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CHAPTER XIII.—Continued. | 

As she was crossing the room, she caught
 

a glimpse of herself in the long mirror, 

and she threw back her head with 
a scorn 

ful air. What, she, the Lady Gabrielle 

Thorndyke, fear a wandering magician ! | 

Never! she would face a thousand such 

ordeals and never flinch again, 

“1 am going to have my fortune told,
” 

she suddenly declared, with a gay reckle
ss 

laugh, as they entered the drawing-room 

again, and all eyes were turned curiously | 

upon her, 

“DD, not go near those creatures, dear- 

est,” Lady Ethel pleaded, her blue 
eyes 

resting appealingly upon (Gabrielle’s flush 

ed face. * Please do not.” 

«But I shall,” the willful beauty in- 

sisted. and when Sir Lionel bent his hand- 

some head and begged of her to give up 

the ide, she only shook her head and ran | 

laughingly in the direction of the somber 

tent tht towered ap like
 an evil specter 

of darkness. 

“« Come back, Gabrielle darling,” she 

heard her lover plead, but some unseen | 

power set med to force her along, and she | 

cou d not resist it even if she would. 

There vas a tent beside the 

mgician’s, and pushing aside the curtain 
smaller 

that draped the narrow doorway, she en- | 

tered, and found herself face to face with 

a veiled figure which was standing like a | 

black statue, so motionless was she. 

A shudder crept over the young girls 

heart, but she bravely shook it off, and 

advancing to where the silent figure was 

standing, paused and held out one hand. 

Merciful Heaven ! it that 

clutched her hand aud held it in a clasp of 

what was 

iron ? 

ever cry out, for it seemed 

bands of molten lead were coiled 

ner fingers, and those burning eyes that 

around 

peered at her from out the darkness, 

pierced her very soul through and 

through. 

“So you want to learn what the future 

holdx for you, fair lady ?”7 the veiled wo- 

man asked, and as Gabrielle listened to 

that voice a chill like death crept over 

Oh, how much she would have given her. 

to break away, and never look upon this | 

hateful creature again. 

powerless, and she was forced to listen | 

unto the end. 

A silence crept over them, and then the 

strange voice broke the stillness once 

more : 

“ There is naught save pain and sorrow 

and despair before you, and your youth 

You 

see @ 

and beauty cannot keep it away. 

but I 

that are blu 
love and are loved in return, 

dw When your lover's eyes, 

as the summer sky, and in whose depths 

you have secu only love and tenderness, 

The lips that 

have spoken only words of passionats 
shall turn to bitter hate. 

love, and which you have kisses with you: 

red mouth, shall curse you for you false- 

hood and deceit. And 

warmth and strength vou love to lie in, 

the arms whos 

shall hurl you from them in scorn and 

loathing. Jut | 

can read the future, and here to-might I 
Ah, you start, do you ? 

swear to vou that you shall shed tears of 

blood redder by far than tha 

now lic dying upon your white breast. 
the roses 

Bend vour head while I whisper a few 

words in your pretty ear, intended for | 

you, and you only—go back, fair one, to | 

the gypsy husband that you believe dead; 

for he lives—yes, lives for sweet revenge.” 

The last words were fuirly hissed in the 

horrified girl’s ear, and she shrunk back 

with a ery of terror and fright. 

had she ever entered this fearful place ? 

Oh, why 

Why had she not heeded her lover’s warn- 

ing and her friend’s enircaties ? she asked 

herself 

“ Now go,” the veiled woman said, sud- 
hand fiercely 

but 

denly flinging the dainty 

x (0 p remember away from her, 

what I say.” 

Half fainting, Gabrielle pushed aside | 

the curtain, and was once more in 

midst of the lights and flowers, her brain | 

reeling, her heart throbbing madly. 

“My darling, how pale you are,” cried | 

Sir Lionel, hastening to meet her, and 

drawing one little hand throngh his ar, 
“ Why, your hands are like ice. What 

did she say to you to frighten you so ?” 

“ Oh, she said I was not going to marry 

you, and that would make my neart turn 

cold,” she answered, (rying to laugh, and 

almost ending in a sob. 

“Come ont and get some air,” her lover 

paid, tenderiy. “You will feel better 

then, Curse these fortune-tellers, any- 

way.” 

She did not answer as he led her out 
upon the rose-wreathed balcony, and 

placed her in a deep, soft easy chair, wrap- 

She could not move, she could not | 

as is red-hot | 

But no, she was | 

the | 

wife, that you well know, and very soon, 

too. Surely you ao not believe what a 

wandering fortune-teller says 1” he said, 

lovingly, kissing the sweet lips again’ and 

again. 

“No, I do not believe her,” she half 

sobbed. “But, Lionel, I love you so 

dearly, that to even think of losing you, 

breaks my heart. ~ You will ‘never cease 

to love me will you, dear?” 

“My darling,” he answered, solmenly, 

laying one hand tenderly upon her bowed 

head, “I shall love you forever. No 

matter what you might do, or how cruel- 

ly you might wound my heart, I should 

still love you. Of course, I know that 

you are incapable of doing wrong, but I 

love vou so dearly, pet, that I could for- 

give almost anything.” 

Almost anything! He had said that he 

| could forgive almost anything. He did 

not say he would forgive anything, and 

| her heart grew sick within her, for if he 

| knew all, oh, pitying Heaven, if he knew 

all! He would never forgive her that. 

| He might overlook one act of folly, but 

| he surely would not forgive her deceit 

| and falsehood. And she loved him so. 

| Surely no other woman bad ever loved a 

| man one-half so dearly as she loved her 

| handsome young lover. 

| «1 will test his love,” she whispered 

feverishly to herself, “and God help me 

| if he should condemn me through an. 

| other, 

por Lionel,” she said, in a very low voice, 

that trembled piteously as she spoke, a 

a woman deceived you once, could yon 

ever feel that you could trust her again ? 

| Sometimes [ have thought that I would 

| Le willing to have confidence in one who 

Would yon | had sinned and repented. 
| trast such a one, dear 7” 

“No,” he answered, thoughtfully, after 

a slight hesitation, and the single word 

| struck a chill like death to her heart. 

“No, I could never again trust one who 

had in any way deceived me or who had 

| been untrue to me. It may seem harsh 

| and cruel, but I should never look upon 
But 

| put such strange notions into your pretty 

| head, my darling ? Deceit and falsehood 

are as far removed from your pure, youn, 

life, as the low, black pools of stagnant 

waters are below the glorious sunlight. 

| 

| such a person’s face again. what 

Even the angels up in heaven are no 

purer, no fairer, than you are, mv queen. 

I would as soon think one of the blessed 

saints from Paradise capable of sinning, 

as to dream that you could do wrong. 1 

trast you in all things.” 

He kissed the little hands softly and 

he set teeth 

| smother the ery that would come from 

her tortured heart. Oh, God, if he knew 

| the eruel truth, he would hurl her from 

She clasp- 

her tightly together to 

| him, and then she would die. 

ed both arms about his neck in a passion 

of grief and pain, crying out : 

“Tdionel, if I should die suddenly some 

time, promise me that you will come to 

me, aud just before the coffin-lic is shut 

down over my dead face for evermore, 

Jay your lips cn mine, so that I may carry 

the touch of your mouth with me even in 

the grave. For, oh, my darling, your 

kisses alone would make death sweet.” 

She was sobbing softly, and clinging to 

him, and he, thinking her nervous and 

Had he 

kno ¥n what misery filled the tortured 
young heart, the distant, far away future 

might have been different. 
“Let me get you a glass of wine, dear- 

est,” he said, tenderly. “1 will be absent 

a moment, and it will give you 
”» 

hysterical, humored her fancies. 

only 

trength and quiet your nerves, 

| She watchel the tall, handsome figure 

| vanish in the midst of the lights and thé 

| flowers, and she leaned her tired head back 

against the soft cushions of the chair, and 

tried to think what it all meant. 

Who was that fierce, dark creature who 

had whispered to her of the past? and 
who was the mysterious magician whe 
seemed to know everthing connected with 

that hateful, midnight marriage ? It was 

her own face that she had seen, but in the 

excitement the others had not noticed it, 

and the other two faces were Le on Costelle 

and the wicked prineess, Lauretta. Was 

| she slowly going mad, she asked herself, 

| or was it a feverish dream from which she 

| would soon awaken ? 

| “Oh, if Lionel would only come back 

| to me,” she whispered in sudden terror, 

| an icy hand seeming to clutch at her heart 

“My God ! is this fealful feeling 

madness ?”’ 

A light touch fell upon her shoulder, 

and she turned quickly, half expecting to 

see her lover's smiling face, but instead, 

her eyes rested upon an object that caused 

her to fall back with staring, horrified 

eyes, and ashen lips, from which no sound 

was heard. The blood seemed to settle in 

frozen waves around her heart as she sat 
there, unable to utter a sound, but slowly 

strings. 

going mad. 

CHAPTER XIV. 

“YOUR CRUEL FACE IS EVER BEFORE MY 

ping a fleecy shawl around her shoulders, 

and then kneeling before her, he whisper- | 

ed : 

EYES TO REMIND ME OE THAT ONE 

MAD ACT WHICH WRECKED MY PEACE 

OF MIND FOR EVERMORE!” 

“Tell me all <he said, darling. Your 

face is as white as the driven snow.” | 

“She told me that I would never be | 
. . . . | 

your wife, Lionel,” she said, with a sob, | 

leaning her head against his 

“ And, oh, my love, if [ thought I would 

pever be your wife, I would kill my- 

elf.” 

“ But, my sweetheart, you will be my 
LJ 

breast. 

Inside the music throbbed softly on, 

the lights glowed in the midst of bud and 

blossom. and the fragrant fountain rose 

and fell in jewelled shafts of beauty and 

crystal brightness, while the fair mistress 

of all this grandeur and magnilicence sat 

outside with blanched face and staring 

eyes, looking straight ahead of her, un- 

able to utter a single word. All she could 

if 

‘Her hands were icy cold, and she could 

{46 wis to stare at the horrible vision that 

had haunted her for many - long days and 

nights. Comet 

‘She could not move, she could not speak, 
for her tongue seemed glued to the roof 

of her mouth, a dry and worthless thing. 

feel the blood freezing all life and hap- 

piness out of her heart asit settled in cold 

waves of horror in every vein. And 

those beyond the dark shadows in the 

midst of light and musicenvied her! Oh, 

God! for what? For her haunted heart, 

her days of fear and agony, her nights of 

feverish nightmare? They envied her, 

thinking she was blessed with all a young 

girl’s heart could desire—) outh, beauty, 

wealth and a brave and handsome lover, 

who adored her. But they did not dream 

of the shadow, that awful dark cloud, that 

darkened and spoiled her life and made 
M s. M. 

her wish that a merciful God would end 

it all as she sat there in despairand terror, 

the moonlight flooding her agonized face 

with its silver rays. Would they pity her 

if they knew all? she asked herself, or 

would they condemn her and turn coldly 

away, saying her sin was #npardonable ? 

All of these thoughts darted through 

her agonized brain, and still she could not 

speak. And that hateful face, with its 

mocking smile and bleeding wound in its 

low, dark brow, was there before her, seem- 

ing to warn her that the fatal blow would 

soon fall now, 

She clutched her hands tightly together 

upon the padded arms of the chair, and a 

feeling of bitter anger swelled within her 

breast. What right had the spirit of that 

gypsy with his bleeded brow to come and 

haunt her! He was dead. She had seen 

her father’s hand fire the shot that killed 

him, and yet must he haunt her forever ? 

Then a terrible fear crept into her throb- 

bing brain. It was a hundred times worse 

than the idea that his restless spirit was 

allowed to return to earth and haunt her. 

For if it was true, then there would be no 

escape for her, and her doom would be 

sealed. 

What if her father’s shot had not prov- 

ed fatal 7 she asked herself in a sort of a 

deadly terror. What if it was only a 

wound, from which Leon Costello had 

quickly recovered and, thirsting for re- 

venge, had followed her from the rugged 

mountains of Colorado to England, and 

when life bloomed to its brightest and 

best for her, he would strike the last fatal 

blow that would rob her of her lover, 

home and father, and disgrace her before 

the whole woild, for she knew that her 

father would never look upon her face 

again when he learn :d her secret, and she, 

the beautiful Lady tabrielle Thorndyke, 

in honor of whose birthday the grand old 

mansion was-alicht with music and flowers 

and jewels—she weuld be an outcast, a 

gypsy’s bride, 

It was too much for the proud, tortured 

soul to bear, and breaking the spell which 

enwrapped her senses with a mighty effort, 

voice : 

“ Are you flesh and blood, demon, or 

is it your wicked, restless soul that comes 

back from the other world to haunt me? 

Speak, and end this fearful suspense.” 

A hollow, unearthly burst of laughter 

was her answer, aud she shuddered as she 
listened, for it was Leon Costello’s voice 

that she heard. 
Oh, how she would have liked to seize a 

dagger and hur] it at that mocking, blood- 

stained face that was peering at her 
through the sweet, climbing roses. She 

would soon know whoether it was flesh and 

blood, or a spirit freed from all earthy 

guise. 
She leaned forward, and looking into 

those blazing eyes that were half hidden 
by the blossoms, said in low, intense 

tones : 
“Your cruel face is ever befose my 

eyes, to remind we of that one mad act, 
which bas wrecked my peace of mind for 
evermore! Why do yor follow me and 
torture me, Leon Costello? for be yon 
spirit, or be you flesh and blood, I hatc 

you, I hate you!” 

Again that taunting laugh rang out 
upon the mild night air, and then she 

heard a voice repeat the verse that had 
been a source of terror to her ever since 

the night when she lay and watched her 
lover’s face while he read aloud to her, 

from her pet poet, “ Swinburne.” 
It was the same ugly voice that had 

echoed the words intended for her ear 

only, and unheard by her lover : 

“I wish you were dead, my dear ; 
I woud give you, had I to give, 
Some death too bitter to fear ; 

It is better to die than live.” 

There was a devilish meaning in the 

words that made the girl shudder. It 
was no spirit repeating those lines, for 

they surely came from the lips of a living 

man, and one whose sole thought was 

revenge ! 

She covered her face with her hands, 

her soul growing sick within her, and again 
she heard the voice : ; 
“1 wish you were stricken by thunder 
And barat with a bright flame«through, 

Consumed and cloven asunder, 
I dead at your feet like you.” 

“God in heaven pity and help me, for 
it is Leon Costello «ome back {rom death 
to torture me !”’ she moaned, and when 
she uncovered her eyes the hateful facg 
had vanished, and only the last lingering 1 
echo of his voice remained. 

[TO BE CONTINUED. ] 
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No praise of ours can equal the sincere 

she started up, erying out in a strangled | 

Of Toronto, Ontario, Cured of 

Catarrh and Neuralgia 
Good authority has said that “neuralgia is 

the ery of the nerves for pure blood.” The 

prompt action of Hood's Sarsaparilla on the 

Liood, combined with its toning and strength- 

ening effect upon the nerves. make this a 

orand medicine for neuralgia and also for 

catarrh, ete. We commend this 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 
1 failed to obtain permanent reiief from 

medical advice, and my friends feared 

1 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-iike Weakness 

overtake me. And I had intense pains from 

neuralgic in my head, back and limbs, 

which were very exhausting. But I am glad 

to say that soon after I began taking ‘Hoo
d's 

Sarsaparilla I saw that it was doing me 

good. When I took 3 bottles 1 was entirely 

Cured of Neuralgia 

I gained in strength rapialy, and can 

take a two-mile walk-without feeling tired. 

I do not suffer nearly so much from ea- 

tarrh, and find that as my strength increases 

the catarrh decreases. 1 am indeed 2 

changed woman, and am very grateful to
 

Hood's Sarsaparilla 
tor what it has done for me. Itis my wish 

that this my testimonial shail be published
 

in order that others suffering as I was ma 

learn how to be benefited.’ Mrs. M. KE. 

MERRICK, 57 Elm Street, Toronto, Ont. 

HooD’'s PILLS cure all Liver fis, B
ilious- 

ness, Jaundice, Indigestion, Sick Headac
he. 

a PT 
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Ww. C. PITFIELD, 8S. HAYW * 
General Partner. a fae: 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 ! 
0 

I am prepared to furnish 

FIRST-CLASS TEAMS 
to accommodate the travelling public, at 

short notice to any part of the 
country. 

faith of those who kuow Johuson’s Ano- 
lyne Liniment. -

 

ISAAC TRENHOLM, 
Buctouche, June 16 1892. (6m) 

AT VERY LOW PRICES. 
W. H. THORNE & CO., 

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

NO FRAME GIVEN AWAY 
with a dozen Photos, 

But a liberal DISCOUNT OF 20 

PER CENT. that will enable my 

customers to purchase a FRAME 

to suit themselves. 

J: H. Connolley, 
PHOT CRAPHER, : 

75 Charlotte Street, Corner King, 

SAINT JOHN, N. B. 

WONDERERE"U 1, 

BAC RCE ALL INS. 
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., San 2s. JOHN CALDI 

CURRAN & WALKER, 
—DEALERS IN— 

DRY GOODS, GROCERIES, HARDWARE, 
CROCKERYWARE and GLASSWARE. 

kx 
IR, 33 chastoste st. 

FLOUR & MEAL, BOOTS & SHOES, READY-MADE CLOTHING 
( 
VV 

en. ALL GOODS SOLD AT VERY LOWEST PRICES FOR CASH. = 

A®~ PRODUCE TAKEN IN EXCHANGE FOR GOODS. 

KINCSTON, KENT COUNTY, 

Millers’ Tanning Extract Co. 
(LIMITED). 

—WORKS AT— 

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

A very complete stock of General Coods, cheap for Cash or Trade, at 

OUR MORTIMORE STORE. 

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 give our 

patrons the advantages of our purchases every time. 
We mean to sell goods and mean that our prices will do it. 
Those who want best value for their money should not fail. to 

come to us, We will make it to their interest to do so. 4 
We are having much of a run now on for Chambrays for ladies’ 

house Wrappers. They are only 8c a yard, worth twice the money, 

J FLANAGAN 
90 MAIN STREET, MONCTON, N. B. * 

RICHARD SULLIVAN & CO. 
—WHOLESALE— 

Wine and Spirit Merchants, » 
—IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN— 

AS, TOBACCOS and CIGARS, 
84 DOCK STREET, ST. JOHN, N. B. 

Bonded Warehouse No. 8. 
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