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Are they coming yetr 

“Not yet, Ishmael ; 
time to perform their feat. 
little longer, they will come; Zanea says 
they will come. Here is Terry Denver 
come to see thee.” 

they have not had | 
Patience a | 

| 

| 

“Ha! and to say again I will not garner | 
the return I hoped for. What if he 
were right?! No, no, I did not sin. 1 
will reap an abundant harvest. I tilled 
well and deep.” 

“There, there, he has come to talk 

with thee. Zell comes soon and then all 
will be happy.” 
Terry noticed now, down on the road, 

the white-clad Zell with Shem, and he 
watched them make the ascent. Near 
the summit Shem turned and left Zell 

to finish the journey alone. 
“You meet Zell, will you, Terry 

Denver? This will be the first time she 
has met Ishmael.” 
“80 it will be.” 
Terry met Zell and the two walked to 

Ishmael. 

CHAPTER IX. 

ELL, this is Ishmael.” 
She paused a moment, 

then knelt by the aged 
man. 
“And this is Ishmael? 

Thou art like a drift of 
snow, yet thou art warm. 

Thou art a warm snow drift overhang 
ing the mountain.” 
She drew her little hands down the 

silken beard in reverent admiration, 
then bent her head to his knee like a 
weary child. 

“Ishmael, do you know this is rest.” 
“Well, rest thee my little one. Zanea, 

come too, and kneel to me as does Zell.” 
‘ Zanea knelt and bowed her head to 

rest on the other knee. Ishmael lay one 
hand on either head. For a short space 
of time the earnest old face lit with 
the joy of fatherhood. Yes, Zell, this4s 
rest, peaceful rest. This is for the 
young and the old—middle life is for 
work; mine is finished. I will soon 
know-—soon see the mystical beyond.” 
“Have vou inlaid your life, Ishmael, 

with purest gems or crumbling sand 
stone?" 

“Zell, let him rest.’ 
“Let me rest, Zanea? No, no, I must 

work vet a little; let me go. Wait me 
here, I will return when all is com 
plete.” 
They were very much depressed after 

the old man left. Zell clung to Zanea 
and Zanea soothed the timorous Zell 
with gentle touches, till the depression 
vanished. Then the two paced slowly 
along the platform several times. The 
moon burst in full radiance over Tarn 
and hill, and Zell and Zanea stood io 
look at the circle of reflected sun. How 
perfect the beauty of those two, and as 
perfect their minds. It was what ought 
to be, when Terry could not ‘ei’ 

which was most to be desired. He sat 

with his elbow resting on the table and 
hs long fingers shading his eyes, study- 
ing the two. This was a favorite posi 

tion and occupation of Terry's. All 
were quiet for some time, then Zanea 
threw her arm around Zell 

“Thou are winsnme, my Zell 
hast won his ] 

Thou 

Low, so low spoke it might have 

been a re-echo¢ sigh. She caught a 

hair and twined it 
and arm. a trick she 

To-night she stroked 

then coiled 

strand of Zell's 

around her hand 
often indulged in 
and lay each hair in place 
and smoothed it, until it shone in the 

moonlight, and reminded Terry of a 

copper snake. Playfully Zanea tossed 
a fold around Zell's neck. Again the 
echoed murmur 

Thou art winsome 
hast won his love.’ 

She drew Zell to 

tenderly, so very tenderly 

my Zell. Thon 

her and kissed her 

then lightly 

she tossed another fold around Zell's 

neck. Zell smiled at the motion. and 

Terry shuddered. It was like the sure 
twining of a snake 

own glorious hair 

again 

but it was only her 
Softly Zanea spoke 

I love thee, Zell. 1 love thee, little 

sister. Sister—what a sweet word 

Then into the grand face of Zanea a 
wierd, unholy light flashed. The eyes 

ghistened as did the eves of the venom 

ous rattler she had crushed to death 

then grasping the coil of hair she drew 

The folds shipped 
4 nm 

with all her strength 

tight around the white throat of Zell, so 

tight as to prevent any cry for hel 
She threw up her hands 1n the strugegie 

for life wath such foree that both stag 

gered backward toward the precipice 

Their feet caught mm ther clinging 

silken gowns, and again they staggered 

further, right to the verge, there they 

EW VE Terrv watched the scene as if 

fase ‘ until the tw paused on that 

awful brink of deat} With a bound 

he gamed them and all the power of 

concentrated | € Droge 1orth 1 ais ery 

Zi He leaned forward and eu 

ICs Der wit nis aris WIth Is Twi 

hands } ca the rope of gleaming 

1 i ed himself to sustain the 

wi 11 of Zanea wonld make 

and preve Zell from being strangled 

Oniv a mowent of thus horriode waiting 

a heavy jerk, then Terry lurched back 

ward, bearing his Zell to safety. He 

nnwonnd her hair from around her neck 

amd watched her lay still and white in 

his arms A distant, muffled splash 

told that Zanes, too, lay still and white, 
bat in death 

‘Lunes, hast thou left me, uy light* 
Where art thou gope. my child? To 

THAT AWFUL BRINK OF DEATH. 

SEEK THY motner thou hast lett thy 

father. Nobly, without a cry of fear 
thou didst receive grim death. To be 
with thee, my illustrious one again, I 
would forfeit the havesting of my life's 
great work. Thou wert the greater 
Ishmael. Ishmael was but the scive 
that winnowed thy great thoughts. 
Zanea, Zanea, where hast thon gone? 
What is beyond? They will not come. 
Thev will not come. They—they come 
not.” 
More feeble grew the voice and body. 

Down on the rock he sank. His spirit 
had sought Zanea's away in the mysti- 
cal hereafter. Terry bore Zell into the 
cave and placed her on one of the 
couches, then hastened to Ishmael. He 
lifted the time-worn man and placed 
him, too, on one of the beds he had pre- 
pared for his victims. He then ran 
swiftly down the hill, untied his boat, 
pushed it from the shore, and paddled | 
down the Tam to seek Shem's assist- 
ance. Shem sat by the water's edge 
waiting Terry's return. 
“Shem, hurry into the boat. Ishmael 

and Zanea are dead. and Zell needs you 
sorely. Make haste, Shem!" 
Shem struggled to his feet. 
“Ishmael aead, and Zanea? 

sible. Terry Denver! Impossible!” 
“Oh, haste, Shem. If Zell should 

gain consciousness alone there with the 
dead!” 
“oT 
Back they sped. They strained every 

muscle to increase the speed. Terry 
waited not to tie the boat, but up the 
hill they ran without a break. Zell lay 
as Terry had left her. Shem bent over 
her, numb with fear least she too had 

Impos- 

gone. Her eyes opened, and she whis- 
pered: 

* father Ambrose, I have studied 

hard. Zanea says I know my first les- 
son. I will soon read.” 

Then a more distinct recollection of 

events surged through her dazed brain, 
a tremor ran from nerve to nerve, and 

she raised her hand to her throat. 
“ Where is Zanea, Terry? Shem, we 

were 80 near the edge.” 

“You are safe now Zell, all safe.” 
“ Where is Zanea? Tell me.” 
“She is in the water. She fell from 

the platform.” 
“Oh, Terry.’ 
“We will have to go and seek her 

bodv. Shem, what will we do with 

I will go with you. 
her 1 am the one who 

there.” 
Very well 

attendant®”’ 

When you find 
ought to be 

Shem. has Ishmael mo 

“1 will call one 
He passed behind the drape at the 

back of the cave. Soon he came back 

alone : 

“ He has left the three in that heavy 

mesmeric stupor or sleep. They will 
not, they cannot waken. He will have 
to lie thus until Zanea is found.” 
“Why, Shem, what is the matter with 

old Ishmael?” 

“He is dead.” 
And that is death, 

atom less to be desired than life 

Terry. Not an 
That 

was what you said death was. How 
guiet he is, Terry? Will he never move 

again?’ 
“ae” 
(Go on down, Zell, and you, Terry 

Denver, I will meet you at the foot of 
the hill.” 
When they came to the door in the 

rock Shem stood waiting them. A coil 

of rope in one hand and a grappling hook 
In the other 

Zell, you must wait on the shore 
the canoe will hold but two.’ 

Thev paddled to where they thought 
Zanvea s body would have gone down and 

cast the 1ron Back and forth they went 

in the light for an hour, then the 

hook caught on some yielding object 
They drew in the rope and the spiritiess 

body of Zauea, in its wet, clinging silk 
rose and fell on the slightly disturbed 

water Shen caught and held it, while 

Ferry took them ashore. They lifted 

Zauea from the water and lay her on 
the rock Her hair clung to her, dark- 

ened t the walter, IuaxKiug a strong con- 

to the still white face or il looked 

down at Zanea She did not weep 

had not learned there was aught to 

weep for 
erry, Zanea 1s dead, 100.’ 

Yes, Zell 

She is iu the abode with Ishmael is 
she not? Bhe looks the sane as he does 

that sane deep peace 

Shem had brought from the door in 

the rock a stretcher. On this they plac 

Tea the pouy ana pore 1T To the cave. 
Shem, aged past his years, then took 
Zell's hand, saying hoarsly: 

“Zell, thou art not afraid of these, 
the dead, art thou, for to thee, my little 
one, falls the duty of making her ready 
for burial? 'Tis a sadly dismal work 
for thee, but thou art the only one 
fitted for this, the last demand of 
Zanea.” 

“ Afraid of Zanea? No, neither of 
old Ishmael. What am I to do, Shem?” 

“ Dress her afresh in the clothes that 
I will fetch thee. Dry those dripping 
masses of hair. Arrange her as thou 
would’st thyself to meet with one loved. 
That is all.” 
From somewhere he brought fresh 

clothes and all needful things, then 
withdrew, leaving the girl alone with 
the dead Ishmael and Zanea. Shem 
and Terry seated themselves on the 
platform amid the midnight moonlight. 

CHAPTER X. 

ERRY DENVER, the time 
has come for you to hear 
old Ishmael’s history.” 

“Ninety-nine years ago 
was born of an eastern 
mother a son to a British 
father. From the Buddh- 

istic mother this son drew a love of the 
dreamy religion of Buddha and a thirst 
for occult lore. From the British father 
he inherited tenacity awd physical struc- 
ture, but nothing else. At twenty he 
was learned past the ordinary. To the 
study of all things esoteric and occult 
he devoted himself, living but to study. 
Mother and father died. The mother 
left him wealth untold. He became 
famous in the east as a scholar of un- 
bounded scope. When seventy-nine 
years of age he met, while exploring 
for science sake, a lovely Italian 
girl of twenty. What freak of fate 
made the lovely child of Italy forget her 
youth, and wed the aged recluse, is hid- 
den knowledge that even Ishmael could 
not fathom. At the same time why 
one so wise as he could take a child like 
that out of a land of langhing eyes and 

ardent wooers is just as strange. How- 
| ever it was, wed they were. He re- 
| sumed his studies, carrying his bride 
into a mountain cave to spend a most 
lugubrious honeymoon. This was un- 
der the Arctic sky. Time passed, then 
the lonely wife pleaded to be taken to 
Italy. He grew irritated because his 
studies were interfered with by such re- 
quests. Another span of time passed, 
of weary loneliness, in solitude, and 

| again the wife begged to be taken home, 
that her babe might be born under the 
blue sky of her beloved Italy. A cruel 
thought took root in his masterful brain, 
and grew and bore fruit. He gathered | 
his wealth, and with bales of richest 
silks, 

journeyed, she thought toward Italy. 
It was to America he came. Onward 
and onward, then by chance he found the 
Tarn. One month before the expected 
birth, he picked me "up a half starved 

. halfbreed, on Deer Bay, and brought 
me here as servant. He has been a consid- 

gold, silver and his library, he | 

erate master. The grewsome disappoint- | 
ment went hard with the wife. 
wards he told her she was to remain for- 
ever amid these barren rocks. She never 

spoke of Italy again, until the day the 
babies, Zell. and Zanea came. She 

After- 

called the aged sire to her and asked him | 
for the sake of her babies, the blessing | 
of the warm climate of Italy. The rest 
vou know. Iloved the father. I loved 
the mother and her babies. 1 have 
served them well.” Ishmael concluded | 

to bring Zell up in utter ignorance of 
all that goes on out there, just for ex- 

periment. She would be under my 
care. Zanea he cared for himself, and 
educated her. They had, 
be kept apart, else Zanea would have 
been an education for Zell. Ishmael, as 

Father Ambrose, taught Zell to speak 
correctly: he also taught me. Zell 
never knew that old Ishmael and Father 
Ambrose were the same. 
you wish to know?” 
“Who are the victims 7” 

“] do not know. Some of them 
drifted here as vou did, Ishmael brought 
the rest. Judith is an old servant who 
came from the east with him.” 

““ Shem, look, what is that ?” 

Out of the pass drifted a canoe, into 
the Tarn. In the boat sat two men. 

“It is the two Ishmael waited so rest- 
lessly for. They have returmed. The 
crowning of his life's work came too 
late. Sin never reaps. What is the 
matter with them ¢ They sit and do 
not try to gain the store. Come, Shem, 
and help them.” 
Down the hill and into the boat. A 

few strong strokes brought them to the | 

men. Flat on the bottom of the boat 
sat the two, perfect wrecks mentally 
and physically. Their bones were al- 
most fleshless and they babbled as do 
babes seven months old. Such a sight 
for science sake! Had they returned 
violent maniacs it would not have been 
80 heartrending as this imbecile child- 
ishuess of these grown men. 
“They will have to be cared for, 

Shem ; where will we take them? Zell 
must not see this.” 
“No, we will take them to one of the 

lower caverns. This whole place is a 
chain of caves, all well furnished. We 
have plenty room for those unfortunate 

creatures.” In at the door they guided 
the falvering steps. Through cave after 

cave, piled high with everything one 
wish for, they led the men. They 

caine to a cave large and furnished with 
low beds. Here the poor victimns were 
put to bed They fastened the doors 

then back again to the platform, where 
they found Zell calling for them. She 
caine 10 meet Shem and Terry. 
“Come, 1 have dressed her as you 

‘said, Shem. What now?” 

‘I will take thee to 

where thou canst rest. 

‘Will she be alone all night, Shem? 
“Terry Denver will help me prepare 

old Ishmael ; it will then be near down. 
At midnight following this we will bury 
them in the water. 
Come.” 

He led her from the main cave, leav- 

could 

Zanea's cave 

Thou art 

»” 

ing Terrv alone with the dead. Terry 

 — 

of course, to | 

It was his wish. | 

Rev. William Hollinshed 

Of Sparta, N. J,, voluntarily says: 

“To Whom it May Concern: 
“Unasked I deem it my duty to a suffering 

humanity whose bodies and souls I would 

Hoos Sars, “Whe ving tn Onio hilaren was oe of my on 

Afflicted With ‘Boils 
having 30 on her limbs, and being unable to 
walk. I had héard of Hood's Sarsaparilla, 
and bought a bottle, half of which cured en- 
tirely. Two years after, another child was 
afflicted as badly. I used the other half 
bottle of Hood's Sarsaparilla with like re- 
sults. About four years after, the child first 
afllicted was again tormented like Job, and I 
bought a bottle (on Sunday at that) and 
again a cure, I gave some of the medicine to 
a poor woman and two children; they were 
helped as were mine. a a testimo- 
nial sent to C. I. Hood & 
from all the country, Aeking 1 itwas a pd mod 
fide’ testimo od Knowledge i 1 all 
that it was, an 

{F 13 

Scores and Scores 
Of persons helped or ured by Hood's Barsa- 
parila, MiM cases of rheumatism have 
yielded to it. Biliousness and bad liver have 
been corrected in my own family. This is 
the only patent medicine I have felt like 
praising. I speak not for C. I. Hood, but for 
io te Yo 8 svg Kon Ho Di 

C 

b+ oF DIAS the shumeeh 80 perfectly as ! 

Hood's Sarsaparilla 
Any person wishing to knew more, enclosing 
a stamp will be informed. Yours for the 
health, happiness and virtue of humanity.” 

WiLLiAM HOLLINSHED, pastor of Presby- 
terian church, Sparta, N. J. 

“Hood's Pills cure habitual constipation. 
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8. HAYWARD, W.C. PITFIELD, ) 
Special Partner. General Partner. 

W. C. PITFIELD & CO. 
IMPORTERS AND JOBBERS OF 

BRITISH. FOREIGN and 
DOMESTIC 

Dry Goods, 

8T. JOUN, NB CANTERBU RY STREET, 

FIRST-CLASS 
Livery Stable ! 

I aw prepared to furnish 

FIRST-CLASS TEAMS 
Lo accommodate the travelling F ies at 

the short notice to any part 
country. 

ISAAC 1 TRENHOLM 
Buctouche, June 16 RENHOLM 

| 
“ | 

come to us. 

EXTRA QUALITY 

SMELT 
NETS | 

AT VERY LOW PRICES. 
W. H. THORNE & CO. 

MARKET SQUARE, St. John, N. B. 

J. EX Connolley, 
Artistic Photographer, 

Copying and Engraving from minatures 
to life size in Oil or Water Colors. 

CRAYON OR PASTEL A SPECIALTY. 
The only gallery in the eity making the 

famous 

ARTISTO or ENAMEL PHOTOS. 

Prices to suit the times, 

75 Charlotte Street, Corner King, 

BARGAINS. 
BOYS CAPE OVERCOATS, from $2.50 up. 

BOYS TWO PIECE SUITS. from $1.50 up. . 

BOYS THREE PIECE SUITS, from $8.25 up. 

In ordering state the ages of the boys, and we will be sure to 

SUIT you. 

St. John, N. B., Jnr, JOHN CALDER, sume. 

—DEALERS IN— 

DRY GOODS, GROCERIES, HARDWARE, 
CROCKERYWARE and GLASSWARE. 

OH 

FLOUR & MEAL, BOOTS & SHOES, READY-MADE CLOTHING 

wa ALL GOODS SOLD AT VERY LOWEST PRICES FOR CASH. &» 

2% PRODUCE TAKEN IN EXCHANGE FOR GOODS. 

KINCSTON, KENT COUNTY, N. B. 

Millers’ Tanning Extract Co. 
(LIMITED). 

—WORKS AT— 

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

A very complete stock of Ceneral Coods, cheap for Cash or Trade, as 

OUR MORTIMORE STORE. 

NEW GOODS! 
Nearly every day brings in new additions to stock. 
We buy nothing but the Plums in the trade. 
Our expenses are light, and therefore we can and will giv | our 

We mean to sell goods and mean that our prices will do it. 
Those who want best value for their money should not fail to 

We will make it to their interest to do so. 
We are having much of a run now on for Chambrays for ladies” 

house Wrappers. They are only 8c a yard, worth twice the money. 

| patrons the Advantages of our purchases every time. 

J. FLANAGAN 
90 MAIN STREET, MONCTON, N. B, 

WANT A GOOD CIRNENT 
DO uU AT A SMALL PRICE ? 

The subscriber has just received a full assortment of 

| meoteh and Canadian Tweeds, Ladies’ Figured and 
Plain Mantil Cloths, Men's Felt Hats, &¢,, which wild 
be sold 20 per cent lower than the regular retail 

- | prices. 

I. J. REDDIN | 
BUCTOUCHE, 

| ~ SUBSCRIBE bso ERR 

“The Review.” 
Only $1.00,


