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THE THREE SISTERS.

CHAPTER XL.
BACK IN BLANKSHIRE,

One tember afternoon, nearly two
years ,f?.? the event narrated in the last
chapter, Lady Vibart was sitting with her
husband and her brother in the morning
room at Ashworth Park. The son and
heir—a splendid child of ten mopths old
—had just been dismissed with hls‘n.urse
for Ethel had caught sight of Mr. Fairfax
riding up the chase. :

“What an age it seems since we saw
you?” she exclaimed, as, a few minutes
later, he entered the room. ¢“Have you
been away from the abbey agan ?”’

“No, but I am turned practical farmer,
and have hardly had a moment’s leisure
for the last six weeks.”’ )

“I have some news for you,” interrupt-
ed Lady Vibart. “Guess who is coming
to Ashworth ?"’ v

“Some one I know?"’ he asked, smil-
ing.

%Yes, some one you used to like very
much, but have quite neglected lately.’

A dark red flush came over Alan’s face
as a dim conjecture framed itself in his
mind,

“I shall never guess,”” he answered,
fearful lest he had been deceived bya
false hope. ;

“Ith‘i? Olive Fabian,” rejoined Ethel.
“] shall be so glad to have her, but 1t was
with the greatest difficulty I persuaded
her to come. [ promised she should not
see any strangers, but, of course, you are
not included in thatcategory. She spoke

~of you, and seemed to thiu.k you had for-
gotten her—it is so long since you went
to see her.” ;

Mr. Fairfax could not think of any
answer to make. It is easy enough to
frame courteous commonplaces when
one’s heart is not in the matter, but the
unruly member can be quite as obstin-
ately inert when something is required of
it as it can,be injudiciously forward when
quiescence is expedient. A

“Poor little thing!"” said Grevil, break-
ing the silence. ‘‘Does she seem very
unhappy still 2" :

“She looks very sad, as if she had cried
a great deal; but I fancy she is a litter
brighter than when I last saw her. But
how is it possible for any one to get over
such a grief, if they do nothing but sit
and brood over it? I am sure the way a
great sorrow 1s generally treated ig most
unwise and injudicious. It is quite ex-
pected of people to shut themselves up,
10 go nowhere, and see no one, to have no
change of though or relaxation ; in fact,
if any one on whom some affliction has
fallen is seen to smile or look cheerful, it
is assumed at once that they have quite
forgotten everything, and are shockingly
heartless,”

“Iady Fabian’s is not a nature to for-
get goon,” said Mr. Fairfax, in a low voice.

“Unhappily for her, no,” responded
Ethel. “Butitis time that an etfortshold
be made to get her mind away from the
past. Fancy, Mr. Fairfax, she is only
twenty-one, prettier than ever, so graceful
and accomplished, and she talks of her
life being over, all her hopes gone, and
can see no brightness in the future.”

Alan sighed bitterly,

“3 ho;g\she won’t go about looking
awful miserable and sighing,” interposed
Captain Anson. “]really could not stand
it; I should have to be off somewhere.
The ,poor old governor makes me quite
miserable sometimes with his sighs and
his long face. 1 don't think he knows
when he does it, though. By the way,
Fairfax, have you called on the new
baronet yet ?’’

*“No,’” answered Alan, curtly, “ I cannot
fancy a new master m the old place. And
from what I hear I do no not think I
should eare much about his acquaintance.’’

“Oh! he's really not a bad fellow in his
way. Rather green, and a little horsey,
but I think the lud’s good-hearted. You
can't imagine how nicely he spoke about
poor George and his wife, and how glad
be would be if she would come and stay
there, and do anything she liked with the
place. Of course, he says he never
dreamed of such a thing happening to
him, and she seemed almost more sorry
than glad at his good lack. He's got
very good taste in horse-flesh, and that
seems to be quite his weak point. He
spoke of you, Fairfax, and said he’d heard
what a good fellow you were, and hoped
you’d look him up some day, He seemed
quite to feel that people would have pre-
Judice against lim, and look upon him
as an interloper, and “ pon my soul,” he
said to me, “I feel just as if I was, you
know, only what can one do? It poor
George had only made a will, and left her
everything he had to leave, I should have
been ten times more comfortable; and
I’'m sure 1 only wish, poor little thing,
she’d coma and take away everything she
fancies, or would care to have.” I didn’t
know before that she only had her settle-
ment.”

“1 do not think she minds that,” said
Lady Vibart. “She told me she used to
be very fond of show and grandeur when
she was happy, but that she does not care
the least for it now.”

Mr. Fairfax looked out over the smooth
lawn, away through the cedars, and
thought how he would like to make her
happy, and surround her with wealth and
luxury, to give her everything that her
heart desired or her eyes fancied,

“How quiet you are, Fairfax,” said
Lord Vibart, who had been watching him
for some time. “ You have no business
to be absent and reflective, now that the
crops are all in safely.”

Alan roused himself with a start.

“ 1 have been living too much alone,”’
he execlaimed, smiling; ¢“and really one
gets very bearish and unsociable,”’

‘I shall set myself to mend your man-
ners,” smiled Ethel ; but if I do you must
promise to come to us oftener, or my
lessons will not be of much avail.”

“1t is a bargain,” responded Alan, only
too willing to accept any invitation that
would give him the opportunity of seeing
Olive.

“Dine with us to-might,” said Lord
Vibart. ¢ Maskelyne, and Loftus, and
Lady Anne are coming, and she was al-
ways a favorite of yours.”

“Not to-night, thanks. I have pro-
mised to dine with the 17th in Lendal.”

% To-morrow, then ?"

“To-morrow 1 am going over to Army-
tage’s to stay till Monday."”

*Then come to us on Monday,” inter-
posed Lady Vibard. ¢Lady Fabian
arrives on Saturday, and will gcarcely
have recovered her journey before. She
does not look strong.” :

§§“ Thank you, 1 shall be very glad.”
And after some further chat he took his
leave.

He never in his life remembered four
days seeming so0 long as those which inter-
vened between the day when he was to
see Olive again. It was six months since
they had met, and then she had seemed
so bowed down with grief, so buried in
the past, as to be more hopelessly parted
from him than ever. It was a torment
to him to see her suffer, when he could
not lift a finger to alleviate her pain, and
he fancied, sorrowfully enough, that she
would not miss his absence. But now
it dawned upon him that things might be
different. Since she had consented to
come again amidst the scenes of her hap-
piness and misery, she must be more re-
conciled, time must have worked some
healing in her. And if 1n days to come,
she ceased to lament Sir George, so bitter-
ly, was there not a hope that she might
come to care for him? Not to love him,
perhaps, not to feel that deep, tender
devotion thatshe had given her husband
—and Alan sighed' to himself—but a con-
tented calmness in accepting the love
and care he would heap upon her, a sort
of restful faith and trust in him. He
clinched his hands and groaned aloud.
Was a man to give all the strength and
passion of his heart, all the wells and
deeps of tenderness in his nature for so
poor, so cold a return? Oh! yes, yes,
anyhow, so long as he only had her.—
Then he used to himself the fallacious
argument that men always employ in
such cases—‘I would make her love me.
would be so patient, so tender, so untir-
ing, she could not help but love me.”’

ifteen months had elapsed since the
terrible day on which Olive had learned
the news of her husband’s death. We
bave passed over that time, because the
continual dwelling on a great sorrow 1s
irksome and monotonous, Why go on
writing about it? Don’t we all know
what 1t is to be very miserable, to have
some trouble that is our last thought at
night and comes new and fresh to us
every morning ?—a memory that will
overshadow us at all times and seasons,

that draws the scalding tears from our
eyes, and the painful sighs from our
hearts? Is there any one of you, my
readers so young, so happy, that the
words sorrow and trouble convey no mean-
ing toyou? It might happen that here
and there a chance reader, whose heart
was heavy within him, would feel some
comfort in reading how another soul had
been wrenched and torn with agony ; but
the most of my whilom audience would
turn away with a shrug and a yawn, say-
ing ¥ We know well enough what it is to
be miserable in real life—the purpose of
fiction is to amuse.”” And perhaps you
think all this never happened really—it
only came into the brain of the writer,
and then flew glibbly from her pen. Or
more likely still, you do not care two
straws whether it is true or not. Time
flies, and, moreover, time has healing in
his wings, and therefore it 1s a moral im.
possibility for any sorrow to be as green
and fresh at the expiration of ﬁftegn
months as on the day it first showed its
black-advised face. Olive did not go out
with a perpetual long face, and make
everyone around her miserable with her
sighs and tears—shoe smiled now and then,
and even laughed; she looked bright
when old friends came to see her, and
talked cheerfully enough. That did not
prevent her from wearying in secret and
crying bitterly after her lost love, from
looking blankly at the future, wherein
seemed no hope or brightness, and wish-
ing sometimes that she might die. For
an impulsive, aftectionate nature that has
loved and been loved passionately, what
greater suffering than the thought that
the one supreme, joy of her life
is for them ¢ nevermore ?’ It had
had cost Olive something to accept Lady
Vibart's invitation to Ashworth Park ;
but having accepted it, she was resolved
to overcome the painful feelings that the
sight of familiar scenes would naturally
excite. She did not deem it incumbent
on her to go about with a doleful visage
that every one might be impressed with
the fact that she was very miserable, and
could not forget; on the conlrary, she
did all in her power to seem gay and
cheerful, and kept her tears aud sighs for
her lonely hours. The party at Ashworth
were agreeably surprised to find her
cheerful and seemingly contented, ready
to sing and play, or join in their ocoupa-
tions and amusements. She had only
stipulated for one thing, that she might
not be called upon to see strangers.

When Mr. Fairfax came to dinner, he
found her sitting alone in the drawing-
room. She rose to meet him, and came
forward with a glad smile.

“At last!” she said, giving him her
hand. “I thought we were never going
to meet again.’”’

This composed man of the world felt as
nervous and confused as a schoolboy at
the sight of the woman he loved. He was
looking with fond eyes at the slight, grace-
ful figure in the heavy trailing silk—at
the sad brown eyes, sad in spite of their
smile—the rippling hair and the tender,
sorrowful mouth. He forgot to speak for
a moment, and then, as she looked embar-
rassed at his long gaze, he turned away
and could think of no more suggestive
response than “ Did you ?’

“Yes; becaused you promised to come
and see me often, and I looked for you
month after month, and then I congluded
you had forgotten me.”

“ Forgotiten you ?”

Olive might have wondered a little at
the fervor with which he uttered those
words, but at this juncture Lord and Lady
Vibart entered the room together.

Alan was very happy all that evening ;
he sat next her at dinner, and afterward
he watched her furtively, and listened
with dreamy pleasure to the sweet, rich
tones of her voice when she sang.

“You will come often while I am here,
will you not?’ she whispered to him as
he wished her good-by.

“If you care to see me,” he answered ;
and then as he drove homeward he sighed
to think how utterly unconscious she was
of his real feelings toward her.

Lady Vibart bad thought at first it might
be painful to her father to see Lady
Fabian, and had sounded him on the sub-
Jjeet. But he had seemed quite pleased
at the idea of her coming to Ashworth,
and bad been the warmest in welcoming
her. After a time the two came to have
a great liking for each other, There was
something touching in'the tenderness of
their manner to one another, as though
each had an intuition of the other’s pain,
and would soothe it with a sof: , caressing
sympathy.

They were constantly together; noth-
ing pleased Mr, Anson so much as to sit
beside Olive when she drove Lady Vi-
bart’s ponies, or to listen with closed eyes
as she sang, Grevil, who was getting
very fond of his sister’s guest, was rather
provoked at the pertinacity with which
Lady Fabian and his father kept together.

“Jove! you know, Ethel,” he remark-
ed to his sister, “the old governor's had
his day, and a very good one, too, by all
accounts, and he might rest on his laurels
now, and give us young fellows a chance.

“What ! are you in love with Olive ?”
laughed his sister,

“Well, I don’t say exactly in love,”
responded Mars biting his long mustache ;
“but I think she’s the dearest, most win-
ning little creature I ever knew in my life,
And, by Gad, Ethel, when | see her big
brown eyes trying to smile, and looking
so wistful and sad all the time, | feel as
if I could ery myself. I'd give anything
in the world to make her look bright and
happy, as she used to do before that fiend
of a woman broughtall this trouble about.
Dud I ever tell you I'd seen her ?”

“No, dear. Where 7

“Last month, at Homburg—painted up
to her eyes, staring greedily at the green
cloth, as though she’d got the playin
fever, like most of the poor devils there.
Not that I should pity her if she were
starving in a garret. I saw her, too, in
Paris last winter, most wonderfully be-
dizened ; she was m a single brongham,
with a very green young fellow, whose
brother I know, making eyes at him, and
evidently creating great havoe in his
young affections. I saw him afterward,
and warned him off; but I don’t suppose
my advice was any use, for those young
fellows are like moths in a candle with an
Intriguing woman halt a dozen years older
than themselves.”’

“1 suppose you speak feelingly, after
your grand passion for Mrs, Harker,” said
Ethel.

“Yes, I bought my sad experience then.
But, Ethel, couldn’t you give the governor
& hint that he might give me a chance of
being alone with Olive now and then ?"’

“My dear boy !"" said Lady Vibart, lean-
ing her hand affectionately on her broth.
er’s shoulder, “ I should not advise you to
have any serious thoughts about her; 1
do not believe she will ever care tor any-
one again.”’

“Oh! that's nonsense !” cried Grevil,
pettishly. “You don’t suppose a pretty
creature like that, only twenty-one, is to
£0 on moping all her life after a man who
is dead, and who didn’t even appreciate
her when he was alive? It’s preposter-
ous, you know.”

“Well, I will give papa a hint, but it
seems almost cruel to deprive him of her
company, when he seems so proud of her.
It is =0 little he cares for now.”

“Ob, very well. Then don’t say any-
thing about it,”’ concluded Grevil, walk-
ing off with an injured air,

But when Ethel gently sounded her
father on the subject, he found that, so
tar from feeling hurt or injured, he be-
came quite radiant,

“My dear,” he said, “ you surprise me ;
[ am delighted, nothing could give me so
much pleasure as to see her marry Grevil.
I had no idea he had any feeling for her
beyond friendship. I do not suppose she
would think of any one just yet, but in
time it 1s more than probable she would
come to care for him; ard no one, [ am
persuaded would make a kinder and more
affectionate husband than Grevil,

And so all the family, in the kindness
of their hearts, plotted a match between
Captain Anson and Lady Fabian; and
Olive was supremely unconscious — the
thought of ever caring for any one but
her dead George never entered her brain,

“Lady Vibart!” she commenced one
morning, as they sat together in the
breakfast-room, “ have you ever seen Sir
—ever seen the man who has Gabriel’s
Wood now ?”’

“ Yes, dear,” said Ethel, looking up.

“What is he like? Do you know him
personally 2"’

Yz2s. He has dined kere twice.
is he like? I can hardly teil —very dif-
ferent from poor George, of course, but I

you, and seems to be quite distressed be-
cause he thinks he has deprived you of

for pure accident.”
“@Poes he?”’ said Olive, her eyes mois-
tening, and all the latent bitterness

out of her generous heart,
should like to see him.”

“I am sure nothing would gratify him
half so much,” responded Lady Vibart ;
‘““he hinted to me how he should like to
call upon you when you came down here,
but 1 did not encourage the idea, not
feeling certain that you would care to see
him. Shall I ask him to dinner ?”

“I think I

Alan made a tremendous effort, and
returned to the mantelpiece.

“I think I am sometimes,” he said,
wearily, resting his head on his hand.

He could have torn his tongue out for
having betrayed his long-cherished
secret.

“What did you mean t—why do you

“ Yes, do,’’ assented Olive.

little note to Sir Charles Fabian, asking
him to come and dine without ceremony
the following evening. On first meeting
Olive he felt very shy and awkward ; but
she came and sat beside him, and talked
kindly to him, looking at him with such
sweet smiles in her eyes, that (to use a
metaphor) he felt straightway at her feet
and adored her. Toward the end of the
evening, when all his shyness had vanished
before her gracious kindness, he said : —

“I'm such a rough fellow, I haven’t
been used to women much, and some-
times 1 feel when I want to do and say
anything for the best, I make a sad
bungle of it; but I'm sure you'll take
what I say as 1t’s meant. And if you'll
come over to your old place, and take a
lot of things out of it —shings you value,
you know, for the sake of old times——I
should be so glad. I don’t feel as if I'd
a bit of right to all those pretty things
that were for you, and would have been
yours now, but for a mistake. Of course
it was a mistake, there being no will ; but
then, who'd have thought for a moment
of anything happening to poor old George?
—and I'm sure I wish to Heaven he was
here instead of me."”

There might have been want of tact and
refinement m the blunt, honest words,
but Olive understood them, and the feel-
ing that dictated them, well enough, and
felt a warm kindness and regard spring
up in her heart for the young man who
uttered them.

“Thank you,”’ she said softly, but with
a sigh she could not repress. ¢ Since God
willed it so, I am pleased that the good
fortune has come to you, for I am sure
you are worthy of it. And some day, be.
fore I leave, I think [ should like to see
the old place once agamn; and as you are
80 good and thoughttul to me, [ shall take
advantage of you, and carry away with
me one or two little relics I used to value.

She said this more out of delicacy and
a desire to put him at his ease than be-
cause she cared for anything that was left
at Gabriel’s Wood. The man she had
loved —whose memory she still loved—
was irrevocably lost to her in this world ;
what value, then, had lifty souvenirs or
trinkets, if his place was vacant?

“Oh, thank you!— thank you!’ ex-
claimed the young man, eagerly as though
she had done him gome personal favor,
*“If you will come at whatever time you
like, and stay as long as you please, I will
take care you are not disturbed.” She
smiled one of her old sweet smiles upon
him, and returned the pressure of his
hand as be bade her good night; and he
went away desperately in love with her,
and thinking of nothing but her lovely
eyes,

CHAPTER XLIII,
THE OLD HOME,

Captain Anson, who had ail his life long
prided himself upon his unsuscey tibility,
was in love at last. Not a little in loye—
not caught by a pretty face or expediency,
but really devoted to a woman Lieart and
soul for the first time. There was no rea-
son why his suit should not prosper. He
was young, good-looking, and rich, now
that his father had abdicted Anson Court
in his favor; and more than that, he was
honorable and kind-hearted, and would
have made any woman happy who was
not more unreasonable than the fair sex
in general. But to make his love known
was a matter of some difficulty and
delicacy. It could but be apparent to
the most indifferent observer that Lady
Fabian had no desire to attract men to.
ward her, nor any sentiment warmer than
friendship for them. She talked, she
smiled, she accepted their courtesies and
attentions gladly, and took all their pretty
speeches and professions of interest in
her as proofof a kind, well-bred sympathy
for the peculiar sorrow and loneliness of
her position. :

She had been three weeks at Ashworth
Park, and Greyil would have given the
world to break thie ice and give her some
hint of the real state of his feelings, but
was afraid. Perhaps it might be too
soon ; and if he spoke to her so that there
could be no misunderstanding what he
meant, she might take fright and fly of
like a robin 1n winter, that one has enticed
to the window ledge, which flies off when
one stretches out the crumbs toward it,
Captain Anson was not a man of reticent
disposition, and when his mind was very
much set on anything, it was a relief to
him to talk about it. I don’t mean, to
bore every one he met with the story of
his perplexities, but to find some friend
he could reply on, and pour out the whole
story of his doubts and difficulties in that
friendly ear. So he did not breathe his
fears and aspirations to father, sister or
brother-in law, but betook himself one
evening to the Abbey, to dine with Mr.
Fairfax. Alan and he had always been
great friends; the feeling of the elder
man for the younger was a kind of
sympathetic regard; that of Grevil a
strong liking, with a great respect.

As the two sat smoking in Alan’s room
after dinner, Captain Anson proceeded to
unburden himself of his secret. Alan had
conjectured, from his absent manner and
fragmentary conversation during the last

long pause, he did not attempt to break
it.

“Fairfaz,” said Grevil, after two or
three vigorous pufis at his maniila, ¢ don’¢
you think that's a very sweet little
woman ?"’

Alan gave a start,

“Who ?” he asked, curtly,

“ Lady Fabian.”

He had always been used to speak of
ber as “poor George'’s wife,”” but now,
somehow or other, he could not bear to
think of her as having been any one’s
wife.

“Yes,” said Alan, laconically forcing
out the word, and then relapsing into
silence.

This was not encouraging, and Grevil
felt slightly nettled.

“1think she’s the most lovable creature
in the world,” he resumed argumentative-
ly, as if some one was going to contradict
him. “You don’t like her!” he con
tinued after a pause, during which he ex-
pected a response, and received none.

“I11" exclaimed Alan, looking up with
a start.

“Well, if, when a person’s praised, you
preserve a dead silence, 1t is to be pre-
sumed you have nothing favorable to say
of them.”

Mr. Fairfax looked at the flickering fire-
light with a curious expression, that

had rot been too much engaged with his
own theme.

“I wonder,”’ he contmued, reflectively
—“ 1 wonder if she still thinks as much
of George, and frets after him 7"’

“1 think she does,” answered Alan,
quietly.

“Oh? but you know a pretty young
creature like that can’'t go on lamenting
over a memory all the best years of her
life. It’s unnatural—absurd |’

#“They do sometimes,’’ said Alan, with
a grim satisfaction at the thought he had
never felt before,.

“But, Farfax, don’t you think,’ went
on Grevil, with some hesitation, ¢ don’t
you think, 1f she saw a fellow cared for
her with all his heart, and tried everything
in his power to make her happy, don’t
you think she might be content to take
hin, even—even if she didn’t perhaps
love him as she h2d joved her husband ?
Of course you can’t expect a second love
to be like a first.”

“A sgecond love is sometinmies much
deeper—much more lasting than a first
one,”’ said Alan, thinking of his own case.

brightening up. :
“I don’t know—I was thinking more
of men than of women.”’

|

i

What | women.

|

l

should think good natured and kind- |
hearted. He always talks a great deal of |

|

for i/mad ?”’ he uttered, in accents
her husband’s successor dying straightway | bewilderment.

“ What a queer fellow you are! Here
i'm talking to you about Olive-~about
Lady Fabian, I mean—und vou tell nie
you're thinking mors of men than of
Well, 1f I must put it in so many
words, do you think it possible she might
ever come to care for me ?"’

‘1 hope to God not !’ cried Alan, jump-
ing up, unable to bear it any longer, and
striding to the other end of the room. _
Captain Anson locked very much as if

many things that ought to be yours, butga shell had fallen at his feet, and was
| about to explode.

“What the deuce! Fairfax, are you

The same day Lady Vibart wrote a kind |

half hour, that he had something to com- |
& | municate, and when at last there came a

Captain Anson would have noticed if he |

“No, do you really?? cried Grevxl,:

of axtreme l

hope not?  You surely don’t know any-
thing against her ?” whispered Grevil, in
a low, unsteady voice, as if he were
committing high treason.

“ Against her !” cried Alan, angrily—
“against fier? Good God! what are
you thinking of ?—the sweetest, purest,
creature that ever was sent on earth to
torture men’s hearts.”

This strong, vehement mode of speech
was so different from Mr. Fairfax’s
usual quict manner, that Grevil was
utterly astonished ; but the truth began
to dawn upon him with the last few
words.

“ You—are—in—love with her ?’ he
stammered.

“I have loved her with all my heart
for more than two years,” said Alan.
quietly.

“More than two years !” repeated the
other, slowly. ¢ Before George died ?”

“Yes. And now give me your word

of honor never to breath this to a livine
soul,” |

The rivals looked at each other curi-
ously.

“I give you my word of honor,”
said Captain Anson, quietly. 1 must
ask one question. Does she know it 7"’

“She!” echoed Alan. “1 would not
have her know forall I possess. I think
she would hate me if she did.”

“And you have no reason to think
she cares for you ?”

“ None,” answered Fairfax, bitterly.

There was a long, long pause—they
even forgot to keep their cigars alight.
At last Grevil spoke :-—

“Well, old fellow, we've always been
friends, and I don’t see any reason,
because we both love the same woman,
why we shouldn’t keep so. Of course
we can't either of us he expected to give
her up— perhaps she may never care two
straws for one or the other, 1 suppose,
being gentlemen, we needn’t make any
compact not to do anything to hurt or
hinder each other 7.

“T think not,” assented Alan.

“I am sure,” said the other presently,
“I'm awiully sorry to stand in your
way—if it was only an affaire de conven-
ance I'd go away and leave her to-morrow
but I do love her so,” and her the hon-
est voice trembled. “TI—T can’t /”

Mr. Fairfax held out his hand, and
the two men exchanged a cordial clasp.
Then there was silence again. They
tried to talk on indifferent subjects, but
the conversation flagged, and it was a
relief to both when they parted. When
Alan was alone, he threw himself in a
chair and tried to realize the new gulf
that stretched itself between him and
his love.

never thought of, that other men would
love her too, and secek to wrest her
away from him. And in the humility
of his heart he reflected, with a bitter
sigh, that his rival had much more like-
lihood of success than he, Grevil was
young, handsome, and ardent, and then
he had the threefold advantage of being
always near hear. “I am too old for
her,” he said, sadly, “and people think
and speak of me as cold and stern. Does
she, too, I wonder? Oh my darling, if
you only knew how I would love you,
how tenderly 1 would care for you !
You should never find me harsh or cold.
Eighteen years older than her— thirty-
nine and twenty-one—and I never

age could be a bar between us !”

Alan could not see himself as he really
was, or he would hardly have placed
himself lower in the scale than Grevil
Anson. A fine, handsome man, in
the prime of life, a man whom any
woman from sixteen upward might have
been proud to win—a man possessed of
keen intelligence, of chivalrous tender-
ness for weakness, of strength, and
honor, and kindfiness. But he could
not look on himself with favorable eyes
—to have done that, indeed, he must
have forfeited the past part of his nature,
an utter absence of all his vanity and
self-conceit. For a moment he thought
of giving up altogether, and trying to
forget and keep from seeing her. And
then, as he remembered how loveless all
his life had been, how bare and desolate
it would be in the future without her,
he bowed his head, and murmurcd be-
tween his clenched teeth, “I cannot—
[ will not give her up!” But come
what might, there should be an end to
the torture of this suspense ; she should
know what he felt for her, and then, if
she sent him away without any hope in
the future—well, his life could hardly
be more hitter than now !

Meanwhile Olive was fretting terri-
bly in seeret over her loneliness.  Little
thinking how she was loved, she shed
many bitter tears over the hard fate
that had robbed her of loving and being
loved. ¢ Perhaps no one will ever care
for me again ; and I—ah? I know mno
one can ever be anything to me now.
Oh!if I could only forget, as some
women do | if I could only think that
some time, years hence, perhaps, I
should ever come to love any one again |
But she would not admit even to her-
self that it was possible for her to lose
the memory of her husband, to be re-
signed to a new duty, a new lot in life,
much less would she have aliowed it to
another, .

“ Dear Olive,” Lady Vibart said, very
gently, one day, “you must not think
your life is always going to be so lonely
and desolate as it is now. I kpow how
bitterly you miss poor George—I know
how the memory of him must come
before you every day, every hour in the
day, but dear, it is quite as much a
duty to forget, after a time, as it is to
' remember at first.”

“ You speak as if to forget or remem-
ber were optional,” answered Olive,
looking up. .

“No, dear—uot so; 1 do not mean
 that it is right ever quite to forget any
(one who has been dear to you—indeed,
it seems hardly possible ; but you,
who are young and pretty, will be loved
dearly again, and will love, too, I hope.”

“Lady Vibart,” cried Olive, with
flashing eyes, “you don’t suppose for
one moment that I should marry again !
—you don't think that after all he was
to me, I could ever care for any other
man.”

Lady Vibart said no more, but she
told her brother what had passed, and
advised him against speaking of his love
to Olive for the present.

“I should like to go to Gabriel’s
Wood to-morrow,” remarked Olive, one
day as they were driving past the park
gates; “may I write a note to Sir
Charles and ask if it will be con-
yenient 1’

* Certainly ; you shall take the ponies
and put them up there and I will not
expect you home until T see you. I
shall not offer to go with you.”

Lady Fabian wrote the note, and an
'hour afterward received Sir Charles’
‘reply. He was quite delightcd she had

'made up her mind to come ; he hoped

' she would stay as long as she felt inclined,
land had given orders that no one was
]tn accompany her over the hpuse unless
' she wished it,

. The following day she drove over
!innncdi&toly after lunch. All the ser-
‘vants were standing in the hall to
| receive her, as if she were still mistress
| there, and had been away on a long
|journey. She recognized old faces
amongst - them, and spoke kindly to
each one, and then, when the door, of

> |

thought before that the disparity of our |

the dining-room was flung open for her,
and she entered alone, she sat down and ,
burst into tears. A kind thought had
prompted the attention, but it was a
terrible ordeal to her. She closed her
eyes, and lived the old time over again |
—she saw herself bright-faced and |
happy, making the breakfast while Sir
George watched her with a fond smile,
or read her pieces out of the newspaper, |
she saw herself standing at the ’lmy-i‘
window, looking after him as he rode |
off in his scarlet coat, waving a gay |
adieu, as handsome, well-mounted a |
sportsman as that day’s sun would shine
upon—at least, in her eyes ; and she
heard him fling open the door on his
return, and felt him take her in his!
arms and kiss her a dozen times. Is |
memory designed for our pleasure or!
torment? T do not know : sometimes |
we think one thing, sometimes another,
It may soothe us to remember past
happiness if we can look forward, at
however distant a period, to experience
it again ; but when it has slipped from
our grasp forever, can the memory have
aught but Dbitterness? Is there any
sorrow 1n the world like the knowledge
that we shall never look again in life on
the one we love so dearly ?

After a time she roused herself. She
tried to remember how she had been ill
and unhappy in that room ; it would be
more profitable now to see the sad days,
than the glad ; but somehow she seemed
unable to recall these. If he had ever
been unkind to her, she had forgotten
it, as she had grown to forget how he
had left her,

As she glanced round the room, she
saw what pains had Leen taken to please
her, and make her feel what a welcome
guest she was. Bouquets of hot-house
flowers were arranged in all the vases
—all manner of delicacies were laid out
on the table, in case she had not lunched,
a bright fire burnt in the grate, and
the windows were thrown wide open, |
as she had always liked to have them |
when she was mistress there. She
began her pilgrimage over the house.
All the doors were thrown wide open
to show her she might enter where she
pleased—she met no one, there was not
a voice or footstep to be heard—it might
have been the palace of the sleeping
beauty for any sound to wake its echoes,
Into every room she wandered—eacl |
one had some memory. Bometimes she
sat, sometimes knelt, now and then a
sob would escape her, or the great tears
blind her eyes,

“Oh, my darling ! —my darling "
she moaned, if yau would only come |
back to me !” |

But somehow that visit did her good ;
she felt better after it, Before she left,

Advertising Cheats!!!

“ It has become so common to write the be- |
ginning of an article, in an elegant, interesting |
manner, ‘

“Then ran it into
we avoid all such.

“ And simply call
of Hop Bitters in gas
possible,

“To induce people
“To give them one trial, which so proves
tllxeit:,vnlne that they will never use anything
else,

some advertisement that

attention to the merits
plain, honest terms as |

“Tue REMEDY so favorably noticed in all ‘
tke papers, f

“ Religous and secular, is

“Having a large sale, and is enprlanting
all other wedicines, '

“There 18 1o denying the virtues of the
Hop plint, and tha proprietors of .. Ditters
have shown groat shrewdness ;

“ And abiliry

6 ORI DO N s : 3
In compsundicg a medicine wilose virtues
are so palpable to every one’s o b rvation.”

Did 8he Die?

6 N() !

“She lingeyod and suffered along, pining
away all the time for years,”

‘ The doctors doins her no good ;”

““And at last was carad by this Hop Bitters
the papers say <0 much about.”

“ Indeed ! Indoed 1”

“How thankful we should be for that
medicire, _—
£ Daugliter’s Misery.
“ Eleven years: our daughter suffered on a
bed of misery,
“From a complication of kidrey, liver,

rheumatic troubls and Nervous debility,
* Under the care of the best physicians,
“ Who gave her dise-se various names,

“ Bat no relief,

“And now che is restored to us in good
health by as simple a rewedy as [Hop Bitters,
that we had shunned for vears before using

it,"-——THE PaRrgxnTs,

- —

Father is Getting Well.

“ My daughters say : '

“ qu much better father is since he used
“np Bitters.”

“ e iz petting well aftor bis long suffering
from a diseasa declared incurahle”

“And we are so glad that he used your
Bitters,”
A Lavoy of Utiea. N. Y.

CARTERS|
Bl iTyLs
LIVER

Bick Headache and relieve all the troulles inei-
dent to a bilious state of the system, such as 13,z
ziness, Nausea, Drowsiness, Distress after eating,
Pain in the Side, &c. While their most remari-

she wrote a little note to Sip Charles,
thanking him for all his kind thought- |
fulness, and showing how she had seen |
each and all of the little cares that kind.- |
ness had dictated. When the foolish

And what a yawning chasm | young fellow read it, he kissed it a dozen
it seemed ! This was somethihg he had | times, and with as much care as if it had

been some great treasure, he put it|
reverently away in the old brass-bound |
rosewood desk, that had contained his |
treasures ever since he was a boy at
school. And the next day, unable to
show his feeling and sympathy in any
other way, he drove over to Ashworth,
and calied upon Olive with a bouquet of
the choicest flowers the conservatories
could produce,

“Of course” he said, apologetically,
“I know they have everything of the
sort as goad and better here; but I
thought, perhaps, you might like to know
they were off the old plants you used to
take a pleasure in.”

Olive smiled upon him, and thanking
him, put the flowers to her lips, and
poor Sir Charles sat and stared at her
with open-mouthed admiration, and
devoutly wished he could make love to
her Eastern fashion, in that sweet,
simple old language of flowers.

“You—you—drove the ponies over

ently.

“Yes. Lady Vibart is very kini: she
often lets me heve them.”

“You're fond of driving aren’t you "’

“Yes, very.”

“Do you drive at home 7"

“No ; but I have some though of get-

ting a pair of ponies, and papa often
urges me to do sp.”
v “T am so sorry those little things you
used to drive were sold,” said Sir Charles,
with some awkwardness. “T did want
you to have them, you know.”

“Yes. Papa told me. It was very
kind of you.”

“Oh! I did’t mean for that,” cried
Sir Charles, coloring, and stopping short,
“ Lady Fabian, would you—would you
do me a very, very great favor 7’

“Iam sure I will, if T can,” smiled
Olive.

“I know of a pair—such a pretty pair !
—that a friend—at least some one I
know, wants to sell. He'd let me have
ther for a song. Would you, as a very
great favor, accept them from me ?”

Olive hesitated, and the color mounted
to her cheeks.

“ You are very good, but really 1 &

“Ob, don’t refuse me, please !” plead-
ed the young man, earnestly ; ““it would
be so kind of you just to let me do some
little thing of that sort for you. Don’t
refuse me! You won't, I know !”

Olive yielded reluctantly.

“That very afternoon Sir Charles
rode it to Lendal, and purchased a mag-
nificent pair of bay ponies, the property
of a lady, for two hundred and fifty
guineas. He had seen them at the
dealer’s the day before, and the happy
thought of making them a present to
Olive had occured to him.

The following morning he drove them
over to Ashworth in the low phaeton
that had been Olive’s, and that he in-
tended should be hers again.

The whole party came out at the door
to look at his present. Olive was en-
raptured. She had told every- one of
Sir Charles’ offer and her acceptance of
it, and they had quite approved what
she had done. But when Captain An-
son saw the beautiful creatures stam ping
and arching their proud necks, he mut.
tered between his teeth :

“Curse the fellow! A mere song
indeed ! Why, those are the very ponies
Lady Millicent Halberton used to drive,
and I could swear they cost him nothing
under two hundred gumeas. T suppose
he’s in love with her too ?”

(T be continued)
——— Ot !
A Bad Case of Starvation.

To starve the lungs by a lack of vital
food contained in pure air. If the lungs
are obstructed by colds, remove the
accumulated phlegm with that safe and
pléesant throat and lung remedy, Hag-
yard’s Pectoral Balsam.

L

WILL CURE OR RELIEVE

1
DILIOGUSNESS, DIZZINESS, E
DYSPEPSIA, DROPSY, ;
INDIGESTION,  FLUTTERING |
\."I;UNDIOE' OF THE HEART, !
EDYSIPELAS,  ACIDITY OF |
SALT RHEUMN, THE STOMACH, |
HEARTBURN, DRYNESS |
HEADACHE, OF THE sk, |

d every specles of disease erising from |
gigor?lver';yd I‘.,IGVER, KIDNEYS, STCMACH, |
ECWELS OR BLOOD, |

T, MILBURN & €0., Prorrstorss, o |

TCRONTC,

_AGCHE

| steek of Indian and Oit Tan Moecassins; and &0

able success lus been ghown 'in cur ing

SICK

Headache,yet Carter'sLittle Liver Pills are cqually
valuable in Constipation, curing and preventing
. this annoying complaint, while they algo correct
all disorders of the stomach, stimulate the livee
and regulate the bowels, Xven if they only cured

HEAD |

Ache they would bealmost priceless to those who
euffcr from this distressing complaini; but fortn-
naiely their goodness does not end here, and those
who once try ti:em will find these little pills valu-
able in 80 many ways that they willnot be willing
to do without themy, Dut after all sick head

Isthebane of so many lives that here is where we
make our great boast. Our pills cure it while
others do not,

Carter’s Little Liver Pills are very small and
very easy to take., One or two pills makea dose.,
They are strictly vegetable and do not gripe or
purge, but by their gentle action please all who
vse them, In vials at 23 cents; five for §1. Sold
by druggists everywhere, or sent by mail, .

»
CARTER MEDICINE CO.,
Hew York City.

WILEY’S

| JUST RECEIVED :
1 Gross Warner's Safe Cure,
10 Gross Diamond Dyes.
PHILODERMA.

JOEIN M. WILEY,
DRUGGIST,
Cpposite Normal School,

Froderieton, Mareh 12,

FARMERS OF YORK !

And adjoining Counties.

GENTLEMEN ;

We take great pleasure in announcing that
our Choice Stock of

XMAS GROCERIES

is now complete, and can furnish you with
00ds of which the prices will aceord with the
limes. You are aill aware, owing to the un-
settled state of the weather, that business has
been very quiet, therefore we are prepared to
sell goods at a sacrifice, Give us a call and we
will be pleased to quote prices. We have in
stockk

DRUG STORE.

yesterday, didn’t you 7’ he asked, pres-

QUEEN STRFVEET, FREDERICTON.

|
|
|

ey TN R

5. C. RISTEEN & CO.

—MANUFACTURERS OF—

DOORS, SASHES, AND BLINDS,

—ALSO—

FURNITURE

Moulding, Jig Sawing, Planing and Turning
Dressed Clapboards, Floor

done to order.

ing and Sheathing constantly on hand

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

NEW MUSIC STORE!

WIE HAVE NOW ON HAND A FINE

STOCK oO¥F

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 £S80 upwards.

g . - . . .
=2~ We have been appomted agents for the celebrated Chlckermg &

the Hallett and Cumiston, and
will sell on easy terms.

an number

J.

Sons, and

oi other makers of Pranos, which we

Call and try them at the store.

F. McMURRAY

I. G. OCONNOR,

IMPORTER OF

'British and Foreign Woollen Manufactures, &c.

Now in stock, a large and vared assortment of

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

CHEVIOT

S, SAXONY ’I‘W‘Et‘;DS, &:C., \\lc_, o

WEST OF ENGLAND BROADS. CANADA TWEEDS,
WEST OF ENGLANL UASSIMERES, HARVEY HOMESPUNS.
WEST OF L53LAND DOESKINS, OXFORD HOMESPUNS.

Grenits’ Furnishinga. =C.

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

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

1. G. OCONNOR,

Next below Barker House, Queen St., Fredevicton

FrEDERICTON, 4th May, 1883,

Yours faithfully,

2. Laurance’s Soectacles!

From Hon. Judge Wetmore.

My Dear Sir,—From' the flattering notice of your Eyo Glasses and Spectacles, I was in
duced to purchase a pair of each, and am bappy to
recommendation and have given entire satisfaction.

say they have proved quite equal to you

A. R. WETMORE.

For sale at Geo. I1. Davis’ Drug Store, corser Queen and Regent Streets, Frederieton.

SMALL FRUITS AND TREES,
Stock FirsteClass. Frec Calalogues,

FAYr CRAP
QUE}%&%S.' e

ALL BEST,
€ g REW AND
$T5S OLD.

LOW TODRATIIRS AND PLANTERS,

CGED.S. J OSSELYN, Fredonia, N, Y,

TRITY
iNE |

Is a Sure, Prompt, and Effectual Remedy for
Nervousness in ALL its stages, Weak Memory,
Loss of Brain Power, Sexual Prostration, Night
Sweats, Spermatorrheea, Sominal Wealkness and
General Loss of Power. It repoivs Nervous Waste,
Rejuvenates the Jadeq Intellect. Strengthens the En-
feebled Brain and Restores Surprising Tone and
Vigor to the Exhausted Generative Organs. The
exgperience ol 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 ar @ best.

Full particulars in our phamplet, which we
desire to mail free to any address.

Mack’s Magmetic Medicine is sold by
Druggists at 50 cents per box, or 12 boxe- for $3,
or will be maile¢t free of postage, on receipt of

FLOUR, MEAL,
S UG AR, |

MOLASSES, FiSH,

Raisins, Currants,
Citron Peel, Lemon Peel, Orange Peel

and Spices of all kinds.

Just Received a lot of

Choice No. 1 Herring,

Teas from 25 ots to 40 cis per Ib:,
sugar as low as 12 1bs. for $1,00

W. E. MILLER & CO'S.

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

Fredericton, Lee, 12

FANCY CHAIRS.

WE have a very largeline of Faney Folding
Chairs and rockers, They will make splen-
did Xmas, Wedding or Birthday Presents for
your friends. Ca!l and see for vourself at

LEMONTS VARIETY STORE.

FANGY OUPS ARD SRUCERS,

A LARGE Assortment of Single Fancy Cups
LY and Saucers, 1mported direct from Bohemia
Alsoa larze line of cheaper Cups and Saucers.

orsal» cheap at
LEMONT'S,

Canadian and New Brunswick |
Mocassins and Snowshoes,

——— -

F you want Mocassins or Snowshoes, you are
. sure to get suited at Lemont’s, Moose Hide
Moeassins, 21l sizes and prices, Aljso a jarge

the money, by addressing
MACK’S MAGNETIC MEDICINE Co.,
Windsor, Ont., Canada

SOLD iN FREDERICTON BY

CEORCE IZ. DAVIS,

and all Druggists everywhere.
May 16, 1583

Wn. EwINGg. J. H. DAVIDSOY, WM. GRAIAM.

WILLIAM EWING & 0.,

SUCCESSORS TO

EWING BROTHERS,

SEED HERCHARTS,
142 McGill St., Montreal.

S~ Samples and Prices onApplication.
A copy of our Illustrated Seed Catalogue
for 1833 will be sent to auy address on applica-
tion.
Feb, 7, 1383

§0AP_!___§0AP!
Frank Siddell's Soap.

SE winter or summer, but don’t scald or
Uboil any of your clothing, no matter how
dirty or stained. Brightens colored goods. Goes
farther than other soap, and cheaper for a poer

|
family for scrubbingand washing dishes. Soft- ’
ens woolen goods. A large wash done in a |
couple of hours. No clothes mending. No fin- |
gers rubbed sore. The savingin fuel alone more |
than pays for the soap., Clean, sweet, and |
white clothes without boiling or scalding, Just
think. No heavy wash boiler tolift about. No
steam to spoil wall paper or furniture. No
nasty, filthy smell in the house,

Where water is scarce, or has to be carried |
far, remember that the Frank Siddall’s way of |
washing only takes a few
large wash,

This is no humbug, but a reliable article,
it and you will use no other kind.

GEO. HATT & SONS.

Try ‘

pairs of Snowshoes., Ior sale lew at

: - | Promptly attended to.
LEMONT'S.

DOLLS. DOLLS.

| ture the best COCK STOV ES now made
| Maritime Provinees fror: No.1 Clyde Irou, which
i we sell at prices which defy competition,

|
|
!
Aug. 29 {
- - - Y !
3 !
3 - L '
Tow © e L] |
ity |
!
HE undersigued have commeneced the manu- |
A facture of STOVES ot all descriptions and
are prepared to supply vparties wishing any- |
thing in that line, either wholesale or retail, at |
the lowest possible prices,
Furnaces and Castings of all dese riptions

Repairing done with neatness and despateh, |
% We wich also to state that we mannfac- |
in the

|
!

Purchasers will give us a call and be con-

E bave on hand the largesi and cheapest | Vibeed of this fact,

' |

assortment of Dolis to be had in the eity, |
1f you want to make the Children happy, call |
at Lement’s and buy them Dolls, They are ali |
new and pretty at J

LEMONTS VARIETY STORE,
Dec, 12 |

O'TOOLE & McCAFFREY,
West End Foundry, Queen Street. i

Fredericton, Nov. 1

buckets of water for a | Call ¢

'TIVIE Subser,

Great Bargains

IN
The Subscribar intending to

Close his Business
—AT THE—

“GOLDEN FLEECE,”

[L.ower Store o]

Will, on and after

TUESDAY, 2nd, Jan. 1884

ALLOW A

Discount of 12 1-2 Per Cent.,

For cash, on delivery ofGoeds, on all sums from,
Sl upwards,

JOHN MDONALD,

Be Gareful of Your Eyes.
GULGRED SPECTACLES
EYH GLASSES

OF ALL KINDS.

All should use them at t®s,scason of
the year to preserve the s ght.

ALSO, A FULL LINE OF

" SPENGER’S ” CELEBRATED
SPECTACLES

AND

EYE GLASSES
IN STOCK. .
wnd get aceurately fitted at ?’
S F € T
3. K. SHUTE'S,
Sharkey’s Block, Queen St.

FREDERICTOIN
8

MONUMENTAL WORK!

Ctecn SL., just above Reform Cied Koogs,

—

L=

: er begs 1o Inform the Publie ihat
L he is prepared to execute ail sorts of

PLAIN and ORNAMESTAL
MONUMENTS, TABLETS,
TERCE STOHES & POSTS,

GuL
First Class Material and Workmanship guare

auteed, 3 JOE—::& MOORE;



