The First Voyage. all your advantages any woman who was (and the farms and the coal mines and the gu mighs rise s step higher in virtue,

L
My little one'’s golrg to sea,
1v’s lonely my heart will be ;
O, pitiless wind,
For once be kind,
And bring him again to me,”
“‘But, mother, it’s not for long,
And see, I am brave and strong ;
The stars of the night .
Are clear and bright, ‘
And hark 1 to the old Breton song I’
(Sailors sing on boarg.)
““The sea is great and our boat is small,
But heaven is greater than sea and all,
Ave Maria I”

IL

[Che little one lightly sprang
Oan board as the ors sang,
And leaving the pier,
e o
Half gayly, rang,
He logied ab his motier there,
Her hands were clasped in prayer,
While steady and strong
The old Breton son,
Rose through the midnight air,
“Tae sea is great and our boat is
Bat Heaven is greater than sea and all,
Ave Maria |”
J. L. MoLroy in Wemple Bar.

GENEROSITY.

Chris Whelan came out from the theater
in a state of mental exaltation, The play
he had been leein%l was tragic and the
hero heroio—very heroic, very noble and

self-sacrificing. In the auditorium ,the

not & fool would jump at you,”

*“You forget one thing,” said Whelan,
slowly ; *“ any woman won't do. I am fond
of Madge P No,” he went on after
a %6 ; *“ no, Tom, I can't think of it.”

at the answer showed Davis that he had
been thinking of it,

They sat silent fora mocaent or two and
then Davis tried again,

“You remembr that feiiow in the Bible,
Chris, that we used to hear about when we
were boys? The great man had flooks and
herds without numbers, you know. The
poor man had only one ewe lamb, ¥ ou are
in the position of the rich man ; don’t take
ker t1om me,”

‘“It’s sltogether diffirent,” said Whelan,
whose acriptural knowl, was vaque but
practical, since he mixsd Ty with
the fact and betwaen the two e ont his
case. ““It's altogetner different 3 Miss Parry
¢0a’0 belong to you like the lamb did to the
fellow in the story, and he was cheated out
of it, while no one is acting unfairly toward

ou. You did introduce ms to her, Iknow,
at I did aot know you liked her, and if I
bad, the trial was as free to me as to yop.”

“ That's all true,” said Davts, congratu-
lating himself inwardly on having taken the
right line at first. “That’s why I ask you for
generosity and not for justice, Some men
might say, ‘I introduced you to the woman
I loved, mutlngkyou not to supplant me,”
but Idon't ; I ask you to give up to me, not
because I have the best ht, but becanse I
have the greatest need. I love har as a pros-
perous man euch a8 you cannot love. She is
my riches, my society, my ambition, as well
as my love ; and what have I to offor ? what
means have I of winning her love in compar-
ison with you ? Dun’t you see how terrfbly
handi d Ishould be

women had ‘all been orying their mplex-
ions off and the men, who were just as
much ; moved, had had 4he additional
excitement of trying to look as if they
were not,

Fate had been very kind to Chris
Whelan. He was young, strong and
impressively handsome ; he was rich, well
born, well mannered, and throughly well
liked ; but yet he was not exactly content,
because, impossible as it may seem ln_ the
nineteenth century, he would have liked
to be a hero. 5

He had tried such means of self-sacrifice
a8 appeared open to him; he had gone in
for slumming when it was the rage, but
he did not catch a fever, nor lose his life
nobly rescuing some one from anything
disagreeable; moreover, several of the ladies
with whom he worked showed signs of
falling in love wita him, so he gave up
slumming as a failure. He had tried pol-
itics, choosing an unpropitions time to
attach himself to an unpopular party, but
did not fiad even that successful as
a means of self-sacrifice, fur his oolleagugl
simply worshiped him, and none of his
old friends made the least difference in
their behavior towards him.

Oa this particular night he walked home-
w"d' 13 g Ai s tad Ind. A The
path of romance and self-abnegation seemed
closed against him. He ssemed doomed to
perpetual enjoyment, which was commone
place and prosaic. He was so wrapped in his
own thoughts that he scarcely noticed when
some one touched him on the arm.

‘““Hello, Davis,” he said,
**where do you come from 1

“ I have been to your rooms,” said Davis.
“They told me there vhere you were, I
tried to wait till you came in, ‘but I got so
impatient I couldn’s keep still, so I came to
meeb you.’

Whelan was still only half recalled from
his own castle.bnil, . ¢ All right ; do you
want anything ' he s

‘! Yes, I want—generosity.” ;

Davis would rather have said *justice,”
but some instinctive knowledge of his
friend’s character told him that he would be
much more likely to get what he wanted if
he called it by the more attractive name,

o be just is only one’s duty ; thatis why
one so seldom does it ; but thersis soms-
thing fattering to one's vanity in the mere
name of generosity.

Whelan was thoroughly interested now.
* You are in some trouble,” he said, “‘and
I can help you._ ;Come into the Mall and let:
ma X
They walked along slowly in the shadow
of the trees, silent at ficst, bat presently
Davis began his appeal.

‘* Chris, old fellow,” hesaid, * we have
been friends a long time.”

“ We have and mean to be, come what

absently ;

VyVhelAn half expelagt:d a contohl:lon olfl
murder, forgery or bigamy, or per Py &
three, ’nndg :ryu fairly reveling in the
thoaght of how steadfastly he would stand
by his friend.

Davis went on,

* You are a lucky fellow, Whelan ; you
are ricn, popular, in gooa society, a favorite
with the Eut sorp of women.”

“ Well, yes,” said Whelan. - It was all
true, and he did not see any need to deny
it.  “ Well, yes, what then ?”

“Oa the other hand, I am—well, not
anything to look at or to talk of—a person
of no account whatever. I want you to see
olearly how much that- is worth having
you have, and how little I have. I want
you to recognizs this and be generous.”

*‘I have not many virtues, Qom,” said
Whelan, warmly, “but [ know what
friendship is, and I shall not fail you.
Speak without any more preface; what
form is this generosity to take ?

*“ I want you to give up Madge Parry to
me.}’

*'Good God I”

‘Whelan stopped dead short in the middle
of a crossing. This sort of sacrifice had
never entered his mind. ' Davis had fairly
todrag him out of the track of the cabs
thad were rattling past ; the two sat down
on a seat in the shadow of the trees.

““I am askiog a good deal, I know,” said
Davis, “but I am asking it of a man who
can afford to give, and, as you sald just now,
1 don’s think you will fail me. I have very
livtle in the world ; I can’s think you would
have the heart to take from ml;g:ho lmhl({
have, secing you have e ching you con
d:.. An ’womn would fall in love with
you ; there is only this one in all the world
for me, She was on the verge of caring for
mewhen you came on the scene ; she -will
oare for me again if she does not see you any
more. Let me have this one of
luck, Chris ;

peace of good
spare it o me out of your infla-
ence. There’s Lady Lil'y Levison, who used
to share your Whitechapel wanderings—
she’d have yonany day, and small woader ; or

McoNamara' ter, the beauty—prond
u‘-hh.lh:m be prouder to marry
Among all the women who would be
MAITy yoa osn’t you some one
else, and leave

*| fact he never doubted ?

adge to me? Why, with !

you ? What could happen to me but defeat ?

in a contest with | a0

scenery, and %o ruralize generally. He went
gladly enough, and had s pleasant time, al-
most as pleasant as the old days ab Tooting,
Davie was full of triumph in his new posses:-
fons, but he did not bore his guest with
them ; he leb him off easily as far as mour-
taineering and farm were concern-
ed. Bat on ome point he was rosolute,
Whelan must go down a coal mine,

Whelan agreed, but he was nov very en-
thusiastic about the expedition ; so it was
rottpnnod time after time until the da -

ore he intended brnim

Mre. D.svti:. rember| - ;
yet seen the mine, posed that they sho
walk do“th.:ydlm b it that morning. Davis
agreeing, t no tume in se g out,
but, half way there, they met the msnl‘f:r.
who reminded Davis that it was a holi Y,
and the men were not workirg,

*“Daar me, 80 v is,” sald Davis, “I had
quite forgotten. What is to be done? We
can’t let you go back withowut seeing our
mine, Whelan,”

“We can go all the same, can’t we 1’ aske
ed Madge, “Ib is the mire we want to see,
nob the men, I have not been down myself
yet and I want to go so mach. Youm can
find us a guide, I suppose, Mr., Wyatt ?’—
this to the manager—*‘and if you have not
any engagement yourself to-dsy, perhaps you
would come with us,”

Mr. Wyattsaid he should be most happy,
and set off to find a guide, and in due time
the party found themselves wandering about
in the dark and dirt and bad Mir, and trying
to pretend that they liked it because it was
& new sensation,

Mr. Wyatb and the guide had wandered
to a little distance. Madge was jast assert=
ing vigorolnly that she wounld never allow

y ¢f the children to come fato this dread-
ful place, and that she wished they were all

And 1 tell you that in this matter defeat
will be bitterer than death. {t will be hard
to bear—such a blow from such 2 friend, from
my friend, too, who is armed so much better
than I that I have no chance against him,’

Whelan did not answer. He sag lookin
absently at the clear, silent, iroufly sky. Th
Mall was getting empty now, and the cold
&nre night air was quieting and pleasant,

he surprise with which he had listened to
his friend’s request began to wear off; the
feeling of exaltation which had filled him
when te left the theater began to reacsert
itself. He remembered how eagerly he had
longed for an opportunity of self sacrifice
bub half an hour ago, and was almoat asham-
ed to see that,now his opportunity had come,
it was doubtful whether he would avail
himself of it. He looked across a4 Davis,
and saw his attitude of utter and hepless
dejection; he fancied too, that he saw tears
in his eyes, and was profoundly touched.
At the moment his friend’s plsad seem-
ed to him full of force and tragh, There
could be no question which of the two want.
ed (to use the only available word) Miss
Parry most. Would it not be contemptible
to use all his uc tlonable advantag
against a man who had absolutely no power
of competing with him? So easy a victory
wonld be no glory, but to resign a certaiz
victory was true generosity.

Afver a long pause he spoke.

““ You think she will have you, Davis 2’

I am sure of it.  If not, you cap still try
your chance, you know.’”

‘ Leave my chancs ont of the question
and try your own, and I wish you success
with all my heart, Tom.”

Three months later the marriage of Miss
Parry and Mr. Davis was annonnced. in the

pers, and Chris Whelan, who had been

eeping himself out of the way through the
best part.of the sesson, now felt himself at
liberty to return to town.

*‘ ¥ou won’v mind my locking yon up oc-
casionally, Ieuppose?’ he said to Davis F
I shall like to W how you get on.”

““ Oh, ‘come by all means,” Davis sald en-
thusiastically. *“ You have the right to see
the result of your generosity, and you'll
congratulate yourself w you do see it.
We ;ro making a success of marriage, Madge
.nd n

80 Ohris went, The Davises had nothing
of what is usually termed * sition,” but
they had a cosy little place at ooting, where
Chrisgot in the way of often,
indeed, alway# sure of a warm welcome from
his friend and his friend’s wife,

Mrs. Davis, indeed,-was particularly gra-
clous and cordial voward her husband’s
friend, but now and them Caris caught a
glimpse of something behind her friendly
manner that pozzled him. She was the
most charming and lovable woman he had
ever seen, and of course she was passionate-
ly attached to her ugly, commonplace hus-
band. This was quite as it shonld be, only
why did she so labor to convince him of a
8o time wore on,
and if he begln to find that the hours spent
in his friend’s house were the only hours
worth having fn his life, the discovery did
not disturb him much. H: went at his own
risk ; Davis was glad to have him, and
Mndie wae safe in her exagger-
ated love for her husband,

Now it lngepened that while Davie and
his wife had been on their honeymoon they
they had fallen in with an old uacle of Davis’
who was a great admirer of
and he had been so taken

them llmtudhb‘aly made ht.iI. wﬂ:l n his

nephew’s favor, ‘a8 a recognition of i!iood

sense and cla;orneu in securing such a

«charming and amiable woman as his wife,”
The old man said no

& hel,
to her in all the long -ml;:z

with poverty which followed their mar-
riage, and took mno n>tice when he was
eir second child was called
;:t:‘r‘:!::. .l.l‘!,n'v if he for
orgot to
and when at last news of his death
Davisin London, he found himself the owner
of a good railway stock, a fine old country
house, several well-lep

of course, entirel revolutionizad the
three lives, Dubudhﬁ wife had

impromptu or matter-of-course visits quite

out of the question,
At the end of the season Mr. and Mrs.
Davis went to Wales, buo their departure
little difference to Chrls, .&o sep

made :
untlo:'or!’tlu Past month had been 80 come

Presently, however, he received a letber

from the Davises asking him o s fow
days with them, to hmmmdm

well out of it themselves whena sudden omin-
ous sound was heard. Instingtively they all
stood still and waited ; there wasa loud, dull
roar—a shaking, asit seemed, ot the very
foundations of the earth—a crash, and then
the whole roof of that part of the mine near
which they stood fell in and there was dead
silence and black darkness,

Davis was the first to speak.

““Nobody need be alarmed if we are all
here,” he said. ““Madge, are you all right?
Whelan? That's well. And Wyatt and
Darrick 1

Neither Wyatt nor the guie snsweréd;
they had been some distance avay when the
root fell in, and it was too evident that they
were buried beneath the ruins,

“Well,we are all-right,” said Davis. “Lot
us be thankful for that, at least, I don’y
know much of my owx mine yet, but I know
we can’t be very low down, we must be
quite near the surface,in fact, snd they know
at the house where we are, ® we have a
good chance of being rescued.”

But even while they spoke they heard
other explosions, ons after amother, in dif-
ferent parts of the mine, and presently oae
in their immediate neighboriood was fo'-
lowed by a rush of hot air, snd then by a
stream of water which quickly covered the
bottom of the space where they stood,

““Good heaven, this is serus!” exclaimed
Davis; ““Jittle as I know, I tnow what this
means. The water keeps coming in and
there is no outlet for it, We are in great
danger .Madge, where are yout”

Madge struggled througi the fas- rising
waver toward her husband's voice and clung
to him desperatel!

“Tom, T, she cried, “‘you speak of
danger. Tell me the truth. Do you mean
—is it death?”

“I am afraid it is.’

She gave a little fmothersd cry and fell
back :‘nw hcir husbawd’s arms. She '.:h not
a particularly couragous weman, and there
wz small wonder if he way terribly fright-
ened now. There vas a long silence, and
then Whelan spoke,

““Good God, Davs, can’v you say any-
thing vo comfort her' To make it seem
easier ? It's your plac to help the poor child
to bear it,” .

‘'She has fainted,’ said Davis, shortly.
“Ivis beit so. Shewon’sfeel it so much

mu’i .

¢ An awful end,” sid Whelan, shudder-
ing, * An awful endfor her. It ismadden.
ing. I ome could oni do something to save
her—something to heb her,”

Some hing in his torm ans z>d and even in-
terested Davis, in spbe of his own horror.

*Why, Whelan,” ae exclaimed, *youn
don’t mean to say ya care for her soill 2
Thst you have been ging on caring for her

these years 1’

repeated Whelan. “All this
time? why, of coursel do, I sbould have
gone on -l{ my life anl hers, however long
we had both lived. Yo have made her very
bappy, Tom, so it is ust as well as it is,
butif 1'd known at thy time what it would
cost I don’o think I cold have done it, and
if you had known I dw' think you wounld
have ascepted the sacrfice.”

“What sacrifice ?”

i‘\v‘lﬂl ;‘mﬂﬁoo! z e

b was Madge who poke, star m
her husband’s arms ad qnntlon.ll:g with
Ppassionate eagerness,

* What sacrifice? ]wasnot fainting ; if
I had been I think I wwuld still have heard
such wordsas those. Vhat sacrifice ?”

** Never mind now, Xadge,” said her hus-
ban1, fi for her inthe dark ; *“ it is all

now, e have mly a few moments

v to live. Don't let us say anything to
T e et

ge flang away his han .

** What ::grlﬁooy! { will know ; I will
understand before I de, What sacrifice ?
Speak, one of you I”

be reaonable,” said Davis,
the ustal *‘husbandese” for
me,”! “Itis & past matter
between Whelan and me."

She broke away and stood apart from
both of them,

““It concerns me, too,” shesald. “I know
%o much already. My, Whelan, you know

heard ;* finish the story.”

*“ As you will,” said Chris, “Tom, I think
Ihave a right o tell her now. It is only
that we both loved you, M 8 you
heard just now, but Tom asked me to give
yotu? b0 him because he needed yon most,
and 1 did so. 1t was hard to bear ab the
time—it has been harder since ; but as it

well I am content,”
the word rang shar iy
the darkness, “‘Content—yes, ws
bave both been content when we might
have been happy. Oh, why did yom do
16! Why you do 61"

She had come cloe to him now and
seizing his arm fieroly.

“‘“y did you do it ? what m had
you to ;lealoo me that you .Iﬂ:
generous anerous | no, you wete ge
and oruel ; you trod on my heart that

o cndnin,

S s

as I a stake at cards thap you should
let your friend win me good
pature ? Was Ia place in the world that
you should step aside and rdﬁn me b0 him ?
Was I not a heart and sou , &
who surely had a right to
own disposal ?”

*‘ Bat, Madge,” cried Whelan, amazed at
her anger,
If you had refused Davis—"

*‘ Refused ~—-Can you not understand ?
You both came to my mother's house, and I
thought—I h —no matter now what I
thought and hoped, for you left me without
& word—and it seemed to me that ou were
fickle and he was true, aad that I been
foolish aad blind to have believed in you,
and to * o m| me,
o love n.. when you had left me. What
wonder i’ ' was touched by his patience,
won by ni. faithfulness 1" g

“But v.u seemed so fond of your hus-
band, «o Lappy, that I was almost glad—"

“ Seemed I" she cried bitterly, ¢ Was I

who I thought had liked me and

f. me, think that I regretted you ?

So you were glad of your werk, were you?
Ah, you are very noble, I know, Chris
Whelan, very unselfish, very generous ; but
¥our unselfisnness has blasted my life,
ur generosity has wronged me griev

Yo
ously.

‘“Madge !” cried Davis reproachfully,
‘‘have you no feeling for me that you speak
80? . Fne Inot been a good husband toe
you ¥ ’

“I can forgive you,”
“that is all. You have
butlyou less than he.”

Bsfore either of the men had time to an-
swer her another explosion shook the place
where they stood, there was a sound of
earth and stones falling into the water near
them, then the air grew suddenly lighter and
& cool breez: blew in their taces,

Davis gava a cry of relief,

““Look here |” he shoated, *“we shan't die

she. said quietly,
both wronged me:

this time. See, there’san opening up above ;
We are even nearer to the surface than I
thought. Do you see that big bowlder that
is uncovered now? We can climb up that
and then litt each other up 50 as to struggle

through the opening. We aresaved ! Cour-

age, Madgs! Whelan, for heaven’s sake,

stop looking so tragic ! Don’t you see we are
saved, man !

Whelan’s face did not clear.

**Come with me a moment, Davis,” he said,
“I have something to say to you,”

“‘Speak before me,” said Madge, firmly,
“Let us have no more private compacts be-
tween you,”

“Good,” said Whelan quietly. “Your
husband says we are saved. Don’t you see
that only two of us are saved? Who will
help up the third 1”

“Good heavens I” said Davis, “I never
thought of that.”"

*‘Tnink of it now,” said Chris; still epeak-
ing very quietly,

*‘You mean, thick which ?”

*‘Yes, that is what 1 mean,”

Perhaps in his heart Whelan felt that it
was his friend’s turn to be generous. Per-
haps he had some hope that Davis might
feel the same ; if 30, he was to be disappoint-
el. A man does nob grow in unselfishness
by living for years in the ecjoyment of the
result of a selfish action. A man who will
act meanly ap 25 is tolerably likely to act
still more meanly at 30,

““Well,” said Davis at length, “‘the third
of us may be saved, too. We conld bring
help.’

“Nonsense ; the water is’ rising too fast
for there to be any chance help coming in
time. The one who remsins here must
die,”

““Well, you know, Chris,” said Davis, with
& good deal of shame in his voice, buta good
deal of stubbornness, too, “I'm a married
man and I have children, and now that I
have all this property I have very heavy re-
sponsibilities ; and "‘uﬁ'k"" know, when-
ever one hears of a case like this, itis always
the unmarried man who offers to stay. I
really think it should be you.”

‘Y ou think s0? Suppose we leave it to your
wife vo decide,’

Davis hesitated. “I think that wiil be
hardly fair,” he began.

“‘But I will have it ¢o,” said Whelan, sul-
lenly. “If yon won’o consent Il refusg 6>
help you in any case, and we two will drown
together ; bat, if you will let Madge decide
I will abide by her decision. Whap do yeu
say !’

*‘I suppose I have no choice,” said Davis.
“‘Madge, which of us do youn éedde for "

“‘I will not choose,” cried Madge, passione
ately. T only wish it could be I who should
be left behind. It should beif 1 had strength
bo lift one of you and might have my way.
Settle the matter between you. You were
ready enough to arrange my life to suit your-
selves. Bat I am less ln:-giy“; I dare not
take such an awful oneibility upon my-

You are mad ::&E:h:v I could.” i

‘“‘ But, Madge,” sai helan, gently,
‘“ if it is true that we between us spoiled
your life, can we do more to atone than
offer you this choice now? If we only
thought of ourselves then, we want—at
least I want—only to do what is best for

you now. Choose,”

“ I will not., It is cruel to ask it.+ How
can I sentence either of you to death ? You
are the noblest man I ‘ever knew, but the
most blind snd crunel. Tom is my husband;
we have children ; we have lived together
all these years, and—and I have grown to
love him. Bat yet— Ob, Chris ! Chris |
God forgive your generosity ? But for
that .I' 0! bave loved a much better
man,

Chris drew back.

* Come, Davis,” he said, ** I've got my
answer,”

They nnﬂlod toward the bowlder to
gether, and without much difficalty climbed
to the top of it.

Whelan turned to Davie, “You will
first, I suppose, and help Madge fromtﬁz
w%r"

ut Davis had some vague suspicion in

his mind. If he left those two together he
might cever see Madge again.
'No; my wife first,” he said.

i gu'll letme? I am the atronger, you

‘‘Thanks. Now, Madge.”
He took her in his arms to raise her, then

(]
h:r{lonmo, I
mada a great mistake, but I meant will. Ican
dono more than say I’'m sorry,can I? Don’t
you think you might be = little

| rising

‘‘one word,  How could I know ? | in,

He was ready | his d

Madge'’s
erly, What was in her mind ? Wlnt:'i-

wouid

to her lipa? Somet that
ble emu::w, or at least

make her life
make death lwm

“ M,

“Hallo ! Hallo! Is any one alive down
there 7"

It was Wyatt's voice, and Wyatt's good-
natured, ugly face peered through the opea-

*‘All there? A, that's good I Doarrick
and I got out all right, 80 we rushed off and
got a ladder, and now if you’ll jusv move
out of the way I'll let it down and you can
ﬁl{ come but of that ugly hole as soon as you

0. 3

Soin about three minutes the y
was over, and Whelan will never kpow to
hll:n was that Mrs, Dasis

months laber the papers gave
acoount of the marriage of Lady
Lillle Levison and Chris Whelan, but the
papers said nothing about one litsle incident
that took place, the ceremony, when
Chris had gone through all the m:mifold
promises that a bridegroom makes by order
of the Prayer Book

i ad loved him so loag and
and made another on his own

account,
‘* Lilly darling,

I promise you that I will
never be generous

again as long as [ live,

How to Hide the Collar-Bone.

The editor of the “New York Sun”
recently been confronted with & poser, A
lady reader of his ocolumns, who believes in
his eacyclopedic knowledge, has writben Lim
thus :—*I want to ask you if you won'y
Please give me an article on the development
of the throat—directions about the prope
exercise to take to hide my collar bome, I
am plamp enough otherwise, 8o my scrawn
neck isn’t due to thinness of body generally.’
Not wishing to show the white feather ar
once he braces himself for the tack, but ip
is evident he realizas his inability to furnish
the information desired, He complains
that the lady has not been suffisiently.speci-
fic in her description of herself, that in ordcr
bo procsed intelligently and safely he ougho
to know something about the lady's age, and
a's> of her taste as to collar bones, Assum-
ing, however, that she prefers a collar bone
well hidden away in adipose, he meniions
certain dietary agents which she might em
ploy. “‘Starch, sugar, pie-cruet, and beer
have fattened numbers of parsons ; while
esfzgsl, m“t,dl:;illl::. ‘il;;dh Abom-omblo
of plum pu might be induced to ex

; Ring

bas

part of their Potentiality upon the olothi
of a collar bone, if accompanied by a
swinging of the arms ap lel:ftb, backward
and forward and op and down and by
a rolling of the head about, the exer-
cise to be pursned faithfully for twenty
minutes every day for a year, and care being
taken not to aprain the neck when the oper-
ations with the head are first easayed or
vigorously performed. Nevertheless he ad-
monishes his fair questioner that ** none of
the expedients in question are sure, Nature
watches very jealously over parts of her
handiwork, and it may be that the collar
bone of our correspondent is one of the mat-
ters with which nature is so satisfied that
the will brook no change in it.” And thus
he runs on chrough nearly a column of
humorous and sarcastic banter, torturing
without mercy the silly creature who
imagined she had too much collar bone to
be consistent wich her ideal of beauty. Still
one can hardly blame the editor for pubting
her on the spit, for surely such a question
is naworthy of a serious answer. And yet
it is to be feared that this lady was only
one a little weaker than many others, who
know enough to hold their peace, but whose
highest ambition is to appear beautiful,
Not that beauty in itself is to be condemned
or discouraged, for the Creator loves the
beautiful ; but that beauty of form and

skould be sought after at the expense
of those finer qualities of the soul, whose
possession wil'l ure any face and
make it pleasant and winsome, is the thing
to be deplored. And this capital blunder is
being made by thousands every day.

The Successor of Henry Ward
Beecher.

Siace the going out ot the great light
which for forty years shone forth from
Plymouth pulpit, the public have mnot s0
frequently heard of the thingssaid and done
within that famous house of worship. And
yet the death of Henry Ward Beecher has
not proved the destrucsion of the soclety to
which for so many years he rendered acoep-
table service. 'he labors which he instis
tuted have been taken up b‘y his successor,
and the organizations of a philanthro.
plc character which Plymouth Church
carried on, have not bsen allowsd to col-
lapse or decline. Thonih several monthe
have elapsed since the choico was actually
made, the formal installation of Dy, Lyman
Ahbot as succassor of Mr, Beecher. did noy
take place until Thursday the 16:h inet,
On that occasion, D:. Abbot made a atate.
ment of his theological views. No one can
mistake his position in relation to the “‘new
departure” or what has ben called ‘“‘pro-
gressive orthodoxy.” When asked to ex-
plain the doctrine of the Trinity he
replied, “God is ®o grest“and I am
8o small that I cannot explain it.” Concern-
ing his oreed he atated ‘I count the ressur.
rection of Christ as the best attested fact
in ancieut history.” He declared in clear
aud emphatic tones his belief that Christ was
God in man ; that the gospel history is an-

; and that Jesns not only wrought
the miracles recorded of him but that He
rose from the dead and is alive for ever
more. Touching the question of probation
after death, he * iated as uneori ptural’
the dogma that his earthly life ended proba
tion. b the hypthesis that Christ will be
preserted in another life to all whoe have
not known him here, he did not accept be-
cause there was a lick of .vldnlo;:o npp:rt
iv. Th bnzrltullono . Beecher
whomh?-‘n he is not 8 copyist of his
spiritual father. Indeed, in nothing does he
resemble his lamented r more thao in
his independence of thought as a religious
thinker, The management of Plymouth
Church feel confident vhat they are entering
upon an era of prosperity which will rival
that of former times. R :cently their annual
sale of pews realized the gr:df sum of
$17,000. not eq!
amount nod% l:bi?:h Beecher’s day comes
well up to the $20,000 the nsual annual in-
come from this source when the great orater
occupied his pulpit throne.

The prospects are that emigration

lul;: Britain during the
be lees even thar last year,

to Can-
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