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UNDER A SHADOW. 
Continued. 

—_— 

“What does that significant tone mean? 

It cannot possibly be that you do not 

like the most admired of women, the 
most envied of men, Lord Cardyne? 

The beautiful face changed, the red 

lips quivered and grew pale. Looking at 

her, Lord Carlyton was struck by it; it 

was so seldom that that imperial face 

changed for any one. He thought to 

himself that perhaps Lord Cardyne bad 
annoyed her by over-admiration. 

“You do not like the earl, Asalita. I 

can see it by your face. Now tell me 

why? 
‘I am not sure that I could tell you,’ 

she replied. ‘You are right in thinking 

that I do not like him—not much, you 

know.’ 
Lord Carlyton laughed. 

‘Then I am sorry for him—I am sorry 

for any one whom you do not like, Asa- 

lita. Do not invite them, then,’ 
‘It would seem so strange, Basil, if I 

refused. Lady Cardyne loves me 80 

much, I must ask them.’ 

‘I am curious to understand why you 

do not like her husband. Most ladies 

find him charming, irresistible.’ 

“I am not most ladies,” she said. 
‘No, but you admire beauty in every 

shape. I cannot imagine a more perfect 
speciman of manly beauty than Lord 
Cardyne.’ 

His wife raised her jeweled hand and 

touched his face with it. 
‘I see a thousand times more beauty in 

this good face of yours than in his,’ she 
said; and he clasped her in his arms, 
while he kissed her over and over again 

—he was so happy, so light of heart. 

“You will make me so vain that I shall 
positively begin to think Iam handsome,’ 

he said, laughing. ‘Then this lady-killer 

has no charm for you, my wife?’ 

‘None in the world,’ she said. ‘I must 
ask them; but Basil, you are very clever 

in managing matters—will you entertain 

him while I amuse and entertain Lady 

Cardyne? 

‘I will,” he said; but more than once 
that day Lord Carlyton wondered why it 
was that his wife did not like the hand- 

somest man in England; afterward he re- 
membered every word of their conver- 
sation. 

The expected guests irrived, and Lady 
Cardyne was entranced with delight at 
seeing Alison. 

‘How beautiful all this is!, she said; 
‘better than London; You have no fogs, 

no mist; you have the pine woods and 
the sea; the warm sun and the sweet 

flowers. It is like Italy. 
She was happy in this beautiful south- 

ern home; but that same evening Lady 

Carlyton said to her husband : 
‘I am quite vexed and angry, Basil. ft 

is quite annoying for me to be in the 
same room with Lord Cardyne.’ 

‘Why, my darling? he asked, with an 
amused expression of face. 

Because he looks at me so intently. 1 
might be an Egyptian sphinx, from the 
way in which he studies me. It makes 
me uncomfortable.’ 

‘It need not do that, Asalita,’ he said. 
‘But it does. Isaw his wife look at 

him. She spoke to him three or four 
times, and he did not even hear her. 

‘Because he was looking at you? in- 
terrupted her husband. 

“Yes; it is absurd,’ said Lady Carlyton. 

‘T do not like it—it makes me angry.’ 

‘Shall I tell him so, Asalita? 

‘No I will take care not to give him the 

chance again,’ she replied. 

A few days afterward Lord Carlyton 

found himself able to remark the pecu- 

liarity. They were smoking some choice 
cigars—the two gentlemen—and the 
ladies formed a picturesque group on the 
lawn. ; 

‘Why do you look at my wife so in- 
tently?” asked Lord Carlyton. You have 
not heard the three last questions I ask- 
ed you, because you were so intently 

looking at her. Do you think her very 
beautiful? 

‘I was not thinkingof her beauty, re- 
plied the earl, ‘although she is the loveli- 
est of women. I was struck more than 
ever by her remarkable likeness to a 
young friend of mine, who is dead.’ 

‘Dead! repeated l.ord Carlyton. He 
loved his wife with such a jealous, devot- 
ed love he could not endure the word 
‘dead’ applied to any one said toresemble 

her. ‘Dead! Do not tell her so—you 

will make her nervous.’ 

‘Is she nervous. I am sorry forit. I 
have told her so, many times,’ replied the 
earl; and then Lord Carlyton thought 

thot he quite understood why his wife 
disliked being looked at. 

It was a great relief to Lady Carlyton 

to find that the earl had not the least 
suspicion. She was so cold, so reserved 
with him, that he talked less freely to 
her than he did to most people. One 
thing had touched her heart very much 
—Lady Cardyne had said to her: 

‘Do you know why I wanted to see you 
s0 very much? 

‘No,’ replied Lady Carlyton; ‘I do not 
know of any reason in particular.’ 

‘I wanted to thank you for your advice 
to me. I have followed it and am so 
happy. Dear lady, how much I owe you 
—true friend, how shall I thank you? 

“You are happy now?’ said Alison. 

Lady Cardyne was kneeling by her 
side, her white arms clasped round Ali- 

son’s stately figure, her fair head bent on 
Alison’s kindly breast. 

“Your words,’ she said, ‘were words 
spoken in due season; but for them I 
should have been unhappy all my life. 
Now I have learned to love my husband; 
my heart has grown large; for his sake I 
love England and all her people. How 
shall I thank you?” 

Lady Carlyton kissed the fair young 
face with a faint sigh. 

‘I am very glad that you are happy, 
Bhe said. 

The fair young face nestled more lov- 
ingly to her. 

‘I have another secret to tell you,” she 

whispered, ‘one that I have told to no 
one until you hear it; even my husband 

does not know, I tell yoy first, because 
- 

  you ate my beautiful, m¥ ost beloved.’ 
‘And what is this wor «derful secret?’ 

asked Alison, bending o¥ or her, caressing 
the fair face, thinking how lovely and 
how loving the connte gg was. 

‘I will tell you. Hr sayen has been very 
kind to me—so kimd | go kind.. Before the 
roses bloom next ¥ ear I'shall have a little 
child of my own; aad, if it be a daughter, 
I shall call it As? Jita, after you. 

Then she paw sed, the musical ripple of 
words died o. her lips. She sprung 

away, terrified, and dismayed; for Alison, 
with a face white as death, had cried 
out : 

‘Oh, my God! 
In that one moment the terrible, hate- 

ful, shameful past, with all its wretched 

secret—the life at the villa, her agony of 
jealous despair, the little grave with the 
marble cross—she had thought of all, and 
a cry of anguish came to her lips—an- 
guish impossible to control. 

‘What is it? cried Lady Cardyne. ‘How 
you frighten me! What is the matter? 

Then Alison recovered herself; she was 
betraying her secret. This was the 
haypy, loving, beloved wife of the man 

who had deceived her. The child of 
which Camila was speaking would be 
the heir of all his wealth, not a name- 
less little babe, whose mother had lost 

her woman’s crown of innocence. She 

was betraying all this. She must shut 
this little green grave out of her sight; 

she must forget that flower-like, tiny face 
that she had clasped in her arms as she 
leaped into the cold, deep river. Dear 
Heaven! would she never forget? She 
was no longer Alison Trente—Alison 

Trente was dead—she was Lady Carlyton. 
She smiled a strange, sad smile as she 
looked at Lady Cardyne. 

‘My dear friend,” she said, ‘have I 

startled you? Pray forgive me; it was a 
pain so sharp, so sudden, I thought it 
would have killed me—a pain that went 

through my heart.’ 
The fair yonng face gazed anxiously 

into hers. 
‘Do you often have it,” asked Lady Car- 

dyne. 
‘Not so often as I once had. Never 

mind me; my pain is nothing; but it 
startles me, and makes me cry out. Tell 
me about yourself and—this little child.’ 

‘I shall be so happy, said Lady Car- 

dyne. ‘I am so proud -when I think of it. 
How dearly he will love me, I think. 1 

wonder if I am right? I think a husband 
worships the wife who is the mother of 
his children.’ 

Ah ! would Heaven spare her the pain? 

her heart cried out in its passion of grief 

—its agony. 

She had been the mother of his child, 

but he had not loved her; he had tired of 
her; he had never even cared to see that 

child’s face. Oh! little one, tender little 

darling, lying under the lilies—lilies no 
whiter than itself. 

‘Why, Asalita, dearest, you are crying 

said Lady Cardyne. ‘See, you have 

dropped these great tears on my hands; 
they seem like a baptism of sorrow to 
me. You are thinking of something sad 
—what is it, dear?” 
What was it?>—the little green grave? 

Oh! dead babe, answer for her. What 

was it? 
‘I am so pleased for you,’ she replied. 

‘I am more pleased than any words of 
mine can tell. Heaven bless you, Camiia! 

May every bright wish of yours be real- 

ized. 
And long afterward, when scandal, with 

its thousand tongnes, hissed, and mock- 
ed, and cried, lashing those who listened 

into fury, the echo of those words was in 

Camila’s ears: ‘Heaven bless you! 
False lips never utter such greetings as 

that. v 
Then, after a few days, the visitors 

went away, and Lady Carlyton, looking 

on the fair, smiling face of Lord Car- 
dyn’s wife, thought to herself: 

“There can be no trace left now of my 
sin. They are just as happy as though I 
had never existed.’ 

And that thought was a source of great 

comfort to her. 

  

CHAPTER XLVIL 

TIT. ABSENT BROTHER. 

Another week of gayety and pleasure, 
then Tord and Lady Carlyton were once 

more left alone at Haute “Hall. It was 
autumn then, and the summer flowers 
were dead, but, to quote the expression 
commonly used, ‘such an autumn!” No 
one remembered anything like it; the 
weather was warm, bright *and sunny; 
the foliage in the wood was glorious to 
behold; the leaves of every tint of crim- 
son and brown made carpets: on the 
high-road. Lady Carlyton was delight- 

ed. 

‘There is no such autumn as this in 
Italy, she said to her husband; and he 

was just as delighted as herself. 

One night she sat in the drawing-room, 
reading, and her husband tapped at the 
window. He had gone out to smoke his 
cigar among the pine-trees, Lord Carly- 
ton always said there was no odor so de- 
licious as that of pine-trees in the au- 
tumn. 

Alison raised her beautiful face; her 
eyes always gladdened with a soft, 
tender light when they fell upon her hus- 
band’s face—they did so now. Therocom 
in which she was sitting had long 
French windows that opened on the west- 
ern terrace; at one of these Lord Carly- 
ton stood. 

‘Asalita,’ he said, ‘come out; I want you 

to see this autumn inoon—it is at its full 
to-night. Wrap a shawl round you, and 
come.’ 

To hear with her was always to obey, 
though the book was tempting and the 
night cold. She rose at once, and rang 
for her shawl; Lord Carlyton wrapped it 
round her neck, and throat, and arms. 

‘Now you are proof against cold,’ she 
said. ‘We will go out through this glass 
door; we might be laughed at if people 
knew that we were sentimentalizing by 
moonlight.’ 

They went out on the broad, beautiful 

terrace, that looked silver-white in the 
light of the moon; the whole world seem- 

ed bathed in that refulgent light—the   

  
was like Fairyland. Alison uttered a cry 
of delight. : 

‘I did not know it was so beautiful, 
Basil, or I should have been out before.’ 

‘I knew you would not like to miss it. 
Now, Asgalita, is not this bright as a 
southern moon? 

‘Yes,’ she replied; and they both stood 
with faces raised to the ‘Queen of the 
Night” There was not a cloud in the 
dark blue sky; it was clear and bright, 
even the golden stars had hidden their 
faces and would not be seen. But the 
Lady Moon was in all her glory, round, 
bright, and clear, sailing quickly, with a 
radiance words could not describe. ‘Yet,’ 
said Alison, slowly, ‘I like the sunlight 
best. There is something weird-like and 
ghostly in this moonlight—I like the sun 
best.’ 

‘So do I) added Lord Carlyton; and 
they walked together tothe end of the 
terrace to the stone balustrade. 

They stood there, leaning over, watch- 
ing the light on the flowers and leaves, 
when Lord Carlyton, sighed a sigh of 

deep, unutterable content. 
That was a sigh of happiness, not of 

pain, Basil,’ she said. 

‘It was one of perfect content,” he re- 
plied. ‘I am thoroughly, completely 
happy, Asalila. 

‘Without one drawback?’ she asked. 
‘I cannot say that; there is and always 

will be one drawback to my perfect hap- 
piness.’ 

‘What is that?’ she asked, anxiously. 
‘My brother,’ he replied, sadly. 
‘Your brother! Why, Basil, 1 did not 

know you had a brother! cried Lady 
Carlyton. ‘A brocher of your own? 

He looked at her in utter surprise. 
‘Not know that I had a brother, Asalita 

—is it possible?’ 
‘Tt is quite true,’ she replied; ‘you have 

never even mentioned a brother to me, 
and I am sure no one else ha done so.’ 

‘You, my wife, did you not know that 
I had a brother! It seems wonderfully 
strange; yet, after all, it is not so strange. 
We have most unfortunztely been es- 
estranged for years—how many years I 
do not like to think. 

‘Estranged!’ repeated Lady Carlyton. 
‘Why, Basil, I should not have thought 
that any one could have been estranged 
from you.’ 

“You could not, Asalita,” he said, ten- 
derly. ‘My brother was once soul of my 
soul, life of my life. He wasall the world 

to me, yet now we are strangers.’ 

‘How is it?” asked Alison, with quick, 
keen sympathy. 

‘We quarrelled—I was right, he was 
wrong—but he never forgave me. I 
saved him from a deed that would have 
blighted his whole life, but he could nct 
forgive me for so saving him.’ 

‘Oh, Basil, how sorry I am; and I knew 

nothing of this. You have had this great 
sorrow, and I never even heard of it. 

Why did you not tell me? 
Lord Carlyton looked slightly ashamed 

of himself. 
‘To tell the truth, Asalita, I have been 

so utterly engrossed in you since I met 
you, that I believe I have thought and 
cared for little beside.’ 

‘That you should have a brother—it 
seems to me so strange that, even now, 1 

can hardly believe it. Basil, tell me all 
about it; why did you quarrel? 

‘I will tel: you the whole story, Asalita, 
and when you understand my brotner’s 
impulsive, hasty character, vou will say 
that I did right. As I have told you, we 
had but one heart and soul between us; 
we loved each other with a. love passing 

that of men. I was not much clder than 
himself, we were very happy together, 
my brother and 1. 

‘What was your brother's name? asked 
Lady Carlyton. 

‘Nugent; he was named after an uncle 

of our mother, and this uncle has left a 
fortune to his namesake—not a large for-, 

tune, but one that will please Nugent.’ 

‘Nugent what, Basil? Not Carlyton, 
that is your title.’ 

‘My brothers name is Nugent Aven- 
ham,’ replied Basil. He went up to Lon- 
don and fell in love there. You know, 
Asalita, I am siow and thoughtful by 
nature. Iam reserved. I love strongly 
and intensely, with a depth and passion 

that a lighter and more buoyant nature, 

like my-brother’s, does not even compre- 
hend. He fell in love with the pretty 
face of a girl who had really no other 

qualification—who was poor, ignorant, 

vulgar and illiterate. You wonder how 
a gentleman like my brother Nugent 

could love such a one, to which I can 

only answer that love is most certainly, 
most decidedly blind. My brother 

thought her the loveliest of her sex; and, 

with bonor and chivalry that, after all 

did credit to him, be asked her to be his 

wife.’ 

‘What was she?’ asked Asalita. 

Lord Carlyton laughed. 

‘It was such a comedy,” he satd; ‘al- 
though it had the elements of tragedy in 
it. See was his laundress’ daughter—a 
fair-faced girl, with blue eyes and golden 
hair. She laughed loudly, and spoke 

with the most atrocious accent; but Nu- 

gent was wild about her. He came, 
home, and insisted at once upon my 
father’s consent to marry her. 

‘Poor boy !” said Alison. 

‘Yes he was to be pitied. My father 

laughed heartily at first, then grew 
wrathful: he treated Nugent like a child 

—indeed, my brother was in those days 
a hot-headed boy. If he had been allow- 

ed his own way, and been permitted to 
marry the siren, he would have hated 
her in a few months, and there would 
have been more unhappiness than there 

has been now. My father persuaded me 

to go upto London, and bribe the two 
women—mother and daughter—to leave 

the place and refuse to have anything 

more to do with him. Ido not know that 
I quite approved the idea, or that I felt 

that I was doing right; however, the idea 

of a division between my father and my 
brother was dreadful. I went,and, when 

I saw the girl that poor Nugent loved, I 
would rather have sacrificed my whole 

fortune than have permitted him to 

marry her—when the glamor of love had   | fallen from his eves he would Lave hated 

trees were all silvered, the gardens, the her. the did not particularly love my 
distant woods, the pleasure grounds—it| brother. There was a soldier in the 

      

Albany barracks whom she preferred in- 
finitely, and when she found that I was, 
as her mother said, ‘willing to come down 

handsome,’ she was very glad to ex- 

change Nugent, the refined gentleman, 

for the dashing private soldier in his ir- 
resistible uniform. I saw her married to 

what she called ‘the man of her ’art,’ and 

having given them what seemed to them 
a fortune, I went back home. It was all 

done for Nugent's good—for Nugent's 

sake—Dbut he never forgave me. He had 
idealized her, and he would not believe, 

he would not even hear, what I had to 

say. He quarreled with me, he would 
hear no reason, he refused to speak to 
me; he said that we had broken his heart, 
and he would never look at us again. He 
left home and went abroad, and I have 
never heard of or from him since. 

‘How sad, how strange !’ said Asalita; 
‘how cruel of him! 

‘T do not know,’ said Lord Carlyton; ‘it 
is a terrible thing for a man to be foiled 
in his first love. I have wished a thou- 
sand times since that I had not done it, 
that I had not interfered. 1 loved my 
brother very dearly; he was in Italy, 1 
know, when my father died, but he did 
not come home.’ 

‘And where is he now? asked Lady 
Carlyton, anxiously. 

‘That I cannot tell you; his bankers 
have declinel—they say by especial de- 
sire and request—to give his address to 
any one. But I have an idea, Asalita, 
that he will come home; he cannot surely 
stay away much longer.’ 

‘I wish he would,’ she said; and never 
were words more blindly spoken. ‘I wish 
he would; then I could try my best to 
make him love you again. He would not 
refuse me.’ 

‘T wish he would come, Asalita; that is 
the only drawback to my perfect happi- 
ness. I do not despair about him as I 
once did. I have a presentiment that he 
will come back, and all will be well again; 
then he will thank me for having saved 
him from his own folly.’ 

‘I hope so. Is he like you—this brother 
Nugent? 

Lord Carlyton laughed. 
‘No, he is a much handsomer man; he 

has one of those fine, frank, Saxon faces 
—all fire and ardor. Iam sure you will 
love him, Asalita; and he is generous as a 
prince. I know no one like him.’ 

‘It was not much like a prince to fall 
in love with such a girl as that.’ 

‘He was young, and the blue eyes mis- 
led him. How angry my poor father was 
about it.’ 

She raised her beautiful face in the 
moonlight: she lifted her white hand, on 
which the diamonds glittered. 

‘If your father were living,’ she said, 
‘would he think that you had done a wise 
thing in marrying me? 
What need to record his answer—how 

he told her over and over again that she 
was the loveliest, the dearest, the best— 
that no lord of Haute had ever taken such 
a bride home—that no Lady Carlyton 
had ever reflected such luster on the 
name? 

And she, listening to him, forgets in 
that hour the terrible story of her sin. 

  

CHAPTER XLVIII. 

OLD ACQUAINTANCES. 

While the winter snow lay deep upon 
the ground and the flowers all lay dead, 
there came a letter from Lord Cardyne 
written at his wife's request, telling Lady 
Carlyton that the little stranger had ar- 
rived at last—a baby daughter—and the 
young countess would insist upon calling 
her Asalita. Lord Carlyton wondered why 
his wife’s face grew so pale when she 
read it. * 

“You ought to be flattered, darling,’ he 
said. ‘The earl and countess could not 
pay you a greater compliment than by 
naming the first-born daughter of the 
house after you,’ 
‘Heaven knows I am not flattered,” she 

said sadly. 

‘Then you ought to be. I shall be proud 
of the little one. You must send them a 

very kind letter in return, with a mar- 
velous present for the baby 

He felt some little wonder that his wife 
was so calm and .cool—nay, she seemed 

rather troubled than otherwise. He re- 
membered that afterward—in the dark 
days. 

Winter passed, and the first snow-drop 
peeped from the frozen gMund; there was 
a faint thrill of the coming spring in the 
air, a faint sound of music, a gleam of 
the springing leaves. 

‘You will like to see the first part of 
the spring in the country, Asalita,’ said 
Lord Carlyton; ‘to my thinking, it is the 
loveliest time in the year.’ 

‘Why, shall we not be here all the 
spring? 

Her husband laughed. 

‘My innocent darling,” he said, ‘you 
have but a faint idea of the toil that 
awaits you. I agree perfectly that Haute 
shall be our home, but we have other 
duties. Lady Carlyton must go to court; 
she must be presented to the queen; she 
must take her place in the foremost rank 
of society.’ 

‘I would far rather stay at home,’ she 
said, ‘and watch the violets grow.’ 

‘So would I, but noblesse oblige, dar- 
ling. We must spend the fairest, sweet- 
est month of the year in town. It will be 
a hard month, too, Asalita, dear. I pre- 
dict for you that you will be one of the 
most popular women in London—an Ita- 
lian artist, the fairest of the modern 
painters, the loveliest of women, married 
to Lord Carlyton, You will have a double 
share of popularity, your own and mine.’ 

‘I would fain give it to some one else; I 
am tired of popularity,’ said the beautiful 
woman, with a sigh. ‘Basil, my desires 
are limited. I want nothing but home 
and you.’ 

‘We will not stay in town very long, 
but we must go. We must give a certain 
number of dinners and balls, of fetes 
and soirees—we will work hard and get 
it over. I hear that the season is expect- 
ed to be a very good one. Lord Patti- 
more tells me there are two new beauties 
who will set the world on fire.’ 

‘Who are they, Basil?’ 

‘I did not feel sufficiently interested 
even to ask. My beauty, the one I won   for myself, is quite sufficient for all my 

interest and thou.hts; I can see no other 
beauty, know no others—all begins and 
enas in you. Suppose then, Asalita, we 
go up to town about the middle of April, 
and return at the end of may? Would 
you like that?’ 

‘Yes; we shall see some of the fair 
spring at Haute.” replied Asalita; and so 
the matter was settled, 

Alisen had never been so happy. It 
was 80 beautiful to watch this fair spring. 
The white snow-drops gave place to 
flame-colored crocuses, to yellow prim. 
roses, and purple violets: the young lambs 
skipped in the meadows, the buds were 
springing in the trees; the air was so 

sweet, so soft, so balmy, it was a pleasure 
to live and breathe it. 

Those long, bright days Lady Carlyton 

spent almost entirely out of doors; neither 

sun nor wind spoiled the glorious color- 
ing of her face. She laughed at the idea 

of precautions, and her husband was al- 
ways with her. Alas! that so fair a 

spring must end. The day—it was the 
second of April—and everything looked 
so inviting that Asalita was impatient to 
go out. ’ 

There had been a shower of rain the 
evening before, and she longed to inhale 
the perfume of the wet violets. Lord 
Carlyton laughed at her impatience. 

‘The woods will not run away, my dar- 

ling,’ he said, ‘and I must absolutely read 

my letters before we go.’ 
‘The post-boy is late,’ she said, with a 

pretty petulance that made him laugh 
again. 

To her great relief, the footinan apear- 

ed, bringing in a bag. 
‘You will find nothing there to interest 

you, I am sure, Basil,” she said—nothing 
half so nice as the breath of the pure 

roses after the rain. 
‘T do not expect it,” he replied. ‘Put on 

your cloak, Asalita, darling; we shall soon 

be ankle deep in primroses; there are not 
many letters in the bag this morning. 

Lady Carlyton quitted the room to put 
on her walking-dress. She was only a 
few minutes absent. When she returned 
her husband was lying back in his chair, 

his face pale as death, and an open letter 
in his hands. 

‘Darling, come here,’ he said. ‘I have 

such wonderful news—I cannot believe 
that it is true. 

She went over to him. 

‘How your hands tremble, Basil. 

not bad news, surely?’ 

‘No, not bad—good; a thousand times 

better than any I had ever hoped to hear. 
Asalita, this letter is from my brother 

Nugent. 

She was not surprised that his voice 
failed him, and that the tears came to his 

eyes. 
‘I am so rlad,’ she said, simply. ‘I 

cannot tell you hw giad I am, Basil 

And what does he say?’ 

‘It is a beautiful letter,’ said Basil, with 
a brightening face—'so frank, so impul- 
sive—just like himself. Reading it, I can 

imagine® that I hear his voice; and, 
Asalila—see, I am weeping like a woman 

—1I loved him so dearly, my only brother; 

we had but one heart between us.’ 
She kissed the tears from his eyes. 
‘Such tears are nothing to be ashamed 

of,’ she said. ‘Do you know, Basil, that I 

think if men shed a few more of them, the 
world wonld perhaps be the better for it?’ 

He looked at her in some surprise. 
‘My darling, what can you know of 

men?’ he asked—‘you, who have lived 
among pictures?’ 

To be continued. 
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Speaking Tubes, Stoves and Furnaces fitted 
up at short notice. 
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One of the Largest and Best Assorted Stocks 

of Millinery in all the leading Shapesend 
Materials to be found in the City is at 

MISS HAYES’ 

Millinery Establishment 
QUEEN STREET. 

  

  

  

Among the Latest American Bonnets are 
found “The Bouquet Paris” and ‘‘Bougival.” 
For Misses, the ‘“‘Exquisets” take the lead. 

Fredericton, N. B., April 11th, 

  

MISS WILLIAMS. 

Fashionable Millinery 
OPP. POST OFFICE, 

Queen Street, Fredericton. 
April 18th, 1891, 

  

C. C. GILL, 
Painter and Decorator 

SICN PAINTING 
A SPECIALTY. 

Tinting in Oil or Water Colors, Papering and 
Graining. 

£2 Orders by Mail Promptly Attended to. 
SHOP AND RESIDENCE: 

59 BRUNSWICK ST.   Fredericton, June 7. 

  

  

  JoANCEa py 
’ 

   i 
: aX) 

  
  

Positively 
0oping Cough, Catarrh, Influe 

ache, 

AS MUCH FOR 
CRICINATED 

All who buy direct from us, 
if not satisfied. Retail price y 
United States or Canada. 

GENERATION AFTE 

ervous Headache, Sciatica, 

It is marvelous how many different com aints it will cure. Its stro quickly. Healing all Cuts, Burns and ria like Magic. Relieving al 

7% Valuable pamphlet sent free. 

= UNLIKE ANY OTHER.=- 
Cures Diphtheria, Croup, Asthma, Bronchitis, Colds, Tonsilitia. H 

a, nza, Cholera Merbus, Diarrhee eumatism, Neuralgia, Tooth- , Soreness in Body or Limbs, Stiff Joints 

L AS FOR EXTERNAL USE. 
point lies in the fact that it acts 
manner of Cramps and Chills. 

AN OLD FAMILY PHYSICIAN. 

Lame Back 

NTERN 
BY 

1d SNe it, shall receive a certificate that the money shall be re: funded 35 cts.; 6 bottles, $2.00. Express and dut repaid to part 
LS JOHNSON & Ro. Boston ~ GENERATION "HAVE USED AND BLESSED IT. 

THE GLOBE 
Job Printing Department, 

  

  

WE HAVE IN STOCK A FINE LINE OF 

  

/ 

  

N\ 
° “Globe” Job Print Dep't. 
  

  

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED. 

TAGS, BILL HEADS, Ete., IN STOCK.   

  

  

Wedding, Inv 

and 
Which we will Pri 

itation, Visiting, Memorial 
Programme Cards, 
nt in the Latest Styles and at Reasonable Rates. 

  

A. J MACHUM, Proprietor. 
  

PRA 

with finer goods than ever. T 

A 
smoth as satin. 
Counters, SPRING 

commend it to all School-boys 
Sales in this department are 
Styles in summer Neckwear 

Fredericton, N. B., April 5. 

Worsted suitings, West of England Cloths, 
Tweeds, and Trouserings of every Style. 

; AND SUMMER OVERCOATINGS are of specially Style this year, and now is the time to have them made up. MY READY MADE CLOTH- ING is all it should be, and more, as my many friends are testifying daily. Come and see the makes and prices, they will astonish you. 

BOTS CLOTHING 
Isa model Line with me this Spring. My Stock cannot be BEAT, (a fact which should re- 

150 QUEEN STREET. esrasisuen, so. 150 QUEEN STREET. 

JAMES R. HOWIE 
CTICAL TAILOR, : 

Has a Splendid Stock of Imported and Native Cloths 
This Season and Cases are arriving daily. Counters and Shelves and Windows are filled hese are full lines of Staple Goods in Corkscrews, Diagonals, 

and Meltons, Canadian, Scotch and German 

SPECIAL NOVELTY 
In Trouseringsis of French Make, and a splendidly finished Silk Mixture, soft and fine, and It comes in beautiful designs, a fine selection of which can be seen on the 

ood value and 

.) But Seriously, { every suit is Stylish, durable, and chea very Rapid. Gents’ Underwear is better than ever. A are in my Store, a really beautiful, choice and cheap Stock. 

MY OLD STAND, 150 QUEEN STREET. 

  

  

FREDERICTON 

IVIARBLE WORKS. 
CEMET 

a, — 

ALL KINDS OF 

ERY WORK 
CONSTANTLY ON HAND. 

All orders promptly attended to. Material and Workmanship Guaranteed. 

Carleton St., between Methodist Church and Old Burying 
Ground. 

JOHN MOORE, Proprietor. 
Fredericton, N. B., April 5. 
  

246 Queen St 

Fredericton, N. B., April 5. 

   
To whom all it may concern. 

The NEW RAYMOND is the best 
family Sewing Machine now in the 
market. The reasons why it is the 
best is because it runs the easiest, 
makes no noise and makes the best 
stitch, and never gets out of order. 

Sold Low and on easy terms. Call 
and see them. Sold wholesale and 
retail to agents. 

Agents wanted now in all unoceu- 
pied territory. 

Also, a large stock of Pianos and 
Organs. 

reet, FREDERICTON, NB. 
D. MCCATHERIN. 

* 

  

A First-Class Hearse in 
the Country. 

A. L. F. VANWART, 
Undertaker § Embalmer, 

Upper Side York Street, Fredericton, N. B. 

Coffins 2 Caskets, 
FUNERAL COCDS OF ALL KINDS. 

  

  

Connection. Special Prices for Orders from 
All Orders Promptly Attended to with 

Neatness and Despatch. 

    King street, 
Fredericton, N. B,,A 

H. F. BLAIR, 
SASH AND DOOR FACTORY. 

Planing and Moulding Mill - 

Fredericton, 

Has all the latest improvements. ~ 
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