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It was wonderful how these two under- 
stood each other. She knew that he had 
for her a plan fully matured, and wast- 
ing no time in needless qustionings, 
waited to hear the gist of the whole mat- 
ter, assured from past experience that he 
would suggest nothing that would be an 
undertaking unworthy of her talent, and 
he knew that she would weigh his sug- 
gestions while they were being made,and 
be ready with her decision at the close. 
Long had they plotted and prospered 

together, these two Bohemians of most 
malevolent type; and successfully and 
oft played into each other's hands. 
Never yet had the good fortune of the one 
been devoid of profit to the other; know- 
ing this, each felt safe in accepting, un- 
questioned, the suggestions of the other; 
and because of this, she felt assured now 
that, in this present scheme, there was 
something to be gained for him as wall 
as herself. 
When the looker-on wonders idly at the 

strength of ties such as those which 
bound together these two, and the length 
of their duration, he has never considered 
their nature—the similarlity of tastes, 
similarity of pursuits, and the crowning 
act of the mutual benefit derived from 
uch association. 
Find a man who lives by successful 

ipulations of the hand-book of 
chance, and who bows to the deity of 
three aces; who finds victimsein fortifi- 
ed places, and whose most hazardous 
scheme is surest of success; who walks 
abroad the admired of his contempora- 
ries, who envy him his position as fcr- 
tune’s favorite in proportion as they ply 
their own similar trade near the foot of 
the ladder of chance, who shows to men 
the dress and manner of a gentleman, and 
to the angels the heart of a flend--and 
you will find that man aided and abetted, 
upheld and applauded by a woman, his 
fitting companion by nature or educa- 
tion. She is unscrupulous as he, daring 
as he, finding him victims that his arm 
could not reach; plying the finer branch 
of a dangerous but profitable trade; shar- 
ing his prosperity, rescuing from advers- 
ity; valued because necessary, and, 
knowing her value, fearing no rival. 
Cora was beautiful in Davlin’s eyes, 

and secure in his affections, because she 
was valuable, even necessary, to him. 
He cared for her because in so doing he 
was caring for himself, and placing any 
‘‘card”’ in her hands was only the surest 
means of enlarging his own pack. While 
she, for whether a woman is good or bad 
she is ever the slave of her own heart, 
recognizing the fact of the mutual benefit 
resulting from their comradeship, and 
improving, in her character of a woman 
of the world, every opportunity to profit 
by him, yet she saw in him the one man 
who possessed her love. Though the life 
she had led had worn out all the roman- 
tic tendencies of her nature, and had 
turned the ‘‘languishing of her eye'’ into 
sharp glances in the direction of ‘the 
malin chance, still she lavished upon him 
the best of her heart, and held his in- 
terest ever the equal of her own. After 
the manner of such, they were loyal to 
each other. 

‘““Then,’’ pursued Lucian, ‘‘listen, and 
a tale I will unfold. ”’ 
In his own way, he proceeded to de- 

scribe the intended victim, his home, his 
wealth, his state of solitude, together 
with the facts he had gathered up here 
and there relative to his leading charac- 
teristics and weaknesses, whereby he 
might be successfully manipulated by 
skilled hands. The boldness of his plan 
made even Cora start, and instead of her 
usually ready decision and answer, she 
favored him with a wondering, thought- 
ful stare. 
‘““You see,’’ concluded Lucian, *‘‘he 

can’s live forever at the worst, and she 
estate is a handsome one, You could 
easily make yourself queen absolute of 
the situation, and go and come as your 
own sweet will.k. I think as a 
brother I should be a magnificent suc- 
cess, and an ornament to your country 
mansion in the lazy summer. *’ 
“And if I don’t approve of the specu- 

lation after a trial, I can commis suloide 
or vanish,’ Cora said, meditatingly. 
“Just s0,”’ laughed he; ‘‘and take the 

spoons. ”’ 
‘You are sure there are no incum- 

brances; perfectly sure of that?’ she 
questioned. : 

. “Perfectly sure. There was a step- 
daughter, but she ran away with some 
foreigner;’’ here he smiled, and veiled 
his eyes, less she should read aright his 
expression. ‘‘He would not give her a 
penny, or a crust of bread, were she to 
return. He hated her from her earliest 
day; bus she is not likely to re-appear in 
any case.’’ 

‘*If she should, you might marry her, 
you know,’’ she suggested maliciously. 
“So I might,”’ he said, shutting his 

eyes again; ‘‘and we would all settle 
down into respectable members of society 
—charming picture. But, jesting aside, 
bow do you like the prospect?’ 
She tossed away her cigarette and, 

rising, paced the room in silence for a 
few moments. 
Lucian whistled, softly, a few bars 

from a favorite opera; then lighted a 
fresh cigar, and pufied away, leaning 
lazily back and watching her face fur- 
tively out of half ciosed eyes. 
“I think,” she said, resuming her 

seat, “‘that I will taks a nearer view of 
this ‘prospect’ of yours.” 

ile redded his head and waited for her 
10 proceed, 
“I hink the role of widow might in- 

torst Jue for alittle time, so I'll take my- 
ceil and my ‘delicate constitution’ down 
10 your promising haven of rest. I'll 
‘view the landscape o'er,” and the pros- 
y«¢ of an opportunity for a little sharp 
yr elee will maka mny banishment more 
¢ dvable; of course, my resignation 
sill iunercnse as the situation becomes 
more inieresting,’’ 
“hich it is sure to do,” he said, 

ricing quickly and crossing to the win- 
dew. “I'he thing is as good as done; 
you alwsys accomplish what you under- 
trie) and you'll find the game worth 
toe jowder. The fact is, Cora,’’ he con- 
tinued seriously, ‘“‘you and I have en- 
yucered fo many delicate little affairs 
#oceessfully, here in the city, that, asa 
co nbination, we are pretty well known 

_Jusi now; too well, in faet, for our own 
ewse and comfort. Your supposed trip 
to Kurope was a lucky thing, and will 
toew wll efficially-interested ones off 
sour track completely. I shalllimit my 
icra ions here for a time; shall make 
11 is n.erely headquarters, in fact, and 

‘rresveel,” like yourself, in fresh fields. 
And vow, it being nearly morning, and 
aiite necessary that you should be on 
your victorious march, let us consider 
fie] wars and means,’ 

in a coneise, business-like way, they 
#ranged and discussed, the result of the 
vibole being briefly this: : 
fora would drive at early dawn to a 

suourian station, and from thence go by 
rill 10 a village midway between the 
ci y avd her final destination; and there 
seoovdt her luggage, and the arrival of 
Lucian, He would join her shortly, and 
proceed with her to Bellair, in his char- 
sao er of brother: see her comfortably set- 
ti~d, and leave her to her new undertak- 
ine 

‘nd thus it was that in the gray of 
soorning a veiled lady, sweet-voiced and 
ti zant in manner, stepped from a close 
cirringe ut a Ilttle wayside station, and 
ep ed away at the heels of the iron horse. 
And thus it was that Luclan Davlin, 

re-appearing in Bellair and listening in 
well-simulated surprise to the story of 
the sudden disappearance of John 
Arthur's step-daughter, effectually put to 
flight any idea—forming in the brains of 
the few who knew, or conjectured, that 
these two had met—that he had aught to 
do with her mysterious flitting. In 
truth, none save old Hagar knew of the 
frequency of their clandestine meetings, 
and she never breathed to others the 
thoughts and suspicions that haunted 
her brain. 
And thus it was, too, that Cora 

Weston, in her new roll of languishing 
widow, secluded carefully from the vul- 
gar gaze, heard never a word of Made- 
line's flight. And when, later, the fact 
was revealed to her, none save old Hagar 
oould have named the precise date of the 
event, So even wise Cora never connect- 

ed the fate of the unfortunate girl with 
the doings of Lucian Davlin. 

| CHAPTER VIL —A WARNING. 

Early morning in the great city, but 
the buzz and clamor were fairly under 
way, and the streets as full of busy, 
pushing, elbowing life as if night and 
silence had never rested above the tall 
roofs and chimney pots. 

With the rattle of the first cart wheel 
on the pavement, Madeline had started 
broad awake. As the din increased, and 
sieep refused to return to the startled 
senses, all unused to these city sounds, 
she arose, and completing her toilet with 
some haste, seated herself at her window 
10 look out upon the scene so new to her. 
What a world of strange emotions pass- 

ing and re-passing beneath her eye! 
What hopes and fears; what carelessness 
and heartache! How they hurried to and 

fro, each apparently intent upon his own 
thoughts and purposes. 
She gazed down until her vision wea- 

ried of the motley, ever-changing, yet 

aver the same crowd; and then she re- 
clined in the downy depths of a great easy 
chair, closed her eyes, and thought of 
Lucian. After all, what meaning had 
this rostless moving throng for her? 
Only one; Lucian. What was this surg- 
ing sea of humanity to her, save that, 
because of its roar and clamor, they two 
were made more isolated, therefore, 
nearer to each other? 
The morning wore away, and she be- 

gan 0 realize how very soon she would 
be with her lover hero, and then no more 
of separation. Her heart bounded at this 
thought, 

Some one tapped softly at her door. 
She opened it quickly, thinking only of 
Lucian. It was not Lucian, however, 
but a veiled woman who stepped within 
he room, closing the door as she came. 
Madeline fell back a pace, and gazed 

at the intruder with a look of startled 
inquiry which was, however, free from 

fear. She had not thought of it before, 
it flashed across ner mind now that this 
fact was odd; but in all her morning’s 
ruminations, she had not once thought 
f the mysterious stranger of the railway 
wisode. Yet now the first words that 
took shape in her mind, at the entrace of 
this unexpected visitor, were ‘‘Clarence 

Vaughan, M. DD.” She almost spoke 
them. 
With a quick, graceful movement, the 

stranger removed the shrouding veil; 
and Madeline gazed wonderingly on the 
‘oveliest face she had ever seen or dream- 
ad of. It was a pure, pale face, lighted 
by lustrous dark eyes, crowned by wav- 
ing masses of dark silky hair; exquisite- 
ly molded features, upon which there 
rested an expression of mingled weari- 
ness and resignation, the look of 

‘*A soul whose experience 
Has paralyzed bliss.”’ 

One could imagine such a woman lift- 
ing to her lips the full goblet of life's 
sparkling elixir, and putting it away 
with her own band, lest its intoxicating 
richness should shut from her senses the 
fragrance of spring violets, and dim her 
vision of the world beyond. 
They formed a decided contrast, thesu 

two, standing face to face. 
One with the calm that comes only 

when storm clouds have swept athwart 
life's sky, leaving behind marks of 
their desolating progress, but leaving, 
too, calm after tempest; after restless- 

ness, repose. 
The other, stretching out her hand like 

a pleased child to woo the purple light- 
ning from the distance, buoyant with 
bright hopes, with nothing on brow or 
lip to indicate how that proud head 
would bear itself after it had been bowed 
betore the passing storm. 
“Pardon me,’ said the lady, in a sweet 

centralto. “‘I think I am not mistaken; 
this is the young lady who arrrived last 
evening and is registered,’ —she looked 
full in the girl’s eyes—‘‘as Miss Weir?’ 
Madeline's eyes dropped before that 

searching gaze but she answered simply: 
“Yes. ”’ 
“You are naturally much astonished 

to see me here, and my errand is a deli- 

cate one. Since I have seen you, how- 
ever, 1 have lost every doubt I may have 
entertained as to the propriety of my 
visit. Will you trust me so far as to 
answer a few simple questions?” 
The words of the stranger had put to 

flight the first idea formed in her mind, 
namely, that this visit was a mistake. 
It was intended for her, and now, who 
had instigated it? She looked up into the 
face of her visitor and said, with her 
characteristic frankness of speech 
*“Who sent you to me?”’ 
The abruptness of the question caused 

the stranger to smile. 
“One who is the sou! of honor and the 

friend of all womankind,’’ she said, with 
a soft light in her eyes. 
Madeline's eyes still searched her face. 

‘““And his name is that,’’ she said put- 
ting the card of Clarence Vaughan upon 
the table between them. 
“Yes: and this reminds me, I have not 

yet introduced myself. Hers is my card.”’ 
She placed in the hand of Madeline a 

) delicate bit of cardboard bearing the 
name, ‘‘Olive Girard.’’ - 
Silence fell between them for a mo- 

ment, and then Olive Girard spoke. 
“*Won’t you ask me to be seated, and 

hear what I wish to say, Miss Weir?" 
She hesitated over the name, and Made- 

line, perceiving it, said: 
“You think Weir is not my name?”’ 
“Frankly I do,”’ smiled Miss Girard; 

““but just now the name matters little. 
Pardon me, but I am more interested in 
your face than your name. I came here 
because it seemed my duty, and to oblige 
a friend; now I wish to serve you for 
your own sake, to be your friend, if you 
will let me,”’ 

Still Madeline's brain kept thinking 
thinking; and she put hor quaostions 
rather as commentaries «en her own 
thoughts than as her share in a conver 
sation, 
“Why did Mr. Vaughan send you to 

me?’ 
They had seated themselves, at a sign 

from Madeline, and Mrs. Girard drew her 
cnair nearer to the girl as she answered : 
‘‘Because he feared for you ”’ 

“Because he feared for me!’ Made- 
line’s face flushed hotly; ‘‘feared what?’ 
‘*He feared,’’ said Olive Girard, turn- 

ing her face full upon her questioner, 
“what I feel assured is the truth, having 
seen you—simply that you do not know 
aright the man in whose company you 
came to this place.”’ 
Madeline turned har eyes upon her 

guest and the blood went slowly out ot 
her fae, but she made no reply, and 
Mrs. Girard continue:l: 
“I will ask you once more, before 1 

proceed further, do you object to answer- 

ing a few questions? Of course, I am will 
ing to be likewise interrogated,’’ she 
added, smiling. 
Over the girl’s face alook was creeping 

that Aunt Hagar, seeing, could readily 
have interpreted. She nodded her head, 
and said briefly: “*Go on.” 

““Fiest, then,” said her interrogator, 
*‘are you entirely without friends in this 
city? Except, of course,” she added, 
quickly, ‘‘your escort of last night.” 

““Yes.”” Madeline's countenance never 
altered, and she kept her eyes fully fixed 
on her companion’s face. 
‘ Are—are you without 

guardian?’ 
Yes." 

‘““As I thought; and now, pardon the 
seeming impertinence of this question, 
did you come here as the companion of 
the “man who was your escort, or did 

mere accident put you under his charge?” 
“The ‘accident’ that put me in the 

charge of Mr. Davlin was—myself,”’ said 
the girl, in a full, clear voice. ‘‘And he 
is my only guardian, and will be.”’ 
Olive Girard pushed back her chair, 

and rising, came and stood before her, 
with outstretched hand and pleading, 
compassionate eyes. 
“Just as I feared,’ 

very worst, 

the 
man 
Madeline sprang to her feet, and put- 

ting one nervous little hand upon the 
back of the chair she had occupied, mov- 
ed back a pace, and said, in a low, set 
tone: 

*1f vou have come to say aught against 

parents or 

she sighed; ‘‘the 

My poor child, do you know 
character and occupation of this 
gry 

Lucian Davlin, you will find no listener 
here. I am satisfied with him, and trust 
him fully. When I desire to know more 
of his ‘character and occupation,’ I can 

learn it from his own lips. What war- 
rant had that man,’ pointing to Clarence 
Vaughan’s card, ‘‘for dogging me here, 

and then sending you to attempt to 
poison my mind against my best friend? 
1 tell you, I will not listen !”’ 
A brignt spot burned on either cheek, 

and the little hand resting on the chair 
back clinched itself tighter. 
Oiiv: Girard drew a step nearer the 

now angry girl, and searched her face 
with grave eyes. 

“If 1 said you were standing on the 
verge of a horrible precipice, that your 
life and soul were in danger, would you 
listen then?’ she asked sternly. 

“*No,”" said Madeline, doggedly, draw- 
ing farther away as she spoke: ‘“‘not un- 
less I saw the danger with my own eyes. 
And in that case I should not need your 
warning,’’ she added, dryly. 
‘And when your own eyes sae the 

danger, it will be too late to avert dy 
said Olive, bitterly. ‘‘I know your feel- 
ing at this moment, and I know the 
heartache sure to follow your rashness. 
What are you, and what do you lope or 
expect to be, to the man you call Lucian 
Davlin?’ She spoke bis name as if it 
left the taste of poison in her mouth. 
The girl's head dropped until it rested 

on the hands clasped upon the chair be- 
fore her; cold fingers seemed clutched 
upon her heart. Across her memory came 
trooping all his love words of the past, 
and among them—she remembered it 

now for the first time—among them all, 
the word wife had never once been utter- 
ed. In that moment a thought new and 
terrible possessed her soul; a new and 
baleful light seemed shining upon the 
pictures of the past, imparting to each a 

shameful, terrible meaning. She uttered 

a low moan like that of some wounded 

animal and suddenly uplifting her head 

turned upon Olive Girard a face in which 
passion and a vague terror were strange- 
ly mingled. 
“What are you saying? What are you 

daring to say to me!’ she ejaculated 
in tones balf-angry, half terror-stricken, 

whelly pitiful. “What horrible thing 
are you trying to torture me with?’ 
She would have spoken in indignation, 

but the new thought in her heart fright- 
ened the wrath from her voice. She dared 
not say ‘‘I am to be his wife,’’ with these 
forebodings whispering darkly within 
her. 
She turned away from the one who had 

conjured up these spectres, and throwing 
herself upon a couch, buried her face in 
the cushions, and remained in this atti- 
tude while Olive answered her and for 

long moments after; moments that 
seemed hours to both. 
Olive’s eyes were full of pity, and her 

tone was very gentle. Her woman's 
quick instinct assured her that words of 
comfort were of no avail in this first mo- 
ment of bitter awakening. She knew 
that it were better to say all that she 
deemed it her duty to say, now, while her 
hearer was passive; and, stepping nearer 
the couch, she said: 
“Dr. Vaughan, who saw you in the 

company of a man so well known to him 
that to see a young girl in his society he 
knew could mean no good, came to me 
this morning with a brief account of 
your meeting of last night. He is too 
good a physiognomist not to have discov- 
ered, readily, that you were not such a 
woman as could receive no contamina- 
-tion from such as Lucian Davlin. He 
feared for you, believing you to be an- 

other victim of his treachery. Your 
coming to this hotel assured him that 
you were safe for the time, at least: and 
this being a subject so delicate that he, a 
stranger, feared to approach you with it, 
he desired me to come to you, and, in 
case his fears were well founded, to save 
you if I could. My poor, poor child! you 
have cast yourself upon the protection of 
a professional gambler; a man whose 
name has been associated for years with 
that of a notorious and handsome ad- 

venturess. If he has any fear or regard 
for anything, it is for her; and your very 

life would be worth little could she know 
you as her rival. Judge if such a man 
can have intentions that are honorable. 

where a young, lovely and unsophisticat- 

ed girl like yourself is concerned.”’ 
She paused herve, but Madeline never 

stirred. i 
“Come with me, continued Olive, 

drawing a step nearer the motionless 
girl; ‘*‘accept me as your protector, for 
the present, at least. Believe me, I know 
what you are suffering now, and near at 
hand you will find that which will aid 
you to forget this man. 
Madeline slowly raised herself to a sit- 

ting posture and turned towards the 
speaker a face colorless as if dead, but 
with never a trace of a tear. Her eyes 
were unnaturally bright, and her lips 
were compressed, as if she had made, 
and was sirong to keep, some dark re- 
solve. 
“What is it that I am to 

said in a low, intense tone. 
“A girl, young as you, and once as 

beautiful,’ replied Olive sadly, ““who is 
dying of a broken heart, and her destroy- 
er is Lucian Davl in.”’ 
Madeline gazed at her absently for a 

moment. ‘‘l suppose I had ought to hate 
you,’ she said, wearily; “*you have made 
my life very black. Lucian Davlin will 
soon be here—will you please go?” 
‘Surely you are going with me?’ said 

Olive, in amaze. 
“e No. ’ 

“You doubt me? 

{ind?’ she 

Oh, I have not made 
you feel your danger! You think F am 
an impostor!” 

No,”” said the gir), in the same quiet 
tone; ‘‘something here,”” putting her 
hand upon her bosom, tells me that you 
are sincere. My own heart has abandon- 
ed me; it will not let me doubt you, 
much as I wish to. 1 cannot thank you 
for making my heart ache, —please go.” 

Still with that air of unnatural calm, 
she arose and walked to the window. 

Of the two, Olive Girard was by far 
the more agitated. **'Lell me,’ she said, 
in eager entreaty; ‘Oh, tell me, you 
are not going with him?’ 

Madeline turned sharply around. “I 
shall not add myself to the list of his vie- 
tims,” she said, briefly. 
And then the two gazed at each other 

in silence for a moment. 
“This is madness,”” said Olive, at 

length. **What rash thing do you medi- 
tate? I will not leave you to face this 
man alone; I dare nat do it.”’ 
Madeline came fram the window and 

s‘cod directly before her. “‘I am not the 
weak child you think me. You ean do 
nothing but harm by remaining here. 1 
will meer Lucian Davlin, and part with 
him in my own way,’’ she said, between 
her teeth, 
Olive saw, in the set face and stern 

eve, that she was indeed dealing with a 
character stubborn as death, and devoid 
of all fear. She dreaded to leave her thus, 
but felt assured that she could do nothing 
else. 

“Will you come to me afterward?’ she 
asked. “You have no friends here, you 
tell me, and you need a friend now. 
Promise me this and I will go.” 
“Thank you,’’ said the girl, wearily; 

‘‘at least I promise to go to no one else; 
good-by.”’ 
Turning away, she resumed her posi- 

tion at the window, and never looked 
once at Olive after that. 

“Iwill write my address on this card, ”’ 
said Olive. She did so; then turning on 
the girl a look full of pitying tenderness, 
said: ‘I need not tell you to be brave; 1 
should rather bid you be cautious. Re- 
member, your life is worth more than 
the love and loss of such a man. Put 
this behind you, and come to me soon, 
believing that you are not friendless.’’ 
She lowered her veil, and, casting one 

more wistful glance at the silent figure 
by the window, went out and closed the 
door softly. 

CHAPTER VIL—A STRUGGLE FOR 
MORE THAN LIFE. 

It is a fortunate provision of Providence 
that calamity comes upon us, in most 
cases, with a force so sudden and over- 
whelming that it is rather seen than 
felt. As we realize the full torture of an 
ugly wound, not when the blow is struck, 
but after the whole systems has been 
made to languish under its effects, so a 
blow struck at the heart can not make 
itself fully felt while the mind is still 
unable fo picture what the futures will 
be 1tke now that the grief has come. We 
only taste our bitterest grief when the 
mind has shaken itself aloof from the 
present woe, to travel forward and ques- 
tion what the future can hold for us, 
now that our life is bereft of this treas- 
ure. 
Madeline's condition, after the deparg- 

ure of Olive Girard, was an exponent of 
this truth. Fast and hard worked ber 
thoughts, but they only encountered the 
ills of the present, and never glanced be- 
yond, 

She had set her lover aloft as her ideal, 
the embodiment of truth, honor, and 
manhood. He had fallen. Truth, honor, 
manhood, had passed out of existence for 

her. And she had loved him so well! She 
loved him even yer. 

The thought brought with it a pang of 
terror, and as if conjured up by it, the 
scenes of the day previous marshalled 
themselves again for review. Could it be 
possible? Was it only yesterday that she 
listened to his tender love words, beneath 
the old tree in Oakley woods? Only yes- 
terday that her step-father was revealed 
in all his vileness—his plots, his hopes, 
his fears? Her mother’s sad life laid 
bare before her; Aunt Hagar's story; 
her deflance of the two men at Oakley; 
her flight; Clarence Vaughan; the 
strange, great city; Olive Girard; and 
now—now, just a dead blank, with no 
outlook, no hope. 
And was this all since yesterday? 
What was it, she wondered, that made 

people mad? Not things like these; she 
was calm, very calm. She was calm: too 

calm. If something would ocenr to break 
up this icy stillness of heart, to convulse 
the numbed powers of feeling, and shock 
them back into life before it was too 
late. 
She waited patiently for the coming of 

her base lover, lying upon the soft divan, 
with her hands folded, and wondering if 
she would feel much different if she 
were dead. 
When the summons came, at last, she 

went quietly down to greet the man who 
little dreamed that his reign in her heart 
was at an end, and that his hold upon 
her life was loosening fast. 

When Madeline entered the presence of 
Lucian Davlin, she took the initiatory 
step in the part she was henceforth to 
play. And she took it unhesitatingly, as 
if dissimulation was to her no new thing. 
Truly, necessity, emergency, is the 
mother of much besides ‘‘fnvention.’’ 
Entering, she gave him her hand with 
free grace, and smiled up at him as he 
bade her good-morning. 

He remarked on her pale cheeks, but 
praised the brightness of her eyes, and 
accepted her explanation that the bustle 
and the strangeness were unusual to her, 

as a natural and sufficient reason for the 
pallor. 

“You will soon grow accustomed to 
that,’ he said, as they descended to the 
carriage, ‘‘and be the rosiest, fairest lit- 
tle woman on the boulevard, for I mean 
to drive half the men jealous by taking 
you there often.’’ 
Madeline made no reply, and they en- 

tered the carriage. 
Davlin was not surprised at her silence; 

he was prepared for a little coyness; in 
fact, for some resistance, and expected to 
have occasion for the specious eloquence 
always at his command. Of course the 
result would be the same,—he had no 
doubt of that, and so in silence they 
reached their destination. 
“Up a broad flight of stairs, and then 

a door. Lucian rings, and an immaculate 
colored servant appears, who seems as 
well bred as an English baronet, and 
who expresses no surprise at the presence 
of a lady there. 
Up another flight of softly carpeted 

stairs, across a wide hall, and lo! the 
abode of the sybarite, the apartments of 
the disciple of Chan ce. 
“Welcome to your kingdom, fair 

queen,’’ says Lucian, as they enter. 
*“This is your abiding place, for a time, 
at least, and I am your slave for al- 
ways,”” and he kneels playfully before 
her. 
Madelive turns away, and, finding it 

easiest to do, in her then state of mind, 
begins a careless tour of the rooms, 
making a pretense of criticism, and find- 
ing in even this slow promenade some 
relief from absolute quiet and silence. 
She guarded her face lest it should ais- 

play too much of that locked, sullen 
calm underneath, and replied by an oc- 
casional word and nod to his running 
comments upon the different articles 
undergoing examination. Fingering 
carelessly the rare ornaments upon a fine 
set of brackets, her eye rested upon an 
elegant little gold mounted pistol. She 
turned away quickly, and they passed to 
other things. 

Her replies became more ready, and she 
began questioning gravely about this or 
that, listening with child-like wonder to 
his answers, and winning him into a 
pleasant bantering humor. 

Finally he threw himself upon a chair, 
and selecting a cigar, proceeded to light 
it. 
Madeline continued to flit from picture 

to statuette questioning with much ap- 
parent interest. At last she paused again 
before the bracket which held the tiny 
toy that had for her a fascination. 
“What a pretty little pistol,” she said. 

“Is it loaded #”’ 
“I don’t know,” replied he, lazily. 

“Bring it to me; I will see.’ 
He was inwardly wondering at her 

cool acceptance of the situation; and felt 
inclined tn congratulate himself. Seeing 
her look at the little weapon doubtfully, 
he laughed and strode to her side, taking 
it in his hand. 

‘“It is not loaded,’’ he said. 
ever fire a pistol?’ 

*“No; show me how to hold it.” 
He placed it in her hand, and showed 

her how to manipulate the trigger, and 
to take aim. 

“I should like to see it loaded,’’ she 
said, at last. 
‘And so you shall.”’ 
He smiled, and crossing the room took 

from a little inlaid box a handful of 
cartridges. Madeline watched him at- 
tentively, as he explained to her the 
operation of loading. At length express- 
ing herself satisfied, and declining his 
invitation to try and load it herself, she 
turned away. 
Davlin extracted the cartridge from the 

pistol, and returned it to its place, say- 
ing: “You might wish to practise at 
alming, and won’t want it loaded.’ 

*‘I shall not want such practice,’”’ she 
replied. 
A rap at the door, and the servant an- 

nounced that dinner was come. 
*‘1 ordered your dinner here to-day,’ 

explained Lucian, ‘“‘thinking it would 
be more cosy. You may serve it, Henry,’ 
to the servant, 
Dinner was accordingly served, and 

Lucian found occasion to criticise, very 
severely, the manner of his serving man. 
More than once, his voice took on an in- 
tolerant tone. 

Sitting opposite, Madeline saw the 
man, as he stood behind his master’s 
chair, dart upon him a look of hatred. 
Her lips framed a smile quite new to 
them ; and, after dessert was placed upon 
the table and the man dismissed, she 
said: 
“You don’t like your servant, I judge?’ 
“Oh, he’s as good as any,’” replied 

Lucian, carelessiy, “They are pretty 
much alike, and all need a setting back 
oecasionally—on general principles, you 
know.” 

**1 suppose so,’”’ assented Madeline, in- 
differently, as if the subject had lost all 
interest for her. 
“lowly the afternoon wore on, me- 

mentg seeming hours to the despairing 
girl. At length, Lucian finding her lit. 
tle inclined to assist him in keeping up 
4econversation, said: 

“I am selfish not to remember that 
you are very tired. 1 will leave you to 
solitude and repose for a little time, 
shall I?" 

“If you wish,” she replied, wearily. 
“I suppose I need the rest,’ : 
“Then I will look in upon some of my 

friends. I have almost lost the run of city 
doirgs during my absence. Meantime, 
ring for anything you may need, won’t 919 you! 
“I will ring;’’ and she looked, not at 

him, but at the bracket beyond. 
“Then good-by, little sweetheart. It is 

now four; I will be with ¥ou at six. ”’ 
He embraced her tenderly, and went 

out with that debonnair grace which she 
had so loved. She looked after him with 
a hungry, hopeless longing in her eves 
“Oh, why does God make His foulest 

things the fairest?” she moaned. *‘Why 
did He put love in our hearts if it must 
turn our lives to ashes? Why must one 
be so young and yet so miserable? Oh, 
mother, mother, are all women wronged 
like us?” 
Madeline arose and commenced pacing 

the floor restlessly, nervously. She had 
come here with no fixed purpose, nothing 
beyond the indefinite determination to 
defy and thwart the man who had en- 
trapped her. She had never for a moment 
feared for her safety, or doubted her 
ability to accomplish her object. 
A plan was now taking shape in her 

mind, and as she pondered, she extended 
her march, quite unthinkingly, on into 
the adjoining room, the door of which 
stood invitingly open. The first object to 
attract her attention was the light travel- 
ling coat which Lueclan had worn on the 
previous day; worn when he was plead- 
ing his suit under the trees of Oakley ; 
and in a burst of anger, as if it were a 
part of him she was thinking of sq bit- 
terly, she seized and hurled it from her. 

“Did you 

As it flew across the room, something 

fell from a pocket, almost at her fcet. 
She looked down at it; it was a tele- 

gram, the one, doubtless, that nad called 
him back to the city the day before. A 

business matter, he had said. Into her 

mind fiashed the words of Olive Girard, 

‘a professional gambler.’”’ She would 
see what this ““business’’ was. Stooping, 
she picked up the crumpled envelope, 
and gunickly devoured its contents. 
Must see you immediately. Come by 

first train; am waiting at your FF 
ora. 

To be 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 Summer Millinery, coasisting or Trimmed 
and Untrimmed Hats, Bonnets, exquisite Millinery, 
Novelties, Ribbens, Flowars, Feathers ete. 
In addition to the above I keep on hand Ladies’ 

Wrappers and underwear, an elegant 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, 
Noonan Block, Chatham, 

Why 

Our Students Succeed. 
From the day a student enters either our Busines s 

or Shorthand Departments to the day of grad uating 
every hour of time is put to the best possible use. 
Teachers and students work together with a de. 
finite purpose. Courses of study full and thorough , 
but no aimless work—no useless repetitions —no 
nonsense, 
Each step a preparation for the next one Every 

step a preparation for practical business life, 

Send 

logue. 

No vacations, 

Students can en- 
ter at any time, 

Oddfellows’ Hall, 

for Ca.a. 

( (HE 

\ SXERA & SON 

Lime For Sale 

Apply to 

THE MARITIME SULPHITE FIBRE CO LTD. 

THE MEDICAL + L. 
BATH GLOVES 

AND MITS. 
SPONGES 

a beautiful line of 

TOILET SOAPS 
from five cents to one dollar per c:le 

ST ARRIVI D 
AT 

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

May 18, 1896, 

J1 

FOR SALE. 
Those two commodious dwelling houses pleasantly 

situated onthe west side of Canard Street in the 
town of Chatham, now occupied Gr SG 
Arseneau and J. McCallum, 
For ters and particulars apply to 

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

HOMAN & PUDDING Uv 

SHIP BROKERS AND  CLMMISSION 
MERCHANTS, 

Spruce Lumber, Laths and Anthracite Coal, 

129 BROAD STREET, 

Cor. SourH STREET, NEW YORK, 

Correspondence and Consignments Scliicited 

SPRING MEDICINE 
IS WHAT YOU NEED NOW, AN 

Street's Compound Syrup of Sarsa- 

parilla with Iodide of Potassium 

is the bect. 

TRY A BOTTLE, AND BE CONVINGED. 

FOR COUGHS 
AND COLDS 

use Street's White Pine Expe:tor- 
ant. 

A sure cure. Price 25 cts. 

We have the farmers’ favorite in 
Condition Powders. Large pack- 
age 25cts. 

PREPARED ONLY AT 

The Newcastle Drug Store, 

E. Lee Street, wo Be, BEE Proprietor. 

TINSMITH WORK. 
The subscriber begs to inform his friends and 

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

Tinsmith and Iron Worker 
in the shop opposite the 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 pat in 
for elsewhere, 
General repairs, as well as new work promptly 

executed, 

JOHN DUFF 

 ———————— ————— a. —— 

has just received a lot of 

FANCY TABLE MOLA" SES, 
TRY IT. 

HEAD QUARTERS. 
THE HE DQUARTERS FO! DRUG-, P ENT 

MEDICINES AND TOILET A“LICLE-~ 
BAT THE .. .. 

NEWCASTLE DRUG STORE. 

We have on haid now, as usual, 

LARGE & FRESH SUPPLY 
of the different Malsions Lia vents Conga 

Syrups, Tomes, Dyspepsia, Rhvowaatie 
Kidney, A-thiw and Caiorrh Cures, 

A1.SO A LARGE STOCK oF 

TOOTH BRUSHES, HAIR GUUSHES, COMB-. 
TOM POWDEKS AND PAS! 6s 

PLRFUYES & SOap: 

Our perfumes and soaps are the finest int Wii, 
and as we have a very large assortmeat of Soaps, 
we will offer them at special prices. 

We also call vour attention to our C zars, Tobae- 
cos, Pives, Tobacco Pouches, Cigar aud Cigarette 
Holders, eu, 

NEWCASTLE DRUG “TORE, 

Good Seed Potatoes 

850 Barr«ls Go :dridges 3sed Pot.to x 

th from one 0’ best Farmers in pl:e 

apply at 

FURNACES FUR: AGC, 
WOULD OR CUCAL, 

WHICH I CAN FURNISH AT 

REAS  NABLE PRICES. 

STOVES 
COOKING, HALL AND PA-LUZ STOVES 

AT LOW PRICES" 

PUMPS, PUMPS, 
Sinks, Iron Pipe, Baths, Creamers the very best, 

also Japanned stamped and plain tinware in end- 
less variety, all of the best stock which I will 

sell low for cash 

A.C. McLean Chatham. 

ASK FOR 

AND TAKE 

MONARCH 
oteel Wire Nails, 

THEY NEVER LET GO, 

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.—Ix~ Stock AND To ARRIVE 100 Dozex K. & R. AXES, 

Dunlap Bros. & Co., 
AMHERST, N. S. 

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

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

Established 1866. 
DUNLAP COOKE & CO. 

MERCHANT TAILORS, 
—aAD— 

GENTLEMEN'S OUTFITTERS 

AMHERST. 

N. S. 
This - one of the finest selections of 

fine trace. eir cutters and staff of workmen 
his establishment has a superior tone and finish. All 
he prices are right, 

Cloths incinding all the different makes suitable for 
employed are the best obtainable, and the clothing from 

inspection of the samples will convincej you that 

Essences, Spices, Apples, Grapes. 

At the 
DONT ORGET the piano; each 

one ticket, 

{ 

—
—
 

FANCY AND STAPLE GROGERY COMPLETE. 
v 

Turkeys, Geese, Ducks, and Chickens. 
Raisins, Currants, Candied Peels. 

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

CHEAPEST STORE IN TOWN, 

Don’t forget the PIANO—each dollar 
Ready-Made Clothing, Dry Goods, Caps, 
Boots and Shoes, Overshoes, Rubbers, Moccasins, Ete, Etc, 

spare bargains ever were known, 

urchase, one ticket. 
bes, Horse-Rugs. 

dollar's worth you buy you receive 

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

W T HARRIS. 

W 8. LOGGIE Co Ltd. 

RITCHIE WHARF, 

Mill, Railway, and Machine \\Y 
Our Brass and Composition 

noted throughout the country. 
All work personally supervised. 
Send for estimates before 
Mill Supplies, Fittings, 

MILLERS’ FOUNDRY AND MACHINE WORKS. 
CHATHAM. nN. B. 

Successors to Gillespie Foundry. 
Established 1852 

—— — ——— — 

ork, Marine Engines, Boiler repairing. 4 po € 
,, Castings are worthy a trial, being 

- 

LJ atisfaction guaranteed. 
ordering clsewhere. 

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 PATABLE 1% /DVANGE 
D. GSMITH. EDITOR & PROPRIETOR 

\T LOW PRICES AND THE SHORTEST 

JOB PRINTING 

+OTICE 

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 KO RMS, 

BILLS OF EXCHANGE, 

NOTES OF HAND, 

JOINT NOTES, 

DRAFTS, 

n 
h
e
 

2
 THREE MAG 

the Province 

ooth 

and other requisite plant constant. | ~quipment equal to that of any Jcb-Printing oMce in 

‘heonly J ob-Printing o 

&.
 

LY
 PRESSES 

ce out- 
that was awarded 

MEDAL AND DIPLOMA 
— AT TE R— 

DUMINION AND GENTEN IAL EXH.BITION 
AT ST JOHN IN 1883 

Orders by Mail promptly filled & Satisfaction Guaranteed. 

i: ema 000 

The uandermentioned 
spectacles. 

20d—That they confer 

wearers. 

factnred especially for optic 

Yiable to become seratched. 

every respect. 

The long evenings are here 

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

The Chatham 
Incorporation Act. 

— 

For Sale at 

25 CENTS. 

SPRING 
BUSINESS __. 

ls Now Beginning ! 

COME EARLY AND AVOID THE RUSH ! 

Now is the time to order your printed 
forms for Spring and Summer business. 
Send your orders to 

THE ADVANCE 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 oo’ 

THE LEADING JOB - PRINTING OFFICE. 

advantages are claimed for 

Ist —That from the peculiar construction of th and PRESERVE the sight, rendering frequent chan 

4th—That the frames in which they are set, 
or Steel, are of the finest quality and fi 

and you will want a pair of vood so come to the Medical Hall and be properly fitted - no ehathe, 

“ADVANGE OFFICE 

D- G.SMITH; CHATHAM. 

o
r
 

MacKenzie's 

e glasses they Assist 
ges uunecessary. a brilliancy and distinctness of vision, with an amount of EASE and COMFORT not hitherto enjoyed by spectacle 

3rd—That the material from which the Lenses are ground is manu- 
purposes, 

.mproved patent method, and is PURE, HARD AND BRILLIANT and not. 

by Dg. CHARLES BaArDoU’s 

whether in Gold, Silver 
nish, and guaranteed parfect in 

glass 

J. D. B. F. MACKENZIE. 

ns ay A 
way 3 Vv. ’ 
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IF YOU ARE HUNTING 
for elegant novelties in jewelry and an display of watches, clocks po Fg Hh. find itin our stock. Hereis a tantalizing Deautifal array of sparklers flashing rays, that when see raise a desire to possess them The trade Pesos indicates that the buyer’s hour has come, and ou store shows that buyers are not neglectin the timely hint. Come to us for a dazzling displa + a golden shower of temptations including 15. ae filled Waltham Watch for $15.00 ete You'll always De right on time with one of cur 8 da clocks or $8 Waltham watches that are marvels of accurate timekeeping. We bave, a full line of the latest, jewelry. Call and sge for yourselves. 

OUR WATCH-REPAIRING 
D PARTMENT 

is first class in all respects, All 

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

Guaranteed to Give the best Satisfaction. 

W. R. GOULD. 

all 

Chatham Oect., 3, 

WOVEN WIRE FENCING 
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