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CHAPTER XV-—Continued.

“Surely, Aunt Arnold,” she said, ques-
tioningly, “you wonld not have had me
accept Colouel Carlyle simply for bhis
gold?”’

“Yes, I would, though,” answered Mrs,
Arnold roughly, “and what is more, I in-
tend that you shall accept him, Bonnibel
Vere! Girl, you must have been mad to
dream of refusing such a splendid offer.
When Colonel Carlyle returns. for his |
final answer you will tell him that your
first refusal wasonly a girlish freak of eo-
quetry, to try his love, and that you ac-
cept his offer gratefully.”

Bonnibel’s cheeks turned as white as
ber dress, a mist rose before her eyes,
shutting out the sight of her aunt’s angry
face.

She staggered and put out her haud to
steady herself by a chair. Mre. Arnold
regarded her with an air of cold insolence.

“] thought vou would find it rather be-
yond your strength to stand before our
conversation was over,” she remarked,
with slight sarcasm.

Bonnibel did not seem to hear the last
shaft of malice. She answered the pre-
ceding words in a voice that she strove to
render steady and controlled.

“I cannot recognize your right to dic-
tate to me in a matter that concerns my-
self alone, madam.”’

Mrs. Arnold listened to the proud, calm
tones in furious wrath,

“You defy my authority? You refuse
to obey me?” she broke out, angrily.

“Your violence leaves me no other al-
ternative, Aunt Ainold,” said the young
girl, trying hard to speak calmly. “I do
not wish to marry yet, and the man whom
you wish me to accept as a husband, could
pever be the choice of my heart. I can-
not understand why you should wish to
force me into a marriage so unsuitable.”
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Old Man's
Darling.

BY MRS. ALEX. McVEIGH MILLER,
AUTHOR OF “QUEENIE’'S TERRIBLE SECRET,”” “JACQUELINA,” ETC.

The graceful, womanly dignity of the
young girl’s words and manner made no
impression on the coarse woman’s nature.
She only saw before her the girl she had
hated ever since her innocent babyhood,
the girl whose peerless beauty had come
between Felise and her brilhant prospects.
She broke out in a pastionate resent-
ment:

“Because I want to be rid of you, girl!
You have been a stumbling-block in my
path your whole life, and | hate the very

! thoughtful brow.

sight o"our'baby-f&ce! But I took pity
nd cared for you when poverty
In return for my kind-

Now

uon you
came upon you.
ness vou stole my daughter’s lover!
you shall marry him and get out of her
way. Itis the only reparation you can
make her. Do you think I will allow
you to refuse Colonel Carlyle, and remain

i NOW,

here to cheat her out of the next eligible
chance that offers? Never!”
It was hard work for the listener to be |

' finger to a marked paragraph.

so fiercely essailed by this woman and not
break out into the angry remonstrances
that were swelling in her heart., But
Bonnibel had learned the difficult art of |
self-control lately. She reflected to her- |
self that it was but natural that Mrs, Ar- |
nold should feel sore over the disappoint- |
ment and humiliation of her clever. hand-

gome daughter.
“] am very sorry to hear that you hate |
u[

bave had no one to love me since Uncle |

me so much,” she said, a little sadly.

Francis died, and [ hoped I might win a |
Jlittle place in his wife’s heart. But you |
wrong me, indeed, in charging me with '
stealing Felise’s lover. I never dreamed
of winuing him away from her; I was de-
ceived by his interest in me, thinking it
was simply because he bad been a friend |
I might |

Perhaps 1

and comrade of my dear papa.
have known better, you say.
might, but I was blinded by private trou-
bles of my own, and scarcely heeded what
went on around me. [ am very sorry i/
have been the innocent cause of pain to
Felise.”

“Spare her the additional mortification |

of your sympathy,” was the ironical an- ;
“I think she can bear the old dot-
ard’s desertion. She does not desire your
regrets, and [ believe | have nawed the
only reparation possible for you.”

“And that!” said the girl, slowly.

“Is to marry Colonel Carlyle and get |
out of her way,”” was the harsh reply.

“] cannot do that,” said Bonnibel, hur-
riedly. “It is impossible for me to marry
Colonel Cariple—there are many reasons ‘
why 1 should not. As to the other, I

Wil }—" '
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She was about to add, “I will go away l tragic scene at least.”

from  here,” but a sickening thought
flashed across her. Where could she go? |

She had no relative to fly to in ber trou- ‘
ble. She did not know how to work and |
take care of herself. She had pever
learned anything useful, and her educa-
tion had been mostly limited to those
showy, superficial accomplishments in
vogue in the fashionable world., She had

five hundred fashionable friends, but not
one to whom she could turn for comfort
in this her dark bour.

“You say you caonot marry Colonel
Carlyle,” said Mis. Arnold, breaking in

' roses with the thought of death.

| of America.

' along the hall and up the stairs to her own

|all," suggested Mis, Ainold,

on her{troubled® silence. “Listen to the
only alternative that is left you. 1 give
youa until he returns for his answer to de-
cide in. It you do not then accept him
you shall no longer have the shelter of my
roof. Yes, in the very hour that you re-
fuse Carlyle’s millions, I will turn you
out homeless into the streets!”

Into the streets! How the words grat-
ed on the gigl’s horrified hearing, She
had seen ther¥ take up a dead girl from
the street once, a girl as young and fair |
almost as herself,

They said she had poisoned herself be-
cause she had no home. They took her
away to the Morgue, but Bonnibel had
never forgotten that fair, still face as it
lay cold in death,

She recalled it now with a shiver.
Some one had turned the poor girl into
the streets to die. Would that be her
fate?

A deadly weakness stole over her, She
dropped into a chair like one shot, and
Mrs. Arnold as she stood near her, could
hear the loud, wild beating of her heart.
Her httle white hands trembled, and her
cheeke and lips turned white as marble.

“Aunt Arnold,” she said, looking up at
the cruel, relentless woman, “you would
not do that, surely? I should have no-
where to go, and I am so terribly afraid
of the night and the darkness in the dread-
ful streets of the city!”

“No matter,” sneered the listener.
“You can go to one of the finest houses in
the city if you like, and have every lux-
ury that wealth can command—but if the
refuse that, out you go from under the
shelter of this roof?”

_ There was the sound of some one sing-
ing in the flower-garden outside.

It was Felise. She came in with one
handful of roses, while the other held a
newspaper which she was studying with a

“Bonnibel,” she said, abruptly, “do you
recollect that young artist, Leslie Dane,
who used to visit at Sea View last sum-
mer?”’

A wave of color drifted into the girl’s
white cheek. She looked up quickly into
the thoughtful face of Felise.

“Yes,” she answered. ‘“What of him,
Felise?”’

“Did he not go to Rome to study paint-
ing?”’ inquired the artful girl.

“That was his intention, I believe,’” said
Bonnibel, wondering what was coming

“I thought so. There can be no mis-
take, then—poor fellow! Look here,
Bonnibel.” i

She put the paper she carried intc the
young girl’s hand, and touched her taper

Bonnibel’s eyes followed the jeweled
finger and read the few lines with staring
gaze, mutely conscious of the overpower-
ing scent of the roses that Felise carried
in her hand.

Ever afterward Bonnibel associated

“Died on the 10th of April, at Rome,
Italy, of malarial fever, Leslie Dane, in
the 24th ycar' of his age. Mr. Dane was
an artist and a native of the United States
I\’m{uh scat in ptu‘c'.”

CHAPTER XVI.

Felise was prepared to see her rival fall
fainting at her feet.

She expected nothing less from the
shock to the girl’s already overwrought
feelings, and in anticipation she already
gloated over the sight of her sufferings.

Jut she was mistaken., Bonnibel
neither screamed nor fainted. She sat
like one dazed for a moment, her blue
eyes riveted to the paper, and her face
growing white as death, while the two
women who bated her watched her with
looks of triumph.

The next instant, with a bound like that
of a wounded fawn seeking some leafy
covert in which to die, she sprang from
her seat and 1ushed from the room,
clenching the fatal paper in her hand.

They could hear her light feet flying

especial apartments.

The two wicked women looked at each
other blaukly.

“] did not expect her to take it that
way,’’ said Mrs, Arno!d.

“Nor L,” returned Felise. *“I looked
for a fainting spell, or some kind of a

“Perhaps she dues not care much after
“She is
young, and the young are proverbially
fickle. She may have ceased to love
him.” ’

“No, she has not. I am confident of
that, mother., ‘Her face looked dreadful
when she went out. She is too proud te
let us see how she is wounded-—that is all.
She turned as white as a dead woman
while she was reading, and there was a
hunted, desperate look in her eyes. De.

pend upon it she is terribly stricken.”

“Do you think she will consent to mar-
ry Colonel Carlyle now, Felise?”

“I rather think she will after the awful
alternative you placed before her.”

“Did you hear our conversation, my
Gear?” :
“Every word of it, mother. I mustsay
you sustained your part splendidly. I
feared you would not display sufficient
firmness, but you came off with flying {
colors,” '

Mrs, Arnold smiled. She was well-
pleased at her daughter’s praise, for
though her life was devoted to the service
of Felise, the schemiyg girl seldom gave
her a word or smile of commendation.
She answered quickly :

“I am glad you were pleased, my love.
I tried to be as positive as you wished me
to be., I fancied I heard you under the
window once.”

“I was there,” said Felise with a laugh.

“She was very much shocked when 1
threatened to turn her out of doors,” said
Mrs. Arnold. “She looked at me quite
wildly.”

“She will be more shocked when she
finds you meant every word, for, mother,
if she dares not accept Colonel Carlyle,
you shall certainly drive her away!” ex-
claimed Felise, and a wild and lurid gleam
of hatred fired her eyes as she spoke, that
boded evil to the fair and innocent girl
upoa whom she had sworn to take a ter-
rible revenge.

* .

Bonnibel flew up the stairs to her own
room, still clenching the fatal paper tight-
ly in her hand, and locking her door,
threw herself downward upon the carpet
and lay there like one dead.

She bhad not fainted. Every nerve was
keenly alive and quivering with pain.
Her heart was beating in great, suffocat-
ing throbs, her throat felt stiff and choked
as if compressed by an iron hand, and her
head ached terribly as if someone had
hurled a heavy stone upon it.

Her whole being seemed to be but ore
great pulse of intense agony, yet she lay
still and moveless, save that now and then
a convalsive clutch of the small hand
pressed to her throat showed that life still
inhabited that beautiful frame.

Life! The thought came to her sudden-
ly and painfully. She raised herself
slowly and heavily, as if the weight of her
sorrow crushed her down to earth, and the
full realization of the terriole change
broke over her. Leslie Dane was dead.
That graceful form, that handsome face
was hidden beneath the damp earth
mould. The dark eyes of her artist hus-
band would never shine down upon her
again with the love-light beaming in them,
those lips whose smiles she had loved so
well would never press hers again as they
had done that night when he had blessed
her and called her his wife. But she—she
was a living, agonized creature, the play-
thing of fate—oh, God! she thought,
clasping her hands together wildly, oh,
God! that she were dead and lying in the
grave with the loved one she wounld never
see again, She felt in all its passionate
intensity the force of another’s heart-
wrnng utterance. '

“Dead, dead!”” she moaned.

“Oh, God! since he could die,

The world’s a grave, and hope lies buried
there.”

Ah! Bonnibel, sweet Bonnibel! It is a
dark world indeed on which your tearful
gaze looks forth! It bas been the grave
of hope to many, yet destiny pushes us
forward blindly, and we cannot stay her
juggernaut whzels as they roll over our
hearts.

“] am eighteen years old,and I am a
widoe,” she moans at last, and staggers
blindly to her feet, pushing back the fair

locks from her brow with shaking hands,
129 ;

-

* * * *

“I am a widow!

Oh! the pathos of the words! As she
speaks them she draws the blinde, drops
the curtains, and the room is shrouded in
darkness. She has shut out the world
from the sight of suffering. You and I,
my reader, will turn aside, too, from the
contemplation of that cruelly tried young
heart as it fights the battle in the gloom
and silence,

“Who hreathes must suffer; and who

thinks must mourn;
And he alone is blessed who ne’er was
boru.”

* * * * * *

Six days later Colonel Carlyle was ush-
ered into Mrs, Arnold’s drawing-room and
sent up his card to Miss Vere

After a slight delay she came gliding in,
pale and pure as a snow-drop, and demure
as a little nun. Colonel Carlyle both felt
and saw that some subtle and indefinable
change had come over her as he bowed
over the cold, white hand she placed in
his.

It was a very warm day, even for May;
but she was clothed from head to foot in
heavy mourning draped with crape. Her
golden hair was brushed straight back
from her temples and “grthered into a

| simple coil fastened with a comb of jat.

From that somber setting; her fair face and
bright hair shone like a star.

“You are pale, Bonaibel; I trust you
have not been ill,” excfaimed the ancient
suitor anxiously.

“] am as well as usual.” she answered,
with a slight, cold smile,

They sat down, and the ardent lover at
ouce plunged into the subject nearest his
heart. /

“Bonnibel, I have come for my answer,

you know,” le said. “I hope and trust
it,may be a favorable one.”
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You are master of your
health, and if you do not

’
attend to duty, the blame is
easily located. r blood
is out of order, Hood’s Sar-
saparilla will purify it.

1t ie the specific remedy for troubles
of the blood, kidneys, bowels or liver.

Heart Trouble I had heart trouble
for a number of years and different medi~
cines failed to benefit me. I tried Hood's
Sarsaparilla and three bottles com letely
and perfectly cured me.” MRs. C. A. FLINN,
Wallace Bridge, N. S. 4

A W-“ As I had lost five chil-
dren 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-irrita: and
only cathartic to take with Hood's Sarsaparil

The girl’s sweeping lashes lifted a ;mo-
ment from her pale cheeks, and her blue
eyea regarded him sadly; but she did not
speak. He bent down and lifted her
white, listless hand in his and held it
fondly.

“My dear, shall it be yes?”” he inquired.
‘Will you give me this precious little
treasure?”

Bonnibel looked down at the hand that
lay in the colonel’s—it was the one which
wore the opal ring—that beautiful,
changeful gem. Its colors were dim and
pale to-day. She shivered slightly, as if
with cold.

“Colonel Carlyle, I told you when we
spoke of this before that [ did not love
you, she said, faintly.

Tne colonel did not appear to be dis-
heartened by this plaintive plea,

“At least you do not hate me, Borni-
bel,”’ he said, half questioningly.

“Oh, no,” she answered quickly; “I like
you very much, Colonel Carlyle. You
have been so very kind to me, you know
—but it is only the liking one has for a
friend—it is in no way akin to love.”

“I will try to be contented with just
your friendly liking, my dear one, if you
will give yourself to me,” he answered,
eagerly. ;

“I believe I could give you a‘daughter’s
affection, but never that of a wife,”” she
murmured. :

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
PRRER TR SR F1re
A Cift to Cive.

It is often ditficult to decide what to
get your friends for holiday gifts. Here
is a suggestion : ;

“Good-morning, Jenuie, I have brought
you a nice present,” said Gertrude, as she
handed her friend a neatly wrapped pack-
age.

The pale, weary looking girl, who was
slowly recovering from severe illness,
opened the bundle and held up a large
bottle of clear, rich medicine.

“Hood’s Sarsaparilla!’”’ she exclaimed.
“I have been reading about it to-day and
wished I had a bottle.”

On New Year’s Day Jennie was able to
be out on the street, and to her friends
who remarked how well she was looking
she simply said, “Hood’s Sarsaparilla,”
and every one of them knew it was this
great medicine that had given back her
heaith,
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INJURED BY A BLAST.

At Sherbrooke, Guyeboro, N. S,, Tues-
day, an explosion took place in one of the
pits worked by the Guysboro Gold Manu-
facturing Company. Three men were
injared, two seriously. Tom Petriquin
was badly cut about the face and his
hands were terribly mangled. He may
posssbly lose a hand., McDonald was cut
about the face and head and had his back

hurt. One other man was badly shaken
up.

DR. A. W, CHASE'S 2 5

CATARRH CURE ... &WJC.
is sent direct to the diseased
parts by the Improved Blowe1
Heals the ulcers, clears the 't
pascages, stops droppings in t}
throat and permanantly cu»

)

L
A b 4 Catarrh and Hay Fever, Voo
AR tree. All dealers. or DA W -
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A steamr er last week was stopped, owing
to a dense sea fog in the month of the
river. An old lady inquired of the cap-
tain the cause of the delay. *Can’t see
up the river,” replied the captain. *‘But
I can see the stars overhead, continued
the old party. “Yes, but until the boil-
ers bust we ain’t a-goin’ that way.”’—
World’s Comic,
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~ GURE ALL YOUR PAINS WITH

Pain-Killer.

© A Medicine Chest In Itself.
Simple, Safe and Quick Cure for

GRAMPS, DIARRHOEA, COUGHS,

COLDS, RHEUMATIS N,

NEURALGIA. |
28 and B0 cent Botties.
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS.
BUY ONLY THE GENUINE,

PERRY DAVIS'
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--ntrom AND DEALEBSIW- ~° " Wi
TEAS, TOBACCOS and CIGARS
44 & 46 DOCK STREET ST.JOHN N.B.

Bonded Warchouse No. &

Falland =
Winter Goods:

Men’s Overcoats, | Ladies’ Jackets,

Men’s and Boy’s Ulsters, - Ladies’ Underwear,
. “ Hats and Caps, Sacque and Coat Cloth, (\(

Shirts and Drawers, Flannelette, ’

Top Shirts, Flannels—all colors,

Men’s and Boy’s Sweaters, Eiderdown Flannel,

Wool Blankets, Chenille Portiers,

Flannelette Blankets, Chenille Table Covers,

Horse Rugs, Lumbermen’s Socks,

Buffalo Lining, Etaffe Jumpers and Pants,

Homespuns, Al Trimmings of all kinds,

Men’s Suitings, Cotton Flannel,

Overalls and Jumpers, Ladies’ Wrappers,

Ladies’ Fur Trimmed Capes, Men’s Fur Lined Coats, Men’s Fur Caps, Men’s
Fur Coats, Ladies’ Fur Collars, Ladies’ Fur Muffs, Goat Robes, Boots, Shoes,
Rubbers and Overshoes.

A full stock of Groceries, Hardware, Iron and Steel, Herring, Shad,
Codfish and Ling, Floar, Cornmeal and Oatmeal.

J. & W. BRAIT xit co. ¥ B
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¥
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Good Work---Low Rates.
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Address Labels, Books, Bill-Heads, Bills of Lading, Blanks all kinds
Bonds, Blotters, Bills of Fare, Business Cards, Ball Invitations,
Ball Programmes, Catalogues, Circulars, Calendars, Checks, ,
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