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them. The centre of Mr Cinch’s gra
was much too far above his- waist. 'rl’l

relation.

had lived and loved together nearly a

uarter of a century, and had shared in

&ou.yun their fall measare of joys and

sorrows. But Mrs Cicch was not with-

out her humors, and when she was enter-

a0 acid humor she could not g-t

<her husband’s unfortunate legs out of
her mind.

No matter what may have been the
subject that had originally vexed her, it
was the invariable experience that
Teas the focus to whish her excited
wrath was drawn, and then, indeed, :
must be owned, she was exceedingly
hard to deal with. She would recall in bit-
ter the factthat he had married her
with other and honester legs, and she
would plainly intimate that in substitut-
ing these he had acted in an unfair and
unmanly way.

This was natorally distressing to Mr
Cinch. He keenly felt the injustice
of the insinuation, but at the same
time his -mind wes filled] with
a supreme loathing of his legs, and he
was only deterred from going to & hos-
pital and from having them straight-
way taken off by the reflestion that an
entirely legless husbaud was not likely
to be more satwsfactory, upon the whole,
than one whose legs were bowed.

1t was from a domestic scene such as
these sentenocs have indicated that Mr
Cinch issued one morning recently, and
passing out through his hallway into the
street as fast as he could wobble, he

, tumbled into his waiting coupe and hur-
ried down to Dbusiness. Mr Cinch
was the keeper of a lvery stable, an
establishment held in much esteem by
the public and the trade, and yielding
an abundant revenue. His buisness

was one of the largest of its kind in|,

New York, a fact which, with many
others equally important, was set forth
in uoomistak able phrases upon Mr
Oinch’s business cards, copiously illustra-
ted with cuts of prancing horses and
handsome vehicles and of the extensive
premises in which they were kept.

The appearance of the coupe as it roll-
ed into the stable fetched from the inner
office Mr Uinch’s manager, a bald-headed
young man, with red eyes and a hopeful
soul, who dexterously assisted his em-
ployer to alight, and aided him into the

office and into the huge armchair,
80 placed as to command a fair view of
the entire establishment. From this
armchair, Mr Cinch rarely moved
throughout the livelong day.

“Well, Bob,” said Mr Cinch, so soon
as he had caughthis breath,‘‘how’s things
going 1” y

¢Fair to middlin’, sir, fair to middlin’.
The regulars is 'bout the same, but the
casuals is light.”

*‘Well, a man can’t always have things
the way he wants 'em, Bob; ef he could
there wouldn't be as much trouble as
there is,”

**No, sir, that's very true, sir, nor so
much fup, ' neither, come to think of
i

‘“‘How do you make that out, Boby”’

‘““Well, sir, ef everybody could have
whatever they wanted, there wouldn’t be
much excitexrent going on. They’d get
tired o’ wanting before long fearful that
the time’ud come when there wouldn't
be nothin’ to want.”

Mr Cinch was quite impressed with
the force of this philosophy. Bol’s
views on men and things often enter-
tained Mr Cinch. He had & good deal
of respect for Bob. Bob's circumstances
had denied him many of those early ad-
vantages which are so useful in cultivat-

.ing the habit of profound thought, and
yet, to his greater credit, it wmust be said
that he not infregnently performed a deal
of subtle cogitation. In this he pleased
Mr Cinch,who was by no means all a man
of beef and brawn. Mr Cinch had read
s oonsiderable quantity of poetry and
‘was a subscriber to a scientific periodical.
He had a decided tendency towards oc-
calt speculation, and had reached that

int in his orthodoxy where he be-
ieved there were a good many more
things that we don’t know than that we
d

o.

He had turned over Bob's remark
once ot twice in his mind, and was about
to say something by way of rejoinder
when the office door was opened and a
young lady emtered, observing that she
wished to pay her bill,

She'was a tall, well-dressed, stoutly

big and blue, snd her voice quite pless-

thenk you. I think that
i, suit you micely. He's

only—
“’Wnll, T'll think it over. Good worn-
| »

u'.. m
sorrel

; Bob! :

“I don't know, sir, hardly,” said Bub,

“but I'think she's some kind of & doo-
tor.”

“Bl.u seems to be makin’ pretty good

“‘And they gets better all the time.

—it was when I had that staving big
bile 'on my elbow, you remember?”

o ‘" »

‘“Well, I was settin’ here huggin’ that
bile, and it was just thompin’. >
to me ‘s if was a whole beg o'
carpet-tacks s in that arm. I was
20 used up I couldn’t walk around, and
00 stuck fall of pain I couldn’s set still,
Well, ’s I said, she come in and ordered
o coach, and while it was being fetohed
aroupd she gives me a look and she s
‘What's the matter? I says,‘I got o NE"

‘¢ *A what? ssys she.

¢ ‘A bile,’ says I

‘* ‘Oh, no,’ says she.

¢ *Well, if you don’t think so,’ says I
‘look there,” says I, and I prodooced

those | thie bile, which ‘peared to me to be pret-

ty good evidence,

“She looked at it and then says, as
cool as you please, ‘Well, what of it?

* ‘Don’t you call that & bile? says I,
‘and if you don’t think it harts
you'd better’ You see, bein’ nearly
orazy with the hurts of it, and her so un-
concernin’, 1 thought she was workin’
s guy onffme. Bot she says, ‘1 see
what you call & bile, snd maybe you
think it harte, but I know it don’t.
Why, what is it?” says she; ‘it's nothing
but a little lump of red flesh. It don’t
bart., It can’s hurt. How can it? Flesh
don'’t live any more than wood or  stone,
and if it don’t live how can it feel? It's
you that feels and hurts, and you have
made yourself believe it’s this little lam
of red flesh, and you've gone and paint.
it and greased it and wrapped it up and
focled with it, when there's nothing the
matter with it, and ev: the matter
witl:l z::.’ That's wh'nt she said, looking
me dead in the eyes.”.

Mr Cinchj hoz g*0%n very much in.
tegested in Bob's account of this pecu-
liar conversation. As Bob went on he
had screwed around in his arm-chair,
and had drawn his brow into a reflective
knot.

I don’t know as I understand what
that means, Bob,” he observed, cautious-

y.

““It took me s good while to get it
through me, sir,” replied the manager,
“but I think I see what she was driving
at. She means that{s man’s body is
jost like any other matter and don't
make feelings, and that it’s his soul that
does the feeling, and that when his soul
feels bad he says he has a bile or the
colic or the rheumatism, and begins to
put on plasters and take pills, when he
ought not to do anything of the kind,
but ought to talk to her and get her
to cure his soul. That’'s the way she
give it to me, anyhow, She talked here
for half an hour. She said that it was
silly to set your feelings down to this or
that place in your y. She said she
could talk to me awhile lbﬁ:& the—er,
let's see, gravity, no, yes, #ravi—ch, I
know ! about the gravitation of the soul
and my feelings would get good and the
bile go down.”

““Oh, rats!” remarked Mr Cinch. *

““Well, I don’t know, sir,” replied
Bob, doubtfully. “I don’t know but
what I think there is something in it.”

“Stafl! Bob, how kin there be! Do
you mean that she made out ’at she
eoul;! cure anything by just talking to
’ou il

*‘Not exactly; no,sir. Her p'int is that
what we call biles or malaria or——"’

‘‘Bow-legs, mebbe,” put in Mr Cinch
both jocusely and ruefully.

- “Yees, sir, bow-lege.”

* What!” ;

“Bow-legs, too—why nol? Just as
easy bow-legs as biles.”

“Well, go on.”

‘ All such things, she says, is appear-
ancee. Our souls being sick, they lonk
through our eyes in a sorter cock-eyed
way and see something they call a bile or
a pair of bow-legs. The bile and the
bow-legs ain’t really there, you know;
we only thiok so, which is just as bad as
if they was there. 1f we was to go to
her and get our souls well, we’d look
out of our eyes straight and wouldn’t see
no bile or bow-legs. Neither would no-
body else. This is the best explaning I
can do, sir. I understands it pretty well
but I can’t talk it. She’s a daisy talker,
though. She can talk like a dictionary.”

*‘Bob,” said Mr Cinch, solemnly, “do
you mean o tell me that this young wo-
man can talk me, into believing that I
ain’t got bow-legs?’

Bob hesitated. He looked at Mr
Cinch long and seriously. Mr Cinch
took up his walking-stick and slowly
lifted himself upon his feet.

‘‘Look at them legs, Bob. You can
shove a prize punkin through ‘em with-
out touching. Can this young woman
make me believe] them legs is straight ?

=R

ger

loaded with inqui-
life was aa
of the

p.m. for twenty years. Bob was really
alarmed. He made a careful search
th out yhe stables. That failing to
give him the slightest clew, he went to
s00 Mrs Cinch,
When he told that excellent woman
that \her husband had disappeared, she
y swooned away. The un-
incident of the morming was still
in her tant mind, and she
oould bave ma doubt that her over-wor-
ried lord had sought in the North River
the of mind she had denied him in
his . - Bob could not comfort her.
He could only apply a wet towel to her
heated temples and beg her to be calm.
This be did with prai ..'.-t:y dilige
doring the ter part of the evening,
snd when h‘:;:h it was with the under-
standing that, if the missing man were
not seen or heard from by the next
moraing, he would notify the police and
have them send out a general alarm.
This, indeed, had to be done. Mr
Cinch had disappeared. His affairs were
all right, his fortune untouched and no
motive anywhere apparent why he should
have takeu 8o reckless a step. The
peolice could get no trace of him. Fat
and [bowlegged men were “encountered
here, there and everywhere, were seized
ond sharply questioned, but from mone
of these incidents of the search was the
slightest hope extracted. Two days
passed, and still another, but the mys-
tery continued to be dark and impene
tnrglo and Mre Cinch was wrapped in an
envelope of grief.

Bob's story about Miss Beeks and her
novel views had profoundly impressed Mr
Cinch, snd being so constituted that
when he got hold of an idea he had to
ive himself up tojits consideration, Miss
ks and the possible effect of her con-
versation vpon his legs kept revolving
before his eyes all the morning. He was
not able to form any very definite idea
of what she might te expected to do,but
hefthought it quite within the possibili-
ties for her to improve the situation.
The notion that in ailments of all kinds
there was a large element of imagination
had occurred to him frequently when
listening to Mrs Cinch’s accounts ot her
numerous physical tribulatione, and he
mb‘tx Do means sure that his legs were
as as they had beenrepresented. He
thought it might well be that he had
obtained an exaggerated potion of their
deformity, and if Miss Beeks merely
. ed in convincing him uf that, the
gein would be something. He picked
up the address-book during the morning
and ascertained that she lived in a large
spartment-house in Broadway, distant
from his stables less than a block. While
Bob was at luncheon he got upon his
feet, went to the door and looked down
the street atthe big flat. An irresisti-
ble desire te go and talk the matter over
with Mies Beeks took possession of him,
andalmost before he knew it he wasseated
in a little reception-room waiting for the
sppearance of the remarkable young wo-
man who professed to be able to talk
away 8 boil,
She did not keep him“waiting long,
and when she held out her hand and
wished him ‘‘Good morning,” he was
quite captivated with her cheery voice
and smile.

Mr Cioch proceeded directly to busi-
ness. Firss he took from his pocket-
book one of his large and profusely illas-
trated business cards and delivered it
with something of pride by way of in-
troduction, Then he remarked that he
had heard of ber and of her way of doc-
toring and he thought he'd just drop
around and see what spe could do in his
case.

‘‘Why, what ails you?’ she asked.
*‘Yon look very comfortable.”

“So I be,” replied Mr Cinch, much
gratified, ‘“‘but it’s all along of my legs.”

‘“‘And what of them ¥’ .

*“Well, you see, their bowed, and—"’

“Don’t ssy what I see, Mr Cinch. We
see with our minds and only through
our eyes. My mind is healthy, and as
I see your legs there’s nothing the ma t-
ter with them.”

““You don’t say so |”

“To besure I do. Atthe rame time
if yon say your legs are bowed, there is,
of course, troable somewhere.”

**Of course,” assented Mr Cinch.

“‘The question is, where ! Some peo-
ple would say, in the lege. They would
try Lo make you believe that your legs,
mere combindtions of flesh and blcod,
could go off by themselves and get bow-

ed, or knock-kneed, or long or short, or

a
pe | fur want of

“

y, your mind became— well,
a better work, sick. In that
sick condition it began to look around
for a place in your body to reflect its
tronbl‘o upon. It chose yon:ll;;‘ and
straightway your ¢ prompt your
disepsed mind, bc’p.'n to tell you that
your l:)l were bowed.”

“Well, mlly-l:tuhd Mr Cinch, ‘“how
very plsin you o it.”

“It's phz: enough to suck as will see.
Matter, Mr Oinch, does not act. Mat-
tec has no will. It doesn’t feel, or get
tired, u'urwtordon‘ol the things
attributed to it by thoughtless people.
Matter is insnimate and takes form only
as the mind, the soul, the Vital Foroe,
wills that it shall. It responds to the
soul. Therefore, if your legsare bowed,
your mind is at fault.” !

‘““What a very, uncomtortable thiog
your mind must be!” said Mr Cinch.
*“It’s 'most as well not to have none !”

“Better,” “exclaimed the Scientist,
earnestly, ‘‘if it is to be out of harmony
with the Mind Universal. And now we
come to the real point. The thing to
cure is the thing that is sick. The bow-
ness of your legs is the reflection of your
bowed mind. Straighten your mind
and your will be as straight as your
walking. stic! Shut your eyes,
Cinch, and think only of what I eay.
Nothing is weal except the ideal. The
corporeal realm of created being corre-
sponds isely to the condition of the
ideal. you see the point 1’

“‘Sorter,” replied Mr Cinch, feebly,
“but I b’lieve 1 could see it betser if I
was to opea my eyes.”

**No, no, no !” cried the Scientist.
“It is highly necessary to keep them shut
and turned inwarda.”

“I don't b'lieve I can come that,
mum,” Mr Cinch rejoined, apologetical-
ly. “My eyes is getting a bit old.”

“Sink them far into your soul ! Look
there to find your bad and ugly ideals !
Give me your hand, Mr Cinch. Thus,
with our hands clasped, will our spintual
understandings commaone. Together we
will parsue our investigations into the

with the clean new broom of lm:ind
reason, will we sweep away the dusty
cobwebs of bad ideals !”

Mr Cinch heaved & huge sigh. Bat
he shut his eyes vigorously, and receiv-
ed into his ';ig hard fist the Scientist’s
little white one, and murmured, ‘‘All
right, mum ; whip op lively.”

*‘Our bodies are but ghosts,” said the
Scientist, ‘‘combinations of symbols.
The combinatiors change as the soul
that they symbolize changes. 1 look at

our bgy and it tells me of your soul.

see a soul full of doubt and darkness,
and the doubt and darkness are sym-
bolized in the curved and ugly form of
your legs. Brush away the doubt!
Dispel the darkness ! Aspire toward
the Life of the Spirit, and as your aspi-
rations are tenacious they will draw your
legs into the shape which, like the spirit
it typifies, will be all beanty. Does your
soul respond, Mr Cinch ¥’

‘“‘Well, mum, I dunno.
hard, bat—"

“‘Ah, there is unbelidf there. 1 see it
—~a black mountain-cloud of unbelief.
Faith, Mr Cinch, is the ethical law of
gravitation. You already feel its in-
fluence. It draws you to the Spiritual
Centre of Essence. Your soul still walks
in the shadow, but toward the light.
You are being drawn away from the
doubt. Don’t you feel yourself being
drawn, Mr Cinch ¥’

“I b’lieve I do, mum ; Ireally b’lieve
I do. That left lq’ give a kinder twitch
just ss you spoke.”

““Of coorse it did ! Of course it did!
You are in the sea of Infinite Thought,
floating, floating like a chip on the wat-
er. The evil waves of falsehood, doubt
and unbelief are trying to beat you away
from the Current of Truth,—but, no!
Itshall not be! I will stand by to fight
them back, and to urge on those other
waves that will bear you into the current.
One is spproaching now—the Wave of
Barmony. It touches you gently, lifts
you on its crystal bosom, and, ere it
leaves to do the same duty to another
floating chip, it moves you many paces
nesrer to the Current. Ana now, as you
rest, another comes. Lo, it is intercept-
ed by the discordant ripples of suspicion,
and a struggle ensues ! Bat, look ! Oh,
prythee look | From the white caps of
conflict the wave, larger, purer than
ever, emerges, and comes or. apace. It
is the Wave of Joy ! It moves quickly !
It takes you upon its sparkling crest !
Whence the dismond light of happiness
flashes | Moerrily flash ! It heaves you
swiftyon! On! On! Ah! Yes!
Nearer ! Nearer still! One more im-
pulse and you are there! It lifts its
glittering form again! And NOW !
—Oh, Mr Cinch ! y5u are in the Cur-
rent! the CURRENT! Do you not
feel its swift nfluence ? The Carrent of
trath! Brightly, joyously, swiftly does
this Spiritual Gulf Stream bear you to-
ward the Great Central Calm ! Ah—ah !

The ;Scientist was evidently in a great
state of excitement. Her voice had
risen to 8 keen soprano key, and her eyes
sparkled wildly When she had finally
succeeded 1n getting Mr Cinch into tho
Current, she fell back in her chair, quite
exhausted.
Neither spoke for several minutes, and

I'm trying

then Miss Beeks said: ‘“‘Open your eyes,

Mr|er, I shall

recesses of your ethereal nature, snd sadl

Sister Cinch,” Mr
Groaner replied, ‘'but for our burdens
we should grow vain and worldly.”

This dissstrous result being in Mrs
Cinch’s case rendered less menaciog
through t:o ;:::oud d;ud her
partaer, the man
show her the necessity of *‘bearing up,”
mdo!oolnﬁudlthinpmnd. end of
drawing from these mournful visitations
the valuable lesson that affections
were empty and void. Much th:..
#000m toward reconciling to
the situstion whem & familiar
click was heard in the front door latch.

%:: gliuh started.

ick was repeated and then the
door was flung open, and & heavy foot-
fall sounded in the hallway.

‘‘William " cried Mrs Cinch. “It’s
Willism, Brother Groaner! Help me
up! Help me torunand nmil- !
William, my desr, good, sweet, bow-
legged old William ! O, Brother Groan-

’o erazy with happiness !
Hear his old feet, stuck on them dear
bow-legs of his, making a sound that I'd
know 'mong ten thousand ! Come along,
Brother Groaner, come Jong.”

Thqgotigtodn Yall with as much
speed as possible, and there, coming to-
ward them, was Mr Oinch, his face
lighted with a peaceful smile. He paus-
ed, sud there was something in his man-
per and” attitede that caused them to

sswell. He bro
oot closely together and straightened
his figare to its loftiest possibility, as if
to call attention to ite perfect beauty.

‘‘Maria, my dear,” he enid, in deep,
low tones, ‘‘l float in the “alm*Centre
of Infinite Truth,”

A look of profound alarm came upon
Mrs Cinch's face, and she glanced st the
Rev Mr Groaner. He shook his head

y. «
Me Cinch observed these dabious looks
and he hasteped to dispel them.

“I am in harmony with the Universal
Mind,” he said. “Look at them legs !

They looked. *Yes, William,”
answered Mrs Cinch, profoundly dis-
tarbed, “I see them logs, and desr,
sweet, precious old legs they are, Wil-
liam, and if I ever s aid they wasn'’t, I
told a story and goodness knows I've suf-

sod nights. I love them cunning old
legs, William, better 'n all the rest of
you put together, and I don’t eare where
you're floating nor what you're in har-
mony with, I only just know you're back
again with the same beautiful, chubby,
round old legs you took wway, and I'm

they %ﬂl the more I'll love them ! "

And, unable longer to restrain her-
self, the good old lady rushed upon him
and hugged him black and blae.

Mr Cinch may still be floating in the
Calm Centre of Infinite Truth, or he
may not. He may still be in harmony
with the Universal Mind or he may not.
He haso’t mentioned lately. But this is
sure truth—that wherever he floats Mrs
Cinch is floating  with him, snd what-
ever else he mlg be in harmony with he
is certsinly in harmony with her. He
wobbles and toddles up and dewn just as
he used to do, but never a word does he
hear to the prejudice of his legs. And
whether they be as crooked as s ram’s
horn or as straight as a rifle barrel, he
can’t see them and she won’t—so what'’s
he odds, anyhow ? L E Q

the care of colds and coughs and all
throat, lung, and bronchisl troubles, is,
undoubtedly, Ayer's Cherry Pectoral.
Ask your druggist for it, and, st the
same time, for Ayer's Almansc, which is
free to all,

Mr Hammond, of Manitobs, a broth-
er of Mrs James Livingstone, is in Clin-
ton, on a visit ; it is 18 years since they
had seen each other.

Wern Outand Run Dowsn.

By disease and debility the human
system bescomes worn out and run
down before its time. Keep the head
clear, hth: ‘:)owoln regular, the blood
pure, the kidneys and liver acti
use of Burdook’ it gk o
great tonic and regulator, and disease
cannot exist. 2
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To tax Eprros .—Please inforre your
readers that I have s !ocmvo remedy
for the sbove named disease, By its
timely use thousands of hopeless cases
have beerd nermanéntly eured. I shall be
glad to send two bottles of my remedy
FEEE to amy of your readérs who have
consumption if they will send me their
Express ard P. O. address,

Respectfully, Da T. A. Srocum,
ly 164 W. Adelside st., Toronto, Oat
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