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She had been christened Barbara, this 

fair-haired dainty little heroine of ours, | 

whose love-story I am going to tell you. 

She had spent all her life in a retired | 

country house, and until her eighteenth 

birthday she had been allowed to follow 

the fancy of her own sweet will, without 

let or hindrance from the uncle and aunt | 

who had brought her up from childhood, | 

and loved her better than anything else in 

the world. 

Barbara had a very happy home, but | 

one thing in it would have surprised a 

shrewd observer—the girl was jealously | 

guarded from making fresh acquaintances | 

or forming friendships of her own. 

Her uncle and aunt never said to their | 

charge in so many words, “You are not fo | 

fall in love,” they simply prevented the 

catastrophe by never letting her see any- 

one for whom she could conceive a pre- 

ference. | 

But Barbara bad her longings after gay- | 

iety ; a party was the zenith of her am- 

bition, and she had been promised, ever 

since she could remember, that when once 

her eighteenth birthday was passed, she 

should mingle freely in all the pleasures 

suited to her age. 

Therefore for a long time past this 

eighteenth birthday had been looked for- 

ward to with the greatest glee. 

| 

| sell me as if I were a slave.” 

| 

“Yes ; there were two brothers between 

myself ; he naturally had no idea that he 
would vver be heir to the Abbey and its 

revenues,” 

“ Naturally,” said Bab, repeating the 
word after her uncle like a poll-parrot, 

because she felt constrained. 
“ His one desire was to make a fortune 

for his only child. He left you in our 
care, and went abroad ; five years later the 

news came of his death.” 
“It’t very dreadful,” said Bab gravely ; 

“only I can’t be very sorry. You have 
been just as good to me as if I had been 

your own child.” 

“1 have tried to be ; but, Bab, you be- 

longed to your father.” 
“But he is dead.” 

“Bat he had the power to dispose of 
you absolutely, Barbara, by will.” 

Bab shook her head. 

“ England is a free county ; he couldn’t 

They were getting into difficulties. 

Lady Grey interposed. 
“Let me tell the story,” she said to her 

husband. *“ Bab,” laying one hand on 
the girl’s fair head, “ When your father 
went to Africa he was so poor that he only 
had ten poundsjin the world on landing. He 
bad quarrelled with your uncle, who could 
not bear that a Grey should be in trade.” 
“Ten pounds! What did he do ?” 
“At first he failed in everything he un- 

| dertook, then he met with a kind friend 
—a friend who stuck to him like a bro- 

The eighteenth birthday came at last. 

It was a lovely morning in June ; the sky 

was a cloudless blue, the air was sweet 

with the perfume of countless flowers ; the 

birds sang merrily, and Barbara, as she | 

dressed for breakfast, felt as light-hearted 

and free from care as one of the merry 

little songsters who carolled beneath her 

window as though to felicitate her on her 

ther, who gave him food, shelter, love and 

sympathy.” 
| “I should like to know that friend.” 

“You will some day. He took your 
father into partnership; he made him 
successful. Poor Lawrence would have 
died penniless but for this friend. Through 
him he spent a few years honorably in 
Africa, and when he was called away he 

happiness. 

Poor little Barbara! It was the last 

day of her childhood ; she had much hap- 

piness, albeit mixed with bitter pain, in 

her after life, but never, never more did 

she feel that joyous glee, that utter free- 

dom from care and sorrow which was hers 

when she stood before the glass putting 

her aunt’s birthday present, a chaste gold 

brooch, into her collar. 

She was slightly below the middle height 

and so delicately proportioned as to look 

even shorter than she was, 

Her eyes were of the darkest tenderest 

shade of blue, her hair was rich brown, 

turning to gold in the sunshine, 

Her complexion was clear and delicate, 

her cheeks had the sweetest carmine tint, 

her whole expression was full of hope and 

gladness, 
“ Eighteen !” she murmured to herself | 

as she smoothed back a 1ebellious lock 

“ Eighteen to-day. Why, I am as oid now 

as my mother was when I was born—my 

beautiful young mother, who only lived | 

long enough to see her child.” 

Perhaps that thought sobered Bab ; cer- 

tainly she changed her dances for a slow 

almost tired step as she went downstairs | 

to the breakfast room. 

Here everything spoke of wealth. 
ple as was Bab’s attire, the Greys belonged 

Sir Robe1t counted 

Sim- 

to a grand old family. 
his income by thousands, and this orphan 

girl was the only kith and kindred he had 
in the world. | 

Ba) was warmly kissed and congratul- | 

ated both by uncle and aunt. Lady Grey | 
barely fifty—a handsome graceful 

woman still, 
her own, and yet it was true mother-love | 

was 

She never had a child of 

she lavished on her orphan neice. 

That breakfast was rather a silent meal. 

After the few congratulations were over, 

Sir Robert and his wife seemed oppressed 

by astrange restraint. The baronet drank 

his coffee at one gulp, then turning to his 
wife, without looking at Barbara, he 

asked : 

“When shall it be 7”? 

“Soon,” said Lady Grey gently. “I 

am sure delay is only painful. Shall 1 

bring Barbara to the study about eleven?” 

Bab looked up. 

pany—these were what had been promised 

her when she was eighteen, She bardly 
saw how a visit to her uncle’s study could 

Gaieties, parties, com- 

advance her claim to them. 
But the hour came. Lady Grey took 

her hand and led her to Sir Robert’s 

sanctum. Bab knew her aunt was trem- 

bling. 
“What is the matter, Aunt Mary ” 

“Nothing.” 

“There must be,” 
“J think [ am a little anxions about 

you. Bab; you know you have been like 
our own child all these years,” 
“Of course,” said Bab, “and I always 

mean to be.” 

Sir Robert received them with a strange 
air of formality. He placed seats near | 
the oak writing-table, closed the door, and | 

an uncomfortable silence fell on the three | 

who usually had so much to say to each 

other. 
But Bab was outspoken by nature, She 

felt the restraint unbearable. She rose | 

and put one hand on Sir Robert’s shoul- | 
der. | 

“ Please speak,” she cried. “Oh, do | 
say something, uncle, or I shall scream.” | 

Sir Robert laughed ; he really could not | 
help it. | 

“Bab, what do you know about your 
own history ¥”’ 

Bab gave a little gasp. 

| 
| 

| arrives,’ 

' my soul, Mary, to-day is Tuesday! 

left a large fortune to his only child. He 
felt that he owed all this to Mr. Carlyle, 
and he wished to prove his gratitude.” 
“That was right.” 
“Yes ; but if only he had proved it in 

some other way.” 
“You mean he left his fortune to him 

instead of to me. Idon’tthink it matters 

aunty ; you will always give meahome.” 
“ Always ; but you have made a mis- 

| take, child. Your father’s dying wish was 
| that you should marry Geoffrey Car- 

 lyle.” 
“ He must be quite an old man.” 
“Your father’s friend? Yes; but this 

is his son.” 

“But I have never seen him.” 
== Bab,” said Lady Grey sadly, “as your 
uncle says, your father had no idea the 
Abbey could ever be his, but his name 

He left his whole 

property, present and to come, all his re- 
stands last in the entail. 

| versionary interests of any kind, to you 

on condition that you marry Geoffrey 
Carlyle ; if not everything is his,” 

Bab gasped. 

“Everything, 

“It is cruelly hard. 

save your heritage, Bab. 

you refuse to marry Mr. Carlyle, this old 

» 

place, where you have been bred, must | 
pass at my death to a perfect stranger. It 
is a mad will, but I give Lawrence this 
credit, he would never have made it had 

he thought the Abbey could lapse to | 
him.” 

There was a long silence ; no one quite | 

quite knew what to say. 

At last Bab tossed back her golden locks | 

with a pretty gesture of defiance, and sug- 

gested a new possibility, 
“How if Mr. Carlyle refused to marry | 

me—what then 7” 

Sir’ Robert fairly groaned. 
“You don’t understand, child ; 

you marry this man everything is his, 
Now you sec why we have lived so quietly 
why you have been screened from making 

Your aunt and I 
have saved you a pretty little fortune, but 

it is a mere drop in the ocean compared to 
the money that will be yours if you marry 

vour father’s portege. We have known 
this for thirteen years, and our one object 

was to prevent you from making any at- 
tachment, so that yon might at least be 
fancy-free when this person from Africa 

’ 

unless 

fresh acquaintances, 

“I know I shall hate him.” 

Lady Grey tried to speak hopefully. 
“After all, Bab, he may be an amiable 

young man.” 

“ Wheu is he coming, Sir Robert ?”’ 

Sir Robert produced a letter written on 
thin foreign paper, studied it attentively, 

"and then replied : 

“He was to sail in the Trojan, and it’s 
due at Plymouth on Tuesday. Why, bless 

He 

may be here to-night.” 

“I shall hate him,” decided Bab. 

“Couldn’t we tell him he may keep every- 
thing if only he will stay away and leave 
us in peace ?” 

But her more worldly-wise elders de- 
clined to consent to this arrangement. Bab 

found herself obliged reluctantly to pre- 
pare for an introduction to the stranger 
who stood in the position of her intended 
husband. 

“It sounds just like a novel,” said Bab 
with a sigh. “Why, we've been engaged 
thirteen yeas, and never even seen each 
other.” 

Even as she uttered this reflection the 
good ship Trojan was entering Plymouth 
Sound, and a young man who stood lean- 

struck in Sir Robert. | 

I have no power to | 

Positively, if | 

“ Twenty thousand pounds!” he mut- 
tered to himself. “ Even if they settled 
it on the girl it would be a comfortable 
income for life—no need to exert myself 
or trouble about bread-and-cheese, I 
suppose its the oddest, most outlandish 
scheme ever heard of, but I think I'll try 
it. It goes against the grain to injure him 
the best friend I ever had. But after all, 

| would it be an injury ? I think it would 
be doing him a very good turn. I should 
make my own fortune, and free him from 
a remarkable embarra-sment at the same 
time. The question is, when I get to 
Merton, shall | present these letters ?”” and 
he spread two large business-like looking 
envelopes before him, “or shall I trust to 
to native wit, and go in and win? 1 de- 
clare I’ve half a mind to risk it.” He 
took a half-sovereign from his pocket and 
threw it into the air. * Let’s trust to 
fate,” he muttered. “Heads I try, tails I 

give it up.” 
But the coin came kown with Her 

Majesty’s head uppermost, 
Clearly the gentleman was bound to at- 

tempt the enterprise. 
It was late on Wednesday, the dressing- 

bell had sounded, and the three inmates of 
the Abbey were dressing for uinner. 
A telegram had been received from Mr. 

Carlyle, saying he hoped to be with them 
at seven, and the repast had been post. 
poned to suit his convenience. 
Barbara stood before her looking-glass, 

wondering what to wear. 
She would not marry Mr. Carlyle—of 

that she was very sure ; but she could not 
make up her mind from which side the 
rejection should come. If she refused 

him, it would be of her own act and deed 

that the Abbey was lost to her; but on 

the other hand, there would be something 
rather humiliating in being declined by a 
young man from Africa, of which country 
Miss Grey had rather confused ideas. 
“Which dress, miss ?’ repeated the maid 

for at least the sixth time. 
Then pride triumphed. At least this 

uncoveted lover of hers should see she was 

a lady of high degree. 
“My black velvet,” 
The black velvet was produced, and cer- 

tainly justified Bab’s choice. 
It fitted closely to her slender figure, 

the train falling in rich soft folds, the front 
cut to disclose a petticoat of pale blue 
satin, the bodice open to reveal the firm 

white throat shaded by cobwebby lace. 
She was spared the pain of his first in- 

troduction. 

She had lingered so long over her toilet 

that the dinner-bell sounded. 
Lady Grey, in pity for her embarrass- 

| ment, met her at the drawing-room door, 

| and they went in together, 
| One glance, and Bab lowered her eyes. 

The man she was bidden to accept as a 
| husband stood by the window in conver- 
| sation with her uncle, tall, dark, and for- 
| eign-looking, bis shining black hair and 

well-kept moustache were iu keeping with 
his dark eyes, 

Sir Robert came forward and took his 

| neice’s hand. 

“This is Miss Grey,” he said to his guest 
| with an air of high-bred courtesy, “my 
‘adopted daughter, and the young lady 
| destined by her father’s will to be your 
wife.” 

| 

“Uncle !” she said imploringly. 

But the baronet was not to be repressed. 
“I will confess to you,” he told Mr. 
Carlyle, “that I cannot regard my brother’s 

| will with favor. 

| “It seems to you unjust,” returned the 
| stranger. 

“Unjust to Barbara and cruel to me; 

‘how am I to live when the child of my 
affection has left me for an African home? 

or, on the other hand, how can I bear to 
| see the home of her childhood pass from 
her to a stranger ?” 

Geoffrey Carlyle bowed. 
“These are painful alternatives,” he 

| said simply ; “it is but natural youshould 
| be prejudiced against me ; and yet,” here 
he glanced at Barbara with irrepresssible 

| admiration, “and yet I cannot be sorry I 
am here.” 

They went in to dinner, Lady Grey on 
the stranger’s arm, Barbara following with | 

| her uncle, All was prepared to do honor 
to the African, 

| “This is like fairy-land,” said the guest 
| to his hostess ; “you have noidea what an 
impression English home-life makes on a 
colonist.” 

“ And this is your first visit here. 
suppose you were born in Africa ?”’ 

“No,” he answered promptly; “in 
England—in Yorkshire,” 
“But I thought your father was one of 

the early settlers—one of the founders of 
Port Elizabeth,” 

“Precisely,” said Mr, Carlyle with the 
utmost alarcity. 
“But that must be over forty years 

ago ;”’ she did not finish her sentence but 
her ey es implied “and you cannot be as 
old as that ?” 
“My mother made more than one voy- 

age to England,” explained Mr. Carlyle ; 
“she had many relations in Yorkshire 
whom she wished to see.” 
“Very natural ; it will be a pleasure to 

them, no doubt,jto see you during your 
your visit to this country,” 

Mr, Carlyle shook his head ; he himself 
' knew that, son of a millionaire though he 
might be, there were only four bank-notes 

I 

| ing over the side of the vessel took a | in his portemonnaie. He was playing for 
“My father was your youngest brother, | pocket-book trom his coat, and diligently a great stake, but twenty pounds was all 

and he died,” she said a little lamely. studied its contents. pry little to help him while he did it; 

GRAND TRUNK RY. 
SPECIAL EXCURSIONS 

FROM THE MARITIME PROVINCES 
anTQ=— 

CHICAGO 
without change, and 

To San Francisco and Intermediate 
pe St. Paul, Portland, Ore. and 
uget Sound Points, with only one change. 

A Pullman Tourist Sleeping Car will be attach- 
ed to the Quebec and Montreal Express and 

LEAVE TRURO: 
March 17th, 24th and 31st. 
April 7th, 14th, 21st and 28th. 
ay 5th and 12th, 1891. 

Making close connections at Chicago. 

The route will be by the Intercolonial, Grand 
Trunk and Chicago and Grand Trunk Railways 
and your tickets should read via Levis and Port 
uron, 
Purchase 2nd class tickets and obtain all in- 

formation as to Sleeping Car rates, routes and 
connections from 

I. B. HUMPHREY, 
Intercolonial Ry. Ast. B 

Weldford Station, 
R. F. ARMSTRONG, 

General Agent Grand Trunk Ry. 

Tuesday, 

D. & BUOUTY, 

Fine Groceries, 

Teas, 

Coffee, 

Sugar, 
Spices, 

:And everything found in a first-class Grocery. 

PURE GOODS aSpecialty. 

COR. ROBINSONST. & MOUNTAIN ROAD, 

MONCTON, N. B. 

R. McSWAIN, 
MERCHANT TAILOR 

AMHERST, N. 8. 

B&F Terms Reasonable and Satisfaction 
guaranteed. 

Epon mALL : 
OUP Ze! LOUGHS WronmneCoUers ane” 

SLO YEARS IN USE. 
a PRICE25“PERBOTTLE 1 
ARMSTRONG: &¢ QO: Proprietors. 
a AER % SON EL csjonlE 

PEACE IN THE FAMILY! 
One sure way to secure it— Use ARCHI- 

Two bright spots burnt on Bal’s cheeks, | 
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, rg Sick Headache. It al- 
ways relieves Asthma, excels in Dysent 
and Bowel Complaints. A Balm to ios 
inflicted with Rheumatism, N euralgia 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 Provinces, 
Manufactured by Matthew Archib, 

Willow Park, Halifax, N. 8. 0 lo 

Walter Wilson & Son, 

(Late A. Richardson 4: Co.) 

MANUFACTURERS OF 

SAWS, 
{UNION STREET, 

St. John, N. B. 

First-Class 

TAILORING 

ESTABLISHMENT 
WATER STREET, 

CHATHAM, N. B., 

F. O. PETTERSON, - - PROPRIETOR, 

A Fine stock of Cloths to sel ; RL pid 0 select from kept con 

Orders from a distance will i 
tention, and Ae ce mag holo et patton ot 

w—<89uj 

MILLER'S TANNING EXTRACT CO., LimTen. 

Millerton and Mortimore, N. B. 
Cable Addresees—‘‘ Hypotan,” London ; and “ Miller,” Miramichi. 

A very complete stock of General Coods, cheap for Cash or Trade, at 
OUR MORTIMORE STORE. Bi 

MASONIC BUILDING, RICHIBUCTO, 

COMMISSION MERCHANT, AUCTIONEER | 
AND GENERAL AGENT. 

—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. 

JOHN HANNAH, 
—MANUFACTURER OF— 5” 

wren: Mattresses Wire ’ 
Of Different Crades for the Trade enly. Warranted not to sag. 

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

(05 CITY ROAD, ST. JOHN, N. B. 2% Repairing promptly done. 

Webb & McHaffie, 
IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN 

STAPLE AND FINE GROCERIES, GREEN AND DRIED 

FRUITS, NUTS, CONFECTIONERY, Ere. 

314 Main Street, MONCTON. N. B. 

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. 
I do not wish to sell the cheapest, but I shall strive to select 

TN — 

t : ! goods as good as the best, give 
value, fair terms; and bope by upright dealing and careful attention to business to merit a share o 
the patronage of the citizens of Kent Coun ; 

Moncton, N.B. 

ty. 
Agent for FIRE, LIFE and ACCIDENT INSURANCE. 

a 

BH. W. Steeves, 

Hi. PECK, at I. C. R. Crossing, 

MANUFACTURER OF 

HARNESS AND COLLARS, 
145 MAIN STREET, MONCTON, N. B 

- 

< 

Harness of every description in Latest Styles and best material on hand and 
made to order. Also an abundance of Furnishings, including Fur Robes, Wool Ro 
Blankets, Carriage Wraps, Bells, Whips, Combs, Brushes, orse Boots, etc., ete. 

Bey If not convenient to call, write for prices, Satisfaction guaranteed. 

Change of - 
~~ Business. 

GREAT CLEARANCE SALE OF DRY GOODS. | 
$20,000 - - - WORTH - - - $20,000 
Purchasers will save from 15 to 50 per cent. We will sell for CASH only. 
are requested to call and settle. le will continue till all is sold. Cal er oe er AL ~ 
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J. FLANAG 
RICHARD SULLIVAN & CO. 

—WHOLESALE— 

Wine and Spirit Merchants, 

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

Bonded Warehouse No. 8. 


