
“And will you dare to say that mine 
was gained otherwise 1 If you know 
everything, you know that my aunt 
turned me adrift ; that I was in an 
English boarding house in Paris ; that I 
became governess in the family of a 
stock broker who failed—that------ "

“Pardon me, those are not the epi­
sodes into which I have taken the 
trouble to inquire."

“Be good enough to tell me what 
your perspicacity has discovered."

" That you lived in Paris as M. de 
Garnier's mistress ; that when he left 
you, you became God knows what—and 
that when your good looks failed you, 
you took once more to a respectable 
mode of life."

“May 1 ask your authority for this 
absurd tissue of lies F

“I have been at the Hotel St. 
Honore, and I have seen Madame 
Talons. Will you be content with 
written proofs T’

Mrs. Anson was completely cowed. 
A deadly fear took possession of her 
heart, but her presence of mind did not 
yet forsake her. With quick tact she 
accepted the situation. She raised her 
eyes beseechingly to his face.

“ Mr. Fairfax, I deny nothing. I 
am at your mercy. You are a man, 
and you are generous. Do not be too 
harsh with me. Think how hard my 
life has been, and do not judge me by 
the standard of women whose lives have 
been fair and easy, because they have 
never known temptation. Think how 
friendless I was—think of the miser­
able drudgery, the hopelessness of my 
weary existence in that foreign school, 
with no mother to influence me for good 
—not one living soul to care what be­
came of me. I met De Garnier—I 
loved him—he opened paradise before 
my eyes, and will you cast the first 
stone at me, because with no one to

an JOtIED. =
“Really, Olive, you are too unreason- 

able, I am very sorry you are ill, and 
would much rather you could go out with 
me, but I can’t see that because you are 

= obliged to stay at home you should wish 
me to be moped to death!"
. And she would answer with some bitter-

“Good-by,” she said, with tears in 
her eyes. “I must never see you again.” 

But Sir George swore with a vehe­
ment oath that it should not be good-by. 
He was one of those men in whom the 
inherent principle of setting most value 
on what he could not get was strongest 
When, during the next few days, he 
saw nothing of Mrs. Anson, and neither 
met nor heard of her, he worked him­
self into a perfect frenzy. He im­
agined that he adored her—that he 
could not live without her—ho grew 
haggard, restless and ill.

Alas for all human foresight! When 
seventeen months before. Sir George 
Fabian and Olive Hamilton had stood 
together at the altar in the old country 
church—a fair young couple, with all 
God’s best gifts showered upon them— 
beauty, love, rank, and wealth—admired 
and envied by every one who looked at 
them—who could tell that in so short 
a time their hearts would be tortured 
with disunion, and both their young 
lives blighted—one with sinning, the 
other with being sinned against 1

(To be continued)

harkey’s Block.
STAPLE and FANCYTwo of Them.

MashEsness:
"If you are tired of me. and my com­

pany wearies you, go by all means. You 
did not always think so?" And when he 
was gone out the poor child would throw 
herself back on the pillows, and sob as if 
her heart would break. Was he tired of 
her?—did be not care to be with her—or 
were husbands always so different from 
lovers ? She called to mind the times 
when he had never been weary of telling 
her how he loved her—when he had de. 
dared there was no such happiness as he 
felt in having her all to himself. Now he 
would say. "You have your sisters. If 
it will make you any happier, have your 
whole family here, but you do not expect 
that I can be tied to one room from morn­
ing till night.’’ Somehow or other he 
was constantly meeting Mrs. Anson, and 
began to take very great pleasure in her 
society. She was always the same- 
always had a pleasant smile for him, or 
some little veiled flattery. He saw her 
most frequently at the meets; she rode 
very well by this time, and had not the 
slightest timidity.

One December afternoon, Sir George 
was riding slowly home after a long day 
with the hounds. He heard the sound of 
hoof’s behind him, and turned to see who 
was coming. There was just light enough 
left for him to recognise Mrs. Anson. 
She drew rein by his side.

“You are out lato, Mrs. Anson,” he 
said.

"Yes; I lost my way, and went further 
than I intended. Is that your new hunt­
er ?"

"Yes; how do you like him?"
“I can hardly see; I am glad it is not 

a chestnut. I shall never like chestnuts 
again," and she shuddered.

“Why?” be asked her softly. z
” Because, if I live to be a hundred, I 

shall never forget the agony I felt when I 
saw that horse fall with you,” she answer­
ed quickly.

“ Why should you feel so much ; it was 
not your fault ?"
- There was a pause, and then the answer 
came hr a low, tremulous voice.

“Because I am fool enough to care so 
much for you, that if you had been killed 
I would have prayed that I might die 
too." . 1

They had reached the turning where 
their roads divided, and before Sir George 
had time to utter a word, Mrs. Anson had 
turned her horse and was cantering up 
the lane that led to the Court.

He was stupefied. It was terrible, he 
thought, that this woman should care for 
him, and passing strange that she should 
thus avow it. In future he would avoid 
her. For all that, he was vain enough to 
feel flattered. But he had no occasion to 
avoid her, for during the next three 
weeks he never onoe saw her. She did 
not come to meet, nor to inquire after 
Lady Fabian, nor was she even at the 
County ball in Lendal, where he had been 
sure of meeting her. He was getting 
piqued into curiosity; he wanted to see 
her onoe more, just to see how she would 
behave to him. One day he called at the 
Court, under pretext of consulting Mr. 
Anson about some pheasants.

“You must stay to lunch,” said his 
host; “ my wife will be delighted to see 
you;" and the baronet consented. But 
Mrs. Anson did not appear. She sent an 
excuse. Her head ached badly, and she 
was lying down. Sir George went sway 
provoked, but keeping up appearances 
to himself by declaring how fortunate it 
was that it should so have happened. But 
as the days went on he became restless 
and dissatisfied, and felt a strange, long­
ing to see her. At last they met at a 
dinner party given by Lady Vibart. But 
here he had no chance of speaking to her 
—she just shook hands with him, inquired 
after Lady Fabian, and all the rest of the 
evening studiously avoided him. He was 
piqued, nettled; he began even to won-

DRY GOODS!
LADIES’ DRESS GOODS
In great variety-all texturesgsuitable for 

the season :
Ulster Cloths, Ulsters, Corsets, 

Mantles, Shawls, Scarfs, Hose, 
Squares, Cloth Gloves, Ac., Ac.

Kid Mitts, Kid Gloves, Fur Caps, Fur 
Muffs, and Boas.

In the farm-house porch the farmer fat
With his daughter, having a cosy chat;
She was his only child, and he
Thought her as fair as a sirl could be, 
A wee bit jealous the old man grew, 
If he fancied any might come to weo; His one pet lamb and her loving care 
He wished with nobody else to share.

isThere should be two of you, child,” said he, 
a There should be two to welcome me 
When I come home from the field at night;
Two would make the old home bright.. 
There’s neighbour Gray with his children four, 
To be glad together. Had I one more
A proud old father I’d be, my dear. 
With two good children to greet me here."

Down by the gate ‘ncar the old elm tree, 
Donald waited alone , and she,For whom he waited his love call heard, And on either cheek the blushes stirred.
"Father,” she cried, and knelt down,
And kissed the hand that was old and brown- 
* Father, there may be two if you will.And I—your only daughter still.”

• V or toll short
“Two to welcome you home at night- 
Two to make the old home bright;
I—and somebody else.”“I see,”
Said the farmer,“and whom may somebody 

be ?”
Oh, the dimples in Bessie’s cheek,
That played with the blushes at hide-and- 

seek !”
Away from his gaze she turned her head, 
“One of neighbour Gray’s children,” she said.

*J 
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2 PLANING MILL.

READY MADE CLOTHING
for Men, Youths and|Boy<,H

Ulsters,Overcoats, Pants, Vests, White, Regetta 
and Flannel Shirts, Collars, Cuffs, Scarfs, 

Ties and Pocket Handkerchiefs.

J. C. RISTEEN & CO., 
-MANUFACTURERSOF--

DOORS, SASHES, AND BLINDS,
-ALSO-

FURNITURE.'
FUR CAPS

IN
S.S.Sonl, Astraean, Plush, Persian Lamb.

Kid Mitts, Buck & Kid Gloves

a Grey end White Cottons, Towellings, 
Tickings, Counterpanes, Comforters, Wool 
and Hemp Carpets, Floor Oil Clothe, Ducks, 
Jeans, Swansdowns, Blue, Grey, White, 
Scarlet and Fancy Flannels, Blankets, Camp 
Blanketing, Horse Blankets, etc.

CARTERS
ITTLE AYER Moulding, Jig Sawing, Planing and Turning done to order. 

Dressed Clapboards, Flooring and Sheathing constantly on hand

Oorner Queen and Smythe Streets, Fredericton, N. B.

NEW MUSIC STORE!
the wan the former, • make it plain;
“Is it Busan, Alice, or Mary Jane?” car 
•I’m.” said the farmer,. "yes, 1 see surself and one for me.” 

+there can be but one

CURE
Birk Headache and relieve all the troubles inel- 
dent to a bilious state of the system, such as Dis- 
giness. Nausea, Drowsiness, Distress after eating, 
Pain In the Side, &e. While their meet remark- 
able success has been shown in curing

SLEIGH ROBES.
Japanese Sleigh Robes, in Grey and Black. 

Buffalo Robes, lining and trimming to suit,

BAE Stock of Trunks, Valises, Travelling

All of which will be sold at the lowest cash prices._
BEMNANTS—4,000 yds Remnants of Prints, 
Cottons, Swansdowns, Dress Goods, Sueetings, Winceys, Cloths, Tweeds, ao.

For me and my heart till life is done.” SICK
Headache, yet Carter’sLittle Liver Pille are equally 
valuable in Constipation, curing and preventing 
this annoying complaint, while they also correct 
all disorders of the stomach, stimulate the liver 
and regulate the bowels. Even if they only cured 

HEAD
Ach o they would be almost priceless to those who 
suffer from this distressing complaint; but fortu- 
nately their goodness does not end here, and those 
who once try them will And these little pills valu- 
able in so many ways that they will not be willing 
to do without them. But after all sick head 

ACHE
I.I liebans of so many lives that here is where we 
make one greet boast. Our pills cure It while 
others do not.

Carter’s Little Liter Tills are very small and 
very eary to take." Ono or two pills make a dose. 
Thy arc strictly vegetable and do not gripe or 
purge, but by their gentle action please alt whe Ithem. In vials at 25 cents: five for $1. Bold 
1/ druggists everywhere, or lent by mail.

CARTER MEDICINE CO., 
New York City.

. WE HAVE NOW ON HAND A FINE STOCK OF 

ORGANS and PIANOS!
guide me right. I chose the broad 
path r’

Such an appeal from most women * 
would have gone straight to Alan Fair­
fax’s generous heart; it stirred some 
slight emotion of pity, even for the one 
who stood beside him.

“ I have nothing to say to your past 
life,” he said, a shade more kindly; 
“God forbid that I should judge any 
one hardly ! I have only to do with the 
present. By your intrigues, your arti­
fices (call it what name you will), you 
have raised yourself to a position you 
could never have hoped for—you have 
wealth, station, and the love and confi­
dence of a gentleman. You receive 
sufficient attention and adulation to 
satisfy the cravings of your vanity— 
you are not tempted to sin now. If -< 
you try to win the heart of a man who 
is married, and torture a good, pure, 
loving woman, you are branding your-- 
self with infamy—your heart is cor­
roded with black vice and wickedness. 
I have no concern with your past—for 
me it may still be a fair page to the 
world, unless you persist in your present 
folly and wickedness”

Henrietta looked suddenly in his face 
with an expression of cunning.

“You should be the last to try and 
stop me. You have more to gain than 
most people by my success. You think 
your secret is safe in your own breast, 
but I have fathomed it long ago."

For one moment Alan experienced a 
desire to strangle the woman who had 
dared say this thing to him. A look of

Literature.

REE SISTERS. which we will sell at low prices and easy terms. 

CALL AND SEE THEM BEFORE PURCHASING, or write for PRICES.

Organs from $60 upwards.
0 We have been appointed agents for the celebrated Chickering & Sons, and 

the Hallett and Cumston, and an number of other makers of Pianos, which we 
will sell on easy terms. Call and try them at the store.

OWEN SHARKEY
____________Fredericton, Dec 19,1888__________ 

SEE HERE!
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CHAPTER XXIX.

té raiMise PAS.

Happily the guilty suffer sometimes as 
well as the innocent, and tor some time 
after the unhappy events of which she 
had been the cause, Mrs. Anson’s frame 
of mind was far from enviable. Not that 
she felt any remorse at Lady Fabian’s suf- 
forings—on the contrary, she had a wick­
ed kind of gratification at the poor child’s 
misfortunes, but an uneasy consciousness 
tormented her that every one who heard 
the righto of the story would lay great 
blame on her. Now that her object was 
to be liked, and thought well of, this 
would be infinitely unpleasant. Worse 
than all, she dreadedethe effect it might 
have on Sir George. Unless he had any 
deeper sentiment than liking tor her, it 
might cause a revulsion of feeling, and 
make him shun and avoid her. In the 
moment when she had heard the crash, 

—and seen horse and rider struggling to­
gether in a confused mass, a deadly sick- 
nees had come over her—an agony of hor­
ror lest he was seriously injured. When 
Mr. Fairfax turned from her with Olive in 
his arms, she had run breathlessly fo Sir 
George’s side. Horse and rider were 
both up, the chestnut greatly sobered by 
the fall. -

“Are you hurt?y she cried, trembling 
with emotion and anxiety.

“Not worth mentioning," he answered,

J. F. McMURRAY.MY STOCK
Of Staple and Fancy House Furnishing Goods la 
unusually large *nd well assorted, and prices LOW as usual. When I commenced business 
twenty years ago, my motto was. 46 All Goods marked In plain figures—One Price only.” I 
am pleased to tell you the plan succeeded. 1 
shall continue as heretofore end guarantee satis- 
faction to every customer. Please REMEM BER 
ME when makingyour Xmas purchase. Noth- 
ing can be more suitable for a present than 
something In my line to make home pleasant 
and comfortable.

Parlor Bulle in Hair Cloth, Plush, Bilk Cote, 
line and Raw Milks, Walnut and Marble Top 
Centre Tables, Easy Chairs, Book Cases, Hall 
Stands, Library Tables, Botas, Lounger, Parlor 
Mirrors, Patent Rockers, Black Walnut, Ash 
and Painted Chamber Suits, Chairs of all kinds. 
Cribs, Cradies, Bedsteads and Mattrasses’

T. G. O’CONNOR, 
IMPORTER OF 

British and Foreign Woollen Manufactures, Ac.
Now in stock, a large and varied assortment of

GENTS’ SUMMER SUITINGS, WORSTED COATINGS, 
SCOTCH TWEEDS, SERGE SUITINGS, MELTONS, 

CHEVIOTS, SAXONY TWEEDS, &c., Ao., Ao 

WEST OF ENGLAND BROADS. CANADA TWEEDS, 
WEST OF ENGLAND VASSIMERES, HARVEY HOMESPUNS.

WEST OF MhGLAND DOESKINS, OXFORD HOMESPUNS

Gents’ Furnishings, do. 
First Class Cutter, Frist Class Suite, Lowest Hard-pan Prices.

Goode sold from the Piece or Made to Order M may be desired.

T. G. O’CONNOR,
Next below Barker House, Queen St., Fredericton

B. Laurance’s Spectacles!

CHAPTER XXX.

NO QUARTER,

A month went by, and Mr. Fairfax was 
at home again. He had been away at the 
very time when his presence was most re­
quired at the Abbey, and had missed his 
hunting. Moreover, he had been engag­
ed in a work especially painful to his hon­
orable, upright nature. The day after 
his return he went to the meet. There 
he saw quite enough to determine him on 
the immediate putting into execution of 
his plans. Sir George Fabian and Mrs 
Anson were on horseback a little apart 
from the rest, conversing in whispers — 
his eyes were bent on her face with an ex- 
pression that made Alan hate him for the 
moment. Lady Fabian was, there, too, in 
her pony-carriage, trying hard to act upon 
a new-learnt worldly wisdom, trying to 
smile, and talk, and seemed unconcerned 
but there was a hollow ring in her voice, 
and her smile made the man's heart ache

9 SIL

Crockery & Glassware, Silver-Plated 
Ware and Fancy Goods.

In each department 1 have opened large lota 
of elegant goods for the season’s trade,
Dinner, Tea and Toilet Bets, Fancy Chine, 
Majolior, Vase Lampe Silver Ten Servers, Cake 
Baskets, Castor Stands, Photograph Albums, 
Parlor Cames, Dolls, and Toys.

JAS. C. McNALLY,
Opp. City Hall, Fredericton.

FARMERS OF YORK!
And adjoining Counties.

GENTLEMEN :
We take great pleasure lu announcing that 

our Choice Stock of

XMAS GROCERIES
is now complete, and can furnish you with 
goods of which ths prices will accord with the 
timer. You are all aware, owing to the un. 
settled state of the weather, that business has 
been very quiet, therefore we are prepared le 
sell goods at a sacrifice. Give us a call and we 
will be pleeeed to quote prices. We have In 
stock

FLOUR, MEAL,

great loathing came into his eyes, andwho watched her. He felt an insupport- ....., 
able loathing of the two people who caus- she winced under it He stopped short

suddenly—“ I have nothing 
say to you—only remember.” Internally and Externally.

TAKEN INTERNALLY it eurei 
1 Dysentery, Cholera, Diarhœa.

Cramp and pain in the Stomach, Bowe! 
Complaint, Painter’s Colic, Liver Com­
plaint, Dyspepsia or Indigestion, Sud- 
den Colds, Sore Throat, Coughs, &c 
TTSED EXTERNALLY, it cures 
- Boils, Felons, Bruises, Cuts, Bums, 
Scalds, Old Sorel and Sprains, Swell- 

ings of the Joints, Toothache, Pain in 
the Face, Neuralgia and Rheumatism, 
Chapped Hands, Frost-bitten Feet, 
de i , 2.
W * The PAIN-KILLER is sold 

by Medicine Dealers throughout the 
world. Price 25c. and 50c. per 
bottle,’

ed all this torture to a pure, loving heart. more toder to himself if she had been sincere, or 
whether tor some unknown motive she 
had wanted to make him fancy she loved 
him. As time wore on she resumed her

“To-morrow !" he muttered to himself, 
between his clinched teeth—“ to-mor- row!”3

True to his mental promise, he bent his 
manner with steps the following morning in the direc-

She turned to him in fury:—
“I will remember I" she cried, grasp­

ing with passion—“I will remember 
that you are a spy and a coward, who 
loves to threaten defenseless women! 
I will remember you—to hate you !"

But he was striding away through 
the crackling leaves, and she was alone 
with her impotent rage. With the 
feline instinct of destructiveness in her 
desire for revenge, she tore her lace 
handkerchief into shreds, and stamped 
on the hard- ground until she hurt her 
feet. Very rarely in her life had she 
given way to passion—when she did, 
she seemed to lose every vestige of con­
trol over herself.

All the afternoon she sat alone, think­
ing, looking for some wey out of the 
toils. Mr. Fairfax was not a man to 
threaten in vein, or to be diverted from 
a purpose—she could not cozen or de­
ceive him ; she must give up Sir George, 
or he would carry out his threat to the 
letter. And that she would not do. 
Henrietta paced up and down like a 
fury. For once in her life, tact, self- 
interest, the thought of her own ad­
vancement, were as nothing to her. A 
kind of madness comes over most people 
at some time in their lives, and woe to 
those who have neither religion nor 
high principle to guide them. Mrs. 
Anson set her face against all sense of 
right, all virtue, all morality. She did 
not even care or consider that she was 
about to topple down the fair fabric 
raised after the toil of years. That 
blindness to the future, that deafness to 
all reasoning was upon her, which 
comes to those who give the bridle to 
wrong thoughts and feelings. Religion 
cannot be warped and turned, but rea­
son can and will, under the influence of 
passion. What shall be said of the in­
fatuation that had come over Sir George 
Fabiani What excuse can be offered 
for the man who would turn his back 
upon a pure, fresh love, and find an all- 
engrossing charm in the company of a 
woman who, as far as moral truth and 
virtue went, was steeped in falseness 
and degradation? None! We relate 
facts ; we cannot explain them, even to 
ourselves. Only a sad experience shows 
us how every day and every year men 
and women, with hearts and minds, 
throw away the substance for the 
shadow. We hear the excuse constant 
ly,—nay, we give it ourselves,—that 
temptation was too strong for us; we 
could uet stand against it That is 
false. It is hard to resist—bitterly, 
agonizingly hard, but it is not impossi- 
ble. Let no man think in his heart he 
sinned from compulsion. He could 
have resisted. It may be that the bias 
of the human heart is toward evil, bet 
we can choose the right if we will.

trying to smile, bet very white from the 
pain of his arm—“ just a strain. What is

former pleasant, laughing 
him, which stung him still more. He 
began to be in love with her himself—to 
put himself out ol the way to meet her; 
to feel vexed if she talked to other men. 
Henrietta saw it all with exultant feelings. 
Strong as her unlawful love for him was, 
she still had tact enough to conceal it for 
her own advantage. Just at this time a 
very handsome young men joined the 
regiment quartered at Lendal. With a 

.fatuity common to very young men, he 
• conceived a desperate attachment for

Mrs. Anson, and,was always with her.

tion of Anson Court taking the back way 
to the house through the woods. A little 
way up the path he paused—Mrs. Anson 
was coming toward him, and alone. She 
came tripping down the path through the 
wood, over the crackling leaves of last 
year, wrapped in dainty velvet and furs, 
save where, beneath and above, a glimpse 
of scarlet came from the petticoat's edge, 
and the bright wing of the 1bis in her hat. 
As she saw Mr. Fairfax she stopped short.

“I was on my way to the Court,” he

the matter with Olive?‘‘
“Only a little faintness—she will re-

QScover in a moment. I shall never forgive
myself if you are hurt.”

"My dear Mirs. Anson, do not think of 
it, ft would have happened just the
same, whether yon were here or not. I 
must have tried the brute to see if she 
would-jump."

From Hon. Judge Wetmore.
My Dear Sir,—From the flattering notice of your Eye Glasses and Spectacles, I was in 

duced to purchase a pair of each, and am happy to say they have proved quite equal to you 
recommendation and have given entire satisfaction.“Let me tie up your arm,” Henrietta 

entreated, taking his handkerchief and 
knotting it to her own delicate cambric 
and lace, and he stooped for her to fasten 
it on his shoulder.

it said, raising his bat, and speaking in the 
cold, proud tones she had come to hateShe encouraged it, because she saw FREDERICTON, 4th May, 1868. Yours faithfully. A. B. WETMORE.piqued Sir George ; her heart danced with 

delight when she observed the sullen, 
jealous look that overspread his handsome face.

One day the baronet wont to call at

and fear.
“To see Mr. Anson? He is not at 

home.”
“No I wished to see you.”
Henrietta felt a little nervous, but she 

smiled mockingly, saying:— •
“It will be the first time, then, I shall 

be able to flatter myself that your visit is 
a compliment to me,” and she turned to 
go back.

“ I will not give you the trouble of re­
tracing your steps —all 1 have to say can 
be said as well in these woods as in the 
drawing-room at Anson Court—better, 
perhaps, for we are more secure from in­
trusion."

“ You rouse my curiosity,’’ said Henri- 
etta, lightly; “ pray proceed at onoe with 
your important communication. I could 
almost fancy you were about to confide a 
secret and mysterious love affair to my 
discreet ears," and she glanced keenly at 
him.

He looked full into her eyes with his 
sternest glance.

“ There is no love in what I am about 
to speak of,” be answered, curtly.

“Crime, perhaps ?" she suggested, 
with a veiled sneer.

“ No, I hope to prevent that,” was the 
cold rejoinder.

Mrs. Anson bit her lip slightly, and 
clinched her small hands tight inside her 
muff. She hated and feared Alan Fairfax 
feared him more, perhaps because she 
knew of no precise cause why he could 
send that quick thrill of terror through 
her veins, The hardest piece of acting 
she ever practiced was the smile she 
brought to her unwilling eyes now.

“Mr. Fairfax,” she said, softly, “shall 
we not be friends?" and he answered, 
with a sharp ring in his voice :—

“Please God, never I"
“As you will,” exclaimed Mrs. Anson, 

haughtily. “ Be good enough to explain 
your business with me.’’

Mr. Fairfax bowed.
“I came to ask you to desist from tor. 

turing one of the best, purest women God 
ever made.”

“Who is that rara avis?” sneered Hen­
rietta.

« You know as well as I do—Lady 
Fabian.”

“Did she send you to ask me ?” said 
Henrietta, insolently,

“No.” replied Mr. Fairfax, coldly; 
"I came of my own will not only to ask 
you as a favor, but to tell you that you 
must entirely give up Sir George Fabian's 
society, and avoid meeting him either in 
public or private." The last words were 
sternly emphasized.

66 Apres?‘ ‘ cried Henrietta, with a scorn­
ful laugh. “Permit me to tell Lady 
Fabian’s self-constituted champion that 
he is both impertinent and officious, and 
that I decline to hear anything more be 
has to say,” and she quickened her pace.

He laid his hand very lightly on her 
arm.

“Do you suppose,” he said quickly, 
“that 1 should come to you to persuade, 
you to do what was right if I had no 
stronger weapon than my power of per- 
suasion 7”

"Do you threaten me, sir?” uttered 
Mrs. Anson, haughtily turning upon him.

“Yes,” he replied, quietly; “I treat 
you as I would scorn to treat most women 
—I threaten you !"

“With what?” she cried, stung to the 
quick.

“With public disgrace and exposure."
“ Prove that if you can !” hissed Mrs. 

Alison, white to the lips.
“That is very simply done. But if you 

will comply with my request there will be 
no n-ufor it "

• I thought you were speaking from 
bravado 9 she sneered.
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“ I should have died,” she said, passion- 
ately,“if yow had been seriously hurt 
through my fault,"<

He looked wonderingly at her, scarcely 
knowing what to say. At this moment 
the groom ran up.

“ Hope you're not hurt, eir T"
"No, W Wood, nothing to speak of. Look 

to the mare ; 1 don’t think she’s hurt any 

more than a few flesh scratches. It would 
have served the brute right if she had 
broken her neck.”

“Good job, she didn’t sir, or you'd have 
to pay the two hundred for her, and she 
ain't worth the half."

“There's something in that,” said Sir 
George, walking toward the bouse. “Why 
what can be the matter?” he added to 
Mrs. Anson. “There is Fairfax galloping 
off as hard as the Czar can take him,” and 
he jumped the side gate, and ran toward 
the house.

AU the time Olive was so ill he never 
thought of Mrs. Anson, although she used 
to send inquiries every day, and often 
came herself. But when his wife was out 
of danger he began to remember, and to 
wonder at the strangeness of her words 
•nd looks on that eventful day. Was she 
in love with him? The thought gave 
him a new interest in her. He was very 
kind and tender with his poor sick wife; 
he sat with her, read to her, and did all 
in his power to amuse her. She was get­
ting much better—well enough to sit up 
—well enough for Mr. Hamilton to talk 
of going home. Mary was to come in her 
place. Olive looked very young and 
pretty, and delicate, as she lay en the 
blue sefa near the window of her own 
sitting-room. It was a great trial to her 
not being able to go out—she yearned 
after the fresh air and the pleasant drives 
with her husband in the pony carriage. 
Lady Vibart often came to sit with her, 
and sometimes Mr. Fairfax would ride 
over for an hour's chat. The first time 
he saw her after her illness she had put 
her thin winte hand hi his, saying, “ They 
tell ■• I should have died, perhaps, if it 
had not been for you. [low good you 
are!‘

And the tears had come into Alan's

Anson Court, and met young Eden coming 
out with a smile beaming on his good- 
looking young face. He went in, and 
found Mrs. Anson alone.

She gave him her hand. “ I am so glad 
to see you‘‘ she said.

“As glad as you were to see Mr. Eden?” 
be saked, sulkily.

“What! do you think seriously I care 
for that boy ?" said Henrietta quickly.

“I think women are very fickle,” re­
turned Sir George, with an angry flush.

“Do you blame us because we dare not 
wear our hearts upon our sleeve?"

“ I do not presume to blame any one," 
said Sir George, coldly.

He was standing with his back to the 
chimney piece, and looking down with 
some sullenness on the great fur rug.

Henrietta watched him—something of 
that great tenderness in her eyes, with 
which sometimes a mother looks at her 
way word, handsome child—and yet des­
pite all the deep feeling at work in her 
breast, she could not keep from deceit 
and lying. The very tremulousness in 
her voice was feigned as she said:

"I do not value the opinion of the 
world in general very greatly, but I do 
care that you should not misjudge me."

There was a slight consciousness of 
pleasure in the mind of the listener as 
she uttered those words, but his voice was 
still cold as he answered :—

“What is my good opinion to you ?"
“Everything," was the quick rejoinder. 

“ I can deceive you and myself no longer. 
Hear me when 1 say I love you. You 
may—no doubt you will despise me for 
saying so—it is a fact no less. Will you 
listen to me while I tell you the story of 
my life?"

For answer be bent his head.
“I do not even care to have a secret 

from you," she said with such earnest- 
ness that the coldest blooded man in 
Christendom would not have suspected 
her sincerity. “ To every one else I seek 
to make the best of myself—to pretend 
to a better origin, a more fortunate life 
than I have had. I care too much for 
you even to feel the wish to deceive you; 
I ley my life an open page before you. 
Think of me what you will—at least 1 
trust in your honor to keep my secret.

.

7 I he rerdens my seed will be foun JAMES ). He GREGORY, 2251854.-1884 Marblehead, Maw

CARRIAGE and SLEIGH
FACTORY 1

King St., - - Fredericton, N. B.
R. COLWELL, Proprietor.

WILEY’S Great Bargains* 
BY GOODS.DRUG STORE.

Opposite Normal BohooL

CARRIAGES, WAGGONS, 
SLEIGHS and PUNGS

Built to order in the latest and moet 
durable styles.

MAUERIAL and WORKMANSHIP of the HIT 

PARTICULAR AVEESTZOR otvex to

Painting, Trimming and Repairing Carriages, etc

W. E. LER & CO’S. JUST RECEIVED: 

ATWOOD'S BITTERS. The Subscriber Intending to 

Close his Business 
„AT THE-

“GOLDEN FLEECE,"
[Lower Store, 

Will, on end after 

TUESDAY, Jan. 2nd, 1884
ALLOW 4

Discount of 12 1-2 Per Cent, 
For cash, on delivery of Goods, on all sums from it upwards.

FEED AND SEED HOUSE, 
Opp. People's Bank, Queen St. 

_____________ Fredericton, Lee, IM_____________Burdock Blood Bitters.
FANCY CHAIRS. JOHN M. WILEY, "I117g have a very large line of Fancy Folding ala Xu, «4M GPA, Me 

your friends. Cell and see for yourself at r 
LEMONT’S VARIETY STORE.

Druggit, Fredericton.
July 11

ON HAND:

AGNETIC MEDICINE
•TRADE T MARK, 

on BRAIN &NERVE FOODA

FOR FALL AND WINTER TRADE 
4 LARGE LOT or 

IVERS, 
PIANO BOX,

FANCY CUPS AN ERS,
A LARGE Assortment of Single Fancy Caps 
A and Mausers, imported direct from Bohemia 
Also a large line of cheaper Cups and Saucers, 

or sale cheap at
LE MONTS.

TOP PHÆTONS, 
WAGON CONCORDS,

GENERAL GRANDS,

AND A LARGE LOT or

Is a Sure, Prompt, and Effectua Remedy for 
Nervousness in ALL Ue stages. Weak Memory. 
Lose V Brain Power. Nezual Prostration. Ntaht 
Sweats. Npermatorhæa. Nominal Y'eakeness and 
General Lose of Power It repairs Nervous Wa-te, aurrientuet 

Vigor to the Exhausted Generative Organs. The 
experience w thousands prove it an Invaluable

-‘
Canadian and New Brunswick

Mocassins and Snowshoes. OHN M'DONALD.
Fredericton, Jan, [, 1888

remedy. The medicine is pleasant to the taste, ------ ----------- ----------- 4-4-------- ----— weeksremedy, _______ - __ r. _- _ _
and each bos contains sufficient for two 11SLEIGHS AND PUNGS

|”To BE Sold CHEAP.

Terms to give eatufuctuni. £

TF you want Mocassins or Snowshoes, you are 
1 sure to get suited at Lemont's. Moose Hide 
Mocassins. All sises and prices. Also a large st Ek of Indian and Oil Tan Mocassins; and 80 
pairs of snowshoes. For sale low at :

LEMONT’S,

medication, and is the sheapest and best.
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Mack’s Magnetic Medicine is sold by 
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or will be mailed free of postage, on receipt of 
the money, by addressing

MACH’S MAGNETIC MEDICINE Ca., 
Windsor, Ont., Canada 

#Oz.R Ie PAEDERIOTeN «y

GEORGE =. DAVIS, 
and all Druggists everywhere.

. ______________ May 16, 1888 _______________

W,EwsHo. J.#DAYID8O:*, ww.OBAHAM.

WILLIAM EWING 4 CO., 
SUCUEMMORS TO

EWING BROTHERS,

SEED MERCHANTS, 
149 MoGHill Bt., Montreal.

par- domgloseng Prices on Application. 
Y. A copy of our Illustrated Seed Catalogue 

for Th will be sent to any address on applies-

Feb. 1, 1488 __________ ___________

SKATES. SKATES.

FRANCIS DOHERTY
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BOOTS, SHOES, MOCCASINS, 
AM OVERBOOTS,
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PLAIN and ORNAMENTAL

MONUMENTS, TABLETS,
FENCE STONES a POSTS,

First Class Material and Workmanship guar, 
anteed,

JOHN MOORE,

“My father was e gentleman—my 
mother was a dressmaker-I need not go 
into any particulars of my father's early 
lile, or his fall in the social scale—it is 
enough to say that from my childhood 1 
never knew anything but shabbiness and

NOTICE, DOLLS. DOLLS.
— P

WE bare on hand the largest and o W assortment of Dotis to be had in tl 
if you want to make the Children hap; 
at Lement’s and buy them Dolls, They 
new and pretty at

eyes at the tender, tremulous tones, and 
be had turned quickly away, with a grave, 
kind pressure of the poor little fingers.
"We could not afford to lose you," he 
said, presently.

Olive’s was not a nature to bear malice, 
or to feel revengeful, but she absolutely 
refused to see Mrs. Anson. One day Sir mere. 
George said to her : — other,

“My darling, I think you ought to let -‘
Mrs. Anson come in next time she calls.

Men may urge quick passions, sensitive_____ —
TEE undersigned have commeneed the manu- 1 facture of STOV ES of all descriptions and 
are prepared to supply parties wishing any- 
thing in that line, either wholesale or retail, at 
the lowest possible prices.

natures, excitable temperaments, as an 
excuse for sins of heart and temper; 
but they know well enough that the 
difficult is not the impossible. Ah ! if 
they applied a tenth part of the energy 
and resolution inwardly that they never 
begrudge to a worldly difficulty or ambi- 
tion, how glorious would be the result! 
But unhappily that is the only thing 
that seems to them not worth the 
trouble.

Sir George Fabian was beguiled and 
infatuated by a designing woman, be­
cause he never made one sincere effort 
to tear himself from her toils.

poverty. They sent me to a school st 
Boulogne, where my life was one long, 
miserable drudgery. While I was still 
there, they died—within a week of each 

and I was left friendless, and for­
lorn—without a home, without a hope in 
the future. Then came the one oasis in

LEMONT’S VARIETY STORE.Furnaces and Castings of all descriptions 
promptly attended to.

Repairing done with neatness and despatch.
We wish also to state that we manufae- 

ture the beat COOK STOVES now made in the 
Marlime Provinces from No.1 Clyde Iron, which 
we sell at prices which defy competition.

Purchasers will give us s call and be con- 
vineed of this fact.

OTOOLE & MCCAFFREY,
West End Foundry, Queen Street.

Frudotision, Nov, 1

Dee. 12

DIRT1
She is quite miserable to think of having 
caused you so much pain—and she really 
was not to blame for what happened.”

“Do not ask me, George 1” exclaimed 
Olive, in an exerted tone. “I will never 
see that woman again, if I can help it."

Mr. Fairfax happened to be present. 
Reticent as be was generally, on this 
occasion he spoke his thoughts in a strong 
"Your wife ls. portbetty right, George. 

Mrs. Anson was not the cause of the mare 
A.m, 

persuading you to what you would not

“Of course 1 give in, as you both settle

my life. One of the girls of the school- 
the grandest pupil there—took compas­
sion on me, and asked me to her home. 
It was one of those beautiful old chateaux 
s palace to me after the miserable school, 
and I was happy, ah! how happy! The 
father and mother were the perfection of 
well-bred French people. There was a 
son, too, handsome and clever. In all my 
life before I bad nerer met a gentleman 
on equal terms, and when this refined 
man sought my society, end spoke words 
of love and flattery, I believed him—I 
was not actually in love with him, and vet 
I felt bewildered, dazzled, in a kind of 
heaven of enchantment at his praises and 
soft words. But I went back to sch ws. 
before the end of the holidays, and in- 
followed me there. 1 used to meet him 
down by the seaside. I only waited until 
the time should come when he would pro

WLhve received another consignment of 

Wonderful Soap, 

"DEATH ON DIRT." 
Try it. we can recommend it.

aNfFene axester sscents/ bog loss proporuiep, 

WHITTIER * HOOPER, 
____________________ sAgents.

The evening of the day on which Mr. 
Fairfax had sought her, there was an 
amateur performance at the theatre In 
Lendal. Every one was there —Mr. 
and Mrs. Anson included. Sir George 
Fabian came to speak to Henrietta be-j 
tween the acts.

“Go away,” she whispered to him. 
"I cannot explain to you now. Meet 
me to-morrow at half past four in the 
woods," and wondering, yet not "caring 
to ask more questions then, he went,

She made her own story to him. Mr. 
Anson was getting jealous. Some one 
had sent him an anonymous letter. He 
did not suspect her; but he would not 
allow occasion for a scandal, and when­
ever Sir George Fabian was to be in 
future there, she roust abstain from 
going.1

SOAP! SOAP!

Frank Siddell's Soap.
Baldwin Apples.TYSB winter or summer, bet don't weld or 

Mor atoms otoroa id" 58% 
further than other soap, and cheaper tor a poor 
family for scrubbingand washing dishes. Bolt- 
one woolen goods. A large wash done in a 
comple of bears. No clothes mending. No fio- 
EPFs runted more. The saving in fuel sione more 
than pays for the mmo. Clean, eweot, and 
white clothes without boiling or sentding. Just

"U^s to me very unfair on the poor 

little thing.
—As the hunting season came on, Lady 
Fabian gradually had very much less of

TUST RECEIVED 1—20 bbls. American Bald. Lsnd"Heplora.." whiws ko 08947
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JUST ARRIVED:
A fine variety of Ekatee, consisting of 

Acme Club Skates.
Empress Skates, 

Barny * Berry’s Skates,
Wood Top Skates, 

SEste straps, and all the parts required for the 
Acme Club Skates.

MOP For sale very low.
Z. 8, EVERETT.

“You might bare known me better,” 
was the, reply, icily spoken. “Shall I 
trace your past life from the Boulogne 
boarding school to the present time?"‘

Mrs. Anson's courage rose in propor­
tion to her danger.

“Certainly—say your worst of a poor, 
struggling girl with her bread to win, 
without parents and without friends."

.2P-- pose openly to make me his wife. Well 
der nusbah s company. He had begun —that time never came — I learned at last

not early for an exraae to get away from 
LT 

tance, he would stay the might. Some- times Olive would beseech him to stop 
with her, and then he would be vexed, 
and say:— Laspi-

think. No heavy wash holler to nit n-rrni. No 
steam to spoil well paper or furniture. No 
nasty, filthy smell in the bouse,

where water is scarce, or has to be carried 
for, remember that the Frank Siddall’s way of 
waste loaly takes a few buckets of water for a 
Thisis no humbug, buta reliable article. Try 
“and you will use no ether kind.

not to look for it, and I resolved never to
see him more. He wrote, be implored. 
To avoid him, I sought a situation as com- 
panion. AU my life since has been one 
nng drudgery of serving, until ' came to 

Lady Vibert—until my husband, whom J __________________ _________ ________
forever bless and thank for his goodness, , bread in France as well as in Engirnd 
carried me. All his kindness only madam,”

it as•6 There are honest ways of winning
GEO. HATT * SONS.

ATP .
©
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makes me loathe myself the more that I 
should have a thought away from him. 
How can I help myself?‘‘ she burst out, 
impetuously. “ All my life has been love- 
less, miserable—now I love with all my 
heart and seul —and I know it wrong and 
wicked, and I hate myself for it!"

We eet ourselves to tell a story of the 
lives of men and women who have lived, 
and erred, and suffered ; but we abstain 
from chronicling minutely the blind, will­
ful tins of those who were not sinned 
against, but sinning. We must perforce 
bring them in to act their part in our 
drama; but we do not choose to dwell on 
unlawful love passages, that have not 
even their excuse in the force of a resist 
leas temptation.

From that time Mrs. Anson spared no 
artifices, no pains to entangle and fascin­
ate Sir George, and he rushed blindfold 
into her net of infatuation and folly. He 
was constantly at Anson Court, lunching, 
dining, spending sometimes the mornings 
sometimes the afternoons, in riding end 
driving with its mistress. Mr. Fairfax 
saw it all in despair. He knew no way of 
checking it—he was in daily terror lest 
something should come to Lady Fabian’s 
ears. After long, earnest thought he 
took a deliberation. It cost him pain and 
doubt, and repulsion: but he resolved to 
go through it, at whatever sacrifice of 
feeling or trouble to himself. When his 
mind was made up he rode over to Ga­
briel's Wood.

“I have come to wish you good-by, 
Lady Fabian,” he said.

•6 You are not going away from us, Mr. 
Fairfax?" exclaimed Olive, her face fal­
ling. €Not for long, at least?"

"Perhaps only a few days—but it is un­
certain. It depends upon my business.”

Business I and Olive laughed. " What 
a useful excuse that is for all you men! 
Mind you come back soon—we shall so 
miss you.”

“Thanks. One likes to think that all 
the world is not indifferent to what be­
comes of one. Good-by !”

“Good-by !” and Olive returned the 
pressure as warmly as if be bad been her 
own brother. She was growing stronger 
now—able to drive out, and even walk a 
little. A few weeks back, when she had 
lain all the weary day upon her sofa, she 
bad thought—“ Ahl when I once go out 
again, and breathe the fresh air, and drive 
my ponies, I shall not feel so miserable 
and discontented—it is the monotony and 
confinement to the house that prey upon 
my spirits.” But the poor child did not 
find herself any happier for her improved 
health. Her husband was preoccupied 
and petulant—he made excuses for not 
accompanying her, after the first few 
.times in her drives and resented any 
questions she put to him as to where he 
had been, or how he occupied bis time. 
So Olive went about with a great weight 
at her heart, doubting, fearing, suspect­
ing, and yet too proud to ask a question, 
or to spy out her husband’s actions.


