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A RANSOMED LIFE
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CHTAPTER XVII.

Next day it voured: o fine, soft,

silent, autumzal rain, that wrapped

the woods in & fleece of grey cloud.
Ardel, with an impatient, despairing
glance at the inexorable sky, led the
way aiter breakiast to the gymnasi-

|
um. i .
i brutes with whom man can bear no

The girls, delighted, as girls al-|

ways are, to

| Bantam, or o

of the lower animals, If we want
to flatter a hero, we say he has the
courage of a lion or of a bulldog.
We might say of a gamccock, or o
cockehafer, and it
would still be flatiery.

| In strength and speed, in quickness

of eve and grace of limmb, there are

, comparison, ITis *intellect olone

invade a male '--"-"“1';{‘1'{:-1.\'115 him monarch of creation; it
tory, ranged round the walls of the jg his power,

his glory—the one

great rcom with curious cycs and | thing worthy to be admired. Of
s i I ¥ .
fingers. | course, of course, all that is readily

With great effort Jeannette lifted

L eoneeded, lut to set admiration

a few inches from the cocoanut mat-|aflame with life, to make the blood

ting one of
which Ardel twirled so lightly, and
let it drop again with a frightened
little scream  at its weight. Then
she thrust Ther tiny fists into the
recesses ol a big pair
gloves, and stood facing him saucily
in a charmingly unscientific pose,
with a dancing light in her dark
eyes that made him long to catch
her up and crumple her in his arms.
TF'or Lucy, the slim, bright foils
were the main attraction of the
place. She took one up by the cm-
bossed hilt, and the air sang and
the bright  steel  flickered as she
switched it like a lady’s riding whip.
“It’'s such a dainty toy,”” she said
to Harry Trevor. “T love to see
yvou men what you call ‘play’ with
it. You could not kill a man with
that little steel strip, of course!”

He showed her the button at the
top of the slim blade.

“If that were off, Lucy,” he said,
“every touch were death. It's aL
small thing, isn’t it, to stand  be-
tween a man and eternity?”

She was dismayed at the very
thought of it.

“I shall never love to look at the
deadly things again,’”’ she said.

“Oh, don't let that frighten you!
They are as harmless now as bean-
stalks. 'The foil cannot break nor
the button come ofl. They have
been tested to a hundred times the
gtrain we put them to."

He bent the blade till he held the

the huge dumbbells | tingle and  the

of boxing i
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heart throb with
terce  enthusiasm, there is needed
' some feat of strength and skill and
courage, whether in killing or Ssav=
ing matters not at all.

Next to real fighting, the mimicry
 of battle is the most exhilarating of
spectacles.

The hoxing of Ardel and Trevor
was a delightful parody of the brutal
husiness of the ring. The hits were
quick as light, the touches soft  as
thistle-down:; yet the nervous force
to fell an ox was held in check be-
hind cach blow.

Presently they flung aside the hox-

ling-gloves and took to the foils. All

three were past masters of this
most graceful of manly exercisecs.

Wickham was estecmed the crack
fencer of  his regiment, and there
was a vague rumor that he had in
France hurt a man to death in a
duel. He and Ardel were matched
for a first bout, while Harry Trevor
stood by as judge, closely watching
the points. These two had never
played together  before this. On
the soldier's face, as he glanced up
to the eager waichers in the al-
rove, there was a look of quist con-
fidence, touched with disdain ror the
civilian.

Then  steel rasped on steel, and
cach felt the other’s purpose, and
tosted his skill along the quivering
blades. The smile passed from
Wickham's lips. Hall a dozen quick
passes with the clear tip-tap of tink-

point  with  the hilt in his hands.
Then he let it go, and it flew
straight with a swish.

“¥ou might as well try and snap
whalebone,”” he said. _

“Are you going to play with them
now?’

“I think so, though it's very lit-
tle use for any . of us to stand
against Ardel. I'm a bit quicker,
perhaps. I'm a great deal younger,
you know,” with a mocking litile
smile, “‘but his strength is wonder-
ful. He has got an cye like lightn-
inge and a wrist of steel, and——

ling steel, and Ardel’s point eluded
Wickham's guard and shot home.
“A hit! a palpable hit!”’ quotled
Trevor, and the blades crossed
again. Wickham's pride was roused.
He put forth his utmost skill. It
was of no avail; he was quite out-
classed. Ardel's strength and quick-
ness were prodigious. His blade-
point spun round the opposing steel
and went in like a flash of light.
His passes were so close and strong
that they  wrenched his opponent’s
museles  like a  bhlow. Another
touch! the button struck full on

What a hoaster T'm growing into!”’

“But yvou have not been praising
voursell,”’ said Lucy surprised; *“‘only
Dr. Ardel.”’

““Oh! it’s the same thing!”’ he an-)
swered, smiling again that mocking,
little smile. “"You know that we
two are one.”

“Come along, girls,”” cried Ardel’s
cheery voice, “‘get to your perch; the
performance is about to begin.”

They pased through a door masked
in the uphoistered wall, up a spiral
stair of wrought iron to the al-
cove, furnished like, a lady’s bou-
doir. There, seated luxuriously at
the low halustrade, they had a full
view of the friendly gladiators ip”
the arena below. They were “tremb-
ling with excitement.

Why is it that 1men—and women
even more than men—admmire courage,
physical strength and skill, beyond
all other things in the world? Su-

Wickham's hreast as if there  had
been no sword in the way to hin-
der.

Then he lost his coolness and fore-
ed the fighting. Quick as o serpent’s
tongue Ardel's point again and
again darted past his guard. He
lunged furiously in reply, with dead-
ly purpose in his thrusts, as though
his blade’s point was naked and his
dearest foe, and not his host and
friend, was facing it. Closer and
closer he pressed, thrusting madly,
carcless of defence. Then with a
guick turn of Ardel's iron wrist the
Lhlade was wrenched from his hand,
and sent flying against the padded
“wall of the gymnasium® a dozen
yvards away.

IPor just one second Wickham.s face
was distorted by deadly passion, and
he ground a fierce curse out hetween
his teecth. The mnext he laughed
good humoredly at his own defeat.

preine courage and contempt of
death are the commonest attributes'

“No more at present for yours
truly,’”” he said, as Ardel offered the
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Then the Liver and Kidneys Have Failed to Perform

Their NMission

Dr. Chase’
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1 vou are not well there must be
a reason for it, Most of the com-
mon ilis of life arvise [rom poison in
the system. If you would bhe well
you must remove Lhis cause of dis-
easc,

The work of the blood is two- {old.
1t supplies nourishment to the body
and colleets the impure and poison-
ous waste matlter. This poisonous
materinl is removed from the bhlood
by the action of the liver and kid-
neys. When these organs fail the
poison is carried back through the
gystem in  the circulation of the

hlood and causes disease, I

Where is vour weak spol? Just
there  you may -first expect to fecl
the effects  of poison in the system.
1t may be stomach trouble or hing
trouble. kidney discase or heart dis-
ease. but the beginning is with the
innction of the great filtering or-
guns—the liver and kidneys.

Nine-teaths of ihe ills of everyday

and You Need

e Kidney-Liver Pills

lifte may be cured by Dr, Chase’s
Kidney-Liver Pills, because they set
the liver, kidneys and bowels right
and so cleanse and invigorate the
system.

Have vou come to realize the im-
portance of keeping the bowels regu-
lar and the liver and kidneys ac-
tive? You will appreciate Dr.
Chase's Kidney-Liver Pills, not only
on account of theirr wonderiully
promptness, but also for their last-
ing effect on the system. They get
lat the very foundation of ill-health,
lend by removing the cause bring
cune.

Tir. Chase's Kidney-Liver Pills, the
comfort of old age, one pill a dose,
|95 cents. -a box, at all dealers, or
Idmanson, Bates & Co., -Toronto.
‘To protect you against imitations,
'the portrait and signature of Dr. A.
W, Chase, the famous receipt book
author, are on every box.

I!’rhiIT; of his recovered foil. *“'I know

ln-::_t,r master when I meet him., Give
Trevor a lesson. I'1l join the ladies
and look on.”’

«He's invulnerable,”” he whispered
|to Lucy, when he mounted to  the
alcove, not without a note of latent
malice in his voice. ‘‘You see, he
gives his whole life to this kind of
thing. ‘I'revor is going to have a
try now, 1I'll bet a hundred to one
on the big fencing master.”

But, to Wickham's surprise, it
presently appeared that these two
opponents were far more closely
lmatched. (oolness and judginent
|were with the younger man, though
lin physical strength and skill Lthe el-
lCer was manifestly his master.
Again the steel blades clashed and
|glittered in quick motion, and the
girls in the alcove watched the com-
bat enlranced. Their sympathy
goemed Lo ingpire the combatants.
!Hmh were at their  best. Trevor,
steadily on the defensive, twice par-
ricd a lightning lunge of Ardel's
that had never [failed before. Then
it was Ardel’'s turn'to grow excited.
Hig foil darted and flashed Lither
and thither like the darting spark
of an electric battery. 'The point
shot suddenly past Trevor’s guaard,
too swift to parry. DBut with a sud-
den swerve, that bent his body like
a bow, he let the thrust go by in
empty space. The reply took Ardel
full in the breast. g

“A hit!"" crieced Wickham delighted-
ly to Lucy, who watched with cyes
and heart. “‘By Jove! young Tre-
vor is his master after all.”

He spoke too.soon. The touch
put Ardel on his mettle, and Tre-
vor's last chance was gone, There
was no more impatience, no mMmore

excitement, He stood like a rock—
impregnable., Three times his point
went home past Trevor’s guard;

twice he almost wrenched the foil’s
hilt from his grasp. Iven to un-
skilled eyes the play was marvellous.
The women, watching with staring
eyves and lips hall parted, scarcely
dared to breathe; and Wickham, eye-
ing them keenly, suw that Lucy tri-
umphed in Ardel's wvictory, while
Jeannette was hurt by the deieat of
Trevor. The last bout was fought
steadily to a close. More'than once
the button on Trevor's foil was with-
in a hair's breadth of the broad
chest of his opponent; bhut the parry
came in  the nick of time. At the
last sharp prod from Ardel in the
left side, Trevor dropped his point
at last and threw his mask away.

““Enough!’”’ he cried panting, but
smiling at his own defeat.

“Nonsense, man,”’” Ardel retorted,
“T'm hardly warm yet!”’ But Jean-
nette impatiently struck the silver
gong on thé tea table in the al-
cove, as the herald flings down his
niace.

“I will give you just ten minutes
to dress,’” she called down to them,
“and no tea for any one that's hall
a sccond late.”

In ten minutes the transformed
gladiators were scated in the alcove,
sipping afternoon tea from egg-shell
china.

But Jeannette was still brimming
over with enthusiasm, though  her
sympathies seemed to have suddenly
shifted frum Trevor to Ardel.

““Oh, it was glorious! glorious!”
she exclaimed. ‘It sets one’s pul-
ses dancing to the glint and clash of
the steel just like a real battle.”

“Not quite,”” said Trevor  and
Wickham together. The same words,
but there was a world of dillerence
in the tone.

“It's but o poor business alter
all,” Wickham continued snceringly;
‘+q, game for boys to play and girls
to look at. It has no touch of the
plorious excitement of real war.”

“'The glorious  excitement of the
hutcher’'s shop,”’ Trevor retorted,
startling them all as he spoke  so
carpestly: startling Wickham most of
all.

“Are vou a Quaker, Trevor?’’ he
agked a little contemptuously.

“T am a man,”’ the other answered
hotly, ““who has no patience with the
folly and savagery of war. Here
ve are, poor helpless crestures that
could not give life to a fly, and we
think it glorious to slaughter men
wholesale, Why, this same. science
of killing is the chief science of the
world, Money and mind are lavish-
ed on it. If any man makes a great
discovery, the first thought is how
he hest can use it to kill other men.
Men want to {iyv mainly that they
may do their killing more readily.”

“T did not speak of butchery, as
vou eall it,”’ said Wickham a little
sulkilv, “‘but of civilized warfare.”’

“Civilized warfare! the grotesque
ctiquette of massacre! It's wrong
lto Lkill men with hot shot, but right
to Dbreak them up with dynamite
Lombshells, It would he atrocious
to poison a single soldier; but it's
guite in order to mangle a whole
regiment with machine guns. When
every deadly devicee has heen tried to
kill and mutilate men wholesale, de-
corum requires that surgeons should
he provided to patch them up in de-
'tail. Where is the difference, 1'd like
to know, bhetween civilized warfare
and uncivilized murder, except in the
magnitude of the erime? The mur-
derer kills one man, inflamed by
some  strong  motive,—it may be
rsome  intolerable wrong; the con-
queror kills half a million—or rather
he gets foels to do his killing for
him—for glory's salke, that he may
ke named in  history as the most
1r.~x1mrl; and successiul murderer of his
age.”’

“Ton't call it murder,”” Ardel in-
terposed; ‘“‘it's fair play eall round.
The goldier risks his own life—"’

“That's cold comfort to the man

-l guch hatelful

. &

he kills or mangles: to the wiie or
mother or children of the man  he
kills. You don’t conipensate them
for that dear lost life by telling them
that the man who 1toolk it was

brave."'
““But there’s the honor, the
glory,”” Ardel persisted.

The other laughed contemptuously,
“ i The cackle of the unborn about
the grave'—the  silly wicked cackle
that is the incitement to new
crimes.’”’

**Oh, that’s nonsensc, Harry; you
must know that's nonsense. The
men most  praised, most thought
ahout, and talked about, and writ-
ten about, are the men that won
big battles. History and poetry are
full of them. ISven yet we know all
about the chaps before Homer’'s time
who prodded each other with spears
and smashed each other with hig
stones round the walls of Troy, and
that's all we do know about those
days or the men that lived in thein.
It’s the same thing all the way
down through history. The big gen-
erals are the great men; Alexander
the Great, or Hannibal, or Scipio,
or Napoleon in our own time, who
came within an ace of conquering all
JSurope. Lay your hand on Yyour
heart, Harry, and say you would
not be a Napoleon if you could.”

“T'd sooner be the devil,”” he an-
swered impetuously, ‘‘the cruellest
devil of mediacval history, who
broiled live souls on a red-hot grid-
iron, or dipped them shrieking in
molten lead through all eternity. Na-
polecon was to my mind the foulest
monster that ever defiled this beauti-
ful world.”

“You are thinking of the cruel way
he treated poor Josephine,” cried
Jeannette.

He smiled in spite of his carnest-
ness. ‘‘No, Jen, I was not think-
ing of that exactly. I don’t care
two straws how he treated ‘poor
Josephine’—a  sclfish wanton,”” he
muttered between his teeth. My
pity is not in the least for  the
‘poor’ empress, deprived of her gol-
den  headgear, and of a hushand,
savage, sensual, and unfaithiul. 1
was thinking of tihe men he made
corpses; the women he made widows;
the children he made orphans; the
happy homes he made desolate Dby
the million. The pain and death
and sorrow with which he wantonly
filled the world—this one squat man
with the brain and heart of a devil,
this past master of war.”

“By Jove, you're right, Harry,”
eried the converted Ardel; ““war 1s a
beastly business when you come to
think of it. Beg pardon, old man’
—t0 Wickham—"I quite forgot Yyou
were a soldier yourself.”

It was not a very happy form of
apology. But Wickham laughed
pleasantly. ‘‘Oh, don’t mind me,”’
he said. “To tell you the truth,
I'm not so keen on soldiering as I
was., I'd be glad to chuck the whole
thing and ‘live at home at casc’ if

Trevor caught the quick glance at
Lucy that finished the sentence, and
her answering blush, and felt for an
instant more murderous than was
consistent with his theory.

Jeannette's gay voice made a di-
version. “How is it, Harry,”" she
said, ‘‘that you are so fond of
make-believe killing when you so de-
test the reality? If swords are
things, why do Yyou
love playing with them?” ,

Ardel came promptly to the rescue
of his favorite pastime; perhaps she
guessed he would. “‘It's the best
sport in the world,” he said “‘and
I've tried most of them. It Kkeeps
eyes and nerves and muscles all at
full play together. There is not a
trace of danger. Ii anything, it is
too sale.”

“I'm not so sure of that,”” she
answered, shaking her curly head
wisely. “‘I was reading only this
morning in the Times a paragraph
about a man who was killed by
what you call the button breaking
off his foil. T mean off the other
man's foil. I did not like to  say
anything about it, but it frightened
me the whole time I was watching
you."’

But Ardel laughed good humored-
ly at her fcars.

““Oh, there’s
with my foils,
made."’

“I'm glad. T thought it the pret-
tiost sight to look at possible. But
1'll enjoy it even more the next
time, when I'm not frightened.”

(To be continued.)
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Chase's Qintment Inacerlain
E %% and absolute curs for each
and every form cof itching,

blecdingand protruding plies,

thie manufacturers havo fruaranteed it, Boostes
monlials in the daily press and ask yourneigh.
gur: svhatthey think ofit. Yon can uso it and
get your monoy back if not eured. 0o a box, af
all declera or EDMANBON, BATES £z Co.,Torornto,

Dr. Qhase’s Ointment

Columbus said the world was round,

And most of us declare
That since his time we've often found

It anytHing but square.

“PBut why do you go tramping
through the country like this?”’ ask-
ed the philanthropic lady. ““Well,
ma:, the truth is,”” replied the
tramp, “I've heard that these ’cre
Pullman-cars is rather stuffy.”
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An Irishman who' had jumped into
the water to save a man from
drowning, on  receiving ten conts
from the  rescusd man, looked lirst
at the ten cents and ithen at the
man, saving, "‘Be jabers, 1 am over-
paid for that job.”

AT DEATE'S DOOR

THE STORY OT THE RECOVERY
OF MISS FALFORD OF
ST. ELIE.
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She Saz,:;s “I am Confident Thald
Dr. Williams’ Pink, Pills Savec
My Life’’—Hope for all Weals
Sickly Girls.

To be well, to be strong, to pos
csess a clear complexion, bright eyet
and an elastic step, the blecod must
be pure and filled with life-giving
energy. MWhen you see pale, sallow,
sickly girls, easi y tired, subject td
headaches, backaches, and violent
palpitation of the heart, it is 1lh«
blood that is at fault, and unless the
trouble is speedily corrected the pa-
tient passes into that conditiox
known as ‘‘decline’” and death fol
lows. The one surc, positive way
to obtain rich, red health-giving
blood is to take Dr. Williams' Pink
Pills. This medicine has saved
thousands of young girls from a pre-
mature grave. Strong proof of thia
is offered in the cure ol Miss Zenaide
TFaliord, of St. Elie, Quebec. Misg
Falford tells the story of her sick-
ness ‘and recovery as follows : “‘Like
many other Canadian girls, I went
to the United States and found ems-
ployment in a factory at IWoon
socket. The close, indoor work
proved too much for me and nearly
onded in my death. At first 1 was
taken with Theadaches, would tir
very casily, had no appetite, and ng
energy. I tried to continue the
work, but grew worse and warse,
and finally was compelled to reture
to my home. I was so much chang:
ed and so emaciated that my friends
hardly knew me., Two weeks alter
my return home I was forced to take
my bed. 1 had a bad cough. was
distressed by terrible dreams, and
sometimes passed whole nights with-
out sleep. 'T'wo doctors treated me,
but without avail, as I was steadily
growing weaker; in fact I could nol
hold my hand above my head foi
more than three or four seconds, and
had to he turned in bed. No om
expected I would get better, and 1
thought myszelf I was about to die
At this time my brother came [rom
Montreal to see me, and strongly
urged me to try Dr. Williams' Pink
Pil's. A supply of pills was pro-
cured, and I now bless the day
began taking them. It is enough ta
say that Dhefore three boxes werd
used I began to fecl hetter, and from
that on I grew stronger cvery day.
By the time I had taken nine or ten
hoxes I was once more enjoying the
blescing of perfect health. No symp-
toms of the old trouble remain, and
T am confident Dr. Williams"™ I’ink
Pills saved my life."”

Pure blood is the secret of health
and it is because every dose of Dr,
Williams’ Pink Piills make new, rick
blood, that they cure such desperate
cases as that above related. These
pills cure all the troubles that arise
from poor blood—and that means

most of the ailments that afllict
mankind. Give these pills a fair
trial and they will not disappoint

you. Sold by medicine dealers ecvery:
where, or sent by mail, post paid,
at B0c. per box or six boxes [ot
$2.50, by addressing 1ihe Dr. Wil-
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SIR ITARRY'S ADDER.

Sir IMarry Johunston, the great
African explorer, commissioner, dip-
lomat, tells a funny story. During
one of his tours through Alrica
many years ago he was lving in hed
one night in his tent in the tangled
jungle, worried by mosquitoes, and
thinking of .the snakes, against
which he had been warned, when he
became awarce of the presence along-
gside of him of a cold, treacherous
snake, probably a death-adder, as it
was only about three feet long.
Death from the hite of this playful
adder is rapid and painless, and St
Harry recorded afterwards his re
flection that it was hetter perhaps
to diec that way than by gout ol
rheumatism. After an hour of ag-
ony, however, he slipped out ol hed,
struek a lipght, and went about the
tent searching for the walking-stich
he had carried especially for defence
against reptiles. Alter a weary and
norvous hunt, he found it at  last
among the disordered bedclothes. I
was his adder!
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WIND COLIC,

“ITpn  my opinion,”” writes  Mra.
Philip Colling, of Martindale, Que.,
tthere is no medicine can  equal
daby's Own Tablets. Iefore I be
gan the use of the Tablets my baby
cried all the time with wind colic
and got little or no sleep, and I was
nearly worn out mysell. Soon alte
giving baby the Tablets the troubl
disappeared, and sound natural slee]
returned. | have also proved thu
Tablets o cure for hives, and a greal
relief when baby is teething. 1 would
not feel that mmy children were safi
if T did not have a hox of the Tab
lets. in the ljouse.’”

All mothers who have used Daby’s
Own Tablets speak just as highly o
thein  as°® does Mrs. Coliins. T
Tablets cure all the litile dlis iron
which infants ™ and young -childre
suffer, and the mother has n solem
assurance that . this medicine con
tains neither opiate nor any harm

Hul drug. Sold hy all meditine deal
ers or sent by mail at 252 a  be:
by writing The Dr. Williams Medicir
[ Co.. Brockviile, Ont.

Hams' Medicine Co., Brockville Ont.
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