you have a bad
your mouth every
Your appetite
por, and food dis-
s you. You have
ent headaches and
often dizzy. Your
nach is weak and
bowels are always
stlpated
here’s an old and re-

and then stop. Bet-
r take a laxative dose
Seach night, just enough to
guse onegood freemove-
ent the day following.
 You feel better the
ry next day. Your
ppetite returns, your
yspepsia is cured, your
eadaches pass away,
your tongue clears up,
your liver acts well, and
our bowels no longer
ve you trouble.

. Price, 25 cents. . All druggists.

_"Ilnn taken Ayer’s Pills for 35
and I consider them the best
One pill does me more d

a hlfaboxoflnyothot d I

Anmulad."

3 Mrs N. E.TALsOT,

arch 30, 1899. Arrington, Kans.
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A LOVER’S

FASCINATION.

Delightful, Dashing, Daring.
Continued from last issue,

He startea and wheeled suddenly
around.

A startled cory escaped her” lips.
The face that she had never seen stern
nor anger before was both now, and
his eyes were flashing and stormy.

He tried to make himself feel
sure that Florabel would clear away
all the unpleasant mystery by a few
simple words.

He did not attempt to touch her,
and as he looked down into the lovely
face—so dainty, so sweet, so pure and
loving—the words he had sent for her
to hear seemed more bitter than
death to utter. Yet pride demanded
it. Yes, he must speak, and the soon-
er it was gotten over with the better.

“Florabel,”’ he said, sternly and
abruptly, ‘‘I have sent for you to ex-
plain to me, if you can, the mystery
of last night's meeting whlch I wit-
nessed in the rose arbor.’

The horrible words died away in
utter silence. He saw the quastion
sirike her as a keen, blighting
draught of chilly air strikes a hot-
house flower. She quivered from
head to foot, and drooped before the
pitilese anger of his stern, acocusing
voice.

The oolor fled from her crimson
lips, and the light died from her beau-
tiful eyes, raised so pathetically to
his. She tried te answer, but the
words died away in a faint gasp.

It seemed to her that the great
chandelier above her head went whirl-
ing around her, the garish light of
day faded into utter darkness; yet,
through it all, she could see Max For-
rester’s white face and angry eyes.

‘““Do you deny that
there?”’ he asked, bitterly. ‘‘That
you met Arthur Hurlhurst there, and
by appointment? Remember, I saw
you, and I saw him. Do you deny
it?”’

‘““Ah, no!'’ she gasped, piteously.
‘““How can I, when—you—you saw
me?’’ gshe stammered, with a hard
sob, that might have melted a heart
of stone. But his anger was so thor-
oughly aroused he did not heed it.

8he clasped her little white hands
together, as though she were utter-
ing a silent prayer in piteous agony.

“‘Florabel,’’ he said, ‘‘tell me the
object of that secret meeting, that I
may judge if there be any circum-
stance that extenuates or explains such
an action. Be frank with me.”’

The tone of his voice might have
warned her.

The golden head drooped, a look of
terror stole into her eyes. She must
not betray Arthur; no, no. Heaven
help her—she dare not!

‘““Will you tell me why you met
Arthur Hurlhurst in the rose arbor?’’
he asked again.

‘‘I—I—cannot, Max,’’ she gasped,
oh! so faintly.

‘““Tell me what is this man to
you?’’ he cried, his face awful with
dark, grim fury. ‘‘I will be amnswer-
ed! I will know!’’

‘““You are strong and I am weak;
you might kill me—strike me dead a$
your feet—but, ok, Max, I coud =not
answer. I dare not!’’

CHAPTER XIIL

It was the most terrible moment of
beautiful, hapless Florabel’s life. A
hushed silence had ensued between
them since that fatal answer had fal-
len from her lips—‘‘Oh, Max, Heaven
help me! I—I—cannot tell you what
Arthur Hurlhurst is to me.”’

She had sunk on her knees before
him, her beautiful golden hair falling
in abandon about her death-like face,
her little hands clenched tightly over
her heart. She quite believed it was
breaking, there was such intense pain
with each throb.

She could feel his eyes burning
down into her very soul; he was
standing before her in the attitude of
a judge before a criminal.

‘““What shall I say to yom?’ he
cried, bitterly. ‘‘You have done that
which, in the eyes of the world,

would seem most appalling ; the situa-
tion does not seem to strike you. Oh,
fair of face and false of heart, you
shall tell me what took you to the
rose-arbor—why you kept that appoint-
ment.”’

‘“Do not judge me so hardly, Max,”’
she wailed out desparingly; and she
was 80 lovely in her utter woe that
his heart was touched in spite of him-
self.

He stepped nearer to her, and laid
his hand heavily on her shoulder.

‘“‘Answer me this, Florabel,”’ he
-hoarse, constrained
_vowe, as though he hated the thought
that prompted the question: ‘‘Has
this man—a.ny—-my—olum upon

Mdmostfroze inlnsvems

you were |

meet with a cruel
fate,'’ he said, ‘‘but they deserve it.

In my life I may not
much good, but I hLave
thx‘m. l am too ]1l’|ll"i':“"1|' a man
be made a dupe of.
he continued,

““Some men
have done
done no great
{to
I have no words,"’
slowly, ‘‘in which to
upbraid you; they are all weak
meaningless. To speak to you I want
words that lash, scourge and burn.”’

‘‘Have pity,’’ the poor girl gasped,
tears falling like rain down her  face.

‘““You deserve none,’’
Forrester, bitterly. ‘‘I
perhaps, in persuading you
me. -‘You were very young
perienced. . T thought you
me. You never told me
lover; you befooled me.’’

Her white lips parted in horror and
dismay. She tried to answer him—to
refute the cruel charge—but the words
died away in her throat.

‘“‘It is time that we came to an un-
derstanding, '’ he cried. ‘‘Never more
sball you be wife of mine wuntil this
mystery is cleared. Do you hear me,
Fiorable? Though it wrecks my life’
I will cast you out of my heart. Our
paths shall lie asunder. I will give
you to-day in which you can decide
whether you will confess all to me.
if by midnight you still refuse, I
ghall return to New York, and my ob-
ject will be to secure a separation
from you.'’

Even as he uttered the words he did
not mean them; it was simply his
intention to frighten the truth from
her.

She uttered no word, no cry. She
rose from her knees, turned slowly,
and staggered from the room.

“I thought you were jealous of
me,’’ he cried out after her, with a
harsh, bitter laugh. ‘‘Bah! With
what consummate skill you played
that little comedy. It is I who have
every reason to be jealous of you.”

She did not turn her head. She
walked slowly down the corridor and
up to her own room. She had barely
strength to lock the door. She shoox
as in ague. She was cold. Her head
reeled. Absolute pain and agony kept
her from fainting. She lay down on
her couch, with her face turned to
the wall, trying to think, for now she
had need of all her powers to know
how to meet this terrible fate.

“I cannot betray poor Arthur,
whom they are hunting down,’’ she
wailed. “‘If I told Max who he was,
he would put the officers of the law
on his track at Yet, how can I
endure his Oh, Heaven
help me! I see a wrecked life either
way !’

Suddenly it occurred to her to write
to Arthur. He could tell her what to
do. - He could advise her.

She hurried to her writing desk and
penned a short note, which, in her
thoughtlessness, she gave to one of
the servants to mail.

“‘Take it yourself, and quickly, teo
the village post-office, John,’’ she
eaid, nervously, ‘‘and find out if it is
in time for the ten o’clock mail. You
will have barely time to reach there."’

The servant mailed the letter, then
reported to Florabel that he had been
successful in getting the letter in just
before the mail closed, and by this
time it was on its way. .

It s happened, as the man left
Florabel’s door, he met young Mr.
Forrester in the corridor. At any
other time he would not have deigned
to pry into his wife’s affairs; now he
waived aside these delicate feelings.
Intense curiosity had mastered him.

‘““John,’’ he asked, sharply, ‘‘what
did my wife want?”’

And he flushed uneasily as the man
turned and looked at him, -surprised
at the question.

‘‘She wanted me to take a letter in
great haste to the post office, sir, and
see if it would go out soon. I was
telling her I was just in time to get it
in the out-going mail.”’

‘‘John,’’ said Max Forrester, speak-
ing with difficulty, ‘‘you have been
in the family long years, or I should
not ask you the question I now ask:
but I expect a straightforward an-
swer. Did you see to whom that let-
ter was addressed, and where it was
going?’’

‘I could not help but mnotice, sir,’
the man answered, respectfully. ‘It
was addressed to the gentleman who
just left here—Mr. Arthur Hurlhurst,
New York City. I cannot remember
the street and number. "’

He saw Max Forrester’'s face turn
white as death as he wheeled about
and strode down the corridor towards
his wife’s apartments.

‘““Heaven help me! I hope I
haven’t ~said anything wrong,’’
thought the old servant, in dismay.
““There is a look on his face I don’t
like. Can there be any trouble be-
tween young master and his bride, I
wonder? Her eyes. were swollen, as

and
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and inex-
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you had a
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suspicions?

though she had been weepmg. ,Iam

declared Max *
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I that little scene down in the

and Jooked pit ously into his face.

Had he come to mnko friends with
her—to take her in his arms and kiss
away her tears, whispering that no
shadow must ever come between
them?

But no. Ha strode up to her, seizing
her white wrist with angry vehem-
ence—with a force that would have
shamed him if he had realized it.
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the poor child,

He had taken her so much by sur-
pise she did not have the opportunity
of thinking up a suitable reply.

‘““Will you tell me what else
wrote?"’

His voice, in its low, hoarse
#ity, might have warned her,
did not.

“NO,”
not.”’

At that instant the blotter on her
writing desk, which she had so lately
used, caught his eye.

By some strange fayality the blotter
wAs a new one, wled only on that
occasion, drying the ink on the hastily
written note she had penned to Ar-
thur.

What did those warning lines mean?
He snatched it in his hand, an old
college trick recurring to him, and
held it before the mirror.

Oh, God! the pity of it! There,
standing out in bold relief, he read
these words, and they convicted poor,
innocent, hapless . IFlorabel in his
eyes:

‘““Dear Arthur — I am in great
trouble. Come to me an comfort me.
My beart is breaking, Max sus-
pects—"’

This was all that was legible, but it
was quite enough. Max Forrester
turned to her with a bitter cry, his
face fairly livid with passion.

‘‘No need for me to ask what .thi
man is to you, after such a proof a:
this!’’ he cried, hoarsely. ‘‘Now lis
ten to what I have to say. To-nigh
—aye, this hour—I leave you forever
I pray Heaven I may never look on
your fair, false face again!”’

Ere she could call out to him he
was gone.

you

inten-
but it

she replied, faintly: ‘‘I can-

CHAPTER XIV.

she heard the swift
galloping of a horse going down the
chestnut drive. Every clatter of the
iron hoofs struck a death knell to her
heart.

No cry came from her white,
lips that looked as though they would
never open .again; no statue, carved
from stone or marble, was ever more
silent or motionless. Outside the
wind stirred the leaves of the trees,
dying away in a low moan over the
rose garden; but she never heard; gshe
was deaf, dumb and blind under this
great stroke of mortal anguish.

She was trying to realize that he
was gone from her; that of his own
free will he had left her—the lover
who had wooed and wedded her; that
she should never look upon his face
again. It was utterly imposeible—
utterly absurd.

She heard the sound of a wild
laugh, and was startled by it, not
knowing that it was her own.

He had gone out of her life forever,
to return no more, and he—her own
husband—given to her before Heaven
and man—how could he.have left her
forever?

Gradually the mist clears from her
brain; her thoughts grow distinct,
and she realizes the full horror of the
awful sorrow that has fallen upon
her.

There must have been a sense of
something wrong in the household,
for when John reached the servants’
hall and saw Gregory, ihe maid, he
gaid, hurriedly:

«“I do not like the

To ba Continued.

A moment later

closed

looks of matters

Suffocating
With Group

Croup is the terror of every mothez
and the cause of frequent deaths
among small children. Dr. Chase's
Syrup of Linseed and Turpentine
brings prompt relief to the loud, ring-

ring cough, makes breathing easy and

prevents suffocation. It is mothers'
favorite remedy for coughs, colds,
croup, bronchitis, whooping cough andg
asthma.
Mrs.
street,

F. W. Bond,

20 Macdonald
Barrie, Ont.,

says :—'‘Havingz

A

tried. your medicine, my faith is vm,'

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 gave
Tur- |

Dr. Chase’s Syrup of Linseed and
pentine. I cannot lpeak too mghly
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If you want Glft Booh
ren’s Picture Books, Poe
Bibles, Prayer Bookg
Books of every kind fc&
to us. :

OURS ARE FIRST-CLASS
PRICED LOW,

Stationery.

W e have a large stock of Whriting Papers, all the hlgh

quality and lutest styles.

Priced low for Xmas trade.

Purses and Lard Cases.

ome and see the handsome new style Purses, Card Casé
mnd Toceet Books which we are offering at a little above co

his week.

Xmas
Candy.

When you buy Candy here
you get the best made

Q_]:locoxates,
Cream Mixtures, &
Ete., Etc., Etec.

Fancy Goods.

If you want Fancy Goods,

Toilet Articles, Etc, buy .L

handsome new goods we are now showing. We can plea

you, in price and quality.

Lnnches served any fime of
Choice Fruit, Choice Conl’ectiond
Fine im ported and Domestic Cigat
Ulgarettes and Tobaccos.

Special Cigars for Christmas

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

Prmce & Inglis § Qtrget

Patronize the Home Puper by giv-
ng it your work in the printiug line.
Ve will give you a8 good value as
can be secured anywhere. Our work
Is the best done at shortest
notice. Satisfaction always gively
vews Publishigg Co., Publishers and

qd §

1. C. R. TIME TABLE.
{For Truro.)

In Effect Monday, Nov. 26, 1900.
(Dally, except Sunday.)

ARRIVALS.

From Halifax.

E

No.

75 Aeocommodation ...
28 Excpma,C P Rikine 85
1Express .. s |

85 Expre-s, C B Flyor

33 Express, Maritime

17 Accommodation

57 Freight .. *e

13 Expreas, Loc-a.l

ves oee

Prper
PEFE

R -R -1
BEEEB

From North.

Freight,
Express, Moutreal ... ...
Express, St. John ... ...
Freteghit . . i o ot
Express; C. PRy o

From Pictou and Mulgrave.
Accommodation
Accomm>dation
Express ... ...
Express C. B. Flver

daily

PEEE®

T o.»
BEEE BEEEE

®

DEPARTURES.

For Halifax.

Express, Local e
Frelght ... ... 7.30 a.m.
Accommodation ... ... ... 10.50 a.m.
EKxpress, Maritime ... ... 8.10 p.m.
Express, Mulgrave ... ... 4.50 p. m.
Express, St. John 5.50
Express C. B. Flyer 7.50
gxpress, C. P. R. ... ... 8.30

For North.

p. B-
p. m.
p. m-

.00 a. m.
.00 a. m.

Frelght .. aveh
P

Express, C P
Express, St. John .
Express, Montreal ... ... 4.45 p. .
Freight .. ve ». 6.85 D. M.
For Ptcwu a.nd Mulgrave. i
Freight .. 7.00 a. m.
DI .. s 10.45 a. m
Exprms C B. Flyer 3.15 p. m.
Express for Pictou and :
New GlasgOowW ... e o

885 p m

Money to Loan

On Rea.l Estaie securitv.
, interest 560 ¢ por went arcord-

8
0.

11.05 a.m.
4.

TRURO POST OFFICRE
Office hours 7.30 a. m. to 9.30 p.
(local time). Money Order Of
Hours 8 a .m. to 6 p. m. E

are made up as follows:

For Amherst, St. John, Upper P
vinces and U. S, A,, 9.40 a. m. &

F4 .30 p. m. b
or 8St. John and W
10.50 a. m. - iy

For Halifax (Accommodation) ‘10
a. m.

For Halifax (C. P. R.) 8.15 p. m.

For Halifax and Shubenacadie,
p. m.

For Halifax, Way Stations, "
Westorn Counties, 5.45 &, m.
5.25 p. m.

gor l;ki:ctou and Bastward, 10.25
or tow and New Glnw
Ebhort Line, 8.153 p. m.

For OM Barnm, 1480 a. m.

For Onmslow (Daily) 11 a. m.

For Camden and Harmeny,
and Thursday 11.30 a. m

For Upper Brookside,

Friday, 11 a. m.

For North River and Barl
day, Wednesday and Friday, 11 \'I :

Enzlish Mail, via Rimouski, F¥

4.30 p. m.

English Mail via New York, l{&
and Thursday, 9.40 a. m.

Box at Victoria Square
a. m.,, 10,20 a. m. and 4.20 p.

Box at Corner Jof Prince a.nd Ch
Streets 9.830 a. m., 10.15 a.

. 4,15 p. m.

TRORO FIRE ALARM

Box No. 18—Corner of King
Victoria streets. ;

Box No. 15--At Electric nght
tion, King street.

Box No. 24—On fiag dtaﬂ &i (
Office, Prince street. ;
Box No. 25—At Kent's coal 8

Arthur street.
Box No. 26—On pole at ¢
Pleasant Arthur " «z,"
Box No. '82—North dﬁ
Boyd's store, cormer ol F

Inglls &
N s
Stna.?ﬁm. _near hnm.ﬁ

Railway. Esplanade.

Box No. 84—At
Walker street.

Box No. 85—On
near the corner of Prm
streets. 5

Box No. .
Moore streets.

On the
first duty o( ev

Straighs | PO%

— OF NOVAMBCOTIA



