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CHAPTER XXXI1II.—Continusd. 
“1 am glad,” she answered simply, and 

then as she turned to leave him, she held 

out one fair hand and murmured : 
“ Farewell, Lionel, my dear, dear love. 

Do not think that I am leaving you thus 
because I do not love you. It is because 
I love you better than my own life that I 
go. Oh, Lionel ! God grant that in time 
we may be reunited, both wiser and better 
for our self sacrifices, and the sorrow we 

have passed through ! Farewell, my love, 

my life !” 
She cast a long, lingering look of love 

upon him and then walked slowly away, 

her voice floating to him, borne on the 

evening breeze like sad, sweet music. 

It was then that he realized that she 

would soon be beyond his reach, and his 

heart gave a great throb of love and pas- 
sion. With a bound he was at her side 

again, and reaching out both hands im- 

ploringly, said eagerly : 

Hour after hour he sat there, playing on 
and on, now weird, sad and fanciful strains 
that seemed the moan of a broken heart, 

and then swelling into gladness and tri- 
umph as though the pain had been swiftly 
swept away by the melody that filled the 
night, 

Presently he touched the keys softly, 

and began to sing, his deep, rich voice fill- 
ing the room with lingering echoes that 

penetrated even the shadows of the grove 
outside where a dark forin was crouching 

behind the trees, and a pair of glittering 

black eyes gleamed like stars of fire 
through the tender, green foliage. 

“ Oh, murmuring trees oh, fragrant breeze ! 
Oh, waving, whispering limes ! 

Oh, there to be again with thee, 
My love of olden times!” 

The beautiful words reached the ears of 
the one hiding like a thief from all eyes, 

and he hissed through his set teeth : 

“Fool ! you are singing the last song that 
you will ever sing! Sing on then, my 
brave Prince Cordonna, singon! You are 

safe and secure you think, free from all 

dangers to-night, but little you know! 
When to-morrow night wraps the world 

close in her dark wings, you will be lying 
dead. Your true and trusted friend, Sir 

Lionel Mannville, will be in a ‘prison cell, 
| charged with your murder, and the beauti- 

“] am merciful, Lionel—more merciful 
to you than you are te yourself. And 

you must abide by my decision, dear,’ 

and again she started to leave him, 

“ You shall rot go ! you must not !”” he 
panted, springing after her, and she, 

frightened at the sight of his pale deter- 

mined face, flew like a bird to the edge of 

the restless sea, and turning back for a 

second, cried : 

“ Lionel, do not come one step nearer! 

I'love you, but I swear that if you lay one 

hand upon me I will spring into the sea!” 
“1 will come no nearer,” he answered, 

stopping suddenly and looking at ber with 

such sorrow in his gaze that she could have 
cried aloud in her pain. “I will go away 
where you will never see me again. Oh, 
Gabrielle, my dear, lost love, good-bye 
forever I” . 

“Good-bye, Lionel,” she answered with 

& sob, clasping both hands over her bosom. 

“Good-bye, and God bless you !” 

A mighty sob was his answer, and he 
turned and walked slowly away, never 
once looking back at the spot where his 
love, his life, was standing, looking like a 

grief stricken lily in the silvery moon- 
beams. 
She watched the tall, graceful figure 

vanish from sight, and "her heart went 
with it. Then, with a cry filled withsuch 

bhegrtache and longing that the sad sea 
waves paused to listen, she wailed : 
“He has gone and left me alone! my 

love has left me alone! Whatshall I do? 
Oh, what shall I do without him ?” 

She raised her sorrowful, questioning 

eyes up to the star-lit sky, but there was 

no answer to her wail of heart-hunger, and 

stretching out her arms, she sobbed : 
“Shall 1 ever look upon his dear face 

again ! Shall I ever hear the sound of his 

voice that to my ears is sweetest music ? 
I have sent him from me for his own good, 
but my heart is breaking, my heart is 
breaking for him !” 

She turned and walked slowly away 

from the spot where she had put aside love 
for duty, and for a few short, fleeting 
moments the luminous rays of moonhght 

fell upon two who were both walking | 
away from each other, and yet longing 
with all their hearts to lie in each other’s 

arnie again. Then, as the silvery sea sob- | 
bed and moaned in pity for the broken | 
love-dream, the moon hid her smiling face 

behind a fieecy bank of floating clouds, | 

and did rot show herself again that night. 

- - - > + 

The same tiny stars that had witnessed 
the final parting of the two whose love was 

a curse, were shining in sparkling rays over 

Prince Cordonnea’s magnificent home, and 

he, the waster of all tins beauty and grand- 

eur, was walking to and fro in the midst 

of the Lloom and fragrance of the cou- 

servatory, his face pale and thoughtful, his 
eyes fixed upen the glittering fount that 

tossed its crystal waters up with a merry 
little laugh, seeming to ask him why he 

was 50 sad. 

“1 cannot shake off this gloomy, morbid 

feeling,” he said to himself, his dark eyes 

roving from first one flower to another, 

“ And 1 feel it more to-night than ever, 

It. may be because Liomel has not ‘been here 
to-day, and it does not seem natural with. 

out him. Then Gabrielle has kept her 
room all day, and I have net seen her since 

last night. 

when she has one of her ®vere headaches 

She must be in her room, for 

she told me never to disturb her. 1 be- 

lieve, though 1 will go and see if there is 

suything I can do for her, Tt must be 

lonely to remain iu one’s room for so long 

and not see any one,” and he started to 

leave the conservatory and go to his wife's 

room. Little did he dream that his wife 

was miles away with her lover and his 

friend whom he loved and trusted as a 

brother. 

At the foot of the broad, winding stair- 

way he paused, and then turning back, 

said slowly : 

“ No, after a second thought I will not 

disturb her She may be sleeping, and I 
bed better let her remain quiet.” 

He wandered aimlessly into the drawing 
room, aud not knowing bow to make 
the tue pass wore quickly, seated himself 
a the plano, letting his hands wander 
carcssingly over the ivory keys, and a burst 
of low, sweet music fillea the room. 

» | thought her blow with that knife had kill- 
' ed me, but she does not dream that I still | 

‘ 

ful woman whom you call wife will be in 
| a cell, too, as her lover’s ascomplice. She 

| live and pant for revenge. I swore to re- 

| pay her, and I shall not break my oath! 
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sony, aud the splash of the water as it fell 
back into its basin again was the only 
sound that broke the deathlike stillness 
that reigned through the flower-filled con- 
servatory, 

The sleeper did not awaken when adark 
gliding form stole into the room, and 
bending over him with gleaming knife 
raised on high, bissed : 

“ Die, poor, trusting fool! Men like 
you who trust their friends should die, for 
they are not fit for this world !” 
The keen blade was held aloft for an 

instant, and then it descended, and the hot 

murderer’s hands. Again it was plunged | 
into the breast of the helpless victim, and 
with his lips still wreathed im that happy, 
peaceful smile, and the echo of the name 
of one he loved filling the air, his spirit 

blood spurted forth in jets and stained the | 

Rejoice Because 

Hood’s Sarsaparilla Rescued Thelr 
Child from Scrofula. i 

Rheum, and 
Be. grey “i the. Bidod Wf 
children or adults, Hood’s 
is an unequalled remedy. this : 

“We are so thankful to Hood's Sarsapa- 

rilla for what it did for our little girl that we 

make this statement for the benefit of other 

anxious parents and 

Suffering Children 
Our girl was a beautiful baby, fair and plump 

and healthy. But when she was two years 

old, sores broke out behind her ears and 

spread rapidly over her head and forehead went out alone into the great unknown. 
The murderer drew back, and with a 

whispering in fiendish glee : 
“They will find the knife here and sus- 

picion will fall at unce upon Sir Lionel 
Manuville, for his name i. on the handle. 
Now, my beautiful Gabrielle, the next 
blow will be at you!” 
He crept from the room, and like a spirit 

vanished from sight in ths shadows of the 
wood, and the pallid mocnbeams, creeping 

in at the casement, fell upon a white, dead 
face from which all life had fled, and once 
more the nightingales began to sing a 
sorrowful requiem for the dead. 

All night long the motionless form lay 
there, watched over by the twinkling stars Oh, no! Our race never breaks an oath ! 

| The moonlight, creeping in between the 

of Leon Costello, the gypsy who had been 
the bane of Gabrielle’s life. His beauty 

mark across the entire side of his face, and 
the once handsome, but now repulsive 

upon. 

“ Curse her, it is to her that I owe this!” 
and he touched with one hand the ugly 
scarlet scar made by Gabrielle’s knife on 
the night that she defended herself, and 

' for the supposed murder she was ordered 

to be stoned to death by the gypsies, but 
he did not die, although severely wounded 
in the face and breast. He lived, but hi« 

dark beauty was gone forever, and the love 
within his fierce heart seemed turned to 

bitterest hate, and his sole thought day 
and night was for revenge upon the girl 

whose life he had well-nigh wrecked. 

CHAPTER XXXIV, 

“IAM THEGUILTY ONE! ARREST ME, FOR 

I MURDERED PRINCE CORDONNA, AND 

THE MAN WHOSE ARMS YOU PINION IS 

AS INNOCENT OF THE CRIME AS HIS 

LITTLE BABE!” 

When his hand touched his scarred face 

the gvpsy seemed to loose all control of 

himself, and throwing up his hands in 

ly : 
“Curse her, curse her! I will tear her 

| She has made me such a hideous object 

| that the whole tribe shrinks from me in 

| disgust. Even Lauretta, who once loved 
| me, cares for me no longer, and I am an 

| object of pity for them all. I, who once 
| ruled them as if by magic! Ah, the pale- 
| faced devil! I will burn her at the stake 

| for her falseness and deceit, and her lover 

with his blue eyes and fair hair, shall meet 

| his fate upon the grim and ghastly gallows ! 
' I will teach her how a gypsy can hate !” 

He cursed and raved there alone like a 

manaic, and then drawing forth a keen- 

edged, wicked-looking knife, he chuckled : 
“This is for you, Prince Cordonna ! 

Your silvery throat will swell with melody 
to-night for the last time on earth. This | 

true friend of mine will silence it for cver- 

wore. Ha, ha, but revenge is sweet !” 
Meanwhile, all nuconscieus of his danger 

Prince Cordenna played on in the dusky 

shadows. dreaming the lost, dead dreams 

of youth uver again, and them growing 

weary of music, he arose, and going to the 
window, pushed aside the flowing lace 
curtains and looked out at the grassy lawn 
bathed in mellow moonlight. The air was 

filled with the liquid song of the nightin- 
ga.e, and leaning his head against the case- 
ment, he whispered : 

“The nightingales are singing to-night 
more sweetly than ever before. I never 
heard so many of them together. Ah, how 
they sing !" 

He closed his eyes and memories of 

other days came back to him, and still in 

the moonlight outside the unightingales 
sang on, and the cowering form of the 

gypsy crouched behind the¥green shrub. 
bery, waiting to strike the fatal blow. 
Suddenly a strong desire to be in the 

widst of his beloved flowers seized Prince 

Cordonna, and he entered the conservatory 

throwing himself carelessly upon the couch 

where Sir Lionel bad last seen him. 

The ripple of the fount and the sweet 

odor of a thousand blossoms soon lulled 

hime into a peaceful drowsiness, and he 

closed his eyes with a sigh of relief, while 

fainter and fainter grew the song of the 

silvery -throated nightingale outside. 

Golden dreams came to him. Dreams 

of other days when hope was fair aud 

bright, and gorgeous sunshilie filled the 

shy. His stern, grave ace relaxed, and a 

lovely smite wreathed bhi lips. Low, 

broken muriaurs fell softly upon the sub. 

dued, fragrant air, and once the name 

“ Lucile,” floated like an echo over all, 

By and by the nightingales ceased their 

green leaves, fell upon the evil, dark face | 

was scarred and marred by a hideous red | 

countenance was something fearful to look | 

devilish hatred and rage, he raved hoarse. | 

limb from limb for that night's work! | 

| and the sad-faced moon, and when the 

| morning dawned, it was lying there still. 
| Even the warm sunshine did not arouse 

| him from his dreamless slumber, and the 

song of the wild birds outside fell upon 
unheceding ears. 

| Presently night again came’down, and 
her dusky rebe served to conceal the 
ghastly face and rigid form that would 

never again bend over the piano, drawing 
forth, with slender, supple fingers, strains 

of sweetness that would enchant the very 
soul, 

* * * . - 

It was night, and a thousand sweet odors 
made the air heavy with fragrance, when 

a slight form stole up the broad, winding 

stairway that led to her own room. Her 
heart was heavy with pain and weariness, 

and she felt as ifshe would rather die than 
live. 

“I will go to him and tell him what a 
guilty, sinful wife I have been,” Gabrielle 
whispered as she robed herself in a dress 

of purest white, for the garments that she 
wore when she went away with her lover 

were dusty and soiled. “ And he may do 
with me as he sees fit. Ah, how weary 1. 
am of life !” 

A deep sigh finished the sentence, and 

she turned away from her mirror and left 
the dainty chamber, going slowly down 

the stairs, little dreaming of the horror 
that awaited her below. 

“] am likely to find him in the con- 
servatory,” she said, and she turned her 
steps in that direction, a favorite resort of 
his as she wel! knew. 

At the door a tall, familiar figure sud- 
denly confronted ber, and she drew back 
with a cry of alarm that gave place to sur- 

| prise as she saw before her the handsome 
| face of her lover. 

| “Lionel !”” she gasped, wondering if she 
| was dreaming. “Lionel, what are you 
' doing here ?”’ 

“1 am here to see him,” and he nodded 

his head in the direction of the conser- 
| vatory, while his voice took on a ring of 
| passion. “‘1 am here to tell him the whole 

| pitiful story from beginning to end, and | 

see if he will pity us and let us go free 

Liouel, you must not, you shall not, go in 

| there !” 

clasped her hauds tightly over her heart 
to stifle its wild throbbing. She was 
terrified beyond measure, at what she | 
could not say, but the feeling of terror was | 

still there, and she crept closer to the door | 
to listen in mute, tearless agony. 

Suddenly a wild cry of horror disturbed | 
the silence of the night, and then she rush- | 
ed into the conservatory only to see uer | 

lover poiut to her husband’s dead body, | 
| and hear him ery out : 

“He is dead! Great God! Prince 

Cordonna has been murdered in cold | 
blood !” 
A shriek of terror burst from her lips, 

and she threw herself upou her knees | 
beside the cold form, wailing : 

“No, no, no! He is not dead, he is 

ouly sleeping ! 

dead !”’ 

She did not observe that her white dress | 

was stained and soiled with blood, and | 

logking 1mplofingly into her lover’s face, 
she sobbed ; 

“ Lionel, is he dead ? In pity’s name, 
is he dead 7 Tell me for God’s sake, tell 
me !” 

(TO BE CONTINU ED) 
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Fhe Red River, 

The red river of life is the blood, like 

other rivers it sotnetimes becomes impure, 

but unlike other rivers it only needs Bus. 

dock Blood Bitters to perfectly purify it 

and rowove all Ms disorders {rom 8 com- 

won pimple to the worst serofulous 
sO, » 

wicked laugh, laid the blood-stained | 
weapon close beside the lifeless form, | 

with our love. 1 shall tell him at once.” | 
| “Lionel !” she panted, springing after | 
him, and clutching at his arm, the made a | 

frantic attempt to hold him. “Oh, | 

But be only strode past her, and she 

Ob, Lionel! He is not 

down to her eyes, and into her neck. We 

consulted one of the best physicians in Brook- 

lyn, but nothing did her any good. The doe- 

tors said it was caused 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. The sores caused great itching and 

burning, so that at times we had to restrain 

her hands to prevent scratching. 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 appetite. 

The medicine seemed to drive out more of 
the humor for a short time, but itsoon began to 
subside, the itching and burning ceased, 

and in a few months her head became entirely 

clear of the sore. She is now perfecily well, 

has no evidence of the humor, and her skin is 
clear and healthy. She seems like an en- 
tively different child, in health and general 
appearance, from what she was before taking 

Hood’s 
Sarsaparilla 

I. W. FREDERICK, 311 Glenmore Ave., East 

New York, Brooklyn, N. Y. 

This Testimonial 
Is an illustration of what Hood's Sarsaparilla 

is doing for the sick and suffering every day, 
from Maine to California. In the light of 
these facts who can say that the work of an 

immense concern like ours is not beneficent? 

HooD’'8 PILLS cure liver ills, constipation, 

biliousness, jaundice, sick headache, indigestion. 

JOR SALE AT SHORT'S DRUG TORE. 

FIRST-CLASS 
Livery Stable! 

I am prepared to furnish 

FIRST-CLASS TEAMS 
to accommodate the travelling public, at 

short notice to any part of the 
country. 
—_— 

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

SUPERIOR BEOTTING PAPER, in 

pads 1 doz. each, only 5 cents. 

A nice lot of LADIES’ CARD CASES 

just received by W. W. Short, 

Richibucto. Call and see them 

before the choicest are picked out 

DELICIOUS MOLASSES DROPS only 

12 cents a pound at W. W. 

| Short’s. Try them. 

MARBLE 
WORKS. 

| CUT STONE OF ALL DESCRIPTIONS 
FURNISHED TO ORDER. 

A LARGE STOCK OF MARBLE AL- 
WAYS ON HAND. 

Correspondence solicitea. 

J. H. LAWLOR & CO. 
CHATHAM. N. B. 

Sheriff's Sale. 
To be sold at Public Auction in front 

of the Court House in Richibueto, on Sat- 
-urday, the 20th day of August next, be- 
tween the hours of eleven o’clock in the 
| forenoon and three o’clock in the after- 
noon of that day. 
All the right, title, and interest, pro. 

rty claim and demand, either at law or 
1n equity, of, in, and to,- all tnat certain 

lot, piece, and parcel of land situate, lying 
and being in the town of Richibueto, in 
the County of Kent. Bounded on the 
east by Queen Street, on the north hy the 
 MeDermott property, on the west by land 
deeded to Robert Richardson, on the south 
by the Carey property, being the lot of 

"land oceu pind by Thomas Gi. Richardson, 
the same having heen seized and taken by 
virtue of an execution issued out of the | 
County Court of Kent at the suit of 
Dosithe Richard against the said Caleb 
Richardson. 

The above sale is further postponed until 
Saturday, the 24th day of December next 
at the sawe time and place. = 

The above sale is further postponed 
uniil Friday, the 24th day of March next 
at the same time and place. 

The above sale is further poned 
until Thursday, the 25th day of May next, 
at the same time and place. 

M, WaETEN, 
Sheriff, 

Sheritt’s office, Richibueto, 
March 24th, 1893, 
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Hawkers Liver Pins cure all 
stomach ills, They assist digestion, re- 
gulate the bowels and liver, tone the | S 

| stomach and purify the blood. * 
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TWINES i Rig & SHAD TWINES, HEM 
N N LEADS, CALKS, 

SISAL & MANILLA LOBSTER TWINES, TIN PLATES, 
BLOCK TIN, BAR COPPER, PIG LEAD, MANIT LA ro 
SISAL ROPE, BAY STATE COPPER PAINT, 
TACKLE BLOCKS, ANCHORS, COMPASSES, 
BOAT NAILS, SAIL DUCK, OIL CLOTH- 

+ 
ts 
ro 

COTTON TWINES, HOOKS, 

ING, OAKUM. &o. 

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

WONDERFUL 
BARGAINS. 

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 

WHERE, 

TAILORING ! 

—WHOLESALE— 

Wine and Spirit Merchants, 
—IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN— 

Bonded Warehouse No. 8. 

38 King Square, (south side) St. John, N. B. 

» 

Birds and Animals mounted in the best style of the art. 
Moose and Caribou Heads mourted in the best style. 
Furs of all kinds dressed, 
Skins tanned and made into mats. 
Rare birds bought and fair - rices paid. Arctic Owls particu 

tarly required. 

I guarantee that ne mothe will appear in my work. 

BURPEE, THORNE & CO., 
Hardware & Fancy Goods, 

60 AND 62 PRINCE WILLIAM STREET, 
ST. JOHN, N. B. 

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL. 

DRY GOODS, GROCERIES, 

coileetion on hand for sale 

sam JOHN CALDER, sos 
RICHARD SULLIVAN & CO. 

TEAS, TOBACCOS and CIGARS, 

44 & 46 DOCK STREET, ST. JOKN, N. B. 

J. H CARNALL, 
Taxidermist and Naturalist, 

Henry O Leary, 

HARDWARE, BOOTS & SHOES, 

Dry and Pickled FISH, 

Very Lew for Cash. 

Samples of oar purchases of Cloths for 
Springiland Summer of this year are now 
about complete. 
hic usual trip North in due season. Date 
of his visit to the different localities will 
be announced later, 

Our traveller will make 

We will be pliased to forward, Samples 
of Cloths to any of our customers whose 
measure we have, 

B. C. COLE, 
PALMER BLOCK, 

178 Main Street, MONCTON. 
Moncton, Feb, 8th, 1893. 

ubscribe for THE REVIEW. 

SALT in Bulk and in Bags always on Hand, and Sold 

CALL AND SEE OUR STOCK BEFORE BUYING ELSE. 

TAILORING Ty 


