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SWEET. 18 REVENGE. 
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SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS. 

CuarTERs I AND IL.—Sir Danvers Fothergille, 
of Fothergille Abbey, a twenty year old widower, ( 
falls in love with a Miss Fayne, a governess at the | 

rectory of the Rev. Charles Harrow, and after 

telling the baronet she once loved another man, now 

| 

1 

dead, she, not” without hesitation, consents to be: 

come his wife. 
Currers III. axp IV.— The marriage of Sir 

Danvers and the governess came as a cruel sur- 
prise on Captain Jack Fothergille, a nephew of Sir 

Yanvers who, a rove and gambler, has spent some 

time in the Australian bush and returning hears of 

his cousin’s wedding which bids fair to deprive him | 

of his expected inheritance. At the Abbey he 

meets the Hon. Mrs. Crayworth, a female adven. 

turess, whom he has known in former years, and he 

thinks she may be useful to him in his schemes. 

Whilst on a visit to the abbey the captain leaves 

his valet at home us a matter of precaution. A 

female with a pensive face and with an air of mys- | 

tery about her, calls at the house and asks for the | 
captain. Her appearance and her strange talk 
about a dream which had separated her and the 
captain, interests Barlyl, the valet, and as she leaves 

without giving any name he resolves to follow 

her. 

CHAPTER V.=I Trust Her Nor 
ALL. 

Spring woke the world from its slumber, 
swept heavy clouds from the skies, ban- 
ished frost trom the land, decked the fields 
with verdure, the trees with early buds, 

and lanes with violets hid deep amongst | 
dewy moss. To Lady Fothergille’s nature 
springtime had likewise come. The sorrow 
that had robbed her youth of its natural 
buoyancy, given gravity to her manner, and 

left lingering shadows of regret inher eyes, 
had now vanished. 

That she had escaped the drudgery of 
the schoolroom, married a baronet, became 

mistress of Fothergille abbey, the owner 
of wide lands, the sharer of great wealth, 
gave her little satisfaction in comparison 
with the fact that she had gained the love 
of an honest man, one whom she rightly 
regarded as the highest type of an English 
gentleman. | 

She had begun by esteeming, but had | 
ended by loving him. His generous | 

thought, his untailing kindness, his watch- | 
ful love, gave her hourly assurance of the 

place she held in his heart. A sympathy | 
had sprung up between them, binding them 
soul to soul. Their happiness was com- 
plete. 

Once more, as on the day they first met, 
they strolled down the park side by side; 
a great St. Bernard dog, a present to Ethel 
from her husband, following in their train. 
The sun had shone bright and warm since | 
early morn, a thrush sang loud and clear 
to her mate as they passed, some rooks 
were busily engaged in building their 
nests in the branches ot an elm, and away 
in the distance the cuckoo’s notes echoed | 
through the land. 

““This is the spot where we first met,” 
Sir Danvers said. 

*‘No, dear; it’s just a little lower down, 
where the pink hawthorne stands.” 
“You remember it, Ethel?" 
“I shall never forget it,” she answered, 

turning her eves towards him. “I had no | 
idea then that fate held such happiness in 
store for me.” 

“You're not sorry you took compassion | 
on a widower and made him the most bliss- | 
ful of men ?” 

“Sorry,” she replied, smilingly. ‘Every | 
day of my lite 1 feel fresh gratitude to | 
providence for allowing me to win your 
love.” 

“It is I who should be grateful,” said the 

baronet. 

«Oh, no, Danvers, I can never tell you 

how much I owe you,” she replied gravely. 
“Twelve months ago I was without a home, 

almost without a friend. You have given | 
me both, and have added what is more to 
me than all—your love. 1 wish it was 
in my power to repay you in some way.” 

**You have done so already. For more 
than twenty years life had been to me but 
a blank. The past held nothing but sor- 
row, the future was without hope, until 

you came and banished my solitude for 
ever, and made me the happiest of | 
men.” 
He raised his arm and struck one of the | 

boughs of pink hawthorne with his stick ; a | 
shower of blossoms fell upon their heads. 
“See,” she said, laughingly, “‘spring gives 

AT 

us her blessing. 
Tito. the St. Bernard dog. shook himself 

and barked. 
“Irom the first moment I saw you here 

I loved you,” Sir Danvers said, ‘but you, 
I fear ” 
1 liked you. 

an honest man, the noblest work of God; 
and when vou had gone away I thought a 
good deal ot you, wondering what your life 
had been, and what you would make of it 
eventually. From the first you interested 
me.” 

“You judge of others by yourself,” 
said placing his arm within hers, and draw- 

ing her closer to him. “You are quite | 

happy?” he asked. | 

I said to myself, here is | 

he 

“My happiness is so great that it creates 
fear.” 

“Fear,” he repeated wonderingly. 
“Yes: I often think how terrible it | 

would be if anything arose to part us.” 
A little cloud passed over the sun as she | 

spoke, the air suddenly faded from the | 

path before them, and the spring air grew | 
chill. 

“Nothing can part us but death.” he 
said, gravely, his thoughts going back to 
his first wife, who had been snatched from 

him in the early months of her wedded 

life. 
“1 would rather death came and took | 

me from you than that we should be sepa- 

rated in heart by any other cause. I think 
it would kill me, Danvers, if I were to lose 

vour confidence and your love,” she said, a | 
long quivering sigh escaping her lips. 

“That you never can,” he answered. 
“You have become to me what the oak 

is to the ivory: if I were torn from you I 

should die.” 
“You must not speak or think of such 

things, Ethel. If you fret yourself with 
such useless fears 1 shall begin to think 
you are ill.” 

“I shan’t speak of them again,” she ans- 
wered. “But now that I have spoken you 

must always believe, no matter what hap- 

pens, that 1 love you, and you only. We 

cannot always control events, and 1 think 
we are like puppets moved by the hands of 
fate, irrespective of our own wills or de- 
sires ; but you will believe, Danvers, that 1 
shall always be your true and loving wife.” 
“We are not puppets moved by fate, 

but creatures ruled by Providence, whose 
ways are wise, even when to mortal eyes 
they seem the reverse. But, Ethel,” he 
added, *‘I shall always believe in your 
love, and that must bamsh your nervous 
fears. See, the sun has come out again, 
the cloud has passed. Look up and smile 
dear; that's right, you must banish every 

shadow from your path” 
“Whilst you are near I shall know no 

fear,” she replied. Leaving the park they 
passed through Hayton, and tock a wind- 
ing road which soon brought them in sight 
of a handsome villa, fronted by a garden 
and surrounded by trees. This was known | 
as the Arbour, and was at present the resi- 
dence of Mrs. Crayworth. The 

proached, and seeing their happy faces, a 

cruel, cold look came into her eyes, her 
heavy brows met in a frown, and her lips 
closed ominously. 

dark straight fringe that half covered her 

which added to her height, and passed 
her handkerchief lightly over her cheek 
bones, where she feared her complexion 
was too brilliant to seem quite natural. 
By the time Sir Danvers and Lady 

Fothergille entered her drawing-room, she 
was (nite prepared to receive them, and 
went forward with outstretched hands and 
a smiling face to greet them. 

myself if I had been out when you called,” 
she exclaimed, in sweetest tones. ‘“Ah, 

Sir Danvers, how do vou do?” 
’ - 

“You are very kind,” replied Lady | 
Fothergille, trigidly. 
The widow, erect, in figure, portly, well 

corseted, and handsomely dressed, stood 
before her unabashed. **You cannot tell 
how pleasant it is to have such neighbors 
as vou and Sir Danvers.” 
“You feel the place lonely,” remarked | 

the latter. 
“No. [find Hayton most delightful.” 

answered Mrs. Crayworth, who merely 
endured it because she had more chances 
of securing a husband here than if she 
dwelt in town, where candidates for matri- 

mony were also too plentiful, and the male 
sex more discriminating. 

“I am glad to hear you say that,” said | 
the baronet, in his hearty manner. 
“You see, dear Lady Fothergille,” she 

continued, addressing hersell to Ethel, ‘at 

one period of my life I was obliged to live 
abroad and see a great deal of the world. 
It was repugnant to me; I always desired 
a quiet home, but I sacrified my feelings to 
to my duty. Now that I have found this 

| place ot rest I am quite happy.” 
“And have settled down here?” you 

| queried Lady Fothergille. 
**I hope 50,” she replied, thinking of her 

prospects of marrying the curate in case | 
she could not secure a wealthy bachelor 
neighbor, nigh two score years, on whom 
she had cast longing eves. Her chief hope 
at preseat lay in Mr. Sympington, who was 

| young, sentimental and inexperienced; in 
all ways fitted by nature as her lawful 
prey. 
“You like this county, Lady Fother- 

| gille ? 
* Extremely.” 
“I am so glad, for I suppose you will 

| live here chiefly, and I hope to see a good 

deal of you.” 
“Thank you,” said Ethel, remembering 

that although the widow had known her 
whilst she was a governess, she had never 
expressed her delight at their acquaint. 
ance. 

Mrs. Crayworth rang for tea, and pre- 
sently a neat little maid entered with atray, 

followed by Tito, who, watching his opport - 
unity as he lay in the hall, now boldly 
marched into the room. 
“Oh, this is your new pet,” exclaimed 

the hostess ; “what a splendid dog.” She 
advanced towards him with one hand out- 
stretched, intending to pat his head, but 
he without moving looked at her out of the 
corners of his great eyes and growled. She 
immediately retreated, with a little cry of 
terror. 

“Tito,” said his mistress, *‘you 
behave properly.” 
against her dress. 

“I'll make friends with him. 
dear, dog, here is a biscuit.” She held it 

out at arm’s length, but he merely fastened 
his eyes on her face and growled, this time 

more threatingly than betore. 
“Strange. 

Lady Fothergille said. 
“Tito,” cried out Sir Danvers, *‘you are 

' a bad dog, and should not have come into 
this room. Now go out. Do you hear?” 

Tito understood him, rose up, looked 
his mistress plaintively in the face and 
moved towards the door; then suddenly 
turning around, he caught hold of her skirts | 

"in his mouth, and would have pulled her | of which he expressed approval; for being 
with him. 

Sir Danvers laughed, the widow knit her 

dark brows, whilst Lady Fothergille let the 
animal lead her to the door, and then pat- 
ting him on the head told him he must wait 
for her in the hall. 

““He is a great pet, 
Crayworth, smilingly. 

” remarked Mrs. 

“Yes, he is most sagacious,” answered 
Ethel. 
Her hostess winced. ‘‘Animals are 

usually fond of me,” she said, knowing the 
contrary to be the fact. 
“They usually like people 

them,” the baronet replied. 
Returning to her place, Ethel passed a 

little table, hitherto unnoticed, on which 
stood a framed picture of a saint in robes 
of crimson and gold ; before it a tiny red 
lamp burned. 
“That is a picture of my patron saint,” 

explained Mrs. Crayworth, “St. Theo- 
dora, Virgin, and Martyr.” 
The picture had been placed there and 

the lamp lighted before it, for the benefit 
of the curate, whom she expected during 
the afternoon. lad a Mahommedan, 
wealthy and eligible, resided in the neigh- 
borhood, he would, on visiting Mrs. Cray- 
worth, have found a copy of the koran on 
her knees. 

**You have managed to make yourself 
quite a picturesque home,” said Sir Dan- 
vers. 

“Yes,” she replied, “and 1 am quite 

who like 

Hastening to a glass, | 2 
she regarded herself, arranged the line of | stood on the border land of county society, 

| she telt towards her. 

“I'm so delighted to see you, dear Lady | not be let slip. 
Fothergille ; 1 should never have forgiven | 

| can 

must | 

The dog laid his head | 1¢ dog laid his beac CHAPTER 

Here Tito, | 

He is usually most gentle,” | 
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” sorry to leave it only for a little while, 

see answered, delighted that an opportun- 
ity was given her of touching on the sub- 
ject. 
“Why are you going ?" 
“I consulted the agent yesterday, and 

we came to the conclusion the drainage is 
imperfect, and that 1 had better Teave 
whilst it was being looked after.” 
It will be a pleasant change for you to 

get away for a few weeks.” 
“A change.” replied the widow, fixing 

her eyes pleadingly on the baronet, ‘but | 
“seen a good deal of the world, and I'm | 

I think, | 
not a pleasant one, by any means.” 
“There are some delightful watering 

places on the south coast,” said Ethel. 
“Yes, but I hate watering places. | 

haven't yet made up my mind where | 
shall go.” 

“Then,” said Sir Danvers, “come and 
stay with us at the Abbey until your home 
is made all right.” 
These were the words she had longed to 

hear. She smiled sweetly as she said, 

“That would indeed be delightful, if—it 

Lady Fothergille found room for me.” 
“The abbey is large, replied Ethel. 

widow | coldly. 

‘aught sicht of her visitors as they ap- | |. : 
% » “oo | dignation, her eyes sparkled from anger, 

but the smile never left her mouth. To be 

Mrs. Crayworth’s heart swelled with in- 

invited to the abbey meant a decided step 
for her in the social scale. At present she 

blankly ignored by some of its members, 

forehead, settled the dainty little cap | reluctantly recognized by others, but once 
the guest of Sir Danvers and Lady Fother- 
gille, her position would be assured; in 

the eyes of the curate and her bachelor 
neighbor she would gain in importance. 
But, best ot all, she could then leisurely | 
and closely watch her hostess, discover if 
possible some weak place in her armonr, 
and perhaps be enabled to gratify the hate 

The occasion must 

“Thank you so much,” she said to 

Ethel, “it 1s most thoughtful of you, and, 
believe me, 1 have great pleasure in accep- 
ting your kind invitation.” 
Lady Fothergille looked at her wonder- | 

ingly ; Mrs. Crayworth was either the most 
obtuse or the most forward person she had | 

ever met. ‘When may we expect you ?” 
| she asked. 

“It will only take me a day to pack. 
This is Monday; 1 will be with you on 
Wednesday evening, if that will suit you.” 
“En.” 
“I will send the brougham tor you; it 

take vour belongings,” added Sir 
Danvers. **1 hope you won't find us dull. 
My cousin, Captain Fothergille, is staying 
with us: by-the-way. vou knew him 
abroad ?” 
“My dear husband did,” she replied, 

evasively. 
“Well, you will renew his acquaint- 

ance ?” 
“That will be extremely pleasant.” 
Lady Fothergille rose and extended ner 

hand to the widow, who seized it with 
effusion and pressed it warmly. As Ethel 
came into the hall Tito barked with delight 
and ran down the garden path before her. 
When they had walked some distance from 
the villa, the baronet said : 
I fear, Ethel, I did wrong in asking 

Mrs. Crayworth to stay with us without 
first consulting you. I see you don't like 
her.” 

“I don't,” she answered bluntly. 
“Why P" 
“I can’t say: but I fear her 
“Fear her!” he repeated, in astonish- 

ment. 

“Fear is not the proper word,” she re- 
plied, quickly, *‘I should have said 1 dis- 

trust her; and I can scarcely explain why, 
even to myself. You know there are 
some people whom we intuitively like at 
first sight, and others whom we loath. 
Tito evidently shares my feelings regard- 
ing Mrs. Crayworth.” 
The animal bearing his name raised his 

head and barked loudly, as it to aflirm 

the words just spoken. 
“It’s the first thing on which we have 

disagreed,” Sir Danvers said. “I wish I 
had not spoken so hastily ; perhaps it is 
not too late to prevent her coming.” 

“It is. But we shall not disagree on 
this point, dear. I will do all in my 

| power to overcome my feelings, and make 
the visit pleasant to her.” 
The baronet was relieved. 

the best of women, Ethel.” 
“Even if 1 were, | should not be good 

enough for you, dear,” she answered. lle 
lifted her over a style, and they took their 

“You are 

' way by a short cut homewards through the 
wood and park. 

VI.—Carr. FOTHERGILLE'S 
Prorosar. 

Captain Fothergille had not been many 
days at the abbey when, after careful con- 
sideration, he made his first movement in 
the game he intended to play. 
“Do you know, Danvers,” he said, as he 

and the baronet lighted their cigars one 
night in the smoking-room, “I think you've 
done the wisest thing in the world in 
marrying again.” 

His cousin smiled gratefully, considering 
this a good-natured speech from a man 
who in all probability would lose twenty 
thousand a year and a baronetcy by the act 

wholly unsuspicious, he believed the speak- 
er meant what he said. 
“At first I feared it would be a blow for 

you,” Sir Danvers replied, *‘but then 
there was always a chance of my marrying 
again.” 
“My dear fellow, I never counted on 

succeeding you,” said the Captain, **for 
14’m not many years your junior, and I've 
led a much harder life than you, and that 
pays a man out in the end.” 
I suppose so,” reflected the baronet. 

“Why don’t you marry and settle down?” 
The captain smiled, thinking how readily 

his cousin had fallen into the trap laid for 
him. “I wish I could,” he said in a mel- 
ancholy tone, ‘‘but before I ask any woman 
to become my wife I must find some occu- 
pation. I might break in horses, but many 
a groom would do that quite as well. The 
wine trade and tea business are overcrowded 
by men of our order. I'm not quite fitted 
to become a man milliner like that fellow 
in Bond street ; I don’t know how to write 
smartly enough for the society papers; and 
I'm too old to go on the stage.” 
But there must be other ways and means 

by which you could earn an honorable 
livelihood.” 
“Yes; I heard of an ex-military man, a 

capital whist and chess player, who hired 
himself out by the hour or by the game, 
and made quite a decent living. I think 
of hiring myself out to the talking bore, 
what a boon I should be to his relatives 

| 

and friends ; monologues listened to (for 
your bore does all the conversation him- 
self) and boredom endured for five shil- 
lings an hour. Excellent idea, isn't it?” 
“Not bad,” answered Sir Danvers,” 

laughingly, ‘‘the ways of earning money 
nowadays are strange.” 
“Why? Because 

pressed for coin. 
ful to most men and women, and the hard- 
est thing to’get or keep.” 
after a moment's pause, “But, seriously 
speaking, I wish to settle down. 1 have 

everyone is hard 

heartily sick of it, I can tell you. 
Danvers, you could help me,” he con- 
tinued, fixing his keen eves upon his 
cousin. 

ing because of your debts, I'll do the best 

anew with a clean bill of health.” 
“You're a good fellow,” answered the 

captain, and then believing the time had 

come when he might speak freely. he con- 
tinued, “There's something else | 

| vou to do for me.” 

“What's that ?” 
“I'll tell you straight. I've fallen des- 

vour consent if I can gain her's.” 
“In love with Meg,” said the baronet, 

taking the cigar from his lips, and looking 

at the man before him in surprise. 
“Why not ? 

and fast life, but I've sown my 
| and have done with them. 
| fellow at heart, and I'll make her the best 
| of husbands.” 

wild oats 

Sir Danvers was vaguely aware his | 
cousin's career had been adventurous, but | 

he was wholly ignorant of its particular 
| chapters, 
said, feeling some answer was expected. 

“l dare say,” coolly remarked the 
Captain. “We have got on capitally since 
I came here, and I'm very fond of her, I 
assure you.” 
“Of one thing vou may be certain; I 

| shall never force her to wed a man 

the man she loves.” 

| you will not say nay ?" 
“Well speak ot this another time,” an- 

 swered Sir Daavers, after a moment's 

pause, ‘‘but,” he added, “don’t say any- 

thing to her about the matter just yet.” 

he would immediately propose to Meg or 
| not. 

“You're going to have another cigar, so 
I'll leave you and say good-night,” 

“(yood-night, Danvers,” replied the 
captain, watching the retreating figure. 
As the door closed behind the baronet, 

dark face. 
“I'll. have her thirty thousand pounds, 

safe,” he soliloquised, ‘and once it’s in my 
hands I'll just do as I please. Let us see 
what vour chances are, old boy; better 

look things straight in the face. Danvers 

Club, and is quite unaware I raised some 

inheritance ; nor has any tidings reached 
him of that bad business in Australia— 
dead men tell no tales. Altogether, I may 

the ways of 
interesting role. 
of success—I'm not bad-looking; exper- 

sex; and I'm clever enough to play my 

cards well. I'll begin the game in earnest 
' tomorrow. Here's to my success,” he con- 
' cluded draining a tumbler of brandy and 
soda. 

At breakfast next morning he proposed 

to Meg that they should ride over to Fret- 

she 
come also, 

To this discovered there. 
you not assented. “Will 

| Ethel,” she asked. 
 **No, dear, not today.’ 
| answered, and the captain rejoiced. Halt 

| an hour later she and her cousin were rid- 
Her 

bl 

| 
| 
ing in the direction of Fretweal. 

horse rode a few yards in advance. 

pure complexion was heightened by exer- 

the massive coils of her brown hair looked 
golden in the morning sunlight. 

easily remedied : she'll make a creditable 
wife.” 

riedly round, and then smiled bitterly. 

ing to some thought, ‘I must have her 
money, let what will happen afterwards.” 
He was determined to play his part skil- 

fully, for the reward success promised was 
great: and he therefore roused himself, to 

in the game, as he said. 

ing, a few fleecy clouds flecked an azure 
sky, a balmy breeze laden with the odour 
of hawthorne swept over the land. 

**This is a day such as only an English 
climate can produce,” he said, joining her. 

“Spring is my favorite season,” she an- 
swered ; *‘It makes the poor old world 
roung again, and I feel that it rejoices in 

its youth.” 

spend more of my time in the country, live 
face to face with nature; you don’t know 
how often I long for the peace and purity 
of such an existence which circumstances 
have denied me.” His tones were almost 
pathetic, and his dark eyes full of wistful- 
ness as he turned to gaze on her face. 

he could scarcely refrain from winking. 
“I had no idea you were dissatisfied with 

life ; 1 fancied you desired nothing but ex- 
citement and pleasure,” she replied. 

“I dare say the world thinks the same. 
It's not to every one I reveal my inner 
selt; cynics would only mock me, the gen- 
erality of men laugh at me, but you, Meg, 
I know you will understand me,” he said, 

feeling he was making rapid progress in 
his suite, 

“Fully,” she replied, in a gentle voice. 
“There's a bond of sympathy between 

us which tells me that. Had my surround- 
ings been diflcrent I would have heen a 
different man. The one thing which 1 
have desired all my days is a peaceful, 
happy home, where I could ever find a mind 

congenial to my own. a heart which I might 
trust, a woman I might love; but this has 
been denied me.” 
“I'm sorry,” she answered, in a low 

It's the one thing need- | 

Then he added, | 

“If you mean you are prevented marry- | 

I can for you. I'll help you to begin life | 
woman who becomes my wife, save a heart 
that would love and cherish her all the days 
of my lite.” 

want | 

perately in love with Meg: don’t refuse | 
~cipally dwelt on the next race, the last 
meet, the amounts they had gained or lost 

I may have lived a hard | 
\ "view to the hunting-field : they were devoid 
I'm not a bad | 

“You take me by surprise,” he | 

It T loved I could abandon the whole 
she | 

doesn’t care for, or prevent her marrying | 

“Then, it she wishes to make me happy | 

“Not a word,” said the captain, resolv- 

ing to act as he thought best as to whether 

| must await the result. 
he | 

winked, and an ugly sneer came across his | 
they came through the A 
sight of a brougham driving towards the 
abbey, and as they arrived at the door 

has evidently heard nothing of that nasty | 
little affair in the card room of the Satan | 

cash on the prospect of his death and my | 

ose as a prodigal, anxious to return to | I I ty 1C 
respectability—always an | 
And now for my chances | 

ience has taught me how to impress the fair | 

weal, and see the machinery being set up | 
for the working of the lead mine recently | 

at once | 

her stepmother | 

companion examined her critically as her 
Her | 

graceful, erect, and well-developed figure 
looked to advantage in a riding habit; her | 

cise, her blue eyes shone with pleasure, and | 
- United states. 

He started at the last word, looked hur- | 

“Why not?” he asked himself, as it reply- | 

be 
The morning was bright and exhilarat- 

“That's about the style,” he thought, and | 

tone, and he knew he had secured her pity, 
and where pity is given, love frequently 
follows. 

“This is my ideal, which I fear I shall 
never gain.” 

‘Let us hope you will some day,” she 
said, encouragingly. 

“It 1 might, the loneliness and unhappi- 
ness I have endured would be amply com- 
pensated for; I would ask no greater 
reward for all my weary waiting,” he con- 
tinued. 

“I have heard it said all things come to 
those who wait.” 
And you think there may yet be some 

good luck in store for me?” 
‘“Assuredly,” she said, a blush spreading 

all over her cheeks. 
“Then I'll accept your word as a favor- 

able omen. I'll tell you what, Meg, I am 
not arich man, and have but little to give the 

He spoke as if he were appealing to her, 
and his words stirred her strangely. None 
of the young men she knew—the broad- 
shouldered, hard-riding athletic sons of 
the county families—had ever talked to her 
in this manner. Their conversations prin- 

in sweepstakes; they were satisfied with 
life, they had no special admiration for 
nature, and regarded a landscape with a 

of aspirations, hopes, and ideals, save 
those bounded by the kennel and the pre- 
serves. With the man beside her it was 
different; he had a soul that swelled with 
noble desires, a heart that throbbed with 
tender feeling. 
“No woman could desire more than what 

you offer,” she said. 
“Some only think of a man's banking 

account,” he remarked. 
**Then they have no heart.” 
“Not as you and I understand the word. 

world 
for the sake ot the woman who held my love,” 
he remarked, turning away his head to 
conceal a grin of delight at the rapid 
progress he was making. 

His companion sighed. “I think,” she 
said, presently, I had rather go back, un- 

less vou are anxious to see the mine to- 
day.” 

“I will do whatever you wish,” he an- 

swered, immediately wheeling round, hop- 
ing she might be impressed by his obed- 
ence. 
She followed his example and they rode 

homewards in silence. He was too clever 
an actor to overdo his part, and therefore 
said no more. He had sown the seed, and 

She thought over 
what he had said, aware of which he dis- 
creetly withheld from disturbing her. As 

ark they caught 

saw Mrs. Crayworth descend. The cap- 
tain assisted Meg with great care to dis- 
"mount ; she greeted the widow, and disap- 

peared with her into the abbey. 
Fothergille watched them with a lowering 

brow. “She knows enough,” he thought, 
referring to Mrs. Crayworth. *‘to check 
my game it she feels inclined ; but then I 
could whisper a word or two concerning 
her which she might not wish to have 
repeated. I think we hold pretty equal 
cards, better we should become partners 
than play against each other.” With 
which reflection he followed the horses 
round to the stables to have 
the head groom. 

(To be continued.) 

One Kind of Reciprocity. 

“It is a fact.” said a Canadian registered 
at the Hoffman House, *‘that many young 
Canadians come to the United States to try 
their fortunes ; but it is also a fact, which 
can be proved by figures, that over 50,000 | 
Americans are living and doing business in 
the Canadian provinces. Wherever you 

"travel in Canada you will find Americans, | 
and in many of the big cities you will find | 
a small host of them. 
provinces there are thousands of them en- | 
gaged in trade and in the fisheries. Several | 
of the rich men of Canada are Americans, | 

| GENERAL AGENT, 
70 PRINCE WILLIAM STREET. 

up to the American standard, but the cost | 
of living in Canada is less than in the 

Of course the greater part | 
"of the Americans settled in (Canada went | 

“Not bad,” the captain muttered, ‘‘a 
little too rustic, perhaps, but that's a fault | 

and several important Canadian enterprises 
are under the management of Americans. 
The wages of Canadian workmen are not 

there from the New England States, but 
you do not need to hunt far to find New 
Yorkers. Then out on the Pacific coast in 
British Columbia, and alon 
frontier of the western provinces, there are 
plenty of Americans, and everywhere their 
enterprising spirit has been of benefit to 
the Canadians.”—N. 1. Sun. 

Thousands of Lives Lost, 

Poets and novelists go into ecstacies over 
what they romantically call ** beautiful 
spring,” and “‘gentle spring,” and while, 
no doubt, every one is glad to see winter 
release its icy grasp, ‘‘beautitul spring” is, 
alter all, one of the most deadly seasons 
of the year. Sudden transitions from 
warmth to extreme cold, with piercing, 
chilling winds; from dry to sloppy, 
“muggy” wealher, all combine to make 

"the season a most trying one, even to the 
hardiest constitution, while to those with 

: : weak constitutions the season is one of 
“I suppose it does. I often wish 1 could | positive danger. Undoubtedly the greatest 

danger at this season of the year 1s from | 
cold in the head, which very few escape, 
and which if not promptly and thoroughly 
treated, developes into catarrh, with all its 
disagreeable and loathsome effects. Catarrh, 
neglected almost as certainly developes into 
consumption, annually destroying thou- 
sands of lives. At this trying season no 
household should be without a bottle of 
Nasal Balm. In cases of cold in the head 
it gives almost instant relief and effects a 
speedy cure, thus preventing the develop- 
ment of catarrh. Where the latter disease 
has already secured a hold it is equally 
efficacious, and with persistent use will 
cure the worst case. From the outset it 
sweetens the breath, stops the nauseous 
droppings into the throat and lungs, dispels 
those dull headaches that afllict the sufferer 
from catarrh. Nasal Balm is not advertised 
as a cure-all—it is an honest remedy, which 
never fails to cure cold in the head or 
catarrh when the directions are faithtully 
followed, and thousands throughout the 
country have reason to bless its discovery. 
Nasal Balm may be had from all dealers or 
will be sent post-paid on receipt of price (50 
cents, ool or $1, large size bottle) by 
rt ora, Fulford & Co., Brockville, Ont. 
—Adbvt. 
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HOTELS. 

SEgr— STANLEY, 

ST. JOHN, N. B. 

J. M. FOWLER, 
Terms, $1.50. . Proprietor. 

Jr——— HOUSE, 

ST. JOHN, N. B. 

The most convenient Hotel in the city. Directly op- 
posite N. B. & Intercolonial Railway station. 

Baggage taken to and from the depot free of 
charge. Terms—$1 to $2.50 per day. v 

J. SIME, Proprietor 

QUEEN HOTEL, 
FREDERICTON, N. B. 

J. A. EDWARDS, Proprietor. 

Fine sample room in connection. Also, a first-class 
Livery Stable. Coaches at trains and boats. 

VICTORIA HOTEL, 

ST. JOIIN, N. B. 

D. W. McCORMICK, Proprletor 

ROYAL HOTEL, Er 
ST. JOHN, N. B. 

T. F. RAYMOND, 

Proprietor] 

Fruorrs HOTEL, 
28 10 32 GERMAIN STREET, 

ST. JOHN, N. R. 

Modern Improvements. Terms, $1.00 per day 
Tea, Bed and Breakfast, 75 cts. 

W. E. ELLIOTT, Proprietor. 

| yee DUFFERIN, 

ST. JOIN, N. B. 

FRED A. JONES, 

Proprietor. 

| BALMORAL HOTEL, 
NO. 10 KING STREET, ST. JOHN, N. B.. 

Is now open to the Public. 
N° better location in the city, only 4 minutes 

walk from the I. C. R. Depot and International 
Steamboat Landing. Facing Market Square. Re- 
member this building is on the corner of King 
and Prince William Streets. NO BIG PRICES— 
but goed fare at moderate prices. Call on us and 
satisfy yourself that we will try to make you feel at 
home. Don’t forget No. 10, “Blue Sign.” 
Permanent and Transient Boarders accommodated 

at low rates. 
A. L. SPENCER, Manager. 

INSURANCE. 

2 FIRE © 
a PLATE GLASS jum 

| INSUREDAGAINSTBREAKAGE 4 

WILLIAM 
SIN STREET (0 

YOHN: 
yr 4 STEAMBOILER 

ed INSPECTION Insurance [Ld] 

MANCHESTER 

FIRE ASSURANCE CO. 
OF ENGLAND. 

CAPITAL, - - $7,500,000, 
ESTABLISHED 1824. 

D. R. JACK, 

ELECTRIC LIGHT! 

[HE CALKIN ELECTRIC LIGHT CO. 
RE now prepared to enter into Contracts 

with their Customers for either the 

ARC or INCANDESCENT, 

at Rates as low as it is possible to produce 
the same with satisfactory results. 

We believe our System to be the best at 
present in the market, and we guarzgtee 
satisfaction. 

GEO. F. CALKIN, 
Manager. 

Room 2, Pugsley Building. 

"CAFE ROYAL, 
Domvilte Building, 

Corner King and Prince Wim. Streets. 

MEALS SERVED AT ALL HOURS. 

DINNER A SPECIALTY. 

Poo! Room in Connection. 

WILLIAM CLARK. 
SAINT JOHN 

Oyster House, 
NO. 5 KING SQUARE, NORTH SIDE. 

How to Kill an Oyster. 

Don’t drown him deep in vinegar, 
Or season him at all; 

Don’t cover up his shining form 
With pepper, like a pall. 

But gently lft him from his shell, 
And firmly hold your breath, 

Then with your tongue and tecth 
Just tickle him to death. 

1,000 Bbls. Fresh Raked P. E. I. OYSTERS. 
The cheapest and best place in the city to buy 

Oysters. 

C. HH JACKSON. 


