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The silence of death succeeded these
strange words. All the guests feit an
icy chill creep over them. One would
have thought that the ghost of the
man whom they had once known and
loved was about to appear Dbefore
them. The men loeked at each other,
vexed by this sudden outburst, which
cast a gloom over the feast which had
begun so joyously. The women began
to laugh, without comprehending what
was taking place. Clemence, however,
furious, bit her livid lips, and striking
the table sharply with her knife, her
glass fell with a crash to the floor.

“A broken glass!” eried Laure

d&’Evreux. “That Is an unlucky omen.”"

“All this is truly absurd, Jacques,”
cried Clemence In a voice that trem-
bled with anger. “Our friends have
not come here to listen to such non-
sense.”

“He has drunk too much, our gocd
Jaeques,” cried Sophie Viroflay. “Itlis
only half-past twelve, which is a little

“No, I am not intoxicated,” said the
young man, whose face assumed a
terrible expression. “I said that
Laurier was inad. Does any one here
doubt it? Among you all, who saw
him during the last few months of

' his life, and who witnessed the an-

guish he endured, is there one who

denies the, truth of what [ say? Ah! |

you are silent. Clemence herself does

not speak. It is because she knows
well that Laurier was mad, and why |
he was mad.”

The countenance of the actress at
this speech became yellow with rage,
as if gall had replaced the blood in her
veins. Her beautiful bosom swelled
with rage, and in a hissing voice she
cried:

“You make us regret him. It is a
pity he is not tn your place, and you
ifn his!”

“Patience. 1 shall soon be there,”
said Jacques with a terrible mnile,
“for 1, iIn my turn, am leading the

ltfe of torture which drove him
to luieido. I can judge of his suffer-
ings by what I myself endurg, aud [
can understand how he regolvad to
bear them no longer. We were speak-
ing just now of Dr. Davidoff, and we
recalled the fantasiic stories he re-
lated to us on a certain night. Patrizzi,
do-you remember how Laurier, after
listening in silence to Davodiff, cried
suddenly: ‘Jacques, if I should ever
grow tired of life 1 will heqqueath my
soul to you?” I see you have not for-
gotten.  \Wcll, before that very night
was over he was dead, and I, who had
barely a breath of life, ﬂ-covered my
heaith. A few days later, Princs, meet-
fng me at a masked ball at Nice, you
said to me jestingly: ‘It seems that
you have now an entirely new soul,
that of your friend" Laurler. You
{ittle knew how true was what you
said. This soul-was in me. I felt i,
strong and lardent, with all its pas-
sions that had been the ruin of the
unfortunate Plerre—an inordinate love]
of pleasure, a desire to heé madly loved,
an unconquerable passion for play—-
that consumed me Im their fires. A
woman crossed my ; she attracted
me {irresistidly, fataily. It was. ‘mpos-
sible for it to be otherwise, for I had |
within me the soul of Plerre, filled
by the ardent love Ne had cherished |
for thic woman. Oh, I had a glegm of |
I foresaw for an instant my |

i
)

A GIFT OF
A SOUL

lJ

genius and his fame. I betrayed for
ler those dezrest to me. [ plundered
my mother and neglected my sister.
He was base and I have been baser.
And now do you think ! waa in iy
right .mind and that I can Jeason
clearly ?”’

He rose to his feet; his lips
foamed slightly, hts hands trem-
bled, and he gave a forced laugh.

He raised his glass filled with cham-
pagne and saud:

“1 drink to all of you, friends and
vivals in the affections of the woman
1 love And I drink to the memory of
the absent one—Plerre Laurter.”

He raised his glass to nis lips, but
ie did nout drink. His glaace, direc::d
toward the terrace, hua hecomeo fixed
as if in terror. H2 uttered a hoarse
cry and took a step backward. He had
caught sight of the man whose name
he had just uitered—Plerre Laurier,
mounCng thn steps with  Davidoff.
While he was advancing toward tkhem
Jacques devoured him witn his eyes,
breathless, ctupetied, a cold sweat up-
on his forehead.

When tihe two men paused at the
threshold of the room, he made a will
gesture as if to shut them. out from
his terrified vision, then put his hand
to his threat as it suffocating, and
cried in a hollow voice: '

“Pierre, winat do you come to seek
here? Ycu know well that we can-
not both exist upon the eurth togeil-
er! If you live I must die!”

“Jaeques!” cried lLaurier. adva.ncing
toward lhrim with outstrztched hands.

Be Vigmes tried to push him back,

but cudderly turned pale, and ustering

a hosrse cry sank into the arms of Lis

- friend.
“He is dead,” said Berneville in a

trembling voico
for help—"

“Do not stir,” said Davidofr
not dead, and we.nced no help.”

Ho pcured some water into a glass,
and with !t moistened the temrles of
the unfortunate man, who gave 2 dea2p
sigh.
~ Of ail those who nad gathered
arcund him hastily, Clemence was the
first to recover her scif-possession.

“What do vou want to do?’ she
asked Davidoff.

*“To take M. de Vignes away.” re-
turned-the Russian.

Pierre took a step toward Clemence,
and placing himself i front of her,—

“Do vou. mean to oppose our dolng
"O’" he "“'\ d. \klu’v

The a,ctre"s raised her eyes tu Lis
face. She saw that he was calm; his
eyes werc sad, his lips worz a disdain-

smile. WWe was again the Pierre

Laurier of the early days of rtheir ac-
guaintance, with his  haughty and
thowgitful hrow, his manly air, and
there was a melancholy swecstness in
his voice that stirred the heart ot
Clemence to its very depths. . 3he
wished to tr nm with insolence,
bat a sudden humility softene® her
nonrt. She zlanced at Plerre with a

“Lect som: one call

“he is

Davidcff and Plerree carried

garcen, to the carriage which had
br-ught them.
Haﬂywuﬂxeyoutdsizhtﬂuﬁ
the restraint which hzd weighed upon
the guests disappeared.

“Ah, my .children!” chried Burat,
“what a termination for a femst!”
“Theydidwelltotakehhnm
said Mariette de Fontemeoy. “it wus
beeoming unendurable; I have » hor
o of srenes at table™
“Ymbtvethemmhﬁcnafmv-
ing, however, Clemerce,” eald Duver-
nay, “that the men whe kill them-
selves for your sake, always com2

mwent, her head sunk thcughtfully an
her breast. Then looking aroucd at
hker guests with a sardonic glance,—

“Yor may say what you choose of
Plerc: Laurier,” she said, abruptly,
“but among you all there is not
one who is his equal' — And
now it is near two o’clock. Let us go
to the race-course to see Selin¥s horse
come in a bad last.”
| - ® -> @

Plerre and Jullette had been married
for three months. The young wife had
recovered the bloom of health. Laur-
fer, overwheimed with orders, worked
alIday,andhecndJuliettemtthe
evenings with Mme. de Vignes and
Jacques. Slowly but surely Jacques
was sinking to the tomb. Cured of his
dangerous madness he had become
amiable and. gentle. It seemed as if
he was resolved upon making those
around him forget the anguish he
had caused them to suffer, and not
once, sinee he had been brought to
his mother’s house, had he been heard
to utter a complaint. It seemed as il
he accepted suffering and death as an
expiation for his faults.

Emaciated and hollow-eyed, his
hair almost white, there remained not
a trace of the Beauty that had turned
so many heads. He looked like an old
man. He now scarcely ever rose from
hig easy-chair. A plaid thrown over
his knees, his thin hands stretched
out before him, he would sit for hours
by the window, sunk in a revery, or
xazing idly at the passers-by as they
hastened along the street. He refused
even to drive with his mother to the
Bois to take the air. He would ans-
wer with a smile:

“I must have a little vanity, and
not show myself locking so weak and
miserable to those wilo remember me
young and vigorous. Go you, my dear
mother, and when you come back you
will teil me about what you have seen;
thus I shall enjoy the pleasure of
drive without its fatigue.”

Only when his sister came would
his melancholy countenance light up
with pleasure. He could not bear Jul-
iette out of his sight, and would ex-
cuse himself for so seifishly depriving
her husband of her society, by say-

“Let him bear with me. I have only
a little while more left in which to en-
joy it, and he has a life-time.”

One day he said to her:

“Do you remember, Juliette, the ter-
race at Beaulieu, and the conversation
we had there together?”

The young girl shuddered with har-
ror at this recollection. She wished

Jacnues, stil* urconscious; across the|
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and letting her tears fall upen it.

The dying man recovered his breath
with difrt and sald with solemn-
ity:

“Tell me that you forgive me, and
that when I am no longer among you,
you will sometimes think of me with
pity and affection.”

“Ah. yes! T forgive you,” returned
Juliette, “since you insist on my say-
ing thome unmecessary words, and
there is no merit in my doing so, for
I love you.”

Jacqnes smiled gentlv

“Decidedly,” he sa.id
better thag we are.”

“But Jacques, you will live,” cried
Juliette.

“To what purpose?’

Then hjs exvression changed, and
with a pathetic attempt at gayety, he
said:

“Besides, that would not be pos-
sible; for now it is you who possess
the soul of Plerre.”

‘“women are

‘drawing 4o its close. and the
leaves were falling from the
they all set out fcr the south. They
saw again with mingled pleasure and
sadness the Villa of Beauville, the
pine woed, thuyas and the fir-trees
and the Iittle bav encircled by !ts
red rocks, where the waves died mur-
{ muringlv awav on the beach. Jacques
seemed for a time to revive under the
fnfluence of the southern sun; then
he grew weaker and more sombre
than befrre, and cone evening., sur-
rounded hv these who loved him, he
gently exhaied his latest hreath.
He sieeps unon 2 hillside sheltered
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11t is under thrs prot2ciicn tRat ruses

{ af seeret avrvice at Cairo, penetracing
| our IInes and assaming th2 roie oar

Six weeks later, as the antumn was {

last l b .
tres, | we arc Indisas.

i5th pablishod a letter frem an Aus
mummh.menmm-
tefranean, showing to what an extont
the: ailied troops imx Galltpoli are con-
fronted hy Gurman methad and sys-
tem. This letter shows that many
features of warfore are now  heing
practised in the Mediterrazean whieh
the Germans Jaye pradqivence to
the Wemerr, ‘Liamire. in raverung to
the gases uged in Gallipoli, the writer
of the leiser siziom:

mmatnlzntnammlyb.ni
mvnmmcmmmnamem ant

are’usnally esSAyed. A JMeUL KDuw.-
edge of wnglhsn and, strange Lo say, &
peimstaking study @f Dush s.aug
Seem; W be pact of the menial equip
mant of the. uerman offteers. Na ht-
e confusion was caused al Zirit ow-
ing to these men, whosa knowicuge of
aur uniis and their ccammanders wias
astotishing, and no Jowdt the resuit

cojomial efficers. 1t must be uuder-
stood that this did not * signity wne
guilviessyess an our part, ur cenfu-
sien in ouwr ranks. Vo muret not lese
sight of the fact that owing tc the des-
perate nature of the cenfhict, the gruat
mortality among cur commanders and
the rapid transference of inter:ntngicd
troeps from om~ point to another, the

"o JF |

tnes on, serving ne Other BUrPOI:
than to kecep those manning the
trenches alert. The gerferal characfug

and with thoir lungs. Our men, when
they hear the shouting call out
‘““fanla mena’” (“Come hers” in Egyp-

el in mirthful spirit was whem
“Come to the cook hovse™ was blcwn
frantteally by the approaching foe, aj -
parently in mistake for the “Rotire.’
Ottomaw buglers made n~2rve racking
slanchter cf our calls. and all to neo
rurpése. The old :Prussian Cuard
scheme cf advancing in two or more
lires in cloge formation, with machine

fighting whole. Notniug was ecsier
than for a daring man to pnss orders
alony the line, having previously
clothed himself in the garments of one
of our dead Oofficers. and leirned his
pame from the idwmtity dwe worn
«roun<d the corpse’s neck. I will enu-
merate, for instance, various oruecs
that 1 passed alonz, perfectly satisficd
at the time of their goou iaith. “in-
cian scouts returning on our left;
right flank fire rapid to prot:ct them.”’
Immediately turbancd iigures apiear-
ed, and before we realized th2 position ¢
they got a Maxi: juto pousiion Al
poured in a hot fire. They had col-
lected the uriforms of dead Sikhs.
Unce bit, iwice shy. A SN Wie at
once posto! here and ther: along ths !
iine.
tempted at anothei poiat.
"in front this time, callei: “Dod’'t fire;
A Sikh shouted a
few words. No Iepiy.
of the thirty cdd masqueraders gos
back, and without their machino gun.
Another order camc alons “Freaca
advancing on our left ani English on
our right: omly fire in ceuntre.” From
mouth to mouth we pasged it along. In
five minutes heavy ccunter-attacking
parties got rigat up to our treanches,
| tefore the position was realized, and
the bayonet Thad to be resorted to.
 Steps were taken as tcon av possibie
't prevent these caring Germaas loei-
ing us again like this. No order was

by orange-trzes, lulled by the frag-
rant breezes. and on his tomb may be
read these words:
JACOUES DE VIGNES,
God has taken to Himself his poor
sufferinz soul.
The End.

to interrupt her brother, to prevent
him from recalling those sad, days.
But he insisted with an obstinacy un-
usual with him.

“The remorse I endure is so bitter,”
he said, “that at all costs I want to
be delivered from it. At night, during '
my sleepless hours, it tortures me. It
envenoms every moment of my life.
I have been very guilty toward you
who are so sweet and innocent. Ah, so
long as you do not forgive me I can-
not be at rest!”

“But what have you done, my poor
brother, that you should thus accuse
yourself?”’ said Juliette. “Our sorrow
was the same, and we mingled our
tears together.”

“No, our sorrow was not the, same,”
gaid Jacques in a low voice, “for my
sorrow was assumed. I believed that I
lived with the life of Pierre, and 1
did not regret his death. Oh, what I
tgll you is terrible, but the truth must
be said. I had the certainty that vou
would die of yvour grief, yet I felt re-
gret at the conviction only because
your death would seem like a reprcach
to my joyv. Yes, I was such a monster
that I accegted the thought that Pierre .
ing to die. But what were all those |
ty of my living? 1 dared to allow this
thought to enter my mind. Man is in-
deed a cowardly and miserable brute.”

His cheeks were burning. He re-
sumed in a gasping voice: ”

satisfied that yours should be the sac-
rifice. And instead of mourning my

lost friend I was rejoiced to live in
hig stead. I wzs, as you see, my dear

ed
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The most efficient and ( conomical Stove made.
‘ Will burn coal,
burnatie,
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If your demler hufs not a sample for your Ir
tion, Send direct to

_Iﬂlﬂﬂl!ﬂ!ﬁillﬂﬂﬂlﬂ&n1nﬂﬂm

Succesnirs 8o
‘.‘lmﬂ. &"lﬁhm

wood, cc! e, corn cobs or anything

. Body of polished stesi.

was dead and that you also were go-.

deaths to me compared to the certain- |

“Between your life and mine, Iwas;
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Camphor Mll remove fresh peach
stains from linen.

A solation of ammonia, applied 3
or 4 times to a cold sore, will remove
it, if done when first felt.

To sharpen a knife, fold a piece of
emery paper in the centre and draw
the knife rapidly back and forth sev-
eral times.

A useful idea in porch furniture s
to have a shelf imside the porch rail,

the porch. The men will find an ex-
cellert foot rest; the women a shelf
for workbaskets or books, and just
what the children want to sit on.

If cold coffee is used in mixing stove
blacking, the stove will keep bright:
much longer.

Two drzms of sal-ammoniac in an
ourec of fferman colozgie is seid w

i added to a pimt of scft water before
using. Apply three times daily, with
a nge.

® To a mother a child is cverything,
but to a child 2 parent s only a link
in .the chain of her «lxistence.—bord
Beaconsfiekl.

Raw potato is an exceilent thing to
cleen white oilcloth which has been
soiled by hot cooking utensils.

To clean a bottle or deeanter, fill it
with sea salt and shake it till all stalns
; are are removed.

i If a strong brine of sait and water
! ijg thrown over the coals less soot will
, collect in the ttwes and chimneys. The
fire, too, will burn clear and bright.
i An easv way to skin a beat without
; bleeding it and causing it to lose color
i is to put it in cokd water as soon as it
\ i3 cooked. Then draw the hand gently
i down each one and the skin will drup
;off without trouble.

t  To pourish a fern, put a couple of
| raw oysters under the dirf, close tv
! the roots, and the fern will grow Ifks

5
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Use lemon juice and ‘salt to remove
iron rust on white goods.
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cure freckies. The soiution should be ;

permitted to be passed along, save in
‘\\ritin" This served as a safeguara
' against another danger as welll It be-
' came evident that kean-eared ecouts
would creep up in the scrub and listen
1t0 crders heing pass2d along, and gan
.much that was of use tu their side. If

“Ammunition rannMmg shert” was call-
1ed too loudly it was more than an
 even chance; if an attack was on the
(way towards our line then, the trench
'short would bear the brunt of it, Of
course when at the ecarliest possible
moment the units were reorganized,
"yiueh of the danger mentiomed above
' nas eliminat xd. An_ anthenticate i
‘story is tcld of a vierman, who, gne
.moonlight night, succerded in worm-
mg his way throuzh the serub unob-
' gerved (that was before our eugineers
l had put down the fire entanglements)
| and sauntered along in fron*
Unes. exhorting our f2llows “Ixecp
your pecker un.” A \n)icc queried
from the trench, “Whae from, ma
il.ey’.’" “Broken Hill,” was the reply.
““Who runs tho }ﬁry Lo NP R jnfnt’"' Ny
ranswer. Bang' Yes; the lads get
: sheewder, every day, and they were

about one foot’wide and one foot from | not Simpie Simons when they arrived. threwin.——Chaparml.

vartous units were weided into one .

guns carried fn the rear, was--nearly,
Lut not autte—sucessful.  On the oe-
cos'on when the Turks tricd their 'uck
with it the front line lay flat iust as
one of our battrlions was orenaring to
leave the trenches to wisld thie bHavo-
net. As, it happened, our men were
orderd dack. and our machine guns
nlaved havee with that party before
it emld do any damage.

In the uso of dummv ouns or fi
nres, the Turk or German does
Test, but marcly doccives the vavy e
our artilicry.  Without doubt the Gers

Sooa the sari: wick Wao at- !
A tersmal,

Perhaps three :

of our !

man military antocraey in Turkev has
)rnsml the officiency of the army the
alltes have to fight. How jong thetr
[l.lm*mn{nv career will endure, the
future will teil.

Why Soldlers Need Teeth.

! That recruit wio on being rejected
account ul his teeth said ne uld no
! mnow he bad to bite we enemy
cvidently not realizea the possivucies O
i an army Liscuit. Lts ingredieuals art
meal, salt and water, Kneaded by mas
chinery into a thick paste and haku}-:
hard; but. though it requires s50mMe’
teeth to taokle it, yet it has gucd points
1t is highly neutritious; a pound ot bread
is equal to but three—-quanu., of hise
cuit. 1t does not easily turn bad or gef
stale, and it can be packed into the knap:
sacit, mixing on equal terms with ﬁ

heterogenecus collection of articles
it always contains, and it emerges tri
phantly as a biscuit and not a heap
crumbs.—London \IM!

Offensively Officious.

“You -ﬂways go home exceedmdy
earlr, cld man.”

“Yez. Our neighbors are the cause
of that.”

*“How so?”

“if 1 stay downtown a riinute latée
they ccine right over and condone wigh
my wife."—Louisville Courier~Jour«
nal.

Reminders.

Mys.—He said I reminded him of a
Greek goddess.

.\1'.—Iiuh! '

Mrs.—What do I remind vou of?

Mp—Of every darned thing 1 overs
look that you ask me to do.—Cleve-
land Leader.

> S

A Great Gift.
“They say she is splendid in ama-
teur theatricals.”
most paintul tragedy a source of gen-
“She's a wonder. She can make the
uine amusement.” —ILife,

— ___.._M___

Angry Professor—You voung rascal,
were you responsible for thet rock
coming in contact with my head? The
~mall BO\—N(). ' weren't., Talk to me
. brudder; >~ - * power behind "2

'
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Jelly will net sob.
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EVER REFUSED TO SET?

Though enly Best fruft is used, and every precauticn t2hen

in cooking end plecing M jars,
unaccountably tefaye to set.

Many oochs dom't know that the SUGAR may te tho
causedaa!fnmmmo

S’l'. LAWRENCE EXTRA GRANULATED SUGAR

abaohgo satisfaction, Over 99.99 per cent
sugar, exclualvely, St. Lawrence Sugar

=

215. and STH. cartomsand § 2%end 1001 and choice
dmm-ih-.at‘& hl!nn&m Jors,

YOUR JELLES

jellles  scrnetimes

e matter, fermentaticn sels
on the safe stds—Buy

and cssure absoluts

good grocers.
Limited, MONTREAL.




