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agent the world
Miilions have ved its reliability,
and mflHons willl share the relief its

-

& cause is so deeply
m that only a Iiniment ag power-
penetrating as Nerviline will

eftect an immediate removal of pain.
Nerviline is powerful, yet penetrat-
ing, is the most rapid pain-expelling

W.MWMWM

ones.

Nerviline fs guaranteed to nuickly
cure any pain or soreness in the joints,
and is sold by druggists everywhere.
Large size, 50 cents; trial size, 25 cents,,
g{r direct from The Catarrhozoae Co.,

v

In the silence ut;’the‘mght, sur-éund-
e¢ by the rocks, before nim the im-
mern.sity of the sky and sea, he gath-
éred togcther all the streagth of his
will for a supremie invocation. He
called t¢ ais aid all the iavizsible pCw-
ers. “It they exist as has been at-
firmed,” ne said {o himself, “around
us, in the air; if, igipalpatle as the air,
nmysterions ings surround us, let
them revea selv>y to me by some
sign which I can comprehcnd, and I
shall be ready to) obey them.. I de-
Hver myself up to them in self-sacri-
fice. A being of flegh and blood, I shall
enter the realm of the spiritual and 1
shall leave existence with delight seo
that I be no lenger myself, and, as a
eonsequence, te jn pair no longer, no
Jonger groan an4 sigh. Let them spcak
16 e jurthe whis of th-: breeve, the
murmar of the waves, .the rustling of
the leaves, and regch them | will
pass through the of death.”

Ag be finished thi3 incantation he
shuddered, tcrrified at the solitude m
which he fcurd hims:lf. He looked
fearfully around n The clift, the
sea, the sky were silent and solitary.
Suddenly the 'showed hcrself be-
twvesn the clouds, in the luminous
space it seemed Plerre that white

zetm passed. Ife locked down at
expanse of waiers before him, and
will-o'-the-wisps ajjpeared among the
rocks on the shore|| Hither and thith-
er they passed, brilllant and ligat,
vanfshing and reappearing ceaselessly,
Jike the souls of shipwrecked marin-
z: baunting the

h?dles they

take his eyes from these vaporous

these w. g lights, and
& speci®y of tools possesion of
Mm, Murmuring filled his
ears. At first they gradu-
ofly resoived into these

words, like a chant “Come with us,

where suffering no longer exists. Die

in order to live again, reincarnated in

a being of your chagice. Ccme with

us’” !

-Plerre made an "el‘fort to rid him-
self of this hallucination, but without
success. He felt himself deprived of
force, incapable of l/making a move-
ment as if he were|in a state of cata-
lepsy. His gaze penetrated the
depths of ‘the sky, and supernatural
accents vibrated in his ears. He
thought to himself: “The revela-
tion I demanded has been made. Spir-
its have manifes themselves to
me. I belleve-in them, I will obey
them—but let them cease to possess
me.” - |

As if Be had pronounced a magic
formula the visicn | disappeared, the
chant Teased. He rose and walked
along the deserted® shore, and he
might have thought that he had been
dregming. But he did not think 3so.
He hoped the vision might be real;
he saw in it the delightful end of all
his {lis.

Aseending to the summit c¢f the
cliffs, he stood there, took out his
pocket-book, and wrote these words
onh a card: i ‘

“My clear Jacques,—I am of no use
to ers and I am, hurtful to myself.
I wish to end this. I am going to

- try the experiment which Davidoff de-
seribed to us. You are the being 1
love most on eartb’ I make you a
present of my soul. Live happy
through me, and for me.”

He signed the card with his name,
and taking his hat passed the folded
paper between the felt and the silk
band. He tranquilly divested him-
self of his overcoat and placed it at
the side of the path together with his
hat; thren with quick steps went down
again towhrd the sea. The coast
curved at this point, forming a little
bay, where the waves dled away with
a gentle murmur. A path, running
up the side of the cliff, led to a Httle
iﬁ;ﬁng village. The attention of Pi-

was attracted by a barque com-
fng s'owly toward him, propelled by
the breeze that swelled out its low
safl. It seemed to be empty; but
when it reached the strand saflors
made their appearance everywhere. At
the same time men sallied from be-
%ind the rock, and entering the water

went toward the boat. Bales and
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[ same moment a shot was heard in the
silence, and a red flame lighted up
the rocks. It was the custom-house
officer who thus made known his pre-
sence. At another point near by
another shot was heard, and shadowy
forms ran up the side of the rock. The
men climbed up the path with their
les, the smugglers pushed their
out into deep water. During

this manoeuvre a sailor fell over-
board. Signals were heard. It was
the custom-house officers assembling.
The boat reached the open sea, and
the swimmer, left behind, cried out
with all the strength of his lungs.
His movements gradually became
wilder and his voice more feeble. Pi-
erre felt touched by the heartrending
accents of this fellow creature. A mo-
ment before he had thought only of
dying, now he wished to save life. He
hurried toward the beach, leaping
from -rock to rock, narrowly missing
several shots as he ran, reached the
water, and throwing himself into the
sea swam vigorously toward the
drowning man. A few hundred yards
away the boat had stopped. The
smugglers had disappeared in the

and on the sea, polished as a mirror,
the moon cast her cold and tranquil
lHght. v

CHAPTER II.

Near the seashore, on the charming
voad that leads from Monaco to Nice,
between Eze and Villefranche, but
nearer to. the latter, in a little bay
formed by an abrupt fissure of the
cliff, stands a villa painted in red and
white, fts terrace covered with
) cranges and mimosas, stretching down
into the water. PiIr trees, with red
trunks and large branches, ‘uniper
treeg with their blue-green foliage,
black thuyas, grow together on the
side of the hill, among fragments of
rock, in the midst of briars, framing
in with wild vegetation this tranquil
valley, isolated and silent. A jtle
harbor, protected by a natural jetty
cf reefs, against which the waves
break in clouds of spray, contains two
Dleasure boats, motionless in the calm
and transparent waters, to wiich the
marine plants at the bottom give an
emerald-green timge. The ,ed earth’
absorbs the rays of the sun and heats
the atmosphere of this sheltered spot,
where all day the temperature of a
hotliouse reizns. In the evening the
air is exhilarating and laden wiih the
exquisite odor exhaled by trees whose
leaves never fail, of flowers tnat re-
new themselves ceaselessly. Little
fishing boats, piving betwaen Beaulien
and Monaco, sail across the open sea
and give an air of life to the horizon

railroad than runs behind the villa is
the only sound that disturbs the
silence of this peacefnl spnt. Here it
was that, two months before, Madame
de Vignes' came to establish herself
with her son and daughter, far from-
the agitation of the #Parisian world,
in the sweet and salubricus repose of
this enchantinz country. - .

Left a widow at thirty, after a jmar-
ried life made stormy a dissipated
kusband, Madame de Vignes hid eon-
secreted herself with exalted intelli:
gence and profound wisdom to“ the
education of her children. Jacques, a
tall and handsome boy, of an impas-
sicned soul and enthusiastic nature, in
spite of prudent counsels daily re-
ceived, soon gave signs of having
inherited his father's fauits. His sister
Juliette, four years vounger than he,
had, by a happy contrast, inherited
| all her mother's serious wisdom. So
that if the one was a source of grave
anxiety to the mother, the other
seemed made to console her for it.
With these two, so different from each
other, Madam~ de Vignes, up to the
age of forty, lived a Comparatively
tranquil life. Jacques, extremely intel-
ligent and tolera had

cess. His health, delicate during his
childhood, had become stronger as he
grew up, and when he attained his
majority,” he was, with his tall sta-
ture, his long blonde moustache, and
his blue eyes, one of the most charm-
ing young men ome could see. He
made no delay in abusing these advan-
! tages,

Put in possession of his father’s for-

pans, the sures: to drive out the big |

. and became innocent and playful te

brush-wood at the summit of the cliff, |

as they slowly rass. The noise of the|

‘on this day, and yet they remained,

beautiful. She divined, with singular
penetration, that the painter made ev~

his dissipated life, and that the
influence he exercised ever him could
Dot but prove favorable. This had
made her like him all the more. And
then his manner toward this child was
Hke that of a brother. For her he sof-
tened the expression of his skepticism,

adapt h
tion, for Juliette, whose reasoming

to her.

Quite capable of comprehending him.
But Pierre persisted in seeing in her
ouly a little girl, and it was always
with aotonishment that he heard her,
when she allowed herself to be wI
into the conversation, put forth a
few timid phrases judgment extraor-
dinarily just. He did not give her cre-
dit fcr them indeed; he said to him-
self. “This little girl is surprising;
she remembers what she hears and
brings it in in the right place. In ev-
€ry woman there is something of the
ape, to imitate, and of the parrot, to
repeat!'” .

If Juliette, however, had, where art
Wwas concerned, a precious faculty of
assimilating the knowledge of others,
she was altogether herself in the ten-
der effusivenmess of the thanks she be-
stowed on Laurier for his protecting
care of her brother. Here she neither
imitated nor repeated. It was the very
heart of the child that spoke, and the
Dainter, however absorbed he might
be by precccupations of which Mile. de
Vignes was singularly ignorant, could
not avoid being struck by her emotion
and her gratitude., -

A little incident, of which he caught
the true i ce, had just occur-
rad, howeVer, which completely open-
ed his eyes. He had been in the habit
of bringing this child, whom he had
known since her infancy, a present on
St. Julette’s day. When she was a child
these presents had been dolls, extra-
ordinarily attired in magnificent robes,
made according to the taste and after
the suggestions of the painter, as if
they had been meant to pose for ome
of his pictures. Each time he came
to partake of the family dinner, carry-
ing in his arms his annual gift, there
were exclamations of surprise and
cries of joy. Laurfer would take the
child by, the suoulders, imprint a
sounding kiss upon edach cheek, and
say in his sarcastic accents:

“This doll is beautiful, is it not” She
is a Venetian-—of the time of Titian!”

Then he would begin to chat with
Mme. de Vignes and Jacques, with-
out taking any further heed of the
little girl lost in eestatic contempla-
ticn of the porcelain patrician dressed
in silk and gold. When Juliette was
fourteen, however, 'dolls, he began to
think, were now out of place, and he
set abcut finding a more sensibie gift.
He selécted a little work-box of the
eighteenth centurf, garnished with
beautiful implements in silver gilt,
of exquisite desizm, and, according to
his habit, arrived%ith it at the dinner
hour. On this partictlar evening only
Jacques was in the salon. The twol
friends shook hands, and Laurier ask-
ing where Juliette was,—

“My mother 18 dressing her, ans-
wered Jacques. “It is an important
affair—her first leng dress. Our
friends have wish to celebrate the
oceasion. So, what do.'you think! Her
hair also had to be arranged differ-
ently. It would not do, as formerly, to
wear one’'s hair hanging loose over
one's shoulders—a ehignon was a ne-
cessity!” )

He was still langhing when_the door
opened, and instead of the little girl’
Laurfer expected to see, a young girl,
a little timid, a little awkward, al-
together changed, but -charming, en-
tered the room. She did not run to
the painter as usual with girlish cur-
iosity. She extended to him her hand
gracefully, and paused, silent and em-
barrassed, before the young men.
Pierre observed her with a smile.

“You look very well so, Juliette,”
he said. “If I might be allowed to

a slight criticism, I would say

that I disapprove of the little curls
over the forehead. You have
a very Dbeautifully shaped face,
and the  hair! well set. Put

them buck then, uncompromisingly. It
looks younger, and I am sure it will
pe very boccming to vou.”

Then, taking from his pocket the
present he had bought— ,

“See,” he said, “this is a useful ar-
tele. I,.also, treat you like a grown-
up person to-day.’

‘Oli, how pretty!” she cried, her ‘eyes
sparkling with joy. ‘Look, Jacques!”
““This is an object >t art, my child.
This painter has committed an extra-
vagance. You skould give him a kiss,
at least”

This had becn her habit. For many
vears past Plerre had kisscd Juliette

showedwantotpenm-'
Dowers had been early developed, was|
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evening he remained preoecupied,
spezking rarely, as if abserbed by
some seeret disquietude.

From this time on, in his inter
course wirh Juliette, he shcwed him-
self more eircumspect, waiching every
word he said. At the same time his
gaze returned continually to the young
girl, whom a wesk before he had treat-
ed like a baby. And ne could not but
coniess that a rap’d transformatichi
had taken placa 1 har. Her figure had
acquired a flexible roundness, her
ccoplexion a velvety brilliance. Her
movements had Icst the vivaeity of
childhnod and were more restrained
than eiegant The commeonplace chry-
salis- had openeod, and a trilliant but-
terfly, which irristibly attructed the
attention, had emerged from it. This
r metamorpiosis produced in the mind
¢f. Pierre an agitation whieh he found
difficulty in mastering.

He hegan to dream of thing: altege-
ther diff2rent - from those which up till
new had occupied his thoughts. Artis-
“ie triumphs, the free existence suited
te them. the stimulus given to thought
by variety of sensaticn, all that had
~onstituted the programme of his life,
in the past, was now regurded by him
as -ridiculous and conzemmptibie. He
trovsht now that the tranquility ot
demeastic life, the peae> of tiie heart,
the even course of days woll employed
might contribute as surely as these to
the achievement cf zreat works, and
that there was mor. probability cf in-
spiration in regularity of labor than in
snasmedic efforts. Marriage seemed to
him like a fresh scuree at which to
| acquire new vigor. He degan to think
! of settling Jdown, of giving prodst or
! wislom. and ha allowed himself to
regard Mlle de Vignes with a tender-
ness which had acthirg in esmmen
witt the [ecling he had entertained
for her in other days.

No one perceived this, but Julictte
her:elf. Neither her mother, too mueh
aoceupied with the dissipation ;m which
Jaecques lived, aor Jaegues, teco much
engaged with his own pleasures, sus-
peeted for an instant what was pass-
ing in the mind of th> pairter. suti-
ette. at first astonished at this rapid
change in the sentimenés of her fricnd,
then happy in thinking herself loved
-by one whom she rezarded as a suncr-
ier being, was scon destined to experi-
ence the bitterness cf disappointment.
The flame thus kindled, which had
promaised to burn with ardor, was an
suddeniy extingmished. Pierre., who
of Iate had been'a frequen: visitor at
the houze of Mne. de ViTnes, now
came only occasionally, as before. And
all the flattering hones, chcrished in
secret by the young gzirl, vanishel like
a dream

She dut: not easily resign
Lerself to  this change, how-
ever, but determined to discover,

if possible, the cause of it. One even-
ing, when Jacques come to the house
alone to spend a few moments with
his mother, Juliette hazarded an ex-
pressfon of surprise at their no longer
seeing Pierre Laurier.

“Is he nmot now in Paris?” she
asked.

“He is,” responded Jacques, “but he
scarcely ever leaves his studio. He
has a fever for work.”

The young giri breathed again.
‘Work was a rival she did not fear.

“And what is he painting,” she
asked.

“A portrait.”

(To be Continued.)

m m’ Mnsv mhe.

for an instant, facinz each other mi
embarrassment. Was it the long dress ;
or the new mode of arranging her hair |
that caused them both this embarrass- |
ment? Or was it rather this sudden ;
bloeming of the child into the young |
girl. like a rosebud opening in the sun- :
shine? Be that as it may, the painter !
did not now feel, as on formecr ccea- !
sions, the sponianeous impulse ‘o give |
a Fkrotherly kiss to Julictte. ;
It was necessary for Jacques, wnof
observed them with some zurprise, to |
say: i

honorably recognized as the celcbrated
roodle Mustache, who skared the vic-
torious fortunes of the French army
through most of the wars of the con-
sulate and of the French empire. He
won speecial honors at Marengo and
was decorated on the battlefield of
Austerlitz by Marshal Lannes as a re-
ward for having rescued his regimen-
standard from an Austrian soldier
when in the act-

‘the grasp of the standard bearer as he

E

young rain
mwm.ﬁmnmym
metomhdvithwadnthing.'i‘me.
itshendlhuiwalkedtastarm
storm might not have avertaken us,
Ixut,welndnotbeenthinhingotthe
weather. And yet Nature is a bard
creditor; the oid man right about

plenished; the system demands a cer-
tain. qua.ntityata.lltimes,andespe-
cially when one has a cold.”’

“and my train is nearly due.”
“Well, I didn’t say that I would teil

{You in one sentence; [ said that I

- could, and T can, toe. The sentence
1s, ‘Drink salt water!’ ”

“How mnech? How often™ T a.sked
aicid the roar of the approaching train.

“Giass! Halif a teaspoonful of salt!
Once or twiee a day!” the old man
shouted to me as I mounted the car
steps. And T must say that the cold
 get well very quickly.

Suffered For More
Than Two Years

Then Joseph Gabe Found a2 Cure
in Dodd’s Kidney Pills.

Quebec Man Took Hig Wife’s Advice
And is Now Enjoying a New Lease
cf Health,

Ste Marguerite Bay Mills, Sazucnay
Co., Que., April 26.—(Special). “Yes,
you can tell the public of the great re-
Jdief I got from Dodd’'s Kidney Pilis.”
The speaker wes Mr. Joseph Gagme, a
well-knewn resident cf this place, and
he has every reason to be enthusiastic
over the great Canadian remedy.

“For more than two vears I suffer-

continued.
pleurisy and I was a very sick man
when my wife persuaded me to give
Dodd’s Kidney I’ilis a trial.

made me well.”

Dcdd’'s Kidnev Pills make their
users enthusicstic because they not
only cure the particular ailiment aimeq
at but they spread good
over the bcdv. They do this by cur-
ing the Kidneys. Cured Kidneys strain
all the itmpurities ocut cf the blocd.
That means nure bloed and new health
all over the body.

Sillicus—Do you think it is possible

man perfectly happy? Cvnicus—Oh,
yes; simply by envying her.—Philadel-
phia Record. :

“But you were going to tell me your .,
.jcure in one sentence,” I interrupted,

health all.!
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strength. will tell you
this is true. Wha you need in spring
is a tonic that will maje new blcad
and build up the nerves. Dr. Willlams’
Pink Pills is the orly medicine that
can Co this sreedily, safel: and sure~
Iv. Every dcse of this medicine
makes new biocod, whien clemrs tue
skin, strangthens the anpetite and
makes tired Jepressed men, women
and children bright, active and stroag
Mrs. S. E. Stephens, Ponoka, Alta.,
zays: “I sufferod severely from haad-
aches, and was badly rmn down in
health. 1 bad tried several remedtes,
with no henefit. untit } was advised ‘o
try Dr. Williams’ Fink Pflls and these
have fully restorel my health. arc 1
ran recommend them with confidenc:?
to all weak women.”

Sold by all medfein» deelers cr vy
mail at 50 cents a box or «ix box«s for
$2.50 from The Dr. Williams’ Medicine
Co., Brockviile, Ont.
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LOOKING AT A PHOTOGRAPH.

Better Effects Are Obtained When
Only One Eye is Used.

Photographs should be looked at with
only cne eye to appear best, sdys F.
W. Marlow in an article on “How ta
Look at a Photograph” in the Photo
Era.

“Most  photographs, particulariy
small ones of landscapes, street scenes
and interiors, fail to produce their true
value because they are not looked at
in the most effective way,” the auther
says. “Take as an example a print re~
sulting from a camera with a five-inch
focus lens. Such a print is usually
looked at with both eyes open and
held at a distance of twelve inches or
more. Now a camera is essentially a
one-eyed instrument, or, at any rate,
it views the object to be reproduced
from a single point, the optical centre
of the lens. The ohicot must he look-
ed at, therefore, with one eye oniy and
irom a poeint corresponding as nearly
as poesible to the optical.centre of the
lens if its characteristics as it is to be
reproduced in the camera are to be ap
precjated

“Let it be remembered that when a

ed from Kidney Disease,” Mr. Gagne | print is loork_ed at with both eyes opem
“It finally, developed into i binocular vision emphasizes the flat

ness of the card, and this tends to off
set the illusion of great or less dis

| stance produced by the light and shade

“I took just three boxes and they | and perspective of the print.

|

|

i
!

for cne woman to make another wo- |

i

|

By using
one eye the impression of flatness is
greatly diminisher. IT at the same
time the eye be placed at the right
distence everything is scen under its
natural angle or perspcctive. and the
picture unfolds itself, the different ob-

i jects receding to their propor relative

distances, making deta.ls very obvious
which may be unnotieed if loolked at in
the ordinary way.

“As a sort of coroilary io the above
use one eye along to decide whether a
iandscape or other scene is worth tak-
ing. If with cne eve the scene looks
flat it will not make a satsfactory
photograph.”

¢)

N

By

.

~ IF YOU ARE TH!N-.-

1A




