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CHAPTER XXXIV—Continued.

A loug and elegant saloon in a beauti- |
ful palace in Italy. The rich curtains o
silk and lace are looped back from the |
windows, and the view ovtside is the |
beautiful Bay of Naples with the clear |
blue, sunny sky reflected in its blue and |
sparkling waves. A garden lies below the
windows, rich, in this tropical clime, with | |
beautiful ﬂow ers, vines and shrubbery,
while groves of oranges, lemons, figs and |
dates abound in lavish luxuriance. With-
in the room that was furnished with
princely magnificence and taste, were a
man and a woman, the man old, and
bowed, and broken, the woman youngand
more beautiful tnan it often falls to the
lot of women to be, Her delicature feat-
ures, chiseled with the rare perfection of
2 head carved in cameo, were flushed with
passion, and the glow of anger shone
through the pare, transparent skin, tint.
ing it with an unusual bloom. As she
walked restlessly up and down the room,
in her trailing r«be of soft azure hue, her
sea-blue eyes blazed under their drcoping
lashes until they looked black with ex-
citement, ¢

“I tell you,” she said, pausing a mo-
ment, as no answer came to her passion-
ate outburst, and facing the man before
Ler with a slim, uplifted finger, as if in
menace, “I tell you, Colonel Carlyle, that
the vengeance of Heaven will fall upon
you for this cruel, unmanly deed! Oh,
bhow can you forget your sense of honor
as a soldier and a gentleman, and descend
to an act so ignoble and unworthy? To
imprison a weak and helpless woman, who
bas no friend or defender save Heaven!
Oh, for shame, for shrame!”

His eyes fell before the unbearable scorn
in hers, and he turned as if to leave the
room. But half way to the deor he
paused and came back to her.

“Bonnibel,” he said, sternly, *‘cease this
wild raving, and calm yourself. My trou-
bles are hard enough to bear without the
additional weight of unmerited 1eproaches
from you. I am of all men the most mis.
erable.”

She shook off the hand with which he
attempted to lead her to a seat, as if there
had been contagion in the mere contact of
his white, aristocratic fingers.

“No, do not touch me!"” she exclaimed,
wildly, ‘*‘At least spare me that indig-
pity. All other relations that have exist-
ed between us are altered now, and merg-
ed simply into this—I am your prisoner,
and you are my jailer. The eagle spurns
the hand of its captor. Remember, there
untamable blood in my veins
I am Harry

is proud,
that will not be subdued.
Vere’s daughter.”

Bonnibel saw him wince as the name of
ver heloved father passed her lips.

“Ah, you are not lost to all sense of
tehame,”” she cried. “You can tremble at
the name of the hero you have wronged
through his helpless daughter! Oh, Col-

onel Carlyle, by the memory of my father |

whom you pretended to love and honor

| subject, my

] beg you to let me go free from this |

place.” |

Her angry recklessness had broken down
enddenly pathetic pleading. Her
elender hands were locked togetbher, her |
eyes were lifted to his with great, raining
He turned half |

into

tears shining in them,
away, trembling in spite of his iron will
at sight of those tearful eyes, and parted, |
quivering lips.

“Bounibel,”” he answered, in a voice of
repressed emotion, “my suffering at the
course I have found myself compelled to

pursue with you is greater than your own. |
I love you with all the strength of a man’s |
beart. and yet I am almost compelled to
believe you the falsest of women. And |
yet, through all the distrust and suspicion
which your recent conduct has forced me
to harbor, the instinct that bids me have
faith in the houor of Harry Vere’s daugh-
ter is so much beyond the mere power of |

my reason that at one little promise frcm

your lips vou might this moment go free!”

“And that promise?’ she asked, dashing
the blinding tears away from her eyes and
looking into his face.

“Bonnibel, on the night when 1 pre. |
sumed to lock youinto your chamber you
were ahout to fly from me—to what fate
I know not, feared the worst,
Think of the shame, the disgrace, the
agony I must have endured from vyour
desertion! Can vou wonder that [ took |
stringent measures to prevent you from

but—I

carrying your wild project into execution? |
1 would have laid you dead at my feet be- |
fore you should have broken my heart |
and made me a target for the scorr of th:
world.”

She did not flinch as he uttered the em- |
phatic words and looked keenly into her
face. She thought of herself vaguely as |
of one lying dead at the feet of that stern,

more pathetic thau death.” She felt no |

anger rising within her at the threat,
Only a faint, stifled yearning awoke within

' room an hour before

| Madam Carlyle,”

' out communicaticg
- could not endure your reproaches longer.
I am compelled to leave you here—cir- |

' for your comfort and pleasure during my
| absence,
- and your own especial maid will care for
' you faithfully.

' are willing to see me again, and speak even
old, white-haired man, yet the passing | OVe word of kind farewell, seud me a sin- |
thought came to her indifferently as to | gle line by Dolores, and | will be at your
one who was bearing the burden of a “life | #ide in an instant,

! her for a moment as his stern voice evoked
¢ | @ vision of the rest and peace of the grave.

“You see how strongly I feel on this
wife,” he continued, after a
| long pause, “yet even now you shall go
free if you will give me your sacred word

| of honor, by the memory of your father,

' that you will not desert me~that you will
not leave me!”

Silence fell—a long, painful eilence.
He stood quite still, looking down at her
| pale face, and waiting for her answer with
quickened heart-beats. For her, she
seemed transformed to astatute of marble
only for the quick throbs that stirred the
filmy lace folded over her breast. She
stood quite still, her eyes droopiug from
his, a look of pitiful despair frozen on the
deathly palior of her face. Outside they
could hear a soft wind sighing among the
flowers and kissing the blue waves of the
bay. Within, the fragrance of an orange
tree, blooming in a niche, came to them
with almost sickening oppressiveness,
Still she made no sign of answer.

“Bonuibel,” he said, and his hoarse,
strained voice fell so unnaturally on the
stillness that he started at its strange
sound, “Bonnibel, my darling little wife,
you will give me that promise?”’

She shivered through all her frame as if
those pleading words had broken her
trance of silence.

“Do not ask me,”” she said, faintly, “I
cannot'”’

“You will not give me that little prom-
ise, Bounibel?”

“I cannot,”’ she moaned, sin king into a
chair and hiding her face in her hands.

“You are determined to leave me then,
if yon can?”’ he exclaimed in a voice of
blended horror and reproach.

“I mus*,”’ she reiterated.

“Then tell me why you must go away»
Bonnibel. What is this fatal secret that
is driving you forth into exile? This mys-
tery will drive me mad!”’

She removed her hands a moment, and
looked up at him with sad, wistful eyes,
and a face crimson with painful blushes.

“Colonel Carlyle, I will tell you this
much,”” she said, “for I see that you sus-
pect me of that which I would rather die
than be guilty of. I am not going be-
cause a guilty passion for a former lover
is driving me from your arms to his. If
[ go into exile I shall go alone, and I shall
pray for death every hour until my weary
days upon earth are ended -forever. Death
is the only happiness I look for, the fu.
ture holds nothing foer me but the black-
ness of darkness. 1 can tell you nothing
more!"’

She ceased, and dropped her anguishcd
face into the friendly shelter of her hands
again. He remained rooted to the spot as
if he could never move again.

“Bonnuibel,” he said, at last,
some subtle madness possesses you. You
do not know what you would do. I must
save you from yourself until you become
rational again.”

With these words he went out of the
room, locking the door beh1# him,

“surely

CHAPTER XXXV,
Colonel Carlyle bhad not quitted the
Bonuibel’s maid,
Dolores, came into her presence, bearing a

| sealed letter upon a salver,

“Une lettre from m rnsieur le colonel, for
she said, in her curious

melange of French and English. Bonni-

| bel took the letter, and Dolores retreated

to a hittle distance and stood awaiting her
pleasure,
“What can he have to write to me of?”

' she thought, in some surprise, as she open- |
ing by day on the blue Bay of Naples,
She read these words in a rather tremu- | and the moonhght by night silvering its

ed the envelope.

lous hand-wiiting :
“Bounibel, my

dear wife,” and 3hej

shuddered slightly at the words—“‘I sought I the tropical sweetness and fragrance about

you a little while ago to inform you of |
my imwediate ceparture for Paris, but!
our interview was of so harrowing a na-
ture that | was forced to leave you with. i

my intention. 1|

cumstances force my immediate return to '
Paris. It 18 possible, nay, probable, that I |
mav have to make a trip to the United |
States before I return to Naples. Believe |
me, it is distressing to me beyond measure |
to leave you now under existing circum-
stances, but the business that takes me
away is most imperative and admits of no
dvlay.

[ have made every possible provision

The housekeeper, Lthe domestics

]

In an hour I leave here.
If you have auy commands for me; if you |

“Crirrorp CRRLYLE.”
She finished reading and dropped the |
lester, forgetful of the lynx-cyed French'

' thought, vaguely, and dismissed the sub-

eyes wandered to the window, and she fell
into deep thought.

“Madam,” the maid said, hent.atingly,
“Monsieur le colonel® awaits une reply.
Tie hastens to be gone.”’

Bonnibel looked up at her.

“Go, Dolores.” she answered, coldly;
“tell him there is no reply.”’

Dolores courtesied and went awav.
Bonnibel relapsed into thought again.
She was glad that Colonel Carlyle: was
going Away, yet she felt « faint curiosity
as to the imperative business which neces-
sitated his return to his native land. She
had never heard him allude to busine:s
before. He had been known to her enly
as a gentleman of elegant leisure.

“Some of the banks in which his weal h |
is invested have failed, perbaps,” she

ject from her mind without a single sus-
picion of the fatal truth—that the jealous I
old man was going to America to be pres- |
ent at the trial of Leslie Dane, and o
prosecute him to the death, Ah?but too |
truly is it declared in Moly Writ that
“jealousy is strong as death, and as cruel |
as the grave.”’ :

Colonel Carlyle was filled with a raging
hatred against the man who had loved
Bonnibel Vere before he had ever looked |
upon her alluring beauty.

He had received an anonymous letter
filled with exaggerated dJescriptions of
Bonnibel’s love for the artist, and his wild
passion for her. The writer insinuated
that the lovely girl had sold herself for
the old man’s gold, believing that he
would soon die, and leave her free to wed
the poor artist, and endow him with the
wealth thus obtained. Now, said the un-
known writer, since the lovers had met
again their passion would. fain overleap
every barrier, and they bad determined to
fly with each other to liberty and love.

Colonel Carlyle was reading the letter
for the hundredth time when Dolores re-
turned from delivering his letter to Bon-
nibel with the cold message that there was
“no reply.”

That bitter refusal to the yearning cry
of hit heart for one kind farewell word
only infiamed him the more against the
man whom he believed held bis wife’s
heart. It seemed to him tbat that in it
self was a crime for which Leslie Dane
merited nothing less than death,

“She 1ead my letter?’ he said to the
maid who stood waiting before him.

“Ous, Monsieur,” anawered Dolores,
with her unfailing courtesy.

“That is well,”” he said, briefly; “now,
go.”

Dolores went away and left him wrest-
ling with the bitterest emotions the heart
of man can feel. He was old, and the
conflicting passions of the last few years
bad aged him in appearance more than a
score of years could have done. He look-
ed haggard, and worn, and weary. But
his heart had not kept pace with his years.
It was still capable of feeling the bittel
pungs that a younger man might have felt
in his place. Felise Herbert had done a
fearful work in making this man the vic-
tim of her malevolent revenge. Left to
himself he had the nobility of a good and
true manhood within him. But the band
of a demon had played upon the strings
of the viler passions that lay dormant |
within him, and transformed him into a
fierd.

“Not one word!’’ he exclaimed, to him-
self, in a passion of bitter resentment.
“Not one word will she vouchsafe for me
in her pride and scorn. Ah, well, Leslie
Dane, you shall pay for this! 1 will |
bound you to your death if wealth and
influence can push the prosecution for-
ward! Not until you are in your grave
can | ever breathe freely again!”

* * * * * *

“The slow. sad days that bring us all
things ill”” merged into weary weeks, but
brought no release to the restless young
creature who pined and chafed in her con- |
tinement like a bird that vainly beats its
wings against the gilded bars of its cage,
Dolores Dupont guarded her respectfully
but rigorously. Weary days and nights

| suited her mood better than the tropical

| as she wearily paced the length of her

' Carlyle, the path of freedom lay just be-
' fore her feet, and destiny was busy shap-

went by while she watched the sun shin-

limpid waves with brightness. Her sick
heart wearied of the chargeless beauty

her. A cold, northern sky, with darken-
ing clouds and suaoless days, would have

sweetness of Southern Italy. Asit was
she would sometimes murmur to herself

gilded prison :

“Night, e;(eu in the zenith of her dark do-
main,

Is sunshine to the color of my fate.”

But “the darkest hour is just before
day,” it is said. It was as true for our
sweet Bonnibel as it has proved for many
another weary soul wvainly beating its
weary wings agianst the bars of life in the
struggle to be free. Just now, when her
heart and hope had failed utterly and her
only chance of escape seemed to liein a
frank confession of the truth to Colonel

ing an undreamed-of-future for that
weary, restless young heart.

“I can bear it no lopger,” she murmur-
ed, as she paced the floor late one night,
thinking over her troubles until her brain
seemed on fire, “I will write to Colonel

Carlyle and tell him the trath—tell him

woman who rqgndod her c\mhuslv. Her |

that dreadful secret—that I am mot hi
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wife, that I belong to another! Surely
he must let me go fiee then. He will

hate me that I have brought such shame
upon him; but he will keep the secret for
his own sake, and let me go away and
hide myself somewhere in the great dark
world until I die.”.

She dropped upon her knees and lifted
her clasped hands to heaven, while bitter
tears rained over her pallid cheeks.

“Heaven help me!” she moaned; “it is
hard, bard! If I only had not married
Colonel Carlyle all might have gone well.
Oh, Leslie, Leslie, I loved you so! 'God
help me, I love you still! Yet 1 shall
rever see you again, although I am your
wife! Ah, never, never, for a gulf lies
between us—a gulf of sin, though Heaven
is my witness [ am ionocent of all inten-
tional wrong-doing. I would have died
first!”

Her words died away in a moan of
pain; but presentlv the anguished young
voice rose again :

“The sibyl’s fateful prophecv has all
been fulfilled. Yeu how little I dreamed
that it could come true? Oh, God, how is
it that I, the proud daughter of the Veres
and the Arnolds, can live with,the shadow
of disgrace upon my head?”

She dropped her face in her hands, and
the ‘‘silence of life, more pathetic than
death,” filled the room. All was strange-
ly still;- nothing was heard but the mur-

murous waves of the beautiful Bay of.

Naples softly lapping- the shore. Sud-
denly a slight, strange ound - echoed
through the room. Bonnibel sprang to
her feet, a little startled, and listened in
alarm. Again the round was repeated.
1t seemed to Bonnibe! as if someone had
thrown a few pebbhles against the window,
Yes, it must be.that, she was sure.
CHAPTER XXXVI.

- Full of vague alarm, blent with a little
trembling hope of she knew not what,
Bonnibel ran to the window, which was
fortunately not fastened down, pushed up
the sash and peered down into the night.

The moon had not fully risen yet, and
there was but a fsint light in the clear

' sky, but down in the dark shrubbery be-
' low she fancied she could see a hi.man

form and a white face upturned to the
window, :

Yes, che was right. In a moment alow
and cautious, but perfeztly audible voice,
floated up to her ears.

“Oh! my dear Miss Bonnibel,” was what
it said, “is that you?”

(TO BE CONTINUED. )
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“Seeing is believing.” You can see
what Hood’s Sarsaparilla has done for
others, and must believe it will do the
same for you,
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