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CHAPTER 1.
= HERE had been a dinner party at Prince
#% 17 Patrizzi’s, ana from the salon of his teau-
i % tiful villa on the terrace of Monte Carlo
IR jssued sounds of music and laughter and
ap overg

owering odor ot wiltea flowers and to-
oke. Bohemla was well represented.
a cigarette In every mouth, even be-
s lips of the three laaies whose
presence 1 v charm to the festivity. Opposite
tbe Prince sat Dr, Davidoff, a celebrated Lussian
ear him Pierre Laurier, a well-
) French artist, and a littie furiber along
end particular chum, Jacques de
Tue two men were physicaliy not un.
- except that Plerre was all nerve

and

Jacques, as the prodigal son, |

el veal that to look at bim one |
apother 1eturn home wouid end his
¢ eer.
[here was a wild outburst of merriment at Dr. |
Dy I’s expense.
We've had enough physiclogy.”
We're here to drink, su laugh.”
Never mh he doctor, he's off his base.”
This is issecting-room.”
% The ladles are bored Lo death.”
Open the window; there’s a musty, scientific
e 1 the room.”
3

Let us have a dance.”
* No, we &re golog to leave you,” cried one of
s. “1'm going to tbe Casino. 1 dreamed

d up thirteer i
u all please,” cried the Prince.

{, that’s all we ask.”
s ladies haa left the room Patvizzi
foctor apda said: ** Go on, doctor,
ut your wonderful theory of

1 of psychie power.”
raised his somber, bearded face and
a theory, my dear Pi -

the doclc

You'll admit that £ver
ed with ana animated by a
iich we call the soul. Now
hat psychic force may be sur-
wuer and so coulrolled by his
entrated, lutensified and con-
r and revivify an-
natural causes or
s own sp
e coandition of

ge flush spread over Jacques de Vignes’
futed countenance, as he listened to
ppressive voice of the Russlan doctor.

thing happened lately 1o my eountry,”
contivu Davidofl, as he fixed his cold gray
eves v De Vig hollow chieeks and bloodless

lips. *“A certain Viadimir Alexievich, s

B t Marie Fedorowna, stricken
disease, which was slowly
z her stren nd persuaded that
was powerless 1o arrest its
ped to sacrifice his own life and
rie the full measure of vial er
thiobbed within bis great he

oupdless as it was intense and

pe now engawed in confiict
w 1eor force of will-power
il bec obedient 10 lils wish; then he sel i
free, 1 iediately the girl's beaith began to
mend, and in & few weeks she left her sick-bed
with no trace of suftering In her counlenance
save sor ) ar lost lover.”

“ Did she marry again 9’ asked Pierre Laurler.
No,” replied Davideff, *“although an ex-
ely sweel and comely person and much
it after, she remalned faithlul to Alexie-

Lo say, always spoke of ner-
in language aund masher ex-
nerseif like a married
“we” as if a dual soul

, Strange

/' added Davidoft, not no-
Ct , “varfous kK
ca , salml, boleius, n
d been favoirites with Alexi
jisliked by Maria, were now

imed De
put y

Vignes,
u den’t

1lders caused

1o sit ail the gaming tabie,
izle in the dauce, hold the
re in the enjoyimneut of the
as fool’s gold to
1 81

all Lhese are
21, 1 loathe them. urn
, 1have a =xoul 1
you, a poor thing, it is true, but
look a gilt horse In the mouth,
s—will you take 1t? Here in Ui
ur Irtends, I oiler it to you,
's yours."
0si painful silenee sank npon the group
Jacques de Vignes was Lhe nist Lo

ks, dear Pierre, I want to live. I Icve
day by day, nay, bour by hour, I feel
iway from me, bat I don’t love it so
s to Tob you of yours to piece mine out

it will be no robbery,” cried Plerre, *“‘but a
fiee gift. Bab! take It, my friend. 1 detest it.
I loatne it

* What's the matler, Plerre?” asked Patrizzi,
with a lavgh. “‘ Had another guarrel with Cle-
illa? If she doesu’t benave berseif why
u’t you beat her?”
1 wish I dared t0.”

1tt

red the painter, as

he set his teeth and struck the table with bLis
clenchea fist.
Well, good-night,” said De Vignes. *“1 must

leave you, my Piinee. That’s one of the curses
1k luugs. Tihe very hours which I enjoy

th wy friends I must pass in bed,”

die up warm,” cried Patrizzi. *“ The

"

Pierre heiped his friend on with his coat, say-

ing, ‘; Remember now, Jacques, my soul is

yours.”

Al a signat from the Prince a servant entered

nd condueted the sick man to his carriage.

“How long do you give him, docior 2’ asked
Pawnzzi.

“About three months, with good luck and
plenty of codliver oll.”

*“ Wuat, you going too?” cried the Prince.
“Al, take care, my preity fly, that’s a dangerous
wreb _M.!cu you are buzzing around. Keep clear
of it.”

“ impossible!” murmured Picrre Laurler,

“ Impossible]” echoed Patrizzi. “Well, you
Frenchinen astoniab me. Wby, it’s the easiest

“ You mean Jacques de la Vignes 77

thing in the world to leave a woman—altar you
have done it.” he added with a laugh. * I know
whereof I speak,” he coutinued, suddenly lower-
ing his voice and takling the painter by the hand.
“ Laurer, don’t be a fool. Come, go with me to
the Casino and keepaway from Clemence Villa.”

“Impossible, my Prince,” cried Plerre,

“ Well, then, go your ways and good-night to
vou,” exelalmed Patrizzi, and then turning to
Davidofl, he added: * Doctor, Lbere are some
d es nln(-'h can't be cured. They must run
sourse.’

“ How late you are this evening,” sald Clem-
ence ¥ iila, as sbe laid her povel down on the
sofa, on which she was lying stietched, her
pretly arms over her head, and yawped. *“ At
Patrizzi's. Ob, I hate that maun.”

1

Jecause he hates-me, T suppose,”

“* He wouldn’t hate you if you would only try
1o make me Lanpier.”

** Bal, the same old tune,” and the dangerous
little sorceress, more fascinating than ever in
her fits of anger, seized the novel and flung it
across Lhe rovn, then turned her face to the wall,
and for sole answer 1o Pierre’s pleadings, kicked
a dainty slipper tree 1rom her foot,

“Come now, Clemence,” entreated the artist,
“Jet’s make up, lev's be friends.”

“You kuow yoursell,” cried Clemence, In a
«mothered volce. for her face was still buried
in the villow, “that this Patrizzi paid court to me
like all the rest of you, and that only after 1 re-
Tused to take any notice of bim, did he begin his
exhiibition of spite and malevolenee.”

“But wbhy were vou so hard on him?” queried
Plerre, with unfeigned surprise.

With a bound the couchant tigress sprang
upon her feet, her eyes flashing, her pretty face
distorted with anger, and poiuting to the door,
she exclaimed in a voice quivering with rage:

“My little man, if you came Leie to insult me,
there’s the door 1

*'On, T know you don’t care anything for me,”
replied Plerre, sadly; *“you've always taken
good care to let me see that.”

*Then why dow’t you go?” said Clemence. “If
you were still kind to me I could understand
your obstinzey; but you spend your time abus-
ing me to your friends and Insulting me 1o my
own house, and simply because 1 don’t yleld to
your whims and shut myself up with you alone,
What a ebarming prospect ! Aund yon are an in-
grate, too | Others are ouly too happy to put
up with my eaprices. I loved you onee, and you
know it. You used to be a charming fellow, but
for the last three months you've lost vour head.
Good-night, 1 dow’t know how io take care ot
lupatics; go to an asylum.”

Never had Clemence looked more beautiful,
more fascinating, more seductive, thau at the
very moment she was thus empiyiog the vials of
ber wrath upon Plerre’s devoted head. The
painter gazed wiih a sad delight upou the ex-
quisite beauty of Ler form as she stood leaning
against the maniel In an attitude of Circean

! to Nice, a

say the |

scorn. Pierre walked slowly toward her, and
seating himself on a hassock at her very feet
murmured tenderly:

“Forgive. I am suffering deeply, for I love you
anda I am jealous.”

She fixed her eyes upon him with a cold stare.
“So much the worse, for 1 have no notion to put
up with your suspicions aud brutal treatment
any longer. It's all over with, I say; all over
with; vou need not trouble yourself to call
again.” A pallor spread over Plerre’s face.

“You drive me away ?”

“Yes, I drive you away.”

“Because you love some one else ?” asked the
artist in low and measured tones,

“What difference can that make to you?” re-
plied Clemence. *“I don’t love you any more;
that’s all yon need know.”

Pierre felt the hot blood tingling in his cheeks.

smy cessor a credit tom “he asked lna
bitter t ‘you know one’s self-respeet—"’
“Oh, ¢ 1 yourself on that point,”” interrupted

the cold-blooded enchantress. I sban’t lose
auything by the exchange. He Is young, he is
rich, hie 1s handsome; you dined with him to-
pight ; vou have just left inm.””

“Davidoff!”” blurted out Laurler, stupefied at
the woman’s audaclty,

“Bah!" eried clemence, with a contemptuous
cuil of her lip, “that Russian eynic who despises
woimen, woaldo't besitale to use the Knout on
one! N ne; my boy i1s a charmiug [~llow;
gentle, somewhat gloomy, but entirely devoted
to me."”

At these words Pierre Laurier, beside himself
with rage, seizing Clemence Villa by 1he wrists,

e of Ler struggles, pres-ed her against the
wall, and meeling her wrathful gaze with tlashing
eyes, hissed the words: *You mean Jiacques de
Vignes?”

you
"
. ike him so. T’ll nurse him—his pure devo-
tlon will enchant me—""
Confess that there’s no truth in this story,”
vered Pierre with a savage glare in his
eyes; ‘that you've only invented it to torment

kuow that he Is dying of con-

'l see!”

mence, take care!”

u dare threaten me ?2” she eried, struggling
24k away from bim, *Yin my owp house?
hen, 1shall take him, and ouly for your

burst from Laurier’s lips, as he

hurled the young woman from him with such
force that she fell back half prostrate on the
sofa. ““Go on; work out your shameful plan,
!

wretch that you are, but I'li have mwy revenge !
You shali see me aeain, Clemence Villa, you
shall see me again !” and with a mad plunge he
threw himsell agalnst the door and was goune,

CHAPTER II

On the delightiul road which ruons from Monaco
little beyona Eze and just before
reaching Villefranche, ia a little bay formed by
a break in the cliffs, with the blue waters bath-
ing its terrace ou which mimosas and orange
trees are bloomiog, there stands a pink-and-
white villa, hall hidden among red-trunked pines,
aark-biue junipers and black thuyas.

Here for two months Mme. de Vignes has
been dowiciled with her son Jacques aund her
ward Juliette, the daughter of a distant relative.

jues had graduated with high honors, but
inlo possession of a fortune upon attain-
1is majorily he bhad thrown asids all books

the emntiest
succeed d In
1 with astoulshing
rapidity.
Both Mme. de Vignes and Juliette—now a
girl of 18 and giving every vpromise of rare
beauly and sweetly sympaihetic ehareacter—were
al ibis Ume making the most patient and earnest
efforts to check the malady with which Jacques
been stricken, and 1T was with Lheavy hearts
¥ noticed bis apparent rebellion of late
strict regimenu prescribed by bhis phy-
1d his frequent return to the villa after

Lk ght dew had begun to fall.

Mme. de Vignes, not onl view of the
fact that Juliette’'s ample { would now
come in most opportuuely to swell her son’s

sadly reduced revenues, buil also for the reason
that Juliette was an altogether charming and de-
lghtful girl, certaiu to make a noble wite and a
devoled mother, bad dreamed of a union between
Ler and Jacques. Now, however, an opposition,
as strange as it was stubborn, had arisen to
thwart her wishes; not, as might be readily sup-
posed, based upon the fact of Jacques' iliness,
apparently past all human aid, but upon a ro-
mantic whim or sentimental notion of Jacques,
that he must oul of gratitude to Pierre for the
loug years of unsellish afi~ction for and devotion
to him, *“*give him Julietie,” as he phrased it.
“He must have her, mother,” were the sick
man’s oft-repeated words, **He is worthy of her,
too, for wheie, pray teil me, can you find an
bier, more unselfisi;, more industrious, more tals

ented man than Pierre Laurier? 1'a been dead
ten times over had he not watched over e,
nursed me, saved me from mysell. God biess

him,”

Mme, de Vignes was only too ready to admit
thie justice of Jacques’ position.

“But, my son,”” urged his mother. ‘‘Juliette
loves you. Juiliette has always loved you.
can’t say to her, *Stop loving Jacques and begin
to love Vierre.'”

For his devotion to Jacques and for his wateh-
ful care over his weak and erring friend Juliette
was deeply and beartily grateful to the young
artist, and he was aiways sure of a mvst cordial
welcome [rom both Ler and Mme de Vignes.

One evening shortly after bis break with Clem-
ence Laurier received a special invitation to aine
with the De Vignes. He found Jacques alone in
the salon, and Lis beart sank within him at sight
of the progress which the insidious ailment had
made of late in sapping the last remnant of De
Vigues’ vitality.

“] must be quick,” murmured the artist, *‘or it
will be too Jate.”

The fact 1s, Jacques had within the past few
weeks experienced such a feeling of utter hope-
lessuess aud despair in his struggle for life that
the aarling project of bis college days, to-wil:
Lthe bestowal of the hand of the beautiful heiress
Jullette upon bis worthy and industrious friend
Plerre so engrossed #1s thoughts that Mme.
de Viguoes, yielding to the whim, bad promised
on this particular evening to make Juliette look
as *“radiant as the morning star,” so poor
Jacques bad expressed li.

“Where’'s Juliette?”’ asked Laurier,

“Onl, adon't be impatient, my boy!” replied
Jacques, rubbing bis thin, transparent hands to-
gether., “ She’ll be down presently and then, ab,
then you’ll see something to set your artistic
imagination in a quiver of delight—a dream of
loveliness, a very substantial dream, too, my
dear frirnd, 20,000 fraues income. What do
you say to that?”

“ Riches are death to art, Jacques,” replied
Pieire solemuly, as he dropped into a seat and
passed his hand over bis eyes as if to brush
away Lhose shadows and shapeless forms which
s0 often float before the weary eye,

** Bah!” exclaimed Jacques, *the money
wouldn’t be yours. Juliette could order an ocea-
sional picture when trade was dull, that's ali.
But whal’s the matter, oid fellow? One would
say Lhat you bad the consumptlon, and that I
was the Dbig-chested and red-cheeked artist.
Why, cheer up, man, you look five years older
than you did the other evening at Patrizzl's.
Don’t worry about me, this dying business Is
groatly exaggerated, you know. It’s only the
affair of a minute. IU's justthe same as death on
the stage; it creates a thousand pangs in the
spectator and doesu’t barm the actor.”

Juliette now made Ler appearance, and it must
be confessed she came [ully up to the deseription
which Jacques had given his friend.

Pierre Laurier bad npever seen
lovely, and his sadness lifted
his eves [oliowed the tall, graceful, willowy
creature about the room, Mme. de Vignes had
kept ber word and exbausted ber ing-nuity in
dressing the young girl beeomingly—a charming
simplicity in attire which dispiayed the exquisite
dellcacy of her figur-, united with a Greck
coiffure, which lent a most piguant and arch ex-
pression to ber faee and head.

The ainner was not very gay. Do all that Le
could, Jacques could net arouse the painter from
the settled melancholy which seemed to have
fastened itself upon him. At an early hour Mme.
de Vignes led her son from the room, reminding
him that the pbysicians had reconmmended as
much sleep before mPdnight as possible,

Juliette was seated at Lbe piano, engaged in
fmprovising a low, sweel mejody, a talent which
she possessed In a maiked degree. Laurier sat
near her. Ever and anon the odor of the spray
of jasmioe which was pinoned upon her corsage
reachod tise artist and ao almost suffocating sen-
sation came over him. The countlict within his
soul was terrible.  On ons side he seemed to see
Jacques’ almost fleshless hands projecting above
2 black and stagnant pool, as il imploring him to
reach out quickly; on the other a malden of
angelic mein, yobed in trailing robes of white,
fastened her pleading eyes upon him and wuisp-
ered, “* Take me; I'll bless your life forever.”

And the beautiful enchantress rose before him,
her eyes filled with that savage gleam last
seen by him there. Her mocking laugh broke
harsbly in upon (he solemn peace of his friend’s
bome, and hie heard her eryout: * 1 shall take
bim, and ounly tor your sake.” With tins, Laur-
fer’s beart beat hard and fast. He called 10 mind
bis threat, ** You shall see me again,” and as he
tasted this delightful cup which revenge set to
bis lips, be clencned his hands and murmured,
* L must; 1 must do it.”

* Must do what, Monsieur Plerre ?” Inquired
Juliette, archiy, as she wheeled her seat around
and faced Lhe solllogquizing artist,

“ M ust save Jacques ! sald Plerre, slowly and
solemnly,

“ Bave Jacques? Ob, Monsleur Pierre,” cried
the tair young maiden in a trembling voice,
clasping ber hands and fixing bher large brown
eyes on the arlisi, ** wouia to heaven that you
could save our poor Jacques! My last words on
earth would invoxe a blessing on you.”

*“And if I do save him, Julleite,” eontinued
Plerre, * you wiil become his wife, will you noi?"”

her look so
for a moment as

“On, yes!” she exclaimed jovously; then
Vlushiug deeply, added: * You Know mamma
wishes it. But I fear that Jacoues loves some-
body else. He doesn’t seem to care forme. 1
suppose he looks upon his life as so nearly over
that it would be folly—"

The young girl besitatea.

“Bui,” persisted Plerre, *“if. I should send
him te you xome day bappy and hearty, you will
make him love vou, wont you, Juliette?”

Tears choked hier voice.” She held out her hand
to Pierre, who pressed it to his lips.

“ \Vhy, this is dellghtful!” he thought to himn-
self. “Save Jacques, make Jullette happy and
punish her all by one and the same blow.”"

Mme. de Vignes now enlered the room with a
request from Jacques that Laurier should pass
the night under their roof, as was In fact often
his custom.

“ But he warns you, Moasieur Pierre,” cried
Mme. de Vignes, laughingly, “ not Lo make your
appearance at bieakfast with the same solemn
visage which you’ve worn this evening.”

The night was surpassingly beantiful, and
Plerre, throwing off hius coat and vest and loosen-
ing his shirt at the neck, to get rid, if possible,
of the feeling of suffocation which welghed upon
his breast, sat down by the window. He noticed
that be was in Jacques’ room, from which, on
account of the chilly air from (be water, he had
been removed to one on the land side of the villa.

“Av, Jacques is right,” mused the artist; “It1s
only the affair of a minute, and gives no pain
save to tne spectator, Then why not to-night 2"’

The dreamy splash of the fountain on the ier-
race aund the falnt, sad murmur of the sea as 1t
breke on the stony shore, were sounds in
sweetest barmony with Plerre Laurier’s thoughts
aud as sleep, least of all things, seemed likely to
cote to him, he rose half uncouscionsly with the
iutention of descending to the terrace. As he
gazed luto the mirror he shuddered, so ashen-
pale was bis face and such a mysterlous lizght
shone from his eyes. He had never seen himsell
if that was Le. Suddenly he gave a start, his
breath came in pufls and cold drops of perspira-
tion gathered oo his brow. Jacques' pistol was
Iving in frout of bim. Gradually the fearful
sinking sensation passed ofl. The paiuter looked
luto the mirror and smiled, then reaching out
160k up the weapon, thrust it into his pocket and
passed nolselessly out of the room.

Tlie deliciously cool night air soon rid the
painter’s brain of all its” phantoms and he sat
down where he could look out on the sea and
hear {ts voice more plainly.

* Suppose Davideff should be wrong?” he
whispered to himself, * suppose this thing called
my soul, this breath, this shadow, should not
yleld cbedience to my will? Well, what harm?
A few tears, a few ah me’s and I wouid be for-
gotten. When only one gues =0 many are still
ieft. And it would be a uiumph for Clemence
Villa. * Must Ipot be superb,’ she would say,
¢ that men are wiliing to dale for me this way.” Ah,
butif I can only return, what a long sweet in-
toxicating draught of revenge will be mine! And
Jacnues, too, restored to Lealth and my nawe
coupled each day with a blessing by that chilld
of heaven, sleeping sweetly beneath that roof
waoich 1 bave now absudoned forever. Farewell,
Jacques, take my soul, freely, witiingly, 1 give 1t
Lo thee.”

“What would you do, Monsleur Plerre 2”” asked
a soft, low volce, so tremulously sweet that it
seemed to have fallen from the heavens over his
head.

*Jullette !”

*What would you do, Monsieur Pierre?"” was
Spo en again in that samne gentle voice.

“3.ve Jacques,” murmured Pierre.

“Save Jacques 2" she repeated slowly, “if that
is what you would do, coine, for he is dylug and
calls for you. Your voice, your touch may save
niny, come !

Taking l'ierre by the hand, Jullelte led him
slowly in'o the house. The paroxysm had al-
ready passed and Jeeques welcomed his friend
with a faint smile ana [eeble pressure of thie band.
Toward morning, Picrre prevailed upon Mme. de
Vignes and Juliette to go to rest aud let him
watch out the rest of the night alone. Jaeques had
now fallen asieep and his friend sai there by the
bedside thinking over the strauge eveunls of the
night, how Juliette had stayed his hand at the
veiv moment he was 2bout 1o set his soul free,
and at the vary moment, too, wheun Jacaues was
cryingous for it.

*QOugtt 1 not to heed this admonition ?” Pierre
asked nimself. **Ougbt I not to turn back at
Juliette’s call? 1Is thns not the hand of rate laid
upon my shoulder? Fate? What is fate bui
another name for surrender? Men make fate as
much as fate makes them. Julleite bids me save
Jacques, I'll obey her, Davidoff IS riglit; it s
not physical power that Jacques stands lu need
of but will power. He is dying because he re-
fuses to fight for breath until nature can repair
the evil doue by his ancestors.”

*Ah, Jacques, awake, are you?” murmured
the artist as the sick man opened his eyes and
cave a deep sizh of regret al sight of earthly
light again; “diluk this, 1t wiil strengtlhen you,”
said Prerve.

Jacques obeyed mechanically.

“How nseless, how useless,” he whispered, as
he sunk back upon his pitlow; *‘what do a few
days longer signify, my friend? ‘Why notlet me

go0? Why eling 1o me so?” 4 5
*“Listen, Jacques,” said Pierre, impressively,
‘“there 1s really no need ol vour going at ail

Davidofl says, ana I belleve him, that hundreds
of men lead active lives and attain old age wilh
no more lung surface than you have; that the
other organs of your body are eutirely Iree from
disease and that it Is simply a case of de-
pressed spririts caus-d by the presence of cur-
bouoic acta gas in your system; that you are dy-
ing, in otber words, of indiflercuce avd despond-
ency.”

“Call it what you will, dear Pierre,” murmured
the sick man, **1 am dying. nevertheless; but
don’t let it worry you. I Kuow il is not picazant,
It 1s as mueh a bore 1o you, 1 suppose, as it is to
me. Itis sueb a roundabout road. I always did
hate curves and angles wben 1 was at sehool.
Dou’t you remember how tbey used to call me
*straighit-line Jacques?’' ”

It is wondesful ! said Laurler to himself, as
he gaz=d upon his friend’s face. *“See what a
transiormation has taken place! Hels not the
same perscn. The very moment be s rescuea
from Limself he Legins to meand. Davidofi 15
right, this is a dizease of the mind and 1 can save
him. I cao breathe a spirit Into that frail body
which will rescue it from dissolution. The soul
.\.’: Pierre Laurier in the body of Jacgues de

cques,” suddenly criea Pierre, * give me
your hands. Nay, both of them, now press hard
apd look me full in the face, but don't think; let
me do tte thinking., Be passive, receptive, as if
you were walting for something to bappen or
were expecling to hear some call or sound, or
have some hand toueh you. Now, tel! me,
Jueques, what do you see, do you see no one, do
you hear nothing ?”

* Yes, yes, Pierre,” whispered Da Vignes, as
he clung convulsively to the palnier’s hands, his
lips parteq, his breath coming with a souna of

3
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“ Laurier reached Jacques bedside.”

escaping ailr. *“1 hear her wvoice; 1t grows
plainer apd plainer—she is coming, she is hersa !’

“ Who, Jacques, who?” whispered Laurier
fazerly, as he bent down to the sick man’s pll-
0w,

“ Clemence Villa !

“Good!” exclaimed Plerre; ‘“that was your
brain, but my thought,” and as he rose and sur-
rendered his place to Mme. de Vignes some-
thing pressed against his breast. It was Jacques’
pistol.

“ You need rest, Monsieur Plerre,” saia Mme.
de Vignes gently; * I have sent your coffee to
your room. Sleep until dinper, auywa{."

Juliette soon joined Mme. ce Vignes at
Jacques’ bedside, but the sick man took no note
of her presence, He had sunk into a stupor-like
doze, and although Le replied when spoken to,
yet be scemed scarcely conscious that hismother
was batbing his face, feeding him and giving
bim drink.

Suddenly a quick, sharp noise smote the ears
of the two women painfully. Juliette gave a
low scream and se;zed Mme. de Vigues’ arm.
Her face was whiter than Jacques’.

“Good heavens! what was that?” asked the
young girl, fixing her eyes with a wlld stare upon
Mme. de Vignes.

The next instant Pierre’s volce was heard in
the corridor,

“Jacquesl Jacqnes!” Staggering along from
door to chair, leaning heavily on a table as he
passed it, Laurier reached Jacques’ bedside, and,
seizing one of his hands, dropped down tn a
kneeling position, then sank lower aad lower,

uptil bis head reached the floor, With a
piercing shriek  of terror Juliette started
toward the door, but recoverlng bersell she

turned baek, and, approaching the prostrate
man, bent down over him with an agonized look
as she exclaimed, sobbing in wild grief: * He
has slain himself, rash man; he has taken his
1ife; call for help. It may not be too late,”

“It is too.glate, Julictte,” mutterea Pieare
Laur! r, with a rattling sound in his throat.
“Jacques ! Jacques!”

The sick man opened his eyes languldly.

“Jacques, don’t you bear me ? 1 have kept my
word—take it—it wiil save you! 7Take the soul
of Plerre Laurier "

As the words “‘Plerre Laurler” fell on Jacques’
ears he opened his eyes, loosed wildly about for
a moment, sat up in bed, and repeating them
slowly as if his mind were waudering, *Wbhere
1s Pierre Laurter, mother ?” he asked.

“ My son,” said Mme. de Vignes, with tears
choking ber voice, * here he lies, dead.”

“0 God!” snrieked Jacques, and fell back so
heavily upon s pillow that it almost seemed as
if bis soul and Plerre’s had left this world to-
gether, with thelr wings Keeplng time, as their
feet of clay bad Kepil step on earth for so many
years.

CHAPTER IIL

For several days Pisrre Laurier’s suicide was
the engrossing subject of conversation at Monte
Carlo. Men discussed it over tbeir wine and
cigars, and women used the day of the month,
his age and the number of letrers in bis name for
lucky numbers at the gaming-tables. Clemence
Villa was very proud of her work.

“ 1 shall sson be a famous woman,” she re-
marked, “if men go on killing themselves for me
at this rate, That makes two inside of twelve
months. Not bad. Now, 1 De Vignes will only
follow suit, what a record that will be! All
Paris will b= talking of me!”

“Madam,” said Dr. Davidoff in slow and meas-
ured tones, as he was taking leave of Jacques
several days after Fierre Laurier's sulclae, *the
mystery of life is as deep to-day as it was six
thousaund years ago. 1o plain words, we know
nothing about 1t. Don’t smile incredulousl
when [ tell you that your son has been cured.
Tuhe terrible hurt which his mind bhas received
has turned nutute’s thoughts away from
the mere physical weakness, and he will
now get well. For the moment bpature
is bewlidered and stunued; but in
a few days she will tie broken threads, adjust
derangements, level Inequalities and then
Jacques will awake to a new life. Dou’t be
alarmed at any paroxysms of grief; encourage
them rather. Keep his thoughits on Pierre, talk
to him of his dead friend.”

Davidoff was rigut. Ina few weeks Jacques
de Vignes began to sliow marxed signs of im-
provement, e spent most of the day on the
terrace 1a fine weather with Juliette by his side
reading to him [rom Plerve’s books or listeuing
10 long tales of their school lue.

Mme. de Vignes moved about as if in a dream
of bliss at stght of her son’s returning health and
his manifest pleasure In her ward’s soclety. It
was almost too much to hope for, and ten times
in a single day she descended to the terruce to
satisfy hersell that it was not all the figment of
ber fmagivation. Davidoff was delighted when
he was told of the pleasure which Jacques took
in listenlog to the reading of Pierre’s favorite
authors. But this did not satisfy the Russian
pbysiclan. He determined to make several ex-
periments In order to satisfy doubting minds of
the truth of his theory, for, as far as he was con-
cerned himself, he was firmly persuaded that the
soul of Plerre Laurier had passed 1oto De
Vignes’ body, or, to make the statement seem
less audacious, that the death of Plerre Laurier,
occurring under the pecullar ecircumstances
which it did, would have a deep, lasting and pow-
erful influence upon Jacques de Vignes, mentally
and physically. Mime.deVigues was let into the se-
cret of the proposed experiment, for Davidoff was
destrous of baving them occur at the villa and
that Jacques should be kept as far as possible in
fznorance of them. These experimeuts consisted
of two kinds, one addressed to the mind and the
otber to the body, that is a mental and a physl-
cal test.

Hitnerto De Vignes haa riehly merited bis
sobriquet of *straight-line Jacques,” for there
was an utter absence of the poetic and esthetic
instinet in him. He was color blind, could
scarcely distingulsh one melody Irom another,
and preferred the hard and angular figure of ihe
athlete to the graceful outlines of the female
form. But pow, however, the Intentional dis-
cords fu color groupings, which Mme. de Vignes
or Juliette, at Daviaoll’s suggestion, were guilty
of in thelr costumes were at once noticed and
condemned by Jacques; nor did he stop here
for he pot only wnoticed the error but direct
how 1t might be cured. His ear, likewise, began
to show a woundertul acuteness in detecting a
false note in music or calling altention to a voice
sloging off the key. The curved line no longer
offended him, and be balf uonconsciously laid
;mue l;ne magazine of outdoor sports for the art

ournal.

Knowing of bis repugnance to several kinds
of wine, notably sherry and Tokay, and to any
dish containing even the slightest suspicion of
garlie, Davidoft caused careful experiments to be

“Don't, don't come in.”

made and found in each ense that the nerves of
taste bad undergone as marked a change as the
subtier senses of sight and hearfog. In a word,
Jaeques de Vignes, as he took on a new body,
took on a new mind. He was no longer himself.
The doubters merely scofled and said:

**He is poslug! A man doesn’t receive the
gift of a soul every day. De Vigues 1s simply
taking advaotage of a filenda’s hallucination to
gain a little votoriety. Wateh him! He'll go
back to his old tricks in a few months, to his
athletle sports, 1o the races, to bhis hunting
}neecyl’n's and turn bis back on art and curved
ines.

Davidoff was somewhat startled one morning
to receive a note from Mme. de Vignes asking
for an immediate. interview. As the Russian
scientist entered the room ber first question was:

“ Was Pierre in love with a certain adven-
tur-ss by the name of Clemence Viila 2"

“Foolishly, unreasonably, madly !”” was David-
ofl’s answer.

Mme. de Vignes sauk upon the sofa with a
groan and covesed ber face with her hands.

** My dear madame,” began Davidoff, apolo-
getically, "I« crave forgiveness—possibly I was
too frank—I shoula bLave remembered that you
looked upon Pierie Laurier as somewhat differ-
eunl from the ordinary run of youne men—a sort
of model, sober, lndustrious, aud full of earnest
purpose—I1—""

**No, doctor,” replied Mme. de Vignes, as she
uncovered her grief-stricken countenance, * you
Lave not oft-nded me; on the coatrary, I thank
you for your frankness. No matter how repul-
sive, there are times when absolute truth is the
only thing that will satisfy us. Abh, Dr. David-
off, you know how skeptical I am as jregards
your (m-ur( of the migration of Yierre Lanrivi’s
soul, but do adinit the existence of psycho-
logical phenomena, such as the influenee of mind
upon miud and mind upon matter, Nor can 1
deny that siuce his alinost imiraculous recovery
giving way to my feelings in this way, but my
dear madam, think of the seleptific value of this
plece of news, think of the honorable meuntion of
my vame in the svientific journals after so many
Jacques has ln many ways grown to be very like
P’lerce; but, alas, doctor, i lnheriting the good
I fear me that my dear son will be constrained
Lo take rhe evil along with 11,”

“You mean, madame,” cried DavidefT breath-
lessiy, scarcely daring to hope that his theory
had received such a brilliant conlirmation—

“That Jacques has fallen madly in love with
Ciemence Villa?” groaved Mme. de Vigoes.

“Superb! splendia! grand !” ejaculated Da-
videfl, pacing the floor and rubbing his hands
togetier with the alr of a mun who has just
learned a picee of the most gratifying news,

“Doctor Davidof ! exciatned Mme. de Vignes,
wilth mingiea coniempt and indigoation ple-
tured on her face, *is this the time and place—"'

“Ten thousand pardons, my dear Mme. de
Vigues,” said Davidoff, bowlng with the grace
of a Parisian ol the north and ratsing Mme. de
Vigaes’ haud to his lips, 1 Know 1 was brutal in
vears of coutemptuous flings, think how 1 have
labored to a tract the altentivn of sclentists to
these maguificent problems of psychology, thiuk
of all these and condemn me if you can !”’

“And a womaun’s feelings, a mothe:’s heart, I
suppose,” cried Mme. de Vigones, “goes for
paught, She may weep, she may wring her
hanas, bul your science cares nothing for that.
She was brought inlo the world to show how
much welght a human heart cau bear and not be
crushed.”

“Dear madam,” pleaded Davidoff, “your grief
is as noble as it is affeeting. Don’t think that I
do not sympathize with you., My whole being is
stirred at sight of your sorrow, but look at itin
another light. ‘L'his is the price paid; govd and
evil are so mixed in this world that oue eannot
be bad witbout the other.”

Mine. de Vigues’ shapely head was restlug on
her band in auw attitude ot deep attentivn, but her
look of anguish showed that shie was drawing
but little cousolation trom the Russian’s words,

“ Walt, dear madam,” continued Davidoft,
“‘don’t be too impatiext. In the unseen as in the
visible worla tuhere are conflicts, commotions,
upteavals. Give the psyehie either time to setile
and purily itself. ‘Turbidity is nature struggling
to rid hersell of impuriti-s. She begins with
graphite and ends with the diamound, As Jaeques
grows stroug r aud stronger. he will grow more
and more ke Pierre aud Pierie, you remember,
while be was subjeet 10 sudden auvd violent likes
and dislikes, yet lo the ena bis vision cleared
and l'ts judgments were astonishingly sound and
sane.’

y

id yet, Doctor,” renlied Mme. de Vignes,
y St shoulda transplre that Pierre’s love
for this woman was the outcome of his deep,
earnest, maunly naiure, you must admit in oider
to be logzical that my poor boy would inherit that
inclination with increased inteusliy,”

* 1 do, magam, ”said Davidoff calmly, * but I
do not admit that Pierre Laurter’s atlection for
Clemence Villa was, at the tune of bis death,
such as you describe 1. There bad Leen difter-
ences between them, and who can say mayhap
Jacques took the titl- to that remainder of aflee-
tion with a cloud—if I may so express myself —
of suspicion, even haired resting upon Ir.”

“God grant that it may be so!” exclaimed
Jacques’ mother fervently.,

“ Bul for ibe time belug, dear madam,” added

Davidoff, with a smlie, “be guided by my judg-
ment. Do nothing, say nothing. Let Jacques go
his way without let or hindrance, as the lawyers
say.
. de Vignes promised to follow Davl-
dofi’s directions Implieitly. Bieakfast was now
announced and the Russian scientist was easily
persuaded to accompany bis charming friend (o
the table.

“No psychology with my tomato omelette.’’
whispered Mme. de Vignes, pressing Davidof’s
arm on entering the breakfast-room,

lere they were joined by Juliette, looking as
tadiant and velvely as the 10ses at her throat.

As Davidofl’s eyes rested on this vislon of del-
feate and sympainetic loveliness he murmured
to himself:

“Maun is a sirange creature! There is but one

animal to which he may be compared and that
is—man}”

=7 nave come back.,”

Clemence Villa was gazed at with envions e
by the thoughtiess, giady throng which hovuz;ds
around the gaming tables at Monte Carlo, *“Not
only does Lhe poor lover with delicate consider-
atlou commit suiclde and his rich friend make
33%?)501'.'2':;2.?”:'1“ love with her, but she wins
& n 18 ver
troussean. Such is Iuck!g oG e sor ey

ciﬁ'&& Wwas the gist of the counversation at the

To say that Clemence enjoyed her su
quired notorlety would be putting it vg?yﬂ:n%sfy
—she fairly reveled in It. It seemed to impart a
new charm to her beauty, a new strengih to her
powers of fascination. Admirers sprang up like
armed men from the dragon’s teeth, and were
jyln about as ready to destroy each other, but as
({ emence, with persistent and seemingly unaf-
ected constancy, turned a deaf ear to the ben-
%yea words of all these wooers, Jacques de
ignes felt flattered by the vehemence of the
court pald to tne beautiful woman whose smiles
seemed to ve so carefully Vﬁarntna for him.
lTho fact is, Clemence la, with the 1ck-
sightedness of the woman of the worl , had
{]t?lel‘(i In berself the first faint trace, Invisible to
- © keenest observer, of decaying charms. The
llscovery had alaimed her and she had not been
50" 1o coming to a counclusion, which was to
raw Jacques de Vlgges Iuto a marriage as
@ saw that fu the n f

course of events ner reign as a Queen in Bo?lteuur:i‘:
ln:ls‘: Come soon to a close, and she ealled to
m bl‘l ,tbo utter heartiessness and cruelty with
: ch the dethroned rulers of taat lll-defined but
by llm means shadowy kingdom were abandoned

¥ the courtlers and followers of former days,
d Dee Jacques de Vignes’' wile, her career as a
&Ugnter of Bohemia would soon be forgotten,
a?‘ﬂ his honorable name would slowl{‘ but surely
IME her from the slippery paths she had trodden

tothe firm, safe and pleasing ground of eminent
respectabllity, It was a dream that suca a
woman often indulges In, but has not the moral
courage to transform Iinto reality. Clemence
Villa lacked pothing less than she did audacity.
It bad baen the key-note of her success in life.
It had given her mediocrity as an actress the
stamp of talent. She had taken the world by the
throat rather than by the heart. She had not
corrupted the jury, she had overawed It

Never was a Inan 8o overwheimed with tender-
ness, 80 literally besieged with attention and
consideration, as Jacques de Vignes by Clem-
ence Villa. It was a revelation to him. He had
been accustomed to look upon women as full of
gulle, many hundred times gentler than doves
wlien oceasion roquired, but always a great deal
wiser than the besi-educated serpent. It1s notto
be wondered at that Jacques was touched by these
delightfut manifestations of tireless devotion and
unaflected unsellishness. 1n a few short weeks
he found himseif as Davidoff had phrased it,
* foolishly, unreasonably, madly ” In love with
Clemence Villa.

Juiiette noticed his frequent and protracted
absences from home and was not a litile sur-
prised at Mme. de Vignes’ calinness and compos-
ure under such circumstances. Wheu he dld
make his appearance Jacques was ail amiability
and gentleness, but, with a woman’s intuition,
Juliette feit that there was a certaln indifference
latent under all this show of friendliness. Noth-
ing oceurred to mar the serenity of the exlstence
which had spreada its geutle powers of fascina-
tion over Jacques untll toward the elose of the
season and the lease of Lhe pretty little rose-
coverec[i cottage rented by Clemence was about to
run out.

“Now or never,” thought the enchantress as
her thoughts were busy with her approaching re-
turn Lo Paris. Sue knew only too well how dao-
gerous it would be for her Lo allow Jacques to
taste the pleasures of life at the capilal aiter his
miraculous restoration to health, unless the
scheme of marrlage could be first carried out,
That evening a dread feeling of uncertainty took
possession of her. She followed Jacques to the
door and endeavored ro get from Lim a_promise
to return to-moriow morning and breakfast with
ber. But all in valn., He would set no hour.

“Good-by, good-by, my sweet,” was his cheery
cry as he walked toward the door; *‘don’t be
foolish, you shall see me again Lo-morrow some
time. It will not be long before you shall see
me agaln.”’

‘*Jacques! Jacques!” came from Clemence's
bloodiess lips In a strangled voice as she stage
gered back agalnst the wall,

*For God’s sake, Clemence, what's the mat-
ter?” cried De Vigues, catching her in his arms.
“ Why, how pale you are; how you tiemble. Let
me call your malid 2"

* No, no,” gasped Clemence; * it will soon be
over. A sort of vision came over me, my darling.
It seemed as I I was parting with you forever.
I'm Dbetter now. Now I'll let you go, dear
Jacques, but come eariy to-morrow. You will,
wont you?”

“Yes, yes, certainly,” replied De Vignes.
“And now that you’re aillug, sweetheart, I’ll
come and take breakfast with you.” And laylog
bis band upon the Knob of the door he drew him-
self up in |uucls diguity and exciained in meas-
ured toues, ** Never mind your visious, Clemeuce,
you shall see me again!”’

As tue door closed behind him, the woman
covered ber face with ber hanas, gave a half
shriek, ball groau, ana then ecailed loualy for
belp. In aninstant her maid was at her side.

“To bed, to bed!” whispered Clemence, and
she dragged herself along toward the staircase.
1u a few bours she seemed Lo recover lher self-
possession and began to chatter with ber maid
and made unusual efforts to draw from ber the
gossip and scandal of the day.

“ What do you think they say, madam? Why,
they say that Plerre Laurier dido’t die because
you wouldw’tlove him, but that be killed himself
s0 that he miglt give hLig soul to Mousieur de
Vigues. Did you ever hedr anyihing so 1ldicu-
lous?  Goed Heuavens! whals the matter,
madam? You are iil. WhatshallI do for you?”

* Nothing, nothing,” gasped Clemence, *‘ouly
doun’t leave me alove, not lor a siugie moment,
{ am so alvaid of ghosts and your ghost story
has set me all in a remble. Go on with my hair
now, only dou’t tell me auy more ghost sLoiles.
I can’t stand them. They frighten me to death.”

** Dear madam,” cried her malid, ** your hauds
are burning up with fever. Let me seund for
your physiclau; you are rexily lil. Your face is
1ed and wlite by turns; please give me leave Lo
call a doetor. Now your skin Is cold as ice.”

** No, no,” whispered Clemence, “ 1I'll be bet-
ter afier a good night’s sleep, oniy don’t leave
me aione, not for a siougle moment. Do you
hear; not for a siugle mowment !

Wien De Vignes reached the louse the next
morulug he was unol surprised 1o near of Clem-
ence’s iliness; bul be was 1o be Lold that shie was
threatened with  brain fever. ‘Jhe scivants
shook thelr heads mysteriously, aud informed
bim tuat their mistress had passed the night in
hall ceiirium, calling out for merey at the haunds
of i'lerre Laurler, but that she persisted in re-
tusing to allow a physician to be called 1n.

Jacques bounded upstairs, and entered the
room on tplov,

Tue instant Clemence Villa's eyes rested upon
bit shie urtered a plercing shriek and feil back
ou thie plllow, covering her face with her hands
as il to shul out sume harrowing sight,

“ Don’t, don't come in,” she pleadea fn piteous
tones. * Laurier’s ghost is bebind you. I see it.
It bas followed you nere. It bas come to tor-
went me. Go back, go back! In heaven’s
name, m’m‘l stay herel Leavethe house quickly!
Go, go !’

Horror-stricken at the sight of the delirious
woman, abd deeply moved by the eries of terror
uttered by ber, De Vigves Lastily quitted the
100in Wit the intention of reachiug his carlage,
and driving ofi for a plysician without a mo-
meul’s delay.

An hour elapsed before he succeeded in finding
tiie Freneh physician to whom Le desired to in-
trust the case; but upoa anuouueing himselfl and
tbhe doctor at the door, he was quietly iolorined
that madam could see nobody, thatshe was not
tn need of & physician, and bad given absolute
orders that unone shouid be admitted,

De Vigues turned away in silence, dazed and
bewildered by the extraordinary turn which
evenuts had taken.

Tue pext day the residents along the terrace
aud the lighi-heacrted babitues of the Casino
tradtd of the mysterious disappearaunce of Clems-
ence Villa from Mounte Catlo.

De Vignes kioew but litile more than the rest
of the world. She bad fed from the ghost of
I'lerie  Laurier—so the, glday pleasurc-seekers
put it—aud that was the truth, so far as he knew
anything about the gudden end of this Queen of
Bolhiemia’s 1#igu.

Some evenls are so terribly earnest and start-
ling that they leave the mind of those whom they
affect in a calm and neuntral condition, a state of
peace rather than couflict. Such was the effect
of Clemence Vila’s disappearance upon Jacques
de Vignes.

As Jacques was evraged relating to his mother
some of the extraordinary incidents counnccted
with bls fascination for Clemence, Jullette, pure
and iadiaut as a sumner lly, bounded jovously
toward them. Jacques cut the story very short,
and, aropplug on his knees, piessed the girl's
baod ferveatly to Lis lips as he eried out: *‘I
have come back o you, mother, and back to
Julietie, too.”

THE END.
; [""/'nu.vh;. 1590. © AU rights to this English adapta
ion reserved. |

A NoW TREATMENT,

A Novel Theory Which Is Being Put

Iute Practice in This City.
<F4ELL, wonders will never cease,”
Jo said a lady to a CALL reporter.
22 MY *“1 have heard some of the
funuiest things to-day in connection with
doctoring. Just listen: A young lady I
know, who has been suffering from ner-
vous prostration or whatever else you may
choose to call it when one becomes weak,
languid and out of health, went to a physi-
cian, He at once began to examine her
head, and, before he had asked her a single
question, he informed her that her brain
was not properly nourished, and that she
slept upon her back! Imagine the two
brought into any relation with each other!
And yet the idea as he developed was not
so far fetched after all. Letme see if I can
remember his line of argument. He said
that we do not give enough thought to
what we eat. He insists that we should
think as we sit down to a meal, ‘Now this
tood is what I like, what I need, and what
is going to do me good.” He says that the
roof of the mouth is furnished with nerves
that when thought is thus taken of the
food go directly with nourishment to the
brain. fle says that this will nourish the
body and also the soul.

“Now of course I don’t pretend to say
how much truth there may be in this idea,
but Ido know that I have seen dyspeptics
sit down to a meal with the conviction that
whatever they ate was bound to disagree
with them, and disagree with them it did,
and 1 may say that 1t did the same with
every one who had the misfortune to be at
the table. 1 onee said: ‘Well, I suppose
that I ought to apologize for enjoying what
you have declared to be not fit to eat, but
really I find it very pleasant.” Now when
people make up their minds to be disturbed
by their food they generally get what they
expected, and so, what should prevent the
converse from being true?

*“Then, a8 for the lying on the back, the
doctor said that it was necessary to sleep
upon the stomach. Infants, 1f they can
possibly wriggle themselves into that posi-
tion, always sleep so, and animals always.
The organs in the front of the body are
elastic, and so do not suffer from pressure;
but when the body is extended on the back
these organs are a dead welgiht upou the
nervous system, and in time will break it
down. Isn’t that a curious idea?”

Why Envelopes Are Only Redeemed.

Some people have an idea that the Gov-
ernment redeems postage stamps when from
any cause they become unfit for use or are
difficult to use. Frequently sheets of stamps
are stuck _togather or are torn.or injured.
The loss, if any, falls upon the owner, as
the Government refuses to assume any re-
sponsibility of stamps when once sold. The
agents of the Government, the Postmasters,
can redeem stamps which they have for
sale, if through any accident they become
unfit for use. But when the citizen buys a
stamp he either uses it in the legitimate
way or else he is out the value of the stamp,

Tnhe Government, howeyer, redeems
stamped envelopes. If one should happen
to be misdirected or should become blotted,
or for any reason a person should wish to
tear open a stamped envelope after he had
sealed it for mailing, he can bring it to the
Postoffice and get a brand new envelope in
its place. The reason for this difference in
the treatment of the adhesive stamp and
the stamped envelope is that the adhesive
stamp can be used and then washed and
passed as good, unlese a careful serutiny is
made. If the Government should begin the
practice of redeeming adhesive stamps, the
oppon.unltles for fraud would be increased.
Then the adhesive stamnps are manu-
factured at a eost to the Government, which
the stamped envelope is not. The stamps
are furnished to the public at the face value,
and out of this has to come the cost of man-
ufacture, but in the case of stamped en-
velopes they are sold at their face value,

{I.ll the cost of manufacture.—Washington

r.

BLONDES OF THE BOTTLE

A Hair - Dresser’s Views
Golden-Hair Washes.

on

OW about bleaching the hair?” re-
cently asked a CALL reporter of a
prominent bair-dresser, *is it as

fashionable as it was?”

“More so, if anything,”” was the reply;
“and,” dropping his voice to a whisper,
“there are two ladies in there now,” indi-
cating his operating-room by a nod of the
head in its direction, “and they are under-
going the operation. In fact, they have
brought their switches with them, to have
them get a color, too.”

“Why, do you operate upon swiiches as
well?”’ asked the other in amazement.

* Of course, why not? It’s adelicate job,
too, I can tell you; it’s altogether different
from dyeing ihe hair on the head, for you
see a switch must look like the hair with
which it is placed or it will be detected at
once. Now, of course, all women know that
each other woman may have more hairon her
head than actually grew there, and yet she
does not want that fact to be ocularly
demonstrated to the rest. Why, I have
spent hours in going over my entire stock
of false hair, and it is not a small ope Ican
assure you, to match a lady’s hair. Some
shades are very difficult to match. The
shade may be the same, but the luster is
different. So, when it comes to dyveing a
switch a blonde to match the bleached hair
on the head, the result may be disappoint-
ment. No lady herself could do it success-
fully; the art is in knowing when to stop
putting on the dye.”

* Which colored hair makes the best re-
sults ?”” was the next question.

“Well, my own taste inclines me to pre-
fer that resulting from the wash on the
dark red brown hair. It has a burnished
bronze tint that is awiully fetching. A real
blonde will make a straw-colored tint, that
is much admired. But what amuses me
most in regard to the whole business is the
way that some attempt to deceive all their
friends and acquaintances, insisting that
they never use anything on their bair but
borax or ammonia, washing it frequently to
keep it light. No woman need imagine
that she can deceive the eye of an expert.
The manufactured blond tint is unmistaka-
ble. I have overheard young ladies discuss-
ing the charms of a certain belie; she is
married now and no longer a resident of
our city; and they have aliowed themselves
to get into a heated argument as to whether
or not her locks had been bleached. At
last one wound up the talk by saying:
*Well, I have known her from a child, and
her bair was only a very light brown untila
few years ago. Then she took to sitting in
the sunny window on thie south side of the
house, with her hair all spread over her
shoulders. As this always happened just
before a big party, I soon knew what to
think, especially as her hair took to grow-
ing golden just about this time.” And I
say I was amused, for the young bellg in
question had been one of my best custom-
ers; in fact, I gave her hair its first applica-
tion.”

*“How often must the operation be re-
peated ?"”

**That depends upon the original color of
the hair; the darker the hair the more fre-
quent must be the application. The tint
desired has something to do with the length
of time one must undergo treatment. Of
course an exposure Lo the sun is beneficial,
but it is not imperative. I have frequently
colored the hair in the morning for those
who wish to appear as blondes in the even-
ing. The roots, you know, constantly push
out the bhair, and so0 a retouchiug at the
scalp is constantly necessary.”

* Has the Patti red come into favor?”

*“No, the craze is still for the golden
blonde.”

*“Can you remove the golden tint as easily
as you have put it on?”

“That’s the difficulty. When a lady has
beguan to use the aye, she must keep it up,
or else submit to being a sight. For once
on the hair, it must remain until the bair
has grown out in its natural color. I must
tell you an amusing incident relating to
an experiment made by a well-known so-
ciety girl in this city about three years ago.
Ste was a decided brunette. One day,
thinking to surprise her fiance, she bleached
her hair. He was as much surprised as
she could wish; in fact too much so, and
he then surprised her by saying that he
would not go to a certain party with such a
looking fright, She was disgusted, mad,
and burst into angry tears. Theu she
thought to get ahead of him, so she deluged
her Liair with liquid shoe dressing. It dark-
ened her hair, but it blackened her scalp
and stained her forehead, so she had to stay
at home not only from the party, but from
everywhere for a long time. That cured
her, and she is wild if any one speaks to
her of golden hair dve or bleached blondes.

“But would it surprise you very much if I
were to tell you that a young society man
here owes his golden locks to the chemistry
of art? It is a fact. But if a man will wear
corsets, what cau keep him from bleaching
Liis hair and powdering his face?’’

THE ENGLISH DISPATCH-BOX.

A Great Convenience Which Is Not Gen-

erally Used in This Couniry.

HERE is one very complete and very

~ convenient article in general use in
JAPN England which has mnever been
adopted by the people of the United States.
It is the dispateh-box, which Euglish nov-
elists have rendered familiar to all readers
of fiction. Inquiry elicits the fact that
the jewelers and notion-dealers of New
York, with the exception of a few of the
more noted ones, are absolutely ignorant of
this article.

Several years ago William Waldorf Astor
had ore made to order by Tiffany & Co.,
says the Jewelers’ Weekly. It is believed
to be the first of its kind ever manufactured
in this country, and certainly was one of
the handsomest ever made. It was covered
with the finest Russia leather, and was em-
bossed and otherwise decorated in original
and attractive designs. It was also hand-
somely mounted with silver and gold.

The dispatch-box is a small hand-trunk
about fourteen inches long, eight inches
wide and four to six inches deep. It is in-
tended to serve not only as a jewel-box, but
as a receptacle for stationery and toilet ar-
ticles as well. It is conveniently divided
into comfpartments adapted to the accommo-
dation of the various urticles it is inteuded
to contain, and is lined with velvet or satin
as the taste of the owner may suggest. 1t
has a flat top, ubon which a silver or gold
plate containing the owner’s name is usu-
ally fixed. The article is one that is con-
ducive to the greatest convenience in trav-
eling, its points of superiority over the more
generally used hand-bag with its single
compartment being very numerous. Itis
essentially a box for valuables, the English
carrying in it their papers, and even money,
in addition to jewelry and stationery.

She Had Reason to Be Afraia.—‘‘My heart
is in my mouth. I am afraid to hear your
answer.”

“You may well be, Mr. Dollboy,” re-
torted Ethel. ‘I never could marry a man
whose heart was not in the right place.”—
N. Y. Sun.

MISCELLANEOUS,

MISCELLANECUS.

TERS WITH THF LONG
AUTIFUL HAIR IN THZ WORLD:
PROOFS OF 173 MIRITS

HERL
SISTERS

MISS DORA SUTHERLAND.

SAN FraNcisco (Cal.), May 13, 1890,
To the Seven Sutherland Sisters: For your own
and public benefit 1 wish to state that 1 have used
the Seven Suther/and Sisters’ Hair Grower and
Scalp Cleaner only a few weeks, but the results are
very satisfactory, fora new growth of hair is upon
portions of my head that had been bald for eight

years. Respectfully, A. CLOW,
Carpenter aud Builder,
Corner Eighteenth ana Mission streets.

Seven Sutherland Sisters’ Sealp-Cleaner is the only
Dandruff Care. For shampooing it has no equal.

Prices—Halr-Grower §1, six bottles for $5; Scalp-
Cleaner, 50c¢.

SEVEN SUTHERLAND SISTERS, sole manufac-
turers and proprictors, 834 DMarket street, San
Francisco, Cal,

Main office, 18 West Fourteenth street, New York.

No charge to see the Seven Sutheriand Sisters,
Consultation free. je22 1t

ON EXHIBITION THIS WEEK.

A Young Lady with One Side of Her Face
Cleared of I'reckles, Other Side as It
Was. Ladies Should Not Miss This Op-
portunity of Convincing Themselves
That Mme. BRupperi’s Wor'd-Renowned
Face Bleach willi Do All Advertised.

MME. A. RUPPERT’S WORLD-RE-
NOWNED FACE BLEACH

S NOT A COSMETIC, BUT A THOROUGH

cleanser of the comp exion, having the same ef-
fect on the face as our wearing apparel, by frietion,
has on the rest of the body, thus gently removing
the dead, callous cuticie that covers the pores,
cleansing the latter of all polsonous fillings and
drawing from beneath the skin all impurities or dis-
colorations that have been accumaulating there for
years, Having this action, it cannot fail to clear
any skin aud remove entirely freckles, moth-pateh,
black-heads, chronie pimples, eczema, acne, rough-
ness and any discolorations or biemish of the com-
plexion. Face Bleach has been thorougzhly tested;
horrible complexions cleared by its use for public
inspection. Face tileach sent to any address on re-
ceipt of price: one bottle, $2; three bottles (usu-
ally required to clear the complexion), $5. Send
4 cents tor postage for complete particulars and
catalogue of wonderful Face Bieach. MADAME A,
RUPPERT, 121 Post street, rooms 7 and 8,

je<22 1t

I Like my Wife

to use

Hl|

Because itimproves her
looks and is as fra-
grant as violets.

SOLD EVERYWHERE.
mrll 1y TuThSu

A SBkin of Beauty is a jJoy Forever.
DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD’S

<(0riental Cream, or Magical Beautifierm

Removes Tan, Pimples,
Freckles, Moth - Patches,
Rash and Skin diseases,

and every blemish on
x w Deauty and de-
fles detection.
On its virtues
ithasstood the
test of forty
years: no other
has, and is so
harmless we
taste it to be
sure it is prop-
erly made, Ao~
cept no coune
terfeit of simt-
lar name. The
distinguished

= Dr. L. A, Sayer

ady of the haul ton (a patient): “A4ds you

ladies will use them, I recommend * Gouraud’s Cream’

as the least harmful of all Skin preparations.” One

bottle will last six months, using it every day. Also

Poudre Subtlie removes superfluous hair withous
1njmz to the skin.

FERD T. HOPKINS, Prop’r, 37 Great Joneast.,,N. Y,

For sale by all Druggists and Fancy Goods Dealers
shroughout the U, 8., Canadas and Europe.

A3~ Beware of Base iml!tations. $1000 Reward
«or arrest and proof of any one selling the same,

mr30 Sudo 6p 1y

FASHIONABLE HAIR.

We will mail goods torelia-
ble parties throughout the
United States for approval.
The newest styles and best
of goods at lowest prices.
No money required until
they are received. No obli-
gation to keep goods if un-
satisfactory. Send for cire.

JOHN MEDINA,
463 Washington St.,

Boston, Mass,
myl8 Su eow my28 Mo eow 1y 6p
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A8 WELL AS

Beautifies the SkI

PURIFI
No other cos-
metic will doit.

THE GREAT
SIERRA

KIDNEY Asp LIVER
CURE

Is a new and wonderful discovery, manu-
factured from the pure fresh juices of the
herbs of California, in their natural state,
containing all their original properties. De-
lightful to the taste and imimediate in its
effects. Positively containing no mineral in
its composition. Perfectly harmless and a
sure cure for all the many troubles arising
from the Kidneys, Liverand bladder; among
which are Catarrh of the Bladder and Stom-
ach, Dropsy, Diabetes, Bright's Disease.
burning, smarting pains in the small of the
back, Gravel and other disorders these or-
gans are beir to. For Leucorrhea, Su

pressed Menses, and all other female
complaints, The Great Sierra Kidney
and Liver Cure has no equal, being a
blood purifier and enricher, without
blotching. It brings the fresh color of
youth to the cheeks, and clears the entire
system of all impurities. You will imme-
d{a.te.l' y feel the beneficial effects of this
wonderful medicine. Give it one trial; you
will never be sorry. Sold by all druggists.

NO MORE FRECKLES!

USE PROF. L. HUBERT'S

MALVINA GREAM AND LOTION

T 1S A PREPARATION UNRIVALED FOR
BEAUTIFYING the Complexion and an unfaili
remeay for the removal of FRECKLES, PIMPLE: %
Moth hes, ‘an, Sunburn, Liver-moles and
Ringworm and all scaly ¢ruptions. 'h'{ it and be
convinced. Take no worthless imitation with like

sounding name. Insist upon having MALVINA.

If this preparation should fal to answer to the
qualifications as above mentloned your money wilt
be refunded. Price, 50¢ for each, For sale by all
druggists. my4 SuMo 6p 3m

LIEBIC CO.’S
Coca Beef with Citrate of lron Tonig

(Registered)

A Purely Natural and Easily Digested
Tonic for Invalids, Dyspeptics and Debili
tated Broken-down Constitutions and
Restorative for Convalescents.

Highest Medals at Principal Expositions.

Indorsed and Prescribed by the Most
Eminent Physicians of Europe
and America.

PREPARED ONLY BY THE

Liebig Laboratory and Chemical Works Ca.,

New York, Paris and London,

Lrenia Co.'s Coca BEer ToNTe embodles tha nne
tritive elemerts of the muscular fiber, blood, bons
and braln of carefully selected healthy bullosks, so
dissolved as to make it readily digestible by the
weakest of stomachs, It also embodies tha toais
nutritive virtues of the Coca or Sacred Life Plant of
the Incas, the greatest of knowa vegetable nutrient
tonics, the whole being dissolved in a guarantasd
:huamy of Amontiilado Sherry, thus constitutiag &

e most perfeet nutritive reconstructive tonio yas
offered to the medical profession and publie.

Price, $1 50 per Bottle.

Bold by WAKELEE & CO., cor. Montgomery an
Bush sts., and cor. Polk and Sutter sts., Kaml all ﬂu&

mﬁ"iMRon*sm
" CURE
" ASTHMA

Catarrd, Hay Fower, Diphtheria, Whooping
Congh, Croup and Common Colds.

Recommended Physiclans and Drug-
gists mmuahoutm woy}ﬁi Send torﬁo

HIMROD MANUFG CO,

SOLE PROPRIETORS,

191 FULTON ST., NEW YORK.

mra3 Su eow 1y

None Genuine without oug
Horseshoe Trade Mark,

NOTICE!

This week we will have a
monster sale of

GANYVAS and COLORED
SHOES!

All persons needing that
class of goods should call
and get supplied during
this week.

FOR INSTANGE!

3000 pairs of LADIES' FINE CANVAS BUTTON
+os«$1 50 per pair

D {0 PP sesesensacsnss

1500 pairs of LADIES' FINE RUSSET OXFORDS,
with diamond pateunt-leather tip, $1 50 per pair

2400 pairs of our own custom-made FINE LADIES’
CANVAS SHOES, Waukenphast last (will out-
wear any $6 shoe made).......... .82 50 per palr

4000 pairs MEN

5 CANVAS SHOES....cco0vveae
75¢, $1 00 and $1 25 per pair

Our own custom made $2 50 shoe will out-wear
any calf shoe made. Try a pair and you will buy
no other.

Sole Agents for Norman & Bennett's
Celebrated Sporting Shoes for the Pa-
cific Coast.

SEND FOR OUR REDUCED PRICE LIST.

P, F. Nolan & Sons,

812 and 814 Market 8t, S. F.

BRANCH STORES.

.Oakland, Cal
Stockton, Cal,
San Jose, Cal.
..Fresno, CalL
..Sacramento, Cal,

1053 Broadway....c.ceenves
256 Maln street. ..
17-19 East Santa Clara street,
1818 Mariposa street...,....
603 J street..... ssesessssssesenee .
my22 ThSutt

CALIFORNIA

FIREWORKS

COMPANY.

\ TE ARE PREPARED TO SUPPLY THE TRADE
with a full line of
FIREWORKS,
FIRECRACKERS,
FLACS, BALLOONS,
TOY PISTOLS, Etc.
Illustrated Catalogue furnished on application.
¥~ A specialty of EXTRA EXHIBITION WOR
CAMPAIGN ROCKETS, ROMAN CANDLES an
COLORED ILLUMINATIONS

&~ Correspondence solicited with Committees In
charge of public ceiebrations.

Office and Salesrooms,
221 FRONT STREET, SAN FRANCISCO.
F. L. WOOSTER.
je4 eod 1m

LADIES,

A BOON FOR YOU!

ACCOMPLISHED AT LAST.

Absolute safety and the most perfect methed
—Dr.J. W. Kirkwood's Ladies’ Scientific Suc-
tion and Force Syringe. A Boon to Ladies.

Indorsed by physicians and enthusiastically
recommended by those who have used it.

Descriptive circulars sent on application to
any one sending their address and stamp.

Price, 85.
KIREW0OD HARD RUBBER CO., Murphy
Building, Rooms 123 and 124, No. 1236 Market

street, San ¥rancisco.
Lady Agents wanted in every town.

je8 SuTu tf

GRATEFUL-COMFORTING.

EPPS'S GOCOA

BREAEFAST.

“By a thorough knowledge of the natural laws
which govern the operations of digestion and nutrl-
tion, and by a careful application of the fine proper-
ties of well-selected Cocoa, Mr, Epps bas provided
our breakfast tables with a delicately flavored bev-
erage which may save us many heavy doctors' bills,
It is by the judicious use of such articles of diet that
a constitution may be gradually built up unti} strong
enough to resist every tendency to disease, Huuo-
dreds of subtle maladies are floating around us ready
to attack wherever there Is a weak polnt. We may
escape many a fatal shaft by keeping ourseives welil
fortified with pure blood and a properiy nourished
frame.” —Civil Service Gazette.

Made simply with boiling water or milk. Sold
only in halr-pound tins, by Grocers, labelled thus:

JAMES EPPS & CO., Hom@opathic Chem-
ists, London, England. mr9 SuTu 1y

JOHN WIELAKD'S CELEBRATED
Lager Beer!

STANDARD,
EXTRA PALE, 1883,
ERLANGER. ] 122,173 Barrels of Bear

For Sale at All Principal Saloons.
ASK FOR IT.

Jy15 SuTh t
CHICHESTER'S ENGLISH

PENNYROYAL PILLS.

RED CROSS DIAMOND BRAND.
and always relisble. Ladies, nak
Druxxi:‘:';nr m--o{n_d Brand,in red metalile
boxes, sealed with biue ribbon. Take no
Bend de. 'Sl‘:p;) for g;rueul;r- and :gﬁl‘ef
i ter Chom, Gos Matisun Sge, Philan Fa
ocl0 TuThSu& Wy ly

TO WEAK MEN

frering from the effects of youthful errors, ear
5:“:. wasting weakness, los munhood,etc.,lwa
gend a valuable treatise (sealed) contal:
for home cure, F
W

Sold During the Year

edical 3 very
grnnd'lvg:, is nervons and debllitated. Idc.in-.
Prof, F.C. FOWLER, foodus,Conne.

ap3 d&wy 1y
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