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TIMOTIIY'S QUEST.
SCENE I.

Ninber Three, .1fûuernt Court. Piit floor
front.

FLOSSV MORRISON LEARNS THEI SECRET OF

»EA TR VITHOUT EVEn IIAVINo LEARN-

E) THE SECRET OF IFE. .
Minerva Court ! Veil thy face, O God-

dess of Wisdom, for never, surely, was thy
fair iame so ill-bestowed as wen it was ap-
plied ta this most dreary place !

It was a little less than street, a littie
more thain alley, and its onily possible claim
ta ducenîcy came fron conparison.vith tlie
busier thoroughfare out of which it opened.
This was sa inuch fouler, with its dirt and
noise, its stands of refuse fruit and vege-
tables, its dinigy shops and'all the miserable
traflc that the place engendere'd, its rickety
dooriways blocked vith lounging mn, its
Blowsabellas leaning oi the window-sills,
that the Court seemned by contrast a 'most
desirable and retired place of residence.

But it w-as a disnial spot, nevertheless,
with not oven an air of faded gentility ta

,recommnnend it. It seemned to vve no botter
dAys liehind it, nor ta hlad vithin itself the

-posisibility of any future imnprovemnent. It
.was narrow, and extended only the length
of 'i cityblock, yet ib was by no means want-
ing iii iïînny of those luxuries vhich mark
tlis er of nodern ivilization. There were
groceries, vith commiiodious sample-rooms
attached, at each corner, and a snall saloon,
called " The Deuarest Spot" (whichî it un-
doibtedly was in more senses than one), in
the baenment of 'a house at the farthmer end.
It vas necessai'y, however, for the bibulous
native who dwelt in the iniddle of the.blocl
ta waste sanie valuabla minutes in dragging
himself ta one of these fountains of bliss at
either end ; but at'the tinie ny story opens
a wide.awimake philanthropist was fittIng up
a neat and attractive little bar-roomî, called

"I The Oasis,".at a point equally distant be-
tween the other tvo springs of humari joY

This benefactor of humanity lad a vault-
ing ambition. Ha desired to slakethe tlhirst
of. every man in Christendoni ; but this
being impossible froi» the very nature of
things, le determined ta settie im sane arid
spot like Minerva Court, and irrigate it so
sweetly and copiously that ail nen's noses
would blossomni as the roses. To supply his
brother's vants, and create new onas at the
saine time, vas lis purpoie in establishing
this Oasis in the Desert of Minerva Court ;
and it might as well bu stated hure that lie
vas prospered in his undertaking, as any
man is.sure ta be who cherishes lofty ideas
and attends ta lis business industriously.

.The Minerva Courtier tius ladt:oodrea-
son ta hope that the supply of liquid re-
freshment would bear some relation ta the
demand ; and that the march of nodern
progress vould continue ta diminish the
distance between his ovn mouth and that
of the bottle, vhich, as hue took i6, vas the
be-ail and end-all of existence. -

At present, howvever, as the Oasis was
not opened to the public, children cairying.
pitclers of ber ivere often to be seenhurry-
ing ta and fro on their imiserable errands.-
But there vere yery few children in Min-
erva Court, thank God !-they were not
popular there. There were frowzy, sleepy-
looking women hanging out of thoir ivimi-
dows, gossipîing witl teir equally unkemnpt
and haggard neiglbors ; apathetic men sit-
ting on the doorsteps, in their shîirt-sleeves,
smoking; a dull, dirty baby or tuvo sport-
ing itself in the gutter ; vliile the sound of
a inelancholy accordion (the chosen instru-
ment of poverty and mnisery) floated frôma
in upper chambur, and added its discordant
mite ta the general desolation.

The sidewalks hîad -aþparently never
known the touch of* a broom, and the
middle oftlho sLrect lookcd more like an
elongated junk-heap than anything else.
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posedby Death, and written on
that still countenance in char-
acters that ail night read, were
painful anes. Flossy Morri-
son was d a ad. The name

"F]ossy" was a relia of what
she terned lier butter days
(Heavei save the mark.!), for
sle had been.calledMrs. -Marri-
S sonof Jate years,-"Mrs. F.
Morrison," .whio took "chii-
drento board, and no questions

- asked"-nor -answered She
ihad lived forty-five years; as

men reckon sunmers and wii-
ters; but slie had never learn-
ed in ail that time, ta know hier
Mother, Nature, lir-,Fatlier,
G nor iher brothers and sis-
ters, the children of,the ivorld.
She lad lived friendless and
unfriendly, keepingnoneof the
ten commandmnents, nor yet
the eleventhx. whicli . is the
greatest of all ; andnow there

wals no. humîran being to slip a flower inito
thestillhand, to kiss the clay-coldlipsattlhe
renembrance of sonie sweet word that had
fallen frorn theni, or drap a tear and say,
"I loved lier 1".

Apparently, the tvo watchers did not
regard Flossy Morrison aven .in the light
of I the dear remains," as they are saine-
times called at country funerals.- They
wre in the best of spirits (there was an
abundance of beer), and their gruesome
task vould be over.in a fow hours ; for it
was nearly four o'clock in the morning, and
the body was ta be takein away at ten. .

"I tell you aine thîing, Ettie, Flossy
hasn't left any bother for lier friends," re-
marked Mrs. Nancy Siiimons, settling
hierself back. in lier rocking-chair. "As
she didn't own anything but the clothes on
lier back, there von't bu any quarrelling
over the property 1" and she chuckled at
her delicate huinor.

"No," ansvered lier companion, woin,
whatever her sponsors in. baptisi lad
christened lier, called hierself Ethel Mont-
morency.. "I s'pose the furnitire, poor as
it is, will pay the funeral expenses ; and if
she's got any debts, why, folks will have ta
whistle for théir money, that's all." .

'The only tling that worries.me is the
children," said.Mrs. Simnnions.

" You nust be hard up for something ta
vorry about, ta take those young anes on

your mind. They ain'tyours nor mine, and
what's more, nobody knows wlio they do
belong ta, and nobody cares. Soon as
breakfast's over .w'll liack 'em off ta soie
institute or other, and that'll bu the end af
it. What did Flossy say about 'em, when
you spoke ta lier yesterday.?" '

" I asked her what she wanted done with
the young onus, nnd lie said, 'Do iliatLyou
like vith 'einî, drat 'em,-it don't inake no
odds ta me l' and then she turned ovei and
died. ' Those was the last words she spoke,
dear soul ; but, Lor', she wasn't more'n

vory sneil known to the nos-
trils of iin as abroad in the
air, and: everal ieé fldoating
about..artingadestly to beu
classied after chih they in-
tended to coin t tlie front
ünd autdo the thhers if they
could

That was Minerva Court 1
X.little piece. of your world,

my world, God's world (and
the .Devil's) lying peacefully
fallow, awaiting the services of
some inspired Hone Mission-
ary Society.

In the front roon of Numn
]ber Three, a dilapidated house
next the corner, there lay a
still, white salipe, with two
womeniviatching by it.

A sheet covered it. Candles
burned at the.head, striving
to throw a gleam of light on a
dead face that for many a year
had neverbeen illumined from
within-by the brightness of
self-forgetting love or kindly
sympathy. If you iad raised'
the sheet, you would have seen
no happy smile as of a half-
remembared, innocent child-
lood; the smrile-is it of poace-
ful nemnory orserene anticipa-
tign?-that sonetimues shines
on.the faces of the déad.

Such life-secrets as were ex-
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hflfsober ,nd liadn't been for a week.
She was sobr eïougli keep her own

counsel, I ai tellyou thatb, said the gentle
Ethel. 1 don't :béiiev hiére's a livi'ng
soul -that krnw .yliireuthos'e children came
froni ;-not that. nybodycares, now that
there ain't-anymoniey in 'e 7"

'Weil, asfor that, Ionly know that ivhen
Flossy vias seîing better.days and lived in
the upper part'of the city, she used tO have:
money corne every marth for'tking care of
the boy. Where it come' froma In don't
know ; but I kind of surmiàà itvwas a long
distance off. Then she took ta drinking,
aind got lo:ver and loiwer down until she
came here, six months ago. I don't sup-
pose thi boy's follis, or whoever itwas sent
the money, knew the wag she vas living,
thougli they couldn't have cared rnuch, for
they nev'r came ta see lxi things ivero
and lie wais in an asylun before Flassy took
him, I found that out ; but, anyhow, the
money stâpped coming three monthîs ago.
Flossy wrote twice ta the folks,-whoever
they vere, but didn't get no answer ta her
letters ; 'and shetold me that she should
turn tieboy out in a week or two if sane
cash didn't turn up in that time. She
wuUdn't have kept hii so long as this if
he hadn't been so handy taking care of the
baby.

"Well; vho does the baby belong ta ?"
"You ask nie toa nuch," replied Nancy,

taking aiother deep draught froi the
pitcher. "Help yourself, Ettie; there's
·plenty niore wlere that carne froi». Flossy
never liked the boy, and always wanted to
get rid of lii, but couldn't afford ta. He's
a dreadful queer, old-fashioned little kid,
and so snart that he's gettin' ta bu a reg'lar
nuisancetaround thehbouse. Butyouseelie
and the,.baby, -Gabrielle's her niame, but
they call:her Lady Gay, orsone such trash,
after thitt actress that conmes here so much,
-well, they arasa in love with one another
tliat wild liorses couldn't drag 'cm apart ;
and I tlùnk Flossy lad a kiidofalikini'for
Gay, as inuc'i as she ever had for anything.
I guess >she never abused cither of 'em ; she
vas too careless for that. And soawhat
was I taIkii' about ? -Oh, yes. Weil, I
don't know wiho the baby is,- nor vho paid
for lier-keep ; but she's gain' ta be one ô'
your high-Étepper, and io niistake., She
might bu Queen.Victory's daughîter by the
airs sheputs on ; I'd like ta keep her my-
self if she was a little aider, and T wasn't
gain' ay from here."

"I s'pose they'll make an awful row at
being separated, won't they?" asked the
younger woman.

" 1h, like as not ; but they'll have ta
have their rov and get over it," said Mrs.
Simmlons easily. " You can take Timothy
ta the Orphan Asylun first, and then came
back, and l'Il carry the baby ta the Haine
of the Ladies' Relief and Protection Sa-
ciety; and if they yell they cai yell, and
take itout in yellin' : they won't get the
best of Nancy Simiions."

" Don't talk sa loud, Nancy, for nercy's
sake. If the boy hears you, he'll begin ta
take on, and we shan't get a wink of sleep.
Don't let 'em know what you're gain' ta do
wirh 'um till the last minute, ar you']l have
trouble as sure as we sit here."

" Oh, they are sound asleep," responlded
Mrs. Simmon, vith an uneasy look at the
ialf-open door. "I went in and dragged a
pilloi aut from under Timothy's head, and
lie never budged. fHe Vas sleepin' like a
log, and so was Gay. Now; shut -up, Et,
and lut nie get three winks myself. You
take the lounge, and I'Il stretol out on two
chairs. - Wake neup at eight o'clock, if I
don't vwake myself ; for I'n clean tired out
vith. all this fulssin' and plannin', and I
feel stupid enough ta slcep till kingdoin

(Te b Conutisied.

ONLY NOW AND THEN.
Think it no àxcusc, boys,Mcrging intonion, -
That yon do a vrong act .

Only now and thon.
Boctter ta bu carefu],
. As you go along
If yon vould bc manly

Capable and strong.
When you have ahabit

That is wrong, you knov,
ICnock it off at once, lads.

With a sîîddPa blovi.
Think it no excuse, boys,

eMcrging ite, men,
That yon do a evrong act

Only now and thon.
-Band of Ijope Review.
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