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A STOUT I* THBEE FASTS.

PART L
Coming up the hill from where the red-tiled 

cottages of the village cl altered together, 
yee looked through toe lych-gate andraw a 
long row at elm treea towering skyward.

In wring, the gelden sunshine filtered 
through the net-work of their branches, 
bright with fresh, young, pink-veined leaves. 
In autumn (ha now), their leaves died 
instead of lived in toe sunlight, and here and 
there, each moment, one came fluttering soft
ly down to add itself to the rustling brown 
'|*rpet^thering on the edges of the pathway

Looking (still through the gate as through 
a high-arched casement) you caught a glimpse 
of a square turreted tower, old, and clasped 
and bound with ivy everywhere.

Prom this tower the chimes of four sweet 
tingling bells dropped into the valley hour by 
hour, as though to bid men and women give a 
thought to God and heaven in the midst of 
their busy daily life.

Sometimes (as now) upon s quiet autumn 
evening swallows gathered about the old 
church tower, twittering t# each other of 
their coining journey to warmer climes, or 
flew girding in the mingled gold and bine of 

. -the deer dome above. The day had been one 
of those that aummer seems to leave behind 
and autumn smilingly appropriates. No 
June day could have given the world brighter 
sunshine—no softer breeze could have starred 
the flowers, pnk and blue and snowy-white, 
that blossomed here and there among the 
graves.

But now fte evening was closing in, and 
autumn began to assert itself. A crispness 
^nads itself felt in the air through which the 
dead leavee dropped. The church stood high 
en the hill-top, and below, the fertile valley 
stretched to the horiaon, mapped out in fields, 
some of which were golden-brown with their 
load of ripe rich grain. Here and there 
woods clustered, xand through the midst of 
the smiling panorama ran the river.
' On one side of the church-yard, a little way 
down the ateep elope of the hill, was a red
brick many-gabled boose, the rectory.

Here, too, were the signs of age, seen in 
the old-fashioned mullioned casements, one 
of which, looking toward the church, stood 
open, and barreubeck.

The changing leavee of a wistaria rustled 
round it ; a branch of llimbing rose, with one 
late flower showing pale against the green, 
swayed coyly in, as though it would fain 
claim for that last sweet blossom of the wan- 
ingyear some kindly notice.

Within shone the faint light of a reading- 
lamp—very faint as yet, for the night outside 
wss only dusky, not dark. Indeed, it would 
not have much chance of growing really dark 
for,some hours to come ; for over the valley 
the sky was ruddy with the lingering light of 
sunset, and looked like a fire behind the 
.trees ; end a pallid crescent rrfoon shimmered, 
putting in bine tints to vary the lovely 
picture of a perfect autumnal evening.

Beyond the church, on the other side, and 
running ont some way behind and beyond it, 
was a sort of waste land, studded with trees, 
and entered by a stile in the low stone wall 
This place was a very paradise to the village 
children out of school hours, and especially at 
the present season, for was not the ground 
strewn with acorns in their dainty cups, and 
other treasures, too, in the shape of fir-cones, 
and many strange and curiously coloured 
fungi, droll to see and amusing to handle, 
hut, is every sensible child knew full* well, 
by no means desirable as articles of food ? 
Tie same might be said of the hanches of 
beautiful scarlet berries which hung tempt
ingly serose the hedge that ran round toe 
lower end of the waste. They seemed very 
pretty, almost as pretty as the delicate purple 
now era which preceded them, but were better 
to look at than to taste.

Life has its nightshade berries as well as 
nature ; things fair ‘i£.scj& yet a “tree of 
knowledge” of which to eat is to flie—to die 
te the peace and happiness of life, to die t# 
the faith in all things good, and pure, and 
true.

The Rev. John Erlam, Vicar of Haloombe- 
on-the-Hill, in the days of his hot and hasty 
youth, had stretched forth a rash hand, and 
taken of the blossom and fruit of life, which 
Seemed beautiful beyond compere, yet whose 
aftermath was as the very “ shadow of death.” 
When yet scarce serosa the threshold of man
hood. he had fallen under the irresistible 
spell of a woman’s charm. He was then but 
an ensign in a marching regiment, yet already 
a favourite in the corps to which he belong
ed. He had a certain independence beyond 
Ids pay, and on the iheome of these two 
sources combined married" his penniless fair 
.one.
‘ ' Early marriage, even under the most favour
able circumstances, is slmost always fatal to 
a man’s career in the service. A man grows 
less daring, less ready to make the best of 
*ey station, any duty that map come in his 
wey, when he is conscious of s wife and chil
dren wboee welfare and comfort depend opon 
his life ; but in John Erlam’s case it appeared 
teat marriage had an effect the exact contrary 
to this.

. When, but a few short months after his 
wedding day, his regiment was put under 
orders for India- (then in a state of extreme 
-turmoil), the young fellow, whom everybody 
expected to see somewhat cast down at so 
prompt a separation from his bride, was ap
parently almost wild with delight at the pros
pect of getting a taste of gunpowder. The 
wife Went to live with an eloerly relative near 
Plymouth ; the young husband went to the 
East, distinguished himself by his fearless 

"^gallantry, was mentioned in dispatches, and 
promoted to hie lieoteoancy.
• " Everybody said, “ Erlam had a grand career 
before him.” Some women envied his wife, 
thinking how proud she must be of her hand
some soldier-lad (for be was little more) ; 

-and then—no one could guess why or where
fore—when the fighting was done, John 
Erlam’» military career came to a sudden rad. 
He west home on leave ; “to fetch his wife 
out,” people said ; but instead of rejoining, 

.sold out, and that without writing a line 
Ho any of his brother officers to explain so 
strange» step.

When his comrades heard, that " Erlam’s 
papers were in," they were alike amazed and 
puzzled. They discussed the matter this way 
and that, looking at it from every possible 
standpoint. But the only conclusion they 
came to was that there was something about 
it that was being “ kept dark an expression 
that might equally well have been applied to 
the men’s life during the next few years. It 
was "known in the old regiment that Erlam 
had gone to live in that undefined locality 
culled “abroad that be had- taken his wife 
with him ; that his father, Mr. Rodney Erlam 
of Haioombe Hall, was taciturn in speaking 
df him, end these all information ended

' PART EL
Time changes all things, most of all that 

Rttie world, a regiment. Old mm go, new 
men come, some die, others exchange, and 
gradually the old interest» fade as a new so
ciety springs up. Men who have been prom
inent figures in the community become but 
names to which no one attaches any very par
ticular ideas. For ten years the regiment 
which had been John Erbun’s served abroad. 
For fifteen it so chanced teat none of those 
who had been his comrades ever came across 
•the mao whose promising career had been out 
short so strangely ; the man wboee history 
had in it some elements that needed to be 
“kept dark.”

At the end of that long lapse of yean, an 
old comrade chanced to visit the neighbour
hood of Haloombe-on-toe-Hill, rad in its 
genial perish priest recognized the young 
soldier who had fought in toe first Sikh cam- 
Jefly

The two old comrades had many a pleasant 
Aat together ; they spoke of old friends and 
Sesuacitsted old jokes, but 00 the cause or 
tenses that led John Erlam to leave toe yer- 
jriea, or at that long errata of intervening 
years that lay between them and now, was 

.Sever a word spoken.
■ One incident made Major Daverin marvel 
ftot a little ; though, like the true soldier and 

i he va» be orarvelled in unbroken

It was this. 
The Rector of 

took him to the,. rectory, and there introdi
him to his wife and child.

Mra. Erlam was a graceful, sympathetic 
woman, brown-eyed, low-voiced, a woman 
yearn younger than her husband, and who 
had been his ward. The child eras a boy of 
five years old, brown-eyed like the mother, 
a creature lovely to beheld, perfect in feature, 
and crowned a household king with a crowd 
of golden lock».

The close and subtle bond between this little 
family of three wee a thing that made itself 
felt in every look and gesture. " Haring been 
once in their company, it was impossible to 
think of them epeirt. . They always earns to 
your remembrance as a group—the three heeds 
—one on which the snow began to mingle 
thickly with the black ; toe mother’s Ur, 
rippling like the sand when the tide has run 
out, and the ehildb an aureole of gold above 
an angel brow.

Vivian Daverin had been dining at toe rec
tory. Dinner over, the two men went out to
gether into the gloaming.

This » a favourite haunt of mine," raid
"Mr. Erlam, leading the way to a broad path
way at the foot of toe church-yard overlooking 
the valley. “ Here I do many aa hour <3 
• sentry go, ’ pondering 
jbying^ the fresh air

my eeroe 
and the view below

w* the night

Major Daverin smiled at Me friend’s lap* 
into the lingo of old time» and the two were 
soon pacing up and down.

On the left, a sort of natural ravine lay te- 
tween them and the window in toe projecting 
wmg of the rectory, and aero* this dell, like 
a beacon across a miniature sea, shone toe 
glimmer of the study lamp.

With what peaceful beauty 
closing in I

Swallows flitted and twittered no longer, 
the song-birds in the trees were silent. The 
red glow behind the fir-woods had grown dim. 
A fleecy veil of mackerel-cloud, seeming to 
centre m end mantle round the rising moon, 
otiy added to the softness of light and shade. 
Toe bells chimed in falling one, two,
three, four, and then da capo.

Two agar ends glowed in the dusky twi
light Up and down, up and down, the dark 
figures paced, now and again standing still 
awhile side by side to tool at the panorama 
stretched below, a picture done ini ebony and 
silver, and softened by exquisite half-lights of 
blue and grey

“ Erlam," said Major Daverin, after a long 
look round, a look that lingered last upon 
that open window acrora the dell, the window 
where the home-signal gleamed, “it seems to, 
me you are a very happy naan ; you would be 
hard put to it to know what ■

chancethe
to

riven you, eh Î”
wish for, if

“ I should, indeed. I thank God day by 
day in that I am just what you say—a happy

The words were said quietly, reverently, 
almost solemnly. The rector’s deep «et eye»— 
eye* keen ana clear, yet apt to soften to 
marvellous tenderness—were looking far away 
across the valley. Perhaps it was as well ; 
for so he missed a quick and furtive glance of 
scrutiny cast upon him by his oompanion. 
That woman with the exquisite voice and per
fect gradousness of womanhood—that perfect 
wife and loving mother, whom the Rector 
called “Milly,’Twas not toe girl-wife Major 
Daverin remembered in the days that were 
pest

True, he had only seen her once, for she 
had been but little with the regiment during 
thoee few months of its stay in England after 
her marriage. But he remqmbered her.

She was a remarkable Woman, a woman 
not likely to be forgotten when once seen. 
She had black, flashing eyes, a manner at 
once abrupt and imperious, much beauty of 
form, thick, dark tresses growing low upon 
her brow, and, just aoraas the temple, a 
strange scar, almost like a sabre out Her 
hands were long and lithe, and of a soft, 
dusky shade. She might well have had 
gypsy blood in her veins. She was restless 
alike in look and manner ; in a word, an 
utter contrast in every possible respect to 
this fair, sweet MiDicent, John Erfam’s pre
sent wife. i

“She is dead then," thought Major Daverin ; 
adding to himself, “ a good thing too ; if I 
mistake not, she had the look of a wild ani
mal, a creature whom nothing short <if death 
could tame.”

Awhile longer the two men paced up and 
down. Each moment the moon rose higher 
in the heaven, trailing her veil of fleecy cloud 
after her. Each moment the fire behind the 
trees grew fainter. Each moment the light 
in the study window gpew clearer, glinting on 
the leavee of the wistaria, and on tee solitary 
snow-white rose outside.

“ I mustn’t forget it’s Saturday night, a 
bed night to dine with# parson," saidMajor 
Daverin as the clock chimed the quarter.

“I will walk the length of the lane with 
you. I have a sick man to see before I go 
in," was the reply. So they set off down the 
lane, casti ng grotesquely long shadows on the 
deep rote left by the hay-carts as they went 
along.

At the door of a cottage some way off they 
parted with a long cordial hand-clasp, and 
many kindly words.

Then the Rector, bowing his tall head be
neath the low doorway, went in.

We will not follow him.
Suffice it to say he earned comfort where 

comfort was needed, and that without striv
ing to probe ted pry into toe wound in a 
stricken heart He did not linger long by 
the sick bed, once a few hopeful cheering 
words said. It was one of hie maxims that a 
cotter's hovel was aa sacred as a nobleman’s 
castle, anil he knew thjp Saturday night was 
a busy time with working people. He even 
apologized for his visit such aa it wra.

As he left the cottage, Mr. Erlam let his 
thoughts drift away to the past ; the past 
that had been called so vividly to his mind 
by the interview with hfe old comrade Vivian 
Daverin. He was not one much given to 
dwelling on dead sorrows. “ Let the dead 
past bury its dead," was in his estimation a 
wise maxim to abide by—unices there was 
some good to be done by setting it aside.

But to-night the old trials, toe old hitter 
searing griefs, the agony of shame, the cruel 
sense of degradation, all toe demon crew of 
torments that had once betet hit life, seemed 
to gibe and mock at him as be went his way 
homeward through tits moonlit world.

He was » man who from the »■—*hing 0f ex
perience had learnt to hold himself well in 
hand.

This tone of retrospective thought was mor
bid, unhealthy, ungrateful to the great Giver 
of all Good—the Goil who, through much trib
ulation, through many deep waters, bad led 
him into “ paths of pleasantness, and ways of 
peace," to a peace ineffable, unspeakable, 
such as the lives of tew men hold—to a love in 
which an all-womanly, loviag, gracious woman 
filled heart and thougbtanAmmd,giving in un
stinted measure perfect sympathy, entire devo
tion, passionate tenderness. Wrestling with 
thoee bitter memories that would obtrude them
selves upon his thoughts. John Erlam turned 
once more into the quiet of God’s Acre. He 
would go home soon; indeed, he had work 
still to do for the morrow, and he had not 
given little Rodney his “kies good-night;" but 
these thought-demons must be exorcised—it 
felt like a profanation to carry them into Milli- 
oent’s dear presence. Ho he turned once more 
into the favourite pathway where it was so 
often his eestom to pace to and fro while 
thinking over his sermon, er pondering some 
literary problem.

Neither sermon nor lore of cultured mind 
held his thoughts now. He was a man of tall 
inches as we bave already said, spare in form, 
but lithe and powerful. His locks were thick, 
and clustered round a high square brow ; 
they were flecked with grey, and he had a 
habit of towing them back with his hand 
when in argument, mental or actual, he grew 
heated. He did so now, first having bared 
his head to the breeze which stole up from 
the valley.

It seemed as if by this gesture he strove to 
deer hie brain from the phantoms that haunt
ed it

How beautiful the night was ! The serene 
moon had cast off the veil of filmy clouds, 
and sailed alone In the deer sir. The sky 
looked deeply pnrple ; the stare, no longer 
faint seemed to hang low from its eternal 
depths. The mist lay low in the valley here 
and there, hot the moonlight ^turned all tee 
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be to that seeming of perfect praôe i 
ness told in the lovelinemof that loi 
a long shadde

lych-gate the leaves of the tall elms whispered
softly to each other.t\theiW0rldl»00kl »o beautiful to-night, it 
would almost cheat one into fancying that no 
such things as sorrow and suffering exist in 
it, said Mr, Erlam, speaking his thoughts 
•oftly^o himself, a thing not uncommon with 
------- thinkers. “ Now for home, and Rod-

; and then, stiff 
and swinging it 

_ go.
For, as if te give the 

lind hàppi- 
A lovely night,

_ -------_ mingled with the
"hotebnog of the leavee above the lych-gate.

The Rector stood still a moment, glancing 
hurriedly round, and then he raw what baa 
before escaped his notice. A woman wàs sit
ting huddled on the edge of » green mound, 
liar head bowed upon her knees, and shrouded 
m the poor shawl that was about her should- 
•rt Her bonnet, or rather the mere wisp 
of black stuff and dirty ribbon that did duty 
for eue, had fallen down her book, leaving her 
dark tangled head bare.

In a moment every thought of self, of past 
friela, of present joys, of everything rave the 
fact that here, alow to him, almost at his feet, 
was some poor wanderer, some heart-broken 
wretch needing help and comfort, were driven 
from the Rector’• mind. When his Master 
called to him through the “ weary and heavy 
laden," must not all else be set aside rave the 
longing to know how brat he might answer 
to that call ?

“ Yon are in trouble ; tell me, can I help 
yon t I am the minister of this parish. Do 
not be afraid to trust me. You are a stranger 
here, 1 see, and weary.’’

John Erlam uttered these sentences, notai] 
together, but at intervals, hoping that each 
one would make the shrouded ■heed uplilt 
itself, would show him the hidden face.

But the woman never stirred.
He had laid his hand upon her shoulder, 

and felt a shudder peas over her si she listen
ed—that was all.

As they stood thus, a strange group, he, 
stiff bare-headed, clothed in prieetly drew, 
the hedge of hie sacred mission as a comforter 
to the sorrowful, bending over the woman’s 
shrouded, crouching figure, e bat flitted like 
an eerie shade from the massed ira on the 
tower, and circled round and roun<Tthem.

“ My house is clcee here, not five minutes’ 
walk down the hill i you can have food and 
rest Surely you stand sorely in need of both f 
Tell me what I can do for you."

The woman seemed to gather herself to
gether, hugging her own breast, moaning 
piteously the while, and shivering as though 
the night were in January, instead of Sep
tember.

“ What can I do Î” raid the Rector, puzzled 
and distressed. “Shall I fetch some one else, 
some woman?”

“No, no; fetch no one,” said the poor crea
ture, rooking herself to and fro as though in 
sorest agony either of mind or body. “It is 
best you and I should meet alone. John I 
John fit is I—your wife—Judith. Oh, my 
God—do you hate me so bitterly as that ?”

She might well ask that question of the man 
before her, for, as she spoke, as she rose and 
faced him, as the moonlight fell upon her 
black sunken eyes, her wan and withered face, 
with the scar upon the hollow temple showing 
white and livid, he threw up his arms almost 
aa though he would have felled her to the 
ground where she stood, and gave a low yet 
exceeding bitter cry, such a smothered cry aa 
might be wrung from the unwilling lips of a 
strong man tortured beyond all power of en
durance.

Then, aa she watched him, her eyes dilated 
with horror, with wild expectation of she 
knew not what, as, stretching out his shaking 
hands toward heaven, he timed away teom 
her, away from the woman who had fallen 
across his pathway like some loathsome blight, 
to where the lamp gleamed through the loaf- 
wreathed window, toward the home where 
MilUoent sat watching for his coming, with 
little Rodney at her knee.

PART HL
An octagon-shaped room, panelled half

way up to the walls with dark oak. On either 
side of the fireplace, book-shelves running up 
to the roof. At one end, acrora the deep 
recce, made by the bay-window, a writing- 
desk, also of oak. On this a tall and slender 
vase, filled with the ruddy leavee of thé Vir
ginian creepers, tastefully grouped, with h re 
and there a rose-pink tendril, drooping low. 
In a specimen-glass close to the writing folio, 
a single spray of etephanotia, whose perfumed 
breath made the room sweet. Close by the 
window a low lounging-ehair, near it a tiny 
work-table, with a bit of embroidery lying 
across it—the pattern forget-me-nots, blue aa 
an infant’s evea, upon a ground of sombre 
satin. Seated in the lounging chair a woman, 
moat fair to see—a woman with locks of rip
pling gold, eyee soft aa a gazelle’s, a form full 
of grace and dignity—MiUioent, John Erfam’s 
wire.

By her knee, his yellow locks against her 
shoulder, his arm about her neck, a little fad 
of five years old—a bey with the mother’s eyes, 
but with something of the father in the grave, 
sweet lines of the mouth, and the high and 
noble brow—Rodney, John Erfam’s only 
child. The black velvet drees he wore, and the 
rich lace collar round his slender throat, gave 
him somewhat the air of a picture by Van
dyke. 'He had all the precocious intelligence, 
the sensitive susceptibilities often found in 
combination with a delicate frame ; and now 
the finely-pencilled brows were drawn slight
ly together, the psetty mouth drooped at the 
corners, the disk of light falling from the 
reading-lamp upon the desk showed a fair, 
child-ljke face fall of a pensive discontent

“ Why is papa so long coming ?" he said 
with gentle petulance. “Rodney is tired 
waiting ; Rodney wants to lua* him good
night,’’

The mother lifted him on to her lap, and 
lot the golden heed lie back against Her 
breast

Outside the quiet night was made melo
dious by the music of the bells from the old 
church tower. Muffled by the now cloeed 
window, their falling cadence sounded very 
faint and far away to the mother and child, 
yet pealing sweet

“Why doesn’t papa come ?” Rodney said, 
after a eilraoe during which the belle had it 
all their own way.

“ Perhaps poor old Moses Lerrup’s son is 
worse to-night and papa has had to stay a 
long while with him to comfort him.”

This touched the little, gentle, pitiful 
heart, And with a deep-drawn sigh of resigna
tion, Rodney set himself to be patient

“ Tell us a story," he said at last speaking 
with the imperiousness of perfect love. “ Tefl 
as the story of the man who went away to 
the war. Rodney likes that story.”

So, while the far-off sound of the belli kept 
up a soft accompaniment Millicrat began to 
tell the story of the knight who went to the 
war in the good old timee of a longhead 
chivalry.

“ They brought the good knight’s snow- 
white steed into the court-yard, and then he 
rode away, waving hia hand to hit wife and 
hi» little son, watching him away from 
turret window—’’

“That was like you and me, mamma,” put 
in Rodney oomplaoently. “ If papa was 
going away on a big white horse, wq’d watch 
him go, wouldn’t we ? And I’d kite my hand 
—so.

Here the child suited the gesture to the 
words, and crafted a kiss after an imaginary 
knight, departing on a milk-white steed.

“Thoee two were very sad and sorry when 
the good knight wra gone,” continued the 
narrator, tenderly smoothing Rodney’s silken 
locks the while she spoke.

“ Very sad and lorry when the good knight 
was gone," echoed the child.

“ And every night and morning they pray
ed that God would send him safely home to 
the two who loved him so very, very dearly."

“Lovqd him so veiy, very dearly,” said 
little Rodney, his hand round his mother's 
neck, and his soft cheek cuddled up to here.

Was he the only listener to MiUioent’» 
story of the good knight of old ?

Nay ; for, standing at the half-open door 
behind the pair, wra a man with a death-white 
face, and eager burning eyee ; a man wboee 
brow .yras dank with sweat ; a man who 
watched and listened with mmgUl yearning 
and drapai» Hia somewhat gaunt frame

AV, *<

blight had fallen on him.
above hia heed wra pressed ____________
work of toe doorway, every muscle standing 
Out like a cord from extremes! tension.

Millicrat, not knowing, would have gone 
on with her story, but the boy, chancing to 
turn his head and look over her shoulder, 
called out, “ Papa I papa I" and struggled 
from her hold.

Frightened by he knew not what that was 
rirange and unfamiliar in the deer familiar 
figure, Rodney flung himself into his father’s 
arms, and the Rector, regaining control over 
himself by a mighty effort, clasped the lad 
dose, and asked him, almost in his usual 
voice and manner, “if it wasn't very late for 
tbch a little man to be out of bed ?"

" Why wra you so long, papa ?” said 
Master Rodney, as bold as brass, and calmly 
autocratic aa became a household king. “I 
was kite tired waiting to kite yod good
night"

MiUioent ever watchful, noted how weary 
her husband looked, and how haggard were 
the eyee that had yet to give her their first 
unloving look.' She drew the child away, 
and notioed, with a pang at her heart, the air 
of utter lassitude with which the Rector sank 
back in hia chair, the long, deep-drawn breath 
that seemed to tell of complete exhaustion.

Hardly had the soft rustle of MiUioent’» 
dress, as sfr® earned the child to bed, passed 
out of hearing, when John Erlam, with every 
trace of listleesnew and languor gene, crossed 
to® room in a few hurried strides, cloeed the 
door, end turned the key in the lock.

Then he paced the floor from rad to end, 
every now and again pushing back the hair 
from hie brow as though he were wrestling 
his way through dreadful mists of thought, 
fighting with that awful sense of the unreality 
of all things about him which besets every 
troubled soul in times of sudden and unlooked- 
for trial.

The relief at being alone was intense ; the 
relaxed strain welcome beyond all words. 
For » few momenta he might drop the mask, 
he might look what te wra—a heart-broken, 
despairing man—a man from whom even the 
light of God’s face seemed shrouded by dense, 
dark elouda showing no rift, however small.

- He wiped the sweat from his brow, stopped 
his restless pacing to and fro, and stood a 
moment in the embrasure of the pretty gar- 
landed window.

It seemed a cruel thing that, on this night 
of all nights, the bells should te ringing out 
over the valley, dropping in soft diapason 
from the old church tower.

They seemed to mock him, to add to the 
torture of the memories of the past, the'past 
that was as dead and cold as the coffined 
forms sleeping so soundly within a stone’s 
throw of where he stood.

The light from the shaded lamp upon the 
desk fell upon the work Millicrat had laid 
down but a while ago There shone the little 
blue-eyed foiget me-note on their satin 
ground.

Did not they, too, speak with a voice of 
«pleading ?

Forget I When should he do that ?
He raised the pretty things reverently to 

hie lips. Were they not the work of the dear 
hands that soon his own should know the 
soft touch of uever more ?

It might have seemed as if such thoughts 
would bring with them the relief of tears.

But no lean came to John Erfam’s eyes. 
Thoee hot eyee, strained beneath their thick 
brows, knew as yet no softening dews.

The time for tears wra not come. The 
need for action faced the man, as the necessity 
of the hour. Taking a bunch of email keys 
from his waistooet-pocket, and selecting one, 
he opened a drawer in the side of the writing- 
table, moved the lamp so that all ite light 
should fall upon the contente, and with hand» 
which ebook as though with ague, gathered to
gether some notes, thrusting the packet into 
hie bosom.

The Rector of Halcombe-on-the-Hill was a 
rich man, and in that open drawer was more 
than one roll of bank-notes.

As he looked at these, » dark and dread 
temptation rushed semes hie eouL

He would—-ho could—buy from that wo
man, whoee coming into bis life threatened to 
reader it desolate, the inestimable boon of 
silence. «i J

“She ie poor ; she loves luxury ; do you 
not know ter of old f Whispered the tempter. 
“ She will be ra wax in your hands, if you 
promise to supply her with the means of 
satisfying that lust for drink that possesses 
her, as demons possessed mra of old. Think 
of your home, of the woman who love» you, 
who ever greet» your coming with a «mile ; 
thiukmf the look in Millicent'e eyee as »he 
meets®you in the hall, when tired and weary 
you come home from some trying ordeal ; 
think of the touch of her lipe on yours, the 
touch of her hand on your brow; think of 
the child—the child that ie hers and 
prattling beside your knee, 
with ite mother’s eyes.”

Crushed by these bitter, stinging thoughts, 
at last he fell upon hie knees, flinging up his 
arms acroeS the desk ra one in the very “ bit
terness of death."

“ Buy her off ; yon can do it ; pay her 
well enough, and she will keep silence,” 
whispered the tempter.

“ I will not I I will not I I cannot make 
wrong right, do what 1 will It is the devil 
that tempt! me thus. My God I have pity 
on me aud help me to do right.’*

Even yet no tears.
Only s haggard, weary face lifted to heaven ; 

only hands clenched in bitter despair ; only 
word» muttered through set teeth—words 
whoee sound "is muffled, aa thoee of one who 
battle» through a flood of waters deep and 
dark. He closes the drawer, rises to his feet 
staggering like a drunken man, yet firtn in 
wiffonce more.

He placed the note» in an envelope, and 
wrote a few words upon a slip of paper—a 
commendation to the farmer’s wife of whom 
he had spoken during that interview in the 
church-yard, to take charge of and shelter 
the poor homeless woman who bears it ; and 
then, almost before the letter was cloeed, 
came a sound that he dreaded, the rustling of 
a silken robe, the footsteps outside the room. 
The door-handle wra turned—at first softly, 
then impatiently.

“John, John," said MiUioent, “what is 
the matter ? I» the door locked ?"

“The latch must have «lipped,"he said,

«turning the key ; and then opened 
or end stood face to face with the 

dearest thing earth held for him.
Millicent’e sweet eyee looked gravely up at

raised! some

red in their quiet gloom. The 
only sen tient thing abroad besides himself

thing; repented ef_____
uttered. He time would come when he 
should have to break the bitter, cruel truth 
to her, but it wra not yeti

“No, thanks, my darling,”he raid; “I 
am better now, end my errand is an urgent 
one.”

He seemed to fumble for the handle of the 
door, ae if some mist were over his sight. 
Then he went ont, and in a moment or two 
•he heard the hall door close.

“What ie it? Oh, what has come to him ?” 
she moaned, crouching in the corner of tee 
conch, and hiding her face against the 
cushions.

But there wra no one to answer her appeal 
Perfect stillness reigned everywhere—even 
the bells had dropped for awhile, « their 
custom was on practice nights, when the 
energy of the ringers was apt to be somewhat 
intermittent.

Outside, too, the night wra wonderfully 
stiff. A faint metallic whisper came now 
and again from the fast-withering leavee of 
the tall elm» ae the breeze gently stirred 
them ; the white mist still crawled along the 
valley, swathing the holes of the trees in 
ghostly winding-sheets ; and, above all, the 
moon shone high "and clear, unshrouded now 
even by a mantle of filmy cloudlets.

Stiff oppressed and tormented by that 
strange sense of the unreality of all things 
around him—that dazedness that had corns 
upon him when first he met the hard, dark 
eyee of the woman he had so long deemed 
deed—the Sector walked slowly up the hill, 
through the arch of the lych-gate, and across 
the church-yard to the confine» of Haleombe 
Waste.

He stood a moment looking at the black 
shadow cast by the group of 

Nothing stirred in their 
tly sentient thing ah

semned to be the bats, which flitted hither 
and thither, floating in the moonlight— 
eerie creatures, themselves shadow-like.

John Erlam drew a deep breath of relief. 
Perhaps, he thought, time was to be given 
him—time to think, to resolve, to plan.

But what was that shadow moving slowly 
•cross the patch of light that lav between 
him and the firs ? Judith, his wile—the wo
man who in the black past had dragged him 
through such mire and misery « only a 
drunkard’s steps can wander into.

He passed quickly through the stile and 
met her half way across the patch of light. 
Then the two turned into the shadowy wood.

She spoke first.
“ Will you trust me with the money ?"
“No ; the farmer’s wife I told you of will 

pay your way to the town, where I shall meet 
you to-morrow. Here is a letter for her. 
She will give you food and shelter for the 
night.”

A hungry glare lit np the woman’s eye» 
She pushed the shabby bonnet back fronflier 
face, and peered into the face of her oom
panion.

“You’re acting well by me, John,” she 
said. “ You mean to deal fairly by me, I see, 
and I’ll show yon I’m not ungrateful 111 
keep sober to-night—aye, and to-morrow, too 
—see if I don’t. You shan’t find a sign of 
drink upon me when you comète meet me at 
this town I’m to go to. I’ll try and smarten 
myself up to look like the lady I am, for all 
I’ve fallen so low—for I’m your wife, John. 
Yon know that, don’t you ? and you’re not 
the rae to deny it either. "

Did he know it ? Let his blighted life, his 
broken heart, his ruined home, answer for 
him.

She took the letter he gave her, hiding it 
in her bosom ; and as she did so the sweet 
falling notes of the bells from the old church 
tower once more broke the stillness of the 
night.

As he heard them John Erlam took a wild, 
uncertain step or two out from the shadow 
into the silver radiance which flooded the 
open ground. The woman, fearing she knew 
not what, followed.

A strange and awfnl look had come into 
the man’s eye» a look that seemed to see 
nothing near at hand, hat to be watching 
something far away—something that he, and 
he alone, was conscious of. Hu breath came 
in short, quick gasps ; his hat had fallen to 
the ground. He stood there bareheaded in 
the moonlight, fighting, ae it seemed, with 
the tangle of his own wild thoughts..

!‘ The bells are ringing, Milly," he raid at 
length, and she who listened to his words 
shuddered aa she heard. “The bells are 
ringing, dear, and I must go. The night is 
gusty, give me my coat. Where ie my book ? 
the little book I always take to church with 

: me—the one you gave tne, dear. Hush ! 
t don’t wake Rodney ; why is he sobbing in 

his sleep ? I shall be late, my darling ; let me
go-"

the sound of the 
y chime seemed 

mockery in the dreadful hour 
that bad come upon hjm, John Erlam stag
gered toward the church, making his way 
into the church-yard, with the woman, wide- 
eyed, dumb with dread, following in his wake 
Uke some sinister phantom of the night.

He passed through the shadow cast by the 
tower, and then stood still, clasping his brow 
with his hands, as if in one fast supreme 
effort to clear away the mists of thought and 
delirium that maddened his reeUng brain. 
The woman stood still also, and as she so 
stood, he turned, met her affrighted look, 
and with a strangled cry fell prone among the 
grassy mounds.

In a moment she was kneeling at hia side, 
and had raie»! hia head upon her arm. The 
eyee were cloeed, the worn, lined face Was 
waxen white, the grizzled locks fell back from 
the square thoughtful brow ; a livid hue had 
settled round the mouth.

“Is he dead ?" she said under her breath, 
bending closely over him. “ Have I killed 
him ?"

No ; life was yet there, for the closed lids 
quivered ; the te*® hpe moved to utter one 
pitiful, sobbing word—“Mercy." Then all 
wss still ,

No matter how low a human creature may 
have fallen, the trace of what has once been 
noble remains. This woman, this outcast,, 
this sodden drunkard, felt her heart stirred 
within her at the sound of that terrible appeal.'

“ Did he ask for mercy from the heaven or 
from me?” ehe said, speaking aloud in the fear 
and passion of the moment. “ If from me, 
what is the mercy I cangive? Only one thing, 
and that—silence. He is dead,’’she gas]

orow ; turns 01 °
era and yours— Then, aa if guided by the
looking at you sweet hell-voices whose happy 

such a cruel mockery in the

.. , . , , - i _ Ç*ve‘y UP ®t ; seizing his hand ; thrusting her own mto his
fate brrast to fee. i, the heart that she ted tortnr-

the room.
“Sit down," she raid, drawing a lounging- 

chair rouad to the fire; “how tired you 
look."

Then, ee his head sank wearily back, and 
his eyes, dim and heavy, gazed at her with a 
strange, dreamy look,-she grew full of fear.

“ Job», are you ill ?” she said ; and in a 
moment ehe was kneeling by hie side, putting 
back the grey-lined locks from his forehead, 
bending tenderly over him.

" I am not well," be said, «peaking in a

me just sow. Don't look so serions about it, 
sweetheart," he added, smiling at her air of 
grave concern, “fa has passed now."

Then looking at her long and tenderly, he 
kiseed the blue eyee and the sensitive sweet 
lips reverently, lingeringly, ra we kira the 
dear fate that is about to be hidden from our 
sight forever. Then he put her, gently bnt 
firmly, away from him, and roee to hia feet.

“I have to go out again,” be said, not 
looking at her ae he spoke ; “ but it will not 
be tor long.” \

“.Out again to-night I" ahe cried. “ Oh, 
John,,you not fit to go ; ie it something 
that will not wait tiff to-morrow ?”

“ Something that will not wait till to-mor
row," he echoed wearily.

So ehe raid no more.
It had never been MiUioent’• habit to ques

tion her husband about his work in the parish ; 
but her heart wra heavy within her, and 
silenoe was a hard thing

“Let me get you some wine," ehe raid 
anxiously ; r,you look so pale and tired. 
John, deer, need you go out again to-night?”

He crossed the room to the dooi ae te 
spoke, never once looking back. He wra 
conscious in a dreamy sort of way that if be
met her food and question’----

I be should, h» fan not

: ed still beat. “ Dead ! and he wae so good to 
me. Oh, John I I will leave you here; I will 
keep silence. No harm shall ever come to 
thoee you loved so well through me. I dare 
not kiee your face—only your hand. Will 
you know in the heaven you have gone to 
that I gave you the mercy you prayed for? 
wilkyou plead for ine there, ae for a poor lost 
creature wandering in distant lands, so that 
no harm may ever come through her to those 
you loved?”

The still, exquisite calm of the night, the 
soft music of tne bells, how strangely they 
seemed to harmonize with the awful quiet of 
that prone figure ; that white face turned up 
to the cloudless sky—the emile that death 
had laid upon the dead man’s lipe.

She laid me head back upon the dewy turf as 
tenderly ae a mother laye her sleeping child 
to rest. A moment ehe knelttthere, a strange 
weird figure fn the moonlight? and then she 
glided spray among the shadows—going as ehe 
had come, unnoticed and unknown ; leaving 
the man whoee life ehe had wrecked, whose 
death she had hastened, lying near the church 
he had loved, within sound of the bells that 
had ever been as sweetest music to hia eats, 
and within sight of the home that had been 
hia earthly heaven.

The letter that the Rector of Haleombe had 
written, commending the homelew tramp to 
the kindly care of the' fanper’s wife, was 
never delivered.

The woman whom John Erlam first raw 
crouching among the grave-stones on that 
fateful autumn evening wae never seen or 
heard of again in Haleombe village.

She wae only a poor degraded, drunken 
creature ; an outcast from all decent society ; 
a woman who had lived a lie, and ruined a 
life ; but the mercy ahe promised to the 
dead on behalf of the living ahe gave in no 
•tinted-measure. She kept an eternal silenoe, 
and her story died with her,—Ail the Year

FOUGHT OVER A GRAVE.

A Coloured Kan who kept a Promise—One 
of the Meet Dramatic Tragedies on Be- 
cord.
Several years before the Union war there 

occurred » tragedy in the eastern part of 
Tennessee, near the present site of Rugby, 
that aroused the indignation of the entire 
community. Several days ago the concluding 
chapter wae enacted.

In the neighbourhood mentioned there lived 
a young man named Abraham Dent, a man of 
fine education, usually kind in disposition, 
but of so violent a nature when aroused that 
he wra known as “ Bad”Dent. He wae tall and 
handsome, possessing remarkable physical 
strength and an activity that had made him 
a favourite on the school-house play ground. 
He wra wealthy, to which influence he owed 
hia escape from imprisonment, for he had 
killed a man, and wae only cleared after the 
beet legal talent had been employed in his de
fence. He wee not addicted to the use of 
liquors, but would, ra hie fellow companions 
termed it, get on a spree of ill-humour. On 
such occasions he wae morose, quarrelsome, 
and dangerous. His freaks were strange and 
unaccountable. He would help a friend out 
of an altercation and immediately turn and 
knock him down. Among his companions 
was a young man named Louis Quill—a noble 
fellow. He was as brave aa a lion, intelligent, 
kind-hearted,and faithful to every obligation. 
Hie father and mother were dead, having 
willed him the farm aud several “black fokes. 
The friendship between Guill and Dent was a 
subject of remark, for when Dent was violent 
Guill wae genial ; where Dent was g in for a 
fight," Guill favoured an adjustment end 
hearty laugh. Yet the two young mra were 
friends. It eeemed that they had been bom 
friends ; their tatheri were friends. Their 
mothers insisted upon having the eame. kind 
of coffee ; the eame kind of cooking ; had the 
same ideas regarding children, and, of course, 
were friends.

One day, at a picnic, the two friends en
gaged in a quarrel.

“ You told me that you were not going 
to danoe with that girl,” exclaimed Dent 

“ I know I did, Abe, but I couldn’t well 
get out of it. The boys arranged the eet and 
assigned the partners.”

“It wouldn’t make any difference to me 
what the boys did, I wouldn’t acknowledge 
that I had told a d—d lie.”

If a man tells a lie it is better to ac
knowledge it I hope I have not offended 
you."

“ But yon have. When » man telle me a 
d—d lie I hold him accountable for it”

“ Abe, you are on one* of your sprees to
day. Let the matter drop. ”

“I am not in an iff humour, and you utter 
a d—d lie when you say so."

“ Abe, this has gone far enough.”
“ It shall go just as far sa I want it I 

meant what I said.”
“ Are you earnest ?”
“lam.”
“Go away them. Don’t call me a liar 

again. If you do, I’ll knock you down.”
Several friends rushed up, among them a 

coloured man, owned by Guill He wae his 
master’s friend ae well as servant and would 
have risked hie Bfe for the man who could 
make his existence miserable or pleasant And 
who nobly chose the Utter.

“Mars Louis," said the darky, “ doan 
hah no truck wid dat man. He doan kere 
no moah for blood den he do fur water," and 
he put his hands gently on hie master’s arm.

“Get away, Buck,” said Guill “He has 
insulted me and must pay the penalty."

“Let him alone," coolly remarked Drat 
and the next instant he lay fall length on the 
ground. Blood flowed from bis mouth, and 
for a time he eeemed insensible. Recovering 
suddenly, he drew a Barlow knife, and ra 
Guill stooped over to raise him, he uttered an 
oath and plunged his knife-blade into Gnill’s 
breast Such a stampede followed that Dent 
escaped. Guill fay on the boeom of hia faith
ful slave.

“ Buck, I’m dying,” be raid, “ it was a 
murder. Buck, are you here ?”

“ Yee, Mare Louis, Ik heah.”
“ If Dent ie not hung by law, I want you 

to kill him.”
"Ye» Mara Louie." saiiw-a-
“ But don’t take advantage of him. Fight 

him with a knife. Do you promise ?"
“ Yes, Mars Louis, I’ll follow him ter de 

end ob de earth I I’ll—oh, my master ie 
dead I”

The tragedy sent a thrill of horror through 
every one. Old men shed tears when they 
saw poor Guill lying on the ground, with hu 
hands fuff of grass, pulled up with the grasp 
of death.

Guill wra buried in a little orchard near the 
old farm house. Buck delivered the funeral 
oration. Several ministers offered their ser
vices, but the coloured man claimed the right, 
and no one could doubt the friendship which 
existed between master and servant, no one 
disputed the right of the faithful man to con
duct the ceremonies. On a Sunday afternoon, 
when the sun shone "bright on the apple 
blossoms, when the blue jay flitted and the 
“ rap sucker" pounded the old black treea, 
Buck stood at the head of his master’s grave. 
Friends and neighbours gathered around, and 
children peeped over the red mound into the 
deep cavity, shuddered and drew back. For 
fall five minutes Buck stood without uttering 
a word.

“ I doan know how to preach a funeral, Lord," 
be said, “ but I knows whatxhit iz toz feel de 
pullin’ ob de heartstrings. Ez a smile can 
change ter a tremblin’ ob de lip, so does sor
row set heaviest on de heart what wuz once 
rilled wid joy. My marster had a heart big 
ez de magination of a chile, an ez de heart is 
de birth place ob de soul, my marster is on 
de right nan ob God, close up ter de throne. 
May we all meet death wid ez little fear, an 
may de angels be ez glad ter see us all ez I 
knows da hez been ter make de heabraly 
quaintance of Mars Louis Guill. Amen.”

Dent fled to Texas, but was brought back, 
and, by some technicality, acquitted. He 
left Tennessee immediately after the trial and 
went, no one knew or cared where.

Several weeks ago a tall man stood on Su
perior street, in Cleveland. His hair was 
almost as white as the snow at hia feet. His 
face wore a sad expression and his eyes 
wandered ae though tired of every object. 
An old coloured man came walking along. 
Seeing the white-haired man, he stopped, 
gazed intently for a moment, approached the 
stranger and said :

“"ft yer name Mr. Dent ?"
“Yea. that’s mv name."
“ Did da aster call yer Mr. Bad Drat f 
“ Yes ; do you know me ?"
“ I does. My name ia Buck GuilL I 

uster long ter Mara Louis Guill Don’t yer 
recollect me ?”

“ Why yee, Buck ; how is your health ?” 
extending his hand.

“ No sar, yer doera’t tetch my ban’ in de 
grasp ob friendship. I wuz at de picnic yer 
riocolleck, when you stabbed Mara Louis. 
He died in my arms. Fore he died he made 
me promise dat I’d kill yer in a fair fight 
cassen de law didn’t hang yer. Now I ’poses 
ter fight yer wid Barlow knives. "

“ Did Louis make you promise this ?”
" Yasrah."
“Then you must keep your promise. 

Whatever Louie Guill said must be done, 
shall be done. I have never refused to tight 
any living man. Where shall the encounter 
take place ?”

“ In the Uttle orchard near the ole farm 
house.”

“ When ?”
“Jeeee soro ez we ken go dar.”
The two men boarded the next train and 

went to Nashville. Engaging a private con
veyance, they went up mto Beat Tennessee, 
and stopped at a roadside inn, near the old 
Guill farmhouse. It was agreed that there 
should be one witness to the encounter, and 
after engaging a man. Dent wrote an explan
atory lettet and gave it to the inn keeper. It 
wae Sundaj' afternoon. The three men went 
through an old orchard—orchard only in mem
ory, for*nothing but the decaying trunks of 
the trees remained. Buck led the gray. He 
•topped at a^unken grave, “ Die ia Mare Louis, 
grate," he said. “Stan on de »dder side. 
Doan step ober hit.”

Dent, without uttering A word, took posi
tion as directed. The witness stood a few yards
sway, sod waste count three when aÜ was

ready. Tie .two men, old men, drew their 
knives.

“one, two, three.”
They grappled in a deadly embrace. A dee- 

perate struggle for old men. Dent wrested 
nia right arm from the grasp of Buck, and 
with a sweeping stroke almost severed tin 
black man’s head from his body. Buck stiff 
held Dent around the waist, and ae he" for 
backward, plunged hia knife into the mm 
derer’e heart.'

When the coroner came the two men lay 
dead across the grave, locked in a tight em
brace. A strange sight; the pale face «death, 
and the aahened hue of earthly diseolstioo

FUN AND FANCY.
Man want» but little here below zero.
The key of Davy Jones’ locker ie too fre

quently whiskey.
A suburban Paris dealer announced that h 

•old donkeys Uke hie father.
Men are like pins. One with a little head 

may te just ae sharp ra one with a big head.
If you should te raked when a cat is like « 

teapot, you might ray, “ When your teasin' it
When a poet tells you that the ocean kissed 

the shore, he does not refer to fishing «*«-1-.
Thermometers reform late in life ; they 

never become “ temperate ” until nearly 
sixty.

A Massachusetts newspaper rays m«* wantr 
but little here below zero.—New Orleam 
Picayune.

The man who gave away all hie money had 
“ too much action of the heart,” m the do» 
tori ray.

If we were a girl we would select a love 
from among tailors—for they all know how ti 
press a suit.

“The man who stops his paper to econo 
mize is like a man who goes barefoot to sari 
his shoes."—Bouton Globe.

Insanity is no cause for divorce in Wis 
cousin. They think a person must te crazy 
in tiie first place to marry.

They had women doctors in Egypt ovei 
3,000 years ago. They used to tend ova 
their patients, crooning, “Let die kins hin 
for his mummy 1”

In what part of the world are the ears <V 
the donkeys most brittle ?—In Switzerland 
because in that country they have glass ears I 
(N. B.—Glacier».)

What a pleasant thought it ie that the lux
ury of ice, which we enjoyed so dearly last 
summer, ie now within the mean» of thi 
poorest of the poor.
p« Mr. Vennor—Dear Sir : Find enclosed 
y umber’s biff on account of pipes frozen by 

our fate cold snap at my house. Please 
remiti—Oil City Derrick.

Quite a number of young women have re
cently been killed while coasting. Young 
man, if you have a good girl don’t let her 
elide.—Philadelphia Chronicle-Herald.

“ I presume you understand my businera," 
said the census-taker to the acrobat. “ I 
merely wish to know your occupation." 
“Oh, yes, I tumble to you," replied the 
acrobat.

“ I have three children who are the very 
image of myself." “I pity the youngest,* 
replied the interlocutor. “ Why f “ Because 
he is the one who will have to resemble you 
the longest.”

“ When a man pate down a ted umbrella 
and takes up a good one," with Josh Baling»
“ he makes a mistake ; but when he pate 
down a good one and takes up a ted one he 
make» a blunder."

Jonee slipped down by tee aid of a banana 
akin, and as he rose from the ice and snow he 
•aid : “ Thank my stars that I do not live in 
a tropical country where the ice would te 
covered with banana skins.’’

The prudent man now goee and borrows a 
lawn mower from hie neighbour. The neigh- 
hour is very ready to lend it at this season, 
and bv the time he wants it will have forgoti 
ten what he did with it.

An inveterate wag seeing a heavy dooc 
nearly off ite hinge» in which condition of 
neglect it had been left for some time, ob
served that when it had fallen and k»H*A 
some one it would probably te hung.

A Cincinnati man found a rough-looking 
individual in hia cellar. “ Who are you?” 
he demanded, “ The gas man come to take 
the meter," was the rqply. “Great heavens I* 
cried the householder, “I hoped you were 
only a burglar.”

” What ? Twenty-five cents a pound for 
sausages? Why, I can get ’em down at 
Schmidt's for twenty-crate !" “Veil, den, vy 
didn’t yer ?” “ Cause Schmidt was out at 
'em.” “Veil, uv I vos owit of ’em I sell ’em 
for dwendy cent» doo."

A Boston man was invited to a banquet 
At the bottom of the invitation was the fol
lowing : “ Nota Bene—Blight o’clock prompt." 
He read it time : . “ Not a bean, eh ? Then 
I don’t go to the darned banquet, that’e all 
about it”—Syracuse Sunday Time».

In a divorce suit the petitioner, in stating 
by whom married, gave the name of a clergy
man, and in mentioniug that the clergyman 
bad a colleague in the ceremony, said,
“ aided and abetted by the Rev. Mr. So-and- 
so.” “ Equally guilty," quoted the judge. ,

"My husband is a brut»" declared Mm» 
X, to an intimate friend, the other day.
“ Why, my dear, what ie tile matter now ?"
“ He found fault with a little vivacity of 
mine yesterday, and I threw a candlestick at 1 
•hie head ; then what do you suppose he did ?"
“ 1 don’t know.” “ Why, he stood before 
the mirror, so that I couldn’t throw the other." 
“The brute !”

“ After the Ball,” is the title of File 
Wheeler’s latest poem, but as ahe does not 
state whether she was playing short-stop or 
left field, or how far ehe chased the haul, or 
whether the tetter was ultimately put out, 
much of the work’» interest is lost. It fa in 
attention to little details like these that LoAg- 
fel low and Tennyson lay over our Western 
bards. —Chicago Tribune,

A man who never has money enough on 
hand to pay his bills bought a pair of boots 
ou credit. “ How much are they ?” “ Five 
dollar» if you buy on credit, as usual but 
$10 if you pay» cash down.” “How is that’?" 
“ Well, you ee»" said the simple-minded 
shoemaker, “ven I sells on eredid i knows it 
fa a dead toe» so I makes de lose so achmall 
as peeeble."

The other- morning when a milk dealer 
delivered tee nsùal quantity of so called to a 
new customer up town, he was met with the 
accusation, “ I found the milk you left 
yesterday composed of about half water." 
The dealer muttered an apology of some sort, 
and hurried away. Next morning the custo
mer looked very serious, and said, “ I found 
the milk you left yesterday had a great deal 
of chalk in it.” The dealer tried to look 
astonished, and weut away saying he would 
see about it. Next morning hie customer met 
him with, “I found the milk yo#left yester
day largely composed of some earthy matter.* 
“See her»” said the dealer, as he squared 
off, “what sort of a family are you? I’vi

Sven you three kinds of milk in as many 
lys, and yet you are no nearer beinj 

satisfied than at first. I’ve only got on 
more kind, and if you find fault with 
you’ll have to get a new milkman.”—jPot 
Street New*.

Epps’s Cocoa.—Gbatkpul and Comfosp
in —"By a thorough knowledge of- te« 
natural laws which govern the operations of 
digestion and nutrition, and by a carefoTap- 
plication of the fine properties of well-select
ed Cooak, Mr. Epps has provided our break- 
fast tables with a delicately flavoured bever
age which may save us many heavy doctors' 
tills. It fa by the judicious use of such arti
cles of diet that a constitution may te gradu
ally built up until atrongenough to resist 
every tendency to diaeas» Hundreds cf sub
tle maladies are floating around us real y ti 
attack wherever there is a weak point. Vfa 
may escape many a fatal shaft by keeping 
ourselves well fortified with pure blood sad a 
properly nourished frame.”—Civil Servie» 
Gaxette. Sold only in packets labelled 
“ James Epps A Co., Homeopathic Chemist» 
London, Eng.” Also makers of Epps’s Choce 
fate Essence for afternoon oae. 101-86

Report on Emigration From 
r:‘v’\ Western Frontier,

SOIE EL(KPW FACTS AID FIG

The Opposition Calculât 
Effectually Disposed of. I

Ottawa, Feb. 7.—Report on emigl 
from Canada on the Western frontier.

“Ottawa, Dec. 22nd, 1^
“ Sir,—I have the honour to rep 

when at Sarnia on the 19tb October! 
obtained at the Oacadian Custom H<j 
printed statement issued by the United | 
Custom House at Port, Huron, wbich ] 
the number df immigrante arrived a$ 
port during thé fiscal year eaded Jvm 
last at, 94,375. I called ra Dr. Pa 
Unjted States consul at Sarnia, hopin 
certain liow these large figures were'm. 
H# told me they were obtained by thl 
toms officials at Port Huron, and thl 
proportion from Canada of the total in 
tion was 75,^59. But he had no p„ 
knowledge of the manner in which the i 
were obtained. He had given about 7 
locates (he could not say the exact nn 
which at 4.; persons per certificate won 
3,150 emigrants. The average of fat 
fiv» but very often only parte of 
emjgrate. :

“T next proceeded to Port Huron, i 
tained an introduction to the Depud 
lector, Mr. F. L,-Wells, who, in the 
of the Collector, received me with] 
courtesy. Rut I could not aacertamf 
him the method adopted in taking dou 
large figures of tile alleged emigration j 
Hpron. 1 found from the records 
Custom. House that 69,159 of the 75,059 
ed as immigrants from Canada were 
provinces of Ontario and Qnebee, 
maioder being from the Maritime Pr 

“ In vie* of this situation 1 
needed west, under your instructio 
18th November lasts to make an enqn 
snecting the emigration from Canada t| 
united States between Detroit anl 
Gratiot. There are along tliis front! 
United States Cdstoma districts, one > 
head office at Detroit and the I
it Port Huron, to " which tb 

• lying districts report At 
iras received with much cour 
Mr. V. 3. Bell, the Collector of Custi 
sort, and he kindly gave me the fd 
Sgures of immigration from Car--*1 
lorded in his office during the 
mded June 30th last
September quarter, 1879.................
December do 1879 .
ftfirnh do 1880, .lone do 1880................

Total............................... |
“ Mr. Bell told.me that these fig 

taken by the officers in the face of i 
cultiee while the train* were 
river, and be could not vouch for 
accuracy. His belief,however, was 1 
were-houestly taken. He stated, 
that from motives of humanity 
directed that as few fees should be 
as possible from the poor imu 
entry of their effects 1» ra far as 
consist with official duty.

“The emigration from Canada i 
through the district of Detroit is suj 
two lines ef railway running all] 
across the province of Oatario Ù 
Niagara frontier, viz., the Great] 
and the Canada Southern, and I 
their turn connected with two l 
of railway leading to the Weab 
viz., the Michigan Central and the | 
and Milwaukee. In so far as the \ 
Ontario fa concerned, there would 1 
naturally Bow ae Urge or a larger < 
emigration to the Western Stab 
these two railway système than I 

n - Grand Trank at Sarnia, 
i I “I next proceeded to call on Mr.l 

the Canadian Collector of Custom» t 
lor, and be informed me that there ] 
little movement of Canadian emig 
United States at this point. He add 
he had‘not kept/a record of numb 
from the-2nd of August last, at wh 
had received instructions to do 
figures he gave me from hia record I 
the dates at August 2nd and Novenj 
last were 136. These figure» wti 
Benson informed me had been caref| 
eh, show anything but an active 
from, that point.

-“ÏTtegt considered it important] 
tain how matters stood at the fer 
Sarnia and Port Huron, and 
view I procured an introduction! 
A. Lamed, the United State1 
at Port Huron, who receives rata 
landing, and he kindly gave me the | 
facts from his book» which I took 
the- spot :—

» * 1880—From July 6tb to 31s 
lfrf soul» 81. From August 31s 
21 ; soul» 69. From Septembers'
39soul» 163. From October 31s 
42; soul» 175. From Novemlj 
entries, 30 ; soul» 143. Total, rata 
Bonis, 631., These figures are G j 
entry.’

** I was not able to get the figures | 
mere extended period, but these 
the -outflow at this point in 
of alleged most active emig 

, Canada. There is a constant 
i. ferry passengers without any 

of any sort passing backwards 
wards by the ferry steamers, 
number of these I am informed fa |

(record. But it bra no reference I 
rration. Crossing over to Sami» 11 

1 from Mr. Matheweoo, the CauadiaJ 
Collector, the fact that the numlj 
ward entries at Sarnia and its i 
settlers’ effects during the fiscal ] 
June 30 wra 858. Thi» taking 

.4jr*per family (Cf more oorrectlj 
'family) with each entry—which 3 
estimât» per family than appeal»! 
entries at Mr. Lamed’s office—wo 

i emigration of 3,861 for the fiv 
Vrenqjuly 1st to November 30th I 

qf entries was 325, a considerable pr 
decline ra compared with the fiscall 

■ these with the same number of p 
entry would give an emigration of 

“I procured an introduction to! 
Bantem, the ooffector of custi 
Huron, with the object of eon 
him tee information I had gatl 
frontier respecting these emig 
tie» and talking over with him 1 
procuring them," but I found he| 
bear to have any question 
tccoreny of the figures furnish] 
authority, and so I regret to] 
conversation terminated. I f| 
tile alleged emigration from 

on in a very Ufgely-mcn 
SSrding to the collector 
•t Port Haro» from the end of I 
sA the 80th of June last, as app« 
fallowing printed letter which »1 
»y hands while at that place 

“’Custom Bora» Port Hraqi 
“ ‘Collector's Qmc» No\]

“ * To jfaretts Young, Èeq., Port i 
“1 D6*S Sot,—In reply to youJ 

harajcwtato that the records ol 
show the following emigration for] 
mentioned, viz., year endipg Ja 
94,375 ^.quarter ending Septembe] 
43,976; month of October, 1880,

“ SReepectfolly,

“In thi* statement the _ 
quarter are at the rate of 176,] 
year, and the figures for 
QeltillW at the rate of 200,$ 
year. An emigration of 94,376] 
VMpt ha a very large tact, y * 
«ee^eve» and not at all t" 

i the Assertions of
II «SiwlSn» e*eewbermi2r^

u-


