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[cONCLUSION. | 

CHAPTER 1V.,— Continued. 

“I would rather give myself up to the 

worst torture ever invented by human 

cruelty,” she exclaimed brokenly. “I 

have faith in the innocence of Ronald | 

Castleton, and though the whole world | 
were agaiust him, I would have patience | 
and wait till he could prove himself guilt- | 
less of the dishonour cast upon him.” 
“My darling, all this means danger to 

yourself,”f Ronald said, his hand<ome brow 

knit with the thought of what she might 
yet suffer through him. “You must be | 

blind to whatever suspicions cross your | 
mind, and ask me nothing.” 

Madoline scarcely heard. 
“Look!” she whispered tremblingly. 

“They have taken a light into the mill 
‘What will happen when they discover you | 
gone? Oh, if we could but escape—I1 am 

so afraid !” 
He took her icy hands and held them | 

firmly against her breast. 
“ Have courage, dear. This alarm means 

nothing—I have had many a closer shave | 

than this,” 

Although he told her this, he felt the 

chances were many against him in the pre- 

sent instance, and he knew it would be 

next to a miracle if they were not discov- 

ered. Had he been alone, he would have 

plunged deeper into the thicket and made 

at once for the woods; but after the con- 

versation he had overheard, he dared not 

leave Madoline to the mercy of these men 

who seemed too ready to accuse her ; and 

for her sake he waited until another op- 
portunity should offer itself to him. 

After a fruitless search, the men came 

running back with fierce words upon their 

lips. 

“He has escaped? 
And after having him so near to our grasp! 
Fools—fools! to lose sight of him, and the | 

reward so nearly ours!” 
“Don’t give up,” another voice res- 

ponded with a hoarse laugh, “He can’t 
have gone far. The lads’ll be out like a | 
pack of hounds when they hear what we've | 
to tell, and there’s no fear but what we 

shall overtake him long before morning.” 
Ronald Castleton drew a hard breath 

through his clenched teeth, and rose to his 

feet. 

Madoline followed his movement, and 

elung to him, shivering in every limb. 

“Which way shall we turn 7” she asked | 
faintly. “Come—come ; 

Where shall we go!” 

“We? Not you, Madoline !”’ 

“Yes—y2s! I will not 

Think! What shall we do? In a few 

moments they will be onourtrack! You 

heard them ! They would hunt you down 
like hounds, they said! Ronald, where 

we cannot stay! 

leave you ! 

can we hide?” 

Even in her agony of mind his warm | 

kisses lingered on her lips with exquisite | 

tenderness, and her sweet terrified gaze 

seemed to melt his soul. 

For once he felt hard driven to bay— 

not for himself, but for the girl who was 

ready to sacrifice so much for him. 

“ Whatever it costs,”’ 

coming slowly with the weight of his 

thoughts, “I 
father, and explain to him the accident 

He shall know 

nourishment 

must take you to your 

which brought us together. 
from me that you brought 

to a wounded man who was well-nigh 
to his famished, that you had no clue 

indentity, that you were bound by a pro- | 

mise to say nothing of your meeting with | 

him. I must clear you from the shadow 

of suspicion, and then it will be time for 
me to look to myself.” 

Madoline uttered a low moan of des- 

pair. He was letting the moments fly by 
—the moments in which lay his hope of 

freedom ; and the girl suffered keenly as 
she realized how all her efforts to serve 
ouly encumbered him with fresh difficul- 
ties, 

“If it is your will I must leave you, 
she said, looking at him with that deep 

power of sacrifice in her beautiful eyes, 
“ you shall not come with me. I can only 
tell those who question me what you would 
tell—the truth.” 

He bent down to make some reply, but | 
before he could speak the attention of both 
became arrested by a sudden 

leapt up through the darkness amid a 
cloud of smoke and sparks, 

“The mill is on fire,”” Madoline said 

for what was the destruc- 

tion of those old moss-grown beams next 

to the thought of Ronald’s danger ? 
Not many days ago, the sight of those 

spreading flames would have sent a wilu 
panic to her heart ; 

moved by the scene than if she had been 
gazing on a heap of dry leaves burning on 
one of the cottager’s hearth. It seemed as 
though she had no room for any feeling 
save fear for Ronald. 

quite calmly ; 

now she was no more 

A shout echoing from the distance warn- | 
ed them that the fire had been seen by | 
others, and Madoline knew in a few 

ments the mill would be surrounded. 

mo- 

“The light will betray us,” she said, as | 
the horror of how this night might end | 
rushed upon her, “You must make for 

the woods now, or—Ah, it is too late! 

Stoop down ; | 
perhaps in the confusion you may beable | 
Tley are already in sight. 

to steal away unseen.” 
Once more they concealed themselves in | 

the thick brambles, while Ronald Castle- 
ton’s pursuers passed within a few feet of 
them. 

Confound him ? | 

he said, the words | 

» | last gazed upon her she seemed to have 

blaze that |! 

Sills ~~ Madoline dared not raise her head to 
| see what was going on. She could hear 
the sound of voices and footsteps running 

| hither and thither ; then above the din 

| her father’s stern tones came distinctly to 
her. | 

| “Let it burn !”” he said with a sort of 
stolid contempt ; “it will save the trouble | 

| of pulling it down, 

derly, and let no shadow of reproach dis- 
turb the peace of herlife. Oneday,” and 
his voice grew softer, “I may ask you for 
this poor white angel, but that will be 
when I shall have proved myself worthy 

| her faith.” 
Again there was silence between them, 

—silence broken by the shouts of the men 

I have no desire to | conflicting with the bursting flames, and 
| keep open a refuge for wy Nie and | by the whirr of the sparks showering up 
vagabond that comes this way.’ 
“Of which there are not many, I am | 

' from the smoke. 
‘Ronald gazed at the drooping form with 

' glad to say,” a younger voice replied—a | its veil of loose golden hair, and then their 
voice Madoline recognized as Lucien De | eyes met in a mute farewell. 

| Courcey’s. “Besides, my dear uncle, are | 
| we to believe every rumor we hear! My 
| great fear was that Madoline might have 
| been up inthe mill. This was always such 

a favorite haunt of hers. I remember 
often finding her, as a child, perched on 

| these steps, either trying her hand at 
sketching, or amusing herself with some 
tame pigeons that had made their roost 
there. What can have become of her? 
it is unlike Madoline to keep away while 
$0 much excitement and panic is going 

{ on,” 

“Tt is easy enough to guess what has 
' become of her!” Clyde answered in a tone 

| of muffled fury. “Since she has been so 
| false, I can believe her capable of the vilest 

deceit, A week ago I would have put 

| faith in her as an angel, and she has all 
| the time been laughing in secret at my 
blindnesss. It dawns upon me now the 

meaning of her words—of her craving for 
solitude. She has fled with Ronald Cas- 

| tleton !”’ 

“I cannot believe that, uncle. Mado- 
| line was always so confiding, so frank, so 

she would not bave left her home 
Some accident 

| loving ; 

in so heartless a fashion. 
may have befallen her.” 

“It is hard to force the truth upon you, 
| Lucien. 1f accident be the cause of her 

disappearance, how do you account for 
| those daily visits to the mill, secret jour- 
| neys taken under cover of the evening, 
\ with provisions from my own table ? She 
acted her part very cleverly ; but my eyes 
have been opened, and I never want to 

| look on her false face again. The worst I 
| can think or her is not bad enough; she 
| has robbed me of my daughter !” 

An intense bitterness overcame the 

hatred with which the first words were 

uttered ; and in the silence that followed, 

' Cuthbert Clyde seemed to put Madoline 
out of his life, and to close his heart for | 

| ever against her. 
They had stepped quite near to where 

| she was crouching on the damp grass, with 
| drooping headg and throbbing pulses, 

enduring torture, and taking 
clasp of 

bravely 

strength from the tightening 

Ronald’s hand. 

He had managed to slip off his coat, and 
torn though it was, it covered her thin 

white dress, and sheltered her from the 

| wist creeping up from the damp earth. 
The men had succeeded in getting the 

fire under ; but they were still working 

| in the smoke, while the two who should 

Madoline stretched forth her arms to- 
wards him, the same wondering terror 
that had startled him before showing on 

her wan face. 
“Not yet—not yet,” she moaned, and 

then with a deep sob she sank on to his 
breast, and clasped her cold hands about 

his neck. 
For one brief instant Ronald strained 

her to his heart ; yet as he put her from 
him something in that strange fathomless 

gaze seemed to draw his soul into his eyes. 
He drew her to him again, and in silence 

he kissed her quivering lips. 
He felt her tremble like a bird with 

broken wings, and with a suffering greater 
than her own he gently freed himself from 

her clinging hold and turned away. 
With a shudder of despair Madoline 

dropped on her knees at her father’s feet, 
her white dress trailing on the chill turf, 

her face upturned in forlorn supplication: 
“Dad, save him! I love him—I love 

him !”’ 
Clyde laughed savagely through his 

closed teeth. 
“1 told you what sort of mercy I would 

show Ronald Castleton!” he multered, 

trying to free himself from her desperate 
clutch. “Rise, Madoline! Let go your 
hold! Do you hear? Do you want me 
to strike you? Great Heaven! that I 

| should have lived to see such a sight as 

this !” 
His rage nearly rose above control ; he 

glared down on the bending figure as 
though he would have hurled it out of his 
path, and he did not heed that he was 
trampling the soft dishevelled hair ruth- 

lessly beneath his feet. 
Madoline clung to him with almost 

supernatural strength, 
“You shall not hunt him down!” she 

exclaimed passionately. “Do what you 
like with me—kill me—drive me where 
you will! but leave him—Ileave him to go 

his way!” 
With a fierce movement he flung her 

from him, and plunged forward into the 

darkness, uttering as he went a hoarse cry 
to the men, now scarcely visible in the 
dense smoke. 

“Quick, lads—quick ! 

here !”’ 

They needed no second signal. 
With a confused shout they followed 

swiftly in his track, all but one, Lucien De 
Courey. 

The outlaw is 

In the first rush he had stumbled against 
| have been most interested in the fate of | Madoline lying unconscious on the wet 
| the mill stood apart, one heaping his anger grass, and very gently he raised her face, 

against the daughter he had lost, one | and did what he could to restore her to 
defending the girl he would have chosen | | animation. 

| from all others to be his wife. “Poor Madoline!”” he murmured. “How 
Not a syllable had escaped Ronald; once | changed—and yet how beautiful she is! 

or twice he clinched his teeth in silent | What if she does love Ronald Castleton ? 
struggle against the chain of events that | | He is gone, and I am here to win her from 
held him down, when every nerve thrilled | {hat fancy.” 

| with the Jonging to spring up and declare 
| Madoline’s truth, 

The falling of some of the blackened 

timbers made Lucien rush forward to as- 

‘certain if anyone were injured, and as 
Clyde continued to pace to and fro, Ron- 
ald suddendy faced him, holding Madoline 
by the hand. 

The coat hud fallen from her shoulders, | 

and with the glow of the burning mill 
lighting up her blanched features, she 
looked like some pale spirit drawn from 
out the gathering mists. 

In the surprise of the moment, Clyde 
scarcely recognized her, Since he had 

changed from life to death, and her long 
fair hair floating round her in the breeze, 

brought to his mind some uncanny spirit. 
Putting out his arm he caught her wrist 

"in a fierce grip, jerking her towards him 

with a violenee that made her sway as 
' though she would fall, 

“Where is the man?’ he exclaimed 

hoarsely—*the man for whom you have 
duped and deceived me ?”’ 

Ronald stepped forward, his face as 
‘stern as his enemy’s. 

“You mean Ronald Castleton !’’ he said 
meeting Clyde’s gaze steadfastly through 

“He is here ; but we can 

"speak of him afterwards. First, let me 
the gloom. 

clear your daughter from reproach ; for | 
your words, uttered against such innocence 
as hers, are infamy. It is true she was 
touched to pity at thefsight of a fellow- 
creature’s suffering ; true that when he 

craved drink, she held water to his fam- 

ished lips ; true that she saved him from 
the faintness of death. She is guilty of 
nothing except a woman’s sweet act of 
charity ; the man shesaved never breathed 
to her his name, and had he not exacted a 

promise of secrecy from her, she would 
have gone straight to you with the news 
of the sick stranger.” 
There was a slight pause in his voice ; 

then, with the same stern gravity, he 
added : 

“You owe your daughter an apology, 
Cuthbert Clyde, for the harsh thoughts 
you have encouraged against her, She is 
a dove of spotless plume ; guard her ten- 

CHAPTER V. 
A year passed, and nothing more had 

been heard of Ronald. He had fled, no one 
knew whither, and Cuthbert Clyde gave 
up his search, consoling himself with the 
thought that the outlaw would not rest 

| much longer undiscovered. 

Lucien De Courcy had been untiring in 

his efforts to win Madoline’s love ; but he 

had met always with the same answer— 
gentle and decisive : 

“I can never care for you as you wish. 
All the love of my life is with another ; 
in thought I can still be true to him.” 

“But, Madoline, you are sacrificing 
yourself to a mere shadow,” he said at 
last when his patience began to fail him. 
“Do you imagine an adventurer, such as 
Ronald Castleton, would return to a place 
where he is known? It is time this wild 
dream came to an end. You are not 
likely ever to meet your ideal again, and 
the sooner you forget him the better it 
will be for your own happiness.” 

“It is too late to say this to me now,” 
she replied wearily. “He has grown into 
my thoughts, These months have passed 
like one long day and night—waking and 
sleeping, he has lived in my mind. I do 
not give up hopes of his return.” 
“What nonsense, Madoline! You fought 

to be able to understand by this time that 
the fellow simply made use of you, and I 
dare say a week after he had forgotten all 
he owed you. * He may even be dead—it 
is strange he has not been discovered.” | 

Madoline shivered but she was not to 
be reasoned from her own way of thinking. 

“ He said he would not come back until 
he could bear his name with honor. 
Something tells me he is not dead—that he 
will return.” 

“All can say, then, is—I hope he 
won’t I” Lucien muttered with increasing 
impatience. *‘Argue as you will, you 
can’t get from the faci of his having acted 
in a scoundrelly fashion.” 

Madoline turned away, annoyed at his 
persistent blame of Renald, 
“Let us cease speaking on this subject,” 

she said we “Surely there are other 
more agreeable topics 7 Why do you harp 
on this one thing b 
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GRAND TRUNK RY. 
SPECIAL EXCURSIONS 

FROM THE MARITIME PROVINCES 
JT, — 

CHICAGO 
without change, and 

To San Francisco and Intermediate 
| win St. Paul, Portland, Ore. and 
uget Sonnd Points, with only one change. 

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

LEAVE TRURO: 
Tuesday, Narsh 17th, 24th and 31st. 

ril Ae 14th _— pe 28th. 
“ ay 5th and 12th, 1891. 

Making hows connections 0 Rais. 

The route will be by the Intercolonial, Grand 
Trunk and Chicago and Grand Trunk Railways, 
god Jone tickets should read via Levis and Port 

Phrohass 2nd class tickets and obtain all in- 
formation as to Sleeping Car rates, routes and 
connections from 

I. B. HUMPHREY, 
Intercolonial Ry. st» 

Weldford Station, 
R. F. ARMSTRONG, 

General Agent’ Grand Trunk Ry. 
Halifax, N. S. 

D. G. SCOTT, 
—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. 

R. McSWALIN, 
MERCHANT TAILOR 

AMHERST, N. 8S. 

B&™ Terms Reasonable and Satisfaction 
guaranteed. 

Sous 25 i go Les 

$40 YEARS IN USE. 
Ta BOTTLE 
ARMING, & FO. [Croprietors. ™ 

RKETY & SONS Hos 528 = Sejor 

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- 
ways relieves Asthma, excels in Dysentery 
and Bowel Complaints, A Balm to those 
inflicted with Rheumatism, N euralgia and 
Lame Back. It relieves tootheahe nine 
times out of ten. 

PRICE 25 CELTS PER BOTTLE. 
For sale by all general dealers in the 

Maritime Provinces. 
Manufactured by Matthew Archib 1d, 

Willow Park, Halifax, N.S. 5 

Walter Wilson & Son, 
(Late A. Richardson & 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 stanly on fook » oths to select from kept cone 

Orders from tance will ives pror, 
tention, hop IX. re fled Bnd Ha ha 

we «89uj 
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MILLER'S TANNING EXTRACT CO., Lime. 
—WORKS AT— 

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

A very complete stock of General Coods, cheap for Cash or LT S— at 

OUR MORTIMORE STORE. 

Wm. J. SMITH, 
MASONIC BUILDING, RICHIBUCTO, 

COMMISSION MERCHANT, AUCTIONEER 
AND GENERAL —-_ 

—EVERY DESCRIPTION OF— 

HOUSEHOLD epee i 
Kept constantly on hand, including— Mattresses, Spring Beds, Mirrors, &ec., &e. B 

Trade Sales every Saturday evening. ) 

Country Sales conducted to the best advantage and returns made promptly. 
References urnished when required. 

Woven voven Mattresses, 
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. 

105 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, Erc. 

314 Main Street, - - MONCTON, N. BB. 

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. 

broken or not, and I ean get it duplicated for you 
I do not wish to sell the cheapest, but I shall strive to select goods as d as the best, 

raga fair terms; nd hope by u right vo rg and careful attention to busi 
he patronage e of the citizens of 1 ent Cou 

joy 4c for FIRE, LIFE and ACCIDENT INSURANCE. 

HE. BE. PECK, icR tens. Moncton,N.B. 
oo 45; Residence: 37 A. 

"E. D. OUTRAM, 
Commission Agent, St. John, N. B. 

Bring or send me the piece, whether 

give good 
usiness to ah a share of 

L
 

KEEPS CONSTANTLY ON HAND A FULL LINE OF 

PURE WINES, SPIRITS and MALT LIQUORS, 
MOST SUITABLE FOR THIS MARKET. 

Is sole Agent in this Province for the famous “ LAGAVULIN ” Scotch Malt Whisky, 
| which is now in great Cothaag, baving become a rare favorite with all those who ap- 
preciate a pure Malt Scotch Whisky. 

BE. W. Steeves, 
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 Rebes,. 
Blankets, Carriage Wraps, Bells, Whips, Combs, Br ushes, Horse Boots, etc., etc. 
pe If not convenient to call, write for prices. Satisfaction nes ) 

Change of 
Business. 

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

Will be sold at gost, on Goods other than Staples h less than cost, 
the entire stock. ins in Teriiing | ry an gy still com < rho and well bo mo 
Purchasers will ave om 15 to 50 Ber cent. We will sell for C. CASH H only. Those who have accounts are  Foguested to call and settle. Sale will continue till all is sold. early in the day to avoid the 

J FLANAG. 
MONCTON, N. B. 

JOHN HANNAH, i 

aE 


