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CHAPTER XXIX~—(Continued)

Llwellyn did aot de where he had fal-
len. ‘His swoon had lasted long and no
one had come to succor him.  But toe
end was not just yet. The mgrciful ob-
livicn of passing {rom a swoon into death
was denied him. ;

fle had come to his senses lato in the
afternoon, about the time
party of people had emerged on foot and
in carriages from the narrow cul dewsac
of Downing Street.

He had felt very cold,
There had come a terrible moment. The
physical sensation was swamped and for-
gotten in one frightful flash of realization.
He was alone, the end was at hand.

Alone.
Instinctively he had tried to rise. He

that the large.

|

an icy-cold. |

|

venge upon its betrayer.
Mob law!
They had found him oui. It was as
S@uabc had said—the great cousspiracy
wds at an end. The stunning truth was

i out, flying round the world with ifs glad

message.
Yet, though once more the dishonored
Cross gleamed as the one solace In the

hearts of men whose faith had been weak, |

though at that moment the glad nows was
racing round the world, Yet the evil was
not over.

The Prince of the Powers of the air
had reigned too long. Not lightly was he
to relinquish his eceptre amd dominion.

They were in the erst-while quict street
below. The whole space was packed with
{he roaring multitude. The cries and
curses came up to him in one roaring
volume of sound, sounds that one looking

was lying face downwards at the returd| = . ihe brink of the pit of hell might

of sensation. His legs would not answer
the message of his brain when he tried
to move them eo that he might rise. They
lay like long dead cylinders behind him.
He was able to drag himeelf very glowly
ghr a yard or two, until he reached an ot-
toman. He could not lift the vast weight
of his body into the seat. It was utterly
beyond his strength. He propped his
trupk against the seat. 1t was all he was
able to accomplich. Icy-cold sweat ran
down his cheeks at the exertion. After
_he had finished moving he found that
etrength had left him. !

He was paralysed from the waist down-

wards. The rest of his body was too weak |

to move him.

Only his brain was working with a ter-
rible activity, there alone in the chill
darlk,

There came into his molten brain the
impulse to pray. Deep down in every
human heart that impulse lies.

It is a eeed planted there by God that
it may grow into the tree of salvation.

The effort was sub-conscious. Almost
the awful re-

- | membrance of what he had done.

n |

® this . unbearable torture.

A npame danced in letters of flame in
his brain—J UDAS. :

He looked round for some means to end
He could see
nothing, ' the room was very* cold and
dark, but he knew there was a case of
razors on a table by the window. ’

When he tried to move he found that
he could not.  The paralysis wae growing
upwards.

Then this was to be the end?
him. His blood seemed warm again.

But  the eensation died rapidly away,
the physical and mental glow alike.

He rcmembered those cases, frequent
enaugh, when the whole body
power of movement but the
vives, active, helpless.

And all the eweat which the physical| wealth and intellect were at work, his;
giew had induced turned to little icicles| hopes revived.

al' over his body, even as the thotight
froze in his brain.

Anp hour went by.

Alone in the dark.

ilis tongue was parched and dry. A

sudden wonder came to him—could he
speak still?

Wiihout realising iwhat word he used! the altar.

ac a test he epoke.
"Kate.” .
A gauni whisper in the silence.
Silence! How eilent it was! Yet mno,

Le could hear the distant rumbling of the!ing him. Life seemed to

!
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A heavy blow upon the stout door of
the old well-built house shook the walls
where the palsied Judas lay ippotent.

Another crash! The room was much
lighter mow, the crowd below had lights
with, them.

The door opened silently. Lady Lilwel-
Iyn came swiftly into the room.

She wore a long white robe. Her face
lighted as if a lamp shone behind it.
In her hand was the great crucifix
which was wont to hang above her bed.

YWhen Christ died and bade the dying
thief ascend with him to Paradise, can
we say that His ellence condemned the
other?

Her face was all aglow with love.

“Robert!” ehe said.Her voice was like

| the voice of an angel.

|
|

|
|
|
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Her arms are round him, her kisses
press upon him, the great crucifix is Jift-
ed to his dying ‘eyes.

A great thunder on the stairs, furious
voices, the tide riging higher, higher.

Death. \

CHAPTER XXX.
At \\Kalk-tm’vn Again.

The news came to:Walktown, the final
confirmation of what had been wo long
suspected, in a short telegram from Basil,
despatched immediately he had left Down-
ing Street.

Mr, Byars and Helena had been kept

! well acquainted with every step in the
A momentary flood of relief camie over | progress of the investigation.

| after his holiday visit, his euspicions had |

{
|
\

loses 1}1(-“I municated to
brain sur-| Ripon, when Spence had started,

|

I

|

Ever since Gortre had left Walktown,

been ringing in the vicar's ears.

Then, when the matter had been com-
Sir Michael and Father
and
Mr. Byars knew that all the powers of

The vicar's faith bhad never for a single
moment wavered.

In the crash of the creeds his ' deep
conviction never wavered.

The light burned steadily - before the
altar.

lie had been one of the faithful before

He had been one of the faithiul thou-

sands, learned, simple, methodist, ritualint, |

who knew that this thing could not be.
Nevertheless his courage had been fail-
have lost

traffic. He became suddenly conscious of | sweetness, and often he humbly wonder-

Surely it was very loud?
it must be this physical change which
was creeping over him. His head was
~wimining, disordered.

Yet it seemed etrangely loud.

And louder, as he began to listen in-
tently. He could not move his head to
cateh the sound more clearly, bat he was
beginning to hear it well enough now.

No trafic ever eounded quite-like that.
It was like an advancing tide, thundering,
as a horse gallops, over flat level sands.

A great eea rushing towards—towards
what? -

Then he knew what that sound was.

At last he knew, |

He could hear the individual ehouts
that made up the enormous maes of
menacing sound.
The npation was

it.

coming to take ite re-

{ed when he should die, hoping that the

time was not too long. Not without a
tremulous belief that God would recog-
nise that he had fought the good fight
and kept the faith.

In his own immediate neighborhood the
consequences of the “Discovery” mnearly
broke his heart. He had no need to look
beyond Walktown. Even the great poli-
tical events which were stirring the world
had left him unmoved. His own smal
corner of the vineyard, mow, alas! eo
choked with rank lusuriant growth,
enough. for this faithful pastor. Here he
eaw nothing but vice euddenly rearing its
head and threatening to overwhelm all
else. He heard the Holy Names blas-
phemed with all the inventions of obecene
imaginations, assailed with all the wit of

full-blooded men amazed and rejoiced that

in use for over 30 years,

goric, Drops and
contains neither Ofju
substance. [ts age I
and allays Feverishness.

and Flatulency.
Stomach and Bowels,

hght, and which has been
> borne the signatnre of
been made under his per-
ppervision since its infancy.
no one to deceive you in this.
and ¢ Just-as-good’* are but

b and endanger the health of

bstitute for Castor Oil, Pare-
ng Syrups.
, Morphine nor other Narcotie
s guarantee. It destroys Worms
It cures Inarrhcea and Wind
Colic. It relieves Teething Troubles,
It assimilates the Food,
giving healthy and natural sleep.

It is Pleasant. It

cures Constipation
regulates the

The Children’s Panacea—The Mother’s Friend.

cenuine CASTORIA ALwAYs

Bears the Signature of

The Kind You Have Always Bought

in Use For Over

Years.

THE CENTAUR COMPANY, TV MURRAY STREET, NEW YORK 61TY

GRS SRR R i

‘

|
\

_THE SEMI-WEEKLY TELEGRAPY, ST. JOHN. N.

ltﬁI

was 1

e

{they onuld stifle their coneciences ab last.]was a fine and genuine desire to show the
| And this after all his life-work among| vicar how they honored him for his

| theses folk! He had given them of hiB| cadfastness

best. His prayens, his intellect, miuch of} . .
| “You've been an example to all of us,

money had been theirs. £ fizy : L
i How insolently they. had esulted Ovcr}\l\‘ﬂr. eaid a lm‘rd;]acevd, h?‘a@y'-\OJCEd
l Ucotton-spinner, a kindly light in his eyes,

| him, these coarse and vulgar hearte. | Ry

\ When Bacil had finst told Mr. Byans of | 1is lips comewhat tremulous.

{ “We haven’t dome as we ought to by
i

Iiis suspicions the vicar can hardly have| | . 0 e .

been blamed for regarding them eadly ahivtf'h“r" h, said another, “but you'll see
the generous efforts of a young and ardent | Uhat altered, Mr. Byars. Eh! but our
:wul sceking to find an immediate way out aith has been weak! Therell be many a

|21
! of the impasee. | Christian's heart full of shame and ser-
The elder man knew that ira

ud had|[Tow for the past months this night, I'm
been at work, but he suspected no euch | 0

inking.”
modern and insolent attempt ae Basil |

They crowded round him, this knot of
S b i too much e B eREt R dici people, hand-faced and
Gortre had left him most despondent. 1‘1‘_31‘}“‘?}’91‘“‘& with a warmth and contri-
But his interest had soon become quick- | tion which moved the old man Inexpress-
ened and alive, as the private reports:‘bh} 5
from London reached him. { Never before had he been so mear to

When he knew that great people were them. Dimly.he began to think he saw
moving quietly, that the weight of &ir|a wise and ﬂ“"'f_“] purpose of G“{d, v&:ho had
Micnael was behind Gortre, he knew at allowed this iniquity and calamity that the
once that in all probability Basil's €us- fa.nnvo.r' the world might be strm:glhened‘
picions were right. “We’ll never forget what you've done

A curious change came over the vicar's f"f e 371" Byars.” :
public appearance and utterances. His, ‘If we've been lukewarm before, vicar,
sermons were full of fire, almost Pauline twill be all boiling now!
in their strength. People began fto flow Pr‘}’se God that He has spoken at last’
and flock into the great empty church at and God forgive us for forgetting Him.
Walktown. Mr. Byar's fame spread. T:he air was electric with love and

Then, swiftly, after the first week or| Prawse. .
two, had come the beginning of the great| “Will you say a prayer, vicar ”’ asked
financial depression. tone of the church wardens. “It seems

It wae felt acutely in Manchester. i the ,t;mle for prayer and a word or two

All the wealthy, comfortable, easy-going like.
folk who grudgingly paid a small pew- The company knelt down.
rent out of their superfluity became alarm- It was a curlous ecene.
ed, horribly alarmed. ‘The OChristianity furnished drawing room the group of ports
which had sat eo lightly tipon them that ly men and matrons knelt at chairs and
at the first opportunity they had rushed sofas, stolid, respectable and middle-aged.
into the Unitarian meeting-houses, be- But here and there a shoulder shook
came suddenly a very desirable thing. with suppressed emotion, a faint eob was

In the fall of Christianity they saw heard. This, to many of them there, was
{heir own fortunes falling. +Aud these'| the greatest epiritual moment they had
celf-deceivers would be swept back ypou | €Ver known. Confirmation, communion,
the tide of this reaction 'into the arms of all the episodic milestones of the pro-
the Anglican mother they had despised. fess'ng Christians’ life had been experi-

The vicar saw all this. He was a keen enced and passed decorously enough. But
expert in, and student of, human affairs, the inward fire bad not been there. The
and withal a psychologist. He saw his
opportunity.

His words lashed and stung these rene-
' gades. They were made to see themselves|
as they were; the preacher cut away all
the ground from.under them. They were
left face to face with naked ehame.

What puzzled and yet uplifted the con-
! gregation at St. Thomas's wae their vicar’s
| extraordinary certainty that the spiritual
| darkness over the land ‘was ehortly to be|
| removed. :

1t was commented on, keenly observed,
greatly wondered at.

“Mr, Byars epeaks,” eaid Mr. Pryde,
a wealthy solicitor, “‘as if he has some |
| private information about this DPalestine|as

| pri
| discovery. He is so confident that he|

Christ which glows so purely and stead-
fastly among the saints still on earth—
these were coming to them noaw.

And, even as the fires of the Paraclete
had descended upon the Apostles many
centuries before, so now the Holy Spirit
began to stir and move these Christians
at Walktown.

The vicar offered up the joy and thanks
of his people. He prayed that, in His
mercy, ‘God would never again let such
extreme darkness descend upon the world.
Even as He had eaid, “Neither will It
again emite any more every thing living

1 have done.”

He prayed that all those who had been
cast into epiritual’ darknes, or who had
left the fold of Christ, might now return

| magnetises ome into his own state !
{ mind, and Byars is not a very emotional |

man either. His conviction is Teal. It'el to it with contrite hearts and be in|
{ not hysteria.” it : :
{ And, being a ehrewd, silent man, the Finally they eaid the Lord's Prayer

with deep feeling, and the vicar blessed
them. p

And fgt each ome there that night be-
came a precious helpful memory wihich
remained with them for many years.

Afterward, while servants brought cof-
fee, always the accompaniment to any sort
of function in Walktown, the talk broke
out into a hushed amazement.

The news which had been telegraphed
everywhere consisted of a statement €ign-
ed by the ‘Secretary of State and the
archbishops that the discovery in Pales-
tine was a forgery executed by Sir Robert
Llwellyn at the instigation of Constantine
Schuabe.

“Ample and completely satisfying evi-
dence is in our possession,” so the word-
ing ran. ‘“We render heartfelt gratitude
to Almighty God that He has in His wis
dom caused this black comspiracy to be

solicitor formed his own conclusions bu
<atd nothing of them.
| The church continued

n

t|
|

full of \\'m‘ship-i‘

* # * * *

When the news from Basil came, the |
viear was eitting before the fire in his‘l
lighted study. He had been expecting
! the telegram all day.
His brain had been haunted by the pic-
| ture of that distinguished figure with the
| dark red hair he had eo often met.
{ Again he saw the millionaire standing |
|in his drawing-room proffering money for |
| scholarships. And in' Dieppe also! |
How well and clearly he saw the huge
gure of the savant in his coat of astra-
! chan, with his babble of soups and entree.

Try as he would, the vicar could not
| hate these two men. ‘The sin, the awiul
| sin, yes, a thousand times. Horror could

\not be stretched far enough, no hatred discovered. The thanks of the whole
could be too great for such immensity of world, the gratitude of all Christians,
i must be for those devoted and faithful

men who have been the instruments of
Providence in discovering the Truth. Sir
Michael Manichoe, the Rev. Basil Gortre,
the Rev. Charles Ripon and Mr. Harold
Spence have alone dispelled the clouds that
have hung over the Christian world.”

It wae a frightful hock to these people
to know how a great magnate among
them, a business confrere, the member for
their own division, an intimate, should
have done this thing.

As long as the world lasted the owner

| " But in his great heart, in his large, hu-
| man nature there was a Divine pity for
this wretched pair. He could not help it.
Tt was part of him. He wondered if he
were not erring in feeling pity. Was not
thie, indeed, that mysterious sin against
the Holy Ghost for which there was no
forgiveness? Was it not said of Judas
that for his deed be should lie for ever in
Hell?

The telegram was brought in by a neat,
unconcerned housemaid.

Then the vicar got up and locked the
inner door of his study. He knelt in pray-
er and thanksgiving.

It was a moment of intense
communion with the Unseen.

This good man, who had given his vigor-|
ous life and active intellect to°God, knelt
humbly at his study table while a joy|
and happiness not of this earth filled all
his soul.

At that supreme moment, when the!
sense of the glorious vindication of Christ !
flood>d the priest’s whole being with ecs-|
 tasy, he knew, perhaps, a faint foreshad- |
i owing of the life the Blessed live inj
| Heaven. '
| For a fcw bniei montents that imperfect |
!inﬁtmment, the human body, was per-|
| mitted a glimpse, a flash of the eternal |
| joy preparcd for the Saints of God. |
i The vicar drew very near ihe Veil.

UHelena beat at the door, he opened tol
her, the tall, gracious lady. {

She saw the nmews in her father’s face.|

They embraced with deep and silent| 4
emotion. :

.

spiritual

GO

- - » * -

Thwo hours later the Vicarage was fu
of people.

The newe had arrived. ™

&pecial cditions of the eveming papcrei
were being shouted through the streete.|
Downing Street had sepoken, and n Man- |
chester—as in ‘almost every great city in|
England—the Trath was pulsing and
throbbing in the air, spreading from house |
to house, from heart to heart. |

Eeveryone knew it in Walktown now. {

There was a sudden unanimous rush of:
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1 people to the Vicarage. !
Fach big luxurious house all round sent !
out ite eager owners into the night. |

| They came to show the pastor, who|
{ had not failed them in the darkness, t’nciré
| joy and gratitude now that light bad,
come at laet. !
Mow warm and hearty these North-|
country people were! Mr. Byars had|

! never penetrated so- deeply beneath the.
{ somewhat forbidding crust of manner and
! surface-hardnees before. !
Mingled with the sence of shame and|
misery al their own lukewarmness, there |

HO

In the ricb]y-l

deep certainty of God's mysterious com-|
mune with the brain, the deep love for

it
| was wonderfully complete.

of Mount Prospect who bad epoken on
their platforms would be accursed. It
was top efartling to realize at once; the
thought only became femiliar gradually, in
little jerks, as one aspect after another
presented iteelf to their minds.

It was incredible that this antichrist had
been long housed among them but a mile
| irom where they .
| “YWhat will they do to him?
| “Who can eay! There's never been a
{ case like it before, you see.”

“Well, the paper doesn’t eay, but I ex-
| pect theg’ve got them safe enough in

29

| London—Mr. Schuabe and the other fel-
low.” -
| “Just to think of our Mr. Gortre help-

.ing to find it out! Pity we ever let him
| @0 away from the parish chure! 2
“They can’t do less than make him a
bishop, I should think.”
“Miss Byars, you ought to be proud of
your young man. There's many folk bless-
ing him in England this night.”
And eo on, and eo forth; simple, homely
speeches, not indeed free from a same-
what hard commercial view, but inform-
ed with kindliness and gratitude.
| At last, one by one, they went away. It
was close upon midnight when the latest
visitor had departed.
| The vicar read a psalm -to his daugh-
, ter:—
| ‘Lord, now lettest thou thy servant de-
part in peace, according to thy word. For
| mine eyes have seen thy galvation, which
{ thou hast prepared before the face of all
‘ people.”

Basil was to come to them on the mor-
row for a long stay.

\ HPILOGUE.

In Three Pictures.

|

1

| Note—The three pictures each synchron-

iige. The episodes they portray take place’

| five years after the day upon which Sir |
Robert ILlwellyn died—G. T.

j THE FIRST PICTURE. ‘

The Grave.

Two figures walked over the cliffs,
The day was wild and stormy. Huge

| which must be fed, the barred and danger-

! you Schuabe!” d

| clouds, bursting with sombre lignt, eailed |
over the pewtercolored sea. The bleak
magnificence of the moor stretched away !
in endless billows, as sad and desolate as
the sea on which no sail was to be seen.

The wayfarens turned out of the struggle
of the bitter wind into a elight depres-
sion. A few ecattered cottages began to
come into the field of their vision.

Soon they saw the white-washed build-
ings of a coastguard station and the high
| square tower of a church.
| “So it's all setiled, Spence,” gaid one of
the men, a tall, noble-faced man, dressed
as a clerk in Holy Orders.

“Yes, Father Ripon,”* Spence said.
| “They have offered me the paper. It was

| one of poor Ommaney’s last wishes. Of
course, we were injured in our cireulation |
by the fact that we were the first to pub-
|lish the news of the great forgery. Bub
in two years Ommaney had brought the
paper to the front again. He Was won-
derful, the first editor ef his age. .

“I was there with Folliott Farmer and
the doctors when he died. Fancy, it was
the firet time I had ever been in his flat,
though we had worked together all these
years! The simplest place you ever sanvw.
Just a couple of rooms, where he slept all
the daytime. No luxury, hardly even|
comfort. Ommaney had no existence apayt!
from his work. He'd saved nearly all his
very large salary for many years. I am
an executor of his will. He left a legacy |
to Farmer, and to me aleo, and the rest to|
the Institute of Journalists. But I am|
persuaded that he did not care in the least
what happened to his money. He never |
did. He wasn’t mean in any way,

but he|
worked all night and slept all day, and|
simply hadn’t any usc for money. A good- |
hearted man, a very brilliant editor, but |
utterly detached from any personal cm\—‘L
tact with life.”

Father Ripon’s keen face, still as eager
and powerful as" before, eet into lines of|
thought. =

He sighed a little. “A modern product,” !
he eaid at length. “A modern product, a
sign of the times. Well, Spence, a power
is entrusted to you now such as 1o p'rwst-‘
can enjoy. I pray that your editorship of |
this great paper will be fine. Try to bej
fine alwaye. I believe that the Holy:
Spirit will be with you.” L

They rose up towards the moore again.!
“There’s the church,” said Spence, “where
ehe lies buried. Gortre sees that the grave
lis kept Beautiful with flowens, It was an|
| odd impulee of yours, Father, to proposc
{ this visit.” -

“1 do odd th

ings sometimes.” gaid the
priest, simply. “T thought that the s%g_hy
of this poor womans’ resting place might
remind you and me of what bas passed.
| of what ehe did for the world—though no
jone knows it but our group of fl'i(_m»ds.
| hope that it will remind we, remind you
i very eolemnly, my friend, in your new I¢-|
{ sponsibility, of what Christ means to the
! world. The shadows of the time of dark-
| ness, ‘When it was Dark’  during the
{ ‘Horror of Great Darkness,” have gounc
| from us. Angd this poor sister did this for|
| her Saviour's sake.” |
| They stood by Gertrude Hunt's grave
! ag they epoke.
| Ag#lender copper cross Tosc
eix feet high. ]
“I wonder how the poor gitl managed |
» eaid Spence at length: “her letter
Nir Michael—
Lord Fenecastle, 1 mean—showed it me
some years ago. She was wonderfully
| adroit. I suppose Liwellyn had left pa-
pers about or eomething. But I do Won-‘l
der how she did it.”
|  “That.” eaid Father Ripon. “was what |
| ghe would never tell anybody.” >
[ “Requiescat in pace,” said Spence. {
|
|
|

above it,

[

{
|
|
)

“In Paradise with Saint Mary of )l:‘ng-'
dala,” the priest eaid softly. ;

THE SECOND PICTURE. |

[
Quem Deus Vult Perdere. |

! The chaplain of the county asylum stood
il)y the castellated red brick lodge at thel
| end of the asylum drive, talking to al
!gmup of young ladies.

| The drive, which stretched away nearly
| a quarter of a mile to the enormous
{ buildings of the asylumi, with their iofty
‘.tower«a and warm florid arcaitecture, was
| edged with 1hododendrons and other|
| shrubs. ;

| The gardens . were. beautifully k«\p_Li

| to try Doan’s Kidney

" do is to give Doan’s Kidney Pills a trial.

Copyright, 1905, by G. P.

Putnam’s Sons.

Bverything was ‘mathematically straight
and clean, almost luxurious, indeed.

The girls were threc in number, young,
fashionably dressed. They talked without
ceaging in any empty-headed stream of
girlish chatter.

They were the daughlers of a great jron-
founder in the district, and would each
have a hundred thousand pounds.

The chaplain showed them over
asylum.

“How sweet of you, Mr. Pritchard, to
chow us everything,” said one of the girls.
“It’s awfully thrilling. [ sujpose we shall
be quite eafe from the violent ones?”

“Oh, yes,” eaid the chaplain, “you will
only eee those from a distance; we keep
them well locked up, I assure-you.”

The girls laughed with him.

The party went laughing through the
Jong epotless corridors, peeping into the
bright, airy living rooms, where bodies
without  brains were mumbling and sing-
ing to each other.

The imbecile who moved vacantly with
slobbering lip, the dementia patient, the
log-like, general paralytic—‘G. P.”—things

the

ous maniac, they eaw them all with pleas-
ant thrills of horror, diegust, and some|
times with laughter.

“Oh, Grace, do look at that funny little
fat one in the corner! The one with his
tongue hanging out. Isn’t he weird?”

“There’s one actually reading! He must
be only pretending!” :

A young doctor joined them—a hand-
some Scotchman with pleasant manners.

For a time the lunatics were forgotten.

“Well, now, have we seen all, Doctor
Steward?” one of the girls said. “All the
worst cases? It's really quite & new sen-
sation, you know, and I always go in for
new sensations.”

“Did ye show  the young leddies
Schuabe?’ said the doctor tofthe chap-
lain.

“Bless my soul!” he replied, “I must be
going mad myself. 1'd forgotten to show

“Who is Schuabe?’ said the youngest of
the sisters, a girl just fresh from school
at Saint Leonards.” :

“Qh, Maisie!” aid the eldest. “Surely
vou remember. Why, it's only five years
ago. He was the Manghester millionaire
who went mad after trying to blow up
the tomb of Christ. I think that was it.
It was in all the papers. A young clergy-
man found out what he’d been trying to
do, and then he went mad—this Schuabe
creature 1 mean, not the clergyman.”

“Byeryone likes to have a look at this
patient,” eaid the doctor. “He has ai
little eleeping room of his own and a!
special attendant. His money was all
confiscated by order of the Government,
but they allow two hundred a year for

him. Otherwise he would be among the
paupens.”

The girls giggled with pleasurable anti-
cipation.

The doctor unlocked a door. The party
entered a fairly Jarge room, simply fur-
nished. In an armchair a uniformed at-
tendant “vas sitting, reading a sporting
paper.

The man sprang up and saluted as he
heard the door open.

On a bed lay the idiot. He had grown
very fat and looked healthy. The features
were all coarsened, but the hair retained
ite color of dark red.

He was sleeping.

“Now, Miss Clegg, ye'd never think that
was the fellow that made such a stir in
the world but five years since. But there

he lies. He always eits as much as le
can, and goes to sleep after his meal.”
“He's waking up now, Sir. Here, Mr.

Schuabe, wome ladies have come to see
you.’

It got up with a foolish grin and began
some ungainly capers.

“Thank you so much, Mr. Pritchard,”
the girls said as they left the building.
“We’s enjoved ourselves so much.” {

“T liked the little man with his tongue|
hanging out the best,” said one. i

“Oh, Mabel, you've no senge of humor!
That Schuabe creature was the funniest
of alit”

THE THIRD PICTURE.

A SuRday evensong. The grim old Lan-
cashire church of Walktown is full of
people. The gallerics are crowded, every
seat in the aisles below is packed.

This night, Easter night, the church
looks less forbidding. The harsh mote is

TERRIBLE PAINS

ACROSS BACK

SUFFERED EIGHT MONTHS
WITH KIDNEY TROUBLE. |
WOULD HAVE TO STAY IN BED

work.
avail, and also plasters but
use.
One day a neighbor of gfine advised me
; I was so much
was tired of trying
H me to try one box
so I purchased B, and before I was
through using i found a change for the |
better o I goté#¥ve boxes more, and I have |

discouraged I told hig s
remedies, but he

had no trouble with my kidneys since. I

| would not be without Doan’s Pills in my

house.”

It is really not difficult to cure kidney |
trouble in its first stages. All you have to

They are a never-failiug cure for all forms
of kidney trouble. They quickly relieve
the conjested, overwurked kidneys, and
gradually bring them back to health.

Doan’s Kidney Pills 50 cents per box or

. thrae boxes for $1 25, all “dealers or The

Doan Kidney Pill Co., Toronto, Ont.

i
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! wharfinger - of

gone, something of the supreme joy of
Holy Baster has driven it away.

Old Mr. Byars sits in his stall. He 18
tired by the long happy day, and as the
choir eings the last verse of the hymn be-
fore the sermon he sits down.

The delicate, intellectual face is a little
pinched and transparent. Age has come,
but it is to this faithful priest but as the
rare bloom upon the fruits of peace and
quiet.

How the thunderous voices peal in ex-
ultation!

Alleluia!

Christ is risen! The old man turned hie
head. His eyes were full of happy tears.
He saw his daughter, a young and mnoble
matron now, etanding in a pew close to
the chancel steps. He heard her pure
voice, full of triumph. Christ is. risen!

From his oak chair behind the altar
rails Dean Gortre came down towards the
pulpit.

Young still, sirangely young for the dig-
nity which they had pressed on him for
two years before he would accept it,
Basil ascended the steps.

Christ is risen! s

The organ crashed; there was silence.

All the lights in the church were eud-
denly lowered to half their height.

The two candles in the pulpit ehone
brightly on the preacher’s face.

They all saw that it was filled with
holy fire.

Christ is risen!

“If Christ be not Risen Your Faith

is Vain.”

The church was absolutely still as the
words of the text rang out into it.

The people were thinking humbly, with
contrite hearts, of the ehame five years
ago.

“Would that our imagination, under
the conduct of Christian fai.h, could even
faintly realize the scene when the Human
Soul of Our Lord came with myriads of
attendant ange's to the grave of Joseph,
to claim the Body That had hung upon
the Cross.”

“Tonight, with the promise and warrant
of our own Resurrection that His has
given us, our thoughts involuntarily turn
{o those we call the dead. We feel that
this Kaster is for them also an occasion
of rejoicing, and that the happiness of
the earthly Church is shared by the lov-
ing and beloved choir behind the veil.”

“Christ is risen! Away with the il-
lusions which may have kept us from
Him. Let us also arise and live. For as
the spouse eings in the canticles, ‘The
winter is past * * * the time of the
cinging of the birds is come, * * '*
arice, my love, wy fair one, and come
away!” ”

Christ is risen!

THE END.

SHE WANTS A
BUSINESS MAN

New York Girl’s Missive in Book Re-
ceived by Student Here.

e

Now here's a coy maid of New York,

for fair. What does she do but send out
into the great, cruel world a naive re-
quest,

She says &he wanis a man—a business
man, for sooth, And as an evidence of
good faith—or of desperation, she writes
out her full name and address. She must
mean business surely. 1f you attempt to
argue to the contrary to a six-foot, hand-
some, happy student, at one of the local
Lusinees colleges, you will find that you
cannot convert him to your belief. He
is was who discovered tihe message and he
is convinced that the. nymph was in mno
trifling mood when she despatched her ap-
peal.

The college in question receives frequent
consignments of bookd relating to a busi-
ness education, for the use of the stu-
dents. The books are sent from New

{ York, Late last week there was a die

tribution of new volumes. In one lurked
an alluring little note. The paper was
brown, and the writing (a good hand),
was in lead pencil.

It chanced that the book came into the
possession of this shapely youth, who
would discover the eecret of prosperity.

The book Lad about it the odor of the
bindery. It was very fresh, very mnew.
He was idly turning over the leaves when
he felt called upon to pause. There was
a scrap of brown paper - meatly folded,
lying amid the pages. He scented sus-
picion. Perhaps by investigating he

would be on the trail of a mystery. So
he opened the note and read:

“Want a business man. Miss lLelia
Jordan, 133 East 97th street, New York
ity

As the student of today - will be the

business man of tomorrow, it may be rea-
sopable to assume that Miss Jordan, by
exercising a little patience, will find her
wish gratified.

For the romance, as far as the studenx
i concerned, is already under way,

P. E;'1. MAN MARRIES
: SPANISH WIDOW

*Charlottetown, P. E. 1., Jan. 12
—(Special).—Married at Bego, Cebu, Phi-
lippine Ielands, Nov. 23rd, in the “house
of El Padre Juano Descamparade, T.
(harles Lannon, supervising teacher of
('ebu, a native of Summerside, P. E. 1,
to Anna Rodriguez, widow of the late
Filomeno Rodriguez, Spanish lieutenant,
killed during the war in Manila in 1808.

They were married by the Spanish priest
a4 mnight, receiving permission to do eo

by a dispensation from Bishop Hendrick
ot Cebu City, and formerly of Rochester,
NN

Kent County Appointment.
Jan. 12—(Special)—Hypholite
Leger, of t. Mary's, Kent ,county,
Brunswick, bhas beens appointed
the government wharf a'

Ottawa,

N\

lew

St. Mary’s,

The l_mll-ringwr to the city of Cork once
the following curious announccment:
i y 8?7 Lost somewhele betwe n
12 o'clock and McKinney's shtore in Marke*
strgot. a large brass key. 1'l] not be afth-
telling ye what it Is, but 1t's the key of t
bank, shure.”
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