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CHAPTER XIlI—Continued. 

“To marry me,” said the colonel. “You | 

have not wisunderstopd me, Boanibel, | 

love you, mv darling, as passionately 4 

any youug man could de. 
give yourself to me for my cherished wife. | 

“QUEENIE'S TERRIBLE SECRET,” “JACQUELINA,” ETC. 

| onel Carlyle lost his heart about her, 1 

must say his conduct to you has not been 

that of a gentleman, my dear.” 
“I quite agree with you,” said Felice, 

[ ask you to | dryly. 

She was very quiet, but her small hands 

It would be the sole aim of my life to | were tightly clenched. She seemed “to 
make you happy. 
little darling?” 

‘Why, you—you are engaged to Miss | 

Herbert,” said Bonmbel, in surprise and 

reproach. 
“I beg your pardon, my dear. I am 

not. I admire and esteem Miss Herbert 

very much, but I have never addressed a 

word of love to her. It is you whom | 

love—you whom [ wish to make my 

wife,”’ exclaimed the ardent colonel 

“I certainly understood that you would 

marry Felise,” answered Bonnibel, grave. 

ly. 
“It was a very serioss error on your 

part, my dear little girl, for I have been 
trying all the winter to make you eee that 

I loved no one but you.” 
“I never dreamed of such a thing,” ex- 

claimed the girl, in a tone of genuine dis- 

tress. 
“Then you are the only one who did 

pot suspect it,”" said he, in a mortified 
tone. “The fact was very patent to all 

others.” 
Bonnibel looked down at the shimmer- 

ing opal on her finger, and a blush of 

shame rose over her delicate features. 
She thought to herself, impulsively: 

“This is dreadful for me—a wedded 

wife—to sit here and listen to such words 
without the power of protesting against 

them.” 

“Perhaps you think I am too old for 
you, my angel,” said the colonel, break- 
ing the silence; “but my heart and my 

feelings are much younger than my years. 

1 could not have loved you more ardent- 
ly thirty years ago. But if age is a fault 

in your eyes, my darling, I will atone for 

it by every indulgence on earth, and by 

deathless devotion.” 

“Oh, pray, do not say another word, 

Colonel Carlyle. It can never be, gir. I 

can never be your wife” exclaimed the 

girl, in deep agitation. 

“But why not, my dearest girl?” 

“I do not love you. sir,” said the girl, 

cresting her graceful head half haughtily 

upon her slender throat. 
“I will teach you to love me, darling. 

Come, say that you will let me take you 
away from this house, where I can see 
that they hate you, ard make your life 

more happy. I will do anything to fur- 

ther your happiness, Bonnibel,”” urged the 

colonel. 

“What you wish is quite impossible, sir, 
I beg that you will dismiss the subject, 

wy dear, kind friend, and forget it,” re- 
peated Bonnibel, earnestly. 

“I will not take no for an answer,” re- 

plied the colonel, obdurately. “I have 

taken you by surprise, and you do not 

know your own mind, my dear little girl, 
I will give to decide 

Think of all the advantages I can offer 

and of my devoted love, 

vou a week in, 

you, Bonnibel, 

snd say yes when I come back for your 

answer,” 
So saying he abruptly took his leave, 

CHAPTER XIV. 

“Mother, Bonnibel has refused Colonel 

Carlyle 

Mrs. Arnold looked up from the sofa 

where she lay reading a novel by the gas. 
light with a start of surprise, Felise had 
come into the room as quietly as a spirit 

in her white dressing-gewn, 

“Mercy, Felise, 

she excliimed. “I had just got to such an 

exciting part wher- the heroine was just 

about to be murdered by her jealous rival 

when in you came with your long bair 

how vou startled me!” 

and trailing white wrapper. like Laay 

Macbeth walking in her sleep. 1 almost 

expected to hear you exclaim: 

*“‘Here’s the smell of the blood still; 

all the perfumes of Arabia will not sweet- 

en this little hand!” 

“You are quite dramatic to-night, 

mother—your novel must be an exciting 
one,” said Felise, with a slight sneer, 
She can e forwamd and sat down in a large 

easy-chair opposite her mother. She 
looked pale, and her eyes burned with re- 
pressed excitement, 

“It is,” said Mrs, Arnold, “the most 

thrilling ‘book | have read lately. But 
what were you saying when you came in 
and frighteged me so?” 

“I said that Bonnibel had refused Col- 
onel Carlyle,” repeated Felise, distinctly. 

Mrs, Arnold sat up with her fingers be- 

tween the pages of her book, whose inter- 
esting perusal she felt loth to stop. She 
eaid, balf stupidly: 

“Oh, she has, has she! Well, it had to 
come to that, souner or later, you know, 
my love.” 

“Indeed?” answered Felise, shortly. 
“Well, you know we have been expect. 

ing it some time, Felise, ever since Cul. 

Will you be my wife, hold passion in a leash” by a strong ef- 

| fort of will, 

“But how did you find it out?” inquired 
her mother, thinking that Felise was tak- 

| ing it quite calmly, after all. 
“As I find out most things—by keeping 

my eyes and ears open!” retorted her 

daughter, tartly. 
“When did it happen?” 
“l his afternoon, while you were out 

calling on the Trevertons.” 

“Was the old focl much cut up about 

it?” inquired Mrs. Arnold, inelegantly. 
“He would not take wo for an answer,” 

said Felise. “He wanted her to take time 
to think of all the advantages he offered 
her, and be is coming in a week to hear 

her decision.” 
“The silly old dotard!” ejaculated her 

mother. “Well, all he can by his persist- 

ence is a second refueal.” 
Felise Herbert straightened herself in 

her chair, and looked at her mother with 

a strange smile on her face. 
“I do not intend that he shall get a 

second refusal!” she said, in a low voice 

that was very firm and incisive. 
Mrs. Arnold stared at her daughter in 

blank surprise and incredulity. 
“Why, Felise, what can you mean?’ she 

toquired, E 
“] mean that Bonnibel Vere shall marry 

Colonel Carlyle!’ her daughter answered, 

in the same low, determined voice. 

“Why, my dear, you know it canuot be 

when she already has a husband! Besides, 

I did not know tnat you wanted them to 
marry. [I thought—I thought—"’ said 
Mrs. Arnold, stopping short because sur- 
prise had overpowered her. 

She looked at the white figure sitting so 
quietly there in the arm-chair, with some 
apprehension. Had Felise’s disappoint- 

ment impaired her reason? 

“You need not look at me so strangely, 
mother,” said Felise. “I assure you I am 
uot mad, as your eyes imply. I am as 
sane as you are; but I have said that Bon- 

nibel Vere shall marry my recreant lover, 
and | mean to keep my wora, She has 
stolen him from me, and now she shall 

warry him and get out of my way! Or 
perhaps you would prefer to keep her 
here to spoil the next eligible chance I 
get,” said Felise, looking at her mother 
with burning eyes. 

“I don’t see how you can bring her to 
consent to such a thing, even if you arein 

earnest, my dear.” 
“You have got to help me, mother. 

You shall tell her that you will not allow 
her to refuse Colonel Carlyle—-that she 

shall become his wife, and that if she does 

«ot revoke her rejection, you will turn 
her instantly into the street!” 

“Felise, will you tell me why you are 
so determined upon their marriage? I 

supposed yon were unwilling to it—it 
would be only natural for you to oppose 

it—but you seem as anxious for it as Col- 
nnel Carlyle himself. Again, I ask you 
why?” 

“Mother, I told you I would ‘take a ter- 

1ible revenge upon my rival, Thisis a 
part of my revenge. Their marriage will 

be the first act in the drama. Deo not ask 

me how I am going to proceed. Let me 
work out my revenge in my own way. I 

Never fear but I 

will pay it off with interest!” 
“But, Felise, you must know that Bon- 

nibel would sooner declare her secret 

marriage than be forced into another one. 

I can turn her into the street if you are 
determined upon it; but I know I cannot 

make a girl as truthful and pure as Bon- 
nibel Vere knowingly become the wife of 
two husbands.” 

“I fully admit your inability to do that, 

mother. I do not intend to insist on your 
performance of impossibilities, As for 
Leslie Dane, look here!” 

She straightened out a folded paper she 
had carried in her bosom, and leaning for 

ward pointed out a small paragraph to her 
mother. 

Mrs. Arnold read the brief paragraph 
with starting eyes, then turned and looked 

at her daughter, She no longer kept her 

finger between the pages of her novel, 
It had slipped down upon the floor. She 
was getting absorbed in this tragedy iv 

real life, 
“Is it possible?” she exclaimed. 

lise, can it be true?” 

“Why uot?” was the cool interrogatory. 
“Such things happen often—don’t they? 

“ ‘Every minute dies a man, 
Every minute one is born,” ” 

“Let me see the date,” Mrs. Arnolo 

said, bending forward. “Ah! it is ver) 
recent. Well, I am surprised. But ye 
it is a very fortunate occurrence, is it not? 

Of course it is genuine. 
“Why, of course it is,” said Felise, with 

owe them both a score. 

“Fe- 

a short, dry laugh, “How else could it be 
in the paper? They don’t put such things 

in for sport, I suppose.” 
“Of course not; but it came upon me 80 

suddenly I felt quite incredulous at first. 
Well, this puts a new face upon the mat 

ter, does it not, my dear?” 

“Certainly, mother. I will show her 
this paper, and she cannot have any pre. 
text for repeating her refusal in (je face 

of the alternative with which yo) shail 
threaten her. I suppose any girl in her 
senses would marry Colonel Carlyle and 

his millians rather than be turned out 

homeless into the street.” 
She sat still a moment staring before 

her into futurity with lurid eyes that saw 

her revenge already, and curling lips that 
began to taste its sweetness in anticipa. 

tion, 

“When must I tell her, Felise?” in. 

quired Mrs. Arnold. 
“To-morrow, mother, There is no use 

in delaying matters. Let us bring the 

marriage about as speedily as possible. 
You will tell her to-moriow what she has 
to do, and I will be on hand with the 

paper.” 
She rose slowly. 
“Well, I will go, and leave you to finish 

your novel,” she said; “but if you take 
my advice you will retire instead. It is 

growing late. Good -night.” 
“Good-night, my love, and pleasant 

dreams,” her mother answered. 
She went out as quietly as she had en. 

tered, her dark hair flying wildly over her 

shoulders and her white robes trailing 
noiselessly after her. 
her hands together, and again Mrs, Arnold 

thought of Lady Macbeth washing her 
hands and crying in her sleep, “Out, 

damned spot!” 
Ah, Felise Herbert! There was a stain 

on your soul as red as that on Lady Mac- 

beth’s hand! 

CHAPTER XV, 

The morning after the rejection of 

Colonel Carlyle, Bonnibel Vere sat alone 
in a pleasant little morning-room that was 
thrown out from the main residence as a 
wing. It was daintily furnished in blue 

plush and walnut, and had double glass 
doors that looked out upon a lovely little 

garden that in this pleasant May season 

was glowing with bloom and fragrance. 
Bonnibel had been trying to read, but 

in the perturbed state of her mind she 

couid not fix her attention upon the book. 
It bad fallen from her lap upon the floor, 

and as she sat in the luxurious arm-chair 

she leaned forward with her little chin 
buried in one pink palm and her blue eyes 

gazing into vacancy, as if lost in thoughts 
She looked very fair and sweet sitting 

there in a cool, white morning-dress, trim- 

med in lace, and dotted about with sev- 

eral bows of black ribbon, Her beautiful 
hair, which was growing long and thick 

again. fell upon her shoulders in loose 

curls, like glints of sunshine. 
She had broken a spray of white hya- 

cinth and pinned it on her bosom, and she 
looked as pure and sweet as the flower it- 

self. 
“] am very sorry,” she was thinking to 

nerself, “that I was so unfortunate as to 

win Colonel Carlyle’s affection. I cer- 

tainly never dreamed of such a thing, and 

a year ago I should have laughed in the 
face of any old man who dared propose to 
me, and have told him I did not wish to 

marry my grandfather. Heigh-ho! I 
have grown graver now, and do not turn 

everything into a jest as [ did then. 
Still; I wish it had not happened. “I liked 
him simply as my father’s friend, and I 

thought he liked me just as papa’s daugh- 

ter.” 
She sighed heavily. 
“I think I understand some things now 

that have puzzled me all the winter,”’ she 
mused “He was Felise’s lover when I 
first came, and I have unconsciously riv- 

aled her. She hates me for it, and Aunt 
Arnold hates me, too. Ah! if they knew 
all that I know they need not be afraid. 
Felise is welcome to him, and I will try 
to induce him to return to her. I never 
thought that Colonel Carlyle could have 
acted so basely toward her as it seems he 
has ph 

Mrs, Arnold’s sudden entrance into the 

room interrupted her meditations. She 
looked sv angry and oberbearing that 

Bonnibel rose and was about leaving the 
room when she was recalled abruptly. 

“Stay, Bonnibel; I wish to speak with 

you. Resume your seat, if you please.” 
Flushing with resentment at the inso- 

lent authority of the tone, Bonnibel turan- 
ed and faced the lady with a gleam of 
pride shining in her blue eyes. 
“Pardon me," she answered coldly, “I 

will hear what you have to say standing.” 

“As you please,” said Mrs. Arnold, 
with a sneer. “Perhaps your strength 
may not stand the ordeal, however.” 

Bonnibel stared at her in silent surprise. 

“You have refused an offer of marriage 
from Colonel Carlyle,” said Mrs. Arnold 
iu a tone of deep displeasure. 

Bonnibel’s fair cheeks deepened their 

color ever so slightly. 

“Yes, madam, I have,” she answered 
after a moment’s thought. “But am 
ignorant of the means by which you be- 
came cognizant of the fact.” 

“It does not matter,” Mrs. Arnold re- 
plied, flushing to a dark red under the 
clear pure eyes bent upon her. “Perhaps 

ne told me himself. One would think 
that even so elderly a lover would con- 
sult a young lady’s guardian and protec- 

\ 

She was twisting 

Hath His Ill Day.” 
A doctor's examination 

might show that kidneys, 
liver and stomach are wai 
but the doctor cannot ana 
the blood upon which ge 
organs depend. k 
Hood’s Sarsapari in, prac vitalizes 

and enriches the bl It cures you 
when ‘‘a bit off’ or when seriously 
afflicted. It never disappoints. 

~*“1 believe Hood's Sar- 
saparilla has no equal for rheumatism, It 
has done me more good than any other 
medicine I have taken,” MRs, PATRICK 
KENNEY, Brampton, Ont, 

Cough After long illness, I 
ery weak and Bod NE 00g, I 

epald not eat or sleep. Different remedies 
did not help me but Hood's Sarsaparilla 
built me up and I'am now able to attend to 
my work,” MINNIE JAQues Oshano, Ont. 

"Hood's Pills cure liver ills; the non-irritating and 
only cathartic #0 take with Hood's Sarsaparil 

tor before addressing her! But no matter 

how I came by my information, you ad- 

mit its truth,” 

“Certainly, madam,” Bonnibel answer- 

ed quietly, but wondering within herself 

what all this fencing meant. She was 

growing slightly nervous. The fair hands 

trembled slightly as they hung lightly 

clasped before her, and the white and red 

rose triumphed alternately in her cheek. 

Mrs. Arnold stood resting her folded 

arms on the back of a chair, regarding the 

lovely young creatume as if she had been 

a culprit before the bar of justice. 

“May I ask what were your reasons for 

declining the honor Colonel Carlyle of- 

fered you?’ she inquired in measured 

tones. 
Bonnibel was half-tempted terdeny Mrs. 

Arnold’s right to ask such a question. 

With an effort she fought down the quick 

impulse, and answered in a voice as gentle 

as the other’s was rude and self-assertive: 

“I did not love him, Aunt Arnold!” 

“Love! Love!” sneered the widow con- 

temptuously, “What had love to do with 

the matter? You, a poor, penniless, de- 

pendent creature, to prate of love when 
such a man as Colonel Carlyle lays his 

millions at your feet! You should have 

jumped at the chance and thanked him 

for his condescension!” 

The listener regarded her with horror 

and amazement. Her delicate lips quiv- 

ered with feeling, and her eyes were mis- 

ty with unshed tears, 
(x0 BE CONTINUED.) 
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A WOMAN'S ADVICE. 

New Sessa Lady Ree- 
ommends Dodd’s Kid- 

ney Fills. 

Used them for the common trouble, 
Weak Back—After One Box no 
Further Trouble—Dodd's Kid- 

ney Pills a Specific for 
cackache, 

CuMBERLAND Bay, N. B,, Dec, 4.—It 
is safe to say there isnot a woman in New 

Brunswick, Nova Scoua or Prince Ed- 

ward Island who does not know from ex- 
periencee the meaning of backache, That 

is to say, the meaning in so far as it makes 
household work a dragging effort, god 

takes the joy out of life. If everybody 
knew the full meaniag of backache they 

could not hasten to cure themselves too 
quickly. 

Backache is Kidney Disease pure and 
simple. Nobody ever had backache and 

perfectly working kidneys at the same 
time, Backache is really the dull pain of 

Diseased Kidoeys. No external treat- 

ment can be of any possible use, You 
cannot reach the kidneys by rubbing the 
back. The way te reach the kidueys is 

by Dodad’s Kidney Pills, They have a re- 

putation for curing backache such as no 
other medicine possesses. 

A lady writes in this connection: 

“Cumberland Bay, N, B. 
“It is with pleasure that I can recom- 

mend your famous Dodd’s Kidney Pills, 
Last winter I was taken with pain in my 

back with soreness in about the region of 
the kidneys, I lost my appetite and be- 
came weak and unable to work. After 

suffering in this way for some weeks | de- 
cided to try Dodd’s Kidney Pills and atter 
using one box the pain and soreness had 
left my back, and I am pleased to say I 

have had no return of it since, 
“Yours very truly, 
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An ordinance has been passel in West 

Palm Beach, Fla., forbidding females to 
euter salons. 

ALWAYS KKEP OR HAND 

THERE IS RO KIND OF PAIN OR 
ACHE, INTERNAL OR EXTERNAL, 
pr Re irie WILL NOT RE. | 

OUT FOR IMITATIONS AND SUB- 
STITUTES. THE GENUINE. ‘BOTTLE 
bid THE NAME, 

PERRY DAVIS & SON. 

—~IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN — 

TEAS, TOBACCOS and CIGARS 
44 & 46 DOCK STREET ST. JOHN N. B. 

Bonded Warehouse No. & 

Fall and 

Winter Goods." 

Ladies’ Jackets, 

Ladies’ Underwear, 

Men’s Overcoats, 

Men’s and Boy’s Ulsters, i “ @ « Hatsand 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, 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, Flour, Cornmeal and Oatmeal. 
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