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A LESSON.

When the weary heart is sad
And the days seem long,

When the eyes are full of tears
And life on empty song,

When the burden of the heart
Grows heavier each day,

Oh! tell me, is there nothing
To help along the way?

Ah, yes, sad heart! there’s pleasure
Not only in the air,
But in the sun and rain drops,
And in the flowers fair;
The kindly words oft spoken
By those we daily meet,
In lingering echoes whisper,
Each hour has pleasures swcet,

'Tis true that hearts have burdens,
With many doubts and fears,—
Have dark and lonely vigils,
With many silent tears,—
That life, at times, and pleasure
Seem but an empty song,
Where weary hearts are aching,
And days are sad and long.

All hearts must bear their burdens,
Yet will they lighter grow,

If each will but endeavor
To share the other’s woe.

So, weary heart. take comfort,
For, if you strive each day

To ease your comrade’s burden,
Lo! yours will fall away.
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CHAPTER XXI.

FATAL TRUST.

Twenty-one or two years before our
story opens, there resided in Richmond,
one of the beautiful suburbs of London.
the Right Honorable Warrenton Fairfield
Vance, Marquis of Wycliffe, and who also
possessed another title; but of that more
hereafter.

He was the eldest of the two children
of a previous Warrenton Fairfield Vance,
whose strange will created so much dis-
cussion and remark at the time of his
death, several years before,

There were only two children, we have
said, the present marquis and his sister,
who although considerably younger than
himself, bad married very early in life, a
man of literary profession, though of a
wealthy and respectable family—Tressa-
lia by name.

She had one child, a son, Arthur Tres-
salia, and father of the Paul Tressalia,
of our story.

Arthur Tressalia died when his son Paul
was only three years of age, and his grand-
mother, the marquis’ sister, two years
afterward.

The old marquis’ will, before referred
to, had entailed his estates in a very pecu-
liar and rather perplexing way.

They were to descend to the eldest
legitimate child of each generation, be it
son or aaughter.

In case it should be a daughter, 1t was
stated that, upon her marriage, her hus
band would be obliged to assume the
family came, and so perpetuate the race.

In case the eldest child died without
issue, or gave birth to a illegitimate child
the entail would be cut off from that
branch of the family and revert in the
same way to the next eldest child.

For instance, if the present Marquis of
Wyeclifte died without legitimate issue,
the estate title, and name would descend
to his sister, Mrs. Tressalia and her legi-
timate heirs, according to the provisions
of the will.

In the event of an utter failure of legi-
mate 1ssue, the estates would fall to the
crown, and the personal property to the
enrichment of several public charitable
institutions mentioned in the will.

The Marquis of Wycliffe, at the time we
speak of in the beginning of the chapter,
had one child, a daughter, sixteen years
of age.

He had not married until long after his
sister, baving been disappointed by a
heartless coquette when quite a young
man, before coming into his property, and
for many years he could not bear the
thoughts of marriage. But he at length
wedded a gentle, lovable girl of good
family, and she had given birth to this
little daughter, and no more children
were granted them.

It had been a great disappointment to
the marquis that this child was not a son ;
but the little Marion Vance was a very
beautiful and charming little piece of
humanity, although exceedingly high-
spirited and willful, as will be seen ere
long.

Her mother had died when she was
only twelve years of age, after which she
was left to the care of a not too conscien-
tious governess, who enjoyed her own
ease and reading French novels more
than she did the training of her wild and
rebellious pupil.

Thus the motherless girl was left to
come up pretty much after her own will,
and it is not so much to be wondered at
that, with no wise and tender hand to
guide, no warning voice to chide, counsel
and direct, her future, should be planted
with thorns, and that the life which gave
promise in its budding of so much beauty
and joy should, in the blooming, be mar-
red and blighted by grave and fatal mis-
takes.

During the summer of Marion Vance’s
sixteenth year the marquis permitted her
to vieit some distant relatives of the
family living at Rye, near the sea, in
South Sussex County.

These relatiyes consisted of father,
mother and four gay, blooming daughters
the latter as full of fun and mischief as
the day is long; and no one was ever
known, up to this time, to visit the Sur-
rey mansion and go away without regret-
ting the bright days that had flown all too
quickly.

We have said that Marion Vance was
willful, and a little incident will serve to
prove our assertion, Upon reaching her
destination on this eventful summer, the
obstinate little marchioness elect had in-
sisted upon being introduced into the so-
ciety frequented by the Surrey family as
plain Miss Vaunce, devoid of either title or
any particularly alluring future prospects.

“[ shall be much bappier not to be
hampered with all the forms and cere-
monies that are so irksome at home, and
which papa is so tenacious of,”’ said the
little lady, as she persistently argued her
point with the family.

“But 1 am in doubt as to the propriety
of such a proceeding for that very reason
—you papa would not approve,” demur-
red Madam Surrey, disliking to refuse the
bright girls request, yet fearing even more
to oftend the marquis.

 Ah, please let me be happy in my own
way for a little while, At home 1 am my
Lady This and my Lady That, until I hate
the word, and long to get out of my strait
jacket and epjoy a little freedom,’” sighed
the fair pleader, coaxingly.

There was no resisting the insinuating
tones, the sweet blue eyes, and the pretty
pouting mouth ; so for eight short happy
w2eks the child of the aristocratic Mar.
q is of Wycliffe was gimply Miss Marion
Vance, and a merrier quintette than those
§ipa—Kate, Ida, Caroline, and lsabel, with

Marion—made could not have been found
elsewhere in all South Sussex County.
The Honorable Andrew Surrey’s resi.
dence was a most charming one, over-
looking the sea,and that year 1t was christ-
ened by the surrounding neighborhood
“'I'ne Home of the Nymphs,” in honor of
the charming beauties residing there
But dire calamity and sorrow were des-
tined to overtake these beautiful and
careless nymphs ere their summer holi-
day, begun with so much of happiness
and promise, should end, and the memory
of it was the means of saddening their
whole after life.
During one of their many excursions
and picnics, Marion Vance made the ac-
quaintance of a young man, who was in
troduced to her as Mr. George Sumner,

He was about twenty-two years of age,
not handsome, not even fine-looking, but
possessed of a singular fascination of man-
ner that attracted her from the very first.

He was introduced by a young man who
was somewhat attentive to Miss Kate Sur-
rey, and who had met him at the German
University, where he was studying.

He knew nothing of him, beyond that
he always had plenty of money, and re-
port said he was to fall heir to great pos-
sessions upon the death of some aged re-
lative,

He had been well received at the uni-
versity, and it was supposed that he be.
longed to a highly respectable family, and
he was consequently admitted into the
best of society there.
Marion Vance, with her fresh young
heart, her susceptible nature and impulse
was not long in learning to love this fas.
cinating stranger, which feeling Mr. Sum.
ner appeared to reciprocate, and, before
balf of her visit had expired, he was
secretly declared her lover,
The gay Misses Surrey, intent upon
their own beaus and pleasures, were cul-
pably heedless of the mischief that was
brewing in their midst, and of the toils
which were being so cunningly woven
around their fair young visitor.
They were all older than Marion, and
should haye guarded her against the con-
stant attentions of any one,
Madam Surrey, amid her many house.
hold cares, could not always attend them
upon their excursions, and whenever she
did accompany them she never dreamed
that beneath the quiet and polite atten-
tions of Mr. Sumner to Marion there
lurked any deeper feeling than that of
mere friendship,
Marion, too, with wonderful tact, dis-
guised her feelings, for Mr. Sumner, for
various unexplained reasons, had insisted
that their love for each other must for the
present be kept a profound secret; but
with the fire and impulse which made
ap her nature, she gave her whole heart
up into his keeping, and learned only
when it was too late the heartlessness and
treachery of which her lover was capable
and she is the victim,
George Sumner on his own part, had no
other motive in winning the aftections of
this beautiful and trusting girl than his
gwn selfish enjoyment of an idle summer’s
ay.
His vocation must be spent somewhere
and he had drifted in an aimless way to
this neighborhood, baving heard of its
beauties in the way of scenery and its ad-
vantages as a summer resort,
Marion was beautiful in looks, gay and
attractive in manner, and just such a girl
18 he liked to flirt with, but as for ever
marrying and acknowledging her as his
wife, he had not such a thought,
He supposed her a simple country girl,
defective 1n education and knowledge of
social customs—as, indeed, the poor child
was, having been left 8o long to the ten.
der mercies of a careless governess,
He never dreamed that she was other
than she pretended to be—simple Marion
Vatce, with neither dowry nor position
in life. But his wife, when he married,
must possess something more substantial
than a pretty face and winning manners
she must have wealth and position in
order to satisfy the ambitious desires of
the aspiring Mr. Sumner.
But Marion, fondly believing that he
loved her for herself alone, drifted care-
lessly and happily along with the tide,
and, being of a somewhat romantic turn
of mind, resolved to enjoy till the very
last this simple love making, and when
she had fully tested the strength and de-
votion of her valiant knight, come out
grandly and declare who she was, thus
surprising and rewarding him abundantly
for his fidelity, Silly child! Fatal trust!
Like the cunning spider, he wove his
net firmly about her, and then left her to
die by inches 1n its cruel toils,
Before six weeks of her vist had passed
he had enticed her into a secret marriage
sighing sweetly of *love in a cottage”
and the ‘“devotion of a life-time;” and
Marion, to blissfully happy to stop to look
into the future, and enjoy the novelty and
romance of her position in being =0 tend-
erly loved for her own bright self, never
dreamed of the abyss into which she was
plunging with such headlong speed.
They were married one still summer
night, in a little chapel in a neighboring
town, by an aged minister, who (some
what to the surprise and annoyance of
Mr. Sumner, who had no idea of carrying
the sacrilege so far) gave into the young
bride’s hands at the close of the cere-
mony a certificate of that transaction.
But when the time came for her return
to her father, Marion began to fear she
bad made a great mistake, and grave
questions began tosuggest themselves for
answering.
How would the proud and aristocratic
marquis receive the knowledge of her
marriage ?
- How would he regard the sonin-law
who would stoop to win and marry his
daughter in this underhanded and clan-
destine manner?
‘During the last week of her stay at
Rye, Mr. _Sumner informed her that he
bad received an imperative summons
away on business,
“But, George, I must go home next
week, and then papa must be told of our
marriage. 1 supposed, of course, you
would go with me, and we could confess
1t together,” Marion opposed.
Mr. Sumner frowned at this remark,
then looked troubled and perplexed.

“I cannot go with you now; my sum-
mons 1s positive, You will have to be
patient and wait awhile until I can come
to you,” he answered, as indifterently as
though he had not been plotting the
cruelest wrong in the world.

“But I want the matter settled. I want
papa to see you, and I also wanted to tell
you—->"

She stopped, resolving that she would
not tell him of her future prospects until
they could confess their secret marriage
to her father.

“It cannot be just yet,” he said im
patiently, and not heeding her interrupt-
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cinating manners and his brilliant power
of conversation,

But the weeks lengthened into months
and though his letters came quite regu-
larly, no George Sumner made his ap-
pearance, or gave any hope that he should
be able to doso for a good while to come.

At last his letters ceased coming, and
then, indeed, the poor child grew nearly
wild with grief, fear and anxiety.

She became pale and thin, her eyes
lustless and heavy, while she spent hours
in her own rooms weeping and walking
the floor, her hands clasped convulsively
on her breast, her head drooping with 1ts
burden of anguish,

She wrote and wrote again with the
same result, and at last, in despair, sent
forth an appeal that ought to have melt-
ed the stoutest heart.

He must come to her, she said—it was
hot possible that their marriage could be
kept a secret any longer. They must tell
her father and share the consequences as
best they could.

She waited a week, ten days, a fort-
night, and no answer came to her despair-
ing appeal, and she wept and moaned
almost constantly, admitting no one to
her presence, and scarcely leaving her
apartments.

About this time the marquis was called
away from home on business that would
occupy him for a week.

Scarcely had he taken his departure
when, with sudden resolution, Marion in.
formed her governess that she, also, was
going away for a few days.

Madernoiselle Dufrond at once became
very angry at this intimation.

The marquis had recently expressed
himself displeased that his daughter was
not attending more closely to her studies,
and desired that Mademoiselle Dufrond
would be more particular henceforth.

‘“ Mademoiselle must not go away,”’ she
reiterated, “ Monsieur, her father, had
explicitly said she must attend more
closely to her studies.”’

Study ! with that terrible burden pres-
sing her down until she was almost
crushed.

The child felt that she should scream
aloud at the thought.

“I cannot study ; I am sick,”” she said ;
and, unheeding the angry remonstrance
that followed, she left Wycliffe the day
following the marquis’ departure, and
told no one whither she was going,

CHAPTER XXII.
A WIFE’S APPEAL.

Mr. George Sumner was agreeably en-
tertaining a few of his friends in his hand.
some lodgings in London one raw, dismal
night in January.

But there was no suspicion of either
cold or gloom 1n the luxurious rooms
where these boon companions were mak-
ing merry,

A cheerful fire burned brightly in the
polisbed grate ; the candelabra were filled
with waxen tapers, which, shedding their
light over the closely drawn crimson cur-
tains, cast a rosy glow over the whole
apartment.

Pictures hung upon the walls, some fine
and beautiful, while others were not of
the most chaste character imaginable;
flowers bloomed and shed their fragrance
from various costly vases; busts of mar-
ble and figures in bronzs were scattered
here and there, and the whole apartment
bespoke extravagance and luxurious liv-
ing.
A table was spread in the center of the
room, glittering with cut glass and silver,
and heaped with a profusion of viands,
fruits, and wines of a quality to tempt the
daintiest epicurean taste.

Four young men sat around this table,
but for the moment suspending their
operations upon the good things set be-
fore them, while they listened to a bac-
chanalian song from one of their number.
A knock at this moment interrupted
the singer, and Mr. Sumner, arising, went
to answer the summons.

A servant handed him a card and wait
ed for orders, a leok of curious interest
upon his face.

A scowl of anger clouded George Sum-
ner’s face as he read the name which
Marion had written with trembling fingers
upon its smooth surface.

He passed out into the corridor, shut-
ting the door after him.

“Where is the lady 7’ he asked of the
gservant, in a low tone.

“In the anteroom at the end of the
passage,” he answered, with a peculiar
grin,

It was not considered just the thing for
a young lady to call, unattended, upon
a gentlemen at his lodgings, particularly
at so late an hour of the night.

“Very well ; tell her I will be there in
a few minutes,”’” George Sumner said, feel-
ing exceedingly uncomfortable,

The servant bowed and retired, while
he returned to his company.

As soon as he could make it come right
he said :

“Boys, I'm in a troublesome fix; I've
ust received a summons upon important
business, and shall be obliged to leave
you.n

Mr. Sumner, it seems, was 1n the habit
of receiving “summons upon important
business,” and there was now a noisy pro.
test against his leaving them,

“] must,” he said with some show of
impatience; * but you can stay and fin-
ish the feast; and, if [ can possibly put
oft the unpleasant affair, or get excused,
['ll return right away,

Not staying to listen to their repeated
regrets, George Sumner hurried from the
room and bent his steps to the little re-
ception-room at the end of the corridor.
As he opened the door the first object
that met his eyes was a forlorn figure seat-
ed upon the sofa, her golden head bowed
in an attitude of weariness and misery
upon itsarm.

As he expected it was Marion,

At the first sound of his footsteps upon
the threshold she startled wildly up and
threw herself, weeping into his arms.

“ (b, George, I am so miserable! Why
did you not come to me? Why did you
not write to me ?"’ she cried, excitedly.
“] did not come to you because I could
not. I did not write because I was to
busy You should .have had patience,”
he said, coldly; and releasing himself
from her embrace, he seated her again
upon the sofa, and then stood waiting be-
fore her.

His coolness, almost amounting to dis-
gust, calmed her more eflectually than
any words could have done.

She caught her breath back in a sob of
pain, and regarded him with wondering
eyes,

“ And'if I had had ¢ patience,” how soon
would you have come tome ?'’ she asked
with a note of scorn in her voice.

¢ ] don’t know,”” he answered, moodily.

ed sentence. ¢ My business must be at-
tended to, and our secret can wait a little
longer,”’

“You are sure you love me only for my
very self, George 7'’ she asked, nestling
in his arms, and winding her own around
his neck.

“ What else should 1 love you for, little
one ?” he returned; and well it was for
her peace of mind that see could not see
the smile of scorn that curled his lips at
her question.

She laughed a merry, happy laugb,
thinking how proud she should be when
he returned to her, and she should tell
him that she was the child of a marquis
and heiress to almost unlimited wealth.

¢ And you do not regret what we have
done ?” sheasked, laying her golden head
upon his breast, with a gesture so full of
confidence and love that a feeling of
startled fear stole over him for the mo-
ment.

¢ What 1s there to regret, my pretty
one? Haye we not been happy as the
day is long ?"" he asked, evasively.

“You are sure you do not regret,
George?”’ she persisted; and now the
blue eyes were lifted anxiously to read
his face.

% No, I do not regret,’”” he said; and the
sickening horror with which she after-
ward remembered those words she never
forgot as long as she lived.

He would write to her often until he
could come to her, he said, when she
wept at parting, and agreed with her that
their marriage must be kept a secret until
he could come himselfand tell ber father.

As his letters would arouse suspicion if
sent directly to Wyclitfe in her name, and
as he was not known at Richmond, he
would direct them to Mrs, George Sum-
ner, and she could get them herself at
the office.

And thus they parted.

Marion went home to Wyclifle to wait
for his comng, and growing to fear more
and more, as the days went by, that she
had done very wrong, and her father
would be very angry when he should dis-
cover 1t, but hoping that all would come
right when she should be able to intro-
duce her husband, and the marquis would
be charmed as she had been by his fas-

“You don't know ! after what [ wrote
you!' she cried, in breathless astonish-
ment, and with quivering lips.

“ Marion,” he said, after a moment’s
thought, and with sudden resolution, ¢ I
could not have come atall !”’
“You—could—not—have-—come—at—
all 2’ she repeated, every bit of color for-
saking her face at the dreadful words.

“ That was what I said,’”’ he replied sul-
lenly, and feeling as he had never in his
life felt before, with those eyes, so full of
horrible anguish, fixed upon him.

“ (George, what do you mean ? Surely
not what you say ?”’

The hollow tones in which these words
were uttered were fearfully calm now,
and the little hands which he had so often
beld and kissed were clenched until the
nails were purple.

“ Yes, Marion,”” he said, firmly, and
with a cold, merciless glitter in his eyes
—he might as well finish this business
first as last—*“[ do mean just what I
have said, and it was very imprudent in
you to come here to-nmight: it willl sub-
ject me to very unpleasant and annoying
remarks,”’

“] do not understand you,” the white
lips uttered, in the same tone as before,
though Marion's blue eyes glittered as he
had never seen them, and her small head
was lifted in sudden though bitter pride.
«] cannot understand how the coming of
your wife can subjectjyou to ‘unpleasant
and annoying remarks,’” she added,
when he did not reply.

¢ (Can you not, when it is not known
that I have a wife 2" he asked, a little
smile that she could not interpret curv-
ing his lips,

His coldness and
nearly killing her.

«True! I had forgotton; I am be-
wildered ; I am nearly crazed with my
misery. But, George, that fact can be no
longer concealed ; you must return Wlth
me to Richmond and confess our marriage
to papa. | must be owned as a lawful
wife before another day passes,’”’ she said,
wearily, yet with decision,

“ Impossible, Marion !’

« And why impossible 2’ she demanded,
with flashing eyes. “ Do you not under-
| stand that the secret cannot be kept apy

indifterence were

longer—that it must be confessed at
once 1’

“ Nevertheless it is impossible 7 I—
I regret that there should be anything
unpleasant about the matter ; but I can-
not go with you to Mr. Vance and tell
him that you are my wife, simply be-
cause, Marion, you are not my wife!”
he concluded, with a sigh of relief that
the truth was at last out.

“(George! why will you jest thus
when I am so miserable ¥’ shrieked the
unhappily girl, throwing up her arms
with a gesture of despair.

She could not believe that he spoke
the truth, and yet there was something
horribly real about it all.

George Summner looked uneasily
around at that outburst. It would not
do to have the whole house know that
a young and beautiful girl had sought
him there at that time of night.

He went to her side and seized her
firmly by the wrists.

“ Be still, Marion,”” he said, angerily,
“and listen to me, and do not make
another sound while you are here, unless
you interd to ruin us both.”

She looked at him with hollow, be-

wildered eyes, too miserable and stunned
by his words and manner to hardly com-
prehend what he was saying,
“When I went down to Rye last
summer,” he resumed, coldly and with
a determined air, “I went merely to
have a jolly good time. I found a lot
of pretty girls there, and I joined their
set and met you, and had not then the
slightest intention of doing you any
wrong. You were young, gay, and
pretty, and I made love to you, as I
have done to a dozen others before. On
the impulse of the mnoment I proposed a
secret marriage, not having the least
idea that you would consent to it ; but
you did and I found myself in a fix. I
could not marry you in good faith, for
the girl whom I marry must have plenty
of money and an esstablished position in
in the world; you had neither, and I
had to get out ef the scrape as best I
could.

Marion Vance here opened her lips
with sudden eagerness, as if to speak,
then as suddenly closed thew, and a
strange look of fire and scorn mingled
with the bitterness and pain in her eyes.

‘“ But,” he went on, not noticing it,
too intent upon getting the scene over
with as soon as possible, * when you ac-
cepted my proposal I had to do some-
thing ; so 1 got a friend of mine to dis-
guise himself to look like the old rector
of St. John chapel, and, by bribing the
sexton, he allowed us to go into the
church for the ceremony to be performed.
“ And that was the way you married
me—me !” she whispered in suppressed
tones, never once having taken her eyes
from his during the horrible recital.

“I could not help it, Marion—you
gave yourself away to me so readily, you
adopted so eagerly my proposals,” he
said, excusing himself by blaming her.
Her lips curled.

“Have you nothing better than that
to say for yourself? Have you no repar-
ation to offer me ?’ she asked

And he answered, coldly :

“None !”

“ George,” she cried, in agony, * think
how I have loved you, how I have trust-
ed you! Can you let me suffer this and
show me no pity ?”

“ My pity could do you no practical
good now,” he answered, carel essly

“ And you will not right the wrong—-
you will not cover my shame ?”

“ I cannot,” he still repeated.

“ George Sumner, you do not know
the bitter, cruel wrong that you are
doing. Ah, Heaven! why was 1 so
blind, so mad that I did not see and
realize it myself? You do not ence
dream of the misery you are entailing
upon future generations,” she cried, with
clasped hands upraised in agony, as she
remembered her father in his pride, acd
the will of the previous marquis, and
knew that unless she became a lawful
wife the entail would be cut off from
that branch of their family, her father’s
hopes forever destroyed, and herself irre-
trievably disgraced ; and yet with a
strange perversity she would not tell the
man who had betrayed her of her posi-
tion, when she knew it was that alone
he desired, and not herself or her love.
She would rather die than marry him
and lift him to the position he craved,
and knew all the time that she was an
unloved wife, a despised stepping-stone
to his ambition.

If he would but show the least sign
of relenting, or of his by-gone affection

fully.

But he did not, he had none to show,
and his next words extinguished every
hope.

“ Marion, there is no use in prolong-
ing this interview ; what you wish can-
not be.”

Reader, did you ever see any one
grow instantly cold—the light, and life,
and joy fade forever out of a face that
had been fresh and lovely in one moment
of time, and lines of age, misery, and
care settle where there had been noth-
ing but beauty before? If so, you may
know something of how Marion Vance
looked as she listened to what George
Sumner told her on that dismal night in
January, as she sat in that little re-
ception-room at the end of the passage.
“Can I believe you ?” she said. “ Can
I believe any one would ruin a young
and trusting girl like that? You mean
to tell me that it was only a mock mar-
riage — that ceremony and certificate
that the pretended old man gave me only
a sham ?”’

“That was all,” George Sumner con-
fessed, feeling strangely uneasy with
those unearthly eyes fixed so steadily
upon him.

“That was all !” she repeated, with
bitter emphasis. “ I haye but one more
question to ask you,” she continued, still
unnaturally calm, but looking like a dead
person, all but her burning, restless eyes.
“Once for all, will you marry me now,
legally and honorably !”

“I cannot.”

“ Why 7’

“ Because, as I told you, it is absolute-
ly necessary that the woman I marry
should have plenty of money and an es-
tablished position in the world,”” he said,
flushing beneath her loek.

Marion smiled that strange smile
again.

“Then, if I could bring you plenty of
money and assure you of my undisputed
right to a good position in society, you
would perhaps do me the honor to make
me your wife ?”

“ Yes—I suppose I might,” he replied,
hesitatingly.

“ And you will not do that act of jus-
tice to save the woman you have pro-
fessed to love ‘better than your own
life’ from the shame and disgrace that
must surely come upon her without ?”

“] cannot ; 1 .

“ What hinders you ?’ she interrupted,
with an imperative gesture.

His face assumed a dogged expression.

“The determination to be rich and
move in the highest circles,” he said, his
tone assuming something of defiance.

“ Then you are not rich now—you do
not rightly belong to the high sphere
that is accredited to you—you are only
a poor, miserable fortune-hunter after
all—a sham and imposter !” she cried,
with biting sarcasm and indignation.

He flushed even more hotly than be-
fore ; his gaze wavered and fell beneath
the scorn in her eye, and he stood reveal-
ed in his real character before her.

“ You cannot, therefore, he hampered
with a poor wife ; she would be a miser-
able clog upon pour laudable ambition.
Love, pure and holy thought it might

be, weighs as nothing compared with the

for her, she would have told him joy-|

treasures you seek,” she went on, until,
goaded to desperation by her scorn, he
turned upon her with a snarl.

“You have learned the truth at last
—what more do you want ?”

“I want to know, George Sumner—
and I charge you speak the truth—did
you ever love me as I understand the
word ? Is there anything of that feeling
still jin your heart for me? Is there a
particle of feeling in your heart that
would prompt you to sacrifice a single
interest to save me from my impending
ruin? Do not dare to speak falsely—
tell me, have you any love for me 7’ she
concluded, with a solemnity that made
his flesh creep, bold and bad as he was.
With his eyes fixed upon the carpet,
as though they had been weighted and
held there, he answered :

“No; I do not love you, Marion.”
‘“Is there one in all the world whom
you do love thus ?”

“ Not one,”” he said.

“Not even among the ‘dozen’ with
whom you have ‘flirted? ” she said,
with a hard laugh.

He cringed uneasily. He was show-
ing himself up in a way that was not at
all agreeable to him.

“ Enough !” she cried, sternly, with-
out waiting for him to reply: and she
arose and stood before him, confronting
him like an avenging angel. * George
Sumner, you are a heartless wretch, sel-
fish to the core, and bent upon your own
sensual enjoyment alone. You stand
there and seek to cast the blame of my
misery all upon me. You say ‘you’
could not help it. I ‘gave myself away
to you so readily,” and ‘adopted your
proposals too eagerly.” Who was it
that begged and pleaded for my love,
who ‘could not live without me,” who
would be willing to share a crust, so that
he might but be blessed with my pres-
ence? Who wasit that swore life-long
devotion to me, and tempted me with
blissful pictures of ‘love in a cottage,’
and whose heart would break if sepa-
rated from me for but a day? It does
not sound so well repeated under exist-
ing circumstances, does it, my aspiring
knight ?” she continued, even more bit-
terly ; “the heart of the sentiment is
gone, and it becomes but an empty,
mocking sound. Butdo you realize how
young 1 was, George Sumner ?” she said,
speaking sternly now—* sixteen! with
no mother to guide me, no dear, wise
friend in whom to confide, or of whom
to seek counsel. You were twenty-two,
and had *flirted with a dozen before me.’
Did you ruin them all, traitor, coward
that you are? Did you lure them all
into secret marriages, and then cast them
off in their misery, as you are to-night
casting me? Or were they wiser than I
—not so eager to give themselyes away,
or to adopt your proposals ?

“ You need not speak,” she cried, bit-
terly, as he opened his lips as if to de-
fend himself. “I never wish to hear
your voice again, and if I could paralyze
your tongue so that you could never
cheat a trusting woman again, I would
do it ; but it is not for me to avenge—
your punishment is coming ; it is nearer
even than you dream. You are am-
bitious, but that very ambition has
overreached itself, as you will find before
you are a great deal older. You are a
cheat, a liar, and a coward ; and now let
me tell you that I would not marry you
if my doing so would save both your life
and mine. I will bear my shame alone,
and some day your eyes will be opened,
and you will curse yourself with bitter-
est curses that you have dared to do the
thing that you have done. I was a
young and inexperienced girl; you won
my fresh, pure love, and ruined me, to
pass away a dull hour and have a ‘jolly
good time.” A day, an hour will come
when you will turn sick with remorse,
and be willing to give the best years of
your life to undo the foul wrong which
you have so heartlessly wrought ; but
you will never see Marion Vance, the
girl with neither ‘name,” nor ¢ wealth,’
nor ¢ position,” again.’

She turned and walked, with a quick,
firm tread, from the room, before he
could recover his almost stupefied senses.

He had never dreamed that the simple,
trusting, loying girl, whom he had
hitherto Leen able to mold to his light-
est wish, possessed so much spirit and
reserve power, and her burning, blight-
ing words had fallen upon him like
flashes of lightning, blinding and be-
wildering him with their vividness.

But she was gone—that farce was
played out to the end, and though the
end had been aunything but agreeable,
yet it was over at last; and smoothing
his ruffled brow and calling a smile to
his false lips, he went back to his boon
companions, and tried to drown the
heart-broken words of a ruined girl in
copious draughts of sparkling cham-
pagne.

(To be continued.)

Great Gain.

“T used a great deal of doctor’s medi-
cine for kidney complaint during five
vears, was getting worse all the time
until I tried B. B. B. I took three
bottles, gained in weight from 130 to
159 lbs. I can highly recommend Bur-
dock Blood Bitters to be a good medi-
cine.” Thus testifies John Walton of
Springfield, N. B.

Ay
The best and most potent anti-poverty
society that we know anything about
is the one formed by the close alliance
of health, industry, and temperance.
That association knocks poverty out
every time.

+ >
To Consumptives.

Reader, can you believe that the
Creator afflicts one-third of mankind
with a disease for which there is no
remedy ! Dr. R. V. Pierce’s ** Golden
Medical Discovery ” has cured hundreds
of cases of consumption, and men are
living to-day—healthy, robust men—
whom physicians pronounced incurable,
because one lung was almost gone.
Send 10 cents in stamps for Dr. Pierce’s
book on consumption and kindred affec-
tions.  Address, World’s Dispensary
Medical Association, 663 Main Street,

Buffalo, N. Y.

POWDER

Absolutely Pure.

This powder never varies. A marvel of purity
strength and wholesomeness, More economi-
cal than the ordinary kinds, and eannot be sold
iu competition with the multitude of low test,
short weight.alum or phosphate pcwders. Sold_
only in cans. RoYAL BAKING PowRER Co. 106
wall street. New York.

Sold at Wholesale in Fredericton, by Messrs.
A. F. Randolph & Son,

PURE PARIS GREEN

AT —

Neill’s Hardware Store.

June 29

SCROFULA

T do not believe that
Ayer’s Sarsaparilla has
an equal as a remedy
for Scrofulous Hu-
mors. It is pleasant
to take, gives strength
and vigor to the body,
¥Yand produces a more |
Humors, permanent, lasting, re- |
sult than any medicine
I ever used.—E.
Haines, No. Lindale, O.

T have used Aver's
Sarsaparilla,inmy fam-
ily, for Scrofula, and |
know, if it is taken
faithfully, it will
thoroughly eradicate
this terrible disease. —
W. F. Fowler, M. D.,
Greenville, Tenn.

For forty years I
have suffered with Ery-
sipelas. I have tried
all sorts of remedies
for my complaint, but
found no relief until I
commenced using
Aver’s Sarsaparilla.
After taking ten bot-
tles of this medicine I
am completely cured.
— Mary C. Amesbury,
Rockport, Me.

I have suffered, for
vears, from Catarrh,
which was so severe
that it destroyed my
appetite and weakened
my system. After try-
ing other remedies,
and getting no relief, I
began to take Avyer’s
Sarsaparilla, and, in a
few months, was cured.
— Susan L. Cook, 909

Erysipelas,

Canker,and

Catarrh,

Can be
cured by

Albany st., Boston

- : | Highlands, Mass.
p uri f yl n g Aver’s Sarsaparilla
is superior to any blood
the b'OOd purifier that 1 have
ever tried. I have

7
wrth taken it for Scrofula,
Canker, and Salt-
Rheum, and received
much benefit from it.
It is good, also, for a
weak stomach.— Millie
Jane Peirce, South
dJradford, Mass.

Ayer’s Sarsapariila,

Prepared by Dr.J.C. Ayer & Co., Lowell, Mass.
Price 81; six boitles, $5.

ZHKING OF PAIN.

LIN)

e e e e

5
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|

CURES PAINS—Externa! and Internal,

RELIEVES Swellings, Contractions of the
Muscles, Stiffness of the Joints,Sprains, Strains.

HEALSY Bruises, Scalds, Bnrns, Cuts, Cracks
and Scratches.

Best Stable Remedy in the World !

CURES Rheumatism, Neuralgia, Hoarseness
Sore Throat, Croup, Diphtheris and all kivdred
afllictions,

LARCE BOTTLE!
POWERFUL REMEDY!
MOST ECONOMICAL!

A5 IT COSTS BUT
25 Cents.

Druggists and Dealers pronounce it the best
sellirg medicine they have,

BEWARE OF IMITATIONS,

of which there are several on the market,
The genuine only prepared by and bearing the
name of

C. C. RICHARDS & CO.,

YARMOUTH, N. 8.

TESTIMORIAL.

C, C. RicuArps & Co.—I had the muscles of
my hand so contracted, that I could not use It
tor two years. I used MINARD'S LINIMENT, and
now my hand is as well as ever.

Yours,
MRS, RACHEL SAUNDERS,
Dalbousie, Lun Co,

———

Thoroughly cleanse the Licod, which is the
fountain of health, by ucing Dr, Pleree’s Gold-
en Medical Discovery, and good digegtion, a
fair skin, buoyant spirits, vital stre ngth, ana

soundness of constituticn wiil be established.

Golden Medical Discovery cures all humors,
from the common pimple, blotch, or eruption,
to the worst Scrofula, or blood-poison. FEs-

eially bas it proven its cfficacy in curing

alt-rheum v Tetter, Fever-sores, Hip-joint
Disecase, Scrofuicus Sores :;1“(1 Swellings, En-
larged Glands, end Pating Uleers.

Golden Medieal Discoveyy cures Consump-
tion (which is Serofula cf the Lungs), by its
wonderful blood-purifving, invigorating, and
putritive properties. Tor Weak Lungs, Spit-
tine of Blood, Shortness of Preath, Rronchiiisg,
Sovere Coughs, Asthma, and kindred affec-
tionz. it i3 2 sovercign remedy. It promptly
cures the seyvorest Coughs. :

¥or Torpid Liver, Biliousness, or “ Liver
Cemplaint,” Dyspepsia, and Indigest jon, it is
an unequalled remedy. Sold by druggists.

PR. PIERCE'S PFLLETS — Antie
Bilious and Catharvtie,
25¢. a vial, by druggists.

RE PILLS!

MOTHERS LIKE IT!
CHILDREN LIKE IT!!
Because it is agreeable to take.
IT CURES
LivER COMFLAINT,
BiLious DISORDERS,
Acio Stomach, Dyseepsia,
L.oss OF APPETITE,
SicKk HEADACHE,
ConsTipATION OR COSTIVENESS

PRICE, 25¢. PER BOTTLE.

PHOTOGRAPHS

MADE IN THE FOLLOWING SIZES:

NO MO

LOCKET,
CARD,
CABINET,
BOUDOIR,
PANEL and
LIFE,
Y " —

HARVEY'S STUDIO !

164, Queen Street, Fton,
Next below Peoples’ Bank.

EZ Old Pictures Copied and En-
larged. Childrens’ Pictures a Specialty

Fredericton, December 1, 1886,

= SOUTHING,
&8 oLEANSING,
HEALING.

Xt Cures

| CATARRH,
Cold in Head,
HAY FEVER.

STOPS
Dreoppingsirom
| Nasal passages
EASY TO USE. into the throat
and excessive expectoration caused by Ca-
tarrh. Sold by Druggists, or sent pre-paid on
receipt of price, 50c. and $1. Address

FULFORD & Co., Brockville, Ont.

In Store and to Arrive:

~—— ———m

The following reliable, hlgh grad. s,

PATENT FLOURS:

Harvest Moon;
Ocean ;

Onyx;

Peoples ;
Crown Prince ;
Crystal.

We can coufidently recommend all of
the above brands,

. E. RANDOLPH & SON.

Fredericton, June 8

Hats and Caps.

ATS and Caps ot all kinds, for Mcn, Boys
and Children, at greatly reduced prices.
Must be cleared out to make room fcr the

Spring Stocks.
8. NEALIS.

Y -4
“ - Y .
5 — Rl R L

No. 2, QUEEN STREET.

DOORS, SASHES, BLINDS AND MOULDINGS

FOR BUILDINGC PURYOISES,
kilndried steck. I"loor'xg, Sheath-

alwavs on hand, or made to order, from
3 ‘b
ANSD

ing, Claptoards, Stair stock, &e., &e.

Furniture in Bedroom Suits, &c., &c.
OFFICE FURNITURE, &, ON HAND.

5~ All of the abore will Le sold LOW for cash or approved payments.
J. ¢. RISTEEN & CO.

Fredericton, April 6

CA‘\IJIJ

NEW “RAYMOND,”

With Large Improved Arm, at
MCATHERIN'G BALE RO 0O

AND SEE TEE

h‘“

Pheenix Square, Fredericten,

These machines can be had a2t the follewing ofiices, Viz i—

Fredericton, N.B,, Neweastle, Mir michi, N.&, Chathhiam, Mirmichi, ¥. B, Bathur:st
Glouecester Co., N. B., Campleton, Restigouche Co., N. B,, St. Stephen, N. B.

8& Agents wanted for P. E. Island and Nova Scota. £

D. McCATHERIN,
Manager for Maritime Provinces
T®m. Address all communleatiras P, 0. Box 162, Fredericton, N, B,

196 198

WILET'S TAUG STORE )

Queesn Streect.

INTERGOLONIAL RAILWAY
81 Summer. Arrangement 87 -

On and after MONDAY, June 13th. | JUST RECEIVED ;
18817, the T'rains of this Railway will Gt
run daily, (Slln(lay el‘(‘f’[)tt’d) as f(/l, | = )0 1)5_
lows : ! 100 Ibs, Slug Shop:

Trains will leave St, John, : 100 Ths

Paris Green;

. Dalmation Insect Powder ;

Day EXPress, ....ccoooiiiiuiiinniainsons 7.00| Ibs. Hellibor

Accommaodation,.... BPeSS SRR ES H.(mi 20 1bs. 11&‘1!1 ore |
Express for Sussex....... LA PNEE e 16.33 | . 30 Ths. O By
Express for Halifax & Quebec,. ... .. 22,15 | 2UV 1Ds. Lopperas ;

%%, Sleeping Cars run daily on the nizht| ] 1bs
Train to Halifax, and Parlor Cars on the tl'db'l 00

Train ~ ' 3 Te
. | 8% Ivs Fluid -
On TUESDY, THURSD Y and SATURDAY, a | Case Cone ys Fluid ;

100 1bs. Chl

. Carboliec Acid ]

Sleeping Car for Montreal will be attached 10 |
the Quebec Express, and on MoNDAY, WEDNES- |
DAY and FrRIDAY, a Sleeping Car will be attach- |
ed at Msncton,

Trains will arrive at St. John: |
i

oride Lime.

~—e—FOR SALE BY ——=

Express from Halifax & Quebee,...... 5.30 | JOHN 1‘5 WILEY
Express from SusseX,..........ccoareees 8.50 | o E ¥
Accommodation, .............ccooviinns 12.55 | S et o .
B TR - docoso oo niinsssncssandebass 6.00 | FH Dt_R ICTON_

729~ All Trains are run by Easteru Standard '

June 8§, 1887

Time,

————

D. POTTINGER,

P seriaiorer s
ANVDUREVO
£ e 7.2 e B .
RAILWAY OFFICE, AE VMria AL
Moncton, N, B., June 21th, 1887.

| 53,
R | " “ HOMICPATHIG
& _ - s ’H‘Tii_} ! Velerinary Specifics
5 > Cure Diseases (£
NEW BRUNSWICK Horses, Cattlie, Sheep

|

|

!

| DOGS, HOGS, POULTRY,

!: In nse for over 20 years by Farimers,
|

Rl kIL‘/‘ [ k\ CO. Stockbreedors, Horse R. i?..., &e.
Uscd by U. 8. Covernmeant.

f‘ £~ STABLE CHART <63

A L IJ 1{ .\IL LI N }‘;, ‘ Mounted on Rollers & Book Mailed Free.

| Humphreys' Med. Co., 109 Fulton St., N.Y.

| T )
Arrangement of Trains-—In { TTMPHEREYS
IZGIIZOPATHIC

effect June 27th, 1887.

i

PECIFID R, 28

ven The only successful remedy for

o
In us ¥ . Xt ¥ su
2 3

Nervous Dehility, Vital Weakness,
and Prostration, from over-work ov other causes,
81 per vial, or 5 vials and large vial powder, for N}

SOLD BY DRUGGISTS, orsent pn.-'Lp_:lpl oareceipt o
price.—ilumphreys’ Medicine Co.y 100 Fuiton Sto, N Yo

LEAVE FREDERICTON :

— —— ——

(Eastern Standard Time.)

~ “BELL”

- Unappreached for
S Tone and Quality.

CATALQCUES FREE,

6 00 A. M.—Express for St. John, and inter-
medate points,

6 4) A. M.—For Fredericton Junction, and for
McAdama Jungiion, and St. Stephen,
Vanceboro, Bangor, Poriland, Boston and
all points West; St. Andrews, IHouiton,
Woodstock, Presque Isle, Grand Falis,
Edmundston, and all points North.

11 40 A. Mm.—For Fredericton Junction, and for
St. Jonn, and points East,

ARRIVE AT FREDERICTON :

920 A. M—F'50 Fredericton Junction, and
from St John, and all points Kast,

215 p. M,—From Fredericton Jpnction, and
from Vanceboro, Bangor, Portland, Bos-
ton, and all points West; St. Andrews, St
Stephen, Houlton, Woodstock, Presque |
Isle, Grand Falls, and points North.

7 15 p. M.—Express from St. John, and inter- Y O A
mediate points, : E‘gi‘z i ),r § ‘! § G"”’i“h Ont
LEAVE GIBSON ¢ adaiad UL UV g HSEUiplh '

* ROSSMORE, L. 0. L., No. 21,

11 39 A. m.—Express for Woodsteck and points
North.

ARRIVE AT GIBSON

i : Meets at Oranze Hall, Gibson, on the first and
10 33 a. M.-Express from Woodstock, and points | thind TUESDAY’S of each month, at 7.30 P. M,
+
North. 2%~ Visiting brethren cordially welcomed.

F. W. CRAM,

H. D. McLEOD, Gen’l Manager. LIKUT.-COL. HEWITSON, W AL,

Svp’t Southern Division.
J. V. LEAVITY,
(ien’l Pass, and Ticket Agent.
St. John, N, B., Juie %, 185/ |

JUST RECEIVED : |

Scott’s Emulsion ;

Eno’s Fruit Salt:

Keplonized Milk and Cod
Liver Oil;

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla;

Sharp’s Balsam ;

Diamond Dyes ;

Pain Killer, West Fills;

Burdock Blood Bitters;

Kennedy’s Medical Discov- |

ery;

Holloway’s Pills and Oint-

ment ; \

Warner’'s Safe Cure; |

Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral; |

WILLIAYM ROSSBORUUGH, Rec.-8ec’'y

ept. 29—1y.

L4

WORIL POWDERS.

Aro pleasant to take. Contain their owy
sative, 1s a safe, sure, and effectual
desiroyer ! worms in Children or Adults,

| ——— —

™

>
4 Wi

Pond’s Extract Teaberry ; | WILL -
LSO IN STOCK : | BILIOUSNESS, 1ZZINESS,
S { STIOH, : i
6 GROBS DAVIS | JAUNDICE. OF THE’ HEAST,
| ERYSIPELAS, ACIDITY ;
Q“iniﬂe Iron and Wine i SALT RHEUT, Dﬁy;fégssromc;;,
HEARTBUEY, e
AT ' | HEADACHE, OF T‘H'E .9:'/.1,
et — [:‘:nd every speci{‘; of dls'easa arsSTlégMAr’r.\m
0 RG E H BAV a3 c::.;:;ru\,»redBt":)lv\\/’:E:;‘r,S OKF;D?!EB%D. CH,
| H Propiiet
GE y ES ;| T, HILBURN & 60 " SRwma
l _

T Crind Stones.

YAR GRIND STONES, Jost Fecelved af
C NEILL'S HARDWARE STORE,

DRUGGIST,

June Y

Cor. Queen and Regent Sts.|!



