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took from my mother’s finger for me; I 
shall have those buried with me."’ 
The last letter but one said she was 

about ¢o start from Chester, and would 
walk to the town of Ashburnham, where 
+he would wait and rest for a few days. 
The last letter of all eame from Ash- 
burnham, and was dated July the ninth. 
Surely there was never a mcre pitiful 
petition presented; there was an appeal 
that would have touched the hardesi 
heart, and Lord Carlswood covered his 
face with his hands as he listened. Kat- 
rine wrote from a small stationer’'s shop, 
and the last penny she had in the world 
was to pay for the postage of the letter, 
She besought him, for her dead mother’s 
sake, for the love of heaven, to send lic: 
a little money—to save her from starva- 
tion and death—‘‘ever so little,” or she 
muss take her child in her arms and lie 
down by the roadside and die. 
That was the last—there the tragedy 

ended. 
“If you had received that letter,” 

asked Mr. Ford, ‘‘wonld you have re- 
fused ker help?” 

‘““May heaven be merciful to me,’’ he 
said with a deep sigh, “I believe that I 
should have done so.” 

‘“‘What can have happened?’ ques- 
tioned Mr. Ford musingly. ‘She never 
wrote another letter. Did she die in Ash- 
burnham, I wonder?" 
Lord Carlswood’s face grew white as 

with the pallor of death. 
‘*Die,”" he said— ‘“die of starvation? 

Do not even hint at anything so terrible. 
For heaven’s sake, let us see about it at 
once! Shall we go? 
again.” 
“I will go to Ashburnham myself,” 

- said Mr. Ford; “I will lose no time. 1 
will go at once; and the moment I dis- 
cover anything will send a telegram to 
you.’’ 
Lord Carlswood could hardly eontrol 

his impatience. 
“You think it better,’’ 

I should not go?” 
“Decidedly,” replied Mr, Ford. “I can 

act more quickly, more promptly, and 
more energeiically if I go alone.” 
He went that same day, and the result 

of his journey was more satisfactory than 
he had ventured to hope it would be. He 
took up his residence—not at the princi- 
pal hotel—that was not a likely place to 
obtain such information as he sought— 
but at an old-fashioned inn; and at 
night, when he had invited the landlord 
to join him over a glass of wine, he 
cleverly turned the conversation on the 
subject of strange and sudden deaths, 
Then he heard the whole story—how 

a certain poor lady that had come to the 
town had died without telling her name, 
or saying to whom she belonged. or any- 
thing that could throw any light upon 
her history. 

‘‘She really died in that strange way?” 
questioned Mr. Ford, breathlessly; and 
the landlord, all unconscious of the great 
interest at stake, answered, ‘‘ves—that 
was how she died.” 
‘*And the child,” pursued the lawyer, 

“what Jbecame of the child?’ 
. He could hardly bear t!e moments of 
suspense before the landiord answerea 
him. 
“The Hopes adopted her; and she 

the prettiest girl in the whole country 
side. Ismay Hope they called her.”’ 
The lawyer started as the familiar 

name fell upon his ear. 
““Ismay,’’ he repeated — ‘‘that is a 

strange name.’ 
‘““Her mother called her by it before 

she died. and she has kept it ever sinca.”’ 
“She is beautiful, you say; and what 

age may she be?”’ 
“That I cannot tell—she was quite 

younz when she married.” 
Mr. Ford interrupted him somewhat 

rudely. ‘“ When she married —whom did 
she marry?” 
“Paul Waldron, whe is the steward of 

Squire Schofield; but if the matter inter- 
ests you, sir, you can see Mrs. Hope. 
She is a great friend of my wife’s and 
she is never tired of telling the story.” 

It so happened that on this very even- 
ing Mrs. Hope came to take tea with 
the landlord's wife, and Mr. Ford al- 
though a bachelor himself, understood 
the fair sex sufficiently to feel sure that, 
if a woman was more communicative at 
one time than another, it was during the 
time spent over a dish of tea. 
He asked permission of the landlord 

join the little party—a favor which was 
most willingly accorded him, although 
the landlady felt some slight enibarrass- 
ment. The landlord smiled to himself, 
as though he would have said, ‘There is 
some deeper motive here than appears 
on the surface.” 

Mr. Ford was shown into the little 
parlor where the tea-drinking was tc 
take place. He could not help thinking 
of the strange aspects of life. Who woul¢ 
have thought the interests of the noble 
house of Carlswood would bring him 
to the quiet, humble village inn? Who 
would have dreamed that the fortunes of 
the only daughter of that illustrious race 
were to be discussed there? He spent the 
evening in conversation; and that was 
how Mr. Ford came to know the history 
80 well. 

he said, ‘‘that 
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CHAPTER IX. 

It seemed almost incredible to Mr. 
Ford that such wonderful success should 
have attended him. True Lord Carls- 
wood’'s daughter was dead, but his 
granddaughter was living. The love he 
‘would not give to Katrine might, and 
in all probability would,go to Ismay; he 
would be willing to do for his grandchild 
that which pride and anger would not 
aliow him to do for his daughter. 

Mr. Ford lamented that Ismay was 
marricd—that was the only drawback to 
his content; yet much of course, would 
depend on the man she had married. 
The lawyer sighed as he thought of the 
great gulf between Squire Schofield’s 
steward and the proud Lord Carlswood 
--a gulf that it seemed impossible to 
bridge. He could form no proper esti- 
mate until he had seen Ismay. If she 
was hopelessly vulgar, if she had con- 
tracted such habits as could not be 
cured, if she was a country-bred peasant, 
without taste or refinement, then he 
must leave the matter entirely to Lord 
Carlswood’s discretion—he would not 
urge him to adopt her, 
He must see her, and then form his 

Judgment; it would be more prudent to 
sse her as a stranger, and not to give her 
the least idea of what errand he had 
¢ me upon. He had taken a cup of tea 
with Mrs. Hope, who implicitly believed 
that -he wus what he represented himselt 
to be, a travelling artist; at the same 
time she thought him a very curious 
gentieman, he asked so many questions, 
and he seemed so deeply interested in 
what she had to say of that unfortunate 
woman. 
He cleverly drew from her a descrip- 

tion of Ismay’s home, and then said he 
should like to make a drawing of it. 

‘‘Nothing can be easier,” she told 
him. “Mrs. Waldron is very amiable and 
sweet-tempered; she will be pleased to 
give you permission.”’ 
He went and was more charmed with 

Tsmay than he could have anticipated; 
h:r wondrous beauty, her grace, her 
oharming manner, all delighted him, 
And then, too, she had a son, the lovely 
laughing boy he had held in his arms, 
a child of whom even the proud Lord 
Carlswood might be proud. He was sur- 
prised as well as delighted. 
She spoke with some refinement, there 

was no vulgarity in her accent; and yet, 
despite the presence of the beautiful boy, 
he was tempted to wish again and again 
that she had not been married. 
“What a sensation she would have 

created! She would have made one of the 
best mutches in England; with that face 
and figure, she would have created a 
periect furera.’ 

stil, though he was so marvelously 
impressed with her, he could not tell 
how the Master of Bralyn would receive 
the news of her marriage. He decided 
that he would trust to no letter, but 
would go to Bralyn himself, and then 
he could tell Lord Carlswood all. 

There was missing only one link in 
the evidence; he wanted to see the locket 
and the ring. There was no course open 
to him save to tel! the Vicar what was 
hig real errand, and he did so under 
promise of secrecy. Then Mr. Kirdell 
showed him the locket. Although he was 
prepared for it, still the sight of Lord 
Carlswaood’s well-known features did 
startle him—it was the sure confirma- 
tion of all the other evidence. 

Mr. Ford hastened back to Bralyn. 
Lord Carlswood was greatly agitated. 
“You say she is beantiful—so like her 

mother? What were they thinking of to 
les her marry so young? If that could 
but be undone! What is her husband 
like?’ 
A “He ig a trne sn 
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I shall never rest pu 

| the rights of the workman, 

fipie—to pd- 

some, strong, with a fine face and a 
manly figure—industrious, and very 
clever, they say, ‘at all kinds of mechan- 
ism. His mania is invention. He is a 
complete radical in politics, believing in 

and is elo- 
quent after a grand, rugeed fashion of 
his own—for he makes speeches, and is 
Jooked upon as a leader in his own 
small circle.” 

Lord  Carlswoed held up 
| with a gesture of horror. 

*“*Enough!"’ he cried. “And what do 
you say his calling is?"’ 

Mr. Ford looked half puzzled. 
“I can hardly teil you,’ he repiied. 

“Some people ealled him the Squire s 
iteward, others his gamekeeper—to me 
he seemed to hold both offices.” 
“Does his wife seem warmly attached 

to him?’ the next question. 
The lawyer smiled. 

“I am a better judge, my lord, of the 
merits of a law case than of a lady's 
affection. I suppose she loves him. All 
wives love their husbands—do they not?’ 
“By no means,” was the cynical reply. 

**3ou say the boy is healthy and likely 
to live?” 

“I «mm no judge of children either; 
but I ncver saw a more beautiful child. 
He looke.! =trong and well.”’ 
Then thie was a silence for some 

minutes; the «!1 lord seemed engrossed 
in thought. His brows were knit, his lips 
firmly closed and his hands tightly 
clasped. Once a deep sigh came from 
him, and then he was silent again. He 
raised his eyes at last, and looked in the 
lawyer's face. By the strangeness of the 
glance Mr. Ford felt sure that some 
difficult proposition was coming. 
Lord Carlswood rose from his seat. He 

went over to the mantelpiece, above 
which the portrait of Jocelyn, Lord 
Carlswood, who had fought so bravely 
for the Stuart King, Charles the Second. 
He lucked long and earnestly at the pic- 
tured face—a dark face, full of noble re- 
solve, full of fire and valor—and then 
he turned slowly and looked at Mr. Ford 
azain. 
“The Carlswoods have fallen very low 

during my lifetime,” he said; ‘‘their 
name is sullied, their honor tarnished. 
But I have not failen so low as to allow 
a man of that Kind to make his home 
here.” 

**A man of what kind?’ asked Mr. 
Ford in surprise. 
“That low-born, ill-bred radical. I 

should expect all the dead and gone 
Carlswoods to rise up in wrath against 
me if I even thought of such a thing.” 
“Then what do you propose?’ asked 

the lawyer. 
His lordship paused before he replied. 
‘‘Perhaps iny plans may not meet with 

your approbation,’ he said, ‘‘but I may 
tell you at once that I am indifferent 
about that. This is my fixed resolve, and 
neither heaven or earth shall move me 
from it. I will adopt my daughter's 
child—this bright, beautiful Ismay. 1 
will make her a wealthy heiress. She 
shall have the large fortune that was to 
have been divided between my two 
younger boys. I will adopt Ler son. He 
shall be my heir. He shall be Lord Carls- 
wood of Bralyn after me. But—Ilisten to 
me, Ford—I do all this solely on condi- 
tion that she give up this low-bred hus- 
band of hers and consents never to see 
him again. If she will not agree, the 
whole matter must end—she may remain 
where she is, and I will find another 
hieir.’”’ There was another long silence, 
during which the singing of the birds 
ind the whispering of the winds amongst 
he trees could be plainly heard; and 
shen Mr. Ford's voice broke the silence. 
“It is not right, my lord,”’ he said, 

abruptly. ‘‘Such a separation as that is 
against all law human and divine—it is 
against the customs of men and the 
will of heaven.” 
“Nevertheless it must take place. I 

will never receive the husband here ”’ 
“Yet you would receive his child.” 
‘“‘He is of my own race, but his father 

is alien to it. He has noble blood in his 
veins. His father has none. He has no 
claim on me; nor will I ever acknowledge 
one.”’ 
“My lord,” said the lawyer, “I will 

go still farther. I will speak even more 
strongly. What you propose to do is 
wicked. Pardon the word; it is simply 
wicked, and I will haye nothing to do 
with it.” 
“That is at your own option,’ re- 

turned Lord Carlswood, haughtily. ‘‘If 
you decline to manage my affairs, there 
are plenty who will gladly undertake 
the office. My resolve is made, and 1 
shall not depart from it. If my grand: 
daughter will give up her husband, and 
promise never to see him again, I will 
receive her here; if not, we continue 
strangers. Nothing will induce me to 
change my resolve.’’ 
The two gentlemen were now standing 

facing each other, each one excited and 
eager. 

‘““What has the man dons, my lord, 
that -you should seek to tempt from him 
a wife he loves? It is not his fault that 
she is a Carlswood. He gave her all he 
had—his love, his heart, his name; he 
has been proud to work for her; he 
loves her. Why should you part them? 
What has he done? Why should he suffer?” 

“I bave suffered myself,’’ said the old 
lord, tremulously—‘‘every one suffers.” 

‘““How would you have felt, my lord, 
if any one had sought to tempt Lady 
Carlswood from you?” 
The Master of Bralyn held up his fine 

white hand with a warning gesture. 
“You have the privilege of speaking 

plainly,’ he said; ‘‘do not abuse it. Dx 
not institute comparisons; there can be 
none between such a man and myself. 
It is absurd to suppose that he would 
have sensitive or refined feelings. 1 have 
no doubt that a goodly sum of money 
will make ample amends to him for the 
loss of his wife. What did you say, Mr. 
Ford?” 
“I said, may heaven pardon you my 

lord?” 
“Thank you,’ was the sarcastic re- 

turn. ‘‘The honor of my name is dearer 
to me than anything on earth, besides— 
how dear, even you could not tell. 1 
should sully it if I offered that man a 
home here.”’ 

‘““You sully it far more by seeking to 
part those whom God has joined. My 
lord,’”’ continued the lawyer, with pas- 
sionate eloyuence, ‘‘I no longer wonder 
at the French Revolution—I shall won- 
der no more at the revolt of the poor 
against the rich—if these be the ways in 
which the great m:n of the world treat 
the humbler ones. If you had two doves— 
two tender birds—you would hesitate 
before you parted them; but this man, 
with a man’s soul, keen to suffer, with 
a man’s heart, full of deep affections, 
you will torture, and not even own that 
the torture is pain.” 
Lord Carlswood smiled and no great 

anger darkened his face. 
“I like you none the less, Ford, for 

your frank speaking; there are few who 
dare say so much to me. My opinion is 
still unchanged. 1 shall receive my 
grandchild Ismay and her son only on 
those conditions. I will leave you to con- 
sider the matter. If you decline the fur- 
ther management of my affairs, so be it 
—if not, I will authorize you to make 
all arrangements.” 

Left by himself, 
the matter over. 
“If I refuse, some one clse will de it,” 

he said—‘‘some one who has no influence 
over him, and who never can do any- 
thing for their go31; 1 have some little 
influence, and 1 will use it for their 
benefit, I.et hin have Ismay and her 
son; his heart will soften in time, and 
then I shall be able to persuade him to 
receive the husband too.”’ 
When, afterwards, Lord Carlswood 

came for his answer, Mr. Ford said—*‘1 
will undertake the affair, my lord; Lu: 
let me tell you first that I do =o unde: 
protest. In my opinion the whole thine 
is eruel and wicked.” 
That same day he returned to Ash- 

burnhami. He tried to comfort himse] 
by saying that it would all come righ: 
In time; but his heart was heavy within 
him, he did not like his commission. 
“I must see Mrs. Waldron alone,” he 

thought; ““it will not be fair to her if 1 
tell her before her husband. She must 
have time to think it over alone.” 
Once more at Ashburnham he watched 

Paul Waldron leave his home, and then 
he went to the cottage and asked for his 
wife. She was looking more beautiful 
than ever, he thought. She had been out 

in the garden tying up the roses; the 
perfume of the erimson blossoms seamed 
to linger about her, her face was ex- 
quisite in its dainty bloom. »he srailed 
graciously when ghe saw her visitor, 
“You bave returned to make 

sketch,’’ she said; but there was no 

swering smile on his face. 
“I have raturned,” he replied, ‘‘be- 

cause I want to speak to you, Mrs. Wal- 
dron. I have something most important 
to say to you. Can you spare me a little 
time, now, at once?’ 

Her beautiful face grew pale with 
prehension. 

‘“It is nothing that peed frighten you,” 

vas 

the lawyer thought 

the 

an- 

ap- 

he said. ‘‘Some people would perhaps 
call it good news; I shall leave you to 
think of it as you will. I should like to 
see you alone,,”” he contiued and Ismay 
led the way to the pretty seat under the 
elm tree. 

“This is my drawing-room,’’ she said 
with a bright smile; “but I do not know 
that I have received a visitor here be- 

{ fore.’ 

his hands 

| its fragrant blossoms, 

She had gathered some roses as they 
had walked down the path, and while 
he talked to her she pulled the fragrant 
leaves from the stems. Long years after- 
wards the perfume of a rose vividly re- 
called the scene to her—so vividly that 
she could not endure the flowers. Nor 
did she ever forget it—the garden with 

the tall elm-tree, 
the cool spreading shade, the bright 
lovely face framed in the bright brown 
hair, the white hands playing with the 
crimson buds—a picture so beautiful that 
Mr. Ford looked on in admiration too 
great for words, 
He was silent for some little time, his 

heart troubled within him at what he 
had to say. He looked at Mrs. Waldron, 
and while he owned to himself that he 
had never seen any woman one-half so 
fair, he thought how much better and 
happier she would be living here in the 
midst of beauty and peace than tossed 
about on the waves of the great world. 
Ismay wondered what he was thinking 

of, why he looked so grave, what anxious 
thoughts brought so stern an expression 
to his face, and why he was glancing at 
her with so strang: a mingling of won- 
der, fear, regret, and admiration. Her 
face grew crimson under hi: lingering 
gaze. 
“I have no need to fear him,’ she 

thought to herself, with some little im- 
patience ‘‘He must have something im- 
portant to say, or he never would have 
asked me to come out here.”’ 
“What have you to tell me?’ she 

asked, at length, with a coquettish smile. 
And then the grave look returned to 

his face, and he sighed deeply. 
“I do not like my mission,’”’ he said. 

“You must always remember that I 
undertook it sorely against my will, but 
that my motive for acting as I do is that 
I may be of use to you in ¢ime to come.” 
His grave voice, his earnest manner, 

surprised her. She raised her lovely face 
to him, and on it was the simple wonder 
of a startled child. 
“Only heaven knows,”’ continued the 

grave voice, ‘“‘whether what I have to say 
to you is for your good, or whether evil 
will come of it. Listen, Mrs. Waldron, 
and decide as you will.” 

Slowly, gravely, deliberately, weigh- 
ing each word, Mr. Ford told her the 
whole story, omitting no single grain of 
evidence, dwelling on her mother’s folly 
as lightly as possible yet making it quite 
apparent. As she listened, the dainty 
wild-rose bloom faded from her face, her 
eyes dilated with wonder that was almost 
fear. Her whole figure trembled as a 
leaf sways in the wind. He finished, and 
his last words sounded to her as though 
they came from the clouds. A red mist 
swam before her eyes,and then she recov- 
ered herself with a great gasping sigh. 
““You must be brave,” he said; ‘‘you 

have worse to hear.” 
“And I,” she said, ‘‘am really the 

great lord’s grandchild?’ 
“There is not a legal doubt of it,’’ he 

replied. ‘‘Listen yet, Mrs. Waldron. You 
are undoubtealy the daughter «f Katrine 
Ismay Carlswood, who ran away from 
nome with Thornton Cameron. You are 
the grandchild ot Lord Carlswood, the 
Master of Bralyn and its rich dependen- 
2ies. The child playing there may one 
day be Lionel, Lord Carlswood; you 
yourself may be a wealthy heiress. But 
there is one condition attaching to all 
this—a condition I am askamed to lay 
before you, and one that I cannot advise 
you to accept. The option rests entirely 
with yourself.” 

‘“A condition!’’ she repeated, her face 
recovering its color, her eyes flashing 
with light. ‘““You do not know how I 
have always longed to be rich. I cannot 
believe that my longing is gratifled; 
there will be no condition too difficult 
for me to accept.” 
“I am not so sure of that,’’ said the 

man of law. ‘‘Lord Carlswood is a very 
proud man—I should say no man living 
is prouder; he has the greatest reverence 
for what he calls the honor of his house; 
he would, I believe, rather die any death 
than tarnish it. Think how he values it 
when he treated his only daughter as 
one dead because she married beneath 
her. I will be brief, for the subject pains 
me. Lord Carlswood will receive you as 
his grandchild—will give you a large 
fortune—will make your litele son his 
heir—all unon condition that you leave 
your husband, whom he considers low- 
born, and promise never to see him 
again.” 

It was wonderful to see the light that 
flashed into her face, the indignant 
gleam of her eyes, the scorn of the proud 
lips. 
“Leave my husband—promise never 

to see him again! I would not do it to 
be a queen! Paul loves me—I will not 
break his heart.’ 
“You have answered just as I thought 

you would. I shall not attempt to influ- 
ence you. I am bound to tell you that, 
if you refuse, Lord Carlswood will find 
another heir, and you will hear no more 
of the matter. Perhaps you had better 
take time before you decide.’ 

‘““Leave my husband!” she repeated, 
with a burst of passionate tears. ‘‘He 
must be wicked to think I would do so. 
I could not. Paul loves me so. ’ 
He sat in silence while the burst of 

passionate tears lasted. Presently she 
turned angrily to him. . 

‘““You should not have presented such 
an offer to me,” she cried. ‘“‘How dare 
you tempt me so?”’ 

‘‘Madam,’”” he replied, gravely, “I 
have but followed my instructions— 
neither more or less.” 

‘“Tell him, this proud lord, from me,” 
cried Mrs. Waldron, ‘‘that I will never 
leave my husband—that 1 would not 
break his true, tender, loving hears for 
all the wealth in the world. Tell him 
that from me. You have made me ill. 
My brain seems turning. Go—Ileave me. 
Let me forget how you have tempted 
me, if I can.” Mr. Ford rose. She turned 
away with a low passionate cry, and 
then looked at him again, and spoke 
with a ring of passionate grief in her 
voice. 
“I was trying to be happy,’ she said, 

learning to be content; and now you 
come to spoil it all.” 
She looked so lovely in her pride, her 

anger, and her tears, that the lawyer 
wished his employer could have seen her. 

‘‘Bear witness,”’ he sail, ‘‘that I have 
not tempted you. I have simply done as 
1 was told to do. I will bid you fare- 
well.” 
She looked as though inclined to de- 

tain him. 
He hesiitated. 
“Will you take time to think it over?’ 

he asked, “Shall I go away, and return 
in one month from now?" 
“Yes,” she replied, almost inaudi bly. 
“And will you take my advice?’ he 

concluded. ‘‘Do not say one word of this 
to your husband until I have seen you 
again.” 

CHAPTER X. 

There came an evening when Paul 
Waldron sat in the beautiful flower gar- 
den, a prey to most anxious thoughts. 
The sun was setting, the birds were 
singing in the green depths of the shady 
trees, He had returned home early that 
evening and had found his wife with a 
sad, pale face, standing listlessly at the 
cottage window. No tea was prepared for 
him, and the smile that usually greeted 
him was absent from her beautiful lips. 
He loved her too dearly to offer any re- 
monstrance—he went up to her and 
kissed her. 
“You are not looking well to-day, Is- 

may,’’ he said gently. 
He was almost startled when she flung 

her arms round his neck with a low, 
passionate cry, and hid her face on his 
breast. 
“You are not well, Ismay,’ he repeat- 

ed, ‘Never mind tea for me. Come out 
and I will try to cheer you. The room is 
warm-—come into the fresh air, and oh 
my darling give me one bright look or 
all the world will be dark to me!” 
As they walked along he said to her:— 
“‘I cannot understand you Ismay. You 

sre so changed, you are §o variable, my 
darling, so unlike your sweet, bright 
self, Ons moment you are here, and with 
your arms clasped round my neck-—lov- 
ing, tender all that my heart desires; the 
next mcment you are cool and haughty 
as though you were a princess and I your 
slave. At times you seem to love me, 
und then again you seem to hate me. 
One day I think you ae perfectly happy 
—you smile and sing and your face is 
more beautiful than ever in its sweet 
content; the next you are silent, sad, 
engrossed with melancholy thoughts. I 
cannot understand you. Are you with- 
holding any secret from me, Ismay?" 
She clasped her arms round his neck 

| the best of husbands and that she | 
him and ended witn pa-sicnate tours, 
He sighed deeply as he contned her 

What had come to this levely young wi 
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{ said that he was the truest, the doares 
his face down to hers, 8j 
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of his? He little dreamed of the terribi: 

struggle going on in the heart he believe 
to be all his own. 

It seemed to her 
goul was rent in twain; 

with an intensity eof longing for weaith 

the rank, the position, the grandeur tha: 

had been deseribed to her. 

that hor very 
she lop oni 

She was not surprised at what sh 

had heard; there had always been in he 
mind a kind cf intuitive knowledge that 

her moiner was a lady, and that she her 
self was not in her right place. Itseemeg 
so cruel that she should be deprived or 
all the glorious advantages she had 
longed for, because she loved her husband 
and would not leave him. 
How happy she would have been, in- 

stalled at Bralyn, mistress of that grind 

mansion! How the great people of the 
great world would bave admired her! 

What jewels, what dresses she would 
have had? No wonder that when she 
thought of all she had last she grew sad, 
silent, and unhappy; the little cottage 

became unbearable then, the mneadful 

economies most hateful, the husband for 
whom she had sacrificed so much a 
source of aversion. 
Then a sudden fit of remorse would 

geize her; she would prove her love for 
him by the most loving words, the most 
tender caresses; sha would laugh and 
sing all to show him that she was happy; 
she would utter a thousand extravagan- 

ces about their little home and her 
affection for it. And then would follow 
the reaction, and she would be intensely 
wretched again. So matters went on for 
three long weeks, until her health began 
to fail. 
A nobler woman, having cnce made 

the sacrifice, would have abided by it. 

She wavered even while she believed 
herself to be most firm. She looked ill, 
her face was always either flushed or 
white, her hands trembled; she was nervy- 
ous, hysterical, unlike herself. In vain 

her husband tried everything to please 
her; he was, if possible, more unhappy 
than herself. 

It had been such a glimpse of Paradise 
to her; now the gates were shut, and 
she was debarred from entering. She 
had not said cne word to Paul; he was 
still in utter ignorance. So the fourth 
week dawned, and she knew that before 
it had ended she must be either rich 
without her husband, or poor with him. 
In the meantime Mr. Ford had told 

the old lord all; he had painted the 
girl's beauty in vivid colors; he had 
iescribed her anger, her indignation, 
aer resolve never to leave her husband 

aever to break his heart; he had deliv- 
ered the message word for word. lord 
Carlswood smiled grimly. 

“I like that,” he said; ‘‘it is the true 
‘arlswood spirit. But she will give in. 
she scemed to waver at the last, you 
-ay? She will give in. I have thought of 
v plan,” he added. ‘““You shall wait a 
month, so as to give her time to think 
wer all she has lost, and then yeu shall 
70 again, and this time you shall invite 
wer to Bralyn, and escort her here. You 
shall bring the boy too for a month's 
visit—not her hushand, mind. He cannct 
refuse my grandchild permission to visit 
me; and, if she comes, I will undertake 
to say that she will never go back. Let 
ner once taste such a life as she will lead 
nere, and she is mina.” 

Sorely against his will Mr. Ford econ- 
sented. He went once more to Ashburn- 
bam, and found his way to the pretty 
cottage in the wood. Ismay’s face flushed 
deepest crimson when she saw him. She 
held out her hand, with a gesture almost 
sublime in its despair. 
“You must not come to tempt me 

again!"’ she cried. ‘I am not strong. 
Pray leave me.’’ 

“I am here only to invite you and 
your son to Bralyn,’’ he returned. ‘‘Lord 
Carlswood will let the question of 
adoption rest for a time; but he wants 
to see you and your little Lionel.’ 
“Not my husband?’ she asked, with 

whitening lips. 
‘““No, he will not receive Mr. Waldron. 

You can please yourself of course as to 
accepting the invitation or not.”’ 
‘I should like to go,” she said, eager- 

ly. “I have longed to see a little of the 
beautiful, great world. Tell me—tell me 
all about Bralyn.” 
He described the place to her: he hid 

from her no details of her grandfather’s 
wealth, positon, and grandeur. 
“I must go,’”’ she cried again. ‘Paul 

will not object to my going there when 
he knows ”’ 

‘““You have not told your husband?” 
questioned Mr. Ford. 

‘““Not one word,’ she replied. ‘Do you 
think he will be unwilling for me to go?’ 
“I cannot tell. You must he the better 

judge. You will have to ask permission.’’ 
She sat for some minutes in thought- 

ful silence, and then with a grave, pale 
face looked at the lawyer. 

‘*‘I should like to go to Bralyn,’”’ she 
said. “I should like to see just once 
what the grand world is like. Of course 
I shall come back again. Considering the 
great sacrifice I have to make, I think 1 
may allow myself this pleasure, but I am 
afraid, if Paul knew what my grand- 
father has proposed, he would never let 
me go. I have been thinking that you 
might tell him the story—inform him 
who my mother was, and of Lord Carls- 
wood’s invitation without saying any- 
thing about hi$ conditions for adopting 
my boy and myel.’’ 
As she spoke her lips grew white. Yes, 

she was sure to come back, she repeated 
to herself. She wanted only one glimpse 
of the great world, and then she would 
come back. 
“You think, if Mr. Waldron knew 

what Lord Carlswood has proposed, he 
would not consent for you to pay even 
this visit?’’ said Mr. Ford. 
“1 am quite sure of it he would pre- 

vent my going.”’ 
‘““Why?"’ asked the lawyer, briefly, 
‘““He would be afraid that I should 

never come back,’’ she replied. 
‘‘But you do not intend to return— 

you have no idea of accepting Lord 
© arlswood’s offer?’ 
““Not in the least,’’ she said; ‘“‘I told 

you I would never break my husband’s 
heart.” 
But it struck him there were no 

longer the same fire and animation in 
her words. 
“You will come this evening,’’ she 

said, ‘‘and tell my husband all.” 
* x * * * * 

“Paul,” said Ismay, as they sat to- 
gether watching the sunset, ‘‘do you see 
that stranger at the garden gate? He is 
coming to tell you the strangest story 
you ever heari in all your life.’ 

* * * £3 * x 

Paul Waldron heard Mr. Ford in 
stupefied silence, in bewildered dismay. 
Once, as he listened, a passionate ery of 
despair came from his lips, and the law- 
yer’s heart was touched with pity. When 
the story was finished, Paul forgot the 
stranger's presence; he turned to his 
wife with love and tenderness unut.er- 
able. 

‘‘So, my darling,’’ he said, ‘“my beau- 
tiful love,you are a great lady after all.™’ 
“I am your wife, Paul,” she rejcined, 

her lovely face softening at the sight of 
his great emotion. 
‘“And this lord has invited you—yon 

and our boy—to visit him—ycu without 
me!” 

‘“‘Perhaps he wants to see me first,” 
she returned. ‘‘It may be that he will 
ask to see you next.” 
“You without me!” he repeated. *‘Oh, 

my darling, do not think I feel it be- 
cause he is rich and great! That would 
make no difference to me. 1 value no 
rank—I value you, my darling. If he 
should take you from me!” 
‘He cannot,” she whispered. “Who 

can take me from vou? 

wife—your own wife?” 

1'o be Continued, 

Am I not your 

BOOTS! 
SHOES ! 

If you want a 

First Class Article made to Order 

come to the shop of Samael Johnson. 

0 

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 TTand-mads work and Warranted, 
Re pairs made promptly. 
Prices reasouable all round, 

SAMUEL JOHNSON. 

JOSEPH M. RUDDOCK, 

GANG EBGERS, SEFINGLE 

Se ——— te i ES — 

Miramichi Foundry, MILLERS FOUNDRY AND MACHINE WORKS 
STEAM ENGINE AND BOILER WORKS, suc 

CHATHAM, N. B. 

Steain Engines and Boilers Mill Machinery of all kinds; 
Steamers of any size constructed & furnished, complete. 

OF ALL 

AND LATH MACRIVEs, CANT- 
DESC 

CAN D 
IRON PIPE VALVES AND FITTINGS 

fp ¥ REPTTLIHNS, 
7 

KINDS. 

DESIGNS, PLANS AND ESTIMATES FURNISHED ON APPLICATION 

Building adjoining the Post Office, Chatham, 

Histablished 180686. 
Buniap Bros. & Co., 

ANHCERST, N. S. 

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

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

DUNLAP COOKE & CO 

MERCHANT T/ILORS, 
ssl Bn 

GENTLEMEN'S CUTFITTERS 

AMHERST. 

N. &. 
This firm carries one of the finest selections of Cloths incinding 211 the different makes suitable fo: 

ine tra e ! 
1is establishment has a superior tone and finish 
ve prices are right. 

Their cu: ters and staff of workmen employed are the best obtainabla, and the clothing from 
All inspection of the samples will convince you that 

PAINTS, OILS, VARHISHES 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, Cold 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 

i” 1 Turpentine. 
100 Kegs English White Lead and Colore! Paints. 
1 bbl. Machine Oil, Extra Good, Neats Foot Harness Oil. 
Ready Mixed Metalic Roofing, ¢ )2 per cent Iron. 
10 Kegs, 100 Ibs. each Dry Metalic Roofing, 92 per cent Iron. 
Paint and White Wash Brushes.” 
Varyisaes, Elastic Oak, Carriage, 

Hard Oil Finish, Pure Shelae, Driers. 
Demar, Copal, 

Joiners’ and Machinests’ l'ools, a speciality. 
Special attention to Builders” Materials in Locks, Knobs, Hinves ete 
Sheet Lead and Zine, Lead Pipe, Puinps. 
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 ibs, 
Cast Steel, Bellows, Chain, Nuts, Bolts, Washers. Grindstones 

irindstone Fixtures, 

WHITE MOUNTAIN ICE CREAM 

WRINGERS $250, DAISY CHURNS 

Cart and Waggon Axles, Cow Bells, Wire 
Screens, Green Wove Wire 14c. yd, 

FREEZERS $1.90, CLOTHES 

£3.75. 

Window 
Fencing, Counter 

Sereen Doors, 
Barbed Wire 

Scales, Weigh Beams, Steetyards, Carpet Sweepers, Blasting Powder 
and Fuse, Sporting Powder, Guns, Revolvers. To arrive from Belgium 
35 Single and Double Barrel Breech Loading Guns. 

3arber’s Toilet Clippers, Horse Clippers, Lawn Shears, Accordeon s 

Violing, Bows 

FARMING TOOLS, 
and Fixings. 

A_L KINDS 
Mower Sections, 70c. doz. Heads, 402. each, Knife Heads, $3.00. 

«” ol Guards, 35¢. each, Rivets, Oilers. 
My Stock of General Hardware is complete in every . branch and 

too numerous to mention. 

All persons requiring goeds in my line will save money by ealling, 
in me, as they will find my prices away down below the lowest; 
prove this by caliing. 

J. R- GOGGIN. 

PROPRIETOR | 

Furniture 

JUST OPENING. 
> 

Just OPENING 

Boor AND SHOES IN GREAT VARIETY, 

Scorn AND CANADIAN TWEEDS, 

Newer MAKES IN DRESS GOODS, 

Oricrorns, HEARTH RUGS & DOORMATS, 

Woo BRUSSELS & 

Brack & COLORED CASHMERES & 

TAPESTRY CARPETS, 

MERINOS, 

A RT MUSLINS, CRETONNES & REPPS, 

Lace CURTAINS & COUNTERPANES, 

Laces, RIBBONS & HAMBUR 8, 

SrLics IN BLACK, COLORED, SURAH, & 

Worsted Coatings, 

Black and Blue Serge Suitings, 

White and Regatta Shirts, 

Ties, Collars, Hosiery 

Silk and Linen Handk'fs, 

ats, & Caps, Ktc. 

ALSOAFULL & CO 

GROCERIES & 

MPLETE LINE OF 

PROVISIONS. 

J. B. SNOWBALL. 

RITCHIE WHARF, CHATHAM. MN. B. 

cessors to Gillespie Foundry. 

Established 1852. 

— ——— ——— —— 

| 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 eiewhere., 
Mill Supplies, Fittings, Pipe, ete. in stock and to order. 

J S G. MILLER. 
ASK FOR 

MONARCH 
oteel Wire Nails, 

THEY NEVER LET GO, 
AND TAKE NO OTHERS. 

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

KERR & ROBERTSON, 

- 

SAINT JOHN, N. B. 
N. B.— In Stock AND I'o ARRIVE 100 Dozex K. & R. AXES. 

The undermentioned 

spectacles. 
Ist—That from the peculiar construction of the olasses they Assist 

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

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

factnred especially for optic purposes, by DR. CHARLES BARDOU’S 
improved patent m:thod, 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 
so come to the Medical Hall and be properly fitted or no charge, 

J.D. B. F. MACKENZIE. 

advantages are clairned for MacKenzie's 

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

Miramichi Advance, 
CHATHAM. N. B. 

THE LEADING PRINTED NORTH SHOR: x3 EVERY WEDNESDAY NEWSPAPER. EVENING. 

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

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

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

MEDAL AND DIPLOMA 
AF. TEL —~ 

MINION AND GENTENAIAL EXHIBITION 
AT ST yOHN IN i883 

CUSTOM HOUSE FORMS, 

BILLS OF EXCHANGE, 

NOTES OF HAND, 

} 

=
 

Orders by Mail promptly filled & Satisfaction Guaranteed. 

CANADA EASTERN RAILWAY 
STUMMIE 1897. 

Fle rurther notice! trains will rem on the ab ve Railway, daily (Sundays exceptea) as ro lows 

Between Fredercton Jhatham and | Coanecti 
Loggieville, ag with I. C. R. 

FOR CHATHAM 
(read down) 

FOR FREDERICTON 
(read (np) GOING NORTH. 

MIXED EXP <ESS EXPRE-S MIXE"™ 
hg a : an Tad Ee Express M 6 20am iv25 pm . Fredericton,... 17 154r, 8 30pm : , Mixep 
6 30 2-53" LCGIbson, LL 12012 327 | Ratham, 9.90pm 140p. m, 8 50 3 05 Shesis ville 12 40 3 10 Nelson 10.00 * 205 

H ool rysviiie,,. , yA : { Ar, ( — : - &% 

8 20 407 ..CrossCreek,.. 1047 120 NS TI Sa. bos .. 2.20 « 
9 40- 5 05 :..Boicstown,... 9 35 11. 45 Neto - Ie 5 2.40 . 

10 40 ar) £ 50 ar Deilison go dl0® AF, iathiss 11.20 889 
10 45 1v §{ BUSjy  Feiewn pace 110 40 ag ’ - 8 3.20 
12 05 pm 710 «s +Blackville,,.. 7 40 9 10 mop 
1 00ar) {8 C3 vl : RT © 
160lvy: 180; «-ChathamJet . 6 45 |, 35. | GOING SOUTE. 

8 20 .- Nelson 7.19: | Express, 
230 8 40 ..Chatham . .. 612 6 50 Lv, Chatham, 3.26a. mm. 10 Mize 
2 59 ar 8 55 ow Loggieville Ly 6 00 am 6 50 a m| Nelson 3.45 10 ~ 

RIM i [4 . = POR INV'TON  INDIANTOWN BRANCH. rom Big'viepy ounam Junction, ge Ee ow 0 55 800 am:........ Blackville ....... ... ar 500 p m{Nelson 4.49 + pos pe 
eb SRR LA BAA. i. iiss EADS | +f voatham 5.00 1.3) p.m 

The above Table is made up on Bastarn standard time, 
. The trains between Chatham and Frederictun will ais) slop wnea signalled at the following flag Stations-- Ueroy Siding," Upper Nelson Boom, Chelinstord, Srey Rapids, Upper Blackville Blissfield Carrol’s, MeNamee's, Ludlow, Astle Urossing Clearwater, Portage Road, Forbes’ Siding Upper Cross Creek, Covered 8ridge, Zioaville, Durham, Nashwaak, Manzer’s siding, Peuniae, 5 

Express Trains on I. C. R.run through to destinations on Sunday. EXprass trains rua Sunday mornings but not Mondsy mornings 
~ TELA Y TQ are madeat Chatham Junction with the I, CON N EC I'HON AJ forall points East and West, and at Fredericton with the C P. RAILWAY for Moatreal and all points inthe upper Provinces and with the C. P. RAILWAY tor St Johe and all pointe West, and at uibson for W.ousioek, doulton, Grand Falls Edmundstor 

aud Presque Isle, and at Cross Creek with Stage or Stauley. : 

THOS. HOBEN, Supt. ALEX. GIBSON, Gew'l Manager 

C. RAILWAY 

oe 
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