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A LIFE'S FAILURE. There was a pause then.
" Chalmers?
"ïes. lie's beeu unlucky all through, 

llu was a bit too good tor ttie rough gold- 
diggers he was amongst, and got kuocked 
down one night trying to »ave a woman 
from being struck in a drunken brawl. 
They let him lie all night m the ram with 
a broken leg, and the chill eel lied on hie 
lungs. So lie had to throw it all up and 
come home. 1 don't like the business, tor 
he doesn’t know me—doesn't connect the 
two llrowues; and somehow l have taken 
an odd tancy tor the poor chap. Von my 
word, I don’t see wliat Edie p ret erred in 
me. but, then, there’s no accounting lor 
women’s tastes.’’

took up the. big palmleaf fan, and lie be- 
to fan him.

"You are very good!” Mr. Chalmers 
whispered, but he seemed almost too 
wear)* to speak. People talk alwiut 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 ot life. 1 
think some of us pass through it bet oi-r 
that. 1 was thinking his soul was amongst 
the shadows that might, and Ins bright 
faith was fading a little, 
given anything to have helped him, but 
what could 1 say?

And then suddenly a Miss Vichy, who 
ha<l been sitting with her hands clasped 
round her knees on the top of the com
panion. began to sing softly to herself. 
All the ot'hcm were on the lower deck* 
huiking at something. There were only us 
four on deck.

I by .Nurse Nina.j

It was a sentence 1 heard a iauy sa> on 
board me tjuccu at tiyuney, tuai made me 
lliiuk oi calling tne story mat, ma am.

"Poor Air. Llialmeis, sue said; 
lile has been a lailure, and now tie is go
ing home to die. It is a sad story:

i did nut know then who Air. Chalmers 
vias, and 1 wondered. Ihat was uu Satur
day. A he next day luere was service m 
the saloon, and 1 heard them say Air. 
Chalmers-wouid preach it he was able.

1 looked up wheu the clergyman curnc 
lui ward m lus white surplice, inu sun 
was slanting through the portholes just 
above Ins head, lie had lair, reddo.n gold 
hair, very light and lluliy, and souienow 
with his pule, beautiful lace, Cue
white folds of his guwu 1 got quite a stall-. 
1 thought he looked like a piciure once 1 d 
seen m Loudon oi the Auge! Gabriel. 1 
can t tell you what made me ihink ol it. 
It was the delicate white lace, as strong, 
and yet so sweet, and the lair hair, ami 
the sun made it like un uurolc, as 1 think 
they call it, just as the angel hud round 
his head in the picture.

ills text was this—1 shall never luiget 
either text or sermon; "be strong and ot 
a good courage, fear not, nor be alruui ol 
them; for the Lord thy Cod, lie it is that 
doth go with thee; ho will not full thee 
nor forsake thee.”

remembered 
the lady saying he was "a failure.” 1 
wondered why. 1 had 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 if 
Uod were very near, and there are others 
again that fairly maze you, and there are 
others that give you a stone instead ol 
bread.

would have

"No, that's true,’’ the other agreed.
"Maybe she preferred 

saint; some ot" 'em do.”
"Saint or no, lie's true grit. 1 don’t 

like the business at all- Pun 
1 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. Chalmers 
talked lo him a good deal. He was always 
bright, lie took u deal of interest in the 
day’s run, though he never betted on it, 
as the others did. indeed, lie seemed to 
take an interest in everything. He went 
and talked to the crew, and preached on 
Sunday to the seeoml-class. With that 

hie face—plain, for all hie bright
ness the men listened to him an 1 
knew them listen to anyone before.

Une woman in the second-clues lost her 
baby, and it was buried at sea. She sat 
cold and stony till Mr. Chalmers went and 
talked to her, and then 1 heard lier sob
bing in her cabin.

•Nlo's like one of God’s angels!" she

the sinner to the

had been fanning him 
before Mr. browne tunic. She sang. "Art 
thou weary, art thou languid ?”

It was n very sweet, soft air, not the 
usual one, and I never heard

my word,

\ Minn a sweeter
And at one verse Mr. Chalmeis 

opened liis eyes, and a sort of flicker ol 
joy and understanding crossed his face.

"If 1 find Him, if I follow,
M hat His guerdon here?
'Many a sorrow, many a labor,
Many a tear.’ x
If 1 still hold closely to Him,
What hath He at last?
‘Sorrow vanquish'd, labor ended, 
•Jordan past!’”

She stopped, then, and, getting up, 
walked slowly away. 1 don't suppose she 

knew Uod had put it iuto her heart 
to sing just those words.

"Sorrow vanquished, labor ended, Jor
dan past!"

Air. ( haluiers whispered the words, then 
looked up at the other with a bright suule. 
He, too, always seemed to like Air. 
brou ne.

Somehow, as lie began,

’ if Uod is kinder than him, then 1 
trust the baby to Him very well.

Me gut uu smoothly, with pretty calm 
weather; hut, in spite oi that we could all 
see that Mr. Chalmers

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

"Very well, 1 shall rest," Mr. Chalmers 
said, and smiled. "For

j "a" down in the deeps, 1 think,’’ he 
*aid. "And those words were God’s mes
sage to me."

"Do you believe them ?"
Mr. browne spoke in a kind of hoarse 

voice, and Mr. Chalmers answered, with 
In» look far

got weaker and 
weaker. They say it's a symptom of lus 
disease, not to see how aicur one i» to 
death, lie did not. He never talked us 
though he were ill at all.

M hen he knew 1 was Yorkshire, he d 
speak to me a lot about (Scarborough, 
"here his mother lived, and where he had 
been born, and partly brought up.

"Mother and I are going buck to Scar
borough,’’ he said. "Do you know Scar
borough, stewardess?'’

^ cs, sir; 1 Jived there once for a year 
in service. It’s a lino place.”

it is the most beautiful town iu the 
w-orld, lie said. ""In my dreams 1 always 

it, with the blue sea, and with the gold 
of the sky bright behind the castle 
I ve seen it from the sands like the City 
of Gold. I'd like to die there. Mother is 
to mvet »ie. and we will go straight there, 
il it is God's will!"

do want to get 
home, and not startle my mother tiy look 
mg too bed. 1 will be obedient, doctor. ’ 

I was surprised to bear him speak so 
cheerily. Get home? Would he 
lu»m« ?

” Thunk God, 1 do!”
Have you vanished all your sorrow? '

’ I did not ! He did it for me! 
Chalmers, said the other suddenly, 

J ve always thought a lot of clergy in 
these days don’t really believe half they 
Prcaeli! 1 know a fellow with a good 
parish and a line stijiend—he don’t believe
it But he saye it don’t do
harm if it j8 , 
illusion more!’

I could see 
flush.

ever see

There was a passeuger on board cubed 
ne, and one nightbrown heard a bit ol 

ween him and a friend wliivu 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 hu«ls in the cabin. The others 
on deck enjoying the tine night.

"J hud to send Edith home tirst,” Air. 
browne said, "while 1 remained to settle 
up. W’e weren't going to stay out iu the 
evloy—not much!—alter Untie George left 
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 marriage was a 

bit awkward. Edith came out to marry 
another fellow

talk

anyone any 

Mr. Chalmers’ thin face

only a poetical dream,

You believe it, then, on your soul? 
Ihat it can do that—brighten life, and 
make death easy?"

"On my «oui! It |la, done tb„, [or
It will help you to understand."

Tin. other moved uneasily; but he 
waited iiinl listened.

“f mine out to Australia with high 
hopes. The girl I was to marry was to 
, 1 ow mf whenever I got nettled; and 
I loved her more than my life! Well, 
1 need 11 t tell you the struggles Of the

Toor soul! I thought, as I looked at his 
thin, white face, and heard his hacking 
cough, that lie would never sm hicur 
borough. He would see the real (to!den 
< ily, but never an earthly one.

The heat tried him very much. He was 
y«y in ,,lv Indian Ocean, and 1 think 
it was a bout here that he lost hope. For 
Mune days he was very dull and quiet, ami 
my heart ached for him. He 
nml sick, and suffering.

One Sunday night-*nd it

clergyman; but, unfor
tunately for him, poor chap, she fancied 
me en route, and as I was awfully gone 
on her, there was only one thing to Ik* 
done. We got married, and then 
and told him. He got the letter just as 
he was starting to meet her, for we got 
in earlier than we expected.”

was weak.

die wrote w as so hot 
ihat tlie gentlemen went about with their 
waistcoats open, and called for iced drinks 

the doctor had carried him ii|sm deck, 
and he lay there with his white thin face 
laid Istrk on a cushion. lie seemed too 
ill and languid to «peek. Mr. Browne, 
coming up, mt down by him suddenly, and

first years, hut at last things got smoth
er a bit, and she came. I had done nil 
I could for our home. 1 used to sit up 
at nights, carpentering and pointing. 1 
was the happiest man in the colony! 
Nothing troubled me. She was coming!

And then—I was starting to go and 
meet the ship, and—she had—married

“Phew! Did he make a shindy?”
“No. But the worst is, the poor beggar 

is here—on board, and they say he is dy-


