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poi. aml rie
der 1w
wallant young antugan
fuey sl w
hnd vanished before the aweome -
jesty ol Lthe grey shadow which gmdlmllv
apread aver the Fn;:luhrm s face,

A leech! quic Iie Degged hastily,
and Alivepoix hurrisd ot of the roem,
rendy {o obey his friend’s hehest.

The other twa with chimay, yet loving
hamls were daing (heir best ta slannch
the Bood which was dlowing freely from
the yonur wan's woul

The Pue, there s no doubd. was posi-
tively learvtlwoken, for the womid loeked
deep wid deastly, nnd rrihle
thing to b

‘e 1he life of a fellow being—
a vomge uan, w fuend—upon one’s ean-
seienee. Marewver, the e was of the
old =chool of Frewmch  gentlemen, very
devent awd pious,

“Will Gad ever forgive me this great

“Lord Eglington turned to face

the daring utterer of thia mom-

strons insult.”

~int e murmuesl, tryiog wirl anseoss,
burning eyes to read Ilmt s pardon
in Eglintor’s tilmy exe~. ~Will yom for-
Five me?” he adled. under his breath.
scarvely dlaring to Knowing full
well that & wan whe = dying i~ moue
ton ready to fergive his murderer.

But ever singe the young mun lad re
covered foom his o E he Tl
ohwviou-Iy been wmaking vigorous efforis
1o pull him<elf 1ozether. He haad ohe
viousiy  ~omething impurtapt to
<ay. At the Duc'> la-t worda he seemn-1
to finally conquer his weakoess, und said
quietly

“Nuy! M. e Due. how can | have any-
thing to forzive?  "Tia T sheold seek
pardon.™

N e,

1 ~wuom,

Tery

“Pardon? From whom?™ ackhed the
Due, kindly. .
“From her whom in my {folly | daced

to in~ult.”

“lion't «peak of that now, friend. *Tia
furgatten. | a~~ure van”
I cannot foroet iy presum;-

tion,” wld Fzlinten with energy. 1
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think . ., 1 think [ should die happier
it .. LA sle knew oL, und wounld for-

Yo wanbif not 1ofose A dying man’s
nt ¥ wikiled, with iefinite pathos,
seping that the e appeared to hesi-
inte,

It waa impossible to withstand this
appeal. The Due felt  it: he gave a
seires pereeptible rign to the Vieompte,
wha left the rooul.

The wottnded m:m rl‘!l(‘l\ll d nnxinasly:

* whispered the Due reassu
I'Ethaian s gone to felch her™
she refuse to come?”
= liere {u nnswer that quiesiion
elf” waid the 1ue. as the door was
pushed  open and Marinane—exguixite,
prand, brantiind Mariasne—steppeil info
the reom.

More lavely than ever. for her lumin-
ous cxves were remdered douty beillinnt

IXEthain
I'I\' told her that & man who wa=
wounded wished to see her
died.  And Maridune was &
rong.
i'nts of the

hefore hl
true woman, pitiful and -

vame to ~oothe 1he last o
tan wWho had asked for her.

For a fex Wl moments  Exlinten
Teasted his ~aul on the exquisite
before him. whilst A1 nne ~toud with
tear dimmed eyes looking down at the
prastrate fipure of the gallant young
Engliziman. wlhie but a while ago had
been s full of gaiety, of daring. and of
the jov of living.

“Will ¥ou tell ier all. M. le Due?”
mnrmeret Lord zlinton at last.

The [uc |h-\emll\ tried to protest.
hut it seerued a dying man’s wish, and
relustantly he eomplied.  Briefly he told
hi~ siter af the Englishman's boast. the
wager. the challenge. and finally the
cambat

frawnet when whe hieard the
& of the =tory. and at one mo-
ent it seemed as if even now she would

and =le’
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turn away from him in prowl contempt,
but he looked so liclpless and broken,
Iving there pale and sil-nt. with dimed
eyes (urned in rapt adoration tewards

her, that & grenl aml overwhelming pity-

flled her heart amd she stayved,

The leech in the meanwhile lad enter-
wl. He examined miml dressed the wonnd,
hut lie shook his  wise ohl head sadly
wd ominously. ‘The young man, in spite
of his phick and  emdurance, hnd Tnlf
swooled wway Uider the leech’s treat-
ment.

“Will he et whispered Marinne in
# voice Ialf-choked with sobs. as insti
dtively  amd  =till overwhehned by that
rreat and wonderful pity  she dropped
on her knecs heside the wonnded man.
and with tender. soothing fingers geotly
stroked his pallid brow,

“FIl die in prace, if yon will forgive
ne, Mavigune!™  murmured  Eglinton
feebly. -

“Yes! yes! I'll forgive you!" she re-
plied througlh her tears. “Oh! leech
she added with hearthroken aceents,
“muxt he die?”

But befere the lecch enuld answer. the
wounded man had turned an appealing
look tu her.

“If xou have forgiven me. Marianne —"
he whispered, “will you—will you Ki~s
me ™

His dying request! How eould <he eoe
fuxe? Xhe bent her hend and Kissed bim.
There was dend  silence  in the romn.
whilst an angel Auttered Avross it; in
the far distancer could xtill be faintly
heard the lively tune of the niinunet.

“1¥Ethain. I have won my wager,” said
Lord Fehinton, with proml  trivmph.
“XNow leceh!” he added quietly. “I am
ready to hear whether 1 am to die”

Marianne wounld have rizen. indignant.
to her feet. but he held her fast. with
that freble. et irrexistible grasp of vne

» death.

«he begun.
¥!" he murmured, “have 1 sinped

su very deeply then? 1 conld not win a
kinx from your prowd lips save—save Ly
paving—with my lile for it. The Duc
will tell you—1 had him at my sword’s
point—but | knew  that  you were mna
gowd ar you were ln‘uullfulf\nn would
ot refuse—a dying  mans regu st—a
man who waa dying to win a kiss from
Yoo o 1 won my wager the enly way
I vould-— with my life™”

Bhe conld not speak now. fur her tears
were choking ler, but she turned with u
tlexperate appenl to the: leech.

“Nay. nuplemoixelle”  said that wor-
thy man, "all lives are in God's keeping.
I was abeut o ray just nmow that the
English milor is  young—and robust—
aml given an inventive for recovery, '
grianice that Nafure will pull him
through.

"“I‘ 1 revover, yon think ™

The vry cone from the heart, gladly,
juyously, with all the pride pone out of
her sweet face, and only the love-light
in lier cyes.

“I'Nl recover” said the wonmded man
with guaint deten “if you will
narse wme hack to

“Bnt you might have died.”
pitecusly, “and for a kiss,”

“Aye, for a kiss from you, sweetheart
-—nnd would deem my life bhut poor re-
payment for the rapture of that kiss.™

She folded hin: in her protecting arma.
and nature. too, kindly wonud her gentie
muntle round him, wrapping him at last
in swert, restoring unconsciopsness, He
Tadd at lasl an  incentive for recovery.
Marianne nursed him back to hiealth and
life,

And that is how it is the Fyglinton's
Tave 8 Fremch ancestress, Marianne de
Nenilly, who was Countess of nton
when George JI. was King of Eng

she said

On Etchmg.

There is probably no medinm of art-
expression At onee =0 complicated and
yet so charming—demanding at onve so
mnch  refinement, feeling, vigour, mifl
knowlmdge, or in whieh the lack of these
is s immediately felt. as in the art of
etching. It is unlike any other medivm
of arl-expression, notably in that the
results are not inumediately visible, but
g throungh a variety of processes hefore
the final resnlt is achiieved in the finish-
el Sproof.” Oft-times T have been
amuxed at bebolding the newspuper eri-
tivi=m= of picture exhibitiona (vwritten,
apparently, by the person who “does?
the police courts or the dairy-produce
colnmn),  geavely informing - the puablic
that certain eichings are “from the pen™
of Mr. So-and-so. Needless to inform -
the intelligent render, an etching has
1o connection in any way with a pen,

There are various styles of “etch-
igr.”  The word itself eoires from the
German . word  “aetzen,” to eat in or
vorrnde.  Flemee it follows that a true
etehing will be that which is arrived
at by currosion. ie. by the use of acids.

The first requisite is a “plate” of
polished copper—the sort that is used
by engravers for engraving serip-forms,
visiting cards, cheques, etc—or zine

(that used by process-engravers does
vveellently).  This plate, cut to the re-
quired size, is  cavefully cleaned amlf

toated with a very thin film of ‘‘etch-
ing-prouml™—a mixture compuosed most-
Iy of beeswax. axphaltum and piteh. 1t
is ther wmoked by holding in the flame
of a camlle. The result is, when vold.
a sheet of copper. one side of which
resemnbles o sheet of polished ebony. On
this surface the artist works with n
digmond point, or stecle necilles of vary-
ing sharpness. n the delicate black
surface, every place touched with the
needle exposes 1he copper. which =lines
through e surronnding bk in lines
of burnixhel gohl.  (Mjeets on the right
uf the artist in Xature wmst be drawn
un the Jeft = of 1he plate, and viee
versa, if a troe representation be desired.

The drawing finishl, the back and
elges of 1he plite are earefully covered
with an acid-re<isting  varnizh—shellar
varnish amd Berlin t have each their
advovates—and the jplate is  Junnersed
in the acid bath {generally dilute aitric
neid or the sweeter “Dnteh Mordant,”
Bl with such splendild effect by Rey-
mour Haden, and said to have been in-
vental by the great Rembroamdt),

The ncid ents into the copper at the
Places pxposed by the neadle, and by
alternately “stopping-out™  and biting,
the plate gradually approaches eomple-
tin i cleaning off the Llack etching-
gromul the plate stamds revealed wilh
lines furrowed into ils surface—where




