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CHAPTER I1.—Continued. |
The woman glanced curiously at him,
“No,” she answered curtly. *“ Maggie |

basn’t been herself these last few days.

She made everything ready for you, and

when it was done she shut herself up in her |

attic ; and I couldn’t persuade her to eat
or drink, though she has scarcely touched }
food since the night your letter came,”

If there was any reproach conveyed in
these words Roderick did not heed it.

His whole attention was given now to
Sybil. He had taken off her cloak, and,
wheeling one of the big chairs up to the
table, he put her tenderly in it.

“We are half famished !”’ he said laugh-
ing, his full deep voice richer for the tone
of triumph in it. “I do not think we
shall make much of a feast off Maggie’s
flowers. What have you for us, Mrs,
Relmon ?”

The woman burried away, and presently
returned with some cold chicken, a dish
of fruit, and some home-made wine.

Worn out with the suspense and misery
she had endured, Sybil thought the cottage
a delightful haven, and she was quite sat-
isfied to lean back in her chair while Rod-
erick waited on her, soothing and coaxing
her, till a gleam of the old sunny light re-
turned to her eyes.

“You do not regret this step yet?’ he

gie,”” he said with calm good humor.
She shook her head, a sudden bitterness 1
|
“The time for dreaming is over. Why |
did you ever tell me that you loved
me 7"’ ‘
He shrugged his shoulders, a satisfied
smile crossing his features,
“Those words are best forgotten,” he
replied with careless earnestness, “Be a

| good sensible little girl, Maggie, and don’t |
think anything about the past. I could

never have been to you other than 1 am
now.” .

“ As you like,” the girl muttered bit- |

terly. “I hope you will be true to your
new love.”

“I hope I shall,” he answered content-
edly.

The careless irony of his tones probed
all the fiercest feelings in her heart, and,
tossing the dark hair back from her face,
she fastened upon him a look of savage
scorn—of watéhful vindictive mistrust.

“You are eruel—you are false—you are
not worthy the trust placed so blindly in
you !”” she exclaimed through her clenched
teeth. “You taught me to have faith in
you—to worship you as a being above all
living men, and then you mocked me for
the love that drove such agbny into my
soul—that qrenched all light from my life
when you were absent. Yet as great, as
entire as my love then, as great my
hatred now. It may be that you love
the bride you have brought to our home.

whispered, when he saw how completely

She slipped her hand softly in his broad
paln, and rested her head balf shyly
against his shoulder.

“ Roderick, if I bad to make the choice
a hundred times, it would always be the
same. I love you, and it is the love that
guides me to you. A thousand tortures
should not keep me from you!”

He pressed her face closer against
breast, and kissed her.

“My darling, when you talk like that,

I do feel I have sinned in letting you fol- |

low me.”

“It would have been most cruel to have
left me,” she answered softly. “1f any-
thing were to part us Ishould go mad—or
die. They will forgive me at home when
I go back to them,” she added wistfully.

“It is only leaving them for a little while; |

but with you, the separation would have
been for ever !”’

They talked on until the meal was over;
then leaving Sybil to the care of Mrs.
Relmon, he left the cottage, promising to
return soon after sunrise.

“It will only be for
“ Rest, darling, and

a few hours,”
he said at parting.
let your thoughts come to me while you
sleep.”

Sybil watched him
yearning eyes, straining for a last look at |

with passionate

his bronzed handsome face, as he )assed |
out into the shadow,

reflect over his absence.

Taking a candle from the side-board,
she led the girl up staircase |
into a quaint little bed-chamber, sweet

a narrow

with the odor of roses, and Sybil was glad |
to undress and nestle down in the white- |
curtained bed prepared for her,
Overcome with weariness, she sank into |
dreamless sleep, her hands folded outside |
the coverlet, her pale face, fair as a pear], |
in its setting of gold-bright hair. }
The hot sunlight was blazing into the |
room when she awoke.
A soft knock on the door made her sit |
up, and only half remembering why she |
was in this strange room, she called faintly :
for the one who waited to enter. !

As the door g lided open, she expected |
to see the woman who had received them
on the previous night. Instead, she saw |
before her a young girl, dark and gipsy- |
like in her appearance, with great eye |
full of frighten«d wild misery. ‘

She gave Sybil one eager look, then her |
gaze drooped, and she pressed her lips con- ‘
vulsively together. ‘

“He has told me to be your servant,” |
she muttered, without lifting her heal.

“1 ghall be very glad to have you,
Sybil answered carelessly, too preoccupied
with her own thoughts to notice anything
strange in the girl’s manner. “Can I
have those jugs filled with fresh water.
What is your name ?”’

“ Maggie,” the girl replied, taking the |
jugs in her hands,

Without waiting to exchange ano.her
word, she hurried downstairs, passing out |
into the garden®to draw the water from |
the well.

»

“She is like a lilly,” she thought, slow- |
ly turning the heavy handle, while two |
drops glistened on her lashes and fell down |
on the rough edge of the well, “She
must be afgreat lady ; I ought to be proud |
to let her take my place—to give her my
love. No, no ; it was not given !”’

A step sounded on the gravel-path just
behind her, and with a start she looked
and saw Roderick Kemp. .

“Busy, Maggie?’ he asked, leaning |
lazily againstjan old stone wall, while he
watched her toil with the rusty chains. |
“ That work is not fit for you ; why don’t |
you let somebody else draw the water 7”

“You used to help me once,” Maggie

face.
“Used 17" he questioned, without of-
fering to help her.

““ Yes. ”

“] think you must be dreaming, Mag-

' quarrel he has disowned me, it is impos-
' sible for his anger to last.

| silenced her.

Then I could have reason to forgive your

; : | for 8 : i take love
every trace of her tears hud disappeared. | forgetfulness of me ; but if you take love,

| giving none in return—if you again seek

| to break a heart full of trust for you—
| take heed, Roderick, for you in yourturn |

| shall suffer! I will watch, and if you
prove yourself false to her—I will kill

| you !”

| Her sudden passion roused a sense of

| uneasiness in his breast, but instantly he

| relieved himself of the oppression, and

 silvery dust he had scraped from thestone

.

| edge of the well.

you been conjuring up for me? There—
| run and try to remember I am not one of
| your wild race.”

He turnedfjand strode lazily through the
shady unkept pathways, and Maggie, bend -
ing to her toil, carried the water up to
Sybil’s room.

Sybil dismissed her with a rather absent
“Thank you,” and hurried through her
toilette, unaided.

Was this her wedding-day ?

She heard Roderick’s voice in the gar-
den bgneath her window, and a strange
| timorous thrill ran through her as she lis-
tened to the rich powerful tones,

He was singing snatches from a serenade

touch her soul with sweet meaning.
He was calling her away—bidding her

hasten to his heart—reminding her that |

' she was his bride—his lite’s fairvest love,
Mrs. Relmon did not give her time to |

Her lips parted with a smile, and hrush-

ing her hair into a shi ing coil, she gath-
ered a spray of half-bio vn roses from the

window, and fastered them in her dress as |

she descended the stairs.
Roderick greeted her tenderly, and led

| her to the table, where a dainty breakfast
| was prepared—such a breakfast as might
have been served in the elegaut morning- |

rooms of Forest Court.

Roderick was careful to confine their
conversation to the present, that she should
not be troubled with thoughts of the home
she had left, and Sybil was satisfied to
trust all to him, to let her fate be govern-
ed by his will—his love.

After breakfast, her gave her her hat,

and throwing the cloak in which she had |

made her escape over his arm, he took her

'acl'uss the flower-bordered lane down to

the river where the boat was moored.
He paused before he placed her in the

| little craft.

“I will give you your choice once
more,” he said, drawing back a few paces

from her, and regarding her earnestly ; “is |

it your wish—is jit for your happiness
that we go on? Do not be afraid to speak,”’
he added, with an effort framing the
words ; “1 would rather bear the shock

' now—I would rather make any sacrifice
| than urge you to a step you might regret.

Had I wealth on my side, darling, I would
not hesitate, but it seems that I am asking
too much.”

Sybil put her hands gently in his, full
of admiration for the instinet she thought
had prompted the words.

“I have given myself to you,”’ she mur-

' mured ; “if you do not love me, leave

me. You know my happiness is only

' with you.”’

“My own sweet bride !”” he exclaimed,
“soon I shall be able to prove that your
choice is not as bad as the world would
believe. I am Lord Wolverton’s nephew,
his nearest relative, and though through a

His ill-will has
done me at least one good turn—it has
won me a wife entirely on my own
merit,”’

Sybil looked at him}with glad reproach.

“Why didn’t you tell them this at
home 1’ she asked, her sweet face trem-
ulous with pleasure. * Everything would
have been s¢ different.”

A glance at Roderick’s lowering brow

‘ I, bave told you my name, because it
would not be fair now to withhold any
confidences,” hé said almost sternly ;

my identity a.secret till my uncle thinks
fit to acknowledge me. Not even your
parents must know of what 1ace I come.”

Sybil felt a keen disappointment. It

' was hard he should have borne all those

i

undeserved insults, when, by a single word,
he could have proved himself more than
worthy of her hand.

For herself she did not care.

No matter what his position, what his
birth, he would always be the same to her
handsome, fascinating—one whom she
would ever be proud to love.

Every arrangement had been made for
their marriage, and half an hour later she
stood by his side in an old church, half
buried in shining green walls of overgrown
ivy.

It was a strange wedding—strange for
the future Lord of Wolverton, and the
beautiful girl who had been reared in the
midst of wealth,

Yet neither of them seemed to regret
the poverty in which they had sealed their
fate. Sybil felt sure that forgiveness
awaited her whenever she turned her face
homewards—and who could convince
them that Roderick was hopelessly disin-
herited ?

Perhaps he knew how his. fortune was
balanced, for since he had mentioned his
uncle’s name, there was a restless gleam
| in his eyes, and no immediate plans were
made but what could be formed out of
Sybil’s money.

CHAPTER IIL

Two weeks later, Sybil returned to
Forest Court, her happiness incomplete,
| because peace had not yet been made with

those who, before Roderick’s coming, had
been loved best.

and the soft passionate refrain seemed to |

Her store of money was nearly at an
' end, and Roderick had eyed her few child-
| ish trinkets impatiently.

As far as her comfort was concerned,
' she would have been content to live under

"% | Jaughingly shook in her face a handful of | a thatched roof on wild fiuit and a crust

# of new bread.
' Roderick seemed to grow angry at the

“You gipsy ! What evil prophecy have thought of the hardship.

| “You are an heiressin your own right,”’
| he told her. “Your parents need give
i you nothing ; but they dare not keep you
| from what is your own.”

. She did not speak again of the privation
| she could so easily bear with him.

His words had filled her with a vague
uneasiness, a sort of dumb fear that Rod-
erick would find no happiness with her if
she should be long penniless.

More then once this thought struck her
with a sharp force, and her young face
| grew white and careworn under the new
| anxiety preying upon her,

F Never had her father’s house looked as
| sombre and forbidding as it did to-day.

Only two weeks absent, and how every-
| thing had changed ! Itall seemed so grim,
| so silent, the white walls piled, like a huge

' tomb, amid the dense growth of forest,

What had given the place this strange
cloom ?
{ drawn over the closed windows ?

She stopped breathlessly, and caught
Roderick’s hand in an icy clasp.

“The house is iti mourning,” she ex-
“Oh, Roderick, what

’

| claimed faintly.
| does it mean ?”’
A sudden terror seized her, and break-
ing away from him, she rushed towards
one of the doors through which she had
been used to enter from the grounds.
It was fast locked, and scarcely able to

entrance and pulled the bell with feverish
haste.

She heard the heavy bolts drawn slowly
| back, and presently the door was opened.
Without any regard to ceremony, she
“would have slipped by the servant and
| have gone in search of those she had fled
| from.
| Something in the man’s rigid leok,
! something in the silence of the great hall,
arrested hei, and she stood like one who
' had received a blow.
| “Do you not know me ?” she asked
vaguely, a convulsive smile trembling
across her white lips. ““Am I so much
changed! Go to Sir Maurice and tell him
his daughter has returned.”

Even then she would have dashed into
the hall, but the man’s form, immmoveable
' as granite, obstructed her way.

“My orders are to announce to all that

| the daughter of this house is dead,” he

said mechanically.

| “Dead?”’ Sybil echoed, putting her hand

| up to her head. %I am not dead ! Stand

| away, and let me pass. This mockery

' will drive me mad !

| Still the man did not move, except to

' half shut the docr, keeping his hand firmly

' on the ponderous handle.

|« only obey Sir Maurice’s orders,” he
muttered gruffly. “ Whoever calls herself
his daughter must not enter his house.”

The door closed with a dull sound, and,

too dazed to act for herself, Sybil leaned
against one of the stone columns, and

' waited for Roderick to overtake her.

“Is this how you are received 1"’ he ex-
claimed, with suppressed fierceness, 48 soon
as he had reached her side, “They shall
give me a different answer.”

He wrenched the bell savagely and the
door was once more opened.

A fiery glance from Roderick scared the
butler into respect, notwithstanding the
duty he had to perform.

Instantly recognizing Roderick, he
handed him a note.

“ 8ir Maurice left this to be delivered to

“yet there.are reasons why I should keep |

you if you should call,” he said quietly,
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repress a cry, she ran round to the principal |
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A Fine stock of Cloths to select from kept con-
stantly on hand.

Orders from a distance will receive prorpt at- ]

tention, and satisfaction guaranteed.
u'-—-ﬁm)ui

ADMINISTRATOR’S

There will be sold by public auction on |
the premises, near Weldford Station, Har- |
court, County of Kent, pursuant to a li-
cense for that purpose granted by the
Probate Court for the said county on Sat-
urday the 20th day of September next at |
the hour of ten o)clock in the forenoon,
the following described landsand premises:
On the north by lands owned by Thomas
Ingram, on the south by a reserved street
and lands owned by J. Dorothay, on the
east by lands owned by said Thomas Ing-
ram and on the west by the highway road

-  SPECIAL——
MARK DOWN SALE!

Note a few of the many Bargains we are offering at our SPECIAL MARK DOWN SALE now going
on. The season has been cold and backward and our stock of S8pring and Summer Goods is still very
large. We have marked everything down to prices that are bound to effect a speedy sale.

Buyers will find this a splendid opportunity to secure nice Goods at Low Prices.

Woven

Ladies’ Fne French Kid Gloves, former price $1.22, marked down to 89c. ‘
Ladies’ Black Kid Gloves, Mosquitaire Cut, 6 and 8 button lengths, former price $1.65, marked down

Black Silk Warp Henrietta, former price $1.38, marked down to $1.10.

Fine quality All Wool Black Henrietta, Silk Finish, former price $1.00, marked down to 75e.
Fine quality All Wool Serges, Doable Width, new summer shades, maked down from 50c to 87}c.
Shaker Flannel, fagcy stripes, marked down from 83c to 7e. _
Men’s Fine French Balbriggan Undeashirts and Drawers, former price 75¢, marked down to 50c, all

' 4

D. . SULLIVAIN,
S e -

JOHN HANNAH, -

~~MANUFACTURER OF—

Wire

Of Different Crades for the Trade enly. Warranted not to.

Mattresses,

sag.

: To be bad from all the principal furniture and general dealers in the Maritime Provinees.

MACHINERY

2% Repairing promptly done.

\

ARM

B

AND IMPLEMENTS OF ALL KINDS.

105 CITY ROAD, ST. JOHN, N. B.

ROTARY MILLS & SHINGLE- MACHINES.
PIANOS AND ORGANS.

broken or not, and
I do not wish to sell the cheapest, but I shall strive to select goods as gocd as the best, give good
right dealing and careful attention to business to merit a share of

Moncton,N.B.

v

| the patronai‘g of the citizens of

Special attention given to repairs for all kinds of Machinery.
can get it duplicated for you.

alue, fair terms; and hope by u
ent Coun

ty.
Agent for FIRE, LIFE and ACCIDENT INSURANCE.

- g Oftice—305 Main St
i), B. PECK st 1. G R. Crossing,
Telephones—Office, 45 ; Residence: 37 A,

FINEST CANADIAN AND AMERICAN SEWING MACHINES.

Brip. or send me the piece, whether

* —WORKS AT—

Millerton and Mortimore, N.

Cable Addresses—‘‘ Hypotan,” London ; and ‘“ Miller,” Miramichi.

OUR MORTIMORE STORE.

or main street running from the Weldford
Station to the Beckwith road, containing
sixty feet by one hundred and fifty feet,
or one-quarter of an acre more or less,

Terms—10 per cent. of purchase money
at the time of sale and the balance to be
paid on execution and delivery of deed.

Harcourt, 18th August, A. D.' 1891,

B. S. BaiLkgy,

Administrator of the estate of George R.

Bailey.

NEW BRUNSWICK, ss.

TS the Sheriff of the County of Kent or

any Constable within the said County—
Greetinf—-

Whereas, Isaac B. Humphrey and Mat-
thew T. Glenn, executors of the last will
and testament of Duncan McDonald, late
of the Parish of Harcourt, in the said
County of Ken., deceased, hath prayed
that the heirs and all parties interested in
said estate, may appear before me to at-
tend the passing of the final accounts of
the said estate,

You are therefore réquired to cite the
said heirs and all others interested to ap-
ﬁ:u before me at a Court of Probate to

holden at Buctouche within and for
the said County on Thursday, the 10th
day of September next at 11 o’clock in the
forenoon at my office in Buctouche to at-
tend the passing and allowing of said ac-
counts,

Given under my hand, hpxd the seal of
the said Court, ths eighth day of August,
A. D. 1891.

(Signed) HENrY H. JAMES,
Judge of Probate County of Kent,
C. RICHARDSON, N
Registrar of Probate for Kent County.

PrINNEY & CARTER, Proctors,

JAMES BUCKLEY,

MANUFACTURER OF AND DEALER IN

BOOTS ESHOES

WELDFORD STATION,

Aﬁo in stock—A fine assortmeut.of
Boots and Shoes, Moccasins, Horse Col-

lars, ete.

Change of .
- Business.

the entire stock.
Purchasers will save from 15 to 50
are requested to call and settle.

J

SHEATHING, WAINSCOTTING, FLOO

GREAT CLEARANCE SALE OF DRY GOODS.

Will be sold at cost, on Goods other than Staples much less than cost, as
s in everything. The stock is still complete and

r cent. We will sell for C

le will continue till all is sold.

MONCTON, N. B.

RICHARD SULLIVAN & CO.

—WHOLESALE—

Wine and Spirit Meréha.nts,

—IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN—

54 DOCK STREET, ST. JOHN, N.

Bonded Warehouse No. 8.

B.

-

LUMBER OF ALL DESCRIPTIONS

T, G, CLAPBOARDS, WIND
DOOR CASINGS, MOULDINGS, LATHS, &C.
FLOUR CHEAP FOR CASH.
Buctouche, N. B, Jume 22, 1801.

Real Estate Sale MILLER'S TANNING EXTRACT CO., Limiep.

B.

A very complete stock of Ceneral Coods, cheap for Cash or Trade, at

TEAS, TOBACCOS and CIGARS,

ames D. Irving

OWZand.
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