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‘It was cruel, cried Alison, with flash- 

ing eyes—'mean and cruel. 

‘Still it was so; if a man commits a 

crime, he never knows the moment in 

which it may face Lim. 

“That was cruel,’ said Alison, sadly. 

“The other case was more cruel still,’ he 

continued; ‘I knew the lady well—she 

was beloved, honored and esteemed by 

all who knew her. Her husband held a 

very high position here in London, 

and she had two beautiful children. 1 

know no one who was more popular than 

she. Lord H——, her husband met ber 

when he was visiting somewhere in the 

country, and believing her to be a young 

widow, he married her. We were all de- 

lighted with her, and only wondered 

where he had been so fortunate to meet 

her. All went on pleasantly and well, 

until some ten years after their marriage 

in consequence of her inability any long- 

er to pay a scouudrel his hush-money, 

her whole story was brought to light.’ 

‘And what was it?” asked Alison briefly. 

‘Oh, that I would fain not repeat to you 

—one quite unfit for your ears.’ 

“Tell me,’ said Alison. 

And he, who would have given his life 

to please her, obeyed her at once. 

‘It was a sad story, madame. When 

she was quite young—so young as to be 

almost a child—one who ought to have 

known better persuaded her to run away 

with him. She did so, and, to his eter- 

nal shame, he did not marry her; 

on the contrary, when he had lived with 

her for some months, he grew tired of her 

and left her. 2 : 
‘Ah! said Alison, with a deep sigh. 

‘She was very young and very ignorant 

when it all happened, and I suppose that 

she thought, poor girl, she could live it 

down.’ 

‘And she could not?’ said Alison, sor- 

rowfully. 

‘Sooner or later sin always comes to 

light. She had lived all these years hon- 

ored, happy, and beloved; no wonder that 

she thought her sin forgotten.’ 

‘How did it end?’ asked Alison. 

‘Sadly as possible. She denied the 

truth, and her husband, infuriated against 

the scoundrel who betrayed her, brought 

an action against him for libel. Slowly 

and surely the truth came out; at first she 

denied it, then suddenly gave way and 

owned that it was true. ller husband 

gave up all his appointments and took 

her abroad. They are both still living, 

but it would be impossible to tell which is 

the most unhappy. When she thought 

it was all forgotten and was most bappy 

her sin found her out” Alison sighed 

deeply. 

“That is the world’s verdict, then,’ she 

said, slowly—‘that a woman, having once 

forfeited her place, shall never regain 

it? 
“Yes, it is the universal decree,’ he re- 

plied. 

‘It is unjust,’ said Alison. ‘No life 

ought to be marred or stained by one sin.’ 

‘But there are sins that stain and 

brand,’ said Lord Carlyton, ‘and the 

world pronounces that they may be for- 

given, but not forgotten.’ 

‘It is a cold and cruel world,” said Ali- 

son; ‘I, for one do not believe in it.’ 

Yet she was very thoughtful all that 

day, and graver than either of her com- 

panions had seen her before. 

CHAPTER XL1V. 

WOOED AND WON. 

The last rays of the setting sun fell full 

upon the windows of Alison's painting- 

room. Such picturesque disorder, such 

magnificent disarray! Here one saw the 

head of a Florentine saint, with a nim- 

bus round the hair; here a copy of one of 

Raphael's virgins, pure, seraphic, and 

lovely; there on the canvas glowed rich 

colors that would have shamed Tititian; 

here was a woman's face, with prayful 

eyes and sweet, sad lips; here a sketch of 

a Spanish cavalier, dark, proud, haughty; 

there stood an antique vase, and behind 

it hung a fold of ancient tapestry. 

Alison had finished her day’s work; 

she had changed the plain working-dress 

for a dinner costume, and very lovely she 

looked init. The dress was of white lace 

profusely trimmed with crimson camel- 
lias. She wore one superb camellia on 
her white breast, and one in the fold of 
her dark waving hair. Never had Alison 

looked more beautiful. She had gone for 

a few minutes on ‘0 the green lawn, 

where purple passion-flowers grew round 
the stems of the cedars. She sat quite 
still, dreaming of the beautiful trees— 
for Alison loved trees with a strangely 

mystical love. A voice said, suddenly: 

‘Asalita, I thought I should find you 

here.’ 

She knew by the very tones of Lord 
Carlyton’s voice thatthe man she had 
long expected had arrived at last. Her 
heart beat fast, her eyes drooped, her 
lips trembled—the love she had coveted 
and longed for was hers. 

‘Asalita, have I displeased you, that 

you find no word for me?’ 

‘You took me quite by surprise,’ she 

replied. ‘I did not know that you were 

coming this evening.’ 

‘I could hardly tear myself away yes- 

terday, he replied, ‘and I could wait no 

longer. Do not look coldly on me, Asa- 

lita; do not turn from me. I have come 

to offer you my heart and my life—to lay 

my love and my fortune at your feet.’ 

She was quite silent; it was what she 

had wished, hoped for, longed for; yet 

now that it had come, she had no words 

in which to answer it, and he was kneel- 

ing at her feet, looking up at her with 

prayerful pleading eyes, as though his 

life depended on the answer. 

‘Asalita, have you no answer for me? 

I am not a coward; but if I thought that 

I loved you in vain, and you could never 

care for me—if I thought that, I should 

die. It cannot be so. Asalita, my beau- 

tiful love, I am unworthy of you, as any 

other man would be; your beauty, your 

grace, your genius place you on a pedes- 

tal none of us can reach; but that which 

any other is tha. I love you sd 
devotedly, that I would givé m'y whole 

life for vou—that I love you a8 no other 
could. You are my first love. Asalita; I 

  

tr uly, so 

have known no othe. all the strength of 

my manhood, all the fervor of my soul, 

all the passionate love of my "heart, have 

gone to you. Will you give me nothing 

in return? 
She raised her dark ey ‘es to lis face. 

‘I can give you one thing,’ shee said—'is 

it worth giving? that is my” love.’ 

‘And you, my peerless, be. wtiftil Asalita, 

you will love me?’ he cried, in a rapture 

too great almost for words. 

‘Yes,’ she replied, slowly, as though 

weighing her words, ‘I lowe yoti) and 

then for a few minutes again there was 

silence between them. 

“When he looked at her, his face was 
wet with happy tears, a glad light shin- 

ing in his eyes. 
‘I cannot thank you, Asalits,” he said, 

in a broken voice; ‘there are some things 
which words cannot express; I cannot 
thank you, but I would give my life for 
you; always remember that, my love. ‘I 
would give you my life. 

‘I shall be content with your love,’ she 
replied. 

‘Now, can it really be true,” he contin- 
ved‘ that I who have nothing in the 
wide world to recommend me, have won 

the most beautifnl and the most gifted 
woman in all the world to be my wife? 
Can it be true? 

He bent down and kissed the white 
jeweled hands that lay in his clasp. 

‘It looks very much like it,’ said Asa- 
lita, with a smile. 

Then, raising his face again, he said: 
‘I need but one thing more to make 

me perfectly happy. Tell me, Asalita, 
my best beloved, am I your first love?’ 

Was he? She stopped for afew min- 
utes to think. She remembered Colonel 
Montague’s handsome face, and how he 
had won her by the music of his voice. 
But had she loved him? Was that short- 
lived passion that had ended now in such 
perfect indifference, was that love? No; 

a thousand times no! It was not even 
worth the name. So she looked at him 
with calm, true eyes. 

‘I have never loved any one until 1 

learned to love you,’ she said. 
‘I thank Heaven for that,’ he replied. 
And Alison shrunk from the words. 

Yet she repeated to herself again and 
again that she had not deceived him— 
she had not spoken falsely, for she had 
not loved Colonel Montague. 

‘I am so happy,’ said Lord Carlyton, as 
he stood by her side, ‘that my happiness 
unnerves me, Asalita; I have not deser- 
ved it. You love me—you will be my 

wife?’ 
‘I love you, she replied; ‘and I pro- 

mise you to be yonr wife.’ 
It was the happiest hour of her life; the 

gorgeous sunset, the fragrant air, the 
song of the birds’ the murmur of the bees 

outward attributes to her love. She was 
so completely, so entirely happy in that, 
the first hour of her love, that she forgot 
her sin. 

The sun set while he stood by her side, 
telling her of Haute Hall, his home, and 

of the life they should spend there to- 

gether. 
“You will not let a long time pass be- 

fore you come to me, Asalita?” he plead- 
ed. ‘You tell me yon have no parents, 

no friends, no oue to consult—my darling, 

why shonld we wait?’ 

‘It is etiquette to wait a short time,’ 
she said; ‘you cannot woo a lady one day 
and marry her the next. You are too 
impatient, Lord Carlyton.’ 

‘Impatient, am I? Ah, Asalita, when a 
man’s heart is set upon a treasure, he is 

fearful of losing it. I am fearful of losing 

you; a thousand things may happen to 

take you from me; but if you are my own 
my wife, you would never be oct of my 
sight; I could take care of you, watch 

over you, keep all kinds of trouble away 

from you. Could I not?’ 
She laughed the little gay, musical 

laugh that only comes from a glad heart. 
‘You seem to think that Iam quite 

unable to take care of myself,’ she laugh- 
ed. “You forget how many years I have 
lived in Ttaly, without any one, even, to 
take an interest in me. The only thing 
that kept my heart warm was my grow- 
ing fame.’ 

‘Do yon care for fame now, Asalita?’ he 

asked. 
‘No, not for fame; only for love,” she re- 

plied. 

And again he felt that his happiness 

could not be told in words. 
She would cease to be an artist now; 

she would cease to care for the fame and 
the wealth that she had won, and she 
would think only of him, and of how she 

loved him, 
“Why are you smiling, Lord Carlyton? 

asked Alison. 
‘IT am thinking,’ he replied, ‘that every 

one in the world will envy my happiness.’ 

‘Perhaps it would not be happiness to 

every one,’ she said, ‘to love and be loved 
by me.’ 

‘Then I am sorry for them; I would not 
change now with a monarch; I have won 
that which no monarch can win.” 

And again Alison laughed the laugh of 
sweet content. 

Lord Carlyton had his own way. He 
called Lady Laura to his assistance, and 
between them Asalita was besieged. She’ 

was persuaded at last to consent that the 
marriage should take place at the end of 
the season. Of course, all the papers had 
a paragraph aout it, and the engage- 
ment of the gifted and beautiful Italian 
artist to Lord Carlyton, of Haunte Hall, 
formed a prominent part in the news of 
the day. 

As he had said, there were no friends 
to consult, no one to advise, no one to in- 
terfere; the consent of the beautiful bride 
was all that he needed, and that he had 
obtained. 

They were to be married on the second 
of June. While her lover was in Lon- 
don, Alison had no time for thought; he 
was never happy away from her; he was 
always taking her to choose something 
exquisite, either tn the way of jewels, 

antiques, chairs, pictures, or statues; he 

was never away from her so that she had   anakes the difference between myself and no time for thinking. She was hurried 

among the roses—all seemed so many 

from one step to another; she had to 
choose hangings for her own boudoir, 

furniture from the great Hanweli’s, car- 
riages, horses—everything was left to her. 
It was not until her lover had gone from 

her that she had any leisure for thought. 
He had asked her where she would spend 
the honeymoon; he had suggested Paris, 

or her own home, beautiful Italy, won- 
dering why she shrunk with a shudder 
from the bare idea of it. She preferred 
to go home—to his home, to Haute, where 

their life was to be spent; that was her 

ideal of most perfect bliss. No sooner 
did he hear that than Lord Carlyton hur- 
ried down to Haute, to see himself that 

all fitting preparations were made for his 

beautiful bride. 

Then she had leisure to think, and she 

stood as one on the edge of a huge preci- 

pice might stand. 
He was so good, so true, so noble. 

Ought she to marry him without telling 
him’ the exact truth? Ought she to join 
her life, so marred and blighted, to his— 
so fair and noble? Suppose that what 
she said were true—that when she least 
thought of it her sin would look her in 
the face; suppose that when she was his 
wife, loving, happy, honored, and be- 
loved, all this terrible history of hers 
were to come to light? Better far tell 
him now than have it known then. She 

roused herself as one awakening from a 
terrible dream. 
‘Why should I think of such thing? 

she said; ‘my past is dead; I have lived 
it down; I will think of it no more; I have 
buried all traces of it; there is no one 
living who can say to me, ‘I know you to 

be Alison Trente, and not Asalita Ferrari.’ 

No one living can recognize me, or will 

dare to say that I am other than I seem, 

Heaven has been good to me; I have re- 
trieved my past, and he loves me so 
dearly, so deeply, that it would be absurd 
for me to spoil his happiness by telling 
him that which no creature on earth 
knows but myself.’ 

So, when the second of June came, 

they were married, and Lady Carlyton 
thanked Heaven that day for the future 
that shone before her, and for the dark- 

ness that shronded her past. 

CHAPTER XLV. 

TOO PERFECT TO LAST. 

There could be no prettier home in 
England than Haute Hall. Originally it 

had been bwlt as a manor-house; each 

generation seemed to have added some 

to it. One had built towers, another 

turrets; one had added the graceful 
eastern wing, another (trying to outdo 
his predecessor) had added the western 
wing; one had put in oriel windows 
another bad planned the grand 
terraces that sloped to the pleasure 
gardens. Each lord of Haute had added 
to or greatly embellished the already 
beautiful house, until it became a palace, 
and was known all over England for its 
picturesque beauty and antique loveliness. 
There was a keen contrast, too, between 

the gray ivy-covered wall and the light, 
modern, graceful exterior. Every mod- 
ern luxury was to be found at Haute; the 

walls were hung with grand paintings; 
there was always a profusion of flowers, 
rich Turkey carpets, low lace hangings, 

dainty chairs, cabinets of burl of rare 
and superb workmanship; there was noth- 
ing which taste could desire, art suggest, 

or money purchase that was not to be 

found at Haute. 
It was a beautiful home. Lady Carly- 

ton’s face had paled with emotion, and 
her eyes darkened with unshed tears 
when she first saw that superb pile of 
buildings gilded by the rays of the sett- 

ing sun. 

‘Basil, is that your home?’ she asked, 

in a low, hushed voice. 

“Your home and mine, darling, was 
the laughing reply, ‘Pray God it may 

prove a happy one.’ 
‘I think so—1 am sure so,’ she said, in 

the same hushed tones, ‘but I did not 
know that it was one half so grand as 

this.’ 
‘Did you not? I love it better, now 

that it has pleased you, than I have ever 

done before. 

He saw something like a shade of 
reverence come over his wife's face, and 

when her lips moved he knew that she 

was praying. He bent down and kissed 

the beautiful face. 
‘My darling,” he said, ‘1 know but one 

wonder, and it is, what have I done to 

merit so good and so fair a wife as you?” 

When the dark after days came, she 

remembered their coming home, when 

the cup of happiness had seemed filled to 

the brim. It had been rather in accor- 

dance with her wish than his that the 

wedding had been so quiet. By Lady 

Laura’s express desire, the marriage took 

place at her house. Few friends were 

invited, for Alison had dreaded much 

form or ceremony. A fair-faced, fair- 

haired girl, Rose Gordon, a cousin of 

Lady Laura, was her bridemaid. Sir 

Wilton and Lady Laura alone were at the 

ceremony. It was certainly against Lord 

Carlyton’s wish; he would fain have 

shown to the world the beautiful bride 

whose love was his crown of honor. She 

looked so radiantly lovely in her wedding 

costume—in the white bridal-veil and 

orange wreath, in the gleam of white 

satin and shimmer of pearls—that he 

would fain have shown her to the whole 

world. But her wish, as usual, was his 

law; he was only too anxious that her 

least desire should be accomplished. 
‘I shall have my revenge,” he would 

say langhingly; ‘the time will come when 

Lady Carlyton will be one of the most 

beautiful and most popular women in 
London. You shall have your way now, 
Asalita—I shall have mine then.’ 

So the quiet little ceremony which 

bound them together caused but little 

sensation just at the time; but Lady Cur- 

lyton found that fame had its penalties. 

It seemed as though the long list of wed- 

ding presents would never end. All 
those who had known her in Italy—those 

who appreciated her pictures, from the 

highest lady in the land to the lowest 
artist—everbody longed to prove to the 

beautiful artist how dearly she was loved. 

Her face flushed—a glad light came into 
her eyes as they rested on all this.   ‘T am loved,” she thought—‘loved and 

honored. 

now! 

Lord Carlyton had been immensely 
touched and amused by these evidences 
of his beautiful wife’s popularity. 

‘Queens, princes, dukes, duchesses,” he 

said—‘no on has forgotten yon; authors, 

artists, actors—what a world-wide repu- 
tation is yours, Asalita! I should not 
think that any one ever had so many 
wedding presents before.’ 

She was greatly pleased with her num- 
erous and costly gifts, but that which 
touched her most was the number of 

pretty sketches sent by her brother 

artists, books sent by their writers—those 

were more precious than jewels to her. 
If the exterior of Haute delighted ner 

beyond measure, the interior pleased her 
even more; the large, lofty rooms, all in 

such perfect harmony, no glare of colors, 

all was perfect and artistic. It was so 
pleasant to roam over those sunlit rooms, 

and choose the warmest, the briglitest, 

the most cheerful as her own. 

“You must have the best rooins in the 

house, Asalita,’ said Lord Carlyton; ‘and 

they must be facing the sun, facing the 

flowers, so that you may dream you are 
in Italy. You like sunset, vou teil me, 
better than snnrise—take these m the 

western wing.’ : 

She did as Lic wished, and the beauti- 

ful, cheerful rooms were like paradise to 
her. Lord Carlyton took the keenest de- 
light in filling them with flowers; the air 

was always warm with rich perfume. 
‘It will be my own fault,” thought Lady 

Carlyton, ‘if I am not happy here.’ 

She was the beloved, honored, wor- 

shiped wife—the mistress of a large 

household. She was the queen of the 
county, second in position to none. She 
was the most gifted artist and the loveli- 

est woman in England. Those were 
surely gifts enough to satisfy any one. 

She was most perfoctly, most serenely, 
most unfeignedly happy; the past was 
dead, and she thought, poor lady it was 

buried. 
‘Are you tired, Asalita?” asked Lord 

Carlyton of his beautiful wife, one even- 
ing. : 

She looked up at him with the glad 
light smile he loved so well. 

‘Tired? No, Basil. As 1 have done 

nothing all day except enjoy myself, how 

can I ve tired?” 
It was evening, and they were alone. 

Lord Carlyton had declared that he 
would have a few week’s happiness be- 
fore the turmoil of visits began; he told 
ber he could not realize or believe in his 

own happiness—that he was obliged to 
spend so much every day in looking at 

her, to satisfy himself that it was true he 

had won her. On [this evening the 
wonderful fact had seemed to him more 
difficult of belief than ever. Lady Car- 
lyton looked so beautiful; she wore one 
of her favorite dresses of rare white lace 
and scarlet flowers, and the symetry of 

the white neck and glorions arms was 

perfect. In the dark glossy coils of hair 
she wore a splendid camellia. and her 
face in its softened tenderness wa. mar- 

velous to see. 

‘You are reading, ‘Sesame and Lillie, ’ 
he said, looking over her shoulder. 

‘Now*come with me, Asalita, and I will 

show you a picture that Ruskin could not 
criticize or Turner paint.’ 

‘What is it?” she asked. 

The sun setting over the bonny woods 

of Haute. Come, my darling. Light as 
your room is, it is brighter here in the 

sunshine among the flowers.’ 
She rose at once. One ot her greatest 

charms was the sweet, submissive obedi- 

ence that she paid her husband. He 

would take her hand in his sometimes, 
and ask: 

‘Is it the great artist, Asalita, or my 

wife who obeys me?’ 

And she would answer: 
‘Both.’ 
She went with him now down the 

steps of the sloping terraces, through the 
pleasure-grounds and the green croquet- 

ground; then they opened the gate that 

led to the woods. They saw the red, 
round setting sun over the trees. 

‘There can be no criticism on such a 
picture,’ said Lord Carly ton. 

‘No, she replied, ‘none.’ And they 
watched it until the far-off trees seemed 
bathed in golden light. 

‘It is such a beautiful world,’ said Lady 
Carlyton, with a deep-drawn sigh of un- 
utterahle content. ‘You must not smile 
at me, Basil, but I wonder so often if we 
shall have trees and flowers in heaven.’ 

‘I have often thought about the same 

thing,’ he replied, gravely. ‘I think we 
shall; if the fairest scenes on earth are 

but faintest pictures of what we shall see 
in heaven, then the flowers will be fairer.’ 

‘What a sweet, bright world—how 1 

love it all; the swaying boughs, the rust- 

ling leaves, the cooing doves, the ripples 

of light—how I love it, Basil.’ 

‘And what a fair life lies before us, 
Asalita; none could have a fairer. We 
have the prestige of an ancient name and 
race to maintain; we have the happiness, 
the welfare, the well-being, the prosperity 
of so many depending upon us. Do you 
know my ideal of a noble, useful, beauti- 

ful life, Asalita?’ he asked, after a short 
pause. 

‘Tell me,’ she said. . 

‘It is not a life spent in the pursuit of 
gayety or pleasure, although init I would 
have both; but it is the making of a 
home. This Haute Hall, this home of 
ours, standing in our own land, built 
among our own people, should be to us 
the very center of the earth, the dearest 
spot in it. 

‘So it is to me,’said Lady Carlyton; and 

then, without knowing how or why, her 
thoughts flew back to that little green 
grave in Florence, with its white cross 
and the clustering lilies. 

Her lips trembled as she repeated the 
words—the dearest spot. Ah! hapless 
little one in the lonely green grave—little 

nameless child, who had never lived to 

smile. 

Surely, surely all is forgotten 

“Then,” went on the clear, deep voice, 

‘I would have the interests of the people 
dearer to us even than our own.’ 

She caught his enthusiasm. 

‘So would I, Basil; I would share their 

joys and their sorrows, help them when   they want sympathy, when they want 

money; help them to make their toilet 
sweet—act as stewards of the riches God 
has given us.’ 

‘That is what I mean, Asalita; Heaven 

has indeed given me a helpmate. But, 

my wife, my darling, you must pursue 
your art; that is a gift yon must not 

neglect.’ 

‘I could not, even if I would, she an- 

swered. 
“You shall paint grand pictures, my 

darling, that shall tell their own story in 
every home, and they shall be no longer 

monopolized by the rich; they shall be 
spread about like sweet messengers. Ah! 

who shall sav the amount of good that 

one good picture does? You shall paint 
fair-faced girls, whose eyes are so calm 

and pure that heaven seems to be iu 
them—whose lips are so sweet and magi- 

cal they make one think of the lips that 
chant praises forever and forever more, 
so that men, looking on them, shall see 
between women and angels there should 
be little difference.’ 

Her dark eyes, filled with the keenest 
rapture of delight; were looking into his. 

‘You make me so happy, Basil’ she 
said, in her low, musical voice; ‘you are 

so noble and so good, that I wonder, in 

my turn, how you could ever care for 

me.’ 
‘Come over to the brook-side and look 

at your face reflected in the waters,” he 
replied laughingly. I think thata king 
on his throne might envy me.’ 

  

CHAPTER XLVL 

AN UNWELCOME GUEST. 

Lord Carlyton had been compelled to 
relax; his rich friends would no longer 
be denied. Lady Laura went over to 
Haute; then Lady Cardyne wrote to say 
that in losing madaine she had lost half 
the brightness of her life. They were 
passing the county; might they stay, if 
only for one day, at Haute? That letter 
distressed Lady Carlyton greatly. If she 
could have done as she would, she would 

fain have struck the earl and countess 
from her list of friends. Now that she 
was married, the honorable wife of an 

honorable man, it was torture to her 
either to see or to think of Arthur Mon- 

tague. True, he did not recognize her, 
he had a dim, confused idea that he had 

seen her and known her in another phase 
of life; he thought her wonderfully like 

hapless Alison; but that the brilliantly 

beautiful woman—the artist, whose name 

was on every lip, the peerless Lady Car- 
lyton—was Alison Trente, even had she 

told him so herself, he would not have 

believed it. She would have given much 
never to meet him, and the idea of being 

compelled to welcome him into the heart 
of her home shamed her, distressed, tor- 

tured her. 

‘You do not seem very well pleased 
with your letter, Asalita,’ said Lord Carly- 

ton. ‘It is from Lady Cardyne?’ 
‘Yes; we shall be compelled to ask 

them,’ said, Lady Carlyton, slowly; ‘and 
we can hardly tell them that that we do 
not care to see them for more than one 
day. 

‘Why should you tell them that, dar- 

ling? You like Lady Cardyne very 
much, do you not? 

‘Yes, I like her.’ 

To be continued. 

KITGHEN & SHEA, 
PHENIX SQUARE, 

Plumbers, Gas Fitters and 

Tinsmiths, 

And Workers in all kinds of 

SHEET METAL. 

  
  

Speaking Tubes, Stoves and Furnaces fitted 
up at short notice. 

mporters and dealers in stamped and pressed 
Tinware. 

Iron and Lead Pipe and Fittings always on 
hand. 

Houses Fitted up with Hot and Cold Water. 
  

Prices Moderate and Satisfaction Guaran- 
teed. Telephone, No. 176. 

Fredericton, N. B., May 2. 

LATEST. 
One of the Largest and Best Assorted Stocks 

of Millinery in all the leading Shapes and 
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 

SIGN PAINTING 
A SPECIALTY. 

Tinting in Oil or Water Colors, Papering and 
Graining. 

##rOrders by Mail Promptly Attended to. 

SHOP AND RESIDENCE: 

59 BRUNSWICK ST.   Fredericton, June 7. 

  
  

These pills were a won- 
derful discovery. Un- 
lke any others. One 
Pilla Dose. Children 
take them easily. The 
most delicate women 
use them. In fact all 
ladies can obtain very 
great benefit from the 
use of Parsons’ Pills. 
One box seni post 

paid for 25 cis., or five 
boxes for §1 In stamps. 
80 Fills In every box. 
We pay duty to Canada 

  

AL 

  

    
  

Parsons Pills 
    

  

All orders promptly attended to. 

Fredericton, N. B., April 5. 

The circular around 
each box explains the 
symptoms. Alsohow to 
cure a great variety of 
diseases. This infor- 
mation alone Is worth 
ten times the cost. A 
handsome illustrated 
pamphletsentfree con« 
tains valuable Infore 
mation. Send for it. 
Dr. I. S. Johnson & 
Co., 22 Custom House 
Street, Boston, Mass. 

“Best Liver Pill Known.” 
    

      

Make New Rich Blood! 
FREDERICTON 

MARBLE WORKS. 
ALL KINDS OF 

CEMETERY WORK 
CONSTANTLY ON HAND. 

  

Material and Workmanship Guaranteed. 

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

JOHN MOORE, Proprietor. 
  

F. VANWART, 
Undertaker § Embalmer, 

Upper Side York Street, Fredericton, N. B. 
  

Coffins 2 Caskets, 
FUNERAL COODS OF ALL KINDS. 

A First-Class Hearse in Connection. 

the Country. 

  

Special Prices for Orders from 
All Orders Promptly Attended to with 

Neatness and Despatch. 

  

150 QUEEN STREET. esrasusuen, m0. 150 QUEEN STREET. 

JAMES R. HOWIE, 
PRACTICAL TAILOR, 

Has a Splendid Stock of Imported and Native Cloths 
This Season and Cases are arriving daily. 
with finer goods than ever. 
Worsted suitings, West of England Cloths, and Meltons, Canadian, Scotch and German 

Counters and Shelves and Windows are filled 
These are full lines of Staple Goods in Corkserews, Diagonals, 

Tweeds, and Trouserings of every Style.   
smoth as Satin. 
Counters, SPRING 

A 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 
AND SUMMER OVERCOATINGS are of specially 

Style this year, and now is the time to have them made up. 
ING is all it should be, and more, as my many friends are testifying daily. Come and see 

ood value and 
MY READY MADE CLOTH- 

the makes and prices, they will astonish you. 

BOY'S CLOTEING 
Isa model Line with me this Spring. My Stock cannot be BEAT, (a fact which should re- 
commend it to all School-boys.) But Seriously, every suit is Stylish, durable, and chea 
Sales in this department are very Rapid. Gents’ Underwear is better than ever: A 
Styles in summer Neckwear are in my Store, a really beautiful, choice and cheap Stock. 

MY OLD STAND, 150 QUEEN STREET. 
Fredericton, N. B., April 5. 

  

   
246 Queen Street, 

D. MCCATHERIN. 

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 

stiteh, and never gets out of order. 
Has all the latest improvements. 
Sold Low and on easy terms. Call 
and see them. Sold wholesale and 
retail to agents. 

Agents wanted now in all unoccu- 

pied territory. 
Also, a large stock of Pianos and 

Organs. 

FREDERICTON, N{ B. 

Fredericton, N. B., April 5. 

  

  

THE GLOBE 
Job Printing Departm8&nt. 

WE HAVE IN STOCK A FINE LINE OF 

  

  

  

“Globe” Job Print Dep't. 
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED. 

TAGS, BILL HEADS, Ete., IN STOCK. 

  

  

  

  

Wedding, Invitation, Visiting, Memorial 

and Programme Cards, 
Which we will Print in the Latest Styles and at Reasonable Rates. 

  

A. J MACHUM, Proprietor. — 
  

H.   Fredericton, N. B.,,A 

  

F. BLAIR, 
SASH AND DOOR FAGTORY. 

Planing and Moulding Mill 

King street, Fredericton, 

 


