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Tc¢-Day and Te-Morrow. 

To-day the sunshine floods the carth, 
And all things smile together, 

Rejoicing in the golden light 
Of summer's fairest weather. 

To-morrow, over hill and vale 

The heavy mists are creeping : 

The east wind moans, and sunless skics 

Their saddest tears are weeping. 

But let the day be dark or bright, 

Kind Nature works unceasing ; 

Still using sun and storm to bring 
The harvest’s yearly blessing. 

And so the green carth ne'er repines 
In dark and hopeiess sorrow, 

For well she knows the storm to-day 
Is wealth and joy to-morrow. 

But we, when clouds of weary care 
And storms of sorrow gather, 

Forget the harvest just at hand, 
And sigh for fairest weather, 

Yet One far wiser than our prayers 
Still holds us in his keeping. 

And sends the chastening pain we need, 
In spite of all our weeping. 

The joy that thrills our hearts to-day, 
The grlef that comes to-morrow, 

Are both from God. His hand bestows 
Life's beauty and its sorrow, 

And all his gifts are tokens dear 
Of love and care unceasing ; 

Our bliss and pain alike are full 
Of the paternal blessing. 

When we in heaven's sweet light shall read 
A new life's changeful story, 

"Twill be to find its every line 
Illumined with its glory. 

When we shall solve earth’s mystery, 
Of strife, and blood and sorrow, 

And all things, dark to-day shall glow 
With light divine to-morrow. 

ata — oe sc ne 

ce Literature. : 

THE THREE SISTERS. 

IN THE DEEP WATERS. 

One morning Oliver rose as usual, 

dressed, and went down stairs to break- 

fast. She was alone, her sister was gone 

home, and Sir George had dined out the 
night before. 
«[ dare say I shall sleep at Le Roche's, 

if they ask me,” he had said, as he wished 
her good-by, and Olive had acquiesced 
with a patient sigh. 3 . 
She went in to breakfast, feeling rather 

better than usual ; 1t was a bright morning, 
full of sunshine—the fire blazed, and the 
urn hissed cheerily on the table. She 
caressed her dog and cat, which ran to 
meet her, and then looked beside her 
plate for letters. There were three, by 
the post, and one unstamped.. She took 
it up hastily as she recognized her hus- 
band’s handwriting. 
“] suppose he is not coming home this 

morning,”’ she said to herself as she 
opened it. Suddenly a blanched look 
came into her face, and she gasped for 
breath. A sensation passed over her as 
though every limb was stiffening and 
turning cotd until a numbness covered all 
her frame. Her mouth was half open; 
her eyes stared blankly through the win- 
dow. At last, with a violent effort, she 
moved, and read the letter through once 
more. 

“ When you get this 1 shall be a long 
way off. Try and forget me, and do not 
attempt to have me followed. I believe 
I am mad! I dare not ask you to forgive 
me 1a face of such a wrong.” 

Olive put her hand to her head, and 
sank into the chair that stood ready for 
her. But in a moment she started up 
and rang the bell. Her face was quite 
calm when the servant entered. 

“Tell Wood to take the fastest horse 
in the stable, and to ride over and ask Mr. 
Fairfax tocome to me atonce. Atonce!”’ 
she repeated. 
“Yes, my lady.”” And five minutes after 

she heard the sound of a horse gallop- 
ing down the avenue. The man to whom 
Olive gave the order went to Greet and 
told her he thought something was wrong. 
My lady looked so strange, and she had 
sent oft Mr. Fairfax to come that moment. 
Greet ran up stairs breathlessly. 

“Is anything the matter, my lady ?"’ 
“No, Greet,”’ said Olive, in a strange, 

hollow voice. 
#( Miss Olive! my darling!” cried the 

old woman, frightened at her ghastly face, 
and going up to her, ¢“ what is it ?”’ 
A strange, convulsed sob rose in Olive’s 

throat. She checked it with a violent 
effort. 
#0 Greet, go away. Don't come to me 

now. Wait until Mr. Fairfax has been. 
Go—do go—don’t let the servants know 
anything. Say-—say itis business!” And 
she pushed Greet from her with trembling 
hands, and another great gasping sob, 
Her old nurse, terrified as she was, 

dared not disobey. She went out of the 
room, but kept pacing up and dewn the 
hall, stopping every now and then to 
listen. 

Olive never stirred from the arm-chair 
on which she had sunk. She only raised 
her eyes to the clock now and then to 
see how the minutes crept by, or strained 
her ear for the sound of hoofs, She was 
too stupefied to think of anything beyond 
reckoning the time 1t would take Mr. 
Fairfax to obey her summons. He would 
come at once—she knew that. In thirty- 
five minutes it was possible for him to be 
with her. But before the hand of the 
dial showed the half hour, she heard the 
gallop of a horse, and immediately after- 
ward Alan Fairfax entered the room unan- 
nounced. He was in his scarlet coat; he 
had been giving a hunting breakfast that 
morning, but he never waited one mo- 
ment after Lady Fabian’s message came. 
Olive sprang to meet him —her hand was 
on his arm, and she was looking with im- 
ploring eyes in his face. ile turned sick 
at the sight of her blanched, agonized face. 
. A Do you know anything? Where is 
el 

Mr. Fairfax drew her gently to the sofa. 
“I know nothing. Tell me what has 

happened. 
She thrust the letter into his hand, and 

watched him with eager eyes while he 
read. It dropped from his hands, and he 
turned to her with a great sigh, and eyes 
wet with tears. 
“0 my poor child! God help you!” 

he uttered in a low, trembling voice. 
“OQ Mr, Fairfax, why did he go ?—does 

he hate me so 7’ 
Her hands were both pressing on his 

arm, and she was looking with wild, 
earnest eyes into his. 

“ He must be mad—it is some wicked 
infautation.” ¢ 
“0 Alan,” she gasped, “you do not 

think he has gone with her?” 
Mr. Fairfax was at his wit’s end to krow 

_ what he should say to the poor suffering 
child. 
“] do not know what te think. Noth. 

ing else but her machinations could have 
made him such a villain.” 
“Oh! hush—don’t say that. Will you 

go after them, and bring him back? I 
shall die if he does not come to me. 0 
Mr. Fairfax, if he knows it will kill me, 
ho won't stay away any longer! Will you 
g0 now at once and bring him home? 
Tell him I will never vex him any more,” 
she cried with a great sob; only ask him 
to forgive me this once.” 

Alan’s chest heaved. Strong, stern man 
though he was, he could have laid his head 
down and cried to see the white, agonized 
face, and to hear the tones of piteous 
entreaty. If Olive had been his own sis- 
ter, he would have told her it was impos- 
sible that she should send after the man 
who had so basely and cruelly wronged 
her, but the love he had for her sealed 
his lips, 
“0 Mr. Fairfax, won't you go at once ?"’ 

she cried again, rising and taking him by 
he arm, 
“Yes,” he said, very gently. “I will 

80. But you must listen to me first, quite 
quietly—will you ?”’ 
“Yes, yes—tell me at once,” she said, 

twisting his hand unconsciously in her 
nunpatient grasp, 
“I must get a clew to where he has 

groepe doubt it is first in London. If 
find, on inquiring at the station, that 

my surmise is correct, [ will follow by the 
twelve o'clock train. I will leave no stone 
unturned to bring him back with me.” 
“You promise that?” cried Olive, con- | 

vulsively. 
“1 promise —so help me God! And | 

now, in the meantime, you must keep 
quiet; if you do not, the servants will | 
suspect something, and perhaps, after all, | 
we may be able to hush it up. I will 
telegraph (0 you every time I get a clew. 

But remember, it may be days before I 
' can do anything. Shall I send for your 
mother ?"’ 
“No, no!'’ cried Olive; and then, with 

a sudden impulse of her great anguish, 
she laid her head on Alan's shoulder and 
sobbed piteously. 
With an aching heart, he put his arm 

round the slight, quivering form. 
“I muet go now,” he whispered, his 

voige all unsteady with emotion. *¢ Trust 
me; all that your own father could do 
[ will do.” 
He laid her gently down on the sofa, 

and went out of the door. On the thresh. 
old Greet stopped him. 

“(O Mr. Fairfax, what 1s it ?"’ 
“Come here,” he answered, drawing 

her into the library and shutting the door. 
“Try to keep your mistress up. Sir 
George has gone away and left her—im- 
press upon her that no one must suspect 
the truth. I will do all that man can do 
to bring him back, but I have little hope.” 
And he was away out of the door and on 
his horse galloping home. 

Fortunately the hunting-party had— 
started. He ordered the mare to be put 
in the stanhope, and went up stairs to 
change his clothes. 

“ Pack me a few things [ can’t do with- 
out, Horton’ he said to his wan. 
“Yes, sir; am | to go with you?” 
“No; if I want you 1 will send. There 

are only five minutes to spare.” 
When Mr. Fairfax reached the station 

at Lendal, he went at once to the station. 
master. 

4Sir George Fabion went up to town 
last night ?’’ he said, interrogatively. 
“No, sir—by the six o'clock train this 

morning—I was quite surprised to see him 
—he don’t often go so early.” 

“ Alone, I suppose ?"’ asked Alan, care- 
lessly. 
“Yes, sir; | remarked to Sir George 

that he'd have a dull journey. But he 
had company after all, for just as the train 
was up, a lady got into the carriage. 1 
don’t fancy it was any one from these 
parts; but I couldn’t see, for she had a 
black veil tied over her face.” 
The train came up at this moment, and 

Mr. Fairfax jumped in. He drew his hat 

over his eyes and tried to think. His 

mind was torn with conflicting emotions. 
The hatred of Cain was in his heart to the 
man and woman who had caused this ter- 

rible suffering to a gentle heart; and yet 
he felt the absolute necessity of control. 
ling and conquering his feelings before 
he came in contact with one at least of 

them. He had but one thought, but one 
idea—he must bring Olive’s husband back 
to her; he could not see that white, ter- 
rified face, or read a vain appeal in the 
poor hollow eyes and quivering mouth. 
There was not one thought for himself, for 
any future advantage that might come to 
him out of this present misery—only the 
intense desire of saving that poor, anguish 
stricken child from further torture. It 
was long years since this man of the world 
had prayed—to-day, in the railway. carri- 
age, his eyes closed, his brows bent, his 
heart sent up the deepest, the most fer- 
vent prayers man ever uttered in his need. 
At times a maddening self-reproach cross- 
ed his brain. Had his interference been 
the cause of this crisis? Had fear preci- 
pited this evil-hearted woman to her last 
terrible determination? As the train 
drew near London, he racked his brain to 
think how he should set about tracking 
them. There was a conviction in his mind 
that they were gone, or would go to Paris 
but unless his suspicion was reduced to a 
certainty, he dared not act upon it. A 
sudden inspiration dawned upon him. 
He would go first to Sir (ieorge’s banker, 
in the city, and find out when he had 
drawn the last check, and if he was likely 
to have much money in his possession. 
It was his own bank, too, and he knew 
the manager. He was ushered at once 
wmto the private room, 
“] want to ask you one or two questions 

in confidence, Mr. Johnson,”” he said, 
scarcely waiting for the conventional salu- 
tation,—¢ in the strictest confidence.” 

“Certainly,” said the manager gravely, 
looking at him with much surprise. It 
occurred to the business man to wonder 
whether Mr. Fairfax was demented, or 1f 
he had just gambled away his estate. 

“ Has Sir George Fabian drawn upon 
you for any large sum of money lately?” 
asked Alan. 
‘He was here not five hours ago,” 

answered Mr. Johnson, more and more 
surprised. * Of course 1t is not usual to 
mention one client’s affairs to another; 
but you are such intimate friends.” 

“ Yes—yes,” assented Alan, hastily. 
“Sir George took two hundred pounds 

in circular notes; he said he had to go 
abroad unexpectedly on business.” 

Mr. Fairfax heaved a sigh ot relief. 
“ Did he say where ?"’ 
“No, he seemed in a violent hurry— 

wanted to catch the boat—and Lady Fa. 
bian was waiting outside in the cab, I 
think, for I caught sight of a lady through 
the glass door.” 
“] am just off to Paris myself,” said 

Alan, “of course I rely on your not taking 
any subsequent notice of my questions. 
Let me have fifty pounds in notes at 
once, please, for I have no time to spare.” 
And he walked out of the bank, leav- 

ing Mr. Johnson in a state of the most 
extreme perplexity. Ile jumped into 
the hansom, and drove to the railway. 
There was a train for Dover in half an 
hour, and the mail-boat would leave at 
twelve for Calais. The next morning he 
was in Paris. le drove to a hotel, made 
some change in his dress, drank a cup of 
coffee, and went out again. There was a 
hunted look 1n his eyes, such as a terrible 
uncertainty brings into the face of the 
strongest many after four-and-twenty 
sleepless hours of suspense. On the hotel 
steps he met a friend. 
“Good heavens, Fairfax! how ill you 

look! What have you been doing with 
yourself 7’ exclaimed the latter. 
“] am all right,”” said Alan, impatient- 

ly ; “nothing ails me but a long journey 
and no sleep.” 
“Come and breakfast with me in the 

Palais Royal —"’ 
“No, thank you, I have some business 

just now. [ will see you again.” 
And with this hurried excuse Mr. Fair- 

fax turned away, and passed out into the 
Boulevards. He went round first to all 
the principal hotels to make inquiries, 
describing minutely the appearance of 
the people he was in quest of, but got no 
satisfactory answer. Oh! yes, there were 
a great many tall, fair, handsome gentle- 
men, with short ladies; but none proved 
to be the ones the questioner sought. He 
took an open fly, and drove about the 
streets, and at last, in despair, returned 
to his hotel just as it was getting dark. 
lle had eaten nothing all day. As he 
walked along the corridor to the bureau, 
he suddenly came face to face with Sir 
George Fabian. 
Both the men turned ghastly white, 

and the blood seemed to ebb away from 
their hearts. For a moment Alan felt a 
great fury arise within him, and then 
mastered himself, and put his hand 
through the baronet’s arm. 
“Come with me,’ he said, and Sir 

George made no resistance, but mounted 
slowly with him to the sitting-room on 
the second floor. 
With an iron self-command, Mr. Fair. 

fax resisted the impulse to hurl his bitter 
anger and reproach at the man who had 
been his friend, and said quietly and 
simply : — 

“ For God's sake, George, come back to 
your wife before it is too late.” 

“It 18 too late already,” said Sig George, 
harshly. : 
“It is not—I1 left her yesterday morn- 

ing—her poor white face blanched with 
agony—and all she could say was, ‘Only 
bring him back!” George! if you are a 
man, and not a devil, you will come back 
with me at once. She will die if you do 
not. Do you want to kill her ?” 

Sir George made an impatient gesture. 
“ What is the use of talking like this? 

What is done cannot be undone, How can 
you talk to me of going home, when by 
this time everything is known in the 
place 2?” 
“Then let me go and bring her to you.” 
“ Are you mad, Alan,” cried Sir George, 

“that you ccme on this fool's errand? 
What am I to do with the woman who has 
given up husband, home, reputation— 
everything for me? Am I to be black- 
guard enough to leave her to shift for her. 
self, and go home like a whipped school- 
boy, and say, ¢ I'm sorry 2’ ”’ : 
“George I’ cried Mr. Fairfax, with bit- 

ter earnestness, you are not in your right 
senses. Can you talk about honor and 
not being a blackguard when you are 
breaking the heart of a pure, loving wo- 
man, and committing the foulest wrong 
the devil ever tempted a man with, for the 
sake of a common adventuress ?”’ 

Sir George turned furiously upon him. 
“ How dare you say that ? By , ifan- 

other man had utterred it, [ would have 
struck him to the earth. If you do not 
retract—~"" and the two men stood glar- 
ing upon each other vw 3 fury in their 
eyes and hearts. J 

- 

Mr. Fairfax recovered himself the first. 
“ Let us have no more hard words than 

we can help,” he said quietly. “I will 
prove to you the truth of what I say; 1 
I will make it as plain to you as the noon- 
day, that you are but the deluded dupe 
of a vile woman. My boy,’ and angry as 
he was at heart, he laid a kind hand on 
the young man’s arm, “happiness and 
misery are before you at this moment to 
choose from. All your future life de- 
pends on your decision this day. George 
you know I am your friend and want to 
counsel you right. The work of the last 
two days is sad enough, but you may get 
over it if you stop now while there is 
time. If you could only have seen that 
poor child's piteous face, and her poor 
little frame heaving with sobs as I saw 
her yesterday, and heard her cry, *‘ Ask 
him to forgive me —tell him I shall die if 
he does not come back !"” unless you had 
a stone for a heart, you would never re- 
fuse to go back with me now. Think how 
ill she has been-——think of all she has suf- 
fered : remember how she worships you, 
and for God's sake! have some mercy. 
Compensate this woman as you please— 
give her half your income if you like, but 
don’t brand yourself with the infamy of 
breaking your wife's heart—don’t, with 
the rest of your sin, have her death lying 
at your door.” : 

Sir George's face was white as he listen: 
ed to Alan's words, delivered as they were 
with almost more than human power of 
entreaty. 

“Don't say any more, Alan,” he uttered 
in a low voice ; “it is too late, I tell you. 

If I went back it would be no use now. I 
should only be breaking two women’s 
hearts instead of one.” ; : 
“If I prove to you that this woman 1s 

vile and degraded, will you come with 
me then ?”’ . 
“If you prove it to me, I will never 

see her again. | know everything, and 

you have been misled.” 

CHAPTER XXXII. 

THE AVENGING NEMESIS, 

The room was quite dark now—the two 
men could barely see each other's faces. 
Mr. Fairfax leant against the marble 
chimney-piece ; Sir George Fabian sat on 
the couch, his arms resting on the table. 

“| might have told you all this weeks 
ago. Would to God I had!’ began Alan, 
in a grave, stern tone. * But I wanted to 
gpare the woman, bad as she was.” 

Sir George moyed impatiently. 
Come to the proofs, if you have them. 
And then Mr. Fanfax still in the same 

calm, even tones, repeated to his writhing 
listener every word of Mrs. Anson's his- 
tory that he had taken to much pains to 
learn. He spared neither detail nor 
proof, and when he came to the end of 
the recital, Sir George Fabian laid his 
head on his arm and groaned. 

“ Will you come with me now ?"’ asked 
Alan, geutly, after a long pause. 
The other started to his feet, crying 

passionately : — 
“No! no!—a thousand times no! What! 

go back to be laughed at for a fool and a 
dupe! to bave the very servants whisper- 
ing about me, and to be cut dead, or gibed 
at by every man in the county !” 
The man's self-love came out pre emin- 

ent in his hour of remorse. 
“ You need not go there yet, until it is 

forgotten. The greatest scandals blow 
over in time. Only go to your wife, or 
let her come to you.’’ 
“Say no more,’ cried Sir George im- 

peratively. “ I dare say you mean well. 
Il have been mad—a fool, a blackguard, 
what you will ; but my fate is sealed, I 
have counted the cost, and I stand to it,” 

“ You will not, surely, stop with that 
woman?” 
The baronet laughed bitterly. 
“ Hardly, if what you say be true. 

I will hear it from her own lips first.” 
“ Go, then, and I will wait for you to 

hear.” 
Sir George went out He reeled along 

the corridor almost like a drunken man, 
and staggered down to the steps to a 
room on the first floor. It was brilliantly 
lighted, and Mrs. Anson sat over the fire 
with a book in her hand. She smiled as 
he entered, and then, as she saw the ex- 
pression of his face, she started up with 
an exclamation of terror. 
“What is the matter ?"’ 
He went up to the table and stood by 

it. She laid her hand upon his arm, but 
he shook it off. His eyes were fixed ypon 
her with a terrible look. “I have come 
to say good-by to M., de Garnier’s mis. 
tress.” 
She staggered back a step or two, ghast- 

ly white through her paint—the blow was 
80 unexpected. 
What do you mean ? she cried, faintly, 

at last. . 
“I mean this,”’ he uttered, furiously — 

“that I have been the dupe of your jes, 
that you have blasted my life, and that 1 
curse you for it !"’ 
And he poured forth to her burning 

ears the string of evidence that Mr. Fair- 
fax had given him. Sne never moved, 
but stood trembling in every limb—on]y 
one thought taking possession of her— 
she was going to lose him ! 
“You have been told a tissue of lies,” 

she gasped, at last, 
“ Very well—come and prove it!” and 

he grasped her arm. She uttered a faint 
cry of pain. 
“To whom ?"’ 
“To Mr. Fairfax,” 
She shuddered. 
“I will not see him. He hates me. 

He always hated me; but I will prove all 
you like to you alone. Only hear me!" 
and she drew a step nearer to him. 
“Swear by” (and he named an oath 

too terrible to be recorded here) “that 
you never lived in Paris with the Viscount 
de Garnier.” 
She shrank away from him in silence. 

Hardened as she was, she did not dare 
swear falsely on such an oath, 
He took out all the money he had, and 

threw it down on the table. 
“There!” he said — “take that—and 

my banker shall send you more when it 1s 
gone. Only never attempt to see me 
again as long as we both live.” 
And he turned to go. With a cry she 

sprang after him. 
“llowever I have erred in my past life, 

at least remember what I have given up 
for you now.” 
“Don’t touch me!” he cried, [ shall 

remember you well enough all the life 
that you have spoiled—to loathe and de- 
test you.” 
She threw herself at his feet. 
“ [fave pity on me,” 
“ As much pity as you had upon my 

wife.” 
Henrietta started to her feet. 

But 

* “You are going to her ?"’ 
¢ Do you think I owe her no amends ?”’ 
A bitter sneer came over her face. 

There was one last refuge 1n her despair. 
Shall I tell you the best amends you can 

make her? Let her have a divorce, and 
marry Mr. Fairfax.” 

Sir George turned very white. 
“Do you think, after all | know of you 

[ would believe you now ? If your words 
were not a lie, would he have traveled 
day and night to get me back to her?” 
She knew she could not keep him now, 

but she might hinder him from going to 
Ole. 
He is more clever than you; he knows 

how to keep up appearances. Do you 
think he believes you fool enough to go 
back, to have every finger pointed at you 
—to be subject all your life to your wife's 
reproaches and recriminations? I tell 
you Mr. Fairfax worships the very ground 
your wife walks on, and he will marry her 
if you will only let him.” 
A bitter curse issued from the baronet’s 

white lips as he flung her heavily from 
him. He ran panting up the stairs into 
the room where Alan waited for him. It 
was lighted now. Sir George came up 
close to him, 

“ And so you douhic faced friend—you 
cowardly hypocrite — you love my wife 
yourself.” 
He was beside himself, not knowing 

what he said. Mr. Fairfax laid a grip of* 
iron upon his arm. 

“ Listen to me!” he said in a stern, 
hard voice. “I love your wife from my 
soul—Ilike a dear sister—I would lay down 
my life for her, it is that love that brought 
me here, and keeps me here to listen to 
your vile insults. Come with me now, or 
meet me to-morrow when you have had 
time to think.” 
“[ will never return again,” Sir George 

swore with a bitter oath. “She may have 
a divorce if she likes. They'll hardly 
trump up a story of cruelty; but they 
can prove desertion, for I never will go 
back.” 
From his very soul Alan despised the 

nature of the man who could utter such 
heartless words —who could selfishly allow 
a pure, tender heart to be wrung sooner 
than inflict a wound on his own self.love. 
He turned angrily to go, and then, with 

the great effort of a noble mind, he | 
commanded himself, and came back. 

“ George,” he said kindly, “you will 
think better of this. Trust me. I will 
to for you what a brother might. There 
need be no separation, no desertion, no 
divorce. Your wife will be so thankful 
to have you once more, I dare answer 
no reproach will cross her lips, and if 
she can forgive and forget, who else 
shall presume to cast a stone ? O 
George,” he continued passionately— 
“don’t go from bad to worse, don't 
wreck all your life and hers. If you 
have a doubt of my truth or honesty—I 
would rather take a vow never to see 
you or her again, sooner than you 
should be tempted to break her heart 
for a foolish and unjust suspicion. Do 
not decide to-night —take a day—a 
week if you will—only, for God's sake, 
tear the scales from your eyes, and see 
the truth.” 

Bitter and angry as he was, Sir 
George could not fail to recognize the 
generosity of that great mind, but its 
contrast to his own weakness and dis- 
honor stung him to the quick. 
“We only waste words,” he said, 

after a petulant pause. «T shall never 
change my mind.” 

Mr. Fairfax saw that furtherargument 
was useless. 
“T can say no more,” he uttered with 

a heavy sigh ; “only I implore you, do 
nothing rashly. Will you write to me 
in a day or two ¥’ 

“Yes, I will write.” 
“ Good-by,” and Alan held out his 

hand. The baronet just touched it with 
a nerveless grasp. 

Mr. Fairfax went out. His heart 
was heavy—he had a painful conscious- 

to the telegraph-office and sent off the 
following message to Olive :— 
“He is-not with her. There is a 

gleam of hope. I will be with you to- 
morrow might.” 
He had made up his mind that it 

would be no use to stay in Paris—his 
presence seemed only to irritate Sir 
George, and he had no fear that he 
would return to Mrs. Anson. After 
dining hastily, he drove to the railway, 
and started for London. This time 
nature was exhausted —he slept heavily 
the whole way. The persistent guard 
endeavored to rouse him for his ticket. 
Fortunately there was a good-natured 
Frenchman in the carriage. 

“Leave him—Ileave him,” he said; 
“see how he sleeps! Not like a man 
who wants to avoid you—and, morbleu ! 
you have already once seen his ticket.” 
When they arrived at Boulogne, 

Alan’s traveling companion roused him 
with some difficulty, 

“ Wake ! —wake!"” he cried, * Mon 
Dieu! how these Englishmen carry their 
obstinacy even into their sleep !” 

Mr. Fairfax continued to sleep when- 
ever it was practicable, until he neared 
London. Then he roused himself with 
a great sense of weariness. His first 
thought was to see Olive’s father. After 
a hurried change of clothes, and a cup 
of strong coffee, Alan went to Mr. 
Hamilton's chambers in the Temple. 
He had not yet arrived, the clerk said, 
but would be there in twenty minutes. 
Alan thought the time would never pass; 
his head was throbbing desperately, and 
a terribie task lay before him. Mr. 
Hamilton could not have heard the news, 
or he would surely be with his daughter. 
The lawyer came in presently, with a 

smilg apd a cordial, outstretched hand. 
But his face grew graye in 2 moment as 
he saw the expression in his visitor's 
eyes. 
“What is the matter, Mr Fairfax? 

You have some bad news!” 
Mr. Fairfax grasped his hand, and 

{there was a shade of tremulous hesita- 
tion in the usyally strong voice. 
“1 have. But please Gad, there ig 

some hope.” ha 
“My daughter!” eried Mr. Hamilton, 

with a strange white face. 
“She is well—quite well ; and—and 

Sir George tog. It is no bodily ail- 
ment.” 
“Say the worst at once!” cried Mr, 

Hamilton. 
“Sir George has left her.” 
“Good God, sir! what do you mean ?’ 
My, Fairfax told the whole story, 

sparing his hearer a]] the pain he could 
—sparing his former friend, tog, as far 
as possible. 

not ope word until all was told. Then 
he murmured, in & half-choked voice :— 
“0 my poor child! I wili gg down 

and fetch her home.” 
“ Not to-day—not yet,” urged Alan. 

“That would make her feel as if she 
had no hope.” 
“Do you suppose 1 will ever let that 

— that villian see her again?’ 
“If you try to prevent it, you will 

break her heart. I do not want to 
screen him, but for her sake you must 
do nothing rash. If he will return to 
her, it would be worse than wrong to 

in a low voice 

at once, 

The lawyer was very pale, but said 

talk of waiting—of course it is nothing | 
to you; and these two days and nights 
I have never slept or eaten, and have | 
been tortured with fears, and you tell | 
me to go on waiting patiently. Oh! 
what shall I do !”"—and she threw her- 
self down on the floor and sobbed, until 
Alan thought to have gone med, with 
pain. 

“1 have done all I could,” he uttered, 
“Your father is here.” | 

“Papa! papa!—oh! let me see him 
He will be able to help me.” | 

A great pain came into Alan’s heart 
at the bitter though unconscious in- 

justice of the suffering girl. 
forgave her from his s¢ul, with a tender- 
ness that was almost aivine. 

ed the door and went out, and Mr. Kid Mitts. Kid Gloves 
Hamilton came in. a ——— 

But he 

He open- 

«Olive !—my little Olive I” and with 
one great sob she was in her father’s 

arms, 
bitter anguished tears of a strong man, 
passionate and blinding, rained down 
upon her,—it was forty years since 
John Hamilton had shed a tear. 

her head on his breast. The 

“ Oh, papa, papa, you will bring him 
back 7’ 
How could he refuse anything to 

that great agony '—how say the words 
he had conned to himself all the way | S.S.Seal, Astracan, Plush, Persian Lamb. 
down in the train ? He only pressed her 
nearer to his heart with the divine, 
shielding instinct of a father's loye ; he 
could not speak for the great knot that 
rose in his throat. 

“Papa, do speak to me !—tell me 
you will go to him !” 
“My child, I will do all I can ; but 

no one can do more than Mr. Fairfax 
has done for you. I will not see that 
—T could not meet Sir George myself.” 

» 2 = ’ & 

ness of not having succeeded. He went— «Q papa, don’t blame him too much ! Japanese Sleigh Robes, in Grey and Black. 
I have been ill, you know, and I think 
it made me petulant and cross. It was 
partly my fault. Ah if he does not 
come back, what shall I do?’ and her 
sobs were piteous. 

Mr. Hamilton's heart was wrung. 
“0 God, child,” he cried, hoarsely, 

“don’ cry like this—you will break my 
heart.” : 

Olive made one intense effort, and 
checked her sobs. 
“I shall be better presently, papa.” 
He stood rocking his brains to think 

how he could comfort her. If he could 
only divert her thoughts. Suddenly an 
idea struck him. 
“T have had no dinner, Olive.” 
She rose quickly. 
“ How selfish I am,” and she rang the 

bell. 
Greet came in answer. 
“Some dinner for papa, Greet, at 

once, please.” And when it came, she 
made a pretense of eating with him. 

Al, what a sad meal it was to the 
father and daughter, who had never sat 
down alone together since that evening 
of supreme happiness when Sir George 
had asked her to be his wife. 

Olive remembered it with a choking 
sob as she put down the wine she could 
not drink, and the blinding tears rained 
down from her poor weary eyes. 

(To be cantinued) 
-- Ce Ge ED oo 

Fact Stranger than Fiction 

It is a fact that Alonzo Howe, of 
Tweed, had a fever sore that afflicted 
him for thirty-five years. Six bottles of 
Burdock Blood Bitters cured him, which 
he considers almost a miracle. It was 
but the natural result of the remedy re- 
storing pure blood and perfect secretion. 

CARTERS 
TTL 

Bick Ieadache and relieve all the troubles inci. 
dent to a bilious étate of the system, such as Diz- 
zinegs, Nausea, Drowsiness, Distress after eating, 
ain in the Side, &¢, While their most remark. 

able success has becn slicwn’in curing 

SICK 
Headache, yct Carter’sLittle Liver Pills are equally 
valuable in Constipation, curing and Jeng 
this annoying complaint, while they also corrcct 
all disorders of the stomach, stimulate the liver 
sud regulate the bowels, Eon if thoy only cured 

Ache they would bealmost priceless to those who 
euficr from this distressing complaint; but fortu- 

na:ely their goodness does not end here, and those 
wha opge try them will find these little valu- 
able in‘'so nfany ways that they willnot be willing 

to do without then, But after all sick head 

ACHE 
Is the bane of 6 many lives that here is where we 
make our great boast. Gur pills cure it while 
othersdguot. ~~ © “© 4 

Carter's Little Liver Pills are very emall and 
very easy to take, One or twa pte makea dore. 
They are strictly yegetable an do not gripe or 
purge, but by their gentle action please all who 
v-cthem. In vialsat?23 cents: five for §1, Solid 

by Cruggists everywhere, or sent by mail. 

prevent it. Her whole life is bound up 
in him. You must belisye I have her 
interest at heart.” 
“God bless you, I do!” and Mr. 

Hamilton wrung Alan’s hand. But I 
must go to hey. What time does the 
train start ?”’ 
“At twelve. But you must let me 

see her first. She has my faithful pre- 
mise, and I must tell her what I have 
done. I implore you to do nothing 
hasily untill I hear from Sir George.” 
And after a long time Mr. Hamilton 
consented. 

It was dark, the lights were burning 
in the dining-room at Gabriel's Wood 
when the carriage drove up. Mr. Ham- 
ilton did not get out for a moment, until 
Mr. Fairfax had entered the dining-room 
and shut the door. Olive sprang to 
meet him. 
“Oh Mr. Fairfax, tell me quickly —is 

n
d
 

(CARTER MEDICINE CO., 
2 Hew York City. 

he come ?’ 
He expected to see her looking ill, | 

but he was hardly prepared for the ghast- 
ly face that met his glance. The eyes 
looked enormous—encircled with great 
hollow rings ; there was a feverish rest- 
lessness, as though they had never closed 
since he last saw them, and she trembled 
all over. 

“Come, and let me tell you every- 
thing.” He sat down beside her, taking 
both her hands in his, with no feeling 
but one great, heart-aching pity. “I 
saw him and told him what she was, 

and how you were ready to forgive him 
all, if he came back.” 

“ But it was all my fault—you should 
have said 7 wanted to be forgiven,” she 
broke 1n, with feverish earnestness. 

“ He has left her ; he is awake from 
his blindness, and knows how vile she 
is!" 
“Ah! thank God!” and the great 

tears came into Olive’s eyes. “Then he 
will come back at once—at once !” 

“Not at once,” said Alan, gently; 
“but in time, I hope. He will not come 
here—prehaps you may go to him.” 

She sprang up. 
“Oh! let me go now! Take me, Mr. 

Fairfax !—do take me !—won’t you !” 
He drew her back, 
“You must not be too hopeful,” he 

uttered, with a tone of pain; * he has 
not promised.” 

““ Not promised to come back to me ! 
O Mr. Fairfax !” 
“I dare not tell you anything hut the 

truth. Wait patiently just a day or 
two. He has promised to write to me.” 
Her eyes stared at him blankly and 

piteously for a moment, and then she 
broke out : — 

“ How cruel you are !—and 1 trusted 
you so. If you had told him it would 
break my heart—if you had told him 
how I loved him—he would have come 

Externally. 
a 

AKEN INTERNALLY it cures 
Dysentery, Cholera, Diarrhea 

Cramp and pain in the Stomach, Bowe! 
Complaint, Painter’s Colic, Liver Com: 
plaint, Dyspepsia or Indigestion, Sud- 
den Colds, Sore Throat, Coughs, &c. 

SED EXTERNALLY, it cures 
Boils, Felons, Bruises, Cuts, Burns, 

Scalds, Old Sores and Sprains, Swell- 
ings of the Joints, Toothache, Fain in 
the Face, Neuralgia and Rheumatism, 
Chapped Ilands, Trost-bitten I'cct, 
&c. 

B<>™ The PAIN-KILLER is sold 
by Medicine Dealers throuchout the 
world. Price 23¢. and $0¢€. per 
bottle. 

SOAP! 

Frank Siddell's Soap. 
SE winter or summer, but don’t scald or 
boil any of your clothing, no matter how 

dirty or stained. Brightens colored goods, Goes 
farther than other soap, and cheaper for a poor 
family for scrubbingahbd washirg dishes, Soft- 
ens woolen goods. A large wash one in a 
couple of hours. No clothes niendiing. No fin- 
gers rubbed sore. The savingin fuel alone more 
than pays for the soap. Clean, sweet, and 
white clothes without boiling or scalding. Just 
think. No heavy wash boller to iift about. No 
steam to spoil wall paper or furniture. No 
nasty, filthy smell in the house, 
Where water is scarce, or has to be carried 

far, reigember that the Frank Siddall’s way of 
washing oaly takeg 3 few buckets of water for a 
large wash. 
This is no humbug, but a reliable article, Try 

it and you will use no other Kind. 

GEO. HATT & SONS. 

Tnternally and 

SOAP! 

Aug, 29 

BIRD CAGES. 

UST opened, a nice line of brass and painted 
Cages, all sizes, square and round. For sale 

at Jow prices at 

LEMONT & SONS. 
Jan, 16, 1884 | 

| 
| 

] 

| 
M hi Habit C 

JL. Sezrucys, M. D., Lgbanog, Ohio. 

Ulsters, Overcoats, Pants, Vests, White, Regetta 

Sharkey’s Block. 

STAPLE and FANCY 

DRY 600DS! 
LADIES’ DRESS GOODS 
In great variety—all texturesjjsuitable for 

the season : 

Ulster Cloths, Ulsters, Corsets, 
Mantles, Shawls, Scarfs, Hose, | 

Squares, Cloth Gloves, &e., &e. 

Fur Caps, Fur 
Muffs, and Boas. | 

READY MADE CLOTHING 
for Men, Youths and}Boys,ia 

and Flannel Shirts, Collars, Cufls, Scars, 
Ties and Pocket Handkerchiefs. 

FUR CAPS 

Kid Mitts, Buck & Kid Gloves 

EF" Grey and White Cottons, Towellings, 
Tickings, Counterpanes, Comforters, Wool 
and Hemp Carpets, Floor Oil Cloths, Ducks, 
eans, Swansdowns, Blue, Grey, White, 

Scarlet and Fancy Flannels, Blankets, Camp 
Blanketing, Horse Blankets, ete. 

SLEIGH ROBES. 

Buffalo Robes, lining and trimming to suit, 

A Large Stock of Trunks, Valises, Travelling 
Bags, &c, 

All of whieh will be sold fat the lowest cash 
prices. 

JREMNANTS—4,000 yds Remnants of Prints, 
Cottons, Swansdowns, Dress Goods, Sneetings, 
Winceys, Cloths, Tweeds, &e. 

OWEN SHARKEY 
Fredericton, Dee 19, 1883 

SEE HERE! 

Of Staple and Fancy House Furnishing Goods is 
unusually large and well assorted, and prices 
LOW asusual. When I commenced business 
twenty years ago, my motto was, ‘“ All Goods 
marked in plain figures—One Price only.” 1 
am pleased to tell you the pian succeeded. 1 
shall continue as heretofore and guarantee satis- 
faction to every customer, Please REMEMBER 
ME when makingyonr Xmas purchase, Noth- 
ing can be more suitable for a present than 
something in my line to make home pleasant 
and comfortable. 
Parlor Suits 1n Hair Cloth, Plush, Silk Cotae 

line and Raw Silks, Walnut and Marble Top 
Centre Tables, Easy Chairs, Book (Cases, Hall 
Stands, Library Tables, Sofas, Lounges, Parlor 
Mirrors, P:tent Rockers, Black Walnut, Ash 
and Painted Chamber Suits, Chairs of all kinds, 
Cribs, Cradles, Bedsteads and Mattrasses* 

Crockery & Glassware, Silver-Plated 
| Ware and Fancy Goods. 

In each department I have opened large lots | 
of elegant goods for the season's trade, | 
Dinner, Tea and Toilet Sets, Fancy China, | 

Majolicr, Vase Lamps, Silver Tea Servers, Cake 
Baskets, Castor Stands, Photograph Albums, 
Parlor Games, Dolls, and Toys. ° 

JAS. CG. McNALLY, 
Opp. City Hall, Fredericton. 

And adjoining Counties. 

GENTLEMEN : 
We take great pleasure in announcing that 

our Choice Stock of 

XMAS GROCERIES 
Is now cojupiere, and can furnish you with 
goods of which the prices will accord with~the 
times. You are all aware, owing to ‘the un- 
settled state of the weather, that business hss 
been very quiet, therefore we are prepared to 
sell goods at a sacrifice, Give usa call and we 
no pleased to quote prices. We have in 
stoc 

FLOUR, MEAL, 

SUG AR, 

MOLASSES, FISH, 
Raisins, Currants, 

Citron Peel, Lemon Peel, Orange Peel 

aod Spices of all kinds. 
ee me 

Just Received a lot of 

Choice No. 1 Herring, 

Teas from 25 cts to 40 cts per Ib, 
Sugar as low as 12 Ibs. for $1.00 

W. E. MILLER & CO'S. 
FEED AND SEED HOUSE, 

Opp. People’s Bank, Queen St, 

Fredericton, Lee, 12 

~ FANCY CHAIRS. 
WE have a very large line of Fancy Fqlding 

Chairs and rockers. They will make splen- 
did Xmas, Wedding or Birthday Presents for 
your friends. Call and see for vourself at 

LEMONT'S VARIETY STORE. 

FANCY CUPS AND SAUERS, 
A LARGE Assortment of Single Faney Cups 
LA and Saucers, lm ported direct from Bohemia 
Aliso a large line of cheaper Cups and Saucers. 

or sale cheap at 

LEMONT'S. 

Canadian and New Brunswick 

Mocassins and Snowshoes. 
—— —— 

F' you want Mocassins or Snowshoes, you are 
sure to get suited at Lemont’s. Moose Hide 

Moe:assins, al! sizes and prices, Also a large 
stock of Indian and Oit Tan Moeassins; and 30 
pairs of Snowshoes. For sale low at 

LEMONTS. 

DOLLS. DOLLS. 
Wi have on haud the largest and cheapest 

assortment of og to be had in the city. 
If vou want to make the Children happy, call 
at Lement’s and buy them Dolls, 
new and pretty at. 

LEMONT'S VARIETY STORE. 

DIRT! 
Wi ge received another consignment af a 79 Hr 

Wonderful Soap, 

“DEATH ON DIRT. 
Try it, we can recommend it. 

7 2 cakes for 25 cents ; box lots ‘proportion. 
ally cheap. 

WHITTIER & HOOPER, 

gents. 

Baldwin Apples. 

{ 

They are all 

Dec. 12 

J ox RECEIVED ;—20 bbis. American Bald. | 
¢) win Apples. Also, White's Molasses Candy 
and Maple Cream. 

GEO. HATT & SONS. 

Buck Saw Plates. | 

FARMERS OF YORK ! 

J.C. RISTEEN & CO. 
—MANUFACTURERS OF-— 

DOORS, SASHES, AND BLINDS, 
—ALSO— 

FURNITURE. 
Moulding, Jig Sawing, Planing and Turning done to order. 

Dressed Clapboards, Flooring and Sheathing constantly on hand 

Corner Queen and Smythe Streets, Fredericton, N. B. 

"NEW MUSIC STORE! 
WE HAVE NOW ON HAND A FINE STOCK OF 

ORGANS and PIANOS! 
which we will sell at low prices and easy terms. 

CALL AND SEE THEM BEFORE PURCHASING, or write for PRICES. 

Organs from S60 upwards. 

EZ" We have been appointed agents for the celebrated Chickering & Sons, and 
the Hallett and Cumston, and an number of other makers of Pianos, which we 
will sell on easy terms. Call and try them at the store. 

J. BF. McMURRAY. 

T. G. OCONNOR, 
IMPORTER OF 

British and Foreign Woollen Manufactures, &c. 
Now in stock, a large and varied assortment of 

GENTS’ SUMMER SUITINGS, WORSTED COATINGS, 
SCOTCH TWEEDS, SERGE SUITINGS, MELTONS, 

CHEVIOTS, SAXONY TWEEDS, &c., &c., &c 

WEST OF ENGLAND BROADS. CANADA TWEEDS, 

WEST OF ENGLAND UASSIMERES, HARVEY HOMESPUNS. 

WEST OF ENGLAND DOESKINS, OXFORD HOMESPUNS 

Gents’ F'urnishings, «cc. 

First Class Cutter, Frist Class Suits, Lowest Hard-pan Prices. 

i& Goods sold from the Piece or Made to Order as may be desired, 

T. G. O'CONNOR, 
Next below Barker House, Queen St., Fredericton 

FreEDERICTON, 4th May, 1883. Yours faithfully. 

For sale at Geo. H. Davis’ Drug Store, corner Queen and Regent Streets, Fredericton. 

From Hon. Judge Wetmore. 
My Dear Sir,—From the flattering notice of your Eys Glasses and Spectacles, I was in 

duced to purchase a pair of each, and am happy to say they have proved quite equal to you 
recommendation and haye gives entire satisfaction. 

A. R. WETMORE. 

4 
All my Seed is warranted to be fresh and true to 

My Vegetable and Flower Sced Catalogue for 
1884, the vesult of thirty years’ experienceans a 
Seed Grower, will be sent to all who apply. 

name, so far that should it prove otherwise, agree 
* to refill orders gratis. My collection of vegetable 

Seed, one of the most extensive to be found in any 
American Catalogue, is a of it of my 

Es Bans: Barbink Poiotece Marbichend an ar 
Early Corn the TH) and scores 

other new Vegetables, I invite the patronage of the pub. 
lie. In fans 
my sced w 

JAMES J. H. GREGORY, Seed Grower, ‘Marblehead, Mass. 

the farms of those who p 
advertisement. 

the ens and on 
be found my 

WILEY'S 
DRUG STORE. 

Opposite Normal School. 

JUST RECEIVED; 

ATWOOD'S BITTERS. 

July 11 

JOHN NM. WILEY, 

MAGNETIC JREDICIN 
\ a: = 

Druggist, Fredericton, 

TRADE AT ) MARK. 
: —3 Wry > Sey 

poy er). 'RRAIN 2 NERVE FOOD Ar reas 
Is a Sure, Promnt, and Effectual Remedy for 

Nervousness tin ALL fits stages, Weak Memory. 
Loss of Brain Power. Sexual Prostration, Night 
Sweats, Spermatorrhea. Sominal Weakness and 
General Loss of Power. It repairs Nervous Wa-te, 

upenates the Jadeq Intellect. Strengthens the En- 
feebled Brain and Restores SNurpristag 1 one and 
Vigor to the Exhausted Generative Organs. The 
experience ol thousands prove it an invaluable 
remedy. The medicine is pleasant to the taste, 
and eich box contains sufficient for two weeks 
medication, and is the cheapest ar d best, 
Full particulars in our phamplet, which we 

desire to mail free to any address, 
Mack’s Magnetic Medicine is sold by 

Druggists at 50 cents per box, or 12 boxes for $5, 
or will be mailed free of postage, on receipt of 
the money, by addressing 

SD) VPA 1 —_/L 
b 

MACK'S MAGNETIC MEDICINE Co, 

y Windsor, Ont., Canada 

SOLD IN FREDERICTON BY 

CEORCE IX. DAVIS, 

and all Pruggists everywhere. 

May 16, 1s83 

WM. Ewing. J. H. DAviDsoy, WM. GRAHAM. 

SUCCESSORS TO 

SEED MERCHANTS, 
142 McGill St., Montreal. 

A copy of our Illustraied Seed Catajogue 
for 1353 will be sent to any address on applica- 
tion. 

Feb. 7, 1583 

SKATES. SKATES 
JUST ARRIVED: 

A fins variety of Skates, consisting of 

Acme Club Skates, 

Empress Skates, 

TN OZ. best Buck Saw Plates; 
6 doz. frames to match; 

2 bundles Frith’s axe steel ; 
10 doz. Fowlers’ axes. 

Jusi received and for sale by 

R. CHESTNUT & SONS. 
Frederieton, Jan. 3 

Barny & Berry's Skates, 

Wood Top Skates, 
| Bkate straps, and all the parts required for the | 

Acme Club Skates, 
Ar or sale very low. 

Z. R, EVERETT, 

WILLIAM EWING & CO.,, 

£2 Samplesand Prices on Application, | 

Burdock Blood Bitters. | 

] 

Great Bargains 

DRY GOODS. 
The Subscriber intending to 

Close his Business 

“GOLDEN FLEECE,” 
WII, on and afler 

TUESDAY, Jan. 2nd, 1384 
ALLOW A 

Discount of 12 [-2 Per Cent, 
For cash, on delivery of Goods, on all sums from 

$1 upwards. 

JOHN M'DONALD. 
Fredericton, Jan. I, 1883 

FRANGIS DOHERTY 
Has row in sjock a {ine assortment of 

3007S, SHOES, MOCCASINS, 
AND OVERBOOTS, 

Ready Made Citthing 
of all descriptions, at the lowest prices, 

HATS and CAPS 

| 
| 

| 

1 

| anteed, 

IN VARIETY, 

EWING BROTHERS, | Trunks, Valises, etc. 

The above goods will be = at prices that 
defy competition. Give me a call. 

FRANCIS DOHERTY, 
Dec. 12, 1384 

FREDERICTON 

MONUMENTAL WORK! 
Queen St., just above Reform Club Rous, 

—— —— 

HE Subscriber begs to inform the Public that 
he is prepared to execute all sorts of 

PLAIN and ORNAMENTAL 

MONUMENTS, TABLETS, 
FENCE STONES & POSTS, 

First Class Material and Workmansnip guar- 

JOHN MOORE, 


