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THE PAINTER OF PARIA;

— OR, —
THE MAGIC OF A MASTERPIEGE.
NAANAANAAANANAANAAAAANAANNNAT

“Oh! you did! And bhow much had
he painted this afternoen "

"l shall not tell you.”™

“Why not ?" _

“Because it is nome of your busi-
ness.”

“That means—he had not touched it!
Come. come !
He had not touched a brush to
canvas! Good heavens! what
coming to? Madelon! Madelon! I am
astonished at you! A woman of your
age—set by your trusting, confiding
master, to watch over the welfare of
the most precious treasure he possessed
—for you to thus wink at such duplic-
ity and fraud! Oh, Madelon, I am as-
hamed of you !"

“You are a great, good-for-nothing,
ugly beast, Marquis Steffano! I wink-
ed at nothing. I don't know anything
about the painting, only that

the

it is beautiful, even now, with the face | _
' record of members is very full and ex-

' plicit. and there are cases
' matters are set down that are not for

not at all finished—only just begun..”

The Marquis, who had drunk wine
enough to make him reckless and obli-
vious to all social and moral propriety,
laughed aloud—laughed until he saw
that he was attracting the attention
of others, when be restrained himself ;
and shortly thereafter, without furth-
er remark, he bowed to the princess
with mock humility, though seemingly
polite, and turnsd on his heel and left
them.

As soon as he had gone beyvond hear-
ing. the duenna turned upon Isabel a
look of unutterable amazement.

Holy Mother of heaven! how did he
know ?"'

“How did he know what "' demanded
[he princess.

“That there hadn’t been any paint-
ing. Of course I wouldn’'t have told
him—I'd have seen him dead first; but
he must have known all the same.”

“Madelon, what are you talk-
ing about? Had you asked me at the
studio how much Signor Zanoni had
painted this afternoon I should have
told you—not a bit. He could not
paint. At least he would not go at the
work until he had told me about the
gross and heartless insult the Marquis
Steffano offered him yesterday
after we left him."

And thereupon the girl related to
her companion the story as Zanoni had
told it to her., When shes had finished
—had told how the artist had disarmed
the Marquis, and how Count Denaro
and two others had got him away—she
weant on:

“This led Signor Zanoni to remark
upon the lack of personal resemblance
between the two brothers. They were
as unlike in form and feature as they
were in character, he said ; and there-
wpon | asked him if he had ever heard
the story of those two brothers. He
said he never had, and he asked me if
[ would kindly tell it. 1 did not wish
to refuse,; in fact, I felt that he ought
to know it.”

“And thus it happened, dear mam-
ma. that when you came in the paint-
1ng had not been touched ; and of
course you know it was not touched
after you joined wus. Now tell me,
Madelon, frankly, can you see any-
thing in the event at all out of the

way

“Only. dear girl, in the construc-
tion others might put upon it if they
knew.”

“Aye, dear Madelon, there it is!

Why should others know it?
can not if you hold your peace.”

“Ah! but does not Steffano know it
already 7

“No.” replied the princess emphati-
cally. “"He knows nothing at all about
it. His remarks to you was but a bold
reckiess fling—an insinuation that we
were abusing the confidence of the
duke. He would have spoken to me
if he had known anything. No, no,
Madelon. Be sure no living person,
saving the painter himself and you and
I. know the truth. Now answer me—
and answer me honestly and sincerely
—will you be my friend, and speak not
a2 word of this matter to anybody "

The duenna promised ; and before op-
portunity was offered for further re-
mark they had arrived at the palace;
and while they enter and remove their
out-door garbs, let us take a look af-
ter the Marquis.

There was a social organization in
Parma called the Correggio Club. It
was the most exclusive and most popu-
lar club in the city; anl the man who
galned membership there considered
himself extremely fortunate. Origin-
ally its membership had been confined
to the nobility and men of high mili-
tary renown: but after a time men
celebrated win art and in civil affairs
of government had been admitted. The
duke himself had proposed the name
of Juan Zanoni, an1 he hadebeen elect-
ed without opposition.

To this club belonged the Marquis
Steffano. He had been elected before
his character hal become generally
known. The duke had told him more
than once in those later days that,
were he not already a member, he, the
duke. would on no con-ideration pro-
pose him. And it is doubtful if he
could lave found many among the
good and true who would have ventur-
ed the presentation of his name to the
board of censors. Nevertheless, no one
had as yet cared to mova for his ex-
pulsion.

The quarters of the Correggio Club
were in a large and imposing marble
structure on the Grand Plaza,
and thither, after he hal left the prin-
cess and her duenna. he bent his steps,
proceeding directly to th: principal re-
ception-room on entering. Here he re-
mained for a little time chatting with
& few individuals of his aeq

]

They

Acknowledge the truth.

are we

' the duke—my brother,”
| The intendant reflected for a

in response a voice from within bade

' him to enter. ;

| It was the office of the superinten-

' dent ef the rooms of the club, and the

man himself was there, busy, as usual.
“Signor Guillette, I have come to

What can I

- ask a favor.”

“‘Be seated, marquis.
- do for yout” -
I wish to look at the record of mem-
bership of the club.”
“Have you the permission of the
board of censors to do sof"”

. “I hardly thought it necessary to go

' to that trouble, signor, since I am per-
forming the mission at the request of

little
time, and finally arose, and took the

' volume—a large folio, heavily bound in
| boar’s hide—from its place of safe-keep-
' ing, saying as he did so:

“You are aware, marquis, that our

in which

the public eye—items of biography that
may possibly be of value in after-years
but which the subject would not wish
should be discussed in open club. You
assure me that the duke has authoriz-
ed you to ask for the book.”

The calm, deliberate lie cost Steffano
not an effort. It came as natural to
him and passed his lips as easily as the
breath of life. This answer in the
affirmative was prompt .and assuring.
And the book was placed before him.

The marquis, when he had so dispos-
ed of the ponderous volume that he
could handle it easily, turned to the
page on which appeared his own name.
That was eight years back. He had
been admitted shortly after arriving
at the age of twenty-ome. There he
glanced over the closely written lines,
but without recognizing even a letter,
until the intendant had turned to his
work. Then, without the slightest rus-
tle he turned over the leaves until he
had come to the entries of one and two
years agone, and finally his eyes rested
upon the name of Juan Zanoni.

He glanced up at the intendant, and
found him absorbed in his work. Then
he referred again to the entry in the
book before him, and the following
were of the items he found there set
down :

“Age twenty-seven. Place of birth—
not sure, but thinks Carthagena,
Spain.”

The next item was with regard to
his parentage. His father, he believed,
had been an officer of high rank in the
Spanish army, anl had been killed in
battle somewhere in the East. His mo-
ther had been of Italian birth and had
taught him her language.

hext—phe years of his life, till the
age of nineteen, had been passed in
Spain, mostly at Madrid. Since that
time he had resided three years
in Rome, one in Venice, another at Mil-
an, and the remainder of the time at
Parma.

There were other items, but no more
that interested Steffano. It was here-
in set down who had been his teachers
in art, the length of time he had given
Lo preparatory study, the subjects of
what be considered his best pictures,
together with othar matters not neces-
sary to mention.

“What is the idea.” asked the mar-
quis as he gave up the book, “of put-
ting in so much of the lives of our
members 7"

“l think it a very good idea,” we-
plied the official, putting down his pen
and leaning back in his chair, “and I
can inform you that on more than one
occasion the value of those records has
been proved. How often it happens
that a friend is taken from us—remov-
ed by death—of whose past Jife we knew
nothing. Perhaps he settled among us
late in life, a man without family and
without near relatives, and yet be has
become honored. Let us take a sin-
gle case—though we must suppose it.
f{f,llg;: the painter, Jnan Zanoni.”

e marquis caught his breath,
shut his hands tightly. The intsn'rgll]:i
went on, without noticing the effect
::lsﬂwurds had produced upon his list-

"Suppose he should e suddenly tak-
en away, it would be the desire of the
club, as it would be of the public at
large, that a biographical sketch should
be published. In fact it is one of our
laws that on the death of @ member
the committee bhaving that especial
work in charge shall make out and pub-
lish as full and complete a record of
the life of the deceased as the material
Etslt:}:fd will permit.”

_ ano thanked the man
information he had ruuch.aaf;g.r %1:
gz%dﬂ:ihar. &hat he could now under-

matter, 1 i
t_rbuppmvai. SELIS NS Bis howi
'rom the office of the inte
marquis made his way to n:ed?flt :ggr
upper chambers, where games of haz. |

ard were played, .
cupied. Hlujrarh e & unm—!

;:;ithfa baleful light,
1€ lor something afar off.
hw: th;ughti:u l!}:und words :
_ ‘nno mistaken. It ; _
alive—living here in Parma, andfihﬁ?-
ens! how do I know that he is not on |
my track ? Yet I do not think he knows

Here he lapsed into

time, while ha arose f i
paced to and rOm his seat a

H"ntll‘r a terrific lmprecation burst from

i "I«imr." smiting

his band upon llil;
breast, * good fortune attend ::i.
What shall I do? This painter I!f : ll:a
gerous! He must be put out O
way at any cost; and you, my EP[{
and gallant count, must give me aic.
No! I think I can find a Way. A
“ Guiseppe !" he cried, as the Ei?l.l:l':ll
entered the room: Wwhere he was;
heard your vgice and was just coming
in search of you. You are the very
man I wished to see.” B%
“Thsan our wishes were alike, Te-
turned Denaro, as he took the other's
extended hand, * for you are the very
man I have been in search of for half

an hour at least.”

““ Well, here we are, and alone, and
not likely to be interrupted before
dark.” iy

“Do you realize, Steffano, that 1t 18
almost dark even now ?"’ 3

“I faith! so it is. But never mind
that. Tell me for what you have been
seeking me,” :

The count sat down and brushed his
hand across his brow and over his eyes.
He was evidently in trouble. His brow,
usually fair and open, was gloomy and
contracted, with deep lines above the
bridge of the nose, the cheeks hotly
flushed, and his lips quivering. :

‘“Dear Marquis,” he said, when h_ls
companion had seated himself by his
side, *“ you must not laugh at me, for
I tell you my heart is sore. Oh, if you
could know how I love the Princess
Isabel I"

He was not looking toward his friend,
so ha did not see the curl of contempt
that played around his sensual lips,
nor the gleam of hate that shot forth
from his sinister eyes.

“My love for her,” he went on, with
a4 passionate wringing of his hands,
" has become a madness. If I should
losa ‘har, I should not prize life an-
other hour !”

“‘My dear Guiseppe. vou must not

lose her. The duke favors your suit,
aml—!lu,t my assistance yvou do not
rant.”

“Yes, yes, Steffano!” the count ex-
claimed, vehemently. * Your good of-
fices may help me much. I know you
will give them to me."”

“Of course I will. Command me 1n
any way you please, and I will serve
yvou if I can. And now, old fellow, tell
me what is the particular burden on
your mind at the present time?"

“Steffano,” the count returned, af-
ter a slight hesitation, as though he
ought to feel ashamed of the confes-
sion he was about to make, “ I saw the
princess go into Zanoni's rooms this
noon. It was but a feW minutes past
meridian, I know, because I looked at
my watch. I saw h:r when she enter-
ed the vestibule of the house, and I
saw her when she came forth. How long
do you suppose she remained there?"

“ Probably most of the afternoon.”

“Why do you say that?"

" Because I saw her, with old Made-
lon, going toward the palace, just be-
t'm'l} I came in here. I was on the op-
posite side of the way, but T saw them
very plainly.”

“Yes, you did! And they had just
come from the painter’s studio. In
heaven's name, marquis, what does it
mean ? Can you believe it possible that
she can have become infatuated with
hi'ﬁ pale, hypoeritical face ?"

. There is one thing I can believe,”
Steffano said, looking his companion
strmgrht In the eye: “I believe that
Juan Zanoni, poor and proud, with am-
bition far above his station, has his
greedy eyes fixed upon not only the
beautiful princess, but also upon the
“’Pﬂltl}}' heiress, I have thought so
ere thm,_uml now I am sure of it, Aye,
and I will tell you one thing more:
I ' know Isabel di Varona. She is as ro-
mantic as she is lovely. She is fond
of poetry and poets. I verily believe, if
Virgil could have lived in our time and
she could have known him, she would
have thrown herself into his arms if
he had been as old as her grandsire and
as ugly as a ghoul! And did you know
this painter is g poet? 1 have been
L-:‘:-Id that hs has written verses that
t.-n-e received high commendation from

h;? holy fathers of San Herculanus.”

“Steffano ! Steffano!” the poor count
{:'rm-:l ‘n an agony of torture, *“ What
can I do? Will you advise me? If we
could open the eyes of the duke! But
We can not. He is blind. If this thing
iues_ﬂn he may get his picture, but

e will lose his fair ward.”

: Tllga marquis arose from his seat and
Bm' a turn across the room. Finally
v,-“htuyped hetfnre his friend and said :
the?ulﬁ?ppe' it is growing dark, and
l 'Y Will soon be here to light the
amps. Listen to me. We must find
{’;ﬂﬂf of what we fear. That first, and
haig Wﬂlmn. act understandingly. T
o 4 plan in mind. Shall you be at

e palace this evening "

duk:f‘_?’& [ have an invitation from the

" All right, TLook to it th
. = ¥ at you do
n::_:}:l fail. No! Ask me nothing now. You
wil ;ee for yourself in good time.
nd now, my dear count, let us

d
. If it is powdered by slaking, it will

adjourn to the refector Our

' 3 st
Da_zi received a fresh aupihr of Gll??’“}il:!
rite Lachryma Christi. Oho ! What a
rare old monk he must have been whose
inspiration gave us that name "™

(To Be Continued.)
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MOLD IN CELLARS.

Perhaps mold in cellars should be ep-
couraged as going to show that the
walls are damp, and hence that an un-
healthy condition of things exists. It
however, it is desired to ax-turminat-e:

two
: The lim
powdered as it comes out otuthTE:m

not

Imn 'ETHICS OF MODERN WARFARE.

years after|

P ey

Two Tendencles: Straggling For Pre-emin-
':-ﬂ. as They Have Been For Uenturies,

In 1718 an Englishman, James Puckie,

gacured a British patent for what seems
to have been an attempt at a breech-
loading. rapid-firing gun. An original
feature of the invention was the use
of two different breech-plates, one for

square bullets, to be used against the
Turks, and the other for round bul-
lets, to be used against Christians. It

is curious to find two opposing tenden-
cies in the same invention: 1, the de-
sire to construct a gun that should be
more effective because more destruc-
tive, and 2, a desire to recognize cer-
tain ethical distinctions in its use. If

a square one was too bad for a Chris-

tian.
These two tendencies, one operating

to make war more destructive and the
other to mitigate its harshness, are
struggling for pre-eminence to-day as
they have been for centuries. War
is an evidence of the imperfection of
modern civilization. But if we seek

proof of the development of the hu-
mane sentim:*nt, and of the extension of
the aphere of ethics to unethical rela-
tions we may find it in the arts of war
as surely as in the arts of peace.

The introduction of new and power-
ful explosives and of guns of enormous
power and range, the application of
electricity to submarine mines, the
construction of modern battle-ships and
torpedo-hoats, the improvements in
long-range rifles and rapid-firing guns,
and many other inventions invest the
whole enginery of war to-day with a
terrible destructiveness. The serious
student of ethies, not to speak of the
cynic, may well ask whether the de-
velopment of philanthropy, in mitigat-
ing the hardships of war, has kept pace
with these destructive tendencies, and
whether ethics might not be better em-
ployed in discouraging such inventions
than in palliating their effects. But,
without speculating on our distance
from the millennium, it is a fact that
the scene of obligation between nations
and the recognition of duties to civi-
lization and humanity have made such
progress that war cannot wholly abro-
gate them.

PERTINENT PARAGRAPHS.

Whisky can't talk, yet it frequently
tells on a man.

Money talks, but the average man
prefers it to a garrulous wife,

There is trouble ahead of the man
who acts as a baby-carriage motor.

The man who is constantly hearing
from his creditors isa man of letters.

A young man never burns his candle
at both ends if he has to vay for the
candle.

There are as good sea-serpents in a
drug store as ever came out of a
saloon.

A man_’& egotism may be pardoned-if
be doesn’'t permit it to degenerate into
vanity,

One-half of a man's energy is wasted.
Only the down sirokes count in chop-
ping wood.

Doctors frequently disagree ; but not
half as often a% their medicines.

Whlen aman is unable to sleep in the
morning when he should fget up he has
Insomnia in its worst form.

e s

NIGHT BLINDNESS.

Night blindness 18 a peculiar affection
of the eye in which the patient sees

| very well during the day, but becomes

‘blind as night approaches. It is most-
ly met with in warm climates, and
usually gives way to mild treatment.

h‘
(From Toronto Giobe.)

THIS CERTIFICATE

Brings Forth a Story.

BowsaxviLre, One,

We,_ fhe undersigned,
| certify that the health
jof the Rev. R. A.
Bilkey has for months
#/ been deteriorating,
) and that he is now:
— suffering from severe
nervous prostrati

and urgently requires immfdia.te E:i

prolonged rest. J. W. McLaughlin M D
A. Beith, M.D. L and " Bald
WRCE L. Holland Reid,

THIS INTERVIEW TELLS IT.

A reporter called on the Rey
Dilkey, rector Bt. John's (Episeo Ri:fﬁ

hareh, Bowmanville, Ontario, during
;_uhnruh function, and on congratulating
h!m o0 the great change for the better in

'3_8ppearance, tho reverend gentleman

said, *“It is due entirel '
Blood and Nerve Bills. . ' D Werd's
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a round bullet was too good for a Turk

and
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bowel.
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another Assortment of

heals the irTitated
NEVER FAILS

- Fﬂ‘r severs) CEARN ,
lied on Dr. Fowler's 'E".t::['ll'l;.:rhifﬂ :
Strawberry for all ﬁumrﬁf Wiig
plaints. A few doses li:‘l'a: com-
relief and it never fails to oy ;&
think it a very valuable meg s,
as precious as gold ™ HH£ ;h
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PRICE 35 cENTS,
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MILLS

GRISTING AND CHOPPING DO

on shortest notice and satisfaction
guaranteed,

FLOUR, OATMEAL ang FEf)
THE SAWMILL

We are now prepared to do all kinds
ol custom work.

Call and Inspect
Stock.

UMBER, SHINGLES AND LAT*

alway own hard,

N G & D

McKECEN.

50 YEARS'
EXPERIENCE

Laundrsy

e =

As I have opened up a Lann
Darham, I beg to anno

Al prepared to do all kinds ol |
Ladies‘, and Houselicld Laun
&t the very Lowest RDates

A Trial will convir
you

WAH LEE
Garaleaxa St., I

ldoor North James (i -

E.B All Clothes Washed by

TRADE MARKS
NEZSICNS,
COPYRICHTS &¢
Anvone sending n cketoh anl description 7%
gquickly ascertain, free, whoether an inverie,
probably patentable. o =_1'_I='r'-_‘.| o otild

confidential, Oldest agen j Curn '
in America. We have o v i i 0
Patents taken through Muno & L3

spouial notice in the

SCIENTIFIC AMERICAN,
beautifully illastrated, lorcot ¢ .""i.-‘--' 3
nny scientific journal, w“..i' .'“.:;'.h-J:.'l:'.':M-‘*'-
BOOK O PATENTS pevt froe, Addres
MUNN & CO.,

361 Broadwa:. New York.

A PERFECT TEA

-

e

iVl il

ONSOON] ===
M TEA [ WLEMENT wanei

IN THE WoRrLD
FROM THE TEA PLANT 0 THE TEACS

INITS NATIVE PURITY.
dian Td

““Monsoon™ Teais put up by the In [ndiaz
as a sample of the best qualities @ L5

eas. Therefore they use the greatest G
selection of the Tea and its blend, that is ¥y GOOdS !
| sutit up themselves and sell it onlyin the E".'-lf_h.f d
E‘w; thereby securing its purity a0 ﬂi{hl e
ut up in 3§ lb., £ Ib. and g lb. packages, 84
soldin " 'k

c%lilting of a large stock of

DEERING BINDERS an
ers—The best in the
MAXWELL Binders.
. and Horse Rakes.
LOUGHS of varions
1 arnip Sowers, Scuf
&ll Farm Implement
QRRIAGES, Buaggies, Q
and Snow Ball Waga
mvES-—A large stock
Clary’s famous Modé
Mg Btoves, Fancy
Btnreu, Box Stov
ﬁt.uvai. ete., at m‘ﬁ
3 Will surprise you.

JACOB KRESS._ REW Williams Sou:
LL iams Sewing M
E m PIANOS and Orza

J. SHEW .
, MeEINNO

ALL GOOD GROCERS KEEP IT.
I# your grocer does not keep it, te!l him po wete ¥
@ STEEL, HAYTER & CO.

M and 13 Front Streect E:tat._':_'_"‘_'f_"t_fl.--—

FURNITURE
UNDERTAKING

Prices Out:

—————

A FIRST CLASS IIEARSE

x CoxNECTW!

Embalming & opcciall’.

Bealer in all kinds of

Furniture




