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him as he repeated them:
“Am I mad, that I should cherish
That which bears but bitter fruit?
T will pluck it from my Dbosow,
Though my heart be at the
Now but one thought occurred to
him—a few minutes 1uacre, and the
happy dream of his lite would he
realized—pretty Little Roscbud would

root.””

be his wvife.

The rosy morning lizht shone in
like a benediction turough the part-
ed silken curtains; the first faint

chirps of the birds were heard in the
swaying trees outside; all the world
seemed to breathe of love—the same
sweet story of love.

Solemnly the words of the marriage
service weré pronounced. -~ They were
promised to'each other, for better or
for worse, for weal or for wae. nev-
er - to part until death parted thew—
to he each other's world.

It was all over—Little Rceebud was
his wife.

““I'shall claim that rose -you -are
wearing, darling, as a memento of
this precious-hour.”

As he spoke he touched the rose
she still wore on her bhreast.

In an instant she had torn the
peisonad rose from his fingers, and,
with it clasped in her hand, fell
bace’s, white and specchless, on the

ne trestseat.

Oh, <ir!” cried the rector's wife,
drawing Raymond quickly aside,
‘““Heaven protect you both from ill!
See! she has been married in  her
burial robe!’’

Raymond Leslie staggered back as
though™ a heavy hLlow had suddenly

been dealt ~ him. The pure white
floating dress upon his bLride was the
robe she Lad heen buried in— a
shroud!

So great was his agitation he
quite forgot about the rose.

The whole world seemed to be sud-
denly transformed.

“My darling,” he cried, passion-
ately, ‘“‘“may our lives ever be as

cloudless
Lgi?!

Ah, if he had only known what was
in store for them!

as the sunny sky above

CHAPTER XXIII.

“I wonder what Percy Fielding will
think of that?’’ eried Maud Arden,
spitefully, as she carefully sealed and
addressed the letter to YPercy which
contained Rosebud’s death notice. ‘1
am glad the little minx is déad. How
little I thought when 1 accepted this
invitation te spend the season in
New York I should meet Rosebud
here,”” she thought, triumphantly.
‘““Now I shall catch Percy’s heart on
the rebound. I shall never forgive
him, though, for his fickleness—nev-
er!’”’

While Maud Arden passed up and
down her pretty boudoir, triumphant-
ly holding the paragraph between her
jeweled fingers.awav down in Charlas.

" Dr. WOOD'S
INORWAY PifiE
SYRUP

Cures COTUGHS, COLDS, BRONCHITIS,
HUARSENESS and all THROAT AND
LUNG TROUBLES. Miss Florence K,
Mailman, New Germany, N.S., writes:—
I had a cold which left me with a very
bad cough. I was afraid I was going
into consumption. T was advised to try
DR. W0OD’S NORWAY PINE SYRUP.
1 had little faith in it, but before I had
taken one bottle I began to feel better,
and affer the second I felt as well as
ever. My cough has completely disaps
peared,

%
RICE 25 CENTS.

it shall be the work of my life to!
clear it. My God! can it be that my
lips have been scaled too long? 1f
I find a shadow resting upon Rose-
bud’s name the bitter secret I have
carried in my breast so long shall be
given broadcast to the world.”

The misery, shame, and disgrace
can not hurt her now she is dead.
And the next. morning saw  Josc
Iart, poor Joe, faithful to .the l..
on the train bound for XNtw Yevi,

How little he knew how it wus
end.
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True to his promise, Raymond Lecs-
lie had taken his pretty little bri .¢
direction to California.

Rosebud had never felt free until
she had left New York far behiud
her,

She clung to Raymond’s love from
day to day with a strange, delirious
happiness in spite of the sword that
ever hung suspended by the slightest'
thread above her hapless head. ‘She
loved him so madly she would have'
made any sacrifice for him except to |
tell him of the terrible folly hid like
a skeleton in the closet of her past.
He would never discover the fearful
deception she had practised to hold

his love, which was 'dearer to her
than life.
‘“When he finds it all out, and the

hands that have caressed me pushes
me from him, and the lips that have
so rapturously kissed mine
curse me, perhaps he will pity me
when I fall down dying at his feet,
crying out despairin:ly that my love

for him tempted mc¢, and my love
was my life!”’
Life ~ opened out like a ¢olden

dream to Rosebud when they reuched
San Francisco.

Raymond was delighted with the
change in his pretty little bride. Ev-
ery day she grew more like the mer-
ry, winsome Little Rosebud of old.

In the dizzy, absorbing happiness
of the present she quite forgot the
old dreaded fear of Percy Fielding ev-
er finding and claiming her.

Even in San Francisco, the golden
city of the far West, where there are
so many beautiful women, no one
was so much admired as Rosebud.
No social gathering was complete
without her. There were heautiiul,
peerless brunettes there and scores ofl
golden-haired, pretty blondes, but
none were so pretty as Little Rose-
bud, with her fair, dimpled face and
curling, flaxen hair; her peculiar
beauty stood out quite alone. i

There was one thing which the
adoring young husband could never
understand. 1If they were invited to
any gathéring and Rosebud found
out by chance that any of the guests
were from New York or Boston, she
would beg her husband piteously not
to go, and he wondered why such a
look of fear would creep into the
pansy-blue eyes raised up to his, and
why she shivered so in his arms.

“Every one will begin to believe I
am a jealous, exacting fellow to keep
such a little beauty hidden from the
eyes of the world. It is not natural
for youth to choose seclusion instead
of gayety.”

‘““Let me be happy as lon
may, dear,”’ pleaded Rosebud,
me be happy in my own way.”’

But as time wore on Little Rose-
bud forgot her usual precaution.

‘“She was safe,”” she told herself,
‘“Why should she not give Raymond

14
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his own way? Wealth, love, and
beauty were  hers, why should she
hold aloof « from the bright, gay
world? Gayety and youth  wdnt

hand in hand.”’

A year slipped by. In all the long
after-yecars of her life, Rosebud never
forgot that blissful year.

One. day Rosebud put her
around her husband’s neck, cnd
to him:

‘““This 1s too: bright [to last, Ray-
mond dear; it is imposgible.’”

“Why, Rosebud?’’ he asked, in as-
tonishment.

‘It is perfect happiness,’”’ she an-
swered; ‘‘and that never can last on
earth; it is made only for heaves.”’

‘““Shall I do anything to make you
a little less happy?’”’ « he inquired,
with a smile. ‘“Shall I. for instance,
make love to some of the bewitching
beauties of the neighborhood? Shall
T he impatient or guarrelspomaed’’

arms
said

I’than

shall | -

Xosebud gave a little cry. The very

suggestion of her handsome, stately

! voung husband even glancing at any

else made her more miserable
she would have acknowledged

They were sitting in a shady nook
for worlds.

one

on one of the garden scats of their
beautiful home, within sight of the
broad, glittering ocean.

Raymond threw his arms round the

i graceful little figure, and kissed the
pretty little face. , The simple ex-
pression of great happiness had
touched. him inexpressibly.

““Are you really so well content,
Rosebud?’” he said.

“1 am. almost afraid to say it, but
I am perfectly happy.’””’

Should he broach the news to her
that that very morning he had re-
ceived a letter from oew York, say-
ing that business required his imme-
diate attention there for the next
six months at least? Ie was trying
to think in what words he should
break the news to her. TIle looked up
to find her eyes fixed wonderingly
upon him. |

such a |
have often
sigh are not
Raymond, do

““A scigh, Raymond, and
deep one!’’ she said. ‘I
heard that people who
quite happy. Tell me,

I not fill your life? Are you not
happy with me?’’ ‘
For answer the happy young hus-

band took her again in his arms and
kissed the grieving, cherry-ripe mouth
until she cried out for mercy.

“Let that be my answer, bonny
Little Rosebud,’”” he whispered, gay-
)i
‘‘We have been niurried all this
time, Reymond,”’ she said, ‘‘and you
kiss me as if we had only been mar-
ried niday or two.”

My pretty sweetheart,”” he cried,

‘‘every day of my life I love youw
more and more!”’
‘“Do you really, Raymond?’’ and

again a burning flush stole over her
fair face, and the fair, flaxen head
drooped with bitter shame as she
thought how unworthy she was of
such love. ‘The rosebud he had ga-
thered to his bosom was surrounded
with thorns, which were to pierce
that noble, trusting heart with the |
cruclest of wounds. ‘“Ah, Raymond, |
love is tpo bright, too beautiful to ‘
last!’’ she faltered. J

He kissed her again, and told her |
that ‘“‘they would never be Icss,}
happy, because they could never love |
each other less;”” and Rosebud was |
satisfied, although still a little anx-
10uS.
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Thi: is the season of the vear when the
pradent and careful housewife replenishes
her eupply of Chsmberlain’s Cough
Remedv. It is ceriain to by needed
before tne winter is over, and resnlts are
much  mora prompt and satiafactory |
whea it is kept at baod and given ag soont |
«8 the coid ie contracted and before it has
become eettled in the system, In aimos
every ioetance a seveie cold muy he
warded oft by takirg thie ramedy frevly
ag soon a8 the first indicat'on of the ¢ ld
appears, Thbere is no danger in givipg 1t
to children for it contaiLs bo harmto:
substance. It is pleasant to take—boti
adults and children like it. Buy it ard
you wiil get .the beat. Italwaye curea

or eale Ly a'l oraegieis.

Sorrow has drven many a woman to
tears, and many a mau to a strosger
liquid.

-

D ERZR’

FOLLOWING HfS NOSE

And you see where it's leading
him. , He has Catarrh, breeder of
Bronchitis, Pneumonia and Con-
sumption.

A package of Dr. Agnew’s Catar-
rhal Powder will save him.

Relief instant, cure constant.
Relieves Colds and Catarrh, and
cures Headache in ten minutes.

Thomas Waterman, of Bridgeéwater,
Lunenburg County, Nova Scotia, states:

*In consequence of a cold, I contract-
ed a case of acute Catarrh. I could not
breathe any more. I snuffed some of
Dr. Agnew'’s Catarrhal Powder and in-
stantaneously my nostrils were free. I
could hardly believe that - anything
could act so quickly.”

For all skin diseases and for piles, Dr,
Agnew’s Ointment is rightly regarded
by many of the medical fraternity as the
surest, simplesr, quickest cure.

The relicf is instant and the cure per-
manent in every such case. Price, 35¢. 20

T AR VO RIS b et G T

SOLD BY W. H. CARTEN
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ot of tea quickly:

p of

tea. you re
. ments in t! ¢ a strong draf
tedious waits for the kettle to boil, but rather a sense of pride from its
promptress.

A handsome range to show vour callers.too—has a beauty, grace aand
solidity 1n appearance not scen in old styie ranges. po

The Pandora range has many new and important features. such '
enameled reservoir, sheet steel high shelf aad warming closet, triple
triangular grates and a special flue counstruction which forces the heat
arcund the oven twice and directly under every pot hole—is a perfect
baker and a perfect cooker at the same time. o

Sold by all enterprising dealers. Booklet free to any address.

McClarys

London, Toronto, Montreal, Winnipeg, Vancouver, St."dohn, N.B
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In the history of range build-
ing has the public been offered
a Steel Range so complete in
every detail, and yet so low
in price, as is herewith pres-
ented in the

Oxford
Chancellor

Handsome in appearance, constructed of the very best
material, mounted by the most skilled labor, they cannot
fail to give complete satisfaction.

JAS. S. NEILL,

HEARDW AREM.AIT.
- . ! -

in and give us an order for an

OVERCOAT

Thz greatest variety in the city to select from.
and fit all right.

W. E. SEERY, 226 Queen St.

Come

Price, style

Fine Tailoring.

Qur Stock is_now complete in all the leading makes in

Overcoatings,
Suitings and
Trouserings.

mﬁfjlﬂl , GEO.MS. STANGER,

erchant Tallor.

~ g -

I have just opened a repeat order
of WINTER OVERCOATINGS,
consisting of Meltons, Vicunas,
Cheviots, Friezes and Faney Mixs-
stures and Stripes, and would invite
intending puarchasers to call and)
get my prices before buwdy.
M:lboas start in vrice at $13,%0:
Cheviots $15.00. Fancys at $18:50.
I am also prepared to make youa
nice Fur Lined Coat for $65.00, a
bester one for $75.00, $85.00, $100.
Thase Coats to have Muskrat Lin-
ings and Otter or Persian [ unb
Collars.

FTAS. R. HOWIL, 459 (uee L.

The Tea that always gives satisfaction:.... .. ..

The Tea that once used is always used :

The Tea that is without a
ERnafnn e
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