
THE GYPSY QUEEN’S VOW.
By JANIE O’BRIEN

CHAPTER I.
NIOHT AND STORM.

“The night grows wondrous dark:aigl
swelling gusts 

And sultry stillness take the rule by turn, 
While o’er our heads the black and heavy

clouds
Roll slowly on. This surely bodes a storm.’ ’

—Baillie.

Overhead, the storm-clouds were scud­
ding wildly across the sky, until all 
above was one of dense pall of impene­
trable gloom. A chill penetrating rain 
was falling, and the wind came sweeping 
in long, fitful gusts—piercingly cold; for 
it was a night in March.

It was the north road to London. A 
thick, yellow fog, that had been rising 
all day from the bosom of the Thames, 
wrapped the great city in a gloom that 
might almost be felt; and its innumer­
able lights were shrouded in the. deep 
gloom. Yet the solitary figure, flitting 
through the pelting rain and bleak wind, 
strained her eyes as she fled along, as 
though, despite the more than Egyptian 
darkness, she would force, by her fierce, 
steady glare, the obscure Rights of the 
city to show themselves.

The night lingered and lingered, the 
gloom deepened and deepened, the rain 
splashed dismally;, the wind blew in 
moaning, lamentable gusts, penetrating 
through the thick mantle she held 
closely around her. And still the woman 
fled on, stopping neither for wind nor 
rain, nor storm—unheeding, unfeeling 
them all—keeping her fierce, devouring 
gaze fixed with a look that migh t have 
pierc$d the very heavens, on the still 
far-distant city.

There was no one on the road but her­
self. The lateness of the hour—-for it 
was almost midnight—and the increas­
ing storm, kept pedestrians within 
doors that cheerless March night. Now 
and then she would pass cottages in 
which lights were still glaring, but most 
of the houses were wrapped in silence 
and darkness.

And still on, through night, and storm 
and gloom, fled the wanderer, with the 
pitiless rain beating in her face—the piti­
less rain beating in her face—the chill 
blasts fluttering her thin-worn garments 
and long, wild, black hair. Still on, paus­
ing not, resting not, never removing her 
steadfast gaze from the distant city- like 
a lost soul hurrying to its doom.

Suddenly, above the wailing of the 
wind and splashing of the rain, arose the 
thunder of horses’ hoofs and the crash of 
approaching carriage wheels. Rapidly 
they came on, and the woman paused for 
a moment and leaned against a cottage 
porch, as if waiting until it should pass.

A bright light was still burning in the 
windoWjMffl it fell on the lonely way­
farer aTshe stood, breathing hard, and 
waitinej with burning, feverish impo- 
tience/Tor the carriage to pass. It dis­
played the form of a woman of forty or 
thereabout, with a tall, towering, com­
manding figure, gaunt and bony. Her 
complexion was dark; its naturally 
swarthy hue having been tanned by sun 
and wind to a dark brown. The 
features were strong, stern and promi 
nent, yet ybu could see at a glance that 
the face had been a handsome one. 
Now, however—thin, haggard and flesh- 
less, with the liigh, prominent cheek­
bones, the gloomy, over-hanging brows ; 
the stem, set, unyielding mouth ; the 
rigid,'corrugated brow ; the fierce, de­
vouring, maniac black eyes !—it looked 
positively hideous. Such eyes !—r such 
burning, blazing orbs of fire, never were 
seen in human head before ! They 
glowed like two live coals in a bleached 
skull. There was utter misery, there 
was despair unspeakable, mingle with 
fierce determination, in those lurid, flam­
ing eyes. And that dark, stem, terrific 
face has stamped with the unmistakable 
impress of a despised, degraded race. 
The woman was a gipsy. It needed not 
her peculiar dress, the costume of her 
tribe to tell this, though that was signifi­
cant enough. Her thick, coarse, jet-black 
hair, streaked with threads of gray, was 
pushed impatiently off her face ; and her 
only head-covering was a hand kerchief of 
crimson and black silk, knotted under 
her chin. A cloak, of coarse, red, woollen 
stuff, covered her shoulders, and a dress 
of the same material, but m color blue, 
reached hardly to her an ;a. The bril­
liant head-dress,and unique,fiery costume, 
suited well the dark, fierce, passionate 
face of the wearèr.

For an instant she paused, as if to let 
the carriage pass ; then, as if even the 
delay of an instant were maddening, she 
started wildly up, and keeping her 
hungry, devouring gaze fixed on the vision 
of the still unseen city, she sped on more 
rapidly than before

CHAPTER II.
ON THE ROAD.

“ He hears him like a portly gentleman ;
And, to sa v ♦ ' tb, Verona brags of him 
To he a* vit and well-governed youth.”

Shakespeare.
The vehicle that the gipsy had heard 

approaching was a light waggon drawn 
by two swift horses. It had two seats 
capable of holding four persons, though 
the front seat alone was now occupied.

The first of these (for his age claims 
the precedence) was a short, stout, 
burly, thick-set little man, buftoned up 
in a huge great-coat, suffering under a 
severe éruption of capes and pockets. 
An immense fur cap, that by its ante- 

^ diluvian looks, might have been worn by 
Noah’s grandfather, adorned his head, 
and was pulled so far down on his face 
that nothing was visible but a round, 
respectable-looking bottle-rose, and a 
pair of small, tvqjptkling gray eyes. This 
individual, who was also the driver, re- 

Iced in the cognomen of Mr. Bill 
Harkins, and made it his business to 
take belated wayfarers to London 
(either by land or water), when arriving 
too late for the regular conveyance. On 
the present occasion his sole freight con­
sisted of a young gentleman with a 
brilliant-lined carpet-bag, glowing with 
straw-colored roses and dark blue lilies, 
rising from a back-ground resembling 
London smoke. The young gentleman 
was a very remarkable young gentleman 
indeed. He was exceedingly tall and 
thin, with legs like a couple of pipe-steins, 
and a neck so long and slender that it 
reminded you of a gander's, and made 
you tremble for the. safqUr -~rrf the head 
balanced on such a frau support. His 
hair and complexion were both of that 
indefinite color known to the initiated as 
“wliity-brown”—the latter being profuse­
ly sprinkled with large, yellow freckles, 
and the fonfter as slick and straight as 
bear’s greàsé could make He might, 
have been eighteen years old as far as 
ears went; but his worldly wisdom was 
ly no means equal to his years.
“By jingo I that ’ere was a blast !” said 

Mr. Harkins.
“Yes, it does blow, but I don’t mind it 

—I’m very much oblige to you,” said the 
pale young man, holding his carpet bag 
in his arms, as if it were a baby.

“Who said you did?” growled Bill 
Harkins. You’ll be safe in Lunnon in 
half an ’our, while I’ll be a drivin’ back 
through this ’ere win’ and rain. If you 
don’t mind it, I does, Mr. Toosypegs.”

“Mr. Harkins,” said Mr. Toosypegs, 
“I’m very sorry to put you to so much 
trouble, but if two extra crowns—”

“Mr. Toosypegs,” interrupted Mr. 
Harkins, with a sudden burst of feeling, 
“give us yer band; yer a trump. You’re 
one o’ the right sort; oughter be a lord, 
by jingo ! Get up, hold lazy bones,” 
said Mr. Harkins, touching the near­
wheeler daintily with his whip.

. “Mr. Harkins, it’s very good of you to 
say so, and I’m very much obliged to 
you. I’m sure,” said Mr. Toosypegs 
gratefully ; “but, at the same time, if 
you’ll please to recollect, I’m an Ameri­
can, and consequently couldn’t be a lord. 
It’s real kind of you to wish it, though, 
and I’m much obliged to you,” added 
Mr. Toosypegs, with emotion.

“Hamerica must be a hod sorter 
place,” said Mr. Harkins, reflectively. 
“ I’ve heern tell that your king—”

“ He isn’t a king, he’s only the Presi­
dent,” broke in Mr. Toosypegs, with 
enery.

“ Well, President, then,” said Mr. Har­
kins, adopting the amendment with a 
look of disgust. “I’ve heern they call 
him * mister ’ jest like hany bother man.”

“So they do; and he glories in the 
triumphant title—” said Mr. Toosypegs, 
enthusiastically, while he repeated the 
sentence he had readout of a late novel: 
“It is a title for which emperors might 
lay down their sceptres—for which poten­
tates might doff the royal purple—for 
which the great ones of the earth might 
—a—might.” Mr. Toosypegs paused, 
knit his brows, having evidently lost his 
cue.

“Kick the bucket!” suggested Mr. Har­
kins.

“I’m very mtich obliged to you; but 
that wasn’t exactly the word,” said Mr. 
Toosypegs, politely. “ ‘Might’—oh,«.yes ! 
—‘might resign name and fame, and 
dwell under the shadow of the American 
eagle, whose glorious wings extend to the 
four quarters of the earth, and before 
whose soul-piercing eye the nations of 
the world must blush forevermore !”

And Ml*. Toosypegs, carried away by 
national enthusiasm, gave his arms such 
a flourish, that it came in contact with 
the head of Mr. Harkins, and set more 
stars dancing before his eyes than there 
would have been had the night been ever 
so fine.

The outraged Mr. Harkins indignantly
sprang round, and collared Mr. Toosy- ! her to London?”

“Well, what‘o’ that? Some tromper a 
goin’ to Lunnon,”' said Mr. Harkins, 
gruffly.

“But, Mr. Harkins, a woman out in 
such a storm at this hour of the night. 
Why, it ain't right,” said Mr. Toosypegs. 
getting excited.

Mr. Harkins picked up his hat, turned, 
down the collar of his coat, faced abrupt­
ly round, and looked Mr. Toosypegs 
straight in the face.1 ^

“Do call to her to get in, Mr. Harkins. 
There’s plenty of room for her on the 
back seat,” said Mr. Toosypegs, unheed­
ing Mr. Harkins’ astounded look at his 
philanthropy. “A woman traveling on 
foot in such a storm ! Why, it ain’t 
right !” repeated Mr. Toosypegs, getting 
still more excited.

“Mr. Toosypegs, Ilamericans don’t 
never be a little hout their mind, do 
they ?” said Mr. Harkins, blandly.

“ Not often, Mr. Harkins, I’m very 
much obliged to you,” said Mr. Toosypegs, 
with his customary politeness.

“ Because if they did, you know,” said 
Mr. Harkins, in the same bland tone, “ I 
should say you wasn’t quite right yourself, 
you know.”

“ Good gracious ! Mr. Harkins, what do 
you mean?” exclaimed Mr. Toosypegs. 
“ You don't think I'm crazy do you ?”

“ Mr. Toosypegs, I don’t like to be per­
sonal ; so I’ll only say it’s my private 
opinion you’re a brick,” said Mr. Harkins, 
mildly. “ I thought you was very sensible 
a little while ago, when you gin me them 
two poun\”

“ I’m very much obliged to you for 
your good opinion,” said Mr. Toosypegs, 
blushing. “ And if you will only call to 
that woman to get in the waggon I’ll be 
still more so.”

“ And have your pockets picked ?” said 
Mr. Harkins, sharply. “ I sha’n’t do no 
such thing;”

“ Mr. Harkins !” said Mr. Toosypegs, 
warmly, “ she's a woman—ain’t she ?”

“Well, wot if she be ?” said Mr. Har­
kins, sullenly.

“Why, that no woman should be walk­
ing at this hour «then men are riding; 
more particularly when there is a back 
seat with nobody in it. Why, it ain’t 
right,” said Mr. Toosypegs.

“Well, I don’t care !” said Mr. Harkins. 
“Do you s'pose I have nothing to do but 
buy waggons to kerry sicli lumber as that 
’ere. Likely as not she’s nothin’ but a 
gipsy, or something as bad. This ’ere 
waggfii ain’t goin’ to he perl uteri with no 
such trash.”

“Mr. Harkins,” said Mr. Toosypegs, 
briskly, “what will you take ami bring

pegs, whose complexion had turned from 
whity-brown to gray, with terror, and 
whose teeth chattered with mingled 
shame and fear.

“You himpertinent wagabon !” shout­
ed Mr. Harking, “to go for to strike a 
hunnofending man like that. Blessed if 
I hain’t a good mind to chuck yer ’ead 
fust hout the waggin.”

“Mr. Har—Har—Harkins,” stammered 
the half-strangled advocate of the 
“American eagle,” “I didn’t mean to do 
it, I’m very much obliged to you 1 I do 
assure you, Mr. Harkins* I" hadn’t the 
faintest idea of hitting you ; and if 
money—

“How much ?” demanded Mr. Har­
kins fiercely, looking bayonets at his 
trembling victim.

“Mr. Harkins, if five or ten dollars—”
“Which is how many pound?” de­

manded the somewhat mollified Mr. 
Harkins.

“Two pound sterling?” said Mr. Toosy­
pegs, in a trembling falsetto ; “and I do 
assure you, Mr. Harkins, I hadn’t the 
faintest idea of hitting you that time. If 
two pound—”

“Done !” cried Mr. Harkins. “Never 
say it again. I ain’t a man to bear spite 
at no one—which is a Christian maxim, 
Mr. Toosypegs. A clip side the head is 
neither here nor there. Same time, I’ll 
take them two-pound flimsies now, if’s 
all the same to you !”

“Certainly — certainly, Mr. Harkins,” 
said Mr. Toosypegs, drawing out a purse 
well tilled with gold and opening it ner­
vously. “Three—five—ten dollars, and 
two for the drive’s twelve; and one to 
buy sugar plums for your infant family 
—if you’ve got such a thing about you— 
is thirteen. Here’s thirteen dollars, Mr. 
Harkins: I’m very much obliged to 
you.”

“Same to you, Mr. Toosypegs,” said 
Mr. Harkins, pocketing the money with 
abroad grin. “‘May you ne’er want a 
frien’ nor a bottle to give him,’ as the 
poic says.”

“Mr. Harkins, I’m obliged to you,” said 
Mr. Toosypegs* grasping his hand; which 
Mr. Ilarkins resigned, with a grunt. “You 
have » soul, Mr. Harkins. 1 know it—I 
feel it. Everybody mightn’t find it out: 
but I can—I perceived it from the first.”

Mr. Harkins heard this startling fact 
with the greatest indifference, merely 
saying i“IIumph !”

“And now, how far do you suppose we 
are from the city, Mr. Harkins?” said 
Mr. Toosypegs, in " his most insinuating 
tone.

“ 'Bout a mile or so.”
“Could you recommend any hotel to 

me, Mr. Harkins. I’m a stranger in the 
city, you know, and should feel grateful 
if you would, ’ said Mr. Toosypegs, 
humbly.

“Why, ves. I can,” said Mr. Ilarkins,
brightening suddenly up. “There's the 
‘Blue Pig,’ one of the finest hotels in 
Lunnon, with the best o’ ’commodations 
for man and beast. You’ve heern o’ the 
‘Blue Pig’ over there in Hamerica, hain’t 
you ?”

Mr. Toosypegs wasn’t sure, it was 
very likely he had; but, owing to his bad 
memory, he had forgotten.

“Well, anyhow, you won’t find many 
otels to beat that 'ere. Best o’ ’eommo 
dation—but I told you that hafore.”

“Where is it located?" asked Mr. 
Tooseypegs.

“St. Giles. You know where that is, 
in course— heverybody does. The nicest 
’otel in Lunnon—best o’ ’commodations. 
But I told you that hafore. My hold 
frien’ Bruisin Bob keeps it. You’ll like 
it, I know.”

“Yes, Mr. Harkens, I dare say 1 will. 
I’m very much obliged to you” said Mr. 
Tooseypegs, in a somewhat dubious tone.

“That ’ere .man’s the greatest cove 
a goin’,” said Mr. Harkins, getting en­
thusiastic. “Been married ten times if 
lie’s been married once- One wife died; 
one left his bread board, and run hoff j 
with a liofticer dragoon; one was lagged 
tor stealin’ wipes, an’ he’s got three livin’ 
at this present writin’. Great fellar is 
Bob."

“I haven't the slighest doubt of it, Mr. 
Harkins,” said the proprietor of the 
freckles, politely; “and I. anticipate a 
great deal of pleasure in making the ac­
quaintance of your friends, Mr. and Mrs. 
Bob. But, good gracious! Mr. Ilarkins, 
just look there—if that ain’t a woman 
hurrying on there after,” said Mr. Toosy­
pegs, pointing, in intense surprise, _to the

Hey !, ‘A fool and his money*—hum! 
What’ll you give?”

“There’s a crown.”
“Done!” said Mr. Harkins, closing his 

digits on the coin. “Hallo you, wo­
man !” he shouted, raising his voice. 
The gipsy, who, though but a yard or so 
ahead, was indistinguishable in the 
darkness, sped on without paying the 
slightest attention to his call. “Hallo 
there ! Hallo !” again called Mr. Har­
kins, while Mr. Toosypegs followed 
with :

“Stop a moment, if you please, mad­
am.”

But neither for the order of the driver, 
nor the request of Mr. Toosypegs did 
the woman stop. Casting a fleeting 
glance over her shoulder, she again flitted 
on.

“You confounded old witch ! Stop and 
take a ride to town—will you?” yelled 
Mr. Ilarkins, reining in his horse by the 
woman’s side.

The dark, stern face, with its fierce, 
black eyes and wildly streaming hair, was 
turned, and a hard, deep voice asked 
what he wanted. “A gipsy ! I knew it!" 
muttered Mr. Harkins, shrinking from 
her glances. “Ugh ! What a face !” 
Then aloud : “Get i» ma’am, and i’ll 
take ye to town.”

“Go play your jokes on some one^ 
else,” said the woman curtly, turning 
away.

“I ain’t a jokin’. Nice time o* night 
this to stop and play jokes—ain’t it?” 
said Mr. Harkins. “This ‘ere young man, 
which is a Hamerican from the New 
Knighted States, has paid your fare to 
Lunnon. So jump in, and don’t keep me 
waitin'.”

“ Is what he says true ?” said the dark 
woman, turning the sharp light of her 
stiletto-like eyes on Mr. Toosypegs.

“ Yes, ma’am, I’m happy to say it is,” 
said Mr. Toosypegs. “ Allow me to hand 
you in ?”

And Mr. Toosypegs got up to fulfil his 
offer ; but Dobbin at that moment gave 
the waggon a malicious jerk, and dumped 
our patriotic American back in his seat. 
Before he could recover his breath the 
gipsy had entered the wagon unassisted.

“ I know that tramper,” said Mr. Har­
kins, to Mr. Toosypegs.- “ It’s the gipsy 
queen, Ketura, from Yetholm ; most 
wonderful woman that ever was, ’cept 
Deborah, the woman the Bible tells about, 
you know. Heard a minister take her 
for his tex’ once. Our cow’s name’s De­
borah, too,” said Mr. Ilarkins, absently.

“ And she’s a gipsy queen ? Jx>rd bless 
us !” exclaimed Mr. Toosypegs, turning 
around in some alarm. “ Does she tell 
fortunes?” -n.

“Yes; but you’d better not bask her 
to-night. Her son’s in prison, for robbirt* 
the plate of the Heari De Coueey, He's 
goin' hoff with a lot of bothers airly to­
morrowroomin’. Now, don’t go exclaim­
ing that way,” said Mr. Harkins, as he gave 
his companion a dig in the side.

“Poor thing!” said Mr. Toosypegs, 
“Why, it’s too bad; it really is.”

“Sarved him right, it's my opinion,” 
said Mr. Harkins. “Wot business had 
he to go for to rob Heari De Courcy? 
llis mother sot him up for a gentleman, 
and see wot’s cjme hof hit. She, a hold 
gipsy queen, goin’ and semi in’ her son to 
Heton and mukin’ believe he was some­
thin’ above the common. And now see 
wot her fine gentleman’s come to 
Wonder what she’ll think of herself, 
when she sees him takin’ a sea voyage 
for the good of his ’ealth at the ’spense

“What made him steal if his mother 
was so rich?” said Mr. Toosypegs.

“His mother wasn’t rich, no more'n I 
be. ’Spose she made enough tellin’ for­
tunes, poachin,’ and stealin’ to pay for 
’ini at school, hand then, when he growed 
Imp, and his cash gave out, he took 
hand stole the hearl’s plate. He denied 
it hall hat ’is trial; but, then, they’ll 
hall do that. ’Twas no go though 
hand hover the water he goes to-mor­
row.”

“Poor fellow 1 I’m sorry for him—I 
really am,” said Mr. Toosypegs; in a tone 
of real sincerity.

Mr. Harkins burst out into a gruff 
laugh. “Well, hif this ain’t good ! Wot 
fools folks is 1 Sorry for a cove yer never 
saw ! Wonder hif hall Hamerieans is as 
green as you be ?”

After this sentence Mr. Harkins, re­
lapsed into silence and the collar of his 
great-coat, and began singing “The Devil 
Among the Tailors” in a voice like a frog 
with the influenza.

'Iliey were now rapidly approaching the 
city. The gipsy, who had not heard a 
word of the foregoing conversation, had 
wrapped her coarse cloak closer around 
her, while the gaze of her devouring eyes 
grew more intense, as the lights began to 
appear. One by one they came gleam­
ing out through the dense fog with bug­
like stars, here and there; and in every 
direction.

The city was soon gained. The waggon 
stooped, and Mr. Toosypegs sprang out 
to assist the woman to alight.

But she sprang out unassisted, and 
without one word or look of thanks, 
turned and flitted in the chill night- 
wind.

“There! I knowed that would be all 
the thanks ye’d get,” said Mr. Harkins, 
“Iloff she goes, and you’ll never see her 
again.” *

“Well, that don't matter any. I didn’t 
want thanks, I'm sure. Good-bye Mr. 
Harkins. Give my respect to Mrs. 
Harkins.”

“Good night, hold fellar,” s.aid Mr. 
Harkinks. “You’re a brick! How I’d like 
to come hâcross one like you hevry 
night. Go right to Bob’s sign o’ the 
‘Blue Pig,’ St. Giles’s best o’ ’commoda* 
tiou for man and beast. Tell Bob I 
sent you, and I’ll call and see you in a 
few days.”

“You’re very good, Mr. Harkins, I'll 
certainly tell Mr. Bob so when 1 see 
him!” said Mr. Toosypegs, with a severe 
twinge of conscience at the deception he 
felt himself to be using; “and I’ll be very 
glad to see you whenever you call.

CHAPTER III.
THE LOVERS.

“ Oh, thou shall be all else to nie,
That heart can feel or tongue can feign ; 

I’d praise, admire, and worship thee,
But must not, dare not love again.”-Moouk.

Wliile the solitary waggon was driving, 
through wind and rain, along the lonely 
north road, a far different scene was pass­
ing in another quarter of the city. At 
the same hour the town mansion Hugh 
Seyton—Earl de Courcy—was all ablaze 
with lights, music, and mirth. Gorgeous 
drawing-rooms, dazzling with numberless 
jets of light from the pendant chande­
liers, odorous with the perfume of ex­
otics. the air quivering with softest music, 
were thrown open, and were filled with 
the ■ high-born, the beautiful, of London. 
Peers and peeresses, gallant nobles and 
ladies bright, moved through the glitter­
ing rooms, and in laughing, talking, flirt­
ing, dancing, the night was waning apace.

Two young men stood within the deep 
shadow of a bay window in the music 
room, watching a group assembled round 
a young lady at the piano, and convers­
ing in low tones. One of these was de­
cidedly thd handsomest man present 
that night. In stature he was tall, some­
what above the common height, and 
faultless in form and figure, with a cer­
tain air of distingue about him that 
stamped him as one of noble birth. His 
clear, lair complexion, his curling, chest­
nut hair, arid large, blue eyes, betrayed 
his Saxon blood. His face might have 
seemed slightly effeminate; but no one 
in looking at the high, kingly brow, the 
dark, flashing eyes, and firm-set mouth, 
would have thought that long. A dark 
mustache shaded his upper lip, and a 
strange, nameless beauty lit up and 
softened his handsome face whenever lie 
smiled. Adored by the ladies, envied 
by the men, Lord Ernest Villiers, only 
son of Earl de Courcy, seemed to have 
nothing left to wish for. And yet, at 
times, over that intellectual brow a dark 
shadow would flit; from the depths of 
those dark eyes the bright light of a 
happy heart would pass, the mouth

“ With his fierce, passionate nature, it 
will turn him into a perfect demon,” said 
Villiers; “ and if ever he escapes, woe to 
those who have caused his disgrace! He 
is as relentless as a Corsican in his venge­
ance.”

“ Has lie any friends or relatives among 
the gipsies?”

“ I don’t know. I think I heard of a 
mother, or brother, or something. I in­
tend paying him a last visit to-night, and 
will deliver any message-lie may send to 
his friends.”

“ Will your rigorous father approve of 
such a visit?”

“Certainly, Jernyngham. My father, 
believing in his guilt, thought it his duty 
to prosecute; but he bears no feeling of 
personal anger toward him,” said Lord 
Villiers, gravely.

“ Well, I wish Germaine a safe passage

o’ tlie Government to-morrow?’*
“Poor thing! poor thing!” said Mr. 

Toosypegs.
“Poor hold thing, indeed!” said Mr. 

Ilarkins, contemptuously. “Sarved ’in 
right, 1 say ag’n. That ’ere son o’ hern 
was the most stuck hup chap 1 ever 
clapt mo heyes on. Hafter he left I leton 
I seed ’im, one day, in the streets, hand 
guess who with? W’y, with nobody less 
than your g Lord Williers, honly son o' 
the Heari De Courcy, as he has gone and 

j robbed. There’s hingratitude for you ! 
i I didn’t know ’im then, but 1 recognized 
j him lmfterward in the court room hat ’is 
j trial.”
j “How could he afford to go to Eton— 
j lie, a gipsy?" said Mr. Tooseypegs, in 
I surprise.

“Dunno! Hold woman sent ’im, I 
j f-'pose—’owever she got the money. He 
j was a fflie looking fellow, too, 1 say, 

though rather tawny, but ’andsome as 
; Lord Williers himself. Hold Ketura was 

’andsome once, too, though you mightn’t
form of the gipsy, she darted swiftly ! think it now. Time changes folks," 
away from the cottage, j said Mr. Harkins, iu a moralizing tone.

across the ocean,” said Captain Jernyng- 
ham. “He cut me completely out with 
that pretty lit*le prize-widow of old 
Sir Rob Landers; but I’ll be magnanim­
ous and forgive him now. Oh, by 
Jove ! Villiers. there goes Lady Maude 
Percy I cried the guardsman, starting | 
suddenly up, all his listlessness disap- | 
pearing as if by magic. “Ah ! my lord, I 
thought you would find the subject more 
interesting than that of poor Germaine," 
he added, with a mischievous smile.

Lord Villiers laughed, and his clear 
face flushed.

“The handsomest girl in London; ami 
the greatest heiress,” said the guardsman, 
resuming his halt-drawl. “What an in­
tensely enviable fellow you are, Villiers, 
if rumor is true.”

“And what says rumor?” 'said Lord 
Villiers.

“Why, that you are the accepted lover 
of the fair Lady Maude.”

Before the reply of Ixirri Villiers was 
spoken, a young lady, suddenly entering 
the room, caught sight of them, and ad­
dressed the guardsman with : “George, 
you abominably lazy fellow, have you 
forgotten you are engaged for this set to 
Miss Ashton? Really, my lord, you and 
this idle brother of mine ought to be 
ashamed to make hermits of yourselves 
in this way. Lady Maude is here, and I 
will report you.”

And raising her finger warniugly, Miss 
Jernynham tripped away.

“ ‘Fare thee well—and if forever!’ ” said 
Captain Jernyngham, in a tragic tone.

“ ‘Why, forever fare thee well!’ ” said 
Lord Villiers, laughing, as he turned in 
an opposite direction.

The dancing was at its height as he 
passed from the music room. Standing 
at the head of one of the quadrilles was 
the odject of his gaze—the peerless, 
high-born, Lady Maude Percy. Eighteen 
summers had scarce passed over her 
young head, yet-a thoughtful, almost 
sad, expression ever fell like a shadow on 
her beautiful face. Her form was round­
ed, exquisite, perfect; her oval face per­
fectly colorless, save for the full, crimson 
lips; her eyes large, dark, and lustrous as 
stars, and fringed by long, silken-black 
lashes; her shining hair fell in soft, glit­
tering, spiral curls, like raveled silk, 
round her fair, moonlight face; and her 
pallor seemed deepened by its raven line. 
Queenly, peerless, dazzling, she moved 
through the brilliant train of beauties, 
eclipsing them all.

Drinking in tlie enchanting draught of 
her beauty, Lord Ernest Villiers stood 
Until the dance was concluded; and then 
moving toward her, he bent over, ami 
whispered, in a voice that was low but 
full of passion :

“Maude ! Maude ! why have you tried 
tb avoid me all the evening? I must see 
you ! I must speak to you in private ! 
I must hear my destiny from your lips 
to-night ! Come with me into the music- 
room—it is deserted now,” he said, draw­
ing his arm through hers. “There, apart 
from all those prying eyes, I can learn 
my fate.”

The pale face of the lady grew paler; 
but without a word she suffered herself 
to be led to the deserted room he had 
just left.

“And now, Maude, may 1 claim an 
answer to the question I asked you last 
night?” he said, bending over her.

“I answered you then, my lord,” she 
said, sadly.

“Yes; you told me to go—to forget 
you; as if such a thing were possible. 
Maude, I cannot, I will not, take that 
for an answer. Tell me do you love 
me?”

“O Earnest!—O my dear lord! you 
know I do !” she cried, passionately.

“Then, Maude will you riot be mine 
—my wife?”

“Oh, I cannot ! O Earnest, 1 cannot !”

St. MiclmelV Cemetery, Toronto, was 
the scene of an unprecedented and ag­
onizing scene, on Sunday afternoon. 
Shortly after two o'clock a covered car­
riage Grow up Yonge street to the ceme- 

i tery, and stopping a sho.it distance inside 
thq gate, a middle-aged lady, accompani­
ed by a young lady, was handed out.

Mr. Light, C. E., and his staff of assist­
ants have just returned from their ex- I 
ploration of the country, from Quebec ! 
across the northern part of the State of j 
Maine to Hartland, N. B., in connection j 
with the selection of a route for the pro- ; 
posée Short Line Railway, They experi- ! 
enced much hardship, most of their pro- j 
visions and other supplies having been j 
stolen. Mr. Light will make a report to I 
the Government.

A staff of engineers assisted by Caugh- ! 
nawaga Indians are busily engaged in j 
taking surveys on the site of the pro- t 
posed bridge across the St. Liwrence at j 
Lachinc. The river at this point is only i 
3,200 feet across to the Cauglmawaga j
shore. The great height of the banks on 
either side will, also dispense with con­
siderable labour otherwise required to ' 
make the abutments of sufficient height. 
The soundings taken have proved 
eminently satisfaetorv also.
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Special Notice.

As we intend closing* mtr Is* des 
the last of December, all cash paid 
on account and remittance» sent in 
before that date will be highly ap­
preciated.

The rule has been for accounts to 
run from three to four months, but 
in most cases they have run six, 
nine, twelve, and eighteen months, 
and even two years before being 
collected, and as we believe this a 
wrong principle and are not in a 
position to do business in that way, 
we have determined to make a 
new «tort-from the first ot the year.

The limit we propose is thirty 
days (30 days.) or allow a discount 
for cash. We trust by strictly ad­
hering to this rule wo may offend 
none, but by strict attention to 
their wants, still retain our old 
friends and customers.

It is also our intention to have a 
Table lor the Holiday Season, with 
many useful and valuable articles 
which we will clear out at Re­
markably Low Prices.

Call and examine if you don’t 
want to purchase.

R. CHESTNUT A SONS.

vK

would grow stern, and a look of troubled j aUe gaid with a ahud(ler.
care darken his face.

His companion, a good-looking young 
man, with a certain look about him as if 
he were somebody and knew it, with a 
listless look, and most desirable curling- 
whiskers, was no other than Captain 
George Jernyngham, of the Guards.

“What a wonderful affair this is of | 
Germaine’s—eh, Villiers?” said Captain ; 
Jernyngham. “Just like a thing in a 
play, where everybody turns out the 
most unexpected things. Tlie Duke of 1
B-----is going crazy about it. He had
Germaine to his house, and the fellow 
was making the fiercest sort of love to 
his daughter, when all of a sudden, it 
turns out that lie is a robber, a gipsy, a 
burglar, and all sorts of horrors. IIow the 

•deuce came it to pass that he entered 
Eton with us, and passed himself off as a 
gentleman?”

“1 cannot tell ; the whole affair is in 
volved in mystery.”

“You and he were pretty intimate— 
were you not my lord?”

“Yes, I took a fancy to Germaine from 
the first; and I don’t believe, yet, he is 
guilty of the crime.”

“You don’t, eh? How are you to get 
over the evidence?”

“It was oniy circumstantial.”
“Granted; but it was most conclusive. 

There is not a man in London has the 
slightest doubt of his guilt but your- 
sell.”

“Poor Germaine!” said Lord Villiers, 
“with all his brilliant talents and refined 
nature, to come to such a sad end! To 
be obliged to mate with the lowest of the 
low, the vilest of the vile—men de­
graded by every species of crime, below 
the level of the brute! Poor Germaine !”

The young guardsman shrugged his 
shoulders. “If refined men will steal— 
oh, I forgot! you don’t believe it,” he 
said, as Lord Villiers made an impatient 
motion. “Well. 1 confess, I thought bet­
ter things of Germaine myself. There 
was always something of the dare-devil 
in him: but upon my honor, I never 
thought he could have come to this. 
Have you seen him since his trial?”

“No, I had not the heart to meet 
him.”

“There was a devil in his eyes, if there 
ever was in any man’s, when he heard

“Cannot ! And why, in Heavens’ 
name?”

“My lord, that is my secret. I can 
never, never be your wife. Choose 
some one worthier of you. anti forget 
Maude Percy." She tried to steady her 
voice, but a sob finished the sentence.

For all answer lie gathered her in hi: 
arms, and her head dropped on his 
shoulder. “My poor, little romantic 
Maude, what is this wonderful secret?” 
he said smiling, “Tell me. Now, whv

The. feudatory States of the British Em- , 
pire in India, consist of a population of ! 
less than 5(^000,(MM), which maintain i 
admirably equipped armies amounting ’ 
to 000 men, while the English Crown 
in India has barely 100,(MM) native soldiers 
to protect, not only thèse 00,000,(MX) 
people, but the immense masses .of direct 
subjects of the Crown. The native 
princes have manifestly been taking all 
the advantages of their military privi­
leges, either from a xsecret desire to ; 
shake off the rule of England, or else ; 
from a distrust of the permanent ability 
of England to maintain it.

The punishment inflicted on the Swiss 
Mormons, so far from having diminished 
the energy of the propagandists, seems 
rather to have stimulated the zeal of the 
converts. In a village near thé Rhone 
tlie people have embraced the tenets of 
Mormon ism eu masse. They propose to 
form a Utah in miniature ; to put aside 
their ancient failli and to adopt the new 
-gospel. Meanwhile, the police are 
watching the chief apostles at Berne. 
The police are especially, vigilant in 
their surveillance over an American 
named Cannon and a native named 
Siase. It is probable that these two 
men will he soon arrested and expelled.

Miss Eva Mackay, daughter of the 
California millionaire, has bee,» declared 
to have been engaged more frequently, 
perhaps than any young woman of her 
age. Paris gossips, have in terested them­
selves mightily about her matrimonial 
prospects, and have had her engaged 
every two or three months to one after 
another of the most conspicuous bachelors 
of France and Spain. Princes have 
usually been selected as the lucky men, 
but tlie denials from the Mackay family 
have always been prompt to follow each 
announcement, and the A nericans only j 
smiled the other day when the French j 
declared that Miss Mackay was engaged | 
to marry Fernando de Colonna, Prince of 
Galatro.

The Quebec Government, have been j 
endeavouring to keep the matter very I 
quiet, or to hush it up altogether, but it ; 
has nevertheless leaked out that a i 
memorial has been lately presented to 
Lieutenant-Governor Masson, making j 
very grave and circumstantial changes of j 
gross malversation of office for personal i 
gain against two prominent Ministers of ; 
his present Cabinet, i.nd tendering I 
conclusive proof ot the same. It is 
understood that the.présentatioii of this 
memorial was purposely delayed until 
Lieutenant Governor Robitaille went out 
of office, and Masson eauie in, in order 
that the important subject matter might 
be i lealt with in that spirit of justice and 
independence which is said to charact­
erize the new incumbent.

•In conversation with a reporter a dele­
gate to Roman Catholic Plenary the 
council said :—“ The religious world will 
be surprise^! at the liberal and broad 
treatment the council has given to many 
subjects. Catholics want to lead the way 
to greater prosperity, and in all matters 
that tend to make living less laborious 
and religion less irksome to liberal-mind­
ed Americans. We are alive to the 
knowledge that the narrow ideas of a 
century ago will not pass current in this 
enlightened age, and you may contradict 
the rumor that the council will pass 
measures enforcing the canon prohibit­
ing mixed marriages, and also the idea of 
our recommending that Catholics ask for 
a division of the public school tax. These 

^subjects will not be touched;”
The elder lady was Mrs. Quinalle, and 
her errand to the burying ground was to 
re inter the little hand of lier child, Made­
line, which the cruel father ami husband 
hail amputated last April, having had the 
body of his little daughter exhumed two 
months after its death and burial to ac­
complish his horrible purpose. Walking 
a short distance south of the main drive 
the ladies came to a freshly opened 
grave, and on the side was a little coffin. 
The lid was removed, displaying the body 
of a child. A glass jar was produced, 
and from it was taken a little hand with 
long tapering fingers. The mother held 
it a few seconds, sobbing bitterly, and 
kissing it fondly, muttering “My darl­
ing.” The lacerated arm from which tlie 
hand had been cut was lying beside the 
body, where .the heartless father had 
rudely tossed it when lie.amptutatcd the 
hand.

HOLIDAY
------AND----

THIRD ANNUAL
PRESENTATION SALE !

1R84.

S.F SHUTE
Beg» to announce that hi» stock is now complete ! 

in the following lines ;

GOLD, SILVER AND NICKEL j 
WATCHES,

Elegant Gold, Silver, Plated aiul 
Jet Jeicelry, Rich Solid Silver 

and Electro Plateil Ware,
Magnificent display of Fancy 

Goods and Bnc-Brac. 
Albums, Bisque China, Plush j 

Goods, Olive Wood, Cut I 
Glass, Parisian Ware, * ! 

Japaueese Ware,
Leather and Cabinet Goods, 

Brass Goods, Chinese Cups I 
and Saucers, &c

Canadian and; American Clocks.
SPECTACLES AND EYE GLASSES.

As it is impossible to enumerate my stock 
in the different lines I shall issue a catalogue 
which will .give an idea ot the variety in each 
line.

I shall also present to all who- purchase 
goods to the amount of $5,00 and any addi­
tional $5,00 from Dec. 1st. to Jan. 1st., a 
ticket which will entitle the holder to a 

i chance to receive one of the following ele- 
! gant Presents.

fiS^Remember Prices as low as ever.
1st 1 Gold Watch, valued $30*00 :

2nd 1 Silver Watch, valued $15.00 ;
.“•rd 1 Neck Chain and.Locket, valued $12.00 ; 
4th 1 pair Gold Broclete. valued $8.00 ;
5th 1 Cake Basket, valued $7.00 : 
tith 1 Black Walnut Clock, valued $6.50 ;
7th 1 Card Basket , valued $5.00 :
8th 1 Writing Desk, valued $4.50 ;
9th 1 Set Plated Forks, valved $4.00 ; 

lOfh 1 pair Vases, valued $3.50;
11th 1 Set Plated Tea Spoons, valued $2.75 ;
12th 1 Butter Knife, valued $1.50 

Call and efainine before buying your Presents.

S. F. SHUTS,
SHARKEY’S BLOCK,

QUEEN STREET, FREDERICTON.
Decembers, 1884.

ûjrMah & Bfct
JtlCtiSV PBBOmfS*

BR1DGEWATER.M.S.

ALSO CUBES i

j Sciatica, Neuralgia, Headache, Earache,Toothaeh 
| Cramps, Bruises, Sprains, Coughs, Cold», Quinsy,
1 Erysipelas, Colic, Croup or Rattles, Hoarseness,
! Burns, Bronchitis, Numbness of the Limbs, re- 
i moving Dandruff and producing the growth of the 
> iluir, and as a llkir Dressing is unequalled.

$500.00 REWRD
offered for a better article,or tho Proprietors of any 
remedy showing more Testimonials of genuine 
cures of tho above diseases in the same length of 
time. There i$ nothing like it when taken inter­
nally for Cran*. Colic, Croup. Colds, Coughs, 
Pleurisy, Hoarseness and Sore Throat. It is per- 

i feetly harmless. glnd cun be given according todi- 
;. rcctions without any injury whatever.

Minard’s Liniment is for Sale hy all Drug­
gists and Dealers. Price 25 Cents. a pi 30

o »

SPENSER’S
)|ialmiM|)ic Test
LENSES.

! cannot you be my wife?” . j
j “You think me weak ami silly, my 
i lord," she saitl, raising her head some- 
, what proudly; “but there is u reason, 
one sufficient to separate us forever— 
one that neither you nor any living mor­
tal can ever know !”

“And you refuse to tell this reason ?
, My lather and yours are eager for the 
, match; 1 love you passionately, and still 
you refuse. Maude, you never loved me,” 

i. lie said bitterly. Her pale, sweet face ' 
was bent in her Lands noxv, and large! 
tears fell through her fingers. “Maude, 
you will not be so cruel,” lie- said, with 
sudden hope. “Only say 1 may hope for 
this dear hand.”

CTo be Continued.)

FROM KViiRYWHKIlK.

Notes, Notions. News, Facts. Fancy. 
Fun. Tlie Harvest of the Editorial 
Shears.
Canned salmon from Oregon and toma­

toes from New York are now shipped to 
the Congo.

On one occasion Gordon told the Mah- 
di to dry up the Nile and come across 
if he was a real prophet, and that lie I 
(Gordon) would then surrender.

Francis D Moulton, the Mutual friend j 
ofthe Tilton and Beecher trial, died at * 
New York, aged 8U years. Mr. Moulton j 
was a tall man of stalwart build, with 
blue eyes, abundant auburn hair an l a ! 
military moustache.

The fortune left by the Duke of Bue- i 
cleuch to his youngest son—$200,0J0— 
represents just about two months of an 
income which the Duke had enjoyed over , 
sixty years. That left to his daughter, , 
who married Cameron of Louhiel, repre- ; 
sents six weeks' income, and that to the ! 
two oth°r daughters one month’s income. :

Among the questions put to Sir Geo.'ge 
Sithvell, a x cry young man, anil the s ic-

.. , „ , cessful candidate at tlie recant election i
his sentence.” observed the young cap- for Scarborough, was this: ‘ Would he 
tain. “No one that saw him is likely to he prepared to support a bill rendering 
forget the way he folded his arms and it lawful for a man to marry his widow’s 
smiled in the judge’s face ! I’m not niece?” “Well,” said Sir George, “I have 
given to nervousness, but I felt a sens a not yet given the matter serious consul- '
tion akin to an ague shiver as I watched eration, but----- ” Here he was interrupt
him." jed with shouts ot laughter.

—aA-
Jas. D. Fowler’s,

OPPOSITE POST OFFICE,

FREDERICTON, N. B.

B urdOc.k

Bitters
WILL CURE OR REUEVE

BILIOUSNESS, DIZZINESS,
DYSPEPSIA,
INDIGESTION,
JAUNDICE.
ERYSIPELAS,
SALT RHEUM,
HEARTBURN,
HEADACHE,

DROPSY, 
FLUTTERINO 

OF THE HEART, 
ACIDITY OF

THE STOMACH, 
DRYNES8

OF THE SKIN,

CODGHS ari GOLDS.

AYERS’

And every species of disease arising from 
disordered LIVER, KIDNEYS, STOMACH, 

BOWELS OR BLOOD,

7..8ILM ft gO., Pre*?a&m*

CHERRY
PICTORIAL

EMULSION of COD LIVER OIL.

WILEY'S
COUGH

BALSAM

WILSON’S
CHERRY

BALSAM

SHARP’S BALSAM.

BOSCHEE’S
■ GERMAN

SYRUP

ADAMSON’S
COUGH

BALSAM

Just Received, by

John M. Wiley,
DRUGGIST,

OPPOSITE NORMAL SCHOOL.
Queen Street, Fredericton.

FREEMAN’S 
WORM POWDERS.

Are plMaaat to take. Contain their own 
Purgative. Ie a safe, ante, an j ofltoctaei 
tf-s—jrr of worm In Children or Adnlf

S sHI pa

M g
<0

ce

JUST

Received.

1 Gross WarrciiVSafv Cure;

1 “ “ Pills ;

1 “ Mrs. Lydia PiuLham’f

Compound ;

1 Gross Burdor-k Bitters.

_k

WHOLESALE AND ItETziL.

DAVIS, STAPLES &0
BAZAAR,

rPl!E Ladies of SL Duntjim*» (Jliurcli. grateful 
A for oust favors, propose holding a BAZ \ Alt in

Dimutan’M llnll. on or about the Ini 
February, 1885, for the erection of an

ORPHANS’ HOME
on the grounds lately purchased opposite to the- 
HemiLige.

All offerings and donations for the above object, 
will be thankfully received and acknowledged 
respectively by any of the Ladies of the following 
Committees :

Congregation Dept.
Mrs. McDonald,

:: «’Many.U’Mully,
McPeake,

MISS HUDSON, S: ’v. 
Congregalion Dept. 

Nov. 15.1884.

Sisters’ Fe.»!.
6 Mrs. Dever,

“ Magher,
“ Dowling,
**- Jennings,

MISS DUFFY, fre’y.
Sisters’ Dept.

THE GLASGOW & LONDON

Fire insiaece Coy
OF GREAT BRITAIN.

Capital ..................................
Government Deposit......
Annual Income................

82,500,000.00 
100,000. SO 

1,500,000.00
Issues Special Fdjuncr’s Policies, covering Far m 

Stock killci^m Lightning in the Field.

Sun Life & Accident Assurance Co:
OF CANADA.

Asset* over........ ....................81.000,000.00

J. B. GUNTER,
General Agennt

SAMPLE’S DOMINION
HORSE LINIMENT.
1'IIE BESMXTERNAL REMEDY before the 

public Lameness. Spavins, Sweeney, 
Spruins. and Stiff J..mi», Scratelus,

t racked amr Greasy Heels, Harness Galls. Cuts. 
Sores ot long Standing, Fistula, Poll Evil, Warts, 
Swelling» and Bruises-of all kinds.

Also, will eradicate Lumps on tlie head and 
neck- of Cattle, will cure Cut» and Burns upon the 
Human Body ; also Frost Bites, Chillolains, and 
Saltreum.

Sold by all Druggists.

FOR SALE.
THE subscriber offers lor sale some valuable 

Lot» of Land in Lincoln, Kndlield and Lowell, 
Maine, being the property ot W, Ci.ikk: also a 

Store and Lot in Lincoln Village ; also the Grove 
Lot two miles out of the Village ; also » Valuable 
Timber Lot containing f'onr hundred acres, being 
at or near Plum ley’s Mills, in the Town of Lincoln: 
also a Farm in Endficld containing fifty Itères, and 
a Timber Lot in Lowell. For further particulars 
and terms apply to.). B..CLIFF, of Lincoln, Me., 
or LEMUEL a, CLIFF, ot Qucensbury.

Lincoln, Me., October 4th, 1884. -12 ins.


