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CHAPTER XXII—Continued.

“I can wait,’, was all Lavaetta said, but
therc was a world of hidden meaning in
her tone. 1t was the first time she had
spoken either directly orindiecrtly to Ga-
brielle since she had been a captive in the
old home on the river’s bank.

“Well, my dear, you might just as well
make up your wind to try and learn to
love nie,”” he =aid, going over to where the
hapless young girl was lying upon a rude
couch. “For if you will not do so of
your own free will, why, then I shall be
obliged to force you, that is all.”

“You can force me to do nothing, Leon
Costello,” she answered, fearlessly, spring-
ing to her feet, and standing erect before
him. “AsI have said before, you may
kill me, but you cannot conquer me.”

“We shall see, my lady,” he sneered.
“Do not anger me, or I may make you
suffer for it. Do not think that we are

here alone, for the entire tribe is within
call, all in this old house. If you kill me,
a8 you have threatened to do, you can
mever hope to escape, for they would put
you to death in an hour’s time. Ob, I
have vou safe, fair Gabrielle !”

She made no reply but turned and walk-

APIL.

ed toward the window, and seated herself

It was all done in a moment, and as he
fell back, the hot blood gushing frem his
many wounds, she threw the dagger trom
her, crying wildly : ‘

“1 sauid I would kill you, if you dared
touch your vile lips to mine, and I have
kept my word.”

With the cry of a pantheress robbed of
her young, Princess Lauretta wasupon
her, and clutching her by her slender
throat, hissed :

“Yes, you have killed him, and now I
will strangle you, cutse you !”

And in another moment she would have
accomplished her purpose, but the queen
hurled her to one side, crying :

“You fool, letheralone ! I will attend
to her!” And putting a tiny silver whistle
to her lips, she blew a sharp shrill, blast.

A dozen dusky-faced men were in the
room in an instant, and pointing toward
Lady Gabrielle, who stood like a lovely
fawn at bay, she cried :

“Seize her, men, she is a murderess !
My beautiful Lady Gabrielle, you are
about to be punished for taking your
husband’s life—you shall be stoned to death.

CHAPTER XXIII.

“WHY DO YOU NOT KILL ME AT ONCE AND
END MY MISERY! OR DOES YOUR
CRUEL HFART REJOICE AT THE SIGHT
OF SUFFERING,

In spite of her composure and self-con -
trol, Gabrielle started violently, her face

ever listened to such awful words from a
mother’s lips before. And as she looked
into those dark, evil faces before her, she

on a low chair, and looked out across the
gleaming river from whose dark, cold
depths this man bad rescued her but to
torture her and make life a burden, It
was that already, but if she had only been
allowed to go away to some quiet nook
with her sorrow, she could die in peace,
she told herself, and that would end it all.
God only knew how she longed for rest,
and she felt as if she must die and leave
the burden behind her.

What was her lover doing to-night, she |

wondered ! Her handsome, noble lover,
whom she had worshiped rather than
Joved. Was he thinking of her with
divine pity and forgiveness, knowing that
out of her great love, she had sinned?
Surely he must know that it was love for
him that had caused her to sin, and he
would forgive her.

She stole a glance at Leon Costello, and
she felt murder in her heart. What right
had he to come between her and her own
dear lover, who had been her only hope
and happinessin life! She was buta
young girl, and of the great, outside world
to which she belonged she knew naught,
when that gypsy had asked her to be his
wife. Her life had been spent among the
mountaius and valleys of first one place
and then another! Her home was in a
tent, and she was alone, unloved and a
waif, picked up by that strolling band.
Was it any wonder that she gave the dark-
faced gypsy her hand, and what she then
thought was love, when she little dreamed
what the word meant?
atarving for love and kindness, and so she
became his wife, thinking she was fortunate
in winning his love, aud at the same time
she was beiress to one of the finest estates
in England, and in her veins flowed the
blood of a nobleman.

Aud then came her adored lover, Ab,
how bappy she had been for a few brief
weeks, ard that wretch over there had
ruined all!

No wonder that her heart was filled
with murder as she thought of her sorrow-
ful and spoiled life, and at that moment

she would have plunged a dagger into his |

false heart if one was near at hand.

She turned her face again to the window,
and lcoked out into the night, her brain
trying to form some plan to
from these wretches, but she could not.

A light touch suddenly fell upon her
shoulder, and with a start, she saw him
standing beside her, his face flushed a deep,
dark red, his eyes bumning, as he gazed
into her fuce.

“ Come 10 me,” he whispered, his fingers
cluteking her arm ina feverish grasp,
“Come to me, for I must have you and 1
will”

Her heart gave a fearful leap, and then
almost stood still. She shook off the |
hated hand, and with blazing eyes, cried : |

“Take your eursed bands away from
e, Leon Costello !”

“I will not,” he answered, in a low, |
passion-choked voice. “You belong to
me and 1 will have you.”

He caugiit ber in his arms, and pressed
her to his breast. A feeling of murder;
was in Ber heart as she felt bis arms close
about her, aud she struggled madly to free
herself. His bot face
hers, and his burning breath fanned her
brow,

“You wreich, you coward !” she panted.
“You have haunted me and ruived my
life, and now you canncot let me die in
peace !”’

“Idonot intemd to let you die, my
darling,” he answered, pressing Kiss after
kiss upon her unwilling lips. “I want
you to live for me.”

As she struggled to free herself, her hand
came in cortact with something cold and
smooth, and a thrill of fiexce joy rau

through every vein, for she knew that it
was a dagger, and maddened by those
kisses, she was ready to commit any deed.
Snatching it from his
tecth, and plunged the keen blade again
end again iuto Lis breast.

was very close to

Her heart was ’

escape |

bth, she set her |

knew that she could éxpect no mercy.
| She set her teeth together, determined to
| ask no pity of such wretches. No matter
what happened, or how they tortured her,
she would bear it in silence.

“ She is a murderess, men !”” cried the
queen, “and she must be punished! Do
you understand me ?”’

The sullen-looking group around her
bowed their heads in silence, and turning
| to the pale-faced girl standing before her
helpless and alone, the woman hissed, her
plack eyes blaziug like two coals of fire,

“You need hope for no mercy here,
Lady Gabrielle Thorndyke, for none will
be shown you. A woman who will slay
' her Kkusband as you have done, shall be
punished as she richly deserves !”’

“I expect no mercy,” Lady Gabrielle
answered in her low, clear voice, her head
held proudly erect, gazing calmly into the
| passion-inflamed face of the other, and
' that other, God pity her, was her mother !
| Her mother ! ah, Heaven! what a bitter
| mockery it was! “NordoI wishany
| mercy from such as you !”
| The queen’s face grew livid, and spring-
| ing forward she cried hoarsely :

“Curse you, I will wring your very
heart strings for those words! How dare
you speak to me like that,andI your
mother '

“You bave shown plaiuly that you are
| unworthy the sacred name of mother,”
| was the bitter reply. “And you may kill
me by inches, but I will never plead for
mercy !”’

“ Ha, ha, ha !" the queen laughed mock-

ingly. “ We shall see, my fine, young
lady. Wait until you know what is be-
| fore you, and then you will not be so brave.
What a sightit will be to see the beautiful
daughter of Lord Thorndyke and the
| bride of Sir Lionel Mannville flying for
| her life from a band of roving gypsies,
| bent upon stening her to death! And
; the one who heads that gallant band—the
| one whose hand shall cast the first stone
| at the figure flying from a just punishment
' will be—her mother !”
j A thrill, not of fear, but of horror, ran
| through the girl’s veins, as the full mean-
ing of those awful words flashed over her,
' she cried :

“Wretched woman! why do you not
kill me at once, and end my misery ? Or
does your cruel heart rejuice at the sight
of suffering 7’

' “At the sight of your suffering, yes,”

' the queen answered quickly. “And if

. your proud father and your bonny, hand-
some lover could only witness your suf-
ferings and pains my revenge would be
complete !”’

The young girl made no reply, but she
swore to herself that if she did escape and
regain her freedom, they should suffer, and
most bitterly too.

“But there isno hope for me!” she
whispered to herself ; none atall. Iam l
doomed, and the sooner they end my
misery the better. Ah, God, what fiends !
and the cruelest of them all is my own
mother !’

Just then Princess Lauretta, who had |
been kneeling beside the prostrate form of
Leon Costello, pillowing his head upon
her breasf, covering his lips with k isses,
and calling him by every endearing name |

| that the buman tongue can utter, sprung

!
|

growing deadly pale, for surely no child |

n ancother moment it would have been
buried in the fair white breast, but the
queen stepped forward, and grasping the
infuriated creature by the arm, drew her
back, saying harshly :

“ Wait, you fool, wait! Are you mad
to disebey me ? I have given orders that
the is to be stoned to death, and you well
know that my commands are always
obeyed !”” and turning to the men who
crowded around her, she said :

“Go, men, and gather together all th
stones that are near, Make haste, for
time is precious, and before the body of
the murdered one is cold I want this
murderess to be lying flead beside him.”

The men all bowed low before their
queen, and hastily left the apartment, the
tread of their footsteps echoing through
the bare, empty rooms of the old stone
house with a hollow seund.

“ No, she shall not lie beside him when
she is dead,” Princess Lauretta cried fierce-
ly, springing to her feet. “She murdered
him, and she shall not be near him even
when she isdead. Oh, Leon, my love, my
king, speak to me, speak to me just !”” and
again she fell across the prostrate body,
sobbing and wailing in her grief and mad-
ness.

It seemed to Gabrielle that hours must
have passed since the men had left the
room, when in reality it was only a few
moments, and she found herself wishing
they would return and end her misery,
when the door opened, and they entered.
‘. All isready, queen,’”’ one of the leaders
said, advancing to where the woman was
standing, her black eyes fastened upon the
young girl’s face, bitter hatred shinning
in their murky depths.

“Lead the murderess out then,” she
answered, “ and see that she does not es-
cape.”

Two sullen-looking, swarthy-browed
gypsics advanced to where the girl was
standing, pale and calm, her wonderful,
bronze hair glittering like a halo above

by one arm, dragged her from the room
out into the mellow moonlight that shone
like a veil of silver mist over all.

Their cruel fingers left great brnises on
the soft, fair flesh, and a shudder con-
vulsed her slender form as her eyes fell
upon a large pile of stones near by, and
every stone in that unsightly heap was to
be hurled at her uutil she was left iying
upon the ground a mangled and quivering
corpse, bleeding from the msny wounds
chat would soon cover her body.

But she did not utter a word. She set
her teeth, swearing to herself vhat she
weu.d die a thousand deaths rather than
cry or beg for mercy.

She saw the gypsies range themselves
in a long row on either side of her, form-
ing a passage through whizh she must run
for her life, and each one held his arms
piled high with stones, all ready and eager
to cast at the young girl who had slain
their favorite and leader. Hatred and re-
venge were in their eyes, and she could

| feel the many hot breaths fanning her face

like fiery blasts from the deepest pits of
hell !

And then she saw the queen take her
place at the head of the line, her right
hand, clutching a huge stone, ready to
hurl it at her child. Surely the pitying
angels up in heaven never looked down
upon a sadder sight than that, and no
living eye ever witnessed a mother stoning
to death her own flesh and blood !

Gabrielle raised her eyes up to the clear,
starry sky. Ab, how calm and serene it
was out thegye under the golden moon-
light, Nature seeming to rejoice and be
glad, but the smiling moon slowly with-
drew her face beneath the shelter of the
floating clouds, and wept behind ber fleecy
shelter because of the fair young girl’s
awful fate !

“Are you ready, men?’ the queen
called out in her clear, ringing voice, and
the answer was : “We are ready, queen.”

She turned to the girl who stood so
quietly before them, knowing that the
end was near, and said slowly :

“You will be given the chance of escap-
ing, Lady Gabrielle Thorndyke. If you
are fleet-footed enough to dodge the stones
that will be hurled at you, you may live.
If not, your life must pay the peualty fus
murdering your hushaud. Remember,
mew,”” she added, turning to the gypsies

1o her feet, and pointing one hand at
! Gabrielle, eried wildly :

“There she stands, cursed murderess !
Look at her, the pale-faced fiend ! look at
her! BShe has murdered my lover, and
she rejoices over it! But she shall not

I will kill her with

| escape, | swear it !

tello such a fatal wound, she rushed at the |
young girl like a demon, shricking :

“Die, murderess, die! You have rob- {
bed me of the only man I ever loved, and
now you shall pay the penalty !”

She was upon Gabrielle in a instant, |

!

!

! The dagger flashed through the air, and ]

| of stones were hurled a1 th
my own haund first !” and seizing the blood- |
stained dagger that bad given Leon Cos- |

| the long, narrow passagcway

with a horrible smile, “that this woman

| is a murderess, and should be dealt with

assuch. BSo let your aim be true and
firm.”

Alas! poor, belpless Gabrielle! What
chance was there for her? None. She
was at the mercy of those fiendish gy psies,

and she knew she could expect no merey

| or pity.

She turned away her beautiful head,

' wendering what Sir Lionel wou!d say did
| be kuow of her awful fate,

aud then a
fearful cry ot pain burst from her lips, for
the stone held in the quecr’s cruel bands
suddenly shot through the air, striling
her upon the shoulder withi such force
that the ragged edge of the -tone
deep, ugly wound in the sort flesh,

'l)hat was the signal for the sickening
work to commence, and a perfeet shower
heldpless girl,

cut a

every one striking b i some part of bey

l‘ail!l 81)d binn d  al i, the bluud
| stregmning from w <oz Ofopoat wounds,
she stood fur ¢ ‘wul il pding

about her ke a wazed s coper suddenly
awaking from a nighuuar | avd then with
a ery ol anguish, darted like a bird dowy
of buman
beings.

(TU BE CONTIN L'l'.'l)}

her white brow, and seizing her roughly
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- Hood’s Sarsaparilla Rescued Thelr
Child from Scrofula.

For Scrofula, Salt Rheum, and all
other foul humors in the blood of
children or adults, Hood’s Sarsa
is an unequalled remedy. Read this:

“We are so thankful to Hood’s Barsapa-
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, h}r 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
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 seratching. 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 afew months her head became entirely
clear of the sore. She is now perfectly well,

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

Hood’s

Sarsaparilla

I. W. FREDERICK, 811 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's PiILLS cure liver ills, constipation,
biliousness, jaundice, sick headache, indigestion.

For Sale at SHORT’S DRUG STORE.

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

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

BRITISH, FOREIGN and
DOMESTIC

Dry Goods,
THEAS, &c.,

CANTERBURY STREET, ST.JOHN/N.R

FIRST-CLASS
Livery Stable!

I am prepared to furnish

FIRST-CLASS TEAMS

to accommodate the travelling public, at
short netice to any part of the
country.

ISAAC TRENHOLM,

Buctouche, June 16 1892, (6m)

D. F. BROWN & C0.
PAPER BAG AND BOX MANUFACTURERS.

bave 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, SKmf Square,
1

MARBLE
WORKS.

CUT STONE OF ALL DESCRIPTIONS
FURNISHED TO ORDER.

A LARGE STOCK OF MARBLE AL-
WAYS ON HAND.

Correspondence solicited.

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

Nopri Zesf Orst Up Idpe Ople.

If you ean read the above sentenee
yYou may receive a reward,

To the first person sending the eorrect
apswer to the above problem the publish-
ers of Goop News will give Seventy-five
Dollars in cash ; for the second cowrect
answer Fifty Dollars in cash ; for the third
correct answer an elegant Gold wateh ; for

or Girl’s Safety Bieycle; for the fifth a
Freuch Musie ﬁox ; 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 gomplete Lawn Tennis oudiit ; for the
vinth an elegent pair of Pearl Opera Glass.
¢¢; to the tenth a Silk Dress Pattern (any
«uior desired.)

Everyone auwsering the above puzzle
maust enclose with the same Thirty Cents
in Bilver (or ten three-cent stamps) for
three months’ trial subscription, or three
subscribers at ten cents fer one mouth, to
Good News, Canada’s Literary Newspaper,
The envelope which eontains correct an-
swer bearing carliest postmark will receive
first prize, the 1 alance strictly in order as
roeeived, v

Al auswers must be mailed on or before
the first of each month, Names and Ad-
dresees of prize winners will be published
in our junrnll.

Address
Cood News Publishing Co.
Toronw, Canada,

Ha‘gpy- B

Mr. and Mrs. Frederick |

the fourth correct answer aJfirst-elass Boy’s |
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1
Find The Grandmother,

The young lady in the above gut has a

grandmother whose picture is combined in the
abo\"t;émrtrdz I{v you can find \‘.'e Grandmothier in the above it you may receive n
reward which will pay you many times over for vour trouble,

The Proprietors of the Lapies’ HoMe Mownit.x offer either a first-clags Upright
I’iano or cheque for Three IHTundred Dollars to the person who can first find
the grandmother. A reward of a pair of Diamond Ear-Ringstothe second
who can find the grandmother. coma)leto Business Education at a Commercial
College to the third person who can find the grandmother. A 801(1 Watch for~e?h
of the next two who can find the grandmother. An elegant Gold Brooch (Solid
Goldi.fgll; e&:h t:: tt‘l:'et ne:tst ﬂvetwh? tci?n ll’l% t‘l;e ndmother,

) n must cut out the t across with a Jead
or hi!.' vgn the gnr:‘dmoti her's eye and mont . ﬂ:l'. Y S A —
ryone sending an answer must enclose with the same Ten three-ce
30 cents in silver) for three months’ subscription to the LADIES' HoME “ox%gt’:tampsm(q:
most popular journal. The date of post-mark on letters is given precedence, so that persons
llvhi'g at a distance have just as Tod an mortunlty of securing a valuable prize.
or'tpe person who can find the grandmother that is received last is offered a Sim-
lea’:clhyp'l?o‘t’h?ttlﬁr'(‘i, fll‘olx:t %:h?i ft;ﬁxt 30 ith&‘ lf:gt w}illll be given a Solid Silver
sha. ou and 8 t
Wﬂlmhl"e e;chla aolid ‘b b B‘x"oc‘)lc% ’ m the last received with correet answers
ere shou as many as two hundre rsons sending co t ers, ;
be awarded with a valuable prize. Names of thl:)eée recciving eod'l';%c p‘r'ilge‘e’s r‘:meagn p‘t'lil!ol
lished in our next issne. Exira premiums will be offered to all who are willing to assist in
gg:?:ii':ﬁg:t:g:‘;?&ﬂ?{) list 0&‘ tmsip?&x‘}ur Jjournal. b'fihe objeet in offering this Prize
4 8 ntion, an n .
guu"largee(} hlllgivin B e . uce our publication. Perfect impartiality is
"he following names are i
ou'xl: lﬂ?gfiﬂfiulg lgl-‘UZTZLE . winners of the leading prizes in
. E. Shipley. m St., Toronto, Piano : Miss Baneroft, 167 Lippincott St., Toronto
Bicycle ; Miss Barns, Ridgetown, Ont.,, Bedroom Set : Glady Mcll"g::csgn. 55 ﬁeo Bt.:
+ 86 Maple St., London, Ont., Gold Wateh ; 'I!ru.
nt., §10in Gold ; M. Hampton, 800 N. Y. Life Bld.

Toronto, Gold Watch ; L. B. South
‘l,(' S. M(a(tlnnik 142 tllh?k (:;Jt.l .dOtt!g:xmill. ¢
ansas City, Mo.: 10 in Gold ; Emily Riley, 8 Alexander St. E., Winnipeg, Man., Blrﬂuet
Lune ; Jean ’l‘ay\or. 104 Mackay St., Ottawa, Ont., Banquet Lamp ; JthoAmmm', 135 Main
St. W., Hamilton, Ont., Banquet Ln.mi)‘; w. E. Gilroy, Mount Forest. Ont., Banguet
Lamp: J. L. Forest, 319 Visitation St.. Montreal, Que., Banquet Lamp : W. E. Ramsay,
270 Bathurst St., Toronto, Ont., Banquet Lamp; Florence W hite, 1:5 Scott St., Qnebéc
ﬁ"ﬁ l?‘an uc't L:I\m $ lMrs.H L. E. ahompsoni."m( t. Louis St., Levis, %ne.. Banquet Lamp :
. E. Goodwin, Lakeview House, Bowmanville, Ont., Ba Lamp; .C ham
15 Carmarthen St., St. John, N. B., Banquet Lmr:'p. i e G- :
Answer to-day, and enclose 30 cents and you may win one of the leading prizes. Address,

(D) LADIES’ HOME MONTHLY,
18Z King St. West, Toronto, Canada.
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EDINBORO *ROPEVIE SALMON, TROUT, MACKEREL !&SRHERRING
TWINES, LINEN GASPEREAUX & SHAD TWINES,; HEMP LINES,
COTTON NETS, COTTON TWINES, HOOKS, LEADS, CALKS,
SISAL & MANILLA LOBSTER TWINES, TIN PLATES,
BLOCK TIN, BAR COPPER, PIG LEAD, MANIT LA and
SISAL ROPE, BAY STATE COPPER PAINT,

TACKLE BLOCKS, ANCHORS, COMPASSES,

BOAT NAILS, SAIL DUCK, OIL CLOTH-

& ING, OAKUM. &c.

VR RO mmmummmumammnmmommcmmmnmmuummtmmunmmmmmmtnillmmmmmmmmommmmmmmn:=:s'-
LT T R TR T TR T T T TR 0,

3

5

e | S —

W. H. THORNE & CO.,,

MARKET SQUARE, -« = - « - St. John, N. B.

s s

WONDERFEFUL
BARGATIINS.

BOYS CAPE OVERCOATS, from $2.50 up.
BOYS TWO PIECE SUITS. from $1.50 up.
BOY® THREE PIECE SUITS, from $3.25 up.

In ordering state the ages of the boys, and we will be sure to “
SUIT you.

St. Jehn, N. B,,

Aug. 12th, 1892, J OHN CALDER, 33 Charlotte St,
RICHARD SULLIVAN & CO.

—WHOLESALE—

Wine and Spirit Merchants,

—IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN—

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

J. H. CARNALL

Taxidermist and Naturalist,

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

Birds and Animals mounted in the best styl
Moaoosge and Cari Heads nonnte‘:l in t:o’b:l:'lttly)l‘o?m
Furs of all kinds dressed. Good colleetion on hand for sale
R appefasd pede St
e birds 3
' requi;led.- r - rices paid. Arotic Owls partion-

I guarantee that ne moths will appear in my work, *

BURPEE, THORNE & CO.,

Hardware & Fancy Goods,
60 AND 62 PRINCE WILLIAM STREET,
. JOREW ..I7. B.

WHOLESALE #4D RETAIL”

GOLDEN EAGLE FLOWR

—MAKES—
MOIST BREAD, WHITE BISCUITS, LIGHT ROLLS
and BEAUTIFUL PASTRY.

Sold only by,

RTRAIT PUZZLE. B}

JOHN A. IRVING, - - - BUCTOUCHE, N.B.
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