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: CHAPTER 1.

Friar's Oak.

On this, the 1st of January, of the
year 1860, the nineteenth century has
Teached its midway term, and many of
us who shared fts youth have already

who " shared its ~youth have al-
ready. warnings ~which tell us
that  At. has outworn us. We
put our grizzled heads together, we
cl@er ones, and we talk of the great
days that we have known, but we find
that ‘'when it is with our children we
talk it is & hard matter to make them
understand. We and our fathers be-
fore us lived much the same life, but

they, with their railway trains and

; ‘belong ‘to a different age.
It is true that we can put history
beoks into their hands, and they can
read from them of our weary struggle
of two and twenty years with that
great and evil man. The can learn
how freedom fled from the whole broad
Continent, and how Nelson’s blood was
shed, and how Pitt’s noble heart was
broken in striving that she should not
yass us forever to take refuge with
our brothers across the Atlantic. All
this they can read, with the date of
this treaty or that battle, but I do not

know where they are to read of our-,
selves, of the folk we were, and the

lives we led, and how the world seem-
ed to our eyes when they were young
as theirs are now. s

If I take up my pen té tell you about
this you must not look for any story
at my hands, for I was only in my
exrliest manhood when these things
befell, and although I saw something
of the stories of other lives I could
scarce claim one of my own. It isthe
love of a woman that makes the story
of a man, and many a year was to
pass before I first looked into the eyes
of the mother of my children. To us
it seems but an affair of yesterday, and
yet those children can now reach the
plums in the garden while we are
seeking for & ladder, and where we
once walked with their little hands in
ours we are glad now to lean upon
their agms. But I shall speak of &
time when the love of a mother was
the only love I knew, and if you seek
for something more, then it is not for
you I write, But if you would come
cut with me into that forgotten world,
if you would know Boy Jim and Cham=-

pion Harrison ; if you would meet my .

father, one of Nelson’s own men ; if
you would catch a glimpse of that
great seaman himself, and of George,
afterward the unworthy King of Enge
land ; .if, above all, you would see my
famous uncle, Sir Charles Tregellis, the
king of the buicks, and the great fight-
‘ing men’ whose names are still house-
hold words among you, then give me
your hand and let us start.

But I must warn you also that if you
‘think that you will find much that is
of interest in your guide, you are de-
‘stined to disappointment. When I
lcok ‘over my book shelves, I can see
that it is only the wise and witty and
valiant- who have ventured to write

down their experiences. ' For my own  smithy.

part, if I were only assured that I
was as clever and brave as the aver~
‘age¢ man about me I should-be well
satisfled. Men of their hands have
thought well of my brains, and men of
‘brains of my hands, and that is the
best that I can say for myself. Save
in the one matter of having an inborn
readiness for musie, so that the mas-
‘tery of any instrument comes very
easily and naturally to me, I cannot
recdll any single advantage which I
can boast over my fellows. In all
things I have been a half-way man,
for I am of middle height, my eyes are
neither blue nor grey, and my halir,
befcre nature dusted it with her pow-
der, was betwixt flaxen and brown. I
- may, perhaps, claim this, that through
‘ life I have never felt a touch of jeal-
ougy as I have admired a better man
‘thah myself, and that I have always
seen all things as they are, mhyself in-
cluded, which should count in/my favor
rigw that I sit down in my mature age
to write my memories. With your
permission then we will push my own
personality as far as possible out of the
ricture. If you can conceive me as
a thin and colorless cord upon which
my would~be pearls are strung, you
will be accepting me upon the terms
which I should wish,
" QOur family, the Stones, have for
many generations, belonged to the
nuvy, and it has been a custom among
us for the eldest son to take the name
of his father’s favorite commander.
Thus we can trace our lineage back to
¢ld Vernon Stone, who commanded a
highestern, peak-nosed, fifty=gun ship
against the Dutch. Through Hawke
Stone and Benbow Stone we came
down to my father, Anson Stone, who,
4n his turn, christened me Rodney at
the parish church of St. Thomas at
#Fortsmouth, in the year of grace, 1786.

.Out of my window, as I write, I can
gee my own great lad in the garden,
and if I were to call out ‘“Nelson,” you
svculd see that I have been true to the
traditions of the family.

My dear mother, the best that ever
& man had, was the second daughter
of the Rev. John Tregellis, Vicar of
Milton, which is a small parish upon
the borders of the marshes of Lang-
stone. She came of a poor family, but
one of some position, for her elder

brother was the famous Sir Charles Tre" gnd T lain upon the grass, watching all
gellls, who, having inherited the money | these grand folk, and
of a wealthy East India merchant, be-' London coaches as they came roaring

came in time the talk of the town and
the very particular friend of the Prince
of Wales. Of him I shall have more to
say hereafter, but you will note now
that<he was my own uncle and brother
to my mother.

I can remember her all through her
beautiful life, for she was but a girl
when she married, and little more
when I can first recall her busy fingers
and her gentle voice. I see her as a
lovely woman, with kind dove’s eyes,
somewhat short of stature it is true,
but carrying herself very bravely. - In
iy memories of those days she is clad
always in some purple shimmering
stuff, with a white kerchief round her
long white neck, and I see her fingers
ere turning and darting as she works
at her knitting. I see her again in
her middle years, sweet and loving,
rlanning, contriving, achieving, with
the few shillings a day of a Lieuten-
ant’s pay, on which to support the cot-
tage at Friar's Oak, and to keep a fair

“ face to the world. And now, if I do
but step into the parlor, I can see her
ence more, with over eighty years of
saintly life behind her, silver-haired,
placid-faced, with her dainty ribboned
cap, her gold-rimmed glasses, and her
wooly shawl with the blue border. I
loved her young, and I love her old,
and when she goes she will take some-
thing with her which nothing in the
wcrld can ever make good to me again.
You may have many friends, you who
rcad this, and you may chance to mar-
Ty more than once, but your mother is
your first and your last. Cherish her,
then, while you may, for the day will
come When every hasty deed or heed-
less word will come back with its sting
to live in your own heart,

Such, then, was my mother; and as
to my father, I can describe him best
when I come to the time when he re-
turred to us from the Mediterranean
During all my childhood he was onl);
a name to me and a face in a minature
which hung around my mother’s neck.
At first they told me he was fighting
the French, and then after some years
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one heard less about the French and
more about Gen. Bonaparte. I remem~
ber the awe with which one day, in'

treet, Portsmouth, I saw &,
print of the great Corsican in a book-
seller’'s window. ' This, then, was the |
arch enemy with whom my father
spent his life in terrible and ceaseless
centest.  To my childish imagination
it was a personal affair, and I forever
saw my father and this clean-shaven, |
thin-lipped man swaying and reeling|
in a deadly year-long grapple. It was'
not until I went to the grammar school |
that I understood how many. other lit~
tle boys there were whose fathers were
in the same case.

Only once in those long years did my
father return home, which will show
you what it mreant to be the wife of a
sallor In those days, It was just after
we had moved from Portsmouth to
Friar’s Qak, whither he came for a week
Lefore he set sail with Admiral Jervis
1o help him to turn his name into Lord
St. Vincent. 1 remembered that he
frightened as well as fascinated me
with his talk of battles, and I can re-
call as if it were yesterday the horror
with which 1 gazed on a spot of blood
upon his shirt ruffle, which had come,
as I have no doubt, from a mischance
in shaving. At the time I never ques-
ticned that it had spurted from some
stricken Frenchman or Spaniard, and
I shrank from him in terror when he
laid his horny hand upon my head.
My mother wept bitterly when he was
gone, but for my own part I was not
scrry to see his blue back and white
shorts going down the garden walk,
for I felt, with the heedless selfishness
of a child, that we were closer together,
she and I, when we were alone.

I was in my eleventh year when we
moved from Portsmouth to Friar's
Oak, a little Sussex village to the north
of Brighton, which was recommended
to us by my uncle, Sir Charles Tregellis,
one of whose grand friends, Lord Avon,
had his seat near there. The reason
of our moving was that living was
cheaper in the country, and that it was
easier for my mother to keep up the
‘arpearance of a gentlewoman when
away from the circle of those to whom
she could not refuse hospitality. They
were trying times those, to all save
. the farmers, who made such profits

that they could, as I have heard, af-
ford to let half of their land lie fallow
while living like gentlemen on the rest.
. Wheat was at 110 shillings a quarter,
and the quartern loaf at one and nine-
pence. Even in the quiet of the cot-
tage at Friar's Oak we could scarce
have lived were it not that in the
blockading squadron in which my fath-
er was stationed there was the occa-
sional chance of a little prize money.
The line-of-battleships themselves,tack-
ing on and off outside Brest, could earn
nothing save honor, but the frigates in
attendance madeé prizes of many coast-
ers, and these, as is the rule of the ser-
vice, were counted as belonging to the
fleet, and their . produce divided into
head money.

In this manner my father waselnble
to send home enough to keep the cot-
tage and to send me to the day school
of Mr. Joshua Allen, where for four
years I learned all that he had to
| teach. It was at Allen’s school that I
I.first knew Jim Harrison, Boy Jim, as

he has always been called, the nephew
~of Champion Harrison, the village
I can see him as he was in
! those days, with great floundering,

half-formed limbs, like a Newfound~
., land puppy, and. a face that set every
woman’s head round as he passed her.
It was in these days that we began our
lifelong friendship, a friendship which
still, in our waning years, binds us
closely as two brothers, I taughthim
hig exercises, for he never loved the
sight of a book, and he in turn made
me box and wrestle, tickle trout on the
Adur, and snare rabbits on Ditchling
Down, for his hands were as active as
his brain was slow. He was two years
my elder, however, so that long before
I had finished my schooling he had
gcne to help his uncle at the smithy.

Friar’s Ok Is in a dip of the Downs,
and the foriy-third milestone between
London and Brighton lies on the skirt
of the village. It is but a small place,
with an #vied church, a fine vicarage,
and a row of red brick cottages, each
in its own little garden. At one end
was the forge of Champion Harrison,
with his house behind it, and at the
other was Mr. Allen’s school. The
yellow cottage, standing back a little
from the road, with its upper storey
bulging forward and a crisscross of
black woodwork let into the plaster, 18
the one in which we lived. 1 do not
krow it it is still standing, but I should
think it likely, for it was not a place
much given to change.

Just opposite to us, at the other gide
of the broad white road, ;was the Fri-
ar's Oak inn, which was kept in my
day by John Cummings, a man of ex-
celient repute at home, but liable to
sirange outbreaks when he traveled,

as will afterward become apparent.
Though there was a stream of traffic
upon the road the coaches from
Brighton were too,fresh to stop, and
: those from London to eager to reach
i thelr journey’s end, o that if it had
| not been for an occasional broken
trace or loosened wheel the landlord
{ would have had only the thirsty
throats of the village to trust to. Those
were the days when the Prince of
Wales had just built his singular pal-
race by the sea, and so from May to
| September, which was the -Brighton
| season, there was mever a day that
from 100 to 200 curricles, chaises, and
! phaétons did not rattle past our doors.
i Many a summer evening have Boy Jim

cheering the

| through the dust clouds, leaders. and
| Wheelers stretched to their work, the
| bugles screaming, and the coachmen
; With their low-crowned, curly-brimmed
: hats, and their faces as scarlet as their
i Scats. The passengers used to laugh
| When Boy Jim shouted at them, but if
they could have read his big, half-set
| limbs and his loose = shoulders aright,
they would have looked a little harder
at him, perhaps, and given him back
his cheer. ;

Boy Jim had never known a father or
a mother, and his whole life had ‘been
£pent with his uncle, Champion Harri-
son-  Harrison was the Friar's Oak
blacksmith, and he had his nickname
because he fought Tom Johnson when
tie held the English belt, and would
most certainly have beaten him had the
Bedfordshire magistrates not appeared
to break up the fight, For years there
was no such glutton to take punish-
ment and no more finishing hitter than
Harrison, though he wag always, as I
understand, a slow one upon his feet
At last, in a fight with Black Barak.
the Jew, he finished the battle with
such a lashing hit that he not only
knocked his opponent over the inner
ropes, but he left him betwixt life and
death for a long three Weeks. Dur-
ing all this time Harrison lived half
demented, expecting €Very hour to feel
the hand of a Bow-street Tunner upon
hvl.q collar, and to be tried for his life
This experience, with the prayers of
kis wife, made him forswear the ring
forever, and carry his muscles into the
one trade in which they seemed to give
him an advantage. There Was a good
business to be done at Friar’s Oak from
the passing traffic and the Sussex
farmers, so that he soon became the
richest of the villagers, and he came to
church on a Sunday with his wife angq
his nephew, looking as respectable a
family man as one would wish to See

He was not a tall man, not more
than five foot seven, and it was often
said that if he had had an extrg inch
of reach he would have been a match
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His chest was like a barrel, and hu]
ferearms were the most powerful that
I have ever seen, with déep grooves be-
tween the smooth, swelling muscles,
like a plece of waterworn rock. In
spite of his strength, however, he was
of a slow, orderly and kindly -disposi-
tion, so that there was no man more
beloved over the whole country side.
His heavy, placid clean-shaven face
could set very sternly, as I have seen
uron occasion, but for me and every
child in the village there wds ever a
smile upon his lips and a greeting in'
his eyes. There was not a beggar up-
on the country side that did not know
cles were hard.

There was nothing that he liked to
talk of more than his old battles, but
he would stop if he saw his little wife
coming, for the one great shadow in
her life was the ever-present fear that
some day he would throw down sledge
and rasp and be off to the ring once
more, and you must be reminded here
once for all that that former calling of
his was by no means at that time in|
the debased condition to which it after-
ward fell. Public opinion has gradu-|
ally become opposed to it, for the rea-
son that it came {nto the hands
of rogues, and because it fostered ring- !
side ruffianism. Even the honest and |
brave pugilist was found to draw vil=
lainy round him, just as the pure and |
noble race horse does. For this rea-
son the ring is dying in England, and
we may hope that when Caunt and
Bendigo have passed away they may
have none to succeed them. But it
was different in the days of which 1
speak. Public opinion was then large-
1y in its favor, and there were good
reasons why it should be so.

It was a time of war, when England,
with an army and navy composed only
of those who volunteered to fight be-
cause they had fighting blood in them,
had to encounter, as they would new
have to encounter, a gower which
could by despotic law turn every citi-
Zen into a soldier. If the people had
not been full of this lust for. combat,
it is certain that England must have
been overborne. And it was thought,
and is on the face of it reasonable,
that a struggle between two indomi-
table men, with 30,000 to view it, and
3,000,000 to discuss it, did help to set a
standard of hardiness and endurance.
Brutal it was, no doubt, and its bru-
tality is the end of it, but it is not

so brutal as war, which will survive it. |

Whether it is logical now to teach the
people to be x{)mce-rul in an age when
their very existence may come to de-
pend upon their being warllke is a
question for wiser heads than mine.

But that is what we thought of it in
the days of your grandfathers, and
that is why you might find statesmen
and philanthropists 1llke Windham,
F;ox and Althorp at the side of the
ring.

The mere fact that solid men should
patronize it was enough in itself to
prevent the villainy which afterward
crept in. For over twenty years, in
the days of Jackson, Brain, Cribb, the
Belchers, Pearce, Gully and the rest,
the leaders of the ring were men whose
honesty was above suspicion, and those
were just the twenty years when the
ring may, as I have said, have served
a national purpose. You have heard
how Pearce saved the Bristo] girl from
the burning house, how Jackson won
the friendship and respect of the best
men of the age, and how Gully rose to
a seat in the first reformed Parliament.
These were the men who set the stand~
ard, and their trade carried wi it
this obvious recommendation, that it is
one in which no drunken or foul-living
man could long succeed. There were
exceptions among them, no doubt, bul~
lies like Hickman and brutes like
Berks ; in the man, I say again they
were honest men, brave and enduring
to an incredible degree, and a credit
to the country which produced them.
It was, as you will see, my fate to see
scmething of them, and I speak of
what I know. .

In our own village, I can assure you,
that we were very proud of the pre=-
sence of Champion Harrison, and if
folks stayed 4t the 1inn they would
walk down &s far das the smithy, just
to have the sight of him. And he was
worth seeing, too, especially on a win-
ter’s night, when the red glare¢ of the
forge would beat upon his great mus-
cles and upon the proud hawk face of
Boy Jim, as they heaved and swayed
over some glowing plough coulter,
framing themselves in sparks with
every blow. He would strike once with
hig thirty-pound swing sledge, and Jim
twice with his hand hammer, and the
“clunk, clink, clink ; clunk, clink, clink,
clink !” would bring me flying down
the village street, on the chance that
since they were both at the anvil, there
might be a place for rhe at the bellows.

Only once during those village years
can I remember Champion Harrison
showing me for an instant the sort of
man that he had been. It chanced
one summer morning, when Boy Jim
and I were standing at the smithy
door, that there came a private coach
from Brighton, with its four fresh
horses, and its brass work shining, fly=
ing along with such a merry rattle
and jingle that the champion came
running out with a half-forged shoe in
his tongs to have a look at it. A gent-
leman in a white coachman’s cape—a
Corinthian, as we called' him in those
days—was driving, and half a dozen
of his fellows, laughing and shouting,
were on the top behind him. It ma
have been that the bulk of the smit
ceught his*eye, and that he acted in
pure wantonness, or it may possibly
have been an accident, but as he
swung past the twenty=foot thong of
the driver’s whip hissed round, and we
heard the snap of it across Harrison’s
leather apron.

“Hullo, master !"” shouted the smith,
looking after him.‘ ‘““You’re not to be
trusted on the box until you can handle
your whip better’'n that.” ¢
. “What’s that?” cried the driver, pul-
ling up his team.

“I bid you have a care, master, or
there will be some one-eyed people
along the road you drive.”

“Oh, you say that, do you?” sald the
driver, putting his whip into its socket
and pulling off his driving gloves. “I'll
have g little talk with you, my fine fel-
low.”

Sporting gentlemen of those days were
very fine boxers for the most part, for
it was the mode to take a course of
Mendoza, just as a few < years after-
ward there was no man about town
who had not had the muffiers on with
Jackson Knowing their own prowess,
they never refused the chance of a
wayside adventure, and it was seldom
indeed that the bargee or the naviga~
tor had much to boast of after a young
blood had taken off his coat to him.
This one swung himself off the box seat
with the alacrity of a man who has no
doubts about the upshot of the quarrel,
and after hanging his caped coat upon
the swinglebar he daintily turned up
the ruffled cuffs of his white shirt.

“I’'ll pay you for your advice, my
man,” he said.

1 am sure that the men upon the
coach knew who the burly smith was,
and looked upon it as a prime joke to
see their companion walk into such a
trap. They roared with delight and
bellowed out scraps of advice to him.

“Knock some of the soot off him,
1.ord Frederick !” they shouted. “Give
the Johnny Raw h's breakfast, Chuck
him in among his own cinders. Sharp’s
the word, or you'll see the back of
him.”

Encouraged by these cries, the young
aristocrat advancsd upon his man. The
smith never moved, but his mouth set
grim and hard, while his tufted brows
came down over his keen grey eyes.
The tongs had fallen, and his hands

ere hanging free.
¥ Have ga. geax'e, master,” said he
“You’ll get pepper if you don’t. i

Something in the assured voice, and
also in the quiet pose, warned
the young lord of his danger. I saw
him ‘look hard at his antagonist, and
as he did so his hands and his jaw
dropped together.

“gxs).d pu ge cried. “It’s Jack Harri~
son !

“My name, master.”

“And I thought you were some Sus-
sex chaw-bacon. Why, man, I haven’t
seen you since the day you nearly kill-
ed Black Baruk, and cost me a cool
hundred by doing it.”

for Jackson or Belcher at their best.

“Smoked ! Smoked, by Gad !” they
yelled. “It’s Jack Harrison, the brui-
sér. Lord Frederick was going to take
on the ex-champion. Give him one on
the apron, Fred, and see what hap-
pens.” i

But the driver had already climbed
back into his perch, l1a8ughing as loud-
ly as any of his companions,

“We’ll let you off this time, Harri~
#on,” said he. ‘“Are those your sons
down there 7

‘“This is my nephew, master,”

“‘Here’s g guinea for him. He shall
never say I robbed him of his uncle.”
And so, having turned the laugh in his
favor by his merry way of taking it,
he cracked his whip, and away they
flew to make London under the five
bours, while Jack Harrison, with his
half-forged shoe in his hand, went
whistling back to his forge,

CHAPTER I1. ;
The Walker of Cliffe Royal. -

S0 much for Champion Harrison.
Now I wish to say something more
about Boy Jim, not only because he

 was the comrade of my youth, but be-

cause you will find as you go.on that
this book is his story rather than
mine, and that there came a time when
his name and his fame were in the
mouths of all England. You will bear
with me, therefore, while I tell you of
his.character as it was in those days,
especially of one very singular adven-
ture which neither of us is.likely to
forget.

It was strange to see Jim /with his
uncle and his aunt, for he seemed to
be of another race and breed to them.
Cften I have watched them céme up

the aisle of a Sunday, first the square,

thick-set man, and then. the little

.worn anxious-eyed womanh, and last,

this glorious lad, with his clear-cut
face, his black curls, and his step so
sLringy and light that it seemed as if
he were bound to earth by some lesser
tie than the heavy-footed villagers
round him. He had not yet attained
his full six feet of stature, but no
Judge of a man (and every woman, at
least, is one) could look at his perfect
shoulders, his narrow loins, and his
proud head, that sat upon his neck like
a flower upon its stalk, without feeling
that sober joy, which all that is beau~
tiful in nature gives to us—a vague
self-content, as though in some way
rtre also had a hand in the making of

But we are used to assoclate beauty
with softness in & man. I do not know
why they should be so coupled, and
they never were with Jim. Of all
men that I have known he was the
most iron-hard, in body and mind.
Who was there among us who could
walk with him, or run with
him, or swim with him ? Who, on all
the country side, save only Boy Jim,
would have swung himself over Wol-
stonbury cliff* and clambered down 100
feet, with the mother hawk flapping at
‘his ears, in the vain: struggle to hdid
him from her nest ? He wds but six-
teen, with his gristle not yet all set
into bone, when he fought and beat
Gypsy Lee of Burgess Hill, who called
himself the cock of the South Downs.
It was after this that Champion Harri~

~son took his training as a boxer in

hand. “I'd rather you left millin’
alone, Boy Jim,” said he, “and so had
the missus; but if mill you must, it
will not be my fault if you cannot hold
up your hands to anything in the south
country.” -And it was not long before
‘he made good his promise.

I have sald already that Boy Jim
had no love for his books, but by that
I meant his school books, for when it
came to the reading of romances or of
anything that had a touch of gallantry
or adventure, there 8 no tearing him
away from it until it was finished.
When such a book came into his hands
Friar’s Oak and the smithy became a
dream to him, and his life was spent
cut upon the ocean or wandering over
the broad continents with his heros.
And he would draw me into his enthu~-
siasm also, so that I;'was glad to play
Friday to his Crusoe, when he pro~
claimed that the clump at Clayton was
a deaelrt ‘{leand, and:that we were cast
upon it for.a weekusw. .. o v Ll

But when I found that we were actu-
‘ally to sleep out there ‘without cover~
ing every night, and that he proposed
that our: food shoul@ be the sheep of
the Downs (wild goats he called them),
ccoked upon a fire that was to be made
by the rubbing together of two sticks,
my heart failed me, and on the very
first night, I crept away to my mother.
But Jim stayed out there for the whole
weary week—a wet week it was, too—
and came back at the end of it look-
ing a deal wilder and’ dirtier than his
hero does in the pieture books. It is
well that he had only promised to stay
a week, for if it had been a month he
would have died of cold and hunger
betore his pride would have let him
come home.

His pride—that was the deepest thin
4n all Jim’s nature. It is a mixe
quality, to my mind, half a virtue and
half a vice—a virtue in holding a man
cut of the dirt, a vice in making it
hard for him to rise when once he has
fallen. Jim was proud down to the
very marrow of his bones. You re-
member the guinea that the young lord
had thrown to him from the box of
the coach. Two days later some one
picked it up from the roadside mud.
Jim only had seen where it had "fallen,
and he would not deign even to point
it out tg a beggar. Nor would he
stoop to glve a reason in such a case,
but would answer all remonstrances
with a curl of his lip an@ a flash of
hig blackieyes. Even at school he was
the same, with such a sense of his own
dignity that other folk had to think of
it, too. He might say, as he did say,
that a right angle was the proper sort
of an angle, or put Panama in Sicily,
but old Joshua Allen would as soon
have thought of raising his cane
against him as he would of letting me
off if I had said as much. And so it
was that, although Jim was the son
of nobody, and I of a king’s officer, it
always seemed to me to have been a
condescension on his part that he
should have chosen me as his friend.

To be Continued.

AT EASTER. i
— { ek R

¢ A Light That Was Never on Land
or Sea.”

(Copyrighted 1896, by Mary C. Francis.)

It was the eve of Easter. Twilight
had fallen over the crest of the moun-
tain an hour since, and now the plain
below lay silent in a haze of light,
wrapped in the ineffable swoon of si-
lence and mystery which makes night
the eternal Sphinx of creation.

The season was far advaneed for
April, and the wooing breath that float-
ed across the valley was laden with
that warm, earthly smell that rises
Wwhen the bosom of the earth is first
stirred from its cold slumber. A va-
gue, delicious odor was wafted on the
night wind; on the low range of foot-,
hills away to the southwest there burn-
ed a row of brush fires, their smoke
and flames strangely fantastic in the
silvered air.

The girl leaning against the meadow
bars turned her face up to the sky, but
her wide, solemn eyes saw not the
beauty of the night. Deep into the
vault she gazed, her attitude intense,
her fingers interlaced until the veins
stood out, her head turned slightly to
catch the footfall she knew so well

As the soft light fell upon her there
it showed a face and form at once
striking and uncommon ; a tall, strong,
young figure, g trifle more mature than
graceful, a face set in sombre melan-
choly, a broad white brow, an aureole
of red-brown hair, and eyes of deep
brown, with a curious amber fleck in
their pupils.

There was the sound of little twigs
breaking under a quick footstep. The
girl started and drew herself up in a
resolute attitude. “Ah, Jean, are you
there ? Have you walted long for me?”
He vaulted lightly over the meadow
bars and clasped both of her hands
in his. A slight tremor shook the girl’s
figure. “You are cold,” he said hast-
ily. “You must not be ill, if you do
you will not be able to sing to-mor-

How they roared on the coach,

row.” As he gpoke be took the wrap

she had left lying unheeded. and placed
it carefully about her shomlders. An
irscrutable expression flitted over the
girl’s countenance, She drew away
from him imperceptibly.

“I am not cold,” she said, “and I|
shall not be il for tc-morrow.” |
He took a step nearer her and looked

long and deeply into her eyes.

“Our last day,” he said.

A silence fell between them. The!
fresh breeze swept down from the foot-
hills bearing the spicy odors of the
‘burning brush ; the smoke wreathed in
strange fantastic shapes on the distant
horizon, like wraiths of dead loves.
Spencer Gregg stood as though spell-
bound, and gazed into the face of the
girl who from the first hour he had
met her had fllled his life with a new
fascination. Attracted by her charm
and baffled by her pride, he had ad-
mired and all but loved her. He fan-|
cied himself too much her social super- i
ior to wed her, yet coming on the eve |
of his departure for the East to say
‘farewell. the beauty and the witchery |
of the hour and the warm, magnetic
personality of the girl worked like
magic in his brain, and in one swift
instant he felt that common heritage of
the sons of Adam run through his
brain like fire. 4

“‘Jean,” he said, in a choked volce,
“Dear Jean.” His outstretched arms
almost  -encircled her figure, which
scemed to shrink supplicatingly ; his
warm breath fanned her cheek. ‘“Jean,
Jean,” he went on breathlessly, hurri-
ed now by the fire within him, “do you
remember how often we have sung to-|
gether ? Do you remember the happy
hours we have spent together ? A,
we have been happy, have we not,
Jean 2’

The girl's face was like marble. Her
1ips contracted strangely. She looked
at Spencer Gregg as one might at the
face of the dead. 5

“Yes, I remember,” she said quietly
and coldly. “To~morrow you go away,
and you will be happy—happy with
others.” Despite her pride and self-
control the girl’s voice died away in
a tremor. Spencer Gregg was stirred
unti] the depths of his manhood were
almost reached. Never before had she
80 nearly unveiled the sacredness of
her womanhood to him, and now for
the first time he guessed the depths of
that passionate but proud nature. The
knowledge filled him with an unspeak-
able delight. Once more that strange
mystic sensation surged through his
brain. After all, what did it matter—
love, and life, and Jean, and poverty,
against opulence and a barren exist-
erce? He would have her, come what
may ; those wondrous eyes should al-
ways look into his, those warm, red
lips, always be ready to caress him.
Once more he stretched out his arms,
the vows of eternal love trembling up-
on his tongue. But Jean forestalled
bim. To love as she loved was agony
when not returned in a degree. With
the swift intuition born of true affec-
tion, she discerned that missing link
without which no son of Adam may
hope to win a true daughter of Eve.

“I am very glad of it,” she said, her
tall figure towering to its full height
in the pale light, and her voice growing
firm again. “I shall never forget our
pleasant days together, and I shall ex~
pect to see you on your return next
year. Let us go back to the house.
It is getting chilly.”

As they walked back to the farm=
hcuse the brush fires on the foothills
died to a dull" glow, and a bank of
clouds swept across the sky. They
parted as formal acquaintances might
bave done.

IL
Come see the place where the Lord lay,
For He is risen, i$ risen to-day ;
Allelujah! Allelujah!
Jean Montgomery’s voice rang out
its clear, vibrant soprano in the solo,
and as its rich, pathetic notes echoed
through the church many turned to
lcok at the singer. More statuesque |
than usual, she appeared, as she stood
in the ‘choir loft, the morning sun
throwing her figure into strong rellef
and making her hair a verltn.ble?
nimbus about her head. Her fellow
members of the choir had noticed hér
avhite face and the far-away look in
her eyes, but then Jean never was like
anybody else, and it was just like her
to be silent.and constrained on Easter
morning when everyone else was joy-
ous. Certainly her voice was never
better, thought Spencer Gregg, and as '
he looked longingly at her he wonder- |
ed dreamily if it were possible this
was the same girl with whom he had |
stcod in the dream light of the night
before.
Pshaw! It was all a dream, a fan-|

tasy at best. True, she had stirred {in

his blood and turned his head for the |
time being, but it was impossible that
he should marry her. What did it
matter if his blood leaped along his
veins at sight of her? It was a mere
case of propinquity. After church he
would bid her a formal adieu, and then |
away to fresh fields and pastures new.

The droning sermon came to an end
at last. Spencer Gregg was surround- |
ed by a number who knew of his in-
tended departure, When at last he
freed himself from them and looked
around for Jean, she was nowhere to
be seen.

“Miss Montgomery has gone home,”
they sald, and Spencer Gregg felt a
st‘range contraction at his heart.

‘Ah, will you be so kind as to say au
revoir to her for me?’ he said to a
neighbor.; “I had intended to do soin
p:.rson, but I have missed that plea~
sure.”

As he walked home alone he wonder-
ed when life would be so sweet again
as it had been for the past three
months.

III. : !

A year had passed.

Once more it was the Eve of Easter.
He, had forgotten the holiday, and as
he walked idly in the flower market
that afternoon he had been struck
by the.great masses of flowers and the
white lily bells that had met him
everywhere, :

“You have a very fine assortment,”
x}zl;:r;a’td tc'} ﬂthe flower woman in the
et. e woman looked surpri
“It is Easter, sir,” she said. g
Spencer Gregg started as if he had
been struck, KEaster! Was it a year

since—!

He bought a pot of Annunciation
lilies, scarcely knowing what he did,
and ordered them sent to his apart=
ments, and after a while he went there
himself.

It was dusk now, and as he sat in his
lorely rooms he heard naught but the
muffied roar of the city, like a hungry
wild beast, floating in at the windows.
The sweet, cloying fragrance of the
'lles smote overpoweringly on his
senses. They had smelled just so last
Easter when she had sung “Allelujah!”
gnd his senses had ached at sight of

er.

Fool ! fool that he had been. A year
ago he had been wealthy, courted, pufft~
ed up with the pride of life and the
folly of position. The lust of the world
had blinded his eyes and hardened his
heart. He had thrown away a jewel
and chosen the husks that the swine
refused instead, and now just heaven
had requited him according to his in-
iquity. With the loss of his fortune,
butterfly adherents and false friends
had melted away llke snow in the sun=
shine, and when his nature, purified by
misfortunes of some worldly dross,
turned toward more spiritual aspira-
tions, the final blow came,

Jean was dead. Only to~day had he
heard the tidings, and since then he
had been like one demented. As he
sat in the twilight, with only the dis-
cordant noises of the city and his own
miserable reflection for company, mem-
ory tormented him with g thousand
ghosts,

Again he saw Jean. Again those
wonderful eyes met his and thrilled
him through and through ; again he
heard her voice as he had heard it
hundreds of times in the happy old
days, singing. Again he gsaw her rare,
sweet smile, and like a breath out of
paradise ¢ame a wave of that unfor-
gotten magnetic influence that was
part of her and enveloped her where-
ever she went.

Oh, if he could see her for one mo~
ment as she stood in the twilight by
the old meadow bars a year 2go!
What madness had possessed him then!

: proof pants, or else quit squirtin
! jobs of backhanded, putrefied slime at

:(I)ow could he have been so blind as!
- h:.tw See that deep, divine, tender love
g 8 noble woman’'s heart had lavish-
: Pon him and that he had refused !

i D one swift lightning flash hé saw
v;r purity and his own sgelfighness.

& man unrequited love means
pursult ; with a woman it means re-

ngnoh-tlon.

pencer Gregg groaned,. Too late he
k;ved her. 0 late would he have
aven lup his life to win the treasures
: ta Ove once his and now forever
ost. 4 All through the night he walked
the oori‘ Or sat in silence with his
head on his hands. How he came to
get Into a church the next morning he
cculd not tell. Mechanically he stood
when others stood, anq knelt when
others knelt. The alr was heavy with
the odor of lilies, Jonquils, violets,
roses ; the chancel was one mass of
fronds and blossoms. Jean had been
80 fond of flowers ; he wondered if they
terided her grave carefully. He would
make a pilgrimage and adorn her last
resting place with the choicest blos-
soms. The bells broke into a loud peal.
Was it a joyful chime of requiem? He
could not tell,

Suddenly, as they died away, a sweet,
soaring voice swelled through the arch.
ed roof of the church and soared
heavenward, in full, noble tones :

Come see the place whére the Lord lay,
For he is risen, is risen to-day, {
Allelujah! Allelujah! !

Spencer Gregg was plerced through |
and through, ;‘Iean was dead, he knew

that, but her voice had 1ived in another :

singer. Pragently he tried to see her.
Useless, the choir was invisible. He
shcok as though with an ague. Jean's

eves loomed at him from the lilles. |g
1V

Finally the interminable service was |
oOver. He listened for the voice, but.
it X:.gﬁlno u;xore. :

ng the worshippers who - ex-
changed friendly greeggu with oneI
another, he slipped out of a side door |
and went into the old church yard.

Could the dead come .to life ? Did !

iﬂ eyes deceive him, or was that—!

Jean, Jean !” he faltered,

She turned toward him, the amber
light in her eyes kindled to the flame
that never was on land nor sea, and
thus the two looked at each other for |
¢ne moment. Then her woman’s heart
knew that here at last was love. She
made one faint gesture of welcome,
and in an instant the miracle of the
divine union of two human lives had
Leen accomplished.

“And so you thought I was dead ?”
she said, after a while. “They thought
I would die in that attack of fever, but
}nv:;as too strong.” She laughed a

. ,

Spencer Gregg caught her hand and
kissed it. “Do not speak death,”
he said. “This is the festival of birth,
of resurrection, of reincarnation, of
life. 'When I heard your voice in the
choir to-day I knew that if you were
dead your voice was alive. To me you
have come back from another world,
for I never doubted the report. To-
day we will begin life together, and
every Easter season shall be a double
anniversary to us.

Jean looked up at the strong man

Wwho held her protectingly in his arms. fl

Do you remember that last night in
the meadow?” she said. Y hei

Spencer Gregg looked at her as men
look at the women they love,

“I remember that I was blind that
night, but now I see,” he said.

As they passed out of the church
yard the bells chimed again.

‘l‘z‘hhey are ringing for our marriage,”
sa e.

beA Disgusting Business. f
The autiful young girl who had
graduated only a year before, with
the highest honors, rushed into the
family sitting room and flung herself
with a storm of sobs upon the sofa,
“What is it, my dear?” asked her
father, soothing her gently. “Has any-
thing happened to discourage you?”
“Papa,” said the maiden, raising her
tear-stained face, “I am done with
journalism forever. When you allowed
me to purchase that weekly newspaper
I thought no occupation on earth could

Peculiar Marriage Customs.
In . the Church Family N

Mr. T. F. Thisleton Dyer, writing on' '

“Curfous Marriage Customs,” says:
At a village in Northum'berhng" it
has long been usual to make the bridal
‘;’mir leap over a stone, known as the
louping” or “petting stone,” placed
outside the church porch, on which
8pot it is sald the bride must leave all

her pets and humors behind her whew -

she crosses it.

Another ordeal of a similar nature is
assoclated with Jarrow Church, where
is preserved the chair of the Venerable
Bede on which all brides are enthroned
as soon as the marriage service is
over. The i{dea is that this act will
make them the joyous mothers of chil-
dren. There are a g0od many chairs
of this kind. Whoever, for instance,
glrt:t ;r;t St. Mlcihael's Chailr, Cornwall,

ter marriage, will h -
teg; in domestlgsr’natters. T %
years past brides were (speciall
warned aegainst sitting dowt’x‘s%n th?
left seat at the entrance to Yarmouth
Church, popularly known as the “Deve

iI's Seat,” as it is supposed to render

anyone who sits down upon it ever
afterwards liable to misfortune,
reaking bread over the bride's i
head is regarded as an important cuse;
tom in our northern counties, an old-
bractice alluded to by Herrick—"“while .
Some repeat your praise, and bless you,
sprinkling you with wheat.” In pami:
years an important custom was the
nuptial kiss, in which the officiating’
mXets: :rten Joined. b
the marriage of Mary Queen of;
S:ots to Lord Darnley the lattgr kissed®
the former, and Shakespeare refers to '
the practice in his “Taming cf tha
hrew.” Marston, too, in his “Insa-
tlatg Countess,” says: “The kiss thow
£av'st me In the church here take.”
The story is told of a parson, a!
stranger in the neighborhood, who,
after performing a marriage in
Yorkshire village, was surprised to see’
the party keep together, as if expecte
ing something more. “What are youw
::l’fln& toll-)?'l'dhe at last asked. “Please,
/ e bridegroom repli " ’
not kissed Molly.” e
At Cranbrook, in Kent, as well as in
other places, it was the custom ¢t
strew the bride’s pathway, not with»
flowers, but with emblems of the brides -
groom’s trade; thus a carpenter walke
ed on shavings, a shoemaker on leathe,
er parings, and a blacksmith on pieces.
of old iron. ;

i

The Marquis of Lorne and Princesd '
Louise have just celebrated their twena '
ty-fifth wedding anniversary, and howe=
ever the Marquis may be looked down!
upon by his royal relatives in his
country his pedigree is considered by‘
the Highlanders superior to that of thed
Hanoverians,
of the, Duke of Argyll's tenants that thas
Duke’s son was to mary a Princess,
Was met with the astonishing reply:.j

ES:’ sir, but it’s a proud woman youn;
Queen will be the day when her da.ugh-!
ter marries the son of MacCallum -
Moore!” :

In families where the small boy is
not ruled with a rod of iron, said sglau
boze is prone to early morning persie

age.
“Alexander, get up!” called his
father, the other morning. :

“Too cold,” called Alexandep in rew
turn. : ’ :
"'It you are not up in five minutes’
I'll come up after you,” returned "his'
father,

right,”

“All responded Alexander,

be s0 noble, so elevating. My editor-
ials were praised by the entire press
of the country, and I tgot flattering
words of encouragement from even the
large dailies. Last week I wrote a gen-
tle criticism of an article that appear-
ed in a little weekly in another county.
This, papa—this is what I find in the
next issue of that horrid paper.”
The lovely girl handed her father the
paper, and buried Mar head upon the
sofa pillows while ha read the follow-

“We would say to the loathsome,
knock-kneed, piebald, jabberwack that '
infésts the editorial dugout of the
‘Weekly Herald—keep your shirt on! The
disgusting, idiotic drivel that emanates
from the clapper-jawed, squirrel-head-
ed, slabsided puddle duck that spoils
paper for that sewer pipe of jouirnalism
should get a pair of buckskin, klo:l;
su

decent papers. If the hump-backed,
putty-faced vermin referred to doesn’t
like our remarks we will call any day
and scatter a few locks of hair and
brass buttons around said Herald of-
fice, or forfeit a year's subscription.”

“Papa,” said the girl graduate in a
small but decided voice, “I want you
to buy me a cook book and some long !
aprons. I'm going to stay at home and
help mother about the house.”

Tom—Would you marry a woman
with a past?
Jack—No.

VIGOR or MEN

5, Quickly, Permansntly Restored,

History repeats {itself!

ERIE MEBICAL C0., Buftal, LY,

bloed.
::ﬁ:sldeun of
. erange-
ments Dr. Pierce’s Favorite
is asafe and certain remedy, M'Jﬁ'
all abrormal conditions, 80 ther
o Olces orince:
the uterus are cured by the * Fa-
vorite Prescription,” and the gre.h lasts

b.tme't%ru, P!mee vorite Pree
o e s

scription is a specific, and has a record of
over a quarier of a century of cuves. :
a%v& Wn.:na-,dm.m
“For twelve 2

st
lastIt I would
Dr, ~'s Fa-
3 !reog ion, g 5

two years, After w— 3
:lou I now . better k] th:.
ever before in my life, ﬂﬁ?‘.

Wl
1

WALTER H. n%sl.v:rsczl‘v. i

Gives Instruction in Veice Productice |

Pupils "received for study of Musioak /
Ty. Open to acoept engagements as-
Tenor Soloists at conocerts. Concerts ai«"
. Studio—Oare R. 8, WILLIAMS & |

BON, 143 Yonge-street. i

J. D. A. TRIPP,
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PIANO VIRTUOSO '

Teacher of plano at Toronto Conservas
tory of Music, “Rolleston House” and Stus °
dio. Room 14 Oddfellews’ Bullding, corg |
Yonge and College-streets,

J. W. F. HARRISON,

Organist and Choirmaster 8¢, Simon’
Church, Musioal Director of the omm:w :
Ladies' Collegs, Whitby, Teacher of Plana
and at Toronto Conservatory of/
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dream, every added ounce

baby growth

The baby’s mission is
gfowth. To that little bun-
e of love, half trick, half

of flesh means added ha
piness and comfort! Fatis
the signal of perfect health,
comfort, good nature, baby
beauty.
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(GEORGE F. SMEDLEY,
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Studio:  Whaley. & Co, 158
st., or College ol:'-u.:c.nl.’ Pe-h'nko-!:.-”

hypophosphites, is the eas-
1est fat-food baby can have,
in the easiest form. It sup-
plies just what he cannot
get in his ordinary food,
and helps him over the

THE COSCRAVE BREWERY CO
OF TORONTO, LTD.,

Telephone 264,
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“Bring an ice pick with you!” $
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