-—

5 .

L% A

| our band who will disobey mie, aund I
g | swear that if you do not promise me here
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ABI 8. JACKMAN.

CHAPTER 1
PRINCESS LAURFITA’S THREAT.

|
“ Little Firefly, little Firefly, T warn |

you that [ am not to be trifled with !”’

The speaker, a swarthy gypsy maiden, |

clad 1 robes of almwost barbaric splendor,
edge of a small
the mountains of

was standing upon the
lake nestled among
Colorado, its silver bosom gleaming like a
jewel in the dying sunset. It was an un-
usual sight to behold a band of the dark-
browed rovers in the far.-away West, and
the wild flowers growing close to the rug-
ged rocks, seemed to gaze up in meek-
eyed surprise at the passionate words of
the angry princess,

A burst of laughter, sweet, yet mocking,
rang out upon the quiet air, and then a
musical voice cried fearlessly :

“1 do not fear your anger, Princess
Lauretta? Why should I? Am I notas
free as the winds that sweep over yon
mountain ! Why then should I care
whether I incur your displeasure or not ?
Answer me that question if you will be so
very kind 7 Why, even the bold eagle
who knows neither master nor fear, is not
one-half so freeas [ am? Ha, ba!” and
the girl threw back her dainty bronze-
crested head, and faced her companion
defiantly, her great wine-brown eyes all
aglow with a new, strange light.

What a beautiful little creature she was!
From the crown of that glittering, spark-
ling head which gained for her the name
of “Little Firefly,” to the tips of her
pretty toes she was a vision of perfect
loveliness. The slender, lithe form, the
sweet red lips, through whose rosy portals
the gleam of pearly teeth flashed when-
ever she smiled, would cause any man’s
heart to thrill with longing and desire to
kiss that rosebud mouth where bloom and
freshness had never yet been marred by a
lover’s kiss. Though her fairy-like form
was robed in the gaudy dress of a gypsy,
surely no gypsy's bleod ran i those blue
veins that showed so plainly beneath the
satiny skin,

“Why should you fear me?” the
gypsy maid repeated, her swarthy face
flushing a dark, dangerous scarlet at the
gil‘l's words.
should fear me, and I will now tell you
why ! If you dare come between the man
I love and my heart I will kil you m

She hissed the last few words Hn'ullgh
her set teeth, her sullen, black eves leil']_\'
blazing with 1age and jealousy. Sheshut
her hands tightly together, wishing in her
treacherous heart that she could close her
eruel fingers around that fair, white throat
and silence the sweet, mocking voice for
evermore.

Again the silvery, rippling Jaughter raug
out and filled the air with music, and with

said :

“ Your lover ! Why, dark-faced Princess
Lauretta, he is not your lover, nor was he
ever youar lover! His love is given Lo me
and me alone !
the tribe to-day, as you hope to be, and

Even were you queen of

will be s00m Now, he would never

make you his wife, for he loves me, and

very

no power upon earth can take his heart |

away from me.”

A low, broken cry of rage burst from | way carefully down the mountain path-

the gypsy’s lips, and springing forward |

she grasped little Firefly by the arm, cry-
ing in a voice choked with anger :

“You pale faced beggar you! Who
are you that you dare defv me like that?
You are ‘hum(‘lx:», nameless and without
one friend in the world !

who now lies dying, took you when you |

were a helpless babe, and nuised you and
cared for you as tenderly as though you
were her own child !

as a sister to me, and this is how you re-

pay her ! You reward the love and

i . £
devotion of years by stealing my lover’s |

heart away from me! Tell me, wher
would you be I«--&iu} were it not for the
dying gypsy queen !  And have you one
single fiiend in all this great world asids
from her 77

Little Firefly’s face was pale, even tu
her very lips, but she was calm and com
posed, although every word cut like the
sharp thrust of a knife.
head before the angrv Lauretta, she ap-
swered in her slow, wusical voice :

“ You are quite right. The gy psy yueen
who bad been like a mother to me was my
only friead and protector.
kind one! And you seem to have for-
gotten that I have one friend who will
turn his Lack upou the whole world for

me, aud that oue is wy lover, whose pro- |

mised wife I am !

An awful cry burst from the gypsy’s|

lips—a cry that little Frefly never forgot
while she liv ed—and darting a look of the
bitterest hatred upon the girl as she stood
with both arms folded proudly across her
heaving bosoni, she raised her hands up
to the blue heavons above, and there swore
a fearful oath of vengeance.

“ Listen to me, little Firefly,” she cried.
“ Listen to me, and ther dare brave my
auger! Lumg before the sun rises above
you mountains I shall be gueen of the |
tribe, for the gypsy queen, my wmother,

awho lies dying, will be sleeping Ler long, i

My mother, |

- |
You were the same |

X : |
Bowing low her |

And you |
were, perhaps, a sister, but—a very un- |

q

Jast sleep before the moon casts her pallid
light over the lake to-night! Then my
word is law, and there is not one in all

and now that you will never look upon
| Leon Costello’s face again, I will have

you put to death, for I am a desperate

woman when I am omnce aroused ; and
| . :
' then he will be mine !”’
Firefly's answer was a taunting laugh.
“ Would it not be better, Princess
' Lauretta, to wait until the breath departs
t from your mother’s body before you call
| yourself queen of the gypsies 1" she asked,
| her superb lips curled in scorn.  © And do
| you not think it is your place, her only
' ¢hild, to remain beside her death-bed when
you know her hours are numbered, in-
| stead of following me out here to threaten
| me, because Leon Costello sees fit to be-
' stow his affection upon me? 1 am not
her own flesh and blood, but I am going
to her, and will remain with her until all
is over. Will you kindly step aside and
allow me to pass 7 This path is very nar-
row and one misstep might hurl either
one of us down to our death upon the
rocks below.”

“ Have a care, fool, that I am not

very moment !"’ the gypsy princess hissed,
clutching Firefly’s wrist in a grasp of iron.
“ Promise me that you will never see

”»

not
B “Well?” Firefly questioned, a calm
smile wreathing her lips as she gazed into
the distorted face of the other. * Well,

promise 1"
“1 will kill you with my own hand !”
she cried in a voice horse with rage, mad-

smile,

any promise !” Firefly answered proudly,

pathway.
“Cuarse her!” the gypsy

becomes his wife,
out of my pathway is all I ask!

where he cannot see her !

“You ask me why you E I swear it, and I will slay her with my

hand !”

face.
“[s there a God 7’ she asked fiercely

| in a spasm of anger she cried :
“ No, no, there isnot !
only in the Father of Darkness !

self !”

in a thicket.

| Mecanwhile little Firefly wended her
| way, her lips parted in a dreamy smile,
| her dimpled chin resting upon her breast,
; lost in thought of her lover.

|  “] am his promised wife,” she said
| softly to herself. “Since yesterday I
| bave been his own, and he has not kissed
my lips asyet. Heloves me, that I know.
And I—ah, do I leve him ?”

She paused, and let her eyes wander far
| out over the broad bosom of the valley
that stretched out serene and peaceful at
| the foot of the frowning mountain, And
| as she gazed with soft, misty eyes at the
wonders of Nature something awoke and
| stirred to life within her, and whispered

| that she was fitted for a life higher, nobler

| and grander than that of a gypsy’s bride, |

| and for the moment she almost regretted
| the promise that bound her to handsome,
| dark-browed Leon Costello. But it pas-
| sed away in another moment, and with a
| half sad smile she whispered :
“Alas! Why should I wish to be
| among people who are so much : bove me
|in everything? I have passed my life
' amony the gypsies, and why sbould I not
| wed one of their band ! I know no other
life. Ah, well ! it is fate, and 1 must be
content.”
| She sighed wearily, her bright face grow-
ing grave and serious, her sweet lips having
a sad droop. Her thoughts certainly were
not happy ones.
“] wonder who 1 am 7’ she mused.

“ Have 1 a father, a mother, living, who
mourn the loss of their child, or am I a
| poor outcast who would be only a mark
of shame? I wish I kuew, for I feel so
lonely.”

| She clasped both little bands across her
' young bosom, and lifting her eyes upward
whispered :

“0Oh, to know a mother’s love! Was I

ever clasped fondly to a true, loving
breast, the pride, the joy, the darling of 8
mother’s heart | Was I ever rocked to
sleep, soothed by a gemtie voice, and

tempted to hurl you down upon them this

Leon Costello again and you shall go. If

what will you do if I do not make such a

dened by Firefly’s coolness and mocking
“T do not fear you, nor will I make

drawing herself up and shaking off the
detaining hand as if it was merely a
feather. “My love will protect me,” and
she was gone, her gold-bronzed hair glit-
tering beneath the rays of dying sunlight
as she walked down the winding mountain

cried, her
dusky face convulsed with wicked passion.
“ Curse her, she shall die before she ever
Oh, my God, take her
I can
win him back again once she is away
She must die !

She raised her eyes up to the fair, azure
sky where floating clouds seemed to smile
down upon the rugged mountain, and a
scowl, dark as midnight, swept across her

her black eyes heavy and sullen, and then

[ can have faith
But he
will aid me ; I know he will, even if my
soul must be sacrificed to pay the price!
her moist lips curved in a smile the girl | Hear me, and know that I will keep my
| oath : Leon Costello shall be mine, even if
I have to stain m.y hands with the heart’s
blood of a thousand who stand between
us! And before he shall ever call another
woman wife I will kill both him and my-

The echo of her words yet filled the air,
and after a moment’s silence she vanished

|ing did they rest upon my mother’s face ?
Or have I been a poor, homeless waif from
the hour that I was born? Ah, what a
mystery surrounds my life! Shall I ever
know 77

She resumed her way down the moun-
tain-side, and just as she was passing
through a green, leafy grove, she heard
footsteps behind her,and turning her head
she saw a tall, distinguished looking man,
clad in a hunting costume, a gun slung
across his shoulder, coming toward her.

He stopped suddenly, and looked
searching at her, and she cast one single,
frightened glance at the stern, grave face
and then fled like a deer through the
trees.

Panting and breathless she threw herself
down under the shade of a large, spread-
ing tree, and pressing both hands to her
throbbing heart whispered :

“ Why does my heart seem to stop beat-
ing at the mere sight of a stranger, and
then almost burst with longings? I know
him not ; I have never looked upon his
face before, and yet—and yet—-""

She buried her face in her hands, and
was silent. Every nerve in her body was
quivering.with excitement.

“Dare I hope !” she murmured, lifting
her face and letting the cool breeze fan her
hot brow. “Ah, dare I hope ?”

Suddenly she burst into a wild storm of
sobs that shook her slender form as
a rough wind would move a delicate
flower. So absorbed was she in her lone-
liness and sorrow that she did not hear
familiar footsteps approaching, until a
pair of strong arms lifted her to her feet
and held her close to a broad breast, while
a musical voice said :

“Little darling, don’t weep so bitterly,
or you will break my heart. Look up
and tell me what it is that makes my little
Firefly so distressed, and I will strive to
comfort her,”

CHAPTER II.
THE MIDNIGHT MARRIAGE.

It was the voice of her gypsy lover,
Leon Costello, and obeying him she raised
her tearful eyes and looked in his face.

It was a handsome face into which she
gazed, but for all its beauty it was the
dark, fickle face of a gypsy, and the
bright, black eves were neither honest nor
truthful. And still a happy little thrill
shot through the girl’s heart, for she was
his promised wife, aud aside from him she
was lonely and alone.

“ What is grieving my little Firefly 7"
he asked tenderly, lifting the sweet face
with one hand. “ Tell me, little one, and
I perhaps can comfort you.”

“ 1 was a little lonely, that was all,”’ she
answered with an attempt at asmile. “It
was very foolish of me, but you know our
queen is dying, and she has been very kind
to me ever since they found me, a little
helpless babe, and brought me to her.
She has always been kind and gentle, and
it grieves me sorely to think she will soon
be no more.”

“ Yes, she will soon be beyond all sorrow
or suffering,” he answered, reverently
lifting his hat, for the dying gypsy queen
was very dear to all the band. “She will
leave us ere the sun rises and sets again,”

He was looking into little Firefly’s
downecast face, and his heart grew strange-
ly tender toward her.  Pressing her sud-
denly to his heart he whispered :

“Do you love me, little sweetheart ?
Lift up your pretty face and say yes.”

“Yes, [ love you,” she answered, not
knowing how soon she would regret ever
having spoken these same words. Abh,
had she only waited, how different her
life would have been.

And then for the first time he pressed a
kiss upon ner sweet, red lips, and fired by
the mere touch of that lovely mouth
against his own, he whisped passionately :

“ My little love, my queen, you do not
know how I love you! That one kiss has
made me love you a thousand times more
than ever. Oh, you will never know how
much you are to me !”’

She made no reply, for she did not feel
that same passionate 'ove for him. She
was fond of him and looked to him for
proteetion, but love him—ah, she did not
know the meaning of the word love!
' But some day your heart will surely
awaken, little Firefly, and the thrill and
throb of true love will make life a heaven
upon earth.

A slight rustle in the leaves near by
caused the girl to start, and she glanced
in the direction from whence the sound
came, and there beheld the dark face and
glecaming eyes of Lauretta, the gypsy who
was 80 soon to be queen !

A shiver crept over little Firefly, for
those burning black eyes boded her neo
' good, and she crept closer to her lover.

He would shield her from all harm. Of
| that she was sure, and winding both round
| arms about his neck in sudden tenderness,
] she laid her carly head upon his breast.

' In an instant he was on his knees before
| her, and looking up in her face with
' adoring eyes, he whispered passionate-
|1y :

| “Little Firefly, little princess, how I
l} love you! Ab, I cannot express in words
' the great and mighty passion that fills
| my heart and soul ? From the time thet
your dear face appeared before my eyes
I bave loved you with a love that is as
firm and unchangeable as yon tall mount-
ain. I would go through seas of fire to
save you & single moment of sogrow, I
would have my limbs torn one by ome

)

!

|

when my baby eyes opened iu the moru- | from my body if I could vanish onvorj

J Aikens
Of St.Mary’'s,Ont.

A Great Sufferer from

Dyspepsia

Hood’s Sarsaparilla
The best stomach tonics known to

medical science are so ha com-
bined in Hood’s Sarsa that it
cures Indigestion, and Dyspepsia in its

severest forms, when other medicines
fail. In many cases Hood’s Sarsapa-
rilla seems to possess a magical touch,
so quick and so gratifying the relief.
Read the following from an aged and
respected citizen of St. Mary’s, Ont.:

I am very glad to give this testimonial as
to what Hood’s Sarsaparilla has done for me.
I suffered very much with dyspepsia. I have
been taking medicine

For. 25 Years
and I never had anything do me as much
good as Hood’s Sarsaparilla. Every symp-
tom of the dyspepsia has entirely disap-
peared and I feel that I cannot praise the
medicine too highly. I

Eat Better, Sleep Better
and feel stronger than I have for many
years. I have taken six bottles of Hood's
Sarsaparilla bought of Mr. Sanderson, the
druggist.” JOHN AIKENS.

CORDIAL ENDORSEMENT.

From Mr. Sanderson, the Druggist.

« T know Mr. Aikens to be a strictly honest,
straightforward man, and take much pleasure
in testifying to the truth of the testimonial
he gives above.” F.G. SANDERSON, Drug-
gist, Queen Street, St. Mary’s, Ontario.

HOOD'S PILLS, the best after-dinner Pills,
assist digestion, prevent constipation.

GOOD
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AT
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OFFICE

W.C. PITFIELD, 8. HAYWARD,
General Partner. Special Partner.

W. C. PITFIELD & CO.

IMPORTERS AND JOBBERS OF

BRITISH, FOREIGN and
DOMESTIC

Dry Goods,
TEAS, &c,

 FIRST-CLASS
Livery £table!

I am prepared to furnish

FIRST-CLASS TEAMS

to accommodate the travelling lic, at
short notice to any part of the
country.

R

COMMERCIAL

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

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

J. H. 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 city making the
famous

ARTISTO or ENAMEL PHOTOS.
Prices to suit the times.

75 Charlotte Street, Corner ng,
SAINT JOHN, N. B.

WONDEREFUIL
BARCGAILNGS.

BOYS CAPE OVERCOATS, from $2.50 up.
BOYS' TWO PIECE SUITS. from $1.50 up.
BOYS' THREE PIECE SUITS, from $3.25 up.

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

St. John, N. B,,

5% k. JOHN CALDER, s ciioss s
CURRAN & WALKER,

—DEALERS.IN—

DRY GOODS, GROCERIES, HARDWARE,
CROCKERYWARE and GLASSWARE.

0>

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

v

wa. ALL GOODS SOLD AT VERY LOWEST PRICES FOR CASH. ®s
A% PRODUCE TAKEN IN KXCHANGE 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, at
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 Eive our
patrons the advantages of our purchases every time. ‘-

‘We mean to sell goods ang mean that our prices will do it.

Those who want best value for their money should not fail to
come to us. 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 8¢ a yard, worth twice the money.

J. FLANAG

90 MAIN STREET, MONCTON, N. B.

DO TJ WANT A GOOD GARMENT

AT A SMALL PRICE?

The subscriber has just reccived a full assortment of

Scotch and Canadian Tweeds, Ladies’ Fi d
Plain Mantil Cloths, Men’s Felt Hats, &e., ::::h :7!’
be sold 20 per cent lower than the regular retail

prices.
. L. J. REDDIN,
BUCTOUCHE.
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