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Claire found herself thinking that Doc- 
tor Vaughan was a noble-looking man; 
not alluringly handsome, as was Edward 
Percy; not possessing the magnetic fis- 
cination that Madeline had described as 
belonging to Lucian Davlin. But he had 
a fine face, nay, a grand face, full of 
strength and sweetness; not devoid of 
beauty, but having in it something in- 
finitely better, truer, and more godlike 
than mere physical beauty can impart to 
any face. 
Then she thought of Madeline, of her 

loneliness, her sorrow, and her need of 
just such a strong, gentle nature to lean 
upon, to look up to, and to obey. ‘‘sShe 
would obey him,’”’ quoth Claire to herself. 
Next she fell to watching Madeline, 

through half-closed eyelashes. She saw 
how the girl listened to his every word; 
how, when his eyes were nov upon her, 
she seemed to devour him with a hungry, 
lopging, sorrowful gaze. 

‘As if she were taking leave of him 
forever,’’ thought Claire, 
And that is what Madeline was doing. 

When she came to the city, it was with 
the determination to win the love of this 
man, if it could be won; to let nothing 
stand between herself and the fulfilment 
of that purpose. But all this had heen 
changed, and seeing how bravely Claire 
bore the shock of her lover's baseness, 
how proudly, how nobly, she commanded 
herself, Madeline had abandoned her pur- 

“I am not worthy of him, and she is,’’ 
she tuld herself. 
When she declared that Claire should 

b» happy, she bade farewell to her own 
hope of future happiness. She would 
help him to win the girl he loved, and 
then she would be content to die; aye, 
more than content. 

To-night, therefore, she was saying in 
her heart a farewell to this man, who 
was 80 dear to her. She had almost hoped 
that she should not meet him again for 
the present, and yet she was so glad to 
have seen him once more. She was glad 
of his presence, yet fearful lest her good 
resolution might be shaken. She would 
not let him be too kind to her, rather let 
him think her ungrateful, anything— 
what could it matter now? 

‘Shall you net come back to the city 
soon, Miss Payne? Surely your old home 
can not be the most charming place in 
your eyes,’”’ questioned Clarence, after a 
time. 
“I don't intend returning to the city 

—at least not for some time, Doctor 
Vaughan.” 

Clarence looked perplexed. 
To break the silence that ensued, 

Claire crossed to the piano and began 
playing soft,dreamy fragments of melody, 

Presently Olive took up the conversa- 
tion, and when Madeline again turned 
her face toward him, he was listening to 
Olive and looking at Claire. It was the 
same look, yearning, tender. 

Claire, all unconscious of his gaze, was 
looking at Madeline, as she played softly 
on. 
As Olive and Clarence talked, Claire 

saw the face of the girl grow dark; she 
saw her eves full of a hungry, despairing 
light, and gradually there crept upon her 
the remembrance that she had seen that 
same look, only not so woeful, in the eye 
of Clarence Vaughan; that same look 
fixed upon herself, Involuntarily her 
fingers slipped from the keys, and she 
turned from the instrument to encounter 
the same guze fastened upon her now; 
ardent, tender, longing eyes they were, 
and her own fell before them, 

Claire Keith was troubled. She wanted 
to be alone, to think, She murmured an 
excuse; her head ached; she would retire. 

Clarence had noted an unusual bright- 
ness in her eye, and a feverish flush upon 
her cheek. Now, however, she was quite 
pale, and as she extended her hand to 
him with a strange, new sensation of 
diffidence and consciousness, he clasped 
it for a moment in his own, and said, 
earnestly: ‘‘You do not look at all well, 
Miss Keith ; yon are sure it is only a 
headache?”’ 

‘“Quite sure,’’ smiling faintly. 
*“Then good-night. I shall inquire after 

your head to-morrow."’ 
**Thank you,’”’ she murmured. 
Then nodding to her sister and Made- 

line, she glided from the room. 
It had all come upon her at once. Ed- 

ward Percy was an imposter; Edward 
Percy, as she believed in him, had never 
existed. The love that she had believed 
hers was hers no longer, or, if it were, 
she no longer desired it. Almost simul- 
taneously with this knowledge, came the 
nuspoken assurance that she was the pos- 
sessor of a worthier love, a manlier heart. 
She could not feel glad to know this, 

yet she was not sorry. Somehow it soothed 
her to know that she was not a for- 
saben, lovelgs maiden. It was something 

to possess the love of so good a man, even 
if she could make it no return. 
But Madeline. Poor Madeline; she 

loved this man; she needed his love, she 
must have it. 

Claire pulled back the curtains from 
her window, and gazed out into the stsr- 
lit night. ‘‘She needs this love,’’ the gir} 
murmured. ‘‘Clarence Vaughan shall 
learn to love her, if I can bring it about. 
Yes, even if I loved him, I would give 
him up to her.” 

CHAPTER XX. —STRUGGLING 
AGAINST FATE. 

When Claire left the drawing room, 
Madeline had started up as if to follow 
her. Recalling herself, she sat down 
again, keeping, as before, near to Olive, 
and taking as little share in the conversa- 
tion as was possible. She dared not truss 
herself too much; her good resolves were 
strong, but not stronger than was the 
charm of his volce and presence. 

‘““Let them think me uncivil,’”’ she 
murmured to herself; ‘‘what does it mat- 
ter now?’ 
But her trial was not over. Olive and 

Clarence had held frequent council to- 
gether concerning the wayward girl, and 
how they could best influence her aright 
without breaking the letter or spirit of 
thelr promise to her. And the absence of 
C aire added to thelr freedom of speech. 

O.ive had intimated to Doctor Vaughan 
that Madeline had taken some, perhaps, 
unsafe, steps in the pursuit of her 
enemies. He, understanding the im- 
petuosity of the girl, as well as her reck- 
less fearlessness, could not conceal the 
anxiety he felt. : 

Acting under an impulse of disinterest- 
ed kindness, Clarance Vaughan crossed 
the room and sat down by Madeline's 
side 

‘“Miss Madeline,’ he said, as respect- 
fully as if to an empress, “we, Mrs. Gir- 
ard and myse'f, cannct get rid of the idea 
that somehow you partly belong to us; 
that we ought to be given a little, just a 
very little, authority over you.’ 

There was a shade of bitterness in the 
girl’s answer. ‘“‘You have the right to 
exercisy authority over me, if you choose 
to do so. You are my benefactors.’’ 
They felt the reproof of her words. This 

keen-witted, uncontrollable girl, was put- 
ting up barrier upon barrier between her- 
self amd their desire to serve her. Very 
quietly he answered her. 
“You do us an injustice, when you sug- 

gest that we claim your confidence on the 
score of any indebtedness on your part. It 
has been our happiness to serve you. If 
we have not your esteem, if we may not 
stand toward you in the light of a brother 
and sister, anxious only for your welfare 
and happiness, then we have no claim 
upon you." 
‘“My happiness!”’ 
The face was averted, but the lips were 

pale and drawn, and the words came 
through them like a moan. 

Olive stirred uneasily. She could see 
that the girl was suffering, although she 
did not guess at the cause. 

““Yes,”” continued Clarence, laying his 
hand gently upon hers; ‘‘Madeline—will 
you let me call you Madeline’—will you 
let me be your brother? 
aimost no kin; I won't be an exacting 
bruther,’’ smilingly. ‘“‘I won't overstep 
the limits you set me, but we must have 
done with this nonsense about hanefac- 
tors, and gratitude, and all that.’’ 
No answer, eycs down dropped, f3ce 

still half-averted, and looking as if harden- 
ing into marble. 
“What is my fate?’ still holding her 

hand. ‘““Can you accept so unworthy 3 
brother?” 

“‘Yes.”” in such a old. far-away 
- 

I bave no sister. 

He lifted the hand to his lips. ‘Thank 
you, Mudeline,’”’ he said, as if she had 
done him high honor. 

Madeline felt her courage failing her. 
How could she listen to him, talk to him, 
with anything like sisterly freedom, aml 
not prove false to her resolve to further 
his cause with Claire? And yet how 
could she refuse him the trust he asked 
of her: 

It was very pleasant to know that he 
was thus intarested in her; she felt herself 
slipping quickly inte a day-dream in 

which nothing was distinct saved that 
there existed a bond between them, thas 
he had claimed tho right to exercise au- 
thority over her, and that she was very, 
very glad even to be his slave. listening 
to his voice, a smile crept to her lips, and 

““The eyes smiled too, 
But twas as if remembering they had 

wept, . 
And knowing they would some day weep 

again.” 

“I don't intend to give up my claims 
upon Madeline; I elected her my sister, 
when 1 brought her home with me, And 
I had been fiattering myself that I was to 
have a companion, but I am afraid she 
will run away from me. She ought to 
take Claire s place in my home,ought she 
not? Claire is with me so little, '’said 
Olive. 
Madeline smiled sadly. “I could 

never do that,’’ she said; ‘‘I could no more 
fill Claire's place than I could substitute 
myself for the rays of the sun.’’ 

“Claire would laugh at you for thas 
speech,’’ said Olive, 
“But it_is true; is it not?"’ appealing 

to Doctor Vaughan. 
He colored slightly under her gaze. 

“We don’t want two Claires, he said; 
‘““but you can be yourself, and that will 
make us happy. 
The girl let her eyes fall, and rest upon 

her clasped hands. 
‘I would like to make you happy, she 

said, softly. 
‘‘ Really? 
‘“ Really,”’ lifting her eyes to his face. 
““Then, promise us that you will let us 

help to right your wrongs, and that you 
will come back, like a good sister, and 
stay with Mrs. Girard."’ 
Her tace hardened. 

said, briefly. 
‘“You will not, seriously.’ 
No answer. 
*‘Madeline, what is it you wish to do?" 
“What I wish to do, I can not. I ean 

tell you what I intend to do,*’ sitting very 
erect. 

‘“Then what do you intend?’ 
“I intend,’’ turning her eyes away from 

them both, and fixing them moodily 
upon the fire, ‘‘to follow up the path in 
which I have set my feet. I intend to 
oust a base adventuress from the home 
that was my mother’s: to wrest the for- 
tune that was mine from the grasp of a 
bad old man, and make him suffer for the 
wrong he did my mother. I intend to 
laugh at Lucian Davlin, when he is safe 
behind prison bars; to hunt down and 
frustrate an imposter, and by so doing, 
clear the name of Philip Girard before ail 
the world.”” Her voice was low, but very 
firm, dogged almost, in its tone, ; 
He turned a perplexed face toward 

Olive. 
“What does it all mean ?'’ he asked. 
“What she says,’’ replied Mrs. Girard, 

flushing with suppressed excitement. 
‘‘She has found a clue that may lead to 
Philip's release,’ 

He moved nearer to the girl, and tak- 
ing her hand, crew her toward him, until 
she faced him. 
‘Madeline, is this true?’ 
[3 Yes. " 

“And you will hold me to a promise 
not to lift a hand to help clear the name 
of my friend?’ reproachfully. 
“Yes,” unflinchingly. *‘‘ Are you doing 

right, my sister?’’ 
She attempted to draw away her hand. 
‘“Child, what can you do?" 
She turned her eyes toward Olive. ‘‘She 

will tell you what I have done. I cau do 
much more.’’ 

Olive came suddenly to her side. ‘‘Oh, 
Madeline!"’ she said, ‘‘let him take all 
this into his hands, ' It is not fit work for 
you. It will harden you, make you bitter, 
and—'' 
Madeline wrested her hand away and 

sprang up, standing before them flushed 
and goaded into bitterness. 

‘“Yes,’’ she cried, wildly, ‘I know; you 
need not say it. It will harden me; it has 
already. 1t will make me bitter and bad, 
unfit for your sqoiety, unworthy of your 
friendship. I shall be a liar, a spy, a 
hpyocrite—but I shall succeed. Y ou see, 
you were wrong in offering me your 
friendship, Doctor Vaugahn. I shall not 
be worthy to be called your sister, but,’ 
brokenly, ‘‘you need not have feared. I 
never intended to presume upon your 
friendship; I never intended to trouble you 
after—after my work is dome. Ah! how 
dared I think to become one of you—1I, 
whom you rescued from a gambler’s den; 
I who go about disguised, and play the 
servant to people whom you would not 
touch. You are right; after this I will go 
my way alone.”’ 
Her voice became inarticulate, the last 

word was a sob, and she turned swifily 
to leave the room. 

Olive sprang forward with a remorseful 
cry, but Clarence Vaughan motioned her 
back, and with a quick stride was at the 
door, one hand upon it, the other firmly 
clasping the wrist of the now sobbing 
girl. Closing the door, which she had 
partially openad, he led her back, very 
gently, but firmly, and placing her in a 
chair, stood beside her until the sobs 
ceased. Then he drew a chair close to her 
own, and said, softly: 

*“ My little sister. we never meant this. 
These are your own morbid fancies. Be- 
cause you are playing the part of amateur 
detective, you are not necessarily cut off 
from all your friends. We would not 
give you up so easily, and there is to 
much that is good and noble in yeu tc 
render your position so very dangerous tc 
your womanhood. You have grieved Mrs. 
Girard deeply by imputing any svch 
meaning to her words. Can’t you under- 
stand, child, that it is because we care for 
you, because we want to shield rou from 
the hardships you must of necessity 
undergo, that we wish you to let us work 
with and for you?” 

Madeline shivered and gave a long sob- 
bing sigh. He took both iistless hands 
in his own. 
‘Now, sister mine, won't you make 

me a promise, just one?’’ 
Her hands trembled under his. How 

could she resist hin when his strong, 
firm clasp was upon her; when he was 
looking into her eyes pleadingly, even 
tenderly; when his breath was on her 
cheek, and his ygice murmured in her 
ear? She sat before him, contrite, con- 
quered, strangely happy; conscious of 
nothing save as wish that she might die 
then and there, with her hands in his, 
She was afraid to speak and break the 
spell. He had sald that he cared for her, 
was not that enough? 

““Tell me, Madeline.’ 
““Yes,’”’ she breathed, rather than ute 

tered. 
‘““Thank you. Now, sister, we are go- 

ing to trust to your sagacity in this mat- 
ter. But you must promise me, as your 
brother, who is bound to look after your 
welfare, that you will take no decisive 
steps without first informing us, and 
that as soon as the work begomes too 
heavy for your hands, you will cail upon 
me to help you. My sister will surely do 
nothing that her brother cannot sanc- 
tion?’ 

She dropped her eyes and sald, simply: 
“I will do what you wish me to.” 
“You will give me your confidence, 

then?” 
“Yes.” 

“Am I to hear a complete history of all 
that has happened thus far from Mrs, 
Girargy’ 
“Yes.” 

“And, after hearing 
municate with you?’ 
She glanced up in surprise.’ 
‘Or, continued he; ‘‘better still, may I come down to Bellair and talk things 

over with you, should I deem it adyisable?'’ If you wish;" looking glad. = Mind, 1 don't want to intrude; I will not some if you dont desire it: but I shall wish to come. And yoy may manage our interviews as you see fit. I will do noth- ing to compromise you in the eyes of 

“I can not, she 

it, may [ com- 

tone. | the people you are among. May I come?’ 

“Yes; very softy, aud 

under his hand. 

“I'nen we will say no more about all 
this to-night. You have already abused 
your strength, and if you don’t get rest 
and sleep we shall have you ill again, and 

then what would become of our littie de- 
tective?”’ 

Olive came forward with cutstretched 

hands and pleading eyes. “I can't wait 
any longer to be forgiven for my thought- 
less words,”’ she said. ‘Madeline you 
will forzive me?’’ 

“Of courses Madeline will,”’ replied 
Clarence ‘‘Now you had better forgive 

Madeline for putting such a perverse con- 

struction upon your words, and then we 
will send her away to get the rest she 
must have.”’ 

“I was abominable, Olive,’ said the 
girl. so ruefully thas Clarence laughed 
outright. ‘Gf course, 1 know you are 
too kind to say a cruel thing. I—1 be- 

lieve I was trying to quarrel with you all; 
do forgive me.”’ ; 

“Of course you were trying to quarrel 

with us; and I haven't a bit of faith in 
your p:nitence now, young lady,’’ said 

Clarence, rising and smiling. ‘I can'g 

bulieve in you until 1 am assured that 
you will go to bed s*raightwvay, and 
swallow every drop of the wine 1 shall 
send up to you.”’ 

** With something nice in it,’" suzgested 
Ulive. 

*“With something very nice in it, of 
course. Now| will you obey so tyranni- 
cal a hrother,and swallow his first brother- 
ly prescription without making a face?” 

All his kindness and care for her com. 
fort brouzht a thrill of gladness to the 
girl’s heart, and some ef the old debou- 
naire, haif-defiant light back to her eycs, 
as she replied, white rising from her 
chair, in obedience to a gesture of playiui 
authority from Clarence, "Will I accept 
a scolding and go to hod, that means ’ 

Then making a wry face and evidently 
referring to the wine: **Is it very bitter? 

**Not very; but you must swallow every 
drop.’’ 

“And I will order the wine,’ suid 
Olive, touching tho Lell. *‘You know, 

irenibling 

Dr. Vaughan, that Madeline leaves us 
in the morning?’ 
“No? in surprise. 

soon?’ 

“Yes, "’ 
bicden.”’ 
“We are too wise to forbid you to do 

anything you have set your heart on. 
Then I must bid you good-by here and 
now, for a lictle time,’’ 
“Or a long one,’ gravely. 
“Not for a long one. ‘If the mountain 

won't come,’ you know—well, if 1 don't 
get very satisfactory reports from you, 
look out for me.’ 
“You can’t get at me,’’ wickedly. 
“Can't I? Wait and sea. I'll come us 

your grandfather, or your maiden aunt. 
‘- Please don’'t,”” laughing, ‘‘one 

spinster is enough.’ 
“Well, I won't, then; I think I'll 

come as your tather confessor.’’ 
At this Olive joined in the laugh. 
‘“Good-night, Dr. Vaughan.’: 
“Good night, Miss Payne,” With ex- 

aggerated emphasis ana dignity, Lut 
holding fast to her hand. 

She looked at the hand doubtfully, 
then up into his face. ‘‘Good-night— 
brother,’’ with pretty shyness. 
“That is better,”’ releasing the little 

**Muast you go so 

demurely, ‘unless I am for- 

hand. ‘‘Good night, sister mine. Mind 
you drink every drop of the wine.”’ 
“I will!” quite seriously. ‘“‘Good- 

night, Olive.” 
Ulive stooped and kissed her cheek 

‘“Good-night, dear,’’ she said, “and happy 
dreams 

Dr. Vaughan opened the door for her, 
and smiled after her as she looked bak 
from the foot of the stair. Thon closing 
the door he cane back, and stood on the 
heaith-rug looking thoughuful. 

“It is a dithcult nature to deal with, 
and in her present mood, a dangeroas 
one. She is painfully sensitive,and yosscs- 
ses an exceedingly nervous temperament. 
Then, that episode with Davlin was very 
humiliating to her, and it is constantly 
in her mind. Kvideacly she has lately 
been under much excitemenet, aod she is 
hardly becseif to-night. I think, howevor, 
it 1 were you, I would make no further 
effort to dissuade her from her purpose. 
It will do no good, and harm m ght co.ne 
of ic.” ’ 
“Indeed, I will not,’ said Olive. “How 

thankful 1 am that you were hers; your 
cairune.s asd tact nas saved us somne- 
thinz not pleasant. I don't think | 
could have managed her myself ”’ 

* Probab:y not; and now I will prepare 
a8 soothing and sleeping drauzhs, aaa 
then, as ic is late, will detain you no 
longer. Lerbaps you hal baiter see that 
the draught is adminisiered 

Clive giadly accepted the charge, un. 
shortly after Doctor Vaughan took os 
deparcure, wise and yet nlind; blind a- 
te the true cause of Made: m s outbreas 
and subsequent su Hniiss. vou. ss, 

Made.ine obeys! to the letter the in 
structions of Doct .r Vaughan. As a re 
sult, she fell eslve,y almost imme.liag iv 
before calm thought had erme to di pe 
her mood of dreamy happiness. 

in the morning she awoke quieted, ro- 
fresked, and qui.e mistress of hers if. 
She dil not once refer to the events of 
the previous evening. Only, be ore 
tak:nz leave of Claire, she whispered in 
he: e.r: 

“Doenr Claire, 
man Lappy. 

You can make a no ,.e 
let his love atone to rou 

tor this present bicterness. God biess 
you both!’ 

It was an odd speech, truly. But as 
Madeline turned her vacs upon the preity 
villa and was driven swiftly to the ra. 
roa i depot, she wondered why Claice 
had respon cd ty it ouly with a pass..n- 
ate miss ant with tears in her beau. ai 
eyus 
And Claire, having seen her driven 

fiom ths door, fled  recipitately to her 
room. Looking herselt in, she fe. upon 
be: inees baside a low chair,  buryiayg 
her face in her hands she wept bitter: y — 
not for herseif, but for the girl who was 
80 heroicaliy resigning to another ine 
man she loved; who was going for h 
aiong, to encounter hardship, perh ps 
danger, to light single handed, nos O.iy 
her own battles, bas those of her tricads 
as we.l. 
““And I dared to judge her," said the 

girl indignantly. “‘1 presumed to c.ici- 
cise the delicacy of this grand, brave 
nature! Why, 1 ought to be prou. to 
claim her friendship, and I gm" 
Krom that hour, let Madeline's cou. se 

seem ever so doubtul, let Olive fear and 
doubt as she would Claire Keith stoutly 
defended every act, asd averred t.at 
Madeline could do nothing wrong. And 
froin that hour, Claire began to piot 
upon her own responsibility. 

In due course Doctor Vaughan called, 
and was closeted with Olive a very long 
time—rather, with Oiive and Claire, tor 
this young lady had surprised her sister 
by expressing a desire to hear what Doctor 
Vaughan would say of Madeline's 
adventures. To tell the truth, Claire 
had fancied that Clarence would criti- 
olse more or less, and it was in the capac- 
ity of champion .9: the absent that sue 
appeared at the interview. 

After the matter had been fully discus- 
sed, Doctor Vaughan addressed himself 
to Clalre: ‘“‘Miss Keith, you have been a 
good listener. Won't you give us your 
opinion as to the achievements of our 
little friend?” 

Clalre came forward, with § charming 
mixture of frankness and embarrass- 
ment: ‘‘Kirst, let me make the amende 
honorable, Doctor Vaughan. 1 presented 
myself at this interyiew with the full in- 
tention, and for the express purpose, of 
waging war upon you both, it necegsary, 
and 1 had no doubt that it would be.”’ 

Doctor Vaughan looked much aston- 
ished. 

‘““*But,”” pursyed Clajre, ‘I have mis- 
judged yon. 1 did not think you would 
80 heartily approve of Madeline's course, 
and I was bristling with bayonets to de- 
fend her.” 
“I must own to being of Claire's 

opinion,’ interposed Olive, looking some- 
what amused. 

Clarence smiled 
thoughtful, 
“1 can easily understand,’”’ he said, 

seriously, ‘““how you ladies might have 
looked upon the course Miss Payne has 
taken, as an objectionable, even an im- 
proper,one. The position in which she has 
placed herself is, certainly, an unusual, 
startling one for a woman of retinement 
and delicacy. But we must consider that 
the occasion is also an unusual one, and 
ordinary measures will not apply suc- 
cessfully to extyaordinary cases. As to 
the impropriety, no oné need fear to 
trust his or her honor in the keeping of a 
woman as brave and noble as Madeline 
Payne is proving herself.’’ 
‘Then you do not censure Madeline for 

refusing to trust the matter in the hands 
of a detectivp:'’ questlousd Oliye, 

* The matter 18 in the hands of a detge- 
tive, Mrs. Girard; in the hands of the 
shrewdest and ablest little detective thas 
could, by any possibility, have been 
found. Why, Madeline has accomplished, 

and then looked 

MIRAMICHI ADVANCE, CHATHAM. N 
IN & SROKy aie, vw ai Lu8 bos: 

ucla 

Ives on our regular force inaght ye 

aboral at fora yr.r anl thon {atled 
aches ng!” 

Ciara threw a look ae? tri 19, 5S aa 
sister On, hw gat dt nim cs CAC V1 
say all this, ani arw grat My feline 
would be.”” ‘I'naen sho ciockat hy real: 
su acaly. 

“1 can snvyzast hut one Emorovement 
upsn tha prassat stat: of thi 123," said 
Clarence, after a mo uent’s re lec:ion. 
“That is, if w2 cai paceniia Mal, ine 
Ww parmit it, and I think we cin; we 
should sat two men at work neitiioe one 
to bs aware of the empio. meat of tie 
othor. UY to teaecs ou as much of the 
past of this man P.r:7, as mar be, he 
other to perform th; sano oflies for 
Jav in. Of course, thy wouall an be 

advised of the actual reason for 
searches, and so th:ir iavestig.sions 
would in ny way interfere with Made- 
line s pursuit of tho zame at Bakley, | 
don’t think we coull improve tipon the 
presen: arraagoemens there.’’ 

“And how do yu propose to brinz this 
about? ’ questioned Oliva. 

Ly coing down to ileliair, as soon as 1 
can get the ace ssary nermission fron oar 
little generalissimo and taliing the ma 
ter over with her. I think she will sue 
the propriety of the move, don't you 
appealing to Claire. 
“I thiak sie will follow your adyics,” 

gravely. 

“1 hope she will,?’ said Olive. 
“1 know she will do exactly right,” 

asserted Claire, so positively that they 
both smiled. 
“I think I may venture to agree with 

you, Mi-s Keith,’ sail Ds Vauzhan. 
“You had better, both of you, where 

Madelin sis conserned, looking ferocious. 
“I begin to think that valor is infec 

tious,” laughed Olive, and Clarcne.- 
joined in the laugh. 

Altogether tha result of their council 
was pleasing to cach of the threo. Olive 
was hopeful; Clareace was full of an- 
thusiasm, anl more dasply in love than 
ever with generous Claire; and she was 
pleased with his feank admiration of 
Madsline's courage, and full of hope for 
Madeline's future 
‘*He admires her now. He will love 

her by and by,’ she assured horsalf. 
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CHAPTER XXIL.--HAGAR AND 

CORA. 

Meanwhile, Lucian Davlin had hasten- 
ed to Bellair in response to Cora's sum- 
mons, full of conjectures as to what hal 
‘““turned up.” 
When the noon train from the city 

puffed up to the little platform, Lucian 
Davlin was among the arrivals and at 
the end of the depot platform stood the 
dainty phaeton of * Mrs. John Arthur. 
That lady herself reined in her prancing 
ponies, and the whole formed an object of 
admiration for the few depot loungers. 
As Lucian Davlin crossed the platform 

and rook his seat beside the lady, an old 
woman hobbled aeross the track. Cast- 
ing a furtive glance in the direction the 
ponies were taking, she hobbled away 
toward the wood. 

Miss Arthur's mald had surmised 
aright. It wa: no part of Cora’s plan to 
permit the inmates of Oakley a view of 
Mr. Davlin on this occasion. So the 
ponies were driven briskly away from the 
town, and when that was left behind, per- 
mitted to wilk through the almost leaf- 
less woods while Cora revealed to Lucian 
the extent of the fresh calamity that had 
befallen them in the advent of Mr. Percy. 
“Well, what have you to say to all 

this?”’ demanded the lady, pettishly, 
after she had disburdened herself of the 
story, with its most minute particulars. 
“This Is a pretty state of affairs, is it 
not? I am worn out. I wish Oakley 
and the whole tribe were at the bottom 
of the sea!”’ 
“Stuff !I"" with much coolness; then 

taking a flask containing some amber 
liquid from a breast pocket he held it be- 
tween his eyes and the light for critical 
examination, 

“Stuff? where? In that flask?’ 
“No, in your words. This,’ shaking 

the amber liquid, is simon pure; best 
French. Have some? I felt as if I needed 
a ‘bracer’ this morning.” 
“Up all night, I presume,’ eyeing him 

askant. 
‘“Pretty much;’’ indifferently ‘‘Won't 

take agy? Then, here’s confusion to 
Percy,”” and he task a long draught. 
‘““Now, then,’’ pocketing the brandy and 
turning toward her briskly, ‘I'm ready 
for business. How the deuce did woe let 
this fellow pounce down upon us like 
this? I thought he was safe in Cuba?’ 

‘““He will never be safe anywhere, until 
he gets to—"" 

‘““Heaven,'’ suggested he. 
“I suppose it was stupid,’ she went 

on, gloomily. ‘‘But when Ellen Arthur 
raved of her dear friend Mr. Percy, how 
was [I to imagine that among all the 
Percys on earth, this especial and particu- 
lar one should be the Percy. I wrote 
you that ghe had a lover of that name: 
did it ocour to you that it might be he?’ 
maliciously. 

‘““Well, candidly, it did not.” 
*“We wwe a pair of stupid fools, and we 

are finely caught for our pains.” 
‘‘First statement correct,’ composedly; 

‘““don’t agrae with the last, however." 
“Why not?” 
“Does he know I am on deck?’ 
‘“No. 12) 

“Didn’t inquire after me, or say any- 
thing about the documents?’ 

‘No special inquiries.’ 
‘“ Well, then, where is the great danger?’ 
* Where?’ much astonished. 
““Yes, where! If you told me all the 

ruth concerning yourself ten Years azo, 
we ca) make him play into our hands. 
“How?” 
“Don’t go too fast. When you told me 

that he believed you to have left home 
because of an unkind step-mother, was 
that true?’ 

‘It was true. I did leave home and 
come to the city when I was but sixteen, 
because my father was a drunkard and 
my step-mother abusive, and we were poor 
and I was proud.” 
Dou’t doubt that fact:’’ with an out- 

ward gesture of the supple hand. ‘But 
you told him shat you had two big step- 
brothers!" 
Cora laughed. ‘A big brother is an 

excellent weapon to hqld aver the heads 
of some men,’’ she suggestad. 

“True,’”’ with an amused look. 
“Why didn't you brandish one over 

me?”’ 
“Over you?’ laughing again ‘You 

and Percy were two different men.’ 
““Much obliged,’* litting his hat with 

mock gravity. ‘‘Well, we ure ‘two differ. 
ent men,’ still; just let your pretty little 
head rest, and leave Percy to me.’’ 
“I wish to heaven you had made an 

end—"' 
‘“ ‘Ah-h-h I have sighed to rest a 

warbled Davlin. ‘‘Cora, my love, never 
put your foot on too dangerous grounl.” 

‘“Well, I do wish so,all the same,’’ said 
she, with feminine pertinacity. 
‘“Now, tell me what your plan is. We 

want to understand each other, and have 
no more bungling.” 
“All you will have to do will be to keep 

quiet and follow my cue. When 1 come 
down, we must manage it that I meet 
Percy in Miss Arthur's absence. Tne 
rest is easy; this Mr. Percy will not find 
his path free from obstacles, I think.’ 

‘““What game will you play?” 
‘‘ Precisely what [ am playing now. 1 

am your brother. That will explain some 
things that puzzled him some time ago,”’ 
dryly. ‘“‘I am your sole protector, saving 
the old chap, don't you see?’ 
The woman pondersd a moment, “‘I 

think it will answer,’ she said, at last. ‘“At any rate, it is the best we can do 
now.’ 
A little more egnyersation, and Cora 

was quite satisfied with that and other ar 
rangements. Then the ponies were heal. 
ed toweird the village, and driven at a brisk pace, thus enabling Mr, Davlin to catch the afternoon train back to the 
city. No one at Oakley was any tha 
wiser for his visit. It was no uncom- 
mon thing for Cora to drive out unat 
tended, and she returned to the manor in 
a very good humor, considering the situa- 
tion. 

Gora's drive had given heg an appetite, and she had partaken of no luncheon. She therefore ordered a very bounteous 
one to be served in the red parlor, Mp, Arthur was enjoying his usual afternoan siesta; Miss Arthur was invisible for which Cora felt duly thankful: ang s0 
she settled herself down to solitude, cold 
chicken and other edibles, and hep own 
thoughts. 
Ever and anon she gazed listiggsly from 

the window, letting her eyes rove fro 1) 
the terrace to the hedgerow walk, the 
woods beyond, and bask again to the tor- 
race. Suddenly she bent forward, and 
looked earnestly at some object, moving 
toward the stile from ths grove beyond 
A moment 1418E if appearad in the gap 
of the hedge. ; : 

Cora leaned back in her chair, still 
observant, muttering: 
“1 thought so. It is that ugly od 
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woman. Now, what in the world does she 
want here, for—yes, she is entering the 
grounds, eoming up the terrace '’ 

True enough, old Hagar was coming 
slowly along the terrace, taking a leisura- 
ly survey of the window facing that 
walk, as she did so. Casting her eyes up- 
ward, they met the gaze of Mrs. Arthur. 
Then, much to the surprise of that lady, 
she paused and executed a brief panto- 
mime, as grotesque as it was mysterious, 

Cora drew back in some astonishment, 
pondering as to whether or no the oll 
woman might not be partially insane, 
when Susan, the maid of the romantic 
mind, appeared before her,and announced 
that the object of her thoughts was in the 
kitchen, and begged that Mrs. Arthur 
would permit her an interview. 

Cora was still more surprised. * What 
can she possibly want with me?’ she 
asked herself, quite audibly. 

*“If you please, ma’am,’”’ volunteered 
Susan, she said that it was something im- 
portant; and that she never would have 
put her foot inside thiz house, begging 
your pardon, only for you. * 

Flattering though this statement might 
be, it did not enlighten her much. So, 
after a moment's reflection, Mrs. Arthur 
bade the girl, ‘‘show the old person up.’ 
Accordingly, in another moment al- 

most, old Hagar was bowing very 
humbly before the lady with the silken 
flounces. Susan retired reluctantly, deep- 
ly regretting that she could find no time 
to stop up the keyhole with her ear, thus 
rendering it impossible for prying eyes to 
peep through that orifice. 

“Well, old woman,” began Cora, 
rather inelegantly, it must be confessed, 
‘what on earth were you making such a 
fuss about, down on the terrace? And 
what do you want with me:”’ 
A close observer of the human ocoun- 

tenance divine would never have judged, 
from the small amount of expression 
that was manifest in the face of Hagar, 
that her reply would have been such a 
very humble one. ‘‘I want to serve you, 
dear lady.” 
The ‘‘dear lady’’ pursed up her lips in 

surprise. ‘‘You—want—"’ 
‘““To warn you, madame.’ 
Cora was dumb with astonishment, 

not unmingled with apprehension. What 
had broken loose now? 
“I am only a poor old woman, lady, 

and nobody thinks that old Hagar has a 
heart for the wrongs of others. I sald 
that I would never cross Sohn Arthur's 
threshold again; but I have seen your 
pretty face going to and fro through the 
village streets, and I knew there was no 
one to warn you but me,’ 

‘““Oh, you did,’ remarked Cora, not 
knowing whether to be alarmed or 
amused, at the old woman’s earnestness. 
‘“Well, old—what’s your name?" 

‘‘Hagar, lady.’’ 
‘““Well, old Hagar, do you mean to tell 

me that I am in any particular danger 
just at present?” 

‘‘Is the dove in danger when it is in 
the nest of the hawk?’ said Hagar, 
closing her vyes tight as she uttered the 

bug word, looking otherwise very 
tragical. 
Cora laughed musical ly. “Good 

gracious, old lady!” She was modifying 
her titles somewhat, probably under the 
influence of Hagar’'s flatteries. “You 
mean to compare me to a dove,’’ laughing 
afresh, ‘“‘in—a hawk’s nest? Oh, dear! 
oh, dear!” wiping her eyes. ‘Now, then, 
please introduce me to the wicked 
hawk.” 
Hagar was getting tired of her part 

and she made a direct rush at the point 
of the business and with very good 
dramatic effect. ‘‘I mean your husband’’ 
she sald vehemently. “I mean .John 
Arthur. He is a bad man. If he bas not 
done it already he will make you miser- 
able by and-by.”’ 

Buckingham’s Dye for the Wkiskers can 

be applied when at home, ani is uniformly 

suceessful in coloring a 

Hence its great popularity 

brown or black. 

THE MEDICAL HALL 
BATH GLOVES 

AND MITS. 
SPONGES 

a beautiful line of 

TOILET SOAPS 
from five cents to one dollar per esle 

JUST ARRIVED 

AT 

Mackenzie’s Medical Hall, 
CHATHAM, N. B. 

May 18, 1896. 

TINSMITH WORK 
The subscriber begs to informe his friends and 

the general rublic that he has reestablished him- 
self in the business of a general 

Tinsmith and Iron Worker 
the W. T. Harris store, in the shop opposite 

Cunard Street, Chatham, 

He makes a specialty of 

RE - LINING STOVE - OVENS 

and introduces a 

DOUBLE PLATE BOTTOM 
at the same price as the usual single plate is pat in 
for elsewhere, 
General repairs, as well as new work promptly 

executed, 

JOHN DUFF. 

C. S. BREMNER 
Agent ior P, S, MacNutt & Co,, 

Agricultural Machinery and 

Implements of all Kinds. 

Hardwick Village, Bay du Vin 

Cail and examine my stock and get prices and 
terms, which aie as good as the best, 

ORS. CG. J. & H. SPROUL 
SURGEON DEN LISTS 

Teeth extracted without pain by 
Nitrous Oxide Gas or other An®sthztics, 

Artificial Teeth set in Gold Rubber & Celluloia 

the +» 

Special attention given to the preservation and 
regulating of the natural teeth 
Also Crown and Bridge work All work 

guaranteed in every respect 
Office in Chatham, BENSON BLOCK. Telephone 

No 53. 
In Newcastle opposite Square, over J. G 

KeTHRO’8 Barber shop, Telephone No 6. 

THE LONDON CUAR . tt 
AND 

ACCIDENT CO. 
The only British Co. in Canada issuing 

Guarantce Bonds and Ace dent Polic es 

Accident Insurance at lowest rates 
life and your 
LONDON, 

FRANCIS A. GILLISPIE, 
\G+*NT 

Protect your 
time by taking a policy in 'HH 

ASK FOR 

MONARCH 

Steel Wire Nails, 
THEY NEVER LET GO, 

AND TAKE NO OTHERS. 
Orders filled at Factory Price, and a Freight Allowance made on 

lots of 10 kegs and upwards at one shipment. 

KERR & ROBERTSON, 
SAINT JOHN, N. B. 

N. B.— IN Stock AND I'o ArrIvE 100 Dozen K. & R. AXES. 

Histablished 18686. 
Dunlap Bros. & Co., 

AMHERST, N. S. 

Dunlap, McKim & Downs, 
WALLACE, N. S. 

DUNLAP, COOKE & CO0., 
AMHERST, N. S. 

DUNLAP COOKE & CO. 
MERCHANT TAILORS, 

tr Jl ee 

GENTLEMEN'S OUTFITTERS 

AMHERST. 

N. S. 
This firm carries one of the finest selections of Cloths incinding all the different makes suitable for fine trace. 

his establishment has a superior tone and finish 
he prices are right. 

Their cutters and staff of workmen employed are the best obtainabla, and the clothing from 
All inspection of the samples will convince you that 

J.D. CREAGHAN'S 
GREAT 

MIDSUMMER SALE. 
17890 YARDS —Prints Nainsooks, Cambrics Dress and Blouse 

Goods and Zephyrs. 
A PERFECT BREEZE of rich cool fluffy materials for the warm 

weather. Dont make a mistake and pay lic. to 20c. per yard else- 
where for these fine prints Cambries and 42 inch Nainsooks ; our 

Test them—cowpare them. is only 12¢. per yd. 
price 

Dont forget that all these beautiful printed Cambries and Percale, 
tight and dark grounds, are reduced from 15¢. tt» 10, per yd. 

Plain White and Checked Muslins 13¢. now only Se. 
All our rich assortments of Prints and Zephyrs sold everywhere for 

12¢., our price only 9e. 
Those beautiful French and 

checked, reduced from 13c. to 10e¢. 
Scotch Zephyrs—oplain, striped and 

Yard Wide Grey Cotton only 3e. per yard. 
A few bales left of that heavy Sec. yd wide Sheeting now only 51. 
Parks’ Cotton Warps reduced from 95¢. to 65c. per bundle. 
Ladies’ Hosiery, Gloves, Biouses and underwear. 
Me:’s Clothing, Furnishings and underwear. 
Carpets, Lineoleums and Household Drapery. 
Everything cut and hacked in price as the scason is wearing away. 

J. D. CREAGHAN, 
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL, CHATHAM AND NEWCASTLE 

FANCY AND STAPLE GROCERY COMPLETE. 
J - J} 

Turkeys, Geese, Ducks, and Chickens. 
Raisins, Currants, Candied Peels. 
Essences, Spices, Apples, Grapes. 

Figs, Nuts, Confectionery, Cigars Ete. Ete. 
Best Family Flour, Meals, Hay, Oats, feed of all kinds. 
Pork, Beef, Herring, Codfish, Molasses, Sugars. Oils, Tabacco, Ete Ete 

CHEAPEST STORE IN TOWN, 
Don't forget the PIAN()—each dollar purchase, one ticket. 

Ready-Made Clothing, Dry Goods, Caps, Robes, Horse-Rugs. 
Boots and Shoes, Overshoes, Rubbers, Moceasins, Ete, Ete, 
At the greatest bargains ever were known. 
DONT FORGET the piano; each 

ang pigkey 
dollar's worth you buy you receive 

MERRY X'MAS AND HAPPY NEW YEAR TO ALL, 

W T HARRIS. 

JULY 23. 1896. 
ee ——————— 

MILLERS’ FOUNDRY AND MAGHINE WORKS, 
RITCHIE WHARF, CHATHAM. N. B. 

Successors to Gillespie Foundry. 

Established 1852. 

Mill, Railway, and Machine Work, Marine Engines, Boiler repairing. 
Our Brass and Composition Castings are worthy a trial, being 

noted thronghout the country. 
All work personally supervised. Satisfaction guaranteed. 
Send for estimates before ordering el ewhere. 
Mill Supplies, Fittings, Pipe, ete. in stock and to order. 

JAS. G. MILLER. 

Miramichi Advance, 
CHATHAM. N. B. 

THE LEADING 
NORTH SHOR: 
NEWSPAPER. 

PRINTED 
EVERY WEDNESDAY 

EVENING. 

TERMS ONE DOLLAR A YEAR PAYABLE IN ADVANCE. 
D. G.SMITH. EDITOR & PROPRIETOR 

JOB PRINTING 
AT LOW PRICES AND THE SHORTEST NOTICE 

ALWAYS ON HAND :— 

RAILWAY BILLS, 

FISH INVOICES, 

MAGISTRATES’ BLANKS, 

MORTGAGES & DEEDS, 

BlLLS OF SALE 

CUSTOM HOUSE FORMS, 

BILLS OF EXCHANGE, 
NOTES OF HAND, 

JOINT NOTES, 
DRAFTS, 

SCHOOL DISTRICT SECRETBRYS BILLS FOR RATEPAYERS, 

TEACHERS’ AGREEMENTS WITH TRUSTEES, — 

DISTRICT ASSESSMENT LISTS. 

THREE MACHINE PRESSES 
and other requisite plant constant- 
ly running Equipment equal to 
that of any Job-Printing office in 
the Province 

he only Job-Printing office out- 
side of -t. John that was awarde 
both 

MEDAL AND DIPLOMA 
— AT TF¥FIE—- 

DOMINION AND GENTENWIAL EXHIBITION 
AT ST JOHN IN i883 

Orders by Mail promptly filled & Satisfaction Guaranteed. 

The undermentioned advantages are claimed 
spectacles. 

lst—That from the peculiar 

for MacKenzie’s 

construction of. the glasses they Assist 
and PRESERVE the sight, rendering frequent changes unnecessary, 
2nd—That they confer a brilliancy and distinctness of vision, with 

an amount of EASE and COMFORT not hitherto enjoyed by spectacle 
wearers. 

3rd—That the material from which the Lenses are ground 
factured especially for optic purposes, 

is manu- 
by Dr. CHARLES BaArpou’s 

improved patent method, and is PURE, HARD AND BRILLIANT and not 
liable to become scratched. 

4th—That the frames in which they are set, whether in Gold, Silver 
or Steel, are of the finest quality and finish, and 
every respect. 

The long evenings are here and you will want a 

guaranteed porfect in 

pair of good glass 
so come to the Medical Hall and be properly fitted or no charge. 

Chatham N. B., Sept. 24, 1895. 
J.D. B. F. MACKENZIE, 

The Chatham 

Incorporation Act. 

For Sale at 

"~ ADVANGE OFFICE 
25 CENTS. 

EE —————— 

SPRING 
BUSINESS _ 

Is Now Beginning | 
Cm ————— 

COME EARLY AND AVOID THE RUSH! | 

Now ig the time to wider your printed 
foyms for Sp wg and Summer business, 
Seni your orders to 

THE ADVANCE OFFICE 
FOR YQU R= 

LETTER HEADS, 

NOTE HEADS, 

MLL HEADS, 

CARDS, 

RAILWAY RECEIPTS, 

SHIPPING RECEIPTS, 

ENVELOPES, 

TAGS, ETC. 

A full stock «of paper. envelopes, tags and 
printers stationary on hand. Come or 
send q 

THE LEADING JOB - PRINTING OFFICE. 
D. G.SMITH; CHarrHam. 

Senior 

—
 

IF YOU ARE HUNTING 
for elegant novelties in jewelr and an display of watches, clocks os pak py = find itin our stock. Hereis a tantalizing beautiful array of sparklers flashing rays, that when seen raise a desire to possess them The trade clock indicates that the buyer’s hour has come, and our store shows that buyers are not neglecting the timely hint. Come to us for a dazzling display a golden shower of temptations inclading 15 year filed Waltham Watch for $15.00 ete  You'l always be right on time with one of aur 8 day clocks or $8 Waltham watches that are marvels of accurate timekeeping. We bave, a full line of the latest jewelry. Call aad see for Yourselves. 

OUR WATCH-REPAIRING 
DPARTMENT 

is first class in all respects, All 

WATCHES, CLOCKS. AND JEWELRY. 
repaired at short notice, and 

Guarantesd to Give the best Satisfaction. 

W. R. GOULD. 

J 

Chatham Oect,, 3. 

EE —————————— 

wie, Z, WOVEN WIRE FENCING 
ois 

FRE eae GTS 

Tus ONTARIO WIRE FENCING CO,, L: 
Fictou, Qutario, 


