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cHAl"TER XXIL

Lad Lalt s, had been very

when Felix told her

« goodd luck., Io all

ws= she had still @
osught for her cousio

by the news

cest girls,” she says,
nds warmly., “1 often
the nieest girl 1 know. You
Ielix, but,” very kllll.")

1wk s all on my side,”

1 blow to Norman,” she

 with an irrepressible

[ can quite understand that
him.” says she, with a

do pot like
“Put belicve me, any heart
Well,
mself to ambition now."”
ot can help him to that.™
at s all knocked on the
ars—this I8 in strict cond-

you :
quick sigh. "
be his was r sally given to .Iu_\'l'l‘.

3 vt it appears he asked her
y bim last evening, and she re

y lier as if to give utters
chement words, and then

rrer all, why add to her
Why tell her of that eur's

Her vwn brother, tool It

1 notl =rief,
think h uld have gone from her
% Ma it! What a pitiful cren-

mtempt!  Well, if his
two downfalls—hoth
t be made of leather, It
v think of how Miss Mal-
orided her refosal, She
for grace of speech, He
| u really bad time of it.
19" says he, bardly

o Suy.

t vory graclously, I'm
ave g the mere fact of the
wore. awd only that because
cive u ren=on for his abrupt de-
You kuow he is going this even-

s, 14did not know it. Of course, un-
irrnmstaneps—-="
be could hardiy stay here. Mar-
t came to me and said she wounld go,
allow that. After ali,
1 as n right to refuse or ac
= she will.™

“Teh Ilis heart gives an exultant

I < e remembers how his love had

1 not

v wizh she had not hurt him in
the t e was not in his usaal care-
I He struck me as being a lit-
L vou kuow, a little"—she hesi

seosts Felix.

wintment takes that

After all, it

« beenn worse if he had set his
o and been refused.”

“AM vorse,” says Felix, his eyes on

“Wall - II :

COGr. vith same peaple,

“She wonld have been n severe lons,™
b -4 " 1

leed.” By this time Felix is
bew £ tu (el like an advanced hypo-

“As for Margaret Maliphant, I am
afru v wis more concerned about the
ss of her wls and serips than of her-
tis u terrible world, Felix, when
L7 saps she, suddenly, crossing
ber beautiful, long, white hands over her
ng toward him, There is'
tiisery so sharp in her rnim-i
irts ns he looks at her., It is
LR L ey Bt of emation, however, and
he dare comment on it. With

aking she still retaing
. #nd talks calmly to Felix,
] Wim talk to her, as though the
1ot that she ls soon to lose forever the
i who onee had gained ber heart—that

gh to

or Sre

fatal “onee” that means for always, in
#pite of everything that has come and
gone-—in ns little or nothing to her. See-
g Ler sitting there, strangely pale, In-
“d o eellected, it would be impos-

sivss nt the tempest of passion

" unid terror that reigns within her
broust. Women are not so strong to bear
E= fens il therefore in the world’s storm

vy worlid,” says he, smiling.

= of Juyee; and then, remember-

h ¢ osd lot, his smile fades. “One
WL ma ke perbuaps—a bad world—bet-

D tegeh me how,™
v slance,

< siich a thing as forgiveness.

! blurts hie ont in a frighten-

#il s wuy., He is horrified at him- ,

s own temerity—a second later, |

va 1o his feet as if to meet the in-

r liaw certainly courted. But

rprise no such indignation betrays

says she, with a

your sdvice?' says she, still
thin white hamls clasped over
e s amd the carnest gaze on him.
Wil well, well”
Hor vsis droop.  She seems to be think-
oind ey gazing at her, refraing from
Lwith his heart sad with pity. Pres-

he lifts her head and looks at him.
CHherel o back to your love,” she
vith a glance that thrills him. *Tell
1 ] « that if you had the whole
clivose from, 1 should still select
r wife. I like her: 1 love her'
ko!”  Khe seems to grow all m
«r¥ tired., Are those tears that are
r = in ber eyex? She holds out to him
Her hand. Felix, taking it, bolds it close-
¢ moment, and presently, as if mov-
Coan he stoops and presses A warm

Kiss upon it,

i s s0 unhappy, and so kind, and sc
triv.  lleaven deliver her out of her sor

CHAPTER XXIIL
»i= =till sitting silent, lost in thought,
r Pelix’s departure, when the door
wee agnin to admit her husband.
nd=< are full of papers.

“Are you at liberty 7" says he, “Have
Fou n moment? These,” pointing to the
‘Wierd, “want signing. Can you give your
lion to them now ?*

“What are they?” asks sbe, rising.
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“Mere law pipers. You need.no
%o terrified.” His tone is bitter, m“'?l‘!':-or:
are certain matters that must be arranged
before my departure—matters that con-
cern your welfare and the boy’s. Here”
laying the papers upon the davenport and

]-urbmlinz them out, “you sign your name
1ere,™ <

) “But,” recoiling, “what is 1t? What does
it all mean?"’

“It is not your death warrant, I assure
you,” says be, with a sneer. “Come, sign!”
Seeing ber still hesitate, he turns upon
her savagely. Who shall say what hidden

<torms of grief and regret lie within that
harst of anger?

“Do you want your son to live and die
A poor man?® says he. “Comel there is
vourself to be considercd, too! Once I am
ont of your way, you will be able to begin
life again with a light heart; and this™
tupping the paper heavily, “will enable
you to to it. 1 make over to you and the

Loy everything—at least, as nearly every-
thing as will enable me to live.™

*“It should be the other way,” says she.
“Take everything and leave us enough to
live on.™

“Why 7" says be, facing round, some
thing in her voice that resembles remorse
striking him.

“We—ghall have each other,” says she.

“Having happily got rid of such useless
Inmber as the*father and husband., Well,
you will be the happier so0,” rejoins he,
with a laugh that hurts him more than it
hurts her, though she eannot know that.
“**Two is company,” you know, according
to the good old proverb, ‘three, trumpery,
You nnd he will get on very well without
me. no doubt.”

“It is your arrangement,” pays she.

‘If that thonght is a salve to your con-
science, pray think s0,” rejoins he. “It
isn't worth an argument. We are onls
wasting time.” He hands her the pen
she takes it mechanieally, but makes no
use of it,

“You will, at least, tell me where you
are going?* says she,

“Certalnly I should If T only knew my-
self. To America first, but that is a big
direction, and I am afraid the tenderest
love letter wounld not reach me through it.
When your friends ask yon, say I have
gone to the north pole; it is as likely a des-
tination as another.”

“But not to know[™ says she, lifting her
dark eyes to his—dark ecyes that seem to
glow like fire In her white face, *That
wonld be terrible. It fs unfair. You
should think—think——"" Her voice grows
husky and uncertain. She stops abruptly.

“Don't be uneasy al out that,” says he.
“1 shall take eare that my death, when
it occurs, Is made known to you as soon
as possible. Your mind shall be relieved
on that score with aa little delay as I ean
manage. The welcome news shall be
brought by a swift messenger.”

She flings the pen upon the writing table
and turns away.

“Insult me to the last if you will,” she
says: “but consider your son. He loves
you, He will desire news of you from
time to time. It Is impossible that you
can put him out of your life as you bhave
put me.”

“It appears you can be unjust to the
Iast,” says he, flinging her own accusn
tion back at her. “Have I put you out o1
my life?

“Ah! was I ever in it?" says she. “But
—you will write?’

“No. Not a line. Once for all, I break
with you. Shounld my death occur you
will hear of It. And I have arranged so
that now and after that event you and
the boy will have your positiona clearly
defined. That is all you can possibly re-
quire of me. Even if you marry again
your jointure will be secured to youn.”

“Raltimore!” exclaims she, turning upom
him passionately. She seems to struggh
with herself for words. “Has marriage
proved so sweet a thing,” cries she, pres
ently, “that I should eare to try it again?
There! Go! 1 shall sign none of these
things!” She makea a disdainful gesture
toward the loose papers lying on the table
and moves angrily away.

“You have your son to consider.”

“Your son will inherit the title and the
property without those papers.”

“There are complications, however, that
perhaps you do not understand.”

1ot them lie there. I shall sign noth-
ing.”

o‘-], that ease you will probably finc
yourself immersed In troubles of the
meaner kind after my departure. The
rhild cannot inherit until after my death
and—"

. *I don’t care,” says she, sullenly. *Gc¢
it you will. I refuse to be benefited by it.’

“What a stubborn woman you arel
cries he, in great wrath. “You have for
years declined to acknowledge me as your
husband. You have by your manner al
most commanded my absence from your
side: yet now when 1 bring you the joyful
pews that in a short time you will actu-
ally be rid of me, you throw a thousand
difficulties in my path. Is it that you de-
sire to keep me near you for the purpose
of torture? It is too late for that. You
have gone a trifle too far. The hope you
have so clearly expressed in many ways
that time would take me out of your path
is at last about to be fulfilled.”
have had no such hope.”

B You can look me in tﬂu hfncq
that! Saintly lips never lie, how

Ao o they? Well, I'm sick of this

lite: you are not. I have borne a good

deal from you, as I told you before. I'l

bear no more. 1 give in. Fate has bees

strong for me.”

t“i"f:m h:ve ereated your own fate.”

“You are my fate! You are inexora
bhlel™

The sound of running, childish, patter
ing footsteps can be beard outside the

a4 a merry little shout of lnughter
m'd::)r is suddenly burst open in ruther
unconventional style, and Bertie rushes
‘nta the room, & fox-terrier at his heein
The dog Is evidently quite as up tu lue
zame as the boy, and both race tempestu
susly up the room and pndplu'ta.- tl_:_s-ru-
selves sgainst Lady Baltimore's skirts.
Round and round her the chase continu:;-,
antil the boy, bursting away from his
mother, dashes toward bis father, the ter-
rier after him. s e

sre isn't 50 m scope

. .:nt‘i«r‘-zrI trousers as in a mass of d.lln;{
petticoats, and presently Ber:i:e ETO .
tired, flings himself down upon g:::n
and letstholo'tnnhl-onrlmn Te.
The joust is virtually at an end.

e

at his father; then he smiles and fings
himself into his arms. “Oh, no!™ says he,
in & little soft, happy, sure sort of a way.

“Forever! Forever!” repeats Isabel, in a
nr‘li‘m:' monotone.

““Take me up,” says the child, tugging at
his father’s arms. “What does mamma
mean? Where are you going?

“To America, to shoot bears,” returns
Baltimore, with an embarrassed laugh.
How near to tears It Is!

“Real live bears?"

“Yes" =

“Take meT” says the child, excitedly.

“And leave mamma 7'

*Ok, she'll come, too,” says Bertie, con-
fidently. “8he’'ll come where I go.”
Where bhe would go—the child! But would
she go whese the father went? Baltimore's
brow darkened.

“1 am afrald it is out of the question,”
be says, putting Bertie back again upon
the carpet, where the fox-terrier is hark-
ing furiously and jumping up and down
in a frenzied fashion as if desirous of de-
vouring the child's legs. *“The bears
might eat you. When you are big and
strong—"

“You will come back for me?’ ecries
Bertie, eagerly.

“Perhaps.”

“He will pot,” breaks in Lady Balti
more, violently. *“He will come back o

more,  Woen be goes yon will never see
him ngain. He has said so. He is going
forever!” These last terrible words scem
to have sunk into ber seml She cannot
rense from repeating them,

“Let the boy alone,” says Baltimore
angrily.

T'lie child Is looking from one parent to
the other. He seems puzzled, expectant,
but scarcely unhappy. Childhood can
grusp a great deal, but not all. The more
unhappy the childhood, the more it can
understand of the sudden and larger ways
of life. Buat children delicately brought
up and clothed In love from their cradle
find it hard to realize that an end to their
bappiness can ever come,

*“I'ell me, papa,” says be at last, in a
vague, sweet little way.

“What is there to tell?" replies bis fath-
er, with & most meager laugh, “except
that I saw Beecher bringing in some fresh
oranges half an hour ago. Perhaps he
hasn't eaten them all yet. If you were to
nsk him for one—"

“I'l find him,” ecriea Bertie, brightly,
forgetting everything but the present mo-
ment. “Come, Trixy, come,” to his dog;
“yon shall have some, too.”

“You see, there won't be much trouble
with him,” says Baltimore, when the boy
has run out of the room In pursuit of or-
anges. l , :
and after that he will be quite your own.
If you won't sign these papers to-day you
will perhaps to-morrow. I had better go
and tell Hansard that yon would like to
hinve a little time to loock them over.”

He walks quickly down th. m, opens
the door and closes It after him.

He has not, however, gone three yards
down the corridor when the door is again
opened, and Lady Baltimore's volce calls
after him:

“Baltimore!" Her tone is sharp, highly
agonized—the tone of one strung to the
lighest pitch of despair. It startles him.
He turns to look at her. She is standing,
framed in by the doorway and one hand
is grasping the woodwork with a hold so
firm that the knuckles are shdwing white.
With the other hand she beckons him to
approach her. He obeys her. He Is even
so frightened at the strange, gray look In
ber face that he draws her bodily into the
room sgain, shutting the door with a pres-
sure of the hand be can best spare.

“What Is it?" saya be, looking down at
her.

S|he has managed to so far overcome the
faintness that has been threatening her as
to shake him off and stand free, leaning
against a chair behind her.

“Don’t go,” says she, hoarsely.

It is lmpossible to misunderstand her
meaniong. It has nothing whatever to do
with his interview with the lawyer wait-
ing so patiently down below, but with
that final wandering of his into regions
unknown. She is as white as death.

“How is this, Isabel?' asks he. He is
as white an she is now. “Do you know
what you are saying? This Is a moment
of excitement; you do not comprehend
what your words mean.”

“Stay! Stay for his sakel™

“1s that all?" says be, his eyes search-
ing hers.

“For mine, then.”

The words seem to scorch her. 8he cov-
ers her face with her hands and stands
before him, stricken dumb, miserable—
confessed.

“For yours!”

He goes closer to her, and ventures to
take her hand. It Is cold—cold as death.
His Is burning.

“You have given a reason for my stay-
ing, indeed,” says he. *“Bnt what Is the
meaning of 1t

“This!™ cries she, throwing up her head,
and showing him her shamed and grief-
stricken face. “I am a coward! In spite
ot everything T would not have yon go—
so farl”

“] see. I understand,” he sighs, heavily,
“And yet that story was a foul lie! It is
all that stands between us, Isabel. Is it
not so? But yon will not believe.™

There is a long silence, during which
peither of them stirs. They seem wra
ped in thought—in silence—he still holding
her hand.

“If it was a lie,” says she, at last, break-
ing the quiet around them by an effort,

=would you so far forgive my distrust of
you as to be holding my hand like this?™
“Yes. What Is there I would not for
give you?" says be. “And it was a lie!"
“Cyril,” cries she, in great agitation,
“inke care! It is a last moment! Do you
dare to tell me that still?”
“You doubt?” says he, with a stern

|xiance. “8o be it; you shall see the letter

she wrote me on her bed of death! Though
Lhow will that satisfy you? For you can
always gratify your desire for suspicion
by regarding It as a fergery. The woman
herself is dead, so, of eourse, there is nc
one to contradict. 1 will bring you.tllt
letter,” moving toward the door. When
be does bring it—when she had read it
and satisfied herself of the lopalty so long
doubted, where, he anks himself, will they
two be then? Further spart than ever?
He has forgiven a great deal—much more
than this—and yet, strange human nature,
he knows if he once leaves the room and
her presence now, he will never return
again. The letter she will see—but him—
never!

The door is open. He has almost cross-
ed the thresbold. Once again her volce

.| of night were falling fast? "

“It will take him a day, perhaps, |
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torms of larval life, thus preserving ST __n;m;;ho cou;t;ul-u it, and yém_n-

r.-ulln—bi_u. once again be looks back, she m cmn Llnm.

is holding out her arms to him.

“Cyrill Cyril!” she cried. “I belleve
you."™

Bhe
the fountain of her tears breaks loose, she'
flings herself Into his willing arms, and
s0bs out a whole world of grief upon his

lthamﬂmmmrnnﬁl:r

with joy as keen as the sorrow—a fire of
anguish out of which both emerge puriicd .
calmed—gladdened. !

(The end.)

Fiddler—Yes, Boston has turned out
& great many musiclans—*"yours truly™
among the number. Quiz—Well, how
*an you blame her ?—Brooklyn Life.

“I'find twelve dollars a high price for
this parrot. I suppose he speaks &
good deal?™ *“No, not at all, but he un-
@erstands  everything.” — Fliegende
Blatter.

Teacher (to class)—“In this stanza,
what is meant by the line: “The shades
Bright
Bcholar—“The people were pulling
down the blinds.”"—Ex.

The Firat Mate—‘How clear and
bright it Is in the West.” The Second
Mate—'"Why not? The ecaptain hag
been sweeping the horizon with hisd
glass."—-Indianapolis Journal, :

The General—*“I bave stood unmoved
when shells were bursting around me.
Could you?' Romeo Barnatomer—
“Well, that would depend a great deal
upon the age of the eggs."—Lifa.

“Some of these summer young men,”™
remarked Miss Cayenne, pensively, “re-
mind me of Dresden china.,” “Becauss
they are beautiful? “Yes. And they
get broke so eaally.”—Washington Star.

Flasher—I saw you out horscback
riding this morning, old man. Dums
bleton—Don’t say! Well, was I In ity
80 to speak ? Flasher—The saddle? Well,
at very rare Intervals,.—Richmond Dis
patch. i

“Why don't they revive that song thag
used to be so popular a few years ago?”
“l don’t know what one you mean.
“Why, It ran like this: *The Spanish
cavaller stood in his retreat.’ "—Philas
delphia Bulletin, 1

Uncle Frank— Well, Willie, what di¢
you see at the circus to-day?¥' Willle
(who was especially pleased with the
Shetland ponles)—“Lots and lots of
things; but the best were the cone
densed horses.”"—Judge. 3

Hogan—*01 wonder wlo will be th'
last man on earth.” Grogan—"0! dun-
no, anny more than you. But it Is to
be hoped that he'll be an onndertaker,
#0 he will know how to bury himself
dacently.”"—Indianapolls Journal. -

“Come on, fellows,” cried a mosquito
who happened to overhear a quarrel be-
tween Mr. and Mrs. Henpeck; “this s
a cinch. I heard the woman tell her
husband he was the most thin-skin
man she ever knew.”—Philad

foot, has become & gqueen of coml
era! To think that I might have mar-
ried Lottle ten years ago!l - Ah! if I had
—if I had! Oh, welll If I had, & Isn't
at all likely that we'd be married now!"
—Puck.

“Poor Nivins! He can’t. forget his
early ways.” “I heard some one say
he handled golfsticks as If they were
pickaxes.”
have his stick In the air for a stroke and
he'll drop it if the noon whistle blows."”
—Cincinnatl Enquirer.

Judge—Why did you commit this un-
provoked assault? Prisoner—I wanted
to get my plcture In the papers. Judge
—Well, will you be good If I let you
go?! Prisoner—I am afraid not. I now
want to kill the artists who made the
plctures.—New York Journal.

“If 1 were a man,” she sald, “you
would pot find me here to-day. I'd be
away fighting for my country.” “If
you were a man,” he replied, “yon
wouldn’t find me here to-day, either. I,
too, would be away, fighting for my
country."” After that all he had to do
was to galn papa’s consent.—Cleveland
Leader,

The Father—That young man who
used to call on you and stay so late Is
in the pavy now, I understand? The
Daughter—Yes, papa; and think of It!
his boat has been disabled! The last
I heard of him he was belng towed in.
The Father—Well, don't let me see him
aronnd here at all hours of the night,
or you will see him belng toed out.—
Yonkers Statesman.

Mr. Simpkins Is a great enthusiast on
the subject of “‘chest protectors,” which
he recommends to people on every oc-
casion. “A great thing!” he says. “They
make people more healthy, Increase
their strength, and lengthen thelr
lilves,” “But what about our ances-
tors?" some one nsked. “They didn't
have any chest protectors, did they?”
“They did not,” sald Mr. Simkins, tri-
umpbantly, “and where are they now?
All dead ™ —Tit-Bits.

A clergyman preached a rather long
sermon from the text, “Thou art
welghed In the balance and found want-
ing.” After the congregation had lis-
tened about an hour, some began to get
weary and went out; others soon fol-
lowed, greatly to the annoyance of the
minister. Another person started,
whereupon the parson stopped his ser-
mon and sald “That Is right, gentle-
men; as fast as you are welghed pass
out!” He continued his sermon some
time after that, but no one disturbed
bim by leaving.

—For twenty-five years Henry Zelg-
ler has owned a Jarm of three hundred
acres in Pittston, Pa. He has always
been a poor man., It has just beer dis-
covered that the land containa & rich
deposit of coal, and.ia worth about
$1,500,000.

—A boot blacking machine has ap-
peared in London. A revolving brush
removes the dirt, while another, to
which blacking is automatically ap-
plied, does the jolishing.

—A lawyer In Danville, Ill, gave a
spurious decree of divorce to a female
client, and she, belleving it genuine,
married again. Bhe has sued the law-

probable that before many decades
have passed power will be gained in

staggers toward him. Mercifully

ia | Ing year a cable contalning four cop-

e op-|,

“Worse than that. Let him l g

tipple in Lapland.

. -
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THE BDEVELOPMENT O©OF SUS-

tecord of Failures that Proceded the
Eventual Success—Mattor Was Firet

cial interest just now developed In a
submarine telegraph line to connect
the United States with Hawall, Guam,

tricity transmitted through a subaque-
bus conducting wire under the Neva
River, near St. Petersburg, in 1812; tel-
egraphic signals were transmitted
through Insulated wires under the
River Hoogly, In Indla, by the director
of the East Indla Company's telegraph
system |n 1889, and in 1842 Prof. Morse
transmitted electric currents and sig-
nals through an insulated copper wire
lald for that purpose between Castle
Garden and Governor's Island, in New
York harbor, and In the following year
suggested submarine electric commu-
nlcation between the United Btates
and Europe. In 1845 Ezra Cornell, In
conjunction with Prof. Morse, lald and
succesafully operated submarine cop-
per wires in the Hudson River, be-
tween New York and Fort Lee, and In
1847 a section of the telegraph line
connecting New York and Wasbington
was laid through the waters of a par-
row creek by J. J. Craven, of New Jer-
sey, thus demonstrating telegraphic
service. In 1850 a submarine telegraph
line was laid across the English Chan-
peal and signals exchanged, but without
further success, though In the follow-

experiments
the practicabllity of submarine teleg-
raphy, the great enterprise of a tele-
graph line under the Atlantic was un-
dertaken.—8t. Louls Globe-Demeocrat.

having proved

The average Interval between
tides is twelve hours and twenty-five
minutes.

The dangers of using liguids con-
talning petrovleum spirits, benzolene,
ate., for cleansing the hair, have been
agaln emphasized by another death
from burns in England.

From Egypt came reports of the dis-
covery at Thebes of the tombs of
Amenophis 1L, who reigned B. C. 1500,
of Thotmes 1V., of Amenophis IIL. and
Rameses IV., V. and VI. All the bodies
are sald to be In a splendid state of
preservation.

In one of the most complete factories
where mineral teeth are made, the
thief Ingredients comprise felspar,
silica and clay; those of subsidiary
tharacter are sundry metallic oxides,
to produce the tinta of discoloration
which are necessary to make the Iml-
tation a good one.

It In well known that the pressure of
the atmosphere om the surface of the
eartt Is about fifteen pounds to the
square inch, equivalent, that is, to a
pressure at the lower end of a column
»f mercury about thirty inches high,
or to the pressure of a column of water
thirty-four feet high.

The dimensions of the Capitol at
Washington are: The length, 751 feet
t Inches; breadth, from 121 to 824 feet;
It covers 153,112 square feet From
base of building to the tip of statue,
287 feet 11 inches. The height of the
fome above the base llne on the east
front Is 287 feet § Inches.

Gunboats for service on the Nlle have
been bullt at the celebrated Yarrow
yards in Great Britaln. They are pro-
pelled by a screw propeller, which
turns In a sort of tunnel near the stern
of the boat. The screw Is set so high
that only half of It Is under water.
But as the boat moves, water is drawn
up into the cavity so that the screw Is
completely Immersed once the boat Is
In motion.

All code books carried on warships
have leaden backs, to make them sink
If lost overboard. The letters In the
book, moreover, are printed with pe-
cullar ink, which fades away when It

Wy

1
[

resentative from a Southern State,
“and the more am I lmpressed by its

let me give you an experience of mine
while I was hustling for the responsi-
bilities of state which I will be called
apon to assume at the next sesslon of
the House of Representatives. I bad
lost one day when I was far up in the
back tier of mountain counties, and my
only roadway had petered out into o
pig-path leading down offa hill to a log
cabin in the valley. Reaching the house,
I found a long, lank, saffron-skinned
woman hanging clothes out in the yard
In front, and 1 forthwith approached
her on the subject of information as to
my location and how the deuce I was
golng to change it to something with
which I was more familiar. Bhe set me
right as to two or three miles of the
way, whence [ could find somebody
who would pend me further onm, and
then she began to ask me a guestion o
two as to myself. I told her I was mar
rled and where I lived and a few other
Inconsiderable trifies, and she asked me
my business.”

* ‘Well," I sald, a little In doubt my-
self, ‘I'm a lawyer and a politician.’

* ‘What air yer doin' up bere in these
parts?” This with a strong tone of sus
piclon, because it was a -moonshine
oeighborhood, and strangers were not
usually there except on orders from the
lnternal revenue department.

“‘Oh,’ 1 hastened to assure her, ‘I'm
ap here running for Congress.*

“‘Runnin’ frum Congers, alr you?
she repeated, less suspiclously.

“‘Yes,' I replled, without trylng tc
correct her preposition.

**‘l reckon,” she sald with a puzzled
but sympathetic look at me, ‘that it's
sumpin’ like runnin’ frum the revenoos,
ain't 7
_“I admitted that it was a Nttle like
& = . | d a mb " 1
‘ber’ and her ‘old man’ could do any-
thing for me they would be glad to.”-
Washington Star.

How to Kill & Town.

Just let your subscription go. It's
only a small sum—the publisher doesn’
need it. If bhe asks you for It get ms
hopping mad as you can and tell him
to stop the paper—you never read It,
anyhow. Go bome and borrow your
nelghbor’s. When the reporter calls al-
ways be busy. Make him feel ns If he
were lntruding. When the advertising
or job man calls tell him you don't
need to advertise—everybody knows
you; that you will try to get along
without printed stationery—it's too ex-
pensive; that business Is slack and you
must economize. Never drop In to sce
the editor unless you want a compli-
mentary notlice or a lengthy obltuary
for a beloved relative. Never recom-
mend the paper to anybody; when you
speak of It say, “Yes, we have a little
sheet, but It doesn't amount to much.™
Keep It up a year or two and you will
have a dead newspaper, a dead set of
merchants, and a dead town.

Petty Crimes Incrersing In England,
The British Home Office report for
1807 shows that while serious crimes
tend to diminish In England, there is a
great Increase of minor offenses. By
far the larger number of criminals con-
victed during the year have been con-
victed of some crime before—a fact
that led the Home Office to conclude
*“that neither penal servitude nor lw-
prisonnient serves to deter the habitual
offender from reverting to crime, and
it 1s the habltual offender who forms
the bulk of the prison population.”

Monster Needle Factory.

The largest needle manufactory In
the world s at Reddlteh, Worcester-
shire; England. Over 70,000,000 are
made there weekly.

English Ladies Filty Years Ago.

In the first half of the century girls o1
the richer classes were sent almost ax
clusively to boarding schools, or wers
taught by private governesses, whose
educational merits could not be tested
by any examinations. The scliool books
were Mangpalll's “Questions,” Pin
nock's “Catechisms,” Mrs. Marcets
“Conversations,” Keith's “Use of the
Globes,” Mrs. Trimmer's “English His
tory,” and other elegant abridgments
The cune Intellectual faculty that was
trained in zirls was verbal m mory, an
for them knowledge existed only Iu
epltome.

While boys read the classics, girle
learned lists of the names of gods and
goddesses; they were expected to be
famillar with all the great names of
anclent and modern history, but with
the names alone. A few were suffered
to read the classics through Valpy's
translations and Hamilton's keys. Even
those domestic Interests which have ai
times been credited with educationa!
powers were now neglected, and it was
considered discreditable that a lady
should subject herself to what little
of mental discipline may be derived
from cooking or making caps.—Social
England.
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Somonsof e ay

Preached by Rev. Dr. Talmage.

. —— e
lmi“kllg Backward” -1t ia Well

to Baview the FPast and Arouss the
Soul to Heminisconcon of Dangers Es-
caped and Borrows Suflered.

Text: “While I was musing, the fire
surned."—Psalms xxxix,, 3.

Here fs David, the panlmist, with the
torefinger of his right hand against his
:emple and the door shut against the world
sngaged in contempintion. And It would
e well for us to take the same posture
often, while we sit down in sweet solitude
to contemplate,

lnnmﬂ! island off the constof Nove
3eotia I once a Babbath in delight.
ful solitude, for I had resolved that I would
bave one day of entlre qalet before I en-
tered upon autumnal work. I thought tc
ImnnEt the day in layiog ont plans for
Christ work, bat Instead of that it be.
came a day of tender reminiscence. I re-
viewed my pastorate; [ shook handa with
an old departed friend, whom I shall greet

whon the curtalns of life are lifted.

@ days of my boyhood came back, and 1
was ten yoars of age, and I was eight, and
Iwas five. There was but one house on
the isiand, and yet from Sabbath daybrenk,
when the bird ehant woke me, until the
svening meited into the Bay of Fundy, from
shore to shore there were ten thousund
memories, and the groves were a-bum with
volees that had long ago ceased.

Youth is apt too muech to spend all Its
time in looking forward. Old age is apt
too much to spend all its timoe in looking
baekward., People in midlife and on the
apex look both waye. It would be well for
as, I think, however, to spend more time
In reminiscence. By the eonstitution of
our nature we spend most of the time look-
Ing forward. And the vast majority of peo- -
pla live not 20 much In the present asinthe
fature. I find that you mean to mako a
reputation, you mean toestablish yourselt,
and the advantages that you expect to
acbleve abhsorb a great deal of your time.
But [ see nn harm lathis i it does not make
you diseontented with the presant or dis-
jualify you for existing dutias. It is a uze-
ful thing sometimes to look back, nnd tosee
the dangers wo have esoaped, and to seethe
sorrown we have suffered, and the trinis
and wanderings of our earthly pligrimage,
and to sum up our enjoyments. I menn, sc
far as God may help me, to stir up your
memory of the past, so that In the reviow
you may be encouraged nnd humbled and
arged to pray.

Among the greatest advantages of your
past life were an early home and Its sur-
roundings. The bad men of the day, for
the most part, dip thelr heated passions
sut of the bolling spring of an unhappy
home, We are not surprised to find that
Byron's heart was a concentration of sin
when we hear his mother was abandaned
and that sho made sport of hls Infirmity
and often called him *‘the lame brar.” He
who has viclous vrenu bas to Aght every
Inch of his way if he would maintain his
Int ty and at last reach the homo of the

in heaven, Perhaps your early home
was In a eity. It may have heen when
Pennsylvania avenue, Washington, was
residential as now It Is commercial, and
Canal street, New York, was [ar up town.
That old house in the city may bhave been
demolished or changed into stores, and it
sremed llke sacrilege to you-—-forthere was
more meaning in that small houss than
there 1s In n geanito mansion or a tarrated
cathedral, Looking back, you see it as
though It were yesterday—the sitting
room, where the loved one sat by the plain
lamp lmt. the mother at the evening
stand, brothers and sisters perhaps
long ago gl.hnnd into the skies, then
plotting mischiel on the floor or under the
table; your father with flrm voles com-
manding a sllence that lasted hnif a minute.

Perhaps you were hrought up in the
sountry. You stand now to-day In moen-
ary under the old tree, You elubbed it for
fruit that was not quite ripe, becnuse you
souldn’t wait any longer. You hear thoe
srook rumbling along over the poebbles,
You etep again into the lurrow where your
Inther in his shirt sleaves shouted to the
‘azy oxen. You frightan the swallows from
the rafters of the barn and take just one
sgg and sllence vour consclence by saying
they will not miss it. You take u drink
again out of the very bucket that the old
well fetehed up, You go for tho cows at
pight und ind them pushing their heads
through the bars. Ofttimes In the dasty
and y strests you wish you wern
bome aguin on that cool grass, or In the
rag oarpeted hall oftho farmhousothrough
whidh there came the breath of new mown
bay or the blossom of buckwheat,

ou may have In your windows mow
beautiful plants and Aowers brought Irom
noross theseas, but not one of them stirs
In your soul se much charm and memory
a8 the old Ivy and the yellow sunflower
that stood sentinel along the garden walk
und the [orget-mne-unota Plflﬂh’l‘ hide and
seak mid the long grass. he tather who
ased to come in sunburned from the fleld
and sit down on the doorsill nnd wipe the
sweat from his brow may have gone to his
sverinsting rest. The mother who used to
sit at the door a littis bent over, cap anid
spectacies on her face mellowing with the
vloissitudes of many years, may have put
down her gray head on the piliow in the
valley, but forget that home you never
will. Have you thanked God for it? Have
you rehearsed all these blessed reminis-
sences? Oh, thank God for a Christian
tather! Thank God for a Christian moth-
srl Thank God foran early Christian altar
at which ycx were tuught to kneell Thank
God for an early Christian home!

I bring to mind another passage In the
history of your lifo, The day came when
you set nl:o your own household, The days
passed along In qulet hlessedness. You
twain sat at the ta le morning and night
and talked over your plans for the future,
The most lnsigoiflcant affalr {4 your life
becwmn the subject of mutual consultation
and advertisement. You were so h-ppy
you faelt you never could be any happier.
One duy a dark cloud hovered over vour
dwelllng, and it got darker and darkor,
pbut out of that elond the shining messen-
ger of God deseended to Incurnnts an (m-
mortal =p rit. Two lttle feet started on
Aan eternal journey, and you wers to lead
them, a gom to flash In heaven's coronet,
and you to polish it; eternal ages of light
and darkness watehing the starting out of
a newly created ereature. You rejoiecd
and you trembled at the respousibility that
In your posscsslon an immortal treasure
was place). You prayed and rejoleed and
wept and wondered; you wero earnnt in
supplication that you might lead It through
iifa into the kingdom of God. There wasa
tremor In your earnestness. There was a
double Interest about thnt home. There
was an additional Interest why yon sbhoald
stay there and be falthiul, and when in a
tew months your house was fllled with the
musio of the child’s laughter you wers
struck through with the fact that you had
a stupendous mission.

Have you kep: that wvow? Have yon
mhu:la{ any of these duties? Is your
home as much to you as it used to Le?
Have those anticipations been gratifled?
God help you in your sclemn reminis-
cence, and let His merey full npon your
soul If your kindness has been i}l required!
God have mercy on the parent on the
wrinkles of whose face |8 written the story
of & child’ssin] God bhave mercy on tle
mother who, in addliion to her ot! ex
pangs, bas the pang of n child’s Infquity!
Oh, there are many, many sad sounds in
this sad world, but the eaddest sound that
Is ever heard Is the breaking of n mother's
heart!

I find another point in your life history
You found one Ky you were In the wrong
road. You eould pot glewp at night, Ther:
was just one word that seemed to sol
through your banking house, or througt
your office, or your shop, or your bedroou
and that word was “‘eternity.” You said
“I'm not ready for it. Oh, God, have
merey!” TheLord heard. Feace enms to

your heart. in the breath of tLe hill and
In the waterfalls dash you heard the volea
of God's love. The clouds and the tree:
hailed you with gladness. You came into
the house of God. You remember how
your band tremhled as you took up the us
ot the commuuion. - You remember the ol

member tha church officials who earried it
through the alsle, You remember the old

people who nt the closs of the serviee took |

your band In thelrs In congratulating sym-
pathy, as much as tosay, **Welcome home,
;ﬂn lost prodigall” And, thouph those
ands be all withered away, that com-
munion S8abbath is resurrested to-day.

But I must not spend any more of my
sime In golog over the advantages of your
Hifo. Ijust pnt them in one great sheaf,
ind I eall them up In your memory with
sne loud harvest song, such ns the reapers
sing. Pralsa the Lord, ye blood bought
immortnls on earth! Praise the Lord, ve
wrowoned splrits of heaven!

But some of you bave not always had a
imooth life. Some of you nrs now in the
ihadow. Others had their troubles years
1go; you are a mers wreek of what you
mneo were. I must gather up the sorrows
»f your past lite, but how shall I do it?
fon say that it Is impossible, ns yon have
sad 80 many troubles and adversities,
Then I will just tako two—the first tronble
ind the Inst trouble. As when you are
walking along the strest, nnd there has
seon musio in the distance, you unconseions-
¥ lind yourselves keeping stop to the mu-
ile, 80 when you started lite your very life
was a musical timo beat, The nir was
‘all of joy nnd nilarity; with the bright,
slear oar you made the hoat fkip. You
mant on, and life grew brighter, until, af-
wr awhlile, suddeuly n volea from heaven
smid, *“*Hnlt!” and quick as the sunshine
fou halted, you grew pa's, vou eonfronted
your first sorrow. You had no ides that
he flush on your clild’s ohivek was an un-
tealthy flush.  You =aid it eanuot be any-
:hing serious. Death in slipperod feot
waliied around the eradle. You did not
aear the tread, but nlter awhile the truth
lashed on you. You walked the floor.
Jb, il you could, with your strong, stout
aand, have wrenchod that child from the
lestroyer! You went to your room and
you aald, *'God,savemy child! God, save
ny child!” The world seemed going out
n darkness.  You sald, “I enn’t bour it, I
mn't bear (t." You felt as if you eould not
pat the long Inshes over tho bright eyes,
aover to soe them again sparkle, [ you
rould have taken that little one in your
irms, and with It leaped the grave, how
gindly you would have done it! If you
sould let your property go, your houses
zo, how gladly you would have let theom
lopart JIl yon could only have kept that
mo treasure!

But ons day there snme up a chill blast
hat swept through the bedroom, and In-
stantly all the lights wont out, and there
wns darkness—thick, morky, Impeastrable,
shuddering darkness, But God Jid not
eave you there. Mercy spoke. As yon
ok up the bitter eup to puat it to your
ips God sald, “Let it pas=," and forthwith,
15 by the hand of angels, another eup was
wmt into your hands, It was the cup of
God’s consointlion. And as yon have some-
times Hited the head of n wonnded soldier
wnd ponrad wine Into his lips, «a God puts
fHis laft arm under yonr head and with
His right hand He pones into youar lips the
wino of His comfort and His consolatlon,
wnd you looked at the empty erndle and
ooked at your broken heart, and yon
ooked at the Lord's chastisement, and

rou sald, “Even so, Father, for =o it
wemeth good in Thy sight.™
Ah, It was your first troubie. How did

jou get over It? God eonfronted you.
iave been a botter man ever sfuoe
jave been a better woman ever sin
:he jar of the closing gute of the e
vou heard the elanging of thoe opening g
it Heaven, and you felt an irresistible
Irawing heavenward. You have been
ipiritnally better ever sines that night
when the little one for the last time pat
its arms around your mneck and said:
‘Good night, papa! Good night, mammal
Meet me in Heaven!”

Perhaps your last sorrow was a finansial
smbarrassment. I congratulate some of
you on your luerative profesasjon or ocen-
patlon, on ornate apparel, on a sommodi-
Jus residence—everything you pat your
aands on seams to turn togaold. But thers
are others of you who are like tha ship on
which Panl salled where two sens mot, and
fou are broken b{, the violence of the
waves. By an unadvised Indorsement, or
3y & copjunction of unforeseen events, or
3y lUreor storm, or a sonseless panie, yon
aavo been flung headlong and where you
ynoe dispensed great charltles now von
aave hard work to win vonr daily bread.
Have you forgotten to thank God for your
inva of prosperity, and that theaouzgh your
rinds some of you have mnsde investmonts
which will continue aftor the last bank of
:his world has exploded, and the siiver and
zold are molten {n the fires of n burnlng
world? Have you, nmid all your losses
1nd dissouragements, forgot that thers was
sread on your table this morning, and that
shiero shall be a shelter for your head from
:he storm, and there Is alr for your lungs,
wind blood for your heart, and light for
your eya, and a glad and glorious and
rrinmphant rellgion for your soul?

Perhaps your last troubie was n bereave-
ment. That heart which in ehlildhood was
your refuge, the parental heart, and wiioh
has been asource of the qulekest symputhy
aver sinee, has suddenly become silent for-
avor. And now sometimes, whenever in
wudden annoyanee and without dellberntion
you say, “'I will go and tell mother,” the
thought Mashes on  you, “I lave no
mother.” Or the father, with volee less
sender, but with heart as loving, watehful
31 nll your ways, exuliant over your succoss
without saying much, nlthough the old peo-
ale do talk It over by themselves, his trem-
sling hand on that staflf which von now keoep
s o (nmily relie, his memory embnalmed In
grateful hearts—{is taken away forever. Or
:here was your eampanlon inlife, sharer of
your joys and sorrows, tnken, leaving the
aenrt an old ruin, where the (1l winds blow
wver o wide wilderness of desolation, the
ands of desert driving ncross the place
which onea bloomed like the garden of
God. And Abrabam mourns for Sarah nt
the cave of Machpelal., As yon wore mov-
ing nlong your path in life, suddenly, right
sofors you, was an open grave, Poople
looked down, and they saw it wus only a
taw feet deep and a few feot wide, but to
you It was n eavern down which woent all
your hopes and all your expectations, Bat
sheer up In the nnme of the Lord Jesus
Christ, the Comluorter.

There Is one more point of ahsorbing
reminiscence, nnd that js the Inst hour of
I, when we have t3» look over all our

ast exlstenee. What a moment that will

{ I place Napoleon's dving reminis-
renece on St, Helena bhesldes Mrs, Judson's
dying rominiscence In the harbor of St

elena, the same (siand, 20 years after,
Napoleon's dying reminlscence was one of
deliriam—""Tete d’armee”’—"Head of the
nrmy."” Mrs. Judson's dying reminisconce,
as she eams home from her wissionary toil
nand her life of salf sacriflee for Gad, dying
in the eabin of the ship in the barbor ol
Sr. Helenn, wns, “I nlways did love the
Lord Jesus Christ.” And then the his-
torian says she fell into a sound slesp

\:nll

for an hour and woke nmid the songs
of angels. I place the dying remiuls-
eance of Augnstus Cmsar ogalot the

dying reminlsecnee of the apostle Paul.
The dying reminiscencs of Augustos
Cwesar was, addressing his nattendnnuts,
“Have 1 plnrrd my part well on the stage
of life?' and they answered in the afflrma-
tive, and he sald, “Why, then, don't you
applanad me?" The dying reaminiscence ol
Paul the apostie was, “I have fought a
good fight, I have finlshed my course, I
have kept the faith; hencelorth there ls
Inid dp for me a crown of rightecusness,
which the Lord, the righteous Judge, will
give me in that day, and not to ms only,
but to all them that love His appearing.’
Augustus Casar died amid pomp and great
surroundings, Paul uttered his dying rem-
inlscence looking up throngh the wail of n
dungeon. God grant that our dying pilow
miy be the closing of a useful Iife and the
opeunlng of a glorious eternity.

—The members of the Roman Club
of London are all women, and it is one
of the most popular clubs in the Brit-
ish metropolis. One of its printed no-
tices reads thus: “Gentlemen are not
allowed In the amoking room."

—Gold has been found by some Min-
nesota soldiers In the streams of the
San Juan and Monte Blanc mountuins
near Manila. Our volunteers are anx-
fous for peace, so that they can turn
miners.,

~—It Is estimated that thirty or forty
thousand Russians visit the Holy Land
each year. :




