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CHAPTER V—Continued,

“It ¢s a pretty dress,” she said, looking
down at the soft mass of muslin and lace;
“but 1 little thought when I put it on for |
dioner this evening that it would be my |
bridal dress, I shall always love this |
dress, Leslie. I will keep it always in
memory of to-night.”

Both were silent after a little while, till
Lieslie said, abruptly :

“Bonnibel, I wizh I knew of what you
are thinking so intently.’

“I was hardl\ thinking at all,”” she said,
quickly. “Some verses were running
through my mind that I read this evening
in Jean Ingelow’s pretty poems. I hard-
ly understood them then, but they seem
to suit my feelings now.”

“Let me hear them,”’ said Leslie.

“I cannot recall them, except the last
verse, The poem was called ‘vaxded y
and the last verse, which isall that I clear-
ly reeollect, ran thus ;
“And yet' I know,

truly—

A k(rlxpwledge greater than grief can

im—
I know as he loved he will love me duly,

Yea, better, e’en better than I love him,
And as I walk by the vast, calm river,

The awful river so dread to see,

I say, thy breadth and thy depth forever

Are bridged by his thoughts that cross

to me.”’

“Besutiful,” said Leslie, as the full
voice, tremulous with newly awakened
feeling died away. “You must always
recall those lines when you think of me,
wy little one,”

The keel grated on the shore. Leslie
looked at his watch in the moonlight.

“It is later than I thought,” he said,
hurriedly, as he helped Bonnibel out upon
the shore. “I have but fifteen minutes to
reach the station. Darling, I must go to-
night, though it nearly kills me to leave
you.”

She turned quivering and weeping, to
tbhrow hersell upon his breast.

“Darling, you are not afraid to go to
the house alone?” he whispered. “My
time is so short!”

“No, no,” she said.
can I let you go?”

“Tis but a little while,”” he answered,
soothingly. “Be brave, my prezious dar.
ling!”

He drew her to his heart with a long,
despairing embrace, and kissed her pas.
sionately .

“My little love, my own sweet wife,
good-bye!” he faltered, and was gone.

Bonnibel threw ouat her yearning arms
as if she would draw him back, then
turned and staggered homeward.

“] will be brave,” she murmured. *I
will tiy to bear it, but, ok, this pain at
my heart.”

past all donbting

“But, Leslie, how

She opened the gate and went softly up |

the walk. It was almost midnight, and
she began to wonder if the doors would
be locked.

“If they are I shall have to get in
through the window,”

But as she stepped on the piazza she saw
the front door open and her uncle sitting
motionless in his easy chair.

“Poor dear,” she thought, with a thriil
of regretful tenderness, and forgetting
berself entirely, “He has fallen asleep in
his chair and they have all forgotten him.
I will wake him with a kiss,”

He lay with his head thrown back, ap

parently fast' asleep. Gliding softly

elong, she threw her arm about his neck |
and, hending over, pressed ber sweet lips |

to his brow.

She started back with a shiver apd
looked at him. The brow she had kissed
was cold as ice. Her hand fell down

upon his breast and cam.e in contaet witn

something wet and cold. She lifted

dark stain,
“Unecle!”

wake up

she screamed,

(R}

That wild scream of agony roused the |

bouse. The servants came rushing out,
but before they reached her Bonnibel had
fallen fainting at her uncle’s feet, The
beautiful white dress she had promised to
keep in memory of that night was all dab-
bled and stained in a pool of his life-blood
that had dripped down upon the floor.

CHAPTER VI,

Francis Arnold was dead. The soul of |
the proud millionaire, the disappointed |

she said to herself. |

her |
band and saw upon it in the muunhght a|

“oh, God, uncle, |

They brought lights and looked at him.

| Yes, he was cold and dead. There was a
| great scarlet stain on his white vest where
the deadly weapon had entered his heart.

' The blood had dripped down in a great
| pool upon the floor and wae fast stiffening
on his garments.

Mrs. Arnold shrieked aloud and went
into horrible hysteries, laughing wildly
and maniacally, and tearing her hair from
its fastenings; but Felise Herbert stood
| still as a statute of horror, looking at the
' dismal scene., Her pale face was paler
| than ever, and her large, black eyes looked
| wildly about her. She made no effort to
arrest her mother’s frenzied cries, but
stood still as if frozen into ice, while the
maids lifted up the still form of poor Bon-
nibel and carried her through the draw-
ing-room window, laying her down gen-
tly, and applying restoratives,

Life came swiftly back to her under
their influence. She lifted her head, and
opened her eyes upon the faces around
her just as a'shrill and piercing whistie an-
nounced the departure of the train which
was bearing her young husband away
from her for years—perhaps forever,

Bounibel sprang up and went out on
the piazza again. As she stepped to the
side of that lifeless form, Felise Heibert,
just waking from her apparent trance of
horror, waved her hands in the air, and
cried out solemnly and sepulchrally :

“Ob, Heaven! It is Leslie Dane who
has done this dreadful deed. That was
what he meant by his daik threats this
evening?”’

“Leslie Dane has killed him!” echoed
her mother, wildly.

“It is fa e¢, woman! How dare you ac-
cuse him of such a deed?”’ Bonnibel cried
out fiercely, wild with grief and horror;
then suddenly she looked at the half-dazed
men-servants standing around their mas-
ter nelplessly.

“Idiots!" she cried, ‘ ‘why do stand here
idle? Why does not some one bring a
doctor! Perhaps he is not dead yet—he
may be revived.”

They brought a physician at her bid-
ding, but when he came his services were
needed for her, not for the pale corpse
downstairs that would nevermore want
the physician’s potent art, They had
taken her by force to her rcom, where she
was wildly walking the floor, wringing her
hands and raving over her loss,

“You are dead, Uncle Francis,” she
cried, passionately; “you will never speak
'to me again. And I had left you in
anger. We never quarreled before—
never! And without a good-bye Kkiss,
without a forgiving word, you are gone
from me into the darkness of death!
They have killed you, my dear one!—who
could have been so cruel’—and you will
never know how I loved yvou, and that |
forgave you for your cruelty so soon, or
that I wished to be reconciled. Oh, God!
Oh, God!”

She told her story frankly to the good

old doctor when he came and questioned
Ler. She and her uncle had quarreled be-.
' cause he had denied her a darling wish,
| She had rushed out of the house in a fit
of anger, and moped about the “seashore
until late into the night, Then she had
returned, and seeing him sitting there on
the piazza she had felt her anger melting
| into teuderness, and stolen up to give him
the kiss of reconciliation, but found him
| co!d and dead.
She told the same story when the in-
' quest was held next day, blushing crimson
when they asked her what she and her
uncle had quarreled over.

“It was a purely personal matter,” che
answered, hesitatingly. “Is it necessary
to reveal it¢”’

They tola her it was necessary.

“He refused to sanction my engagement
' to my lover, and drove him away from
the house with cruel, insulting words,”
' she answered briefly through her tears and
blushes.

“And you were very angry with your
uncle?”

“Yes; for a little while,” she answered
frankly; “out when I came back to the
| house I was ready to forgive him and be
| friends with him agsin. He had never

been unkind to me before, but indulged
me in every wish, and petted me as my
own father might have done had he jived.
I was almost wild at first with surprise and
' anger at the first denial I had ever re-

busbend, the loving uncle, had been hur- 4c~1Ved from bim: but I soon overcame

ried prematurely before the bar of Eter- |
nal Justice. In the stillness of the sum-
mer night while he rested in fancied se-
curity beneath his own roof-tree, the angel
of sleep pressing down his weary eye-lids,
the deadly destroyer had crept to his side,
and red-handed murder had struck* the
cowardly blow that spilled his life blood.

They came hurrying out—the servants
first, the wife next, the step-daughter last
~all roused by that piercing shriek of
agong—and found him sitting there dead,
with Bounibel lying lifeless at his feet,
her white robes dabbled and stained in the
blood upon the floor.

| my indgnant feelings, and when I. came
! back to the house I loved him as fondly as
| ever.’

| She left the room immediately after
giving in her evidence, overcome with
grief and cmotion, and goin to her room,
threw herself down upon the bed, from
which she did not rise again for many
weeks, Grief and excitement precipitat.
ed her into a brain fever, and for many
days life and death fought persistextly
over their unbhappy victim.

Had she known what would take place
after she left the room she would have re-
mained until the inquest was over. Fe.

for the season, and Bonnibel sat in her

lise Herbert and her mother boldly de-
clared their belief that Leslie Dane was
the murderer of Mr, Arnold. From the
drawing-room windows which opened out
on the piazza they bad overheard the con-
versation between the two men relative to
Bonuibel, and they detailed every word,
maliciously representing Leslie Dane’s in-
dignant words so as to place the worst
construction upon them. One or two of
the servants had heard also, and from all
the testimony elicited the jury readily
found a verdict of wilful homicide againet
Leslie Dane, and a warrant was issued for
the young man’s arrest.

But poor little Bonnibel, tossing up-
stairs in her fevered deliriuin, knew noth-
ing ot all this, If she had knmown she
might easily have cleared her lover from
that foul charge by proving that he had
been with her during those fatal hours in
which Mr. Arnold had met his death,

It remained for ber to prove his inno-
cence at a darker hour than this, and at
the sacrifice of much that she held cear.

Mr. Arnold’s body was carried to his
winter residence in New York, and buried
from thence with all the pomp and splen-
dor due to his wealth and statson, Felise
and her mother, of conrse aecompanied
the remains,

The housekeeper at the seaside home
wus left in charge of the hapless Bonm-
bel, who lay sick unty death in her luxur-
ious chamber, tended carefully by hire-
lings and strangers, but with never one
kiss of love to fall on her fevered brow in
sympathy and tenderness.

Love had gone out of her life. With
the young husband adrift now on the
wide ses, and the kindly uncle lying in his
gory grave, love had gone away from her.

She had no kindred now from whom to
claim tenderness or care, so only hirelings
were left to watch the spark of life flick-
eriug so feebly day by day, that it seemed’
as if it must surely go ont in darkness,
They were all who heard the wild, pas-
sionate appeals for Leslie and Uncle Fran-
cis that were always on the sufferer’s lips
as she babbled incoherently in her wild
delirium,

Mrs. Aruold and Felise remained in
New York for several weeks, attending to
business affairs and superintending the
making up of very fashionable and cum-
brous mourning.

Mrs. Arnold did not provide any of this
raiment for Bonnibel. She sincerely
hoped that the girl would die of her fever
and preclude the necessity of so doing.

But youth is very tenacious of life.
Bonnibel, in Ler illness and desolation,
would willingly have died to please her
aunt, but destiny had decreed otherwise,

There came a cool, still night in Sep-
tember when the nurses hung carefully
around the bed waiting for the erisis that
the doctor had said would come at mid-
night. It came, and the reaper, Deaths
with his sickle keen, passed by on the
other side.

In the meanwhile outraged justice was
on the qui rive for the escaped homicide,
Leslie Dane. It was rumored that he had
sought refuge in a foreign land, but noth.
ing definite could be learned regarding his
mysterious whereabouts,

CHAPTER VII.

Octuber winds are blowing coolly over
the sea hefore Bonnibel Vere arose from
her sick-bed, the pale and wasted shadow
of her furmer rosy and bewildering self,

She had convalesced but slowly—too
slowly, the physician said, for one of her
former perfect health and fine constitu-
tion. But the weight of grief hung heav-
ily upon her, paralyzing her energies so
completely that the work of recuperation
went on but slowly.

Two months had elapsed sinée that
dreadful night in which so much had
taken place—her secret marriage and her
uncle’s murder,

She should have had a letter from her
yvoung husbann ere this, but it was in vain
that she asked for the mail daily. No
letter aud no message came from the wan-
derer, and to the pangs of grief were added
the horrors of suspense and anxiety,

A look of weary, wistful waiting crept
into the bonnie blue eyes that had of old
been as cloudless and serere as the blue
skies of summer. The rose forgot to come
back to her cheek, the smile to her lips.
The shadow of a sad heart was reflected
on her beauty,

“Upon her face there was the tint of
grace,

The settled shadow of an inward strife,

Aund an unquiet drooping of the eye,

As if its lid were charged with unshed
tears,”

The first day she sat up Mrs. Arzold
came in to see her, She bad only return-
ed from the city a few days before and
was making preparations to go back for
the winter season. She sent the nurse
away, saying that she would sit with Miss
Vere a little while herself.

It was & lovely day, warm and sunny

easy-chair near the window where she
could look out upon the wide expanse of
the oceau with its restless blue waves roll-
ing in upon the shore with a solemn mur-
mur. She loved the sea, and was always
sorry when the family left their beautiful
home, Sea View, for their winter resi-
dence in the city,

" “You have grown very thin, Bonnibel,”
said ber aunt, giving her a very scrutimiz.

ing glance, as she reclined in her chair, )
wrapped in a warm, white cashmere drees-

jug gown, to which her maid bad addel a
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““ No Eye Like the
Master’s Eye.”

You are master of your
health, and if you do not

attend to du tlu blame is
easily locate r blood
is out of order, ood’s Sar-
saparilla will purify it.

It is the specific remedy for troubles
of the blood, kidneys, bowels or liver.

Heart Trouble—“1 had heart trouble
for a num'lr:er of years and different medi-
cines failed to benefit me. I tried Hood’s
Sarsaparilla and three bottles completely
and perfectly cured me.” M=s. C, A. FLINN,
Wallace Bridge, N. S.

..f.?“ “ As I had lost five chil-
dr?n with diphtheria I gave my remaining
two children Hood’s Sarsaparilla as they
were subject to throat trouble and were not
very strong. They are now healthier and

stronger and have not since had a cold.”
Mrs. W. H. FLecker, Pembroke, Ont.,

Never Disappoints

Hood’s Pills cure liver ills; the non-irritating and
only cathartic to take with Hood’s Sarsaparilis.
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few bows of black velvet in token of her
bereavement. “It isa pity the docior had
to shave your hair. You look a fright.”

Bonnibel put her hand up to her brow
and touched the soft, babyish rings of gold
that began to cluster thickly about her
blue-veined temples.

“It is growing oat again very fast,” she
said; “and iv does mot matter anyway.
There is no one to care for my looks
now,” she added, thinking of the uncle
and the lover who had doted so fondly on
her perfect loveliness,

“1t matters more than you think, Bon.
pibel,” said Mrs, Arnold, sharply, the lines
of vexation deepening in her face. It
behooves you to be as beautiful as you
can now, for your face is your fortune.”

“I do not understand you, aunt,” said
the young girl, gravely.

“It is time you should then,” was the
vexed rejoinder. “I suppose you think
now, Bonnibel, that your poor uncle has
left you a fortune?”

Bonnibel looked at her in surprise, and
the widow’s eyes shifted uneasily beneath
her gaze,

“Of course I believe that Uncle Francis
has provided for my future,” said the girl,
quietly,

“You are mistaken, then,” enapped the
widow; “Mr. Arnold died without a will
and failed to provide for either you or
Felise, Of course, in that case, I inberit
everything; and, as I remarked just now,
your face is your fortune.”

“My uncle died without a will!” re
peated Bonuibel in surprise,

“Yes, Mrs. Arnold answered, coolly.

“Oh, but aunt, you must be unstnken,
said Bonnibel, quickly, while a slight flush
of excitement tinted heér pale cheeks
“Uncle Francis did leave a will, I am
sure of it.”

“Then where is it?” inquired Mrs, Ar-
nold. .

“In his desk in the library,” said the
girl, confidently. “He told me out a few
hours before his death that he had made
his will, and provided liberally for me,
and he said it was at that minute lyiug in
his desk.”

‘“Are you sure you have quite recovered
from the delirium of your fever?’ in.
quired the widow, scornfully. “This
must be one of the vagaries of illness,”

“I am as sane as you are, madam,” said
Bonnibel, indignantly.

“Perhaps, sneered Mrs. Arnold, rustling
uneasily in the {olds of her heavy black
crape. “However that may be, no will
has been found, either in the desk or in
the hands of his lawyer, where it should
most probably be. The lawyer admits
drawing one up for him years ago, but
thinks he must have destroyed it later, as
no trace of it can be found.”

“l have nothing to live upon, then,”
said Bonnibel, vaguely.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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MOTHER JOYS,

A Dimpled Dotin Her Arms nud a body
Without & PFPain. Herds a Cnse of
Mother Cnred of Tormenting Piles by
Dr Agnew's Qintment,

“After baby was ®horn I suffered great
torment from piles. Nothing gave e
anv lasting relief or benefit until [ used
Dr. Agnew’s Ointment. Oane app.ication
gave me almost instant relief, and a few
applications cured me. Mre, M. K. Col-
liger, 50 Pacific Ave.. Toronto. Sold at
Est, W. W, Short.

o T EN——

The body of Mrs McDowell of the
Township of Anderdon, Ont., was found
with flesh torn from her back, arms and
legs. Itis supposed she fell from a buggy
and her foot got caught in the sidebar and
then she was dragged for half a mile,
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