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A BROKEN VOW.

LA STORY.

1Wairrex ror Tux Reuuster ue Traems §

Ho wasa magniflcent portrait paine-
er, f1 overyone, oven hia bitterest
eners: g, admitted.

In tho Salon his plotures alwaya
bad o placs on the hne, and wore
surrounded by admiring orowds.

Thoro was, howover, ona peouliatity
about him, o peoulinnity differing og-
sentially from ¢ho uaual cocentrioity of
goniud, and one which caused wide-
sproad comment; he would wuever
paint the portrait of & wornan,

Ho painted only men, even hia
gonre picces dealt with mcidonts m
which men alone figured, no woman
had ever been limned by his brusl,
and, report whispered, no woman had
over crossed the threshold of his
studio, with tho solitary exseption of
old Joannotte, who did perfunctory

leaning wi she thought the

oatablishment looked rathor dingier
than usual,
Storn, morose and oynical, Hoenri
<_ Maub pelled oven his intf 3
not ono of whom ever had courage
onough fo enquira the cause of his
mysterions antipathy te  woman-
kind., I'lenty of conjectures there
wore, howover, the ohief one being
shat he had been disappointed in o
love affair, and took thie sibgular
mothod of wreaking Lis vengeance
upon the whole fermnine world.

With the usual perversity of the
8ex, No soonor wag a thing deolared

tainablo, than, straightway, every
woman wanted it, and there was not a
gingle fair momber of the beau monde
in tho whole of Paris who would not
have givon her ears to have her por
trait painted by Do Mauban.

But entreaties, blandishments, pro-
mises of fabulous sums, were alike
useless ; the painter entortained senti-
ments cf profound respeot for Madare,
according to Jeannetto, fie was desos
iated as laving to refuse, but, what
would you? There was his vow,
uttere¢ by all the aawmnts, and, in short,
Jeanuatte's voluble exaggerations
tapered down at last to the ourt and
poremptory rofusal, which De Mauban
had commissioned her to give, caring
not one jot whether she uttered it in
all itg naked abruptness, or softened
by oxpresaions of exaggorated vegrot.

Cne morning, in ocarly autumn,
Jeaunette ushered & visitor into the
studio.

Ho was 8 man apparently well past
the prime of life, ploasant looking, but
pol hendsome, and with a decided
gtoop, whioh rendered his spare and
angular figure still more awkward.

Do Mauban bowed, and waited for
his visitor to explain his businese.

T am the Marquis De Galincourt,"
said the newcomer courteousty,

The painter gave a sudden satart,
and looked at him searohingly, while
» half defiant exprossion settled into
his eyes.

o what am I indebted for the
honor of this vieit, M. lo Marquis ?’
e asked coldly, motioning his visitor
to a seat.

#Y have heard of your fame as a
portrait painter, Monsieur, and have
eslled to commission you to paint the
portrait of my wifo,” replied the Mar-
guis, with the ease of a man who
nover dreams of his request being
refused. .

w1t is against my rule,” said the
painter, 41 sm aorr{ to have refuse
the commission, but I decline utterly
to paint the portrait of Madame la
Marquise.”

s Pardon me, Monsiour, I do not
comprehend the reason for such an
extraordinary refusal,” said the Mar-
.quis, somewhat nettled by the cool
manner of the other.

« Is M. le Marquis not aware, then,
that I neyer paint women 2"

The Marquis staved, if such an
exprossion may be used uf so polished
s gentleman, until his oyes nearly
balged out.

W oertainly was not aware that you
made such an extraordinary exoeption,
Monsiour; I have been residing
abroad for many years, amd oaly re
tured to Paris yesiorday, for the ex-
press purpose of securing your services.
Madawe la Marquies eatnestly desires
to have ber portmsit painted by your
hand, surely you will make an cxcep.
tion in favor of & lady so Zgusll,y oele-
bratod for her beauty, Name your
own terme, I will pay them willingly.”

wIf you offered mo your title and
estates, M. 1a Marquis, it would make
no differonce. I absolutely decline to
paint the poxtzait of Madame la Mar-
quis on any torms whatever,” was
the cold rejoinder.

+ Monsieur, may I ask the reason of
g0 insulting a refusal 2" demanded the
Marquis, pale with anger.

M, lo Marquis may nsk what
queations he pleages, but I reserve the
right of refusing fo gratify s ourios-
ity; f my refusal seoms insulting, I
cannot holp it. I did not intend it to
‘be o."

The two men rogarded each other
steadily for somo momenta.

« Tg this finsl, Monsicur ?"

The painter bowed.

The Rdnquis tried another tack.

« Perhapy if the Marquise were t?
come in person, her persuasions—-"

w Pardon me, M. le Marquis, my
rules ave striot, shie would not b ad-
) tically ohoked

The Marquis diplomatically choke
-dcwn his ‘:lmh, and, with & haughty

bow. which was still more houghtily
rotutned, strode o the door and disap
peared.

Lioft to himsolf Ds Mauban walked
to 0 proture that was Btanding at ono
gido of tho room with s faco to the
wall, and placed hiz hand upou it a8
thouﬁh to t\lum it round,

No,* " aa

triving at the samo tirae_to give it sn
almost impurcoptible hiteh, which had
the effeot of placing her partly in
shadow, and somewhst neutrafizing
the effuct of the obnoxious drapery.
Tl gaw the ruse, however, and was
neroilosa.
“Turn to the light, Madame.” he
ded. 8he did so. about n

1

i y.
= What good would it do? Why
ahould 1 rewive an agony that haa
bren dormant for thirty years ? Thirty
yoars, mon Diou ! and the momory i
not dead yot ; shall 1 never forgat thas
faco? No, beautiful, soullest nnd
alluring. 1t wiz haunt me to my
donth.”

Voices were sudible down in the
vestibule, but he did not hear them,
nor, & fow winutoa lator, did he hear
tho soft tread of n woman and opening
of tha door.

=1 thought I had buried it he

tered. b his olenched teeth.
* Buried it with the slowly revolving
yeurs, with the ashes of thao past, and
witl: 1ay broken heart and now—
now, in & sngle instant everything
returns 0s olearly e though it hap-
poned yostorday ; I see hor as she
stood that fatal day, and—-*

“ Monsiour [ smd & woman's voive,
low. aweot and ponetrating.

e did not start, he did not turn
round, he stood ag though turned to
stono, his hands clenched till tho nails
wera buried in the flesh,

1 bog s thougand pardons, Mon-
aienr, entoring thus, but 1 knocked,
and you did not hear me,” continued
the soft voice, the owner of which
advanced into the room ag she spoke.

Do Mauban roused himself from
the stupor into whioh the sound of her
voice had thrown him, and answered
coldly and without apparent effort.

* Jeannetto wag to blame for ne-
glecting to inform Madame that I do
not reocive ladies,”

«But, Monslenr surely makes ex
eaption in favor of olQ friends.”

« Madame 1a Marquise is mistak

quartter “of an inch. He came for-
word and arranged the ohair in the
dosired position, bringing her within
the full foous of light.

She submitied, holplessly, fearful
lust & protest should lose hor the
viotory she had already gamed, Hav-
ing arranged her to his satisfaction,
lus swift pencil was soon at work,
tracing thie outling of hor features upon
the aapvas. Onco ur twice sho ad
dressed him, but his monogyllabio co
plies discouraged conversation, and
she relapsed inte silence, watching
him intently. Oceasionaily thioir oyes
e, but ag if by mutual consent, were
immediately averted.

She noted everything. the shaft of
aunlight falling through the oriel win-
dow facing her, the unfinished can
vages, tho person of the svhst, the
youthfulnessof whose slim, lithe figure
contrasted strangely, with his iron
grey bair, and tho lines upon hig
liandsome face, and lastly the pioture
turned towards th: wall. Tpon the
latter her oyes rested with an indefin-
nble exproszion, as though by the in-
tepsity of her gaza sho could pierce
the obstructing hoards at the back, and
bohold the subject of the painting.
After about an hours word, De Mau
ban laid down his brush and with a
courteous inclination of the hoad sig-
nified thet the sitting was at an end.
Ile assisted hor with her wraps in
silonce, and rang for Jeanuette.

+ To morrow, at the same hour,
Madame ?° he said coldly.

Bhe bowed, *if it suits you,
Monsiour."

Jeannetto appeared, in a state of

3 4o ible to desorib

to an exaot roproduction of her
features.” .

Bhoe did noi need to look in the
raireor to seo that, she know it only
too well !

 Monsieur _id making me lack vory
old,” she oaid, gently, and the atill
goft and Iugtrous eyes were full" of
tears.

Ha saw thom, but waa unmoved.

+Madawo m»st blame her age, Lam
not rosponsible.” .

* Bat, monsieur, I—, is it not uaual
aud permisgable, to—to tone down a
Little, ta flatter, ospecially ludios 7

“ wished a fl ing,
and, thereforc. uutrathfnl portrait,
there are many artists who would
have gratified hor. I prefor to be true
to—" ho was going to 8ay = Nature.”
but gabatituted *- the origmal-*

Bhe winced at the satcasm implied
in tho obvious pause. Bhe knew
woy he, alonc of all painters, could
pamnt her portraiy as she Wished it
done,ss she half expected him o paing
it, but that—that thing, 1t wadhorrible,
sha could not, would not hLave it
harded down ss her portrait. She
must have time to think, appeals
she knew wore ugelosa : the cold calm
glanco of bia oyes, bent oritically upon
her told her that.

She would it ne more that day,
she felt indisposed, she said and he
acquiesced in s usual cold indiffcrent
fashion,

Ske did no come at the usual hour
next day, and De Mauban was con
goious of a vague feeling of cmptiness,
a want of gomething, ho inew not
what. He struggled angrily against
it, and applied himself ageiduously to
work, glanciug every now and thenat
the clock. Atlength the times showed
#o much past the hour at which she
slways came, that it was useless to
expeot her at all that day, and throwing
down hie brush he walked over to the
casel on whioh stood the unfinished

1 should much prefor Madawes
romaining pull,” was the oold reply.
* her movermonts diiract I~

= I am tired, Monmear, O 1 g0 tired,
it rests me to walk about a little. I
will look at some of the pictures - may
I geo that one, yonder, with 1ts face
to thu wall 2"

* It would not bo wich its face to
the wall «f I wished 1§ seen, thereforo
Madome must exouse it.”

Hho sighed, and walking over to the
chair upon which she had thrown her
long mantle, she ook the latter up,
and fumbling about witk 1% for & mo
ment, ¢ame back with someibing in
her hand. i l

* Cun you paint ths in, Movaieur ¥
sho asked.

He jooked atit, and gavs s Lalt aup-
prossud olart. It waa a litle grey
squirrel fail boa.

_1 wore it many yeara ago, Mon-
sic . and I thought tha:—-if ycu
could paint it in arounl my neck, it
would 8often the——" she hestated
and stopped.

Do Mauban did not anewer. a flood
of memories had rushed in apon him
at aight of that tiny furry thing.
When had he seen it last 7~ Around
the fneck of o lovely, laughing girl,
wli08a oyes, thosge oyes that now looked
at him from the portrait, were raised
to hig with love sluning in their impid
dopthe.  Almost machanically he pre
pared some paint, and taking a fresh
brush, placed a few touches around
the eyes, taking out some of the orow's
feet and wrickles, and arching the
gracefully ocurved eyebrows a trifle
more,”

Almost holding her breath, she
watched the slender hand, would ke
(o more ?

But he returned to his task of fin-
ishing, and the hideous thin neck, !lv’-

DiseASE Doks Nort
STAMD STILL.

e 2 D Pl T

Tvory one I c1iher growivg botter
OF Wursc.

How fs it with yon ?
You are sullering from
KIDNEY. LIVER
on URINARY TROUBLES.

Hace iried dou ko ane: -
Bt avail ubd Bave Taaom

L RPN
B

DON'T CIVE up!

Oaze(dre

st e m——cv

WILL CURE YOU.

EA’l’!::nm};-lds now;m'\. but once yike you.
> Ve a0 honedt msdicine -
m{c o odicns wo bon:

A:cert na subatrinte,
Write for free trcaument biar k to-day.
‘Wargors Safe Curs Lu., Heehoster. N. Y.

fl3ah tinte and bagin to paint them in.
Sha watcned, breathiessly , the won-
dorfal brash wa3z transforming che
hideous wrinkled, middle aged face
upon the canvas to the features of &
young girl of surpassing loveliness.
Qaly the bair remained, more
colow Were blended, and rapidly the
horribl ish yollow gave place ¢

hollow chaeks, and wrink!
romained as before,
¢ Will Monsieur paint the fur in,

portrait, and, drawing off the cover he

;]
if ghe thinks I number any friends
among her sox,” replied the painter,
with a bitter emphasis on the word
« frionds.”

«8o," ghe oxclaimed quiokly, and
with a slight laugh, * Monsieur knows
me, though he has not done me the
honor to look at my face,” and she
raiged her veil,

De Mauban bit his lip, but mads no
reply, nor did he turn round ag the
Iady oxpected him to do. She chang:
od her taotics. .

«Very woll, Monsieur,” she ob-
gorved, haughtily, # I will retire sinco
you appear to wish it, and since I
am not acoustomed to talk with gentle
men who deliborately turn their backs
upon fe.

Suddenly congcious that he had
been guiliy of unpardonable rudenoss,
Do Mauban faced round, and their
eyes met., }

Ho saw & woman past the prime of
life, upon wlose once beautiful fea-
tares time's ravages had begun to
show all too plainly. In spite of
paint, powder and cosmetics, the
hollow cheeks, the dark rings under
the eyes, aud the cavefuily hidden but
still partly visible lines, told all too
plainly of & vanished beauty.

Ag tho painter gazed upon the hag-
gard features of the woman before
him, & sudden resolve entered his
mind.

« Pardon me, Madame,” he gaid, in
a cold, hardf matter of fact voice.
« It ig long since I held converaation
with & lady, and 1 fear I forget the
courtesies due to your sex, I beg that
you will state the object of your visit."

« It is to sk ¢hat you will psint my
portrait, Monsieur,” she said in a
childishly eager and pleading manuer,
whioh, in a young girl, would havg

she bad peen waiting bolow, expecting
every moment to hear the bell ring;
the Marquis had gone away, leaving
tho carriage for Madame, who had
been oloseted with the master more
thaa an hour, and thers, Jeanette
could not believe her eyes, there were
the outlines of a woman upon the
convas |

Well, she shrugged her shoulders,
wonders would never cease.

* Show Madame to her carriage.”

Madamo darted a swift, half piqued
look at him.

« (tood day, Monsieur,” she said,
softly.
“Good day. Madame he replied,
without looking round, and she left
the room, wearing the same balf
angry lock.

To-morrow, and the next day, and
the next, the work d, till, at

plated the pisture with  bitter
smile.

« It is » splondid likeness,” he mat.
tered, balf to himself and half as
though addressing the painting,
¢ Madame thought to over-reach me,
she thought that love and memory
were stronger than hate. Bah! you
painted Jezelbel, you would make of
Henri De Mauban a tool to gratify
your vanity. No otber man could
paint you as hoe could do, you knew it,
and came, with your velvet hands and
tender glances thinking in one brief
moment to undo the past. But love
ig in aghes, and your power iz dead.”
The last glearns of sunlight were fal-
ling through the oriel :mdow, the
studio darkened slightly as ihe golden
shaft grew fainter.  Was it the effect
of the haif light, or bad tho oyes of
the portrait taken a softer touch ? He

hed neater, no it was an illu-

last ke firat tints were being laid upon
the portrait.

Madame De QGalinoourt could not
fee the pioture from where she sat,
for snme unexplained reason, the
artist had placed it in guoh a position
a8 to bo entirely bayond the range of
her vision, and he always covered it
at the end of each sitting

Onee she had begged to ses it, but
he replied that he preferred her not
seoiug it till it was finished.

On thig particular morning an l:m-

Lable voat] p a her,
a wish to star{ up and go and look
over the painters ghoulder, to turn to
the light that irritating painting,
which so persistently bafiled her
efforts to discover its subject. She
tried to talk, but De Manb d

sion, and yet those splendid eyes, al-
most the” last relics of departing
beauty, they shone with the same soft
and limpid light that he bered

for we 2" gho asked again.

‘It will apoil the appearance of the
portrait, Madame," was the reply.
“ It will nov harmonize with the rest
of the costume."

* I do not mind that,” she said
eagerly.

“See T will place it upon this
chair, where you can see it, Monsieur,
paint_it for me please.” Like one
whose actions were not of his own
volition, he began to paint the boa
around the neck of the portrait. She
saw that he placed 1t very low down,
too low, in fact, to hide what sho
wighed hidden, but it was a slight
conceasion aud she was content.

She stood, and watched him, he
seemed to have forgotten her exist-
ence.

She spoke again, « Shall I tell
Monsieur a story 2

A slight pause and then he answer-
ed with an apparent effort, as though
struggling against some hidden power.
1 Madame pleases.”

She drew back a few paces, and
paunsed, ly she bent over the

too well! Try as he might he could
not take thoe suftness out of them and
make them hard and steely ; they were
the eyes of a girl of eighteen in the
face of 8 woman of forty five,

“They are out of place,” he mut
tored, and seizing the brush he had
thrown down, e again approached the
portrait. The oyes stopped him. He
stood as though fascinated, the door
opened goftly, but he did not heed if.
+8o,” he said with a slight laugh,
“Time has spared Madame's eyes,
well, I will not grudge her th one
beauty ; this—" holding up the brush

in hig usurl monosyllabie fashion.
The moments dragged on, she could

bear it no longer, she folt half stifled,

she must get up and move about.

been chartning, but whioh
oddly with powder and rouge, half
hidden wrinkles, and the dull, greenisk

Taking advantage of t when

&
De Mauban seemed noncentratiug' his

yellow of her dye-tinted hair.

Something in her manner grated
upon the artist, he turned abruptly
from her, and began arrangiog paints
and brushes upon a low table beside
the easel; she watched him with a
half eager, half triumphant look. At
length he spoke, .

o It is againgt both my will and my
rules, Madame, as I informed M. le
Marquis; I can see no valid reason
for infringing them in madame’s oase ”

She approached him suddenldy, and
laying one white, jewelied hand upon
hig arm, eaid in aJsoft voice, in which
there was moro than a suspicion of
tenderness. )

o For the sake of old times, Mon-
siour, is fiot that reason emough P

With & quick gesture he dropged
his ara, so that her hand fell away,

tion upon some deli
she rose and with a sewift, silent
motion, glided to his side.

A sudden violent start ag her eyes
feli upon ths portrait, oaused him to
look round and meet her dilated
glanoe of hotror and deepair. A
stracge gleam, was it triumph ? passed
over hig face, leaving it a8 before, aold
and inscratable.

* Madame has disobeyed my injune-
tions to keep still," he said, sternly
¢ { must request her to remain seated,
the pose is spoilt ii the sitter move.”

Still ehe said nothing only stood,
staring at the painted, simpering
cresture on the ocanvas, Meroiful
heaven ! that her portrait, that worn
out looking womsn with the rouged
and hollow cheeks, dull greemsh
yellow hair, orows feet, and wrinkles,
to go down to posterity as the lovely
Aro b1

and answered coldly, «Is Mad,
propared to give me & sitting at
onzo 2

« At once, Monsieur," she said
engerly, and began to remove her
Wraps,

He atranged a cauvas_upon the
easel, and drawing forward a chair,
which stood upon a sort of platform,
folded a searlet drapery upon it, and
mctioned her to be seated,

8he hegitated for & moment, and
then snid, falteringly, * The drapery,
Monsieur—" and stopped. Ho waited
silently.

o 1t—it will not harmonize with

loxion,’ she st d at

ge Mavie De Qalil
She gasped and put her hand to her
thiroat, she felt aioking alas! ill health,
and middle aga has shruuk the ouce
firm, rounded fesh, and thrown up
the bones to almost ghastly pro-
winenco, aud, worst of all, every
detail was there it the portzait inall
its glaring hideousness
De Mauban ropeated his request
that sha should rveturn to hev seat,
consoious, from the sound of his voice,
that he was speaking, but no more
comptohondingi him than if he had
spokon Greek, shie turned a face fall
of migery and ion upon him.

a8 though the portrait-—
+ hag told enough, and yet, how easily
it could undo what it has done ! a fow
slight touches and——-"

+ Henri 1"

He slarted violontly, but instantly
rocovered himself, and faced her.

She looked even more haggard than
when she had left the day before, and
there were widv rings under her eyes
as though she had been weeping, The
rouge upon her oheeka but acoentuated
the ghastly pallor which powder sovld
not hide.  He noted everything, and
without warning & great pity surged
up into hia heart. Suddenly ahe held
out her hands, and #aid onge more in
& begeeching voice :

¢ Herri I

Ho controlled himself by a mighty
effort, and with a cold glance, affeoted
not to see her outstretohed hands,

« Madame is late,” he said in a
hard voice.

Her hands dropped to her side.

I wag indi d, Mongieur,” she

baok of his chair.

« Henr," she said softly. * The
chiestnutg are falling in the forest of
Marly '

He-almost dropped the brush he
held, but did not answer, and she
continued :

« Monsieur knows the forest of
Marly 2

“#QOnce many yeara ago, & young
girl lived on the outskiis of the forest.
She was simple and uneducated, a
mere country girl if you will, but she
was pretty ; some of the tourists who
came to the forest called her beautiful.
There was one, a young artist——"
She stopped abruptly, De Mauban had
made & violent gesture, and splached
some psint upon the neck of the
pioture. He proceeded to remove it,
and she saw with a sudden exultation
that he had painted out some of the
hideous wrinkles, and made the throat
more rounded.

Bhe continued, +The girl knew
nothing of the grest world, aave what
she had heard, and though she some-
times wished o go to Paris and sce
somethiog of its wonders, yet she was
content in her forest kome. The
young artist—his name was Henri,
Monsieur—~fell deeply in love with
ber, and she—-"

* Daceived and fooled him," uttered
De Maudan.

*What did you eay Monseur?”
snid she softly.
¥p' Nothivg,” was the curt reply, but
even while he uttered it, the painter
put a few touches on the cheeks of the

said wearily, and he thought be could
dotect a note of disappointment in her
voice, and exulted, inwardly.

« If Madame wishes to give asitting

t aud they filled out, and grew
round and peachy, with a bloom ag
utterly unlike that of the rouged
original as could be conceived.

* They used to take long walks to,
gother,” tinued the soft voice,

to-day it would be as well to
at once, the light is fading.”

Bhe removed hier wraps, and ho saw
that the dress ghe wore was scrmewhad
higher in the neck than any sho had
yot zppeared in, sud he smiled grimly
to lbimself. The rase should not
gorve her,

She took her seat, and De Mauban

d Inti A ad D 7Y

Galincourt did not speak but once or
twice sho moved uueasily, as “aough
suffering some physieal or mental dis-

fort, At longth she rose, and the

« What_is the matter, madame "

my P B
1a8t, in & kind of desperation.
Ho shot a swift, contemptuous
glance at her aud answered curtly :
o Madamo must be guided by me,
or I shall desline to psint her.”
Alsrmed at .the $hrest, sho sank

jnto tho ohair wita a shudder, con-

he

¢ Monsisur,—~the portrait—.”

o Well 2

+ That sarely cannot be mine ?” she
eaid in & hoatge, husky veice. -

* But_certainly, it is, il wadame
will look in the mirror shs will see
that I have omitted no deteit necessary

artiet heard the eoft frou frou of her
sitkon akirts as she stepped across the
small gpace that saparated them, and
stood behind his obair, He continued
painting almost rechianioaily, the por-
tait was nearly finished, and the posi-
ticu of the subject was immaterial.

« Shall I tell Monsieur a atory 2
said w soft voioe at his elbow.

* aud once, when the chestouis were
falling, as they are doing now—-"

The painter suddenly started up,
the brush and palette fallmg to the
ground wita & olatter, and seizing her
hands ovied, in a voice hoarse with
emotion :

“ Marie, why do you tell me this ?
ig it o torturo me ?”

* It is—bocause—" sho turned away
from him,

 Tell meo,” he oried, * Did you—
do you oare 2"

8he hesitated an instant * Finish
the portrait, Henri, and I will tell
you,"

He eat down again, and taking up
the brush began touching up theneck
of the portrait,

Beneath those wmasgis touches, the
seragginess disappeared and gave place

%o & rounded softness ; e mixed some

a lovely gold, in which seemed to be
itptisoned dome rays of the rapidly
departing sualight.

The bright scarlet drapery was
gradually toned down to a tint that
threw up the lovely face snd sun
gilded hair in magaificent relief. It
wag done, never did a more exquisite
face look out from painted canvas.

8he drew a deep, quivering breath,
once more, he arose and faced her.

What was that in her eyes that sent
she blood rushing back upon his heart

in one wild torrent, leaviag him cold
and benumbed as with the chill of
Qeatk 2

* Monsiour has done even better
than I expected,” said & cold, metallic
voice, utterly unlike the soft tones she
had uged before, **I think he must
have had something more than a
memory to asgist him, Stay, perhaps
this will solve the riddle,” and walk-
ing rapidiy to the hidden picture she
turned it to the light. It was the
porirait of a lovely girl, standing in a
glade surrounded by forest trees,
through which the sanlight filtered,
falling upon and lighting up her
gleaming hair,

The likeness was exact, the two
poriraits were one aud the same, even
the little gray boa. She laughed
slightly, a hard, metallic laugh, with
no mirihfalnesa in it.

«“My power was dead,” she gaid,
regsrding him trinmphantly. * But
I knew, and Monsieur has learnt,
that a woman's power never diea; if
the Jesson har been a hard oue, [ am
sorry.”

With & low ory he sprang towards
her, but with an imperious gestare
she put oot her jewelled hands and
stopped him,

“No,” ghe said. *Come no nearor—
Louise," ho called, raising her voice
slightly ; her maid appeared at the
door.

“Give Monsleur this envelope.”
The maid took it and advanced towards
De Mauban, who, taking no natiee of
her outstretohed hand, she plased the
envelope upon the table.

«Now," said the Marquise, * tuke
my portrait down to the carriage, be
careful, it is wet, place it upon the
seat facing me.”

De Mauban still stood motionless,
and a3 the maid retired, the woman
who bad twice deceived bim, turned
and looked ag the painter with w oruel
gloam in her eyes,

« Mougieur had better examine the
ocntents of the envelope,” she said, in
a voico whose softness contrasted
strangely with the hard glitter of her
eyen. It may explain to him why
Marie Bandrey treferred to become
the wife of the Marquis De Galincourt
instead of linking herself with the
uomade fortunes of Henri Do Mau-
bran.”

Suddenly rousing himself, Da Miu-
bran icok the enveiope the maid had
vlaced upon the table and broke the
seai, 8 ebeque for $wo thousand franes
foll out and fluttered to the floor.

«Ia Mongieur satisfied, does he
understand ?" said the soft veice.

But the man made no reply, and
the womsan who bad eruelly wronged
Liim for the sake of wealth and rank
gazed at the bowed grey head jfor s
moment unmoved, then, with the
same cold, bard gleam in her eyes,
she turned and went from the room
and from the house.

The Proprietors of Pavuelee’s Pills
are constantly receiving letters similar
to the following, which explaius itself.
Mr. John A. Beam, Waterloo, Ont.,
writea: “I nover used suy medic ae
that can eq al Parmeleo's Pille for Dys.
Pepein or Liver and Kidnoy Complaiuts.

The relief experienced after nsiug thown
was wonderful.” As & safe fawily
wmedicine Parrelca’s Vegetablo Puils can
be given in all cases requitng a

Catuartio.



