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INTERNATIONAL

BHAPTER X1 —(CoxTisven,)
Bidiere started in surprise; he
not accustomed to such plain
Ing.

Madame is severe,” he replied, with
Barcastic smile. “She does not ap-
Prove of the morals of my nation? No?
'¥et parbleu! they compare not un-
: -h'qr:bly with those of plous Scot-
~ land!

' m rebuff rather disconcerted the
~ plain gpoken lady, who turned up the
ih impatiently, while the French-
L gged his shoulders and looked
oftily Indignant., Marjorfe, who had
wat i the preceding passage at arms
y lttle anxiety, not qujte follow-
conversation, glancéd implor-
at Causeldliere,
bn’t mind Miss Hetherington,” she
hen the lady was out of hear-
What Mr, Lorraine says of her
her bark’s waur than Her bite,
§8 means no offense.”
fs ghe, my child? Oh, I re-
¥, the eccentric old lady whom
pited yesterday.”
prie nodded; and at that mo-
. Lorraine came down the path,
by Solomon, and met Miss
fington, who began talking o
‘Dim yehemently.

' is not very polite,”” muttered
ﬁ‘ [dierc: “and see, she is already
h me to your guardian.'

Y pld out his band.

5 d-bye! 1 shall see you, porhaps,
n the day.”

haps. Oh, monsieur, yon are not
fded 7

st at all,” replied Caussidiere,
eh the Jook with which he re-
8d his late antagonlst rather be-
ais words., “I forglve her for your
k8, my chid!”

/| L ] L ] [ ] - .
irjorfe did not go lo church again
‘day. She bad a headache and
"her room. It was altogether a
gny afternoon. Mr. Lorraine, se-
y troubled in his mind, had dif-
in concentrating his thoughts on
Peligious duties, and Solomon pre-
ed an Iluvincible taciturnity. BSo
y passed away, and evening

Where was no evening service, for
* Lorraine was too infirm to conduct
gervices in one day. After a dis-
'tes, to which Marjorie came down,
‘minister sat reading a volume of
pons, and presently Marjorle left
' room, put on her hat, and strolled
the garden.

$ was a beautiful evening, and the
on was rising over the far-off hills,
Pith her head still aching wearily, the
irl wandered out upon the road and
ato the churchyard. She crept close
b the western wall and looked for a
Sng time at one of the tombstones.
en, sighing deeply, she came out
nd strolled up the village.

iThe Lright weather and the fresh air
Heed her on and on till she came
'the rural bridge above the Annan
ater.

1l was still and peaceful; not a
puind, not a breath disturbed the Sab-
h silence. She leaned over the stone
apet and looked sadly down.

Her thoughts were wandering far
ay—~flowing, flowing with the mur-
aring stream. She had fallen into a
king dream, when she heard a foot-
ep behind her. She started and ut-
a low ery as she saw a dark fig-
approaching in the moonlight,

CHAPTER XIL

HE figure advanced
rapidly, and in a
moment Marjorie
recognized her tu-
tor.

“Monsieur Cans-
gldiere!"” she cried.

“Yes,” returned
the Frenchm an
quietly, “it is 1!

“He took  her
hand In his, and
found It cold and trembling.

“1 have frightened you," he said.

“Yes, monsieur; | was startled be-
cause 1 did not hear you coming, and 1
peemed to be far away.”

She seemed strangely sad and pre-
occupled tonight. After the French-
man had joined her she relapsed |uto
her former dream; she folded her arms
upon the bridge again, and fixed her
sad eyes upon the lowing river. Caus-
sldiere, partaking of the mood, looked
downward, too,

“You love the water, Marjorie?"

“Yes, It Is my kith and kin."

“You have been here for hours, have
you not? | sought you at the manse
in valn™

“1 was not here, monsieur. | was In
the Kirkyard among the graves '

“Among the graves!' returned the
Prenchman, looking anxlously at her.
“A strange place for you o wander in,
my child! It In only when we have
seolh trouble and lost friends that we
sowd sich places. For me It would be
Mting, perbaps, but for you i s &l
ferent. You are so young and abhould
be 0 happy.”

“AR, ys!" slghed Marjorie
happy suough.

And you you sadden the dars that

g

oD g HANATN),

should be the brightent by wandering |
woar (the dead. Why did you go 1o the
churehyand, little ons*”
“Why, musalour’ Te see my malh- |
s grava” .
“Your mather's grave! | thought |
you did sol know your molher ™
"M-’m-umm.“ni

PRESS ASSOCIATION.

turned Marjorie, quickly,

found drowned in Annan Water—was |
it not dreadful, monsieur?—and she
was burled yonder in the kirkyvard

when | was a little child.”

“And you think she was your moth-
er?”

“They say 8o, monsieur, but I do not
think it is true”

“No?"

“I have gone to her grave and stayed
by It, and tried to think they are right,
but I ecannot—I aye come away as |
did tonlght and look at Annan Water,
and feel it more my kin.”

“Marjorie!”

“Yes, monsieur!"”

“l fancy you are right, child; per-
haps your mother lives.”

“Ah, you think that?"

“More; she is perhaps watching over
you, though she cannot wspeak, She
may reveal herself gome day."

“You believe so, monsieur?” repeated
Marjorie, her face brightening with
Joy.

“It I8 very probable, my child, You
are not of the canallle, Marjorie, When
I first saw you I knew that; then I
heard your gtory, and it interested me.
I thought, ‘We are strangely allke—we
are l1ke two of a country cast adrift in
& forelgn land, but our destinles seem
to be one, Bhe s exiled from her kin-
dred; I am exiled from my home, She
has & kindly heart and will understand
me; we must be friends, Marjorie, will
we not?"

He held out his hand, and the girl
took it,

“You are very good, monsieur,” she
answered simply.

“Then you must treat me as a friend,
indged, little one!” he answered. *I
will take no money for your lessons. It
i a pleasure for me to teach you, and
—and Mr. Lorraine §s not rich,”

“Mr. Lorraine?" sald Marjorle, open-
ing her blue eyes; “It Ig not Mr., Lor-
raine who pays for my schooling, but
Miss Hetherington."”

“Is that so?"”

“Yes; that is so. Mr, Lorraine did
not wish to have mie taught beyond my
gtation; but Miss Hetherington said |
must learn.”

Caussidiere seemed to
foundly.

“Miss Hetherington ig a philanthron-
fc lady, then?"

“Do you think so, monsieur?”’

“Do not you think so, Marjorie, since
she is universally kind and generous?”"’

“Ah,” returned Marjorie, “I do not
think she I8 always generous, mon-
sleur; but she is very kind to me, Why
ghe has almost kept me ever since |
was a child.”

To this the Frenchman did not reply;
he seemed somewhat disturbed; he 1t
a cigar and watched Marjorie through
the clouds of smoke. Presgently the
clock in the church tower struck the
hour, and Marjorie started,

“1 must be walking home,"” she sald.

She began to move across the bridge,
the Frenchman keeping beside her.

They walked steadlly onward, and
now they reached the door of the inn.
Marjorie paused and held forth her
hand.

“Good-night, monsieur,” she said.

“Good-night!—shall I not walk with
you to the manse, little one?"

Marjorie shook her head.

“I would rather walk there alope.”

The Frenchman shrugged his shoul-
ders.

“Eh bien! since you wish it I will
think you are right. Good-night, my
little friend, and au revoir."”

He took the hand which ghe had ex-
tended toward him, ralsed it toward
his lips, then patted it as if he had been
patting the fingers of a child; it was
this air of fatherly friendliness which
made her trust him, and which won for
him all the sympathy of her affection-
ate heart.

When Caussidiere Imprinted a kiss
upon her hand she neither blushed nor
drew it away, but she sald softly:

“Good night, monsieur, God bless
you!" at which the Frenchman kissed
her hand again, then, turning quickly,
entered the inn. .

Marjorle turned, too, feeling her kind
little heart overflowing, and walked
away down the moonlit road. She had
not gone many steps when she was
abruptly jolned by & man. She did not
start nor seem surprised; indeed,
while she was parting with the Frenoh-
man she had seen John Sutheriand
watching her from the opposite alde of
the road.

“Good-evening, Johnnle,” sald Mar-
Jorle, quigtly. “Why did you not come
forward to speak to Moosieur Caussl-
diere "

The young man started, but made no
answer,

“Johnnle, what s wrong*" she asked

He paused, and looked at her,

“Marjorie,” he sald, "l me what
you were doing with that man*

It was B tme for his reproaches;
her whole soul rose In revalt

With that man™ she repeated, 4+
prily. “"Do you mean with Mossieur
Causaldiere

“You, with that  villainous Freach.
man,” he relurasd, deiven revkiossly
ouward by bis anger Why are you
alwars n his company, Marjorie Al

reflect pro-

| mant

Marjorie drew hersall  prowdly wp
Had \he Fronchman wen hor then, b

his friend,” she
“Yes, his friend;
will not hear him
| might.”

She walked quickly away, but in o
moment he was again beside her.

“Marjorie, will you not listen
me?"

“No, T will not,” returned the girl,
angrily. “Whatever youn have to aa}
against Monsieur Canssidiere you shall
not say to me, He wasg right;
are all against him, and von are the
worst of all. Do you think It Is just oy
| kind to abuse a man simply

answered, proudly.
and as his friend I
insulted, Good-

to

| You

becaus:

“She was | he is a stranger and unfortunate? What

hag Monsieur Caussidiere ever done to
you that you should dislike him
much?"’

The young man stared at her flushed

|0

cheeks and angry eyes; then he ex-
| clalmed:
“Marjorie, answer me! Tell me t's

not possible, that care for yon
man ?"’

She
AWARY.

“l ecare for anyone,” she answered,
evasively, “who I8 alone and who
wants a friend. Monsieur Caussidiare
has been very kind to me—and I am
sorry for him."”

“You are more than that, Marjorie—
but take care, for 1 know he is a scoun-
drel.”

“How dare you say 07" returned
Marjorie. “You are a coward, Johnnle
Sutherland, If he were here you would
not speak like that.”

“1 would gay the same (o him as to
you, If he were not a scoundred he
would not entice you from your home,"”

This was too much for Marjorie. She
uttered an Indignant exclamation, and,
without deigning to reply, hastened
rapidly away, This time he did not
hasten after her; and almost before he
could recover from hils surprise she had
entered the manse door,

you

flushed crimson and turned

CHAPTER XIII,

@ FTER the gscene
with Marjorie on
Sunday night,Suth-
erland was In &
state of despalr; for
two days he walked
about in misery; on
the third day his
resolution was fixed
and he determined
to act. He went up
to the Castle and
sought an interview with Miss Heth-
erington, to whom he told of the scene
which he had had with Marjorie, of her
anger agalnst himself, and of her con-
stant meetings with the stranger. Mias
Hetherington listened with averted
head, and laughed grimly when he had
done,

“l see how It is,” she said; “'tis the
old tale; twa lads and a lassle, But I
dinna like the Freneh man, Johnnie,
no more than yourself. I'll epeak
with Mr. Lorraine; maybe "tis hig work
to keep the balrnie right, though he
doeg his work 111, I'm thinking. You're

she's a short-sighted eedict not to see
wha's her friend."”

Bhe gpoke lightly and cheerfully; but
the moment Sutherland disappeared
both her face and manner changed,

“The lad was right,” she sald. “Love
has made him keen sighted, and he has
told me the truth. Marjorie Is in dan-
ger. Now s the time when she needs
the care o' kind folk to keep her frae
the one false step that ruins all. Mar-
jorle Annan, what shall I do for you,
my bairn?"”

She stood for a time meditating;
then she looked at her watch and found
it was still early in the day; she sum-
moned her old servant, ordered her car-
riage, and a quarter of an hour later
was driving away toward the town of
Dumfries.

Hardly had she left when the French-
man came to the castle, and, by dint of
bribing the old serving man, Sandy
Sloan, with a golden sovereign, was
permitted to view the different rooms,

(TO BE CONTINUED, )

RARE WORKS OF ART.

Treasures of the Goncourt Brothers
Bring Great Prices.

All the great pictures in the Gon-
court collection have now been sold at
the Hotel Drouot and have realized
696,000 francs, or £27,840, says a Parls
letter, It I8 to be noted that the broth-
era Goncourt, as related in the famous
diary, often pinched themselves in or-
der to purchase pletures and art ob-
jeets for their collection, They would
undoubtedly be surprised If they were
alive to read the prices obtained at the
recent sale for old drawings and en-
gravings which they picked up years
ago on the Paris quays and elsewhere
for a few gold or sliver pleces. They
were keen dilettantl and knew good
works of art when they saw them, but
they could hardly have realized that a
sketech by the younger Moreau, for
which they pald about a dollar, would
be purchased years afterwards for hun-
dreds of dollars, There Is now every
prospect that the Gomeourt aecademy
may become an accomplished fact, and
that the literary logatees, as well as the
poor relations, may recelve something

Edmond de Gouncourt died it was cons
Adently asserts by many that his
wrtistie collections would not realise
(5000, whereas his pletures and sne
gravings Alone have alrvady brought g
mure than treble that amount

Wuly & Likis  Promatare

!

T oean't hear @ suit Lhatl lan't pend-
ing,” sald & Judge 0 & youny lawyer
who was seekhing advice,

I know it bt pending.” replisd Lhe
ARG WAk, 8 wine gun bul i
s about o prad " The Treen bag

The Indian population of the Damin-

would have litle doublt as to the slook | lon of Canada s sald 10 e 122000 of

whebov ahe (atlae
I am n bis company because | am

whom sboul 14000 are Homan Ceihos
lies, and the same sumber Frotestania

a good lad, Johnnie, and as to Marjorie, |

worth having out of the estate, WM.'
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“CONSOLATION FOR PARENTS"
LAST SUNDAY'S SUBJECT.

“The
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From the Text:
Awny

Isniah, Chapter

Following
Taken
to Come"

Righteous JIs
the Ewll
LyIn.,

Yerse 1.

E all epend much
time in panegyric
of longevity, We
conslder It a great

any one dles In
youth we say,
“What a pity!"
Dy. Muhlenbergh,
in old age, said
that the hymn

written in early life by his own hand,
Do more expressed his sentiments
when [t said:

I would not live alway.

If one be pleasantly elrcumstanced,
he never wants to go. Willlam Cullen
Bryant, the great poet, at 82 years of
age, standing in my house In a festal
group, reading "“Thanatopsis” without
spectacles, was just as anxious to live
as when at 18 years of age he wrote
that immortal threnody. Cato feared
at 80 years of age that he would not
live to learn Greek, Monaldesco, at
115 years, writing the history of his
time, feared a collapse, Theophras-
tus, writing a book at 90 years
of age, was anxlous to llve to com-
plete it. Thurlow Weed, at about 88
years of age, found life an great a de-
sirability as when he gnuffed out his
first politician, Alberf Barnes, so well
prepared for the next world at 70, sald
he would rather stay here. Bo it is all
the way down. 1 suppose that the Inst
time that Methuselah was out of doors
in a storm he was afrald of getting his
feet wet, lest It shorten his days, In-
deed, I some time ago preached a ger-
mon on the blessings of longevity, but
I now propose to preach to you about
the blessings of an abbreviated earth-
ly existence. If I were an Agnostie |
would say a man is blessed In propor-
tion to the number of years he can
stay on terra firma, because after that
he falls off the docks, and if he s ever
picked out of the depths it Is only to
be set up in some morgue of the uni-
verse to gee If anybody will elalm him,
If I thought God made man only to last
forty or fifty or a hundred years, and
then he was to go Into annihllation, 1
would say his ehlef business ought to
be to keep alive, and even In good
weather to be very cautious, and to
carry an umbrella and take overshoes,
and life preservers, and bronze armor,
and weapons of defense, lest he fall off
into nothingness and obliteration,

But, my friends, you are not Ag-
nosties. You believe In immortality
and the eternal regldence of the right-
eous In heaven, and, therefore, [ first
remark that an abbreviated earthly
existence I8 to be desired, and is a
blessing, because it makes one's life-
work very compact.

Some men go to buglness at seven
o'clock In the morning and return at
-seven In the evening, Others go at
elght o'clock and return at twelve.
Others go at ten and return at four.
I have friends who are ten hours a day
in business; others who are five hours;
others who are one hour, They all do
their work well; they do thelr entire
work and then they return. Which
position do you think the most desfr-
able? You say, other things being
equal, the man who Is the shortest
time detalned In business, and who
can return home the quickest, is the
mest blessed.

Now, my friends, why not carry that
good senge Into the subject of trans-
ference from this world? If a person
die in childhood, he gets through his
work at nine o'cleek In the morning,
If he die at forty-five years of age, he
gets through his work at twelve
o'clock, noon. If he die at sevently
years of age, he gets through his work
at five o'clock in the afternoon, If he
die at ninety, he has to toil all the way
on up to eleven o'clock at night. The
sooner we get through our work the
better. The harvest all in barrack or
barn, the farmer does not git down in
the stubble-fleld, but, shouldering h!s
scythe, and taking his pitcher from
under the tree, he makes a straight
line for the old homestead, All we
want to be anxious about Is to get our
work done, and well done; and the
quicker the better.

Again: There s a blessing In an ab-
breviated earthly exlstence In the fact
that moral disaster might come upon
the man if he tarried longer. Recent-
ly, n man who had been prominent in
ehurches, and who had been admired
for his generosity and kindness every-
where, for forgery was sent Lo state
prison ler 1T years. Twently years ago
there was no more probabllity of that
man's committing a commercial dis-
honesty than that you will commit
commercial dishonesty. The number
of men who fall Inte ruin between
fifty and seventy years of age Is sim-
ply appalling. If they had died thirty
yoars before, it would have been bet-
ter for them and better for thelv fam
| llles. The shorter the voysge, the less
chanee tor a eyclone,

There Is & wrong theory abroad, that
it une's youth be right., his old age
will ke right. You might as well say
there s nothing wanting for & ship's
safoly except o get It fully lnunched
on the Atlantie Ocean. | have same.
Umos asked those who wers schoal.
@ooon or college-mates of some greal
defanitor, “What kind of a by was
pe? "What kind of 8 yousg man
wis b and they have said, “Why,
he was & aplendid fellow, | had e
Wea be ounld sver go Inte sueh an
sulrage” The faet in, the greal tomp-
life et imes cumon

5

thing to live to be |
an octogenarian, If |
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for' a magazine on “The Smile of the
Sea,” but I never afterward could have
written that thing, for before we got
home, we got a terrible shaking up.
The first voyage of life may be very

smooth; the last may be a euroclydon. |

Many who start life in great prosper-
ity do not end it In prosperity.

The great pressure of
comes sometimes in this direction; at
about forty-five vears of age a man’s

| nervous system chagges, and gome one

tells him he must take stimulants to
keep himsell up, and he takes stimu-
lants to keep himself up, until the
stimulants keep him down; or a man
has been golng along for thirty or
forty years In unsuccessful business,
and here s an opening where by one
dishonorable action he can Iift himself
and lift his family from all financial
embarrassment, He attempts to leap
the chasm and he falls into it

Then it {s In after life that the great
temptation of suecess eomes, 1f a man
makes a fortune before thirty years of
age, he generally loses it before forty.
The solid and the permanent fortunes
for the most part do not come to their
climax until in midlife, or in old age.
The most of the bank presidents have
white halr, Many of those who fave
been largely successful have been flung
of arrogance or wordliness or dissi-
pation In old age. They may not have
lost thelr integrity, but they have be-
come so worldly and so selfish under
the influence of large success that It In
evident to everybody that thelr suc-
cess has been a temporal calamity and
an eternal damage. Concerning many
people, It may be sald It seems as If
it would have been better If they could
have embarked from this life at twen-
ty or thirty years of age.

Do you know the reason why the
vast majority of people die before
thirty? It I8 beeause they have not
the moral endurance for that whieh is
beyond the thirty, and a merciful God
will not allow them to be put to the
fearful strain,

Agaln: There l» a blessing In an
abbreviated earthly existence In the
fact that one is the sooner taken off
the defensive. As soon as one I8 old
enough to take care of himself he In
put on his guard. Bolls on the doors
to keep out the robbers. Fire-proof
gafes to keep off the flames, Life in-
gurance and fire Insurance agalnst ac-
eldent. Recelpts lest you have to pay
n debt (twice, Lifeboat  agalnst
shipwreck. Westinghouse air-brake
against rallroad eollision, and hun-
dreds of hands ready to overreasch
you and take all you have, Defence
against cold, defence against heat,
defence agalnst sickness, defence
pgalnst the world's abuse, defence all
the way down to the grave, and even
the tombstone sometimes 18 not a suf-
ficlent barricade,

If a soldier, who has been on guard,
ghivering and stung with the cold,
pacing up and down the parapet with
ghouldered musket, is glad when some
one comes to relieve guard and he can
go ingide the fortress, ought not that
man to shout for joy who can put
down his weapon of earthly defence
and go Into the king's eastle? Who |8
the more fortunate, the soldier who
has to stand guard twelve hours or
the man who has to stand guard six
hours? We have common sense about
everything but religlon, common sense
about everything but transference
from this world.

. & @

What foolg we all are to prefer the
eireumference to the center. What a
dreadful thing it would be If we should
be suddenly ushered from thls wintry
world into the May-time orchards of
heaven, and i our pauperism of sin
and sorrow should be suddenly broken
up by a presentation of an emperor'y
castle surrounded by parks with
gpringing fountains, and poths up and
down which angelg of God walk two
and two., We are like persons stand-
ing on the cold steps of the national
pieture gallery in Loncon, under um-
brella in the rain, afraid to go In amid
the Turners and the Titlans and the
Raphaels. 1 come to them and say,
“Why don’t you go inside the gal-
lery?" “Oh,” they say, “we don't
know whether we can get in." 1 say,
“Don’t you see the door Is open?”
"Yes,'" they say, “but we have been so
long on these cold steps, we are so at-
tached to them we don't like to leave."
“put,” 1 say, "It Is 20 much brighter
and mwore beautiful in the gallery, you
had better go In." “No,” they say,
“we know exactly how It I8 out here,
but we don't know exacily how it is in-
slde,”

So we stick to this world as though
we preferred cold drizzle (o warm habi.
tatlon, discord to eantata, sackeloth to
royal purple—as though we preferred
a plano with four or five of the keys
out of tune to an lastrument fully st-
tuned—as though earth and heaven had
exchunged apparel, and earth had tak-
en on bridel array and heaven had
gone Into deep mourning, all its wat-
era stagoant, all ita harps broken, all
challces cracked at the dry wells, all
the lawns sloping to the river
plowed with graves, with dead angels
under the furrow., Oh, | want o
breek up my own infatoation, and |
want to break up your Infutuation with
thin workd, 1 tell you, If we are ready,
and If aur work Is done, the seoner we
B0 ths better, and If there are bless.
s In lnagevity | want you te know
right well there are also blessings in
an abbreviatsd varthly existence.

It the spirit of this sermon s true
how consoled you wught o feel about
wembers of your family that went

carly, "Takea ftrom the evil to come,
"his book says.  What o fertusate
vape they had' How glad we aught (o

foul that they will never have o go
through e siruggles which we have
had o go through.  They bad  Just
fima snough o got ol of the oradie

temptation |

enough to let passengers go up and see
the barracks of Napoleon's captivity,
and then hoist sail for the port of thelr
own native land. They only took this
world in transitu It 1 hard for us,
but It is blessed for them.

Aund if the spirit of this sermon is
true, then we ought not to go around
sighing and groaning when another
year Is going;, when we ought to go
down on one knee by the milestone and
see the letters and thank God that we

are three hundred and sixty-0 miles
nearer home, We ought not
to go around with morbid feel-
Ings about our health or about

anticipated demise. Weo ought to be
living not according to that old maxim
which T used to hear in my boyhood,
that you must live as though every day
were the lnst; you must live as though
you were to live forever, for you will,
Do not be nervous lest you have to
move out of a shanty into an Alham-
bira,

One Christmas day | witnessed some-
thing very thrilling. We had just dis-
tributed the family presents Christmas
morning, when I heard a great ery of
dlstress in the hallway. A child from
o nelghbor's house eame In to say her
father was dead., It was only three
doors off, and 1 think lp two minutes
wo were there, There lay the old
Christian sea captain,his face upturned
toward the window, as though he had
suddenly seen the headlands, and with
an {lluminated countenance, as though
he were just going Into harbor, The
fact was he had already got through
the “Narrows,"” In the adjolning room
were the Christmas presents, walting
for his distribution. Long ago, one
night, when he had narrowly escaped
with his ship from belng run down by
a great ocean steamer, he had made his.
peace with God, and a kinder neighbor
or a better man than Captaln Pendle-
ton you would not find this slde of
heaven, Without a momenf’s warn-
ing, the pllot of the heavenly harbor
had met him Just off the lightship,

He had often talked to me of the
goodness of God, and especlally of n
time when he was about to enter New
York harbor with his ship from Liver-
pool, and he was suddenly lmpressed
that he ought to put back to sea. Un-
der the protest of the crew and under
thelr very threat he put back to sea,
fearing at the same time he was losing
his mind, for it did seem so unreason-
able that when they could get into
harbor that night they should put
back to sen. But they put back to
gea, and Captain Pendleton sald to his
mate, “You call me at ten o'clock at
night,” At twelve o'clock at night the,
captaln was arouged and sald, "What
does this mean? I thought 1 told yon
to call me at ten o'clock, and here jt
Is twelve,” “Why,"” sald the mate, "I
did eall you at ten o'clock, and you got
up, looked around, and told me to keep
right on the same course for two hours,
and then to eall you at twelve o'cloek”
Bald the captain, “Is It possible? [
have no remembrance of that,"”

At twelve o'clock the captain went
on deck, and through the rift of a cloud
the moonlight fell upon the sea and
ghowad him a shipwreck with one
hundred struggling passengers. He
helped them off. Had he been any
earller or later at that poini of the
gen he would have been of no service
to those drowning people. On board
the captain’s vessel they began to band
together as to what they should pay
for the rescue and what they should
pay for provisions. “Ah,"” says the cap-
tain, “my lads, you can't pay me any-
thing; all I bave on board Is yours, 1
feel too greatly honored of God In hav-
ing saved you to take any pay."” Just
like him. He never got any pay ex-
cept that of his own applauding con-
sclence,

Oh, that the old sea captain’s God
might be my God and yours! Amid
the stormy seas of this life may we
have always some one as tenderly to
take care of us as the captain took
care of the drowning crew and the pas-
sengers. And may we come into the
harbor with as little physical pain and
with as bright a hope as he had, and
If it should happen to be a Christmas
morning, when the presents are being
distributed, and we are celebrating the
birth of Him who came to save our
shipwrecked world, all the better, for
what grander, brighter Christmas pres-
ent could we have than heaven ?

Founder of Red Cross Soclery.

The name of the man who was the
actual cause of the foundation of the
Red Cross soclety, which bhas done so
much to mitigate the horrors of war, is
little known (o the present generation.
However, he Is still alive, and unfor-
tunately, it is sald, in  bad circum-
stanees, His name Is Dunant, and he
was born In Geneva in 1828, A man of
means, he appears to have devoted
large portion of his wealth to works of
charity in conucetion with his pative
city, The admirable labors of Flor-
ence Nightingale, which atiracted the
attention of all Kurope, mads 4 strong
impression on M. Dunant, which was
further Inereased by hisa own partiel
pation In the war of Napoleon 1
agalust the Austrians In 158 There
he witnessed wir ln all s horrors,
and It resulted in his publishing &
book on the subject which ai the tme
attracted much attention. In 1842 e
started on & pligrimage, ot his own ex-
eusl, 1o various countries, o stir up
men inlo inluenclog the various gov-
eriiments 8to & conlerence which
should have for s ebjec! the forma
ton of some weans fur (he mitigation
of the horvors of war. The result was
ihe historie evnlerencs in 1864 at Ue
weva, the vulvome of which was he
omventiun whioh bas made wmodera
warfaie comparatively humane

e —— —

The grealest man bave bt \we
words fer thelr  life  rule-Ued and
country.




