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CHAPTER XVII.— Continued. 

from a 

ABI. 

“So this is what I rescued you 

band of roving gypsies for 7" he said, his 
voice low and terrible to hear. “This is 

my reward, My name forever disgraced, 

and the life of a man whose love you pos- 

sess, ruined. You have been a living he 
from the very hour that I Jooked upon 
your face in that wood among the moun- 

tains of Colorado, and you have allowed 

this marriage to go on when you knew 
that you were sinning against God aud all 

who loved you. I can never forgive yeu, 

ard after to-night you are no wongera 

child of mine, for as God is my judge, | 

will never again look upon your face. I 

will see that you do not suffer, but I can 

never forgive you fur what you have done. 

God be merciful to you, and farewell.” 

He turned, and was about to leave the 

room, but Lady Ethel sprung forward, 

and laying one hand upon his arm’ cried : 

“My lord, I beg of you, do not go. Let 

her speak for herself, and all may be well 

yet. Oh, it cannot be true. There is 

some fearful mystery beneath it all. Ga- 
brielle darling, speak and save yourself.” 

She took the slight figure in her arms, 

and kissed the sad lips, her own tears 

falling like rain, sobbing aloud, and cry- 

ing out that Gabrielle was being cruelly 

wronged, and she must save her, 

“Speak to her, Sir Lionel,” she cried, 

her tear-wet eyes fastened upon his hand. 

some face. “Oh, speak just ome Kind 

word. Surely you, her lover, do not con- 

demn her and turn away from her when 

she loves you and needs you so much.” 

“Hush, dear,” Gabrielle faid, sadly. 

“It is all t-uc. There is no mystery, no 

mistake. 1 am his wife, God pity me, 

and there is no use to ask mercy for me. 

I do not deserve it. I have sinned, ana 

my sin has found me out. But I did not 

do it willingly. It was through love that 

was stronger than sense of honor, deeper 

than fear of death. And”—here she 

threw back her beautiful head, and 

smiled-- “although it has ended in sorrow 

and disgrace, yet I have lived, lived, lived.” 

She looked at Sir Lionel, who had not 

moved since she said she was the gypsy’s 

wife, and her heart gave a bound of love, 

An ins ant later she was kneeling before 

him, her clasped hands uplifted, her lips 

quivering piteously. 

“Lionel,” she pleaded like a little 

grieved child. “Oh, Lionel, my love! 

look at me and forgive me. 1 am going 

out of your life forever to-night, dear, 

and surely you can spare me one kind | 

glance. I am not the first woman who 

hat sinned for love, Lionel, nor will I be | 

the last. Look at me just dear, 

only once is all T ask.” 
He looked down at her, as 

before him in her bridal robes, and his | 
heart seemed to be slowly breaking. 

How he loved her, oh dear Heaven! how | 

he loved her! 

“Gabrielle !” he groaned in bitter an- | 

guish, drops of torture standing out upon 

his brow. “My Gabrielle, whom I Dbe- | 

lieved as pure as the blessed angels up iu | 

heaven !” | 

“] am pure, Lionel !” she panted, her 

little hands clinging to his she | 
“And my only sin, dear, that | 

I loved too well! So well, in fact, that I 
condemned my own soul, but, Lionel, I | 
am pure! No woman could be purer! | 
and think of how I have loved you! 

Thiuk of how I bave lain in your arms, 
aud you have kissed my eager lips! 1 
might have denied this hateful marriage | 

—I might have sworn that I was not this 
gypsy ’s wife and you would have believed 

But 1 

with a 

once, 

| 

she knelt | 

arm as 

18 spoke. 

me, Lionel, for you loved me so! 

love you too well to come to you 
lie upon my lips, and hear you call me by 

the sacred name of wife when I would 
have no right to that holy title. 1 
thought I could utter a falschood, but at 

the last moment 1 found 1 could net. 

Lionel, my love, my own dear love, say 
that you forgive me?” 

A groan of despair was his only reply, 

and pressing ber cheek against the hand 

she clasped so passionately, she whispered : 
“Do not condemn me, Lionel, for love 

dike mine only ends in death! From the 

very moment that I looked upon your 

dear face, my entire being has thrilled 

and throbbed in bliss both day and night ! 
You have been unto me what the goide 

sunlight is to the flower—you have giver 

me new life! Aud when | bave been 
elasped to your bosom, it has seemed to 
me, that it must be your precious blood 
that was rushing so madly through my 

weius! Ab, you are turning your bead 
away fiom me, and my pleading is all in 

vai. Well, perhaps you are right. But 
J will go, and then you may cast a kindly | 

thought upon me now and then because | 

J loved you far better than my own life. 
Good-bye, dear, good-bye!” 

She raised her pleading eyes to his face, 

but vnly stony despair was there written, 

He could not realize that she, his beaut: 

snatched away ful, bonny Gabrielle, was 

from his arms. Was it true that she 

longed to another and that other a black. 

8) 

| 
(LE 

browed gypsy 1 it was awful! 

Casting one long, lingering lovk 
his beloved face, she suddenly belt Der | 

' 

| 

upon | 

| crystal water again. 

| world was one 

1t brought 

| whispered; her lips quivering, 

| like live coals of fire, 

| they 
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Neal and kissed his Bebd and then turned 

away, and holdivg out both hands to Lady 

Ethel, said softly : . 

“Ethel, dear friend, farewell. You 

hive always been true and kind to me, 

and may God bless you and make you 

happy !” 
“ Gabrielle, you shall not go, you 

must not!” Lady Ethel cried, her 

lovely eyes drowned in tears. “Oh, 

Lord Thorndyde, surely you will not let 

her go away alone? Be kind and merci- 

ful to her, for she is so young and knows 

so little of the world! Have pity and 

forgive her!” 

“ Ethel, do not plead for me,” Gabrielle 

answered very quietly. “I will look to 

my God fcr nercy, and also for my pun- 

ishment(,” and with those words she left 

the room, her veil floating around her 

like a cloud of mist ; and there was some- 

thing in her voice that silenced her friend. 

She reached ber own room, and sink- 

ing upon her knees before the open 
window bowed her head and tried to think. 

There was nothing to do now but die. 
She could not live any longer, for her 

lover had passed from out her life. Alas! 

pour Gabrielle, 
Outside in the garden she could hear 

the silver-throated rightingales, and they 

seemed to mock at her misery and despair. 

Last night she had listened to them, but, 
bow different then and now! It 

would never again be the same, never, 

never, never! The bright, beautiful 

dream was done, and nothing was left 

her save death. 
“They are singing out there in the 

starshine, those nighingales, and they are 

singing—my death requiem !"” she whis- 

pered, her heart dying within her white 

. 

ah, 

bosom. 

CHAPTER XVIII 

“IF I MUST LOSE YOUR LOVE, LIONEL, 
THEN LET LIFE GO TO!” 

No sadder bicture of sorrow and woe 
was ever witnessed this side of heaven 
than that of the beautiful young girl 
kneeling in her bridal robes, listening to 
the nightingale’s song her hopeless eyes 
fixed upon the tiny, twinkling stars, as 
though asking those glittering orbs to 
guide herand show her the way through 
this awful wale of darkneas that so sud- 

denly enwrapped her life. 
“J have nothing to live for now,” she 

murmured in her slow, wusical voice; 
“nothing at all* I shall never Jook upon 
his face again ; never hear him speak; 
never feel his kisses upon my lips. Dear 

Heaven ! what a life, what an existance, 

it would be away from him! I could 

never bear it—it would kill me!” 
How calm and fair the night was! 

The golden stars ard the smiling moon 
shed a soft, luminous light over all. 

The singiug fount rose in rainbow-colored 

shafts, and then sought its own basin of 
And those nightin- 

their gales ! how they sung to each other, 
| bright eyes gleaming through the starlight 

that jeweled the land. 
She had loved to listen to them once, 

thinking that nothing in this great, wide 
kali so sweet. Bat to- 

uight every liquid note was torture, for 

back days that were gon: 

forever—days that could never come 

again—and unconsciously she murmured : 

“Sing they so, 
And you besilent? Do I ‘speak 

And vou not hear? An arm you throw 
Round some one, and I feel so weak, 

Oh owl-like birds !—They sing for spite, 
They sing for hate,they y sing for doom ; 

They’ll sing through death who sing 
through night, 

They’l]l sing and stun me to the tomb— 

The nightingales | the nightingales !” 

loved to listen to them once, she 

her eyes 

for she bad not 

shed a tear as yet, But now, to-night, 
seem to mock me. Their silvery 

voices sound harsh and unnatural to-night 

and even the fair, blue sky frowns upon 
me. Ah, well, I deserve it, perhaps—yes 

I know I do, but it is hard !”’ 

The brouze head dropped forward and 
lay upon the window-sill like a fallen star. 
A drv, tearless sub left her lips and the 
slight form quivered from bead to footin 

agony and pain. 

Suddenly a stifled cry burst from her, 
and stretching out both hands, she 

moaned : 

“] must put an end to this anguish. 
If 1 must lose your love, Lionel, then let 

life go 100.” 
She arose, and crossing the room, stood 

before the mirror and calmly surveyed 
herself, She did not falter, ber hand did 

not even tremble. She bad resolved 
v Lal cause to pursue, and no power upon 

carth could change or alter ber purpose 

now, 

“1 will write bim a Jetter and try to 
tell him how dearly and truly I have 

loved bim,” she whispered, her hands 
clasped nieckly together. “I cannot, if 
[ were to live a thousand years, and spend 

“gq 

each year in telling him of my love, begin 
"to tell him what be bas been to me, and 
what a heaven he made of my life for a 
few short weeks. [will try, but 1 shell 

uot succeed, 

She seated herself at a talle and com- 
menced to write, but teming up sheet 

| after sl eet as soon as she had raged a few 

words upon the gleaming surface of the 

najer, 

one dimpled hard, lost in deep thought, | 

forgetting a'l save the mw she loved, 
Notas #ngle thought did she bestow 

Then she would sit resting upon | 

| 

upon the gypsy whose wife she was, for 
she whispered to herself that she would 
soon be beyond the reach of them all. 

Let them curse hér and scorn her as 
they liked, she would not hear it, for she 
would be lying cold and dead in the waters 
of the Jake in whose silvery depths she 
had first beheld her lover's dear face. 

“I said I would kill myself if I lost my 
lover, and [ will keep my word,” she 
said to herself, asshe bowed her lovely 

face over the white paper, and began 
writing again. “But, ch, my love, my 
love, if I could only kiss your dear mouth 

just once before I die,” 
Once more the pen flowed smoothly 

over the paper, and left there the words 

thst were read by Sir Lionel’s eyes, and 
burned upon his brain forevermore, 
And oh, how many times did he raise his 

remorseful face up to heaven and ask 
his God why his cross was so heavy. 

“Lionel, my love,” the letter, read, “I 
know that 1 shall never see your beloved 
face again, and I cannot go out of youu life 
without writing you a few lines that will 

tell you my last thought was of you, dear, 
I know I have sinned and wronged you— 

you, the best aud truest man that God’s 
own glorious sunlight ever shone on—and 
yet it was all through love that I fell, 
It was my great and mighty love for you 
that caused me to be a living lie. But 
that is all past and gone, and you know, 

dear, that 1 loved you too well for my 
own good. But you will forgive me. 
Your heart is too brave and noble and 
true to cherish hatred and resentment 

against me. Some men would. Butyou 
are not like other men. Iam going out 

of your life, dear—out of your heart too, 
if I have not alreadyj dome so. But when 
I am dead, yon may think kindly of me. 
I am going down to the lake, Lionel—the 
lake where I first saw your beloved face 

—and there I shall end all. Ido not fear 
death—but I do fear and dread life out of 
your arms, away from your loving kisses, 
and I am not strong enough nor brave 
enough to fight the battle out alone, aud 
even in the last moment I shall think of 
you. When the cold waves close over.my 
head my last thoughts will be of you, and 
my love for you, and when I feel my eyes 
closing in death’s calm sleep and the 
pitying water-lilies touch my dying face 
iu sympathy, then willI long for you, 
and your love that has made life and 
living divine! Oh, Lionel ! my love, my 
life, my all, farewell, and may a kind and 

merciful God make you happy as you 
deserve! I tried, dear, to make you 
happy, but I failed, and now [ pay the 
penalty. Farewell, my own dear lover, 

and now aud then cast one kind thought 
upon poor, sorrowful 

“GABRIELLE” 

The task was done. She arose to her 
feet and pressed her lips convulsively to 
the letter, and like a spirit glided from the 

room and down the long, winding stair- 
way out into the silver moonlight. 
No one saw her, and she did not pause 

until she reached the edge of the lake. 
Motionless, che stood fer a moment upon 
the bank of the lily-starred pool, her veil 

fluttering in the night-wind, her white 
satin dress no whiter than her face. She 

did not cry out. There was mothing to 
disturb the silence of the summer night 

only a sudden flash, a stir of the moonlit 
waters, then all was still, 

* * * * 

Below in the flower-decked drawing 
room, where no marriage had taken place, 
Sir Lionel and Lady Ethel with Lord 
Thorndyke, were standing. The gypsy 
and his two veiled companions had mye- 
teriously vanished, and when Lady Ethe! 

turned to look for them, she saw with 

much surprise that they were gone. 

Somehow the revenge was not so sweet as 

the wicked gypsy had fancied it would be. 
“He has gone,” she said to Sir Lionel, 

“and 1 wanted to see him so much. 
There might have been a way out of this 
fearful affair. But now I fear it is hope- 
less. 

Sir Lionel shook his head sadly, and 
answered : 

“No, Lady Ethel, there is no hope. 
Why, she did not even make an attempt 
to deny it! She acknowledged that all 
the gypsy said was true, Where then 
could there be a faint sign of hope 7” 

“But she will never go with him, that 
swarthy gypsy,” Lady Ethel replied, with 

* 

a shudder. “Ob, it is fearfu — fearful. 
I cannot bear to think of it. She, Lady 
Gabrielle I'horndyke, the wife of a 

gypey.- 
4 is no longer Lady Gabrielle Thorn 

dyke,” the cold voice of Lord Thorndyke 
broke in. “She is the wife of that—that 
y pry, and therefore no daughter of mine, 
“am childless. I have no child,” and he 
made a ghastly attempt at a smile, and 
then added: Unless you are willing to 
be - daughter, Ethel.” 

A s0b burst from Lady Ethel’s lips, and 
ain she knelt at his feet and raised her 

blue eyes to his face while she pleaded : 
“Ob, will you not forgive ber] Re- 

member that she is 50 young, and she met 
that man when she was but a mere child. 
I do not say that she has done right in all 
things, for i kuow she has not. And yet 
I can forgive ber and take ber by the 
apd and stil] call ber friend and sister, 
for 1lovebhorso! Aud there may come 
a day when 1 will nel friends ard sym- 
pathy ! Oh, Lord Thorndyke, let me go 
to hér and take her in my arms and tell 
her that she is furgiven ! Let me whisper 
to her and say to her that her father, we 

| lover and her friend, all forgive her, and 
| that they all will shield her and guaid her 
| unto the end. Ah, do not turn away you 
head, my lord ! Listen to me and heed 
my prayers!” 
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Child from Serofula. 

Suffering Children 

blood. Her head became 

Frederick 

Hood’s Sarsaparilla Rescued Their 

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

“We are so thankful to Hood's Sarsapa- 
rilla for what it did for our little girl that we 
make this statement for the benefit of other 
anxious parents and 

Our girl was a beautiful baby, fair 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. 

consulted one of the best physicians in Brook 

lvn, but nothing did her any good. The doe- 
tors said it was caused by a scrofula humor 

We 

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- 
The sores caused great itching and 

and health She seems like 
different child, 

Hood’s 

This Testimonial 

burning, so that at times we had to restrain 

her hands to prevent seratehing. 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 it soon began to 

subside, the itching and burning ceased, 

and in a few months her head became entirely 

clear of the sore. She is now perfectly well, 

has no evidence of the humor, and her skin is 
an en- 

in health and general 
appearance, from what she was before taking 

? - 

Sarsaparilla 
I. W. FREDERICK; 311 Glenmore Ave.; East 
New York, Brooklyn, N. YX. 

Is an illustration of what Heod’s Sarsaparilla 
is doing for the sick and suffering every day. 
from Maine to California. In the light of 
these faets who can say that the work of an 
immense concern like ours is not benéficent? 

HooD's PILLS cure liver ills, constipation, 

biliousness, jaundice, sick headache, indigestion. 
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W. C. PITFIELD & CO. 
IMPORTERS AND JOBBERS OF 

BRITISH, FOREIGN and 

JANTERBURY STREET, 

DOMESTIC 

TEAS, &c., 

8. HAYWARD, 
Special P artner. 

Dry Goods, 

ST. JOHN/N.B 

FIRST-CLASS 

— () — 

I am prepared to furnish 

couutry, 
——— (() — 

Livery Stable ! 

FIRST-CLASS TEAMS 
to accommodate the travelling pu 

short notice to any part | the 
blic, at 

ISAAC TRENHOLM, 
Buetouche, Jupe 16 1892. (6m) 

" MARKET SQUARE, 

NO FRAME GIVEN AWAY 

St. John, N 

ELINBORD *ROPEVIE SALMON, TROUT, HERR 
ES, LINEN GASPEREAUX & SHAD TWINES, HEM ) 

COTTON NETS, COTTON TWIN a 
SISAL & 
BLOCK T 

75. Charlotte Street, Corner King, 

BOYS' CAPE OVERCOATS, from $2.50 up. 
BOYS’ TWO PIECE SUITS. from $1.50 up. 
BOYS’ THREE PIECE SUITS, from $8.25 up. 

In ordering state the ages of the boys, and we will be sure to | 

SUIT you. 

Aug. 12th, Sins. 

FLOUR & MEAL, BOOTS & SHOES; READY-MADE CLOTHING 

A 

MACKEREL & 

ES, HOOKS, LEADS, © 12 
ANILLA LOBSTER TWINES, TIN Fruit». g 4 

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. &. 

pe 

Re + + SEE 

W. H. THORNE & cO., 
=. St. John, N. 

with a dozen Photos, 
But a liberal DISCOUNT OF 20 
PER CENT. that will enable my 
customers to purchase a oo — 
to smit themeenl ges. 
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SAINT JOHN, N. B, 

BARGAINS. 
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JOHN CALDER, 33 Charlotte St. 

CURRAN & WALKER, 
—DEALERS IN— 

DRY GOODS, GROCERIES, HARDWARE, 
CROCKERYWARE and GLASSWARE, 

OO 

0 
uv 

wa. ALL GOODS SOLD AT VERY LOWEST PRICES FOR CASH. ®s 
2% PRODUCE TAKEN IN EXCHANGE FOR GOODS. 

KINCSTON, KENT COUNTY, N. B. 

NEW GOODS! 
Nearly every day brings in new additions to stock. 
We buy nothing but the Plums in the trade. 
Our expenses are light, and therefore we can and will 

patrons the advantages of our 
We mean to sell goods an 
Those who want best value 

come to us. 
We are havin ang of a run 

hotse Wrappers. Br now on for Chambrays for ladies’ 

J FLANAG 
RICHARD SU 

Wine and Spirit Merchants, ¥ 

“BUBSCRIBE FOR 

“The Review." 

— ta 

Millers’ Tanning Extract Co. 
(LIMITED). 

—WORKS AT— 

Millerton and Mortimore, N. B. 
Cable Addresses—* Hypotan,” London ; and * Miller,” Miramichi. 

A very complete stock of Ceneral Goods, cheap for Cash or Trade, at 
OUR MORTIMORE STORE. 

ive 
pienases every time. . 
ge that our prices will do it. 
or their money should not 

We will make it to their interest # do so, ME - 

They are only 8¢ a yard, worth twice the money. 

90 MAIN STREET, MONCTON, N. B. 

LLIVAN & CO. 
~WHOLESALE— 

~IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN— 

TEAS, TOBACCOS and CIGARS, 
54 COCK STREET, ST. JON, N. B. 

Bonded Warehouse No. 8 
9 

| ig 

Only $1.00. 


