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■BMd not to go wit УШ*§

Thy Neighbor’s Wife. T»So - iS  ̂ ^ * I tW°Sii^ wbt^e”tbebEterol‘ “*t**d‘

31iPb4.#sSEi
nSSSSbaejefis Aer--Fiil<Y°Id- r.,h« .IS jj «!

iZn Z wiîïdM Jft'L^.Zr he“t’ ttelowe olawit.; itsra, rather the calm hiT* hti£l£K^ he" eeo,Md ,ee -~,b* ber brotSTïïï^tofol^?

:æEHïEà« .°=" feeE>'sHSî?iïft „
^уГі^”  ̂ I ‘At* yon coming to chiireb to niglt, old SSM*8mE • | “-ьГь t̂o0ked “fv

•No ; although he felt it that moment |Uwae the тіеаг who etked this que.- 7^ ,sU" «•^•ned?*0 U,10n “' Jh^ Мм2^ тоЙм* 
e™55.t0 ‘*7 town hi. Lie lor the privilege tion. ne he rove from the toa-uble. 4 5® *®e® * the viounge. m“k..m.£hTii7’ loT® “d

F™ -•*« •f-№dt№*^k itrade ^™9fe”FPsnd ^*UAecî2^aü3№

^c^BciErâLfesdbar^ÆjR —„zi;:
Ssr- w * ■—• -йа?а“йа -iftarn-, ?».-$•: jzafsg-» - •* «•• *.

I witched the hatband end wife wslk I n. PH*I.',. I ‘And st for Montv • well van__ l. ;_
•waf. î°eether» ,eke one hand rent- _.5i *****& M heavily for- the br st and dearesttiliow. ihereïhüd!

Paul Martyn’, vicarage we# ful'y a mile | “j °° •>» black coet eleeve, her To^rithoat eî!^f ntin**’ f°a°d *“ e0ttld ]j *„m“ io the world I iike.o wel^eif 
from ihe chnrcb, bat i% too, was perched !"M®r"l,®*k camed “ the other. - H ??„*?*.¥ **•*“- do Bttil Montagne. It wonld he a »Dlen-
on the ride ol tbejnonntain; a lovely old . . ,7 dl”PP®ated round a curve moon- h0 ea«id їіїьЙИЇЇiîtb® honï? V be*t d,d arrangement, wouldn’t it P **
h*u»e with many gablet, and all hut cover- ,,hee Moe,’<4* omthed hit Kit kit hat trtvelHnô Й! ÈV” tj,.ere weald be no -Pethapt it would,’ said Eve. 
ed with rosea. hard down upon hn head, act hit teeth to- гЇіГЛи ,Р?11^в ■**”»• Bat the tpcke lirtltt.lv, without heard.

Behind it the mountain, crimton and pur-1 de*ber almoat fiercely, drew clang deep | .nii -, P B1711|?d bit retolation; hit I nett* ■ .
P*e with heather ; before it, a thining stream b™Mb’ “d ,trode ‘"J in the opposite “th” Ш,Г «Pruned or broken. -You like Montfgne, don’t you dear Г
rippling merrily over a pebbly bed. I d4L?len’ , __ atked die good, umple-hearttd vicar a

Here Paul Martyn lived, eupremely hap-1 The man wit torn by cor dieting pat tient I CHAPTER III. I little anmoutly. ’
” t5 n, '.“Ї: Ir.ï; .‘".'.üX™ l71"- “* I i.. v„„ LfJSi'rJSttiSiSbiteS

JSsttisasasias -r^Z “““• ^"^£85^547$ “tost&isisfb™...a beck on hie darlirg theme—botany— ?,?*’ “ ihoogh he wte torn tint way P"lor ™th a white, eet lace, and an- *He »» «ch a thoroughly ашіу fellow ’
•uoh at might win from hi. fellow bottnuti n“d‘b»* »*7 by wild beattt. nounoed that he had hurt hi. ankle : but went «b* vicar -That it what
tome meed of gratitude if not of applause. ?*emed almoit without *riT® ** b* looked, Eva looked graver ttill. 1 “ “boire in him. Now, I myself am to

When he came home from church that I ,0„10? 11 •beir grip. The color in ker cheek came and went I m”°b of * dreamer. I go about with mv
Sunday morning, he found hit wife in the ™ knew not which were the tuggoetient elU> » o«ioui fithrinets, and a dote ob- «Ie» «hut half halt of the time. Oh. I 
porch looking for him. ®\ ““ ®” “ nd, and which tuggetbont ”rTer would have said that the look in her kn®" *b»t well enough : but Montaeue i«

She ran down the gardtn path to nceet1™^, , . blue even wat ore of dread. so refrethingly strong and vigoioutlmriaa-
him. end slipped her hand in hit. ,.T“at thing, had come to a crisis with The sprain proved to be a bad one. “tb clever too, and the verr soul of
, ‘Ton are late, Paul.’the said, eofllyj І W-. . . A doctor who lived half a mile away was ben"1"'- He and Caroline would bar-
•Where have you been P’ , A?0**1® d*7. ®t fnrtheit, mutt needs «ommoned, and hit inttruefiont were im- eoe,ze beautifully, I should imagine She

‘Pe*87 J®n«* wat waiting for me at I de2d?lt- . perabve : Mr. Montague must consider lo,ll7 Me®» of what men thould be, but
came out of church. She wanted me to M „ h" J* mut 6® *wty from Peul “mmlt as chamed to the sofa for at least a 1 теп17 believe he would come up to them • 
baptise her child. Poor little mi e ! I am M*r?Jn * ko“« «роп the mo.ro., or he *•«*; I and he would be proud of eue* a'wik ’
afraid it will be gone before morning.’ would stay and proclaim himtelf a viffian. ‘ІіУ no use talking. I’m bound to eet d never gave a thought to

He sighed as he tpoke, even though he 5® b»d come to that. aw from here.’ said Montague, gloomily '"g before, but I I'm going io for it now
was looking down into his wife’s fair face. ,„5! C?-nld “Urnt himtelf to spend any ‘Mj dear. leUow, what nhntenie !' ra- *,th » vengence ain’t IPDon’t laugh Г 

He nad to tender a heart that ali human l0”*,er î™® “ "* MtrtXn * pretence, and the vicar. Ton had promised to .“*• d®*r- 1 braw it toundt a bit ridicut
suffering moved him almoit as though it noi.deoUre *“»lo". *P*nd another week with ut. and surely l®08 lr®“ » 'dreamihg old fogey like me-
werehit own ° There was no safety but in flight. TOO can turn it into a fornight if you like B J1 ,ho”ld Uk® Mom4cc for my brothTr-

They pasted into the boute together, _.Sk*111 8t®7, or thatl I go P’ That wat Ton hiow we thill be delighted to have m Uw- We’ll help it along between ut if 
tnd dinner wat served in the pretty, low *** tbe1 4“e,l,°n he wteitled with at he 7®°. he added, with simple heartiness of w® °“’- 
ceiled cining room, whose windows, thrown І Чи.т^у ’hrough the lonely mountain past. *®®к and tone. I Eva did not answer,
wide open to admit the summer air, looked ‘‘?h*UI *lv« npall for love ; or thill I 'fou'nnrygood ; but, to tell the buth . 7®n » headache dear P’ atked her
out over a wide exptnte of mountain, lake, I **її ®P І0Т® *®' dn*7 ®nd honour P’ ld toondI couldn’t ttay the week Cir- husband anxiously.
»ndtee. He flung himtelf down on a patch ol onmttancei have ariten,’ he added, very ‘Tee—no I mean that I’m a little tired

Surely if any piece on earth were an 8r^d'.*®,t “d odorant with wild thyme *|о»1у. and letting hie eyes rest on Eva at nothine to tignily, but I didn’t sleep very 
abode of peace, Paul Martyn’. vicarage “d loo,?ed around him with a iteady eye I he tpcke, 'which will compel me to g“t ,eM і lehaUfeef better after breSkhm 
teemed to tint rammer afternoon. before he answered that fateful qui a tion. h®ck to town at once. I had meant to no We’ll go down, shall we P I’m quite readv ’

The girl-wife seated at the head of the I H® m th« heart of a great mountain “ France by to morrow evening.’ When they entered the breakfast room
table, dispensing the viands with a simple v ,. . . ,, ‘Well, (hat’s out of the question now, th®7 ,00nd Montague there. Martyn had’
grace, the calm faced, scholarly vicar at ,. **®,0r8> behmd, and on either ride of »® 7®n must jdst content yourttlf at well me,nt •* assiat him downstaira, but he had
the loot, the handsome aristooratic guest .» monntains reeled their shaggy heads “ 7®® ®»n. Come, old fellow, don’t look mfMeed *® hobble down alone, and was 
tested (between the two, made such a 10 ™?et ,k® ,k7 і twenty yards away a «“.glum about it, or we shall begin to ^“g et full length on the couch, his face 
charmirg little family party, that осе I °* water hurled itself ever a pteo- ’hink there ia a lady in the case. Has he I,et a°d pale.
would have said, surely here was a home ‘f'f °'.,w® 1h™d”d [*et' “d cl»»e be- •»«« «weetheart in France, think you, Eva 9* 00®r8« he was told'of the expected
as peaceful aa a mountain lake, as un- ~ld® * l,k®' d,rk *”d gl®' my, re- I tb»t he’s to eager to be gone P’ ’ arrival. ^
ruffled by the storms that rend and tear the ^*d th® PurPle ®,f the evening iky. The good, simple-hearted vicar had ut- t‘T«« will like Caroline, old fellow,* said
outtide world. The mocn, a pale dear cresent, hung tered these words simply to rally his friend ,h® T:'c*r- ‘What a lucky thing it is she’s

And yet, si dt ceitful are appearances, jï*h.m lh,e •«»»«». and a single star, like "k®.be 1800,8(1 seemed rather more delect- 00mi“g to ut just at this time.8 She’ll keep
two of that trio hid in their bosoms an * j® ,7® ®f »° angel, pure but awful, look- ed then the ip.-ained ankle, and the couse- 7®° from feeling dull.’ *****
agitation too deep for words. ®? ,do” mt® his face whenever he raised 9“8nt enforced confinement, could iustifr Montague did not answer in words but

Dinner over, all three repaired to Eva’s h“ph'?d’ he had been a dose observer be * .8mil® ‘hat was haggard, and strangely
dainty drawing-room, a tiny room, furnish- Pe,haps there is no place on earth would have wondered at their effect on I *"“> P»*“d ®«r hia lace. 4 7
ed with the most exquisite teste. wbere s men leels so strongly the import- 1 “ot° “■ hearers.

The hearth fi led with ferns, end fox- f£”®„ °L ®1е,пІ*7. and the littleness ol di,k face flushed a sudden I Caboline.
glove, and heather; and garden flowers, •** ““* pertam to human pusion, as d«k7 red, end Eva turned quite pile It was a lovelvrr/; ,nd.HI7v*nd -eefsernted pink! »-h® nudst of lofty mountains. ’Come, it’s « ill wind ,4^t bK„ no- C«ol£î J^iri™ a? ÎTîSnwâ
shedding forth their brightness an/frag „ Jbey oppress him with a sense of his k£y any good, went on the vicar cheerily! borne. ^ “ brolb®t *
ranсe, from every availtble nook and «ngiuficanoe ; they awe him into W®»baU have your company, and that’U He himself drove her from the „il.„
corner. some messure of communion with the ** ftimoae ; snd yoa li be well attendri tn station in . T

The vicar took • chair near the open Г'Д® heâve”e * hi°h stretch shore their МУ girl here is ж capital nurse* h’i drawn by the stout brown oob^ pheet0D* 
window ; Eva nestled down os . foot.too” lcf‘“8‘ Mtk‘- »«ith while being rick onT.to bTîirld Era id „„„ ,

"“**•-*• b&S-’tisf-.F-.5-“CS

movement with j-riou. eyes? told h m.ell 11 І H П T >®g the terns into her efes. I -It mTbi v.ry dülîto S Ш

ііїїЬ ’гдгьї Dare “■•wS.ts'KïT’isiu. „ ь. Pa* Мм* .xj- ■ With Yearssat in a shadowy corner, and watched the Сив in I * I VmLi !, To me ! Ob, pray don’t think oi that ' ■ «
p*yyM it thlt . . . . I What dyspeptics need is not arti- ”'7*lad,’riie«.*«ed hur^I WISDOM

wmt,utgett>t3,bUt SOhme,h:ng th^ /‘Tb®n I will stay-indeed I mna. * raid 10UU1V1-

to save her from herself t wl!} Put their stomach right so it he a little grimly.7 4 don’t knew h’nJt The answer to that old query, “What’s in a

:: ZZ; psvw.’è
ШгіЯ Г‘гааГеї cBtlri°ndg $^Ге%Ь£Ге$Х^Га„,5 " T g,C()N’S \нГ^bl?nnfrir0",”W0B“ inth® indigestion that other reymPedL were .ГГу.Г^^Гп 1
atïrS^7 0?0^ “d ttï; CoUi“> *,1 ‘̂h®"®"ht,hi, Çib.dyc.nedaMïL^.rafJI

aut-brown hair was worn somewhat in the Kmffs N.B., says : Wife, room la she w»l dressing. a bottle of Johnson's Anodyn. Lintm.nt;
iashton ol a bygone d». “] suffered with dyspepsia for years and ^.been up. » oouple wl hours or cterk “м "№'У »« out, but could sup-

There was something saintly in the tnÇd everything- I -heard of, but got no ®ore, had Itken s leug, solitary tramp over I \ P1* her another just as good." The
chartcter of her beauty—it wss so soft, so xt*?iUn.tl * took purdock Blood Bitters. A® mountsm, snd OO his return, hsd met ! cnga*1nK emiIc that accompanied this in-
gentlc, of each sn exquisite parity. _ on,X used three,bottles and now I sm *he posstmsn st the garden este. formation was frozen stiff when she repUed:

À pitoler in sesreh of s Msdonns or of їиіп».4? ri 0* j ^ ?eatJ VHHBw. sorprise for you desrest.1 ho Younci Man. there Is nnlv ahari°gbtdof їегв Ш hii ^;edi^tEUt lehPn V SI ^ ;г2Г0у I Liniment, andjhatjs Joüneon’8.

"№l “• W^ra &VÜZJsSir1,JE.]iS; I dSHTSI™1'Jïïïbtt.”"1-*-*- ШЖ
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CHAPTER I,
IS СНСПСН.

‘Thau .halt net oovet thy neighbonr’e 
wile !’

Solemnly the words of the decalogue 
r*o* through the tittle mountain church* 

To Basil Mot ligue, sitting in eue ol the 
front pew», toey seesmd tike word, of firs 
когсіичс bn heart, and mating the blood 
flow like a torrent of lava though fab

For his neighbour’s wife was kneeling 
hemde hjm in a pew, with her lair M? 
donna-like faon bowed lowed over her 
preyra-book, and-oh ! the grim irony of 
Fat® 1—hb neighbour, in this particular
up®*, was the minister himaelf. tbs Bov. 
Psul Msrtyn, who stood before the cos* 
mnaion table, in hb white surplice 
and purple banda, enunciating, in his clear 
penetrating voice, the law as given by God

All through the rest of the service-sir- 
mon, snd hymn, snd prayer—those words 
keptrmging through Montague's brsia.

. neighbor's wife І Toy neighbor’s 
w||e I Thou shall not covet thy neighbor’s

Alss! he did covet her—coveted her 
with a mad, despairing longing.

He wss s strong msn—s veritable Her
cules, who hsd borne the palm amorg the 
athletes of his college ; but he wss trembl
ing like a lest as he knelt beside Eva 
Afmtyn in her husband's church.

Not much of a church-goer he.
But he was spending part of his summer 

* his old college chum Martyn,
in bis Welsh heme, and, of course, it wss 
only decent to go and hear him preach m 
his own pulpit.

It was such a tiny church, perched half- 
**У.иР * mountain side, and there was such 
a primitive simplicity about the service, that 
Montague felt as though he were inhsling • 
breath of bis bygone boyhood—as though 

* lipping back into those rimes when 
belief was easy, and be had not learned to 
scoff and doubt.

If only Eva Martyn had not knelt beside 
Him, with her pure profile, and her eyes 
wnuli reminded him of a summer hke. or 
ol a freshly gathered forget me-not!

How had he come to love this woman ?
She was his friend's wile, and he bad 

hitherto accounted himself a man of honor.
Ho was no saint, but assuredly he was no 

will sin.
Ten days ego he had not even heard the 

name ot Eva Martyn, and now her merest 
touch—nay, less than a touch, one glance 
from those soft blue eyes of hers—was 
enough to send the blood running riot 
through bis veins.

How had it come about P 
There had boon no deliberate running 

into sin.
How, then, hsd this mad fever come up

on him P
A thousand times he asked himself this 

question ; a thousand times he told himself 
he did not know.

At last the service was over.
That is, tbree-fonrths of the congrega

tion turned homewards, snd a mere hand
ful ot worshippers, half-s-dcz.n st most, 
remained behind to partake ot the sacred 
tread and wine.

Eva Martyn turned to go, casting a 
slightly wistful look at the Communion 
table, where her husband knelt.

Montague followed her out of the church. 
They two would have to walk home 

alone.
‘How is it you are not staying ?’ he ask

ed, breaking the dargérons silence which 
so often fell between tnem.
■‘I did not intend to stay today,’ she 
answered, low and hurriedly ; ‘I—I wss not 
prepared.’

A faint, shell-like pink tinged the pare 
whi'eness ot her skin as she spoke.

Her eyes sought the ground.
The man who was walking beside her
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Positively oared fry these 
l ittle Pille.

Hey also relieve Distress from Dyspepsia, 
Indigestion and Too Hcirty EaUng. A per. 
fret remedy for Dizziness, Nausea, DrowsL 
ness, Bad Taste in th* Mouth, Coated Tongue 
Pain in the Side, TORPID LIVER. They 
Regulate the Bowels. Purely Vegetable.

Small Pill. Small Dow. 
Small Price.
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