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Wedded and Farted.
By Martha M. Clay.

« > Ancfttien he" stood for a few min
utes thoughtfully by her side.

“Ianthe,” he said, "if, in our 
strange life there is to be any de
gree of comfort, we must be perfect
ly straightforward. It will give mo 
the greatest pleasure to sit here with 
you; but I am afraid of presuming. 
If you would rather be alone, tell 
ine so.”

“I would rather be alone,” she 
said.

If he felt any pain at her words, 
he would not betray it to her. lie 
held out his hand, and then, remem
bering his agreement, drew it sud
denly back again.

“Good night,” he said — “good 
^Sght, and Heaven bless you!”

She had forgotten all about him 
before he had been five minutes away 
from* her. He crossed to the other 
side of the vessel, and sat where he 
could see her without being seen.

The first few days of their travels 
passed happily enough. The novelty 
charmed her, his kindnoAs and at
tention pleased her—indeed his atten
tion was something wonderful. He 
never seemed to forget her—hçr least 
wish, her slightest desire, her faint
est caprice, were all gratified before 
she had hardly expressed them. He 
never spoke 'to her of love—he never 
spoke to her of himself—but he sur
rounded her with an atmosphere of 
affectionate care which soon became 
indispensable to her. She began to 
relv Mm for-the 'Oinfpjrt -at- hew

for loving .
her.
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life—but, us 
did not even occur to 

They went wherever she expressed a 
wish to go, She saw Home, Venice, 
Naples, Palermo. She revelled in the 
new and entrancing life. Her hus
band, too, when she could forget that 
he was her husband—when she could 
forget that he was a plebeian — was 
a most intelligent companion. His 
store of information bewildered her 
—dazzled her; he seemed to know the 
history of every picture and statue, 
of every place of interest; he knew 
something of the lives of all great 
men.

They went one lovely morning in 
June to visit an old picture gallery 
in Venice. Amongst the paintings 
was one entitled “An Unhappy Mar
riage,” There was a young wife 
with a sweet, fair, patient face, and 
fair waving hair—a sad face, never 
forgotten when once seen, with the 
most plaintive expression—watching 
the sleep of her husband, a young 
man, handsome, dissipated, with 
flushed• countenance and tangled hair. 
There was a wortjl of regret in tjie 
woman’s eyes, a history in the sweet, 
hopeless face. Herman drew Lady 
lantho away.

"Do not lotiTt at it,” he said, hast
ily—“I do not like it."

“But I do,” she opposed. “Why 
do you not?”

“It is too painful a reminder,” he 
replied, and she laughed.

"It does not concern us—ours is 
not a case of disappointment. I do 
not think we are disappointed in 
each other; ours was not so much a
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marriage you know as a mere busi
ness agreement. Why should the pic
ture affect you?”

He turned from her with a sudden 
moan, as though his pain was great
er than he could bear.

He tried to make himself happy. If 
he had loved her less passionately, 
it would not have been so difficult.
He tried to engross himself in the 
scenes around him; he purchased all 
that was most beautiful and that he 
fancied she would like—cameos, laces 
bijouterie of all kinds. If she ad
mired a statue, and he could not 
obtain the original, he would order 
a copy; it was the same with pic
tures. Whatever she admired—if mon
ey could purchase it for her. she_had
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more erect," more stately. She had 
not seen him looking so well for 
years. With a joyful cry she threw 
her arms around his neck. . .

“Papa,” she said delightedly, “it 
does my heart good to see you 
again ” n

The Earl looked at his daughter, 
and was delighted with her improved 
appearance, her increased beauty; he 
could hardly take her eyes from the 
radiant face. Suddenly he remember
ed Herman, waiting for his welcome.

“My daughter," he said, with 
graceful courtesy, "we must not for
get to whom we owe all our happi
ness. My son, a hundred welcomes 
home!”

Then he watched Lady Ianthe aa 
she went over the beautiful house.

winulii HUln therein rinr-
tng her absence had-ali been suggeat- 
cd by her husband, and superintend
ed by the Earl.

Lord Carre had had but little to 
spend on Croombe; Herman, how
ever, had had new stables erected, 
and, what was better, filled with 
some of the finest horses in the coun
ty. A new wing had been added to 
the Abbey, and it had been fitted up 
with every modern appliance. There 
were new conservatories, and the 
grounds had been put into perfect 
order. The interior of the house had 
been almost entlr»!^

Tn the picture gallery LaHy Tan the 
saw again the pictures and statues 
that had gladdened her eyes in other 
lands. Thither hud been brought, as 
though by magic, all that she had 
most admired. All was owing to the 
untiring love, the unwearied devo
tion, the generosity of the husband 
who had been forbidden to speak 
even one affectionate word to her. 
He was not even by her side now — 
he would not detract from his muni
ficence by seeming to want her 
thanks. It was the Earl who show
ed her everything.

"What do we not owe him, Ian
the?” he said at length.

She did not love her husband; she 
looked down upon him from the ser
ene height of her nobility. But she 
was not deficient in gratitude.

"We owe him thanks,” she said at 
last, "and he shall have them."

She went at once in search of him, 
and found him alone in the pretty 
morning room, where she had given 
her contemptuous assent to being 
his wife.

Was he thinking of that, she won
dered—of .her scornful, bitter words— 
her unutterable disdain? Her face 
flushed crimson as she remembered it 
all.

She went up to him—he was stand
ing leaning against the open glass 
door—and it struck her with sudden 
pain how lonely he looked amidst 
all this happiness of their home com
ing; there was something of sad de-

preCCGcd IT."He I’eTni'-niljcfbcT only that
for the first time she had consider
ably given in to his wish, and his 
delight knew no bounds.

“She will be mine yet!” he 
thought. “She will love me, and tell 
me so. This is the beginning of the 
end."

CHAPTER XI.

Honors fell thickly on Herman not 
many weeks after his return. The 
Lord lieutenant of the county 
had died, and with gener
al approval he was chosen to take 
his place. There was a rumor of a 
general election; and it was certain 
that if he chose he could be return
ed by an overwhelming majority. 
There had never been a more popu
lar man in the county. The neigh
bors, rich and poor, had fallen into 
the habit of calling him “Squire.” 
There was no one so popular, so 
beloved, so courted, so esteemed, as 
tbo “Squire” and his lady. In his 
public life he was happy, but in his 
hopi.e .life he was compelled to own
...unru n. m un i_r umppumica man.

They had been at home some time 
and he seemed further than ever 
from winning the least sign of love 
or affection from his proud, beau
tiful young wife. Every day gave 
him greater proof of her complete 
indifference, of the cruel distance 
that parted them.

One morning towards the end of 
September, husband and wife were 
together in thp morning room. Her
man had a liking for that room — 
■whether it was because of the in
terview that had taken place there 
Tie could not tell. On this morn
ing he sat reading his newspaper, 
while lAdy Ianthe went to attend 
her favorite flowers in the adjoining
conservatory. Hhe hnd with i, her
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sures to Croombe that the Earl was 
startled.

They met many English people 
abroad. Lady Ianthe had quite 
ceased to shun such meetings. She 
had ceased to remember that there 
was any peculiarity in her relations 
with her husband. She was general
ly quite unembarrassed with him, so 
that the presence of strangers made 
little or no difference to.them. No 
remark was ever made about them- 
no one ever said they were attached 
to each other—no one ever said the 
reverse; they were universally admir
ed and courted. And, as yet, Herman 
was full of hope. She would not al
ways be so cold to him, so proud 
and stately. She would be compelled 
to love him, and however hard it 
might be, he would wait with pa
tience until that day. He longed at 
times for a kind word from her—he 
longed to hear her voice soften into 
that sweet, and tender cadence that 
she used always in speaking of her 
father. It would come—it must come! 
Such love as his must win its re
ward sooner or later. A day would 
come when she would draw near to 
him, saying, “I love you, husband, 
at last;” and in that dream he tried 
to find peace and content.

CHAPTER X.

They were coming home—the wed
ding tour had been unduly prolong
ed. Lady Ianthe had seemed to be 
enjoying herself so thoroughly that 
Herman did not care to put the 
longing of his heart into words, and 
ask her to go home. She would never 
care for him abroad; he consoled 
himself by thinking that she was too 
much absorbed and engrossed in the 
novelties around her. But at home, 
at Croombe, where his love would 
surround her, where she would have 
leisure to think of him, there she 
would learn to love him. Still, he 
himself would never have suggested 
their returning. To his great delight, 
when the month of July came, with 
its dazzling glory of flowers and its 
fervid heats, she told her husband 
that it was time they thought of go
ing home.

“We shall find Croombe at its 
.UÜTSJ,' âilè"sHi»J. Jit Vs* always 
beautiful, but it is most so when 
the fullness of summer is over it.” 
And then she added gracefully, “It 
is to be your home, I remember. I 
hope that you will like it.” She did- 
not add, “and that you wi!' be hap
py there.” He noticed the omission, 
but he had determined to be hopeful.

It was a lovely evening in July 
when they once more readied the Ab
bey. It seemed to Ianthe that there 
had never been such sunshine—never 
such a glow of color, such warm, 
sweet fragrance.

“Italy was beautiful,” she said to 
her husband, “but in the whole 
world there is no place like home.”

“Do you like Croombe so much?’ 
he asked, gently.

The tears shone in her proud eyes 
as she answered:

“Yes, I love it inexpressibly.”
And then he thought to himself 

that, whether she ever loved him or 
not., he would be content, for he had 
civen her t uw
ïïad'preserved" tier home”" fle would 
have done twice as much to hear 
such words from the lips he loved.

It was a pretty home-coming. 
There were arches of evergreens and 
flowers, each one surmounted with 
the word “Welcome.” There were 
pretty colored flags and bowers with 
inscriptions of welcome—there was * 
crowd of tenantry and children.

Lady Ianthe’s beautiful face flush
ed; it was so strangely sweet to her, 
this welcome from those she had 
lived amongst and loved. The sun 
was setting over the trees, the rich 
rippling foliage was gently stirred by 
the sweet south wind, the air was 
balmy with the fragrance of flowers: 
it seemed as though even nature had 
donned her fairest robe to bid them 
welcome.

The old Earl was in the grand en
trance hall, and Lady Ianthe looked 
at him with incredulous delight. His 
eyes were bright, the worn, haggard 
leak ai jstJz. iii U£«. hi» m»»

■ t'â*»

pression in his face, something 
sorrow and pain in his eyes.

He looked up as she entered, so 
evidently in search of him, with a 
sudden gleam of light, and hope on 
his face. Was it going to be realiz

able #1f— 111
to say, "I love you, husband—I love 
you at last?” She was coming to 
him, with a smile on her face sweet
er than any he had ever seen there 
before.

“Herman,” she said, T come to 
thank you. You are very good—very 
generous. I thank you with my 
whole heart and soul for all your 
kindness; you have made us very 
happy.”

He had advanced eagerly to meet 
her, his heart on his lips, his soul in 
his eyes, his hands outstretched; but, 
when he heard what she had to say, 
hope died within him, his eager hands 
fell.

“I am glad that you are pleased,” 
he said, quietly, "and that you ap
prove of what I have done.”

She looked up at him hi wonder; 
his voice was full of pain, of disap
pointment, and the look on his face 
was pitiful to see. What had he ex
pected? What did he think she had 
come to say? She drew back with a 
crimson flush, and then tried to laugh 
her unspoken questions away.

"I have run away from papa to 
find and thank you. You have guess
ed exactly what would please me. 
You understand that I am very 
grateful to you?”

"I understand, Lady Ianthe,” be 
sold, gravely; and then silence fdl 
over them. __ __

”1 will go back to papa,” she 
said presently. "Will you come with 
me? He is so pleased to show me. all 
the marvelous changes.”

"I think you will enjoy yourself 
better in my absence,” he replied.

“Wo dine at eight," said Lady Ian
the, as she slowly walked away.

He had kept to the very letter of 
the agreement; he had not whispered 
one affectionate word. She would 
have been very angry had he done 
so. But she did wish that he had not 
looked so lonely—that he had not 
spoken with such pain in his voice; 
for, after all, they owed so much to 
him—he was so good and kind.

They met again at dinner. Lady 
Ianthe had much to tell the Earl 
of the people she had met, the places 
she had seen, the pleasures, gayeties, 
and amusements of the trip. She was 
,*u „b!i‘î.h.nnss antli «nimation. After 
xTnner 'fiOl nusoand said to her;

"I have been delighted to listen to 
your conversation. I am so pleased 
that you enjoyed the tour.”

“Did you not- know it?” she asked.
"No," he replied. "You forget 

that you never told me whether you 
were enjoying yourself or not— in 
fact, I do not know that you ever 
spoke to me of yourself.”

“Then I will make amends now,” 
she said, with a smile. “I did enjoy 
my tour very much indeed.”

“It was not spoilt by the fact of 
my being with you?” he interrupted.

“No, it was not,” she replied.
"In fact, that was a matter of in

difference—a circumstance hardly 
worth thought?”

“If you will press for the truth,” 
she said proudly, “it was a matter 
of indifference; yet I thank you for 
all your kind attention. But we need 
not bandy words with each other on 
this first night of our return. If all 
business arrangements went on as 
satisfactorily as ours, it would be a 
happier world.”

He drew a step nearer to her and 
looked into her face.

Ianthe.IL he said. safflv-_
RZB vy tŒno« "nie. You "like to 
call our marriage a business arrange
ment. In all matters of business the 
benefit is supposed to be equal. Will 
you think for one minute, and then 
tell me what I have gained?”

The words struck her. He had giv
en them his fortune, his name, his 
service. What had he gained?

“You made the compact of* your 
own free will,” she said.

“I grant it, but it is hardly fair 
to speak of it as business, Lady Ian
the.”

“Then,” she said soothingly, “if 
the expression does not please you, 
if it hurts you, I promise never to 
use it again.”

It was the first little concession 
t hat she had made him, and he was 
delighted. He forgot her pride, her 
hauteur, the hard words teat bad
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and a pair of scissors. Herman 
watched in silence the beautiful face 
bent over the fragrant blossoms. 
Suddenly he was startled by an 
exclamation of sharp pain from La
dy. Ianthe. He went instantly to 
see what was the cause. She held 
up her hand.

“See what I have done!” she 
cried.

He saw a small deep woudd in one 
of her fingers.

“ What has caused that?” he ask
ed.

” I was removing a stubborn 
thorn,” she replied, “and I have 
cut my finger/’

He saw that her lips had grown 
pale, for blood was flowing freely 
from the wound.

“What shall I do?” she asked.
“I have some court-plaster,” he 

replied. “It is not a severe wound; 
this will «check the bleeding.”

He produced his pocket-book, took 
out a little packet containing court- 
plaster, and carefully cut off* a slip. 
He held it out to her.

“I catinot put it on myself,” she 
said.

"Shall I call your maid, then, La
dy Ianthe?”

She looked at him in supreme won
der.

"No; why not put it on yourself, 
Herman?”

“You forget the contract not to 
touch your hand.”

"Never mind the contract in a 
case of this kind,” she rejoined 
quickly.

And for the second time in his 
life he held Lady Ianthe’s hand in 
his own.

Gently and tenderly he bound up 
the pretty wounded finger.

"Does it pain you now?” he ask
ed.

“Not much,” she replied. “Thank 
you.”

But for a minute longer he held 
her hand, looking at it intently.

“My wife’s hand,” he said—" the 
hand that holds my heart, my love, 
my life—the hand that has never 
yet lain willingly in mine. May
I kiss it., Ianthe, before I let it 
go?”

"Yes,” she replied, Tier face flush- 
leases youT” '

He bent down and kissed it with* 
such love, such passion, that the 
kiss burned her like flame; then, 
without another word, he quitted 
the room. »

“What a sad thing it is lie is 
of low birth!” said Lady Ianthe to 
herself. “There id something really 
pleasant about him.”

All day the memory of that kiss 
was with her". The hand he had 
caressed seemed to burn her. More 
than once she caught herself remem
bering how his eyes had shone and 
his lips had trembled—what pas
sion and what pain there had been 
in his face. She began to reflect 
deeply. Her life was one round 
of self-indulgence, of gayety, flattery 
and pleasure; while a noble heart lay 
under her feet—a heai. that she 
crushed at every step.

One morning it seemed to her that 
something unusual had occurred; the 
servants looked tired, and some of 
them were absent. Her maid told 
her that during the night the Earl 
had been seized with a sudden faint
ing fit; they had hastily summoned 
the Squire, whose first care was that 
Lady Ianthe should not be disturbed. 
He had sent off at once for the doc
tor, and had sat up himself during 
the whole night. The Earl was bet
ter—almost well, in fact; the attack 
had been but trifling. Yet the 
Squire had never left him, but had 
tended him with the love and de
votion of a son, his only anxiety 
being that his wife should be spar
ed all care and trouble.

“Where is Mr. Carre now?” she 
asked.

They told her he had fallen asleep 
on the couch ip the morning room. 
She went in quietly. There was a 
little stand by his side, and on it 
stood her favorite lemon-plant. She 
broke off a spray as she stood 
watching him, and bruised it in her 
white fingers. How pale and worn 
he looked! How handsome his face 
was in its repose—the lips so firm, 
the rich clustering hair falling over 
the broad brow. Had he been of 
her order, she would have called 
him princely. One arm was thrown 
above his head; and she stood silent
ly watching him. He did not 

.look likoait.-hapr'y man. Therowore 
great lilies of pain on his.' face 
which told of many weary hours.

Not happy? Her heart smote her 
as she looked at him. IIow he 
lovçd her! How he had lavished 
most royal gifts upon her! He had 
given her his weaflh, name, love, 
everything—had sunk his very iden
tity—and all for love of her. What 
had he gained? Not a loving look 
or a kindly word.

“Poor fellow!-” she murmured to 
herself. She bent over him, with 
more tenderness in her heart than 
she had ever felt before. She heard 
him murmur in his sleep;

"Ianthe, my love, my wife— so 
cold, so cruel!”

A deep sigh that was almost a 
moan came from his lips. She 
bent still lower, and the bruised 
lemon-spray fell from her hands on 
to his breast.

“Poor fellow!” she murmured 
again, and with a sudden impulse 
she touched his hair. It was , the* 
first time she had voluntarily gone" 
near him or touched him. Was it;* 
Paradise opening to him in his 
dreams?

Suddenly he stirred in his sleep 
and she hastened away. Her face 
burned at the thought that he 
should wake and find her there. She 
quitted the room, and he opened his 
eyes with a confused sense of her 
presence. He saw the folds of her 
white dress as she closed the door 
behind, and he found the lemon 
spray on his breast.

count* nan some Knowledge or t 
terms on which the Squire and I. 
dy Ianthe lived. The general 
cision was that Lady Ianthe hi 
married for money, and the Sou 
for the sake of the aristocratic u; 
ion.

When the Squire and his wife weft 
up to London for the sea-ion, La y 
Ianthe reigned there-, the toe » 
Dhfic or tnc day. rneir nouse w is 
the most popular in the great cil r; 
they were the leaders almost evei e- 
where. It was some little comf1 t* 
to Herman to find that, although 
she did not love him—did not c^re 
for him—she was equally indifferent 
to every one else. Her proud, ser
ene calm seemed never to be brokets

Then he was returned a member 
for the county; and it ■truck’- hup 
that she was pleased at his 
cess. lie flung himself hc.irtV 
soul into his new duties—he trfcd 
to fill his life with them. But tli re 
was always the same dreary seise 
of desolation, the same heart qc e, 
and the same longing for lo e. 
Then, when the seasorf was end d,
they returned to Croombe. He >e- 
gan to abandon hope after th it. 
His wife’s well-bred indifference _ in
carne unbearable.

Everything had fallen into its es- 
unl routine. Lady Ianthe spent 1er 
time with the Earl, and in receiv
ing and returning hospitality, hr 
amusing herself with books, mufk, 
and flowers. She was always tlid 
to her husband in a certain indi; ev
ent fashion. She deferred on av- 
ery occasion to his authority. Re 
was treated by the Bail’s wish, ’as 
master of the house. His position 
was a magnificent one, but h s heirt 
ached for lqve. and no love rai e
The woman whom he worshipped 10 
passionately would never cure 1 >r 
him. She had no heart; *■ she « is 
too proud to love, too haii^h y jo 
care for anything but her. vixn £t f- 
indujgence and her name.

It came to him with a sicVenhg 
sense of certainty at last. lie did 
not regret what he had done. 1 fu
ller sake he would have done it ill 
over again. But his manlio-d rjse 
now in hot rebellion against Mis 
fate. She could live happily Sl
ough without him, but he could 
live no longer by her side. lie had 
suffered enough. She was wetssjaa. 
doubly welcome, to all he had In 
the world, but ho could no longer 
bear the pain and torment of her 
presence. Ilis resolve was taken; 
he must go. They were wedded, it 
was true, but they must part. ’ He 
had come to the limit of his pa
tience. If she needed him he would 
remain; but she did not. Ilis ab
sence could make no possible tjif- 
lerencc to her life.

There was no need for cny scandal, 
for any explanation—no need that 
any human being should know the 
truth as to why he hud gone. 
He would go to America. He had 
money invested there, and he could 
say business called him thither; 
best thing for which he cpuld-^iio. 
and pray was that Heaven in 
iniTC.i—would let ftrrri -Hiosl h^rd. ‘ 
morning he sent for Ianthe—5ë~*- 
in liis favorite room. She smil 
when she saw him there.

“You like this room, Herman,” 
she said. ,

"I had my first hope oil ldve 
here,” he answedbd. "Ianthe, I 
have sent for you here to speak 
to you—here, where without love, 
you promised to be my wife, and I, 
trusting in the might 'of my own 
love to win yours, took upon my
self a task that was superhuman.”

The gravity of his voice and man
ner awed her. She sat down and 
looked at him wistfully. Surely
everything was going well. What 
did he want?

“Ianthe,” continued the grave, 
passionate voice, “have I not done 
all that man could do to win your 
love?”

“Yes,” she replied, "I own that 
you have.”

“Yet you no more love me now 
than you did on the day thà4 I 
first spoke to you here.”

“There can be no question of love 
between you and me,” she observed, 
haughtily, “Why are you not con
tent to live as hitherto?”

“Why am I not content?” he cried 
passionately. "Because I am not 
made of marble or Ice — because 
I have a living human heart 
that longs for love, a soul that 
cries out against my cruel life, my 
cruel solitude—because I can bear my 
life no longer!”

"Why, what is wrong?” she asked, 
startled by the passion in hti voice.

“Ask me rather, what is right? 
I love youf so entirely, so devoted
ly, that I must win your love In 
return, or I must go from you. Can 
you place your hand in mine, and 
say, T will try to love you, Her
man?’ Even that will content me.”

Her beautiful face had grown 
strangely £»lc. She drew. high. . .

(To be continoed.
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CHAPTER XII.

A year and more had passed since 
the Squire and Lady Ianthe had re
turned home. Everything had fal
len into its usual routine, so that it 
seemed difficult to imagine that any 
dark trouble had loomed over the 
Abbey. The only perceptible dif
ference was the presence of the 
Squire and the great increase in 
luxury* By this tims.. tha whoJa

Following is The London Times report 
of the speech delivered by Sir Wilfrid 
Laurier in reply to the toast of our guests 
at tbe Constitutional Club banquet to 
distinguished colonial visitors given in 
London on Monday, Joly 

Sir Wilfrid Laurier, who was received 
-With loud cheers, after acknowledging 
tbe welcome accorded to the guests, said : 
—The gueete vho are beie assembled at 
this board have come from all over the 
globe, and in coming Lera their object 
was first and last to testify to the loyalty 
of bis Maj isty’s possession bayond tbe 
seas to the person of bis ^lajeaty tbe King 
end to British institutions. Five years 
ago it was tbe privilege of many of 
those assembled at this board 
from beyond tbe sea to visit Eng
land in order to take their share in 
the celebration of the Jubilee year of 
a Sovereign whose life was the pride of 
her subjects and the honor of mankind. 
(Cheers.) On bith occasions tbe oppor
tunity was seized to discuei problems 
and questions which afftet the welfare, 
not only of the colonies, but of tbe 
motherland as well. (Cheer) Scoffere 
there may be, not, I hope, within the 
bounds of the British Empire; sceptics 
there may be, perhape within |he bounds

of this empire ; but the most confirmed 
of the representatives of so many Da- 
Mi 1 ns and races coming at short inter
vale to testify to and attest the unity 
of the British Empire, the loyalty of all 
to ire dynasty, and to treat grave and 
important questions, is a sprctacle.of 
singular grandeur. (Cheers.)

Yon may scareb*the annals of history, 
so 1er as the human eye can plonge into 
them, and yon shall not find a paiallel lo 
tbe spectacle of which we are today the 
witnesses. Tbe Empire of Rome in the 
heyday of her splendid power never 
reached that level of moral ^altitude. 
And the reason ie obtiens. Tbe Empire 
of Rome was composed of slave Stiles ;

British Empire ie a galaxy oi free 
nations. (Loud cheers. ) In older to 
find any parallel, if, indeed, yon can 
find any parallel, or even, as I should 
better eay, to find anything approach
ing to it, or even suggesting it, yon 
most go to that remote period when the 
Hellenic nations were accustomed to as 
semble periodically at certain sacred 
places ; and even here what a difference! 
The civil z»tion of the world at tl at time 
was centered and bad its highest expo
sition acd expression in tbe Hellenic civ
ilization. The civilization of the Biitish 
Empire encircles the whole surface of 
the tlobe. A-tain, among the Greeks 
none were admit’eii except those who 
were of pore Hellenic stock, for those 
proud and exclusive [copies indi&iritnin 
aiely conferred the term of barbarians on 
-II those who were not ol their kith and 
kin.

The bind of the British Empire, let 
me tell you thie, my fellow-countrymen
— (lond cheers)—and accept it from a 
man not of your own race, the bond of 
union of the British Empire is not the 
race, it is allegiance to tbe King withe ut 
distinction of race or color. (Cheers.) 
Again, with these ancient assemblies the 
motive, the inspiration was purely 
aesthetic. The o> ject was sports, art 
and letters, and it was in accordance with 
the genius of a rare which, thoogh to 
some extent commercial, and, in a high 
degree, politic, was the m et aesthetic of 
a I the races the world tins e ■’( r seen.

But in the British Empire, whose char
acteristic is strong common-sense, the 
first object ie to assert the inlhority of 
all, to provide that there shall be no 
revolution io the British Empire. The 
first thought is for loyalty. The second 
is gravely to sit down and disease and de
bate tbe problems which aff.ct ns all. 
And, if Ugather well the expression io 
the mind of all those whom I see assem- 
Med before.me, the thought uppermost ie 
—what is to be done? Shall the British 
Bmp're be maintained on the line on 
which it was created, or shall naw de
parture-be taken Ï
- Perhaps there are some, perhape there 
are many, who believe that the British 
Empire most be, maintained by war 
measure*. For my part I believe that it 
can be well defended by tbe arte of peace. 
Yon are tbe one nation in Europe which 
never would be carried away by milita.1- 
ism. Yoo are the one nation in-Europe, 
which, whilst ether nations were bled 
white to create and maintain armies, re
solved that no standing army should be 
created by the British Parliament. You 
are the one nation in Europe which has 
founded an empire by the arte of peace 
far more than by the arts of war. 
Napoleon once ^called yon a nation 
of shopkeepers in a fit of temper, or per
haps, in a moment of irritability. Bat 
the Colossus was brought down chit fly 
by the nation called shopkeepers. He 
surrendered to that nation, and admitted 
that she bad been the moat powerful, 
the most competent, and the most gener
ous of hie enemies. My conviction is 
great that what it baa gained tbe Brit
ish Empire will keep ; am} it is not so 
much by war aa by cultivation of the arts 
in which England bas an undoubted su
premacy that it shall be maintained. I 
am a believer in those old doctrines that 
bave made England great, and it is a firm 
conviction of my heart that if persisted 
in they will make her still greater. 
(Load cheers.)

with hair and beard rather ragged and 
untrimmed, bat there was about him 
all the roggednese of great powtlr, with
out a trace of disregard for the nattiness 
of personal adornment which ie so char
acteristic of the mass of pnblic men of 
tbe present day. Very few that I have 
seen affect the caieless, unconventional 
style of dress or evince any sort of 
eccentricity. Mr. Bilfonr, who was at 
Lady Lucy Hicke-Beach’e garden party 
in Downing street last week, struck me 
as being particularly ’well turned out, in 
spite cf the low collar which he idvati- 
ably wears. He appears to bave broad
ened out, and is of a more massive build 
than habitually represented by the car
toonists of the London papers.

It struck me as carious that all this 
impressive gathering of tbe Peers of the 
realm (for there was a very good attend
ance) should be for the coatideration of 
what is known ae the “shop clubs bill,” 
a matter of such a purely dorme’ic 
character that one began to feel that the 
noble Lords assembled were almost in the 
position of housekeepers ; and ytt so 
many of them are large employers of 
labor that tbe queslioo of prohihi’iog 
unregistered shop clubs and thrift funds, 
and preventing tbe employer from com
pelling hlsemployees to become members 
ol tbe clubs, registered or unregistered, 
was in reality one which affected them 
very closely, judging from the interest 
with which they watched the progress of 
the debate. Lord Cross opened the ball, 
and moved the second reading of the bill, 
while Lord Wemyss suggested what is 
known in our louotry as a “aix-inontLe 
hoist.” Lord James, Lord Belp.r, Lord 
Tweedmooth, Lord Ebury and Lord Lon
donderry each spoke in tarn, and one 
heard them fairly well, in spile of the ex
tremely bad acoustic qualities of that 
bi a iiiful chamber, which is a mass of 
marvelloui carving, gilding and richly 
stained glass, I ringing out in splendid 
relief the almost scarlet hue of the 
morocoo benches on which the Lords 
eitler epiawl at ease or sit bolt 
upright, with hats tilted over 
their eyee. I "iad expected a mnch more 
languid aspect at.u demeanor among the 
class of legislators who find their way to 
tbe benches of the highest tribunal ot 
the land by right of birth tather than by 
their own inclination or hy the desire of 
the people ; but it was a pleasant ear 
prise to see many young men among 
those present, who evinced a keen inter
est in the subject under discussion. 
Lord Roseberry came in for a short time. 
He was looking very grey and worn, 

"in spite of being stout. I La i a chance 
of scanning his face iery closely, 
and came to the conclusion-that it was 
not that of a physically strong man. As 
a rule the men present were a strong and
sturdy lot_Lord Ooelow and Lord
Tweedmooth are both splendid specimens 
of manhood, and in re; lying to a qnee 
tion of Lord Camperdown apropos of 
the repatriation of tbe Boer prisoners 
who declined to take the oa'h of al
legiance on their return to South Africa, 
the utterance of Lord Onslow, Under 
Secretary for the C ilonies, was so decided, 
so clear and ringing, that it brought forth 
an involuntary note of admiration from 
the assemblage. While the House 
was cleared for division I amused myself 
by examining the , sticks and 
umbrellas and gloves which were 
taken with the Lords by the attendants 
and put in racks which bore tbe names 
of the owners of their articles. Tbe 
majority of walking sticks were of the 
plainest description, with a simple cas 
ing, rather than, knob, at tbe top, of 
hammered gold or silver, and the um
brellas were really almost . of uniform 
design as regards handles. It would 
bave been impossible to distinguish one 
from another had they not been labelled. 
Lord Moontstsphen was in bis seat, look
ing rather grey and old, I thought, and 
Lord Aberdeen was there, taking do 
part in toe debate, bat evidently highly 
amused at the cbaiacter of the diecug-

PICTURES OF LONDNO LIFE-

Canadian Correspondent’» Glimpse nt 
the House of Lords.

(Conespondence of the Toronto Globe.)
Hotel Cecil, London, July 8.—It was a 

most interesting afternoon in the Hoese 
of Lords. The Peer under whose guid
ance I went is a most wonderful specin en 
of tbe longevity of the present race ot 
Englishmen, being hale and heat tv and 
keenly alive to all that is going on, at 
the age of 84. We were rather early, 
and waited in tbe famous lobby fur the 
Lord Chancellor, Lord Halsbury, who 
passed through with hie mace-bearer and 
attendant, wearing bis long, black robe, 
which was borne by a page in waiting, 
and the famous wig, which is always 
irresistably suggestive, to my mind, of 
comic opera. Lord Halsbury is possibly 
in his way the most distinguished man 
in the British Isles, but his face, heavy as 
it is, is full of humor, and daring the 
debate which took place in tbe House one 
could see that it was the hnmorooe side 
which appealed most directly to hie 
Lordship. The day was intensely hot, 
but thu chamber was 'cool and made a 
beaolifnl study in color, the immense 
blinds, which are ooteide the stained 
glass windows, being lowered, and a few 
of tbe windows op the[ehady side of tbe 
building open. Still there might have 
been more air for tbe noble Lords who 
addressed each other in each polite bat 
cutting terms. .A biting sarcasm, prefixed 
by ‘‘my noble friend,” has a sting attach
ed to it which a less courteous manner of 
utterance ceold not convey.

THE EX-PRKMIER.

I had heard so much about the increas
ing frailty of Lord Salisbury that I was 
delighted to see with my own eyes, and 
at very close quarters, that he did not ap
pear in the least helpless or decrepit, but 
that, on the contrary, he walked as brisk
ly as a man of his great balk and weight 
could bè expected to move, were bis years 
much less than they are. Oriainly he is 
a splendid figure, and his head and face 
are suggested of one of the busts of tbe 
old Greek philosophera. I had always 
imagined the Premier of Great Britain ae 
a man slightly negligent in bis dress and

sion.

CANADIAN SOLDIERS DROWNED

Winnipeg, July 24.—Private Espie and 
Trumpeter Davev, of the Canadian 
Mounted Riflee, were drowned in the 
Aesinaboia river yesterday while return
ing in a row biat from lathing. They 
loet control of tbe boat, which dashed 
against a pier and war overturned by a 
strong carrent. Another man named 
Cuieton managed to swim ashore. Davey 
was 26 years of age, and bad just return
ed from London, being one of the coro
nation contingent. Espie was 29 years 
old, and returned from South Africa a 
few days ago.

Belle—She doesn’t seem disappointed 
t'.at the engagement is broken. She says 
there are just ae good fish in the sea. 
May—Bot they don’t always bite.*

Further earthquake shocks at Kings
ton, Island cf St. Vincent, danjaged 
many buildings.

WATCHES 
GIVEN AWAY.

Our sale is now 
on. By purchas
ing a suit of 
clothes for cash 
you will receive 
free of charge one 
of our good time 
watches. Our 
stock is large and 
well selected from 
the very best 
of manufacturers 
and equal to cus
tom work. Re
member the place

LUCY & CO.
- ; X

F. H. PETERS,
Barrlster-at-Law. 

aa-MO/tay to loan.

OFFICES CARLETON STREE,
Over the Royal Bank ot Canada

8STEEL
PILLS

A HKMEDYj FOR IRREGULARITIES, 
superseding Bitter Apple, Pit Cochla, Penny- 
Royal, etc. Order of all chemists, or post free 
for $150 frim EVANS a SONS, Limited, 
Montreal and Toronto. Canada. *nd Victoria, 
British Columbia, or MARTIN Phramceau- 
tlcal Chemist, Southampton, England 

April 23—wtf-lyr

^Cook’s Cot*on Boot Compounâ
Is successfully used monthly by ovei 

.0,000 Ladles. Safe, effectual. Lad tes ask 
"your drxgglst for Cook’s Colton Bool Coo- 
Take no other, as all Mixtures, pills and 

Imitations are dangerous. Price, No. 1, tl per 
box; No. », 10 degrees stronger,$3 per box. No. 
1 or 3, mailed on receipt of price and two 8-cent 
stamps. The Cook Company Windsor, Ont.

MV Nos. 1 and 3 sold and recommended by al 
responsible Druggists In Canada

[No 1 and No. 2 are sold'in Freder;) 
icton by all. responslble.drugglats |

CIWIIWIEHI

Vegetable Preparation for As
similating the Food and Regula
ting the Stomachs and Bowels of

IM AN IS /C HILDKKN

Promotes Digestion,Cheerful
ness find Rest.Contains neither

Snunri,Morphine nor Mineral.
ot Narcotic.

Jieqpe of OldDrSAMÜELPITCEER
Pumpkin Se*JL~
yflx.Senna *
PocfulU Sola - 
yhûnSeud *■

JUnnSeed -

A perfect Remedy for Constipa
tion, Sour Stomach.Diarrhoea, 
Worms convulsions .Fever; sh- 
ness and LOSS OF SLEEP. ’

lac Simile Signature of

new Stork,

1
 EXACT COPY OF WRAPPER.

__________________________ r-'X.iiÜ^ùL

SEE
THAT THE

Ifac-simile

SIGNATURE
—•OF-—

IS ON THE

WRAPPER
OF EVERT

BOTTLE OF

CUSTOM#
daitoria is pat up in one-slza bottles only. It 

lis not sold in balk. Don’t allow anyone to sell 
I you anything else on the plea or promise, that it. 
1 is “just as good” and “will answer every par- 
j peso,” Bee thr.t you get C-A-8-T-0-R-I-A.

The fie- 
stalls

I deaituie{
Is on 
every 

wrapper.

KNO-BUG.

A Combined Bug 

Killer and Potato

^ Grower.

Kno-Bug is a preparation in powder foim to destroy potato bugs 
and other insects which eat leaves, plants or vines.

Kno-Bug not only kills the bugs, hut, unlike Paris Green, acts as a 
vegetable tonic to the growth of the plant or vine. Prevents blight, 
scab and rot. Wholesale and retail by

. S. NEI Wholesale and 
Retail dealer 

1 9 in Hardware.

Rennie’s Kangaroo Turnip Seeds. 

Rennie’s Clover and Grass Seeds. 

Steelbriggs’ Garden Seeds.

Provincial
Chemical

Fertilizers.

Also 1 ton of

Of our own curing at reasonable 
prices for Easter trade.

J. A. BELL,
Queen St., F’ton.

EQUITY SALE.
There will be sçld at Public Auction in front 

of the Post Office in the City of Fredericton 
In the County of York and Province of New 
Brunswick, on WKUNE^DaY, the first day 
of October next, at the hour of twelve o’clock, 
noon, pursuant to the directions of a decretal 
order of the Supreme Court in Equity, made 
Tuesday, the fourth da> of March lust past in a 
cause therein pending, wherein Ivo f oreman 
is plaintiff and David M. Seeley, Adminis
trator of the estate of Melinda V. Pennington, 
deceased, Georgeina H. Joufitt, Charles 
McGivney and Fred St.. John Bliss are de
fendants, with the approbation of the under
signed Referee in Equity, the mortgaged 
premises described in the plaintiff ’s bill as: 
41 Certain lands and premises situ «te in the 
Parish ot Stanley in the County of York and 
Province of New Brunswick and described 
in the deed of conveyance thereof from 
George R Jonah to Sarah Ann Stewart, dated 
the nineteenth day of May, A. D 1891 and 
registered in the Registry office for the 
County of York in Book 04, pages 570 and 571 
under Registry number 40,459, as follows : 
The upper one half part of all that certain 
piece of land, situate in the Parish of Stanley, 
aforesaid, and bounded as follow», to-wit : 
Beginning at the westerly angl* of lot 
number one ou the northeasterly side of the 
Green Hill Settlement Roai, located to 
Samuel Porter, thence running by the 
magnet north 54 degrees, east 80 chains of 4 
poles each, thence north 40 degrees west 
twelve chains fifty links to lot No 8, located 
to Thomas McLean, thence south 54 degrees 
west eighty chains to the Settlement Road 
above mentioned and thence along the same 
twelve chains fifty links to the place of be
ginning containing one hundred acres more 
or less and known as lot number 2, northeast 
side Green Hill Sett ement Road, the piece of 
land hereby conveyed being the upper one 
half of above described lands and, bounds on 
John Rodgers’ lands ; also all the right title 
and interest belonging to the said Sarah Ann 
Stewart on the sai i twenty-third day of Mny, 
A. D , 1898, in and to a certain other piece or 
parcel of land, situate in said Paiish of Stan
ley at the junction of the Green Hill Road 
and the Maple Grove Road, so called, con
taining one acre more or fêss and being the 
property devised to the said Sarah Ann 
Stewart by the late \V. K. Yerxn.”

For terms of sale and other parciculars 
apply to K. XV McLellan, solicitor for the 
defendant, David M Seeley, administrator 
of the estate of Melinda V. Pennington, 
deceased.

Dated this sixteenth day of July, A. D 1902, 
HAVELOCK COY, 

Referee in Equity for the 
County of York.

July 17—wtf
L-------------------------- ----—---------------------

In the Stud,
SEASON OF 1902.

The Trotting Bred Stallion

Harry T, Wilkes
Will make the Season of 1902 at my stablei 

Brunswick Street, Fredericton ; $10 to insure. 
Not responsible for accidents, but the best of 
care taken of Mares sent to us.

Harry T. Wilkes, foaled 1892, was sired by 
Harry Wilkes, he by the great George Wilkes; 
his dam, Little Emily, was by Fitzpatrick’s 
Colonel Taylor, he by Billy Denton, he by 
Rysdike Hambletonian. Second dam was by 
General Havelock, he by Dearfleld Morgan, 
he by Justin'Morgan. Third dam by import
ed Livingston.

Harry T. Wilkes is a handsome mahogany 
bay horse, sound and smeoth, with black 
points, mane and tail, and stands 16 hands 
high, weighs 1490 lbs.

Individually he is a horse of grand finish 
and plenty of substance, with a fine disposi
tion. with deep strong shoulders, stout back, 
very strong loins and stifles, with good feet 
and leg§. He possesses wonderful speed, 
great size and beautiful action ; altogether a 
lior e of great muscular power that needs 
only to be seen in order to be appreciated. 
No Stallion of his weight in New Brunswick 
or out of it, for that matter, has more speed, 
better action, nor more perfect conformation, 
His blood lines arc if the best, as will be seen 
by his pedigree.

The dam of Harry T. was a great road mare, 
her s’aying qualities were wonderful, as she 
has often, without the least sign of fatigue, 
trotted 15 miles in an hour.

That Harry T, will beget speed and grand 
road qualities* there is no doubt, as he not 
only inherits but possesses these qualities in 
a marked degree.

His colts tell the story. They are all of 
good size, solid color and muscular, with 
good legs and hocks, free from curbs or 
blemishes. Farmers and breeders who have 
good, sizeable mares and are desirous of 
raising good drivers or a class of horses ser
viceable and saleable, fit for any purpose, 
cannot do better than patronize this large, 
well bred and speedy Stallion.

WHAT HORSEMEN SAY : \

“There is probably not a horse in New 
Brunswick that could be secured that will be 
the benefit to farmers and breeders in the 
section of the eçuntry in which he is to do 
stud duty as Harry T. Wilkes,” and they 
congratulate the farmers and breeders in this 

I section of the country on having so valuable 
a she within their reach, and the result 
should be mutually beneficial to those who 
patronize him.

For further particulars address
T. MURPHY,

2C9 Bi unswick^St reet,
Fredericton, N. B.

Fredericton, May 5 —wtf.

NOTICE OF SALE.

LARGER THAN EVER Is the
attendance 
at the

^DERjCcpQ^
T^e

£pl_LEGj^W.J.OSBORNE
PRINCIPAL.

WHY ? Recause more people arc learning 
of the advantages i?nined by attending this 
Institution. St nd for Free Catalogue.

Address

W. J. OSBORNE, Principal,

Jan 18.—2aw
Fredericton, N, 14,

To Walter Me Faria ne, of the Parish of Saint 
Mary’s in the County of York and Prov
ince of New Brunswick, farmer, and all 
others whom it may concern :

#VI OTICE is hereby given that under and by 
■ ^ viitue of a Power of Bale contained in a 
certain Indenture of Mortgage, bearing date 
the seven tli day of June in the year of our 
Lord one thousand eight hundred and eight- 
ty-four, made between Hazen Pond, of Saint 
Mary’s in the County of York, truckman, 
aud Nancy, his wife, and Sanford Pond of tbe 
same place, laborer, and Julia his wife, of 
the flr.it, part, and the undersigned Horace 
Pugh, of the Parish of. Saint Mary’s in the 
County of York, lumberman, of the second 
pa it, and registered in Book Y, No 3. pages 
587, £88 and 589 of the York County Records, 
there will, for the purpose of satisfying the 
moneys, both principal and interest, secured 
by the said Mortgage, default having been 
made in the payment thereof, contrary to the

arovlso lor payment contained in the said 
lortgage, be sold at Public Auction in front 
of the Post « ffice in the City of Fredericton 

in the County of York, on SATURDAY, the 
twenty-sixth day of July next, at twelve 
o'clock, neon, the lands and premises de
scribed in the said Indenture of Moitvage. 
as follows : “ All that certain piece or parcel 
of land, situate, lying and being in the Parish 
of Saint Mary’s iu the County of York and 
bounded as follows : Commencing on the 
line between the Gill laud and John Neill at 
a stake distant along said line on a course 
north sixty and one half degrees east one hun
dred and eighty-one feet from the centre of the 
railway track, thence south twenty-nine and 
one half degrees, east one hundred feet to a 
stake, thence north sixty and one half 
degrees east sixty-one feet to a stake, thence 
twenty-nine and one half degrees west one 
hundred feet to the line between Gill and 
Neill aforesaid, thence along said line south 
sixty six and one half degrees, west sixty-one 
feet to the place of beginning.” Together with 
all and singular the buildings and imptove- 
ments thereon, and the privileges and appur
tenances to tbe said lands and premises be
longing or In any wise appertaining.

Date this eleventh day of June, A D. 1002.
HORACE PUGH,

J. H. BARRY,
Mortgagees Solicitor, 

June 13th—wdt.

Mortgagee.

Wood’s Phosphodlns,
The Grrrrt English Remedy. 

Sold and recommended by aH 
druggist# in Canada. Only reli. 
able medicine discovered. Six

fichages guaranteed to cure all 
Weakness, all effects of aboee 

or excess, Mental Worry, Excessive use of To
bacco, Opium or Stimulants. Mailed on receipt 
of price, one package $1, six, $6. One will pleat* 
six will cure. Pamphlets free to an y address.

The Wood Company, Windsor, Ont

Wood’s’PhMphodir.e is sold In Freder 
felon by til.respc asibjz Druggists.

1

L


