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She was usually so calm, so self-pos- 
sessed, and now a hot blush coverea her 
face—a burning crimson flush—her dark 
eyes drooped until the white lids covered 
them. She heard the same voice again; 
what was it saying?—something about 
pleasure and honor. Alison could not 
even hear it for the strange, quick beat- 
ing of her own heart. Then she found 
that he was offering to show her some 
beautiful gardenias. 

‘The duchess has quite a show of flow- 
ers,” he observed, ‘and no one will be 

able better to appreciate them than your- 
self. 

Heoffered her his arm, and they walked 
together, Alison moving like one in a 

dream. 

‘l am the fortunate owner of one of 
your pictures, Madame Ferrari,’ he said. 

Then she roused herself to talk—he 
would think her so stupid if she made 
him no answer. 

‘One of my pictures, Lord Carlyton ! 
Which is it, may I ask?” 

‘ ‘The girl by the brookside.” And do 
you know what struck me so much in 

that picture?’ 
‘No,’ she replied; ‘though I remember 

the painting itself very well. What was 
it, Lord Carlyton?’ 

‘It struck me as being so strange, that 

you, an Italian, should have painted an 
English brook, ifi an English wood.’ 

‘How do you know that it isan English 
brook?’ she asked. 

‘How do I know? he replied, with a 
laugh; ‘because it runs over pebbles that 
never lay on an Italian strand, and the 
flowers near it are English fiowers, the 
sky above it an English sky. You have 
been in England before, Madame 
Ferrari? 

‘Yes,’ she replied; ‘but I do not wish to 
talk about it. I was not an artist—that 
is, I had not reached any eminence then.’ 

There was something which compelled 
her to speak the truth to this man. She 

could not do otherwise; to have uttered 
one false word to him would have been 
an impossibility. 

‘I thought, when I saw the picture first, 
that it was by an English artist,” he said; 
‘afterward the wonderful beauty of the 
coloring grew on me, and I knew that we 
had no artist among us master of such 
tints. Still, I felt sure that you had 
made some studies of woodland scenery 
in Englend.’ 

‘Yes, I have done so,’ said Alison. 
‘The duchess spoke truly, Madame 

Ferrari, when she said that 1 was an ad- 
mirer of your paintings; I think them 
the best I have seen.’ 

“You are very kind to say so; I fear that 
vou overrate my talent,’ said Alison. 

‘That would not be possible. I did not 
think that I should ever be so fortunate 
as to know you, Madame Ferrari. May 
I ask you a very impertinentquestion?’ 

‘You may ask me anything you will) 
she replied. 

‘I see that you wear no wedding-ring; 
why are you called ‘Madame Ferrari?’ 

Alison laughed. 
‘To tell you the truth, Lord Carlyton,’ 

she replied, ‘I have often wondered the 
same thing. I think it is because I live 
alone, in an independent kind of fashion, 

and am not young enough to be called 

‘signorina.’’ : 
“You look young,’ he said, simply. ‘I 

have read many critiques and notices of 
your pictures, but I do not remember to 
have read any particulars ot yourself.’ 

‘They are not very interesting,” she re- 
plied. 

‘Pardon me, I think the lives of all 
artists are interesting; I enjoy hearing of 
them. You speak English well, ma- 
dame.’ 

‘I have spoken it for many years,’ she 
replied, ‘and I like it very much.’ 

His face brightened. She saw it. 
‘Do you really like England?’ he asked. 
‘Very much better than Italy,” she re- 

plied. And then she wondered why he 

seemed so pleased over it. 
They walked on, talking eagerly and 

happily. Alisonbardly remembered that 
she was talking to a stranger; it was not 
until they had walked for an hour or 
more that she remembered they had 
gone out in search of gardenias. She 
looked up at her companion with a smile. 

‘Gardenias?’ he said. ‘Ah, that is your 
fault, madame; you have caused me to 
forget them.’ 

That same day Lady Laura looked 
laughingly at Alison. 

‘I am puzzled,’ she said. ‘We have 
known Lord Carlyton for some time, but 
he has nevrr expressed the least desire 
to visit us until to-day; he has been telling 
Sir Wilton how much he should enjoy 
half a day with us. Aré we such charm- 
ing society, Asalita? 

‘I think so,’ she replied, wondering 

why she felt so happy. 
“We must, indeed, be what people call 

‘nice,’ to have attracted Lord Carlyton; 
he is supposed to be the most exclusive 

man in London.’ 

‘I do not see anything very exclusive 

about him,’ said Alison. And Lady 
Laura laughed again. 

‘Probably not, after wandering for so 
long a time in search of what you did 
not find. I can assure, Asalita, that I 
have met Lord Carlyton continually in 
society, but I have never seen him pay 

one half the attention to any lady that 
he has done to you to-day; every one is 
talking about it. You will have to re- 
main in England after all.’ 

Though she laughed at it and would 

not believe it, her heart beat high with 
a new and delicious happiness, a new 
emotion; she could not understand it, but 
she opened her heart to it. She had suf- 
fered enough, she thought—she would 
be happy at last. 

Lord Carlyton did call, again and again. 
When the week of the visit ended, Lady 
Laura prayed hei to remain a few days 
longer. 

“You are well, and you are happy here,’ 
she said; ‘we love you, why should you 

go?’ 

‘I cannot remain here always, dearest 

Lady Laura,’ said Alison. 

‘Nor would I ask you. T'begin to think 
that your ultimate destination, madame, 

will be Haufe Hall.’ 
‘Where is that?’ asked Alison. 

‘Ask Lord Carlyton,’ said her ladyship; 

and, simply enough, Alison took her at 
her word. 
‘Where is Haute Hall, Lord Carlyton ?’ 

she asked, that evening. 
He looked at her with some surprise. 
‘Do you not know?’ he replied; ‘but how 

should you? Haute Hall is my home.’ 
And he wondered why Alison, from 

that instant, sat silent and mute. 
  

CHAPTER XLIIL 

‘LIKE THAT LOST FRIEND. 

The old story. It is strange to think 
that from the time of Adam every man 
and woman born into the world has lived, 

loved, and died; they have each of them 
had a love story—the affection of Alison 
Trente for Lord Carlyton, and his pas- 

sionate devotion to her. With Alison it 
had almost been love at first sight. Her 
first glance at his true, earnest, noble 

face, the first sound of the true, musical 

voice had stolen her heart from her. In 
that one moment it had seemed to her 
that her life was completed; a certain 
charm, a spell had come over her. She 

found herself always thinking of him, al- 
ways mentally comparing him with other 
people, always listening, as it were, to 
his voice. In fact, she knew she was 

learning to, if she did not already, love 

him. Alison Trente had sinned the first 
great sin of her life, but not in ignorance; 
she knew well what she was doing, and, 
now that the balance of her life was turn- 
ing, she knew better how it was with 
her. She knew that, having fallen from 
her high estate, she was not the wife for 

an honorable man. 
As the days passed on, and the great 

hope of her life seemed to grow nearer, 
she would have preferred to die rather 
than let him know the truth. As the 
light of love grew broader and deeper for 
her, she saw clearly by it the nature of 
her sin; she loathed it more, she hated it 

with a deadly hatred, she could not en- 

dure that the thought of it should intrude 
on her. She would fain have blotted it 
out of her life, as the sun melts out the 
snow. She looked at other women with 
envy—how different she was. If she 
were but like them, if she had no back- 
ground, no life shadowed by a secret, no 
mystery that she was compelled to keep 
from every eye, no disgrace that it would 
have killed her to have known. 

He was learning to love her. Years 
ago, when she was trying to expiate her 
sin, when she was working and praying. 
and doing all the good she knew how to 
do, it would occur to her that there was a 

beautiful, holy happiness which she had 
not attained, but which she might attain 
—the happiness of loving and being loved, 
the happiness of being the cherished 
wife of some man to whom she could look 
to as her hero, her king, her love. She had 
dreamed such a dream; she had seen her- 
self with that terrible past blotted out, 
forgotten, buried; happy and beloved, 
mistress of a beautiful home, wife of a 
noble husband, perhaps even a mother 
of little innocent children, and now it 
seemed to her that the dream of her life 
was being realized. Lord Carlyton was 
learning to love her. 

She did not stop to ask herself at times 
whether, even if he loved her, he would 

ask her to be his wife, or would he feel 
that the distance between them was too 
great. True, she was beautiful, she was 

gifted, she was wealthy, but she was not 
high-born; her fortune was of her earn- 
ing; she had to work for it, she was an 
artist, not what the world would call a 
noblewoman. Would he think of it? 

Would it prevent him from asking her to 
be his wife ? 

He loved her—she knew it by a hun- 
dred signs. From the very first he had 
admired her; now he seemed unable to 
find rest away from her; he lost all his 
self-possession in her society; he seemed 
to forget everything, every one in the 
wide world except herself; he was so 
good, 80 noble, so true, there was nothing 
false about him; his word meant more 
than another man’s oath. She recog- 
nized his sterling merit; she loved his 
simple, honest truth. The day came 
when she knew that Basil, Lord Carlyton 
loved her, and wanted her for his wife. 

She had gone back from Lady Laura's, 
and was staying at her own home. He 
had asked permission to visit her there, 
and she had granted it. 

‘You must submit,’ she said, laughing- 
ly, ‘as my other friends do, to be denied 
at all hours sacred to my work.’ 

‘You told me that you were going to 
rest,” be said. 

‘I did intend to do so. I have tried. 
I cannot keep away from it any longer; it 
has this great charm for me—I love it. 

‘You give the best hours of the day to 

it, of course,’ he said, regretfully. 
Alison laughed at him, light of heart. 
‘The best and the longest hours,’ she 

said. ‘Yes; and when the fever of paint- 
ing is really on me, I give the whole of 
the day.’ 

“You will kill yourself if you work in 
that fashion.” he said. 

‘People seldom die of hard work in 
these degenerate days,’ said Alison. 

‘But, madame,’ he presisted, you must 
not be cruel to me; perhaps to others the 
sun rises and sets the same whether they 
see you or not.’ 

‘I believe so” she replied. 
‘To me it is not all the same thing. If 

{he day comes round on which I am to 
see you, for me there is no sunrise.’ 

‘You are poetical, Lord Carlyton. 
‘I speak simply the truth, madame. 

You are the sun of my life, and on the 
days when I am shut out from the glad 
light of your presence I know no sun.’ 

‘Then you shall not be shut out often, 
said Alison. 

Her face burned, her heart beat, yet 
she would not seem to think his words 
anything but playful. 

‘May Icome to see you, perhaps not 
every day, but often? he persisted. 

‘Yes; and you shall be admitted where 
no one except Lady Laura and Lady 
Cardyne comes, into my painting-room,’ 
she replied.   3 

| stopping occasionally to raise her face to 

  “You have honored me, and you have 

a - 

made me very ERE madame,’ 
he said; and looking at the bright- 

ness of his face, she knew that she had 

done so. 
From that time Lord Carlyton became 

a daily visitor. The servants no longer 

called their gifted mistress from the 

studio. He was shown to madame’s 
painting-room. She did not lay aside her 

artist’s costume, and he thought her even 

more beautiful in that plain Holland 
dress than in the sheen of satin and the 
glimmer of pearls. She did nét even in- 
terrupt her work to receive him, but 

painted after her usual fashion, only 

his with a smiie. It became soon a mat- 

ter of course that he should spend some 

hours every day in the studio—that he 
should bring the sweetest flowers—that 

at times, when she needed inspiration, 

he should read to her—that he should 
bring to her all the notices of her pic- 
tures—that he should be her one friend 

and confidant from all the world. 
People did not remark much of ¢his at 

first; it was known only to Lady Laura, 

and she had said from the first that it 
would be a love match. It was noticed 
that wherever Madame Ferrari went, 

Lord Carlyton was her constant shadow; 

he was seen with her at the opera, the 
balls, the fetes of the season; he was by 
her side whenever there was an oppor- 
tunity. The London world had not much 

to say about it. After all there was, 

perhaps, no great discrepancy. Lord 
Carlyton was an English nobleman, a 
man of wealth and honorable repute, 
perhaps a trifle mcre fastidious than 
other men; but madame, no matter what 
her birth might be—and of that the world 
knew nothing—was noble, through her 
genius, and the fame it had bought for 
her. Society was only at fault on one 

question. Would she, the brilliant, gifted 
artist, feel inclined to marry? Whould 
she be willing to resign some of her art 
occupations and share in the common- 

place duties of commonplace life? That 
wa. the difficulty. Time would solve it. 

In the interim Basil Carlyton had 

found that life for him was centered in 
the beautiful woman whose dark,dreamy 
eyes seemed at times to look so far be- 
yond him. It was with all the diflidence 

of true affection that he spoke of her and 
thought of her. He never wondered 
what her birth might be: he never 
thought whether she were his equal in 
rank or not. All he thought was that 
she was a beautiful, gifted novle woman, 
a queen among other women, and that 
he was her humble suppliant, her de- 
voted slave, content if he won one smile 

from her, content if she but looked kind- 

ly on him. In his idea the social inferi- 

ority was all on his side—he had no 
genius, no beauty—and not on hers. 

Lady Laura was his friend; he knew 

that she wished him all success in his 

suit. He could never tell whether Lady 
Cardyne did or not. 

“You mustgnot marry an Englishman,’ 
the impulsive young countess would say 
to her; ‘you do not know, but I know; 
even when they are best, when they are 

kindest, they freeze you. You must 
choose a husband from our own sunny 
land, madame, not from here.’ 

Alison was at times inclined to think 

that Lord Cardyne must have some know- 
ledge of her identitv—he looked at her 
so keenly, with, such watchful curiosity, 

such intent earnestness; and, when his 

wife laughingly challenged him as to 
why he looked so long at madame, he 

answered that it was because her face 
haunted him in a fashion that he could 
not explain. It was, he said, as though 
he had known her in another life. 

One day, as she stood leaning against 
a vase in which grew scarlet flowers, he 

stopped short suddenly. 
‘I am quite sure,” he said, ‘that I have 

seen you before, madame, just in the 

same attitude.’ 
Alison showed no emotion; she merely 

showed a cold, bright, frosty smile, such 

as she generally gave Lord Cardyne. 
‘You have had a great deal to try your 

memory,” she said. ‘This time it is quite 
at fault.’ 

‘It may be so, but I cannot think it. 
Did I never, madame, meet you in Italy?’ 

She turned the full light of her glorious 
eyes on him. 

‘I have heard that your attention was 
so constantly engaged during your stay 
in Italy, that, even had you seen me, I 
would not have expected that you would 
remember me.’ 
‘How can you have heard that?” he 

asked, with a brightened color, and a 
very uneasy smile. 

lison looked all simplicity as she re- 

plied: 
‘Was if not in Italy you first saw Lady 

Cardyne? Had you any thought, any at- 

tention for any one except her?” 
The earl looked surprised. 
‘No, certainly not; but I went very 

much in two picture-galleries of Florence 
and Verona; I may have seen you there. 

‘It is possible—so possible and so pro- 
bable that I will not contradict it, Lord 

Cardyne.” 
‘And you are so like—so like that lost 

friend of mine.’ 
‘I thought it was lost love,” said Alison, 

mockingly. 
“You make me afraid to utter the word 

love in your presence, madame, replied 
the earl. ‘You are so like her; you have 
the same dark eyes, the same hair and 
the same lips, only that you are Italian 
and she was English.’ 

‘She is dead, I think you said?” 
He thought of the river and the fair 

young face floating on the water. 

‘She is dead,’ he replied. 

‘There is certainly one thing in which 1 
do not resemble this lost fancy of yours,’ 

said madame, with proud, serene calm, 

‘and that is her appreciation for you.’ 

‘She loved me,” said the earl, impul- 

sively. 

“Yes,” replied Alison, with a bright, 

cold smile; ‘and that, my lord, would be a 

thing I should find it impossible to do.’ 
—_— 

CHAPTER XLIIIL 
THE WORLD'S VERDICT, 

There came a beautiful day, when the 

sun, shining so brightly that it seemed 
to warm and gladden the whole world,   

made one anxious to seek the light and 

the fragrance; the rooms of the house 

seemed dull in comparison, no matter 
how bright in reality they might be, and 

Lord Carlyton went over expressly to beg 
Alison to go with him to Hampton Court. 

“You have promised me, madame, so 
often,” he said; ‘and now, to-day, thers 

can be no excuse. Lady Laura is going 
with a young niece of hers, and I need 

not say from the country; and, among all 

other places of interest, it appears that 
the young lady prefers Hampton Court. 

Will you not make me very happy, ma- 
dame, this gloricus day, and go with us?” 

Alison consented. To see the pictures 
at Hampton Court had long been the one 

great desire of her life. Lord Carlyton 

was delighted. No schoolboy was ever 

more pleased with a holiday. 

‘I knew that this glorious sunshine had 

not come for nothing,” he said. 

And a very beautiful day they had— 

one that Alison never forgot. The young 
niece, tired of the pictures, had gone to 

feed the swans; and Lady Laura, Alison, 
and Lord Carlyton were standing alone 
before a beautiful painting of one of the 
frail beauties of King Charles’ court. 

‘Snch a lovely face!’ Lady Laura was 
saying; ‘there is something so good about 

it—an expression of peace and innocence 
that could not be real’ 

‘Why not?’ asked Alison, quickly. 
Lady Laura looked up at her in sur- 

prise. 
‘Surely, madame, the answer is obvious. 

What could there be of peace and inno- 
cence in one who had forfeited both?’ 

‘But, persisted Alison, ‘was she not 
something like Louise de la Valerie—did 
she not repent very bitterly, and, retiring 
from the court, spend the remainder of 
her days in all kinds of good works? Did 

she not do this? 
‘Then why, persisted Alison, ‘do you 

rank her with sinners, and wonder at the 

peace in her face? The peace was, per- 
haps, hardly won by penitence, by tears, 
by prayers. Why do you class her with 
sinners still?’ 

Lady Laura’s fair face grew grave and 

scornful. 

‘It is the world’s verdict,” she said— 

the sentence that all society, from all 
time, has passed on her sin. A woman, 

once fallen from her high estate of purity 
and innocence, can never regain it; she 

may try to wash out all stains of sin in 
tears of blood, she may spend whole for- 
tunes in trying to obliterate it, she may 

fill her whole life with good and great 
deeds, yet her sin, in a thousand forms 

and a thousand shapes, will rise against 

her, and her place will know her no 

more.’ 
‘But that seems terribly hard,’ said 

Aliscn. 
‘It is none the less terribly true,’ re- 

plied Lady Laura. What a strange sub- 
ject for us to discuss” 

“The world is unjust!” cried Alison. 
‘I do not know, said Lady Laura; 

‘when you once lower the standard of 

womanly purity and goodness, the world 

will be much the worse for it. I myself 

should be very sorry to see the day when 
a woman who had once lost her charac- 
ter would be received by society with 
open arms, and considered none the 
worse.’ 

‘But it is terribly hard,” said Alison. 
‘I do not think so; I am: not hard heart- 

ed, but 1 rather believe in the savage 

law of old, that branded such women with 

a scarlet letter. 
‘Po you not believe, then, that long 

years of penitence, of industry, of honor, 
of charity—years filled with deeds that 
would enncble any woman—do you not 
really believe that such years as those 

would obliterate all trace of a sin com- 
mitted as much through ignorance as the 

desire of wrong?’ 
‘No,’ replied Lady Laura; ‘vet there 

are sometimes extenuating circum- 
stances. No one has more intense, more 

tender pity than I have myself for any 
young girl who has been led astray; at 

the same time I am quite conscious that 

nothing could, socially or morally speak- 

ing, make her my equal again’ 

‘Yet you are so kind, so tender of heart,’ 
murmured Alison. 

‘I am; but Asalita—you told me I might 

call you so—just imagine this. Suppsse 

that now you gathered one of these bean- 
tiful white lilies—-so white, so pure, so 

stainless—and that you dragged it 

through the black, heavy mud. You 

might wash the leaves clean, you might 

even paint them, but you could never re- 
store their radiant whiteness—could 

you?’ 

‘No,’ replied Alison, mournfully;‘I 

could not.’ 
‘So it is with the whiteness of a wo- 

man’s soul; once dragged through the 

mud of sin, you can never restore it to 
its original purity. But we will not dis- 
cuss so sad a subject; we will leave the 
pictures for a time, and see if the swans 
have had plenty of biscuits.’ 

They walked together down to the 
water's edge, where lady Laura’s pretty 

niece had gathered the white swans 
around her. 

‘That is a pretty picture,’ said Lady 
Laura; but the brightness of the day was 

gone for Alison. She was thinking deep- 
ly of what she had heard. Was this 
really the world’s verdict? Once lost, 
ever lost; never to be restored. Was it 
the verdict, too, of Heaven? She remem- 

bered a divine parable, ending with the 
words, “Let him who is without sin cast 
the first stone.” There was pardon and 
forgiveness in heaven; why not then on 
earth? and the answer came to her in the 
fragrant wind that swayed the boughs. 

The laws of God and man could not be 
broken with impunity, and those who 
brake them must always pay the penalty. 

Lord Carlyton saw how unusually grave 
and serious she looked. 

“You are very thoughtful, madame,’ he 

said. ‘I hope no gloomy thoughts have 
come to you on such a day as this.’ 

Lady Laura had gone on with her 
niece; they had crossed the greensward, 
and Lord Carlyton found a beautiful, 
shady nook under the foliage of a spread- 
ing tree. He made a preity and very 

comfortable seat for Alison. 

‘Now tell me, he said, as Le lay down 

on the greensward at her feet—‘tell me | P.O. Box, 315. 

  

what you are thinking of?” 
‘I cannot quite do that, she replied; 

‘but IT will ask you a question. Suppose 

that a man or a weman in the very out- 

set of life, commits some grevious sin, 

some crimes against the laws of God and 

of man——’ 

‘Yes,’ he said, gravely. 

‘Then suppose that after a time they 
wake up to a full sense of what they 
have done, and say to themselves that 

they are most bitterly sorry for it; sup- 

pose that resolving, as it were, to live it 

down, they repent most truly, most ear- 

nestly, and spend the remainder of their 
lives in doing good—do you not believe 

that the sin is forgiven then? 

‘Forgiven?’ said Lord Carlyton; ‘most 
certainly. I believe, in common with 

most people, that a sin is always forgiven 
where it is repented of. 

“Then, if it is forgiven,’ said Alison, 

‘why must the stigma of it remain until 
the end of life” 

‘That is quite another question,’ said 
Lord Carlyton. ‘Suppose that you broke 

a delicately beautiful and valuable vase; 
you might mend it perfectly, yet the 
mark of the breakage could never be 
effaced. 

‘No, never,’ said Alison. 

‘I suppose it is in this way,’ said Lord 
Carlyton, ‘that though the sin may be 
forgiven, yet it is not quite possible to do 
away with the human oonsequences. 1 
have known two sad instances of it. I 
knew a young man; he was clever, and 

brave, and bright; he was honest, too, 

but he was terribly tempted. He wanted 
some money in a great emergency, and 
he forged his cousin’s name; he repented 
of it, he was ashamed to death of it, he 

repaid the money by the utmost self- 
denial. He afterward joined the army, 
and became a perfect hero—his name 
was but another word for courage; the 
men looked up to him as a demi-god; but 

unfortunately, his evidence was required 
in a court of justice to support a case in 
which the honor of his dearest friend was 
concerned, but in which he himself had 

no interest; and here, where a stainless 

reputation was everything, the sin of his 
youth was visited upon him; it was 
raked up by the opposing counsel, he 
could not deny it, and the honest soldier 
in the Queen’s army stood before the 
world as a forger. He sold out and died 
somewhere abroad—died, they said, of a 
broken heart.’ 

To be continued. 

KITCHEN & 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 | I 
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 F Best Assorted Stocks 

of Millinery in “all the leading Shapes and 
Materials to be found in the City i 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. 
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$50.00 IN CASH! 
GIVEN AWAY. 

HE Publisher of the Frepericrox 
Groee will present $35.00 in Cash as 

first, $10.00 as second and $5.00 as a third 
prize, to be given to the persons sending 
in the largest number of words made up 
from the letters contained in the words 
“Fredericton Globe.” This offer is open 
to paid upsubscribers only, and parties 
desirous of competing for these Casu 
Prazes must send in their names and P. 
0. address, accompanied by $1.00 for one 
year’s subscription to the Soc 

No letter in the words “Fredericton 
Globe” to be used more frequently than it 
appears in those words. 

The contest will close Aug. 30th,1891. 
In case of a tie the first sender will be 

entitled to the prize. Send your list in 
early. 

Write only on one side of the | co up- 
on which you send your list. ebster’s 
Unabridged Dictionary will govern the 
contest. Address, 

A. J. MACHUM, 

Prop. Fredericton Globe, 

  

    Fredericton, N. B. 

  

    
  

adache, Sciatica, Lame 

“AS MUCH FOR INTERNAL 

All he 
if not sa 

GERERATIOR AFTER GENERATION 

MARBLE 

All orders promptly attended to. 

Fredericton, N. B, April 5 5. 
  

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

ORIGINATED BY AN OLD FAMILY PHYSICIAN. 
[ape t from us, and request it, shall receive a eertificate that the money shall be refunded 

Retail price by mail 35 cts.; 6 bottles, $2.00. Express and du SONS Bo Bom: to 4 Ay of 
United States or Canada. §# Valuable pamphlet sent free. S 

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

Upper Side York Street, Fredericton, N. B. 

=UNLIKE ANY OTHER. 
i A Spee Diphtheria, Croup. Asthma, Bronchitis, Colds, Tonsilitis. Hoarseness, Coughs, 

hoping Cough i Catarrh, Influenza, Cholera Mozbus, 
ness 

Diarrhoea, Rheumatism, Netvaigia, Joel 
Back, Soreness in Body or Limbs, Stiff Joints and 

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

L 8S. JOHN 

HAVE USED AND BLESSED IT In. 

FREDERICTON 

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. 
  

  

Coffins 2 Caskets, 
FUNERAL GOODS OF ALL KINDS. 

  

the Country. All Orders 
A First-Class Hearse in Connection. Special Prices for Orders from 

Promptly Attended to with 
Neatness and Despatch. 

  

This Season and Cases are arriving daily. 
with finer goods than ever. 
Worsted suitings, West of England Cloths, 
Tweeds, and Trouserings of every Style. 

smoth as satin. 
Counters, 

the makes and prices, they will astonish you. 

Is a model Line with me this Spring. 
commend it to all School-boys.) 
Sales in this department are very Rapid. 
Styles in summer Neckwear are in my store, 

Fredericton, N. B., April 5. 

150 QUEEN STREET. esrasusnen, 0. 150 QUEEN STREET. 

JAMES R. 
PRACTICAL TAILOR, 

Has a Splendid Stock of Imported and Native Cloths 

HOWIE, 
Counters and Shelves and Windows are filled 

These are full lines of Staple Goods in Corkscrews, Diagonals, 
and Meltons, Canadian, Scotch and German 

A SPECIAL NOVELTY 
In Trouserings is of French Make, and a splendidly finished Silk Mixture, soft and fine, and 

It comes in beantiful des igns, a fine selection of which ean be seen on the 
SPRING AND SUMMER OVE RCOATINGS are of specially good value and 

5 yle this year, and now is the time to have them made np. 
NG is all it should be, and more, as my many friends are testifying daily. Come and see 

MY READY MADE CLOTH- 

BOY'S CLOTHING 
My Stock cannot be BEAT, (a fact which should re- 

But Seriously, every suit is Stylish, durable, and chea 
Gents’ Underwear is better than ever. A 
a really beautiful, choice and cheap Stock. 

MY OLD STAND, 150 QUEEN STREET. 

  

  
Fredericton, N. B., April 5. 

To whom all it may concern. 

The NEW RAYMOND is the best 
family Sewing Machine now in the 
market. 

best is because 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. 
and see them. 
retail to agents. 

The reasons why it is the 

Call 

Sold wholesale and 

Agents wanted now in all unoccu- 

pied territory. 
Also, a large stock of Pianos and 

Organs. 

24.6 Saaen Street, FREDERICTON, N. B. 

D. MCCATHERIN. 
A 

  

Job Printing 

THE GLOBE 
Departmen. 

  

WE HAVE IN STOCK A FINE LINE OF 

  

  

  

SATISFAC 

  

© «Globe” Job Print Dep't. 
N\ mes BILL HEADS, Ete., IN STOCK. 

r10N GUARANTEED 

  

  
  

Wedding, Invitation, Visiting, Memorial 

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

  

A. J. MACHUM, Proprietor. 
  

King street, -       Fredericton, N. B,,A 

H. F. BLAIR, 
SASH AND DOOR FACTORY. 

Planing and Moulding Mill 

- Fredericton. 
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