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CHAPTER XX VI.— Continued. 
The bright swile faded away from his 

handsome face and gave place to a look of 

sadness. She saw it, and started forward, 

and then drew back in alarm for so near 

betraying herself, her heart throbbing so 

madly that it almost burst through her fair 

bosom. 
Her blood was as fire, and she could feel 

every nerve in her beautiful body quiver- 

ing as if she had received an electric shock, 
A long, fluttering breath left her lips, and 
closing her eyes, she reached ont one hand, 

eager, yet half afraid.  Inanother moment | 

she would touch him, and he would know | 

all! 

CHAPTER XXVIL | 

% 1 WOULD LIKE TO TELL YOU OF THE GIRL | 
I ONCE LOVED, PRINCESS—SHE RE- | 
SEMBLED YOU, BUT SHE WAS LIKE THE | 

TROPIC SUN, WHILE YOU ARE LIKE 
THAT SAME SUNLIGHT ON ALPINE 

sNow !”’ 

But that one moment was destined never 

to be, and she lived to thank Heaven for 

it. She was maddened by her mighty love 

and the sony that filled the night air with 

its sweetly sad echoes of the past, goaded 
her on, and she forgot everything else upon 
earth, saved that she loved this handseme 

man before her with alove that frightened 
her. It had grown tenfold stronger since 

the hour of parting over two long years 

ago, and now it was idolatry rather than 

love ! 
fhe did not touch him with her 

traubling fingers, for suddenly his voice 

broke the spell and she was saved! She 
drew back with a half-stifled sob, and then 

she heard him say ; 
“ A beautiful song, but one that brings 

up sorrowful memories, do you not think 

80, princess 
It seemed to her that it was a full hour 

before she could command herself to speak, 
but it was only an instant. What bad she 

been about to do? she asked herself in 
terror. Great Heaven! from what had 
she been saved ? Now that the wild, mad 
storin was past she was frightened at her- 

self. 
“ Yes, it is a beautiful song, but a very 

sad one as you say,” she answered, and her 
voice seemed to come from a distance as 

she heard it. 
“We used to sing it years ago when we 

were in Paris,” he said theughtfully, his 
eyes fastened upon the waters of the fount 
that rose and fell in shafts of colored light. 
“ And then I sang it again in after years 

when I was so happy that I used to wonder 
if it could last forever—for you know, 
princess, that the most beautiful flowers 
fade and die the quickest, and the common 
blossoms live and flourish--1 would sit in 
the pearly twilight, as we are sitting to- 
night, and sing it to the girl I loved. Ab, 

how 1 loved her, but I shall never see her 

| that she was alive, and so near them. 

| be calm, 

| was lying in her coffin, so they all believed, 

death, Had che died peacefully in her 

home, surrounded by loving friends, it 

would net seem so fearful, but to be found 

dead in the lake, right in the grounds of 

her own home, her beautiful face all 

burned and disfigured with vitriol—oh, I 

cannot bear to think of it !” 

A low cry burst from her lips, and she 

started to her feet, whispering hoarsely : 
“Prowned 7? and her face all burned 

away by vitriol? Oh, what a fate—what 

a cruel fate for a younggirl to meet with ! 

But are you sure that it was she? How 

could you tell when her face was disfigured 

so” 

“ She was dressed in her bridal robes,” 

he replied, “and then her hair was un- 
It was by her hair that we 

recognized her. It wasof a peculiar color; 

yes, I would know that hair wherever I 

touched. 

saw it,” 
She sat there before him, stunned and 

dazed, but she said not-a word So they 

all believed herdead. They did not dream 

“Was it on her—her wedding-night that 
she was drowned 7 she asked, her lips 

trembling, “and did she have any friends 

—auny parents who were left to grieve for 

her 7” 

“jit was on her wedding night that she 

met with such an awful fate,” he answered 

Prince and Princess Cordonna became more 
and more frequent. He always came 
alone, and he never spoke of any one save 
Lord Thorndyke, whom he said was pass- 
ing his life in solitude, growing old and 
sorrowful long before his time. 
Ah, how these words would cause Ga- 

brielle’s poor hear to ache! She longed 

to visit her old home, and yet she dared 
not, for she feared that she would betray 
herself, She had grown tired of the gay 
world, and she was seeking rest and quiet 

for what she well knew would never come 

to her, 

(TO BE CONTINUED) 
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An Excellent Number. 

A number of rea’ gems are contained in 
| the latest issue of THE LAKE MAGAZINE, 

the best monthly ever published in Canada. 
“Translations,” by M. Stromberg, is 
the first article, a thoughtful, beautifully 

written study, that cannot fail to be pleas- 
ing and beneficial. Strong and brilliant 
is the article on “Co-Education of the 
Sexes in Relation to Evolution,” by Mrs 

Elizabeth Johnston of Picton. Refuta- 
tion of the arguments would be difficult. 

Energy,” by J. M. Clark, M.A., LL.B. is 
a clever contribution to scientific litera- 

gravely, “and she left a father who mourns 

for her.” 2 

*“ A father who mourns for her 7’ she | 

repeated. ‘Has he forgiven—I mean has 
he forgotten her yet? And she was 

drowned on her wedding-night? Poor 

young girl ! Oh, poor young girl 7” 
The hot tears were falling from her eyes 

like rain, and she had unconsciously clasp- 
ed her bands before her in her lap. Then 

she suddenly remembered that she must 

She must not give way to her 
feelings like that. She must be her own 
brave self again, the beautiful, peerless 

Princess Cordonna, before whom all men 

bowed in admiration and homage and all 
women envied. Gabrielle Thorndyke. 
with her faults and her follies and her 
pitiful sin and sad history, was dead. She 

and he—her love, her king—had just told 
her that he knew her by her wonderful 
hair. The face he had kissed so many 
times was scarred and burned so frightfully 
that he did not know it. Yes, she wa 

dead—dead to friends and the world for 

evermore ! 

“What if it should be that it was not 
the girl you loved whose body was found 

in the lake 7” she questioned eagerly, her 
breath coming thick and fast from between 
her scarlet lips. “ What if it should prove 

to be some poor young girl who had met 
with foul play on her wedding-night ?” 

He shook his head sadly, and then an 
eager light burned in his eyes. and he 

whispered : 
“ Ah, kind heaven ! if it could be so, if 

it would only come true! If 1 might be 

allowed to look upon her face just once 
more, and hold her in my arms for one 

little moment !” 
A stified sob burst from her lips, but she 

smothered it, and in a voice that was so 

low he could scarcely hear it, asked : 
“Would you forgive her? Would you 

again !” 
A hand of iron seemed clutching at her 

heart-strings, but her voice was calm and | 
1 | 

composed as she leaned forward and asked | | 

in low tenes ; 
“She is dead, then 7” 

“Yes,” he answered sadly. “She is | 
dead. For two years she has been lying 

in her grave, and I have been trying to | 

forget.” 

“ But why do vou wish to forget her if | 
you loved her 1" she asked, a jealous pany 
shooting into her heart. 

“It is better that 1 should forget her,” 

he replied quietly, “both fer her sake and 

“And fn 

my wife's sake, too,” for something seemed. | 

my own,” but he did notadd : 

to whisper to him that there was no need 
for him to tell this beautiful woman that 

he had married another while his heart 

belonged to his lost love 
She drew a long breath of relief. She | 

was bound to another, but what mattered | 

it so long as he was free? 

“ You—you must have loved her very 

dearly,” she said desperately, her eyes 
seeking his face imploringly. 

“1 did love her,” he answered, his voice 

growing very tender and earnest, “better 
than my own life. Only God above knows | 
how dearly 1 did love her, and how the 

loss of her love darkened my life!” 
“You lost her love 1” the sweet voice | 

echoed. “Do you mean that she ceased | 

to love you! You ?”’ 

He looked at her in surprise, but the 

twilight shadows hid her face from his 

view, and then he answered slowly : 
“No, she did not cease 10 love me, but 

we were parted by the cruelest fate that 
ever overtook two loving hearts. Some- 

how, that song has brought her back to me 

from the grave again to-night, and every | 

time that I look at you, I think of her. I 

would like to tell you of the girl I once 
loved, princess, She resembled you, buat 
she was like the tropic sun, while you are 

like that same sunlight on Alpine snow!” 

She leaned closer to him—so close that 
the perfumea clusters of her bronze hair 
brushed his cheek for just one instand— 

and said, in a whisper : 
“She is dead you say?! Tell me all 

about her, for 1 am interested already,” 
“Yes, she is dead,” he answered sorrow- | 

fully. “ But the saddest thought of all is | 

| 

' to her, and taking her in his arms, pressed 

' one long, lingering kiss upon her lips, such 

| gone by ! 

take her to your heart again ?’’ and then 
seeing what a great mistake she had made, 

she ‘added : “There is something back of 

woman’s standpoint, by Edith J. Arechi- 
bald, President Maritime W.C.T.U., treats 
with vigor and clearness the advanced 
side of woman’s suffrage. “The Interim,” 

is a beautiful sketch, strongly imagina- 
tive, by Helen A. Hicks. Joe T. Clarke 
contributes a cleverly wiitten and novel 
“Defence of Cain, who Slew his Brother,” 
A variety of other matter, well selected 
complete one of the best numbers yet 
issued. 

Rhenmatism Cured in a Day, 

South American Rheumatic Cure for | 
Rheumatism and Neuralgia radically cures 
in 1 to 3 days. Itsaction upon the system 
is remarkable and mysterious. It removes 
at once the cause and the disease immed- 
iately disappears. The first dose greatly 
benefits, 75 cents. For sale by W, W, 
Short, druggist. * 

A Surprise Party. 

A hunter and a wolf had an interesting | 
mutual surprise party themselves in the 
hills near Helena, Mont., a few days ago. 
The hunter, arrayed in a heavy wolf-skin 

overcoat, fur side outward, was examining 

some traps set the previous might. He 
was stooping over one, rearranging the 
bait, when there was the sound of a fierce 

growl and a heavy weight fell suddenly on 
his back, bearing him to the ground so 
that he barely missed being caught in his 
own trap. He managed to shake himself 

free and, recovering his feet, found facing 
him a full-grown buffalo wolf. The wolf 
seemed quite as much surprised as the 
hunter, and they looked at each other for 
some seconds before the fight, which ended 
in the death of the wolf, began. The 
brute evidently was fooled by the over- 

ceat and tle hunter’s stooping position, 

and mistook him for another wolf.—Ex. 
eee» - 

Piles! Piles! Itching Piles. 

SymproMs—Moisture ; intense itching and 
stinging ; most at night; worse by scratching. 
If allowed te continue tumors form, which often 
bleed and ulcerate, becoming very sore. SWAYNE’S 
OixTviNT stops the itching and bleeding, heals 
ulceration, and in most eases removes the tumors. 
At druggists, or by mail, for 50 cents. Dr. Swayne 

it all that you have not told me. I know 

it! She sinued in some way, but you are | 
too noble and true to her memory to tell | 

& Son, Philadelphia, Lyman Sons & Co., Mont- 
eal, wholesale agents. 
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Belgium's First Breach of Promise,” 

me! Am I not right? Ah, I can see by 

would you take her to your heart and | 
| whisper to her that she need never leave | 

you again, if she should come back to you 

from thegrave? Answer me, Sir Lionel 7’ 
The passionate sorrow and entreaty in 

her voice was pitiful. She watched him 

as if her very life depended upon the 
answer that would fall from his lips. A 

decath-iike silence hovered over them, He 
sighed heavily, and then answered simply, 

for he suddenly remembered one who had 
a greater claim upon him than any living 
person had, yes, greater than she whom he 

believed sleeping in her grave ever had, 
ana the words he uttered were like death 
to the beaatiful woman who almost 

crouched befor him, waiting for his reply. 
“ |—1I could not,” and she heard them 

while her heart seemed turning to stone 

within her breast. 

She turned away her head, saying 

nothing, but somehow she loved him better 
than before, and at that moment she would 

gladly have given her life, if he had turned 

as he used to in those happy, golden days | 

He was singing again, and she sent up a | 

fierce, mute prayer to Heaven, praying | 

that she might fall dead among the roses | 
there at the feet of the man she adored, 

but Heaven did not heed her prayers, and | 
she listened in silence to the words : 

“ Unless you can die when the dream is 
past, 

Oh, never call it loving !”’ 

She whispered to herself, that it was 

true—unless one died when love grew cold, 
it could never be called love, for it was too 

hard—too cruel ! Alas! poer Gabrielle ! 

CHAPTER XXVIII. 

“I LOVE YOU! THIS I8 MADNESS, I KNOW, 

BUT WHETHER IT BE RIGHT OR WRONG, 

I LOVE YOU BETTER THAN MY OWN 

LIFE!” 

The summer days glided swifily by on | 

| 

the terrible manner in which she met her | golden wings, and Sir Lionel’s visits to the | 

| American Nervine, which did me more 

For the first time in the history of Bel- 

pensation for breach. of promise of mar- 

riage has just been established. The 

judges of the Court of Appeal were grud- 
ging in their admission of the principle, 
but there is no doubt as to the meaning of 

their judgement. The test case was of a 
young woman who, through her father, 
brought a breach of promise action againft 
a young Dutchman residing in Brussels. 

The father obtained a verdict for 5,000 | 

francs damages, plus 8,000 francs for what 
was called “moral prejndice.” In their 

judgment the judges said that either of the 
two parties to an engagement might back 
out of it, although not at the last moment. 
In this case they consider the wedding day 
had actually been fixed. 
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Itch Mange and Scratches of every kind, 
by human or animals, cured in 30 minutes 
on Woolford’s Sanitary Lotion. This 
never fails, For sale by W. W,. 
Short, * 

He was going to propose to her, and he 
prefated his proposal with the following 
conundrum : 
“Why,” he asked, “is your house more 

notable than the whole city of Chicago 7” 
“Is it so 1” 
“It ie 
“In what respect 7” 

“ Chicago containswonly the world’s fair, 
but this house contains the world’s fair- 
est. ”? 

His porposal was favorably received.— | 
| N. Y. Press. 

Rebecea Wilkinsen, of Brownsvalley 
Ind., says: “I had been in a distresse 
condition for three years from Nervous 
ness, Weakness of the Stomach, Dyspepsia 
and Indigestion until my health was 
gone. I bought one bottle of South 

geod than any $50 worth of doctoring I 
ever did in my life. I would advise every 
weakly person to use this valuable and 
lovely remedy ; I consider it the gor 
medicine iu the world.” A trial bottle 
will convinee you. For saleby W. W, 
Short, druggist, » 

in this beautiful, secluded home, longing 

“The Development of the Theory of | 

ture. “That Franchise Question, from a | 

Miss Lettie Huntley 

Is the sister of Mr. W. S. Huntley of 1 
Cortland, N. Y., a well known car- 

| penter and builder. Her frank state- 
ment below gives only the absolute 
truth concerning her illness and mar- 

- velous recovery by the aid of Hood's 
| Sarsaparilla. She says: 

“C. I. Hood & Co., Lowell, Mass.: 

“Dear Sir: Twelve years ago I began to 
have hemorrhages and four years ago became 

| 80 low that the physicians told me 

~~ There Was No Hope 
| and I should soon die. I could not be moved 

| from my bed. Under my face were napkins 
| continually reddened with blood from my 
| mouth, could eat mothing and had no 
| action of the bowels for a week. The doctors 
said the cause was ulcers in the stomach. At 
this time my mother said she wanted to make 
one more trial, and asked if I would take 
Hood’s Sarsaparilla. I told her it would be 

| A Waste of Money 
but finding it would comfort her, I began tak- 

ing it. In a few days the bloating began to 
| subside, I seemed to feel a little stronger, but 
thought it only fancy. I was so weak. could 
only take ten drops of Sarsaparilla at first. 
In two weeks I was able to sit up a few min- 
utes every day. In a month I could walk 
across the room. One day I asked what 
they were to have for dinner, and said I 
wanted something hearty. My mother was 
so happy she cried. It was the 

First Time | had Felt Hun- 
| gry for Two Years 

I kept on with Hood's Sarsaparilla and in six 

months was as well as ever in my life. It is 
now four years since I recovered, and I have 
not had a day’s sickness since, nor any hemor- 

| thage. If ever a human being thanked tho 
| good Lord on bended knees it was I. I know 
| that Hood’s Sarsaparilla, and that alone, 
| unquestionably Saved my Life.” 
| Messrs. Sager & Jennings, the well known 

drugoisis of Cortland, say that Miss Huntley “is 

| a highly respected lady; her statement of what 

~ Hood’s Sarsaparilla 
done for her is worthy the highest confi- 

ce.” Hood’s Pills core Tiver Tlls, 

'F& Sale at SHORT’S DRUG STORE. 
W. C. PITFIELD, S. HAYWARD, 

General Partner. Special Partner. 

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

BRITISH, FOREIGN and 
DOMESTIC 

Dry Goods, 
TEAS, &c., 

CANTERBURY STREET, ST. JOHN,'N.B 

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, 

0 

ISAAC TRENHOLM, 
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. 

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

"Nopri Zesf Orst Up Idpe Ople. 

If you ean read the above sentemce 

You 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 
corfect answer an elegant Gold watch ; for 

' the fourth correct answer a first-clas: Boy’s 
or Girl’s Safety Bicycle; for the fifth a 
French Musie 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 oudfiit ; for the 
ninth an elegent pair of Pearl Opera Glass. 
es ; to the tenth a Silk Dress Pattern (any 
color desired.) 
Everyone aunwsering the above puzzle 

must enclose with the same Thirty Cents 
in Silver (or ten three-cent stamps) for 
thrée months’ trial subscription, or three 

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. 
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 WANTED ! 
Wanted for School District No. 16, 

Parish of Weldford, a second-class female 
teacher, 
Apply, stating salary to 

JOSFPH CAIL, 
Bec’y to Trustees, 

Ford’s Mills, Kent Co, 

| subseribers at ten cents for one mouth, to | 

| NES, 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. 

W. H. THORNE & CO., 
MARKET SQUARE. - - - = - St. Johu, ~. 

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 

SUIT you. 

St. John, N. B., FF OF 'N CALDER, 33fCharlotte St. Aug. 12th, 1892, 

RICHARD SULLIVAN & CO. 
—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, 

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

Birds and Animals mounted in the best style of the art. 
Moose and Caribou Heads mounted in the best style. 
Furs of all kinds dressed. Good calleetion on hand for sale 
Skins tanned and made into mats. 
Rare birds bought and fair - rices paid. Arctic Owls partion. 

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

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

60 AND 62 PRINCE WILLIAM STREET, 
ST. JON, MN. 8B 

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL. 

Henry O'Leary, 
» 

DRY GOODS, GROUERIES, 

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- 

CROTHERS, HENDERSON & WILSON, 
MANUFACTURERS OF 5 

Fine Carriages, Sleighs, Track Sulkies, &c. 

SULKIES A SPECIALTY. | 
REPAIRING IN ALL ITS BRANCHES PROMPTLY DONE. | 

3 
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OFFICE and SHOW ROOMS, 43 & 45, North Side 
FACTORY, 42 & 44, South Side, WAT 

ST. JOHN, N. B. 

Subscribe for THE REVIEW. 

, TROUT, MACKEREL & HERRING 
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