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BY K* T, 

CHAPTER IL 

“I thought I heard you talking with 

somebody, Sybil !”’ 
“You did, Leo.” 
“ Who was with you 1” 

“ Roderick Kemp.” 
“The new gamekeeper ? 

think of him ?” 
Sybil’s dark eyes sparkled, and her 

cheeks grew bright as the knot of crimson 

roses in her hand. 
“] admire him more than any man I 

What do you 

have ever seen,” she answered with enth- | 

usiasm : “he bas the bearing of a prince, 

in spite of the position he holds, and I 

believe one day we shall find he has deceiv- 

ed us. His manners are too courtly for a 

keeper’s lodge.” 

Leonard Cardon looked with surprised 

annoyance at hir sister. 

“1 hope you are not going to encour- 

age any romantic nonsense of that sort,” 

he said contemptuously ; “as for the fel- 

low, it won’t be well for him if I find him 

sneaking about where you are. What 

was he doing in this part of the grcunds? 

He doesn’t expect to find game in the 

roses, I suppose 1” 

“ He brought me this little squirrel,” 

she answered, smiling tenderly as she 

moved her arm and showed a soft gold- 

brown ball nestled against her; 

quite tame, Leo. He found it in the 

woods this morning.” 

Leo put out his band and took the 

squirrel. 
“ Here !” he called to a gardener who 

was working at a vine ; “take this to | 

Kemp, and tell hun to put it back where | 

he found it.” 

The man obeyed before Sybil could 

interfere, and she turned to Leo with | 

passionate anger. 

“How dared you treat me like that?” | 

she exclaimed, her sweet red lips quiver- | o 
| 

ing. “1 will never forgive you—never, | 

as long as I live !” 

She turned away, but not before he had | 
| 

geen the hot tears gathering in her eyes. | 

He took a quick forward step, and caught | S} 

her arm impulsively. 

“ Mind, no hero-making of Roderick |. 

he exclaimed, his boyish face 'd ” 

Kemp, 

sterner than it had been before ; “if he is 

fool enough to forget his position, remem- 

ber yours. If I find you together again, | 

he shall go ?”’ 

Sybil flashed a defiant look at him. 

“If you sent him away, I would go | 

with him. I tell you he is better than | 

any of the men who visit us, and nothing 

will alter my opinion. His voice in itself 

is enough to prove his breeding. I won- 

der you have not found it out before.” 

A scornful gleam came into Leo's eyes, 

and his grasp tightened on her arm. 

“ Are you mad, Sybil?’ he muttered | 

fiercely. 

“No; only I will not have you say 

horrid things of anyone who has tried to 

please me, and whom I feel to be my 

equal, and yours, Leo. You had no right 

to do as yon did with the squirrel.” 
“1 will allow yeu to accept nothing at 

his hands! I am surprised, Sybil, that | 
you should not kuow yourself better. | 

Come indoors with me.” 

“J shall not! You are in the wrong— | 

Why should I submit to your | 
I hate you for what you have 

(RA) said to me! 

Her words seem to pain him—to shock 

not I. 

rudeness ? 

him. 

his features, and letting his hand drop | 

from her arm, he went into the house | 

An expression of hurt pride crossed | 

alone. 

He had scarcely disappeared when a | 

dark handsome face peered through the | 

thick rose-leaves, and Roderick Kemp | 

was by Sybil’s side. 

“] could not help hearing part of what | 
passed between you and your brother,” | 

he muttered, his voice scarcely rising | 
above his breath, though it fell with & | 

singular persuasiveness on the girl’s ears. 

“I regret having caused the quarrel. 
How could I know I should offend by 

offering you what was your own ?” 

Sybil looked at him, the resentful light | 
still in her eyes as she thought of Leo’ 

injustice. 

“It was most unkind of him,” she said, | 

slowly pulling to pieces the roses she had 
gathered. “1 wanted the squirrel !”’ 

The gamekeeper smiled. 

“Somebody else will give you one that 

will be more dearly prized.” 
“I will not have any other!” 

plied petulantly. 
because you gave it me.” 
A dusky wave swept to his brow, and 

she re- 

his eyes gleamed as he watched her—the | 

beautiful, wayward spoiled child, who had 
treasured his gift for the sake of the giver 
—the giver only her father’s gamekeeper! | 
“Don’t speak to me like this for pity’s 

sake !” he exclaimed, a passionate light 
on his face, “ You make me forget my- 
self—would that you had been born a 
beggar, and 1 a king !” ) 
The words rang with emotion—half 

bitter, half tender, and he put his hand 
across his eyes, and turned unsteadily 
away. 
Her clear soft voice arsested him. 
“Why—why do you wish for wealth? 

Do you think it makes happiness? It 
gives me nothing but solitude and dis. 
aj joiviment. I wish with you that 1 
ig poor, I could do what I liked 
ken,” 

“tH 

“You do not know the bitterness of 

| poverty !” he said regretfully. “If Sir 

| Rosslyn Arden were in my place, would 
your parents care to see you betrothed to 

him? [fI bad come here, master of a 

great fortune, should I be treated as I am 
now ! It is the money, not the man that 

is considered !”’ 

“ Have I shown this difference to you ?”’ 
she asked, lifting her large misty eyes to 

his restless face. 
“It would have been better, perhaps, if 

you had! You have made me dissatis- 
| fied—wretched. I must go where I shall 
never see you, All this madness!” 

“ All what, Roderick 7” 

“Don’t ask me?’ he exclaimed. “I 

must never see you again !”’ 
“Never, Roderick! Why must you 

leave me 7’ 
“Because you have made me so far for- 

get my position—that I love you! Iam 
mad to tell you ; but you have wrung it 

from me. I love you-—I love you?” 
“If I were poor, would you ask me to 

be your wife 7” she said, laying a trembl- 

ing hand on his velvet sleeve. 
“] would move heaven and earth to 

win you. Now, I dare not think—I dare 

not hope : I can only leave you!” 
She raised a pale eager face to his, and 

her heart throbbed wildly under the roses 

nestling in the folds of her dress. 
“Roderick, 1 would sooner give up 

| wealth for love than sacrifice love to for- 

| tune. Our souls are on one level, why 
| should the world put us apart! Iam 

| miserable in this great grand home where 
| no one cares for me. Oh, Roderick,” she 
| broke off, with dispairing tenderness, 

ing yourself strangely.” 

| marry him.” 

“] cared for it more | 

| “cannot you see I love you—that my 
heart will break if you leave me ?”’ 

“Hush! you are tempting me—you 
are making me forget! Let me go while 

| I have reason enough to know this mad- 

ness!” 
Sybil drew near, and clasped her other 

| . 
| hand on his arm. 

“If 1 am ready to give up all for you, 

oderick, will you take me ?” 
He looked earnestly at her, ambition 

and passionate daring struggling in his 

breast. 

Why should he let this chance slip ly? 

1e was readv to give herself to him, to 
share her fortune with him, or to relinquish 

1t. 

Supposing her parents refused their 
consent to such a marriage, they would 
have no power to withhold her money 
when once she was of age, and if Sybil 

| could make up her mind to elope with | 
him, there would be no fear for the fut- 

ure, 

“Do vou love me well enough to trust 
“There 

is nothing I would not do to make up 
yourself to me 7’ he asked softly. 

for the sacrifice. I would treasure you so 
' tenderly, my little fair bird, you should 

| never regret having put your faith in me. 

I may not always be as | am now; one] 

day you might find yu Lai not married 

the beggar you have thought me.” 

“I do not mind,” she said, letting he 

| head droop shyly agaiust his shoulder ; | 

“rich or poor, you will always be the same 

| to me—my hero—my idol!” 
The sounds of footsteps on the gravel 

path startled them. Roderick drew 

guiltily from Sybil, and hurried silently 

| away. 

It was Leo. 

“With that man again !” he exclaimed 

fiercely ; “if my father doesn’t get rid of 
him, 1 shall do the follow harm !”’ 

“What harm 

“Take care, Sybil, or I will shoot him | 
down like a dog—I will, as surely as I | 
hold this gun in my hand !” 

“If you killed him, you would kill me, 

for he is more to me than my own life.” 
“This from you, who are all but en- 

gaged to Rosslyn! You seem to be los- 

“I never told Sir Rosslyn I would 

“It was an understood thing.” 
“If people make up those kind of 

things in their minds, they must expect 
| to be disappointed. Roderick is a true 
| gentleman—a man of honour, and I have 
' said I will be his wife.” 

“And I say you shall never be his 
| wife!” Leo exclaimed, white with rage. 
| “You are my sister—you bear my name ! 

' Rather than you should sink down to that 
| cur’s level I would kill you both.” 

Sybil pressed her lips fearlessly together. 
“I am not afraid,” she said defiantly ; 

“I shall act for myself, and bear the con- 
sequences.” 

“It will be at your peril!” 

“ Perhaps not. You may own yourself 
| in fault even yet.” 

Leaving him, she went straight to her 

| father, and begged him to give his consent 
| to her marriage with Roderick Kemp. 
| “I love him, and he is so true and 
| noble,” she pleaded. “He wanted to go 
| away and never see me again; but if I 
| lost him I should die 1” 

| speechless surprise—looked at the beaut:- 
| ful wilful face that to him had seémed 
only lovely with a child’s innocent bright- 
ness, A 

“What nonsense is this?” he asked 
with contracted lips. “How dare you 
come to me with such a jest 1” 

She met his angry gaze unflinchingly. 
“It is no jest,” she cried proudly. “I 

love him, and I have promised to marry 
him !”’ 

“ What is your promise I" he exclaim- 

“A word which, rather than break, I 
would wrench myself free of every other 
tie! No one loves me as he does—no 
one has so great a claim to my obedience. 
No matter what I have to fight against, 
while he is true to me, I will follow him, 

till death parts us !” 
Sir Maurice raised his hand as though 

to strike her, Their eyes met, and with 

an effort he recovered his chill calmness 
of manner—the calm which alone could 
strengthen his authority. 

“(Go to your room, Sybil. I forbid 

any intercourse to pass between you and 
Roderick Kemp. Disobey my word, and 
this roof shall no longer be your home— 

my door shall be closed against you.” 
“Bat, papa if 
He waved his hand imperatively. 
“] have heard enough! Go, and re- 

member what I have told you !” ’ 
She looked at him with her clear dark 

eyes full of intense feeling. 
“If Roderick waited for two or three 

years, and became rich in that time, would 

you give your consent then ? 
“Under no circumstances would I al- 

low you to marry Roderick Kemp.” 
“Will you never—never change your 

mind 7 Are you sure you will never say 

I may be his wife ? 
“J have already answered you. Go to 

your room, and let me hear no more of 
this. As for this insolent villian, he shall 
be clear out of Forest Court before the 

night is over 7” 
With a straige tumult burning in her 

heart, Sybil turned slowly away. She 
went almost mechanically up the broad 
staircase to her own room, and throwing 
herself on her knees near the window, 

hid her face in her hands and let the tears 

flow hot and fast. 
“Oh, Roderick — Roderick !”” she 

thought bitterly, “why did you ever 
come—why did I everseeyou? Itwould 
be easier now to leave all the world than 

to give you up!” 
She had no one to turn to in this time 

of sore trial. Everybody was against her 
and against Roderick. She had only the 
choice to wrench her heart away from his, 
or to follow him, and be as one dead to 

her home. 
A wild despair took possession of her 

as she recalled her father’s last words to 

her. 

Roderick was to be driven away, treat- 
ed worse than a thief; and she would 

never see him again, 
It could not be ; they could not be so 

cruel. If Roderick would have faith in 

her and wait perhaps everything would 

end happily. 

Sir Maurice Catdon looked at her in 

Hours afterwards, when cramped and 
| wretched, she still crouched there, a letter, 
| thrown on to the window-sill from the 

| garden beneath startled her reflections. 

| Imstinctively she knew it was a message 

| from Roderick. 
Suatching it from the ledge, she tore 

open the envelope, and with feverish in- 

terest read the words: 

“I have received my dismissal. Must 

I go alone, or will you trust all to me? 

If you 

' have courage to take the step, vou need 
| not fear that your parents will long with- 

| hold their forgiveness.” 
| A few passionate sentences assuring her 
| of his undying devotion were added to 

| these, and poor Sybil, her heart aching 
' with wounded love, tremblingly wrote a 

| reply : 
“This parting will kill me, Roderick ! 

Come what may, I must be true to you. 
I am wretched ; I can see no way out eof 

| this sorrow but by trusting to your guid- 

You could escape easily with me. 

| ance.” 
She wrapped the scrap of paper round 

the stone that had guided Roderick’s 
missive to her, and dropped it gently 
down. 

It fell at his feet, and as he read the 
answer, a dark triumph came over his face. 
“They shall see who is master,” he 

thought grimly. “ They will live to re- 

gret their pride !”’ 
Another letter was thrown to Sybil, 

more urgent and impassioned than the 
first, entreating her to be ready to fly 
with him at mid-night, 
She was to draw back the curtains and 

open her window when everybody else 
| was in bed, and, at a sign from him, was 
to climb on the balcony, and leap down 
into his arms, taking with her all the 
money and jewels she had in her posses- 
sion. 

Sybil scarcely knew whether she rejoic- 
ed or grieved most over the thought of the 
step the was about to take. 

She did not go down again till dinner 
was announced. She had been putting 
togeiher the few things she wanted to take 
with her, and when she took her place at 
the table, her eyes were full of yearning 
tears. 

Roderick’s name was not mentioned. 
She Bnew by the stern anger on ker 

fathers face, and Leo’s vindictive glance, 
that there had been a scene, and she flush- 
ed guiltily as she remembered how her 
lover was to have been far away before 

the night approached. 
Did they believe he had already left 

Forest Court ? 
A dull silence was maintained through- 

out the meal. Sybil touched nothing ; 
there was a stifling sensation in her breast 

and she looked from one cold face to an- 
other, her eyes and lips quivered piti- 

fully. 
She longed to plead again for Roderick’s 

sake, but something in her heart seemed ed, his eyes hardening as he watched her. 
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MARK 
large. We have marked everyth 

to $1.25. 
Black Silk Warp 

sizes. 

Shore mA 
<Rour Sat COUGHS 
WHOOPING Cc CcoLDs. 

SLO YEARS IN USE. 
“si PRICE25"PER BOTTLE w. 

4 ARMITRONG & @0..[oroprietors AB 
IB BARKER &SONYRSLE 2 E Siow 

Walter Wilson & Son, 

(Late A. Richardson & Co.) 

MANUFACTURERS OF 

SAW 
UNION STREET, 

St. John, N. B. 

First-Class 

TAILORING 

ESTABLISHMENT 
WATER STREET, 

CHATHAM, N. B,, 

F. O. PETTERSON, - - PROPRIETOR. 
Lk: 

a 

stantly on hand. 

Orders from a distance will receive pror pt at 
tention, and satisfaction guaranteed. 

wr—aiROui 

PEDIGREE 

Trotting Stallion 
MYSTERIOUS 

"STRANGER. 
= Foaled July, 1885, dappled brown and 
weighs 1175 ths., stands 16 hands high, 
Sired by the noted stallion King Bird jr., 
(better known a Cail’s King Bird) ; he by 
the imported King Bird ; he by Winthrop 
Bush Messenger. Dam of Stranger was 
the noted ristopher mare; she by 
Morning Star ; he y Old Saladin, an im- 
pares English thoroughbred. This 
orse’s grand dam on both sides, is Sala- 

din. A glance at the above pedigree will 
convince anyone that breeding from this 
horse will insure a trotter allmost every 
time. John McMannus, of Memramcook 
owns one of his get for which he refused 
the neat sum of two hundred dollars when 
one year old, being the only one of his get 
in New Brunswick. 

WirLriaM CLARK, 
Manager and owner. 

Lamp Goods. 
Chandeliers, 2. 4 and 6 lights. 

= HALL, TABLE . AND BRACKET LAMPS 

BURNERS, CHIMNEYS, WICKS, B1C., 

EPECOIATL—— 

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 Spring and Summer Goods is still very 
ing 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. 

A Fine stock of Clothe to select from kept con- | 

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

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 75c. 
Fine quality All Wool Serges, Doable Width, new summer shades, maked down from 60c to 873c. 
Shaker Flannel, fagcy stripes, marked down from 84c to Te. 
Men’s Fine French Balbriggan Undeashirts and Drawers, former price 75¢c, marked down to 50c, all 

nD. 0. SULLIVAN, 
114 Main Street, wd Es Sl ie MONCTO 

JOHN HANNAH, 
~—MANUFACTURER OF— 

Of Different Crades for the Trade only. Warranted not to sag. 

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

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

ki 

2% Repairing promptly done. 

FARM 
MACHINERY 

AND IMPLEMENTS OF ALL KINDS. 

ROTARY MILLS & SHINGLE MACHINES. 
PIANOS AND ORGANS. 

FINEST CANADIAN AND AMERICAN SEWING MACHINES. 
| Special attention given to repairs for all kinds of Machinery. Bring or send me the piece, whether 
| broken or not, and I can get it duplicated for you. 
| Idonot wish to sell the cheapest, but I shall strive to select goods as good as the best, give good 
' value, fair terms; and hope by upright dealing and careful attention to business to merit a share of 
the patronage of the citizens of Kent County. 
‘Agent for FIRE, LIFE and ACCIDENT INSURANCE. 

RH. B. PECK, 5X can. Moncton, N.B. 
Telephones—Office, 45 ; Residence: 37 A. 

MILLER'S TANNING EXTRACT CO., Limite. 
~WORKS AT— 

Millerton and Mortimore, N. B. 
| Cable Addresses—‘‘ Hypotan,” London ; and *‘ Miller,” Miramichi. 

{ 

| 
| 

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

OUR MORTIMORE STORE. 
| 

| 

| 
| 
} 
| 
| 

Change of 
Jusiness. 

GREAT CLEARANCE SALE OF DRY GOODS. 

$20,000 - -- WORTH - - - $20,000 
Will be sold at cost, on Goods other than Staples much less than cost, as we mean to d of 

the entire slog. Bargains in everything. The stock is still complete and well selected in all lines. 
Purchasers will save from 15 to 50 per cent. We will sell for CASH only. Those who have accounts 
are ) requested to call and settle, le will continue till all is sold. Call early in the day to avoid the 

J FLANAG 
MONCTON, N. B. 

RICHARD SULLIVAN & CO. 
—WHOLESALE— 

Wine and Spirit Merchants, 
— IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN— % 

TEAS, TOBACCOS and CIGARS, 
54 DOCK STREET, ST. JOHN, N. B. 

Bonded Warehouse No. 8. 

LUMBER OF ALL DESCRIPTIONS 

SHEATHING, WAINSCOTTING, FLOO - , CLAPBOARDS, WINDOWZ and. 
DOOR CASINGS, MOULDINGS, LATHS, &C. 

» FLOUR CHEAP FOR CASH. 

| 
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| 
| 
| 
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Buctouche, N. B, June 22, 1801. 4 
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Mattresses, 


