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Cora drew herself up and tried to look 
severe. ‘Old lady’’ she said with supor- 
natural gravity ‘‘don-t you know that it 
is very improper for you %o come and 
talk to me like this about my husband’ 

**.Just hear her!’ eniffed Hagar, rather 
unnecessarily; ‘‘all because I think she 
is too young, and too pretty, to be sacri- 
ficed like the others—'’ 

‘‘Like the others? What others?’’ 
“Like his first wife. She was young 

llke you, and a lovely lady. His cruelty 
was her death. And then he must worry 
and abuse her poor daughter until she 
runs away and comes to an untimely end. 
And now—"' 
‘*Now, yoa fear he will make an end of 

me?’ briskler “Sit down, old lady,” 
becoming & 111 more affable. ‘‘So Mr. 
Arthur ill-used his first wife, my pre- 
decessor?'’ 
“Thank you, dear lady; you are very 

kind to a poor old woman,’’ seating her- 
self gingerly on the edge of a chair oppos- 
ite Cora. ‘‘Yes, nded, he did ill-use 
her, She was my .uistress, and I shall 
always hate him for it.” 

Cora mused. Here was an old servant 
who hated the master of Oakley; might 
she not prove useful after a time? At any 
rate it would be well to sound her. 
‘“You were very much attached to the 

lady, no doubt?’ ineinuatingly. 
“Yes; and who would not be? She was 

very sweet and good, was my poor mis- 
tress Ob, he is a bad,bad man, madame, 

and you suraly cannot be "very happy 
with him,” 

‘“‘And he was unkind to his step- 
daughter, too?’ ignoring the last sup- 
position. 
“Unkind? He was a wretch. Oh, 1 

could almost murder him for his cruelty 
to that poor dead lassie’ fiercely. 
Perhaps he was none too kind to you,’’ 

suggested Cora. : 
“Oh, he never treated me like a human 

being. He hated me because I tried to 
stand between her and harm. But he 
could not get rid of the sight of me. I 
have a little home where he can’t avoid 
seeing me somotimes. I believe if 1 kept 
always appearing before him, he would 
go raving mad, he hates me to that ex- 
tent.’ 
“Um-m! Is that so?’ 

‘““Yos, indeed. Why, lady, if I were 
without house or home and you, out of 

the kindness of your heart, were to take 
me into your employment as the very 
humblest of your servants, I believe he 
would kill us both.’ 
**You think he would?" 
Cora actually seemed to encourage the 

old woman in her garrulity. 
“Oh, I know it. It's not much in the 

way of charity, or kindness, you will be 
able to do in this house. If he don’t im- 
prison you in one of these old closed-up 
musty rooms, you will be lucky. He is 
very dangerous. Sometimes I uysed to 
think he must be insana.”’ 
Cora started. ‘Well Hagar,’ she said, 

sweetly, “it’s very good of you to take so 
much interest in me. He is very cross 
sometimes, but, perhaps, it won't be so 
bad as you fear.” 
“I hope it wont,” rising to go and 

shaking her head dubiously; “but I am 
afraid for yon.”’ 

**Well,”” lauzhing, “I'll try and not let 
bim lock me up, at any rate. Now, is 
there anything I can do for you?” 
“Oh, no, iady. You looked so pretty, 

and go good that [ wanted to warn you; 

that is all. T should be glad if I could 
sarve you, t0), but I could never serve 
him. I don’t want for anything, dear 
lady. N.w the old woman will go.”’ 
‘1 won « forget you, Hagar, if I ever 

need a friend.” 

Hagar turned toward her “If you 
ever want to make him feel what it is to 
make others suffer, Hagar will help 
you.’ : 

There was a vindictive light in tle old 
woman's eyes, and she hobbled out of the 
room, looking as if she meant «li she had 
said. 
Cora sat, for a time, pon lering over the 

interview, and trying to trace out spme 
motive for insincerity on the old woman’s 
part. But she could see none. She re- 
solved to investigate a little, and all that 
evening was the most attentive and 
agreeable of wives. Abundant and versa- 
tile was her conversation.  Deftly she led 
the tlk up to the proper point, and then 
sald, carelessly: 

“wriving through the village to-day I 
passed that queer old woman— Hagar, do 
they call her? She glared at me, 01! so 
savagely.’ 

‘““She is an old hag!" Mr. Arthur 
answered, with unncessary fierceness ‘‘I 
don’t see what Satan has been about all 
these years that he’s not taken her away 
to her proper atmosphere.’’ 
“Why,” in pretty surprise, ‘‘I thought 

she used to be one of your servants>’’ 
‘*She was a servant to my first wife,’’ 

moodily. *““I got rid of the baggage 
quick enough when Mrs. Arthur died. 
She is an old viper, and put more dis- 

obedience into that girl Madeline's head 
than 1 ea e1 could get out.’ 

“What a horrid old wrete) she muss 
be!’”’ shuddering. 

Then tae conversation dropped, and 
Cora was satisfied. 

“The oid woman shall be my tool,” 
she thought, triumphantly, 

CHAPTER XXIL.—T0 BE, TO DO, TO 
SUFFER. 

On the day that followed the events | 
last related Madeline Payne returned to | 
O.kley to resume her self-imposed task, 
Leaving the train, the girl took the 

path throuzh the woods. When she had 
traversed it half way, she came upon old 
Hagar, who wus seated upon a fallen log 
awaiting her. Leoking cautiously about 
fo assure herself that the interview would 
have no spectators, Madeline, or Celine 
As we must now call her, seated hersvlf to 
listen to the report of Davlin’s visit, and 
the success of Hagar's interview with 
Cora. Fs 

Expressing herself fully satisfieq with 
what she heard, Celine made the old 
woman acquainted with the result of her 
visit to the city, or as much of it as was 
nec.ssary and expedient. Then, after 
some words of mutual council, and 
promise to visit her that evening if pos- 
sible, the girl lost no time in making her 
way to the manor, and straight into the 
presence of her mistross. 

Considering that her maid was—her 
maid, Miss Arthur welcomed her with an 
almost rapturous outburst. Celine had 
h:1d high place in the hffections of Miss 
Archur, truth to tell, since her astonish. 
ing discovery of Mr. Edward Percy, in 
the character of young Romeo, promenad- 
ing within sight of his lady's window. 

““Celine,”’ simpered Miss Arthur, while 
the damsel addressed was brushing out 
her mistress’s hair, preparatory to build- 
ing it into a French wonder; ‘‘Celine. I 
may be wrong in talking so freely to you 
about myself and my—my friends, bat 1 
observe that you never presume in the 
least—"’ 
‘Ob, mademoiselle, I sould never do 

that!” cooed the girl, with wicked double 
meaning. 

‘“‘And,”’ pursued Miss Arthur, 
graciously, ‘‘you are really quite a sagaci- 
ous and discreet young person.’ 

“Thanks, miladi.”’ '{'hen, as if recollect- 
ing herself, Pardon madcmoiselle, but 
you are so like her ladyship, Madame Le 
Baronne De Orun, my very first mis- 
tress—'’ 
“Ob, I don’t mind it at all, Celine. 

Ai I was saying, you seem quite a su- 
prior young person, and no doubt I am 
not the first who has made you a sort of 
confidante. ”’ 

Merci! no; my lady. Madame Le Bar- 
ronne used to trust me with everythtg, 
and often deigned to ask my advice. But 
French ladies, oui, mademoiselle, always 
put confidence in their maids. And a 
mald will die rather than betray a good 
mistress—'’ 

‘‘Exactly, Celine—are you going to put 
my hair so high?’ 

‘“Very high, miladi.””’ 
“Oh, weli; will it be beeoming?’’ 
““Oul; La mode la Francaise,’ relaps- 

ing into ecstacy and French. ‘‘Le coiffeur | 
comme il faut! Chere amie, le-chef- 
dceuvre!”’ 

Miss Arthur esllapsed, and Celine cen- 
tinued to build up an atrociously unbe- 
coming pile of puffs and curls in trium- 
phant silence. 

Celine never indulged in her settee] 
tonrue so she assured her mistress, ex- | 

—
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cept when carried away by momentary 
enthusiasm, or unwonted emotion. 1t 
was bad taste, she averred, and she de- 

sired to cultivate the beautiful American 
laaguage. 

Presently Miss Arthur made another 
venutu e, feeling quite justified in follow- 
ing ia the footsteps of so august a per- 
sonagze i= Madame Le Baronne. 
“Did you see Mr. Percy after you left 

Bellair?”’ 
‘*No, mademnioiselle.”’ 
Did you obsc ve if he returned in the 

same train with yourself?’ 
No, mademoiselie.”” Then, with a 

meaning little laugh: ‘Monsieur will 
not remain long from Oakley.” 

Miss Arthur tried to look unconscious, . 
and succeeded in looking idiotic. 

‘‘ Pardon, mademoiselle, but I can’t 
forget that night. Mademoiselle is 
surely relieved of one fear.’’ 
“What is that?” 
“The fear of being wooed because of 

her wealth." 
Miss Arthur started, then said: ‘There 

m:y be something in that, Celine; and 
it is not impossible that 1 may inherit 
more.”’ 
“Ah?” inquiringly. 
‘““Yes. Possibly you have learned from 

the servants that Mr. Arthur lost a youn 
step-daughter not long ago; just beiore 
you came, in fact.”’ 

**1 don’t remember. 
mademoiselle?'’ 

‘“Yes. She was a very wild, unruly 
child, a regular little heathen—oh!"’ 

‘* Pardon, oh, pardon, did it hart? 
removing a long, spiky hair pin, with 
much apparent solicitude. 
‘“A—a little; yes. As I was saying, 

this ridiculous girl was rent to school and 
no expense spared to make a lady of hex” 
“Indeed!” 

““Yes; and then she rewards my hrother 
for all his kindness by running away.’ 

**Merei, mademoiszg)la!"’ suddenly pe- 
calling her French. 

“*And then she died among strangers, 
just as provokingly as she had lived. 
She must even run away to die, to make 
it seein as if her home was not a happy 

one "’ 
“What a very wicked young person; 

how you must haye bean annoyed." 
“*We wera all deeply grieved.’ 
“And I don’t suppose that dead young 

woman was even grateful for that.” 
‘“Oh, there was no gratitude in her.” 
“Of course not! Now, mademoiselle, 

let me do your eyebrows,’”’ turning her 
about. 
“But,” pursued Miss Arthur, ‘‘when 

she died, my brother acquired uncon- 
ditional control of a large fortune, and 
you must see that my brother is getting 
rather old. Well, in case of his death, a 
part, at least, of this fortune will become 
mine.” 

“Yes, madame.’ 
‘““My brother is too much afraid to face 

the thought of death and make a new 
will, and papers are in existence that 
will give me the larger portion of his 
fortune. Of course, Mrs. Arthur will 
get her third.” 
Celine was now surprised in earnest. 
Miss Arthur had spoken th) truth, 

With shrewd foresight she had made 
John Arthur sign certain papers two 
years before, in consideration of sundry 
loans from her. And of this state of 
affairs every one, except thejr two selves 
and the necessary lawyer, had remained 
in ignorance. 
The girl's eyes gleamed. This was still 

better. It would make her vengeince 
more complete. - 
And now Miss Arthur was thrown into 

a state of girlish agitation by the appear- 
arce of Susan, who announced that Mr, 
Percy was in the dpawing-room,awaiting 
the pleasure of his inamorata. She 
bade Celine make haste with her com- 
plexion and, after the lapse of some- 
thing like half gn hour, swept down to 
welcome her lover, with a great many silk 
amber flounces following in her wake. 

Celine lLeroque gazed after her for a 
moment and then closed the door. Fling- 
ing herself down ‘‘at ease’’ in the 
spinster’s luxurious dressing chair, she 
pulled off the blue glasses and let tise 
malicious trimuph dancg in her eyes as 
much as it would. 

*“Oh, you are a precious pair, you two, 

brother and sister. The one a knave, the 
other a fool! It is really pathetic to ge 
how you mourn my loss. I have a great 
mind to—"’ 
Here something seemed to occur to her 

that checked her mutterings,and sent her 
off into deep meditation. After a long 
stillness she uttered a low, mocking 
laugh that had, too, a tinge of mischiet 
in it. Rising slowly from the dressing 
chair, she said, as she nodded significant- 
ly to her image reflected back from Miss 

Arthur’s dressing glass: 
“I'll put that idea into execution some 

nice night, and then won’t there be a 
row ip the castle? Ah! ny charming 
mistress, if yop had spoken one kind or 
regretful word for poor Madeline, it 
would have been better for you!"’ 
What was the girl meditating now? 

What did she mean? 
‘“Yes, good people at Oakley, I believe 

I'll take a litte private amusement out 
of you all, while I fee! quite in the mood. 
I won’t be too partial.” 
Then she betook herself to her own 

room and Jet her thoughts fly back to 
Olive and Claire and— Clarence. 

Presently, for she was very weary, spite 
of the previous night's repose, she fell 
asleep. 
Late that evening she flitted through 

the woods and across the meadow to the 
cottage of old Hagar. Sleep had refreshad 
her and she had dreamed pleasant 
dreams. 

She felt stout of heart, and firm of 
nerve. 
Old Hagar was overjoyed to sec a smile 

in her nursling’s face, and to hear, at 
times, a laugh low and sweet, reminding 

her of olden days. The g.rl remained 
with her old nurse for nearly an hour 
When they parted there was a perfec 
understanding between them, in regard 
to futures movements and plans. 
Not one at Oakley was aware of [Lucian 

Davlin’s flying visit; thus much Celine 
knew. But of the purport and result of 
that visit she knew nothing. Nor could 
she guess. 8he must bide her time. for 
there seemed just now little to disturb 
the monotony of waiting. 
One thing was, however, neces-ary. 

Wh n the time came for Miss Arthur to 
leave Oakley, Celing must remain. To 
that end she must contrive to fall out 
with the spinster, and “fall in” with 
Madame Cora. If that lady could not be 
beguiled invo ret:ining her at Oakley.she 
must resort to a more hazardous scheme. 
She had already tgken 3 step toward in- 
gratiating herself with Mrs. Arthur, and 
with tolerable success. She was matur 
ing her plans and waiting for an oppor- 
tunity & put them into action. 
No doubt but that by the time she had 

accomplished her object, if it could be 
accomplished, the opposite forces would 
come into conflict. 

CHAPTER XXIIL.—SETTING 

SNA REN, 

Three days had now passed since 
Madeline's return frown the city. On the 

mepaing of the fourth day, she seized the 
first ieisure moment for a visit to the poste 
office. Instead of the single letter from 
Olive that she had expected, she found 
three. 
They were enclosed in one Wrapper. 

This she removed on her way back 60 
Oakley, and found the first, as was the 

wrapper, addpesed in Olive's hand The 

Did she die, 

SOME 

| penmanship of the sesond was fairy-like 
and beautiful, and she recognized it us 
Claire's. At sight of the third, her heapt 
gave a great bound, and then almost 
stood still. 1t was superseribed in a firm, 
manly hand, and was, it must be, from 
Dr. Vaughan, 
Once securely loeked ii Ler room, 

Madeline opened the first of her letigsg 
with eager fingers. Yes, Olive's first. 
The desire to see what he had said was 
sgrong in her heart, byt she hyd decided 
not to humor her heart. She neld his 
letter caressingly for 3 moment and then 
patiing it beside Claire's opened and read 
Olive Girard’s letter, 

It was like Olive's self; sweet, woman- 
ly, hopeful, yet sad: 

Dear Madeling—I am only now hegin- 

ning to realize the new liie and hope yon 

have put into my heart. As I think 
again of what you have done and are 
doing, I cannot but feel faith in your suc- 
cess. Oh, if I could but work with you; 
for you and for Philip! 
Again and again I implore you to 

pardon me for ever doubting your wisdom 
or strength. If at any time I can aid you 
—such poor aid--my purse is yours, as 
your cause is mine. 

Claire and Doctor Vaughan will speak 
for themselves. And as I dare make no 
more suggestions to so wise a woman, I 
oaly put in a faint little plea. Do, pray, 
grant Doctor Vaughan's request, and 

may God aid you in all that you do. 

OLIVE. 

“Doctor Vaughan’'s request!’ repeated 
the girl. ‘‘Would that I could grant him 
not only all his requests, but all his 
wishes!"’ 

Then she opened Claire's letter. 

My Grand Madeline—How proud I am 
to claim you for my friend! I shall 
never again conduct myself with any 
degree of meekness toward people who 

have not the happiness of knowing you. 
And you should hear Doctor Vaughan 
extol you! He says you are wiser and 
braver than any detective That he wou'd 
trust you in any emergency That if any 
ons can lift the cloud that hangs over 
poor Philip, it is you. 
My heart tells me that you will yet 

prove the good angel of Philip and Olive, 
as already you have been mine; and soon, 

I pray, you will become that and more 
to Doctor Vaughan; you must and shall. 
I shall have no wish ungratified when I 
can see your trials at an end ;and yourse!f, 
surrounded by us who love you, happy 
at last. Don’t let all these other claim- 
ants push me out of your heart; always 
keep one little place for your loving 
grateful CLAIRE. 

Madeline's eyes were moist when sho 
lifted them from the perusal of this let- 
ter. 

‘‘ Bright, beauitful, brave Claire,’’ she 
murmured: ‘‘who could help loving ber?’ 
Then her eyes fell again upon the let- 

ter, and she started: 
‘“ “You will become that and more to 

Doctor Vaughan,’ ’’ she read. ‘What can 
she mean? Can it be possible that, afier 
all, I have betrayed myself to her?’ 

Sho re-read the letter from beginning 
to end, her face flughing and paling. 
“Oh!” she whispered softly, ‘‘she has 

read my heart, and we are playing at 
cross puprose: ! What a queer rivalry,” 
the girl actually laughed; *‘a rivalry of 
renunciation. Does she yet know how he 
loves her, I wonder?’ Then, her face 
growing graver, ‘‘she won't be long in 
making that discovery now.’ 

She took up Clarence Vaughan’s letter, 
almost dreading to break the seal. 

My Brave Little Sister—You perceive, 
I have commenced my tyranny. And in- 
stead of being able to grant favors to my 
new sister, I am reduced to the necessity 
of begging them at her hands. In a 
word, I want to come to Bellair. Not to 
be a meddlesome adviser: I am too firmly 
a convert to your method of procedure for 
that. Besides, I should have to dec!ar- 
war upon Miss Keith if I presumed thus 
far. But Ido desire to further your 
plans, and to this end would make a sug- 

gestion that has occurred to me since 
hearing of your marvelous detective 
work. 

Believe me, I cannot express the ad- 
miration I feel for your daring and tact. 
I have no longer the faintest scruple as 
to trusting this issue, so important to all 
of us, in your hands. And I am move 
than proud of such a sister. 
May 1 come to Bellair, say on Monday 

next? J will stap at the little station a 
few miles this side of the village, and 
walk or drive over, and find my way to 
the cottage of your old nurse where you 
can meet me, unless you have a better 
place to suggest. I shall anxiously 
await your answer, and am your brother 
to command. C. E. VAUGHAN. 

Madeline's cheeks 
eyes shining. 
‘How they all trust me!'’ she ejaculat 

ed; ‘‘and they always shall. 1 will never 
be false to their friendship; no, not if to 
serve them my heart's blood must be- 
come wormwood and gall.” 

She re-read all her letters, but would 
not allow herself to linger too long over 
that of Clarence Vaughan, She hal re- 
solved to have no more weakness. no 
more outbreaks of passion She was very 
stern with herself. Kve.: as a friend and 
brother, she would not allow her thought 
to dwell too much upon him, until she 
grew stronger, and more perfect in her 
renunciation. 
Then she sat down at her humble little 

table, and answered her letters. 

were flushed, her 

To Olive she wrote a sweet, cheery 
note, telling of her gratitude, her atfoc 
tion, her hope for the fu:u‘e: and tl.en 
she added a womanlike P. S. as fol ews: 

Please say to [Doctor Vaughan that 1 
will be at Hagar's cottage on Monday 
evening, but can’t tell the precise tiie 
I may be able to appear. If he follows 
the main road through the village unti. 
he has passed the grounds of O kley, h« 
will have no difticulty in finding the cot 
tage. It stands alone, almost in the 
middle of a field, facing the waste and is 
the first habitation after Oakley. 

“I egnngt write tq him,’’ she said; “‘at 
least not now.’ 
Then she wrote Claire a long, cheery 

letter, saying little of herself, and much 
of herfriends—of ull save Doctor Vaugh 
an. She would not mention him 
tenderly, she could not mention him 
lightly; so ~he would say of him nothing 
at all, 
But if Madeline was astute, Claire, 

too, was beginning to develop that 
quality. So when the lagter young lady 
read this letter she smiled and said: **‘I he 
dear little hypocrite! As if she could 
deceive me by this ‘evidently studied 
neglect. Oh! you proud, stiff-necked, 
little detective !”’ 
And their game 

went on. 
Madeline had sealed her letters, and 

was about to reach for her hat prepara- 
tory to hastening with them to the post- 
office, when her attention was arres’ed 
by a sound, slight but unusual, and not 
far away. She stood erect, silent, motion- 
less, listening intently. Pre-ently the 
sound was repeated, and then g look of 
intelligence passed over the girl's face. 
“Some oue is 1n the deser.ed rooms,’ 

she thought. And she abandoned for 
the present her purpose of going out. 
There was but one way to approach 

the clused-up reoms, and that way led 
past the door of Madeline's room. 
A few paces beyond her door, the hall 

connecting the west wing with the more 
modern portion, made a sharp curve and 
opened into the main hall of that floor. 
Celine Leroque opened her door cau- 
tiously, having first donned her not 
very becoming walking attire. Then she 
took up her po:tion just outside the 
angle of the western hall, and so clgse tg 
it that if an approach was made {yom 
below, she could easily retire behind the 
angle. 

She had grown heariily tired of her 
sentinel task when, at last, a soft rustle 
was heard near at hand. (Celine turned 
80 quickly into the narrower hall that 
she fairly ran upon and stopped—Mrs. 
John Arthur! who uttered a sharp ex- 
clamation expressive of surprise and an. 
noyvance, 
Celine poured forth & mixtyre of 

French and Enlgish, expressive of her 
contrition and horror at having ‘‘al- 
most overturned madam»,'' and wound 
up by saying, ‘‘Madame has beep to my 
room? Madame has desired some ser- 
vice, periaaps? If so, she has valy to 
command.”’ 
Cora drew a breath of relief, having 

sulliciently recoverad from ths collision 

of ¢ross purposes 

and accompanying coafa<ion, to driw 
a breath of any kind, and at o.ce 
ralliel her forces, 
“Yes, Celine, I wanted you to do 

something for me, if you will." 
“Anything, madame. 
Madame was collec ing her th ughts. 

“I—1 wanted to ask if you cwuld find 
time to come to my room and try aad 
do something with my hair. Your hair- 
dre-sing is perfact, ard I am so tired 
of my own,” 
Celine would be only too h pny. 

Should sne coms now? sha had Jui re- 
turned from the villago: she woul: put 
off her hat and Le av wan ines di snosal, 
But madame was not i eli wed to be 
manipulated jat then Colina mizh 
come to her dres<ing room and do her 
hair for dinoer—afier sho was done wich 
Miss Arthur, of couvge, 
So they re arated, mutually sati:fid. 

CHHAPTER XX]V,—A VERITABLE 
GHO=D, 

What a day of glory it 1 a1 been to the 
spinster, this day on wach Madeline 
had real her three letwers, and Cora 

bad sxplored the saut-up wiag, 
And what a day of torture to fas:j i 7 

ous Iudward Perc:, who wouid have 
welcomed any third presence, even Cora 
or John Ar hur—any ono, aaything, 
was batter than that loag slavery at 
the feet of a painted and 1o0o-visibly 
ancient mistrass. Bus even the longest 
days have an end. At las: he was seg 
at liberty, and he hur-icl buick to tha 
little inn literally kicking his way 
through the auwu.un dariness : 
The old house of Oakley stood, with 

its last light ex'ingui<hed, tall, and 
somber, against a back-ground of black 
sky and black:r trees. At last every 
soul under its roof was aslecp—all but 
one. That one was very wide awake and 
Intent on misc'ief. 
Love-making. dear reader, although 

Fou may not know it, is a wearisome 
busingss, even il eve: so agresable, 
KEspaecially is it wearisoms to those liks 
Miss Arthur—maidens whose waisis ar: 
too tight, whose crmipl xicus will ili- 
endure lip service, and wuose tresss are 
liable to becomes not only dishevelled 
but dislceated, Therefore, when Miss 
Arthur had dismis:ed her lover, with a 
sigh of regret, she 10st no tive in 
doffing ber glories with a sizh of relief, 
Even a very rich and hearty luncheon, 

which her maid hal providad, was 
gormandized rather 1hn enjoyed, xo 
tempring dil hor couca look to the 
worn-out damsel. 
Miss Arthur had refreshel hers:lf with 

an hour's uninterrupted repose, and 
was revelling in a drea.ny Arcadia, hand 
in hand wiih tec beloved, when some- 
thing cold falling on her check dispelled 
her visions. Sha started broad awake, 
and facs to face with a horrible ro lity, 
The moon was pouring a flo,d of 

silvery light in through the two win- 
dows, facing the soutn, whose curtains 
ware drawn back, making the room al- 
most as light as at mid-day, 
And there, near her bad, almost in 

reach of her hand,stood Madeline Payne, 
all swarthed in white clinging cers- 
ments, ghastly as a corps), hollow- 
eyed and awful, bur, nevertheless, 
Madeline Payne! Over her white templ :s 
dropped rings of carly, yellow hair, and 
across the pale lips a mocking smile was 
flitting. 
Miss Arthur gasped and closad her 

eyes very tight, but they would not stay 
oc osed, They flew open again to behold 
the vision still there, The spinster was 
transfixed with horror. Cold draps of 
perspiration oozad out upon her fore- 
head and trickled down her nose. She 
clutched at the bad-clothes convulsively, 
and gazed and gazed, 
Wider and wider stared her eyes, hut 

no sound escaped her lips. She gazad 
and gazed, but the specter would not 
vanish. Poor Miss Arthur was terror- 
stricken almost to the verge of catalepsy. 
In consideration of the persistence 

with which they return again and 
agalp, according to [good authority, 
ghosts in general must be endowed with 
much patience. Be this as it may of the 
average ghost, certaln it is that this 

rticular apparition, after glaring im- 
movably at the spinster for the space of 
five minutes, began to find it mguagon- 
ys, 
Slowly, slowly from among the Snowy 

drapery came forth a white hand, that 
pointed at the occupant of the bed with 
silent menace, 
The spell was broken. The lips of 

Miss Arthur were unclosed, and shrieks, 
one following the other in rapid succes- 
sion, resounded in the ears of even the 
most remote sleepers. 
With the utterance of her first yell, 

Mise Arthur had made a desperate 
plunge to the further side of her bed, 
away from she specter: and, turning her 
face to the wall, shut cug thus the appal- 
lag white vision. 
Having once found her voice, Miss 

Arthur continued to clutch at the bed 

clothes, glare at the wall, and shriek 
spasmodically, even after her ‘‘inner 
consciousness’’ muss have assured her 
that the roam naw held others beside 
herself and the ghost, supposing it to be 
still on the opposite side of the bed. 
Cora, in a state of wild deshabille; 

John Arthye, ditto, and armed with a 
€ane; Susan and Mary, half in the room 
and half out; then Celine Leroque, 
apparently much frightened, without 
knowing at what. 
A volley of questions from the mastery 

of the house, and a yeturn of courage 
to the mistress. But Miss Arthur only 
gathered herself together, took in a 
fresh su;ply of breath, and embarked 
on another series of howls. 
Nothing was amiss in the room; it 

could not have been a burglar. The 
nigh* lamp was burning "dimly bahind 
its heavy shade; on the table were the 
fragments of Miss Arthur's lunch: and 
Mr. and Mrs. Arthur had found easy 
access through the closed, but unbolted 
door. 
After a time, a long time, during 

which (ora and Celine administered 
sal volatile and other restoratives, Mr, 
Arihur douched her with oaths and ice 
water, and the servants whispered in a 
group, the maiden fecund voice. 

It was a very feeble voice, and it con- 
veyed to her audience the astounding 
intelligence that she had seen a ghost— 
Madeline Payne’s ghost. 
Upon hearing the story, John Arthur 

seemed at first a little startled, But 
Cora only laughed, and C:line, gla icing 
significantly ac the lunch table, said, 
with a «lig it smile: 
‘Mademoiselle has nerves, and she 

may have lunched heartily before re- 
tiring.” 
John Arthur strode across the room 

and viewed the debris of luncheon. 
“Humph!" he gru.ated. “*Oysters and 
salads, potted mear and pastry, strong 
coffee and lemon syliabub with brandy. 
Good Lori, I don’t know what should 
have k pt the con ents of an entire 
cemetery from sweeping down upon 
your slumbers, you female gourmand 
Ghosts indeed !"’ 
And he st:mped out of the room in 

high cudgean, His tirade was wholly 
loss upon his sister, however, for that 
lady was whimgering comfortably and 
putting all her feeble energy into tae 
effort. 
Cora glancad up as the door bangad 

after her lord and master, ana ordered 
the servants back to bed. Then she 
turned toward Celine, saying: 
“That door was cer.ainly not locked 

when we came to it, for I was here 
sooner even than Mr. Ar hur.” 
Celie smiled again: “Mademoiselle 

dismissed me befory she had finis. ed 
her luncheon, I had disrobad her provi- 
ou: ly, and she said she should reiire as 
soon as she drank her coffee. She may 
have forgotten tha door.’ 
Cora turned towarl the bod, 

you lock your door, Ellen?’ 
But Kllen did not know; she could 

not remember if she had or had not. 
Then Cora said to Celine: “I am glad 

to fi.d you so seasibie. We shill have 
hard worg now 10 convince those ridicul- 
ous servants that there is not a ghost in 
every corner,"’ 
“I do nct think that grayes open,’’ 

replied the girl, seriously. 
Then she gave her undivided attention 

to her mistress, who bade fair 10 be 
hysteiycal for the rest of the night, 
Mi-s Arthur would not be left alone 

again. No argameat gould gonvi.ice 
her that the sp2cier was born of ter 
imagination, and thercfore not lizely 
to return, So Cora bade Celine pre 
pare to spend the remainder of the nigng 
in Miss Arthur's dressiag room, 
Accordingly, Celine withdrew to her 

own apartment, waere her preparations 
wer: made as follows :— 

First, she shook out the folds of a 
sheet that hung over a chair, and r.. 
stored it to its proper placa on the beg, 
Then she removed from her dressing 
stand a box of white powder, a;4 
brushed away all traces of said powd pr 

from her garments and the flor, 
Nex‘, she carefully hid away a key 
that had fallea to the floor and lay near 
the classically folded sheer. Tex, 
things accomplished she made a few 
additions to her toilet, extinguished 
the lighr, locked her door carefully, 
trying it afterward to make assurance 
doubly sure, and retraced her steps to 
relieve Cora, who was dutifully siting 
by the spinster’s bed, and beginning to 

shiver in her somewhat scanty drapery, 
As the nights wore an, and Miss 

Arthur became calmed and quiet, the 
girl lay back in the big dressing chapr 
gazing into the grate and thinking, 
Hear thoughts wers sometimes of Claire, 
sometimes of Clarsuce, of the Girards, 
and of Edward Porey; then of 
cess as a ghostess, and 

would almose lnugh, 
But from every subjece: her miad would 

turn again and agalir 10 one 
repea ed itscli 

“Did 

her suc- 

At this she 

ques. ion, 
uatil it took that the 

form of a gob.i2 and danced tarougen 
ner dreams, wlhen gf last she slept, 

whisperlng over and over ;— 
““Wauat is 1Dothat Cora Arthur carries 
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in a bclt about nor 

what isic?”’ 
For the girl had made a strange dis- 

covery while Cora was sitting beside 

Miss Arthur's bed, clad oily in night's 
scanty drapery. 

Walsl? wuab 1s itr 

CHAPTER XXV.—-S0OME 

WAITINO 

DAYS OF 

Doctor Vaughan had written that 

could find his way with case to 

Hagar's cottage, and he did. 
Swinging himself down upon the 

dark end of the platform, when the 

evening train puffed into Bellair village, 

he crossed the track, and walked rapid- 
ly along the path that led in the direction 

of the cottage. He strody on until the 

light from tie cottage window gleamed 

out upon the night, and his way led over 

the field. ilalf way between the stile 

and the cottage a fern, evidently that of 
a woman, app2ared before him, and 
coming in his direcrion. 
The figure came nearer, and a voice, 

that was certainly not Madeline's, 
said: ‘‘Is the gentleman goionz to old 
Hagar's cottage?” 

‘““Ara you Hagar?’ repliel Clarence, 

Yankee fashion. 

“Iam Higar; and you are?” 

“Doctor Vaughan,” 
‘““Then pass on, sir; 

is there.” 
And the old woman waved her hsaad 

toward the light and hobbled on. 

Clarence stared after her for a mo- 

ment; but the darkness had devoured 

her, and he resumed his way toward che 

he 

Nurse 

the ono vou seck 

cottage. 
Ia hastening to me2t a friond we 

naturally have, in our miud, a pic | 
ture. Our friend will oak so, or go. 
Thus with Clarence: Vaughan, Expect 
ing to meet a pair of deep, sd, leau- 

tiful eyes, lifted to his own: to lehold 

a fair forobead shadowet by soft, shia- 

ing curls; jaig: of Clarsney's sarp-i oe 
‘When the opened dye reveiled to sia a 
small being of no shape in particular; a 
very black head of hair, surmonated by 
an ugly maid's can; and a p.ir of ua- 
earthly, s:arinz Llu: gl sses, 

Madcline hal enozen to appear ‘‘in 
character’ as this inter iw, She ia- 
tended to keep her owa persontlity on 
of sight, and she felt that she neeled 

the aid and coreralment that her dis- 
guise would afford, She woull give 

Claire's schamo: ny van az coal. 

(To Le continued.) 

SUMMER MILLINERY 

THE BOUQUET. 
Having disposed of my Spring Stock, I am now 

prepared to -ell, at the very lowest prices, a « choice 
variety of Suminer Millinery, coasisting of Trimmed 
and Untrimmed Has, Bonnets, exquisite Millinery, 
Novelties, Ribbons, Flowers, Feathers ete, 

In addition to the ab ve I keep on hand Ladies’ 
Wrappers and underwear, an elegaut line of white 
and colored Blouses, Corsets Gloves, Hosiery 
Infants’ Robes, Hoods, Jackets. Sunshades and 
Fancy goods to suit the most fastidions taste, 

I would cordially invite the ladies of Chatham 
and vicinity to come and inspect the above before 
purchasing elsewhere, 

JOSIE NOONAN, 

TOI 

THE MEDICAL HALL. 
BATH GLOVES 

AND MITS. 
SPONGES 

a beautiful line of 

LET SOAPS 
five cents to one dollar per cake 

JUST ARRIVED 
AT 

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

May 18, 1896. 

TINSMITH WORK. 
The subscriber begs to informe his friends aud 

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

Tinsmith and Iron Worker 
the W. T. 

from 

in the shop opposite Harris store, 
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. 

v 

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 

terns, which are as good as the best, 

ORS. G. J. & H. SPROUL 
SURGEON DENTISTS. 

Teeth extracted without pain by 
Nitrous Oxide Gas or other Anwesthztics, 

Artificial Teeth set in Gold. Rubber & Celluloid 

the use 

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

gaaranteed in every respect 

Office in Chatham, BexsoN Brock. Telephone 
No 53. 

In Newcastle opposite Square, over J. G. 
KxTHro’s Barber shop, Telephone No 6. 

THE LONDON GUARANTEE 
ANN D 

ACCIDENT CO. 
The only British Co. in Canada issuing 

Gusrantce Bonds and Acc:dent Policies. 

Accident Insurance at lowest rates. Protect your 
life and your time by taking a policy in THE 
LONDON. 

FRANCIS A. GILLISPIE. 
AGENT Noonan Block, Chatnam, 

ASK FOR 

MONARCH 
oteel Wire Nails, 

THEY NEVER LET GO, 

AND TAKE NO OTHERS. - 
Orders filled at Factory Price, 

lots of 10 kegs and upwards at one 
and a Freight Allowance made on 
shipment, 

KERR & ROBERTSON, 
SAINT JOHN, N. B. 

N. B.— I~ Stock ANp I'o ArrIVE 100 DozeN K. & R. AXEs. 

Histablished 1866. 
Dunlap Bros. & Co, 

AMHERST, N. S. 

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

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

DUNLAP ¢cO0KE & CO. 

MERCHANT TAILORS, 
— AN D— 

GENTLEMIN'S OUTFITTERS 

AMHERST. 

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

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

All 
Their cutters and staff of workmen employed are the best obtainabla, and the clothing from 

inspection of the samples will convince you that 

J.D. CREAGHAN'S 
GREAT 

MIDSUMMER SALE. 
17890 YARDS—Prints 

Goods and Zephyrs. 
Nainsooks, Cambries Dress and Blouse 

A PERFECT BREEZE of rich cool fluffy materials for the warm 
weather. Dont make a mistake and pay 15e. to 20c. per yard else- 
where for these fine prints Cambries and 42 inch Nainsooks ; our price 
is only 12¢. per yd. Test them—--compare them. 
Dont forget that all these beautiful printed Cambrics and Percales, 

light and dark grounds, are reduced from 15¢. t» 10e. per yd. 
Plain White and Checked Muslins 12¢. now only Se, 
All our rich assortments of Prints and Zephyrs sold everywhere for 

12¢., our price only 9e, 
Those beautiful French and Scotch Zephyrs—plain, striped and 

checked, reduced from 15e, to 10e, 
Yard Wide Grey Cotton only 3e. 
A few bales left of that heavy Se. 

per yard. 
yd wide Sheeting now only 5}. 

Parks’ Cotton Warps reduced from 95¢. to 65¢. per bundle. 
Ladies’ Hosiery, Gioves, Blouses and underwear. 
Men's Clothing, Furnishings and underwear. 
Carpets, Lineoleums and Household Drapery. 
Everything cut and hacked in price as the season is wearing away. 

J. D. CREAGHAN, 
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL, CHATHAM AND NEWOASTLE' 

FANCY AND STAPLE GROCERY COMPLETE. edb Py diss 
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, Hering, Codfish, Molasses, Sugars. Oils, Tobacco, Ete Ete 
CHEAPEST 

Don’t forget the PIANO) 
STORE 
each dollar purchase, one ticket. 

IN TOWN, 

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

one ticket. 
dollar's warth you buy you receive 

MERRY X'MAS AND HAPPY NEW YEAR TO ALL, 

W T HARRIS. 

LES FOUNDRY AND MACHINE WORKS. 
RITCHIE WHARF, CHATHAM. N. B. 

Successors to Gillespie Foundry. 
Established 1852, 

noted throughout the country. 
All work personally supervised. 

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

Engines, Boiler repairing. 

Satisfaction guaranteed. 
Send for estimates before ordering elsewhere. 
Mill Supplies, Fittings, Pipe, ete. in stock and to order. 

JAS G. MILLER. 

Miramichi Advance, 
CHATHAM. N. B. 

THE LEADING 
NORTH SHORE 
NEWSPAPER. 

+ 
PRINTED 

EVERY WEDNESDAY 
EVENING. 

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

AT LOW 

JOB PRINTING 
PRICES AND THE SHORTEST NOTICE 

RAILWAY BILLS, 

FISH INVOICES, 

MAGISTRATES’ BLANKS, 

MORTGAGES & DEEDS, 

BILLS OF SALE 

SCHOOL DISTRICT SECRETBRYS BILLS FOR RATEPAYERS, 
TEACHERS’ AGREEMENTS WITH TRUSTEES,— 

DISTRICT ASSESSMENT LISTS. 

ALWAYS ON HAND :— 

CUSTOM HOUSE FORMS, 

BILLS OF EXCHANGE, 

NOTES OF HAND, 

JOINT NOTES, 

DRAFTS, 

R
e
 ly running 

the Province. 

both 

THREE MACHINE PRESSES 
and other requisite plant constant- 

quipment equal to 
that of any Job-Printing o ce in 

The only Job-Printing office out- 
side of St. John that was awarded 

- MEDAL AND DIPLOMA 
— AT THERE — 

DOMINION AND CENTENNIAL EXHIBITION 
AT ST JOHN IN i883 

Orders by Mail promptly filled & Satisfaction Guaranteed. 

wearers. 

liable to become scratched. 

every respect. 

The long evenings are here and 

Chatham N. B, Sept. 24, 1895. 

The undermentioned advantages are claimed for 
spectacles. 
Ist—That from the peculiar 

and PRESERVE the sight, rendering frequent changes uunecessary, 
2nd—That they confer a brilliancy and distinctness 

an amount of EASE and COMFORT not hitherto enjoyed 

3rd—That the material from which the Lenses are ground 
factnred especially for optic purposes, 
smproved patent method, and is PURE, HARD AND BRILLIANT and not 

MacKenzie’s 

construction of the glasses they Assist 

of vision, with 
by spectacle 

is manu- 
by Dr. CHARLES Barpou’s 

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

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

J.D. B. F. MACKENZIE. 

The Chatham 

Incorporation Act. 

For Sale at : 

25 CENTS. 

SPRING 
BUSINESS __ 

Is Now Beginning | 

COME EARLY AND AVOID THE RUSH! 
— 

Now is the time to order your printed 

Send your orders to 

THE ADVANGE OFFICE 
FOR YOUR — 

LETTER HEADS, 
NOTE HEADS, 

BILL HEADS, 
CARDS, 

RAILWAY RECEIPTS, 
SHIPPING RECEIPTS, 

ENVELOPES, 
TAGS, ETC. 

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

THE LEADING JOB - PRINTING OFFICE. 

D G.SMITH; Chatham 

“ADVANGE OFFICE 

forms for Spring and Summer business. | 

|OUR WATCH-REPAIRING 
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IF YOU ARE HUNTING 
for elegant novelties in jewelry and an all round display of watches, clocks and silverware, you can 
find itin our stock. Hereisa tantalizing beautiful array of sparklers flashing rays, that when seen 
raise a desire to possess them The trade eclock 
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 galden shower of temptations including 15 year filled Waltham Watch for $15.00 ete You'll 
always be right on time with one of our 8 day 
clocks or 8 Waltham watches that are marvels of 
accurate timekeeping. We have, a full line of the 
latest, jewelry. Call and Qe for yourselves. 

DPARTMENT Ss 
is first class in ali respects, All 

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

Guaranteed to Give the best Satisfaction. 

W. R. GOULD. 
Chatham Oct, 8. 
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WOVEN WIRE FENCING 
WIRE ROPE SELVAGE. 
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& ONTARIO WIRE FENCING CO., LTa, 
- Ficlon, Qutaria 


