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CHAPTER X.— Continved,

“Thank voun, Lord Thorndyke” Sir |
Lionel answered, and with a bow the elder

ABIL,

man passed on, leaving them alone with |

their love,

“(Jod grant that his life will not be
wiecked avd roined as mine has been,”
he said sadly, as he walked nnder the lime.
trees’ shade, “ for he i« a noble feliow and
{8 worthy of my danghter.”

“ Now, my gqueen of the roses, we will |
» | you alone,

bave an hour of heaven all by ourcelves,
8ir Lionel =aid, once more kneeling at his
darling’s feer, and he kissed with eager
lips the little bands he held within his
own,

Slie leaned down her face to him, her
lips moving ax if to utter some tender
words of Jove, when suddenly her face

grew a hen white, her eves took on a look
of fricht and despair, and a ery of mortal
terror burst from her trembling lips,

CHAPTER XT,

I THOUGHT FACE VFROM THE

GRAVE !

‘{n‘\]‘wi ol ”il‘ ‘\i\\ g0 Neal “i?- ]i]". ﬂnd
thirsted,
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for which his coul hungered and
Sir Lionel eonld only gan in surnriee and

dismay into the lovely face of hizs he
trothed that would never be whiter even
when she lav in her coffin !

What had come over her fair, voung

life g0 suddenly, he asked himself 7 She,

like Lright

whose eves were N stars only a
moment ago : whose smile rivaled the
brilliant licht of the sun’; whose tremu.
lous, loving mouth had been pressed to
his. waiting for the kiss that was never

given !
light of hap-
pitess from her eves and cehilled the littl
hand he elasped the
icy hand of the dead, lying like a stone in
Why did she not hend

smile awayv from her lips, the
until it seemed to be

his warm fingers 7

her beautiful head, and tell him what
troubled her o sorely

“What is it, my darling I’ he asked
tenderly his true hiue eves seeking the
exawicite face. ardent love shining forth
from their misty depths,

And then for the first time sinee she
bhad utterad that ery of terror, she spoke,
and =0 hearse and changed was her voice
that he would never have known those
harsh tones for the silvery voice of his
darling.

“ 1t 3s nothing.” she whispered. with a
long sigh of rehef. “1 thought 1l saw a
face from the grave, and for the moment
it <startled me, bui. thank Heaven, it was

merely & fancy !

“Whose face was it,
he a~ked, Kis<ing
spoke “ Tell me

little

1vering

sweetheart !

the gu lips as he

. dearesi. whose face it

was that startied you 7
the

rescued me

“ 1t was the hateful face of one of
. frewm which papa

The

gyvpsy band

that awful moraning n mountains,”’

answered with a shudder “ Thae face
of th
shot

branc:

she

gypsy., Leou Costello, who was

Dana Oh, the fearful reamem-

ihal 1 DAt 1= stamed
with the life-blood me of his fellow
mel The thought bauuts me day
night. ™’
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What was it that had driven the

o she Jeiid |
chgapid Loy |
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And so her lips were sealed, and lifting
her head proudly, she said :

« think T must be nervous, that is all,
and T love you so dearly, so truly, Lionel,
that to even fancy what life would be
without you makes me desperate,  Oh,
Lionel ! my love, my love, did ever
woman love hefore as I love you, my
adored king 7"

&he wound her arms around his neck,
almost wiching, with a fierce sort of pas.
dionate love, that God would take them
both home to Hie rest in heaven as they
cat there clasped in each other's arme, for
something seemed to whiper to her that
the way would not be all flowers and bird
SONEE,

“Yes, I know you love me, my darl-

Cing " he answered fondly, “and you know

well that my heart belongs to you, and
But you are nevvons and un-
strung, toat is all.  Suppore we go into
the house 7 You lie down, and 1 will
read to vou until you fall asleep, But
there is one thing that you must forget,

sweetheart, and that is the death of that |

mizerable, who richly deserved his fate—
ay, even a worse fate would have been a
just punishment for the wretch,  Why,

what would the lives of & whole band of |

gypsies amount to when compared with
the of you, my darling, to
vour father? If they all conld be swept
away from the face of the earth it would
be well.”

Qadrielle shuddered, why she conld not
tell,
to her lover, for again that hateful, moek-

restoration

ing laugh rang out on the balmy air, and |

filled her heart with terror. She glanced
half fearfully at Sir Lionel, but he did not
seem to hear the sound.
He lifted her in his arms and bore her
the dusky,
the lights were turned low,
laid her upon a couch drawn close to the

into
where and
open window, where a pale moon cast its

silvery rays across the beautiful face of
his love

A sndden tenderness erept over him as
he gazed into that sweet, tronbled face,
and kneeling beside her, he whispered :

“You do not doubt my love
m know that inall
is no heart that
loves you one-half so well as 1 do. Al

my all’

for you,

do vou, little one? Y«
the big, wide world there
my sweetheart, my life.

She laid her cheek lovingly
face, the quick, hot tears sprung
heér eves, How oh, kind

he was to her! And she swore

you are
acainst his
and
dear, Heaven,
how dea)
silently as she lay there that death alome
was the only thing that should ever part
them.

And then he sat heside her, and hold-
ing one little hand tightly within his own,
read alond in his deep, rich voics, tselect-
jons from the poet Swinburne, whom we
all love.

Long, long days after, when her heart
was =0 sore and torn that she wondered
whyv she did not dic, as she lay night after
night weeping and s bling in her despais,
the of that night
hack 10 her, and almost smother her with

memory would come

bitter pain &1 d regret.
Outside in the moonlight she could hear

the song of the uightingale, and the mus

cal, hquid notes brought the tewrs to her
eves. The air'was heavy with the scent
0ol dew-wel ToSes and the breath of the
waving, whispering limes sounded like the
lullabw of a fond mother, bushing her
b simmber. The tiny, twinkling
stars above smiled In their azure west,
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again, the awful, fearful Ml Oh
mqﬂmmm« save me from

The book dropped from Bir Lionel’s
hand, and he caught the terror-stricken
little form, saying with alarm :

“My darling, you must be dreaming or
¢lse you are ill, for there is not a single
object in sight.  What did you see, dear 1"

“That same fearful countenance !” she
whispered, burying her face upon his
shoulder as though she feared she would
see the unweleome vision again, were she
to open her eyes. “Ah, Lionel, will it
haunt me forever 7"

“No, dear, n0,”” he answered tenderly,
as if he were soothing a restless child.
“It will not haunt you for another hour,
for he will bave the grounds searched
thoroughly at onee, and if we do find any-
thing, it will only be gome one who wants
to seare yon, Come with me, and we

and once more she started and clung |

flower.scented parlor, |

hgir.”

will see about having the servants search
the grounds,”” and he made an effort to
arise,

“No, no, no!” she cried, elinging to
Chim, “Oh, no, Lionel ! Let it pass, but
do not leave me for a single moment.
Stay with me, my darling, and T will not
fear the whole world, 1 am brave when
yvou are with me, but oh, such a coward
- when you are away !” and he could not
_unclagp those clinging arms from about
his neck.

“1 will not leave you, little one,” he
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Scrofula, Salt Rheum, M
oth’x foul humors in the blood
children or ndnlu. Hood's R

is an unequalled remedy.

“We are so thankful to Hood!s SBarsapa-
rilla for what it did for our little gir] that we
make this statement for the henefit of other
anxious parents and

Suffering Children

Onr girl was a beautiful baby, fair and plamp
and healthy. But when she was two years
old, sores broke out behind her ears and
spread vapidly over her head and forehead
down to her eyes, and into her neck, We
consnlted one of the best physicians in Brook-
Iyn, but nothing did her any good. The doe-
tors eafd it was eaused by a scrofula humor
in the blood. Her head became

One Complete Sore

offensive to the smell and dreadful to look at.
Her general health waned and she would lay
in a large chair all day without any life or en-
ergy. Theé sores caused gvent itching and
burning, so that at times we had to restrain
her hands to prevent seratehing., For 3 years

She Suffered Fearfully

with this terrible humor. Being urged to try
Hood’s Sarsaparilla we did so. We soon
noticed that she had more life and appetiie,
The medicine seemed to drive out more of

said, reverently kissing her.  “1 will re-
main close at your side,
sweetheat,”

With her

shoulder, and slept, and as he felt the pres-
sure of that beautiful little form against
him, he murmured :

will be when you are my wife.”
The soft sigh of the wind

window, come floating to his ears ?

CHAPTER XII,

WITH HORRIFIED EYES SHE BEHELD BE-
FORE HER, THE SCENE THAT HAD
HAUNTED HER DAYS AND NIGHTS
FOR MANY LONG WEEKS.

:

It was several weeks since the ghostly |

!

face from out the ymet had appeared be- |

fore Lady Gabrielie Thorndyke,
was already boginning to forget.
day that passed over her fair young head,
but bound her closer to her lover. Often
and often in the middle of the night she
would awaken, and creeping from her
' snow-white bed, kneel down, and thank
Heaven for giving unto her a love so
brave, so true, so noble,
Thex, too, she had found a new friend |
' —a lovely. gentle girl, whose title, Lady |
Ethel Sommerville, seemed all too stately |

Now, go to sleep, |

hand eclinging nervously to |
his, she nestled the curly head against his |

“My darling, my darling, how dear you |
are to me, and oh, what a happy day it | s .
~Sarsaparilla
seemed to |
echo his fond words, and was it only fancy |
ordid a sigh of pain outside the open

and she |
Every |

the humor for ashort time, but itsoon began to
suhside, the itching nud burning censed,
and in a faw months her head became entively
elear of the sore, She is now perfectly well,

has no evidence of the humor, and her sKin is

clear and healthy, She seems like an en-
tirely different ehild, in_ health and genend
appearance, from what she was before taking

Hood’s

1. W. FREDERICK, 811 Glenmore Ave., East
New York, Brooklyn, N, Y,

This Testimonial

Ts an illustration of what Hood's Sarsaparilia
is doing for the sick and suffering every day,
from Maine to California. In the light of
these facts who ean say that the workof an
immense concern like ours is not beneficent?

HOOD'S PiLLS cure liver ills, constipation,
bihouanm, jaundice, sick lm-dadxe mdigootson.

for such a fair, frail creature. She was |

alone in the world, her parents both were |

' dead, and her sty, loving heart went out

to beautiful Gabrielle from the hour they |
first met.  They loved each other with a |
strength and friendship that is rare among |
women, and next to her lover, whom she |
worshiped, rather than loved, Gabrielle
loved the gentle Lady Ethel. {

To-night Thorndyke Hall was ablaze !
hundreds of different lignts from :
basements to roof, and the first impression |
that one would receive upon entering the
grand hall with its broad, winding stai:-
way, would be that they were in a Jong
filbed with blossoming flower:,
golden-feathered songsters and silver rip-

with

Qu!‘dt‘l..

pling fountains of cologpe that rose and

- . ozt ;
tell through the sweel-scented air 1n ramn-

bow shafis of color and beauty.
It was the night of thegraud ball, given
..... onor of Ladv Grbrielle’s birthday, and
bad been the mmik of the country for
It was & scene that seemed to
eL taken from fairviand, and even
he cain: might-skv seemed
¢ WL upon al the grandewr with
¥ iac
1 Gabrieile was
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S.HAYWARD,

Spocal Pariner.

9. C. PITFIELD.
General Pariner.

W. C. PITFIELD & €D

INPORTERS AND JOBBERS OF

BRAITISH. FOBLIGN and
O M ST ¢

URY STREET,

FIBST-SLASS -

wwry__ Btable !

1am pte“nd wfmpj.b

!IBOYS’ TWO PIECE SUITS. from $1.50 up.
'BOY® THREE PIECE SUITS, from $3.25 up.

' SUIT you. :

Millers’ Tanning Extract Co.
| ' (ILIMITED..

E REVIEW

A very compiete stock of Cenerz! Goods, cheap for Cash or Tracde, at

bouse Wrappers.

J. L

$1. JOUN N, ¥

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

MARKET SQUARE. « « « « - St. John N. B.

NO FRAME GIVEN AWAY
with a 3029:1 Photo\s

But a liberal DISCOUNT OF 20
PER CENT. that will enable my
customers to purchase a FRAME
to swuit tllen-elven.

»

J. H. Connollev

PHOT ©

76 Charlotte Stré‘gt Corner Ki
SAINT JOHN, N. B.
WONDERF'U‘L
BARGAIN S.

'BOYS' CAPE OVERCOATS, from $2.50 up.

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

St. John, N. B,

aug o, 150, JOHN CALDER, 1 cnone st. ‘
CURRAN & WALKER,

—DEALERS IN—

DRY GOODS, GROCERIES, HARDWARE,
CROCKERYWARE and GLASSWARE.

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

e i 4

en ALL GOODS SOLD AT VERY LOWEST PRICES FOR CASH. &=
S PRODUCE TAKEN IN EXCHANGE FOR GOODS.

R S R S N R STy :
i —WORKS AT—

IMillerton and Mortimore, N. B.

Cable Addresses—* Hypotan,” London ; and * Miller,” Miramichi.

OUR WMOURTIMORE STORE.

NEW GOODS!

Nearly every day brings in mew additions to stock. “

We buy uutumg but thie Pluins in the trade. '

Our expenses are light, and therefore we can and will give our
patrons the au\(mmgvs of our purchases every time.

We mean to sell goods aud mean that our prices will do it,

Those who want best walue for their mouey should not fail to
come to us.  We will make it to-sheir interest to do 50,

We are Laving much of a run now on for Chanbrays for ladies’
They ave only 8¢ a yard, worth twice the mouey,




