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CHAPTER XYV.

Mer. Jolin Smilth had
freiends. and di wppointed the entire pub
e, by finding out nothing st all nhout
snything after his one great diseovery,
made with the help of the British nrm)
For some eause or other, best known to
bimeolf, he had dropped his indefnatiga
bility and taken to very grave shakes of
hig head fnstend of nimble footings, He
feigned to be very busy still with this
leading case of the neighborhood; but
though his euperlors might belleve it,
his underlings were not to be misled
All of these knew whethier Mre. John was
bunching thunderbolts or throwing dust,
and were well awnare that he had quite
taken up with the latter process in the
Beckley cnse

But still, whatever his ieelings were,
or his desires fu the mntter, the resolute
face and active step of this intelligent
officer were uften to he seen nnd heard
at Beckley; and to several persons in
the villnge they were becoming welcome.
He |lht| geversl good reasons of his own
for hnunting the village an he did; one
of them being that he thus obeyed the

eneral orders he had received, Also
:e reially liked the Squire, his victuals,
and his domestics. Among these Injter
he had quite outlived any little prejo-
dice created by his early manner: and
sven Mary Hookham was now inclined to
use him as an lreritant, or stimulant,
for the lukewnarm Crippa.

“How {8 the fine old gentlemnn now?
Mary, my love, how & he?' Mr. Smith
asked, as he pulled off his cloak in the
lobby, just after church time. “I hope
you find him getting better, Everything
now I8 looking up ngain.”

“No, Mr. Smith; he is very sadly,
thanking you, sir, for inquiring of him.
He do seem a little better one duy, ond
then there come something all over him
agnin, the same ns might be this here
elonk, =ir, thrown on the hond of that
there stick, DBot come In and see him,
Mr. SBmith, If you please. 1 thought it
wns the parson when you rang. But
master will be glad to see you every bit
the same as If you was, no doubt.”

John Bmith, who was never to be put
down by any small comparisons, follow-
ed quick Mary with a steadfast march
over the quiet matting. In the long, old-
fashioned dining room sat the Squire nt
the hend of his table. For many years
it had been his wont to have an early
dinner on Sunday, with a knife and fork
always ready for the clergyman, who was
a bachelor of middle age, The clergyman
enme, or did not come, according to his
own convenlence, without cercmony or
apology.

"1 beg you to excuse,” said the Squire
rising, as Smith was shown Into the
room, “my absence from ehurch this
morning, Mr. Warbelow. I had quite
made np my mind to go, and everything
was quite ready, when I did not feel
quite 8o well as usunl, and was ordered
to stay at home,"”

Bquire Oglander made his fine old-fash-
loned bow when he had spoken, and held
out his hand for the parson to take It
as the parson always did, with eyes that
gave a look of grief and then fell, and
kind lips that murmured that all things
were ordered for the best. But instead
of the parson’s gentle elasp, the Squire,
whose sight was beginning to fall alto-
gether with his other facultics, was sa-
luted with a strong, rough grasp, and a
guze from entirely unclerical eyes,

“How s your worship? Well nicely,
I hope. Charming you look, sir, as ever
1 see”

“Sir, 1 thank you. I am in good
health. But I have not the lLonor of
remembering your name."

“Bmith, your worship—John Bmith, nt
your service; as he was the day before
yesterday. ‘Out of sight out of mind,’
the old saying Is. 1 suppose you find
it =o, alr?"

aurprised  his

With this home thrust, delivered quite
anwittingly, Mr. Smith sat down: his
opinion was that Her Majesty's service
levelled ull distinctions, Mr. Oglander
gnve him one glanee, like the keen look
of his better days, and then turned awny
azd gnzed round the room for something
aut of sight, but never likely to be out
Gf mind. The old man was weak, and
knew his weakuess. In the presence of
n gentlemnn he mdght have broken down
and wept, and been mnch better for it:
but before a man of this sort, not a sign
would he let out of the sorrow that was
killing him. He begged Mr. Smith to
take a chalr; then, weak ns he was, he
tottered to the bell pull, eather than ask
his guest to ring, John Smith jumped
up to help, but felt nncertain what good
manners were, Y

“Mary,"” sald the Squire, when Mary
cnme, “bring in the dinuner, If you please.
This gentleman will line with me, in-
stead of Mr. Warbelow,”

“Well, now, If 1 ever did!" Miss Hook-
ham exclaimed to herself in the passage.
“Why, a' must be a sort of a gentle-
man! Master wouldn't dine along of
Master Cripps; but to my mind Zak be
the gentleman afore he!”

The Bquire's obligue little sarcasm—
if sarcasm at all it were—failed to hit
Mr. Smith; “glve me the carving knife,
ed plate and spoon, and fell to at the
soup, which was excellent. The soup
was followed by a fine sirloin; whereupon
Mr. Oglander, throngh some assoclation
of ideas, could not suppress a little sigh,

“Never aigh at your meat, sir,” cried
Mr, Bmbith; “glve me the earving knife,
plr, if you are unequal to the situation.
To sigh at such a sirloln—oh, fie, or, fie!"

“I was thinking of some one who al-
ways used to like the brown,” the old
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man snld, in the simplest manner, an if
nn apology were needod.

“Well, sir, T like the brown very
much, 1 will put it by for myself, sir,
nnd help you to an Inner slice.  1lere,
Mary, a plate for your manter! Quick!:
Everything will be enld, my goodness!
And who sliced this horserndish, pray?
for slicing it is, not serapingf!"

Muary was obliged to bite her tongue
ter keep it in any way mannersome; when
the door was thrown open, and in enme
her mother, with her fuce quite white,
und both hands atretehed on high.

“Oh my! oh my! A sin 1 eall it—a
wicked, ernel, sinful sin!” Widow Hook-
ham exclelmed as goon ns  she could
speank.  “All over the voillage! all over
the parish in two days' time at the latest
it will be! Oh, how could your worship
nllow of it? "That Cripps! oh thnt
Cripps! If ever a darter of mine hath
Cripps, in spite of two stockings of
money, they say——-"

“What s it about Crippa?" asked the
Bquire, In a voice that required an im-
medinte answer, The first news of his
trouble had ecome through Cripps; and
now, in his helpless condition, he always
connected the name of the earrler with
the rolution, If one there should be.
“He hath done a thing he ought to be
ashamed on," sereamed Mrs, Hookham,
with such excitement that they were
forced to give her nuother glass of wine:
“he hath brought into thls parish, and
the buzzum of his family, pestilence and
denth, he hath, And who be he to do
such a thing, n road-faring, two-penny
carrier?"

“Cripps charges n good deal more than
twopence,' siid Mr, Oglander quletly; for
his hopes and fears were once more post-
|,lmlwl‘

“He hath brought the worst lond ever
were brought,” eried the widow, growing
eloquent. “Blaek denth, and the piague,
and the murenin of Egypt hath come iy
through Crippe the carrier. How much
will he charge Beckley, your worship?
How much shall Beckley pay him, when
she mourneth for her children? when she
sprendeth forth her hands and seeketh
north and south, and cannot find them,
becanse they are not?”

“What is it, good woman?"' eried
Smith impatiently, “what is all this up-
ronr? Do tell us, and have done with
ie.”

“Good man,” replied Widow Hookliam
tartly, “my words are addressed to your
hetters, sir. Your worship knoweth well
that Muoster Kale hath leave and license
for his Sunday dinner; ever since his
poor wife died, he sitteth with a knife
and fork to the right side of our cook-
mald., He were that genteel, I do assure
you, although his appearance bespeaketh
it not, and clty gents may look down
on him; he had such a sense of proprie-
ty, not a word did he say all the time
of dinner to raise an objection to the
wenkest stomach. But as goon as he see
that all were done, and the parlor dinner
forward, he layeth his finger on his lips,
nnd looketh to me as the prime authori-
ty; and when I ask him to speak out, no
secrets being among good friends, what
he sald were n deal too much for me, or
any other Christian person."”

“Well, well, ma'am, if your own din-
ner was respected, you might have show-
ed some respect for ours,” Mr. Smith ex-
clalmed very sadly, beholding the noble
sirloin  weeping with lost opportunity.
But Mr. Oglander took no notice, To
such things he was indifferent now,

“To keep the mind dwelling upon
carthly vietuals,"” the widow replied se-
verely, "“on the Lord's day, nand with the
day of the Lord a hanging special over
us—such things i beyond me to deal
with, and enlls for Mr. Warbelow, Car-
vier Cripps hath sent his sister over to
nurse Squire Overshute,”

John SBmith pretended to be husy with
his beef, but Mary, who made a point
of watching whatever he did, startled
ng she was by her mother's words, this
girl had her quick eyes upon his face,
and was sure that it lost color, as the
carved sirloin of beef had done from
the trickling of the gravy,

“Overshute! opurse Mr, Overshute?"
cried the BSquire, with great astonish-
ment. “Why, what ails Mr, Overshute?
It is a long time since 1 have seen Lim,
nud I thought that he had perhaps for-
gotten me. He used to come very often,
when—UbLut who am I to tempt him?Y
When my darling was here, In the time
of my darling, everybody cnme to visit
me; now nobody comes, and of course it
is right. There I8 nobody for them to
look at now, and no one to make them
leugh a little, Ah, she used to make
them laugh till T was quite jealous, I
do believe; not of myself, bhless your
heart! but of her, because I never liked
her to have too much to say (o anybody,
unless it was one who could understand
her, And nobody ever turned up that
was able, in any way, to understand her,
except her poor old father, sir"

The Bquire, at the eud of this long
speech, stood up and flourished his fork,
which should have been better employed
in feeding him, and looked from face to
face, in fear that he had made himself
ridiculous, Nobody laughed at him, or
even smiled; and he was pleased with
this, and resolved never to give aueh oc-
casfon again; because it would have
shamed bim 8o, And after all It was
his own business. None of these people
could have any ldea, and he hoped they
never might have, By this time his mind
wis droppiog softly into some confusion.

For a few minutes Mr. John SBmith
had his flourish all about the Queen, and
the law of the land, and the jurisdiction
of the Bench, and he threatened the ab-

sent Orippe with thres months’ {mpris
onment, and perhaps the treadmill,. He
know that he was talking unswept rub
hish, but Wiz andience wos femnale, They
I without leaving off their
work, and their cournge Increased na
hia did

But presently Mr. Oglander, who hnd
eemed to be taking a nep, arose and
snid, na elearly ns evor he had sald
anything in hiz clesrest days:

“Mary, go and tell Charlie to put the
anddle on the mare at opce,"

“Oh, sir! whatever are rou thinking
of? 1 couldn't do it, T ecouldn’t. You
nin't abeen ahorseback for nigh four
months, and your orders is to keep quiet
in your chair, and not even look out o
winder, gir. Do ‘e plaize to go into your
slippers, e

“1 will not go into my slippers, Mary
I will go into my boots, I hear that Mr,
Overshute is ill, and 1 gather from what
you have all been saying that his illnewss
i of such a kind that nobody will ge
near him, I have wronged the young
gentleman bitterly, and I will do my hesat
to right myself, If I never do another
thing, I will ride to Bhotover this day.
Order the mare, as [ tell you, and the
nird will do me good, plense Godl"

ned to him

CHAI'TER XVI.

Now was the happy time when Oxford,
ever old, was preparing ltself for the
sweet leisure for which it is seldom ill
prepared. The first and most essentinl
step ia to summon all her students, and
send them to chapel to pay thelr vows
After this there need be no misgiving or
fear of Industry. With one accord they
issue forth, all pledged to do nothing
for the day, week or month; each intel
lectual brow s stamped with the strong
est resolve not to open n book, This be
ing so, whether winter shatters the Isid
wave against Folly Bridge, or spring's
arrival rustle In the wavering leaves of
Magdalen, or nutumn strews the chasten-
ed fragrance of many brewers on ripe air
~—how much more when beauteous sum-
mer fosters the coy down on the lip of
the junior mophist lke thistle-seed, and
cnsts the freshman's shadow hotly on
the flags of High street—now or never
is the proper period not to overwork
one's self and the hour for taking i
CARY,

After the Easter vaecntlon was over,
with too few fattening festivals, the
most popular tutor in Brasenose came
baeck to his college work with a very fine
uppetite for doing good. According, ot
least, to his own ideas of good and duty,
and uaefulness; all of which were funda-
mwentally wrong In the opinion of the
other tutors, But Hardenow, while he
avoided carefully all disputes with his
colleagues, strictly kept to his own
course, and doing more work than the
other five attempted, was permitted to
have his own way, beenuse of the trouble
there might be in stoppiug him.

Harnenow took long tramps for the
snke of collecting his forees. Saturday
was not their proper day for this very
ndmirable coat-tall chase, Neither did
they swallow hill and plain in this man-
ner on & Bunday. Lectures were need-
ful to fetch them to the proper piteh for
striding so. Wherefore on the morrow
Mr, Hardenow was free for a cruise on
his own account, after morning sermon at
St. Mary's; and not having heard of his
old friend Russel for meveral weeks, he
resolved to go and hunt him up In his
own home,

As he strode up the hill it was
brought home suddenly to his ranging
mind that he might be within view of
Beckley. At a bend of the rising road
he turned, and endwise down a plait of
hilla, and between soft pillowy folds of
trees, the slmple old church of Beckley
atood, Hardenow thought of the months
he had spent, some few years back, in
that quiet place; of the long, laborious,
lonesome days, the solid hours divided
well, the space allotted for each hard
drill; then the glory of sallying into the
air, inhaling grander volumes than ever
from mortal breath proceeded, and plung:
ing into leaves that speak of one great
Author only. Nor in this pleasant retro-
spect of kindness and simplicity was the
element of rustic grace and beauty whol-
Iy absent—the slight young figure that
flitted in and out, with quick desire to
pleage him; the soft pretty smile with
which his improvements of Beckley dig-
leet were received: and the sweet gray
eyes that filled with tears so the day be-
fore his college met. Hardnow had feap-
ed, humble-minded ns he was, that the
young girl might be falling into lking
him too well; and he knew that there
might be on hig own part too much re-
ciproelty. Therefore (much as he loved
Cripps, and fully as he allowed for all
that was to be sald upon every side), he
had felt himself bound to take no more
than a distant view of deckley,

Even now, after three years and a
half, there was some resolve in him to
that effect. He turned from the gentle
invitation of the distant bells, and went
on with his face set towards the house
of his old friend, Overshute, When he
came to the lodge it caused him a little
surprise to find the gate wide open, and
nobody there, But he thought that, as it
wad Sunday, perhaps the lodge people
were gone for a holiday,

In this way he came to the door at
last, with the fine old porch of Pur
beek stone heavily overhanging it, and
the long wings of the house stretehed out
with empty windows elther way, IHar
denow rang and knocked, and then set
to and knocked and rang agaln: and then
sat down on a stone balustrade: and
then jumped up with just vigor renewed
and pushed and pulled. Nobody answer-
ed. At last he pushed the great door,
and lo! there was nothing to reslst his
thrust, except its sullen welight,

(To be continued.)

Additional Room,

Wife—John, dear, do you love me
ns much now as you did when we werc
married a year ago?

Husband—Yes, darling; and I guess
I must love you more, for the doctor
tells me I have enlargement of the
heart.

TOPICS OF THE TIMES.

A CHOICE SELECTION OF INTER-
ESTING ITEMS,

Comments and Criticiams Based Upon
the Happenings of the Day - Historls
cal and News Notes,

One of the Intest is the lead trust,

And that Is no plpe dreain,

When a man s dend effort Is made
to think of something good of him, It
Ia s0 (ifferent while he s allve,

An Eastern fashion journal says
women are wearlng larger shoes, They
are probably numbers] as small as
ever,

There is a great fleld for the Santo
Domingo Improvement Company if it
lives up to the lmprovement part of
Its name,

A New Jersey bishop says “‘society
1 gonked with aleohol,” This condition
of things renders the parlor mateh
more dangerous than ever.

A man never quite thoroughly appres
elates the truth of that old adage
about beauty belng only skin deep un-
til he bites into a Ben Davis apple,

Carncgle announced a few days ago
that he intended to ald the small col-
leges, He has found out since then
that there are lots of them ready to
be alded.

Now, if a mere man had made that
remark attributed to Mrs. Carneglo
even now he would be calling on the
irocks to fall on him and the hills to
pover him up.

Cadets at West Point and Annapolls
are to be taught jlu-jltsu. It may not
do them much good in war, but per-
haps It will enable them to improve
thelr football records.

Piano manufacturers ara confronted
with the necessity of making stronger
Instruments. When Paderewski s In
goodd form he can hammer the life out
of one in two sittings.

A DBoston woman recently read a pa-
per entitled “Are We Growing OId
Gracefully 7' Of course her conclusion
was that “we"” are not growing old
gracefully or otherwise,

“The Japanese are not a yellow race
at all,” says the Philadelphia Inquirer;
“they are only tanned.” Have been
under the impression all along that it
was the Russians who were tanned.

The Boston Herald begs leave to
amend the old adage, “Hate the sin,
but love the sinner,” by adding, “and
the sinner’s money.” The American
board of missions has accepted the
amendment and also Mr, Rockefeller's
$100,000.

There {8 another vanishing Industry.
The jewsharp industry Is stated to be
in a bad way, owing to the collapse of
the demand among savage peoples,
The advance of civillzation has been so
thorough that nowadays In Central
Africa nothing short of Wagner will
satisfy the native souls,

“It is minel” *“I tell you, you are
mistaken; 1t 1s mine!" Divorece court,
Which is a terse way of putting the
sad history of many & marrlage dis-
agreement over the things mine and
thine and the domestic misery that fol-
Jows. The way to settle such a dis-
pgreement s for both parties to say,
“It is ours!” Beeause of the struggle
for mine and thine the records of his-
tory are rolled in blood, natlons have
fallen, barriers of hatred have been
ralsed, brother Las fought brother,
Envy, dissension and division have
rome because men have contended for
that which 18 not thelrs, but “ours."

There has been a revival of the
proposition to call into existence the
nalf-cent or five-mill copper plece, Flve
pr six years ago a bill with that pur-
pose In view was Introduced Into Con-
gress, but it seems to have died out
of Inanitlon. The eall for the half-
cent comes strongest froin large clties
in which there are great department
stores, though it 1s quite llkely that in
all other citles the advent of the new
money plece would be welcomed. Com-
petition In trade in the great shopping
centers 1s now so keen that a differ-
ence of half a cent in price often detor-
mines the mind of a would-be pur-
shaser,

Our bellefs are largely directed by
sertain sayings that bhave come down
‘0 us, some of which are wholly un-
true, and some of which contain only
balf truths, For Instance: We quote
as if It were a settled truism, the old
adage, “Love is blind." It all depends
upon the Interpretation. If we mean
that love is blind in the sense that {t
voluntarily shuts its eyes to the faulis
and falllngs of the loved one, there is
spome truth in the saylng, otherwise
not. The eyes of love are the keenest
of all eyes. And the greater the love
the keener the insight. No one better
knows the weaknesses of a husband
than an affectionate wife, And vice

versa. In the eyes of the world which
does pet love the individual may be
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without fanlt. Rot close companfon-
ghip under the searching eyes that love
revenls many defggis. And this Is the
suffering inseparable from loving. The
jover lms a high standard for the
laved., IHis Is an ideal object of afs
feotion.
fection fulls below the idesl of the
lover, as usualy happens, the heart Is
hurt. And yet the soul that truly
loves, loves on despite the faalts, de
spite the disappolntment, It {8 not a
blind worzhip, It is divine love, open-
eyed, saying to itself, “With all his
faunlte, I love him =till"” And i is the
Instinet of this love that knows and
loves on that eeels to bhide from the
world the fmperfection of the loved
one—to shield It with divinest pit d
to cover it with the mantle of GoW-like
perfection. And herein is the spirit-
ual miracle: Not that love is blind;
but that, clearseelng, it continues to
love and suffer and hide it paln—and
I8 perfected In suffering.

e e —

That amiable old person the father
of I'rederlek the Great was acceustoms
ed to rout the future hero out of bed
on c¢old nights to give him only half
enough to eat and otherwise to make
him mlserable on the theory that boys
who were allowed anything like com-
fort never would amount to much. His
paternal majesty wins regarded as a
crazy man, yet we have in these en-
lightened days some people who en-
tertain his views to a certain extent.
There are people, that {8 to say, who
malntain that the thmgs which are
grouped under the designation of
“modern conveniences™ are bad for us
and that we should be a great deal
better off without them. We are told
that steam heat softens us and renders
us a prey to colds, coughs and pnen-
monia, that electrie lights are rulning
our eyesight, that elevators are mak-
ing us lazy—Iin short, that about every
comfort that we enjoy I8 really an
insldlous enemy of our physical or
spiritual well-being. There is undoubt«
edly just a flavor of truth In these pes-
gimistle outglvings as there Is a slight
foundation for imost of the gloomy
vaticlunations which the dismal-minded
among us indulge in with respect to
other matters. There never has been
4 time when there were not people to
proclalm that everything in the ﬁmhouna'Y
of creatlon was golng wrong and this
18 especlally true wlien the prophet of
disaster deals with anything llke an
innovation. That any departure from
the established order of things Is cer-
taln to result in disaster {s a funda<
mental assumption of the pessimist.
We may, nevertheless, make oursclves
comfortable in splte of the decrlers of
“modern convenlences"” It may be
true that steam heat {s responsible for
some physleal illg, but we can feel
certain that the old system of shiver-
ing beslde Inadequate fires re-
sponsible for more. Electric "Mghts
have thelr disadvantages, but they are
infinitely to be preferred to candles.
We go through the whole list of com-
forts that we enjoy and assure oure
selves that they are worth all they cost
and that thelr drawbacks are more
than balanced by thelr advantages.
The law of self-preservation is a safe-
guard agalnst humanity indulging in
things that would serlously menace th
race. Modern comforts are the ouf
growth of the human desire to utilize
the physical resources of nature to the
best advantage, and as such a desire
never will be wholly satisfled we may
be sure that the world will dlscover
and enjoy more rather than less of
such comnforts as time goes on.

TOO S8UDDEN ADVANCEMENT‘

Transports Some People Into Situa-
tions that They Do Not Fit,

In a flourishing eity In Ohlo a rather
lgnorant man had accldentally made
a large fortune and was proceeding to
gpend it In a lavish wuy. It occurred
to him that if he and his wife were
golng to entertain thelr friends—for,
of course, they now had many—It
would be well Tor them to bulld a new
house. Accordingly they engaged an
architect and proceeded to erect a cost
ly mansion, One day soneone chanced
to meet the worthy wite of the ignor-
ant milllonalre and asked her what
kind of a house they were going to
bulld.

“Wal," sald she, “I don't egacly know
what kind of artchitecteheh it 18, bhut [
think I heered the artchltect say as
how It was a mixcher of the ironle and
the cathartie."

The same Ilady was travellng this
winter In Europe, and was, with many
others, driven from the Riviera by the
unusual cold, and took refuge in Egypt
One day she came bustling into the
court of the Hden Place Hote] at Calro
and remarked to a young American
lady who happened to fall a \'\m to
her advances; L

“Oh, we are havin' such a fine time'y
here In Egypt: the other mornin'" ¥
went on camels an' were ghowed them
periods an' that other thing.” She did
not trust herself to pronounce the word
éphinx, 8he added: *“I do think the
Arabs s just magnificent; they're s0
straight and dignified, but the Gym-
sums themselves ain't no great shgkes
be they ?"'—Harper's Weekly. |

e

The wife may be the patient one in
the beginning, but as the years go by,

the husband gets the patient ok, .

And when the object of af-f
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