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CHAVTER V.—(CoxTINUED,)

Nevertheless, the young people had
no doubis about their coming bliss,
Evervthing was going smoothly and
pleasantly for them. Carriston had at
oncs spoken to Madeline's aunt, and
obtained the old Scotchwoman's ready
consent to their union. 1 was rather
vexed at his still keeping to his ab-
surd whim In concealing his true name,
He sald he was afraid of alarming the
aunt by telling her he was passing
under an alias, whilst if he gave Made-
line his true reason for so doing she
wonld be miserable. Moreover, 1 found
he had formed the romantic plan of
marrying her without telling her in
what an enviable position she would
be plag~d, so far as worldly gear went.

e Lord of Burleigh surprise ro
« @ended itself to his imagin-
aty .

'Q of my holiday came,.
&nd sad farewell to lake
ard moy and, accompanied by
Carriston, 8. 2d for home. I did not
see the partil, wproper between the
voung people—that was far too sacred
a thing to be intruded upon—but even
when that protracted affair was over, 1
waited many, many minutes whilst
Carristion siocod hand in hand with
Madeline, comforting himself and her
by reiierating, “Only six weeks—six
short weeks! And then—and then!”
It was the girl who at last tore herzelf
away. and then Carriston mounted re-
luctantly by my cside on the rough
vehicle.

From Edinburgh we traveled by the
night train. The greater part of the
way we had th= compartment to our-
selves, Carriston, as a lover will,
talked of nothing but coming bliss and
his plans for the future. After a while
I grew quite weary of the monotony of
the subject, and at last dozed off, and
for some little time slept. The shrill
whistie whnich teld us a tunnel was at
hand arcused me, My companion was
sitting opposite to me, and as I glanced
across at him my attention was arrest-
od by the same strange intense look
which 1 had on a previous occasion at
Bettwe-v-Coed noticed in his eyes—the
same fixed stare—the same oblivious-
ness to all that was passing. Ilemem-
bering his reguest, I shook him, some-
what reughly, back to his senses. He
regarded me for a moment vacantly,
then said:

“Now I have found out what was
wanting to make the power 1 told you
of compnleie. 1 could see her if I
wished.”

“Of course you can see her—in your
mind's eye. All lovers can do that.”

“If 1 tried I could see her hodily—
know exactly what she is doing!” He
spoke with an air of complete convic-
tion.

“Then, I hope, for the sake of mod-
esty, vou won't try. It is now mnearly
three o'clock. She ought to be in bed
and asleep.”

I spoke lightly thinking it better to
try and laugh him out of his folly.
He took no notice of my sorry joke.

“No.” he said quietly, “I am not go-
ing to try. Butl knew now what was
wanting. Love—such love as mine—
soch love as hers—makes the connect-
ing link, and enables sight or some
other sense to cross over space, and
pass through every material obstacle.”

“Loask here, Carriston,” I said seri-
ously, “vou are talking as a madman
talks. 1 cdon't want to frighten wou,
but 1 am bound both as a doctor and
yofir sincere friend to tell you that an-
less vou cure yourself of these absurd
delusionsg, they will grow upon vou. de-
velop fresh forms, and you will prob-
ably end vour days under restrais:
Ask any doctor, he will tell you the
same.”

“Doctors are a clever race,” answerad
my strange young friend, “but they
don’t know evervthing.”

So saying he closed his eyes and ap-
peared to sleep.

We parted on reaching Lomdon.
Many kind words and wishes passed
between ug, and I gave some more well-
meant and, I believed, needed warn-
ings. He was going down to see his
anclie, the baronet, Then he had some
matters to arrange with his lawyers,
and above all had to select a residenca
for himself and his wife. He would no
doubt be in London for a short time.
If poseible he would come and see me,
Any way he would write and let me
know the exact date of his approaching
marriage. If I could manage to come
to it. so much the better., If not he
would try., as they passed through
town, to bring his bride to pay ma a
fiving and friendly wvisit.

Some six weeks afterward—Ilate ot
night—while 1 was decep in a new and
clever treatice on zymotics, a man hag-
gard, wild, unshorn, and unkempt,
rushed past my startled servant, and
eniered the room in which I sat. He
threw himself into a chair, and 1 was
horrified to recognize in the intruder
my clever and brilliant friend, Charles
Carriston!

I lau.

VI.
HE END has come
sooner than 1 ex-
pected” These
were the sad werds
I muttered to my-
self as, waving my
frizhtened servant
away, 1 closed the
door and stood
alone with the sup-
posed maaniaec. He
rose and wrung my
haad, then without a word, sunk back
into his chair and buried his face in

| he was, as he said, as sane as 1 was.

“Thank heaven you can speak to me
and look at me like this,” 1 exclaimed.

“You are satisfied then?” he said,

“On this point, yes. Now tell me
what is wrong?”

Now that he had =et my doubts nt
rest his agitation and excitement
seemed to return, He grasped my hand
convulsively.

“Madeline!” he whispered.
line—my love—she is gone.”

“Gore!” I repeated. “Gone where

“She is gone, I say—stolen from me
by some black-hearted traitor—perhaps
forever, Who can tell?”

“But, Carriston, surely in so short a
time her love can not have been won
by another, If so, all I can say is—"

“What!" he shouted. “You who have
szeen her! Yon in your wildest dreams
to imagine that Madeline Rowan would
leave me of her own free will! No, zir,
she has been stolen from me—en-
trapped—carried away—hidden. But I
his hands. A sort of nervous trembling
seemed to run througzh his f{rame.
Deeplv distressed, I drew his hands
from his face.

“Now, Carriston,” I said as firmly as
I could, “look up and tell me what all
this meamns. Look up, 1 say, and speak
to me.”

He raised his eyes to mine and kept
them there, whilst a ghastly smile—
a phantom of humor—flickered across
his white face. No doubt his native
guickness told him what I suspected,
so he looked me steadily in the face.

“No,” he said, “not as you think.
But let there be no mistake. Question
me, Talk to me. Put me to any icst.
Satisfy yoursel?, once for all, that I am
as sane g5 yvou are.”

He spoke =2 rationally, his eyes mect
mine so unflinchingly, that I was re-
joiced to kn»w that my fears were as
vet ungrounded. There was griefl, ex-
citement, want of rest in his appear-
ance, but his general manner told me
will find her, or I will kill the black-
hearted villain who has done this.”

He rose and paced the room. His
face was distorted with rage. IHe
clinched and unclinched his long slen-
der hands. % 4

“My dear fellow,” I said, “you are
talking riddles. Sit down and tell me
calmly what has happened. But, first
of all, as you look utterly worn out,
I will ring for my man to get you scme
food."”

“No,” ke said, “I want mnothing.
Weary I am, for I have been to Scot-
land and back as fast as man can
travel. I reached London a short time
ago, and after seeing one man have
come straight to you. my only frisnd,
for help—it may be for protection. But
1 have eaten and I have drunk, know-
ing 1 must keep my health and
gtrengih.”

However, I incisted upon some wine
bejng brought. He drank a glass, and
then with a strange enforeed calm. told
me what had taken place. His tale was
this:

After we had parted company on cnur
retirnl from Scotlgnd, Carriston went
down to the family seat in Oxfordshire,
and iaformed his uncle of the impend-
ing change in his life. The baronet,
an extremely old man, infirm and all
but childish, troubled little about the
matter. Every acre of his large prop-
erty was strictly entailed, so his pleas-
ure or displeasure could make but liitla
alteration in his nephew's prospects.
Still he was the head of the family,
and Carriston was in duty bound to
make the impertant news known to
y him. The young man made no secret
i of his approaching marriage, sc in a
very short time every member of the
family was aware that the heir and
future head was about to ally himself
to a nobody. Knowing nothing of
Madeline Rowan’s rare beauty and
, sweet nature, Carriston’s kinsmen and
kinswomen were sparing with their
congratulations, Indeed, Mr. Ralph
Carriston, the cousin whose name was
coupled with the such absurd suspie-
cions, went so far as to write a bitter,
sarcastic letter, full of ironical felicita-
tions. This, and Charles Carriston's
haughty reply, did not make the affee-
tion between the cousins any stronger.
Moreover, shortly afterward the young-
er man heard that inquiries were being
made in the mneighborhood of Made-
line's home, as to her position and par-
entage. Feeling sure that only his
cousin Ralph could have had the curi-
! osity to institute such inquiries, ke
wrote and thanked him for the keen in-
terest he was manifesting in his futgre
welfare, but begged that hereafter Mr.
Carriston would apply to him direct
for any information he wanted. The
two men were now no longer on speak-
ing terms.

Charles Carriston, his present
frame of mind, cared little whether his
relatives wished to bless or forbid the
banns. He was passionately in love,
and at once set about making arrange-
ments for a speedy marriage. Althol zh
Madeline was still ignorant of the ex-
alted position held by her lover—al-
though she came to him absolutely pen-
niless—he was resolved in the matier
of moneyv to treat her as generously
as he would have trezted the most
eligible damsel in the country. Tlere
were several legal questions to be se:
at rest concerning certain property ke
wished to settle vpon her. These of
ecourse caused delay. As soon as they
were adjusted to his own, or, rather to
his lawyver's satisfaction, he purposed
going to Scotland and carrying away
his beautiful bride. In the meantime
he cast about for a residence,

Somewhat Bohemian in his nature

“Made-

gee

in
o

Carriston had no intention of settling
down just vet to live the life of an
ordinary moneyed Englishman, His
intention was io take Madeline abroad
for some months, He had fixed upan
Cannes as a desirable place at which to
winter, but having grown somewhat
tired of hotel life wished to rent a
furnished house. He had received from
an agent to whom he had been ad-
vised to apply the refusal of a house
which, from the glowing description
given, seemed the one above all others
he wanted. As an early decision was
insisted uwpon, my Iimpulsive young
friend thought nothing of crossing the
Channel and running down to the south
of France to see. with his own eyes,
that the much-landed place was worthy
of the fair being who was to be iis
temporary mistress.

He wrote to Madeline, and told her
he was going from home for a fow
days. He said he should be traveling
the greater part of the time, so it
would be no use for her writing to him
until his retern. He did not reveal the
object of his journey. Were Madeline
to know it was to choose a winter resi-
dence at Cannes, she would be filled
with amazement, and the innocent de-
ception he was still keeping up wonld
not be carried through to the romantic
end which he pictured to himself.

VIL
4 HE DAY before he
started for France
Madeline wrote
ithat her aunt was
very unwell, but
. said nothing as to
her malady causing
~ any alarm. Per-
. haps Carriston
thought less about
the old Scotch wid-
ow than her rela-
tionship and kindness to Miss Rowan
merited. He started on his fravels
without any ferebodirgs of evil

His journey to Cannes and back was
hurried—he wasted no time on the road,
but was delayed for two days at the
place itself befiore he could make final
arrangements with the owner and the
present occupier of the house. Think-
ing he was going to start every moment
he did not write to Madeline—at the
rate at which he meant to return a
letter posted in England would reach
her almost as quickly as if posted at
Cannes,

tie reached his home, which for the
last few weeks had been Oxford, and
found two letters waiting for him. The
first, dated on the day he left England,
was from Madeline. It told him that
her aunty’s illness had suddenly taken
a fatal turn—that she had died that
gay, almost without warning. The sec-
ond letter was anonymous.

It was written apparently by a wom-
an, and advised Mr. Carr to look sharp-
ly after his lady-love or he would find
bimself left in the lurch. Tke writer
would not be surprised to hear some
fine day that she had eloped with a cer-
tain gentleman who should b# name-
lese, This precious epistle, probabiy
an emanation of feminine spite, Car-
riston treated as it deserved—he tore
it up and threw the pieces to the wind.

But the thought of Madeline being
alone at that lonely house troubled him
greatly. The dead woman had no sans
or daughters—=all the anxiety and re-
sponsibility connected with her affairs
weuld fall on the poor girl. The next
dey he threw himecelf into the Scoich
Express, and started for her far-away
home,

On arriving there he found it ocea-
pied only by the rough farm servanis.
They seemed in a state of wonderment.
and volubly questioned Carrision as 10
the whereabouts of Madeline. The
question sent a chill of fear to his
heart. He answered their questions
by others, and soon learnt all they had
to communicaie.

Little encugh it was. On the morn-
ing after the old woman’s funeral Mad-
eline had gone to Callendar, to ask the
advice of an old friend of her aunt's,
as to what steps should now be taken.
She had neither been to his friend,
nor had she returned home. She had,
however, sent a message that she must
go to London at once, and would write
from there. That was the last heard
of her—=zll that was known about her.

Upon hearing this news Carriston be-
came a prey to the acutest terror—an
emotion which was quite inexplicable
1o the honest people, his informants.
The girl had gone, but she had sant
word whither she had gone.
they did not know the reason for her
departure, so sudden and without ing-

2zZe of any description—true, she had
net written as promised, but no doubt
they would hear from her tomorrow.
Carriston knew better. Without re-
vealing the extent of his fears, he flew
back to Callendar. Inquiries at the
reilway station informed him tha: she
Iad gone, or had purposed geoing, to

—r—

True,

| it, or whether any trace of her coull
| be found there, was, au least, a matier
of deabt. Nc good could b2 gained by
rec:2ining in Scotland, o0 he traveled
back at oree to town, half disiracted,
gleepless, and racking his brzins (o
kEnow where to lcok for her.

“She has bLecn decoyed away,” he
said in conclusion. “She is hidden. im-
prisoned somewhere. And I know, &s
well as if he told me, who has done this
thing. 1 ean trace Ralph Carriston's
cursed hand through it all.”

bid suspicion of his cousin amounted
almost to monomania. He had told
the tale of Madeline's disappearance

to account for it his theory was a wild
and untenable cne. However much he
suspected Ralph Carriston of longing
fo stand in %is shoes, 1 could see no
object for the crime of which he ac-
cused him, that of decoying away Mad-
eline Rowan,

{TO BE CONTINUER.)

| London, but whother she ever reached !

I glanced at bim askance. This mor-'

clearly and tersely: but when he began

TALMAGE'S SERMON.

“"HARBOR OF HOME,"
SUNDAY'S SUBJECT.

LAST

Text: “Guv Home to Thy Frionds,
Tell Them How Great Things the Lord
Hath Done for Thee"—From Pook of
Mark, Chapter 5, Verse 19.

HERE are a greaf

many people long-

ing for some grand

gphere in which

to serve God. They

admire Luther at

the Diet of Worms,

and only wish that

they had some such

reat opportunity

in which to display

their Christian

prowess. They admire Paul making Fe-

lix tremble and they only wish that

they had some such grand oecasion in

which to preach righteousness, temper-

ance, and judgment to come. All they

want is an opportunity to exhibit their

Christian heroiesm. Now the apostle

‘omes to us and he practically says: “I

will show you a place where you can

oxhibit all that i{s grand and heautiful

and glorious in Christian character
and that is the domestic circle.”

If one is not faithful in an irsignid-

resounding sphere. If Peter will not
‘ielp the cripple at the gate of the Tem-
ple, he wili never be able to preach
chree thousand souls inie the kingdom
at the Pentecost. If Paul will not tzke
pains to instruct in the way of salva-

geon, he will never make Fealix trem-
ule. He who is not faithful in a skir-
ish would not be faithful in an Ar-
nageddon. The fact is, we are all
laced in just the position in which we
‘an mos: grandly serve God, and we
wught not to be chiefly thoughtful
tbout some sphere of usefulness whiech
we may after awhile gain, but the all-
ibsorbing question with yen and with
me ought to be: *“Lord, what wilt thou

g

1ave me (now and here) to do?

There is ene word in my text
iround which the most of our thoughts
will to-day revolve. The word is
HOME. Ask ten different men the
meaning of that word and they will
rlve you ten different definitions. To
one it means love at the hearth,

he workstand, intelligence at the
books, devotion at the altar. To him
it means a grecting at the door and a
smile at the chair. Peace hovering like
wings. Joy clapying its hands with
laughter. Life & tranquil lake. Pil-
lowed on the ripples sleep the shadows.

Ask another man what home is, and
he will tell you it is wani, looking out
of a cheerless fite-grate and kneading
hunger in an compty bread-tray. The
damp air shivering with curses. No
Bible on the sheif. Children, robbers
and murderers in embryo.
their lullaby.
ruin. Want in the background and sin
staring from the front. No Sabbzih
wave rolling over that doorsill. Vesti-
bule of the pit. Shadow oI infernsal
walls, Furnace for forging everlasting
chains. Faggots for an unending fun-
eral pile. Awful word! It is spelled
with curses, it weeps with ruin, it
chokes with woe, it sweats with the
death-agony of despair.

The word “Home"” in the one case
mearns everyithing bright. The word
“Home” ip the other case means every-
thing terrific.

I shall speak to you of home as a
test of character, home 28 a refuge,
home as a political safeguard, home
as a school, and home as a type of
ieaven.

And in the first place I remark that

&ry costume, while in private it is in
fishabille.
“n cne way on the stage and may ap-
‘pear In another way behind the scenes,
so private charzcter may be very dif-
ferent from public character. Private
character is often public
tarned wrong side ont.

he were a distillation of smiles, and
yet his heart may be a swamp of net-
tles. There are business men who all

and the!r petulance and their discon-
tent; but at nightfall the dam breaks,

freshets.

Reputation is only the shadow of
2haracter, and a very small house
sometimes will cast a very long shad-
ow. The lips may seem to dérop myrrh

sheaf cf su
may only
window

bricht sand warm asa
beams, and yet they
be a magnificent show
to a wretched stock of gonds.
| There is many & man who i3
affable in public life and amid commer-
cial spheres, who, in a cowardly way,
‘akes his anger and his petulance home
¢ad drops them in the domezstie circle.

The reason men do not display their
bad temper in public is because they
do not want to be knocked down. There
are men who hide their petulanee and

their Irritability just for the same rea-

«on that they do not let their notes go
to protest; it does not pay. Or for tho
| same reason that they do not want 2
man in their stock company to seil his
stock at less than the right price, lest it
depreciate the value. As at sunset the
~ind rises, so after a sunshiny
there may be a tempestuous

day

night.

There are people who in public act the |
philanthropist, who at home act the

Nero, with respect to their slippers and
their gown.

{  Audubon,

!

the great ornithologist,

| forests of America to bring down and

nnd |

:ant sphere he will not be faithful in a |

tion the sheriff of the Philippian dun- |

it |
means plenty at the table, industry at |

Vile songs |
Every face a picture of |

| circles

home is a powerful test of character |
T)e disposition in public may be in|

- -actors may appear | et
As play-actors may appear | ment vith reference to vour children?

It is a plain question, and therefore T |

character |
A man may |
receive you into his parlor as theugh !

day long are mild and courteous and |
genial and good-natured ir commer- |
rial life, keeping back their irritability |

' off into di

and cassia. and the dispesition to be as |
n-

. with gun and pencil, went through the !

to sketch the beautiful birds, and after
years of toil and exposura compliated
his manuscript and put it in a trunk
in Philadelphis for a few days of recre-
ation and rest, and came back and
found that the rais had utterly de-
stroyed the manuseript; but without
any discomposure and without any fret
or bad temper, he again plcked up his
gun and pencil and visited again all
the great forests of America aund repro-
duced his immortal work. And yet
there are people with the ten-thous-
andth part of that ioss who are utterly
frrceoncilable, who, at the loss of a pen-
cil or an article of raiment, will blow
2s long and sharp as a northeast
storm,

Now, that man who is affable in pub-
iic and who is irritable in private is
making z fraudwlent overissue of stock,
and he is as bad as a bank that might
have four or five hundred thousand
dollars of bills in circulation with no
specle in the vault. Let us learn “to
show piety at home.” If we have it
not there we have it not anywhere, TIf
we have not genuine grace in the fam-
ily circle, all our outward and publie
plausibility merely springs from a fear
of the world or from the glimy, putrid
pool of cur own se!fishness. 1 tell you
the home is a mighty test of character.
What you are at home yon are every-
where, whether you demonstrate it or
not.

Again, T remark that home is a ref-
uge. Life is the United Stales army
on the national road to Mexico, a long
march with ever and anon a skirmish
and a hattle. At eventide we pitch our
tent and stack our arms; we hang up
the war cap and lay our head on the
knapsack; we sleep until the morning

bugle calls us to marching and action. |
How pleazant it is to rehearse the vie- |
tories and the surprises and the at- |

tacks of the day, seated by the still
camp-fire of the home circle!

There is the place where we may
talk of what we have done without be-
ing charged with self-adulction. There
is the place where we may lounge with-
out being thought ungraceful.
is the place where we may express af-
fection without being thought silly.
There is the place where we may for-

get our annoyvances and exzasperations |
| ehapel of ike great town and I

and troubles.
no home?

Forlorn earth-pilgrim!
Then die. That is better.

The grave is brighter and grander and | = 2
|.8it?

more glorious than this world with no
tent from marchings, with no
harbor from the storm, with no place

to rest from this scene of greed and |
God pity the |

gouge and loss and gain,
man or woman who has no home!

grasshopper’s leap
and gquzil’'s whistle,
streamlet, which, from the rock at the

| mouniain-top clear down to the mead- |

ow ferns under the shadow of the

steep, ccmes looking for the steepest |

place to lzap off at, and talking just
to hear itself talk? If all the ekies
hurtled with tempest, and everlasting
storm wandered over the sea, and every
meurtain stream went raving
frothing at the mouth with mad foam,
and there were nothing but simoons
blowing amcng the hills, and there
wer? neither 1o:°s earol nor humming
bird's trii?, neor waterfall’'s dash; oanly
bear's Lark, and panther’s seream, and
wolf's kbowl, then yvou might well gath-
er into your homes only the shadows.
But God hes sirewn the earth
and thz heavens with beauty and with
gladnesz, 1ot us iake unto our home
=11 innocent hilarity, all bright-
mness, and all good cheer. A dark home
imezkes bad boys and bad girls, in prep-
araticn for bad men and bad women.
Above all, my friends, take
vour homes Christian prineciple. Can
it be that in any of the comfortable
bomes of my congregation the vaice of
praver is never lifted? What! No sup-
plication at mnight for protection?
What! No thanksgiving in the morning
for care?” How, my brother, my sister,
will yocu answer God in the day ef jude-

e B Yy
Wi

ng>

intoc

ask it. In the tenth chapter of Jeremiah
God says he will pour out his fury upon
the families that ¢all not upon His

ame. O, porents, when vou are dead
and zone, and the moss is covering the
inseription of the tombstone, will your

children look back and think of father |

and mother at family prayer? Will

tion and tears of conscling promise.
wept by €ryes leng Lefore goane eut into
darkness? OR, if you do not inculcate

| Christian principles in the

and scolding pours ferth in floods and !

vour chiidren, and do not warn them
against evil, and do not invite them to
holiness and to God, and they i
zipation and into infide]it;
and at last make shipwreck of their im-
mortal souls, on their deathbed and in
jadgment they will curse
by the
slove, what if on

out the history

T e, B
regisier or i1ne

you!

come

wall should

n? What

the
of your chiidrs
mortal and the immor-
ones! Every

of his

it, composing It

it into a grosn.

history

child. 1
into a seng or tu
Azain, I remars that home is a
of heaven. To bring us to that home
Christ left his home. Far up and far
back in the history of heaven there
came a period when its most illustrious

¥pe

citizen was about to absent himself. |
He was not going to sail from beach 1o |
He |

one | Very |

beach; we have often done that.
was not going to put out from
hemisphere to “another
many of us have done that.
was to sail from world to world,

,
L UL

he
the

There |

mad, |

| pessed, th

| and eternity had come,
]

1
and a sc
it and zee the mark of tears of contri- |

bhemisphere; |

on and on and on, and down and cowva
and down he sped, until one night,
with only one to greet him, he arrived,
His disembarXkation so unpretending,
go guiet that it waa not known on
earth until the excitement in the clond
gave Intimation that something grand
and glarious had happened. Who comes
there? From whet port did He sall?
Why was this the place of His destina-
tion? 1 question the shepherds I
question the camel drivers, I question
the angels. I have found out. He was
an exile, But the world has had plenty
of exiles. Abraham, an exile from Ur
of the Chaldees; John, an exile from
Ephesus; Kosciusko, an exile f{rom
Poland: Mazzinl, an exile from Rome;
Emmet, an exile from Ireland; Viector
Hugo, an exile from France; Kossuth,
an exile from Hungary. But this ona
of whom 1 speak today had such re-
sounding farewell and came {nto such
chilling reception—for not even an
hostler went out with his lantern to
belp him in—that He is more to be celes
brated than any other expatriated one
of earth or heaven.

One night, lying on my lounge, when
very tired, my children all around
about me in full romp and hilarity and
laughter—on the lounge, balf awake
and half asleep, I dreamed this dream:
1 was in a far country. It was not
Persia, although more than Oriental
luxuriance crowned the cities. It was
not the tropics, although more than
tropical fruitfulness filled the gardens,
It was not Italy, although more than
Italian softness filled the alr. And &
wandered around looking for thorns
and netties, but | found that none of
them grew there, and I saw the sun
rise, and I watched to see IU eet,
but it sank not. And I saw the
people in holiday attire, and I sald:
“When will they put off this and put
on workmen's garb and again delve In
the mine or sweller at the forge?” But
they never put off their holiday attire,

| Apnd I wandered in the suburbs of the

city to find the place where the dead
sleep, and I looked zll along the line
of the beautiful hills, the place whera
the dead might most blissfully sleep,
and I saw towers and castles, but not
a mauroleum or a monument cr a whita
glab couuld I see. And 1 went into the
saidz
“Where do the poor worship and whera
are the nard benches on which they
And the answer was made me:

“We have no poor in this country.”

| And then 1 wandered out to find the

hovels of the destitute, and 1 found
mansions of amber and ivory and gold,
but not a tear could I see, not a sigh

i ) | could 1 hear, and I wes bewildered and
Get vou no hint of cheerfulness from |

1 1z ' sk | o
and lamb’s frisk, | great tree and I said: “Where am I?
and garrulous |

I sat down under the branches of a

And whenee comes all this scene?™
Apd then out from among the l¢
apd up the flowery paths, and across
the bright streams there came a beau-
tiful group, thronging all about mse,
and as I saw them come I thought §
knew their step, and as they shouted
I thought I knew their voices; but then
thev were so gloriously arrayed In ap-
: hzd never hefore wit-
at 1| siranger Lo
stranger. But they agzgn
clapped their hands and shouted, “Wel-
* the mystery all van-
time had gone

were all
together again in our pew home in
heaven. And I looked around and I
gaid: “Are we all here?" and the voicesa
of many generzticns responded, “All
here!” And while gladnesy
were raining down our cheeks, and the
branches of the Lebanon cedars were

thea
1943

aves,

parel, such as I
as

when

come, welcome'
ished, and I fournd that
and we

O -
L1ears oi

clappning their hands, and {OWern
of the great city were chimipg their
welcome, we all together began to leap
and shout and sing: home,
home!™

BEROKE HIS HEART.

The Mule Coualdn't Bray the

Whistle.

ith a straw i

Agalust
lioat’s
**No,"” szid the man w
his whiskers, ‘'no,
shippin’ no more stock on yo
boats. ™
“And why not?”
agent
*1 done it once,”
““had a fine mule: worth 2300;
to send him from Cincinnati
ville; put him on a steamboat that had
Lass
a snors
le went
on the boat all right, bat he was I
some; got to brayin’; had a bray
him thiat he croud of:
nntil the passenzrers organize i
mittee 1to

captain couldn't

von don't «

asked

was the replys
wanted
to Louis-
oane of

* 1.1
nadlie

them forty hoss power

e b
Ve |

...a:ig"w on

to it, with
-

reech at the end: m
ne-
on o

was

wait on

Siree.

i

.

SO1npin si

find a railro:

spaces unexplored and immensities un- | =<

traveled. No world
heaven, and heaven had never hailed
any other world.

and that the pearly beach was crowded

oceans beyond. Out and out and out,and

had ever hailed |

I think that the win- |
dows and the balconies are thronged,

| Colney Hateh in Middlesex
with those who had come to see him |
sail out of the harbor of light into the |

: at

and
miles
north from London. with accommoda-
tion for 2. 250 patients are the largess
lunatic asylums in England

The

Prestwich, w

Lancashire county
ith 250 patients
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