THE KEVIEW RICHIBUCTO N B. NOVE]

g
» g s

A NN

Old Mans

Darling.

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

CHAPTER VIill=-Oontinued. \

“Be quiet, Lncy; my head aches,” said
Bonnile), thinking it very improper for |
the girl to discuss her superior’s affairs so
freely; she therefore dismissed the subject |
and thought no more about it, little
dreaming that it was one portemtous of
evil to herself.

Felise need not have troubled herself
with the fear of Bonnibel’s rivalry. The
young girl was only too willing to he kept
in the background. In the seclusion
which Mrs. Arnold deemed it proper to
observe after their dreadful and tragic ber- |
eavement they received bot few visitors
and Bonnibel was glad that ber recent ill- |
ness was considered a sufficient pretext for |
denying herself to even these few. Some :
there were—a few old friends and one er |
two loving scboolmates—who refused to l
be denied and whom Bonnibel reluctantly |
admitted, but these few fourd her so
changed in appearance and broken in spirit
that they went away marveling at her per- |
sistent grief for the uncle whom the world |
blamed very much because he had failed 1
to provide for her as became her birth,
and poeition, ,

But while the world censured Mr, Arn-
old’s neglect of her, Bonnibel never blam- |
ed her uncle by word or thought. She |
believed what he had told her on the ‘
memorable evening of his death, He had |
provided for her, she knew, and the will, ‘
perhaps, had been lost. What bad become |
of it she could not conjecture, but she was |
far from imputing foul play to anyone. i
The thought never entered her mind.
She was too pure and innocent herself to |
suspect evil in cthers, and the overwhelm- |
ing horror of her uncle’s tragic death still |
brooded over her spirit to the utter exclu- ‘
gion of all other cares save one, and that |
one & sore, sore trial that it needed all her |
epergies to endure, the silence of Leslie |
Dane gnd her anxieties regarding nis fate; |
for still the days waned and faded and no
tidings came to the sick heart that waited |
in passionate suspense for a sigu from the |
loved and lost one.

Strange to say, she bad never learned |
the fatal truth that Leslie Dane stood |

charged with her uncle’s murder, and that ‘

justice was still on the alert to discover%
During her severe and |
pearly fatal illuess all approach to the
sulject of the murder had been prohibited |

by the caretul physician, and on her con- |

'
1

kis whereabouts

valescence the newspapers had been ex- |
cluded from her sight and the subject ta- |
booed in her presence. Shehad forgotten |
the solemn charge of Felise Herbert and |
ber mother that fatal night which she bhad :
«0 indignautly refuted. |
spared the krowledge that the malignity
of the two women had succeeded in fixing
the crime on the innocent head of the man
she Joved. Had Bonnibel known that fact
_she would have left Mrs, Arnold’s roof !
although starvation andjdeath had been
the inevitable consequence. But she did
not know, and so woped and pined in her
chamber, tearful and utterly despairing, |
oblivious to the fact that she was doing |
what Felise most desired in thus secluding |
herself, ‘

!

Now she was |

CHAPTER IX.

A blind chance at last brought about
the fatal meeting between Bonnibel Vere |
and Colonel Carlyle which Felise Herbert |
so greatly dreaded and deprecated.

As the autumn
winter Bonunibel

months merged into |
had developed a new |
vhase of her trouble, A great and ex- |
ceeding restlessness took possession of her. |

She no longer moped in her chamber,
thinking and thinking on the one smbject
that began to obscure even the memory of
She had brooded over |
until her brain
reeled with agony—now a strange longing |
for oblivion and forgetfulness took hold
upon her.

“Oh! for that fabled Lethean draught
which men drink and straightway all the
past is forgotten!”” she would murmur
wildly as she paced the floor, wringivg her
beautiful hands and weeping. “Either
Leslie has deserted me or he is dead. In
either case it is wretchedness to remember
him! Oh! that I could forget!”

Shrouded in her thick veil and long
cloak she began to take long rambling
walks every day, returning weary and fa-
tigued, so that sleep, which for awhile had
deserted her pillow, began to return, and |
in long and heavy slumbers she would
lose for a little while the memory of the
handsome artist, so deeply loved in that
brief and beautiful summer, Those days
were gone forever. Her brief spring of
happiness was over. It seemed to her
that the only solace that remained to her
weary heart was forgetfulness.

Once, rendered desperate by her sus-
penee, she had written a letter to Leslie—
a long and loving letter, full of tender re-
proaches for bis silence, and containing
the whole story of her uncle’s tragic death,
She had begged him to send her just one
little line to assure her that she was not

her Uncle Francis,

Leslie’s strange silence

| gossip of her maid, Lucy.

| lover,

forgotten, and thie beautiful little letter,
filled with the pure thoughts of her inno-
cent heart, she bad directed to Rome,
Italy.

No answer came to that vearning cry

| from the aching heart of the little wife.

She waited until hope became a hideous
mockery. She began to think how strange
it was that she, little Bonuibel Vere, who
looked so much like a child, with her short
bair and baby-blue eyes, was really a wife,

' But for the shining opal ring with its
 pretty inecription, “Mizpab,”” which Les.
' lie had placed upon her finger that night,
' she would have beguu to believe that it

was all a fevered dream.

She was thinking of that ring one day
as she walked along the crowded streets
filled with eager shopper, for Christmas
was drawing near, and people were busy
providing holiday gifts for their dear ones.

“Mizpah!” sherepeated to herself, walk-
ing heedlessly along the wet and sleety
pavement. '“That meaus ‘the Lord watch
between thee and me while we are absent one
from another.’” Oh, Leslie, Leslie!™

Absorbed in painful thoughts she began
to quicken her steps, quite forgetful of
the thin sheet of ice that covered the pave-
ment, and which required very careful
walking. How it happened she could not
think, but the next moment she felt one
ankle twisting suddenly beneath her with
a dreadful pain in it, and found herself
falling to the ground. With an exclama-
tion of terror she tried to recover her bal-
ance, but vainly. She lay extended on
the ground, her hat and veil falling off,
and exposing her beautiful pale face with
its clustering locks of sunny hair.

People crowded around her immediate-
ly, but the first to reach her was a gentle-
man who was coming out of a jewelry
store in front of which she had slipped
and fallen.

He lifted her up tenderly, and a woman
restored her hat and veil,

Bonnibel tried to stand upon her feet
and thank them both for their timely aid.

To her terror a sharp twinge of pain in |

“I hope not,” she echoed, growing paler

and paler, and biting her lips to ieprun[
the moan of pain that trembled on them. |
She was really suffering acute pain from |

the twisted ankle.

He was silent a minute, studying the
beautiful, pale face with admiring eyes.

She looked up and met a world of deep
sympathy shining on her from his keen,
dark eyes.

“] was very fortunate in meeting you,
Colonel Carlyle,” she said, wently. “Be-
lieve me, I am much indebted for your
timely aid.”

“I am glad to have been of service to
your father’s daughter,” said the colonel,
howing. “I knew your father intimately
in the army, Miss Vere. We were friends
though the general was my junior in age
and my superior in rank. I have often
wondered what poor Harry’s daughter was
like. He was so frank. so handsome, 80
chivalrous, so daring.”

The girl’s blue eyes lit up with pleasure
at his praise of the father who had diedin
her infancy, but whose memory she loved
and revered. She put out her hand, say-
ing proudly:

“I thank you for your praise of him,
Colonel Carlyle. Let my father’s friend
be mine also.”

And the wealthy colonel gave the little
hand a fervent pressure, feeling that those
timely words of his had gained him
great advantage—one of which he would
not be slow to avail himself.

He was about to express his pride and
satisfaction at her words in glowing terms
when, with a faint cry, she sank back
against the cushions and closed her eyes.
She had succumbed to her pain in spite of
herself and fainted.

Fortunately they were within a block
of the house. The colonel seated himself
beside her and supported her helpless head
on his arm until the carriage stopped 1n
front of Mrs. Arnold’s splendid brown-
stone mansion. Then he carefully hfted
the fair burden in his arms and carried her
across the pavement and up the steps,
where he rang the bell.

The obsequious servant who opened the
door to him stared in surprise and alarm
at his burden, but silently threw open the
drawing-room door, where Felise and her
mother sat in company with a few visi-
tors.

Both sprang up in bewilderment as
Colonel Carlyle entered with a bow and
laid the insensible Bonnibel down upoon
the sofa. She looked like one dead as she
lay there with her closed eyes and deathly-
white face, and limp hands hanging down

her ankle warned her that she could not | helplessly.

stand upon it,
and her blue eyes filled with quick tears.

“]—I fear my ankle is sprained,” she
said, “I cannot stand uponit.”

“Never mind,” said the gentleman,
melted by the tears and the beauty of the
sufferer. *“Here is my carriage at the
curbstone. Give me your address and I
will take you home immediately ”

She uttered a cry of pain ‘

l

“What has happened, Colonei Carlyle!”
demanded Felise, stepping forward, as he
bent over Bonnibel. while her mother and
the guests echoed her words: “What has
happened?”’

“Miss Vere slipped and fell upon the
ice,”” he answered, “‘and has sustained some
serious injury. She has suffered much
pain, Let her have medical attendance at

; g . %
Bounibel was growing so faint from the | Once.

pain of her sprained ankle that she could
scarcely speak, but she murmured brok-
enly: “Fifth Avenue, number—,” and
with a slight exclamation of surprise he
lifted her into the carriage and gave the
order to the driver,

She leaned her head back against the
satin cushions of the carriage and closed
her eyes wearily!

“I beg your pardon,” said her compan-
ion’s voice, arousing her suddenly from
the deathly
over her, “but [ think you must be Miss
Bannibel Mrs, Arnold’s
Perhaps you have heard her mention me.
[ am Colonel Carlyle.”

Jonnibel opened her eyes with a start,

faintness that was stealing

Vere, niece.

' and looked at him, instantly recalling the

So this was

| Colonel Carlyle, Felise Herbert’s elderly

She gave him a quick, curious
glance.
He was an old man, certainly, and ap-

| parently made no attempt to disguise the

fact, for the curling locks that still clus
tered abundantly on his head were silver-
ed by time, as well as the long beard that
flowed down upon his breast.

His features were aristoeratic in con-
tour, his mouth rather stern, his eyes still

| dark and piercing, though he could not

have been less than seventy years old.
He was dressed with taste and elegance,
and his stately form was quite erect and
stately.

“Yes, | have heard of you, Colonel Car-
lyle,”” Bonnibel answered, guietly, “but I
cannot imagine how you could know who
I am. We have never met before.”

“No,” he amswered, with a gallant bow
and smile, “we have not. I have never
had the happiness of meeting you, though
I have frequently visited at your home.
But the fame of Miss Vere’s beauty has
goune forth into the land, and when you
named your address [ knew you could be
no other,”

Bonnibel bowed silently. Something
in the graceful battery of his words or
tone jarred upon her. Besides, she wasin
such pain from her ankle that she felt it
an effort to speak.

He observed the whiteness of her face,
and said quickly: '

“Pardon me, but I fear you are suffer-
ing from your sprain.”

“Somewhat,” she admitted, through her
white hips.

“Bear it as bravely as you can,” he said.
“In a few minutes you will be at home,
and can have medical attention. Sprains
are quite serious things sometimes, though
I hope yours may not result that way.”

r
|

“But you,” said Felise, abruptly, and
almost rudely. “How came you with
her?”’

Colonel Carlyle looked at her in slight
surprise,

“] was about crossing the pavement to
enter my carriage,” he explained, rather
coolly, “when the accident occurred, and
[ had the happiness to be of service in
bringing her home.”

And Felise, as she watched him bend-
ing anxiously over the girl she hated,
wished in her heart that Bonnibel Vere
might never recover from the swoon that
looked so much like death.

CHAPTER X.

“A merry Christmas, Bonnibel, and
many happy returas of the day.”

Bounibel Vere, lying helplessly on the
sofa in her dressing-room, looked up with
a start of surprise.

Felise Herbert was entering with her
cat-like steps and a deceitful smile wreath-
ing her thin lips.

“Thank you, Felise,” she answered
wearily, “though your wishes can scarcely
bear fruit to-day.”

“Are you suffering so much pain to-
day?'’ asked Felise, dropping into an easy-
chair and resting her head with its crown
of dark braids against its violet velvet
lining. :

“My ankle is rather painful.”

“We are going to have a few friends to
dine with us to-day—Colonel Carlyle is
among them—and we thought—mother
and I—that you might be well enough to
come down into the drawing-room,” ecaid
the visitor, watching the invalid keenly
under her drooping lashes,

But the feverish flush on the girl’s cheek
did not deepen under the jealous scrutiny
of the watcher, She watched with a sigh
of positive relief,

“Many thanks, but it is not possible for
me to do so, Felise; Doctor Grabam said
that I must remain closely confined to my
sofa at least two weeks. And indeed I
could not leave it if I tried. My foot is
much swollen and I cannot stand at all,”

She pushed out the little member from
under the skirt of her warm white wrap-
per, and Felise saw that she spoke traly.

She rose and came nearer under pre-
tense of examining it,

“Why, what a pretty little ring you
wear—is it a new one?” said she sudden-
ly, and in an instant she had dexterously
slipped it off Bonnibel’s finger, and, hold-

ing it up, read the inscription within,

N

- accomplish miracles.
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Many people trust to luck
to pull them through, and are
often disappointed. Do not
dilly-dally in matters of
health. With @ you can

’ rr
out it you are **no good.

Keep the liver, kidneys, bowels and
blood thy by the use of Hood's Sar-
saparilla, the faultless blood purifier.

Rheumatism—" 1 had acute rheuma.
tism in my limb and foot. I commenced
treatment with Hood's Sarsaparilla and
Hood's Pills and in a short time wa
cured.” WiLLIAM HASKETT, Brantford, Ont.

Scrofula—-"1 was troubled with scrofula
and impure blood. A cut on my arm
would not heal. Hood's Sarsaparilla was
recommended and after I had taken three
bottles I was well.” DANIEL ROBINSON, 52%
Treauley Street, Toronto, Ont.

Hoods S

Tiood's Pills cure liver ills ; the non-irritating and
‘only cathartic 1o take with Hood's Sarsaparilia,

— —

“Mizpah!” *“Why, how romantic! Is it
a love token, Bonnibel?”

Bonnibel’s lips were quivering like a
grieved child’s, and quick tears sprang
into her eyes.

“Felise,” she said, reproachfully, “you
should not have taken it off. I never
meant for that ring to leave my finger
while I lived, never!”

Felise Jaughed—a low, sneering laugh—
and tossed her jetty braids,

“Here, take your ring,” she said scorn-
fully; “I did not know you were going to
be such a baby over it. It must have
been the gift of a lover to be so highly
prized—perhaps it was given you by Les-
lie Dane.”

Bonnibel slipped the ring back on her
tapering third finger, while a hot “flush
mounted to hor brow.

“You seem very curious over my ring,
Felise,” she said, angrily. *‘I do not sup-
pose it can matter to you at all who the
giver may be.”

“Oh! not in the least,” said Felise, air-
ily. “I beg your pardon for teasing you
about it. But if someone should give me
a prettier ring than that soon 1 should not
mind telling you the donor. And by the
way,” said she, waiking to the window
and peering out through the Jace curtains,
“you must tell me, Bonnibel, how you
liked Colonel Carlyle the other day.”

“[ should be very ungrateful if I did
not like him very well,” said the girl,
simply. “He was very good to me.”

“That is an evasive answer,” said Felise,
laughing. “Should you have liked him
if yon had not been prompted thereto by
gratitude?”

“[ am sure I do not know. I was suf-
fering such acute pain I hardly thought
of him until ke told me he had been an
intimate friend of my papa while in the
army. And he praised papa so highly 1
could not choose but like him for his
words.”

“The cunning old fox,” said Felise to
herself, while she drew her black brows
angrily together. “Already he has been
trying to find the way to her heart.”

“He is rather fine-looking for one who
is certainly no longer young—don’t you
think so, Bonnibel?”” pursued the wily
girl.

“Certainly,” said Bonnibel, willing to
praise Colonel Carlyle because she thought
it.would please Felise; “he does not seem
so very old, and he is quite handsome and
stately-looking.”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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The Great Fire at Wind-
sor. N. Y,

Was an awful calamity, but cannot be
remedied, Now Catarrhozone can reme-
dy and is a positive cure for Catarrh and
kindred diseases. This statement ie backed
up by bushels of testimonials which we
have and can prodnce. If you want to
get cured of Catarrb, Bronchitis or As.
thma and stay cured, use Cutarrhozone.
[t cures by inhalation and is a gnaranteed
cure. For sale at all druggists or sent di-
rect by mail on receipt of price of $1.00.
For sample bottle and inhaler send 10c.
to N. C. POLSON & CO., manufacturing
chemists, Kingston, Ont.
Ly T, T 1

Mrs, (Dr.) F. A. Rand, of Parrsboro is
making a final visit to Bear River nefore
her departure for London, where Dr.
Rand will take a post graduate course this
winter,—Bear River Telephone,
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COOK'S NEW BLOOD PILLS.
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The Dominion Coal Co., will pay out 1n
wages this year no less a sum than 1,280,-
000 dollars, The sum of course includes
wages paid on construction account,
~—MiningRecord.
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CURE ALL YOUR PAINS WITH
Pain-Killer.
& Qo‘lﬂn Chest in Itself.

~ Simple, Safe and Quick Cure for
CRAMPS, DIARRHOEA, COUGHS,
COLDS, RHEUMATISM,
NEURALGIA.
25 and B0 oent Botties.
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS

. BUY ONLY THE GENUINE.
PERRY DAVIS'
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and Spirit Mercha

TEAS, TOBACCOS and CIGARS

44 & 46 DOCK STREET ST.JOHN N. B.
Bonded Warehouse No. &

Fall and

P PO T P Cacnar

Men’s Overcoats, Ladies’ Jackete,
Men’s and Boy’s Ulsters, Ladies’ Underwear,

# @ « Hate and Cape,- 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,
Trimmings of all kinds,

Cotton Flannel,

Ladies’” Wrappers,

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

Homespuns,
Men’s Suitings,
Overalls and Jumpers,

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

J & W. BRARL 20"

ESTABLISHED 1889.
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paid within three months.

THE PEOPL!

'S PAPER !
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SUBSCRIBE NOW

el

All Kinds of Printing.
Good Work---L.ow Rates.
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Bonds, Blotters, Bills of Fare, Business Cards, Ball Invitations, -
Ball Programmes, Catalogues, Circulars, Calendars, Cheékl,
Certificates, Counter Bills, Charters for Societies,
Dodgers, Drafts, Druggist’s Printing, Folders, Gang
Saw Bills, Hangers, Hotel Registers, Invoices,
Insurance Printing, Letter Heads, Labels, \
Magistrate’s Blanks, Memorandums, Menu Cards, Note Heads, Notes
of Hand,Orders, Posters, Programmes, Pamphlets, Price Lists,
Receipts, Reports, Statements, Show Cards, ShippingTags,
Tickets, Visiting Cards, Wedding Cards, Wedding
Invitations, executed with neatness and despatch,
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Winter Goods.

THE PEOPLES FRIEND!

&

Address Labels, Books, Bill-Heads, Bills of Lading, Blanks all kinds
¥/
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