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THE GARDEN OF

FORGIVENESS.

There Ia n gnrden, far, oh, far away,
Kept for the souls who sinned and suffered most,

The sword of God foreve

And round 118 horders camps & heavenly host

A gentle wind breathes t

Aund, with the wind, all

| Elere are uo troubles; here are none that weep;
Here come no thoughts of sadness or despair]
But falrest flowers, In fullest beauty, sleep;

And softest sunlight f

The murmurings of foun
Forover fill the ear n

Boothing the silence with a gentle beat,
Like kindly volees speaking words of peace.

And here, forever nnd forever, rest
The weary souls, unburdened of thelr sing
And carsed things are here forgiven and hlessed)

Anil wickd hearts ar
s~Pertrand Shndwell, In Chieago Eyenl

| = J— —

ich with the seent of roses n thelir bloom,

Leaving n sweet contentment In thelr rooms

o gunrds the way,

hrongh the tufted grase,

dlug angd BOrrows pass,

1lls the dreaming alr,

tains, low and sweet,
nd never coase,

e made nll elean within,
ng Host

& wW. R. Rose

INE youngz man pansed nt the
Theml of the darkenlng street, 1t

was noet a plensant =ighborhood,
The homes woere old aml shabby, the
street [tself was anrrow aml roughly
paved. Here and there dim lights
were beglnniug to appear belind the
grimy windows

The young min was mare or less fn
milinr with the strectg of the poor, He
imly hesltated beenuse he hadn't guite
determined whether he would keep on
down the hill to the viver or turn at
this crossing. omattered Hittle to him,
His tlme was his own,  He was walk-
ing partly beenuse he enjoyed walk-
ing, and partly because It gave him
opportunities to see life In new phases
—and the lfe of hig fellowman was
Interesting to him, more espeenlly In-
toresting when It ilustrated the strog-
gle for existenece, ns it did in these
poverty-mnrked dwoellings,

He turned amd walked down the
lonely cross street. The night wind
blew stronger In the narrow and fun-
nel-ltke tharoughfure, and desplte the
good dinner he had Just enjoyed and
the warm elothing he wore he shiver-
ed a little in the October nlr,

He gtopped bofore one of the shalln
houses aud huttonsd hils siek coat. As
he tarmedd to go o volee from within
the lower room startled him.,

“Is there anybody there?”

It woas n chilil's shrill and
quernlous.  For a momnt he conld not |
tell whenee It eame,

“1 hear somebody,
answer?

The young man turned to the door.

CWhant do yvou want?" he called

“*Come I an” I'H tell you™

The young mun hesitated.  Then ho
pushed open the door and found him-
gelf In o IHtle entey way, A sleep
lghit of stalrs arose from this and at
the vight a door opened into an inner |
YOOI, .

“Where arve you?" he called,

“In here,” the sheill volee repliod,
“The door aln't locked.™

The young man pushed open the In
ner door and entered,  The room wus
quite dark. Te cloked the door bhe- |
hind hlm and poused with his bhand on |

Ve,

Why don't you |

the knob, |
“Retter have o light, T think,"” he
sitld, |
“Yoer," sithdl the ehlld's
“There's a cmudle on the mantle an' |
there's o lwp on the tible Aln't
you got a matehr?”
A blae thone leaped from the mateh

thit the stranger strack on his shoe |
gole, amd by its light he fomul the
cuandle, Then he looked about the
room. It was ot Kitehen  amd
dinlng roou. A smnll cook stoyve stoml
in front of the five place and o cup-
board with shelves Hlled one corner,
In the middle of the room was a table
with o cloth lald and o few
upon it. The stranger took nll this In
with n hurvled glsnee, apd then his
guze rested on an aleove at the rear of
the room, for In this alecove was a
couch and on the coneh some one wns

THE

dishies

Iving, Holdlng the eundle a  Jitlle
higher e took a step forward
v elle” sald the ehild's volee 11

wias 4 boy's volee and it had suddenly
lost mueh of Its shiriliness,
“Helln,” sald the strapnger
“Are you pretty well this evening?™
1 am pretty well, thank yon™
“I'm protty badd,” suld the boy.
S sorey.  What is the twouble.
“Rbeumntlsm.” He drew a  long
breath. “It's the weather makes it
worse, An' this house aln't good lor
it. Can't yon stay a lttle while?”
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ns he pliveed the enndle on the table.
“1I"Il stay If you want me"" He put his
hat amd gloves on the chalr and stood
hy the couch, A palr of keen, gray
eyes looked up at hine A head cover-
el with curly light halr trled to nod at
hiiim,

“1 wns afralld you wouldn't come
when 1 hollerad,” sald the gquerulous
volee, 1 heard you walkin' an' I
knew  you stopped—you hear things
pretty sharp when you aln't got noth.
in' to do but listen—an' I was ufrald
that you was goin’ on agaln an’ 1 hol-
leredd,  Did you hear me th' first
time?"

“1 guess 1 did," the stranger nn-
swered, He drew a chalr beslde the
conch, *“Isn’t there something I can
do for youn "

“I feel better just to have you here,'”
sald the boy, “When there ain't no-
body but only me an' the pain in th'
room It always seems ke it was big-
ger an’ worser than it 1s. Aln’t in no
great hurry, are you?"

“No," the stranger answered,
In no hurry.
alone?”

e reached forward as he spoke and
goftly stroked the hoy's thin hand,

“I'm
But why are you left

OO rse e oalone sost oall ll:l_\',
Cause sister goes out sewin’, an' I'm
alone to-night 'eanse when sister enme
home she sald 1T was worse an' so she
went right after some moed'cine,  It's
th' distrlek doctor, an® t's gquite a
winyvs, an’ most always he aln’t at
home, DR yon ever rub a person ?"

“No" the stranger answered, “but
I'd be glad to learn.”

The boy drew a qulek breath and
shit his teeth together,

“It's in my buek,” he falntly ex-
plained, “Yes, there. A little wmore to
the stde. Harder, please. No, you don't
hurt we”  He drew  another long
bhrenth, but this time he followed 1t
with o quick smile. "That's better al-
ready Your're & splendid  rabboer.
You're hamd I8 8o smooth  an’ yon
bear down so firm,. Sister s o good
oy, tho, but she ain't very strong, an'
sho wost alwiays comes home pretty
tired,  Aln't yon tlred yets

“Oh, ne,”" laughed the

“I'his I8 easy.

slrianger.
Sure 1 hit the pright

s 5 b

“1 feel mest well, The pain't there
Please don’t rab any more,”

The strangey stealghtensd ap and
lonked down at the white face of the
il

‘What's your name?"

“Joe, Joe Arnold,”

“Well, Joe, what next?*

“What next?"

“What else ean 1 do for you?"

“Can't stay any longer, ean you?!

“*Yer."

NOL I sister comes??

"I vou want me to stay

“Want you! BSay, I'd—1'd just love
te have you,™

His volee trembled.,

“Of conrse 'l stay,” sald the stran
ger hastily.

“I don't like te be alone In the doark,”
the lud seemed to find I necessary 1o
explain, “An', an'—no, 1 aln't a baby

don't think i, ot 1T guess 1 get
kKind o' rattled in the dark—you saw
how 1 wus, Ant well, 1 ain't
company for myself,”

“Phat’s all right,” said the stranger

'y lml

1 guess there are times when we nll
feel the sane way.
fo Hghiting the lampt™
“Yeis," suld the boy.
how "
“Lo 1 look as stupid as thaty”
“No, o, sald the boy hastily, 1

Whatt do you say

“Do you know

man who was used to ‘lectric lghts.
That's nll I meant.”

over the lamp. When he had it light-
ed he looked around, The room was
neat and clean, and a low fire burned
iu the stove.

“Getting hangry 7' he nsked,

“Yes, I am,” the boy answered,
“When I had the paln [ didn't think
of It. You see, when slster goes awny
gshe leaves something for me where I
ean get It Crackers an’ milk, maybe,
or maybe just bread an' butter. But
I've drank all my milk an' eaten all
my crackers, an' now ['m ready for
gomethin' more. You won't mind If I
don't try to get up, will you?”

“Certainly not,”” replled the stran-
ger. “You ean le there and tell me
what to do."

The boy stared at him.

“What can you do?"

“Mnke myself useful, perhaps.”

“But how can you work in those
clothes 7

“Wateh me.” Ile took off his ecoat
and hung It on o convenlent hook.
"Better poke up the fire, I guess.”

“Nay, you ought to wait till slster
comes, [ aln't =0 very hungry, really
pn' truly: an' waybe there aln't much
to ent in the house, She nlways brings
home  somethin'—if  she has the
money.”

The stranger stirred the fire and
added a lnmp or two of conl,

“What's next- lvakettle "

“Yes, Th' water 8 In the
rooin. Take the caudle,”

The stranger smillingly seized the
kettle and taking up the ecandle dis-
apepnesd through the funer doorway.
The boy eould hear him  humming
gsote old song a8 he crogsed the ereaky
flooring. In a moment or two he was
hack with the kettle and had it over
[ WFTEN LR

“How
Jog"

“Tive weeks an' two days.”

The stranger stooped and dusted off
the hearth,

“What brought it on?"'

“Giuess It was workin' In a damp
basement, sir. | helped with th' pack-
in'."

The stranger took down his cont nnd
put it on. Then hie reached for his hat,

The boy choked up a little,

“Goln’, sir?”

“Not far.”

The boy breathed again,

“I'm glad you put the kettle on, sir.”

“Why?t”

“Because when slster came home an'
I told her about you comin' here an'
chasin' th' paln away, she'd say it wus
all a dream. An' then I'd point to th'
kettle an’ laugh—'cause she knows [
couldn’t put it there. An' then she
conldn't say a word, Where are you
goin’, sir?"

The stranger laughed.

“I'm golng out to do a little ghop-
ping.” he sald. “Perhaps you can tell
me where the nearest
is?"

“It's Engelhelm’s, sir,
the next cormey
wuys glves

bark

long have you been  sick,

apen grocery

Just aronnd
He's German an'’ al-
good measure—an' he
keeps open evenings.”

ST oenn find 16 He knit his brows,
“I'm afrald,” he sald, “that an oyster
stew Is about all 'm equal to.
like oysters?

The boy moistened hiz lips,

“1 think they're flne,” he crid, “But
sistor gays they're very expensive,”

“Well, we'll hear what Engellielm
says,  Look for e in twenty min-
nles,”

“You'll surely conte bhack?"

“Surely,”

As the door elosed belind hlm the
hoy's face suddenly clouded, Then his
sharp eyes stured havd at the lamp aad
at the kettle on the stoyve The cloud
disappearsd and he smiled

“I'l Dhet
tered  mmd
whisthng

It was less than twents
couldn't have DBeen morn

Lo you

he'll come back,”
sinfled

he mut-
again and fell o

Hinntes It
thiau ffteen,

The strancer's avims were el with
Il les,

“ monde o bet that you'd come
back,” sdald the bhos

“You win,"” laughed the siranger
“Dido't 1T hear somchiouls wlhilsting
Just now "

“That was e, sald the boy sy

wus whistlin® an’ the Kettle was sing-
iy Better move it back,"
“Good” sald the strange
stop that Hitle song.™
e bl his packages on the table
and then
Ll stovo,

“We'll

pushed the Kettle back on

The boy's bright eyves gllistened
“Somothln®  UEe  Chelstinas, ain't

i7" he murmured

The stranger laughed as Lo
Limsell about the sloyve,

It tulkes snow A a tro il

busied

wrenth W the window, gl
by the ol
II-...-_" b
with Jusl
celery

ney toomake o reald o

sl *X 00

ovsters il « s el
and orapges.
“Eay. thnt sounds goo
hoy, Th
fully,

D oents

n e shook his b
“Didn’t you s o , Wi
ploce

*And none oo good m el eqin
the stranger., “But your friesd, (he
Germun grocer, let we hpve n pleked
dozeén for OO cents. 1 told him they

UWhy, yes," the strapger auswered,

| weant phut you look us I you wus o |

quru Lor you and he seaf un extra big

The stranger laughed as he bent

— M‘

' one and hoped you wonld soon be well
agaln.”

Thera was a little gllence,

“I'm sorry 1 tippsd over his ash
barrel,” sald the boy.

“Oh, he's forgotten all about that,”
cried the stranger,
‘nrl- a very fair sort of a boy, nnd he
| gays you have an uncommonly nlce
gister. | hope you apprecinte her?”

There was another brief sllence,

“That's right,” erled the stranger.
e clattered about the stove a little
longer and then turned to the boy. “If
[ know the symptoms,” he sald, “your
sgtew is ready. Can you be propped
up In bed to eat it?”

“Sure,” said the boy. *““There’'s an
extra cushion on the chalr over there.”
8o he was duly propped up with a
napkin tled under his chin, and a chalr
with the crackers and the celery on
it beslde the couch, and the bowl of
stenming stew put on his knees,

“If it Isn't seasoned right call the
vonk.” eald the stranger as he seated
himself near the boy.

“It's great!” orled the lad as  he
-.-lpp;-.] 0 spoonful.

And then on this little tablean the
door opencd and a young womnan en-
terixd,

“He wiasn't in his office,” she sald,
and suddenly stopped and stared from
the steanger to the ey and then back
to the stranger.

The Intter had risen and was look-
ing al her with n plensant smile.  Heo
anw that she was pale, o paleness
that was heightened by her black
frock--a girl of perhaps eight and
twenty who looked as if life was a
constant and wearying struggle,

She entered o suddenly that the
startled boy spluttered a little over his
speonful of stew.

“Sister,” he sald with a little gasp,

you ghould alwnys knoek before you
comwe  In—didn't you kpow I might
have company’? This is my sister,
sir, Ewmma, this Is Mister—"

“Greer," =ald the stranger.

The stranger put ont his hand and
the girl hesitatingly met the friendly
andvance

“T am pleased to meet you,
Arnold,” he sald, Then he looked
arounmd at the boy. “Joe,” he added,
“perhaps you'd hetter explaln how I
happen to be here.”

“Take off your hat, Emma,” sald
the boy, “and sit down. It was this
way. [ was getting awful bad an’ [
called out an® this gentleman came
in an' he rubbed the pain away an’
he sald, ‘Are you hungry® an' I said
I was, an’ he bought the oysters an'
the oranges an’ cooked 'em an' they're
the best ever.” And he hastlly took
another spoonful.

“That's really all there is to 1t"
sald the stranger. “Except that thers
is another bowlful of the stew and
it's piplng bot and Joe and I insist
upon your eating it"”

He placed a chair at the table in a
mement amd bowed the reluctant gird
into it, aud brought the steaming stew
to ber and then turned back to the
Inn_\'_

And the boy nodded up at him in
evident approval and went on dispos-
ing of his soup.

“You are very kind, sie” sald the
girl, *“Are you a And she
looked up,

The boy laughed,

“He's better ‘o forty-leven doctors.”

“I'm nothing as useful as a doctor,”
the stranger sald.

“1 can't understand it all,” she said,
“hut you seeimn o have been of some
use here.  When I harrled away that
poor hoy was in torments—and now
look at i

Miss

doctor?”

Thie strapger did ook ar him and
the youngster chuckled,

“Joe and 1 age pretty good friends,”
the stranger sald, “and 1
thinking out n proving our
friendship, This is no place for him

ol vourse 1 understand why he re-
mains here. But if e was ploeed in
a sanltarinm that 1 Know
i bright and chee
= Lais

hitve beon
wiay of

about, such
rial pliee, he wounld
waell agnin You must let
me put him there. Amd 1 think there

wotithd be litthe trouble in securing a

oot in the oelghlborhoo] for vour
sl Yos, Yos, you are going to say
that all this costs monoy Bt yon

are not to bother yourselt ahout thot,

We want to get Joo on his feet amain

whieres e ean e of sotne lll'l[l Lis you

anil Limself, You ore to leave all the

details 1w me. And now that this Is

understood T will hid yon good night.”
He arose aid took up his hat

“Chre twoment,” sasd the girl and her

noige was oo Hutle wremaious, “They
woere talking about a Mr. Greer at
Mes, DeGurino's where 1 was sowing

last week, a Mr. bunham Greer., If

votur are Mr. Dunbam Greer 1 think
I can understand this hotter”
“l ani. A mn I ask what they
bl about
“Sousvwon't i bohiart if I tell von
| S it Al mtled encour-
| HELY.
*Thoey—they s=aid your very rich
, 1 1 % yoiur, What yon «did
Yol sl el lived o vou pleas
e nnd tha M wWery Very ulinsual

IVHETE Ihistoadd of

money as other

youn gz spetiding your
vleh young men would
do, you woeit ahout toding  oppor-
tunitics for dolng gond In eut-of-the-

t\\'u}' places aud pgmong the queerest

“He thinks you |

people. They shook their heads nbon.t
you, slr, I-—I am afraid they didn't
quite approve.”

There were tenrs in her volce as she
sald this and the Loy started at her
in nmazement,

Dunlinm Greer paused at the door.
His smile was very vmght.

“I'm glad you told me this™ he
sald. ""u-ing so young there is still
a chance for me to reform. But of
course the present case bas nothing
to do with this queer infirmity of
mine. 1 happened In here quite by
chance."

The girl arose and looked from the
boy to the man.

“Do you call it chance, sir,”” was
goftly said. “Belleve me, it was some-
thing better and nobler and highee
than that.”"—Grit
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NEW TYPE OF LONDONER.

Characteristios n; Man Who Drives
Omnibus,

New times, new customs; new cus-
toms, new men, And so it Is that the
era uf the motor-omnibus has created
a new type of man in our modern
London, .

He Is the man who drives the mo-
tor-omuibug,  Shiarp as a dart, keen,
Argusoved, alert for any emergency,
he 1s the Mercury of the twentieth
century, Obstruction is to him an ln-
teresting problem easy to solve, He
bas the speed of the hare where 1t
only seews possible for the tortolse
to move, e scoffs at the dense traf-
tie of the London streets, and darts
through it with a eynieal laugh of his
motor horn. ‘

An lNustration of the readiness with
which the aforetimie drivers of horses
—for the majority of the motorists
previously handled the relns—have
adapted themselves to the new ordes
of things wuas recently afforded a rep
resentative of the Dally Mall, wha
seated alongside the driver, traveled
on 4 Vanguard from the Elephant and
Castle to Cricklewood, The ominb
carrying a full complement of thirty
four passengers, weighing seven and
n half tons, and yet the driver steered
Its vast bulk In and out of the chaotle
maze of trafllc at the Elephant and
Castle with a nicety, certainty, and
speed that was truly amazing,

Shaving past within seven or elght
Inches of the off wheels of dilatory

horsed omnibuses, flushing along a
row of statlonary electrie tramway
cars, splnning around carts, dr:}yu,

and the lke, the Vanguard man never
for & moment hesituted or made &
wistake. And that, too, despite a
thick fog which gave everything &
shadowy, indefinite appearance,

All other clusses of vehicles
passed, except private motor ears. The
horsed omnibuses looked foollsh as
they Dblundered stolidly along., But
there was no suggestion of risk in this
speedy, agreeable method of locomo-
tion. Keen, Intelligent watchfulness
wits depleted on the Vanguard man's
face as it peered steadfastly through
the foz. Not for a moment during the

nine-mile  Journey dld he turn his
hesid,
Before  Lim  was a little mirror

whileh reflected the interior of the om-
nibus, and enabled hlm to see when a
pussenger wished to alight should the
conductor w ecolleeting  the outside
fares, At his left hand was a pinion
brake. Within Lis hands he held the
steering wheel., Guiding the great
throhbhing ecar, applying one or othep
of the brankes, blowing the *“hooter,”
attending to 0 dozen lubricators so am
ranged that he neeld not divert his
glanee from before him, the hands and
feot of the Vancsuaml mnan never reste
eidl—and they  never  erred,—London
Mail,
Hune of an Auto Dreiver.

A man who has =everal times been
arrested for exeecding the speed Hmig
in lis aultomobile went across tha
Narth river recently and was sworn
I as a specinl constable In New Jeps
gey, sars the New York Sun. He got
his badge nmed then the fun began.
He went over to Jersey with hls mi=
chine and with n party of friends set
While
runnlng along an otleer stopped him.,

all the speed Liows at defiance,

The special constable ot onee throw,
open hig cont anid dlsplayed his badge.
“Just arrested the chaufMeur of thisl
maebine aod  left him at Morristown,,
There was no one (o take these peo-
ple home, and so T am running the
muchine, Have got to hurry, too
Of he went

He has worked that several times,
and his friends are wonderlng ho

Qulte
Niggoers

Resigaed,
Mrs.

thit

sary't
M. Ni

forgotten, but I've

Hive yon forgottem
this s our twenty-fifth annivers
rrors (wenrllvi-—-No: I've nog
fugglven.—Tales.

waillth  andy
bachelor unele bheatsy
busluess by o

‘Ahe combinatlon  of

portierosity In n

wodhimother
thousond mlles,

this fulry

One of the greatest problems to &
man Is what beeame of the woney he
carued six months ego.

e b
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lonz it will be before his h;l.-]ga is "
taken away. ‘ }




