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Incompleteness.

O>1 the earth the broken arc ; in the lîuaven
the perfect round.

liSte train steanied into the station Jack Wilson's heart

eG 1 throbbed with delightful expectaîuey. Hie hiad worked

hard at college, tntl tasting any of the pleasures so dear to the

heart of youth. Hardly allowîing hituiseif sufficient rest lie had

toiled on, while others were sleeping. Now, loaded with honors,

he was returning home, to lay the weaith of his labor at tie

feet of the woînan lie loved. Vinus, lie hurried through the

throng, picturing to hijuseif the blus~hiing welcoine iii store for

him. 'lo be sure no word of love had passed between Cleo and

hiîmseif, but he beleîved there had always been a inutual under-

standing.

Trhe inuddy streets, pouring rain, and discordant noise of

the city affected not the lîarxnony of his dreauts. At Iast he

r lce its destination. A moment more, to hiin it seerned an

age,1 aid the great door swuxîg open.

The inaid looked knowingly at hin when lie asked for

MisDay and answered, IlMms. Clark lef t last night on hier

honeyinoon; thon slîe's going to live abroad. Thought every-

une kneiýw about it."
"Who is Mrs. Clarke ? " asked Jack, a strange foreboding

~taigover him.
Wh'ly, Miîss Day that ivas. Wil] you conte ini sir ?

He did flot reply. Ail that was strong anîd brave and gond

in hinii dlied at that moment. A mnadl nockîng dernon seeîned

pnsig ithin hini as lie retraced his stepq. On, on, he went

iintil, houirm later, through fatigue he paused. Nearby, a

bilMlianitly lighited saloon caught bis eye; he entered and for the

tirst tiine soughit oblivion axnong the haunits of the bacchanal.

Two years later, in the attie of a squalid tenement, as tlîo


