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“Very good, sir. Been to [the fire, I
suppose, sir?” he went on, dimly perceiv-
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®No; what fire?”

“Bless me, sir, didn’t you see it last
night?—why, Isleworth Hall, to be sure.
It wore burnt right out, and all as was in
it,.”

“Oh! How did it come to get burnt.”

“Can’t say, sir, but I did hear say how
as Lady Bellamy was a dining there last
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At that moment Sam’s story was inter-
rupted by the arrival of a farmer’s cart.

“How be you, Sam?”

“Well, I thank yer, for seventy-two,
that is, not particlar ill.”
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it ts “Mrs. George Caresfoot, Abbey
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found some to suit him in Duke Street,
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Thence he drove to Fenchurch Street and
took a passage to Madeira. The clerk,
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Four days later a figure, shrunk, shaky,
and looking prematurely old, with the
glaze of intoxcation scarcely faded from
his eye, walked into Mr. Borley’s office.
That respectable gentleman looked and
looked again.
L “Good Heavens,” he said at length, “it

isn’t Arthur Heigham.”

R. O’SHAUGH:NESSY&GO,, “Yes it is, though,” said an unequal

MANUFACTURERS OF

Trunks, Satchels, Bags, Valises,

(McLaughlan Building,)

voice, “I’ve come for some money. I've

&e. got none left and I am going to Madeira
to-morrow.”

“My dear boy, what hds happened to

83 GERMAIN STREET, ST. JOHN, N.B. you? You look so very strange. I have

Society Boxes and Canvas Covers Made to order. | heen expecting to see your marriage in |

Sample and Express Work a Specialty. |

find that the mail did not sail for another |

the paper. Why, it'’s only a few days
ago that you left to be married.”

“A few days, a few years, you mean.
T'ye been jilted, that’s all, nothing to
speak of, you know, but 1 had rather not
talk about it, if you don’t mind. I'm like
a nag with a fiayed back, don’t like the
sight of a saddle at present,” and poor
Arthur, mentally and physically ex-
hausted, put his head down on his arm

and gulped. .
The old lawyer took in the situation at
a glapce.

“Hard hit,” he said to himself, “and
gone on the burst,” and then alond, “well,
well, that has happened to many a man,
in fact, you mightn’t believe it, but it
once happened to me, and I don’t look
much the worse, do I? But we won’t
talk about it. The less said of a bad busi-
ness the better that’s my maxim. And
80 you are going abroad again. Have
you got any friends at Madeira?”

Arthur nodded. A

“And you want some money. letme
see, I sent you £200 last week.”

Next morning Arthurcashed his check,
and started on his travels. He had no
very clear idea why he was going back
to Madeira, or what he meant to do
when he got there; but then, at this pain-
ful stage of his existence, none of his
ideas could be called clear. Though he
did not realize it, what he was searching
for was sympathy, female sympathy of
course; for in trouble members of either
sex gravitate instinctively to the other
for comfort. Perhaps they do not quite
trust their own, or perhaps they are
afraid of being laughed at.

Arriving at Maderia, Arthur was greet-
ed by his friend, the manager of “Miles’s
Hotel.” :

“Glad to see you, sir, though I can’t
say that you look well. I scarcely ex-
pected to find anybody for us at this
time of year. Business is very slack in
the summer.”

“Yes, I suppose that Madeira is pretty
empty.”

“There is nobody here at all, sir.”

«Is Mrs. Carr gone, then?” asked
Arthur, in some alarm.

“No; she is still here. She has not
been away this year. But she has been
very quiet; no parties or anything, which
makes people think that she has lost
money.”

By tbis time the boat was rising on the J

last billow, to be caught next moment by
a dozen hands, and draged up the shingle.
It was evening, or rather verging that
way, and from under the magnolia-trees
below the cathedral there came the
sound of the band summoning the in-
habitants of Funchal to congregate,
chatter and flirt. .

I think,” said Arthur, “that I will ask
you to take my things up to the hotel.
I wtll come by and by. I should like
the same room I had before, if it is
empty.”

“Very good, Mr. Heigham. You will
have the piace nearly all to yourselfnow.”

Having seen his baggage depart,
Arfhur turned, and resisting the impor-
tunities of beggars, guides, and parrot-
sellers, who had not recognized him as
an old hand, made his way toward the
Quinta Carr. He walked on through the
beautiful gardens to the house. The
hall-door stood open. He did not wait to
ring, but, driven by some impulse,
entered.

T was waiting for you,” Mildred said
gently. “I thought that you would
come.”

«Mildred, my idol has been cast down,
and, as you told me to do, I ‘have come
back to you.”

“Dear,” she answered, “you are very
welcome.”

And then came Miss Terry, pleased
with all her honest heart to see him, and
utterly ignorant of the fierce currents
that sweep under the smooth surface of
their little social sea. Miss Terry was
not by nature a keen observer.

“Dear me, Mr. Heigham, who would
have thought of seeing you again so
soon? You are brave to cross the bay so
often  (her thoughts ran a great deal on
the Bay of Biscay); “bnt I don’t think
you look quite well, you have such black
lines under your eyes, and, I declare,
there’s a gray hair!” .

“Oh, I assure gou your favorite bay
was-enough to turn anybody’s hair gray,
Miss Terry.”

And so, talking cheerfully, they went
in to the pleasant little dinner. Mildred
leaning ever so slightly on his arm, and
gazing into his sad face with full and
happy eyes. After all that he had gone
through, it seemed to Arthur as though
he had dropped into a haven of rest.

The evening was still and very sultry.
Not a breath stirred the silence of the
night. The magnolia, the moon-flower,
and a thousand other blooms poured out
their fragance upon the surrounding air,
where it lay in rich patches, like perfume
thrown on water. A thin mist veiled
the sea, and the little wavelets struck
with a sorrowful sound against the rock
below.

«Pell me all about it, Arthur.”

She had settled herself upon a low
chair, and as she leaned back the star-
light glanced white upon her arms and
bosom.

“There is not much to tell. It is a
common story—at least, I believe so
She threw me over, and, the day before
I should have married her, married
another man.”

“Well?”

«Well, I saw her the morning following
her marriage. I do not remember

(Continued on Page 8.)

EASTER IN MODERN NAZARETH.

How the People Enjoy the Day-Women |

at the Well. |

It is the Greek Easter, and many are in
town from the surrounding country, while
of Nazarenes, every one seems to be out
of doors. All day long the shady alive
grove between the monastery and the
church has resounded to the cries of chil-
dren ranning hither and thither, or swing-
ing toand fro under the swaying branches.
The entire orchard meadow is one kaleid-
oscope of color, for these Greeks have
an eye to that, and are evidently trying to
outdo in glory the poppies and daisies at
their feet. In comfortable looking groups
sit fathers and mothers and all sorts of
relatives, chatting and singing and thor-
oughly enjoying the glad Easter. Not the
slightest indecorum, if you please, but
everyhody’s manners 'in harmony with
best bib and tucker~and that means a
great deal where bibs are in the rarest of
colorings and tuckers in the quaintest of
‘contrasts. Al®are having a heartily good
and joyous time, as befits those who had
been to mass. By aud by come rich robed
priests in procession, chanting and bear-
ing as rich baaners; the event of the day
to the erowd was it, great the interest;
and then afterwards the buzz of hvely
conversation. again. How cheerful and
natural it all seemed.

If one cannot have historical and sacred
remains he can find several good foreign
schools, orphanages, hospitals, and other
endeavors of the missionaries, surely more
expressive of the Christ child and‘ his
youth than any amount of shrine worship.
‘And of that child with his virgin mother,
the one spring which in any age has re-
freshed the Nazarenes, speaks in no un-
eloquent rippling voice, for nowadays the
sight about the basin with its stone gable
cannot be very diflerent from that seen
here in those days of old. The women in
their gayly embroidered jackets, in the pe-
culiar adornings of string#pf coins falling
over the forehead, and representing, I sup-
pose, their entire dowry, the women are
crowding about, water jar on head, await-
ing patiently or impatiently their turn,
and passing if possible the jars over the
heads of their intervening sisters to the
friends at court, namely at the fountain,
precisely as & man at the tail end of a line
will beg a friend near the office to buy his
railway or theater ticket for him. What
amedley of costumes! What a medley
of tongues! Even if some poor souls must
needs bide their time, evidently no
moment is lost, judging from the rapid
and by no means low voiced conversa-
tion; and from the laughter it is likely
that a joke, more or less modest, is not
wanting. The women here are not so
strict about veiling their faces, the catch-
ing one end of their long head drapery in
the mouth being considered quite suffi-
cient upon the approach of one of the
lords of creation, and they do it coquet-
tishly enough, too. Coming to the spring
bearing on their heads the empty water
ars, tilted to one side, or returning bear-
ing them filled and upright, they are al-
ways statuesque and beautiful creatures
to look upon, beyond their sisters of any
Palestine town, unless. Bethelehem be
instanced, and the joining of these two
places in this regard brings often to mind
that wife of Joseph, who must have many
& time visited this well to draw water.
Here comes now such a Madonna face,
and, lo, by the hand is held a chubby
little child who leoks'at us with his great
searching eyes as the Christ might have
done. =
If a multitude of absurd traditions dis-
gust, one such sight as this, and in such a
place, will atone for any irr#ation, for the
Bible becomes thereafter no book to be

read at arm’s length, but a living, human |,

story, as it is a divine one.—Palestine
Cor. Cleveland Leader. °

The Fear of Draughts.

. Foul dust in rooms cannot be got rid of
by any amount of sweeping and carpet
beating. The only thing that will remove
and replace it is a current of compara-
tively pure air from the outside. Except
in very cold weather, there should always
be two open windows in each room, on
opposite sides. “If wa should follow that
edvice,”’ the horrified reader will exclaim,
¢we should all catch a fatal cold. Don’t I
remember a dozen colds I got by being
exposed to a sudden draught? Only a
few nights ago, when I occupied & seat
near the door of a theatre, the door was
left open during the Mntermission, and the
draught, though pleasant enough, gave
me a bad cold. No, thank you; no
draught for me!”” This logic seems good,
yet it is utter sophistry. As a metaphy-
sician would say, thg draught was only
the oceasion, not the cause, of the cold.
The real cause was the foul, hot air in the
theatre, which demoralized your skin and
relaxed its blood vessels, so that they
were unable to react suddenly and endurc
the healthful, cool air from the street, In
other words, it was not the draught that
gave you a cold, but the sudden transition
from hot to cold air. Such a transition
always is injurious to the skin, whether
it be from hot to cold or from cold to hot
air.,

But if you are not overheated a current
of cold air is never injurious. As one of
the greatest authorities on hygiene, Pro-
fessor Reclam, remarks, ‘Draughts are
not injurious unless we are in a glow.
To healthy persons they cannot do so
much harm as the stagnant air in a close
room. The fear of draughts is entirely
groundless, though it affects most people
in a manner which is simply ludicrous.”
Tt is high time to acquit draughts of the
charge of being the cause of our colds,
and to convict the true culprit, the injuri-
ous hothouse atmosphere in our rooms.
Why do people on river excursions, or on
ocean steamers, where they are exposed
to terrible draughts, never ‘‘catch cold?”
Simply because their kins are not previ-
ously broiled in hothouses.—The Epoch.

With Nails on Their Gloves.

Of course there is absolutely no means
of judging the relative powers of the
ancients and the moderns in the. “noble
art of self defence.”” That the ancients,
especially the Greeks, did box, and that
most savagely, we know. So far from
using gloves to lessen the damaging effects
of their blows, or even from using simply
the power that training and nature had
given to their fists, they increased this by
tying straps of hard bull’s hide around
them when clinched, and sometimes éven
attached nails and lead buckles to these
to make their blows more deadly.

They also usually, but not always,
fought continuously until one of the com-

gave in, ‘‘rounds,” apparently,

ng to their taste. But although

there seems to have been this savagery

about the contests, it by no means follows

that a ‘‘scientific boxer’’ of the present

day would not be able to hold his own in

one, if a trial were possible.—Nineteenth
Century.

Little Helen.
Little Helen, 3 years old, cut ber thumb;
she kept very quiet about it until it began
to bleed, then she sereamed: ‘‘O, mamma,

mamma! come quick, tke gravy's all
a-running cut!’—Buabyhood.

Pilots the World Over.

i Asa matter of fact, qualified pilots are
pilots the world aver; but as men they
differ more widely as types than the races
or nations to which they belong. Your
New York harbor pilot is one of the
gravest and quietest of living men. He
‘is sober, demure, unobtrusive, earnest.
You who annually summer in Europe,
going or coming scarcely ever see him.
From dress and appearance you could not
even tell he was a seafaring man. This
English pilot lived at Pill, at the edge of
the tide, near Avonmouth, where dwell a
hundred other pilots in slime, ooze, filth
and drunkenness. Their women are half
nude brawlers, harridans; and the hus-
bands live rayless lives of sodden stupor,
startlingly contrasting with the alertness,
hardihood and daring of their hours of
dangerous labor.

But a grade higher in the qualities that
prompt aspiration are their brothers. of
the British northern coasts and the Eng-
lish channel. They are chiefly men who
only possess emulition in their calling to
the degree of securing note among their
fellows for hardiuess, knottiness and iron
in frame, heart and life. 'Those of the
Baltic seas are held in high esteem, not
only for their bravery and skill, but in a
certain respect and almost awe for their
vocation which have come down, like
folk lore, through the centuries, from the
knowledge that old Danish law beheaded
pilots for harm befalling vessels in their
charge, .thus aiding an element of tre-
mendous moral courage to an already un-
approachably dangerous calling. Our own
Pacific coast pilots are a bright, nervy,
ambitious lot. The gulf, Key West and
Bahama pilots are a sunny crew with
more than a trace of “wrecking” taint in
their warmer veins; and, while less hardy,
they are full of romance and sopg. And
your Cuban pilots—I know well the grace-
less throng—are nerveless slaves of a des-
potic regime; picturesque in color and act;
bundles of excited ejaculations and oaths,
and without the blood, spirit or, integrity
of an American barnyard fowl.—Edgar
L. Wakeman’'s Letter. :

Appearance of T\ t House Children.

Every one who'visits among the tene-
ments is surprised at the healthy looks of
the children, who run about bareheaded,
and in summer barefooted, and who seem
ruddy and strong. But they are the sur-
vivors who have passed t.hro\;Eh the criti-

cal age of infancy, when the quickly
succumb to the foul air and torrid heat.
Even these survivors, though they may
seem outwardly vigorous, have but littie
strength, and when an epidemic of mea-
sles or scarlet fever prevails they quickly
yield to its baneful influence. The man-
agers of children’s institutions will con-
firm this statement, and it shows how the
effects of tenement life are perpetuated.
The terrible mortality among young
children is the most potent evidence of
the effects of the tenement house system.
The massacre of the innocents in the
homes of the poor is amazing and appall-
ing to any one who has given it thought.
For upward of twenty years some 15,000
to 17,000 children under 5 years of age
annually perish in the metropolis, and
most of them from what with fine irony
are called ‘‘preventable’ diseases. De-
spite the steady increase in intelligence
and the various improvements that have
been made in our sanitary regulations,
in the condition of the streets and in the
character of the new buildings that have
been erected, the proportion of children’s
deaths show a steady advance, and it will
continue to increase until radical measures
are taken by the health authorities to im-
prove the tenements.—New York Journal.

: American Money in Europe. i

It is more to the present purpose to
speculate upon what the 100,000 Ameri-
cans who come to Europe this year will
get: for their fifty or more millions of dol-
lars. There will be taken back, in a tan-
gible way, a great many suits of English
made clothes, bought cheap; alarge num-
ber of Paris made gowns, bought very,
very dear; some pictures, some books,
some bronzes and bric a brac, in all rep-
resenting several millions of dollars, but
not of very great importance one way or
the other. What of the intangible but
more vital acquisitions brought back by
the returning hosts? I grow discouraged
when I try to answer this question to my-
self. Seeing the American abroad, either
here in London, where he plumes his
wings, shaking the soot off their feathers,
g0 to speak, for his fight to the continent,
| or over in lands across the chanmel and
North sea, it is very painfully borne in
upon the observers that he is not getting
the worth of his money.—London Cor.
New York Times.

How He Got His Title.

Thomas M. Griffiths, the well known
civil engineer and builder of suspension
bridges, has had a pretty extensive experi-
ence in dealing with people all over the
country. In talking with him the other
day he made humorous reference to. the
fashion which prevails in the south and
southwest of conferring such titles as
honorable, general,’colonel or judge upon
the most slender claims, He was at one
time employed in building a suspension
bridge at Waco, Texas. One day he
chanced to cross the public square with a
soldier’s canteen slung under his arm
filled with water. He was immediately
addressed by the bystanders with the ap-
pellation of general, and the title stuek to
him during all his remaining stay in
Texas. I gotmy title,”” remarked Mr.
Griffiths, ‘‘easier than any man I ever
heard of, north or south. But the man-
ner in which I got it is a fair illustration
of the sonthwestern hahits and customs.”’
—New York Tribune.

The Commercial Traveler.

Said a commercial traveler to a Minne-
apolis reporter the other day: ¢‘People
have a strange idea that all traveling men
are necessarily hard cases and constantly
full of liquor. Only those who know us
can fully understand us. In our average
trips we visit 500 different localities, and
| our stomachs must be loaded with as’

many kinds of water and cooking of differ-
ent men and women. Besides this our
hearts and lungs must labor under all
| kinds of air below and above sea eleva-
tion. Now how is it reasonable to sup-
pose that we are constantly ‘boozing’ or
doing anything that must injure our
stomachs and minds, when we every day
transact business with hundreds of mien
of different temperaments?’’

Hogs on a Spree.

The other day the hogs in our town all
got on a spree. One of our townsmen,
who had been engaged in making black-
berry wine, threw out the back door of his
store a large quantity of blackberry pulps,
which had been fermented and pressed.
The hogs ate largely of the berries, and
very soon they were t00 drunk to walk or
even stand up. As soon as they would
cat enough to make them drunk, they
would stagger and fight and squeal, and it
is feared that many of them will die from
eating the berries.—Macon (Ga.) Letter.
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