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The Ghost of Heatherleigh
Priory.

Do yuu believe in ghosts 2 This
qQueation has often beon put to me. Y
Wil not glve & duect unswer, but if
you like Fll tell you my story, and
ltave you to draw your own conelu-
slons as to whether or not I hellcva
in ghosts,

Many years ago (in fact, wore than
a quarter of a century has passed
away alnce then) I was an Anglican
curate of the athletic type, strong and
robust, a falr cricketer, madly fond
o? shooting and rowing, dearly loving
a good try gallop,

1 got a chance I never thought aserl-
ouily of my “calling” Like many
hundreds of other young men of my
day, I had been brought up to know
that the “Church” was to be my
 profession,” and <o look forward to
the snug family living as my destluy.

So without much ado I accepted the
irevitable, went to Oxford, was proud
10 sojourn under the classic 1oof of
“Aegdalen,” and enjoyed life as only
an undergraduate can, working just
encugh to struggle through the neces-
siry examinstions, attending the least
possible number of lectures. and get-
ting the most possible amount of fun
and amusement,

Those happy days ' of 'Varsity life
ended, and my degree taken, I was
cemy elled to settle down to work, and
tor three years had plenty of it in all
its grim, unvarnished reality, a¢ a
Junior curate of a large district in the
Eist-end, where the small staff of
vorkers teemed utterly pov\erless—
.among that teeming

the your starved-lovking inites who
made mud pies in the gutters or lin-
gered dejectedly on the dingy door-
stels of wmy london pansh.

" Now you sey Ifeatherleigh at its
best,” saud the Colonel. " Of courswe,
the place is very different In winter
Imugine these trees bare and leuf-
lens, the 1oads aunkie-deep o chalky
mud, and a biting wind sweeping over
that  Dbleak common yonder, thuts
Huahetlelgh at its worst.”

" A8 far as the place goes, 1 think
1L quite a paradise, 1 assute YO,
Celonel Trent, and if the rewtor ana
you are saustled with me 1 snall not
have much difticulty (n making up my
mind; in fact, 1t is alinost made up
alicady.”

“ gplendld, my dear fellow,”  ex-
clumed the genlal  Colonel, “I am
quite sure you will suit us down to
the ground, ond now let us go and
see it there Is.not some tea going at
lume, for it's long atter five o'clock,
and jou look tifed to death froni your
Journey and this sight-secing.”

So, turning down a shady lane, wmy
compunion jed the way through some
massive iron gates along an avenue
of magnificent trees,

“'Chis ly my place,’ he said, proudly,
as a fine grey stone house appeaved In
view, It was verv old uand many-
gableg, almost covered with lvy, creep-
crs, and roses, white ound the deep
porch wisteria hung in lony grapelike
blogsoms, the windows weire mullioned
with lattice panes of an

aceasivnal barking of a dog or thelow-
Ing of cattle bioke the deathiike stills
uegs of the summer night.

I laid my head on the plllow, with
my mind fully made up to he curate of
Heatherlelgh (it the rector would have

me), #nd well pleaaed 1 was at the
prospect, " Man proprses, but God
dlapores.”  That nighi was destined to

change the whole course of my lfe. I
was never to be curate of FHeather-
lelgh, ov of anywheie else, either

I could not sleep. From thoughts
and conjecturvs regarding wy future,
my mind had gone back to old Oxford,
to Varsity tiumphs on  the river and
In the cricked field, and mixed up with
these thoughts of former days Dor-
othy Trent's sweet face seemed ever
before my eyes. 1 wus evidently smite
ten, and laughed to myselt at the idea
of such absurd “love at first sight."
The house was very atill; a clock In the
cotridor struck the midnight hour, and
seemed to spend at least half an hour
in the performance; then another fn a
distant part of the house followed suit.
I lay awake watching the reflection of
the lattice window which was cast by
the moon upon the opposite wall,

Suddenly a chill secied to seize me,
a tremor ran through my whole frame,
an awved sense of Somo Strange pres-
ence scered to possess me. I sat bolt
upright and gazed In horror right be-
fore me, expecting [ Knew not what. As
I gazed, the door in the far corner
opened slo\\ ly and nolselessly—~abso-

appearance; round some the early roses
clustered, while others were almost
conccaled by ivy, so profuse was s
growth.

Following on through the low-celling-

stem the ever-fucreasing tide of pov-
crty, misery, and sin. The change
from my former open-alr lite, days
spent on the river or on ihe cricket
field, to the close etreets and exhaust-
ed atmosphere of London told even
-on my robust constitution. The doc-
tor seid my health wevld entively
break down unless I made n Immedl-
ate change, 8o I was ohliged to seek
a country curacy for a time, and found
one ltkely to be sultable, a small vil-
lage in Surrey, within an hour of Lon-
don, and the rector being abroad, the
correspondence relatlve to the vacant
-curacy was carried on by the church-
warden, Colonel Trent. This gentle-
men suggested an interview, and, as
I was inclined to aec the parish be-
fore any final declslon showld he made,
I gladly accepted his XInd o.er of hos-
_pitality, arranging to journey down to
Surrcy and pass the night at his house
—~Haatherlelgh Priory. One lovely day
early in June I found myself in the
triln rushing through green flelds,
.pest densely wooded hills and dales of
the prettiest part of Surrey. How de-
ligktful was the fresh summer air waft.
irg the sweet smell of clover and haw-
thorn through the open window, how
green the trees, how blue the sky!
‘Already I began to feel & new crea-
ture. About half-past three the traln
stopped at the village etation for which
I was bound. On the plutform stood
& flne, man, who
limself as Colonel Trent, bldding me
follow him into the dog-cart, which
was walting, and taking the reins he
drove olf, and we were soon bowling
along at a good speed up hill and down
Qale—past .old thatched farmhouses
and tiny hamlets nestling under shel-
tering hills, then acrosr blecak com-
mon land bilght with yetow trees.
The Colonel chatted pleasantly, giv-
ing me a short sketch of what my
Guties would be, describing the rector
and rrincipal Inhabitants of Heather-
leigh, at the same time not forgetting
to polnt out any plece of Interest we
hapgened to pass—all this in such an
easy, friondly way, which mude meo
feel perfectly at hcme with him, and
in returr I talked of my East-end
work, and of my northern home, be-
coming quite confidential with this
tound So pl

was our drive that I was quite sorry
when the Colonel pulled up his horse
before a quaint old lych-gate, and,
with the remark, “Here we are”
Jumped out, teliing the groom +o take
tne cart home.

I followed .ny companion into the
stady * Qod’s acre,” which surroundea
the grey old church, a peaceful and
lovely spot alter the continual nolse
and turmoll of the great working elfy
from which I had come—there all bus-
<tle and unrest, here such qulet and per-
fect poace.

“Yes, ‘tis a pretty place” said
Colonel Trent, noting my look of ad-
mirdtion; “you o’n fully appreciate
ns rural beauty more than we do who

to our
'J.'housh T've only lived In Heatherleigh
two years, I love the old place dear-
1y, Tes, I came here when I left the
army, and never heard of its existence
111! about & month before the bargain
was completed; it was quite by accl-
-dent that I heard the ‘¥Priory’ was
for sals, and being within easy access
from London, I ran down to have a
ook at it, and quite fell in love with
the whole place then and there; but
eeme,” Lo added, *it's for me to show
.you about, and leave you to find out
idts -charms for yourself, not to ‘take

_ up the time in telling you my experi~

onoLs’’

e went into the church, and my
‘gulde pointed out the many anclent
-objects of inferest; mesnwhile he told
.me the chants and hymrs in present
quse, and every ‘concelvable tuing I
«might Wwish to know.

JAfter looking over the school we'

.;umd along the tiny village street,
with-{ts whitawasiied cottages and
“tratched ‘forge, from which-camé like
aweet muslc the ring of the hammer
upon -the anvil, groups of rosy-faced,
white-pinafored children played out-
-ideé-thelr tdy homes, each looking. up
with a merry smile at my tall con
Tenion, the girls dropring their quaint
RHG bob~euruey\-ouch B Y e(mtnot to

ed, oak hall, I found my-
pelt in a pretty drawing-room. and
was introduced to Mrs, Trent, a fair,
Llue-eyed little woman, who greeted me
Kindly, while she hastened to give mo
a cup of tea, at tho same time soolding
her tall husband in a gentle, playful
way for having kept mo out so long.

How delicious that tea and country
bread and butter tasted; how charming
werc the surroundings—the. pretty room
with windows open, the sloping lawn,
and the sweet scent of llac borne in
upnn the summer breeze! After my
dingy London lodging and sour-faced
landlady this was truly paradise.

The Colonel talked volubly. Present-
1y a young girl came in through the
apen window, whom the colonel Intro<
duced as “ my girl Dorothy.” I rose, and
the young lady came toward me and
gave me her hand. She was tall and
falr, with dark blue eyes and pretty
colour in her cheeks. As she stood there
in her simple white dress and shady
garden hat I thought I had never seen
s more beautitul plcture, and I think
80 £till, though many ye 3 havepassed
away since ‘that June evening when
first 1 saw the face of Dorothy Trent.

We strolled round the rambling old
garden, where flowers and shrubs of
all kinds grew and bloomed in profu-
slon. Two fine spreading cedar trees
on the lawn afforded pleasant shade,
and beyond was a moat, surrounding
the house on three sides, where gold-
fish played hide and s:ek among the
bright green leaves of the water lles.
The colonel gave some Indlan remin-
Iscences, and Dorothy walked beside
him, putting ia a word cceuslonally, her
soft volce belng llke muoic to me; the
time passed pleasantly and all too
quickly. ‘The dressing bell announced
seven o'clock.

Then my host conducted me up the
broad oak staircase and through a lorg
corrldor, with wainscot carved with
1any strange devices.

“What a fine old house !” I exclaim-
ed.

“Yes, it is, Indeed,” he replled, “ard |

very old it is, too,
step.”

He bad opened one of the doors and
eutered & room, and I, not observing
the descent, had stumbled into the
apartment, neatly him in ny

Ah, take care, the

Jutely d & figure attired
in a stiange drecs advanced slowly and
sllently Into the room. The door closed
behind 1t.

It was a man of medlum helght, clad
in a long white robe, fastened at the
waist by a girdle of rope. At his s.de
hung a large string of brown beads
and o cross of black ebony, upon
which a siiver fmage of Our R .deemer
shone In the moonlight with strange
briitlancy, His face was otil in
shadow and the eyes downcast. That
he was a monk I felt no doubt; but
how and from whence did he come ?
‘What brought him at this hour to my
room ?

The flgure advanced into the clear
mooLlight; his face was wan and sor-
towful and very pale, his tonsured
heud was bared, and beneath his right
arm was a book. With trembling fin.
gers I made the sigp of the Cross, as
I had seen Catholics do in times of
fear and alarm. Immediately the
monk raised his head: his ¢yes (they
were dark and luminous) seemed to
search my very soul. I shall never
forget that look.

* Father, what am I to do ?” I crled,
in tones of carnest entreaty, for that
plending look seemed to ask some-
thing of me, though the lips were
mute.

Slowly, as if in answer, he raised
his left hand, at the same time grasp-
ing the large crucifix, and no words
of mine can ever describe that vision
in ite rcal sulemnity as I saw {t—that
ascetlo figure in monastic garb, with
pale, spiritual face and large, lumin-
cus eyes, standlng erect and silent in
the moonlit room at that midnight
hour, holding aloft the cruclfix, the
silver image of Our Holy Redcemer
gleaming against the dark ebony cross,
1 remained spellbound, until the figure
trrned and slowly moved toward the
dcor, which again opened noisclessly.
Once more he looked at me, again
those pledding cyes seemed to stir my
Inmcest soul. With the uplifted cru-
cifix he made a sign as If to beckon
me to follow; then the door closed
silertly, and he was gone.

‘Without pausing to consider, I made
as if to follow him, but the door
through which he had seemed to pass
was locked, the key turned just as I
had observsd it carly in the evening.
Then a great fear seized me, that the
menk was a visitor from the unseen
world. There now remained no doubt
in my mind about what had brought
him to me. It must mean something;

efores to gain the perpendicular.

“I should have warned you sooner.
Old houses are full of unexpected stepa,
Dinner will be at a quarter {o eight; it
you require «nything, please ring.”

So saylng, my kindly host retived.

The bedroom was one of those cver-
lcoking the lawn, From the window I
could see the moat glistening In the
evening sunshine, while far away the
Surrey hills looked blue and purple in
the distance.

The room was long and low-c.dled,
tho mantel and wainscot of massive
oek, richly carved, and almest black
with age. At the further end of the
chamber was another door, immedlate-
ly opposite the bed, leading, I supposed,
into another rvom, Out of curlosity I
tried the hahdle; it would not yleld.
The ¥ey was turned on my side, so I
did not investigate further.

Dinner passed off pleasantly. We
Jolned the two ladies in the drawing-
rom later on. The colonel sat by the
open window enjoying hls cigar, while
Mrs, Trent worked and chatted, and
Torotuy treared us to several favourite
songs, T have heard several great
singers In my ime, but thelr volces
never svunded uy gweet to me, nor could
any scngs they §ang In any way com-
pare with those simple ballads Dorothy
sang that night,

‘We retired to our rooms about eleven.
The first thing I did on gaining mine
was to draw aside the curtains and
open the window to get all ¢he country
alr possible. It was & glord summer

il ot § death, per-
Fojs. The more I reflected the more
inexplicable became the mystery. To
compoge myself to gleep was Impos-
sible, so I sat by the open window
and waited for day; already the first
gray streaks of dawn appeared in the
eastern horlzon. I thought and pray-
ed as I had never prayed before, and
ere the sun had risen and nature
awoke to the new day I had made a
great resolve, which would alter my
whole future career.

I was obliged to return t¢ town by
the first iraln, and the hustle occa-
sloped by my early breakfast and de-
parture was a great relief, as I was in
ro mood for Ll my nerves

ucnil s after, ou Holy Saturday, I was
ecehvad dnte thy (rue fold,  The samne
ovening tha monastery chapel looked
Its best, the air was sweet with scent
of many flowels, the incense tluated
up in fragrant clouds, it was my first
Benedlotion as a Catholle,

The last heautitul strains of Tane
tum Ergo” died away, the prayer sald,
@ hely stiilness fell upon the kreeling
congregation who waited for Iis bleas-
Ing.

As the sllver bell gave forth its first
sweet notes 1 1aised my head, There,
amid the incense clouds before the
auitur, stood the priest In rich vest-
ments Twlding cloft the BMost Holy
Sacrament, and by hls sldo there ap-
peared o face, that of a monk, with
dark and luminous eyes, whichi look-
ed at me with gentle, loving approval;
the pleading look was gone, and a
wondrous smile seemed to Nnminate
the pale face,

I bowed my head to recelve Our
Lord's bleasing. When I looked agam
the priest and server stood alone oe-
foro the altar. From that time a won-
drous peace has been within me, no
more have I beea troubled by that
pleading face. [ feel sure the monk
18 satlsfi~d.

Oh, no, I never became a monk, ¥
tad no votatfon that way, After the
first ccnsternation caused by the step
1 had taken was blown over a bit, my
talher came round so far as to mak?

The Photograph.

A hundred miles from Aden her Ma-
Jesty’s troopship Idona steimed along,
bound for home.

All @day tho flerce sun had streamed
down with blazing beams, which those
on board endured, cursed, or grumbled
at according to their varlous dlsposi-
tions,

Tho sensation of the day had beon
provided for by a Lascar stoker, who,
rushing from ‘e inferno of the englne-
room, leaped headiong overboard, mad

barrassment  of the position. Xiohine
sull, howessr, had reached the time
when the warld recedes into the back-
sround  of on’s consclousness, and
whitt has to £ done must bo dono at
unca or left forever unaccomplished,

He fcebly strove to take something
from under his pillow.

*Can I reach that for you " asked
Assheton, gently,

“I've walted too long.” said Rob-
fnson.  “I Wtended to seny this back
my=self, but somehow I put it oft from
day to day. [ couldn’t bear to part
with 1t.,” He stopped a minute as he
In Nfting up an envelope,

for one del! plunge Iinto
after enduring the torments of heat.

“Man overboard ! rang out. En-
gines were reversed. Ladies started
from lang Ud recumbency. A smooth-
faced subaliern offered a hundred to
one agalnst “the nirger being pleked
up,” but no one troubled to lsten to
him, for the water hercabouts Is
swarming with sharka. However, just
as horror became subdued into resig-
nation a black speck was seen still
pwhnming vigorously. A boat was
lowered ond the poor wretch was
dragged back, collapsing tterly when
certain safety.

All this, however, had happened six
hours ago. The Incident had been dis-
cussed, commented on and capped by
slmliar cases, and long before the din-
ner bell rang the customary state of

mo a small and I
wome oflice work.

Colenel Trent found me out, and
many happy weeks did 1 pass under
his hospitable reof.

I marrled Dorothy ‘kbout a yeor
afterwnrd, and, looking back over
mere than twenty-four years, I can
say with deep tl that 1

d had again set in.

After dinner, when the sun had final-
1y dlsappeared and the stars shone out
of the wonderful luminosity of a South-
ern night, someone (probably the ma-
Jor’s wife), proposed a dance, and pre-
senfly the notes of a waltz rose and
rell, &lmrlng with {ts languorous it &

gained the two greatest blessings of my
itfe at Heatherlelgh Priory—my religion
and my wite—I3. A, Belcher, in the
Cathollc Fiveside.

—_—

-
DARING BOY VOYAGERS OF THE
ATLANTIC.

A two-thousand-mile journey, unac-
companted by & single frlend or rela-
tive. That Is what & boy only elght

even those who
vowed they ‘“dldn't dance” to seek
out partners

Among the many who circled sround
were the officer In command, Captain
Asshoton, and his partner, Miss Phylila
Welst,

The ladles of the Dovecote denfed
that Miss Walsh had any claims to
the attractive adjectives by which the
men on board the ship described her
and face. They em-

years old had to lish (says a
writer In “ Chums "), He was in New
York and his mother was in Liverpool,
and he haa to cross the Atlantic alone
that he might join her. Placed under
the care of the matron and the stew-
ards of the Campanta, he set oft on his
long vcyage, and quickly made so many
fricnds that he must have enjoyed him-
sel{ hugely. When he left the steam-
er—he was then dressed, by the wny.

phatically agreed among themselves
that the only epithet she deserved was
that of belng “an outragous filrt.”
‘Whatever her character might really
be, to-night more men than Captain
Assheton thought Mlss Phyliis Waish
looked “uncommonly fetching.” Her
eyellds, heavy with daik 1ashes, droop-
ed as hough to hide the exuiting
brightness of the eyes they shaded,

in the attire of a Klondike mli
pockets were overflowlng with gifts
from fellow-passengers who sympa-
thized with him in his loneliness. And
as he rejolned his mother, who was
walting for him, he probably wished
that he was about to go through &
similar experience again. This youth-
fut voyager is by no means the only
Loy who has been taken charge of by
the oftlclals of American lners, as
railway gudrés nut Infrequently take
charge of chuldren, Only a short time
previously one Or two Very young pas-
sengers had made the journey across
the Western Ocean in this way. A boy
of ten, also, travelled from Canada fo
Liverpool some years ago absolutely
unattended except by some stewards
of the vessel which brought him to our
shores. And a terrible time of it, in
one sense, he had-—a time such as hap-
plly fells to the lot of comparatively
few trans-Atlantic voyagers. For three
whole days heavy seas broke over the
boat, and consequently he and the other
passengers were cooped up below, do-
ing nothing but eating and reading and
sleeping, And if eeveral bhoys have
come to England from America with-
out a companlon, young or old, so have
a few travelled In the contrary direc-
tion. A young Scandinavian was once
missing from a party o” emigrants who
were sojouwrring in Liverpool for a few
days, waiting for a boat to New York.
High and low was he sought; but he
could not be foungd, nor could any tid-
ings of him be gleaned. In the end the
nearly heart-broken parents haa to sail
for the New World without their son.
Late on the following day the missing
lad turned up. He had been found by
the police somewhere beyond Ormskirk,
having wandered thither In an inex-
plicable manner. So he was put in a
party of his own countrymen and sent
to America, where he once more became
tled, let us hope, to his mother’s apron
strings. More recently a sinart-looking
lad of about fiftecn presented himself
at an office of one of the leading Truns-
tlantl and

befng thoroughly shaken. I took a
hurrled leave of my Kind hostess and
her pretty daughter. The genial
colonel insisted on driving me to the
station., On the way I asked it ke
knew anything of the former history
of his house, in as careless a tono as
I could assume. He replied brielly
that it hal been a Dominlcan priory
criginally, but of its history he knew
nou:lgls. 1 bade my kind friend good-
by With much gratitude, smiling at
his assurance of soon seelng me the
curate of Heatherleigh, and next 'day
Qespatched him & letter briefly declin-
ing the curmoy. -~

On the first opportunity I visited the
Teminican priory In London, and there
=atisfled myse't by the detalls of the
habit, ete, that my midnight visitor
was & genuine monk of that order. 1
also nthered from the priory a few

night; the moon was almost full; it
“shone op the old garden, its sllver
beams glistening on the moat, while
the mighty cédars cast deep shadows
acroas the lawn. I put out .ay candle,
and from the oren window admired
the moonlit landscape, inhaling the

fragrunce of many flowers, with which'|

the, whole ir ‘scemed laden. as with
sweet Incense.

uowluentuwul ‘The whole coun-.

m‘ leemoa wuppvd in-sleep, Only the

N PN

thelr former set-
\lemenz At Heatherlelgh, but aid not
mentlon my reasons for enquiring
about it. Belng free, I went abroad
for three months. 7This perfod was
the most wretched I ever spent. Noth-
ing could amuse or give tae rest; day
and night that midnight.vision seemed
ever before me,- and those pleading,
searching eyes haunted me. The timo
T bad resolved to take in 2

wished to book n passage to Boston.
For a noment the clerk was decldedly
taken aback. ' Doecs your father know
you are golng to America 2 he asked,
eventually. * Certainly,” replled the
bey. In splte of this answer the offf-
clal felt confident he had to deal with
a runaway. The result was that before
the lad lett Liverpool a telegram was
sent to his parents, and, much to the
surprise of tho police and others, a
reply was recelved, to the effect that
| they knew of his whereabcuts and ap-
rroved of his intestions. The lad con-
sequently set safl In due course.
————————

Montagss, o mnvmn}::-nl ot Ulesrated
Robert Montague, of Dnnnvnle
nk wdtec '—"W bled

Tiohing

badly nlmhd ‘were very painfal,
so much 0, " ocould not 1
tried almost every medtdne howu

while the bldom
which a vear spent in Indian gayetles
had somewhat pated.

As she glided round she breathed
qulcker than the heat of the evenlng
or the motlon of the dance accounted
for. She wondered at her own sensa~
tlons. To experlence the delight, fear,
rapture, and doubt which it had amus-
ed her to make others feel half terrl.
fled, half charmed her.

Once ralsing her eyes she mot full a
glance from Captaln Assheton, and a
thrill of certainty swept away the last
doubt whether or not her love was re-
turned.

“ Let's come and ait it out,” sald Cap-
taln Assheton; then he added, “ I want
to speak to you—tc tell you Phyllls—"'
‘He stopped abraptly on percelving an
orderly coming up to speak to him.

“Well, what s it ?** he asked, per-
emptorlly.

“Pleace, slr, the doctor says Private
Robinson is serloualy i

Captaln Assheton turned apologeti-
cally to his partner. I must leave you
for a few minutes. Wit you wait for
e here 7 1 ghall be back in five min-
utes,”

“Yor,” assented Miss Welsh, leaning
tack languldly In & deck chair. “T'l}
walt for you here if you're not too
long."

Captain Assheton and the orderly
strode away.

then he continued :(—" [ want to send
this back to her, and tell her that
though she sent me to the dewvil—I
loved her to the end.” “Ho added, as
Assheton took the envelope containing
+he photograph from hiin “The ad-
dress s written at the back of it.”

“Is there nothing else I can do for
you 7" said Assheton, husklly.

“ Nothing. Thank you, sir,” replied
Robinson, and Assheton felt he was dis-
missed.

He turned away In silence and left
the hospital deck

As he again passed through the dano-
ers the waltz was hastening to ts con-
clusion, and the laughing, talking com=
pany weare dispersing in scarch of 'ces
and comfortable seats.

Phyllls 'Welsh was still sltting where
Assheton had left her.

“You weren't long,” she sald, smile
Ing, “What did ‘Tomny' want to
tell you? Do tell me all about it

Something In her words grated As~
sheton's feclings, He sat down, and
replled slowly : * He asited me to re-
turn o photograph to a girl and tell
her that, though she played him talse,
he loved her to the nd.”

“Oh!” cried Phyllis. *How inter-
esting 1t sounds. Have you the photo~
graph ¢bere 7 Do show It to me.”

“You must not ask me to do that,”
sald Assheton, gmavely.

But Phyllls was not accusiomed to
have her wishes ungratified. She
Jeaned forward and looked up with het
wonderful dark eyes glowing. *“ Will
you refuse the firet request I've ever
mede of you? she urged.

“Of courme, if you lnslst—" hesl-
tated Assheton.

¥ do insist! I anust sce what the
girl 1 lke! Some common, VLA

creature, 1 suppose, that the poor fele
low idealized into & plece of perfeo-
ton.

“ Probably,” assented Aseheton, dry-
1y, taking the envelope from his pocket
and producing the photograph.

With eager curlosity Phyllis Lent
over,

For the space of a second she stareds
1igld with astonishment and dlsmay §
then exclatming : “ Glve it to me ! Oh,
glve it to me ! she tried to snatch the
photograph from Aseheton.

It was 4co late. Asshoton, with
blank disgust, had already recognized
the beautiful likeness.

“Glve ft to mei* she stammored.

“ Certainly,” replled Assheton.
awas what T promitsed to do.”

He dropped’ the photogreph into her
hands and strode away.—Temple Bar.,

— A e me—

A STORY OF SIR SPENCER WELLS.

“M., A, ™. tells the following story
of the late Sir Spencer Wells :—One
day, many years ago, Sir Spencer was
called in consultation to a fashionable
house in o stylish quarter. The case
was that of o ledy who was at death’s
door, and yet so far as the dootors
could discover she was suffering  from
no specific ailment. They had called
fn Sir Spencer s a lnst hope. Left
alone with his patlent, Sin Spencer soon
made the estounding discovery that
she was belng done to death by slow
polson. It was a case for diplomacy
as well as for sclence. ¥e put on &
oheertul face, and by kindly questlons
soon elicited the fact that the lady,
who was very wealthy, had no rela-
tives or friends in d

Cnstom had not steeled A ()
heart agalnst fecling a pang ot SOITOW
swhen called to visit the poor fellows
wihoge dylng words It was his duty
when officer in command to note and
report. o

When Tommy Atkins dles thece s no
uscless fuss made over the event. No
loving hand clasps his to strengthen
him during the last struggle. No tears
fall to tell Mm that even he, poor fel-
low, has some one who will miss him.
No! The doctor merely reports him
“serfously {l.” The officer on duty
comes to stand by his bedside and note
dowr. whatever inessago Tommy may
choose to send to mother or sweetheart
walting for him at home, Then a few
hours later, if on land, “ Tommy ™ is
butied in a coffin, the price of which
Government stops out of his pay, or it
he dla on board ship, with some shot
tled to his ankles, overboard he is
dropped, to sink out ol sight and join
that welrd compony of shrouded
corpses which stand upright, drifting
and swaying {n the current of the sea,
halt way betweea the bottom and the
surfuce of the ocean.

On reaching the ctifilug deck where
the sick, the wounded, and the dying
lay, the orderly stopped beslde the
berth of Private Robinxon.

Usuully the officer In command
knows mothing of the man whose dying
words he has Yo report, but, as it
chanced, Assheton had heard -nome-
thing of Private Robinson's career. He
knew that Roblnzon was * a gentleman
ranker,” one of those good-looking,

when I was

Chase's Olntmwt.

and from the ﬂut WW

Have used two boxas and am now com.

pletoly,zu_re_d_________

nA ‘Voractous !wﬂld;:lmen the cable

was very nerlouﬂy Ill. #t was stated,
e Teport,

in co. mmuon of that his
dle. fcr that day conaﬂa‘ed of hs.n.

elapsed; X went to the priory and.ask-
cd the Fathers to instruoct.me. . Two

-

re, eggw beer, and  chunpag
‘bnl thst he bhad forgone his hvwl(a
pickled, plgs’ feet,

kleas, unlucky fellows agalnst whom
fortune sevms to have a spite.

As Asshoton came to the alde of his
berth the dying man started wp with &
curious ¢xpression of defiant deanur.,
Above’ him; beside him, all around’ the
deck lay other sufferers listening - lnd
watching to hear wm “the poor beg-

8AC had to say.

It was hardly the place for confi-
dencgs, and Assheton felt fully the eni-

‘boys exclaims:

and that for two aveeks she had been
quite alone with her husband and the
servants. Certaln pretexts enabled him
to get @ gltmpse of the latter, who
peemed to be honest, respectable do-
mestics of the ordinary type. He
cheered his patient by telling her he
thought he could cure her, as he felt
sure he understood her case, and walk-
ed down the stalrs perplexed and an
xlous, At the foot of the stairs stood
the husband.a very proper gentleman,
with twitching face, and honds wet
with coli perspiration ‘He eppeared
unable to speak, but the great doc-
tor simply looked at ’mm and waned.
Pr y the

ejaculate, * Wil she dle ?* Then the
doctor played his trump card. He look-
ed the husband straight in the cyes,
and sald very quletly, “If she does,
sou avill swing for 1t!” The man
swayed and tottered; the dootor pass-
ed him by, and lett the house. The
lady recovered. SIr Spencer kept the
husband's secret, and the intended vic-
tim Uved in apparent happluess with
her sco. adrelly partner for many years
without suspecting the real cause of
the flincss which so nearly  proved
fatal.

cases of consumption so far
udnmed MBwlle ‘s Anti bonmmpﬁu

thymfn wm Dot | ‘g:; b“ nane ”

lan, md it in & specifi

hug;ammbm nm'to un."ﬂ'gm

Chmby remaﬂnq eéllmm. Andglm
ivensed parts a chaunos to heal.

Two newaboys in the gallery wit-
neseed & performance of * Hamlet.”
In the last acene, after Hamlet has
kilied Laertes and the King, and the
Queen has dled of poison, and Hamlet
of & polsoned wound, one of, tha news-
“Jim, what a time
that must have been for ‘extra spe-
clala® 1" B

“It AL



