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CHAPTER XXV.—Continued.

She looked at him suddenly, and said
very softly :

“I am sorry for you. We have both
suffered =o terribly that we can sympathize
with cach other.”

“Yes,” he answered, a choking sensation

in his voice, “I think we can be a very |
model couple. DBut when shall we be |
married 7 'The sooner the better, I think. |
Are you of the same mind "’ ;
“ ]t might be better to marry at once,” |
she said in a low voice that trembled as
she spoke. “Better for us both for many |
reasons.”’ |
“Then let us say to-morrow night,” he
replied, looking searchingly into her eyes.
“Or would you prefer to set the time ?”
“ No,” she said simply. “To-morrow |
night will do. As well to-morrow night :
as a week from to-morrow night,” she ;
added, smiling such a wan, hopeless smile |
that his heart ached for her,
“Very well, then it is all settled, and I |
will attend to everything myself.  All you
need think about doing is to diress yourself |
in the wedding robes that will be brought
to your rooms to-morrow, and now, so
that you may appear bright and fresh upon |

your bridal night, I think you had better |
retire,” and he kissed her hand again.

He did not kiss her lips and she was glad
of it, for it seemed to her that no one but
Sir Lionel had a right to do that, and she
respected Prince Cordonna more than ever
for being #o considerate,

She left him standing there alone, the
soft lights that shone through the crystal
globes, casting pale gleams upon his sad,
dark face, and she fancied she heard a
smothered groan as she ascended the wind-
ing stairway that led to hersuite of rooms.

“You may go, Lizette.” she said to the
girl, for she wished to bealone, “I will
not need you to-night.”

Alone ghe knelt down beside the open
window, and leaning hur head upon her
arm, tried to think what it all meant,
‘Was she dreaming, or was it real? Could
it be that on the morrow she was to wed
Prince Cordonna? Why, it was only a
Jittle while ago that she had knelt down
thinking that the morrow would see her
the wife of her own dear love, and now
another was to take his place ; and then,
with a shudder, she remembered that her
hands were stained with Leon Costello’s
blood. It was the first time that she had
cast a single thought upon him,and even
then she whispered :

“I am glad that he is out of my way at

last. He it was who wrecked and ruined
my whole life, and now, thank Heaven,
even though my hands are red with his
blood, I am free!”
4 Her sleep was calm and peaceful that
night, and when the morning sunlight
kissed her eyes, she opened them, thinking
that it was her wedding-day.

The bours crept slowly past, and when
the stars twinkled in the evening sky, and
the silver moon poured her mellow light
over all living things, Lady Gabrielle was
once more robed in the snow-white gar. |
ments of a bride. As she cast a parting
glance at herself before going down below, |.
where they were awaiting her, she clasped |
her hand. together, crying out with a wail :
of pain :

“Lionel ! oh, my love,farewell forever !
To-night sees us further apart than ever,
I shall live, my darling, but my heart is |
dead within my breast!”

She weut to her bridegroom, and like |
one in a dream she listened to the solemn |
words that made her the wife of the man |
peside hier, and not uutil she felt his kiss
upon her lips for the first time did she |
realize that she was no longer Lady Ga-
brielle Thorndyke, but the Princess Cor- |

{

donna.
* * * * *

Two years have passed awav since the |
night that Lady Gabrielle became the |
Princess Cordonna, and in spite of the great |
sorrow that clouded her life, she had not
been unbappy. Herlife had been tranquil |
and serene, far from uvhappy, and she re- |
spected and honored the man whose name |
she bore more and more each day.

They had traveled from one end of the
world to the other, the entire two years
being spent in travel, and at last longing
for home and familiar scenes, they had re- |
turued to Eugland, aud were settled for
the summer in a grand old place, many
miles from Thorndy ke Hall.

Gabriclle’s heart was hungry for the
beautiful lanes and blossoming hedges, and |
she had no fear of being known, forin two
years she changed from a slender gl into |
@ woman whose beauty was enough to
drive any man mad with despair, for she
was motre like a beautiful statue of ice into |
which life bad been just breathed, than a
She had been |

creature of flesh and blood.,
lovely as a poet’s dream when Sir Lionel |
Ma nville won her gitlish love, but now—
ah, vow words would fail to deseribe her ! |
Did she love him still, you will ask,
gentle reader ¥ Does the golden sun ever
cease to shine, even though it is hidden |
beneath dark, frowning clouds for days at |
a time?! Do summer winds ever bush |
their ceaseless murmur, and yet they sink
doto wute silence at night-fall? No, she

' very pale.
the beloved dead had arisen from her grave

| life.

' two years she had been sleeping with the |

. was dead, and he was weak and foolish to
' be startled by a mere resemblance.
' even then he could not remove his gaze |
| from the bronze head and clear, calm eyes, |

' with a mute wail of pain.

' handsome as ever, and—he could never

could no more blot the image of Sir Lionel
Mannville from her heart, than she could
bid time be still,

Day and night he was with her, When
she closed her eyes and slept, he was in
her dreams, always tender and true, as he
had been in their first days of happy conrt-
ghip and love, and when the world was
floodea with sunlight, he was with her still.
Did she gaze up at the blue sky she seemed
to see his handsome face iv the azure dome,
and when her lovely eyes were fixed
dreamily upon the crystal waters of lake
or river, there in the silvery depths she
beheld that beloved face. The night winds
whispered his name, The wild birds sang
it, and when she Luried her face in a buuch
of fragrant roses, she fancied that the dew-
wee petals kissing her beautiful face were
his lips moist with ardent love. When
the grave closed over that fair bosom, and
not until then, would she cease to think
of him.

She was reclining in a hanemock beneath
the waving limes, and with her head rest-
ing upen one band, she was idly dreaming
of the past. The hammock swayed gently
to and fro, and inside she could hear her
husband’s 1ich, full voice singing one of
her favorite songs, and she listened, a dull
pain guawing at her heart.

“Oh, murmuring trees! Oh, fragrant
breeze !
Oh, waving, whispering limes !
Ob, there to be again with thee,
My love of olden times!”

“ My love through all time and eter-
nity !”” she whispered in a sudden passion.

| “My own dear love, whom I love better

than my life, and, Heaven forgive me, I
am the wife of one of God’s own noble-
But I cannot forget him! oh, I
cannot ! He is as dear to me as the day
on which we paitel. Lionel, my love,
ah, how I long for your love and kisses !”

Suddenly tle sound of a well-remem-
bered voice fell upon her ear, and she
thought she was dreaming, for she heard
the words :

“The mere sight of that beautiful face
brings baek the memory of my poor, lost
Gabrielle !

She sprung to her feet with astifled cry,
and the next moment stool face to face
with Sir Lionel Maunville !

men !

CHAPTER XXVI.

“80 LIKE HER, AND YET SO COLD ! I MUST
BE MISTAKEN, FOR GABRIELLE HAS
BEEN DEAD FOR TWO LONG YEARS!”

Fate had brought them face to face once
more—the two who had loved each other
so madly in the past, who loved cach other
now—and for the first time in two long,
dreary years of heartache and loneliness
they gazed into each other’s eyes!

She stood looking at'him, her eager eyes
fastened upon his face, that never for a
moment had been absent from her mind,
either waking or sleeping, one fair hand
pressed to her breast, as if she fain would
stifle those wild heart-throbs before he
heard them. Ah, kind Heaven ! how well
she remembered that dear face! How
many times she had kissed the lips beneath
the drooping, silken mustache and pillow-
ed her bead upon his breast, listening to
to the passion-laden throbs of his heart !
And as her great and mighty love arose
within her, almost overpowering her with
its fierce strength, she felt as if she must
throw herself into his arms and tell him

| that she loved him still—that she had loved

bim through all !

And he stood like one suddenly awaken-
ed from a dream, his eyes fastened upon
her lovely face in wonder, bis own face
Fora moment he thought that

aud confronted him, for, in spite of her
sin, Gabrielle was still the one love of his
He bad never forgotten her, nor

conld he ever, and his first impulse was
to spring forward and clasp her in hisarms, |

But calm reason
himself that this beautiful woman, with |
ber cold, marble-like beauty, could never
be Lis lost love, and besides, the girl who l
was to have been his wife was dead.

returned, and he told |

For |

| other dead-and-gone Thorndykes in the |

old family vault, and he had seen her as |
she lay in her coffin.  Why, of course she |

But |

|
And thus they met. Ah, me! what a |
tangled web lifeis! |

With a fierce hot throb at her heart she |

| beard that rich, tenor voice chanting over !

and over again the soug she loved so well, |
but, oh, how it hurt ber at that moment ; |

“ Oh, laurmuring trees, oh, fragrant breeze, |
Oh, waving, whispering limes ! |
Ob, there to be again with thee,

't

My love of olden times !

Why did he sing that song ? she asked
herself in anguish. Ob, why did he net |
cease !

And then he spoke, and a thrill of de- |

| light, wmixed with kecnest pain, swept |

thiough her, for she remembered how her |
entire being used to quiver at the sonnd
of that voice in the old glad, happy days! |

Was it true
that she was the wife of another, and her |
lover, with his blue, tender eyes and bonny,
golden hair stood before her as brave and

again be ber own,

She turned away her graceful head,
closing her eyes to shut out the piclurei
that only seemed to mock her.

“ Pardon me, but 1 have lost my way,” ‘

' angel’s, but forever lost to me !

he said, in his musical voice, and to this
woman whose heart was starving, the sound
was sweeter by far than golden harp-strings
touched by an artist’shand. “T have lost
my way, and awkwardly blundered upon
your private grounds.” R

Ske did not speak. She could mot, for
her sole desire was to fall upon her knees
before him, and cry aloud : “ Lionel, oh,
Lionel, do you not know me, my darling ?
Do you not remember these lips that you
have kissed so many times? Kiss them
again, my beloved king, and then you will
remember !’

And then she heard him whisper to
himself :

“So like her and yet so cold! I must
be mistaken, for Gabrielle has been dead
for two long years! She 1s like my lost
love, this beautiful woman, but, oh, so
much colder—so icy—in spite of her mar-
velous loveliness and grace !”’

God only knows what would have hap-
pened next, for she felt that she must touch
him, or die, but Heaven saved her, for her
husband’s voice broke the silence by saying
joyfully :

“Sir Lionel, my dear old friend, is it
possible that I behold your face again ?”’

She turned her head quickly and saw
Prince Cordonna and Sir Lionel standing
with clasped hands, their faces beaming
like those of two school-boys, and then
with an expression that she had never be-
fore seen upon his face, her liusbard called
to her :

“My dear wife, come here and let me
introduce you to my old friend, Sir Lionel
Mannville, whom I thought had complete-
ly forgotten me! Sir Lionel, the Princess
Cordonna.”

“I am most happy to meetthe Princess
Cordonna,” Sir Lionel said graciously,
bending his head over the white hand he
clasped, little dreaming how often he had
held that beautiful hand in days gone by.
“But I am afraid my abrupt entrance has
startled you, princess. You look pale.”

“ It did startle me a little at first,”’ she
answered with a faint smile. “I was lost
in day-dreams when you spoke to me.”

He did not dream what an effort it was
for her to utter those words so quietly,
and he little guessed that the mere touch
of his hand had set her blood on fire.

“My dear boy, you must come right into
the house and we will talk over old times,”
the prince said, as delighted as a child, and
his usually calm’ sad face was all aglow
with happiness. “Ofall the friends I had
while in Paris you are the only one I have
seen since I left there. It makesme think
of the days when we were young and free
from all cares. I was some years older
than you, but we were always good friends,
were we not "’

“Yes,” Sir Lionel answered with a little
laugh, “We were always the best of
friends.”

“Let us all go into the conservatory,’,
said the prince. “It is very pleasant
there.”

He offered his arm to his wife, with all
the grace and tenderness of a lover, and
s:ipping the other arm through that of his
friend they entered the large, circular con-
servatory that was like a garden in fairy-
land.

Gabrielle seated herself under a buge
orange-tree that shadowed her completely,
and where she could feast her eyes to her
heart’s content upon the beauty of the face
that forever dwelt within her heart. She
sat there and listened to the sound of his
voice, closing her eyes and fancying she

| was back, living over again those days

when love filled the cup of happiness to
overflowing.

“ I do not like the nightingale’s song,”
Sir Lionel said slowly, his eyes fixed intent-
ly upon the pale face of the Princess Cor-
donna, and his voice mingled with the
splash of the fountain. “For I always
seem to see a face from out the dead and

- buried past—a face fair and sweet as an

And 1
have no right to even think of her, and
yet »

He did not finish the sentence, but sighed
deeply. And she, sitting so near him,
pressed her hands tightly over her aching

heart, unseen and aided by the blessed |
| shadows that hovered over all. | Correspondence solicited.
“It is strange how sometimes a trifle |

' will open a wound,” Prinece Cordonna said |

thoughtfully, “and I do not believe that
there is a heart in the world but has in its
secret depths a hidden giave.”

Sir Lionel said- nothing, but he looked
at the lovely woman, whose face was faint-

ly visible in the misty twilight, and he |
wondered if she had a hidden grave in her |

heart.
“ Will you sing for me, prince 7"’ he ask-
ed suddenly, tucning to the other. “You

' remember your voice was the envy of all

the others in Paris, avd you would sing for
us when we had tired of all other amuse-

ments,
sing, and it will bring back old days.”

Sing something that you used to |
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Rev., William Hollinshed
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 value of
Hood’s Sarsaparilla. While living in Ohio
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
afilicted as badly. I used the other half
bottle of Hood’s Sarsaparilla with like re-
sults. About four years after, the child first
afllicted was again tormented like Job, and I
bought a bottle (on Sunday at that) and
again a cure. I gave some of the medicine 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 Sarsa-~
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 beyond endurance. Nothing I know
of will cleanse the blood, stimulate the liver,
or clean the stomach so 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.”

LLIAM HOLLINSHED, pastor of Presby-
terian church, Sparta, N. J.

Hood’s Pills cure habitual constipation.

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 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 netice to any part of the
country.

ISAAC TRENHOLM,

Buctouche, June 16 1892, (6m)

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, King Square,
St John, N B.

MARBLE
WORKS.

CUT STONE OF ALL DESCRIPTIONS
FURNISHED TO ORDER.

A LARGE STOCK OF MARBLE AL-
WAYS ON HAND.

LAWLOR & CO..
CHATHAM. N. B.

Nopri Zesf Orst Up lIdpe Ople.

J. H.

If you ean read the above sentence
You may receive areward,

To the first person sending the correct
answer to the above problem the publish-
ers of Goop News will give Seventy-five
Dollars in cash ; for the second correct
answer Fifty Dollars in cash ; for the third
| correct answer an elegaut Gold watch ; for
' the fourth correct answer a first-class 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-

Prince Cordonuna arose aud went inside, | es ; togthe tenth a Silk Dress Pattern (any
and_presently the notes of the piano filled , color desired,)

the air, and then he begun to sing a jolly |

drinking song that they used to sing in
Paris when they were a wmerry, careless
groap, fearing nothing or nobody, and Ga-

smile creep around his Jips, and his foot

' kept time 1o the music,

Gradually the strain changed, growing
sweet and low and sad, and then he sung
agailn : '

“Oh, ' Oh,

murmuling trees
breeze !
Oh, waving, whispering limes !
Ohb, there to be again with thee,
My love of vlden times!”

(10 BE CONTINUED)

| Ob, God ! was it true? she asked herself | brielle, watching Sir Lioncl, saw a bright |

Everyone anwsering the above puzzle
' must enclose with the same Thirty Cents
' in Bilver (or ten three-cent stamps) for
| three months’ trial subscription, or three
' subscribers at ten cents for one mouth, to
| Good News, Cunada’s Literary Newspaper,

fragrant | 0 first of each mouth,

|

|

| The envelope which contains correct an-
f swer bearing carliest postmark will receive
 first prize, the | alance strietly in order as
received,

All answers must be mailed on or before
Names and Ad-
dresses of prize winners will be published |
in our journal.
Address

Cood News Publishing Co.
Toronie, Cannda.
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W. H. THORNE & CO.,,

MARKET SQUARE. - = = = = Nt Jo'lll, No

EGE k-
BARGATIINS.

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

WONDE

St. John, N. B,
Aug. 12th, 1892.

ROPEVIE SALMON, TROUT, MACKEREL & HERRING
LINEN GASPEREAUX & SHAD TWINES, HEMP LINES,
COTTON NETS, COTTON TWINES, HOOKS, LEADS, CALKS,.
SISAL & MANILLA LOBSTER TWINES, TIN PLATES, %
BLOCK TIN, BAR COPPER, PI¢ LEAD, MANIT LA and
' SISAL ROPE, BAY STATE COPPER PAINT,
TACKLE BLOCKS, ANCHORS, COMPASSES,
BOAT NAILS, SAIL DUCK, OIL CLOTH-

ING, OAKUM. &c.

:

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

JOHN CALDER, 33 Charlotte St.

Dry and Pickled FISH,

WHERE,

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

)

REPAIRING IN ALL I

RICHARD SULLIVAN & CO.

—WHOLESALE—

Wine and Spirit Merchants,

—IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN—

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

Bonded Warehouse No. 8.

J. H. CARNALL, i

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 C
Furs of all kinds dressed.
Skins tann
Rare birds bought and

Caribou s mourted in the best
ed and made into mats.

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. JOEN, . B.

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL.

Henry O'Leary,

DRY GOODS, GROZERIES,
HARDWARE, BOOTS & SHOES,

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, W

MANUFACTURERS OF

Fine Carriag'es, Sleighs, Track Sulkies, &c.

SULKIES A SPECIALTY.
TS BRANCHES PROMPTLY DONE.

ST. JOHN, N. B.

Subscribe for THE REVIEW, -

Only $1.00.

2 style,
oolleetion on hand for sale

fair - rices paid. Arctic Owls partious

| WATERLOO St
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