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| there. I think it i», with few neepticm- 
_S, the greeted misfortune to he enms-JSa

, that "ench 
I lion doee not do 

A lonely childhood an 
a greatenen, a good man,

THkjHUftoir signal, fkiday, December si. issu.
=

I was mot a wane of

a great

Walking from church, It Ci 
told me that Angeotne had a aked 1 

l at . the wedhe beet
I said I knew it, and wish ad he would 

consent.
“Why?" /
Though the abrupt quest) *» surprised 

me, I answered, of cours ». the truth; 
that if the beet man were n *t himself, it 
stosdd be one of the camp o Hficers, and I 
hated-”

“Soldier»?”
I told him it»*» not kind to he always 

throwing fat my. Aeetli that, nnfortaaate 
speech, thfht he ought not tfco tease me 
so.

“Do I tease you?
it.”

“Vmj likely net, and I 
simpleton for allowing mys slf to be 
ed with such trifles; but Hr. Urqnhart 
cannot expect me to be as wise as him
self; he is a great deal older than I."

“Tellme, then,” he continued, in that 
kind tone which.always makes me feel 
something like a little pet donkey I once 
had, which, if I called it across the field 

% would come and lay its head on my hand 
—not that, donkey as I am, L" incline to 
trouble Dr. Urquhart in that "way, “tell 
me what it is you do hate?”
“I hate to liave to.entertain etrangers?"’ 
“Then you do mot consider me a 

stranger?”
“No; a friend ”
I may say that, for, short ne our ac

quaintance dates, I have seen: more of 
Dr. Urquhart, and seem to' ltnow him 
better than any man in the whole course 
of ray life. He did not refuse the title I 
gave him, and I think he was gratified, 
; hough he said only:

“You are very kind, and I thank you.” 
Presently I recurred to the subject of 

discussion, and wisher? him to promise 
what Augustus, end LIsabel, and we all 
desired.

He paused a momer* and then said 
decisively:

“I will come. ”
“That is right. 1 knew we can always 

depend on Dr. Urquhart's promises.
Was my gladness overt old? Would he 

misconstrue it? No; he is too clear-sight
ed, too humble-minded, 4 so wise. With 
,‘iim I have always the feeling that I 
ieed take no trouble over what I' do or 

say,* except that it should be true and 
sincere. Whatever it is, b< will judge it 
fairly. And if he did not, why should I 
care?

Yes, I should care. I. ike him—I 
like him very much. It wot.Id be a com
fort to me to have him for a friend. One 
of my tory own. In some degree he 
treats nit as such; to-day, for instance 
he told ire more about himself than he 
ever did to any one of us. It came out 
accidentally. I" cannot endure a man who, 
at first acquaintance, indulges you with 
autobiogravhy in full. Such a man 
must be either a puppy or an idiot.

Ah! there I am again at my harsh 
judgments, which Dr. Urquhart has so 
tacitly reproved. This good man, who 
has seen more of the world and its wick
edness than iï am ever likely to see, is 
yet the most charitable man I ever 
Knew. To return.

Before we reached Rockinnunt the sky 
had clouded O' er. and in an hour it was 
a thoroughly wet afternoon. Penelope 
went upstairs to write her Sunday letter, 
and Augustus nd Lisabcl gave broad 
hints that they wished the drawing-room 
all to themsclvôs. Perforce, Dr. Urqu
hart and I had to, entertain ourselves.

I took him into the green house, 
where he lectured to nie on the orchidac- 

1 as.and vegetation of the tropics gener
ally, to his own-content, doubtless, and 
partially to mine. I like to hear his 
talking, so wise, yet so simple; a fresh- 

almost boyish. s« "ms to linger in his

it rarely 
all the tas

sels and troubles of family life, where 
the angles of character are rubbed off, 
and .itednclinationa to morbidness, sensi
tiveness, and egotism knocked down. I 
think.it is a great wonder to see Traherne 
such a good fellow aa he is, considering 
he haalbeen an only child.i only

“ You speak as if you know what that 
was yourself. ”

“ No; we were orphans, but I had «ne 
brother

This was the first time Dr. Urqnhart 
had reverted to any of his relatives, or 
to his-early life. My curiosity was 
strong. I risked a question: was this 
brother*elder or younger than he? *

“Older"
“And iris name”
“Bailee”
“Dallas Urquhart—what a nice name.'” 

i “It is common in the family. There was 
a Dallas -Urquhart, younger brother to a 
Sir John Urquhart, who, in the religious 
troubles acceded to Episcopacy. He 
was in Ip- e with a minister’s sister—a 
Presbyterian. She died broken-hearted, 
and in despair at her reproaches, Dallas 
threw himself down a precipice, where 
his Whitened bones were not found till 
many years after. Is not that a roman ic 
history?”

I said remanie and painful histories 
were common enough; there had been 
some even in our matter-of-fact family. 
But he was not so inquisitive as I; nor 
should I have told him farther; we never 

k on this subject if we can help it
ven the Gran tons—our intimate friends 

ever since we came to live at Rockmuunt 
—have never been made acquainted with 
it. And Penelope said. there was no 
need to tell Augustus, as it could not 
effect him, or any person now living, 
and, for the sake of the family, the sad 
story was better forgotten. I think so 
too.

With s sigh, 1 could not help observ
ing to Dr. Uropuhart that it must be a 
very happy tiling to have a brother—a 
good brother.

“Yes. Mine was the best that any 
one ever had. He was a minister of 
the Kirk—that is. lie would have been 
hut he died.”

“In Scotland?"
“No—at Pan, in the Pyrenees.
“Were you with hi*,?”
“I was not.”
This seemed s remembrance so acutely 

)>ainful, that shortly afterwards I tried 
to change the subject, by asking a ques
tion or two about himself—and especially 
what I had long wanted to find out—how 
he chime by that eccentric Christian 
name.

Is it eccentric? I really never knew 
or thought after whom I was called.”

I suggested Max Piccdomini.
Who is he, pray? My unprofessional 

reading has been small. I am ashamed 
r I never heard of Max Piccolomi-

We were very peaceful 
able; it felt almost like a 

which indeed it was with, 
The aow member of bur 

family seemed to-make himself at ease— 
sat beside his Lisa, and held her hand 
under cover of her apron—at which I 
thought I saw Dr. Urquhart smile. 
Why should hat It was quite natural

Penelope was less restless than usual, 
owing, maybe, to her long letter and the 
prospect of seeing Francis in a week; he 
comes to the marriage, of course. Poor 
fellow! what a pity we cannot have two 
weddings instead of one; it is rather 
' ird for him to be only a wedding guest, 
ana Penelope only a bridesmaid. But 
I am ceasing to laugh at even Francis 
and Penelope.

I myself, in my own little low chair in 
its angle on the hearth-rug, felt perfect
ly happy. Is it the contrast between it 
and the life of solitude of which I have 
only lately had any knowledge, that 
makes my qwn home life so much sweet
er than it used to be?

The gentlemen began talking together 
about the difference between this quiet 
scene and that of November last year, 
Sebastopol taken, the army was making 
up its mind to winter in idleness, as 
merrily as it could. And then Dr. Ur
quhart reverted to the former winter, the 
terrible time, until its miseries reached 
and touched the English heart nt home. 
And yet, as Dr. Urquhart said, such 
misery seems often to evoke the noblest 
half of man’s nature. Many an anecdote 
proving this, he told about “his poor 
fellows,” as he called them ; tales of hero
ism, patient endurance, unselfishness, 
and generosity—such as, in the myste
rious agency af Providence, are always 
developed by that gréât purifier as well 
as avenger, war.

Listening, my cheek burned to think I 
had ever said I hated soldiers. It is a 
solemn question, too momentous for 
human wisdom to decide upon, and, 
probably, never meant to be decided in 
this world—the justice of carnage, the 
necessity of war. But tlius far I am con
vinced—and intend, the first opportunity 
to express my thanks to Dr. Urquhart 
for having taught me the lesson—that to 
set one’s self in fierce aversion against 
any class, as a class, is both foolish and 
wicked. We should "hate’ nobody. The 
Christian warfare is never against sinners 
but against sin.

Speakingof theststisticsof mortality in 
the army, Dr. Urquhart surprised us by

drunk: the honest eyes dull and mean
ingless; the wise lips jabbering foolish
ness; the whole face and figure, instead 
of being what one likes to look at, takes 
pleasure to see in the same room, even— 
growing ugly, irrational, disgusting- 
more like a beast than a man.

Yet some women have to bear it, have 
to speak kindly to their husbands, hide 
their brutishness, and keep them from 
making worse fools of themselves than 
they can help. I have seen it done, not 
merely by working-men’s wives, but 
lady-wives in drawing-rooms I think, 
if I were married, and I saw my husband 
the least overcome by wine, not drunk, 
may be, but just excited, silly, other
wise than his natural self, it would near
ly drive me wild. Less on my own ac
count than his. To s^e him sink—not 
for a great crime, the height where my 
love had placed him; to have to take 
care of him, to pity him; ay, and I might 
pity him, bqt I think the full glory and 
passion of my love would die out, then 
and there, forever.

Let me not think of this, but go on 
relating what occured to-day.

Dr. Urquh art’s abrupt confession, 
which seemed to surprise Augustus as 
much as anybody, threw an awkwardness 
over us all; we slipped out of the sub
ject, and plunged into the never-ending 
theme—the wedding and its arrange
ments. Here I found out that Dr. Ur
quhart had, at first, refused, point-blank 
his friend’s request that he would be 
best-man, but, on my entreating him 
this morning, had changed his mind. I 
was glad, and expressed my gladness 
warmly. I would not like Dr. Urqu
hart to suppose we thought the worse of 
him for what he had confessed, or rather 
had been forced into confessing. It was 
eerywrong of Lisabel. But she really 
seemed sorry, and paid him special at
tention in consultations about what she 
thinks the important affairs of Monday 
week. I was almost cross at the exem
plary patience with which he examined 
the orange-tree, and pronounced that 
the buds would open in time, he 
thought: that if not, he would try, as in 

a He Ic

confession of 
jestingly to give 

: literature, and be-

&

Jbur< still, and he lias the thoroughly 
Boyish peculiarity of taking pleasure in 

t’ little things. He spent half an hour in 
reviving a big brown .bee which had 
grown torpid with cold, and there was in 
his eyes a kindness, as ever a human 
creature, when he gave into my charge 
his “little natient, " whom I promised to 
befriend. (There he is, ]x>tr old fellow, 
last asleep tna fiower-pot, till the first 
bright morning I can turn hire out.)

“I am afraid, though, lie will soon get 
into trouble again, and not find so kind a 
Friend,” said 1 to Dr. Urquhart. He 

. will intoxicate himself in the nearest 
flower-cup, and seek re[>enteiice rod re- 

, storation too late. ”
“I hope hot," said the doctor, sadly 

and gravely.
I said I was sorry for having made a 

jest upon his favorite doctrine, of ro- 
pentence and restoration of sinners; 
which he denied always both to preach 
and to practice.

“Do I? Perhaps. Do you not think 
it's very much needed ;n this world?'

I said I had not lived long enough in 
t his world to find out.

“I forgot how young yvU were. ”
He hqd once, in his direct way, asked 

.*yy age. and I had told hi#», mush dis
posed likewise to return the q 
was afraid. Sometimes I fee) quite at 
home with him, as if I could say any 
thing to him, and then again he makes 
me, not actually afraid—thank goodness 
I never was afraid of any man yet, and 
hope I never shall be—but shy and quiet 
I suppose it is because he is so very good; 
because in his presence my follies and 
wickedness hide their heads. I cease 
perplexing myself about them, or about 
myself at all, and only think—not of 
him so much as of something higher and 
better than either him or me. Surely 
this cannot be wrong.

The bee question settled, we sat down, 
silent, listening to the rain pattering on 
the glass roof of the green-bouse. It was 
rather a dreary day. I began thinking 
of Lisabel’s leaving more than was good 
for me; and with that penetrative kind
ness, which I have often noticed in him, 
Dr. Urquhart turned my sad thoughts 
away by various information about Tra
herne Court, and the new relations of our 
Lisa—not many. I said, “happily, she 
would have neither brother nor sister-in- 
law.”

“Happily! You cannot be in earnestr 
I half wished I had not been, and yet 

I could not but speak my mind—that 
brothers or sisters, in law or in blood. | 
were often anything but a blessing.

“I must emphatically differ from you

to say 
ni. ’’

Amused by this name 
ignorance, I offered 
him a course of polite 
gin with that grandest of German dra
mas, Schiller's Wallenstein.

Not in German, if you please; I 
don’t know a dozen words of the langu
age.”

“Why, Dr. Urquhart, I must be a 
great deal cleverer than you. ’’

I had said this out of utter incredulity 
at the ludicrous idea; but, to my sur
prise, he took it seriously.

“You are right. I know I am a 
coarse, uneducated person ; the life of 
an army surgeon allows few opportunities 
of refinement, and, like many another 
boy, I threw away my chances when I 
had them. "

“At school?”
“College, rather. ”
“Where did you go to college?”
“At St. Andrews.”
The interrogative mood being on me 

I thought I would venture a question 
which had been often on my mind to 
ask—namely, what made him choose to 
be a doctor, which always seemed to me 
the most painful and arduous of pro
fessions.

He was so slow in answering, that I 
began to fear it was one of my too blunt 
queries, and apologized.

“I will tell you, if you desire it. My 
motive was not unlike one you once 
suggested—to save life instead of de
stroying it; also, because I wished to 
have my own life always in my hand. I 
cannot justly consider it mine. It is 
oivfd."

To heaven, I conclude he meant, by 
the solemnity of his manner. Y et, are 
not all lives owed? And, if so, my early 
dreafn of perfect bliss, namely for two 
people to spend their lives together in a 
sort of domestic Pitcairn’s Island, 
cradled in a spiritual Pacific Ocean, with 
nothing to do but to love one another— 
must be a delation, or worse. I ain 
beginning to be glad I never found it. 
We are not the birds and butterflies, but 
the laborers of the earthly vineyard. To 
discover one’s right work, and do it, 
must be the grand secret of life. With 
or without love, I wonder? With it, I 
should imagine. But Dr. Urquhart, in 
his plan of existence, never seems to 
think of such an insignificant necessity.

Yet let me not speak lightly. I like 
him—I honor him. Had I been his 
dead brother, or a sister—which he 
never had—I would have helped ratfiefr 
than have hindered him, in his self- 
sacrificing career. I would have scorned 
to put in my poor claim over him or his 
existence. It would have seemed like 
taking for daily use the gold of the 
sanctuary. ,

And here, pondering over all I have 
heard of him, and seen in him, the self 
denial, the heroism, the religious parity 
of his daily life-r-which has roused in 
even the light, heart of Augustus Tre- 
heme 
itive- 
Lisabel
mind one incident of this day which 
startled, shocked me; concerning which 
even now I can scarcely credit the evi
dence of my own ears.

We had all gathered round the fire 
waiting papa's return from the second 
service Penelope, Lisabel, Augustus, 
Dr Urquhart, and I; the rain had 
cleared off, and there was only a soft 
drip, drip, on the glass of the green

iy, . .
stating how small a percentage—bless me 
I am beginning to talk like a blue-book! 
—results from death in battle and from 
wounds. And. strange as it may appear 
the mortality in a campaign, with all its 
fatal chances, is less than in barracks at 
home. He lias long suspected this, from 
the accounts of the men, and having 
lately, from clear data, ascertained its 
accuracy, intends urging it at the Horse 
Guards, or failing there, in the public 
press, that the causes may be inquired 
into and remedied. It will be at some 
personal risk—Government never likes 
being meddled with ; but he seems the 
sort of man who, having once got an 
idea into his head would pursue it to the 
death—and very right too. If -I had 
been a man I would have done exactly 
the same.

All this while I have never told—that 
thing. It came out, as well as I can re
member, thus:

Dr. Urquhart was saying that the 
average mortality of soldiers in barracks 
was higher than that of any correspond
ing class of working men. He attributes 
this to want of s;>acc, cleanliness, fresh 
air, and good food.

“Also to another cause, which you al
ways find flourishing under such circum
stances—drink It is in a barracks just 
as in the courts and alleys of a large 
city—wherever you find people huddled 
together in foul air, ill smells, and gene
ral wretchedness—they drink. They 
cannot help it, it seems a natural neces
sity.”

“There, we have the doctor on his 
hobby.” Gee-up, doctor!" cried Augus
tus. I wonder liis friend stands his non
sense so good-humoredly.

“Yon.know it is true, though, Tra
herne,” and he went on speaking to me. 
“In the Crimea, the gréât curse of our 
army was drink. Drink killed more of 
us than the Russians did. You should 
have seen wliat I have seen—the officer 
maddening himself with champagne at 
the mess-table—the private stealing out 
to a rum store to bouse secretly over his 
grog. The thing was obliged to be wink
ed at, it was so common.”

“In hospital, too,” observed Captain 
Traherne, gradually listening. “Don’t 
you remember telling me there was not a 
week ;>aesed that you had not cases of 
death solely from drinking?”

“And, even then, I could not stop it, 
nor keep the liquor outside the wards.
I have come in and found drunken or
derlies carousing with drunken patients; 
nay, more than once I have taken the 
brandy bottle from under 
pillow. ”

“ Ay, I remember,” said Agustus, 
looking grave.

Lisabel, who never likes his attention 
diverted from her charming self, cried 
saUcily :

“ All very fine talking, Doctor, but 
you shall not make me a teetotaller, nor 
Agustus neither, I hope.” ,

“ I have not the slightest intention of 
the kind, I assure you : nor docs there 
seem any necessity. Though, for those 
who have not the power to resist intoxi
cation, it is much safer never to touch 
stimulants. ”

“ Do you not touch them ?”
“ I have not done so for many years.”
“ Because you are afraid ? Well, I 

dare ssy you were no better once than 
your neighbors."

“ Lisabel ?” I whispered, for I saw Dr. 
Urquhart wince under her rude words; 
but there is no stopping that girl’s 
tongue.

“Now confess, Doctor, just for fun. 
Papa is not here, and we’ll tell no tales 
out of school—were you ever in your 
life, to use your own ugly word, drunk ?”

“ Once.”
Writing this, I can hardly Jgdieve he 

said it, and yet he did,’ in ;a'quiet, low 
voice, as if the confessiort- was forced 
from him as a sort of voluntary expia
tion.

Dr. Urquhart drunk ! What a fright
ful idea ! Under what circumstances 
could it possibly have happened ? One 
thing I would stake my life upon—it 
never happened but that once.

I have been thinking, how horrible it 
must be to see anybody one cared for

It always gives us pleasure to draw 
attention to articles which are deserving
of public 
cle ever offered
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ty bound, to procure some. He also 
Heroically consented to his other duty, 

of returning thanks for “the brides
maids, for we are to have healths drunk, 
speeches made, and all the rest of it. 
Mercy on us! how will ]>spa ever stand 
it!

These family events have always their 
painful side. I am sure pa;>a will feel 
it. I only trust that no chance obser
vations will strike home, and hurt him. 
This fear haunted me so much that I 
took an opportunity of suggesting to Dr. 
Urquhart that all the speeches had better 
be as short as possible.

“Mine shall be, I promise. Were 
you afraid of it?” asked he, smiling; it 
was just before the horses were brought 
up, and we were all standing out in the 
moon-light—for shame, moon, leading 
us to catch cold just before our wedding, 
and very thoughtless of the doctor to 
allow it, too. I could see by his smile 
that he was now quite himself again— 
which was s relief.

Oh, nonsense! I shall expect you to 
make the grandest speech that ever was 
heard. But, seriously, these sort of 
speeches are always t rying, and will be 
so especially to papa. ’

I understand. We must take care: 
you are a thoughtful little lady.” He 
sometimes has called me “Little Lady,” 
instead of “Miss Theodora.” “Yes, 
your father will feel acutely this first 
break in the family. ”

I said I did not mean that exactly, as 
it was not the case. And, for the first 
time, it struck me as gad, that one I 
never knew, whom I scarcely ever think 
of, should be lost from among us, so lost 
as not to be even named.

Dr. Urquhart asked me why I looked 
so grave ? At first I said had rather not 
tell him, and then I felt as if at that 
moment, standing quietly talking in the 
lovely night, after such a happy day, it 
were a comfort, almost a necessity, to 
tell him anything, everything. —

“I was thinking of some one belong
ing to me whom nobody knows of, whom 
we never speak about. Hush, don’t let 
them hear.”

Who was it ! But I beg your par
don, do not tell me unless you like. ” 

From his tone—he thought, I know
he thought----- Oh, what a ridiculous,
impossible thing ! Then I was determin
ed to tell.

“It was one—who was papa’s favorite 
—among us all. ”

“A sister ?”
“No, s brother. ”
I had not time to say any more, for 

they were just starting, nor am I satisfi
ed that I was right in saying so much. 
But the confidence is safe with him, and 
lie willjiever refer to it; he will feel as 
we do, «hat a subject so painful is best 
avoided, even among ourselves- on the 
whole I am glad he knows.

Coming indoors, the girls made me ! 
dead man’s ! very angry by their jests, but the anger 

has somehow evaporated now. What 
does it matter 1 As I told Lisabel, 
friends do not grow on eveiy hedge, 
though lovers may, and when one finds a 

man one ought to value him, nor 
ashamed of it either.

No, no, my sweet moon, setting so 
quickly behind that belt of firs, I will 
like him if I choose, as I like everything 
true end noble wherever I find it in this 
world.

Moon, it is a good world, a happy 
world, and grows happier the longer one 
lives in it. So I will just watch your 
silver ladyship—a nice “little lady” you 
are too—slipping away from it with that 
satisfied farewell smile, and then—I 
shall go to bed.

TO BE CONTINUED.
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“Chicago House.”
Ladies Undressed Kids—very stylish.

BEAVER,

A carefully selected Stock of

FELT Sc STRAW HATS,
In all the Neieetf St oh a.

STYLISH AMERICAN TURBANS,
Pretty, and the very Latest. A splendid assortment of

Black, White and Colored Plumes, Extra Value,
Ladies* Fashionable Hair Nets and Wild Boar Pins.

Novelties in Jets, Tiger Claws. &c..
tlloves - Kids and Woollen.

Childrens’ Kid Mitts,
Childrens’ Fur Caps
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“THE CHEAPEST HOUSE UNDER THE SUN.

Arriving daily tor the holiday trade
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VASES,
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DESKS, JEWELLERY

Probably no arti- 
to the public has met 

with the same success as Gray's Syrup 
of Red Spjiuce Gum. Thousands of 
families in the Dominion keep it in their 
homes as the standard Cough Remedy.
The sale of this article has assumed 
enormous proportions. Our advice to
the public at large is to try its virtues ï O 1/ A T C O A kl |*\ O I s— I ■/*> I I n 
they should at any time unfortunately O l\ A I t O AND S |_ Q Q H S 
contract either Coughs or Colds, ft is ! w *
sold by all chemists. —Advt. i

The new Lever .Skate, the best yet produced for simplicity and durability.

^Everything at Low Prices during the Holiday Season."*S• ‘They ah do it. - To beautify the 
teeth and give fragrance to the breath 
use “Teaberry’ the new toilet gem. Get 
25 cent sample 1763
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