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SECULAR THOUGHT.

April 15, 1899

of the king, twitted him with having
maried a low-born girl, and Sir Gillert is
said o have thrown his gavntlet in Guy's
face. The following day be with his re-
iners went over to the camp of Prince
Edward, just in time to share the fate of
many othes gallant gentlemen who fell at
Lewes”

“[ bave heard the story many timwes,
mother,” returned Gilvert.  * The stout
uld knight lived long enough, however, to
retrieve his honor; I would rather be a
defeated, dying loyalist than a successful
wraitor.  And Amy Varcoe, mother, is not
low-born, as the Bodrugans can tell you if
you care to ask them. Thercare peasants
in England to-day some of whom own
names that once figured in history.”

“ That nmay be so, Gilbert,” she said,
“ but nevertheless they are peasants and
clowns to-day, not to be saved by the
names they have ishented.  Think better
of this matter, while there is time for
thinking. Whatever it might have been
in the past, such unions now are followed
by regret, misery, and the scorn of the
world. Young people sometimes profess
to ridicule and despise the opinion of what
is called soriety. T'alk is cheap, Gilbert,
and scldom does harm, at least in such
things ; but when one defies society by
what he does his absolution is never com-
p'ete and even his children have to bear
the stain.”

* “That may be so, mother; but if all
this scriousness is the result of Dorothy
‘Feulon's watching, let me tell you that you
have no cause to be anxious.”

“ Indeed, Gilbent,” said his mother,
“then {lorothy was miistaken when she
thought she saw some lave 2

1 did not say that,” he interrupled ;
“no doubt the misch.cvous littls puss<
told only what was true.  Mother, I made
Inve to Amy Varcoe, and was rejected.”

** Rejected !™ she said, “ o you mean
that you offered to marry her and was
refused 27

* Samcthing like thay, if you will know
all abaut i, mother, with just a litile
resereatio menfalis, as the Jesuits say,
perhaps. I have loved her, T think. since
the day 1 first met her dawn in Cornwall,
—a sort of natural love it may be, that
might, 1 thought, have had its fruition
withowt benison or formulary. But the
dream is aver, mother. I have a 1aint of
hereditary vice in my nature which syme-
times gots the better of my reason and
my manliness, but Amy Varcoe and im-
purity cannot live together.  It-is over, 1
assure you : do not It my evil thoughts
he visited on her head.  And now, letme
£0, you se¢ 1 am wounded, not conquered 3
you shall sce that I am able to conquer
mysclf.”

He went off to the library with a step
jaunty cnough, but his mother shook her
head while listening to his footsteps. 1
see how it 1s,” she s3id to herself, “she
has only made him ten times more ardent.
It may be that ke mirror in this, too, re-
fiected the decree of Destiny; if so, X
cannek avert it, but at least 1 can try, and

1 wiil, though T have learned to love the
gitl almost like a daughter.”

Mrs. Arderne and her companion were
closeted together quite late that evening,
After dinner Gilbert had left the Priory to
attend the petty sessions, so the time was
favorable to his mother’s purpose.  She
did not ask Amy to reveal what had
transpired in the Copse, but she spoke
gently but firmly her wind on the subject
of what she termed Gilbert’s infatuation,
assuring ber that such unequal matches
scldom resulted in anything but life-long
misery. When, atthe close of her homily,
Amy ventured to hint that it would be
better for her to return to Gernwall, Mrs.
Ardernc reluctantly consented to her
going, “at least for a time, until Gibert’s
waywardness should take another turn.”
In the meantime, she proposed that finan-
cially and in respect to the feeling between
her and Amy, they should stand on an
unchanged fuotirg. so that Amy might
regard herself as being on a vacation-visit
to> her home, at least during the Ardernes’
stay in town. For the time Amy, resolved
to minimize the pain 1hat her prolectress
so evidently felt, assented to this, knowing
that she couid subsequently free hersell
by letter.

With great forethought Mss. Ardernc,
the next day, drove to the village and re-
turned with Eliza Teulon, thus enabling
the two friends to part,—as Eliza thought
only for a few weeks,-—-without Dorothy's
animadversions or affected regrets.  This
Tast day at the Priory wastherefore passed
very happily by Amy, whose regret at hav-
ing to leave her benefactress was cgunter-
balanced by the proud thought thathever
before had Mrs. Arderne loved and res-
pected her so much. This assurance grew
out af 2 statement made by her to Amy
in which she acknuwledged that Gilbert
hin'sclf had told her of his rejection. And
s0 the day, albeit sad, was not at all de-
pressing, although in her heart Amy Var-
coc never thuught to sce Eliza again.
With this conviction, she gladly assented
to the latter’s proposal for a weekly inter-
change of leters. When, however, she
found herself within the seclusion of her
roowm that night Amy could not help shed-
ding a fow tears while mentally reviewing
the cvents of the past half-year. It was
characteristicof her gentle nature that she
did not blame Gilbert.  If he loved her
unwisely, was it “not also true that her
affection was placed beyond hope of
fruition? To such a noble spirit there
could be no betier anocyne in' trouble
than the consciousness that she had been
trueto herself, true cven to hjm whom she
loved so well by refusing to encounage 2
passion that might tend to his disadvan-

tage.
Abel Pilgrim himself drove her to the
station at \Watton carly next moming.

The old man scarcely spuke to her until
he saw her scated safely in a firstclass
carriage of the express.  Taking her hand
to say goodbye he almoust whispered in
her car:

“Reep a gnod heart, Miss Varcoe,
there's only rank and niches in your way,

and these sometimes take wings.
goud heart, and goodbye 1"

Only rauk and riches: yes, old man,
but these things sometimes sunder hearts
and make this world a hell.

(To be continied.)
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EVANGELISTIC ¢« WQRK.

“Ves,” said the gaunt, secdy-looking
man as heseated himself in one of the
Rev. Jacob Goodman’s plush.covered
chairs and calmly lighted a cigarette, 1
bhave worked hard for the cause, but Y
have failed. It was due to no fault of my
own. I started out full of hope, with my
heart set on converting hundreds of the
poor sinners who have gone astray. [
had planned to hold a series of evange-
listic meetings in every city and town
from the Atlantic to the Pacific.  After 1
had finished there would be no excuse for
any unconverted sinner in the country.
1 would-reach them all.”

*“And you say this beautiful plan fell
through? " the Rev. Mr. Goodman inter-
rupted.

“Als! yes,” said the man, dropping
he ashes from his cigarette on the carpet,
“1he competition proved to he too fierce.
‘I'he very first town I visited was covered
all over with big red ads. of the celebrated
evangelist, ¢ Billy the Kid. the reformed
prizhghter” It was no use competing
with that man. Thae were only ten
people in the hall where I spoke, snd the
people who went to hear the reformed
pugilist were turned away by the hundred.

“In the next town I found the Rew.
Blowhard, rcformed gambler, was there
ahead of me. Same experience.  They
all flocked to him, and there were only
three people in my audience, and one of
them was deaf at that. Next town and
who should I discover but Esmond Bools,
reformed actor. Same experience there,
too. 1 tried still another town, and I
found the ficld clear. I got along first
rate. But I hadnt been there mure than
three days when xlong came Sam Sharp,
the reformed New York police capiain,
with a lot of big pusters that cuvered the
sides of half the buildings, and the next
night my aadience had dwindled down to
one.

“Igaveitup. Ifound I wasn®t fited
to be an up to date evangelist. There
was one great fault with me I couldn’t
overcome. I had no past. I had always
been = Christian.”

“1 sympathize with you,” said the Rev.
Mr. Goodman, clacping his hands,

“Sympathy goes a long way,” said the
caller, as he carclully laid the butt of his
cigarctic on the arm of the plush-covered
clair, “but—er-—-I—1 was going to sug-
gest that if vou have $= about you jou
might assist a brother in need with a
small loan."—N.Y. Journal




