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Wearing the Cross,

Of Inte years the fashion of wearing erosses
has very much increased. We do not refer to
erosses of various shape, such as Maltese cross
es and the like, but to the well-known conven-
tional cross whose form is associatea with the
Crucifixion. In most cases this is probably
done as a mere matter of taste and fancy, with
out any thought of the origin or meaning of the
symbol. But in many other cases the cross is
used not merely as an ornament, but as a ba lge;
and this not by professed Roman Catholics, but
by the multitudes of semi-Rosrnists who ape
the usages of the Lomish Church,  Ostenta.
tiously as ornaments, and superstitiously as
chars, crosses are thus everywhere secn. In
fuct, their prevalence has been spoken of by
Roman Catholics as significant proofs of the
spread of their creed in England,

We are aware of what is argued as to the
use of symbols by which devout thoughts o
feelings are said to be helped. But when
crosses are hung on neckiaces or girdles, and
in other conspicuous ways obtruded on sight
(even upon handles of umbrellas and chate
luins), there is not likely to be any real spirit
arer.  The

custom savours fur more of boasting pride o

of devotion or humility in the w

silly vapity.

To thiose who wear crosses as personal orna
ments, while they profess to be foliowers o
Jesug, the crucified Une, we commend for con
rideration the foliowing lines by the Rev. Dr.
Horatius Bouar ;

“I am crucified with Christ—
With him nailed upon- the tree:
Not the CUross, then, do | Lear,
But the cross it beareth me,
Solemun Cross on which [ died,
One with Hlim, the Ciucified.

Shall I take that blood stained Cross,
Cross of Agony and shame,

Cross of i, who fought my fight,
Cross of Him who overcame ?

Shall | deck miyself w.th the,

Awful Cross of Calvary?

Shall [ drag thee through the crowd,
"Mid the laughter that is there :
Whirl thee through the giddy waltz,

Bound upon my neck or hair ?
Awful Cross of Calvary,
Shall I deck myself with thee?

Shall I make that lowly Cross
Minister of woman's pride,
Drawing eyes to me that should

Fix upon the Crucified ?
Awful Cross of Calvary,
Shall } deck myself with the?

Shall [ eall this glittering gem,
Made for shiow and vanity—
Shall | call this gaud a cross,
Cross of Him who died for me ?
Shall I deck myself with the,
Awful Cross of Calvary ?

A correspondent of one o our religious peri.
odicals (Old Jonathan) says that shese lines, in
large print, were exhibited in a bookseller’s
window in Park Street, Bristol. A youug girl's
attention wus arvested as she passed; and
having read the poem, purchased n copy and
fixed it on the pursery 'vall; telling her nurse
that she could never wemi her crosses again ;
and she never did, 'The editor of that maga-
zine, in narrating the incident, mentions that
some years before, meeting a teacher coming
outof his national school, with a cross suspemd-
ed-fiom her neck, addressed her in some such
termus as these: “Suppose you had a loved
triend who had met a-violent death at the hand
ol an assassin—would you like to wear as mn
ornament, an emblem of the weapon by which
the cruel deed was done?” pointing, as he
spoke, to the cross at her neck. *I never
thought of that before,’ she exclaimed in an
earnest tone; and, as if in horvor at the idea,
she instantly removed the eross. In the case
of u teacher, or a mother, the example set to

the young may be an additional motive for con. |

sideration.

*The crucifixion has never been painted,
No mitist, however sincere, has had either the
daring or the power to set it before us as it we
The pencil and the Lrush fail to 1epresent the
details of such a death,  They are too coarse
and horrible to find expression in a mere pic-
ture. True,every stage in the agony of Jesus
has been made, again ard again, the sulject o
representation; but all have left us with a
feeling that there must have beep much more
behind whieh no artist could set down. We
are familiar with the variouss ‘renderings’ of
the trial in the judgement-hall, the scourging,
the act of crucilixion, and the figure of Jesus
on the cross. Butin every one that [ ever saw
there is(u special halo of solemmity shed around

of =ad
the

the scene, There is a redeeming air

poetry about it, which is heightened by
patience of that Divine face and the won:lering
mother and the
find no true
this we can

misery of the white-haired
We ean
picture of the crucifixion.  But

do: we can steadfastly resist that conception

weeping Magdalene,
1 &

of it which dims our sense of its terrille truth ;

we cay refuse to let it stand apart from the

world of rudeness and suffering in one of seuti

ment and religious romance,  If not, we miss

|
{ that quick sense of the Loid's sympathy with
| men which sanctilieds the tribuistion of the
first disciples, and may consecrate our own,
however hard and coarse it may be. In these
days the cross is an-oppament. It is now jew
elled, gilt, pretty.

#ts of the mincing girl, who hangs it round her

It tinkles among the $rink

neck before the glass. It is wornchy the painted
We for-
get its rudeness, its bursing blushing shame.”

harlot as well as by the simple nun.

JACK EVERTON'S RETURN.
A Tn;e-mory,

BY. FLORENCE P. ALLEN,

My name is George Anstruther. [ am of the
dirm of Anderson & _Anstruther, attorneys, New
York, but at the time of the occurrence which
[ am about to relate, | was only senior clerk in
the lower office of the old firw,

I shall relate just what océurred without a
single addition or deduction. Those who know
me will not doubt my word, and those who do
not know we, will not accuse me of an attempt
to deceive theni, when | assure them on my
honor that what I relute certainly took place,

I am constrained to speak of myself more
than is my habit, for it is of Juck Everson, my
dearest, and, in fact, the only friend I ever had,
of whose return | am ‘to tell. At my futhers
death I was left alone in the world with
exception of a sister, several years older than
wyself; and a half-uncle, who was appoiated my
guardian. Uncle Rufus was a bard, miserly
man with no love for his halfl brother’s child.
ren, and he disposed of us, and our affairs, ‘as
quickly as possible. Sarah was found a situa-
tion as English assistant in a school, and | was
sent to coliege with the understanding that 1
was to study hard, get thiough quickly -ms
possible, and after the completion of my col
lege course, take all responsibility of myself off
bis hands,

It was during the first of my second year that
I, going up the dark, narrow stairway leading
to my room, with my arms full of books, met
Jack Everson for the first time. As I was pas-
sing him, my foot'caught, and I nearly ‘ell, but
recovered myself at the expense of dropping
my entire burden.

I had searcely looked at him un i then, but
as he bent te assist e in recovering my secat.
teved property, i glanced at him furtively, and
as he straightened himself back, and looked at
me with his wide Ulue eyes, I could not help
smiiing back at him; he w8 so bLright and
buandsome, and yet so boyish looking.

“Ibanks,” I said, hesitatingly, wanting to
say something more, and hardly knowing how
to express myself.

“You are very welcome,” he answered, and
then, the color deepening in his fresh face, “I
am a new boy, sir. Csn you tell me where | am
to room 7"

I could scarcely repress a smile as [ heard

this newly admitted collegian ealling himself so
candidly “a new boy,” but I did not betray my
amusement.

“We are pretty full now,”” I sail.
probably room with some one else,
no direction 7"

i He handed me aslip of paper on which was
written in Professor Henrys Lold —hand - “Ans-
truther, No. 15, and | looked at Lim with a
new iterest.

“I am George Anstruther.” I said, and then
be raised his hiat in a gentlemanly way, which
contrasted oxddly with lis boyish appearance,

“You will
Have you

|

“ILam John Reginald Everson, commonly
called YJuck.” 1 hope we shall be friemds.”

“I hope we shall,” I answered, with a cor
diality which was unusual with me, for there

the!

thoughtless, light-hearted, and rollicking, full
of the oddest whims and fancies, and always
the first in any the
ruling spirit of the “good times”’ among the
how

mischevious frolic, and

other students. It was indeed wonderful
we grew to love each other as we did.
body liked Jack, fiom the freshest of the
fkeshmen to the most dignified of the profes
L
on the death of his father, he lei't coliege and

Every

and everghody was hieartily sore
did not return.

For the next year or two I saw nothing of
bin. | obtained a situation as junior elerk iy
the lower office of a law-firm in New York, and
hoping for

worked steadily and faitnfully,

promotion. I was wretchedly lonesome in the
great city, for it was not easy to break through
my habitual reserve and make new friends.
But one evening as [ sat in my dreary room
at my boarding-liouse, almost overpowered by
my loneliness. *‘A gentleman to see you, sir,”
roused me, and I, wondering who it might Le,
went down iuto the parlor.

Could it be Jack Everson who rose to meet
me? | almost doubted my own eyes, but the
cordial “college-grip’” assured me that it really
was, and [ was mafe glad than [ could tell to
see the dear fellow again. | could searcely
realize that it really was Juck for some time,

he was so altered. He had left college as boyish
and irresponsible as ever, in spite of his tall
rigure and broad shoulders, but the years siuce
had changed him greatly.

[How handsome he was! My admira ion for
him was alinost womanish, and | stared at bis
bright face; with its wide, honest eyes, its heavy

drooping moustache, and its crown of golden

hair, until he fairly laughed at me, He re
mained in New York that winter, and. we
roomed together, as we had done in college.

I'hat was the happiest winter of my- life ; but
when spring came, Jack, seeing, as he thought,
a business chance in the West, left e once
more, hopeful, light-hearted, and sanguine as
ever.

I beard from him at intervals during the
after years, and he seemed to be doing finely
in his new home ; but one day there came,
figuratively, a thunderbolt into my quiet life
—Jack was married !

1 did not believe it at first, not until a
long letter cam. from Jack himself, so ful!
of  genuine bappiness, and overflowing
with descriptions of the “dearest litthe
sirlin the world,” (she was a girl from
Maine, by the way, who had gone West as
a teacher), that I stifled the feeling of re-
sret which rose in my heart, and sent my
10ve andgbest wishes to Jackand his young
wife.

About ayear after that, a little danghter
was boin to the young couple and then not
a4 n:oth after, the news came t .at Jack—
strong, healthy, handsome Jack—had been
stricken down with fever, and, after u
short illness, was dead.

No mother could have mourned ‘more
sincerely over the death of her best-loved
child than 1 did over the death of my only
tfriend. was never a lovable man myself,
and when Jack was no move, 1 felt 1 was
entirely alone, and that his vacant place
would never be filled. I should never
marry, I shonld never have another friend

shock Was over, 1 thought of the young
wite with no vne but her baby to comfort
ner in her great sorrow—alone in a strange
land—and [ felt that it was my duty W
care for her.

I wrote to her at once, offering her any |
assistance in my power, and in return re-
ceived a letter, wrilten in a faint, m'lmulr;
girl hand, thanking me warmly for my
kKindness, (as she termed it). and telling
me that sae and her bady were ju-t start-|

e oy

e Bast,

Last scemed=o prospers ot being

settled up atter his death, yieidel - bare
ly enough to carry her away, and she
aratefully accepted oy invitation to make

her home with me—=for a littiec while,
she said—‘until baby gets a iittle okle
and I am strong enough to teach again.”
Such a brave little woman as she w
through the letter she spoke of the e
wmd  kindness of M7 Flownoy—Jack's

was something about the handsome young fel-
low that impressed me favorably, and lauging,
he took part of my books from my heavily-
Iaden arms, and followed me to ‘my room.

It was almost wondeiful the frienship whieh
sprung up between my room-mate ahd myself ;
we were so different in every way, | was silent
and reseived, even in ehilhood —sullen” and
“moody” my father and sister had always
called me ; and as my Mother—the only one
who had ever understood me—died while I was
very young, | had grown more undemonstrative
and self-contained every year. | was grave and
taciturn, fond of study, aud old-looking beyond
my years, caring litzle for company or gayety,
while Juck was just the reverse. Hu wa I

Original issueg in

Poorn Condition
Best copy avaitable

tormer partner. “lle has been o kind.”
she wrote; “ho saw to everything after
Jack’s death, and took every bit of care
and responsibility, leaving me to myself
until.the wo.st was over. Poor man! thai
unlucky speculation into which Jack per-
suaded him, was the ruin of the whole
irm, but he begs me not to worry over it.
‘[t can’t be helped now,’ he says; and bLas
lone everything in his power to helpme.”

I went down to the depot to meet hei
m her arrival and as I saw the sweet, flow
o like face of the little lady whom the
‘onductor pointed dut to me as Mrs, Ever
son, my heart warmed towards her at
wnee, and when the baby, a luu;_;hin;g oo

ing, pretty child, with Jack's own wide
yes, looked up at me and put out her fat,

like the one I had lost: but when the first| with his quick bright smile, I stoppeu

which!

|
~vhite arms for me to take her, I was melt- |

el completely.

I was then u senior clerk, and Sarah (my
ister) and I were l\'m'lnim_r house, in a
quict way, just outside the city ; and we
ok the poor little woman into our home
and heaits at the same time.  Sarah fell
in love with her at once, and as-for the

thy. no woids eonld express her admira
tion for {t.

My sorvow for Juek found relief in car-
ing foir his widow and child as tenderly as
[ could nd as the days went by, I tiied
to make her forget, as much as’ possible,
the great grief'which shadowed her yonng
life \iud lust to the
strange part of my story.

It was on the evening of the 20th of
March, 1869, I remember the date, for it}
was on that day that the great
Lindsay v~. Huizis came up for trial,
There was a g deual of basiness on
hand' that day. and T remained after hours
to'look after seme papers. It was rainy,
clondy. dark weather, and 1
in my little room n:uch earlier than
usual ; there was noone in thé. buil
after six o'clock except the janitor and my-
self. Itw quarter past eight wlyn 1
finished my work, and 1 was. sitting by
the fire, dreading to go out i1 the storm,
when | was startled by a knock at the
door down stairs—a knock ‘which echoed
loudly through the passage way—and as |
wondering who should come at so late an
hour, Grey, the janitor, looked in upon me.

“A gen'leman to see yow, sir; an old
friend, he says.”

“Show him up,” I said, wondering a lit-
tle what “old fiiend” it was, and then, as 1
turned to the fire again, a cheery voice
rang out as of old :

i "lliH«m‘)!y George, old fellow, don’t you
know me?

Know him ?" I eonld have sworn to that
voice anywhe ¢, and springing to my feet,
I saw Jack: Everson, dear old Jack, with
the old mischief in his wide blue eyes, the
old merry sm.d: on his bandsome face,
standing in the doorway.

The surprise and the great rush of joy
were too much for me, and for the first
time in my life I tarned deathly faint.—
When [ came to myself again, he was
ben ling over me, full of tender solicitude.

“I ought not to have startled you s0,” he
said self reproachfully. “It was just like
my carelessness—dear old George!”

And then we sat down Lefore the fire,
side by side, and Jack talked on in his
laughing, whimsical avay, to give me time
1o collect myrelt, while I watched him
with my heart full of thankfulness— touch-
ing him in my .oolish;, womanish way—
now the bright locks falling over his fore-
heud, and then his hands, to assure myself’
that it was in reality he, and not a dream:

He rattled on in his old way for awhile,
and then, growing suddenly grave, sat

new | come at

s

Some way, although I had been wonder
ing vaguely how, the strange mistake
about his death oceurred. I had not spok-
en of it, but now, looking up at his dear
tace, | said— .

“It’s the oddest thing Jack, about you "
It was rather embarrasiing to tell him
that we had thought him dead during ali
these past month~, and as he looked uj

)
lighted .the linh» the storm.
|

to Le d e I must do; it scemed strange
at the timg, anl stranger still it was, that
he never Gnee spoke of the happiness of
secing Alice and the baby again, although
he spoke of them most lovingly and ten-
derly.

We talked until the fire grew low, and
I hia < Grey walking impatiently up and
dow 1 the passage, anxious for us to depart
that he might go to rest; then I rose, and
investing mysclf’ in my great coat, pro-
posed starting homeward.

As we went down the stairs we met
Croy, and I stopped to.give bim some
crlers about the coals.  He listened to mo
al quiet way but his eyes wero
glancing at Jack, and as [ was
nway he t. uched iy arm.
pardon  sir—but isn't that Mr.

in b us
firtive
tur.iag

"l’n-v_(

> of | Everson, that they said died in Chicago?
I remember his face,”

“Yes,” I answered, “it is be; there was
a mistake some wa

And then Jack and I went out together
bad weather to

It was altogether too

iz (v alk, 8o [ hailed a street car and’ we got

in. Thee was no u('l-nln:m:s save our-
j8:ives and the tired-looking conductor, who
relapsed into silence and slumber in a dis-
tant corner, after receiving our fare.

It was gloomy enongh riding along with
the rain pouring steadily on the top of the
ewr and beating against the windows,
while the dimn light from the ill-trimmed
lamp flickered and flared as we rumbled
Jalong.

A sudden ‘olt sent the door swinging
oy n und as [ sat nex it, I took compas-
sion on the tired eom.luctor, and wil!: a
laughing remark to Jack. bent forward to
close it. It was not un easy task, for the
wind blew ficrcely and the door was re-
fractory, but after a short struggle I re-
sum~d my seut, and turned toward Jack
with a laugh at my victory. Imagine, if
_ylll ean my cons ernation and Jutter be-
'wilderment, when I saw that he was not
there |

There was no one in the car save tho
sleeping conduetor and myself: apd as I
#at staring blankly about me, there came
to me a sudden and overwhelming convie-
tion that Jack Everson’s return had been
only the return of his spirit.

This shock. coming so soon -after the
1exeitement of the evening, was too muach
for me. I tried to rise to get out into the
fiesh air, lut I could not; and after a
momentary straggle 1 fell heavily for-
ward,

It was days before I came to myself; I
was wildly delirions all the time, and my
{ life was despaire | of ; but when I recovered
'm_\' health once more, 1 devoted myself to
i the work Jack had left to me. I found
{ the papers where Jack Liad told me to look
Hor them ; and; afier a tedious time, Allie
§was restored to her rights, and Flournoy

looking at the fire without speaking. ’_i“-‘”,\' punished.

“I told the story of Jack's return to
Sarah, but she wouald not eredit it. I we.
“light-headel,” she said; “when people
were half-sick, as I was then they often
had strang reies.” But Allie and I, and
Grey, the janitor, bolieved it.

Allie and [ kaow that dear Jack did
come back for a little while—that it was
love for his dear ones that brought him—
and that knowledge gives us patience (o

short.

of bis whimsical expressions; and then
with a little shadow on his face, he agked
abruptly, “llow are
one i"'
“Veory well, indeed.” I answered, and
was launching into a glowing deseription |
of the baby’s many accomphlishments, and |
the place the iittle mother had in our
Liea ts when he stopped me with a smile.
“Business iv=,” he said, and then grow-
. Lie moved-hixchair nearer
d earnestly ; “The trath is,
re was a deal of trickery abeuni
o businese, and I ani determin-
stice shall be done to poor little

Lhat
Alice.”

I did not anderstand him at first, but as
he was thoroughly in earnest, [ was sdon
put in possession of the whole case, altho’
I was experienead in such matters, 1 was
deeply ustonished at the story which Jack
toid me.

Tiat Flourno , Jak's partner, wa: s
man lost to all scase of honesty, was plain
Iy shown, and he was one of the meanest
of swindlers—one that would rob the
widow and the fatherless.

“Theonly way to prova this, is by
means of some papers which Flournoy
thinks a-e destroyed,” said Jack. “They
arein the Ir a tpocketofan 0d ¢ a e
mine, Allie bas it in a trank, wiih m)
sther clothes. You'll know'it by the ¢. loi
an ugly ong, a kind of olivegreen.”

It was queer how persistently he ignored
himself, and left things in my han Is. < You

“Itwcasa little queer!” he said, with one |

Allie and the small | off,

wait untill we can go to him.

B o o o
A dancing-master committed suicide
the other duy. Ile shottisch his own head

People who live in glass house shouldn't
throw stones,

A Western ex -hange sayvs; “In ou
obituary notice of the late Mr. e
yesterday's issue, for the phrase ‘he was a
noble and pig headed nan,’ read, ‘he was u
-noble #ind big hearted man.

“My dears, I miss something or some-
body, I can’t tell what or who,” said Jones
to his children, as he sat down to tea the
other night. “P'raps its mother,” said
little Billy, “she’s gone over to Aunt Jane’s
to tea.”

An original neighbor of Rip Van Winkle
was said to be so luzy that when he went
to hoe cora he worked so slowly that the
»IImde 0" his broad-brimmed hat killed the
plants,

A tall young man ax thin as a greyhound
in Lent was brought up before a (‘hiclgo
ciu bt wo erthiree days o, on a charge of
nsanity and ineapacity for the manage-
nont of his owa alfuirs. A jury was about
0 be impanelled, und t1estimony adduced,
when the judge said to.¢1e appl eants for
the writ: “No necessity to call your wit-
nesses.  Here's the writ.  Takehim away
ind have his head shaved. No eridence
is ever regnired before this court to cone

will write to Chicago." *You will do’ this,
that and theother. Everything that was

vieta tall man who wears an Ulster overe
at of insanity. Call the next case.”




