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CHAPTER XVIIIL.—(Continued.)

“I made cautious Inquiries, and
found to my surprise that my miser-
able identity was quite lost, I had
given no hint, uttered no name during
my stay there, that would lead to dis-
covery, 1 learned that the clothes I
wore when taken up by the police
were mere rags of the coarsest, most
loathsome kind, and a bit of soiled pa-
per bearing the name ‘Elizabeth

Thompson' found In the pocket of the

dress served as my certMicate of bap-
tism, and so Elizabeth Thompson I re-
malned to all who met me during
those seven years. When and how my
clothes were changed and stolen, as
they undoubtedly were, 1 don't remem-
ber, After three years I was dis-
charged as cured, and, as I had shown
gome capability for nursing during an
epldemic that visited the asylum, a
kind nun who had charge of the Cath-
olfe ward offered to get me a place as
attendant In a hospital, where I re-
mained some time."

“And you never thought of me—
never longed to see me, to know how
I_DI

She laughed bitterly, as she waved
the "eager Interruption aside, with a
gesture of pain.

“Never thought of you! Ah, you
will never know how you filled my life,
can never understand what 1 felt—and
suffered! 1 knew you must belleve me
dead, and I knew the best thing for
your happiness, your peace of mind,
was to let you remain in that bellef.
I struggled to keep away from
you, to learn nothing about you;
but, when nursing a patient whom I
casually heard had lately been in do-
mestle seryice in the nelghborhood of
Colworth, I could not resist the temp-
tation of questioning her. From her
I learned, Paul, that Mr. Dennys of
Colworth was married to a Miss Stop-
ford, with whom he had inherited a
large fortune, that he was very happy
and progperous and the father of three
beautiful children.

“Thig news allayed all my doubts,
drove every lingering spark of hope
and happiness from my future, I
begged the reverend mother who had
procured me the place in the hospital
to accept me as a novice; but she hesi-
tated for some time, knowing of the
taint in my blood. However, after a
couple of years, eecing no sign of a
relapse, and getting a very favorable
opinion of my casge from the asylum
doctors, I was recelved into the con-
vent, and on application allowed to
join the mission going to New Zea-
land,

“We were to have salled next week,
and as the time drew near a terrible
restlessness came over me, a longing
s0 Intenee to breathe the ailr you
breathed once more, that I felt 1
could never be a useful and contented
gervant of Heaven unless my longing
were gratified. I appealed to the rev-
erend mother, and she with her usual
goodness gave her consent, I arrived
at dusk that—that blessed night, in-
tending only to say a prayer for you
and yours at the cross preserving my
memory, and then steal away as I had
come,

“At the station I saw vour brother
acclidentally, believing him to be you
—his features are wonderfully like
what yours once were. I found to my
utter bewlilderment, and I think relief,
that my love was dead—completely
dead, that Edith's husband was noth-
ing to me.

“l wandered out, pondering the
meaning of this discovery, and saw
you stretched across my grave. At
the first sound of your volce, at the
first glance Into your worn altered
face—ah, beloved, I knew that I was
not free, and could never be, no mat-
ter what gulf divided us. I trled to
save you as I thought—to leave you;
but—but—"'

CHAPTER XIX.

She stopped a little hysterically; and
he laid his hand on her lips. Presently
she lifted it away, and sald with eager
wistfulness—

“But you loved her, Paul, sister-in-
law or not; you never ean explain that
away, No po; do not try! You want-
ed to mearry her before you met me.
I am sure of It. You loved her—you
wanted to marry her once,” she re-
peated monotonously,

“Yes, yes, | wanted to marry her
once, Listen, listen to me Helen! |
was & mere boy, home from an out-
skirt station In Indla, where | never
saw & woman's face, | was lonely and
sad; she was kind and beautiful, and
did everything in her power to fascl-
nate and enslave me. How ecould 1
help falling In the trap? 1 left her In
a state of melodramatie despalr, which
I now kunow was only ekin deep,
though | belleved at the time she had
dealt ma a lfe-wound,

“1 met you; we were married and
spent alx months together abroad, Ah,
Helen, | did not ynderstand uatil long
afterwards how happy those six
monthsa were, how thoroughly

had made you part of my |ife. the

very essence of my content and hap- |

pinsss, For | was bappy: but blled,
conoeijed dolt that | was, | stiributed
my contented state of \ 1ng Lo my own
selfishness and genervaity ln marrying
you, and sccepled as my due your de-
viltlon to me. Well, well, | was pun-
lahed, oruelly punished for It all |
ved W llngar over every day, every

‘MY POOR WIFE.

they |

'
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hour of those six months with a yearn-
Ing passion, a slckening remorse that
left those lines you see on my face,
and streaking my halir with gray be-
fore I had reached the prime of life,

“When we returned she came across
my path agaln, and necessity compell-
ed her to conflde a gecret to me, When
I learned by It how shamefully she
had been treated, I bellaved I had mis-
Judged her cruelly, and was only eager
to offer reparation In my power, 1
felt that no sacrifice or exertion 1
could make would atone for the irre-
parable wrong done her by one of my
name, and-—"

“Your brother Arthur, you mean;
he had—"
“He had forced her-—an Ignorant

thoughtless gir] of sixteen-—to marry
him secretly when she was staying
with an Invalid aunt in London.”

“0Of sixteen!” she exclaimed eager-
ly. “You mean that she—she was
your brother's wife before I left you—
all—all that time she was with us,
your brother's wife?"”

“Yes, yos, At first the excitement
and adventure had pleased her, but
later on, when she came to know Ar-
thur'e true character and mode of hls
life—how he had squandered his for-
tune, wag shunned by honest men and
respectable women—when her uncle,
who had heard some rumor of a child-
ish attachment between the palr, in-
formed her that, {f she exchanged an-
other word with Arthur, he would not
only alter his will and leave her pen-
niless, but would expel her from his
home, her complacency changed to a
state of misery and almost unbearable
suspense, which by degrees taught her
to hate the cause of her gelflsh ter-
ror, and made his existence a posi-
tive nightmare to her,

“At last, after a stormy interview
Arthur coneented to emigrate to Aus-
tralia, pledging his word to remain
there until the General should die, and
Edith's inheritance be quite safe,

“He salled, but after a time tiring
of Colonial life, broke his solemn
promlise, and a month after our arriv-
al at Colworth he turned up at South-
ampton, and Edith in her terror of
discovery conflded her secret to me,
fmplored me to help her and induce
my brother to return to Australia at
once,

“I promised to help her by every
means in my power, wrote at once to
my brother, begging him to leave: but
he refused point blank until he had
had at least one Interview with his
wife, whom, with all his faults, I be-
lieve he truly loved, as his conduct
within the last seven years has amply
proved. Beeing he was not to be shak-
en, we arranged that the meeting
should take place at Colworth, where
there would be less chance of detec-
tion. It was in vain, I begged Kdith
to let you share the secret; she was
inflexible on that point. Her motive
for that reserve at the time I thought
trivial and unreasonable; but I have
since fathomed the terrible overween-
ing vanity and heartlessness of the
woman, and can now understand it
perfectly. She was jealous of you, my
darling; that I ghould have so quick-
ly recovered from her wanton attack
was a stab her vanity resented bit-
terly; she saw more clearly than [
could see myself—dull fool!—how
thoroughly happy I was, how dear you
were to me; and so sche set about,
with a thousand nameless, almost in-
tangible wiles and artifices, to wreck
the happiness of a man who was shel-
tering and protecting her, fighting to
preserve her fortune and honor. With
broken, half-stifled hints and Inun-
does, she gave me to understand that
I would have been her cholee had 1|
spoken long ago, before my brother—
tried by every means in power to wean
me from your influence, to force on
me the fact that I had made a tremen-
dous eacrifice in marrying yvou, that
my chivalrous and tender bearing to-
wards vou awoke In her feellngs that
made her own wretched fate almost
unbearable, and at the same time, I
presume, from what I've heard, that
you, my poor darling, did not escape
hepr—"

“Paul, that time when you left me
alone with her, when you went to Lon-
don—""

“To meet her husband—yes?"

“She told me-—-not at once,
know, but by degrees—it—It
three days, Paul—that you-—you
loved her passlonately for years,
you had proposed to her a few
before you met me, that, even

you
took
had
that
days
after
[ her first refusal, you had followed hor
[nl.mut London, trying to make her
|
|

change her mind, and that, falling
that, you— you had rushed back to lre-
land In wrath and despalr, and-—and
married me ”
| “She told you that -the jade ™
| “Not baldly, as | tell you now, hut
| with lttle hints and jokes, half laugh-
ing sighs that were almost worse
“My poor brother! Well, my darl
| ing, the end came. You followed us
that uight, and saw the meeling be
tween husband and wife ™
"Paul, Paul'! You mean it was not
you | saw holding her ln your armas,
imploring her to fy ™
[ “No It was Arthur, We were more
alike then than now, love, and | had
et him my big gray uister, for he
complalned of the ¢old, The ~the mis.

take wan natural; but, obh, how awiul i
In s sonseguences lo Jou and nael” | s0a you are going \he way of the world,

‘was, he engraved some verses of his

“Go on—oh, go on!" she ecried
breathlessly.

“When convinced of your ‘errible
death, braln fever set in, and for some
months I was unconsclous of my lusa.
I recovered, rose from my sick hod
wretched in heart and body, the love,
hope, happiness of my life burled In
your grave., 1 loft Europe—traveled
gimlessly in Asla and America for six
years. In the meantime the old Gen-
eral had died suddenly a few wrnks
after your dlsappearance, leaving his
niece sixty thousand pounds In bard
cash, but the Hall and surrounding
property to a male relative,

“Edith married Arthur publicly al-
most at once, and they settled down at
Colworth, renting the place from me.
A few months ago my brother, who I8
now a most exemplary member of vo-
clety, wrote asking me if I would sell
my interest In It, and let them ontall
it on their eldest son, as it was my
avowed Intentlon not to marry again.
I could not make up my mind, and
came home to settle the business,

“A few days ago at the Langham 1
met my brother and hig wife for the
first time since thelr second marrlage,
and he persuaded me to try to visit
the old place agaln. [ came down
with them, and walked across the
flelds to the cross which bore your
name, When I saw the familiar
gpot, the house among the trees, the
eruel mill, heard the mournful rustle
of the leaves and the ripple of the
water, all the old paln broke out as
flercely as on the day I lost you, 1
threw myself upon your grave, call-
ing out your name, Your volce an-
swered me, I looked up, and saw
you, Helen, standing in the moonlight
before me."”

Two months after her installation at
Colworth, Mrs., Arthur Dennys, her
lord and master, nursery, horses, ear-
rlages, lackeys, and malds were
storming the sleepy country station
again, enroute for a Sydenham villa
residence, where she still bemoans the
i1l luek of her eldest born, who will
never now Inherit Colworth,

(THE END)

A GREAT FRENCH ETCHER,

Would Have Been & Fine FPalnter but
for Color Blludness.

Charles Meryon—born in 1821—was
brought up to the navy, going first in
1837 to the naval school at Brest, says
Pall Mall Gazette, As a youth, he
sailed round the world, He touched
at Athens; touched at tik then savage
constg of New Zealand; made sketches,
a few of which, in days when most of
his greater work was done, he used
as material for some of his etchings,
Art even then occupled him, and deep-
17 interested as he soon got to be in
it, he seems to have had a notlon that
it was less dignified than the profes-
sion of the navy, and after awhile he
chose deliberately the less dignified—
becauge it was the less dignified, He
would have us believe 8o, at any rate;
he wished his father to belleve so. And
in 1846, having served creditably and
become a lleutenant, he resigned his
commission, A palnter he could not
be. The gods, who had given him,
even in his youth, a poetic vision and
a firmness of hand, had denjed him the
true sight of color; and I remember
seeing hanging up in the salon of M.
Burty, who knew him, a large, impres-
sive pastel of a ship cleaving her way
through wide, deep waters, and the
sea was red and the sunset sky was
green, for Meryon was color blind, He
would have to be an engraver. He
entered the workroom of one M, Blery,
to whom in after times, as his wont

writing—appreciative verses, sincere
and unfinished—"a tol, Blery, mon
maitre.”” The etchings of Zeeman,the

Dutchman, gave him the desire to etch,
He copled with freedom and Interest
several of Zeeman’'s neat little plates,
and addressed him with pralses, on
another little copper, 11ke the one to
Blery—'a Zeceman, polntre des mate
lots.”

AFRAID OF THE GLASS EYE.

Japanese Coolles Would Not Berve the
Ownor of It

A year or two ago an artist from
San Franeisco who wore a glass eye
came to Yokohama and established
himself in a little bungalow on the out-
skirts of the city, says the Yorkville
Yeoman, The weather was extremely
warm, and before the stranger had be-
come seitled he was besleged by a
number of coolies who wanted to get
the job of fanning him at night. The
artists looked over the applicants and
finally selected an old man who
brought excellent recommendations
from his last employer, When It was
time to retire the artist took out hls
glass eye, lald It on the stand at his
bedside and went to bed., The old man
pleked up his fan and the San Fran-
elsco man was soon asleep, Ho slept
peacefully for an hour or two, when
he was awakened by a chorus of buas-
Ing insects about his head. He looked
about him and found that the man
whom he had hired to fan him was
gone. ‘The next morning when he went
in search of another coolle he was |
amazed to discover that no one would |
work for him. He was looked upon s |
a wizard and worker of niracles with |
whom It was unsafe to be alene, mi
old man had gone amonyg his frisnds
and told how the Californian had taken
out his eye al night and lald It on a
stand in order that he might wateh his |
sarvant st night and see that he hept
his fan In motion, The ald coolle's
story erealed such escitlement that the
San Vranclsco man was never able to
get another Japanese (o fan bhim after
that

Pessimist—1 tell you the warld W
going 10 the devil Optimist-—Well, |

TALMAGE'S SERMON.

‘A BUMMER-HOUSE TRAQEDY."
SUNDAY'S SUBJECT.

From Judgea/ IIL, 105, as Follows: “Dat
When the Children of lsrasl Cried
Unte the Lowd, the Lord Ralsed Them
Up a Deliverer, Eliud, the Soa of Gers.”

Ehud was a ruler in Israel. He was
left-handed, and, what was peculiar
about the tribe of Benjamin, to which
bhe belonged, there were In It seven
bundred left-handed men, and, yet, 80
dexterous had they all become in the
use of the left hand, that the Bible gays
they could sling stones at a halr's-
breadth, and not miss, Well, there
was a king by the name of Eglon, who
was an oppressor of Isrsel, He Im-
posed upon them a most outrageous
tax., Ehud, the man of whom [ first
spoke, had a divine commission tp de-
stroy that oppressor. He came, pre-
tending that he was going to pay the
tax, and asked to see King Eglon, He
was told he was In the summer-house,
the place to which the king retired
when It was too hot to sit in the
palace, This summer-house was &
place surrounded by flowers, and trees,
and springing fountains, and warbling
birds. Ehud entered the summer-
house and eald to King Eglon that he
had a secret errand with him. Imme-
diately all the attendants were waved
out of the royal presence. King Eglon
rises up to recelve the messenger.
Ehud, the left-handed man, puts his
left hand to his right s'de, pulls out a
dagger, and thrusts Eglon through un-
til the haft went in after the blade,
Eglon falls. Ehud comes forth to blow
a trumpet of liberty amldst the moun-
tains of Ephraim, and a great host 18
marshaled, and proud Moab submits to
the conquecor, and Israel 18 free, Bee,
O Lord, let all thine enemies perish!
8o, O Lord, let all thy friends trl-
umph!

I learn first from this subject the
power of left-handed men. There are
some men who, by physical organiza-
tion, have as much strength in thelr
left hand as in thelr right hand, but
there {8 something In the writing of
this text which implies that Ehud had
some defect in his right hand which
compelled him to use his left. Obh, the
power of left-handed men! Genius is
often self-observant, careful of itself,
not given to much toil, burning incense
to its own aggrandizement; while
many a man, with no natural endow-
ments, actually defective In physieal
and mental organization, has an ear-
nestness for the right, a patient indus-
try, an all-consuming perseverance,
which achieve marvels for the king-
dom of Christ. Though left-handed, as
Ehud, they can strike down a sin as
great and imperial as Eglon,

I have seen men of wealth gathering
about them all their treasures, snuff-
ing at the cause of a world lying in
wickedness, roughly ordering Lazarus
off their doorstep, sending thelr dogs,
not to lick his sores, but to hound him
off their premises; catching all the
pure rain of God's blessing into the
stagnant, ropy, frog-inhablited pool of
their own selfishness—right-handed
men, worse than useless—whlle many
a man with large heart and little
purse, has, out of his limited means,
made poverty leap for joy, and started
an Influence that overspans the grave,
and will swing round-and round the
throne of God, world without end:
Amen.

Ah, me! it 18 high time that you left-
handed men, who have been longing
for this gift, and that eloquence, and
the other man's wealth, should take
your left hand out of your pockets,
Who made all these rallroads? Who
get up all these cities? Who started
all these churches, and schools, and
asylums? Who has done the tugging,
and running, and pulling? Men of no
wonderful endownments, thousands of
them acknowledging themselves to be
left-handed, and yet they were earnest,
and yet they were determlined, and yet
they were triumphant.

But I do not suppose that Ehud, the
first time he took a sling In his left
hand, could throw a stone at a halr's-
breadth, and not miss. 1 suppose it
was practice that gave him the won-
derful dexterity. Go forth to your
spheres of duty, and be not discour-
aged If, in your first attempts, you
miss the mark. Ehud missed it. Take
another stone, put it carefully into the
eling, swing It around your head, take
better aim, and the next time you will
strike the center. The first time a
mason rings his trowel upon the brick
he does not expect to put up a perfect
wall. The first time a carpenter sends
the plane over a board, or drives a bit
through a beam, he does not expect to
mwake perfect execution. The first time
& boy attempts a rhyme, he does not
expect to chime a “Lalla Rookh,” or
a “"Lady of the Lake.” Do not be sur-
prised If, in your first efforts at dolng
good, you Are not very largely success-
ful, Undefstand that usefulness is an
art, a sclence, a trade. There was an
oculist performing a very difficult op-
eration on the human eye, A young
doetor stood by and sald: “Mow easlly
you do that; it don't seem to cause you
any trouble at all.” “Ah." sald the old
ocullst, “ft I8 very easy now, but |
spoiled a hatful of eyes to learn that”
Be not surprised if it takes some prae-
tice before we can help men to moral
eye-sight, and bring them to & vision
of the Cross. Laft-handed men, to the
work! Take the Gospel for a sling,
and falth and repentance for the
smooth stone from the brook; take
sure alm, God direct the weapon, and
great Gollaths will tumble before you,

Whea Garibaldl was golog out
battle, he told his troops what he
wanted them to do, and after he had
deseribed what he wanled tham to do,

they sald, “Well, general, what are
you going to give us for all this?”
“Well,” he replied, “I don't know what
else you will get, but you will get
hunger, and cold, and wounds, and
death. How do yon like it?" His'men
stood before him for a little while In
sllence, and then they threw up their
hands and cried, “We are the men! we
are the men!"” The Lord Jesus Christ
calls you to his servicee. I do not
promise you an easy time in this
world. You may have persecutions,
and trials, and misrepresentations, but
afterward there comes an eternal
welght of glory, and you ean bear the
wounds, and the brulses, and the mls-
representations, if you can have the
reward afterward. Have you not
enough enthusiasm to ery out, “We are
the men! We are the men!” * * *

I learn from this subject that death
comes to the summer-house, Eglon
did not expect to dle In that fine place.
Amidet all the flower-leaves that
drifted like summer snow Into the
window; in the tinkle and dash of the
fountaine; In the sound of a thousand
leaves fluting on one tree-branch; In
the cool breeze that eame up to ghake
feverish trouble out of the king's locks
—there was nothing that epake of
death, but there he died! In the win-
ter, when the snow is a shroud, and
when the wind {8 a dirge, it s easy
to think of our mortality; but when
the weather {s pleasant, and all onr
surroundings are agrecable, how diffi-
eult it is for us to appreclate the truth
that we are mortal! And yet my text
teaches that death does sometimes
come to the summer-house, He s
blind, and cannot see the leaves. He
is deaf, and cannot hear the fountains.
Oh, If death would ask ug for victims,
we could point him to hundreds of peo-
ple who would rejolce to have him
come, Push back the door of that
hovel, Look at that little child—cold,
and sick, and hungry. It has never
heard the name of God but In blas-
phemy. Parents intoxleated, stagger-
ing around its straw bed, Oh, Death
there 18 a mark for thee! Up with it
Into the light! Before those little feet
stumble on life's pathway, glve them
rest, ®* * »

Here I8 a father in mid-life; his
coming home at night I8 the signal for
mirth. The children rush to the door,
and there are books on the evening
stand, and the hours pass away on
glad feet. There iz nothing wanting
in that home. Religion {8 there, and
eacrifices on the altar morning and
night. You look in that household
and gay, “I cannot think of anything
happler. I do not really belleve the
world is so sad a place as some peo-
ple describe it to be.” The scene
changes, Father Is sick. The doors
must be kept shut. The death-watch
chirps dolefully on the hearth. The
children whisper and walk softly
where once they romped. Passing the
house late at night, you gee the quick
glancing of lights from room to room.
It is all over! Death in the summer-
house!

Here 18 an aged mother—aged, but
not Infirm. You think you will have
the joy of caring for her wants a good
while yet. As she goes from house
to house, to children and grandchil-
dren, her coming is a dropping of sun-
light in the dwelling. Your children
gee her coming through the lane and
they cry, “Gradmother's come!” Care
for you has marked up her face with
many a deep wrinkle, and her back
gtoops with ecarrying your burdens,
Some day she Is very quiet. She says
she I8 not sick, but something tells you
you will not much longer have a
mother., She will it with you no more
at the table nor at the hearth. Her
soul goes out so gently you do not ex-
actly know the moment of its golng.
Fold the hands that have done so
many kindnesses for you right over
the heart that has beat with love for
you since before you were born. Let
the pllgrim rest. She is weary. Death
In the summer-house!

Gather about us what we will of
comfort and luxury. When the pale
messenger comes he does not stop to
look at the architecture of the house
before he comes {n; nor, entering, does
he walt to examine the pictures we
have gathered on the wall; or, bend-
ing over your pillow, he does not stop
to see whether there is color in the
cheek, or gentleness in the eye, or in-
telligence in the brow. But what of
that? Must we stand forever mourn-
ing among the graves of our dead?
No! No! The people in Bengal bring
cages of birds to the graves of thelr
dead, and then they open the cages,
and the birds go singing heavenward.
So I would bring to the graves of your
dead all bright thoughts and congrat-
ulations, and bid them ging of victory
and redemption. I stamp on the bot-
tom of the grave, and it breaks
through Into the light and the glory
of heaven, The anclents used to think
that the stralts entering the Red Sea
were very dangerous places, and they
supposed that every ship that went
through those siralts would be de-
stroyed, and they were in the habit
of putting on weeds of mourning for
those who had gone on that voyage,
as though they were actually dead. Do
you know what they ecalled those
stralts? They called them the "Gate
of Tears.” 1 stand at the gate of
tears, through which many of your
loved ones have gone, and I want to
tell you that all are not shipwrecked
that have gons through those stralts
into the great acean stretching out be-
yond. The sound that comes from that
other shore on still nights when we
are wrapped In prayer makes me think
that the departed are not dead,. We
are the dead - we who toll, we who
weep, wo who sin—we are the dead
How my heart aches for human sor
row! This sound of break heurts
that 1 hear all about me! laat
look of faces that will never hrighten
again! this last kiss of lips that never
will speak again' this widowhood and
orphansge! oh, when will the day of
sorrow be gone’

After the sharpest winter, the spring
dismounts from the shoulder of a
southern gale and puts Its warm hand
upon the earth, and In its palm there
comes the grass, and there come the
flowers, and God reads over the poetry,
of bird and brook and bloom, and
pronounces it very good. What, my
friends, if every winter had not ita
spring, and every night its day, and
every gloom its glow, and every bitter
now its sweet hereafter? If you have
been on the sea, you know, as the
ship passes in the night, there is a
phosphorescent track left behind It;
end as the waters roll up they toss
with unimaginable splendor, Well,
across this great ocean of human
trouble Jesus walks. Oh, that In the
phosphorescent track of his feet we
might all follow and be {llumined!

There was n gentleman in a rall car
who saw in that same car three pas-
sengers of very different clrcum-
stances, The first was a maniac. He
was carefully guarded by his attend-
antg; his mind, like a ship dismasted,
was beating against a dark, desolate
coast, from which no help could come.
The train stopped, and the man was
taken out into the asylum, to waste
away, perhaps, through years of
gloom. The gecond passenger was a
culprit, The outraged law has selzed
on him, As the cars jolted, the chalns
rattled. On his face were crime, de~
pravity and despalr. The train halt-
ed, and he was taken out to the penl-
tentiary, to which he had been con-
demned, There was the third passen-
ger, under far different circumstances.
She was a bride. Every hour was as
gay as a marriage bell, Life glit-
tered and beckoned, Her companion
wag taking her to his father's house.
The train halted, The old man was
there to welcome her to her new home,
and his white locks gnowed down upon
her as he sealed his word with a
father's kiss, Quickly we fly toward
eternity, We wlill soon be there, Some
leave this life condemned culprits, and
they refuse a pardon. Oh, may it be
with us, that, leaving this fleeting life
for the next, we may find our Father
ready to greet us to our new home
with him forever! That will be a mar-
riage banquet. Father's welcome!

Father’s bosom! Father’'s kisal
Heaven! Heaven!
STORYETTES.

Canon MacColl tells an amusing
story. “A friend of mine” says the
canon, “once shared the box seat withi
the driver of the stage coach in York-
shire, and, being a lover of horses, he
talked with the coachman about his
team, admiring one horse in particular,
‘Ah,’ sald the coachman, ‘but that 'oss
ain’t as good as he looks; he's a scl-
entific 'oss.’ ‘A sclentific horse!’ ex-
claimed my friend. ‘What on earth do
you mean by that? ‘I means,’ replied
Jehu, ‘a 'oss as thinks he knows a deal
more nor he does,""”

A goldier who served in Cuba re-
lates that one night, after a march, a
few of the boys pitched thelr tents
close to the tent of an officer of an-
other company. The boys were talk-
ing quite loudly, as taps had not been
gounded, *“Hush up out there!” shout-
ed the officer, angrily, “Who are you?”
asked one of the boys. “I'll show you
who I am if 1 come out there!"” was
the answer, The talking continued,
and out came the officer., His anger
was great, and he threatened to report
the me: to thelr colonel, winding up
with, “Don't you know enough to obey
an officer?” *“Yes,” replied one of the
boys, “and we should have obeyed you
if yon had had shoulder-straps on
your volce,”

When the lord mayor of Dublin pre-
gented to Charles Stuart Parnell from
the Irish people the Parnell tribute,
not less than $185,000, his lordship nat-
urally expected to make a speech. The
lord mayor having been announced,
says Barry O'Brien in his blograp!iy of
the Irish leader, he bowed and began:
“Mr, Parnell—" *“I belleve,” sald
Mr, Parnell, “you have got a check for
me.” The lord mayor, somewhat sur-
prised at this interruption, sald, “Yes,”
and was about to recommence his
speech, when Parnell broke in: “Is it
made payable to order and crossed?”
The lord mayor again answered in the
affirmative and was resuming the dis-
course, when Parnell took the check,
folded it neatly and put it in his walst-
coat pocket. This ended the inter-

view,

BURIED CITIES.

Many of us, no doubt, often wonder
how it is possible for the sites of great
citles to be covered many feet deep
with heaps of debris and earth, so that
after two or three thousand years the
levels of the original streets can be
reached only by excavation,

The explanations vary with the lo-
ealities. The lower peortions of Rome
have been filled up by the Inundations
of the Tiber; the higher by the decay,
destruction or burning of large bulld-
ings. The amclent bullders rarely took
pains to excavate deeply, even for a
large structure, When Nero rebullt
Rome he simply leveled the debris and
erected new houses on the rulns of the
old,

Earthquakes are presponsible for
much of the destruction wrought
round the shares of the Mediterranesan,
for there was & current superstition
that an sarthquake came as & special
eurse on & place, and after one of
these visitations the locality was often
totally desorted. In places
solls earthworms bring teo
an Inch or two of ground
while the winds, bearing
dust, contribute their
work of burylag the
sarted eitlen

A pawnbroker may be dissipated, but
be's always willlng to take the pledge

i




