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DESMOND'S LOVE.

CHAPTER L

Romilly Desmond was unconscionably
angry when he heard that his mother had
asked Vera Pallis to Desmond Chase.

As a rule he did not mind in the least
whom she asked, and was glad that she
should amuse herself, and fill the house
with young people, as long as she left him
in his own suite of rooms in the left wing
to chew the cud of his bitter fancies,

He had not in the smallest degree ob-
jected vo Miss Darnell, a fat, fair, hand-
some girl of eight-and-twenty, spending
a year in his house, though she did invade
the sacred privacy of his own particular
den on the smallest pretext in the wold,
and sometimes with no pretext whatever;:
but then he saw through her, and knew
quite well why she decked her comely
person in magnificent attire, pink satin
and pemls, blue satin and diamonds,
mauve silk and amethysts, and sailed about
his rooms like an empress, or a vessel, or
an albatross, or anything else big, band-
some, portly.

Neither did he object to Miss Richmond,
a little, fair-baired, dove-eyed thing, who
tried to win his heart and affections by
quiet, gentle, white-mouse-like attentions,
that afforded him a certain amount of
amusementithough bewould have preferred
to have been left in Jonely solitude.

Now with Miss Pallis it was totally
differext. She was a beauty, and the
fashion, had been photographed by nearly
every photographer in London, in every
attitude and costume, wore gowns manu-
factured by Worth, and boots by Leconte,
and gloves by Jouvin, bonnets by Louise,
and liugerie by White ; wasasked to every¥
fashionable gathering of the season, made
much of by great personages, adored by
lesser individuals, and thoroughly spoiled
os course, he concluded, neverhaving seen
ber.

Mrs. Desmond had met her at the City
of the Seven Hills that autumn, when
staying there with her second son, Clarence,
and being fascinated, like all the rest of
the world, had invited her to the Chase,
an invitation which she at once accepted
without the smallest hesitation, knowing
that there was some strange story, some
mystery about iis master, and®that only a
favored few ever went within its portals,
and also because she was an orphan, and
lonely, despite the brilliant life she led,
and all the homage she received, and Mus,
Desmond’s beautiful motherly face, with
its frame of silvery hair, made her
to see more of her, and make her her trve
friend if she could, foracquaintances were
many with her, friends wofully few.

And so she was coming, and the Chase
was in a state of fermentaud flurry. Old
brocades, and damasks, and tapestries were
beiug brought out and hung up; all the
silver cups and goblets won by horses
from the Desmond stables were polished
and rubbed, and decorated the oaken side-
board in the old panelled dining-room,
where the massive plate of the family
shone in its golden glory, and great sea
pieces in heavy dusky frames hung ; and
the armor in the entrance hall was all
taken down, polished, and put up again,
with whips, and spurs, tigers’ heads, foxes’
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brushes, owls, herons, and other trophies
of sport gained by dead and
Desmonds ; while the little boudoir de-
signed for the lovely guest was hung with
flowered blue silk, threaded with silver;
leopurd and tiger skins were thrown about

bygone

on chairs and sofas, rare Turkish mats cov-
ered the polished floor, statues and china
decorated the brackets and cabirnets, and a
grand piano in a magnificent inlaid case
took up one corner.

Romilly did not object to his mother
doing all this, only he grew rather weary
of hearing the stranger’s praises endlessly
sung by the well-loved lips, and angry
when his young handsome brother went
into raptures over her beauty and grace.

He was not naturally churlish, only his
whole life had been spoiled and ruined by
a beauty

a woman, one young and fai
like Miss Pallis.

Desmond loved LeonoraCargill with'all
the passionate fervor of his young heart.
He simply adored her, and was ready to
do anything, no matter how extravagant,
dangerous, or risky, at her bidding.

It was doubtful if she returned his love.
She was vain and ambitious, and saw in
him a means of gaining position, and those
luxuries for which she longed.

Of love, true, deep, devoted, she knew
nothing, and she used her power over her
lover in a cruel tyrannical manner.

Everyone else saw her defects—the sad
blemishes in her character ; he alone was
blind to them, and went on worshipping
her in an insensate fashion.

This suited the vain beauty well, and
she never lost an opportunity of showing
the power she possessed over her lion-like
handsome lover.

And handsome he was, with his dark
eyes, raven hair, straight features, and
splendid figure—broad, tall, muscular, yet
graceful and lithe.

A lucky girl her friends called her, but
she would only laugh and toss her duskv
head, and say she might marry a duke if
she chose.

Still in a way she was proud of him—
proud that she a little helpless thing, should
be able to order and control a great grand
creature like Romilly.

He never refused a request of hers—

her imperious commands; and one un. ;
happy day when they were walking on |
the cliffs together, and she ordered him to |
go and get her a spray of the glowing 1
rowan berries growing perilously near the
edge, he went to obtain them without a|
word, though for the first time a doubt of |

her crossed his mind. ‘

Coula she care for him to send him for 1
such a trifle, where he might lose his life 7 | |

Still, he cast the thought aside. She |
was his promised bride ; in 2 month’s time |
they would be man and wife. And he |
went on cautiously, hung over the face of |
the cliff, plucked the berries, and then—
there was a crash, the ground gave way
beneath his weight, and he was precipit-
ated on to the sand and rocks below.

Unfortunately he was not killed, for
death would have been more acceptable
to a man like Romilly Desmond than the
misfortune that befell him,

One hip was injured, the limb withered, |
and he was a hopeless cripple. |

But worse than this was in store for
him ; the woman—the faithless, heartless
woman who had been the cause of the
mischief, declined to marry him when she
found he would lose the use of his leg, and
married in less than three months an earl,
old, ugly, but very rich.

So ended Romilly’s love-dream, and the
awakening was bitter enough.

He could not realize then that he was
better without such a woman——that she
would never have made him happy ; his
pain and wounded pride was too great.

She was a gorgeous blossom without
fragrance, a lovely statue without a soul ;
her feet would have stayed at the threshold

|
|
i

her way into its utmost recesses, and many
girls who would have been humbly thank-
ful for his love, maimed as he was, who
would have followed him into the jaws of
death, wondered if she could be a woman
to thus desert him in his hour of need and
trial.

For fifteen years he had been almost
like a dead man ; he shut himself up in
his room, refusing to see anyone save his
mother and brother.

Tc them he yielded up the management
of his vast estates, and left them to do just
as they pleased about the house.

Occasionally at dusk he would descend
to a side-emtrance, laboriously mount into
his phaeton, and drive away for two or
three hours, or longer, sometimes not re-
turning before midnight.

These nocturnal drives, taken quite
alone, somewhat alarmed his mother ; yet
she did not say omne word, as it was
his only pleasure save music.

He generally spent a portion of each
day in the music-room, in which was =
splendid organ, and while there no one
dared intrude, for the master of Desmond
Chase was sensitive, and did not care for
wondering eyes to gaze «u lus deforiiy,

Of late, his mother ) :
a few times to dinne
she often had young ). jle¢ in the
hoping some day the c.

d couxed hnn down

with them. and

L\ LEICH

he become something like Lis

Every morning she spent an hour with
him, and her gentle care and tact, her
depthless love and pity, kept him from
cursing all womankind, as he had cause to
do.

Of his handsome brother he was secretly
a little jealous. He had what he lacked—
perfect limbs, perfect beauty, health, and
He saw in him what he had
been, and groaned in anguish when he re-

strength,

flected what he now was.

For fifteen years debarred from all joy l

and happiness, the sweets of life turned |
to gall for him, what wonder that he was
morose, suspicious of people’s bona fides,
and bitter and caustic of speech.

The future was a blank to him, no wo-
man would rest on his bosom and bear his
name ; no children would cluster around

and childish voices, comforting him in his |
old age ; he would be alone—alone !

When he lost his mother—and she was

well stricken in years ; he could not hope
to have her with him long—his sheet- |
anchor, his only hope in the world, would |

be gone.
“ Well, my dear boy, how are you this
morning ?”’ she asked one bright December

day as she entered his room, which alw ays |

struck her as so dismal and funereal, with
its purple velvet hanging and ebony fur-
niture,

“Much the same as usual, mother,

chair in which he was reclmmg, and klssmg
her soft cheeks fondly. _
“ Much the same !”” she repeated, shak-

ing her bead sadly ; “when will you give |
me a different answer—the answer I hope |

daily tq hear, and long for so much ?”
“T fear never,” he said gently,
“Do not say that, my boy,” she im-

“Itis no use trying to deceive you,
mother, buoying you up with false hopes,
I shall never be again as I was. This,”
touching the withered limb, “ can never be
made whole again, neither can my hroken
spirit, my broken heart—if there be such |
a thing,” he added in a lower tone.

“Don’t—don’t !”” she repeated, raising I
her clasped hands. i

“1 must, dear mother mine.” ;

“You can’t tell ; you may recover a
great deal of your fost happiness, your lost |
eu]o ment of life,”

ow 7

» By trying bard to forget your misfor-

tune.”

aever showed annoyance when she issued

of his heart, she could never have found |

e wowad it and |
furmer selt. |

his knees, cheering him with their laughter |

thanks,” he reterned, rising from the easy |

plored piteously, tears glistening in her |
bright brown eyes, ’

“I eannot forget that I am mnot like
other men,” he returned, a deep look of
melancholy on his handsome face.

“You might if you would only give

- yourself the opportunity of doing so.”

“Mother, how can you think that I
could ?” he asked bitterly.

“By mixing once more with your fel-
lows, by coming among us again and re-
suming some of your old habits and em-
 ploywments.”

“There are not many I could resume.”

“TI think there are.”

“Hardly. I could not ride to hounds.”

“You might drive to the meets.”

“Like a timid woman,”

“You might resume the superintendence

| and direction of your estates.”

“What could I do? What more than
you and Clarence 7"’

“You are master ; the tenants, and pea-
sants, and most people would rather see
you—you: face—for five minutes, than
they would ours for a whole day.”

“You imagine that, I think, my partial
mother,”

“Noc, my dear, I don’t. Chalmers told
me so. He says they would all be so
pleased if you would go round with him
' and let them see your face once again.”
| “I am afraid I would be a long time
getting round ; 1 could notstride outnow
beside him as I used. Why we would
visit Trewelwyn and Polwhistle, chat with
the quarrymen and overseers, see that all
was going on well, and get back in time
for dinner, walking all the while,”

“You might drive, Romilly.”

“Hardly. Some of the places near the
| quarries are rather rough for a phaeton.”

“Nevertheless you might go a good way
and Clarence, of course, would go too, and
walk on when you could not manage it.”

“And a pretty object I would cut be-
side him with my dot and carry one.”

“You know you bear favorable com-
parison with your brother,”

“He has perfect limbs,”

“And you have a *perfect face. You
are far the handsomer man of the two.”

“You flatter me, wishing to salve my
wounded spirit,”

“No, my child ;
truth.”

“ Dear mother, you are partial,” strok-
ing her hand gently.

“Not top partial,” she objected, car-
essing his dark silky locks as he knelt be-
fore her. And oh, how I wish you could
see things with my eyes, and try and come
among us once more !”

“1I cannot see with your eyes,
only with my own.”

“With your own you take a distorted,
unreal view of things.”

“ Perhaps so ; still I cannot help it.”

“ You might. You brood over things,
shut up here, leading this solitary wretched
life. Cast aside this pride, for it is pride
that keeps vou from us,
t, listen to the musie join

I speak the honest

dearest ;

dinner eachivigh
i the cor v
| Jaughter of (he yoing ivik, and you will
furget Lbast your misery,”

“Not so ; the sight of youth and hap-
piness would only make the burden press
heavier.”

“You have not tried ; you cannot tell.
I have little Blanche Richmond stay:ing
with me now. Vera Pallis comes to-mor-
| row, and some other young folk. Make

the essay. Their society would cheer you
up.’v’

“They would laugh at me.”

“Oh, no, no ; Vera is gentleness and
| pity itself.”

“[ want no one’s pity,” he rejoined al-

' most roughly. “ And Miss Pallis is no
f more than a professional beauty. Fashion-
| able, wordly, painted probably, heartless
; certainly. I want none such to enter into
| the dreariness of my life,”
| “You wrong her,” said Mrs. Desmond.
|« hardly think so.”
. “*1know youdo. Sheissweetand true
| —a good woman, and her society could
! not fail to make you or anyone else better
| and nobler.”

“Indeed !’ with a slight sarcasticinflec-
tion in his voice. “Still, you see, I am
far from ambitious of making her azquain-
| tance, now or at any future time.”

1 “1 see that, and regret it most bitterly,”
returned his mother.

‘Don’t trouble to do that, ma mere;
she is not worth it,”

“She is indeed, if you would only be-
lieve it,”’ expostulated her champion tear-
| fully. »

“There, there, mother, don’t cry,” said
her [son, kissing her tenderly, “You
| are my dearest and best,”’

“Thank Heaven for that ; still, others
might do you more good than 1 can.”

“ Never think that. Your gentle love
and kindness have prevented me from
hating and cursing all womankind.” .

“My dear boy, reflect! You judge of
all women by one.”

“Can you blame me for that?”’ he de-
manded, looking at her earnestly.

“No,” shejacknowledged with a little re-
luctant gesture of her white hands. “I
cannot blamwe you, nor wonder at what

rsation, loar he i ging

| you say, when I remember how badly—

nay, how infamously she treated you.

| But others are different.””

“Miss Pallis 7’ he suggested with a little
bitter laugh,

“Yes, certainly,” returned Mrs Des-
mond stoutly. * She is as different from
| Leonora Cargill as night is from day.”

“I am glad to hear it, as you intend to
make a close companion of her,”

“I wishJyou would consent to know
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~DEALER IN—

Fine Groceries,

Teas,

Coffee,
Sugar,
Spices,
~And everything found in a first-class Grocery.

PURE GOODS aSpecialty.

COR. ROBINSONST. & MOUNTAIN ROAD,
MONCTON, N. B.

%7

;,VHOOPING o oLDs.

ll-OYEARS IN USE.
L PRICE25] PERBOTTLEm

rﬂR/’\“STr\ONC & (0..P JI, 3
TR BARKER & SON V\./:i;f‘"““rf KN

PEACE IN THE FAMILY !

One sure way to secure it—Use ARCHI-
BALD’S PAIN BALSAM, one of the
~Greatest Remedies of the Age, for In-
ternal and External use, It
CURES—Coughs, Sore Throat, Diph-

theria, Influenza, Sick Headache. It al-
a s relieves Asthma, excels in Dysentery

Bowe] Complaints. A Balm to those
mﬁxcted with Rheumatism, Neuralgia and

Lame Back. It relieves toothache nine

times out of ten

PRICE 25 CELTS PER BOTTLE.

For sale by all general dealers in the
Maritime Provir ces.

Manufactured by Matthew Archibald,
Wllluw Park H.thfax, N. S.

Walter Wilson & Son,

(Late A. Richardson & Co.)

o &

come down to |

MANUFACTURERS OF

SAWS

St. John.. N. B.
HFirst-Class
TAILORING

ESTABLISHMENT

WATER STREET,

CHATHAM, N. B,

F. O. PETTERSON, - - PROPRIETOR.

A Fine ltook of Cloths to select from kept con-
stantly on hand.

Orders from a distance will receive prorpt at-
tention, and satisfaction guaranteed.

w— "‘"9“‘

NEW BRUNSWICK,
COUNTY OF KENT, S.8S.

To the Sheriff of the County of Kent or
any constable in the said County:

Greeting—

Whereas, John Stevenson of Richibuecto
in the County of Kent, Crown Land Sur-
veyor, and William Hudson of the same
place, merchant, executors of the last will
and testament of John Stevenson, late of
Richibucto, aforesaid, deceased, have pray-
ed that their accounts of the administra-
tion of the estate of the said John Steven-
son, deceased, should be proved and al-
lowed and thatall parties interested in said
estate should be cited to appear to attend
thé passing and allowing tgereof

You are therefore required to cite the
heirs and all parties interested in the estate
of the said John Stevenson, deceased to
appear before me at a Court of Probate
to be held at Richibueto, in and for said
county on Tuesday, the 30th day of June
next at 11 o’clock in the forenoon at the
office of the Registrar of Probate for said
county for the purpose of passing and al-
lowing the said accounts.

Given under my hand and the seal of
the said Court this 23rd day of May, A.D.
1891. Henry H. James,

’ Judge of Probate of Kent Co.
C. RICHARDSON,
Registrar of Probates County of Kent.

Jaues D, PHINNEY, Proctor,

- THE BEST PLACE

In the Country

¥ ToBUY HARNESS

Of evg? description, made of best mat and
by good mechanics, and in a style that fit
your horse and add materially to the appearance
of a turnout, also everything iu the line of

HORSE FURNISHINCS——
that are to be found in a first-class Harness Store, is at

E. W. STEEVES, 145 Main Street, Moncton, N:.'B."

Wm. J. SMITH,

MASONIC BUILDING, RICHIBUCTO,

COMMISSION MERCHANT, AUCTIONEER ot
AND GENERAL IGENT

—EVERY DESCRIPTION OF—

HOUSEHOLD FURNITURE

Kept constantly on hand, including-~ Mattresses, Spring Beds, Mirrors, &c., &e.

Trade Sales every Saturday evening. |
Country Sales conducted to the best advantage and returns made promptly.
References urnished when required.

N
2

JOHN HANNAH,

~~MANUFACTURER OF—
Woven

voven Mattresses,

Of Different Crades for the Trade oenly. Warranted not to sag. |
To be bad from all the principal furniture and general dealers in the Maritime Provineces.

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

2%~ Repairing promptly done.

FARM
MACHINERY

AND IMPLEMENTS OF ALL KINDS.

ROTARY MILLS & SHINGLE MMIH‘INES.

PIANOS AND ORGANS.
FlNEST CANADIAN AND AMERICAN SEWING MACHINES.

ecial attentlon iven to repairs for all kinds of Machinery. Bring or send me the piece, whether
ro en or not, and 1 can get it duplicated for you.

I do not wish to sell the cheapest, but I shall strive to seleet goods as ?od as the best, give good
value, fair terms; and hope by u‘?nght dealing and careful attention to business to merit a share of
the patronage of the citizens of Kent Count Iﬁ
RE, LIFE and ACCIDENT INSURANCE.

Agent for
B. BE. PECK, Y0 cnene. Moncton,N.B.

Telephones—Office, 45 ; Reeldence 37 A.

MILLER'S TANNING EXTRACT CO., LimiTe.

—WORKS AT—

Mill rton and Mortimor , N. B.

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

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

OUR MORTIMORE STORE.

Change of =
Business.

GREAT CLEARANCE SALE OF DRY GOODS.
$20,000 -

Will be sold at cost, on Goods other than Staples much less than cost, as we to d
the entire stock. Barnma in everything. The stock is still complete ax(h ~ell uleotod in linel
Purchasers will save from 15 to 50 per cent. We will sell for CASH onl T hoae who have
a.ro reqneoted to call and settle. Sale will continue till all is sold. - Csl urly the day to avoi th.

J FLANAGAN

MONCTON, N. B.

RICHARD SULLIVAN &.CoO.

—WHOLESALE—

Wine and Spirit Merchants, “‘

—IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN—

54 DOCK STREET, ST. JOHN, N. B.

Bonded Warehouse No. 8.

James D. Irving
LUMBER OF ALL DESCRIPTIONS

. ~—COMPRISING— ; »
SHEATHING, WAINSOOTTING FLOORING, CLAPBOARDS, WINDOW and
DOOR CASINGS, MOULDINGS, LATHS, &C.

FLOUR CHEAP FOR CASH,

Buctouche, N, B,, June 22, 1891,

- WORTH - - - $20, OOO |

TEAS, TOBACCOS and CIGARS, ner

r,‘\f? / L




