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There opened then to Ismay Waldron 
a most briiliant life; nothing that she 
ha ever dreamed of equalled this magni- 
ficent reality. There was one drawback. 
She had one dispute with Lord Carls- 
wood; he was very desirous that she 
should relinquish the name of Waldron, 
and that she would not consent to do. 
She looked at him with flashing eyes, 
her beautiful face crimson with anger. 

‘“I have broken my husband's heart,” 
she said; “I have deserted him; I have 
spoiled all his life; but I will not give 
up his name. I was proud enough the 
day I bore it first; I will not give it up.’ 
He saw that it was useless to urge the 
point, so he ceased discussing it. Ismay 
had more spirit and determination than 
he had given her credit for. 
She was know as ‘‘Mrs. Waldron,” 

Lord Carlswood’s beautiful granddaugh- 
ter. People at first used to ask where 
was her husband—who was he?—and the 
answer was, ‘‘She married very much 
beneath her, and is separated from him.’’ 

Atfer a time they ceased to ask, and 
the beautiful Mrs. Waldron became one of 
the queens of the fashionable world. 
How admired she was! Men spoke of her 
with wonder—of her marvelous loveli- 
ness and grace, her bright smile, her 
quick ready wit, her radiant face. 
Ismay Waldron enjoyed her life. She 

gave herself up heart and soul, to the 
spirit of gaiety; no party, no ball, no 
soiree was complete without her; she was 
indefatigable in the pursuit of pleasure. 
Lord Carlswood smiled as he watched 
her. 

*‘I was not mistaken in my estimate of 
her character,” he thought. ‘‘She has 
forgotten her husband.” 
He became warmly attached to her, 

chiefly because her great beauty and 
popularity flattered his pride. He loved 
her, too, because she so closely resembled 
har mot er, the Katrine he remembered 
as a child, and had loved so dearly. He 
took great pride and interest in the 
little Leo—his heir who was to be, the 
Lord Carlswood of the future. There 
were times when Ismay Waldron looking 
around her, said to herself, ‘‘I did well; 
if the time and the choice were to come 
again, I should do the same. It would 
have been cruel to waste "such a life as 
mine in a woodkeeper’s cottage; it would 
have been cruel to deprive my beautiful 
Leo of this grand heritage.’’ 
So year after year passed, and with 

time her beauty developed into magnifi- 
cent womanhood; she grew more fashion- 
able, more popular. The beautiful Mrs. 
Waldron was perhaps more universally 
admired than any ¢ther lady in London. 
The world loved her, as she loved it. 
There wera times when she hardly 

realized that she, the admired and flat- 
tered beauty, the queen of the season, 
the most popular woman in London, was 
the wife of Paul Waldron. In the midst 
of her grandeur she looked back with a 
sick, faint shudder on the past—that 
past wherein she had been the discon- 
tented wife of a poor man. 
She had reached the climax. Life had 

nothing more to give her. Wealth, lux- 
ury, magnificence, pleasure unbounded, 
admiration—all were hers. She delighted 
in her own beauty, she took the greatest 
pride in adorning it, she was never weary 
of contemplating it. 
The admiration of men pleased and 

amused her, it did no more. She was 
vain and worldly, she loved riches and 
grandeur better perhaps than she loved 
her own soul; but she was never even in 
thought, false, to Paul Waldron. She 
never forget, that, though parted from 
him—though she had deserted him-—she 
was still his wife. No one dared to speak 
to her of love that she could not receive. 
Yet some of the best and noblest in the 
land would fain have wooed her, had she 
been free to be wooed. Lord Carlswood 
noticed that. trait in her character, as he 
noticed everything. ‘‘S8he is a true Carls- 
wood,’ he sald more than once. ‘‘She is 
beautiful and pure as were all the women 
of our race.’’ 
So the years passed away to Ismay 

Waldron, one of the most adiired and 
celebrated women of her day. 

CHAPTER XV. 

There was one season in London when 
peGple wefe all talking of a ‘‘ngw man,” 
ot had Np his entry {nto public life. 
e was a Mr. Dale, of vensdale, who 

had been recently returned as M.P. for 
Taverton.. At first Tories, and then Lib- 
erals, had tried to ignore him, but he 
was becoming a power amongst the peo- 
ple. He could be ignored no longer. He 
bad made some of the most brilliant 
speeches ever delivered in the House of 
Commons. 
“If he , but become one of us!” 

sald the $ Tary leader, with a sigh. 
‘‘If we could but get him over on our 

side,” said the Liberal chief. 
But Mr. Dale had taken a line of his 

own and he adhered to it. He was the 
poor man's friend—some of his speeches 
were one long hyrning tirade against the 
rich and their treatment of the poor. He 
was prejudiced and bigoted. but his 
wonderful eloquence, his passionate 
words, carried with them a certain force 
of conviction. He was rich himself— 
master of a fine estate—but he was no 
aristocrat. He thanked heaven that he 
had sought to buy no man’s soul with 
gold. Shrewd men, ,who read his 
speeches, said there must be a secret 
attached to his life; he could not hate 
the aristocracy so much unless he * had 
suffered through ene of them. 
But no one even guessed that he hated 

the aristocracy because an old aristocrat 
had tempted his fair young wife to leave 
him. 
He had become one of the leading men 

of the day—a power and a voice in the 
land. Lord Carlswood, who was a great 
admirer of talent, admired him, although 
he deplored his principles. 

‘“‘He has not only talent, man, ’’ 
be said, referring to him—‘‘he has posi- 
tive genius. I admipe him even for his 
honest hatred; but wish his talents 
were all enlisted on our side—I wish that 
he were one of us.’ 

People talked a great deal of him; it 
was said that, although he was so flerce 
a democrat, even Royalty admired him, 
and that princes had praised his elo- 
quence. Still, he would not enter what 
was called fashionable society. 
He was walking one day through the 

park with Major Henchly, a t friend 
ef his, and they saw the avinghs of the 
ladies who were going to the Drawing- 
Room. 
The Major, a fervent admirer of fair 

women, stopped to look at them, and, In 
spite of his unwillingness, Mr. Dale was 
forced to do the same. Suddenly, his face 
grew pale, and the breath came in thick, 
hot gasps from his lips. His hand clasped 
the arm of his companion. 

““Who is that?’ he asked, in a fierce, 
hoarse whisper. 
Major Henchley looked. 
‘“That is the beautiful Mrs. Waldron, 

the granddaughter of Lord Carlswood. 
Bhe is a magnificent woman. I do not 
think she has her equal in London—nay, 
in all England.’ 

‘““Mrs. Waldron!"’ repeated Mr. Dale, 
in a low voice. 

‘““Do not put the question that no one 
fails to ask, ‘Who is her husband?’ ’ 
‘People ask that, do they? Well, I am 

inclined to imitate them. Who is her 
husband?’ 
“I cannot tell you; she made some 

low marriage, I believe.’’ 
“Does a low marriage mean that she 

married a poor man?'' asked Mr. Dale. 
“I suppose so. I do not know. I have 

heard, in common with the rest of the 
world, that she married beneath her, 
and is separated from her husband.” 

‘‘ Because he is low—I can understand 
that I am what is called a self-made 
man, Major. If a high-bred lady looked 
kindly on me, and an alliance were 
formed, should you think she had con- 
tracted a low marriage?’ 

‘‘ Because of ‘you?’ cried the Major. 
“Certainly not. Why, you are one of the 
most rising men of the day!” 

*‘It is difficult to discover what a low 
marriage is,” said Mr. Dale; but the 
strange pallor did not die from his face. 
He was unlike himself for the whole of 
the day after he had seen Lord Carls- 
wood’s grandchild. 

There were many who remarked at 
the Drawing-Room that the beautiful 
Mrs. Waldron looked unlike herself; she 
was not so brilliant, not so radiant; 
there was more of thought on her brow, 
of care in her eyes; her smile was not so 
bright, her repartee not so ready. 

It was the truth. The pleasures of the 
world were beginning to pall upon Is- 
may. Perhaps she had exhausted them 
too quickly. She had drained the cup of 
pleasure to its very dregs; there was 
nothing left for her to wish for—nothing 
to desire. RES GIS 
_ Her life for ten long years had been 

- 

one reries of brilllant triumphs; twe 
world had worshipped ber; and during 
that time she had lived without love; 
without tenderness, engrossed in vanity, 
pleasure, and love of luxury. She was in 
the very pride of her mangificent wonian- 
hood now, and she was beginning to feel 
tired of frivolity—to wish for something 
better. 
She was at a ball one evening, and 

some one presented her with a beautiful 
rose. She took it carelessly, and held it 
in her hands while she sat down to rest. 
The perfume stols slowly upon her sen- 
ses; it brought back to her the time 
when she had sat with Mr. Ford in the 
pretty shady garden; she remembered 
her own passion of wonder and emotion 
as she listened to his steps. Then her 
husband’s face rose before her as she had 
seen it last—handsome, haggard, with 
misery, yet full of love and tenderness. 
She remembered how he had clasped her 
in his arms and kissed her lips—how he 
aad said to her:— 
“You will find nothing in the world 

like my love.’ 
She started, for a warm tear had fallen 

upon her hand. 
“What am I doing?’’ she thought. “I 

have hardly thought of him for years. 
Can it be possible that I am weeping for 
Paul?” 
She flung the rose away, but she could 

not dismiss those haunting memories 
from her heart—Paul’s love, Paul's ten- 
derness, Paul's devotion, his incessant 
watchful care. How proud he had been 
of her! How madly he had worshipp2d 
her! 
For the first time—so engrossed had 

she been in her new life—she began tc 
wonder what had happened.to him dur- 
ing those ten years. 

‘‘He took my decision very quietly, 
she said; ‘‘he never even tried to per- 
suade me to alter it.’’ 
How useless all such persuasions would 

have been no one knew better than her- 
self; but it began to strike her as strange 
that he should have made no effort tc 
see her—to induce her to return to him. 
Of the tempest of price and passion, of 
love and despair, through which he had 
passed, she knew nothing. 

Paul, Paul! Why should ste be haunt- 
ed now? she asked herself, impatiently 
Surely in ten years she had time tc 
forget; surely there could be nothing sc 
absurd as that she should wish for him 
—long to see him now 
Yet by dey and by night there was 

the lingering pain, the longing desire. 
At times when she woke her pillow was 
wet with tears; there were times when 
she found herself moaning, *‘Paul, 
Paul!” almost unconsciously to herself 
And this was the vain, faithless woman 
who had left her husband because she 
valued luxury more than love. 
She began to long to sse him. Once 

she had compared him with the polished 
gentlemen she had met at Bralyn, an: 
the comparison, in some respects, hac 
always been his disdvantage; they were 
so refined, he was so homely. But now, 
her eyes wandered svearily over the great 
crowd, she lcoked in vain for a face like 
his. 
So slowly, but surely, repentance be- 

gan its work. She had been so eager for 
riches, so eager to show her great beauty, 
so eager for admiration—she had longed 
with such an intensity of longing for 
the pleasures of life, for its brilliant 
gaities—she had been eager as a child; 
and now all that she had longed for ha. 
been hers. For ten long years she hac 
been engrossed, heart and soul, in the 
world’s delight. She had been like a man 
intoxicated with wine. Now the intcxi 
cation was subsiding—her sober senses 
were beginning to return; and with them 
came a yearning, longing desire for he: 
husband—for the love and kindness of 
other days. She had been like one in a 
delirium—now the delirium was wearin: 
off, and the reality frightened her. Sh: 
had been so dazed, so bewildered, wit! 
the prospect held out to her that she ha: 
never thought of the wrong. 
Perhaps years had steadied her, hac 

given to her better sense, clearer judg 
ment, better thoughts, nobler ideas 
One thing was quite certain—all that she 
had overlooked when she made her fatal 
choice came clearly before her now—the 
wrong she had done to her husband, the 
enormity of the sin she had committed 
“I was so sorely tempted,’’ she criec 

to herseil—‘‘1 forgot all the wrong." 
She tried hard to drown all these 

thoughts. She went out more than ever 
—tried to forget, to drown her sorrow 
in gaieties. It was not possible. By 
night and by day memory was here tc 
torture Ler. 
She grew thin and pale. People re: 

marked to each other and to Lord Carls 
wood how changed she was, and he 
grew anxicus about her, 

‘““We will leave London earlier thar 
usual this year,”” he said. ‘‘You mus. 
go to the seaside, Ismay. You are no 
looking so well, my dear child. What 
ails you?’’ 
She could have told him: that it was 

an awakened conscience, a troublec 
heart, an uneasy mind, a longing desire 
to see her husband again, a longing wis! 
if possible to undo her sin. 

‘“Was it a sin?’ The question came 
suddenly to her mind one day, and 
startled her terribly. A sin? She ha- 
always been frightened at sin—it was 
not a pleasant word. Was this a sin—tc 
have left the husband to whom she had 
plighted her troth, for no letter reasor 
than the desire of being rich? 
Not all the sea-breezes that ever swep! 

the waves would bring health to th: 
unhappy wife who had been so frail, sc 
weak of purpose, so easily tempted. Nc 
medicine, no tonic yet discovered, hac 
power to quiet the pain of her awakened 
conscience. 

CHAPTER XVL 

Isinay Waldron had felt the pain of 
ungratified wishes; she had known wha 
it was to be poor, yet to long to be rici 
—to long for pleasure and gu:iety, yet t- 
have all denied to her. But in all he: 
life she had never suffered anything lik: 
this sorrow —the sorrow of unavailin: 
remorse, of repentance, without th: 
power of atonement, of love that know 
itself all unworthy of ever metting wit! 
love in return. 
Lord Carlswood took her to the sea 

side, but she looked no better when sh 
came back. The music of the waves coulc 
not drown the voice of her heart. It was 
«0 aroused that never again was Isma: 
Waldron to lull her conscience to slee; 
or to forget the wrong she had done. 
Even dress had lost its charm. All th 

diamonds of Golconda could not hav 
restored her peace. She began to excus 
herself frem accepting invitations, t« 
find reasons why she should not go out— 
and this, too, when, as Lord Carlswooc 
sald, she was In the pride of her glori- 
ous beauty. 
The struggle was killing her; it 

seemed all the greater that for so long 
she had forgotten Paul. She was alway: 
wioturing to herself the delight of a re- 
union with kim, night after night she 
Ireamt that these ten years were but a 
iream—that she was at home with Paul 
.n their little cottage again clinging to 
“im and praying him never to let her go; 
she would wake with tears streaming 
down her face, and weep again that it 
was but a dream. 
“I would ge back to him,” she said 

to herself one day with a deep sob--*‘I 
would go back to him if I could.” 
And that idea took possession of her— 

the idea of going back—giving up all the 
advantages she had gained—leaving her 
beautiful world. Was it a beautiful 
world? Her heart ached for some little 
love and tenderness—she was tired of 
ber loveless life — wearied with the 
weight of her sin. 
“I would go back to him if I could,” 

she said: and, just as the thought of 
going to Bralyn had once seemed to her 
to embody all that was most desirable in 
the world, so now the thought of guing 
back to Paul made her heart beat with 
delight. 
Sha pictured his happiness. What 

would he say if, some day he should 
wake up suddenly and see her standing 
before him? She remembered his loving 
words-~his tender and caressing manner 
— his worship of her. He would be over- 
powered with delight. She forgot that 
the wrong she had done him was a griev- 
ous ome, such as a man never forgets 
and seldom forgives. 
She must go back. Of course Lord 

Carlswood would never forgive her; but 
she did not seem to care now so much 
for that. She had tried both lives, and 
she knew that for real happiness the life 
she had led with her husband was the 
truest. 
“I will go to him,” she said. “I am 

not happy here. I cannot live away from 
him any longer.” 
- In her own mind she felt sure that 
Lord Carlsweod would never disinherit 
her boy. He had brought him up for ten 
Years as his heir, and it did not seem 
JEPoatle that he would disappoint him 

ow. She resolved to go; and once hav- 
ing made the resolve, she was very much 
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MIRAMICHI ADVANCE, 
happier for it. Then the practical details 
began to bother her. She remembered 
that fur ten years she had heard nothing 
of Paul's whereabouts. Was he still in 
the little cottage? Her heart contracted 
with a sudden, terrible fear—was he 
living or was he dead? 
When should she go? The sooner she 

could find an opportunity the better it 
would be. Then she was obliged to put 
aside her thought for a time. Lord Carls- 
wood had made a point of her attend- 
ance at Lady Brentway's ball, and she 
was compelled to go. : 
She was especially careful about her 

dress that night. She wore a robe of pale 
violet velvet, with a suite of superb dia- 
monds, Lord Carlswood’s present to her. 
Never in her life had Ismay Waldron 
looked more beautiful. 
The rooms were crowded when she 

reached Lady Brentway s. As usual, she 
was surrounded by a crowd of admirers, 
and then she forgot for time her doubts, 
her fears, her troubles. Her beautiful 
face grew radiant; her eyes shone bright 
us stars; she was the very embodiment 
of beauty and grace; her voice sounded 
like sweetest music, her laugh was 
sweeter than the chime of bells. She 
was enchanting; people looked on her 
with wonder. She danced two or three 
times, and then, feeling tired, sat down. 
Lady Brentway seated herself by her side. 
“I have the lion of the season hers, 

Mrs. Waldron. Will you allow me to in- 
troduce him to you?” 

‘““To which particular lion do you al- 
lude?” she asked. 

‘“Mr. Dale of Ravensdale, the ‘popular 
member,’ as he is called. He is a very 
handsome man, with a sad, half bitter 
expression of face. You must charm 
him and convert him: we want him on 
the Tory side. I told Lord Brentway, if 
any one could convert him, it must be 
you." 
‘Making conversions is not much in 

my line,” replied Mrs. Waldron. 
‘‘Political,of course. I have made many 

political conversions.’ 
‘‘1 hope they were sincere ones,’ said 

the beautiful woman, with a laugh. 
“1 hope so too. If nature had gifted 

me with a face like yours, I should have 
made more. Here comes Mr. Dale. I 
have been wondering why he accepted 
my invitation; he goes nowhere." 
The next moment a tall figure was 

bowing before her, Lady Brentwood 
said:— ‘‘Mrs. Waldron, allow me to in- 
troduce Mr. Dale to you.’ Then, bent 
upon hospitable cares Lady Brentway 
moved away. 
Ismay looked into the handsome face 

bending near her; and then a short, sud- 
den stifled cry came from her lips, her 
face grew suddenly white as death, her 
eyes assumed a startled, incredulus look. 

‘““M~. Dale!” she said, in a low voice 
like that of one in a dream. 
There was no answer in the face into 

which she gazed was cold and dark and 
proud. 
‘Pray pardon me,’’ she said. ‘‘You 

are so much like— It is—it is Paul him- 
self! Paul, do you not know me?’ 
“I have not the pleasure of knowing 

Mrs. Waldron,”’ he said, turning abrupt- 
ly away. 
She stood looking after him, wonder, 

fear, love, dismay, all striving for mas- 
tery. 

“It is Paul’! she said. ‘‘As surely as 
I breathe there is my husband, and he 
does not know me!” 
The whole room seemed turned round. 

A nervous cry rose to her lips which 
she could with difficulty repress. She 
looked after the tall stately figure. 
“It is—it must be Paul,” she mur- 

mured. “That is Paul’s figure and 
Paul's face; yet—no,I must be dreaming. 
How could Paul be Mr. Dale, and a 
member of Parliament? I must be going 
mad.”’ 
Lord Brecon came to ask her to dance; 

she declined, and he looked with won- 
der at her pale agitated face. 

‘‘Are you ill, Mrs. Waldron?"’ 
““No,” ehe replied, ‘‘I am well enough ; 

but I am puzzled. Lord Brecon, do you 
know anything of the new member, Mr. 
Dale?” 
‘“Nothing much,” he answered. “I 

now that he is wonderfully clever, and I 
have heard that he is a self-made man 
—he has risen by his own efforts.”’ 
‘What was he originally?’’ she asked, 

with trembling lips. 
“I cannot tell; I have never heard. He 

rose from the humblest ranks, I believe. 
Does he interest you Mrs. Waldron?’ 
She played with her fan for some mo- 

ments before she answered. 
“All clever people interest me,’ she 

replied. 
“I wish I were clever,” said Lord 

Brecon. 
“Is he—Mr. Dale—married, do you 

know?’ she inquired. 
“I think not. 1 have met him several 

times, but I have never heard of a Mrs. 
Dale.”’ 
And then Lord Brecon seeing that 

Mrs. Waldron was distraite and unwill- 
ing to talk, went away. 

"It is Paul,’”’ she said as he watched 
the stately figure. ‘I remember that 
fashion of bending his head —I remember 
—ah me, how shall I bear it? It is most 
surely Paul!” 
He was standing somewhat apart, 

looking over some photographs. She 
watched him with a beating heart; her 
hands trembled so that her fan fell from 
them, her pulse throbbed, every nerve 
seemed strained. 
“It must be Paul; no other man liv- 

ing ever had a face like his! Dare 1 
speak to him? He did not know me; he 
could not have understood my name. 1 
must go to him; or I shall die!” 
With all the pent-up, long-repressed 

love of her heart shining in her face, the 
light gleaming in her jewels and falling 
on her rich violet dress, she crossed the 
room and went up to him. He did not 
move even when he saw her. She laid 
her hand on his arm. He looked up in 
polite, cold, surprise. 

‘‘Paul,”’ she whispered, bending low 
until her beautiful fsge was near his, 
“Paul, do you not know me? I am Is- 
may—Ismay, your wife.’ 
He smiled politely still, but coldly. 
‘I fear you are mistaken, madam; I 

have no wife.”’ 
She looked at him long and earnestly. 
‘““Can I be mistaken?’ she said. “‘I 

must believe—"’ 
But the words died on her lips. Lord 

Brentway joined them with some re- 
mark about the warmth of the room. 
She was obliged to control herself al- 
though the effort was terrible. Mr. Dale 
left them with some excuse as soon as 
he could. 
‘He does not know me,’’ she said. 
She would not believe that his want of 

recognition was real. She was in a pas- 
sion of love, of sorrow, and dismay. 
When she looked round the room again, 
Mr. Dale was gone, but Mrs. Wadlron 
did not leave until she had obtained 
his address; she had resolved, come what 
might, to call upon him 

CHAPTER XVII. 

Mr. Dale sat in his room alone: on the 
table before him lay pamphlets, papers, 
reports, all of which he had been reso- 
lutely studying. But from each page a 
lovely face looked at him. 
‘Paul, Paul, I am Ismay—your wife,’ 

sounded ever in his ears. 
He studied hard; he tried to drown 

his voice. He had been haunted all night 
by both. 
‘It is my own fault,”’ he said to him- 

self. ‘‘I went to that ball purposely to 
see her—I thought to satisfy the hunger 
of my heart, to still the fever of my 
longing, by looking once more on her 
face, and it has been the worst thing I 
could have done. How dare she think I 
could forgive her! Forgive such a wrong 
as that. No; not if I were a peasant and 
she were a princess!’ 
He turned again to his books, but the 

lovely face seemed to shine on the page. 
The morning sun came bright and 

warm into the room; there was a frag- 
rance of mignonette and heliotrope which 
brought the garden at Ashburnham 
back freshly to his mind. He laid down 
his pen with a sigh of despair. 

‘““How am I to work,” he sald, “‘if I 
am troubled in this way?” 
‘A lady wishes to see you, sir,’ an- 

nounced the servant. ‘‘She would not 
give her name, but said her business 
was very important.’’ 
‘Show her in here,’’ he said. 

about some subscription, or charity, I 
suppose.’’ 

Hoe looked once more at his book, to 
note the , and when he raised his 
eyes again Be saw Ismay standing near 
him-—Ismay, his beautiful wife, once so 
beloved. The morning sunbeams fell 
upon her lovely face, on her sweeping 
dress, on the mass of golden brown hair, 
on the white hands so tightly clasped. 
she looked at him eagerly. 

“‘Paul!"”" she cried. ‘‘You are Paul; 
neither your changed name nor your 
changed position can deceive me. You 
are Paul—my husband.’ 

“It is 

an cager 

"But he drew back and caught her hands; 

_ his chair, every limb trembling; he could 
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step—sihe knelt ab his fe2r and raised je; 
face to his to his. 

‘‘Spcak ons werd to me,” she 
“I ain Isway; ob, Paul, I an 
come to pray you to pardon ime—to {i 

plore you to take me backi—ito tell yon 

how grieved I am, how sorry for my 
sin.”’ 
The words died on her lips in 

sion of tears. The stern pride and 
ness of his face frighiered her. 
away from the touch of the white 

eiled hands. 
“1 have no wile,’ he said. “Th 

woman I loved with ny whol: soy), 
who promised me Ler truth, and faith, 
deserted ma, 1 have nay wife,” 
Her voice was breken with sobs as she 

answered hin, 
“I Know it was wronzg—cruelly, wick 

edly wrong—bui I was temapted, and | 
fell. Oh, Paul, be merciful to me! I was 
SO young, so vain, so weak. Forgive 
and take me back.” 
She might have scon how terrible was 

the struggle—great drops stecod upon his 
forehead, his whole frame trembled. 
‘‘You ask me to take you back. Why? 

Tell me why.” 
‘‘ Because I love you—bceause it seems 

to mea that my scul has besn in a long 
sleep. It has awakened and knows no 
rest. My heart c:ies for you—1I love you. 
Take me back, Paul 
“You were Lappy enough for many 

years without me,’’ he said. 
‘No, I was rot happy—1 was intoxi 

cated with vanity I was engrossed in 
pleasure—I was given up heart and scul 
to the world. I never stopped to think— 
I never dared to do so—1 have lived 
im a dream. I have awakened from that 
dream, and I am here, kneeling at your 
feet, praying you to pardon me.” 
“Do you remember that you robbed 

me of my son,’ he asked—‘‘that you 
took him from me, and never thougnt 
of my claim to his love as well as your 
own?’ 
She bowed her head, while the tears 

rained from her eyes. 
“I am guilty,” she said—‘‘oh, so 

guilty, Paul! I pray you to forgive me 
and take me back.” 
“You feel that you will not be happy 

again unless I do =o, Ismay?" 
‘““Never!"’ she replied. 
“Then listen to me. The hour of my 

vengeance has come at last. What 1 suf- 
fered when you left me, only heaven 
knows. The agony of death cannot equal 
the agony of outraged love and despair. 
I will not tell you of all my pain lest 
you should pity me, and I will have 
none of your pity; but in my anguish I 
swore that I would take vengeance. 
Now the time has come when I can keep 
my vow—when I can send you from my 
feet—when I can refuse your prayer, and 
tell you that never, never more shall you 
be wife of mine!’ 
She bowed her head with a deep, bit- 

ter sob, and then she raised her arms 
and tried to clasp them round his neck 

siid 
ald, 
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he would have no caress from her. He 
held her hands so tightly that he left 
great red marks upon then. 
‘““Woman—weak, vain, light of pur- 

pose, light of love—what do you know 
of the force of man’s passion,the strength 
of his love? Weak, frail, easily led, ready 
to sell your dearest and best to the first 
bidder, you think you can play with a 
man’s heart as children play with a ball! 
You think that you may lay a man’s life 
in ruin—blight it, drive him mad with 
despair—and then win him back with a 
smile and a caress!” 
She raised her beautiful white face to 

his, her quivering lips could hardly utter 
a sound. 
“I own that I am guilty; I make no 

excuse; I pray you to pardon me You 
loved me so dearly once, Paul; for that 
love’s sake, forgive me now.”’ 
He raised his hand with a warning 

gesture. 
“Do not raise an evil spirit within 

me,”’ he cried—‘‘do net, if you are wise, 
remind me of that love!’ 

His voice was harsh, his manner stern. 
“You are so changed,’’ she sobbed 

‘‘you are so altered.”’ 
“Who has changed me? Who turned 

my strong, bright, glad young life into 
living death? Who changed love into 
hate? Whose fault is it that for long 
Years I have been ready to curse my 
fate and die?’ 
“I will try to make amends,’’ she 

pleaded. ‘Oh, Paul, forgive me! I will 
be so humble, so good. I am not the 
same—my soul is awake. I care no more 
for anything on earth but you'’ 

“It is too late,”” he returned ‘‘Years 
ago, no wifely love, no pity pleaded for 
me; no voice in your heart asked for 
mercy for the man you were dooming to 
a living death. And my only fault was 
loving you! 
‘Love me again,’’ she said: ‘“try me 

again. If I could die to undo my fault, I 
would.” 

“Listen to me. If by my refusal I 
broke your heart and mine, I would still 
refuse. You yielded to vanity, yield to 
pride. I will not take back to my heart 
and my home the woman who deserted 
me because I could not minister to her 
vanity You left me because I was poor; 
I am rich now, and I refuse to take you 
back.” 
She shrank shuddering as thought he 

had struck her a sudden blow. 
“You refuse?’ she repeated. 
‘Yes, absolutely. I never wish to see 

your false face or listen to your false 
voice again.” 
The beautiful face drooped until it 

was hidden from his eyes. He rose from 

not have borne the sight4@f it another 
moment. 
“You have sought this interview,”’ he 

sald, trying to speak calmly; ‘‘let it end. 
Do not say I have a hard heart—you 
broke my heart years ago. I bid you 
farewell.”’ 
He heard her cry to heaven to have 

mercy on her—he saw her fall with her 
face to the ground. He stoed for a mo- 
ment half hesitating. 

*“If 1 speak to her again—if I touch 
her—I am lost,” he said, and then he 
left the room and summoned his house- 
keeper. 
“There is a lady in the library—she is 

ill,”’ he sald. ‘“Be very kind to her. 
When she is better send for a cal); she 
will want to ge home.’ 
And he himself left the house lest 

any cry of hers should reach him and he 
should go back to her. 

‘I have had my revenge,”” he said to 
himself; ‘‘but never yet did vengeance 
cost so dear.” 

CHAPTER XVIII 
Lord Carlswood looked up in dismay. 

He had been dining out and Mrs. Wal- 
dron had given orders that she was not 
at home to any one. He was pleased to 
find her alone; the dinner had fatigued 
him, and he was glad of the prospect of 
a quiet evening. He had drawn his chair 
to the window, making some careless 
remark about the warmth and beauty 
of the night. There was no reply, and 
the old lord thought she had not heard 
him. After a time he spoke to her ac. in, 
and again there came no reply, =he 
was standing by the open window, her 
face hidden from him. 
“Ismay, what are you thinking of?” 

he asked. 
Then she turned to him, and her face 

frightened him, it was so white, with 
colorless lips and shadowed eyes—the 
face of one who has received a mortal 
blow; she sY»med almost unconscious 
of his presen, unable to nnderstand hig 
words. He was shocked and terrified — 
he went to her and took both her hands 
in his. 

‘““Ismay,’”’ he said, ‘‘what isthe matter, 
my dear child?.”’ 
The eyes raised to his were dazed and 

heavy with grief, 
‘“What has happend to you?’’ he cried. 

“You look so ill, you frighten me; you 
look as though you were dying. What is 
the matter?" 

To be Continued. 
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BOOTS! 
SHOES ! 

If you want a 

First Class Article made to urder 

come to the shop of Samael Johnson. 

Oa 

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

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

SAMUEL JOHNSON. 
Building adjoining the Post Office, Chatham, 

Miramichi Foundry, | 
STEAM ENGINE AND BOILER WORKS, 

CHATHAM, N. B. | 

JOSEPH M. RUDDOCK, 

| 
| 
| 

- - | PROPRIETOR | 

ds Steam Engines and Boilers. Mill Machirery of all kix 
Steamers of any size constructed & furnished, complete. 

GANG EDGERS, SHINGLE AND LAT ACHE 
INGS OF ALL DESOREPTEGNS, 

CAN DIES. 
IRON PIPE VALVES AND 

OF ALL KINDS. 

¥Es, CANT 

FITTINGS 

! 
DESIGNS, PLANS AND ISTIMATES FURMNISETDD ow ATPLICATION 

Histablished 18686. 
DUNLAP GO0OKE & CO Dunlap Bros. & {o, 

AMHERST, N. 8. 

Dunlap, McKim & Cowns, 
WALLACE, N. &. 

DUNLAP, COOKE & CO, 

del LAURA 

cs 

GENTLEMEN'S CUTFITTIRS 

AMHERST. 

[~ AMHERST, N. S. N. 8. 

This firm carries one of the finest selections of Cloths inelndins 21] the different makes suitable fo. 
tine tra e. Their cucters and stail of workmen employed are the best cbtainabls, and the clothing fren 
his establishment has a superior tone gud finish All inspection o/ the samples will convince youn tha! 

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

WEATHER AND WATERPROOF, 
THE BEST EVER MADE. 

Schrol Blackboard Paint. 
Gloss Carriage Paint, requires no Varnishing. 
Graining Colors, all kinds. 
Graining Combs, Dry Colors, all shades. 
Gold Leaf, Gold Frouze, Gold Paint. 
Stains. Walnut, Oak Cherry, Mahoany, Rosewood, Floor Paints 

Weather and ‘Waterproof. 
Kalsomine all shades. 
7 bbls. English Boiled and Raw Oil, Pure 
1 “ Turpentine. 
100 Kegs Jinglish White Lead and Colore! Paints. 
1 bbl. Machine Oil, Extra Good, Neats Foot Harness O:l. 
teady Mixed Metalic Roofing, 92 per cent Iron, 
10 Kegs, 100 lbs. each Dry Metalic Roofing, 92 per cent Iron. 
Paint and "White Wash Brushes. 
VaurnisHes, Elastic Oak, Carriage, 

Hard Oil Finish, Pure Shelae, Driers. 
Joiners’ and Machinests’ t'ools, a speciality. 
Special attention to Builders’ Materials in Locks, Kno's, Hines ete 
Sheet Lead and Zine, Lead Pipe, Pumps. 

75 Rolls Dry and Tarred Sheathing Paper, 
75 Kegs Wire Nails, $2.45 per Key. 
30 Boxes Window Glass, 
20 Kegs Horse Shoes, $3.90 per Keg 15 Boxes Horse Nails $3.00 bos. 
10 Tons Refined Iron $2.50 per 100 Ibs, 
Cast Steel, Bellows, Chain, “uts, Bolts. 

irindstone Fixtures. 

VHITE 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 14c. yd., Barbed Wire Fencing, Counren 
Scales, Weigh Beams, Steetyards, Carpet Sw:cpers, Blasting Powder 
and Fuse, Sporting Powder, Guns, Revolvers. To arrive fron Belgium 
35 Single and Double Barrel Breech Loading Guns. 

B
k
 

Copal, Demar, Furniture 

Washers Grindstones 

tarbor’s Toilet Clippers, Horse Clippers, Lawn Shears, 2ccordeon s 

Violine, Bows and Fixings. 

FARMING TOOLS A. L KINDS 
Mower Sections, 70c. doz. Heads, 40c. each, Knife Heads. $3.00. 

o " 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 will save money by ealling 

'n me, as they will find my prices away down below 
prove this by caliing. 

’ 

the lowest; 

J. R. GOGGIN. 
TRL 

JUST OPENING. 
)-( 

Just OPENING 

Boor AND SHOES IN GREAT VARIETY, 

Scorch AND CANADIAN TWEEDS, 

New CST MAKES IN DRESS GOODS, 

Oncroras, HEARTH RUGS & DOORMATS, 

Woor, BRUSSELS & TAPESTRY CARPETS, 

Brack & COLORED CASHMERES & MERINUS, 

Are MUSLINS, CRETONNES & REPPS, 

Lace CURTAINS & COUNTERPANES, 

Liacss, RIBBONS & HAMBUR:.S, 

SiLks IN BLACK, COLORED, SURAH, & 

Worsted Coatings, 

Black and Blue Serge Suiting, 

White and Regatta Shirts, 

Ties, Collars, Hosiery 

Silk and Linen Handk'fs, 

Hats, & Caps, kite. 

ALSO AFULL & COMPLETE LINE OF 

GROCERIES & PROVISIONS. 

1B. SNOWBALL 

RCH 3, 1898. 

MILLERS’ FOURDRY AND MAGHINE WORKS 
RITCHIE WHARF, CHATHAM. N. B. 

Successors to Gillespie Foundry. 
Established 1852 

Mill, Railway, and Machine Work, Marine EF gines, Boiler repairing. 
| Our Brass and Composition Castinos aro vorthy a trial, being 
noted through ut the eountrv. 

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

uS.- G. MILL: R. 

ASK FOR 

MONARCH 
oteel Wire Nails, 

THEY NEVER LET GO, 
AND TAKE NO OTHERS. 

Orders filled at Factory Price, and a Freight Allowance made on 
lots of 10 kegs and upwards at one shipment. 

“RA & RUBERTSON, 
CAINT JOHN, N. B. 

N. B.—~ IN Stock AND I'o Arrive 100 Dozexy K & R. Axes. 
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MacKenzie's for The undermentioned advantages are claimed 
spectacles. 
Ist—That from the peculiar construction of the glasses they ASSIST 

and PRESERVE the sight, rendering frequent changes uunecossary, 
2nd—That they confer a brilliancy and distinctness of vision, with 

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

factured especially for optic parposes, by DR. CHARLES Barpou’s 
improved patent method, and 1s PURE, HARD AND BRILLIANT and not 
liable to become scratched. 
4th—That the frames in which they are set, whether in Gold, Silver 

or Stecl, are of the finest quality and finish, an guaranteed porfect in 
every respect. 

The long evenings are hers 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, 
Chatham N. B., Sept. 24, 1895. 

Miramichi Advance, 
CHATHAM. N. B. 

—— 

THE LEADING PRINTED 
NORTH SHCR: . EVERY WEDNESDAY 
NEWSPAPER. EVENING. 

[dus ONC DOLLAR A YAR PA/ABLE IX ADVARCE. 
D. G.SMITH. EDITOR & PROPRIETOR 
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JOB PRINTING 
iT 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 
and other requisite plant constant- 
ly running Equipment equal to 
that of any Jcb-Printing office in 
the Provinces. 

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

CUSTOM HOUSE FORMS, 

BILLS OF EXCHANGE, 

NOTES OF HAND, 

’ 

MEDAL AND DIPLOMA 
-—— AT TEX — 

DOMINION AND GENTENNIAL EXHIBITION 
AT ST JOHN IN i883 

Orders by Mail promptly filled & Satisfaction Guaranteed. 

CE ATELIA IV 

STEAM LAUNDRY AND DYE WORKS. 
Following are our Prices for Dyeing. Orders Promptly 

Attended too. Satisfaction Guaranteed. 

ER EiON LIE. 
DYED CLEAR SED EC CR $2.25 BEER. ~ ie a J CT Terrassa Be 75 PANY. oc ne VESTS, i ol he = se Sl 50 Ji Lo ne Se bi 26 CTT she Sa se 1,50 GPR. ~ See 75 NARAEROATS. 1.00 GEO 1.25 

LADICZS WEAR. 
DEBINES DYER. SIRE. conv Tana eo $1.50 RNOES OVEN SUR © over. beara 1.25 BEARD DERG, WR. = o.oo C he 1.90 GURIREN DERE. BEPRIEE.. = eh aa 5 WANES DURE: BIR NR. . anos ERDAS 50 WANES DEER BFE © .  cocvre | Cina on RE 25 
SHAWLS Fpinis Bess = mdaah TUE eR ole, to 1,00 
CLOUDS, RNR I ee SS 26¢, to 40 
nto eT ie LR NE ON EE Ce ce 40c¢, to 60 
ET ER ks chee aR ERI RE EDN iy £1.00 to 2.00 SACQ! ES, MI i SP Se Ts, ca 50¢c, to 1.00 
DRESS GOODS, per yard, SRE Ces Sele li 10 
FINDOW cCORTAMNG,. Dov WE..." ee 20 
FEATHERS DYED Ee pT REC 25¢, to 75 
FEATHERS, CLEKANSED, RES Phy 15:. to 4: 

GOODS - CALLED FOR - AND - DELIVERED. 
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