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THE 

AMERICAN BARON. 
(By James DE MILLE.) 

Well, how do you know lut that she 
was there? 
By Jove! 

And the belle of the seas: n, too? 

- She would be if she were there, by 
Jove! 

Yes, if there wasn’t another present 

that I wot of. : 
Well, we won't argue about that; be- 

sides, I haven't come to the point yet. 
The point? 
Yes, the real reason why I'm 

when I'm wanted home. 

The real reason why? Why, havent 

you been telling it to me all along? 

Well, no, I haven't got to the point yet. 

Drive on, then, old man. 

Well, you know, continued Hawbury, 

after hunting all through Canada I gave 

up in despair, and concluded that Ethel 
was lost to me, at least for the present. 
That was only six or seven months ago. 

So I went home, and spent a month in a 
shooting-box on the Highlands; then 
I went to Ireland to visit a friend 
and then to London. While there I got 

a long letter from my mother. The good 
soul was convinced that I was wasting 

my life; she urged me to settle down, 

and finally informed me that she had 

selected a wife for me. Now I want yon 
to understand, old boy, that I fully appre- 
ciated my mother’s motives. She was 

quite right, I daresay, about my wasiing 

my life; quite right, too, about the benefit 

of settling down; and she was also very 

kind to take all the trouble of selecting a 

wife off my hands. Under other circum- 
stances I dare say I should have thought 

the matter over, and perhaps I should 
have been induced even to go so far as to 

survey the lady from a distance, and 
argue the point with my mother pro and 

con. But the fact is, the thing was dis- 

tasteful, and wouldn't bear thinking 

about, much less arguing. I was too lazy 

to go and explain the matter, and writ- 
ing was not my forte. Besides, I didn’t 

want to thwart my mother in her plans, 

or hurt her feelings; and so the long and 

the short of it is, I solved the difficulty 

and cut the knot by crossing quietly over 
to Norway. I wrote a short note to my 
mother, making no allusion to her pro- 
Ject, and since then I've been gradually 

working my way down to the bottom of 

the map of Europe, and here I am. 

You didn’t see the lady, then? 

No. 

Who was she? 
I don’t know. 

Don’t know the lady? 

No. 

Odd, too! Haven't you any idea? 

Surely her name was mentioned? 

No; my mother wrote in a roundabout 
style,so as to feel her way. She knew 

me, and feared that I might take a pre- 
judice against the lady. No doubt 1 
should have done so. She only alluded 
to her in a general way. 
A general way? 

Yes; that is, you know, she mentioned 

the fact that the lady was a niece of Sir 
Gilbert Biggs. 

What! cried Dacres, with a start. 

A niece—of—Sir Gilbert Biggs? said 
Darces, slowly. Good Lord! 
Yes; and what of that? 

Very much. Don’t you know that 
Minnie Fay is a niece of Sir Gilbert 

Biggs? 
By Jove. So she is. I remember being 

startled when you told me that and for a 

jymoment an odd fancy came to me. 1 
wonder whether your child-angel might 

not be the identical being about whom 
my poor dear mother went into such 

raptures. Good Lord! what a joke! Dy 
Jove! 

A joke! growled Dacres. 1 don't see 

any joke in it. I remember wlen you 
said that Biggs's nieces were at the 

bottom of your troubles, I asked whether 

it might be this one. 

So you did, old chap; and I replied 

that I hoped not. So you need not shake 
your gory locks at me, my boy. 

But I don’t like the looks of it. 

Neither do I. 
Yes, but you see it looks as though she 

had been already set apart for vou espee 
ially. 
And pray, old mun, what difference 

can that make, when 1 don’t set mysel 

apart for anything of the kind ? 
Dacres sat in silence with a gloom) 

frown over his brow. 
Besides, are you aware, my boy, of the 

fact that Biggs’ nieces are legion? said 

Hawbury. The man himself is an infer- 

nal old bloke, and as to his nieces— 

heavens and earth!—old! old as Methu- 

selah; and as to this one, she must be a 

grandniece—a second generation. She's 

not a true full-blooded niece. Now the 

lady I refer to was one of the origina’ 

Biggs’s nieces. There's no mistake 

“ whatever about that, for I have it in 

black and white, under my mother's own 

hand. 

Oh, she would select the best of them 
for you. 

No, she wouldn’t. 

-that? 

There’s no doubt about that. 
It depends upon what you mean by 

the best. The one you call the bes: 
might not seem so to her, and so on. 
Now I dare say she’s picked out for me 

a great, raw-boned, red-headed niece, 
with a nose like a horse. And she ex- 
pects me to marry a woman like that! 
with 2a pace like a horse. Good Lord! 

And Hawbury leaned back, lost in the 
immensity of that overwhelming idea. 

Besides, said he, standing up, I don’: 
care if she was the angel Gabriel. 1 
don’t want any of Biggs's nieces. 1 
won't have them. By Jove! And am 1 

to be entrapped into a plan like that? 1 
want Ethel. And what's more, I will 
have her or go without. The child-angel 
may be the very identical one that my 
mother has selected, and if you assert 

that she is, I'll be hanged if I'll argue tl e 
point. I only say this, that it does not 

here, 

How do you know 

“Tsioi==and now it’s all over. 

whole of Biggs's nieces, in solemn conclave 
with ld Biggs at their bead, had formal- 
ly discussed the whole matter, and finally 
resolved unanimously that she should be 
mine. Good Lord, man! don’t you under- 
stand how it is? What the mischief do I 
care about anybody? Do you think I 
went throagh that fiery furnace for noth- 
ing? And what do yon suppose that life 
on the island meant? Is all that nothing’ 
Did you ever live on an island with the 
child-angel? Did yon ever make a raft 
for her and fly? Did you ever float down 
a river current between banks burned 
black by raging fires, feeding her, sooth- 
ing her, comforting her, and all the time 
feeling in a general fever about her? Yon 
hauled her out of a crater, did you? By 
Jove! And what of that? Why, that 
furnace that I pulled Ethel out of was 
worse than a hundred of your craters. 
And yet, after all that, you think that I 
could he swayed by the miserable schemes 
of a lot of Briggs’ nieces! And you scowl 
at a fellow, and get huffy and jealous. By 
Jove! 

After this speech, which was delivered 
with unusnal animation, Hawbury lighted 
a cigar, which he pnffed at most energeti- 
cally. : 

All right, old boy, said Dacres. A 
fellow’s apt to jndge others by himself 
you know. Don’t make any more set 
speeches, though. I begin to understand 
your position. Besides, after all= 
Dacres paused, and the dark frown that 

was on his brow grew still darker. 
After all what? asked Hawbary, who 

now began to perceive that another cause 
besides jealousy was the canse of his 
friand’s gloomy melancholy. 
Wel, after all, old fellow, I fear i'll 

have io give her up. 
give her up? 

Yes, 

That's what you said before, and yon 
mentioned Australia, and that rot. 
The more 1 think of it, said Dacres, 

dism uly, and regarding the opposite wall 
with a steady yet mournful stare—the 
more I think of it, the more I see that 
there is no such happiness in store for 
me. 
Pooh, man! what is it all about? This 

is the secret that you spoke about, I sup- 
pose? 

Ye<;and it's enough to put a barrier 
betwoen me and her. Was I jealous? 
Did | seem huffy? What an idiot I must 
have been! Why, old man, I can’t do 
anyting or say anything. 
The man’s mad, said Hawbury, ad- 

dressing himself to a carved tobacco- 
box on the table. 
Mai? Yes, I was mad enough in ever 

letting myself be overpowered Ly this 
brig':t dream. Here have I been giving 
mys-if up to a phantom—an®empty illu- 

My eyes are 
open. 

You may as well open my eyes to; for 
I'll be hanged if I can see my way 
throvzh this! 
Strange! strange! strange! continued 

Dacres, in a kind of soliloquy, not notic- 
ing {fawbury’s words. How a man will 
sometimes forget realities, and give him- 
self up to dreams! It was my dream of 
the child anzel that so turned my brain. 
[ must see her no more. 
Very well, old boy, said Hawbury. 

Now speak Chinese a little for variety. 
I'll understand you quite as well. I will. 
by Jove! 

And then, for a fellow that’s had ex- 
perience like mine—before and since—, 
continued Dacres, still speaking in the 
tone of one who was meditating aloud— 
to allow such an idea even for a moment 
to take shape in his brain! What an utter 
uuinitigated, unmanageable, and unim- 
provable idiot, ass, dolt, and blockhead! 
Confonnd such a man! I say; confound 
him! 
And as Dacres said this he brought his 

fist down upon the table near him with 
such an energetic crash that a wine flask 
was sent spinning on thesfloor, where its 
ruby contents splashed out in a pool, in- 
termingled with fragments of glass. 

Dacres was startled hy the crash, and 
looked at it tor a while in silence. Then 
he raised his head and looked at his 
friend. Hawbury enccuatered his glance 
without any expres<ion. He merely sal 
and smoked anl passed his fingers 
thron:h Lis pendant whiskers. 

Ex: nse me, said Dacres, abruptly. 
Certainly, my dear boy, a thousand 

times; only I hope you will allow me to 
remark that your style is altogether a 
new one, and during the whole course of 
onr acquaintance I do not remember see- 
ins it before. You have a melodramatic 
way that is overpowering. Still I don't 
see why you shouid swear at yourself in 
a place like Naples, where there are so 
many other things to swear at. It's a 
wast: of human energy, and I don’t un- 
derstand it. We usedn’t to indulged in 
soliloquies in South America, used we? 

No, by Jove! And look here, old chap 
you'll overlook this little outburst, won't 
vou? In South America 1 was always 
cool, and you did the hard swearing, my 
boy. I'll be cool again; and what's more. 
I'll get back to South America again as 
soon as I can. Once on the pampas, and 
ll be a man again. I tell you what it 
is, I'll start tomorrow. What do you 
say? Come, 

Oh no, said Hawbury, coolly: I can’t do 
that. Ihave business, yon know. 

Business? 
Oh yes, yon know—Ethel, you know. 
By Jove! so yon have. That alters the 

matier, 

But in any case I wouldn't go, nor 
would you. I still am quite unable to 
understand yon. Why you shionld grow 
desperate, and swear at yourself, and then 
propose South America, is quite beyond 
me. Above all, I don’t yet sec any reason 
why you should give up your child- 
angel. You were all raptures but a short 
time since. Why are you so cold now? 

I'l te!l you, said Dacres. 
So you said ever so long ago. 
Its a sore subject, and difficult to speak 

a out. : 
Well, old man, I'm sorry ‘or you; and 

pain. 

alter my position in the slightest degree. 
I don’t want her. I won't have her. I 

don’t want to see her. I don’t care if the 

You've told your affair, and I'll te] mine, 
I dare say I'll feel ail the better fr it. 
Drive on, then, old man, 

| jolly, and when we got to Calais he was 

Dacres rose, took a couple of glasses of 
beer in quick succession, then resumed 
his seat, then picked out a cigar from the 
box with unusual fastidiousness, then 
drew a match, then lighted the cigar, 
then sent out a dozen heavy volumes of 
smoke, which encircled him so completely 
that he became quite concealed from 
Hawbury's view. But even this clond 
did not seem suflicient to correspond with 
the gloom of his soul. Other clouds rolled 
forth, and still others, until all their con- 
gregated folds encircled him, and in the 
midst there was a dim vision of a big 
head, whose stiff, high, curling, crisp Lair 
and massive brow, and dense beard, 
seemed like some living manifestation o, 
cloud compelling Jove. 
For some time there was silence, and 

Hawbury said nothing, but waited for his 
friend to speak. 
Atlast a voice was heard—deep, solemn, 

awful, portentons, ominous, sorrow-laden, 
werid, mysterious, prophetic, obscure, 
gloomy, doleful, dismal and apocalyptic. 
Hawbury,! 
Well, old man? 

Hawbury! 

All right. 
Are you listening? 
Certainly. 

Well—I'm—married! 
[Tawbnry sprang to his feet as though 

he had been shot. 

What! he cried. 

I’m married! 

You're what? Married? Yon! married! 
Scone Dacres! not yon!-—-not married? 

I'm married! 

Good Lord! 

I'm married! 

Hawbnry sank back in his seat, over- 
whelmed by the force of this sudden and 
tremendous revelation. For some time 
there was a deep silence. Both were 
smoking. The clouds rolled forth from 

the lips of each, and curled over their 
heads, and twined in voluminous folds 
and gathered over them in impenetrable 
masses. Even so rested the clouds of 
doubt, of darkness and gloom over the 
sou! of each, and those which were visible 

to thie eye seemed to typify, symbulize, 
characterize, and body forth the darker 
clonds that overshadowed the mind. 

I'm married, repeated Dacres, who 
now seemed to have become like Poe's 
raven, and all his words one melancholy 
burden bore. 

Yon were not inarried when I was last 
with you? said Hawbury at last, in the 
tone of one who was recovering from a 
fainting fit! 

Yes, I was. 

Not in South Ameriey? 

Yes, in South America. 
Married? 

Yes, married. 

Jy Jove! 

Yes; and what's more, ve been mar- 
ried for ten years, 

Ten years! Good Lord! 

It's true. 

Why, how old could you have been 
when you got married? 
A miserable, ignorant, inexperienced 

dolt, idiot, and brat of a boy. 
By Jove! 
Well, the secret’s ont; ani now, if you 

care to hear, [ will tell you all about it. 
I'm dying to hear, dear boy, so go on. 
And at this Scone Dacres began his 

story. 

CHAPTER VIII, 

A MAD WIFE, 

I'll tell you all about it, said Scone 
Dacres; but don’t laugh, for matters like 
these are not to be trifled with, and I 
may take offense. 
Oh, bother, as if I ever laugh at any- 

thing serious. By Jove! no. Youn dont 
know me old chap. 

All right then. Well to begin. This 
wife that I speak of happened to me very 
suddenly. I was only a boy, just out of 
Oxford, and just into my fortune. 1 was 
on my way to paris—my first visit—and 
was full of no end of projects for enjoy- 
ment. I went from Dover, and in the 
steamer there was the most infernall: 
pretty girl. Black, mischievous eyes 
with the devil's light in them; hair curly 
crispy, frisky, luxuriant, all tossing over 
her head and shoulders, and an awfully 
enticing manner. A portly old bloke was 
with her—her father, I afterwards learnec 
Somehow my hat blew off, 
[ langhed. Our eyes met. | made a 
merry remark. She langhed again, and 
there we were introduced. She gave me 
a little felt hat of her own. I fastened i 
on in triumph with a bit of string, and 
wore it all the rest of the way. 

Well, you understand it all. Of course, 
by the time we got to Calais, I was 
head over heels in love, and 30 was she 
for that matter. The old man was a jolly 
old John Bull of a man. I don't believe 
he had the slightest approach to any 
designs on me. He didn’t know anything 
about me, so how could he? He was 

She langhed 

convivial. I attached myself to the two 
and had a glorious time, Before thre 
days. I had exchanged vows of eternal 
fidelity with the lady, and all that, and 
had gained her consent to marry me on 
reacliing England. As to the old man 
there was no trouble at all. He made nc 
inquiries about my means, but wrang my 
han! heartily and said God bless me 
Besi les, there were no friends of my own 
to consider. My parents were dead, and 
I had no relations nearer than cousins, 
for whom I didn’t care a pin. 
My wife lived at Exeter, aud belonged 

to rithier common people; but, of corse. 
[ diln’t care for that, Her own manners 
ani style were refined enough. She had 
been sent by her father toa very fashion. 
able oardin: schooi, where she had been 
run through the same mould as that in 
which her superiors had been formed, 
and she might have passed muster any - 
where. Her father was awful fon i of her 
and proud of her. She tyrannized over 
him completely. Isoon found out that 
she had been utterly spoiled by his ex- 

don’t speak about it at all if it gives you | most whimsical, nonsensical, headstr. nr 
little spoiled beauty that ever lived. Buy 

Oh, I'll make a clean breast of Pt 

cessive indulgence, and that she was the 

of course, all that, instead of deterring me 
only increased tle fascination which sl e 
exercised, and made me more madly in 
love than ever, 

Her name was not a particularly at- 
tractive one; but what are names! It was 
Arethusa Wiggins. Now the old man 
always called her Arry, which sounded 
like the vulgar pronunciation of Harry 
Of course I conldn’t call her that, and 
Arethusa was too infernally long, for a 
fellow dosen’t wan't to be all day in 
pronuncing his wife’s name. Besides, 
it isn't a bad name in itself, of course; it’s 
poetic, classic, and does to name a ship of 
war, but isn't quite the thing for one’s 
home and hearth. 
After our marriage we spent the honey- 

moon in Switzerland, and then came 
home. I had a very nice estate, and 
have it yet. You've never heard of 
Dacres Grange, perhaps—weil there's 
wlere we began life, and a devil of a life 
she began to lead me. It was all very 
well at first. During the honey-moon 
there were only a few outbursts, and 
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after we came to the Grange she re- 
pressed herself for about a fortnight; but 
finally she broke out in the most furious 
fashion; and I began to find that she had 
a devil of a temper, and in her fits she 
was but a small remove from a mad 
woman. You) see she had been hum- 
ored and indulged and petted, 
and coddled by her old fool of a father, 
until at last she had grown to be the 
most whimsical, conceited, tetchy, suspi- 
cious, imperious, domineering, selfish, 
cruel, hard-hearted, and malignant young 
vixen that ever lived; yet this evil nature 
dwelt in a form as beantiful as ever lived. 
She was a beautiful demon and I soon 
found it out. 

It began out of nothing at all. 1 had 
been her adoring slave for three weeks. 
until I began to be conscious of the most 
abominable tyranny on her part. I began 
to resist this; and we were on the verge 
of an outbreak when we arrived at the 
Grange. The sight of the old hall ap- 
peased her for a time, but finally the 
novelty wore ofl, and her evil passions 
burst out. Naturally enough, my first 
blind adoration passed away, and I began 
to take my proper position toward her 
that is to say, I undertook to give her 
some advice, which she very sorely need- 
ed. This was the signal for a most furi- 
ous outbreak. What was worse, her ont- 
break took place before the servants, Of 
course I could do nothing under such 
circumstances, so I left the room. When 
I saw her again slie was ‘sullen and vici- 
ous. I attempted a reconciliation, and 
kneeling down I put my arms caressing'y 
around her. Look here, said I, my own 
poor little darling, If I've done wrong 
I'm sorry, and— 
Well what do you think my lady did? 
I don’t know. 
She kicked me! that’s all; she kicked 

me, just as I was apologizing to her— 
just as I was trying to maka it up. She 
kicked me! when I had done nothing, 
and she alone had been to blame. What's 
more, her boots were rather heavy, and 
that kick made itself felt unmistakably 

I at once arose, and left her without 2 
word. Idid not speak to her then for 
some time. I used to pass her in the 
house without looking at her. This galled 
ber terribly. She made the house too 
hot for the servants, and I used to hear 
her all day long scolding them in a loud 
shrill voice, till the sound of that voice 
become horrible to me. 
You must not suppose, however, that I 

became alienated at once. That was im- 
possible. Iloved her very dearly. After 
she had kicked me away my love still 
lasted. It was a galling thought to a 
man like me that she a common girl the 
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daughter of a small tradesman, should 
have kicked me; me, the decendant of 
Crusaders, by Jove! and of the best blood 
in England; but after a while pride gave 
way to love. I tried to open the way 
for a reconciliation once or twice. 

To be continued. 
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Harvey's 
PHOTOGRAPHS. 

——=" All Styles. 

Royal 
Hotel 

Fredericton, N. B. 

rr 

Mrs. B. Atherton, Prop. 
Fredericton, N. B. July, 5th, 91. 

LATE IMPORTATIONS 
—JUST OPENED AT— 

OWEN SHARKEY'’S. 

Ladies’ Dress Goods in Cash- 
meres, Henriettas, Serges, Suit- 
ings, Velveteens, ete. 

Mantles, Fur Capes, Collars, Fur 
and Feather Boas. 

Cashmere Hose, Gloves, ete. 

Pantings, Overcoatings, Ulste 
Cloths, Men's Youths’ and Boys’ 
Clothing in Ulsters, Overcoats, 
Reefers and Suits, Shirts, Ties, 
Collars. Silk Handkerchiefs, Under 
Clothing and Furnishing goods. 

Carriage Rugs, Robes, Blankets 
Camp Blanketing and Flannels, 
Tickings, Towellings, Linens, Grey 
and White Cottons. 

A Lot of odd Coats, Pants and 
Vests very Cheap. 

EZ" Remnants Always on Hand. 

0. Sharkey. 

R. C. MACREDIE, 
PLUNMBEIIDE, 

Gas and -:- 

: Steam 
EITTER, 

Queen Street. 
Opp. County Court House. 

WE ARE 
Constantly Receiving Fresh 
Supplies of Steer Beef, Spring 
Laml, Calves and Mutton of 

The Best Quality, 
and keep constantly on hand 
Corned Beef and Pork, Ham 
and Fresh Eggs, all of which 
we sell at the Lowest Prices 
consistent with the Quality of 
the Stock We Offer. 
Send in your order for a trial. 

KELLEHER & SHITH. 

Laocoon in 
the coils of 
the fatal ser- 
pents was not 
more helpless 
than is the 
man who pines 
under the ef- 
fects of dis- 
ease, excesses, 

wis overwork, 
worry, etc. Rouse yourself. Take 
heart of hope again and BE A MAX | 
We have cured thousands, who 
allow us to refer to them. WE can 
CURE YOU by use of our exclusive 
methods and appliances. Simple, 
unfailing treatment at heme for 
Lost or Failing Manhood, General or- 
Nervous Debility, Weaknesses of 
Body and Mind, Effects of Errors or 
Excesses in Old or Young. Robust, 
Noble Maxmoop fully Restored. 
Improvement seen the first day. 
‘How to enlarge and strengthen, 
' WEAK, UNDEVELOPED ORGANS AND 
PARTS oF Bony. Men testify from 
50 States and Foreign Countries. 
| Write them. Book, explanation 
‘and proofs mailed (sealed) free. 
Address 

ERIE MEDICAL CO, 
BUFFALO, N.Y, 
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