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A Mad Love. 
meen me ny 

By the author of “Lover and Lord.” 

CHAPTER 1V.— Continued. 

The rest of the day passed pleasantly 

and happily to the young stranger, and to 

the kindly old pair, inte whose gray life 

she seemed to bring a half-forgoiten 

brightness asd warmth, She was so 

charmingly pretty, so pleasing and ready 

to be pleased, so amusing and easy to 

amuse, that she scemed to make herself at 

once at howe alike in their house and 

their hearts. 

Mr. Medwin was absolutely fascizated. 

The resemblance to his dead daughter had 

ceased to trouble him with one painful 

pang of memory, and, though to his wife's 

more faithful nature there was still a 

charp sting in every look and gesture that 

recalled the unforgotten dead, she was too 

just and generous to resist or deny the 

girl’s inherent charm. 

Soon after lunch, Mr, Medwin went off, 

a little against his will, to attend a magis- 

trates’ meeting in Scantlebury; and, left 

alone with her aunt, Ethel Ross-Trevor’s 

high spirits seemed to sober down sudden- 

ly, fact that Mrs. Medwin noticed with 

a little self reproach. 

“f am afraid that the rain will count as 

a point in your favor in the great inter- 

national fight, Ethel,” she said, looking at 

the great drops that fell thickly and fast 

pow, and rendered the closing of the 

¥rench window and the speedy retreat 

from the rose-wreathed veranda to the 

rose-filled drawing-room imperatively 

necessary. 

badly, you see; there will be no drive for 

us to-day.” 

“8 much the better,” Ethel answered 

a little absently. 

“And no callers; so you will not make 

the acquaintance of our neighbors to- 
day.” 

“Better still!” the girl cried vehement- 

ly ; then, as she met the other’s mildly as- 

tonished gaze, she added, with a little ner- 

vous smile, “No, I am not in the least 

misanthropic; I love my kind. And do 

pot think I am shy; but just to-day I 

want a long talk with you.” 

“And you shall have it, my dear, But 

first touch the bell. A fire is always wel- 

come in wet weather, and there has come, 

I think, a sudden chill with the rain.” 

Ethel obeyed, and, the order given, 

seated herself at a table by the window, 

and began rather listlessly to turn over 

the pages of a large photograph-album 

that lay there. Face after face was passed 

in indifferent review—they were all alike, 

unfamiliar and uninteresting te her. She 

paused a little over those of her unele and 

aunt, mentally deciding that they should 

sit again, and to an artist who would do 

them more justice—not make such a pair 

of odious smirking noneutities of two 

really good-looking people. 

“It is too bad,” she said indignantly; 

and then she paused again, this time over 

what she knew must be Florence Med 

win’s picture, for it seemed a replica of 

her own face. Despite the change in the 

fashion of the hair and diess, it seemed to 

tbe girl as though she were looking into a 

Wirror. 

“Were we absolutely identical--mere 

shadows of each other--Doppleganger, as 

the German say?” she thought, with a 
> . .  ] 

little shiver, for the fancy was a weird 

one, aud sent a curious thrill through her 

young frame. 

so much, at least, I know, 

like it?” 

She turned the page huiriedly, glad to 

escape from the face that haunted her, 

Will mine be 

and gazed, with a‘ desperate effort to be | 

interested and change the current of her 

thoughts, upon the two faces thal came 

next, 

They were two large-sized heads, and 

each face bore a faint indefinite likeness 

to the other, though the man’s had a 

beauty and distinetion that the woman’s 

altogether lacked—a look that, even in 

Ethel’s absorption of thought, roused and 

juterested her in a strange fashion. 

“What a handsome face!” was her first 

impetuons criticism, as her bright eyes 

poted the faultless line of head and feat. 

ure, the long sweep of the heavy mustache 

that effectually hid the mouth, the arched 

brows and large somber-looking eyes; her 

second came with an involuntary sigh— 

“And what a sad one!” 

She felt a light touch upon her shoul- 

der, and looking up, saw Mrs. Medwin 

standing by her side and quietly survey- 

ing the open page. 

“You do not know those people, Ethel,” 

she said gently, and, though there was 

pothing in her manner to betray it, Ethel 

guessed that the words cost her an effort, 

“No. Are they brother and sister? 

There is some likeness between them.” 

“A very slight one,” Mrs. Medwin said, 

as though the comparison displeased her, 

as indeed it did, she being very tenacious 

in her likes and dislikes, even when, as in 

this case, the latter seemed quite ground. 

Jess. “They are cousins only, Ethel, 

this is Lady Dare’s niece, Crystal Joyce; 

and this"”—she paused and drew her 

breath a little quickly—*this is Sir Bruce 

Dare.” 
The violet eyes strayed again to the 

page, then back to Mrs. Medwin’s face, 

and they grew almost beseeching in their 
sweet dumb sympathy. 

“Qur brilliant morning ends 

“Sir Bruce Dare!” the girl repeated 

shyly, “Was not he—I heard something 

vaguely at the time, but I uever really 

koew.” 

“You shall know now, dear. Bruce 

Dare was my poor Florrie’s lover, almost 

her husband. Her death made him an 

exile for seven years, snd nearly broke his 

heart!” 

CHAPTER V. 

A brief silence followed the last words 

—a silence full of pity on the girl’s part, 

as Mrs. Medwin was gratefully aware. 

She drew forward a stool, and said, with 

a little caressing smile— 

“Sit there, Ethel. You must hear your 

poor cuusin’s story sooner or later, avd, 

as no one is likely to interrupt us, there 

can be no better time than now.” 

Ethel seated herself at Mrs. Medwin’s 

knees and raised her lovely glowing face, 

with a sort of wistful gladness, to the 

eweet patient one that bad almost regained 

its wonted serenity. 

“I should like to hear it,” she said, with 

unmistakable fervor, “I was wishing to 

ask before you spoke But are you sure 

it will not hurt you to think or speak of 

Florence?” 

“My dear, I think of her always, and I 

would rather you heard the story from 

me than as it is told by the gossips of the 

place. It is not a long story, child; so 

grim a tragedy could hardly be told in 

fewer words. Justseven years ago,” Mrs. 

Medwin went on, staring thoughtfully 

into the bright heart of the fire, and 

speaking as slowly as though she deciph- 

ered with difficulty some story written 

there—"I thought myself the happiest 

woman in the world--there seemed noth- 

ing wanting to make my bliss complete; 

such moments ® come in life, Ethel, and 

the sad philosophy of experience teaches 

us to dread them as the barbingers of bit- 

terest pain. But 1 had not learned my 

lesson then, and I feared nothing, doubt- 

ed nothing. The future was so full of 

brilliant promise, the present of such calm 

content. 

“Florence was then just nineteen—jyour 

age, Ethel—and had been back only a few 

months from the Parisian school to which 

we bad spared her for the space of one 

long year. It had been a sore wrench to 

part with our only child, but she had par- 

ticularly wished to accompany a girl 

friend of hers, and in all things Florrie’s 

wish wae law to us. Poor darling, she 

never knew the full extent of her power, 

or never cared to use it—if she had, what 

a tyrant she might have become! 

“Punctually at the end of the year her 

father fetched her home, and then, when 

we saw her in her ripened grace and 

beauty, 1 think neither James nor I re- 

pented the sacrifice we had made. 

“She was most lovely, but I need not 

tell you that,” Mrs, Medwin said, brush- 

ing the soft black curls from the earnest 

upturned face. “In all things you are 

| her living image, Ethel—in all things phy- 

sical, that is, for you are brighter and 
quicker, less shy and reserved in manner 

than Florrie.” 

“That is to say 1 am a rough colonial, 

perbaps?” ; 
“No, I think it was a constitutional dif- 

ference. Florrie was cold almost to a 

fault in manner; it was at all times diffi 

cult for her to express any deep feeling, 

| even to those she loved best. 

“Her fate was a sad one— | 

and she showed few signs of affection, 
Now you 

ES | 

“I am a little given to gush, I know,” 
Ethel interrupted, with a penitent shake 

of her pretty dusky head; “but I can not 
help it, Aunt When anything 
moves me strongly, the words rush to my 

lips jast as the tears spring to my eyes, 

and I can no more keep tbe one back than 

I can the otber; but please go on.” 
“Well, such as she was, with her one 

fault of temperament, Florrie was our 
idol, and we were not alone 1n our idola- 

try. She was always the very reverse of 

a coquette; but her very coldness, coupled 

with her rare and striking beauty, gave 

her a piquant charm; and soon after her 

appearance all the eligibles in Scantle- 

bury, together with all the more or less 

Gesirable birds of passage in the garrison, 

were enrolled as her ardent admirers, 
“But she treated them all alike with a 

royal indifference that delighted her father 

who thought few men in the world, and 

certainly no one in Scantlebury, worthy 

of his beautiful child. 

“ ‘She is waiting for a duke—she knows 

her value!’ he cried, with a complacent 

chuckle, as we returned from one of the 

entertainments at which Florrie had treat- 
ed each of her adorers with an icy impar- 
tiality that left them one and all devoid 
of hope. ‘It was as good as a comedy to 

see her sending those youngsters to the 
right-about to-night. She was so cool 

about it too! No wonder they grew just 

a little savage at the last!’ 
“] smiled because he seemed to expect 

Annie. 

lightly that even Florrie had better mod- 

erate her pretensions a little, seeing that 

far between, 

“‘Ay to that, we might put up with a 

marquis—a specially eligible marquis, of 

course,’ James said jcosely; then, sud- 

denly dropping his lighter tove, he added 

soberly, ‘But I tell you what it is, Annie; 

| have a fancy— a prophetic fancy in my 

head—1I think we shall see our daughter 

Lady Dare.’ 

“Do you? I responded, without much 

emotion, for the question had been fre. 

quently discussed between us before; and 

we had both agreed that our young neigh. 

bor would be a son-in-law after our own 

hearts, if he would only give up his leve 

of travel and adventure and settle down 

decorously at home, as there was every 

hope aud prospect that he would, now 

that he had succeeded to both title and 

estates, 

“Yes; I wish he would come home. 

I want Florrie to know him before any of 

these whipper.snapper good-for-naughts 

get a chance of turning her head, or win- 

ving her heart. Not that she seems in 

much daoger,’ he added, relapsing into 

complacent enjoyment of the joke. ‘Still 

I wish he would come.’ 

“] wished it too, Ethel, though I need 

not say I was in no hurry to lose Florrie; 

but we could hardly hope to keep a girl 

go beautiful and so much admired with us 

forever, and it would be the next best 

thing to keeping her to have her at Dare- 

holme, which is not more than a couple of 

miles from here. 

“Well, the wish was soon fulfilled in its 

fullest geense, 
with his widowed mother ‘and her niece, 
Crystal Joyce, upon whom he had been in 

dutiful attendance at one of the German 

baths; and, before he had met Florrie a 

half dozen times, it was evident not only 

to us, but to all who saw him, that he was 

hopelessly and helplessly in love. 

“Her feelings w:re more difficult to 

guess. Only by the fact that she wae a 
little colder, shyer and more distant in 

her manner to Bruce Dare than to any of 
her other admirers, could I gather that he 

bad gained a place in her thoughts; but, 
strange to say, that gave me a little hope, 

and by and by that hope became a cer- 

tainty. 
“The coldnebs that would have alarmed 

a less ardent lover had no effect upon 

Bruce Dare, or rather it seemed only to 
increase his determination to win that on 
which his heart was set. And, while 

James and I still doubted whether she 
would deign to listen to the story of his 

told us she was won. 
“‘You will give her to me, sir? he 

asked, his handsome face all aglow, bis 

eyes shining with triumphant joy. ‘You 

can not doubt that I will love and guard 
and cherish her to my life’s end? 

“There was an almost painful eagerness 

in the question—a passion that jarred a 

little upon my ear. I looked rather un- 

easily at James; but his face expressed 

only unalloyed delight, 
“I do not, my boy,’ your uncle replied 

heartily. ‘I give her to you without a 
single fear, and I do not mind acknowl- 
edging now that this marriage has been 
the great wish of my heart. But you 

must be content to marry a father and 
mother-in-law as well, Bruce, for we can 

never conseut to be parted from Florrie 

long.’ 

“It is a bargain—I marry you all,’ the 

young man respended joyously, returning 

James’s hend-shake with a fervent gnp; 
then he turned with his shy half-foreign 

grace to me. ‘And you, Mrs, Medwin— 

you do not gradge me Florrie?” he asked, 
fixing his large eyes wistfully upon my 

face. ‘You too will give her freely to me 

and say something kind?’ 
“Why it was that the words he asked 

for died apon my lips then, Ethel, and 

that standing in the warmth and bright- 
ness of the August sunshine, I shivered 

with a sudden deathly chill, 1 can not tell. 

The horror I felt was and is wholly unac 

countable, I only know that it came 
upon me then and there, paralyzing my 

speech, and making me stare, in blank 

and stupid silence, at the man whom that 
silence must have cruelly hurt. If it did 

not hurt my husband it seriously annoyed 

bun. 

“ ‘Have you nothing to say, Annie? 

James said, in a tone of angry surprise, 
‘Silence is not very kind or civil here.’ 
“The sharp impatient tone broke the 

spell. 1 saw the pained and troubled 

look on Bruce Dare’s handsome face, and 
hastened with remorseful eagerness to as- 

sure him that I too was pleased. 
“He brightened up instantly, and James 

too was satisfied. 1 suppose they both 

attributed my silence to nervous excite- 

ment, and presently even I ceased to think 

| 
it; but in my heart [ did not relish the | 
situation quite as much as he. In the 

first place, I thought the child was mak- 

ing enemies, and in the next—though I 

should have disliked as much as any one 

to see her flushed with any vulgar pride 
of conquest, or degenerating into a mere 

flirt—I had a vague uneasy consciousness 

that such absolute and genuine indiffer- 

ence was a little unnatural in a yeung 

and healthy girl. 
“However I had no wish to Jessen my 

busband’s satisfaction, or share my form. 

lest doubts with him; so I only answered 

of that curious thrill as of a presenti. 

ment.” 
“The engagement gave general satisfac. 

tion, and all went smoothly from the mo- 

ment it was announced. Lady Dare came 
over the next day in a flutter of delighted 

excitement, ‘to fold her new daughter to 
her heart,” as she expressed it in her rather 

theatrical and affected way, and to ex. 
press to me her genuine delight at the 
prospect of seeing her errant son settle 

down soberly at last. 
“‘It is such an exquisite arrangement 

for us, my dear Mrs, Medwin,’ she said 
effusively, ‘for it will keep our children 
always with us=——with Crystal and me at 

Bruce Dare came home}: 

love, he came to us one day, and proudly : 

» 
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marriageable dukes were so very few and Architect f His ac re 

“ An architect designs, and his plans 

are executed by a builder. The greatest 

builder of health is Hood's Sarsaparilla. 

It lays a firm foundation. It makes the 

blood, the basis of life, pure and stron
g. 

Be an architect of your fortune and sec
ure 

Hood's as your health builder. 

Headaches —** I mas completely run 
down and was troubled with headaches 

and dissiness and pains in my back. 1 

took Hood's Sarsaparilla hich in a shor
t 

time entirely cured me.” Mrs. L. Win 

terton, Orangewille, Ontario. ; 

ever Disappoints 

win here, and Bruce and dear Florrie at 

Darehoime, we shall be quite a happy 

family.’ 

“I agreed with her that the arrangement 

suited us all excellently well; and she 

went on musingly- - 

“ ‘Oh, excellently, and dear calm Florrie 

will be the wife of all others for Bruce, 

who is just a trifle wild! Oh, no,” she 

added, with a reassuring smile as she saw 

my look of surprised displeasure, for I had 

certainly never dreamed of associating 

any thought of gross dissipation with 

Bruce Dare; ‘bis is quite an original and 

very harmless wildness, I assure you! I 

only alluded to his taste for wandering 

and adventure.’ 

“‘His gypsy taste I always call it,’ 

Crystal Joyce said, raising her large light 

eyes to Lady Dare’s darkly bandsome, 

face. 

“It was the first time she had spoken 

since her murmured greeting to Florrie 

and me when she first entered the house 

and 1 knew that she spoke with an inso- 

lent meaning now—I should have known 

it, even if I had not seen the other’s sud- 
den flush and frown, for a mischievous 

county legend a serted that, though Lady 

Dare’s father was a man of birth and 

breeding, his so-called Italian wife had in 

fact been neither more nor less than a 

lovely wandering gy psy. 

(T0 BE CONTINUED.) 
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What Not to Say. 

Do not say, “I can't eat.” Take Hood’s 

Sarsaparilla and say, “I am hungry all 

the time, and food never hurts me.” 

Never say to your friends that you are 

as tired in the morring as at night, If 

they happen to be sharp they will tell you 

Hood’s Sarsaparilla cures that tired feel- 

ing. 

Do not say, “My face is full of pimples.” 

You are quite likely to be told by some 

one, “There’s no need of that, for Hoods 

Sarsaparilla cures pimples,” 

It is improper and unnecessary to say, 

“My health is poor and my blood is bad.” 

Hood’s Sarseparilla will give you good 

blood, and good health will follow as a 

natural consequence. 
RGIS FRI RT 

NEARLY SEVENTY YEAYS AGO. 

“We are apt to think” said Mr. T. H. 

Estabrcoks to the Gazette yesterday, 

“that artistic advertising is a developement 

of recent years, but here is something 

which shows that there might be profit in 

studying old time methods, after all.” 
Mr. Estabrooks produced a copy of 

for which he was indebted to Mr. J, C. 
Robertson. it contained a full page ad- 

vertisement of ** fhe London Genuine Tea 
warehouse, No. 9 Waterloo place, Edin- 

burgh.” The work was done in two 

colors with a very artistic design appropri- 

ate to the tea trade and was quite as 

beautiful and striking as the most ambi- 

tious advertisements in the magazine of 

to-day. Had Red Rose Tea been handled 

by this enterprising Edinburg tea house, 

it would no doubt have been made as 

popular in Scotland as it is to-day in the 

Maritime Provinces,—St. Jobn Gazette. 

$1000.00 | 
We don’t guarantee 

$1000.00 to every user of 

our great Cough specific 

Dr. HARVEY'S 
SOUTHERN 

RED PIN 
BRE ot ies 
Cures promptly. 

Is equally good for children 
and adults. 

Honest 25¢. bottles. 

A
 

HARVEY MEDICINE CO. 

424 ST. PAUL STReeT, MONTREAL. 
38. 
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Mr. Auther Byrns, Rock Hill, Ont. 

writes: “I was laid up with stiff joint for 

adout four years, and could get no relief 

the Dower House, You and Mr. Med- 
until [“ased three bottles of Hagyard’s 

Yellow Oil which cured me.” Price 25c¢. 

Blackwood’s Magazine for October 1832, 

Wa) 
RICHARD SULLIVAN & 

LESALE— 

‘Wine and Spirit Merchants, 
~IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN — 

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

Bonded Warehouse No. & 
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IF INTENDING to build or repair, it will pay you to] get our 

prices before buying elsewhere. We have now in store our usual 

spring stock of 

White Lead, Boiled and Raw Linseed ©il, Tur- 
pentine. Varnish, Shellac, Kalsomine, Read 
Mixed Paints, all sizes of Nails, Spikes am 

Glass, Putty, Sheathing Paper, Zinc, Sheet Lead, 

in fact everything in the builders line ean be 

found at our store and at prices as low as the 
lowest. \ ¥ § 

SEEDS! SEEDS!! SEEDS! 
Timothy Seed, Alsike and Red Clover, Tare, Millet, Corn, Peas, and 

all Garden Flower Seeds. 

2,500 Rolls WALL PAPER with 
Borders to match. 

Dry Goods, Groceries, Men’s and Boy’s Ready Made Clothing, 

Boots, Shoes, Rubbers, Hats and Caps, Ladies’ Blouses, Dress Goods, 

Prints, Sateens, Furniture Covering, Ladies’ and Men's Underwear, ) g 5 

Men’s and Boy’s Fancy Shirts, Top Shirts, Lace Curtains, Curtain 

Poles and Fixtures, Spring Blinds, Portiers. 

CARPETS, OIL CLOTHS AND MATTINGS. 

Flour, Corn and Oatmeal, Pork, Fish Ham, 

Iron and Steel, Plows and Plow Castings. 

J. & W. BRAIT, xr co, * = 
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The Review, 
RICHIBUCTO, NEW BRUNSWICK, 

Published every Thursday at $1.00 per year in advance ; §1.50 if not 

paid within three months. 

THE PEOPLE'S PAPER! 

THE PEOPLE'S FRIEND 

SUBSCRIBE NOW 

All Kinds of Printing. 

Good Work---Low Rates. 

Address Labels, Books, Bill-Heads, Bills of Lading, Blanks all kinds 

Bonds, Blotters, Bills of Fare, Business (ards, Ball Invitations, 

Ball Programmes, Catalogues, Circulars, Calendars, Checks, 

Certificates, Counter Bills, Charters for Societies, 

Dodgers, Drafts, Druggist’s Printing, Folders, Gang 

Saw Bills, Hangers, Hotel Registers, Invoices, 

Insurance Printing, Letter Heads Labels, 

Magistiate’s Blanks, Memorandums, Menu Cards, Note Heads, Notes 

of Hand,Orders, Posters, Programmes, Pamphlets, Price Lists, 

Receipts, Reports, Statements, Show Cards, BhippingTags, 

Tickets, Visiting Cards, Wedding Cards, Wedding 

Invitations, executed with neatness and despatch. 
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