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mous.”

“But why is he in such a hurry?

Does he want to go abroad again ?”
] think not,

the learned societics.

to make some money.” .

“ That is a new, spate of mind in
James. Will this boek make money for

bim ?”

“ Eventually, beyond a .doubt; but
‘are enormods. Months

must pass——possibigp before it
can mmmm&,;m%oemed in

the expenses are em

; but, as at the moment
her husband was called away, no more
was said. She would scarcely have

. been a woman, however, if her mind had

sighing doesl

that only a few days before had seemed
like possibilities. ¢ He would make

such a good use of her money ; and the

difference in a.%:is really mot so great.
James cannot be more than thirty-five,
and I believe the child cares for him,
poor little thing !”
matron, as matrons will, loeking out be-
fore her, and on the vacant space
stamping a bright future for those she
loved.

(70 be continued.)

Calumny would very soon starve and die
Rsel-Mf no one took it in and gave it lodging.
Those who blow the coals of others’ strife
are apt to have the sparks fly in their own
fages .

It is hardly nece now to call at-
tention to the celebrated ‘* White Shirts,”
made by White, of 65 King Street West.
Being made of the best material, by
skilled labor, and mathematically cut,
they recommend themselves to all who
wi:i a really fine article. Every shirt
warranted to give satisfaction. A.
White, 66 King Street West, Toronto.

Children’s Bepartment.

MORNING HYMN.
The morning bright
With rosy light
Hath waked me up from sleep ;

g . |}ly—poor
Father, I own frionds failed them ; fatterers looked ealdly| | 'sor o mun of fun worda. ey teat” donly | Protences, W, Gour ey
Thy love alone . ou their distress; those who had most A refusual from her lips would kill me; I therefore I tell you
hy little one doth keep. frequently partaken of their lavish hospitality| . 114 hear it from you."
All through the day, |uued by on the other side. Not'a fricnd ‘An you will doho : Ill-do ,my best, snd|mw
remained 1m their adversity but one, and she : :
L Ly yeay : hud indeed the will, but nob the power, to| Roger lealled hin hihd on his hand and sbad-
Be Thou my guard and guide ; bl Shem ' POWEE, 301 .4 his face from the light. ‘I'll call on Alice
s Aty ins Larg e The boy left oollege and tarnedtheir|' D" |
Audlebme lve, = - thoughts to business, It was:hopoless to| The next day was_the longest of Joba, e
Blest Josus, near Thy side. uitempt to follow up their professions with| Gourlay's ife—a bright, warm, day. | »- =
0! make me rest an invalid mother and an idolized only sister thstnd‘gpbh city look and|” e T
Within Thy breast, depending on them for support. John secured|cbeerful. went about his business as{  “I1ové'him,"Alide replied ‘simply, 1
(Great Spirit of all grace ; o situation as elerk in a city wasehouse.}usual, ate his luncheon and walked home | do an o s A1s WIENDY 4
i Make me like Thee, r a desk in the office of Ber- Ftmly. doger wal’ standing’ st the ' ' :
¢ Roger accepted : J
Then shall I be nard Russell, an old friend of his father’s.| watching for and he keps his back to him
Prepared to see Thy face. Tiey moved to_ cheap %“ snd for|when he entered the oom. .
—_— _, |evveral years plodded on wi » the onlyl "«well* John said gently, ‘well, Roger
7., |sleam of sunshine in their altered home|, . geen her? = .., r5 ..
GOURLAY BROTHERS. being the occasional visits of Alice Bussell T i
— 8’ ‘Yes, Vo’ been - her,' said Boger, facing
to their sister. round suddenly. ‘John, old fellow, it's 0o
A STORY OF TWuU LOYAL HEARTS. Sand Qumilay.and Alice had Soos ‘shadl. 1> : A hn low,

In the quiet street off one of the gquiet
squares tLere is a tall, gloomy house, with
narrow, dusty windows and a massive
door, that still bears a brass plate with the

; b n but them flying visits, send|‘She‘dbés not love you ; she loves somie ome
e sourlay Brolhes engrarad eson itingsiwof it aud fovers and wee| st Be & ma, Jobn, ad bar., g thres
an office, but the blinds were rarely drawn |Pretty eympathetic notes to Maude. P ROPR

up, the door seldom swung back to the
e.ergetic push of custothers, the long pas-
sage echoed mo hurried footsteps and Eli
Haggart, the clerk, was to all ap; noe the
idlest man in London, till one came to know

The Gourlay Brothers were never any
busier than their faithful old servant—never
burried, flurried or worried : never late and
Dever early. Every morning at 10 o’clock
they entered their office together, read their
letters, glanced at the paper, left instructions
for posible callers, and then went to the city.
Tl.aey always took the same route ; at 11 they

the work he would have to compress
into the next fortnight would be enor-

ough I was applied to
on his behalf only yesterday by ohe of

i No ; my impres-
sion, from what he said, is that he wants

So mused the quiet

“Jexistence had not always beem money. In

mates and friends ; they
vaeations: y

fortune that fallen on the family as if it|
had overtakem her own. But she evuld do

on Mrs. Gourlay’salways feeble
for her daughter’s sake,
with a strange teunacity.

lover, who had gone

his masters. fo
cien
circumstances,
have no other
marriage Wwas

lancheon.
summer or winter,

tember, when they took their annual holiday
They were elderly men—John, tall, thin

scanty grey hair and whiskers, and a
ral of drabbiness pervading

wenerally warmer in color.

with grave respeet, consulied him on every

took any step without hig advice or approval.
And Roger was no less deferential ; without
any profession of affection or

the closest friendship and love; their life
was & long harmony, and during all the years
of their partnership no shadow had fallen

harmonious as their private intercourse.
In business they were successful; every
speculation they made prospered ; everything
they touched turned to.gold; and as their
whole lives were spent in getting, not spend-
ing they were believed, and with reascn, to
be immensely wealthy. ¢Coid, hard, stern,
enterprising,” men called them; with an
acuteness of vision and a steadiness of pur-
pose only to be acquired bya long and close
application to business. Reserved in manner,
simple in their tasles, economical in their
habits, the Gourlay brothers were the last
men in the world to be suspected of senti-
mwent, their lives the least likely to contain
even the least germ of a romance. And yet
they had not always been mere business
wachines; the sole end and aim of their

early years they had brighter dreams, nobler
swbitions.
- At school Jobn had distingnished himself,
and his brief university career gave promise
of a brilliant future. Roger - had been a
bright, ardent boy, with a taste for music
that was almost a passion, and a talent little
sliort of genius. With his deep earnestness,
intense steadiness. of purpose, and oclear,
vigorous intellect, John could searcely have
failed to make a distinguished lawyer.
Roger was born an artist, with a restless,
lofty ambition. Life seemed very bright for
the brothers; there was nothing to prevent
aud everything to assist each in following his
inclination. But in the very dawn of their
career their father died, and they were sud-
denly reduced from affiuence to actnal poverty.
Nothing remained from the wreck of a mag

always aeccom

ies such reverses. Mine

usuall t their
mmm&m

A few years of hardship and

Cunnon street, at 1.80 they entered the same
restaurant, and sat at the same table for
Wet or dry, shade or shine,
every working day for|
thirty years they had gone through the same
routine, always excepting the month of Sep-

melancholy-looking, with light grey eyes,
gene-
his
whole face and faultlessly neat attire. Roger
was shorter, rounder, more cheerful and
His pervading
hue was brown; keen, reddish eyes that
must have been merry ones; erisp, auburn
hair that time had not yet quite transguted
to silver, a clean-shaved ruddy face, and
brown hands full of dents and dimples. John
was the elder; still he looked up to Roger

subject, and never either in or out of business
display of
feeling, the Gourlay Brother dwelt together in

between them, and their public life was as

nificent fortune but the bitter experience that|

use.’

ward off o bjow. -

de.th the brothers inherited a small fortune.

"

as Gourlay Brothers, with the firm resolution
of retrieving the position their father had
lost, and a ng few years saw them estab-
lished in Whitier street, and fairly on the
high road to fortune. Then one quiet sum-
wer evening as they sat over the desert John
‘opened his heart to his brother and told him
of his hopes, dreams and ambitions for the
future.

*You will be surprised, and I trust pleased,
to hear, Roger, that I love Alice Russell, ’ he
said, laying his hand on his brother’s arm; ‘1
cun hardly remember the time when she was
not dearer to me than all the world beside.
'The bitterest part of our misfortune to me
was that it separated me from her ; nothing
else can ever compensate me for the ruin of
all my hopes and glorious ambitions. I once
dreamed of being famous, Roger ; for her sake
I put that behind me, and have grubbed for

gold like a miser. We, Gourlay Brothers
are on the high road to fortune ; I may aspire
to the hand of Alice now !,

‘Surely, John,’ and the younger brother's
vuice was husky, and his hands shook as he
took up his glass; ‘I drink to your suoccess.’
‘Thanks, brother. I should have confided
in you, but I feard troubling you on my ac-
count; you would have reen a thousand
shadows across my path; you would have
| een more unhappy &n.l was myself. And
now I want you to promise that it shall make
no difference betweem us. We shall be
Gourlay Brothers still.’
Roger stretched his hand across the table
and John grasped it heartily.
‘Gourley Brothers to the end of thechapter,
old fellow, an@ may youbeas happy as rou
dvserve. God bless you, John.’

John's face became a shade or two paler
with emotion, and he walked up and J:wn
the room a few times; then he stood behind
lns brother's chair.

‘Roger, you will think me very weak, very
1ervous, {mt I dare not speak to Alice.my-
self. T oould not endure a refussl from her.
I have never given ?ell"tho most &{hﬂ hint
of my feelings. ave not slightegt
reason to suppose that she regards meus
other than a mere aequaintance, almost as

Maude's brother. Roger, we have al
buen friends as well as* brothers—stand

me in this; you are less ~ and more
ucoustomed to women; see Alice for me,
Roger, and ask her to be my wife.’

‘I do; it is my only chance. Plead for my

“Brother ! and he lifted his hand as if to
"Wlmm.'no.cmbnﬁomm’

diy.
returnbd, not

might be seen passing along the sunny side of| world.

Asif in bitter mockery of their loss and
loneliness, immediately after their mother’s

But it was too late for John to go back to his
studies ; too late for Roger to returnto his
piano; they had fallen into the groove of
buginéss, and John at least was seized with a
feverish eagerness to turn his small fortune
into a large one and become wealthy. 8o
they went into business on their own account

*John, you're mad ! - You'do not mean it! |i

Twenty-five years passed by, a quarter of
a oentury of changes and chanoces, and still
the Gourlay Brothers held the even tenor of
&;ﬁ; ny‘i They v:lm rich beyond their

ishes or desires, and not altegether unhappy
in their solitary friendship.
Alice Russel seemed to have drifted ocom-
pletatl{ out of their lives; her name was never
mentioned, and wi ether she was married or
dead they did not know.

On3 morning about the middle of Septem-
ber they were walking along the king's ‘road
at Brighton, whither they had gone for their
annual holiday. Roger en a shop to
purchase something and John stood outeide
looking dreamily at the passers-by. Sudden-
ly he started and advanced a step as a ladyin
an invalid chair was wheeled by. Chaneing
to look up, she met his glance with a smile
of recognition. ‘Mr. Gourlay, it must be you. -
I am so glad to see you.’

*And Ito meetyou'’ John said with a court-

eous bow. ‘I'hvae not the pleasure of know-
ing--'

‘My name—I am Alice Russel still,’ she -
said frankly. At that moment Roger appear-
ed. For an instant the blood his
ruddy face, while a hot, erimson flush rose
to Alice’s pale ohoe;ek as she tried to stammer
out some words of greeting. Roger was no-
less confused, and the expression of both
faces was a revelation to John . He
felt as if the world had suddenly drifted away .
fiom him and he was left solitary in some
uuknown infinite shade. But there was no-
tling of that in his voice when he asked Alice :
f: v her address and permission to ecall

hir in theafternoon ; then his '
t. the arm he led him away. and they contin-<
ucd their walk without exchanging a single
word about the strange encounter. ey

In the afternocon John called at Miss Rus,
scll’s hotel, and in a fow moments he found
bimself seated besido her in & pleasant site:
ting-room overlooking the sea. :

‘Alice,’ he said, plunging into the subject:
ut once, ‘do you remember a eonversatiom: .
you had with my brother a long timeago?* -

‘Yes, I remomber, Mr. Gourlay,’ she lv*
plied, sadly. - .

‘He ztmde & request for me theln which 4¢4
was not in your er {0 t; I am come
to make uimh‘ mo low‘hr:: 'now. Roger
}oves you. Alice. H: has loved m all these-
01 i ’m’ w “ u
b:»lli‘evel not know thcn!“ R
. *Pogr Boger I' Alice said poftly, i
‘You care about him ? You'will make  him’ -
happy even at this late hour? - Tell me, Ahod‘im
that you love my brother!" : e
Mr,
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