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GLEANER JOB PRINT

Book and Job Printing of Every Description

Executed at this office, with neatness
and despateh.

Estniates Furwisnep ox APPLICATION.

JAS. H. CROCKET, - - !PROPRIETOR
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WILEY'S DRUG :STORE.

%

F®ncy Goods, Perfumes, Toilet Articles, Pure Spices, HEtc., Htc.

O Pure Flavoring Extracts, Ten Gross Diamond Dyes.
S A

3

JOHN M WILEY, Opp. Normal School, Queen Street, Fredericton.

1884

Professional Cards. |

Business Cards.

J. T. SHARKEY, LL: B.,
nmey atLav, Nutary Publie, &.

ormon S
QUEEN STREET, FREDERICTON
Opp. Officers’ Square,

J. M.OBRIEN
ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,
“Conveyaucer, Notary Public, Fire
LIFE ms_m:_cg AGENT.

£@-CLAIMS PROMPTLY COLLECTED.

Bathurst, Nov. 21st, 1883.—1 yr.

MONUMENTS, TABLETS,

2 First Class Material and Workmanship
guaranteed.

Ovpics: Neax Ovsrou House, Warem .ﬂnxn, HIBAMICHI
BATHUBST, N- B- “'!:'ijr::-gl:::t.:monu utook hesh Particularat-

FBEDEB!CTON

MONUMENTAL WORKS,
Queen Street,

JUST ABOVE REFORM CLUBROOMS.

Subscriber bonto inform the Public tha
TU0S & orepari to cxocate ol sorts of

Plain and Ornamental

Fence Stones and Posts.

JOHN MOORE

Fredericton, Sept. 1.

CHATHAM Iﬁlﬂlv STABLE.
ANGUS ULLOCK,
Duke Street, Chatham,

h Noy. 2lst, 1883.—1 yr.

IOREIDIH & BLAIR,
Barristers and Anumys-at Lav,
NOTARIE 3 PUBLIC

FREDERICTON.

$80. ¥. GREGORY. ANDREW 6. BLAIR

J. H. BARRY,

BARRISTER-AT-LAW,
CONVEYANCER; &c.

OFFICE :—FISHER'S BUILDING, (up stsirs),

FREDERICTON.
~—’ - Dec.thed 12,1883,

A. L. BELYEA

Barrister, Ktc.
OEFICE:
QUEEN STREET, FREDERICTOY.

2 Doors Below Queen Hotel.
Fredericton, Nov. 28th 1883.—1 yr.

JOHN BLACK,
BARRISTER

—AND—

ATTORNEY-AT-LAW,

NOTARY PUBLIC, CONVEYANCER, &e.

FREDERICTON, N. B.
Office on Queen Btmot‘:or the W. U. Telegraph

DIRECTLY OPPOSITE THE POST OFFICE.

Loans Negotiated. Accounts Collected.
Fredericton, Dec. 19, 1883

Business Cards.

QUEEN HOTEL,

Fred.eric}in, N. B.
J. A. Edwards,

: PROPRIETOR.
FINE SAMPLE ROOM IN CONNECTION.

—ALSO—
A FIRST-CLASS LIVERY STABLE.

28~ Conches at trains and boats.
Aug. 25, 1882.

JAMES C. FAIREY,
Anctioneer & Commission Agent,|=
Newcastle, Miramichi.

4 $@Prompt Returns made on Goods on Cen-

Newcastle, Nov. 2lst, 1883.—1 yr.

Barker House,

REFITTED AND NEWLY FURNISHED,

Queen Street, Fredericton, N.B

F. B. COLEMAN, Prop.

Fredericton, March 28, 1883.

B Michael Donohue,
‘ BLACKSMITH,

HARVEY STATION, York Co.

Wagon Work, Sled Shoeinc. Horse Shoom‘, Ete.
Fob. 2 m prom; done at moderate

1. B REEZE,

M. A. FINN,

IMPORTER OF

Wines, Liquors

CIGARS,

Cor. Prinoé mmm and Princess Streets,

SaintJohn, N. B

April 18,1888,

WHOLESALE AND RRETAIL

GROCER,
Wine and Spirit
Merchant,
No. 1 KING SQUARE,

SAINT JOHN, - -
Saint John, N. B., Aug. 25, IBBZ‘

N. B.

S RONPAREIL"
Billtard Hall!

SHARKEY’S BUILDING,
OPP. OFFICERS' BARRACKS, QUEEN ST,

I-'REDBREQI‘_ON, N.B.
T. E. FOSTER, Proprietor

TBIS HALL has been newly fitted up and

handsomely furnished, and for room. ht,

venhluion and neatness, com; most fi Iy

with any Hall in the Dominion. Tha Bil-

lunl and Pool Tables are pronounced by players to
be superior to any now in nu in this

'11:0;- are the B! OVELTY, size, 44 x 9

main object in the construction of the Bril-
hlnv. lety and the one most noticeble, is that
it embodies all the more salient or most important
features that lnve rendered po) ulunﬂ the other

eJ. M. swick & Balke
Co.’s make. Tbe Blllmnt l\ovelty has all the ad-
vantuges m'.s including the respective
inlays claimed by the on!n ll" and ** xposl
tion,” “Novelty,” “Ac me'’’ *Amaranth”
Tables. Tl;:l °|I’Snlhnm is & I:l py oomlnnumn

of all those and idl; on
the fore: ‘flm in the esnmnuon ? 1l playei
of Billiard and Pool Tables. The “Novelty”
ished and handsomel mlai\I in many different
colors, made up fmm alifornia Laurel, Burl Ash,
Func'l irds Eye Mlple. Mnho‘my
Wood Wood and Ebony. It issup-
giei‘wnh tfm ﬂnelt of Vermont Slate bed, Simonis
oth, and o first-class outfit of everything necces-

%
o9

fm“t\ call is respectfully solicited from lovers

TR Boyu under sixteen mot allowed in the

Z3Temperance drinks of all kinds, Cigars, cte.
T. E. FOSTER,

Proprietor.

Money to Loan.
§12 000 rhmsie sosirity in ums not

130 séveral smaller amounts.
' JOHN BLAOK, Barrister.

QUEEN STREET.
Fredericton, March 18th, 1884.—3 ins,

NOTICE.

E orlhg; honw{m existing between

by mutus iconsent, an Yemm ey e
mul Y, aving any c
u:unn the late firm nnder the sﬁma’[nr.lm

mediate payment to ck & Co., who are
uthoﬂud to eolloct ﬂl bllll and to m all
Ian:d of tha lm firm. Any  derson indebted to

w-ut of thalr several accounts, which are now
being rendsred, by the first day of JULY next o
iness of the late firm of leenck &

covered granite, known as Fotheringay
Castle.

just undergone a compléte remodeling;
had been refurnished and redecorated,
and now in more stately magnificence

wide its gates to receive home its young

fathers, with his wife upon his arm. The
welcoming crowd of servants, some of
whom had grown gray in his own and his
father’s service, fell back respectfully as
he advanced, yet turned upon him and
the lady, to whom as a gracious mistress
he commended them, their honest, eager
faces radiant with good-will and unspoken
congratulations.

was conducted at once to herapartment,
where Sir Arnold left her, he himself at
once returning to the lower rooms, that
he might renew acquaintance with such
members of his family as he had not yet
seen since his return. :

tion, Arnold Fotheringay was still a boy
in heart, nor was he, indeed, much more
in years. His twentysecond birthday
had been only a few months passed when
Adelaide von Walstein became his wife.
He was a handsome, well-grows young
fellow, kind and h
‘his swarthy skin and fierce black eyes;
possessed, beyond a doubt, of strong
passions and & reckless, headstrong will,
yet, withal, generous and affectionate; a
kind master, a loyal, steadfast friend.

amid his numerous retainers, he met the
honest, friendly faces that smiled a wel-
come upon_him_from every side, with
words of kindly courtesy, and with w

pleased face, upon which the boyish
flush, so easily aroused, more than once

opening directly upon the geurtyard of|.

red head smacked strongly of the stables.

ladyship may-mount Queenie to-morrow,

‘bareriet; good-humoredly.

LITERATURE

The Fotheringay Duel.

Some hundred odd years ago there
stood—perhaps still stands—in the heart
of one of the prettiest of England’s low-
land counties, a fine old pile of ivy-

At the date of which I wme, it -had

than it had ever before boasted, opened
master, and the lovely bride to_whom,
three months before, he had been wedded.

With proud, exultant face, Sir Arnold
Fotheringay entered the home of his

By her own request, Lady Fotheringay

Despite his lofty name and high posi-

t-looking, d

L3

As he passed now from hall to hall

appeared.
He stood now by a wide, low entrance,

the castle.
“I want to take a look at some of my
fourlegged friends before dinmer,” he
said, addressing a slim, gayly-dressed
man, whose shaven face and close-cropped

“The horses are all right, are they?”
“Right as a trevet, Sir Arnold; her

if she chooses.
Sir Arnold ?”
“By no means,” replied the young
“I will take
counsel of my own eyes and judgment
before I consult yours. I have only time
for a passing glance to-night, and you
shall do the honors at your leisure to-
morrow.”

The man bowed and drew back, and
alone Sir Arnold left the castle. He had
approached within full view of the stables,
when from one of them there issued a
man who, with step light and easy as
Sir Arnold’s own, crossed the yard and
advanced toward him.

At first sight of that tall, commanding
figure, with its careless, graceful tread,
Sir Arnold halted in his own adnnce,
while an undisguisable start proclai
that he re ized—and mth nop

Mayn't I go with you,

other man will grudge you possession of

yot used.

+words. sathes 28 & proof of how little

.|need quarrel over however.

The baronet drew himself up haughtl

“Then I repeat, Cousin Reginald, since
plain speaking seems to be the order of
the day, your presence in my house, at
this time, is neither delicate no: friend-
l’.n 3

Reginald broke into a loud, discord-
ant laugh.

“What bug-a-boo has scared you now?
Think you your possible heir attaches
himself to you on murderous deed in-
tent? oris it, rather, that the happy
bridegrooni fears for the peace of mind
of his loyal spouse, thus brought into
dangerous contact with her jilted lover?
Speak out, Arnold; is it fear, or jealousy?”
“Neither the one nor the other, as you
kunow right well, Reginald Fotheringay,”
retorted Sir Arnold, angrily. “Friends,
I suppose,you and I can never be, though
I, for one, am heartly willing to bury the
hatchet, and join hands with you in
brotherly trust and affection. Spare me
that sneer. I am as well a ware as your-
self that such an event is little likely to
come to pass; but, though I cannot love
you, I do no doubt, much less feai' you.
You are a Foth y and a gent

and Ishall be the last to dxspute your
claim to either title. As to the other
weakness with which you charge me, be
good enough te remember that Adelaide
von Walstein is now my wife. It is quite
impossible that T should insult her by
being jealous of any man.”

“Your wife—ay, your-wife!” muttered
the other, between his tight-set teeth.
“Keep her, Arnold, keep her; you have
no need of jealousy. Neither I nor any

the prize you have won—the fair, false
devill”

With irrepressible rage the young
husband sprang at him, but Reginald
Fotheringay mught the uplifted arm in
a strong grasp ere it could descend.

“Tut, tut, man this is folly!” he said,
in amore amicable voice than he had
“Let us not renew in man-
hood the childish altercations that en-
livened our youth. Regard my rash

cause you have for uneasiness during my
vicinity to your fair bride. I have prov-
ed her false, if you have not, anda false
woman can never hold a place in the
heart of Reginald Fotheringay. There
is surely nothing in this fact that we
As you
have yourself declared, there never can
be friendship between us; but, Arnold, I
mean what I say, when I tell you that I
shall be glad if there may be peace.”
“It must be a peace, then, which shall
curb your insolence. [ wil: not be beard-
ed in my own house by one who— ——"
He stopped abruptly, perhaps ashained
of the taunt he had been about to utter.
Reginald making no reply to the inter-
rupted sentence, the two walked slowly
toward the castle, the time which had
elapsed during the interview rendering
impracticable the visit to stables which
Sir Arnold had contemplated.

A hasty inquiry, as they entered, gain-
ed for him the information that Lady
Fotheringay had descended to the draw-
ing-room, and only waited her husband’s
return to order dinmer.

“Will you go with me now to Lady
Fotheringay?” asked Sir Arnold, in a
voice plainly indicative of his wish that
his companion should decline the invita-
tion. . =

But Reginald bowed an unhesitating
assent, and seeing no way of avoiding the
interview for which he would fain have

able feelings—the individual approach-
ing.

After a moment's pause he resumed
his walk, but his slackened, hesitating
step betrayed how complete a change
this unexpected incident had wroughtin
his feelings, The two continued to ad-
vance, and at last stood face to face.
Then could plainly be seen, from the
strong likeness between them, that they
were of the same blood, and probably as
much alike in temperament and dispo-
sition as they were in face.
The newcomer appeared to be some
years Sir Arnold’s senior, and he was a
taller and, undoubtedly, handsomer man
than the young baronet. He was the
first to speak.
- “Welcome home, Sir Arnold. I trust
I am not the last to utter my congratu-
lations ?”

Sir Arnold had half extended his hand,
but, noticing that his companion’s was
withheld, he drew back hastily, while,
‘with some irritation in his voice, he said:
' “rhis is an unexpected pleasure,
Reginald. Of all men, you were the last
whom I expected to see this day. What
brings you here?”

“Perhaps a longing to abide in the
only home I have ever known, and from
whence, thanks to your father’s will, you
have no power toeject me. Fortunately,
no ‘expectation of receiving a welcome

e

IIIIII'. be eloud up b: that ﬁma. and nn(
lundm: into an at-
torney’s h-nda or col oeuon.
A. LIMERICK & CO.
Fredericton, Mav 14th, 1883

| from its ied that long-
ing. I see it would have been doomed
to disappointment had it done so0.”

“N " returned the other,

R. SUTHERLAND, Jr.
MANUFPACTURER OF
S HOOL DESKS,
SCHOOL FURNITURE,
OHURCH FURNITURE,

OFFICE FURNITURE.

Merit Books and Cards used in Publiec Schools,
and suthorised the )
T by Board of Edueation,

All orders by mail will recei: g
,:’ IR A, S 5 "°‘|“ ve prompt attention.

-~

QUEEN STREET,

LANTERNS.

6 OZEN Tubular hnu
6 * Lantern Gilobes,
Boxes G -u.morl,ed sizes,

Case Ax
Feot Loather ! Belting,
Coal Tar,

‘Fredericton, - - N.B
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Staves, Connell’s latest

testily. “The claim you are so keen to
refer to, of course, does away with any
necessity of formal greeting from me.
You are here, not as my gyest, but.as one
whose right is indisputable as my own.
I can but admit, however, that I should
have liked it better had you timed your

my marriage?”

luctant voice, while the speaker's”face
grew crimson to the roots of his hair, and
his eyes were resolutely averted from
those of his companion. The latter only
answered quietly—too quetly, perhaps:

visit more discreetly. You are aware of

The question was asked in a slow, re-

prepared his wife, Sir Arnold led the way
to the drawing-room.

It was a frosty evening in October. A
cheerful fire blazed upon the hearth as
they entered, and near it, buried in the
depths of a vast armchair, sat the mistress
of the mansion. The footsteps betraying
that her husband was not alone, she rais-
ed her head quickly as the two men drew
near, and thus, unexpectedly, she was
brought face to face with Reginald Foth-
eringay.

The suddenness of the event utterly
overthrew her self-control.

“Rex 1” she cried; in a half-frightened
voice, her face growing in a moment ab-
solutely colorless.

Save by the mocking smile that curved
for a moment Mr. Fotheringay's hand-
some mouth, he took ne nouce of her
agitation.

“Will IAdy Fot.herlngny accept, upon

| brought about the result he had fought

attention. : Adelaide seemed really de-
sirous that the conversation should re;
sume the ‘tone of scarcely suppressed
belligerende it had borne in the drawing:
room, while Sir Arnold was evidently
more than equally determined that it
should nof do so. Every word, every ac:
cent, every turn of the conyversation that
could tend to anything personal in the
past life either of himself or his com-
panions. he literally pushed aside by the
incessant stream of lively, inconsequent
talk that flowed from his lips. With an
energy that hiy companions unwittingly
yielded to, he led their thoughts into the
ch Is .of g al conv , and
strove, for some time successful, to guard
every point at which they might be turn.
ed aside. His own unwary tongue atlast

e

against.

His wife had been giving a long and
brilliant account of the different picture:
galleries they had visited during their
bridal tour, a subject so innocent that Sir
Arnold thought himself perfectly safe in
encouraging it; with which intent he had
taken advantage of a pause in her narra
tion to inferpolate :

“Be acpurate, Adelaide, or your de-
scription .is valueless. It was at the
Louwre, not the Luxembourg, we saw the
Maria de Medici series. Don’t you re-
member? We saw them the day we met
De Boville and his friends?”

Scarcely were the words uttered, when
Sir Arnold’s face turned scarlet, and he
cast a hasty, half frightened look from his
wife to his cousin, as if hoping his words
had been unnoticed by them. This hope
was a vain one, however; Reginald had
caught the words, and turned eagerly to-
ward him.

“De Boville?
Boville in Paris?
with him ?”

“ What, Lady Clarice ?” cried Adelaidé,
sharply. And the first smile which had
illumined Reginald’s face since his meet-
ing with his eousin brightened it now, as
he answered :

“Lady Clarice Snowden that was, Lady
Clarice De Boville that is ; can it be pos-
sible that Arnold has failed to tell you of
th'e romantic wedding in which I bore 8o
prominent a part.”

Sir Arnold’s face was pitiful to behold;
e made an attempt to stammer forth a
jesting evasion, but his wife gave him no
opportunity to doso. She turned a white,
agonized face upon Arnold.

“Tell me,” she said, in a yoice utterly
unlike her own, “is Lady Clarice Snow-
den the wife of George De Boville ? and
does Arnold know her to be so ?”

¢ Certainly I” replied Reginald, gazing
uneasily at the agitated face of the lady,
and the guilty one of her husband.
“ Lady Clarice became De Boville's wife
about the time I went to Rome, indeed
we travelled from Dover to Calais in com-
pany. The wedding was a strictly -pri-
vate one, but I wrote a full account of it
to Arnold, from Paris. Did you not re-
ceive wy letter ?”

And he turned upon his cousin his
keen, searching eyes, which, though puz-
zled, seemed fo defy deception.
Whatever trouble it had been that Sir
Arnold feared, he seemed now resolved
to brave it out.

I received the letter,” he said, haugh-
tily, “but I did not see fit to make its
contents public. Lady Fortheringay,
Jervis is waiting to remove your plate.”
The pointed allusion to the presence of
the servants served to call the lady to
some semblance of - self-possession ; save
in the glittering blue eyes she turned
upon her husband, no ly ti
was betrayed by her, as she asked :

“ When did you receive that letter, Sir
Arnold ?”

His eyes gazed defiantly back into-
hers.

“One week before our wedding-day,”
he replied, slowly. And then he fairly
shivered under the cold, wrathful gleam
those blue eyes cast upon him.

Stern etiquette, however, forced into a
surface peace the turbulent elements
which had thus suddenly arisen ; nothing
further was said upon the subject, and
shortly afterward Lady Fotheringay quit
ted the table.

In passing Reginald she cast upon him
a glance so full of passionate anguish, of
mingled deprecation and entreaty, that
the half-formed suspicion which had
arisen in his  bosom was confirmed, and
he determined to eéxact from her, upon
the first opportunity, that explanation of
the past which he had hitherto been
painfully anxious to avoid. How or why,
he could not see, yet he was confident
that some treachery to him was conceal-
ed beneath Sir Arnold’s strange conduct.
An immediate interview with Lady Foth-
eringay was his mental deter ti

‘Did you meet De
Was Lady Clarice

of the propriety, of his contemplated

whisper doubts, but they were uncere-

like this—so he argued ; if Adelaide was
the wife of his cousin now, she had been
his own betrothed when last they met,
and whoever was to blame, he had been
injured most cruelly by the marriage,and
an explanation was most assur edly his
due.

her how utterly, how entirely he despised
her; and then he would renounce the
foolish intention he had formed of re-
venging himself upon
the
sence ;
ing of his wrongs to a higher Power,
and, bidding farewell for ever to the two
beings who had caused him so much
misery, he would return to Germany, and
bury h
life among the books which were now his
only friends. » many minutes sat with her face buried

the fireplace had just chimed the hour of
one, when a light footstep and the rust-
ling of a woman's dress betrayed to Re-
ginald the approach of the lady whose
pleasure he awaited. He rose from his
chair, and with grave, courteous mein
stood before her as she advanced. When
he gazed upon her confused and agitated
face, and met the frightened, deprecat-
ing glance of the large blue eyes he had
once so dearly loved, imperfectly though
he understood the reason of her presence
here, he yet felt instinctively that the
position was one against which her delic-
acy revolted, and the natural kindliness
of his nature overcame the bitterness
which had lately filled his heart against
her.

he said, gently.

moment, then, “Oh, Rex!” she gasped,
and burst into tears.

which she sank, while he remained stand-
ing by her side.

sobbed; “what have you thought of me?
And yet, oh, Rex, I have not been quite
50 heartless, s0 fickle, as I have appear-
ed l ”

was very pale, and still spoke not a word,
but his eager, questi
almost to force from her the explanation
she longed yet feared to utter.

“They told me you were married to Lady
Clarice Snowden—that you had taken
her to Rome with you. Oh, Rex, for-
give me!
heart—it made me mad!
how I was feeling, but he begged me to
marry him; papa and mamma urged me,
and I was so miserable—so reckless! I
was not false, Rex, I was only weak I”

Reginald, hoarsely “did Arnold—"
moment her white, hopeless face.

man |
friend. He only said, when the story
was brought to me by one who had seen
you standing by Lady Clarice's side as
the vessel leit the dock—Arnold only
said, when I turned to him in agony, that
he had known long of your admiration
for Lady Clarice, though he would not
have believed it possible that any man
could be false to me. There was nothing
treacherous, nothing dishonorable in that,
was there? And then, when, a week be-
fore our miserable marriage, he recéived
the letter which would have proved to
me that the man over whose inconstancy

honorable as I had ever believed him—
what did he do then? He told me no lie
—he deceived no one—he only “did not
see fit to make the contents of his letter

Reginald returned to the appointed ren-
dezvous ; of the wisdom, to say nothing

tete.a-tete, his conscience did not. fail to

moniously stifled in their birth.
Ordinary rules could not govern a case

Yes! he would see her, if only to tell

them by
constant torment of his pre-
he would leave the redress-

If for the r inder of his

The tiny French clock that stood over |

“Willyou be seated, Lady Fotheringay?”

She gazed at him speechlessly for a

He silently handed her to & chair, into

“What must you think of me?* she

She . raised her eyes timidly to his, he

H 1
g eyes

“I thought you false,” she murmured.

I believed it—it broke my
Arnold knew

“Who told you I was married?” said
A flash of angry scorn-lighted up for a

“Arnold! Oh, no; Arnold is a gentle-
He would not lie, nor betray his

I was grieving so bitterly was asloyal and

public? That was all.”-

«Lady’ Fotheringay I” cried a harsh,
angry voice near her, “may I beg for an
explanation of this very remarkable
scene?”’

And the bitter laugh died upon Ade-
Inide's lips, as she beheld her husband,
white with passion, advancing toward
her.

Reginald at once stepped before her,
desirous toshield her emotion, if possible,
from the jealous eyes of his cousin.

“It means, Sir Arnold” he said, in a
voice that told in its very calmness rather
of repressed p than the ab of
1t—¢it means that the day of retribution
you can but have foreseen has come
upon you sooner than you had. anticipat-

and, as if that determination had been
guess >d at by Siv Arnold, every obstacle
that could prevent it was thrown in his
way.

Together the two men left the din-
ingroom, together entered the apart-
ment wheréin lady Fotheringay awaited
themn ; nor throughout the evening could
Reginald either find or make an oppor
tunity to niake known his wishes to/the
lady. He could not but fancy, howeyer,
that Adelaide understood and endeavor-
ed to forward his purpose, and all doubts
upon this point were set at rest when she,
upon retiring for the night, passed near
gh to Reginald to drop at his feet a

this suspicious , the
lations of her most humble kmsmm?
Late in the day, perhaps, to offer them,
but I flatter myself they will be none the
less acceptable on that account.”
His words and manner were courteous,
but the sneer was undisguisable. Ina
moment Adelaide was herself again.
“Thanks, Mr. Fotheringay,” she replied
haughtily. “I cannot but be pleased that
you should wish well to me and mine.”
Dinner wasat that moment announced,
and, in rather a hesitating manner, Re-
gindld offered her his arm. Without ap-
pearing to notice his action, Lady Foth-
eringay turned to her husband.

Arnold?” she said, pointedly; and, flush-

Arnold obeyed.

he fell behind the others.
“She has a conscience yet,” he mutter-

this conclusion threw him was not dis-
pelled until some time after they had
taken their seats at the table. It was

4opening the note, Reginald read as fol-

“Will you give me your arm, Sir
ing high with delight and exultation, Sir
Again that derisive smile flitted over

Mr. Fotheringay’s face, and, with a bow
much lower than the occasion called for,

The fit of absent-mindedness into which

scrap of paper, which, unnoticed by Sir
Arnold, he secured.

Opportunity to read it was not. now
hard to find ; his wife having left them,
Sir Arnold cened to maintain any sur-
veillance over his cousin, and eagerly

lows :
“J cannot sleep uatil T have spoken to you
—alone. I will return to the drawing room
when'] can do so unperce’ ed. For God's
sake, Reginald, meet or await me there !"

That was all ; neither sig e nor ad-

ed; it that the wife you have won
through treachery is yours but in name;
that—so long as she and I both live—we
will be to each other what she will never
be to_you, and that the misery of know-
ing yourself a despised and unloved hus-
band will be yours to your dying day 1"
He turned his back abruptly upon the
unhappy man, who, speechless with shame
and anger, beheld without interference
the scene that ensued. Reginald bent
offer Adelaide, as she sat white and
miserable upon her chair.
“Would to Heaven, my poor girl,” he
said, in a voice of inexpressible tender-
ness, “that I could bear your share, as
well as my own, of the sorrow your weak-
ness has brought uponus! The bitterest
drop in my cup is the knowledge of the
hopeless destiny that is yours. I must
leave you; for your sake, no less than for
my own, it is best we should never meet
again; yet, should the day ever come
when you need a friend, and that friend
1 can honorably be to you,send for me,
Adelaide, and I will devote my life, if
need be, to your service.”

She looked up into his face as he

dress ; yet Reginald’s heart throbbed as
it had not done since Adelaide von Wal-
stein, his own betrothed, had clung to
him in unavailing grief at their parting,
six months before.

What did it all mean? Was it pos-
sible that she was less false, less heart-
less, than he had believed her? Could
Arnold—but, n2; he checked the
thought in its birth; enemies as they
were—as they had been from their ear-
liest youth—Arnold was, as he had said
of Reginald, a Fotheringay and a gentle-
man ; a-dishonorable, an untruthful act
was impossible to him. It was all a mys-
tery,” but its solution would surely be
found in this midnight - interview his

first the almost insolent gayety of ghe
afterward the unnatural talkative-
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“L am very well aware of it, Sir Arnold.”

7

£

Jady,
ness of-her luuband, that awakened his

cousin’s wife was about to accord him.
Parting with Arnold at the foot of the

d to speak—the handsome, noble
face she had loved so well! She reached
forth her arms.

“QOh, my king! my king!"” she wailed;
and at the sound of those piteous words
—the dear, loved named by which she
had been so proud to call him in their
happy past—his stout heart failed him;
his lip quivered; his eyes grew dim, and,

passionately; while she clung to him as
she never had clung, never would cling,
to her miserable husband.

That sight broke the spell that had

with a fearful oath, and tore his wife from
the arms that embraced her.
“You dare— you dare!” he guped “m
my very presence [”
“It was your presence gave me the

staircase, with scarcely a passihg scruple

li I desired,” returned Reginald, I

catching her in his arms, he kissed her

sealed Arnold’s lips; he sprang forward

contemptuously. “Had my leave-taking
been a clandestine, it would have been
farless demonstrative. Fearnot, Arnold;
there is one Fotheringay to whom honor
is dearer than love !”

The sneer rendered uncontrollable the
fury now burning in Arnold’s bosom.
“Await me here!” ‘he said, between
his clinched teeth,

“I will assist Lady Fotheringay to
her chamber, and then we will settle un-
interruptedly the long account which
this night's work has brought to its
climax.”

Reginald bowed a cold assent, and
Arnold, half-carrying, halfleading, his
wife, took her unresisting from the
room. IHe left her at her own
chamber-door.

“It cannot be many hours from day-
light, Lady Fotheringay,” he said. “You
will oblige me by remaining in your own
apartment until the sun shall counten-
ance your leaving it.”

Adelaide returned no answer. The
insult had fallen on deadened ears. She
tottered to a chair as he left her, and for

in her hands, a prey.to the unavailing
regrets she felt must ever henceforth
be her doom.

Suddenly a rememberance of the
words her husband had uttered as he
left the drawing-room flashed upon her.
She sprang to her feet in horror; the
cold, defiant face of Reginald, the threat-
ening one of Sir Arnold! what did they
mean? She stood for a moment in mis-
erable uncertainty; then turning, she
left the room, crept noiselessly down the
dark staircase and through the silent
hall, until she stood at the door of the
apartment she had so lately quitted. It
was ajar, and she became without dif-
ficulty, a witness to what was passing |
within.

The two men stood facing each other,
and it was curious how strangely alike,
in that moment of intense excitement,
their dark set faces had grown. Sir
Arnold held in his hands a moroceo case,
open, in which Adelaide, shivering with
terror, saw the pale blue gleam of glist-
ening steel.

“They are both loaded,” Arnold was
saying. “You know the weapons; they
were my father’s. If you desire it, I will
discharge and reload them in your
presence.”

“It is unnecessary,” replied his cousin,
coldly.

the other. At sunrise, in the western
coppice, we shall met again, and then,

long tuel.”

Reginald bowed assent, and took one
of the pistols from the case.

“It that is ull we have to arrange, I will
leave you now. You will agree with me
in thinking that the few hours remain-
ing between one of us and eternity had
better be passed in solitude.”

Words and manner alike indicating
that they were about to separate, the
wretched listener was compelled to de-
sert her post and return hastily to her
own apartinent.

When Sir Arnold joined her, he found
her lying, apparently asleep, upon the
bed, though she had not laid aside any
of the garments she had worn during the
evening.

His first act was to place the pistol
within the drawer of a cabinet that stood
near, half-unconsciously turning the key
upon it after he had done so. Then he
came to the side of the bed and gazed
upon the white face and closed eyes of
his wife.

“And she can sleep!”” he murmured.
e stood for some moments silently
by her side; then, bending suddenly, he
kissed her passionately; and, as he turn-
ed away, the hot tears that fell upon her
face must assuredly have awaken her
had she really slept.

Scarcely had the door of Sir Arnold’s
dressing-room- closed behind him when
she had arisen.

False kiss! false tear!” she murmured,
rubbing fiercely the cheek upon which
her husband’s caress still burned.

Her breath came fast and thick ; her
checks were hot and flushed, and there
was a dangerous glitter in her eyes that
told more of the passion within than the
wildest words could have done. She
crept stealthily to the cabinet; the key
was in the lock, and she opened without
dificulty the drawer. There it lay—the
weapon which, in a few short hours. was
to stretch lifeless, under the morning
sun, her Reginald—her love, her king !
In that moment there rushed upon her
mind, with horrible .distinctness, the
many stories she had heard concerning
Sir Arnold’s skill with the pistol. She
knew he had been held without a rival in
the Vienna gallery, where he and Reg-
inald, in company with many of the nob-
lest youth of the city, had practiced the
art; and she knew, too, the hatred
which would make certain his aim, when
that aim was the heart of Reginald Foth-

fierce in his despairing horror.

her golden tresses, unrestrained by comb
or ribbon, falling in damp masses around
her white face and hollow, glittering
eyes, she came to him—so unnatural, -so
spectral in appearance, that he fell back
& pace or Lwo, while a nervous ery invol-
untarily escaped his lips. Ina moment,
however, he had regained his self: pou-
session.

“My poor Adelaide,” he said, ¢ ly,
though his very lips seemed colorleu as
he spoke,” I see you already know some-
thing of this wretched business. Come
with me, and T will tell you all.” ;
e took her cold, passive hand in his,
and led her into an adjacent room.

“You need tell me nothing?” she cried,
hysterically.
your presence tells me.  Oh, Rex! you
are here, safe and unharmed ! and that is
what I have been praying for during the
past long hour, as I never prayed for any-
thing in my life before! Thank God!
thank God! your life has been spared!
I can bear anything now—even to live
with him!”

She shuddered as she spoke the words,
yet strove to gaze into his face with a
reassuring smile.

“Adelaide! Adelaide!” he cried, with
anguish. “You do not know—— Ah!
can you not guess what it is I have to tell
you? Arnold and I have fought? [ have
escaped unhurt 1"

“Yes, yes " she cried, an uxultation
fearful to behold lighting up her face.
“You have escaped, and I—I have saved
you! I, whom you thought so weak and
faithless. -You will forgive me now, Rex
—won’t you? You will think of me kind-
ly even in Arnold’s arms, when you re-
wember that I saved your life?”

“What do you mean ?” cried Reginald,
staring blankly at the pleading face up-
raised to his.

She cast a cautious glance around,
then, raising herself on tiptoe, she
whispered in his ear, that exultant smile
still curving her lips :

“I held his pistol under water before
he went out with it? You were safe,
Rex—quite safe!”

He staggered back against the wall.
“My God ! you have made me a mur-
derer! Ihave shot a defenseléss man!”
“Shot!" she repeated, vaguely. “You
have shot——"

“I have shot your husband!” and
Reginald’s voze had grown loud and
“He lies
upon the meadow that an heur ago was

“Then choose you one, and I will take | his with the bright, cruel sun glaring
down upon his poor, dead face! While

I— Oh, Arnold! My cousin! My

once for all, shall be terminated our life- | oad uncle's boy !”

His face dropped in his hands, and a

sob of uncontrollable agony escaped his’

breast.
The sight of his grief made her obliv-
ious even of the words he had spokon.

She sprang wildly forward, and in a

moment her arms were around his neck,
her cheek pressed to his, while her lips
murmured broken words of love and
sympathy into his ears.

“Don’t don’t Rex ! my king! my King!
It tortures me to see you weep! Oh!
that I might be all in all to you, as you
are all in all to me! Rex, dear Rex, be
comforted !” :
“Never!"” he cried. Never again, until
I stand face to face with that poor mur-
dered boy, and hear from his lips that
my unconscious sin is forgiven! Off, un-
happy woman!” and he thrust rudely
away the clinging arins, the drooping
golden head. “Had Arnold Fotheringay
fallen by my hand in fair and’ honorable
fight, as God knows I thought he did,
still would there have been a barrier
between you and e, never,.through all
eternity, be passed! Butnow—now find
what joy you may in your widowhood,
Lady Fotheringay ! God inay forgive you
for this day’s deed—I never will I”

He thrust away her outstretched hands,
and rushed madly from the room, heed-
ing not, even if he heard, the feeble ecry,
the dull, heavy fall, that followed his
exit.

Baron von Walstein, brought to his
daughter’s side by the news of the terrible
tragedy herein recorded, found instead
of the vosy, bright-eyed girl he had given
to Arnold Fotheringay three months
before, awhite lipped,vacant-eyed woman,
who received him without surprise and
without pleasure—who would utter no
intelligible words, except to inurmur,
over and over again:
“I have saved him!
me now!

He cannot hate
I have saved him !"

His mind had received the shock which
must have slain the body. In blest un-
consciousness of her sorrows, she lived
until, in the hour that gave a posthumous
son to the title and estates of ill-fated
Sir Arnold Fotheringay, his unhappy
widow also gained her release, and fol-

grave.
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eringay. She grew wild at the thought,
and gazed at the weapon with almost
sickening.terror. It would be useless to
hide or destroy the pistol ; another would
soon be found to fill its place. But was
it not possible to render it harmless ?

She examined it timidly, cautiously.
It was the first time she had ever held
such a weapon in her hands, and she was,
of course,utterly ignorant of any method
of tampering with the load. But, after a
moments thought, she crossed the room
to a table whereon stood a vase of water,
and into this she thrust-the pistol, hold-
ing it there for some moments.

She withdrew it, dripping at every
point; and then with a napkin she care-
fully dried it, wiping away all visible
moisture slowly, patiently, until at
length dry and polished, shelaid it again
within the drawer, to all appearance in
the same condition it had been left by
its master.

When the gray dawn began to creep
above the eastern horizon, the door lead-
ing to Sir Arnold’s room was cautiously
opened. 'She heard the click of a key—
an opening door. Then he was gone
again, and she was left to bear as best
she could the maddening suspense of the
hours that lay betore her.

The clear frosty beauty of the young
Autumn day had barely replaced the sha-
dows of that long, sad night, when Reg-
inald Fotheringay, with white, awe-struck
face, stole into the house which had been
his home since his earliest remember-
ance. He was met in the lower hall by
the ghostly semblance of the fair, inno:
cent girl he had loved as Adelaide von

Crassie Srock.—Perhaps one-half of

their inal.lity to class their animals just
where they properly belong. By this we
mean that there is a finer side to the
live-stock trade which is not generally
mastered. Many a producer knows in a
general way that he has stockers or feed-
ers, or fat.steers for sale, but even with
carefully classified quotations before him,
cannot tell within 60c. per cwt. of where
they belong. One feeder of 1000 pounds
weight is worth 4c. in market, while an
other of similar weight is worth 5¢., and
yet many a man owning both would
resognize a difference of barely 25¢. or
pessible none at all between them. A
buyer will go through an entire neighbor-
hood and buy the hogs straight through,
say at 61-2c., while some of them are

more than that figure. But the deal is of
ten made on the basis of hogs being hogs,
while when brought to market and select-
ed, and they might just as well be at
home if the owner would make a careful
study of his business, many a lot could
be made to bring a good deal more. It
is a good thing to be such a close student
of the fine points of one’s business as to
be able to avail one’s self of the benefit
to be derived from current journalistio
information. The man who fails to care-
fully notice the little things of his busi-
ness does so at his own expense, and
usually pays liberally for his failure in
his diminished profit.— Rural Record.

Dox't Punt It.—Newtors one minate

Walstein. Clad in the disordered magni-
ficence of her yesterday's dinner-toilet,

toothache Cure. Never fails; 15 cts; of J.
M. Wiley.

“All that I care to know -

lowed him to the world beyond the

the people who raise live stock fail to get .
the most out of their business because of

worthless, and many of them possibly -




