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CHAPTER XVIL

the Sharpoess people had beem
. 3= nbout we were by-and-by to
“The Shoots,” as they are call-
s cmed by the sudden contractiom
/ crn estuary between North-
ifortskewet, and consist of a
v& and whirlpools not unlike
neighborhood of Corriever-
© by the Corra Isiands and the
When we foand these cur-
ne enovgh to grip the pilot boat
< tnd yaw her about, it is to
vl that our poor old Noah's
viug up in the rear, had any-
v Vdaisy time” of it. More
water becume more and wore
liat with the swirling currents
<. and the brecze blowing
. the “Nameless Barge”
forsake lier heavy gambolings
s of mystical and unexpected
vod ngain and again ominous

as toud of eatastrophes within,
I owing hard, and looking very
Liny ¢ #outh; and one of us, at least,
wish that the two women could
ut=ferredd ta the other boat. The
thetuselves no longer seemed to re-
o perfornuance as a joke; they
uoour unwieldly eraft, as she
el the beavily running sea.
¢ owas almost lodicrous to watch
pen thing dipping her nose in
vl springing forward agaiun,
< the funin from her bows just
were n renl yacht; and the only
i+ was, how long she was likely
vir up the pretense by remaiviog si-

tol city were about the most
looking set of villainous
clapped eyes “I;uﬂllul!d. one had ever

that th experience
their | €Y were capable of acting up te

away they ::nt. we .
. We Bad entered the river Avon,
;;tl\lmhmh probably a rather full river ar
e.h::t ::; Ir:h'. .!:u low water,
trw
lfrom Attractive. As we got tnﬂ;’:rx
and, however, we passed through beau-
tiful woods, now almost in full summer
foliage; and, whatever had become of
the storm we had seen gatbering in the
r;l::il.i. “tll:len were clear blue skies over-
a
"A'. . Warm sunlight illing the riv-
we were lelsurel
our hotel on the Col]el; mﬁ:{o“&n-“
eron hung back a little, allowing Jack
Dsnmbe to go on with the women folk.
Look here, my friend,” sald luverfask,
in something of an undertone; “now it's
all over, I suppose you ought to be con-
gratulated on having come down the Sev-
ern in a houseboat, and in the face of
half a gale of wind. Well, you've done
it—successfully—for once. But, if 1 were
vou, I wouldn't try it again.”
CHAPTER XVIIL
is a Sunday—calm asd
still; a placid sunlight falls oo

Next
clear

a soft sound of church bells fills all the

eu folk, accompanied by Col. Cameron,
have gone away to the cathedral a kind
of hush falls over this great hotel; the
spacious rooms look preternaturally emp-
ty: one wonders when Jack Duncombe
will have finlshed his letter writing, and
be ready to set forth on a hunt for the
whereabouts of the “Nameless Barge.”
Preseutly he comes along into the hall.
“8orry 1o have kept you waiting,” be

I contly nonew and startling discovery

wis modes As there was no calculating
what 1 cowe should get to Bristol, with
this i wind driving sgainst us, the
stewrsman desired Juck Duncombe to go
tnside and bring forth a handful of bis-
cuits, and the young man cheerfully obey-
i uext instant he cawe out again,
Huy biscuits,

cav.” be exclaimed, with a curious
capression of face, “this Llessed boat is
full of water!"

ti a mowwnt, from the look of the wom-
en. he perceived the mistake be had
mande.

YOG nes oot that,” he protested, “but
a little water hias come in and it's slop-
ping all about the foor of the saloon.
Here, soudd Letter let me take the tiller
for a minute, and you ean go and look
for yourseif.” )

Of conrse, we all of us instantly made
for the door of the saloon; and there a
wost unpleassot spectacle met our eyes;
for if there was pot as yet much water
visible, It was washing from side to side
s the vesse] lurched; and, of course, no
pne could tell at what rate the leakage
wus comlpg in.

“Is she going to sink7™ sald Miss Peg-
gv. rather breathlessly; it was Sir Eweén
Cameron she addressed.

“lI won't stay another moment in this
boat,” Mrs. Threepenny-bit  exclaimed.
“You mus=t ecall to the pilots—tell them
ta stop and take us on board.”

“h, be quiet!" one had to say to her.
“This is nothing of a leakage—it ouly
menns that there’s nowhere for the water
1o go to.”

“And how fast s it coming in?' she
asked.

‘How can unybody tell? We'll have to
wait and watch., Or, rather, Columbus
mitst come inside and watch; and if the
water should rise in any quantity, then
we may have to get on board the pilot
boat; that's all. It isn't doing any barm
—it’s only washing the floor.”

Here a violent piteh of the boat flung
us all together: and then we could see
thronzh the forward window ber bows
shaking off a great mass of foam.

“Tio yon see that now? She isn’t used
to dipping her nose like that.”

Well. it has to be conceded to Col.
(Cameron that he was the only ome who
ecared to wet his apkles in order to make
#n exnmination. He boldly splashed
throeh the lurching water and got to
the further end of the saloon, and, stoop-
ing down, strove to reach with his loog
arm the cirenlar pieces of glass set In
the bows of the boat. But neither there
nor anywhere else could we find ont the
s-.urw'...r the leakage:; and when_ Capt.
Columbne was summoned from his post
and shown the state of alairs it was gen-
erally agreed that the water must be
coming in through d--rurtin: SCRMS.

Our gallant eonvoy mmtllluedA to cut
her way throngh those swift-running seas
like a racer: and we laboriously plunged
and rolled and struggled after. It must
be =aid for the women that they were
vory brave over it; after that first fright
about the water in the saloon they had
hardly a word ta say: they merely looked
on in silepce—sitting close to each other.
And now that long, dark spur of land—
Portishend  Point, was it called?—was
drawing sensibly nearer. The shipping
that was gradually becoming visible no
doubt marked the whereabouts of the
King, or King's, road; and that, we
knew, was just off the mouth of the
Avon. Then the sea grew & little ealm-
er. Capt. Columbus was provided with
4 huge sponge to help him in his bulmg.
We conld hear Murdoch at the howtc:_ -
ing to his hrother mariners ahead ob b:m
—psking for instructions, most pro .ti =
And at length and at last the connecting
H : nd we parted com
Lawser was shipped, a i

VW o #omnd onreplyes AL anchor in
th sheet of yellow
Dutch looking line

W

a compuratively smoo
water, and near to a e
of coast, the topmasts of vessels, or he

I{ll‘ there a Iﬂ”l‘ g“lllml‘l of (llﬂlltli l.nd‘
[ Tie 3 (AN B[i'[‘l'ﬁﬂl'lﬂ above steep banks of

mud.

SNow, Miss Pegey. you and 1 expect

to be waited upon by the whol\ev:fh:h'i:
ship's crew and passengers. e
peen on duty pince ﬁlir-?lnt rki:;' e
pow it is ten. Ir;b:thi;l_it wo!
ne's breakfast, wha .
u'.."'l:‘u:.rs:::tlsm hungry encmfr_u :::1:
Aiss [Peggy. sadly: and _Quwn i
;n i-m--hml with compassion T
sl began to get the
Murdoch was in :lh: rnntr!-
e and tea.
hn-.\'?:m':?dwegﬁ:a just ﬂuhhd.“::.n",::t'
and had gome out again 1O b £ B
it our sufroundings, wuenh ﬁ_‘;! e ires
proached by A wherry conta :ri He
men, who offered, for 8 cuq.al:lumpel’ A
tow us to Bristol. Truth

Bris-
admission that these three sailors of

kjt

says, s he lights a ciggr at the top of
the steps. “Fact ls, | had rather an im-
portant letter to write.”

But after a long hunting we at length
discovered the “Nameless Barge,” in a
kind of cul-desac, lying outside some

aver these and got on board, we found
Murdoch in sole possession.

“Well, Murdoch,"” one uaturally inguir-
ed, “1 suppose you saw uothing more of
those rascals yesterday?”’

“Indeed, yes, sir,” Muordoch answered,
with a grin. *“They came back to the
boat.”

“What for?"

“Well, sir, they said you had telled
them they were to come and get a bottle
of champagne."

“And you gave It to them?¥"

“Nof me, :i.r: I chist H&d them they
were liars, to go awed." o~
|- “And then?*  aueh bt

“Well, then, sir, they threepit and bet-
ter threepit; and I sald I would not give
them a bottle of champagune, or a bottle
of anything else; and I was thinking one
o' them was for coming info the boat,
s0o [ took~up an oar.” Here Murdoch
grinped again. “Oh, ay, sir, they sah
I was ready.”

“Heady for what? for his caming on
board 7"

*“Chist that, sir. If he had tried to come
on board 1 would have splut his skull,”
gaid Murdoch, coolly. *“And they sah 1
was ready for them; and then there was
a good dale of sweering, aud they went
aweh."

We left full ipstructions about our de-
parture on the morrew, and mgade vur
way ashore ggain. Now, as those other

ple would pot he back from the cathe-
ral till pear lunch time, we set forth on
a long ramble to 6ll ig the Interval—wan-
dering along the ald-fashioned streets and
admiring here and there an ancient gable
ar Iatticed windaw, visiting a church or

twa and finding ourselves be-
ing bronght up sharply by the twisting
and impassable harbor. It was during

this gimless persmbulation that dJack
Puncombe made 8 co B

“] shall be glad when we get away
from these towns into the quiet, pastoral
districts again,” he said. “Living on
board is ever so much better fun than
putting up at & hetel. It used to be so
delightful to have merely to choose out
a meadow and & few willow stumps and
pass the night where you pleased. 1 am
looking forward to the Kennet and Avon,
and I den't mind telling you that I hope
to enjoy this last part of the trip a great
deal more than any that came before.
The truth is, when I had to leave you at
Warwick, | was in a little bit of a
scrape.”

“We guessed as much.”

“And it threatened to become a rather
serious scrape. I suppose | may tell you
the story, mow that it's ul"our. 10U
see, there Is a young lady—

“Qf course.”

“Yes, there geperally is, but this one
is & ward in chancery,” he remarks, calme

"

- ll‘“ 't ?([

©A ward in chancery; that la where the
trouble comes iQ. Her mother is a wasp-
ish ald vinegar cruet; tremendously proud
of her ancestry; the family have been
settled in Wilts since the time of Ea-
ward I1L.—at least so they say—and, of
course, she hates me er_ ison. 1 can
fancy the ol cat crying: ‘lmagine Maud
marrying the sap of a man
1 suppase it was she who set the guar-

ainst me.” _

diti.n;‘lh: guardians "’ one says to him.

#0Oh, they declared that the young lady
should remain perfectly free and unbiased
until she came of age. Well, weither of
us seemed to see the fun of that arrange-
ment; and then the guardians procecded
to extremities; yes, they d::htth:;_l::‘u;

bicst, as oue m ; the

s .h.hlhc vice-chancellor, dnd be

i should cease between ber and
&mcla‘ﬂ ol:tned hard—and it was bard

think of how 1o m
cumstances."”

municated with her all the same?"’

“They pretende
the ‘young man, very slowly.
s vety whi
E‘uﬂic‘“u“ are—very difficuli; and you
tap't expect lawyers to have l_u‘rgc an
liberal views.” In fact, the Court
‘hancery has po sense ‘
g,‘!a:rn&r!!m, think you're _ph:lnx tricks,
" outly grow morose. Well, 1 tell you,

“You see,

x, and no mistake; T had visiops of 8

scene In court, the vi

loway K iaon to purge my contemps-

emply coal boats; and, having clambered

THE CONSTITUTION---THE UNION---AND THE ENFORCEMENT OF THE LAWS.

the trouble I had to explain and apolo-
gize and give assurances by th: yard—l
assure you It required a great d.:al of tact
to appear very penitential, and yet main-
tain that there was nothing for you to be
penitential about.”

“S0 you are engaged to be married, are
you?" one says to him.

“We've been engaged these two years,”
he makes gnswer, “but it has been kept
very quiet, owing to that absurd opposi-
tion. ever, that will soon be over.
Miss Wrexham—I may as well tell you
her name—will be of age in sbout six
months. And then,” he adds, in a besi-
tating kind of way, “I should like your
wife to see her. And—and—we shall be
going by Devizes, you know.”

“Yea?”

“Well, the fact is, Miss Wrezbam has
:i:nty ';)‘t pluck, you understand; and if

ur e were s0 awfully good-natured
as to send her a little bit of a note she'd
dive over to some appointed place—she
and her sister drive all about the country
in a little pony chaise of their own; and
then Murdoch could hold the pony, and
m'two girls pop into the saloon, and
you'd give them a snack of lunch. 1 think
it would be very jolly; they're rattling
nice girls; plenty of fun in them.”

“And this is what you call obeying the
vice-chancellor’s orders, is it?’ cne de-
mands of him,

“Ob, I should have nothing to do with
It. If your wife asks two young Indies
to come and look at a house boat, bow
can I belp it? I'll sit dumb all the time
it you like.”

“What kind of treatment do they give
you in Holloway?"

“Not at all bad, if you're a first-class
misdemeanant.”

“Do they crop your hair?”

“Certainly pot!"

“Books?"

“Oh, ’_u_n

“All righty we'll consider that project

' when we g3t along into Wiltshire.”

the trees im the College Green, on the| JUSt a3 we arri¥ed at the entrance of
pavements, and the closed shop windows; the botel we could see the other mem-

i bers of our party coming mcross the Col-

tranquil air. And then, when our wom- | lege Green, through the dappled sun and

shade beneath the trees. Notwithstand
ing her partly velled face, it was clear
that Miss Peggy was laughing merrily;
and Col. Cameron, who was apparently
responsible for this breach of Babbath
decorum, had his eyes fixed on the
ground; Queen Tita was looking else-
where.

“What a bandsome girl that is!"™ said
Jack Duncombe, involuntarily, as he, too,
caught sight of the tall young lady.

*“Has that pever struck you before?"

“Oh, yes, of course; but somehow, W
the open sunlight, when you see her at
& distance, her figure tells so well.”

“Now that one thinks of it, my young
friend, for a person engaged to be mar-
gied, you seemed to pay a good deal of
attention to Miss Hosslyn at one time,
and that pot so long sgo. Owoe might
have been excused for thioking that you
had eerious views."

“About Miss Hosslyn?' said he, with
evident surprise. *No, surely not! | bave
cheek for most things, but not for that!”

Well, this was a modest speech, at any
rate.

“Of course, being so much with her on
the boat,” he said, “there were plenty of

dare say, .

r*lﬁ.u up; besides, when a

is exceedingly pretty and very good-nsat-
ured, and full of high spirits and enjoy-
ment, you want to make yourseltr as
agreeable as you can.”

“Oh, you deo, do you?”

“Why, oaturally.”

“But without prejudice to the young
lady under the guardisnship of the vice-
chancellor?’

“] am quite sure of this, that Mliss
Rosslyn bas perfectly understood our re-
lations all the way through,” he answer-
ad. *I am quite certain of that. Why,
I£ T had been quite free from any cn-
gagement, 1 could not have presumed,
| would not have presumed, to regard her
with any ambitious hopes of that kind."

“Really!” Ia truth the young man’s
humility was quite touching.

“Besides,” he sald, In a lower volce
“it is as clear as noonday who absork
all her interest now. A precions luck,
fellaw be ig: that is my opinion.”

CHAPTER XIX.

*The top of the morning to youl™ says
Miss Peggy, coming marching into the
coffee room, and twirling ber bonnet by
the strings. There is a gay ruodacity in
her face, and health and youth and high
spirits are in her shining eyes. )

“The same to you aud many of them,”
one snswers, humbly.

I do believe,” she continues, in tones
of tragic vexation, “that your English
bootwakers are the immediate descend-
ants of the people who lived in the Age
of Iron. Why, French and German boot-
makers use leather! But your English
bootmukers fix your feet with iron
¢lamps."

“8o your raclng and chasing on Durd-
ham and Clifton Downs bas found you
out—Is that it? Well, you'll have to come
better provided to the Highlands—boots
avith broad toes, double-soled, aud with
plenty of naila in them to get a grip of
the heather.”

“] am not so sure about my ever going
to the Highlands,” she says,. with sowme-
thing of & change of manner, and she
walks glong to the window and looks out.
Then she returns. “Won't you go for &
little stroll until they come downt? it

order directing that &Il COM | oo " o iy is almost smusing.

dimeéult’ to defing whit coml

9"
: of humor what-|

vben [ left you t‘i"r**t‘t 1 was io §.

is quite pretty ont there."”

| This is & command rather than an in-
yitation; one fetches hat and stick; Miss
Peggy whips on ber bonnet and ties the
strings; and presently we are lounging
| about the College Green, which looks
{ very well in the early sunlight. Aund the
sunlight sults Miss Deggy, brightening

'lho ‘?';:;j the clear rose of her complexion, unid
even § coat-of-arms on his carriage lending & mystery to her shadowed cyes,

and making a wonder und glory of her
bair.

“Has Mr. Duncombe’s parcel of books
gome?" she asks presently.

“] don't know." i

“Da you think he will succeed as a
writer?” again she asks, in her careless
wAay. 2

“How can one tell? He basn't got very
far yetr."”

“He Is very modest about it,” she u{ls.

°¢
doesn’t aim at much, does be?  Rather
a small ambition, wouldn't you call it,

_ Then one paturolly began £ 44 bo writing these little things, and mak-
for awkile itigate these cruel '-‘i"“‘l Ing up plots for farces? Why, it 1 were

2 man, I'd win the Victoria Cross or die!l”

“That means, 1 suppose, that you com- | oho adds, with superflaous energy.

“Good gracious! If everybody wanted

d to think so,” cbserves ' .. v (., how would the world's busi-

ess go on?"’
“I'm talkiug about myselt persppally,”
says, resolutely.
*To begin with, you would bave to be
soldier.”
“I would be a soldier.”
“You would want nn apporfunity——
“I would make an gpporiuniy.”
“Well, 1 kope you will bear & pibroch
gr two in the Highlands this year; what

m*"""{o::";‘;,l‘“,‘.‘“ you think you won't be able to
i ; abo *
ing thunder and l.‘::fn:' ntu off to Hol-

“Oh, as for that,” she says, with rath-

er a proud and hurt atr, "1 am sure I am
at liberty to go, for anything my people
at bhome seem to care about me. They
don't appear to be much concerned as to
whether | go or stay.”

*“No letters this morning¥"

*“Oh, It isn't this morning—or many a
morning back. I don't belleve I've heard
from howme since I left London, and I've
written regularly to my sister Emily ev-
ery SBunday, sometimes oftener.”

“Don't you think they assume that you
have withdrawn altogether into the wilds,
and that it is no use trying to find you?
Or isu't it just as likely that there has
been some mistake about forwarding your
letters, and that you will find them all in
& bundle when you get back to town!?
We shall soon be making a bee-line for
London now."

“Those people have come down,” she
says, discreetly glancing over to the win-
dows of the hotel; “we must go in.”

It was now for the first time that a
foreshadowing of the breaking up of our
party began to weigh upon the spirits of
one or two of these good folk—particu-
larly upon Col. Cameron, who became re-
markably glum and silent when we were
counting up the days it would tuke us
to reach the Thames,

In the afternoon it began to get clear.
The clouds gradually lifted; and there
were gleams of yellow among the soft
purples and grays. The still waters of
the winding Avon mirrored every feature
of the bank; and further off the skies
were reflected, too—a shimmer of silver

here aud there, a breadih of liguid lilac
darkening almost to black wunder the
trees; while over the glassy surface dart-
ed innumerable swifts and martens, busy
In the still, warm, wmolst air. By this
time, of course, waterproofs had beea
thrown aside; and as we came to a con-
venient landing place the boat was stop-
ped as we got ashore—all but Jack Dun-
combe,; who was eager to get at his books.

Now It was Sir Ewen Cameron who
assisted Miss Pegey to step along the
gang board; and when she had reached
the bank these two naturally went to-
gether—at first walking pretty smartly
p0 A8 Lo get mhend of the horse. Queen
Tita was in mo such burry.

“What Is taking that girl back to Amer-
Ica?' he msks, presently, looking away
along the towpath toward those two.

“Who can tell? She doesn’t seem to
know herself.”

“But perhaps she s right,” this small
person coutinues, rather wistfully. *“Yes;
even if it is only xome vague kind of feel-
Ine. And if she was once over there, and

were to come back, then we couldn’t be
beld respousible for anything that might
happen. Of course, I hope she will come
back. - It is very curivus what a hold
that girl gets over one. England wouldn't
be half England to me if 1 dido’t know
that, sooner or later, 1 counld look for-
ward to seeing my Peggy sgaln.”

“Your Peggy!™

*Yes, Indeed,” she continued, boldly
“Oh, any one could see how all you men
bave been fghting for her good graces,
for 8 word or a smile or a luok; but she

has kept to me all the time. %o yoo
think she dovsu't know what men are?"’

Poor Peggy! She seemed most ubusu:
wlly grave when we had all to get on

apprebensive; subsidiog into a deep rev:
erie from thwe to time, and yet noxiously
responding to any remark addressed tc
her, s0 that her thoughtfulness might no

be noticed. She had no further quips and
questions about Jack Duncombe's bundle
of books, She took some tea in silence
And then these two women-folk had tc
be left to themselves; for we were now
getting to the end of the day's voyage.
The approach of the beautiful Queen ot
the West, by the valley of the Avon, e
disappointing In the extreme; indeed, the
slums here nre about as bad as those of
the Totterdown suburb of Bristol. It was
abundantly manifest that here was me
abiding place for us; again, and tor tfe
last time on this trip, we should bhave ta
sleep ashore; and so, when a few things
had been put iuto the various hund-bags,
we set off, a small procession, throngh the
streets of Bath, putting up at a hotel
where, notwithstanding our suspicious
want of luggage, we were made fairly
welcome and furnished with rooms.
That night, before we separated, the
bumble chronicler nf these e¢vents had s

small folded note covertly handed to him
and, on subsequently opening it, he found
it to contain these words:

“Shall you be down early to-morrow
morning? 1 want to say something
particular to you—in private. PEGGY.”

Poor Peggy! Was it the thought of
going away across the wide Atlantic
again that was pressing heavily on her
heart?

chances of becoming very friendly; and, 1| board again, for we were now drawing
gir)

—

CHAPTER XX.

This day begun with glooms and disap
pointments; then blossomed forth Into a
summer-like luxuriance of all beautiful
things; and finally ended in joy and calm
content. Perhaps it was our general imn-
patience of towns, and our anxiety to be
away in the wilderness again, that led us
to form s0 poor an opinion of the appear
ance of Bath; but, anyhow, the morning
was wet and lowering; the windows
seemed dingy; and the spectacle of a
crowd of people hurrying along muddy
pavements, most of them with umbrellas
up, to their respective shops and offices
was dern and o place and de-
pressing. This was not what we had ex-
pected of the famous Queen of the West.
All her former glories seemed to have
vanished away behind the wmournful pall
of rain. r

Aund then, again, the appointment that
had been planned the evening before did
not take place. Everybody seemed to
come Into the lttle sitting room about
the same moment; and Miss Peggy had
no opportunity of saying a word. During
breakfast she was quite silent; and there-
ufter, when there was a general hunt for
waterproofs and umbrellas, she set about
getting ready in & mechanical way., At
the door of the hotel she merely said, in
an undertone:

“Some other time 1 will speak to you,”
and then went out.

Hunting for curiosities proved to be an
engrossing occupation with our party; sc
that Miss Peggy was enabled to lag »
\ittle bebind without being observed,
while a slight finger touch on the arm
secured ber the listener she wanted. The
soung lady seemed at once shy and anx-
ious; there was more color In her face
than usual; and when she spoke it was in
a hurried and low undertone.

“I want your advice,” said she; “per
| haps you may think I should speak tc
your wife—but—but I would rather pave
a man’'s advice. Your wife has very ex-
alted ideas—she might be a little too un
rompromising; and 1 would rather sou
| would tell me what ardigary peaple would
| say and think." :

i There was u mawent of hesitation; then
she began to speak, rather slowly, and
with dowpcast eyes,

“Tell me what you think I should be
justified in doing. I am involved at home
in a half-and-bait kind of engagement.
Both families were anxzious for it—and—
ind 1 liked him g little; ol Yes, hg Js vew

smusing, and makes the tIme pass; and 1
dare say be liked me well enough when
sverything was going prosperously. Then
you know how my father's affairs went
wrong,” abe continued, with an oceasion-
al glance toward those other people, to
make sure they were not observing her;
“and there was a change after that. Yes,
he ia very sensible, and prides himself on
it. Ob, I know what his ambitions are.
He wants to get among the millionaires:
he wants to run the biggest yacht afloat,
aad to have paragraphs about himself in
the papers. That is why he has never
come to Europe; be néver will come to
Europe until he has money enocugh to get
himself talked mbout. And then, when
my father's affairs went wrong, 1 sup-
pose it was buot natural he should begin
to think twice; and although he has never
said be wanted the engagement broken
off—uo, for he is afraid of guarreling
with his own people—he has left me pret-
ty free to imagine that I can go if 1
choose. Oh. I am not vexed." she wou-
tnted. *Of course, a girl does not like
to be thrown over.”

“You thrown over?’

“It Is mot quite so bad as that, for he
writes me from time to time—in a kind of
a way—and I am left to understand that
he conslders the engagement binding if
1 wish it. Well, a girl doesu't quite like
that,"” she added, with just the least
passing tremor in her voice; but doubt-
less it was pride rather than any sense
of Injury that was driviog her to speak.

“So 1 want you to tell me what 1
iou]d be jostified in doing.” she resum-

“0Oh, Miss Rosslyn, come along here for
s minute!” a third person broke in; it was
Jack Duncombe. *“I bave discovered the
tablet put up to commemorate the illus-
trious virtues of Bean Nash. It's beau-
tiful. Come along, and I will translate
It for you.""

So Miss Rosslyn was haled away, some
what to the relief of the person whom
she had been consulting. For It was
not 50 easy as it looked to say off-hand
what Miss Peggy should do in these cir
cumstances.

The beautiful valley incressed in love-

lness and loneliness as we followed the
slow windings of our galleried waterway,
high up oo this hillside. We bad all this
world of sunlight sod green leaves aod
iweet-blowing winds entirely to ourselves.
We wet with oo one. Miss Peggy was
up at the bow, her throat bare to the
warm brecze, her hair, unshielded by any
bonuet, showing threads of burnished
gold in the suuplight. Jack Duncowbe
was stauding beside her, with an ord
nance map sprend out on the roof of the
bhouse.

Then we came to the Dundas Aque-
duct, which spans the wide vale, and here
the spacious view was more extensive
than ever—the landscape disappearing in-
to tender distances of rose-gray and light-
est green until, at the far horizvn luoe
and melting into the silvery sky, there
were touches of pale, translucent blue.
But this aqueduct carried us across the
valley apd very soon we bad left the
wide, open country behind us, and were
plunged into umbrageous woods. It was
much hotter here; there was hardly a
breath of air to stir the shelving brunches
that felt their way out ioto the sunlight;
und it was but rarely that the interven-
ing . afforded any shelter. Never-

¢ ‘good people would lusist on
guing for a stroll slorg the towpath—all
except Miss Peggy, who, at the last mo-
meut, abruptly changed ber mind and
decided to remain with the steersmman, to
cheer him with her company.

“This might be a river in a Hrazilian
furest,” said she, “for the beauty of it
sud the solitude.”

It was not of any river in Brazil she
was thinking; she was but waiting uutil
those people on the bank were out of
earshot.

Then she said presently:

“Have you thought that over¥”

“Yes." -

Her next guestion was not put into
words; it was a nervous flash of ingquiry
that appeared in ber eyes. Then she look-
ed down again, as if awaiting judgment.
She had a bit of red hawthorn in ber
hand, and her fingers were pulling into
small shreds one or two of the dark-
green leavea,

“Well, you see, Miss Peggy, if your de-
scription of the situation is literally cor-
rect—literally and absolutely correct—
then you would be amply justified in tell-
ing that young gentleman in New York
to go and be hanged. That is what any
man would say—off-hand and at once.
There may be some explanation. Letters
may have been delayed. You may get
them when you go back to London.”

“And if there were a hundred letters,
do you think I don't know what would
be in them?” she demanded, rather proud-
ly. “And as for drifting and driftine, 1
have grown a little tired or thmt. it iy
no great compliment to a girl to put her
in such a position. 1 dare say, now, if
I were over in America—if 1 were to gc
to America for even a fortnight, 1 could
get the whole matter settled.”

“You really and houestly mean that yon
want to have it broken off ¥’

“Broken off!” she exclaimed, with just
a touch of Indignation in her voice. *“lt
is he who wants to have it broken off—
and hasn't the courage to say so. He
won't own it to me; he won't own it to
his family; but do you think 1 don't un-
derstand? 1 am oot blind. Aund how-
ever stupid a woman may be at other
times, in an affair of this kind she can
wsee clearly enough.”

*“That is true. But on the other hand,
if you think that this half-and-balf en-
gagement should come to an end, why
not let it gradually die a natural desth?
It seemus pretty moribund at present,
doesn't it? Cease writing to him."”

“He hasn’t written to me for nearly
two months!™

“Very well. Stop altogether. If that
doesn't force him to ask for an explana-
tion—if he asks for no explanation, then
the matter Is at an end. You go your
way, and be hls."

“I—I suppose that is good advice; and
I thank you,” she said, in rather a low

voice.
(To be continued.)

—An American lady who had iabo-
ricusly acquired a very scant knowl-
edge of French, tried to show her pro-
Aciency In the language by using It in
the dining room of a Parisian hctel,
Although she was fully awar» that
moet of the walters spoke English, she
insisted upon giving her orders in
French. One day she paralyzed tne
walter by directing him to bring her
“a bottle of embonpoint.” She wanted
a bettle of stout. ’

—It is stated that there are made In
Evgland for home ues and exgortation
more than 20,000,000 pins daily.

—A petrified forest In a sandstone
formation has been discovered in Routt
county. California.

—Colored globes in drug stors win-
dows were first displayed by the Moor-
ish druggists of Arabia and Spain.

—aA vagrant lad was arrested in Phil-
adelphia the other day for some mis-
demeanor, and i response to the ques-
tions of the police justice, he declared
that he was fourteen years of age and
an orphan. “How long have your par-
ents been dead?” asked the sympathet-
fe justice. “'Over twenty vyears,” was
the prompt reply of the little Har.
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M:sd. GEN. WESLEY MERRITT.

foldier Whese Honorable Service with
Uncie Bam Xs BEnded.

Maj. Gen. Wesley Merritt has been

retired from active service owing to his

Javing reached the age limit. He was

born lm New York in 1836 and was

sraduated from West Polut in 1880. He

general in April 1887, and a mijor
general three years ago, at which gme
be was stationed at Governor's Ialgai

MAJ. OEN. WESLEY MERBITT.

Soon after the news of Dewey's vic-
tory at Manila Gen. Merritt was up-
polnted military goveruor ¢f the Phillp-
plue Islands, and assigned to the com-
mand of the Eighth Army Corps, with
neadquarters at San Franchico. Gedl
Merritt salled for the Philipploes with
the third expedition and arrived in the
slands Iate in July, 1808. Later Gen.
Merritt relinguished the military com-
mand to Gen. Otls and assumed the
luties of military governor.

As he had been appolnted a member
of the Peace Commission at Paris, the
zeneral left Manila on Aug. 30 on the
steamship China. After the conference
n Paris he went to London and mar-
4ed Miss Laura Willlams, of Chicago,
sn Oct. 24, 1898, The general and his
wife returned to New York on Dec.
17, 1808, and from that time until his
ieparture for Europe he was stationed
it Governor's Island.

Kate Mastersoa's First Poem.

Kate Masterson, the poet and humor-

st, thus describes the beginning of her
dterary career:
"I was at school In Brobklyn when
[ first sent a poem to Judge, signing It
Kittle K. It was accepted and pub
{shed with an illustration, and my cup
» joy was brimming. When 1 got a
*heck for $2 I effervesced. 1 then sent
wme versea to Puck, which was then
sdited by H. C. Bunner, They were
ilso signed Kittie K., but were written
'rom & masculine point of view, and as
| wrote a very gentlemanly hand Bun-
ner evidently came to the concluslon
that 1 was 8 boy. He sent me some
rery funny letters, and I replied, keep-
ng up the 1dea that I was a very fresh,
ilangy boy. He accepted the verses,
She Stood on the Stair,” and they were
sublished In a Christmas number with
1 pleture. As this was only the second
poem I had sold in my lfe, you ecan
‘magine how wlldly anxious I was to
nave It appear. I bothered Bunner with
‘nquiries, for, of course, that was the
snly poem on earth to me just then. |
secollect finally writing him, ‘Do you
‘hink my poem will be published during
wmy lifetime?

“He wrote me: ‘My dear boy, L can
not say If your poem will be published
furing your lifetime, as 1 do not know
when you are golng to die." "—FPhiladel
phia Post.

Family Lived In Hollow Tree.

A family named Hopgood, consisting
of father, mother and two daughters,
1as been discovered near Richmond liv-
ing in a hollow oak tree. The tree was
not large enough to accommodate the
whole family, and they seemed to have
been taking turns, some sleeplog under
the tree and others lnside its decayed
trunk. They made their living by for-
aging and begging about the couutry.
The county authorities have
them in hand.—Richmond (Va.) Cor
New York Sun.

Mohammedans,

The number of Mohammedans bas
been estimated at 19G.500,000. OF these
18,000,000 are under the rule of the
Turkish Gowernment, 23,000,000 are
ruled by other Musselinan soverelgns,
2,500,000 are subject to  African
Princes. 20,000,000 live In China, and
000,000 are under other rulers.  Or
these last about 58000000 belong to
India and Beloochistan.

Temptation Hrsisted.

s1. Peter—Editor, ebh? What good
things have you ever done?

New Arrival—l once took the Llame
for one of my own mistakes, Instead
of throwing it on to the lutelligent cowm-
positor.

8t. Peter—Go up bead.—New York
Weekly.

FExtinct Glanta of Guam.

Were there ginnts in the old days n
our latest possessions, Guam? The
present races are Meloneslan and Ma-
lay, with occasional Negritos. But
these men could never have built the
massive forts that dot the Isles—forts
as massive as those of Yucatan. The
walls range In height from 8 feet to 40
feet. In one wall a cornerstone 10 feet
by 2% by 6 was found twenty feet
above the ground. How did the na-
tives, who have left no trace of skill
beyond a stone axe or two and an Iron
spearhead, rear those mighty wallsi—
8t. Louls Post-Dispatch.

Every one must do just so much
weeplng; those who are spanked often-
im when youug, have least cause for
-

crylng whea grown up,

- . - —

taken '

epublican,

»

Editor and Proprietor.
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SERMON
Rev. Dr. Calmage

Sahject: Practical Charity—The Benevo-
lemce of Doreas Exiolled — Her Work
Contrasted With Present Day Methods

- God's Handmald
[Copyright 1w,
WASHINGTON, D. C.—Dr. Talmage,
who is still traveling in N rn FEurope,
bas forwarded the followi olPeu
sermon in which he utters helpful words

to all who are in alleviating hu-
man distresses an ws how such work
will be crowned at the last; text, Acts

ix, 30, “And all the widows stood by him

weeping and wing him the coats and
garments which Dorcas made while she
was with them.”

Joppa is a most absorbi city of the
Orient. Into her hubo:‘:::fa ﬂo{ted the
rafts of Lebanon cedar from which the
temples of Jerusalem were builded, Solo-
mon’s oxen druwing the I through the
town. Here NlpoLn: 500 prisoners
mussacred. One of the most maguificent
charities of the centuries was started in
this seaport by Dorcas, a woman with her
needle embroidering her name meffaceably
into the beneficence of the world. 1 see
her sitting in yonder home. In the door-
way and around about the building and in
the roomn where she sits are the pale fncos
oi the poor. She listens to their plhant,
she pities their woe, she s garments
for them, she adjusts the manufactured
articles to suit the bent form of this inva-

d woman and to the cripple that comes
crawling on his hands and knees. She
gives a coat to this one; she gives sandals
to that one. With the gifts she mingles
prayers and tears and Christian encourage-
ment. Then she goes out to be greeted on
the street corners by those whom she has
blessed, and all through the street the ory
is heard, “Dorcas is comung'” The sick
look up 'frnteiully in her face as she puls
her hand on the burning brow, and the
lost and the abandoned start up with hope
as they hear her gentle voiee, as though
an angel had addressed them, and as she
goes out the lane eyes halt put out with
sin think they see a halo of light about
her brow and a trail of glory in her path:
way. That night a halt pad shapwrighit
climbs the hil! and reaches home und sees
hus little boy well clad and says, “Where
did these clothes come from®” And they
tell him, “Dorcas has been here’” In an-
other place a woman is trimming a lamp;
Doreas bought the oil. 1n another place
a family that not n at table for
mﬂ{ a week are gathered now, for Dorcas

But there is a sudden pause in that wom-
an's ministry. They say: “Where i1s Dor-
cas? Why, we
a day. Where is Doreas?”
these poor
the door and finds the mystery solved. Al
through the haunts of wretchedness the
news comes, “Dorcas is sick!” No bulletin
flashing from the palace gate telling the |
stages of a king's disease is more anxiousy
waited for than the news from this beue
factress. Alas, for Juptm there is wailing
wailing! That voice which has uttered =
many cheerful words is hushed;

And one of

thaut hand

poured light into the midnight of wreteh
edness is dimmed
that go up from the niver of death. In
every forsaken place in that town, wher
ever there is a sick child and no balm
wherever there is bunger and no bread
wherever there is guilt and no commisers
tion, wherever there is a broken heart and
no comfort, there are despairing looks
and streaming eyes and frantic gesticula
tions as they cry, “Doreas is dead!™
They send for the apostle Peter, whe
happens to be in the suburbs of the place
stopping with a tanner of the name of =i
mon. Peter urges his way through the
crowd around the door and stands in thye
presence of the dead.  What de
tion of grief all about him! Here stand
some of the poor people, who show the
garments which this poor woman had
made for them. Their grief cannot be ape
sed. The apostle Peter wants to per
orm o mirncle. He will not do it aned the
excited crowd, so he orders that the whole
room be cleared. The apostle stands now
with the dead. Oh, it 15 a senous mo
ment, you know, when you are alone with
a lifeless body! The apostle gets down on
his knees and prays, and then he comes to
the lifeless form of this one all ready for
the sepulcher, and in the strength of Him
who is the resurrection he cries: “Tabitha,
arise!”  There is a stir in the fountaing
of life, the heart flutters, the nerves thrill

up.
l;‘,' see in this subject Doreas, the disci
le, Durcas the benefactress, Dorcus the
mented, Dorcas the resurrected

If 1 had not seen that word diseiple in
my text, I would have known this wotnan
was o Christian. Such music as that never
came from a heart which is not chorded
and strung by divine grace. fore I show
you the needlework of this woman I want
to show you her regencrated heart: the
source of a pure life and of all Christian
charities. 1 wish that the wives and moth
ers und daughters and sisters of all the
earth would imitate Dorcas i her disciple
ship. Before you cross the threshold of
the ital, before you enter upon the
temptations and trials of tomorrow,
charge you in the name of God and by the
turmoil and tumult of the judgment day
O woman, that you attend to the first, inst
and test duty of your life—the secking
for 5':3 and being at peace with Him'
When the trumpet shall sound there wiil
be an uproar and a wreck of mountun
and continent, and no human arm can hely
you. Amid the nging of the dend and

the live, leaping thunders of the flying
heavens c¢alm and placid will be
woman's heart who hath put her trust in
Christ—calm notwithstanding all the tu- |
mult, as though the fire in the heavens

were but o group  of frends  bursting |
through a gateway at even time with
laughter and shouting, “Darcus the discs-
ple!™ Would God that every Mury and

the teet of Jesus!

Further, we see Doreas, the benefactress
Histosv has told the story of the crown,
epiec poet hns sung of the sword; the pas
toral poet, with hs verses full of the redo
lence of clover 1ops and arustle with the
stk of the corn. bhas sung the prases of
the plow., 1 tell vou the prases of tho
needle.  From the fig lead robe propoared
in the garden of Eden to the |
tuken on the garme
necdle has wrough
generosity  and  benefaction
the girdle of the high priest,
the curtains in the ancient tabern
cushioned the chariots of King ¢
it provided the robes of Queen Elzileth
and in high places and in low places, by
the fire of the pioneer’s back log and un
der the Hash of the vhaadehier—every
where—it has clothed nakedness, ot hos
prvuchrd the gospel, it hus overcome hosts
of perury and want with the war ey of
“Stitch, stitch, stitch!™  The operatives
bave found a hvelihood by it, and through
it the mansions of the employer are con:
structed

Amid the greatest triumphs in all ages
and lands I set down the econguests of the
needle. I admit its crimes; [ admt its
cruelties. Tt has had more martyrs than
the fire; it has punctored the eve; it has
pierced the side; it has struck weakniees
into the lungs; it has sent madness intc
the brain; it has filled the potter’s field,;
it has pitched whole armies of the =affes
ing into crime and wretchedness and woe
Hut now that I am talking of Darcas and
her ministries to the poor I shall speak
vuly of the charities of the needle. Thi

ywoman was a representative of all thoss
who make garments for the destitute, who
kait socks tor the bareiooted, who propare
bandages for the lacerated, who fix up
boxes of clothing for missionanecs, who go
into the asyiums of the sufitring and desti
tute beaning that gospel which s sight for
the blind snd hearing for the deaf, and
which makes the lame man lean like a bart

rought bread. |

haven't seen ber for many {

. ple Em up and knocks ntll

which has made so many garments for the |
poor ia cold and still; the star which had |

by the blinding mists !

onstras |

the cheek flushes, the eye opens, shie sits |

H

and brings the dead td life, immortal
health bounding in their pulses. [

What a contrast between tha practical
benevolence of this woman and a at
deal of the charity of this day! =
woman did not spend her time 1dly plan-
ning how the poor of the city of Jopps
were to be relieved. She took her needle
and relieved them. She was not like those
persons who sympathize with imaginary
sorrows and go out in the street and laugh!
at the boy who has upset his basket of
sold wvictuals, or like that churity which
makes a rousing speech on the benevolent
Plnifurrn and goes out to kick the beggar
rom the step, cryimg, “Hush vour miser-
able howling!™ Sufferers of the world-
want not so much theory are praciice; not
so much tears as dollers; not o much kind
wis as loaves of bread; not so mucls
smiles as shoes; not so much *'‘God bless
vou,” ae jackets and frocks. T will put
sne earnest Christian man, hard-working,

inst 5000 mere theonsts on the subject
of charity. There are a great many who
have fine ideas about cliurch architecture
who never in their lives helped to build w
shurch. There are men who can give yow
the history of Buddhism and Mohamme-

ism who never sent a farthing for
tvangeivation. There afe women wihyp talk
beautifully about the suffering of the world
who never had the eourage, like Dorcas,
to take the needle and assault it.

I am glad that there 15 not a page of the
world’s history which is not a record of
fermnle benevolence, God says to all lands
snd people. “Come, now, and hear the
widow’s mite rattle down into the poor
box.” The Prinvess of Conti sold all her
jewels that she might help the famine
stricken.  Quoeen  Wlanche, the wife of
Louis V of France, hearing that there
were some persons unjnstly incarcerated
in the prisons, went out amid the rabble
and took a stick and struck the door as
signal that they might all strike it, and
down went the prison door, and out came
the prisonerz. Queen Maud, the wife of
Henry I, went down anud the poor and
washed their sores and admimstered to
them cordials. Mre. Retson, at Matagor-
dit, appeared on the battleneld while the
missiles of death were flving around and
cared for the wounded. Is there a man
or woman who has ever heard of the eivil
of the

war in America who has not he
women of the sanitary and Christian com-
missions or the fact that before the smoke

wad gone up from Getlysburg and South
Mountiun the women of the porth met the

women of the south on the batvlefield. for-
wtting all their animosites, while thov
saund up the wo d and closed the eves
of the slun? Doy the benefactre

I come now to speak of Dop
mented.  When death stk
good woman, oh. how muach

waa in the toun of Joppa! [ &
were women there with K
women perhaps with handsc
there was not grief al their depariore like
this at the death of Doreas  There were
wt more turmoil and upturning m the
fediterranean Sea  dashing aeainst the
scharves at that seaport than there were
purgings to and fre of griel becanse Dorcas

was dend.  There are a great many wha
o out of hife and are unmsscd.  Thore
ay be a very large funeral, there may he
p great agany  carvigges and o hiemed
hearse, there mny be high sounding eulo-
prums, the bell muy toll at the eemetery
mte, there may bhe s very fine marble
| shaft rearcd over the resting place, hut
the whole thing ray be a falsehood and a
sham
The church of God has lost nothing;

the world hus lost nothing.
nuigance abated 1t

It is only =
15 anly a grogbler

ceasing to find fanlt. 1t 1% only an idler
lltﬂr[‘-i-n" Vawning It w -nll_\' ] lii--—m-ltt-nl
fashionable parted from his wine cellar,
while on the other hand oo usoful Chris
tian  leaves tlus world without being
mlll'ﬂ'll.

The church of God eries out, like the
wrophet, “Howl, fir tree, for the cedar hins
shiows

had

allen!”  Widowhood comes an
the garments which the departed

made. Orphans are lited op to look into
the calm face the sleeping benefl
Reclaimed va v nnd B
cold brow oi h armed it MY
from sin, and all through the streets of
Joppa  there s mourning—mourning  be-
canse Dorcas is dead

Has that Christinn woman who went

away fifteen years ago nothing to do with
these thing«? 1 see the tlowering ont of
her noble heart I hear the echo of her
footateps 1n all the songs over sins for
wiven, i all the prosperity of the church
The good that seemed to be buried has
come up again. Doreas is resurrected!
After awhile all these \\--Tl..lll‘l\' |I'll"l||1?i
of Christ will put down theirr needle for-

ever After m;lkmu garments lor others
some one will make a gnrment for them;
the last role we ever wenr—ihe robe for
the grave. You will have heard the last
ery of pain. You will have witnessed the
Inst orphanage. You will have céome in
worn out from your last round of meroy
I do not know where vou will sleep nor
what your epitaph will be, Lint there will
b a l-lm]; burning at that tomb awl an
! angel of God arding i, and through all

amid the boiling of yonder sea and -unllll

every |

were only the gldings of an avtumnal sun- |
set, as though the awful voices of the sky |

every Martha would this \lm,\' sit down at |

the iong might no rude foot will disturh

the dust. Sleep on, sleep on!  Sofe bhed,
pleasant  shadows, undisturbed  repose!
Sleep on!

Asleep in Jesus'  Blessed sleop

From which none ever wake to weep!

Then one day there will be a sky rend

ing and & whirl of wheels and the tlash of
a pageant, armies murclung, chuns elank
mng banners Waving thunders b HAITIATAY,
uw{ that Christian woman will anse trom
the dust, and she will be suddenly sur-
rounded—surrounded by the windervrs of
the street whom she reclammed . surround
ed by the wounded souls to whom she had
admimistered!

Davnghter of God, 2o strangele surround
ed, \k‘ﬁ-‘\l mwieans thes? 11 means that re-
ward has come; that the victory s won;
that the crown s ready; that the banguiet
is spread.  Shout it through all the crumb
hing earth' Sing it through ol the Hying
heavens!  Dorcas s resurrected!

In 1555, when some of the soldiers came
back trom the Crunean war to Loadon,
the Quren of Eiglind distribmted among
them  beeaatifal dals, enlled Crimean
medals. Gallevies were erected Tor the two
houses of Parliament and the « | famly
to Mt . There was o pront wndwnee to
witness the distribution of the medals A\
olonel who bad lowe both feet o the bat
thi: of Inkermunn wos pulled e on o whesl
charr: others cume in lmping on  their
crutehios, Then the Qoeen of England arose
before them an the name of her G
ment and vttered words of commens
to the ofheers snd o awnd distribured
thowe mnedals, inscriles h the foir gront
battlehelds— Alma,. I avi,  Indcer nn

4 ‘ A= the Uneen gnse thivss
to the wonnded wen and the wounded offi
cers Lhe bands of mus=te steack up the na
tionnd wir., and the people, with strewmang
eyes, yooned o th e

Giod suve onr gracious ouecr!

onug live our nobile gueen!

‘ll-ll Ve ‘II(' 'ili'fi'l

And then they shoated “Hueea!  Huza '™
s, it was u proad diay for those returme
warriors! But a hrghter, bhetter I glived
der day will come when Chrict chal gath-
er those who have tmled in His service—
raod soldiers of Jdewis Chin He shall risa
wore them, and in the presence of all the
glonticd of heaven He will Well
done. good and jwthiol servant'™ Yol
then He wiil distribute the medals of eter
nal wvictory, not inserined with worke of
righteousness which we have done, but
with those four great battiefields, dear to
earth and dear to  heaven— Bethlehem,

Nazareth, Gethsemane and Calvary!
Among

the
love.

the MHeghts which lie threugh
shadows of lfe, the brightest is

For every foollsh thing in jlaw thers

Is a wise reason -
But very few persons aldd dignity to
the office they fill,
No man can expect to be happy whose
thoughts all centre in himself.

With averted eye we let the golden

noments puass uy= hy Tim='s fonlish
apendthrifts, searching wide and far,
for what lies close ot hand

AR a streak of lean and a streak of
fat make the most palatable meats, sn
do good and bad luck, mixed in proper
proportions, give the best zest 1o life




