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A Mad Love.| 
By the author of “Lover and Lord.” 

CHAPTER XIV.,— Continued. 

He tarned at the corner of the lane to 
wave her a last farewell. Tbe moon ris. 
ing in full splendor cver the tops of the 

tall trees shed her white luster upon the 
slight figure and the bandsome face, which 

was radiantly bright for once, The pic- 
ture photographed itself on the girl’s brain 

a8 something she was destined never to 

forget. 

her for fully ten minutes, with a wistful | 

troubled look in her great eyes 
“I wish Captain Dare had gone with 

him,” she murmured, with a nervous little 
laugh; but Captain Dare’s voice reached | 

her at that moment, and, as the last thing 
she desired was a téte-a-téte with him, che 

hurried back to the house, 
In the meantime Bruce walked on with 

a quick swinging step. The strange half. 

fierce foreboding that had oppressed him 

in Ethel’s presence had wholly passed 

away, he was absolntely and unguestion. 

ably happy, troubled by no remembrance 

of the cruel past, no dread of the unknown 
future, absorbed in his present bliss, 
He was humming a light French valse- 

tune gayley as he passed through the 
lodge-gate and into the great avenue, but 

he had not gone half a d-zen steps before 
the gay melody died on his livs, and he 

stopped abruptly, while the great drops 

of a mortal agony gatbered on his brow. 
Slowly through the trees there came to- 

ward him a slender female figure, with » 
dark veil thrown over its head. Nearer 

and still nearer it came, until it put out a 

cold thin hand as though to touch him: 

when he drew back with a broken cry. 
“Florence! Ob, Heaven pity me!” 

“No, no—not Florence!” a familiar 
voice said hurriedly, and the dark wrap- 
ping was flung back quickly, revealing 
nothing more spiritual or unearthly than 

Crystal Joyce’s pale-gold hair and haggard 

face. “Bruce, dear Bruce, do you not 
know mel? 1 never thought that I bad 
hidden my face.” 

Yes, Bruce knew her, and the mad 

helpless terror died out of his eyes, leav- 
ing a sullen anger in its place. The shock 

had been severe, and he resented it fierce- 
ly. 

“Yes, I know you,” he replied, looking 

away, as though her face were almost as 

unwelcome a sight as that he had at first 

feared to look upon. “So you have come 
back, Crystal, after all?” 

“Yes,”” she responded humbly; “I did 

pot mean to come until—until the wed 
ding was over, but something stronger 
than wy will drew me back to Dare. | 
holme.” 

“May I ask if you come hack as friend 
or foe?” he questioned coldly. 

She looked at him for a moment re- 
proachfully, then answered, with a sigh— 

“I could not be yonr foe, Bruce, though 

Heaven knows | have not been your true ! 

friend; but you need fear neither argu. 

ment nor opposition from me. [| have 
been waiting and watchiug to tell you that 
—to tell you that I give in, and own my- | 

self beaten by fate.” 

She stood just where he had left | 

She looked incapable of any exertion— 

a fragile creature, powerless for good or! 
ill, and overwhelmed by an adverse fate, 

The viciure was neither pleasant nor in- | 

spiriting, yet Broce's face lrightened as 

he gazed upon ber. 
“Now I know you. 

old kind Crystal,” kb 

l, drawing a little nearer, | 

he took within his own the thin cold hand | 

3 : 
Now you are my | 

s sald, In a low cares- | 

slog voice; and, 

that hung listlessly by the womon's side. 

“And you are really happy, Brace?” | 

she asked, in a low eager tone, and with | 
wonder 1p ber eves, | 

‘'" 

“As hapoy as | 1iean to 

was the emphatic | 
make | apswer, 

wy wife, as happy as 1 should like to see | 

you, Crystall” 

The pale Tips quivered painfully, the | 

wordel deepened io the Paggard eyes, but | 

Crystal only said doggedly — | 

“Then I am satisfied,” | 

“And was bot my mother glad to see | 

you! 
yon did me?" Bruce asked, in a lighter 
tone, as they drew near the house, 

Yes, she was very glad, Bruce 

Did vou gi¥e her as fine a fright as | 

? She 

“I am Jaid her hand upon his arm. 
breaxing my vow—I am here to see you 

happy in your own fashion.” 
“And | could and would be happy in | 

no other,” he broke in, with harsh abrupt. 
“Crystal, have you come here to ess, 

renew our old dispute! Because, if so, 1 

shall wish you had stayed away.” 
He strode on without waiting for her 

avswer, and entered the house first, As | 

kis step sounded in the hall, Lady Dare’s 

voice came to him from an inner room, 

“Bruce, are you there! Then, as he 

stood in the doorway, she came toward 

him in a flutter of excitement, “Oh, 

Bruce, I have such news for you: you will 

never guess it!” 
“Probably not, as [ know it already,’ 

he answered, with disconcerting coolness, | 

avd a far from rapturous look. “1 met 

Crystal in the avenue, mother,” 
“And vou were not pleased to see her! 

You have quarreled again, since you did 

pot come in together,” Lady Dare cried, 

with quick dismay. “Oh, Bruce, how 

« could you? TI thought it so sweet of her 
to come back for the wedding.” : 

’ 

I 
| t1ge, 

“lt would have been ‘sweeter’ to stay 

quietly at home,” was the grim answer, 
“But we must take Crystal Joyce as she 
is, not as we would have her; and, as it 

pleaces you, I am glad that she is back.” 

He spoke carelessly, with an absolute 
indifference to the fact that Crystal, at 

that moment passing through the hall, 

niust hear every word he said. 
She did bear, and each word quivered 

like an arrow in her sore and aching heart; 

but she hurried past the door and not till 

she had reached the safe shelter of her 

own room did the pent-up misery of her 

I thoughts find relief in speech, 
Then she flung her arins above her head, 

and pacing the room with hurried stepe, 

as her custem was in moments of strong 

emotion, prayed, if such fierce and violent 

avpeals as hers deserved the name of 
prayer, that she might be given strength 

to bear her agony and show no sign. 
Presently her passion exhausted itself, 

and was succeeded by the dull lethargy 

that was her best shield. She bathed her 

face, brushed the pale-gold hair back from 
her linea brow, and went down-stairs 

looking but little more worn and haggard 

than usual, so that no one remarked any 
change, 

Even Ronald, the shrewdest, if the least 
interested observer of the three, only 

thought, as he touched the hand she held 

out in listless greeting, that she was over- 

tired by her journey and perbaps a little 
shamed and awkward on this the night of 
her return 

“I wonder what took her away—a mad 
impulse or a settled plan?’ he mused, as 
he watched the firelight falling upon the 

fair head and tightly-locked thin hands of 
Bruce’s incomprehensible cousin. “And, 
having gone, what brought her back? Is 
she a little crazy, as Bruce says! Perhaps, 

and yet, with all her eccentricity, I can 
hardly fancy that, She looks like a per. 

son worn out by a terrible secret, a dread. 

ful haunting remorse. She looks as Gus- 
tave Ducloz looked yesterday, Yes”— 
with a sudden flush, evoked by the re. 
membrance—*“unlike as they are, there ia 

the same wild haunted look in both their 
eyes,” 

“How was it that you and Bruce did 

not come back together, Ronald?’ Lady 
Dare asked, dispelling his fancies with the 
commouplace remark. 

“Bruce slipped away, and left me,” he 

answered, with a smile; and Crystal raised 
her head at the words. 

“Left you to bid Miss Ross-Trevor good- 
bye,” she said, with a significance that 

made Captain Dare uncomfortable, 
“Well, yes,” he replied coolly, “certain- 

ly it was good-bye to Miss Ross-Trevor; 

gince when | see, or rather, speak to her 

next, she will be Lady Dare.” 

Crystal said mo more, and Lady Dare, 

after a few moments’ silence, began to 
prattle mildly of the next day’s ceremony, 

of the guests and dresses, the bride- maids, 

‘and wedding-gifte—delighted that she had 
| so much to tell, and yet aggrieved that 

Crystal should not have taken an active 

part in the preparation for the ceremony. 
“It is too absurd that yoa should not be 

a bride- maid, Crystal,”” her ladyship ob 
served almost tearfully, “and so I am sure 

every one must think,” : 

Crystal answered only bv a murmur 
that might mean anything or nothing; 

but Captain Dare saw that the book she 

held shook in ber nervous clasp, and that 

her pale face seemed to take a still grayer 

Seeing this, he came gallantly to 

| the rescue, and talked to his aunt until he 

fairly talked her to sleep. 
She had been dczing for perhaps five or 

ten minutes, and Ropald, who had been 

Jistlessly turning over the albums on the 

table, with thoughts far away from his oc- 

cupation, was jcst making up his mind 
that he had better go in search of Bruce, 

when Crystal, bending across the table, 

addresscd him by name. 

“Do not go just vet, Captain Dare,’ she 
aid in & low voice, and with evident agi- 
tation, “I wish to—I must speak to you 
to-night,” 

He looked a little surprised, but an. 

swered instantly = 

“l am at your service now.” 
“Yes, now, We need not go awav; 

Lady Dare will not hear. Ronald, yon 
remember what | said to you about this 

marriage!’ He bent his head gravely, but 
the keen dark eyes never wandered from 

the pale troubled face. “How bard I 

tried to prevent it, how I endeavored to 

enlist your love for Ethel? Oh, forgive 

me! 1 did not mean to hurt you; I am 

so nged to pain that I can not always re- 

member to spare others as I might.” 

“] remember everything,” he said, with 
a little irrepressible sigh; “but from this 

| moment I shall endeavor strenuously to 

forget—I will furget”’—with a flash of the 
bright brown eyes, a resolute knitting of 
the brows—*“and if you are wise, Crystal, 

you will do the same.” 
She looked at him with a glance of pa:- 

sionate envy, 

“Oh, if I could!” he heard her cry be- 
low her breath; then she added aloud, 

“You are right, and you are so good and 

brave ard strong, that what you think 

right you will do, no matter at what cost, 

[ want you to forget.” 

“And is that all you had to ask me?” 

he inquired after a pause. 

Miss Joyce started nervously at the 
question, and looked round with fright. 

ened eyes, as though she suspected the 

presence of some lurking listener. Then, 
as she saw only her aunt slumbering peace- 
fully in her large arm-.chair, she came a 

httle nearer and, with an eager wistful. 
nese that haunted his dreams long after, 

looked up into his face. 
“Yes,” she whispered brokenly; “I 

want you to tell me one thing, Ronald. 
Do you knew anything of madmen and 

their ways?” 
He stared in blank wonder at the start- 

ling and irrelevant question. 
“Of madmen?” he repeated, in a be- 

wildered tone; and she broke in with sav- 

age evergy — 

“Or madwomen? Suppose that | am— 
not always, nor even often inad, bat that 
I have a latent, dangerous, homicidal 

mania lurking within me!” 
“Hush,” he interrupted, with an ir. 

repressible shudder, for the fierce gleam of 
the light eyes seemed to make the sup- 
position terribly real—“do not speak of 

yourself so, Crystal! Suppose a man is 

liable to go mad at times—what then?” 
“What would be likely to bring on the 

paroyxsm?”’ she asked, with a fievce crav- 

ing eagerness, “Passion might do it, 

anger or j:alousy, or any startling shock; 
but, Ronald, think of all you have ever 

heard or read upon the subject and tell 
me—that it could not come through joy?” 

Hie face was almost as pale as her own 
the desperate eagerness of her agounized 

appeal sent a curious thrill through him, 

a hundred vague terrors floated through 

his mind; by and by they might assume a 
definite form; but now he shrunk even 

from examining them. 

“Tell me!” the girl urged again; and he 

answered almost roughly — 
“I can tell you nothing, for I do not 

know; but the brain that could uot stand 

the shock of pain or anger would be, I 

should think, as likely to turn with a 
great joy.” 

CHAPTER XV. 
The gray morning light struggled faint- 

ly through the dingy window of Gustave 

Ducloz’s bedroom, dimming the feeble 
glimmer of the light beside his bed. The 

woman who had watched him through the 

long night let the blind fall, and went 
back to her old place by the hearth. 
“What time is it?” 

She turned round, a little astonished 
that her patient was not sleeping, and said 

in the cheerful tone of a well-trained 
nurse— 

“Just on six—time that you had some 

nice beef-tea.” 
The man moved his head impatiently, 

as though he would have refused the food, 
then suddenly changed his mind, and took 

what she offered him greedily, saying 
feebly, as she shook up his pillow— 

“Ard the doctor—you have sent for 
him?” 

“An hour ago; he should be here by 

now. Ah, here he is!”’—as a loud knock 

disturbed the stillness of the street. 

“Trust Doctor Clayden for promptly 
obevin’ a summons.” 

While she was still speaking, the doctor 

came in, and walked straight to his pa- 
tient’s side; the dark eyes glittered fever- 
ishly with pleasure at his approach, and 

the man struggled to raise himself in the 
bed. 

“I know—I know,” he said, as the other 
tried to restrain him, and spoke a few 
burried words; “I know that I have only 

a few hours left, but I must spend, not 

waste them, for there is much to do. 

Doctor”’—nodding at the nurse—‘send 
her away,” 

Woudering much at the words, which 

were too calm, for all their eagerness, to 

be the outcome of delirium, the doctor 

did as he was told, and, when they were 
alone, the man went on, with desperate, 

feverish haste— 

“Doctor, did I dream it, or did I hear 
your friend say, that Bruce Dare—was in 
England—was to be—married?”’ 

“Yes,” the doctor answered, with a puz- 

z'ed and searching look into the anguish. 

stricken face. 

“And=-that thi was to be his wedding- 
day?” 
“Yes, 

A cry, so full of rage and terror and 
despair that it drove the color from the 
doctor’s face and made his heart throb 

with unaccustomed quickness, broke from 
the gray, parted lips, while the dark eyes 

glittered fiercely. 

“Tien 1 must—speak—I will speak, 
before — before I die,” the man said, gasp- 

ing pitifully after every other word, and 
only speaking at all by a vehement aud 

agonized «ffort; “snd yet—ob, Heaven, it 

is hard!” 

“Speak—if you have anything to say-— 
more quietly,” the doctor urged, in grave 
reproof, though his pulses tingled with 

keen curiosity. “This agitation is wilful 

waste of life.” 
“Let the life go; it is, and has been, 

worse than death—since Florence Med- 

win died.” 

“Florence Medwin!” Clayden echoed 
blankly. “What do you know of Flor- 
ence Medwin—or her death?” 

The man broke into a hollow laugh—a 

laugh which would -have been horrible 
anywhere, it was so full of rage and pas. 
sionate self-scorn, but which was trebly 

horrible upon a death-bed. 

“What do 1 know of her,” he echoed — 

“he girl [ loved—the girl whose d-ath 

lies at my door? Oh, Heaven, he asks me 

what [ know!” 
Doctor Clayden drew back with an ir- 

repressible exclamation of dismay. 
“What? Were you her murderer?” he 

asked, with horror in his eyes and voice; 
and the man slowly shoock his head. 

Soul of Wit.” 
Wit is quisdom. Blood is life. Impure 

blood is living death. Health depends 
on good blood. Disease is due to bad 
blood. The blood can be purified. 

Legions say Hood's Sarsaparilla, Amer- 
ica’s Greatest Blood Medicine, purifies #. 
A brief story but it tells the tale. 

Nervous Weakness—" J sufferea 
from nervous weakness and loss of appe- 
tite. My blood was impure, my stomach 

disordered and I could not sleep. Hood's 

Sarsaparilla has cured me entirely.” 

Mys. E. Lockwood, Bellewille, Ont. 

Never Disappoints 

“lI do not know—I would not have 
harmed a hair of her beautiful bead; and 
yet—you shall judge for yourself—I can 

not tell the story now; go to that drawer, 

and bring me what you find there.” 
Doctor C'ayden did as he was told, and 

brought the sick man a thick envelope, 

doubly sealed, and bearing the superscrip- 

tion, “To be opened after my death.” 

“Open it now!” he said hoarsely, “I 
dare not wait. Open and read it—alaud; 
and let me see in your face snd eves how 

the world would have looked upon me 

had I told my «tory seven years ago.” 

(TO BE CONTINUED ) 

THE ONLY HOME PACKAGE 
DYESINTHE WORLD THAT 
GIVE PERFECT RESULTS. 
The scientific preparation of dyestuffs 

and putting them up in proper shape for 
family dyeing has been brought to perfec. 
tion by Welis & Richardson Co., who are 
JRT——— of the celebrated Diamond 

yes. 
These popular dyes have banished from 

the homes of Canada madder, fustic, log- 
wood, cochineal ard all other antiquated 
dyestuffs. The work of home dyeing ie 
now done quickly and successfully by 
Diamond Dyes; the process is one that 
would astonish our grand parents, 
To-day millions all over the world use 

the scientific Diamond Dyes. in preference 
to all others, Diamond Dyes commend 
themselves to all who use them, because 
they are the strongest, brightest and fast- 
est, and the easiest to work with. 
Diamond Dyes, like ali other perfect 

and popular preparations, are largely 
imitated in style of package and the way 
they are put up.” These imitations are 
worthless and adulterated dyes, ruinous 
to all kinds of goods and dangerous to 
handle. Great caution is advised when 
buying dyes for home use. Ask only for 
the “Diamond’’; see that the name is on 
every packet. 
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BOLD BURGLARY IN PORTLAND. 

PorrLAND, Me., Oct 10.—A safe blow- 

ing Jb of the most daring sort was done 

on the water front at about 7 o’clock this 
evening, an hour when Commercial street 
1s by no means deserted. The place where 
the burglars operated was the office of the 
lobster shop of Skillings. The explosion 

aroused the neighborhood, and those first 
on the scene saw three men pulling over 
the contents of the safe. Covering their 

discoverers with revolvers, the desperados 

threatened to shoot to kill if an attempt 

was made to intercept them, and as none 
of the citizens happened to be armed the 

fellows were permitted to escape unmo- 

lested. There was no money in the safe. 

The police have a fair description of the 
burglars, but they had not succeeded in 
locating them up to a late hour, 
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This efghature is on every box of the genuine 

Laxative Bromo-Quinine rabiets 
the remedy that cnres a cold jn one day 

5 A wd 3 
A writ has been issued on behalf of Os- 

car Berr, of Torento, suing on behalf of 

himself and other shareholders of the 

Broad Cove Coal Co. of Nova Scotia, 
which is to le amalgamated with the 

Mackenzie & Mann railway interests 
there, to set aside the transfer to W, P, 

Hussey, Adam Baffin and A. D. King of 
$600,000 of the company’s bonds in place 
of stock formerly held by the defendants, 

BACK- 
ACHE 

? 
If you have Backache you have 
Kidney Disease, If you neglect 
Backache it will develop into 
mergs ig | worse— Bright's Dis 
ease or Diabetes. There is no 
use rubbing and doctoring your 
back. Cure the kidnevs. There 
is only one kidney medicine but 
it cures Backache every time— 

Dodd's 

Kidney 
Pills 
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DIRECT IMPORTERS OF BRITISH AND FOREIGN GOODS, 

AND 

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEALERS 

cif Pi 

FLOUR, CORNMEAL, OATMEAL, COFFEE. 

TEA, SUGAR, TOBACCO, 
COARSE SALT, in bulk and bags, DAIRY SALT, 

Molasses, Biscuits, Cheese, 

PORK AND BEEF, 
HAMS, OATS, BRAN AND SHORTS. | 

0H 

HARDWARE, CROCKERYWARE, GLASSWARE 

BOOTS AND SHOES 

DRY - GOODS. 
Ready-Made Clothing, Scotch Horse Collars, 

IRON, CHAIN, ANCHORS, ROPE, 

NAILS OF EVERY DESCRIPTION LIME. 
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Bngish House Coal. 

pslacksmith's Coal 
Nn 
AY 

SHINGLES, DEALS, BOARDS AND SCANTLING, 

PITCH-PINE, HARDWOOD, LATHS, etc. 
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Kingston, Kent County, N. B 

COMBINATION OFFER. 

In order to extend the circulation of THE REVIEW and to in- 
troduce one of the brightest Canadian dailies into this section of the 
Province, we will make the following combination offer :— 

THE MONTREAL DAILY HERALD 
--AND-- 

THE RICHIBUCTO REVIEW 
will be sent to subscribers for one year for $1.50 

The Montreal Daily Herald is an 8-page daily with 16 pages, or 
Saturday and is without doubt one of the best papers in Canada. 
Considerable of its space is devoted to agriculture, while its editorial 
are unsurpassed. We can recommend 1t as one of the newsiest and 
brightest papers in the Dominion. : ; 

The HERALD and REVIEW combined will keep any family 
posted on the doings of the world, local and foreign, and at the price 

quoted are within reach of every family in the County. 
Cut the blank out and return it to us with your subscription and 

we will have the two papers forwarded to your address. 

Enclosed find $1.50 for which send me for me 

year THE REVIEW and The Montreal Daily Herald. 
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ADDRESS: 

THE REVIEW, i 

. Richibucto, N. B.


