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A STORY OF THE ST. LAWRENCE.

By John Talbot Smith, author of * Brother
Azarins,” A Woman of Culture,” His
Honor the Mayor,” **Saranac,” ete.

DEATIL

Florian found a suspicious Iull resting
on the bome atmosphere of Clayborgh.
Linda was quiet and happy, to judge from
her manner and look. But there was no
mistaking the gudden agony that seized
him as he kissed her on his return. The
blood leaped to his head in a blinding
way, the tears preseed like a torrent to
his eyes, but only a few drops fell, and
dry sobs struggled in his throat and
bosom. Did she understand the cause of
gnch emotion ? A tender look on her
pale face, a shadow in the sweet eyes
that threatened at once to dim them for-
ever, were what had taken away his self-
command 8o violently ; and, as if it were
but natural that he ghounld so act, she
drew his bhead to her breast, and placing
her cheek against his soft hair, smoothed
it with her delicate hand nntil the storm
of grief had spent iteell. When he looked
up again both understood one another
perfectly—Linda knew at last that she
was dying !

“ How is Scott 7" said she. ‘1 have
done nothing but dream of him since you
left."”

“ He sent you his very best esteem,’’
said Florian, * and is to call on you soon,
and all the flowers and herbs and grasses
the islands aflord are to be sent you.
You have charmed him, Linda."

“ [ donot know why he has been 8o
much in my thoughts lately, but his red
peard and keen eyes have haunted me
pleasantly for two weeks. Probably be-
cange you were there with him. And
what did he say toyoun ? You know you
promised to tell.”

“ He told me, very much like a fortune-
teller, that I was cut out for a quiet life,
and fitted to write beautiful things forthe
million. And when 1 told him my
tastes ran in any direction but that, he
said many people are damned for study-
ing medicine or taking np politics, and he
thonght 1 would be too.”

Linaa's old nature, though softened by
illness, roge up at this declaration and

she laughed herself into a fit of coughing,

* Weil, well | what an idea, 8L8 Bald.
“ Bt it is trune in part. There are less
temptations in such a life as thig than in
the lile of a public man. Florian, | want
to be so sure of meeting you again that
whatever you ci faithiul to our
religion and true to God, and never for-
vot Linda., 1 dou’t care where I would
be, I think I would feel so unbappy if
yon and [ were not to meet again,”

He could say nothing, but cia

and gently.

“ Aud what were your own thoughts
“How did you follow your

00868 be

| ilea of a retreat ?”

{
| he asked.
|

“ Yon remember the crowd we saw at
vival camp-meeting? 1 have been
condition of that crowd since I
turmoil and excitement, and my
e put on so loud a personality be-
eft that I was less at home than in
a ball-toom. I got enongh of the wilder-
[ prefer a prison.”

She shook her head deprecatingly.

“ You made a blunder somewhere,
You had no system. You were preju-
diced from the beginning, Well, no mat-
ter

'lorian grew suddenly uneasy. lle
had something to say, and could not
command himself to say it. She saw hig
emotion and understood 1t.

“You must not think,” she said,
“that [ am afraid or very sorry to die,

Keeord office, ‘ misic!

, | elogquent of death,

and if you have anything to say you must

! b very frank with me.”

¢ While we are together, Linda"—how
yery dear that name had become to him,
that he hung on it as if it were sweetest
- whatever wish you have con-
! cerning me 1 would like to know and fol-
Lwit.

“ I will tell you all soon enough,’” she
nd for the time she was too weary
{0 sapeak more. e sat Dbeside her Lold-
ing her dear hands and looking into the
pallid face. ‘The changes made by death
were very painful. It had robbed them
of the dear girl even before the soul had
flad, for this was no more the Linda of
old times than astranger. She fell asleep
soon, and he saw how completely death
had seized her. The hollow eyes and
parted month, the wasted hands, the
feeble but labored respiration, were all
sShe slept sweetly, in-
deed, so sweetly that he could not help
saying the ange's were round her ; but
her eyes were only closed in part and it
awed him to see how she seemed to look
on him with her senses locked in slnm-
ber. And this wasdeath ! And just like

day he would be, pale aud ho
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spair brought the tears into the girl's

es.

it There is no pain in dying,’’ she whis-
pered, “ but in leaving you, mother.”
From that moment she began to fade
go gently that it seemed as if an angel,
incapable of svffering, had come in her
place to die. Florian did not leave her
day or night. Ruth was often there, and
Nara, her father, and the strong-voiced
fqunire, for she liked to see them all
abont her as in earlier, happier times, and
to hear their jokes and bright eayings
and pleasant goseip, and to imagine that
ghe was just going to fall asleep for a
little while, and, waking again, would find
them all just as she had left them.
very day came a buuch of forest treas-
ures from the hermit, mosses and rare
leaves and bright red berries. He did
not come himself, but her bed was so
placed that she had a full view of the
bay and the islands, and often saw his
canoe or yacht flitting from ore point to
another, In the lonely nights Klorian
and Mre, Winifred sat alone in the room,
dimly lighted by the night lamp, and
talked or read to her in her waking bours.
When it became painful for her to speak
at length, she contented herself with
watching him for hours, asif studying out
gome difficult problem.

“ Florian!'

“Yes, dear.

“Yon will be very much afraid to die.”

“ 1 trust not, Linda.”

“ But you will, I know, and I want to
tell you that it is not as hard as we
imagine. Only be good, do good, and it
will be very easy.”

. “ T ghall try with my whole heart, Lin-
da.

“ Yon will not marry Ruth? She is
good, Florian.”

“How can 1, he replied with some
bitterness, “ when my own good sense
and hers, and Pere Rougevin, are opposed
toit? Ifshe be nota Catholic I must be
a Profestant.

“You will not forget, Linda, that you
are to tell me your wishes before—before
—You gaid you would.

“1 only want to be sure of meeting you
all again,”’ shesaid. * Youare very good,
Florian, now. Promize me you will
never grow worse, only better ; that you
will never cease to think as you think
now: that you will always remember
Linda.’

“Ig that all, dear ?” he answered, with
something like reproach.

“ All!" she repeated. * Oh the old, old
gpirit of confidence. If you do that,
Flory, if you do that much—"' )

ended with a smile, and after a litile
added: * Be careful of Sara; be kind to
|.er, and save her if you can.”

‘hose were almost her last words to
him. Early the next morning Pere

Rongevin anointed her and gave her the
Viaticum, the h
bel

whole family and Ruth
Around the house that
vy cartaing of death, in-

g present.
fell the he
ible f

yet felt, shedding eve ywh
faneral sadnegs. la ¢ white chambe
she lay with half cl 1 eyes drinking in

the colors of the scenes she had sotender-
ly loved. The end was very near—so
pear that at any moment the light might
fade from her face and the gentle breath-
ing ceaee. Out on the blue waters the
western san was shining in a long bar of
light broken often by the passing clonds,
yet shining out every moment just as
bright as before and this shifting move-
ment of the light cccupied her attention.
Mrs. Winifred alone was with her. In
her meek way she supplied her needs
and silently ~anticipated her simple
wishes, and was so rapt in ber dying
child that she did not hear the knock at
the door without or its repetition, or the
steps which ascended the stairs, and en-
tering the room in a quiet but abrupt
way, suddenly presented to her the un-
couth hermit. Mrs, Winifred was rather
exasperating on suchoccasions. She was
frightened and her face showed it ; never-
theless she made no sign, and was
meeker than usnal when Scott rather im.
periously waved her aside and took Lin-
da's hand in his own.

8o it happened Fiorian found bim half
an hour later in the same position when
Mrs. Winifred came to hurry them all to
the death-room-—for Jeath-rocin now it
had become, since Linda lay like an in-
fant in the arms of the king at last. At
last and forever! There was no recall, no
further hope. The girl's face bore a new
expression, the gseal which God first
placed on Abel's young face, the protest
of the body and the soul against sin’s
merited punishment, the reflected light
from. the torch of death! Florian took
her left hand and gazed composedly on
her face. There was something strange
in her manner; a strange glory or,trinmph
rested on her lips ; there was more color

and fire in her cheeks and eyes ; and now
«he turned from Scott to him and back
again, looki like one y ond
worda to tell, and 1 g yet again until
death suddenly canght her weak breath
and carried it to eternity and God. It
was the firs v of November, at slock
in the afternoons with the sun shining on

the river and g
east, that Linda
A mounth after

13 riging in the

Linda's burial

was
snowing, and you conld not see t} 1968
on the next street. 1t promised to be a
hieav gnow-storm, not unusual for that
district, and the dwellers by the river
gottled themselves comfortably for six
months at their warm firesides. The
Wallace home wag gloomy ¢ id disordered.
Florian in his own room was busy pack-

ing clothes and books for an immediate de-
parture to New York, and he was working
with feverish haste and unnecessary care.
A knock at the door interrupted him and
his mother entered his bidding, calm
ag usnal and the hair smoothly arranged
over her placid cheeks.

she was nervous,

however, and distres Did he know
what had become « ara It was
ruamored that she was married to Mr.

ng evening., Mr. Wal

Buck th
lace | st then intowr

1an ( \
cailn ( ‘li g & 3
and  thonght y must

wmrd

went ) id
he. *“And whow 1 he T e
ing so lonely a h But ag to the
tory, don’t you trouble yonrself witl sach

nonsense,

Mre. Winifred, however, did not like to
think it nonsense any more than she liked
to doubt Flor

Doey father

wasion.
gaid Florian.
Mr. Buack
e minister de-
but if he does
smash and cut

lieve it ?
inquire of
y. If t
nies it, 1@ back;
not, Mr. Wallace wil
everything in his way.”

“Tet him,” said Florian grimly. “ If it
be true, 1'll second him. Then, paying
the damages will teach him sense.”

himseif,

e will coi

Mrs, Winifred s

look at the trunks and boxes scattered
through the room,

“Yes, I'm going, mother, at last,’’ said
he. “There i8 nothing here to hold me,
is there? And as soon as I get settled 1
shall take Sara to keep houeaior me until
she gets over her folly. I would prefer
her tollowing Linda than Mr. Buck. A
monument is more satisfactory over one
than an Episcopal meeting house, even if
it ig—""

He kicked things around noisily and
drowned the short, sharp burst of grief
that followed his sarcasm., The door-
knocker was going vigorously when sil-
ence wag restored, Mrs. Winifred has-
tened to admit the callers. Iler voice
was strangely agitated as a moment later
she called Florian to the parlor. He found
Ler pale and trembling at the foot of the
stairs and shaking as if with ague.

“['s trune,’ ghe repeated. O Linda !”

& What's true ?”  said Florian ronghly,
as he threw open the door violently and
strode in frowning. Mr. Buck was there
as painfully correct in costume as ever,
and beside him Sara languishing in her
mourning robes. One glance was enongh,
but ¥lorian pretended not to understand.

“ ] thought it wonld be but fair,”’ said
Mr. Buck, “to let you know of the rela-
tions which now exist between your sister
and myself, We were married last even-
ing at the rectory in presence of the offic-
ials and the leading members of my
church, who understand the peculiar cir-
cumstances which led to the ceremouny at
80 sad and unfavorable a time."

“It would bave been better to have
waited,” said ¥lorian, aping a calmness
he did not feel; *but I am not sarprised,
nor will any one be, I presume, with
whom yon are acquainted. My sister 18
of age.  We have done our best to prevent
what in itself is undesirable. Am I to
understand that Mrs. Buck in adopting
your name has also adopted your particu-
lar religious views ?”

“Not at all, not at all,”’ said Mr. Buck,
vacantly. He was not prepared for 8o
cool a reception. “ Mrs. Buck expressly
stipulated that she should be allowed to
attend her own church on alternate Sun-
days, and after consultation with friends
it was allowed.”

1 congratulate you, Sara,” said Florian
sadly, for this smote cruelly on his heart.
“We have dopne our duty towards you.
I hope you wili be happy. I am going to-
morrow for good, so good-bye."”

“(ood-bye,"”’ Nara, shedding a few
tears. Her shaliow soul was begi ; o
see that her brother's generous nature an 1
high motives had been sadly misunder-
stood.

“ Iwas intending to bring you with me,"”
I'lorian continued smiling, * and have
you preside over my house; hut that plan
must be laid aside.” Youn will excose me
now, Mr. Buck ; I am busy.”

The incident had a depressing effect on
Florian beyond the power of words to t¢
He bad mastered himself very thoroug!
at a trying moment, but pi <
ness added itself to his mental desolation,

gical we:

and left tk yew sorrow very hard to
bear. His packing was ended before
pight, however, and, having despat d

s boxes to the depof, he went on foot
around the bay to Squnire Pendleton’s.
The Squire was in his study smc king, and
listened to Florian’s tale with much com-
miseration and delight.

“]'s a great pity your father didn’t
meet them,’ said he. “Ius a reflec tion
on the family to have guch & goose in it.
Here, Ruth, come in and hear the news.

Ruth came to the coor at her father's
ghout.

“ You couldn't gness,” said the Squire.
“Sara's gone an’ done it at last; married
the parson last night.”

Ruth was shocked so violently that she
grew quite pale, and stammered ont :

“1 kpew they would marry, but linda's
death, 1 thought, would make a differ-
ence. Poor Linda!”

“That hurt me most,’ said Ilorian,
with a wan smile; “but it was done very
respectably. The whole congregation was
calied in and consulted. 1f they did not
marry then, while we were taken up with
sorrow, it might become impossible to
marry at all. The circumstances a8 they
saw them justified the action.

yorrow,” he ad

I am going to-m i led.
He was glad to have this opportunity of
speaking to Rath alone, and of discover-
ing, possibly, whether fate had any more
stones to throw at him.

«] kney you could not endure life
here,’ she replied with much feeling,
“ after 50 many Sorrows.”

“The one thing 1 most regret is that I
cannot bring you with me, Ruth. You
must know,” he went on hurriedly, “ that
a very little time should decide for you
and me whether we part or unite forever.
In a year, if you say it, I will come back
for you, Ruth.”

«T fear I can never say it,”” she an-
swered quite calmly ; “and I fear, too, we
have been wrong in expecting confidently
hat it 18 God’s alone to give.
studied your faith, and I find I h
liking for it. 1t is beautiful indee
it does n geem to
one.’

Fate had thrown its last missile. e
was nnable to speak for a few inutes.

“There i8 a year yet,” he 1t length ;
“you can decide betier at the end of that
time, per ? Y

“ Perhaps,” she repeated. was
very calm, simply because she had gone
over this scene many a time in the past
fow months. “But I think it would be
better to end now.”

He was s0 pale when she looked at him
that her good sense faltered.

“lave we ever really
other ¢’ said he biovheuly )3
kuow, Rath, that if you persist we shall
never meet again,”

« 1 know it,”’ said she. “1 will wait
for a year, if you wish. We have been
always under a restriction, you know,and
| feei as if it made truth harder for me to

learn, because you were to be the reward

‘l‘du'

ve a
but

,

me to be the true

8,

ohe

loved

each

ied and cast a meek '

ness, Florian rose and staggered away in
silence. What the hermit never before
did he did then—stoppad the youth and
held him,

“You're not yourself, my lad,” be said,
with a touch of tenderness in his voice.
“And I am told you're goiu' away to-
morrow."

“Yes,” said Florian, “to-morrow.
Thank God! I'm done with this place
forever. 'There is nothing hera for me
but graves. You see, Scott, I have lost
them ail—1inda, Sara, and Rath. And
one nearest to me—isn’t it strange ?—is
the little girl in her grave. Yes, I am
going, and I wish it was morning and the
whole place out of my thougzhts for good.
I don't care if I were dead.

“There's a diflerence between dead
and dying,’ said Scott grimly. “You'd
goon change your mind if death
caught you. You forgot to give me that
paper—'

“1']l write it this very night,” Florian
answered ; my last will and testament of
the old life, and then harrah for the new.
God! how completely we can be torn up
from the roots and transplanted in new
soil.”

“Bogh!" said Scott. “Yon kin no
more git rid of the old life than of your-
gelf. You'll think of all these things for

rs, an’ you'll find them three women,
an’ the water, an’ islands, an’ boats, an’
thinge, twistin’ in your thoughts and
promptin’ your will until yer dead—al-
most. You'ra a leetle apt to get senti-
mental.”

Florian said nothing, a sudden daze
came over his senses and he leaned
heavily against the hermit, with his face
upturned to the snow-clonded gky; and it
8o happened that the hermiis beard
brashed his chin and the weather-beaten
cheek lay for an instant against his own.

« Faintin’, hey,” said Scott. * You'll
have a spell of sickness.

“Not at all. I was thinking of Linda’s
last words. They are a good motto a8
well as a prayer: “That we may meet

again.,’  Good-night, Scott, and good-
bye. As usual, yon are right.  The

oid life shall not out for the new.”’
He went hurriedly down the road.

('H.\;l'lxl: VIL

A BOHEMIAN,

The attic chamber of Madame De Pon-
sonby Lynch's fashionable boarding-
house had one window with a view of all
the b windewa of the neighboring
block in its panes and & strip of exceed-
ingly plain sky above. Oa cleardays the
North River i ight, but at other
times nothing ti ame and stars or
moon threw a glamour over the scene.
Moonlight falling on the starinz bac ks of
tenement-houses is not a thrilll ight;
but shimmeri 1
dow, faintly lighting up i ‘ furni-
ture, mixing lig

until the narrow space be
-hall—then the moonlig
that effec

18 ]".A:‘.M

ir was cold
enough th floating on it,
where the light fell onked and

almost persuaded P
was warm and had not 8
know it. A spectral bed with a white
coverlet stood in one corner, a chair and
desk littered with papers in another, and
a stove sat reproachfully in the mi ldle
place, ¢ Jder than the moonlight and
darkly pensive, It had ic air
that it should be there a
night when a stove has m«
do in this world, and be as s
moody as Othello v is occupat
There was one picture on the wall, otl
wise bare. Some clothes hung on the rac
stretched across the door. These and tt
moonlight were all Panl Rossiter’s posses-
gions, and he surveyed them cheerfully
while blowing his cold fingers and drum-
ming his cold feet on the floor. He was
writing, and writing was food and heat to
him—tbat is, when his mannscripts were
exchangeable for silver. [ nfortunately
they did not always have that property.
A sudden and imperative knock at the
door startled him.

“(Openthedoor,b’y,” said a rough, de
middle-aged voice outside. I know ye -
re in, anre the key's in the door. IJsme,
Peter, and [ have sorething to teilye.

A long silence succeeded this outburst.

“« No admission to DPeter!” said the
voice in a mock soliloquy. “Then, as
gure’s me name's Carter I'll expose ye.
D'ye think I don’t know why you are
keeping me out, hey ” D'yethink Idon’t
know ye've no fire, or—"

There was a sudden hurrying of feet,
and in an instant the voice, or l'eter Car-
ter, as he called himself, was violently
puiled into the room. The lamp which he
carried went out in the roughness of the
encounter.

“ Do you wish to blazon me through the
house, "said Paul hotly ; *“do you—

“There was no other way of getting in,”
said Peter nd then
proud. Not a soul but
young man inthe attic 18
poetry he writ
composes |

polog
I 4

dn't be so

knows the poor
as poor as the
, an’ freezes as often ashe
they respect ye &
the less, for it ye were rich ag Craesus a
poet’s a hybrid thing in New York. Let
me light the lamp.”

Peter having performed this o}
y, relit his pipe and sat down
Jlare of the light, composed and
happy. Xle was a short, stout, bhow-
lezwed man of fifty, with a bullet head
and a moon-like face. Ilis hair, short
and gray, stood straight as quills, his
under lip protruded, a scar haif-way be-
tween tip and bridge of Lis pug nose gave
that feature of his face an ugly promi-

noa hnt hisaves waralarge and blue and
sharp and would have been

Not that

eraiion

looking,
hanasome bat for the smoky eye-balls.
Peter’s general appearance was that of
red-faced, arty farmer given to socia
id rolling in happiness. He

“ But it's too bad, Peter,” said tt
“ that you should "lot the wholemhpulu’e;g;
know 1 had no wood—"

“ Ah, bother, man! What d'ye care

for the whole  house, or the
whole block, or the whole ‘-11')- [
Sare they koow it already, And Vs

your own fault that ye haven't wood and
candles! Plenty o money, b'y, in this
old sheepskin o' mine! Call on Peter
any time you are in want o fifty dollars
an’ it's yours. Plenty o' money all over
the world, plenty o eat at .\l;hl;\n.;
Lynch's.
* Never think of to-morrow
With & simile banish sorrow.

“1 was thinking,' eaid Panl gravely
“that 1 would borrow a little from yon' -
Peter looked suddenly indifferent—* ay,
if you could let me have five dollars to bhu :
gome wood and necessaries | wouldn'
mind.”

“Wood and necessaries, mocked Peter
gayly—“mnice things for a young man like
you, with strong muscles and warm blood
to be thinkin’ of. I tell ye are tw 8
healthier in a room like this thanif ye
had a stove blazing up to heaven. And
candles hurttheeyes! Yeshouldn'tread
after daylight, or use the eyes at all. See
now ? Doctor Brown says that the man
whouses his eyes—"'

“That isn’t the point,”” Paul interrup-
ed, *“I asked you for five dollars, ’

“Doctor Brown says that the man—

“No, no, stick to the point, I'eter ; wil
you lend me five dollars

“Lend ye five dollars?” said Deter,
with a surly air. “ Ye're mighty anxiouvs
to ron in debt, ain’t ye? An’ I'd look
well lendin’ & man money that can’t pay
Madame Lynch his board. 1 have
enongh to do to support meself. Go an
write for the newspapers something plain
an’ sensible on the Know-nothings or—o:
—Ireland—there's a grand subject for y
—an’ leave off reading an’ writing stuf
There's a pattern, for ye on the first tloor
—the young lawyer, only been in the city
a year, is spoken of for Assemblymai
already. lle lookslike ye, every one say =
go. May be you are related *” i

Paul sat eying his companion wit
amused disdain,

« | heard the assertion made abount th
lawyer's likeness to me,"’ gaid he, * but
have never seen him. Now let us
how much of a resemblance thera is by
tween us. I have yellow hair, blue ey«
light complexion ; what has he?” i

“ Brown hair, brown eyes,
complexion,” said Peter hesitat y

«] wear a mustache, and my nos
Girecian a8 well as my face.”

« He wears a full, short beard
nose i8 straight, if thai's what
Grecian, 'anl

“\Where's the resemblance, then

“ 1 don’t know; 1 don’t think tl
any. When you come to p \T
haveus all. 1 thought you n ;
know him. DBe George, Paul 3 1

get ye a 11l on 8¢
1ng man, makes
the ward meeting. Y
him, you would, He's a (e

me paper, for

strict’ kind I think. Sure I know
wouldu't like that, but a little of y
company, poetry, and my punch wor

soon cure him of pious leanings. (
down now, an’ I'll introduce you,

“ (3o ahead,” said Paul, “ I'm re .

Peter bounded off his chair and se
the lamp.

“The lawyer has
himself,”” said he, *
till T see if he's in.

e went down the stairs with a sl
ap and a sober air, as if the task of visit-
ing the strange lawyer was not a pleasant
one : and Paul, watching him until t}
lizht had faded to the first tloor, saw
stand hesitatingly there, then retreat
return a few times, and tinally go slow
to his own rooun.

“ () thon mass of contradiction !” he so-
liloquized, leaning over the stairway, and
returned to his cold room to resume his
writing, and blow his fingers and stamj
his feet, and draw inspiration from the
moonlight, which shone more brilliantly
as the night strengthened. A twenty-cent
piece lying on the table gave him a new
thought.

He donned his overcoat and went out
hasiily. Down on the iirst fioor Lie mic
Peter just comingoutof the lawyer'sroon
his face aglow with pleasure. Ie seizad
Panlsuddenly and with a jerk handed hin
inside the door.

“ Here's the twin,” said he. “Dbe
George! 1've fixed it all,an’ I'll leave it
to your own mothers 1f ye aren’t as like as
sun an’ moon. Wallace, this is Rossiter,
an' I'm Carter,an’ we'll raise—That s right
Paul ; make yourselfat home.”

I'he two gentlemen thus roughly brought
together smiled and acknowledged the
troduction.

“ [ere we are,’ said Peter recklessly,
“ transported from a garret toa palace '~
Paul stared—* and all on account of the re-
gemblance between a poet and a politi

Saturday nighl
sutdo you stay here

ian! Paul,iv's pretty complete, isu’t it
It must be a nice thing to be a politician

to afford such laxuries, and not poor devils
ike you and me, writin’ bad poetry ¢
torials—hey, b'y Don’c ye feel pr
17" said he, turning to Fiorian,

“Very,” said Florian, “ since youthin

80 highly of it.”

TO BE CONTINUED.

Baby Eczem

nd Scald He

Iofints and young children are peculiarls
subjact to this terrible disorder, and if not
promptly arrested it will eventually become
chronic,  Dr. Chase made a special study ot
Fezoma and disease of the skin, and we can
contidently recommend Dr, Chase’s Oint-
mant ta enva all forma of Kezama. The first
application soothes the irritation and puts the
little sufferer to rest.

Beat.— Mr. D. Steinbach
-1 have used DR, THOMAS

Cannot D
Zarich, writes ¢

of my lesson.’

| release you,’ he gaid, rising. ‘I re-
lease you, Ruth, from any obligation to | :
me. You are right—you always were. |
Good-bye—forever.”

Phey shook hands, and with this
simple ceremony his first love ended.
Was he tempted to go back to his para-

i
{
dise and tako her as she stood, difference I

of faith included ? The thought did occur
to him, as would the thought of flying
With a sad smile at its impossibility he
faced the dying storm. Iis feet turned |
unconsciously to the grave in the church- |
yard, and falling upon it, he moaned : |
() Linda! all our good fortune went !
with you.”
“ Not all,” said the hermil's voice near

by,

“1e looked up and saw Scott. 1le was
covered with the falling snow, and must
have been out long in the storm. Feel-
ing ashamed of such a lisplay ot weak-

| a poet,

{ blue eyes an’ melanc

with

your | yellow hair, and

An't ye,

b’y ? Ii's nice to look “at ye
sure it's not mad ye are nig!
have let me in if ye didn’t wantto! I}
don’'t ask to come inter your old freezing
room when 1 have one myse!{ twice as
good an’ warm, I'llgo now, if ye say 8 o

He made a pretended start and
with his legs, bat did not move, and his
iovial leer failing to charm the frown from

the young mau's face, he grew indignant.

“ell, stay mad if ye are so. What
the divil do I care for you or your mad-
ness 2 D'ye s'pose 1 owe anything to
you or to the likes o’ ye? Not asnap of
me tinger, ye half-starved verse-molder.”

( Bl 38, . FCLECTRIC O1L in my family for a number
was round-limbed and round-bodied, | ot years, and [ can safely say that it cannot
rolled in his walk like a sailor fond | be beat for the cure of croup, fresh cuts and
of a good song, a good story, yood | § ns. ”)“ litle boy has had at :wkl“
glas punch. e took his seat, smiling | croup severil times, and one dose of DR
. .8 half-amused face, which | PiacMAs’ Bongorric Oin was safficient
“ A f~amused iace, Which | ,; 4 perfect cure, 1 take great pl
Paul had turned on him | .
i nada rt | recommending it as a family medicing, and
“ 2 1 | IR H 1 1 ] . -
Ba George, Paul, s gaid, with a mal- | I would not be without a bottls in my house
{ evolent grin, ** bat the very S , g 0
x % by J of | Phere are a number of variaties of corns

Holloway'’s Corn Cure will remove any ol
them. Call on your druggists and get a&
bottle at once.

As Parmelee’'s Vegetable Pills contain
Mandrake and Dandelion, they care Liver
and Kidney Complaints with unerring cer-
tainty. They also contain Roots and tlerbs
which hava specific virtnes truly wonderful
in their action on the stomach and bowels.
Mr. 1. A. Cairncross, Stakespeare, writes
"1 consider Parmelee’s Pills an excellent
remedy for Biliousness aud Derangement of
the Liver, having used them myself for some
time.”

Hoop's Sarsaparilla is the Ove True Blo d

Purifier, Great Nerve Tonic, Stomach Regn
lator. 1o thousands its great merit I3
KNOWN,

DECEMBER 17, &%
THE CONVERSION OF 0. A
BROWNSON,

Henry I'. Browneon has lately put
lished a volume deseribing ¢ The
Early Life of Ocestes A. Brownson'
(1803-44) Detroit : H. F. Brownson,
Pablisher.

It is full of interest asa gtudy of the
mental progress of this distingulshe
copsort  We make the following ex
tract a8 an indication of thestyle of th
work :

Brownsoun had gdvanced co farin hi
pelief in the unity of the Christia
Church in the first half of 1881 that h
gbandoned his Pro‘estant pulpit an
goparated from his Unitarlan friend:

At the same 1mo he bore public test:
mony to the learning, ability, singl

'

ness of purpose, and great moral wo
of many of his brethren in the mini
try, with whom he had been for mau
vears in some degree assoclated. B
he could no Jonger reconcile the dent
of the Incarnation, of the traa diviod
and the trus humarity of Chris’, wi
faith in Christianity .

Browngon now found himself stru
gling between contending imp
If salvation was not attainable out
the true Church thers was
necegsity for joining it ; bu
case he must abandon all ho
calvation of his friend

he pale of that Church,
nov prepa ¢d todo 13

May. 1844, to propose thls

the Right Raverend B.J i

0p of Boston, with whom | had
ready a sligl intan The
¢ wun.t of this nd interview w

the Bishop as related by
this :

Ha received mein &
dinl manner, sald he

with attention, perceived hat 1
making some pro;gre toward
Church, but he was surprised ths
objected to th Pop

s+ What can be your ob ion
Pope ?"

*» I do not of { .
timae ago 1 was loolish ¢

10} DU
( Y
withou 1’0o ld |
Church at al
** Why on you
*] could 1 v
Protesitant
are all wrong nd «
tion : aud if 1 i
round on which 1 could be a (
without sayl 1 uld h

difiiculty
“+ Sp that is your difii:uli
should that ffect vou |
1d has established His Chur
given her al rity to teach,
should you retuse to obey Him ti

wayv

14 1

8 yon that you may a
Him with safety ?  God is just, a1
may leave your Protestaut fri
His hands : for He will not puni
unless thay deserve it. 1 y
the order He hose d, ot
ly refuse to o their lawiul p
and p f 1t own |

ad ird !

{

v True. But I am not wil

believe that all wi
the pele of tha Roman Cathoil

)y live and al

must be finally los [ wisht
to find some jusrification, at 1
excusge, for the Protestant i
and it is this which has Keptm
“The ivquiry 1is no doubt
restl 1 will find
ahly, somewhat diffizult tHA
thus far met with much sucees

1 cannot say I have, and I
most afraid that I ghall not suc
‘It is not best to bo hast
guestion is serious, and you
well to inquire further and
'erhaps you will find rome ©X
the Protestant Reformation. ]
vou will not fail to let ms koo
© After some more convers
the same topic, and on gent
tg, and his assuring me that
‘:‘.vv him pleasure to have me
cee him when 1 found it cony
took my leave A week later
again, and he lent me
fortnight later still, I ealled ¢
and requested him o
charge of some one who w(
y instruct and p
into the Chu
eea n

me

plas

the trouble t
for admission
immediately introat
v juie

who read

teck, and performed &
aund upiform Kio
I
con ’
\
I I wno o ¥ 1
1 nerat N (
(500 Uk . { 3 1 {
4 r 1 wrand
pronounced over R vord
jution 1 raconciila ) o
red to be displaved
What most improsse d me
ew with Bishop Fenw

firm and uncompromising ¢
his Catholicity. Ho used
unkind word in spsaking
ants : but with allmy art:
my best-1 eould DU ¢ Xtra
the least conceivable con
saw clearly whet held m
that 1 believed 1 was prep
the Church if [ could onl
assurance thatin Jividua g
the pale of her commuuid
necessarily be despaire d of

by word nor tone did hei
he had an, such assural
He was a Catholic, heart a
had learned the Church @
salvation, but he had learn
What he had received, t
give ; but nothing else.

the author of the condition!
and he could not take the




