
“Jedge not, That ye be let Jidged."

Perobsnoe the friend who cheered thy early
Hie yleîdîd to the temper’s p 
Yet why shrink beck and d 

skirt.
Am though her very touch would do thee
Wilt thou prove stronger In temptation’s 

hour?

Perehance the one thou trusted more than 
life

Has broken love’s most sacred vow;
Yet Judge him not-the victor In life's 
Is he who beeretb beet the burden, life,
And leaveth Ood to Judge, nor questions 

how.
Bing the great song of love to all, and not 
The walling anthem of our woes.
Bo live thvllfe that thou may eat never feel 
Afraid to say, as at Hie throne you kneel, 
••Forgive me, Ood, as 1 forgive my foec.”

ower;
raw away tby

strife

TEE MISSION CROSS.

CHAPTER I.
8ATURDAT MQHT IN BOSE COUNT.

Give me i penny, mother ; come, now. 
joit one ; I’m 10 hungry, end I went to 
get n bit of breed for my «upper.” The 
•peeker we, e little girl of about thirteen 
yean, but stunted In growth, and thin and 
white, with large dart eye, which looked 
up eagerly Into her mother',. She «bleered 
a, ,he «poke, rubbing her hand, agalnit 
her ride,, and drawing a tattered kerchief 
tighter round her throat, while her ihort 
skirts fluttered In the Icy northeact wild, 
and the tom ,lee?e «bowed a thin little 
bare arm, all red and blue mottled with 
cold, a, «he «hook her mother'» »kiit to 
make her liiten.

The woman waa swaying 
the parement, dizzy and

to and fro on 
reeling with 

drink, and a look on her face which 
Homed uncertain whether to nttle Into a 
scowl of drunken anger or an Idiotic 
laugh. The child seemed to know this, 
too, and fear it, and, with quick cunning, 
taught by many a beating, «he glanced 
«lealthlly at her mother’, face ; then, lift
ing the right ,tde of her «kirt, she dipped 
her hand Into the pocket, and fdt nimbly 
for any «tray copper which might yet re
main.

“Not one left,” «he muttertd, after this 
hasty search; and,recognizing the uaslasa- 
neu of further demands, «he turned and 
left her, sauntering «lowly and shirerlngly 
down the «tract. The woman staggered 
on a few paces, turning into a little court 
close at hand. Then ebe looked stupidly 
to right and left, as if trying to remember 
in which houie «he lived ; when all at 
once a rude lad came tumbling patl, and 
rant her flying, with a well planted blow, 
againet the opposite door. She fell with 
a howl of curies, and a cry of “Murder 1 
help !" to which the door opened, and a 
working man, unwashed and haggard 
looking, with pipe in hand, appeared upon 
the step.

“What, Kitty, lt’« you, Is it ? And 
drunk again ?” he added, with a groan, as 
he recognized hli wife in the huddled.up 
mate upon the pavement. Then, taking 
her by the arm, he half led, half dragged 
her Inside, and down a long, dark passage 
to the kitchen which was their ho

“Look here,” he continued, holding her 
firmly with one strong hand and giving 
her a rough eh«ke, “where’s the money I 
gave you this morning to get ue a bit of 
eome’at for Sunday’» dinner 1'

The woman began to whimper help, 
leuly, and tried to twist hereelf ont of hia 
grasp. He pushed her toward the corner 
cupboard, whose wide open door «howed 
that some one had lately been searching 
in vain for what it should have yielded.

“Where’s tbe tea ?’’—a thump with his 
fist—“and the bread ? and the bit of meat 1 
and the butter ? No matches! And the 
fire out and all ! Here’s a pretty home 
for a man to come back to on a Saturday 
night You’ve gone and spent my money 
on your drink, you beast.” And he flung 
her from him with an o sth. Then, taking 
his hat from the table, he passed out and 
left her, locking the door as he went. 
Turning out of the court, he met the child 
coming slowly homeward.

“Lizzie,” he mid, stopping before her, 
“don’t you go Indoors till I come. Your 
mother’s drunk again, and I'm off. You 
can sleep at the Rsffertye’.”

“I haven’t had no supper,” she answered 
him, wistfully glancing upwards.

“Haven't youl Well”—he put his 
hand into his pocket and drew out a few 
coppers—“I gave her money this morning 
to get us Mme things, but the fit’s on her, 
and it's all gone. Take this, and make it 
last yon till middle day to-morrow.” And 
he dropped the coppers Into her out
stretched palm, and walked on down the 
street.

The child’s eyes brightened as she 
counted the penes; she stood still for a 
moment looking after her father, as If to 
watch him safely out of sight, then darted 
acroes the street Into a baker’s shop. Pres
ently she re-appeared with half a small 
loaf under one arm, aud after walking a 
few steps to where a great blaze of light 
shone out Into the street, she pushed open 
a heavy swing door, slipped through, and 
found herself in a familiar place, light and 
warm, and crowded with men drinking at 
a long counter, or lounging on benches by 
the door.

“Penn’orth of gin, 'arf and-’arf and 
the little hand reached up to the counter, 
tendering a copper in exchange for the big 
tumbler, not half full of gin-and-water, 
which was pushed towards her. She drank 
It slowly, with Infinite gusto, drawing a 
deep sigh as, the lut drop drained, she 
replaced the empty glass and turned to go.

"It’s werry good," ain’t It 1" said a big, 
burly carter, pausing to look down 
j rvlslly, In tbe act of tossing off a glass of 
beer, at the thin, small figure beside him. 
"But you oughtn’t to be beginning that 
game yet, little un. Whatever Is your 
mother thinking of to let you come here ?"

The child looked up, half saucy, half 
ashamed, “Mother does It herself*” she 
answered ; “she drunk now." And she 
turned and went out of the place, with a 
qulcx glance round to assure her.elf that 
there was no one there who would recog 
nlze her and tell her father on the morrow. 
Presently -he was knocking at a neigh
bor’s door, a second Hoot front room 
nearly opposite their own house.

"May I sleep here to-night along with 
Polly, Mrs. Rafferty ?"

The woman nooded aérant without 
speaking, as she bent over the saucepan, 
In which a savory mess was stewing for 
her husband’s supper. Some half dozen 
children were tunning about playing 
"catch" round the hie deal table In the 
middle, with slices of bread end treacle In 
their hand* which they stopped to bite

me.
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every now and then. A baby 
filthy tags screamed unheeded In a comer 
of the big bed by the window ; aud a boy 
of nlnrn perched on the window-sill, leent 
over a bock to catch the fading light end 
shouted out his lessons above the din.

“Polly, do take up the baby: don’t you 
see I'm getting your father’s supper ?”

“Twice four are eight, twice five are—"
“Mother, mother, Tommy's hitting 

me !"
“Hit him back, then !”
“Twice six ate twelve, twice—twice—”
"Who’s that cornin' In ?”
"It's me, Lizzie Willie; I've come to 

stop with you, Polly,”
“AU right” responded the girl, picking 

up the baby, and going outside with It In 
her arms. “Let’s sit here till father comes 
home, and then pethepe he’U give us a bit 
of bis supper.”

So the two girls sat down together on 
the stairs, Poüy with her beby and her 
slice of bread and treacle, and Lizzie with 
her half-loaf, and they chatted 
their supper with a will When it grew 
dark, “father” did come In, and gave the 
girls, as they expected, a few spoonsful 
of his hot stew, which they shared between 
them, nestling In a corner of the fireplace, 
after which they piled up some old clothes 
and racking on the floor, wrapped them
selves up, and were soon sleeping Mimdly.

clothed In CHAPTER IIL 
“von Birtna on for wonai.”

While Lizzie was sobbing herself to sleep 
In a dark corner of the little kitchen In 
Rose-court, the congregatlone of cU the 
neighboring churches had been pouring 
out from crowded aisles and over heated 
galleries Into the fresh, chill alt of the 
October night.

Two young people—one a 
his Sunday brat, the other a pretty, bright- 
faced girl, perhaps too daintily dressed, In 
her coquettish flower-trimmed hat, bright 
necktie, and beflouneed blue merino dress

A HIDDEN TR1ASUEE. the Bahamas, nor a bay, nor cove on the 
shore», but what hee been sxplored over 
and over."

“Exactly,” replied Stebbine, as he rose 
to spit over the ralL “If anybody has 
found the treasure then we shan’t get It”

“Of course we shan’t,” replied the wife, 
and that closed the conversation.

Neither one of tfiem had been to sea 
before, and while we were running down 
the Florida oosst both were terribly sea
sick. They were eround egein as we came 
up with the cape, however, and when the 
captain asked Stebbine which one of the 
Bahamas he should steer for tbe men con
sulted hie «ketch afreeb, compared It with 
the captain’» chert of thow waters, and 
finally replied as he put his finger down, 
“This is Turk’s island?"

"Yee."
“That's where they get a heap of aalt.”

“Well, here’s an Island to the northeast 
of It, fifteen or twenty miles ewav.”

“Yes: that’» called the Little Cayeos.”
“Well, neow, you might bring up 

there.”
During the remainder of the voyage, or 

until we sighted the Island, the coolness of 
Stebblns and his wife was remarkable. 
The only game they knew how to play 
was fox and geese, and they played from 
morning till night and far Into the 
lng. We treaded our way among the 
various Islands to get to the east, and «alls 
were in sight every hour In the day, but 
this queer couple could hardly be Induced 
to raise their eyes from tbe game. Btsb 
bins was always on hand when the cap- 
tain pricked off the day's on the chart, 
and ft was evident that he was keeping a 
■ha.p look-out to see that we were headed 
In the right direction.

In due time we raised Turk’» Island, 
coming down from the north, asd then 
we kept off a couple of pointe until Little 
Oaycos was sighted. It 1» an island lying 
much lower than Turk’s almost sur 
rounded with dangerous ehoale and reef», 
and at the time of which I write tbe only 
settlers were traders, wreckers and fisher- 
men. There are harbours 
and west shores, hut by order of Stebblns 
we ran around to tho south side and 
dropped anchor about a mile from the 
beach. It was just at sundown, when we 
cime to anchor, and that evening the cap- 
tain gave them the use of the cabin for a 
couple of hours to look over their papers. 
The island, with all the indentions, as 
well as the ehoale, teefeand depth of water, 
was pictured on our chart, and they com 
pared their pen and ink sketch with this, 
and consulted another paper which none 
of u.i had before seen, until they came to 
a decision, I was looking down upon 
them through the open skylight from the 
corner of my eye, and I saw Stebbine 
strike the table with his fist, and heard 
him whisper :

“We’ve got It, sure asehooting !"
“Hush !” she admonished. “Of course 

we’ve got it We haln’t nobody’s fools, 
Jonas Stebbins. Do you suppose I'd have 
consented to put all our money Into this 
venture if there was a chance to lose it ?"

“By gum ! but we’ll be rich !”
"Of course we will.”
“Richest folks In the huil county ?"
“Yes, but don’t get excited."
They eat on deck for an hour or two, 

Stebblns smoking and his wife knitting, 
and as they were about to retire for the 
night I felt bound to ohiezve :

“Well, Mr. Stebbine, here we are in 
good shape and now, as I was sent to 
manage your business, you’d better ex
plain matters clearly. I may want to 
make some preparations for to-morrow.”

“How long will it lake you to get a 
diver ready to go down ?” he asked.

“Not over half an hour.”
“Well, that's all the preparations 

needed."
“Wbr.t. is the driver to go down after ? ’
Suntnin’ that won’t run away before 

morning,” answered Mrs. Stebblns, and 
with that both went below.

It was only natural that all of us 
should be curious about the expedition, 
but every attempt to find out anything 
had thus far been cleverly frustrated. 
The captain and I talked it over again 
for the twentieth time, and we oame to 
the aame old oondueion—that Stebbins 
had come on a wild goose chase after 
Mme old wreck. In our pique at his 
refusal to furnish particulars we 
almost hoped he wouldn’t find it Steb- 
bins was on deck at daylight next morn- 
ing, and his wife half an hour later, and 
after breakfast, when the captain asked 
for orders, the Yankee waited to fill his 
pipe before replying :

•T guess we’ll jog westward about five 
miles.” Tbe schooner was got under 
way, and when she had accomplished the 
distance named she wac about a mile off 
shore, in fifty feet of water, and midway 
between her and the beech wac a reef 
covered with more than ten or twelve 
feet of water at low tide. As the anchor 
went down the schooner’s head pointed 
directly toward the land, and Stebbins 
and hia wile appeared to make out 
some landmark, the sight ol which 
brought smiles to their faces. It was a 
beautiful morning, with only a slight 
breera blowing, and as the anchor went 
down Stebbins came to me and said :

"We shall have to go into the reef in 
a small boat, I suppose. Can a diver 
work from her ?”

I assured him that It could be done, 
and we got down the boat, put In the 
pump and dress, and were shortly ready 
to pull off. Stebblns and his wife were 
both to go, making a party of six of us. 
We pulled almost straight for the reef, 
potted a little after crossing It, and then, 
as we anchored In three fathoms of water 
I looked about and dlsMvered that we 
were in what might be called a brain, 
although it wu open to the east.

“Yes, this is the spot” said Stebblns as 
he stood up and looked around.

“I’d almost know It at mldnlght,’”addnd 
his wife.

"What am I to look for?" asked the 
diver as he donned hie dram.

“Some boxes about the size of them 
that axes come In,” replied the Yankee. 
“There orter be ten of ’em down there. 
They ate lion bound and purty hefty, 
but you hook on and we’ll do the haul- 
lng.”

The diver winked at me to express hie 
Incredulity, and then hie helpers screwed 
on hia helmet and got him over the side 
on the rope ladder. The water was won
derfully clear, and we eould follow him 
to the very bottom and see him move 
about He headed north and «tossed the 
bedel thtnot

around to the north, end after being down 
twenty-five minutes he came up with a 
shell, and said as Mon as cleat of his head- 
piece :

"Nothing but shells down there, sir. 
The bottom Is hard sand, and I could l ave 
seen a dime duwn there."

“Didn’t see the boxes?" gasped Stebblns.
“No, sir”
“Now, Jonas, don’t get excited," 

cautioned hia wile. “Them boxee is 
lying alongside o’that wall (reel) to the 
west. The wove» coming in from the 
east would shunt ’em over there.”
.."That's so," replied 8tebbine,and when 
the diver had rested he was directed to 
search in that direction, and the anehoi 
was lifted that we might hover over him 
u near as possible. He had not been 
down three minutes when he signalled 
us to haul away on the line attached to 
the tongs, and up came one of the boxee 
tbe Yankee and hie wife were searching 
after. In five minutes he had another, 
and inside ol an hour we had ten. We 
were excited lot—all but Stebbins and 
his better half. They seemed to take it 
as a matter of course, and after the diver 
had sent up the tenth box and came up 
to reet the Yankee said ; “Toere might 
have been an eleventh one. My bill 
calls tor ten, but there may be an 
tra one. And say, when you are down 
there kinder look around for 
coin or other stuff.”

Nothing further was lound, however, 
and that afternoon we stood away for 
New Orleans. When aboard the Mhooner 
Stebbins informed us as that there was 
15,000 dole, in Spanish coin in each box, 
and that every box wae in good order. I 
could not help but express my amaze- 
ment over the find, and he calmly replied:

“Well, you see, me’n tbe women are 
great hands to dream, and we 
it all out. There waan’t much chance lor a 
slip after we had both dreamed.”

But the pen and ink chart wae no 
doubt taken from the wallet of the 
sailor who died in the country tavern. 
—New York Hun.

One dismal, rainy evening In the fall of 
1857 a wayfarer entered a country Inn In 
Indiana and secured lodgings for the 
night. He was a sailor, be said, and was 
on his way to a town twenty mtlw distent, 
where he had ralatlvee. He was a stout, 
built, rugged-looking fellow, but next 
morning he wae lound dead In his bed. 
The above fasts were clearly established, 
but a certain other fact could only be sur
mised. Word wae rant to the dead man's 
ralatlvee, the coroner took charge of the 
remains, and all peranal effect» were 
turned over with the remalne. The de
ceased had a few dollars In money and a 
few trinkets, but the relatives at 
claimed that he had been robbed of valu
able papers.

The proprietor of the Inn wae a verit
able Yankee, including a hawk-bill nose 
and the legendary twang, and his wife 
wu hia Monterpart. He wae known to 
be sharper than steel In a horse trade, and 
he never put out a dollar that he did not 
get a big Intenet; but no one believed he 
had rifled the dead man's baggage. When 
the relatives were asked about the nature 
of the alleged valuable paper» they refused 
to answer, and this evasion threw doubts 
on their allegation. In a few weeks the 
affair blew over, and In about three 
month, the landlord and wife began to 
feel loneeome for the hills of old New 
Hampshire. This was an excuse for offer 
lng all their property for sale, and six 
monthe after the death of the stranger in 
the hotel the place paieed Into other 
banda

The next scene opened In New Orleans. 
I was then employed by Blank & Blank, 
wreckers, as general manager of the busi- 
ntsa We had three vessels, steam pumpe, 
divers, and all other necessary apparatus. 
I wae called Into the private office 
day. and there found Jonae Stebbine, the 
hook nosed Yankee who had raid out bis 
hotel in Indians. He had something to 
say, but he hesitated to say it It was 
half an hour before we could bring him 
to the point and then only 
three of ue had placed our bande on a 
small Bible, which Stebbins had thought
fully provided, and sworn never to reveal 
his secret. Then he brought forth two 
letters and a map, and we saw that an
other burled treasure crank had struck the 
city. Such Incidents were not uncommon. 
In the five years I had been manager we 
bad encountered a full dozen of theee 
cranks, and on two occasions the firm had 
lost heavily by entering into partner
ship which failed to pan out. As soon 
as Mr. Stebbins unfolded himself he got 
tbe cold shoulder, but he would not take 
it that way.

“Look here,” he said, as he tilted hie 
chair back, “do you take me for a fool?”

“Well partly.”
“Do you think I want a partership in

“Don’t you?"
“Not by a jugful! I want to hire a 

schooner and crew and divers by the 
week tor so many weeks. All are to be 
under my orders, and I am to have all 
that’s lound. Partnership! No, sir e-e! 
What's your lowest figures?"

He had shown us a roughly drawn 
map of the Bahama Islands, one ex
ecuted with pen and ink by some sailor. 
He wanted a schooner to proceed to one 
of the islands. All the apparatus he 
wanted waa grapnels and divers. He 
might want ue three weeks, but pro- 
bably not over two. It was finally agreed 
that he should hire by the day. He 
beat us down five dollars on the figure 
named, and an ironclad agreement was 
drawn up and signed, and he counted 
out 1,000 dollars in gold. A sum suffi
cient to pay us for three weeks was de
posited with a banker, and we at once 
began preparations lor the trip. It had 
been stipulated that Mrs. Stebbine wae 
to go along, and we had a state room 
fitted up for her.

This was the first time any treasure 
hunter had put down his own money for 
an expedition, and we could not doubt 
that Mr. Stebblns bad whateeemed to him 
a straight due, It was not out business 
to throw cold Water on his plans, even 
though we were firmly convinced that he 

uld return empty handed. The firm 
decided that I should go out in charge of 
operations, and a couple of days after the 
contract wae signed we were off for the 
Gulf. I expected the Btebblneee to be 
nervous and flustrated, but there was not 
a sign of It They were as cool as If going 
on a visit to a relative. As we were going 
down the river, I laid to him: "Now that 
the contract ie signed and we are under 
weight, I suppose you had as soon tell me 
about your treasure ?”

“Well, new," he drawled; "you might 
leave the schooner somewhere and try to 
cut In ahead of me, or we may be wrecked 
before we get there. I think you ate 
honeet and straight, but I can’t give you 
the exMt location.”

“No, Indeed, we can’t,” added Mrs. 
Stebblns.

“You see, It has taken every dollar we 
could rake and scrape, and If we don’t get 
that treasure we’ll be busted.”

"But you seem to be certain of getting
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—turned aside tram the stream of people 
pouring out of St Bede’s Church, and 
walked quickly In the dir ration of Ken
sington Gardens.

“We can walk up here a hit, can’t we 
Fanny?" said the young man, drawing 
her on. “We shall have lots of time to 
get beck to your place before half prat 
nine.”

“All right,” responded the 
what soberly, and even, as 
reluctantly.

He took a quick look Into her face, and 
drew her hand more tightly into his atm, 
walking swiftly on until they reached the 
comparative solitude of the railed off path 
lined with shrube and flowers, which at 
this hour wae almost deserted.

“Fanny,” he said, walking more slowly, 
"there’s something the matter with you. 
What is it?”

Bhe hesitated for a moment before 
replying, and then said :

“I've been thinking, Will, that it would 
be better for us to break off out engage- 
ment.”

“Good heavens, Fanny !—why ?" ex
claimed Will, almost dropping her arm In 
hie surprise.

Fanny hung down her head without 
answering.

“Come, my girl, you can’t throw me 
over all in a moment like this without a 
reason. Tell me what It Is."

“Well, Will, If you must know, I've 
been spoken to about It My praple say 
I ought not to marry you because—you've 
been seen—not sober. It’s true, Isn’t it ?”

The young man’s face fell as she locked 
up doubtfully at him, with a faint hope of 
denial Then, as he remained silent :

“Ob, Will, I thought.lt wasn't true ; I 
am m sorry.”

“I can’t say it Isn’t true ever, Fanny. I 
have taken a drop too much sometimes. 
But It's only because I haven’t got any 
home to go to. If you would only marry 
me now, Fan, you’d see how different I’d 
be. I wouldn’t be spending my money 
at the public, you know, if I could tire 
it to you to take cate of. Do give 
chance, Fan. It would just be the saving 
of me.”

“I don’t know what to do, I’m sure," 
the girl murmured doubtfully. •’! know 
one of my fellow-servants married a man 
that drank, and, oh, dear ! she has such a 
life of it?"

“It’s Jim Steven's wife your talking of, 
I suppose ; but just look what a dirty, 
lszy, helpless sort of woman she is, Fan. 
I don’t wonder any fellow drank that 
married her. Now, you, darling"—and 
hestood still and turned round to look at 
her—“just see what a bright, tidy, mao 
aging little Wife you'd make. You wouldn't 
always have your room In a steam and a 
mess, and wet elothee about and dirty 
floors, would you?"

“I don’t know, I’m sure," said the girl, 
smiling and b ushing In spite of herself at 
the sudden vieion conjured up to her of a 
home of her own. “I wouldn’t be like 
Molly Stevens, though.”

“And you do love me a little bit, don’t 
you ?” said Will, drawing her hand into 
his atm.

“You know I do, Will”
“Well, then, can’t you just fix the day 

now, and let ue be married right off? 
Here we’ve been engaged two years next 
Christmas, and walking together for ever 
so long before, and what la the good of 
waiting any longer ?"

“But, Will, my father’ll never hear of 
It ; you don’t know him. And, indeed, 1 
was going to talk to you about that. My 
stepmother says she won’t have me marry 
from their place, she hates the fuse of It. 
What am I to do ?”

"Haven’t you got any aunt’s or cousins, 
or anything of that ?" asked Will, cun
ningly perceiving that the fortress wae on 
the point of surrendering, and anxious to 
clench the matter,

“Well, there’s my mother’s sister, poor 
Aunt 'Liza. She married an Irishman, 
Rafferty, and mother never liked It ; eo a 
haven't seen much of them ; but she’s a 
good-natured soul—I date say she’d take 
me in.”

“That will do capitally, Fan dear. And 
didn't you tell me you bad been buying a 
nice cheat of drawers with part of jour 
last wages?"

"Oy, yes, Indeed, Will, such a beauty I 
And only fancy, our cook, and the girl 
next door, who is a friend of mine, have 
prombed to put their money together and 
give me a washstand with a marble top, 
Just think!”

So they talked over all their little 
purchases until Fanny’s last scruple! gave 
way, and she found herself promising to 
become Will’s wife on New Year’s Day, 
when he should take a holiday for the 
occasion besides the usual one on “Boxing 
Day,” when he suggested they might 
devote their spare time to the arrange 
ment of their new home.

Suddenly. Fanny, catching eight of a 
church clock, started violently.

"Oh, my, Will, It's half-past nine 
o'clock! I quite forgot all about the 
time I Do tun, now !” and, gathering up 
her drets, she started quickly off, 
stopping until they arrived at a row of 
small houses which went by the name of 
“Salem Villas, Kensington."

“Good bye, Will—wait, I’ve thought of 
something. Couldn’t you take the 
pledge ?"

“Take the pledge!” laughed Will, 
scornfully ; “I’m not such a diundard as 
all that, thank you Fanny. I tell you, I 
ehsll never drink sgtin if you*!! merry me. 
You don’t suppose I can’t stop myself ?"

Fanny laughed and shrugged her 
shoulders as she pushed open the light Iron 
gate.

“I hope not, Indeed. There, go away 
now—good night”
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A BITTER DISAPPOINTMENT.

Next morning Lizzie rose with the 
others, but mads as though she would have 
gone out when the rest of the party gath 
ered round the big deal table for breakfast, 
before going off to nine o’clock Maes.

“I've got rame bread left, Mrs.Rafferty,” 
she said, timidly, “and I can go and eat it 
In the streets.”

“Nonsense, child I” responded the kind- 
hearted woman, "come and have some of 

It isn't the likes of what you eat 
that will make any difference.”

Bo L*zzle eat down with the others. 
After breakfast she went across to her 
own home, and found the room empty, 

elghhors, wearied of Mrs. Willis’s 
cries, and efforts to let herself out, having 
opened the door for her from the outside. 
Bo Lizzie sat down In the desolate, dirty 
kitchen, and looked round upon the 
empty ehel

•T wonder if I eould not clean It up a 
bit," she thought to hereelf ; “I declare 
I'll try.

So she fetched a pall of water and some 
soap, tucked up her drees, and set to work 
to scrub the brick floor. Cupboard, table, 
chairs, and all were wet and shiny with 
soap when she paused, breathless and 
heated, to survey tbe result of her labors.

“It looks beautiful !" she exclaimed out 
loud, standing up to see the effect, aud 
pushing the hair off her brows with 
arm. “How I wish father would come 
and see it now ! And how nice it would 
be if mother never came home, and father 
and I lived here all by ourselves ! He will 
come home to dinner, I suppose. And, oh 
my ! there ie nothing in the house to eat I"

Quickly she disposed of pall and brush, 
and all other evidences of her labor ; fas- 
tened an old battered black hat over her 
tangled hair, and ran to a little shop some 
way off, whose shutters were perforce 
closed for Sunday, though the open door 
showed a brisk trade going on within. 
There Lizzie’s last pennies were spent in 
bread, tea and a bit of bacon, which she 
carried triumphantly back, half fearing 
lest her father should return before her 
slender preparations were completed. She 
lighted a fire, set the kettle on to boll, put 
out the bread an! bacon on the table, with 
an empty jug beside them, ready for his 
beer, to oe tilled when he should come.

“I would have got the beer too," she 
said to herself, "only I have not got a 
halfpenny left. If I had been buying for 
myself, I should have got a sausage ; but 
I know that father likes bacon best"

So she sat there, leaning her arms upon 
the table, waiting for a footstep at the 
door, and thinking how nice she could 
make their kitchen look If only she had 
her own way. She would have a nice 
little white muslin blind before the 
window, and a geranium In a pot upon 
the sill, some new red and white cups and 
saucers on the mantelshelf, and a bit of 
carpet on the floor. Then she had seen 
such lovely little tin kettles In a shop 
yesterday, just le-ge enough to make tea 
for two people, without taking eo long to 
holl as their only big bhtok one. So her 
thoughts ran on, and she hardly knew 
how late It was, until, feeling faint with 
hunger, she strained her ears to catch the 
sound of a church clock striking three.

“Three o’clock, and be is not In ! A fier 
all my trouble !’’ she thought, despond- 
ingly, feeling terribly disappointed.

It wee no use waiting any longs 
her dinner, evidently, so she made n 
a cup of tea, and toasted 
the braon to eat with her bread. Then 

more putting all things straight 
upon the table, she went out to watch for 
his coming along the street.

“Well, Lizzie Willie, what are you wait- 
lng for ?" said a thin, pale young woman, 
coming out of one of the houses with a 
baby in her arms.
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A TRUE CATHOLIC MARBlAGE.

THE PROPER DISPOSITIONS FOB ENTERING 
INTO TBE SACRED STATE.

In theee day» of the nineteenth cen
tury the busy and fashionable world ie 
often called upon to attend and rejoioe 
at the marriage of Mme notable penone 
about to enter upon that holy state of 
life. Yet, alas! how seldom are the 
bright anticipations of the wedding day 
realized. Do we not almost daily see 
sad and striking illustrations of the fact ; 
records in the newspapers of the increase 
of divorce, for maybe light and trivial 
causes. And what, it may be naturally 
asked, ie the cause of these sad realities?

Now, in the courts of equity or other 
tribunals of justice, thought and careful 
deliberation are el ways required and ex- 
ercised before the decision of a case is 
rendered; to the end that no injustice be 
done either of the parties to the suit.

This ie but just, right and proper. If 
such care and precaution are enforced 
in the daily and minor details of life, with 
how much more conscientious scrupulos
ity should this all-important and binding 
contract of one's life be considered and 
acted upon. How necessary that the 
parties seek Divine light and guidance, 
that grace be given them to exercise 
prudent foresight in the choice of a state 
of .life, and weigh well its solemn and 
sacred duties ?

What can be more beautiful than a 
truly “Oatbolic marriage” when carried 
out in the spirit of the Church ?

"Two souls with but a single lbought, 
Two hearia that beat as one.”

Kneeling at the altar before God’s 
anointed priest, offering and uniting 
their hearts to Him, and vowing in the 
August and Divine Presence the devo- 
tion of their lives to each other through 
His infinite mercy, finally consummating 
all by the worthy reception of the 
Blessed Eucharist and the nuptial bene
diction.

Imagine^ dear Catholic reader, the love 
end fervor with which the Divine Quest 
is received—eo much to confide to that 
Loving Friend, m many graces to implore 
and receive from His Divine Heart,

’Tie sublime ! Tbe glorious hierarchy 
of heaven itself is filled with gladness at 
sued a union.

Beautiful, perhaps not in the odd 
fashion of the world, nor asking its 
applause, but in the eight of Jesus, our 
God, His Mother most pure, and all the 
hosts of heaven.—Sacred Heart Union.
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LORD PAMERSTOX’S LAST WORD,

From Chambers Journal.
Lord Palmerston once made use of 

Mme very effective pause» which he 
eould not have prepared beforehand, 
and a sample of theee ie worth quoting. 
While electioneering al Taunton he waa 
greatly troubled by a butcher who 
wanted him to support a certain Radical 
policy. At the end of one of hie lord, 
ship’s epeeehes the butcher called out I 
“Lord Palmerston, will you give me a 
plain answer to a plain question ?"

After a «light pauee Lord Palmerston 
replied : “I will.” The butcher then 
raked : “Will you or will you not sup
port this measure—a Radical bill ?” 
Lord Palmereton hesitated, and then, 
with a twinkle in hie eye, replied : “I 
will.” Then he stopped. Immediately 
tbe Radical» cheered tremendously. 
“Not," continued hie iordehlp. ('Loud 
Conservative cheers). When theie 
oeaeed Lord Palmerston finished his 
sentence—“tell you.” 
diately retired.

#r for 
itself 

a thin slice of

once

looking out for father,” she 
answered, turning a bright face to her 
questioner, and smoothing back her flutter
ing lorks under the old black hat.

“Why, my girl, he isn’t coming home 
to-day. Did you not know? Oh! he 
told my man last night that he eould stand 
It no longer, and if he could hear of any 
work down In the country, he’d go right 
off there, end never come back. So I 
expect he’s gone."

“Oh, Mrs. Mills ! you don’t think he’s 
gone right away forever ?” exclaimed the 
child, bursting into a paselon of tears. 
“Heham’t left me alone with mother?”

“Well, I’m sure!" was all Ihe young 
woman eould ray. “Is your mother In ? 
D jean’ she know ?"

“Oh no?" sobbed the child, her tears 
bursting forth afresh. “Mother is out 
somewhere drinking; and I've been clean
ing up everything so nicely"—sob—“and 
got him a nice dinner"—eob—“end now 
he'» gone !"

“Well, I must eey It Is a shame I" com- 
men ted Mrs. Mille, Indignantly. “Come 
in, and eit in my room a bit, and pethepe 
he will eome, after afi.”

But be did not appear ; and Llzile wae 
forced to finish hereelf the meal m care
fully laid out, and creep to bed in her 
own dark ranter of the kitchen, where she 
eried hereelf to sleep at last, and slept lone 
end heavily, wearied out by hard work 
and unwonted motion».

it.”
“Oh, yee !" they replied In chorns.
“Ie the amount large."
They looked at each other a moment, 

and then Mte. Stebbine replied:
"Jonae, I think we can safely tell him 

eome few thing», for he leeme to wish ne 
well.”

“Yes, I guess eo."
“Well, then, we expect to get about 

150,000, dole, more or lew, in gold and 
ellver."

“Yee, that’s about the figger," added 
Stebbine, “and as we are both getting 
along In year» It will eome In handy. If 
you had that much money, Mr. Marvin, 
would yon buy a farm or move Into a 
el tv ?"

they seemed eo firmly convinced of tbe 
existence of tho treasure that I felt It my 
duty to warn them of possible disappoint
ment

“Yee, wo might poselbly fail, but 'taln’t 
at all likely, he replied. "We ain’t the 
sort of people to put up ourlait dollar on 
an uncertainty.”

“No, Jonae, we ain’t," added the wife.
"Was this treasure deposited years ego?” 

I raked.

They looked from me to eaeh other, and 
entiled in s knowing way. “Beeauw,” I 
raatinued, “theta «ant be a rod of any of

!
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Don't Bend This for $500.
For many years, through nearly every 

newspaper in the land, the proprietor» of 
Dr. Ssge’a Catarrh Remedy, who are 
thoroughly reeponelble, financially, ae 
any one can easily ascertain by proper 
enquiry, have offered, in good faith, a 
standing reward of $50C for a esse of 
nasal catarrh, no matter how bad, or of 
how long «tending, which they cannot 
cure.

TO BE CONTINUED. A Lucky Escape,
Mr». Cyrus Kllbome, of BearasviUe, 

Out., had what waa thought to belt cancer 
on her now, and was about to submit to a 
oanoer doctor's operation when aha tried 
Burdook Blood Sitters, which effected a 
radical cure. This medicine outra all 
bleed disseise,

Whether on land or sea, ou the prairie 
or In the crowded elty, Ayer's Fille ara the 
beet cathartic, being eon veulent, «Serai- 
oee, and eel».: For torpid Ever, indiges
tion, end eiek headachy they never nil to He mouth; thee
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