< ~ther or not any spiritual results
7 low.

BT 5 i g
P SRR Y ST Wy b

A DOUBTER’S THOUGHTS.
The Bourgeois Belief—Advamnce of Free

Thought and Free Inguiry.
Under the title of “ The Persistence
of Dogmatic Theology ”’ (Westminster
Review, November), Mr. G. G. Green-
wood arraigns orthodoxy and cuts into
established doctrines and beliefs with

a blade tempered chiefly with ridicule..

Among other things he finds it impos-
sible to believe in the doctrine of the
Trinity. He sees *“not the slightest
reason to believe in it,” and even the
most proselyting of the orthodox will
not, he imagines, ask him to believe

without finding some reason for such

belief. The doctrine of the Trinity
appears to him to be *“the most pre-
posterous of all the dogmas which have
been fabricated by the perverse in-
genuity of theologians.” To quote
briefly as a sample of argument he

says:
“If, indeed, it were proved to me that
this doctrine rested up a revelation
from God I would, of course, accept it
as truth, though even so I should be
subject to the limitation so well ex-
pressed by Archbishop Secker: ‘Let
any proposition be delivered to us, as
coming from God or from man, we can
believe it no further than we under-
stand it; and therefore, if we do not
understand it at all, we cannot believe
itatall’ Inthis case, however, I am
very sure that the dogma is but the
invention of man, and to me the mar-
vel is how men of intelligence, after
fully and dispassionately considering
the matter can still believe in it. Yet
what are the facts? We find, indeed,
that free thought and free enquiry have
made the most satisfactory and en-
- couraging advances during-the last fif-
ty years, and we may confidently hope
that these advances will be even more
rapid during the coming century. Nev-

ertheless we find that dogmatic the-

ology still holds its<ewn, if not argu-
mentatively, at any rate numerically.
Take the ordinary man of which the
Socialists call bourgeois society, and
inquire as to his religious belief. You
will find that in the vast majority of
instances he professes the °‘orthodox’
faith. He is a regular. attendant at
church or chapel. He believes not
only in the Nicene, but probably also
in the (so-called) Athanasian Creed,
though he expresses some mild doubts
as to the ‘ damnatory uses’ of the
latter formulary: He believes (so he
will tell you) that the Old Testament,
as well as the new, is the revealed

Word of God. He believes in the story

of the creation, the fall, .and the de-
luge as told in the book of Genesis,
though possibly he may admit of some
alegorical interpretation. He believes
that the Creator of the Universe took
evening walks in the Garden of Eden,
that He showed Himself to and talked
ith Adam, Moses and others; he be-
eves (to take a few examples) that
Elijah went up in a chariot to heaven;
that Jonah lived three days and three
nights in the belly of a whale under
the sea; that dead persons have been
frequently brought to life again; that
multitudes have been fed on a few
loaves and fishes.» He believes these
. and a hundred other strange and mi-
raculous things, and he is extremely
angry with you if you venture to ex-
press the opinion that there is no evi-
dence and, indeed, no foundation in
reason to support such beliefs or any
of them.

“ Now the devout orthodox may per-
haps say that the very fact of the con-
tinued prevalence of these beliefs is of
itself a proof of their divine origin.
We can afford, however, to pass by
such an assertion with a  smile; for
the truth is that so many causes con-
spire to maintain the existence of dog-
matic theology that it would be indeed
extraordinary if that existence were
not almost indefinitely prolonged. It
is all very well to shout Magna est
Verita® et praevalebit, but a very cur-

sory study of human history is suffi- |

cient to show that falsehood, preju-
_ dice, passion, ignorance, superstition
and eredulity have constantly been vic-

torious over truth, and I much doubt
whether the true maxim for this world

should not rather be exnressed ‘Great
'is ‘error, and it shall prevail I’ ”

A MINISTER’S TEMPTATIONS.

Solemunity May Become Perfunciory-Per-
sonal Relations Difficnl?,

MUSIC A8 A RELIGIOUS ] RMER
The Use of O and the Active Wusic—
~The Importahee of Good Music.

The value and usefulness of music,
veeal and instrumental, as an agency
for the expr n and_development of
a spiritual feeling has been recognized
from the days of Ju down to the
Ppresent time. The psalmody of all the

hurches, ancient and modern, and

1 the hundred and ope instrumen-
talities for producing melodious sounds
as a part of divine worship have their
basis in this idea. But there are some
who believe that, after all, the power
of music ag:an agency for the promos
tion of the Gospel and the spirituai
life has only yet been impérfectly re-
alized. It is, their idea that we do
not need choir music, nor so-call
artistic singing
divine worship, so much as more
spirituality in church music general-
1y, more men and women with the
musical gifts, who shall be trained to
the special service of ‘leading men to
It is one of .those who writes as fol-
lows to The Christian World :

“Why not think of the waste of using
our organs and choirs so little ? ‘Why
not get them to provide sacred music,
devotional, inspiring, and elevating,
and so apply a new power to win an
bless the people ? This will - cost
morey and above all effort, disciplin-
ed consecrated effort, but it will at-
tract the people, and it will not break
the spell that is more or less felt by
all who have a reverence when they
are in buildings consecrated to the
woership of God. Music is one of the
‘passionless reformers’ for which a
noble East London writer pleads in
these words : . Not second among re-
formers may be placed high-class
ma gic, both instrumental and vocal,
given in schoolrooms, mission-rooms,
and, if possible, in churches where the
traditions speak of worship, where the
atmesphere is prayerful, and where
the arrangements of the séats stggests
kieeling ; just the music without a
fcrm: of service, nor necessarily an
ecCdress; only a hymn sung in unison
and a blessing from the altar at the
clcse. © To hear oratorios—'St. Paul’s,
th: ‘Messiah,’ ‘Elijah,’ ‘Spohr’s Last
J1cgment *—I have seen &rowds of the
lower class, shoeless and bonnetless,
and all having the ‘savor of the great
unwashed,’” sit in church for two hours
at a time reverently; the long lines
of seated folk being now and then
broken by a kneeling figure, driven to
his knees by the glorious: burst of
scrnd which has awakened strange
emctions; while the almost breathless
silence . in the solos has been occasion-
aliv interrupted by a heart-drawn sigh.
One man came after such a service
for help—not money help—but because
h: was a drunkard, saying, ‘If I could
bear music like that every night, I
shculd not neet the drink.’ It was out
a'feeble echo of St. Paul’s words, ‘Who
can deliver me from the body of this
death 7 A cry—a prayer—which given
tv music might be borne by the sweet
messenger through heaven’s gate to
th: very throne bevond. Have we
ever begun to realize this power of
ncble music to ‘uplift’ the people ?
Fere, we feel persuaded, there is a
red] mission for the churches, if only
earrest men and women could be ‘per-
sum’!‘ed to give themselves to this
werk.”

Some ¢f the peculiar temptations be- |

setting /the ministerial office

were |

pointed out by the Rev. Dr. James |

‘Stalker,author of “The Life of Christ,”” |

in a recent ordination address in Free
St. Matthew’s Church, Glasgow. One
of these temptations, according to Dr.
Stalker, is that arising from the min-
ister’s position as a student. There is
special danger as the student, makes
himself familiar with that movement
of thought that goes by the name of
Criticism:

“I do not call this movement skepti-
cal, although a great deal of current
eriticism proceeds on naturalistic prin-
ciples. Opinions differ very much as to
the probable effect of criticism in the
field of the church, but on this I pro-
nounce no opinion at present., What I
wish to point out is that criticism
looks only at one side of Secripture—
the human side. The Bible ha u-
man side. and the- business of criti-
cism is to collect all that can be as-
certained about it. But it is possible
to dwell so constantly and exclusively
on this§ region of things as practically
to lose the sense and the Impression of
the other side of Scripture. But the
Bible has another side, through .what-
ever human media.it may have reach-
ed us; it is a gift from the Eternal
Spirit, and it is intended to be the food
of the human spirit. For the apprecia-
tion of this, however, there is requi-
site a totally different sense from that
which weighs the pros and cons of
evidence as to dates and authorships.”

Other dangers which beset the min-
ister come to him in his capacity as
preacher and pastor, and one of the
greatest of these is professionalism.
On, this point Dr. Stalker says:

‘““The solmenity of even the most sol-
emn scenes may wear off. Through
constant repetition the experiences
which at first move the heart to its
depths may cease to impress. There
is a sense in which a minister’s work
is business, like that of other people.
He must, if he is to retain his posi-
tion, give certain hours to study snd
certain hours to.visiting, and he must
make certain appearances in the pulpit;
and he may come to perform these
duties with an eye to those by whom
he is employed. Thus he may descend
from the pulpit feeling that he has
done his duty and that his task is
over, but with no anxiety as to whe-
fol-
Only, If a minister yields to this
state of mind, his work loses all its
value and his own soul dles. He is no
longer a miniscer of Christ, but only
the mask of a minister; and, though
his talent may be brilliant enough to
maintain his position, his success is
only a sounding brass and a tinkling
cymbal. It is only when a minister.
as he visits, really carries on his heart
the sorrows of his people, and, as he
studies, feeds first his own soul with
the Word, and, as he preaches, keeps
in his eye, first and last, the spiritual
profit of his hearers, that he merits
the name he bears. I sometimes think
that the causes of failure in the min-
istry are to be found mainly in this
region. Failure is not due to want
of ability or lack of diligence; but the
unseen fibres which should take hold
on the divine realities have withered ;
and, if this has happened, a man may
be a respectable ecclesiastic, or a
learned professor, or an eloquent ora-

‘“What ! An actress without shoes or
stickings ! I never heard of such a thing ?
I should like to know what people would
say if I were to go flaunting about on the
stage with bare feet !”—From Punch,

GERMAN CHEMISTS.

=

Lead the World in the Practical Applis
cation of Their Selence.

“Made in Germany” is now the ree-
ogrized trademark for chemicals
throughout the world.

The dyes and by-products derived
from ecoal tar have become a classical
instance, or, as Bacon -would have
said, a glaring example. As we have
staied, the Fatherlanders have captur-
ed these trades from us. Go te Elber-
feld, and what do we see? At the Far-
benfabriken, besides first-class works,
we are shown a laboratory unsurpas-
sed, perhaps not equalled, in London,
an¢ employed in research or in the
business there are 60 high class chem-
iste. In the Badische Anilin und Soda-
fabrik 78 chemists are engaged. An
expert witness told the Gresham Com-
mission that six skilled chemists was
the maximum number employed in any
English color works, if, indeed, there
were so many. These men are unceas-
irgly active in research. The price to
pay for progress is eternal vigilance.
Every hint from England, France,
America or Italy is tried; every new
material tested; every hopeful process
paiented. The great works at Hochss
msade in 1890 from 1700 to 1800 colors;
they employed 3000 hands, 70 chemists,
and 20 engineers. A firm in Offenbach
with 300 workers had 45 investigators.

ihe lesson that has 'been driven
hcme in the Fatherland is that indus-
trial processes carried on upon a large
snale give great chances for discovery.
Just as gas making gave anilime, so
the soapboilers, lye yielded iodine, the
waste of salt gardens bromine, the
mother liquors from the springs caes-
jium and rubidium, the acid chambers
selenium and thallium, the miners and
metallurgical works gallium and ger-
mé#nium. - Therefore, the “chemiker,”
on the other side of the Rhine, is al-
ways looking out for something new.
H. found it in the benzidine and azo
dyes, the former giving Corgo red and
chrysamin, ‘‘the most important dis-
ccvery of modern times so far as cot-
ton dyeing is concerned.” In short,.as
Dr. Ostwald has said, i€ is now a firm
article of belief that ‘“the secreé: of
German industrial chemistry .is the
recognition that science is the best
practice.” In England it is greatly to
be feared there still lingers faith in
‘“the ruie of thumb.”—London Tele-
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‘| Of gladsome hours in fresh pink morn,

Of womanhood in early down;

The English mother they loved so,

‘Who left them long, so long ago.

The little brother onece they had,

The tiny, pretty, winsome lad,

With eyes so wondrous dark and deep,
“’Neath yellow leaves” that fell asleep
They speak of joys that have beguiled,
Of many §6rrows, vast and wild,

Of paths they later will pursue,

Of obstacles they must subdue.

Gay Phoebe’s heart attuned to glee,

Her sister’s in & minor key, :

Trhey speak of rhyme and favorite

4 plet, :

Of songs the world hath yet heard not,

Of cherished friends, of .things they
said, .

Ot books they loved and lingering read,

| Of music’'s sway, of air quaint, olden,

Of dreams all rosy-hued and golden.

They speak of chisel, brush and pen,
Of women fair; brave, noble men;

Of castle walls in sunny 'Spaln,'

Of some perhaps they’ll build again;
Of fragrant, kalf-blown blossoms lost
By unexpected chill and frost,

Of high ideals, of pure, true art,

Of life’s diviner, Righer part.

They speak no more, but hand in hand,

In silence each doth understand,

They hear afar a silver chime

Of bells proclaim the vesper time.

Through lattice low into the réom

Steals, softly steals, the evening’s
Y gloom,

‘While Phoebe fond doth vigil keep,

Sweet Alice gently falls asleep.
—Kathleen Kavanagh, in The New

Orleans Picayune.

NOT HER VOCATION.

“What in the world, Mat, have you
been doing with yourself?”

The girl thus addressed turned red
and shrunk away.

‘“That’s ‘bangs! ”
year-old in a shrill voice.
to have some.”

“Haw! haw! I say, Mat’s seen some
o’ them gals up to the new hotel, and
she’s trying to copy ’em—the little
fcol! As if she could! Why, they're
slim an’ hafsome, and know how to
walk and talk; but you! Look-at your
hands and the freckles! The jdea .of
your settin’ up for‘a lady!”

Peor Martha! She never remember-
ed the time when that big, coarse
brother of hers did not make fun of
her in all her attempts to improve her-
self. Now as she ran to her own room
she felt deeply hurt. One glance at
the glass, however, brought her back to
her better self. Yes, the bangs made
her look uglier than before.  Her eyes
were “piggy,” and her nose was
“scrubby,” and her mouth was wide.
There wasn’t a spot of beauty between
the freckles. To be sure, the girls at
the hotels banged their hair straight
over the eyes, and some ,of them were
homely, too, and had had freckles.
Wkat, 'then, she asked herself, made
the @ifference?

To tell the truth, Matty had not been
happy since the advent of the new ho-
tel, and the place had bloomed into a
paradise for summer boarders. Be-
fcre that she had been contented to roll
.her hair into & knot at the back of
her head, to work, in a very ordinary
but methodical fashion; to make beds
and sweep floors, bake, wash, starch
ané iron, take care of the children,
help in the vegetable: garden and do
any duty that was assigned to her
without a murmur. Her voice was
heard up stairs and down, singing
queint old songs, or talking to the
little toddlers playing under the morn-
ing glory vines about the door.

Fut one evil day Amy Roberts, a
pretty, winsome city girl, had asked
some slight favor of her, and after
that had made herself agreeable in
muny ways, and Martha had taken no-
tice of the natty tollet, the delig:sely
dressed hair, the refined manners and
soft voice. Hands like hers she might
ncever have; they were hopeless. But
barges and showy dresses, these she
could surely gain.

“But, after all, she is so different!”
pror Martha would murmur, half des-
pairingly.

. Yes, she was different. Culture, dress,

education and years of city training in
the midst of good society ha&d made
her so; while Martha had grown up
haphazard, as the saying is, burned by
the sun and tanned by the winds, and
caring very little for scholarly graces.
Amy had many accomplishments, but
she could not milk the cows, make
bread, get up a dinner, wash, iron,
clear-starch; ‘but she could talk and
bow and smile sweetly, dress richly
and tastefully, and bewitch people as
she had bewitched Martha, with her
pretty ways and soft, low voice.

All this made Martha dissatisfled
with her lot, and the work of the farm
Lcuse became distasteful to her. Her
brothers and sisters, with their dump-
{ ing faces and tow heads, were ' so
"many hindrances to her own develop-

mcnt; there was not a handsome fea-
ture among them. Jerry Grim, her
| fatter, and Marfa Grim, her mother,
were as hédmely as they could well be,
aund-the whole farm seemed to her a
dreary waste of ugliness.

Now, the old homestead was a very
pieasant one. There were smells of
lavender in) the clean, white rooms up-
stairs, and ‘the fragrance of good cook-
ing and well-scoured floors . below.
Mezny and many a time the farmer
had had applications from city people
tn take them to board, but, as he said,
he was “well enough to do,” why
should he be bothered? o

Fcor Mat sat down and had a good
cry after she had pushed the straight
red bangs away from her freckled
forehead.

She didn’t see why she shouldn’t look
nice, or why she should work from
Monday morning till Saturday night,
and have mno time to cultivate the
graces. As for education,.she could
wiite her name fairly and imdite a
tclerable letter with the help of the
dictionary. But there was her mo-
ther, who had never written a letter in
her life, and who looked so different
- in her stiff black silk dress and all her
! finery, from the mothers of those gir!s,
;at the hotel, no matter what they had
! on, and she said “caow” and “maow.,”
|and called father "feyther’ ’and the
| children “young uns.”
| At last the girl became so thorough-
{1y unhappy that her parents consented
i to let her go to the.city, at the earnest
sclicitation of a cousin, who had found
her a place in the shop where she her-
self worked, and where she could earn

from $3 to $4 a week. The city, that
was the panacea of all her troubles. It
was like a glimpse of heaven to Mar-
tha when its roofs.and spires first came
info view, and when her cousin met
her at the depot her cup of happiness
was full :

As for her cousin—the heart of that
young woman failed her at sight- of
Msitha. She had not seen her for
several years, and her exceptionally
awkward figure, with her countrified,
unpolished ways, made her regret the
cthice she hdd taken upon herself.
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Martha, accustomed to large rooms
and delicious country air, felt stified
in the box of @ bed-room which was
a1 her cousin could call her home. She
felt that her dress and her manners
were all foreign to the situation she
¢curted and® tremibled at the idea of
entering upon her new dutl;u,-" when
her cousin had explained them. But
after a night's rest—sleep she could
not—and a.few finishing touches by
the dexteroug fingers of her cousin,
her heart grew stronger and she began
her work with tolerable composure.

There wag torture in store for her
of which she had not dreamed, nimble-
fingered girls. guizzed her and made
comments upon her looks and awk-
wardness that reached her ears. Even
her cousin seemed ashamed of her,
and reddened at the remarks she heard
from time to time. YA

“I' hardly expected, Miss Martin,
that you would bring me such a speci-
men,” said the foreman of the estab-
lishment. ‘“Was she brought up In
the backwoods?”

“Y say, Hat, what a beauty your
e¢ousin is,” one of the girld laughingly
remarked as gshe passed her. “We have
suct a rush of custom! I never saw
such bangs in all' my life!”

“She don’t make fun of her neigh-
bors; at least she has that virtue,” re-
terted Martha's cousin; “and she can’t
help her face that I know of.”

“No, to be sure—it’s a pity, too; but
thien beauty is only skin deep.” But
these speecheg hurt, and Hattie heard
and resented them so often that at
last she came to 100k upon her causin
aimost with aversion. - o

“I think you ‘have mistaken  your
avocation,” she said one Saturday to
Martha, after a month’s trial, during
which the unfortunate girl had com-
mitted more gins against etlquette
than, socially, she could ever atone
for, and had made but little headway,
either in the business of the good
graces.of her employers.

“Indeed, I believe you are right,”
sald Martha, yearning at that moment
for the dear old home, the mountain
air and the independence of resfraint
that made it, in looking back, seem a
very garden of Eden. “Nobody likes
me; people laugh at me; even you are
ashamed of me,” she added, with some
show of defiance.

“Well, you see it don’t come natural
to.you to take up new ways of work,”
said Hattle, her face growing very red;
“I thought maybe you would get used
8 D

“And so 1 might if I were pretty, and
could be deceitful and say mean
things in such a way that they could-
n’'t be answered,” sald Martha, burst-
ing into tears. “Yes, you are right, it
:an’t natural to be here; it isn’t my
place and I am glad I have found it
out; and thank God I got a home to go
to, and people who love me there, if I
am homely and awkward.”

S0 Martha turned her freckled face
toward the old place. Her heart beat
very high at sight of ghe familiar red
farm wagon, .and though her father
orly .said: ‘“Wejl; Martha, the ecity
didn’t ' agree¢’with ye, did it?” she
could have fallen upon his neck and
hugged him. He was her father; he
had always beén kind and loving in
his way. Presently her mother came
down the road to meet, her.

“I’'m. proper glad to see ye to hum
agen, Mat,” was her colnmonplace wel-
ccme, but it was all the girl needed to
feel that she had been missed and was
wantéd. And when the children ran
shouting a welcome; with the glad
light of love in all ‘their ugly little
faces, that made them look beautiful
to her, and wheh her big brother whis-
pered to her that he hadn’t had a col-
lar fit to put on since she had been
gore; and when she sat down to the
bountifully spread table, with the
white, and brown bread .and sweet
freshr butter 'and -sun-ripenéd fruit;
and looked out over the free wide
fields and the ‘dear ragged old hills,
her throat swelled and tears of grati-
tude came to her eyes.

Here was the place;* her duty—
to make things clean ¥ wholesome
and, as far as she was able, beautiful.
She should never sigh for the city
again, and though an indescribable
pain assailed her as she thought of the
fair faces she had seen, and the guile
thevy had covered, she learned in a
time to be content and to live not for
selt/ but for others.—The Companion.

e

Antarctic Exploring.

Three great British scientific socie-
ties are agreed that it is the duty of
the British Government to fit out an
expedition for thorough antarctic ex-
ploration. In November, 1893, the Royal
Cecgraphical Scciety appointed a no-
table committee to inquire into the
propriety of such an expeditfon and
report. They reported in favor of hav-
ing the Government send two suitable
vessels to explore the south polar re-
gions, and keep ‘them at it for three
yvears. The report was adopted and
transmitted to the 'Royal Soclety,
wkich in urn appointed a powerful
committee, which, in May, 1894, report-
ed strongly in favor of the sceme. At
the beginning of the present year the
council of the British Association gave
the plan its vigorous endorsement, and
it doubtless took further action on it
at s recent annual meeting in Sep-
tcmber. N
The plan of Dr. John Murray of The
Challenger, who addressed the Royal
Cecgraphical Soclety on the subject
two years ago, was to send out tweo
suitable government steamships of
abcut 1000, tons each, have them start
in September, land a company of about
ten men somewhere south of Cape
Hern, and another in Victoria Land,
and have these parties spend two
years or more ashore, exploring the
antartic continent.. The ships wguld
land the shore parties, first sumfaer,
vigit them the second, and take them
off the third, and would spend their
own winters and all thelr other avail-
ablc time in deep-sea and other obser-
vaticns along the outer margin of the
antarctic ice.—Harper’s Weekly.

Rare Treasures Excavated.

Among the treasures found in the
excavations at Bosco Reale, on the
slope of Mt. Vesuvius, and presented
by Baron Edmond de Rothschild to the
Louvre Museum, Were two most cu-
rious drinking cups decorated with the
figures of skeletons. The cups are
round, with a small handle and three
small feet. TUnder a wreath of roses
encircling the rim are the figures of
Skeletons with enormous skulls resting
In various attitudes. Besldes each fig-
ure is pricked its name; that of a fa-
mous Greek philosopher or poet. On
the first cup we read Euripides, Men-
andros and Archilogos; on the second,
Zeus, Epicurus, Sophocles and Mos-
chion. Other small skeletons move
among the big ones, playing the lyre
and clapping their hands. Greek le-
gends show the epicirean character of
the whole. Epicurus, followed by a
sucking pig, says: “The alm of my life
's pleasure.” Another skeleton, look-
ing at a skull he holds, says: “What
thing 1s man?’ And a third: “Life is

“You'll have to come to my boarding

graph.

house for the present,” sghe said, as she

a comedy.”—New York Sun.
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The Captain and the Colonel rose to-
gether to leave the wine room. It
would be better to say that they sat
down - together. For they were not
able to rise without several efforts.
And when they did arise it was with
difficulty that they were ablé to move
towards the door.

“This is the 24th of December, Christ-
mas Eve,” said the Colonel.

“Christmas’ Eve, the 24th of Decem-
ber, so it is'!” replied the Captain.

“And to-morrow is Christmas Day,”
rejoined the Colonel.

“Well, I suppose that twenty-four
hours from that will be the day after,”
 returned the Captain. by R

"“You're still as sharp as ever, I ob-
serve,” sald the Colonel, “Be careful
and don’t run against that door frame
or youw'll cut it,” he continued, as the
Captain, with one eye closed, and
his hat drawn down angularly over
the other, plunged towards the post of
‘the door.

“The old ship sways, doesn’t she?”’
apologized the Captain,

*“And the old seaman stands still,”
sarcastically observed the Colonel.

“Now, you're ironical” said the
Captain; “nevertheless you must some-
times have felt equally light in the
feet ; for example, when you fled—I
mean, fell—at Waterloo.”

“Of course,” replied the Colonel, as
he walked round a cigar end which lay
on the floor, ‘“of course I have, of
course I have, when I consider the
fact that my grandfather was an in-
fant when the battle of Waterloo was
won.”

The Colonel reddened as he spoke.
An ancestor of his had gained renown
for the stand he had taken at the great
British victory. Some said that the
stand which he had taken was a silver
Ink stand belonging to the great Duke,
while those nearest the family averred
that it was simply a convenient posi-
tion behind ‘a friendly tree.

The warrior felt the cutting reminder
deeply. But he had not yet lost his
acutenegs. He simply replied to the
sarcasm of the Captain, “And you are
a man, and—and—and are at it yet.”

The two companions had contriv:
between them to open the door and
cross the threshold during this con-
versation, and after going out the Cap-
tain insisted that they had yet to pass
the porch, and urged his companion
to return. ' However, after much per-
suasion, he was persuaded to continue
down the alley way, expressing, as he. |
proceeded, . his intention at the first
opportunity to return and pass twice
through the doorway, so that nature
might not be swindled by his. delin-
quency this time. At the end of the
alley they had to ascend one step to the
sidewalk. This they ‘did with the as-
sistance of the Captain’s silk hat,
which théy used as an intervening
step. It rendered the ascent much
easier, since by using it they had -to
climb about six i higher than if
they had done without it. But the
value of the contrivapges which parti-
ally intoxicated individuals employ in
such straits cannot be properly esti-
mated by sobriety. Such mechanical
aids resemble the advantages possessed
by a bicycle of the feminine gender--and
third person—in the estimation of a
learner of the art of bicycling. A
lady’s blcycle is always the best for
this purpose. For the pedals of it
are so low: that whenever it is neces-
sary to step off, the rider has to step
up instead of down, to reach the
ground.

The Colonel was bareheaded. In
proposing the health of his companion
for the seventh time during the night,
he had thrown his hat out of the win-
dow, SQ he walked along with his
long locks streaming in the breeze.
He would have taken off his boots as
well only, in trying to untie them, he
had knotted the laces, and in his pre-
sent condition he was quite unable to
tell by Just what proposition in Euclid
he would get them loosed again.

The night air brought a slight de-
gree of sobriety to the pair, and they
began to walk more easily along the
street, with their arms twined around
one another’s neck.

“I can feel the air growing familiar
as we near home,” warbled 'the Cap-
tain, as they turned a corner and
paced along in the wrong direction.

“And yonder is the dear light of the
dim fireside,” said the Colonel, growing
poetic; “let us hasten to -our homes.”

The light was an inspiration, and
they increased their steps from a walk
to a race. As they were crossing a
street—the first cross-street in their
Journey at which they had not turned—
near the contemplated destination of
their journey, they fell over the figure
of a man, who was a more advanced
condition of the “after rising” stage
than themselves, and who was busily
engaged, on his hands and knees in'the
middle of the road, in endeavoring to
locate the commencement of the l:{eps
which led up to his own hallway door.

After delaying long enough to place
him on the steps of the wrong house,
the two adventurers continued thefr
way. But whether they had waited
too long in lighting matches to search
for the steps, or whether this time
they forgot to turn a corner, and
therefore took a new direction,
they could not remember, but
when they looked again for the
lights, they were invisible, and the
house whence they had proceeded had
vanished, and its outline appeared no
more. 4 <

They discussed the sudden disappear-
ance of the lights with as much zeal
as . their = semi-sober condition ‘per-
mitted, and at last decided that the
house had gone away, perhaps to its
wife’s mother’s to spend the Christmas
Day. So they resolved to search in
a new direction for their home—a
building situated anywhere as long as
it had lights, In this search they were
engaged for several hours, and day-
break as well as a better degree of so-
briety came before they had made an
considerable progress. The hours
which they spent walking and creep-
ing around in the open air, while it
had considerably counteracted the ef-
fects of the glasses of half-and-half,
did not make them feel less merry.
So while they were passing a shop,
which had opened early to supply the
demands of Christmas: Day, they
simultaneously resolved to make one
or two Christmas purchases. The
Colonel decided he would purchase a
present to send to the Captain, while
the Captain felt that he must in some
suitable article, signify his affection
towards his companion. Neither of
them was sufficiently sensible to con-
clude his purchase with correctness,
so there was little danger of the other
knowing his intention.

Now, it hapened that there had come
into the world ‘a short time before
these events, a person, who, as soon as
his tongue could be taught to circle a
dissyllable, would call the Captain,
“Father.” Nothing, thought the Col-
onel, would be a more acceptable gift
for the seaman’s home than a child’s
cradle. 8o he selected one, and, as he
did not know the dimensions of its
prospective occupant, purchased one,
that a little exaggeration, one way or
the other, would justly term a cradle
or a hay rack. He ordered the shop-
man to send it to the address which
he knew well by name, but not at that
moment, nor at any time in the several
gours preceding, by geographical loca-
on. :
The Colonel, on the other hand, was
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ber of his family—a daughter, who
was soon to be married to a young
practising pysician, that is to say, a
young physician who had just gradu-
ated in his profession, and was prepar-
ing to practice, having supplied him-
self with the necessary requirements,
namely, some blank promissory notes
for his own financial convenience, and
a huge account book for the financial
inconvenience of his patients. So af-
ter some consgideration, in the course of
which he fell asleep twice, being
awakened the first time by falling
against the door, and the ‘second time
by being bitten by the storekeeper’s
dog, the Captain thought that a pro-
per Christmas gift for the Colonel’s
home would be a basket of wine. :If
the loss of the daughter were a calam-
ity, the wine would serve to console
the stricken, and if it were a blessing,
it would increase the measure of the
domestic delight. So he selected a
case, but in ordering it to be sent,
gave, unwillingly, as its destination,
the address of the young minister who
had recently arrived in the district,
and had taken a house for himself and
his old housekeeper not far from the
Colonel’s home.

The two companions then departed,
and for the, first time in many hours
geparated, for their respective homes,
where they arrived after their night’s
wanderings.

A little after noon on Christmas Day
the bell on the door of the Captain’s
residence rang. “Is this No. 268 ?” in-
quired a voice of the servant. 5

“No,” she replied ; ‘268 is just across
the way. Miss McKay’s residence.

It was the driver of the delivery
wagon from the store with the cradle.
which the Colonel had sent the Cap-
tain. So across the road he went with
:)hlel cradle, and rang Miss McKay’s

ell.

Now Miss McKay was what is com-
monly termed an old maid, having been
reduced to that extremity by an un-
timely observation which she had made
many years before to the only lover
that she had ever had that she ad-
mired most a mustache which covered
a young man’s, lips entirely. And it
was said that anything which suggest-
ed the state of matrimony  was not
very much appreciated by her.

Ilt;iss McKay answered the bell her-
self. :

“Well, sir,” she said severely, as the
driver reached down the cradle from
his shoulder, what’s this ?” '

Whether the driver had ever heard
of her love catastrophe or not cannot
he said, but his answer was most un-
fortunately suggestive of - the scene
which ever lingered before her.

“I'd call it an heir-<raiser, ma’am,” he
said, a little annoyed at her abrupt-
ness.

“A  hair-what?—a razor, did you
say?’ screamed Miss McKay, grow-

crimson, “What do you mean?”’
ean a cradle, ma’am,” answer-

t ean by this in-
sult?” she cried. Who sent you with
this? There are no children here.”

“That’s not my fault, ma’am,” he re-
plied, “but you’d better take it. It
was sent here.”

“I’ll teach you to insult a lady,” she
shrieked, as she turned round to seize
an umbrella.

At this crisis the driver threw the
cradle into the hall, quickly closed the
door, bounded down the steps, mounted
his wagon and drove rapidly away. .

It was not long before he reached
the address which the Colonel had
given him for the delivery of the case
in this unceremonious manner, he was
seated” in h
rang the bdll. This time the driver
was determined to risk no encounters,
B0 as soon as the door was opened he
pushed the case of wine into the hall-
way, and in another instant had driven
away.

‘When the minister saw the case left
in this unceremonious manner he was
at first amazed, but thinking that some
one had probably profited by his pre-
ceding Sabbath’s sermon on the text,
“It is more blessed to give than to re-
ceive,” and being a little human in
the midst of his divinity, he presently
became intoxicated with delight,
for he had that morning read and re-
membered the pleasing passage in the
Scripture that a little wine is good for
the stomach’s sake. So he took up
the case and examined the bottles.
“Put not old wine into mew bottles,”
misquoted his reverence, as he held up
a flask of '85 to the ligeht, “Well,” he
continued, uncorking the bottle, “as I
have no new bottle to put this in, 1
think I will put it into myself,” and he
proceeded to intoxicate himself, this
time not with delight, but with drink.

Those who have read any stray liter-
ature on the habits of aged liquor will
perhaps remember that its chief effect
is to render its subject blissfully affec-
tionate. So a little later in the
day, when Miss McKay, his parishion-
er, came in' to pour out the 'tale of
her afternoon adventure in his ears,
she was a little surprised at
him insisting that she should
seat herself on \his knee pre-
paratory ‘to the commencement of her
story. But she refused with a coolness

which brought the reverend imbiber | 3

back to his 'senses, and narrated her
adventure with the dignified air of one
suffering an irremedial injury. When
she had concluded the ‘ minister en-
deavored to soothe her. “It was all a
Joke of some ome,” he said, and pro-
ceeded to explain the ndventure which
he had himself. But it was not this
consolation that she wanted. “I feel
sure that no one would have sent me
a cradle,” she said, “unless he intended
business. What is the use—" and here
she began to sob, “of a cradle without
anything to put in it?” And then she
cried again. The minister did not
know what to do. Miss McKay was
still weeping when the door bell rang
again. The minister hastily pushed
the wine case under the table, in his
eagerness. breaking a bottle, and hur-
ried to the door. It was the Captain
who called to wish him the good re-
gards of the day. The minister en-
deavored to induce him to seat himself
in the hall, but he persisted, and push-
ed himeelf into the room where the
female visitor was weeping. The gen-
eral damp condition of the scene which
presented itself to the view of the
Captain seemed to demand an apolggy
of some indefinite extent, and while
the minister was yet in the firstly of
his explanation he was again /sum-
moned to answer the bell. Who was
it but the Colonel, who, having recov-
ered from his adventure, came to call
on the new minister. After the cus-
tomary Christmas greetings were ex-
changed, and the Colonel had seated
himself and broken the chair as he
sat down, and the Captain had traced
the liquid along the floor, until he

found its origin under the sofa in the.

corner, the -latter, feeling solicitous

about his Christmas gift to the Colonel, .

which he might also share, interrogated
him with the question. “Have you
had any callers to-day ?”

“No,” replied the Colonel, who knew
nothing of the wine, but expected an
expression of gratification from the
Captain for the cradle, “have you had
any ?”

“I have not had any,” answered the |

Captain.

“You haven’t?’ queried the Colonel.

“No, no one has called,” replied the
Captain ; “but has no person called at
your home this morning at all?”

“No person at all,” answered the
Coloniel. -

“Phen,” cried the Captain; “what in
the world became of the case of wine
that I sent you 7

“And what in creation became of the
cradle I sent you?”’ returned the Col-
onel.

“Cradle ” cried the Captain.
‘“Wine?” said the Colonel.
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