
"John Arthur’s Ward ; 
OR THE DETECTIVE'S DAUGHTER. 

Continued from 1st page. 

“Cora sees that all is lost. But she re- 
calls the promises of safety given her by 
Madeline, and nerves herself for a last 
attempt at cool insolence. Her quick wit 
have taken in the situation. Now she 
understands why Madeline has led Dav- 
lin on, and why her hatred of him is so 
intense. Now she knows the meaning 
of the words that last night seemed so 
mysterious: ‘“‘Lucian Davlin is my lover, 
but I am his bitterest foe.”” Now, as she 
steps forward, the hate she feels shinin« 
in her eyes, and with a growing air of 
reckless bravado as she glances at hin, 
Cora, too, is Lucian Davlin’s bitter foc. 
“Cora!” The name comes from the 

lips of John Arthur, almost in a cry. 
“Tell us what you know of this man,” 

Madeline says, pointing to Edward 
Percy; ‘““and be brief.” 
“Miss Arthur,” she says, with a mali- 

cious gleam in her eyes, ‘‘this will inter- 
est you. I knew that man ten years ago. 
I was making my first venture out in the 
world, and it was a very bad one. I fell 
in love with his pretty face, and married 
him. Before long I discovered that mat- 
rimony was a mania of Mr. Peroy’s—hy- 
the-by, he sailed under another name 
then. I found that he had another wife 
living; a woman he had married for her 
money.: Well, being sensitive, I took 
offense, and after a little, I ran away 
from him, carrying with me the certifi- 
cates of his two marriages, which I had 
taken some pains to get possession of. 
After that—"’ 
Cora pauses suddenly and glances to- 

ward Madeline. 

‘‘After that you went to Europe. You 
may pass over the foreign tour, and take 
up the story five years later,” subjoins 
Madeline, coldly. 

‘““After that, I went to Europe,’ echoes 
Cora. ‘“‘And five years later found me in 
Gotham.”’ 

‘“Be explicit now, please: 
sions,”” commands Madeline. 
“Five years ago, then,’”’ resumes Cora, 

‘““that gentleman there,”” motioning to 
Davlin, but never turning her face to- 
ward him, ‘‘came to me one day with 
the information that my dear husband 
was a rich man, thanks to some deceased 
old relative, and that his other wife was 
dead. For some reason this other mar- 
riage had been kept very secret, and my 
friend there argued that in case anything 
happened to Percy, I might come in as 
his widow, and claim his fortune. Well, 
Mr. Percy did not die, more’s the 
pity. Instead of that he lived and 
squandered his money in less 
than three years. He was hurt somehow 
and a certaln Mr. Philip Girard was 

falsely accused and convicted for at- 
tempted murder.’’ 
“Who was the real assassin?” 

Madeline, sternly. 
“Lueciz Davlin,”’ emphatically. 
Madeline turns swiftly to» Percy. ‘‘ Mr. 

Percy, explain, if you wish to lighten 
your own burden, by what means did 
that man persuade you to let him go 
free?’ 
‘‘By—threatening me with an action 

for—"" 
“Bigamy!"" finished Cora. 
“I am letting these people hear you 

tell these things because I want that 
man, ’’—pointing to John Arthur, who 
had long since collapsed into a big chair 
—*“¢o hear all this from your own lips,”’ 
says Madeline. 
Turning again to Cora she says— 
“Lucian Davlin made use of the papers 

—the ce tificates you had stolen from 
Edward I er:y—to intimidate that gentle- 
man, and secure himself from danger. 
Am I correct?’ 

“Yes,’’ replies Cora, casting a malign- 
ant glance from one to the other of the 
accused men. : 
“Very good. Now we will pass on four 

or more years. You were in some little 
trouble last June, Mrs. Arthur. Explién 
how you came to Bellair.”’ 
“How?” 

“Yes, for what purpose. And at whose 
instigation.’’ 
Cora hesitated and Davlin moved un- 

easily. 
“Don’t think that you will damage 

your cause by making a full stateme~t"’ 
suggested Miss Payne meani:nsly. 
Answer my questions please.’’ 
Again Cora glances at Dav’in. Then 

turning toward Madeliune sie assumes 
an air of defiant recklessness, and answers 
the questions promptly. ‘I came at 
Lucian Davlin’s suggestion, and because 
he had induced me to think that I could 
easily become—what I am.”’ 
“And that is—"’ 
“Mrs. Arthur of Oakley!” with a 

mocking laugh. 
The old man in the chair utters a loud 

groan, but no one heeds him. All eyes 
are fixed upon Madeline and Cora. 

‘““You plotted to become John Arthur's 
wife?’ pursues Madeline relentlessly. 

‘“ Yes. ”" 

‘“ And—his widow?’ 
No reply. 
““You planned to keep him a prisoner?” 
‘ Yes. » 

‘““‘And Lucian Davlin, your pretended 
brother, was your accomplice?’ 
“Yes.” 
Madeltne turns swiftly towards her 

step-father, as she does so moving nearer 
toward Edward Percy, 

‘““John Arthur are you satisfied?’’ she 
asks sternly. ‘‘Shall the knowledge of 
your disgrace go beyond this room? Do 
vou choose to remain here and be pointed 
at by every boor in Oakley, as the man 
who married an adventuress, a gambler’s 
accomplice? or will you accept my 
terms?’’ 

John Arthur lifts his head, then stag- 
gers to his feet. “Curse you!” he cries. 
‘“Curse you all! What proof have I that 
these people will respect my feelings?" 
“You have my word,’’ replies the girl, 

no omis- 

asked 

coolly. ‘“These gentlemen of the Secret . 
Service are not given to gossip. Mr. 
Davlin will have but little opportunity 
for circulating scandal where he is going. 
Mr. Percy and your wife will hardly re- 
main in the neighborhood long enough 
to injure you here unless by your own 
choice. Your sister will scarcely betray 
Yyou,and the rest are my friends. Choose!” 

Pallid with rage and shame, the old 
man turned toward Cora. 
“You she-devil!”’ he screams, ‘‘this is 

your work—"’ ; 
‘Ne,”” interposes Madeline calmly, ‘ig 

is your work, John Arthur! What you 
have sown you are reaping, Will you 
have all your guilyy past, your shameful 
present made known? Or will you leave 
my mother’s home and mine and cease 
to usurp my rights? Choose!’ 
Every eye is turned upon the old man 

and his questioner. Every ear is intently 
listening for his answer. 
Every ear, do we say? No; one man is 

only feigning rapt attention; one mind is 
turning over wicked possibilities, while 
the others await, with different degrees 
of eagerness or curiosity John Arthur's 
answer, 

‘Needs must when the devil drives,’ 
says the baffled old man turning toward 

- the door. “‘I will go,and I leave my curse 
behind me!’ 
This is the moment which Lucian 

Davlin has watched. While all eyes are 
turned toward John Arthur he bends 
suddenly forward. He has wrenched the 
pistol from one of his guardians, and the 
weapon is aimed at Madeline's heart! 

Instantaneously there is a quick, 
panther-like spring, and Claire Keith's 
little hand strikes the arm that directs 
the deadly weapon. There is a sharp re- 
port but the direction of the bullet is 
changed. 

Madeline Payne stands erect and 
startled while Edward Percy falls to the 
floor, the blood gushing from a wound 
in his breast. In another instant, 
Lucian Davlin lies prostrate, felled by a 
blow from one detective, while the other 
bends over him and savagely adjusts a 
pair of manacles, 
The others even to Cora group them- 

selves about the wounded man. Dr. Vaugh- 
an kneels beside him a moment, then 
he lifts his eyes to meet those of Made- 
line. 

“It is a death wound,’ he says, 
‘““Prepare a couch in the next room 

directly. He must not be carried up- 
stairs.’”’ 

When this order had been obeyed, and 
the injured man had been removed, Made- 
line returns to the drawing-room unten- 
anted now save by the officers and their 
prisoner. They are waiting there until 
the midnight train shall be due, and the 
time approaches. Moving quite near to 
the now silent, sullen villian, the girl 
surveys him with absolute loathing. 
“The goddess you worship has deserted 

you, Lucian Davlin,’’ she says slowly. 
“It was not in the book of chance that 
you should triumph over or outwit me, 
The bullet you designed for me has com- 

the work you began five years 
ago. Go, to live a convict, or die on te 
goaflold, 20d when. you think uvon tla", 
en PEN © — 
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failure of your villainous schemes, re- 
member that this retribution has been 
wrought by a woman's hand! Officers, 
take him away!” 

CHAPTER XLIX. 

AS THE FOOL DIETH. 

Edward Percy is dying—was dying 
when they lifted him from the drawing- 
room carpet and gently laid him on the 
conch hastily prepared by Hagar and the 
frightened servants. They have watched 
beside him through the night and now in 
the gray of the morning Clarence 
Vaughan still keeps his vigil 
The wounded man moves feebly, and 

turns his fast dimming eyes toward the 
‘fratcher “1 thought—I saw—some one,” 

he says, brokenly ‘“when—I fall Who-— 
was—the lady?" 
His voice dies away as Clarence bend- 

ing over him answers gently ‘‘ You mean 
the lady that stood near the door whose 
face wis turned away?’ 
“Yes” in a whisper; ‘was it—my— 

wife?” 
Clarence trns toward the window 

where Mrs Ru. ton sits out of view of 
the sick man 
She moves forward a little “Tell him" 

she says in a low voice 
Edward Percy is a dying man but his 

mind was never clearer He perfectly com- 
prehends the explanations made by 
Clarence He had recognized the face of 
his wife when he lay bleeding at her feet 
He closes his eyes and is silent for some 
moments. Then he asks in that dying 
half-whisper the only tone he ever will 
use ‘You think—I—will—die?"’ 
“You cannot live’ replies Clarence 

gravely 
Again the wounded man shuts his eyes 

and thinks; then ‘‘How long—will I— 

last?’ he questions. 
“I can keep you alive twenty-four 

hours—not longer’’ says Clarence after a 
pause. 
“Then—I must talk now.” 
Mrs. Ralston moves forward and he 

looks at her long and attentively Then 
with a turn of his olden coolness ‘‘You 
grew tired of me’’ he said 

‘““Yes'’ she replies in a low sad voice 
“I grew tired of you; very tired But 
don’t talk of those days now. You are 
too near the end; think of that’’ 
“I do’’ he said slowly. “But I can’t 

alter the past—and—I don’t know—about 
the future. I want—to see a—notary’’ 
“Don’t you want to see a clergvman?”’ 
“““What for? If I am dying—it's of no 

use to play hypocrite—I don’t believe in 
—your clergyman I admit that—I 
wronged—you’’ he continues gazing at 
Mrs Ralston ‘‘and I deceived Miss Keith. 
If you two—can forgive me—I will take 
my chances—for the rest’’ 
Mrs Ralston hends above him with a 

face full of pity, but in which there is 
no love “I forgive you Edward; and so 
will Claire, fuily But you did her very 
litle harm She was not long deceived 
Do you want to see her?’ 
“Yes; and—don’t let Alice—Cora, you 

call her—come near me’ 
Night comes. on and the end is very 

near. Over the dying face flits a malign- 
ant shadow and he makes a last effort to 
speak. Again the watchers bend nearer 
“I hope—they will—hang Davlin,”’ he 

breathes feebly 
The two listeners recoil with horror at 

the sound of the vindictive wish from 
dying lips 
These are the last words of Edward 

Percy Slowly go the minutes and deeper 
grow the shadows Again Clarence Vaugh- 
an bends above the couch and then he 
says ‘‘Your vigil is ended, Mrs Ralston 
He is dead” 

That night while the house is hushed 
to a quiet one portion of the household 
asleep the other keeping the death-watch, 
Cora again tries to escape from Oakley 
But this time Strong is not to be caught 
napping, and the vanquished adventuress 
resigns herself to her fate 
Two days more, and then Edward 

Percy is buried, according to his request, 
‘““1ike a gentleman’’ 
And John Arthur and Cora remain, 

and ‘‘keep up appearances’’ to the last 
Dr Le Guise, or the Professor, has 

stayed too, for appearance sake But the 
day afte: they have buried Edward Percy 
he go's and very gladly, back to the city 
Mn: leline keeps her promise; he goes free, 
1d none save the few ever know that 
Dr Le Guise is an imposter 
At the same time John Arthur turns 

his back upon Oakley forever ‘‘Appear- 
ances’ are observed to the last He goes, 
tenderly attended by the Professor by 
Cora and by his sister Goes much 
muffled and enacting the role of invalid 
They are taking the sick man S>uth; 

this is what the villagers think 
But when the train reaches the city 

this select party disbands John Arthur 
becomes active once more and with his 
sister hurries away in the nearest cab 
while the Professor and Cora separate by 
mutual consent 
And here we leave them—all but Cora 
She has escaped Scylla only to fall 

upon Charybdis As she hurries along 
through familiar streets her plans are laid 
She will go to Lucian Davlin’s rooms; 
nobody will be there to dispute her pos- 
session for a day or two to come and she 
has possessed herself of the keys left be- 
hind as useless by their outlawed owner 
When she ascends the steps some one 

who is lounging past the premises looks’ 
at her narrowly As she disappears behind 
the swinging outer door this lounger 
becomes wonderfully alert and hastens 
away as if he had just discovered his mis- 
sion 

Two hours later as Cora descends the 
stairs and emerges into the street the 
vision of a monkey-faced old man appears 
before her And while another lays a 
firm detaining hand upon her arm the 
old man fairly dancing with glee cries 
out— 

‘“Ah ha! here you are my pretty sharper 
I didn’t have these premises watched for 
nothing did I? Now I have got you 
Bring her along officer bring her along 
She won't dodge us this time’ 
And Cora is hurried into a cab, closely 

followed by old Verage, who chatters his 
doubtful consolation, and laughs his 
eldrich laughter, and finally consigns 
her to prison to answer to a charge of 
swindling. 

CHAPTER 1, 

*‘ASD THEN OOMES REST.”’ 

At last Qakley is rid of its intriguants, 
its plotters and imposters 
And Madeline and Claire sit alone in 

the chamber of the former, talking of 
the strange events that have so lately 
transpired—of Philip Girard’s vindica- 
tion, of Lucian Davlin’s punishment, of 
Edward Percy's death. 

It is the day following that of the 
burial, and Mrs. Ralston is lying asleep 
in her own room, with qld Hagar in 
near attendance. 
“Poor Mrs. Ralston,” says Claire, 

softer a long pause in their converse, 
*“She is thoroughly worn out, and yet, 
weary as she was, she must have talked 
with you for hours, Madeline, after we 
came back from the grave.’ 

Over Madeline's face flits an odd, half 
sad smile, as she replies, dreamily: — 

“Yes, we talked a long time, dear; 
Mrs. Ralston was then in the mood for 
talking. Can’t you understand how one 
may be nervously active, may be at just 
that stage of bodily weariness when the 
mind is intensely allve? The excitement 
of all she had lately undergone was still 
Lp 'n her, and the mind could not resign 
its If to rest while anything remained un- 
settled or under a cloud.” 

*“Oh, I can undersatnd how that may 
be.”” Then after a pause, ‘‘so something 
remained to be settled?’ 
“Yes.” 

“¢ And between you, you disposed of the 
difficulty’ 

‘“ Yes. ” 

Another silence. Then Madeline turns 
to look at her companion. 
“Why don’t you ask me what the 

difficulty was?” 
No answer. 
“But you want to know?” 
Claire laughs nervously. 
“And I want to tell you,” pursues 

Madeline. ‘‘ First we talked of ourselves. 

“Oh” ejaculates Claire, looking im- 

mensely relieved. 

“Yes, we talked of ourselves first; and 
we have become great friends.” : 
“Of course’ cries Miss Enthusiasm; “I 

knew you would.” 
“We have decided to give our new 

friendship a severe test.’ 

“How?’ asks Claire, forgetting her 
caution. 
“By visiting Europe in each other's 

society. 
Claire springs up excitedly. ‘‘ Madeline 

Payne, you dont mean it! You can’t! 
You shall not; there! Europe indeed. 
Youare crazy! I won't hear of it!" stamp- 
ing her foot emphatically. 

Madeline leans back in her chair and 
laughs; then suddenly becomes grave. 
“But 1 do mean it, Claire, my darl- 
Ec TRE 

ing,”’ she says softly. “Ant I'll t:11 you 
what elese I mean. Sit down here, close 
beside me and listen.” 

Instinctively Claire obeys 
“*Nog, then, continues Madeline, “yon 

know what an odd, uncultivat:d sort of 
a life mine has been, and you know that 
this little world of mine has nat been a 
very bright one. Well, ever since I eonld 
read and think, T have longed to sce 
Italy, and France, and England, and 
Germany, and the Holy Landi. My work 
is done here. There is nothing now to 
prevent my going—no duty to perform, 
no one to keep me here. I could not find 
a better friend and companion than Mrs. 
Ralston, and she js very anxious to go, 
and to take me with her. You are very » o 

dear to me, but no one needs me now 
more than she, nor so much. And, 
Claire, don’t make any mistakes ahout 
me. I am not going away sorrowfully, 
or with any heavy weight upon my 
spirits. PF am going to enjoy and make 
the most and best of the life and youth 
God has given me. I am going for 
change, and recreation, and rest. 1 have 
been acting the part of an avenger here, 
a stern, unforgiving Nemesis, but I 
would do over again all that T have done, 

if need be. IT am not half so grod as you. 
[ can submit with meeiness to injustice 
and wrong. Ishall fight my enemies if 1 
have more to fight, until the end of the 

chapter. And now I have a confession to 
make.’ 

Claire stirs uneasily. ““Don’t,”’ she 
says, deprecatingly: “I don't want to 
hear a confession.” 
“But I want to make one, and you 

must listen. First, however, let me tell 

you that during my talk with Mrs, 
Ralston, I heard about a certain inter- 
view, wherein a ridiculous young lady 
discarded the man she loved because she 
faniced she would wrong some one else if 
she admitted her love for him, and se- 
cepted his. Well—don't turn your face 
away—hat was foolish. But my blunder 
was a downright wicked ome. Yes, 
Claire, I will tell all the truth. Whaen 
vou and I stood together out under the 
trees, and talked of Clarence Vaughan; 
when you showed me the picture and 
told me the little pastoral about Edward 
Percy; I knew that Clarence Vaughan 
loved you—and I thought I loved, nay, I 
did love, him. 
“When I came down here and found so 

soon that Edward Percy was—so utterly 
unworthy, we will say, because he is 
dead, I felt at once that you must be un- 
deceived. 
“Then a great temptation came to 

me, and I said to myself, ‘When she be- 
comes disenchanted, and ceases to love 
this man, she will learn to value the 
other and more noble lover; she will 
learn to love him!’ 

‘“All night long, before I came to un- 
deceive you, and to warn Olive, I battled 
with a great temptation. And I yielded 
to it. Listen, Claire, while I tell you how 
base I was. 
“When I set out for the city in the 

morning, I said to myself: ‘Claire Keith 
is the soul of truth and honor. She is 
generous to a fault. If I let her see how 
much I care for Clarence Vaughan, I 
shall appeal to her pity and her honor, 
without the aid of words. She will never 
listen to his suit; she will try to advance 
my interest; she will become my ally.’ 
See dear how truly I judged you. 
“Well I came. I told you of Percy's 

baseness and when I saw how brave you 
were; how full of scorn for the dishonest 
man; how impossible it was for one so 
unworthy to drag you down or darken 
your life because of his baseness; I was 
filled with shame and remorse. I knew 
then that I was unworthy your friend- 
ship or of a good man’s love. 

‘‘ Standing In your presence humiliated 
by your pure nobility I repented and I 
resolved to give up all thoughts of 
Clarence Vaughan. I did give him up. 

‘“But Claire although I did not know 
it my very penitence must have commit- 
ted me and while I was renouncing my 
designs you were resolving to further 
them. In some manner I must have 
betrayed myself.’’ 
There is a moment's pause. Claire 

Keith's face is buried in her hands and 
Madeline bending toward her cries out 
remorsefully :— 

“Claire! Claire! Look up and believe 
me. As God hears me that is past and 
dead. See how I am humbling myself 
and do not doubt me.” 

Claire's head rears itself suddenly. She 
flings herself forward impetuously and 
casps her arms about her friend. 
“Madeline stop!”’ she cries brokenly; 

“I won't hear you slander yourself. 
Don’t I know you too well to doubt you! 
But I won't have a lover; I won't love 
any one but you.’ 
Again the laugh comes to Madeline's 

iips. 
‘Little Miss Impulse!’ she says tend 

erly. ‘‘But Sister Claire I am not done 
yet. I am going to put you on the peni- 
tent’s stool now. Just imagine yourself 
in my place for a little. Do you think I 
could have made this confession to you 
if my weakness were not a thing of the 
past? You know I never could. I am not 
ashamed to confess that I did love 
Clarence. But I should be more than 
ashamed under all the circumstances if 1 
could not say with truth that that love 
is a thing of the past. As my dearest 
friend my brother if you will I shall al- 
ways love him; but no more than that. I 
am not sorry that I have loved him for I 
am a better woman because of it. But I 
repeat it that love is a thing of the past. 
Claire do you not believe?’ 
They gaze into each other's eyes for a 

moment. Then Claire says: ‘‘I believe 
Madeline.’ 
A smile brightens the brown eyes now 

and their owner says: ‘‘Then don't you 
see that you have made a mistake—one 
that for my sake you must rectify?’ 

Claire begins to look rebellious. ‘“No I 
don’'t’”’ she cries blushing scarlet. ‘‘You 
wicked girl you have been getting me 
into a trap!” 

Madeline says very gravely :— 
“Claire I want you to trust me in this 

as you all have in other things. I want 
you to let me feel that I have not made 
the friends I love best unhappy. I shall 
leave you soon; if I have been your friend 
let me have my way in this one thing. 
If you don't all the rest will have been 
in vain. See my drama is ended; my 
enemies are punished. Now let me make 
my dear ones happy. Do you know John 
Arthnr has put a new thought in my 
head. ‘Confound you’ he growled it was 
his parting benediction ‘I might have 
known your father’s blood ruled you. I 
might have looked for cunning and in- 
trigue from that confounded Expert's 
Daughter.” It is true Claire; I am the 
daughter of an Expert a detective brave 
and shrewd. Hagar says that I am like 
my father and that I have inherited his 
talents. When I recall the knot we have 
just unravelled the war we have just 
waged 1 can think that my father's 
chosen calling may have become mine. 
If the world ever grows stale if I pine 
for change or excitement or absorbing 
occupation I can go to my father’s chief 
and say ‘I am the daughter of Lionel 
Payne the Expert and I have inherited a 
measure of my father's talents.” Do yon 
think he will trust his knotty cases to 
the Expert's Daughter?’ ‘I think he 
will if he is wise. But Madeline all this 
is folly. You will never leave us. Olive 
wants you; we all want you.”’ 
‘“And you will all have enough of me. 

But Claire do not ask me to stay now. It 
is better for me better for all that I go 
away. I must let old memories die out. 1 
want to forget old scenes. I want rest. 1 
need to school my wayward nature to 
teach my heart to beat calmly my soul to 
possess itself in peace. Claire I must go.” 

Just here, some one taps softly. It is a 
servant who holds in her hands a tele- 
gram from Oliye to Madeline, which 
runs thus:— 

All is well. Philip and I start for home 
to-night. Meet us there without fail, all 
of you OLIVE. 

They read it together, and then Claire 
bursts into tears—tears of joy and 
thankfulness. 

“Philip is free once more! Oh, Made- 
line, Madeline; and it was you who 
saved him; it was you!” 

Madeline pushes the message into her 
hand, saying: “If I have done such 
wonderful things, why do you refuse to 
obey me? Go, now, and take this good 
news to Clarence Vaughan. And mind 
you, don’t come back, for I am going to 
tell Mrs. Ralston.” 

Half laughing, half erying, Claire is 
compelled to go down to the library 
alone, Clarence Vaughan is there, pacing 
thoughtfully up and down, 

Claire enters softly, the paper ostenta- 
tiously displayed in her hand. But he 
lo#ks straight at the blushing, bashful, 
tear-stained face. Her eyes half glad, hait 
shy, wholly tell-tale, fall before his own. 
And the lover who has waited in pati 
ence for his opportunity, scizes it now 
and makes it a moment of victory. 

“I have brought you good news, Dr. 
Vaughan.” 

He comes straight toward her, 
imprisons both little hands, 

with the ‘‘news’’ they contain. 

“You have brought me yourself, then, 
and I have been lying in wait for this 
opportunity. Claire, shall you ever run 
away from me again?’ 

It is useless to rebel. His volce tells her 
that he knows too much, and that he 
will not be evaded any more. She gives 
him one glimpse of her face,and then she 
is clasped in his strong, loving arms, 
and from this safe haven, after a time, 
she tells her good news, struggling 
prettily to free herself from the loving 
imprisonment. 

“Philip is free, and is coming home." 
“Of course; why not, darling? There is 

no accusation against him now.” 
“Madeline is going away with Mrs, 

Ralston. Don’t you think she is too bad? 
Can't we make her stay?” 
A look of regretful sadness rests for a 

and 
together 

moment upon his eduntenance. Then he 
says, very tenderly: — 
“My little darling, Madeline has 

earned the right to her own perfect 

liberty. After the fierce schooling through 
which she has passed, believe me, there 
is nothing left for us to teach her. She 
has grown beyond us. Let her have her 
will, for she knows best what will give 
her the rest, the forgetfulness, the absorb- 
ing interest in other things, that her 
strong nature needs. Madeline has much 
to unlearn, much to forget; and she 
knows this. She is growing to under- 
stand her strorg, brave self, to value her 
strength. 

Claire draws herself gently from the 
restraining arm, and turns her blue eyes 
upon him. 

» ‘Madeline will never marry,’ she says 
softly, sadly. ‘‘You are right; she is 
above us, beyond us. God has made her 
sufficient unto herself.” 

It is dawn, gray dawn. 
Madeline Payne rises from a long un- 

troubled sleep, and flings wide her shut- 
ters. 
What is this that she sees? 
All below her an unbroken mantle of 

white; all about and above, the waving 
of snowy plumes, and floating, misty- 
white loveliness. 
Above, below, all about her, is silence 

and whiteness and peace. 
She sinks to her knees, and leaning 

out, absorbs into herself the restfulness, 
the peace, the white, pure glory of the 
dawn. 

‘It is a token,’”’ she murmurs, softly, 
“It is God's benediction on my new day, 
on my new life. It is the beginning of 
rest. There is nothing old in this fresh, 
white world. Let the snow mantle rest 
thus upon my past life Ah, how rich I 
am! How rich in friends; how swong in 
that I have been able to do some good, to 
make my beloved happy. Never let me 
repine at my fate. Iam rich, and strong, 
and free. This new, white, beautiful 
world is mine, when I wish to wander. 
My friends are mine, when I wish to 
rest, and find a home.” 
Up from the east shoots an arrow of 

gold, and a bar of roseate light. Higher 
vet, and the world is aglow with mystic, 
glittering loveliness. Diamonds sparkling 
everywhere; snow plumes waving; the 
earth’s white unbroken mantle gleaming 
and sparkling, and stretching away to 
meet the golden glow at the horizon’'s 
edge. 
Kneeling there, with her white hands 

clasped upon the window ledge, the 
glory of the morning falls over her like a 
benediction; lighting up the golden 
hair; pouring its radiance into the 
solemn brown eyes; kissing the pure 
pale cheeks; breathing peace, and rest, 
and hope into the iong-tried. but con- 
quering heart of the Expert's Daughter. 

THE END 
Re asad EE 

WE HAVE BREEN 

VERY BUSY 

This summer, and are therefore later than 

usual with our Annual Catalogue, Itis now 

ready, and it is a beauty, Your name and 

address on a postal card will bring you a copy 

of it and circulars of the Isaac Pitwan Short. 

hand by return mail, 

Students can enter 

at any time, 

ODD FELLOWS’ 

HALL. 

DANGER! 
A man came into our Store a few day ago 

and asked for a gallon of Spirits of Nitre. 
The price he was willing to pay, would 

not cover the cost of manufacture if it is 
properly made, so we lost the sale, 
Now the physician or nurse who uses this 

preparation expects it to have a good effect, 
but if it 1s cheapened by. the addition of 
water or any of its important ingredients 
omitted in its manufacture the health and 
frequently the life of the patient is en- 
dangered. 
This is one instance in which we lost a 

sale, just because we didn’t adultrate the 
medicine to suit the prices. 
We will lose a great many more sales, if 

we have to adultrate in order to sell, for we 
have resolved to do one thing and that is, 
sell the Purest Drugs, or none at all. 

Just try our medicines and you will be 
convinced that they are pure. 

HICKEY'S PHARMACY 
Next door to R. A. Murdoch. 

WATER ST. - CHATHAM,  B 

WANTED. 
A MAN: to sel! Canada grown Fruit and 

Ornamental Trees, Shrubs, Roses, Bulbs and Bul- 
bous Plants, Grape Vines, Small Fruits, Seed 
Potatoes, etc. We catalogue only the hardiest snd 
most popular varieties that succeed in the coldest 
climates. New season now commencing ; complete 
outfit free, salary and expenses paid from start for 
full time, or liberal commission for part time. 
Apply now, addressing nearest office, and get 

choice of territory, 

LUKE BROTHERS COMPANY, 
International Nurseries, 

Cnicago, 111, or MONTREAL, Que, 
12,31,96 

Gents’. Summer Underwear. 

Merrino Shirts and Drawers only 50cts, each 
‘ .“" 1] “ 65 “ 
‘“ “ “ “ 75 “ 

Natural Wool ~ ‘“ 1,00 2 
Fine Cashmere io AL 75 to 1,25 
Health Brand (finest made) 1,60 “2,00 
Balbriggan | Shes 7% 

Gents’. Summer Dusters. 

Coats and Vests 

and Tweed Outing Suits. 

Best Alpacca Coats and Vests. 

Bisquit-Col'd Corded Coats. 

The Latest Fancy Colored Summer Dusters, j only 83c, 

R. A. MURDOCH'S. 

C. WARMUNDE, 
EXPERIENCED WATCHMAKER 

has taken H. H. PALLEN’S STORE, and will open a Jewelery and Watch repairing establishment on 
or about the 

2414 INST. 
He is an experienced repairer of complicated watches 
such as repeaters chronographs, ete: 
C Warmunde Sr who has had a life-long experience 

at the trade in 

GERMANY, UNITED STATES & CANADA, 
late of Boston, Mass, brings with him all the modern machinery and tools and will give patrons 
entire satisfaction, Give us a trial and be convinced. 

Positively First-Class Work. 

C. WARMUNDE 
We will keep a fine line of 
silverware, spectacles ete., 
lowest prices, 

watches, clocks, jewelery 
new and latest styles at 

C. WARMUNDE 

Chatham, NB. 

Lime For Sale 

Apply to 

THE MARITIME SULPHITE FIBRE CO. LTD, 

Canadian Pacific 

Harvest Excursions 
—TO— 

CANADIAN NORTH WEST 
Have been arranged to leave from points mm the 

Maritime Provinces on 

Railway. 

SEPT 1ST AND 15TH ONLY | 
and tickets will be good for return 

Within Sixty Days. 
The territory to which they will be sold is that 

lying west of Winnipeg to and including Calgary 
and Edmonton, and the rates are from $23.00 to 
$40,00 each, This will be a fine opportunity for 

The Great North West” 

to see the contry and select locations. 

“Home Seekers In 

CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY 
EXHIBITIONS ! 

Excursion tickets will be 

Sept. 1st to 8th 
GOOD FOR RETURN UNTIL 

Sept. 17th 1896 
On Account of the Toronto Exhibition ; 

AND ON 

Sept. 11th to 16th 
GOOD FOR RETURN UNTIL 

Sept. 25th 1896 
On Account of Montreal Exhibition, 
at greally reduced rates, These are 
opportunities of visiting th: Upper 
during the Exhibition season, 

excellent 
Provinces 

International §. S. Company. 

DAILY LINE. 
(EXCEPT SUNDAY) 

Commencing June 29th to Septembar 21st, Steamers 
of this Company will leave St, John : 

MONDAY, 2 p.m. For Eastport, Lubec, Port- 
land an1 Boston. 

TUESDAY, 6 p. m, For Boston direct. 

WEDNESDAY, 2 p. m. Fpr Eastport, Lubec and 
Boston. 

THURSDAY, 2 p.m. For Eastport, Lubec and 
Boston. 

FRIDAY, 2 p. m, For Eastport, Lvbee, Port- 
land and Boston, 

SATURDAY, 2 p.m. For Eastport, Lube and 
Boston, 

&& Through Tickets on sale at all Railway Sta- 
tions, and Baggage checked through. 

Call on or address your nearest Ticket Agent or, 

C, E. LAECHLER, Aaex~T, 
St, John, N. B 

THE MEDICAL HALL. 
BATH GLOVES 

AND WMITS. 
S PONG ES 

a beautiful line of 

TOILET SOAPS 
from five cents to one dollar per cake 

JUST ARRIVED 
—— AT—— 

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

May 18, 1896. 

EE ——— eee. eee ee. eee 

TINSMITH WORK. 
The subscriber begs to infor his friends and 

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

Tinsmith and Iron Worker 
in the shop opposite tha W. T. 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 put in 
for elsewhere, 
General repairs, as well as new work promptly 

executed, 
JOHN DUFF. 

FOR SALE. 
Those two commodicus dwelling houses pleasantly 

situated on the west side of Cunard Street in the 
town of Chatham, 
Arseneau and J. McCallum, 

now occupied by J. C. T. 

For terms and particulars apply to 

TWEEDIE & BENNETT, 
Chatham, 27th July, 1894, 

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

Teeth extracted witheut pain by the use 
Nitrous Oxide Gas or other An®sthztics, 

Artificial Teeth set in Gold Rubber & Celluloid 
Special attention given to the preservation and 
regulating of the natural teeth 
Also Crown and Bridge 

guaranteed in every respect 

Office in Chatham, BENSON 
No 53. 

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

work All work 

Brock. Telephone 

THE LONDON GUARANTEE 

ACCIDENT CO. 
The only British Co. in Canada issuing 

Guarantee Bonds and Accident Policies. 

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

FRANCIS A. GILLISPIE 
AGRNT. 

ASK FOR 

MONARCH 
Steel Wire Nails, 

THEY NEVER LET GO, 

AND TAKE NO OT ERS. 
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 To ARRIVE 100 DozEN K. & R. AXEs. 

Hstablished 1866. 
Dunlap Bros. & Co., 

AMHERST, N. S. 

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

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

DUNLAP ¢O0KE & CO. 

MERCHANT TAILORS, 
Ci tie 

GENTLEMEN'S OUTFITTERS 

AMHERST. 

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

fine trace. Their cutters and staff of workmen employed are the best obtainable, and the clothing from 
his establishment has a superior tone and finish. All inspection of the samples will convince, you that 
he prices are right, 

J.D. CREAGHAN'S 
GREAT 

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

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

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

light and dark grounds, are reduced from 15¢. to 10e. 
Plain White and Checked Muslins 12¢. now only 

per yd. 
3e. 

All our rich assortments of Prints and Zephyrs sold everywhere for 
12¢., our price only 9c. 
Those beautiful French and Scotch Zephyrs—plain, striped and 

checked, reduced from 15¢. to 10c. 
Yard Wide Grey Cotton only 3c. per yard. 
A few bales left of that heavy 8c. yd wide Sheeting now only 51. 
Parks’ Cotton Warps reduced from 95¢. to 65c¢. per bundle. 
Ladies’ Hosiery, Gloves, 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 NEWCASTLE" 

FANCY AND STAPLE GROCERY COMPLETE. 
)-( 

Turkeys, Geese, Ducks, and Chickens. 
Raisins, Currants, Candied Peels, 
Essences, Spices, Apples, Grapes. 
Figs, Nuts, Confectionery, Cigars Etc. Ete. 
Best Family Flour, Meals, Hay, Oats, feed of all kinds. 
Pork, Beef, Herring, Codfish, Molasses, Sugars. Oils, Tobaceo, Ete Ete 

CHEAPEST STORE IN TOWN, 

Don't forget the PIANO—each dollar purchase, one ticket. 
Ready-Made Clothing, Dry Goods, Caps, Robes, Horse-Rugs, 
Boots and Shoes, Overshoes, Rubbers, Moccasins, Ete, Ete, 
At the greatest bargains ever were known. 
DONT FORGET the piano; each dollar's worth you buy you receive 

one ticket. 

MERRY X’'MAS AND HAPPY NEW YEAR TO ALL, 

pa a 

W T HARRIS. 

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

Successors to Gillespie Foundry. 

Established 1852. 

noted thronghout the country. 
All work |rersonally supervised. 
Send for estimates before ordering elsewhere. 
Mill Supplies, Fittings, Pipe, ete. in stock and to order. 

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

Satisfaction guaranteed. 

JAS. G. MILLER. 

Miramichi Advance, 
CHATHAM. N. B. 

THE LEADING 
NORTH SHORE 
NEWSPAPER. 

A 

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 

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, 

the Province. 

both 

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

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

MEDAL AND DIPLOMA 
— AT THRE — 

DOMINION AND CENTENNIAL EXHIBITION 
AT ST JOHN IN 1883 

Orders by Mail promptly filled & Satisfaction Guaranteed- 

spectacles. 

and PRESERVE the sight, rendering 
2nd—That they confer 

wearers. 

liable to become scratched. 

every respect. 

Chatham N. B., Sept. 24, 1895. 

The undermentioned advantages are 

1st—That from the peculiar construction of 

3rd—That the material from which the L 
factnred especially for optic purposes, 
improved patent mathod, and is PURE, HARD AND BRILLIANT and not 

The long evenings are here and you will want a pair of 
so come to the Medical Hall and be properly fitted or no charge. 

“uy. 
7 _— ~ - 

{ Al 1) 7 > 2 ~ 

claimed for MacKeazie’s 

the glasses theyjassist 
ing frequent changes uunecessary. 

a brilliancy and distinctness of vision, with an amount * of EASE and COMFORT not hitherto enjoyed by spectacle 

enses are ground is mamu- 
by Dr. CHARLES BARrDOU’S 

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

goxd glass 

J.D. B. F. MACKENZIE. 

The Chatham 

Incorporation * Act. 

For Sale at 

25 CENTS. 

SPRING 
BUSINESS ___ 

Is Now Beginning | 

Now is the time to order your printed 
forms for Spring and Summer business. 
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; CHatnam. 

" ADVANCE OFFICE 

B
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~ |OUR WATCH-REPAIRING 
COME EARLY AND AVOID THE RUSH! | 

IF YOU ARE HUNTING: 
for elegant novelties in jewelry and an all round display of watches, clocks and silverw 
find it in our stock. 
array of sparklers flashing rays, that when seen: raise a desire to possess them 
indicates that the buyer’s hour has come, and our store shows that buyers are no 
timely hint. 
a golden shower of temptations includin 1 ear filled Waltham Agd®. 
always be richt on time with one of our 8 day’ clocks or $8 Waltham watches that are marvels of 
accurate timekeeping. 
latest jewelry. Call and see for yourse) ves. 

: are, you can 
Here is a tantalizing beautiful 

The trade clock 

t neglecting the: 
Come to us for a dazzling display,. 

Watch for £15.00 ete. You'll 

We bave, a full line of the 

» 

DPARTMENT 
Is frst class in all respects, All 

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

Guaranteed to Give the best Satisfaction. 

W. R. GOULD. 
Chatham Oct, 3, 

a a — 

WOVEN WIRE FENCING 
WIRE ROPE SELVAGE- 

- 

£ ONTARIO WIRE FENCING CO,, LTo, 
- &icton, Ontario,


