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CHAPTER XI1V.— Continued, 

A sigh of relief broke from her lips, 

and for the moment she breathed easy, 

but oh, what a sharp and fearful sword of 

doom was hanging above her fair, young 

haad ! 
Her brain was in a whirl, She could 

not think clearly. All she knew was that 

he was gone, but she felt that it was for 

only a little while. He would come back 

again, she was sure of that, and it would 

be at the very bour when the crowning 

joy of her life was about to he reached— 

when she was the happy bride of Sir 

Lionel ! 
“If he comes to claim me, I will plunge 

a dagger into his heart and then kill my- 

self,” she whispered desperately, raising 

ber padlid face up to the clear, star-lit sky. 

And then Sir Lionel came back, bearing 

in his hand a slender-stemmed wine-glass 

filled with a sparkling, golden wine, 

“Drink this, my darling,” he said, 

kneeling beside her chair and holding the 

glass to ner lips, while he passed the other 

arm around her slender waist. “Ihadan 

awful time getting it, for there is such a 

crowd. Why, how pale you are, little 

one. Has anything happened to frighten 

you, dearest ?”’ 

“ No,” she faltered, leaning her head 

upon his broad bosom and feeling like 

crying out that something had happened 

—that the one shadow of her life had sud- 

deniy darkened a'l, and that he, her lover, 

her hero, must be kind and tender with 

her, and forgive all, or else she would 

surely die. “ No, Lionel, I am nervous, 

that is all, and I missed you, dear.” 

“ Missed me!” he echoed, with his 

merry laugh. “You must care a great 

deal for my company, Gabrielle, to miss 

me when I am absent only a few mo- 

ments,” but her words pleased him, for be 

kissed the white hands over and over 

again. 

“He will never kiss my hands again 

when he learns what my life has been,” 

she thought in bitter, silent despair as she 

gazed into his loving eyes, © and my heart 

will surcly break, for 1 cannot live with. 

out hig love.” 

PREVENT IT I WILL TAKE MY OWN 

LIFE!” 

Lady Gabrielle Thorndyke was slowly 

pacing, her soft, white dress brushing 

against the rose-bushes with a rustling 

sound, Golden days had passed and starry 

nights had fallen many times since that 

night that she had decided to bravely face 

the battle and fight it out to the end. 
It was over two weeks now and she had 

seen nothing of that hated face, and she 

was beginning to breathe easy once more. 

Her father had listened to Sir Lionel’s 

pleadings that the marriage be hastened, 

and he had at last consented. She had 

heard her lover's message, and Wer heart 

had leaped with jy, for she would soon 

be far away from the place where the 

blood-stained face of the gypsy had haunt- 

ed her so lony. 

They were going away directly after 

the wedding. She had expressed a wish 

that they spend the first year in travel, 

for she reasoned with herself that it would 

be the easiest way to avoid Leon Costello 

if he lived, and she felt sure that it wasthe 

gypsy and not his spirit that had followed 

her so closely. 

To-morrow was her wedding-day. This 

time to-morrow she would be robing her- 

self in purest white to become Sir Lionel’s 

wife, and her eyes grew soft and her heart 

throtbed gladly at the thought. 

“Only let the marriage take place, and 

let me be far away when the day again 

dawns,” she prayed, lifting her glorious 

face up to the dying sunset. “ And, ol» 

how I wish that my wedding night might 

be Leon Costello’s hour of death !”’ 

She wished for the death of one whose 

ed! 
of Colorado had never been ! 
could only awake and find it all a dream. 
“But I will not let it ruin my life when 

I am so near happiness now,” she said, 
“for to give up my lover, whom I loveso 
well, would kill me! I am playing for 
love and happiness, and I shall not 

fail.” 
Then her eyes wandered over the beau- 

tiful scene before her—the lovely blossom’s 
whose sweetness made the very air heavy 

with perfume ; the white statues, that ap- 
peared to peep timidly from behind 
masses of green shrubbery, and the rippl- 

ing fount that rose aud fell in a happy 
little song, and over all the dyingsunlight 
cast its faint shadow of rose and gold. It 

“Why did you stay away so long, 

Lionel 7? she asked in her soft, musical | 

voice, in whose sad tones sorrow and de- 

spair lurked. 

“Why, my darling, I was only away 

for a few moments,” he answered in sur- 

prise, “and I returned to you just as soon 

as | pos ibly could.” 

It was true, 

very short time, and yet it seemed to the 

girl as though hours had pas-ed while that 

mocking, evil face had been peering at hex 

through the roses, 

As her mighty for this frank 

noble lover of hers suddenly swept over 

love 

her heart and soul, she threw her arms 

about his neck, balf sobbing : 

“ Lionel, do you trust men everything? 

Would you believe me agailst the whole | 

world ? 

“I trust you in everything, my darl 

ing,” he answerdd, tenderly, “and if the 

entire world should staud up and declar 

that you were not a good, true woman, | 
would Why, 
Galnielle, dearest, I would sooner SUspeci 

laugh in sco. simply 

o a white-rob. d angel from heaven of doing | 

wrong, than vou, for vou are all tuat is 

pure and holy, my pet.” 
Her head sunk still 

breast, and at that moment 

lowel 

wished 

F r she 

felt that there would come an hour in ha 

she 

that God would kill them both. 

life when this man, whose lips were press- 

ed to hers, would curse lier instead, and | 

die about she wanted to arms 

her, and while his love was still her own 

Suddenly she raised her head and look- | 

ed into his tender, love-lit eyes, and she 

swore a solemn oath that she would never 

let guything in this world part them ; no | 
matter who might come to claim her, she 
would defy them, and he would believe | 

her, for he had just said that he 

believe her against the whole world. 

would 

“Other women have played a bold fame 

for sweet love's sake,” she said. resolutely | 

to herself, suddenly growing brave aud 

strong. “ Why should I not do the same? 

Is it right for my life to be sacrificed he- 

cause of that gvysv? No, <hall 

fight the battle out to the end. If Leon 

Custelio dares 10 claim 1 am his wife, I | 

and |] 

will defy him. If needs be, I will silence | 

his cowardly tongue with my own hands.” 

All unconscious of the storm raging in 

her heart, Sir Lionel 

lights aud shades come and go in her face, 

and thinking 

she was, whe she broke into a rippling 

was watching the 

what a beautiful little sprite 

Jaugh, and laying her cheek against his, 
said softly ; 

“They will miss us, if we do forget | 

them. | would much rather be out here 

alone with you, Lionel, but I suppose we | 

He had been absent but a 

upon his | 

| Sommerville, standing beside her, a death- 

| weeping alone, 

| the sunlight shone 

‘elle was tempted to tell her true fiiend 

| made the tears start.” 

was indeed a fair scene for any one to 

gaze upon, and with a thrill of pride she 

[ remembered that she was mistress of it 

| all. 
| But dearer far than the possession of all 
these fair,broad acres wasthe thought that 

the 

| loved better than her own life. 

| him so dearly, so truly, that she would 

she would be the wife of man she 

She loved 

have deemed it but a pleasure to be al- 

lowed to clasp his hand within her own 

and go out into the great world with him, 

| all of this grandeur and wealth being 
| acrificed for his dear sake. 

| A sob arose in her throat, and clasping 

both hands over her bosom that was throb- 

bing with passionate love, she whispered 

| tremulously : 

“ My darling, my own dear love, how 

| I would 
| rather die than cause him an hour of pain 
Lor sorrow, To-morrow is my wedding- 
| day, aud if anything should happen to 

prevent it, 1 will take my own life.” 
| A nightingale listening, heard her whis- 
pered words, and began to sing a plaintive 

| could 1 live without him now ? 

| song that went straight to the girl’s heart. 

A sudden pain shot through her breast, 

and she murmured with.a half sob : 
| “What if he should cease to love me? 

| Oh, God! what if he should learn all at 

the very last hour, and his love were to 

turn to hate 17 

The thought made her grow sick with 
terror, and with a smothered sob she bow- 

cd her head and was about to give way to 

her sorrow, when she felt a light touch 

fall upon ber aim, and she turned quickly 
to sce her dearest {nend, Lady Ethel 

like pallor upon her sweet face. 
“Why are you Gabrielle 7’ 

“To-morrow is 
your wedding-day, and here I find you 

in tears, 

she asked, with a smile. 

Al, Gabrielle, you ought 

to be the happiest girl in all the world to- 
Why do you weep, dear?” 

Her arms were around the slender figure, 

and she had pillowed the bronze-crested 

T'he last rays of 

ver them as they stood 

head upon her breast, 

thus, and it pever shone upon a fairer 

picture. 

For one brief, fleeting moment, Gabri- 

all, for she knew that she could trust her 

to the death. But 2 silent hand seemed 

to be laid across her lips, and the sorrow- 

ful tale was left untold. 

“J—1I do not know myself why Tam in 
’ she endeavoring to 

smile. “I heard a nightingale sing, and 
the song was so sad and mournful that it 

tears,’ answered, 

“You ought to be the very happiest 

To and fro underneath the sunset sky, | 

bride she had been for such a little while, 

and whom she had once imagined she lov- 
Ob, if that marriage in the mountain 

If she 

Lady Ethel returned with a smile. “He 
can cheer you up if any one can.” % 

Gabrielle did riot answer, but sat with’ 
her eyes fastened upon the crystal fount, 
her lips balf parted in a smile that was 
all gladness. 

Suddenly she turned to her friend and 
said slowly, while a strange light shone in 
her eyes : 
“I was reading a book only a day or so 

ago that has interested my fancy strange- 
ad 

“ What was it 1” Lady Ethel asked, 
thinking what a wondrously beautiful | 
girl Sir Lionel’s bride was, “and whois 
the author 7” ¢ 

“1 have forgotten who the author was,” 
Gabrielle answered. “But it was so sad 
that it was really fascinating. It was the 

story of a young girl who thought. she 
loved a gypsy well enough to marry him, 

and so they were wedded secretly. They 
had been married only a day or so when 

she learned that she was an earl’s daugh- 
ter, ard her father found her, and took 
her to her home at once without ever 
learning of the secret marriage. ''hen she 
met one whom she really and truly loved, 
and-she feared to tell her father of the | 

past because he was proud and stern, and 
she knew he would disown her, so she 

. 

Is the sister of Mr. W. S. Huntley of 
Cortland, N. Y., a well known car- 
penter and builder. Her frank state- 
ment below gives onl the te 
truth concerning her illness i 
velous recovery by the aid of Hood's 
Sarsaparilla. She says: 
“C. I. Hood & Co., Lowell, Mass.: 
“Dear Sir: Twelve years ago I began to 

have hemorrhages and four years ago became 
so low that the physicians told me 

There Was No Hope 
and I should soon die. I could not be moved 
from my bed. Under my face were napkins 

; N continuall ened with blood my 
kept silent, trusting to a kind fate to | mouth. X could eat mothimg as 

action of the bowels for a week. 
sald the cause was ulcers in the stomach. At 
this time my mother said she ho a to make 
one more , and asked if I would take 
Hood’s Sarsaparilla. I told her it would be 

A Waste of Money 
but finding it would comfort her, I began tak- 

ing it. In a few days the bloating began to 

subside, I seemed to feel a little stronger, but 

smooth out the tangled web. 
“ After awhile she learned that the man 

she had wedded secretly was dead, and 
then she promised to become her lover's 

wife at once. He knew nothing of her 
secret, and she thought it best not to tell 

thought it only fancy. I was so weak I could him, 
> tak f illa at first. 

“The wedding-day drew near, and she ry A oes T was sie to sit up a few mip- 
‘ 3 p \  § 1d wal had partly forgotten her great mistake, gt Gg RL ay I Asked what 

when either the man himself or his spirit | they were to have for dinner, and said I 
: wanted something hearty. My mother was 

appeared to her. She was in an agony of 
fear and doubt, but she 1esolved through 

50 happy she cried. It was the 

First Time | had Felt Hun- 
all to cling to the man she loved, and defy gry for Two Years 

the other if he attempted to claim her. | kept on with Hood's Sarsaparilla and in six 

That is as far as I have read in the book. | months was as well as ever in my life. Tt is 

She uttered the last sentence in a | rhage, If ot + von 1. pg | 
smothered voice, and she looked (uestion- | that Hood's Sarsaparilla, and that alone, 
- unquestionably Saved my Life. 
irgly at Lady Ethel. Messrs. Sager & Jennings, the well kuown 
“1 would like to read the book,” Lady | drugists of Cortland, say that Miss Huntley “is 

Ethel said, in her slow, soft voice, “Did | "sm FORPRRR Doc statcmpnt a lg 

you say that you had it ?” Hood’s Sarsaparilia 

faltered. “I will try and find it for you, | : cape 

Ethel. 1 am sure you will like it.” : 

“I do not like the heroine’s deceit,” | 
Lady Ethel answered quietly. “She had 

no right to deceive the man who loved her 

and whom she loved.” 

“Do you think she was wrong 7’ Gab- 

riclle asked, her face growing very pale as 

she spoke. “Would you call her a false, 

wicked woman, Ethel 7” 

“1 think she was a weak, cowardly wo- 

man,” Lady Ethel replied. “One could 

not call her wicked, and yet she knew 

that if her husband still lived she would 

be committing a fearful sin against her 

God, as well as the man she loved, by 
marrying him when she knew she was not 

It was selfish on her part, too, for 
had she been a true and uohle woman she 

would have told hiw all in the beginning 

and borne it bravely. 

free. 

GOOD 

COMMERCIAL 
Instead of that she 

would make a criminal out of herself’and 

bring disgrace upon the honorable objeet 
of her selfish love,” 

“Do you think he would ever forgive AND OTHER 
ber if he should learn the bitter truth 3? 
Galrielle’s white lips managed to ask, for N N Gr 
every word that her friend uttered was re R I + I 
like the sharp thrust of a knife. AT 

“I cannot say as to that,” Lady Ethel 
answered, thoughtfully. “It would de- E 
pend entirely upon how much the loved ily w J] RE | I 

| her, and even if he loved her very dearly, 
| % 
| when he learned that she was capable of 

OFFICE | deceit and treachery like that, his love 

might turn to hate and disgust, for there 
is nothing that men admire so much as 
trafhfulness in women. I am afraid that 
she would lose her lover and bis love at 

the same time.” 

Gabrielle made no reply, but she raised 
her white face up to the clear sky, as if 
seeking pity. Oh, God! how would it all 
end ? 

“ But perhaps she loved him so very 

dearly that she could not live without 
him,” she said, desperately, “That might 

be an excuse for her deceit, dear,” 

Lady Ethel shook her yellow head, say- 

ing with a slight frown : 
“There can be no excuse for such con- 

duct as that, Gabrielle, dearest. You are 
$0 pure and good yourself, that you al- 

ways have an excuse for those who sin. 
If she loyed him so dearly, it would prove 
her love deeper and truer and better, were 
she to tell him all. For it was her own 

fault that she was wedded 0 a gypsy. 
She thought she loved him once, and there 

was no one to blame but herself for being 

bound to him by marriage. If I loved a 
man, I would sooner die than deceive 
him.” 

8. HAYWARD, 
Special Partner. 

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

BRITISH, FOREIGN and 
DOMESTIC 

Dry Goods, 
Gabriclle’s white face grew still whiter, 

and she clasped her bands tightly Soaskien THAS, &c., 

Her eyes were still fastened upon the | CANTERBURY STREET, 

fount, anguish and bitter despair in their 
beauthiful depths. 

Would he learn to hate her 7 she asked 

herself, fiercely. Ob, kind Heaven, would 
he ever turn away from her in anger and 
loathing? It would kill her, and she 

W. C. PITFIELD, 
General Partner. 

ST.JOHN,/N. R 

FIRST-CLASS ~ | 
Livery Stable ! 

I am prepared to furnish 

NEW GOODS! 

must go in,” and she arose and quietly 
slipped her hand through bis arm, and 

went back to the lights and music with a | 
smile upon her bps and a dark secret in 

her heart. 

CHAPTER XV, 

“TO-MORROW J8 MY WEDDING DAY, AND 

IF ANYTHING BBOULD ARISE TO 

' girl in the world, Gabrielle,” Lady Ethel 

again repeated, as they sat down upon a 
rustic seat, overhung with roses, “and 

surely you are happy 1” 
| “ Happy 1” echoed Gabrielle t-emulous- 

ly. “1 am happy, Ethel, so very happy 

| that at times my great happiness frightens 
me !”’ 

clinched her hands still tighter in mute, 
tearless agony. 

ant things, dear,” Lady Ethe! whispered, 
stealing her arm about the slender waist. 

“For to-morrow is your wedding-day, 
aud you must be all smiles and happiness.” 

“1 shall bave to go and find Sir Lionel,” [TO BE CONTINUED.) 

“You must not think of such unpleas- | to accommodate the travelling 

FIRST-CLASS TEAMS 
po at 

short netice to any part of the 
country. 

ISAAC TRENHOLM, 
6m) Buctouche, June 16 1892. ( 

EDINBORO ROPEVIE SALMON, TROUT, M. ya 
TWINES, LINEN GASPEREAUX & SHAD TWINES, HEMP LINES} 
COTTON NETS, COTTON TWINES, HOOKS, LEADS, CALKS, / 
SISAL & MANILLA LOBSTER TWINES, TIN' PLA bi 
BLOCK TIN, BAR COPPER, PI¢ LEAD, MANIJ LA and 
SISAL ROPE, BAY STATE® COPPER PAINT, 

~ TACKLE BLOCKS, ANCHORS, COMPASSES, 
. BOAT NAILS, SAIL DUCK, OIL CLOTH- 

: ING, OAKUM. &c. 

W. H. THORNE & CO, 
MARKET SQUARE. - - « « « St. John. N. B. 

with a dozen Photos, 
But a liberal DISCOUNT OF 20 
PER CENT. that will enable my 
customers to purchase a FRAME 
to suit themselves. ? 

J. H. Connolley, 
PHOT. CRAPHER, 

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

WON DEERE" UI, 

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., cits iin JOHN CALDER, ss cuabue st. 
CURRAN & WALKER, 

—DEALERS IN— 

DRY GOODS, GROCERIES, HARDWARE, 
CROCKERYWARE and GLASSWARE. 

0 

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

wn. ALL GOODS SOLD AT VERY LOWEST PRICES FOR CASH. ws 

285 PRODUCE TAKEN IN EXCHANGE FOR GOODS. 

KINGSTON, KENT COUNTY, N. B. 

Millers Tanning Extract Co. 
(LIMITED). 

HE CLF Le ST TA RE PAT Ra 

—WORKS AT— 

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

A very complete stock of Ceneral Goods, cheap for Cash or Trade, at 

QUR MORTIMORE STORE. 

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 give our 

patrons the advantages of our purchases every time. 
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 

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 8c a yard, worth twice the money. 

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

RICHARD SULLIVAN & CO. : 
—WHOLESALE— 

Wine and Spirit Merchants, ** 
—IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN— 

TEAS, TOBACCOS and CIGARS, 
84 DOCK STREET, ST. JOHN, N. B. fl 

Bonded Warehouse No. 8. 

SUBSCRIBE FOR IK) 
“The Review.” 

Only $1.00. 
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