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LOVE. 
—BY— 

ABI. 8. JACKMAN. 

CHAPTER XX V1. —Continued. 
After his first outburst of joy at seeing 

his old friend again after years of separa- 
tion, Prince Cordonna became once more 
his sad, reserved self, and thus the princess 

and Sir Lionel were thrown together al- 

most constantly. 

One starry night, when all nature was 

hushed and silent, apparently awed by the 
beauty of the hour, and the lime-trees 

scarcely stirred in the feeble breeze, it 

‘suddenly dawned upon Sir Lionel’s be- 
wildered mind that he was learning to love 

this peerless woman who reminded him so 

much of his lost love. A hot flush of 

shame crimsoned his handsome face, seem- 

ing to scorch the waves of fair hair that 

fell over his brow, and with the knowledge 
of the truth that he did love her, hopelessly 

and madly, the mighty fire of passion but 

flamed the higher. 
Aud she was his friend’s wife—the friend 

who loved and trusted him as a brother! 

This was how he was repaying him! And 
he, Sir Lionel Mannville, had stooped to 
rob his tiue friend of a wife's love, 

knew that she loved him better than her 
own life. He could read itin her eyes 
that gleamed with happiness whenever he 

in the tremulous quiver of her 

for he 

was near ; 

voice when she answered his (questions. 

He could feel it in her dainty white hands 

as they trembling within his warm 

clasp, and in a bundred different ways he 

lay 

couid read her love for him, and he was 

but human if his heart thrilled with pride 

at the thought that he alone had changed 

her from a beautiful, 

passionate woman to whom love wus all. 
Little did he dream that for long vears soe 

had loved him, and wept for his caresses 

until she could weep no more. 
And still he loved his first love, but it 

seemed to him that in loving Princess Cor- 
donna he was loving the memory of poor, 
lost Gabrielle even more. But this new 
love—it was stronger, deeper, truer than 
he had ever felt for any living woman, and 
it grew upon him day by day until he 

swore that he would possess her or die; 

not once did he think of his fond, faithful 

wife at home, and his baby boy who looked 

back at him with great, questioning blue 
eyes when he held him in his arms—not a 
single paug of regret or remorse filled his 
heart, for there wasroom there for but one 

Jdel, and that ore was his beautiful love 
“and his fnend’s wife! 

How beautiful, ah, Heaven ! how beauti- 

ful she was, he ‘ought, as he gazed into 
her face, and noted the rich color mantling 

even her brow. Her eyes were hike the 
stars above ; her hair a crown of living, 

burning bronze, and her lips looked like 
eager for the hot sun’s kisses, 

living statue into a 

fin open rose, 

t) brush away with his lips the dews of 
early morn. Surely God never before 

fashioned out of flesh and blood a creature 

0 divinely beautiful, so perfect for man 

to love ! 
Her eyes met his ardent gaze, and she 

drew back with a thrill of delight, Ina 

moment his arms were about her shrinking 

form, and she was crushed to his breat, 

while a shower of kisses scorched her ripe, 

red lips that longed, yet feared! 

“My my love, 

panted, his face against hers, 

kiss me!” he 

“Ilove you! 

queen, 

This is madness, [ knew, but whether it be | 

right or wrong 1 love you better than my 
own life !” 

A low cry of joy broke the silence of 
the perfumed air, and although she did not 
speak she obeyed him, and her lips sought 
his, madly, passionately, persistently. 

“Speak to me?” forcing 
back her head so that he might look into 

her eyes when his eager mouth had been 
“Oh, speak to me 

he pleaded, 

satisfied with kisses. 

and tell me that you love me!” 

“Love you ?” she echoed in her flute- 

choked by love. “Love you, 
Yes, better than anything upon 

like voice, 

my king ? 

this great, green earth—ay, better than I 

love my God!” 

“And 1,” he responded passionately, 

“I love you so dearly that life without you 
would be well-nigh impossible! 1 could 

not exist away from you now, my queen 
—out of the sound of your sweet veice— 

away from the glance of your tender eye 

—oh, it would I never lived 

until I knew yon, 

I only existed ! 
will live !” 

She was silent a moment, for 

very joy to speak, and then passing one 

be death! 

my own beautiful one, 

But ah, now now, wu 

unable 

trembiing hand over his face, she whisper- 
vd fervently : 

“1 can never in words prove to vou the 

strength and depth of my mighty love for 
you! Oh, Lionel, my Lionel, this is life 
—life !” 

His answer was a kiss that drew her very 
soul into his, and thrilled her through and 
through. Then she asked : 

“Do you love me as well, Lionel, as you 

“her 7 I mean the—the poor young 

girl who was to have been your wife, 
Tell me truly, for I must know. Iamn-t 

jealous of the dead love, but tell me that 
you love me as well as yon once loved her, 
Lionel! She loved you with a young 
girl’s first, innocent love, but I—I love you 
with a woman’s strong love that even death 

«cannot alter nor kill!” 

“1 love you, my peerless queen, better 
than I ever loved any living woman— 

be ter than I loved her, my poor lest Ga. 
brielle, but in loving you I seem to be true 

to her, for you resemble her so much! 
The love I feel for you is deeper and 

stronger, and yet I shall always think of 
her with tenderness, for she was my first 
love. But you—you are queen of my 
heart, and so you shallalwaysbe! Asyoun 
sit before me now with the moonlight fall 

ing over your face, I could swear that Ga- 
brielle was with me, only a hundred times 

more beautiful than when I last saw her.” 
For a long time they remained silent, 

clasped in each other’s arms, the song of 
the nightingale seeming to set to sweetest 

music their love, and he raised her face so 
that he might see the glad, happy light in 
her eyes, and said softly : 
“When I look at you, my darling, I can 

scarcely realize that you are the same 
beautiful, but cold, statue of a few shor: 

weeks ago. Now you are a woman in 
whose veins love flows instead of blood, 
aud one kiss from your lips is worth dying 
for. Men have gone mad with love for 

women like you, but so long as I hold you 
in my arms I shall not go mad What has 

changed you so, sweet? Isit Jove for me?” 
“Yes,” she answered softly ; “love for 

you, Lionel, my king !” 

“Them you can tell me what the future 
shall be {”” and his eyes seemed to burn 

their way into her soul and vanish ali 
thoughts save of him, 

“What do you mean, Lionel 7? she ask- 
ed, lingering over his beloved name as 

though it were sweetest music. “I donot 

understand you, dear 7” and yet her heart 
throbbed madly as she awaited his answer. 
He folded her close to his bosom, and he 

could feel her heart throb against his own, 

and it filled his soul with a new bliss as he 
said in a low, eager voice : 

“I mean that we must be together! 1 
mean that you love me, and I love you, 
and that sacredlove binds as closer together 
than the laws of man ever could! We 
were intended for each other. I know it, 

I feel it, and we shall not be separated. 
Why should we make our lives wretched 
for the sake of the world? Why should 

two loving hearts be broken because the 

law demands it? We will live in a world 
of our own! Surely, my darling, you 

love me well enough to sacrifice all for my 
sake? | would give my heart’s blood for 
you, and I know thai you love me the 
same as 1 love you! Answer me, dear- 
est!” 

“It shall be as you say, Lionel,” she 
answered, burying her face upon his breast. 
“You are my all, and should I not obey 
you? Wherever you may go, I will go, 
too. All my life long my heart has 
hungered for love like this, and at last my 
prayers have been answered! My life be- 
longs to you from this night out, and it is 
yours to do with as you will! [ can bear 
anything if you are with me. Sickness, 
pain and hunger, so long as [ have your 

love! Only give me tinie, and 1 will prove 
to you how dearly 1 love you, nay, adore 
you!”’ 

“You will have no need to prove your 
love for me!” he replied, kissing her as he 

“For I know how much you love 

me. You say that your life is mine from 

this night out, and that I may do with it 

as | will. 1 will care for you, and cherish 
you as no man ever loved and cherished a 

You shall never 
one single hour of pain or weariness, for | 
will shield you, my darling, from every 

rough wind that blows. No choice flower 

spoke. 

woman before. know 

was ever guarded one-half so closely as | 

Ah, my 
quee ~ my beautiful love, kiss me again !”’ 

aud as he felt those 
clinging, passionate lips upon his own no 
thought of wife and babe came to him, 
all that be loved in the 

will guard aud watch over vou ! 

She Kissed him, 

for 

great, wide world 
was 1 his arms. 

Suddenly the sound of a piano broke 
the silence of that love-haunted summer 

night, and then as if to call them back from 
their dream of love aud passion, and to 

reproach for their and 
wrong-deing, Prince Cordonna’s voice sang 

them falseness 

the sung : 

* Oli, murmuring trees, oh, fragrant breeze, 
Oh, waving, w hispering limes : 

Oh, there to be again with thee, 
My love of olde n times !”? 

CHAPTER XXIX,. 

“I WOULD GO THROUGH SEAS OF FIRE WITH 

YOU, MY DARLING, AND CALL I1 

HEAVEN, EOR THE SAKE OE LYING IN 

YOUR ARMS FOR JUST ONE SHOR, 

SWEET HOUR !”? 

That deep, rich voice, filling the per- 
air with its 

who, 

fue ed sad, sweet melody 

startled 

other's arms, drinking in 

the clasped in each 

the 

had forgotten 

and with 

two, 

delicious 

madness of forbidden love, 

the singer, 

a little, 

his warm arms, her love-lit 

very existence of the 

smothered cry she drew back from 

eves fastened 

upon his beloved face, whispering ; 

“1 had forgotten him ; oh, Lionel, my | 
love, I bad forgotten that there were others 

world! What shall we; beside us in the 

do 1” 
“ What shall we do {"’ he repeated, cateh- | upon the stars; that awinkled in the sky § 

ing her iu his arms again, ana drawing her | 

close to his breast, while he covered her | 

mouth with fierce kisses. “We will go 
on with our love, of course. What would 

there be for us to live for now without it? 

Would not life be a blank forever? Ans. 
wer me, my darling, and tell me i you 
could live aw ay from my kisses and cares. | 
ses, knowing ‘that love is all? It is 
only precious gift that is given to us, and 

| out, 

why should we refuse it because the law. : 
says you are bound to ome that y do | 
not love! No, no, dearest, we 3 
from this night out! Kiss me 
the past away from you. and be glad !”’ 
She laid her beautiful head upon his 

breast, passing her snow-white hand over 
his face with a tender, caressing motion as 
thongh it were a pleasure to touch him, 
and with a sigh of contentment she whis- 
pered : 

“You are right, Lionel. Itis not wrong 
for us to love each other, for, my love, 
what would we do? how could we exist 
away from each other after the divine 
happiness of this night 71 would gothrough 
seas of fire with you, my darling, and call 

it heaven, for the sake of lying in your 

arms for just one short, sweet hour?” 
“Look up, my queen,” he breathed 

passionately. “Look up, and I will tell 
you your futvre! The future that is to 

he'such as no living man or woman ever 
knew before! 1t will be fairer than any- 
thing in this world has ever Leen yet— 
fairer than the delights of heaven! And 
to-morrow night it must begin! Do you 
hear me, my beautiful love? To-morrow 
night our new life begins!” 
“To- morrow night ?’ she repeated, her 

voice trembling in spite of her attempt at 
self-control, her entire being thrilling and 

throbbing in eagerness and longing. “Do 
you mean that to-morrow night I must 
leave this place and go with you? Is that 
what vou mean dear!” 

“Yes, that is what I mean,” he answer- 

ed witn a kiss, and that was all he said. 
And sl e, pressed to his heart, only nestled 
closer to him, the silence broken by her 
rapid heart-throbs, 

For a Jong time the stillness of the starry 
night was undistu: bed save by the ceaseless 
song of the fountain as it roseand fell and 

the gentle whisper of the wind among the 
trees, To the hour of her death the 
beautiful woman could never listen to the 
murmur of the waving limes nor hear the 
ripple of the silver fount without living 
over again that love-filled hour beneath 

the glow of the golden stars and the mellow 
moonbeams, and the blood would leap in 
her veins at the memory of that night, 
destined to bring beth joy and sorrow into 
her fair, young life. 

“Yes, Lionel,” she whispered very gent- 
ly, and there was a ring of sorrow in her 
voice, “yes, dear, love rules the whole 
world. Kings and queens cannot avoid it, 
for hearts are alike after all.” 

“Even my queen cannot resist sweet 
love,” he replied, with a smile, “and her 
heart seemed made of coldest marble unti! 
J warmed it to love and life ” 

She was about to make some reply, when 
the sound of footsteps near by stopped her, 
and they sprung apart like guilty things, 
Just as Prince Cordonna came up to them, 
and said slowly : 

“What a beautiful night it is, and yet I 
feel so lonely. Why it is I cannot say. 
but there is a feeling of deep depression 
that I cannot shake off. It isas though 
something terrible were about to happen. 
[ never remember feeling so before in all 
my life. Did you ever feel that way, 
Lionel !” 

“Yes, many times,” Sir Lionel answered 
his face flushing guiltily in the moonlight, 
and for the moment the thonght that he 

was a scoundrel rushed over him, and he 
hatel hiwself. What! he, Sir Lionel 

Mannville, upon whose proud name there 

had never yet been a stain—was it possible 
that he had fallen so low as to rob his 

friend of his wife? Good God! no, he 
would not, he could not, commit such an 
u RYH sin |! 

And then his eyes Skid upon that love- 
ly face so near him, looking in the mellow 
moonlight like the face of a sinless saint 

out of Paradise, and became oblivious to 

everything save his 1ighty love. Pride 

and honor were forgotten, and love reign- 
ed supreme over all, 

Her beautiful eyes were fastened upon 
her husband’s face, and she noticed how 

pale and sad he looked, and for the first 
time she wished that she could love him. 
He was noble and true. It showed plain- 
ly in every line of his face, and the thought 
that she was going to bring disgrace and 
shame upon his proud old name cut like 
the sharp thrust 'of a knife. But with set 
teeth she whispered that it was all for 
love's sake, and she could not live without 
her lover. Shame or no shame, she would 

go to the ends of the earth with him, for 
love was more to her than honor—yes, far 
more than life! 

““I'may be foolish,” Prince Cordonna 
went on, raising his eyes up to the sumer - 
night sky, “but I bave a presentiment that 

my life is nearing its end. 1 have been 
worldly and have never given death a 
thought, but to-night as I sat at the piano 

singing that old song my mind wandered 

back over familiar, half-forgotten scenes, 

and lingered about old friends that have 
heen dead for years, 

L have ever giveu them a thought, but 
somehow they ail seemed to be with me 

to-night as 1 sang. Al, well I sappose it 
is as it should be!” 

He sighed deeply, his eyes still fixed 

overhead like so many diamonds, his lips 
parted in a sad smile. 

His words seemed to pierce the hearts of 
bath his false fiend and hi; wife, and it 
was all they could do to keep from arying 

for ne looked so noble and. brave 
standing there, his dark hair blowing about 
his brow, as it was stirred by phe evening 

| breeze—that he seemed far above treachery 
pthe | and deceit. 

(TO BE CONTINUED) 

It is the first time ! 

Dep. Sheriff V'heeler 
Does Rot Care to Live 

If He Cannot Have 

HOODS 
Sarsaparilia 

It would be difficult to find a man 
better known in the vicinity of Burling- 
ton, Vt., than Mr. R. D. Wheeler of 
Winooski Falls, the efficient Deputy 
Sheriff of Burlington county. He says: 
“C. XL. ITood & Co., Lowell, Mass. : 

“Dear Sirs: If Hood's Sarsaparilla cost 

$10.00 a Bottle 
I should still keep using it, as I have 
for the past ten years. With me the 
question as to whether life is worth 
living depends upon whether I can get 
Hood's Sarsaparilla. I don’t think I 
could live without it now. certainly I 
should not wish te, and suffer as I u=ed 
to. For over ten years | suffered the 
horrors of the damned with 

Sciatic Rheumatism 
for if ever a man suffers with anything 
in this world it is with that awful dis- 
ease. It scems to me as if all other 
physical suffering were compressed into 
that one. 1 took about everything man 
ever tried for it but never got a dollar's 
worth of help until I began taking 

Hood's Sarsapariila 
ow preity regularly for 

ten years and have no more pain and 
can get around all right. 1 have 
advised a good many to try Hood’s Sar- 
saparilla.” R. D. WHEELER, Deputy 
Sheriff, Winooski Falls, Vt. 
Hood’s Pilla cure Liver [iis 

For SALE AT SHORT'S DRUG STORE. 

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

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

BRITISH, FOREIGN and 
DOMESTIC 

Dry Goods, 
THAS, &c., 

"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 
pug 

ISAAC TRENHOLM, 

I have taken it 1 

Buctouche, June 16 1892, (6m) 

MARBLE 
WORKS. 

CUT STONE OF ALL DESCRIPTIONS 
FURNISHED TO ORDER. 

A LARGE STOCK OF MARBLE AL- 
WAYS ON HAND. 

Correspondence solicited. 

Vid CHATHAM. N. B. 

Nopri Zesf Orst Up Idpe Ople. 

If you can read the above sentence 
Youn may receive a reward, 

To the first person sending the correct 
answer to the above problem the publish- 
ers of Goon News will give Seventy-five 
Dollars in cash ; for the second correct 
answer Fifty Dollars in cash ; for the third 
correct answer an elegant Gold watch ; for 
the fourth correct answer a first-class Boy’ 8 
or Girl’s Safety Bicycle; for the fifth a 
French Music Box ; for the sixth a pair of 
genuine Diamond Earrings ; to the seventh 
a first-class Kodak Camera, with a com- 
plete outfit for using same ; to the eighth 
a complete Lawn Tennis ourfiit ; for the 
ninth an elegent pair of Pearl Opera Glass. 
es ; to the tenth a Silk. Dress Pattern (any 
color desired.) 

Everyone anwsering the above puzzle 
must enclose with the same Thirty Cents 
in Silver (or ten three-cent stamps) for 
three months’ trial sabseription, or three 
subscribers at ten cents for one mouth, to 
Good News, Canada’s Literary Newspaper. 
The envelope which contains correct an- 
swer bearing earliest postmark will receive 
first prize, the talance strictly in order as 
received, er GLaEaes der 

All answers must be mailed on or before 
the first of each month. Names and Ad- 
dresses of prize winners will be published 
in our journal, 
Address 

Cood News Publishing Co. 
Toronto, Canada, 

TEACHER RR WANTED ! 
Wanted for Jo ET District No. 16, 

Parish of Weldford, a second-class female 
cher. \ 

Apply, stating salarv to 
i ” JOSFPH CAIL, 

Sec’y to Trustees. 
Ford’s Mills, Kent Co. 

Pa 

Ey 
Yn Sr ppp 

W. H. THORNE & CO, | 

ROPEVIE SALMON, ROUT, 
/ US 4 E Busp 

BLOCK TIN, BAR COPP 
SISAL ROPE, | "BAY STATE COPPER PAINT, 
TACKLE BLOCKS, ANCHORS, COMPASSES, 
BOAT NAILS, SAIL DUCK, OIL CLOTH- 

ING, OAKUM. &c. . 

MARKET SQUARE. 

WONDERFUL f 

MACKEREL x. nmRmiNe 
TWINES, wigs, 
KS, LEAD £ © 

INES, TIN PLATES, 
wh LEAD, MANIT LA and 

St. John, el B. 4 

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 y sure to 

SUIT you. 

St. John, N. B., 
Aug. 12th, 1692. 

_-— JO N CALD! OR, 33{Charlotte St, St. 

~ RICHARD SULLIVAN & CO. 
—WHOLESALE— 

Wine and Spirit Merchants, 
—IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN— 

TEAS, TOBACCOS and CIGARS, 
44 & 46 DOCK STREET, ST. JOKN, N. E. 

Bonded Warehouse No. 8 

J. . § CARN Fi : 
Taxidermist and Naturalist, 

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

Birds and Animals mounted in the best Le of the art. 
Moose and 
Furs of all kinds dressed. 

Caribou eads mourted in the best style. 
colleetion on hand for sale 

Skins tanned and made into mats. 
Rare birds bought and fair - rices paid. Aretie Owls partiou- 

arly required. 
I guarantee that ne moths will appear in my work. 

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

60 AND 62 PRINCE WILLIAM STREET, 
a | 

og o OFS 
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL. 

Henry O Leary, 

DRY GOODS, GROJERIES, 

HARDWARE, BOOTS & SHOES, 

Dry and Pickled FISH, 

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

Very Low for Cash. 

CALL AND SEE OUR STOCK BEFORE BUYING ELSE- 

WHERE 

CROTHERS, HENDERSON & WILSON, 
MANUFACTURERS OF 

Fine Carriages, Sleighs, Track Sulkie, &e. 
id Be. i nok Wf 3 

SULKIES A "SPECIALTY. 

REPAIRING IN ALL ITS BRANCHES PROMPTLY DONE. 

OFFICE and SHOW ROOMS, 43 © 45, North Side 
FACT ORY, 42 & 44, South Side, 

ST. JOHN, N. B. 

* 

! WATERLOO St. 

Subscribe for THE REVIEW. 
“er a J 

Only. $1. 00. | 7 
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