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ere esduted him, and discouraged ones found inspiration ing him upon the piano. Ae I have told yon, he was an 
in hie smile. He was always cheery, often singing and artiet. He played with his whole soul, speaking to

LiSS. -% whistling to himself, living a life of praiae—and for other eottle, bidding them reach up and take the infin-
*T was a black, bloruiy night. The wind howled and what? I often thought. it* love to warm their hearts into loving all mankind,

heat the sleety ram against the with lows with all the “It soon got to pe a habit of піійе to drop in at the How he talked to me with his music I
etreogth of Us fury. Only a thin sheet of glass separated noon hour, sometimes to buy, oftener to chat. He was “But on this special evrning, as we played, I noticed 
two pictures impressive in their contrast. Without were an educated man I knew by his speech, and he waa an Joe was trembling with emotion, and the tears fell and 
war, wufle ring, agony of uaeleaa stiuggle, and defeat; interested listener to my enthusiastic talks on my pet trickled down over hie violin. How that violin, sobbed і q, 
within were peace, laughter, happiness, the glory of study of shorthand. I often wished he would talk of too I
warmth, aed a blase of light Five girls, care-free and himself, but never a word about his past did he speak, “ *||y dear boy,* aald l, 'what la it that troubles you ? 
joyful, were gathered:in a room that was a consummation and never a word of cumpUiut that he was unfortunate. Let me know. Oh, can't I help you ? Is it the pain 
of artistic skill, sud now sat around the open fire, with I a most forgot to pity him, he was so happy. again?'
faces glowi ng from the warmth of the flames. “One morning, as I looked up for my accustomed bow, " 'I beg your pardon, Ktiaabeth," said he, "but that

"Who would believe!- was so wild out aide, to look foe’s chair was empty. The window looked desolate; piece brings beck the peal like a flood, and it aweepa me
said Kit liner. (,olden. “I. can t the old street never seemed so dirty and dark, though the along with it. I've never told you about my great efllic-

help thinking, though, that we don't appreciate it sun was shining as bright as ever. Hoping that I abouid tioa, because I can't bear to apeak of it, even to dearest
enough, we аг* ви used to it ". find at noon that his absence was but a tardy arrival, l friende ; but to-night I feel like telling you. I am a

"Ido.” chi і |>ril Fatty Naaon; “for 1 walked half a hurried down to ease my douhti. But Joe was not there, little childish and lonesome, and I gueae I want a little
mile in th* teeth of the storm to see our dear old Eliza- “ -Where is our Joe ?' I said to the proprietor, a home- comforting.'

h, whose visits are like an angM'a, infrequent and tick-looking man, who was poring cçzer the ledger. “j pulled up his cushions, then set down on the rug by
”ort’ " ;i expect he's sick, Miss Arnold, but I haven't had the aide of the couch, where l loved to ait during our

a chance to leave here this morning to find him. That long talks, and with the esgerneaa of a child listened to
poor back of his plays him bad tricks, though he hasn’t his story, 
had a bad spell far six months no*. He's a plucky chap, 
is Joe; but it's precious little I really know about him.'

“ 'Where docs he live ?' I anted, hoping my talkative
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into our warm newt >"

Bliaareth Arnold was the boaom school friend of 
Шеепсг Golden, to whoae home the had come for a short 
visit, a ml, in her honor, this select and honored few 
were gathered to talk over old times. “ ' 'Tlan't a long atory to tell, he began. 'It happened 

when I was a Junior In college.^ Then I was a tall, 
•tralght-limbed boy ; for I loved athletic spdrts, and 
where there waa fun to be had I waa at the front. I sang 
and player! In the glee dub, too, and in that club there 

"About a mile from here; lives with au old lady, ht» WM « Motor to whom I looked up and loved aa шу life— 
», dreamily 1°.king Into apace, as Clare Hope- housekeeper. Gueas he'a an orphan—don't know He'» yea, dearer than Ше. We need to play together, he upon 

well coixed the sweet mus'C from her violin, and now 
and then a voice took up the straiu, growing in strength 
to a full chômeras she played the song 
all:

She wap a girl of commanding presence, with strength 
in her clear-cut features ; her hair was of the color of proprietor would tell me more of'My Joe,'as I mentally 
the ai nlight, and her eyea as blue as the iky. She eat called him. 

x>uch, half-reclining, in the midst of a pile of silken

and^e very
/ V “<
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queer, though; has a crowd of sick and lame fellows the piano and Ijny violin. We walked together and al* 
'round there evenings, and he reads and talks to them— moat lived together ; heiwaa my Jonnathan. One night 
sort of a club, I gutss. He doesn't tell me that; our
errand boy said one of the boys told him. Joe's a jolly щ {n bod, eo could not go. I was returning at a late

A glîdVn!d"ajôyouîref?ain°ne ***** вІГаІП’ boy‘ bul somchow Уои сапЧ question him. He's power- hour, and when half-way to the college the college bell
I sing it again and again,- ful good сошРлпУ. 1 d°n’t bow how I'd get along began ringing wildly. It waa the fire-alarm. I rushed
Sweet peace, the gift of God's love. without him.' 1 across the campus, thinking of Phil in bed and hoping
ХЄпПл'ТГ ^7- і understood perfectly wtiy Mr. Stone couldn't he waa not in danger. Butas I turned the corner and
O wonderful *wondeiTu? peace question Joe. There was an air of gentle breeding and came upon the college dormitory, my heart froze, for

Sweet peace, the gift ofGod'*s love." dignity that served as a barrier between himself and the smoke was pouring from the wing where Phil’s room
A beautiful smile came to the face of Elizabeth, as she c.iarser natures, and they felt it. e waa. A crown of frightened boys ran back and forth

listened. " 'Do you think he would care if I called around to halt dated. I flew to the main entrance and up the
•taira; but the Corridor was full of blinding smoke. Back 

" ‘Care ? No, indeed; or rather, lie wuuld*1eare a good I went, ahouting to the boye that Phil was in his room 
deal. He likes you; and, if I were you, I'd go; 'twill and mnat be gotten out, and that we must-'"get a ladder 
cheer him up a bit.' from the tool-houae and reach him from outside. How

"So that evening I ate a lunch in the office, and after- we worked ? I would let .no one go up that ’adder be- 
ward hunted up Joe’s dwelling. It was in a block in a fore me. and I climbed it like a sailor. It took strength 
respectable street. An old lady of motherly appearance to break that heavy glass, but I crashed through it like 
auswered my ring, and cordially invited me upstairs, a fiend. The rest is like a dream and surrounded with 

— But I waa not prepared for what awaited me.
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see him ?' I asked."I never hear that song," said she, 'that I don't think 
of my Joe.. He used to play it so that it seemed as if 

j < , the very angels were singing. His life was so in har
mony witb”it, it was no wonder that he exhaled 
mosphere of love "

"Oh, Elizabeth," said Eleanor, "you promised to tell 
me ationt him when you
know the girls are as anxious to hear as I am."

-"Oh, do, do !" ca^pe the eager chorus.
“This is perhaps à good time to tell Joe's story," said 

BliM.beth, "for the storms of the world have beat

Do tell us now, for I

mist. I remember crawling along the floor, reaching 
"I was expecting to see an ordinary and plainly, if not the bed, and dragging him off and lifting him out of the 

upon РоогіУ. Wished room, but. instead, I was led into a window; then a crash and a fall through hot air, a long
him like the fury of the outer darkness of tonight and r°°m that was a b*’2ht Picture of home« and м a dream of agony and struggle, and awaking in a bed with
hia brave heart h.a kept singing, it» hearth-firea have сЬІШМУ-<”гпег. my uncle aitting by. Then or after I waa strong enough
been forever burning, and the soul has looked ont of its "Thrrc werc scorM photographs littered around on to hear it, I was told that we fell together from the win-
windows as unharmed as we who are sheltered from to- w“lle and ,htlvc,in re !alar college fashion. There werc dow.misaing the top ronttd of the Udder. I struck upon my
night's storm." савУ cha*re> with do«vny cushions and head-rests, book- back waa picked up for dead, and for weeks I lay nncon-

cases, with treasures upon their shelves, a piano, on scions. I was taken to our home, 200 miles away, on a
which lay a violin, and leaning in one corner was a be- bed, for there were no skilled surgeons at the college
ribboned guitar. On the coach, in the midst of a pile of town. Then followed two years of such suffering as I
cushions, lay Joe, in a loose, crimson jacket, as white as cannot tell you of; for this crooked, twisted body tells

1

“My first glimpse of Joe," continued Elizabeth, as she 
settled herself more comfortably among her cushions,
"was on my way to work, on one of the darkest streets 

• or lanes of the city. My first situation as stenographer
was in an office which was only reached by passing * ІІІУ. and «У*® heavy with suffering, but still smiling a it only too well. Then my uncle died, and with his
through thia atreet. I waa a trifle homesick, à» I plod- wclco,nc for ше- death came the knowledge I waa a poor man, for my

'* 'This is a pleasure as rare as it is unexpected. Mise sickness bad eaten up his scanty store. Slowly I took
Arnold. How good of you to come,’ he said, extending up the threads of life. I began by copying for lawyers;
his hand towards me. then, as I grew stronger, took up bookkeeping. Now

1
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ded along that first morning, when I took my place in 
the rank amk? file of the wage-earners. It was a rainy 
morning, too. Suddenly I raised my eyes to a little
window cut in a large blank wall, which framed a pic- ' ,Uleeed you and had to сошс'‘ 1 Answered; ‘but I you know it all.
lure of pathetic sweetness. am аоггУ to find Уои Ш‘”

"It was the face of a man or a boy, one could hardly “ am If' he 8aid’ 8ШІ1^; <so there’s two 80ГГУI became of Philip.’
tell which, with a high, white forehead, over which lay but you wil1 underlakc to fill the position of visiting " 'Oh, BHxabeth !’ lie crie£, as if I had struck him,
wavy brown liair, and under which looked out eyes nur»e, the long days ahead will shorten up. These spells and his eyee filled. ‘My poor Philip, I know not
brown and deep. His face waa smoothly shaven; his Rrc usually no baU-holiday—but there's an end to every whether he is alive or not. When I asked for him,
lips were finely curved. There were lines around his laue, you know.’ uncle said he left him ill in the college hospital, raving
eyes and mouth, bnt the. eyes were merry, and: a happy "Ащі, indeed, it was several weeks before Joe could with fever. We wrote to the college president for news
■mile krp* perpetual holiday with him. Sadly at vari- leRve his room. I spent a good many hours there, and of him, but he saiid (Philip), like myself, was taken
snee with the beautiful face was the crooked little body. out .of our long Ulke toKetber grew a friendship true and to the far western home, and he knew nothing
He eat et.a desk in a high chair, padded and cushioned laetinK The sweet nobility of his life was like fragrant further—whether he was alive or not. All efforts of

incense, and he was a continual inspiration to me in hia mine to find him amounted to nothing; so I mourn him 
gladneae.

"Bit by hit be told me of his early life; but he stud-

" 'No, not all,' I paid; 'for you haven't told me what
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to fit the humps iu-his poor bock, and a robe was thrown 
across his lap to concekl the terribly misshapen limbe.

“I felt at once that he was a superior sort of person,
and sll thqj day my thoughts turned to him. I decided iouriy avoided any mention of his deformity. He had 
in my mind I would know him before long, and soon been reared in a home of comfort, if not luxury, and, "My heart was stirred to its depths, and my soul
found the desired opportunity. being an only child, received every opportunity for edu- bowed in reverence before his simple grandeur. This

"My noon hour was too short to allow me to go down cation. Tiouble came when the father died, leaving a story became a bond which united us closer than
town to lunch, ao I ate my scanty meal in the office. l_CR*cy of worthless speculations and unpaid notes, which After he was able to.sit up long enough I planned a little
Strolling by the grocery one noon, I noticed my cripple when Pa‘d <>ff. laft th« widow and her boy nearly strand - visit ?or him to our house. My cousin Brooks
eating his lunch in much the same way as I had done. This happened when Joe

*a dead. If I but knew he was alive, then this wreck of 
ж body would be a consolation it was to save his life I 
did it.'Bx

spending a few daya with це during a business trip to, 
He waa alone. I immediately m ніс an errand into the A kind-hearted ancle insisted upon hi» finishing hie col- the east in hie manufacturing interests. He war a 
•tore, and purchased some trifling thing A few cheery courae, and aaaumed the support of the mother, hia musician himself, and I wanted to give him a surprise
words were exchanged, and the ice was broken. only sister; bat ahe lived only a few months after her and treat by lhe way of hearing Joe play

“After this, I receivedthe brightest of smiles and uod. husband. imi„grd . d vlcltion ,or _ „.
every morning as I passed, and 1 noticed, with delight, "Beyond this Joe never told me, until one evening to- a carriage f-r Joe. He was as ..merry as a child o h' 
how the eyes of the passers-by sought the little Window, wards the close of his convalescence. As was our wont outing. Al r he had rested awhile we beran t " '
Rich men lifted their hate to him; hoys swung their after he waa able to ait up, we alwaya played together lice the mn.i which ... Л_ . ° Prfcc"eap. at him; „«le giri. threw k,a~ to him; poor* labor- he,or. my leaving-h. u£ou hiavio/n su'd 1 .ccoo^ ^ Xu ££ “a

junior in college.


