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BY A. C. GUNTER.
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““And you can do nothing?”

“Even with instruments I could not save
him—the artery is so destroyed! Now will
you tell him or shall I*” :
© “You!" says de DBelloe, ‘“for I might
have received the iinglishman’s a.})ology and
this would not have huppened. feel as if
his death was upon me!” He goes sadly to
the boy upon whose forehead death hu'sl-
ready placed his hand and made it white,
and kisses him and says ‘‘Farewell!” then
turns away and looks out on the water,
though he can hardly see—for the moment
his eyes are dim with serrow. : 2

Kicking the pistol away with his foot,
Barnes places himself beside the now al-
most helpless sufferer, takes his heg.d upon
his lap, moistens his forehead with the
spirits Mateo has brought, and pours water
down his throat; for the boy complains of
thirst. Then bending down to him he
whispers that he is to die! :

And the dying murmurs back to him, “I
have guessed that I would not live, ever
since his bullet struck me. That was the
reason I tried to stand up for another shot
—J wished to kill him, that he might pass
away with me, and I might leave my vyen-
geance to my sister and my kfn—but it al-
ways comes to us—in the third generation.”

““What comes?’ whispers Barnes, half
recollecting the words of Marina.

“The Vendetta! I have left my sister
emne!”and then he sighs, and after a gasp or
two continues—*‘I had sooner she forgot me
than that the memory of my death destroy-
ed her life.” His words are very faint now.
The American suddenly thinks if he can

erhaps compress and hold the arter{ with
Eil hand so as to partially stop the fearful
flow of blood, he may keeg lite in him till
his sister comes. But as he steops down to
do 8o, there is a noise of horses, and of
people dismounting in haste, and the sound
of & voice in the distance, curiously like the
one murmuring in his ear, now that it is
subdued and sad.

Whether in our last moment upon earth
some occult power from the world we are to
enter, comes to us and gives us faculty to
see and know things that in the flesh would
not be possible, cannot be known, for none
return to tell us; but, as Barnes hears, the
dying boy scems to see through the cliffs of
solid rock and the white walls of the little
inn and the orange grove that stands be-
tween him and the one he loves, for he mur-
murs, ‘“My sister!'—She is there—I see
her!”—and he talks to himself, describing
her dresses, and kisses her flowers and
smiles, and then struggling to his feet gives
one last and great cry of welcome—
“MARINA!” and falls backward on the
beach.

And from behind the inn comes her voice
in happy return, ‘“‘Antonio! My brother ! I
am here!” But as she speaks death comes
and takes the boy, leaving the smile of wel-
come on his face.

De Belloc with a hoarse voice, after a
muttered prayer or curse, says—*‘My God.
It is his sister!” and takes up the pistol te
hide it from her. As he doesso, she comes
on the balcony above, turns with a littls
laugh to Danella and Tomasso whe follow
ber, crying merrily, ‘““He is here !—youm
heard his voice!” while she looks eagerly
about for him.

Frém the place where Marina stands she
cannot see the body on the beach below, for
a projecting ledge of rocks ; and Barnes—
hardly knowing what he does—covers with
his handkerchief the face of her dead bro-
ther. But as he does so she sees the
Amgrican’s head and recognizing, waves her
band guily to him, then laughs and calls te
him, ‘‘He’s down there, I suppose!” and
running to the stairs, im that moment of
joy, forgetful of the fatigue of her long
might and morning ride, she comes down, to
view the sight thepassions of men have pre-
pared for her.

As she descends, there is no brighter and
fairer picture than this girl. The gay colors
of her dress—for she mow wears the native
costume of her country—embellish and de-
velop the lithe grace and agile beauty of her
form. Her face is flushed with expectation,
and though anxious, there is in her eyes a
flash of hope and love that makes them
scintillate with happiness.

She is utterly unconscious of what is be-
fore her, for she laughs again, and says,
‘‘Your note freightened us; but I've heard
his voice—so he must be well—where is he?
—My brother?”

Neither of the men astempt to answer
her. The captain still looks at the sea,
playing unconsciously with the broken
pistol he has taken in his hand. The
American forces himselt to turn to her. As
he looks, she sees for the first time the
silent form upon the shingle, and gazing at
it for a moment she begins to pant and
gasp, for she knows the uniform her bro-
ther wears.

“Who is he>—What is that? Can you
not speak?” Unable to bear the suspense
she takes a step towards the figure, and
says, ‘‘Let me see!” Them cries, ‘‘Holy
Virgin!  You are afraid?’—for Barnes’
hand in pity is put out to stop her. But

struggling with him, she pulls away the
handkerchief, and sees her dead brother’s

face.

Barnes had ho that she would faint,
but at first she does not seem to under-
stand, and cries, ‘“‘He called to me—Marina!
a cry of welcome! This cannot be!” Then
stooping down she whispers his name ;
falls upon his face and kisses it, and fondles
it us brutes do their dead young, thinking
to pet them back to life, %vm she sees
he does not answer to return her caresses,
her hand goes straight to his heart and feels
for the lite that is gone—and then she gives
a long gasping moan of agomy, for at
last she believes—and slowly says, ‘You
have brought me here—for this?” and shud-
ders and covers her faee with her hands,
and sways, and is about te fall. But sud-
denly another thought eomes to her; she
becomes a different being; her eyes begin to
flash and scintillate, she stands erect again
—and cries, ‘‘Show me who haskilled him!"
—and seeiy the Frenchman standing with
the brokeun pistol in his' hand—‘‘Ah'!'—it
was you!” and comes towards him with a
look 1a her eyes that makes him shudder.

Aundre de Belloc in his time haas faced
many & deadly fire and seen many & des-
perate deed done both in coolness and in
n‘:‘r, lmft. he tum pnhl; a8 he sees the in-
sanity of rage t glitters in the girl's
face; though he uimgly answers, “E:l”
pad she believes him and asks, “Who has
one this thing?—You dared not tell me of
‘-" l;:othcr'l death!—tell me who has killed

m

De Belloc, peintiug to the water, says
“Aln officer on that lh.lp now leaving 'Cor’n‘
e »

Barnes follows his hand and sees the Eng-
lish g;n.-:»oudh_u hkonuup dtho mendw ¢
pursued it, and is now well under way down
the harbor, i

The girl's eyes rest upon the man-of-war
that is fasv putting its hull below the hori-
gon, and linger upon it as if she would draw
the great ship back to her by the very power
of her will. Then she suddenly cries, ““The
flag is English! I shall find him!—I will
repay! I am a Qorsican!” and begins to
mutter wildly to herself.

Musso Danells and old Tomasso, who
have stood behind her while she is doing

y—for the affair has lasted but a min-
ute,—look gloomily at her; perhaps a s
le of some cherished hope Ill.htln‘ Dan-
&:i:o‘:u he gazes at l:i.;nl z;linm, for
even more bean er pasdion

she was before.

Then ks aloud again,—and now
looks uf:. :K:' priotess of some heathen
shrine that sa have dedicated to the
of Hate,—''Ne one shall re; roach me
with lomnﬂ my brother's murderer live!
No one shall say the Rimbecco to me! "I
will avenge, for I have sworn a Vendetta!

At this the old Corsican, her foster-father,
kneelin roverently at her feet, says in his
hate, ‘‘Responde!”

And the girl looking down at the old man,
sees her. brother’s corpse and moans—‘It
will not bring him back to me!”—and cries
“Antonia!” with a scream that cannot be
described; then sinks senseless as her brother
upon whose clay she falls.

* - - * *

A few weeks afterwards the Enﬂsh gun-
boas Sealark took part in the bombe rdment
of Alexandria, and under the Egyptian guns
lost some officers and men.

BOOK IL
AN EPISODE OF THE PARIS SALON.

CHAPTER V.
A OURIOUS PICTURE.

The Paris Salon of the year succeeding
the one made memorable by the occupation
of Egypt by the British forces, was a fair
average of those brilliant displays of art
that annually attract so many who prevend
to or do real{y admire the modern French
school of painting and sculpture. Nearly
everybody that was in Paris at the time,
visited it; and as Paris was very full of
people one morning e&rlz in the May of
that year, consequently the exhibition had
more than the usual heterogeneous mass of
cosmopolites who come frem the four quar-
ters of the globe to worship at the shrine
of pleasuwe in that gay capital of the mod-
ern world.

In one of the larger rooms ot the Salen, a
mass of people are striving to see one of
the pietures of the season. lI'rench, Eng-
lish, Italians, Americans, Austrians, Ger-
mans, nearly every nationality ot the world
are grouped together in the crowd, while
from its gepths pours out a confused variety
of tongues, accents, dialects and languages
that, massed together, make a lunacy of
1dea and babel of sound.

“Magnifique!”

“Disappointing!”

“Splendida!”

“It will get a medal!”

“Ich halte nicht viel davon!”

““Mon Dieu! Quelle foule!”

“I prefer Gerome!”

“This ’orrid jam is worse than Pieca-
dilly!”

“I¢ reminds me of ‘la Cigale!" ”

“Jerusalem! It looks like Sally Spotts
in swimming!”

This last comes from a cattle king from
Kansas, who makes the remark on the edge
of the crowd, but now excitedly forces his
way towards the picture; and as he has the
form of a Goliath and strength of a Samp-
son, Mr. Barnes, who has been most of the
past year in the United States, but has run
ever to Europe to avoid the American sum-
mer, concludes he is a food man to do the

ushing and squeezing for him, and quietly
rops into his wake.

“Cracky! It is Sally Spotts!” repeats
the Westerner.

And he is right; the belle of an Ohie vil-
hf. has wandered to Paris and is now as
celebrated for her beauty, thongh not, alas,
for her virtue, in this capital of natioms, as
she onee was as Sally Spotts in her rural
American home. Her old father and mether
moura her as dead, and are happier than if
that the little imnacent ehild that knelt
and prayed with them each night, before
sleeping, lived as ‘‘La Belle Blackwood,”
that celebrity of the demi-monde, whose
eocentricities they have read of and shud-
dered at, and whose beauty makes so much
of the attraction of this famous picture,
for which she has eonsented to be the

model.

Stimulated by this diseevery, the West-
era giant makes & determined attempt for
a nearer view, and crushes inte the crowd
reckless of the e of his monstrous ex-
tremities that are othed in boots wrinkled
into tremendous valleys and mountains of
polished patent leather.

As he does 50, a miserable ‘‘Sacre!” of
anguish comes from a little Frenchman
whom he orushes; a groan or two from an
Italian Art critic; and a ‘“Be careful,
car'nt you, now!—Oh Lord! my boots!”
from an American dude, who, even in his
agony does not forget his beloved English
accent and pointed varnished gaiters.

The misfortunes of others are generally
amusing to a looker on, and Mr. Barnes
rather laughs at the recklessness of his
fint advance guard; but mow the smile
eaves his fuce and glares in indignant
rage at the creaiure whose bulk has so
far made his path, even in that crush,
an easy one; for he has just heard little
subdued feminine shrieks, and a pathetic
murmur in the softest English voice, ‘‘Oh !
Mrs. Vavassour ! He has trod on them

s !U

“What! Twice? this from a rather
buxom English matron beside the complain-
ing beauty.

*Yes !—no !—O—oh ! That’s the third
time now ! I sha’nt be able to walk ! And
—oh mercy ! the brute’s torn my new
dre:l I” this last in the veice of abject de-

L.

Looking a little ahead he sees what is to
him, the picture of the season. An Kng-
lish girl, whose lovely eyes beam wit!

righteous anger, through their tears of
pain, at the ruthless American vandal ; as
she whispers to her compaaien, “I could
have forgiven him the assault on my feet,
—on my dress—nmever!’ And with that
she pouts a little laugh that makes Barnes
think a moue in some wemen is the most
beautiful thing in nature.

cillh. girl dr:wn a lth o£ th;.puu;
nd, stooping dowa to t the damage
ku to her t‘oilcl. assumes so ful aa

titude, as she draws her skirt about hez,
outlining her exquisite figure, that her ad-
mirer forgets his indignation for the vandal,
in his interest for the Niobe, whose tears
have pow inte asmile. The positien
the girl takes—bending down slightlv so ag
to examine more oclosely the da
wrought to her cestume—as she raises her

minatien, displaying a
rably beoted—permits

2 to take a long and st

lance a8 her, without her seeing the in-
!tM with which she is regarded. The
lady with her is also studying the dpess,

which gives him an qportnnlz for in-

tion without a p&ry im t, of
xi‘oh he takes 'f'nll vnu’:e; gon'.:.

queatly when the young lady raises her
1yes to the gemeral world, she has
been as well looked ever and criticised as
way :i:tm m_“t.h: m; ; and, ifth&n“
were the committee, would receive the gold
medal for the year. 8he is about tmt‘;-
this he ﬂ;:m—nl is ome of those most
levely things in the weorld—a thorou hly
pretty, refined and gemtle English gi!l,—
there is no guess about the last.

Her head is beautified by a great mass of
golden hair, that is natural in both color
snd substance ; underneath this is a grand
pair of honest blue eyes that are gemerally
3““ soft to those she loves ; but, when

e cheoses, can flash on those she hates, or
shine very coldly om those she despises.
Her whole face, though by no means frivol-
ous, has enough piquant levity about it to
show that her lite so far has been thorough-
ly happy, and therefore thoroughly .
Her has no traces of
buv immense
At
sim te think there ism
of sin and in the world, but too
mmpin what portion of it isthrust

" plenty

b -

While inspecting her, Barnes finds him-
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self wondering if the girl has a pretty
name—the next instant he hears it. ;

«Enid,” says the older lady, ‘‘Is the dis-
aster to your dress bad enough to make you
return to the hotel ?”

“No-o,” (reflectively)
goue ; and in the hundred this %own has,
one won't be missed ! Besides I want to
show you that curious picture ; and to-day
is my last chance !”

“That isn’t the one, I hope ! says her
companion. :

“No ! I detest such paintings, and the
publicity they ;i'we a certain class of wo-
men like ‘La Belle Blackwood !”

“QOh, Enid ! you shouldn’t talk of such
people,” says the matron.

“Why not ? they exist, don’t they ! I'm
not blind—I have cars. I can’t ignore that
picture, and say it isn’t there against that
wall ; but though I may not admire the art
that stoops to dignify.such women and
make heroines of them, I can’t say I de-
spise the woman in the picture so much as
I do that man there who is talking about
her.” She indicates, by her glance, the
Cattle King, who is eagerly asking the
address of ““La Belle Blackwood,” and tell-
ing the man nearest to him ‘‘That he'll
look her up; he's an old friend of her
family's, he is—and he’l] spend the price of
a thousand steers to give her a high time—
he’s in Paris for pleasure, he is ; this is his
week off ; Mrs. Ruggles is in London !”

Barnes knows that queen of the
demi-monde, and as he hear’s the Eug-
lish girl's remark he feels ashamed of
himself. But he feels much more
ashamed, a moment after, when the
cattle magnate, who has found his
French rather unintelligible to those near
him, turns round and recognizing him, cries
out in English, ‘“Hello, Barnes, of New
Yerk! Tell me the address of ‘La Belle
Blackwood!’”

For a moment Barnes has a surging in
his ears, as the blood rushes to his face, and
he thinks he catches from the English ma-
tron the words, ‘“‘Depraved wretch!” not
made much more palatable to him by the

irl’s, ““Who would have believed it from
gis face!”

But summoning up des%erate assurance,
he replies nonchalantly, ‘‘Everyone knows
that who lives in Paris ; it’'s 42 Rue du
Helder. You’d know i§ too, if you could
read French, Ruggles. I saw it in this
morning's Figaro! ”

‘“‘Ah ! much obliged,” says Ruggles.
“You young bloods, are always a leetle
shead of us old boys!” He gives him a leer
(for which Barnes could have killed him),
and jots down the address.

If mental curses could destroy, the Cattle
King would have a stroke of paralgsis on
the spot, for the would-be-innocent Barnes
sends him to the lower regions, under his
breath, with a vigor and earnestness that
would settle a mueh tougher subject, as he
reflects on the probable pleasing effect this
little passage may produce on the young
lady’s opinion and reception of him, when
she first meets and knows him, as he has
aow firmly made up his mind she shall do.
‘“Egad, I'm glad I've given the beggar the
right address;” he thinks to himself sa-
vagely. ‘If ‘La Belle Blackwood * gets her
clutches on the old feol she will avenge
m!))

He does not dare to turn round and look
at the girl, bus has an idea [that she is try-
ing to see if he has a very wicked and de-
praved face behind the back of his blushing
aesk. This idea becomes a certainty as he
hears the British matron say to her, ‘‘Enid,
don’t look at that medern Faust any
longer! ”

A moment after she is addressed as Miss
Anstruther, by a .mﬂunn who stops to
speak to the twe 1

I knew she had a pretty name, thinks
Barnes, for he has been putting two and
two together; and two and $we in this case
produce Enid Anstruther.

He moreover catches her saying to the

entleman semething abeut meot.in’ “Dear

i}dwin” in Nice. ‘‘Dear Edwin”’ makes
him meditate. It must be the chap she's
engaged to, is the wapleasant thought that
eomes to him. She’s too nice a girl not te
have half England rumning after her. Im
any ether case he would net have made this
mistake; and would knew that the last
man a girl of her type would eall publiely,
dear, would be man she loved; that ‘“‘Dear
Edwin” might be a friend, cousin, brother ;
but lover —never! But philosophy left
Barnes; for the first time in his life he has
become temporarily insane—tor he is now
in love.

Common wurm{wforbidl him to linger
longer so close to Miss Anstruther, for her
bright eyes are beginming to notice his
glances; 80 he moves a little away, making
sure that he is in the path the ludizs are
taking —but in advance of them; so that,
.zpanntly they are following him; not he,
them.

To do this effectively, he has to perform a
good amount of scientific skipping and hop
ﬁinf abeut, for the ladies seem to have

ttle time to spend in the place, and
frem one picture te amother, as bird de
from cherry to cherry.

Barnes fears this will attrast the younmg
lady’s attention, and is delighted when she

ints to a smaller gpartment saying,
‘‘There’s the room of the eurious picture.
When I have explained why it is curious te
me,—I'll take you to it.”

ﬁnowmg that he will meet the girl there
in a few minutes again, by apparemt acci-
dent, the American promptly enters the
room of the curious painting, suddenly gives
an exclamation of astonishment, and stands
petrified—for almost in front of him is a
pioture of the duelon the beach at Ajaccio,
as vividly true and cruelly life-like as om
that fatal morning a year before.

‘“only a gather

CHAPTER VL
PURSUED.

The incidents peculiar to thas event in
Oorsioa had by no means left the mind of
the American: but in thef life of the world
of to-day, with ite rapidity of
change in incident, and extraordinary varie-
ty in idea and action, & man of the present

,gemeration has little time to think of the

past; he can only put it away in some closes

of the brain, to be preduced for future refer-

ence when called for.
Barnes, face to face with the picture,

produces his memories of Corsica and pro-

:gedl to apply them to the subject befere
im

His first impression is one of surprise that
the view in front of him is se wonderfully
sorrect in some details, and so false in
sthers, The picture is a complete repre-
sentation of the scene. The shelving shore,
the blue waters of the bay, the boat with
its native fishermen waiting for the English
officers, the little inn with its balcony and
table set with the remains of Barnes’ k-
fast, the decayed wooden stairs and the
Corsican mountains in the background, are
30 absolutely real that he almost feels him-
self standing upon the beach again. But
the figures and groupings are not all so cor-
rvect.

The canvas presents two portions of the
action of the duel that occurred at swo dif-'
ferent times. Either with the object of
giving fmtor effect to the picture as a
work of art, or for some other unknewn
reason, these two episodes are placed te-
gother as if they had taken at the
same memeat.

at him with a scowi or repuision. .. i
ject of geucral condemnation, .sbzu}:] ing
rather to the right of the picture, 18 holding
in one hand his ship’s pistol apparently just
discharged, as 1t is ltin smokiug; while in
the other, upraised, he 8'“{’3 the luck
crown piece with Paoli’s bullet flattere
against 1t, and looks at it with triumphant
exultation and joy. This effect is aln,o
duplicated in the figure of the Englishman’s
second, who seems equally elated at his
companion’s success.

The figures of Paoli, de Belloc, old Mateo,
and even the two Corsican fishermen who
row the waiting boat, are all absolutely cor-
rect in every detail. In fact, that of Aa-
tonio is painted: with a care and delicacy,
and his tace given an ideal béauty °f ex-
pression that makes him look more like a
martyred saint, than a man dying with the
desire of another’s blood upon his soul;
proving that whoever painted the picture,
could only regard him as absolutely unsin.
ning in the affair that caused his d?a,t,h.
In marked contrast to this, Mr. Barnes’ face
is by no means a good likeness, and could
only have been painted from a passing mem-
ory; while the figures of the two English
sallors, that are entirely ideal, must have
been produced by one who had never seen
them, and at best had had but a description
of their persons and ap nce. Theartist,
furthermare, had evidently been disposed
to do them little justice, as the countenance
of the principal in the affair, though lighted
up by triumph, is darkened and shaded by
malice, murder and cowardice in vivid, yet
most repulsive combination.

Over this scene is thrown the rising,
tropic sun, giving the brilliant lights and
shadows of a southern picture, and develop-
ing the passions on the faces of the men till
the thing seems no work of the imagina-
tion, bat a horrible and cruel reality.

As an artistic production the picture is

not great; for it is evidently the work of an
artist who is not thoroughly cultured in his
style, nor technic; but as a concentration of
human passions, real and awful in their in-
tensity, it makes its mark. It has been
hung pretty near the the line and has quite
often a little crowd of morbid gazers about
it. Its effects are heightened by artificial
means, as it is deeply framed 1n dead black,
Iustreless ebony; and has in red letters
uson its sombre frame, its title, ‘“Murder-
ed!”
If the committee are idealists, it will re-
ceive no prize, thinks Mr. Barnes; but if a
majority of them are realists in art, it will
certainly gain an honorable mention, per-
haps more. Anyway, Marina might have
mude me better looking, thinks the young
man, for he has almost immediately deter-
mined from whose brush the picture must
have come. Everything the young Corsican
girl knew accurately o% the affair had heen
accurately painted. The portrait of Barnes,
of whom she had but a memory, was de-
fective; while the faces of the two Eng-
lish officers she had mever seen, were en-
tirely creations of her imagination. Think-
ing this, he looks at the corner of the pic-
ture to see the artist’s name; but only finds
the inscription ‘‘Finem Respice!” which
Mr. Barnes, whose knowledge of Latin is
already rusty, c:riu into his pocket-book,
and a few days after discovers means,““Look
to the end!”

At Barnes' first exclamation and start of
surprise at the pisture, an old man seme
litele distance in the background, but still
near emough to motice any ene standing be-
fore it, has gradually appreached; and while
be has been examining the painting has
carefully been scrutini him. Now as he
turns about te see if the Baglish girl has
not yet entered the room. this man who has
the s:rnnoo of a picture dealer, and
many of the general attributes of the specu-
lator who loves the art for the shekels that
it brings, drops side of him and says
impressively in , with a slight for-
eiga accent—‘‘Horrible!”

“Horrible, indeed!” returns Barnes with
almost a shudder, fer the picture is so vivid
that he feels the dying boy again in his
arms.

His emotion seems to excite the curiesity
of the man beside him as he “85""'
‘“Monsieur is iaterested in the picture?”

“Very much!”

‘‘Indeed?” (a slight inquiry on the word).
‘It is not a great work; the artiss is young,
I believe!”

“You know her then!”

‘“Her?” the man looks confused, but after
a moment suddenly says, ‘‘Yes! I've seen
her once; you see thought if I could get
the thing cheap I'd buy it.  It’s so bcuily
horrible. Some peeple are morbid in their
tastes and will pay mere for a first-class
murder than for a masterpiece from the
brush of Gerome or Detaille,—I am an art
dealer!”

“So I guessed!” replies Barnes. I sup-
pose if Meissonier weuld deify some brutal
modern assassination by his genius, you'd
give a good deal for it!”

‘A fortune!—if he'd but embody a crime
I once investigated——" Here the man
checks himself suddenly and says, “You
wish to purchase this, Monsieur?”

“No! I wouldn’t have it for a gifs! It
brinlgs back unpleasant memories too vivid-
ly; 1 almost see it now!” and the American
again thinks of the fatal morning and be-
comes grave.

_The man at this is evidently about to ask
him some question, but Emid Anstruther
and Mrs. Vavassour enter the room, and
Barnes has now no theught ef anything bus
her. He moves away from the picture and
ensconces himself in an obscure corner
where he can see the girl without coming
himself prominently into view. From this
time forward, however, the gaze of the man
who has spoken to him follows him greedi-
ly, as if there was a great deal of money in
not losing sight of the foreigner who is im-
terested In the picture. . A moment later,
seeing that Barnes has no thought of leav-
ing, he steps out of the roem and returas
with two others, who, after a short comsul-
tation, put their eyes upon and keep them

on the foreigner whe has been stariied by
the picture; seemingly te fix nim in their
minds, and after a moment guonte: leisurely
out unnoticed by Barnes, who hus just been
reduced to fuu-l lamacy by the peculiae
actions of his Eaglish enchantress.

Miss Anstruther, after one quick glance
about the reom with her shining blue cyes,
apparently in search of somebody she does
not see, leads Mr, Vavassour straight to che
canvas from which Barnes has turned away;
and, standing before it laughs to her com-
panion and says, “That’s the one I told you
about! That’s he! That’s the man I've
fallen in love with! That’s the creature I
adore with all my heart?”’ pointing eagerly
to the picture.

“Which one? Miss Impressionable!”
laughs Mrs. Vavassour, feeling for her

‘““That one! The ugly one!” and the girl

direats her 8 ¢t at the figure and
face ilmdo.d-t Baraes.

At these astounding werds a spasm of
ecstacy flies through that young gentle
man’s soul. . After recovering his senses a
little, he meditates sa y: if Marina had
only painted him better looking, the girl
woul gnize him, and then—rapture!

This fiattering view of the situation is
materially tempered, however, as he hears

Mre. Vavassour remark, ins le:e pie-
ture closely with her eye-glass, ‘“Why! he
somewhat resembles :{n horrid modern
yn? Faust we saw in the other room!”
“Not l.:h:ll ! H{‘d darling” -— the gird
lingers on word gazes uetishl
at the Barnes on canvas—‘‘is m hand-
somer. Say you think so, Mrs. Vavassous,
or I sha'n’t like you !”
"I‘on:eed luh.h hl?t s ;
i g
yes,
m e, and

most
i
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is a practical woman, says, what nonsense !
You have plenty of flesh and blood adorers,
Enid 1

The reply inakes Barnes start.

“OGh ! he's flesh and blood too ; this is
not an ideal, it’s & portrait !”

“Why do you think that %’

*“You know I told yeu what at first made
me 8o interested in the pictnre—that letter
- from Egypt. It rather reminded me of the
affair, especially that lucky penny episode
on the canvas ; so I came to see the picture
several times and got to studying the mor-
bid horror of the thing, and then became
interested in the faces—especially in his—
but I wasn’t very desperate about him till
I became jealous.”

“What ?’ gasps Mrs. Vavassour.

““I feared I had a rival I” this last with
simulated melodramic intensity.
~ “A rival?” almost screams the now
astounded British matron. ‘‘Great Heav-
ens ! Dil vom think that canvas thing
could be false to you ?”’

“No! ButI feared another loved him
also ; a Spanish, Italian foreign girl used te
linger at a little distance, gazing lovingly aé
this part of the picture,” and she points to
Barnes supportinf the dying boy. “A
Frenchman generally was with her ; and ome
day—I presume she had noticed my interest
in the picture—she came to me and asked
me point blank why I looked at that can-
vas 80 much. As I did not care to tell her
the Egyptian story, I said I was epris with
the face of the man who pitied ! And them
she said to me in a little sad smile, ‘Yes, he
pitied—but be careful, don’t love him toe
much ; he lives ' Te whieh I replied, ‘You
had better take care of your own heart—
you look at him quite tenderly your-
selff—”

‘“‘And she " suggests Mrs. Vavassour—

““She said, ‘It is the dyi-g man I look aé
—he was my brother " Then she went
away, and I found out, by questioning the
attendants, that she had painted the pio-
ture of her brother's murder—a nice, mor-
ose, morbid taste, wasn't it ?”

““Not a bit more morbid than giving your
heart to a man on canvas,” suggests Mrs.
Vavassour.

“Do you think so? I find it very com-
venient. I can have a rendezvous with him
whenever I please ; and he never makes
love to me in return, nor says things the$
make me hate him, nor squeezes my hand
till my fingers suffer, nor does somethin
that causes me to get on my dignity an
keep him at a distance ; but, as this 1s our
last interview, I've brought you with me,
Mrs. Vavassour, that our parting may not
be too tender ?* laughs the girl.

“Enid ! you're not insane enough to ever
expect to meet this man !”

“No such luck, 1'm afraid,” says the girl
in playful sadness.

““And if you did ¥’

““And if he looks like that I should adore
him! The rest”—and she points to the
picture—‘‘have triumph, hate or rage im
their faces—but pity, none! My darkng,”
here the girl almost laughs at her conce,
“has pity. I know he could fight as well
as the bravest of them, and love—much
better !” and she gives the Mr. Barnes on
the canvas a look of such bewitching tem-
derness that she makes the Barnes of flesh
and blood almost crazy with rapture.

Mr. Barues has not overheard the whagle
of this conversation, but he has caughs
enough to make bim slightly imebecily, and
he new has wild dreams of imtroduciag
himself as the earthly representative of the
being she loves. Howevar, a little remaim-
ing unit¥ prevents this impertinence.

“But if you meet him, would you mar
him ?’ asks Mrs. Vavaseour, who now wi¢
true matronly spirit has bespme interested
in making a match for the girl, even witha
man on canvas.

“Who can tell? We seldom marry firep
loves—what nomsense! Of course we'll
never see each other ; and if we did, I
should probably hate him !”"—Then turniag
te the picture, Miss Anstruther said:
“Good-bye, my darling ; if I were rich 1'd
buy you ; and we’d mever part; but pov-
erty so often separates lovers in this
werld.”

Barnes, who drinks in with extended ears
the last part of this speech, rushes off to
find the picture dealer. He will purchase
it and asteund his darling—his Eaid,
gnuatinl it on the wedding morning, s

is last erratic inspiration.

He has got to calling her “‘his Enid !” im
his mind already, has this rapid voumg
man—for though, during the ex inary
conversation he had just listened to, he had
rrob.bly not had one moment of real abso-

ate sanity, he has still clumg, with all a
magiac’s fervor, to one grand central idea,
and that is that the girl who loves the
Barnes of canvas shall love the Barnes of
clay, and marry him with very short delay,
for either consideration or trousseau.

In faet he has, even now, wild dreams of
Como and the homeymoon, with her by his
side, robed in d elicious mormin gowus and
other entrancing toilets that drrve young
husbands into rapturc. Womders !.ciher
she’ll give him one night a week of! 1or his
club, and if she’ll make o very biz lattle
against cigarcttes, cigars, amd hie vilic: pes
mannish frovolties and dissipations. And
many other wild masculime ideas flit
through his brein, some of whieh would
mase her laugh, and some of whiech would
Emlml)ly make her blusy, if the girl counld

avce known them.

Mr. Barnes finds the pioture dealer with~
out much trouble—for that worthy hes
never lost aiqht of him for a moment, and
comes eagerly hali way to meet him—‘<J
haven’t a minute to talk to you,” =a
American, ‘I've my u-f ::
want that picture, out whet puies

ahe for it ;,I eentmunicate with me
al Meurice.
& U .name !’ imquires the bure

dealer—bus by this time Baraes is half way
across the reem, iam pursuit of Miss An-
struther, who has just left the apartment.

He shouts back ‘‘Motel Meurice ! I'll
leave word for yow at the eoffice !” hurries
on, and pushing his way in the crowd, over-
Sakes the ladies just as they reach the ves-
Sibule. Here he catches these words pass-
i tween them.

‘Enmid, you must have some lunch befere

you go ¥
bt | Tn’t! I wmust ocateh the re8s
train—Lady Chartris goes upon it. :3 my
maid will be with her.” ith this the
young girl steps imte a hack and drives
away. Ascshe does so, Barnes ets into
another, whispering to the driver, “Twenty
frames if you don’t lese sight of thas car-
wagp ahead of you ! And drive like blazes!”
As the American whirls away the picture
ﬁ» ox, wmt,-wiod by the two men with
he had in comsultation, comes

out of the deer; he te them, ‘‘Re-
member—den’t let him escape you—follow

= (s bt
men jump y into a hack that
huhuwnlhin for them, amnd the three
obs take the direction of the Beulevard
mangas and Lyons railway station—the
young lish girl in the firss, unconscious
of pursuit; Mr.. Barmes in the seecond,
o -anocent that any enme is on his
ttack ; and two uurdinary looking
‘enchmen in the , one of them
chuckling to the other, ““I wonder whas
htgned our bird? That was a bright
h¢ played, tolli
the M
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(20 be continued.)

Everything for the Garden.

OUR STOCK OF
FLOWER AND VEGETABLE SEEDS

is now complete. Remember we are direct importers from the largest
seed growers in England and France, and can give you advantages in
price and quality,

OUR MANGOLD, CARROT AND TURNIP

have long been known to the public, and this year they are better than
ever, Market gardeners will find our seeds the best, and our priceg
are right.

BE. GREGORY,

Corner Kent and William Streets,

HUGHAN & CO.,
WATCHMAKERS, ENGRAVERS.

We would remind our castomers that we are constantly replenishing our stock in all ita de.
partments, and they will always find something new and in the latest patterns and styles,
Give us a call and you will be surprised to find how cheaply we car fit you omt. Looking
will incur no obligation to purchase. Look and welcoms.

Our stock consists of WATCHES, CLOCKS, JEWELRY, FANCY GOODS, TOYS, SPEC.
TAULES, ete. All kinds of Watchee. Clocks and Jewelry Cleaned, Repaired, Repolished,
Gilded, etc. Our repatation as good Watchmakers is well kuown, and we refer you to all
our customers. Prices as low a8 consistent with good workmanship and according to the work
done. You can be told the cost when you leaye the job
‘When you need anything in our line, try us yon cannot do better,

HUGHAN & CO.,

Next door to the Ontario Bank,

FARMERS, ATTENTION.

Having secured the Agency at Victoria Road for the MASSEY and HARRIS Compasnies, I
am prepared to supply Farmers with the best

Farm Implements at Prices and Terms which Cant he Beaten

A tull stock of Repairs always on hand., I will aleo keep on hand Oryams, Sewlng Machines,
Washing Machines, etc. Insurance effected in the best English compsuies. I am also agent
for the sale of monuments and headstones, both marble ani granite,

Call and see me before purchasing elsewhere.

JOS, V. STAPLES, Victoria Road.
Victoria Road, Nov. 4th, 1891, —7-26

We're Not Dead Yet!

And we are still pleasing the public with our

LARDINE MACHINE OIL !

The famous heavy Bodied Oil for all Machinery. Those who use it
once use it always.

McCOLL’S RENOWNED CYLINDER OIL

has no equal for Engine Cylinders. Give it a trial and see for your-
self. Beware of imitations of Lardine. Made only by

McCOLL BROS. & CO., Toronto,

For sale by JOSEPH HEARD, Fenelon Falls, and J. P. RYLEY, Lindsay.
May 18th, 1802, —85-26, J

FOR

Cheap FURNITURE

GO_TO,

ANDERSON, NUGENT, & Co.

KENT STREET, LINDSAY.

Undertakers and Cabinet Mskers,

Call and seé our stock. No trouble to show it.

new ones as favers me with

ANDERSON. NUGENT & CO.
City Harness Shop, Lindsay.
JAMES LITTLE, - PROPRIETOR;

e T e e T
oS L T R D
T et o e e e P &, R e

JAMES LITTLE.
Lindsay, Dec. 18th, 18881619, N
Having contracted for a carload of the leading brands of
PURE MANILLA, SISAL AND
Wefare in a position to furnish
BLUE RIBBON, RED CAP, CROWN.
~ - iand other brands at close prices.
A full stock will’be keptZon hand during the season, Orders
HOGG BROS,
-  OAR WOoOOD

avl&c. extended my business, the last move being to purchase from MR. JAMES LO™aul hir entire.ste
My Stoock of Harness, Collars, Whips, Trunks and Valises
o Mook . oonvinced that it is the largest to choose
Repairing promptly doms. Don't forges the place. Give me a call,
® - L}
Binder - Twine.
- FLAX BINDER TWINE,
SILVER COMPOSITE
solicited.
F June 15th, 1892.—1598,

~




