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‘I will ask who she is,’ thought the en- 

vious woman; ‘the men are all crowding 

round her. ‘Sir Richard, she asked, 

‘can you tell me who that very affected- 

looking woman is—the one with dark 

eyes and roses in her hair? 
Sir Richard looked, his face flushed as 

ne answered her. 

‘That is Lady Carlyton,” he replied. 

Why do you call her affected? She 
strikes me as being perfectly natural, 

perfectly dignified. 
‘You are a competent judge, of course, 

Sir Richard, sneered my Lady Blanche. 

‘So that is Lady Carlyton?’ 
‘Yes,’ he rejoined; ‘you have heard her 

history, of course. She was an lialian 
artist, of noble birth and great wealth, 1 
understand.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Lady Blanche, impatiently, 

‘every one knows her story, of course. 1 
grew tired of hearing about her last sea- 
son. There should be some little dis- 
tinction observed, and a peer has no 
right to marry an artist. It is absurd. 

‘Her name, continued Sir Richard, 

‘was Asalita Ferrari’ 

‘I wonder,” said Lady Blanche, ‘where 
I have seen her before? Her face is 
familiar to me; indeed, the more I look at 

her the more certain I feel that I have 

seen ber; yet I never knew her before 
her marriage, and I have not been intro- 
duced to her since.’ 

Sir Richard was not vitally interested 
in the question it seemed to him of very 
little consequence. 

‘Perhaps you would like an introduc- 

tion to her?” he said; but my Lady 
Blanche answered ‘No,’ she would pre- 
fer remaining where she was. 

So, with a bow the baronet left her. 
As she had observed; ‘intellect’ was in- 

deed a great thing, but beauty had a 
strange attraction for him; he was long- 
ing to speak to Lady Carlyton. Lady 
Blanche watched him as he joined the 

group of gentlemen surrounding her as 
courtiers surround the throne of a queen. 

She smiled bitterly, then started in 
amaze. 

‘I know that woman, she said to her- 

self; ‘I recognize every gesture, every ac- 

tion—that fashion of raising the eyes and 
the head together. I seen it before, and 

have hated her for it.’ : 
Lady Blanche was seriously perplexed, 

seriously alarmed; she began to wonder 

if she were haunted, if she had any hal- 
lucinations. What was the matter with 

ber? Why had this face so great a fas- 
cination for her that she could not take 
her eyes from it? : 

‘Asalita Ferrari!” she thought; ‘I do 
not remember to habe seen her—genius 

and pictures are not much in my line. 
Still sitting, watching her intently, 

Lady Blanche saw Lord Cardyne go up to 
her and stand talking by her side; his 

handsome face was bent with an air of 
reverence before her, and then, suddenly, 

when she saw the two faces together, 

Lady Blanche almost sprung from her 
seat. 

‘I remember it now!” she cried to her- 
self. ‘Lady Carlyton is like Alison 
Trente. I may well hate her, since her 
face resembles that of the girl I hate 
more than I hate anything in this world. 

I could almost swear it was Alison Trente 
herself—she has just such eyes; yet that 
never could be. Alison Trente sunk be- 

low the stream; no one knows where she 
went. This woman is an Italian—an 

artist, a lady by birth, they say. Alison 
Trente was none of these things, yet how 
like she is! 

So like that Lady Blanche was restless 
and miserable. 

‘Would to Heaven that it were Alison 

Trente,’ she cried, clinching her jeweled 
fingers, ‘so that I might have the pleasure 
of crushing her! But it is impossible; it 
cannot be.’ 

‘Love has eyes,’ says the sweet old song; 
what, then, has hate? The eyes of the 
man who has sworn to love her with an 

eternal love had rested on Lady Carlyton 

—rested with a vague, wondering, troubl- 

ed sense of her resemblance to his dead 
love; but it had never occured to him 

she could be his dead love changed, met- 
amorphosed. This woman, who hated 
her, was far more quick in recognizing 

her than the man who had loved her. 
Some one else came and asked Lady 

Blanche to dance, but she declined. 

There was something persevering in her 
character—she could not have danced or 
have done anything else while this rest- 

less suspicion of something strange occu- 
pied her. While the music sounded, 
while beautiful women smiled, while men 
wooed with ardent words, she sat still, 
watching the royal women who swayed 

the courtiers around her as queens sway 
their slaves. She had never once men- 
tioned the name of Alison Trente to Col- 
onel Montague—or Lord Cardyne, as he 
became soon after he left England—but 

now she resolved upon doing so. She 

waited for him until she saw that he 
had finished his conversation with Lady 
Carlyton; then, as he went down the 

room, she laid her hand on his arm. 

‘Good-evening, Lord Cardyne,’ he said. 
‘If you have no particular engagement, 

take a seat here by me—we are old 
friends’ you know.’ 

Lord Cardyne smiled, and took a seat 
as she bade him. 

“You have been talking to Lady Carly- 
ton,’ she began, ‘What do you think of 
her?” 

‘She is beautiful and gifted beyond the 

ordinary run of women,’ he replied care- 
lessly. 

‘I do not know,’ said Lady Blanche, 

slowly if you remember a governess we 

had at Loam Abbey long ago.’ 
He could not suppress a slight start, 

and Lady Blanche triumphed. 
‘A governess?’ he said, musingly. 

‘Yes; you did know her very well. 

Once she came with us to London; she 
returned with the children to Loam 
Abbey, and there; I think, you saw her.’ 

His face flushed in spite of his self- 
command. He remembered it all so well 

—the bright, swift passion of long ago; 
the girl who had loved him with so won- 

drous a love; the girl who had fled to the   

river with the dead babe in her arms. 
‘My dear Lady Blanche” he said, 

slowly, ‘the most indiscreet thing in this 

world isto awaken memories of things 
long past. What of this governess?’ 

‘You do remember-her?’ she said, with 

maglignant satisfaction—‘you own that? 
I am glad of it, because you will under- 
stand. I knew at the time of your little 
—what shall I call it?>—flirtation with 
her; but I did not mention your name to 

her, or hers to you.’ 
He thought to himself it might have 

been better had she done so, then he 

felt annoyed that she had made him un- 

comfortable with these painful memories. 
‘Why do you open a closed page, Lady 

Blanche? he asked, iinpatiently. 

‘You will know soon enough,, she re- 

plied. ‘That girl, Alison Trente, left us 

in a very mysterious manner—strange to 
say, at the very time you went away. 

Indeed, people did say that it was all ar- 
ranged.’ 

Lord Cardyne interrupted her im- 
patiently. 

‘My dear Lady Rlanche, why all this 
nonsense? What do you mean? Iam a 
married man now, with a wife of my 

own, and the follies of my youth are 
forgotten. Why do you talk to me in 

this strain?’ 
“You will hear. You admit that yeu 

knew thls girl Alison Trente. Now look 
at Lady Carlyton,—look well and tell me 
ifever you saw a more marvelous like- 
ness. Those are Alison Trente’s eyes, 
that is the very pose of her head. Do 
you see it? I could almost swear it is 
Alison Trente herself.’ 

Lord Cardyne looked at the flushed 
face, the vindictive smile, the lips that 
seem to tremble again with ill-nature 
and envy. Then he said slowly : 

“That is quite impossible.’ 
‘Such things have been,’ she cried; ‘ad- 

venturers have made thair way even to 

the throne.’ 
‘I repeat that is impossible,” he said, 

solemnly. ‘Alison Trente died in Italy 
years ago.’ 

She laughed. 
‘Ah! then I am right. She went away 

with you—I knew it. Base-born, design- 
ing : 

‘Nay, said the earl, gently, ‘she was 
neither. She was, when I knew her, 
pure as an angel and simple as a child.’ 

‘Yes, when you found her; what did 

you leave her, my lord?” 
His face grew grave and pale. 
‘Never mind that,” he answered. ‘I 

can tell you that she is dead; nay, more, 
to convince you I will tell you how she 
died. She flung herself into the river 

that ran near her home. I can assure 

you it is so.’ 
‘That must have been when you desert- 

ed her. Well, that is not a pleasant story, 
my lord. I believe that you believe it, 
I can almost swear that woman is Alison 
Trente.’ . 

For the first time something like a 
doubt occurred to Lord Cardyne; he would 

not listen to it. 
“This lady,” he said ‘is an Italian, a 

lady of birth, wealthy, a genius, a pure, 
good woman, whose name is never pro- 
nounced without a blessing in her own 

land. You forget that this poor dead girl 
Alison Trente, was English, was lowly 
born, penniless—above all, she is dead. 

‘I remember all you say. Let me ask 
you, did you, did you ever discover that 
Alison Trente was a genius? We did. 
She was an artist born, if ever one lived. 

You say she died in Italy, and this wo- 
man comes from Italy; then I say that 

there has been a miracle—that Alison 
Trente has risen again as Asalita Fer- 
rari. 1 speak,’ she added, in a bitter 
tone, ‘with the certainty of hate, and 
hate is never mistaken.’ 

Lord Cardyne recoiled from the ter- 
rible words. 

‘Hate I” he repeated; ‘why did you hate 
her, Lady Blanche?’ 

She bent forward and whispered to him: 
‘Because you loved her and I knew it. 

I hated her with the hate of hell, and I 

would to Heaven that she stood there, 
that I might crush her with her own 
shame.’ 

‘I always thought you a woman, Lady 
Blanche,’ said Tord Cardyne; ‘I am mis- 
taken—you are a fiend.’ 
Turning abruptly away, he left her. 

  

  

CHAPTER LVIIL 

AN OLD FOE AT WORK. 

Lord Cardyne was unhappy, it was 
easy to turn from that malicious woman 
—it was not so easy to forget her words, 
the hate of hell.’ 

Poor Alison! Memory was strong 
with him just at that moment. He re- 
membered her so young, so loving, so 

tender, so lovely; he remembered her 
agony of jealousy, her trust, and her de- 
spair. His heart was softened as it had 
never been before. Of course it was all 
absurd; Alison was dead long ago; he re- 
membered the description of her death— 
dead with the little babe in her arms. 
There was a great resemblance—he had 

always thought so; but then such things 

were common—he had often known two 
people so entirely alike it was with diffi- 

culty one could be distinguished from 
the other. Then the circumstances dif- 
fered so completely; Lady Carlyton was a 
queen among women—Alison had only 
been a governess. Even when he loved 
her most, his eyes had been blind to her 
genius; it was not of a nature that he 
could understand. He tried to shake off 
all these thoughts, almost detesting Lady 
Blanche for having aroused them. 

‘That woman is a perfect nightmare, 
he said; ‘I will never talk to her again.’ 

He looked out for the youngest and 
prettiest girl in the room to dance with 
as the best means of distracting himself, 
while Lady Blanche persevered. She at- 
tacked the young Countess of Cardyne 
next; she affected great delight at meet- 
ing her, and talked gayly of all that was 
passing around them. Suddenly she 
turned to her, asking: 

‘Do you know Lady Carlyton—the last 
sensation I call her? It seems to me all 
the men are going wild about her. Do 
you know her?’ 

A change came over the face of the 

couniess—a look of intense delight and 
intense reverence. 

‘Know her? Oh, yes, I know her well; 

I love her—almost best in the world.’ 
Lady Blanche laughed superciliously. 
‘That is amusing; you have indeed 

cause for loving her if all be as I think.’ 
The young countess looked at her with 

a startled glance. - 

‘What do you think?’ she asked. 

Lady Blanche laughed lightly. 
‘Only a few foolish ideas of my own— 

nothing much. But tell me, Lady Car- 
dyne, what is she like, this Lady Car- 
Iyton? 

‘I could not tell you,” was the simple 

reply, in your language, for I donot know 

words enough, but I could tell you in my 

own. She isso grand, she is noble, she 

is a great queen—there is no one so 

noble and generous.’ 
‘Is she a lady?’ asked the envious wo- 

man. 
‘A lady—she—Lady Carlyton? 1 tell 

yon she is a gqneen! She has a simple, 

royal manner, full of dignity, full of 

sweetness; she is an angel, all goodness, 

and vou ask me is she a lady—how 
droll?’ 

‘She was an artist, I believe?’ said Lady 
Blanche. 
‘Yes—but what an artist! The people 

of Italy have crowned her as Corinna was 
crowned; she lives in the hearts of the 
children of Italy; her name will never 
die—it is immortal! And vou speak of 

ner as you would of a tradesman, an ar- 

tist. Ah, yes! if the world had known 
more artists like Asalita Ferrari, it would 
be the better for it.’ 

‘You are enthusiastic,’ said my Lady 

Blanche. ‘ 

‘I love her, and I am her friend,’ said 

the countess, warmly. 
‘And your husband,’ she continued, 

‘does he love her also—does Le admire 
her as you do? 

‘I hope so. Lord Cardyne has too much 
taste and chivalry not to admire one like 
Lady Carlyton., 

Lady Blanche laughed a little low 
laugh that annoyed the coun tess. 

‘Lady Carlyton has visited your house 
since her marriage, has she not® 

‘Yes, certainly; and will visit us again 
this year,I hope. We are country women; 
it is a great treat to us to be together.’ 

‘Cling to you illusion, Lady Cardyne, 

laughed the detractor. 

‘What illusion—wnat do you mean? I 

have no illusion over Lord Carlyton’s 
wife. The only thing that I blame my- 
self for is that I cannot better express 
my love and admiration for her. You 

speak sc strangely, you seem as though 
you would insinuate something against 

my best loved friend; or is it my fancy?’ 

‘It is your fancy, said Lady Blanche, 
quietly; and then she turned away. 

The evening was drawing to a close; 

she decidea in her own mind that she 
would not be introduced to Lady Carly- 
ton; she would defer that ceremony until 
her suspicions had either grown stronger 

or were set to rest. 

That evening had been a pleasant one 
to Lady Carlyton; she enjoyed in her own 

artistic fashion the beauty of the scene, 
the flowers, the lights, the jewels. She 
loved to watch her husband’s face—the 
face that wore so fond, so proud an ex- 
pression as it glanced at her. For his 
sake she enjoyed the homage paid to her; 
she was pleased that he should see other 

people esteem her, that he should see her 
receive the homage of the greatest and 
noblest men of the day. She did not 
dance much—once with a royal prince 
who had honored the ball with his pre- 
sence, once with an Italian duke who had 

gone purposely to meet her, and once 
again with an English artist whose name 
is famous. The rest of the evening she 
passed in receiving the homage offered 
to her on all sides. 

She was very happy. There was one 
minute in which she was left alone, and 

she sunk back on her velvet fauteuil, 
clasping her white jewelled hands with 
an inward prayer of thanksgiving. She 
saw herself at the summit of human 
happiness—she was the beloved wife of 
the kindest of husbands, she loved him, 

she was happy beyond all words with 
him. She was, perhaps, the most famous, 
the most courted, the most popular 
woman in England: she was beautiful, 

rich, happy, beloved. She clasped her 
white jeweled hands. 

‘I am perfectly happy,’ she said. God 
has forgiven and men have forgotten 
my sin. It is not often that a woman 
sins as I have sinned and lives it down. 

Thank Heaven, there remains no trace 

of my error; the only person who could 
ever denounced me is now my true 

friend. 1 am quite safe.’ 
How beautiful the wide world seemed 

to her; how brilliant and happy the 
years openingtoher! Shewasneitherweak 
nor given to emotion; but when the 

sweet, half-sad notes of the next waltz 

sounded, her eyes filled with tears. 
‘I do thank God,” she murmured to 

herself; ‘I do thank Him! They were 
wrong who said that a woman could 
never regain what she had lost; 1 have 
more regained——’ 

‘Asalita, said Nugent Avenham, ‘I 

have been waiting for some time to find 

you alone; you have been holding such a 
court, no one could come near you.’ 

‘It has been a very pleasant evening, 
Nugent,’ she replied, ‘and I have seen 
some very nice people.’ 

‘I want to introduce you to some one 
I have not said anything about to you— 
some one I love very much indeed, and 
hope to make my wife.’ 

Her beautiful face brightened as she 

, | heard the words. 

‘I am so glad, Nugent,’ she replied; 
‘vou deserve to be happy, Tell me who 
she is. What is she like? Why, she 
will be my sister when she is your wife 
—I, who have never had a sister. Ima- 

gine how I shall love her. 

Then a swift, sudden change came 
over her face—a swift, sweet, subtle 
shame; she bowed her head before him. 

‘Perhaps,’ she said, ‘you—hut no; you 
are too noble, too generous. You are not 

afraid of introduciug your love to me— 
you have no fear? 

Nugzent Avenham bent his head and 

kissed the white hands. 

‘Fear !” he replied; ‘no none. 1 ask for   no truer, wiser, better friend for the girl 

who will my wife than yourself.’ 
Again from her heart there rose a deep 

song of thanksgiving that he, above all 

other—the only one now living who knew 

her sin—that he should esteem her. 

Her Lieart gave a great throb of delight. 

Oh, thank God! men had indeed for- 

gotten her sin. 

‘Who is this fair young love of yours, 

Nugent?” she asked. He was looking 

with something like wonder at the light 
on her lovely face—there were times 
when even the coldest of men marveled 

at her beauty—then he answered: 

‘She is very young—T am afraid to say 
how much younger than myself, Asalita 
but she loves me, God bless her! I love 

her. ler name is Lady Eva I'leseaton; 
she is the daughter of the Countess Bles- 
eaton, who lives at Loam Abbey.’ 

He was leaning over the back of her 

chair as he spoke, so that he did not see 
the terrible, almost ghastly change that 
came over her face; it grew white as the 

face of a dying woman, white even to 

her lips. 
‘Lady Eva, he continued; ‘is,I need 

not tell you, the sister of our hostess, the 
Duchess of Charterly. 

He did not see how slie clinched her 

fingers until the rings made great dents 

in them. She had forgotten even the 

name of the Duke of Charterly; she had 
lived, suffered, enjoyed so much since 
then, that it was effaced from *her me- 

mory. Neither had she imagined in the 
smiling, cheerful hostess, who was a 

handsome, matronly woman, the Lady 
Louisa, whose days had been in the fear 
of growing stout. Where then, was her 
foe, Lady Blanche, whom so long ago the 

colonel had effected to woo, so that he 

might have opportunities of meeting her- 
self?’ 

Nugent Avenham, all unconscious of 

her terror, went on talking. 

‘Lady Eva is considered one of the 
belles of the season. She has many ad- 
mirers ‘but she loves me, God bless Ler 
—she loves me ! : 

The dark eves had in them a hunted 
look; the scarlet lips quivered in pain. 

Only a few minutes since and she had 

been on the very pinnacle of happiness; 
now what had She to suffer—amhat had 
she to face? This very Lady Eva 
had been her pupil. She remember- 
ed the lovely, laughing child, and 
very heart grew faint with a keen 
sense of her own misery and shame; 
not that it was even probable 
that Lady Eva would remember her, but 
how could she go through it? She had 

not remembered the possibility of meet- 
ing the Bleseatons in society; had she 

done so, she would not have gone to Lon- 

don. She had almost forgotten them, 
and the last thought in her mind was 

that they should be among the first peo- 
ple that she should meet. It seemed to 
her the strangest irony of fate, lsat her 
pupil, Lady Eva should be the fiance of 
Nugent Avenham. What could she do? 
—flight now was impossille. She might 
hope that, as Colonel Montague had not 

recognized her, they would not. She 
must make the best of it; but the fright 
had unnerved her—the face she turned 

now to Nugent Avenham had neither 

light nor color in it. 
‘Asalita!’” he cried, in surprise; ‘why, 

my dear sister, how tired you are! 1 
shall call Basil; you must see about go- 
ing home. How ill you look! Why did 

you not tell me?’ 

‘I did not like to interrupt you,’ she 
said. 

‘Nay, Iam not so selfish. I will not 
bring my Eva to you to-night; you shall 
see her some other time. Here is the 
duchess; say au revoir to her.’ 

Looking into the smiling, matronly 
face, Lady Carlyton seemed for the first 

time to recognize the features of the Lady 
Louisa she had known long ago; but 
there was no trace of what she thought 
or felt in the calm, queenly woman, or 
the pale, proud, noble face. 

  

CHAPTER LiX. 

BLANCHE'S RUSE. 

‘Have youlooked over ourengagements, 
Asalita?” asked Lord Carlyton, as hus- 

band and wife sat at the sumptuously ap- 
pointed breakfast tabletogether. ‘I have 
really—I am ashamed to say it—but I 
have forgotten where we are to dine.’ 

Lady Carlyton looked pale and tired; 
there was something of listiess weariness 

in her manner new to her. Her husband 

looked at her. 
‘You will have to be careful, my dar- 

ling,” he said, ‘a life of excitement is not 

good for you—the roses are dying out 
from your face, and the light from your 
eyes. See how many invitations again 

this morning. I knew my wife would be 
honored and welcomed in the most bril- 
liant society. I could not have thought 

that I should have forgotten, though, 

where we arranged to dine.’ 

‘We accepted an invitation from Rock 
House, from the Duchess of Charterly, 
she replied, in a low voice. 

‘The Duchess of Charterly I" repeated 
her husband. ‘I am very glad; I like the 

duchess—she is good tempered and good- 
natured. The most disagreeable woman 
I ever met is her sister, Lady Blanche 
Bleseaton. I am notill-zaturned, I hope 
but I do not like her.’ 

‘I did not see her, was she at the ball?” 

asked Lady Carlyton. 

‘Yes, and I saw her watching you very 
silently, with a very envious expression 
of face.’ 

‘Tt was lost upon me.’ said his wife, 
with dainty disdain. 

‘I am glad we are going to Rock 
House; it willbe almost a family party. 
Nugent has told you his secret, I sup- 
pose—that he hopes to marry the 
duchess’ sister, Lady Eva Bleseaton.’ 

‘Yes, she replied, gently, he has told 
me. I hope he will be very happy.’ 

‘I like both the duke aud duchess, 

contynued Lord Carlyton; ‘but I cannot 
say that I care for the Bleseatons—they 

are very disagreeable people. The coun- 
tess is a mean worldly-wise kind of wo- 

man, Lady Blanche is even worse. Lady 
Eva I like—she is gentle and beautiful. 
Then we go to Rock Hougp to-night?’ he 
concluded*   ‘Yes,’ she said wearily; and, looking at 

her, Lord Carlyton was struck with her 
pale face and wearied manner. 

‘Youshall not go if yon are tired, Asa- 

lita,” he said; ‘we will send an excuse if 

yon like. 

For one half moment she was tempted 
—it would be such an escape. Siill she 

had it to fuce; if Nugent was to marry 
Lady Eva, she must, sooner or later, meet 
the whole family: she conld not make ex- 

cuses forever, the battle must be fought 

—better have it over Surely—surely 

Heaven would protect her; they would 

never recognize her. 

‘lI preter going, Basil’ she said, ‘IT am 

sure Nugent would wish it. 

‘Yes, I know he would; and if yon feel 

well enough, I should indefinitely prefer 
it. Still your health is more precious to 

me than anything else, and you are not 
quite yourself, Asalita.’ 

‘I shall be this evening,’ she replied; 

and when he had left her she reproached 
herself for feeling afraid. 

What, after all, had she to fear? In all 

probability the Bleseatons had forgotten 
even her name. The duchess had looked 
into her face without even the faintest 
gleam of recognition. What need to fear? 
Yet there was a weight at her heart—a 
cold, dull, terrible foreboding—she could 
not tell of what. 

Perhaps something of the same feeling 

which induces a soldier to don his best 
uniform for battle made Lady Carlyton 
more dainty than usual in her dress. 
She had chosen a rich, sweeping black 
velvet—a dress made after the fashion of 
the Venetian ladies, and it suited her 

superb beauty far better than anything 
else she could have worn. It showed the 
rounded throat and the snowy neck, ex- 

quisite arms and shoulders. She had 
worn flowers before, but on this day she 

wore diamonds—a magnificent tiara, a 

superb necklace and bracelet. She had 
never looked more queenly or more 
beautiful. When she entered the draw- 
ing-room of Rock House the duchess 
hastened to welcome her. 

‘We shall be quite a family party,’ she 
said, with a smile; ‘my two sisters are 
here—Lady Eva and Lady Blanche.’ 

No, there was no recognition in that 
face; it was all smiling content and good 
humor. Lady Carlyton sat down while 
the duchess sought Lady Eva. She scon 
returned, leading by the hand a fair, 
fresh young vision of loveliness—a girl 
fair as a lily, with eyes like a wood 
violet, and golden hair, tall and 

slender, with the lovely dimpled mouth 
of a child; and in a few well-chosen 

words her grace introduced the Lady 
Eva. 

Lady Carlyton looked for one moment 
intently in the girl's face; it was with 
difficulty that she traced ever so faintly 
the features of the child she had known. 
Lady Eva smiled and blushed; then, with 

a sudden, warm-hearted impulse, held 

out her hands, saying how delighted she 
was to meet one whom all the world re- 
vered. Lady Carlyton’s heart warmed to 

the girl. There was no recognition there. 

To be continued. 
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for $5.00, or sent by mail on receipt of price 
by addressing THE JAMES MEDICINE. Co., 
CANADIAN AGENCY, ST. JOHN, N. B, 
sold by Davis, Staples & Co. 

    St, John, N, B,, Sept. 27th, 1890, 

      
These pills were a won- 
derful discovery. Un- 
like any others. One 
Filla 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’ Fills. 
One box sent post- 

paid for 25 cis., or five 
boxes for §1 In stamps. = 
80 Fills In every box. ==     

Parsons” 
  

  

  

Pills 
The circular around 

each box explains the 
symptoms. Alsohow to 
cure a great variety of 
diseases. This iInfor- 
mation alone is worth 
ten times the cost. A 
a hee mis 
pamphletsentfree con. 
tains valuable Iinfore 
mation. Send for it. 
Dr. I. S. Johnson & 
Co., 22 Custom House     

  We pay duty to Canada. 

Make New Rich Blood! 
Street, Boston, Mass. 

“Best Liver Pill Known.” 

THE GLOBE 

Job Printing Department. 

  

4 

WE HAVE IN STOCK A FINE LINE OF 

  

  

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

b 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. 

  

  

   
246 Queen Street, 

A. J. MACHUM, Proprietor. 

  

market. 

and see them. 

retail to agents. 
Agents wanted now in all unoccu- 

pied territory. 

Also, a large stock of Pianos and 
Organs. 

FREDERICTON, N. B. 

To whom all it may concern. 

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

The reasons why it is the 
bast 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. Call 

Sold wholesale and 

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

  

FREDERICTON 

MARBLE WORKS. 
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 5. 

  

150 QUEEN STREET. esrasuisuen, wo. 150 QUEEN STREET. 

JAMES R. HOWIE, 
PRACTICAL TAILOR, a 

Has a Splendid Stock of Imported and Native Cloths 
This Season and Cases are arriving daily. Counters and Shelves and Windows are filled 
with finer goods than ever. These are full lines of Staple Goods in Corkscrews, Diagonals, 
Worsted suitings, West of England Cloths, and Meltons, Canadian, Scotch 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 madé up. MY READY ADE 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. 

BOX'S CLOTHING 
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 depar‘ment 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. 

  

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

Upper Side York Street, Fredericton, N. B. 
  

Coffins Zz Caskets, 
FUNERAL GOODS 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, 

w
e
s
 

dou


