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form drawn to ite full height. 
Not many from him was a woman, 

with a face more lovely than any he had 
before seen in dream or imagination ;a 
fair, mobile face, the fresh flower like 
beauty of which was to haunt him ever 
after. 

It was Esther. 
Instinctively drawing back into the 

shadow, the sculptor cp intently into 
the dark glorious eyes, for a moment up- 
lifted to his; the deep bumid. fathomless 
eyes that were strange to him, telling no 
tale, bringing no history, save that of a 
pure unsullied soul. 
Well would it have been if that long 

ingering look, through which soul ming- 
led with soul, bad never been exchanged. 
Better would it have been if the massive 
1 bad fallen from their ancient ped- 

and made a ruinous wall between 
those two ere they met. But why go on P 
Asif a dim foreboding of what was to 

-come already presented iteel! to Esther, 
she unconsciously breathed a sigh and her 
small gloved hand tightened ‘on her hus- 
band’s arm as she moved away by bis side. 
‘Looking at those statues reminds me 

that Dumas promised to introduce me to 
the young fellow who made himself so fam- 
ous last ,' Sir Jerom remarked. 
‘Weuld it tire you to sit for vour bust in a 
~~ studio for a few days P’ 

‘Not if in so doing I should please you.’ 
He smiled at the quiet, simple answer; 

his love for ber, though wild and 
rugged, was deep felt—almos: part 
of his life. A short time ago 
it had been nearly quenched, but a few 
pleading words had stirred the smoulder- 
ing fires into a blaze again, and now they 
burned within him with a steadier, calmer 
warmth. 

‘My darling ' he murmured fervently 
‘I will go to night, and make arrangements 
for your first sitting.’ 
So it happened one bright sunshiny | g 

morning in the following week he led her 
into a long, low room, where there were 
-quaint pieces ot statuary on broad shelves, 
with unfinisbed casts and busts; over the 
doorway was an ancient oil painting re- 
presenting Niobe turning into an image. 

It was at this Esther was looking, with a 
half smile curving ber full red lips when 
the door opened and Kenard Gwydir stood 
before her. 

Their eyes met, and with an almest im- 
perceptible start each mutually recognized 
the other, but as Sir Jerom came forward 
and 'ormally pronounced their names only 
a slight bow passed between them. 

‘I should like to bave it finished as soon 
as possible,’ the baronet said, when Esther 
with a deep flush on her cheeks, took her 
seat before the eculptor. Don’t you think 
her bhesd would look well thrown back a 
little P* 
Kenard glanced at the perfect little 

head with its wealth of golden hair gleam. 
ing —- light above her brow, and smiled 

871 think it will be less trying to Lady 
Farqubar if she remains as she is.’ 

‘Perhaps 80 ;’ and Sir Jerom threw him- 
self languidly back in a chair and became 
absorbed in a political paper. 
A long silence followed, broken only by 

the constant tapping of the mallet. 
At length Gwydir laid down his chisel 

and took a step backwards tbat be might 
the better view his work. 

‘Thank you,” he said gravely, ‘I think 
that will do for today’ 

These short trequent visits lasted for a 
long time, aud one day when the work was 
almost complete, the baronet said : 

‘1 am afraid I shall not be able to stay 
with you this morning, Esther. I am obliged 
to meet Dumas on some importsnt busi- 
ness. 1 would ask Gwydir to let you off if 
I were not so anxious for the bust to be 
finished.’ 

Since their acquaintance with the young 
sculptor be had dined often with them, 
met them often in that higher, dazzling 
world known 8s society, and his grave, 
earnest manner and deep rich voice had 
for her a greater charm, a greater fascin. 
ation, than she herself was aware. 

His conversation on these occasions, as 
on others, was indifferent, some- 
times sarcastic; but it she unexpectedly 
met his geze there was a strange 
slumberous fire in his grey eyes that made 
her own droop, an unfathomable expres: 
sion that sent a quick, tremulous thrill 
through ber veins, and a sudden warm 
-flush to her face. 

She thought ot all this now with a dull 
sickening fear. 

‘Cannot you stay with me a little while, 
-Jerom P* she cried impulsively, as her bus- 
band turned to leave ber. 

‘Not today,’ be answered with a short, 
curt laugh; then, as be saw tbe dread in 
her eyes, he bent down and kissed her. 
‘What a child you are. There, go in 

now. I shall return, perhaps in an hour.’ 
And for the first time Esther went to 

meet the man who bad this strange power 

Any question of misgiving she wight 
have lt before died away as she entered 
the studio. ) 
Kenard was already there, bending 

eagerly over his work. He was ocoverea 
with fine white dust, and his tawny mous- 

over her, alone. 

-tache looked as th it badbeen powder- 
ob B vo oh mass ed, Yet, as be st ta greet 

her with that quiet smile on his lips, she 
could net but notice how mavellously hand- 

‘How tired you must be of that" she 
exclaimed, inc her own image. 
‘Will you not be glad when you put the 

+final touch to it 
‘No,’ he améwered, plying his mallet 

steadily ; ‘when this is teken away, it will 
seem as though I bad lost part of my lite.’ 
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‘I thought I did. I was mistaken.’ 
Her dark fringed lids quivered and 

drooped benesth bis glance, and she 
trembled foom bead to toot. 
‘What has be over me,’ she mur- 

mured, ‘that a few words from him can 
move me thus P°’ 
She was angry because she had not more 

control over her feelings Sbe felt she 
bumiliated herselt by allowing him to see 
bow completely he held her in sway. 
To her pure instinct, to her innocence 

reared in simple stern creede, it seemed 
that she bad debased herselt in his eyes and 
in her own by ber unauppressed emotion. 
As all these a drifting 

across her mind, her flashed crim- 
son, her bosom heaved painfully, and 
dropping her face in her hands, she burst 
into tears. 

In a moment Kenard was beside her, his 
face working with deep passion beld bard 
in curb. yet it wore an expression of great 
gentleness and tenderness, and bus voice 
was intense in its earnestness when he 
spoke. 

‘Lady Farqubar, I fear we bave tried 
your strength in our eagerness to finish 
this work. I cannot blame myself suffic- 
iently for my indifference.’ 

‘Do not speak to me!’ she cried vehem 
ently. ‘You have made me despise myse)t 
you— 

‘Ab! I bave made you hate me by loving 
ou, Yes; although I have straggled to 
eep tbat knowledge from you, you know 

1 love you.’ 
‘Hush? 
‘Why should I be silent?’ be demanded 

recklessly. ‘I can but tell you that which 
you have already learned,’ 
Esther rose to her feet and stood erect, 

her mouth quivering with swift smothered 
sighs, halt terror, half rapture; her eyes 
dileted with startled fear, like a roused 
fawn’s, yet lustrous with an untierable 
lory, an unntterable joy that stirs the 

soul of the woman who loves and is cons- 
cious of being loved. 
‘Yon must let me speak,” he went on, 

watching the rapid changes that passed 
over her countenance, each one making 
it more lovely than the last. ‘What does 
it matter? We need never meet again ’ 

Irresistibly he drew nearer to her, and 
bending down, clasped ber bands in the 
first impulse of passion that bad ever es- 
caped bim. 
At tbat moment Sir Jerom's voice,hoarse 

with rage, sounded bebind his ear. 
‘Heaven's! what is the meavring of this? 

Back. mau; back, I say!’ 
The (wo men taced each other; the one 

colourless calm, intent, with his cv’ sed 
lips pressed close ; the other, flushed and 
heated, the big veins sanding out upon 
bis brow like knotted cords. 

‘Villain, you shall suffer for this!’ the 
baronet hissed through kis clenched teeth; 
and before Gwodir was aware of his n- 
tention, he sprang upon him. and seizivg 
him by the throat, hurled him to the 
ground with brutal force, 
‘You have dared much!” he exclaimed, 

bis relentless fingers closing tighter and 
tighter round the sculptor’s rbroat. ‘I will 
dare more.’ 
A mute, breathless, numbling hoiror 

crept over Esther's face and darkened the 
light in ber eyes. 

Coxcrepip IN NEXT WEEK,S. 

MERIT AND WORTH 
Are Ever Recognized by 
An Intelligent Public, 

Deceptions and Frauds Find the 
Fate They Deserve. 

PAINE'S CELERY COMPOUND 
Still cn the Highest Round 
of the Ladder of Fame, 

Genvine merit and worth must be the 
sicong eud leading characterisiics of a 
medicine in order to mrke it a chosen 
home {.iend. 

Specr'ators and imitators may, for a 
brie ‘ime, create a demand for their de- 
ceptive pills end liquid prcpa-aiions by 
freely using newspaper space, but vaer- 
ing hrwan expei.ence soon pronounces 
the judgment -‘‘tiied and found wanting.” 
The yer~ just closed bas marked the death 
of mony worthless 2ad decep’ive medicines 
whch, for a (ime, robbed the sick and 
afflicted ones of money and agg. avated 
theiv burden of .m’sery. 
Prue's Celery mpovad, bas, in 

the past yee. added thousands of victories 
to its es'ablished record as a disease-bzm- 
isher snd health-giver. 
Many of the cures effected by Paine's 

Celery Compound have been so warxvel- 
lous and st iking, ‘bat able and prom‘uent 
physicians Fave, without hesitation, openly 
praised rnd recommended the life saver. 
No other medicine in the world bas ever 

been accorded such glow ng praise by medi- 
cal men, people of affluence and the toil 
ers of orr couniry. Prine’s Celn; Cam. 
pound bs never em disappointed sick and 
svfleL.pg men 2d. women. In eveiy case 
where t2i-ly used, it bas accomplshed its 
work of benish’ag sickness and giving 8 
new lease of Ffs. 

It diserge is wasting yov~ syatem, it you 
ere .weak or nerve !ired, unfitted tor busi- 
ness or the deily work of lite, be assured | 

ory [Sav pe og Birelcn yf mya; 4 3y<pr.g rb wtodoe 9! 1 110 8 er Ts ‘h and heglth—t | 

‘ber. rich . wa tresses pnd A sas to a | you'sre irg for. Test the v'riaes pr 
~duskier hue in soft light, ber eyes, | one boitle and be cenvinced. 
rfilled with: dreamy throught, fixed on his 
brow as though she so to read there | Serveut Gi~l-—Yes, me'sm. 
what was through his mind. Mistress—Did she seem to bave eny 

doubts about it P 

WENT TO WAR FOR HER BROTHBR. 

A German Gjrl Who Fought in the Army 

While Her Brother Worked. 

A'beit Hasser of Germany was a Christe 
mas visitor to Allegheny, Pa., to see his 
sister, Kunigunde Hasser, who tbirty years 
ago served in his stead a term in the army 

of the Fatherland. For two years and six 
months rhe served before it was discovered 
that she was not her brother, who was the 
person drafted. 

The German lass of 20 years was one of 
a family ot eight children, seven ot whom 
were girls. The mother was an invalid, 

the father blind and the breadwinner tor 
the family was the only son, Albert Hasser. 

The Fatherland was engaged in war. 
Albert Hasser was dratted and starvation 
stared the family in the face, when Kuei- 
gunde snnovnced her intention of going 
into the simy in her brother's place. The 
fam’ly weited, t.embliog and fesrfal of 
discovery, while the brave girl put on her 
brother’s clothes, imitated his appearance 

in every possible way, and marched away 
with the others draited to the war. Pat- 
riotism is sirong in the German woman, 
and it gave to the spirit ol Kunigande 

Hasser a courage fully equsl to that 
of the men in her company. Her 
letters home were {requent sud they 
were all sigaed with her brother's name 

and addressed to herself. Beiore many 

weeks of army life were gone by the girl 

grew drsperately homesick, but that made 

no d'fference. She proved herselt as good 
a soldier ss the brother whose place she 

filled could possibly bave been. Chee:r- 
ing letters addressed to himselt came to 

her from Alber: and never ounce did she 
think of g.ving vp the desperate role she 
had assumed. 
Dering her term of seiv.ce she fought 

in three battles, bot was never once 

wovnded. Twice she was made a prison- 

er. It took quite as much courage to face 
the rough ireatment ot the p:ison life as it 

did to stand firm to her puvipose on the 

battlefield when the br'lets were singing 
in her ears. They were subject to the 

greatest byrdships and fed on water and 
bardtack, with barely enough of that to 

keep them from starvation. After bc 

ing a prisoner for s’x weeks Miss Hasser 
escaped. She cunringly eluded the guards 
and when the prisoners were next counted 
one was missing. She was recaptored in a 
week or two end her second period of 

imprisonment was three months long. All 

the suffering that could go with beng hud- 
dled with a hest of other prisonersin a 
place that was not a decent abode tor rats, 

end never once getting enmongh of the 
roughest fare to satisiy hunger, she en- 
du-ed eud no one ever suspected her se. 

cet. 

It was just alter her third battle tbat 

trouble came in the shape of discovery. 
There had been great slaughter among the 
torces. It seemed as if most of the men in 
her company bad been killed. She expect: 
ed to be Flled herself, but a special pro- 
vidence seemed to protect her, for she was 
not even wounded. The remnant of the 
company gathered about a campfire, some 
dropping on the ground, worn out with the 
strain of the battle, others bathing the 
grime and perspiration from their faces and 
hands. The woman was among the latter 
and something aroused the suspicions of a 
fellow soldier. He watched her for a few 

moments and then went up to where she 
stood end asked her name. She gave the 
newe of ber brother. 

‘Are you quite sure you're a man P’ ask- 
od the comrade doubtfv'ly. 

‘Quite sure,’ she responded coolly, but 
with trembl‘ng knees. 
He went to the captain of the company 

and told his suspicions. He called the 
svrgeon and thea the woman knew the last 
hope ot remaining vudiscovered was gone 
and she confessed that she had come in 
her brother's place and told the story of 
the substitution. She expected to be shot, 
although the officers assured her that no 
harm should come to her. Oa her knees 

end iu tears she begged them to sllew her 
to say a prayer sud wiite a farewe'l to her 
mother before they condemned her. to 
death. For some time she covld not be 
made to understand that she was to receive 
no pvoisbment, other than am honorable 
discharge for the noble part she bad 

played. 
Tbe scene arovad the cswp fire was one 

that wl never be forgotter by those who 

saw it. The heroic and pstiiotic part she 
bad played touched the bea-ts ot the rough- 
est of the men, and wany a soldier who 
wovld not have uttered a groan beneath the 
surgeon's kv’fe brushed away a tear with 
the soiled, bleod stsined sleeve of b's 
un‘form. 
George Hildebrand, who mow lives in 

Chestaut street, A'legheny, was in the same 
compsny. Her bravery caused Adam Karl, 

of | an officer of the company, to fall in love 
with ber. Sbe was sent home at once, snd 
for a long time he lost track of ber, but 
when his term of service in the army ex- 
pired be sought for her until he found her: 
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but she cor'd not be persuaded to become 
b's w:fe. 

Miss Hasser’s fee that when the com- 
peuy discovered her decep‘ion her brother 
would be obliged to go and finish out the 
term of service, of wh'ch several months yet 

remeined, +22 never realzed, snd he was 

not only leit at home to fake care of bis 
parents 2d sisters, but the family was 

placed in a position ‘rom which not even 

a far off g''mpse ot pover.y could be had. 
Miss Hasser came many yesrs ago to 

Pi.sbr~g, Pa., where as number ot her 

relatives reside, emong them her aunt, 

Mrs. Margret Su..enger of Bigelow street. 
Every year since she left ‘he army ber 

lover, Adam Karl, pays ber a visit, but she 

sti! refuses to change her neme. He alto 

took up b's abode in this couni.; some ! 
time ago #7d ‘ives in New York. Tbs 

Christmas her brother Albert, in whose 

stead she went to war, came over {rom 

Germany to see her. Taey hive gone to 

New York now for a few days to visit her 

relatives. Mss Hasser has in her posses- 
sion the uritorm she wore in the 2: my, her 

papers of honorable diecharge and meny 

other mementos of her seivice as a 

soldier. 

A Texas Bull in Spain. 

A few yeers ago a herd of Texas steers 

was ‘mpoited f om its naive vy.'lds to 

Seville, Spain, to give special attractions 
to a br" fight of more than ordinery im- 
portance. 

An Ame. ican, sojou ring at Seville at 
the time, influenced by a desire to see and 

leara for }'mse't bow lis fellow exiles 

wovld compo.. themselves under circvm- 

stances so uausus!, attended the bull fight, 
and bas recorded }is experiences in the 

Cb’cago Cbroricle. 
He relates how the first of the intended 

victims, when confronted in the 1ing by 

horse end picador, wholly neglected the 

horse, but peid mstant and vndivided 

attention to the man. 
Bellowing as if from sheer delight at the 

anticipated encovater, he attacked the 
picador {vriously, and pressed bin so bard 
that, defence being useless, he sought safe- 

ty in inglorious fight by scaling the barrier 
erected between ‘he audience 2nd the ring 
as a provision of safety. 
He was ardently and efficiently assisted 

over the ber.ier by the horns of the steer, 
and followed so closely that he barely 
escaped with Jife by reaching a convenient 
gallery. 

“The steer did bis best to get at b‘m,but 
finding it ‘mpossible, looked about for 
other game with which to sport. 

‘The stone seats are ten teet above the 
ground, and this height Fas always been 
an insvrmovntable barrier for a bull: but 
this time things were different, for as soen 
as the Texas steer’s eyes fell on the throng 
above bis head he stepped back, and the 
next instant he was among them. 

Before the people could escape he had 
tossed balf a dozen of them into the ring, 
but they were all rescued by the ring at- 
tendants. The stone seats cleaved, the 
steer retuned to the ring, and seeing neo 
one else to throw the gage of battle to, 
took the exact centre of the ring and bel- 
lowed his defiance to the universe. 
In the me2ntime the marvagement had 

been buey, and a soldier with a Mauser 
rifle bad been summoned from a near-by 
barcack. Using the boxrail as a rest be 
took steady sim, and with the ring of the 
bullet the steer’s I'fe ended ; but the Span- 
iards have not experimented with American 
steers in Spauish rings since that time, 
nor are they likely to again.’ 

Neurasttuenis. 

Neurasther’a, or ‘nervous prostration,’ 
bas been cr''ed the ‘American disease,’ be- | 

cause we in this couuiry are supposed te 
be possessed of a restless energy which 
wears upon the nervous force and finelly 
exbsusfs it. : 

Both pev:asthenia and hysteria were 
formerly, and are by many even yet, re 
gevded as trivial affeciions; and svilerers 
{vom them were unjustly looked upon with 
Something akin to contempt as creatures of 

weak will power, who might be well it they 
chose. 

But neurasthenis is a ve y real disease 

and sometimes a terrible one, although the 

doctors are as yet unable to discover any 

palpable change in the ne. vous system to 
account for the symptoms. It seems to 

be, as i's name implies, a real neivous 

exhaustion; there 1s no visible change 1. 

the ne.vous system, but it 1s simply tired 

irom overuse and uosble properly to per 

form its delicate functions. 

The svaploms of neurasthenia vary 

greatly in character and in degree, yet 

they are usually quite easily recognizable 

as being due to nervous exhsustion avd 
not to actual orgenic cisease of any part 

of the neivous system. 

The wind is t'red ; the patient is unable 

to concentrate his thoughts on his work, 

and often finds } *mself sitting doing nothing 

while matters reqriring bis immediate 
attention sre accumulating. He takes no 

pleasure in either work or recreaf‘ion, and - 

life has lost its chaxm. The little sleep he 

gets is d'sturbed by dreams, and the mora- 

ing hiings no retresbment. 

Verious wrery sensations, pains, chilly 

lee'ings, numbness, and so fei th, ave com- 

pleined of 1 different parts of the body. 
Dizziness, ringing in the ears, dimness of 

vision or floa*ing spots before the eyes, 

headache end paiu in the spine are common 
symptoms. The hesrt is irritable, very 
slight causes increanng the rapidity of the 

pulse. 

The neurasthenic is often dyspeptic and 

usually has 8 poor appetite. 

The treatment is apt to be difficult, for 

the reason that the patients ave bard te 
manage, The main thing is rest, both 

mental and physical. Yet the sufferer 

shovld not be wholly idle. He should, if 
possible, leave home for a time and stay in 
same quiet place where there is enough 

going on to interest without exciting bim. 

Long hours of sleep, nourishing tood 
with plenty of cream and butter, moderate 

daily exercise in tke open air, and especi- 
ally entire freedom from werry, are the 
main points in the treatment of mervous 

exbaustion.— Youth's Companion. 

‘Would you.’ he asked, ‘be willing to 
marry a man who smoked cigarettes P’ 
"Why ask such a question P' she replied, 

looking at the yellow stains on his fingers. 
‘You know it would be impossible for me 
to find one, even if I. were so inclined.’ 
As he was going home balf an hour later 

he murmured to himself: — 
‘I wonder what that girl meant P 

When the gossips hear a mao slam his 
door violently upon going to work they 
make up their minds to run over during 
the day and call on his wife. 
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