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CHAPTER XXIII—Continued.

Thick and fast fell the shower of stones,
wod it seemed to the agonized girl that
wagh one cut deeper, and was more pain-
%l as she sped along, her panting breath
woming through her parted lips with a
dabored sound.

8he felt that she could net hold out
sawch longer, for the loss of blood weak-
wutd her fearfully, and she could feel her
strength failing her. - Must she die, she
asked herself, and at the hands of those
bated gypsies? No,she would not! She
would live for revenge upon that cruel
woman who called herself her mother, but
whu was more like a bloodthirsty tigress,
amll with a mighty effort, she bounded on,
Jer anger putting a new life in her veins!

She bad passed through the line, and
3ol reached the edge of a dense wood.
Asother moment and she would be able
%o conceal herself from these yelling devils
dnthe thick undergrowth. The thought
Jeat her new speed, and on and on she
flow

The queen saw that her victim was about
%o ®scape her, and cried out ;

*Do not let her escape. She must not.
Look ! she is making for the wood, and
wace she is concealed there, we shall never
be able to find her.”

Gabrielle’s heart sunk like lead, and
with a moan of despair she was about to
sink to the ground, when a voice near by,
calied in low tomes :

% Here girl, here! Up with you, for
God’s sake, up with you, and we will es-
cape those devils! Gather all yow
strength together, and I will save you.
Now—there you are safe!”

CHAPTER XXIV.

3 WILL LIVE, AND THIS BEAUTY AND
GRANDEUR MAY HELP ME TO FORGRT !
OTHER WOMEN HAVE LIVED WITH A
DEAD HEART WITHIN THEIR BREASTS
—WHY Not 11"

She felt a pair of strong arms lift her up
from the ground, and the next instant she
was seated upon a horse’s back, the same
arms holding her firmly before the owner
as the horse galloped madly through the
'O')d.,
shrubs and tender shoots mercilessly be-
meath them asthe splvndid animal sped on,
as fleet as the wind itself,

|
She could not turn her head to see her |

strange rescuer, so she could not tell what
he looked like, and she had not the slight-

the iron-shod hoofs crushing the |

rambling mansion of purest white warble,
and even to one accustomed to splendor
and wealth it was a rare and wonderful
sight.

The owner of all this grandeur dis-
mounted, and leading Gabrielle by the
hand np to the stately door, said, with a
low bow :

“Welcome to a place of safety, my fair
young friend. Doesit please your fancy 7"’

She looked at him then for the first time,
wondering why he should ask her such a
question, and she started, for it wasa
handsome face into which she gazed,
though worldly and cynical, with a tired,
weary look, as if be had found all things
in life changeable and fading. He was
perhaps forty years old, though the dark,
Spauish face did not show it, and the raven-
black hair was thickiy mixed with gray.
In his great, dark, soulful eyes a buried
past could be plainly read, and he spoke
with a slight foreign accent. Taken
altogether, it was a handsome face, and a
good one, and one that'a woman would
trust, and yet in every line lurked bitter
disappointment and denied happiness that
his heart longed for, knowing it could
never be realized. There was asomething
about him that fascinated Lady Gabrielle,
and still she knew well that she could
never care for him save as a friend.

He laughed lightly as he saw her con-
templating him, and with a shrug of his
shapely shoulders, asked :

“Well, what do you thinkefme? You
are studying my face so intently, what can
you read in it?”

She started, blushing a little, and then
answered :

“If you wish me to tell yon what I read
in your face I willdoso. I may be wrong,
but I can see broken hopes and dreams
and bitter disappointment in your eyes.
Am I not right?”

“You are right,” he answered, his face
growing grave again, “But I forget that
you are both cold and wet, and suffering
from your wounds. Pardon me for being
so selfish,”” and taking one cold little hand
within his own he led her up the broad,
marble steps, and into the great entrance
ball, whose magnificence would dazzle
anyone,

He touched lightly a silver bell, and a
pretty mulatto girl suddenly appeared,
smiling broadly.

“Show this lady to the guest chamber,
Lizete,” he said, and with a low bow and
another smile she obeyed him, conducting
Gabrielle through the flower-decked hall,
| and into a chamber gorgeousin its furnish-
ings,

With a sigh of relief Gabrielle sunk into
one of the satin chairs, and leaned her head
against the soft cushion, for she was both
| lame and weary.

The pretty mulatto knelt before her and

est idea who he might be.
however, that he rode a maguificent, blood- |
ed horse, and the arms that held her safely
before bim on the saddle, were firm and
strong as steel. She bad escaped from
those terrible gypsies, and she could have
cried aloud for jey, and then he, the bane |
of her existence, the one black shadow on
her life, was dead ! She had killed him
with her own hands, and a wild, glad feel-
ing surged up into her heart ! Never again
could he torture and mock at ber anguish,
for he was dcad, dead, dead !

She shut ker teeth tightly vogether and
swore that she would live. She did not
want to die now, for she wished to live for
revenge and she would live.

The unknown had not uttered a single
word since he had orderd her to mount the
horse, aud he was urging the animal direct-
ly toward the river, that gleamed like a
brua(l 1»"]1 uf ».H\‘e!' ])ciul'e hcr eyes.

A moment later, and 1t was reached.
She \\uh!iv!‘ud if he intended to force the
brave Liorse to swim i1t with his double
burden. and somehow, she did not fear.
She felt that she wassafe, and instinctively
she trusted her rescuer, why she could not
say.

With a sunort, the horse sprung into the
gleaming river, and it seemed to Gabrielle
that he bad no more than touched the
water when he was upon the bank on the
opposite shore, shaking the drops of water
from him like a huge Newfoundland.

His master touched his glossy side lightly |
with the whip, and he was off again like a
bird. On through a dark, gloomy wood
where the moon now and then found |
courage to peep thrqugh the green tree- |
tops, and the boughs rustled mysteriously,
they were borne, and then up a steep hill |
where the pathway wound its way between
rows of tall trees.

At the top of the hill, the stranger drew |
rein before a high gate that loomed up
before them, like walls of solid iron. He |
drew forth a tiny silver whistle from his |
pocket, and whistled sharply upon it three
times. The gates of solid iron flew open
as if by magic, and the noble borse galloped
through.

(zabrielle could not suppress the cry of |
admiration that arose to her lips, for never |
before had she gazed upor a scene like that
which stretched out before her enchanted |
eyes. She had bebeld many beautiful |
places, but none could compare with this. |
It was more like & scene from fairyland |
than anything else.

There was one continual array of trop- |

blossoins, siagi fountains and | I-
sl ST | may have been, for again your face tells

brilliant-plumaged song birds, and o the
girl’s dazzled eyes it scemed as if there
must be & million different lights twinkling
through the stately pals and the jeweled

Shedid know, |

' glided into the conservatory where he sat

' heart gave a great throb, not of love, but

| led her to & seat beneath the shade of a

windows, The bhouse itself was & large,

removed ber shoes and stockings, bathing

the world to-night that I would trust.
You shall bave all that wealth can buy and
go wherever you please. We will be good
friends and nothing more. Now, will you
be my wife {”’

She looked up into his face, and for a
moment she was silent. She had no in-
tention of refusing him, for she remember-
ed that she was free to wed him now if she
chose. Her lover would r.ever forgive her,
and her life was only a poor, spoiled one
at the best. What mattered it now so long
as it was filled up with something to keep
her alive from day to day ! She put her
hand in his, saying slowly :

and calmly, as if it were that of a loved
sister, and she, gazing up at a tiny star that
twinkled in the fleecy clouds, whispered
to herself :

“] will live, and this beauty and grand-
eur may help me to forget. Other women
have lived with a dead heart within their
breasts—why not 1!”

CHAPTER XXV,
“THE MERE SIGHT OF THAT BEAUTIFUL
FACE BRINGS BACK THE MEMORY OF
MY POOR LOST GABRIELLE !”

For a moment they were silent, and then
he spoke, his voice low and gentle :

“] think we can pass a very tranquil
and pleasant life together, you and [. It
would be madness to say that you would
ever learn to care for me, or I for you.
While I admire your beauty, and know
you are a pure, good girl, yet the power
to loveany living woman isdead. Iloved
a woman once, as false and treacherous as
she was fair, and she killed my heait with
a single blow. We will be good friends
and companions—nothing more, nothing
less. When we tire of the world we will
fly to thi+ secluded spot, and timen when
we long for bright scenes and gay faces,
we will emerge from our seclusien, and
seek the fickle world again. We will make
the most of two ruined lives, will we not,
my fair bride?”

She shuddered, as she heard him call her
by that name, for she could not bear the
thought of any other lips, save Sir Lionel’s,
calling her by that endearing title, and she
realized that she was putting abarrier be-
tween them that no power on earth could
break, and once more that mad, passionate
love filled her heart and soul.

Oh, dear God! Was she never to see
him again ? she asked herself. Never to
look upon his face in all the years to come
and go? No matter how much gold could
buy, it could not purchase bappiness and
love ! and for the mement she bitterly re-
gretted the promise she had just made to
Prince Cordonna.

She raised her beautiful eyes up to the
silver moon that came peeping in through
the palms and ferns, and wondered why

'lur feet with some sweet perfume that
| seemed to remove all pain aud soreness.
,Th(n she brought warm water and soft
| sponges and bathed and dressed the wounds
i made by the cruel stones ; and when that |

task was completed, robed herin garmems

| of daintiest silk, and made her drink a 1 said sadly to herself.

!

looked like a great frosted rose.

| soundly, her sorrows and troubles all for-

{
|

| desolate.
' woman’s heart could wish for—wealth,

| bow] of fragrant, steaming liquid after she | give me, and he will soon forget me! and
' had sought the pretty lace-hung bed that | in time he will learn to love another!

| THAT will be my punishment, the awful
In a few moments Gabrielle was sleeping ; knowledge that another will have the place
' in his heart that once was mine !
gotten, and she did not awaken until the | bitter—more bitter than death itself !’

fiext evening, when the silver moon eame |

peeping in at the casement, kissing her

bronze head and waxen lids.

she saw that her new mistress was awake,
she said with a smile :
“ Will my lady be dressed now?

master, Prince Cordonna, awaits her in the |

conservatory below, and he bade me tell

her be would like to speak with her.”
Lady Gabrielle jut herself under Liz-

ette’s hands, and in half an hour’s time

|

she was dressed and ready to meet the:
friend who had saved her from her fearful |

fate.

w fruits.
Lizette had robed her in a dress of soft,

fe

it chines through sparkling champagne, |
and a few yellow roses, set in a 5light|

wreath of their own emerald leaves, were | of all came to her, and she bit her full

her only ornaments. But, oh, how beauti-
ful she was to look upon!
So thought Prince Cordonna as she |

in the midst of flowers and lights, a caged
mocking-bird singing over his head, a
crystal fount playing at his feet, and his

ardent admiration at her wondrous beauty. |
She came and stood before him, and he |

gigantic oleander in full bloom, and sitting
down beside her, took one hand in his, |
saying :

“] sent for you to-night because I have |
much to say to yom. I rescued you last
night from a band of cruel gypsies who |

I were stoning you to death, and I know |

that yo#t must be friendless and aione, or

else you would never be among them, 1 I
do not know you. You know still less of |
me. 1 do not believe inlove. Your face |

tells me that you have loved and lost. 4 kuow, | can read every lineof the humw
Neither shall | face, for I have borne so much

| You will never love again.
I shall not ask you what your past

me that your life has been good and pure.
] am Jonely and aloue inspite of my great
wealth, So are you. And ] willtell you
frankly that you ave the omnly womas v

!

Lizette was standing beside her couch | be until the end, and in spite of the daz-

when her beautiful eyes opened, and when | zling scenes that would ever surround her,

' she grew faint and sick at the very thought.
' There would be no sucl pictures of do-
My |

She drank a glass of golden-hued | and the fresh, sweet air of early morn came
wine before going dowu, and just tasted a | with it, and find his dear eyes seeking Her

| pity her, that could never be !
clinging silk, the color of sunlight when 1 past and gone, and nothing remained but

| those same blessed privileges—some one

| and she would return kiss for kiss the same
' as she, poor, loving sinner that she was,

| read in vour eyes that you suffer, f

my-
| self and lived through it, that of
every man and woman I meet is hkew

her young life must be so blank and
She would have all that any

Jewels and a noble title, all but love, and
lhat was what her heait longed for most.

“But he no longer cares for me,” she
‘““He would not for-

It is

She clasped her hands tigktlv together,
and the tinted nails cut inte the tender
flesh. She was thinking what life must

mestic bliss as she bad once fondly im-
agined. There would be no balmy moon-
lit nights now when she would lie in his
arms folded close to his brave breast, and
listen to the crickets chirping cheerily
outside in the dew-wet grasses. She could
never open her eyves when the golden sun
came streaming in through the window,

No, God
It was all

own, still heavy with slumber,

the lost, dead dream.
But then the bitterest, saddest thought
under lip to keep from screaming aloud in
her anguish and sorrow. Some other
woman who would love him, would have

who would not—who could mot love him
half so well as she had loved him—and he
would forget the girl who bad sinned only
because she feared to lose his love, and in
sinning had lost all. He would hold that
other one in hie arms, and kiss her lips,

used to do. But she would go mad if she
dwelt longer upon the painful thought,
and with asudden, firm resolve she looked
up into the kindly, dark face that was
bending over, wo ering if she would ever
| be able to call him husband.

“The old paiv hurts you to-night, does
it not 7’ he asked gently, and then added

with a sad smile :
“You need not answer me, for esn

and suffer as few women do suffer!

open book to me. Why we poor wretched
mortals were ever put here in this great,
wide world ouly to be tortured, is more

“I will be your wife, Prince Cordonna.” |
He kissed the hand be clasped quietly |

Mrs. M. E. Merrick,
Of Toronto, Ontario, Cured of

Catarrh and Neuralgia |
Good authority has said that “ neuralgia is

the cry of the nerves for pure b * The
prompt action of Hood’s Sarsaparilla on the
blood, combined with its toning and strength-

mm% effect upon the nerves, make this a
gran medlome for neuralgia and ﬂw for
catarrh, ete. We commend letter to all
having ‘such troubles, and especially to

Suffering Women
‘ For a good many years I have been suffer-
ing from catarrh, neuralgia and
Ceneral Debility

I failed to obtain permanent relief from
medical advice, and my friends feared
I would never find anything to cure me. A

short time ago I- was induced to try Hood's
Sarsaparilla. At that time I was unable to
walk even a short distance without feeling a

Death-like Weakness

overtake me. And I had intense pains from
neuralgia in my head, back and lNmbs,

which were very exhausting. But I am' glnd
to say that soon after 1 be taking Hood’ s

Sarsaparilla I saw that it' was clolmiI
good. When I tookaottles I was entirely

Cured of Neuralgia

I gained in strength rapialy, and can
take a two-mile walk without feeling tired.
1 do not suffer nearly so much from ca-

tarrh, and find that as my st.rength increases
the catarrh decreases. 1 indeed a
changed woman, and am very to

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

for what it has done for me. Itis my wish
that this my testimonial shaill be published

in order that others suﬂerlnp as I was mxiy
learn how to be benefited.”” Mgrs. M. E.
MERRICK, 57 Elm Street, Toronto, Ont.

HooD’sS PILLS cure all Liver Ilis, Bilious-
ness, Jaundiee, Indigestion, Sick Headache.

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 anc
DOMESTIC

Dry Goods,
THAS, &c.,

CANTERBURY STREET, ST.JOHN, N.}

FIRST-CLASS
Livery Stable

I am prepared to furnish

FIRST-CLASS TEAMS

to accommodate the travelling publie, at
short netice to any part of the
coumr)

ISAAC TRENHOLM

Buctouche, June 16 1892. (bm)

D. F. BROWN & CO.
PAPER BAG AND BOX MANUFACTURERS.

have on haud a large stock of Egg Cases,
and filling for Cases,which they are selling

to thetrade for very low figures. Write
for prices
Park Hotel Building, K1 Square,
fohn N B.

MARBL
WORKS.

CUT STONE OF ALL DESCRIPTIONS
FURNISHED TO ORDER.

A LARGE STOCK OF MARBLE AL-
WAYS ON HAND.

Correspondence soliciteda.

J. H. LAWLOR & Co0.
CHATHAM. N. B,

Nopri Zesf Orst Up Idpe Ople.

If you ean read the above sentemee
yYou may receive a reward.

To the first person semnding the eorreet
answer to the above problem the publish-
ers of Goop News will give Seventy-five
Dollars in cash ; for the second ecorrect
answer Fifty Dollars in cash ; for the third
correct answer an elegant Gold wateh'; fur
the fourth correct answex a first-class Boy’
or Girl’s Safety Bicycle : for the fift
French Musie x or the sixth a pair of
genuine Diamond Esrnngs to the seventh
a first-class Kodak C‘Qmen, with a com-
plete outfit for using sate ; to the eighth
& complete Lawn Tennis oucfut for the
ninth an elegent pair of Pearl Opera Glass-

to the tenth a Silk Dress Pattern (any
oofor desired.)

Everyone anwsering the ghove puzzle
must enclose with the same Thirty Cents
in Silver (or ten three-cent stamps) for
three months’ trigl subseription, or three
subscribers at ten cents for one mouth, to
Good News, Canada’s Literary Nowcpapw
The envelope which containg correct an-
swer bearmﬁcnrliast postmark will receive
first pnze e | alance strictly in order as
received
All answers must be mailed on or before
the first of each month, Names avd Ad-

dresses of prize winners will be published
in vur journgl,

than I cap tell.  Bab ! what nochfylle Address

wm Co.

fomade
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HINBORO

- COTTON NETS, COTTO

*ROPEVIE SAJM

TROUT, MACKEREL

Man, LINEN amm#wx & smp TWINES, HEMP LINES,
TWINES, HOOKS, LEADS, CALKS, :

SISAL & MANILLA LOBSTER TWINES, TIN PLATES, (' .

“ﬁ”ﬂu oae R
.
nnmmo

BLOCK TIN, BAR OOP&ER PIG LEAD, MANIT LA and

SISAL

BOP&

BAY STATE COPPER PAINT,

TACKLE BLOCKS, ANCHORS, COMPASSES,
nou 'NAILS, SAIL DUCK, OIL CLOTH-

ING, OAKUM. &c.

-

W. H. THORNE & CO.,,

MARKET SQUARE., - - «

BARGATIINS.
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 te

SUIT you.

St. John, N. B.,
Aug lSth 1692.

JOHN CALDER, s s

St. Johmn, N.

"~ RICHARD SULLIVAN & CO.

—WHOLESALE—

Wine and Spirit Merchants,

TEAS, TOBACCOS and CIGARS,

—IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN—

44 & 46 DOCK STREET, ST. JOHN,'N. B.

Bonded Warehouse No. 8

J.

i . &

CARNALL,

Taxidermist and Natnrallli,

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

Birds and Animals mounted in the best styl
Moose and Caribou Heads mourted in t:°yb:.2f the art.

Furs of all kinds dressed.

Skins tanned and made into mats. *
Rare birds bought and fair - rices paid. Aretic Owll partiou-

tarly required.

I guarantee that ne moths will appear in my work.

BURPEE, THORNE & CO.,

Hardware & Fancy Goods,
60 AND 62 PRINCE WILLIAM STREET,

JOEIN, IN. B.

=L

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL.

DRY GOODS, GROCERIES,

HARDWARE, BOOTS & SHOES,

Geod coileetion on h::’d for sale

Dry and Pickled FISH,

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

CALL AND SEE OUR STOCK BEFORE BUYING ELSE-

WHERE.

Very Low for Cash.

N

CROTHERS, HENDERSON & WII.SON

MANUFACTURERS OF

Pine Carriagw, Slaighs, Track Sulkiss, &,

‘ SULKTES A SPECIALTY.
EPAIRING 1N ALL 1TS BRANCHES PRORPTLY DONE.

OFFICE and SBHOW ROOMS, 43 & 45, North Side
FACTORY, 42 & 44, South

Bld,
ST. JOHN, N. B.

“| WATERLOY S,

Subscribe for THE REVIEW,

Only $1.00.

Henry_ O’'Leary,




