
November, with icy crown, 
Desolate, barren and brown, 

O why do you come with your frosty breath, 
Shaking the rustling red leaves down, 

And chilling the summer to death? 

And chilling my flower of May 
With thy merciless shadow gray ; 

Smiting him down with thy cruel breath, 
And bearing the beautitul life away 

Into the relmns of death. 

Shrouded, and cold and white, 
He lies in his grave to-night, 

How can I say, ‘ Thy will be done?” 
How con I cling to the arm of might 

That has stricken my darling one? 

Hope is a flitting breath! 
Winter is sleep—not death 

To the flower that wakes to bloom in 
spring, 

But to my white lily the sod beneath, 
‘There is no more blossoming. 

What do I reck that he 
Lives in Eternity! 

He lias entered inte his heavenly rest, 
They tell me now, but can that be 

When he knows I am here, unblessed ? 

November with chilly blast, 
Now that thy rage is past, 

Now that my love lies cold and dead, 
Breathe on me, so that I at last 

May share his narrow bed. 
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~ RETRIBUTION. 
CHAPTER 1. 

A WIFE'S MALEDICUION. 

It =as a night of unclouded beauty. A 
dewy freshness filled the silent air. No 
mist, no cloud, no speck or stain obscured 
the rich deep arch of heaven, or hid the 
glory of the diamond stars, that 

“Wander unwearled through the blue abyss.” 

The broad full moon rose bright and 
luminous over the masses of dark, glossy 
foliage, which comprise the immediate 
surroundings of Leamington Towers—a 
huge turreted building of brick and stone, 
whose ivv-mantled walls bespeak the 
weather stain of age, and present an im- 
posing and picturesque appearance. 

The grounds are iad out with exquis- 
ite taste and elegance. The long smooth- 

ly graveled waiks are overarched with 
wide spreading luxuriant trees. The 
broad green lawn is surrounded by choice 
evergreens, trimmed in fanciful figures 
and devices, which make grotesque 
shadows upon the velvet turf beneath, as 
the queen of night, rising higher, sheds 

her golden glory over all, revealing also 
numberless pieces of gleaming statuary, 
which rise weird and ghost-like outlined 

against the dark foliage ; and fountains, 
too, whose musical waters seem chanting 

their vesper hymn beneath the starlit sky. 

Leamington Towers itself was ablaze 
with light, from the top of its graceful, 
fretted turrets to the broad marble steps 
which led up to the grand entrance hall 
whose rich and tasteful furnishings gave 

a faint idea of the elegance awaiting one 
beyond. 

A brillant festival or reception 1s about 
to celebrate the election ot Sir Dudley 
Durward to the peerage. 
The “royal patent,”’ creating him Earl 

Durward, and thus elevating him to a 
position in the Upper House, or House of 
Lords, bad only recently been received, 
and had occasioned great rejoicing in the 

object of this honor, and among his sym- 
pathizers and friends, 

It was a position for which Sir Dudley 
had toiled early and late, and over the 
success which had at last crowned his ef- 
forts, he was now very exultant. 

In the grand drawing-room, at Leaming- 
ton Towers—all white and gold, except. 
ing where the rich and gorgeous flowers 
made vivid contrast, and filled the air with 
their fragrance—the triumphant master 
stands ready to receive his guests, when 

they shall arrive, to tender him their good 
wishes and congratulations. 

He is a powerfully built, handsome man 
of about thirty. But his face has a hard, 
cruel look—a look which tells of cunning 
plotting, and of a fierce intolerance of 
anything which stands in the way of his 

pride and ambition, that repels one at a 
g'ance. 

His eyes are black and piercing, and 
harbor fiery gleam in their dusky depths 
which is not portentous of good to any 

one or anything, which may arise to thwart 

him in any of his darling schemes or de- 
sires; though just at present, they are 

very bright with the triumph of success. 

His nose aud mouth are large and 

coarse ; bis lips ere sensual in their ex- 
pression, and babitually curved at the 
corners with a sneering expression not 
pleasant to behold. 
He stands there in the center of that 

luxurious room beneath the blazing chan- 

dazlier, his hands clasped behind him, his 
head thrown proudly back, and his 
thoughts full of that day when he shall go 
up to London, take his long-aspired for 
seat in Parliament among the nobility of 
the land, and bend every one to his will 
by the power of his eloquence and his in- 
domatable perseverance. 

His father had been an impoverished 
baronet with neither energy nor pride. 
After his death, and upon coming in pos- 
session of the estate, Sir Dudley had bent 
all his energies to the improvement of the 
fallen fortunes of the house. His ambi- 
tion knew no bounds; he was determined 

to rise to the very top-most round of the 
ladder of wealth, and fame, and honor. 

Everything he touched turned into 
money. He improved and extended his 
estate, until it became one of the finest 

in the country. He then began to aspire 
t> political honors, was elected as Mem- 
ber to the House of Commons for his bor- 
ough, and acquitted himself therein most 
honorably, 

This, however, did not satisfy him, and 

he determined to apply for letters patent, 
which would create him a peer of the 
realm. The success of his undertaking 

we already know, and we will now return 
to him as he stands in his princely home 
awaiting further honors, 
A door at the further end of the magni. 

ficent room softly swings open, there is a 
moment of stillness, as if some one stand- 
ing upon the threshold hesitated about 
the propriety of advancing ; then a lovely 
apparition glides noiselessly forward, and 
finally halts just beside the proud master 
of Leamington Towers. A daintily gloved 
hand is gently laid upon his arm, and a 
voice, sweet as the music of fairy bells, 
Bays : 
“Dudley, I am glad of your victory, | 

hastened down before any one should ar. 
rive, that I might be the first to congratu- 

late you” 

He started at the words, and his face 
changed in a moment from its look of 
triumpli Lo a bitter sneer. 

“Oh, you congratulate me, do you? I 
suppese you do not feel in tha least elated 

a! the prospect of occupying the position 
0" an earl’s wife,” 

He turned fic-cely upon her as he spoke, 

and his eya never softened, nor did the 
laast epark of admiration or aftection light 

up his coarse features, as he beheld the 

fairy-like vision before him. 

“No, no Dudley; you know that I have | 
no selfish feeling in the matter,” she re- 

turned, with a little sob, and shrinking 
from bim as if he had struck her a blow, 
“You know,” she added, * that I am only 
glad for you.” 
“Glad for me, are you? and pray what 

good will all your gladness do me?" he 

said, harshly. 
“1 thought, Dudley, that you would be 

pleased to know that I shared your joy," 

she answered mildly, yet with a gentle 

dignity which became her well. 
She was fair and sweet as the sweetest 

blush rose. 

Her form, her rounded arms and dainty 

hands, her graceful shoulders and delicate 

neck, her small head surmounted by its 

burnished hair, the tiny shell-like ear, the 
sweet mouth and deep blue eyes, were all 
simply perfect. And with all this, added 
to a faultless toilet, it was evident that 

not a fairer vision would grace the grand 
old balls of Leamington that night. 
But so much beauty and loveliness had 

no power to soften the ill-natured man at 

her side; indeed her very presence seem 
to aggravate him, and to drive away all 

the pleasant thoughts which bad been his 
companions ere she entered, 

He laughed harshly at her last words. 
“Yes, share my joys and honors, you 

should have added, Honors are plenty 
Just now, and you are welcome to share 
them all, madam; bat I would inform 
you that I have precious few joys at pre. 
sent, and expect to have less in the fu: 
ture,” he concluded, bitterly. 

She cast down her beautiful eyes, and 
sighed wearily, 

“You know,” he continued, sullenly, 
‘ that what I hoped most for of all things 
has been denied me.” 
“I know, my husband, to what you re. 

fer,” she answered, sadly. “God has seen 
fit to leave us childless—has withheld 
from us what would perpetuate our name, 
and give us great joy besides. The bit. 
terness has been as great for me as for 
you. He knows how I would love little 
children—your little children, Dudley ; 
but—but —" 

“But what!” he demanded, fiercely. 
“ But perchance the future may have 

something better in store for us,’ she an- 
swered, with downcast eyes. 
“The future!" he sneered; that has 

been your cry for the last ten years, The 
race has been accursed, I believe, through 
either you or me, that there should be no 
heir to inherit these broad lands, and the 
honors that are fast crowding upon us.” 

Lady Durward took a step forward and 
looked eagerly into her husband's face. 

His fierce and angry words had seemed 
almost to crush her at first; she had grown 
pale and sad ; her bright face had [ost all 
its joy, and her her attitude was drooping 
and listless. But a sudden inspiration 
seemed now to animate her. 

“ Dudley,” she said, “would you give 
me back your love, and treat me as in the 
old happy days if you had your wish? 
Your love,’’ she added, the color flaming 
into her pale cheeks, her bosom heaving, 
and her eyes lighting, “is the one thing 
in this world for which I care most. What 
are honors, wealth, station, without some 
one to lean upon and to love? 1 should 
be happier than a queen, stripped of 
everything which the world bows down to 
and worships, could I have undisputed 
reign in your heart! Dudley, won't you 
give me back the old love ? Ah! I thought 
you would be tender to-night, when the 
future looks so bright; and you know I 
love you—I love you so fondly." 

How could he resist those sweet dewy 
eyes, raised so pleadingly to his? How 
could he resist the appealing touch of 
that little trembling hand laid so gently 
upon his arm, those quivering lips, and 
the love-light which illumined that fault. 
lessly beautiful face ? 

But he only laughed a heartless, sneer- 
ing laugh. 

“Love!” he said. “Lady Durward, I 
think 1 never knew what the word really 
meant.’ 

“You did—you know you did! Oh, 
why do you torture me thus!" burst in a 
passionate cry from her now pale lips. 
Why, indeed, when it seemed as if the 

angels above must have loved her tender- 
ly, as she stood there so fair, so pure and 
true ? 

But only a mocking smile curled the 
lips of the icy-hearted man at her side, 

“You used to be kind and tender to 
me, Dudley,”” she moaned, “in the days 
of our early married life; you used to call 
me by endearing names, and smile upon 
me." ® 

“ Yes,” he roturned, carelessly, ¢ I like 
things to go smooth, and pet names and 
caresses, as you call them, cost nothing, 
provided you gain your end thereby. 
But one gets tired of those things after 
awhile.” 

“Tired of those things—are you tired 
of me, Dudley 7;’ 

Lady Dudley Durward’s eyes were very 

hard and bright as she asked the ques. 

tion. 

“ That depends upon what you mean 
by being tired,”” he said. “You are very 

pretty and graceful, and one likes to see 
pretty things around. You are very use. 

ful too 1n my household, for you enter- 

tain my friends unexceptionably; you 
make a fine appearance abroad, and every 

one is loud in their praise and admiration 
of the charming Lady Durward ; I am not 
tired of that, Madeline.” 

“ But you are tired of me personally— 

you are wearied of my presence, your 
heart has ceased to overflow with affection 

toward me, and you care for me now only 
80 far as | am able to contribute to your 
ambition. An enviable position mine is 
truly,’’ she exclaimed, bitterly. 

“ Pshaw! Madeline 

‘“ And now,” she interrupted, her voice 
rising higher with pain, “ that honors are 
being heaped upon you, you would gladly 
annul the tie that binds us—you would 

cast me off if you could, as Napolean did 
poor Josephine, that your ambition like 

his might be satistied. Is that what your 

growing coldness to me means ?"’ 

“1 don’t see the use of pursuing this 
obnoxious subject, Madeline,’ the earl 

said, uneasily, and an angry frown cloud- 
ing his brow ; *“ thingsare just as they are, 

and nothing can help them as | see —"’ 

a" 

“ Answer me,’’ she interrupted, passion- 

ately, a steel like glitter in her lustrous 
eye, while an imperitive tap sounded 
upon the floor from the dainty white 
slippered foot. ¢ Would you be rid of 
me if you could ?” 

His lordship lifted his eyes in mock sur. 

prise at his passion. He had never seen 
her thus before. 
Sbe had ever been gentle, docile and 

loving, bearing his slights and neglect 

with unvarying patience and submission. 
But now the gentle spirit was aroused ; 
her heart, with all its wealth of affection, 
had been outraged beyond all power of 
endurance ; her self-respect as a wife was 
at stake, and all the most sacred feelings 
of her nature were trampled upon. 
Her indignation made her gloriously 

beautiful, and the very novelty of her 
emotion pleased her husband, while at 
the same time it made him reckless as to 
his reply. 

“Well, then, my lady,” he returned, « 
wicked fire in his black eyes, * have your 
answer if you will, and the consequences 

no lawful means to perpetuate my name, 
heart or no heart, love or no love, wife or 
no wife. But unfortunately the days of 
Napoleon have gone by, and the measures 
which he adopted to attain his end might 
not result so favorably to my icterest in 
this nineteenth century.” 
A despairing cry, which seemed wrung 

from a breaking heart, echoed through 
that lofty room at these cruel words. 
There was a moment of utter silence 

while that wretched wife and hard-hearted 
husband stood facing each other; then, 
“Enough, Dudley Durward,’ came from 
the white, stittening lips of the beautiful, 
outraged woman. The slight, graceful 
form was erect and haughty ; the classical 
features were stern and set; all the love. 
light and pleading eloquence were gone 
from the lovely sapphire eyes; the sweet 
voice was strained and hoarse, 

“ Enough, Dudley Durward,” she re- 
peated; * too long | have suspected and 
dreaded this, but now I am forced to ac- 
knowledge that I am dethroned from 
your heart, if a heart you have. I am a 
wife disowned in all but a name. I am 
degraded to a position worse than the 
lowest outcast who roams the streets—an 
unloved wife, an incumbrance in the 
house of her hushand—a burden, a clog 
1c the wheels of his car of ambition. Sure- 
ly, I know of no more wretched creature 
in existence! A thing, pretty and grace- 
ful, needed to complete the adornment 
of an establishment! something to pam. 
per one's pride by making a fine appear. 
ance abroad and entertaining well at 
home! a mere piece of machinery and 
useful only us such! Dudley Durward-— 
“No, I will not be silent,’’ she cried, as 

he lifted his hand to stop her. “I will 
speak now, for the first and last time. 
You have broken my heart—a heart that 
loved you tenderly and well, with all the 
strength of a first warm attachment. You 
won me from my happy home with your 
smooth and honeyed words, you cheated 
me into making an idol of you, you wove 
your spells about me until 1 had no will 
but your will, no thought but to please 
your every caprice and whim. For this 
wealth of a loving, trusting heart, you 
have given me only ashes in return; by 
your coldness and neglect, by your sel- 
fishness and heartlessness, you have crush- 
ed and blighted my life, and to-night you 
have quenched the last remaining spark 
of affection in my bosom; and now, over 
wy dead heart, I pray that henceforth all 
your fondest hopes may turn to ashes in 
your grasp, may——'' 

“ Madeline ! you are wild ; calm your 
self or you will be unfit to receive our 
guests,” Lord Dudley saul, sternly inter- 
rupting her, though he was considerably 
startled at having aroused such a tem- 
pest in his usually gentle and submissive 
wife. 

She laughed at his words ; such a heart- 
breaking, mocking laugh! all the silvery 
sweetuess which had greeted his accus- 
tomed ears for so many years, gone out of 
it, and involuntarily he shuddered to hear 
it. 

“Yes, yes,” she said, “no doubt it 
would sadly wound the pride of the Lord 
of Leamington Towers to have his guests 
mistrust that a domestic gale was blowing 
upon this, of all nights, But guests or no 
guests, my lord, you have raptured a vol 
¢ino, and you cannot stay its fury until 
all its lava-tide has been expended. You 
know there is no fury like 

‘A woman scorned ;’ 

and now listen, and may my malediction 
follow you while your heartless heart beats 

within your bosom. May you have honors, 

empty honors, until your very soul loathes 

them. If I should die —and I pray | may 
—may no other woman call you husband ; 

no child ever greet you by the name of 

father; when you reach the height of your 

glory, may ruin and despair encompass 
you; and until you latest breath, may the 
wail of this, my broken heart—your cruel 
work—ever sound in your ear, and haunt 

your dying pillow.” 
The last words rose upon the stillness 

of that lofty room into a wild, piercing 

cry, that was almost a shriek ; and before 
the astonished man could recover himself 

enough to speak, the fary-like figure in 

its robes of shimmering brightness had 
fled, leaving him wondering whether he 
had dreamed it all, or whether his beauti- 
ful but slighted wife bad lost possession 
of her senses. 

CHAPTER II. 

THE BITTERNESS OF DEATH, 

Madeline, Lady Durward, with her seeth- 
ing brain and broken heart, fled in her 
festive robes from her husband’s sight, out 

into the grand hall, up the wide, magnifi- 

cent stairway, through the upper corridor, 
up still another fiight, on and on, until 

she reached at length the great observa. 

tory at the top of the tower—only one 
crushing, crazing thought in her brain: 

she was an unloved wife—a wife disowned 

in all save a name—and that even would 
be denied, could any lawful means allow. 

She threw herself, moaning and quiver. 
ng with pain, upon a velvet couch, where 
she lay like a bruised and crushed flower, 

ber hands clasped tightly above her aching 
heart, her eyes wide and tearless, and 

almost glazed with the agony she was 

suffering. Her face was like chiseled 
marble, and drawn with deep lines of 
pain. 

Surely this could not be the bright, 
beautiful woman who, balf an hour previ- 

ously, had glided into the presence of her 

husband and the tenderous emotions swel- 

ling in her heart, and with words of joy 
and congratulation upon her lips! 

A century of blighting, withering tor 
ture seemed to have passed over her; it 
seemed, as she lay there, as if she never 

could have been young, or happy, or gay. 
A band of red-hot iron seemed bound 

about her brow,and a dagger plunged into 
her heart, which she had no power to 
withdraw, while every nerve and fibre of 
her being were like so many deadly ser- 
pents stinging her to madness. 

Five, ten minutes passed, and she lay 
there like a statue, only now and then a 
deep shuddering sob would burst frora 
white lips; then the sharp clang of the 
hall-bell came sounding up through the 
corridors, and as if some battery had 
electriefid every nerve, she suddenly sat 
upright. 
“This will not do,” she murmured, 

wearily as she wrung her hands until the 
costly gloves were rent in a dozen places. 

“ No, it will not do. | must go down. 
His guests must be entertained, his repu- 
tation sustained ; the happy wife of the 
new earl must rejoice and make merry 
with his friends, that not even a breath of 
suspicion taint the brightness of his fair 
fame,” she cried, bitterly. 
“Then clasping her hands above hes 

burning brow, she sobbed : 
“Qh, God] Wilt thou let me live and 

suffer thus? [ will not,”’ she exclaimed, 
rising and pacing the room with nervous 
steps. “1 cannot bear it. Why was I 
born to a fate like this 1” 
“Ah,” she murmured, her eyes growing 

wild with excitement, * when | went down 
to him with so much of love and joy in 
my heart, when the cup of happiness 
seemed full and just at my lips, when the 
light of a new dawn seemed breaking 
through the clouds of the past, when I 
had so trusted to add to his triumph and 
joy by the blessed tidings I had to tell 
him, when I had kept it all in my own 
heart so long so that should he gain the 
victory it would oaly lift him higher, or 

should he bave to encounter disoppoint. 
ment he would have been comforted. But 
he has dashed every hope from my life, 
he has mocked and scorned me, he has 
heaped insult and injury upon me, until 
every moral obligation which bound me 

he npon your own head. 1 would stop at to him is snapped asunder.” 

She stopped in her pacing, and lifting 
one convuised hand in threatening, said, 
sternly : 
“Woe unto you, Dudley Durward, 

and woe it will be, for just so sure as 
you have blighted my life, just so sure 
have you blotted out every joy from 
your own future. 1 hold the secret of 
your destiny in my hands, and I will 
keep it, I will hug it to my heart, I will 
treasure it up as a miser does his gold, 
until you have reached the very pinnacle 
of your glory, and then I will use it to 
hurl you into the deepest abyss of dark- 
ness and torment. 
“Oh, heavens !"” she continued, more 

wildly. “1 never thought that one of 
(God's creature's could suffer thus. Ah! 
I was so happy as a girl——so blessed, 
when he came to woo me with sweetest 
words of love—words which even now 
are stamped upon my memory, and 
which even his heartless cruelty to me 
now cannot efface. What is there left 
to live for with no kindred to smooth 
my pathway with their sympathy? 
Father and mother, brothers and sisters, 
all gone. I am like the tree stricken 
and blasted by a thunderbolt, all its 
heart and life burned out by one fell 
stroke, and only the lifeless trunk left 
standing, a blackened monument of 
Heaven's wrath.” 
Wilder and wilder grew her agony ; 

she paced back and forth the short length 
of the room like an enraged lion in his 
cage. Her bosom heaved as if her heart 
were seeking to burst from its prison, 
her temples throbbed visibly, and the 
delicate veins upon her fair brow stood 
out hard and knotted. 

“ What have I done?” she went on. 
“What dire sin have I or my ancestry 
committed, that I should be so accursed ? 
Have I failed in a single duty? Have 
[ swerved in my allegiance a single iota ? 
Never! For more than a decade of 
years I have lived but for him, sacrific- 
ing every thought of self, that his path 
might be free from thorns and strewn 
only with flowers. I have poured out 
all the wealth of my heart and nature at 
his feet ; and for what? that he might 
absorb it as the desert absorbs the dew, 
that it might be trampled upon, scorned 
and insulted, mocked and jeered at, until 
frail humanity can endure no more. But 
the future—the future! Ah! he little 
dreams how dire will be his punishment. 
Ha! ha! ha!” 
The wild, hysteric laugh rang out with 

almost maniacle mirth, and then died 
away in a moan of anguish, heart-break- 
ing enough to melt the stoniest nature. 
Again the sound of the hall-bell came 

clanging up to her ears. 
She had forgotten in her woe that it 

had rang once before, but now she re- 
membered, and her wandering thoughts 
came back to her duty with a shock that 
calmed her almost like magic. 

She covered her eyes with a long shud- 
dering sigh, as if to shut out all theught 
of the fearful ordeal through which she 
had just passed ; then she left the place 
and sped with nervous tread to her own 
room. 
As she opened the door of her boudoir 

all brilliant with light and beauty, her 
maid sprang toward her with an ex- 
clamation of terror. 

“ What is it, my lady ?” she cried. 
Lady Durward walked to the large 

pier-glass and looked at herself, and a 
weary, bitter smile curved her lips as 
she beheld her reflection there. 

Surely this wan, haggard creature, 
with her lusterless eyes, and delicate 
features distorted by pain, could not be 
the brilliant and lovely vision, who had 
so shortly before gone forth with eager 
joy to be the first to congratulate her 
husband upon his newly acquired honors. 

“ Do not make any disturbance, Bes- 
sie,” she said, as she turned away from 
the sight. “I am faint, and I fear al- 
most ill, but you must do something for 
me quickly, for it is utterly impossible 
for the mistress of Leamington Towers 
to be absent from her guests on such a 
night as this.” 

“ What can 1 do, dear lady ?! What 
shall I get you?” Bessie asked, anxious- 
ly, as she chafed the little cold hands, 
and removed the torn gloves. 

“ He has been breaking her heart 
again, poor dear,” was her mental com- 
ment, as she noted the wild. haunted 
look in her lovely eyes, and saw that she 
was shivering as with cold. 
“Get me something hot to drink, 

Bessie—anything to quicken my blood,” 
Lady Durward said, sinking wearily into 
a chair, * rouge my cheeks and lips, and 
try to make me look as nearly like my- 
self as possible.” 
The faithful girl flew to do her bidding, 

administered a steaming cordial, which 
warmed her chilled blood, and set it cir- 
culating more naturally in her veins. 
Under the skillful fingers of the maid 

a false color soon bloomed upon the wan 
cheeks and pale lips ; a few deft touches, 
and the somewhat disordered attire was 
made straight, a fresh pair of gloves en- 
cased the little trembling hands, and 
Lady Durward wearily arose to again go 
down to her guests. 

Bessie gave one pitying glance into 
her face as she was turning away, ex- 
claimed, as she saw her sunken lusterless 
eyes : 
“Good heavens, madam ! don’t look 

that way, or everybody will think your 
heart is broken, when, on this night of 
all others, you should be most joyous 
and glad—wait.” 

She dashed into the dressing-room, 
and soon returned with a little silver 
flask and a spoon in her hand. 

She poured out a few drops and held 
it to her mistress’ lips. 
Lady Durward mechanically swallow- 

ed it, and Bessie then, wetting her fing- 
ers with the liquid, gently hethed her 
eyes, inwardly wondering what dreadful 
thing had happened to make her dear 
lady look like this. 
Her efforts, however, were soon re- 

warded by a light, bright as it was false, 
leaping into the lovely eyes, and the 
beautiful countepance becoming more 
animated and naturai, 

[n the great drawing-room below the 
earl still stood alone. His brow was 
troubled and his heart heavy. He had 
heard the hall-bell peal forth the warn- 
ing of arrivals time after time. Now 
the sound of many voices came to him 
from the dressing-rooms; there was a 
rustling of silken robes upon the stairs ; 
sweet notes of laughter from merry 
maidens mingled with the more subdued 
tones of dignified matrons. 

Still the mistress of the towers came 
not. Would she leave him to do the 
honors alone? Would she dare bring 
this shame upon him in this hour of 
glory? Had he driven her desperate, 
and made her reckless of the conse- 
quences should she refuse to receive his 
guests ! 

More and more anxious he grew; a 
fever of impatience and wrath seized 
him ; it would never do to have a breath 
of scandal touch him ; his fair fame must 
not even be clouded by a shadow, and 
domestic difficulties, of all charges, must 
never be laid at his threshold. 
The servant threw wide the door and 

announced the first arrival. 

Just at that instant a graceful, sylph- 
like figure glided to his side from t2 
opposite direction, and the Lady of 
Leamington Towers, calm, beautiful, and 
regal as a queen, stood in her place ready 
to receive her guests. 

Lord Dudley had time to heave a sigh 
of relief and bestow one glance upon his 
wife ere he turned to greet his friends, 
but that glance made him conscious of 
some wonderful transformation in her. 
What it was he could not tell ; it was 
something to be felt rather than seen, 
A chill thrilled every nerve as he 

looked at her. He had never seen her 
so beautiful before, 
Her brow was as calm as if no thought 

of trouble had ever ruffled the smooth 
sea of life. Her eyes glowed with an 
intensity of light that dazzled him. Her 
cheeks wore the loveliest flush. Her 
tones of welcome, as she greeted her 
guests and responded to their congratu- 
lations, were clear and sweet, her smile 
winning, her manner cordial and graci- 
ous. 
Where were the effects of the tempest 

which had so recently swept over her 
soul? There was not now so much as 
the troubled quiver of an eyelid, nor the 
trembling of her hand. Not a fold of 
her elegant attire was misplaced, and 
she was as perfect as it was possible for 
& human being to be made. 
Was she the same woman who had so 

wildly denounced him half an hour pre- 
vious, or had he dreamed it? 

Surely there were depths to her char- 
acter which he had never yet fathomed, 
and he was becoming unpleasantly con- 
scious of the fact, while her malediction, 
still ringing in his ears, made him almost 
superstitious regarding the future, 
Lady Durward opened the ball with | 

Sir Horace Vere, a distinguished look- | 
ing man, some six years younger than 
Lord Dudley, and who was, during the 
coming season, to take his seat also in 
Parliament. 

It was an well-known fact that he had | 
been an ardent admirer of Madeline 
Rochester in the days of her girlhood ; 
and although she had never given him 
an opportunity to propose for her hand, 
yet she had always been conscious of his 
preference. Report said, moreover, that 
for love of her, he had remained a bache- 
lor ever since 
What imp of mischief impelled her to 

open the ball with him, and feel a sense 
of rest and security in his presence, it 
would be hard to tell ; but true it is, 
that as she looked into his grave, truth- 
ful eyes, which even yet had not forgot- 
ten to beam tenderly upon her, she un- 
consciously felt that some cruel fate 
must have blinded her youthful vision 
when she had turned coldly away from 
his love, and given her heart into the 
keeping of Dudley Durward. 
Not once during the evening did Lady 

Durward condescend to notice her hus- 
band’s presence by word or look; not 
once did she touch his hand as they 
moved thaough the dance, nor accept his 
escort upon any occasion ; not once did 
her pure clear eyes meet his in the old 
trustful way, nor the sweet lips curve in 
the familiar smile. 

It galled him more than he was will- 
ing to admit, especially when he saw her 
chatting so brightly with her old ad- 
mirer, Sir Horace Vere, who followed 
her every movement with his eyes. 
He began to regret that he had been 

quite so bitter toward her. He acknow- 
ledged that it was sowewhat cruel in 
him to repulse her so, when she had no 
thought but to please him ; and now he 
noticed, for the first time, that ever item 
of her dress had been chosen with a de- 
sire to gratify him. 
He tried to quiet his conscience by 

thinking that it was only a little quar, 
rel, which would wear away, as many 
other slight unpleasantnesses had done, 
and he would smooth everything over 
with a few timely words of affection and 
praise. 
“You outshine yourself to-night, 

Madeline,” he whispered, as they passed 
each other, late in the evening, in a 
quadrille. 

She was dancing a second time with 
Sir Horace Vere, 
A cool look of scorn, a little lifting of 

the haughty head, a slight curving down- 
ward of the beautiful mouth, was all the 
return his unusual compliment met with, 
as, with a gracious smile, she reached 
ovt both hands to her partner, and was 
whirled into place, 
His heart beat fiercely, and his hot 

blood tingled in his veins. He could ill 
brook any opposition, and her supreme 
contempt stung him to the quiek ; but 
it was evident that henceforth the Count- 
ess of Durward could not be insulted 
with impunity. The reserve force of her 
character was being developed in a way 
not at all pleasant to him, and the even- 
ing was anything but a comfortable one 
to him, despite the glory attending it. 
Everywhere he heard the praises of 

his wife sounded, and notwithstanding 
the presence of many charming young 
maidens and belles, the hostess of Leam- 
ington Towers, was pronounced the most 
lovely woman present. 

Bat, oh! the bitterness of death was 
in the heart of the gentle Madeline. 
The weary hours were like a thousand 
years to her; and when at length she 
was released from her duties, and free to 
seek the solitude of her own apartments, 
the overstrung nerves gave way, and 
swoon after swoon wrapped her tortured 
heart in the kindly mantle of uncon- 
sciousness. 

+o 

The Scourge of America. 

The one terrible blight of our country 
is surofula—from impure blood —it 
causes consumption and many wasting, 
lingering and fatal diseases. Burdock 
Blood Bitters cures scrofula if taken in 
time. 

Absolutely Pure. 
This powder never varies. A marvel of purity 

strength and wholesomeness, More economi- 
eal than the ordinary kinds, and eannot be sold Iu competition with the multitude of low test, short wejghi. slum or Ehephats powders, Sold 
only in cans. RoYai Baring PowDER Co. 106 
Wall street, New York. i 

Thoroughly cleanse the blood, which is the 
fountain of health, by using Dr. Pierée’s Gold- 
en Medical Discovery, and good digestion, a 
fair skin, buoyant spirits, vital strength, ana 
soundness of constitution will be established. 
Golden Medical "Rpotvery cures all humors, 

from the common imple, blotch, or eruption, 
to the worst Scrofula, or blood-poison. 
pecially has it proven its efficacy in curing 
alt-rheum or Tetter, Fever-sores, Hip-joint 
Iscage, Scrofulous Sores and Swellings, En- 

larged Glands, and Eating Ulcers, 
Golden Medical Discovery cures Consump- 

tion (which is Serofula of the Lungs), by its 
wonderful blood-purifying, invigorating, and 
nutritive properties. For Weak Lungs, Spit- 
ting of Blood, Shortness of Breath, Bronchitis, 
Severe Coughs, Asthma, and kindred affec- 
tions, it is a sovereign remedy. It promptly 
cures the severest Coughs, 

or Torpid Liver, Biliousness, or * Liver 
Complaint,” Dyepepeia, and Indigestion, it is 
an unequalled remedy. ‘®old by druggists. 
DR. PIERCE’S PFLLETS — Anti. 

Bilious and Cathartic. 
25¢. a vial, by druggists. | 

—c———— 

Horse Shoes. 

J UST ARRIVED—-209 kegs Horse §hoes, For 
sale low at 

NEILL’'S HARDWARE STORE. 
October 27 

) 
A Y E R Cathartic 

If the Liver be- Pi LLS 
comes torpid, if the . 
bowels are constipated, or if the stomach 
fails to perform its functions properly, use 
Ayer's Pills. They are invaluable. 

Sugar-Coated | 

| 

| 

For some years I was a victim to Liver | 
Complaint, in consequence of which I 
suffered from Gevars) Debility and Indi- 
gestion. A few boxes of Aver's Pills 
restored me to perfect health.— W. T. 
Brightney, Henderson, W. Va. 

For years I have relied more upon 
Ayer's Pills than anything else, to 

Regulate 
my bowels. These Pills are mild in action, 
and do their work thoroughly. 1 have used 
them with good effect, in cases of Rheu- 
matism, Kidney Trouble, and Dyspepsia. 
-—=G. I. Miller, Attleborough, Mass, 

Aver's Pills cured me of Stomach and 
Liver troubles, from which I had suffered 
for years. [I consider them the best pills 
made, and would not be without them. — 
Morris Gates, Downsville, N. Y. 

I wus attacked with Bilious Fever, 
which was followed by Jaundice, and was 
~o dangerously ill that my friends de- 
sprired of my recovery. IT commenced 
fuking Aver's Pills, and soon regained my 
ustomary strength and vigor. — John C. 

I"attison, Lowell, Nebraska. 

Last sprinz 1 sutiered greatly from a 
roublesome humor on my side. ~ In spite {every effort to eure this eruption, it ine 
veased until the flesh became entirely 
raw. Twas troubled, at the same time, 
with Indigestion, and distressing pains in 

The Bowels. 
iy the advice of a friend T began taking | Aver's Pills. In a short time I was free 
from pain, my food digested properly, the 
sores on my body commenced healin A 
and, in less than one month, T was cured. 

Samuel D. White, Atlanta, Ga. 
I have jong used Aver's Pills, in my 

family, and believe them to be the best pills made. —S8. C. Darden, Darden, Miss. 
My wife and little girl were taken with 

Dysentery a few days ago, and I at once 
hegan giving them small doses of Aver’s 
Pills, thinking I would call a doctor if the 
disease beeame any worse. In a short 
time the bloody discharges stopped, all pain went away, and health was restored. 
= Theodore Esling, Richmond, Va. 

Ayer’s Pills, 
Prepared by Dr. J.C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mags. 

Sold by all Dealers in Medicine, 

INTERGOLONIAL RAILWAY 
86 Summer Arrangement '86 
On and after MONDAY, June 14th, 

1886, the Trains of this Railway 
will run daily, (Sunday excepted) as 
follows : 

Trains will leave St. John. : 
Day EXpress,........ccooovinunns 7.00 a.m, 
Aceommeodation,............ ..... 11.0 a.m. 

Express for Sussex 4.335 p.m, 
Express for Halifax & Quebec, 1.15 p. m. 

A Sleeping Car runs daily on the 10.15 
P. M. Train to Halifax, 

On TUESDAY, THURSDAY and SATURDAY, a 
Sleeping Car for Montreal will be attached Lo 
the Quebec Express, and on MONDAY, WEDNES. 
DAY and FRIDAY, a Sleeping Car will be attach- 
ed at Moncton, 

Trains will arrive at St. John: 
Express from Haifax & Quebec, 5.30 a. m. 

Express from Sussex,............. 8.30 a m. 

Accommodnion, ................. 12.55 p.m 

Day Express, .......cccccocoveenncnes 6.10 p,m 

2% All Trains are run by Eastern Standard 
time. 

D. POTTINGER, 
Chief Superintendent. 

RAILWAY OFFICE, 
Moncton, N. B., June Xth, 1886. 

NEW BRUNSWICK 

RAILWAY (C0. 
Arrangement of Trains--——In 

effect October 24th, 1886. 

LEAVE FREDERICTON: 
—— —— 

(Kastern Standard Time) 

700 A. Mm.—Express for St. John, and inter- 
medate points, 

9 00 A. m.—For Fredericton Junction, and for 
McAdam Junction, aud St. Stephen, 
Vanceroro. Bangor, Portland, Boston and 
all points West; St. Andrews, Houlton, 
Woodstock, Presque Isle, Grand Falls. 
Edmundston, and all points North. 

110 P. M.—For Fredericton Junction, and for 
St. Jonn, and points Kast. 

ARRIVE AT FREDERICTON : 

11 35 A. M —From Fredericton Junction, and 
_ from St John, and all points Kast. 

3 3 P. M,—From Fredericton Junction, and 
from Vanceboro, Baugor, Portiand, Bos. 
ton, and all points West; St. Andrews, St. 
Stephen, houlten, Woodstock, Presque 
Isle, Grand walls, and points North. 

6 40 p. M.—Express trom St. John, and inter- 
mediate points, 

LEAVE GIBSON: 
7 00 A. Mm. —Express for Woodstock and points 

North. 

ARRIVE AT GIBSON : 

4 30 P. M.~-Express from Woodstock, and points 
Norn, 

F, W. CRAM, 
H. D. McLEOD, Gen’l Manager. 

Sup’t Southern Division. 

J. F. LEAVITT, 
Gen’l Pass. and Ticket Agent, 

St. John, N. B , October 20, 1556 

DR. G. W. SMITH, 
ALBION HOTEL, 
Fredericton, N. B., 

CLAIRVOYANT PHYSICIAN ! 
H% marvelous power whilst in trance of dis. 

cribing the physical condition and disease 
of a patient, either personally or by lock of hair 
with such unfailing accuracy, is remarkable, 
All Hair may be sent trom any distance by 

letter, and should be cut close to the head, and 
not handled if possible by any person but the 
patient. 8 me of his most successful cases 
were throughout, treated w a lock of Hair; in 
some instinces sent trom Nova Scotia and from 
distant parts ot the Province, 
Inclose $2.00 with Jock of Hair giving name 

and address, and I wili give you an examination 
and preseripilon, or examination $1.00. 
Examipation persodanty o; by Hair, 50 cents, 

Or by Hur sent by letier with fee, 'g Lug.” 
22 Mention this paper, 
Fredericton, July 2), 1886. 

ADVERTISERS 
can learn the exact cost 
of any proposed line of 
advertising in Americar 
papers by addressing 
Geo. P. Rowell & Co. 
Newspaper Advertising Bureau, 

10 Spruce St.,, New York. 
Send 10cts. for 100-Page Pamphlet. 

NOW LANDING : 
45 Bbls. 

PLATE BEEF. 
For Sale TL.ow. 

A. F. RANDOLPH & SON. 
Fredericton, April 7. 

Corsets, Bustles and Skirts. 

UST OPENED-3 cases Corsets, Skirts and 
¢) Bustles of superior quality, dhrect from the 
manutactory. Prices very low— Cash, 

8. NEALIS. 

STOVES. STOVES. 

7 nt a Stove at a Low Price, either 
Ico, Hall or Parlor, call at NEILL’= HARD. 
ARE STORE, opposite the County Conrt 

House. Remember the old stand, 
* October € ; 

——— 
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be put 

A 
without doubt, the best Churn in the mark st, 
Try one, 

EBEN MILLER & GO. 
BUILDERS OF 

FINE CARRIAGES, 
King Street, Fredericton, N. B 

‘een on, as no u 
on any carriage in use. Persons orderin 

These Tops were 

Concord Wagons, | Piano Box Wagons, | Ivefls Wagons 
Miller Spar Wagons, | White Chapel Wagons, | Top Phatons, 
Brewster Wagons, | Cronin Wagons, ' Open Phetons. 

Sole Manufacturers of Miller's Patent Shifting Rail. 
These Shifting Tops have no rival, as a glance at the cut will show for itself; it is so simple, L requires only one person to take it off or put it on, and when off no one would think a Top bad nsightly ends are sticking out. When the Top ison itis as firm as a rock, It can 

g Buggies or Canopy Top Carriages should see that they have this Rail, as it will be greatly to their interest, “ 
awarded a Diploma at the Provincial Exhibition in October, 1880 

Particular attention gwen to orders. Reparing done inthe best manner, gud at the shortest notice 

Price List.—BUGGY TOPS, $32 to $50; CANOPY, $15 to $25 
Patented in Canada, March 31st, 1877, and iu the United States, Dec. 10th, 1878 

2% ALL WORK WARRANTED. “83 

EBEN MILLER & CO 

CALL AND SEE THE 

NEW “RAYMOND,” 
With Large Improved Arm, at 

D. MCATHERIN’'S SALES ROOM. 
Phenix Square, Fredericton, N B 

These machines can be had at the following offices, viz :— 

Fredericton, N.B, Newes tle. Mirmichi, N.8., Ch atham, Mirmichi, N. B.,, Bthu: 
Gloucester Co, N. B,, Campleton, Restigouche Co, N. B,, St. Stephen, N. B. 

t8 Agents wanted for P. E. Island and Nova Scota. £3 

D. McCATHERIN, 
Manager for Maritime Provinces 

W#- Address all communications P. O. Box 162, Fredericton, N, B, 

Fredericton, May 18, 1883 

HumPHREYS 
HOMIOPATHIC 

Veterinary Specifics 

-y s wn 
DOGS, HOGS, POULTRY, 

In use for over 20 years by Farmers, 
Stockbreeders, Horse R. R., &c. 

Used by U. S. Government. 

a STABLE CHART ©» 

Mounted on Rollers & Book Mailed Free. 

Humphreys’ Med. Co., 109 Fulton St, N.Y, 

DEUMPHREYS 
HOMEOPATHIC 2 8 ®, 

== speciFic ho. (a 
Nervous Debility, V 

- 

ital Weakness, 
i v 8. and Prostration, from“over-work or other cause 

$1 per vial _or 5 vials and large vial powder, for : 

SOLD BY DRUGGISTS, or sent Resigeid oa receipto 

price,—Humphreys’ Medicine Co., 109 uiton St., MN. Xo 

WATCHES! 
Watches for Ladies ; 
Watches for Gentlemen ; 
Watches for Railway men ; 
Watches for Teachers ; 
Watches for Millmen ; 
Watches for Lumbermen ; 
Watches for Farmers ; 
Watches for Clerks ; 
Watches for Boys, in fact everybody 

ought to have a Watch. 

A splendid Stock in 

Waltham, Elgin, Hampden, 
Lanine and other Swiss makers 

now on hand in 

GOLD, FILLED, SILVER, and NICKEL CASES. 
Every Watch fuily warranted. 

JH Sold to Teachers and other responsible 
Paruies on the enstalment plan, 
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THE KEY TO HEALTH. 

Unlocks all the clogged avenues of the 
Kidneys and Liver, 

ing off gradually without weakening 
system, all the impurities and foul 

as = ing Acidity of the 
Stomach, curing Biliousness, Dys- 

Headaches, Dizziness, 
Constipation, Dryness 

of the Skin, Rog of 
igion, Jaundi t Rheum, 

the Heart, Nervousness, and en, 
eral Debility; all these and many 
other similar Complaints yield to 
happy influence oe FURDOCE 
BLOOD BITTERS. 
T. MILBURN & C0., Proprietors, Toronte. 

FRANGIS DOHERTY 
hag now in stock a very large and chcice 

assorimeny of 

HATS and CAPS, 
BOOTS and SHOES, 

AND 

Gents’ Furnishing Goods 

READY-MADE COTHING 
of every deseription, which will he 
sold cheaper than the cheapest. 

|
 

&& Give us a call and examine 
our goods and prices before purchas- 
ing elsewhere. 

F. DOHERTY. 
Fredericton, February 3, 1886. 

FRAUD. 
A FLOUR, branded * Crown of Gold,” an im |. 

tation of the original, has been put on the 
market. The Miler, covetnus of tha popularity 
of the now celebrated Flonr CROWN OF GOLD), 
seeks to avail himselfof its well earned popuaiar- 
ity to sell an interior article. This tact of imita- 
tion 18 high testimony to the superiority of the 
Goldie Flour, 
Observe, tl.e genuine Grown of Gold has the 

name D. Goldie: in red lithograph plainly on the 
head of each bdrrel, and every barrel is lined 
throughout with white paper. . oil 
Other imitations. more or less resembling the 

name Crown of Gold are also on the market. 
The original always in Stock and gold at lowest 
rates by 

GEN. HATT & SONS, 
July 28 

Tea. Tea. Tea. 

JUST RECEIVED AND IN STOCK : 

ALF Chests Tea—quality extra. Also 
Caddies ot 5, 10, 12 and 20 lus, each. At 

” Ww. H, VANWART’S, 

Victor Churns. 

39 

NOTHER Lot of the above Churns received, 
They are giving good satisfaction and are, 

Z. R. EVERETT. 

CALL AND EXAMINE AT 

S. F. SHUTE'S, 
SHARKEY’S BLOCK, - - QUEEN ST. 

Fredericton, June 21, 1886. 

Te 

= Tone and Quality. 

CATALOGUES FREE, 

BELL & 0., usp, ont 
BARGAINS. BARGAINS. 
NEW 5 and 10 GENT STORE. 

JUST OPENED: 

PH py og LX i Hard Fancy” Goods, Toys’ Jewelty snd homens usetul article regnired in every family. All ap 
ty 
lease 

astonished at the great varlely, and quali articles, sold here for 5and 10 cents eacn. P 
call and examine new 5 and 10 cent store, 

OPP. STONE BARRICKS, 
oe Queen 8t., Fredericton 

HEALTH, JOY and PEACE 

PAIN and MISERY, 
is obtained by toe a of 

TAPLEY'S REMEDY 
D all cages of Neuralgia, nervous or sick head- ache of long standing, or Sciatica. it has ne equal; it works like a charm. During the last year it pas I"eht haooiness and comfort {Q hundreds of homes. Sufferers tr its great worth you will never regret it. ga 

fs — ACARD SENAY 2 2 

ELLOW DIL 
tCURES_.BHEUMATISM 

FREEMAN'S 
WORM POWDERS. 

Are pleasant to take. Contain their own 
Tuargative. Is a safe, sure, and effectzal 
destroyer ov: worms in Children or Adults, 

RANKIN'S BISCUITS 
~—AND— 

WHITE'S CONFECTIONARY, 
—AT _y 

W. H. VANWART’S. 

TR UKKS AND VALSES, 
JUST OPENED : 

HE best and chea pest assortment T and Valises and Satchels, yet ed 10 public. Please call and examine, 

S. NEALIS. 

Hats, Hats. 

JUST OPENED: 
ARD and soft, Fur and Feit, B in variety, for Men, Boys — Ch are A large stock of Straw Hats, In all sizes, very cheap. 

S. NEALIS. 

toate 
v 

; May 26 

Hats. 

Ladies and Gentlemen 
hice light work at their 

ANTED 
T——— gl1)$3 a day easily 
Work sent b hy N » 

Ere Furie A diress wiih staapd 
£6. CO, Vine St. 


