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THE VOICE OF THE WIND.

e volee of the wind has spoken; has not your spirit heard?
Out of the night a whisper, out of the dusk a word,

Onee It seemed to be sorrow only It erooning told,
Borrow and helpless louging and memories manifold.

But now, when I wake and listen, T hear a loveller strain,
A erying of “RRisoe and follow; the quest shall not be vain.”

A muarmur of “Trust nnd conquer,” dearer than words can tell,
Is the answer that meets our longing, in the laud where all 1s well

Bo when the wind comes ealling by night about your enves,

But hear the whispered tidings of countries love has known,

o
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1
. Bay not that always, only, for sowme lost hope it grieves,
And eatel, beneath the sighlog, joy's endless undertone,
=Indcpendent.

" stalr, he saw the cloth
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INCE he bnd obtalned his degree
in selence and an appolntment.
Stephen Portway had determined

Jeave his poor lodgings in Soho; but

still delayed. At first, be was nol

nk, even to himself. Dut at length

Be had to confess to the dark of a

less night that a womnn held him

@ womnan to whom he had never

ken except with the commonplace
greetings of the day.

Bhe was I'rench, she ealled herself

ademolselle Lemoine, was, perhaps.

years of age, and she lived alone

a room on the opposite side of the

nding before his door. She appear

to be very poor, very proud, and
wery solitary. The landlord, a little
iss watchimaker, would shake his

d to Stephen's guarded Inguoiries,

to how she lived. He only knew

t she gave I'rench lessons at one or

schools in the suburbs,

Without thinking, Stephen had got

wait for her golug out in the morn

8o that he could greet bher when
ing. In the ovenlng, too, when ho
rd the light footsteps coming up the

irs, he would earelossly begin i
scending, 8o as to look Into the (red,
‘quiet eyes and hear the soft volee an-
wwer bls salutation. But at last he be
jgmme aware that his comings-in and

ngs-out were but shadowings of Lier

emeoents, and In shame he put re-

nt upon himself. For some mis

ble days, therefore, he still listened
;: her footsteps, but forebore to en-
nter her. But when, at the end of
Mhat time, he found he had not seen
face for a week, he threw self-con-
E to the winds and watched to moeet

He was surprised and stirred nt the
ehange he saw In her fuce, Once there
'Bad scemed to Le the possibliity of
imrehness and cogquetry, but now It was

le and gaunt, and In her eyes wers

er and a great trouble. He coulid
mot be deceived; whatever was her
mental angulsh, he knew there was o
menner, n grimmmer despair beneath
lall—she lacked food, All the evening
jmnd long Into the night he asked him
#elf what he could do to appronch ber,
Once he would fliercely resolve to go
i#0 her to-morrow and bluntly offer her
{help and friendliness; next wmoment,
{le would enrage ngalnst the suspicions
jeouventions that were reared ubo-t
Shem.

Next day was Saturdany. She did
ot appear In the morning, and he
wyent lstlessly to his work. Reaching

@ quickly in the afternoon, he sat
his room, near the door, and listened
‘for l'er. Bome time elapsed; he was o
grent disqulet, wondering what might
Bave huppened to her, Suddenly the
gulet steps sounded on the stalrs be-
Jow, and selzing hls hat, he strolled,
awhistling, out of the room. She was
eoming up the stairs with a basket on
her arm, and, at the sight of the wearl-
mess In her face and the frallty In her
figure, he felt lmpelled to speak to her
tenderly. As sho looked at him with
shining, feverish eyes, he thought that
for & moment she seemed shaken be
fore his gaze, and she hesitated in her
reply to his greeting; then she respond.
ed and passed on with her usual dis
tant bearing. As she went by, he
glanced at the basket. A cloth wus
ever something within it, and, for the
moment, he was glad and then half
sorry with the thought that she wou
mot In such dire strults as he had o
agined. As she placed her foot on the
was pulled
aslde at one place and a plece of char
eoal jutted up. e descended, fecling
pleased to think she was golng to cook
something over her stove.,

In another ten minutes he came
pounding Into the house and up the
stulms. Half way toward the Museumw
a terrible suspiclon had entered his
mind; perhaps she meant to destroy
Berself! He stood on the lunding and
focked at Ler door, It was closed. e
‘Hstened, but po nolse came from the

. Wa tried to think of an excuse
kuocking and speaking: then, hap-
pening to cast his eye to the top of the
door, he caught sight of a plece of

through the keyhole, and at the bot
tom of the door flannel was thrust. He
knocked with restrained force, the
blood beating thickly at his beart. A
slight movement came from within the
room, but no reply. He knocked agaln
and called, “"Mademolselle!"

Then her volee answered, In sleepy
tones, “Who 1s 1t?"

“It Is 1" he replied. “IWhat are you
dolng with the door blocked up?”

“Go awny,"” suld the girl, drowslly;
“I am all right now, * * * [ thank
yon."

He pushed wildly at the door, all his
fears realized, but the lock held.

“Mademolselle!” he erled, angrily.
“Get up and open the door, or I will
burst it In!”  He reflected Yor a mo-
ment, and then added: *“T'hink—the
whole house will know!"

Ile henrd a1 movement as of some
one slowly rising, and groans, “My
bead! my head!" ‘then a heavy fall
to the floor. At that, exerting all his
strength, be struck the lock with his
foot, the door flew open, and thick,
white smoke, as from a wood fire, carl-
@l out toward bhim. A stove stood 1o
the middle of the floor, from which the
vajpor wreathlng and twisting,
From the clearness of some part of the
room he believed the tire had not been
long burning. Quickly lifting the girl
from beside the bed, he bore her Into
his own rooin, where, placing her on n
vouch wear the open  window, bhe
douched her head and throat with wat-
er. Anxiously he watched for signs of
returning consclousness, and was on
the point of running for help, when
her bosom fluttered, the lips (witched,
and the eyelids slowly openesd, She
gazed Into his tender eyes for a mo-
went ag I she did not recognize him:
then, turning, she burst into passionate
fears,

A8 her hands leaped to cover her
face he noticed a wedding ring upon
her finger. It had never
hefore,

He fromn bending bLeside the
couch and began preparing n meal, He
would not look toward her as he went
abowt the room, but was consclous of
the restmaint she put upon her weep-

rose,

Ueen there

rode

ing. In a little while she was sllent
nnd slowly rose from the couch. He
was Instantly beside her, She mur

mured that she wished to change her
dress, which was wel., She was trem-
bling and seemed very weak. When
he bad beiped her Into ber room, which
wus now cleared of smoke, he sald, a
little brusquely:

“Mudemolselle, you will promise to
do nothing rash again?"

“I will promise you, yes,” she sald,
almost bnmbly, her eyes dropplng be
fore his.

"Whatever may be tronbling you,"
he went on, “you can always depend
on me to belp you."

“Thauk you,"” she replied, with so
(quick an emeotion in ber volee that be
was startied and moved

As they sal at tew, he trled Uy cheer
ful talk to bring her mind away from
brooding, and after the meal she was
betraywd into some brightness on see
ing bim wash op the tea things and
wished, against his lnughing protesta-
o do It for him, Soddenly, In
the midst of thelr ulimost gay talk, she
silont, the face clouded, and
sitlning drops startod from her eyves.

1L oaever dreamed you were so kind,"”
ghe said, looking at him, the tears fall-
ing down ber fuce. "1 alwavs thought

tions,

Liestane

you were so stern and cold, 1 called
you in my mind ‘the man with the
hard eyes,'"

"Ob, but you mustn't trust to ap-
pearances!”  he  replied, cheerfully,
“I've often thought you were in trou-
ble and-—and hadn't many friends, per-
Laps."

“I have no friends slnce wmy poor
father died, a year ago," she salq,
sadly, when she had wiped her eyes
nnd could speak gquietly, “He lhad a
concesslon which he thought some rieh
men here would pay him for, but they
took It and gave him worthless papers,
When ke died, disappointed, 1 tried to
koep mysell. All our friends seemed
to bave hidden themselves, 1 have

Jammed between It and the
%hwt:uﬂtw

suffered mmsany things but 1 canoot

starva. Tt Is so base. It Is Intoler
able, Oh, Monslenr, I know you
desplse me for belug a coward to-day,
but———"

“Don't say that,” replied Stephen,
“None of us know how weak we may
be when the time comes. Dut now,
listen! You must begin agnin. You
must let me lend you some money to
go on with; and we must look about
and see whnl work you can get. Wil
you do that?"

She shook her head, putting his offer
from her with a quick forward ges
ture of her hands, which seemed to
Lim both pretty and pitinble,

“But consider,” he sald, sternly.
"“You've got to do it. What else can
you do? Remember, you've promised
e to do potliing rash agaln.”

He looked keenly Into the distressed
eyes which sought to escape his gaze.
'ity and love moved him at sight of
her paln,

“Oh,"” ghe sald, with trembling volee,
“I almost wish you had not—not found
me to-day!” ‘Then, with a sudden
quickness In look and tone, she sald,
“How, Monsleur, did you come to sus-
pect so soon what I was doing? 1
thought you had gone out.”

IHis face flushed before her search-
ing eyes, and, for the moment, anger
took him to think she was beyond all
his dreams, which now were revealed
to her. As she watched his face, her
fine eyes suddenly chilled and looked
down,

“Never mind that now,” he =sald,
brusquely., “You must take my offer,
It will only be a loan which you can
repay when youn have work."

“Thank you, Monsleur,” she replied,
In cold tones, "I wlill take the money

a8 a loan.”

Ile passed some gold to her across
the table, and her face went proud and
pallid as she murmured thanks,

Then,

"I CAN NEVER THANK YOU ENOUGH.

bot at the thought of what might be
in her mind, be tore a leaf from his
note book, made out an “1I. O, UM
and banded it to her, with his pen,
She signed the paper In sllence, To
him the flimsy page scemed a wall of
ice between them that, for his part, he
swore to himself he would never break
down

Next evening, she came to tell him
of the efforts she had made that day to
obtaln w Her manner was some-
what dls® (u, with, at the end of thelr
talk, a checked flash of warmth. He
notlced there was now no ring upon
her finger, and wondered what was her
story. DPerhaps, he thought, bitterly,
when she had gone, she was only one
of the many possible intrigantes of the
Proueh eolony, with sordld experiences
better left unknown, Dut Instantly her

womauliness appealed agalnst Lhis
hardness,

Three weeks passed. He could not
but confess the qulet perseverance
with which she tramped London

through and through in her efforts to
get work, BShe had procured one or
two puplls, but her ambition was to
obtalu some clerical berth. In thls,
however, her lack of business experi-
ence seemed to be the great bindrance,
but scveral of her compatriots had
proni.sed to ald her,

As to Portway, he bad soon cast
away all doubt. For him she was
sheer honesty, and dally, in thelr short
evening talks, the question eame to
Lhim—How long he could keep the bar-
rler of mere friendllness before him?
Every turn of her lips and eyes pulled
Lim to her; every gesture was the
dearest thing In life, Outwardly, his
bearing was that of a friend who,
though interested In all she dld, was
himself too greatly occupied to give
anny but the smallest time to talk.,

One evening, she wmet him on the
stalrs, her eyes enger, her manner ngl-
tated. Rhe told hit she had at length
obtained a small berth In a commercial
office. She was to work at the London
branch for slx mounths, and then be
tranaferred to Parls. In splte of his
quick cheerfulpness, her brightness
dulled st the sadness that came Into
his eyes us she told her news.

He koew what be must do; he must
leave her at omnee. To feel the time
shorten to the day when he should see
her for the last time would gradually
undermine resolution. By one strong
action he could save himself from his
own disesteem and, perhaps, lier scorn.
At the heart of hlm be did not know
what to think of her. She did not fear
Iim, yet she did not try to draw him.
Her grace and gentleness hid so much
that was brave and strong that doubt
of her was lmpossible. Yet, who was
she? What was she? Had that ring
meant anything? Why bad sbe re
wmoved it?

He had for some time been able to
take & vacaney In a laboratory at Liv-
erpool, and now made definite arrange-
ments for the change. By the time
these Lad been concluded, Mademol-
sclle had been ten days In her new
position, and the restful mind bad
quickened grace and charmn In every
geature, Ie reallzed that every day
lie stayed made it the harder to go
from ler.

On the evening that he had deter
mined to tell her of his leaving Lon-
don, she stopped at his door, and, on
entering to his eall, he had not the
heart to look up, but returned her
greeting with eyes bent on his book.
After a little talk, she seemed to think
he was preoccupled, and as usnal, in
her sensble manner that bad always
half-pleased and half-embittered him,
she rose soon as If to go away,

He looked up quickly, _

“Don't go,” he said; *I have some-
thing to tell you. 1 have got an ap-
polntment at Liverpool and shall be
leaving London in n few days, 1 sup-
pose you, too, wiil be getting new quar-
ters soont"”

She went pale as she sat, and o her
eyes came a look of terror,

“Youn are leaving London? I—I am
very sorry.”

“I, too, am eorry,” asald Portway,
bhurrledly; “very sorry; but I think It
is best for—for my prospecis as an
analyst."

She podded her head, looking at him
with eyes of sadness, BShe rose and
went to the door In sllence, stopped,
came back to where he stood, and held
out ber hand,

“Monsleur Btephen,” she sald, In
low, soft tomes, 1 can never thank
you enongh for your goodness. You
have been more than a friend fo me,
but- 4

She sbhook her head sorrowfully, and
Lier eyes darkened as if with fear. She
dropped his hand, and, with a wan
smile, shrugged her shoulders.

“What Is It, Madewoiselle?’ he sald,
hils volee quick.

“I fear wmyself,” she sald. “I am a
coward.” Her face and figure seewmed
suddenly shadowed In gloom. *But, as
yon have seen, my friend, there Is
something that leaps Into us Irench
women when things are at thelr worst,
and it drives us—it drives us to——"
She made a curious gesture, in which
indifference and despalir seemed to be
flung over a verge,

“But this,”” she sald, instantly
biright, “this Is ungrateful talk. You
have put me on a safe road. I thank
you, Monsieur Etephen. Thers are
not many men llke you, I fear, I will
be strong, like you. 1 thank you for
vour goodness—I] thapk you with all
my poor heart.”

Her voice trembled, 8he would have
eaunght his hand and taken it to her
lips, but he clutched ber fingers and
restralned her.

“Marcelle," he sald, looking Into the
eyes that shone with unshed tears;
“you think I leave my talk Lalf done.
You think 1 do not eare. But, Mar-
celle, If you care for me and can——"

He stammered and was silent; he
could wnot frame all the opposing
thoughts that thronged, and, Instead,
he bheld her hand, looking at the fin
ger on which he hid seen the ring, 1o
ralsed his head and met her eyes, and
instantly complete Enowledge seemed
to bridge their minds,

“l have no one In the world,” she
sald, her eyes and cheeks nglow. "It
wias my fancy to wear my ring that
day, for 1 thought I soon should see
him that I had lost. We had been so
happy for a little while after we were
married, and then he became Il and
had to go away from me, and I never
saw him agaln till he lay dead. "That
was four years ago. Then my father's
ruin came upon us, and, oh, that little
happy tline seems so far away!"

“Do you care enough for me to be
my wife?"

The smillng, flushing face looked
fondly Iu his eyes, and then, as she
was drawn within his arms, she sald:

“1 eared for you on the day 1 told
you that your eyes had looked so hard,
for I saw then how very tender they
could be.”—Heury Gllbert, lu Sketol

Millions Yearly for Golf.

Few people are awure that some-
thing like fifty millon dollars are
spent yearly on the gnme of golf. 'I'o
begin with, there are 879 golf clubs in
England, 760 In the United States, 032
in Scotlnnd, 124 In Ireland, 43 in
Wales, und 63 In different parts of tho
continent, ‘There are, all told, probh
nbly not less than 3,000 orguanlzations
devoted to golf playing.

These clubs, counting thelr ground s,
bnildings and preliminary expenses,
represent a perinanent investment of
$40,000,000 or $30,000,000, and compar-
ntively few of them can be run at a
yeardly expense of less than 85,000,
The average membership of a elub is
ubout 200 and the average yearly sub-
scriptions of these G00.000 golf players
amounts to nearly 520,000,000, Bach
of the playera 18 equipped with an out-
fit that costs on an average about $20;
und the yearly pupchase of golf clybs,
all over the world, amounts, therefore,
to several mildons of dollars.

We claim that auy one too old w

enjoy a woolly lamb for Christmas s
entirely too 01d to be i the game

SUILT OF BOTTLES

Unigne Dulidiag in a8 Remote Minlng
Town In Nevanda.

In the remote little mining town
Tonopah, Nev., there is a dwelling th
wulls of which are made of vmnty!
glass bottles Inkd In mud, Its dimens
slons are 10 by 20 feet, and it s dl-
vided into two rooms. The bottles
were placed In rows, the bottoms outs
ward, the walls being about a foot i
thickness,  The corners are of wood
covered with mud, As one appronches
it the walls suggest a great mass of
honeyeowb, a section of cemeut side:

HOUSE BUILT OF BOTTLES,

walk turned on edge or an lmmen
wasny' nest. Thls architectural rret:a
wns erected by n miner, who us
bottles because other material w
scarce, It Is claimed by the own
that his house In winter s the warms
est In Tonopah. The Interior wa]lJ
nre covered with thick rootling paper,
which adds to the wuarmth and exy
cludes the light, which otherwise nmuﬂ
flood the inside of the dwelling.

The Sorrows of Bea Gulls.

One who has no speaking acquaing
ance with seu-gulls would hardly dare
to say they do pot suffer when the
weather Is bad, but it Is Impossible te
read without a smile the guotations
made by London Answers {rom a ely
cular sent out from Whitby, on
northeast coast of England. A socl
has been formed there for the prevem
tion of sickness amoug sen-gulls, and
for the purpose of bringing cheer and
comfort to thein.

One of the prime objects of the se
clety Is to establish places along the
coast, where on wet and storuy nights
bonfires can be lighted. at which ses
gulls can dry their feathers, and thus
prevent croup, rheumatism aod othed
Ilis eaused by damp,

“Often on a cold, damp afternoon,*
declures the Whithy lady who Inspires
the cireular, “when walking along the
cliffs or on the seashore, my beart has
ached sadly to bear how full of palm
and how boarse are the crles emitted
by the gulls, which, dripping wet, and
evidently sultering from ecroup, rhew-
matism, sore throant and billache, ly i
land, their plumage dripping wet, In
vain endeavor to find warmth and shelp
ler,

“In my small way 1 have endeavor-
ed to alleviate thelr sufferings by
spending & night on the beach, with
a charcoal fire, round which gulls
have futtered all night, evidently ap-
preciating the warwth and light.”

Another ¢lause In the circular goes
on to say that, In addition to these
boufires, shelters are to be established
near by, “wherein food and drink andl
o constant supply of hot water wil
be provided." In the presence of all
these privileges and attractions, the
sea-gulls may decide to change thelr
Linbits and live on land,

Lundon's Fogs Are Costly.

An Ingenions but depressed London
newspaper writer estimnates that a re-
cent Hve days’ foz inflicted a loss of
83,750,000 upon the wmetropolis. A
Liritish fog statistician declaires that
the gloom costs London 825,000,000
every year.

It Is asserted that London  burnse
more than 150,000,000 eubic feet of gna
on a foggy day, “enough to supply a
town of 50000 inhabitants a whole
vear., Extra electrie light 1s consumed
to an extent equal to its ordinary use,
and oil lamps and eandles e used In
extraordinary guantities,” Trade suf-
fers u loss from a London fog which
cannot be estlinated,

The following extract from the Lon-
don Express seems to have been in-
spired by a fog:

“People are generally too depressed
to buy anything, and appetites are so
serlously affected that the restaurants
keeper loges much of his profit. Places
of entertalnment are neglected, busl-
ness is lost throngh persons falling te
keep appointments, and the course of
Justice Is delayed by late trains and
foz-bound cals.”

The ouly interests benefited by the
gloom are shareholders of the gas and
electrie Hght companies, A forgy wla.
ter Increases dividends 1 per cent.

Big New Whent FielWw s,

Along the international boundary ot

the Canadian northwest, twenty years

Hgo, was an acreage of 260,000 undes
crop, yielding 1200000 bushels of
wheat. Now the acrenge 18 over 4,06

000, and the nnnual ylelds 110,000
bushels, while population, acreage ud
output are augmemted at & rate o
other country can approach,

Norwogian's Unique Device.

A Norweglun pamed Johu Egeen b
invented*ar( -eléctiic appuratus for B
dicating the presence of a school s
fish in the deep. It eousists of & mwets
plate and a microphone in the wate
connected by wire with s telephone ¢
board ship.



