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A Mad Love.

By the author 6f “Lover and Lord.”

CHAPTER VIII.— Continued,

The thought was a natura! one to visit
the glad flow of her
shadow to
the

ber then, to sober
spirits and bring a softening
her lovely face, pushed back
rustic gate of the church-yard and entered
the quiet world in which F. Med-
win was sleeping,

The church was lighted, one slehder ray
but the
that

as Sh"

orence

shining from the turret window,

organ was mute, and she guessed
Edith Challis had not yet arrived.
“I will wait for her here,” she said to
berself with a nod, and then,
aigle of the church, made her way to her

turning the

cousin’s grave.

—

| kissed her pale face again and again, with

a desperate, balf-crael passion.

Jrave as she was, Ethel felt ber courage
desert her now, A chill; paralyzing ter-
ror froze speech and thought, and de-
prived her of strength, For a few sec-
onds she ceaged to struggle, and Jay pas-
sively in the man’s close clasp, feeling the
hurning touch of his lips, conscious that
s strange eyes Were flaming inte hers
I'hen suddenly strength and consciousness
returned; she raised her dark head from
its strange restiug-place, and in her be-
wildered terror uttered a wild ringing cry
for help.

She felt the man’s clasp tighten almost
his somber and

savagely, saw cyes flash,

then<oh, with what
Bertie
faces, which grew paler still when they

perceived her position,

an indignant exclamation, and seized the

wan by the collar of bis coat.

! Bruce?”

!
|

:xpn-ssmq his s)mpathy as well as his |
breathless ¢condition would permit, alter- |
nately wriuging Ethels reluciant hand
and glaucing at t.he ptosuate figure on thé
bau k. ’ w
“Yes—yes,"” thu girl responded fever-
ishly; *‘but can you do nothing for Sir|
Thus urged,
vided attention to the patient, wh_u eer-
tainly veeded it; and,
skilfn!l miuistrations,
red and breathed heavily, then opencd his |

l

|

the rector gave his undi- .
l

upder his not un- |
Sir Bruee first stix-.j

eyes, raised himselfa little and looked uns |

easily round. As he did so, Ethel drew

quickly out of sight, though she was still |

; too deeply anxious to leave the place al-

wild rapture she !
bailed their approach!—she saw Edith and |
Challis run up with pale scarea |

The young soldier sprung forward with |

together, as she felt it would be wiser for
her to do.

“That ie well, Sir Bruce Mr. Challis
cheerily. “You have had a nasty
tumble, but there is no harm done

Bruce put hie hand to his head in a be-
| wildered fashion, toucking the wound the
gravel had made; his brows and

| Biifi

rough

' St., Chatham, Ont.

{ lips twitched as though in a painful effort [

| fron

at remwembrance, while his eyes wandered

tie’s slim stvaight figure and Edith’s pret.

tv face,

| Ou the latter they rested, as though he

The tomb, with its lofty granite cross,
its prazen railings, and carpet of choice | “You scoundrell” he ecried savagely. ,
fl  wers, stood out distinetly from its hum- | “Miss Ross-Trevor—you are not hart?”|
bler fellows. As the bright moon-beams | “No, no,” Etbe!l  returned hurriedly,
streamned across it now Ethel read the | ber eyes suddenly filling with tears. She |
brovze words ent on the snowy haft a | was ?ll‘;!l}\ihg not f Anlw':l‘, but of the
clearly as she could have read them by the | man—whuse arms had dropped mechani-

“Sacred to the mem-

of day.
Annie Medwin, aged nine-

broad light
ory of Floreuce
teen;
parcuts and heart- broken lover on the eve

who was taken from her desolate
of her wedding-day.”

So, without allusion to the manner of
her death, without vengeful or consola
tory Ethel
kuew it by heart, but, as she read it now,
yus pathos of the tale it told, of
the young bride full-
ness of her innocent Joy, the eup of hap-

text, the brief epitaph 1an.
tue ’l][o».
struck down in the

piness untasted at her ]lps, and unavenged {

even yet, struck her once again, and tears
of tenderest wgmanly compassion made
her violet eves grow dim.

“Poor Florrie!” she murmured, bend. |
ing down
the big
bloom.
every girl

for him

rose-tree’s wealth
“How

musL

sorry I am, how

be for you; at id still more

who loved you, and who must

have loved you dearly, since he has been |
| and eyes as she turned once more to Bruce |

constaut for seven lorg years! Do you
pity him, and long to comfort him, Fior

rie? Is there any truth in, Tennyson’s
pretty fancy, 1 wonder? Would your
dust tremble and stir, and blossom in pur-
ple and red, if Bruce Dare came near your
grave?”’

Curious musings these for so frivolous,
light-hearted a creature as most people
took Ethel Ross-Trevor $e be; but she
was rather a curious girl—by no means to

be read at once like the page of a printed |

book, and labeled pff-hand, as most people
discovered, when they knew her a little
better. She wasnot iuthe least conscious
of any unusual bravery or strength of
character, yet few girls would have cared
for her solitary vigil among the tombs
Even Edith Challis, who had the parson’s
daughter’s easy familiarity with all things
ecclesiastical, and regarded the church-
yard as little more than an ornamental
appendage to the Rectory grounds, would
bardly bave cared to linger in its path or
amid its grass-grown hillocks under the
chill, solemn splendor of the moon,

But Eithel Ross-Trevor, absorbedly
dreaming of her cousin’s tragic fate, liter-
ally did not think of herself at all, and
bad no place in her wind for selfish fear
—did not even start or stumble when she
beard a light quick step up the gravel,
and knew that some one was approaching
ber from ronnd the angle of the church.
But, though it did not alarm her, the pro-
saic sound brought her back from Dream
land to common matter-of-fact specula
tion as to the new-comer’s identity.

“Edith has brought the curate, I sup
pose, and yet—he bas such a slouching,
awkward tread! Perhaps it is Bertie,”

The word died upon her lips as the |

pew-comer emerged from the shadow,
and came up to where she stood. With
quick intuition she knew him thep, and
with agonized paug of sywpathy
guessed what it must be to him to meet
ber there, Sir Bruce Dare!

anu

She tried to speak, to warn him, but her
heart beat with such sickening rapidity as
And, Just as
siie was beginning to assure him that she
was indeed a being of flesh and blood, she
felt that all her bright tints were
aud that she grew more and more specter

almost to stop nher breath,

Jike with every second’s space,

The man did not seem to see her, until
bhe was 50 near that he could almost have
touched her. She saw him walk rapidly
on, with what seemed almost the blank
stare of a somnambulist in his great mel.
auncholy eyes; she began almost to hope
that she might slip away unseen, when
snddenly bestopped, with a hoarse, dread.-
ful ery—a ery that broke the spell that
beld the giri’s faculties, and brought
vividly before her the necessity for in.
stant and decisive speech,

“You are mistaken,” she said eagerly
and burriedly; but the man did not seem
to heed or'hear her. The first shock
passed,
came toward ber, with a strange raptur-
oues light shining in them.

“Florrie—my darling—they have given
you back to me at last!” he cried, bhis low
musical voice thriliing with eager joy.
“At last, at last!”

Aud, before Etbel could oppose any re-
sistance, or even clearly guess his inten-
tion, he had clasped her in his arms, and

to.move a withered Jeaf from l
of Ud"runéf
"'ll\ |

fading ‘

he opened his eyes widely, audi

‘ cally by bis side—who bad in no way re-
| sented young Challis’s attack, or secmed
even eonscious of his presence, but stood

staring mutely at her, with an anguisbed,

pitifully. pleading look, that the
| gIT.

*Uh,
Edith ¢

| her brother,

wrung
s warm heart,

Ethe! darling,
with
Lot ‘KHJVv'RHL; what else to do,
ina vay

are you humn?”

rieq, tearful agitation; while

| repeated ‘“‘You scoundrel! uely

| stohdly-defiant figure with a menace in
4 Lis tightening fist,

Ethel saw the movemen ', and thrust
hcr.wlf promptly in between them,
i ¢ No, no—you are mad!” she exclained,
| pushicg Bertie
through her tears anh an indignation -

back,

| like
t the
| indiguation as inexplicable as was the ex-
| quisite tenderness thet softened her voice

d the idea of posing dramatically as
champion of beauty in distress—au

! Dare. “I am#o sorry vou met me here,
she said, with pathetic earnestness of ex-
“l] .am ounly Mrs. Medwin’s

planation,
nie.e.”’

He stared in stupid silence for a few
| mowents, then suddenly the meaning of
| the words seemed to break uvon him in
full force; bis eyes flashed, his face flushed
a deep, burning red.

“Not Florrie!” he ejaculated hoarsely,
and with startling emphasis  “And yet—
her face— ber voice—her very self— Oh
Heaven help me—1 am mad!”

“No, no,”” Ethel cried; but the shock
had been greater than the man’s strength
could bear—he staggered back a step or
two as ‘she approached bim, and, stumb-
ling against the low twisted railing, fell
heavily to the ground at the girl’s feet.

When Bertie Challis raised and propved
him against the green bank, with hiz white
face upturned to the pale splendor of the
moonlit sky he was quite insensible,
though whether he had fainted before
falling, or was simply stunned by the fall,
it was impossible to say. ‘ |

“Oh, wbat a handsome 'man!” whisper-
ed Miss Challis, all her sympathy enlisted
now on behalf of the stranger she had so
furiously condemned a moment back,
when she saw the statuesque beau .y of the
fine worn face, the high-bred look of the
man she bad taken for an insolent tramp.
“Poor fellow! Is he mad, Ethel, or
what?”

Ethel’s tears were raining down her
pale cheeks, and falling upon the cold,

inanimate face of Bruce Dare, as the girl
' bent over it, with an anguish of pity in
i her lovely eyes.
! “Mad? No!” she answered, with a
| little passionate sob, “Oh, Edith, do you
not understand! He found me at Flor-
rie’s grave, and evidently took me for
Florrie’s spirit, and he is—Sir Bruce
Dave!"

*“Sir Bruce Dare!” the brother and sister
echoed simultaneously, with a not dis-
| pleased excitement in their tonc. Then
Edith added in ber quick authoritative
fashion—

“Run back, Bertie, and tell the rector
Sir Bruce Dare is here, and very ill.”

CHAPTER IX

Bertie Challis’s long legs carried him at
a good pace over the springy turf and
through the Rectory grounds, and the rec-
tor obeyed the call to attend the lord of
the manor with commendable rapidity;
but to Edith and Ethel the waiting seemed
as though it would never end.

In Ethel’s strained excited frame of
mind she was almost inclined to blame
herself for giving the cruel shock that had
' for the time deprived Bruce of sense and
hife.

“How he will bate me when hg regains
| consciousness!” she thought, looking down
| at the calm face with a thrill of sharpest
pain.

“here comes Bertie—and here—yes,
here is the rector too!” Miss Challis cried
with an air of great relief. The rdle of
silent and sy mpathetic watcher to which
Ethei’s reticence condemned her by no
means commended itself to her.

“My dear Miss Ross-Trevor—what a
distressing—what a painful adventure for

| you, and for Sir Bruce!” the rector said,

e

had found something of which he was in

| desperate search,

|  “I remember,

| rising and

” he said in.a low tone,

courtesy that enchanted her. “l paid this
young lady the compliment of taking he:

for a ghost, and frightened her in turn, 1| ¢ :
' House before, in a sensatioual and highly

{ amn afraid.”

| blush apd smile.
threateLing toue, and advanced toward the |

her eyes 5hlul[]§., ‘ cousin,

explicable to the voung man, who rather |
|

“Ah, no!” Edith declared, with a quick
“Yon are mistaken; 1
did not come up till afcexward.

|

m the portly clerical presence 10 Ber- '
| said
| win will be!”

|
&

‘not yet gquite sure that she was not walk-

“Pat Money
In‘) w P a"ﬁe’

Nobody sufferml }rorn bram-;&g, Iack
of energy, or ‘‘that tired feeling” ewer
puts money in his purse. Lassitude and
listlessness come from impure, sluggish
blood that simply ooges through the weins.
Hood’s Sarsaparilla makes the blood pure
and gives it life, wigor and <wvim.

Pimples—" My face was covered
aith pimples and blackheads bui after
taking Hood's Sarsaparilla a short time. I
aas entirely cured, and my shkin @as
smooth and clear. May Ryan, North

Never.0isappoints

ing and talking in a dream.

“Who would bave thought, when you |
came out to-night, that you were destined l
meet with such adventures?” Edith |

“[iow surprised-Mr. and Mrs, Med-

to

“Yes,”” Ethel answered curtly, she was
thinking at the moment how she could |

| tell the evening’s story with the smallest
" amount of pain o them,

turning to the giri with agrave | * :
| pain of preparation—the story

!
|

' ornate fashion, she disburdened herself of

You saw |

Miss Ross-Trevor, Mrs, Medwin’s niece.” |

“Ard the mistake in the circumstances
quite natural,” the rector added
“for the young Iaa'\" 12 said to

[ Was
[ svothingly;

| fashion; and Mrs. Medwin glanced lov- i
iugly at her piece, as she remarked—

| bear a striking reseinblance to her poor |

[ would have tried most men's nerves.”
sruce did not answer; but the old con-
' vulsive twiteh disturbed his lips and brows,
' the old look of térror came back to the
pathetic dark gray eves.

“There is Miss Ross-Trevor!”? exclaimed
Bertie, who having been so long silent,
thought it high time that his voice should
be beard.

Bitterly did Ethel regret that she had
not found strength of mind to withdraw
in ‘time, and spare the man’s weakened
nerves a second shock; but regrets were
useless, she had no choice but to appear
now, to make the best of a bad business
and comfort herself with the thought that
sooner or later the difficulty must have
been faced—the sooner perhaps the better.

|

»| She came hurriedly forward, her pretty

face pale with emotion, herlovely eyes a
little dim and misty, her lips apart—more
like ber dead cousin than ever in that mo-
ment, becanse her brighter tints had fad-
ed, and all ber arch vivacity of expression
was gone.

“Yes,” she said rapidly—“it was I. 1
am_so sorry—you must bate to see me,
but—"’

She paused then with a little convul
sive cry and the look of a grieved ehild,
for, without one word, with only one
swift shuddering look of wild terror and
aversion, Bruce Dare pushed roughly past
her and, descending the path at headlong
speed, was soon out of sight.

A brief silence followed bis abrupt de-
parture—a silence Bertie Challis was the
first to break.

“Well,” he exclaimed, with a disgusted
whistle, “if our lord of the manor is not a
downright lunatic he is a confounded cad!
It strikes me a kicking weuld do him all
the good in the world.”

Ethel’s eyes flashed irdignantly; but
before she could speak, the rector said in
grave and slightly pompous tones of re-
buke—

“Your levity is ill-timed, Albert, and
your expressions are unbecoming. Sir
Bruce left us in rather an abrupt fashion,
[ admit, and without that courteous recog-
nition of our services that from a man of
his birth and breeding we had perhaps a
right to expect, but he was evidently lab-
oring under strong emotion, and in such
stress of feeling men do sometimes—"’

“Act like eads—I grant it, governor,”
put in the young man with blithe irrever-
ence. Bertic was impatient by nature,
and could seldom stand the strain of what
he called the “Parsen’s pulpit style” for
long. **You do not suppose I wanted any
humbugging show of gratitude to us,” he
went on; “but he need not have been so
—s0 beastly rude to Miss Ross-Trevor,
She could not help looking like her cousin
—and a man who respects himself should
contrive to be decently civil to all things
feminine—even down to female ghosts.”
Then, turning to Ethel—*You look tired,
Miss Ross.Trevor, and no wonder—this
business must have upset you awfully, of
course. Don’t wait for'the prretice—let
me take you home.” -

“Yes, do, and I will come with you, I
have not courage enough to practice in
the church to-night,” Edith added cheer-
fully; and to this proposal Ethel gladly
agreed,

- The three young people stepped briskly

out upon their moonlight walk, with
thoughts and feelings diverging as widely,
perhaps, as they well could. Miss Challis
was all gleeful excitement and pleasur-
able anticipation; her brother wavered
between excitement, admiration, and ill.

temper; apd Ethel was balf stunned, and

-

and finding her by the grave

‘the parts; painlessly.

But she might have sparcd herself the
was bpot
Miss Chalhis had hard-
of the White |

left for her to tell;
ly croesed the threshold

her news.
“Poor Ethel—it was a dreadful trial to
her, but she was very good aud brave!”

she coucluded, in her rather patronizing

|

“Ethel is always that.”

Bat Mr. Medwin, who had not his feel-
ings under such perfect control, frowned
and moved restlessly about the room,
muttering from time to time, “Poor fel-
low! Poor Bruce!” in accents of deepest
sympathy.

Edith raised her brows in surprise,

“Bertie was quite cross with Sir Bruce
Dare,” she said demurely; “and be really
was a little—abiupt; but no doubt he
will remember his Japse, and make ameunds
to us all in time,”

“No doubt,”” Mrs. Medwin agreed, with
her unvarying gentleness, and the gocd
nature that even irritating small talk at
exciting moments could not disturb.
“Sir Bruce Dare, as you will acknowledge
when you know him better, Edith, is one
of the kindest and most tender-hearted of
men; 1 am sure that in his life he never
wilfully wounded man, woman or child.”

“I would swear to that,” Mr. Medwin
added emphatically; “‘and we ought to
know something of Bruce Dare.”’

(TO BE CONTINUED. )
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Safe, Sure, and' Painless.

What a world of mearing this state-
ment embodies. Just what you are look-
ing for, is it not? Putnam’s Painless
Corn Extractor—the great sure-pop corn
cure—acts in this way. It makes no sore
spots; safe, acts speedily and with ceriain-
ty; sure and mildly, without inflaming
Do not be im-
posed upon by imitaticns or substitutes,

e -

LIEUT. CORDUA IS SENTENCED
TO DEATH.

Lo~NpoN, Aug 24.—A despatech from
Pretoria dated to-day says that General
Lord Roberts has confirmed the sentence
of death imposed upon Lieut. Cordua
tormerly >f the Staats artillery, who was
convicted of being the ringleader in the
plot to abduct Gen. Roberts and his broth-
er officers.

- s « A

‘When we have good blood we are
healthy, strong, vigorous and full of life
and energy. Hood’s Sarsaparilla makes
good blood.

- —

V. L. Emerson of Ottawa, is the paten-
tee of an incondescent light which is said
to exceed in brilliancy of auy light, yet
produced,

rLarg‘est sales yet!

WHY ?

Because the public
know that

|Dr. HARVEY’S

SOUTHERN

RED PINE

is the best and safest
cough medicine in
Canada or U. S.

Honest 25c. bottles.

Sold everywhere.

MARVEY MEDICINE CO.
484 ST. PauL STReer, MONTREAL.
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Wme and Sprrlt Merchanta,

—IMPORTERS AND DEALERS ) g

T‘EA.S TOBAS and (‘IGARS

44 & 46 DOCK STREET ST. JUHN N. B

Bonded Warehouse No. &

prices before buying elsewhere.
' spring stock of

White Lead, Boiled and Raw Linseed ©@il, Tur-
pentine, Varnish., Shellae, Kalsomine. Ready
Mixed FPaints, all sizes of Nails, Spikes and
Glass. Putty. Sheathing Paper. Zine. Sheet Lead,
in faet everything in the builders line ean be
found at our store and at prices as low as the
low est.
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IF INTENDING to build or repair, it will pay you to get our

SEEDS !

(3

SEEDS!!

SEEDS ! !

We have now in store our usual

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

2,500 Rolls WALL PAPER with

all Garden Flower Seeds.

Borders to match.

Drv Goods,

Groceries,

Men’s and Boy's

Ready Madg Clothing,

Boots, Shoes, Rubbers, Hats and Caps, Ladies’ Blouses, Dress Goods,
Prints, Sateens, l’urniture Covering, Ladies’ and Men’s Underwear,
‘ancy Shirts, Top 8hirts, Lace Curtains, ‘Curtain
Poles and Fixtures, Spring Blinds, Portiers.

CARPETS, OIL CLOTHS AND MATTINGS.

Men’s

Flour, Corn and Oatmeal, Pork, Fish Ham,

J. & W. BRAIT, s

s and Boy’s I

Iron and Steel Plows and Plow Castingg.
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