5 Literatuve,

THE THREE SISTERS.

- CHAPTER XXVII.
NOBLESSE OBLIGE.

Mr. Fairfax sat thinking a long time
after Sir George Fabian had gone out.

 He does not deserve her,”” Alan said
to himself; “he cannot appreciate the
intense love that makes her afraid to see
him look tenderly at another woman.
Poor little thing! [ dare say he has
spoken harshly to her, and she is break-
ing her heart about it.”

I think very few men would have had
the honor or courage to act as Alan Fair-

fax did. There was a horrible temptation

to let the breach widen between these
two people, that some day the woman
whom he loved so dearly might come 1n
her despair to accept and value a very
real devotion. [le put that thought away
quickly—at once, for very fear lest he
should ever be base enough to let it
influence him. ¢ No matter what 1 suf-
fer 80 long as | make her happy,”’ he said
with a chivalry not born of religion, but
which m that moment came very near the
divine creed of the peacemaker. Present-
ly he put on his hat and went into Bond
Street to get a box at Covent Garden.
Then he turned his steps in the direction
of Brook Street.

“Is Lady Fabian home ?"' he asked of
the servant.

“] will inquire if my lady 18 down, sir;
she was not half an hour ago.”’

Mr. Fairfax walked into the dining-
room, and the man went to make in-
quirios.

“My lady is in the drawingroom, he
said, returning, “and will be pleased to
see you, sir.”

Alan followed him, conscious of a cer-
tain neérvousness, very alien from his
customary self possession.

The room was darkened, and Lady Fa-
bian was sitting with her back to the
lnzin}. " She did not rise to receive him,
but in & moment hiz quick eyes discerned
that she had been crying bitterly.

“T'have only just come down,”’ she said,
languidly ; “ my head aches badly, and [
have had scarcely any sleep.”

%I am so sorry,” Alan answered, gently.
“1 fe,ar these Jate hours do not agree with
you.’

He had forgotten the little episode of
the might before, but Olive remembered
it, and colored vividly.

“ You must have thought me very fool-
ish last night,”” she uttered, confusedly,
“ but I had no idea—I did not expect for
one moment that George would have'any
one with him. [ sat up because—because
I was a little nervous, and I had a very
interesting book to read. Did Colonel
Vane think me very sitly ?"

“ We both thought how fortunate George
was in having some one to care for him
so much,” replied Mr, Fairfax, kindly.

“He does not think so,’’ said Olive, af-
fecting to laugh, but with a shade of bit-
terness.

“ I am sure he does. He told me only
a little while ago what happiness there is
in being loved very much.”

“0O Mr. Fairfax! did he 7"’ cried Olive,
her eyes brightening. “I[ have been
afraid lately that he was angry with me
for wanting to be so much with him, and
thought me exacting.”

% Lady Fabian,” said Alan, gently, after
a slight pause, “ [ have known your hus.
band so long, that anything which aftects
him or his, concerns me nearly. Will you
look upon me as a friend too, and let me
say sometaing without thinking me bold ?
I am not prone to interfere in matters
which do not concern me—only where I
care very much for people.’”’

“ No one can accuse yoa of undue inter-
ference,’”’ remarked Lady Fabian, with a
wondering smile; ¢ we always think your
great failing is a want of interest in things
and people. Now please begin.”

Mr. Fairfax forced a smile.

“ I was going to give you a little of the
experience of thirty-seven years. [ do
not advocate a knowledge of the world—
nay, I 'think people far happier without
it ; but there are some things necessary
for our own advantage that we should
learn.”

“Ah, yes!”’ assented Olive: “[ wish
you would only tell me some of the nu.
merous things I fall short in.”

4 Will you have me for a Mentor 2"’

“ Yes, rather than any one else in the
world. You know I cannot bear to be
told of my faults,” Olive said, ingenuous-
ly, “but I think I never could be offend-
ed at anything you said.”

Alan sighed. Those ;last kind words
were the greatest proof of her indifference
to him.

“ You wiil say [ am not to be relied on,”
he commenced. ¢ Hitherto I have always
told you I hated women of the world, and
now [ am going to advocate your copying
them a little more.”

“Isee. You arelike George—you find
so much simplicity tiring,” interrupted
Olive, with a shade of pique.

- “] should never tire of 1t,’”’ he answered
quickly ; “1 am thinking of your own
happiness. Now forgive what 1 am going
to say. Human nature 1s at all times dis-
posed to be contradictory, and to set the
most value on things that are out of its
reach. Your husband has always been
used to perfect freedom of action, without
a shadow of control. He has been accus-
tomed to be very much liked and flatter-
ed by women, and marriage does not cure
a man of vanity all at once.”

Mr. Fairfax spoke lightly, but the tears
sprang to Olive’s eyes.

“I know what you mean,” she said;
“you think I am foolish and jealous.”

* Certainly not foolish; I only think
that if you let George go where he pleases
without seeming vexed or asking ques-
tions, he will gradually cease to desire or
care for liberty, and will value no place
like his home. Perhaps it might be im-
pertinent for me to hazard any remark
about how dearly he loves you, and how
constantly you are in his thoughts.”

Impulsive as ever, Olive rose from the
sofa, and put out her hand to Alan, little
dreaming how that simple action stirred
the quick blood in his veins,

“ A thousand thanks !—I never saw the
force of such arguments before to-day—I
will try with all my strength to act up to
your advice,” and she resumed her seat.
wondering a little at the coldness and
lightness of the clasp with which he re-
turned her warm pressure. She liitle
guessed the strong effort of will that made
his grasp so loose and indifferent.

“I am forgetting (ieorge’s message all
this time,” he said, changing the subject
quickly. “He has promised for you and
Miss llamilton, that yo.. will come and
dine with me in St. James’ Street to-night,
and go to the opera afterward. He will
be home in time to dress and bring you.”

A look of such gladness came into
Olive’s face, that it seemed to Alan like
the sun issuing in all its radiance from be-
hind a cloud. Seeing it, he was rewarded.

“ How delightful ! —1 would rather come
and dine with you like that than go to the
grandest dinner party of the season.’’

And your headache wi'l not prevent-——
“My head is well already at the thought,”’
but he knew why she was so glad.

When Sir George returned home that
evening, he had no cause to complain of a
cold reception. His wife flew to him, her
face beaming with smules, kissed him a
hundred times, dancing about in the most
childish glee, and he was delighted. All
dinmer time they were talking together,
and exchanging smiles of renewed love
and confidence. Mr. Fairfax, noting it,
half sighed, half smiled. We do not al-
ways experience that intense satisfaction
n having done a good action that moral-
ists would have us think—at least, not al-
ways at the time. 'Ten years later, when
we have outlived a passion, and forgotten
the sharp pangsour self renunciation cost
us, we may reap the reward of virture in
# ir own consciences.

That evening there was no mention
from Sir George of going to the club for
an hour; he wished Mr, Fairfax a cordial
good night on the steps of the opera, and
‘umped into the carriage after his wife
and sister in-law,

Alan lighted a cigar, sent awwy his
brougham, and walked meditatively to his
club in St. Jame’s Street. He had a
weary sort of feeling that there was not
very much in life worth llving for—at
least for him. His thoughts were not the
puling crossness with fate that many men
feel when something disappoints them, |
and their pet projects go wrong—it was
more that deep, unsatistied yearning after
rest and happiness that the noblest minds
experience the most acutely. There
were few men in at——'s when he entered
—no one he cared to speak to—and he
threw himse'f into one of the luxurious|
lounges! and continued his involuntary |
weditations, Soiptept were his thoughts |

!

'that he did not notice the men who came |
'in and went out, did not perceive that'
the reom had gradually filled, until he‘
suddenly seemed to wake to conscious-
ness with a start. Two men were hold-
ing & conversation just beside him; he
recognized the speakers’ voices as belong-
ing to Captain Anson and Lord Grantham.
- Mechanically Alan listened to their talk.
~which was carried on in anything but
whispers. He bad often been amused by
' Lord Grantbam’s opinions; they were
generally characterized by common sense
and orignality, and to-night he was dis-
posed to hail anything that should take
him out of the weariness of his own re-
flections.

Grevil's hearty tones fell first on his
ear. Ile was talking of some horrible
outrages that had been committed in
China, an account of which had appeared
in an evening paper.

“What cruel blackguards those Chinese
are !'" he said, with an accent of disgust.

“Cruel, my dear fellow?" cried Lord
(Grantham, whose greatest weakness was
love of argument. ¢ Brutality is often a
matter of habit, and people’s 1deas on
the subject are so different. Look at our
pretty, delicate women, who would scream
with terror at the sight of a little blood,
and be in a perfect agony, because a
horse tumbled down. And yet don’t the
prefty creatures drive their ponies along
the crown of the road in a boiling hot sun
at the rate of fifteen wiles an hour?
Don’t they know, do you think, that the
calf their cook makes such a delicate firi-
candeau of is8 put to a cruel, lingering
death, that their critical eyes may not be
offended by the brownness of the meat?
Don’t they know that the lobsters are
literally boiled alive, and eels actually
writhe in agony after being flayed ; that
salmon and cod are cut into ornaments
while yet alive, to improve it for their
dainty tables? Do you think boys have
any consciousness that they are guilty of
an atrocity in setting on a dog to worry
a cat to death, or that a costermonger be-
lieves it cruelty to maltreat and starve
the poor beast who helps to gain him bhis
daily bread ? What about our fine gentle-
men of forefathers, who delight in bull-
baiting and cock-fighting? What about
the Spanish women, who clap their hands
and cry, ‘Brava, toro! when the bull
gores a splendid horse or a matador to
death? Did any one, think you, ever
try to realize the death a fly dies on a
‘catch-em-alive ?’ "’

“My dear Grantham ! cried Grevil,
laughing, ¢“after that long and windy elo-
quence, I shall not think of hazarding
any more assertions. I believe, for the
sake of argument, you would insist that,
to be a model christian, a man must
break every one of the Ten Command-
ments."”

“ Well, I dare say that would not be
80 impossible to prove as you seem to
think,” laughed Lord Grantham. ¢ You
never get a more severe stickler for reli.
gious observance and moral conversation
than yeur ante-rake and blasphemer; and
you know, ‘there is more joy over one
sinner’——But we'll steer clear of reli-
gion,’’ broke off his lordship, who respect-
ed sacred subjects, if he did not always
act up to their teaching.

“] don’t put much faith in reformed
rakes,” said Captain Anson. “You very
seldom find a man gives up his bad habits
until they have given him up. Nobody
finds out the sourness of the grapes like
our friend Reynard, — nobody see the
fruitlessnes and the folly of gay worltly
life-like the sated voluptuary who can no
longer enjoy."

“That’s true enough,” replied Lord
Grantham, agreeing for once with what
some one else said. ‘And they then
make use of an argument which provokes
me inexpressibly. 1 often hear people
say (men and women too,) ‘ Ah! and afcer
all, what are these fleeting pleasures
worth when they are past?-—the charm-
ing society—the rounds of visits — the
splendid house and appointments, the
consideration of our friends—our wealth
and luxury—our beauty; and the admira-
tion it excited!” Of course it is nothing
to us when it is past,’”’ continued the
speaker energetically, “any more than a
great sorrow we have outlived, or a rich
dinner that disagreed with us a month
ago. But it is a great deal to us at the
time ; and when pleasures are gone, in-
stead of uttering puling regrets after, and
trying to undervalue them, we should try
to get as much pleasure as we can out of
the remembrance of them.”

“ Hear, hear!” said Alan, looking up
with an amused smile, and the other men
turned at his voice.

“Is that you, Fairfax ?"’ said Captain
Anson ; * where have you been hiding ? |
thought I looked all round the room when
I came m.”

Mr. Fairfax glanced at his watch.

“] have occupied this chair for the last
hour,” he answered. * I suppese I must
have been dreaming, or in a brown study,
since 1 was unconscious of your presence,
until I overheard Grantham’s very spirit-
ed defense of cruelty.”’

“1've been wanting to see you ever
since yesterday, to ask you who that little
woman- with the light hair was you bowed
to from the club steps. 1 used to see her
years ago in Paris. I should have asked
you at the time, but Grey came up to ask
met g?mething about Goodwood, and [ for-
got.

Alan happened to remember the cir-
cumstance perfectly. The lady in ques-
tion was Mrs. Anson, and he dreaded any
further remark from Lord Grantham be-
fore Grevil,

Fortunately at this moment Captain
Anson rose to go.

“] promised Warne to look in at his
place about one ; he is giving a supper to
a select party.

“ Warne’s parties are generally very
select,’”’ laughed Lord Grantham. ¢ Good
night, Anson—a pleasant morning.”’

“Good night, Grantham—aqu revoir, Fair-
fax. I'll look you up to morrow about
breakfast time.”

“ Do, said Alan.
night.”’

Lord Grantham returned to the subject,
“ About that woman.” :

“This room is stifling,” remarked Mr.
Fairfax. ¢ Are you going home ? [ will
walk part of the way with you ”

“Come along. I will tell you why I
want to know more about her. I fancy
she has got more than one turn from the
wheel of the blind goddess. A few years
ago, when I was not overburdened with
money, and found it convenient to get
out of the way for a while, I spent a win-
ter in Paris. [ used to see that woman
everywhere—in the Bois, at the opera—at
all the supper places—in the dancing sa-
loons, etc., ete, She was generally talk-
Ing to a lot of men, but there was one dark
gdod-looking young Frenchman always
about with her. 1 never spoke to her
mysell, and could not quite make out
whether she was French or English, Af-
ter a few months 1 missed her, aud she
never came to any of the old haunts again.
I fancy she got down in the world, for ihe
following winter, when [ was in Paris for a
month, I am certain I saw her two or three
times with a vulgar old woman, looking
very shabby and quite altered. [ never
saw her afterward until yesterday in that
‘carriage, when you took oft your hat to
her. Who has she got hold of now? 1
saw an old man with her.”

Mr. Fairfax was not altogether surpris.
ed at what he heard, but he felt very
sorry for his old friend Cuthbert Anson.
“You are under some mistake, Gran-
tham,” he said, after a slight pause. “ The
person you saw me bow to was a lady—
the wife of some one you know too.'’
“1'll lay my life that woman 1n the car-
viage was the one I knew in Paris, Who
in the world was fool enough to marry
her ?"’
% Grevil Anson’s father.”
Lord Grantham gave a prolonged whistle
“The deuce!"”” he ejaculated; “and I
nearly came out with the whole story be-
fore him. Who does the woman say she
was, and where did Anson pick her up ?"’

“She was Lady Vibart’s companion,
Grantham,” said Alan, presently; “do
me the favor not to mention this to any
one else. Your surmise as to Mrs. An-
son’s identity may be correct, but more
probably it is not. Yen only caught a
glimpse of her.”
“] saw her again to-day in the Row.
But of course I shall say nothing. ¢ Where
1gnorance is bliss "tis folly to be wise.” |
am only glad I happened to mention it
when you w/ > alone.”
Lord Grantbam had taken Mr. Fairfax's
arm—as he uttered the last word they
were passi-g Claridge’s Hotel, A genile-
man was just alighting from a hansom.
“Stop!” wscperad ‘Lord Grantham,
suddenly, in an excited whisper; “do
you see that fellow just going 1n ?”
“ Yes—what of him ?”’
“That’s the manr who was always about
with her in Paris.”

There was no lonrer any doubt in Mr.
Fairfax’s mind. The man was the Vi
cogte de Garpijer ! )

“Ten o’clock —good

' mered.

CHHAPTER XXVIII.
BAD TO THE CORE,

Does the present realization of former
ardent aspirations always bring us happi-
ness? No—one may almost say never.
It 13 not possible to chhmb to the top rail
of content and satisfaction and take our
stand there, watching less fortunate
neighbors from our blissful altitude. The
thing that would, or, rather that we
thought would make us happy, two, three,
or half a dozen years ago, comes to us to-
day, when we have ceased to long for or
value it. Are the rich, the prosperous,
the noble of the earth content because
they had won wealth, consideration, sta-
tion? No. If we seek thankful hearts
and contented minds, turn we from the
habitations of the great ones of this
world—turn we into some hovel, where
God’s sun rarely shines, to the poor pallet
of one of his most afflicted sons, and we
shall chance to find a truer appreciation
of benefits, a more grateful recognition
of mercies, than from those on whom
Providence seems to have lavished every
good.

Henrietta Anson, having reached the
culminating point of her quondam ambi-
tion, was miserable, restless, dissatisfied.
In the old weary days at the Boulogne
boarding-school, her life had seemed less
burdensome to her than now,

Heartless as she had been all her life,
without a thought for others except the
desire to make them subservient to her
own advancement, fate, or an ill-regulated
mind, had taken her beyond herself—out
of her own wary self-control. She had
not a thought in the daytime or night
that was not in some way relative to her
strange passion for Sir George Fabian.
She made no effort to control it, but let
sway her through every mad phase of
longing and envy. Coute que coute, she
would indulge, and he should return
it Perhaps the very unlawfulness and
wickedness of her unrestrained passion
gave a zest to that mind in which all
moral sense had been warped so early.
Her life ought to have been a Paradise
after the long years of drudgery and un-
certainty her youth had waded through;
the blackness of her own heart turned 1t
into Hades. Outwardly she was as smooth,
as winning, as gay as ever; her manner
to her hasband was no less considerate,
her attentions no less frequent and em-
pressees. ;

Mr. Anson loved her very much. She
had become necessary to his existence;
he felt ten years younger and fresher
since he had come under the influence of
her brightnessand vivacity. After a time
that indulgent feeling which most kind-
hearted men have toward wives much
younger than themselves, actuated all
thoughts of her. He was quite willing to
afford her any pleasure in his power—to
grant her anything she thought ftt to ask
for. So, when she experienced a desire
to learn riding (that she might more
often be with him, she said,) he bought a
horse at once, and gave her lessons in
riding himself. She persuaded him to
call on the officers of the —th Dragoon
tiuards, then stationed at Lendal, and to
invite them over to dinner—a little cheer-
ful society would be so good for him, she
argned,

Under her auspices Anson Court be-
came gay agaie —almost as when Qreen
Ethel had reigned there; only the circle
was not quite so brilliant or exclusive.
Henrietta was a great favorite with most
of the men; at least, they liked very
mucl: to flirt with her, and to dine at the

He made no answer except a slight
bow, and she sat down to the piano,
with an agonized suspicion that the
man she detested knew something of
her previous career  But presently Sir
George come up and sat beside her,
speaking in a low voice, and praising
her song, and for the time she forgot
her uneasiness. De Garnier, apparent-
ly annoyed with himself, remained sit-
ting alone at the further end of the
room, and Mr. Fairfax was talking to
Miss Hamilton.

“Can you ride over to-morrow ¥’
whispered Sir George, as he bade her
good night. “You are fond of horses,
and I have a new hunter coming on
trial.”

“1 will, if possible,” she answered in
the same tone ; ¢ there is no sight I like
so well as a handsome man on a fine
horse. How your wife must.love to
see you ride!” she added, knowing it
was the terror of poor Olive’s life.

The next day at the appointed time
Mrs. Anson made her appearance in the
carriage. Mr. Anson had been obliged
to go into Lendel, so she came alone.
The horse was led out—a fine spirited
chestnut—powerful and evidently self-
willed. Mr. Fairfax, Olive, and Mrs.
Anson were the only spectators

“What a splendid creature!” cried
Henrietta, enthusiastically. “ My favor-
ite color, too.”

“1 do not like_her eye, Gieorge,” said
Mr. Faixfax. “T would not buy her.
She has a treacherous look, ag'if she
might balk you just when it was most
important she should go straight ”

‘I like something to conquer,” laugh-
ed the baronet, “and chestnuts always
have a tremendous spirit.”

“I don't mind spirit, but I dGject to
vice.”

“I do not think Sir George knows
the meaning of the word fear,” inter-
rupted Henrietta, trying in her quiet
way to provoke Mr. Fairfax, but he did
not even suspect the drift of her re-
mark. ¢ Are you going to mount !’ she
asked, turning to Sir George.

“No, please don’t, George " exclaim-
ed Olive ; “send it back, I am sure it
is vicious.”

“ You surely cannot have any fear for
such a splendid rider as your husband,
Lady Fabian !” said Henrietta, softly.

Olive made no answer. ‘O George,
don’t ride that creature !—Mr. Fairfax,
persuede him not!” she entreated, as
her husband went up to the animal.

An angry flush came across Sir
George’s handsome face.

“Do you want to make me lose all
my nerve ’ he asked, sharply. *That’s
what spoils men’s pluck, to be always
putting danger into their heads.”

“Danger !” laughed Henrietta, scorn-
fully.

Olive hated her in that moment, She
said nothing, but gave her an indlignant
glance.

Henrietta turned to Sir George.

“If Lady Fabian is really afraid for
you,” she said, with intention, * pray do
not attempt it.”

Court. - When they spoke of her it was
generally 1n praise; but there was an in-

man when he respects a woman.
was only one man who never came to her,

word more to her than courtesy demand-
ed, and that man was Alan Fairfax. She
detested him, she writhed under his look,
ehe was never at ease in his presence ; he
made her feel as though he had an intui.
tive knowledge of her thoughts and char-
acter. She was the only person who had
fathbomed his real feeling for Lady Fabian
and she hated him for his honor and
courage in controlilng it.

September had come, Sir George and
Lady Fabian were entertaining a party of
guests at Gabriel’s Wood —amongst others
the Vicomte de Garnier. As it rarely oc-
curs to Frenchmen to take pleasure in the
society of unmarried women, Rene never
for one moment thought of paying atten-
tion to any of the young ladies, but de-
voted himself exclusively to his hostess.
He was charmed by her grace and bright-
ness, besides being piqued into admira-
tion by her indifterence. She accepted
his exaggerated compliments with arch
amusement, and laughed at them; or if
he became too tender in his glances, or
warm in his expressions, she would as-
sume that courteous dignity which is the
safeguard of modest women, and which
every man who has the feeling ot a gentle-
man knows how to respect.

When Mrs. Anson saw how much epris
the young man had become, she felt
angry. With the dislike that all bad peo-
ple feel for a person they bave injured, or
design to injure, she wanted to persuade
herself that there was nothing lovable or
admirable in Olive—that she had neither
tact nor beauty. Nothing provoked her
so much as to hear Lady Fabian spoken
well of, and when she remarked that Rene,
as well as Mr. Fairfax, found such a charm
in her presence, she was enraged beyond
measure. There was a shade of pigqued
Jealousy in her anger too—she had fancied
Rene would be rather inclined to seek
and court her, to find relief in her society
from the prudery of English matrone,
Rene say through hei fesling, and laughed
to hinself.

“ Mon dieu!’ he ejaculated, ¢ faney
playing at propriety, and carrying on a
cold flirtation, with the ci-devant Madame
la Baronne.” Inpublic he always treated
her with the greatest respect, but some-
times, when they chanced to be alone, he
would lapse into an easy familiarity that
aunoyed her. One day Mr and Mrs,
Anson were dining at Gabrlel’'s Wood.
The party was a pieasant one; every one
seemed to enjoy it thoroughly. The Vi-
comnte de Garnier reflected to himself
that a great deal teo much was said and
thought abroad about the stiffness and
dullness of English people. And now he
was getting more used to them, he liked
their potent wines, too. On this nccas-
sion, although Rene did not drink as much
as many gentlemeun present, he was not
sufficiently seasoned to earry it quite as
well as they did, and became shightly
hilarious. The moment he entered tie
drawing-room lenriette perceived, by the l
brightness of his eyes and his unusual vi- |
vacity, what had occurred, and felt un-
easy. She knew well enough that on
those rare occasions when he overpassed
the limits of sobriety, he was apt to be ex-
treraely communicative, and rather afiec- |
tionate. Suppose it should enter his
head to speak of her to any one; he was
Jjust 1n that state when all considerations |
of expediency had lost their power. For- |
tunately he caught her eye, and she beck- |
oned him to the seat beside her, !

¢ What does the belle Henriette want |
with me?"”’ he inquired, tenderly.

¢ Hush !"” she whispered, softly, with a
glance to the adjacent sofa, where Mr.
Anson sat talking toan elderly lady.

“Tiens ! y’avais oublie !” lavghed Rene.
“The unfortunate husband! You re-
member, ma belle, those lines of Alfred de
Musset ?”’

“ Hush ! Rene, I heseech you !’ implor-
ed Henrietta, now becoming terribly un-
easy. ‘Come and look at that folio of
prints.”

¢ | have seen them a thousand times,
but to please you——'" and they rose to.
gether, and went to the further end of
the room, where the pictures lay under
the lamplight. IIe looked at a few and
yawned.

“[f you do not =hsolutely want me,
cherie, 1 have a de=.i. = 1o talk to my beau.
tiful hostess. Her i1*gards have beem
turned this way more than ~nce.”

“M. de Garnier, pray stay with me a
little.”

“ M. de Garnier!” he repeated, with a
foolish laugh. Why not Rene—it always
used to be Rene? .

At this unfortunate moment Mr. Fair-
fax came up with a request from Lady
Fabian that Mrs. Anson would sing.

“Ah! yes, sing” cried De Garnier,
That chansonnette of Theresa's you used
to give us in the Jittle Hotel St. Honore.

M. de Garnier, said Henriett- in such
an ac ent, and with such a look, that he
was sobered for the moment.

¢ Mille pardons, madame,” he stam-
“] was thinking——"’

“ Thinking you sroke to some onc els +,
[ presuwe,” said s.cs. Anson, superbly,
taking Mr F-irfax’s proflered arm, “Jur

definable something in the accent that
one never hears in the intonation of a |
There |

never called on her, never addressed a |

' termined the vixen should go.

For answer he put his foot into the
stirrup.

The chestnnt reared, plunged, backed,
but Sir George was determined, and,
after a few ineffectual attemipts, flung
himself into the saddle.

“Let go!” he cried to the groom,
and in a moment the animal started off
down the avenue, careering, back-jump-
ing, trying everything in her "power to
unseat her rider. Olive wa$ trembling
in every limb, and the tears stood in
her eyes ; Alan was miserabie because
he could not help her.

“I have seen George on much more
viclous animals—he has a splendid
seat,” he said, trying to gjve her some
comfort.

ed, hurrying forward as a turn of the
road took him out of sight. Presently
Sir George reappeared. The mare was
stil] fretting and chafing, but comsider-
ably more quieé thap when sh¥ wenrted.

“You see it is only a little siow just
at first,” said the baronet, ‘she is quiet
enough now. I think I shall like her
very much.”

“T should so like w gse you leap
something,” said Henrietta, looking up
at him.

“Mrs, Anson!” said Olive, impetu-
ously, “I caunot pnderstand what

o s 3 |
“ Let us go atter him!” she exclaim- |

settled into a swift ride, never slacken- [
ing speed until they came to the paved ’
street that led to Mr. Parndon’s door in |
Lendal.

The doctor was just getting into the |
ig. ‘
“(Good heavens ! Mr. Fairfax, what is |
the matter 7 he cried, seeing the
blanched look on Alan’s face.

*“Lady Fabian is very ill " he said |
breathiessly ¢ For Gol's sake don’t lose
a moment !” and then he gave a glance |
of despair at the slow-paced old cob in!
the doctor’s gig.

“1 will be off at once,” cried Mr. |
Parndon, urging his steed to its best |
pace.

A sudden thought occurred to Mr.
Fairfax. He had told one of his grooms
to take a message into Lendal ; perhaps
the man might have brought the stan-
hope with his trotting mare. He rode
quickly through the town into the yard
of the inn where he generally put up.
The first thing that met his gaze was
the mare being harnessed to the light
two-wheeled carriage.

“Thank God'!” he -ejaculated.
“ Granger !” he said to the man, “I
want the stanhope. Walk the Czar all
the way home.” And taking the reins,
he drove out of the yard, and along the
road after the doctor. He overtook
him in five minutes. Mr. Parndon,
hearing something come furiously up
behind him, hastened to get out of the
way, thinking it was a runaway horse.
“Come with me !” cried Alan, pulling
up, and Mr. Parndon obeyed.

“I never want to go that pace again,”
he said, relating to the story afterward.
“Five miles and a half in twenty
minutes is very well for people to whom
breaking their necks is no object ; but
for a steady-going man like myself—
eight miles an hour is the quickest rate
I care to travel behind a horse.

They arrived none too soon. Sir
George was bending in an agony over
his wife’s still senseless form, while
Greet and Mrs. Anson were using every
effort in their power to restore her.
“She must be put to bed at once,”
said Mr. Parndon, with a very grave
face ‘Sir George, will.vou carry her
up !” ¥\

He looked at Mr. Fairt. el

“ Alan, will yon 11 haie sprained
my arm. N\

And without another word, Alan, his

heart beating with agony at the blanch-
ed face, took her once more in his arms,
and carried her up stairs.
It was weeks before she issued from
her room. For days her life was de-
spaired of. Mr. and Mrs. Hamilton
were sent for; every one went crying
about the house ; the mistress was so
universally beloved. Worse than all,
their heir was born dead.

Sir George had escaped from his
accident with nothing more than a
sprained wrist, the chestnut with a few
scratches. When the baronet heard all
Mr. Fairfax had done, he went over to
him at once.

“God bless you, old fellow !” he said,
grasping his hand. “ One doesn’t often
get such a friend as you. I believe you
saved Olive’s life.”

(To be continued)
e
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Bick Hendache and relieve all thie trevblos jncle
deit toa biliogs state of the gystemn, such a< 1) 2.
giness, Nausca, Drowsiness, Distress after cating,
Pain in the Side, &eo While their mest remark-
able svccess Las been shown'in enring

SICK

ITcadache,yot Carter'sLittle Liver Pille are cqually
valuable én Constipation, curing and {)re\‘('uling
this anpoying eomplaint, while they also correct
a1l disorder®™of the stowach, gtimnlate the Jivee
sud regulaté the bowels, “Euen ifftliey onjy cured

"HEAD

Acha they woyld bealmost priccless to those who
euffer from this'ﬂisttesemg cgmploeint; but fortu-
na‘ely their goodness does tiot end Bere, and those
who once try them will find these Jittle pills valu-
able in 80 many viays that they willnot be willing

motive you have in trying to persuade
Sir George to do things that are un-
safe.”

“Come round to the field on the left,
and I will take her over that low
fence,” said Sir Geerge to Mrs. Anson,
at the same time darting an impatient
look at Oiive. You had beiter he in-
doors if you are going to be so foolish,
he remarked.

It was the first time for months that
he had gpoken a cross word to her.
Then he rode off, and Mrs. Anson
walked along by his side.

Will you not go in! asked Alan,
gently. I will see no harm comes to
Gegrge,

No! she said quickly, her voice
trembling, I had rather g6 tov. ot us
come this short way through this gate.

Sir George was taking a preliminary
canter round the tield. The mare was
getting qguiet, and settling down into a
more even stride,

“Stand well out of the way:!” he
shouted, as he came round, “so that
she may not see you.”

Then he turned the chestnut, and
put her straight at the fence. She went
at it faisly epough, as if she meant go-
ing ; but at the very mgment she ought
to have jumped, she glided off like a
cat, and ran along the side of the fence.
Such a totally unexpected movement
would have unseated a less expert
horsewan --it only put Sir George con-
siderable out of temper. He took her
back again and again, hoiding her like a
vise that she should not play the same
trick. Olive was fairly sobbing by this
time—even Henrietta looked a little
anyjous, and Mr. Fairfax was cursing
her bitterly in his heart as the cause of
all this vexatios,

The fourth time Sir George was de- |

He took
her quickly up, plunged his spurs into

her sides, and let his whip fall sharply

across her. She gave a snort, half-
jumped, haif-refysed—there was a crash
and she came heavily down with her
rider. '

With a great cry that made Alan’s
heart ache, Olive fell forward in a
swoon. He gave one glance and saw
that Sir George was on his legs, then he
took Olive in his arms to carry her in.

“0O Mr. Fajrfay !” cried Henrietta,
really frightened.

He looked at her savagely.

Are you satistied with your devilry, |
he said, in such a tone as he had pever
thought in his life to use to a woman.

He carried Olive to the house in his
arms as if she had been somelittle child.
He was in an agony. Would this kill
her 1—wac she perhaps dead already of
the fright? Her lips and cheeks were
ghastly white—her eyes werc olosed.
Half way he met the groom.

“ Run to your master,” he said, and
then went out with his burden. The
servants eawe running out. * Send
Greet at once !” he ovdered, as he laid
Olive down on the sofa in the drawing
room, ‘I will go for the doctor my-
self.” ¥ e was round at the stables in a
m¢ .ent, putting the bridle on his horse,
which stood ready saddled. The grooms
stood wondering at his white face and
quick movements.

“QOut of the way!” he cried, as they 6

came round him, and in a moment he
was mounted, and galloping down the

English wines are too potent for foreign-
ers, | fear,”’ she remarxed to Mr. Fairfax, |
as he Jed her across the room.

avenue. His splendid horse, obedient !

'to the Jeast motion of his master’s hand, |

to do without than. But after all sick head

- ACHE

Is thebane of so mauy lives that here is where we
make our great boast. Our pills cure jt while
others do not.

Carter's Little Liver Pills are very emali and
very easy to take. Onc or two pills makea dore.
They are strictly vegetable and do not gripe or
purge, but by their gentle action please all who
n<e them, Invials at 25 cents: five for §1. Soid

. SEE HERE!

Sharkey’s Block.!

STAPLE and FANCY

DRY GOODS!

LADIES' DRESS GOODS

In great variety—all texturesjisuitable for
the season :

Ulster Cloths, Ulsters, Corsets,
Mantles, Shawls, Scarfs, Hose,
Squares, Cloth Gloves, &e., &e.

Kid Mitts, Kid Gloves, Fur Caps, Fur
Muffs, and Boas. i

READY MADE CLOTHING

for Men, Youths andjBoys, 11 f

Ulsters, Overcoats, Pants, Vests, White, Regetta
and Flannel Shirts, Collars, Cufls, Scaris,
Ties and Pocket Handkerchiefs,

FUR CAPS

S.8.Seal, Astraean, Plush, Persian Lamb.

Kid Mitts, Buck & Kid Gloves

&% Grey and White Cottong, Towellings,
Tickings, Counterpanes, Comforters, Wool
and Hemp Carpets, Floor Qil Cloths, Ducks,
Jeans, Swansdowns, Blue, Grev, White,
Scarlet and Fancy Flannels, Blankets, Camp
Blanketing, Horse Blankets, ete.

SLEIGH ROBES.

Japanese Sleigh Robes, in Grey and Black.
uttalo Roves, lining and trimming to suit,

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

All of which wiil be sold gat jthe lowest cash
prices.

REMNANTS—4.000 yds Remnants of Prints,

Cottons, swansiowns, Dress Goods, Sneetings,
Winceys, Cloths, Tweeds, &e.

OWEN SHARKEY

Fredericton, Dee 19, 1883

Of Staple and Fancy House Furnishing Gools is
unusually large and well assorted, and prices
LOW asusual. When I commenced business
twently 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 satise
faction to every customer, Please RKMEMBER
ME when makingyonr Xmas purchase, Noth-
ing can be more suitable for a present than
something in my line to make home pleasant
and comfortahie,

Parlor Suits 1n Hair Cloth, Plush, Silk Cota-
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*

Ware and Fancy Goods.

In each department I have opened large lots
of elegant goods tor the season’s trade,

Dinner, Tea and Toilet Sets, Fancy China,
Majolier, Vase Lamps, Silver Tea Servers, Cake
Baskets, Castor Stands, Photograph Albums,
Parlor Games, Dolls, and Toys.
|

—~MANUFACTURERS OF— M

Crockery & Glassware, Silver-Plated

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,

McMURRAY & FENETY

| T. G. OCONNOR,

IMPORTER OF

British and Foreign Woollen Manufactures, &c.

Now n stock, a large and varied assoriment of
GENTS’ SUMMETR SUITINGS, WORSTED COATINGS,
SCOTCH TWEEDS, SERGE SUITINGS, MELTONS,
CHEVIOTS, SAXONY TWEEDS, &c.,
WEST OF ENGLAND BROADS., CANADA TWEEDS,
WEST OF ENGLANDL JUASSIMERES, HARVEY HOMESPUNS.
WEST OF EsaLAND DOESKINS, OXFORD HOMESPUNS

GCGrents’ Frurnisinings=, «C.
First Class Cutter, Frist ClasszSuits, Lowest Hard-pan Prices,

&ec., &c

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

JAS. G. MNALLY

Opp. City Hall, Fredericton.

And adjoining Counties.

GENTLEMEN :

our Choice Stock of

XMAS GROCERIES

times. You are all aware, owing

will be pleased to quote prices.
stock

S TG AR,

MOLASSES, FISH,

Raisins, Currants,

and Spices of all kinds.

by (ruggists everywhere, pr sent by mail.
C ARTER MEDICINE co.
2 New York City.

T
Joten clly and Exterrally.

AKEN INTERNALLY it cures

Dysentery, Cholera, Diarheea
Cramp and pain in the Stomach, Bowe!
Complaint, Painter’s Colic, Liver Com:
plaint, Dyspepsia or Indigestion, Sud-
den Colds, Sore Throat, Coughs, &c.
U SED EXTERNALLY, it cures

Boils, Felons, Bruises, Cuts, Durns,
Scalds, Old Sores and Sprains, Swcll:
ings of the Joints, Toothache, Pain in
the Face, Neuralgia and Rheumatism,
ghapped Hands, Frost-bitten Fect,
°C,

B&™ The PAIN-KILLER is sold
by Medicine Dealers throughout the
world. DPrice 83¢. and 5Oe, jcr
bottle.

BARCAINS'!

HE Subsecriber wiil close his present busie

ness in April next. He is therefore selling
the balance of bis stock at an immense reduc-
tion for Cash. His stock of REKADY-MADE
CLOTHING is very large, comprising, Mens’
and Boys’ OVERCOATS, REEFING .TACKETS,
and Bpits In all styles, also a Jarge variety in
Children$ Sujts which are marked below first
cost, together with BOOyE, BHOES, HATS,
CAPS, etc., ete. This alone’ ojiérs ai Opparti-
nity for purchasers which'is well worth thelr
attentjon. ’
Respectfully Yours,

Feb, 6, 1884—1m.

ouse for Sale!

In F¥Fredericton.

prme——————

THE Freehold Lot, wita Dyelling H~use and |
Outbuilding thereon, s:tuate on Kii.- :treet, |
in Fredericton, the residence of the iate Dr.
Gregory. Also the Lot, with Stable, on the
corner of King and York streets,in sald city.
A portion of the purchase money may remain
on Mortgage. Apply to H. Lawrence Sturdee,
Es:;., St, John, or 1n Fredoricton, to

C. 8. INGRAHAM,
Ruycen Sirief.

Buck Saw Plates.

b e — o _ 4

DOZ. best Buck Saw Plaies;
¥ 6 doz. frames to mateh; °

Sept 12

CLOSING SALE

D. LUCY. |

Just Received a lot of

' Ghoice No. i Herring,

Teas from:25 ots 1o 40 cts per Ib:,

. Sugar as low as 12 lbs. for $1.00

W. E. MILLER & CO'S.

. FEED AND SEED HOUSE,

Fredericton, Lee, 12

CHRISTMAS PRESENTS !

e axr

friends you will find the best assortment and
best value for your money at

" FANCY CHAIRS.

E have a very largeline aof Fangy Folding
Chairs and rockers. They will muake splen-
did Xmas, Wedding or Birthday Presents for

your triends. Call and see tor vourself at

LEMONTS VARIETY STORE.

FANCY CUPS AND SAUCERS,

A LARGE Assortment or Singie faney Cups
A and Saucers, Imported direct from’ Bohemia
Also a large line of cheaper Cups and Saucers.

For sale cheap at
LEMONT'S,

Canadian and New Brunswick
Moeassins and Snowshogs.

F you want Mocassins or Snowshoes, you are

sure to get suited at Lemont’s. Moose Hide
Mocassins, all sizes and prices, Also a iarge
stock ot 1ndian and Oli Tan Mocassins; and 50
palrs of Snowshoes. For sale low at

LEMONTS,

DOLLS, DOLLS.

WE have on hand the largest and cheapest
assortment of Do]lls to be had in the city.
1f you want to make the Chlldren happy, call
at Lement’s and buy them Dolls, They are all
new and pretty at

LEMONTS VARIETY STORE.
DIRYT!

W%b ntave recelived another consignment of
a

Dec. ]2

Wonderful Soap,

T'ry tt, we can recomimend .

72~ 2 cakes for 25 cents ; box lots proportion.
ally cheap.

WHITTIER & HOOPER,
Jjgmtau

Baldwin Apples.

"’UST RECEIVED ;=20 bols. American Balde
¥ win App! Also, White’'s Molusses Candy
and Maple Cream,

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

Just received and for sale by
R. CHESTNUT & SONS,
Fredericton, Jap, 3J

i
a

GEO. HATT & SONS,

Morphiue i1ahit C
OPIUM &t sstinge
bl doL.vrerusxs, M, D., Lebgnon, h}0~

FARMERS OF YORK !

We take great pleasure in announcing that

is now complete, and ean furnish you with |
goods of which the prices will accord with the |
to the un- |
settled state of the weather, that business has i
been very qulet, therefore we are prepared to
sell goods at asacrifice, Give usa call and we
We have in

FLOUR, MEAL,

Citron Peel, Lemon Peel, Orange Peel

Opp. People’s Bank, Queen St.

: WM. ST Y
F you want to make Xmas presents to your JOHN M. WILEY 9

LEMONT'S.

“DEATH ON DIRT.

§ T. G. O'CONNOR,

Next below Barker House, Queen St., Frederictop

B. Laurance’s Sneccles!

|

Ny

b ,
! =
|

|

From Hon. Judge Wetmore.

My Dear Sir,—From the flattering notics of your Eye Glasses and Spactacles, I was in
duced to purchase a pair of each, and am happy to say they have proved quite equal to yon
recommendation and have given antire satisfaction.

FrEDERICTON, 4th May, 1883. Yours faithfully. A. R. WETMORE.
For sale at Geo. H. Davis’ Drug Store, corner Queen and Ragent Streets, Fredericton.

My Vegetable and Flower Sced Catalogue tor»

4 1884, the vesult of thirty years’ 2xperiencec as &
Se¢ed Grower, will be sent free to ‘all who applyd
All my Seed is warranted to be fresh and true fo
name, so far that should It prove otherwise,I agrée
¢ to refill orders gratis. My collection of vegetabls
Seed, one of the most extensive to be found in any

American Catalogue, 1s a of it of §
" -mwlng, "A‘:'tlle oml'-‘h’o‘-e:r

Burbank Potatoes, Marbleh:
Early Co e Hubbard Squash, and scores
other new Vegetables, I invite the patronage of the pub-

lic. In the ens and on the farms of those who plant
my seed will be found my best advertisement.

JAMES ). H. GREGORY, Seed Grower, Marblehead, Mass.

WILEY'S | Great Bargains

DRUG STORE.pRY 600DS.

| Oppesite Normaj Scheol,

JUST RECEIVED: |
| The Subscriber intending to
|

ATWOOD’S BITTERS.

— e

Close his Business

Burdock Blood Bitters, |, —srmue-
e GOLDEN FLEEGE,”
I'ruggist, Fredericton. [L.ower Store.|

July 11

|
 JIAGHETIG JEDIGINE

)
¥

Will, on and after

TUESDAY, Jan. 2nd, 1884

ALLOW A

Biscount of 12 1-2 Per Cent,

For cash, on delivery of Goods, on ali sums from
$1 upwards,

Sy oy 5 /,/v
;,s&*.,-*:’i .f’é‘\@/rv{ﬂx;wx‘/;‘ ;
}‘S}‘\Iyﬂ;’TRAD-’. ’l\ Ny 1N
{ SR Py

A p § y. £ i :‘\\‘);\,
' £ tone! PRAIN £NEAVE FOOD, arrce

Is a Sare, Prompt, and Effectual Remedy for
Nervousness in ALL itz stages, Weak Memory,
Loss of Brain Power. Sexusl Prostration, Night
Sweats, Spermatcorrheea. Seminal Weakness and
General Loss of Power It repairs Nervous Wa-te,
Rejuvenates the Jadeq Intellect. Strengthens the En-
feebled Brain and Restores Surprising 1T one and
Vigor to the Exhausted Generative Organs. The
experiences ol thousands prove it an invaluable
remedy. The medicine-1s pieasant to ine iaste,
and each box contains suflicient for two weeks
medication, and is the cheapest ar d best.

Fu!l partieulars in our phamplet, which we
desire to mail free to any address,
| Mack’s Magnetiec Medicine is sold by
| Druggists at 50 cents per box, or 12 boxes for $5,
or will be maile¢ free of postage, on receipt of
the money, by addressing

JOHN MDONALD.

Fredericton, Jan. 1, 1883

FRANCIS DOHERTY

fias now in stcek 2 fine assortment of

MACK’S MAGNETIC MEDICINE Co,,
! Windsor, Ont., Canada

SOLD IN FREDERICTON RY

CEORCE IX. DAVIS,

and all Druggists everywaere.
May 186, 1583

BOOTS, SHOES, MOCCASINS,
- AND OVERBOOTS,
Ready Made<&lothing

ATS and CAPS

i IN VARIETY.
- Trunks, Valises, ete.

|
1
i :
| Wiy, EwING. J. H, DAvIDSON, WM. GRAIIAM,

WILLIAM EWING & CO.,

' EWINC BROTHERS,

SEED MERCHANTS,

142 McGill St., Montreal.

2= Samplesand Prices on Application, ’ Dec. 12, 1383

%A copy ot our Illustrated Seed Catajogue ’
for 1333 will be sent to any address on applica-

| Thoe above goods will be.sold at prices that
;defy com petition. Give me jgcall,

FRANCIS DOHERTY,

=

FREDERICTON

WMONUMENTAL WORK!

Qucen S, Just ebove Beform CIUD Koums,

HE Subseriber begs to inform the Public that

" he is prepared to execute all sorts of
| A fine variety of Skates, consisting of

PLAIN and ORNAMENTAL
'Acme Club Skates,

' h‘mp;-ess Skates, MUNUMENTS, TABLETS'
'Barny & Berry’s Skates, o
FENCE STONES & POSTS,

| Wood Top Skates,
First Class Material and Workmansnip guar-

Skate straps, and all the parts required for the |
anteed,
JOHN MOORE,

lon,
Feb. 7, 1583

 SKATES.  SKATES,

JUST ARRIVED :

Acme Club Skates, |
& For sale very low. !

Z. R, EXERETT | F'ion,Keb.3

P



