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Ths wportsmen passed on, Ardel
6till chatting gaily, as if nothing
hs_:.::l happened, and Wickham rousing
himself to answer. As Harrv and
Lucy moved more slowly through ihe
quiet woods, the voices in front gra-
duallv  died away in the distance.
“3he was still pale and faint from the
shock of Ardel's danger, and in a
frank, sisterly fashion. sne took Tre-
Vor's arm for support. At the touch
Oof her hand, the great passion that
underlay all his thoughts, his life it-

self, welled up tumultuously, raging
Her |

against all barriers of reason.
mere presence close beside him thrill-
ed him with unutterable rapture, he
knew not why, or how. Love and
hope and fear filled his soul with
tumult. One moment his heart
thrnt::tbcﬂ with ecstasy at the thought
of winning her for his own—but the
next came the dread pain of loss; the
::.-'}elding of her to another chilling
him to the very marrow of his bones.

Yet, by the fierce strain of his
strong will, he kept his passion un-
der,

“"How lightly he laughs at death,’”’
he said; for even yet the faint
echoes of  Ardel’s laughter reached
them on the still air,

“'Is it not strange?’ she answered,
“Iiva—your mother, I mean—has of-
ten told me that, to the Dr. Ardel
of the old days the mere thought of
death was an abiding horror. There
are two Ardels, unlike in everything
except mere outward form.”

“Which Ardel do you love hest,
Laucy?’’ he asked abruptly. She look-
ed up at him in  surprise. ““Don't
talk of love, like a good boy. Oh,
if you knew, even for an hour, the
Dr, Ardel T once knew, yvou could not
ask that question!”

“If he could come to vou again,
and loved you?’’ he hegan eagerly;
but checked limself, as he met her
startled cyes, ’

“The real Dr. Ardel is dead,’ she
answered softly, after a pause, speak-
ing rather to herself than to him:
““only his body lives. It’s too sad
to talk of. Do you know, Harrv,
you sometimes strangely remind me
of him, in thought and word? Did
no one cver tell you this before?”

“No one, Lucy; and T amn glad to
hear it first from you. It gives me
courage to say what I have got to
say. I want you to let that re-
semblance plead for me. You can-
not know how I love you: with a
love that is more than half my he-
ing. My soul is weak with longing.
I fecl that you are the hest part of
my life, and lacking wou, I must
die.”

=he stopped short, dismayed, as
this fervent declaration reached her,
trembling and growing pale and red
by turns, at the intensity of the
man’'s passion in his words and voice,

But when she looked again at the
hoyish face of the young iad . who
spoke so earnestly, a half-amused
smile dimpled lier cheeks, and spark-
led for a moment in her blues eyes.

“My dear Harry,”' she said very
gently, “‘is it as bad with you as
all that? I thought wyvou has more
sense., I thought you had clean for-
gotten this folly. But all bovs are
the same, I suppose. So you want
to marry your grandmother, and this
is the ‘great love' of your life: vour
leng life of ecighieen years. I sup-
pose you think yourself in earnest,
my poor boy, and I must not laugh
at you.”

Her nlayful words  stung him to
the soul. He felt how true they
scemed: how powerless he was to dis-
pute their truth; and all the
lie Fnew how false,

a moment, abashed
her, looking the
that she thought

Ile stood ior
and dumb, before
foolish schoolboy
him.

“Qh!**' he eried at last, “how I
'wish 1 could make vou understand!”

“Understand what?'’ she asked; and
there was no reply.

Then she looked at him pityingly.
IFoolish as she thought 1f, his paald
| was very real. :
“My dearest Iarry,”” she said, ““I
tdon’t doubt you believe all you say
| for the moment; most boys begin
| like that, T am told. Presently you
will meet some nice girl of your own
age, and vou will laugh together, and
I will laugh with you, over this fol-
ly about an old maid.”

He grew desperate. ‘‘Lucy,”” he
eried, and again the earnestness of
his voice thrilled her, ‘‘can you real-
ly think me a raw schoolboy, who
doesn’t know his own mind? Cannot
vou understand?’’

“What is there to understand?’’ she
repeated, more and more puzzled ov-
er the wildness of his words. ‘‘You
are not like other boys, I know.
Somelimes vou almost cheat me into
the Dbelief that I am talking to a
man, not merely wiser, but older
than myself. But I cannot long for-
get that you are, in  truth, a boy
scarce half my age—a boy whom 1
dangled on my knee when Dr. Ar-
del first brought e to Lavella, fif-
tecn years ago.”’

“But is there no hope for me, cven
if 9 Is my age the only obstacle?
Answer me this one question, Lucy.
Do you still love Dr., Ardel?”

She blushed softly. ‘‘Is this fair,
Harry?"’

But he was too fiercely in earnest

't0 caro.

““Answer me! answer me!’’ he
cried; ““my whole life hangs on your
answer,"

The strange power his earnestness
gave him, in spite of his youth, had
its way with her.

“Po wvou still love Dr. Ardel?’’ he
persisted. She was the schoolgirl
now, ana he was the master.

“T hardly know,” she answered
musingly, ““Sometimes the mere
sight of him scems to revive the feel-
ings of long ago, and tender thoughts
and memories storm my heart. Dut,
at a word or a laugh, the feeling
passes as swiftly as it came. Often
and often I mourn for my dead love.
But it is in truth dead. There is
no one living whom I like hetter
than yourself, Harry, if you would
only not spoil our friendship. There
is Jeannette—""

“But Jeannette loves Ardel?’ She
noticed the strange cagerness in his
voice.

“Sometimes I half fear she does;
but his age frightens her. It is all
a terrible tangle now. DBut if you
chose Jeannette, may——"'

‘“No, Lucy, never; that can never
be. Yet still there may be a way
found out of this maze, and happi-
ness at the end for all.”

“And wyou will forget this folly,
Harry?"'—very carnestly.

“My love is part of my life,”” he
answered slowly; ‘it can only cease
with my life. I can wait and hope;
I cannot change. dare not despair.

When I next speak 1o you, per-
haps——"'

““Never, never, never, you poor
mad hoy. Cannot vou see that ev-

ery day that goes by this folly De-
comes more foolish? I cannot, 1
will not have your young life wreck-
fd by such madness.”

““¥ou have no choice in this, Lucy,

time |

and I have no choice.  So long as
you are free I must strive to win
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Health and Vigor

For Sickly Women

B8y Supplying an Abundance of Rich, Red, Life-
Sustaining and System-Building Blood,

Dr. Chase's

Thoro ughiy Cures the liis

the stomach

The femipine organism is an intri-
cate mass of delicate and sensitive
nerves which ®*require an cnormous
amount of pure, rich blood to nour-
ish them and supply them with the
vital force necessary to properly per-
form their functions.

When the blood is lacking in quan-
tity or quality the nerve cells waste
and shrivel up and by means of pain
and irregularities make known their
gtarved and depleted condition,.

Unless the nervous system is put
in proper condition all the medicine
in the world will never cure the
weakness and irregularities peculiar
to women. Decause Dr. Chase's
Nerve Ifood contains the elements of
nature which go to form new, rich
blood and create new nerve force it
is the most certain cure obtainable
for such ailments.

When the nervous system becomes
oxhausted the whele body is more or
less affceted and the various organs
fail to perform the duties devolving
upon them. Digestion is impaired;
theore are feciings of discomfort in

RNerve Food
Pecullar to Women.

aller meals, nervous
sick headaches, irritability sleepless-
ness; spells of weakness and dizziness
come over you; you feel disheartened,
discouraged and despondent and fear
prostration, pralysig or insanity.
But there is new hope for you in

Not the false hope which is aroused
by  medicines composed of alcohol
and other stimulants, but the hope
which finds foundation in added flesh
and tissue, in better appetite, more
buoyant feelings and gradual disap-
pearance of annoying symptoms,

As a blood-builder and nerve re-
storative Ilr. Chase’s Nerve IPood is
bound to benefit your whole system.
By noting your increase in weight
while using it you can prove this be-
yvond a doubt,

IFFifty cents a box, 6 boxes ' for
$2.50, at all dealers or Edmanson,
Bates & Co,, Toronto. To protect
you against imitations the portrait
and signature of Dr, A. W. Chase,
| the famous receipt hook author, are
on every box.

vou,

Strange as it may scem to you
what vou have said just now has
given me new hope. 1 must see
Ardel at once. Don’t look frighten=

ted,” I shall tell him no secrets of

Oh! if the past could be re-
called!’”” The last words were mut-
tered under his breath, as if forced
from him by a sudden pang of tor-

yours,

the use of Dr. Chase's Nerve Food. |and-sister business.

turing remorse, and did not reach
her cars.

A brief space they walked on in
gilence, Then Trevor lightly touched
on some outside topic, and she an-
swered, shyly at first, for her heart
was still in a tumult. But present-
ly their talk glided smoothly into
familiar channels. was it alto-
gether chance that, ever and again,
some stray turn of tnought—a phrase
—brought her memory back to that
|summer evening long ago, when she
‘and Ardel walked for the first and
11:131; time together under the trees
lat Lavella?

They parted at the great stone
steps, and Lucy in her room, alone,
repented of that pleasant walk, and
east about for means to end his fol-
lyv, half fearing for her own heart,
till, with a  sudden trembling, it
came upon her _that she had found
the desperate remedy she sought, and
she wept bitterly at iinding it.

Meanwhile, - Harry Trevor, passing
round to the court-vard, found Ardel
in pleased contemplation of a greatl
pile of slaughtered game that had
been emptied fromn the carts.

““Seventy-five brace to my own gun
—not a bad bit ol shooting,”” he said

complacently as he ran his arm
through Trevor's and turned with
him towards the house.

“‘Can 1 have a word or two -with

vou?'’ said Trevor to Ardel, as ilhey
crossed the great hall together.

“Of course you can, old man. Come
to my room now, while 1 am getting
my shooting togs oflf, and having a
tub. You don’t mind talking while
I'm tubbing, do you? No—(ome
along then.” .

Ardel’'s dressing-room was on the
ground floor, and a full hali of the
space was covered by a great plunge
hath, lined with white porcelain
tiles, where the tepid water dimpling
in the bright sunshine that filled the
room threw a waving rellection up
to the high ceiling.

When Ardel, throwing off his shoot-
ing clothes, made recady for a plunge
Harry Trevor noted with a curious
kind of envy (limself conscious of
the humor of it) the dark, handsome
face flushed by healthful exercise, the
strong frame, deep-chested, and clean
limbed.

For a moment Ardel paused on the
bath’s brim, drew a deep breath, and
went in head foremost, and lay lfor a
long minute prone on the cool white
floor, with a gentle upward motion
of hands and feet, till a string ol
tiny  bead-like bubbles streamed up
through the clear water,

Presently he was out again, drip-
ping and glowing, draped in a huge
rough towel through which his limbs
and chest showed marble white.

ITe caught up two fifty-six pound
{umb-bells, and swung them alter-
nately round his head like feather
weights, the muscles smoothly risi.ng
and sinking on legs and arms with
every easy motion, like the ridges
and dimples of swift flowing water.

So far not a word had been spok-
en. It was Ardel began. lle turn-
ed, half-dressed, to I'revor, who had
been watching him  with whimsical
admiration, hardly knowing how to
say what he had come Lo say.

“Well, Harry, old man,” he cried,
“what’s on wvour mind? Out with
it. Can I help you in any way. You
look a bit seedy and worried. Have
you heen moralizing over the slaugh-
tered pheasants, as the melancholy—
what's his name?—Jaecques, moraliz-
ed over the wounded deer? IIe had
his share of the venison at dinner
for all that, I'll be bound.”

“It’'s a serious matter, Ardel; +to
me, at least; terribly serious, per-
haps not less to you. You must
bear with me patiently if you can. I
want to have a few words with you
about—dJeaunette.”

ITe had meant to end the sentence
with Luecy. 1Te could not tell in the
least how the other namce came in-
siead,

Tiut Ardel staited and flushed at
thie name, and Trevor, suddenly sec-
ing his advantage went on belore the
other could reply.

“You know she and T have becen
always like brother and sister, and
her happiness is very dear to me."’

Then Ardel’'s face lightened at
once, and he hroke in with desperate
haste. I know it is, Ilarry. 1 know
it ought to be. 1 have often longed
to speak to you about her, but
somchow I never could get the words
out when I had the chance. 1 need
not say there is one whose opinion
I think more of. DBut I shirked this
subject. To tell you the truth, old
man’''—with an uneasy little laugh—
““I wasn’t guite sure of the bhrother-
I fancied you

imigllt like to go one better, and 1've
 secn her look at you now and again

in  a way that gave me a nasty
twinge.”’

Trevor laughed outright at him,
““Jealous,”” he said. ““Well, you need
not be; she's ten times as much with
vou, and ten times as happy in your
company.”’

“Oh! wes, 1 know. We get on
pretty well together, sometimes,”’ the
otrer answered with lover’s mmodesty.
““She often sgeems to forget how old
I am, and T generally manage to for-
get it myself, till all of a sudden I
cateh her looking at me in a half-
frightened ki~d of way, and I know
right well what she is thinking of.
I might have a chance, perhaps, if I
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were not an old man, but—why, Har-
ry, I'm at least three times as old
as she is.”’

““Not quite,”” the other answered
curtly. He did not seem to like
the topic of Ardel's age.

“Well, vou know what I mean. It's
a lie to say ‘A man is as’'young as
he feels.” In that case I'd be under
twenty; I feel like a boy. 1 love to
be with young people, and do what
they do, and get laughed at for my
pains. Do you know, Harry, 1 some-
times feel quite miserable about it?
I do so want to be young. I feecl as
if I never had any real youth.”

Trevor started as if 1o speak, hut
thought better of it.

“Well, I suppose I was youug once
like everyhody else, but I have not
the least remembrance of it."

““Not the least?”

““Spmetimes T have the queerest no-
tion. I seem to remember in-a vague,
misty kind of way, as if it was
about somebody else, that I -was a
little kid called Harry, and that is
nonsense, of course. But it stops
there. I have tried till my head
ached to get a glimpse into the past,
but it was no use. The first thing I
really remember is you, a little boy,
teaching me, a big man, to read
words of one syllable. They tell me
I was a wonderful josser once upon a
time, that I was a great doctor, who
made all sorts of discoveries  and
saved people's lives. Luecy especial-
ly is always trying to recall those
days, but they have gone clean out of
my head. I'm nothing now hut a
blundering duffer, with the brains of
a schoolboy, and to crown all T must
needs fall head over heels in love
with a schoolgirl, whom I can never,
marry, ol course,”’

“Why?"' Trevor asked.

“Why! every why. It's not like
you, old chap, to make fun of a fel-
low, She's sixteen and I'm forty-
seven. There are thirty strong rea-
sons why; she’'s a young girl and
I'm an old man.” )

ITarry Trevor winced again at the
word ‘‘old.”

“Well,”” he said slowly, ‘“what can-
not he cannot be, I suppose. DBut
there are other women of a more
suitable ape. There's Miss Ray, for
examnle,"’

“Ion't chafi. There is only one
woman in.the world for me. 1t is
her or nobody, and that spells no-
hoily. Don’'t laugh at me, Farry,
like a decent fellow, but I feel as if
Lucy Ray was years older than I
am, instead of years younger,  §
seem 10 have a kind of dream -~ of
another life, when I was a wee chap,
and she was a grown woman, and
read fairy tales to me. I'm some-
times more than half afraid of her, I
cannot help it. I fear I must be a
little mad,” he wound up ruefully.

“That’s mere folly,”’ said Trevor,
““look at things from the bright side,
not the black’—he had brightened up
wonderfully  himself. “Have you
never said a word of all this to
Jeannctte?”’

“Never, and never will.
be too absurb.”’

“Why not, at least, give her the
chance to choose?”’ .

“Look here, Harry; whatever I am
I hope I'm not a cad, and that
would bhe the act of a cad. I don’t
believe she cares two siraws about
me in that way, but if T thought she
did, all the more reason for saying
nothing—for going clean away out of
this, It would be mean to take ad-
vantage of her youth. Why, I'll be
an old man  without hair or teeth
when she is still a young girl.”

““¥ou put it unpleasantly, Vivian,''
Harry answercd with a grim smile,
“but vou put it straight. I agree
hushband and wife should grow to old
age together—yet——"’

BR. A. W, CHASE'S
CATARRH CURE ... 250

is sent direct to the disessed

arts by the Improved Blower.

cals the ulcers, clears the air
passages, astepa droppings In the
throat and e:mnnm:f cures
Catarrh and Hay Tever. !Bluwer
free. All dealers, or Dr, A. W. Chaso
* Modicire Co., Toronto and Buffala
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It would

““There is no ‘yet’ about it, 1}
feel now I ought to cut and run out
of temptation, but I feel,” too, as if
I could not live out of her sight. I
haven't pluck enough in me to try.”

“Vivian,’' said Trevor after a long
pause, and the intense earnestness of
his voice fixed the other's attention
at once, “‘believe me there is hope
for yvou even yet. I am glad you
spoke out so freely. It helps me in
what T may lLave to say to you,
when I can find strength and courage.
I have a secret to tell, and a choice
to offer—a grim secret; a strange
choice that imay utterly change hoth
our lives, but it will be for you .to
choose.”’

Ardel looked at him, utterly my-
stified, with wide-open eyes and lips
apart. r

“I don't know in the least what
vou mean, IHarry, but nothing you
can say, nothing you can do, can
give me the love of Jeannette or the
right to take it.”

““Don’t be loo sure, even of that,”
the other answered, and passed from
the. room abruptly, leaving A+del
gtill utterly bewildered. But he
pulled himself together guickly, for
no trouble troubled him long. At
luncheon he was again the gayest of
the gay, chatting and laughing with
Jeannetie in the veolatile exuberance
of youth, as if no serious thought
had ever touched him in all his life,

(To be continued.)
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Most people are good nurses when
it comes to nureing animosity.

RHEUHATISH CURED

A RIGET WAY AND A WRONG!
WAY TO TREAT THE
TROUBLE.

Liniments and Outward Applica-
tions Cannot Cure—The Disease
Must be Treated Through the
Blood.

Rheumatism is one oi the mosu

lecommon ailments with which human-

ity is afflicted, and there are few
troubles which cause more acute sui-
fering. There is a prevalent notion,
also, that if a person once contracis
rheumatism it is bound to return in
cold or . damp weather. This is a
mistake; rheumatism can be thor-
oughly driven out of the system, but
it must be treated through the
blood, as it is a blood discase. Rub-
bing the affected joints and limbs
with liniments and lotions will never
cure rheumatism, though perhaps it
may give temporary relief. Dr. Wil-
liams’' Pink Fills have cured 1more
cases of rheumatism  than perbaps
any other disease except anaemia.
These pills drive the rheumatic pois-
on out of the system by their action
on the blood, and the trouble rarely
returnsg if the Lreatment is persisted
in until the blood is in a thoroughly
healthy condition

As an illustration of how cven th
most aggrevated forms of this trou-
ble yield to Dr. Willinms' Pink Pills.‘
the case of Mr., J. J. Richards, ol
Port Colborne, Ont., may be cited.
Mr, Ilichards says:—‘‘About three
years ago 1 suflered from a most
severe attack of rheumatism. I could
neither lie down nor sit up with any
degree of ease, and I am guite sure
only those who have bLeen similarily
afflicted can understand what agony
I endured. I put myself under the
care of an excellent doctor, but got
no henefit. Then I tried another
and still another, but wilth no better
results. By this time I had becoms
so reduced in flesh that friends hard-
lv knew me; I could not move hand
or foot and had to be turned in bed
in sheets, The pain I endured was
something awful. Then 1 was urged
to try Dr. Williams' Pink Pills, and
after taking a f[ew boxes there was
an appreciable change for the betier;
the pains began to leave me, and my
joints began to limber., I kept on
taking the pills until I had used a
dozen hoxes, by which time every
trace of the trouble had disappeared.
T firmly believe that had it not beon
for Dr. Williams' Pink Pills 1 would
have been a rheumalic cripple for
life.”’

These pills not only cure rheumna
tism, but all other blood and nerve
diseases, such as anaemia, indiges-
tion, kidney troubles, neuralgia, par-
tinl paralysis, St. Vitus dance, etc.
The genuine pills always bear the
full name, “Dr, Williams’' Pink Pills
for Pale People,”” on the wrapper
around every box. Sold by all medi-
cine dealers at 50 cents a box, or
six boxes for $2.50, or sent by mail,
post paid, by writing to the TIhr.
Williams  Medicine Co., Drockville,
Ont.
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FACTS ABOUT THE DEED? SINA,

Great Dritain and America do more
deep-sea measuring than all the other
nations put together. More  than
one-half of the sca floor lies at o
depth of a little less than three miles
Some of the deepest places are holes
in the ocean bed, One of these in
the South Atlantic covers 7,000,000
square miles, or 7 per cent. of the
surface of the globe. The Indian
Ocean is a great place for deep wa-
ters, twenty-four out of the known
forty-three ““holes™ lying at the hot-
tom of that body of water., Sea
near the coast usually slopes away
grailually to a depth of 600it., and
then drops rapidly to a depth of
6,000 ft. Variations of temperature
do not extend deeper than GOOft,
Below that the temperature nes et
varies.
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A BLESSING TO CHILDEREN.

“Trom the fulness of my own ex-
perience,”” writes Mrs. Samuel Ham-
ilton, of Mawdon, Que., 1 can say
that DBaby’'s Own Tablets are an in-
dispensible medicine in every home
where there are infants and young
children. They speedily relicve and
cure all the common ailments inci-
dent to childhood. In fact I think
the Tablets are a blessing Lo chil-
dren."’

It is such sincere, honest words as
these that has made Baby's . Own
Tablets the most popular medicine
with mothers all over the land. The
Tablets can be given to all children
from the tiniest, wealkest baby to the
well grown child, and where ‘they
are used vou find only healthy, hap-

pyv children in the home. You can
get the Tablets from any dealer in
medicine, or they will be sent by
mail at 25¢ a box by writing The
Dr. Williams Medicine Co., Brock-
ville, Ont.
4
JEWELS ON AN IDOL.

The jewels of an Indian idol must

be worth stealing il many of  those

remarkably hideous images |egseog
such valuable head ornaments m-;“
made for the idol DParthasathy, in
the Tiiplicane temaIe at Madras, The
ornament is  worth some 50,000
rupeeg, and is made of sovereign gold,
studded with diamonds, emeralds,
and rubies, the largest emerald being
valued at 1,000 rupees and the Hi
gest ruby and dzamond at J300 rupew

u‘],iece.
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