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UNDER A SHADOW. 
Continued, 

"Then how could you——' 

‘Ah! how could 1?’ she interrupted. ‘I 

do not know. I would tell you the truth 

as I would tell it to Heaven. The idea 

seemed to me so utterly, so incompre- 

hensibly vile, that I could not even un- 

derstand or realize it; then, as I came to 

understand it better, the horror wore ofl. 

1 cannot explain it to you;’l cannot ex- 

plain it even to myself; I can only say this, 

I am guilty. Why, or how it came about 

that I was guilty I could not tell. Ifl 

were to stand up and say to you thatl 

sinned because I loved the one who 

tempted me, it would be false; if I said ] 

sinned because I loved luxury and want- 

ed wealth, or because my dull life wearied 

me and I was tired of being alone, that 
would be false. Ithink he tempted me 
through my love of art; he talked to me 

about Italy—about the dear old galleries 
of Venice and Verona. He knew how to 
set my heart and soul on fire, Heaven 
knows if I am speaking truthfully, as 
Heaven will judge me; but I declare that 
in going away with him I thought more 
of the pictures I should see, the constant 
change of scene, the excitement of travel, 
than I did either of him or of the wrong 

"1 was doing.’ 
‘I believe it,’ said Nugent. In the 

white, beautiful face before him there 

was an impress of truth. 
‘Afterward,’ she went on, ‘I came to 

love him. No, I will not desecrate the 
word—it was rather wild, jealous jpassion 
than love. 1 lived in a dream, Nugent; 1 
seldom stopped to think; I was lost in de- 
light at the wonderful scenes, the won- 
.derful paintings, the thousand and one 
beauties that I saw around me. He took 
me to Italy, and, when we had exhausted 
all other cities, we went to a villa on the 
banks of the Arno. Never mind what 
happened there. I lived many lives, and 
itseemed to me that I died many deaths. 
There in that villa he deserted me, and 
my baby died.’ 

‘Poor child !” he said, pityingly, holding 
the white hands clasped in his own. 
‘Poor child! 

‘You asked me how I came to the 
Arno. I will tell you, Nugent. Iremem- 

ber the agony of knowing that he had 
deserted me—of knowing that he was to 
marry; then my memory is blank, until 
one night, when I awoke,and was feel- 
ing strangely weak and ill; while 

the moon was shining bright as 
day, by its light I saw through the half- 
open door of the next room a little white 
Laby lying dead in the midst of white 
flowers. I must have been mad. I re- 
member rising so quietly lest any one 
should hear me, taking thelittle one in my 
arms, and going to the river. I remem- 
ber praying to God, as I plunged into the 
cold water. Then you rescued me.’ 

‘And after?” he said, for she had paus- 
ed abruptly. 

‘That was another life” she replied. 
‘It seemed to me thatI had risen from 
the dead, and I determined to try a new 
life I gave up my old name, and took one 
that I had read of’ 

‘Then your name, was not Asalita Fer- 

rari? he said. 

‘No; I took that, and, as you know, I 
have made it famous. I had found out 
then that I, too, could be a painter—that 

I had the heaven-born gift men call 
genius. I was so happy in the thought, 
despite my sorrow and my fall, that I 
sold all my jewels, and, leaving Florence, 
I went to Rome. You know all my his- 

tory after that.’ 

‘Nay, Lady Carlyton I do not indeed; I 
only know that your fame extends over 
the wide world; but I know no more.’ 

‘I gave myself up to work,’ she said, I 
worked as I believe no one ever did be- 
fore, and my dreams began to be realized 
—Dbegan to shape themselves into beauti- 
ful realities. the world, my own sad story 
the memory of my own dead child, all 
faded from me, and I lived only in my 
art; my dreams of color, of beauty, of 
form, the thousand ideas of grace and 
loveliness that had flitted through my 
mind became real. Ah, Nugent, I lived 
in my art, and slowly it dawned upon me 

that this great gift of mine was to be 

used as a means of doing good; that arts 
must purify, ennoble, elevate; that it 
must raise men’s thoughts and hearts to 
heaven, not chain them to earth. And 
it seemed to me wonderful that I, the 
fallen one, should hold the means of such 

good deeds in my sinful hands.’ 

A half-divine light flashed over her 
face, despite its sorrow. 

‘I have used my talent as a gift from 
Heaven,’ she said; ‘and I know that the 
world is better for it.’ 

CHAPTER LIIIL 

THE PENITENT'S PLEA. 

‘It is a strange story,’ said Nugent 
Avenham, thoughtfully. “You have more 
o tell me Asalita.’ 

‘Yes; but not much more, Nugent,— 
only how my story ended. I worked 
hard, and tried to live well; Ileft no stone 
unturned; I neglected no opportunity of 
helping those who wanted help; I worked 
with my heart, soul, body and mind: 

Thank God for His gifts!—genius was 
mine. I woke to find myself famous; I 
can hardly tell now; my name seemed to 

be known everywhere where art was 

loved. At last I fell ill, and then the 
doctors ordered me to England. I came; 
I met with the kindest receptions; friends 
gathered around me, the noblest in the 
land greeted me, and I met your brother. 
Iloved him from the first; but in my 
heart there were many struggles before 

I consented to marry him. Iknew that 
I ought to tell him my story, yet I could 
hardly make up my mind to 
that, lest—oh! Heaven—Ilest I should 
lose him. I would not have married him 
but that I thought my secret so safe no 
one could ever discover the least trace of 
it. If I had thought it possible a time 
would ever come when this would come 
to light, I would rather have died any 
death than have married him.’ 

‘It was not right,’ said Nugent thought- 

fully; ‘a man has a right to look for all 

virtue i his wife. There aré fevy meh 
who would marry the loveli¥st or the 
wealthiest of women if they Xnew for 
certain that she had gone Wrong. My 
brother would not have done so—I would 
not.’ 

‘Nugent,” she said, in a faint voice, 

‘will you spare me? I know thatI have 
done a fearful wrong; you cannot reproach 
me more bitterly than I reproach my- 
self: you cannot say more to me than I 

say to myself; I would give iny life, over 
and over again, to undo it all, if it could 

be undone.” 
‘That it can never be,’ he replied. 
‘I know—TI know. God has more mercy 

than men. God forgives—men never 
forget, I know. 

The beautiful face dropped on her 
hands with a lock of despairing misery 
that went to his heart; and so they sat 
silent, while every leaf around them 
vibrated in the sweet spring breeze— 
silent, sad, hopeless. Nugent, more 
grieved than words could tell for his 
brother; Lady Carlyton, lost in a trance of 
misery. At last she raised her colorless 
face to his. 

‘Nugent,’ she said, ‘I have suffered so 
terribly. Will you befriend me? 

‘I will do what I can, Asalita,’” he re- 
plled. 

She folded her white hands like a child 
who prays. 

‘Will you do this for me, Nugent—will 
you keep my wretched secret—will yon 
help me to keep it? See, I kneel to ask 
you; I pray you, for heaven’s own sake, 

keep my secret’ 
His fice grew pale as her own. 

answered her: 
‘TI cannot promise. What you ask is 

impossible. My brother must know the 
truth.’ 

‘Do not be hard on me!” she cried, with 

a great, tearless sob. ‘Iwas so young— 
so young—and I had no mother. What 

could come from such a life as mine? Oh 
Nugent, keep my secret! If ever you 
want God’s mercy for yourself, show it to 
me now !’ 

‘My dear Asalita,’ he said, gently. ‘I 
am truly, heartily sorry for you—no one 
could be more so; but if 1 keep such a 
secref as that, it would really seem to me 

as though I had shared in your sin. Do 
not ask me.’ 

‘But I must ask you. I shall kneel 
here until you grant my prayer. I must 
ask you. Do not be hard on me. I have 
repented so sorely since I knew that I 
had committed an almost unpardonable 
sin. Listen, Nugent—let me tell you how 
I have suffered. Tears will wash sins 
away—I am sure of it, although no one 
has told me so. In that grand old his- 
tory, where Magdalene kneels at our 
Saviour’s feet, He does not drive her 
away with harsh, angry words ‘Poor 

sinful soul, He seemed to say, ‘steeped 
to the lips in sin, still they are 
all forgiven you because you have 

loved so much. Ah! Nugent you 

may jeer, may scoff, may laugh, but if 
these same divinely merciful lips spoke 

to me, they would utter words of pardon, 
because I have suffered so much. I have 
been throngh fire, Jet me tell yon. My 
first suffering was a burning passion of 

jealousy when I saw the love that I had 
hoped to be eternal taken from me and 
given to another. Then I suffered the 
torture of long suspense, the anguish of 
uncertainty, the pain of desertion. I suf- 

fered even the pain of death, for I had 
said farewell to the world when I fled to 
the river. I suffered the gradual dawn 
of light—the dawn of the full knowledge 
of what I had done—of the nature of my 
sin. I, as it were, effaced myself, and 
began my life afresh. I suffered—ah, 
Nugent, if pain could atone for sin, mine 
was forgiven. Then, listen to what I did 
with my new life; I tried to fill it with 

good; I looked my sin in the face, and set 
myself to work to win the pardon of 
Heaven for it. The morning dawn would 

find me on my knees praying for pardon; 
I prayed while others slept. I learned 
the words of that sublime psalm in which 
David pleads for mercy; sleeping or wak- 
ing they were never off my lips. I wept 
bitter tears, I pleaded I prayed. Would 
you tell me God was deaf? A contrite 
heart is never rejected, and mine was 
contrite. I could not tell you the good 
deeds I tried to do—you see that I am 
making you my judge. I visited the 
sick, I fed the hungry, I gave money to 

the poor; I neglected no one kind deed 
that it was possible to perform. And 
would you tell me God saw not? Ah! 
Nugent, do not be hard on me, my friend 
—be pitiful. Can all that love, all that 
sorrow, all that atonement, be in vain? 

See!in the heat of summer, when my 
lips were parched, and ripe grapes hung 

near me in cool, great clusters, I would 
not touch them; I sent them to the sick. 
I suffered hunger and thirst, always hop- 
ing suffering would help me to atone. 
Ah ! Nugent, look kindly at me—tell me 
that you think God has pardoned me.’ 

‘My dear Asalita,’ he replied, touched 
by the intensity of her grief, the passion 
of her words, ‘I do not for one moment 

deny what you say. I believe, in very 
truth, that God has forgiven your sin. It 
is of the judgment of man I am thinking, 
not of the judgment of Heaven.’ 

‘The judgment of man! she cried; 
‘surely man cannot be hard on me. I 

have helped my fellow-creatures—I have 

done nothing but good to them; why 

should they sit in judgment upon me? 1 

have helped them with my talent, my 
gold, my strength, my time; their best 
beloved have died in my arms, their 
dearest have thanked me for helping to 
save their lives; even my work has help- 
ed them to be better, nobler, and wiser— 
why should they sit in judgment upon 

me?’ 

‘I cannot say—it is the verdict of the 
world,” he replied. 

‘But the world cannot judge. How 
should the world know? It cannot tell 
that I was young and motherless, that I 
was tempted by my love for the beautiful 
that I repented so sorely; the world does 
not*know all that.’ 

‘No; but the sentence is pronounced all 
the same, Asalita. I cannot tell you why 

it is, unless it be that the world expects 
so much purity and innocence from wo- 

man, that it resents deeply and bitterly 
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any loss of it.” 
‘That may be, but the world has no 

tight to judge or condemn us above that, 
Nugent. Unless you had shown this— 
this terrible story by some means, you 
would always have loved, hotiored and 
respected me.’ 

‘Yes, always,” he replied. 

‘Then you must have found me worth 
honor and respect,’ she argued. 

‘I did,” he answered. 

‘Then, Nugent, why need you change 

thie opinion now? In my youth I sinned; 
the mists of ignorance, of vanity, closed 

round me and I sinned; but the girl who 
sinned that sin is dead; from her ashes 

has sprung a woman whom you own to 

be worthy of all honor and respect—a 
woman whom the grace of God has 

crowned with genius, even with fame. 

Should she be punished for the sin of the 
ignorant girl?’ 

‘T am afraid so,” he replied. 
‘Then there is no justice, no mercy, no 

pardon, and T need not ask it. The 
heavens are made of brass, men’s hearts 

of iron! Ihave suffered and worked in 
vain! 

She wept as he had never heard any 
one weep before; great sobs seemed to 
rend her delicate frame. 

‘Be kind to me, Nugent,” she said; ‘kill 

me as I kneel here. I can die; but I can- 
not go back to face my husband’s misery 

when he shall know I have deceived 
him. 

‘I wish that I had never returned here, 
he said, sadly; ‘I do not know what to 
do.’ 

She seized his hand; and held it while 
she pleaded. 

‘Nugent, have you not thonght me a 

fitting wife for your brother? Have you 
seen in me anything with which you 
could find serious fault? lave I been 
light, pleasure-seeking, frivolcus, neglect- 

ful of my duty? 
‘No, you have been none of these 

things,” he replied. 

‘Then why denounce me—why destroy 
my life and his happiness? Oh! Nugent, 
let reason plead for me, as I cannot plead 
for myself. What if you denounce me to 
my husband? He will be compelled to 
send me from him;the verdict of the 
world will influence him as it has in- 
fluenced you. He will send me away, 

and he will never know another moments 
happiness—never while he lives. The 
whole country will ring with the scandal. 

All this cruel harm will be done, and for 

what—for what? Just to bring a penit- 
ent sinner to fresh remorse und degrada- 
tion. What will be gained by your de- 
nouncing me, Nugent?’ 

‘Nothing, but justice will be done.’ 

‘Ah! my dear friend, does justice lie in 

your hands? Shall you show me justice 
and no mercy? I will tell you how you 

can make justice and mercy meet.’ 
‘How?’ he asked; and over the pallid 

despair of her face came a gleam of hope. 

‘How? 
‘IT will tell you. The secret of my sin 

is known to none save you and myself. 

No one could ever suspect it, I have kept 
it so well. Nugent, would it not meet the 
encs of justice, if, after this, you watched 
me, watched all my actions, listened to 

my words; and if in me you see anything 
that excites your anger, your blame, 
your suspicion, then denounce me; but if 

I lead a good and blameless life, spare 
me. As you will one day want mercy 

from your own judge, will you do this, 
Nugent? 

‘Let me think it over,’ he said, ‘leave 

me for a few minutes, and let me decide.’ 

She hastened to a short distance from 
him, and, silently watching her, he saw 

her, after (he fashion of the saints of old, 
bend he headr even tothe very earth 
while she prayed. Conld such a woman 
deserve to be denounced? She had been 

empted, she had sinned in her youth, 
but was this verdict of the world a fair 
one? Had she not, as she said, suffered 

enough? Should Le take up a stone and 
cast it at her, crying out! 

‘She is a sinner; let her die.’ 
Should he strip her of her well-earned 

fame, her crown of genius, her beautiful 

womanly attributes, her husband’s love, 
her fair name, her good repute, her life’s 

happiness? Oh, no, a thousand times 
no! As Heaven would have mercy on 
him in the hour when he most needed it, 
so he would have mercy on this helpless 
woman, who had prayed it from him with 

sighs and tears. 

CHAPTER LIV. 

‘1 WILL KEEP YOUR SECRET.’ 

‘I will show mercy even as I hope to 
find it,’ said Nugent Avenham to himself. 
‘If I do wrong Heaven forgive me. It 
could not be right to condemn that wo- 

man to a life of shame and misery.’ 
He went over to her. 
‘Asalita, I have decidsd,’ he said. 

She bowed her beautiful head. 
‘My whole life lies in your hands, 

Nugent.’ 

‘I will keep your secret. No word, no 
look of mine shall ever betray it; you 
have suffered enough; you shall never 

know another day’s unhappiness, if 1 
can avert it. I will keep it as I would 
my own.’ 

He never forgot the light that came 
over her face, the light that came back 

again to her despairing eyes. 

‘Heaven bless you for it,’ she said. ‘I 
was sore afraid. Oh, Nugent, you may 

trust me; I own myself unworthy of the 
name I bear, but I bear it in all honor as 
the noblest and best could do. I love 
your brother with all my heart; if I can, 
I will love him even more; I will pay my 
debt of gratitude to you by devotion to 
your house. Oh, Nugent, I have been 

sore afraid. If you had decided against 
me, if you had thought it your duty to 
denounce me, I could have found no fault, 
but I could never have borne it; my hus- 
band’s averted face would have killed 
me. - You have saved my life—not once, 
but twice. I will prove my gratitude to 
you—I shall find the means. I have been 
so frightened.’ 

She sunk trembling on tiie grass, and 
Nugent, looking at her colorless face, felt 
half-alarmed. 

‘Why do you tremble, Asalita? The 
danger is past. I will be your true   brother, your stanch, true friend—trust 

me. You shall never find that I fail.’ 
Still she did not answer him: and, look- 

ing at her, he found that she was quite 
insensible; she neither saw nor heard. 

‘What she has endured,’ he thought, 
‘to bring her to this.’ 

And, as for the second time in his life 

the beautiful head was pillowed on his 
arm, profound, tender, deep pity stole in- 
to his heart, and remained there. He 

was not alarmed at the deep swoon—she 
would recover from that, lie knew; but 
as she lay there he swore to befriend her, 
to help her, to stand between her and all 
sorrow, to guard her secret as he guarded 
his own life! Pity is akin to love; he had 
admired her immensely, but now some- 
thing more tender than admiration came 
to him—such pitying, protecting love and 
affection as all good people feel for those 
they have befriended. 

‘Asalita,’ he said, when the dark eyes 
opened and looked at hm in vague won- 
der—‘Asalita, my dear sister, yon have 
frightened yourself too much; you were 
not very strong before; you will be quite 
ill now.’ 

‘The danger is all passed, slie said, 
faintly. 

‘Yes; all passed and gone. Iam your 
true and faithful friend and brother; 1 
have thought it ail over, sister, and 1 
have decided you have suffered enough, 
quite enough, and your secret need never 
be known. You are quite sure that, ex- 
cept to you and myself, all this story is 
quite unknown to any human being?’ 

‘Tam quite certain,” she replied; ‘as a 
girl so few knew me, and those few have 
forgotten me years ago; you yourself 
would never recognize in the Italian ar- 
tist the obscure English girl.’ 

‘No; I should not indeed,’ he replied. 
‘No one knew exactly when I went 

away, or whom I went with,’ she said. 
‘I do not see the most remote possibility 
of my true history ever being known; if I 

did I would tell my husband even now, 
lest he should hear it from another.’ 

‘Then you may be happy. Forget this; 
live in the hope that your sin is forgiven.’ 

‘And forgotten,’ she added, quickly.’ 
‘And forgotten,” he replied, gravely. 
‘Nugent,’ she said, looking timidly at 

him, ‘knowing my story, will you be able 
to keep up appearances with me—to 
show me any manner of respect—to be 
kind to me? 

He smiled for the first time since that 
painful interview began. 

‘I do respect you, Asalita’ he said. 
‘You are a noble woman; yon have lived 
down a fatal error, a terrible mistake; you 
have formed a noble, valuable life from 
the wreck of a ruined one. You have 
my respect, my esteem; you have my ad- 
miration and love.’ 

He never forgot how she raised her 
beautiful face to the skies—how she fold- 
ed her hands, and said: 

‘At last—at last I have lived it down. 
My God, I thank Thee.” 

Then, drawing her hand in his arm, he 
said: 

‘Now we will go home. One more 
word, Asalita— let this conversation be- 
tween us be buried—be as though it had 
never been; we will never resume it, 
never allude to it; and you will remember 
that you have in me a true friend, who 
will shield you when you require help, 
For my brother's sake, try to forget, try 
to be your usual self. It would only 
grieve him uselessly, were he to suspect 
anything wrong.’ . 

So they returned; and, erossing the 
lawn, they met Lord Carlyton, 

‘What a long ramble you have had 
Asalita. I should say, Nugent, you will 
know every tree on the grounds by this 

time. But, my darling, you look nale 

and tired-—so tired. How is it?” 
‘I am tired,’ she replied; and her hus- 

band looked up at her in wonder, 
‘Why, Asalita, the music has gone out 

of your voice,” he said. 

Nugent turned to her with 

reproachfnl look. 
‘That is too bad, Lady Carlyton; you 

have allowed me to take you too far 
Now Basil will never trust vou with me 
again.’ 

‘Yes, he will,” slie replied, with a smile 

on her face. ‘My willful ways shall not 

bring blame to you.’ 

Lord Carlyton took his wife’s hand. 
‘I must look after you more carefully.’ 

he said; ‘you have just the worn, tired 
look that you had when you came first 
from Italy. Now,” he added, as they 
entered the house, ‘no physician could 
perscribe more sensibly for you than 
I am about to do. You look as though 
you had been studying—thinking of a 
subject for a new picture without doubt. 
You go straight to your own room and 
lie down. I shall bring you some wine 
and the most amusing novel I can find.’ 

Lady Carlyton looked up with a smile, 
but her lips quivered. 

‘This is a lesson to you, Nugent, how to 
spoil your wife when you have one.’ 

‘When I have one,” he replied, ‘I will 
remember the lesson., 

‘He may find a wife,” laughed Lord 
Carlyton; ‘but he will never find one like 
you Asalita; there was but one treasure 
in this world, and I have secured it.’ 

In the dark eyes raised so wistfully to 
his, Nugent read the appeal; ‘You see 
how he loves me; do not undeceive him; 
and then she went away. 

‘You are not strong, my darling, and 
I cannot have your strength taxed after 
this fashion. . I can imagine that Nugent 
is delighted to have such a companian; 
but I must caution him.’ 

Tenderly, as though she had been an 
ailing child, he placed his beautiful, wor- 
shiped wife on the couch, then in a short 
time returned, bringing with him a 
bunch of grapes, some wine, and a book. 

‘All the appliances for comfort, Asalita,’ 
he said. ‘Eat these grapes; that is the 
finest bunch in the vinery. Drink this 
and then read yourself to sleep; you will 

wake quite refreshed and well.’ 

But before he left her Lord Carlyton 

bent down and kissed the beautiful face. 

His hands lingered carressinzly on the 
dark, waving hair. 

a balf- 

‘My darling,” he murmured, ‘for my 
sake, and because I love youso dearly, 
you must try to grow strong. What 
would become of me if you were ill, Asa-   lita, light of my life?’ 
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Then he left her, and the, poor help- 
less lady laid down her hook, and turn- 
ing her face to the wall, wept bitter tears. 

‘Oh forgive me—my God, forzive me. 
Do not let the curse of my sin 1all on me 
now.’ 

While her hustand thought she slept, 
she was praying with weeping eyes. 
But at dinnor time she was herself again, 
looking heantiful as a queen in her dress 
of rose silk and her suit of diamonds. 
There was no shadow of reserve between 
Nugent and herself: he was only anxious 

to make her feel quite at home with him 

—to make her forzet all that had passed. 
The only difference that any one could 
have detected in her manner to him, 

was that there was in it something of 

humility and of gratitude. 
In one respect, Nugent Avenham kept 

his word—he watched her closely, so 

closely that had there been any flaw in 
her conduct, any shortcomings, any defi 

ciency, he must have noticed it, had 

there been any frivolity, any lightness of 
manner, and false morality, he must 

have detected it. As it was, the more 

clogely he watched her the more he ad- 
mired her. It was the most simple and 
blameless, the most noble of lives. In it 

there was no thought of self, no indul- 
gence, ho indolence; work, thought for 

others, good deeds and noble actions 
filled it. Critical as he was, he could 

find no one®single cause for blame; he 
could no fault; he was compelled to say 

to himself, ‘This is the noble life of a 

noble woman—this is a life without re- 
proach;’ and so saying, he was glad that 
he had spared. 

The time came when their departure 
for London had been arranged, and the 

gayeties of the season were all before 

them. But for this unfortunate discovery 
Nugent Avenham wonld long since have 

confided to Lord Carlyton the story of his 
love for Lady Eva. He hesitated now 
over doing so—gentlemen are always 
particular over the friends whom they 
introduce to wives and sisters. He him- 
self had come around to Lady Carlyton’s 
view of the matter—that after so much 
suffering and sorrow, her wrong-doing 

might be forgotten. He admittea it to 
himself; but it was quite another thing 
when he thought of introducing Lady 

Eva to her. On that morning when his 
suspicions had been confirmed, one of the 
objects that he had in view, if he had 
found all right, had been telling Lady 

Carlyton his love story. If he had found 
himself mistaken that morning, he would 
have confided every detail of it to her. 

To be continued. 
  
  

Notice of Sale. 

O Manly London, of the Parish of Sheffield, 
in the County of Sunbury, farmer, and all 

other persons whom it may in any wise 
concern : 

Notice is hereby given under and by virtue 
of a power of sale contained in a certain in- 
denture of mortgage, bearing date, the seven- 
teenth day of October, in the Year of Our 
Lord, one thousand eight hundred and eighty- 
nine, made between the said Manly London, 
therein described as of the Parish of Sheffield, 
in the County of Sunbury, farmer, of the one 
part, and the undersigned, Thomas J. McElroy 
and Thomas J. McCaffry, administrators, of 
all and singular, the goods, chattels and 

  

other part, which said indenture of mortgage 
is recorded in Sunbury County, records in 
Book E. No. 2, pages 279, 280, 281, and 282. 
There will, for the purpose of satisfying the 
moneys secured by the said mortgage, de- 
fault having been made in the payment of the 
interest due on the same as well as in the pay- 
ment of certain other moneys secured thereby, 
be sold at public auction at the front of the 
Record Office, in Oromocto, in the Parish of 
Burton, in the County of Sunbury, on 

Saturday, the Twenty-fourth Day 
of October Next, 

at the hour of eleven o’clock, in the forenoon, 
the lands and premises mentioned and de- 
scribed in the said indenture of mortgage as 
follows : — 

“All that certain farm, piece or parcel of 
“land, situate, lying and being on the north- 
“ern side of Maquapit Lake, Parish of Shef- 
“field, County of Sunbury, Province of New 
“Brunswick, known and distinguished as part 
““of lot number twenty-seven, formerly owned 
“and occupied by one Edward M. London, 
““and bounded as follows : “Commencing at a 
“marked rock on the south side of the Frigh. 
“way Road, running north to the Ferguson. 
“side line, thence northeast to the Hudlin 
““Line, thence south to the Lake Shore, thence 
“west forty-one rods, thence north to the 
“place of beginning, containing by estimation 
‘eighty acres more or less, also all that other 
“certain piece or parcel of land also being part 
““of lot number twenty-seven formerly owned 
“and occupied by the said Edward M. Lon- 
“don, and bounded as follows: ‘‘Commenc- 
“ing at a marked rock on the south side of 
“the Highway Road, thence running north to 
‘“Ferguson’s side line, thence northeast, a suf- 
“ficient distance to give a breadth of fifteen 
“rods at right angles, thence south to the 
‘Lake Shore, thence west fifteen rods, thence 
“north to the place of beginning, containing 
“by estimation thirty acres more or less; also 
““all the right, title and interest of the said 
“Manly London, in and to all that other 
‘““piece or parcel of land, being part of lot 
“number twenty-eight, in the parish and 
“county aforesaid, and bounded as follows : 
“Commencing at the north side of Maquapit 
“Lake thoroughfare, running north along 
“Thomas Thompson's side lines to Maquapit 
“Lake, thence a south easterly course along 
“the said lake to the moutn of the thorough- 
“fare, thence along the said thoroughfare to 
“the place of beginning, containing by esti- 
“mation twenty acres more or less.” 

Together with all and singular the buildings 
and improvements thereon and the appurten- 
ances to the said lands and premises and every 
part and parcel thereof belonging or in any 
wise appertaining. 

Dated August 26th, A. D., 1891. 
T. J. McELROY, 
THOS. J. McCAFFREY, 

Administrators of all and singular, the goods, 
chattels and credits of Terence McElroy, de- 
ceased. 

C. E. DUFFY, 
Sol. for Mortgagee. 
  

T. AMOS WILSON, 

BOOKBINDER 
—AND   

Paper Ruler. 
———— 

Cor. Queen and Regent Sts.   Fredericton, N. B,, Dec, 27. 

credits of Terence McElroy, deceased, of the |- 

  

Parsons’ 
These pills were a won- a 
derful discovery. Un- 
Hke 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 sent post- 

pald for 25 cis. or five 
boxes for §1 In stamps. 
80 Pllls in every box. Stree We pay duty to Canada. ““Best Liver Pill Known.” 

Make New Rich Blood 
150 QUEEN STREET. rstasuisuen, wo. 150 QUEEN STREET. 

JAMES R. HOWIE, 
PRACTICAL TAILOR, 

Has a Splendid Stock of Imported and Native Cloths 
This Season and Cases are arriving daily. Counters and Shelves and Windows are gpd with finer goods than ever. These are full lines of Staple Goods in Corkscrews, Diagonais, Worsted suitings, West of England Cloths, and Meltons, Canadian, Scoteh and German Tweeds, and Trouserings of every Style. 

‘ A SPECIAL NOVELTY 
In Trouseringsis of French Make, and a splendidly finished Silk Mixture, soft and fine, and smoth as satin. It comes in beautiful designs, a fine selection of which can be seen on the Counters, SPRING AND SUMMER OVERCOATINGS are of specially good value and 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. . 

BOY'S CLOTHING 
Is a 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. Al 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. 

  

re mA ———— 

The circular around 
each box explains the 
symptoms. Also how to 
cure a great variety of 
diseases. This Infor- 
mation alone is worth 
ten times the cost. A 

i handsome illustrated 
pamphletsentfree con- 
tains valuable infor 
mation. Send for it. 
Dr. 1. S. Johnson & 

Co., 22 Custom House 

  

    
  

        

  

    

  

THE GLOBE 

Job Printing Department. 

  

  

WE HAVE IN STOCK A FINE LINE OF 

© “Globe” Job Print Dep't. 

N\ 
Wedding, Invitation, Visiting, Memvroial 

and Programme Cards, 
naw 

  

    

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED. 

TAGS, BILL HEADS, Ete., IN STOCK. 

  

  

  

  

Which we will Print in the Latest Styles and at Reasonable Rates. hy 

  

A. J. MACHUM, Proprietor. 
  

To whom all it may coneern. 

The NEW RAYMOND is the best 
family Sewing Machine now in the 
market. The reasons why it is the 
best is beeause it runs the easiest, 
makes no noise and makes the best 
stitch, 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 unoeceu- 
pied territory. 

Also, a large stock of Pianos and 
Organs. 

246 Gaiden Street, FREDERICTON, N. B. 

D. MCCATHERIN. 
Fredericton, N. B., April 5. 

W. E. SEERY," 
MERCHANT TAILOR. 

0 
B&F I have Just Received an Elegant Line of Spring Cloths for SUITINGS, -@Bg 

TROUSERINGS, and OVERCOATINGS, which I am prepared 
to Make Up in the Most Fashionable Styles. 

0 
SERRY, - 

   
  
    

    

  

  

WILMOT AV. 

FREDERICTON = 
  

    
ALL KINDS OF 

CEMETERY 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's. 

R. C. MAGREDIE, 
PILOUOUMBER, 

Gas and Steam Fitter. 
Av 

  

  

  

    Queen Street, - Opp. County Court House, 
’ 

a 

Er IY ti in,


