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A RANSOMED LIFE

CHAPTER VIII.—(Con.)

““Oh, Laucy is better than any an-
gel,”” said Fiva, with impulsive al-
feclion, ignoring theology; ‘‘she is a
sweet, true-hearted girl, One would
fancy she had never known an hour’s
gorrow, her s=oul is so steeped in
punshine.”’

““The . sunshine seems  hrightest
when we come to it through shadow |
and darkness,” Ardel answered.,

““Oh! 6Vivian,' IEva broke out !
earnestly, ‘‘are you not glad and
proul to have saved her? To have |
saved a life like hers is a thing to
be proud and glad of while your own
life lasts.”

“While my own
echoed musingly;
now, Ewva, for joy or pride.”

TP'or answer she touched her closed
lips with her finger-tips,

Wickham had enticed Lucy to a
gecond song, to which his mandoline
tinkled a gay accompaniment,

It was a lively love song this
time, Young love and merriment
rippled and Jlaughed through the
notes, as the skylark’s joy overflows
in a fountain of delight through the
pure fresh air of the morning,

A moment afterwards Lucy slipped
quietly from the room.

““The little ones,’”’ ISva said. G -
heard a whispered promise to Willy
of a fairy tale in the nursery. They
love her stories Tletter than the
books. You have scen and heard the
last of Lucy for to-night, Vivian.
Are vou sorry?”’

She spoke lightly, but there was
a curious underlyving earnestness 1n
her voice, and she glanced quickly at
hiss face to read his ithoughts.

It may be that her woman’s eyes
found there more than she sought,
for she changed the subject quickly.

““That is a  wonderful diamond.”
She touched the 1rorsel of many-
colored light that flickered on his
finger. *“‘You uscn’t to wear jewels.”

Trevor’s voice broke in before he
could answer: ‘‘Come, have o gamoe
of billiards, Wickham; there is .no
parting Eva and Ardel when they get
together, There's no playing billi-
ards with him, either,”” he added, as
he and Wickham left the room; ‘‘he
scermas  to mesmerize  the billiard
balls. They have to do exactly
what he wants them.””

“T'd rather he'd mesmerize the
billiard balls than me,’”’ Wickham re-

¥

life lasts,’’ he

plied laughingly; “I'm half afraid
of him."’
Meanwhile Ardel had drawn the

diamond ring from his little finger,
and dropped it into Ewva's small
white palm, where it glistened like
a fire-fly,

““Arec you quite sure
el, Eva?”’

**Tt looks exquisite.
seen anything so beautiful.
a real diamond?"’

“Oh, it’s real enough. NMr. Ophir,
nf New Bond Street, tested it by
every test known to the diamond ex-
pert, and pronounced it a genuine

razilian Drilliant of the purest wa-
ter, Ho laughed in my face when I
told him 1 made it mysell. But it
was true, nll the same. ‘I don’t
carc now it was made, or who made
1t,"” said he: ‘T will buy it as a pure
diamond, and as many morc of the
same kind as you wish to biring me.
Only don't make too many of them,
Dr, Ardel, and flood the markets.’
Well, T don’'t mean to make any

(s

Hore.

“It’s wonderful!" cried Eva, with
a woman’'s innate delight in precious
stones, ““Can you make as many
and as big as yvou choosa?”’

“T ithink I could manage a Koh-i-

this is a jew-

I have never
Isn't it

“but a brief space |
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Noor if T tried hard,”’ he =aid, still
smiling; “but I don't intend to try.
There is nothing very wonderful
about it, Ilva. Other people have
bought small diamonds dearly; 1
}mw.! made a big one cheaply. That
is the first, and will be the last, of
my making. Will you please me by
wearing it for my sake?”’

“But why for me, Vivian?'' she
said, with her eves on the diamond,
iwhmh sparkled restlessly in her soft
white palm. Then, after a moment.
lin a lower tone, *‘Is there no other
woman whom——"

“T'here is none, Eva,’”” he said, an-
swering her  half-spoken question;
““there never has been, Of what 1is
called love, that love which has
bound vou and .John together, and
made vour lives together a long
happiness, I know nothing, except in
vaguest fancy. I have often longed
for love as I walked my lonely way
through this wonderful world. DBut
it has not cowme with longing for it.
Semetimes a bright eye, or a sweet
smile, or a soft voice has fluttered
my carcless heart with an idle fancy,
that lightly passed away, and was
not love. Sometimes I scem Lo have
found my ideal in a picture or a
book. I have dreamed mysell in
love with Shakespecare’'s Rosalind
and with Tennvson’s IEnid in turn.
But of real, live love, of which poets
write, and which men and women
feel, —love which absorbs all other
feelings and lills a life with its rad-
iance,—I have been ignorant as the
hlind of color, or the deaf of music.
Love has passed me by. IZva, on the
other side, and it is too Jate to hope
or fear a visit now.”

““ITt. is not too late, Vivian; T do
hope it is not too late,”” said IEva
softly. “‘Love would transform your
soul, In its pure light the dark
shadowy fears that trouble you at
times would disappear.”’

““No, IZva; if what you say of love
be true—and I helieve it true—it
would but give a double terror to
death. We die again and again in
the deaths of thosce we love. The
brighter our lives are the more hor-
rible is the thought of the inevitable,
unending darkness into which they
vanish.”’

“But life itself is pecor and emp-
ty,”” the woman said, "‘and i1s not
worth the living until it has known
love., If wou die unloving and un-
loved, vou die lacking the best gilt
of God. Oh! Vivian, I had so hop-
ed—"'

“Your hope is my fear, IEva,”” he
interposed. “'I am not so dull but
I can read the thoughts that shine
through those clear cyes ol . yours,
But it cannot be; 1t must not be;

I dare not wed my failing years to
the jov and f[reshness of her youth.”

“Let her choose for herself; she
will choose best for her own happi-
bess.’’

“No; in this, aft. least, I must
choose for her. I will not let any
vague, girlish fancv I:nmn of grati-
tude ruin her life.’

his. *‘“*And yet you say you never
knew what love meant, Vivian?"

e met her gaze frankly, smiling
a little sadly as he answered: ‘'No;
end I mean never to know, Eva, IFor
this reason I leave you to-night. To-
morrow 1 will start: azain on one of
my rambles round the world.”

“And leave her to the lirst chance
comer to woo and win?’’

“T léave her in your care, Iva.”

“Im my care! What can I do,
what can any man or woman do, to
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Another Cure of
Ghronic

isease
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0F the Kiina:ys and Bowols — Well-known Steamboat Man Endorsas Dr. Ghaseo's
Kidnay-Liver Piils.—38tatement Vouchad for By [Minister.

Mr., James A. Duchner, ort IRob-
inson, Ont., was for years a steam-
boat man and is favorably known in
every port from Cleveland to Mont-

real. Until a few months ago he.

was for vears a great sulferer  from
kidney disease, rheumatism and con-
stipation. Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver
Pills have made him well, and for
the benelit of others he has nmade
the statemment below:—-

Mr. DBuchner wriles:—"*IFor 1many
yvears I was the unhappy victimm of
kidney trouble, rheumatism and con-
stipation, which became so severe as
to make life a burden. T was a con-
stant sufferer, entirvely unfit for
work; appetite was fickle; I became
emaciated; could not sleep, but arose
in the morning tired and enfeebled.
I lingered on in this condition, gra- |
dually growing worse, and became
despondent and discour aged hecause
I could obtain . no relief from the
many medicines used.

“Iriceds advised Dr. Chase’'s IWid-
ney-Liver Tills,. and I now feel
thankful that this medicine came to
my hands when I was in el
erable condiiion 3
gave velicf, and, filed with joy at

all  dealers,
' Co., Toronto. To

the thought of again recovering |
health, I continued the use of these
pills until I had
hoxces
former health and vigor. 1 shall al-
wayvs recommend Dr. Chase’s I‘-.llEHH.‘."'r‘-
Liver Pills as an ideal medicine.’

Rev. W. D. Masson, Methodist min-
ister, I’ort Rohinson, Ont., wriles:—
“Being  personally acquainted with
alr, J+v A, DBuechner, who was cured
by the wuse of Dr. Chase's Kidney-
Liver Pills, I can say I believe he
would not make a statement know-
fing it to be in any way misleading
or untrie.’”

It is by curing just such chrowic
and complicated cases as this tI=4
' Dr, Chase’s Iidnev-Liver Pills have
' become so well known as a medicine
fﬂ-f exceptional merit. Their direct
‘Lnd combined actiion on kidneys,
liver and bowels makes themn success-
ful where ordinary medicines fail,
i One  pill a dose; 25 cents a box, at
or Edmanson, Bates &
protect wyou
apainst imitations the portrait and
signature of Dr. A. W, Chase, the
Ffamous receipt book author, are on
=7ery box,
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even if I might hope to win her: love, |

With a demure twinkle in her soft |
brown eves IEva looked straight in

nsed six or eight |
and was again enjoving my |

a

|‘:al'm,t out love? You remember in the
old fairy tale how the king closed
his daughter up in the top storey of
a tower of brass to gave her from
the unwelcome suitor. But it was
all of no use. The suitor came, and
saw, and conquered. Precaution is
hopeless. Love will enter where he
chooses, bringing with him great joy
or great sorrow, as it may chance.
ISven now: s

There was a long pause,
‘oven now’?’’  Ardel asked,
impatiently.

“Surecly you have cyes, Vivian; you
have seen how young Wickham 18
captivated.”’

““Well,
a little

““Yes., T have seen. . hoped—I
mean I thought, T might be mistak-
en.”” Then, after a pause, ““Well,

and if it were so?”’

“Would you wish it? Be frank
with me. Do you like him well
enough to wish it?"”

“There is no use trying to hide
my thoughts from your eyes, Ew_t.
T'm jealous of him: jealous of his
youth, jealous of his right to Wwoo
and his hope to win her. Yet, in
spite of my jealousy, I feel there is
something in his frank, joyous na-
ture wonderfully atiractive. And
you?”’ : ’

“T will be frank 1co. I have piti-
ed him from my heart for the terri-
ble ordeal he has endured. I see him
bright, handsome, innocent and light-
hearted. Yet there have been times
this evening T came near hating him.
If T were Lucy’'s mother, Vivian, I
would ten thousand {imes sooner
give her to you."

He smiled and shook his head. “'I
| know what that means, and I'm du-
ly grateful. I cannot help being
glad you are unfair where I am con-
cerncd, IBva. Dut, believe me, it is
best for all of us that I should go
away."’

“‘Best for you, perhaps; though I
greatly doubt it.”’

"“PBest  for - her too, bhelieve me.
Youth must match with youth. Age
and death are stronger than love.”

““It's profanity to say so; love lives
for ever. I know and feel it; it is
part of my soul.”

He only sighed without answering,
as one spares the bright, happy, fool-
ish fancies of a child.

At that moment Trevor broke into
the room—an embodiment of kindly,
common-sense and good-humor. He
was in his shirt sleeves, and had a
billiard cue in one hand and a lump
of chalk in the other.

“If yvou and Eva are done talking
philosophy, Ardel,”” he said, ‘‘coine
along and give this young fellow in-
 side a beating. He is too strong for
me,”’

““Not to-night, Trevor; and not for
many a night., I'm just ofi.”’

“Off where?”’

“To London first, and after
everywhere.”’

“You don’t
coing to ride home on your
at midnight?”’

“That’s just what I do mean. It
is only a run of an hour and a hall,
at the most. The moon is almost as
bright as day, and my electric lamp,
if I nceded it, brighter than the
moon.”’

Trever dropped into a chair, be-
wildered at his sudden parting. ""But
where are you going to, and when
.+ 'e you coming back?’’

“You know I never make any
plans. I will sece that man of 1_.?:11“-3
who has lost his soul to-morrow”
—Ardel never forgot a promise—""and
do what 1 ean for him. After that
1 will wander about at large for one,
ihree months. Three, T
jwould think, is about the limit. You
[know of old my fancy for seceing
evervy nook and corner of this won-
derful, beautiful world of ours while
I am in it.’ '

“PBut what has Eva to =ay to all
1his?"' Trevor asked, still dazed by
the suddenness of the thing.

“Oh! I&va has said her say,” she
lanswered, with a reluctant little
sigh, '*quite in vain. You ought to
reason with the tide about ecbbing
and -flowing, or the sun aboutl rising
or sctting. If he will, he will; and
that’s the -end of it.”

“A wilful man will have his way.
Good-hyve, Trever; good-bye, Iiva.
Say good-bye for me to the little
oncs, and to—DMiss Ray. 'This ‘willl
'be my [lirst resting-place when I get
back to England again.”

Lthat

mean to say you are
wheel

‘two, or

| “What address while you are
‘awav?’ the lawyer oslied, business
like.

| - a

I “*You mirht as well ask an address
I " |
Iul the wind, that blows where 1t |

“You both necd rest.

chilled him,

inn whose solitudes—vast and s
all limits of time eand space
lost.

In the midst of this wild, free

motion or calm sleep left no
for thought, there came upon
sudden and not
longing for home,
swilt as a bird's flight across
tinent and ocean, he
straightest road to London.

his own doorstep with his late
turning in the lock. Dut he
chilled with a strange fear,

saw a letter waiting him o
hall-table, in the full light of
electric lamp. The writing was
vor's, but so shakeyv as to be s
intelligible, and across the corn

was scrawled large.

“Come at once,”’ the letter |
abruptly; ‘““for God's sake come
vou - get this, Willie and Harry
diphtheria. Willie very bad.

her.,'’

hardest of all. Diphtheria was
special subject. IHe knew the
edy, but he knew also the dang
the disease. He glanced at the
of the letter,
—three precious
gone.
in the hall, spick and span,
ready for the road as it had
from the maker.

traffic, out on the smooth, hard
to Lavella. -

Hardly an hour had passed
he read Trevor’s note in Park
{i11 he grasped Trevor’s hand a
own door at Lavella, a good t
miles away.

“"“Well?"!

the other's face frightencd him,

“Thank God you have coine,
tered Trevor. “Poor Willie is
—dicd  one hour ago. IHarry
death’s door; and IEva hersel
greatly fear—"'

“Where?”" Ardel interrupted,
quick decision in his voice.

Trevor led the
word to the roomy nursery.
the other child’s cot
leant.

with all the faith and f
prayer.

cried,
of a thld

said again, ‘“‘you first.”’
It may be too late.”

““It is not too late, though
is no time to be lost.”

the loose sleeve of her dressing-
right up to the shoulder.
hand he
with. a point fine as a needle,.

pressed the keen point through
white satin  of her skin and’
three drops of the mwvsterious

haffled and life saved.

HHer eves were on him all the
in pitiful entreaty.

“¥es,” he answered, ‘‘you are
now for the hoy.”

“Will he pull
whispered Trevor.

“IMe will
conlidently:
thing.

The mother’s frightened face
ped him. :

“Oh! he is quite safe now,

“but it was a very

peat  the operation. By the
where are Lucey and .Jeanette?”
“They are awayv. Lucy does
know of this. They wenl awa
fore this trouhle came.
safe, thank God.”

““He is safe too, with care.””
“T will stay with him."’
her husband spoke together.
“No,”” Ardel answered decis

myvsell can be of use.”
“You will let me stay too,

'an? I cannot leave him."”

he repeated firmly,
hers with a s

“No, Eva,”
his cyes 1mct
stare,

““Go now and sleep till morn
he said, and she went, obedient
child.

listeth.,  Liv notion of travel is  to

be irresponsible as the bird on  the |wake from a long sleep with life re-
| newed, You, too,

wing—to gpo  where T like and stop
Your letlers can pget |
‘no closer Lo me than my Londen ad-
dress, Parkgate Street, until my re-
fturn; and it’'s hardly worth while
| sending at all, for I will be here as
soon as I am there.”

The next morning Lucy, coming
down early, with a vague and timid
jov new-born in her heart, was told
by IZva of his going. And Idva,
watching closely, saw the joy fade
from her face, and whispered well
Pleased to her own heart: I was
right. I knew I was right. Fe
should never have left her. But it
is mnot too late. Three months
won't be long passing, and then,—"

swhen T like.

CHAPTER IX

Tor Vivian Ardel the next three
months went swiftly by. He looked
in at the Academies of Paris, DBerlin,
and Vienna, Where he had many
| friends and disciples. Then he loit-

ered about Rome, till the memories |
of lost life which haunt the very air
jof this city of a dead and buried past

““Go with her; Trevor. She
need rest,
yvou: have had much to suffer,
lit1le Willie!—there is no doubt
dead?”’

The tears were in the father’s
as he answerod,—

“None; he died quietly and without
pain an hour before you came.”

With his hand laid lovingly on the
arm of his wile, who walked heside
him passively and with eyes closed,

he passed from the room.

Dr, Ardel was left alone witl
living child and the dead.
faint, lingering hope,
Trevor's last words, made him

to the little Led in the corner

the room, and draw the cu
aside, and gaze searchingly at
small, pale face.

The first look told Ardel there was
but still he held the
eurtain hack, and gazed

indeed no hope;
steadl
nn the small., still white face,

the horror:

irreparable.
He drew the curtain close,
sing out the sight of the dead,

and he fted away to the
remotest wilds of Western America,

simple, active, healthful, where quick
to be resisted, a
Then, sudden and
took the
In ten days he was standing ‘on

like ono
whosge dream has come true, when he

the envelope the word “‘Immediate”

insists on nursing them. I fear for

The last few words struck Ardel

It was three days’ old
days irrevocably
His bhicycle was in the stand

A moment more,
as it seemed, and he was clear of the

said Ardel abruptly, for
the haggard and frightened look of

" fal-

wayv without a

the mother
“Save him, Vivian! save him!"’ she
“You first, Eva,”" he said simply,.

as he opened the medicine case.
““No! no! save my boy first.”

“All in good time; you first,

“PBut look at him at once, Vivian.

Deftly as a lady's-maid he rolled

held a little gold syringe,

into the quick current of her blood.
Only three drops, but it meant death

through, Ar
live,”” Ardel answeored

One half-hour more and——

All he wants is some little watching.

It's just possible I may have to re- | :
| keep little one

They arc

Fiva and

No one but

Some
in spite of

and loathing of death
flooded his =oul—death inevitable and

kill—
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passed to the other bedside, wnera
the living child lay sleeping placidly.
The potent Infusion in his blood had
done its worlk. Ardel’s eyes on tha
child‘s smiling face, Ardel’s fingers
on the child's steady pulse, tol& him
the same storv., Baflled deat®k had
retreated  Dbeiore him. IFor & mo-
ment the physician's heart warmed
and swelled with a consciousness of
power like a pod’s. It was he thal
had beaten  death—had given back
life.. The next moment he was rag
ing against his own hopeless izpot
ence. To. that child he had given
long years of life; he could not wadd
one second to his own. Tt was slip-
ping from him swiltly and smoothly,
and all his skill and power could not
stay its course. He iell {o env¥ing
Lhe sleeping child. In that tiny
atom of humanity there was that re-
served vitality which he had exhaus-
ted. In his own stirong frame, with
all its pride and power of manhood,
there was the element of decayv. They
two were in the morning and the
evening of their davs; bheiore the hoy
lay that bright youth which the man
had lost for ever,

The child’s eyes opening softly and
suddenly startled  him, seeming Lo
read his thoughts. THe made two or
three quick passes, and agair the
evelids closed softly in deep, hypnot-
ic slumber.

Then all at once, as Ardel gazed on
the sleeping child, temptation siezed
him and shook him like an ague [it.
Here was his opportunity come at
last. 'There was profound silence in
the room, but from the cot where
the sleeping child lay a voice reach-
insistent as fate

It was so casy, so certain. He had
often tested it 1o the very verge ol
accomplishment. It meant so much!
a rencwal of life, a new youth, a
new manhood. His thoughts grew

holder and took wider range. 1" ha
miracle once wrought might be re-
newed again and again, It meant

—his heart leaped at the thonght—a

perpetual putiing aside of age and
feath.
“But t1the Dboy?’’ his conscience
whispered; *‘the helpless boy?"’
“Well, what of him?'' temptation
answered boldly., ““You have given
himm life only an hour ago. But for

| vou he would be at this moment like

his brother yonder—a mere lump ol

senseless clay. You only resume a

small part of what you have Dbe-
stowed. In return wyou give him
vigorous manhood, limitless wealth,
and assured position in the world,
Who could say what the child's own
choice would be, if he had power tag
choose?"’

Once more he found himself forced,
as by a power outside himself, to the
bedside of the dead. Again he drew
the curtains and gazed on the small,
still white face. Again his  very
heart grew cold at the thought of
blank ohlivion. The longing to es-
cape mastered cvery faculty of his
would

He dropped the curtains and shut
out death, and, with pale, resolute
face, took his scat once more heside
the living. He  whispered a few
words in the ear of the sleeping in-
fant. A moment later he, too—selli-
mesmerized—had fallen into a hyp-
notic sleep profound as the chiid’s.

(To he contlinued.)
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HEALTHYi HAPPY BAEIES.

Frvery mother most earnestly de-
gires to see her little ones hearty,
rosy and full of life. The hot wea-
ther, however, is a time of danger
to all little ones, and at the very
first svmptom of uneasiness or ill-
ness, Baby’s Own Tablets should he

given. It is easier to prevent iilness
than to cure it, and J,n occasional
dose of DBaby's Own Tablets will

healthy and happy.
If sickness does come, there is  no
other medicine will so quickly cure
Lthe minor ills of babyhood and child-
hood—and wyou have a guarantee
that it .contains no opiate or pois-
cnous stuff. Mrs. John Nall, Pet-
ersburg, Out., says :—'‘1 have used
Baby's Own I'ablets and find them a

lguperior remedy for troubles of the

stomach and Dbowels. From my
lown experience, I can highly recom-
| mend the Tablets to other mothers.””

Mothers should always keep these
thlutf-, in the house, ready for any
cimergency. Sold by medicine deal-
crs or sent postpaid at 23 cenis o
Williams
Medicine Co., Drockville, Ont.
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AN EVERLASTING LIGHT.

A Chicago inventor,

George Mag-

rady, has discoverced a process  of
manufacturing a thirty-six candle-
power light t1hat will never go out,

While experimenting with photogra-
phic  chemicals four years ago Ma-
crady's attention was attracted hy a
glow in  a small globe. The glow
was caused by a chemical which the
inventor keeps seceret, Magrady en-
larged the glow and perfected  the
light by placing it in an air-tight
plass, He savs there is no reason
why the light will not remain brilli-
ant for ever if it is not broken, A
company has been  formed to manu-
facture the lights in numerous sizes,
A patent hood fits over the glohe
and covers it completaly when the
Iight is not needed.

prove to yon that Dn
Ch‘m&u Ointment i a Certain
E %g and absolute cure for wach
ard eve-y formn of itching,

blecdingand protruding pilea,

the manufacturera have guaranteed it Beotos-
imoniala in the daily press and ask your neigh-
tmra whatthey think ofit, You rmn uee i and
;at Jour mongy baclk if not cured. 6Jc a box, al
dealere or EpMaANgoN,BATES & Eu;,'l‘umnta,

B?;Ghase'a Gintment
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