it was that horrid 
man. And then I wondered what you 
would say; and I thought oh, how you 
would scold! And then I knew this 
horrid man would chase me away from 
Italy; and then I would have to go to 
Turkey and have my life saved by a 
Mohammedan, and that was horrid.

Well, at last he stopped and laid me 
down. He was very gentle, though he 
was so big, I kept my eyes shut and lay 
as still as a mouse hoping that Ethel 
would come. But Ethel didn’t She 
was coming down with the chair, you 
know, and her men couldn’t run 
like mine. And oh, Kitty darling, you 
have no idea what I suffered. This 
horrid man was rubbing and pounding at 
my hands, and sighing and gronning. I 
stole a little bit of a ]look at him—just a 
little bit of a bit—and saw tears in his 
eyes, and a wild look of fear in his face. 
Then I knew that he was going to propose 
to me on the spot, and kept my eyes 
shut tighter t han ever.

Well at last he hurt my hands so that 
I thought I’d try to make him stop. So I 
spoke as low I could, and asked if I was 
home, and he said yes.

Minnie paused.
Well? asked her sister.
Well, said Minnie, in a doleful tone, I 

then asked, is that you, papa dear?
Mi nnie stopped again.
Well? asked Mrs. Willoughby once

Well
Well go on.
Well, he said—lie said, Yes, darling'— 

and—
And what?
And he kissed me, said Minnie, in a 

doleful voice.
Kissed you! exclaimed her sister, with 

flashing eyes.
Ye-yes, stammered Minnie, in a sob; 

and I think it’s a shame; and none of 
them ever did so before; and I don’t want 
you ever to again, Kitty darling.

The miserable , wretch! cried Mrs. 
Willoughby, indignantly.

No he isn’t—he isn’t that, said Minnie. 
He isn’t a miserable wretch at all 

How could any one be so based who 
pretends to the name of gentleman! cried 
Mrs. Willoughby, ,

He wasn’t base—and it’s very wicked 
of you Kitty. He only pretended, you

Pretended.’
Yes.
Pretended what?
Why, that he was my—my father you 

know.
Does Ethel know this? asked Mrs. 

Willoughby, after a curious look at 
Minnie.

No, of course not, nor Dowdy either, 
a nd you mustn’t go and .make any dis­
turbance.

Disturbance? no; but if I ever see him, 
I’ll let him know what I think of him, 
said Mrs. Willoughby severely.

But he saved my life, and so you know 
you can’t be very harsh with him. Please 
don’t—ple-e-ease now, Kitty darling.

Oh, you little goose, what whimsical 
idea have you got now?

Please don’t please don’t, repeated 
Minnie.

Oh, never mind; goon now,darling, and 
tell me about the rest of it 

Well, there isn’t any more. I lay still, 
you know, and at last Ethel came; and 
then we went back to Dowdy, and then 
we came home, you know.

Well, I hope you’ve lost him.
Lost him? Oh no; I never do. They 

always will come. Besides, this one will, 
I know.

Why?
Because he said so,
Said so? when?
Yesterday.
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He sha’nt I won’t let him. I’ll never 

give him the chance.
I think you needn’t be so cruel.
Cruel!
Yes; to the poor man/.
Why, you don’t want another man, I 

hope?
N-no; but then I don’t want to hurt 

hie feelings. It was awfully good of him, 
you know, and awfully plucky.

Well, I should think that you would 
prefer avoiding him, in your peculiar 
situation.

Yes, but he may feel hurt.
Oh, he may see you once or twice with
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property, for she made it! That was the 
woman who kicked me, that struck at 
me, that caused the destruction of my , 
ancestral home, that drove me into exile, 
and that now drives me back from my 
love. But, by Heaven! it’ll take more, 
than her to do it; and I’ll show her again, . 
as I showed her once before, that Scone 
Dacres is her master. And; by Jove, 
she will find that it will take more than 
herself to keep me away from Minnie 
Fay.

See here, old boy, said Hawbury, you 
may as well throw up the sponge.

I won’t, said Dacres gruffly.
You see it isn’t your wife that you have 

to consider, but the girl; and do you 
think the girl or her friends would have 
a married man paying his attention in 
that quarter? Would you have the face to 
do it under your own wife’s eye? By Jove!

The undeniable truth of this assertion 
was felt by Dacres even in his rage But 
the very fact it was unanswerable, and 
that he was helpless, only served to deep­
en and intensify his rage. Yet he said 
nothing; it was only in his face and 
manner that his rage was manifested.
He appeared almost to suffocate under 
the rush of fierce, contending passion; big 
distended veins swelled out in his fore­
head, which was also drawn far down in 
a gloomy frown; his breath came thick 
and fast, and his hands were clenched 
tight together. Hawbary watched him 
in silence as before, feeling all the time 
the impossibility of saying any thing that 
could be of any use whatever.

Well, old fellow, said Dacres at last, 
giving a long breath, in which he seemed 
to throw off some of his excitement, 
you’re right, of course, and I am helpless.
There’s no chance for me. Paying atten­
tions is out of the question, and the only 
thing for me to do is to give up the whole 
thing. But that isn’t to be done at onpe.
It’s been long since I’ve seen any one 
for whom I felt any tenderness, and this 
little thing, I know, is fond of me. I 
can’t quit her at once. I must stay on 
for a time, at least, and have occasional 
glimpses at her. Itgives me a fresh sense 
of almost heavenly sweetness to look at 
her fair young face. Betides, I feel that 
I am far more to her than any other «an,
No other man has stood to her in the re- served at a minutes notice.
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what can I do?
Really now, Minnie, you must remem­

ber that you are in a serious position. 
There is that wretched Captain Kirby.

I know, said Minnie with a sigh.
And that dreadful American. By-the- 

by, darling, you have never told me his 
name. It isn’t of any coo sequence, but I 
should like to know the American’s name-

It’s—Rufus K. Gunn.
Rufus K. Gunn; what a funny name! 

and w hat in the world is “K” for.
Oh, nothing. He says it is the fashion 

in his country to have some letter of the 
alphabet between one’s names, and he 
chose K because it was so awfully uncom­
mon. Isn’t it funny, Kitty darling*?

Oh dear! sighed her sister, and then 
there is that pertinacious Count Girasole. 
Think what trouble we had in getting 
quietly rid of him. I’m afraid all the 
time that he will not stay in Florence, as 
he said, for he seems to have no fixed 
abode. First, he was going to Rome, and 
then Venice, and at last he committed 
himself to a statement that he had to 
remai n at Florence, and so enabled us to 
get rid of him. But I know he will 
come upon ns again somewhere, and then 
we’ll have all the trouble over again. Oh 
dear! Well, Minnie darling,do you know 
the mime of this last one?

Oh ves.
What is it?
It's a funny name, said Minnie, a very 

funny name.
Tell it to me.
It’s Scone Dacres; and isn’t that a funny 

name.
Mrs. Willoughby started at the mention 

of that name. Then she turned away 
her head, and did not say a word for a 
long time.

Kitty!
No answer.
Kilty darling, what’s the matter?
Mrs. Willoughby turned her head once 

more. Her face was quite calm and her 
voice had its usual tone, as she asked:

Say that name again.-
Scone Dacres, said Minnie.
Scone Dacres, repeated Mrs. Willough­

by; what sort of a man is he?
Big—very—awfully big! said Minnie. 

Great big head and broad shoulders, 
Great big arms, that carried me as if I 
were a feather, big beard too, and it tick­
led me so when he—he pretended that 
he was my father; and very sad. And- 
oh, I know I should be so awfully fond of 
him. And, oh, Kitty darling, what do 
you think? • '

What, dearest?
Why, I’m—I’m afraid—I’m really be­

ginning to—to—like him—just a little 
tiny bit, you know.

Scone Dacres! repeated Mrs. Willoughby 
who didn’t seem to have heard the last 
effusion. Scone Dacres! Well, darling, 
don’t trouble yourself; he shan’t trouble
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lotion in which I bave stood. Recollect 
bow I saved her from death. That is no 
light thing. She must feel toward me as 
she has never felt to any other. She is 
not one who can forget how I snatched 
her from a fearful death, and brought her 
back to life. Every time she looks at me 
she seems to convey all that to me in her 
glance.

Oh, well, my dear fellow, really now, 
said Hawbury, just think. You can’t do 
any thing.

Bat I don’t want to do any thing,
It never can end in anything, you 

know.
Bnt I don’t want it to end in anything.
You'll only bother her by entangling 

her affections.
Bat I don’t want to entangle her affec­

tions.

Hot Lunches at all hours.
Meals of all kinds Cooked to 

Order.
Persons desirin 

would find it to t 
to patronize us.

The Restaurant is run on the 
European plan.

Open every Evening until 12 
O’clock.

W. A. LINDSAY, - - Manager.
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0pp. County Court House.MillinerYThen what the mischief do you want 

to do?
To be Continued.

WE AREyou.
But I want him to, said Minnie.
Oh, nonsense, child.

CHAPTER X.
A FEARFUL DISCOVERY.

A few days after this Hawbury was in 
his room, when Dacres entered.

Hallo, old mau, what’s up now? How 
goes the war? said Hawbury. But what 
the mischief is the matter? You look 
cut up. Your brow is sad; your eyes 
beneath flash like a falchion from its 
sheath. What’s happened? You look 
half snubbed and half desperate.

Dacres said not a word, but flung him­
self into a chair with a look that suited 
Hawbury’s description of him quite 
accurately. His brows lowered into a 
heavy frown, his lips were compressed* 
and his breath came quick and hard 
through histfnflated nostrils. He sat thus 
for some time without taking any notice 
whatever of his friend, and at 
lemrth lighted a cigar, which he smoked 
as he often did when excited, in great 
voluminous puffs. Howbury said noth­
ing, but after one or two quick glances at 
his friend, rang a bell and ordered some 
Bass.

Here old fellow, said he drawing the 
attention of Dacres to the refreshing 
draught. Take some—Quaff, oh, quaff 
this kind nepenthe, and forget thy lost 
Lenore.

Dacres at this gave a heavy sigh that 
sounded like a groan, and swallowed 
several tumblers in quick succession.

Hawbary! said he at length, in a half 
stifled voice.

Well, old man?
I’ve bad a blow to-day lull on the 

breast that fairly staggertfme.
By Jove!
Fact I’ve just come from a mad ride 

along the shore. I’ve been mad I think 
for two or three hours. Of all the Mo n­
strous, abominable, infernal and uuheard- 
of catastrophes this is the worst

He stopped, and puffed away desperate­
ly at his cigar,

Don’t keep a fellow in suspense this 
way, said Hawbury at last What’s up? 
Out with it, man.

Well you know yesterday I called 
there.
- Hawbury nodded.

She was not at home.
So you said.
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Dacres’s voice grew more and more 
agitated and excited as he spoke, and at 
length lii» tirade against bis wife ended 
in something that was almost a roar.

Hawbary said nothing, but listened 
with bis face full of sympathy. At last 
his pent-up feeling found expression in 
his favorite expression, by Jovel

Wouldn’t I be justified in wringing her 
neck? asked Dacres after a pause. And 
what’s woreG^ he continued, without 
waiting for an answer to his question— 
what’s worse, her presence here in this 
unexpected way has given me, me, mind 
you, a sense of guilt, while she is, of 
course, immaculate. I. mind you—I, the 
injured husband, with a scar on my head 
from a wound made by her band, and all 
the ghosts of my ancestor sbowling curses 
over me at night for my desolated and 
rained home—I am to be conscience- 
stricken in her presence as if I were a 
felon while she, the really guilty one— 
the blight and bitter destruction of my 
life—she is to appear before me now as 
injured, and must make her appearance 
here, standing by the side of that sweet 
child-angel and warning me away. Con­
found it all, man! Do you mean to say 
that such a thing is to be borne?

Dacres was now quite frantic; so Haw­
bury, with a sigh of perplexity, lighted a 
fresh cigar, and thus took refuge from the 
helplessness of his position. It was clear­
ly a state of things in which advice was 
utterly useless,and consolation imp< ssible 
What could he advise, or what consola­
tion could he offer? The child-angel was 
now out of his friend’s reach, and the 
worst fears of the lover were more than 
realized.
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To Ths Gbodxr Dyspepsia Cur* Co., Lt'd.

Gentlemen : I, John A. Kimball, of the City 
of St. John, in the Province of New Brunswick, 
shoemaker, do solemnly declare that :

I cannot speak in too high praise of 
the wonders that Groder’s Botanic Dys­
pepsia Syrup has worked in my case. It 

LJ p is an act of justice as well as 
• Fit duty for me to tell the public 

through you just what your remedy has 
done for me. I am 45 years of age. My 
life during the past 23 years has never 
BEEN FREE FROM BUFFERING UNTIL 
now. Since I began to take grooer’S 
Syrup ; Lf I M chronic neu­
ralgia rXI IB U of the heart of 20 
years standing has entirely disap­
peared. My distress from severe 
constipation has been an unending 
torture for the past ten years, but your 
remedy is fast restoring healthy action 
of the stomach ay and bow­
els. Rheums- I mM I tism of 
long-standing has ceased to trouble me. 
I am no longer a gloomy, melancholy 
dyspeptic. There is no acne* pain 
in any part of my body. My food di­
gests readily and causes me no distress 
whatever. Your medicine is the first of

.1
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restored. Weakness, Nervousness, 
Debility, and all the train of e -ils 
from early errors or later excesses, 
the result of over-work, sickness, 
worry, etc., forever cured. Full 
strength development, and tone giv­
en to every organ and portion of the 
body. Simple, natural methods. Im­
mediate improvement seen. Failure 
impossible. 8,*00 references. Book, 
explanations and proofs 
(sealed) free. Address,
ERIE MEDICAL CO.,

BUFFALO, N.Y,

A. L. F. VAN WART, 
Undertaker 1 Embalmer,

i
the hundreds I have tried that has given 
me any relief. I am ready to answer any

Z&®CURES
believe in Groder’s Syrup and desire 
other sufferers to.obtain help as I have. 
It will cure them’as it has cured me.

And I nuke this solemn declaration conscien­
tiously believing the same to be true, and by 
virtue of the “ Act respecting extra-judicial 
oaths.”
Done and declared at the City of St. John, in the 

Province of New Brunswick, this 11th day of 
October, A. D. 1892.

Upper Side York Street, Fredericton, N. B.
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At all Druggists. $1.00 per Bottle.

I told you I was afraid of this, continu- 
had a suspicion that she 

was alive, and I firmly believe that she 
will outlive me forty years; but I njuet

A First-Class Hearse in Connection Special Prices for Orders from 
the Country. All Orders Promptly Attended to with 

Neatness and Despatch,

ed Dacres.
JV Broder tospepsla Care Co., L’tf.
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