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A LIFE'S FAILURE.
(By Nurse Nina.)

1t was a sentence | leard a lady say on
board the Queen ab dyducy, tual made e
Lnk o1 calling tue story

“loor Mr. Chalmers,
e nas been a sadure, and now he 18 go
g home 1o die. At s a sad story!

L did not know then wuo Mr. Chalmers
was, and 4 wondered,
lue uext day
the saloon, and 1

Loat, ma au.
she saud; Lus

Ihat was on datur
Lhere was service in
heard  them  say Mr
Chalmers=would preach 11 he was avle.

1 looked up when the clergyman came
lorward o lus
was slanting through the porthoies just
He bad far, reddish goid
haar, very hight and tlufly, and somenow
witn his pale, beautitul iace, aud bue
white tolds of lus gown 1 got quite a start
L thought he looked like a picture once | d
seen i London of the Angel Gabriel, |
can't tell you what made me
It was the dehicate white fuce
and yet so sweet, and the far bair, and
the sun made it like an aurole, as 1 think
they call it, just as the angel had round
bis head in the picture.

His text
either text or sermon: “Be steong and of
a good courage, fear not, nor be atraid ot
them; for the Lord thy God, le it is that
doth go with thee; he will not fail thee
nor forsake thee.”

Somehow, as he began, |
the lady saymg he was “a failure 1
wondered why. 1 bad never heard just
such a sermon, though it was very quiet
and simple. 1 think some clergymen have
a way of sending you away feeling as i
God were very near, and there are others
again that fairly maze you, and there are
others that give you a stone instead of
bread.

After the sermon he semed very done
up. Death was written on his face, and
I don’t know for my part how he preached
at all; and 1 heard the
would not permit it again.

“Very well, 1 shall rest,” Mr. Chalmers
said, and smiled. “For 1 do want to get
home, and not startle my mother by look
ing too bad. 1 will be obedient, doctor.”

I was surprised to hear him speak so
cheerily. Get home? Would he ever sce
home?

day.

white surplice.  Lhe sun

above lus head.

think of 1t

as strong,

was this—l1 shall never forget

remembered

doctor say he

There was a passenger on board called
Browne, and one night 1 heard a bit ot
talk between him and a friend which set
me thinking. They were having some iced
drinks in the saloon, and their voices came
along the passage when 1 was making up
the beds in the cabm. The others were
on deck enjoying the fine night.

“l had to send Kdith home trst,” Mr.
Browne said, “while 1 remained to settle
up.  We weren't going to stay out in the
coloy—not much!—after Uncle George leit
us that money. Very much better six
months of Europe than ‘a cycle of Cathy
to my mind. And it's just as well she
went by an earlier boat.”

“Why?

“Well, you know, our marrviage was a
bit awkward. Edith came out to marry
another fellow—a clergyman; but, unior
tunately for him, poor chap, she fancied
me en route, and as I was awfully gone
on her, there was only one thing to be
done. We got married, and then she wrote
and told him. He got the lefter just as
he was starting to meet her, for we got
in earlier than we expected.”

“Phew! Did he make a shindy?”

0. But the worst is, the poor beggar
is here—on board, and they say he is dy
ing."”

Lhiere was a pause then,
“Chalme
“Yes. He's been unlucky all through.
He was a bit too good tor the rough gold
diggers he was amongst, and got knocked
down one might trying Lo save a woman
from being struck in a  drunken brawl
LThey let bum lie all night m the rain with
u broken leg, and the chill settled on s
lungs.  So he had to throw it all up and
come home, 1 don’t like the business, for
be doesn't know me--doesn't connect the
two Browaes; and somehow L have taken
an odd tancy for the poor chap. Pou my
word, | don’t see what Kdie preferred in
me. But, then, there's no accounting lor
women's lastes
“No, that's true,”
Maybe

the other agreed
she preferred the sinner to the

saint; some of ‘em do.
“Saint or no, he's true grit. 1 don't
like the business at all. 'Pon my word,

I go about feeling like a thief!”

I couldn’t help watching these two after
that.  Mr. Browne sat next the
clergyman at table, and Mr.
talked to him a good deal. He was always
bright. He took a deal of interest in the
day’s run, though he never betted on i,
as the others did,

young
Chalmers

Indeed, he seemed to
take an interest in everything. He went
and talked to the erew, and preached on
Sunday to the With that
look en his face—plain, for all his bright
ness—the men listened to him as 1 never
knew them listen to anyone before,

second-class,

Une woman in the second-class lost her
baby, and it was buried at sea. She sat
cold and stony till Mr. Chalmers went and
talked to her, and then I heard her sob-
bing in her cabin.

“He's like one of
said

God's angels!” she

“If God is kinder than him, then | can
trust the baby to Him very well.

We got on smoothly, with pretty calm
weather; but, in spite of that we could all
sce that Mr. Chalmers got
weake

weaker and
They say it's a symptom of his
disease, not to see how
death. He did not. He
though he were 1ll at all.

When he knew | was Yorkshire, he'd
speak to we a lot  about Bearborough,
where his mother lived, and where he had
been born, and partly brought up.

“Mother and | are going back to S
borough,” he sid. “Do you know S
borough, stewardess¥”

‘Yes, sir; 1 lived there once for a year
i service. It's a fine place.”

uear one is to
never talked as

“It is the most beautiful town in the
world,” he said. *“In my dreams | always
see it, with the blue sea, and with the gold
of the sky bright behind the castle rock.
I've seen it from the sands like the Uity
of Gold.  Id like to die there. Mother is
to meet me, and we will go straight there
It is God's will!

Poor soul!
thin,

I thought, as I looked at his

white face, and heard his hacking
h, that he would never see Near
borough He would see the real Golden
City, but never an earthly one.

The heat tried him very much., He was
very ill in the Indian Ocean, and 1 think
1t was about here that he lost hope. For
some days he was very dull and quiet, and
my heart ached for him. He was weak,
and sick, and suffering,

One Sunday night—and it was so hot
that the gentlemen went about with their
waisteoats open, and ealled for iced drinks

the doctor had carvied him upon deck,
and he lay there with his white thin face
laid back on a cushion. He seemed too
il and languid to speak. Mr. Browne,
coming up, sat down by him suddenly, and

took up the big palmleaf fan, and he be
gan to fan him.

“You are very good!” Mr.
whispered. But he

weary to speak.

Chalmers
seemed almost too

People talk about the

valley of the shadow, ma'am; but 1 dont
think we always go through the valley of
the shadow just at the very end of life. 1
think some of us pass through it before

that.

I was thinking his soul was amongst
the shadows that night,
faith was fading a httle, 1

and his bright
would have

given anything to have helped hum, but
what could I say?

And then suddenly a Miss Viehy, who
had been sitting with her hands clasped
round her knees on the top of the com

panion, began to sing
All
looking at something
fonr
hefore

opened his eyes

joy

She stopped,
wulked slowly away.
eve.

Mr. Browne came
thou weary, art

It
usual

voice.

was o

to herselt,

deck,

softly
others were on the lowe
There were only us
deck. T had been fanning him
She sang, "Art
thou languid?”

sweet, soft air, not the

very

one, and | never heard a swecter

And at one verse Mr, Chalmers
and a sort of fheker of

and understanding crossed his face
“If T find Him, if 1 follow,

What His guerdon here?

‘Many a sorrow, many a labor,
Many a tear.

Lf I still hold closely to Him,
What hath He at last?

‘Sorrow vanquish'd, labor ended,
Jordan past!’”

then, and,

1 don't

gelung up,
suppose she

knew God had put it into her heart

1o sing just those words,

“Sorrow

vanquished, labor ended, Jor

dan past!”

Air. Chalmers whispered the words, then
looked up at the other with a bright smule,

He, too,
Browne,

always seemed to like Mr.

“1 was down in the deeps, 1 think,” he

said

“And those words were God’s mes-

sage to me,”

“Do

you believe

Mr. Browne spoke in a kind of
voice,
his look far

them 7"
hoarse

and Mr. Chalmers answered, with

way:

“Thank God, 1 dol”
“Have you vanished all your sorrow?

“I did not!
“Chalmers,”

He did it for me!”

said the other suddenly,

“I've_always thought a lot of clergy n
these days don't really believe half they

preach!

I know a fellow with a good

parish and a fine stipend—he don’t believe

i

But he says it don't do anyone any

harm if it is only a poetical dream, or one
illusion more!”

That

could see
flush,
“Man," he said,
dream!
“You believe it, then, on your
it can do that
make death easy?”

Mr. Chalmers' thin face
“one doesn't die for a
One doesn’t live for a dream!”

soul?
brighten life, and

my soul! It has done that for

It will help you to understand,”

waited and listened,

come out to Australia
hopes,

follow me whenever

I
1

needn't
first y

other moved uneasily; but he

with high
The girl T was to marry was to
I got settled; and
her more than my life! Well,
tell you the struggles of the

ears, but at last things got smoth-
er a bit, and she came.
11 for our home,

I bad done all
I used to sit up

at nights, carpentering and painting, 1
was the happiest man in the colany!

thing troubled me,
“And then—I was starting to go and

She was coming!

meet the ship, and—she had—married

‘o't

ke

~ e,




