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| dress of plack. At her :
o furtber back "d:: elbows
forward in the rocking Cha ity
sated on it9 arins, hands clasped

evel of his chin, his face just
| githin the line of radismce, itsﬂx‘e:-
pressions like hers, set im the y
| of silent roverie. Both were yum——m
g the debatable borderland wm
;:ut.h and maturity. Smmf:e d:'. oy
Loutside night  crept into Wity
.pess of the room—the interm: o
b gwish of gust driven rain against
. indow pames, the continuous drow-
" hum of trofley cers & block or
ayo away, the vague murmurs of @
1‘:@\, ¢ity borne from the highways
the seclusion of a by-

gt the 1

of traffic into

t. v
.uﬁ can picture the whole scene,’” he
wid at last, summing up tha

#houghts that had given pause 1o
versation.

uil\r;on she responded, her eyes still
Afixed on the embers, You know those
throe uncles of mine well enough to
mderstand my shame and indigna-
tion. And Aunt Mary, too. She
kept talking about  her husband’s
store, about bad debts and the latest
.rise in coal oil, while her brother
ilay dead in the next room. Poor
{Unole Henry: \—the only genfle and
wefined nature among them all—the
only one whose life not
given to sordid grubbing for cents
and dollars.”

¢ used to enjoy a chat with him
when I went along for a book, amd
invariably ended by buying some old
jprint as well. What a quaint and
;1nhre~,~ting shop, too, with the stacks

.of volumes climbing up the stairs !
Booklevers' Corner !—it -was happily
named.””

“He was devotedly attached to the
place—the books among which he liv-
ed, the people who came to rum-
mage through his treasure heaps,
the daily intercourse with scholarly
men and women who sought his ad-

wice. It was a pathetic little life
story, Uncle Henry’s. Do you know
it "

“Only so much as his surroundings
suggested. I often wondered at the
«contrast between him and his bro-
thers.”’

“My mother told me a good many
things last year, before she died. She
was younger than her brother Hemry
~—the youngest of all, although® the
first to go.” The girl paused, and
breathed a little sigh. ‘‘Hemry was
#truggling, by teaching and in other
ways, to enter college life long after
Ais three qlder brothers had become
comfortably established in business.
Dry goods, hardware, hutchering—
that was the benmt of their minds.
Ansd Aunt Mary, too, had married
the most prosperous grocerymanm of
the district. Only Hemry and my
‘mother inclined to other things. My
mother taught school before  she
warried, just as I am doing now.””

Her voice had dropped, till the last
words came  but as an echo, soft

| and low, of saddened musing.

“Not for long  mnow, sweetheu-‘t."
‘be interposed, with a gentle hand

She started, roused in the instant
drom her lapse into dreaminess.
“Oh, I wasnot, thinking) of myself,””

s - she replied, brightly and . resolutely.

"I was thinking of my dear mo

And of my father, whom T can Intt.

member and nothing) more. But we

. ¥ere speaking of Unele ere-
L 't we 2 5

|pleaded with Ebenewe-r. Hiram, James

her | Aunt’

been da to bury his dead friend. Now you

fouch of sympathy upon her shoul-|

““Théy vere a handicap to him,
duty was 80 obviously “theirs
that others who might have helped
naturally stood  aside, My mother

—not one had a single dollar that
could be spared from his business.
Mary wouldn't even put the
‘Juestion to her husband; she wrote
to Henry before he left the hospital,
telling him that change of climate
was useless, that she knew a ymmg
lady who went abroad afflicted Just
the same- as he, but, after spendmg
no end of money, returned home, only
able to walk from her bedroom to
her parlor for months until she died.’

“Well, I'm blowed ! That was
cheerful for a sick man.”

‘80, with plentiful words of af-
fection, she counselled resignation,
and sent him a little book about re-
ligion that perhaps cost her a dime.”

“Pshaw !”

“My mother read that letter, ' and
she never forgave Mary her callous
cruelty—never spoke an intimate
word to her again so long as shq
lived. Well, the doctor, if seems,
guessing at the truth, mentiomed the
case to Mr. Boone, of Booklovers’
Corner. And it was he who sent the
invalid to  Arizona, kept him there
for two whole years, and when he re-
turned, curad and well, gave him a
place in the book store. That
how Unclé Henry came in time to be
& partner, and at last the only
tive memher of the firm.”

““Mr. Boone is still alive 2’

‘“Yes, the dear old gentleman has
come North from his home in Flori-

is

ac-

will understand a great deal better
what T am going to tell you next.
Mr. Boone is Uncle Henry’s executor,
and it was in accordance with  the
latter’'s instructions that all rela-
tives were called together the day
before the funeral. That was how 1
came to meet my Uncles Ebenezer,
Hiram and James and Aunt Mary
and her husband this morning in the
dining room above the book store.”

The young man sat up with suick-
ened interest.

“But your Uncle Henry didn’t die
rich, did he ?”

*‘No, not as the world counts men
rich nowadays. But he had a little
to divide. When we were all assem-
bled, Mr. Boone read the will. There
are legacies of a thousand dollars
to each of my uncles, to Aunt Mary,
and to me as his other sister's
child.”’ A

‘“You say he forgave them  their
contemptible meamness ?—that he left
a single dollar to the woman who
had written him such a letter in the
old days ?"’

“It was | just like Umcle Hemry's
sweet forgiveness to treat everybody
the same—to forget all that had hap-
pened. ' Tha rest of his estate he has
left to the charities in which he was
long interested—the Yeupg Folks'
Summer Holiday Association and the
Hoepital for Incurables.’”

‘“And what de these bequests
amount, to ?"’

“That was what TUncle Ebenezer
asked. But Mr. Boone replied that
nothing would be known until  the
estate ‘was realized. Uncle Hiram
laughed at his share—a thousand

dollars, he said, wasn’t worth the
trouble of his coming out of the
housc on such a rainy day. Then

they fell to discussing the reason of
the condition attached to the lega~
cies.””

Again the listener pricked up his

‘“What was that ?"’

““That no one should attend  the
funeral—the legacy in each case was
to be forfeited if the bemeficiary  fol-
Jowed the body to the grave.”

“By Jove. I dom't womder! Tt
wes a subtle little stroke. Your un-
cle wished no mockery of mourning
bd the world.” b

mylwylnmcﬁyla the
terms,” said the girl, glanci

s

Vi

i df;re is no usq guarreu_
with ll\e terms of a legacy."” he com-

ers. ‘A thousand dollars isn’t much
—but it is a thousand~dollars
the same.”

The girl watched his face, in her
Oown eyes an expression of mingled
wonder and disappointment. But the
young man was not looking at her.
He got wp from his chair, flung a
shovelful of coal into the stove, then
stood erect, his form outlined) against
the leaping, gleaming flames that
instantly filled the iron cavity.

“It will mean a lot to us, Nettie,
dear,”” he went on. ““You necdn’t 2o
back to the schoolhouse. Why can't
Wwe marry now, right away 2"

She,too, rose to her feet, her lips
compressed, her face paler than ever,
her look of congern growing to one
of real pain. But still her emotion
passed unseen by him; she had turn~
ed aside and was resting an elbow
on the piano.

“This is mo time 10
a thing,”

-all

talk of such
she said, col(il,\: “Only a
few hours ago I gazed on my dead
uncle’s face, when the others had
gone. For many a long day there
will be saduness in my heart.
leave me, Norman.
wish to be alome.”

Her eyes sought his now, and abt
last their reproachiulness smote him,

““Oh, of course, there will be the
usual period of mourning,”’ he mur-
mured, abashed and confused. i
didn’t mean anything else, Nettic.
You know that, don't you 2’

““Go, please, go.”” She held out her
hand; therc was a sob in her voice,
the shine of tears in her eyes.

She suffered him to kiss her good-
night. Then he

Now
This evening I

went on his \\'1\:\‘
into the rainstorm amd the darkness,
and she was alone with the fire glow,
her chastened grief for the dead, the
dull consciousness that
something in her golden dream
love had been changed to dross.

4

awakening

of

Il

.On the following evening he found
himself again in her rooms. She had
been out all day, but it could not be
long now before she would be home.
So the landlady, who knew the rela-
tion in which the young people stood,
had meantime made him comfortable,
turning on the electric light and re-
plenishing  the stove. Heavy rain,
unrentitting during several days, was
still splashing dismally outside.

He was a handsome fellow, square,
built and strong, comely of feature,
with ability, seli-reliance and-correct
living written on every line of his
face—such a man, by outward seem-
ing, as any maiden might have deem-
ed herself happy to have won. He
paced the room. disturbed and nerv-
ous, pausing every now and then to

examine some trifle, aimlessly, half
unconsciously—a photograph on the
mantel, a book on the table, the

broad-leaved potplant in tha window
recess.

At last he heard the outer door
open, and he came to a half. A min-
ute later she entered the room. As
he closed the door behind her he
caught a glimpse of the dripping
cloak, umbrella and rubbers that had
been surrendered to the landlady in
the hall. But, disencumbered
her panoply of waterproofing,
was dry amd warm, rosy with the
cold and exercise. She gave him her
hand, but evaded his effort to take
her into his arms, and seated herself
by the table.

““Where have 4ou been?’’ he asked.

“Where would you think 2’ she an-
swered.

He gazed at her black gown, her
black hat—watched he# drawing the
black kid gloves from her fingers, °

“You don’t mean to tell me that
you went te the funeral ?”’ Hig voice
vibrated with the restraint he was
imposing upon himself.

“Yes, I bave been to poor Uncle
Henry'n fumeral.” With grave seli-

she, d her hat, and
laid it. by her side on the table.

He took a step forward: and looked,
down at her.

““What foolishness! What utter fool-

from
she

1aimend

Up at her lover. ‘“‘And Uncle B'axry

hqan to fear it.

V' he “a ittberly.
Wheuxoﬂdntﬂudyouathoma 1
Sa you have sav

mented, with a shrug of his ahauld-!

I bet that not. one of
ot'ha's turned up at the graveside—
thcy stuck close to their legacies.”’

*“Yes; his brothers Ebenezer, Hiram

and James, his sister Mary, all were
absent. It was
therefore, that I should be th'ere.’’

““And you never thought of me,—of
our future ! You know my struggle
to get a start—my helplessness in the
law business without some capital.
You know quite well that that money
would have got me the partnership
with Kingston. I went to see him
this morning; ‘we talked it over;
everything was sattled. And now I
come here to find that all my efforts
are undone.'’

In his agitation he had risen
his seat, taken but a moment before
at her bidding. She surveyed - Iim
calmly; she spoke with gentlo sud-
ness, but with none of the trembling
irresolution of the night hefore.

“Two days ago, Norman, T should
have deemed it impossible that you
would have spolem like this to me—
that you would have counselled e
to wrong my conscience, to go
trary to my sense of right,

from

con-

for the

sake of monmey. You say I have
thrown away my legacy. Buf I lose
much more than that—I lose the

faith 1 had in you. My dream of
happiness is over.”’
He moved uncomfortably and his

face flushed.

““Oh, it needn’t amount to that,"’
he murmured. ‘I suppose we'll
over the loss of the money.”

“But the loss of faith ?’’

“Sentiment again,”” he protested.

““Then sentiment shall rule my
life,”” she replied, drawing a
from her finger and placing it upon
the table. 1 begin to think that
sentiment may be a better guide to
one’s conduct than reasonod Judg-
ment.

get

ring

“Everything is ended. But I want
you to learn the lesson that the in-
stinct of right is always the

one to follow,

wisest
Let me tell you what
happened to-day, Norman.
down again.”’

Mechanically
he obeyved her.

Please sit

and without a word

“Uncle Henry was laid in the grave
by his old friend, Mr. Boone and ny-
sclf.  When all was over, we return
ed to Booklovers’ Corner.
my surprise,
and once more assembled.
They been sent for by Mr.
Boone's instructions. For there was
a codicil to the will to be read aiter
the funeral.”

The  glimmer of dawning intelli-
gence was in the listener’s eyes now,
The girl continued :

“The first legacies were revoked,
and $10.000 was left to each bro-
ther or sister ‘who had forieited his
or her benefit under the will by tak-
ing part in  the funcral. An equal
sum was left to me, but with no con-
dition attached, doubtless for my
dear mother’s sake. However, the
will further provided that if I had
attended at the graveside I was to
be sole residuary legatec after cer-
tain large charitable bequests had
been paid out of the estate.”

“So he was rich after all 2’

““In the old days of youthful ailing,
it appears that he had gained the
friendship of a miner in Arizona.
Through this connection there camo
the chance, later on, to take a finan-
cial -interest in a prospecting venture.
For ten long years Uncle Henry paid
contributions to a doubtful mine.
Only two years ago it turned out to
be a bomgnza. But he wauld never
leave the old shop—the Booklovers’
Corner he loved so well—the business
he was managing for his aged bene-
factor.””

‘‘His brothers will fight that will.”"

“That is what they at oncoe threa-
tened. - But Uncle Henry had provid-
ed for this very contingency. A year
before he died he had deeded all his
property to Mr. Boone.. So the‘rc
was no real will—just an honorable
understanding hetween two friends,
sealed now by death. Why I am so
late to-night is that Mr. Boone and
I have been %0 a trust company’s of-
fice, where everything has been trans-
ferred into my name.””

The young lawyer drew a  ileep
breath. He ‘stood erect and began
buttoning his coat.

“You are right, Nettie. This ends
our dreaf. If you had remained
poor, some day I would have owned
my lauit, and begged your forgive-
ness for my in lmanor tmght. For

to
three uncles

There,

I found my
aunt

had

my

2 you. B@t, of

gondition,” was the sullen Tejoins |
the

the more fitting, |
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OR “FRUIT Lm TABLETS »
ith them for constipation, headaches,

“Iam taking Fmilq-&ivu, and find them all dght The easiest to
take and the most effective laxative I have ever used."

At druggists—50c. a box,
Manufactured by FRUIT-A-TIVES LIMITED, Ottawa.

Mrs, L. DAVY, Prescott, Ont,

The fire had burned low, the room
was almost in darkness, But at last
she stirred, and, rising to her knees,
reached forth a hand for the emgage-
ment ring lying on the table. As she
stooped toward the dull red of the
ashes to gaze upon the discarded
trinket, there was the shimmer of
brilliants—and the gleam of love-
light in her eyes as well.

Had the manliness with which
had taken his lesson redeemed him ?
Had her woman's heart been touchied
with new tenderness by his very need
for her forgiveness ?
brought realization

Had ceflection
that love may

claim perfection, but can only hope
to help toward it ?

She did not restore the hoop of
gold to its accustomed finger. But

she looped it on a bit of ribbon
her breast, and,

at,
after a long. linger-
ing Kiss, slipped it within the folds
of her

dress.—Fdmund Mitchell, in
New York Tribune and Farmer.
ADS TO LITERARY WORK,
Shorthand, Typewriting and
Phonograph Cylindera.
Literary men and newspaper re-
porters are coming to discard the
pen, as business men do, in the in-

terest of speed.

remarked the other day that the
pen belonged to the era “‘of the
stage-coach and weekly mail.”” Per-

haps that statement exaggerates the

truth, but not excessively. It is not
every writer, of course, who can ai-
ford to avail himself of the most

modern facilities for rapid work. Whe-
ther he operates a typewriting ma-
chine himself or employs some

else to do so for him,

une
the adoption
of the practice involves some expen-
diture of money. The acquisition of
the art of stemography is useful,
pecially to court reporters. A writer
may find it belpful in naking
own notes, or in recording a com-
munication that is received over a
telephone, where accuracy is of great
importance.

Generally, though, the literary
man, like the business man, makes
use of the services of an assistant
who can take memorande in short-
hand, and subseyuently produce the
matter in full with a typewriter.
Some persons operate the machine go
skilfully that they can take a letter
or story directly from dictaition, and
the author is thus enablad to get his
copy sooner than otherwise.

Another resource, the phonograph,
once promised to be a great con-
venience to writers. That instru-
nent seemed to be admirably adapt-
ed to record speech with accuracy
and speed. Tt has been somelhing
of a disappointment, though.
cause it is harder work to learn just
how to use it than is commonly sup-
posed. The Medical Times recently
pointed out some of .tha embarcass-
ments encountered by the man or wo-
man who uses it.

After the recording cylinder is put
in place in the machine and started
on its revolutions, ready for dicta-
tion, there appears at once in the
operator a sefise of hurry, similar to
that experienced in dictating to a
stenographer, but much more intense,

es-

his

he-

THAT'S THE SPOT!

he,

Until he can teach his brain cellw
that no space is being wasted whem
he is not dictating, for the machine
can be easily comtrolled in its revo-
lutions, the operator loses the thread
of his discourse in his desire to keep
up, apparently, with the rapidly re=
volving cylinder. 1t takes time and
training to learn to keep ome's wits
from bLeing distracted by pazing ak
the revolving wheels, Then it is
hwmiliating how indis-
tinctly ome seems to talk; the knack

to discover

of speaking into the tube must be
learned.
Again, only about twelve hundred

words can be dictated to a cylinder
before it must be cleaned off for fur-
this cleaning of cylinders is
an accurate, time consuming work
which is no child's play. Moreover,
the machine is a very accurately
made instrument, which must be kept
in perfect order; it is not especially
but it
overhauling from time to time.
expense of the phonograph was,

ther use;

demands careful
The
five
it s

complicated,

yvears ago, in itseli prohibitory;
now
But
the phonograph, as to the stenogra4
pher, is that it reguires some one to
take off dictation on papen; it is left
in an unusable form by the dictator.
1f the writer does this himself, he, of

course. saves no time heyond arrafg<

within reach commercially.
the most senious objection (o

The Medical Tvim(‘h'l ing to do it at times whem it would

be impossible to compose. If he nas
it done, he quickly learns that™ the
labor of “reading off the cylinder' is

very brain fatiguing, and many type-

writers seem  unable to underftand
the work. There is also some like-
lihood of mistakes in copying from
the cylinder, although the percentage

is less than in shorthand work, but
tha notes can be gone over any num-

ber of times.

UNIFORM LATIN PRONUNCIATION

A resolufion was recently passed by
the Irish Hieracrhy a general
meeting of the Archbishops and Bi-
shops in Maynooth to the effect that
the time has come when it is desir-
able that the Roman pronunciatiom
should, as far as possible, be gener-
ally adopted in the eccleslastical se-
minaries and colleges of Ireland. It
certainly will be an advantage to
the clergy fo pronounce Latin ac-
cording to a uniform standard. Hi-
therto college has differed from col~
lege, but ~ in none of the Catholic
colleges, we believe, has the method
of pronunciation that obtains in
the English public schools, the Uni-
versities and the Law Courts pre-
vailed. Latin ought to Le a univer-
sal language, yet this method would
be almost as unintelligible on the
Continent as the jabber of a Mohawk
Indian, A native of the Continent
acquainted with Latin would never
understand a Latin word in  which
the letter ‘“‘a’’ was pronounced as it
is in make and take, or in which the
letter ““i’’ received its ordinary Eng-
lish sound. As the Bishop of Canea
observes in fthe “Irish Fcclesiastical
Record,”” the adoption of the Ro-
man pronunciation of Latin now
ordered by the Archbishops amnd Bi~
shops of Ireland, besides bringing cle-
rical students and priests into live
with the style of pronunciatiom im
most Catholic countries, will enabile
them when visiting Rome to  enter
into familiar ‘oral intercourse with
people thers, and will save them frémy
being condemned to silence by . m
pronunciation  differing too much
from that of the Ttalians.

at

Tbe other day a visitor was = ex-
lmining a class in a Boswnlehool.
when he came to the word imtgtnq-
tion, and then asked tbe mcltdn.
one could tell hirh..
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