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The Story ot the Wedding Ring 
By Bertha M. Clay. 

Continued from lst age. 

“I shall die easier, child, when my 
turn comes,’’ she said, ‘‘if I have left 
you in the charge of a good man.”’ 
Would she ever have a chance of doing 

better? It did not seem probable. The 
inhabitants of Ashburnham wers quiet, 
prosaic people, they admired her bright 
beauty. but they were not of the kind 
who, ‘‘looking in a fair face, forgot the 
whole world.”” The young squires and 
farmers, with most laudable intentions, 
always, to use their own expressions, 
‘married money ;’'’ they admired pretty 
faces, but they required something more. 
The men who looked up to her with. 
keenest admiration were not men whose 
position had any attractions for her. 
She thought long and seriously over 

the matter. There were many old maids 
in Ashburnham, and to Ismay, so bright 
and beautiful, so full of vitality, their 
lot seemed almost unendurable. She 
might spend her life there, and never 
have another offer of marriage so good 
as this. 

It was a prosaic way of looking at the 
matter. She repeated the question to 
herself—should she ever do better?—Not 
there, in that quiet little town; it was 
not probable. So one bright summer 
morning Ismay became Paul Waldron's 
wife, and he took her home to his pretty 
cottage. 

CHAPTER IIL 

Paul Waldron had won the girl he 
loved; for a few weeks he was perfectly 
happy, and then clouds, light as the 
breath of the summer wind came over 
the sky. : 
He thought his forest home so beau- 

tiful. He was so content with it that he 
wondered his wife was not the same. 
She was always asking about the great 
world, longing to be in the midst of it, 
and he could not understand her. 
“I have no desire for life, Ismay, out- 

side my own home. Why are you ever 
wishing for change?’ 
He was too earnest even to understand 

her lighter nature; her wonderful beauty 
had so completely charmed him that he 
could not see her deficiencies of charac- 
ter. Her discontent troubled him; it 
seemed to him a want of love-—and yet 
she must, she did love him. ; 
They had been married a year when 

their little child was born, and Paul 
thought Ismay would grow more content 
then She loved the child very dearly, 
but not with the passionate devotion 
some mothers give to their children. She 
was not a heroine; she would never have 
been a martyr; but she was wondrously 
lovely, gifted with marvelous grace, and 
Paul Waldron loved her. 
Ismay Waldron was far from faultless. 

She was vain of her own loveliness. 
She longed with the whole strength 

of her soul for wealth. She envied those 
who were rich and powerful. She was 
worldly in her way, ambitious, and al- 
ways craving for one thing—riches. Yet 
she was amiable and gentle, with a sweet 
caressing manner that was both irresist- 
ible and charming. Z 
She was vain of her beauty. She would 

look at her face in the mirror and say to 
herself: — 

‘““Mrs Schofield is not half so fair, yet 
she is the wife of a rich squire, and 
wears jewels and satin. They tell me 
some of the greatest ladies in the land 
are plain of face. Yet beauty is a power. 
It won Paul’s love for me—what would 
it not win for me if I went into the 
world where men pay such homage to 
is?” 
The little cottage that Paul had taken 

such pains to make beautiful and pleas- 
ant seemed so insignificant in her eyes. 
She disliked the daily duties that should 
have been so welcome to her. 
“I do wish, Paul, that I had a servant 

to do this for me,’’ she would say. 
And then Paul, against his better 

judgment, found a servant to relieve her 
of the greater part of her work. Perhaps 
that was one of the most unfortinate 
things he could have done. No one can 
be really unhappy or discontented who is 
constantly employed. Ismay had ample 
time now for her dreams and fancies. 

Yet, despite all, she loved Paul, and 
she valued his love. She appreciated his 
entire devotion. ‘‘If I were to ask him 
to give me his life,” she said to herself, 
with a complacent smile, ‘‘he would do 
it. 
She had yet to learn that men of Paul 

Waldron’s stamp held many things dearer 
than life. 

Their child grew and throve. The 
beautiful summer came round; the world 
was all fair and bright, the flowers were 
in bloom and the birds singing gaily in 
the trees. There were times when the 
young man forgot the light shadow in his 
home, forgot that his beautiful wife was 
vain and discontented, forgot everything 
except the heaven of beauty around him, 
and the heaven that shone in her face; 
and then he wondered at his own hap- 
piness, and was lost when he tried to 
thank heaven for it. : 
One night he came home, looking so 

unusually pleased that Ismay asked him 
the cause. 
“I have been working out one of my 

ideas,’’ he replied. 
“I have sald nothing to you, Ismay, 

but here is the result of some weeks’ 
diligent application.’’ . 
He showed her the model of a steam 

engine into which he had introduced an 
improvement so great that, if adopted, 
it would lead to important results. She 
took up the model carelessly, as though 
it were a toy. 
“I will show you the improvement—I 

will explain it, Ismay.” 
She looked at him with a pretty ex- 

pression of fright. 
‘‘Nay, do not explain, Paul. I am not 

quick to understand; things of that kind 
do not interest me. 
His face fell; his sensitive nature 

sl ways shrank from such careless words. 
‘‘Everything that Interests me should 

interest you, Ismay,’’ he observed, half 
sorrowfully; but she did not even hear 
the words. ; 
‘“And from this may spring a fortune!” 

she said, musingly. ‘“Ah, Paul, Paul, 
make haste! Time is flying. We grow 
older every day, and youth is the season 
for enjoyment. Make haste, work hard.’’ 
He looked earnestly at her. 

*“Why do you so long for wealth, Is- 
may !'’ he asked. 

‘‘ Because of the pleasure and luxury it 
will bring,”’ she replied, promptly, yet 
with a smile that disarmed all anger. 
“Can I not make you believe, sweet, 

how many things there are to be pre- 
ferred to mere money—health, for in- 
stance? Of what use would all the 
wealth in the world be if you were ill?" 
“I understand all that,’’ she interrupt- 

ed, impatiently. 
‘‘Again, money could not buy such 

love as mine, sweet—so true, so tender! 
Nor could money buy anything one-half 
80 precious as that little darling playing 
there.” 
‘I understand all that,”’ she repeated. 
‘“‘Suppose you had to choose between 

me and wealth, Ismay—which would you 
prefer?’ 
“What idle words!” 

half-laughingly. 
‘But you do not answer them, sweet. 

Which io you prefer?’ 
She looked up at him with a half- 

startled glance. 
‘“How could such a state of things be?”’ 

she asked. ‘‘How could wealth and you 
be rivals in my estimation?” 

‘““That could never be, of course,’’ he 
replied. ‘‘I am merely supposing such a 
case.”’ 
He never forgot the hour and the 

words. 
They had wandered down to the 

brookside and sat watching the sunset. 
By lsmay’s side grew a large bush of 
southern wood, and as they talked she 
crushed the leaves in her hands. To the 
last day of his life Paul Waldron - associ- 
ated all his sorrows, joys, love and pains 
with the perfume of southern wood. 
“You have not answered me,”” he per- 

sisted. 
‘I cannot,’”” she said laughing; *‘I 

have not your faculty for supposing 
cases. I have not the gift of putting my- 
self in other people’s places, and trying 
to imagine what I should do.” 

‘““But, Ismay, the question is go plain, 
you cannot puzzle long over it. 
had to choose between money and me, 
which would you prefer?’ 

‘*Such a thing can never bhe.’’ she re- 
plied; “why try to make me solve a 
problem that life will never offer to me? 
I bave read somewhere that people never 
have the one thing they want—I1 shall 
never have a fortune.”’ 

“Is a fortune your highest ambition?" 
he asked, im ly. 

“It is the ambition of most men,’’ she 
replied. ‘‘They toil for it all day, they 
dream of it all night, they give up peace 

she exclaimed, 

If you: 

————— 

and love fer it, they saerifice honor, 
truth, and principle to obtain it; some 
of them are wiliing even to sell their 
souls in order to win it If I do long for 
a fortune, I am only like the rest.”’ 
He looked terribly disappointed. 
“There is nothing in the world you 

would prefer to me?’ ho questioned. 
And then she detected his anxiety, 

and laughed again. 
**You want pretty compliments, Paul. 

Suppose that 1 refuse to give them. Is 
there anything on earth that wives prefer 
to their own husbands?” 
The eyes raised to his were beautiful 

in their love and tenderness; he eould 
not look at that most fair face and think 
the heart beneath it anything but pure. 
He bent down and kissed it. 
“Do you think I doubted you, my 

darling. I would as soon doubt the 
mercy of heaven. 
when a man’s heart lies in the hollow 
of a woman's hand—when his life lies 
at her feet—when every hope of his ex- 
istence is centered in her—is it strange 
that he should try at times to measure 
ker love for him?” 
Tho passion of his words—the love in 

his face—the unutterable tenderness of 
his manner—touched her deeply. She 
flung away the bruised and broken 
sprays of scu‘hernwood, and clasped her 
hands around his neck. 

‘““No one can ever Jove me as you do, 
Paul,” she said. 
And ke was happy with unutterable 

content. Life held much that was sad 
and much that was pleasant for him, 
but he never forgot that evening by the 
brook-side. 

CHAPTER IV. 

Another month passed; the beauty of 
the summer deepened, the corn was 
growing ripe in the fields, the crimson 
roses oontrasted with the cool, white 
lilies, the fruit hung rich and mellow 
on the trees, while Ismay Waldron still 
looked with longing eyes towards the 
world which she wished to enter. She 
still gave every thought to the one mas- 
ter passion of her nature. In vain the 
ringdoves cooed, and the lark soared high 
with its triumphant song; in vain the 
flowers bloomed, and her pretty child 
stretched out his little hands to her. She 
was always thinking, always dreaming 
of that possible future wherein Paul 
might grow rich, and every desire of her 
heart be gratified. 
She had ceased to wonder about her 

mother; all her romantic visions that she 
had once woven faded into obscurity; 
her life seemed planned and arranged; 
nothing could alter it. She was Paul 
Waldron’s wife, and she loved him. She 
wished for no greater love than his; but 
if Paul could give her wealth, if he 
could surround her with the luxury she 
loved—ah, then all would be well! 
Once—and Ismay never forgot it—she 

went to the Manor House; there was a 
grand fete to be given to the tenantry, 
and Paul for the occasion had bought his 
beautiful wife a dress of white muslin 
with bright ribbons. When she had put 
it on, with a flower in her hair, she 
looked so lovely that he was startled at 
her beauty. She read his admiration in 
his eyes. 

“You will own.’’ she said, ‘‘that dress 
makes some little difference. Ah Paul, 
it I had but jewels and rich dresses, such 
as ladies wear!”’ 

‘‘You would not look more beautiful, 
Ismay. Now you gladden my heart, then 
you would gladden other eyes, and 1 
should not be so happy, love.” 
Ismay never forgot that day. She 

looked round the magnificent rooms—on 
the pictures, the statues, the superb 
hangings, the furniture, the rare flowers 
—and her whole heart ached with long- 
ing. She looked on the faces of the 
ladies—some of them country leaders of 
fashion—and she saw none that could be 
compared with her own. She watched 
the hundred evidences of wealth and her 
very soul seemed on fire with the eager- 
ness of her wishes. 
“Why is there naught for me?’ she 

said to herself. ‘“Why should others 
have money, luxury and splendor, while 
I, who am fairer than they, must pass 
my life in a lonely cottage, counting 
each shilling as I spend it?’ 
She saw the glances of admiration 

cast upon her; she heard one ask an- 
other, ‘‘Who is that beautiful girl?’’ and 
her vanity was flattered. If, so plainly 
attired, she could produce this marked 

sensation, what would she not ao whew 
magnificently dressed? 
In the midst of her excitement and 

pleasure she could not refrain from 
noticing one thing—amongst all the 
crowd of men there was not one whe 
surpassed in appearance her husband, 
Paul. It was the first time she ha: 
mixed in society, or had seen what i: 
commonly called the world. She hac 
imagined all those who bore noble name 
would carry the impress of those names 
on face and figure. Here were lords, 
baronets, and squires, but she saw 
amongst them no face more noble tha: 
Paul's, no figure more manly; she 
heard no voice with so true a ring, she 
saw no smile so luminous and frank. 

‘““He is one of Nature's noblemen,‘ 
said the young wife to herself, and her 
heart grew warm as she looked at him 
She had thought that amongst people sc 
greatly above him in position he woula 
perhaps show some mauvaise honte — 
some shy embarrassment or confusion: 
but on his frank, noble face there was 
no trace of either. 

‘““There’s somewhat in this world amiss 
Shall be unriddled by-and-by,’’ 

said Ismay to herself, as she watched 
him. “If it were not so, Paul would 
ocoupy one of the grand places thes: 
men cannot fill so worthily as he.’”’ Sh. 
saw gentlemen of position talking t: 
him, seemingly deeply interested in hi: 
conversation. She noticed another thing 
—his love was like a watchful presenc: 
round her; he never forgot her; bh: 
seemed to be always thinking of her 
comfort, of what she would like, an. 
again the young wife said to herself:— 

‘“‘No one could ever love me as Pau 
does.’’ 
There came over her a vague kind c: 

‘wonder as to what she would do without 
his love. She might as well be withon 
food to eat, fresh air to breathe. Lie 
without Paul’s love! She smiled to her- 
self at the idea, and he, watching he: 
from a distance, came to ask her wh; 
she smiled. She looked with frank, sweet 
eyes into his face. 
“I was thinking what the world would 

be like to me without you,’ she replied, 
‘‘and I cannot realize it.”’ 

‘‘Heaven grant that you never may 
sweet! I shall never know what th: 
world is without you, for I could no: 
live if I lost you.” 
The time came when they both remem 

bered those words. 
So the struggle went on in her mind— 

the passionate longing, the eager wishes, 
the thirst for pleasure, the craving fo 
wealth, doing battle always with th: 
love of husband and child and the spiri. 
of content. 
She had longed for fortune, and it was 

coming to her; she longed for power anc 
position, it was to be hers; but she was 
unconscious of it, and said to herself a: 
times that her life would be spent i: 
dreams. 
One morning she sat in tha garde: 

making a faint pretence at work, bu 
the needle had fallen, and the whit 
hands lay listless and still. She ss 
under the shade of a large elm-tree, an 
the sunbeams falling through gree. 
lcaves were like a halo around he 
heightening her marvellous beauty. Sh 
was engrossed in her day dream «f tha 
golden future, when the littls maid-serv 
ant came to tell her that a gentlema 
wished to see her. 
She rose hastily, a crimson flush o: 

her fair face. A gentleman to see her 
Who could it be? 

Before she had time to ask the que: 
tion, she saw a gentleman enterin, 
through the garden gate. He advance 
toward her and bowed. 

‘““Have I the pleasure of addressin 
Mrs. Waldron?” he asked. He was & 
differente from the people she had passe 
her life amongst that she blushed aun: 
hesitated. She could not help noticio 
that the stranger was watching her ii 
tently, and that his eyes lingered on he 
face with an interest that was not cur. 
osity; he was studying every featur 
and when she spuke he listened eagerly t 
every word. 

‘‘I must apologize,’’ he said, ‘for in 
truding, but the garden-gate was open 
and I saw you here. Time is very preci 
ous with me. I thought yon would pa 
don me if I followed the maid.” 
She looked at him as though she woul 

fain ask him who he was; but at tha 
moment the stranger’s gaze fall on th 
lovely little boy who was playing on th 
grass. Suddenly a change came over hi 
face; he made a hurried step. and the: 
stood still. 

‘‘Is that your child—your son—Mr 
Waldron?’ he asked, eagerly. 

It is not that, but 

MIRAMICHI ADVANCE, CHATHAM 
| “Yes,” she replied; “That is my baby | 

boy."’ 

“I am very fond of children,’ said the 
stranger; ‘‘will you let me nurse him?"’ 
He took the child in his arms, and 
looked just as intently in his face. 

‘““He is "a noble boy,”’ he sald, ‘“‘a 
princely child. What is his name, Mrs. 
Waldron?’’ she forgot the irregularity of 
the interview in her delight at the gen- 
tleman’s admiration. 

‘““His name is Lionel,”’ she replied; 
‘‘we call him Leo. His father wished 
him to take my name, but I would not 
consent.” 
“Your name must be a peculiar one if 

you could give it to a boy,’’ he said; and 
if Mrs. Waldron had looked more intently 
at him, she would have seen that the 
subject was one of great moment to him. 

““My name is Ismay,’’ she said, and at 
the word a strange flash of delight came 
“over the visitor's face; and then Mrs. 
Waldron seemed to remember that she 
had not yet heard the reason of his visit. 
“Do you wish to see my husband?” 

she asked. 
‘“No,”” he replied, slowly. ‘‘My object 

in waiting upon you is to ask your per- 
mission to make a sketch of this charm- 
ing little cottage.” 
Ismay looked up in delight. 
‘‘A picture of my home,” she said. 

“I think there can be no objection. Are 
you an artist?’ : 
The visitor smiled a strange, 

smile. i 

““Not by profession; but I am fond of 
drawing.” 

Then slowly, and with great art, he 
drew her into conversation. He told her 
that he had heard her history and sym- 
pathied with her. He asked her if she 
remembered anything of her life before 
she came to Ashburnham. 
“I could not possibly remember,’’ she 

replied—‘‘I was but three years old. 
The only childish memory I have is, 
strange to say, of my mother’s hair— 
beautiful brown waving hair — with 
which I used to play; her face comes 
dimly before me at times. I remember 
nothing more.” 
“You were three years old,” he said; 

‘“how do you know that?” 
““I have heard Mrs. Hope say so,’’ she 

answered. ‘‘When will you begin the 
sketch?” 
Here §& suddenly struck Ismay that 

perhaps Paul would not be pleased if he 

Know how long this suanger had been 
in the garden. 
A slow smile spread over his face. A 

-hrewder woman would have divined at 
once that he had gone there for an object 
and that the object was attained. 
“With your permission, Mrs. Waldron, 

I will call again and then we can arrange 
about the sketch.” 
After a few more complimentary 

words, the stranger withdrew, leaving 
Ismay flattered. yet puzzled. What an 
interest he had taken in her! How en- 
grossed he had been in her story, and 
how pleased he had been with Leo! 
She sat dreaming under the elm-tree, 

thinking of everything that had been 
said, until the maid came again to in- 
terrupt her; and then she grew ashamed 
of herself. 
‘“How much thought I am giving to a 

stranger!’’ she said. ‘‘It must he because 
I so seldom see one.”’ 

cry re 

CHAPTER V. 

Bertram, Lord Carlswood, had the 
peputation of being the proudest man in 
England. He was proud of his name, of 
his race, of his pedigree—proud of his 
anstained honor, of his large fortune, 
of his gentle wife, of his fair children— 
proud of the repute in which he was 
held, of his high standing in the coun- 
try. As a river gathers force and strength 
from every tributary stream, so he made 
avery gift Heaven had bestowed upon 
him tributary to his pride. 
People in speaking of him said he was 

just and generous but very proud. This 
pride was not shown in patronage of his 
equals, but in the most rigid observances 
of class distinctions. He never pardoned 
any disregard of those distinctions; he 
was punctilions in the extreme; he gave 
to all persons the honor due to them and 
he expected the same in return; he ad- 
dressed each one by his rightful title 
and insisted on being so addressed him- 
self. He considered the Carlswoods of 
Bralyn among the leading spirits of the 
country, they had few equals, no superiors. 
‘‘Had the Carlswoods been Kings, they 

would have known how to =reign,’’ he 
was wont to say. . 
Another of his most frequent sayings 

Was {= 
‘““The Carlswoods were an old family 

when William the Norman took posses 
sion of our fair Saxon land; but study 
their records, and you will see that no 
Carlswood was ever dishonored. There 
has never been a fortune-honored. There 
has never been a fortune-hunter, or trai- 
tor, or renegade amongst us; and— thank 
heaven !—no Carlswood ever made a low 
marriage. ’’ 

There were some who said that pride 
of such a kind must have a fall—that it 
could not remain so arrogant; but the 
stately head had not yet been bent in 
humility or sorrow—there was no stoop- 
ing of the erect figure, no softening of 
the haughty face. 
Lord Carlswood married the daughter 

of the Duchess of Middleham, a gentle, 
high-bred, elegant woman. They had 
four children—three sons and one daugh- 
ter. The father’s face would glow with 
pride as he looked round on the young 
faces. 
“There is no fear of the old.zae: dying 

out yet,”’ he would say. 
He loved his wife, he was proud of 

his sons; but the great delight of his 
heart—the very light and brightness of 
his home—was his daughter Katrine, a 
beautiful, gay, high-spirited girl, who 
had all the Carlswood spirit, with its 
attendant pride. Her father literally wor- 
shipped her. He watched her beauty as 
it developed day by day; he pleased him- 
self by imagining what her future would 
be. What position could be too exalted 
for his daughter? 
When Katrine reached her tenth year, 

Lady Carlswood died. Her husband did 
not marry again. ‘‘The Carlswoods never 
marry twice,’’ he said, grandly; and he 
was true to the traditions of his race. 

It was not a matter of great moment 
to the boys. Little of their time was 
spent at Bralyn; they went to Eton, 
and thence to Oxford; they were left 
principally in the charge of tutors. Lord 
Carlswood was careful to impress upon 
them the nobility of their race and the 
obligation they were under to keep the 
glory of their name unsullied and their 
honor unstained; he left the rest to their 
teachers. 
But for Katrine Carlswood her mother’s 

death was a far more serious matter. Her 
father was unwilling to send her to 
school; he did not wish her out of his 
sight. He had governesses and masters 
for her; he did his best .for her, but it 
was lamentably done. He drew up a code 
of rules and regulations which was to 
be rigidly adhered to; he made no allow- 
ance for girlish gaiety or exuberance of 
gpirits; and the result was that Katrine 
grew to look upon home as a prison. She 
loved her father because she had suffi- 
cient intelligence to appreciate his higher 
qualities, but she considered him to be 
something like a goaler, and gloried in 
evading his rules. The method of his 
training was bad; yet he would never 
receive advice on the subject. Experi- 
enced matrons would tell him that 
change and relaxation were needful for 
the girl; he would draw himself up 
proudly and say, ‘‘The ladies of the 
house of Carlswood are not to be treated 
after the fashion of ordinary school-girls,”’ 
When the catastrophe came, no one was 
surprised. 
Lord Carlswood had decided that his 

daughter should make her debut when 
she had reached her nineteenth year; 
until then she was to study hard, and 
perfect herself in all needful accomplish- 
ments by the help of masters. He frowned 
contemptuously when his friends told 
hin that it was unfair to treat a girl of 
eighteen like a child. None knew how 
in the after years he repented of not hav- 
ing followed that advice. 

Thera was a church at Lynn, and be- 
fore her death Lady Carlswood had pre- 
sented the rector with a very flne organ; 
moreover she had asked her husband to 
set aside a certain sum to pay for an 
organist, which he had cheerfully con- 
sented to do. The first organist employed 
was an elderly man, who had a wire and 
family to support. A more remunerative 
engagement presented itself, and he 
threw up his post. He was succeeded by 
a young and very handsome man— 
Thornton Cameron, a musician of no 
mean skill. 
Lord Carlswood never saw him; he 

considered that his interest in the matter 
ended when the yearly stipend was paid. 
He was in London when Katrine wrote 
‘to ask if he would allow her to learn the 
organ—to take some lessons from the 
organist at St. Luke’s—Mr. Cameron. 
‘““He is considered very clever," she 
wrote: ‘‘and it would he a great pleasure 

peculiar 

word ‘‘Katrine’’ from 

oran Luib Wwe 
’ 

to me to leara upon an 

the gift of uy dosr maiher. 
Lord Carlswood had ne dream of dan 

ger; to his haughty mind then in wo gl 

hava seemed as probable that Lis Cangy 

ter would fall in love with one of ri 

grooms as with her teacher; not cyan 

the faintest suspicion cccurred to hi 
and Miss Carlswood's coverness, who ii 

feel some scruples, was silenced by bein. 
told that ‘‘Lord Carlswood wisned ig’ 

The handsome young organist thous 

pe was making a grand future for hin 
self when he saw a chanea cof wool: 

Bhiiss Carlswocd. He was very handson 
light of heart and pleasant of spe 
gay with the gaiety eof youth, giiw 
with a fatal, rrecious elogusnce; a 
Katrine thought the world had nv 
seen his peer. They could not conve 
freely in the quiet seclusion of the ol 
church, when the light streamed tarous: 
the stained windows andl the governes 

stood by; but before long Katrine's king 
ness had encouraged him to write lit]. 

notes, and she had replied to th2in. He 

grew wolder, and asked her to steal from 
beneath her father’s reof to meat him. 
She foolishly consened; and when the 
infatuated young man told her how 
dearly he loved her she owned that sha 
lovad him. 
Was it love, or was it an amiitions 

desire to raise himself far above his sta- 
tion, which actuated him? No one ever 

knew, and Thornton Cameron kept his 
secret. It was a base betrayal of trust, a 
cruel fraud—it was an uppardonable de- 
ception, a most dishonorable deed—Dbnut 
he succeeded in winning what the poor 
girl thought as her love, and, after great 
persuasion, she consented to elope with 
him. 
She had been so badly trained, was so 

young, so wild in the flush of girlish 
spirits, that she thought little of the con- 
sequences. ‘The sensation that must fol- 
low amused her. She enjoyed thinking 
of the tright, the search, and the emoticn 
of her stately father when he should hear 
that she was married. 

“It will be stealing a march upon 
papa,’’ she said, with a gay ringing 
laugh that should have smote her com- 
panion like a sharp sword. ‘““He was so 
particular that I should not make my 
debut until I was nincteen; what will he 
say when he hears that I am married?” 

There was no excuse to be made for 
her save that she was charmed with her 
lover's handsome face, with his musical 
voice, his eloquent words, his passionate 
pieading and prayers. She was charmed 
to be the hercine of a quasi-romance: it 
weuld be so amusing to appear in Lon- 
don as Mrs. Cameron, instead of Miss 
Carlswood. The whele matter scemed te 
her simply a delightful adventure; she 
never dreamed but that her father, after 
perhaps reproaching her in a stately 
fashion, would again receive her with 
open arms. 
‘No Carlswood ever made a low mar- 

riage’’—she had heard that expression 
often enough, but it never entered hor 

mind that hers was what would be called 
a ‘‘low marriage.’ Thornton Cameron 
was handsomer than, and quite as pol- 
ished in manner as, the gentlemen who 

had visited Bralyn. There was nothing 
about him that could be called vulgar, 
much less low and Katrine, although 
clever beyond her years, did not know 
much of the world. 
She would have considered herself 

making a low marriage if she had prom- 
ised to run away with a footman or a 
groom: ; but an artist was to her a gen- 

tleman. How could a man who created 
such grand harinonies, who gave his 
whole time and attention to the cultiva- 
tion of the purest taste—how could such 
a man be low? She considered him a 
genius, and genius, she said to herself, 
levels all ranks. She had read somewhere 
of a king who stooped to pick up the 
brush of a painter. Was a painter better 
than a musician? she asked herself. 
Certainly not. If, then, a king could 
honor a painter, surely her father might 
respect a musician. Ske had read of such 
great honors being paid to them--of 
kirgs and queens who had done homage 
to their genius, and reverenced their 
names. 

Still it seemed strange that a girl, 
reared in the very atmosphere of pride, 
should have forgotten the lessons of her 
life; but such was the case when, one 
fine autumn evening, she stole from the 
time-honored walls of Bralyn, and eloped 
with the handsome young organist of 
Lynn. 

CHAPTER VL 

The anger of Lord Carlswood, when 
he heard of his daughter's elopement, 
was something terrible to witness. She 
had written to him-—smiling as she 
wrote, thinking only of the novelty, 
ignoring the terrible consequences that 
might follow—telling him that she had 
found that the happiness ofr her life de- 
pended entirely on her love, and that, 
before he had read her letter, she would 
be Thornton Cameron’s wife. 
He read the words with a frown, and 

took an oath never while he lived to look 
upon her face again—an oath which he 
kept unbroken. 
He might have taken a dozen different 

methods of punishing the man who had 
robbed him of his daughter; he adopted 
none of them. He contented himself 
with casting her off forever. She was no 
longer a Carlswood; his love for her had 
changed into bitterest hate. She had 
broken the long spell—he could never 
say again that ,no Carlswood had ever 
contracted a low marriage; he could 
never boast that the name was unsullied. 
She had stained it by running away 
with a low-born stranger; nothing could 
restore its lustre, nothing could give 
back its lost glory. His anger was some- 
thing terrible—terrible in its depth, its 
silence, its intensity. To himself he said 
that if she were lying at his feet dying 
of hunger he would not give her bread. 
He made no loud complaints; he never 

mentioned her name. If any one at- 
tempted to condole with him, he held up 
his hand with a stately gesture that en- 
forced silence. His scorn, his anger, his 
terrible indignation, lay too deep for 
words. He went at once to Bralyn, 
where all the household were prepared 
to defend themselves; but he did not 
condescend to ask any questions. His 
game keepers wished to tell him of ram- 
bles in the woods, of stolen meetings in 
the grounds; the haughty nobleman re- 
fused to hear a syllable. He dismissed 
the governess with a sardonic compli- 
ment; he gave orders that everything 
which had ever belonged to the unfortun- 
ate Katrine should be removed from the 
house; he refused to say where they were 
to be taken or anything about them, and 
they were ultimately deposited in the 
gate-keeper’s lodge. 

Despite his pride, his sternness, his ter- 
rible contempt and scorn, there was 
something pitiful in the proud man’s 
silent, solitary despair. He took down 
the record of his children’s births; he 
read over the name of his boys; and then 
a great mist cf tears seemed to hide the 

him—burning 
tears, all the more painful lLecause sine: 
his wife's death ke had shed none. Ie 
sat alone in his library, and befora him 
roge like so many ghosts all the hopes he 

had centered in that beautiful daughter; 
he remembered her as a lovely child—as 
a lovely high spirited girl. He thought of 
the dead mother who had loved her so 
dearly, and a deep bitter sigh came from 
the depths of his overcharged heart. His 
daughter—his daughter! 

Never more was he to hear the gay 
young voice—never more to watch the 
beautiful face; she was worse, ten thous- 
and times worse, than dead. Dead, he 
could have loved her still, he could have 
visited her grave, he could have spoken 
of her; but she was dishonored and dis- 
graced, she was unworthy of regret—she 
who had brought the first stain upon the 
name of Carlswood—she who had stooped 
to deceive him. 

To be Continued. 

BOOTS! 
SHOES ! 

If you want a 

First Class Article made to urder 

come to the shop of Samael Johnson. 

0 

The driving-boots that all the Lumbermen are 
looking for are mads at this establishment, and a 
stock of them is now on hand, 

All Hand-made work and Warranted, 
Repairs made promptly. 
Prices reasccable all round. 

SAMUEL JOHNSON. 
Building adjoining the Post Office, Chatham 

NEW BRUNSWICK . FEBRUARY 17, 1898. 
Dn ——r St TS 
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Miramichi Foundry, 

STEAM ENGINE AND BOILER WORKS, 

| 

CHATHAM, N. B. 
JOSEPH M. RUDDOCK, PROPRIETOR | 

{ 
i 

Steam Engines and Boilers Mill Machivery of all kizds; | 
Steamers of any size constructed & furnished, complzte. 

GANG SDGHR~N, SHINGLE AND LATH 210i Es, 0&7 
IRGs OF ALL PDUESCRIVERS A, 

CAN DIES. 
IRCN PIPE 

OF 
VALVES AND FITTINGS 
ALL KINDS. 

DESIGNS, PLANS AND ESTIMATES FURNISHED ON APPLICATION 

Hstablished 188686. 
Dunlap Bros. & Co, 

AMHERST, N. S. 

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

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

DUNLAP COOKE & CO 

MERCHANT T/ILORS, 
Si Se 

GENTLEMEN'S OUTFITTERS 

AMHERET. 

N. S. 
This firm carries one of the finest selectiras of Cloths inclndiny ell the different makes suitabie fo 

ine tra @ Their cu. ters and staff of workmen employed wre the be<t obtainabls, and the clothing fron 
1i8 establishment has a saperior tone and finish 
‘e prices are right 

All inspectirn of the samples will convince you tha! 

PAINTS, OILS, VARNISHES AND HARDWARE. 
Ready-Mixed Paints, all shades, including the Celebrated 

WEATHER AND WATERPROOF, 
THE BEST EVER MADE. 

Scheol Blackboard Paint. 

Gloss Carriage Paint, requires no Varnishing. 
Graining Cuiors, all kinds. 
Graining Combs, Dry Colors, all shades. 
Gold Leaf, Gold Brouze, Gold Paint. . 
Stains. Walnut, Oak Cherry, Mahogany, Rose wood, Floor Paints 

Weather and Waterproof. 
Kalsomine all shades. 
7 bbls. English Boiled and Raw Oil, Pure. 
1 “ Turpentine. 
100 Kegs English White Lead Colored Paints. 
1 bbl. Machine Oil, Extra Good, Neats Foot Harness Oil. 
Ready Mixed Metalic Roofing, 92 per cent Iron. 
10 Kegs, 100 Ibs. each Dry Metalic Roofing, 92 per cent Iron. 
Paint and White Wash Brushes. 
Varuvnisaes, Elastic Oak, , .- Carriage, Demar, Furniture Copal, 

Hard Oil Finish, Pure Shelae, Driers. 
Joiners’ and Machinests’ l'ools, a speciality. 
Special attention to Builders’ Materials in Locks, Knobs, Hinoes ete 
Shee Lead and Zine, Lead Pipe, Pumps. 
75 Rolls Dry and Tarred Sheathing Paper. 
75 Kegs Wire Nails, $2.45 per Keg. 
30 Boxes Window Glass, 
20 Kegs Horse Shoes, $3.90 per Keg. 15 Boxes Horse Nails $3.00 box. 
10 Tons Refined Iron $2.50 per 100 lbs. 
Cast Steel, Bellows, 

irindstone Fixtures. 

WHITE MOUNTAIN ICE CREAM 

Jhain, Nuts, Bolts, Washers, Grindstones 

FREEZERS $1.90, CLOTHES 

WRINGERS $250, DAISY CHURNS 83.75. 

Jart and Waggon Axles, Cow Bells, Wire Sereen Doors, Window 
<creens, Green Wove Wire l4c. yd, Barbed Wire Fencing, Counter 
Scales, Weigh Beams, Stee.yards, Carpet Sweepers, Blasting Powder 
ind Fuse, Sporting Powder, Guns, Revolvers. To arrive frown Belgium 
35 Single and Double Barrel Breech Loading Guns, 

:arber’s Toilet Clippers, Horse Clippers, Lawn Shears, Accordeon s 

Violins, Bows and Fixings. 

FARMING TOOLS A: L KINDS 
Mower Sections, 70¢. doz. Heads, 402. each, Knife Heads. $3.00. 

«© &« Guards, 35¢. each, Rivets, Oilers. 

My Stock of General Hardware is complete in every branch and 
too numerous to mention. 

All persons requiring goods in my line wil! save money by calling, 
n me, as they will find my prices away down below the lowest; 

prove this by caliing. 

J. R- GOGGIN. 

JUST OPENING. 
Just OPENING 

) 

Boor AND SHOES IN GREAT VARIETY, 

Scot. ‘H AND CANADIAN TWEEDS, 

New IST MAKE: IN DRESS GOODS, 

One HS, HEARTH RUGS & DOORMATS, 

Woo, BRUSSELS & TAPESTRY CARPETS, 

Brack & COLORED CASHMERES & MERINUS, 

A RT MUSLINS, CRETONNES & REPPS, 

Lice CURTAINS & COUNTERPANES, 

Laces, RIBBONS & HAMBUR:«S, 

SiLks IN BLACK, COLORED, SURAH, & 

Worsted Coatings, 

Black and Blue Serge Suitings, 

White and Regatta Shirts, 

Ties, Collars, Hosiery 

Silk and Linen Handk'fs, 

Hats, & Caps, Etc. 

ALSO A FULL & COMPLETE LINE OF 

GROCERIES & PROVISIONS. 

J. B. SNOWBALL. 

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

Mill, Railway, and Machine Work, Marine Engines 
Cur Brass and Composition 

noted throughout the country. 
All work personally supervised. 

5 astings 

‘Successors to Gillespie Foundry. 

Established 1852 

cliel rerairing. | § 

are woithy a trial, being 

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

«8S. G. MILLER, 
SK FOR 

MONARCH 

oteel Wire Nails, > 
THEY NEVER LET GO, 

AND TAKE NO OTHERS. 
Orders filled at Factory Price, and a Freight Allowance made 407 

lots of 10 kegs and upwards at one shipment. 

KERR & ROBERTSON, 7% 
SAINT JOHN, N. B. 

N. B.— Ix Srock AND I'o Arrive 100 Dozexy K. & R. Axes. 

The unlermentioned 

spectacles. 
advantages are claimed for MacKenzie's 

Ist—That from the peculiar construction of the glasses they Assist 
quent changes uunecessary, 

2nd—That they confer a brilliancy and distinctness of vision, with 

and PRESERVE the sight, rendering fre 

an amount of Kase and COMFORT not hitherto enjoyed by spectacle 
wearers, 
3rd—That the material from which the Lenses are ground is manu- 

factored especially for optic purposes, by DR. CHARLES BarDoU’S 
Improved patent method, and is PURE, HARD AND BRILLIANT and not 
liable to become scratched. 
4th—That the frames in which they are set, whether in Gold, Silver 

or Steel, are of the finest quality and finish, and guaranteed perfect in 
every respect. 

The long evenings are hers and you will want a pair of good glassi 

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

so come to the Medical Hall and be properly fitted or no charge. 
J.D. B. F. MACKENZIE, 

RAILWAY BILLS, 

Miramichi Advance, 
CHATHAM. N. B. 

THE LEADING 
NORTH SHOR=- 2 
NEWSPAPER. 

PRINTED 
EVERY WEDNESDAY 

EVENING. 

TeR¥MS ONE DOLLAR A YEAR PA/ABLE IN ADVANCE. 
D. G.SMITH. EDITOR & PROPRIETOR 

ania 

JOB PRINTING 
AT LOW PRICES AND THE SHORTEST NOTICE 

ALWAYS ON HAND :— 

FISH INVOICES, 

CUSTOM HOUSE FORMS, 

BILLS OF EXCHANGE, 

MAGISTRATES BLANKS, 

MORTGAGES & DEEDS, 

BILLS OF SALE 

NOTES OF HAND, 

JOINT NOTES, 

DRAFTS, 

SCHOOL DISTRICT SECRETBRYS BILLS FOR RATEPAYERS, 

TEACHERS AGREEMENTS WITH TRUSTEES, - 

DISTRICT ASSESSMENT LISTS. 

THREE MACH! 
and other requisite plant constant- 
ly running Equipment equal to 
that of any Job-Printing o 
the Province 

The only 

A 
5 PRESSES 

ce in 

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

MEDAL AND DIPLOMA 
— AL TEL 

DOMINION AND GENTENKIAL EXHIBITION 
AT 8ST yOHN IN 1883 

Orders by Mail promptly filled & Satisfaction Guaranteed. 

C P. RAILWAY fo 

Betweon Fredericton Chatham and 
Loggieville. 

FOR CHATHAM FOR FREDERICTON 

CANADA EASTERN RAILWAY 
SUMMER 1897. 

YNti " 1 ill run on the ab ve Rai y - ’ U Ntil rurther ootice, trains w r ea ailway, dally (Sundays exceptea) as ollow s 

- 

Oeanecting with I. 0.2. 

(read down) (read (up) | GOING NORTE. 
MIXED EXPHESS EXPRE~S MIXED 

6 20am lv 25 pm . Fredericton,... 12 15ar. 3 30pm, ExprEss, Mixzp 
6 30 SC oh Gibson, .... 12 12 3 27 ee Rd 1490p. m, 
6 50 305 . ..Marysville,.., 12 40 310 re v oe 2. 
8 20 407  ..CrossCreek,.. 1047 1320 | Chatham June, ei 2.20 oo 
9 40 65 05 ...Boicstown,.., 935 1145 Nols mn It 03 ~ yee 5 
Raw {28 Doaktown,... 8350 {1043 [yr Unatham 11.20 « 2% Weel (Sedly TVW... “Ime |] h 2 3.20 
1205 pm 710 ...Blackville,... 7 40 910 | i ee 
100ar] 803 Ta : LR Te 4 

BN Nelson 710 EXPRESS. 
2 30 840 . ..Chatham ... 612 650 |Lv. Chatham, 5.68. »., 10 Mixes 
2 50 ar 8 56 Loggieville Lv 6 00 am 6 50 a m [Nelson 3.45 10 ae 

[ Ar. Chaths v i " ror 150'ToN  INDIANTOWN BRANCH. rom mk'vielp, ao opetion, 4.05 Ls, 
. ‘ Iv8.00am.......... Blackville .:..... ... ar 500 p m|Nelson 4.49 BR o 

REET iinrviiini ARAN. . cc .oc0enves DAD" | \r Gbatham 5.00 11.30 p - 

The above Table is made up on Eastarn standard time, 
The trains between Chatham and Fredericton will also stop waea signalled at the following fia 

Statious—- Uerby Siding, Upper Nelson Boom, Chelmstord, 3rey Rapi‘ls, Upper Blackville B\ised d Carrol’s, MeNamee’s, Lutlow, Astle Crossing Clearwater, Portage Road, Forbes' Siding Upper Cro Creck, Covered Bridge, Ziouville, Durham, Nashwaak, Manzer’s Siding, Penniac. ’ bed 

Express Trains on I. C. R.run through t. destinations on Sunday Express trains ryan Sunday mornings but Lot Monday mornings 

CONNECTIONS a, Stee sumsia mis, we 1 ¢ autiwas r Moatrea: and all ponts v tie upper p. 
tor St Johr and all pointe West, and at Gi som fm 
aud Presque Isle, and au Cross ‘reek with Stace or Stauley 

Liios. HOBLN, supt. 

ricton with 
uvinees and with the ¢ P. RAILWAY Woousiock, doulton., Grand Falls Edmundstop 

ALEX. wissw), Gea dlanager ~


