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CHAPTER XXXI—Continued.

“To pack my trunks!” exclaimed thOI
mistress, in surprise. “Why should you
wish to do that. Dolores?”

Dolores looked back at her in surprise |

also. ‘;

“For your jurney, of course, Madam ‘
Carlyle,” she said. “Monsieur, your hus- |
band tells me dat Paris do not agree with
your health, and dat he removes you dis |
day to his place in Italy on de Bay of1
Naples.”

——— e

CHAPTER XXXIL

Alas for that ome triumphant night of | ‘ :
| was sometimes confounded by a new dis-

Felise Herbert. It was succeeded by a |
day of disappointment.

It was scarcely noon before she heard |
that Colenel Carlyle had caused the arreat
of Leslie Dane upon the charge of mur-

dering Mr. Arnold, and that he had been |
committed to prison to await a requisition |
from the gavernor of New Jersey, iw ‘,

which Statée the deed bad béén commiit- |

ted. Mrs. Arnold entering her room in a '

tremor of nervous agitation, found her |
pacing the floor, wildly gesticulating, and
muttering to herself, in terms of the |
fiercest denunciation, anathemas sgnnst’
(olenel Carlyle. l
“The miiserable old dotard!” she ex-
claimed, furiously. “To think that his
dfadness shiould have carried him to -such l
lengths! Just when I felt so sure of my | '
revenge he has balked me of my satisfac- I
tion and imperiled my safety by his jeal-

ous madness!”

“Felise, you have heard all, then?” ex-
claimed Mrs. Arnold, anxiously.

Felise turned her bluzing dark eyes to- |

ward her mother, and Mr. Arnold shud-

dered.
“All, all!” she echoed, passionately;

“ill news flies apace!”
“Felise. I feared this!”’ exclaimed Mrs,

as I told you she would, you remember—
and he—he actually locked her into her

| Foomds, turned Lucy Moore, her maid, into

| the street —and is keeping ms wife a pris-
oner to prevent her escape.’

Mrs. Arnold was too astonished to speak
for a minute or two. At length she fouud
voice to utter :

“How know you that, Felise?”

“I have a spy in the chateau, mother—
| nothing that transpires there remsins long
unknown to me,” returned the daughter,
calmly.

Again there was momentary silence and
surprise. M#s, Arnold’s weaker nature

' eovery of her daughter’s powerful capa-
bilities for evil,
“What must

Bonnibel’s feelings be

' under the circumstances?’’ she exclaimed

| at last,

“] cannot imagine,”
spouse.

“Will she confess the truth to him, do
you think?”

“I cannot tell; I hope ahe will not,”’

was the dry re-

1 said Felise with strong emphasis.

“I thought you wished him to know the
truth, Was not that a part of your cher-
ished scheme of revenge?”

“Yes, it was, but “there’s many a slip

‘fwixt thé cup and the lip,” you know.
And now that he has prevented her escape
with Leslie Dane, and caused the artist’s
arrest, the only chance of satety for you
' and me lies in his keeping ber a close pris-
oner until the trial is over.’

“What can that avail us, Felise?”

“Can you not see!” exclaimed Felise
impatiently. “Leslie Dane must be sacri-
ficed to save us, He must be convicted
by circurgstantial evidence, and punished.
' Bonnibel is the ouly person who could
prove his innocence. Let her keep out
of the way and all will go well with us,
Should she appear at the trial then dis-

Arnold. “You were over-confident last
night,
inan’s madness would take?”

“Who, indeed!” cried her daughter pss- |

gionately. “And yet my theory seemed
so plausible—who could have dreamed of
its failure? But for him all would bave
gone as I plinned it! But you cannot
dream, mother, what that besotted old vil-
lain had the audacity to do!”

“[t is not possible he suspected your
complicity in the affair, Felise—he has
taken no stepe against ws!” wildly gues
tioned the mother as she sank into a chair

Who could tell what form that olg |

' covery and ruin stare us in the face.”
“But you forget, my dear, that Leslie
' Dane can prove his own alib: by the min-
| ister who miarried him that night, even
though we could procure Bonnibel’s
silence.”

Felite laughed heartlessly.

“Yes, he could, certainly, but the gues-
tion is, would he? I am quite sure he
would not.”

“But why should he be silent when his
life would most probably pay the forfeit?”
extlaimed Mrs. Arnold, with a slight shud-

half-fainting with terror. |
“No, no, he has not done that, mother

—his deviltry took another form.’

“What, then, my dear! Oh! Felise, do |
git down and calm yourself, and let us |
talk this matter over quietly,” implored |
Mrs. Arnold anxiously.

“Calm myself—ha, ha, ha, when the1
blood in my veins has turned to molten |
fire, and is burning me to ashes! You are |
&n iceberg, mother, with your cold words
and calm looks, but you cannot put out
the fire that is raging within me! Surely
] must be wholly my father’s child!
There is nothing ot you about me—noth.-
ing!”

“Yes, she ie like her father—the more
pity! For there was madness in his|
blood,” Mrs. Arnold muttered inaudibly; |

“and I, ob! God—all my life I have fos-
tered her evil passions, in my greed of
wh?u her reason totters

gold, until now,

on the brink of insanity. Oh! that I
wight undo my part io this fearful trag-
edv, and save her from the gulf that

vawns beneath ber feet!”

Overcome by her late remorse and ter-
rible forebodings, she hid her face in her
bhands while a mervous trembling seized !
upon her from Felise
paased in her frenzied walk and eved ber

head to foot.
curisusly.
“Mcther,
the face of danger?”’
of contempt in ber voice.
There was no reply.
still rested on the trembling hands,

are you turning coward in |

she asked, with aring

The bowed face |
the |

form still shook with mnervous terrer.
Something in the weakness and forlorn-
pess of that drooping attitude in the

mother who had subordinated everything
else to her daughter’s welfare, struck like
a chill upon Felise, and partially tamed
the devil raging within her. She spokein
a gentler tone :

I have

“Rouse yourself, mother. See!

yuite sobered down, aud am ready to dis- |

cuss the matter as calmly and dispassion-
ately as you could wish. Ask what you
please, and I will auswer.”

Mrs. Arnold looked up, taking new
beart as she saw that Felise still retained |
the power to subdue her fiery passions.

“Then tell me, dear, what else Colonel
Carlyle has done besides causing Leslie |
Daue’s arrest, said her mother.

Felise grasped the arws of her chair and |

held berself within it by a frenzied effort
of will. Her voice was low and intense
as she auswered :

“Mother- he found out that Bonnibel

let Bonnibel go free?

der.
“Mother, there are men who would die

| for an over-strained point of honor
| From all that I can gather from his inter-

| cepted letters, Leslie Dane is precisely
that sort of a man. He is a Southernen
you know—a Floridian. You have been
in the South, and you know that its na-
tives are proud, chivalrous, honorable to
the highest degree! Well, he can have no

' means of knowing that Bonnibel iz impris
' oned by her husband—of course the proud

old colone! will keep that fact a dead
secret, and invent some plausible excuse
for her retirement from society.
artist can therefore attribute her absence
from the trial to but one thing.”

“And that?”’ queried Mrs. Arnold.

“He will think that Bonnibel iz silent
because she would soomer sacrifice him
than lose her prestige in society, and her
brilliant position as the wife of Colonel
Carlyle. He will scorn to betray

self sacrifice of a martyr.”

“But suppose Colonel Carlyle should
What then?”’

Felise laughed softly.

“He will not do so, mother I have !
sent bim an anonymous letter to-day that |
will fairly madden bim with j-alousy.
He will never unlock bher prison-door un-

til the grass is growing over the handsome |

face ot Leslie Dane.”

CHAPTER XXXIII.

Within the gloomy cell of a French

| prison Leslie Dape  was seated on a low

cot-bed, looking out through the narrow,
grated window at the blue and sunny sky
of France. The voung artist lovked bhag-
' gard and wan in the clear light of the
| pleasant day, for though it was winter the
| rigors of that season had not yet set im.
His dark eyes bad a look of suffering and
despair in their beautiful depths, and his
lips were set in a weary line of pain. It

was the day after his incarceration, and |

he had spent a wretched, sleepless night,
almost maddened by the horror of his
fearful situation. Suddenly the heavy
key turned in the iron door; it swung
| open to admit a visitor, and then the juiler
| closed and relocked it, shutting into the
aloum) cell the blonde face of Carl Mnl.
| ler.

“Ban jour,” be said, with bis debonai.
smile that seemed to light the gloomy
place like & beam of supsbine. “How

ikl

goes It, o Gt
A gleam of pleasure shone faintly over

was about to fly from him last night—just

bis friend’s haggard features.

The |

her ;
| secret, and will go to his death with the |

“Is it you, Carl?”’ he said; “1 thought
you had deserted me!”

ed Carl. “I wae busy yesterday trying to
find out some particulars of this mysteri-
ous affair, and they would not adwmit me
lust night. I came this morning as soon
as they would let me in.”

“Thanks, Carl; 1 might have known
you were true as steel. And yet there is
so much falsity and treachery on earth,
how could I be sare of your loyalty!?
| Have you learned anything?”’

“Your aceuser is the American, Colonel
Carlyle,” was the startling reply.

“My God!” exclaimed Leslie Dane, with
a violent start; and then heé added in a
passionate tone, and half to himeelf. “Has
he not already wronged me beyond all
forgiveness!”’

“He seems to have pushed it forward
with the greatest malignity,” continued
Carl. “There are other countrymen of
yeurs here in this city who declare they
knew of the foul charge against you, yet
they say that the verdict against you was
given on purely circumstantial evidence,
and that, such being the case, they did not
intend to molest you, believing that you
might after all be innocent of the crime.
Buv Colonel Carlyle has pushed the affair
in a way that seems to indicate a personal
spite against you.

Leslie’s broad, white brow clouded over
gloomily. ‘

“It is true, then, that there is such a
charge against mé. 1 famcied there rnust
be some mistake. The whole affair seen-
ed too monstrous for belief, yet you say
it is a stern fact. It ie so inexplicable to
me, for 1 swear to you, Carl. that up to
the very moment of my arrest yesterday
I did not know that Francis Arnold was
dead.”

“And I believe you, Leslse, as firmly as
I believe in the purity of my mother away
off in my beloved Germany.
you never have been guilty of such a foul
crime.”’

*‘A thousaud thanks for your noble con-
fidence, Carl. Now I know that I have
at least one true friend on earth. 1 was
rather cynical in such matters before. A
sad experience had taught me to distrust
everyome,” exclaimed Leslie, as he warm-
ly grasped the young German’s hand.
“But what reason do they assign for my
alleged commission of the crime?” v

“They told me,” said Carl, hesitatingly,
‘that you were poor and unknown, and
aspired to the band of the millionaire’s,
beautiful and high-born niece. Mr, Ar-
nold, they said declined your suit for the
young lady’s hand, and you becameé en-
raged and left him, uttering very abusive
language coupled with threats of violence.
He was murdered while sleeping in his
arm-chair that night on his piazza, and it
was supposed that you had stealthily re-
turned and wreaked your vengeance upon
bim.”

“Mv God!” said Leslie Dane, ‘‘they
2ave made out a black case against e,
indeed. But upon whose circumstantial
evidence was my conviciion based?”’

“Mrs. Arnold, the wife of the murdered
man, and his step-daughter, Miss Herbert,
heard and witnessed the altercation from
their drawing-room windows. Their evi-
dence convicted you, it is said.”

“My soul!” exclaimed the unbappy
prisoner to himself.  “Bonnibel was there;
she at least knew my innocence, yet she
spoke no word to clear me from that most
foul aspersion! And yet I could have
sworn that she loved me as her own life.
' Ob, God! she was falser than I could bave

| dreamed. DBut, oh, that angel face; those
beguiling lips—how can they cover a heart
so black?”
|  “Come, come, mon ami, don’t give up
' like this,” said Carl, distressed by the
sight of his friend’s uncontrollable emo-
tion. “It s a monstrous thing, I know,
and will involve no end of time and wor-
rv before you get clear, of course, but,
then, there is no doubt of your getting off
. —you have only to prove your innocence,
and you can easily do that, you know.
| So let’s take it as a j ke, and bear it
bravely. Do you know | mean to cross
' | the ocean with you, and see the farce play-
ed out to the end? Then you shali take
| me around, and do the honors of your na-
| tive land ™

Leslie looked ,at the bright, buoyant
face of the German artist as he spoke so
cheerily, and a suspicious moisture crept
into his dark eyes He dasbhed bis band
across them, deeming it unmanly weak-
Dess.

“Ob! Carl,” he exclaimed, remorsefully,
“how little I have valued your friendship,
yet how firm and noble it has proved it-
self in this dark aod trying hour! For-
give me, my [riend, and believe me when
I say that I give you the sole affection
and trust of a beart that beretofore has
trusted nothing of human kiund, so basely
' bad it been deceived. 1 thank, I bless
vou for that promise to stand by me in
my trial! And now I will do what 1
should have done long ago if I had known
the value of your noble heart. 1 will tell
you my story, aud you shall be my
judge.”’

Word for word, though it gave him in-
expressible pain to recall it, he went over
the story of his love for Bounibel Vere,
and her uncle’s rejectivn of his suit, and
the high words that passed between them.
He passed lightly over their farewell,
omitting but one thing. It was the story
of their mooulight sail and secret mar-

risge. That story was sealed within his
} breast. He would bave died before he

“Ingrate, coutd-you think it respond- |-
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would have revealed Bonribel’s fatal secret
to any lhiving soul.

“I Jeft Cape May, where they weré sum
mering, on the midnight train,” he con-
cluded, “and the next day I sailed from
New York for Eurcpe. [ never heard
from Francis Arnold or his mece again
She had promised to be faithful to our
love, but though I wrote to her many
times I never received one line in return
until that fatal note which you remem-
ber. In it she wrote me that she loved
another.”

“pPerfidious creature!”” muttered Carl.

“[ pever heard of her again,” continued
Leslie, “utitil, to my unutterable sarprite,
I met her as the wife of Colonel Carlyle.”’

“And itis for oneso false and crie-
that you rest under this dreadful charge,”
exclaimed the German. “But, please
God, you will soon be cleared from it.
Of course you will have no difficulty in
proving an alibi. That is all you need to
clear you."”

But Ieslie did not anawer, and his

friend saw that he was pale as death.

“Of course you can prove an alibi—
cannot you, Leslic!” he asked, with a
shade of anxiety in his tone.

But Leslie looked at him with a gleam
of horror in his dark eyes, and his voice
shook with emotion as he answered :

“No, Catl, I candot!”

Carl Muller stafted as though a bullet
bad struck him.

“Leslie, you jest,” he exclaimed, hoarse-
ly. “Of course you can prove where you
were al that exact time when the murder
took place. Your safety all hinges upon.
that. Do you not remember where you
were at that time?”

“Ah, Heaven, do I not remember?
Every moment of that time is indelibly
stamped upon my memory,” groaned the
unhappy prisoner.

“Then why do you talk so wildly, my
dear fellow? All you bhave to dois to
tell where you were at that time, and pro-
duce even one competent witness to prove
ot

“I cannot do
gravely.

“But, guod Heavens, man, your life
may have to pay the forfeit if you tail to
establish an alibi at the trial.”

“I must pay the forfeit, then. Carl, I
choose death rather than the only avail.
able alternative,” was the inscrutablg and
final reply.

it!”” Leslie answered,

CHAPTER XXXIV.

“Words fail me, Colonel Carlyle. when
I try to express my burning sense of your
injustice in this high-handed outrage!
What, in this enlighteced age, in this
nineteenth century, do men turn palaces
into prisons, and debar weak women of
their liberties? Am I a slave that vou
have turned your keys upon me, and set
hirelings and slaves to watch me? Am 1
a criminal? If so, where is my crime?”’

(TO BE CONTINUED. )
-~ "r -

A fat kitchen, a lean will, but with fu-
ture provision you can so live still.

Orders should beware of little expenses;
a small leak will sink a great ship.

Who is strong? He that can conquer
has bad babits and keep up with pro-
gress.

The poor have little, beggars none, the |
rich $00 much, enough not one, 8o leave |
an 1mheritance to your orphans.

He bas changed biz one eyed horse for |
a blind one, asissaid ofa man who
changes from safe to cheap fraternalism,

If you would not be forgotten as soon
as you are dead, either write things worth
reading or do things worth the writing.

Pain-Killer.

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

CRAMPS, DIARRHOEA, COUGHS,
COLDS, RHEUMATISM,
NEURALGIA.

25 and B0 cent Botties.
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS.

BUY Y THE GENUINE,
PEREY DAVIS e

Good—halth. inwardly, of |

—I“PORTIBB AND DEALEBS IN -~

TEAS, TOBACCOS and (‘IGARS

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

R

F'all and i
Winter Goods

GUODS

Ladies’ Jackets,
Ladies’ Underwear,

Men’s Overcoats,
Men’s and Boy’s Ulsters,

“« @« « 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, Chénille Portiers,

Flannelette Blankets, Chenille Table Covers,

Horse Rugs, Lumbermen’s Socks,

Buffalo Lining, Etaffe Jumpers and Pants,

Homespuns, Trimmings of all kinds, il
Men’s Suitings, Cotton Flannel,

Overalls and Jumpers, Ladies’ Wrappers,

Ladies’ Fur Trimmed Capes, Men’s Fur Lined Coats, Men's Fur Cupc; 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 KEKING3T°§ B.

ESTABLISHED 1889.

The Review,

RICHIBUCTO, NEW BRUNSWICK,

Published every Thursday at $1.00 per year in advance ; $1.50 if not
paid within three months.

THE PEOPLE'S PAPER! w

THE PEOPL.!

'S FRIEND |

SUBSCRIBE NOW

. S W\
All Kinds of Printing.
Good Work---Low Rates.
Address Labels, Books, Bill-Heads, Bills of Lading, Blanks all kindes
Bonds, Blotters, Bills of Fare, Business Cards, Ball Invitations, |
~ Ball Programmes, Catalogues, Circulars, Calendars, Checks, ?:_M‘

Certificates, Counter Bills, Charters for Societies,
Dodgers, Drafts, Druggist’s Printing, Folders, Gang
Saw Bills, Hangers, Hotel Registers, Invoices,
Insurance Printing, Letter Heads, Labels,
Magistiate’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 despatcn,

-



