Pl e .
e g v

e

THE REVIEW, RI

—

ey ‘d L T AT it
- ¥ L R R LA WEERG- Y
: LoNEL i

BUCUT
. :

sl Y e

ABI. S. JACKMAN.,

CHAPTER XXXVI.—Continued,

“ Hush, man !”’ the doctor said, his face
pale with horror. “ How can you jest
when you are dying 1

“Well, I murdered him, and now I will
get my punishment for it,” he answered
calmly. “ But I can stand it,” and reach-
ing out one hand, he gasped ;

“Let me sign it—quick, for 1 am
dying !”

They placed the pen in his already
stiffening fingers, and with an effort he
wrote his mame, ‘ud then tell back dead,
the blood gushing in torremts from his
mose and mouth,

Sir Lionel turned away, sick at heart,
and as he entered the room where his wife
lay sleeping her long, last sleep, it seemed
to him as if a happy smile lingered about
the cold lips.

The next morning the whole country
was astir when it became known that the
beautiful woman who had been languish-
ing in prison, and who was condemned to
die, had been released, and there was great
rejoicing.

Gabriclle herself was calmest of them
all. When Sir Lionel took ber hand in
his, and led her to the side of the beauti-
ful dead, she placed one hand upon the
marble brow, and said quietly :

“Ah, Lionel, if 1 were only in her
place !”

“No, no !” he answered, clasping her
band again. “You must not say that,
Gabrielle, you have yet all to live for,

wountains bad been a palace when com-
pared to this, for there was plenty of fresh
air, and at night the whisper of the fragrant
trees lulled her to rest, and the blue sky
swiled down over her couch, sealing her
tired eyes with a star.

She removed her faded hat and shawl,
and sat down in the only rocking-chair
that the room boasted, leaning her head
upon one thin hand while the tears rolled
slowly down her pale cheek.

“Two years !” she whispered, choking
back a sob. “Two long years since I last
looked upon his face! Has he forgotten
me, ]| wonder? Have they all given me
up for dead ? Ah, me ! how I have suffer-
ed in those years, only the dear Lord
knows ! I have tried to be patient, and
atone for my sin, but at times it has been
s0 hard—so hard !”’

She bowed her head upon the rough
table and sobbed aloud. Poor, weary,
heartsick Gabrielle! She had borne
enough in those two years to atone torall
sins, and yet her heart longed so for her
lover that at times she wondered why she
did not die. Night after night she had
lain on her bed, praying to forget, and yet
ever before Ler eyes arose the smiling face
of the one she loved so well, and with a
shudder of painful delight she recalled the
passionate kisses branded upon face, neck
and brow by that same tender mouth, and
she would ery out for him w come back
to her, for God help her, she could not
forget ! She would whisper that if he
would come to her for just one little hour
and Kiss her eyes te blindness, then she
would be willing to die !

It all rushed over her as she sat there,
and lifting her head with a cry of stifled
pain, she whispered :

“I have tried to forget by helping others
forget their sorrows, but my efferts have
all been in vain. Oh, what a relief death

and—"

“ Husn,” she said, putting one hand over |

his lips— ‘hush, Lionel !”

She bowed her head and kissed the icy
lips, whispering low :

“@Good-bye, dear, pgood-bye! You
spoke truly when you said that you would
never see me again,”’

She walked quietly from the room, and
as Sir Lionel saw the graceful figure vanish,
he little dreamed that it would be long,
long years before he would see her again.

No one saw her asshe stole softly away,
and a few hours later, upon the deck of
an outward bound steamer, aslender form
stood, and through her tears, saw theshores
of bonny old England fade slowly from
her sight, while she said with a sob :

“ A new life liesbefore me. What does
it hold for me, joy or sorrow 7"’

But the roll of the waves was the only
answer to her query, and the future was

>hidden from her tired eyes,

In the meantime, Lord Thorndyke and
Sir Lionol were searching high and low
for the lost one, but in vain.

They did not find a single trace of her,
and at last, in despair, they gave up all
hopes of ever finding her.

Where was she? Where had she gone,
wvanishing as completely as though she had
been swallowed up by the great sea that
moaned both day and night ?

Whenever Sir Lionel saw a lovely
flower-like face or a bronze-crowned head,
he turned and looked after it with a sigh,
wondering where his lost darling was,

But the months sped swiftly by, and she
was not found, but he never gave up the
search, but ah, how weary grew the long
waiting !

CHAPTER XXXVII.

“I HAVE SUFFERED ENOUGH. TAKE ME
IN YOUR STRONG ARMS, MY LOVE, AND
HOLD ME THERE THROUGH ALL TIME
AND ETERNITY !”’

Night, dark, gloomy and desolate, was
falling over the city of New York. A fine |
misty rain was beginniug to come down |
like needles of steel, and the street-lamps
glowed faintly through the fog, a< if they ’
were discouraged in their efforts to shine |
forth and brighten the general dreariness |
of the night itself. |

A slender, dark-1obed figure was toiling |
along one of the cheerless, dirty streets in |

the poorer quarter of the city, and as she |
passed under the street-lamp, its sickly |
rays shone full upon the pale, sad face of |
Gabrielle Thorndyke.

She was poorly clad, and there wasa |
world of sorrow and misery in her great, |
dark eyes that told how bitterly she had
suffered. Ah, how she was changed ! She
was no longer the lovely young girl who
had knelt beside the crystal lake in old |
Eungland =0 long ago, and gazing down into
its silvery depths, prayed that love might |
come to her ; nordid she resemble at all
the beautiful Princess Cordonna, who bad
wealth and power and all that the hbman |
Love had come to |

heart eould ask for,
her, and so had sorrow, and the result was |

to be read in her despairing eyes.

would be! But I suppose I must wait
and be patient !”

Among the poor in that locality, Mrs,
Noble, as she was known, was looked upon
as little less than an angel. She it was
who cared for the old and helpless and
nursed the sick, and when there was no
money with which to pay doctor’s bills,
and now and then buy a shroud or coffin
—from her own scanty purse, she supplied
all.  Such acts of mercy and Findness
helped to heal her broken heart, and bring
forgetfulness if but for a little while.

There came a seft tap at the door, and
with a sigh she arose and opened it. A
small, thinly-clad girl stood there, shiver-
ing, a look of fright on her face, but the
kindly smile with which she was greeted,
drove away all fears, and in a piping voice
she said :

“If you please, Mrs. Noble, a woman
sent me after you. “Sheis awful sick, and
she wants me to bring you with me. Will
you go 1" ' .

‘* Yes, I will go with you,” she answered,
and donning her worn hat and shawl once
more, she followed the girl down the stairs
and into the street,

Her small guide conducted her thrcugh
several dark streets and lanes, and finally
ushered her into a miserable tenement,
leading her down a pair of rickety steps
inte a damp, dark cellar,

At first she could see nothing, and then
as her eyes became used to the darkness,
she beheld the figure of a woman, stretch-
ed out on a bed of rags over in one corner
of the wretched den, and she could hear
her moans of agony every now and then.

“I am glad you have come,” she said
hoarsely, and to Gabrielle there seemed to
be a famihar ring in her voice. “For I
am dying, and my life has been one long
career of sin and folly. I cannot right
those whom I have wronged, but I can
make a confession to you, and that will
ease my guilty conscience.”

She turned her ghastly face toward Ga-

may, for there before her in rags and filth,

and dying alone, lay the gypsy queen !

“You !"—she cried, shrinking back— |

‘“ yW .I”

“Yes, it is I ”—the dying queen went

brielle, and as she did so, a cry burst from |
the girl’s lips, and she started back in dis- |

*“God will not listen to asinner like me
who repents only at the last moment !”’ the
grief-stricken woman wailed. {

“He will listen to any oneof His
children who repents,” was the low reply.
“No matter how much they may have
sinned, He is always loving and forgiving,”
and then, while her breath came thick and
fast, she asked suddenly :

“You are dying now, and surely in your
last hour yon will tell me the sacred truth,
Are you my mother 7’

“TI am your mother,” was the slow re-
ply. “Baut, ‘oh, dear God! what a
mother !’

A groan burst from Gabrielle’slips, and
she buried her face in her hands. Shehad
hoped against hope for so long !

“Does—does your father know that I
still live 7" faintly asked the dying woman,
and her eyes burned with an eager, rest-
less fire.

“ No, he thinks you are dead,” (Gabrielle
answered, her voice trembling. “He be-
lieves that you were drowned years and
years ago when you first left him.”

“Better so,”” was the feeble reply.
“ Better so, and you will never reveal to
him the truth ? Promise me that you will
never let him know how and where I
died !” and she turned and grasped Ga-
brielle’s fingers in her thin hands, “ Re-
member [ am dying, and in spite of all
my sins and follies, I am your mother!”

“I will never tell him,” wus the slow
answer. “He shall never know.”

A smile crept about the pale lips, and
then she turned her fast glazing éyes upon
that beautiful, patient face beside her and
a look that must have come from heaven,
lit up her own face. All that was good
and noble and true in her nature shone
forth from her sunken eyes, and ehe was
a mother indeed ! Sins were hers, but for
the moment she was a true mother, smiling
upon her child. The weak lips moved,
and the girl kneeling beside her caught the
faint words :

“Good-bye and God bless you, my dear
child !”

With a wild sob, Gabriell threw herself
down beside the frail form sobbing :

“Oh, mother, mother !”

That sacred name was the last sound that
met the ears of the dying woman, and with
one gentle sigh she closed her eyes and her
spirit passed upward to a kind and mer-
ciful Ged. She, who had wrecked a hus-
band’s life, and for years ruled the lawless
gypsy band was dead ! 9

Gabrielle arose, her face pale and set,
and to the girl who entered the room she
said :

“I will send the undertaker to care for
the body. Remain here until he comes.”

once had hurled cruel stones at 'her, over
the pulseless breast, and then bending low
kissed the cold lips and: left the deaa sleep-
ing that long, dreamless sleep that knows
no waking, '

Like one whose brain is dazed she re-
tarned to her cheerless room, her eyes dim
with unshed tears, and entered. Some
. one was there before her, and he arose
from the chair where he was sitting, the
lamplight falling upon his fair hair, turn-
ing it into living, burning gold.

“ Gabrielle, Gabrielle, my darling,” he
cried, and the next moment she was fold-
ed in his arms, while he coveied her sweet
face with burning kisses.

“Lionel, am I dreaming 7’ she sobbed,
nestling close to his breast, and then asshe
' looked up into his eyes, and saw the tender
light in their blue depths, she whispered :

“I have suffered enough. Take me in
your stroug arms, my love, and hold me
there through all time and eternity !”

“I will, sweetheart,” he answered pas-
sionately. “I will never let you go from
me again. I have searched for you all
over the world, and I have followed you
across the silvery sea that seemed to tell
‘me where you were. And now, my
' darling, you are mine to have and to hold
. for evermore, for to-night sees us man and
wife !”’

“Ah, Lionel !” she whispered, leaning
: her head against his breast. “ I'am happy

She crossed the poor, thin hands that |.

on—*“1, the most wretched, miserable | at last ! I have sinned and I have suffer-
creature in all the world, but in spite of | ed! Ihave borne the torturer of hell

' that I am yourmother, and I am dymng !” | itself, and yet I lived through it, knowing

Like a flash the memory of her cruel | that if I could feel your kiss on my lips
treatment at the hands of this woman who | Just once, it would be ample recompense

| was her mother, ru-hed like a whirlwind  foritall! Away down inmy heart a tiny,

through her brain, and for the moment | silvery voice kept singiug, and its song was
she drew back, and then, as if ashamed of | one sweet word. Can you guess my king,

| all past and gone.

her own weakness, she laid one hand upon

the cold brow, already touched by Death’s |
| icy fingers, and said gently :

“You have only a few hours to live,
and it is best that you should make your
peace with God.

wronged, you cannot help now, and it is |
We have all sinned— |

we all have need of mercy, aud—and you

are wy mother !”

She uttered that last word in a low,

| stifled voice, as though it was a very hard

Those whom you have |

| what that word was ?”

He gazed into her tender eyes, aud with
a shower of burning kisses, answered :
“ Love !”

. [rHE END]
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! Daniel Kellher,

Says that oue bottle of Scott's Cure for
Rhevmatism entirely cured him of a severe
attack of Rbeumatism in the back., He

- says: | had such a pain across my back I |

' could nor stoop, and had to stop work ;

She halted before a dingy-looking brick task, and yet she leaned down and laid one | but as soon as I applied the Beott’s Cure

bouse, past whose door the noisy street- |
cars rumbled, and with a deep sigh, drew |
forth a key and let herself in, going up a f
flight of stairs that creaked dismally at |
every step. At the top of the landing she |
once more applicd the key, and then she |
was in her own apartment, which consisted |
of a single room, serving as parlor, dining- |
room, sleeping-room and kitchen all in |

hand very gently om the dying wowan’s |

brow.

“1 do not deserve kind words from !

you,” the queen auswered with a groan.
“Oh, God ! if I could only live my wasted
life over again! But I caonot, oh ]
cannot !

“ It is too late to think of the past now,”
“Think only

Gabrielle answered softly.

I got instant relief. I would recommend
anyoue who suffered as [ did o try it,
Ca-leton May 1, 1890, *
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The Testimoninis
- Published oun behalf of Hood’s Sarsrparilla
are as reliable and as worthy your coufi-
- dence as if they eame from your best-and
most trusted neighbor. “They state odly
the simple facts in regard to what Hood’s
Sarsaparilla has done, always within truth

one. Thesmall apartment was neat and | of the future, and repent in time, for it and reason.

tidy, although poorly furnished, but oh, | has been said that repentance makes the |
what & bome for one who had been used  human heart even better and braver than |
to every luxury that money could pro- : it was before itsinned. Think of that and |
eure! Even the gypsy camp among the | be comforted.”

Constipation, and all troubles with the
digestive organs and the liver, are cured
by Hood’s Pill, Unequalled as & dinner

| pill,

Of Sparta, N, J,, voluntarily says:
“To Whom it May Concern:
* Unasked I deem it my duty to a suffering
humanity whose bodies and souls I would

have healthy, to tell them of the of
Honirs Barorpariita "While 1ving

one of my children was greatly

Afflicted With Boils
having 30 on her limbs, and being unable to
walk. I had heard of Hood’s Sarsaparilla,
and bought a bottle, half of which cured en-
tirely, Two years after, another child was
afflicted as badly. I used the other half
bottle of Hood’s Sarsaparilla with like re-
sults. About four years after, the child first
afliicted was again tormented like Job, and I
bought a bottle (on Sunday at that) and
again a cure. I gave some of themedicine to
a poor woman and two children; they were
helped as were mine. Through a testimo-
nial sent to C. I. Hood & Co., inquiries came

from all the country, asking if it was a ‘bona
fide’ testimonial, and of course I wrote all
that it was, and have the knowledge of

Scores and Scores
Of persons helped or cured by Hood’s Barsa~
parilla. - Mild ‘cases of rheumatism have
yielded to it. Biliousness and bad liver have
been corrected in my own family. This is
the only patent medicine I have felt like
praising. I speak not for C. I. Hood, but for
the Jobs who are impatient and are tor-

mented ond endurance. Nothing I know
of will cmse the blood, atimulatenaxe liver,
or clean the stomach so0 perfectiy as

Hood’s Sarsaparilla
Any person wishing to know more, enclosing
a stamp will be informed. Yours for the
health, happiness and virtue of humanity.”
¥ WiLLiAM HOLLINSHED, pastor of Presby-
terian church, Sparta, N. J.

—i_lood'l Pills cure habitual constipation.
For SALE AT SaorT’8 DRUG STORE.

FIRST-CLASS
Livery Stable!

I am prepared to furnish

FIRST-CLASS TEAMS

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

—_— O —

ISAAC TRENHOLM,

Buc@ouche, June 16 1892, (6m)

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 Richibucto, 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-
perty claim and demand, either at law o1
In equity, of, in, and to, all tnat certain
lot, piece, and parcel of land situate, lying
and being in the town ' of ‘Richibucto, in

the County of Kent. Bounded on the
! east by Queen Street, on the north by the
. McDermott property, on the west by land
' deeded to Robert Ricixa.rdson, on the south
' by the Carey property, being the lot of
' land occupied by Thomas G. - Richardson,
the same having been 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 same time and place.

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

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

M., WHETEN,

; Shervifl,
Sheriff’s office, Richibueto,
March 24th, 1893,

INTERCOLONIAL RAI WAY,

(892 -- WINTER ARRANGEMENT -- 1893
On and after Monday 17th October

1892 the trains will run daily (Sunday ex-

cepted) as follows :

! WILL LEAVE KENT JUNCTION,

| Accommodation for Moncton, St.

John and Halifax,
Accommodation for Campbellton,
WILL LEAVE HARCOURT,

Through express for St. Jobn and

ostponed
y next,

12.23
13.12

Halifax, (Monday excepted) 5.26
Accommodation for &mpbg:legn’l, 12.456
Accommodation for Moncton, St.

John and Haiifax, 13.06

Through Exﬁmm for Campbellton

Que ontreal and Chicago, 21,00
All trains are run by

g onge, e

' 1 car Choice Barbados Molasses.

TR

¥

3 ‘ .“M‘—-f‘ ,‘ » ——— .
m}ws ‘ROPEVIE , TROUT, MACEEREL & HERRING
! ES, LINEN GASPE X & SHAD TWINEs, HEMP LINES,
COTTON NETS, COTTON TWINES, HOOKS, LEADS, CALKS,
SISAL & MANILLA LOBSTER TWINES, TIN PLATES, /
BLOCK TIN, BAR COPPER, PIt4 LEAD, MANIJ LA ani "
SISAL ROPE, BAY STATE COPPER PAINT,
TACKLE BLOCKS, ANCHORS, COMPASSES,
BOAT NAILS, SAIL DUCK, OIL CLOTH-
ING, OAKUM. &o.

e - -

W. H. THORNE & CO.,,

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

“RICHARD SULHVAN & C0.

~WHOLESALE—

Wine and Spirit Merchants,

~—IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN—

TEAS, TOBACCOS and CIGARS,
44 & 46 DOCK STREET, ST. JOHN, N. B.

Bonded Warehouse No. 8.

J. H CARNALL

Taxidermist and Naturalist,

98 King Street, (ﬁp stairs) 8t. John, N. B. A

Birds and Animals mounted in the best style of the art.
%looufnnltli kCur‘{b?lu » 8 moun tet}lin ttihe b“ltn style.
rs8 o ¢ dressed.
Bgina t:nnet‘inand made into mt:? ORI8O0 200% Antsle
Arctic Owls partion.

Rare birds bought and fair ‘ rices paid.
larly required.
I guarantee that ne mothse will appear in my work,

BURPEE, THORNE & CO.,

Hardware & Fancy Goods
60 AND 62 PRINCE WILLIAM STREET,

L. JCOTEEN M. B

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL.

Henry O Leary,

DRY G00DS, GROCERIES,
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,

USE
Dart's Wild Cherry Emulsion,

OF

Cod Liver Oil.

Tasteless, Pleasant, aud Efficacious. Cures Consumption, Bronchitis, and all diseases
of the Lungs, Useful in Debility and Weakness of the System.

FOR SA E BY
W. W. SHORT, Druggist, Richibucto,

IN STOCK AND BOUGHT TO ARRIVE: |
1 car Roller & Standard Oatm
5 cars Flour—Verbena (Manitoba patent) Pearl, Sunbeam, Peoples’
and White Star. ~
1 car Eastern Herring. 1 :ar Med. & Hand-picked Beans.
1 car Balt, factory filled and coarse. 8 cars Sugar, granulated and Yel
1 cask Cream Tartar, ' low. ; £y
75 Choice Cheese. 125 half chests Tea, ™
50 drums Bi-Carb. Soda. 10 bbls. Washing Soda. '
Also, Chase & Sanborn’s Coffees, Morton’s, Btephen’s & Lazenby’s
Mixed Pickles, Soaps, Spices, Vinegars, Confectionery, ete.
"~ FOR SALE LOW.
F.P. REID&CO.. - «

’
.

H G. SCOVI

TEA and WINE MERC ‘ANT .

62 Union Street, St. John, N. B.

Telephone 523, Neole Agent for Maritime Previnces, -

J. 8. HAMILTON & CO.’S Communion Wine teed
Grape. Registered at Ottawa, . ue, guaranteed pure juice of the

PELEE ISLAND WINES ARE BEST IN THE MARKKT. '

Subscribe for THE RE .

.

E. BABINEAU, St. Louis,




