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secorn Lie telt for the ecaitiff hound, bus
for Lady Incheape’s sake he was en-

read so woll she drank In with every
feeling charmed, aod that drew them

R ] : ] ’ 'I' eonstraint upen himseit to hido the | and the 1ed crane’s bill, and what he
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He retire@ from that presence a dis-
rraced man. A great trust had been
confided to him, and he had betrayed it
He had been powerful—his power was
overthrown: his lad been a busy life
and a useful—solitude and shame were
10 be hus portion henceforward.

Fresh from this blow my lord wrote
me: he pronounced my doom. We must |
part: never again should he take into
tfs dailv life the wife whose heart had
strayed to such as Richard Accringt n.
He would not divorce me, because he
decmed me guiltless in deed though not
n heart. 1 should still bear his name if
1 chese. and peside in one of his do-
mains, but never again shonld he look
qpon wy face. This was vour fiat, my
ord. and 1 snbmitted.  You mnever had
o complain of rebellion in poor Enge-
londe, had you? And though veu put
me away from you, yon cannot prevent
me from loving you still, loving you for-
eNer,

I ehwose the plave of my exile mysell;
my lotd offired me other homes, Irirer |
atd mwore cheerful But a repudiated
wife could tind no room for eritical com-
parison in her crushed heart, when her |
voung, sweet life lay in ruins arcund
her.

A lunaly islet in the llebirdean &eas,
far from o sterile copst —a fitting retreat
tor the bruised spirit that has no more
zest for life,  You grieved, they say. my
lord, at peor Engelonde's choice. con- |
demning her to worse than death you !
: could spare a little pity for the
irivial discomforts of her situation. '
Pernaps you read my motive wrong, and
leemed it the self-mortification of the
remorseful  Ah. no, my lord, | am guil-
v of zothing in the eyes of Giod save of |
loving you too we L !

Ore precious boon you gave me, which
proved that, say what you will, your in-
stinct bade vou tr.st me Jespite your |
crael _ealonsy

In my third yea: of exile, hearing that
the starved life forees were running low.
and that Eugelonde might die, you sent
my sweet Ulva to be my consolation, my
treasure, my dear savior from madness.
of that other inmate you placed in my
heme I disdain to complain: yon judzed
it best for me, no doubt, that the direcior
of my hou-ehold should be that devoted
fr'end who had elnng to you so lopg, and !
who already knew something of our
painful e -ret: but John sircombe i8 no
sJor or [riend ol mine—no shmy |
repti'e is more shunned or loathed by
we than he, the wreteh whose baseness
ru-ned me.

Mr Lord Incheape has brought home
his hieir to him, a distent cousin who was |
~till at college when 1 married. Helis a
noble vouth, I hear, and my lord is
warmly attached to him. I do not
grudze Edzar Arcen his splendid pros-
peets, vet often the heart-piercing re-
tlection comes to me that it might have
been my son that Lord Incheape loved
and look | ride in, but for the treachery
of Richard Acerington and the falsehoyd
of John sircomkbe.

When these two confess thoe truth, my |
love will take me back to his heart and |
into his life  Ah, who wiil wring the !
truth from them? who will break my
chain and set me free? who will wipe the
imputed diskonor from Lord Incheape’s |
name? L, tordellverance, deliverance.

CHAPTER X.
CTHAT HAPPY BIERD. ™

Iidzar Arden laid down the last page
of my lady’s story with an air of Ineif- |
able reverene s bis whole manhood rose
up in indignant protest against the eruel
wronzs which bad been heaped ujpon
that sweet, dovoted woman: he longed
to be up and doing in her defense

“Who will oreak your chain and set
rinrmured he

von free, sweet soni?®

with geverous emotion. =1 will, if wan
can dot.™

He recaled the long kept mystery |
which had hung atout his kinsman Inch
cape, fit of his friends kept at a
distat tis noble aspirations laid down |
al i Hl'ed: how the prond man had
sitffered In thus wronzing his innocent
wile

‘v brnz back happiness, honor, a
pr ud name vindieated—would not that
bee o triumply worth strivi And
the voung man’'s heart giowed in her je
mmpulse I'or be loved his kinsman, as
thee vounz French soldier loves the first
Napoleon. for the traditions of hisgr. at-
ness and for the pity ot his downfall,

Yet, in forming thiz resolve, Edgar
was not blind to the difference it might
wmake in his own fair future,  Aslongas
my Lord Incheape lived in estrangem-nt
from his wife, kdzar Arden was his heir;
for five yeirs be had believed himself th»
inevitab'e successor of the ear!, had been
fitting himse!l for his futur. station, and
naftitting bimself for a life of labor and
obscurity.

All this passed clearly before him, yel
with undimmed enthus asm he stidl went
pack to his first dazeling impu s —=*]
<hall be
I shall b
Lo the

fo12

« back happiness to h r, and
baud she loves so welll®

When Edzar agzin sought the ladies, |

they were seitled with their work In the
summer honse of the courtly old zarden,
Mr. Sircombe in sttendance with his
book. Edgar was forced to put a stroug

! life.

iat guilt'ess lady's ehampion— |

abled to treat
than erim eivility. Still his  private
opinien fonnd ample expression in his
ayves: snd this stirred up Sircombic's
seceret animosity to co'd furv—he could
bave poisoaed the sapercilious intruder

Ladv Inchep,c bad caused a fur rug
to be spreal for the couvalescent in i
pleasant no k. where he might rest and
receive the strengthening salt broczes,
while gazing on the frea sweep of the
ocean, dotted with distant sails.

<he welcomed him to her side with a |

close clasp of ber nervous hand, and an
engro-sing expectaney on her face: but
they could not converse confidentially
then, and Le only gave her a rtrue-
hearted smie and pressed her hand
Beautiful Ulva was peculiarly radiant
today: she was innccently clated by

| the triumphant recovery. of the stranger
| whom she secretly claimed as her cwn

peculiar protege, because as Kenmaore
had said, sire had given him back his

est in Edgar: thouzh her womanhood
was as vet unawakened, she wove pretty

fancies about the handsome stranger, |

and loved to see him happy by the side
of her darling mamma— Engelunde.

Edgar thought he could fathom nord
Incheape’'s morbid feeling about his
daughter: that he could never permit
auv honorable man to marry the daugh-
tor of an attainted name: so he had sent
her to lonely Dunraven to be a compan-
fon to his wife.

What a crurl future for Ulva,
were all,

The first moment that Lady Incheape

if this

' and he were alone she turnsd to him

cagerly. :
“You have read it?™ asked she, tremn-
lously, her sensitive face burning.
“Every w.ord, Lady Dunraven, and

with such reverence, such conviction, as |

culy the truth vould inspire.” he an-
swered, He could see how his words
soothed and comforted her, and how her
wrung and tortured susceptibilities rest-
ed in peace upon the welcome beliel that
he still reverenced Ler, eventhough she
was a repudiated wife, with a d sgrace-
ful stizma upon her

“Would it convinea my lorl?™ she
whispered with brightening eyes.

Poor Edgar dared not reply, for he

knew the indomitable pride of Incheare. | 1

“Al, no; rou think it won d not " said
she, mournfnlly. “Jeaiousy is cruel as
the grave, and estranged love is hairder
to convince than indifference ”

She sank back sighing:

no hope

“My whols Zeart is in the matter,”
said Edgar. humbly. *“When I leave
vou it shall be to do what 1 can to ob-
tain justice for you.
mwe so far?”

<[ pel.eve in vour loyalty and cour-
age,” said she, giving him her hand with
one of her old-time fascinating smiles;

«put I cannot see how mortal nan can |

wring the truth from those 1wo craveus
! water looks so calm this afternoon that |

I am sure it would be an agrecabe time |
And Kenmore, T |

who lied my happiness away.”
“Let me try,” he lnplorel,
succeed.”
she looked at him with starting tears
“Noble heart!” she murinured.

“1 may

think you might. Very well, I make
vou my champion, and bid rou God
specdl”

le solemnly kissed ler hand to seal
the coniract: he feltit binding as a sacred
obligation

She little dreamed who this champion
was who had undertaken to restore her
to her husband and home—that it was

that very Arden whose solemn recogni- |

tion at Incheape Fosse asthe Earl's heir
had so wrung her poor heart, and em

bittered her recollections of that stately |

home whera one> she reigned supreme.

But Edgar exulted over his unknown
relationship: he felt st-ong to work for
her with such a right as that, and how
could Incheape hold out agzainst his

wife. whon the very heir, whose interests |
were uaturally antagonistic to hers, |
| vowed that he believed in her wholly.

And st!l he hid his identity from her,
fearing to chill her faithin him.

A few days restored Edzar almost
comp'etely. He yielded to his friend’s

earnest desire, and did not leave her the |

moment he was strong enough to travel

“Think what a boon it is to mc to have |

a friend on: ¢ more,” she pleaded.  “It is

like cold water to a pri:oner perishing of |

thirst. Stay but afew days longer and
let me grow stronz by seeing your
s:rongth and goodness. | am so weary

i of sorrow, ah, so weary!”

But he trembled for dread while he

stayed, for Ulva had stolen all his keart, !

and what il he shoald betray this to her,
and distarh her peace?

Ulra was proud to lead him about,
showing him ai: her baunts inside and
outs'de of the tewer and up and down
the island: wherever her dainty eaprice
pointed, she was surec f a compan on,

flagged
Of coursa thev did not ramble about
tans en teteea tetr in the American

in
mode. England, like France, sets up

many barriers betwesn the sexes, and |

the voung lady's rank added to these
sometimes it was the grave and rev-

erend Mp. Sircombe who chaperoned

them, sometimes Ulva's own

aged wmalu, OF

behind whenever they stopped fo rest
Lut no third person could interpose
between these two young spirits, which

' drawn by mutual sympathies
| When Ulva took him among the High-
'land people who lived in the tiny ham-
let by the shore, and supported them-
| selves by fishing, and Le saw how they
loved their Colava, and how she loved
| them—that was apother fascination to
'draw him to her. And when she per-
ceived how simple, kind, and compas-
! sjopate he was to her puor people, how
! pager to cheer the sorrowful and help
the teeble, how unsiring his interest in

her toward him, as personal flattery
never con d have dong

Then they would find some silent nook
amid the silver-gray rocks, on a divan
of red-bull heather hedged round with
the fox-glove standing high, and a car-
pet of bracken, gold and emerald, em-
broidered with hair stemmed blue:bells,

him with nothing worse |

And Kenmore's propheey stimu- |
lated the joyous young creature’s inter- |

. I have just recolleeted it

she was very |

grateful for his sympathy, but she had | ' z
! making the discovery.”

Can you trust in

ol do !

dovile and trusty, whose interest never |

middle- |
ce her nurse, who carrled |

her wraps after her, and sedately sat |
: ¥ | her lovely hand aund called it her dar-

| ling, true heart, her little constancy—

day by dav drew nearer o each other, |

their picturesqne daily iives—that wooed |

very near cach other’s hearts

Ali, ves: wherever her fearless, dainty
feet could go she had taken him: and in
spite of the boding watchful eyes of my
jord’s secretary and his heart-liding
smile, they had veen happy, unutterably
eappy together, these two.

“T think Mr. Edgar has got to the end
of mv repertory.” laughed Ulva to her
stepmother one gloomy, gray afternoon
as the three stood on a small stone ter-

race which overhung the scarped ¢liff on

the intand side of the tower. “Even

Mr. Sircombe has nothing left, 1 can
see.” That gentleman stood, as usual, |

a litil art in see ed d nee |
a little apart in sccret-forced deference | o4 wor. in the edge of a thicket of the

to Lady Incheape's fierce repulsion.
“Hetween us,”
have made him acquainted with all our
barbican. our demi-lunes, our terre-plein,
our dungeons, everything that we have ”
«Our small island holds few attractions
to detain a stranger long among us.”
<aid Mr. Sircombe from his distance,
with a serious air, “but I could direct
Mr. Kdgar to some noble ruing on the
Scotch coast, far more worthy the ex-
plorer than our comparatively modern
Dunraven Tower.”
«Thank vou,” bowed Edgar, sarcastic
ally, “but 1 shall not thouble you yet.”
“Oh, Mr. Sircombe.” eried Ulva look-
ing up with sparkling eyes—“the undis-
covered eoll under the southern bastion!
If Mr. kdgar
and vou were to find that mystericus
entrance, that would amusge him.

Iying there waiting for a discover.  No-
boiy can find the entrance,”

wSha'l I search for it?" asked Edgar

charmed with the idea of dong any- |

thing that might gratify her

“Yes, and be sure and discover it, then
we shall always «a'l it *Edgar’s coll,"”
loughed Uiva, with Innocent o'ation.

They expiained thét the ancient dun-'|
geons of Dunraven had been hewn out |

of the solid rock foundations of the

towar. the estrances so contrived as to |
All the other |

be dificult to discover.
ro.k chambers had been found, and
cleared of debris, but the entrance to
the dungeon of the southern bastion was
yet a mystery.

“If 1 may utter an opinion,™ inter-

wosed Lady Inchape. anxionsly. “Iwould
say that Mr. Edgar is not yet quite ro-
bust enough to undertake anything so
laborious.”
U'lva's anxiety awoke on the instant.
“Let u: defer the search then,” she
pleaded, “but you must not go without

“There is one thing vou have not
gliown me, that I dare not ask to sec.”
said Eidgar's eyes, “your own sweel

heart ™
“\We have not shown Mr. Edgar Sleat-

| na-Vrecken from the sea,” said Mr. Sir-

combe, goaded by that too cloguent

glance, to interpose his word, at the |
risk of provoking one of Lady Inch- !

cape’s involuntary ey looks.  *The

to row round the isle
know, is disengaged.”

As he said this rather eagerly. Fdgar
could not help gazing curiously at him,
and specnlating as to how far a mutual
sentiment might carry these two towards

becoming accomplices to get him away

trom Sleat-na-Vrecken.

Kecmore and Sircombo, banded to-
gether against the unwelcome guest,
might very pnssibly proceed to take high

ground to get rid o: him. might even |

coast

pale.
Ulva's thoughts flew to Kenmore and

' his vengeful threat. and, womanlike.
, she did not laugh the fancy away.

She
oblected to the trip
“Too cold for an invalid,” said she.
“«Merely bLracing,” smiled Mr.
combe. “I am sure Mr. Edwar is not

afraid?” and hedarted a taunting glance |

at him.

Poor Edgar! that settles it

«Afraid of what, or of whom?” asked
he, Lbaughtily, and so little did he rellsh
the taunt that he did not even inviie
Ulva to b+ one of the party, lest Sir-
combe should think he weant to shelter
himself from possible
Lehind her presence.  Ana she waited,
wondering and disappointed, to be
asked, and could scarce endure to gee

' him go withont her.

Mr. sircombe disappearsd to makoe
the requisite arrangements with Ken-

| more.

Fdgzar seized the opportunity to,ask
Tlva ty walk part of the way down the

elit with him: and so. with a sweet, |
" kind smile and “bon voyage!” {rom Lady

Incheape, they started.

Oh, first love! what sweetest
cver rould
enongh?

They wandered down the precipitons
pathway: they were soon out of sight of
the Tower: then thy way grew sieejer,
and what could he do but take her litte
hand aund neste it on his arm to sup-
port her?  And when, with a whirr and

a trivmplkant bird-seream Ulva’s little |

pet lark dropped down from aeaven
ints her bosom, and she covercd it with

what lover could have resisted the ex-
quisite delight of uttering the words
that tilled his heart?

“That happy bird!" murmured Edgar.
dreamily. “A thousand times a day 1
envy him. Onr stories are so like ocach
other at first; you saved both our lives,
and we both return vou our whole souls,
full of gratitude—and love. But you

| have taken the bird to vour heart, and
"

}—

“And you must not quote unknown
authors on a steep path,” Interrupted
Ulva, at last finding presence of mind
to +top the passionate words, without
owning that she understood them. She

| had grown very pale and the tears were

in her eves, but she smiled for all that,
and he was actually deceived. As she
ran on a few steps with ker lark flying
by her shoulder, Edgar almost cursed
himself for the mad impulse which had
caused him o to forget duty and honor.

I'lva went on, “we |

'Ihll ]
ceil has been sealed np for a hundred |
years, they sav,” (this to Edear) “think !
what interssting antiquities might be |

Sir- |

unpleasantness |

poet |
paint you swest or pure

He looked so pale and grieved when at -I
|ast she turned gound, that her heart |

swelled with sudden tender remorse,

and she went back, and laid her bird in |

his Tands, very trustfully; then moved
off and gathered a little knot'of blue-
bells and white heather, which she
vffered bim next

“Yon must fasten it into my coat for
me, then; you see both my hands are
engaged in forming a nest for True-
Heart,” said he, almost humbly. for his
conscionee smote him agair.

They stood to perform the operation, |

two happy, absorbed young creatures,
tasting for the first time the wmost deli-
sious draught this earth has Lo bestow.

'They bad reached the base of the cliff,

hardy Scoteh fir which girdled the rude
peak; still further down. but invisible
from their position, the few huts clus-
tered on the edge of the beach.

Ulva's wide sleeves fell back as she

raised her lovely arms to fasten the wild |

flowers on his breast, and as she threw

| back her head. her deep, velvety eyes |

luoked npward—the most beantiful, the
most Jangerous look a woman's eyes can
give: while her milk-white throat and
a!l the meiting undulations of her *ump-
tuous bust were seen in 1heir most fas.
cinating attitude.

Edgar stood motionless as a statue,

| and pale as one, till a visible tremer

shook him  Then these words burst
from him:

“Ulva! Ulva! I Teannot win you for
my wife, my life will be a4 curse t» me!”

she started from him with a stified
cry, and stcod off, ‘gazing wild-eyed at
him, !ike some beantiful, startlid ereas-
ure top proud to fly; all her woman's
prid: was up in arms against this ab-
rupt, vnceremonions wocing., and her
blood fired—tne blood of the ancient
Incheapes, that never brooked insult,

“]—fear—you—have

who ¢ world sad and du'l

“Ah! Lo not lcok at me with that ex-
pression—you torture n:i” cricd Edgar,
in passionate grief.  “[ deserve your in-
dignation for daring to speak of love
without Lord Incheape’s permission
gained first; but 1 do n t deaerve your
scorn and loathings ol, no, sweet {Iva,
no!”

an end to the scone, leaving the pairdis-
tracted,  Edgar with remorse and griel,
Ilva with amazement at his last words,
mounting above her other emotions.

He knew that she was | ord Incheape’s
daughter! Who, then, was this who
ecame to their asvlum knowing all about

the seeret which even she had not pene- |

trated!

1t was Mr. Sircombe who strode upon
them, so grim and ghastly that if either
had been capable of examinkg him they
would have seen at once that he had
overheard the last speech at least, if no
mord, and that his mind was made up.

He made no comment, however, ex-

cept to announce in a toneless voice
that Kkenmore wou'd follow to the
shore at onee, and that he would

recommerd Mr. Fdgar to put on one of
the fur coats which he had broughtover
his arm.

«] shall leave yon here. Mr Edgar”

safd Ulva, in a low voice, withh her eyes
on the geound. And although he felt
as 1l he would commit some madness if

! ehe left him without one sign of softened

fecling, she moved away like one ina
dream. her lark flitting about her gayly,

and climbed up the steep without one |
carry him off in spite of his remon- backward glance.
strances and land him on the Scottish '

“Now.” said Sircombe in a terrible
volee, when she was quite gone, “are you

- - .| =atisfied that your honor is no safeguard
Edgar laughed at himse'f for this |
wild fancy; yet Sircombe was strangely |

for that defenseless lady?”
Edgar turned a gaze upon his would-

be judge that checked him like a stone |

| Building Material.

wall.
“Peace! defamer of the innocent!”
sald he. “You babble of honor? You

who betraved Lady Inchcape by a lie!™ |

| Cord, Hardware, Window -
' etc.

«Hush-sh! Who are you that knows
so much of the secret history of Inch-
cape?” whispercd S'reombe, aghast

| “But not another word here—follow me |
| —this way, Sir Spy; and. now, please to

explain yourself.”

CHAPTER XI.
WWHY CALL IT MURDER?"

He had led the way roundan abnt-
ment of the cliff, rerhaps 2 score of feet
from the path: they came to a halt in &
hollow, close under the #liff, in a curious
nihe, protected from inquisitive oyes
by a great granite boulder perched on &

' slight elevation vpposite the cleft in the |

cliff wall.
A mass of wild bozeysuekle and vy

mantied far up the rugged crag; glune- |

ing upward cne saw that th 'y stood di-
rectly beneath the
the tower.

wNow, sir, I demand an exp’anat'cn of

vo® words.” sald Sircombe, at white |

heat. )
«Mr. Sircombe. I owe you no expiana-

tion of efther motive or meaning; but, of |
My oWl

froe will. 1 will t2ll you that I
am nur who knews the fact of your
treachery to Lady .n-heape in her hour
of need: awd that 1 hold the power in

my hands £y have rou driven from under |

yonder roof in merited disgrace.”

mhe director grew ashen pale, and re- |

coiled in dismay.

“Then it is as I feared.” he muttered.
between his teeth.  “she hos made you
her confidant, and you believe her, of
course. Itut you may not find that Lord
Inchcape is equally credulous.”

“Oh, ! Intend to cause you to con-
vince him,” retorted Edgar, guietly:
“you shall repeat the conversation which
voi overheard that night betWeen the
lady and Co onel Accrington: and when
Lord Inchcape compares your testimony
with his wife's the truth shall prevail.”

«And what power do you imagine you
posse=s over me, to force me into this
act of self-destruction?” demanded Sir-
combe, his hollow eves flaring

«I malke no threats,” replied Edgar,
scornful.y. “I shall give youa chance
to act like an honest man.”

For a long pause, neither spoke. The
hush of death brooded around them: no
jeal stirrel nor oird -ang; the heavens
hung low and gray.

John Sircombe was lonking this cal-
amity which had_befallen him in the

! - mistaken — the'

—person:” gasped she, word by word,
for. with all her wrath, sumething seem- |
ed to be wringing the bluod out of her |
latoring heart, and to be turning the ;

The scund of measurvd footsieps put

} civilize people of their own color.
|

' DOORS, SASH, BLINDS, MOULDINGS

all being of our own manuface
| ture. :

' E.T1LHACKER, Proprietory
| CHARLESTON, - S.C.

|
i
|

southern bastion of |

face, and the longer he looked the mra?

appalled he was. .
Lady Inchecape had rebelled at last,

am‘l&ad chosen a champion who séeemed - .

‘ te to socceed in riehting her
wrongs. And her vindication méany Sir-
combe’s ruin, for he had not only with- -
" held the testimony which. wo have

saved her but he had skillfully kept
. alive the smoldering fires of Incheape’s
. suspicion and jea'ousy ever since—had,

i in fact, done his best to keep them es-
| tranged.
]

At first he had done this throngh the
love of power and an important place;:
| but since Ulva came to grow up under

his eyes into a flowlr of all mastering
loveliness —al, since then it had grown
death to be discovered and cast outin
disgrace! !

And now this man had come, young,
care-free, pitiless in his insolent powers
of fasc.nation, and he loved her!

*You give me the chance to act like
an honest man.” repegted Sircombe,
| bitterly. “What, then, if T should pro~ '

pose to buy your honesty with mine?® %

“Ah. you mean——" “

“Yes, I mean Lady Ulva. If I promise
| to make reparation to lL.ady Inchecape,
| will you promise to leave Lady Ulva for-
! ever?” b

“] shall make no such compromiss’
| with you,” said Edgar, s.owly. “Ilove.
|f.he lady, and I beiieve 1 shall yet re-

geiw: Lord Incheape’s permission to woo. 73

er.
| “Al, you say this to my face!” cried
: Sircombe, fiercely. and he made a gest-
! ure so full of maddenad fury that Edgar
! took an involuntary step backward from
_tI.lllm distorted visage that bent toward:

Wi Pl

As he did so the tangled vines parted
| beneath his weight, a dark aperture 3
. yawned btehind him, and the next mo-: ;

ment he fell headlong backward, cluteh-
| ing wildly at the vines, which broke In
" brittle handfuls and then closed over
the aperture as before

sSircombe had uttered a ye!l of warn-
ing—Edgar wassilent—and started for-
ward to aid him—but he was too late.
He gazed at the leafy sereen with dazed
, senses: he put out his hand to tear It

apart, but paused in the very act, and

for a long, long minute considered, with
fixed eve and hands outstretched.
t There was neither voice nor movemens
. within.

Notliing but the lowering heavens and-

the motionless trees to be seen.
[TO BE COXTINUED. |
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WyoMING is no place for old bach
elors. They have to pay a tax of 82
each, and have to sew on their own,
| buttons. ;

The natives in Soath Africa are

i
doubtless very much interested in
| watching the plans of white men to

. & Wi 0

' MANUFACTURERS OF

AND

Dealers in Sash Waeigh ":f

¢

We guarautee our v&x’k g,
superior to any sold in this city,, :

Atlantic Coast Line.
Bailroad Company of South Carelinz.

Condensed Schedule.
| SOUTHDOUND. No.35* No.23* No.53* No.51%
AM PM X
| Lv. Florence 284 745 9240
| Lv. Kingstree = 883
Ar, Lanes 345 013 PM 1103
Lv. Lanes 340 913 645 1108
Ar. Charleston 504+ 1056 830 1348
AM PM PM PH
NORTHBOUND. No.78 No.32® No.52* No.50.
AM PM AM PM .
Lv. (harlesron 633 449 700 400
Ar. Lanes 808 615 833. 539
Lv, Lanes 503 615 539
Lv. Kirgstree 820
| Ar. Floreoce 920 725 7058
, M PM AM PM
| *Daly, fDailyexcapt SBunday.
| No 52 rups through to Columbia via Cen-

tral Railroad of South Carolina.

Trains Nos, 78 and 82 run via Wilson and:
Fayettoville—Short Line—and make close
connection for ail %oints North,

Trains on C. & D. R. R, leave Florencs
daily except Sunday 9 50 a m, arrive Dare
lington 1# 15 & m, Hartsviile 9 15am, Che=
raw 11 30 & m, Wadesboro 226 pm. Leave |
Florenee dally except Sunday 755 p m, af=
rive Darlington 820 p m, Bennettsville 917
p m, Gibson 945 p m. Leave Florence
Sunday only 9 30 a o, arrive Darllngton 1005

afm. .
Leaves Gibson dally except Sunday 600 a
m, Beogettsville 7 00 a m, arrive %
802 a m, leave Darlington 860 a i, arriva.
Florence 9158 m, Leave Wadesboro dally
except Bupday 800 p m, Cheraw 445 pm,
Hartsville 100 a m, Darliogton 629 pm,
arrive Florenee 7 00 pm. Leave Dar :
Suncay ooly 850 & 11, arrive Florence 9 ¥ |

]

am.
J. B, EEXLY, Gen'l Manager.
JNO. k. DIVINE, Gea'l. Bup’t
T, M. EMERSON, Trafic Manager.
B M EMERSON, Gea'l Psas, Agent,
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