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little cold,
nothing but a
little hacking
then a little loss
then a harder,
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m, spent a few)- days
in Truro
8. Moore is visiting (nends
/ L
ey has moved one of
easan't Hills.
Gray and family have mov
ve Islands for the winter.
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A LOVER'S FASCINATION.

Delightful, Dashing, Daring.

Continued from last issue,

The affair which appeared so mon-

strous, so cruel in Florabel’s eyes had
simply came aBout in this way

Florabel had scarcely qm(nd her
room ere Miss C'lavering regretted not
having accompauied her; the park
would be so full of equipages; and,
flying quickly to her own apartments,
donned one of her prettiest costumes
and flew out to the steps; but Flora-
bel had driven away a moment before.

She returned to the parlor, threw
off her hat and gloves, and, for want
of better amusement, sat down at the
piano to try the latest song Max For-
rester had brought her.

As for Max, his business arrange-
ments being concluded early in the
morning, he had come home, thinking
he might be in time to drive Florabel
out. Finding her gone, he had step-
ped into the parlor, attracted there by
Miss Clavering’s singing.

It was only natural they should
practice the new music, he 'had
brought the day before, over to-
gether.

And perhaps it was only natural,
when Max admired the great cluster
of roses she wore at her belt, for Inez
to laughingly offer him the sweetest
and fairest, apd for him to gallantly
kiss the Whi:gjeweled hand that had
given him the rose.

There was not much in the action,
but it shot with the bitterest pain
through the heart of Florabel, who
had just come down, and was about
to enter the parlor. It smote her with
the bitterness of death ; her face grew
pele to the lips; she looked like one

, Wuose heart had suddenly been trans-

ith a sharp sword.

spazed with bated breath upon
3, the memory of which never
Bwhile her life lasted.

The long, dim parlor with its rich
adornings of pale gold and creamery
white; the lovely girl seated at the
piano, toying with the crimson roses
at her belt, and Max—her Max—
bending ever her with a look on his
face that made her heart throb with
the bitterest jealous pain. Inez was
looking up into his face with those
wondrous, dark Southern eyes, and
a smile on her crimson lips. It was
mgore than human nature could bear.
She turned and fled through the long
corridor out into the rose garden.

Over the brightness of the summer
day a cloud had fallen; a funeral pall
lay over the gold of the laburnum,
and the purple of the lilacs; a dark
mist hid the buddng roses and the
lily leaves. What was this fiery, hor-
rible pain that made her heart

‘‘He is mine,’’ she murmured, -
ously, raising her eyes to the :unlvt
sky. ‘‘Why should she try to take
him from me? He is mine!”’

1I]r’*(l"

CHAPTER IX.

The memory of that kiss was &
burning pain to Florabel. It tortured
her. How was she to bear it?

Was his love se light that a few
glances from a pair of dark, brilliant
eyes, and a few smiles from rosy lips,
could take his heart from her?

When she returned to the house she
found Max reading the merning paper
in her boudoir.

She made up her mind that Miss
Clavering should never know hew
bitterly jealous she was. She should
not triumph over her. She would
meet her with a smile en her lips,
though the bitterness of death lay in
her heart.

‘““What! Back so soon?’’ exclaimed
Max, as she advanced towards him.
““Why, I did not expect you to return
before noon.’”’

“‘I suppose not,’’ replied Florabel.

And she could not hide the sarcasm
that crept into her voice.

“Yon should have stayed out

longer,”’ declared Max. ‘‘The morn-
ing air has flushed those cheeks, and
lent a wonderful brightness to those
kazel eyes. I shall insist upon your
driving out for an hour or two every
morning after this.”’

How little he dreamed that it was
suppressed emotion that flushed those
cheeks and gleamed from her eyes.

_ A strange, angry smile curved Flor-
abel’s crimson lips, and the unnatural
.gparkle deepened into a lurid flame in
her hazel eyes.

The angry retort sprang to her lips:

‘“No doubt you would like to have
me away that you might make love
to Miss Clavering.”’

But she checked the words just in
time. “Prudence restrained her.

She crossed the room, and laid her
lovely white arm round his neck.

“Max,’’ she asked, in a low voice
- that sounded very like a sob, ‘‘do you
really love me?’’

*‘Is it not rather late in the day to

]

]
|

me, why do you torture me?”

He looked at her in amazement,
““T torture you, Florabel?’’ he
“Why, my darling,
words ! What

ex-
what
yoa !

claimed.
strango can
mean?’’

‘You will not understand,’’ ghe
said, with a bitter cry; and, turning
away, she left him lest he should gsee
the tears she could not restrain.

Max soon forgot K¥lorabel's words.
He was of a singularly bright and
happy temperament. He had a cer-
tain vague idea that all women had
highly strung nerves and were never !
to be properly understood. When
Florabel said anything that was not
quite comprehensible to him he at-
tributed the want of clearness to the
fact that she belonged to the sex sup-
posed to be swayed by feelings with-
out reason.

He wondered a little sadly and a
little gravely over the word ‘‘tor-
tured.'’ What could Florabel mean?
—his pretty, golden-haired Florabel
whom he loved so well.

As the days flew on the fever of dis-
trust and unrest increased in Flora-
bel’s heart. Her life
one dream of watching and pain.
how would it end?

We all know how the eye of jeal-
ousy magnifies the merest trifles. If
Max looked at Miss Clavering with
langhing eyes, paid her a compli-
ment, talked or sang with her Flora-
bel’s heart beat with the keenest
alarm. She grew pale and strange.
Max was alarmed at the change in
the lovely dimpled ?ace.

More than once he sought a secret
counsel with Miss Clavering, to
confer with her upon this alarming
subject. ~ Florabel eoften came upon
them suddenly, and found them
talking together in low whispers,
and her keen eyes detected how
quickly they turned away and
changed the subject as she approach-
ed. She knew by instinct they had
been talking about her.

Many a woman could
up behind them and
could never have done
though many a night she tossed rest-
lessly upon her pillow, vainly specu-
lating as to what they were saying
of her. Bhe wonderend if Max were
telling her that he regretted his mar-
riage, and that he found out, too
late, how unsuited they were to each
other? she pitying him be-
cause of his wasted life?, No wonder
Florabel grew ind  thin,
turing herself nee foolish
fancies.

One day,
—the great change
Migss Claverng,
with an uneasy laugh.

““Do you know, Max,’’ she said, ‘‘I
am grieved to say it, but indeed, I
believe Florabel is jealous of me."’

‘““Jealous!’’ cried Max. ‘‘And of
you! You must be mistaken, Ines.
Jealous! Why?”’

““I cannot tell why,’’ she replied;
‘‘bus many people have noticed it. I
begin te think that it is a common
subject of remark.’’

‘‘Florabel jealous!’’ he cried again,
““and people remarking it.! There
must be some mistake. It cannot e
trne. Why, I have never given her
cause for jealousy. Never!’’

“‘For your sake, I wish I was mis-
taken,’”’ she replied. ‘‘Rumor says
I am not.’’

““Do you mean to tell me, Inez,”’
he cried, ‘‘that my wife and my do-
mestic affairs are the subject of com-
mon gossip?’’

“It is very unpleasant,’’ she said,
sympathizingly; ‘‘but I fear it is
Florabel’s own fault. She shows her
unfounded jealousy of me in public.
What can you expect? And I—I—am
going to draw my vigit to your dear,
dear mother quickly to a close on
account of it,’’ she sobbed.

Max Forrester’s handsome face
grew white with rage. = This was
intolerable.

““You shall not go away, Inez, for
any reason so absurd,’’ he declared.
‘‘Stay and show the world how - per-
fectly absurd and unfounded such a
rumor is. I will go and speak to
Florabel about it at once.’’

‘‘Better not,”’ she replied, careless-
ly. “‘Let the gossip die away—if die
it will.”

became

Ah!

whole

have erept
listened. She

that, even

had
And was
pale @ tor- |
with dless,
in speaking of the matter
in Florabel—to

Inez turned to him

"
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But Max Forrester went in search
of Florabel.

He found her in her favorite nook
in the rose arbor.

He went up to her at once, and sat
down by her side.

““I wish to ask yon a plain, honest
question, Florabel,’’ he said. ‘‘You
will please give me an equally sincere
answer.’’

She raised her clear, true eyes to
his disturbed face.

- *“‘That I will certainly do,’’ she re-
plied, timidly. *‘What is it, Max?”’

| plac well owr
ittoyolutow:r cit n secret
~I am bitterly ous of your atten-

tions to her. I am not happy. Oh,
Max,’’ cried the girl, ‘“do you mot
see that my heart is bleeding? Can
you not see it—you who once loved
me 8o well?"”’

He looked at her for the first time
in his life with bitter anger and re-
sentment, ;

““Do not be angry with me,’’ she
cried; ‘‘but oh, Max! I plead with
you, by the love that once was mine,
to give up Miss Clavering.”’

He drew back, white te the lips,
repeating the words:

‘““(Give- up Miss Clavering — why,
what is she to me? What have I to
do with her?’’ he demanded, haught-
ily—coldly.

““She talks with you; she
with you; you kiss her hand.
it. Oh, Max, you must give her up,’
she sobbed out. ‘‘Keep away from
Miss Clavering.’’

“‘I have nothing to give up,’’ he
replied, coolly. ‘‘Because a lady hap-
pens to be young and beautiful, and to
show, a8 Miss Clavering does, an in-
nocent preference for my society, I
cannot be rude to her.”’

‘‘Keep away frgm that false, bean-
tiful woman, Max,’’ ' repeated Flora-
bel, piteously clagping her little
white hands; and bowing her curly,
golden head in dejettion. ‘‘Tell her
you have no time to spare for her.’’

“‘I cannot,’’ replied Max Forrester,
proudly and angrily. ‘‘Every one
would laugh. They would say that I
was under petticoat government.’’

‘‘But it is for my happiness,’’ said
Florabel. ‘‘Sometimes, when she
looks up into your eyes and smiles,
it seems to me as though my heart
were burning. ¥or my sake, Max—"’

‘I have never wronged you in
thought, act or d2=! '’ he interrupt-
ed. ‘“You are a needlessly jealous
woman. I never dreamed yom had
such a disposition when I married
you. It is intolerable to me. You
make me wretchedly unhappy."”’

She trembled like a flower suddenly
exposed to the cold, cruel blast.

“‘Do not be angry with me, Max,"’
she pleaded—oh, so piteously! ‘‘Ah!
how unhappy I am to have. brought
this nnhappiness upon you! What a
cruel mistake has been made!”’

“‘If you mean our marriage,’’ he re-
plied, ‘‘you force me to agree with
you.’'

These were the bitter words, utter-
ed in a moment of anger, that broke a
loving heart.

With bitter resentment in his heart,
he turned and strode away, leaving
Florabel standing there among the
pitying roses. Surely, the sadest
gight the golden sunshine ever ghone
on, for the bitter prayer was falling
from her lips that angels up in heaven
must have heard and wept over. She
was praying to be shown which way
to die, for the horrible fear that over-
shadowed her life—the sword which
had hung so long over her—had fallen
at last on her hapless head.

sings
I saw

CHAPTER X.

From the hour poor Florabel had
confessed her jealousy of beautiful
Inez Clavering a coolness had sprung
up between Max and herself. He was
greatly annoyed. He showed it by
words and looks of stern displeasure
that were far harder to bear than
any amount of angry words would
have been.

He was one of the proudest of men,
and eertainly one of the most sensi-
tive. That his young wife should
have shown a feeling so paltry as
jealousy of his mother’s lovely guest
amazed him. He was more incensed
than words could express.

go the clouds deepened, and the
bitter end drew near day by day, and
day by day they drifted further apart.

Florabel would have given up her
life—poor foolish child—if he would
have taken her into his arms and for-
given her and kissed her tears away.

But Max was polite, cold and court-
eous. No gleam of love or tender-
ness ever escaped him, and her love
turned upon itself and ate her heart
as the canker eats the heart of the
fairest bud all unnoticed.

She no longer pleaded with Max to
take her away, and the resigned, des-
olate expression of her face annoyed

To be Continued.

Suffocating
With Croup

Croup is the terror of every mother

and the cause of frequent deaths
among small - children. Dr. Chase's
Syrup of Linseed and ‘Turpentine
brings prompt relief to the loud, ring-
ing cough, makes breathing easy - and
prevents suffocation. It is mothers’
favorite remedy for coughs, colds,
croup, bronchitis, whooping cough and
asthma.

Mrs. F. W. Bond, 20 Macdonald
street, Barrie, Ont.,, says :—’ Havin~
tried your medicine, my faith iz o3
high in its powers of curing cough and
croup. My little girl has been subject
to the croup for a long time, and 1
found nothing to cure it until I
Dr. Chase's Syrup of Linseed and "
pentine, I mnot :peak too hlxhly ot

.,
- | yearly and balf y
; payqpnt plans
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If you want Glft Books Chi
ren’s Picture Books, Péema,
Bibles, Prayer Books,
Books of every kind, cog
to us.

OURS ARE FIRST-CLASS AND
PRICED LOW.

Stationery.

We have a large stock of Writing Papers, all the highest

quality and latest styles.

Purses and

Priced low for Xmas trade.

Card Cases.

Come and see the handsome new style Purses, Card Cases
and Pocket Books which we are offering at a little above cost

this week.

Xmas
GCandy.

s When you buy Candy‘here

you get tha b:st a.1: y AR

Chocolates,

Cream Mixtures,
Ete., Etc., Etc.

Fancy

If you want Fancy Goods,

Goods.

Toilet Articles, Etc, buy the |

handsome new goods we are now showing. We can please

you, in price and quality.

J. M. O’BRIEN,

1. C. R. DINING ROOM,

J. M. O’BRIEN, Proprietor.

o

Hot Meals Served from |
7 a.m. till 10 p.m.

! g ¢

Lunches served any time of day.
Choice Fruit, Choice Confectionery,

Fine imported and Domestic Cigars,§- &

vigarettes and Tobaccos.

Special Cigars for CAristmas

in Plush lined boxes with 10, 25 and
50 in each.

Prince & Inglis Streeés. ;

Patronize the Home Paper by glv-a
ing it your work in the printing line. |
We will give you as good value as
can be secured anywhere. Our work |
18 the best and is done at shortest
notice. Satisfaction always glvem,
News Publishing Co., Publishers ard

L C. R. TIME TABLE,
(For Truro.)

In BEffect Monday, Nov. 26, 1900.
(Daily, except Sunday.)

i e e

ARRIVALS,

From Halifax.

No. Local tinse,

75 Accommodation ... ... ...

25 Excpress, C. P. R. ... ...
1Express ... ... ...

85 Express, C. B. Fiyer

383 Express, Maritime

17 Accommodation

BT Frelglht ... (s sa seeis

13

From North.

Freight, daily ... ... ..
Express, Montreal
Express, St. John
Frelight .. S e e
Express, C P R. -
From Pictou a.nd Mulgrdve.
Accommodation
Accommodation
Express ..
Express C. B Flyer

DEPARTURES.

EEFEE

ek BYEYs

St
BpEE

For Halifax.

Express, Local ... ... ... 6.10 a. m.
ITEREIEE office coo cos poo son - AT

Accommodation ... ... .. 10.50 a. m.
Express, Maritime ... ... 8.10 p. m.
Express, Mulgrave ... ... 4.50 p. m.
Exp 8t, John ... .. 5.50 p.m.
Express C. B, Flyer 7.50 p. m
Express, C. P. R. ... .. 830 p. m

For North.

v « B.00 a.m.
e o 10.00 a. m.
e e 11.05 a&. M.

Freight .. 3
Express, C. P. R.
Express, St. John
Express, Moantreal 4.45 p. m.
Frelght ... ... e oio oes .. 6.85 DI,
For Plctou and Mulgrave. >
Frelghnt ... ... .. .00 a. m!
EXDTOSS .. ce vee ses oo oee 10.45 &
Express C. B. Flyer 8.15 p. |
Express for Pictou and
New GlasSgZoW .. e ses

ese sse ese

B.85 p.m

Money to Loan

On keal Estate securitv. Stralgh
loans, interest 5 t0 « pos voub accord-

ing to amount and gwm,
Ty

able |
mm £

TRURO POST OFFICE

el

Office hours 7.30 a. m. to 9.80 p. ll."

(local time). Money Order
Hours 8 a .m. to 6 p. m.
are made up as follows:

For Amherst, St. John, Upper Pre-
vinces and U. B. A, 9.40 a. m. astd
4.30 p. m. :

For St. John and Way -‘-'
10.50 a. m.

For Ham’ax (Accommodation) 1 28

For Ha.llfax (C. P. R) 815 p. m.
homcadk, 58

Offiges*
§

For Halifax and Shu
P m. :
For Halifax, WaYy Btuﬂo:-.
Western Counties, 5.45 a. m.
5.25 p. m.
For Pictou and Bastward, 10.235 a.
For Pictouw and New Glangew. ant
fhort Line, 8.15 p. m. i piid
For Old Baras, lw a, m.
¥For @nslow (Dally) 11 a. m.
For Camiden and ‘:-m \
and Thursday 1180 a.
For Bpper Brookside, :
Friday, 11 a. =,
For North River aad Bar)
day, Wednedilay and Fridny, 11 a.
English Mail, via Rimouskl, l'rkh'
4.30 p. m. ‘
English Mail via New York, Mond:
and Thursday, 9.40 a. m.
Box at Victoria Square open
a. m., 10,20 a. m. and 4.20 p m.
Box at Corner Oof Prince and Chure
Streets 9.30 a. m., 10.15 a. m. 8
4.15 p. m.

TRORO FIRE ALARM:-:

Box No. 18—Corner of Kiag
Victoria streets.

Box No. 15-~At Electric Dlgh:t s
‘tion, King street.

Box No. 24—On fiag staff at
Office, Prince street.

Box No. 25—At Kent’'s coal shed
Arthur street.

Box No. 26—On pole at corner
Pleasant and Arthur streets. §

Box No. 32-—North de or B
Boyd's store, cormer olm
Inglis streets. i
SM No. 88—South 030 ot Ps
tation, pear bulm'
Railway mm

Box No. 84—At Pn-plnt !
Walker street.

Box No. 85—0On Telegraph
near the corner of Prince
etreets.

Box No. 88—Corner ol
Moore atreltl-

On the discovery
first duty of every ¢
run to the nearest
Box, break the glass
wooden glass front
gt g
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