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CHAPTER

XVIIL
FLIGHT.
It was useless to fight any lenger.

That was the burden of
peren:ntery note lying on her lap.

She had done her utmost in tlie fight
for happiness. She had striven hard to
retain it in her grasp, but the fates were
fighting against her, and there was
nothing left but to own herself bLeaten
and accept the defeat as best she could.

It was hard to give it all up—hardest
cf all to lese Juffray’s love and to feel
that be would know her for a cheat and
a liar and worse.

She ran back in thought over the
events of the time since her arrival in
England and swmiled in self contempt as
wie saw one after another the line of
false steps she had taken. How paltry
and unworthy seemed now the little
ambitions which she had cherished then,
how utterly weak and poor the objects
for which she had striven!

To be the wife of a rich man she had
schemed and plotted and intrigued.
And what had it proved to be? The
one sacrifice that now caused her the
least regret was that of her money and
position. The one thing she dreaded to
lose now was the one thing which she
despised then—Jaffray’s love. She had
* traded on his love to win wealth and
honor for herself. The end was nothing
but dishonor for him and a desolate,
broken life for herself.

Yet he had loved her—Iloved her like
the true, gallant man he was. The
thought cheered her, though it brought
scalding tears to her eyes, which she let
gather and blur all her sight and then
fall unchecked. In all the years to
come and whatever might befall her or
him he would never blot out from his
memory the love he had once had for
her, and she loved the thought of that.

If only the truth could be kept from
him for always! She would give her
life, she thought, if that could be.

What would he think of her if she
were to die? How weuld he feel if he
were to come into the room and find
her dead?

Now she recalled some words that
Pierre had spoken about drugs that told
no tale and left no sign. What were
they? How ocould they be obtained?

How would it be to go to Pierre as he
said in his letter, to seem to fall in
with his plan to poison Jaffray, to get
from him the drug for that purpose
and then herself take it? That would
be easier than to find some poison by
herself. Yet stay—there was no diffi-
oulty. It did not need any such elabo-
rate preparation as that.

She had but to feign a bad headache
with sleeplessness and take a sleeping
draft strong enough—for her to wake
no more.

No one would think of poison. Her
life lay all before her, bright with a
dazezling promise of happiness, thought
the world. How little the world knew!
Two people would understand, however,
and know the truth—the man who held
her in his mercilese power and Beryl,
who had guessed the secret.

What would they think? Nay, what
would they do?

Would Beryl tell? She thought of the
girl’s cold, firm, deliberate nature and
for a moment wavered how to answer
the question. No; Beryl would not
carry any feeling, however keen, be-
yond the grave. She felt that. If she
had paid the pemalty with her life,
Beryl would be as silent as the grave in
which she herself was to bury the secret.

But what of Pierre? As she thought
of him she was ocold and sick. She knew
too well what he would do. He would
seek at onoce to trade on the shameful
knowledge. He would tell the whole
story to Jaffray, threaten him with ex-
posure if he were not pajd hush money,
and thus hold him in bondage by the
knowledge of her shame till Jaffray
should come to hate her very name and
curse the day when he had grown to
love her.

The gates of death were thus shut
against her, and she felt that she must
work out some other means of escape.

Not once in all her misery did she
think of telling Jaffray. She knew him
80 thoroughly and knew how he would
turn from her act and her shame that
the mere thought of facing him at such
& moment was more than she could en-
dure.

For this there was another reason,
known only to herself, and the knowl-
edge of it had set up in her mind hun-
dreds of confusing thoughts, fears, im-
pulses and emotions. There was the
hope of a little life that was some day
to be born, and, like a sword piercing
the flesh and turning in the wound to
proloug the agony, was the knowledge
that the child—hers and Jaffray’s—
would be the child of shame,

She knew too well what Jaffray
would feel and think and say if once
this knowledge were forced upon him,
and the fear, and the shame, and the
love, and the misery all blended to drive
the wretched girl to distraction.

Gradually out of the blinding mist
and sorrow an idea began to take shape.
If she were to see Pierre and lure him
on to delay any evil plans he might have
formed by promising to work with him,
something might happen to prevent his
doing any harm.

Or, better still, if she were to fly
from the manor house and let him know
that she had done so, he might be driven
from his purpose altogether.

8he could see him that night at the
time and place he had named, and then
she fell to pondering all the points that
occurred to her in this connection.

In the midst of this ske was roused by
& knock at the door. She made no re-
spense, but folded up the letter from
Plerre and put it in her poeket.

‘The knock ocame again, firmer and
more impatient, and then a voice—Sir
Jaffray’s—ocalled her.

She rose, and, wiping the tears has-
tily from her eyes, opened the door.

‘‘Here is a letter for you, Lola, from
Beryl,” he said, giving to her a letter

which Lola saw was fastemed with o
seal. Then, seeing by her face that sb
was traubled, he sald very gently
“What is the matter, dearest?’’ d he
followed her into the room. ‘‘You bave
been sitting here alome,’’ he added in g
cheerier voiee.

‘““‘I am-—-mot—not very well,”’ she
said, her lips trembling and half refus-
ing to frame any words at all.

‘““Well, read ycur letter. Perhaps
Beryl has some good news for yeu
about her father. Read it and then let
‘sne sev whether I can’t cheer you wup a
bit. You are so stremg usually that you
startle me when you like this.”’

Bhe troke the seal the letter and
opened it and almost instamtly shrank
together, while a look of intense pain
spread ever her stwajued face, which
turned as white as salt.

‘“What s the matter? Is he dead?”’
cried Bir Jaffray, alarmed and think-
ing of Mr. Leycester. ‘‘Beryl shouldn’s
send news like that so suddenly. The

shook's %0 make any one ill."’
By an Lela fought down some
of her distress.

“No, he is—not dead,’’ she answered
very slowly, as though the words
pained her. ‘‘It was not—not that. I
am nos well, dear.”” 8he smiled faint]
and weakly, as if to reassure him. *
bad a—a pain in my heart; that's all.
I¥’s not dear Beryl's letter oy—news,
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Lola’e |
thoughts as she sat with Pierre’s short, |

in it, only to say—she can’t get here
again for a day or two and—would
like me—to go to—her; that's all.”
She folded the letter and put it away in
her pocket, where it lay against that
which she had had from Pierre.

It might well cause her pain, short
thouzh it was. It ran thus:

DA st LoLA—Come to me. I know the
dreadful load you are bearing, and my heart
is wrung for you. I know you are strong and
brave, but th¢ trial ahead of you would test
the strongest ai i bfavest. It brealks me down
to think that it i= (0 me that this has come to
be known. Come to me and help me to shape
the course ahead. When I think of you in that
desperate man’s power, I shrink with fear.
Come to me. Your friend always, BERYL.

The end was oloser than ever.

There was no mistaking either Beryl’s
meaning or the kindness with which
she wished to temper the blow which"
she knew her letter must strike. -

But the blow had to be struck. '

“Come to me and help me to shape'
the oceurse ahead.’’ Lola knew well.
enough the only meaning which thom1
words could have. The truth had to be
made known and that at once.

She turned cold and shivered at the '
thought, and, seeing her shiver Sir Jaf- .
fray, who had no clew to the mental’
suffering whioh she was enduring, set:
it down to illness. !

“You are ill, Lola,”” he said very
gently and soothingly. ‘‘I shall send'
for Dr. Braithwaite.’’ And he turned to'
leave the room. j

““Don’t go,”” she pleaded. *“Don’t’
leave me for a minute. Take me to
your arms once more, Jaffray."’ ;

‘“ ‘Once more?” What do you mean, '’
sweetheart?’’ he asked in astonishment. :
““God forbid that my arms should ever .
be closed to you!”’ ]

‘““Aye, God forbid it!"’ she cried.
““Now pet me and soothe me as you |
used to wish to do in the days when I'
wouldn’t let you.”’ :

He took her in his arms, and then
sitting down in the long, low easy
chair where she had been he drew her |
on to his lap and held her there like a|
tired child, holding her head to his|
heart and smoothing her face and her
hair, kissing her and murmuring soft, |
caressing words to her. X

‘““You're not often like this to me,’’
she murmured, opening her lovely eyes |
and glancing up into his and smiling |
faintly. ‘‘Your touch is like what the
wave of a mesmerist’s hand must be
when he wafts away pain.’’ :

For answer he kissed her again. :

‘““Have I made you happy, Jaffray?”’
she asked after a long pause. ?

By way of answer this time he hum-
med the snatch of a song, ‘‘If this be,
vanity, vanity let it be,’’ an old, teas- '
ing trick of his when she had seemed to:
look for a compliment from him. |

‘““Yes, I am vanity today, but an-:
swer,’’ she urged. i

““My darling wife, I have never
known since I was a child and felt the
presence of my mother’s love such hap-
piness as you have brought into my life. |
That from my soul,’”’ he said earnestly,
kissing her. '

She kissed him in response and lay:
for a moment quite still in his arms.

Then suddenly she asked :

“If I were to die, Jaffray, would it
break your lLcart?”’

“Don’t, Lola—don’t even think such
a thing.”’

‘““But I mean it. Would it?”’

“It would olose it against ever hold-.
ing such a love in my life again,’’ he

wnswered, and his voice was like that
of one in pain.

“‘I am selfish, but I am glad of that."
I want no one ever to take my place,
even to blot out the memory of this
time, whatever happens.’’

““You are talking very strangely,
child. ‘Whatever happens’—what can
that mean?”’

““I am feeling very strange, Jaffray,’’
she answered, taking his hand and rub-
bing her soft cheek against it and kiss-
ing it. “You laugh at my presenti-
ments, but you do not laugh me out of
them. I believe that if we could lift the
veil that hides from us the next few
days we should see a trouble that might
make us both wish we were dead rather
than have to face it. No; hear me,"’
she said, putting her hand on his lips,
when he was going to break in and in-
terrupt her. ‘‘It is this which is fright-’
ening me, and it makes me anxioms to
get a pledge from you of your love.
Don’t blame me and don’t laugh at me;
but, whatever happens, remember today
and remember our love.”’

‘‘Are you fearing anything that oan
happen, child?’ he asked earnestly.
Her words seemed more than a mere
presentiment.

For a moment the issue to tell or not
to tell hung in the balance, and she al-
mQgt nerved herself to dare all and open
out her confession while he was in this
mood.

But he spoke and broke the spell.

“I sometimes think, as I have told
you, that there is something.’’ And the
toue in which he spoke drove back the
impulse and made her silent. She
seemed to read in it an unwillingness
to forgive, a sternness that she knew
was in his character, und it chilled the
words even as they rose to her lips.

So the moment passed, and nothing
~as said save that she turned the ques-
tion with an evasion.

*‘I am fearing something,’’ she said,
*“and if only I could guess what it was
snd what shape it would take and what
it would do I should be better again.
As it is you must not scold me, but love
we, Jaffray, always love me, always,
and bear with me when I am like this,
but always think of me with love.”’

Then she was silent, and after a
time, when he had soothed her and
petted her, she fell asleep in his arms,
her last thought of him being that
which a kiss suggested. He held her
while she slept—it was not long—and
thought of allshe had said and won-
dered whether it had any hidden mean-
ing, and, if g0, what.

And he looked at her as she slept and
was pleased when asmile flickered over
her face, and he kissed it before it was
gone, and kissing her he woke her, and
she smiled stil}] more broadly and
sweetly.

‘““That is the sweetest sleep I have
ever had in my life, Jaffray,’’ she said
—‘‘in your strong, safe arms, kissed to

1

“TWhen did this come and how?”’ he asked
shortly.

sleep and kissed to wakening. It makes
me strong for whatever may come.”’

With that she rose, and, with a laugh
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and a last kiss that his recollection of
her might be all of love and bright-
nees, she sent him down stairs happy
and loving,.

In all the time of stress and pain
that followed that last look of her
haunted his memory always, and he
learned to blame himself sorely for hav-
ing been g0 dull and blind as not to
have seen before him the stormecloud of
trial and trouble and suffering that was
about to burst.

As it was he thought chiefly of her
love for him and only speculated in a
vague and general way as to the cause
of the moodiness in which he had found
her.

At dinner time Lola did not appear,
but a message came from her that she
had felt uneasy about Beryl and had
determined to go over and see her.

“How odd Lola is!"’ exclaimed Mrs.
De Witt when she heard this. “Why,
this afterunoon she got me to go over to
Beryl, and then when I got back I
couldn’t find her anywhere to give
Beryl’s message.’’

‘““She is anxious about Beryl; that’s
all,’’ said Sir Jaffray, and so the sub-
ject passed, but the dinner without
Lola was very constrained, and Sir
Jaffray was more disturbed than he
cared to show.

As soon as it was finished and he was
alone he told the butler to find eut what
time the carriage was ordered to bring
Lola back. The reply was that the car-
riage had been sent back without any
orders, and that Lola was to return in
one of the Leycester Court carriages.

This surprised him very much, and
he ordered out a saddle horse and rode
to Leycester Court, saying nothing to
any one of his intention.

When he came back, his face was
very stern and pale.

‘““Has Lady Walcote returned?’ he
asked instantly, and the servant told
him she had not and handed him a let-
ter. Glancing at it, he recognized Lola’s
handwriting, and he caught his breath
as if in pain.

““When did this come and how?’’ he
asked shortly.

‘“A messenger brought it about an
hour ago, Sir Jaffray,’’ answered the
man. ‘‘He said he had been paid to
bring it over on horseback.’’

“From where? Do you know the
maun?’’

‘“He did not say where he came from,
gir, and he’s a stranger to me.”’

‘““You should have asked him,’’ re-
plied the baronet angrily.

He held the letter in his grasp, and it
seemed to burn his hand.

Holding himself in restraint, he went
quietly to the library, and, having shut

,the door carefully behind him, tore open

the envelope with fingers that shook.
The first words were enough.
He went to the door hurriedly and
locked it to prevent any one surprising
him in his hour of agony and humilia-

tion and disgrace.

Lola’s letter told him im plain words
that she had fled from home, never to

return.

OCHAPTER XVIII
A CLEW,
The letter which Lola had sent back

to her hugband to explain her flight

was to him quite unintelligible, and

the more lie read it the less weuld he

understand her motives in writing it:
My DEAREST—Would to God that I could

still put ‘‘husband!’’ But, my dearest ever and
always and eéverywhere, what will you say,

what will you think, when you read this and
know that we gre never more to meet on this
sarth? As I write you lhave just left me.
Your kisses are still Burning on my lips, your

love warming my deseolate heart, your touch
lingering on my face and my hair, your truth
keeping me strong in resolve to right yeu,
your words of love singing in my ears. But
that was our last caress. Now our love is
nothing but a memory, and this act of mine
may even blot eut yours. You will never see
me again, Jaffray, and I pray you never tc
seek me. Between us there is a bar that noth-
ing can break down, and, though I am not al-
together guilty toward you, I am not altogeth-
er innocent. I would soener have died than
bave done this. It would have been so easy
Just to die in your arms, but I could not take
my shame away with me, and I think I have
done what alone cam cure some part of the
evil that I have wrought. I cannot tell you
what it is. I pray you may never know. To-
day when I lay in your arms I nearly told you
8ll, nearly opened the flood gates of all the
sorrow and the pain and the distracting trou-
ble, and just let it all come out, but some-
thing happened, a woerd you said or a tone]l
thought I heard, and I stopped, and all was
blackness and gloom again. There is no way
but this and no end for me but death, though
that may not be yet. One thing I ask—try
not to think ill of me. Never believe I havs
not loved you with my whole heart. Never
doubt that in any wild stories which may
ever reach you either as to the past or the fu-
ture. If Iam driven to what may look like
evil and wreng and crime, remember it is only
for your sake and because there is no other
way. And now goodby, goodby! I can hard-
ly write for the tears which scald my eyes.
Ah, me! The last word I shall ever say to
you! Think, Jaffray, the last word! My heart
is as broken as my life. Buf I must say it--
goodby! LoLa.

The writing of the l1af® few lines 6f
the letter was bleared and blotted and
irregular where Lola had not been able
to keep her tears from running on to
the paper or $o hold her hand ateady as
she had penned the words.

Sir Jaffray’s eyes were dim enoungh
as he read the letter and tried to find
some reason for what had been done.

What could it mean?

The letter was the plaint of a broken
heart, and every word and syllable of it
spoke to the love with which Lola loved
him.

And yet she had left him.

He sat alone mattling with the prob-
lem for a time and trying to think what
was best to do, and when he could see
no gleam of light he went out to go to
his mother’s room, carrying the letter
in his hand.

As he was crossing the hall it oc-
curred to him that he must give some
reason to the servants for Lola’s absence,
and, ringing for her maid, he said that
she had been detained at Leycester Court
and would not be home.

Then Mrs. De Witt, hearing him,
came out of the drawing room.

“‘Do you know I'm all alone, Magog?’’
she said in a bantering voice, and then,
changing her tone at sight of his face,
she asked: ‘‘What is the matter? What
has happened?'’

‘*Nothing is the matter in which youn
can help, thank you,’’ he answered de-
liberately. ‘‘I am sorry you are alone,
but Lola has been kept at Leycester
Court and will not be home tonight. I
am probably going over there myself,
Will you wait for a few minutes in the
drawing room and I will see you pres-
ently?”’

There was something in his manner
which shook all the frivolity out of Mrs,
De Witt, and without a word she went
back into the room, feeling grave and
troubled,

Then Sir Jaffray went on to his
mother’s room. :

““Mother, there is trouble. Help me
what to think and what to do, Lola
seems to have been driven by some cause
which I cannot in the least understand
to take the desperate step of leaving the
manor, Listen to this.’”’ And he read
the letter.

She sat and listened in the deepest
pain and not without some twinges of
self reproach as she read between the
words of the letter the evidence of a
heart battling with an overwhelming
sorrow and driven in upon itself for
lack of the helping counsel of womanly
sympathy.

The reading of the letter left her
completely baffled and bewildered.

“What can it mean, Jaffray? What
can the poor girl mean? Have you no
sort of clew, nothing of any kind to
guide you? What does she mean?—
‘Would to God that I could still put
““husband!”’’ You don’t—you’ve no
cauee to donubt her?”’

‘““None,"” answered Sir Jaffray stern-
ly. “I would answer for her against
the world. 8he has been driven to this
last desperate act by something—heaven
knows what—from which I could not
shield her. Why did she not tell me?”’

‘“What could there be to tell?”’

‘‘How can I even guess, mother?”’

““Can we look te the past for a clew,
do you think? H2s she ever told you
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the history of the years with her
father?”’

“Never a syllable that would throw
a gleam of light on such a mystery as
this. Of course not. I tell you it is in-
explicable, absolutely a mystery. But
now there is no time for mere talk, [
must act. I must be doing something,
or I shall go mad.”’

Lady Walcote paused a moment and
watched Sir Jaffray as he walked rap-
idly from one end of the room to the
other, grasping the letter in one hand,
his stern, gloomy face bent forward.

“There are two people who may
know something that may help you—
Mrs. Villyers and that Frenchman, M,
Turrian. You had better see them
both,’’ said Lady Walcote deliberately.
““If you can get a glimpse of her reason
for leaving here, it may help you to
guess where she would be likely to go,
and so to trace her. You mean to look
for her, of course?”’

“I will never rest till I find her and
bring her back,’” he cried passionately,
“if I spend the rest of my life in the
search! But I am absolutely at a loss
even to guess where she would be like-
ly to go, and it drives me mad."”’

““There are people whose business it
fs to make such a search.”’

“Yes, I shall have down the best
man I can hear of, but I want to be
doing something myself. "’

““Then you had better see Mrs. Vill-
yers and M. Turrian.”

“I had a row with the Frenchman
today and kicked him out of the place.
I can’t go to him.”’

““You did what?’’ cried his mother,
turning quickly to him in her astonish-
ment. ‘““What was it about? Lola?"’

‘“Yes," answered Sir Jaffray after a
moment’s hesitation. ‘‘I found the beg-
gar actually trying to hurt Lola. I be-
lieve he meant mischief, too, and I
horsewhipped him and turned him out.’

““You frighten me, Jaffray,’”’ ex-
claimed his mother, turning pale and
grasping the arms of her chair. ‘‘Can
there be any connection between that
and this?”’

““I never thought of that,’”’ he an-
swered in a voice low and anxious.
“I’'ll find him and drag out of him
every syllable he knows.”’

‘‘Be cautious, Jaffray. He may be a
dangerous man.”’

‘““He has more need to be afraid of me
than I of him,’’ he answered, and soon
after he left his mother and went away
to make his prepgrations.

Remembering that Mrs. De Witt was
in the drawing room alone, and that he
had promised to go back to her, he turned
in as he passed the door.

She was sitting by the fire and got up
as he entered. She looked very serious
and distressed and spoke without any
affectation, as though the consciousness
that he was in trouble had frightened
her into being natural.

‘“You are in real trouble, I can see. If
I can help you, say so. You can trust
me, and a woman’s wit is sometimes
worth having.”’

“I will tell you tomorrow,
““Meanwhile’’—

“There is no need to put off the news.
Lola has gone away. 1 can see that—
and you are blind. Where is that Tur-
rian?”’

He started at her words and looked
earnestly at her for a moment.

“I will tell you tomorrow, ' he re-
peated. ‘‘Meanwhile yon must excuse
me for this evening, and tomorrow—I
am sorry, but I must ask you to bring
your visit to a close. My wife will not
be well enough, I fear, to get back, and
I myself shall be away.”’

“*Why don’t you trust me?’ she asked
a little warmly and with a suggestion
of reproach and defiance in her looks.

‘‘It is not a case of trust or distrust,
but tonight there is nothing to tell.”’

‘““As you will,” she retorted, shrug-
ging her shoulders. ‘‘Still you can have
my advice even if you won’t give me
your confidence. Find the Frenchman.”’

He made no answer, but turned and
left the room and went to the library.
Taking an old London directory, he
searched among the private inquiry
agents until he found a name which he
remembered—Gifford of Southampton
row, London. He wrote out a telegram
asking him to come down at once on
an urgent matter, and this he sent by a
mounted messenger to be dispatched
from a town ten miles away where the
office was open all night,

Then he had a saddle horse brought
round, and he rode off fast through the
night to Mrs. Villyers’ house to try to
gather from her some clew to Lola’s
movements,

As he went he took up the train of
thought which his mother’s words had
suggested and Mrs. De Witt had en-
forced. Was there any connection be-
tween that scene of the morning and
Lola’s flight? Had that villainous cow-
ard anything to do with foroing them
apart? By heaven, if he had—and un
der his breath Sir Jaffray swore a deep,
strong oath-—he should pay dearly for
it.

But how could it possibly be so?

If the signs of a true and deep love
were ever shown for a man, Lola had
shown them for him that day both by
word and aot. Not for a moment would
he distrust her—no, not if all the world
were against her to swear away her
faith and truth and love for him.

He would find her and bring her
back. That he vowed to himself, and
the thought that he could do it com-
forted and oheered him and lifted him
in a measure above the choking flood of
misery and regret. He would hold to
that resolve—to that and to his un-
dimmed love for her.

When he reached Mrs. Villyers’
house, all was in darkness. It was late,
and the household had gome to bed.
Till that moment he had had a faint,
flickering hope that he should find Lola
there.

But the darkened house quenched the
hope. If she had been there, there
would have been some signs of an un-
usual stir in the place instead of the
unpromising darkness,

He roused the household, and when
the servants came shivering and irrita-
ble to know who it was and what was
wanted he learned that Mrs. Villyers
was from home and had been away for
two or three weeks. Asked where she
was, they gave him an addressin North
Devonshire, and that was all the in-
formation he gained by the long night
ride.

he said.

To be Continued.

FURNAGES FURNACES.
WOOD OR COAL,

WHICH I CAN FURNISH AT

REASONABLE PRICES.

STOVES
COOKING, HALL AND PARLOR STOVFS

AT LOW PRICES

PUMPS, PUMPS,

Sinks, Iron Pipe, Baths, Creamer{; the very best,
also Japanned stamped and plain tinware in end-
less variety, all of the best stock which I wil)

"' gell low for cash

A.C. McLean Chatham
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BUILDING LOTS

FOR SALE
Streets,

on Princess, Victoria and Howard
Sizes of lots 50x100
50x140
62x132
These lots are situated in the most desirable part
of the town and will be sold cheap and on re ason-

able terms,
J, B, SNOWBALL
Chatham, 12th April, 1898.
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MILLERS' FOUNDRY AND MACHINE WORKS.

RITCHIE WHARF, CHATHAM. N. B.

Successors to Gillespie Foundry.
Established 1852.

o
Mill, Railway, and Machine Work, Marine Engines, Boiler repairing.
Our Brass and Composition Castings are worthy a trial, being
noted throughout the country.
All work personally supervised. Satisfaction guaranteed.
Send for estimates before ordering elsewhere.
Mill Supplies, Fittings, Pipe, ete. in stock and to order.

JAS. G. MILLER.
Established 1866.

DUNLAP GOOKE & CO.
MERCHANT TAILORS,

Dunlap Bros. & Co.,

AMHERST, N. S.

e ———————————————————————————— et =,

JOSEPH M. RUDDOCK, - . -

Steam Engines and Boilers, Mill Machinery

Miramichi Foundry,

STEAM ENGINE AND BOILER WORKS,

CHATHAM N. B.

PROPRIETOR

of all kinds

Steamers of any size constructed & furnished, complete,

GANG EDGERS, SHINGLE AND LATH MACHINES, CAST-

INGS OF ALL DESCRIPTIONS,
CAN DIES.

IRON PIPE VALVES AND FITTINGS-

OF ALL KINDS.

DESIGNS, PLANS AND ESTIMATES FURNISEED ON APPLICATION

— AN D—
GENTLEMEN'S OUTFITTERS

AMHERST.
N. S.

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

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

This firm carries one of the finest selections of Uloths incinding 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.

PAINTS, OILS, VARNISHES AND HARDWARE.

Ready-Mixed Paints, all shades, including the Celebrated
WEATHER AND WATERPROOF,

THE BEST EVER MADE,

School Blackboard Paint.

Gloss Carriage Paint, requires no Varnishing,

Graining Colors, all kinds.

Graining Combs, Dry Colors, all shades.

Gold Leaf, Gold Bronze, 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 and 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.

VARNISHES, Elastic Oak, Carriage, Copal,
Hard Oil Finish, Pure Shelae, Driers.

Joiners’ and Machinests’ Tools, a speciality. »

Sgecial attention to Builders’ Materials in Locks, Knobs, Hinges ete,

Sheet Lead and Zinc, 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, Chain, Nuts, Bolts, Washers, Grindstones
Grindstone Fixtures.

WHITE MOUNTAIN ICE CREAM FREEZERS $1.90, CLOTHES
WRINGERS $2.50, DAISY CHURNS $3.75.

Cart and Waggon Axles, Cow Bells, Wire Sereen Doors, Window
Screens, Green Wove Wire 14e. yd., Barbed Wire Fencing, Counter
Scales, Weigh Beams, Steelyards, Carpet Sweepers, Blasting Powder
and Fuse, Sporting Powder, Guns, Revolvers. To arrive from Belgium
35 Single and Double Barrel Breech Loading Guns,

Barber’s Toilet Clippers, Horse Clippers, Lawn Shears, Ac cordeons
Violins, Bows and Fixings.

FARMING TOOLS. ALL KINDS.

Mower Sections, 70c. doz. Heads, 40c. each, Knife Heads, $3.00.
“ " Guards, 35¢. each, Rivets, Qilers.
My Stock of General Hardware is complete in every branch and
too numerous to mention.
All persons requiring goods in my line will save money by calling
on me, as they will find my prices away down beiow the lowest

prove this by ealling. J. R. GOGG| N.

Demar, Furniture

OPENING OF

=+ NEW SPRING GOODS,

AT

. B. SNOWBALL'S

pp——

BLACK AND COLORED DRESS GOODS IN
ALL THE LEADING STYLES,

BLACK AND COLORED FRENCH MERINOS
AND CASHMERES,

PRINTS, SATEENS, MUSLINS,

SCOTCH TWEED SUITINGS AND
PANTINGS,

BLACK AND COLORED WORSTED AND
DIAGONALS,

CANADIAN TWEEDS AND HOMESPUNS,

ENGLISH AND AMERICAN HATS AND
CAPS IN ALL THE LATEST
STYLES.

A Large Stock of Eents’ Furnishings

oooooINo.o..

White and Colered Shirts, Ties, Braces, 1-2 Hose, Etc.

WOOL, UGNION, TAPESTRY, BRUSSELLS
AND HEMP CARPETS,

FLOOR OIL CLOTH, 4-4 5-4 6-4 8-4,

LINEN TOWELS AND TOWELLING, TABLE
LINEN AND NAPKINS IN GREAT
VARIETY.

TRUNKS AND VALISES.

A Large Stock of Ladies’ Gents' and Children's Boots
Shoes and Slippers.

OUR GROCERY AND PROVISION DEPARTMENT IS ALWAYS
WELL STOCKED AND ALL GOODS SOLD AT LOW-
EST PRICES TO MEET COMPETITION.

J. B. SNOWBALL.

h ]
‘ ; £ > ~

)

side of St. John that was
both

ASK FOR

MONARCH
oteel Wire Nails’

THEY NEVER LET GO,
AND TAKE NO OTHERS.

Orders filled at Factory Price, and a F reight Allowance made on
of 10 kegs and upwards at one shipment,

KERR & ROBERTSON,

SAINTJOHN, N- B
N. B.—~IN Stock AND To ArRIVE 100 Dozex K. & R. AxEs,

lots

The undermentioned
spectacles.

1st—That from the peculiar construction of the glasses they Assist
and PRESERVE the sight, rendering frequent changes uunecessary.

2nd—That they confer a brilliaicy and distinetness of vision, with
an amount of EASE and CoMFORT not hitherto enjoyed by spectacle
wearers.,

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

factnred especially for optic purposes, by DR. CHARLES BARDOU’S
improved patent method, and is Puie, HARD AND BRILLIANT and not
liable to become seratched.

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

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

J. D. B. F. MACKENZIE.

advantages are claimed for MacKenzie's

Chatham N. B, Sept. 24, 1895.

Miramichi Advance,

CHATHAM. N. B.

THE LEADING PRINTED
NORTH SHORE ¥ EVERY WEDNESDAY
NEWSPAPER. EVENING.

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

S

JOB PRINTING

AT LOW PRICES AND THE SHORTEST NOTICE,

ALWAYS ON HAND :—

RAILWAY BILLS,
FISH INVOICES,
MAGISTRATES’ BLANKS,
MORTGAGES & DEEDS, JOINT NOTES,
BILLS OF SALE DRAFTS,
SCHOOL DISTRICT SECRETBRYS BILLS FOR RATEPAYERS,
TEACHERS' AGREEMENTS WITH TRUSTEES,—
DISTRICT ASSESSMENT LISTS.

THREE MACHINE PRESSES

CUSTOM HOUSE FORMS,
BILLS OF EXCHANGE,
NOTES OF HAND,

and other requisite plant constant-

running. HEquipment equal to

1
tia.t of any Job-Printing office in
the Province.

The only Job-Printing office out.
awarded

MEDAL AND DIPLOMA

— AT THERER—

DOMINION AND CENTENNIAL EXHIBITION

AT ST JOHN IN 1883 »

Orders by Mail promptly filled & Satisfaction Guaranteed.

Sem e

OCEATELA WV

STEAM LAUNDRY AND DYE WORKS.

Following are our Prices for Dyeing. Orders Promptly
Attended too. Satisfaction Guaranteed.

PRICE LLIST.
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LADIES’ WEAR.

DRESSES DYED, WHOLE,
DRESSES DYED, RIPPED,
SKIRTS DYED, WHOLE,
SKIRTS DYED, RIPPED,
WAISTS DYED, WHOLE,
WAISTS DYED, RIPPED,
SHAWLS
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SHAW
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