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

CHAPTER V.— Continued. 

“I felt indignant with the girl—1I never 

did and never shall like Crystal Joyee, 

Ethel- -1 hope there will be no friend-bip 

between vou two—and I tried to take the 

sting from her wantov walice, and cover 

poor Lady Dare’s confusion with a flood 

of small talk and an inquiry after her 

nerves, You will have enough of Lady 

Dare’s nerves in the days to come, Ethel! 

“Well—" Mrs. Medwin paused, and 

Ethel iustivetively clasped the hand 

she held in silent assurance of her 

interest and sympathy, “Mine ira long 

story, after all, my dear. [have fallen 

into the common fault of these who have 

a painful tale to tell, lingering on ihe 

brighter part, shrinking with cowardly de- 

lay, which is as vain as cowardly, because 

it does not spare us a single pang, from 

that of which it is inexpressible agony to 

think or speak; but there is little more to 

tell now, and that little may be briefly 

told. 

“The engagement was not to be a long 

one; the preparations for the wedding 

went rapidly on. Darebolme was put in 

order for the reception of & new mistress, 

though Lady Dare and Crystal Joyce were 

not to retire to the Dower House until 

the young pair returned from their honey- 

moon trip. 

“Bruce was the most ardent and devot- 

ed of lovers; but I thought that Florrie 

grew strangely nervous and restless as the 

wedding-day drew near. Once or twice, 

as | noticed the bright flush on her soft 

cheek, the feverish brightness of her lovely 

eyes, aud saw how completely the old 

tranquil grace that seemed a part of her 

bad become a thing of the past, I began to 

ack myself whether she really cared for 

Bruce Dare, or whether in her silent fash- 

ion she was sacrificing herself to gratify 

her parents’ whim, 

“At last I could bear the doubt no long- 

er, and questioned her— with an absolute. 

ly satisfactory result. » 

“Yes, 1 love him, motuer,” she said 

quietly, but the rose flush changed to 

vivid scarlet, and the violet eyes glowed 

with deep emotion, 

pot thivk I could love. It is so strange 

to find that one’s heart is warm and liv- 

ing when one thought it dead.’ 

“] laughed as I kissed the beautiful 

earnest face. Ah, me, how little I have 

laughed since then! 

“ead! Foolish child! You mean it 

bas never lived until now,” [ returned 

gayly; and Florrie answered with a bur. 

ried ‘Perhaps so,” and let the subject drop. 

“All went well until the day before the 

wedding, and then— Ob, child, how 

gball I tell you the rest?” 

Mrs. Medwin paused, the tears rolling 

unheeded down her pale cheeks, her hands 

tightly locked. Ethel, herse!f weeping 

softly for sympathy, broke in eagerly— 

“Do not tell me; it hurts you too much, 

Let me say it, dear Aunt Anpie! On the 

very eve of what should have been her 

wedding day, poor pretty Florrie, in some 

strange and creadful fashion, died.” 

“Worse—far than the 

mother answered, with a wild wailing ery, 
1» 

worse that!” 

“She was murdered, Ethel 

Ethel sprung to her feet, with a little 

scream of terror,fforgetting all things, 

even toe mother’s grief, in that overwhel- 

wing shock. 

“Murdered,” she repeated blankly, her 

lips white and stiff; ber violet eyes gleam. 

ing blankly from the deathly palior of 

Your only child! 

Ob, poor Aunt Anule, it 18 tuo horrible!” 

“And yet it is true,” Mrs, Medwin an- 

ber face— “murdered! 

swered, with a composure that made the 

girl blush for her impetuous outbreak— 

the idea that had frozen 

pever cease to be an agonizing memery to | 

her. “Florrie went out to meet her lover 

at abrut five o’clock on the afternoon of 

the last day of September—it is only 

about a mile to the station—and he was | 

to arrive by the quarter to-six train, 

Never had she looked lovelier, brighter, | 

or bappier than when she turned back at | 

the gate to nod her laughing good-bye. 1 | 

wish I could see her dear face always as | 

gaw it then; for, when | saw it next— 

She never met her lover, Ethel; she never 

came back to us alive That night they 

brought home her dead body, with a gap- 

ing wound on the white temple, and the 

cruel mark of strangling fingers about the 

pretty white throat.” 

CHAPTER V1. 

Ethel Ross-Trevor did not hear the end 

of the story that had so thrilled and hor- 

rified her that day, for Mr, Medwin came 

in soon after the telling of the main eca- 

tastrophe, and on bis entrance the subject 

of discourse necessarily changed. Norin 

deed did she hear it for many days to 

come, 
“Did you get wet, James? The storm 

came on so soon and so heavily after you 

left,” Mrs. Medwin asked, raising her mild 

eyes to her husband’s face as he stood 
omfortably warming himeelf or the 

‘th-rug, and surveying with evident 

cency the pretty room which pre. 

cheery » contrast to the driving 

‘1 love him as I did | 

the blcod in | 
5 . eye . » | 

Ethel’s veins was a familiar, if it could | 

“Oh, nothing to speak of!” be answered 
lightly, “And how have you and Miss 
Ethel there amused yourselves without 

. me all the afternoon?” 
Hic wife answered only by a little pa- 

tient sigh, which he apparently under- 

stood, for hie cheery weather-beaten face 
grew suddenly grave, and be tugged at bis 

gray mustache in thoughtful silence for a 
few minutes; but the silence was not un- 

broken, for Mrs” Mcdwin turned to the 

bewildered girl, who was watching them 

with the same vague haunting sense of 

unreality that had come to her a few min. 

utes back and was a new experience in her 

straightforward life, and said, with a little 

smile— 

“You shall give your uncle a cup of 
tea, Ethel. 1 delegate my duties to you. 

You will have to pay particular attention 
to the proportions of cream ard sngar, for 

I warn you that he is a tyrant in the mat- 

ter.” 

Mr. Medwin’s face brightened, as she 

meant it to do, with his wife’s more cheer- 

ful tone, 

“Yes, you are only taken on trial,” he 

put in gayly, coming over to the small 
table on which stood the quaint boat- 

shaped Queen Anne service and the big 

silver tray; “so now take my instructions 

once for all—one lump neither too large 
nor too small of sugar, and of cream, just 

s0 much and no more.” 
Ethel followed the instructions, given 

with such mock solemnity, literally 

enough; but all the time one thought 
filled her mind, and seemed to echo with 

passionate persistency in her ears, 
“I must be dreaming—it can not be 

true,” she thought, as her bright eyes wan- 
dered round the pretty cozy room, to all 

appearance a scene of domestic happiness 

and calm content, and then rested, with 

almost indignant wonder, upon her uncle’s 

cheerful countenance and her aunt’s gen- 
tle placid face. “If it had been true, if 
their only child had been murdered— 

taken from them in such a strange and 

horrible fashion, they could never have 
raised their heads again—they must have 
died of the shock! How could they care 

for anything in the world after that? But 
they do! Aunt Annie cares for her 

flowers, and her birds, and Flossy, she is 
even proud of her pretty things, and in- 
terested in her neighbors’ affairs; while 

Uncle James does nothing but laugh and 

joke! Oh, it is not true, or—they do not 

care!” 
Ethel learned before long to blush for 

the hardness and iv justice of her youthful 

judgment, to understand that a sorrow is 

none the less a sorrow for being bravely 

and cheerfully borne, to love and rever- 

ence her Aunt Annie as she had never 
loved or reverenced man or woman yet; 
but she never ventured te rocui tu the 

subject of that unfinished conversation, 

and her ungratified curiosity became a 

keen pain at last. 
In the meantime she had plenty to oc- 

cupy her. All Scantlebury flocked into 

make the acquaintance of Mr. Medwin’s 

niece, the fame of whose remarkable 

beauty, and still more remarkable resem- 

blance to the poor young bride, whose 

tragic ending wa: still fresh in all men’s 

memory, soon spread abroad and made 

quite a sensation In the quiet place. 

| Among the first to call were Lady Dare 

' and Crystal Joyce, the former warmly ef- 
| fadite, the latter more repellantly stift 
and unpleasaut than ever, But that other 

sul jocts occupied her thoughts, and that 
the girl looked ill and haggard enough to 

account for any amount of irratability 

and evil temper, Mrs, Medwin must have 

administered a rebuke to her uncomfort- 

| able guest, 

As it was, however, she was only anxious 

to prepare both women for the shock that 

Ethel’s first appearance must give, She 

essayed to do this in a few hurried words 

that only made Lady Dare, who never 
understood anything jist at once, hot, 

flurried, and uncomfortable, and brought 

a quick and curiously defiaut gleam to 

Miss Joyce's dull heavy-lidded eyes 
And, after all, the warning might just 

as well have been left unspoken, for, 

when Ethel came forward, with the sun 

shine playing in her raffled dusky locks 

and bringing new warmth into her smooth 

| soft cheeks, Lady Dare first stared at her 

| in a dazed bewildered fashion, then burst 

into a flood of weak and ready tears, 

“Oh, Aunie, how can you bear that 

| child here?” she sobbed, almost reproach- 

| fully. “She must be an ever present re- 

' minder, a perpetual grief; I could not 
| bear to see another girl with poor dear 

Florre’s face.” 
“A perpetual comfort, you mean,” Mrs, 

| Medwin said, answering Ethel’s troubled 

look rather than the other’s rambling 

speech. 

| Aud then Crystal Joyce put out a long 
| thin hand that felt chilly through its cov. 

| ering of kid, and murmured some words 

that Ethel could not catch. 
But, her first emotional outburst past, 

Lady Dare was not to be put off with so 

cold a greeting. She felt that her words 

had given pain, and, in her eager impul- 
sive way, was anxious to ¢fface the im- 

pression, Besides, she had really heen 

fond of Florence Medwin in her wild 

barum-scarum fashion, and her heart 

warmed to this new-comer with the dead 

girl's face. 
“Come here, my dear,” she said kindly; 

and, when Ethel obediently came, she 

folded the slim young figure in her em- 
brace, and kissed the pretty face affec- 
tionately, saying in her rough hearty 

voice, “You must forgive me if [ hurt 

you, little girl. You can not understand 

what it is to us who loved her to see poor 

Florrie’s living image walking about the 

place; but by and by 1 shell grow recon- 

ciled to it as your aunt has done, and then 

I hope that you aud 1 shall be great 

friends 
Crystal Joyce’s thin lip curled with pas 

sionate scorn, Her dull eyes blazed with a 

sullen fire as she listened and looked. 

“ils she mad?’ she thought, keeping 

back with a strong ¢ffort the wild words 

that rose to her lips—words that would 

have bidden Ethel Ross-Trevor to put the 

width of the wide world between herself 

and any of the Dares. “Is she mad—or 

in her blind besotted folly—in her child. 

ish yielding to the impulse of the me- 

ment—has she forgotten—Bruce!” 

Ethel chanced to look at her just then, 

and the glance grew into a fascinated 

stare. Never, the girl thought, had she 

seen so strangely horrible a face—a face 

that, seen in the clear sunlight in circum- 

stances no more romantic or suggestive 

than those of a morning-ca'l, brought such 

incongruous images as death and madness 

to the young stranger's mind. Always 

pale, Miss Joyce's face was livid this 

morning, and its startling pallor was en- 

hanced by her dress and bounet, both of 
ucrelieved steel-gray; but more striking 

even than her ghastly tint were the fierce 

line of the delicate brows—which were 

drawn together till they almost met—the 

sullen fire of the half veiled eyes, the in. 

cessant twitching of the pale thin lips. 

“She looks as though she were in ficrce 

pain and would not utter a cry,” the girl 

decided; and the impression that Miss 

Joyce was suffering some actual physical 

agony grew so strong that she came a little 

nearer, and asked, in a low tone, if the 

were not ill 

Crystal stared for a second, then an- 

swered with a negative so uncivilly curt 

that Miss Ross- Trevor, among whose many 

virtues meekness found no place, regret. 

ted her kindly impulse and drew back 

with an offended frown. 

Soon after that the visitors left, and 

Mrs. Medwin reflected; with a little sigh 

of relief, that one of her dreadful inter- 

views was over, and that she really only. 

greatly cared mow for the effect that 

Ethel’s appearance might have on Bruce 

Dare. 
“Well,” said Lady Dare, as soon as she 

and her companion were safely out of 
bearing, “of all the remarkable, astound- 

ing likenesses I ever saw, that is the 

strangest and strongest; that my nerves 

should give way under the shock was to 

be expected; bui I looked at you, Crystal, 
when Ethel Ross-Trevor came into the 

room. and your face was quite awful: von 
seemed as though you were suddenly 

struck blind and dumb.” 
She paused with an inquiring look; but 

Crystal might have been blind and dumb 

and deaf into the bargain for all the notice 

she took; her face was set in a hard look 

of half frightened pain. 
“Really, Crystal, you might be a little 

more sym patyetic,”’ the other went on 

dejectedly. “You see me thoroughly up- 

set, my nerves all jarred and unstrung, 

aud youn will not even speak, or make the 
most trifling comment on this—this most 

extraordinary fact.” 
Miss Joyce turned with a fierce impa- 

tient movement that frightened Lady 

Dare, and made her wish that she had suf- 
fered her uncomfortable companion to 

dream on undisturbed, 
“Why should I speak? What I say will 

not please you,” she returned, her dull 

rough tones thrilling with passion. 

Lady Dare’s large eyes dilated. 
“You do not try to please me,” she said, 

with a touch of dignity; “but what fault 

you can find with me or Mrs. Medwin,. or 

with that poor pretty child, I think it 

would puzzle you to say. ”’ 

“Would it!” Miss Joyce echoed, with a 
drearily mocking laugh . “With cor with. 

out reason, I find fault with you all— 

most fault of all with myself and Fate, 
Oh, is it not cruel to think that Bruce 

will come back after all these dreary years 

hoping to gain peace and forgetfulness, 

only to find ber here!” 
The tears 10se in Lady Dare’s eyes; the 

mother’s heart was touched by what 
seemed almost an overstrained unreason- 

able pity, and a moment back she had 
been thinking the girl bard. She took 

the long thin hand lying idly on Crystal's 

lap, and squeezed it affectionately in her 

own warm clasp 

“My dear Crystal,” she said gratefully, 

“I did not think you cared so much; but 

one never knows the feeling of one’s 

closest friends. We must not look alto- 

gether on the gloomy side, you know. 
When things are darkest they begin to 

mend; and, though the outlook is cer. 

tainly gloomy enough, I think—I1 hope 

that there is in it a ray of light for my 

dear Bruce.” 
“] do not understand,” the other put 

in, with a doubting half-sullen look. 
“Do you not? Then I will tell you, I 

think it is not for nothing that Ethel 

Ross-Trevor has her cousin’s very face— 

ber every trick of speech and gesture, 
When Bruce sees her he will think that 

his dead love has come back to him, and 

who knows—"’ 
“Do not say it,” Crystal panted, her 

hand closing in a vise-like pressure on the 
other’s wrist, her eyes fixed on the paling 

face; “do not say anything so strange and 
horrible, unless you wish to drive me 
mad!” 

Le 

Best Teacher.” 
The experience of millions has demon- 

strated that Hood's Sarsaparilla is the 

perfect remedy for all troubles of lhe 

blood, stomach, nerves, bowels, liver and 

kidneys, and that i imparts strength, 

wigor and witalily. Every testimonial is 

the woice of experience to you. 

Dyspepsia—** Hood's Sarsaparilla is 

a grand medicine. It has cured me of 

dyspepsia. My blaod was so poor that 

in the hottest weather I felt cold. This 

great medicine enriched my blood and 

made me feel warm.” Mrs. James 

Malyea, 222 Pinnicle St., Belleville, Ont. 

“Drive you mad!” Lady Dare echoed a 

little indignantly, “I think youn are mad 

already, Crystal. Your temper is really 

outrageous to-day. What is there strange 

or, horrible in theidea that my boy should 

be made happy after his long pain? I do 

not know how the Medwins might feel 

about the matter; but for my part, noth- 
ing would give me greater satisfsction 

than to see Bruce and Ethel Ross Trever 

man and wife!” 
A few minutes’ silence followed the 

petulant declaration; then Crystal spoke 

in a low clear voice that eeshoed unpleas- 

antly in Lady Dare’s ears for many days 

to come. 

“And rather than see them even caring 

for each other, I could pray that I might 
see them dead; and, if Heaven failed me, 

I think I could kill them both mysel{!” 
The quiet manner was in ghastly con- 

trast to the savage words. Lucilla Dare 

felt her blood run cold. 
“She is mad! I will epeak to Bruce 

about her,” she decided in quick terror, 
and, so deciding, thought it well to let the 

exciting subject drop. 

CHAPTER VII 

“My dear, dear Bruce, how good of you 

to come! How good it is to see you home 

again!”’ 

And, growing a little hysterical in her 
excited joy, Lady Dare rested her hand- 

some head on her son’s shoulder, and wept 

and Jaughed over the closing words. 

(TO BE CONTINUED ) 
TPRERGRPNIT: TID 5A 

“Take Heed Will Surely § peed.” 
Be sure tos heed the first symptoms of 

indigestion, nervousness and impure blood, 

aud thus avoid chronic dyspepsia, nervous 
prostration and all the evils produced bv 
vad Lluod. 1100d°s darsaparilla is your 
safeguard. It quickly sets the stomach 

right, strengthens and quiets the nerves, 

purifies, enriches and vitalizes the blood 

and keeps up the health tone. 

All liver ills are cured by Hood’s Pille 

25¢. 
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TREMENDOUS SACRIFICES. 

More sacrifices are made in the name 

of religion than for any other cause. At 
the recent State Sunday-school Conven- 

tion held in Idaho, one man travelled over 

400 miles on horseback to attend the con- 

vention. One of the delegates was a little 

girl not quite 12 years of age, who travel- 

led nearly 300 miles to represent the only 

Sunday-school in her county. One young 

man, 22 years of age, travelled over 600 

miles, about one-half of it in a stage eoach 

and had never seen a railroad train until 

the one that brought him into Pocatello. 
Mapy other delegates made sacrifices like 

thi§ to attend the convention. To this 

meding the International Committee had 

sent] several prominent Sunday-school 
workers from the east, and Idaho was one 

of tle eleven States visited on this tour, 
For |circulars decribing the great Inter- 

natignal Sunday-school work, apply to 
Marpn Lawrance, General Secretary, 

Toleflo, Ohio. 
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COOK'S SURE COUGH CURE 

Capt. Jerome, a San Francisco sailor, 

said to have saved over 1,000 lives, is dead 
there. 
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ARVEY MEDICINE CO. 

. PAUL STREET, MONTREAL. 

—WHOLESALE— | 

Wine and Spirit Merchants, 
—IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN — 

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

Bonded Warehouse No. & : 

IF INTENDING to build or repair, it will pay vou to” get our 
prices before buying elsewhere. 
spring stock of 

We have now in store our usual 

White Lead, Boiled and Raw Linseed ©i), Tur- 
pentine, Varmish, Shellac, Kalsomine, Ready 
Mixed Paints, all sizes of Nails, Np ikes and 
Glass. Putty, Sheathing Paper, Zine, Sheet Lead, 
in fact everything in the builders line can be 
found at our store and at prices as lew as the 
lowest. 

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

SEEDS | 

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, 

Men’s and Boy’s Fancy Shirts, Top Shirts, Lace Curtains, Curtain 
Poles and Fixtures, Spring Blinds, Pértiers. ig 

CARPETS, OIL CLOTHS AND MATTINGS. 

Flour, Corn and Oatmeal, Pork, Fish Ham, : 

iron and Steel, Plows and Plow Castings, 

J. & W. BRAIT, KINGSTON, 
KENT CO, N. B 
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Address Labels, Books, Bill-Heads, Bills of Lading, Blanks all kinda Bonds, Blotters, Bills of Fare, Business Cards, Ball Invitations, 
Ball Programmes, Catalogues, Circulars, hecl 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, 

Myistrate’s Blanks, Memorandums, Menu Cards, Note Heads, Notes. 
Hand, Orders, Posters, Programmes, Pamphlets, Price Lis 

- Receipts, Reports, Statements, Show Cards, ShippingTags, 
Tickets, Visiting Cards, Wedding Cards, Wedding 

Invitations, executed with neatness and despatch. 
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