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Tho Pprdfessor ¢hrew down his pen.
Tha fast aord wos weitton, the work
waa done, Mhe noat pile of oloscly
wrktton ananuadript an the table bee
fars ha eepresunited mndnths of pa-y
tient foll before whialy the strongeat
day daborar would shrvnk appalled.
Days whase long mental girain knew
no relations, saticn ithe needs of the
body avere almodt dorgoticen; ni'ghls
when the taxed braim, still whirling
under the tivpee pressure, could not be
soothed go rest,

But mow ¢t waa done, tho work that
would 10use the admifatzon of all his
confrarey, (that svould give him the
only emmortalsty so. which he hoped ;
the work dhat, hike the mighty tower
of old, avas realied defiamitly agranst
the power and wisdom and justice of
1he Qiveng God.

Not ithat fthe professor had any such
satamic antention ; indeed, he cherish-
ed vague, tender wemsories of . (er-
tain phadony old cathedial, threugh
whose meensed wsles, echoing  with
poleann ehaats, the had besn led by his
aweetfaced Catholic another w {he far-
off past.

But this memory ‘only lingered like a
poctio fancy, a mormng dicam. His
mother had died in bis  carly child-
hood ; his father, a calreless parent,
had imaxnied again; and life had be-
come ptexrn, huurd prose. A godless
home, Rodless Bohools, godless teach-
crs, had Wono thefr work. Now at
farty-five, (the fquwofessor was as hon-
cat | pagan os any who lived (hefare
the Star bf Beihlebem beamed an the
darkened wdrld  {f down in hiy deep,
dtrang hature, there were any dottbts,

1 ins, longk ¢ wil 1 them
with (the sbibboleth of his clan. “I
oammot hee=—1 Go not know."

The (professor was a._bachelor, Many
yoard ago o beoutiful and noble vo-
man had crossed his gath, to whom
his heart hed yielded the homage that
s Gmly iven once in a liftime{ His
love Giad beon less; already her
purc poul had chosen the “better part"
and, b tew. months after her gentle
but deorded rejection of his suit, she
had pntered o religious order abroady
Sinee then Soience had been the only
queen of his life, ofnd rightt royally
Yad phe mewafded his service. As a
swriter, "ectuzer, teaoher, his fame ex-
tended bver itwo contiments; amd now
this svork fwhich he had justl complet-
od e folt, watli a thrill of pride,
would be fhiis orown. ! '

It avas ihe closu of a wintry day
avhen the professor put the last stroke
wpon bis inanusecrspt, and rising, with
o long sigh of relief, luoked out of
s wmdow. fDhe avestern sky burned
wirtha cramson sunset that was flash-
<d back from the citf;'g _spires and,
casomenta iatiT 1t melicd softly into
the violet slradows gatherang among
the castein ‘hills,

There was no warring of the light
and darkness; but n ghe opaline gulf
between, one biar aleeady trembled on
the . very barderland of might and day.

Just opposi‘c the professor’s apart-
moents awas a little Gotlio church,
wwith 4vhose pastor, an old French
pricst, he had a slight wcquaintance.
1t was bodality evemag, and as he
stood hatching the suzset, the solemnn
tones ©f the vrgan, accompanying a
chorus of sweet young voices, welled
thirough ‘the air. \

“Rather Blanc scems holding  high
Lostivel this evening,” said the pro-
fessor with u smile, as he flung up
the bash that he aniight better hear
the music which recalled the sweet
droamy of eorly ohildhwod. the clearer
vidion of her who ha2 turned from
him ioito high misi-veiled paths be-
.yond: (him sight and Teach. .

Anid tweary wilth dhe lopg stirain of
.effort, the frofessor mtood lost inisof-

tenjag ‘reverie when @ hearty clap on
the phoulder oused him to meet the
.oheery |alze bf bils old fricmd, Doctor
-Grey, iwho tiad entered unobserved.

«J fenoaked fthree tdmos, Lester, and:
sceiing Ithe ‘door ajair ventured to push
it open. What's the mattert Arm
you hypnatiedd ¢ .

“No," paid ‘the nrofessdr laughing,
«f jwais Wimply Telaxing; unbending
the bow after a long strain. It has
boen b tyear sinee I have taken gmne
to dream.”

“1 pny gglad to fimd you at leisure,”
contmucd 1be doctor, wiriskly, “1 came
with an odd request. There is a poor
young chap Wydng in “La Miscricorde”
wlio beis to wee you.™

“Who &s bie,§” askel the professor.

“QOh, lyou dan’t know han.  His name
is 'Ward—Dhilip Wafrd—and tlibugh
not tmare “han twenty-thrge or four,
he Mas, T Judge, run the gamut(of life
protty frapidly. It bas brought him
down it quixk decline, and he is 1n
2, bad pway, tuimd and bedy.” .

“But what cam 1 ‘do fon him ¢ quex-
jed {the Yprofessar,

“Absolutely tnothing t¥at I can sce”
was ithe grim answer. “It's one of
thome fqueer dying dancies that one
caprot iccount for ; but ho sccms to
think fyou quiet Uim; give him
backbone lto imcet the smevitable. It
_scems (thall! he has attended your lec-
turcs; Youd our bouks; in short, re-
gards fyou as a sart of high priest of
the mew scientific oult, and feela that
you cain oheer or encourage i,
told him I nwould sco you this evening,
for the ipoar lad's hours are number-
od. (Will you come ™

uCortainly,” answered Lhe professor,
though comscious bf chilling reluce
tance 1o visite “I will go with you
at ooce.” .
"It, was but a short distance tot*La
Miwdricigde,” It twas a superbnew,
buiiaizy “tho bequest of o \yenlthy
phitanthropist to his rative city—en-
tircly Wree and non-sectarian in its
beneficence ; manwged by trustees,and
attonded foy physicians of all denomin-
atioms. Its foundor has made only
o ing clausc—that it should b::
under the Sisters of Chovity for ever. "

vAnd a lovelheated m’rnngemcnt."
#aid Doctor Giray, as he led) hig feiend
through lthe grounds and entrance
hall. “No fussmg; mo love-moaking ;
no Jdighting for places and malaries.
Thero's s avowm here in charge that
I believe could.cominand-an army;
they imported fwir for. us. She bas

s,
5

of u statesman. You cannot know
Siatar Angela sithout believing there
ts some place bettor thaw carth where
such nvomen belong. dut here i the
room uf my poar young patilmt. You
may guest No 18 in a bad way when
even Sister ‘Angela  capnot mnnage
him. ! dave been obliged to get a
strong tman o hold Inm wf hid parox-
yams.” N

They entered i half-open door ad he
#poke.  On the mpotiess bed, in the
waldle of 'the littic room, lay. the pit-
ul avreck of a once glorious man-
hood.

The Kaunt, wasted frame still show-
g awhat ‘had been its oarly strength
and Jrace, the well-shaped head, wath
ets dark, curlmg locks, must onee have
been @ fatting model for an Apollo or
anfAintiaous.  Now it lay so rigid and
ghastly vir s pullow that the doctor
thought Tar @ moment all wad over
“Gane, has'he 2 he asked of the man
who ‘had tnet bin near the doorway.
The nurse bhook hes head.

“No, }0t } just warn out after one of
Wn wild spells.  Ie will hreak out
agasn in a minute ; his pulse is stiong
yet. L don’t mee how he holds out.”
“Keop rrm ps quiet as you cany This
i Prafessdr Lester, tho gentleman he
hag been avking far.  When he rouses,
lgt. im pee lum.”

And 'the doctor hurried away to his
obher ‘pationts.

“You lare mot a clargyman,
said the nurse doubtfully.
“No,” was the answer,
“Hecause T couldn’t vouch for my pa-
tidnt's oivility it you were. He raves
at ghe very mention of one. ‘Take a
chaiie, Wic, (e i3 rousing now.”

The dying 'man turned restlessly on
his tpillaw s his visitor sented himself
at Mis bedside. The Lave that met the
profossor's iyaze was that of an nb.so-
lute pstranger, et the dark burning
eyes, bunken In thefr cavernous sock-
ets, flashed with rocogmnition.
uProfessor dester 1" was the hoarse-
lysgasped greeting *Yau've come 10
me ; § khought you would.”

“Certainly,” wasthe kindly reply, as
the {prafessob {took the icy hand ex-
tended ko him. *“I am glad to be of
any porvice to you. What can 1 do
far tyou ¢"

“Do for ime ! Wikt have yor beent do-
ing all thuse years.” -

wAll these years,” repeated the pro-
fessor, mystificd, “My deat friend 1
feair (you imistake me for someonc else.
We rave mever, 1o my know ledge, met
before. 1 do mot know you

“But 1 Mave known you,” panted the
sick iman wagerly. “I've heard your
lectures; ¥ead fyour books, your \\{nt-
ings. You've taught me to sce things
as fyou hee them, professdr, to break
Joos: from wll the cursed shackles the
prating, canting fools would put on
us; lto e a man—a frcc man., 1've
done Gt.” L4 .

The [pofessor shirank from the evil
light that dlashed into the dying cye.

“lhere avasn't any heaven or hell to
stop tme ; o wiy shouldn’t a fellow
have this swing? Mine was 3 wide
swang and a fue one, though it secins
it iwalin't to be a long one  Now tacy
tedl ime Bt's come to axf end,  I've got
to die"—u hliver convulsed the gaunt
firame—“to dic. I've believed in you,
prrofossar.  You've studied amd read
and pottled mp all  these things, I
knaw. W've heard you knock all the
priests’ ‘amd tpafcsons® teaclings to bits.
1 want you to tell mamow, again, 50 it
will pteady tme, whalt this thing they
call dying ést” .

‘Phere avas & moment's silence; the
professdr Yound himself muastered by
a horror, a repulsion too deep for
words This sbartancd, evil wreck
boasting himsedf his pupll; appealing
to him for guidance and help. But
tlris twais oo time for potest orf argu-
ment; the burning eyes, the working
lips, the dealthadomp oo the brow,
compelled a brief and kindly reply i—

“Deatlr §s he end of mll pain, all
weakness, all Barrow, all suffering,"
he amswered gravely. N

“Do lyou know thatt How do you
kpow it " gakped the eick mam,
clutching hig rand. .

“Fhat"s (what comes trowbling me in
the darkness; Yhat's what bueas in
the ‘darkness; Lhat’s what burns m
my brain and sounds in iy ewrs. ;‘t.!.mt
is wirat is driving me mad with--with
—cold, creeping fealr. Do you know,
its ithe end ¢ Becaase if you do, I
anap any fingoers at deatlr and all that
it Lrings. 'l believe what you tell
me. Look En my face: tell me—as
man e man—do you believe that dy-
ing (s the cnd of all§ D you know?"

‘Phre  professdr, bomesd gentleman
tha't &e wvas, could only roply i~

“My frivnd,d ouswar yos a™ I think,
as I bolieve. 1 comnnot see, Ido not
Lnow.”

Ho wais tmprepajred for the  awful
sutburst {huft wreeted his reply.

«Liar ! traitor I twere flre words that
with @ torrent of awful _.imprecations
foll trom (the foaming lips. “You
hava led kne to the brink of hell, and
you da nob kmow." .

(Shrivk aftde bhrick roatt the air as
the amretched snam winithed in :\:nother
wild paroxysin of rago and pain and

{Shocked Moyond wurds atf his owny
part ¥ tivs soeme of despairy thel pro-
fotssor fsal tmvite, bewildexed, helpless,
whila Ithe ktrong murse strove to hold
the struggling paticat, when w slene
o, _m‘himitcd tigure glided do the

o

“Leave ime fto him, Sister Augela,”
warned 'the witendant ; “he may harm

w'|’
y“m. womax, begone,” hoarecly
aniied the dying man s “don’t come near
me With lyour cant. It is too late,
1 am Jost.”

“Not! yclt, ot yet,” tnswered o low
vaioe, fweet tyet stern én its melody:
“Yow phuil disten Ko me, Ward. 1 will
¢ I am going Lo kncel
here and yhay to the God
of tatinite goodness aud love,
whom you soar: will wppear, that He
may have pit; on your poar woul, fand
in !t:hiadlnst T ;ttqh merey spare

d Wave you yet."
ytr“b;m fmoeling down ihe prayed aloud
v hiimple, Wouching wards that a child:

sry’

beon through wwar, famine, A -
P cony, and tesrs notling, She
e e

Lofn gubet, snd the hend

nd pesti-

could fuive underabood, Lok ueroy, for

unfaltoring ‘in ite hopo; angelio in its
tonder chursty.  When it was over the
Aying mon wus kobbing like a passion-
woury ohald, Ins hand olusped in that
of lthe pweet naint theside b,
“Send (Father Lowsthere ; he will sce
hiim pow,” Hhw whisipdred to the at-
tendant.

As the tnan left the room the pro-
fessor dollowed him, gropingly, like
one [azzled after dong darkaess,

The aadm, pure vyert uf the kneeling,
sister had not twrmed to Ltha stranger
fn fthe shadowy room, but  warn,
ohanged,  spiritualiced into higher
buauaty as Bhe was, the prafessor re-
cognized Bister Angela at the first
glance,  She avaa the woman he had
loved im (the long ago.

Two days afterwalrd 2 bulky packe
age twas acecived at “La Miscricorde,”
ditected to ‘Sister Angela.She read the
accompanying letter muth amazement ;
My tDear MMadam.—I trust you will
not consider this an intirusion of a for-
gotten fpast mpon the noble duties of
the tpresent. I was a reluctant vise
itor Wt your hovptal last Thursday,
summoned here by an  unfurtunate
youth awhose dyag arragnmont of me
and ‘'my ms.pprohiended teachings 1
can jnever foarget. 1 recognized you
at v s bedsale, and in the hght of your
Lfe-work & maw mune, Yeans ago L
made grou an offermg which you wiseq
Iytirefued , Lowwas, as I see now, be-
neath your aceeptance. flo«lay I ven-
ture Lo anake you another.  The pack-
age I pend you s a worki upen wlich
1 ihave expended all the powers of my
ripened years. Ut I8 an attack upon
that Christian faith  owhich  makes
lives like yours possible.

“With dhat decth-bed scene hefore
me, & dare not give it ta the' world.
Tilay ub at your feet, Dq wuthiit what
you twill. Faithfully and respectfully

yours,

LAMBERT LESTER.”
There twore teara in Sister Angela's
eyes 18 Bhe gazed ab the bulkiof close-
ly-written manuscript. She kunew
enough of Lambert Lester's carcer to
understand nwhat this “offering” avas
to thim.
Then §u a little bruzier before the
altar of the Sacred Heart she made
the burnt offcring, and ak it blent
withy bwedt odours of incense, the pa-
gan pacrifice avent vp to heaven, and
Sister tAngela’s pure prayer arose with
itwhat he who walked po uprightly in
the darkness might seo and know, the
light. :

And that prayer was heard. The
ffrofessar’s dim  morning = dream ds
again.a reality. Holding @ mother’s
hand, the again walks through boly
wayd “as n dittle child.”

THE BALLAD OF GREY NORRIS

Nonrlxalfn Keem, the rich Lord of Ac-
i3

Ta Im('l good woil for lid garden bed
Sant down his vassals Lo Doogort Ab-

v
To ilch loho dust of the holy dead.-

Full deep tthey burrowed, with ribald
Jestung ’
{Boameath the walls and the cross-
marked tones
Dairk clay they took for his garden’s
dressing,
Piling in hieaps the uncovered bomes,

Bleached and whitened by rain and
windeblaistt
Naked and pitiful things werg they,
'Till bpoke Grey Norris, “A great fire
build ye,
Consume dhis plague from my sight
away.”

Thay built the fire 'gaint tlie abbey’s
chanvel N

nee
(It’s dlood-red mark doth the pea-
sant how), .
Thoe halloweds relics of God'a owa ser-

vants
Crumbled to ashes within its glow.
Norris of Achill, one night walked
thomeward
By ithe dark road through tl.e abbey
wood.
Sudden e stopped agd his veins ran

A gre\'l‘t red wolf-hound against him
1 fAtood. ‘

Was ¥ a _hcmnd.r—«tor the form was
claging
10! a5 b2 looked 'twas a fiery horse.
Grey Norris ghiclded his eyes in ter-
\

rar.
Thon gazed again—on “a shrouded
corse.
The dead approached bim' all grisly
dmring,
And caught bis hand in a cold, cold
clagwp |
Home thro' the moght weut the Lerd
of Achill,
And never the dead hund leosed iks
gras) *

Loud n the cantle they heard a knock-
ing
And quick unbolied the ponderous
doar §

Grey Norris entered his marbled hall-
way .
A gibbering madman forevermore.
—=TRev. J. B. Dollard in the Gael.

THE CROWN AND QUINLAN'S ASS.

An Irish exclange reports a scene
in the House of Cominons ;—~Mr. Red-
dy put the following question; *I beg
to aak the chicf secretary whether his
attontion has been called to the ease
of the larceny ol Quinlan’s ass, which
was the only case to go before the
grand jury at Tvilamore aesizes, and
to the remarks of Mr. Justice John-
Wpoze.

The attorney-general for Ireland said
his atlention had been called to the
nawspaper geport of this case.  The
nragistrates crcturncd the aoccused in
the oase for trial on the charge of lar-
cony. ‘The depositions in the casedis-
clased a stromg Jirima facie case.

Mr. Reddy—"May I ank is it not
true that Judge Johmaory censuxedithe
arown policitor for bringing thiscase
fitrward ¥ .

Mr. FMlavin—*Can the right honor-
able gentleman say what was the age
of Quimlan’s ass " (Lauglter.)

The atlorney-general did.-not reply.
_ Mr. Roclie—"1"desire to know, will
-tho right hioriarable gentleman act on’
_the suggestion of Judge Job viz,
that when Quinlan's ass cotnes to the
end of hig days he be atuffed and caxe~

in the .Natiomwil Mux
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‘Jem Kennyon, of all men!" Edgar,
Mayficld ¢jaculated, delgrhtedly. “Jem
old fellove, where did you sprng fromf
Jem Kennyon lsughed. Hisfriend'a
greeung recalled the days when they!
had been elose chume at Stonyhust.
“From the Hotel Mgtyopole imme-
diately.  Prevwusly from South Aus-
traha.” .
“You have been touring, I recollect.
And now havé you come home to get-
tle down to a country squire’s Ixfe §"
Mayficld asked.

“Probably not; but I bave no plans.’
The tone was somewint dull, .
“Not for to-day even”

“No. | have been wandern;t aim-
lessly about.  London 1s unalt:red,”
Jem said,

“Then 1D tell you what  I'mat the
Langham. Had to come up o town
over some confounded law buwiness
Dine with me, and we'll go afterward
to the Haymarkct. There’s a play
runmng there written by a friend of,
my wife's.”

Jem agreed.  The meeting between
the two men had taken place not very
far from the gffice occuped by Mr.
Mayficld's lawyer, and that gentle-!
man’s thoughts were more occup’>d
with his old friend than with hisl.w
business as he walked onwara waen
the two parted. [
Il gee something of Jem, anyway,”
he said to hiausclf. “Bertha would not
welcome him at the Laurels on ac-
count of his treatment of Miss Court-
ney. 1 never could understand Jem
behaving so badly 1 that affair. I
suppose he must have felt that hisg
action was shabby when he started
out to travel round the globe, I must
not touch the subject of matrimony
this evening or I'll blupder. Bertha
says I always do”

Notwithstanding Mr. Mayfield's ef-
forta to confine the after-draner con-
versation to remimiscences of college
days, the talk at lengih drifted to the
subject he was anxints to avoid .

“And so you're me'riied §” Jem said,
dfter a_ pause.

Mr. Mayficld nodded.

“To anyone I know ¢’

“Yes ; Bertha Newcombe.”

“Oh, Bertha! Pertha and
very good friends once.”

“We were married two years ago,
amd after a shorl wooing,” Mr. May+
ficld mformed his friend ; and then he,
made an «ffort to get back to Stony4
hurst, but Jem was not so disposed.

oIt was at the Newcombes' place
that I met with the—=' Jem paused
for a wurd—‘with the disappoint sent
that sent me wandering from Eng-
land.”

“At Abbeyland #* Mr; Maylield
questioned doubtfully, and rather at
a loss what to say.

‘
I were

“Yes. I was engaged to Marion
Courtr y at the tume. You knew
that'p”

“Yes. I heard something—nothing
definite, you know—of—of~"

“0f the cngagement bewng broken

off " Jem put mm .
“Yes. Of coursc Bertha didn’t, nor
does not understand—" Mr. Mayficld
paused, and remembared that his wife
insisted that Jem Kennyon had been
very much to blame, even if she did
not, as she admitted, understand the
entire circumstances under which the
engagement between Marion Court-
ney and Jem Kennyon had ended five
years before.

“I dare baly bot. However, here are
the acts. I wved not say howt Ilove
ed Marion.”

Mr. Mayficld vodded.

“Well, we were engaged, and our
murxriage avas to (take place unr thelau.
tumm.  fariom had been staying at
Abbeyland, and nvhen Charlie New-
combe asked me to wun down from
towniwith im for m fow days 1 glad-
ly conecited. We arrived unexpects
adly, aind found the eatire fomily, and
Mavion hlso, tbsent at o pieme, or
somwcithing: of kst icind, Charlie left
me in hn apartment fused by s sis-
ters as & sart of workroom whsle Jhe
wuint to find our avhare the picnic was
held.  He thad bowne intention vof jon-
ing tthe party.”

“Yes," Mr. Mayfield said, «3 Jem
hesltalted.

I ways Gdly turning over sonie mag-
azames ‘whan the mwand from an open
window blew o few loose pages of
note-paper  fyrom a_ writung-table
across the floar. s lifted the last
sheet I wapv it was partly covered
with Muwrion’s writing, and wae in-
tended for kne.  The opening words of
tie commumication twere a shock. I
remeinbor them tootwell.  They mere
Dear James—Sfuce coming here 1
have learned ‘that vur engagement s
a wretched mistake.  You did not give
mo time o know any mind, and I mis-
took fricodshap€ar dove. Bet now an-
other has ftaught e that such anis.
take must be righted. I know that
you will agree to tthe canceling of this
unfortunate engagement. ¥ think I
should aay that it ¢s Francis—' The
lottar broke wff there.  Posaibly Mar.
ion beon intermupted while writs
t

mg'n

“Well g

“Much to Charlie Newcombe's sur-
prise, I fnsisted o returning to town.
From thre 1 hont Mardom the letter
that gave ther the €reedom she crave-
od, and mext day I left England.”
Mr. Maytield cubbed his bead, o way
he had avhen puzzled. (Whea he spoke
however, #t as to muggest they
asat out for the thegtre.

“A Womun's Way" was by no means
badly writtom; fthe primeipal oharace
ters i the play aoie taken by awelle
knowsy actars mod tantresses, and the
scomery and drosses were superb, Neve
artheless, neithar Jem Kennyon nor
his companioy gave it very close at-

tantion, .

Mr. Mayticld mas trying to recancile
his wife's certainly tather vague ace
count of Jem's action  over bis en-
gagement and Jem's own, while the
lattor was Xhinking of the past.-Sud-
d(plghh; twias vexy effcotvally roused

AR A R b o A b Ao e el el et e el el o
) A

%

, A BROKEN % %
(4 o

* ENGAGEMENT % ¥
oo (% oo

o 5 EN
3.' MACDALEN ROCK IN & /ﬁh:x‘é" A I
BENZIGER'S MAGAZINE ! +
3 &

f*+¢++++++++++++++++++++*++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

eeat, and heard fthe ac d
a«h{‘i,t’lou,l .word.f:, Lo Fepeat some
“Whal docs €t mean.§” he whi T
_to IMr. Mayfwld, *“Ihose wex(l;ﬂselac;g
ion's words.”

“L don't know," héy companien re-
plud, whan die took sin the nature of
the question.  “Only—" BMr. Mayfield
stopped, doubtful bf h.s own wisdom,
and wihked has iwife were near. Then
he blurtd out, “M.iss Courtney is the
author of ¢l play.”

".\‘l'.&w Courtney ! I she mot marredd
“She wasn't u ameek or (wo =.nce "
“And vhe wrote this playp I re-
member e bften gad ghe could write
une, but I mever knew gho attempted
4ny thong of 'the kand **

A ‘Woman's Wiy ' hag boen before
the lpublie $o: a length of tune, but {
never witpessed Gt befare

“Come mway, Miyleld,” Jem  said,
«xeredly,  “Imay have made a mis-
take. Come somewhere where we can
talk.” 4nd an hour or so late
ar the two wdre stall endeavoring to
exxll;u“lm“tho coxcidence,

“ Marwon tw rete any portion of the
play wt Abbeyiand, do) yl:)‘:l than'
Jem asked tfor (the mxth time, andg lus
friend jshouk (ns head. How should
he &now ¢ . He did know that it was
while ptaying at Abbeyland that she
learned fthat she had lost the greater
part bt hiar fortune.

“Her guairdian abstonded, or some-
;)b?&)ﬂ mrl. lgfafytmld explained. “f
ave heard Bdntha say how que
she itook the mews.” y auietly
"}.ost her dantune 1 *

“The preater mrt of t. However,
she did not grieve over than misfor-
tune; and he carns something by her
wxmanga, I tbelieve.”

t dength the two separated for the
nsght. ‘31!:. Maytield avas afoot carly
next imorning, and despatehed a tele-
gram ‘to tuls wife. Het reply caused
him {ta seind & second message. Then,
with twhat Qi fandly hoped was an
iopassive countenamce, he  asought
Jean, and found hsm at luncheon.

_ “See here, Uem,” he safld. *I am go-
ing home wthis #fternoon. Come with
me, amd italk over o'd trmes withiBer-
tha. She'll be delighted to sce you.”

Jem (demurtred.

“T hwon't talke a refusal, old fellow
-0 there. You cap return as soon
as lyou please.” And Jemy consented
to twecompamy his driend to the Laur.
els. He mondered a little at Mr.
Malyfield's restlessness and very evi-
dent excstement as toe train  bore
them pouthward, but s own affairs
occupked hus mind for the mostipart.
. “There, (there,” Mr. Maytield sud
impatiently, after hic had peerea from
the door of {the pretty village station-
house, “never m:nd the duggage, Jem.
One Lf the partrs will see to it il
tho cart comes. Come along!® And
pussang ‘bis arm through Jem'’s, he led
bhun to where @ sylish landau  was
drawn hp.

“I have broughy an old friend with
me, Miss Courtney,” 0r. Mayfseld said
to fthe dady who occupied a scat in
the vehicle. “You haven’t forgotten
Jenw Kennyon ¢
 Jem took off his hat with mechan-
ical tpoliteness, and held forth his
hand. 'He did mot notice thatwMarion
Courtmey’s voice shook as she mur-
marred pome conventional words, nor
that jthe soft pink flush faded from
her cheeks, Mr. Magfield ahoved
himi mto ¢he carriage. )

“Please tell Bertha, Miss Courtney,
thati f have a miessage to deliver to
Dr. Gray,' that gentleman said.—"No,
no, ffom,"'—to the couchman—"youw
need Mot wail., I prefer walking
home.” S

“And bow," Mr. Maytield said to
himselt, ha the carriage moved away,
"sm'.ely they can put evexything
straight! during a five-mile drive.”

Mr. dfayfield vas not mistaken. His
wife ‘met him at the hall door. |

“0 Fdgar, it was all a dreadful mis-
take. The detter My. Kennyon saw
was @ copy of onc to be used in the
play Marion avas writing. She didn’e
‘wush anyone ito Xnow she was at-
temptng the like. Then she got Mr,
Kennyon’s letter, tn whroh he merely
said that the best thing he couldidn in
tho now state of affairs was toleave
her tireq.  dfarwon maturally thought
he refarred to her loss of fortunet

“And now "

“Oh, it = all right, of couksen1 could
hardly make any sense of your first
telegram—""

*“One can’t explain much in a tele-
gram,” ‘Mr. Mayfield put in apologet-
ically.

“And Mar:on wondered why I tnsists
cd ithat sho shottld go to the station.
And, Edgar, the wedding is 1o be al-
most immedsately.”

“They «read lest there should be an-
othor troken engagement, perbaps,'
Mr. Mayfivld said, and laughed.

It may be only a triflir~ cold, but
neglect it and it will fasten itsfangs
in your lungs, and you will soon be
carricd to an untimely grave. Inthis
country we have sidden changes and
must expect to have coughs and colds.
We cannot avoid them, but we can
offect 2 cure Ly using Bickle's Auti-
Consumptive Syrup, the medicine that
has never been known to fail incer-
ing coughs, colds, bronchitis, and all
aifcetions of the throat, lungs and
clicst.

UNIQUE.

oI think we vught to give thiswed-
ding a display hicad on  he first page,”
madd the oity editor.

“QOur uf the ardinary, is il " asked
the managing vdatur N

“Well, T nhould May it was,” answar-
od the odty editor; “why, there wae na
‘bower of Yass,’ no ‘floral bell no
‘wide4sproading canapy,’ no ‘blushing
breide,’ Dothing ‘bosutiful in its shn-
plivity,’ no ‘solcmm  straius’ to the
Swedding ‘mibrrel’ no=™ '

. “Enough,"' cried the ‘managing edi-,
tor 3 “double lead it and give it ancare
lxﬂd;:i}'islg’bctplﬂ;ﬁme of the ¥und."

] . (A oMy was read
ingt wloud the tical irorde in which,
e« n-het €n-
Mol forward in

Lo trorry
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A Ustoralry contemporary noles the
Laot ithat e Scoteh medal for clocu-
tion avhich was recently cotpoted fan
in IGlasgow was awardad to an Ivishe
mian, 811, J. 3. Maran, who comes from
Sligo.  Bfr. Morin is well-known in
the ‘publisling world wnurth of the
Tweed, o "

Hom. Fdward Blake, M P, haa con-
sented 1o preside nt the next meeting
of the Londun Metropolitan Branoh of
the United Irish Jeague, to be held
in{the Richelieu jloom, Hotel Cecil, on
Aprid Bith, when Mr. Wm, Boyle will
read 0 papor on “The Gentlemen of
Treland.”

A Glasgow telegram  states that.
Aru'hh:s).-op iEyre has been seized with
a pl.ght attack of paralysis, and his
condition 13 causing some anxiety. The
Arahbshop, ivho 18 84 years of age,
busg been in chdrge of the Catholic
Church 1t Glasgow amce seventy-
cight. .

A toventeensy ear-old actress, in re=
gard {to whose fulure ¢ arcer there has
ovel much meresting speeulation on
kecount of ber success, . Miss Maud,
Toaly, who ts tknown as “the youngesy
leading woman on the Amefican
:','tugu." fthe youngest Julet, Miss
Fealy was praoctaally discovered by
tho late Augustn Daly, who built
high hopad on her, and formed ambi-
tous plans for ey carcer.

The oldest French Canadian newspa-
per tn the caty of Quebec, “Le Courier
du Canada,” hias just suspended publi-
cation. {Hon. Thomas Chapais, ex-pre-
sident bf the Legislative Council, and
extprovincial tminster, was its “chief
editor and owner. “Le Courict du
Canada” nvas founded in 1857, in the
interest bf the rvative party, by
Sir iHector Langevin, the Abbe Racine,
who died as Bishqp of Sherbrooke, antd
'the Jate Dr. J. C. Tache.

Madome ‘Elizaboth Van Heas Ten
Broeok, twho died on the Feast of St.
Joseph, at the convent of the Sacred
Heart, (Eden Hall, (Tarresdale, Pa., was
an extremely mteresting peraonality,
chiefly us a convert to the faith froox
the old Dutoh Frotestant stock, which
;ma given alsoito the Church 10y Amelr-
iva tthe late Ofost Rev. Jas. Roosevelt
Bayles, iD.D., eighth Archbishop of
Baltimore, knd the Rev. Henjry van
Remsqlaer, 8.J., of New York.

Harriet Spencer DeCosta, wife of Dr.
Benjamin IF. DeCosttla, the well-knawn
wonvert, (died at hedc home in New
York last week. Mirs, DeCostn was a
daughter bf Harvey Spencer, and was
a mvidow when she married Dr. DeCasq
ta. iHer cocentrivities are maid to
have icen caused by the death of her,
son. Dr. DeCosta and his wife were
pergmally yiresented to the Pope on
3, visit to Rome some years ago, and
received the Pope's blessing, which Dr.
DeCosta  afterward enumerated as
among the influences which led him
to leave his former faith.

Mrs. Kingsley-Tarpey, who publisha
od flast week a first volume, entitled
“Idylls bf the Fells,” is 2 daughter,of
‘the date Mr. John Kingsley, of Many
chester, who was in carly years a -des
voted ¥riend and fellaw-student of,
Thomas Mavis. Sir Cbarles Gavan
Duffy {n his “Memoir of Thomas Da-
vis,” lquotes some of Kingsley's letters
td his friend. Iz was in replying to
him in 1845, asking for guidance in the
ptudy bf Irish histary, that Thomas
Davis tnade his most earnest injuncs
tion ito study Gaelic. “The native lan-
guage,” tie insisted, “should be chers
ished mot omly because it was the most
necessary Enstrument of all original
rescafch fn our early history, but be«
oause heithout it the geography, mu-
wic and nomenclature of the century,
would be unintelligible.”

.oy N
A POLISK NOVELIST.

Henryk Siemkicwicz has writien,
purely €rom a love of the art. Indeed
{z¥ Poland, authorship, unless combin.
ed avith journalism, s a Juxury which
pona but the rich can afford. ‘Auth-
ors thope are ithe hacks. of -the-book-
nellers. The comditions ld Grub street
prevail, land the paywent:for a'wheey
of mixteen pages falls below ivhat eveny
a moderately popular author in Eng~
Jand receives for his -thousand fvords.
Fortunately for modeny literature,
Sicnkiawicz s a My of fartune. A
curious Ipafticularity about Sienkie-
wirz's tnethod of avork is that he ina
variably.uses red ink. His red inK is
as fmuch his detish as the golden dry-
éng-sand is Zola’s, or the little Nur-
cmberg figurines are dbsen’s. Heis a
great jtraveller and a lover of sport
and adventire. He bas beld bis own
against pirates, he has shot lions,
he has fought avith crocodiles on the
banks vof the Kingarzi Wami, and has
been ittacked by {an infuriated hippo-
potamus.

She isa pretty Canadian girl, spends
ing the avinter in Berlin and wrestling;
with “that awful German language”
whish Mark ‘Twain has so delighttully,
described ; but if har German is pain
ful tohar ncghbars it cannot Le more
astonishing than the English to which
she is compelled to listen. She has
written back to her friends in Amer<
tea the trecord of her exploits irg belle~
ship and as modestly as is becoming
im one with a long line of social suc.
cesses.

“I must write you an cxtracl," she
8ays, “from a mote one of the German
affscers aveote me.  He is # .ationed at
Bremen, but came up hege for his holi.
days and took mc Lo a diunce. The
apirits Leay witness I shull never go
to another Gorman dance. But thie
i the extract j—

“] amx glad that I made your ‘asso.
cintion on my holydays, and that I
could be about you on the last hours
of my prescuce st Berlim on the ball,
whioh shs1l be Ly you the mast agrees
able dancing.’

“As 3 that were not sufficient in
the avay of elegant Englich phraseols
ogy dar we to thiwk over for the cims
ter." ehe coantanties, “he hys sent me
o photograph of hanselt and hasawrits
ten 3~

“May it b¢ an romaining remems
bhranoe of some wonderfully fine toe
sether spont fartuastely days®

“Hegho! Ilis muther has been here
to megoliate avith my mother in true
Gorman gtyle—but nay. 1 fear that

aftoc ave were married, cur days would:
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ot be wo ‘wondcriully-fine together
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