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CITAPTER XXXVIlJ,

IN QUEST OF LETHE.

Mr. Fairfax could remember all these
things now without bitterness, as most of
us can 1n after years look back with com.
parative calmmness on the keenest suffer-
ing of our lives. Occasionally he met his
old love in society, and then he could
quite acknowledge how kind Fate had
been in preserving him from a marriage
which could only have caused him griev-
ous disappointment. My lady looked
passee, and was peevish and spiteful—her
tottering old husband was not dead yet.

One morning 1n June a letter came for
Alan, in a bandwriting that he well knew,
Hastily he broke the seal and read :

“ Drar MR. Fairrax, — For this long
time past I have been hoping to see or
hear from you. I know now how un
grateful I must have seemed for all your
kindness to me, but I hardly think you
would reszent it; you are too generous.
They bave persuaded me to go abroad,
and we start to-day. When [ return, will
you come to see me,in token that you
have forgiven me? Believe me always,
gratefully and sincerely yours,

“ OLive Fapian,”

Alan read over every line half a dozen
times, then he laid it down with a sigh.

“If I had known two days sooner,” he
said to himself, “ 1 would have gone at
once. I did not think she would care to
see me. Poor little soul, how miserable
she is, I dare say, though she is too proud
to hint a word about it to me, If I could
only do something to comfort or make
her happier! — but I suppose nothing
short of bringing back that blackguard of
- & husband of hers would Le of any use.
God knows [ would go after him even
now, if there was the slightest chance of
making him see reason.”

Olive was travelling for the benefit of
her health and spirits. Do any of you, wy
‘readers, know what that means? Did
you ever go from place to place in search
of distraction,with a terrible sorrow weigh-
ing down your heart? If so, you will re-
member how far more keenly the constant
change tortured you at the time (however
much 1t may afterward have benefited
you) than if you had remained quietly
among familiar scenes. If you were sur-
rounded by beautiful scenery, its very
beauty made your heart ache to think
that nature could be so fair and smiling
without, when you were so utterly deso-
late within; or you would call to mind
how such scenes had filled you with de-
light in former days, when yeur pleasure
had been echoed back from the eyes and
lips you loved best in all the world, If
you were in the midst of the turmoil of a
gay city, thronged with workers and plea-
sure-seekers, did 1t not pierce you with a
keener stab to remember that there was
not one amongst all these tens of thous-
ands to whom you were aught, or who was
aught to you? Ialways remember.those
lines in Stephen’s letter to Maggie in the
“% Mill on the Floss.” They might even
seem commonplace to any one who had
not felt the depth of them, but there must
be some, at least, to whose hearts they
appeal : — ~

¥ Perhaps they tell you I have been
‘traveling.” My body has been dragged
about somewhere, but I have never trav-
eled from the hideous place where you
left me.”

And so0 whether-she was driving about
the gay Boulevards, being whirled past
mountains and vineyards, gliding along
the blue lakes, or being through the love-
ly Swiss passes, her heart was equally
heavy—equally chained to the memory of
that one bitter loss,

If her husband could have heard that
constant piteous appeal her heart sent up
day and night. “0O my darling, only
come back to me, and 1 will forgive you
everything!”” [ think he would bave
turned his back upon the miserable scenes
he was daily witnessing, and come straight
to her. But he had no means of know-
ing, and she went on breaking her heart
after him, and wetting her pillow nightly
with bitter tears.

She had not even poor old Greet now
to soothe her with her earnest sympathy,
and she could not find one grain of com-
fort In the well meant arguments of her
mother and sister. Sometimes she would
break quite away from them, and hide
herself in some wild or quiet nook, to in-
dulge her tears and her misery. Once
they were staying up in a lonely chalet on
the brow of a mountain facing Mont Blanc.
Mrs. Hamilton and Alice were writing
letters descriptive of the beauty of the
scenery, the utter and melancholy isola-
tion from their kind into which this freak
of Olive’s had brought them, the perils of
their ascent, and the excellence of the
butter and cream. Olive stole out, and
ascended through the pine-trees to the
summit, takin; her seat on the soft turf
beneath the trees. It wasa blazing June
day in the valleys, but here the cool wind
came straight oft the snow mountains with
a delicious softness and freshnass. She
sat alone with an aching heart looking
down on the scene before her. Her eyes
fell on the thick grassy slopes, with their
thousand wild flowers and myriad bright
hued butterfiies ; on the dark, rich clumps
of fir and pine leaning against the moun-
tain-side, and sending up their fragrant
aroma through the warm air; on the
grazing cattle, dwarfed by distance; on
the quiet Swiss villages, made of a hand-
ful of cottages, with a church in the
midst ; on the white-looking, dcserted
roads. There lay the beautiful blue lake,
glittering as a steel mirror in the distance,
and all arourd, like a frame to a lovely
picture, stretched the long, majestic range
of mountains. Behind, the great snow-
king reared his head into the blue sky,
while wreaths of white cloud lay tranquil
ou his breast. Peace reigned round’in
valleys and on the everlasting hills, but
there was no peace in the poor human
heart that beat and throbbed so passion-
ately—no brightness in the eyes that took
in so muech beauty. The passionate la-
ment of Thekla was wringing in Olive’s
ears as she covered her face with her
hands, while the blinding tears streamed
through her fingers. ¢ 1 have lived and
loved—let me die!” It is s0 easy to say
that—so natural to want to die; the bard,
the bitter, the unindurable thing is to go
on living after all the brightness is gone
out of life—aflter we have lost the love
that made existence worth havipg.

Ah! whatan anguish of desolation there
was in going about the world alone, un-
cared for, after having had a strong arm
to lean upon,a heart into which, in the
old days, she could pour every trouble,
every pleasure. She remembered now
with aching intensity the time when he
had loved and flattered her, and cared for
no other society than hers. Asshe closed
her eyes, blinded by thgir mist of tears,
she could hear again the ring of his foot-
step in the hall as Lie came in from hunt-
ing, and feel that thrill of grateful satis-
faction that ke bad come back to her ance
more safe. Her keen imagination pictured
bim 1n a thousand seenes of the past,
whieh made the awakening to the present
tenfold more bitter. She covered her
face with her hands, and sobbed aloud.

“Oh! how hard it is, how hard, how
hard!"” she gasped. * What have I done
for all this misery to come upon me!
Did I not love him with all my heart?
Was [ not grateful? All my life gone,
and I am only twenty one. Nothing to
hope for. And he won’t come to me any
more. O my darling, if you knew how I
loved you, you would have some pity on
me. Am [ so hateful that he could not
care for me any more? Oh! what have i
done !—what have [ done! If God would
only let me die now; [ don’t want to live
if no one cares about me.”

And so she moaned and sobbed away
the bright June afternoon, and her mo-
ther coming some hours later to seek her,
found her lying crouched down under the
pine trees, with a white face and swollen
eyelids, her hands clasped around her
knees, and her gaze far away over the
dark chain of the Jura.
< Mrs. Hamilton stooped down and kissed

er,

“1 did not know you were out, love,”
she said kindly; “you should not go
away to fret by yourself. If you could
ouly see things in a right light—he is not
worth all this sorrow.”

Olive made a gesture of weariness.

%O mamma, don’t talk like that. How
can I help being miserable? What have
1 to look forward to, or to care for besides |
bim? What is pride to me? 1 haven't
any pride where he is concerned. Oh!
why could not some other trouble have
fallen upon me mstead of this? 1f we
had become poor, and lost everything we

had in the world, but only kept to ard
loved each other. Nothing would have
seemed hard to me, if only I had him.
Ah! mamma, you don’t know what it is.
You have papa—you don't know what it
is to have no one 1n the world to care for
you.”

“ It is ungrateful of you to say that, my
dear, I think. We all love you, and would
do anything 1n the world we could for
you, only you shut yourself up so in your
grief one has no opportunity of — "

“I'm not ungrateful, indeed, mamma,
and of course I know you all care for me,
but, O mamma, it 1sn’t the same,” and
Olive heaved a great sigh.

When we grow older we get to know
there is not very much to expect or hope
for; but when we are quite young it
seems so terrible to have nothing to look
forward to. Olive had given up hoping
now, and only saw the dark side of
life. She thought she would have suffer
ed the feeling of loneliness less acutely if
her father or some man had been with
them—it seemed such a miserable thing
to go about with only women. Often they
met with bright, happy young couples
traveling, and Olive would watch them
secretly with a knot in her throat, and an
overwhelming recollection of the time
gone by. Once, as she sat in a corner of
a lake steamer, she observed next her
two people, young, handsome, well-bred,
happy, evidently husband and wife.
Watching them keenly, without seeming
to watch, she noted the soft inflections of
their voices to each other, the bright
glances that shot occasionally from loving
eyes, and it troubled her, haunted her,
made her suffer acutely. For she thought
of the time—such a short time ago too—
when she had received all the tender
cares and attentions this husband gave
his wife; when she and Sir George had
been as young, as bright, as fond, with all
the world before them like these two.
How happy she had been, how proud of
him ; what importance his handsome face
and distinguished air had seemed to give
her! And now she was so horribly alone ;
she shuddered even when her name was
uttered. A thrill of annoyance, of shame,
sent the flush to her brow when she heard
her sister asking the maid rather loudly
atter Lady Fabian—it seemed to her as if
every one must know her miserable story,
her disgrace. She even fancied these
two people saying, “ Ah | then that is the
woman whose husband left her!” She
could hear the pitying tone 1n which the
wife would say, “ Ah, poor thing!”’ and
lean closer to her handsome young hus-
band. .

Often now Olive thought of Mr. Fairfax,
and of all his kindness and gentleness to
her. She longed to see him once more—
she felt she could tell him all about her-
self and her sorrow, and he would never
grow impatient or weary of listening.

One evewring she was sitting in the gar-
den of the Trois Couronnes at Vevey,
looking down over the low wall on to the
lake lying calm as a mirror béneath. The
moon shone in a flood of silverlight over
the dark, quiet water, and on the rugged
chain of mountains that seemed to hem
n the scene all round. It was a strange
contrast to the heat of the June evening
in the sheltered valley to see the snow
lying so thickly in every crevice of the
Jagged peaks. Little pleasure-boats glid-
ed along the lake, hung with gay-colored
Hlags, and in the distance ran the quick
paddle-wheels of the steamer on 1ts way
home for the night. From the opposite
side on which it had passed came the long
ripple smoothly, lifting every tiny craft
on the bosom of a wave until it reached
the shore and broke. A rich scent of
roses and honeysuckle came through the
warm, heavy air, strains of soft music is-
sued from the other end of the garden,
and now and then there was a sound of
pealing laugher from a gay group of
children. The rooms were brilliantly
lighted—cosy little parties were sipping
their tea and coffee on the terrace or
under the trees, and chatting merrily;
altogether the scene would have seemed,
and did seem, an enchanting one to those
whose hearts were light. But the happier
the brighter the scene, the more sorrow-
fully it seemed to weigh on one sad spirit.
Time was when no one would have appre-
ciated such a scene more highly than
Olive. Ah! what a terrible scourge is
the memory of the time that is gone by
when it seems gone forever! How hard
to remember the beauty that we had when
we are old and wrinkled and grey now,
and no one cares to look at us. HHow bit-
ter to think of the luxury in which we
lived once, when we have only a bare pit-
tance now; how agonizing the remem-
berance of tbat great love we had in
bygone days—the love that saw us and all
we did with such fond, proud eyes —when
we are left alone to-day, and no one thinks
or cares much about us, would miss us
greatly if we died out of their world.

Alice Hamilton stepped out of the win-
dow presently and came toward her sis-
ter. She held some letters 1n her hand,
and Olive cast one wistful glance at them,
and looked away again with a sigh.

“Olive, mamma sent we out with your
hat; she is afraid you will catch co!d.”

“Thank you, dear, but it is very warm.
[ think we shall have a thunderstorm be-
fore long. Is that a letter from papa ?'’

“ Yes—and oh! by the way, here is one
for you from Mr. Fairfax, that he asked
papa to forward.”

Olive took it with a slight gleam of
pleasure in her eyes, and held it for some
moments without breaking the seal,

Alice glanced at it once or twice, and
then said: —

“ Are you not going to read your let-
ter?’ She had a secret admiration for
Mr. Fairfax.

Olive opened it.

“1 am so sorry,” Alan said, “ that you
did not write before you left England. |
should have been so glad to come and see
you, if I could have been of use, or had
known you cared to see me. I am think-
ing of visiting Germany, having a very
long-standing invitation from Herr von
Englehart, and if you will send me a line
to let me know where you are likely to be
the end of next week, I will go on to see
you.”

She felt glad, the first time for many a
long week.

“1 will go 1n now," she said, rising., [
want to write a letter.”

“You might iet one know what Mr.
Fairfag says,” remarked Alice, somewhat
sharply.

“Oh! he desires his compliments to
mamma and you,”’ answered Olive, ab-
sently. And Alice followed her in, con-
siderably nettled at her making what she
considered ¢ a mystery about nothing.”

Olive wrote back to Mr. Fairfax ? « We
shall be at Chamouny or Martigny next
Friday or Saturday. If you are anywhere
near, do come. I shall be glad to see
you."”” When she went {o bed that night
she felt lighter of heart—there was some
thing to look forward to. The week came
to an end with traveling and sight seeing,
and Jate one night they arrived at Cha-
mouny. Saturday, Sunday, Monday pass-
ed, but nothing was seen or heard of Mr.
Fairfax, and on Fuesday Qlive relinquish-
ed all idea of seeing him, and started to
cross the Tote Noire Martigny. [t was
only another dpop 1n her cup of disap-
pointment, but she had geased to egpect
any pleasure or relief now She only sigh-
ed to herself as the baleful word Kismet
crossed her mind.

It was a lovely day, the sun streaming
down in all his brightness from a cloud-
less tky, and making the quick, limpid
streams run shimmering and dancing
down the mountain sides, melted from the
great ice-blocks. The guides picked
bushes of Alpine roses and strawberries
for the English mademoiselle with the
beaux yeuz, as they called her; and told
her stories of their dangerous expedi-
tions in former years, apd the poor fellows
who had been swept away by the gyalan-
ches. She passed the little primitive
chapel, and bent her head in courteons
salutation to the yenerable priest who
stood by the wayside. ¢ Dieu yous ben-
isse, ma fille,”" he said with a pitiful gianee
at the sad young face. The party stopped
to lunch at the midway inn,

“f am pot hungry,” said Olive. [
shall go on and sit by the wayside until
you join me,” She walked slowly on for
some distance, and then sat down by the
roadeide, Her heart ached all the more
because the ssene was so lovely, the day
¢o fair, The gurgling river boiled and
surged over the great round stones at her
feet; from the extreme heights of the
opposile mountain ghttered and seethed
the silver-foaming eascade, leaping, drift-
ing between the great lissures of rock,

| then boiling in quick eddies round the
' massive fallen bowlders.

Sharp snow-
peaked aiguilles reared themselves up
against the blue brightness of the summer

sky, gleaming with all the reflected splen-
dor of the midday sun. There was plenty
of soft eool shade under the tall firs, and
the broad-leaved trees that overhung the
foaming Eau Noire, and here Olive sat to
rest, and thought : —

“If I could only forget, this peace, this
beauty might make me happy. Now it
only seems to make me crave more after
the love and happiness [ have lost.”

Two women went past, ugly and brown
like all the Swiss peasant women. Some
distance oftf a man and a women were
hoeing a patch of potatoes. [t came sud-
denly across Olive’s mind that it was bet-
ter to have her own lite, with all its sorrow
than the dreary vegetalive existence
which seemed to make great happiness
and great grief alike impossible.

She closed her eyes, lulled by the sweet
cadence of the leaping waters. Presently
a shadow seemed to fall across her, and
she unclosed them with a start—a glad
start, as she sprang up, crying, ¢ Mr. Fair-
fax1”

He took her hand, and looked into her
face for a moment with his kind, faithful
eyes; and then he smiled down on her,
saying, 1 am so glad to see you once
agam,’’

CHAPTER XXXIX.
A NOBLE HEART.

It is hardly necessary perhaps to say
that the pretext Mr. Fairfax offered for
following Olive to Switzerland was a very
shallow one indeed. It was perfectly
true thot he had a warm invitation of long
standing to wisit Herr von Engelhart
(whom he had once placed under an obli-
gation) at his Schloss; but there was no
earthly reason why he should avail him-
self of it 1n this particular year, or at this
especial season. He did not attempt
to deceive himself, although he con-
sidered 1t necessary to give a probable
reason for his visit to other people. Nor
was there any occasion for self-deception.
His object was not a selfish or self-seeking
one—his love was of that purer kwd
which finds its reward in ministering to
the pleasure and comfort of the beloved
one. With rare thoughtfulness for a man,
he had pictured to himself how lonely

Olive would be traveling about with only
her mother and sister, after she had been

used to the constant companionship of a
man ; and be was quite aware of the dis-
similarity of feeling and character that
would make them wanting in sympathy
for her trouble. He never for one mo-

ment thought of profiting himself by the
power ef making her happier: but he be-
lieved that the society and care of a man
she liked and trusted would take some-
thing from the burden of her silent
suffering.

He judged rightly—she was glad to sce
him, and he was able to make her feel
brighter and less lonely. She would talk
to him for hours of her sorrow and her
desolation, of her hopes and fears, and
would feel a different being after pouring
out all her trouble to his sympathizing
ear. And he would advise and soothe
and comfort her, just as if he had not
loved her with all his heart—just as1f it
had not been gall and wormwood to him
n secret to hear the constant 1teration of
her love and despair for this man who was
so utterly unworthy of her. It is not often
men love with such a love as Alan Fair-
fax’s, He was no saint ; his life had not
been purer or better than most men’s,
but for this frail, delicate woman he had
such a chivalrous respect that he would
rather have died than she should suspect
he had any warmer feeling than friendship
for her. He put an iron guard on his
lips—that was easy enough; but also he
controlled those far more unruly mem-
bers, the eyes, so that they should not be-
tray him.

Olive did not feel half so lonely now.
He was always by her side, ready to give
her his arm, to fold her shawl round her
if she was cold, to fetch everything she
wanted, and even to anticipate her slight-
est wish or movement. It was all done so
quietly, she hardly knew how much he did
for her—his attentions were never espe-
cially marked to her; he was equally
ready to be useful to her mother and sis.
ter. He had asked Mrs. Hamilton's eon-
sent at once to joining them for a few
days in their travels, and she had agreed
most gladly, having received a hint from
Alice that her society was what Mr. Fair-
fax sought. Alice became considerably
nettled, after a few days, that Olive en-
grossed so much of his time, and was so
frequently alone with him, and chose
to consider her sister very selfish and
thoughtless. She had hinted as much to
her mother.

“] think with you,”” said Mrs. [[amil-
ton, “but 1 scarcely see what is to be
done. We are travelling for Olive's
health, and she seems more happy and
cheerful now than she has been. I am
afraid to say anything at all to her.

Alice looked sulky.

* | don’t see why because people have
a little trouble they should never think
of any one but themselves,” she said,
crossly.

“We must make allowances for her,”
remarked Mrs. Hamilton, deprecatingly.

“] am sure he must think her very
tiresome sometimes,’’ uttered Alice.

“ He seems to me as if he could never
do enough for her,”” answered her mother
“I never saw a man so kind and thought-
ful.”

“J think you might speak to her mam-
ma.”

Mrs., [Hamilton was perplexed, and
turned the subject over in her mind.

“[f I thougnt he was in love with
Alice,” she said to herself, “[ would not
hesitate, but I really do not see anything
that would lead one to suppose that he
' —Alice, dear,’”’ she continued aloud, it
is rather a delicate question; but do you
—do you think Mr. Fairfax—have you
any grounds for supposing that he cares
for you at all 7"’

Alice responded in a pettish tone: —

“1 only know that when I was in town
he was always coming to the house, and
seemed most anxious I should go to
Gabriel’s Wood in the autumn—and—
well, mamma, what else would he be
here for now ? I suppose you don’t fancy
he’s in love with Olive ?"’

“ My dear, howabsurd ! Of course not,
Really, Alice. you should not jest on such
subjects I’” eried Mrs, Hamilton, who had
a secret misgiving., “ 1 shall find an
opportunity ot giving her a hint,

This conversation took place in the
carriage, as they were waiting for Olive
and Mr. Fairfax to come out from the
Gorge de Trient. They were tired, they
did noi gare to see it; but Alan had in-
sisted on taking Olive, deglaring it was
one of the grandest sights in nature. [je
went in first, and she followed, half
shivering, and shrinking from the damp
gloom and cold.

Walking on the ledge that overhapgs
the rapid foaming water between the yast
riven sides of the gigantic rocks, and
looking half fearfully upward, she seemed
to get a sudden chilled, awe struck sen-
sation, Just bhalf way the sides were
sgooped out, and the water flowed
through like & lake round the massive
fragment fallen in the midst. &osun game |
down into the darkness, and the rapid
waters roared like the sound of thunder.
Out ai ibe fyrther end there was a
glimpse of refiected supshioe upon the
rugged mass, no longer barren, but
springing out all over with rich green
moss apd fermps, branches and meadow
sweet. And down far below her feet
came the torrent, boiling, hissing, and |
seething over the great stones,

Mr. Fairfax had gone on in front, and
Olive, whose nervec were terribly un-
strung, stopped suddenly on the narrow
ledge, afraid to move forward or back,
and uttered a faint gry. He turned
quickly at the sound, and came {0 hev.

As she felt his strong, firm elasp, she
was conscious of a deep satisfied feeling
of trust and safety, and clung to him. lle
looked down eagerly at her fora moment,
and then turned away as quickly, the
dark red eolor flushing to hiz brow. But
she noticed nothing—1t never once eniei-
ed her mind to conceive {!:1t this man was

“Very,” said Olive, rousing herself,

“1 never met a man so thoughful,”
continued Mrs. Hamilton, “or so gentle
in his manner. I was quite afraid of
him when I saw him first, and thought
him so very cold and proud.”

“I never found him o, mamma.”

“No, I dare say not, dear; his man-
ner seems quite different to you. 1
wornder what made him join us here ?”

“I suppose he wanted to see Switzer-
land again, and did not care about
traveling alone,” Olive replied.

“It occurred to me—of course I do
not know that it is so, but don’t you
think he admives Alice I’

Olive started, and then sighed.

“Perhaps —I never thought of that.”

“It is quite likely, you know, dear;
and he used to visit at your house in
London a good deal when she was there,
did he not 7’

Olive did not like to say, “Not more
that at any other time,” so she went
silent.

“Don’t you think, dear,” continued
her mother, presently, ‘it would be as
well to give them a little more opportu-
nity of being alone together ?”

A pain shot through Olive’s heart—
one she hardly understoood or l‘“?lllf‘d-
Well, it was her fate; this man's pre-
sence had made her a little happier, a
little more contented, and he was to be
taken away too.

“T am very sclfish,” she thought. «]
never dreamed of his caring for Alice,”
and she sighed heavily. “I think so,
mamma,” she answered. “T am going
to my room now-—wish them good night
for me.”

And as she went slowly in, her sad
face and graceful movements making
more than one man look after her, Mrs.
Hamilton felt a pang of self-reproach for
the part she had just played.

“I wonder if sheis just a little in love
without knowing it herself?” she thought ;
“I am certain he is very fond of her.”

When Mr. Fairfax returned with
Alice. he looked round for Lady Fabian.

“Olive has gone to her room,” said
Mrs. Hamilton, anticipating his question
—-‘she is so very tired. I am going in
myself now ; I have some letters to write.
Don’t stay out too late, Alice, dear.”

When she was alone with Alan, Alice
began to be quite enthusiastic about the
scenery. Was it not lovely and roman-
tic!’—it made her feel quite poetical.
Had Mr. Fairfax ever written any
poetry !

Alan, while making courteous re-
sponses to her remarks, was inwardl
wondering at the difference between the
two s:sters, and pondering in his mind
how it was possible for one to be so
utterly uninteresting and commonplace,
while the other was full of spirituality
and refinement.

Alice felt annoyed to think that her
companion made so little use of the
brilliant opportunity that was given him.
Any of the men of her general acquaint-
ance would have lapsed into the senti-
mental or the complimentary long before
this. Her conversational powers began
to flag.

“I am 50 longing to see the birthplace
of Tell,” she said at last. “I do hope
we shall get as far.”

“I have lost all interest in the hero
of my boyhood,” laughed Alan, *since
I find it is highly improbable that he
ever existed.”

“Oh ! I don’t believe it,” Mr. Fairfax,
do you? T think it’s quite shocking the
way they try to turn history upside-down
nowadays. Why, they actually say
Henry the Eighth was a good husband !”

“Oh, yes, and Xantippe was not a
shrew. Joan of Arc was not burnt at
the stake, but was married and had
children! Galileo was not an ill-used
man ; and, to erown all, Nero did not
murder his wife, or his mother, or
Britannicus, or even play the fiddle when
Rome was burning !” -

“I'm sure I don't know what one is
to believe,” said Alice pathetically.

“The past does not affect me very
much,” answered Mr. Fairfax: “there
is more to trouble one in the present and
the future,” and he sighed.

“Yes,” assented Alice, trying to look
sad ; “there 1s a great deal of trouble in
the world—like poor Olive’s, for instance.
O Mr. Fairfax, I've never liyed to men-
tion the subject to you, but do you think
there is any chance of that bad, wicked
man coming back to her ?”

Something in her tone grated inex-
pressibly on Alan.

“I cannot venture an opinion,” he |

answered ; “perhaps, after a time, when
he finds what angelic forbearance and
goodness your sister is capable of, he
may come to see how——" he paused
unable to continue.

“ But don’t you think 1t’s a great pity
she does not give him up, as we all want
hertodo? 1Tt is such a dreadful disgrace
to us, and it is evident he can’t care a
bit for her. T dare say she tried him a
little—poor, dear Olive always was
peculiar—indeed, she did not quite get
on with us at home always.”

Alan felt so angry and impatient, he
had all the inclination to get up and
walk away ; but he controlled himself,
and only said :—

“1 never saw any one who so com-
pletely fullfilled my notion of what a
woman should he as Lady Fabian—sq
loving, so tender-hearted, so utterly
feminine. Any man or woman who
could not love and appreciate her heauti-
ful nature'is not worthy to live with
her.”

He uttered these words in a voice of
suppressed passion, and a flush over-
spreading his face; for once he was
carried out of his strong, self-contained
resolve, and Alice read his feelings with
a certain malicious displeasure.

So flung her shaft at him with feminine
intention, knowing the weak joint in the
harness,

“1t is so sad,” she said, softly, “tg
think so much love should he wasted on
one so worthless, She cries after him
day and night. I think if she lived to
be a hundred she would never have one
thought for any one else.”

“I believe you are right,” he answered,
bitterly : and she rose and wished him
good night.

All Olive's sadness seeined to come
back in the next few days. Alan saw
with pain that she avoided him ; she
never sab alene with him now as she had
done at first, or poured her confidences
into his willing ears. She would not
ever accept his arm to climb a steep
ascent, she seemed to prefer the company
of her mother, and somehow he was
always left to Alice. He eould not
comprehend it, and it stung him bitterly.
Had she conceived a suspicion of his
real feeling for her, and was that the
cause of hLer avoidance—he who lad
placed such guard over himself, and
never by word or sign given the least
indication ot any seniluugnt warmer than

in loye with her.

In the evening, as (Glive sat in the gar-
den by the lake, her mother ciize and |
took the ehair next her.

Alice rose.

“[ am going out to see if [ can get
some views of the lake,” she said.

“My dear, I cannot think of your going
alone,” uttered Mrs. Hamiltor, ¢ ] dare
say Olive will spare you Horton.”

“Will you except me as a companion ?"
asked Mr. Fairfax, getting up.

“1 don’t ke to trouble you, and Hor-
ton will do very well,”” responded Alice,
with feigned reluctance.

“ | shall be delighted—pray let me go
with you,” and the two went off together.

Now that Mrs. Hamilton was in posses-
siod of the opportunity which she and
Alice bhad preconcerted, she felt a consid-
erable difficulty in availing herself of it.

Olive was looking dreamily at the sun-
set reflected on the waters,

“ How very kind Mr. Fairfax 1s,"’ com-
menced her mother at last,

friendship? He felt that his conduct
had been unimpeachably honorable. He
had utterly forborne to censure her hus-
band, or te recommend her to seperate
herself from him ; he bad never made
the faintest-attempt to wean her affec-
tions from Sir George to himself—never
sought the advancement of his own in-
tevest in any way. Could her mother
or sister have put soine idea intp her
head? He almost hated them for the
very thought, Finally, when day after
day, under some pretext or other, he
found himself constantly alone with
Alice, the real truth flash across him.
Then ke avoided her persistently, and
returned to Olive’s side, which he never
left so long as she was present. Lady
Fabian saw by this time that her sacri-
fice had been utterly vain, and Alice
saw it too, and was furious. Gradually
the old state of things revived, and

Olive became as dependent on Alan as
before. He did all in his power to wean
her from her sadness, he talked to her,
argued with her, showed her tle bright
side of life, and the blessings she really
had, although the constant recollection
of her trouble made her unconscious of
them. “I know hard it is,” he said,
gently, “to be grateful for blessings,
when one curse seems to have turned all
the sweet waters into bitterness: but
you have so much that ought to make
you glad. Think of ail the poor miser-
able objects we haye seen in the last
week —ugly, squalid, deformed, afflicted
in very way. Is it nothing to be grate-
ful for that you are young and pretty ;
that you have health, and money and
love ¥’

“Not love!” eried Olive, bitterly;
“the absence of that is the hardest thing
for me to bear.”

“ Not love ?” half broke from his lips ;
but Olive did not hear, and he checked
himself. “You have been loved, you
are loved, you will be loved again plenty
of times before you die,” he said, gently.

“If only my little child had lived,”
she said, piteously, and the great tears
gathering and falling from her eyelids.
“Oh, Mr. Fairfax, it is very wrong,
but I do hate that woman so! she has
been the cause of all the great misery I
ever felt.”

“I dare say it is wrong,” answered
Alan, in a low, suppressed voice ; “but
God knows I hate her more than I ever
hated my own greatest enemy !”

He looked at Olive with a great tender-
ness springing up in his heart. Those
eyes, bearing the traces of so many bitter
tears, touched him keenly. If only he
had a right to love and comfort her—
only the power to quench the bitterness
of her sorrow, and to bring back the
sunshine into the poor hollow cheeks.
“I never thought it was so hard to live
without bemng loved,” he said to himself
that night as he sat smoking at his open
window. “What would T give only to
have the right to soothe her and make
her feel there was some one in the world
who loved her with heart and soul. I
suppose it will never be my lot to be
loved dearly,” and he sighed heavily. 1
would give the ten best years of my live
to know she cared for me, Poor darl-
ing !”

Meantime Alice was bitterly angered
and indignant at the failure of her plan.
From being in love with Mr. Fairfax,
she grew to hate him for his coldness
and evident preference for his sister.

Y | She threw outinnuendoes to her mother,

that he was really too marked in his
attentions to Olive, that in her very
equivocal position it was a great pity for
her to conduct herself in a manner to
excite remark ; but Mrs. Hamilton re-
fused to say anything either to her or to
him.

“My dear, you are laboring under
some mistake. Mr, Fairfax might be
her brother for the unobtrusiveness of
his attentions to her; and I am sure,
poor dear, she never thinks of him in
any other light.”

Alice was too angry to let the matter
drop, and resolved to take things into
her own hands. So she went to Lady
Fabian’s room and knocked at the door.

“ Come in,” said Olive.

She was sitting by the open window
in a white muslin wrapper, her rich
brown hair unbound and falling all about
her shoulders. A book lay in her lap,
but it was evident she had been think-
ing, not reading. Alice, whose mind
was certainly a small and mean one, felt
additionally provoked at seeing her sister
look so pretty and refined.

quite plainly from the garden,” she said,
with some venom—¢ I passed the window
Just now. There is Mr. Fairfax looking
up.”

Olive rose hastily, blushing.

“ Indeed, I never thought of it. Hor-
ton just washed my hair, and T was sitt-
ing in the sun to dry it.” And she sat
down again some paces from the window.

Alice was silent for a few moments,
and then she said, in a harsh voice :—

“ When is Mr. Fairfax going back to
England ?”

“I don’t know, indeed, Alice.
not yet.”

“You hope not?” remarked Alice,
interrogatively.

“ He is so kind and good, and it is so
much pleasanter to have a gentleman
traveling with one.”

“I think it is a great bore for any
one to tack themselves on to you,
whether you will or not, and go about
everywhere with one.”

“ Alice,”” cried Lady Fabian, surprised,
“TI thought you liked him so much.”

“For the matter of that, I neither
like nor dislike him,” answered Alice,
pettishiy ; “but I think it is a pity that
he should go about everywhere with you,
in a manner to excite remark,”

Olive turned very white.

“What do you mean, Alice?” she
asked, in a suppressed voice,

“Why, I think,” said her sister, with
that profound indifference to giving pain
that one sees and wonders at in some
women—-*‘I think just now you ought
to be so very quiet.”

“I don’t quiet understand,” murmur-
ed Oljye,

“Of course,” continued Alice, venom-
ously, “every one can see at once that
Mr. Fairfax is in love with you,”

She was ohliged ta admit thet, ta barb
the shaft properly.

“In love with me!” echoed Olive,
mechanically.

“Yes, in love with you. Of course,
we know men to take great advantages
when women have no one to protect
them, and, of course, people would only
shrug their shoulders, and say he was
trying to console you.” She stopped,
frightened at the glance Olive cast upon
her. 1 don’t suppose there's any harm
m it,” she went on, quickly, “only if
yeu haven’t noticed it yourself, which
seems rather odd, it was just as well for
me to tell you”

Lady Fabian shivered.

“Thank you,” she said, very quietly.
“ Would you mind leaving me a little now
—1 am going to lie down !’

I hope

Alice went out, rather frightened at
what she had done.

{To be cantinued)
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Much in a Little.

Many proprietary medicines, if they
cure at all, require such alarge quantity
to produce effect that it makes them very
uncertain and expensive remedies, Not
so with Burdock Blood Bitters. It is
highly concentrated, and for all diseases
of blood, liver and kidneys, one or two
bottles will cure more than gallons of
the weak mixtures usually sold. Send
for facts and figures.

==THE MILD POWER CURES.——

UMPHREYS'’

OMEOPATH I Cem—

SPECIFICS.

1 use 80 years —Each number the special pr
ggr‘t‘;')?mnyot an eminent phyulc:an.{);Thc gn?
Simple, Safe and Sure Med cines for the p-opla
LIET PRINCIPAL NOS, CURES, PRICE,

wwers, Congestion, Inflamations,...., .28
%: \';;:l:n;.(wio‘rm F:S'ert.grom} %‘o'llc.t.. . g;
. Jolig, or Tee of Infants ,

3' :;f!.‘ﬂ?:: of Children or Adults.. ., .2
5. Dysentary, Griping, Billious Colic,.. .23
g. (:golera orbus, \;somitlng, ...... .25
7. Coughs, Cold, Bronchitis,............. 25
. Ne wia, Toothache, Faceache,.... .25
3. eadnches, Sick Headaches, Vertigo ,;5
10. Dyspepsia, Billious Stomach,... .... .23
l?. Sa ed or Painful Periods,.... .25
12. \thes. too Profuse Periods,...... ... .25
% Croup, Cough, Difficult Breathing,... .23
i.ll Salt fiheun’n, ¥rysipelas, Eruptions, .23
15. Rheumatism, Rheumatic Pains,.. . .25
12. ever and Ague, Chill, Fever, Agues .50
17. Piles, Blind or Bleeding,........ .
19. Catarrh, acute or chronic; Influenza 50
20. Whooping Cough, violent coughs... .50
241. General “ebimv. Physical Weakness. 50
27. Kidney Disease,....coevvvivinnn vnnnn. 50
%, Nervous Debility,..cocovviiinnan... 1.00
3 Ur’nary Weakness, Wetting the bed .50

G.
32. Disease of the Heart, Palpitation, 1.0¢
".%ol!l b;(, druggists. or sent by the Casg, or sin-
gle Vial, free of charge, on receipt of price.
Send for Dr.Humphreys’Book on Disease &e.
(144 pages), alsollluurut'e Catalogue FREE.

ss, Hnmohreys’ Homeopathic Med.
ic‘:ng 18;?, 139 Fulton Street, New York.

“ I suppose you know you can be seen

CARTERS
B yiE

* 3

]
|
|
|
Bick IMeadache and relieve all the troulles inei- ,
!
]

dent to a bilious state of the gystem, such o< 1 iz.
ziness, Nansed, Drowsinesz, Distress sfter cat ing,
- Pain in the Side, &e. While their most remarics

able succees hus Leen shown'in enring

SICK

ITeadache,yct Carter'sLittle Liver Pille are equally
valuabie in Constipation, enring and }»rc;r-:.::::z
this annoying complaint, while they also correet

all disorders of the stomach, stimulate the liver
aud regulate the bowels, Eoon if they only curcd

|
Acha they vould bealmost priceless to these who

gufier from this distressing complaint; but for ti-
nately their goodness does not end here, and those
who once try them will find these little rills vali-
able in so many ways ihat they willnot be willing
to do without them.  Yut alter all gick head

ACHE

Isthebane of so many lives thaf here is where wa
make our great boast. Our pills cure it whila
others do not.,

Carter's Little Liver Pills are very emall anl
very easy to take, Onecoriwo Yii'rz makea Gore

They are strictly vegetable and do not gripe or
purge, but by their gentle action please ail who
tethem, Invialsat23cen's: f've for &l Scid
Ly Ciuggists everywhere, cr sent by niail, ®

CADTER MEDICINE CO.,
Ei~ar Yori Gity.

JOHN BLACK,
Barrister and Attorney - at - Law,

NOTARY PUBLIC,
CONVEYANCER, ETC.

OFFICE : Queen Street, Fredericton,

Over W. U. Telegraph Office, diractly
opposite Post Office.
Loans negotiated  Aceounts collected,

'A. L. BELYEA,
Attorney-at-Law,
IHSURANCF_ AGENT,

Next door beiow

Messrs. Gregory & Blair, Queen St.

July 19, 1883—1yr*

J. H. BARRY,

Barrister-at-Law,
NOTARY PUBLIC, &c.

Office--F'isher’s Building (up stairs.)
Fredericton, N.!3.

Nov. 7-6 m.

~J. T. SHARKEY LL. B,
ATTORNEY--AT-- LAW,

OFFICE: Opposite Officers’ Square,

Queen Street, Fredericton.
June 20

WILEY’S
DRUG STORE.

JUST RECEIVED:

1 Grogs Warner's Safe Cure,

10 Gross Diamond Dyes.
PHILODERMA.

JOIN M. WILEY,
DRUGGIST,
Opposite Normal School,
QUEEN STREET, FREDERICTON,

Fr.dericton, March 12,

FARMERS OF YORK!

And adjoining Counties.

GENTLEMEN :

We take great pleasure in announcing that
our Choice Steck of

XMAS GROCERIES

is now complete, and ean furnish you with
goods of which the prices wijl accord with the
times. You arve ail aware, owing to the un-
settled state of the weather, that business has
been very quict, therefore we are prepared to
seil zoods ut asacrifice, Give usaecall and we
will be pleased to quote prices.
stock

FLOUR, MEAL,

SUG AR,

MOLASSES, FISH,

Raisins, Currants,

Citron Peel, Lemon Peel, Orange Peel
of all kinde.

Just Received a lot of

Choice No. 1 Herring,

Teas from 25 cts to 40 cts per b,
Sugar as low as 12 lbs, for $1,00

W. E. MILLER &CO'S.

FEED AED SEED HOUSE,
Opp. People’s Bank, Queen St,

Frederieton, Lee, 12

We bave in

and Spices

FANCY CHAIRS.

X have a very largeline of Faney Folding
Chairs and rockers, They will make splen-
didd Xmas

3
your ir.‘en(fs.

Wedding or Birihday Presents for

Call and see for vourself at

LEMONTS VARIETY STORE.

DOORS, SASH]

will sell on easy terms.

J. C. RISTEEN & CO.,

—MANUFACTURERS O¥F—

S, AND BLINDS,

—ALSO—

FURNITURE.

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

WOCR RS

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

CRGANSE and PIANDOS!

which we will sell at low prices and easy terms.
CALL AND SEE THEM BEFORE PURCHASING, or write for PRICES.
Organs from S6G0 upwards.

£-27 We Lave been appointed agents for the celebrated Chickering & Sons, and
the Hallett and Cumston, and an number of other makers of Pranos, which we
Call and try them at the store.

J. F. 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,
CHHEVIOTS, SAXONY TWEEDS, &ec., &c., &c
WEST OF ENGLAND BROADS. CANADA TWEEDS,
WEST OF ENGLAMNL QASSIME.RES, HARVEY HOMESPUNS.
WEST OF :kNGLAND DOESKINS, OXFORD HOMESPUNS

Gents’ FFurnishings, <c.

First Class Cutter, Frist Class Suits, Lowest Hard-pan Price

€5 Goods sold from the Piece or Made to Order as may be desired.

T. G. C'CONNOR,

Neat below Barker House, Queen St., Fredericton

FreperIcTON, 4th May, 1883,

B. Laurance’s Soectacies!

From Hon. Judge Wetmore.

My Dear Sir,—From the flatterine noties of vour Kya Glasses and Spectacles, I was in
dueed to purchase a pair of each, and am happy to say they have proved quite equzi to vou
recommendation and have given entire satisfaction.

Yours faithfully.

A.R. WETMORE.

For sale at Geo. I1. Davis’ Drug Store, eorner Queen and Ragent Streets, Fredericton.

SMALL FRUITS

. A FeE ALY, BEST,
FAY' S CRAPESES
QUARTERS. > g 3 OLD.

AND TREES, LOW TODUALIIRS AND PLANTERS.
Stock First=Class. Free Calalegues. Gio.

S, JORSELYN, Fredonia, N. Y,

T METIA T “

YAGNETIC JFEDICI
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Is a Suare, Prompt, and Eflectual Remedy for
Nervousness in ALL its stages, Weak Memory,
Loss of Brain Power, Sexunl Prostration, Night
Sweats, Spermatorrhea, Sominal Weakness and
General Loss of Power. It repairs Nervous Waste,
Rejuvenates the Jadeqg Intellect, Sirengthens the En-
feebled Brain and Restores Surprising Tone and

experience of thousands prove it an invaluable
remedy. The medicine is pleasant to the taste,
and each box contains sufficient for two weeks
mediecation, and is the cheapest ard best.

Fu!l particulars in our phamplet, which we
desire to mai! free to any address.

Mack’s Magnetle BMedicine is sold by
Druggists at 50 cents per box, or 12 boxe- for $5,
or will be mailed free of postage, on receipt of
the money, by addressing

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

SOLD iN FREDERICTON BY

CEORCE H. DAVIS,

and all Druggists everywhere.
May 16, 1583

WM. EwING. J. IL. DAVIDSON, WM. GRAITAM.

WILLIAM EWING & CO,,

SUCCESESORS TO

EWING EROTHERS,

SEED MERCHARNTS,
142 McGill St., Montreal.

2 Samplesand Priceson Application.

A copy ol our lilustrafed Seed Catajogue
for 13 will be sent to any address on applica-
tion,

Feb. 7, 1=83

SOAP! SOAP!

Erank Siddell's Soap.

¢V CUPS ARD SAUCERS
FAHC VERY,
A LARGE Assortment of Single Fangy Cups

2 and Saucers, 1mported direeg from Bohemia
Alsoa layge line of cneaper Cups and Saucers.

or sale cheap at
LEVMONT'S,

Canadian and New Brunswick

VSE winter or summer, bug donit seald or
d

bail any of your 'elotbing, no matter how
rty or stained. Brightens colored goods. Goes

farther than other soap, and cheaper for a pocr !
family for scrubbingand washing dishes, Soft- |
ens woolen goods.
coupls of hours,
gers rubbed sore. The savingin tuel alone niore |
than pays for the soap.
white clothes without boiling or sealding., Just |
think. No heavy wash boiler to lift aboutl. No
stcam to spoil wall paper or furniture.

_A lavge wash done in a |
Ko clothes mendivg. No fin- "

Clean, sweet, e |

No

F you want Mocassins or Snowshoes, you are
sure to get suited at Lemont’s. Moose Hide | !
Mocassins, ali sizes and prices, Also a iarge
stock of Indian and Oit Tan Mocassins; acd 50 | 1
pairs of Snowshoes. For sale low at

LEMONTS.

S ——

DOLLS. DOLLS.

——

‘, 7 E have on haund the largest and cheapest
'Y assortment of Dc]'s to be bad in the city.
If you want to make the Children happy, ecall
at Lement’s and buy them Dolls, They are all
new and preity ai

LEMONT'S VARIETY STORE.
Dec. 12

IRON. IROXN.

UNDLES Round Refined Iren, best
25 quality, 45 bars Flat for pevie bands;
1 fon Pure White Lead ;
25 sett Half patent Axles;
10 sett Common Axles for farm waggons;
12 sett side Springs.
R. CHESTNUT & SONS

t
t

March 12, 1834 .

MOC&SSinS and SllOWShoes. nasty, filthy smell in the house,

| far, remember that the Frank Siddail’'s way of |
washing only takes a few buckets of water for a | : ;
\ ! defy competition. Give me

vinced of this fact,

O'TOOLE & McCAFFREY,

Where water is scaree, or has to be carried

arge wash,
'his 1s no buwbug, buia reliable article,
t and you will use no other kind,

GEO, HATT & SONS. |

NOTICE.

Try

Aug, <

|

facture of STOVES ot all deseriptions and |

are prepared to supply parties wishing any- |

hing in that line, either wholesale or retail, at
he lowest possible prices.

Furnaces and Castings of ail deseriptions |

promptly attended to.

Repairing done with neatness and despatch, |
We wish also to state that we manufae- |

ture the best COOK STOVES now made in the |
| Mari'ime Provinces from No.l Clyde Iron, which |
we sell at prices which defy competition, |

Purchasers will give us a call and be con- |

West End Foundry, (Qicen Street,

Fredericton, Nov. 1

Vigor to the Exhausted Generative Organs. The |

l

l}gl - Great Bargains

DRY §00DS.

The Subscriber intending to

Close his Business
—AT THE—

“GOLDEN FLEECE,”

[I.ower Store,]
Will, on and after

TUESDAY, 2nd, Jan. 1884

ALLOW A

Discount of 12 -2 Per Cen.,

For cash, on dclivery of Goods, on all sums from
&1 upwards,

N —— —

JOHN MDONALD.
FRANCIS. DOUERTY

BOOTS, SHOES, MOCCASINS,

i !"lYHE Subseriber begs to inform

“ AuD 0Meg00Ts,

Ready Made §lothing

of all descriptions, at the lowest prices,

ATS and CAPS

IN VARIETY.
Trunks, Valises, ete.

——

The above goods will s l:t, prices that
cal!.

FRANCIS"DOHERTY.

Dee. 12, 1883

FREDERICTON

MONUMENTAL WORK!

fIVHE undersigned have commenced the manu- |

Queen S, just above Reform Cluy Keams,

S —

the Publie that
sorts of

PLAIN and ORNAMENTAL

MONUMENTS, TABLETS,
FENGE STONES & POSTS,

First Class Material and Workmanship guar-

anteed,
JOHN MOORE,

he is prepared to execute all

U



