
TH{E TRLTE KNIC4HT. 17T

THE LOST WILL.

Tbey had grown old together, this brother anid
sister. 1 say had advisedly, for now tbey are
dead and onlytheir memnory lives. Yes, they

e had growvn old more fromn the hardness of their
lot than f romn anything else; xvealth, honor, po-

0 sition mîght have beeni theirs, but with themn
e duty came flrst, and rlght nobly did they do It.

t, Neither of thern bad married, they had just
iI ived fromn day to day that quiet life that true

1 contentment brings. Such then my readers
w -ere they at this your f irst glance of thern,
Henry Seldorne and bis sister Mary.

r '«0f ail the letters '«e have ever received, this

is the most unexpected and the most strange;
Harry. Who Nvould have thought that the very
fortune wve refused, years ago, should now be
lef t us, and under such strange conditions, too!
I thlnk '«e canont hesitate in our decision for
one moment. Hurnanity itself would dernand
our taking this child, fortune or rnisfortunell'

"Your thouglits ar-i mine. Mary. You are al-
w-ays right.

And thus '«as 1 taken into the home of these
two dear old people; an orphan. stili young in
years, and I learned to love theni better lthafl
mnany a father arnd mother are loved.

So the days rassed by, mnaklng wçeeks and
rionths and years, until 1 had becomne a man,
and these dear, kind friends had nlgh lived their
aliotted spar. _Many tirnes had they told me
my future '«as provided for, that the estate and
ail they p'ussessed '«as '«iiled to me, but I
thought not much of that then.

1 well remember-nay, shall 1 ever forget-
the terrible suddenness of their taking off. It
wvas after a mild yet trying '«inter, In a spririg
time which seenied to have cbanged places '«ith
the season just gone.

Let me flot linger on this part of mny tale; it
seems to me that these tirnes that occur to al
of us, are best enshrined in our hearts. 1 '«ill
therefore proceed to relate '«bat mnay be of more
interest te any '«ho may peruse these lines.

Aftr ail was over and '«hen the Unrie to read
the '«111 had comne, '«bat '«as the surprise of
everybody to find tbat '«111 misslng. Every-
thing '«ent te a distant relative of Henry Sel-
domne, a man '«hoin I had iîot even seen. What
legal right bad 1 to the property? It bad been
leit to Henry Seldomne bY a friend of father's,
irbo liad taeced me on as a condition, '«ishing
to provide me '«lth a homne.

Thus at the age of twenty-one '«as I tiiL'Own
a second timne on the mercies of tt.1s world.
Years afterwards, '«hen by bard ilghting 1 liad
vron my '«ay to a position and a conifortable
Incorne, 1 happened to drop into Cbristie's auc-
tion roorns. '«liere I found thein bidding on a
writing table, old fashioned, yet strarigely fa-
nilliar to me;, there '«as something about that
table that recalledl bygone years, and on that
accounit I bought It. Sball 1 tell you more?
canont you guess the rest? That littie table
had belonged to Henry Seldome-he used to
rrite at it, and I began to do the sarne. One
day I accldentally upset it, and tbe fall sorte-
how released soine secret spring and opened an
unsuspected drawer, andl in that drawer among
other things I found that lost '«iii. How
Strangely some things liappen; that sanie day's
nmail brouglit me the ne'«s of decease '«itliout is-

sue of the man '«ho for ail these years of my-
toillng had held rny oid home twventy years-
Just twenty years after Seidomne's deatb dld 1
succeed to this property, a better, a wiser, a.
more contented man, thanklng God for the
years of hardship that bad shown me how to be
a man, the years that had taught me sympathy'
for those in need. RGNAý IES

MY WORST ENEMY.

Most people have eneniies, and I arn not anr
exception to this rule by any means. I have-
mnany enemies, I kno'«, and a few friends, but
there is one enemny I liate and yet love, I de-
spise and yet serve; nay more, an enemy %«horn
it seems I wvorship; one who ousts even God
Alimghty, or, to speak inore. correctly and a lit-
fIe more reverently, whom I allowv to, take the
place of God to me. Who is this enemy? Need.
you ask? He is your enemy and mine; the
enemny of rnankind.

lMy brothers! I ami my worst enemy, and
you, you are your '«orst enemy. I arn a God to;
myseif and you are the sarne to yourself. The
god of this '«orld is -self.-~ Others have told
you the sanie thing time and time again. Tliey
have told you this far bette"- than I ever can.

Such assertions seeni sweeplng, cruel, untrue.
Yet stop and consider, have patience, tbink!
think long and deeply, cultivate that perhaps
dormant quality in your nature, learn to know
yourself as you are and not as you '«ould bave
others fancy you are.

Watch this enemny, ask the reason, the motive
of bis every action, his every word. Forever
is hie saying: "Ail glory be to me! See liow
good 1 amn! how brave I am! bow ricli I ami!
bow generous 1 am. What Is the wished-for
outc3rne of eacli and every deed but the ad-
vancernent of himself, the uplif-ting of huiself
for others to faîl de'«n to '«orship.

Many years ago one '«ho '«as counted clever,
ga)od and true; whilst speaking of mankind,
coripared hlm to the seed so'«n in the ground,
which, as you se wç%ell know, rnust die to live
and grow. WVell and truly dld lie speak. Let
me repeat, perhaps not in lits very '«%ords, still
sornewhat to the samne purpose: Is God to live-
for you and me. then self must die. We must
ail die some day, true, but to live as lie bas
mçeant us te live, means to die many days and
every day. 'Were this not 50, then wby did God
comne to eartli,' or '«len lie came, why '«as bis
life a living death?

.And man lives on and angels '«eep! Oh man,
perverse and foolisb, reckless, selfish, base-
tolling, longing for and wininig but, te lese and
leave beliind, on tbis side deatb's portais, al! of
this '«orld tliou hast '«on! Were God but such
an one as you and 1, hovw lie mnust laugb us to
very scorn. But lie is our Pather sf111. He just
]ives on and waits, seelng tlie end froni tlie be-
ginning and rejolclng in the time to corne, '«hen
aIl things are accomplished, w«len tlie battle is
o'er and the victory w«on. My brotliers, yo,
profess to love tlie beautiful, you profess to be
trying to better nianklnd, but are you doing so?
Nay are you net ratlier blindly sacrificing God's
futuare for tlie atta1ni..ant of tîntw'«11d sliould
you attain it you '«111 flnd will crumble In your


