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A Mad Love.

By the author of “Lover and Lord.”
CHAPTER Xi11.— Continued.

“Ob, ah—for the Dareholine festivities!
You assist at the ceremony, do you not!
I was glad to hear that poor old Bruce is
settling down at last. What of the bride,
Dare?”

“Miss Ross-Trevor isa very beautiful
girl,”” Captain Dare answered evasively;
“but what of yourself, Clayden; are yon
settled down, as you call it?”

“lI, my dear fellow? I am much too
hard-worked to dream dreams at present,
Even now, |l am on my way—but jump
in, and I will tell you all about it.”

Ronald accepted the invitation and took
his place by Doctor Clayden’s side, with a
laughing inquiry as to whether he was to
sccompany bis friend on his professional
visits,

“Well, yes, on one of them, I think, for
1 want to interest you in an artist.”

“In whom you are interested?”’ Ronald
asked.

“In whom 1 aw strongly iuterested—
the more so, perhaps. because, in spite of
much that is winning and attractive in his
manner, I do not quite like him.”

“Captain Dare looked slightly puzzled,
a8 well he might. It was most unlike
John Clayden—whom he bad known and
admired as a shrewd, practical, bard-head-
ed man before he blossomed inte a fash.
ionable physician—to indulge in such
curioas fancies. Doctor Clayden lavghed.

“I am puzzling you, Dare, and that is
hardly curious when I puzzle myself at
times. But wait till you see my patient,
and then you will vnderstand. However,
I am calling rather as an art-critic than a
doctor to-day, and in that character I am
privileged to introduce a friend. I think
you will be struck by Gustave Ducloz’s
extraordinary talent, and by something
else.”

Ronald nodded, and thought little more
of the subject. A studio-visit would be
rather an agreeable diversion than other-
wise, for his love of art was a strong and
genuine feeling, though, as be himself was
the first to admit, he was but a tyro in its
practice.

The two old friends had many acquain-
tances in common and many subj:cts to
discuss, and the time passed quickly away
~—80 quickly that Captain Dare was a little

stertled when the carriage stopped at a
house in one of the small and dingy streets
running from Oxford Street to Soho.

“Your genius is not rich, I am afraid,”
he remarked, with a swift glance at the
grimy dwelling, Doctor Clayden shook
his head.

“About as poor as a man can be; and, I
greatly fear, dying of consumption. And
yet_”

The seutence remained incomplete, for
the slip-shod servant who opened the door
informed them at that moment that Mon-
sieur Ducluz was in and would be happy
to see them.

The studio—a small, light, poorly fur-
nished room at the very top of the house
—was empty when they entered, and
Ronald Dare’s bright eyes wandered curi-
ously round. The young man had many

artist friends, and loved nothing better
than a ramble among sketches, and
“‘carips,” and pictures in the rough. But
he had not hitherto visited a room like
this, ic which there was absolutely noth
ing but a rough easel and a few unframed
capvases turned to the wall.

The bareness and suggestive poverty of
the place touched his sympathetic heart.
He began to feel glad that John Clayden
bad brought him to this abede of genius
io distress. He was not a rich man, but
neither was he so poor that he could not
afford to possess himself of a picture or
two if Monsieur Ducloz had any for zale

The dovr opened while he was comfort-
iog himself with this idea, and Monsiew
Ducloz himself appeared, standing hesi-
Jating in the doorway like a frightened
girl,

The cumpun:snn flashed into Ronald
Dere’s mind as he noted the new-comer’s |
appearance, and the feeling grew almost |
painfully strtong when he spoke, for the |
voice, low, liquid, and musical, had a
strange broken tremor that seemed to tell
of must unmanly fear,

“And fear of what,” Ronald wondered
blankly—*“surely not of Clayden, who i«
80 anxious to befriend him, and most
surely not of me yet! He grows red and
white, and rolls those big eyes of his as
though we were a couple of policemen
sent to arrest him.”

“Well, Monsieur Ducloz, I have availed |
wmyzelf of your permission, and brought a |
friend to see your pictures,” the doctor ’
eaid, with a genial heartiness that might !
well bave tranquilized the most irritable ‘
perves, and set the shyest of men at ease; l
but, though he vowed with foreign grace |
to Captain Dare, the color ounly ﬂam«di
wmore hotly in M Ducloz’s hollow cheeks,
and the dark eyes shone with a curiously |
troubled look.

As be came a little nearer, and as the
bright light fell upon the picturesque
bead and face, Ronald saw that he was
wuch older than he had at first imagined,
and, although somewhat effeminate-look-
iog, a strikingly handsome man.

introduction, but talked at once of art
and pictures, aud English galleries, speak.
ing fluently, though with an accent decid-
edly French.

“Yeou have been some time in England,
I suppose,” Ronald began, by way of say-
ing something, as the artist bent over the
cauvases that Dr, Clayden had asked him
to produce

“Yes—no ~that is—I know it very
well; but I do not always live here,” he
answered confusedly, turning his head so
quickly aside that he knocked a portfolio
full of sketches from the table, and the
contents were scattered over the floor.

Dr. Clayden and Ronald stooped simul-
taneously to repair the damage; and the
former caught up a little water-color
sketch, which, inetead of replacing in the
portfolio, he regarded with admiring sur-
prise,

“The same model, but a happier effort
even than ueual,” he observed delighted.-
ly. “There is life in every feature of the
beautiful face; look, Dare!”’

And, before M. Ducloz could stretch
out his hand, as he seemed half inclined
to do, and enatch the paper from him, the
doctor had placed it in Captain Dare’s ex-
tended haud.

“There,” he cried, half laughing, “do
you think it reasonable that a man who
can paint like that should refuse to sell
his pictures, and make no attempt to ex-
hibit? Why, Dare, what ails you now?”

He might well ask the question; for
Ronald Dare had evidently paid no heed
to what he said, but was staring from the
picture to the artist, and from the artist
back to the piotu®, with terror in his
face.

“Don’t you like the face—but that is
impossible—or do you know the lady?”

“That too is impossible,”” M. Ducloz
broke in, with arrogant impatience, and
held out his hand for the picture; but
Captain Dare held it fast. His face was
pale; but he had regained his self control,

“It is mnot impossible, 1 know the
lady,”” he answered quietly; “and Ishould
be glad to become the possessor of this
picture at any price that M Ducloz might
name ”’

M. Ducloz looked as savage as though
he had received an insult rather than a
handsome offer, and said ae rudely as the
tremulous weakness of his tones would
permit—

“The picture is not for sale, and the
original is dead.”

The sketch fell from Rouald’s hand,
and flottered idly to the ground. A sud-
den dazed sense of bewilderment came
over the young man., Either thisstranger
was deceiving him with a senseless, pur-
poseless falsehood, or he had looked on
what, line for line and tint for tint, was
Ethel Ross-Trevor’s face.

He roused himself with the remem-
brance that he owed the artist some repar-
ation and stammered lamely and confus-
edly—

“I beg your pardon, but there is an ex-
traordinary resemblance—"

“Come, what comedy of errors are you
two playing?”’ the doctor interposed brisk-
ly. “Because, unless you understand
each othev pretty quickly, I shall not be
able to see the play out. Whom did you
take the picture for, Dare?”

“Dare!”” the artist broke in quickly,
“Is your name Dare?”’

“Yes,” Ronald answered, puzzled by the
fierce eagerness with which the question
was put; then, as the other only turned
his head «side, he add«d, “Do you know
the name?”’

Gustave Ducloz did not answer; but
the frail figure was shaken as though by a
convulsive sob.

Captain Dare looked appealingly at the
doctor, whose face was as puzzled as his
own, and very grave,

Presently the artist spoke in a choking
voice,

“Tell me of your goodness,” he said
humbly, *“the name of—of that girl.”

Captain Dare hesitated a secon!, then
answered frankly—

“l might give you two names, for the
picture might stand for that of two girls
—cousins—who bear the most marvelous
The one is
Miss Ross-Trevor, who is to marry my
to-morrow—the

resemblance to each other,

cousin the day after
othep—"’

“What of the other? I have never z\
heard Miss Ross-Trevor’s name.”

“The other has been dead seven years.”

He hardly secmed to hear or heed the

“And her name?” the man asked in a
hoarse whisper,

“Her Florence
Good heavens, Clayden!”

But Doctor Clayden, quicker than the
young soldier to see hoew the frantic strug
gle for breath and speech must needs end,
had already caught the light swaying
figure just in time to save it from a fall.
Az he raised the heavy head, both saw
that the pale lips were stained with blood,

“What does it mean?”’ Captain Dare
asked vaguely; and the doctor answered

name was Medwin.

in his practical fashion— ;

“It means just at present that he bas |
broken a blood-vessel, and that we must |
do what we can to save his life.”
* .

Al

* *

.
“Well, that was a curious visit!”’ the
doctor cried, with a searchiog look into |
. : )
his companion’s face as the carriage rolled |

rapidly awav from the dingy neighbor. | brokenly.

hood. “Is there such a thing as a chapter |
of accidents, Dare? If there is, I am sure |
our adventures deserve a place in it to-i
day. Nothing could be more wildly im-

probable than my capturing you on your
way through from Dublin to Scautle.
bury, and taking you to inspect the pic-
tures of that perfectly unknown young
man, and yet—"

“And yet it all came to pass,’”’ Renald
Dare said gravely. “Clayden, I am not a
superstitious man; but I cannot kelp
thinking there is more than accident in
thie. I think we have unraveled the first
thread of a tragic mystery to-day!”

“A tragic mystery? Come down from
the clouds, man, and tell me in plain
English what you mean. There may be
somethiog mysterious in the fact that
Ducloz possesses Miss Ross-Trevor’s pic-
ture; but, unless you mean to make her
bridegroom j-alous, I fail to see where the
tragedy comes in.”

“Wait!” Ronald Dare responded, with
the same stern gravity. *“The picture
was not Miss Ross-Trevor’s, though at first
sight the likeness was startling; the ar-
rangement of the hair and the dress were
of the fashion of seven or eight years ago,
when Ethel Ross-Trevor must have been
a little girl at the time.”’

““Then the resemblance was merely ac-
cidental,” broke in the impatient doctor,
“And it is a case of much ado about noth-
ing, after all.”

“Far from it, Clayden. Do you re-
member Floience Medwin, who was en-
gaged to my cousin Bruce and murdered
on tha eve of her wedding-day.”

“Every one remembers the terrible
story, but I never saw the poor girl.
Well?”

“The picture is hers; aud, not only that
—her head appears on every canvas in the
room, Evidently it was the one face the
painter coald, or did portray.”

Doctor Clayden had grown almost as
pale as his friend, and something of the
tame suppressed excitement shone in his
eyes.

“Gently, gently., Do not run away-
with theories that may be cruelly unjust,”
he said, plainly showing by his caution
that his thoughts were travelipg the same
road as Ronald Dare’s. “The fact it
strange, no doubt, and still stranger is
that which first excited my curiosity with
regard to Gustave Ducloz—the fact that
though he is almost starving, nothing will
induce him to part with a picture. But
it would be bardly fair to infer from
that—"’

“That he at least knows something of
Mise Medwin’s death? Yet I do infer it,
Clayden!”

“Ip fact that he is the murderer?” Dr.
Clayden queried, with horror; and Ron-
ald shook his head,

“I do not know. I only feel sure—cer-
tain as that I live and breathe, and still
bave that dreadful tortured face before

‘| my eyes—that he has some, if not a guilty

knowledge of her deatb.”

“Every effort was made to trace the
murderer at the time?” the doctor put in
argumentatively, though he was more im-
pressed than he chose to admit by the
sorrowful conviction of the other’s tone.

“And every effort failed, as such efforts
do fail every day., And now, after ali
these years, on the very eve of Bruce
Dare’s wedding once again, I believe that
vengeance is on the murderer’s track.”

“It must be another vengeance than
ours, Dare, if Gustave Ducloz be the mur-
derer,” said the doctor gravely, “for his
days are surely numbered here—indeed I
bardly think he will live through the
night!”’

CHAPTER X1V,

“Walk with me to the gate, Ethel,”

Bruce spoke with even more than his
usual passionate tenderness; and Ethel,
growing a little paler, rose promptly to
obey him, though she glanced shyly back
at Captain Dare, at that moment talking
to her annt. Bruce saw the look and fired
ap at once.

*Oh, you need not mind Ronald!” he
said, so jealously that the girl was inward-
ly thankful that he spoke in a lowered
tone. ‘“He has the sense to see he is not
wanted—at least by me; and if I thought
that you preferred bis society—?’

“Well, what then?’ Ethel asked, as he
paused, with a Jong.drawn breath.

“] could kill you or him,” was the whis-
pered answer; and, brave as she was, the
girl quailed for a second beneath the fury
of his glance, The next minute it was
quenched in a sudden mist, and he was
humbly imploring pardon and finding no
words strong enough to condemn his sav-
age j-alousy. “I have frightened you,
my darling,” he said, with deepest contri-
tion; “but you must forgive me, Ethel.
Jealousy is the curse of 1oy mad love,”

She raised the sweet earnest eyes, whose
clear straightforward glance should have
killed all doubt, and anbwered a little
sadly —

“Why should your love be ‘mad,” Bruce?

I am very proud of, very grateful for, |

your affection, dear; but sometimes I
think I should like a little less passion, a
little more faith and trust, I try to be
worthr of both.,”

The young man drew her to him witha
quick movement she was powerless to re-
si<t, and kissed the pale fair face again
and agaip,

“You are an angel!” he exclaimed
“And I— But I must not
think of that, Ethel, you do not love
me as [ love you; sometimes I think that
you do not love me at all; but I put that

thought fsom me; it would diive me

a&dflgﬁmm

When you see people ewted by a
remedy, you must believe in iis powwer.
Look around you. Friends, relatives,
mamtu.ﬂ“ow
America’s Greatest Medicine, cleansed the
Blood of their dear ones and they rise en
masse fo sing s praises. There’s nothing
like it in the orld fo purify the blood.

Sores—'' My health was poor and 1
had a sore on one of my limks. My
father thought I better try Hood's Sarsa-
parilla, and I did so and the sores are
now all better. Whenever I do not feel
awell I take Hood's.”” &Miss Nellie cA.

Law, Richmond, Quebec.
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mad. However, loving or not, you mean
to marry me to-morrow?"”

“Yes,” she anewered, and looked up
into bis face with a frank sweet smile.

“I was a little startling in my vehe-
mence,” he went on in his old gentle
tone, “but somethiag ran away with my
tongue. I must not make the old ex-
cuse that offends you, so I will make
none., Good-night, my darling; for the
last time good-bye.”

“Good-bye,” ‘she repeated, dreamily
wondering why the words rang so sorrow-
fully in her ears that they brought the
tears to her eyes and sent a nervous thrill
through al) her frame,

(TO BE CONTINUED )

Qne More Unfortunate

Wanted the DIAMOND
DYES, but was induced
by her dealer to try

another make.

A lady writing from a small town in
New Brunswick to the proprietors of Dia-
mond Dyes, says: ; , ;

“Please find enclosed Express Money
Ozder for six packets of Diamond Dyex
colors as mentioned below. 1 have been
a user of Diamond. Dyes, for over five
years, and they have given u e entire satis.
faction, A few wecks ago our merchant
was out of a color I wanted in the Dia-
mond Dyes and strongly recommended
snother make he was selling. 1 bought
the ket with many doubts as to their
worth, I made an effort to dye an old
cream colored opera shawl with the new
dye. The ghastly resuit almost drove
me mad There was not a semblance of
any decided color. Now I am obliged to
dye it black, and will do the work with
the Diamond Dyes. No more poor muddy
dyes for me while I can send to you for
the reliable Diamond Dyes.”
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A GREAT VOLUNTEER ARMY,

The largest army to-day marching under
one banner is that of the Sunday-school.
This great host numbers over twenty-five
millions, about half of whom are on
American soil. About one.six of the
entire population of America arein the
Sunday-school. This is our greatest
“3tanding Army’’ and affords more real
protection to the country than all military
organizations combined, as it tends by its
educating and Christianizing inflaences to
make them unnecessary. The Interna-
tional Sunday-school Association is doing
a great work in organizing and etrength-
ening this Sunday-school Army. For in-
formation concerning this work write to
Mr. Marion Lawrence, Gen’l Sec’y, Toledo
0,

-y - —

CASTORIA

For 'mfants and Children.
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The Sanford Manfacturing company
at Hamilton, Oat., has completed its order
of 10,800 great coats for British soldiers
in China. The compauy turned out the
costs at the rate of one a minute.
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is Rheumatism of the fag
Uric Acid left in the blood
by disordered kidneys
lodges along the nerve
which branches from the
eye over the forehead, and
across the cheek to the
side of the nose. The
cause is the same as in all
Rheumatism-— disordered

Kidneys. The cure is like-
wise the same—

Dodd’s
Kidney
Pills

DINECT IWPORTERS OF BRITISH AND FOREIGN G0ODS,
WHOLESALE AND RETAIL DEALERS
cxon] Nowe

FLOUR, CORNMEAL, OATMEAL, COFFEE.

TEA, SUGAR, TOBACCO,

. COARSE SALT, in bulk and bags, DAIRY SALT,

Molaéses, Biscuits, Cheese,

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

Lok

0

AARDWARE, CROCKERYWARE, GLASSWARE ,

BOOTS AND SHOES
DRY GOODS.
Ready-Made Clothing, Scotch Horse Collars,
IRON, CHAIN, INCHPRS, ROPE,

NAJTLS OF EVERY DESCRIPTION LIME.

Q

@ngish House Coal.
pBlacksmith's Coal

SHINGLES, DEALS, BOARDS AND SCANTLING,

PITCH-PINE, HARDWOOD, LATHS, etc.

Q

Kingston, Kent County, N. B
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COMBINATION OFFER.

In order to extend the circulation of THE REVIEW and to in-
troduce one of the bri'ght,est 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 ¢

g

:

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 itg space is devoted to agriculture, while its editoriale
are unsurpassed. We can recommend it 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. oy

A

~

Enclosed find $1.50 for which send me for one
year THE REVIEW and The Montreal Daily Herald.
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