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CHAPTER XXIIL —(CoxTINUED.)
“You will oblige me by leaving the
thouse,” he sald, “if you eannot speak

eivilly. 1 have made this lady my wife.
She belongs now to me and my coun-
itry, and she accompanies me to Parls
tonight."”

“No, not tonlght,” said Marjorie
quickly. “You will not take me away
tonight, Leon!"”

“And why not tonlght, Marjorie?”

“Hecause I have promised Mr. SButh-
eriand to go back with him to Annan-
dale to see my—to see dear Miss Heth-
erington,
monsleur,”

“I regret it, but we do not get every-
thing we wish In this world, 1 must
leave for Parls without delay!”

Marjorie hesitated and looked econ-
fused. Then Sutherland spoke, uncon-
sciously uttering the thoughbts which
had heen in the girl's mind,

“You can go to Paris,” he sald, "if
y-u allow Marjorle to return with me,”

The Frenchman gave a smile whizh
was half a gneer,

“You are conglderation
sleur,” he sald.
jorle, he pdded:
say to that?”

“I—~I don't know," she stammered.,
“I am so sorry for Miss Hetherington,
It would be only for a few days, per-
haps, and—1I could follow you,”

Causeldlere smiled again, this time
less agrecably,

“Yon seem to be
Marjorie,” he sald, “to every one hut
myself. Truly, an admirable gpeech to
make to your husband in the first flush
of the honeymoon, I am too fond of
you, however, to lose you quite &9
soon.”

“Then you will not let me return?"

ftgelf, mon-
Then, turning to Mar-
“What does my wife

tender-hearted,

“Most assuredly [ shall not let you |

&0; what is Miss Hetherington to you
or to me? She is your mother, per-
haps. as you say; but in her case, what
does that sacred word ‘mother’ mean?
Merely this: A woman so  hardensd
that she could abandon her helpless off -
spring to the mercy of strangers; nnd
afterward, wien she saw her alone and
utterly friendless, had not tenderness
enough to come forward and say: ‘Mar-
jocie, you are not alone in the world;
come to me—your mother!""

“Ah, Leon, do not talk so!'" exclaim-
ed Marjorie; then, seeing Sutherland
about to speak, she went loward him
with outstretched hands,

“Do not speak,” she whiaspered, “for
my sake. Since my husband wishes it,
I must remain. Good-by.”

She held forth her hand, and he took
it ip both of his, and, answering her
prayer, he remained silent. He Had
sense enough to see that in the present
instance the Frenchman had the power
entirely In his own hands, and that he
intended to use it. He had noted the
sneers and cruel smiles which had flit-
ted over Caussidiere's face, and he saw
that further interference of his might
wesult in evil for the future of her he
Toved,

Ho, Instead of turning to the French-
man, he kept Marjorie’'s hand, and
said:

“Youw are sure, Marjorie,
wish to remain?”

“Yea,' sobbed Marjorie, “quite sure.
Give my love to my dear mother, and
say that very soon my hushand will
bring ine home again.”

He lifted her hand to his lips and
kissed 1t again and again; then, with-
out anuther word, he was about to
leave ti= room, when Caussidiere stop-
pea hip

“Monrdeur,” he said, “vou will also,
it you wlease, bear a leetle message to
our mu~a esteemed Miss Hetherington
from me. Tell her that, though in the
first daza of our married life she has
tried to separate my wife from me, |
bear her no i1l will; on the contrary, |
ghall be glad to hear of her prosperity,
Tell her, also, monsieur,” added the
Frenchman blandly, “that since Mar-
jorie Aunnan aud 1 are one, we share
the same good or evil fortune; that she
cannot now gratify her malignity by
persecuting Leon Caussldiere  without
persecuting her own child!™
CHAPTER XX1V.

’ N one of the nar-
row Parislan
streets In the near

that you

nelghbor hood of
{ the Belne, close 10
quays and old
bookstalls, fre-
quented by the
ltterateur out  al
elbows and the

bibllomaniae, there
Is an obscure caba-
yat or house of entertainment, bearing
the name of Mouche 4'Or, Besides the
panded salon, with ta marble
and 1ts buffer, presided aver by a ghldy
damsel of furty, there o & dining-
chamber up stalos, a0 low that a tall
man atanding upright van almaost touw'h
the colling with his hoad, and so badly
Wby & warrow window that a Naht of
SOIe s0rt 1 necessany even by broad
dur

In thia upper chamber, ane foggy af
ernecn in awivmae, three years afiog
the e urrense of the events described
In the last chapiar, & man was ssated
ahone and busily wriiing ot oae of 1
womivw labivae

The man was aboul frty pears of
sar. carpulest, with jetblack hair and
@aviache, bul sihsrwise clean shaven
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| now and then pausing to read, half
| aloud, the matter on the paper, ob-
| vlously his own composition. As he
did so, he smliled, well pleased, or
| frowned savagely. Presently he paus-
ed and stamped with his foot on the
floor.

In answer L his summons, a young
woman of about twenty, gaudily at-
tired, with a liberal display of cheap
Jewelry, came up the narrow stalrs,

“Ah, Adele!"” cried the man, “is the
Loy helow?"

The woman answered with a curlous
nod,

“Glve him these papers
with them to the printer.
any one below?”

“No one, Monsleur Fernand.”

“Death of my life, Caussiddere |s
late,” muttered the man, “Bring me
gome ‘absinthe and a packet of cigar-
eites.”

The woman disappeared

let him fly
Stay! Is

with the
most fmmediately, bearing the things
ordered. She had scarcely set them
down, when a foot was heard upon the
stalrs, and our old acquaintance, Cans-
sldiere, elegantly attired, with fault-
less gloves and boots, entered the
room.

“Here yon are!” erled the man, “You
come a little late, mon camarade, |1
ghould have liked you to heay the ar-
ticle | have just dispatebed to the Lon
Cltoyen.”

“It will keep till tomorrow, Huet,"”
returned the other, dryly, “when 1 ghall
behold it in all the glory of large type.”

Huet, a8 the man was samed, ripped
out a round oath,

“It 18 a firebrand, a bombshell, by
——!{" he cried. “The dagger-thrust of
Marat, with the eplgram of Vietor Hua-
go. 1 have signed it at full length,
mon camarade-—~'FFernand Huet, Work-
man, Friend of the People,” ™

Causgidiere laughed and sat down.

“No man can match you, my dear
Huet, In the great war of -words,”

“Just so, and In the war of swords,
too, when the time comes, Nature has
given me the goul of a port, the heart
of & lon, the strength of Hercules, the
tongue of Apollo. Behold me! When
heroes are wanted, I shall he there,”

The two men talked for some time
on general subjects; then Huet, after
regarding his companion with a pro-
longed stare, observed with a coarse
laugh:

“You are a swell as usnal, my Cana-
gidiere. Parbieu, it is easlly seen that
you earn not your living, like a good
patriot, by the gweat of your brow!
Who is the victim, mon ecamarade!
Who bleeds?"

“l do not waste what I have,” re-
turned Causgidiere, “and I love clean
linen, that s all,”

Huet snapped his fingers and laugh-
ed.
“Do you think I am a fool to swallow
that canard? No, my Caussidiere. You
have money, you have a little nesi-a2gg
at home. You have a wife, brave boy;
she is English, and she {s rich."”

“On the contrary, she Is very poor,”
answered Caussidiere, *“She has not a
sou.”

“Diable! "

“Nevertheless, T will not disguise
from you that she has wealthy connee-
tions, who sometimes sssist us in our
struggle for subsistence. But it Is not
much that comes to me from that quar-
ter, I assure you. My correspondence
and my translations are our chief re-
liance,”

“Then they pay you like a prinee,
mon camarade!"  eried Huet, *“But
there, that {8 your affair, not mine.
You are with us, at any rate, heart and
soul?"”

“Assuredly.”

Sinking thair volces, they continued
o converse for some time, At last
Caussidiere 108¢ to go. After a reugh
handshake from Huet, and a grutlly
murmured “A blentot,” he made his
way down the narrow stairs, and found
himself in the sanded entresol of the
cabarer,

Several men in blouses sat at the w-
ble drinking, wasted upon by Adele.

As Caussidiere crossed the room the
girl followed him to the door and
touched him on the shoulder,

“How Is madame?” she asked, In a
low voles, 1 trust much better.”

Caussidiere gazed at the guestioner
with no very amiable expresalon,

"Do you say Madame Caussidiere?
How do you know that there is such a
person ™

The girl shrugged her shoulders.

“Your wife or your mistress, it s all
the seme. You know whom | mean,
monsleur.”

“#he Is better, then. "

‘And the lttle gareon™

“Quite well” answered Caussldiere
passing out into the sireet

leaving Mouche &'Or behind him
and passing along the banks of the
Selne, Caussldiore cpuased the rives
and reached the noighborhosd of the
Palnls Royel. From time 10 time he
ll|'-h
sotpe  passcr by, gearrally a
e more shabbily atiired than him
anifl
pure hased one of Lwo Jodrnals from *he
Winerant endwin atd (hen pacend slow
W on W he reached & marrow back
strend, hefure one of the dours of »hich
e paissed and rang & bell.  The dour
balng opansd by & man In bie shin
slegss, whe grestsd R with & "bon

sele,” be pasand up & dingy Bight o

parcel of manuseript, and returned al- ’

| now passed and she has not replied to

{ bling hands,

en suite, a small salon, a badchamber,
and a smaller bedchamber adjoining.

In the salon
dily but shabblly furnished in red
velvet, with mirrors on the walls, a
young woman was seated sewing, and
playing near to her was a child about
a year and a half old. Both mother
and child were very pale and delicate, |
but both had the same soft features,
gentle blue eyes and golden hair.

The woman was Marjorie Annan—
Marjorie with all the lightness and

had grown sad and very pale. As |
Caussidiere entered, she looked
eagerly and greeted him by his Chris-
tian name. The child paused timidly
in his play,

“You are late, Leon,” gald Marjo-
rie, in French, *“I have walted in all
day, expecting you to return,”

“I was busy and couldn't come,”
was the reply. ‘“Any letters?”

“No, Leon"

Caussldiere uttered an angry excla-
mation, and threw himself into an
armchalr.

“The old
care,” he cried,

woman had better take
“Nearly a week has
my note—that Is, to yours., And we

Marjorle sighed, and her eyes filled
with tears.

“Why are vou erying?' demanded
her husband, sharply. “Because you
have an unnatural mother, who would
rather see you starve than ghare her
weaith with you, or with the child?”

“No, no, It is not that,” answered
Marjorfe. “Miss Hetherington has
been very good, She has given us a
great deal already; but we require so
much, and 1 am sure she 15 not o rich
as you suppose.”

“She Is a miger, T tell you,” returned
Caussidiere, “What she has sent you
Is not sufficient for an ordinary semp-
stress’ wage. She had  better take
care! If she offends me, look you, |
could bring her to shame before all the
workd,”

At this moment there was a knock
at the room deor, and the man who
had admitted Caussgidiere entered with
a letter,

“A letter for madame,” he said.

Marjorle took the letter, and, while
{he man retired, opened it with trem-
Her husband watched
her gloomily, but hig eye glistened as
he saw her draw forth a bank order.

“Well?" he sald,

“[t ig from Miss Hetherington—-from
my—mother! Oh, is she not good!
Look, Leon! An order upon the bank
for thirty pounds.”

“Let me look at it,” sald Cauossidiore,
riging and taking it from his wife's

hand. “Thirty pounds! It is not
much. Well, what does the old wom-
an say?”

“]—[ have not read the letter."”

“Let me read it,” he said, taking it
from her and suiting the actlon to the
words,

It was a longish communicafion.
Caugsidiere read it slowly, and his face
darkened, especially when he came to
the following words:

“If you are unhappy, come back to
me. Remember your home is alway?
here. Oh, Marjorie! my balrn! nev-
er forget that! It is a mother's heart
that yearns and waits for you! Come
back, Marjorie, before it is broken al-
together."”

Caussidiere tossed the letter on the
table.

“So you have been telling her that
yon are unhappy,” he sald with a
sneer, “In the future I must see all
your letters, even to the postscripts.
Ané she begs you to go back to Scot-
lard! Well, who knows?—It may
coe to that yet!"

ITO BE COSTINUED. )

SALADS AS A DIET.

Hor® Wholesome Food and Should He
Buten Every Day.

“7he beauty and wholesomeness of
the salad should ecommend it to every
American hougekeeper,” writes Mrs, 8.
1. Forer in the Ladles’ Home Journal.
“I o not refer to those highly sez-
aonefl combinations of hard-boiled eggs
and mustard, but to dainty dinner or
Incheon salads made with a dressing
of olive oll, a few drops of lemon julce
and a light seasoning of salt, garlic and
pepper.

“The salts necessary for the well be-
ing of cur blood are bountifully given
in these green vegetables, Then, too,
It is a pleasant way of taking fatty
foo. All machinery must be well
olled to prevent friction, aud the won-
derful human engine I8 not an excep-
tiop to the rule. Look carefully to it
that you take sufficlent fatty food,

“The Americans do not use enough
oll to keep them In perfect health,
While butter is served in some familiea
three times & day, and s better than
no fat, Its compoesition (s rather agalnst
it as compared to a sweot vegelable oll.

want money infernally, as you know.” |

wooden stairs till he gained the second | " --101— -_‘ 5 .
floor, which consisted of three rooms |T;leAGh h Sh R ,\l Oa\o

which was gau- !

| and his widow s taking charge of the
nappiness gone out of her face, which I

up |

Fats well digeated are the salvation of
consumptives, or those suffering from
any form of wtaberculosis. For these
reasons a simple salad composed of any
green vegetable and a Freach dressing

shoulid be seen on every well-regulated

Peison |
| a small eup of colfee

Lingering among the amhbes, he |

table 385 times & yeur. Those who live |
ot of town can obiain from the felds
sorrel. long doecks, dandelions and |
lamb's quarters for the vos! of pleking.
Where desssria are not uwasd, and |
winh for health's sake, they might bs
abolished, & salad with a bit of cheoss
anid bread or waler or eracker, with |
may gloss the
meal., Where & douscrt s and the
sa'nid chewse and waler are sorved ust |
belore . o prich up (he appetite thal
W wmay enjoy mare Pa'ly the sweel Al
& large dinker the Is wanglly
serovd with the game « '

pyla |
Wraw

Courting dote on & tanden suzht 1) 1
reaull in & double salely watel

“"HOUSEHOLD CARES,”
SUNDAY'S SUBJECT.

LAST

“Lord, Dost Thoa Not Care That
sister Has Left Me to Serve
Luke; Chapter X., Verse 40,

My

Alone ™

Yonder is a beautiful village home-
etead, The man of the houge I3 dead,

premises, This is the widow, Martha
of Yethany., Yes, I will show you also
the pet of the household, This Is
Mary, the younger sister, with a book
under her arm, and her face having no
appearance of anxlety or care, Com-
pany has come, Christ stands outside
the door, and, of course, there s a
good deal of excitement inside the
dcor,  The disarranged furniture s
hastily put aside, and the hair is
brushed back, snd the dresses are ad-
Justed as well as, in so short a time,
Mary and Martha c¢sn attend to these
matters.  They did not keep Christ
slanding at the door until they were
vewly apparelled, or until they had
claborately arranged thelr tresses, then
coming out with thelr affected sur-
prise as though they had not heard the
tWo or three previous knockings, say-
ing: "Why, s that you?" No. They |
were ladies, and were always presenta-
ble, although they may not have al-
ways hiad on their best, for none of us
always has on our best; if we did, our
aest would not be worth having on.
They throw open the door, and greet
Christ.  They say: “Good-morning,
Magter; come In and be seated.” Christ
did not come alone; He had a group of
friends with him, and such an influx
cf clty vigitors would throw any coun-
'ry homeMnto perturbation. 1 suppose
aleo the walk from the city had been
a4 good appetizer. The kitchen depart-
ment that day was a very important
department, and 1 suppose that Mar-
tha had no sooner greeted the guests
than she fled to that room, Mary had
Lo worrlment about household affalrs.
She had full confidence that Martha
could get up the best dinner in Beth-
any. She geems to say: “Now let us
bave a division of labor, Martha, you
cock, and I'll sit down and be good.”
8o you have often seen a great dif-
ference between two slsters.

There s Martha, hard-werking,
painstaking, a govd manager, ever in-
ventive of gome gew pastry, or discov-
cring semething In the art of cookery
and housekeeping. There is Mary, al-
£0 fond of conversation, lterary, so
engaged In deep questions of ethics
she has no time to attend to the ques-
tions of household weifare. It is noon.
Mary is In the parlor with Christ.
Martha Is in the kitchen. It would
have been better if they had divided
the work, and then they could have
divided the opportunity of listening to
Jesus; but Mary monopolizes Christ,
while Martha swelters at the fire. It
was a very Important thing that they
should have a good dinner that day.
Christ was hungry, and he did not
often have a Juxurious entertajinment.
Alag me! if the duty had devolved upon
Mary, what a repast that would have
been! But something went wrong in
the kitchen. Perhaps the fire would
not burn, or the bread would not bake,
or Martha scalded her hand, or some-
thing was burned black that ought to
have been made brown; and Martha
lost her patience, and forgetting the
proprieties of the occasion, with be-
sweated brow, ' and perliaps with
pitcher In one hand and tongs In the
other, she rushes out of the kitchen in-
to the presence of Christ, saying:
“Lord, dost Thou not care that my sis-
ter hath left me to serve alone?’
Christ scolded not a word. If it were
zcolding, | shoufl rather have his
gcolding than anybody else’s blessing.
There was nothing acerb. He knew
Martha had almost worked herself to
death to get him something to eat, and
50 he throws a world of tenderness in-
to his Intonation as he seems to say:
“My dear woman, do not worry; let the
dinner go; s8it down on this ottoman
beside Mary, your younger elster.
Martha, Martha, thou art careful and
tioubled about many things, but one
thing 15 needful.” As Muartha throws
open that Kitchen door I look in and
see a great many household perplexi-
ties and anxleties,

First, there Is the trial of non-ap-
preciation. That Is what made Martha
g0 mad with Mary, The younger sister
had no estimate of her older sister's
fatigues. As now, men bothered with
the anxletles of the store, and office,
and shop, or coming from the StockEx-
change, say when they get home: “Oh,
yeu ought to be In our factory a little
while; you ought to have to manage
elght, or ten, or twenty subordinates,
and then you would know what trouble
and anxiety are!” Obh, sir, the wife
and the mother has to conduct at the
same time a university, a clothing es-
tablishment, a restaurant, a laundry,
a lbrary, while she s health oficer,
police, and president of her realm! She

must do a thousand things, and do
them well, In order Lo keep things
golng smoothly; and so her braln and |
her nerves are taxed to the utmost.
1 know there are housckeepers whao |
are so fortunate that they can sl in an
arm-ehale lu thte Hbrary, o lie on the |
belated pillow, and throw off all the
care wpan subordinates who, havieg |
large wages and great experience, can
attend to all the affalrs of the house-
hold. Those are the exceptions. | am
speaking now of the greal mass  of |
househeepars - the wamen o whom |
e s & slrugnle, and wha, &t thiny
yoars of age, look as though they were

farty, amd ot furty ook as  Lhough
| they werwm BBy, v e NIy loak aa
ihough they were slniy, The hallen

at Uhalons, and Austeriiteg and Usis
tyshurg, and Waterioo are & smald
Bumber compared with the slain in the
i.ro.n Armageddon of e klitchea. You

go out to the cemetery and you will

| see that the tombstones a!l read beau-

tifully poetic; buot i those tombstones
would speak the truth,
them would say: “Here lles a woman
killed by too much mending, and sew-

ing, and baking, and scrubbing, :mll|

scouring; the weapon with which she
wis slaln was a broom, or a sewing
machine, or a ladle.” You think, O
man of the world! that you have all the
cares and anxieties, If the cares and
anxieties of the household should come
upon you for one week, vou would be
fit for the insane asylum. The half-
rested housekeeper arises in the morn-
Ing. he must have the morning repast
prepared at an irrevocable hour. What
if the fire will not light; what if the
marketing did not come; what if the
clock has stopped—no matter, she must
have the morning repast at an irrevoe-
able hour. Then the children must be
got off to school. What If thelr gar-
ments are torn; what if they do not
know their lessons; what if they have
lost a hat or gash—they must be ready.
Then yon have all the diet of the day,
and perhaps of several days, to plan;
but what if the butcher has sent meat
unmasticable, or the grocer has sent
articles of food adulterated, and what
If some pilece of silver be gone, or some
favorite challes be eracked, or the roof
leak, or the plumbing fall, or any one
of a thousand things occur—you must
be ready. pring weather comes, and
there must Le a revolution In the fam-
be ready., Spring weather comes, and
you must shut out the northern blast;
but what if the moth has preceded you
to the chest; what if, during the year,
the children have outgrown the apparel
of last year; what {f the fashions have
changed. Your house must be an
apotheeary’'s shop; it must be a dis-
pensary; there must be medicines for
all sorts of ailments—something to
loogen the croup, something to cool the
burn, something to poultice the inflam-
matlon, gomething to silence the jump-
ing tooth, something to soothe the ear-
ache. You must be in nalf a dozen
places at the same time, or you must
attempt to be, 1If, under all this wear
and tear of life, Martha makes an im-
patient rush upon the library or draw-
ing-room, be patient, be lenlenf! Oh,
woman, though I may fail to stir up an
iappreciation in the souls of others in
regard to your household toile, let me
agsure you, from the kindliness with
which Jesus Christ met Martha, that
he appreciates all your work from gar-
ret to cellar; and that the God of De-
borah, and Hannah, and Abigail; and
Grandmother Loils, and Elizabeth Fry,
and Hannah More is the God of the
housekeeper!  Jesus was never mar-
rled, that he might be the especial
friend and confidant of a whole world
of troubled womanhood., 1 blunder;
Christ was married. The Bible says
that the Church is the Lamb's wife,
and that makes me know that all
Christian women have a right to go
to Christ and tell him of their annoy-
ances and troubles, since by his oath
of conjugal fidelity he is sworn to sym-
pathize. George Herbert, the Christian
poet, wrote two or three verses on this
subject:

“The gervant by this clause
Makes drudgery divine:

Who sweeps a room, as for Thy laws,
Makes this the action fine."

A young woman of brilllant educa-
tion and prosperous circumstances was
called down-stairs to help imn the kiteh-
en in the absence of the servants. The
door-bell ringing, she went to open it
and found a gentleman friend, whb
said as he came in: “I thought I heard
music; was it on this piano or on this
harp?” She answered: “No; I was
playing on a grid-iron, with frying-pan
accompaniment. The servanfs are
gone, and 1 am learning how to do
this work.” Well done! When will
women in all cireles find out that jt is
honorable to do anything that ought
to be done?

ow great are the responsibilities of
housekeepers! Sowmetimes an indiges-
tible article of food, by its effect upon
a king, has overthrown an empire. A
distinguished statistician eays of one
thousand unmarried men there are
thirty-eight ecriminals, and of -ne
thousand married men only eighteen
are criminals, What a suggestion of
home influences! Let the most bLe
made of them. Housekeepers by the
food they provide, by the couches they
gpread, by the books they Introduce, by
the Influences they bring around thelr
home, are declding the physieal, intal-
lectual, moral, eternal destiny of the
race. You say your life Is one of sac-
rifice. 1 know it. But, my sisters, tha!
Is the only life worth living, That was
Florence Nightingale's life, that was
Payson's life; that was Christ's life,
Wao admire it In others; but how very
hard it is for us to exercise It our-
selves! When in Brooklyn, young Dr,
Hutchinson, having spent & whaols
night in a diphtheritie room for the re-
Hetf of a patient, became saturated with
the polson and died, we all felt as Ui
we would like 1o put garlands on his
grave. everybody appreciates thar,
When, In the burning hotel at st
Louls, & young man on the Afth story
broke apen the door of the room whaere
his mother was slevping, and plungsd
in amid smoke and fire, erying, “Moth

| or, where are you' and never catme

out, our hearta applauded that youns
man it how few of us have the
Christlike spirit - a willingness 10 su?!
fer for vibers! A rough teacher In &
schoul called upon & peor, half sturved
lad who had offendesd) sgainst the laws
of the sehou! and sabd “Take off your
coat, direutly, sir”  The Sy refusnl
o talie I8 o, whersupon (he leacher
sald again, “Take off your ceat, sir
s he vwung the whip through the air.
The bay refused. 1t was a0l beoaiss
Do was afraid of the lash  he was wanl
1 thal &t home - bul it waa from
shame be bad wo undergarment, and

thousands of |

as at the third command he pull:
slowly off his coat, there went a sob
through the school. They saw then
why he did not want to remove his
coat, and they saw the shoulder bladss
| had almost cut through the skin, and
a stout, healthy boy rose up and went
| to the teacher of the school and said:
| *Oh, slr, please don’t hurt this poor
fellow; whip me; hee, he's noth-
ing but a peor chap: don't hurt him,
he's poor; whip me” “Well,” zaid
the teacher, “it's going to he a severa
whipping; I am willing to take you a3
a substitute.” “Well,” sald the boy,
“I don't care; you whip me, if you will
let this poor fellow go.” The stout,
healthy boy took the scourging with-
out an outery., “Bravo!' says every
man—"Bravo!" How many of us ara
willing to take the scourging, and the
suffering, and the toil, and the anxiely
for the people! Beautiful things
to admire, but how little we have of
that spirit! God give us that self-
denying spirit, so that whether we
are In humble spheres or in conspien-
ous spheres we may perform our whole
duty—for this struggle will soon bLe
aver,

One of the most affecting reminis-
cences of my mother I8 my remem-
brance of her as a Christian house-
keeper. She worked very hard, and
when we would come in from summer
play, and sit down at the table at noon,
I remember how she used to come in
with beads of perspiration along tha
line of gray halr, and how sometimes
she would sit down at the table and
put her head against her wrinkled
hand and say, “Well, the fact is, I'm
too tired to eat.,” Long after she might
have delegated this duty to others,
she would not be satisfied unless she
attended to the matter herself. In fact
we all preferred to have her do so,
for somehow things tasted better when
she prepared them. Some time ago,
in an express train, T shot past that old
homestead. T looked out of the wia-
dow, and tried to peer through the
darkness, While 1 was dolng s0, one
of my old schoolmates, whom I had
not geen for many years, tapped me
on the shoulder, and sald, "De Witt,
I see you are looking out at the scenes
of your hoyhood.” *“Oh, yes,” 1 re-
plied, “I was looking out at the old
place where my mother lived and died.”
That night, in the cars, the whole
scene came back to me. There was
the country home, There was the noon-
day table. There were the children on
either side of the table, most of them
gone never to come back. At one end
of the table, my father, with a smile
that never left his countenance even
when he lay in his coffin. It was an
eighty-four years’ emile—not the smile
of inanition, but of Christian courage
and of Christian hope. At the other
end of the table was a beantiful, be-
nignant, hard-working, aged Christian
housekeeper, my mother. She was very
tired. I am glad she has so good a
place to rest in., “Blessed are the
dead who die in the Lord; they rest
from thelr labors, and their works do
follow them.”

Napoleon's Lost T

The recent find of an old military
knapsack filled with French gold
pieces coined about the beginning of
the century near Vilno, Russia, recalls
the dreadful fate of Napoleon's grand
army and its disastrous Russian cam-
palgn in 1812. After the destructlon
of Moscow the bold conqueror was
compelled to seek safety, but his return
to the frontier was not the retreat of
an orderly army; it was flight with all
its horrors. Napoleon himself hurried
back in advance of his army, in order
to steady the throne, which had be-
come shaky by events in Paris and
elsewhere. The shipping of the war
treasure, which at that time still con-
tained 12,000,000 francs, and which was
transferred in barrels in carriages
drawn by picked horses, was intrusted
to Marshal Ney. Napoleon never saw
the treasure again, and where it has
remained was kept a profound secret
for a long time. Under strong cover
the transportation of the treasure was
started for the frontler, but not far
from Vilno the wagons stuck in a defile
and it seemed impossible to get them
out again. Rather than see the treas-
ure in the hands of the Russians, Fleld
Marshal Ney gave orders to break open
the barrels and distribute the money
to the returning soldiers as they passed
by, and thus it was done, Many of the
soldiers threw away all their belong-
ings in order to fill up their knapsacks
with gold, but only a few of those who
carried the heavy wealth were able to
drug the burden to the frontier, and
the very gold which was intended for
their benefit was the cause of thelr
perishing.

Queer Name for a Town.

The Warmest Place on Earth Is ac-
tually a town, and wot merely a local-
fty. It les in San Diego county's des-
ert side, about twenty-five miles due
weat ut‘ Yuma, and the name of Its
postoffice is Mammoth Tank, This in-
formation has been dug up through the
posting of a newspaper at San Fran-
clsco addressed to “Hank Yohnsea,
Warmest Place on Barth” It was
sent in turn (o Bacramento, Fresno and
Bakersfield, Then the marking con-
tinues: “Try Yuma™
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