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ROYAL SCARLET CHAPTER No. 1 
meets at Orange Hall, Queen St. Fiedericton, 
on the 14th of each month at 8 o’clock p. m. 

Wu. RossBorougH, W. C. ia C. 
ANDREW LONG, Scribe. 

YORK COUNTY LODGE holds its meet- 
ings quarterly. The next quarterly meeting 
will be held at St. Mary's Ferry in the Orange 
Hall, on Tuesday, 10th November next, at 
¢ pm. 

wM. Ros<BorouGH, C. M. 
R. B. RoSSBOROUGH, Sec'y 

ROSSMORE L. O. L. No. 21, meets on the 
2nd and 4th Thursdays in each month in the 
Orange Hall, St. Mary's, at 8 o'clock p. m’ 
Flag raised on meeting night. 

Roe CocHRAN, W. M. 
T. MURRAY BREWER, Sec’y 

WALKER L. O. L. Ne. 35, meets on the 1st 
Tuesday and 3rd Monday in each month, at the 
Orange Hall, Queen street, Fredericton, at 8 
o'clock p- m. Flag raised on night of meeting 
Visiting Orangemen to the city cordially invited 

to attend the meetinzs. 

A. L. Haining, W. M. 
Wu. M. CLARK, Sec’y 

PICKARD L. O. L. No. 40, meets on the 
1st and 3rd Thursdays in each month, in the 
public hall, Marysville, at 8 o’clock p. m. 

G. F. Rourke, W. M. 
G. W. Brown, Sec'y. 

DIRECTORY OF 

L. 0. Temperance Lodges 
ROSSMORE L. O. T. LODGE No. 1 meets 

in the Orange Hall, St. Mary’s, on the 2nd and 
4thMondays in each month, at 8 o clock p. m. 

J. L. Boyp, Pres. 

PROHIBITION L. O. T. LODGE No. 8 
meets in the Orange Hall, Queen street. Fred- 
erlcton on the 1st and 3rd Thursdays in each 
month, at 8 o'clock p. m. 

W. H. ANDERSON. Pres. 

| ==» CAIN | 
oa-ZRN ONE POUND | 

A Day. 
A GAIN OF A POUND A DAY IN THE 

CASE OF A MAN WHO HAS BECOME CALL 

RUN DOWN,’’ AND HAS BEGUN TO TAKE 

THAT REMARKABLE FLESH PRODUCER, 

SCOTT'S 
EMULSION 
OF PURE COD LIVER OIL WITH 
Hypophosphites of Lime & Soda } | 
IS NOTHING UNUSUAL. THIS FEAT 

HAS BEEN PERFORMED OVER AND OVER 

AGAIN. PALATABLE AS MILK. EN- 

DORSED BY PHYSICIANS. ScorT’s 

EMULSION IS PUT UP ONLY IN SALMON 

COLOR WRAPPERS. SOLD BY ALL DRUG- 
GISTS AT §0C. AND $1.00 : 
SCOTT & BOWNE, Belleville. 
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A pamphlet of information and ab- 
stract of the laws, showing How to 

Obtain Patents, Caveats, Trade 
Marks, Copyrights, sent free. % 

Address MUNN & CO. 
an 361 Broadway, 

New York. 

ON HAND AND TO ARRIVE: 

0 ess Kerosene 
of the very best quality. 

mn rs OA cane 

It don’t smoke, 1t won't 

smell and is very cheap. 

| looking blankly threugh the darkness, 
| or rocking himself in his old accustomed: 
| manner. A little glimmer of light from | 
| & street lamp cut inte the darkness and 

{ on the wall. 

{ of darkness seemed to close in it. 

{ howe to him. 
| memory to discover when it was that he 
| first loved her ; but his mind was too 
| confased, his pain tee real, to follow out 
| any given clue of reasoning. 

| disguise had tasted of od dr, von hear coat, for I want to speak to 
broke into whistling again as he followed 

| seemed so sweet and gracious to him. 

Geo. Hatt & Sons]; = 

HELD IN TRUST. 
CHAPTER XX V. 

A STORM IN A TEACUP. 

(Continued.) 

What made Garton suddenly look up 
and wring bis brother’s hand ? 

Too late! God bless you, Robert, 
Yes, I will go anywhere—eanywhere ; 
but she shall never know why—never, 
never ! : 

CHAPTER XXVI 

IN THE DARK. 

Robert rather congratulated himself 
oun having done a good stroke of business 
that night ; he had struck when the iron 
was hot. He drew a long breath of re- 
lief when his brother had left the room. 
Thank heaven, that bit of troublesome 
business is over for good and all, he 
ejaculated devoutly. Poor old Gar! 
he continued, with a pang of natural 
sympathy ; who would have imagined 
that he would have heen so bitten ? 
And he thought with some degree of 

bitterness of the hand that had dealt this 
fresh blow. His heart was full of pity 
as he heard Garton’s restless footsteps 
overbead. He lay and listened to them 
tar into the night ; a touch of compune- 
tion haunted him as those weary footsteps 
passed to and fro. He was glad to 
remember now that his words had been 
wise and temperate; considering all 
things, he had rebuked Garton’s thought- 
lessness very mildly ; the poor fellow’s 
hot denials and reproaches, his indignant 
refutations, his irate defence, had been 
far from displeasing to the elder brother. 

I did not think he had so much in him, 
he said to himself over and over again. 

Robert's sympathy was very real ; but 
he had no conception of the fierce misery 
that was makingthe night a long torment 
to Garton. The incessant movement, 
the long restless strides, the hasty 
stumbles in the darkness, when the 
candle had gluttered to its feeble end, 
were 80 many proofs of the intolerable 
feelings of the young man, who took no 
heed of the cold and darkness—groping: 
from end to end of the narrow room in a 
blind helpless way. 
Bemetimes he stood, with folded arms, 
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showed bim like a swaying gray shadow 
A dull surging broke the 

silence. Under the lamp there was & 
stretch of white shining road ; a barrier 

As 
he stood and looked out at it a dull! 
hopeless gloom seemed to settle round. 
his heart and rob him of all-eourage. 
He wondered” now how it had come’ 

about. Robert's shewdnesshad brought 
thie sudden revelation of his own feelings: 

He was racking his 

He had 
called his love friendship, and under this 

found it very sweet. 
out all his troubles to her with an eager- 
ness that should have revealed his own 
feelings. No other woman had ever 

And now all this pleasantness of inter- 
course must be broken up. She was 
the light of bis eyes and the desire of his 
heart—ah, he knew this now. ‘The one 
woman whom he could and would have 
dared to love, despite his beggary, but 
who wae never to know—never, never— 
that be had dared to love her. 

He wondered with a sort of terror 
how he should bid her gcod-bye. A 
sudden anguish filled him as he thought 
of her youth and graciousness. What a 
simple kindly friendship had existed be- 
tween them ! On hisside he had always 
been very loyal, but with a sturdy inde- 
peadence of opinion which she had found 
amusing. What nonsense he had talked 
to her, and how patient she had always 
been with him! She had never been 
weary of his discontent and moodiness. 
Her eyes would shine with a tender pity 
as he blurted out his grievances. She 
always seemed pleased to see him, no 
matter how troublesome he had been. 
She would meet him half a dozen times 
a day with the same shy bright smile; 
a kind hand would be put out frankly to 
him. Sometimes she would indulge in 
a little joke at his expense, but the joke 
never hurt him. 

He thought of that day in the Burnley 
Woods, and the wonder with which she 
had regarded his simple castle-building. 
She had been a little disappointed with 
his lack of ambition, he thought, and no 
marvel. How paltry it all looked now 
—the littlecottage with the bow-window, 
Reuben, Johnnie Forbes, the Jame boy, 
with Deb to keep house. Ah, whata 
different castle he would build now! A 
dull misery of longing took possession of 
him as he cherished the bitter-sweet 
fancy—a littie room all sunshine, gleam- 
ing white lilies outside, a tall slim girl 
with a plaintive face with sweet frank 

Ob, my God ! cried the poor fellow in 
his anguish. And I must never tell her 
that I shall love her to my dying day. 

It was the hour of his weakness. By 
and by a certain strength of acquiescence 
came to him—he struggled no longer, 
in a word, he accepted his fate, 
One by one he put away his hopes 

from him. One by one he looked the 
bitter conditions in the face; his love 
was hopeless—unrequited ; he must give 
that up—he must renounce all hopes of 
entering the Church. He had given his 
word that he would go anywhere; he 
would keep his promise. There should 
be no delay, no looking back, no undue 
dallying with regret. The stern asceti- 
cism of Garton’s nature came to his 
assistance here. 
would leave Blackscar and England. 
The sacrifice might be a cruel one, inas- 
much as it involved all that he held 
most dear, but at least it should be com- 
plete. 
He did not tell himseif that he should 

not dare to trust himself often in Rotha’s 
presence, but, all the same, he knew 
that such was the case. A few bitter 
drops, of which even his manhood was 
not ashamed, were wrung from his eyes 
when he thought of his boy-friend 
Reuben, who would fret after him sorely. 
The thought was a bitter one, but he 
put it away from him as soon as possi- 
ble. 
He has a friend in her—he belongs to 

her now, he repeated, with a vague 
pleasure in this mutual property, and a 
fresh dimness crossed his eyes as he 
thought how Reuben would never allow 
her to forget him. 

There was much painful work in store 
for him. It was nearly morning now, 
and he was terribly jaded, almost worn 
out ; but with that unselfishness which 
was part of his nature he resisted the 
temptation to seek his bed, but lay down 
for an hour in his clothes that he might 
net over-sleep himself, and so that old 
®arah, who was very ailing, might find 
the fire lighted as usual. 
He went through his self-imposed 

tasks as sturdily as ever. 
bitterly vace or twice as he blacked his 
town and his brother's boots. What 
would she say if she saw me do this¢ he 
thought, with an odd mixture of pride 
and pain. Fancy a hewer of wood and 

and tmistress of Bryn! He locked up 
‘nodded to his brother as he came whistl- 
ling through the courtyard with his arms 
full of faggo 
sweet and shrill, but Garton’s eyes had 

Good morning, Robert, he said, with 
an attempt at cheerfulness. Sarah has 
the rheumatism very badly this morn- 
ing ; I hope you are not in a hurry for 
breakfast. 

Pretty fair ; I suppose I skall catch 
the usual train, returned Robert care- 
lessly. Sally would do very well if yeu 
did not spoil her so. I'll be bound you 
{were up at six chopping that wood ; and 
iI don’t think we, either of wus, had toe ij 
much sleep last night. I ‘might have 
had a dozen men overhead, to judge by 
the tramping. 

Did I disturb you? I am sorry, 
answered Gar. I always walk a mile or 
two if I am restless. If you are waiting 
for breakfast I may as well put on my 

you. He 

his brother upstairs. 
# hat a fine fellow he is, after all, 

theught Robert. He was full of pity at 
the.sight of the dark rings—Garton’s 
pale face and puckered forehead haunted 
him through the day ; once or twice he 
had ¢winges of remorse. How he had 
undervalued him! A hundred instances 
of the poor boy’s goodness of heart rushed 
to his mind ; he had nursed him in that 
long illness of his; and he remembered 
how Garton lay for hours parched with 
thirst rather than wake him, when he 
knew he was overtired ; he had broken 
down under the strain of that watching, 
and then Garton had nursed him in his 
turn; he recalled Garton’s clumsy 
attempts, his odd mistakes, the patient 
way in which he set himself to retrieve 
his queer blunders. Those strong brown 
hands had keen as gentle as a woman's, 
It made Robert's heart very soft to re- 
member thee things ; it struck him all 
at once how he would miss Garton, and 
how empty his daily life would be with 
out him. He looked up when Garton’s 
whistle ceased. 
Did you say you wanted to speak to 

me, Gar ? 
Yes, but begin your breakfast, please, 

or you will loose your train. Of course, 
I want to speak te you. I did not waste 
much time in sleep last night, as it 

my own mind ; and I want you to know 
that, as far as I am concerned, it is all 
settled. 
What is settled ? 
That I will go to New Zealand— 

Timbuctoo—wherever it is; and the 
sooner the better. I will go for my out- 
fit to-morrow if you like, 

It won’t be much of an outfit, I am 
afraid, returned Robert ruefully, but I 
have a few pounds at your disposal, to 
which you are heartily welcome. And 
you have really made up your mind, 
Gar? - 

Yes, Bob. < 
le 
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My dear boy, you are doing very 

As soon as possible he | 

He smiled! 

a drawer of water daring to love the 

ts. The whistle wes very 

purple rings round them, and the dark 
‘face was as pale as a girl's. 

right, and I honour you for it old fellow; 
you are just the sort of a man to get on 
over there. I should not wonder if you 
come back with no end of money. 

I don’t much think I shail come back, 
Robert. 

No, not for some years—eight or ten, 
perhaps. It’s a bit of a wrench, Gar— 
I know that; bot anything is better 
than this rusting life down here. It 
will make a man of you—it will indeed. 

A faint smile camo to Garton’s lips. 
Robert was kind, very kind ; but how 
could he know—how could any one 
know—that death would rather have 
been preferable to him than this lifelong 
separation from those Le loved ? Come 
back? He would never come back. 
Renben might come out to him by and 
by ; but Blackscar, and Kirkby, and 
Bryn he should never see it again! A 
profound sadness seized on the unfortun- 
ate young man as these thoughts occur- 
red to him. Robert cleared his throat 
once or twice as he looked at him, 
You must not lose heart over it, Gar. 
I don’t see that it matters what I lose; 

it will be all the same a hundred years 
hence. I suppose you and Austin will 
write semetimes; I shall tell Miss 
Maturin—a new strange falter over the 
word—to send Reuben out to me. T 
forgot if you said it was to be New 
Zealand, Robert ? 

Well, Mathias has offered you a free 
passage there; so, unless you prefer 
Canada or Melbourne 

All places are the same to me, inter- 
rupted Garton indifferently—out of 
England, I mean. Oh yes, of course, 
New Zealand will be the best. What 
made Mathias offer me a free passage I 
wonder? Have I ever heard of him 
before? I forgot all about it. 

I was of great service to Mathias 
once. Jt does not matter, so I need not 

hurriedly. It was his way to ignore any 
good deed he had done. ‘A man is always 
grateful to the person who happens to 
help him, but few men make so much 
fuss over it. He heard me talking about 
this emigration business, and then he 
offered me that free passage for you. 

I thought you were too proud to accept 
such a favour, Robert ? 

‘One must swallow one’s pride some- 
| times—1I sm learning that. And then 
I have done Mathias more than one good 
turn. It was a great many years ago, 
when we were young fellows. In short, 

| he owes me money. 
Ah! that is a very different affair. 
Anyhow, it would not do to loose 

such a chance ; and then Mathias has an 
influential friend or two over there, to 
whom he will give you letters of intro- 
duction. The whole thing speaks for 
itself—it does indeed. 

I am quite of your opinion, Robert, 
that it will be the best possible thing for 
me to do—uader the circumstances, I 
mean. 

I am so glad you agree with me, Gar. 
‘Of course I felt you were right, Austin 

and you, from the first; but now it is 
{doubly my duty. Whatever happens, 
remember you have nothing with which 
to reproach yourself. 

You will tell Austin what I say. I 
don’t care to go into the matter again 
with any one—Ileast of all with him. 
The decision was for me, and I have 
made it ; and there is no one to blame, 
but only circumstances. As far as I 
am concerned, as I said before, IT am 
ready to get my outfit tomorrow. Shall 
1 go up with you to Thornborough to- 
day and do it? 

Gently, gently, my dear fellow ; we 
have not spoken to Austin or Mathias. 
There is plenty of time, plenty. You 

need no’ get into a fever about it. 
Things have gone worse with him than 

I imagined, he said, as he put a stop to 
the conversation by rising from the 
table. 

Garton eyed him wistfully as he went 
out. 

I suppose he will miss me when he 
finds things are not quite so comfortable, 
said the poor boy sadly as he took down 
his cassock from the peg. 

Old Widow Larkins was cleaning the 
church when he went in. He nearly 
stumbled over her pail as he went swing- 
ing down the aisle. He had plenty of 
work to do there that day. There were 
a village wedding and two funerals, and 
later on a baptism. Some strangers to 
the place commented afterwards on the 
strange dark young man who seemed to 
do everything for everybody. When the 
people had all gone away he locked the 
door on the inside and went up and 
kneit down alone before the flower- 
decked altar. He was only a young 
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' man, very faulty and not over wise, not 
happens, so I went over everything in | much more than the hewer of wood and 

the drawer of water to which he had 
likened himself. But, as he knelt there, 
Garton Ord prayed the noblest prayer 
but one that ever was prayed—Oh Lord, 
I am oppressed ; undertake for me! And 
he prayed thrice with a patient sigh, 
as though his heart were broken. Was 
his manhood less strong when he invok- 
ed another and a higher Strength? 
Surely such men as Garton Ord are the 
little ones of the Kingdom! 
Rotha could not understand what had 

become of her friend. She had not seen 
him for three whole days, and she was 
as restless aud uneasy as a woman could 

| be. 

refresh your memory, returned Robert 

He had gone down tothe shore | 

with ber aud the boys on the afternoon 
in question, and she had brought in 
Reuben and Guy to tea, not extending 
the invitation to Guy’s uncle as Mrs, 
Carruthers would be out. She Lad 
noticed, or fancied she noticed, a shade 
of disappointment cn Garton’s fice at 
the omission, and he had lingered more 
than a moment at the gate, as though 
unwilling to break up the little party. 
This had been on the Monday evening, 
and the next day she had a cold and did 
not care to stir from the fireside. 
The next day it wus no better. Rotha’s 

cold was still troublesome, and the 
weather was unusually inclement. Rotha, 
who was an unwilling prisoner, grew 
slightly ruffled in spirits towards even- 
ing. To add to her discomfort Mary 
came in on her way to church, and was 
very sympathising on the subject of 
Rotha’s cold, and slightly mysterious on 
every other subject. 
You are feverish—a bad cold always 

makes one feverish, said Mary, with a 
placid sigh. You must take care of 
yourself, and we shall see you about in 
a few days. Rotha shed a few tears 
when she was left alone. She had only 
been a prisoner two days, and already 
something had taken place at the Vicar- 
age which she was not to know, and then 
it was so strange of Garton. She deter- 
mined nothing should keep her indoors 
on the morrow, but when she awoke the 
next morning she was forced to reconsid- 
er her resolution. A damp drizzle of 
migt and rain threw a metaphorical wet 
blanket over everything, her cold was 
still obstinate, and it would be little 
short of madness to stir from the fireside. 

Rotha thought it the longest morning 
she had ever spent in her life. The 
whole world was against her, and the 
weather tco. What was this thing they 
were keeping from her! Rotha had not 
long to ask herself that question, for 
just then, to her surprise, the door bell- 
rang and Reuben Armstrong came in. 

It was not a half-holiday, but he had 
come to Bryn with a message. As he 
gave it—standing cap in hand, as though 
in haste to be gome—she noticed the 
boy’s eyes were red and swollen, and his 
face was flushed with crying. 
Why, Rube, she said reproachfully,, 

you have not got into any trouble with. 
Mr. Dentry, surely? 
Reuben shook his head and looked: 

rather indignant at the supposition. 
What is the matter, then? she con- 

tinued impatiently. Rube, you must 
tell me; you look as though you have 
made yourself ill with crying. 

Don’t you know? Haven't they told 
you! he began eagerly. Nc one has 

| told me anything, returned Rotha, with 
a touch of the old soreness; there is some 
mystery—I am quite aware of that; but 
no one has thought it worth while to. 
tell me anything. 
And you don’t know that they are send- 
ing him away ? : 

Sending whom—do you mean Mr, 
Garton? Something sharp seemed to 
sheot through Rotha’s heart then. She 
caught her breath once or twice. Why 
don’t you speak out plainly, Reuben? 
I thick you are under some mistake. If 
this were true, don’t you think they 
would have told me themselves? said 
the girl, with a little natural impatience, 

Perbaps Mr. Garton told them not. 
Ob, Miss Maturin, he is so unhappy; 
he could hardly speak to me last night 
when he told me about it. T think, I do 
think, they will break his heart between 
them. 

Reuben, you are very wrong, said 
Rotha rebukingly ; her face was very 
pale, and she spoke hurriedly. My dear 
boy, I dont think you know what you 
are saying. Why should they send him 
away ; 

Of course, it is his own doing; he is 
too nobie to eat another man’s breid— 
don’t I know that *—but, all the same 
they have driven him toit. He is never 
to be a clergyman—never ; and he is 
going away to the very end of the world. 

Oh, Rube, God forbid ! and a hot flush 
of pain came to Rotha’s che:k. We 
must not let him go, Rube. You are 
right ; it will break his heart. Why did 
you not come to me last night and tell 
me this. 

I thought you knew, returaed Reuben 
mournfully. It is no use ; they will not 
lat you do anything, Miss Maturin—it is 
allas good assettled. One of Mr. Robert's 
friends is to give him a free passage to 
New Zealand, and he is going to Thora- 
borough to-morrow to get his outfit. 
Without telling me! exclaimed Rotha, 
It is all Mr. Robert’s doing—every 

bit ; he will try to prevent my going out 
to him, I suppose, but I will go if T work 
my way for it ; in a few years I shall be 
a man. He saved my life, said the boy. 
I can’t bear to see him go away. Oh, 
what shall I do ? what shall I do? And 
Reuben laid his head down on the table 
in a perfect agony of crying, 

To be Continued.) 


