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(CONTINUED). 
~~No—no, faltered Reine, 

greatly interested—go on.”’ 
The gossiping maid looked pleased; 

she was fond of relating the story, 

which sounded like a romance, ending 
in a tragedy, ss she called the gener- 

al's death, to any one who had not 

heard it. 
“As I was saying,’” she continued; 

“‘the Yeiress ran away with the 
handsome spendthrift and married 
him, but as every one predicted, she 
roon found him out. He had married 
for money, not for love, and a pretty 

life he led her, to be sure. The gen- 
eral’s wrath was terrible; he cut her 

off without a shilling, and when the 

I am 

young husband found that out, he 
left her. 
“Some onc wrote to the general 

about it, and he went on to bring 

his broken hearted daughter home; 
but when he got there, she had van- 

ished. He hunted her the whole 
world over; but he never found her. 
He came home, took to his bed, and 
pever left it alive. 
“The old general's widowed sister 

was sent for from away down in 

"Tennessee, and she got here just as 

he was breathing his last. 
““He beckoned her to him, and when 

she bent over him, he whispered brok- 
enly: 

““ ‘Always keep the latch string 

out, Rachel; some day Ileine will 

come back—but I shall not be here to 
welcome my darling.” He had her 
picture brought froin the library and 
hung where he could see it, and he 

never took his eyes {rom it. It 
would have made vou cry if you had 
heard his mind wander, the moment 
before he passed away. He scemed to 

imagine he was at the gate of heav- 
en and had met his dead wife there, 
for he cried softly—‘Open the gate— 
open the gate,’ adding plaintively: 
‘You ask me what I have done with 
the little child you placed in my 

arms, dear, when the angels took 
you, and T answer I guarded her 
well, Evelyn: but—I lost her; some 

day she will come to you and me at 
this gate; we will wait for her here, 

Evelyn; no matter where she has 

been, what she has gone through, she 

is still the little darling that once 
slept in our arms—our pretty little 

I Reine.’ 
‘““After that he never spoke again, 

and, we know he had gonc to join 

his angel wife, to wait at the gate 
for Reine; pbor. pretty, wilful Reine, 

whose. name was the last word he ev- 

er spoke on carth. 

‘Are vou crying, lady?’ asked the 
maid. “Ah, well, I told vou it was a 
pitiful story—it would bring tears to 
eyes of stone.” 

By a great effort Reine kept from 

swooning. She rose unsteadily from 
her chair, and put down the cup of 

tea untasted. 
“I must go, thank you: ard good- 

bye,” she said. And, like ono 
denly stricken blind, she  stageered 

out of the house, and down the path. 

and was lost in the darkness 
yond. 

She crept up to a little, white gate, 

sinl- 

he- 

by the side of which great wecpin» 
willow trees grew—opened it, and 

stole softly up the narrow path to 
the grand old soldier's grave, she 

knelt down upon it, parted the grass, 
laying her face upon it, and with her 
arms thrown about the cold polished 
marble shaft, wept tears that it 

grieved the angels to witness. 
“The world has all gone wrong 

with me, father,” she sobbed, 
‘Heaven tas punished me sorcly for 

disobeying you; oh, how bitterly I 
have repented! I have been unhappy 

in my love—in everything. 1 have 
come back to die upon your grave, 
papa,’’ 

CHAPTER XXVIII. 

Suddenly it occurred to Reine that 
it would be far better to steal away 

from that spot, that it would be bet- 

ter to hide herself forever from the 
gaze of those who had known her, in 
the dark, rippling waves of the sil- 
ent water that skirted Fairlawn. 
What matter what became of 

whom nobody loved? 
With pale, cold lips, poor Reine 

kissed the marble shaft, praying her 
father to forgive her for the past, 
and plead at the great White Throne 
for what she was going to do—for 
she was soon to join him. 

rathering her dark cloak about her 

her 
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lingering gaze, that had her very 
soul in it, at the dark, solemn stone 

house on the sloping hillside, and at 
the steady flame that shone like a 
beacon light from the kitchen win- 
dow, the poor child turned away, 

and crept on down the path toward 
the dark, sullen stream. 
The wind blew coldly on her face, 

but’ she did not hesitate. Never 
again after to-night, would she sce 
the great throbbing world with ‘its 
mysteries, its miseries, its hopes and 

its loves. When spring came again 
her feet would not tread the grass; 

never again would she see the sweet 

violets, the yellow daffodils, such as 
grew around the dear old home, nod- 
ding their heads in the breeze. Nev- 
er again would men worship her 
beauty: never nmipre would she see 

love glowing in passionate eyes for 

her sake. 1t was all over. x 
She paused on the margin of 

dark, sullen stream for a 
then climbed 
covered rocks. 
“Good-bye, cruel world,” she moan- 

ed; ‘no one will ever miss me; no 
one cares for poor, hapless Reine.” 
Only the echo of her own voice an- 
swered her. Silence settled down 
again. A land-bird, roused from its 

sleep, opened its bright eyes and 

gazed at her from its nest among 
the rocks—that was all. Ne human 
being cared or rose from their quiet 
sleep to save her. " a 
Reine took offi her cloak slowly. 

The cold winds chilled her, but she 
did not mind it. Her beautiful, curl- 
ing, golden hair had loosened {from 
the coil at the back of her head, and 
fell in a shining mass of glittering 
splendor to her waist, but she did 
not heed it. 
“I am going to die, and you will 

never know how I loved you. In the 
last moments of my life, I dare own 
it even to myself, Bernard,”” she 
moancd. You will never know that 
I learned your worth too .late—yes— 
I love you, and you alone. I have 

scen no one else that I love in the 
crowd of faces that fill the world! 
I have seen only yours, only yours, 
Bernard, by night and by day; not 

his, Bernard.” I have since learned 

that I never loved Waldemar Wald- 

ron. It was only a mad infatuation. 
Your face has smiled upon me in my 

dreams; it has shone down on me 
from the stars; it looks up to me 

from the water; in the light of the 

sun, in the beams of the moon. All 
the world is blank except the spot 
whére vou are—and that is—heaven. 
Suddenly some one touched her on 

the arm. . 
“What are you doing here lady?’ 

asked a voice which she recognized 
instantly as black Tom’s—he had 

been one of the attaches of Fairlawn 
Villa ever since Reine could remem- 
ber. 
She shrank back from him. “I 

meant no harm in strolling into the 
grounds,’”’ she murmured, endeavor- 

ing to disguise her tone, but it was 
no use; he sprang forward peering in 
dismay into the white, averted face. 

“It’s Missy—Missy Reine, by all 
de saints, above!’”’ he exclaimed ex- 

citedly. 
“Yes, it’s me, Tom,’’ she sobbed. 

the 
moment, 

down on to the moss 

“Don’t tell anybody I have been 

here. I have been to poor papa’s 
grave, and now I am going away 
again. Oh, Tom! take great care of 
it, keep the grass trimmed down 
close, and—and—plant some white 
flowers around it—my white rose 

bush, that I loved so well, and the 
white hyacinths—you will attend to 

it Tom?" ’—This tearfully. 
““Oh, yes, Missy Reine.” 
“I—I—am going now, Tom,’”” she 

faltered, turning away, but he caught 
at her gown with trembling hands. 
“What fo’ should you go away fo’ 

again, Missy Reine,” he entreated; 
““do stay, it am yer own home, ain’t 

it? Missy Woodstock—de ole gen- 
ral’'s sister, am a very nic pusson; 
but oh, Missy, we ole folk’ bout de 
place like de ole rulin’ best. 
“I can’t stay Tom,’ Reine declar- 

ed shuddering, but:— 

“Man proposes and God disposes.” 
It was destined she was not to 

leave Fairlawn Villa so soon. She 
took one step forward, then exhaust- 
ed nature and whirling brain asserted 
herself. Reine slipped down uncon- 

scious in the long lush grass, at 

faithful Tom's feet. \ 

“Poor Missy Reine,”” he muttered, 

as he raised her in his strong arms. 
It was but the work of a moment 
to carry her to the house; and al- 

most as soon ‘as he had laid her 

down, he had told his story of how 

and where he had met Reine and gll 

that had transpired, to the astounded 

servants who had assembled, attract- 

ed by the confusion. 

‘Thank heaven Reine is found, at 
last!’’ sobbed Mrs. Woodstock, 
Reine’s aunt, bending over the pros- 
trate form, and death white face. 

All the usual old-time restoratives 
proved of little avail, and a doctor 

was quickly summoned, also a tele- 

gram to Bernard Chesleigh, telling 
him what had occurred, was Sent 
flashing over the wires, which 
brought him on to Virginia, and to 
Fairlawn Villa without delay. 
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Heard From! 
If there is an invalid woman, suffering 
from female weakness, prolapsus, or 
falling of womb, or from leucorrhea 
who has used Dr. Pierce’s Favorite Pre- 
scription without complete success, the 
undersigned Popnron and makers of 
that world-famed medicine would like 
to hear from such person—and it will be 
to her advantage to write them as they 
offer, in perfect good faith, a reward of 
$500 for any case of the above maladies 
which they can not cure, 
$3,000 FORFEIT will also be paid if 

they cannot show the original signature 
of the individual volunteering the testi- 
monial below, and also of the writers of 
‘every testimonial among the thousands 
which they are constantly publishing, 
thus proving their genuineness. 
WORLD'S DISPENSARY MEDICAL, AS- 

SOCIATION, Proprietors, Buffalo, N, V. 
A Massachusetts woman, Mrs. Carrie P. Han- 

naford, of No. 6g Hale Street, Beverly, Mass., 
who is well known socially there, being Treas- 
urer of the Order of the Eastern Star, wrote her 
experience as follows: “Your ‘Favorite Pre- 
scription ' is, without a doubt, the finest remedy 
on the market to-day, for female difficulties. 1 
suffered for four years with pains every period, 
and I dreaded the approach of the time as I 
knew it meant two or three days’ misery. Tried 
several different widely - advertised remedies, 
and found that they did me no good whatever. 
One day a friend called, who had suffered as I 
was suffering, and who told me that she had 
been cured through the use of Dr. Pierce's Fa- 
vorite Prescription, so I purchased a package. 1 
found that the real value of your medicine was 
greater even than my expectations, and the 
next month I had hardly any pains. The fol- 
lowing month had none at all, and found that 
my general health was much better and new 
life and strength had come to me.” 

“Favorite Prescription” makes weak 
women strong, sick women well, Ac- 
cept: no substitute for the medicine 
which works wonders for weak women. 
The Common Sense Medical Adviser, 

1008 pages in paper covers, is sent free 
on receipt of 31 one-cent stamps to pay 
expense of customs and ai el only. 
Address Dr. R. V. Pierce, Buffalo, N, Y. 

It was many a long day ere. a 

knowledge of her surroundings came 
to Reine. 
One day, as soon as Reine was able 

to be about, her aunt sent for her to 

come to the drawing-room, adding 
that “‘some pone was there who wish- 

ed to see her very much.” 
Girl-like, she took a glance in the 

mirror before going down, smoothing 
her collar, and pushing back the 
rings of golden, curling hair from her 
forehead; and in that momentary 

glance she could not help but notice 
how pale and thin she had grown. 
She could scarcely recognize the wan 

face reflected there. 
"She walked slowly down to the 

parlor, and opened the door. Some 
one was seated in the shadow of the 
bay window—some one who uttered 

a cry of intense surprise as he beheld 
her; and the next moment 

Chesleigh was clasping her hand, 
looking joyfully down into her face. 

“Why did you hide yourself like 

this from those who love you best?" 
he asked, sadly. 
Reine hid her face in her hands. 
“Did you know, Bernard, that he-— 

he left me forever?’ she sabbed. 
“Left me wilfully, deliberately—left 

me to the world’s cold mercy, de- 

pendent upon myself?” 

“I know all, Reine. But why, in 

the hour of need, did you not go to 
your father, who loved you so well, 
or come to me?’ 
‘Papa would never have received 

me,” she faltered. ‘He shut his 

heart against me. I have deserved it 
as the price of my folly.” 
Bernard Chesleigh was a good man, 

but he could scarcely refrain from 
cursing the villian who had wrecked 
Reine’s young life. For God had 
punished her sufficiently for forget- 
ting the words of her dear old Bible: 
“Honor thy father and thy mother.” 
Poor Reine! She was but another 

pitiful example of the folly of elop- 
ing. Will young girls never take 
heed, and learn to shun false-hearted 
lovers wham loving friends and par- 
ents strive to warn them against? 
She continued to improve in health 

and strength rapidly; and once 
more, as she stood among the roses, 
and her clear laugh rang out, she 

seemed like the merry, joyous Reine 
of yore. i ; 
Bernard Chesleigh watched her with 

yearning, sorrowful eyes, no longing 
seeking to hide the truth from him- 
self. He loved her with all his heart. 
She was his first and only love, the 
other half of his soul. Yet she was 
separated from him as completely as 
though she lay in her grave. 
The days that passed were all too 

bitter-sweet to Dernard Chesleigh. 
He was only human, not a saint, and 
it was beyond human nature to deny 

himself the joy of being near the 

woman he loved. ® 
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GREATLY ALARMED 

By a PervsiStent Cough, but P maneat- 

ly ~Cured by Chamberlain's Cough 

Remedy. 

Mr. H. P. Burbage, & student at law 
in Greenville, S. C. bad teen tronbled 
for four or five years with a continuous 

cough which he says, ‘greatly alarmed 
me, cansing me to fear that I wes in the 

firet stage of consumption.” Mr. Burbage 
baving seen Chamberlain’s Cough Rem- 

edy advertised concluded to try it. 

Now read what he says of it. ‘I soon 
felt a remarkable change andiafter useing 

two bottles of twenty-five centZsize, was 
was permanently fcared. Sold by all 

Generally the man who wants to borrow 
from you comes emoking a better cigar 

than yoa can afford. &: : 

Bernard 

A Busy Canadian Dena. | 

Alexander McGibbon, Inspector of < 
Northwest Indian Agencies, who is! ¥remch-Canadian Kn tia. 
dead at Calgary, at the age of 75, Out of thirty French-Canadian au-~ 
was formerly a well-known merchant thors who ‘submitted works of 
in Montreal. An energetic Scotch- gramatic composition for a competi- 
man, he was president of the St. ¢i5n got up by Mr, Georges Gan- 
Andrew's Society there, and took. vpeau. of the Theatre Natiosal- 
part in many public demonstrations. 

He was in charge of the transport 
of stores during the Rebellion of 

1885, and was for ycars in the Mon-! 
treal Field Battery, commanded by 

| Francais, nineteen produced pieces. 

congidered worthy of public repre- 

sentation. Tha fact is indicative of 
the most notable phase of the great 3 
literary activity going on at pre- 

Gol. "A. A, Bteyonsoll., CbeFiRente | sent among the French-Canadfans. © 
ly he received his permanent ap-| Apmost all these works are in the. 
pointment in the West from Sir | jsinain of light comedy, and are 
John Macdonald's Government, and | i : more French than Canadian in idea 
has lived there since. smd expression. v 

on’t be Deceived 
By some slick and talkative agent, who dumps a steel 
range at your door and tries to persuade you {o buy it—at. v 
a BIG PRICE and on LONG TIME notes. 

The Oxford 

Chancellor 
Is the Steel Range with a reputation of durability, efficiency 
and economy. The Oxford Chancellor is not sold by agents, : 
and when you buy the Oxford Chancellor you do not have at 
to pay an agent's salary. commission and expenses, etc. 

Hardware Merchant, Fredericton, N, B. 
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FINE TAILORING. 
Our Stock is now complete in all the leading makes in E 4 

Spring Overcoats, 

Suitings and ie 
Trouserings. 

S. STANG ER 
MERCHANT TAILOR. ji | GEO 

We have just opened another case of SPRING: MILLINE RY 
of the latest designs. “We would be glad to have our friends come: 
see our bargains 17 going elsewhere. Newest, cheapest Millin 
at the newest, cheapest store. 4 te fhe 

g&F Several Girls wanted to learn the business. oe 

Queen Street, THE PARISIAN, Just below People’s 

NEW PRINTS —— 
We have just received a fine line of new Prints, which 
have been carefully selected and are of the latest pattern 
Also a full line LADIES’ DRESS GOODS. See our stock 
of Diy Goods and Fancy Articles. Wall Paper and Bord 
in latest designs from two cents per roll up. 

NERS. DN ETL DOC 
St. Mary's Dry Goods Store. 

~x7EXAT ABOUT YOUR 

Spring and Summer St 
: XN It is time now for yo 

your new Spring and Summer & 
and you are almost sure to find s 
thing to please you in the fine 


