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CHAPTER XXIX—Continued. 

“I should like to know why you have 

made this sudden decision, Leslie—for it 

is sudden, is it not?” asked Carl, pointed- 

ly. 

Leslie Dane flushed scarlet, then paled 

again, 

“Yes, it is sudden,” he answered, con- 

strainedly, “but none the less decisive. 

Don’t try to argue me out of iy, Carl, for 

Believe me, it is 

I want to 
that would be useless. 

much better that I should go. 

get to work again.” 

“There is something more than work at 

the bottom of this sudden move,” said 

Carl Muller, quietly. *I don’t wish to 

intrude on your secrets, mon ami, but I 

could tell you just why you are qoing back | 

to Rome in such a confounded hurry.” 

“You could?’ asked Leslie Dane, in- 

credulously. 

“You know I told you long ago, Leslie, 

that there is a woman at the bottom of 

everything that happens There is one at 

the bottom of this decision of yours. You 

are running away from a woman!” 

“The deuce!” exclaimed Leslie, startled 

out of his self-control by Carl Muller’s 

point-blank shot; 

“I can put two and two together,” 

German answered, coolly. 

Leslie looked at him with a question in 

bis eyes. 

“Shall 1 explain?” inquired Carl. 

Leslie bowed without speaking. 

“Well, 

aside our masks I hapvened to be quite | 

pear to our lovely hostess, and a friend | 

who was beside me immediately presented | 

me.” 

“Well?” 

lps. 

“| was immediately impressed with the 

said Leslie Dane, with white 

” continued Carl, idea, 

Mrs, Carlyle before, 

upon me steadily during the minute or 

two while 1 stooa talking to her, although 

I could not for the life of me tell where I 

had met her. 

I stood at 

her presentation to you.” 

Leslie Dane walked away to a window 

and stood looking out with his back turned | 

to his friend. 

“[ saw her look at you, 

went on, “and that minute she fell 

and fainted. They said that she struck 

her head against the jardiniere, which | 

caused her to faint. But I know better, | 

She may have struck her head—I do not 

dispute that—but the primal cause of her 

woon was the simple sight of you!” 

“] do mot know why you should think 

so, Carl,” said his friend, without turning 

roand. 

sight of a stranger should have thus over- 

Am I =0 

u were not a stranger, 

hideous as that?” 

” said Carl, 

“for in that 

some her. 

overlooking the latter query, 

moment when she bowed to vou it flashed 

over me like lightning who she was. 1 

was mistaken when I thought I bad nyt 

her before. She was utterly a stranger to 

me. But] had seen her peerless beauty 

portrayed in a score of pictures from the 

band of a master artist. It is no wouder 

the resemblance haunted me so persistent. 
rags 

There was silence for a minute. Leslie 

did not move or speak. 

“Leslie, von cannot deny it,” Carl said, 

convincingly; “the beautiful Mrs. Carlyle 

is the original of the veiled poruait you 

used to keep in your studio, and which 

vou allowed me to look at only on the 

occasion when vou painted it out.” 
it,” he said, in a voice 

of repressed pain. “What then, Carl?” 

“This, mon ami—she was false to you! 

“] do not deny 

I do not kuow in what way, but possibly 

it was by selling herself for that old man’s 

gold. You owe her no consideratson. 

Why should you curtail your holiday and 

disappoint your friends and admirers 

merely because ber guilty conscience feels 

a paug at meeting you! You two can 

keep apart. Paris is surely large enough 

for both to dwell in without jostling each 

other.” 

What Leslie Dane might have answered 

to this reasoning will never be a matter of 

history, for before he could open his lips 

to speak there was a thundering rap at the 

door 

In some suspense he advanced and threw 

it open. 

Thige or four officers of the French | 

police, in their neat uniform, stood in the 

hallway without. 

“Enter, gentlemen,” be said. courteous 

ly, though there was a tone of surprise in 

bis voice that they could not mistake, 

Carl Muller, 

speak, rose from his seat and expressed his 

swazement by his manper, 

The officers filed into the room gravely, 

closing the door after them, Then the 

foremost one advanced, with an open 
paper in his hand. and laid his hand firw- 

ly but respectfully on Leslie Dane’s arm. 

“Mousieur Dane,” he said, in clear, in- 

sive toues that fell like a thunder clap 

“how know you that?” | 

the | 

then, last night, when we laid | 

“that 1 had met | 

The impression grew | 

Jut after | had left her side | 

a little distance and observed | 

Leslie,” Carl | 

back | 

“It is not plausible that the mere 

too, though be did not | 

on the hearing of the two artists—‘‘Mon- 

sieur Dane, I arrest you for the willful 

murder of Francis Arnold at his home in 

America three years ago!” 

CHAPTER XXX, 

“Quelle horreur, Felise! that was a shock- 

ing denouement to-night. We tremble on 

the brink of a volcano.” 

Mrs. Arnold and her daughter were 

rolling homeward in their luxurious car- 

riage from the masquerade ball at Colonel 

Carlyle’s chateau, and the elder lady’s re- 

mark was uttered in a tone of trepidation 

and terror, 

But Felise, leaning back in her corner 

| among the silken cushions in the pictur- 

esque costume of a fortune-teller, only 

‘laughed at her terror—a low and fiendish 

laugh that expressed unqualified satisfac- 

| tion, 

| “Ma mere, was Leslie Dane’s resurrec- 

tion a great surprise to you!" she inquired 

with a covert sneer. 

“A great surprise, and a terrible shock 

to me, too,” the lady answered. “Of 

| course, after believing him dead so long, 

| it is very inconvenient to have him come 

to life again—as inconvenient for Colonel 

| Carlyle and his wife as for us.” 

| And again Felise laughed mockingly, as 

if she found only the sweetest pleasure in 

| her mother’s words 

| “Felise, I cannot understand you,” ex- 

“Surely 

| you forget the perl we are in from this 
| claimed Mrs, Arnold, anxiously. 

| man’s resurrection from the grave where 

thought him lying. I thought you 
' would be as much surprised and frighten- 

| ed at this dreadful contretemps as I am.” 
“] have known that Leslie Dane 

living all these three years” 

Miss Hecbert, as coolly as before. 

“Then the paper you showed to me and | 

| to Bonnibel must have been a forgery!’ 

“is I had the notice of Leslie 

Dane’s death inserted myself.” 
their hotel, 

we 

answered 

Was, 

The carriage paused at and | 

they were handed out. 

Mrs, Arnold followed her daughter to 

her own apartments. 

“Send your maid away, Felise. 

talk to you a little,” she said. 
Felise had a French maid now 

of Janet, who had resolutely declined to 

I must 

instead 

cross the ocean with her. 

“Finette, you may go for awhile,” 
said. “I will ring when I need you.” 

| The maid courtesied and went away. 

she 

Felise motioned her mother to a chair, 

Mrs, Ar- 

looked at her 

and sank into another herself, 

| ndd seated nerself and 

daughter searchingly. 

where it had been dropped when they left 

the ~arriage. 

“You say you forged the notice of Les- 

lie Dane’s death in the newspaper,” she 

said. “Of course you had some object in 

doing that, Felise." 

“Yes, of course,” with another wicked | 

laugh. “It was to further the revenge of 

which I had so sweet a taste to-night.”’ 

“30 what has happened to-night is ouly 

what you have intended and desired all 

along?’ 

Felise bowed with the grace of a 

duchess. 

answered, with a tri- 

umphant smile. “I have been planning 

and scheming over two years to bring 

about the consummation of to-night.” 
“Jt was cleverly planned and well exe- 

'cuted,”” Mrs. Arnold said, admiringly; 

“but is it quite finished! Of course Col- 

| onel Curiyle does not know the truth 
yet.’ 

“Exactly,” che 

“He knows that Leslie Dane was a for- | 

mer lover of his wife; he witnessed their 

weeting to-night. That of itself was 

enough to inflame his jealous passions to 

| the highest degree, and make him wreich- 

ed. I rely upon Bonnibel herself to fin- 

ish my work,” 

“Upon Bounibel! How will she do it?” 

“You know her bigh snd overstrained 

sense of henor, mother. Of course she 

will not remain with Colonel Carlyle, now 

that she knows she is not his wife. There 

is but one course open to her. She will 

fly with Leslie Dane, and leave a note be- 

hind her revealing the whole truth to 

him.” 

“Are you sure she will, Felise?”’ 

“] am quite certain, mother. That is 

the only orthodox mode for such a hero- 
ine of romance as your husband’s niece, 

To-morrow Leslie Dane and his silly 

young wife will have flown beyond pur- 

suit and discovery, yet neither one can be 

happy. The years in which she has be. 

longed to Colonel Carlyle will be a blight 

and a blot upon her fair fame that she can 

never forget, while Leslie Dane, with the 

passions of manhood burning in his veins. 

cannot forget and will scarcely forgive it, 

| They cannot be happy. My revenge has 
| struck too deep at the root or that evan. 

t lower that the world calls happi- 

uess. And Colonel Carlyle is the proud. 

est man on earth, Think you that he can 

ever hold up his head again after the 

shame and disgrace of that ¢ dreadful blow?” 

“Scarcely,” said Mrs. Arnold, echoing 

her daughter’s laugh with one as cold and 

cruel. “You have taken a brave revenge, 

Felice, for Colonel Carlyle’s 

against youn, and if all goes as you have 

planned, I shall be proud of your talents 

and rejrice in your success. But my 

mind misgives me. Suppose some offic- 

cious American here—and you know 

there are plenty such now sojourning in 

Paris—should remember Leslie Dane and 

arrest him for my husband’s murder?” 

For a moment Felise Herbert grew pale, 

and an icy hand seemed tugging at her 

heart-strings. 

“I do not have the least apprehension of 

such a calamity,” she answered, throwing 

off the chill presentiment with an effort, 

“I feel sure that Leslie Dane and his Bon- 

nibel will be far beyond pursuit and de- 

tection before to-morrow night, And 

you will infinitely oblige me by keeping 

your doleful croaking to yourself, 

mother.” 

Mrs. Arnold looked at her watch and 

rose wearily. 

“It is almost morning,” she said; “I 

think I will retire. Good-night, my dear, 

and pieasant dreams.” 

“They cannot fail to be pleasant!” an- 

swered Felise, with her mocking, triumph- 

ant laugh. 

But her dreams were all waking ones, 

She was too triumphant and excited to 

sleep. 

“This is a happy, bappy night for me!” 

she exclaimed again and again. 

CHAPTER XXXL 

Bonnibel was completely crushed by 

the knowledge that Colonel Carlyle bad 

wrongs | 
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band of madam, engage me to attend upon 

madam, I will remove your ball dress, 

s'il vous plait.” 

With those words the whole bitter truth 

rushed over Bonnibel’s mind. A low, re. 

pressed cry, snd she fell back on the sofa, 

again hiding her convulsed face in her 

hands. 

“Madam, you make yourself more sick 

by dis emotion,” said the new maid in ber 

broken English. “Allow me to bring you 

someding to break your fast—some choc- 

olate, a roll, a bit of broiled bird.” 

“] want*nothing,”’” Bonnibel answered, 

put into execution his threat of making 

her a prisoner. 

For a moment she ran wildly about the 

room, passionately seeking some mode of 

egress, filled with the impulse of seeking 

and following her poor, maltreated Lucy. 

But no loophole of escape presented it- 

was | 

Mrs. Arnold took up the conversation | 

self. 

Her suite of rooms, boudoir, dressing- 

| room, and sleeping-apartments, all com- 

| municated with each other, but only one 

| opened into the hall, or presented any 

| mode of egress from her imprisonment. 

| Of this room, the bouddir which she then 

| occupied, Colonel Carlyle bad taken the 

1 

| 
| 

key. She was in an upper story, many 

feet from the ground, or she would have 

jumped from the window in her despera- 

tion. 

She threw herself down upon the floor, 
| crushing her beautiful ball-dress with its | 

| grasses and lilies, ana wept unrestrained- 

{ ly. 
The slight form heaved and shook with | 

emotion, the tears rained from her eves in 

a torreut. At length, worn ont with pas- 

| sionate weeping, and overcome by the 

“dumb narcotic influence of pain,” she 

| fell asleep where she lay on the floor, her 
| wet cheek pillowed on her little hand, ber 

golden. hair floating about her in *sad 

| beauty.” 
| Thus Colonel Carlyle found her when 

| he entered late that morping. He was 

honestly shccked at the sight, for he had 

| supposed that she would yield gracefully 

| to the inevitanle, and retire to her sleep- 
| ing-apartment without more ado when 

| she found how inflexible a will he was 

| possessed of. Ibstead, here she lay pros- 

trate on the rich velvet carpet of the bou- 

doir, still attired in her ball-dress, the 

traces of tears on her pale cheeks, and her 

restless slumber broken by sobs and moans 

that shook her slight form like a wind- 

shaken-willow. 
He stood still looking down at ber, 

while pity vainly struggled against the 

fierce anger and resentment burning hotly 

in his heart. 

“She can grieve for him like this,” he 

muttered bitterly, and lifted ber, not 

rudely, but yet unlovingly, and laid ber 

down upon a silken sofa. 

The movement disturbed her, and for a 
moment she seemed about to wake; but 

the heavy lethargy of her troubled sleep 

' overpowered her. 

Colonel Carlyle stood silently watching 

her for a little while, marveling at her 

beauty even while be felt angry with her 

for the uncontrollable emotion that had 
t- uched ber fairpess with the penciling of 
grief. Then, with a deep yet unconscious 

sigh, he kissed her several times and went 

softly away. It was noon when she start- 

ed up from her restless slumbers;, pushing 

off the silken coverlet that had been care: 

fully spread over her. 

She sat up, pressing her hand upon her 

aching temples, and looked about the 

room with dazed, balf-open eyes. For 

the moment she had forgotten her trouble 

of the previous night, and fully expected 

to see her faithful Lucy Moore keeping 
her patient vigil by the couch of her 

weary mistress, But memory returned 
all too swiftly. The kind, loving face of 
Lucy did not beam its welcome upon her 

as of old. Instead, the cold, hard face of 

a smartly-diessed, elderly Frenchwoman 
looked curiously at her as the owner rose 

and couriesied. 

“] am the new maid, madam,’ she ex- 

plained. “I bope madam feels better.” 
Bonnibel stared at ber in bewilderment. 
“Where is Lucy! I want Lucy,” she 

said, almost appealingly. 

The new French waid looked at her 
blankly. 
“Madam, | knows nothing of Lucy” she 

answered. “Monsieur le colonel, the bus. 

| 
| 
1 

{ 

| 

| 
| 

| 

As it was she could do nothing. | 

bitterly at first, but the next moment she 

sat up and struggled to regain her com- 

| posure, 
| “What is your name, my good woman?” 

she inquired. 

“Dolores, madam, at your service,” said 

the maid, with one of her low courtesies, 

“Dolores Dupont.” 

' Bonnibel rose and moved slewly toward 

her Jdressing-room. 

“Dolores,” she said, “you may come and 

remove this robe. I was very tired last 

night, and my maid having left me, I fell 

asleep in my ball costume.” 
Dolores deftly removed the crushed 

and ruined robe, and substituted a dress- 

ing-gown, while she brushed and arranged 

the beautiful golden hair that was straying 

' on her shoulders in wild disorder. 

| “It is the most beautiful hair in de 
world,” she said. **Dere are many ladies 

| would give a fortune to have it on deir 

' own heads.” 

| But Bonnibel did not heed the praise. 

She had no thought or care for her beauty 

now. She only said, Jistlessly : 

“Never mind removing the dressing- 

gown, Dolores, 1 will lie down again. 1 

am very tired.” 
“I shall bathe your head with the eau 

de cologne —shall 1?” the maid inquired. 

“No, no, only let me rest.” 

“You will breakfast, at least, madam?”’ 

the woman pe:sisted. 

“Not now, Dolores. | wish for noth- 

ing but rest,” she said, as she passed into 

ber boudoir and lay down again upon the 
sofa. 

‘The maid followed after her. 

“] should wish your keys, madam, to 

pack your trunks,” she said, solicitously. 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 
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FREE TREATMENT 

For Catarrh. Asthma. Bronchitis, In- 
fluenza, Colds. 

You have probably read of the new Ca- 

tarrhozone method of treatment and its 
wonderful cures of these diseases. We 

want you to try Catarrhozose and be con- 

vinced of its merit. For a short time we 
will send to readers of this paper, free, a 

25 cent outfit, sufficient in most cases to 

permanently cure. Send your address 

and enclose 10 cents in stamps to cover 

the cost of mailing. N. C. Powsoxy & 

Co., Kingston, Ont. 
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BURNED TO DEATH AT HALIFAX. 

Havirax, Feb. 9.—A sad and fatal ac- 
cident occurred early yesterday morning 

at 120 North street, when Mrs, Margaret 
Forsyth, an elderly woman, was burned 

ta death. ay 

Mrs. Forsyth was walking through one 
of the rooms with a lighted lamp in her 
hand when she either tripped or fell, and 

«the lamp striking the floor it exploded. 

She died shortly after. 
C-.-e - 

Four black fox skins, said to be worth 
$1000, were recently purchased by Mr. A. 

8S. Black of Halifax, from Walter LeRouix 

of Newfoundland. The skins wili be 
sent to England for the great March fur 
sale. 
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Homespuns, . Trimmings of all kinds, 

Cotton Flannel, 

Ladies’ Wrappers, 
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