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race, TOr ner eves rell peneath mmine,

and the hot blood mounted to her”

very brow.

***And vou are engaged to an-
other,” I maid, in a tone of passion-
ate reproach, °‘Oh, why did I not
know this ?°

“* ‘It is no engagement cf my mak-
she said, in a low, trembling
voice. ‘1l never saw Lord Villiers,
nor he me,. Our fathers wish we
should marry, that is all.’

“* ‘And will you obey ?' I said, ina
thrilling whisper.

*“ *No," she said impulsively : ‘nev-
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““The look that accompanied the
words made me forget all I had
hitherto striven to remember. In an
instant 1 was at her feet, pouring
out my wild tale of passion; in an-
other, she was in my arms, whisper-
ing the words that made 1de tho

happiest man on earth. It was well
for us both the room was nearly de-
serted, and the corner where we were
in deepest shadow, or the ecstasies
inLlo which, like all lovers, we went,
wouiul bhave led to somewhat unplea-
sant corsequences. But our destinies
had decreed we should, for the time,
have things all our own way;, and
that night I urged, with all the elo-
quence ol a first, resistless passion,
a secret marriage. I spoke of her
father' s compelling us to part; ol
his insisting on her marriage with
one whow she could not love: I drew
n touching description of myself, de-
voted to o life of solitude and mis-
ory, antl probably ending by com-
mitting sulecide=which melancholy
pleture s0 worked upon her foars,
that [ wvorily believe she would have
flodd with me to New South Wales,
hindd 1 nsked it, And so 1 pleaded,
with all the ardor of a passion that
waos as strong and uncontrollable as
it was selfish and exacting, until she
promised, the following night, to
steal socretly out and fly with me to
where I wns to have a clergyman in
walting, and then and there becomse
my wile."

Onee more he paused, and his fine
eves werc full of bitter Sellf-reproach
now.

“*Mother, that was the turning-
point in myv destiny. Looking back
to that time now, I can wish I had
been strucs dead sooner than have
hurried, nas 1 did, that impulsive,
warm-hearted girl into that {atal
marriage. Then, in all the burning
ardor of youth, I thought of nothing
but the intoXxicating happiness with-
in my grasp. I thought only of the
present—of the joy, too intense, al-
most, to be buorne—and I steadily
shut my eves to the future. .. Had she
kKnown who I really was, I know she
wonld have considered me unworthy
to touch even the hem of her gar-
ment.

“*All thal day she remained in her
room; while I rode off to a neighbor-
ing town to engage a clergyvman to
unite us at the appointed hour. Mid-
night found me waiting, at the
trvsting-pluce: and true to the hour,
nyv beautiful bride, brave in the
strenglth of her love and woman's
faith in my bhonor, met me there,
alone.

“I'wo horses stood waliting. 1 lift-
el her intue the saddle, sprung upon
my own horse; and away we dashed,
at o break-neck pace, to consum-
mate our own fulure misery. >=ha
«id not utter a word; but her face
was whiter than that of the dead
when I lifted hor from her saddle and
cdrew her with me into the church.

*T'he great aisles were dimly light-
¢l by one solitary lamp, and by its
light we beheld the clergyman, stand-
ing, in full canonicals, to sanction
our mad marriage. Robed in a dark,
flowing dress, with her white face
looking out from her damp, flowing,
midnight hair, I can see her before
me, as she stood there, shivering at
intervals with a strange presaging of
futwre evil.

“it was an ominous bridal, moth-

.cr; for, as the last words died away,
and we¢ were pronounced man and
wife, the harsh, dreadful croak of a
raven resounded through the wvast,
dim church, and the ghostly bird of
omen fluttered for a moment over
our hends, and fell dead at our
feat, Excited by the consciousness
that sne was doing wrong; the sol-
emn, unlighted old church: the
dread, mystic hour—all proved too
much for my little child-wife, and
with a piercing shriek she fell faint-
ing in my arms. DMother, the unut-
. terable reproach of that wild, agon-
ized cry will haunt me to my dying
"day.” : '

| No words can describe the bitter-
‘ness of his tone, the undying self-re-
'proach that filled his dark eyes, as
'he spoke.

““We bore her to the vestry; but it

rwas long before she revived, and

Iilnnger still before, with all the ae-'[

rductive eloquence of passionate love,
t I could soothe her into quiet.

4“0 Reginald, I have done wrong
t—I have done wrong !" was her sor-
rowiul, remorseful cery to all I could
say.

‘“We paid the clergyman, and rode
bome—the gipsy youth and the high-
born lady, united for life now by the
mysterious tie of marriage. Now
that the last, desperate step was
taken, even I grew for a moment ap-
palled at what I had done. But I
did not repent.

“Three wecks longer wWe con-
tinued inmates of Everly
I1all; and no one ever suspected that
we met other than as casual acquain-
tances. Looking back now on my
past life, those are the only days of
unalloyed sunshine I can remember
in the whole course of my life and
she—she, too, closed her eyes to thi
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Backaches of Women.

Not one woman in twenty has a
strong back.
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DOAN'S KIDNEY PILLS.

The great and well known Kid-
ney remedy. They have cured
thousands of women. They will
cure you,

Mrs. B. L. Iane, Ma N.B.,
urites: “I was with
sida

[ertectly nappy.

forced to part. She went back to
school, while I returned to London,
I met her frequently at first; but her
fathor, aftor a time, began to think,

iled count, I was making too rapid
progress in his daughter's affegtions,
and peremptorily ordered her to: dis-
continua the acquaintance. DBut she
loved me well enough to disobey him;
and though I saw she looked forward
with undisguised terror to the time
when the revelation of our marriage
would be made, we still continued to
meet at long intervals,

“So a yoear passed. One day, wish-
ing to consult her about something
—we met at an appointed trysting-
place. She entered the light chaise
I heed brought with me, and we drove
off, The horses were half-tagmed things
at best, and in the outskirts of a
little village, they took fright at
something, and started off like the

On they flew, like lightning,
suddenly coming in contact with =a
garden fence, the chaise was over-
thrown, and we were both flung
violently out.

““I heard a faint cry from my com-
panion, and unheeding a broken arm,
which was my share of the acclident,
1 managed to raise her from the
ground, where she lay senseless, and
hear her into the cottage. Fortun-
ately, the cottage was owned by an
old widow, to whbm I had once ren-
dered some slizht service which pe-
cured her everlasting gratitude;, aod

more fortunately still, my compan-
ion had received no injury from her
fall, beyond a slight wound in the
head.

“Leaving her in the care of the old
woman I went to the nearest sur-
geon, had my wounds dressed, and
my horses disposed of until such time
as we could resume our journey. Then
I returned to the cottage; but found,
to my great alarm, that my wife,
during my absence, had become ser-
iously ill, and was raving in the wild
delirium of a burning fever.

“There was no doctor in the wil-
lage whose skill I could trust where
her life was concerned; and, half-
mad With terror and alarm, I sprang
on horseback, and rode off to Lon-
don for medicnl aid. But with all my
haste, mnearly twelve hours elapsed
before I could return accompanied by
a skilled though ohscure physician.
““As I entered, the feecble wail of an
infant struck on my ear; and the
first object on which my eyes rested
as I went in, was the old woman sit-
ting with a babe in her arms, while
the child-mother lay still unconscious
as I had left her.

“Mother, what I felt at that mom-
ent words can never disclose. Discov-
ery now seemed inevitable. She must
wake to the knowledge that he for
whom she had given up everything
was a gipsy; that her child bore in
his veins the tainted gipsy blood. Dis-
owned and despised Dy all her high-
born friends, she would hate me for
the irretrievable wrong I had dome
her: and to lose her was worse than
death to me.

““The intense anguish and remorse
I endured at that moment, might
have atoned for a darker crime than
mine. I had never felt so fully, be-
fore, the wrong I had done her; and
with the knowledge of its full enor-
mity, came the resolution of making
all the atonement in my power.
““The doctor had pronounced  her"

i illness severe, but not dang:ercﬂ:lﬂ and
:said that with careful nursing she

would soon be restored to health.
When he was gone, I turned to the
old woman, and inquired if she was

willing to undertake the care of the
child. The promise of being well
paid made her readily answer in the
afirmative;: and then we concluded
bargain that she was to

of the infant, and keep its

a secret from every one,

all, from its mother. For 1

that she would never consent to

it up, and I was resolved that
should not be the means

to the -

“But the time cam¢ when wWo wWere |

perhaps, that, for the son of an ex- |

: awoke
since the birth of my child; and I re-
solved to tell her all, cost what it
might, and set her free. Mother, you
can conceive thz bitter humiliation
such n confession must have been to
me—yet I made it. I told her all:
how basely I had deceived hor; how
deeply I had wrenzed her. In that
monitnt every spark of love she had
ever felt for me was quenched for-
“ver in her majestic indignation, her
scorn, and utter contempt. Silently
ibe nrose and confronted me, white
as the dead, superb in her withering
<corn. All the pride of her proud
race swelled in her breast, in a
loathinz too deep and intense for
werds;  but these steady. darlening
sves, that ssepred scintillating sparks
of fire, 1 will never forrcet.

* “iijere 2 must part then, Reginald
Germmine; and on this earth we musi
aever meet again!” she said,. in &
roite steady from its very depth o
scorn. "Of the matih'ess wrongy voi
wmve done me, T will not speak
'f cne spark of the honor you orcc
Jsrofessed still lirgers in your Lreast,
‘¢ silent as regnids the past. Yoo
have forever blighted my life: but
he world nced never 1 now what wi
‘nee were to each other. If mones
i8 rnv object’—and hor Leautiful lip
urkd with a e ntempt too intens
fer werds—'you :thall have half  1m
wealth—the whele of it, if you will—
[ it on'y buys vour silence. T will
return to scheol. and try to forge!
tha unuticrable degradation into
whicth 1 hgve sunk.”

“Mother, mother! such was our |

parting:—in scorn and hatred on one
sttie, in utter despair and undvinzr re-
morse on the other. That day, she
returned to school: 1 fled, to drown

|Lh1—.mght. in the maddening whirl and

tumult of London; and we have nev-
¢r met since. She is unmarried still,
and the reigning belle of every gilded
saloon in London; but I know she
never will, nover can, forget the abyss
of humiliation into which 1 dragged
her down. [For her sake, to insure
her happiness, I would willingly end
Lthis wretched existence, but that 1
must live for what is 8o dear to the
Kipsy heart-—revenge! With all  her
lofty pride., what she will feel in
knowing that she is the wife of a
convicted felon, Qod and her own
heart alone will ever know.**

He threw himself into a seat, and
shading his face with his hands, sat
silent; but the convulsive heaving
of his strong chest, his short, hard
breathing, told more than words
could ever do, what he felt at that
moment.,

“T'o toll you this story, to commit
my child to your charge, I wished to
see you to-night, mother," he saf,
at last, without looking up. “‘She
does not dream of its existence, she
was told it died the hour of its hirth,
and was buried while she was still

wind. I strove in vain to check tt!:;ﬂl | unconscious. In this pocket-book you

will find the address of the woman
who keeps it: tell her the count—for
as such she knows me—sent vou for
it. Take it with vou to Yetholm,
mother; try to think it is your son,
Reginald, and forget the miserable
convict whom you may never Bsee
more."" ;

Still np reply, but oh, the fixed,
burning gaze of those spectral eyes
af fire!

‘“Mother, you must leave me now,"
he said, ‘‘for the few hours that are
left me, I would like to be alone. It
is better for us both that we part
now."”

“I will not go!"" sail a voice =o
hollow, so unnatural that it seemed
to issue from the jaws of death. I
will not go. I defy Heaven and earth,
and God himself, to bear me from
yvou now."’

““Mother, it is my wish,”” he said,
calmly.

““Yours, Reginald?"’ she cried, in a
voice of unutterable reproach. “‘You
wish that I should leave you? For
fifteen years I have given you up,
and in one short hour you tire ol
me now. O Reginald, my son! my
son!”’

No words can describe the piercing
anguish, the utter woe that rived
that wild cry up from her tortured
heart. ' b

He came over, and laid his small,
delicate hand on hers, hard, coarse
and black, with sup, wind and toil.

*Listen to me, my mother!"” And
his low, calm, soothing tones were in
strong contrast to her impassioned
voice. I am not tired of you —you
wrong me by thinking so; but I
have letters to write, and many mat-
ters to arrange before to-morrow’s
sun rises. I am tjred, too, and want
to rest; for it is a long time since
sleep has visited my eyes, mother.”

““Sleep,’” she bitterly echoed, ‘‘and
when do you think I have slept?
Look at . these sunken eyes, this
ghastly face, this haggard form, and
ask when I slept. Think of the
mighty wrong I have suffered, and
ask when I shall sleep again.””

““My poor, mother!”*

‘“‘He can sleep,”” she broke out with
a low, wild laugh. ‘‘Oh, yes! in his
bed of down, with his princely =on
under the same roof, with menials to
come at his beck, he can sleep. Yes,
he sleeps now! but the hour comes
when that sleep shell last forever!
Then my eyes may close, but mnever
before!””

““You are delirious, mother; this
blow has turned your brain.””

‘“‘Delirious, am I?’" she said, in her
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suffered."”

“AUother, Lord De Courcy is pot so
murch to blame'after all, since he be-
lieves me guilty. I am not alarmed
by vour wild threats; for T know,
in the course of thme, this mad hate
will grow less.”

““Never—never!”" she fiercely hissed
through her clenched teeth. “May
God forget me if I ever forget my
vaw! Reginald, if 1 thought that
man could go to Heaven, and I by
some impossibility could be saved
too, I would take 5 dagger and send
my soul to perdition, sooner than
go there with him."”

Upturned in the red light of the
Iblaanp, her face, as she spoke, was
lamp, her face, as she spoke, was
the face of a demon.

“Strong hate, stronger than
death!"" he said half to himsell, as
he gazed on that fiendish face. “‘Fare-
well then, mother. Will you fulfill my
last request?”’

‘‘About your child?—yves."’

‘““Thank you, dearest aother. If
so lost a wretch as I am, dared in-
voke Heaven, I would ask its bless-
ings on you."

““Ask no Dblessing for me!"" she
fiercely broke in, ‘I would hurl it
back in the face of the angels, did
thev offer it.”

Folding her mantle around her, she
knotted the handkerchief, that had
fallen off, under her chin, and stood
reardy to depart. The young man
went to the door, and knocked loud-
lv. A moment after, the tramp of
heavy feet was heard in the corridor
approuching the door.

““It is the jailer to let you out,
Once more, good-bye."’

Without one word she pressed one
hot, burning kiss on his handsome
brow; and then the door opened, and
she flitted out in the darkness like
an ¢vil shadow. The heavy door
again swung to; the key turned in
lhﬂ‘ quki

CHAPTER VII.

Away through the driving storm—
through the deepening dorsness of
coming morn—through the long,
bleak, gusty streets—through alleys,
and courts, and lanes; whirled on
like o leaf in the blast that knows
not, cares not, whither it goes, sped
the gipsy queen, Ketura. There were
not many abroad at that hour; but
those she passed, paused in terror,
and gazed after the towering form,
with the wild face and wilder eyes,
that flew past like a lost soul re-
turning to Hades. She stood on Lon-
don bridge, and, leaning over, look-
ed down on the black, sluggish wa-
Lers heneath. One plunge, she
thought, as she looked over, and all
this gnawing misery that seems cat-
ing her very vitals might be ended
forever. One hand was laid on the
rail—the next moment she might
have been in eternity; but with the
rechound of a roused tigress she
sprung back.

*“*No; 1 will live till 1 have wrung
from his heart a tithe of the misery
mine has felt,”” she thought; and
then, o dark, lowering glance on the
black, troubled waters below, filled
up the hiatus.

Dusky forms. like shadows from
the grave, were [litting to and fro,
brushing past her as they went. She
knew who they were—the scum, the
ofi-casts, the street walkers of Lon-
don. While she stood there, clutching
the parapet, a female form, in light,
flowing garments, was borne on, as
if by the night-wind, and stood gaz-
ing down into the gloomy waters
beside her. One flecting glimpse she
caught of g pale, young face, beauti-
ful still, despite its look of unutter-
able woe; and then, with a light rus-
tle, something went down, far down,
into the waves beneath. There was a
sullen plunge, and the gipsy queen
leaned over to sce, Dy the light of
cne of the large lamps she saw =&

darker shadow rise through the dark-
ness to the surface. For an instant
that white, wild face, glared above
the black bosom of the Thames, and
then disappeared forever; and with a
hard, bitter smile, terrible to see,
the dark, dread woman turned away.

Awuy, again through the labyrinth
of the city, leaving that ““Bridge of
Sighs" fur behind—away from  the
dark dens and filthy purlicus to the
wider and more fashiomable part of
the town, spcd the gipsy queen.
Clutching her breast flercely at inter-
vals, with her dark, horny fingers,
as if she would tear thence the an-
guish that was driving her mad,
she flew on, until oncte again she
found herself before the brilliantly
lighted mansiomn of Earl De Courcy.
Swelling on the night air, came
borne to her ear strains of soltest
music, as il to mock her misery. Gay
forms were flitting past the windows
and, at intervals, soft, musical peals
of laughter mingled with the louder
soumds of gayety. Folding her arms

commanding forin, made more com-
manding by her free, flery costume,
stood out in bold relief, in the light

A Few Useful Hints fo make selections easy :
WA TCHES —Ladies’, Men's, Girls', Boys’, from $2.75 to £100.00

CHAINS to go with them from $1 to $30.

Bracelets, Brooches, Scarf Pins, Lockets, Rings. We wish particular
ly to show you our rings. _

SILVERWARE—Nine out of every ten customers want something in
this line that will cost from $1 to $4 or $5—aot more, and it will
give new ideas to see the man t thmgs we haye
se this year to fill that want. cugh we have ev
necessaay for table use from a full Tea Sett to 2 small Salt

VISITORS ALWAYS WELCOME

BRITON: BROS, Jewellers goois
AR MAAAAASAMAAAMAAMASANS
e |

The Hing of Ranges— ~“BUCH'S HAPPY THOUGHT"

=3
One Hundred and Fifty Thousand Canadisn Womes

have decided for

The “Happy Thought”
Range.

Common Ranges were not good enough—why should they be for you ?

you, how littie fuel it uses, you »
would not be one single day without cne.

%% The WM. BUCHK STOVE CO.*crens

Boxall & Matthie

— ——

GILLESPIE & CO.

CHANGE OF TANAGEMENT.
The Old Gome Out—The New Come In

We thank the for their liberal and increasing patronage during the
pﬁti;llohhs trust that they will continue to give in the future as gen-

will

erous in the Our has youth, experience

o oy on s e v i . ety s of s vy bt
; a

Walker m_lh: Co. of Boston Famous Gentlemen's Shoes.

" M. J. GILESPIE

.- -nnnnlm;ﬁ




