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OUTCAST OF MILAN.

comia e avolled, 48 TOe TWO (GInales mignu
be as much of a capture as they could surely
and safely make in that ’FM
As he had promised, Toletti lod the wa;
to the apartment where the girls slept, an
b[vl careful management they were so eff
ally smothered before they awoke, that they
could give no immediate alarm, and thus
were they borne away from the cavern, and
led down the mountain, the gags being kept
upon their mouths until they had got*very
near to the river, where {wnes were in
waiting. As soon as Rosabel could speak
she begged for mercy, but the robbers
would not listen to her.  One of the villains,
however, more bold than the rest, whisper-
ed into her ear . that if she would go with
him he would save her from the clutches of
the duke. She turned eagerly towards him
to find out what he meant. ﬁe meant that
she should go with him and be his, and he
was beginning to swear eternal fidelity and
love, when she turned from him in disgust
and horror. She asked no more favors at
the hands of the robbers, but suffered her-
gelf to be lifted to a saddle, in which con-
dition she was borne away towards Milan,
and early in the following day she was
lodged in her own apartments in the ducal
e, Hippolita still bearing her company.
ut the companions were mnot to remain
long together. At noen a messenger came
from Hugh de Castro and led izpollu
away, conducting her back fo the dWwellin,
of her master, where she wds cofifined in

close apartment, with an old black woman
to keep watch over her. Towards evening
de Castro came, and when he stood before
her he struck her on the cheek with his
hand.

*“ Strike me again,” she said, turning the
other cheek to him,

*¢ Are you so fond of being struck ?” asked
her master.

““Blows are what I expect sir,” she re-
plied.

““ And they are what you deserve.
tell me—how did you escape from
city ¥

‘1 rode out upon a horse, sir.”

“And Orlando Vendorme was
you ?”

“ e was.”

“‘And you set him free from his dungeon ?”

1 did.”

““What induced you to do such a thing

“That I might make some atonement for
a grievous wrong which I had helped to do.
When I led Vendorme to that dungeon, I
did not’ dream of the horrible doom that
awaited him. Had you toll me that, no
lmwer could have induced me to help you.

helped you ignorantly, but I was not ignor-
ant when I helped the sufferer.”

“Upon my soul, girl, you are frank.”

“T can afford tobe so0.” <

““Then be as frank in answering me
ther. Where is Orlando Vendorme ?”

“I cannot tell you, sir.”

¢You mean—you will not.’

“Put it as you please.”

@Girl, if you do not answer me as I wish,
you shall rue it. Now tell me—where did
you leave Vendorme ?”

“Once for all, sir,” replied the girl, with
heroic calmness, ‘I wﬂi not speak one word
which can put the safety of Orlando Vendorme
in jeopardy. Where he is now I cannot
tell you, for I do not know. But that 1 may
not {m misunderstood, I tell you frankly—if
I did know, I would not tell youn.”

De Castro clenched his fist, and struck the
girl to the floor.

“Lay there, insolent wench !” he mutter-
ed, “‘and when I come again you will learn
to answer me with more propriety. I.do
not leave you now because you haveconquer-
ed, but-because I have not the time to waste
with you.” Thus speaking he left the room,
closing and locking the door after him.

1t was well into the evening, and Rosabel
of Bergamo had slept several hours. She
arose, and found a woman in attendance
upon her. It was not one of her own wo-
meh, but aervant whom the princess had
seen at work in the garden.

“Why are you here?’ Rosabel asked,
when she recoilected where she was, and
what had traspired.

‘I am here to wait upon you,” was the re-
ply, delivered in a rough, impudent way. |

“‘And I suppose you are also here to keep ‘
guard over me ?”

“No. There are soldigrs in the passage |
who do that. But I can get supper for you,
ifiyou want it.”

“I want nothing to eat.
me some drink.” |

’ll'hc woman brought the drink, and Rosa- |
bel then told her she iight retire. |

I cannot do it lady. Iam ordered to re- |
main in the room with you.” |

The princess was offended, but she had too |
much sense of pride toshowany regentment,
80 she withdrew to a window which over-
looked one of the gardens, anl sat down. \
She had not been thus seated many minutes
before the door was opened, and the duke |
made his appearance. The attendant was |
dismissed uvg |

But
the

with

o

fur-

You may bring |

Manfred then turned to his |
ward, whom he regarded for some little time |
in silence. |

#“Well,” he at length said, biting off the
word as though language were insufficient
to express his feelings, *‘ S0 you are back
again.”

The princess bowed her head, and made
no reply. She had determined upon the
course she would pursue, and she sought
the strength that might enable her to bear
up.

“Did you think to escape me, Rosabel ?
Answer me.” .

“1 hoped to esgape, sir,” she replied,
lookipg up into bis f§ce.

« And whither had you planned to go?’ |

«* Anywhere, so that I might be free from
thy tyranny.”

“Ho, ho, yo&x aye there, are yoy. You
had no plap, I suppése ! You had o lover
Wwith you !” |

() § a friend with me, sir.”

““Yes, yeg~and where did you
thet frianci ik

* Where I hope he will be safe from the
powers that até at Work ageinst him.”

“Did you lal‘e him in the place whence
you were taken !”

“tSend your rbbber minions back and let
th;lm s::(t{:h.” 4 5 :

AN starte rily, e seemed
réad$ to smite thi ﬂden with his fist.

«No, no,” he said, *‘ you shall not move
me from my propriety. You are crazy, you
dre an idiot, ypu are a fool! But, my fair
13dy, let me tell you that men have been
sen{ back after Jour gallant champion, and
let me assure you that he will be taken, too,
and when he is taken, he will be umj)‘:x re-
warded for the pains he has expen on |
your account. erhltxﬂ you can imagine |
What the character of that reward will be.” |

A sense of faintness overcame the prin- |
ceas for » moment. She could understand
what would be Vendorme's fate if he fell |
into thd tyrant's power, and the thought |
was terrible. But she nbr:fgled up from |
the blow, and ldoked the duke once more in |
the face. i

] know what your dispesition is,” she |
said “and I can imagine all the -fhreats
you would make ; so you can spare me the
pain 3{ hmﬁnﬁthem.’ '

“Very well. Enough, the?, of Ven- |
dorme until I can tell you exactly, what has
become of hitn. Aud now to another mat- |
ter. 1 propose t0 have you married as soon

dasible. Tt shonld be done this very |
night, lotgt for my owa convenience I must
put it wuil.‘l%u e day Ft0~morraw,
when you e your hand to Ludovico. !
Do you §6u can eacape this time?” |

i X R k)

leave

but his face told well enough what
[

iﬁkﬁ :
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give not your
give it to per-
on;

“Yes; and I it again,” coried the
Fm, whose f were now aroused.
¥ is but death—and death is prefer-
able to the fate you would impose upon we.
St atter death T will lay me in the arzas of
my Saviour,and trustte his redeeminglove.”
She was upon her knees, with her
ds raised towards Heaven; and
a prayer fell from her lips, as she bowed her
head till the dark tresses floated over her
face. Once, while she had been speaking,
the duke had started forward as though he

would strike her ; but when she sank u
her knees, and her voice broke into that
: ioned prayer, hestoppedand led

m

f

8
§

i

Ak other plan caf I have?”
«J don’t know. I suppose you have seen
th?‘ Duke of Milan?”

08.”
“Well—I thought, if he had ou
the reward—" o st

“Ha, ha! you are witty, Bernardo. IfI
had & hundred golden sequins, you fancy
that you and I might find use for it, eh?”

“T didn’t say so.” 9

“I know—but I think you meant it.
However, I haven’t got them; so we have
nothing to do but to draw our reins, and
find our captain.”

It was nearly dark when the two robbers
set out, and as the path was a narrow and

uickly lh-:hmd' then we'll send to
2 we
E‘x,‘dd ‘hhyinnhtoi fruit! He
not get it so soon as it was promised;
but ig may be none the less acceptable for

CHAPTER XIX.
GUESTS WHO WERE NOT INVITED,

Rosabel of Bergamo could find no means
of escape from the fate which had been
m&tdby her guardian. She had ex-

every resource of thought and in-
vention without effect. The day had come
whichhad been appointed, and she was at the
mercy of the tyrant.

All night she had
been awake, meditating upon her fearful
doom;and with the light of morning she
threw herself upon her couch, resolved to
bear up as best she could. She had prayed
to Heaven for strength, and she believed she
had relceived it—strength to support her

dubious one, they wereforced to lowly.
They found their companions in a deep wood
near the hills of Cantu, and when -they had

) P

“Bah!” he uttered, stampi his foot ;
“you are crazy ! But Iam g you have
spoken so frankly, even in your mad-
ness, for now I shall know how to
govern myself. The marriage will
come off, as I have said; and you
are at liberty to make as much
trouble for yourself asyon please. Onlylet
me give you a gentlehint: Youshould know
the disposition of Ludovico, and be thus
aware of the pains you must suffer if
he has more ocoasion to be angry with you.”

When Manfred had thus s ?en, he turn-
ed from the apartment, and shortly after-
wards the old woman entered and resumed
her watch.

Rosabel might have wept if she had been
alone ; but she would not shed tears in the
gresenoe of the unsympathizing sen‘inel.

he retired’to her inner chamber, where she
soon sought her couch ; and as she rested her
head upon her pillow, she offered up new
prayers to Heaven. She prayed that God
would have mercy upon her; but a more
fervent prayer was breathed for Orlando
Vendorme.

CHAPTER XVIIL
THE BLOCK.

Ludovico had not yet seenthe princess
since her return, and he preferred not to do
8o until the hour for the marriage ceremony
arrived.

«If I should see her, it might only make
trouble for me,” he said, as he conversed
with his father on the day following her ar-
rival.  “‘At all events, it could do no good.”

““You are right, my son,” replied theiduke.
“Since matters aré arrapged so safely for us,
it is not worth while to trouble the girl un-
necessarily. By this marriage, we will add
Bergamo to our dominions, which, with the
friendship of the Consul of Rome, will make
our house the most powerful in Lombardy.
And, my boy, if Alfonso of Modena is not
very witty—morewitty than I think he will
be—he shall fall beneath us.”

“But are you sure of the aid of the Ro-
man Consul ?” asked Ludovico.

“Yes,” said Manfred, rubbing his hands
withevident satisfaction. *‘Crescentius and

the Pope are both with me; and _thejr in-
fluence cannot be well overcome. His Holi-
ness will be here to-morrow, and will, in
person, solemnize your marriage.”

Upon this Lugdovicorubbed his hapds, and |
declared that things were working better |
than he had even dared to hope. He had
just spoken to this effeat, when Hngh de
Castro entered the gpartment.

“How now, my captain ?” cried the duke.
““What brings you ig such hug k2

““There is a messenger with &t, my lord,
who would speak with you.”

““Who is he ?”

De Castro cast his eyes over the apart- |
ment.

““We are alone,” said Manfred.

“The man is named Pietro Bonzo.
one of the robbers,”

“Does he bring us news of Vendorme ?”

“Yes.”

“Then let him come in.”

In a very féw moments de Castro intro-
duced the robber into the ducal presenge. |
He was habited in the garb of a

He is

he w&s.’
“ Well, sir,” said Manfred, not at all |

i shocked by the association, * what word do

you bring ¥’

“My lord duke,” replied the outlaw,
bowing very slightly as he spoke, ‘‘a re-
ward was offered to us on condition that we
would find Rosabel of Bergamo, and xestore
her to_your keeging; and another reward
was offered for the capture of Orlando Ven-
dorme. The lady has been restored to you.
And, furthermore, Vendorme has been
taken; but, as we were not directed to
bring him hither, we have secured him, and
are y to produce him when it may so

! please you.”

“ 8o works the matter still in our favor,”
cried Manfred, clapping his hands exulting-
ly. “With this fellow decure we are safe
from further trouble. Where is the

knight ?”

“He is in a quiet nook, mi' lord, n{t
mun{; leagyes avla?'. I én bring him to
you by the rising of anqther syn.”

“1'think,” remarkéd tk: ke, tw ;
to his captain, ‘‘ that we fot waht the
fellow here.” : [

De Castro nodded in approval of the sug-

e od his highnegs, |
“Idon e,” contini is highn |
“what nb& eve is of he?ving muol mm |
trouble with him.”

The captain nodded again.

«1f I am not mistaken sir,” the duke

| said, addtessing the robber, ‘‘you do ot '

love your prisoger much.”

«“We owe him nothing but vengeance,
my lopd.”

«Then you may earn your reward easily.
You can act the peasant, and I will give |
orders to the guard to allow you to . |
with fruit for the palace. You can bring
the fruit in panniers, can yoa not : 14

*Yes, my lord.”

““ And in & pannier, oy with citron |
leaves, you an bring me tHe head of Orlah-

ormé ?” |

“Yes.”

« Mind—I want oply the head.
it brought secretly ~and punctually.
would behold it with my own eyes.”

« And so would I,” added Ludovico, with
a gesture of mad Alc’:light. “ T would give
more to see the unbodied head of Orlando
Vendorme than I would to see the emperor
at my feet.”

« 1t is o safe and righteous decision,” said
de Castro.

“ Aye,” regun’ied the %%ke, it shall be
80. ow is it, Pietro nza—shall it be
done ?”

“Yes, my lord.”

 And theré shall be no mistake—no fail-
ure?”

““ There can be none,
prisoner is bound, an
await my return.” i

‘“Then bring me his head as quickly as
you can.”

¢ You shall have it to-morrow.”

“ At what time?”

«As early as possible. I said that I
could bring the prisoner hither alive by the
rising of the sun ; but if I must find fruit,
and prepare panniers, it may fake some
time ‘nn&er. But it shall be sometime to-
morrow.

« Remember—when the head is delivered,
a hundred gold sequins are yours.”

* There shall be no failure,” replied the
robber emphatically.

When Pietro Boriza was d from

I want

your highness. The
i his keepers only

| at my disposal, I thin:
| once more an u}g)ormunily to join us.”

1|

d and d their horses, it was

“almost morning.

By a large rock, where a mass of vines
were woven almost to the formof a tent, lay
Orlando Vendorme bound hand and foot,
with a sentinel keeping watch over him. As
the first beams of morning struggled in
throuPh the thick foliage, he awoke from a
troubled’ slumber, and asked the guard to
loosen the bond upon his arm.

But the fellow would not do it.

““My chieftain gave me no such orders,”
he said. “‘Wait till he comes.” E

“Will you not call him? Tell him, if he
means to kill me, he should do it at once,
and not rack me thus.” k

‘“Hold—here 'he comes.
him.”

A dark-visaged, powerfully framed man,
wearing an ostrich plume in his velvet cap,
approached the spot where theprisoner sat.

his was Lanzilla, the chief of the robbers.
He had, in former years, been a knight of
Mantua; but a great crime had subjected
him to the loss of his spurs; and, seeking the
Alsine banditti, he had joined their number,
and finally risen to be their leader, He
stood by the prisoner’s side, and looked
down into histninvmarkcd face.

“Orlando Vendorme,” he said, ‘“do you
remember when you were first banished
from Milan, that “you met me by the bank
of the Saveso?”

“Yes,” replied our hero; ‘I remember it
very well.”

‘’And do you remember the proposition I
then made to you?”’

‘(‘Ye.' »

““If you had accepted it, you would not
have been where you now are.”

‘‘Perhaps not.”

“No,—you would have been a free and
indeﬁ)endent man, owing allegiance to no
earthly monarch; and only governed by a
chief of your own choice. = But your choice
was not with us. Perhaps you remember
the next time you met me?”

“Yes,” said Orlando.  “I helped a party
of genitlemen whom you had attacked; and
I suppose you now intend to have ample
revenge.”

“Ah,” returned Lanzilla, shaking his head
rlowly from side to side, I don’t know
how that may be. If you were left wholly

Now you canask

““You would offer in vain.”

“Then you are the greater fool. I tell
you, Master Vendorme, the time is not far
distant when our free band will be able to
shake the petty thrones of Lombardy.

| However, you need not fret yourself with

the idea of loss, for I could not make you

the ofter 1f I wotild. You are not my prison-

er.”

“Whose am I, then?”

“Perhaps I speak a little wide of the
mark, sir knight.
but ndt held for my use. I hold you for
the present; but I hold you subject to
the orders of another.”

“‘Subject to the orders of the tyrant of

Milan, is it?”

“If you will have it so—yes.”

“And will you conduct me to himf’

“Not yet.”

“What will you do?”

“Ere long you shall see.”

“One word, sir,” cried the captive,as Lan-
zilla turned to move away. “Will you not
loosen the bond upon my arms?”’

““Yes,—but not now!”

What did he mean? Why did he answer
so abruptly, and stride away so suddenly?
What was to be done? Orlando turned toa
man who stood near, and asked him which
way they meant to move. The man looked
ot him, and shook his head, vouchsafing no
other answer.

1n a little while the robber chieftain re-
turned, accompanied by two of his compan-
ions,
and upon his brow there was a dark scowl.

«QOrlando Vendorme,” he said, “I had

1 should offer you

He looked more stern than before, |

| ‘only wish

You are my prisoner, |

mon;

thought of sending you your way without |

giving you any notice théréof; but my com-
ranionx have overruled me. For my part, I
orgive you for the work you once did
sagainst us; but not 86 with the others. My
lieutenant leads in the determination to
make you suffer.”

man, moving forward as he spoke, I have

vot forgotten that my own brother fell |

by this fellow’s hands. I am not so for-
giving.”

“Nor I,” added another of the robbers.
“This man struck us Without provocation.
We had never harmed him. He smote down
the dearest friend I ever had.”

“You see,” said Lanzilla, “what the feel-
ing is.”

“Aye,” replie%our hero, “I see it very

lainly; but you have not told me what is
be my fate.”
“Your fate 1s—DEATH!”

Vendorme was startled with horror. Such

a thought had fAoated through his mind, but |

lie had not given it reflection. He looked
around upon the dark, stern faces of those
who gathered about him, and he saw little
there of sympathy.

“Do you mean that you will smurder me?”
he

asked.
“No,” replied the chigftain; “‘we have no
such thought. We are to exeonte you. It

is the order of the Duke of Milan that you
die, and I am to send your head to him.
This it was which I did not
you; but_my men were clamorous to see you
suffer. Had the matter been left for me to
carry out at will, I would have put you to
rest with the prick of « javelin, and saved
you all contemplation of your doom. Still,
sir, I can grant you one favor: You may
choose in what manner you will die.”

“In the name of that honor which is the

a] 1 to you—"

pggatop,”)uid the robber, with a wave
of the hand; ‘“‘den’t misunderstand me.
1 have nothing whatever to do with . your
death, or with your life. I did not capture

ou, nor am I responsible. You were taken

y, my
order of the duke—and by order of the duke
you are to die, I tell you this so that you
shall never carry out of the world with you
the thought that Lanzilla sought such re-
venge. 1 make no secrets, because you can-
no'.%)ear tales from here! Now speak, if
you have a choice. How will you die?”

All within the

more, but he saw no friend.
raze of the

gloom of the dzep wood- -the

and twisted trunks of the great old-trees;

the ducal presence, he made his way out
from the city as quickly as possible, and
started upon |y1iu return mission. He stop-
ped at Monza to transact a little business
with one of the robber agents, and just as
the sun was sinking he reached the place
where he had left his companions with their
risoner. He founid one of the band there,
ut no more.

“ How is this, Bernardo? Whereare our
comﬁ:hniou- R

“They have gone further narth, Master
Pietro; and I was left to give you intelli-
genoe, and also to guide you after them,”

“ But why is this?”

v It is for a matterof safety. Not long
after Llﬁe sun was up this lmmt we got
news that a la of troops were on
our track, e y so near to their

the sighing wind; all secmed to beax,to him
the record ot his doom.

] have no choice,” he said.

““Reflect,”

““There is no need of reflection. An ex-

ression of choice would be a recognition of
my fate. I have no hand in it. ?( I must
be murdered to satisfy the demand of a base
tyrant, he who does the coward deed may
have the choice of means.”

“Then,” returned the chieftain, T will
myself give the decision. The blow that
uiea our life shall give us your head.”

As
apparently to give soe order touching the
execution, the robbers were startled by the
footfall of a horse; and presently astranger
rode up to the spot where the hand had been

1A -

lispatchod to

ascertain who the intruder was, ‘and when
he returned he reported that Marco Pazzoli

, and as we
ute, oul captain thought it best to move.
e has gone towards Como.”
“ Troops " cried Pietro, in surprise.
¢ YYhat toons can be here af this time

sought the missing knight.
‘&t is"the hiih .

companions—they took you by the.

robbers; the heavy shadows; the rarled |

illa turned towards his lieutenant, |

|

mean to tell |

| had pronounced them man and wife.

\

part of every brave man,” cried Orlando, I \

i

|

The bound knight looked “around once |

|

|
|
f

{

gh the coming ordeal, and strength to

ive her passage from the danger beyond.

he miqht be called the wife of Ludovico—

she could seeno way to avoid it; but she

hoped that she might never prove false to
her true love. i

She lay thus upon her couch, with her
face buried in her hands, when the duke was
announced.

“Let him come in,” she said; and she
arose and met bim in the chamber.

“How is this?” he demanded, when he
saw her pale face and her dishevelled hair.
“Are you thinking of escape?”

“No, my lord—not of escape by force of
my own. 1f my prayers cannot move you,
I Kave no hope.”

“Bah! We have had enough of that. His
Holiness is here, and all is ready for the
mrri&xe. You must join us as soon as you
can, nd, lady, remember this: No failure
on your part oan delay these services,
Should you faint, even, and sink upon your
bed, the work should be done neverthe-
less,”

“J ynderstand you, sir,” replied theprin-
cess, standing erect, and speaking with much
resolution, ‘4] shall not seek to make myself
more unc omfortable than you have already
planned. Iam not blind enough to suppose
that the famished wolf can be driven from
his prey by the timid, helpless lamb, 1
know that you seek tounite the house of Ber-
gamo and Milan—that youare determined to
possess for j'our sonthe wealthand powerthus
gained; and as it can only come to you b;
my hand, I know that I must surrender.
am ready, sir; and I only ask that you will
cause the ceremonies to be as brief as pos-
sible.”

The duke exhibited no anger at the maid-
en’s freedom of speech. e was rather
pleased than otherwise by her surrender.

“Can you be ready in half an hour?” he
asked.

«If Blanche can come and help me.”

Manfred promised to send the girl; and
shortly after he withdrew she came.

“My dear lady,” Blanche said, with tears
in her eyes, “I cannot help you. We are
watched upon all hands, and—"

“Stop,” interrupted the princess. “I

ou to help me dress. The time
for other ielp is gone. But I would ask
you one question: Do you know if any-
thing  has been heard from Orlando Ven-
dorme?”’

“T have heard nothing.”

“That isall. You may bring my dress
now.”

The girl proceeded with her work in
silence, and when her mistress was arrayed

! in her bridal robes she stood back and wiped

her eyes.

] ‘wish to be alone a moment, Blanche.”

The attendant withdrew to the bed-room,
and then Rosabel went to her dressing-case
and took from a secret drawer the little
iiugger which Vendorme had given teo
her.

“This may be my last friend of earth!”
she murmured, as she gazed upon the sharp,
ﬁlitlcring point. The wicked prince of

filan shall never know~Rosabel as a wife—
NEVER !”

She hid the dagger in her bosom, and not

long afterwards a messenger arrited from

| the duke.

»

John XVIL, the Pope of Rome, stood by
the duke’s sidein the apartment where it
had been arranged that the marriage cere-
should be performed.

“Ha, ha,” said Manfred, as the sound of
djstant tumult fell upon his ear, “fy pcogle
are already making merry on the occasion.

- - - - » »

They shall have aglorious time of it when

| the marriage is over.

“You have made arrangements for sports,
then?”

“No, the prince has made them. 1 have

! thought best that Ludovico should please

the people this time.”
$s e thought,” said the Pope. “It is
eep them busy with something.

comes the prince.”
Ludovico, accompanied by Hugh de
Castro and several uLLcr officers of the ducal

| household, entered the apartment, and were

presented to His Holiness.

In a little while, by anothet door, entered
Rosabel of Bergamo with two attendants.
The duke approached her and introduced

“Aye;” interposed a stout, dark-visaged | the Pope.

«“Rosabel, this is our holy father, John.”
From an impulse of her nature, regarding
the papal office as something holy and wor-
shipful, she bowed her head down, and
crossed her arms upon her bosom. The

! l’n\m placed his hand upon her, and uttered

ablessing, after which he said:

“My daughter, it gives me joy to greet
you; and you will allow me to congratulate
you upon the bright prospect that opens be-
fore you.”

«T think weare ready,” said Manfred.

“All ready,” -replied Ludovico, at the
same time advancing and taking the- prin-
cess by the hand. He was startled when he
found how cold her hand was, but he made
no remark upon it.

The herald made proclamation to the
effect that Rosabel of Bergamo was to be
united in marriage to Ludovico of Milan.
He did not ask if any were present who
could give a just reason why tlhc marriage
should not take place, but inthe stead there-
of, he said:

“And to this union the Pope of Rome hath
given holy sanction, so let no man object,
neither now, nor hereafter!”

The Pope now advanced to where the
couple stood, and ina very few moments he
Rosa-
bel had not opened her lips. The usual
(uestions were asked, but her silence wis
not heeded. Willing, or unwilling, she
was given to Ludovico, and the papal-bene-
diction was pronounced upon the union!”

““Keep hernot here,” whispered the prince,
turning to one of the fémale attendants.
“Convey her to her apartments as quick-
ly as possible.” Ho saw that she was very
weak, and he feared that she might faint in
the presence of the witnesses.

But Rosabel did not faint thgre. With a

firm step she walked from the room, her
right hand clutching something that she
carried in her bosom.
.- “Now,” cried the duke, clapping his
hands, “‘the work is doné! Ha—and the
people are shouting again. They know that
the time hath arrived. De Castro, let
proclamation be made from the towers that
the prince is married!”

«It seems to me, my lord, that the ras-
cals are taking some liberty,” said the cap-
tain, as a furious shout rent the air.

“Aye,” added Ludovico, clenching his
fist, *‘and they seem to be crowding
into the palace. Did you invite them to
the marriage feast?”

“No,” returned Manfred.
all that for you to dg”’

“‘But they are coming.
even now upon the stairs.”

“De Castro,” ordered the duke, stamping
his foot impatiently, “go and drive the
villains back!” ;

The captain turned to obey the command,
but ere he had taken many steps, ‘the large
door was thrown. open, nns a score of armed
knights came tramping into the apartment,

tHow now!” exclaimed the duke,
quivering from head to foot. He was angry,

“I have left

Hark! they are

| and he was frightened; too.

The firt to advance and speak was the
Saxon knight, Frederic Von Brunt.

“Manfred of Milan,” he said, striking hig
mailed hand upen his hip, *“ye have come
to set free a prisoner.”

““Insolent?” cried Ludovico, turning pale
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Some months the Expositor
gave the particulars of the remarkable
cure wrought upon Mrs. Avery, who'
lives at P. asant Ridge, a few miles
out of the ¢ity, nnd the case created .
miuch interest among the people of the '
city and vicinity. We are now in al

ition to give the purticulars of an-|
other wonderful cure that has occurred '
in the city since the first of January.
The then unfortunate, but now happy
and healthy wman, is William G.
Woodcock, who resides at 189 Muiray
street. He is an Englishman, and has'
been out from Kent, England, about
eleven years. A baker by traae, he
accepted a position with Mr. Donald-
son, and came to this city abont two
years ago. A reporter called on him a
few days ago and
with reference to the cure which has
heen spoken of, and the following
story was told by him :—

“] came to the city two years ago
and worked at Donaldson’s bakery.
For vearly a year previous to the first
of January I had been troubled with
sime disease or sickness, but was able
to continne my work, but about the
month of September last I was com-
pletely used up and bad to quit work.
The trouble seemed to be an excessie
weakness : at fitst from my knees to
my feet, but afterwards from my hips
to my feet. I obtained advice and
treatinent from several medical men,
some of whom said the troule was
caused by a bodily strain, others that
I wasrun down 8o that I was very
weak and open to take almost any
disease.  Although they did not agree
as to the cause, all advised me to
tightly bandage my limbs from the
knees down. I di'l so, but this was of
no avail, and I became so'weak that I
was not able to move even around the |
house. The pains I suffered were ter- |
ville, and the ouly way I could relieve
myself at all was to lift one foot off the
floor and extend it straight out from
me. In November I wus in the hos-
pital fourteen days, and was treated
for typhoid fever, and although I can-
not say for certain, yet 1 do not think
that I had the fever at all. ~ When T
was taken from the hospital I could
ueither eat nor sleep, and was still
suffering the most intense pain 1
continued in this way, more dead than
alive, until the first of January, 1894,
when I concluded to try Dr. Wil-
liams' Pink Pills. T seat to M.
Bicheloi's drug store on New Year’s
Day and bought six boxes of pills. At
this time I could not stand at all, but
in about a I threw away the
bandages which I had been wearing on
my limbs, and in two weeks 1 could
walk fiist By the time the six
boxes were finished T was fit for work
and in the best of health. T did the
hardest day’s work on Saturday last
that I had ever done in this coantry
and felt none the worse for it.  When
I was weighed a week ago I tipped the
scales at 163 pounls and when I came
out of the hospital in November I did
not weigh over 100 pounds, so you can

e what Pink Pills have done
for me in that way.” Every statement
of Mr. Woodcoek’s was corroborated
by his wife who was present-at the in-
torview, and if appearances are correct
Myr. Woodcock is enjoying the best of
health and can do many hard days'
work yet. He is also very positive
that Dr. Williams' Pink Pills and
nothing but them relieved him of his
terrible disease and probably saved his
life.

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills have a re-
markable” efficacy in curing diseases
avising from an impoverished . condi-
tion of the blood, or an impairment of
the nervous system, such as rhewma-
tism, neuralgia, partial paralysis, loco-
motor ataxia, St. Vitus dance, nervous
headache, nervous prostration and the
tired feeling thevcfrom, after effects of
la grippe, influenza and severe co'ds,
disesses depending on humors. in the |
blood, such as scrofu'a, chronic ery-
| sipelas, ete. Pink Pills give a healthy |
glow to pale and sallow complexions
and are a specific for troubles . peenliar
to the female system, and in the case
of men they effect a radical cure in all |
cases arising [rom mental worry, over-
work, or excesses of auy nature,

These Pills «ve manufactured by the
Dr. Williams' Medicine company,
Brockville, - Ont, and Schenectady,
N.Y.. and are sold only in boxes
bearing the firm's trade mark and
wrapper, at 50 cents a box or six
bottles for $2.50 They may be had
from any dealer, or may be sent by
mail on receipt of price.
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Beaver tobacco is the
gentleman’s chew of Canada.

standard

of refined taste chew
For sule

Gentlemen
Beaver tohacco, cxclusively.
by all dealers.

Ttch of every kind, on humar of
animals, cured in 80 minutes .y
Woolford’s Sanitary Lotion. Warr-
anted by J P. Lamb.

Every merchant and busive:s man
ought to use printed stationery. Tt is
much more business like and fully as
cheap as ordinary stationery without
printing. Leave yourordersatthis office.

English Spavin Liniment removes
all hard, soft or calloused Lumps and
Blemishes from horses, Blood Spavin,
Curbs, Splints, Ring Bone. Sweeney,
Stifles, Sprains. Sore and Swollen
Throat, Coughs, etc. Save $50 by
use of one bottle. Warranted by
J. P. Lamb

Rueumarisy Curep IN A Day.—
South American Rheumatic Cure for
Rheumatism and Neuralgia radically
cures in 1 to 3 days. Its action upon
the system is remarkable and myster-
! jous. Tt removes at once the cause
| and the disease immediately disappears,
| The first dose greatly benefits. 75
| cents. Warranted by J. P. Lamb.

: Rebecea Wilkinson, of Brownsvalley,
‘ nd., says: “I had been in a distressed
condition for three years from Ner-
vousness, Weakness of the Stomach,
Dyspepsia and Indigestion until my
| health was gone. I bought one bottle
-of South Amerian Nervine, which
done me more good than any $50
worth of doctaring T ever did in my
life. I would advise every weakly
person to use this valuable and lovely
remedy.”’ A trial bottle will convince
you. Warranted by J. P, Lamb,

interviewed him | -

| Many Portraits and Thelr History--

Thorwaldsen’s Bust H's Best Portrait,

There is to & return to g
Byion. It lsno lonwrmlt&-%‘ prop
er for young women to sny in ety that
they have read Lord Byron and that they
like the reading. In Kugiand, which has
only itself to binme for thikeen cats which
the hardy scion of Newstvad gave it, there
is o revival of him wao wrote as no
wan before himn wrote; as none sinee has
written.

John Cordy Jeaff! in bis impartial
book, *“The ﬁed Lord Byron,” opens his
pages witi this sentence: '‘In great things
and sl things it was Byron's lut to be
misunderstood during his life and misre-
presented nfter his death.” And a few
in below is the melancholy statement:
*T'ihe peojile on the evening of his with-
drawal from England frowned at him in
London drawing-rooms -or wurmured
agninst him in the London streets.” i

He died in Greece in 1824 aud the preju-
dice against him in. Evgland was still so

ol

3IRCe.

LORD BYRON IN ALBANIAN cOsTUME (1810)
FROM THE PAINTING BY PHILLIPS.

i unrelenting that his remains were denied
| sepulture in Westminster.

Bat the hand
that was laid upon him and his memory is
releasing its clutch. It is now proper to
go on a Byronio teur in the art galleries of
England. There is quite a rage for
sketches, silhouettes, paintings and statu-
ary of the man who left ‘‘his native
shore” and proved himself not only the
master genius of poetry, but a man of
courage and common sense as well, and
died engaged in an effort to liberate an-
other country.

In the last number of the Magazine of
Art—London—one finds a collection of
pictures of byron and an interesting ac-
count of each. The frontispiece of the
magazine contains an etching—a very
churming thing it is, too—of the Harrow
view, the Byron estate, which on a clear
day, it is clnimed, is the most picturesque
landseapo in England, the vision taking in
a range of fifty miles. The etching is
from a picture in the art museum, London,
and represents the young poet reclining on
a tomb, writing the 'lines written under
an elm while visiting Harrow.”

But the pictures of the past, gathered
from far and near, show what interest
there is in the name, and one detects in the
letter press a disposition to bury the past
and render_an homage so long overdue.

The first Ininiature known of Byron was
painted by Kay, of Edinburgh, in 1795, It
represents the poet at the age of seven.
This Byron gave to a young woman who |
was in his mother’s service. At her death
it passed into the possession of Dr. Ewing,
of Aberdeen. 4

There is a water color of him in the
gown worn by noblemen at Trinity College,
where he was a student after he left Har-
row.

The portrait of 1807 was painted by G. |
Sanders. It is full length and in oils. It
was of this picture that Byron wrote to |
Rogers:

1f you think the picture worth your accept-
t is yours, and you may put a glove or a

ce i
;ll:‘u.uk on it-if you like.

A miniature copy was made of it, which |
8o displeased Byron that he ordered it de- |
stroyed.

The portrait of him in Albanian costume
wan painted soon after Byron's arrival in
Turkey. The Albanian costume produced
a favorable impression on his imagination.
He sat for this portrait in 1810 to T. Phil-
lips. It formerly belonged to Lady Mil- |
banke, and is' now in vossession of Lord
Leigh, of Stoneleigh Abbey. There are
several copies of it extant.

There is a pen and ink skétch, which the
Magazine of Art does not give, by Lady
Caroline Lamb, She had loved him. She
afterward saw Byron and his wife walking
arm in arm, and it so embittered her that
she made the caricature.

The best, and the historical portrait of
Byron, is from the bust of Thorwaldsen.
It was this work which excited the admir-
ation of the Countess Guiccioli Many
casts were made from this, and some are
in this country. A repetition of the head
of the bust was made by the same artist in
1817. It was tendered to Westminster
Abbaey, St. Paul's Cathedral and the Brit-
ish Museum, and declined in turn by each.
It remained for several years, unpacked, in
the vaults of the custom house. It now
stands in the college library of Trinity,
Cambridge.

How to Make Herb Tea.

Herb teas are made by infusing the dried
or green leaves and stalks in voiling water
and letting them stand until cold. Sweeten
to taste.

Catnip tea is the best panacea for infant
ills, in the way of colds and colic, known
to nurses.

Chamomile and gentian teas are excel
lent tonics taken either hot or cold. = The
tea made from blackberry-root is said to
be good for summer disorders. That from
green strawberry leaves is an admirable
and soothing wash for a cankered mouth.
Mint tea made fromn the green leaves,
erushed in cold or hot water and sweeten-
+d, is palatable and healing to the stomach
and bowels. A tea of damask rose leaves,
dry or fresh, will usually subdue any sim-
ple case of summer complaint in infants.

Anarchy in France.

France’s record has been appaling. The
mere catalogue makes a horrible recapitu-
lation—Ravachol’s bomb; Emile Henry's
explosion in the Terminus Cafe in revenge
for Vallant; the Madeleine Church-Lenten
horror, when Panwels killed himself with
his own petard; the arrests of Elisse Rec-
lus, the famous geographer, Paul Bernard,
the ex-Jesuit, and Sebastian Faure; the
Grenoble Church explosion, and the bomb-
throwing at Lyons, Bordeaux and Boulo-
gne, Carnot’s assassination has come as
the grand climax to this reign of terror.

Perfection of Cynicism.

Oscar Wilde was introduced at a re-
cent garden-party in London to Mrs.
Osgood, of Knebworth House. In the
course of a few minutes™ talk. it was
divulged that the lady was on the eve of
departing for America. “Going to
America?” said Oscar; ‘‘deah me: what
for, now?' ‘“To see my husband,” was
the reply. Oscar stared sleepily at her
in astonishment, Dropping languidly
into a chair he said: “Going all the way
ta America to see your own” (with ac-
cent on the own) “‘husband? Deah mel
What a lovely ideah!”

Suap Shot at @, Wenk Iridge.

In England a few weeks ago a certain

but I have still thous:
idollars worth to be sol
am sacrificing them for
cash. :

GEO. McLEAN,
King St., Brockville.

ottle.

*  ForSale by all or address

Dy. B, J. KENDALL COMPANY,
ENOBBURGH FALLS, VT, :

CONFECTIONERY ESTABLISHED 1882

H. H. Cossitt & Bro.

(Successor to J. L. Upham)

Fruit £ Commission Merchant

AND RETAIL

ONTARIO

WHOLESALE

BROCKVILLEK

OYSTERS IN SEASON Two (2) Storks—TELEPHONES 2448 & 244i)
LYN AGRICULTURAL WQRKS

e

Every one who has used one of my Horse Hoes with the Genesee teeth,
says they are the “best weeder in the world”. Don’t be persuaded to try any
other until you have tried this.

The ahove cut shows style of frame but not the teeth.
ume as cut if required.

Can furnish teeth
8¢

G. P. McNish, Lyn, Ont,

THRESHERS

USE LARDINE MACHINE OIL

The Champion Gold Medal Oil, which cannot be Excelled.

Mc¢COLL’S CYLINDER OIL

1HHAS NO EQUAL. MANUFACTURED BY

MecColl Bros. & Co., Toronto

Ask your Dealer for “Lardine” and beware of
imitations.

For sale by all leading dealers in the country

Mills

Woollen

Tomow 70 £NG O- |

Have a good stock ot genuine all-wool Yarn and Cloth,
will be prepared to sell the same at moderate prices, and will
at all times be prepared to pay the highest market price for
wool in cash or trade.

R. WALKER

Children

must have proper nourishment during growth, or
they will not develop uniformly. They “find Ythe
food they need in j

Scott’s Emulsion

There is Cod-liver Oil for healthy flesh and_hy-
pophosphites of lime and soda for bone®material.
Plysicians, the world over, endorse it.

Thin Children

are not known among those who take SCOTT'S EMUL—I
SION. Babies grow fat and chubby on it, gnd are good
natured because they are well. &

Prepared by Scott & Bowne, Belleville. All Druggists, 50 cents and $h

Lyn, April 17, 1804

{ron bridge of one of the railways was
suspected of being unsafe.
all right, but there were some reasons
why the managers were afraid. of it.
They could not_decide themselves and

they sent up to London for a famous en. |

gineer to come and look it over, He
came and was puzzled, too, until he
thought of & way to test, He tooka
kodak and made a picture of the bridge
with no t*4in upon it. Then he kept
his camerafin position and waited for a
fast train to come, Pretty soon an ex-
press came thundering on and just as
the big lacomotive struck tho bridge he
pulled apen the slide and took a second
picture an the same plate that still held
the first, When the plate was exam-
ined the picture with the train was
found so much below the other as to
show what the eugineer and managers
had feared—a dangerous droon

e
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It looked |

“Mexican Fly Ointment”

ONLY REMEDY KNOWN FOR THE

TEXAS HORN FLY -

Sold in Tubs, Kegs, Half-barrels, and Barrels, by

The Samuel Rogers Oil Co.

Ottawa and Brockville,

I L3 Quotations furnished to the trade,
*




